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    'You Can Do Whatever You Want With Me'

    "You can do whatever you want with me."

    Grace enjoyed uttering those words to a man. She almost always had. She'd found it to be a window into the sexual part of a man's mind. She'd experienced all manner of reactions to those words, too.

    One of her college boyfriends - Joe - froze up. He literally stood at the foot of the bed and stared at her naked body without doing a damn thing. She'd given him freedom to do as he desired and she'd overwhelmed him. It wasn't entirely fair, but Grace broke up with him a few weeks later.

    Danny - a guy she'd dated in her mid 20s - decided that he wanted to have doggystyle anal sex upon hearing those words. Grace had decided against it, mostly because she'd never had it before and she was certain it would be hugely painful and quite messy. It was the only time she'd turned down what a man wanted to do when she'd uttered those words.

    Two months into her relationship with Eli - the man Grace would eventually marry - she offered herself to him with what had become her catchphrase of a sort. 

    "Yeah?" he'd replied.

    Grace was naked in his bed. Her long blonde hair was splayed out on the navy blue pillow case beneath her head. Her legs were spread enough for him to see her pussy, which she'd prepared for him that afternoon by shaving off everything but a strip above her clit.

    Eli crawled into the bed and kissed her thigh just above her knee. He ran his fingers over her soft skin and his lips followed all the way to her pussy. "I hope this isn't too boring," he said before plunging his tongue inside her and dragging it up to her clit. He sealed his lips around her throbbing sex organ - they'd made out quite a lot at the movies earlier that night and he'd done wondrous things with his hands as they fooled around - and Grace arched her back, closed her eyes, and moaned as he moved his tongue back and forth.

    "Eli, baby, that feels so good."

    Grace ran her fingers through his hair and then grabbed a gentle fistful. She wasn't sure why, but she liked doing that when he went down on her. Something about it felt right. It always made her pussy a little wetter, too.

    She came in just a few minutes. Eli was the only man she'd ever been with who could make her cum that quickly with his tongue. When the final waves of orgasmic pleasure had exited her body, Grace looked up to see a giddy smile on his face.

    "I love making you cum," he said. "Sorry if it's weird that I wanted to go down on you when you offered yourself like that."

    She sat up and Eli sat back on his knees. They kissed as she stroked his cock. He wasn't as thick as other guys she'd dated and her fingers wrapped easily around it, but Grace liked that. It made blowjobs a lot easier to give, for one, and her pussy was never particularly sore after sex, which was a good quality for a man she was already thinking about in a long term kind of way.

    "It's not weird at all. It's a very good quality, in fact." They kissed softly. "In fact, I like that you're the only man that's ever gone down on me after I've offered myself in that way."

    "You've said that to other guys?"

    Grace nodded and felt Eli's cock get a little harder in her hand. She looked down to see that the head was plumper than usual. "Does that bother you?" she asked.

    Eli shook his head. "I don't think so, no."

    She kissed his neck and moaned. She stroked him a little faster, too. "Would you like to know what some of the other guys have done when I told them they could do whatever they wanted with me?"

    "Yes," he whispered.

    Grace moved her boyfriend to his back and cuddled next to him. She played with his balls and kissed his neck and then looked down to see his cock throbbing with desire.

    "One guy couldn't bring himself to do anything," she said. "He just froze. It was the weirdest thing. He did identify himself as the wrong man for me, though, and we broke up soon after."

    "Shit. Poor guy."

    She laughed softly. Not really. Joe was an average boyfriend at best.

    "One guy tried to fuck my ass," she said. "I also broke up with him soon after. Obviously."

    Eli looked at her and Grace was certain he wanted to ask if she'd ever had anal sex. He kept his mouth shut, though. He'd always been a little reserved when it came to sexual matters, though not enough for it to bother Grace. In fact, she liked that about him. It was refreshing.

    She did want to answer the question, though. "I'm not against anal sex, by the way. I've had it a few times over the years. I don't love it, but with the right guy it's worth it to make him happy. The guy that wanted it when I offered myself to him, though, was not the right kind of guy."

    Grace kissed her boyfriend and offered her tongue. She teased the head of his cock while doing so and was delighted at the way he moaned into her mouth.

    "I'd be willing to have anal sex with you, by the way," she said. "Not all the time. Probably not more than once or twice, but if it's on your bucket list then I could help you cross it off." Grace studied his face for a moment smiled before adding, "But you're not really interested in that, are you?"

    Eli shook his head.

    She kissed him with surprising passion and stroked him while avoiding the head of his cock for fear of causing an early orgasm.

    "The first time I said it to a guy I was wearing a full lingerie set. A bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, heels. The whole thing."

    "I'll bet you looked amazing," Eli said.

    "It was the first time I'd ever worn something like that. We were in college and that kind of lingerie felt so adult and sophisticated. There was a sale, though, and I bought it on a whim after walking by the shop. We were in my dorm room. My roommates were out for the night so we had time. The lingerie had given me confidence and the look in his eyes when he saw it...I don't know, it just made me want to give myself to him, so I said the same thing I said to you."

    "That he could do whatever he wanted with you?"

    Grace nodded and kissed her boyfriend's neck.

    "What did he do?"

    She smiled as the memory of that night came back. His name was Gerald. He'd been born and raised in London but had come to America for college, the same as his father had done before him. Grace was more than willing to admit that his accent had been a big part of why they dated. His talent in bed had kept them going out for longer than they probably should have.

    "He took me into his arms and kissed me," she began. "His hands roamed over my body, caressing the lingerie. He had me undress him and take his cock in my hand. He asked me if I liked his cock, if it made him feel good."

    "What did you say?"

    Eli was excited. Grace could hear it in his voice. He was, in fact, more excited than she'd imagined possible. She smiled, though. She liked making Eli feel good. She liked it a lot and she wasn't the slightest bit bothered by the fact that he was clearly turned on by a story of her and another man.

    "I told him that I loved his cock," she whispered while brushing her lips against his neck. "I hadn't had many partners at that point, but I told him that he put the others to shame, that he fucked me better than anyone ever had."

    Gerald had thoroughly enjoyed that. In hindsight, Grace came to understand that he was a bit insecure, but most men that age are.

    "Then he asked again if he really could do whatever he wanted with me," she continued. "I told him he could. I don't know why, but I was so excited at the idea of Gerald simply doing as he pleased."

    "What did he want next?"

    "He wanted me to suck his cock," she replied.

    Eli moaned. Grace looked down to see his cock head had swollen up a bit more and turned a darker shade. His excitement filled her with a sense of giddiness.

    "Is that what he said?"

    "His exacts words were, 'I want you to suck my cock,' and I got on my knees immediately. My pussy...I can still remember how it tingled, Eli. I don't know what I was expecting him to do when I offered myself to him in that way, but I liked that he wanted me to give him a blowjob."

    "You're really good at giving head, so I can understand why he'd want it."

    The compliment lit her up for a few moments and Grace wondered if she was in love with Eli. That could wait for later, though.

    "He told me to look up at him as I sucked his cock," she said. "It was harder to do with him in my mouth, but I did. The look in his eyes was incredible, Eli. He was so turned on. His dick was so hard, too. It was like I'd made a fantasy of his come true without even knowing it. Then he put a hand on the back of my head and began to thrust a little. It was a bit unpleasant, so I played with my pussy while he fucked my mouth slowly. I was so wet, baby. Wetter than I'd ever been."

    Grace was wet in that moment, too. Soaking wet. She wanted Eli inside her, but she knew he'd cum quickly and she was having too much fun for it to end right away.

    "I thought he was going to cum in my mouth, but he had other plans. He stood me up and we kissed even though my lips and chin were wet with saliva. I told him again he could do whatever he wanted with me, though this time I was even hornier and I knew he could hear it in my voice."

    Eli kissed her neck and grasped one of her breasts. "What did he want?"

    "He wanted me from behind. He said the garter belt made my ass look incredible. He told me to get on my hands and knees in the bed. It was low enough that he took me standing. He slid into me from behind. He told me he wanted to fuck me hard, to get a little bit rough."

    Eli moaned. "Did you let him?"

    "I did. It wasn't anything crazy. A bit of spanking. Some hair pulling. Really hard fucking."

    Eli's hips pushed upwards, signaling his desire for pleasure, for an orgasm.

    "I played with my clit as he fucked me. It hurt a little as he pounded me, but in a way that really turned me on. I came really fucking hard, Eli. Really, really fucking hard. Gerald did too. He came hard and deep inside me."

    They kissed as Grace rubbed her thumb over Eli's plump cock head. She could have made him cum in so many different ways, but she wasn't ready yet.

    "Would you like to hear another story?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "I dated a guy from my first job. It was stupid to date someone I was working with - it didn't end well - but it was so hot at first. One day I texted him an hour before lunch. I told him that I wanted him, that I didn't want to wait until the end of the work day, and that he could do whatever he wanted with me as long as I got to have his dick inside me."

    "Fuck...Grace, you're amazing," Eli said.

    She felt such intense lust for her boyfriend in that moment that it was difficult not to mount him and take his cock for a ride. Grace held off, though.

    "We went to his car during lunch. He asked me if I'd ever gotten fucked in a car. I told him I'd given road head but never had sex. He started the car, pulled out of the parking lot, unzipped his pants, freed his dick, and then put a hand on the back of my neck and pulled my mouth to his cock."

    Eli kissed her neck and the hot breath from his moans tickled her flesh. For a moment, goose bumps raced down her arm as Grace thought of throating her boyfriend's cock in his car.

    "We pulled into a parking lot - I think it was a Walmart - and he parked. We climbed into the backseat and he fucked me. We usually used condoms, but he didn't have one. He told me he wanted to cum inside me, that he wanted his cum leaking out of me for the rest of the day at work, that it would turn him on to think of me at my cubicle with his cum dripping into my panties and resting against my pussy for the rest of the day. I probably shouldn't have, but I told him he could cum inside me."

    "Cumming in your pussy does feel better," Eli whispered. They'd stopped using condoms just a few weeks ago and it seemed to Grace that Eli had enjoyed sex more since then, but of course he had.

    "Does it make you jealous to think that other guys have cum in the pussy that you now get to fill?" she asked.

    Eli responded with a moan and Grace squeezed the head of his dick, spreading his precum over the soft flesh. "No. Is that weird?"

    "Not at all." It was hot, actually. Eli moaned and kissed her. He studied her face for a few moments afterwards and she asked, "What are you thinking about?"

    He looked away and said, "That right now it's weirdly arousing to think of someone else cumming inside you."

    Again Grace wanted to fuck him, to ride him, to make him cum deep in her pussy. It felt like a primal need at that point, like her body was screaming at her to give the man next to her pleasure, to ensure that he felt so good that he couldn't imagine being with anyone other than her.

    "My boyfriend...the one fucking me in the car, he told me to beg for his load," she said. "His exact words were, 'Beg for it, Grace. Beg for my fucking load.'"

    "Did you?"

    She smiled as the memory made her pussy tingle. Some women wouldn't have enjoyed being vigorously fucked in the backseat of a compact sedan while the guy demanded that they beg for his load, but Grace had said he could do as he pleased with her and she'd been turned on at the idea of giving him exactly what he wanted.

    "I did. I begged for his load, Eli. I begged him to cum in my pussy, to cum in my tight little cunt, to fill me with his load so it would be dripping into my panties for the rest of the day."

    "Fuck," was all Eli said, though he let out a lovely moan.

    "He came so hard, Eli. He was so loud, too. It was so hot, and of course I came so fucking hard, too. His cum was dripping out of me for the rest of the day. My pussy and panties were a mess when I got home. He fucked me hard then, too, so I got laid twice in one day."

    Eli rolled towards her and then quickly reversed course. Grace was fairly certain he wanted to fuck her and she was ready for it.

    "You want me, don't you?" she asked.

    "I do."

    Grace straddled him. She took him in her wet pussy. She rested her hands on his chest and began to rock her hips back and forth.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    Eli moaned and nodded. There was something on the tip of his tongue that he wasn't saying, though. Grace was certain of it.

    "Say it," she said.

    He looked away and she leaned down and kissed him, luring his attention back to her. She sat up again and once more began to rock her hips, bathing his cock in the slick and hot juices of her pussy.

    "Say it, Eli."

    He grasped her breasts and she rode him harder.

    "I...I think this would feel even better if there was someone else's cum inside you...if your pussy was sloppy with someone else's cum..."

    Eli came inside her as Grace smiled. He squeezed her breasts hard and it hurt a little, but he was in the midst of a great orgasm, so she had no problem dealing with a bit of discomfort. His hands fell away eventually and she leaned down to shower his neck in soft kisses.

    Grace dismounted and laid next to him as Eli's cum leaked out of her. He turned, kissed her lips, and said, "That was fucking incredible. You're like no other woman I've ever dated."

    "And you're like no other man I've ever dated, Eli, and I really love that about you."

    His smile was soft and sweet and Grace was certain he was going to tell her he loved her. He held off, though, perhaps because he thought it was unwise to do so in a post-orgasmic state. Grace wouldn't have minded. He'd tell her soon enough, though. She was certain of it.

    "So, do you think that the next time I utter those words that you might find yourself thinking that what you'd really like is to tell me to go out, get fucked by someone else, and come home to tell you all about it?" she asked.

    Eli looked surprised - stunned, even - but then he smiled. "Well, I'd definitely ask you tell me more stories about other guys you've said those words to and the things they did with you, and yeah, I mean, I guess at some point I could absolutely see asking you to go fuck someone else. Is that...is that something you'd do?"

    "For you? Yes, absolutely."

  
    (True Story) Her First Time

    This story was left as a comment on BeccaBellamy.net (on the cuckold training article) and I thought I'd re-post it here for you to enjoy. It sounds like he may be at the beginning of a successful cuckold marriage :)

    
      
    

    It’s been a few hours and it’s almost 4am over here but couldn’t sleep with excitement and Wifey fell asleep almost immediately after we cuddled up to each other.

    I am excited just to write this (hope it’s just as exciting for others to read) and I have to say that I’ve told my wife about your blog and having read a bit of it, has said that she might come and describe how things are going herself and share some thoughts.

    We had a fantastic night last night. Initially a bit strange for me and I felt a little embarrassed in one moment but I think that’s normal. We used the guide and your suggestion about sitting it out and so I was never going to sit in on what happened- wife said that this might happen in the future. I sat outside our room for the whole time.

    Anyway, wife ended up talking with Pat on the phone for quite a while before he came over and I did indeed get the lube and cage – I got two cages but we ended up putting the plastic one on me as it felt much more comfortable. Wife said it’s probably not coming off for a long time. 

    I can’t believe I haven’t cum in months but I have this feeling of excitement and so it doesn’t matter anymore tbh. It actually feels great and I think just getting to cuddle and maybe kiss or lick her pussy is everything to me. I am content with this and as long as she’s happy, that’s all that matters. 

    This is a new journey for the both of us but I am happy she decided for Pat to come over of her own accord and to involve me in all this but also to decide on her own – which is most important i think.

    Pat arrived at our place at 6pm. I didn’t shower her or go down on her – I wanted to at least lick a little but she said that she was a bit nervous and didn’t want that at the moment from me. Pat was very punctual and we just began the night sitting at the table outside our kitchen eating snacks and having drinks. 

    A bit of talk and laughter. Wife didn’t dress down like I thought she might and we spoke about this but she thought it was best to just wear what she usually does – jeans and blouse and bear feet. She put lots of makeup on and heavy dark lipstick which I haven’t seen her use in a while and it felt a little weird that I hadn’t seen her like this in so long but she looked so damn hot.

    We sat at that table for a while and then the wife suggested we move over to the couch and watch something together and so we did. I think she might have been a bit uncomfortable with me sitting next to her because as she sat next to Pat, things went very quiet for a while and we were all just looking at the television. 

    After a while, she said that it’s night time so she’ll be right back after she puts on a bath robe. She told me to clean up the table, go in the kitchen and make some more snacks for us while she was gone.

    I was in the kitchen and heard that she came down and sat back next to him. It was very quiet and so after a while I came out with the snacks and she was indeed in robe – I just wasn’t sure she had underwear on or not. As I came in Pat was just taking his thumb away from her lips – I was guessing he was trying to get her to suck on his thumb – something I always wanted but she always refused.

    I sat down again and she said that she needed to show Pat the new cupboard we got put in the room and she smiled. Took him by the hand and led him to our room and just shut the door. Just like that. Sort of shocked in some way but I can honestly say that I was so excited by this that my heart was racing.

    I sat there by myself for about 30 minutes before she called out to me to come to the door. All she did was open the door naked and handed me the robe and told me to go put it in the laundry. 

    The robe was clean so i think she just wanted to show me what was happening and I was grateful that she involved in such a small way. She certainly didn’t seem nervous anymore. I have never seen her lipstick so smudged so I think she ended up giving him what she never gave me and sucked his cock straight away. 

    It also didn’t seem like it was a short suck either. It was weird at first but she gave me a light kiss on my lips and closed the door. I was a bit surprised in a way as I always just thought she didn’t like to suck cock. I guess Becca, you were right in suggesting that my cock was lacking or just didn’t do it for her and I am happy she decided to go on this journey with me and experience something better.

    After about an hour later, I saw Patrick come down and just say that he had to go because of work the next day. I was kinda surprised that he left because i thought he’d stay the night. After a few minutes, my wife called me up and told me to get in bed with her so I did. I asked if I could lick her pussy for a little bit and she said yes! It was so red! 

    I found it strange there was no cum inside but kinda relieved as I don’t really want to clean up. She said there wasn’t any because she swallowed it. This shocked me because I never imagined she would do this. She asked how I felt and I said that I was really happy and that ‘her pleasure is really my pleasure’ and she said she loved me. 

    I asked if I will ever fuck her with my own cock and she said that anything is possible but highly unlikely and not to expect it for at least a year or two if not more and she was really happy now with how things have gone.

    Talking about details, she said that he was rough with her and spat on her face and pussy but they didn’t do anal yet. Maybe next time and there would be a next time but that we would go over to his place as was originally spoken about – she just wants to take his cock in his bed.

    I am not sure if I should go over too or stay and let her go and fuck him and stay the night at Pat’s house? I know that I would love to watch but wife isn’t ready for that as she said that she would feel like she’s ‘performing’ and wouldn’t be in it fully and she’s too nervous for that.

    It’s not out of the questions but she thinks it will take at least a few more times before i can sit in and apparently Pat is fine with this but also thinks the time isn’t right yet.

    Gotta be honest that I am surprised yet again that she didn’t mind the rough stuff but she said his prick felt just right in every way and if it didn’t she would have never swallowed or cleaned up his cock after. 

    It was a bit shocking to hear these things for the first time but made me more and more horny – especially Patrick making her beg to take his cock in her mouth and having her suck his thumb and fingers for a while to apparently show him that ‘she would do a good job’ or he would go home. 

    I just didn’t think stuff like that happened and I couldn’t believe that he put his cock inside her pussy balls deep. Wow. That’s a whole 9 inches and she’s such a petite thing! All the stuff she was telling me were a little shocking but the arousal was off the charts. I was just happy for her.

    What surprised me most and made me almost cum if I could cum was the few seconds of video she had Patrick take for me with her phone as she took his cock in her mouth. Being on all fours and sucking down on it made me elated. I never knew this feeling before. 

    I can’t get over that it was alright for him to call her a slut as she choked on his cock. If i would have called her that I would have never been with her in the first place- she would have never allowed it.

    We ended up cuddling and falling asleep – well, at least she fell asleep. I am still buzzing and can’t fall asleep. We’re going over to his house next week and she’s still keen on taking his cock up her ass but a little bit scared as it’s huge and she’s never done that before but thinks his dick is “beautiful” so she will. I did get that lube she wanted so I guess that will be used.

    I wish I could take off my cage and masturbate but realise that I am not allowed to and don’t really care for it too much. I think about it sometimes (it would be nice to do it over the video of her sucking Pat’s cock) but I am fine without it. It’s just pure ecstasy putting her pleasure first and I think that’s the way forward. 

    Just not sure about the cleanups but if she insists then I will do it I guess. Reading your guide it’s probably the next step and I am sure she’s thought about it and read some of it already on here. I am ready but scared of that part. This is something we will discuss more tho.

    Thanks again for all the tips on here and the blog overall and I think you’d have to agree that things have gone very well for us.

  
    A Bad Day at Work

    Thomas looked up from his computer to see Lily, his boss’s assistant, step into his office with a smile on her face and a bottle of Scotch in her hand.

    “Lily, to what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked with a genuine smile on his face.

    “I come bearing a gift,” she replied before setting the Scotch – a bottle of Macallan 18, in fact – on his desk. “Mr. Andrews wanted to congratulate you on your promotion.”

    The gift was unexpected, to the point that Thomas was suddenly a little wary of his boss’s intentions. “Wow,” he said. “This is really generous.”

    Lily smiled and sat on the edge of Thomas’s desk. Her skirt rode up and he couldn’t help but glance at the exposed flesh of her thigh, though he cursed himself the moment his gaze drifted. “Mr. Andrews wants you to know that you’re a valued member of the team, Thomas. He believes that you have a long, prosperous future at the company and he knows that you can appreciate a good glass of Scotch more than most men.”

    Thomas reached out to grab the bottle of Macallan and ran his fingers over the label. Lily was right. He did enjoy a good glass of Scotch and the bottle was the kind of gift that did make him feel appreciated. He would have poured a glass right then and there if it wasn’t frowned upon to indulge in a drink at work.

    “Please thank Mr. Andrews for me,” Thomas said. “I’ve already told him, of course, but please reiterate just how grateful I am to have been given that promotion.”

    “I will,” Lily said as she shifted her body just a little, causing her skirt to ride up a few inches more and drawing Thomas’s gaze to her thighs once again. “There is one more thing we have to discuss before I go, though.”

    Lily stood and made her way around the office, closing the blinds for each window to provide the sort of privacy that made Thomas nervous.

    “Lily, what are you doing?” Thomas asked.

    Lily turned and smiled before sauntering across the room with an unnecessarily seductive sway in her hips.

    “Lily, seriously, what are you doing?” Thomas asked.

    “It’s come to the attention of Mr. Andrews that you’ve been engaging in a little bit of…well, scheming, shall we say?” Lily began as she sat across from Thomas’s desk. “It seems as though you’ve used your promotion as an opportunity to try and set yourself up to take Mr. Andrews’s job. You’re shoring up support among your coworkers – or attempting to, at least – and you’re planning on going over Mr. Andrews’s head and proposing that you’d be far better at running the division than he is. You’ve made promises of promotions to some of your coworkers and you’ve assured everyone you’ve talked to that you’ll be far more generous than Mr. Andrews is when it comes to compensation. Is that correct, Thomas?”

    All of it was correct – Thomas had no intention of remaining under Mr. Andrews for years to come – but he wasn’t about to admit to that. “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Lily, and if Mr. Andrews has a problem with me, he can talk to me like a man, instead of sending his assistant to do his dirty work.”

    Lily smiled and said, “Mr. Andrews prefers to handle these issues in a different manner.”

    Thomas remained silent, as he wasn’t entirely sure how to work himself out of the situation he’d fallen into. Clearly he’d overplayed his hand with regards to rounding up support within his division, as someone had happily ratted him out. Silence seemed like the best option in the moment.

    “If you open your email you’ll find a link,” Lily said. “Please do so right now.”

    Thomas stared at her for a few moments before turning to his computer and browsing to his corporate email. He saw a message from Lily had arrived mere moments before she’d walked into his office. The email contained a link, just like she’d said it would. “And what might this link contain?” he asked.

    “Leverage,” Lily said with a smile.

    Thomas’s mouse hovered over the link for a few seconds as he considered whether he wanted to see the leverage that Mr. Andrews thought he had. Realizing he had no choice but to let the situation play out, Thomas clicked the link.

    A new window opened to a webpage hosted on the company’s internal server. On the page was a video, though there was no screenshot to give Thomas some idea of what he’d see if he clicked the play button.

    “Play it,” Lily said.

    Thomas racked his brain for any anything compromising he might have done that could have been caught on video. Nothing came to mind, though that did nothing to slow his heart rate as he clicked on the video.

    Lily stood up and dragged her chair around to Thomas’s side of the desk. She sat next to him, crossed her legs, and stared at the screen as the video began with a shot of the cabin of the corporate jet. The low rumble of the engine was the only sound Thomas heard. He glanced at Lily and she offered a smile.

    “Where was your wife last weekend, Thomas?” she asked.

    “What?” he replied as the question caught him completely off guard. Lily offered no reply. Instead, her gaze returned to the screen.

    Mr. Andrews walked in front of the camera and dropped into one of the luxurious leather seats. An elegant-looking woman in a dark burgundy dress followed and sat across from Mr. Andrews, leaving her face hidden from the camera.

    “Where was your wife last weekend, Thomas?” Lily asked again.

    Thomas leaned closer and studied the woman sitting across from his boss. It was the ring on her finger that caught his attention. He knew that ring. He’d given his wife that ring when he asked her to marry him.

    “I suppose you didn’t actually know where your wife was last weekend,” Lily said. “I’m sure she told you something – I doubt she said she was traveling with Mr. Andrews – but it should be clear that she wasn’t wherever she said she was.”

    Erin had told Thomas she was going away for a spa weekend with her friends. She’d even posted a picture on Instagram of her feet poking out of a relaxing-looking bath. Thomas had no reason to doubt the veracity of her claim. Erin wasn’t in the habit of lying to him, after all.

    “We should be in the air in just a few minutes, Mr. Andrews,” the pilot said as he popped his head into the cabin.

    “Very good,” Mr. Andrews replied.

    “What is this?” Thomas asked. “Why are you showing me this?”

    “You should have known your place, Thomas,” Lily replied. She offered nothing more, though, leaving Thomas to turn back to the video and watch as Mr. Andrews and his wife sat silently in the cabin while the plane taxied towards the runway.

    “You’re very beautiful, Erin,” Mr. Andrews said.

    “Thank you,” she replied.

    “I like that you put in a great deal of effort to look good for me,” he said. “That speaks very well of your dedication to your husband’s career.”

    “What’s he talking about?” Thomas asked as his eyes remained fixed on the screen.

    “Your wife loves you very much, Thomas,” Lily said. “Mr. Andrews made her an offer to help advance your career and she jumped at the chance. As you’ll see, she was quite convincing.”

    Thomas looked towards Lily as a sense of dread rose in his chest. “What did he do to her? What is this? Why are you showing me this?”

    “It’s not what he did to her,” Lily replied. “It’s what she was willing to do for him. For you, really. As it turns out, your wife was willing to do just about anything to ensure that you rose up in the company.”

    The sound of the engines roaring to life drew Thomas’s attention back to the video and he watched his wife momentarily grip the edges of her seat. Mr. Andrews smiled and said, “Don’t worry. We’ll be at cruising altitude before long. Then we can have a little fun. How about a drink in the meantime?”

    “I’d like that,” Erin answered.

    Mr. Andrews gestured towards the flight attendant and said, “Two glasses of Scotch, please.”

    The flight attendant appeared in the video not longer after and handed both Erin and Mr. Andrews a drink.

    “Tell me, Erin,” Mr. Andrews began as he held his drink, “why were you so receptive to my proposal?”

    Erin sipped her drink, crossed her legs in a manner that struck Thomas as surprisingly seductive, and said, “Can I be entirely honest?”

    “Of course,” Mr. Andrews replied. “The deal has been struck. As long as you follow through, your husband will be promoted.”

    Erin sipped her drink once more, draining at least half the dark liquid before resting it on her knee and saying, “I’ve wanted to fuck you from the moment I first met you four years ago. I restrained my desires – there was nothing but downside to acting on them at the time – but I wanted to fuck you, and when you offered the opportunity to help advance my husband’s career in exchange for certain physical considerations, it was a win-win for me.”

    Mr. Andrews laughed as Thomas wondered if that was really his wife sitting across from his boss. Was Erin being honest? Had she really felt desire for Mr. Andrews from the first moment they’d met?

    “I can be quite selfish, you know,” Mr. Andrews said. “Especially in a situation like this. I don’t want to be dishonest about my intentions, after all.”

    “You intend to use me for your pleasure,” Erin replied. “Is that right?”

    Mr. Andrews nodded and sipped his drink.

    “When I met you and thought of fucking you, I didn’t imagine you as a tender lover, Mr. Andrews. Thomas is a tender lover. I can enjoy that experience as often as I like at home. I imagined you as the sort of man that enjoyed taking what he wants without any concern for the consequences of his actions,” Erin explained. “Based on your offer and that hungry look in your eyes, I’m fairly certain I was right about that.”

    “You were,” Mr. Andrews said. “And since we’re nearly at cruising altitude, I think it’s time you show me that you’re ready to help your husband earn that promotion he wants.”

    Erin smiled, finished her drink, and pushed out of her seat. She crossed the short distance between her and Mr. Andrews and straddled him. She took his drink, threw back the Scotch he hadn’t finished, and put the glass aside.

    “I’m going to make you a very happy man this weekend,” she said. “And I suspect you’re going to make me a very happy woman.”

    Erin leaned down and kissed Mr. Andrews. His hands moved down her back and he grabbed her ass possessively. Erin moaned into his mouth and Mr. Andrews seemed to take that as a sign to go a little further. He pulled up the bottom of her dress and grasped her bare ass cheeks as Thomas felt an odd sensation emanate through his body.

    “Are you alright, Thomas?” Lily asked as Erin and Mr. Andrews continued to kiss with rather voracious passion.

    “Don’t pretend that you give a damn about how I’m feeling,” Thomas said to his boss’s assistant.

    “I’m not pretending,” Lily said. “I don’t care about how you’re feeling, Thomas. Not really. It’s just that I’m fairly certain that you’re aroused.”

    Thomas offered no response. It wasn’t possible that he was aroused. He couldn’t be. Only someone truly fucked up would be aroused at the sight of his wife offering herself to another man.

    “Is that your cock I feel pressing into me?” Erin asked. “Are you turned on?”

    “I certainly am,” Mr. Andrews answered.

    Erin kissed his neck and climbed off his lap. She fell to her knees in front of Mr. Andrews and hastily worked his belt open, unbuttoned his pants, and tugged on the zipper. She looked up at him, bit her lower lip in an impossibly seductive way, and reached into his underwear to free his cock.

    “I’m glad to see I wasn’t wrong about you having a big cock,” Erin said as she ran her fingers up and down the long, thick shaft she’d just freed from another man’s pants.

    “Did she know she was being filmed?” Thomas asked.

    “No,” Lily replied. “Your lovely wife has no idea her infidelity has been captured on camera.”

    Thomas gripped the arms of his chair as a sense of fury came over him. His anger wasn’t directed at Erin, though. It was at Mr. Andrews, his piece of shit boss.

    “Take a breath, Thomas,” Lily said as she inched her chair closer and reached out to touch his arm. “This goes on for quite a while and I don’t want you getting yourself too worked up.”

    Erin kissed the head of Mr. Andrew’s cock and smiled. Her tongue slipped from between her lips and she ran it over the underside of his beautiful dick, eliciting a moan.

    “Take me in your mouth,” Mr. Andrews said in a strong tone that Thomas had heard around the office. “Show me that you know how to make a man feel good.”

    Thomas watched his wife give another man a blowjob. The camera angle didn’t show all of her face, but he could see her mouth moving up and down Mr. Andrew’s cock. He could see his wife sucking someone else’s cock and for some reason he didn’t feel anywhere near as angry as he thought he would.

    “She’s quite good,” Lily said as she inched her chair even closer. She ran her fingers up Thomas’s arm and added, “Does she suck your cock like that, Thomas?”

    “Stop,” he said.

    Lily’s hand moved to his leg and she replied, “Stop what, Thomas?”

    “Stop touching me. Stop talking, please,” he said.

    Lily’s hand moved up his thigh and she leaned closer to whisper, “It’s okay if you’re enjoying this, Thomas. Mr. Andrews sent me because he wants you to enjoy this. He wants you to be able to enjoy and celebrate the sacrifice your wife made to ensure you got the promotion that you didn’t really deserve.”

    “Lily, please,” Thomas said.

    Lily’s hand reached his crotch and she grasped his half-hard cock through the thin material of his slacks. “Don’t fight it, Thomas. Just watch your wife suck cock. Watch her pretty mouth bob up and down on Mr. Andrew’s big dick. Watch her give another man pleasure. Watch her surrender her body for the sexual satisfaction of a better man.”

    Thomas felt a flash of anger at the suggestion that Mr. Andrews was somehow better than him. He looked at Lily and readied a rebuttal, but she unzipped his pants and her fingers quickly grasped his cock and stroked him in his boxers.

    “No more talking,” she said. “The video’s just about to get good. Give it your full attention, Thomas. We both know you’re turned on right now. We both know you want to see your wife give her pussy to Mr. Andrews.”

    A moment later Erin pulled off of the cock in her mouth and stood up. She lifted the bottom of her dress, pulled down her panties, and straddled Mr. Andrews. She reached down and grasped his cock. He smiled and a moment later he was inside her. Erin sat down on another man’s dick, rolled her head back, and moaned.

    “Fuck, your dick is so big,” she said. “You feel so fucking good inside me.”

    Mr. Andrews reached up and slipped the straps of her dress from Erin’s shoulders, revealing her naked breasts. He took them in his hands and squeezed roughly, eliciting a pained look and a lusty-sounding moan from Thomas’s wife.

    “Your wife’s not the first woman to accept Mr. Andrews’s offer,” Lily said as she freed Thomas’s cock from his pants and stroked him. “She is the first to enjoy herself, though. The other women seemed to hate it, as most women would. They did it for the promotion, the money, and a little extra power for their husbands. Erin’s enjoying herself, though. She likes how rough he is with her tits. She likes the idea of giving herself to her husband’s boss. She likes the idea of him using her body for his pleasure. Your wife’s a slut, Thomas.”

    Thomas groaned as his cock surged in Lily’s hand. He hated himself for experiencing even a shred of pleasure, but he couldn’t help it. It wasn’t just that a beautiful woman was jerking him off, either. Despite the humiliating nature of what was unfolding on screen, Thomas was aroused by it.

    Mr. Andrews pulled Erin close and took one of her nipples into his mouth. She rode him hard as her moans filled Thomas’s office. Lily was right. Erin wasn’t just putting on a show. Those were real moans. She was genuinely enjoying herself.

    “I want you from behind,” Mr. Andrews said after a thorough cock ride.

    Erin dismounted, spun around, and got on her knees on her seat. She reached back to flip up her dress and expose her bottom, and for the first time Thomas saw his wife’s beautiful face in full.

    Mr. Andrews stood, stepped behind her, and pressed his cock into Erin’s pussy. For the first time Thomas noticed that his boss wasn’t using protection, though that slightly alarming news only brought with it a surge of arousal.

    “Fuck me,” Erin said. “Fuck me hard.”

    Mr. Andrews did just that. He put a hand on her shoulder and another on her lower back and he pounded Erin with exceptional vigor. She closed her eyes and moaned, and once again Thomas couldn’t help but conclude that she was enjoying herself. The look on her face was one of pleasure, of a woman getting something she craved, and since Mr. Andrews couldn’t see her face there was no particular reason for Erin to fake it in that moment.

    “Do you fuck her like that, Thomas?” Lily asked.

    “No,” he replied. They almost never had doggystyle sex, mostly because Thomas didn’t really enjoy it. He liked being able to look into his wife’s eyes as they made love. He liked being able to kiss her, and fucking her doggystyle didn’t really allow for any of that.

    “It looks like she wishes you would,” Lily said. “It looks like she’s thoroughly enjoying being fucked doggystyle by Mr. Andrews.”

    Thomas nodded and Lily stroked his cock a little faster. Mr. Andrews moved his hand from Erin’s lower back to her ass. He rubbed her smooth cheeks slowly and then lifted his hand and delivered a swift blow. Erin cried out in pain, but Thomas was quite certain he saw pleasure on his wife’s face soon after.

    “You’re a very naughty girl, Erin,” Mr. Andrews said.

    “I can be,” she replied. “For the right man.”

    Mr. Andrews spanked her ass again and asked, “Is your husband not the right man? Does he not inspire you to be a naughty girl?”

    “I love my husband, but he doesn’t fuck me,” Erin said as Mr. Andrews continued to pound her from behind. “Sometimes a girl needs to be fucked. She needs to be taken. She needs to be used.”

    Mr. Andrews smiled and reached down to rub his thumb over Erin’s asshole as he fucked her from behind. She moaned and he smiled. It seemed that every little thing Mr. Andrews did only enhanced her desire.

    “Would you let me have your ass if I wanted it, Erin?” Mr. Andrews asked.

    Before she could answer, he pressed his thumb against her asshole and it slipped inside her as his cock continued to fill her with deep, hard thrusts.

    “Would you?” he asked.

    Erin looked back at him, smiled, and said, “Yes.”

    Much to his embarrassment, Thomas climaxed as his wife confirmed she’d have anal sex with his boss. Lily stroked him right through his orgasm as he made a mess on his pants, his desk, and the floor beneath him.

    All the while Mr. Andrews continued to fuck Erin with his thumb in her ass. He worked his cock and his finger in and out of her and she moaned like a woman possessed.

    “Why did you show me this?” Thomas asked.

    “You are Mr. Andrews’s subordinate,” Lily answered. “You forgot that and you did your best to try and usurp his position. You won’t do that again. If you do, this video – and the others Mr. Andrews made with your wife over the course of their weekend together – will be used to humiliate both of you. It will be distributed to your friends and family and her employer. Do you understand?”

    “What if I quit?” Thomas asked.

    Lily stood and smiled. “You belong to Mr. Andrews now, Thomas. You will not quit. You will keep your job. You will do as you’re told. You will do everything you can to protect his position within the company. In fact, you will help Mr. Andrews continue to rise up.”

    “And if I don’t?” Thomas asked.

    “He took your wife’s ass during their weekend together,” Lily said. “It’s quite the video. Far more explicit – and embarrassing for you, I’d say – than the one you just watched. If you don’t do as you’re told – if you don’t recognize that you belong to Mr. Andrews now – that video will make its way online. His face is hidden, but your wife’s isn’t. She looks like a common whore offering her ass for a man’s pleasure and everyone will see it. The worst part is, it’s clear that she enjoys it, Thomas. The world will see her enjoying taking another man’s cock in her ass and talking about how her husband is damn near worthless in bed. Is that what you want for you and your wife, Thomas? Do you want that video online? Or are you going to be good?”

    “I’ll be good,” Thomas said. There was no question in his mind that Mr. Andrews would put the video online. He’s clearly underestimated his boss, and his wife, for that matter.

    “Good,” Lily said as she straightened her skirt and turned to leave. “I’ll be keeping an eye on you, Thomas. If you misbehave, I’ll ruin your life.”

    Thomas felt a chill run down his spine. He’d planned on finding a way out from under Mr. Andrews and his assistant, but suddenly that felt far riskier. Perhaps accepting his fate was the only choice that made any sense.

    
      This was intended as a one part story, but I could certainly add a few more chapters to play out the story if people enjoy it enough :)
    

  
    A Bad Friend

    Most weeks, Leo and his three best friends - Miles, Hunter, and Evan - got together for some sort of activity. Sometimes it was hitting a bucket of balls at the driving range, on rare occasions they carved out time for a round of golf, sometimes they hit up the batting cages, and sometimes they found their way to a bar so they could shoot the shit and get a little bit buzzed.

    This particular Saturday afternoon found them at a bar. They'd ordered a pitcher of beer and worked their way through it. The second pitcher had just showed up and everyone was at least a little bit buzzed. Miles was a lightweight, so he was already verging on being drunk, which likely played a part in his eagerness to vent a certain kind of frustration.

    "Hunter, Evan, you're married," Miles began.

    "Oh boy," Hunter said. "Whatever follows that sort of intro is almost never good.”

    Miles held up his hand. "No, no. There's no need for concern." He took a breath and looked away. "Well, okay, that might not be true. It's not like Anna and me are headed for divorce court or anything. I just want to ask a question of my two married friends. Leo, sorry, for this one you're useless."

    Leo lifted his glass and sipped his beer. "You're right, I'm unburdened by the poor decision of having gotten married."

    All three of his friends rolled their eyes, as they so often did when Leo lovingly talked of his status as a single man.

    "Okay, so, blowjobs," Miles said.

    Hunter and Evan chuckled..

    "This is a real question," Miles continued. "Blowjobs. Do you still get them? You've both been married longer than I have and I'm genuinely curious."

    Neither of the other married men said anything.

    "Because I don't. Not really, at least. I think it's been a year. I mean, I guess Anna's never been enthusiastic about giving blowjobs, but they've completely dried up," Miles said. "It's not the kind of thing you end a marriage over, but it sucks."

    Hunter and Evan looked at each other like they were silently trying to decide who was going to talk first. Hunter took the plunge.

    "They're less frequent," he said. "There's no doubt about that. But to be honest, they happen a lot more often than once a year."

    Evan sipped his beer. "Agreed. Sorry we can't commiserate on this, brother, but it's a lot more often than once a year."

    Miles looked disappointed, like he'd been hoping that his situation was perfectly normal, that all marriages got to a point where blowjobs were largely nonexistent. "Shit," he said. "I guess I just got unlucky, huh? I guess my wife just isn't into that sort of thing."

    Leo smirked and quickly raised the glass to his lips to try and hide it.

    "Oh, wipe that fucking smile off your face," Miles said. "The good-looking single guy that goes to the gym every fucking day doesn't get to smile about this. Yes, we all know that you get blowjobs. We all got blowjobs when we were single, man. It's an entirely different kind of game when you're married."

    "Sorry, sorry," Leo said.

    He took a long sip of his beer and tried his best to clear his mind. He couldn't, though. All he could think about was Anna - Miles's wife - on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock voraciously.

    The memory was fresh. Anna had given him a blowjob the day before. She'd come to his house unannounced and ended up on her knees just a few minutes after walking through the door. She'd told him how desperately she wanted him in her mouth, how desperately she wanted to suck his cock and make him cum, how desperately she wanted to swallow for him.

    Miles hadn't gotten unlucky. His wife loved giving blowjobs. She just didn't love giving her husband blowjobs.

    "Look, I know this isn't really a conversation I can participate in," Leo said, "but these two guys both made it clear that they still get the occasional blowjob, so maybe, I don't know, they're doing something you're not doing. Do you guys go down on your wives often?"

    Both guys nodded.

    "How about you, Miles? Do you give Anna head?" Leo asked.

    "Yes!" Miles replied at a level that was far too loud for even the loud bar they were in.

    "Damn dude, calm down."

    Miles took a deep breath. "Sorry. Sorry. I guess I'm a little more frustrated with this whole thing than I thought I was." He sipped his beer and wiped his lips with his sleeve. "I mean, I went down on her yesterday, if we're going to get specific about it. She'd gone out to Target and gave me the most incredible kiss when she got back."

    Leo felt another smirk coming on so he sipped his drink before it could arrive. It was terrible, but he loved that Anna had gone home and kissed her husband right after sucking Leo off. She probably still had the taste of cum on her tongue. Plus, she was clearly turned on from sucking Leo's dick and Miles had been put to work eating her pussy and had done so without anything in return. The whole fucking thing was arousing as hell for Leo even though he knew he was a terrible friend for fooling around with Miles's wife.

    "Excuse me," Leo said as he set his beer down and slid off his chair. "Gotta piss."

    He pulled out his phone on the way to the bathroom. It was probably unwise, but he texted Anna. He couldn't help himself.

    "I can't stop thinking about you," he wrote. "I can't stop thinking about how good you made me feel yesterday. I can't stop thinking about all the times you've made me feel good. You're a fucking goddess, Anna."

    Leo sent the text and stepped into the bathroom. The phone vibrated in his pocket as he stood at the urinal and emptied his bladder. When he was finished Leo washed his hands and retrieved his phone.

    "I love, love, love making you cum, Leo. I especially love making you cum in my mouth. I know it's awful, but I have to admit that I love that you're thinking about me while having a drink with my husband."

    "It is awful," he texted. "But it's so fucking hot. He was complaining about you not giving him blowjobs and all I could think about was the way you sucked my cock yesterday."

    Leo was half hard as he stood in bar bathroom. He felt guilty for being such a terrible friend, but the arousal washed away the guilt under a tide of desire that he couldn't begin to hold back.

    "If he fucked me like you do, Leo, he'd get more blowjobs. No one has ever fucked me like you do, though. I'm wet just thinking about it."

    They'd been fucking for three months. The first time happened when they'd run into each other at Target. Miles was out of town for work and Leo had helped her load a few bulky items into her trunk. Anna asked him back to the house to help her unload the same items and he'd accepted without even thinking about it. He'd helped with the unloading and then Anna put a move on him. Next thing he knew they were fucking on her living room floor. They'd kept it going since then and the heat hadn't dissipated in the slightest.

    "I'm hard just thinking about you," he texted. He was, too. He was damn near erect standing in the bar bathroom thinking about Miles's wife. He was a bad friend and he knew it. He was hooked, though.

    "I want you. Now," she replied

    Leo wanted her too. He couldn't very well leave to go fuck his friend's wife, though. "I don't know that I can get away."

    "Fuck...Leo...please...I need you. Miles can't give me what you can. I need your cock inside me. I'll make you cum twice. Just come and fuck me."

    The bathroom door opened and Leo shoved his phone in his pocket and rushed out. He waited in the hallway until his cock had softened a little and headed back to the table where his friends were.

    The conversation had moved on from blowjobs, thankfully. They were discussing football, and while Leo did his best to follow along and offer the occasional comment, he kept thinking about Anna.

    His phone buzzed in his pocket and Leo pulled it out.

    "I'll come to you," Anna had texted. "We can make it a quickie in the car."

    Leo looked across the table at Miles, who wore an outraged look. Apparently Hunter had offered up an insult about the Vikings and their inability to advance beyond the first round of the playoffs.

    Leo wondered if he was a bad enough friend to fuck Miles's wife in the parking lot. Then he texted Anna back. "Okay. Text me when you're here."

    He joined the conversation, asking Miles if he thought the Vikings would resign Sam Darnold and damn themselves to another five years of utter mediocrity. The question was met with a smile.

    "Fuck no. They're not that stupid. We're not going to replay the Kirk Cousins years. They're going to let him walk."

    Leo thought of Anna as his friends talked. He thought of the way she sucked his cock. He thought of how eagerly she rode him when they fucked. He thought of how she loved to talk dirty to him, about how she loved to tell him that he fucked her so much better than her husband did. He thought of how she eagerly swallowed his cum when he unloaded in her mouth, about how she'd kiss his cock and his balls after he'd unloaded like she was worshiping him.

    He was a terrible friend. A truly terrible friend.

    His phone buzzed. "I'm here."

    "Who are you texting?" Hunter asked.

    Leo looked at all three of his friends and flashed a cocky smile.

    "Holy shit," Evan said. "You're texting a girl, aren't you? Are you going to bail on us?"

    "Only for a little while."

    Miles threw up his hands. "Unbelievable." He wasn't angry, though. He had a smile on his face. He was probably a little jealous, but not because he knew Leo was about to fuck his wife.

    "I'll be back," Leo said as he got up. "Sorry about this, but you know, duty calls."

    He walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. He searched for Anna's car and thought of the last time they'd hooked up in it. That had been nearly a month ago. It had happened after yet another Target run. On that day she'd texted him to meet her in the parking lot. She'd given him a blowjob and then gotten on top and taken him for a ride until they'd both cum. She'd thanked him for the orgasm - and he'd done the same - and then driven home to her husband. Leo had gone home with a touch of guilt brewing inside him, though not enough to make him stop.

    "I'm in the far corner to your right," Anna texted.

    Leo headed in that direction. Anna had found a perfect spot next to a massive SUV. She was in the backseat when he came up.

    "Hey there," she said as Leo got in.

    Anna wore a short skirt and Leo's hand was on her thigh the moment he shut the door behind him. Their lips met and he caressed her soft skin before letting his hand wander under the loose-but-sexy white sweater she'd paired with her skirt.

    Anna moaned as Leo's hand engulfed one of her breasts. She'd skipped wearing a bra and he couldn't help but find a touch of naughty pleasure in that.

    As he played with her tits Anna's hand found its way between his legs. She stroked Leo through his jeans, luring his cock in a painfully erect state as their tongues entwined and their muffled moans filled the car.

    "Fuck, Leo, I need you in my mouth."

    His cock was out of his pants a moment later. Anna's head fell into his lap and he groaned at the intense pleasure her mouth offered. She stroked his shaft as her lips moved up and down. She moaned, too, and the gentle vibrations made an excellent blowjob even better.

    As she sucked his cock, Anna moved to her knees on the seat next to him and Leo ran a hand down her back, flipped up her skirt, and pushed his fingers into her wet pussy. He found her clit, too, and she moaned loudly around his dick.

    "Anna, I have to fuck you," he said. "I have to be inside you."

    Her head popped up and she smiled. Her lips glistened with saliva and Leo wanted nothing more than to kiss her, so he did. She stroked him as their tongues entwined once more and he felt out of his mind with desire.

    Anna leaned forward and opened the glove box. "Fuck!"

    "What's wrong?"

    "I forgot the condoms. I was in such a rush that I fucking forgot them. Do you have one?"

    "No."

    Anna turned to him and Leo leaned in and ran his fingers up her thigh. "Let me go down on you," he said. "I'll make you cum hard. I'll make you cum twice, three times, even."

    They kissed and he figured he'd make his way down her body, lift her skirt, and eat her pussy, but Anna had other ideas. She straddled Leo and guided his cock inside her. It happened so quickly that he barely had time to consider the wisdom of unprotected sex.

    He stopped her from riding him, though. "Wait, Anna, stop."

    "I'm on the pill," she said. "And I know you're safe. So you can cum inside me."

    Her pussy felt so good. He'd never been inside her without a condom and it felt so fucking good. "Anna, wait, that feels...this is so stupid, but it feels wrong."

    "You're right, it's stupid," she replied. "All of this is wrong, Leo. That's why it feels so fucking good. Your cock is inside your friend's wife while he's 100 feet away in the bar. This is as wrong as it gets and we both know you want me to ride you until you've flooded my pussy with your cum."

    She began to move her hips back and forth. She went slowly, teasing him with the pleasure of her pussy. It drove Leo wild and clouded his brain.

    "I want this," she whispered between low, heavy breaths. "I want your cum inside me, Leo."

    He grabbed her ass and squeezed it. She kissed him, doing so deeply and in a manner that thrilled him beyond words.

    Anna rode him harder and faster and Leo didn't stop her. He was too caught up in the pleasure of it. Plus, she wanted it. It was her idea. She wanted his cum inside her.

    They fucked with wild abandon in the backseat. She rode him vigorously. They kissed. He played with her tits and squeezed her ass. He spanked it a few times, too. It was fucking fantastic.

    "Leo...I'm close. Cum in my pussy. Cum in me!"

    Leo couldn't resist. Hearing her utter those words was hugely arousing. So he came inside her. He filled her with his cum. He grabbed her ass and pulled her down onto his dick, burying every inch in her while he unloaded.

    He held her close as they both came and she kissed his neck softly between moans. When they'd finished, she sat back with a smile on her face, lifted her pussy off his cock, and quickly pulled her panties back over it.

    "That was incredible, as always," she said.

    "Agreed. You're a goddess, Anna."

    She laughed and kissed him. "And you're a god, Leo."

    They made out for a few minutes, indulging in their post-orgasmic bliss together. He then tucked his cock back into his pants, kissed her goodbye, and headed into the bar.

    Leo made his way inside and sat with his friends, all of whom smiled at him. They ribbed him a bit about being quick, expressed a bit of jealousy at the fact that he could fuck someone in a bar parking lot like he was still in his early twenties, and then went back to talking about football.

    Not long after, Miles got a text that caught him by surprise, at least judging by the way his eyebrows shot up. He typed out a reply to the text, stuffed his phone in his pocket, and announced, "I'm heading home, boys."

    "Seriously?" Evan asked.

    Miles flashed a smile. "Yup. Anna just called me back home. Said she was in the mood. This doesn't happen all that often, but I'm absolutely heading home."

    Leo watched his friend rush out of the bar and into a waiting Uber. Did Miles know that Anna had just fucked someone else, or was she inviting home to fuck her without knowing another man's cum was inside her?

    "Miles just left," he texted Anna. "What are you doing?"

    "I'm not on the pill," she replied. "I need Miles to fuck me and cum in me in case I get pregnant."

    Leo's heart pounded. He was not just a bad friend. He was the worst friend in the world.

    "Just kidding," she texted.

    Leo nearly threw his phone across the bar.

    "Don't worry, I'm on the pill. I just get really fucking horny at the idea of Miles fucking me after you've had me and even hornier at the idea of him fucking me after you've cum inside me. Plus, I'm going to make him go down on me before he fucks me. He's going to taste just a little of your cum tonight. I'm so horny just thinking about it."

    Leo was the worst friend in the world. He was grateful that Anna was on the pill, though, and not terribly appreciative of her little joke.

    For reasons that were beyond his understanding, he was also more than a little turned on at what Anna was doing. Turned on enough that he'd forget about being a terrible friend and fuck her the next time she came calling. He was a bad friend, but the sex was so damn good it didn't matter.

  
    A Bad Influence

    
      A Bad Influence was published in early 2021. It's a hotwife tale with a fun twist in that Sophie, the main character's sister-in-law, exerts her influence to help lure this couple into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle.
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    Carson and Lauren are a happy couple living an ideal life in Florida. They have a lovely home, a pool, and a guest house that usually sits empty. That’s about to change, though, because Lauren’s sister Sophie just got divorced and they’ve invited her to stay with them while she gets back on her feet.

    It doesn’t take long for Sophie to show that she’s everything the story’s title – A Bad Influence – indicates she might be. It’s Lauren that she exerts her influence on, though she has good intentions. She just wants her sister to be happy, and Lauren confessed that she and Carson haven’t exactly been tearing it up in the bedroom as of late. Sophie has a solution for that, though. She’s going to convince Lauren to fuck another man and she’s going to convince Carson that it’s the best thing for him, his wife, and their marriage.

    You’ll find links to all seven parts of A Bad Influence below. The story is a fun twist on the usual hotwife saga, given that Sophie is heavily involved, and I think you’ll enjoy where it goes, as everyone gets the happy ending they deserve.

    Part 1 – Sophie has just moved in to Carson and Lauren’s guest house and she takes her sister out for dinner and dancing so they can spend a little time together. When they get back, Lauren heads to bed and Sophie shares a naughty little detail with Carson: His wife danced with another man while they were out, and she shared a kiss with that man, a kiss that Sophie happened to capture on video.

    As you might imagine, watching that video awakens something in Carson, laying the groundwork for the rest of Sophie’s plan to ensure her sister enjoys the sexual pleasure she deserves.

    Part 2 – The next morning, Lauren and Carson enjoy a romp in bed as he thinks about his wife fooling around with another man. The sex is good, proving that Sophie has already made a difference.

    Later that day, Sophie furthers her plans by fanning the flames of desire that Carson felt the night before – and that morning – and by encouraging her sister not to feel bad about the fact that she cheated on her husband the night before. She has a plan, and she’s determined to see that plan through and ensure that Lauren and Carson are a happier married couple than ever before.

    Part 3 – Carson gets a FaceTime call from Sophie. She’s at the beach with Lauren, and so is the guy that Lauren fooled around with that first night. Sophie makes sure that Carson can see his wife once again fooling around with another man, this time in public. There’s touching, kissing, and joyful play in the ocean, and Sophie makes Carson admit that it turns him on. Carson even starts to jerk off, though Sophie won’t let him, for he needs to save his lust and his orgasms for his wife.

    When they return from the beach, Carson and Lauren fuck in the shower. They’re both thinking about the fact that she fooled around with another man, but neither will admit it to the other. It fuels their pleasure, though. Sophie’s plan is working quite well.

    Part 4 – Sophie has Carson and Lauren both so worked up about Miguel – the guy Lauren’s been fooling around with – that she can easily manipulate them both. She gets Carson to admit that he wants his wife to see her new friend again, and to go further with him. She gets him to admit that it turns him on, that it makes him want to fuck Lauren, which is really all Sophie wants.

    Lauren goes on that date, though she tells Carson she’s just going out with a friend. While Lauren is out, Sophie sits with Carson and fills his head with erotic thoughts of his wife and another man. She seduces him, in a way, and comes dangerously close to crossing a line with Carson, a line he knows he can’t cross with his sister-in-law. Then Lauren reveals – via text – how her date with Miguel went and Carson gets to make a thrilling choice.

    Part 5 – Carson goes to the guest house to help Sophie install a new TV and she wastes no time filling his head with dirty thoughts of the blowjob his wife gave to Miguel the night before. She succeeds in turning him on and deepening the desire he still doesn’t understand.

    Sophie uses dirty talk to arouse Carson to the point that his cock is throbbing in his pants, and then she asks him if he wants his wife to fuck Miguel. She even offers him a bit of pleasure – he can play with her tits if he wants – if he answers the question.

    Part 6 – Sophie continues to push boundaries with Carson. This time she comes into the garage while he’s working out, fills his head with dirty talk about Lauren fucking Miguel, and then runs her fingers up his shorts, coming perilously close to playing with his cock. Carson is so turned on he can’t quite pull himself away from the potentially disastrous pleasure, but Sophie doesn’t stroke his cock. She simply teases him as he once again confirms that he wants his wife to have sex with another man.

    Lauren fucks Miguel. She confirms it with a text to Sophie. Then she comes home. Carson knows she’s fucked another man and he wants her. He wants to reclaim his wife. He needs her. Thankfully, she wants him too. They fuck. They have great sex. They’re both fueled by the fact that she fucked Miguel, but they keep that a secret.

    Part 7 – In the final chapter, Sophie offers Carson a chance to watch – in person – as his wife and Miguel have sex. He can’t resist, and they drive to Miguel’s house and sneak into the backyard to witness the beautiful lovemaking between Lauren and her new man.

    The naughty, thrilling conclusion to the story then plays out, and I promise you won’t be disappointed.

  
    A Bad Influence - Part 1

    “Thank you, Carson,” Sophie said as he set her suitcases down and turned to head back to the driveway to empty the rest of her car. “I really appreciate you letting me stay here.”

    Carson turned and offered a kind smile. “It’s not a problem. The guest house is yours for as long as you want it.”

    Sophie laughed. “Be careful what you say. The weather in Florida is a hell of a lot nicer than in Vermont. I might never leave.”

    “No kidding,” he said. “I wasn’t exactly sad when I got the offer to transfer down here. More money and better weather all year round? That’s all it took for me. Seriously, though, we’re happy to have you. You take all the time you need to get back on your feet.”

    Sophie rushed over and gave him a hug. Carson put his arms around her and held her close without thinking. Her perfume filled his nose and he couldn’t help but notice how her breasts pushed into his chest. He pushed those thoughts out of his head and reminded himself that Sophie was his sister-in-law, she was fresh off a fairly messy divorce, and the least he could do was offer a hug without letting his mind wander towards the gutter.

    “Thank you,” Sophie said as she stepped back and wiped away just a touch of moisture from the corner of her eye.

    “It’s nothing,” Carson said. “The guest house just sits here empty most of the time anyway. It’s nice to finally have someone in it. I’ll go get the rest of your stuff. I think Lauren is making some cocktails to welcome you to Florida in style. She’s going to bring them out to the pool. If you really want to embrace being a Floridian you can put on a swimsuit, take a dip, and have a drink. Who cares if it’s a weekday?”

    Sophie laughed and grabbed one of her suitcases. “I think I’ll do that,” she said.

    Carson turned and headed back towards Sophie’s car to finish unloading. She’d packed it to the brim, which meant he’d be working for a while and building up a sweat, but that’s what the pool was for. He grabbed two more suitcases from the car and wheeled them towards the guest house. When he dropped them in the living room Sophie stepped out of the bedroom in a white bikini.

    “What do you think?” she said before spinning around. “I did a little shopping on the way down here. I figured if I was going to be starting a new life I might as well do it with a killer bikini.”

    Carson experienced the sort of desire he figured most men experienced when they looked at a tall, beautiful blonde woman in a white bikini. He thought Sophie looked astoundingly sexy, but he couldn’t say that to his wife’s sister.

    “That is absolutely a killer bikini,” he said.

    “I thank you for saying so,” Sophie said as she put on her sunglasses and walked past him and towards the pool.

    Carson took a moment to watch her go – her ass looked breathtaking – and then told himself he wasn’t allowed to do that anymore. Sophie was going to be living in their guest house for however long she wanted and it wouldn’t be appropriate for him to be ogling her, no matter how beautiful she was.

    “Who wants a drink?” Lauren asked as she stepped out of the house with a pitcher of margaritas and three salt-rimmed glasses.

    Carson watched his wife and her sister hug and smiled at how joyful they both seemed to be. The considerable distance between Florida and Vermont meant they hadn’t seen each other often over the past five years.

    “It’s so good to have you here,” Lauren said as Carson stepped out of the guest house and headed towards Sophie’s car for another trip.

    “Yeah?” Sophie asked.

    “Absolutely. You’re welcome to stay as long as you want. It’ll be nice to spend some time with my sister again,” Lauren said.

    By the time Carson returned with another armful of Sophie’s luggage the girls were on lounge chairs with their drinks in hand. They gestured towards him – toasting to his willingness to do a little work in the hot sun – and sipped their drinks before laughing over a whispered joke.

    It took five more trips and a fair amount of sweat, but eventually Carson unloaded everything into the guest house, changed into his swimsuit, and jumped into the pool. Sophie and Lauren soon joined him and they spent the rest of the afternoon swimming, drinking, and doing a whole lot of catching up before the sun made it descent towards the horizon.

    “Carson, Sophie and I are going out to dinner and then I was going to take her for a little dancing,” Lauren said. “Would you like to join us?”

    “Yeah, you should come,” Sophie said.

    “Next time,” Carson replied. “Make this one a girl’s night. You two have a lot to catch up on.”

    “We need to get ready to go, then,” Lauren said.

    “I’ll clean up out here,” Carson said. “You go ahead and get ready. And make sure you have fun tonight.”

    Lauren headed into the house and Sophie to the guest house as Carson remained on a lounge chair with a smile on his face and a very mild buzz going. He couldn’t remember the last time he and Lauren had made drinks and spent most of the day by the pool. Maybe having his sister-in-law around was going to make life a little more exciting.

    It was Lauren’s joyous laughter outside the front door that announced their return. Carson listened from the couch as they seemingly struggled to unlock the door, eventually prompting him to get up and help them out.

    They were still struggling with the keys by the time he reached the front door and opened it. “Hey there,” he said.

    Lauren laughed again and from the way her arms were draped over Sophie’s body it was clear she’d thoroughly enjoyed dinner, drinks, dancing with her sister. It also seemed that catching up involved quite a bit of alcohol.

    “I guess you took my recommendation seriously,” Carson said.

    “We had fun!” Lauren cried out as she threw her arms in the air and promptly leaned away from Sophie. She nearly toppled over before Carson managed to wrap his arms around her.

    “It’s probably best if we get her to bed,” Sophie said.

    Carson chuckled. He couldn’t remember the last time his wife had cut loose to such an extent that she actually got drunk. She seemed genuinely happy, too, like she’d had a great time. “I agree,” he said.

    They got Lauren down the hallway and into the bedroom, helped her out of her dress, and put her in bed. Carson filled a glass of water and placed it at her bedside and left the door open in case she woke up in need of something.

    “How come she’s totally blitzed and you seem fine?” he asked.

    Sophie smiled. “Your wife can’t hold her liquor,” she said. “We had the same number of drinks. I was riding a good buzz all night long and she was, well, a little more than buzzed, as you saw.”

    “Can I get you a glass of water?” Carson asked. “Or another drink, I suppose.”

    “A glass of water would be lovely,” Sophie said.

    Carson stepped into the kitchen, grabbed a glass from the cabinet, and filled it with ice cold water from the dispenser on the fridge. He returned to the living room to find Sophie seated on the couch. She had her legs crossed and a whole lot of thigh was showing. Carson glanced at her smooth, pale skin – she’d be tan soon enough, he imagined – and passed her the glass.

    “Here, sit,” Sophie said as she gently patted the couch cushion next to her. Carson sat and Sophie scooted a little closer. “My sister gets awfully chatty after she’s had a few drinks.”

    “I know,” Carson said. “It’s one of the things I love about her.”

    “She told me that your sex life has hit a rough patch,” Sophie confessed before taking a sip of her water.

    Carson didn’t know Sophie well enough to be able to guess where she was going with this conversation and a dizzying array of possibilities popped into his head.

    “She said it makes her feel unattractive, like she’s not beautiful or sexy enough to keep you interested. She said that sometimes she wonders if you’re cheating on her,” Sophie explained.

    “I’m not,” Carson said. “And I never would. I love Lauren. I do. And she’s still as beautiful and sexy as she was when we met.”

    “That doesn’t really matter,” Sophie said. “It’s how she feels that matters, and you don’t make her feel as sexy as she used to because you don’t fuck her like you used to. Why is that?”

    “I don’t know,” Carson said. “I don’t…I mean, I don’t even know that we don’t have sex like we used to.”

    “Is it an age thing? I know men sometimes have trouble getting hard as they get older. You’re not even 40 yet, though, so it shouldn’t be that. And you’re in pretty good shape, too, so I doubt it’s that you run out of steam. According to Lauren you just don’t fuck her as often and with the same vigor that you used to. She says the passion just isn’t there. She says she misses that desperately, that she wants to feel that passion again, that it makes her feel alive, and desirable, and sexy, and everything else that a woman wants to feel,” Sophie explained.

    This was the last place Carson had expected the conversation to go. Sophie seemed downright confrontational and she clearly had no problem discussing anything and everything with him in a way that Carson wasn’t particularly comfortable with.

    “You’re kind of making me feel like shit,” Carson said.

    Sophie put her glass on the coffee table and grabbed Carson’s knee, though not in a sexy way. Her grip was firm and just a touch painful. “Carson, I like you. I’ve always liked you. You’re a nice guy and you’ve always been good to Lauren. But, she’s the one I really care about, and she’s clearly not as happy as she deserves to be and as far as I can tell, you’re the reason why. Lauren deserves to be happy.”

    “I know,” Carson said. “I’m sorry. I really am. I work more hours now. I don’t get to the gym as often as I want. I’m not old, but I’m certainly older than I was when we got married. Sometimes I’m just not in the mood.”

    “And I appreciate all of that,” Sophie replied. “I just don’t care. None of that seems like a reason for my sister to be unhappy. Don’t worry, though. I’m going to take care of it. In fact, I planted the first seeds tonight.”

    “What does that mean?” Carson asked as he felt a sudden sense of paranoia.

    Sophie smiled and leaned forward to pull her phone from her purse. She opened her photo app and tapped the screen before showing it to Carson. He was certain he was looking at a picture of his wife dancing with another man, but he had such difficulty imagining Lauren doing such a thing that the notion didn’t quite register for a few moments.

    “She looks happy, doesn’t she?” Sophie said.

    Carson nodded. She did look happy. Sophie swiped right and another picture appeared. The guy’s hands were on Lauren’s lower back and she was looking up at him with what Carson was certain was a sense of desire. “What did you do?” he asked.

    Sophie swiped right and Carson stared at a picture of his wife kissing another man. It looked like Sophie had taken the photo mid kiss, too, because Lauren’s lips were clearly parted and Carson was quite certain his wife had another man’s tongue in her mouth.

    “Lauren kissed someone?” Carson asked.

    “It’s more accurate to say he kissed her,” Sophie explained. “Though Lauren certainly welcomed it. It was quite the passionate kiss, in fact. Did you notice his hands?”

    Carson hadn’t and when he re-examined the picture he saw the other man’s hands on his wife’s ass. He had a good grip, too, and it seemed that he’d pulled Lauren’s body close to his. For some reason the first thing Carson wondered was whether the guy was hard and if Lauren had felt it.

    “Did you do this?” Carson asked.

    “He was eyeing her all night. He sent a round of drinks over and I told Lauren she should dance with him. She acted like I was crazy, but I could see that she wanted to. I could see it in her eyes and her body language. I could see that she wanted to feel just a little of that heat she used to feel. She wanted to feel just a little bit of desire, so I fanned the flame. I told her there was nothing wrong with dancing with someone. I told her to have a little fun, and she did,” Sophie explained.

    “Are there more?” Carson asked.

    “Pictures?” Sophie replied.

    He nodded with his eyes on her phone and Sophie swiped right. Lauren was still kissing him in the next picture. He’d pulled up the bottom of her dress a little, seemingly in a quest to grasp her bare flesh. Their bodies seemed closer together and Lauren seemed as if she’d sunk even deeper into the kiss.

    “Why aren’t you angry?” Sophie asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Carson said as he stared at her phone.

    “Would you like to see a video?” Sophie asked.

    Carson looked up from the phone and saw the smile on his sister-in-law’s face. “Of them dancing?”

    “Not just dancing,” she said.

    Carson noticed for the first time how hard his heart was beating. He felt considerably warmer than when he’d sat down and his senses felt more acute.

    “Show me the video,” he said.

    Sophie tapped her screen a few times and a video came up. Carson saw his wife and the other man on the dance floor in the still image. Sophie’s finger hovered over it for a few seconds before she tapped the screen.

    Lauren and the other man moved slowly to a song he didn’t recognize. She smiled and he pulled her closer. She offered no resistance. He said something, but Sophie had been too far away to pick up the sound.

    “He just told her how beautiful she is,” Sophie said.

    Carson watched the other man reach up and caress Lauren’s face. He saw his wife close her eyes and smile at his touch. When she opened her eyes again he saw the desire. He saw why the other man had kissed her. He watched Lauren accept his kiss. He watched her mouth open. For a split second he saw her tongue dart into the other man’s mouth. He watched another man’s hands move to his wife’s ass and squeeze her flesh. He saw the kiss deepen. Then the video ended.

    “Did she…did she do anything else with him?” Carson asked.

    “They danced and they kissed. He tried to give her his number, but she turned him down. She felt a little guilty afterwards, but I told her she didn’t need to. I told her that if you weren’t going to give her what she needed then she didn’t need to feel guilty about having a little fun elsewhere,” Sophie explained.

    “What did she say to that?” Carson asked.

    “She’s on the fence,” Sophie said. “She said she needs some time to think about it. She doesn’t know I told you and I expect you to act like you know nothing about this.”

    “Why would I do that?” he asked.

    “Because if you don’t I’ll tell my sister you tried to take advantage of me,” Sophie said. “I’ll tell her that after we put her to bed you made a move on me. She’ll believe me, too. I can be very convincing.”

    Carson recoiled from Sophie and she smiled like it thrilled her to instill fear in him.

    “I will not allow my sister to trap herself in a marriage that leaves her unsatisfied, Carson,” Sophie said. “I will do whatever it takes to ensure that she’s happy and I will not let your inability to be the husband she needs get in the way of that. If you can’t get your shit together and make sure that my sister is sexually satisfied, I’m going to make sure that she gets what she needs from someone else. Do you understand?”

    Carson nodded. Sophie was right. She could be very convincing.

    “This doesn’t have to be bad for you,” she said. “There are so many ways it can be good. You just have to open your mind to them.”

    Sophie stood, straightened her dress, and headed for the back door. “Goodnight, Carson. Sleep well. I’ll lock the door on my way out.”

    “Goodnight,” he said.

    Sophie walked through the kitchen and out the back door. She locked it like she said she would and no doubt headed across the lawn to the guest house.

    Carson sat on the couch and tried to wrap his head around what had just happened. Lauren had kissed someone else. Sophie had engineered it, and she’d encouraged Lauren to cheat on him. On top of that, Lauren was apparently considering it.

    The thing that Carson found most embarrassing was his inability to recognize his wife’s unhappiness. He knew that he no longer tended to her needs like he used to, but he had no concept of just how bad it had gotten for her.

    Carson’s phone dinged and he pulled it from his pocket. Sophie had sent a text: “I thought you might want to look again.”

    He opened her message to see that she’d attached a handful of pictures along with two videos. Carson felt an odd compulsion to watch. He tapped one of the videos. It was the same one Sophie had showed him. He watched it again and he did so intently. He watched Lauren’s face. He studied the kiss. The same unexpected, intense feelings returned.

    Carson pulled up the second video. He tapped the screen. Lauren and the other man were no longer dancing. Instead, they were standing on the far side of the bar. It was a little darker, but it was clear they were kissing and that it was more of the same intense kind of kissing. His hand moved down her thigh and under the bottom of her dress. Carson pulled the phone closer to his face as he watched the other man’s hand travel up his wife’s leg. Lauren reached up and her fingers moved to the back of his neck. It was the sort of thing a woman does when she’s enjoying herself with a man.

    The video ended suddenly. Carson tapped the screen and it played again. He watched Lauren kissing the other man. He watched the other man’s fingers move under her dress and up her thigh. The video ended before he saw where the fingers ended up.

    Another text from Sophie arrived: “One more.”

    Carson pulled it up. She’d sent another video. He tapped the screen. He saw Lauren and the other man seated in a booth. They were kissing vigorously. His hand was between her legs. Sophie was filming from a little too far away for it to be perfectly clear, but Carson was certain he was watching someone else finger his wife. His heart was pounding. There was sweat on his brow. His hands were shaking a little.

    The video ended and he texted Sophie: “I thought you said they danced and kissed?”

    “They did both of those things. I left out the part where he fingered her. She said it’s been a long time since someone fingered her. She said she loved it,” she texted back.

    Carson stood and paced the living room with his phone in his hand. He felt an odd sense of wetness between his legs. He looked down to see a small wet spot in the front of his shorts. He slipped a hand into them and found the spot. It was slick and sticky. It was precum. He was leaking precum.

    He gripped the phone in his hand. He wasn’t hard but he was definitely leaking precum. He was excited. His body was producing lubrication because of his excitement. Why was he excited after watching a video of someone fingering his wife?

    Carson played the video again. He watched his wife kiss another man in a booth at the bar. He watched the other man finger her. Lauren had said she loved it. She loved having someone else finger her. Carson looked down. His cock was half hard. Why was his cock half hard?

    He rushed towards the bathroom, shut and locked the door, and pulled down his shorts. He put the phone on the counter and played the first video again. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked as he watched Lauren kissing another man.

    He played the second video. He watched Lauren kissing him. He witnessed his wife’s desire and the sense of passion that she seemingly needed in her life. He watched the other man’s hand move up her leg and towards the destination it clearly reached.

    Carson played the third video as he furiously stroked his now-erect cock. He watched the other man’s hand move under his wife’s dress. He imagined the fingers in her pussy. He imagined someone else inside her wetness, pleasuring her. He imagined her loving it and he spilled his cum into the sink. He held his mouth closed to prevent his groans of pleasure from filling the house and waking his wife and he gripped the edge of the sink to keep himself from falling over from the power of his climax.

    “Fuck,” Carson whispered as he looked down and saw that some of his cum had missed the sink. He cleaned his hand and his cock, put himself back in his shorts, and grabbed a big wad of toilet paper to clean the mess he’d made.

    Carson flushed the toilet paper and turned around to lean against the bathroom sink. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around what had unfolded over the past thirty minutes. He couldn’t begin to understand why watching his wife kiss someone else had ignited his desire in such an unexpected way. He didn’t want that. He didn’t crave that, and yet it had happened.

    Carson grabbed his phone and headed back to the living room. He needed a little time to cool down before going to bed. He poured a drink, put his feet up on the coffee table, and surfed channels until he found something suitably mind numbing so he could delay thinking about what had happened until the morning.
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    Carson woke up an hour before his alarm. As much as he wanted to forget the events of the night before, they all came rushing back the moment he opened his eyes. The videos Sophie had sent played in his head. The sight of Lauren kissing someone else was the forefront of his mind, and just like the night before it brought with it a wealth of feelings, most of which Carson found confusing.

    He felt a little bit of shame for having masturbated as he watched someone else finger his wife. It was so far from anything that had ever turned him on and he still couldn’t fathom why he’d experienced such an intense kind of desire, and why he was experiencing that desire once again.

    Carson looked towards his phone and thought of the pictures and videos that waited in the text from Sophie. He considered grabbing it and heading for the bathroom. He told himself he shouldn’t, that doing so was unquestionably the wrong thing, and yet his body seemed to want it.

    “Trouble sleeping?” Lauren asked.

    Carson whipped his head around and saw Lauren smiling at him. “Yeah, I guess.”

    Lauren moved closer and pressed her body against his. She was still in the bra and panties she’d worn the night before and Carson couldn’t help but think that someone else’s fingers had been inside those panties, that his wife had happily let another man play with her pussy and that she’d done it because Carson hadn’t tended to her sexual needs in recent months.

    “Is there anything I can do?” Lauren asked in a voice filled with a kind of subtle naughtiness that suggested she was offering to fool around.

    Carson wanted to say yes. He wanted to tend to the lust that had presented itself the moment he woke up. It felt strange to do so, though. He couldn’t very well fuck his wife while thinking about her being with another man, could he?

    Before he could answer, Lauren reached between his legs and found his half-hard cock. She stroked him and unleashed a quiet, lusty moan. Carson pictured her getting fingered in the booth and his cock came alive.

    “Mmmm, it looks like there is something I can do,” Lauren said. She pushed the covers back, pulled off his boxers, and straddled him before Carson could say anything.

    Lauren unhooked her bra, freeing the breasts he’d spent so much of his life enjoying. Carson reached up to take them in his hands and his wife smiled as she moved her hips over his crotch. His cock pressed against her panties and every little movement produced shocks of pleasure that emanated from between his legs.

    “Do you want me?” Lauren asked.

    “Yes,” Carson said. He felt a certain amount of confusion about the events of the night before, but he wasn’t the slightest bit confused about his desire for his wife. His cock was hard as a rock, she looked beautiful, and he wanted to be inside her.

    Lauren reached down, pulled her panties aside, and took him inside her. Carson’s hands remained on her breasts and he played with them as she moaned and began to rock back and forth on his cock.

    “You’re so wet,” Carson said. Lauren moaned and he couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about the guy from the night before. Was she riding his cock and wishing she had someone else inside her? For some reason that thought turned Carson on. Some part of him wanted Lauren to be thinking about someone else. He knew it was insane, and yet he couldn’t stop the cascade of dirty thoughts that ran through his head as Lauren rode him.

    Lauren lowered her body on top of his and they kissed as he grabbed her ass. He squeezed it like the man had done the night before. She moaned and Carson wondered if his wife was thinking about the guy at the bar. Was she wishing it was his hands on her ass? Was she dreaming of it being his cock inside her?

    “You feel so good,” Carson said between kisses. “Your pussy feels so good.”

    Lauren smiled and kissed his neck. She moaned in a way he was certain he hadn’t heard in a long time. It was a moan of wild abandon, of the kind of passion that they hadn’t experienced together in years. It was intoxicating and it brought Carson ever closer to his orgasm as visions of his wife kissing someone else continued to fill his head. The jealousy and anxiety of that mixed with the pleasure of having sex with her, creating a potent concoction that drove Carson to sexual heights he hadn’t reached in years.

    “Lauren…I’m close,” he said.

    She moaned and rode him faster. Carson closed his eyes and surrendered to his desire. He pictured the video of his wife getting fingered in the booth at the bar. He heard Sophie’s voice telling him that Lauren loved it. She loved getting fingered by another man. It all played out in his head as her soaking wet pussy milked his cock.

    “Oh…fuck,” Carson said.

    Lauren sat up, put her hands on his chest, and unleashed a loud, low moan. Her eyes were closed and she wore a look of pleasure on her face. Carson recognized that look. She was close to cumming.

    He couldn’t hold out any longer, though. He came inside his wife. His body shook with pleasure. The orgasm was better than any he could remember in recent years. It was everything an orgasm was supposed to be.

    Thankfully, Lauren came just a few moments later. She stopped riding him and threw her head back. Her screams were loud enough that Carson was thankful Sophie was in the guest house or she absolutely would have heard them.

    “Wow,” Carson said when Lauren finally opened her eyes and laid on his chest.

    “Yeah, I know,” she replied.

    Again Carson felt a little of the shame from the night before. He’d just fucked his wife while thinking about her fooling around with someone else and he’d enjoyed it far more than expected. It didn’t seem like the sort of thing a man was supposed to enjoy, and yet he couldn’t help it. He tried not to think too hard about it. After all, he’d just had a great orgasm.

    “It’s been a long time since we showered together,” Lauren said. “Usually you’re in a bit of a rush to get to work, but you got up early today, so how would you feel about a shower?”

    “I’d love that,” Carson said.

    Lauren kissed him and lifted her pussy from his cock. She climbed out of bed and headed towards the bathroom. He pushed away any thoughts of shame and followed her for the first post-coital shower they’d taken in years.

    Carson was eating an impossibly bland salad at his desk when Sophie called. He put his AirPods in and said, “Hey Sophie. What’s up?”

    Carson listened but Sophie offered no response. He heard what sounded like ice being dropped into a glass.

    “Sophie? Hello?” he asked. Still there was no response.

    “So, how are you feeling?” Sophie asked.

    “Good, I guess,” Carson said.

    “Good,” Lauren said. “And bad, I guess. I don’t know, it’s strange.”

    It took Carson a few seconds to deduce that Sophie had called and muted him. She hadn’t asked him how he was feeling. She’d asked Lauren and he was listening in on their conversation. His first impulse was to hang up, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. He had to listen.

    “Let’s start with the good,” Sophie said.

    “Well, Carson and I had sex this morning,” Lauren said. He could hear the glee in her voice. It made him smile. He wasn’t the only one that had enjoyed the sex.

    “Good sex?” Sophie asked.

    “Great sex,” Lauren replied. “The best sex we’ve had in a long time.”

    There was a brief pause before Sophie asked, “So, what’s the bad part?”

    “The bad part? Sophie, I cheated on my husband last night. I know I didn’t actually have sex with someone, but I made out with someone and I had his fingers inside me. I mean, that’s not good,” Lauren explained.

    Carson put his fork down as he felt those same sensations of desire stirring between his legs. Again he considered ending the call and again he failed to do so.

    “Is it bad, though?” Sophie asked. “I know we haven’t seen each other much in the past five years, but I know you, Lauren, and I saw the unhappiness in your eyes last night. I saw how the slow death of your sex life was affecting you. I think we both know your marriage isn’t going to last long if you can’t find a way to fix it. I’m sorry if that’s harsh, but I’m pretty sure you know it’s true.”

    “Okay, yes, sure, it’s true,” Lauren said.

    Carson winced at her words as if they’d physically assaulted him. It wasn’t anger he felt, though. It was pain and a little bit of embarrassment. He’d let his wife down. He’d failed to meet her needs, which was really his only job as her husband.

    “But cheating on Carson isn’t the answer,” Lauren said.

    “Isn’t it, though?” Sophie replied. “What you did last night clearly fueled what happened this morning. You fooled around with someone and it unleashed the kind of passion that’s been lacking in your marriage. Carson responded to your desire and you two had great sex. All of that came from what you did last night.”

    There was a pause before Lauren said, “Well, I can’t really argue with that, but it doesn’t seem like a long term solution. I feel really guilty about what I did last night and I don’t want to spend the rest of my life feeling that way. I really don’t, which means I can’t keep doing that. Eventually the guilt will kill me, or I’ll get caught and my marriage will blow up anyway, which I really don’t want.”

    “I have a plan for that,” Sophie said.

    “A plan?” Lauren asked. Carson was wondering the same thing. What sort of plan had his sister-in-law concocted?

    “I think you’re underestimating your husband,” Sophie said.

    “How so?” Lauren asked.

    The call ended. Carson grabbed his phone and nearly dialed Sophie’s number. He couldn’t do that, though. Sophie had clearly ended the call. She’d cut him out of the loop right before sharing whatever plan she’d come up with.

    Carson brought up his text with Sophie. He tapped the video of Lauren kissing in the booth. He watched another man finger her. He watched her kiss him. The arousal returned, and this time his cock grew stiff in his pants. He’d already experienced two orgasms using the video as fuel and his body was clearly ready for more. Carson put his phone down. As much as he wanted to masturbate, he wasn’t going to risk doing so at work. He resolved to finish his salad, clear his mind, and get through the rest of his day.

    The smell of something delicious hit Carson’s nose as he stepped into the house. He dropped his bag and headed towards the kitchen.

    “Hey honey,” Lauren said with a smile. “How was work?”

    “It was good,” Carson replied. Apart from the distraction of listening to Sophie and Lauren talk, it had been a fairly standard day. “What smells so good?”

    “I’m making fajitas,” she said. “Drinking those margaritas yesterday put me in the mood.”

    “That sounds good,” Carson said.

    “It will be. Sophie will be joining us for dinner, if that’s okay with you.”

    “Of course,” Carson said.

    Lauren smiled. “She’s out by the pool. I told her I’d bring her a Corona and totally forgot about it. Would you grab one from the fridge and bring it out to her?”

    Carson opened the fridge, grabbed a bottle of Corona, and popped the top with a bottle opener. Lauren had a wedge of lime in her hand when he turned towards her and she gently placed it in the opening of the bottle and gave Carson a light smack on the ass as he headed out the back door.

    “Your beer,” Carson said as he stepped outside, closed the door and approached Sophie, who looked relaxed and happy in a pair of shorts and a light sweater.

    “Thanks,” she said. “Why don’t you sit with me for a moment?”

    Carson sat, though he felt a little apprehensive given everything that had unfolded over the past two days.

    “You watched the videos last night, didn’t you?” she asked.

    Carson considered lying about it, but he couldn’t see the point in that, so he nodded.

    Sophie pushed the lime into the beer and took a long sip. She smiled and asked, “You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you?”

    “I don’t know,” Carson said. It felt like the honest answer. Watching the videos had turned him on, but he wasn’t sure if he actually enjoyed himself. The truth was, he’d run the emotional gamut while watching his wife kiss someone else.

    Sophie rested the beer bottle between her legs and directed her steely gaze at Carson. “You understand that most men would have been angry or hurt or humiliated. Most men would have woken up their wives and gotten into a fight. Some men might have moved out on the spot and hired a divorce lawyer. Most men wouldn’t have fucked their wives the next morning. Most men wouldn’t have had a great orgasm fucking their wives the next morning.”

    Carson looked away. He couldn’t hold Sophie’s gaze as he admitted, “Yes, I understand that.”

    “Look at me,” she demanded.

    Carson hesitated for a moment, but he looked back towards Sophie.

    “You still have the videos on your phone, don’t you?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “You get turned on when you watch them, don’t you?” she asked.

    Carson didn’t answer.

    “You don’t need to answer,” Sophie said. “I know the truth. I saw it in your eyes last night. I knew what kind of man you were the moment I showed you the first video. I know it wasn’t pure arousal. I know it was hard to watch, but I saw the desire in your eyes. I know some part of you liked seeing Lauren kiss someone else. I’ll bet you liked seeing him finger her even more. I’ll bet you would have watched him fuck her, too. That’s why you fucked her this morning. That’s why you made her feel good. That’s why you felt so good. It turns you on that she fooled around with someone else last night.”

    “Sophie, please,” Carson said.

    “You’re lucky I’m your sister-in-law,” she replied.

    “Why?” Carson asked.

    Sophie lifted the beer bottle to her lips, tilted it back, and took a long sip. “Because I’m going to make sure you both get what you want. I’m going to make sure your marriage is stronger than ever by the time I leave your guest house.”

    She finished her beer and got up. Carson watched her walk away and step into the kitchen. He wondered if she was talking to Lauren about him. Were they discussing whatever they’d talked about after she’d hung up on Carson that afternoon? What did she mean by making sure that both Carson and Lauren got what they wanted?

    Carson put his feet up and stared at the pool and the perfectly-manicured backyard Lauren had spent so much time crafting with the landscaper as all those questions rushed through his head. They were joined by one more: Why did he hope that Sophie’s plan involved Lauren fooling around with another man again?
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    Carson was sitting poolside with a beer in his hand when his phone rang. It was a FaceTime call from Sophie. She and Lauren were at the beach. Sophie hadn’t mentioned that she’d be calling, but she’d also proven rather unpredictable since moving into their guest house.

    “Hey,” Carson said as he answered and held up his phone. He was greeted with a view of Sophie in the same white bikini top she’d modeled that first day. Her skin glistened and he couldn’t help but glance at her spectacular breasts.

    “How’s it going?” Sophie asked.

    “Good,” Carson said as he tapped his phone and switched the camera to show Sophie that he was relaxing by the pool. “How’s the beach?”

    Sophie smiled. “Very good,” she said.

    The view switched and Carson brought the phone closer to his face. There was a woman in the distance that looked a lot like his wife and she was talking to a tall, muscular, good-looking man.

    “Is that…is that Lauren?” Carson asked.

    “It is,” Sophie said. “And that gorgeous hunk of man she’s talking to is Miguel. He’s a lifeguard, apparently, though he’s off duty today. He said he loves coming to the beach to meet beautiful ladies, and I guess he’s met one.”

    Carson couldn’t be entirely sure, but it looked like Lauren was flirting with Miguel. She was laughing. Every once in a while she reached out to touch him. She brushed her hair back a few times. It was all the stuff a woman did when she was interested in a guy.

    “Be honest,” Sophie said, “how does it make you feel to watch your wife flirt with a gorgeous man like Miguel?”

    “I don’t know,” Carson said.

    The view switched back to Sophie. She took her sunglasses off and said, “You’re a little bit excited right now, aren’t you?” she asked. “You’re a little bit excited and you want me to let you watch Lauren flirt again, don’t you? You want to see her with that gorgeous man. You want to see her touching him, and laughing for him, and acting like she wants him to take her into his arms for a long, deep kiss, don’t you?”

    She was right. Of course she was right. Carson didn’t want to admit it, though. He didn’t want to tell his sister-in-law that she’d helped uncover some weird kink that he didn’t even know he had.

    “Okay, well, I guess I’ll talk to you when we get home,” Sophie said.

    “Wait, no, don’t hang up,” Carson replied. “Please, Sophie, don’t. You’re right, okay? You’re right.”

    “I know I’m right,” Sophie said.

    She tapped her screen and the view switched again. Lauren and Miguel were closer. His hand moved to her lower back and she leaned into him. For a moment Carson thought they were going to kiss. They didn’t, though. Carson felt a little disappointed.

    “Why do I feel this way?” he asked.

    “Why doesn’t matter,” Sophie said. “What matters is that you feeling this way means that you and Lauren can actually have a functional sex life. It means that my sister can be happy again, and that’s all I really care about.”

    Miguel took Lauren’s hand in his and they walked towards the water.

    “It looks like they’re going for a swim,” Sophie said. “Do you want me to get closer so you can watch?”

    “Yes,” Carson said. It was painful to admit that he wanted to watch his wife with another man, but he couldn’t ignore the growing sense of desire between his legs.

    “I think you should ask nicely,” Sophie said.

    Carson swallowed the frustration he felt and said, “Sophie, would you please move closer to the water?”

    “Why, Carson? Why do you want me to move closer?” she asked.

    Carson wasn’t sure if Sophie was trying to embarrass him, but he felt it. To say it out loud, to verbally admit that he wanted to watch his wife play in the waves with another man, felt painful. He wanted it, though, and Sophie already knew that. It’s not like he’d be admitting to something he wasn’t aware of.

    “Please, Sophie, move closer to the water so I can watch my wife with another man,” Carson said.

    “Very good,” Sophie replied with an obvious sense of amusement in her voice.

    She stood and walked towards the water. Carson saw Lauren and Miguel holding hands as they stepped into the waves. They leapt as a wall of water crashed into their bodies. They both laughed. Lauren let go of Miguel’s hand and dove into the next wave. She disappeared into the water for a moment. Her head popped up a little further out. She brushed her wet hair back and Miguel dove into the next wave. He popped up next to her. For a moment they stared at each other. Then Miguel moved closer and took Lauren into his arms.

    “Can you see her desire?” Sophie asked.

    “Yes,” Carson answered. She’d gotten close enough that Lauren’s desire was obvious. She wanted to be in Miguel’s arms.

    They kissed as Carson watched on his phone. He glanced down at the bulge in his swimsuit. His cock was hard. It was embarrassing, but his arousal was undeniable.

    “Look at her, Carson. Look at your wife. Look at the way she’s kissing this beautiful man she just met. Look at her desire. Soak it in. Study it. Appreciate it,” Sophie instructed.

    Carson couldn’t help but do as she wanted. It had been a long time since Lauren had kissed him that way. It seemed that she wanted to meld with Miguel, that she desperately wanted her body to be part of his, that her desire was so deep and so overwhelming that she couldn’t control it.

    “She feels that desire because you haven’t come close to meeting her needs, Carson,” Sophie continued. “You’ve completely failed to satisfy your wife since you moved to Florida. You made the mistake of assuming that she would be okay with a middling sex life. You were wrong. Lauren needs more. She deserves more. She deserves better than what you’ve given her.”

    Carson reached down and untied his swimsuit. He pushed it down and grabbed his cock. He stroked as he watched Lauren kiss Miguel in the water.

    “Are you jerking off, Carson?” Sophie asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “Stop it,” she demanded. “You will save your orgasms for Lauren. She deserves all of your passion. Your hand doesn’t deserve any of it. Do you understand?”

    Carson released his cock and pulled his swimsuit up. “Yes. Sorry.”

    “You should be,” Sophie said. “You take my sister for granted. You put too much effort into your job and not nearly enough effort into your marriage. Now I have to clean up the mess you made and make sure that Lauren gets what she wants, what she deserves.”

    “I’m sorry,” Carson said.

    “Do you think she deserves to fuck someone else, Carson?” Sophie asked.

    Carson was certain that Miguel was playing with Lauren’s breasts under the water. It was impossible to tell for sure, but the alignment of his arm and the way it was moving made it seem obvious that Lauren had another man’s hands on her breasts.

    “Do you think Lauren deserves to fuck Miguel?” Sophie asked. “Does she deserve to go back to his apartment to spend the rest of the afternoon with his cock inside her? Does she deserve to have the kind of sex that her husband clearly can’t be bothered to give her anymore?”

    “I don’t know,” Carson answered. It was an impossible question. Sophie wasn’t asking if Lauren should be allowed to cheat, after all. She was asking if Lauren deserved to be with someone that was better than Carson and he had no idea how to provide that answer. He wanted the best for his wife and he was clearly turned on by watching her kiss Miguel, but her having sex with him was something else entirely.

    “Do you want Lauren to fuck Miguel?” Sophie asked.

    Carson’s heart pounded as he watched his wife kiss another man. He considered Sophie’s question but an answer refused to present itself. “I don’t know,” he said.

    “I guess I’ll have to decide for you,” Sophie said. “Goodbye, Carson. And remember, no jerking off. Your orgasms are Lauren’s now.”

    The call ended. The video disappeared. Carson put his phone down, finished the rest of his beer, and laid back. His closed his eyes and worked not to reach down and stroke his cock as he considered Sophie’s questions over and over. Did Lauren deserve to fuck someone else, someone better? Did he want her to fuck someone else? Carson still didn’t know.

    Soon after his call with Sophie ended Carson had jumped in the pool for a swim. He did laps for half an hour before getting out. He transitioned to push-ups and was disappointed to discover he couldn’t do more than ten without his muscles giving out on him. He kept seeing Miguel in his mind. He saw Lauren’s obvious desire for him.

    Frustrated by his inability to do more than ten push-ups, Carson dug into his closet for the set of resistance bands he’d purchased years ago. He brought them to the living room, popped in a workout DVD, and spent 45 minutes exhausting himself. It was agonizing, but he felt a drive to look good that hadn’t been present in years. He was, in a way, competing with the man Lauren had clearly spent her afternoon lusting after.

    After thoroughly exhausting himself, Carson collapsed onto the couch and grabbed his phone. He brought up the videos Sophie had sent him. He watched Lauren kissing the man in the bar. She’d now fooled around with two different guys since Sophie had come to town. Carson considered just how different his response was from what he imagined most men would have done. Instead of getting mad he’d gotten turned on. Instead of going to the beach to pull his wife from Miguel’s arms, he’d gotten hugely aroused and worked out to try and jumpstart the process of getting his body back into the kind of shape that Lauren would find arousing.

    Three hours after Sophie ended the phone call, she and Lauren pulled into the driveway. Carson was freshly-showered and recovered from his workout at that point and he tried his best not to look too eager for their arrival.

    Lauren entered the house alone as her sister went around back to the guest house. Three hours was more than enough time for Lauren to have gone back to Miguel’s apartment, but there was nothing about her appearance that indicated she’d done anything more than kiss another man in the ocean.

    “How was the beach?” Carson asked.

    “It was great,” Lauren said with a smile. “It looks like you’ve showered.”

    “Uh, yeah, I did. A few hours ago,” he replied. Lauren looked a little disappointed. “Why?”

    “Well, I was kind of hoping we could shower together,” she said.

    Carson smiled as he felt a gentle stirring of desire between his legs. If Lauren wanted to shower together there was a good chance she hadn’t fucked Miguel, and a good chance she wanted to have a little fun in the shower.

    “Well, you can never take too many showers, right?” Carson said as he stood and approached his wife.

    Lauren untied her bikini top and tossed it aside. She pulled her bottoms down and Carson eyed her beautiful body as he wondered which parts of her Miguel’s hands had explored.

    They kissed as Carson’s hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. He thought of Miguel doing the same thing in the water. Lauren’s mouth opened and their tongues moved with the same sort of passion Carson had witnessed on the phone call. He moaned into his wife’s mouth and his cock ached with desire.

    “Is that for me?” Lauren asked as she glanced down.

    Carson nodded. “It is.”

    She smiled and took his hand. They walked towards the bathroom and Lauren turned on the shower. The sound of water beating against the tile filled the bathroom as she took off his shorts and underwear. His shirt came next and Lauren pressed her naked body against his. They kissed again. Carson’s hands moved over her body. He massaged her ass. He played with her breasts like Miguel had done.

    Lauren stepped back and turned towards the shower. She opened the glass door and stepped inside. She beckoned Carson to follow her. He stepped into the water, closed the door, and they kissed again. Lauren stroked his cock as their tongues danced. Carson moved his fingers between their legs. He worked them into her pussy. Lauren moaned as he explored the warm, wet folds of her flesh. She was soaked with desire. Desire for Miguel. Desire that she seemed more than happy to let Carson satiate.

    “You’re so wet,” Carson said.

    “I’m turned on,” Lauren replied.

    Carson almost asked her about Miguel. He almost spilled Sophie’s secret. He wanted it out in the open. He wanted Lauren to know that he was turned on, that he’d enjoyed watching her kiss Miguel. It was too risky, though. He didn’t want to blow things up just as they were getting hot.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Lauren said.

    She turned around and pressed her hands against the glass. Carson moved behind his wife and she reached back, grabbed his cock, and guided the head into her pussy. Carson’s fingers found her hips and he pressed his body against hers. Lauren moved forward. Her breasts pressed into the glass.

    “Fuck me, Carson,” she said. “Fuck me.”

    Carson fucked his wife as he wondered if she’d fucked Miguel. Maybe she had. Maybe she was letting him fuck her because she felt guilty about cheating on him. Maybe Sophie had convinced her to go home with the muscular man from the beach. Maybe she’d convinced Lauren to claim what she deserved, to fuck someone that was better than her husband.

    Maybe not, though. Maybe Lauren had spent part of her day fooling around with Miguel and gotten so hot and bothered that she had to fuck Carson immediately. They hadn’t fucked in the shower in years and they hadn’t fucked in standing doggystyle in many, many years.

    “Harder,” Lauren said. “Fuck, Carson, fuck me harder.”

    Carson did his best to give his wife what she craved. He felt his energy waning quickly, though. He simply wasn’t in good enough shape to last all that long, especially in a position that strained his abs.

    Lauren looked back at him. They kissed as she reached between her legs to play with her pussy. He fucked her as hard as he could. The sounds of their wet bodies meeting filled the bathroom, joining her moans and the water splashing against the tile.

    “Harder, Carson,” Lauren said. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    Carson tried. He tried to give his wife what she clearly needed. He couldn’t, though. He didn’t have any strength left. He couldn’t fuck her harder.

    Thankfully, it didn’t seem to ruin the experience. Lauren still moaned. She still played with her pussy. She still kissed him. She still sucked on his tongue when he offered it. She still pushed her ass back against his thrusts.

    “Lauren…I’m close,” Carson said as his orgasm neared.

    “Cum for me,” she said. “Cum in my pussy.”

    Carson thought about her orgasm. He wasn’t sure if she was close. He couldn’t tell, but he needed Lauren to cum. He needed her to climax.

    He fucked her as hard as he could. He found a little extra energy and strength and fucked his wife vigorously as his orgasm approached.

    “Yes, yes, yes!” Lauren cried out. Her body shook. She was cumming. She was cumming with his cock inside.

    “Fuck!” Carson screamed as he unleashed in his wife’s pussy. He held her close. His knees nearly buckled as pleasure ripped through him.

    Cum poured from her pussy and down the drain when Carson pulled out. Lauren spun around and kissed him.

    “You’re unbelievable,” Carson said. “What’s gotten into you lately?” He couldn’t help but probe just a little. He knew what had gotten into Lauren. He knew Sophie had prodded her to expand the bounds of her marriage and pursue her pleasure.

    Lauren displayed no sign of guilt. Instead, she smiled and said, “I’m not sure. It feels good though, doesn’t it?”

    “It does,” Carson said. It seemed that Sophie had done a good job of convincing her sister that there was nothing wrong with pursuing her pleasure. She wasn’t wrong to do so, either, since Carson was effectively in on it and he hadn’t put up a fight. It did make him wonder if Lauren would eventually fuck someone else, though. It was entirely possible she’d already done it, in fact. He still couldn’t decide how he felt about that.

    Lauren grabbed the bar of soap and handed it to Carson. “I would love it if you’d wash my body. What do you think?”

    “Nothing would make me happier,” Carson said.

    “I’ll do you when you’re done,” she added. “Who knows, maybe you’ll come alive again and we can try for another round.”

    Carson smiled and turned Lauren around. He soaped up his hands and washed her back, making sure to take his time and add a little eroticism to it. He wasn’t going to turn down the chance to fuck her again if she was in the mood, even if her desire was inspired by Miguel.

    As odd as it was, Carson made a note to thank Sophie when he got a chance. She was on a mission to reinvigorate Lauren’s sex life and so far that meant very good things for Carson. He wasn’t sure where they would end up, but he was enjoying the journey.
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    Sophie was standing at the end of the pool as Carson finished a lap. He brushed his wet hair back and looked up at her. “Hey, what’s up?”

    “Am I crazy, or are you suddenly working out a lot more often?” she asked.

    Carson smiled. “You’re not crazy.”

    Sophie stepped back and sat on a lounge chair. She crossed her legs and her skirt rode up a little. Her freshly-painted toenails looked rather lovely as her foot dangled just a few feet from where Carson floated in the pool. She glanced into the house and Carson’s gaze followed hers. Lauren was busy preparing the chicken that she was about to put on the grill. She was dancing to music Carson couldn’t hear and she looked irresistible.

    “Are you working out because you’re feeling a little jealous?” Sophie asked.

    She was right, but Carson didn’t want to come right out and admit it. “Jealous?”

    Sophie flashed a knowing smile. “Yes, Carson. Are you feeling jealous of the men your wife has been fooling around with? Is that why you’re working out almost every day?”

    “That might have something to do with it,” Carson replied.

    “It’s been a week since her flirtation with Miguel,” Sophie said. “She thinks about him every day, you know.”

    Carson looked through the sliding glass door into their kitchen. He saw his wife shaking her ass as she seasoned the chicken. She’d been in a particularly good mood all week and he couldn’t help but wonder if she really was thinking about Miguel. “How do you know?” he asked.

    His sister-in-law smiled and leaned forward. “Lauren tells me everything. She told me that your sex life has improved significantly since she kissed that guy in the bar. She said the past week has been especially good, that you’ve been more affectionate and amorous and that you seem to be trying harder to see to her needs.”

    Carson liked that Lauren had noticed, though he was a little less thrilled that she was apparently still thinking about Miguel. “She told you she’s been thinking about Miguel?”

    “She did,” Sophie said. “She told me she thinks about him every day. She also told me she feels bad about it. She said it’s obvious that you’re trying hard to see to her needs and that she doesn’t like that she can’t keep Miguel out of her head. She just can’t help it. Does that make you jealous, Carson? You’re trying so hard to make Lauren happy, to satisfy her needs, and yet she can’t help but think about a man she’s met just once.”

    Carson felt the jealousy, but there was also an unavoidable sense of desire. The erection that had sprouted between his legs was proof of that.

    “Are you turned on, Carson?” Sophie asked.

    He looked at his sister-in-law and nodded. Sophie already knew. There was no point in denying it.

    “It makes you want to fuck her, doesn’t it?” Sophie asked.

    Carson nodded again.

    “That’s good,” Sophie said. “Some men would be defeated by their wife’s desire for someone else. They’d feel betrayed and humiliated and they might have trouble getting it up. You’re not like most men, though, are you?”

    “I guess not,” Carson said as he looked through sliding glass door once again. Sophie was right. He wanted to fuck his wife. He wanted to go inside and drag her to the bedroom. He wanted to yank her shorts off and plunge his cock inside her.

    “She’s been texting with Miguel,” Sophie said.

    Carson’s head whipped towards Sophie and he saw the smile on her face. There was no reason to believe she was lying. Instead, it seemed likely that she was revealing a truth about his marriage. He’d worked hard to satisfy Lauren all week and she was still preoccupied with someone else. She was texting Miguel, the man she’d kissed on the beach, the man whose hands had been on her breasts as they played together in the ocean.

    “What…what are they texting about?” Carson asked as his erection raged.

    “Desire,” Sophie answered.

    The devilish smile on her face said so much more than her one word answer. Carson needed to hear more, though. He couldn’t help but press for a deeper answer. “Desire? What kind of desire?”

    “The kind of desire that can’t be denied,” Sophie said. “The kind of desire that you feel in your bones. The kind of desire that has you thinking about someone every day. The kind of desire that has you thinking about someone while your husband is fucking you.”

    Carson gripped the edge of the pool as he felt his own desire build until it was just short of overwhelming.

    “Miguel wants to see her again, Carson,” Sophie continued. “He wants to touch her, to kiss her, to seduce her.”

    Carson closed his eyes for a moment and saw Lauren kissing Miguel at the beach. He saw the other man’s hands on her. He saw the way his wife’s body had responded to his touch. He saw how eager she’d been to jump into the ocean with him and how they’d fooled around in the water.

    “What does Lauren want?” Carson asked.

    “She’s conflicted,” Sophie answered. “She wants to see him, but she knows she won’t be able to resist him if she does. She knows it will go further than a little kissing and touching. She knows her desire will overwhelm her and she’s worried she might do something she can’t take back.”

    Lauren opened the sliding glass door and popped her head out. “Honey, can you light the grill for me?”

    “Of course,” Carson replied.

    Lauren closed the door and Carson remained in the pool. He couldn’t very well expose his erection to his sister-in-law or risk Lauren looking out and see him walking around with a boner.

    “I’ll take care of it,” Sophie said with a smile. She made her way to the grill, lifted the lid, and fired up the burners as Carson watched from the pool. “Tell me, Carson, what do you think Lauren should do? Should she see Miguel again? Should she give in to her desire?”

    Sophie closed the grill lid and made her way back to the lounge chair. She sat and leaned forward. She smiled like she was thoroughly enjoying his discomfort at having to consider such a question.

    “What…what do you think she’ll do if she sees him again?” he asked.

    Sophie leaned back and smiled. “I think he’ll make her cum. I can’t say how that will happen, but Miguel is the sort of man that understands that Lauren will come back to him over and over if he gives her an orgasm she’ll never forget. If I had to guess, I’d say he’ll go down on her. He’ll seduce her first, of course, but he’ll end up between her legs and he’ll use what I’m certain is a gifted tongue to give her the sort of pleasure every woman dreams about. He’ll draw it out. He’ll make love to her pussy with his tongue. He’ll use his fingers, too. Eventually, he’ll give her an orgasm so powerful she can’t see straight for a few moments.”

    Carson imagined it all playing out. He saw Lauren on her back in another man’s bed. He saw Miguel between her legs. He saw the other man’s tongue and fingers working Lauren’s pussy until she was quivering with an overwhelming desire to cum.

    “Doesn’t she deserve that, Carson? Doesn’t your wife deserve the kind of orgasm that will have her seeing stars? Doesn’t she deserve something better than what you’re capable of giving her? Doesn’t she deserve to be with a gorgeous man that will make her pussy sing with pleasure?” Sophie asked.

    “Yes,” Carson said. He wasn’t sure he wanted Lauren to see Miguel again, but he couldn’t argue with the notion that she deserved that sort of pleasure.

    Sophie stood and walked towards the edge of the pool. She looked down at Carson and said, “Tell me you want her to see him again and I’ll make it happen. I’ll convince Lauren that she deserves to indulge in her desires. I’ll convince her that seeing Miguel is the best thing for her and for your marriage. I’ll convince her to be a little selfish in the name of the long term health of your relationship.”

    Carson’s heart pounded as he looked up at his sister-in-law. He knew she’d be able to convince Lauren. It probably wouldn’t take much effort. That meant he was effectively deciding whether he wanted another man to make his wife cum. The more he thought about it, the more it turned him on. Sophie was right. Lauren deserved a great orgasm. She deserved what he couldn’t give her. She deserved what Miguel could give her.

    “I want her to see him again,” Carson said.

    Sophie smiled. “I knew you’d make the right decision. Finish your workout while I go inside and convince your wife to make a date with Miguel.”

    Carson watched Sophie step into the house. There was no turning back now. It was possible he’d just made a colossal mistake, but the excitement coursing through his body told him otherwise. He pushed away from the wall and started in on another round of laps in the pool. He was still determined to become the man his wife deserved, even if she spent a little time with someone else before he got to that point.

    “What did she tell you she was doing?” Sophie asked.

    Carson looked at his sister-in-law and said, “Dinner with a friend she hasn’t seen in a decade.”

    Sophie laughed. “That’s pretty smart. I assume she didn’t tell you where they were eating.”

    “Nope. She said they hadn’t figured it out yet,” Carson replied.

    Carson flipped channels, though he barely noticed what was on screen. He was just trying to keep his mind occupied and he was largely failing.

    “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Sophie asked. “About what she’s doing with him?”

    There was something in her voice that made Carson a little wary. It was a fairly simple question, but there was a seductive quality to the way she’d asked it that left him feeling just a little uncomfortable.

    “Yes,” he answered. He could have asked Sophie to go back to the guest house. He hadn’t invited her into the house, after all. She’d let herself in and sat on the other end of the couch with a smile on her face.

    “What’s she doing? In your mind, I mean?” Sophie asked.

    Carson glanced over and she uncrossed her legs. Her skirt had ridden up a little and he could see more of the smooth, soft skin of her thighs. “What are you doing?” he asked.

    Sophie offered a look like she’d been accused of something untoward. “I just want to understand how your mind works, Carson. Remember, this isn’t just about improving Lauren’s sex life. It’s about improving your marriage. I wouldn’t have pushed her to meet up with Miguel again if I didn’t think it was the best thing for both of you. I know you’re thinking about it. I know it turns you on, Carson. There’s no point in hiding it. We both know it’s true. We both know your dick was hard as a rock in the pool the other day. I’m sure you feel all sorts of things, but we both know that you’re turned on by the idea of Lauren being out with Miguel tonight, and I want to know more about that. So, what are you thinking about? What’s she doing with him?”

    Carson took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “It changes,” he said. “What she’s doing, I mean. It changes. Sometimes she’s kissing him like she did on the beach. Sometimes it’s the same as it was in the first videos you sent me. She’s in a booth with him. They’re kissing. He’s touching her. He’s making her feel good.”

    “He’s fingering her?” Sophie asked.

    Carson nodded. She flashed a seductive smile and he looked away. There was no reason to believe Sophie was actually trying to seduce him, and yet Carson couldn’t help but feel a little uncomfortable about the way she was acting.

    “What else does it change to?” Sophie asked. “What else is Lauren doing with him?”

    “They…they go back to his place,” Carson answered as he pictured his wife and Miguel in bed. He’d pictured it countless times since that afternoon in the pool. Sophie had filled his head with vivid imagery and he’d failed to banish it. “They…well, they fool around.”

    “How?” Sophie asked. Her voice was laced with what sounded an awful lot like lust. Carson shifted on the couch as arousal mixed with a sense of discomfort. He couldn’t quite decipher what had him turned on, though. Was it the idea of Lauren being out with Miguel, or was it Sophie?

    “I…Sophie, this feels inappropriate,” Carson said.

    “Does he go down on her?” Sophie asked, ignoring Carson’s reticence. “Does he use his tongue and fingers to make your wife cum? Does she go down on him? Does Lauren pleasure him with her mouth?”

    Carson crossed his legs to try and hide his erection. It seemed clear that his sister-in-law was trying to arouse him, but he wasn’t sure why and it made him more than a little uncomfortable. He didn’t leave, though. He could have. He could have gotten up and walked away, but something kept him glued to the couch.

    “Yes, she does,” Carson said. He’d fantasized about it constantly. He’d masturbated to it a handful of times since that day in the pool.

    Sophie scooted a little closer, leaving just a few feet of distance between them. “Does she make him cum? Does your wife make him cum in her mouth?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Carson said. He couldn’t help but get caught up in whatever game Sophie was playing. The lust in her voice – whether real or fake – wormed its way into his brain and made it impossible to resist going along for the ride.

    “Close your eyes,” Sophie said.

    Carson hesitated for a moment, but he was too far gone to resist. He closed his eyes as his sister-in-law desired.

    “Think of Miguel between your wife’s legs. Think of his tongue moving over her clit. Think of his fingers inside her, rubbing her g-spot in the way you know she likes,” Sophie said.

    Lauren had always enjoyed having her g-spot rubbed, a fact that she’d clearly shared with Sophie.

    “Think of her moaning for him. Think of her body writhing in his bed as he drives her right to the edge of her orgasm,” Sophie continued.

    Carson did as she instructed. He pictured it all. It seemed insane to let his sister-in-law lead him down a path of such intense desire, but he wasn’t thinking straight.

    “Think of him standing up,” Sophie said. “Think of your wife looking up at him. Think of her eyes moving down his body and staring at his cock. Think of it being hard for her. Think of her lust, Carson. Think of her desire for him. Think of your wife in his bed with her legs spread and her soaking wet pussy in desperate need of his cock.”

    Carson groaned. He felt Sophie movie closer.

    “Don’t open your eyes,” she said. She was close enough that he could feel her breath on his neck as she spoke. “Tell me, Carson, what do you think your wife would do in that situation? What would she do if Miguel crawled on top of her? Would she tell him to stop, or would she reach down and guide his cock into her pussy? Would she turn down the chance to have the sex she desperately desires – the sex that you can’t give her – or would she let go and fuck him?”

    “I…I don’t know,” Carson said. “I don’t know.”

    He felt Sophie’s hand on his knee. Her fingers moved a few inches up his thigh. “I don’t believe you,” she whispered. “I think you know what she’d do. I think you knew it was possible when you agreed to let me convince her to see Miguel again.”

    Sophie’s fingers slowly moved up his thigh. Carson’s heart beat harder as his sister-in-law inched towards his crotch.

    “I think it’s what you want, Carson,” she whispered. It felt like her lips were inches from his neck. He could smell her perfume and feel her soft hair against his arm. “I think it turns you on to think about Miguel fucking your wife. I think you want her to fuck him. I think you want his cock to be buried inside her right now.”

    Carson shook his head. Sophie’s fingers had reached the middle of his thigh. It felt wrong. It felt like cheating, like he’d let it go too far.

    Carson stood up and walked away from the couch. “I’m sorry. I can’t. We can’t. This isn’t right,” he said.

    Sophie smiled and looked at the bulge in his shorts. “Your cock says otherwise, Carson. It says you’re turned on. It says you like this. It says that I’m right, too. It says that you want your wife to fuck another man.”

    “No,” Carson said. “Stop it. This isn’t right. None of this is right.”

    Sophie’s phone buzzed and she picked it up. A smile crossed her face. She stood and walked towards Carson with the phone in her hand. He stepped back until he was standing against the wall with nowhere to go.

    Sophie showed him her phone. She’d received a text from Lauren: “He just gave me the best orgasm I’ve had in years. He did things with his tongue and fingers I’ve never experienced before. I feel a little guilty, though. What should I do?”

    “Should your wife feel guilty for having the kind of orgasm you can’t give her?” Sophie asked. “Should she feel guilty for finding her sexual satisfaction outside your marriage?”

    Carson shook his head and Sophie stepped closer. She tapped out a message on her phone and showed it to Carson before hitting send: “Don’t feel guilty. Remember that you’re doing this because you still want to be with Carson. It’s not your fault that he can’t give you what you need and you don’t have to feel bad about getting it from someone else. As for what you should do, I recommend that you make sure Miguel has an orgasm just as good as yours. When was the last time you gave a great blowjob?”

    “Should I send it?” Sophie asked. “Should your wife return the favor? Should she make Miguel feel as good as he made her feel? Is that what you want, Carson? Do you want your wife to give Miguel a blowjob? Do you want her to make him cum in her mouth?”

    She stepped closer. Her breasts were very nearly pressing into his chest and his still-stiff cock was impossibly close to her crotch. Sophie stared into his eyes as Carson considered her questions. He knew what would happen if Sophie sent the text. He knew Lauren would do as her sister suggested. That much was clear.

    “Yes, you should send the text,” he said.

    Sophie smiled and tapped her phone’s screen. The message was sent. A reply came in soon after. Sophie showed Carson the phone: “Is it terrible that I was hoping you’d say that?”

    “Your wife wants to give Miguel a blowjob,” Sophie said. “She wants to feel his beautiful cock in her mouth. She wants to make him moan. She wants to make him cum. Tonight, when she gets home, she’ll have had another man’s cock in her mouth. She’ll have his cum in her stomach. She’ll have made him feel good. How does that make you feel?”

    “It turns me on,” Carson answered. He was way past the point of lying to Sophie.

    She stepped back and glanced at the tent in his shorts. “I know it does. And Lauren is almost certainly going to fuck you when she gets home. She’ll feel guilty enough that she’ll want to make you cum. That’s why you’re going to refrain from masturbating. I know you want to, but you’re going to keep your hands off your cock and let your wife get you off. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Carson said.

    “Enjoy the rest of your night, Carson,” Sophie replied before turning and heading towards the kitchen. She stepped out into the backyard and towards the guest house, leaving Carson alone with his thoughts.

    He sank to the floor and an intense array of emotions washed over him. Lauren was probably giving head to another man. She’d probably have that man’s cum in her mouth before long. Sophie had come awfully close to touching Carson’s cock, and even though she hadn’t provided direct sexual stimulation, Lauren almost certainly would have been furious at the interaction between Carson and his sister-in-law. The whole situation was fucked up, and yet Carson couldn’t help but feel desperate for Lauren to return. Sophie was right. She would absolutely want to make him cum and after a night of such intense arousal, the one thing he wanted more than any other was to cum. He only hoped he wouldn’t have to wait all that long.
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    “Carson, honey, Sophie just texted to ask if you’d be willing to help her install her new TV,” Lauren said as she looked up from her phone. “I guess she wants to mount it on the wall. Is that something you can do?”

    “She bought a new TV?” Carson asked. “What for?”

    “Well, the one in the guest house wasn’t very big,” Lauren said. “We didn’t really decorate that space thinking we’d have a long term guest.”

    “Yeah, I guess that’s true,” Carson replied. “Does she need me now?”

    Lauren nodded.

    “Okay. Let her know I’m grabbing my tools and I’ll be right there,” Carson said.

    Lauren popped out of her chair and surprised Carson with a tight hug and a kiss. “You’re a wonderful husband,” she said. “Thank you for letting my sister stay with us, and thank you for helping her through a tough time.” She kissed him again, this time with an extra touch of passion that brought Carson’s loins to life. “And thank you for last night. You were incredible.”

    “It was my pleasure, believe me,” he replied.

    Lauren grabbed his ass, smiled, and said, “I’d say all that working out you’ve been doing has really paid off. Maybe we can find the time to have a little more fun tonight.” They kissed again before Lauren let him go and gave him a swift smack on the ass as Carson turned and headed towards garage.

    He grabbed his tool box and headed towards the guest house. Sophie greeted him at the door in a cropped t-shirt that showed off her taut stomach and belly button and a pair of exceptionally short shorts. She looked really good and the fact that her nipples were hard – she had the air conditioning cranked up – made it difficult not to stare for just a moment, an act that filled Carson with a sense of guilt.

    “So, you bought a new TV?” Carson asked as he stepped inside.

    Sophie closed and locked the door before spinning around with a smile on her face. “I did. I know there was already a TV here, but I got used to having a big screen back in New York and I figured I’d treat myself. Plus, TVs are really cheap these days. I promise, I’ll leave it when I move out. So, really, I bought you and Lauren a TV,” she explained.

    Carson put his tool box down, did his very best not to stare at his sister-in-law’s nipples, and said, “Alright, let’s get this thing mounted.”

    “The TV’s still in the box,” Sophie said. “Sorry about that, but it’s really big. I need your help getting it out.”

    Carson smiled. “No problem.” He grabbed a screwdriver from the toolbox and used it to slice through the tape. “Alright, you hold the box and I’ll pull the TV out.”

    Sophie did her part and soon enough the TV was resting face down on the couch as Carson opened the mounting kit.

    “So,” Sophie began, “Lauren spoke glowingly about your performance last night.”

    Carson separated the screws and set them on the coffee table as he looked up at Sophie. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. She tells you everything, after all.”

    Sophie smiled. “She does. There are some things she can’t tell me, though.”

    Carson perused the instructions on the mounting kit and said, “Yeah? Like what?”

    Sophie sat on the oversized arm chair, crossed her legs, and asked, “When she kissed you, did you think about Miguel? Did you think that her lips had been wrapped around his cock less than an hour before she kissed you? Did you think that his cum had been in her mouth as she offered you her tongue?”

    Carson wasn’t sure what motivated his sister-in-law’s questions, but she was right on the money. The first thing he’d thought when Lauren kissed him was that her lips had been around another man’s cock that night. When her tongue pushed into his mouth, all he could think was that she’d taken another man’s cum in her mouth that night. He hadn’t tasted anything unusual, but that didn’t stop Carson from thinking about it.

    “Yes, I thought about those things,” he admitted.

    “Did it turn you on?” Sophie asked. “Did thinking about your wife sucking another man’s cock turn you on?”

    It was a little embarrassing, but Carson nodded.

    Sophie leaned forward, smiled, and asked, “Are you turned on right now, Carson?”

    He looked up to catch a glimpse of her splendid cleavage before staring into Sophie’s eyes and nodding. It seemed utterly pointless to try and argue with her. Her question might as well have been rhetorical. She knew the answer.

    “You can’t help it, can you?” Sophie asked. “All you have to do is think about your wife being on her knees in front of Miguel and you get turned on, don’t you?”

    Carson gripped the hard metal of the mounting kit and tried not to let his mind wander to that exact image. He couldn’t help it, though. It popped into his head. He saw Lauren on her knees in front of Miguel. He saw her giving a blowjob. He saw her giving a passionate blowjob to a man that had made her cum in an exquisite fashion, as Lauren had confessed to her sister.

    “Well, I suppose we should get this TV mounted, shouldn’t we?” Sophie said.

    Carson was thankful for the sudden turn away from her line of questioning. Despite knowing it was deeply unwise to let Sophie turn him on like that, Carson couldn’t resist.

    “Right, absolutely,” he said. Carson hopped to his feet and set about screwing the mount into the wall. He took great care to ensure it was even – he couldn’t very well install a crooked TV – and thanks to the straightforward nature of the instructions it wasn’t long before half the job was finished.

    “Look at that,” Sophie said as she stepped behind Carson and gently pressed her body against his. Her hands found his waist and she leaned closer as if she was carefully studying his work. “I’m actually impressed. I kind of figured handiwork might be a little out of your area of expertise.”

    Carson readied a snarky reply, but Sophie’s hands moved past his waist and a few inches down his thighs and his mind went blank. She pressed her breasts into his back and for a moment Carson forgot himself and enjoyed the sensation of a beautiful girl seemingly flirting with him. He found his sanity a moment later and spun out of Sophie’s grasp.

    “Now we just need to mount the arm to the TV and you’ll be all set,” he said.

    Sophie made a pouty face and put her hands on her hips, but Carson chose to ignore her. He remained utterly confused by his sister-in-law. At times it seemed like she genuinely had Lauren’s best interests at heart – her approach to Lauren’s happiness was unusual, but it seemed to be working – and at times it seemed like she was intent on destroying Carson’s marriage. Sometimes he wondered if she simply enjoyed sewing the seeds of chaos and seeing how it all played out.

    “Did it make you uncomfortable when I touched you, Carson?” Sophie asked.

    Carson fumbled with the screws for the arm and dropped them on the floor. He dropped to his knees to search for them and said, “It doesn’t feel right. You touching me like that, I mean. It feels…I don’t know, it just feels like Lauren wouldn’t like it.”

    “Are you sure it doesn’t feel right, Carson?” Sophie asked.

    Carson found the screws he’d dropped, got to his feet, and grabbed the arm to secure it to the back of the TV. “Sophie, please,” he said.

    Sophie let out a gleeful laugh and dropped onto the oversized arm chair once more. He looked over to see an equally gleeful smile on her face and felt that same sense of confusion. Was his sister-in-law just fucking with him? Was she trying to drive him insane? Or, was it possible that she knew him better than he knew himself and she’d actually offered him and Lauren the key to a long, happy marriage and a thriving sex life? Carson couldn’t tell. His mind was a confused mess, largely thanks to exceptional levels of arousal that he’d experienced since Sophie took up residence in their guest house.

    “Do you want Lauren to fuck Miguel?” Sophie asked.

    Carson wanted to finish mounting the TV and leave before Sophie could lure him deeper into her web, but with one simple question she made it damn near impossible for him to do so.

    “I don’t know,” he answered. “And that’s the truth. I really don’t know. I mean, what sort of man wants his wife to fuck someone else?”

    “What sort of man loves kissing his wife after she’s sucked someone else’s cock?” Sophie asked. “You, Carson. You’re that sort of man. We both know you loved welcoming Lauren home after she’d sucked Miguel’s cock and swallowed his cum. We both know you were more turned on than you’ve ever been as you fucked her. We both know your orgasm rivaled the best you’ve ever had.”

    Carson sat on the couch and rested his arm on Sophie’s new TV. Every word she’d spoken was true. He and Lauren had enjoyed great sex the night before and there was no question it was fueled by the fact that she’d just given a blowjob to another man. It wasn’t just Carson’s end of it that was fueled by that, either. Being with Miguel clearly left Lauren in an intensely aroused state and, for whatever reason, left her as eager to fuck Carson as she’d ever been.

    Sophie stood up and sauntered towards Carson. She squeezed into the spot next to him on the couch and put her hand on his knee. Carson watched her fingers move in small circles over his skin and moved to get up.

    “Don’t move,” Sophie said. “Stay right where you are and tell me if you want Lauren to fuck Miguel. Because she will, Carson. She will if I tell her it’s okay. She’ll fuck Miguel. She’ll enjoy it, too. She’ll have the kind of sex she truly craves. She’ll have the kind of sex she’s been telling herself she doesn’t actually want. She’s convinced herself that you’re the best she can do, Carson, but we both know that’s not true. We know Lauren deserves better. That’s why you’re working out. That’s why you’re giving her more attention. She still deserves what Miguel can give her, though. Don’t you want her to have that?”

    Carson nodded and Sophie’s hand moved under his shorts and up his leg. His pulse raced as she neared his crotch before stopping her progress. Her fingers continued to move in small, slow circles as she said, “I need you to say it, Carson. Tell me that you want your wife to fuck Miguel.”

    “I…I want Lauren to fuck Miguel,” Carson said.

    “Tell me that your wife deserves to fuck him,” Sophie said.

    “Lauren…she…Lauren deserves to fuck Miguel. She does,” Carson replied.

    Sophie pulled her hand from his shorts and Carson felt an odd mixture of relief and disappointment. He knew it was utterly insane to want his sister-in-law to touch his cock, and yet the idea of it was wildly arousing.

    “You’re a good husband, Carson,” Sophie said. “I hope you know that.”

    “Oh, well, thank you for saying that,” he replied.

    Sophie smiled and took his hand in hers. Her skin was soft and warm and when she gently pulled Carson’s hand and laid it against her exposed, taut stomach he offered no resistance.

    “I’m not wearing a bra,” Sophie said. She applied gentle pressure and his fingers moved over her belly button and under the bottom of her cropped t-shirt. “A good husband like you deserves a reward for being willing to sacrifice for his wife. I’m willing to give you a reward, Carson.”

    Carson wasn’t exactly sure what Sophie was offering, but she seemed to be asking him to touch her breasts. He couldn’t help but stare at them. They looked so beautiful in the tight t-shirt. Her nipples were rock hard. She seemed excited, perhaps at the prospect of being touched. Carson let his fingers wander a few inches closer to her breasts and Sophie offered a quiet moan.

    “Go ahead,” Sophie said. “Claim your reward.”

    Carson almost did it. He almost played with his sister-in-law’s breasts like she seemed to want him to. He couldn’t, though. It felt wrong. It felt like cheating, and despite the fact that Lauren was cheating on him, it felt wrong.

    “No, I can’t,” Carson said as he stood up. “I’m sorry, I can’t.”

    Sophie stared at the bulge in his shorts and said, “It seems like you want to.”

    “Sophie, please, I’m sorry for that, but let’s just mount the TV and I’ll leave. Okay?” Carson said.

    Sophie stood, smiled, and stepped closer. “Okay. Let’s mount the TV.”

    They lifted the TV off the couch, carefully placed it on the mount, and with a little finesse managed to finish the job.

    “It looks good,” Sophie said as she stepped back to admire her new TV. “Thanks for your help.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Carson replied.

    Sophie glanced at his still semi-erect cock, smiled, and said, “I know.”

    Carson looked away. He was embarrassed by his inability to control his desire.

    “It won’t be long before Lauren wants to see Miguel again. It will probably take a few weeks to convince her to fuck him, but I suspect it won’t be long before she has his cock in her mouth again. Your wife can be insatiable when she’s inspired,” Sophie explained. “I bet you can be too, though, so why don’t you get over there and give her a little more of what you gave her last night.”

    Again Carson’s mind was awash in thoughts of his wife blowing another man. Again he pictured Lauren on her knees in front of Miguel. His arousal deepened. “Good idea,” he said.

    Carson packed up his tool box, waved goodbye to Sophie, and headed across the yard and into the garage. He was going to do as Sophie suggested. He was going to fuck his wife again and he was absolutely going to think about her being with Miguel as he fucked her. There was no avoiding it. Sophie had made sure of that.
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    “Lifting weights, huh?” Sophie asked as she stepped into the garage in a black bikini and a pair of flip flops.

    In his continued quest to be the man Lauren deserved, Carson had recently invested in a relatively modest set of weights and a bench, mostly so he could avoid going to the gym, which always felt like an incredible waste of time. He’d lifted on a regular schedule for the past two weeks, and while his body hadn’t transformed overnight, he could feel and see the difference already.

    “My wife deserves a man that takes care of his body,” Carson replied as he added weights to the barbell for a set of bench presses.

    “A man like Miguel, you mean?” Sophie said.

    Carson slid the last weight onto the barbell and laid on the bench. He scooted under the bar, wrapped his fingers around it, and lifted.

    “Would you like me to spot you?” Sophie asked. She didn’t wait for an answer, though. She stepped behind the bench and just like that Carson was staring up at his sister-in-law’s splendid breasts. It felt awkward to look away and awkward to continue staring. Instead, he chose to focus on the barbell and to keep lifting despite the distracting nature of his bikini-clad sister-in-law being so close.

    Carson finished his set, sat up, and spun around on the bench to face Sophie. “Yes, a man like Miguel,” he finally answered. It’s not like he hadn’t been thinking about it. Lauren had continued to see Miguel, though according to Sophie they hadn’t had sex yet.

    “Lauren’s taken notice of your hard work, you know,” Sophie said as she put her hands on the barbell and leaned over. Carson glanced at her cleavage, immediately felt guilty, and looked away. “She likes that you look better, that you’re stronger, and that you seem to have a higher sex drive as a result of getting in shape.”

    “I like all of that too,” Carson said.

    “You also like that your wife is regularly going on dates with another man, don’t you?” Sophie asked. “You like she’s going on a date with him tonight, don’t you?”

    Carson nodded. It was still a little embarrassing to admit his desire, but he suspected that would never go away. What kind of husband is turned on by the fact that his wife is regularly having oral sex with another man, after all?

    Sophie moved towards the bench and sat next to Carson. She was close enough for their bodies to touch. He felt the warmth of her leg against his. She put her hand on his knee and softly stroked the inside of his thigh.

    “Sophie, please,” Carson said. Her touch felt so good, which was precisely the problem. It was wrong, and yet he couldn’t bring himself to move her hand.

    “I hear you got your cock sucked last night,” Sophie said. “Is that true?”

    Carson nodded. “Yes.” Lauren had offered an exceptionally pleasurable blowjob, in fact. She’d come out of the shower with a towel wrapped around her body. She’d dropped it, let Carson admire her body for a few moments, and then crawled into bed, pulled off his underwear, and went to work. It was the best blowjob he’d ever had.

    “She said she’s feeling a little guilty for cheating on you,” Sophie said. “You and I know she doesn’t need to feel guilty though, don’t we?”

    Sophie’s hand moved a few inches up Carson’s thigh, right to the edge of his workout shorts. He looked down to see her fingers making gentle circles over his skin. Every little touch resulted in waves of pleasure running between his legs, and while he wasn’t hard yet, Carson knew an erection was likely if he let Sophie continue to touch him like that.

    “Does your wife need to feel guilty for sucking Miguel’s cock, Carson?” Sophie asked.

    Carson closed his eyes and shook his head. “No, she doesn’t.”

    Sophie’s fingers gently moved under the leg of his shorts, moving a few inches closer to his crotch. “Of course she doesn’t. You like that your wife is seeing another man. You like that she goes out dancing with him. You like that he takes her out to beautiful dinners. You like that she gives him blowjobs and that he goes down on her and makes her whole body tremble with pleasure when he uses his tongue and fingers on her. You like that Miguel is going to bury his cock inside her pussy soon, don’t you?”

    Carson was hard. Sophie’s fingers hadn’t moved any higher, but her lurid description of Lauren’s behavior with Miguel was enough to leave him in a place of desperate desire. “Yes, I like that,” he said. “I like all of it. It’s so fucked up, but I like all of it.”

    Sophie leaned closer and Carson felt her breath on his neck. Her lips brushed against his skin, but she didn’t kiss him. She was simply teasing. “It’s not fucked up,” she whispered. “It’s beautiful. You’re becoming a better husband, Carson. You’re doing everything you can to make sure your wife is happy. Right now, that means letting her explore her desire for Miguel. Later, if you keep up the workouts and continue to give her the attention she deserves, it might mean that Lauren comes back to you.”

    Carson knew he was supposed to want Lauren to be his and his exclusively. That’s what every man was supposed to want. He worried that he’d gotten hooked on the pleasures of her being with someone else, though. When he thought about Lauren going down on Miguel, Carson felt a kind of arousal he’d never experienced in his life. When she kissed him after coming home from being with Miguel, Carson couldn’t help but feel an intense kind of need that he’d never felt before.

    “Carson, tell me that you want your wife to fuck Miguel,” Sophie continued. “Tell me and I’ll make it happen. I’ll make it happen tonight. I’ll convince her to go all the way. I’ll convince her that pursuing her pleasure is good for your marriage.”

    On the surface, that sounded insane, but Carson knew Sophie could make it happen. She’d proven adept at getting people to do as she desired, though in Lauren’s case it seemed like her sister was really just giving her permission to do what she wanted.

    “I want Lauren to fuck Miguel,” Carson said.

    Sophie’s lips brushed against his neck once more and she moaned like she was the one getting fucked. Her fingers inched their way up his thigh and towards his crotch.

    “Say it again,” she whispered.

    Carson’s pulse raced as thoughts of his wife fucking another man mixed with Sophie’s continued sensual teaching. Her fingers were impossible close to his crotch and while he knew it would be so bad if she actually touched him there, he wanted it.

    “I want Lauren to fuck Miguel,” Carson repeated. “I want my wife to have the sex she deserves. I want her to fuck another man.”

    Sophie’s fingers found their way to Carson’s cock. She stroked him gently and kissed his neck. It was so wrong, but it felt so good.

    “That’s good,” she said. “She’s going to do it tonight. She’ll come home to you when it’s over. She’ll come to your bed. She’ll bring you her freshly-fucked pussy. She’ll probably be willing to give it to you if you want it. Will you want it, Carson? Will you want to slide your cock into your wife’s pussy after someone else has fucked her?”

    “Yes,” Carson said.

    Sophie pulled her hand from his shorts and stood up with a gleeful smile on her face. The seductress that had whispered in his ear was gone. In her place was the sweet, happy version of his sister-in-law. “You keep lifting weights. I’m going to put my little plan in motion. Before the night is over, your wife’s pussy will have been satisfied by another man’s cock.”

    Carson sat on the bench and watched his sister-in-law walk away. She shut the garage door and his heart continued to pound as he considered what he’d just committed to. Lauren was about to embark on a full-blown affair with another man and Carson was on board with it. More than that, he wanted it. There was no backing out now, either. Once Sophie set her mind to something, it happened. Carson knew that much about his sister-in-law.

    The only thing left to do was enjoy it. Sophie was right about Lauren. She’d almost certainly come home feeling eager to let Carson have her. She’d been consistent about that and he was more than happy to take advantage of his wife’s desire.

    Sophie’s phone buzzed and she picked it up and smiled. Carson watched his sister-in-law’s face for any sign that the text was from Lauren.

    “She did it,” Sophie said as she handed Carson the phone.

    The text from Lauren was simple: “I fucked him. It was incredible. We actually fucked twice. Once wasn’t enough for me. You were right. Fucking Miguel was the right choice. I can’t believe how good the sex was.”

    “How do you feel?” Sophie asked.

    Carson handed her the phone and saw the smile on his sister-in-law’s face. She seemed delighted that her plan had come to fruition.

    “I feel a little of everything,” Carson replied. “Anxious. Jealous. Turned on.”

    Sophie’s phone buzzed again. “She’s on her way home,” she said. “She’s going to want you, Carson. She’s going to want you inside her. She’s going to let you have her, and we both know you want her. Enjoy yourself. And don’t worry too much about making her cum. After all, Miguel took care of that for you.” Sophie stood and headed towards the back door. “Have fun tonight, Carson.”

    “I will,” he said. He meant it, too. He was going to have fun fucking his wife after she’d been with someone else. Of course he was. He knew that was Sophie’s doing, that she’d essentially trained him to be the kind of husband he’d become. It didn’t matter, though. He’d let her do it. He’d welcomed it. He’d followed her on that journey and fallen right into the strange place he found himself where the idea of his wife fucking another man was the most arousing thing in the world.

    Lauren walked through the front door half an hour later. The pretty pink and white sundress she’d left in looked largely the same. Even her hair and makeup looked largely the same. She’d clearly put in some effort to ensure she didn’t look like she’d spent the past few hours in another man’s bed.

    “You look so beautiful,” Carson said as he stood and met his wife at the edge of the living room. She had the glow of a woman that had just experienced multiple great orgasms. Carson found that glow hugely attractive.

    “Yeah?” Lauren asked with a smile.

    Carson reached out and pulled his wife closer. “You’re irresistible,” he said softly. “I want you, Lauren. I crave you.”

    They kissed as Carson gently pulled up the back of her dress and grasped her ass. He squeezed it and she moaned into his mouth as their tongues danced.

    “You can have me,” Lauren replied.

    They kissed again and Carson thought of his wife giving Miguel a blowjob. He wasn’t certain she’d gone down on him that night, but he suspected it was part of their foreplay. Lauren had never been shy about using her mouth as a means of arousal, after all. That thought only served to deepen his need for his wife.

    Carson picked Lauren up and they kissed as he walked towards the couch. He laid her down, quickly took off his pants, and moved between her legs. Lauren reached down to pull her panties aside and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “I need to be inside you,” Carson said. “I’ve been thinking about you all night. You looked so beautiful when you left that I couldn’t get you out of my head.”

    They kissed as Lauren stroked his cock and rubbed the head over her slick, swollen pussy lips.

    “Take me,” she said. “Take my pussy. It’s yours.”

    Carson plunged into his wife’s pussy and unleashed a deep moan. She was wetter than he’d ever felt and he knew why. She’d come home from fucking another man. From having great sex with that man, in fact. She’d fucked him twice. She’d spent a not inconsiderable amount of time with someone else’s cock sliding in and out of her pussy, and now Carson was inside her. He was inside his wife’s soaking wet, freshly fucked pussy and it felt better than it ever had.

    “Fuck, Lauren, your pussy feels perfect,” he said. “It feels so fucking good.”

    “Fuck me,” she replied. “Fuck my pussy. Fuck it hard.”

    Carson fucked his wife as she desired. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed as he filled her over and over. With each thrust he thought of Miguel filling her. He thought of Lauren’s legs being wrapped around the other man’s muscular body. He thought of her kissing him. He thought of Miguel’s cock – which Carson imagined to be big – sliding in and out of her. All of it brought him to the brink of an orgasm in a few short minutes. Carson didn’t want to cum, but he saw no way of holding off. It was just too arousing.

    “Fuck, Lauren, I’m close,” he said.

    “Cum inside me,” she replied. “Do it, Carson. Cum inside me. Cum in my pussy.”

    Carson thought of Sophie’s words. He would have loved to make his wife cum, but he knew she’d been taken care of by another man. He knew she was likely offering him her pussy to make up for the guilt she felt for cheating on him. He knew she didn’t need to feel guilty, but he was more than happy to enjoy an orgasm as a byproduct of that guilt.

    “Oh, fuck, Lauren, I’m cumming!” Carson said.

    He buried his cock in his wife’s juicy pussy and released his load. His body trembled from head to toe as Lauren pulled him close and kept her legs wrapped tightly around him. The orgasm seemed to go on forever as pleasure continued to emanate from between his legs.

    Eventually, the deepest sense of relaxation Carson had ever felt washed over his body. He could have slept all night in that position, though doing so would have been unfair to Lauren. Still, he didn’t really want to move. He just wanted to remain on top of her and inside her for as long as possible.

    When he finally tried to move, Lauren held him close and whispered, “No, stay inside me. Just like this.”

    Absent a reason to pull out, Carson was happy to remain inside his wife. It was the perfect end to the evening, and to the journey Sophie had sent them both on. Carson wondered if an entirely new journey was about to begin, though. Would Sophie be satisfied at having gotten Lauren to fuck Miguel, or would she keep pushing it? Carson was eager to find out.
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    “Do you think he’s inside her right now?” Sophie asked.

    Carson looked up from the menu and briefly glanced at his sister-in-law’s cleavage – Sophie was dressed in a skintight, low cut tank top and her breasts looked spectacular, as always – before enjoying the giddy smile on her face and answering, “She’s been at his place for what, an hour? He’s either inside her or they’ve already finished.”

    “So you’ve been thinking about it,” Sophie said. “I guess that makes sense. It turns you on even more now than it did when Miguel fucked her for the first time, doesn’t it?”

    Carson looked around the restaurant to make sure Sophie hadn’t caught anyone’s attention. Lauren’s infidelity aroused him, but he wasn’t keen on the rest of the world knowing about it.

    Sophie laughed. “You don’t have to worry,” she said. “The acoustics in this place are terrible. No one can hear a thing I’m saying, and even if they could, they wouldn’t give a damn.”

    She was right about the acoustics. The food at the Cuban restaurant Sophie picked was great, but it was insanely loud inside. That seemed like it was a wise choice, though, since his sister-in-law seemed determined to talk about Lauren’s ongoing sexual relationship with Miguel.

    “Can I get you anything to drink?” the cute waitress asked.

    “Two mojitos, please,” Sophie answered.

    The waitress glanced at Carson, smiled, and said, “Very good. Those will be ready soon.”

    “Do you want to watch?” Sophie asked as the waitress walked away.

    “What?” Carson replied.

    Sophie smiled and leaned forward, exposing even more cleavage. “Do you want to watch Miguel fuck your wife?”

    “Oh…I…well, I’m not sure,” Carson said.

    “You wouldn’t want to be in Miguel’s bedroom right now?” Sophie asked.

    Carson jumped as he felt her foot move up his calf, past his knees, and between his legs under the table.

    “You wouldn’t want to see his cock slide into your wife’s pussy?” Sophie continued as her toes found their way to his crotch and began to play with him. “You wouldn’t want to see the look of pleasure on Lauren’s face as she fucked another man?”

    “Here you are,” the waitress said as she appeared with two mojitos on a tray. She placed them in front of Sophie and Carson, tucked the tray under her arm, and asked, “Can I get you any appetizers?”

    “We’ll have the tostones,” Sophie said.

    “Very good,” the waitress replied before turning and walking away.

    “You’ve fantasized about it, haven’t you?” Sophie asked a moment later.

    Carson nodded as she continued to manipulate his now-erect cock with her toes.

    “You think about it when you fuck her, don’t you?” Sophie asked. “You think about Miguel’s big cock satisfying her. You think about his long, thick shaft sliding in and out of her pussy. You think of him fucking your wife and making her scream his name. You think about the fact that he fucks her so much better than you, even after all the work you’ve put in.”

    “Yes, I do,” Carson said. He was both amazed and frustrated that Sophie knew him so well. That was exactly what he thought about when he and Lauren had sex. It had been a month since she and Miguel first fucked and every single time he’d been with his wife since then he’d thought about her and Miguel fucking.

    “Wouldn’t you like to watch, Carson?” Sophie asked. “Wouldn’t you like to watch your beautiful wife enjoy another man’s cock?”

    Carson tried to resist the urge to say yes. Sophie was right. He wanted to watch. He wanted to see it. He wanted to hear it. He wanted to witness the moment his wife had an orgasm with another man’s cock inside her.

    “Say it, Carson,” Sophie demanded.

    “Yes, I want to watch,” he admitted. “I want to watch. I do. But how would that even happen? Is Lauren just going to invite me over to Miguel’s?”

    Sophie smiled and pulled her foot from between his legs as the waitress showed up with their appetizer. “Thank you,” she said.

    “I’ll be back in a little while to take your dinner orders,” the waitress said.

    “I can make anything happen,” Sophie said to Carson. “You should know that by now. Let’s eat. Then we can go home and you can wait for Lauren to arrive so you can be the second man to fuck her pussy tonight.”

    Carson closed his eyes as a wave of pleasure emanated from between his legs. That’s exactly what he would end up doing. Lauren was always ready to play when she came home from being with Miguel. It seemed counterintuitive to Carson, but she never shied away from fucking him after she’d been with her lover. Carson wasn’t going to argue. Their sex life had never been better. It wasn’t how he’d ever imagined it being, but it was damn good, and he was always eager for more.

    After dinner, Sophie snagged the keys from Carson and hopped into the driver’s seat before he had a chance to object.

    “Where are we going?” he asked after buckling up.

    “You wanted to watch your wife get fucked,” Sophie said. “I’m going to make that happen.”

    Anxiety washed over Carson. He gripped the edge of the seat as his pulse began to race. Even when Sophie insisted she could make it happen Carson thought she was just fucking with him. It seemed like she wasn’t, though. It seemed like she was going to follow through on her promise.

    “I don’t want this,” Carson said.

    “Yes you do,” Sophie replied as she pulled out of the parking lot. “You want to see Miguel fucking your wife. You want to see the look of pleasure on her face. You want to see how hard he makes her cum. You want to see how good he makes her feel. You want to see another man fuck your wife.”

    Sophie reached out and put her hand on Carson’s leg. She ran her fingers up his thigh and between his legs. She found his cock and offered a slow, gentle massage while keeping her eyes on the road.

    “Picture it,” Sophie said. “Picture Lauren on her back. Picture Miguel between her legs. Picture his cock moving in and out of her. Picture her hands moving down his back and grabbing his ass as he fucks her. Listen to her moans. Listen to the sounds of sex. You know it turns you on. You know you want to see it.”

    Some of Carson’s anxiety washed away as desire took its place. His cock was hard again – he’d long gotten over the strangeness of having Sophie play with his dick – and he happily followed Sophie’s instructions to imagine his wife having sex with someone else. He did want to watch. He really did. The idea scared him, though. He had no sense of what it would look like. Would it be better than his fantasy? Would reality somehow crush his fantasy and lead to all sorts of self doubt?

    “I promise, you’re going to love this,” Sophie said. “It’s the next step. It needs to go from fantasy to reality. You need to see how passionate your wife is with Miguel. You need to see what he gives Lauren with your own eyes. That’s when you’ll understand how to truly give your wife what she needs. Isn’t that what you really want, Carson? Don’t you want to make Lauren the happiest woman in the world?”

    “Yes,” Carson said.

    “Good,” Sophie replied. “That’s what I want too. That’s what all of this has been about. That’s the only thing that matters.”

    Sophie pulled down a quiet street and parked in front of a beautiful house. “Here we are,” she said.

    “Miguel lives here?” Carson asked as he stared out the car window.

    “Miguel’s a successful man,” Sophie said. “Did you think he wasn’t?”

    Carson hadn’t given it much thought, though for some reason he figured Miguel was an artist of some sort. A struggling artist, at that. The kind of man who was full of passion but had never found much in the way of success. Based on the house, that was an incorrect assumption.

    Sophie got out of the car and Carson followed. “They’re around back,” she whispered. “Follow me.”

    Carson followed as Sophie led him to the side of the house. She unlatched a tall wooden gate, gently pushed it open, and stepped into the side yard. She tiptoed along the stone pathway with Carson right behind her. They were halfway to the backyard when Carson heard his wife moan.

    Sophie stopped and looked back at him with a smile on her face. Lauren moaned again, and then again. Sophie took Carson’s hand and they tiptoed forward once more. The moans grew a little louder with each step.

    Sophie stopped at the back edge of the house and slowly peered around the corner. She pulled Carson closer and silently urged him to do the same thing. He took a deep breath and leaned forward.

    The backyard was dimly lit, but there was no mistaking the sight of Lauren and Miguel having sex. He was sitting on a cushioned piece of outdoor furniture. Lauren was in his lap. His cock was inside her. They were kissing as she slowly rode him. Miguel’s hands moved up and down her back at an achingly slow pace. He grabbed her ass each time his fingers reached it, offering Lauren a little assistance in her effort to milk him with her pussy.

    “Miguel…you feel so good inside me,” Lauren said.

    He grabbed her ass tightly and Lauren moaned. She leaned down and they kissed. Carson stared at the sight of another man’s cock moving in and out of his wife’s pussy. His heart pounded, but his anxiety had completely washed away. All he felt was desire. His cock felt impossibly hard in his pants.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Sophie whispered.

    Carson nodded and she reached between his legs and unzipped his pants. Her fingers wormed their way inside and Sophie quickly found his cock and pulled it free. She took a firm grip and stroked him slowly. It took Carson a few moments to realize she was mimicking the pace at which Lauren rode Miguel’s cock.

    “Sophie…you shouldn’t,” Carson whispered. “It feels wrong.”

    “It feels great,” Sophie replied. “Don’t deny it. You love it when I touch your cock. You love it when I tease you. You want me to jerk you off while you watch another man fuck your wife.”

    “Sophie…please…you have to stop,” Carson said, though he made no effort to stop her and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of Lauren riding her lover.

    “Would you prefer my mouth?” Sophie asked.

    Carson looked at his sister-in-law and said, “What?”

    She leaned closer and whispered, “Would you like me to suck your cock while you watch another man fuck your wife?”

    Carson felt an odd mixture of arousal and confusion. It seemed impossible that his sister-in-law’s offer was genuine, so she must have been fucking with him. It seemed like such a strange time to do that, though.

    There was a hint of lusty desperation in her voice as Sophie whispered, “Do you want my mouth, Carson? Do you want to feel my wet, warm mouth around your cock as Miguel makes your wife cum? Do you want to cum in my mouth as he cums in her pussy?”

    Carson studied Miguel’s cock. Sophie was right. He wasn’t wearing a condom. Was he really going to cum inside her?

    “It’s their first time having unprotected sex,” Sophie said. “Don’t you deserve a blowjob while he unloads in her pussy?”

    Carson looked at Sophie and she smiled at him as her fingers continued to move up and down his shaft. “Sophie, what are you doing?”

    “I’m offering you what you deserve,” she said. “Or would you prefer my pussy? Would you prefer to bend me over and fuck me from behind while Miguel unloads in your wife’s tight cunt? Would you prefer to fill me with your cum while he fills her?”

    Carson reached down and grabbed Sophie’s wrist. He didn’t want to say it, but he was on the verge of an orgasm. He couldn’t help but think about fucking her and the idea of it turned him on. It made him feel terrible, too – he was quite certain Lauren would be pissed if she knew he and Sophie had fucked – but his brain was so awash in lust that he couldn’t control his desires.

    Just as he was about to say something Lauren lifted her pussy from Miguel’s cock, stood, and spun around. She reached down, grabbed the base of his shaft, and sat down. Every inch of his stiff dick disappeared inside her and she sat back. His hands moved over her body as Lauren began to grind on his cock. They kissed as he played with her tits. Carson watched his wife welcome Miguel’s tongue into her mouth as she ground her pussy over his cock.

    When Carson looked at Sophie again she was naked. Her clothes were in a pile in the grass. He wondered how long he’d been staring at Lauren. Sophie took his hand and pulled it between her legs. His fingers found their way into her pussy with ease. She was soaked.

    “My pussy wants you, Carson,” Sophie said.

    He didn’t believe her. He couldn’t believe her. It didn’t make any sense. He continued to move his fingers in and out of her, though.

    “My pussy needs you,” she said. “Don’t deny my pussy. Give it what it needs. Give me what I need. Take me, Carson. Fuck me. Fuck me while you watch Lauren make another man cum inside her.”

    “Sophie…I can’t,” Carson said.

    She stepped in front of him and pressed her ass against his crotch. His cock slipped between the smooth flesh of her thighs. He felt it rub against her pussy lips.

    Carson looked up and saw Lauren staring right at him. It was dark, though, so he figured she couldn’t see him. Surely she’d be screaming if she could see Sophie grinding on him in Miguel’s backyard.

    “Give her what she wants, Carson,” Lauren said.

    Carson froze. His heart skipped a beat. His knees buckled for a moment.

    “Come over here and give her what she needs,” Lauren continued.

    Carson stared at his wife turned to kiss Miguel again. Her pussy moved back and forth over his cock as he reached down to play with her clit.

    “What’s happening?” Carson asked.

    “You should listen to your wife, Carson,” Sophie said. She took his hand and dragged him into the backyard. He followed with his cock still sticking out of his fly.

    “I don’t understand,” Carson said as they approached Lauren and Miguel.

    Lauren looked at him as Miguel played with her breasts. “Really?” she asked. “You don’t see it yet? I’ve known all along, Carson. Sophie told me from the start that you’d be into me having sex with another man. She told me that you were the kind of man that would find it intensely arousing to know that his wife was fucking someone else. She told me every little detail. She told me everything she did with you.”

    Carson’s knees buckled again, but this time he nearly fell down. Sophie helped him into a chair and he stared at his wife as she gently rode another man’s cock. He couldn’t help but marvel at how good she looked with someone else inside her.

    Before he could say anything, Sophie straddled Carson. He looked over her shoulder to see a smile on his wife’s face. Sophie reached down and grabbed Carson’s cock. She rubbed the head over her pussy lips. He felt her warmth and wetness and he couldn’t help but want to be inside her.

    “I know everything,” Lauren said. “I knew you’d be here tonight. I knew Sophie was going to fuck you. We planned all of this together, Carson. You’ve been a remarkably good husband for the past few months. You’ve done everything I needed. You’ve given me the sex life I’ve craved for years. Sophie’s been wonderful too. She’s done so much to help me. She’s done so much to help us, and while you seem to find it hard to believe, she wants you. She craves you. So she’s going to fuck you. She’s going to take you inside her. She’s going to ride you. She’s going to cum on your cock and you’re going to cum inside her while Miguel cums inside me.”

    Sophie sat on Carson’s cock and her pussy swallowed him with ease. He groaned and watched as Lauren turned to Miguel. They kissed as she began to bounce on his cock in earnest. Suddenly Carson was quite certain that the position switch had been for his benefit. Watching them fuck in reverse cowgirl was considerably sexier.

    “Does my pussy feel good?” Sophie asked.

    “Yes,” Carson said. The whole situation was insane, but it was happening and his wife seemed like she was on board, so Carson was going to enjoy it. His sister-in-law’s pussy felt absolutely perfect and the thrill of having sex with her while watching his wife have sex with another man was so enormous that Carson’s brain couldn’t process it. All he could do was bask in the pleasure.

    Lauren looked at Carson once more and smiled. He couldn’t help but wonder if his wife was far kinkier than he’d ever imagined. For a moment he wondered just how badly he’d failed her over the years. After all, if she was into the scene unfolding in Miguel’s backyard, it seemed possible that she was open to all sorts of wild sexual pursuits and that Carson’s relatively vanilla approach to sex had left her deeply unsatisfied.

    “Cum in her pussy, Carson,” Lauren said. “Give her what she needs. Give my sister what she craves. Flood her pussy with your load.”

    Sophie rode him faster and moaned louder. Her breasts bounced in his face. Lauren rode Miguel with equal vigor. Carson pushed the madness of the whole situation out of his mind and concentrated on the pleasure of it all.

    “Cum inside me, Carson!” Sophie cried out.

    She leaned forward and bounced on his cock. Her body trembled. She was close to cumming. Miguel reached between Lauren’s legs and played with her clit. It looked like they were both getting close.

    “Oh, fuck, Carson, I’m cumming!” Sophie screamed.

    Carson let the floodgates open. He came in his sister-in-law’s pussy. He felt her breasts press against his body and her thighs tremble as she climaxed.

    “I’m cumming,” Miguel said.

    Lauren closed her eyes and her legs kicked open. Her toes curled and her thighs shook. Carson was certain she was cumming too.

    Sophie gently kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue moved into his mouth. He welcomed it. It seemed like a relatively small thing compared to fucking her and cumming inside her.

    “You know, this changes things,” Lauren said after her legs stopped shaking.

    Sophie looked over her shoulder and smiled. “I know. I hope that’s okay with you.”

    “I’ve wanted things to change for years,” Lauren said. “Change is a good thing, after all. Are you ready for change, Carson?”

    Carson nodded. He wasn’t at all certain what he was agreeing to, but he found it hard to argue with the idea that the events of the evening had changed his marriage and his relationship with Sophie. Whatever changes were coming, he was ready for them.

    The End.

  
    A Beautiful Act of Submission

    It was obvious you were submissive from the start, but ours wasn’t a domme/sub relationship from the start.

    I could tell you weren’t ready for it. Not at first, at least. You were still caught up in what you thought it meant to be a man.

    It was like you were concerned about having good sex stories to tell your friends instead of being concerned about achieving the highest level of pleasure.

    You came around, though. It took a while, but I got you there. I slowly weaned you off of the ideas of traditional masculinity in the bedroom. I showed you that there was great joy in submission. I showed you that being a good submissive would bring me more pleasure than any session of pussy pounding could ever hope to deliver.

    That’s how we ended up on the cusp of your first true pussy worship session. You were naked in my bedroom. You had your hands behind your back. Your cock was already hard. There was even a glistening drop of precum at the tip of your erection.

    I emerged from my walk-in closet wearing a black corset, black lace boyshort panties, black stockings, and a pair of knee high black leather boots with three inch heels. I still remember buying the outfit. I wanted to play the part for you. Plus, a dominant outfit always makes me feel powerful, especially when I see the reaction on your face.

    It was the first time you’d seen me dressed like that. Your eyes actually went wide as you stared at me.

    “Do you like what you see?” I asked from across the room.

    You nodded vigorously. “You’re beautiful,” you said.

    I walked towards you. I took my time. My steps were slow and deliberate. I could see your arousal building. I saw your eyes darting. I saw you fidgeting. I saw a mixture of nerves and desire.

    “It’s okay,” I said as I reached you. “You don’t have to be nervous.” My fingernails moved delicately over your chest and down your stomach. I dragged them over your erection. You winced as a hint of pain emanated from your pelvis.

    “Are you going to be a good submissive for me?” I whispered.

    You looked into my eyes. I saw a battle taking place. I saw you fighting with your male programming. I saw you trying to convince yourself that submission is what you craved. Then I saw you nod.

    I wrapped my fingers around your cock and gripped it tightly. I saw fright in your eyes. You wondered if I was going to hurt you. I could have crushed your cock in my hand.

    “That means no touching this,” I whispered. “Do you understand? Your cock doesn’t exist tonight. It’s nothing. My pussy is the only thing that exists. My pleasure is the only thing that matters. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” you said.

    I released your cock and the tension released from your body. I tenderly wrapped my fingers around your testicles and leaned closer. I kissed your neck, nibbled your earlobe, and said, “These are mine too and the cum in them is mine to control. You don’t get to orgasm until you’ve made me happy. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” you said in a voice that was thick with desire.

    I released your testicles and caressed your face. “You’re a good boy,” I said. I smiled as you shuddered. My words brought you pleasure.

    I kissed you. At first, it was soft. My lips pressed gently against yours. My tongue gently probed and you opened your mouth for me. I invaded. Your tongue danced with mine. I moaned. I felt the dominant desire building in me.

    “On your knees,” I said after pulling away from the beautiful kiss.

    You sank to your knees with your hands still behind your back. You looked up at me. You looked like a sweet little puppy dog waiting for a treat from its master.

    “What do you want?” I asked.

    “I want to worship your pussy,” you answered as you held my gaze.

    I reached out and ran my fingers through your hair. I took a tight grip and tilted your head back. I saw you wince in pain. It turned me on.

    “Why do you want to worship my pussy?” I asked.

    “Because your pleasure is all that matters to me,” you answered. “Because making you cum is the greatest pleasure I can imagine. Because hearing you moan as I worship your pussy would make me the happiest man in the world.”

    I felt the wetness building between my legs. You were turning me on. Your submission was intensely arousing.

    “Open your mouth,” I said.

    You did as you were told. I positioned my head over yours and worked the spit out of my mouth. It traveled the distance between us and landed on your tongue. You kept your mouth open like a good boy.

    “Swallow,” I said.

    You closed your mouth and swallowed my spit. You couldn’t help but smile. You felt my domination. I felt your submission.

    “You may take my panties off,” I said.

    You reached up and slowly pulled off the black lace panties I’d picked out for you. You exposed my perfect cunt. I’d shaved earlier that day, leaving just a strip of hair above my clit.

    “Your pussy is perfect,” you said with a sense of wonder in your voice.

    “Yes, it is,” I replied. “And it’s a gift to be able to worship it. Do you understand that?”

    “Yes, I do,” you answered. “I really do.”

    I could feel the submission emanating from you. It was the soft look in your eyes and the way you held your body as you rested on your knees. It was the desire I could feel. It was your need to worship me.

    I reached between my legs and put two fingers inside me. “Can you hear how wet I am?” I asked.

    You nodded.

    “That’s because of you,” I said as I pulled my fingers out and pressed them against your lips. You opened your mouth and sucked them clean. I pushed them to the back of your throat and watched you try not to gag. “Your submission turns me on. It makes me wet. It pleases me so much more than anything else.”

    You nodded with my fingers still in your mouth. You understood.

    I pulled my fingers from your mouth and said, “You may worship my pussy.”

    You leaned forward and pressed your lips against my cunt. Your tongue darted out and pushed inside me so you could taste my juices.

    I reached out and held the back of your head as I stood above you. I moaned as your tongue moved to my clit and you began to massage it with rhythmic licking.

    “That’s a good boy,” I said. “Make me feel good. Worship my perfect cunt.”

    It was your turn to moan. Your hands were still behind your back. You were being so good for me. You were immersed in the joy of submission. You were tasting my juices and trying to make me cum.

    “Use your fingers,” I said. “Put them inside me.”

    You pushed two fingers into my pussy. You searched for my g-spot, just as I’d taught you. You rubbed your fingers over it, fucking me in unison with your tongue’s talented licking.

    I closed my eyes and groaned. You brought me intense pleasure. You made me feel good by putting my desires above your own. You worshiped my pussy without question.

    “You’re going to make me cum,” I said. I was close. I’d been so turned on by our little domme/sub session that it wasn’t going to take long to get me off.

    You licked me faster. You fingered me deeper. You made me drip.

    I grabbed your head with both hands. I moved my pussy over your mouth. I fucked your face. Then I climaxed. I cried out in pleasure. My thighs trembled on either side of your head. I tightened my grip. You likely felt pain, but you kept licking me.

    Finally, as the orgasm exploded out from my pelvis I pushed your head away. I let the pleasure wash over me as I stood above you.

    “That was the best orgasm you’ve ever given me,” I said.

    I wanted the comment to sink in. I wanted you to think about all the times you thought you’d fucked me so well. I wanted you to understand that your submission turned me on so much more than a good fucking ever could.

    “Get on the bed,” I demanded.

    You hopped to your feet and climbed into my bed. I stepped closer and took your cock in my hand. I stroked you, using your precum as lube. You groaned in pure delight.

    “Did you enjoy worshiping my pussy?” I asked.

    “Yes,” you said as your hips involuntarily lifted towards the ceiling. “I loved it.”

    “Do you think you deserve to cum?” I asked while continuing to jerk you off.

    You looked at me with confusion on your face. “I don’t know,” you said.

    I let go of your cock and straddled you. My pussy rested against your stomach.

    “Let me answer for you,” I said. “You never deserve to cum. Any orgasm you have is a gift from me. I control your pleasure. I control your orgasms. If I want you to have one, you will. If I don’t, you’ll abstain.”

    I saw a mixture of agony and lust in your eyes. I saw the battle raging once again. You wanted to submit. You found pleasure in it. You wanted to cum, too. You wanted to push me off of you, grab your cock, and masturbate until you spilled your seed.

    “I understand,” you finally said.

    I smiled and sat on your face. I dropped my wet cunt onto your mouth.

    “Worship me,” I said.

    You looked up at me as my stocking-clad legs pressed against your chest. You caressed them as you worshiped my cunt. 

    “I can cum many times in a single session,” I said. “You’ll have to get me off more than once to deserve an orgasm. I hope you’re ready to worship all day.”

    I didn’t give you a chance to answer. I smothered you with my pussy. The look in your eyes told me you were ready to worship for as long as it took, though.

  
    A Birthday Delight for Your Wife

    It’s your wife’s birthday so you’ve come home early from work to surprise her. You have a bouquet of flowers in your hand and you’ve made reservations at her favorite restaurant and you booked at room at the nicest hotel in the city. You slip your key into the lock and try to enter the house as quietly as possible. You want to surprise her. You want to see that delighted look on her face when her husband comes home to make sure she has the happiest birthday possible.

    She’s not in the living room or the kitchen. You poke your head into her office and she’s not in there either. Then you hear a giggle from the bedroom. You hear your wife say something but it’s a little too far way for you to make out the words.

    You approach with a smile on your face. She’s probably on the phone with her mom. They’re probably talking about what she’s planning on doing for her birthday. Your wife is probably talking about how she can’t wait to see what you have planned.

    “Is this for my birthday?” you hear her ask as you get close.

    There’s something about her voice that makes you stop in your tracks. You know that tone. You know your wife isn’t talking to her mom.

    You take a step closer and hear the sound of kissing. You hear your wife moan. You hear a man moan.

    You poke your head into the bedroom and you see your wife and what appears to be a naked man in your bed. You look at her long blonde hair and the curves of her hips as she faces him. He can’t see you either as he’s too busy kissing her.

    Your eyes focus on her hand moving up and down in his crotch. You can’t see his cock because the covers are blocking it, but there’s no question your wife is stroking him. She’s giving someone else a handjob in your bed.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she says. “Are you going to fuck me on my birthday? Are you going to give me a birthday orgasm?”

    “You know I am,” he says.

    “Get on your back,” she says. “I want to give you a little present before you fuck me.”

    You don’t want to be seen so you move back. You hear them moving in the bed. You hear him moan.

    “Oh, fuck,” he says. “Fuck that’s good.”

    You hear the sounds of a blowjob. Your wife is giving a blowjob to another man in your bed. She’s giving him a blowjob on her birthday. She’s cheating on you on her birthday. She seems to be getting what she wants for her birthday.

    You lean against the wall outside the bedroom and close your eyes. You wonder why your wife is cheating on you. You wonder if you’ve been a complete failure as a husband. You wonder if you’ve left her unsatisfied or if she’s just someone that cheats.

    More importantly, you wonder why you’re still standing outside the bedroom. Why haven’t you burst into the room yet? Why haven’t you stopped your wife from cheating on you?

    Is it because you want her to be happy more than anything else? Is it because you think she deserves to have a happy birthday? Is it because you can’t bear the thought of the fight you’d have? Is it because you don’t want to ruin her birthday with that fight?

    You hear the sound of a handjob. You hear him moan. “Does that feel good?” your wife asks.

    “It feels incredible,” he says.

    “I’m ready for my birthday fuck,” she says.

    He laughs. You hear them moving in the bed again. You hear your wife moan. The sounds of sex fill the air. You lean closer to the door. You feel compelled to look, even though you might get caught. It doesn’t matter. You have to look.

    You peak into the room. Your wife is on her back. Her blonde hair is spread out around the pillow. He’s inside her. They’re having missionary sex. It’s not like when you fuck her missionary, though. It’s hard. It’s fast. It’s passionate. They seem desperate for each other. It’s not the kind of comfortable sex a married couple has. It’s the kind of wild, intense, needy sex that two people that are just getting to know each other have. You feel a kind of jealousy you’ve never experienced before.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says. “Oh my God, fuck me. Fuck me!”

    He fucks her harder as you feel an erection begin to grow between your legs. You’re not sure why and you don’t care. What’s happening in the bed is beautiful in a way you don’t understand. You can’t look away.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” your wife cries out.

    Sometimes she doesn’t even cum when you fuck her. Sometimes you have to finish her with your fingers afterwards. She just came in less than a minute with him inside her.

    “Pull out,” she says. “Get on your back. I want to ride that beautiful cock.”

    When was the last time she said something nice about your cock? When was the last time you used two positions during sex?

    You move away from the door as they switch positions. You hear their movements. You hear your wife moan. You hear him moan. He’s inside her again. Now she’s on top. The bed is moving again. They’re fucking again.

    You look down. Your cock is fully erect. It’s making a tent in your pants. You slowly unzip. You pull it out. You wrap your fingers around it. You stroke yourself. It feels good. It feels so much better than when you usually masturbate. You don’t know why, but it does.

    It feels wrong to cum. It feels wrong to stand there and masturbate while your wife cheats on you. You decide to walk away. You head to the basement. He won’t come down there and neither will your wife.

    You try to think about anything but your wife and the other guy fucking and you fail. You idly stroke your cock for almost an hour. Then you hear people walking upstairs. You hear the front door open. You hear it close. He’s gone.

    The basement door opens. Someone comes down the stairs. You turn and see your wife’s bare legs. The rest of her body appears. She’s still naked.

    She sees you. She walks towards you. You don’t say anything. You feel like you should hide your cock, but you don’t.

    Your wife straddles you on the couch. She guides your cock inside her. She leans down and kisses you. She rides you. You feel something leaking out of her pussy. It’s his cum. It must be. It’s thick and wet.

    “I heard you unzip your pants,” she whispers.

    She rides you faster. Your feel yourself getting lost in the pleasure.

    “It was hotter knowing that you were listening,” she says. “It was so much hotter knowing you were jerking off to it.”

    You cum inside her. You add your load to his. You can’t hold back. It’s too pleasurable. You don’t understand it, but it’s enormously pleasurable.

    She pulls your head against her chest and holds you tight as your cock pulses inside her.

    “Happy birthday,” you say.

    “It’s been a very happy birthday so far,” she says. “I’ve gotten everything I wanted.”

  
    A Birthday Surprise for Her Cuckold

    “I have a surprise for you,” your wife says.

    It’s your birthday and she’s just emerged from the bedroom wearing a white satin robe and black high heels. She’s holding an elegantly wrapped gift with a pretty blue bow around it. She hands it to you.

    You take note of how sexy she looks with her blonde hair teased out and her lips shiny with red gloss. You can’t help but wonder what’s underneath the robe, either.

    “Open your gift, honey,” she says.

    You tear your eyes away from your lovely wife and open the gift to find a beautiful leather-bound photo album. You run your hands over the soft cover and look up to see her smiling at you.

    “Take a look,” she says.

    You open the album and see a beautiful picture of your wife wearing the same outfit she has on right now. She’s giving the camera a seductive look. As you’re staring at the picture she kisses your neck and runs her hands up your leg, brushing her fingers against your cock.

    “Happy birthday, baby,” she whispers.

    You turn the page and are greeted with another astounding picture, this time with the robe gone and a sexy blue lace bra and panty set revealed. At that moment your wife stands and drops the white satin robe, revealing the same underwear.

    You move to put the album aside and take her into your arms, but she stops you. “No,” she says while sitting down next to you. “I want you to experience your whole gift before we have a little fun.”

    Your cock is half hard now. She’s not usually the kind of woman that dresses up in lingerie for you. She looks breathtaking and you can’t help but want her.

    You do as she requests and slowly flip through the photo album while she runs her hands over your body. She strikes a series of increasingly arousing poses and seems to get more confident as the photo shoot progresses.

    Then you arrive at a picture where she’s on her knees in front of the camera. Her eyes are full of lust as she looks into the lens. Her shiny red lips are parted ever so slightly. It looks like she wants to give a blowjob. You can’t find another way to interpret the picture.

    “Do you like that picture, birthday boy?” she asks in a sultry tone as her hand moves between your legs again. “Oh, I guess you do!” she says when her fingers find your erection.

    Again she kisses your neck. She lightly nibbles your ear lobe and whispers, “You’re going to love the next one.”

    You flip the page and see your wife in the same pose, only this time there’s a big cock in front of her. For a moment, it doesn’t register. All you feel is pure shock.

    “It was supposed to be a simple boudoir shoot,” your wife says. “He was just going to take some naughty pictures of me so I could surprise you for your birthday. It became something more.”

    You flip to the next photo and your wife has her shiny red lips wrapped around the photographer’s cock. Her eyes are filled with lust as she looks into the camera. She’s giving another man a blowjob.

    “I cuckolded you for your birthday,” your wife whispers into your ear as she unzips your pants. “I hope you like your present.”

    “I do. I really do,” you say.

    You turn the page and in the next naughty photo your wife has the photographer’s big balls in her mouth. His long, thick cock rests on her face. She looks overwhelmingly slutty.

    “Holy shit,” you say, expressing your delight at how utterly naughty she’s being for the other man.

    She kisses your neck. “I was such a slut for him, honey. I couldn’t resist. I had to have him.”

    You turn the page and reveal another photo. This one has your beautiful blonde wife on her knees on the chair with her panties pulled aside. She’s spread her pussy lips open and is looking back at the camera with desperate need in her eyes.

    “I begged him for it,” she says in a sensual whisper. “I begged him to fuck me.” She plays with your cock, stroking you slowly. “Do you like that, honey? Do you like that I begged someone else to fuck me?”

    “Yes,” you say as your dick tingles with intense pleasure.

    “I think you’ll really like the next picture,” she says.

    You turn the page and see a picture of your wife having doggystyle sex with her photographer. His big dick is halfway inside her. Another man’s dick is in her pussy and it looks genuinely perfect. The photo is a close up on her ass so you can admire how good it looks in the blue lace panties while he pushes into her.

    You turn to yet another picture and this time you see the doggystyle sex continuing, only he’s zoomed out to capture all of your wife’s lithe body. Her head is turned to look back at him and you see pure lust on her face.

    “His cock felt so good inside me,” your wife says as she runs her soft red lips along the skin of your neck. Her touch makes you tingle. “Better than yours ever has.”

    She knows just how to turn you on. She knows exactly what’s going to make her cuckold husband horny. What a naughty girl she is.

    In the next picture she’s on her back in the chair and her legs are spread wide. The photographer’s cock is balls deep inside her.

    “He went so much deeper than you ever have, honey. He reached places your cock has no hope of ever going. That’s why I came so hard,” she whispers.

    “He made you cum?” you ask. You want to hear her say it. You want her to talk about it, to tease you with the notion that someone else made her cum so much harder than you ever have.

    “Flip the page,” is all she says.

    You turn the page and see that the photographer has captured an image of your wife experiencing an orgasm. Her face is contorted in the most beautiful way. Her pleasure is obvious. She’s cumming on his big cock. She’s experiencing pure sexual joy.

    “Yes, he made me cum. His big cock made me cum, and more than once. Have you ever done that?” she asks, knowing full well that the answer is no.

    “No,” you say.

    “No, of course not. This little cock isn’t made for making women cum, is it? It’s made for disappointing women, I suppose,” she says, delightfully humiliating you as you browse a photo book full of pictures of her fucking another man.

    “We’re almost done,” she says.

    The next picture is of her pretty face. The photographer’s thumb is in her mouth and she’s sucking on it like it’s a cock. It’s astoundingly sexy to see her being so wild, wonderful, and openly sexual with him.

    “Just one more,” she says.

    You flip the page and see a beautiful picture of your wife’s pussy. The photographer’s cum is dripping out of it. Her lips are open from the good fucking he gave her so you can see how wonderfully messy it looks inside.

    “He came inside me, honey. Another man filled your wife’s pussy with his thick load. You love that, don’t you?” she asks while stroking your cock faster.

    “Yes, I love that he came inside you. I love that you had another man’s cum in your pussy. Fuck, I love it!” you say as she brings you to an orgasm. Your cum flies into the air and lands on the floor in front of you as she moves the photo album out of the way.

    “Happy birthday, honey,” your wife says after you’ve finished.

    Happy birthday, indeed.

  
    A Blowjob Must be Earned

    “How come you don’t go down on me anymore?” Ethan asked his wife.

    “Really, Ethan? You’re asking me that now?” Kelly replied.

    They were fooling around on the couch and Ethan couldn’t think of a better time to ask. In years past it was the exact situation in which Kelly would have found her way between his legs to offer up the pleasure of her mouth, either as a form of foreplay or as the means of climax. He would have gone down on her and they both would have enjoyed themselves. Ethan still went down on his wife with regularity, but it had been years since Kelly had offered him the same pleasure.

    “I’m sorry, but yes, I’m asking you that now. I really like blowjobs and I feel like it’s not fair that I still go down on you frequently but you don’t really ever go down on me,” he said.

    “It’s not the same,” Kelly said.

    “What’s not the same?”

    “You going down on me is the not the same as me going down on you. Giving a blowjob is unpleasant. I gag. My nose runs. My eyes water. My jaw aches after just a few minutes. Sometimes, if you haven’t showered recently, your balls smell. There’s nothing about it that I like,” Kelly explained.

    “But you used to go down on me,” Ethan countered.

    “I know, and I know it doesn’t seem fair, but it used to be kind of exciting. I used to really like the way you’d moan and groan and get all worked up. I don’t know why, but that doesn’t really turn me on anymore. Now it just feels like a chore, and it’s not fun for foreplay to feel like a chore. It’s kind of the exact opposite of foreplay when that’s the case, to be honest. I get you all worked up by going down on you, but I’m not really feeling aroused. It kind of defeats the purpose,” she said.

    “Well, what about a blowjob to get me off? I mean, I go down on you and make you cum. Why can’t you do the same thing?” Ethan asked.

    “It’s not the same, Ethan. It just isn’t. I’m sorry. I know that’s not a satisfying answer, but it’s just not the same. I know it’s not unpleasant for you to go down on me. I know you enjoy it. I know it’s not hard work to use your tongue on my clit. It just isn’t. Plus, you take a long time to cum and by the time you’re done I just feel kind of annoyed with the whole thing and that’s not a good way to promote a healthy sex life,” Kelly explained.

    Ethan wanted to have sympathy for his wife’s point of view, but the sense of frustration coursing through him was too strong. He didn’t want to be annoyed with her, but he couldn’t help it. He loved blowjobs. They weren’t necessarily better than sex, but they were just as good and in an entirely different way. Kelly’s mouth felt different from her pussy and he wanted that variety in his life. He didn’t want to be the kind of boring married couple that had a little bit of missionary once or twice a month. He couldn’t stand the idea of it.

    “You know, if you had a cock I’d happily go down on you,” Ethan said.

    Kelly laughed. “No, you wouldn’t,” she said. “It’s really cute that you think you would, but you wouldn’t. Maybe you’d do it once or twice, but soon enough you’d feel the same way I do. I bet you wouldn’t even want to do it the first time if I somehow had a cock.”

    Ethan knew it was an insane path to follow – his wife wasn’t going to suddenly sprout a cock – but her rejection of his desire for oral sex had left him feeling more than a little annoyed. “You’re wrong,” he said. “I’d give you blowjobs if you had a cock. I’d do it because I like making you feel good. I’d do it because that would be enough of a reward for me.”

    “If – and it’s a big if – but if you did it you’d be doing it because you wanted me to blow you. Let’s not be delusional, here. The only reason you’d suck this magical cock of mine is because you’d want me to do the same for you,” Kelly said.

    Ethan laughed at the sheer absurdity of the conversation and the fact that his wife had hit the nail on the head. Of course that’s why he’d give her a blowjob if she happened to sprout a cock. That was always a part of why he licked her pussy. He was hoping to inspire a desire in Kelly to do the same for him, or to get her excited enough to be on board for good sex.

    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m being insane.”

    “It’s okay,” Kelly replied. “I get that it’s frustrating. I wish I liked giving blowjobs more. I’d do it more often if I did.”

    There was a small part of Ethan that had hoped Kelly would cave and go down on him. He knew that part of him was insanely selfish, but he was still a little disappointed that she hadn’t offered up her mouth.

    “I can give you a handjob,” she said. “I know it’s not the same, but an orgasm is still an orgasm, right?”

    “That’s true,” Ethan said. “Why don’t I go down on you first?”

    He didn’t give her a chance to answer. Instead, Ethan slid off the couch, yanked his wife’s jeans and panties off, and went to work on her pussy. He was going to make her feel good and she’d do the same for him, and while it wasn’t the blowjob he was hoping for, a handjob would still be quite pleasurable.

    “You should get that,” Kelly said as the sound of the doorbell reverberated around the house.

    Ethan gave his wife a curious look before hopping off the couch and bounding towards the door. Standing on the other side of it was a tall, intriguingly beautiful brunette in a pair of jeans, knee high black leather boots, and a white cable knit sweater.

    Her voice was effortlessly sultry as she said, “Ethan?”

    “Yes,” he replied. “Uh, sorry, come in.”

    Ethan stepped aside and the leggy brunette offered a sweet smile as she stepped into the house. A seductive perfume tickled his nostrils as Ethan shut the door.

    “I’m Brooklyn,” she said.

    “It’s nice to meet you, Brooklyn,” Ethan replied. “Sorry if I was a little weird there. I wasn’t expecting someone tonight.”

    “I know,” Brooklyn replied as she ran her fingers up Ethan’s arm. “Your wife invited me. She has something special planned for tonight.”

    Brooklyn walked towards the living room and Ethan let his eyes wander to her ass, which looked exceptionally good in the tight jeans she wore.

    “Brooklyn, it’s so nice to see you again,” Kelly said.

    Ethan stepped into the living room in time to see his wife and the beautiful brunette share a tight, friendly hug.

    “It’s so good to see you too,” Brooklyn replied. “And you’re right. Your husband is cute.”

    “You hear that, Ethan?” Kelly said as she looked over her new friend’s shoulder. “Brooklyn thinks you’re cute.”

    “Yeah, I heard,” Ethan replied as Brooklyn and his wife sat next to each other on the couch.

    Kelly turned to Brooklyn and asked, “So, does the fact that you find Ethan cute mean that you’re going to do what we talked about?”

    Brooklyn smiled at Ethan and said, “Oh, absolutely. I was going to do that even if he wasn’t cute, to be honest. It’s too much fun with a first timer. I couldn’t turn that down.”

    Ethan smiled as it dawned on him that his wife had brought a friend over to give him a blowjob. That had to be why Brooklyn was in their home. That had to be why the girls looked as thick as thieves sitting on the couch. Kelly had decided to give him the ultimate gift and by finding a woman that liked giving blowjobs.

    “Should we start?” Brooklyn asked.

    “Whenever you’re ready,” Kelly said.

    Brooklyn stood and sauntered towards Ethan. He felt his loins come alive at the idea of the beautiful girl sinking to her knees in front of him.

    “Do you know why I’m here, Ethan?” Brooklyn asked.

    He smiled at the sound of her sultry voice and imagined her soft, plump lips wrapped around his cock. “I do,” he said.

    Brooklyn reached out and took his hand in hers. She ran her fingers over his skin for a moment and Ethan looked towards Kelly.

    “It’s okay,” Kelly said. “Brooklyn is here because I asked her to be. She’s doing this because I asked her to. You don’t have to worry.”

    Ethan turned his attention to Brooklyn once more and the beautiful brunette kissed him. Her lips were impossibly soft and her kiss was a sensual treat with just a hint of tongue. The excitement of the moment produced a near-instantaneous erection between Ethan’s legs and he let his hands roam to Brooklyn’s fantastically sexy ass as they kissed.

    “Take my shirt off,” she whispered.

    Ethan lifted the sweater over Brooklyn’s head and revealed a semi-sheer black lace bra. Her nipples were erect and her breasts looked splendidly perky beneath the soft material.

    Brooklyn reached out and grasped his cock through his jeans. “Is that for me?” she asked.

    Ethan nodded and she kissed him again, this time with greater vigor. Her tongue danced in his mouth as she massaged Ethan’s stiffness through his jeans.

    Brooklyn released his bulge and gently pulled Ethan’s hand from her ass. She placed it between her legs and his eyes went wide as he felt a bulge that could only be created by a cock. The beautiful woman he’d just kissed had a cock. He tried to back away but Brooklyn slipped a finger through one of his belt loops and held him close.

    “That’s for you,” she said.

    “I don’t understand,” Ethan said.

    “Brooklyn is a trans woman,” Kelly said from the couch. “She’s a woman in almost every way but she also has a beautiful cock between her legs. A cock that you’re going to suck.”

    “What?” Ethan asked.

    Brooklyn pulled his hand between her legs once more and said, “Your wife said you were very clear that you’d suck her cock if she had one. She said you insisted on it, in fact. She doesn’t have a cock and we both know she never will, but I have a cock and you’re going to prove to your wife that you weren’t lying by giving me head until I flood your mouth with my load.”

    Ethan let Brooklyn move his hand over the bulge in her jeans as his brain tried to come to terms with the idea that the exceptionally beautiful woman he’d just kissed had a cock between her legs.

    Kelly stood up and moved behind Ethan. She ran her hands down his back and kissed his neck before saying, “If you suck her cock I’ll give you what you crave. All you have to do is prove that you weren’t lying. Prove that you’d suck cock just like you said you would. Prove it by taking Brooklyn’s beautiful dick in your mouth and fellating her until she has an orgasm. And make sure you swallow, too, if you have any desire for me to swallow your load.”

    “The oral pleasure you want is just a blowjob away,” Brooklyn said. “All you have to do is get on your knees, take my pants off, and take me in your mouth. All you have to do is prove that you’re a cocksucker and your wife will happily give you head. Are you willing to prove it, Ethan? Are you willing to follow through on what you said?”

    Kelly reached around and rubbed Ethan’s cock through his pants. She kissed his neck and whispered, “Don’t you want to feel my lips around your cock again? Don’t you want me to swallow your dick? Don’t you want me to make you cum, Ethan? Don’t you want your wife to suck your cock like a good girl? Don’t you want me to swallow your load?”

    “Fuck…Kelly…yes,” Ethan said.

    “Then get on your knees and suck cock for me,” she said.

    Kelly and Brooklyn both stepped back, leaving Ethan to his own devices.

    “Get on your knees,” Brooklyn said.

    Ethan fell to his knees. His pulse raced and his cock throbbed in his pants. He wasn’t sure he was making the right decision, but he felt an all-encompassing kind of arousal and he couldn’t ignore it.

    “Take my pants off,” Brooklyn demanded.

    Ethan crawled closer and reached up to unbutton Brooklyn’s jeans.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Free my cock and take me in your mouth. Show your wife that you’re the kind of man that follows through. Show her that you’re willing to do what it takes to get what you want in life.”

    Ethan pulled Brooklyn’s pants down and revealed an impressive bulge in a pair of black lace panties that matched her bra.

    “Take my panties off,” she instructed. “Free my cock. Take me in your mouth.”

    Ethan’s hands shook a little as he reached up and gently pulled down the lace panties that encased Brooklyn’s cock. She reached back to unhook her bra and free her breasts.

    From his knees Ethan studied the incongruous view of a stiff cock, a set of smooth balls, a pair of round breasts, and an exceptionally beautiful, feminine face.

    Kelly fell to her knees behind Ethan and leaned in. “Suck her cock,” she said. “Take Brooklyn’s cock in your mouth. Wrap your lips around it. Show me that you can be the cocksucker you said you’d be. Show me that you don’t care if giving a blowjob is unpleasant. Show me that you’re dedicated to giving pleasure.”

    Ethan thought of his wife’s blowjobs. He thought of how good she made him feel with her mouth. He thought of cumming in her mouth and he went for it. He wrapped his lips around Brooklyn’s cock. He gave a blowjob.

    “No teeth,” Brooklyn said. “No one likes a toothy blowjob.”

    Ethan adjusted and kept at it. He felt Brooklyn’s cock slide to the back of his mouth. He ran his tongue over the underside. He gagged when it went too far. His eyes watered as he worked not to vomit around the cock in his mouth.

    “It’s okay,” Brooklyn said. “It’s not easy the first time. It takes practice to be a good cocksucker.”

    Kelly reached around and unzipped Ethan’s pants. Her fingers ventured inside and she freed his cock. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. “Are you thinking about the blowjob I’m going to give you after you make Brooklyn cum?”

    Ethan moaned around the stiff cock in his mouth and in the moment he turned his concentration from the blowjob he was giving he gagged again. He spit up and had to pull back. Brooklyn’s cock slipped from his mouth and Ethan wiped the spit from his face.

    “It’s not quite as pleasant as you thought it would be, is it?” Kelly asked as she stroked Ethan’s cock.

    He wasn’t going to admit defeat. He’d come too far. He was going to finish Brooklyn, swallow her cum, and get the blowjob he craved.

    “I can do it,” Ethan said.

    He took Brooklyn’s cock in his mouth and she reached out and ran her fingers through his hair. He hand came to rest on the back of his head and she said, “That dedication is all it takes to be a good cocksucker, Ethan. All you really have to do is want it. You have to want to make me feel good. You have to want to make me flood your mouth with my load. You have to make me want to feed you my cum.”

    Between his legs Ethan felt the intense pleasure of his wife’s hand moving up and down his cock. In his mouth he felt an almost equal form of displeasure as his jaw ached, saliva ran down his chin, his nose ran, and his eyes watered. He wasn’t going to openly admit it, but sucking cock was just as unpleasant as Kelly had described.

    “Fuck his face,” Kelly said. “Guys love to fuck a woman’s face. They love to push her head down and make her take as much as she can. They love to make her suffer. Do it. Fuck his face.”

    Brooklyn reached down and took Ethan’s head in both hands. “Keep your head still and your lips around my cock. And I don’t want to feel your fucking teeth.”

    Ethan did as he was told and Brooklyn fucked his mouth. He gagged almost immediately, but that didn’t stop her. She didn’t keep her cock in his throat long enough to make him vomit, so Ethan simply withstood the displeasure of having his mouth used as nothing more than a warm, wet sheath for Brooklyn’s erection.

    “Fuck,” she said. “I’m getting close.”

    “How does that make you feel?” Kelly asked. “She’s fucking your mouth like it’s a tight little pussy and she’s about to cum. That means you’re that much closer to a blowjob of your own. Does that feel good, Ethan? Does it feel good to know that I’m going to suck your cock while a load of Brooklyn’s cum sits in your stomach?”

    All Ethan could do was moan around the cock that continued to pummel his mouth. Brooklyn was fucking his face faster. Spit was running down his chin and onto the floor between his legs. His eyes were watering so much that they burned. His throat ached from the pounding. He was a sex toy but he was earning the blowjob he wanted and that was all that mattered.

    Brooklyn pulled back until the tip of her cock was in his mouth, groaned, and unleashed her seed on Ethan’s tongue. He coughed when it hit the back of his throat and a little came out his nose, but he kept his lips sealed tight around her dick.

    “Swallow, cocksucker,” Brooklyn said after unloading a considerable amount of semen on his tongue.

    Ethan swallowed and coughed immediately afterwards. He wiped the spit from his chin, the wetness from his cheeks, and the trail of snot from his nose.

    “What a mess,” Brooklyn said as she stroked her cock and produced a little drop of cum at the tip. “Take the rest of my cum. Now.”

    Ethan sucked the little droplet from the tip of her cock and swallowed again as Brooklyn laughed.

    “He’s going to be a very good cocksucker,” she said.

    Ethan turned to his wife. “What does she mean?”

    “From now on you get a blowjob when you give a blowjob,” Kelly said. “So you don’t necessarily have to be a cocksucker. You just have to be one if you want your dick sucked. It’s entirely up to you.”

    “Can I stay and watch while you go down on him?” Brooklyn asked.

    “Of course,” Kelly replied. “I got to watch him go down on you, after all.”

    Ethan’s brain was flooded with a dozen different emotions. He was trying to parse the notion that he’d be giving head if he ever wanted to get head again and he was battling an aching jaw and a sore throat while Kelly continued to slowly work his cock with her fingers.

    “Why don’t you sit on the couch?” Kelly suggested. “I’m going to take my time making you feel good so you should get comfortable.”

    Ethan stood and took his pants off before sitting on the couch. Kelly took her place between his knees and wrapped her lips around his cock. Pleasure exploded from between his legs and in the blink of an eye it all felt worth it.

    “Fuck, that feels incredible,” he said.

    “She’s good, isn’t she?” Brooklyn said.

    Ethan turned to the beautiful trans girl sitting next to him and asked, “How do you know she’s good?”

    Brooklyn smiled, leaned closer, and said, “Your wife wanted to sample my cock before she offered it to you. I know she’s good.”

    Before Ethan could react Brooklyn kissed him. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and he moaned as Kelly played with his balls and deepthroated him.

    “Just enjoy it,” Brooklyn said after the kiss. “I have a feeling it won’t be the last blowjob you receive. I think you liked sucking my cock and I know I liked having those lips of yours working me. I think you and I are going to become very close.”

    Ethan wanted to tell Brooklyn she was wrong, but the sense of pleasure coursing through his loins was too powerful. He wasn’t going to fight her assertion. He was just going to enjoy the blowjob he’d earned.

  
    A Break Up Cuckolding

    “This isn’t working out,” Ava said.

    Leo laughed.

    “I’m serious,” Ava said. “This isn’t working. This relationship. It’s not working. Which means it’s over.”

    Leo felt as though he’d been punched in the gut. It was Saturday night. Ava was wearing a remarkably sexy lace dress that showed off her spectacular breasts and her long, lovely legs. She was dressed for a date – or a particularly pleasurable seduction – not for a break up.

    “I…but…I feel like it’s working,” Leo said. “Tell me what’s not working for you. I can work on it, whatever I’m doing wrong, I can work on it.” He knew he sounded desperate, but it was all he had in the moment.

    “It’s nice that you feel like it’s working, but there are two of us in this relationship, Leo, and it’s not working for me. I know this sucks, but I’ve come up with an idea that I think will make this a little easier for you,” Ava said.

    “Easier for me? What are you talking about?” he asked.

    Ava’s phone buzzed and she glanced at the screen before smiling at Leo. “You know that fantasy of yours?” she asked. “The one where I fuck other people?”

    All Leo could think was that Ava had the most perfect smile he’d ever seen.

    “Leo, pay attention,” Ava said.

    “Yes, sorry,” Leo replied. “My fantasy. Yes, I know what fantasy you’re talking about. Why are you bringing that up? It seemed pretty clear that you weren’t interested.”

    “Have you ever heard of break up sex?” Ava asked.

    Leo nodded. He’d heard of it, though he’d never experienced it. He’d never really understood how someone could have sex in an emotionally devastated state.

    “Well, think of this like that. It’s a break up cuckolding. I’ve invited a guy over and I’m going to fuck him while you watch,” Ava explained.

    Suddenly the dress made sense. It wasn’t for Leo, it was for the man she was replacing him with.

    “You’re already seeing someone else?” Leo asked. “You’ve been cheating on me?”

    Ava shook her head. “No, he’s an ex. He was a crappy boyfriend, but the sex was out of this world and the one thing I could use right now is a really good fuck and he’s guaranteed to give me that, plus there won’t be any messy emotional stuff as he knows we’re not going to start dating again. He’s just going to fuck my brains out and head home. I’m sure I’ll find someone else soon enough, but I’ve been faithful.”

    “You could really use a good fuck?” Leo asked. “Did I not…I mean, was I not good enough?”

    Ava offered a sympathetic smile and said, “No, you weren’t. You’re not bad. I probably could have made it work – that’s what toys are for, right? – but our sex never reached the heights of pleasure that I’ve experienced with other men, so I think it’s fair to say that you’re not good enough.”

    “Oh,” was all Leo could say.

    “Sorry,” Ava said. “I know that’s harsh, but I’m not your girlfriend anymore so I figure I might as well be honest. Maybe it will help you the next time you date someone.”

    “What could I have done better?” Leo asked. “Not just with the sex, I mean.”

    Ava reached over and put a hand on his knee. She leaned a little closer and he thought for a moment she might kiss him, especially when he caught a whiff of her intoxicatingly sexy perfume. “Leo, I’m not your girlfriend anymore. I don’t owe you anything and I’m certainly not going to hash out what went wrong with our relationship. Plus, there’s no time for that. Gavin will be here soon. You need to decide if you want to experience your break up cuckolding. If not, you need to leave.”

    Leo was going to leave. He really was. Then Ava’s hand moved up his leg. The arousal was instantaneous. She leaned closer and he felt her breath against his neck. Her lips brushed against his skin and she unleashed a soft, sensual moan.

    “Don’t you want me to cuckold you?” Ava whispered. “Don’t you want to live out your fantasy? Don’t you want to watch another man fuck me?”

    “Yes,” Leo said as Ava’s fingers found his newly-erect cock.

    She stroked him gently and kissed his neck. She moaned, a little louder this time. Leo closed his eyes and imagined someone else fucking her. It wasn’t the first time he’d done it. It wasn’t even the hundredth time he’d done it. Of course he wanted her to cuckold him, especially if their relationship was over. Why not go out with a bang?

    Ava released his cock and stood. “Good. I’d like you to go to my bedroom and take your clothes off. I want to see you on your knees by the door when Gavin and I come in. Do you understand?”

    Leo nodded.

    “What are you waiting for?” Ava asked.

    Leo hopped to his feet and rushed towards Ava’s bedroom. He stepped inside and was hit with an unexpected wave of emotion at the idea that he’d no longer get to spend the night in her bed. It was over between them. It was truly over. Leo leaned against the wall and asked himself if he really wanted to do this. His cock was still hard. Desire still coursed through him. There was a healthy dose of anxiety in there too, of course, but he wanted to do it. He wanted to live his fantasy.

    Leo stripped, folded his clothes, and got on his knees by the door. He reached down and stroked his cock to help build his desire. Leo closed his eyes and imagined Ava in her bed with another man between her legs. It was enough to make him moan.

    His fantasy was interrupted by a loud knocking at the front door. Leo’s eyes shot open and he listened to the muffled sound of Ava welcoming her guest.

    It was the deep sound of Gavin’s voice that sent a wave of panic rushing through Leo. He’d fantasized about being cuckolded countless times, but it was happening without warning and the idea that a man Leo had never met would soon walk into the bedroom and see him stark naked and waiting on his knees freaked Leo out.

    “So he really wants this?” Gavin said as he and Ava approached.

    “He does,” Ava replied.

    Leo felt lightheaded. He looked down at his cock. He was still hard as a rock. Gavin and Ava were a few steps away. Leo considered grabbing his clothes and running out of the room. He wasn’t sure he could actually handle actually being cuckolded.

    Then Ava stepped into the room and smiled at Leo. “Are you ready to be my little cuckold?” she asked.

    Leo nodded. He wasn’t even remotely certain that he was ready, but Ava looked so perfect and the fact that she was willing to cuckold him made Leo want to do it. If she was the one to guide him through it he felt confident it wouldn’t be a scarring experience.

    “Prove it,” Ava said. “Tell Gavin that you want to watch him fuck me.”

    Leo looked at Gavin and said, “I want to watch you fuck Ava.”

    “Your ex-girlfriend,” Ava added.

    “Yes, I want to watch you fuck my ex-girlfriend,” Leo said.

    Gavin laughed. “Wait, you broke up with him?”

    “I did,” Ava replied. “The relationship wasn’t working for me. Leo’s a good guy, but he’s not the guy I need. I wanted to give him something nice, though, and I know he wants to be a cuckold. I don’t want that to be a part of my life, but I figure that as long as we’re breaking up I might as well give him a treat. There’s no harm in letting him watch you fuck me, after all.”

    “Plus, who knows, he might learn something,” Gavin added.

    Ava laughed. “I doubt that. You can’t teach a guy to fuck, at least not in the way that you fuck, Gavin.”

    Gavin looked at Leo and flashed a confident grin, though he had every reason to do so. Ava had just told him he was better.

    “Have you missed what I used to give you?” Gavin asked.

    Ava looked at him and nodded.

    Gavin stepped closer and put a hand on her waist. “Has dating Leo made you yearn for the days where I would fuck you so hard you screamed when you came all over my cock?”

    Gavin pulled her body against his and Ava nodded a moment before they kissed. It wasn’t the sort of slow, sensual kiss that Leo favored. It was a feverish, open-mouthed kiss with a healthy dose of tongue. It was animalistic, even, and when Gavin grabbed Ava’s ass with both hands and squeezed hard, she moaned into his mouth like he was already inside her.

    “I’ve missed you,” she said breathlessly. “I can’t believe how much I’ve missed you.” Ava pulled his shirt off and tossed it aside before kissing him again. This time she was the aggressor and her hand moved between Gavin’s leg to stroke his cock through his jeans as she sucked on his tongue.

    “I’ve missed you too,” he said.

    Ava laughed. “I know, I can feel how much you’ve missed me.”

    Leo looked down to see that Ava’s fingers had found Gavin’s thick, erect shaft. She was stroking him vigorously through his pants and she had him moaning, no doubt from the intense pleasure.

    “Leo, unzip my dress,” Ava said.

    Leo stood, gently tugged on Ava’s zipper, and slowly pulled it down. He couldn’t help but note that it was probably the last time he’d see his ex-girlfriend in her underwear. As always, she looked splendid.

    Ava stepped back, pushed the dress off her shoulders, and it fell to the floor as Gavin’s eyes moved over her body.

    “I forgot how fucking sexy you are,” he said.

    “Do you remember now?” Ava asked.

    Gavin nodded and Ava moved towards him. She reached out and removed his pants with remarkable swiftness. It was an act of desire that Leo couldn’t remember her ever doing for him. She’d taken his pants off, of course, but not with that sort of need driving her behavior.

    They kissed again as Ava dropped his pants and underwear. Leo groaned as he watched Ava wrap her fingers around Gavin’s thick cock and stroke him. His fantasy was coming to life and it was so much hotter than he’d ever imagined.

    “Take my panties off, Leo,” Ava said.

    Leo moved behind her and dropped to his knees to pull Ava’s panties down her long, lovely legs. He stared at her perfect ass until Gavin’s hands grasped her flesh and squeezed it tight. He spread her lovely ass cheeks and Ava looked over her shoulder, smiled at Leo, and said, “Eat my ass.”

    Leo looked up at her and smiled. He crawled forward and pressed his face between Ava’s ass cheeks. He licked her perfect asshole and Gavin released her flesh. It closed around his face and he moaned at the sheer pleasure of getting to run his tongue over her wrinkled hole while she kissed the man that would soon be fucking her.

    “It sounds like he’s really going at it,” Gavin said.

    Ava laughed. “He is, and it actually feels pretty good.”

    Leo heard the unmistakable sound of a finger entering Ava’s pussy. She moaned as that finger found her wetness and pushed deeper inside. It had to be Gavin getting her all wet for the sex they’d soon be having.

    “Does that feel good?” he asked.

    “You know it does,” Ava replied. “You always knew how to make me feel good. You always made me cum harder than any guy I’ve ever been with.”

    “Even Leo?” Gavin asked.

    “Especially Leo,” Ava answered.

    Gavin laughed. “Is that why you’re breaking up with him, Ava? Is that why the relationship wasn’t working for you? Is it because Leo’s a fucking failure in the bedroom?”

    Ava moaned in pleasure as Leo waited to hear her answer. He didn’t think he was particularly bad in bed. It wouldn’t have surprised him to know he wasn’t great, but he’d always thought he was decent when it came to offering sexual pleasure to his girlfriends.

    “Yes,” Ava answered before unleashing a long, low groan as Leo heard Gavin finger her with a deeper sense of vigor.

    Suddenly Ava stepped away from Leo and spun around. He looked up to see Gavin’s hands move to her perky breasts and gently pull on her nipples.

    “Did you hear that, Leo?” Gavin asked. “Ava called me in because you weren’t getting the job done. She dumped you and called me because you can’t fuck her worth a damn.”

    Leo looked at Ava, though he couldn’t bring himself to ask the question that waited on the tip of his tongue.

    “Eat her pussy,” Gavin said. “Eat her pussy while she thinks about my cock inside her.”

    Leo followed his lust between Ava’s legs. He ate her pussy as Gavin instructed. He heard them kissing as his tongue danced over Ava’s clit and pushed between her labia to taste her wetness. He was the cuckold. He was on his knees preparing her pussy for another man to fuck her. He was the kind of cuckold he’d been in his fantasies.

    “Is this what you wanted?” Ava asked. “Is this your fantasy?”

    Leo nodded without pulling his tongue from her pussy.

    Ava smiled, reached down to grab a handful of Leo’s hair, and pulled hard. His head snapped back from between her legs and she bent over and her lips hovered achingly close to his. “Beg him to fuck me,” she said. “Beg him to fuck your ex-girlfriend. Beg him to fuck me like you couldn’t. Beg him to satisfy me in a way I haven’t been satisfied in the three months we’ve been dating.”

    “Please, Gavin, fuck her,” Leo said. “Satisfy Ava like I couldn’t. Please, fuck her and cuckold me. Cuckold me just once before I never see her again.”

    Ava closed her eyes and moaned. Leo studied the pleasure on her face. Gavin must have slipped his cock inside her from behind. They were having standing doggystyle sex in the middle of the bedroom. Gavin was fucking her in a position Leo had never fucked her in.

    “God damn I missed this pussy,” Gavin said as he began to fuck Ava in earnest.

    Ava smiled and opened her eyes. She put her hands on Leo’s shoulders and said, “I missed your cock so much more than I thought. Fuck, I fucking missed your cock so much, Gavin. Pound me. Pound my pussy while this little cuckold bitch watches.”

    Leo’s gaze drifted from watching the pleasure on Ava’s face to gazing at her breasts as they bounced with every thrust Gavin delivered. The longer he went, the harder he fucked her, which amazed Leo. He seemed to be building energy instead of dissipating it.

    “He deserves a better view,” Gavin said as he pulled out. “Get on your back in the bed, cuckold.”

    “Do it,” Ava said when Leo hesitated for a moment.

    Leo got to his feet and got on his back in the bed. His heart pounded as Ava crawled on top of him in a 69. Her hair brushed against his chest, stomach, and upper thighs before she came to rest with her pussy just above his mouth.

    “How’s the view?” Ava asked.

    “It’s perfect,” Leo said. “Your pussy looks perfect.”

    Gavin laughed and moved into the bed behind her. He rubbed the head of his cock over Ava’s pussy lips and it came perilously close to brushing against Leo’s face. He felt a mild desire to have Gavin do it, to push him right over the edge and into the deep end of cuckolding, and yet Leo wasn’t sure he could actually handle it.

    After a little bit of teasing Gavin slowly filled Ava as she grabbed Leo’s balls and squeezed them tight while her moans filled the bedroom.

    “That’s what it looks like when Ava takes a real cock,” Gavin said.

    Leo was certain he’d never seen anything so beautiful. He’d never taken the time to study Ava’s pussy when he’d been that close to it before. He’d simply eaten her out with vigor in the past. Now he studied her labia. He studied her clit. He studied the cock sliding in and out of her. He listened to the beautiful, wet sounds of sex. He felt the little droplets of juice hitting his nose and cheeks. A few even got in his eyes. All of it stood as a beautiful reminder that Leo was experiencing so much of what he’d fantasized about.

    Again Gavin seemed to build energy as he fucked Ava. He pounded her with such vigor that the sound of flesh meeting flesh was all Leo could hear. With each thrust Gavin pulled out until just the tip was inside her before slamming inside once more. Ava squeezed his balls harder the harder Gavin fucked her, and though it was a little bit painful, the pleasure of witnessing the sex in close up overwhelmed everything else.

    At one point Gavin pulled out a little too far and his cock slipped out of Ava’s pussy. He was moving so fast that he pushed forward without getting back inside her. Instead, his cock rubbed over Leo’s nose, lips, and chin. He instinctively opened his mouth and licked Gavin’s shaft. He tasted Ava’s juices.

    “Holy shit,” Gavin said.

    “Oh my god,” Ava added. “Look at him go. Look at that little fucking cuckold go.”

    “Open up,” Gavin said as he rubbed the head of his cock over Leo’s lips.

    Leo opened his mouth as instructed. The thick head of Gavin’s cock pushed into his mouth. He closed his lips around it and sucked as Gavin’s balls settled over his eyes. Arousal ripped through Leo’s body as he indulged in his fantasy.

    “Your ex boyfriend is a fucking cocksucker,” Gavin said. “He didn’t even hesitate. He ate my cock like a fucking street whore.”

    Ava laughed and wrapped her fingers around Leo’s cock. She stroked him and Leo moaned around the dick in his mouth. “It’s kind of hot,” she said. “But I need you inside me. I need to cum, Gavin. I don’t care if Leo wants to suck your cock until you flood his mouth with your load. You need to give me what I want.”

    “You heard the woman, cocksucker,” Gavin said as he pulled his dick from Leo’s mouth and pushed it into Ava’s pussy.

    “If you need to use your tongue, you can lick my clit, cuckold,” Ava said.

    Leo put his tongue to work without hesitation. He licked Ava’s clit as Gavin resumed fucking her. The sounds of sex once again filled his ears. Ava stroked Leo’s cock slowly and with a tight grip and every time her hand neared the head he moaned in pleasure.

    “Harder,” Ava said. “Fuck me harder, Gavin. Fuck me harder while that little bitch licks my clit.”

    Gavin fucked her harder. Eva moaned louder. Leo felt her thighs tremble. Her pleasure was building. She was getting closer.

    “Oh, fuck, Gavin, I’m close. Keep fucking me. Keep fucking me!” Ava screamed.

    Gavin gave Ava exactly what she needed. He pounded her to a loud, lusty orgasm that left her legs shaking. He kept fucking her, too, and it wasn’t until a few moments later that Leo realized that Gavin was close too. He sped up and then buried his cock in her pussy and Leo watched his balls pulse as he emptied his load inside her.

    Ava moaned like it was exactly what she wanted and she squeezed the head of Leo’s cock in a way he found utterly delightful.

    Gavin pulled out slowly and Leo prepared to roll away. Ava had other plans, though. Instead of giving Leo a chance to roll away, she sat on his face. Her pussy opened up and cum spilled out. She gave Leo a facial, of sorts. She made a sticky, salty mess of his face and slapped his stiff cock a few times for good measure.

    When Ava finally lifted her pussy Leo could feel the semen all over it. He heard Ava laugh and reached up to wipe the cum off his eyelids before looking at her.

    “You deserve an orgasm before I officially dump you,” she said. “So put your legs behind your head and I’ll jerk you off onto your face.”

    “What?” Leo asked.

    “Do it or you can go home and jerk off all alone,” she said. “It’s your choice.”

    Leo looked down at his stiff cock and decided that a humiliating handjob from Ava would be better than jerking off alone. He flipped his legs back over his head until the head of his cock was just a few inches from his face.

    Ava wrapped her fingers around his stiff shaft and stroked Leo vigorously. The position was uncomfortable, but her touch was blissful and he knew he’d cum quickly.

    “Oh fuck,” Leo said. “Oh, fuck.”

    A moment later cum erupted from the tip of his cock. It sprayed all over his face, making a massive, sticky, salty mess as Ava laughed in pure delight. She released his cock when Leo was finished cumming and he let his legs fall to the bed.

    “It’s been fun, Leo,” Ava said. “But it’s time for you to go. I hope you enjoyed your cuckolding, though.”

    “I did,” he replied. “Thank you, Ava. I’m sorry I wasn’t better. In bed, I mean.”

    “I am too,” Ava said. “But you weren’t, and now you’re single and wearing two loads of cum on your face. Why don’t you wear the cum home? You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Maybe you can keep it on your face until you’re ready to jerk off again. You can think about Gavin fucking me, which he’ll almost certainly be doing by the time you get home. You can jerk off and think about what you just watched.”

    “Okay,” Leo said softly.

    “Good. Now it’s time to go,” Ava replied.

    Leo got out of bed, got dressed, and left with two loads of cum on his face.

  
    A Broken Condom Conundrum

    “Why did you let him cum inside you?” you ask after your wife informs you that she didn’t bother making her bull pull out after the condom broke.

    She smiles. “Because I didn’t want to deprive him of the pleasure of cumming while he was inside me.”

    “But…but you’re not on the pill,” you say.

    “No, I’m not,” she replies. “And I know what I did was dangerous, but I wanted it. My body wanted it. Honestly, I didn’t even think about telling him to pull out. He would have. He was willing to. He even offered to. I told him not to. I told him to cum inside me. I told him I wanted it, that I needed it.”

    You know you should be upset that your wife made such a hasty decision without consulting you. You know you should be worried about the risk of her getting pregnant with another man’s baby. For some reason, though, you’re not nearly as upset as you should be. Instead, you feel an overpowering kind of lust. You wish you didn’t, but you do. It’s so potent that you’re nearly erect without even a hint of direct stimulation.

    Your wife approaches with a sultry sway in her hips and a soft, seductive smile on her face. “I think we both know this is the right thing,” she says. “I think we both know this was going to happen eventually, don’t we?”

    You don’t answer. You can’t. It feels too humiliating to admit to what your wife is implying. She reaches out and unzips your pants. She frees your cock and strokes you as she leans closer and kisses you softly.

    “You can try and stop it, though,” she whispers. “All you have to do is get on your knees and clean his cum out of me. Clean it all up so it can’t go where it wants to go.”

    Your knees wobble as your wife strokes your cock and fills your head with thoughts of doing something so spectacularly humiliating.

    “Don’t you want to try and stop it?” she asks. “Don’t you want to get on your knees and clean every drop of his cum out of me?”

    You don’t answer, but you do fall to your knees. Your wife smiles and unzips her skirt. It falls to the floor and you stare at the wet spot in her panties. Some of his cum has already leaked out of her, but you’ll have to retrieve the rest with your tongue.

    “Clean me,” she says. “Lick his cum out of me.”

    Your heart pounds as you reach up and pull her panties down. Her pussy lips glisten with cum. You crawl a little closer and your wife puts a hand on the back of your head. She guides you between her legs. She guides your mouth to her pussy. You put your tongue inside her. You taste her bull’s cum. Your mouth fills with it.

    “Swallow,” she says. “Eat his cum. Now, eat his cum right now.”

    You swallow and your wife moans.

    “Clean me,” she says. “Clean me like a good cuckold.”

    You clean her. You push your tongue inside her and you clean his cum out of her.

    “I hope you’re enjoying yourself,” she says softly. “Because you’ll be doing an awful lot of this in the future. I won’t be using condoms with my bull anymore. It was better bare. And no, I’m not going on the pill, either. Your tongue is the only birth control I’m going to use.”

    Your cock throbs. You wrap your fingers around it. You masturbate. You cum on the floor while you’re eating another man’s load from your wife’s pussy.

    “You’ll clean that up when you’re done too,” she says. “Just like a good cuckold.”

    Yes, you will.

  
    A Bull for Christmas - Part 1

    It began shortly after Thanksgiving when the cuck sent a message on Reddit:

    Hello Sir,

    I’m writing in the hope that you can help me arrange a Christmas present for my wife. I’ve seen your messages in some of the cuckold and hotwife subreddits and it seems that you’re exactly the kind of man I’m looking for.

    I’ll try and be brief. My wife isn’t getting what she needs from our sex life. My cock isn’t very big and I cum really quickly when we have sex. The vast majority of the time I go down on her before we have sex and make her cum that way. Then I put my cock inside her, thrust for thirty seconds, and cum. It’s always been that way.

    It doesn’t speak very well of me, but it’s only recently that I’ve started to realize that my wife isn’t really getting to enjoy the kind of great sex everyone desires. I’ve also discovered that cuckolding really turns me on.

    I’ve suggested the notion to my wife, but she said no. The thing is, I could see that something about the idea clicked with her. I could literally see it in her eyes and on her face. I know she’s not satisfied with our sex life.

    I want you to be her Christmas present. It won’t be as simple as you showing up at our house, though. It will have to be more of a seduction, to be honest.

    I’m 29 and my wife is 27. She’s slim, fit, and beautiful (there’s a link to a picture of her down below, though I haven’t included her face, just to be safe). She doesn’t have much sexual experience, which I think is why she was happy to marry me without too much concern over the sex.

    If you’re at all interested in seducing my wife and being her bull, let me know. I’m confident we can work it out.

    Ryan clicked the link the cuck provided and smiled. If it was truly the cuck’s wife, she was indeed slim and fit. In fact, she looked remarkable in a pair of tight yoga pants and a sports bra. The cuck had chosen an excellent picture.

    Ryan smiled as he imagined showing the cuck’s wife what good sex felt like. He knew what it was like to fuck a woman like that. He’d done it before. He knew how hot it could be to show a beautiful married woman the joys of having sex with a real man.

    He wrote a quick message to the cuck:

    Hey cuck,

    I’m interested in showing your wife what it’s like to get fucked by a real man.

    I’m not interested in being messed with, though. I don’t want to communicate via Reddit. Let’s meet in person.

    The cuck responded an hour later with the location of a Starbucks. He was willing to meet the next day. Ryan said he’d meet him there.

    
      

    

    Ryan walked into the crowded Starbucks and scanned the room. He saw a short, skinny, nervous-looking guy hovering over his drink at a table in the corner. He smiled. There’s no question it was the cuck.

    “What can I get for you?” the cute blonde behind the register asked as Ryan stepped up.

    “Hmmm,” Ryan said as she scanned the menu. He flashed a smile at the girl and asked, “What’s your favorite drink?”

    She returned his smile with one of her own and gently twirled her finger in her soft hair before saying, “If I’m a little tired when I get to work I love a triple espresso over ice with a dash of cream. If I want to indulge a little I love a Frappuccino. Any flavor will do.”

    Ryan offered a flirty smile and asked, “Why would you be tired when you get to work? Do you have a little too much fun some nights?”

    The cute blonde laughed and replied, “A girl’s gotta have fun, right?”

    “She certainly does,” Ryan said. “I’ll have the triple espresso over ice. A guy’s gotta have fun too, right?”

    She laughed again and punched in his order. Ryan pulled $10 out of his wallet and the girl grabbed the cup and wrote his order.

    “What’s your name?” she asked.

    “Ryan,” he replied.

    “I’m Teri,” she said.

    “It’s nice to meet you, Teri. Very nice to meet you.”

    Ryan paid and dropped some of his change into the tip jar before walking over to the counter to wait for his drink. He smiled every time the cute blonde looked over at him. When his drink appeared, he found her number written along the bottom. He smiled at her once more and turned to join the cuck.

    “I’m Ryan,” he said while offering his hand.

    The cuck stood up, shook it, and said, “I’m Evan.”

    “Nice to meet you, Evan,” Ryan said as he sat across from the cuck. “There’s no need to be nervous, I promise. If this doesn’t work out for some reason I’ll forget I ever met you. You have nothing to worry about from me.”

    The cuck’s shoulders relaxed and he laughed. “Is it that obvious? Sorry. I’ve never done anything like this before. I’ve been antsy all day, like I’m planning some kind of bank robbery.”

    Ryan laughed and leaned forward. “Hopefully you’re planning the best Christmas present your wife has ever gotten,” he said. “Trust me, if this goes well your wife is going to be a very happy woman.”

    “Have you done this kind of thing before?” the cuck asked.

    “I have, Evan. Many times, in fact. I love showing unsatisfied married women the pleasure of a truly great orgasm. I love showing them what it’s like to get fucked by a real man,” Ryan said.

    He wanted to see how the cuck reacted to a direct insult. He wanted to see if he was serious about being cuckolded.

    “I know she’d love it,” the cuck said as he looked up from his drink. “I know she’d love having a real man fuck her. I know she’d love getting fucked by someone that could last more than thirty seconds.”

    Ryan smiled. It seemed like the cuck was truly into it. “So, what’s your plan?”

    “Well, I thought of a few options. I thought maybe I could introduce you to my wife as a friend of mine, maybe at a bar or maybe at a Christmas party we’re having in a few weeks. I figured that would get you to meet her and maybe you could work your magic,” the cuck explained.

    “That’s not going to work, Evan. Do you really think your wife would believe you and I are friends?” Ryan asked.

    The cuck was a good looking guy, but he was skinny, a little disheveled, and he didn’t seem particularly successful. Ryan was tall, exceptionally good looking, successful, confident, and in possession of a body he kept in great shape through daily visits to the gym. Ryan was confident that the cuck didn’t have any friends like him.

    “Okay,” the cuck said. “She likes to go out with her friends most weeks. They usually go to a bar. I could tell you where they’re going and you could see if you could work your magic that way.”

    “Do you want your wife to cheat on you?” Ryan asked. “Would you want me to pick her up at the bar, take her home, and show her what she’s been missing since she made the mistake of marrying a cuck?”

    The cuck shifted in his seat. Ryan knew it was the arousal coursing through him.

    “I don’t know,” he said. “I feel like she might get really angry with me if she knew I’d set that up. Have you ever done it like that before?”

    “I have,” Ryan said. “It worked out poorly once and fairly well on two other occasions. It’s a crapshoot, but so is every approach to this. I know you feel certain, but you can’t actually be certain. It’s quite possible that your wife is very happy and that she’ll be furious at you for even talking to me.”

    The cuck seemed to be considering the notion that he’d made a gross miscalculation.

    “No, I’m not wrong,” he finally said. “Jennifer’s not happy with our sex life. I can feel it. It’s going to get worse, too. There’s no way she’s going to stay with me for another five years, let alone the rest of our lives, if it continues like this.”

    “And you’re not going to get any better, are you?” Ryan said. “It’s not like your dick is going to get any bigger. It’s not like you’re suddenly going to find a way to last as long as she needs. You’re always going to be a quick-shooting, small-dicked cuck, aren’t you?”

    The cuck’s voice was meek as he looked down and said, “Yes.”

    Ryan was certain the cuck was hard. He’d met men like the one sitting across from him before. They were all the same.

    “Give me your phone. I’ll add my number. You can text me the next time your wife goes out. I’ll see what I can do,” Ryan said.

    The cuck handed him his phone and Ryan entered his info.

    “Don’t text me unless you’re absolutely certain you want me to fuck your wife, Evan. I’m not saying it’s guaranteed to happen on the first night, but you need to know that it’s possible and there’s no going back when you’ve committed to something like this,” Ryan said.

    “Okay,” the cuck replied.

    “Now get out of here,” Ryan demanded.

    The cuck stood up and shifted his pants. He was trying to hide his erection. He held his phone over his crotch and walked away. “Thank you,” he said on his way out.

    Ryan looked towards the blonde at the register. He pulled out his phone and sent her a text: “I think we should meet up tonight and have the kind of fun that would require three shots of espresso tomorrow morning. You in?”

    He watched her look down at her phone and then look over at him. She had a smile on her face. After the customer paid she sent a quick text back: “I get off at five.”

    “I’ll see you then,” Ryan replied before grabbing his drink and heading out.

    
      

    

    Ryan felt confident as he stepped out of the cold and into the brightly-lit bar. The tiki theme meant they had Hawaiian-style Christmas music playing and the bartenders were wearing real flower leis and bright, patterned shirts.

    The cuck had sent a picture of his wife along with the location of where she’d be hanging out with her friends and Ryan surveyed the room looking for the woman he hoped to fuck that night.

    He spotted Jennifer standing at the bar in a strapless pink and white floral dress. It looked cute, which was exactly what he expected based on the pic.

    Jennifer was the classic cute girl. She lacked the kind of overwhelming beauty that imbued a woman with confidence and got her the attention of scores of men. She was unquestionably attractive though, and it was clear she worked out enough to stay in good shape.

    All of that was less important to Ryan, though. The pleasure he sought came from a different place. What mattered was that Jennifer was not getting what she needed at home. Not even close. The cuck never made her cum when they fucked. Never. His tongue always did the work beforehand. Sex with him was likely a chore for Jennifer.

    Ryan knew Jennifer would fall in love with his cock. He knew he’d get her into his bed eventually, too. He just had to find out what turned her on. He couldn’t just say he had a big dick and he wanted to fuck her. It didn’t work like that for women.

    Ryan approached the bar and slid in next to Jennifer. He made sure to bump her, but just a little. Enough to get her attention but not to annoy her.

    When Jennifer turned to see who’d bumped into her, Ryan smiled and said, “Sorry about that.”

    The moment Jennifer returned his smile Ryan knew he had her. He knew he’d fuck her. It wouldn’t necessarily be that night, but he knew he’d be her bull before long.

    It wasn’t just that she smiled. Most people were inclined to return a smile. It was the way she smiled. It was the broad, genuine nature of it. It was the way the edges of her eyes crinkled in the way that indicates genuine happiness. It was also the way her hand instinctively made its way to her hair to brush it aside. She was primping for him without knowing it.

    “You look really beautiful in that dress,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer laid one hand over the other, covering her wedding ring in the process. Ryan couldn’t help but smile.

    “You really think so?” she asked. “I felt a little weird putting it on when it’s so cold out, you know?”

    “That’s what makes it perfect,” Ryan said. “You’re one of the only women in here that dressed like she’s in a tropical bar. Plus, pink is a great color on you. You really do look beautiful.”

    Jennifer brushed her hair behind her ear and looked down at the blended drink the bartender put in front of her as a giddy smile broke across her face.

    “I’ve never been to this bar,” Ryan asked. “Is that your favorite drink?”

    Jennifer pushed it in front of Ryan and said, “It’s a hurricane. Strawberry, pina colada mix, and rum blended with ice. You can have a taste if you want, though in my experience, everything here is good.”

    “Really? You don’t mind if I have a taste?” Ryan asked.

    “No, go ahead,” she replied.

    Ryan leaned a little closer to ensure his arm touched Jennifer’s before he picked up her drink and took a small sip. It was actually quite good.

    “I’ll have one of these,” he said to the bartender as he pushed the drink back in front of Jennifer. “And I’ll pay for hers.”

    “Oh, no, you don’t have to do that,” she said.

    Ryan smiled at her as he pulled out his wallet. “It would be a genuine pleasure for me to buy a drink for the most beautiful girl in the bar.”

    Jennifer couldn’t contain her smile and Ryan liked that she hadn’t mentioned her husband yet. It meant she was at least enjoying the attention.

    “Do you wanna sit?” Ryan asked as he gestured to the two stools they were standing next to.

    Jennifer stole a quick glance at her friends, paused for a moment, and sat on the stool. “That would be nice,” she said.

    Ryan had surmised that Jennifer was the kind of woman that didn’t get a lot of attention from guys at bars, mostly because she didn’t want it. She was married, she wore her ring proudly, and she went out with her friends.

    Because of that, he resolved to give her that attention. They sat at the bar and talked mostly about her. He asked questions that led to long, genuinely interesting answers and he managed to learn an awful lot about Jennifer in a relatively short span of time.

    Ryan wasn’t the kind of bull that liked to fuck a married woman once. He liked to develop a genuine relationship – albeit one based on sex – and he liked it to last months. He liked to develop deep chemistry with the wives he fucked.

    It was different with every wife and it took time to discover exactly what each needed. That’s why Ryan enjoyed talking to Jennifer and learning about her. It’s why he wanted to know everything. He wanted to formulate a plan to help her experience the most breathtaking sex of her life.

    After a few hours, one of Jennifer’s friends approached and whispered into her ear. “Oh my gosh! Has it been that long?” She looked a little embarrassed. She slid off the stool and hugged her friends, both of whom left.

    “I’m so sorry,” Ryan said as she joined him at the bar again. “Did I steal you from your friends all night?”

    Jennifer laughed. “You did, but I see them every week. It’s no big deal.”

    “How about another drink?” Ryan asked. “We could try something you’ve never had before.”

    He saw the hesitation on her face. It was getting late. She was probably thinking that the cuck would be expecting her home soon.

    Ryan reached out and rested his hand on her arm. Jennifer looked into his eyes and he smiled. “We don’t have to, of course, but I’d love to keep talking with you.”

    “Okay. One more drink,” Jennifer said.

    They ordered one more round and before long another hour had passed. Ryan did his best to charm Jennifer and found that she was fully capable of charming him. It was impossible not to like her, which made the idea of fucking her even more appealing.

    “I should really go,” Jennifer said as she downed the last drop of her tropical drink.

    “Let me walk you out,” Ryan said.

    “Oh, no, you don’t have to,” Jennifer replied as she got up off the stool. 

    She was a little unsteady on her feet and nearly fell backwards before Ryan put his arms around her waist and held her up.

    “Okay, you can walk me out,” Jennifer said with a laugh.

    Ryan kept his arm around her as they walked side-by-side to the coat rack by the door. Jennifer pointed to a rather fetching dark pink coat and Ryan grabbed it off the hook and held it open.

    “A gentleman,” she said. “I like that.”

    “Always,” Ryan replied.

    He opened the door for her and they stepped out into the cold air. Ryan expected Jennifer to pull out her phone and order a ride, but instead she turned to him.

    “How come you don’t seem drunk?” she asked.

    “It takes a lot to get me drunk,” he replied. “I’m a little bigger than you, after all.”

    Jennifer smiled as she looked up at him and took a step closer. She reached up and let her fingers move gently over his chest.

    “You certainly are,” she said.

    Ryan reached out and moved his hand inside her coat. He grasped Jennifer’s waist and pulled her closer. Their bodies pressed together. She looked up at him as he leaned down and pressed his lips against hers.

    There was a split second of hesitation on her part before he felt Jennifer melt into him. When his lips parted, hers followed. When his tongue moved into her mouth, hers joined the lusty dance. He moved his hand to her lower back and pulled her closer. He wanted Jennifer to feel that he was hard for her. He wanted her to feel his desire. She moaned into his mouth.

    Jennifer stayed close after the kiss. She couldn’t hold Ryan’s gaze as she said. “I shouldn’t do this. I’m married.” She didn’t try to back away, though.

    Ryan lifted her chin and stared into her eyes. “You don’t have to deny yourself, Jennifer. You can have what you want. You can have it right now. I want you.”

    Jennifer pressed her body against his and smiled. “I know.” There was no question she could feel his cock pressing into her. “And I want you. More than you can possibly know.”

    Ryan did know, though. He knew that Jennifer’s husband had deprived her of the pleasure every woman deserves. He knew she’d married someone that couldn’t satisfy her. He knew she’d married a cuck.

    He kissed her again. This time Jennifer’s hand moved between his legs and grasped his cock. She moaned as she discovered exactly how big he was. He let his hand move up her body. He played with her breasts through the thin material. He rubbed his fingers over her nipples.

    “Take me home,” Jennifer said. “Fuck me.”

    “With pleasure,” Ryan said as pulled his keys from his pocket, unlocked his car, and led her across the parking lot.

  
    A Bull for Christmas - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “Take your panties off,” Ryan said.

    They were in his car. He’d just pulled out of the bar parking lot. He wanted to see if what he suspected about Jennifer was true.

    She pulled up her dress and pulled down her panties. Ryan held out his hand and she gave him her underwear.

    “Very good,” he said.

    A quiet moan escaped Jennifer’s lips. Ryan reached over and caressed her leg as he ventured under her dress and towards her pussy.

    “Spread your legs for me,” he said while keeping one hand on the wheel and his eyes on the road.

    Jennifer spread her legs on command. He glanced over and saw that her eyes were closed and her mouth was open.

    Ryan moved his fingers over her pussy lips and gently pushed one inside. Jennifer was soaking wet. He pushed a second finger inside her and worked her clit with his thumb. Jennifer’s moans got louder. They filled his car.

    Ryan pulled his fingers from her pussy and held them in front of Jennifer. “You’re wet,” he said. “Very wet.”

    He moved his fingers towards her mouth and without being prompted, the cute brunette took the hint and wrapped her lips around them. Her warm, wet tongue moved over them, offering a preview of the oral pleasure she’d soon be offering his cock. Ryan smiled. She was his. There was no question about it.

    “Good girl,” he said while she sucked his fingers. Jennifer moaned. “Put them inside you,” he instructed.

    Jennifer pulled his fingers from her mouth and guided Ryan’s hand between her legs. She pressed three of his fingers inside her pussy and he filled her over and over.

    When they reached a red light, Ryan removed his fingers Jennifer’s wet, desperate cunt and placed his hand back on the steering wheel. He looked over at the married brunette sitting in his car and smiled.

    “I’m going to make you cum harder than you’ve ever cum before,” he said.

    Jennifer moaned, unbuckled her seat belt, and moved towards him. Her hands darted between Ryan’s legs and she pawed at his cock while trying to unzip his pants.

    “No,” he said. “Not yet. Not until I’ve given you permission.”

    She made a pouty face, but Ryan could see the desire. He could see the lust. He could see her eagerness to be controlled. She sat down again and put her seat belt on.

    “Don’t worry,” Ryan consoled her. “You’ll get what you need. I’ll make sure of that. I promise.”

    The light turned green and Ryan punched the gas as Jennifer spread her legs and closed her eyes. He glanced over to see her fingers dancing over her pussy.

    “Did I give you permission to play with your pussy?” he asked.

    “No,” Jennifer said as her fingers moved out from between her legs.

    He smiled. She was happy to let him take control. Perhaps Jennifer was the eager submissive he suspected she was.

    A few minutes later Ryan pulled the car into his garage and turned it off. As the door shut behind them, he looked over at Jennifer.

    He leaned over and they shared a kiss as his hand moved between her legs once more. He teased her clit and she moaned into his mouth. When he offered his tongue, Jennifer sucked on it like a good girl.

    “Let’s go,” Ryan said as he opened the driver’s side door and stepped out of the car.

    He met Jennifer in front of the car and pointed to the hood. “Bend over,” he said.

    Jennifer placed her hands on the warm metal and bent over as Ryan stepped behind her. He lifted her dress and ran his fingers over her soft, smooth, milky white ass as the cute brunette moaned. He delivered a swift slap to one of her cheeks and watched it turn red immediately as Jennifer cried out in a mixture of surprise and mild pain.

    Ryan ran his fingers over her pussy lips and grabbed a handful of her hair with his other hand. He pulled hard and Jennifer arched her back. Three fingers plunged into her pussy and she moaned.

    “Once you step into my house, you’re mine,” he whispered into her ear. “Do you understand?”

    Jennifer nodded. He felt her legs tremble as he fingered her pussy.

    “Good,” Ryan said as he released her hair and pulled his fingers from her pussy. “Then strip and leave everything on the hood of the car.”

    He turned away, pulled out his keys, and unlocked the door to his house. He let himself in and the door shut behind him. He heard Jennifer’s shoes hit the hood of his car and a few moments later she entered the house without a stitch of clothing on her.

    “Good girl,” Ryan said as Jennifer approached. 

    He opened his arms and she pressed her body against his. His hands moved over her back and he grasped her ass.

    “When was the last time you were properly fucked, Jennifer?” he asked.

    She looked up at him and saw a hint of desperation in her eyes. Ryan was relatively certain he saw a bit of sadness too.

    “Since before I got married,” she answered.

    “That’s going to change tonight,” he said before pulling her lips to his for a deep, sensual kiss.

    Ryan teased her pussy again as they kissed. He rubbed the tip of his middle finger over Jennifer’s clit and felt her legs tremble once more. He enjoyed the way she couldn’t help but moan into his mouth. He enjoyed that she was clearly his to do with as he pleased.

    Ryan pushed three fingers inside Jennifer’s pussy and she moaned for him. The sloppy sound of her cunt being fingered drifted upwards from between her legs.

    “Are you wet for me?” he asked.

    “Yes. I’m desperate for you,” she answered.

    Ryan pulled his fingers from Jennifer’s wet cunt and pressed them against her lips. She looked into his eyes while taking his fingers into her mouth and sucking them clean. She seemed completely overcome with lust.

    Jennifer’s hands moved between his legs. She grasped his cock through his pants. She pulled down his zipper and her fingers moved inside. She freed his cock and did it all while sucking on his fingers.

    When Ryan pulled his fingers from her mouth, Jennifer smiled and asked, “May I suck your cock?”

    He nodded and she fell to her knees in front of him. She wrapped her lips around his dick and her tongue massaged the underside of his head. The sheer pleasure of it elicited an involuntary moan from him. Jennifer wasn’t the only one that was overcome with desire.

    Jennifer’s lack of experience with a big cock was obvious, but Ryan wasn’t going to hold it against her. There would be plenty of time to learn how to please him with her mouth. For now he found a certain kind of pleasure in her struggle to take him into her mouth and her inability to repress her gag reflex when he approached her throat.

    “Suck on my balls,” he said after a few minutes of beautiful oral work from the cute brunette.

    Ryan lifted his cock and stroked the head as Jennifer sank lower and took his testicles into her mouth. He loved that she did so without hesitation.

    After a thorough bout of ball pleasing, Ryan gently grabbed a handful of Jennifer’s hair and pulled her head back. He looked down at her and asked, “Do you want to be a good girl for me?”

    Jennifer nodded.

    “Good,” Ryan said as he rubbed his cock over her face. “Then open up.”

    Jennifer opened her mouth and Ryan grabbed her head with both hands as he pushed his cock between her lips. He kept pushing until he heard Jennifer gag. Then he held his cock in place. She gagged more. His dick throbbed.

    “Play with my balls,” he demanded.

    Jennifer reached up and played with his balls while she gagged on his cock. When Ryan pulled out she spit up and gasped for air, but she didn’t stop playing with his testicles.

    “Finger yourself,” Ryan ordered. “Four fingers. Push them deep inside you.”

    Jennifer looked up at him as she pushed four fingers into her cunt. She pushed them deep, just like Ryan demanded.

    “Fuck your mouth with them,” he demanded.

    He stroked his cock as he watched Jennifer push all four fingers into her mouth. He watched them slide into her throat. He watched her gag.

    “Open up,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer pulled her fingers from her mouth and held it open. Ryan grabbed two handfuls of her hair and fucked her face once more. He watched her lips stretch out around his cock. He saw the lust in her eyes. He saw how much she enjoyed being dominated and used as a vessel for his pleasure. He saw how it turned her on.

    “Stand up,” Ryan said as he pulled out of her mouth.

    Jennifer stood up and he promptly picked her up and held her in his arms. They shared a deep, beautiful kiss as her arms moved around the back of his neck.

    “You’re mine, aren’t you?” he whispered.

    “Yes, I am,” Jennifer answered.

    Ryan ascended the stairs with the married girl in his arms and walked down the hallway to his bedroom. He laid her in his bed and stripped as she watched. Her eyes roamed over his body as her legs instinctively spread.

    “What do you want?” Ryan asked as he stood naked at the side of his bed and slowly stroked his cock.

    “I want you inside me,” Jennifer answered. “I need you inside me. I need to get fucked.”

    “What about your husband?” he asked.

    “I don’t care about him right now,” Jennifer said. “I need to get fucked and he can’t do that. He can’t fuck me. He just can’t. That’s why I need you. Please, Ryan, just fuck me. Please.”

    “Are you on the pill?” he asked.

    Jennifer nodded.

    Ryan moved into the bed and between her legs. “Put me inside you,” he said.

    Jennifer wrapped her fingers around his cock and placed the head inside her. Ryan pushed the full length of his long, thick shaft into her pussy. He filled the married woman.

    Jennifer closed her eyes and wrapped her legs around him. A low, guttural moan escaped her lips and filled the room. He suspected it was the first time she’d moaned like that in years.

    “What do you want?” he asked.

    “Fuck me, Ryan. Fuck me. I’m yours. Take me. Give me what I need. Please,” Jennifer answered.

    Ryan pinned Jennifer’s wrists above her head and fucked her. He wasn’t gentle. He pounded her pussy hard and fast. He stretched her out with his big cock. He saw a mixture of pleasure and pain on her face as she got used to his size.

    “Is this what you want?” he asked.

    “Yes!” Jennifer screamed.

    Ryan fucked her harder as he held Jennifer’s hands above her head. He slammed his cock into her pussy. The sounds of loud, aggressive sex filled the bedroom.

    “Fuuuuck!” Jennifer screamed as an orgasm ripped through her body.

    Ryan released his grip on her wrists and buried his cock inside her as Jennifer wrapped her arms and legs around him. She held him close and trembled as waves of pleasure moved through her.

    “Oh my God, Ryan,” she said softly. “That was...that was incredible.”

    She kissed his neck and moved her hands over his back while emitting sweet, soft moans.

    “I want to make you cum,” Jennifer whispered. “How can I make you cum? How do you want me?”

    Ryan pulled out and rolled onto his back. “Get on top,” he said.

    Jennifer smiled and straddled him. She dropped her pussy onto his big cock and moaned. She still wasn’t quite used to his size.

    “Milk me,” Ryan said. “Make me cum inside you.”

    Jennifer rode his cock. She alternated between bouncing hard and grinding back and forth on him. Wetness dripped from her cunt and into Ryan’s pubic hair. He reached up to play with her perky tits and pull on her nipples. At one point he slipped two fingers into her mouth and watched Jennifer close her eyes and suck on them as she bounced on his dick.

    As Ryan’s orgasm neared, he pulled Jennifer close and kissed her while thrusting up into her pussy. He could tell she was getting close to cumming too.

    “You’re mine now, aren’t you?” Ryan asked.

    He saw Jennifer consider the notion. He saw her thinking about having a full-blown affair with him. He saw the way the lust clouded her brain.

    “Yes,” she answered. “I’m yours. My pussy is yours. Fill it, Ryan. Cum inside me.”

    Ryan smiled and fucked harder and faster up into her cunt. He watched the pleasure wash over Jennifer’s face. Just as her second orgasm hit he buried his dick up inside her unleashed his semen. He came inside her married pussy. He laid claim to it.

    Jennifer collapsed on top of him as she climaxed. Again her body twitched in a way Ryan found deeply satisfying. He’d satisfied the married woman in ways her husband had never managed.

    Jennifer lifted her pussy off his cock and cuddled up next to Ryan as his cum dripped out of her. He put his arm around her and pulled her close.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “Thank you.”

    “It was my pleasure. Trust me,” he said.

    Ryan knew that the best thing to do in the period of post-orgasmic bliss was to stay quiet and let her enjoy it. He didn’t want to trigger any feelings of guilt that might ruin what had just happened.

    They enjoyed a solid ten minutes of cuddling, caressing, and the occasional whispering of a sweet nothing before she disentangled her body from his.

    “I should really get home,” Jennifer said.

    It was time to break the news.

    “There’s no need,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer laughed and said, “Actually, there really is. My husband thinks I’m out with my friends. I need to get home or he’ll start to worry and I can’t really come up with a good excuse why I need to sleep somewhere else tonight.”

    Ryan sat up and caressed her face. “Your husband knows where you are,” he said.

    The confused look on Jennifer’s face was unsurprising. “I don’t understand,” she said.

    “Evan knows he doesn’t satisfy you. He’s known for a long time,” Ryan explained. “That’s why he arranged for this to happen. He wanted you to experience true sexual satisfaction just in time for Christmas.”

    Jennifer looked stunned, but she didn’t seem angry.

    “Your husband’s a cuck, Jennifer. He’s not capable of fucking you, so he found someone that was,” Ryan explained.

    Jennifer leaned a little closer, though it seemed like a touch of insecurity had returned in the aftermath of the news.

    Ryan reached out and caressed her face. “I got lucky when he contacted me, as it turns out you’re a beautiful, vivacious, splendidly sexy woman and it would be a privilege to be the man that gets to show you the kind of sexual pleasure you deserve.”

    Jennifer’s voice was barely audible as she said, “Really?”

    Ryan kissed her. Jennifer opened to him as their lips met and their tongues mingled. He pulled her close and they fell back into the bed together.

    “I meant everything I said, Jennifer,” Ryan said as he caressed her face. He kissed her softly and then added, “You’re mine now.”

    Jennifer closed her eyes and snuggled up next to him. “Yes, I am,” she said.
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    “Send your husband a text,” Ryan said. 

    Jennifer was snuggled up next to him. His cum was still leaking from her pussy.

    “Tell him his little plan worked. Tell him someone else just fucked you. Tell him someone else’s is cum is dripping from your pussy. Tell him you won’t be home until tomorrow morning.”

    “My phone is in the garage,” she said.

    Ryan smiled as he remembered how eagerly Jennifer had followed his instructions to leave all of her stuff – including her clothes – on the hood of his car before following him into the house.

    “You stay here,” he said. “I’ll get your stuff.”

    They shared a passionate kiss and he played with her tits for a few moments before sliding out of the bed. That was all it took for his cock to get half hard again. Fucking Jennifer had been pure bliss. Feeling her body open up for him had been a thoroughly pleasing experience. Her willingness to submit to his desires and offer herself up made Ryan want more of the cute married girl.

    Ryan collected all of Jennifer’s things from the hood of his car and returned to the bedroom. She looked splendidly sexy splayed out on his bed and he took the opportunity to crawl between her legs and tease Jennifer’s wet, creamy pussy with the head of his cock.

    “Text your husband,” he said before kissing her.

    Jennifer reached for her purse and pulled out her phone as Ryan rubbed his dick over her pussy lips. She moaned as he pushed the head inside.

    After she’d sent the message, Jennifer turned the phone around and showed Ryan. He smiled and slid his cock halfway inside her.

    “Take a picture,” he said. “Send it to your husband. Let’s make sure he knows you’re not lying. Let’s make sure he knows you’ve cucked him.”

    Ryan sat back on his knees with his cock still inside Jennifer’s pussy. She handed him the phone and he snapped a quick shot. He captured a perfect view of his cock inside the married cunt and sent it to the cuck.

    He tossed the phone aside and laid on top of Jennifer while burying his cock inside her. She moaned and wrapped her legs around him.

    “You want to get fucked again, don’t you?” he asked.

    “I want you to fuck me all night long,” Jennifer answered. “I’ve been having bad sex for the past five years. That’s a lot of lost time to make up for.”

    Ryan pulled his cock out of Jennifer’s pussy. It was slick with a mixture of his cum and her juices.

    “Put it back inside me. Please,” Jennifer said.

    Ryan reached down and played with her clit. He watched Jennifer writhe with pleasure.

    “Please, Ryan, fuck me,” Jennifer pleaded.

    Ryan said nothing as he continued to play with her clit. He liked teasing her. He liked driving her mad with lust.

    He was pleased when Jennifer suddenly spun around and took his cock in her mouth. Begging wasn’t working so she was taking a different tact. She sucked the cum and pussy juices off his cock. She swallowed as much of him as she could. She tried her best to deepthroat him and gagged repeatedly.

    Ryan watched her pretty head bob up and down in his lap. He saw the wild, unbridled lust of a deeply unsatisfied wife finally getting what she needed. He saw the fun he was going to have for the next few months as he showed Jennifer what it was like to get fucked by a real man instead of her pathetic husband.

    Ryan grabbed a handful of Jennifer’s hair and pulled back hard. His cock popped free from her mouth and she moved to her knees. His fingers found her nipple and he pulled hard enough that she winced in pain.

    “Play with your cunt,” he said.

    Jennifer’s fingers moved between her legs and she rubbed her wet, messy pussy. She fingered herself and played with her clit. Quiet moans escaped her lips as she looked into Ryan’s eyes.

    “How badly do you want my cock?” he asked.

    “I’m desperate,” she said. “I know I just had it. I know I just came twice, but I need you inside me again. Please, Ryan, I need you to fuck me. I need you to pound my tight little pussy so hard.”

    Ryan smiled. Jennifer was being honest with him. She was genuinely desperate. He could see it all over her face. She needed what he had between his legs. She needed to get fucked again. Now that she’d experienced true pleasure she wanted more of it.

    “As long as I’m fucking you I don’t want your husband’s cock anywhere near your pussy. Do you understand?” he said.

    Jennifer nodded and moaned. It seemed that she liked the idea. Ryan pulled on her other nipple and she rubbed her clit faster.

    “Yes, I understand,” she answered.

    “He’s never deserved your pussy, but now that he’s a cuck he’s banished from fucking you,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer smiled. “No more pussy for my cuck husband,” she said. It seemed to delight her.

    “Get on your back,” Ryan demanded. “Spread your legs for me.”

    Jennifer did as she was told.

    “Tell me what you want,” he said.

    “I want you to fuck me. I want you to make me cum. I want you to give me your big cock and your load. I want you to take possession of me. Fuck me like my husband has always failed to fuck me. Make me cum. Cum inside me. Show me that you own me,” Jennifer said.

    Ryan plunged his cock inside her and pounded Jennifer hard. He gave her exactly what she needed, including two orgasms before he dumped another load of cum in her cunt.

    “Thank you,” she whispered afterwards.

    “Let’s send your husband another picture,” Ryan said.

    He grabbed her phone, pulled out, and took a picture of Jennifer’s gaping pussy with his cum leaking out of it. He handed the phone to Jennifer and said, “Send him the picture. Tell him that it’s no longer his pussy. Tell him it belongs to me now.”

    Jennifer did as she was told and Ryan smiled. He’d done as her husband desired, but he was just getting started with the cuck’s wife.

    
      

    

    Jennifer answered the door dressed in red lingerie, just as Ryan had instructed. She welcomed him to her home with a lingering kiss infused with soft, sensual moans.

    “You look beautiful,” Ryan said as he ran his hands over the lace bodysuit.

    “Thank you,” Jennifer said before kissing him again.

    Ryan could feel her desperate lust. He could feel her need for him. She could likely feel his erection.

    Jennifer took Ryan’s hand and led him into her living room, which had been beautifully decorated for Christmas. A brightly-lit tree stood in front of the window that looked out onto the street and stockings hung from the mantle over the fireplace.

    “Welcome, sir,” the cuck said as he stood up and offered Ryan and Jennifer glasses of champagne.

    “Thank you, cuck,” Ryan said as he took a glass and sat on the couch. Jennifer quickly snuggled up next to him. Her body felt splendidly sexy.

    “Thank you for coming to our home,” the cuck said.

    “It will be my pleasure, I’m sure,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer’s hand moved between his legs as she giggled. She played with his erect cock through his jeans and purred. “I’m going to make sure of it,” she said.

    Ryan smiled and looked at the cuck. “Does it turn you on to hear your wife talk like that, cuck?” he asked.

    The cuck nodded vigorously as he sat on the armchair across from the couch. “Yes, sir, it does. It turns me on very much.”

    Ryan turned to Jennifer and kissed her deeply. She moaned into his mouth and her fingers moved faster over his cock. She pressed her body tighter against his.

    “Has he been a good cuck?” Ryan asked the beautiful married girl that had given herself over to him.

    “Very good,” Jennifer replied as she looked at her husband. “He’s been eager to follow your rules.”

    It had been a week since Ryan had first plunged his cock into Jennifer’s pussy and he’d see her almost every day since then. In addition to forbidding the cuck from fucking his wife, Ryan had insisted that the cuck worship Jennifer’s pussy at least once a day and that he only be permitted to cum when his tongue was buried inside her. He’d also insisted that the cuck take a more supportive role that included dressing his wife before she left to see Ryan.

    “Did you enjoy dressing your wife in this beautiful lingerie, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    “Yes, sir. Very much,” the cuck answered.

    Jennifer giggled and said, “His little dick was rock hard the entire time. He likes being a cuck.”

    “What do you enjoy most about being a cuck?” Ryan asked.

    The cuck leaned forward and smiled as he looked at his wife. “I like that Jennifer is finally having great sex. I like that she cums so hard when she’s with you. I like that she comes home happier than I’ve ever seen her. I like that she lets me go down on her after she’s been with you.”

    “Do you like eating his cum out of my pussy?” Jennifer asked.

    “I do. Very much so. It makes me feel like the cuckold I’ve become,” the cuck answered.

    Ryan put his champagne glass on the coffee table and turned his attention to Jennifer. His fingers slid up her thighs as he pulled her lips to his for another lingering kiss. He pulled aside the lace lingerie and plunged his fingers inside her. It thrilled him to discover she was already soaking wet.

    “Are you eager to get fucked while your cuck watches?” Ryan asked as three fingers moved in and out of Jennifer’s wet pussy.

    “I am,” she said while nodding. “He needs to see it. He needs to see how much better you are.”

    Ryan pressed his fingers between Jennifer’s lips and she sucked them clean.

    “Do you want to see your wife suck my cock, cuck?” Ryan asked while staring into Jennifer’s eyes.

    “Yes, sir,” he answered.

    Ryan leaned back and spread his legs as Jennifer worked his belt off and unzipped his pants. She pulled them down and freed his cock. Her lips were around him in an instant.

    “That’s a good girl,” Ryan said. “Suck my dick while your husband watches. Show him how you offer pleasure to the man that makes you cum.”

    The cuck’s eyes were locked on his wife’s beautiful mouth as it moved up and down Ryan’s shaft. His mouth was agape.

    “Deeper,” Ryan said. “Gag on it.”

    Jennifer did as she was told and soon she was gagging on Ryan’s big cock. Her deepthroat training was still ongoing but she was getting better.

    “Does she gag on your cock, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    “No, sir,” the cuck answered in a slow, trancelike tone.

    “Why not?”

    The cuck looked at Ryan and said, “Because my dick is too small to hit the back of her throat.”

    “Because you don’t have a man’s dick. You have a pathetic little dicklet. A clit. You have nothing between your legs and you’re certainly not worthy of your wife’s talented mouth,” Ryan said as he grabbed a handful of Jennifer’s hair and fucked her mouth.

    “Yes, sir,” the cuck said.

    “Suck my balls,” Ryan demanded.

    Jennifer let his cock slip from her sloppy wet mouth and moved to his balls. She took her time worshiping them. She sucked each sensually. She covered them in her saliva. She moaned for him and rubbed his taint without prompting. She was being such a good slut.

    “Get over here, cuck,” Ryan demanded. “Lick your wife’s pussy. Get it nice and wet for me. Get it sloppy. I’m going to fuck her hard.”

    The cuck moved with surprising speed. He dropped to his knees, pulled aside the red lace covering his wife’s pussy, and went to work on her. He licked feverishly and she moaned.

    “This is his place,” Ryan said as he looked at Jennifer. “He’s only good for prepping your pussy for a real man’s cock. That’s it. His little dicklet has no business fucking you. His tongue is worthy of getting you wet for me. That’s the role of an inferior cuck.”

    “I need you inside me,” Jennifer said. “I need it so badly. I need you to fuck me, Ryan. I need you to show my husband how good you are. I need you to show him how worthless he is compared to you.”

    “Where do you want me to fuck you?” Ryan asked.

    “In our bed. Fuck me where my husband has failed to make me cum for years. Fuck me on his side of the bed. Pound my pussy and make me leak where he sleeps. Fuck me and cum inside me where he sleeps. Show him how inadequate he is,” Jennifer said as she stroked Ryan’s cock and played with his balls.

    “Is she ready, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    “Yes, sir,” the cuck said as he pulled his head from between his wife’s legs.

    Ryan stood up and lifted Jennifer into his arms. She squealed in delight and pointed him towards the bedroom. The cuck followed.

    “Where does the cuck sleep?” Ryan asked as he stepped through the doorway with Jennifer still in his arms.

    She pointed to the side closest to the door and Ryan carefully laid her in the bed before stepping back and stripping.

    “Get your clothes off, cuck,” he demanded.

    The cuck stripped and Jennifer looked over at them both.

    “I can’t believe I spent five years letting you between my legs,” Jennifer said to her husband. “I can’t believe I was missing out on having a real man on top of me. I can’t believe you waited so long before trying to ensure that your wife was experiencing actual pleasure.”

    The cuck’s body compared poorly to what Ryan offered. He was skinny and boasted very little muscle tone. His shoulders were permanently slumped forward and he had a little belly that was likely the result of too many sweets and not nearly enough trips to the gym.

    “Watch from your knees, cuck. It’s where you belong,” Ryan said as he moved between Jennifer’s legs.

    The cuck fell to his knees as Ryan slipped his cock inside Jennifer’s wet, waiting cunt and filled her.

    “Yes, Ryan, fuck me. Please, fuck me,” she said while moving her hands over his muscular back. “Show him what it looks like when a real man fucks his wife.”

    Ryan gave Jennifer what she needed. He fucked her. He made sure it was hard and fast, which she’d come to crave over the past week. She always wanted it hard and fast the first time. She wanted to get pounded. She wanted him to bruise her pussy and pump his cum deep inside her. She wanted Ryan to give her what her husband had never been able to offer.

    “Yes!” Jennifer screamed. “Fuck me! Make me cum! Make me cum!”

    It took just a few minutes for Jennifer’s first orgasm to arrive. She wrapped her body around Ryan’s and unleashed the most beautiful moans of pleasure he’d ever heard.

    They both looked over at the cuck after her climax. He looked utterly overwhelmed with pleasure. He looked thrilled to be watching something so beautiful happen in his bed.

    “Do you understand why you’re not allowed to fuck me anymore?” Jennifer asked.

    The cuck nodded.

    “Do you understand why I want to be with him all the time?” she asked.

    The cuck nodded.

    “Do you understand why I’m his now?” Jennifer asked.

    The cuck nodded.

    Jennifer turned to Ryan and kissed him. She moved her hips beneath him. She was telling him she wanted to get fucked again. She needed more of his cock. She needed her husband to see her lust for the other man.

    Ryan pulled out and flipped Jennifer onto her stomach with ease. He pulled back on her hips and she rose to her hands and knees. His cock slipped into her from behind and he immediately began to pound the married girl.

    “Whose pussy is this?” Ryan asked as he fucked her.

    “Yours,” Jennifer answered.

    “Why is it my pussy?” he asked.

    “Because you fuck me better than anyone ever has. Because you make me cum harder than anyone ever has. Because I can’t live without your cock,” Jennifer answered.

    Ryan grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back. He delivered a hard smack to her ass and Jennifer cried out. He fucked her harder and faster. He pounded her pussy from behind and used it for his pleasure. He did as he pleased with Jennifer’s cunt and she willingly gave it up while her husband watched.

    “Get ready to eat my cum, cuck,” Ryan said as he smacked Jennifer’s ass once more.

    He buried his cock inside her and his toes curled as a powerful orgasm rushed through his body while his cum spurted in her married cunt.

    Jennifer moaned joyfully because she knew he was cumming in her cunt. He knew he was filling her once again. He was deepening their bond with another beautiful orgasm.

    Ryan pulled out as the pleasure subsided. Jennifer quickly flipped over and he laid next to her. She cuddled up next to him while keeping her legs spread.

    “Clean her cunt, cuck,” Ryan said.

    The cuck crawled between his wife’s legs and began licking her pussy.

    “Good boy,” Jennifer said as she ran her fingers over Ryan’s muscular chest.

    Ryan directed her lips to his and they shared a long, sensual kiss while the cuck did his duty.

    “The cuck won’t be sleeping in his bed tonight,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer smiled and reached between her legs to grab the cuck’s head and pull him closer.

    “You hear that, honey? You’re being kicked out of your bed in favor of a superior man and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it. Now finish cleaning my pussy and get the fuck out of here so I can spend a little time alone with my bull,” Jennifer declared.

    The cuck did his job without complaint and Ryan smiled. His hold over the couple was increasing. He was eager to take them both deeper.
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    “Is it nice to have a real man around the house?” Ryan asked as he moved behind Jennifer and wrapped his arms around her.

    She grasped his arms and pulled them tighter around her waist while purring affectionately. She turned her head and they shared a kiss.

    “It’s so nice,” Jennifer said before spinning around in his grasp and putting her arms around his neck. They kissed again, this time with far greater fervor.

    Ryan had slept in Jennifer’s bed the night before. The cuck had been banished to the guest bedroom per Ryan’s instructions. He’d been made to listen as his wife enjoyed another man’s cock. He was forbidden from watching, for the cuck was not to be given everything he wanted. His life was no longer about his pleasure. It was about his wife’s pleasure.

    “Is your pussy sore?” Ryan asked as he pushed his fingers into Jennifer’s panties.

    “A little,” she said. “But I could go again if you want me. I can always go again if you want me.”

    Ryan lifted Jennifer up and placed her on the kitchen counter. She wrapped her legs around him as they kissed. He reached down and freed his cock from his briefs.

    “Take me inside you,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer reached down and pulled aside her panties. She rubbed Ryan’s cock over her slippery entrance and guided him inside. She moaned and once more wrapped her legs around him.

    “I love your cock,” Jennifer said. “I love it so much.”

    Ryan heard the cuck walk into the kitchen as he fucked Jennifer on the counter. Neither of them paid any attention to the former man of the house. They simply pursued their pleasure on the counter. The cuck made no move to leave.

    “Is he watching?” Ryan asked as he slid his cock in and out of Jennifer’s tight, wet married pussy.

    Jennifer smiled. “He is.”

    “Do you want to give your cuck a better view?” Ryan asked.

    Jennifer smiled again. “I do.”

    Ryan picked her up – keeping his cock inside her while he did – and moved to one of the kitchen chairs. He sat down and Jennifer took every inch of him inside her.

    “Get on your knees, cuck. Behind your wife. Look at the way my cock stretches her tight little cunt,” Ryan said.

    The cuck fell to his knees behind his wife.

    “Ride me,” Ryan said to Jennifer.

    She leaned forward and kissed him. As her tongue moved into his mouth she began to ride him once more. Ryan enjoyed the way her pussy juices bathed his cock in warmth and wetness. He enjoyed how tight she felt in that position. He enjoyed her obvious lust for a real man’s cock in her pussy.

    “Stop,” Ryan said after the kiss. “Sit on my cock and stay still.”

    Jennifer did as she was told. Ryan looked into her eyes and smiled.

    “Eat her ass, cuck,” he instructed.

    Jennifer smile and bit her lower lip. She liked the idea, but the cuck didn’t seem thrilled about it. He stayed on his knees. He didn’t do as he was told.

    “You know the rules, honey,” Jennifer said. “He’s the man of the house when he’s here. You’re just a bitch. Now eat my ass like he said.”

    Ryan watched Jennifer’s face as they both waited. It took a few moments, but soon enough she smiled in a deeply satisfied way that made it perfectly clear the cuck was eating her asshole.

    “That’s a good boy,” Jennifer said as she leaned forward and enjoyed a long, lingering kiss with Ryan.

    He reached back and spread her ass cheeks, offering the cuck easier access to his wife’s asshole. Jennifer moaned into his mouth.

    “Put your tongue in her ass, cuck,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer moaned louder as she began to grind on Ryan’s cock.

    “You want to cum, don’t you?” he said.

    Jennifer smiled as she sat up again. “You know I do. I need to cum. I need your big cock to make me cum.”

    “Keep eating her ass, cuck,” Ryan demanded. “Eat your wife’s asshole as she makes herself cum on my cock. Show us both that you know your place.”

    Ryan lifted Jennifer’s tank top over her head and took her breasts in his hands. He played with her soft flesh and pulled gently on her nipples. He enhanced her pleasure as she used his erection to give herself an orgasm.

    “Oh, fuck, Ryan, I’m cumming!” Jennifer said.

    Ryan smiled. It was his name she said. The cuck was still eating her ass, but he didn’t get mentioned.

    Jennifer leaned forward and smiled after her orgasm. Ryan pulled her lips against his and pushed his tongue into her mouth. Jennifer sucked on it like a good girl.

    “Finish me with your mouth,” Ryan said. “Then share my cum with your cuck.”

    Jennifer stood up and his cock slid from her slick pussy. She dropped to her knees in front of Ryan and took his big, slick dick into her mouth. Her hand moved up and down the shaft while she worked the head. The blowjob was sloppy and spectacular and it wasn’t long before he was groaning as his orgasm rapidly approached.

    Jennifer worked his balls with her other hand, sucked hard on the head, and was rewarded with a hot load of Ryan’s thick cum in her mouth. He held her head in place while emptying in his balls onto her tongue. The cuck sat next to his wife and watched in utter fascination as another man’s big dick throbbed in her mouth.

    “Open up, cuck. Your wife has a mouthful of my cum to share with you,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer turned to her cuckold and pressed her lips against his. The cuck groaned – seemingly in disgust – as semen flooded his mouth. Some of it dripped out of the sides, but he dutifully scooped it up with his fingers.

    “Swallow his cum,” Jennifer said. “Show my bull you know your place and swallow his cum.”

    The cuck swallowed and Jennifer smiled. She leaned forward and gave him another kiss, this one equally sloppy and with lots of tongue.

    “Let’s take a shower,” Ryan said to Jennifer as he stood up and offered his hand.

    She took it and they headed towards the master bedroom together. The cuck knew he wasn’t allowed. When Ryan was in the house, the cuck was only permitted in the master bedroom or bathroom if he’d been invited.

    
      

    

    “Crawl between her legs, cuck,” Ryan said.

    The cuck climbed into his bed and moved between his wife’s legs. Jennifer welcomed him to her pussy and looked over at Ryan with a smile on her face.

    “Put your fingers inside her, cuck,” Ryan demanded.

    The cuck slipped two fingers inside Jennifer.

    “How does she feel?”

    The cuck looked over at Ryan and said, “She’s wet. Very wet.”

    “Why is that, Jennifer? Why are you wet?” Ryan asked.

    Jennifer flashed her radiant smile and a quick, giddy laugh escaped her lips before she said, “Because you’re going to fuck me. Because I’m going to have a real man’s cock inside me.”

    “I fucked you this morning,” Ryan said. “You came on my cock while the cuck ate your ass. Do you really want me again?”

    Jennifer scrunched up her face playfully and whined a little before saying, “I want you all the time. I spent years with his little dick inside me. Now I want yours and I want it constantly. It’s all I think about, especially when I’m in my bed with my legs spread. I want to feel your body on top of mine. I want to feel your thick cock stretching out my pussy. I want to feel you bottoming out inside me. I want to feel your balls slapping against me. I want to feel your dick throbbing. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

    Ryan enjoyed Jennifer’s intense lust. He enjoyed that she was thoroughly addicted to the pleasure he could provide, especially when compared to her husband.

    “Is your dick hard, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    “It is, sir,” he answered.

    “Get naked for me. Show your wife your hard little dick.”

    The cuck slipped out of the bed and stripped. Jennifer gave his body a cursory look and rolled her eyes.

    “I can’t believe I let you fuck me for so long,” she said while looking at his stiff little dick. “I can’t believe I thought that pathetic cock of yours was the best I could get. I can’t believe I didn’t just cuckold you sooner. Why did I think you deserved anything less than being a fucking cuck?”

    Ryan couldn’t help but smile at her harshness. She’d clearly come to see her husband as the cuck he was. She seemed to understand that the cuck enjoyed the humiliation, too. His dick only throbbed harder as his wife berated him. It began to drip precum, too.

    “Fuck your wife, cuck,” Ryan said.

    “What?” Jennifer replied. “He can’t fuck me. I don’t want him to. I don’t want his pathetic little dick anywhere near my pussy.”

    Ryan stood up and walked towards the bed. He leaned over and reached between Jennifer’s legs. He plunged two fingers into her pussy as they kissed.

    “Who owns your pussy?” Ryan asked softly as he caressed her face.

    “You do,” Jennifer replied.

    “That’s right,” he said. “I do. I own your pussy. I give it the pleasure it seeks, so I own it. You gave me that control. You begged me to take ownership of it. You begged me to do as I pleased with your pussy.” He paused for a moment and pushed a third finger into her cunt. “Right now I want to see your husband fuck you.”

    “Okay,” Jennifer said.

    Ryan turned to the cuck and said, “Do you want to fuck your wife, cuck?”

    “I do, sir,” the cuck replied.

    Jennifer spread her legs and the cuck moved between them. Ryan could see the excitement on his face. He hadn’t been allowed in his wife in nearly three weeks and he was clearly eager to feel her pussy again.

    “Fuck her,” Ryan said. “Put your cock in your wife’s cunt. Fill her. Pound her. Cum inside her. Do as you please.”

    The cuck rubbed his cock over Jennifer’s pussy lips and it seemed like he was about to plunge inside her, but something stopped him.

    “What’s the matter?” Ryan asked.

    The cuck sat back on his knees. He looked at his wife and then up at Ryan.

    “She doesn’t want me to fuck her,” he said.

    “That’s right. She doesn’t. Of course she doesn’t,” Ryan replied. “Why do you think that is?”

    The cuck looked embarrassed as he thought about it. He’d been told numerous times, but it seemed to be the first time that he’d truly considered the reason.

    “Because my cock doesn’t come close to satisfying her. Because you’re in much better shape than I am. Because I cum so quickly when I fuck her. Because I’m not capable of fucking my wife like a real man should.”

    Jennifer sat up and took her husband’s cock in her hand.

    “This cock has no business fucking me,” she said. “It truly doesn’t. Perhaps I’ll give you a pity fuck at some point in the future, but you’re right about everything you said. You don’t satisfy me. Your tongue does, but your cock never has, and I’m afraid that your tongue can’t compete with what Ryan has to offer.”

    Ryan stripped as he watched Jennifer play with the cuck’s cock. He wrapped his fingers around his dick and stroked himself until he was stiff with desire for the cute married girl humiliating her husband.

    “Do you understand, honey?” Jennifer said. “Do you understand your new place in our marriage?”

    “I do,” the cuck said.

    Ryan smiled. The lesson he’d hoped to impart seemed to have been learned. The cuck was a better husband than he imagined, too, and he hoped that Jennifer saw that. He’d been given the opportunity to fuck her and take the pleasure he wanted and he’d passed because he didn’t want to make his wife feel bad. He didn’t want to use her pussy for his pleasure. He couldn’t bring himself to do it. He was a good cuckold and a good husband.

    “I want you to put my cock inside your wife, cuck,” Ryan said.

    The cuck and Jennifer both looked over at him. They glanced down at his hard cock at almost the exact same time.

    “Yes, sir,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer smiled as she moved aside so Ryan could get on his back in the bed. She straddled him and they shared a beautiful kiss.

    Ryan felt the cuck’s hand around the base of his cock. He felt the cuck moving the head and directing it towards Jennifer’s pussy.

    “That’s it, cuck. Put the real man’s cock inside me,” Jennifer said. “Do your job. Show us you know your place.”

    The cuck did his job. Ryan felt Jennifer’s pussy around the head of his cock. He smiled at the sheer pleasure of her desperately wet cunt swallowing him.

    “Leave, cuck,” Ryan said. “I’ll call you back in to clean her up.”

    The cuck left the room promptly, turning back for one last lingering look before closing the door behind him.

    “Now show me that you know your place,” Ryan said. “Make me cum with that tight married pussy of yours.”

    “With pleasure,” Jennifer said as she leaned back and slowly ground her pussy on Ryan’s cock.

    “Good girl,” he said.

    He was going to make her work for his load. He was going to make her take his cock in every position and make it last as long as possible. He was going to bruise her pussy and then fill it with his cum before calling the cuck back inside for clean up duty.

    Then he’d go home and let them share a bed again. It was important to let the cuck reconnect with his wife from time to time.

    He’d be back, though. Christmas Eve and Christmas Day were still on the calendar and Ryan had big plans.

  
    A Bull for Christmas - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Ryan hadn’t offered any instructions as to how he expected Jennifer and her cuck to be dressed when he arrived for Christmas Eve. He wanted to see what they’d do when left to their own devices.

    That’s why he felt a genuine sense of excitement as he walked up the front steps of their house. Their Christmas tree was lit up and looked beautiful through the front window and Ryan could see a handful of presents piled up under it.

    He held the gifts he’d brought under one arm and knocked on the door. He heard an excited squeal and a pair of heels on the hardwood floor as Jennifer approached the door.

    When the door opened, Ryan was greeted with the vision of a Christmas dream. Jennifer wore a sexy red velvet dress with fuzzy white trim around the low cut neck and bottom. It fit like a glove and accentuated her hips and breasts in the most alluring way imaginable. She paired it with black leather boots and a cute Santa cap.

    “You look incredible,” Ryan said as he stepped into the house.

    Jennifer took the gifts from him and set them on the floor so she could press her body against Ryan’s for a long, sensual kiss where her tongue eagerly explored his mouth as she subtly ground her hips into him. Unsurprisingly, Ryan was erect in mere moments.

    “You’re truly irresistible,” he said.

    Jennifer reached between Ryan’s legs and grasped his cock. “You are too,” she said.

    They kissed again as Ryan’s hands moved over the soft, velvety dress and grasped her ass. Jennifer moaned into his mouth and pressed her body closer to his.

    “Cuck, come get the gifts Ryan brought,” Jennifer called out as she held Ryan’s gaze.

    The cuck appeared in the kitchen doorway. He too was wearing a Santa cap, but the rest of his body was stark naked. His little dick was already hard and it looked as though he’d been made to shave all of his pubic hair off.

    Jennifer didn’t even look back at her husband as he collected the gifts that rested on the floor. Instead, she pulled Ryan’s lips to hers for yet another lingering kiss.

    “Merry Christmas Eve,” Ryan said as his cock throbbed with desire.

    Jennifer took his hand and led him to the living room. The cuck had arranged his gifts under the tree and there was a small, crackling fire going in the fireplace. The stockings were stuffed with presents and classic Christmas music played just loud enough to be enjoyed without being overwhelming.

    “Isn’t it wonderful that my bull has joined us for Christmas Eve, cuck?” Jennifer said.

    “It is,” the cuck answered. His cock was still hard.

    Jennifer led Ryan to the comfy armchair by the Christmas tree and gestured for him to sit. She smiled and sat in his lap. Her ass rested comfortably against his crotch and her legs reached over the edge of the chair.

    Ryan instinctively reached up and caressed Jennifer’s smooth, soft thighs as she put her arms around his neck and smiled.

    As the cuck returned to the kitchen they enjoyed a long, slow make out session. Ryan wanted to wait before he fucked Jennifer, but he was happy to let his hands move all over her beautiful body and up her dress as they fooled around on the armchair.

    The kisses were soft, sensual, and romantic, as Ryan wanted them to be. He wanted Christmas Eve with Jennifer and her cuck to be about a slow seduction. He wanted it to have a romantic feel to it. He wanted the cuck to see someone else make love to his wife. He wanted him to experience something entirely different from the hard, aggressive fucking that had been the basis of Ryan and Jennifer’s sexual relationship up to that point.

    “You’re exquisitely beautiful, Jennifer,” he whispered after a particularly long kiss. “And this outfit of yours is absolutely perfect.”

    Jennifer gently leaned forward until their foreheads were pressed together. “I wanted to be the perfect Christmas gift for you,” she said with their lips close enough for Ryan to feel the warmth of her breath on his skin.

    “You are,” he said before kissing her deeply.

    Ryan’s hand moved up Jennifer’s Christmas dress and he pressed his fingers against the red panties she’d picked out for him. The wetness and warmth he found there was undeniable. She was just as turned on as he was.

    “Are you wet for me?” he asked.

    Jennifer nodded and whispered, “Yes. I’m soaked for you, Ryan. I can’t believe how badly I want to feel you inside me.”

    He kissed her softly and said, “And I want to be inside you. I want to feel your pussy around my cock. I want to feel you desperately milking me. I want to feel your need for my cum inside you.” He rubbed her cunt through her panties and smiled as Jennifer moaned. “But that will have to wait.”

    Jennifer whined and it delighted Ryan to see that she’d already gotten to a place of such intense desire.

    “Cuck,” Ryan called out. “Bring us two glasses of eggnog.”

    The cuck showed up shortly thereafter with a glass of eggnog in each hand. He handed them off, nodded, and left.

    “A toast to Christmas Eve with the most beautiful woman in the world,” Ryan said as he lifted his glass.

    Jennifer smiled and blushed a little as she too raised her glass. She took a sip and offered a look that made Ryan think she had something on her mind.

    “What is it?” Ryan said.

    Jennifer paused for a moment with the glass of eggnog at her lips. It looked as if she was deciding between giving voice to her thought or letting it drift away.

    “I love him, you know,” she finally said.

    Ryan smiled. She was talking about her cuck.

    “Of course you do,” Ryan said. “You’d have left him long ago if you didn’t love him. Even if you’d stuck it out, you’d probably have left him soon after you and I hooked up if you truly didn’t love him.” He smiled and rubbed her knee. “I’m not trying to take you from him. I’m trying to show you both that there are different ways to find pleasure in a marriage.”

    “Yeah?” Jennifer said.

    “Of course,” Ryan replied. “I don’t want to replace your husband. I want to show him that he’s a cuckold. I want to show you that you’re free to experience the sexual satisfaction you need while still loving and being married to him.”

    “Thank you,” Jennifer said.

    Ryan watched a range of emotions wash over her face. He suspected Jennifer was feeling a little guilty about how things had changed since Ryan had entered her life.

    “How does Evan feel about all the changes?” Ryan asked.

    Jennifer looked a little surprised, likely because Ryan never referred to her husband by name. He was simply referred to as “cuck” or “the cuck.”

    “I’m pretty sure he’s never been happier,” Jennifer said. “Sometimes I still have a little trouble wrapping my head around how much he seems to get out of being cuckolded.”

    Ryan reached up and caressed her face. He knew Jennifer was experiencing a touch of insecurity. He knew she couldn’t help but consider that her husband also hadn’t been nearly as satisfied with their sex life as he could have been.

    “He can’t help the way he is,” Ryan said. “Just like I can’t help the way I am.”

    “What do you mean?” Jennifer asked.

    “I find far greater pleasure in fucking a married woman like you than I do in fucking a girlfriend of my own. I can’t explain it, but it’s almost always been that way. I’m especially fond of fucking a married woman with a submissive streak that her husband has never been able to tap into.”

    “I do like it when you get dominant,” Jennifer said. “I don’t know why. I guess I can’t help the way I am.”

    Ryan ran his fingers up her legs and pulled aside her panties. He pushed two fingers into her pussy and smiled as the warmth of her cunt surrounded skin.

    “No, you can’t,” he said.

    Jennifer closed her eyes and moaned as she leaned closer and kissed him. Ryan offered his tongue and she sucked on it sensually as he added a third finger to her pussy.

    “Cuck, come in here,” Ryan called out.

    The cuck appeared and Ryan pulled his fingers from Jennifer’s pussy. He moved her to his lap and her boots landed softly on the floor in front of the armchair.

    “I want you to make your wife cum, cuck,” Ryan said as he pulled up Jennifer’s dress and moved her panties aside. “Eat her pussy as she sits in my lap. Make her cum as she and I kiss.”

    The cuck dropped to his knees and ate Jennifer’s pussy. She turned her head and smiled at Ryan before they indulged in more deeply erotic kisses. His cock throbbed in his pants as he enjoyed the control he had over the couple.

    Jennifer moaned into his mouth as the cuck worked her clit with his tongue. She began to gently grind on top of Ryan and in doing so she offered the pleasure of a lap dance.

    “Is his tongue making you feel good?” Ryan asked.

    “Yes. He’s doing such a good job,” Jennifer replied. “He knows his place so well. He knows he belongs on his knees in front of us. He knows he’s the inferior man in our house tonight.”

    This time Jennifer offered her tongue and Ryan took it. He sucked on it and she moaned. Her hands moved between her legs and she grabbed the cuck’s head to hold him in place as her orgasm approached.

    “Make her cum, cuck,” Ryan said. “Satisfy your wife’s pussy like a good boy.”

    Jennifer came soon after. She kissed Ryan and moaned into his mouth as her body trembled with orgasmic pleasure. The cuck sat back.

    “Thank you for letting me make my wife cum,” he said.

    “You’re welcome, cuck,” Ryan replied.

    “Thank you, sweetheart. That was lovely,” Jennifer said to the cuck.

    “I’d love another eggnog,” Ryan said.

    “Of course, sir. I’ll refill both your glasses,” the cuck replied as he hopped to his feet and grabbed their glasses. His cock was still hard.

    
      

    

    “What do you want tonight, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    They were all standing in the master bedroom. The cuck was still naked except for his Santa hat. Jennifer still looked resplendent in her red dress and leather boots.

    “I want you to make my wife happy,” the cuck answered.

    Jennifer smiled at her husband and took Ryan’s hand in hers. She leaned against him and reached between his legs to massage his cock. Without saying a word, she made it perfectly clear what she wanted to happen.

    “What do you want tonight?” Jennifer asked Ryan.

    Ryan turned to her and smiled. “I want to make love to you,” he said.

    Jennifer couldn’t seem to stop herself from smiling. “Really?” she asked.

    “I do. I want to make slow, sensual love to you. I want to spend Christmas Eve in your bed. I want you to fall asleep in my arms and wake up with my naked body next to yours.”

    Jennifer stepped closer and pressed her body against his. “I want that too,” she whispered.

    It seems that she was on board with enjoying a different kind of sex with her bull. Ryan was thrilled that she liked his notion of making Christmas Eve a time for sensual play.

    “What do you think, honey?” Jennifer asked as she turned to her husband.

    “I think anything that makes you happy would make me happy,” he answered.

    Jennifer looked up at Ryan and said, “Make love to me.”

    He gently lifted the Santa hat off her head and let it fall to the floor before kissing the woman he desired so deeply. She reached up and slipped the dress off her shoulders and it too landed on the floor. Ryan deftly unhooked her bra and freed her perky breasts before slipping his fingers into her panties and pushing them down.

    “Can I keep the boots on?” Jennifer asked.

    “That would be lovely,” Ryan said as she reached out and undressed him in a slow, surprisingly seductive way. She was getting better at unleashing her sexuality in ways he found utterly delightful.

    Ryan closed his eyes and smiled as Jennifer wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him slowly.

    “You’re so hard,” she said.

    Jennifer stepped closer and pressed Ryan’s cock between her legs. He felt the warmth of her pussy as she moved back and forth along his shaft. She was teasing him expertly and seemingly enjoying taking a little bit of control over the situation.

    Ryan opened his eyes and said, “You’re so beautiful,” as he reached up and caressed her face.

    “You make me feel beautiful,” Jennifer replied. “Your desire for me makes me feel beautiful. Your lust for my body makes me feel beautiful.”

    Ryan picked her up and Jennifer wrapped her legs around him. They kissed while moving towards the bed. The cuck dropped to his knees to watch.

    Ryan laid Jennifer on the bed and moved between her legs. They kissed as she reached down and grabbed his cock.

    “Make love to me,” Jennifer said as she guided the thick head of Ryan’s erection to her pussy.

    Ryan slipped inside the married cunt he craved and slowly filled her. Jennifer spread her legs and he laid his body on top of hers as they enjoyed slow, deep kisses while he moved in and out of her.

    There was a moment where it felt like their bodies had perfectly melded together. Jennifer’s pussy felt warm and tight around Ryan’s cock. Her breasts felt soft against his chest while her nipples were hard. Their lips were pressed together and their tongues danced.

    Jennifer experienced her first orgasm as their bodies melded. She moaned into Ryan’s mouth and he felt her body begin to tremble beneath his. She wrapped her legs around him and as the kiss broke she unleashed a wildly satisfied scream.

    “That was incredible,” she said as Ryan slowed his thrusts. Jennifer ran her fingers through his hair and down his back as a smile broke across her face. “It was so good. So, so good.” They kissed. She seemed grateful.

    “Can I get on top?” Jennifer asked.

    Ryan nodded as he rolled onto his back. Jennifer took him inside her wet pussy. She leaned down and kissed him.

    “You make me feel so good, Ryan,” she said softly.

    Ryan’s hands moved to her breasts and he played with her nipples.

    “You make me feel so much better than my cuck ever has,” she said, this time a little louder. “You make me cum so much harder than he ever has.”

    Jennifer couldn’t seem to stop herself from riding his dick faster and harder. Ryan saw the look on her face. He saw that she found it arousing to humiliate her cuckold. He saw that she was fully embracing the beauty of being a hotwife.

    “Make me cum inside you, Jennifer,” Ryan said. “Make love to my cock with your cunt. Make me fill you with my seed.”

    They kissed as Jennifer did as she was told. She rode Ryan’s cock. She made love to it with her cunt. She milked him with her perfect warmth and wetness. She brought him to an orgasm at nearly the same moment she achieved one of her own.

    “That was beautiful,” Jennifer whispered as her body collapsed on top of his.

    Ryan wrapped his strong arms around her and held Jennifer close. He reveled in the feeling of her pussy pulsing around his cock, which was slowly going soft after the deeply pleasurable orgasm he’d just experienced.

    “I want you to sit on your cuck’s face and feed him my load,” Ryan whispered.

    “Of course,” Jennifer said before sitting up and turning to her cuck. “On your back, honey.”

    The cuck moved to his back and Jennifer climbed off of Ryan’s cock and out of the bed. She sat over her husband’s face and smiled.

    “Are you hungry for your reward?” she asked. “Are you ready to eat my bull’s cum on Christmas Eve?”

    The cuck nodded. Jennifer sat on his face and ran her fingers through his hair. Ryan watched from the bed and smiled. He found it beautiful. He liked that Jennifer so eagerly embraced every element of cuckolding her husband. He liked that the cuck was willing to do whatever was asked of him.

    He was already looking forward to pushing the couple further down the road on Christmas Day.
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    “Good morning,” Jennifer said as she cuddled up next to Ryan. “Merry Christmas.”

    “Merry Christmas to you too,” he replied.

    She kissed his bare chest as her fingers danced down his stomach and into his underwear. Jennifer grasped his flaccid cock and stroked him gently until he boasted a thick erection.

    “May I suck your cock?” she asked.

    Ryan smiled and nodded.

    Jennifer crawled underneath the covers and a few moments later Ryan felt the bliss of her hot, wet, talented mouth around his dick.

    Ryan closed his eyes and smiled. Jennifer had gotten significantly better at giving head in the short time they’d been together and she was doing a tremendous job. She was using her hand and mouth together for a slippery, deeply pleasurable oral experience and Ryan was happy to get lost in it.

    Jennifer stroked him as her mouth popped off his cock and she sat up and pulled the covers back. “Can I sit on your cock?” she asked.

    “Do you want to make yourself cum?” he said.

    Jennifer nodded as she bit her lower lip. Her fingers moved faster up and down his cock. The sound of slick stroking filled the room.

    “You wouldn’t rather ride your cuck’s cock on Christmas Day?” Ryan asked.

    “You know I wouldn’t,” Jennifer said. “You know his little dick would probably cum before I even finished sitting on it. You know he wouldn’t make me cum.”

    Ryan smiled. “I do know that,” he said. “You may sit on my cock.”

    Jennifer swiftly moved to straddle his cock and drop her pussy on it. Ryan watched his erection disappear inside the beautiful married girl. It felt like the perfect way to start Christmas Day and he found it especially appealing that she was the one driving it. She’d gone down on him voluntarily and she was the one impaling her pussy on his cock.

    “Make yourself cum,” he said. “Use my cock and give yourself the orgasm you crave.”

    Jennifer leaned forward, placed her hands on his chest, and bounced on Ryan’s big dick. She was really going for it. She seemed bound and determined to have the orgasm she craved. He wondered if she’d had a dirty dream and woke up in need of an orgasm. He wondered if she’d been so turned on by the idea of waking up with him on Christmas Day that she couldn’t resist.

    “Cum inside me,” Jennifer said in a voice that sounded full of lust. “Please, cum inside me.”

    Jennifer’s breathing was heavy and ragged. She couldn’t seem to stop a series of low, quiet moans from escaping her lips. Ryan knew she was close to cumming.

    He released any sense of control over his orgasm and groaned at the sheer pleasure that coursed through his loins. The head of his cock tingled with sexual joy as the married girl worked his cock on Christmas morning.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Jennifer cried out as she kept riding him, though at a slower pace.

    It was enough for Ryan. He grabbed the sheets, closed his eyes, and let his cum flow into her pussy as the pulses of pleasure moved through his body. It was a perfect way to start the day.

    Jennifer leaned over and grabbed her phone off the nightstand. “May I text my cuck to come and clean my pussy?”

    “You may,” Ryan said. “He deserves a treat on Christmas morning.”

    A few moments later the cuck opened the door to the master bedroom. Jennifer lifted off of Ryan’s cock and laid on top of his body. His softening cock rested against the sheets. He loved that Jennifer wanted the cuck to lick her pussy in close proximity to the cock that had just fucked her.

    “Merry Christmas, honey,” Jennifer said as she spread her legs. “Clean my bull’s load. All of it. Consider it your first gift of the day.”

    “Thank you,” the cuck replied as he crawled between her legs. “Thank you so much.”

    The sounds of sloppy wet licking soon filled the room. The cuck was going to work. He was eating a load out of his wife’s pussy on Christmas morning, and he was doing so with Ryan’s dick just a few inches away.

    
      

    

    After their little morning adventure, Ryan hopped in the shower while Jennifer and her cuck opened the Christmas gifts they’d gotten each other.

    The living room was strewn with wrapping paper and pretty bows by the time he joined them.

    Jennifer stood up with an excited smile on her face. She held up a sexy, lace-trimmed red satin slip and said, “Look at what my sweet cuckold husband got me. He said he thought you might enjoy it on me.”

    Ryan admired the lingerie and gave the cuck a quick nod. “He was right. Why don’t you put it on right now?”

    Jennifer stripped with impressive speed and pulled the slip over her head. It looked impossibly delicate and beautiful on her body, with her hard nipples poking through the soft material.

    “Come here,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer stepped into his arms and they hugged before she looked up at him for a kiss. His tongue explored her mouth as his hands moved over the satin slip. The cuck couldn’t take his eyes off of them.

    “I brought a few gifts for the both of you,” Ryan said. “Why don’t you open them?”

    Jennifer bounced up and down and clapped her hands excitedly. She rushed over to the tree and pulled out the gifts the cuck had tucked under there the day before.

    “Should we open them in any order?” she asked.

    “Open the one with the green bow first,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer tore off the wrapping paper to reveal a plain cardboard box. She ripped off the tape, opened it up, and smiled at what she saw inside.

    “Look, honey,” Jennifer said as she showed the box to her husband. “They’re for you.”

    Inside were two chastity devices. One clear and one in pink.

    “A cuck should be locked up,” Ryan said. “He shouldn’t have any control over his orgasms. He should have to cede that control to his wife or her bull. I’ll leave the choice of color up to you, Jennifer.”

    “The pink one,” she said. “Your little dick should definitely be in a pink chastity cage.”

    Jennifer handed the cuckold the box with the pink chastity cage and watched him open it up. He handed the components to his wife and Ryan watched as the cuck stood up and subjected himself to imprisonment. It took a little time to figure it out, but soon enough Jennifer had put her husband’s little dick in a cute, bright pink chastity device.

    “It looks perfect,” she said before turning to Ryan. “Can we open the next one?”

    “Absolutely. Open the one with the blue bow,” he said.

    Jennifer tore off the wrapping paper once more. She opened the box inside and a giddy look came over her face. She pulled out a long leather paddle. It said “Bad Cucky” one side.

    “As your cuck’s training deepens it will become necessary to spank him from time to time. There’s nothing quite like a leather paddle to deliver the most effective blows to his ass,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer ran her fingers over the material and looked up at Ryan. She smiled. He was pleasantly surprised. He figured she might find the idea of spanking her cuck’s ass objectionable. She didn’t seem to.

    “Why don’t you open the one with the red bow, cuck?” Ryan said.

    The cuck picked up the rectangular present and tore off the paper. As he surveyed the gift he seemed both excited and a little nervous.

    “Those are actually for both of you,” Ryan said as he looked at the package of five butt plugs. Each one was a little larger than the last. “You both need to get comfortable with anal penetration.”

    “Really?” Jennifer said, though her voice indicated a sense of curiosity rather than dread.

    “Yes, Jennifer. I’ll be taking your ass and your cuck will be surrendering himself to regular anal penetration from toys,” Ryan informed them.

    “Of course,” Jennifer replied as a smile broke across her face. “I’ve never had anal sex before. I hope you’ll be gentle.”

    “If you’re lucky,” Ryan said.

    It seemed as though he’d triggered Jennifer’s sense of submissive desire as a wave of pleasure seemed to wash over her face. She couldn’t quite contain the lust she was feeling. Ryan knew he could have convinced her to suck his cock and take it up the ass right there in front of the Christmas tree if he’d wanted to.

    “I want you to plug your wife’s ass, cuck,” Ryan instructed.

    “Okay,” the cuck answered.

    “Jennifer, get on your hands and knees and present your asshole,” Ryan said to the cute, lingerie-clad girl sitting on her knees in front of the Christmas tree.

    Jennifer smiled and did as she was told. Her ass looked absolutely perfect and the cuck emitted a quiet moan that communicated how desperately he desired her.

    “Lube her asshole with your tongue, cuck, while I pick out the perfect butt plug,” Ryan said.

    The cuck moved between his wife’s ass cheeks and devoured her asshole as instructed. Jennifer let out an immediate moan as she felt her husband’s eager tongue massaging her tight little hole.

    “Are you eager to give up your ass, Jennifer? Are you truly willing to do that for my pleasure?” Ryan asked as he opened the box of butt plugs.

    “I am,” she answered. “I want to give you everything. I want you to take whatever you want from me.”

    Ryan picked out the middle plug. It was thick, but that’s the way he wanted it.

    “That’s good, cuck,” he said while offering the toy. “Now suck on the plug to get it nice and wet and then stuff it in your wife’s ass for me.”

    The cuck held the plug in his hand for a moment. He seemed hesitant to suck on it, like it was crossing some sort of invisible boundary that made him uncomfortable.

    “There’s no going back, cuck,” Ryan said. “You’ve already done so much. This is just one more step. Suck that toy like it’s a big cock and then put it in your wife’s ass. Do it now.”

    Jennifer turned around and smiled at her cuck. His eyes met hers and he put the toy in his mouth. He sucked on it like he’d been instructed to do.

    “Put it in my ass, honey,” Jennifer said. “Do what my bull wants.”

    The cuck pulled the butt plug from his mouth and pressed it against his wife’s asshole. Ryan saw the resistance. Jennifer’s body wasn’t quite ready for anal penetration.

    “Take a deep breath, Jennifer. Relax your asshole. Let him inside. Think of it as preparation for giving me what I crave. Think of it as the first step in getting fucked in the ass by the real man in your life,” Ryan said.

    The cuck and his wife moaned at the same time. They seemed to like Ryan being in charge. He suspected that they liked that he brought a new kind of lust to their marriage.

    Jennifer groaned in a mixture of discomfort and pleasure as the toy slid past her anus. It popped inside her and the cuck released it. She’d been plugged.

    “How does that feel?” Ryan asked.

    Jennifer spun around and looked at him from her hands and knees. “It’s incredible,” she said. “It really is. I like…well, I like that it reminds me who owns my ass.”

    Ryan smiled. It was exactly the reaction he was looking for.

    “Plug your cuck,” he said while handing Jennifer one of the smaller butt plugs. “He doesn’t deserve a rimjob, though. Just spit on his ass.”

    The cuck stripped out of his pajama pants and underwear and got on his hands and knees. Jennifer spit on his ass, sucked on the butt plug, and then pressed it against his asshole. He too had to take a deep breath and relax, but soon enough he was plugged.

    “Face me,” Ryan said.

    Both members of the cuckold couple turned to face Ryan. They were on their hands and knees. He smiled and stood up.

    “Do you want to please me?” he asked.

    They nodded up at him.

    “Are you willing to do whatever it takes?” he asked.

    They both nodded again.

    Ryan looked at Jennifer and said, “Take out my cock.”

    Jennifer smiled as she crawled forward. She untied Ryan’s red pajama pants and pulled them down along with his boxers.

    “Kiss it,” he said.

    Jennifer leaned forward and offered the head of his cock a long, slow kiss with just a hint of tongue.

    “Now you,” Ryan said to the cuck.

    He saw the panic sweep over the cuck’s face. He saw his eyes dart to Jennifer’s. He saw the sense of pleading.

    “It’s okay,” Jennifer said as she held out her hand. “You can do it. I promise. It’s not anywhere near as scary as you think it is.”

    The cuck took his wife’s hand and moved closer. He stopped next to her. They were both on their knees in front of Ryan.

    “Kiss his cock, honey,” Jennifer said. “Show your appreciation for it. Show him that you’re happy he’s in our lives. Most of all, show him that you understand your place in our marriage.”

    The cuck leaned closer, but he couldn’t quite bring himself to kiss the head Ryan’s dick.

    “This is not a negotiation, cuck,” Ryan said. “You’re going to do what I want. We both know it’s true. Your wife knows it’s true too. She can see that you’re a submissive little bitch. She can see that you’re a small-dicked cucky boy. She can see that you have no business fucking her.”

    The cuck looked up at Ryan. His resolve seemed to be melting.

    “She still loves you, cuck. She will always love you. If anything, she loves you more now than she ever has. Now she finally gets to experience sexual satisfaction. She didn’t have to divorce you for that. You just had to contact a real man to fuck her. You made this happen. You brought your wife the pleasure she craved,” Ryan explained.

    Jennifer took her husband’s hand in hers and kissed him on the cheek. “He’s right, honey. He’s right about all of it. It’s also true that I’d be deeply upset if Ryan walked out of our lives because you were too much of a coward to show him the proper respect. So be a good cuck and kiss his cock.”

    The cuck leaned forward. His lips pressed against the head of Ryan’s cock. He held them there for a few moments. He kissed it.

    “Lift my shaft, Jennifer,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer lifted Ryan’s long, heavy shaft and pressed it against his stomach.

    “Kiss my balls. Both of you,” he said.

    Jennifer and her cuck dropped a little lower and kissed his balls together. There was no hesitation this time. The cuck did as he was told. Ryan offered a deeply satisfied moan. What truly aroused him was that they were both doing as they were told. He was in control.

    “Now kiss your way up my cock. Together,” Ryan instructed.

    Jennifer and her cuck kissed his shaft together. They slowly moved up the now-erect flesh. Their lips met a few times. Jennifer was the first to involve her tongue. Her cuck soon followed. They both seemed caught up in the thrill of doing it together.

    “Kiss over the head of my cock. Use your tongues,” he said.

    Jennifer and her cuck kissed over the head of his cock. Their tongues danced and moved over his glans. Their lips pressed against the spongy flesh of his dick. They looked into each other’s eyes and moaned. They seemed consumed by the joy of being so naughty together.

    “Take my cock in your mouth, cuck,” Ryan instructed.

    The cuck looked up at Ryan and then at his wife. He was on the cusp of taking a deeper step into cuckoldry.

    “Suck his cock, honey,” Jennifer said. “Blow my bull. Pleasure him. Show him that he’s the real man in our marriage.”

    Ryan saw the flash of lust on the cuck’s face. Hearing it from his wife clearly thrilled him. The cuck turned towards Ryan once more. He looked up at him and leaned closer.

    “Take it in your mouth,” Ryan said. “Show your wife that you’re a good cuckold. Show her that you’re willing to be a cocksucker. Show her that you know your place.”

    The cuck wrapped his lips around Ryan’s cock. He took the big dick deeper into his mouth. He moved his tongue over the bottom of the shaft and head. He gave a blowjob.

    Jennifer’s fingers moved between her legs. She played with her pussy while watching her husband suck cock.

    “Does it turn you on to see your husband sucking dick?” Ryan asked.

    Jennifer looked up at him and smiled. “It turns me on to see him submitting. It turns me on to see him acknowledging his place in our marriage. He knows he can’t please me. He knows you do. He knows there’s no point in denying it. He knows he needs to do what he’s told to make me happy.”

    Ryan had the cuckold couple right where he wanted them. Jennifer was positively gleeful about her husband’s willingness to suck cock. The cuck was clearly willing to do whatever it took to make his wife happy.

    “Suck my balls, cuck,” Ryan said as he pulled his cock from the cuck’s eager mouth and lifted it.

    “You’re such a good cuckold,” Jennifer said as she ran her fingers through her husband’s hair and down his back as he sucked on Ryan’s big balls. “Look at you sucking balls without hesitation. Look at you being a little slut for my bull.”

    The cuck moaned with Ryan’s testicles in his mouth. Ryan smiled as he stroked his big cock and looked down at the couple on their knees in front of him. It was time to take Jennifer’s ass. It was time to make the cuck watch his wife give someone else her asshole. It was time for the next step.

  
    A Bull for Christmas - Part 7
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    “Take your wife to the bedroom, cuck,” Ryan said.

    The cuck stood and took Jennifer’s hand. He led her to the bedroom as Ryan followed. Jennifer looked back at him numerous times. She seemed excited and a little nervous about what was to come.

    “Get on your hands and knees in the bed,” Ryan said to Jennifer.

    The cuck guided her to the bed and watched his wife get on her hands and knees with her ass facing their bull.

    “Remove her butt plug, cuck,” Ryan said.

    The cuck slowly pulled on the black butt plug and it slipped from Jennifer’s asshole. For a few moments she gaped open after her rectum had been emptied.

    “Do you want me to take your ass, Jennifer?” Ryan asked.

    “I want you to take whatever you desire from me,” she answered. “You’re my bull and I’m yours to do with as you please.”

    Ryan’s cock throbbed at her submissive declaration.

    “Do you want me to take your wife’s ass, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    The cuck nodded. “Yes, sir. I do. I want to see her give it to you.”

    “Rim her, cuck. Prepare your wife’s ass for my cock.”

    The cuck crawled into the bed behind his wife and spread her ass cheeks. He licked her ass eagerly as Ryan watched and slowly stroked his cock. Jennifer moaned and reached down to play with her pussy. Ryan enjoyed her desire. He enjoyed the idea of getting to split open her asshole with his big cock.

    Ryan approached the bed and said, “Get my dick wet, cuck. Lube me with your mouth.”

    The cuck dropped to his knees in front of Ryan and sucked his cock. Any sense of hesitation was gone. He was fully committed. Jennifer turned her head and watched.

    “Your husband is a cocksucker, Jennifer. How does that make you feel?” Ryan asked.

    Jennifer responded with a moan. Her fingers moved over her clit. “It turns me on. I don’t know why, but it turns me on.”

    Ryan grabbed the back of the cuck’s head and pushed his cock down his throat. The cuck gagged. Ryan held his dick there for a few moments and then pulled out. He looked down. His cock was covered in thick saliva.

    “Get on your back in the bed, cuck,” Ryan said.

    The cuck scrambled to his feet and got on his back in the bed, just as he’d been ordered to do.

    “Get on top of him, Jennifer. I want your cuck to have a perfect view of me taking your ass,” Ryan instructed.

    Jennifer got on top of her cuck in a 69. Ryan moved to his knees in the bed. He gave Jennifer’s ass a hard smack and she cried out.

    “Tell me what you want, Jennifer,” Ryan demanded.

    “I want you to fuck my ass,” she answered. “I want to feel your big cock stretching out my tight little asshole. I want you to be the first man to have my ass.”

    Ryan smiled. He liked that Jennifer was an anal virgin. He liked that he was going to be the man to take that virginity. He liked that her cuck was going to watch.

    Ryan slapped the head of his dick against Jennifer’s asshole. He was thicker than the butt plug she’d worn. He knew it was going to hurt when he penetrated her. He knew she was going to suffer for him.

    “Beg for it,” Ryan said.

    The cuck groaned beneath his wife.

    “Please, Ryan, fuck my ass. Take it. Take my virginity. Stretch my tight little asshole with your big cock. Use my ass for your pleasure,” Jennifer said.

    Ryan smiled and pressed the head of his cock against Jennifer’s asshole. It opened up for him. He inched his way inside her. The cuck’s saliva provided the perfect lube.

    “Oh, fuck,” Jennifer said. “You’re so big.”

    “Does it hurt?” Ryan asked.

    “A little, but don’t stop. Please don’t stop. Please take my ass. Please, take it,” she replied.

    Ryan smiled. Jennifer was in a deeply submissive headspace. She was thrilled at the idea of Ryan taking what he wanted from her. It turned her on to be a vehicle for his pleasure.

    Ryan watched the head of his cock disappear into her asshole. It was such a beautiful view. It was a beautiful moment, too. He always loved it when a hotwife gave up her ass, especially if her husband had never had it before. It was always the ultimate sign that he provided the hotwife with far greater pleasure than her husband ever had.

    Jennifer was willing to endure anal sex because Ryan made her feel so good. She was willing to fight through the discomfort because he’d showed her an entirely new kind of pleasure in her life.

    “Just take a deep breath and relax,” Ryan said as he worked more of his cock into her asshole. “I’m almost all the way in.”

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Jennifer said. “Take me. Take my ass. Fill it. Fill me up, Ryan. Please, fuck my ass.”

    He watched the entirety of his cock disappear into her asshole and held it there.

    “How does it look, cuck?” Ryan asked.

    “It’s beautiful,” the cuck said. “It’s so beautiful.”

    Ryan ran his fingers up and down Jennifer’s back. He squeezed her ass cheeks.

    “Do you want me to fuck your ass?” he asked.

    “Yes, please,” she said.

    Ryan pulled out until just the head of his cock remained in her ass. He pushed forward and buried his dick inside her. Jennifer cried out.

    Soon Ryan found a slow, steady pace. He fucked Jennifer’s ass. He took what he wanted from her. He found intense pleasure in the notion that she was willing to give him her ass and that her cuck had never enjoyed it.

    “Harder,” Jennifer said. “Fuck my ass harder. Please. Pound me. Stretch out my little asshole.”

    Ryan could hear the lust in her voice. The anal sex probably hurt, but it was the submission that drove her desire. She wanted to feel like he was using her. She wanted to feel the joy of being a fuck toy for him in that moment.

    “Lick her pussy, cuck,” Ryan demanded. “Lick your wife’s clit while I use her ass.”

    Jennifer moaned as her cuck extended his tongue and licked her clit. Ryan did as requested and fucked her ass harder. Jennifer’s moans got louder and there was a distinct sense of pain and pleasure mixing in her voice.

    “Oh my God!” Jennifer screamed. “It’s so fucking good. Please, Ryan, fuck me harder. Please, fuck my little asshole. Pound me!”

    Ryan grabbed Jennifer’s hips with both hands and pounded her ass. He pounded it hard and fast. He filled her and stretched her. He used her like they both seemed to want.

    It wasn’t long before Ryan felt his orgasm approaching. The events of the day were far too arousing for him to last long and Jennifer would probably appreciate a quicker ass fuck more than a long one.

    He grabbed a handful of Jennifer’s hair and pulled back. “Do you want me to cum in your ass?”

    “Yes!” she screamed.

    “Are you going to be my anal slut whenever I want it?” he asked.

    “Yes, I’m your anal slut. You can have my ass whenever you want it. You can cum in my ass every time we see each other. I don’t care! I just want to make you happy!”

    “Cum on your cuck’s tongue,” Ryan said. “Cum while I pump my load into your ass.”

    He let go of her hair and fucked her hard and fast. He gave himself over to the pursuit of his orgasm above all else.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Jennifer cried out.

    Her ass clamped down on Ryan’s cock and he fucked her harder. An explosive orgasm soon followed. Ryan buried his dick in Jennifer’s ass and unloaded. He filled her with his cum as she continued to moan in orgasmic delight.

    “That was incredible,” Jennifer said as the last few spurts of Ryan’s cum emptied into her ass.

    “Yes it was,” he said.

    When Ryan pulled out, Jennifer’s asshole gaped for a few moments before closing up.

    “Sit on your cuck’s face. Feed him my load,” Ryan demanded.

    Jennifer immediately did as she was told. The cuck extended his tongue and pushed it into her asshole. Moments later the cum began to flow into his mouth.

    “Merry Christmas, cuck,” Ryan said.

    Jennifer laughed as Ryan stepped closer. His put his arm around her from behind as his softening dick brushed against the cuck’s forehead. Jennifer turned her head and they shared a beautiful kiss.

    “Merry Christmas to you,” she said.

    “You too,” Ryan replied before slipping his tongue into her mouth once more. He played with her breasts and she moaned as the cuck continued to feast on the anal creampie inside her.

    “I want you to be my bull forever,” Jennifer said. “You make me feel so much better than I’ve ever felt. I wouldn’t have thought anal sex could be pleasurable, and yet I just had the most astonishing orgasm.”

    “I’m not going anywhere anytime soon,” Ryan said as he caressed her soft skin and kissed her neck. “You don’t have to worry about that. We still have so much more to explore. You and your cuck still have so much more to learn about being good for me.”

    Jennifer smiled. “Yeah?”

    “Absolutely,” Ryan replied. All sorts of ideas about how to push them both deeper into submission to him rushed through his head.

    “Will you teach me everything you know about being a good hotwife for a bull like you?” she asked.

    “I will,” Ryan replied. “I’ll teach you to be good for me. I’ll teach him too. I’ll show you both the joys of being in a cuckold marriage and offering yourselves to a strong bull.”

    Jennifer moaned. “I can’t wait,” she said. “Will you make him clean your cock? I want to watch.”

    Ryan smiled. Jennifer was all in. He loved it.

    “You hear that, cuck? Your wife wants to watch you suck my cock clean. You don’t want to disappoint her, do you?” he asked.

    “No, sir,” the cuck said as Jennifer climbed off his face.

    The cuck rolled onto his stomach and took Ryan’s cock into his mouth. Jennifer sat on his back and leaned forward.

    “You’re such a good cuck for me,” she said. “You have no idea how much it turns me on to see you do stuff like this.”

    The cuck took more of Ryan’s cock into his mouth. He worked his tongue over the shaft and the head. He sucked like he was genuinely trying to clean every nasty drop of juice from Jennifer’s ass from the cock.

    Jennifer sat up and Ryan leaned forward. They shared a kiss.

    “You’re both mine,” Ryan said.

    “Yes we are,” Jennifer agreed.

    “Merry Christmas,” Ryan added.

    Jennifer smiled and pushed her cuck’s head deeper onto his dick. Merry Christmas indeed.

    The End.

  
    A Caring Husband Shares

    She wasn't being obvious about it, but you noticed that your wife had taken an interest in a friend of yours. At first it was just the occasional glance at a get together. Then it was a bit of harmless flirting - Mark's single, after all - at a Christmas party. Then it advanced to her commenting on his Instagram posts and him doing the same on hers.

    You never talked to her about it. You knew she was keen on him, though, so you decided to show just how much you care about your wife by sharing her with him.

    You told her to wear her sexiest dress and she picked out that red satin number that looks so breathtaking on her. You told her that you had a surprise.

    You made a reservation at the nicest restaurant in town. You drove her there. You walked her in. She thought the two of you were having a wonderful, fancy night out.

    Then she saw Mark at the table. He looked impeccable in a suit. He stood as you came over. Your wife inquired as to what he was doing there.

    "He's here for you," was all you said.

    You took her hand as you approached the table. He extended his hand while smiling at her. You placed her hand in his. You quite literally gave him to her. He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

    "I can't tell you how excited I am," he said.

    She looked at you.

    "I know you want this. I love that you want this. I want you to have this," you said. "Unless I'm wrong, of course, in which case I apologize profusely."

    "You're not wrong," she replied. "You're really okay with this?"

    You nodded, kissed your wife on the cheek, and left.

    You drove home. You thought about her. Of course you did. How could you not? You'd just shared her with another man. With a friend of yours. She'd absolutely have sex with him. She'd probably have sex multiple times. That's what she wanted, though. That's what she needed. That's why you shared her.

    Four hours later, Mark's car pulled into the driveway. He led your wife to the front door. You opened it to greet her. He walked in holding her hand. He passed it to you. You shared her and now he was returning her.

    Mark left. Your wife still looked ravishing in her red dress.

    "Thank you," she said. "Thank you for letting me have him."

    You caressed her face. "You're welcome. I love you. I love you so much."

    You kissed your wife. Her mouth opened. She welcomed your tongue. She sucked on it. You slipped a hand into her dress. She stroked your cock through your pants.

    "I want you," you said.

    "I'm yours again," she replied. "You can have me however you want me."

    You took her to the bedroom. You fucked your wife hard. Harder than you've fucked her in years. You came hard and so did she.

    Afterwards you felt blissfully happy.

    "Will you share me again?" she asked.

    "Do you want me to?"

    She nodded. "I do. Mark treated me very well."

    "Did he make you cum?"

    "Yes. Multiple times."

    "Did you make him cum?"

    She nodded. "Yes. Multiple times." She kissed your neck. "I can make you cum multiple times, too. I want to be generous because you were so generous in sharing me with a man that made me feel so good."

    Your cock stirred to life again. It would take a few minutes before you were fully recovered and ready to fuck your wife once more, but you already knew that it was going to be an evening of blissful pleasure.

    "I'd like that," you said. "And yes, I'll share you again."

    She kissed your neck softly. "I'm interested in some of your other friends, too. Maybe if I'm especially generous with you, you'll share me with them, too."

    Soon enough your cock was in her mouth. She was eager to show how generous she could be. She was eager to be shared with your other friends. You knew you'd share her, too. How could you resist?

  
    A College Cuckolding - Part 1

    "Do you masturbate?"

    Chloe rolled onto her side and rested her hand on Owen's chest. She ran her fingers over the soft fabric of his t-shirt and stared for a few seconds until he turned towards her.

    "Yes," she answered.

    A look washed across his face. It was gone just as quickly as it had appeared, but Chloe was fairly certain it was just a touch of insecurity she'd seen. She wasn't entirely sure why her boyfriend would be threatened by something as innocent as her masturbating, but it seemed to be the case.

    "Why do you ask?"

    "I...I don't know," he said. "I was just wondering, I guess."

    "Does it surprise you that I masturbate?" Chloe asked. She was Owen's first serious girlfriend - and the first girl he'd had sex with - so it wouldn't have surprised Chloe if he was, in fact, surprised that girls masturbated.

    He looked a little embarrassed. "I...I guess if I'm being totally honest, yes, for some reason I do feel a little surprised."

    Chloe couldn't help but smile, mostly at her boyfriend's naiveté when it came to women. They'd been together for nearly three months - they'd met during freshman orientation and hit it off right away - and yet he still always seemed amazed that she actually liked having sex.

    "Girls are different than guys," she said, "but we still get horny. Maybe not as horny as you do, but some of us actually do get as horny as guys."

    Owen looked at her with a mixture of excitement and wonder in his eyes. "Are you one of those girls?"

    Chloe smiled and nodded. "Given how often we have sex, does that surprise you?"

    He shook his head. "No. I guess that's why I was surprised you masturbate, though. I mean, I don't really masturbate anymore because we have sex so often."

    It was Chloe's turn to be surprised. "Really?"

    "Yeah, really. Maybe once every two weeks. I suppose having roommates makes it a little harder, though, and you have the benefit of being in a single room," he said.

    She smiled and kissed his neck softly. "You benefit from that too, don't you?"

    They almost always had sex in Chloe's room. Owen was in a triple, which meant one of his roommates was almost always there and it was so much easier just to go to her dorm instead of negotiating with his roommates for a little private time in the room.

    "You're right, I do benefit from that," he replied with a smile.

    Chloe's hand moved down his chest and between his legs. She massaged her boyfriend's cock through his pants and moaned softly while showering his neck in tender kisses. He got hard almost immediately, a fact that bolstered her confidence and put a smile on her face.

    "How often do you masturbate?" he asked.

    Chloe was surprised at the annoyance she felt. She thought she was being rather obvious about what she wanted, but it seemed that Owen had other things in mind.

    "Well, I don't have a set schedule, but four or five times a week, I'd say. Sometimes more, sometimes less," she answered.

    Owen's eyes went wide. She'd clearly surprised him.

    Chloe suddenly felt defensive. "Is that a problem?"

    He shook his head. "No, no, not at all. It's, it was just surprising, that's all."

    It seemed like it was more than surprising, at least based on the look on his face. "Are you sure that's it? Because it seems like there's something else."

    "No, really, it was just kind of surprising."

    Chloe probably should have let it go, but a mild sense of annoyance had overtaken her and she wasn't in the mood to just let it pass. "It's pretty clear that you're bothered by something, Owen. So what is it? Do you think I'm some kind of freak for masturbating that often?"

    "No, no, it's not that at all. It really isn't. It's not about you. It's just...I just...okay, honestly, I'm really sorry, but I just kind of got a little sidetracked in wondering if there's something about me or the sex we have that makes it so you need to masturbate. You know, like, am I not satisfying you?"

    Chloe's annoyance washed away as Owen displayed a kind of vulnerability few college freshmen - at least based on Chloe's limited experience and the experience of her friends - were willing to show.

    "Oh, no, it's not about that," she said. "I've just always had a really high sex drive. From the first time I had an orgasm it was like I was off and running. I honestly can't remember the last time I went more than two days without an orgasm, and I usually don't go more than a day, and if I'm being honest, there are lots of days where I cum more than once."

    Chloe was surprised that she found Owen so utterly adorable - almost irresistibly so - as he got caught up in his insecurity. She got on top of him, leaned down, and kissed him softly. She parted her lips and though it took a moment, Owen eventually did the same. She moved her hips back and forth over his crotch and slipped her tongue into his mouth. Owen's hands moved down her back and grabbed Chloe's ass, squeezing it tightly as she moaned, in part because it felt good and in part because she loved that his dick well on its way to a full, throbbing erection.

    "I always cum when we fuck, Owen," she explained softly. "Always. You know I do. I've never faked an orgasm with you. I'm not that kind of girl."

    He scanned her face like he was searching for signs of deception on her part and then said, "I know. I believe you. I do. I just...I don't know, I just want to be good at...well, to be good at fucking you."

    Chloe sat up and laughed. "You are, Owen. I promise. You are. Why would I still be with you if you weren't? There are tons of guys at this school. Like, there are literally thousands of guys to choose from. I get asked out all the time, in fact, so it's not like I'm just staying with you because there are no better options out there."

    Chloe instantly regretted mentioning the fact that other guys asked her out, especially given Owen's mild insecurities. She expected her slip of the tongue would only deepen those feelings, but instead something else happened. A look of intense lust briefly flashed across Owen's face and his hips pushed upwards his cock had expressed an involuntary desire to be inside her.

    The look of insecurity came immediately after the lust, leaving Chloe a little confused as she sat astride her boyfriend. For a few seconds Owen said nothing at all and he couldn't bring himself to look at her. It wasn't anger or annoyance or even insecurity that seemed to keep his gaze away from hers, though. Instead, Chloe was certain her boyfriend was embarrassed.

    "What's wrong?" she asked.

    He shook his head. "Nothing. Nothing's wrong. I just didn't...I mean, it's not like you can control other guys asking you out and it's not like I should actually care about that since I know you turn them down."

    "I do. Each and every time," she replied.

    "But I didn't know that other guys were so interested in you," he continued. "And it feels...well, I don't really know how it feels. Weird, I guess."

    He still struggled to look at her for more than a few moments, furthering Chloe's belief that Owen was struggling with his feelings and perhaps experiencing an unexpected sense of embarrassment.

    Though some part of her knew that it was wise to just move on from the topic, Chloe couldn't help but want to explore the lust she'd seen on Owen's face. It felt like an irresistible mystery and her sense of intrigue made it impossible to do the smart thing and refuse to tug at that particular thread.

    "Someone asked me out today," she said.

    Owen looked at her for a moment and his eyes went wide before he looked away. Chloe saw the briefest flash of lust, though. He was turned on. It wasn't the only thing he felt, but there was no question Owen was turned on.

    "He's on the football team, actually," she continued. "He was walking with some of his teammates and he broke away from them to talk to me. I figured he'd be the typical meathead type and act like it was an absolute privilege to go on a date with him, but he was actually a lot sweeter than I expected."

    Owen kept glancing at her, but he refused to make eye contact for more than a few moments as Chloe relayed her story. The lust was there, though. It was joined by what looked like anxiety and a touch of that same embarrassment, and though Chloe knew it was potentially unkind to keep pushing, something inside her refused to relent.

    "He talked to me the entire way to my class," she continued. "Though I guess it's more accurate to say that he was flirting with me. He was good at it, too. He found a handful of ways to tell me I was beautiful without actually using the word and not once did he act like he was god's gift to women."

    The mention of flirting elicited a moan that Owen tried his best to choke off. Chloe felt his hips move subtly, too, like they were trying to thrust and Owen was trying his best to control them. She responded by resting her hands on his chest, smiling, and slowly grinding her crotch over his.

    "It wasn't until we got to my class that he actually asked me out," she said. "He said he and his friends were going to a frat party this weekend and he'd love it if I'd join him, that he guaranteed I'd have a good time."

    Owen was hard as a rock and his complete unwillingness to look up at Chloe seemingly confirmed that he was both uncomfortable and more than a little embarrassed at his erection. He didn't move to stop her from dry humping him, though, and the growing heat of arousal between her legs meant that Chloe had little interest in ceasing the exploration of her newfound - and surprisingly erotic - fascination.

    "It happens almost every day, you know," Chloe continued. "I guess I'm approachable. I don't know. It seems like guys just can't help themselves. They just want to go out with me, Owen."

    She took her t-shirt off and tossed it on the floor. Owen stared at her breasts as Chloe reached back to unhook her bra. It fell to the floor just like her shirt and she took his hands and placed them on her soft, perky flesh.

    "Does it turn you on to think about other guys asking me out, Owen?" she asked.

    He shook his head but his cock remained stiff and he continued to play with her tits in a manner that felt magnificent. Chloe placed her hands over his, closed her eyes, and unleashed a long, low moan while moving her hips even faster over his crotch.

    "It's okay if it does," she said. "I promise, I won't think it's weird. I really won't. There's something kind of...I don't know, exciting about it, if I'm being honest."

    "Really?"

    Chloe opened her eyes and looked down at her boyfriend. She saw the vulnerability in his eyes. She saw the desire, too, but it wasn't lust. It was a desire to share with her, to open up, to be completely honest.

    Chloe took her hands from his breasts, leaned down, and kissed him softly. "I'm turned on, Owen. My pussy is wet. My nipples are hard. I'm excited by your excitement, assuming I'm right about what you're feeling."

    "I...I don't understand it," he said.

    Chloe kissed his neck and moaned. "You don't have to," she whispered. "Who cares about understanding it? Why not just enjoy it?"

    She crawled back until she was between Owen's legs and removed his pants and underwear, freeing his stiff cock. Chloe wrapped her fingers around it and stroked him slowly as she leaned down to kiss his thighs. She let her lips linger against his flesh and used her tongue to provide a little extra pleasure while his dick throbbed in her hand.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," he said.

    Chloe sat up with a smile and took her pants off. Her panties followed and she crawled into her bed once more. She straddled her boyfriend and took him inside her. Owen's eyes went wide and she smiled.

    "Can you feel how wet I am?" she asked.

    He nodded vigorously and smiled.

    "I don't understand it either," she said. "But I don't really care about understanding it. I just want to pursue it, Owen. Whatever this is, it feels good, and I want more of that."

    "Me too," he admitted.

    Chloe rested her hands on Owen's chest and slowly moved her pussy back and forth over his crotch. She watched the pleasure wash over his face and felt her clit's delight as it rubbed against his pubic bone.

    "You like that guys ask me out, don't you?" she asked.

    Owen nodded.

    "It turned you on when I first said it, didn't it?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "You liked that the football player flirted with me today, didn't you?" Chloe asked as her pussy tingled with pleasure. "You liked thinking about me walking to class with him. You liked thinking about him trying to convince me to go to that frat party with him, didn't you?"

    Chloe saw the anxiety and the embarrassment on Owen's face. It was there for just a moment, though, and was seemingly dispatched by a far more powerful sensation of pleasure that resulted in a low moan escaping his lips. Owen couldn't bring himself to answer her, though. Chloe took that as a challenge.

    "Maybe I should go with him," she said with a smile. "Maybe I should accept his offer of a date."

    Owen closed his eyes and groaned. He got a little more aggressive with Chloe's tits, too, though his rougher touch turned her on.

    "A guy like him probably expects a kiss at the end of the night, though," she continued. "He might even expect to get his hand under my sweater, Owen. He might want to feel my tongue in his mouth while he plays with my tits through that thin, delicate little pink lace bra of mine that you love so much."

    Owen's hands moved to Chloe's hips and he lifted her off his cock and set her in the bed next to him. She panicked at the notion that she'd pushed him too far, that she'd misread his face and he hadn't actually been aroused.

    Then Owen sat up, pushed her legs open, and moved between them. He smiled, slipped his cock into her pussy, and lowered his body on top of hers. Chloe wrapped her legs around him as Owen began to fuck her with hard, deep thrusts, creating explosions of pleasure each time his cock bottomed out inside her and his pelvis slammed into her clit.

    "If he wanted to put his hand up your sweater, to play with your tits in that little lace bra, would you let him?" Owen asked.

    Chloe closed her eyes and pictured the football player. She pictured his wavy hair, the way the veins popped in his muscled forearms, the way his biceps flexed as he slung his bag over his shoulder. It wasn't hard to imagine that it would feel good if his hand wandered under her sweater while they were kissing in a dark corner at a frat party. In fact, it felt far better than she expected to even imagine that sort of thing.

    "Yes, I would," she answered. "Fuck...Owen...I would absolutely let him feel me up. I would let him play with my perky little tits while I sucked on his tongue."

    "Oh...fuck..." Owen uttered.

    "I'd let you play with them, too," she said. "After I got home from my date. I'd let you kiss me like he kissed me. I'd like you feel me up like he did. I'd let you strip me naked, too. I'd let you have my pussy, Owen. I'd let you fuck me like you're fucking me right now, but I bet you'd fuck me even harder after another man's hands were all over me, wouldn't you?"

    Owen took one of Chloe's breasts in his hand and squeezed it hard as they kissed. She dug her fingernails into his back while sucking his tongue into her mouth, eliciting a wild moan from her boyfriend.

    "Yes, I'd fuck you harder," he said. "Fuck...Chloe...fuck!"

    "Cum inside me," she cried out. "Cum inside me, Owen!"

    He did so right as Chloe's orgasm arrived. They came together as he collapsed on top of her. She kicked her legs open and felt her thighs tremble while she ran her hands up and down her boyfriend's back as his cock pulsed in her wet, thoroughly satisfied pussy.

    Eventually, Owen pulled out and rolled off of her. The cool air hit Chloe's sweaty body and she closed her eyes and smiled as Owen's cum slowly began to drip out of her.

    "Do you really get asked out all the time?" he asked.

    "I do," she answered. "And a guy really did ask me to a frat party today."

    Chloe turned her head and saw Owen staring at the ceiling. A few moments later, he turned his head and met her gaze.

    "You should go with him to the party," he said.

    The anxiety that had been there before seemed to be gone. In its place was an unexpected sense of confidence, as if Owen was completely on board with the words he'd just uttered.

    "Are you sure?" she asked with genuine surprise in her voice.

    "Yeah. I mean, only if you want to, of course. But I think it might be really...well, I don't know, really hot," he said.

    Chloe stared at him for a few seconds before smiling and saying, "Okay. I'll go to the frat party with him. I'll make sure to wear that pink lace bra, too."

    That put a smile on Owen's face. Chloe wasn't entirely sure it was a good idea for her to go to the frat party, but she couldn't deny a certain sense of excitement, maybe for no other reason that it was a truly wild thing to do, and college was the perfect time in her life to have a little wild fun.
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    "I had fun tonight," Chad said with a smile.

    "Yeah, me too," Chloe replied. "You're a good dancer."

    He looked away for a moment, like he was just a little bit embarrassed to be a good dancer. His smile was brighter when he looked back, though, so he couldn't have been that embarrassed.

    "You're a good kisser, too," she added.

    That put the biggest smile of the night on his face and it prompted Chad to step closer and kiss her again, which was exactly what Chloe was hoping for. She hadn't expected to enjoy her date with him anywhere near as much as she had. She figured he'd have all the downsides of any other jock she'd dated, from the often unearned confidence to the general stupidity to the sense that an orgasm was expected.

    Chad wasn't the smartest guy she'd ever been on a date with, but he wasn't a disappointment in any way. He was, in fact, really rather sweet, and he was an exceptionally good kisser. There was something thrilling about being in the arms of someone so strong, too. It felt like a primal thing. Chloe couldn't really explain why it turned her on to be held and kissed by someone so strong, but it absolutely did.

    "Can I see you again?" he asked after the kiss.

    Chloe nodded. "I'd like that."

    "How about Thursday? We've got an away game this weekend so I'll be gone from Friday to Sunday."

    "Yeah. Okay. Thursday it is," she said.

    He smiled, reached up to caress her face in a far gentler manner than Chloe would have thought him capable, and kissed her again. His hand moved to her lower back and his fingers slipped under her sweater and caressed her skin before traveling just a bit further south and giving her ass a squeeze. It felt good and Chloe moaned softly into his mouth.

    "You're really something, Chloe," Chad said. "Beautiful. Sexy. A great kisser. One hell of a dancer, too."

    She grabbed him for one more kiss and then they said goodnight and she headed into her dorm. One last look over her shoulder revealed that Chad was also looking and she smiled, waved at him, and headed inside with a surprising kind of delight and lust swirling through her body.

    Chloe's night wasn't over, though. Owen was waiting in her room. He wanted to hear all about her date. They were both going to explore the rather thrilling discovery that her going out with another guy was a turn on.

    As she rode the elevator to her floor, Chloe considered how honest she wanted to be. Should she tell Owen that Chad was more interesting than she'd expected? Should she tell him that he was actually a good date? Should she tell him that he was an excellent kisser, that his touch was gentle yet firm, that she really liked being in his strong arms while they kissed?

    Chloe didn't have answers to her questions as she neared her door. She resolved to slowly reveal the details of her date and see how Owen reacted. If he could handle it, she'd offer all the information. If he couldn't, she'd keep some of the information to herself.

    No matter how the end of the night turned out, though, Chloe was going to have at least one orgasm, and with any luck she'd have multiple climaxes. Given how turned on she was, it was an absolute necessity.

    Owen was on his phone in Chloe's bed when she let herself into her dorm room. He sat up, set his phone aside, and stared at her with a delightful sense of anticipation in his eyes. Chloe shut the door, turned the lock, and sauntered into the room. She set her purse on the desk next to her bed and stopped a few feet short of her boyfriend.

    "You're really cute," she said.

    "Really?" he asked.

    Chloe nodded. "Yeah. I mean, that's the reason I said 'yes' when you asked me out. You're just really, really cute. In a good way, of course. And I don't know why, but right now you look really good. Like, really good."

    Chloe was surprised at how badly she wanted to fuck Owen. She surmised that the surplus of arousal she felt after her date with Chad was the reason for that desire and she was delighted that the lust could be transferred to her boyfriend.

    "Well, you look good too," he replied. "Really good, in fact. Somehow you look better than when you left, which doesn't really make sense, and yet is totally true."

    Chloe smiled and stepped out of her heels. She took two steps towards Owen and nudged his legs apart with her knee. She bent over, put her hands on his thighs, and ran her fingers towards his crotch until she'd found his dick.

    "Would you like to hear about my date?" she asked.

    Owen nodded as Chloe detected a hint of angst in his eyes.

    "Have you been thinking about it while I've been out? Have you been sitting in my bed and wondering what I've been doing with Chad? With the muscular football player?"

    "Yes," Owen admitted.

    His cock was already hard, which Chloe took to mean that he was still excited by the notion of her having been on a date with another man. That excitement was clearly served up with a side of anxiety, but that was to be expected.

    "Lie down for me," Chloe said.

    Owen rolled onto his back and scooted over so Chloe could join him in the bed. She ran her hand under his shirt and kissed his neck softly.

    "He met me at the party. He was standing outside the frathouse. He was in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt," she said.

    "That's pretty relaxed," Owen noted.

    Chloe smiled as she thought of how good Chad had looked in a t-shirt. As it turned out, his body was hot enough that he looked amazing in nothing more than a t-shirt. "It is, but the truth is, he looked good," she said softly. "Really good, actually. Playing football requires being in really good shape, as it turns out."

    Owen looked a little jealous and Chloe found it kind of delightful. It would have been weird if he wasn't jealous. After all, she'd been on a date with another guy and she'd just told her boyfriend that the other guy was in really good shape.

    "He took my hand and led me inside," she continued. "We talked a little as we got something to drink. He told me I looked beautiful - really beautiful, he said - and his eyes wandered over my body more than once."

    Chloe's hand moved between Owen's legs and she was pleased to find that he was still sporting an erection. She stroked him a little as he turned his head and their lips met for a deep kiss where she offered her tongue.

    "How did you feel?" Owen asked. "At a frat party? With this guy? With him staring at your body?"

    "Honestly?"

    He nodded.

    "I liked being at the party with a hot guy," she confessed. "I liked that he was looking at me like he wanted me. I liked that he told me I was beautiful and that he meant it."

    Owen's dick seemed to get harder and he moaned a little. He enjoyed all of that too.

    "Does that bother you?" she asked. "Or does that excite you a little bit?"

    "It excites me a little bit," he admitted. "Or maybe more than a little bit."

    Chloe thought of how she'd felt when Chad eyed her. He hadn't been disgusting about it - he wasn't licking his lips and talking about how he was going to fuck her until her pussy was sore - instead he'd been almost polite about it, like he couldn't help but look but was just a little bit embarrassed that he'd surrendered to his desire to check her out.

    "There was music playing, of course, and lots of people dancing, so I suggested that we dance," Chloe said. "Chad hesitated at first, but I managed to drag him out there with me. As it turned out, he was a good dancer. He moved to the rhythm of the music a lot better than you'd think and...well, he seemed to know just when to touch me, when to pull me close, when to let me move away so he could pull me back again."

    Chloe unbuttoned Owen's jeans and tugged the zipper down as she kissed his neck. She pushed his pants down to his knees and his underwear followed, freeing his cock. Chloe thought about taking him in her mouth, but she intended on fucking Owen before the night was over and she didn't want him getting too excited.

    "He touched you?" Owen asked.

    "Of course he did," she replied. "We were dancing. We were on a date, too. Have you ever been on a date where you didn't touch the girl at all?"

    Owen looked a little embarrassed. "Well, yeah, but I guess I've been on a few bad dates in my life."

    Chloe smiled. "You're adorable, you know that?"

    She kissed him. Not a soft, quick little kiss. A deep kiss meant to show that she wanted him, that she was into him despite him being a little bit of a dork. That's part of what she liked about him.

    "Fuck, you're such a good kisser," he said.

    "So are you, you know," she replied. "Very good, in fact."

    "You helped with that," Owen said with a smile.

    That was true. He hadn't been a great kisser when they'd gotten together. He learned quickly, though, and unlike most guys he was more than happy to have Chloe offer him pointers at how to get better, both with kissing and anything else sex-related.

    "Did you...did you kiss him? Did you kiss Chad?" Owen asked.

    Chloe smiled as she saw the trepidation and desire on Owen's face. She stroked his cock, leaned in, and whispered, "Yes, I kissed him. While we were dancing. At least that was the first kiss. A slow song had come on. He pulled me close. Our bodies move together to the rhythm of the music. He tilted his head. I tilted mine. He leaned in. Our lips met. It was...it was really good."

    Chloe felt herself get a little lost in the memory of the kiss. It had been electric, though. Exceptionally good. Just a hint of tongue. Nothing too aggressive. His strong hands had remained on her waist, holding her tight enough to inspire the kind of desire that seemed to emanate directly from the sense of strength Chad exuded.

    "Fuck...it's so weird to be turned on and totally jealous at the same time," Owen noted.

    Chloe laughed. "That must be strange. Is that okay, though? I don't have to keep going with the story?"

    "No, don't stop," he said.

    "After a little bit of kissing and dancing for a few more songs, Chad took my hand and led me into another room. It was dark and from what I could tell there were quite a few couples in there fooling around. Kissing, some light touching, that sort of thing. Chad led us to a big armchair in the corner of the room, sat in it, and pulled me onto him so I was sitting across his lap," she explained.

    Owen rolled onto his side and gently pushed Chloe to her back. He kissed her neck and ran his hand down her chest, over her stomach, and under her skirt. His fingers danced over her inner thighs as he asked, "And did you join those other couples in fooling around?"

    She moaned and arched her back a little as Owen's fingers approached her pussy before turning back and heading towards her knee once more. "We did. Right away, too. It felt so good, Owen. He's such a good kisser and his hands...they moved at just the right pace and to all the right places. It was like he knew exactly when he could go a little further...when he could graze his hand over my breasts, when he could squeeze them, when he could run his hand under my shirt to play with my tits in that sexy little pink lace bra I wore for him."

    Owen moaned as his hand slipped under Chloe's shirt. The moment he touched her breasts in the sweater she moaned too. His touch felt good. Exceptionally good. Just as good as Chad's touch had felt, in fact, if not more so. Chloe was far more aroused in that moment - she'd spent most of the night turned on and it seemed that her desire just kept building - and she felt her nipples harden as Owen played with her.

    "Just like that," she said. "He touched me just like that. I moaned for him, Owen. I moaned while his tongue was in my mouth and his hand was under my sweater and on my tits."

    "Holy fuck," Owen replied as his fingers found her nipple through the bra and he applied just enough pressure to make Chloe's pussy tingle.

    "I felt him get hard for me," she said. "I was sitting in his lap and I could feel his stiffness, Owen. I could feel his desire for me."

    "Did it feel good to know he was hard for you?" he asked.

    She looked at him, smiled, and said, "I got really turned on. I really did. I really liked that he was so hard for me, that he wanted me. I liked that kissing me and playing with my tits had turned him on so much."

    Owen kicked off his jeans and underwear and moved to his knees to take his shirt off. He crawled between Chloe's legs, ran his fingers under her skirt, and took her panties off. He wanted to fuck her and Chloe desperately wanted him inside her.

    "On your back," she said.

    Owen rolled onto his back without a moment's hesitation and Chloe straddled him. She was already a little hot so she took off her sweater, but she kept the bra on. She liked Owen thinking of Chad's hands on her tits in the bra.

    "I touched his cock a little," she said while guiding Owen into her pussy. "Not much, just a little tease. A little bit of stroking and caressing while we kissed and he played with my tits. He moaned for me as I did it. I really liked that."

    "You're so wet," Owen said. "Fuck, your pussy is so wet." He moaned as she moved her hips back and forth and then asked, "Did you get wet while you were fooling around with him?"

    Chloe rested her hands on his bare chest, leaned forward, and nodded. "I was soaked, baby. I really was. He had me so turned on that my panties were actually wet. Soaking wet."

    Chloe rolled her head back and began to bounce her pussy on Owen's cock. He reached up to play with her tits and she moaned as memories of her date with Chad and the pleasure of the moment melded together to create an intensely arousing sexual experience.

    "He asked me on another date," she said. "He walked me home, we made out in front of the dorm a little bit, and then he asked me on another date."

    Owen's eyes went wide like he hadn't been expecting that outcome. "What did you say?"

    "I told him I'd love to go on another date. I'm seeing him Thursday," she said. "He's got an away game this weekend so he's not going to be around on Friday or Saturday."

    Owen closed his eyes, arched his back, and moaned like he was awash in the most incredible pleasure. Chloe took that to mean he was on board with her going on yet another date with Chad.

    "I was thinking I might do something nice for him," she said. "Kind of like a good luck thing before the game."

    "What did you have in mind?"

    She smiled as a naughty idea came to mind. "I was thinking I'd suck his cock."

    "Oh, fuck!"

    Owen came inside her and Chloe was delighted that she could give her boyfriend an orgasm by suggesting that she was going to suck another man's cock. She was turned on by Owen's pleasure - and a little bit by the idea of blowing Chad - and her orgasm came rolling down the pike soon after Owen spurted inside her.

    Chloe closed her eyes, squeezed her legs tightly around Owen's hips and thighs, and then cried out as an orgasm exploded from her loins and quickly spread to the rest of her body, leaving her trembling with pleasure and moaning in a manner that felt completely out of her control.

    It wasn't until she opened her eyes that Chloe realized she'd dug her fingernails into Owen's chest, leaving distinct red marks behind when she released her grip. He didn't seem to mind, though. A great orgasm tends to make it easy to ignore discomfort, after all.

    "Are you really going to suck his cock?" he asked.

    "I might," she replied. "I do kind of like the idea of him getting on the bus to leave for the game the next day and thinking of me and the pleasure I gave him the night before. I kind of like the idea of him playing hard and trying to win in the hopes that I'll give him another blowjob when he gets back. I guess I don't know if guys really think that way, but I like the idea of Chad thinking that way."

    "Guys do think that way," Owen said. "And Chad will absolutely be thinking that way."

    "Well then, I guess I'll give him a blowjob on Thursday," Chloe said with a smile. "As long as you're okay with it."

    "Weirdly, I am," he replied.

    She leaned down and kissed him. "For what it's worth, I don't think it's weird. I don't know why, but I think it's hot that you're into me fooling around with Chad, which is why I'm hoping you'll be available Thursday night."

    "Yes, I will," Owen said without hesitation. "Anything else can be canceled, I promise. I'll be available."

    She smiled, lifted her pussy from his cock, and cuddled up next to him. "Do you think you could go again?"

    "Yeah, absolutely. Just give me like fifteen minutes and I'll be ready."

    Chloe wanted to cum again and she wanted to cum with Owen's cock inside her, though she would probably indulge in thinking about Chad a little bit. He was an awfully good kisser, after all, and he really did know how to touch her exactly like she desired. Thankfully, Owen would love to hear all about it while they fucked for a second time that night.
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     It was only their third date, but Chloe had already decided she liked it best when Chad put his arm around her as they walked. She liked holding hands with Owen, but with Chad there was something so thrilling about feeling his muscular arm around her. It made her feel warm and happy and protected. It inspired a wealth of desire, too.

    That desire was further enflamed by Chad's habit - which Chloe happily encouraged - of letting his hand wander to the top of her ass from time to time. She'd purposefully chosen a dress made of an especially thin material, which enhanced the pleasure of being touched by the tall, muscular football player she was kind of, sort of dating as a form of naughty play with her boyfriend Owen.

    "You look amazing," Chad said the moment she stepped out of her dorm.

    Chloe had the same thought as she gazed upon her date for the first time in three days and she was so caught up in a mixture of happiness and desire that she spun arousing, causing the bottom of her dress to float up, exposing the tops of her thighs and likely giving Chad a brief flash of the boyshort panties with lace trim she'd worn.

    He certainly smiled like she'd just flashed him and when Chloe stepped into his arms for a kiss Chad was more than happy to part his lips and welcome her tongue. She was delighted to feel his cock stir and when his strong hands moved down her back and grabbed the top of her ass Chloe offered a gentle moan into his mouth, making it perfectly clear how much she enjoyed her touch.

    They strolled through campus on the way to the restaurant Chad had chosen. They talked, they stopped a few times to share a kiss, and then they walked in and were seated at a lovely booth in an Italian place that was far nicer than Chloe had expected.

    The dinner conversation proved quite nice, too, and Chloe was surprised to find herself utterly charmed by the kind of man - a jock, really - that usually turned her off with his distinct lack of brain power. Chad wasn't the smartest guy she'd ever been with, but he was far more open-minded than most and he seemed utterly unperturbed by his lack of knowledge in certain subjects.

    The sun had set by the time they finished dinner and Chloe directed them to a bench on one of the smaller quads on campus. During the day it featured lovely views of tall green trees, but at night its benefit was the sense of relative privacy they were afforded.

    It was that privacy that gave Chloe the confidence to indulge in a full-on make out session with Chad on that bench. She kissed him a moment after sitting and happily turned her body towards his, pressing one of her breasts into the side of his chest. His hand moved to her leg and his fingers caressed her bare skin quite delicately before moving to her waist and slowly making their way up the side of her dress.

    Chad stopped just short of grasping one of Chloe's breasts and she was surprised to feel such intense desire to have his hands on her perky, soft flesh. That desire won out and she placed her hand on his and gently directed it to her breast.

    Chad got the hint. His strong, remarkably large hand engulfed her flesh and he played with it in a manner that made her melt. She felt the wetness between her legs soaking her boyshorts as she moaned into his mouth while her hand found its way between his legs. As it had grown, his cock had moved down his right pant leg and Chloe greedily stroked it, moving her fingers up and down the full - and impressive - length of the shaft. He was bigger than her boyfriend by at least a few inches and Chloe was struck by a certainty that she wanted to feel Chad's cock inside her at some point.

    There would be time for that, though. She had a different mission that night. She was going to give Chad a blowjob. She'd determined that much before leaving her dorm room that night. She was going to do the thing that every man wanted. She was going to suck his cock, swallow his cum, and make sure he spent the entire weekend thinking about her.

    Chloe liked the idea of making Chad a little bit obsessed with her, but it was the fun she would have with Owen afterwards that drove her desire to give a blowjob. Her boyfriend was utterly enamored with the idea of her sucking someone else's cock. At certain points during the week he'd seemed a little embarrassed by his desire, but Chloe was going to make sure that Owen had a night to remember.

    "Are your roommates out tonight?" she asked.

    Chad nodded. "Yeah. We can go back to my room."

    She kissed him again and then they got up off the bench and walked to Chad's dorm. They kissed again in the elevator and his walking speed had notably increased when they got off on his floor. Once in his room Chad was all over her, to the point that Chloe was certain he thought he was getting laid. He wasn't, but she was going to give him the next best thing.

    "Sit," she said while pointing to his desk chair.

    Chad smiled and sat. Chloe stepped back and did a little striptease for him, taking off everything except for her boyshorts and doing so while Chad stroked himself through his pants.

    After the striptease she moved towards him, put her hands on the arms of his chair, and offered Chad a long, slow, tongue-heavy kiss while one hand moved between his legs to play with his cock.

    She unzipped his pants and her hand moved inside. She found his bare, stiff flesh and teased it a little before saying, "Take your pants off."

    Chad removed his pants with remarkable speed as it seemingly dawned on him that he was absolutely going to have an orgasm that night.

    Once he was naked from the waist down, Chloe sank to her knees in front of him. She took a moment to admire how impressive Chad's cock looked, and beyond that how impressively muscular his legs were.

    Chloe ran her hands up those legs and leaned in to kiss the head of his cock as she looked up at him. A smile slowly crossed Chad's face and reached down to run his fingers through her hair. Chloe thought for a moment he might also grab the back of her head and disappoint her by trying to shove his cock down her throat, but he didn't. It seemed as though he simply wanted to show his appreciation by touching her.

    Chloe smiled, in part because his touch felt so good, in part because she was actually looking forward to giving him head, and in part because she couldn't wait to tell Owen all about her naughty night.

    ---

    Owen answered the door no more than a few seconds after Chloe knocked. He yanked it open with remarkable speed and his eyes roamed over her body before zeroing in on her face and her lips in particular.

    She smiled and said, "Aren't you going to invite me in?"

    Owen stepped aside and Chloe moved past him and into his dorm room. A moment later his hands were on her waist and his lips on the back of her neck. Chloe's body melted into his, her ass pressing firmly into his crotch. Owen knew how to touch her in the way she loved. He knew how to move his hands over her body to turn her on. It felt different than when Chad touched her, but it was so good. Great, even, as the increased tingling between her legs made perfectly clear.

    "How was your date?" he asked.

    "Incredible."

    Chloe pushed her ass into his crotch as she answered and Owen responded with a gentle groan before kissing her neck once more. This time his tongue danced lightly over her flesh and Chloe felt a shiver of pleasure rush down her spine and settle between her legs. Owen lifted the bottom of her dress and caressed the sides of her thighs before a hand moved between her legs and pressed against her pussy. She was certain he must have felt her wetness as her panties were soaked.

    "You're so wet."

    "I know."

    "Is that for...is that for him?"

    "And for you," she answered.

    Chloe spun around in his arms and studied her boyfriend's face. She saw almost pure arousal with just a hint of insecurity in his eyes. She pushed her hips forward and kissed his neck. He lifted her dress, grabbed her ass, and squeezed it through the thin lace of her boyshorts. Chloe moaned and found his earlobe. Her teeth bit down gently and then she swirled her tongue around the outside of his ear.

    "Get your clothes off," she said. "Now."

    Owen stripped with a smile. She wasn't usually so bossy but for some reason it felt good in the moment. Chloe kept her clothes on, standing there and taking stock of her boyfriend's body. Chad was clearly in better shape - he was an athlete that worked hard on his body, after all - but she'd always found Owen attractive with his clothes off and that hadn't changed.

    "No, no," Chloe said as Owen moved towards his bed. "Sit there."

    He dropped into his desk chair and she smiled at the sight of his stiff cock, which twitched every few moments, as if his excitement was so overwhelming his cock couldn't bear to stay still.

    Owen's desk chair had no arms, so she could straddle him with ease. She loved the chair for that reason and as she approached his face lit up with desire. She stepped over his lap and dropped down until she felt his cock brushing against her ass. Chloe sat down, kissed him, and gently rocked her hips, stimulating his dick with her panty-clad ass while she ran her fingers through his hair and took his tongue into her mouth. The mouth that had pleasured Chad for a solid ten minutes earlier that night. The mouth that had taken his load. The mouth that still held the faintest taste of another man's cum.

    "Did you...did you go..." Owen began before trailing off.

    Chloe studied his face for a few seconds, slowly running her fingers through his hair before she said, "Did I suck his cock?"

    Owen nodded.

    "Did I have Chad's cock in my mouth tonight? Was my head bobbing up and down in his lap as he sat in his desk chair just like you are? Did I give him a wet, sloppy, noisy blowjob? Did I make him cum in my mouth and swallow his load? Did I act like a good girlfriend is supposed to for her athlete boyfriend?"

    Owen vibrated beneath her, his body brimming with desire. He slipped his hand down the back of her panties and his fingers found their way into her pussy. She smiled when he felt her wetness and leaned down to kiss him again. She hadn't yet answered his question, but he almost certainly had guessed that she'd given a blowjob.

    "Yes, I sucked Chad's cock tonight," she whispered. Owen pushed his fingers deeper inside her, adding a third and offering a lovely bit of pleasure as he did so. "First, though, he took me on a lovely date. We went to a restaurant, we fooled around on a bench in one of the smaller, quieter quads, and I did a little striptease for him in his room before getting on my knees."

    Chloe kissed him again and lifted her hips to maneuver Owen's cock against the front of her panties. Then she gyrated her hips, offering the underside of his dick a kind of blissful stimulation that had him both vibrating and moaning in pleasure.

    "I spent ten solid minutes on my knees, Owen. I spent ten minutes sucking and stroking his cock. I sucked his balls, too. A football player likes to get his balls sucked by his girlfriend, doesn't he?"

    Owen seemed to feel a touch of angst every time she mentioned that Chad was a football player. Chloe knew it was a shorthand of referencing his athletic body and that she was no doubt triggering Owen's insecurity. Just about every guy on campus would have felt insecure about his body compared to Chad, though Owen was likely one of a small handful who also found arousal in that sense of insecurity.

    Chloe was convinced she could have made Owen cum with very little effort, but that wasn't in her plans that night, so instead of grinding on him until he spilled his load, she stood, stepped back, and did the same sort of striptease she'd done for Chad.

    Owen watched her differently. There was a sense of absolute wonder in his eyes, like he felt as though he was the luckiest man in the world. Chad had a little of that, but he'd quite clearly had girls strip for him before and it hadn't been anywhere near as much fun as doing it for Owen, a notion that Chloe tucked away to ensure she remembered it.

    Then Chloe turned around and sat in Owen's lap with his cock protruding through the gap in her thighs. He wrapped his arms around her and grasped her breasts in his soft hands. She turned and their lips met for a deep kiss as she gently teased the head of his cock.

    "Are you...are you really his girlfriend?" Owen asked, giving voice to the source of the insecurity she'd noticed.

    "I'm your girlfriend," she replied. "But I guess I'm also his. I mean, we've been on three dates. I've kissed him plenty. I've given him a blowjob. I've swallowed his cum. We're not fuck buddies. We go on dates."

    Owen slipped a hand down the front of her panties and played with her clit, which was enflamed and eager to be touched. "Do you like being his girlfriend?"

    "Yes," she answered. "I...I like the way he touches me. I find him interesting to talk to. I...I like having two boyfriends."

    Chloe was well aware that the situation had changed a little since she'd first met Chad. She thought she'd just have a little fun with a muscular football player. She didn't count on actually liking him. It was working, though, and going on dates with Chad hadn't dulled her desire for Owen, not even a little. Plus, he took her on more dates than Chad did.

    "Yeah? You still like having me as your boyfriend?" Owen asked.

    Chloe moaned as an orgasm neared. "Yes. Owen...I love being your girlfriend. I love talking to you. I love kissing you. I love spending time with you. I love the way you touch me. I love...I love fucking you. I do."

    "Are you going to fuck Chad?" he asked.

    "Yes," Chloe answered without hesitation, surprising herself in the process. She'd clearly gone from considering it to deciding it was a sure thing, barring a sudden asshole turn from Chad.

    Owen responded by lifting Chloe from his lap and for a moment she thought she'd upset him. Then he stood, picked her up, and placed her in his bed. He peeled her panties off, crawled on top, and slipped inside her.

    "I have to have you, Chloe," he said.

    "Because I told you I want to fuck Chad?"

    Owen nodded. He nodded as he began to fuck her.

    "Does it turn you on that I want to fuck him, Owen? Does it turn you on that I want to feel Chad's cock inside me?"

    "Yes," he admitted. His thrusts sped up. He was fucking her hard. Harder than usual. It felt good, though. Every thrust was like a thunderclap of pleasure going off between her legs, sending explosive waves of erotic joy through her body.

    "I thought about him fucking me while I was blowing him, baby. I thought about how good it would feel to have his big cock inside me. I thought about how good it would feel to have his body on top of mine. I thought about how fucking hard I'd cum!"

    Chloe was moments away from cumming. Thoughts of both of her boyfriends danced through her head. Owen fucked her with great skill and passion. He pounded her in pursuit of his orgasm, which Chloe was quite certain was as close as hers.

    "Owen, baby, please, cum in me. Cum in me while we both think about Chad fucking me!"

    Owen gave her what she wanted. He came inside her. He came inside her while Chloe's body surrendered to the urgency to climax and began to shudder and shake beneath her boyfriend.

    He collapsed on top of her and she wrapped her arms around him and held him as close as she could manage. His weight felt good on top of her as she enjoyed the slow rolling pleasure of a long, intense climax of the kind that only happened when she was immensely aroused.

    "Fuck...that was incredible," she said.

    Owen chuckled and lifted himself off of her. "I know, it really was."

    "I'm not going home until you fuck me again, okay?"

    He smiled and nodded. "I have no problem with that. No problem at all."

    She kissed him. She held him tight. She refused to let his tongue leave her mouth. Chloe was blissfully happy and she still had the future sex with Chad to look forward to.

    At the very least, the next few months were going to be exceptionally pleasurable.

  
    A College Cuckolding - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Chloe hadn't expected that she'd enjoy watching a college football game. Sports had never really been her thing, after all.

    She learned quickly, though, that it was different when her boyfriend was playing. The game didn't interest her all that much, but watching Chad turned out to be thrilling.

    The first time he ripped off a long run and the crowd cheered, Chloe felt an unexpected sense of pride and a touch of elation. That was her boyfriend that thousands of people were cheering for.

    "He's pretty good, isn't he?" she asked Owen - her primary boyfriend - at one point.

    "He is."

    Chloe looked towards the man she'd been dating far longer than she'd been with Chad and smiled at the look of consternation on his face. She should have expected that he'd grapple with jealousy. After all, they were watching Chad excel at football, which the world had placed great value on. Owen was smart and funny and charming and good looking, but in the pecking order he would come in behind Chad if a random woman was choosing between the two of them because Chad was the handsome, fit football player.

    "Are you jealous, baby?" Chloe asked as she took her boyfriend's hand and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek.

    "I think so, yes."

    Chloe was surprised at the touch of arousal she felt at her boyfriend's jealousy. "Are you jealous because you know that Chad gets to claim my body after the game? That he gets to claim me as his reward for succeeding on the field today?"

    "Yes," Owen answered without taking his eyes off the game.

    Chad broke through the line and scampered twenty yards down field. The crowd erupted and Chloe cheered loudly along with everyone else in their section. She felt a sense of pride that she was dating - and now fucking, as of their last date - the man that was carrying the team to what seemed like an assured victory, at least based on their three touchdown lead at the start of the second half.

    "You know, he's having his best game of the season," she said while resting a hand on Owen's leg. "That feels like it's worthy of a more significant reward, don't you think?"

    He shifted his body a little and Chloe let her hand move up his leg.

    "Maybe I should let him have me more than once," she said softly. "Or maybe I should suck his cock first, taking my time with it and letting him cum in my mouth. You know, do all the work to pleasure him. Show him that I appreciate that I'm lucky to be with the team's star running back."

    Chloe was trying to foster Owen's jealousy. She realized it was potentially cruel, but it turned her on to do so and as her fingers neared his crotch she felt the tip of his cock, which had moved down one leg of his pants as it had gotten hard. Owen might have been jealous, but he was plenty aroused, too.

    The quarterback faked a handoff and Chad ran out of the backfield and down the sideline. A few seconds later the ball was in the air. It fell right into Chad's outstretched hands and he ran into the end zone, scoring his second touchdown of the day. He spiked the ball enthusiastically and his teammates rushed over so they could all do a coordinated celebration.

    Chloe stood and cheered. Owen remained seated, though that was likely because of the erection he was sporting.

    "That's two touchdowns," she said. "Maybe I need to do even more to reward him. After all, Chad's likely to have women throwing themselves at him after a game like today. I need to make sure that I'm the only woman he wants."

    Owen turned to her and smiled. "Is that what you want? To be the only woman that Chad wants to fuck?"

    Chloe was feeling bold, so she caressed her boyfriend's cock through his jeans, doing so with dozens of people seated all around them. She smiled at the pleasure that washed over Owen's face and felt her pussy tingle as she nodded. "Is that bad? Am I being the worst girlfriend in the world right now?"

    Owen shook his head.

    "Are you sure, baby? Because I could stop talking about how much I want Chad to want me. I could stop telling you about how badly I want my other boyfriend to fuck me after the game."

    Owen looked down and groaned. His cock felt remarkably stiff in his jeans and Chloe smiled gleefully as she kissed him on the cheek and pulled her hand from between his legs.

    "You know, I do like Chad and I like fucking him, but it's you that makes it all worth it," she said.

    "What do you mean?"

    "The fact that you're into it, Owen, that's a big part of what makes it so exciting. When I'm with him I think about you. When he's inside me, I think about how much you're going to enjoy hearing about it. I think about how much you're going to enjoy being the second man inside me."

    Owen's face was alive with desire and Chloe imagined he would have been more than happy to leave the game for a quickie in the bathroom or in an equipment closet if they could find one. Chloe considered it, too, but she wanted Chad to be the first man to have her that day.

    "It's not all about me though, is it?" he asked with a smile as his hand moved to Chloe's inner thigh. "You like the fact that a guy like Chad is into you." He leaned in and kissed her neck before whispering, "You like that the star running back is going to spend the night pounding your tight little pussy."

    Chloe closed her eyes as her whole body hummed with desire. Owen was right, of course. Chloe was turned on by her boyfriend's desire for her to fuck someone else, but she was equally turned on by the fact that Chad was gorgeous, muscular, and quite popular on their campus and that he wanted to fuck her more than anyone else.

    "You're right," she said before turning to kiss Owen. Someone behind them commented that they should get a room and Chloe giggled with pure delight. "I am going to work hard to make sure that tonight is memorable for Chad. He deserves to be rewarded after leading the team to victory, don't you think?"

    Owen nodded.

    "I can't wait to come back to you after I've been with him, though."

    "I want you right now," Owen replied.

    The crowd roared and Chloe turned to see that the opposing team's quarterback had thrown an interception. She cheered as the offense ran back onto the field, including Chad.

    "Does it bother you that you can't have me when you want me?" she asked as the team huddled up.

    "Yes," Owen answered. "It's kind of exciting, too."

    The crowd cheered again as Chad ran for a first down before being pushed out of bounds. Owen clapped and Chloe did the same as she watched her other boyfriend get up and run back towards the huddle.

    "You know what Chad might like?" she said.

    "What's that?"

    "If I told him that the sex with him is the best I've ever had."

    Owen looked at her with a now familiar sense of lust in his eyes. "Is it?"

    Chloe smiled and kissed him softly. "It is," she whispered.

    The crowd cheered, but Chloe kept her focus on Owen. She kissed him again, this time deeper. She played with his cock, too, as she figured that just about everyone was watching the game.

    "Should I tell him?" she asked.

    "Yes," Owen answered softly.

    Chloe smiled, kissed him on the neck, and turned her attention back to the game. She understood that the sex with Chad was great - at least in part - because she was thinking about her and Owen's shared kink while Chad was inside her, but that wasn't entirely the reason it was great. It was also great because Chad was gorgeous, sexy, muscular, and really fucking good in bed.

    Chad scored another touchdown, bringing the entirety of the stadium to their feet and sealing the game before the fourth quarter had even begun.

    Chloe really did intend to reward Chad for his success on the field because she was absolutely certain other girls would throw themselves at him and she wanted to keep Chad all to herself. Maybe she wouldn't succeed at that, but she damn sure going to try.

    ---

    It was a few hours after the game before Chloe could meet up with Chad as he had to get cleaned up and celebrate with the team before all the players were free to go about their business. Chloe made good use of the extra time, though, as she went back to her room to put on lingerie for Chad and touched up her hair and makeup to look a little sexier.

    They went out to dinner - his idea - and cozied up in a booth. They ate, but they also spent a great deal of time kissing and touching in a manner that had Chloe's body humming with an intense level of desire. Her pussy was soaked by the time they walked out of the restaurant and headed towards Chad's dorm.

    As they walked, at least half a dozen people stopped Chad to offer compliments on the game. That included a few women, each of whom seemed like she would have been more than happy for Chad to toss Chloe aside.

    He didn't, though. Each time he put his arm around her and pulled her closer. In those moments, Chloe understood the allure of being with a man that so many other women desired. It felt good. Great, even. It made her want to ensure that the sexual portion of his evening was memorable, too.

    "You're very popular," she said as they waited for the walk signal.

    Chad smiled.

    "Some of the girls on campus seem especially interested in you now that you're a star."

    "I'm not interested in them," he said.

    "I know. I'm going to make sure you don't develop an interest in them, either."

    "Oh yeah?"

    The walk signal changed and Chad put his arm around Chloe as they walked.

    "How are you doing to do that?" he asked.

    "I'm going to blow your mind," she answered with a smile. "Though your mind isn't the only thing I'll be blowing. I hope you're not too tired from the game, as I intend on ensuring your night is just as memorable as your day was."

    He grabbed her ass and gave it a good squeeze. "I'm not too tired. I promise."

    As it turned out, he was nowhere near being too tired to go as many times as Chloe wanted.

    ---

    "Wow, Chloe, you look so hot," Owen said.

    He was in his bed and she'd just stripped out of her dress to show off the lingerie she'd worn for Chad.

    "He thought so too."

    Owen hadn't touched his cock but it was already half hard and showing quite clearly in his jeans.

    "I danced a little bit for him," she said. "I had him sit in his desk chair. I guess I acted a lot like a stripper would. Dancing and touching myself and rubbing on him. I wanted him to feel desperate for me, baby."

    "Was he?"

    Chloe nodded as she approached the bed and unbutton Owen's jeans. She tugged them off and tossed them across his small dorm room.

    "The lap dance helped. I could feel his stiff cock pressing into my ass as I sat in his lap. I could feel his desire in the way he touched me, too. In the way his hands moved over my tits and down my stomach and into my panties. That's when he felt my desire, Owen. I think I was as wet as I've ever been. As it turns out, there's something really exciting about getting to fuck the star running back, about getting to fuck the guy that all the other girls want."

    Owen stroked himself through his underwear and Chloe was pleased to see that her boyfriend was hard as a rock.

    "I wanted to make it a memorable evening, though. I didn't just want it to be a quickie. I wanted to take my time. I wanted to make myself into Chad's fantasy girl."

    "How did you do that?" Owen asked.

    She smiled and bent over to remove his underwear. She tossed them aside, leaving her boyfriend wearing only a t-shirt.

    "I sucked his cock," she replied while grasping her breasts and playing with them through the thin lace of her sexy bodysuit. "Or, I suppose you could say that I worshiped his cock."

    "Worshiped?" Owen asked while stroking himself.

    "Most girls give a blowjob with the intention of getting a guy hard so he can fuck or making him cum as quickly as possible so the blowjob will be over as quickly as possible. I did neither. I gave Chad the kind of blowjob he deserved. I gave him a blowjob that was all about showering him in pleasure, about making that pleasure last as long as possible. I worshiped his cock because that's the kind of thing he deserved after a performance like the one he put on today."

    "What about me?" Owen asked.

    "What do you mean?"

    He smiled. "Do I deserve that kind of blowjob? Do I deserve to get my cock worshiped?"

    Chloe crawled into the bed and kissed her boyfriend. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and she moved his fingers off his cock so she could stroke him. "Are you the star of the football team?" she whispered. "Did you singlehandedly win the game today?"

    "No."

    She moaned. "Then no, you don't deserve to have your cock worshiped. Only one of my boyfriends deserves that."

    Owen moaned and Chloe felt his cock swell up in her hand. Her lips found their way to his and she kissed him again.

    "I swallowed Chad's cum," she whispered. "I worshiped his dick for twenty minutes and then he came in my mouth and I swallowed like a good girlfriend."

    "He's a very lucky man."

    "He deserved every bit of pleasure I gave him, Owen. You're the lucky one. I could still be with Chad. I could be in his bed. I could be in his arms. I could be stroking his cock to get him hard so he could fuck me again. I could be screaming his name as he pounded me. I could be sucking my pussy juices off his cock and urging him to cum in my mouth again so I could swallow his load like a good girlfriend. He deserves all of that, if for no other reason than a guy like him could find half a dozen girls willing to be everything he wants them to be in bed."

    Chloe pulled off Owen's t-shirt and sat across his upper thighs as she tossed it aside. She inched her hips forward until his cock head was pressed against the soft, sheer material of her bodysuit and then teased the underside of the head with her index finger as he moaned.

    "You're so fucking sexy," he said. "I'm so lucky to be with you."

    Chloe felt the same way, but in the moment she wasn't going to say it. She wanted to keep indulging in the naughty dynamic she'd established. "Yes, you are, and don't you forget it."

    Owen smiled, sat up, and kissed her. He leaned back and she happily went with him. Chloe inched her hips forward until the head of his cock was pressed against her crotch.

    "Did Chad appreciate your willingness to worship his cock?" he asked while playing with her tits.

    "He did. He said - and this isn't the first time he's said it - but he said that it was the best blowjob he's ever had."

    Chloe sat up and reached down to rub her pussy.

    "I like that I give Chad the best blowjobs he's ever had, Owen. I like that I suck his cock better than any girl ever has, and I'd be willing to be that he's gotten quite a few blowjobs in his life."

    Owen sat up, but Chloe put a hand on his chest and pushed him back down. He smiled at her aggressiveness.

    "Does he eat your pussy?" Owen asked.

    "He has. He didn't tonight. He's good at it, though. Not as good as you."

    "Yeah?"

    She bit her lower lip and rubbed her pussy with a little more vigor. "I imagine he hasn't eaten pussy anywhere near as much as you. I imagine that girls are more than happy to just get fucked by Chad, that he's more than capable of making them cum that way, that they're not going to complain that he doesn't eat pussy becuase it feels really good to get fucked by a man like that."

    Owen reached down and grabbed her hips. He tried to pull them forward but Chloe resisted.

    "I want to eat your pussy," he said.

    "Even after Chad fucked me?"

    He nodded.

    Chloe inched her hips forward, but stopped as she sat on Owen's chest. "Wait."

    "What's wrong?"

    "There was something else I did to make tonight special for Chad."

    "What?"

    She smiled. "I let him cum inside me."

    Owen's gaze shifted to her pussy - which rested on his chest - and after a few seconds he looked back up at her.

    "Twice," she added.

    "Oh...so...so his cum is still inside you?"

    "A little, I'm sure. I mean, it's been almost an hour so most of it has probably leaked out, but it's probably messy down there. Really mess, I'm sure, so if I sat on your face...well, your face would be messy. Your lips would be messy. Your tongue would be messy. And you'd absolutely taste him."

    "Just like you did," Owen said. "When you worshiped his cock, I mean."

    Chloe smiled. "Yes, when I worshiped his cock and he came in my mouth. I certainly tasted him."

    Owen reached up to play with Chloe's breasts. "What did it taste like?"

    "Salty. A little bit sweet. Not terrible. I...it's weird, I don't know that I'd say I liked the taste, but I liked having his cum in my mouth. I liked the feel of it. I liked knowing that his cum in my mouth meant that I'd made him feel good."

    Owen's hands moved down Chloe's back and he applied pressure, inching her hips forward. She moved until her pussy hovered just a few inches from his mouth. He applied more pressure and she moved until she was sitting astride his face.

    Owen pulled her down. She felt his tongue move against the bodysuit. He was licking her. He was licking her messy pussy through the thin lingerie she'd worn for another man.

    Arousal surged through Chloe's body. It wasn't just that it felt good. It was that Owen was licking her pussy after someone else had fucked her. It was the sheer kinkiness of it that drove her wild.

    "Fuck, Owen...that feels so good."

    He grasped her breasts and played with them while licking her as she sat on his face. She closed her eyes and surrendered to the overwhelming lust she felt.

    Owen's hand moved between her legs. Chloe opened her eyes to see him pull the bodysuit aside. She was tempted to ask him if he was certain he wanted to do what he was doing, but she kept her mouth shut. Owen was fully informed and in that moment, Chloe wanted nothing more than for her boyfriend to devour her messy pussy.

    Owen did just that. He pulled the bodysuit aside and pushed his tongue inside her. Chloe immediately began to ride his face a little, moving her hips back and forth. She ground her clit into his lips and tongue and her body trembled.

    "Fuck, Owen...fuck...I'm cumming!"

    Chloe had an otherworldly orgasm. It was powerful enough that she had to lean forward and brace herself against the wall behind his bed. She closed her eyes as the intense pleasure worked its way through her. The climax felt longer than most, too, and when it ended Chloe had a giddy smile on her face.

    She lifted her hips, pulled the bodysuit back over her pussy, and scooted back until she was seated across Owen's thighs once more. She smiled as the glistening mixture of pussy juice and cum on his face and leaned down to lick it up while sharing sloppy, salty kisses with him.

    "You just made me cum harder than Chad ever has," she whispered.

    "Really?"

    "Fuck yes. Now tell me, what would make you cum the hardest, Owen? Because you deserve the best orgasm of your life."

    He considered the question for a moment and said, "If you sat on my cock and told me that Chad fucks you better than I do."

    She smiled, kissed him, and carefully freed her pussy from the bodysuit and took him inside her. She rode him slowly while their tongues entwined. When Owen moaned Chloe couldn't help but feel a certain giddy sense of desire. She liked that he wanted her so badly. She loved that he seemed to want her even more because she'd fucked someone else that day.

    "Chad fucks me better than you do," she whispered. "His cock is bigger than yours. His body is sexier than yours. He's better in bed than you are. He fucks me so much better than you ever have, Owen. That's why he gets my pussy first. That's why you get it second. That's why you're fucking a pussy that's messy with another man's cum. Because he fucks me better than you do."

    Owen tensed up and then unleashed a series of grunts and groans as he came inside her. Chloe smiled and kept on riding him, though she did so slowly to ensure he wasn't overwhelmed.

    "That was the best orgasm I've ever had," Owen said afterwards.

    "You deserved it," she replied. "Just like you'll deserve many more just like it in the future."

    "Yeah?"

    Chloe nodded and then lifted her pussy from his cock and once again pulled the bodysuit over it to soak up a second man's cum. She cuddled up next to Owen and rested her head on his chest as he put an arm around her.

    "I like Chad a lot, but I like you more, Owen, so yes, you're going to have lots more great orgasms, and I expect that you'll give me lots more great orgasms, too."

    "I will. I absolutely will. I'll give you more tonight if you'll let me."

    She smiled and kissed his chest a few times. "I will."

    He did, too, starting with another orgasm by tongue, this time while cleaning his own load out of her. Owen fucked Chloe to a great orgasm, too, though of course his cock couldn't quite compete with Chad's. That was fine by her, though, as sex with either of her boyfriends was a deeply satisfying experience.

  
    A College Cuckolding - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Jealousy was not a feeling that Chloe grappled with all that often. Most of the time she was confident in the fact that whomever she was dating wanted her and only her.

    Chloe had never dated a jock before, though. She'd certainly never dated someone that had achieved any level of fame, even the relatively minor level that Chad had achieved as the star of the school’s football team.

    She didn't doubt the fact that Chad wanted her, but it was hard not to feel jealous when damn near every girl on campus made it obvious that she was interested in him. Most of them didn't seem to give a shit about the fact that he was dating someone. Some girls were even bold enough to walk right up to Chad and proposition him.

    "Sorry about that," he'd usually say.

    "Oh, it's alright," Chloe would usually reply. It wasn't alright, of course, as it felt kind of fucked up to be holding hands with a guy while another girl walked up and asked if she could give him her number.

    "It's not alright," he'd say as he pulled her close. "But for what it's worth, you're the only one I want."

    The thing was, Chloe liked that the star of the football team was into her. She liked that Chad wanted her. It made her feel special in a way that was far more appealing than she would have imagined.

    Chloe was aware of the fact that Chad had other options, and that absolutely changed the way she behaved.

    There was a frat party on a Friday night before a home game. Chad invited Chloe and she happily accepted. She went shopping with Owen - her other boyfriend who thoroughly enjoyed that she was dating Chad - and bought a cute dress for the party. She modeled the dress and the bra and panty set she planned to wear with it for Owen back in his room. They fooled around a little, too, mostly making out with Chloe in his lap and grinding her crotch into his cock as he played with her tits.

    Then she left for the party. She met Chad at the frat house. They danced. They drank. They did some kissing on the dance floor. They did a little more kissing in a dark corner of one of the rooms.

    Chloe had seen other girls looking at Chad. She's even seen one girl proposition him when Chloe had stepped away to go to the bathroom. Chloe couldn't hear the exchange, but she'd seen the girl gesture towards the stairs and bite her lower lip in that flirty manner. She'd obviously suggested to Chad that they go upstairs to have some fun. Chad had turned the girl down and Chloe walked up right afterwards.

    They danced and made out a little more and then Chloe did something she wouldn't have done under normal circumstances.

    She leaned in and whispered to Chad, "I want to suck your cock."

    "Really?" he asked before smiling in the way that literally every college guy would have smiled when those words were whispered into his ear.

    She nodded, took his hand, and led him towards the stairs. She flipped up the back of her dress as they walked up, flashing her ass in the sheer panties she'd bought for the occasion.

    "You're so fucking hot, Chloe," Chad said as they reached the top of the stairs.

    She stepped into his arms and kissed him. "Will I look even hotter with your cock in my mouth?" she asked. Chloe wouldn't have talked like that normally. She was trying to arouse Chad, though. She was trying to show him that it wasn't worth hooking up with one of those other girls.

    "You will," he answered.

    Chloe wasn't just trying to keep her man around. She liked being a little bit slutty. She liked how it made her feel to offer that up to a guy like Chad. There was something thrilling about it, which is why her pussy was rather wet as they searched for an empty room.

    "In here," she said.

    They stepped into the bedroom and Chad shut and locked the door. Chloe pushed him against it and kissed him. She stroked his dick through his jeans and quickly unzipped him.

    "I want you in my mouth," she whispered. "I want to suck your cock, Chad. I want to make you feel good."

    She fell to her knees. She took him in her mouth. He looked down at her for a moment and then closed his eyes and moaned. "Oh my fucking god, Chloe, that feels so good."

    Chloe played with her pussy as she sucked cock on her knees. She was wet. Soaked, actually. She was massively aroused, too. It all felt so fucking good.

    She could have made Chad cum in her mouth, but Chloe was too turned on for that. She wanted him inside her.

    "Will you fuck me?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Chloe stood and lifted her dress over her head. She smiled and tossed it aside before turning and walking towards the bed. She lowered her panties, stepped out of them, and crawled onto the bed.

    "Will you fuck me doggystyle?" she asked.

    That was music to Chad's ears, at least judging by his smile. He rushed towards the bed, pulled his pants down to his ankles, and slipped into Chloe from behind. He grabbed her hips and started fucking her with vigor.

    "Oh, Chad, fuck me," she cried out. "Fuck my tight little pussy. Fuck me hard."

    Chad fucked her hard. He fucked Chloe as hard as she'd ever been fucked, in fact. She took that as a good sign, as proof that he was just as aroused as she was.

    "Spank me," she said.

    Chad spanked her ass and she moaned. He spanked both cheeks and she was certain he took pleasure in it. He should have, though. That's what she wanted. That's what she craved.

    He put a hand on her shoulder and pulled back a little for leverage. She arched her back and he fucked her harder.

    "You can pull my hair," she said.

    Chad didn't hesitate. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back hard. There was something powerful and animalistic about it. Chloe got more turned on. Her pussy tingled with delight and Chad was fucking her hard enough to actually stimulate her clit.

    Never in her life had Chloe been fucked like that. She'd never surrendered to a man in that way. She was certain she wouldn't have enjoyed it with most guys, but it was good with Chad. It was great, in fact.

    "Chad, cum inside me!" she cried out.

    He did just that and Chloe unleashed the pent up desire she'd been holding onto and had an orgasm of her own. It felt primal, like the pleasure escaped from some deep place inside her that she's never accessed before. It was a truly breathtaking climax that surpassed any she'd experienced.

    Chad leaned forward and wrapped his arms around Chloe's torso. He kissed the back of her neck and slowly pulled back until she was standing on her knees. She turned her head and their lips met for a slow, deep kiss.

    "You're the most incredible girl I've ever been with," he said softly. "I mean, fuck, you make me feel so fucking good."

    She smiled. "Same to you. That was an incredible orgasm."

    She could feel his hard, muscular body pressed against her back. It felt good. She'd just cum and yet Chloe felt like she could absolutely go again.

    "We should stay here instead of going back to the party," she said. "I want you to fuck me again."

    He smiled. "I can do that."

    ---

    Owen looked sleepy when he opened the door. It was well after midnight, though, so Chloe wasn't surprised.

    "Sorry it's so late," she said.

    He smiled. "No, it's okay. I'm glad you came over."

    Chloe stepped into his room and Owen shut the door. He wrapped his arms around her from behind and she closed her eyes and let him envelop her. He kissed her neck softly and she moaned as he cupped her breasts. His desire was obvious.

    "Did you miss me?" she asked.

    "I did."

    "Even though you knew I was likely spending my night getting fucked by my other boyfriend?"

    Owen moaned and Chloe felt his cock press into her ass. "Is that what happened?" he asked. "Is that how you spent your night?"

    "It is," she replied. "A pretty good portion of the night, at least."

    Owen's hands moved to the bottom of her dress and slowly pulled it up. He pressed his fingers against her panties and she turned her head so their lips could meet for a deep kiss.

    "How many times?" he asked.

    "Four," she answered. "I couldn't help myself. I think he would have been more than happy to stop after the second time, but I kept trying to get him hard. I practically begged him before the fourth time."

    "Why were you so horny for him?"

    Chloe escaped Owen's grasp and spun around. She smiled and lifted her dress over her head. It floated to the floor as she backed up and sat in his bed. "A man like Chad has...well, he has the eye of damn near every girl on this campus, Owen. He's the star of the football team. He's on TV every weekend. Everyone on campus knows him."

    "And that makes you want him more?"

    "It feels kind of embarrassing to admit, but yes," she said, "it does make me want him more. There's also the element of...well, of making sure that he continues to want me. I don't want Chad wondering if some other girl would be a better fuck than me, or if some other girl could suck his cock better than I do."

    Owen took his shirt off and unbuttoned his jeans. He lowered them along with his underwear and Chloe was pleased to see that his dick was so hard.

    "You're different," he said. "Different than when you first started seeing Chad."

    Owen approached the bed and Chloe took his cock in her hand. She looked up at her boyfriend and stroked him. "You don't seem to mind that I'm different." She wasn't going to argue his point as Owen was right. Chloe might not have wanted to admit it, but she was different.

    "I don't."

    She leaned forward and kissed his stomach.

    "Does Chad know about me?" he asked.

    Chloe nodded.

    "And he doesn't mind that you're seeing two guys?"

    Chad hadn't known about Owen. He'd found out that very night when he'd asked about them being exclusive. Chloe had shared that she was seeing another guy, that she'd been seeing him for a while.

    "Actually," she began, "he's not crazy about it."

    A touch of angst flashed across Owen's face.

    "Tonight, while we were in bed after...well, after he'd cum inside me, Chad asked about officially becoming my boyfriend, about the two of us being an exclusive couple."

    Chloe stroked his cock and then leaned down and kissed the head. She took it in her mouth and sucked a little, though sitting on the edge of the bed made it an awkward position to give a blowjob in.

    "Join me in bed," she said.

    Chloe moved to the far side of the bed and Owen joined her. She took his cock in her hand once more and kissed him softly. 

    "What did you say after he asked you about being exclusive?"

    She kissed Owen's neck and moaned. She cupped his balls and caressed them as her lips moved down his chest.

    "I told him I really liked you, that you were a great boyfriend."

    Chloe moved between Owen's legs. She kissed the head of his cock and then her lips moved down the shaft, placing soft and sensual kisses along the way. She took his balls in her mouth and sucked gently while stroking his shaft and teasing the head.

    "Chloe...what did you say to him? Are you...are you his girlfriend now?"

    She took Owen's cock in her mouth. She swallowed all of it. His head fell to the bed and he moaned. She ran her hands up his chest and back down. She caressed his thighs as her mouth bobbed up and down. The head of his cock entered her throat over and over and Chloe managed to fight off her gag reflex repeatedly in the name of pleasuring her boyfriend.

    Eventually Chloe released his cock from the grasp of her lips and throat and deftly removed her panties. She tossed them aside and kissed her way up Owen's body. Their lips met for a deep kiss and she took him inside her as their tongues entwined.

    "Chloe...what's going on? What did you say to Chad? Are you his girlfriend now? Are you exclusive?"

    Chloe sat up, put her hands on Owen's chest, and began to ride him. He groaned.

    "He fucked me so good tonight, Owen," she said. "He fucked me like I've never been fucked before. He fucked in ways I didn't think I would have enjoyed, and yet I came so hard. It was...it was the best sex I've ever had."

    Owen looked both pained and hugely aroused.

    "I've spent weeks seeing all these girls look at him like he's the most desirable man in the world," Chloe continued as she slowly rode Owen's cock. "I've seen girls offer their number while I'm standing right there. I saw a girl proposition him tonight when I stepped away to go to the bathroom."

    Owen moaned.

    "And then he asked me to be his girlfriend, to be exclusive, to be his and his alone. He could have anyone, Owen, and he wants me. And what's crazier is that I actually like him. I really, really like him."

    Chloe rode Owen faster. It felt good. It always felt good with him. That's why they were together. She liked him. He made her feel good. She liked making him feel good, too.

    "Chloe...what did you say to him?"

    She bounced her pussy on Owen's cock. "I told him I'd break up with you. I told him I'd be his girlfriend, that I'd be his and his alone, that we'd be exclusive."

    Chloe couldn't believe she was about to cum. The look on Owen's face made it obvious that he was about to cum too.

    "Fuck, Owen, cum inside me one last time!" she cried out.

    They came almost simultaneously. Chloe threw her head back and unleashed a primal moan as Owen grabbed her hips and held them tight while unloading in her as his body trembled.

    Chloe looked down and admired the pleasure on his face as she experienced the blissful aftershocks of her climax. He smiled at her and she leaned down to kiss his neck. Her lips found his and they shared a deeply connected kiss.

    "Are you really breaking up with me?" he asked.

    "I am," she answered. "I'm so sorry."

    He let out a deep sigh.

    "It's okay. I mean, it's not really okay, obviously, but I suppose it's not like I really stood a chance when competing with the semi-famous football star who also happens to be a pretty nice guy."

    He wrapped his arms around her and Chloe was gripped by a sudden wave of sadness.

    "Is there any chance we could still...I don't know, fool around from time to time?" Owen asked. "No sex, of course, but what if...I don't know, what if you still came over after being with him sometimes? Maybe I could go down on you."

    She sat up. "Would you really enjoy that? No sex. Just...just licking my pussy after he's been with me?"

    Owen nodded.

    "Really?"

    He nodded again.

    "No one could know," she said. "He wouldn't be okay with it, I don't think, but if we weren't fucking I don't think I'd have any problem with seeing you from time to time. I suppose I could give you a handjob, too. It's not exactly being faithful, but I'm not exactly the most faithful girl."

    Owen laughed. "No, you're not."

    Chloe climbed off his cock and laid next to him. "I wouldn't be able to see you all the time. I'll probably spend some nights with Chad, after all."

    Owen moved on top of her and kissed her breasts. "Of course. I just...maybe it's really pathetic, but I just want to keep seeing you at least a little bit, Chloe. I really like you."

    He kissed his way down her body and Chloe watched him settle between her legs. "Are you going to clean me?"

    He nodded and his tongue pushed inside her. Chloe smiled and let her head fall to the pillow.

    "Fuck...you'll be doing a lot more of this if we go forward with this plan, Owen. I think I'll really enjoy it, though. There's something really hot about you licking me after I've been fucked."

    He didn't say anything. He just kept on cleaning her pussy.

    Things had changed, but probably less than Chloe had expected they would. Owen was her ex-boyfriend now, but he would still be in her life. Chad was her boyfriend and she'd start seeing a lot more of him. She'd get fucked a lot more often, too, and given how good the sex was, that was a very good thing.

    It wasn't how she'd pictured things working out, but Chloe was a happy girl nonetheless.

    The End.

  
    A Corrupting Influence - Part 1

    Patrick is a relatively vanilla guy...until he meets Elena, that is, who slowly corrupts him with the many pleasures of being with a hotwife

    It would have surprised Patrick's friends to know that he'd had sex with Elena - or that he'd fucked her, as she would have described it - mere hours after meeting her. Patrick had long since been given the label of a 'relationship guy,' and he wasn't the slightest bit perturbed by it for that's precisely what he was. He didn't do one night stands. He didn't do quickies. It never appealed to him.

    Elena changed that, though. They met at the baggage claim. She had on a blue sundress and a pair of brown leather cowboy - or cowgirl, he was never certain about the correct term - boots. She was tall and slender and her dress was shorter than he would have expected for a woman that looked to be in her mid thirties. Not scandalously so, of course, but she was showing off a bit of thigh and it was impossibly attractive.

    Elena caught him staring from a few dozen feet away. Patrick was embarrassed, but the flirtatious smile she offered made it clear she took no offense to his appreciation of her beauty.

    The smile compelled him to approach her. It was not something he usually did. He couldn't help himself, though.

    Patrick opened with an apology and introduced himself. Elena offered her name and then reached out and briefly rested her hand on his arm as she assured him that she didn't mind when a handsome man looked her way. She went on to say that she would have dressed in sweatpants and a hoodie if she wanted to completely hide herself.

    "I might have stared even if you were in sweatpants and a hoodie," he countered. "You're remarkably beautiful, Elena."

    She smiled, glanced away, and then met his gaze once more while brushing her hair behind her ear. She stepped a little closer and Patrick caught a whiff of her perfume.

    "So, are you from around here or traveling?"

    "I'm here for a conference. I'm a teacher and there's a gathering of us at the Hyatt downtown. My school district pays for teachers to attend two of these a year - they're optional - and I like to go. It's fun to get out of town for a while, to meet new people...to flirt with handsome strangers."

    Patrick felt his loins stir as Elena smiled at him and he was consumed by a sudden desire to have her. He'd never felt it so strongly. Normally he wanted to take a woman on a date, to end the date with a kiss, to go a little further on the second date and then the third and then maybe sleep together on the fourth. For some reason, though, Elena inspired a different kind of desire.

    "Can I take you out for a drink?" he asked.

    "Now?"

    "Well, after we get our bags."

    Again she smiled and again he felt that stirring of desire. "I'd love that."

    Two hours later they were naked in Elena's hotel room. Not long after that, they'd both cum and her naked body rested against his in the king size bed.

    "That was exceptional, Patrick," Elena said as she kissed his neck.

    She rested a hand on his chest and Patrick glanced at the sparkling diamond ring on her finger. It was nestled next to a wedding band and he felt a pang of guilt. He'd spotted the ring at the bar but had been unable to extract himself from his overwhelming desire for her.

    "I feel a little guilty," he said. He'd been told on many occasions that he was a little too free with expressing his feelings, but it was the only way Patrick could deal with them.

    "Guilty? Why?"

    He nodded towards the ring. "You're married. I just helped you cheat on your husband."

    Elena sat up and smiled. "No you didn't." She rolled over and grabbed her phone from the nightstand. Patrick admired the curve of her hips as the covers pulled away and felt his desire stir once more despite his recent orgasm. Elena tapped the screen a few times and handed it to him. "See? I didn't cheat."

    Patrick read a series of messages between Elena and a man named Brian, who must have been her husband. In the messages, Elena clearly laid out the fact that she'd met someone, that he was handsome and charming, and that she intended on fucking him (her words). Her husband conveyed his excitement at the notion and wished her good luck. She then promised she'd share the details and called him 'cuck,' a word Patrick was unfamiliar with.

    "I don't understand," he said. "You...your husband is okay with this?"

    "My husband's a cuckold," she replied. "He loves this. I'm going to FaceTime with him tonight. I'm going to tell him all about this. He's going to love every second of it. Instead of helping me ruin my marriage, you did my husband a favor by fucking me better than he does."

    Patrick wasn't a prude. He didn't particularly care for the term 'fucking' when lovemaking could be used, but he understood that he was a bit old fashioned in that way and he didn't object to anyone - even his sexual partners - using the term. He did find himself utterly baffled at the idea of a man enjoying the fact that his wife slept with other people, though.

    "I'm here for three days," Elena said, "and I'd like to see you again. More than once, hopefully."

    She was not the kind of woman Patrick was usually interested in. In fact, in many ways, she was the kind of woman he shied away from. "I'd like that," he replied, ignoring the part of him that was trying to warn against spending more time with Elena.

    She smiled. "And how would you feel about me sucking your dick until you're hard so you can fuck me again right now?"

    Patrick didn't get a chance to respond as he was in Elena's mouth moments later. There was still a part of him that wanted to resist her charms, that felt a little nervous about surrendering to the sexual whims of a woman far different than any he'd ever been with, but Elena had proved irresistible up to that point and Patrick couldn't begin to muster the will to resist her.

    ---

    They met up for dinner the next day. Elena wore a low cut yellow dress that was even shorter than the sundress had been. She had on a pair of four inch heels, too, and her hair looked lustrously beautiful. He realized that he'd seen her fresh off the plane the day before and that she was even more breathtaking when given the time to fully put herself together.

    "Elena...you're stunning," he said as she exited her Uber and sauntered towards him with a gentle sway in her hips.

    "Why thank you," she replied before stopping and turning from side to side so he could fully appreciate her dress. "I clean up nice, don't I?"

    "Nice doesn't begin to describe it."

    Elena surprised him with a deep kiss. Patrick wasn't sure he'd ever kissed a woman like that in public - certainly not with so much tongue - but his loins came alive in dirty thoughts filled his head.

    "I'm pretty sure the dress has had the desired effect," she said with a smile. "Unless of course you have a banana in your pocket."

    Patrick was a little embarrassed that he'd gotten so hard from just a kiss, but he offered a smile of his own. "No, not a banana."

    "Just a stiff cock, then?"

    Her ease with dirty talk made him just a little uncomfortable. He'd felt something similar as she urged him to 'fuck her harder' the night before, though his arousal had easily overcome that mild discomfort. The same thing happened standing outside the restaurant as Patrick's mind conjured an image of Elena naked and on her back in the hotel bed with her legs spread, her eyes alive with desire for his cock.

    "I want you," he said.

    "And you can have me, Patrick," she replied. "As many times as you like, however you like. First, though, you're going to take me to dinner."

    As they walked into the restaurant, Patrick thought of April, a previous girlfriend who'd also been a teacher. She'd never worn a dress like the one Elena had on, despite having the figure to pull it off. She'd never spoken like Elena, either, and though she'd seemingly enjoyed sex, it hadn't been accompanied by any sort of adventurous spirit. Patrick didn't hold any of that against April, of course, as she'd been precisely the sort of woman he was interested in. They hadn't quite clicked - personality wise, that is - which is why the relationship ended after four months, but now she stood out as the polar opposite of the teacher whose heels click quite pleasingly on the floor as they followed the hostess towards their table.

    Once their drinks had arrived - Patrick didn't often drink with dinner, but he ordered a cocktail after Elena had done so - he couldn't help but inquire further as to her husband's enjoyment of their arrangement.

    "I know we talked about this last night, but...this thing with your husband...well, I guess I'm still struggling to wrap my head around the notion that he likes that you sleep with other people."

    Elena sipped her drink as she studied his face. She set the glass on the table, licked her lips in a remarkably suggestive manner, and said, "That's an excellent cocktail."

    Patrick thought she might skip out entirely on answering his question, but she rested her arms on the table and leaned forward, flashed a bit of cleavage in what must have been a purposeful manner, and said, "Most of the guys I sleep with are well-versed in the set up my husband and I have developed. In fact, my husband is usually the one that finds guys for me. I have profiles up on a few dating apps and I make it very clear that I'm a married woman that fucks other men with her cuckold husband's permission and support. You're a little different, though. There was chemistry the moment I saw you. Desire, really. If I'm being honest, my pussy got a little bit wet when I saw you staring at me."

    It was becoming a theme that Patrick would find himself taken aback at Elena's sexual openness. He wondered if that would abate at some point or if he was just the kind of guy that would never fully wrap his head around that sense of making public - in a way, at least - what Patrick had always considered to be subject matter that should be contained to the bedroom.

    "All of which is to say that I could have explained more yesterday, though it's also true that you might never be able to wrap your head around it. The short version, though, is that some men are immensely aroused by the idea of their wives fucking other people. My husband is one of those men, and to him there's nothing hotter than the notion that my sexual needs are being satisfied by someone else. I swear, it's better than sex for him. Sometimes it's much better than sex."

    Patrick couldn't wrap his head around that idea. He couldn't begin to do so, in fact. "Wait, wait, wait..."

    Elena smiled and sat back. She looked irresistibly confident and Patrick felt an overwhelming urge to have her, to be naked with her, to be inside her. He couldn't explain it as it was more than typical desire. He'd felt that since he was a teenager. This was something else.

    "You know what, you're right. I can't wrap my head around that."

    "You don't have to, for what it's worth. All I want is for you to fuck me."

    Patrick glanced at the tables around them. He felt that same gentle discomfort at her talking like that in public. His heart was beating rather hard, though, indicating that he wasn't exactly put off. If anything, it seemed like the opposite might be true.

    The conversation veered into typical dinner conversation after that and Patrick was pleased to discover that he quite liked Elena. She was smart and witty and told charming stories about the travails of being a teacher. He particularly enjoyed her tale of sussing out that a parent had written an essay for one of her students as it had involved following clues, asking the right questions, and eventually settling on having the student write another essay instead of simply handing out a failing grade.

    "Did you drive here?" Elena asked as they walked out of the restaurant.

    "I did."

    "You can drive us to my hotel, then, and I can suck your dick while you do."

    For just a moment Patrick's knees wobbled as his loins tingled in a way they hadn't in as long as he could remember.

    She kissed his neck, moaned softly enough that only he could hear it, and whispered, "You wouldn't mind if I had you in my mouth while you drove us to my hotel, would you, Patrick?"

    He shook his head. "I think I'd like that."

    They walked to his car and he opened the passenger door for him. Elena kissed him feverishly and stroked him through his slacks. He was hard by the time she released him from her grasp.

    Elena's seat belt was buckled as he got behind the wheel. She remained buckled and in her seat as he pulled onto the road and he felt a touch of confusion. He glanced over to see her smiling at him before returning his attention to the road.

    "When was the last time you got a blowjob in the car?"

    "I can't remember, to be honest."

    She reached over and caressed his thigh. "That's a shame. I should really remedy that. I assume I can trust you to keep us on the road if I'm sucking your cock?"

    Patrick nodded and marveled at his good fortune at having met Elena the day before.

    "Let me just send a quick selfie and text to my husband. He likes it when I blow other men. He doesn't get his dick sucked."

    Elena took a selfie as Patrick pondered the notion that she was happy - eager, perhaps - to give him a blowjob in the car but that she didn't ever go down on her husband. He remained confused at the idea that Elena's husband - or any man - would be turned on by the idea of his wife blowing someone else, and yet she was taking a picture and sending a text and making it very clear that she would have someone else's cock in her mouth. If her husband wasn't turned on, Elena was the cruelest woman alive and that seemed impossible.

    Elena slipped her phone into her handbag, unbuckled her seat belt, and leaned over to free his cock. Patrick rested a hand on her back to give her room and moaned as her mouth engulfed his erection. He glanced at head bobbing up and down in his lap and thought it was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen.

    Patrick warned her when they were nearing the hotel and her head popped up from his lap. She wiped the saliva from her lips, tucked him back into his pants, and said, "I like the way your cock tastes. I like how big the head is, too, and I really like having you in my mouth, Patrick."

    He pulled into the hotel's valet stand not long after and handed his keys to the young man. Elena informed him that the car wouldn't be needed until the next morning and they rushed through the lobby and into the elevator.

    After some fierce kissing they disembarked on her floor and she took his hand as they walked down the hallway. 

    "I'm as wet as I've ever been," she said while fishing through her handbag for her key. "You'll have to fuck me multiple times tonight. I hope you're up for that."

    He was.

    They kissed and undressed each other once they were inside. The door clicked shut as Elena's dress fell to the floor and Patrick marveled at the yellow lace bra and panties she had on underneath.

    She let him admire her body for a few moments and then stepped closer and helped him out of his pants. Her fingers stroked him vigorously while their tongues entwined. Patrick loved the way she kissed. There was a hunger to it he'd never felt before and it made him feel desired.

    Elena stepped away once he was hard. She gestured towards the box of condoms on the nightstand and Patrick took off his shirt before retrieving one. After dressing his cock he saw Elena on her hands and knees in the bed. Her panties were around her ankles and her pussy glistened with desire.

    "Take me," she said.

    Patrick couldn't remember the last time he'd had sex from behind. It wasn't really in his repertoire. Missionary was his preferred position with girl on top a close second. Those were really the only positions he ever used and he'd never had a woman ask to be taken from behind.

    "Oh...I..."

    Elena smiled. "I like doggystyle, Patrick. I like it when a man takes me from behind, when he grabs my hips and fucks me hard. Hell, I like it when a man grabs my hair and fucks me hard. I like the idea of my body bringing you pleasure in a variety of forms. I also like the idea of you fucking me in a manner my husband has never been allowed to fuck me."

    Patrick wasn't sure why, but that comment spurred him into the bed. He rested a hand on Elena's ass and guided his cock between her pussy lips. He noted that she felt a little tighter than in the missionary or girl on top sex they'd had the night before and he smiled.

    "Fuck, you feel so tight," he said, mostly because he was pretty sure that Elena liked to talk a bit during sex.

    "You're bigger than my husband," she replied. "So my pussy is nice and tight for you. My pussy was made to please you, Patrick. It was made to get you off. To make you feel good. To make you cum so fucking hard."

    He filled her slowly and she moaned. He grabbed her hips, pulled out, and slowly filled her once more, watching his cock the entire time. The view was remarkable. Stunning, really, and stunningly hot.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    "I'm yours, Patrick. Fuck me as hard as you want."

    He ran a hand up her back and grasped her shoulder. Elena arched her back and Patrick began to fuck her harder. It felt good. Better than he imagined, actually. It was the same pussy as the night before, but this was different somehow. A dormant part of him had come alive and he liked it.

    "Harder," she said. "Fuck my pussy harder."

    Patrick listened. He fucked her harder. It felt even better. She was still tight. The grip her pussy had on him was incredible. Her lips clung to his shaft as he pulled out. He lost himself in the pleasure of it. He let the hidden part of him emerge. He let it flow through him.

    Then he grabbed her hair. He worked it into a makeshift ponytail and he gripped it hard. He pulled. Her head tilted back she moaned as her arms extended fully.

    "Pound me!"

    He pounded her. He pounded the married woman on her hands and knees in front of him. He pounded her like he'd never pounded a woman before.

    "Spank me!"

    Patrick brought a hand down on her ass. She yelped and moaned. He found the energy to fuck her harder. His loins tingled with pleasure. He spanked her ass again.

    "Cum for me, Patrick!"

    Somehow Elena knew he was close. He buried himself inside her. He grunted. He filled the condom with his load. He leaned forward and rested his hands on the bed. She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair. She caressed his face. She turned her head and kissed his cheek as he rested his chin against her shoulder while his body continued to shudder the pleasure of his orgasm.

    Eventually, Patrick pulled out, rolled onto his back, and spread his arms in the bed as a giddy smile spread across his face. He was certain that he felt ten years younger. A good orgasm can do that for a man, though.

    Elena cuddled with him and Patrick instinctively wrapped an arm around her.

    "Is it safe to say that you've changed your opinion on doggystyle?"

    He laughed. "You've swayed me. That was really something else, Elena. You're really something else."

    She kissed his neck and her lips lingered for a few moments before she gently nibbled his ear lobe. It was her soft moan that reminded Patrick that she hadn't cum. He turned his head and kissed her. His fingers moved between her legs. He entered her and began to rub her clit. Soon enough she came on his fingers, shuddering and moaning into his mouth.

    "Fuck...that felt really good," she said.

    "Next time you'll cum on my cock."

    "Is that an order?" she asked with a smile.

    Patrick took a moment and nodded. "Yes. Absolutely."

    "I like it when a man takes charge."

    "Does your husband take charge?"

    She shook her head. "He's not built like that. He is, however, built for being a cuckold, which means I get to enjoy being with other men and experimenting with all manner of pleasures, like showing a handsome man just how much fun it is to fuck a woman doggystyle while pulling her hair and spanking her ass."

    "That was fun."

    They kissed softly. "I'll admit that I wanted to see if you were the kind of man that would enjoy that sort of thing, as I really enjoy being fucked by that kind of man."

    "I'm glad I didn't disappoint."

    "You certainly did not."

    He deftly unhooked her bra and tossed it aside. Patrick cupped one of her breasts and they kissed as he gently worked her nipple with his fingers.

    "You make me feel so good," she whispered before kissing him again.

    "I'm going to make you feel good several times tonight," he replied with a burgeoning sense of confidence. "And tomorrow morning, too."

    "You're just what I needed, Patrick."

    ---

    "Don't take that away," Elena said as she extended her hand towards Patrick, who'd just removed his condom and was headed towards the bathroom to toss it before getting in the shower and getting ready for the day. He'd fucked Elena three times the night before and she'd woken up him with a blowjob, leading to the incredible sex they'd just had.

    "What?" he asked.

    "The condom. Give me the condom. I'm going to FaceTime with my husband while you're in the shower and I want to show him the condom. He likes seeing proof that someone else fucked me."

    Again Patrick found himself utterly confounded by Elena's husband. He wasn't about to argue with her, though. She was the expert in the field of cuckolding, after all, so he handed over the used condom and headed for the bathroom.

    "Hey, beautiful," a voice said. It was safe to assume that the voice belonged to Brian, Elena's husband. "You look so sexy."

    "Why thank you, cuck," she replied. "You look a bit sleepy. Did I wake you?"

    "You did, but I can't think of a better reason to wake up early."

    Patrick stepped into the bathroom and turned the shower on. He kept the door open, though. He probably should have given them their privacy, but he couldn't help his curiosity. As soon as he'd adjusted the water temperature, Patrick moved back to the doorway and poked his head out. He was around a corner so Elena couldn't seem him but he could still hear their conversation.

    "He fucked me three times last night, cuck. I sucked his dick twice, too."

    "Fuck, that's so hot."

    "Show me that cute little cuck cock of yours," she said.

    Patrick couldn't believe a man would enjoy being talked to like that.

    "Aww, it's adorable in its little pink cage."

    He imagined a cock locked up in a bird cage, though that seemed impossible. He made a mental note to ask Elena about it.

    "You're so drippy, cuck," she continued. "Is that because it turns you on that your wife has given herself to another man on her trip? Do you like that I found someone I really like, that I really connect with, that really knows how to make me feel good in a way you don't?"

    "Fuck...Elena...yes. I love that. You know I love that. Can I masturbate?"

    "No, cuck. You have to wait until I get home. Then I'll make you cum, though not until you've tended to my body and my pussy. Remember, a cuck has to work for his orgasms. You don't just get them. You're not like the men that fuck me."

    Patrick was both fascinated and dumbfounded by the conversation he was listening to. He still couldn't begin to wrap his head around the dynamic between Elena and her husband, though by all accounts it was a dynamic that worked wonders for them and thus Patrick refrained from any sort of judgment, especially since he'd already garnered such incredible benefits from Elena's eagerness to cuckold her husband.

    "I wish I was there," Brian said. "I wish I could watch. I wish I could tend to your swollen pussy."

    Patrick suddenly felt as if he was invading their privacy, so he backed into the bathroom and got in the shower. He wondered if Elena actually let her husband watch or if that was just a fantasy they played out. He was certain he'd never be able to fuck a woman while someone else watched. The notion of it made him deeply uncomfortable and thus the reality of it seemed utterly impossible.

    While he was in the midst of soaping up his body, Elena appeared in the bathroom. "Mind if I join you?"

    Patrick opened the glass door and stepped aside. Elena entered, took the bar of soap from him, and rubbed it vigorously until her hands were covered in foam. She set the bar aside and cleaned his cock and balls as they kissed.

    "My husband asked me to thank you," she said.

    "Really?"

    Elena nodded. "He's always very grateful to the men that satisfy me. He likes to express his gratitude and today that means saying thanks."

    "Well, next time you talk to him, tell him that it's been my pleasure to...to satisfy his wife."

    She smiled and Patrick noticed his cock growing in her hand. "He also said that I should suck your dick in the shower. Would you mind if I did that?"

    He shook his head and Elena turned him towards the water.

    "Let's get all the soap off first." She washed his dick while they kissed. He grew thanks to the erotic pleasures of having her tongue in his mouth. He thought of her husband expressing his gratitude. It was beyond strange, and yet also strangely appealing. Part of Patrick still couldn't believe it, but he'd heard their conversation. Elena's husband liked that she was fucking someone else on her trip.

    "You're hard again," she noted.

    "You're irresistible, and I don't think I've ever gotten a blowjob in the shower. I have to admit, I'm excited."

    She turned him until the water was hitting his back and they kissed as she stood on her toes and pressed her body against his. Her breasts felt wondrous against his chest and his cock slid between her thighs. The top of the shaft rested against her pussy lips and Patrick entertained a brief fantasy of fucking her in the shower. The reality of that would likely be a pain - shower sex wasn't that much fun, in his experience - but the fantasy was nice.

    "I want to hear you tell me to suck your cock," she whispered.

    "What?"

    Elena looked up at him and smiled. "Say it."

    He felt a sudden surge of desire. "Suck my cock, Elena."

    She sank to her knees and his dick throbbed. She took him in her mouth and Patrick knew that it wouldn't be long before he came.

    "I want to cum in your mouth," he said. "And I want you to swallow."

    She responded with a moan and then took him deeper. Patrick wasn't going to last long. Something about the situation had him massively aroused and he was hit with a brief, gentle sense of regret that Elena was only going to be in town for a handful of days. Patrick pushed that side, though, and enjoyed the incredible blowjob unfolding in the shower.

    Soon enough he was cumming in her mouth as Elena provided him with yet another blissful orgasm. She swallowed, too, and did so with a smile.

    She was unlike any woman he'd ever been with and Patrick wanted more. So much more.

  
    A Corrupting Influence - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    Patrick couldn't have a relationship with Elena. Not a real one, at least. She was married and she'd been quite clear she had no intention of leaving her husband. In fact, she'd reiterated a handful of times that she was deeply in love with him.

    Despite her having no reason to lie about that fact, Patrick couldn't fully wrap his head around the idea that Elena could love her husband so deeply while she slept with other people. She'd explained the concept of hotwifing to him numerous times. She'd explained that Brian got off on his wife having sex with other men, that it actually provided him with a far greater level of sexual pleasure than a more typical sexual relationship would.

    Patrick bristled when Elena described him as 'vanilla' with regards to his approach to sex. She'd done so when he inquired for the third time as to Brian's enjoyment of being cuckolded, as Elena called it. She hadn't bothered trying to explain it again. She'd simply said that it was hard for someone into 'vanilla' sex to understand it, that Patrick might not ever understand it, and that he didn't need to understand it to enjoy being with her. Soon after they fucked again, so she was clearly right on the last part.

    Later that day Patrick drove her to the airport. She gave him a blowjob on the ride and swallowed his cum just a few minutes before he pulled into the departures section to drop her off.

    "Something to remember me by," she said with a smile before kissing him on the cheek. Patrick got her suitcase out of the trunk and they shared a hug and a quick kiss before she hurried off as the security guard shooed Patrick back into his car.

    At first Patrick figured that his weekend with Elena would be codified into a beautiful memory, that the pleasure he'd experienced with her might fuel his occasional masturbatory fantasies over the next few weeks and then he'd move on and try and begin a real relationship with someone local.

    He knew she'd be on his mind constantly. Of course she would. He'd had more sex over the course of the weekend than in the previous four months combined. The body and brain don't simply forget that kind of pleasure. It comes up over and over.

    Elena had left him with a pair of her panties. They were worn but not messy. She'd sprayed them with a dash of her perfume and though the gift had made Patrick a touch uncomfortable, he'd found himself gently inhaling her scent just a few hours after he'd dropped her at the airport. Soon after Patrick was masturbating as he thought of the sex they'd had, of the blowjobs she'd given him, of the way she'd sat on his face once, of washing her lean body in the shower, of the many incredible orgasms she'd given him.

    Patrick resolved not to masturbate to her again. It felt weird to pleasure himself to thoughts of another man's wife. His resolve lasted all of 24 hours. He found Elena on Instagram and perused her feed. He skipped over the pictures of her and her family and concentrated on the shots of her modeling new dresses or a killer new swimsuit. He admired her confidence and fearlessness. He thought of how she'd smiled at him so many times over the weekend, of how good it had felt when she'd smiled at him, when he'd made her laugh. He thought of how good it felt when she kissed him, when her tongue moved so eagerly into his mouth, when her fingers lowered his zipper and she freed his cock.

    He masturbated staring at a picture of her in a white once piece swimsuit. He came while thinking about her riding him in that swimsuit. He came hard, too. Really fucking hard. Again Patrick resolved not to masturbate to her again. It was foolish to indulge in pleasure related to a woman he literally couldn't have.

    Elena messaged him the next night. "I can't stop thinking about you."

    Patrick stared at the message as a dozen responses ran through his head. "Same," was all he said. Then, a few moments later he added, "It feels weird to think so much about a married woman."

    "I'm married to a cuck," she replied. "If I called him into the bedroom and told him to eat my pussy while I thought about you, Brian would happily do so. He'd get so turned on that he'd beg for an orgasm after giving me one while I thought about your cock inside me."

    Patrick knew he would fail yet again to refrain from masturbating to thoughts of Elena. He was already too turned on to avoid claiming an orgasm.

    "Don't think of me as a married woman," she added. "Think of me as a hotwife. I know you don't entirely understand, but a hotwife has her husband's permission to play, to indulge in her desires for other men, to indulge in relationships - of a sort - with other men."

    Patrick read the word 'relationships' over and over. Was Elena saying that she'd be open to that with him? They lived far enough apart that a flight would always be required to see each other and the relationship could never be what Patrick had always thought he desired, but in the moment all he really wanted was to see her again.

    "Does that mean I can see you again?" he texted.

    Elena sent a picture. She was on her back in her bed. She was wearing a red bra and panty set with 'Victoria's Secret' emblazoned across the waistband and the bra straps. She'd hidden her nose and eyes and for a moment Patrick was disappointed, but he quickly corrected himself. Elena barely knew him, after all, and sending pictures of her face was a risky endeavor.

    "You look so sexy," he messaged.

    "How do you feel about phone sex?"

    He smiled and then felt a wave of nervousness wash over him. It took a moment, but Patrick quickly identified a fear that he'd disappoint her with a lack of skill in the art of dirty talk, which was at the heart of phone sex.

    "I don't know that I'd be any good at it," he replied, choosing honesty over false bravado. "I'd like to try sometime, though."

    "How about right now?"

    Patrick dialed her number.

    "Hey there," she said in a remarkably sultry tone that pulled him back to her hotel room, to her crawling on top of him, to her guiding his cock into her pussy before telling him how good it felt.

    "It's good to hear your voice," he replied. "It's only been a few days, but it brings back memories. Good memories."

    "Yeah? Which ones?"

    He closed his eyes and lowered his underwear. His fingers encircled his cock. "I'm thinking about you kissing my neck and moaning as you stroked my cock on our second night. Your fingers felt so soft around me."

    "Around your stiff, beautiful cock," she interjected.

    He moaned a little. "You kissed my neck and whispered about how badly you wanted me to fuck you, about how you wanted it hard, about how you wanted me to pound your tight pussy."

    Elena moaned and Patrick heard...well, wetness. She must have been masturbating.

    "You sound wet," he said softly.

    "I'm soaked, Patrick. Soaked for you."

    "Is your...is your husband there?"

    "No. He'd like to be, but I wouldn't let him in the bedroom. I made him go do the dishes. I wanted privacy."

    Patrick's head spun at the notion that Elena could simply issue orders to her husband and he would follow them. It felt like an entirely different world from the one he existed in.

    "And he just...he just does what you say?"

    "Of course he does. He knows that I control his pleasure, so if he doesn't do as I desire, he doesn't get to cum."

    Patrick felt an urge to say something negative about Brian, to express his confusion about any man that would willingly surrender control of his orgasms to his wife. He restrained himself, though, as he knew that Elena would be annoyed - and perhaps angry - with him for his lack of kindness.

    "You don't need to understand him, Patrick," Elena said, correctly reading Patrick's silence as confusion. "Just think about me. Think about my lips around your cock. Think about me serving that beautiful dick of yours, about me sucking and stroking you as I look up at you, about the lust in my eyes as I think about you cumming in my mouth, as I think about swallowing your load."

    "Oh, fuck, Elena..."

    "Mmm, that feels good, doesn't it?"

    "It really does."

    Patrick listened to her masturbate and he stroked his stiff cock a little faster.

    "I don't suck my husband's cock," she said in a soft, erotic tone. "He doesn't deserve to get his cock sucked. You do, though. You deserve to see me on my knees for you, Patrick. You deserve to get your cock sucked by a beautiful woman."

    He couldn't deny the thrill of a married woman expressing her desire to suck his cock over her husband's. Patrick still felt a bit strange about it and there was absolutely a sense of guilt swirling through him, but the lust easily overpowered any unpleasant feelings.

    "I want you to suck my cock, Elena," he said. "Fuck...I want you to wear something sexy and then suck my cock until I've cum in your mouth."

    "Mmm...Patrick...should I swallow for you?"

    He was close. "You should. You should always swallow my cum."

    "Because that's what a good cocksucker does, right?"

    Patrick had an orgasm. Outside of Elena, he'd never heard a woman talk like that and it was astoundingly hot. Absent anything to catch his cum, he made a mess as it flew all over, but in the moment Patrick didn't care in the slightest. It was pure pleasure to have an orgasm while thinking about a beautiful woman sucking his dick and swallowing his cum.

    Thankfully, Elena came with him, at least based on her moans. She wasn't talking anymore, either, and Patrick took that as a sign that she was just as lost in her pleasure as he'd been.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "It was amazing."

    "So you like phone sex?"

    "When it's with you, yes."

    "We should try FaceTiming. I'd like to see your cock as you stroke it and I'd be more than happy to show you my pussy so you can fantasize about fucking it."

    He smiled at the notion that they'd talk again. "I'd like that."

    There was silence from her end of the line for a few seconds.

    "I'd also like to see you again," he said.

    "Yeah?"

    "Yes. I know it means a flight and time away from your family so I might be asking too much, but I'd really like to see you again."

    "I'd like to see you too. I think I can get away in a few weeks. Are your weekends free for the rest of the month?"

    "Absolutely."

    "Well, I had fun, Patrick. I'm looking forward to talking again and I hope it's okay if I text you occasionally."

    "That would be great."

    "We'll talk soon. Bye."

    "Bye."

    Patrick tossed his phone onto the bed, closed his eyes, and smiled. He was covered in cum - and his sheets were, too, so he'd have to do laundry - but he was blissfully happy.

    There was no future in a relationship with Elena, but Patrick reasoned that there was nothing wrong with having fun with a beautiful and willing woman, so that's what he was going to do. He'd always been someone that dated with an eye towards the future, but he could be someone that dated with an eye focused firmly on having fun. At the very least he was going to try to be someone that could do that.

    ---

    "I almost masturbated on the flight," Elena announced as her fingers moved over Patrick's thigh. She was nowhere near his cock but she'd managed to get him hard from the anticipatory delight of what would follow once they reached her hotel.

    "Really?"

    "I got so wet just thinking about being with you. Three weeks of dirty texts, phone sex, and FaceTiming has left me desperate for the pleasure you provide, Patrick. It's left me desperate to make you feel good, too, to do more than simply tell you how I'd make you feel good. I want to make you cum so badly."

    Patrick couldn't wipe the smile off his face. He felt like the luckiest man in the world to have found a woman like Elena.

    Once they reached a red light she unbuckled her seat belt, leaned over, and kissed him deeply. Their tongues danced until someone laid on their horn and then she laughed and moved back to her seat.

    "Why a different hotel?" he asked.

    "I wanted a place with a soaking tub. I love a good bath and it's hard to truly enjoy it at home. There are often lots of interruptions. At a hotel, though, I can stay in the bath as long as I want. Plus, the pool is better at the Hilton."

    Patrick thought of Elena in the swimsuit from her Instagram feed. He thought of swimming with her, of rushing up to her room, of fucking her in the swimsuit like he'd done in his masturbatory fantasy.

    "Will I get to see you in a swimsuit?" he asked.

    "Of course you will. I brought three, actually. Two bikinis and a one piece."

    He tried not to think of Elena as his girlfriend. It wasn't easy, though. He liked her. They'd talked a lot over the past three weeks. She was smart and funny and they really got along. It wasn't just a sexual thing. He had no idea if she liked him in the same way, but she'd flown in for the weekend and had made it clear she wanted to spend as much time with him as possible so it seemed like she must have liked him a little bit.

    "I brought lingerie, too. My husband helped pick it out. That's one of his favorite things, actually."

    "Yeah?"

    "I try it all on for him. I model it for him. I remind him that he doesn't get to enjoy my body in lingerie, that other men get to enjoy that privilege, men that fuck me better than he does."

    Patrick felt the gentle stroking of his ego and he smiled. It still felt wrong - on some level, at least - to find pleasure in the fact that he was about to have sex with a married woman, but he liked that he was apparently better than her husband.

    "Do I really fuck you better than he does?" he asked.

    "You do. Brian is a wonderful husband in almost every way. He is not, however, especially good in bed. I'm not even sure I could pinpoint his shortcomings. All I know is that the sex is better with the men I fuck outside of my marriage. Not always, of course, and when the sex isn't good I don't see the guy again because there'd be no point. With you, though...well, the sex is exceptional. You are light years better than my cuck husband when it comes to fucking me, Patrick."

    Patrick could have screamed at himself not to surrender to his ego's desire to feel superior to Brian and it wouldn't have mattered. He suspected that it was okay to feel superior, though. In fact, that might have been the point, though Patrick didn't understand cuckolding well enough to know if that was the case.

    "I like that I'm better than him...in bed, at least."

    She caressed his thigh. "I do too. For what it's worth, I also like you, Patrick. It's not just that you fuck me better. No offense, but better sex isn't really worth a plane flight. Someone I like, though? That makes it worth the extra effort."

    Patrick suddenly felt like he was floating. He tried not to fully surrender to it - he couldn't have a real relationship, after all - but there was no point. He was under the influence of things out of his control - hormones raging through his body, really - and so he surrendered.

    "I like you too," he said. "A lot."

    Soon enough they were at her hotel. They did a quick tour of the pool area - which was lovely - and then stepped into the elevator. They kissed as the car lurched to life and he couldn't keep his hands off her ass. She moaned into her mouth as he squeezed her backside, though, and his dick got hard and pressed into her.

    "I can't decide if I want to suck you off for the first time or have you pound my pussy," Elena said right before the doors slid open.

    "Maybe it shouldn't be your decision," he replied.

    She smiled and he remembered how she'd mentioned that she likes it when a man takes charge.

    He put his arm around her as they walked to her room. He grabbed her ass about halfway there and kissed the back of her neck as she unlocked the door. They kissed once inside and he lifted her dress over her head. His hands moved over the delicate material of her bra she moaned while loosening his belt and unbuttoning his pants.

    "Wait," he said before stepping back.

    "What's wrong?"

    Patrick smiled. "I want to see you in lingerie. Change into one of the sets you brought. I'll be waiting in the bed."

    Her excitement was obvious. She rushed over and kissed him deeply. "As you wish," she said softly before grabbing her suitcase and wheeling it into the bathroom.

    Patrick watched her go and then turned to explore the room. There wasn't a great deal to see, though the high floor offered an impressive view. Otherwise there was a bed, a desk, an armchair in the corner, and a sizable TV.

    He debated closing the curtains, but extra light was a good thing, so Patrick stripped, crawled into the bed, and stroked himself as he waited for Elena to emerge in the lingerie she and her husband had selected for her trip.

    Upon seeing her in the bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set, Patrick's first thought was that Elena had excellent taste. His second thought was that her lean body was ideal for lingerie. His third thought was that he desperately wanted to fuck her.

    "Spin around for me," he said.

    She did so with a smile, showing off her utterly flawless ass framed by the garter belt.

    "Bend over."

    She rested her hands on the desk and shook her ass a little.

    "Play with your pussy."

    Patrick had never uttered commands like that to a woman, but he felt emboldened in that moment and he quite liked how it made him feel to say something and watch her do it.

    "Are you wet, Elena?"

    "Soaked. For you. For your cock."

    "Come and take me in your mouth."

    She stood, turned around, and crawled into the bed. Her gaze was fixed on his as she moved between his legs and ran her fingers up his thighs. Her smile brightened for just a moment and then she took him in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck, Elena...suck my cock. Show me how badly you want to make me feel good."

    She nearly swallowed the whole of his cock and then set it free from her mouth and stroked him. The sounds of wetness filled the hotel room as she said, "I like this side of you."

    "Yeah?"

    Elena nodded. "I want to make you feel good, Patrick. I want you to do as you please with me."

    He got the sense that it was about more than making him feel good, that him taking charge actually turned her on. That made him want to do it more.

    "Get a condom," he instructed. A longer blowjob would have been nice, but Patrick was desperate to fuck her. He'd spent the past three weeks dreaming of her pussy and the pleasure it had offered him. There would be plenty of time to cum in her mouth. He was already imagining a long, slow blowjob as he enjoyed a cup of coffee in the morning.

    Elena retrieved a condom from her suitcase and hastily tore it open. She rolled it down his cock and he smiled at her expertise and wondered how many different cocks had been treated to the same protective procedure before venturing inside her. Surprisingly, he wasn't the slightest bit put off by the notion of her having a great deal of sexual experience.

    "Ride me," he said.

    She straddled him, pulled her thong aside, and took his cock inside her.

    "You look so fucking hot in this lingerie," Patrick noted as his hands moved over her stocking-clad thighs, caressed the garter belt, and cupped her tits in the delicate and impossibly soft-feeling bra.

    "My husband thought you'd like it," she replied. "He really wanted me to look good for you, Patrick. He wanted you to be overcome with desire when you saw me. He knows that I need to get fucked by men like you, that I can only find true sexual satisfaction with other men."

    "Find your satisfaction, Elena. Ride me until you cum."

    "With pleasure."

    She rested her hands on his chest and rocked her hips back and forth. Patrick marveled at how wet she was - he could hear it as she rocked back and forth - and he enjoyed the pleasure on her face as Elena closed her eyes, tilted her head back a little, and worked herself up into a frenzy.

    Her first orgasm arrived quickly, proving that she was just as turned on as she'd said. She came hard, too, with her thighs trembling wildly while Patrick watched the pleasure dance across her face.

    Elena collapsed on top of him and her lips found his. She was clearly still in the mood, though, as her tongue did wondrous things inside his mouth while he grabbed her ass and slowly moved his cock in and out of her.

    "I want you from behind," he said. "Get on your hands and knees."

    She moaned, lifted her hips, and moved to her hands and knees. Patrick got behind her and thought of how she'd said that she likes it when a man pulls her hair as he's fucking her. He ran his fingers up her back and through her hair. He grabbed a fistful of it and pulled back gently while guiding his cock inside her.

    "Take me," she said.

    Patrick did just that. He fucked the beautiful married woman hard and fast. He spanked her ass a bit, too, and found surprising pleasure in it. He liked surrendering to the part of him that came alive in that particular position, that wanted to be in control, that wanted to fuck her with great power and speed, that was encouraged by her moans to harder in pursuit of his orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    Elena looked back at him and smiled. Patrick saw a deep sense of satisfaction on her face, one that rivaled how she'd looked while cumming. It seemed that she found immense pleasure in giving him an orgasm, a fact that made his climax even more thrilling.

    He pulled out afterwards and rolled onto his back. Elena cuddled next to him and grasped his cock to remove the condom.

    "Wait," he said.

    "What's wrong?"

    "Would your husband like it if you...would a picture of the condom still on me make him happy?"

    She smiled brightly. "You'd let me do that?"

    He nodded.

    "Yes, my cuck would love to see a picture of the cock that had just been inside me, especially since the cum is so visible. He really likes proof that my pussy made another man feel good."

    It was Elena's enthusiasm for teasing her husband - or pleasing him, perhaps - that Patrick enjoyed. He didn't understand the dynamics of their relationship, but he didn't have to.

    "Then please take a picture," he said.

    She grabbed her phone and snapped a few shots of his still-hard cock with his load resting at the tip.

    "He's going to love those," she said. "Thank you, Patrick."

    Elena rested her head on his chest and he ran his fingers through her hair as he said, "It's my pleasure. I mean, obviously."

    She caressed his thighs and he marveled at how good her touch felt, at how good being close to her felt. He cautioned himself against enjoying her company too much, but there was little point in it as he couldn't resist surrendering to the beautiful post-orgasmic feelings that enveloped him.

    "You're welcome to say no, of course, but how would you feel about me making an audio recording to send to my cuck?"

    "Of what?"

    She lifted her head and rested her chin on his chest. "Of you fucking me. Audio only. He likes to listen. I like to make him listen. He's not allowed to masturbate as he listens. It's a way to tease him, to keep him aroused so he doesn't get sullen while I'm gone. Plus, I like to play the audio for him when I get home. I'll stroke his cock and tell him how much better you are than him."

    Though he was a little uncomfortable with the idea of being recorded, Patrick couldn't resist the delight his ego felt at being the better man, sexually speaking at least. There was something strangely arousing at the idea of her jerking off her husband while they both listened to Patrick fuck her.

    "I'd be okay with that," he said. "That sounds kind of hot, actually."

    She kissed him softly and cupped his balls. He was far from being ready to fuck her again, but Elena's touch was electric, especially with her tongue slowly dancing in his mouth.

    "I'm going to go take a quick mirror selfie of my post-fuck look," she said. "My cuck loves that kind of thing."

    She took the condom from his now-soft cock and headed for the bathroom. Patrick smiled as he tried to wrap his brain around the idea that Elena was, in fact, an exceptionally good wife. After all, she was thinking of her husband while in bed with another man. She was thinking of how to make her husband feel good, of how to tend to his needs while she was simultaneously tending to another man's needs. He knew nothing of the other areas of their marriage, but he was fairly certain that her husband was an exceptionally lucky man to be married to someone that put in so much effort. That also meant that her husband likely put in a great deal of effort in other areas of the marriage.

    Perhaps Elena and her cuckold were, in a strange way, a perfect couple that Patrick could learn from, at least in terms of the effort required to craft and maintain a happy long term marriage.

    At the very least he would keep in mind that Elena was driven to make her husband happy - and to keep him aroused - and Patrick would try to help with that in any way he could.

    "Any chance you brought a swimsuit with you?" Elena asked as she emerged from the bathroom.

    "I didn't, but I'm pretty sure I saw some in the shop in the lobby. I could just buy one."

    She smiled. "Good. Let's go swimming, then. Maybe we'll get some food poolside. Then we can fuck again."

    "This is going to be the best weekend ever," he said.

    Elena crawled on top of him, smiled, and kissed him before saying, "Hopefully it's just the first of many incredible weekends with me."

    Patrick wanted more than anything for that to be the case.

  
    A Corrupting Influence - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Patrick's phone buzzed in his pocket and he hurried to pull it free. He looked at the picture Elena had sent and his loins stirred. She was wearing a leopard print bodysuit with spaghetti straps and a pair of lace top stockings. Her body was turned a little to the side and one knee was slightly bent. It was, without question, the sexiest picture a woman had ever sent him.

    "What do you think?" she asked.

    "You look so hot. I feel like not all women can pull off leopard print, but you definitely can. It looks amazing."

    She sent another picture. This time her back was facing the camera. Her hands were pressed against the white wall of what he assumed was her bedroom. She'd stuck out her ass a little. It was a hotter picture than the first.

    "Even hotter," he texted.

    "What would you do with me if I wore this for you?"

    They'd seen each other in person twice - spending a few days together each time - but they'd texted and talked dozens of times by that point and Patrick had developed a certain understanding of what Elena liked, what she craved. Though he still didn't fully grasp the ins and outs of a hotwife and cuckold relationship, Patrick understood that Elena's husband was not a take charge man, that he preferred to be told what to do, which meant that Elena craved that kind of take charge man when she stepped outside her marriage.

    "I'd make you dance for me," he texted. "I'd want to see your body move in that lingerie. I'd want to see your hands moving over the leopard print and those sexy stockings. I'd want to see you try and arouse me without being able to touch me."

    A few minutes passed and then a video came through. Elena danced in her lingerie. She ran her hands over her body. She did so without showing her face - Patrick understood that she didn't know him well enough to trust that what she sent him wouldn't end up online - and she managed to arouse him in the same manner he imagined would have happened if they were in person. He also noted that the camera was moving a bit, which meant that her husband was filming, a notion that Patrick liked. He'd gotten more and more used to the idea that Elena's husband found pleasure in his wife's desire for another man, that he actually wanted to help Elena have a relationship with someone else, that he got off on it.

    Though he wasn't big on taking selfies or naughty pictures, Patrick snapped an image of the bulge in his pants. He texted it to her. "You got me hard," he said. "Is your husband filming?"

    "He is," she replied. "He's a good cuck. He wants to help me arouse the man that can actually fuck my pussy the way it needs to be fucked."

    Patrick still had moments of discomfort when he read a text like that. Then he thought of how he didn't want to be as vanilla as Elena had described him as being on their last in-person weekend. He wanted to be more adventurous, to be the kind of man that could be with someone as sexually adventurous as Elena.

    "Maybe he could hold back your hair while you suck my cock," Patrick messaged.

    "Fuck...that makes me wet, baby," she replied.

    Patrick was growing increasingly comfortable with talking and texting like that. He'd had a few moments where he took control during their last weekend together and he'd found it more satisfying than expected, at least in part because Elena had thoroughly enjoyed it.

    "You could grab my hair while I suck your cock, too," she added. "You can take control like that if you want. You can put me on my knees, slide your dick into my mouth, and fuck my face for your pleasure. I like being able to make you feel good like that, Patrick. You fuck me so good that you deserve to enjoy that kind of thing with me."

    He rubbed himself through his jeans as he read the text and then read it again. A video came through from Elena. Patrick played it. It was a close up on her lips, which looked glossier than they'd been in the pictures, like she'd applied something. Elena rubbed her fingers over her lips and said, "I want you to use my mouth, Patrick. I want you to slide your big dick into my mouth and fuck my face."

    Her fingers disappeared into her mouth. She closed her lips around them. She moaned while sucking. She moved her fingers in and out. Patrick unzipped his pants as he watched. His dick throbbed. He really liked the close up view and the clarity of the sound that it provided.

    "You're so hot, Elena," he texted. "I wish you were here. I wish you were in my bed right now. I wish I could watch your lips move up and down my cock. I wish I could tell you to straddle me, to take me inside you, to ride me until you'd satisfied me."

    A picture of her pussy - with the bodysuit pulled aside - came in. Her fingers were spreading her labia. She was wet.

    "I want you," he texted.

    "I want you too."

    Another picture came in. It was a selfie with the camera held above her head, though of course her face wasn't in it. There was a man on his knees, though. Patrick could only see the top of his head, but he knew it was Elena's husband. His mouth was sealed against her pussy.

    "He wants to fuck me too," she texted. "He doesn't get to fuck me though. He's not worthy of my pussy. Not when I have a man like you to satisfy me, Patrick. You're better than my cuck hubby so he'll have to make do with eating my pussy and jerking off while I tell him how much better you are."

    Patrick gripped his cock and masturbated to her text. He smiled at the thought of Elena's husband being denied the right to fuck her. He liked the sense that he was better than Brian, that he really did fuck Elena better.

    "Can I take you on a weekend trip?" he asked. "Maybe rent a nice house somewhere beautiful and relatively close by so it's not a long flight? Or maybe somewhere close enough to you that I could fly and you could drive?"

    "That would be amazing, Patrick. You could fly here. I could pick you up. We could spend the weekend having blissful sex with my hubby just a few hours away spending every moment of his day thinking about another man's cock in his wife's mouth or pussy."

    "Can we talk?" he asked. "Can we have phone sex while your husband goes down on you?"

    His phone rang a minute later.

    "Hey."

    "Hey, baby," she said in a sultry voice. A moan followed. "Sorry, but my cuck was already eating my pussy after that picture and he's still going. He likes that I bought this lingerie for you. He could barely keep his hands off of me. He was so happy when I told him I was going to send you a selfie of him eating my pussy."

    "You look so fucking hot in that lingerie. Will you wear that the next time we see each other?"

    "I bought it for you, Patrick. Of course I'll wear it. I'll spend the whole weekend in it if you want."

    He moaned. "That would be fun. You wearing lingerie all weekend long."

    "Trying to arouse you, to tempt you into putting me on my knees to fuck my mouth or bending me over to fuck my pussy. Trying to drain your balls completely, to leave you spent by the time the weekend is over, to leave you feeling like I'm the hottest woman you've ever been with, like no one has ever come close to satisfying you the way I do."

    He stroked his cock a little faster. "That's already true, Elena. You're one in a million. I can't resist you. I think about you all the time. I jerk off to you all the time."

    "Yeah? What do you think about when you jerk off, Patrick? What's your favorite way to cum with me?"

    He smiled. "Last night I thought about fucking you from behind, about grabbing a handful of your hair and pounding your pussy from behind. I thought about the way your ass jiggles a little with every thrust into you from behind. I thought about the way you moan when I pull your hair. I thought about the way you beg me to fuck you harder in that position, about how badly you want to make me cum when I'm inside you in doggystyle."

    "Fuck...Patrick...I love making you cum. I love satisfying you. I love that my pussy makes you feel so good. I love that you've fucked me more in the past few months than my cuck husband has. I love that he's not allowed inside me anymore because your dick feels so much better than his does!"

    "Elena, I'm cumming," he cried out.

    They came together, at least as far as Patrick could tell. Her orgasm was loud and beautiful and he thought he heard the sound of her husband licking her pussy with great vigor.

    "Fuck..thank you for that, Elena," he said. "You're incredible. You really are. No woman has ever made me cum as hard as you do."

    "You hear that, cucky? I make him cum hard. I make him feel good. I take care of my man even when we're not together."

    Patrick felt a sense of delight move through him at the idea of being Elena's man, even if he understood that their relationship couldn't ever be everything he wanted it to be.

    "He's a lucky man," Brian said. "So am I."

    "Yes, you are, cucky. You get to worship my pussy while I have phone sex with the man that fucks me so good. You should be grateful I let you make me cum instead of banishing you to the floor while I use a toy."

    "I am. I'm grateful."

    Patrick was enraptured by the conversation. It was as if he'd been accidentally invited into the most intimate part of their lives, though he knew Elena had done so purposefully.

    "Patrick, baby, were you serious about renting a house near me?" she asked.

    "Absolutely. I'll do it tonight if that's okay with you. When's your next free weekend?"

    "The weekend after next works for me. So, ten days from now?"

    He smiled brightly. "I'll book a house and send you the info. I'll book a flight, too. I can't wait to see you. Oh, and maybe you but a few new pieces of lingerie. Make sure you have a bikini, too, as I'm booking a place with a hot tub at the very least."

    "Mmm, I like the way you think. I'll have cucky take me shopping for new lingerie and a bikini. I'll make sure I look good for you, baby. I'll make sure I'm the hottest woman you've ever had the pleasure of fucking whenever and however you want."

    His body tingled with excitement. "I can't wait."

    "We'll talk soon," she said.

    "One more thing before we go."

    "Sure."

    "Your cuck, after something like what he just did, does he get to orgasm?"

    "Not always. He's a better cuck when he's horny, so I don't let him cum all that often."

    Patrick couldn't begin to understand why a man would enjoy having his orgasms controlled, but he was long past judging Elena's husband in any way.

    "Do you think I should let him cum?" she asked.

    "No, I don't," he replied.

    "Why is that?"

    "He should be insanely horny by the time you're leaving to meet me next weekend."

    "You're saying I shouldn't let him cum until I get back from our weekend retreat?"

    Patrick smiled. "Yes, that's what I'm saying. No orgasms for your cuck until I'm done having my way with you."

    "What do you think about that, cuck?" Elena asked. "Can you go another...well, almost two weeks without an orgasm?"

    "I don't want to."

    She laughed. "What you want doesn't really matter though, does it? I think I'm going to give Patrick what he wants. After all, he fucks me the way I need to be fucked, and a man like that deserves certain considerations from his woman."

    "May I rub your feet?" Brian asked.

    "Yes you may, cuck. Rub away."

    Patrick listened to Elena's satisfied moan as her cuckold husband rubbed her feet after accepting his denial.

    "Thank you for this, Patrick," she said. "I had an exquisite orgasm and I'm going to spend the next week and a half soaking wet as I wait to see you again. I'm going to make you feel so many good things when I see you, though."

    "You're going to take care of your man?" he asked.

    "Mmm, that's right. I always take care of my man because he takes care of me."

    It was such a small thing - and perhaps a bit silly - but Patrick quite liked the idea of being 'her man.' It made him all the more eager to see her, to be naked with her, to satisfy her desires for the kind of sex her husband seemingly couldn't give her.

    "I'll see you soon, Elena," he said. "And I'll send you the info on the rental and my flight as soon as everything's booked."

    "I'll see you soon, Patrick."

    ---

    Patrick saw Elena standing at the bottom of the escalator at the baggage claim, right where she said she'd be. She wore a pleated black pleather skirt that reached no further than mid thigh, a pair of heels, and a soft white sweater that fell from one shoulder, exposing a bra strap. Her long hair was pulled to one side - the side with the bare shoulder - and she had on a lovely dark shade of lipstick that instantly made him want to kiss her.

    The kiss happened the moment he stepped off the escalator. It included an open mouth and a great deal of tongue. Patrick was tempted to lift her skirt and grab her ass right there in the airport, but he kept himself in check.

    "Did you check a bag?" she asked.

    He shook his head and Elena took his hand and led him out into the warm air. They walked hand-in-hand to the parking garage and into the elevator that would take them to the top floor. They kissed again and this time Patrick lifted her skirt and grabbed her ass as his cock got hard as a rock.

    "I missed you," he said.

    "I know. I can feel it."

    The elevator doors opened and she took his hand and stepped out into the sun and towards what he assumed was her car.

    "Would you be willing to drive?" she asked.

    "Of course."

    Elena smiled brightly. "Good. I want to suck your dick on the drive up. After all, I said I would take care of my man and it doesn't seem fair to make you wait the two and a half hours it will take to get to the house."

    "You're incredible."

    "I know. So are you. The house you rented, Patrick, it's breathtaking. It's so big. It's so beautiful. The views are stunning. The hot tub. The pool. You really went all out."

    "You deserve it," he replied.

    She pulled a key fob from her handbag. The trunk of a dark blue sedan opened. He tossed his bag inside. They kissed once more, this time in a long and luxurious manner. He grabbed her ass first but then his fingers found their way into her pussy as her tongue mingled with his.

    His fingers were still inside her as she whispered, "I've been wet all week for you, Patrick. I'm yours this weekend. My pussy is yours this weekend. You can have it as many times as you want it."

    "I'm going to want it an awful lot," he replied.

    That seemed to delight her as Elena smiled and kissed him with such depth it caught Patrick off guard. "Let's get on the road," she said. "I need your cock in my mouth."

    Patrick walked to the passenger side and opened the door for her, eliciting a smile. Elena sat and spread her legs, flashing her skimpy panties as her skirt rode up. He rushed to the driver's side and got behind the wheel. He wound his way out of the parking garage, paid the nominal fee for the car's brief stay, and followed the Google Maps directions to the highway, which is when Elena leaned over and unzipped his pants.

    She unbuckled her seat belt and her lips found his neck as she stroked him. "I love sucking your dick, Patrick. I don't know why, but I get the feeling that you've never been with a woman that truly loved having your cock in her mouth."

    "Not before you," he said.

    "Maybe that's why I like giving you head as much as I do. I know that you deserve to get your cock sucked by a beautiful, talented, passionate woman and I know that you've never had that before, Patrick. I get to open your eyes to the joy of being with a woman that appreciates you for the kind of man you are."

    Her head moved to his lap. He felt the warmth and wetness of her mouth around his cock. He felt that initial surge of intense pleasure as she sucked. He moaned, though he kept both hands on the wheel and his eyes focused on the road.

    Five minutes later, Patrick had a stunning orgasm in Elena's mouth. He slowed the car a bit to prevent an accident and climaxed hard while she had her lips sealed tight around his cock. She moaned quite a bit, too, and then sat up and swallowed audibly, no doubt to remind him that she did, in fact, take care of her man exactly as she'd said she would, right down to swallowing his seed like every man wants a woman to do.

    "Fucking hell, Elena," he said. "That was stunning."

    She gave him a kiss on the cheek and moved back to her seat. Patrick ventured a glance and saw a delighted smile on her face.

    "Your husband deserves a text, doesn't he?" he suggested.

    "What a good idea."

    She busied herself telling her cuck husband that she'd just given a blowjob in the car and Patrick tried to put himself in Brian's head. What would it be like to be intensely aroused by the idea of your wife giving a car blowjob to another man? What would it be like to be thoroughly aroused by the fact that she'd made someone else cum in her mouth, that she'd swallowed that cum? Patrick couldn't wrap his head around it, though he noted that the general sense of bafflement he'd felt when he first met Elena had faded.

    "Are you still wet?" he asked.

    "Wetter," she replied.

    "Then maybe you should shoot a video of me fingering your pussy," he said. "Maybe you should tell your husband who your pussy belongs to this weekend while I finger you."

    "Well, well, look who's getting into the spirit of things," Elena said with absolute delight in her voice.

    Patrick kept his eyes on the road as he reached over and grasped her knee. His fingers then danced up her thigh until he found her panties. "Take these off."

    She slipped them off and tossed them onto the dash. She then held up her phone and seemingly began filming. "Hey cuck. I thought you might like to know that my panties are already off."

    Patrick slipped a finger into her soaking wet pussy and Elena moaned.

    "Patrick's already inside me, too."

    He glanced over to see her move the phone down to film a good view of her pussy. Patrick slid a second and then a third finger inside her.

    "My pussy is so wet for him, cuck. I've been soaked all week, but sucking his cock and swallowing his cum has me drenched. Can you hear it, cucky?"

    Patrick fingered her harder and deeper. Then, with a rush of delight moving through him, he asked, "Who owns your pussy this weekend?"

    "Fuck," Elena said softly. "You own my pussy, baby. It's yours to do with as you please. So is my mouth."

    Patrick took that as a sign to pull his fingers from her pussy and hold them up. He glanced over to see Elena filming herself as she leaned in to take his fingers into her mouth and suck them clean.

    "I'm going to make good use of your wife's tight pussy and talented mouth this weekend, cuck," he said. "I'm going to make her cum like she's never cum before and she's going to do the same for me while you sit at home."

    His fingers left her mouth and Patrick returned them to her pussy. He found her clit and rubbed it vigorously with his thumb. She moaned and he looked over right as she lifted her sweater and began to play with her tits while filming everything for her husband.

    "I know you love to watch me cum, cuck, but not today. I'll send you a recording of him fucking me later, though, and you can listen while your little dick throbs. For now, though, I'm cutting this video off and then I'm going to cum all over his fingers while you fantasize about me and another man."

    She set her phone down. Patrick worked her pussy with even greater vigor.

    "Cum for me, Elena," he said. "Cum for me."

    Not long after, she filled the car with her intense moans with one hand gripping his arm and the other the firmly gripping the handle above her head. "Oh, fuck!" she cried out.

    Patrick felt her pussy get wetter around his fingers as the muscles spasmed. He heard her heavy breathing amidst her moans and he felt a sense of pride at having played his part in giving her an exceptional orgasm.

    After pulling his fingers free, he wiped them on his pants and grabbed the steering wheel with both hands.

    "This is going to be an incredible weekend," Elena said between breaths. "And thank you for the orgasm. That was unexpected."

    "I do like to take care of my woman," he said.

    She reached over and squeezed his thigh. "How would you feel about calling me your girlfriend?" she asked. "I mean, I know it's not the real thing, but I've started calling you my boyfriend when I mention you to Brian."

    "I'd love to call you my girlfriend," he said.

    "It's decided then. I'm your girlfriend. You're my boyfriend. Long distance. Complicated, of course, but a hell of a lot of fun, which makes the complications worth it, right?"

    "Without question."

    Yes, it was complicated, but the sex with Elena was better - by several measures - than any he'd ever had, and that was well worth the complications.

  
    A Creampie for Christmas

    “I wanted to get you something perfect this year,” Julia said as she grabbed a flawlessly-wrapped gift from under the tree and joined Kenneth on the floor by the fire. “I think I might have succeeded.”

    She handed him the gift and Kenneth loosened the shiny red bow and carefully tore open the paper. Inside he found a rectangular box of the sort you get when shopping at a department store. He lifted the top and found a pretty red babydoll with fuzzy white trim. He lifted it from the box and held it up.

    “Do you like it?” Julia asked.

    Kenneth nodded. “It’s going to look amazing on you.”

    “You really think so?” Julia asked.

    Kenneth smiled at his wife. “I do. Are you…are you going to wear it for me?”

    Julia crawled closer, softly kissed Kenneth’s neck, and whispered, “I’m going to do so much more than wear it for you, sweetie. Don’t worry. That lovely little piece lingerie is just a part of your gift.”

    “Really?” Kenneth asked as a sudden sense of excitement filled his body.

    Julia’s lips found their way to his and she offered a deeply erotic kiss that lured Kenneth into a potent state of arousal. “I told you, I found the perfect gift for you, and the lingerie is just the start. Now let me go change into this naughty little Christmas outfit so I can give you the rest of your gift.”

    Julia took the babydoll and the box it came in from Kenneth, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and left the living room. He watched her go as he mulled over what else his gift could include. The lingerie implied sex, but Julia also implied that she was giving him something more than sex. What could that possibly be, though? Kenneth hadn’t received many blowjobs in recent years and he wondered if she was planning on rewarding him with the skillful oral sex Julia used to offer far more frequently. If it wasn’t that, what on earth could she be planning? Did she have another woman hidden in the bedroom and they were both going to come out dressed as naughty Christmas beauties eager to please him?

    A knock on the door pulled Kenneth from his lusty revelry. He figured it was a neighbor delivering a plate of Christmas cookies or something similar – the same thing had happened last year – so Kenneth was surprised to see his friend Finn standing on the porch.

    “Finn?” he asked. “What are you doing here? Is everything okay?”

    “Yeah,” Finn replied with a smile. “Julia asked me to come over.”

    Kenneth stood stone still in the doorway as frigid air blew into the house, quickly leaving him chilled as he failed to comprehend why his wife would invite their friend to the house on Christmas Day.

    “It’s freezing out here, man,” Finn said as he rubbed his hands together. “Would it be okay if I came inside?”

    Kenneth thought of his wife changing into the lingerie she’d bought him. Finn being in the house didn’t mix well with what Kenneth suspected would be happening in just a few minutes, but Finn had said that Julia invited him over, which left Kenneth deeply confused.

    “Kenneth, sweetie, you’re not going to leave our guest to freeze on the porch, are you?” Julia asked.

    Kenneth spun around to see Julia standing at the edge of the living room in the semi-sheer red babydoll, red stockings, and a pair of strappy black high heels that made her legs look fabulously long and sexy. Kenneth was so taken by how beautiful she looked that he momentarily forgot that their friend was standing on the porch and enjoying the same view of a lingerie-clad Julia.

    “Julia, what are you doing?” Kenneth asked when he finally snapped out of his lingerie-induced erotic haze.

    Julia smiled and her gaze focused on Finn as she slowly approached the front door. “I told you, sweetie. I wanted to get you the perfect Christmas gift this year. It just so happens that giving you the perfect gift means enlisting a little bit of help.”

    Kenneth watched Julia step into the doorway and offer a hand to Finn. He took it and she pulled him into the house and helped him out of his coat as they stared into each other’s eyes.

    “It’s good to see you again,” Finn said. “I’ve missed you.”

    Julia smiled and let his coat fall to the floor as she reached up and caressed Finn’s face in a remarkably intimate manner. “I’ve missed you too,” she said softly.

    Finn reached out and pulled her closer until Julia’s lingerie-clad body was pressed against him. She tilted her head and they kissed as one of Finn’s hands moved to her ass while the other slipped under the soft chiffon of her babydoll and caressed her lower back.

    Julia’s body remained pressed tightly against Finn’s as the kiss ended and she turned to Kenneth. “Do you understand?” she asked while both of Finn’s hands found their way to her ass and squeezed it tightly.

    Kenneth nodded.

    Julia spun around in Finn’s grasp and he kissed her neck as his hands moved over the soft chiffon of the babydoll until he found her breasts. “I looked online first,” she said. “I had such trouble meeting a man that seemed right, though. So many weren’t serious and just wanted to see my pictures. Some just wanted me to talk dirty so they could jerk off. Some were quite a bit smaller than they claimed to be. Then, a few months ago, I ran into Finn at a Starbucks.”

    “A few months ago?” Kenneth asked.

    Julia closed her eyes and moaned as Finn pushed a hand into her sheer red panties. “I’d met him before, of course, but we’d never really spent any time together, not until that day. It turns out we’re a very good match. He was flirty that day and I couldn’t help but play along. At first it was just going to be a bit of harmless fun, but then I thought that you might really like it if your friend was the one that fucked me while you watched.”

    Kenneth’s knees wobbled as a deep kind of pleasure hit him like a thunderclap at his wife actually giving voice to her intention to make his fantasy come true by cuckolding him.

    Julia smiled. “It was nice to see that I was right about that.”

    Finn gently turned Julia’s head and their lips met as he worked her pussy with his seemingly skilled fingers. She moaned into his mouth and he ran his other hand under her babydoll to take one of her perky breasts in his hand. She moaned again and pressed her ass into his crotch before gently moving her hips from side to side.

    “Have you…have you done this before?” Kenneth asked. They seemed to possess an innate understanding of how to pleasure each other, making it hard for Kenneth to believe they hadn’t already cuckolded him.

    “Of course we have, sweetie,” Julia said as Finn pulled his hand from her panties.

    Finn looked at Kenneth and held his fingers up. Julia leaned forward and took them into her mouth, sucking her juices off of them as she too looked at Kenneth.

    “Your wife is the sexiest woman I’ve ever met,” Finn said. “The sex is the best I’ve ever had, too.” He smiled and pushed his fingers deeper into Julia’s mouth. She took them without hesitation and closed her eyes as she sucked like she was fellating a cock she desperately wanted to make feel good.

    As his fingers fell from her mouth, Julia stepped away from Finn and approached Kenneth. She reached down to grasp the bulge that had formed in his pants and said, “I wanted to make sure the chemistry was good, so I invited Finn to fuck me for the first time on Thanksgiving weekend. It was good, Kenneth. It was really, really good. It was so good that I’ve let Finn have me at least a dozen times since.”

    Kenneth’s pulse raced as Julia shared that she’d already cuckolded him countless times. When she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock he unleashed a loud, involuntary moan at the intensity of the pleasure that coursed through him.

    “Your Christmas gift is the chance to watch Finn fuck me,” Julia said softly. “I’m going to take him to our bedroom and let him have his way with me. I’m going to take his beautiful cock inside me. I’m going to cum all over it, multiple times if our previous encounters are any indicator. I want you watch all of it, Kenneth. Would you enjoy that? Would that be the perfect Christmas gift?”

    “Yes,” Kenneth said breathlessly.

    Julia stepped back, took Finn’s hand, and led him away. Kenneth watched them go for a few moments before hustling to keep up. He entered the bedroom to find them kissing as Julia unbuttoned his shirt and removed his pants. It seemed that she was eager to experience the pleasure she’d been enjoying behind Kenneth’s back for nearly a month. He knew her infidelity should have annoyed him, but he couldn’t find the anger. Instead, he felt pure lust as Julia had made the fantasy he’d shared years ago come true.

    “I’ve missed this,” Julia said as she took Finn’s cock in her hand and stroked him slowly.

    “I’ve missed you,” Finn replied. “I’ve missed everything about you, Julia.”

    “Have you missed the way I suck your cock?” she asked.

    Finn smiled. “I have.”

    Julia slowly sank to her knees in front of Finn. She pressed her lips against the head of his cock and offered a long, lingering kiss with her fingers wrapped around the base.

    “Kenneth, come closer,” Julia said. “Come watch me suck your friend’s cock.” Kenneth stepped closer and she added, “On your knees, sweetie. The view is so much better from down here.”

    Kenneth dropped to his knees just a few feet from his wife and watched as she wrapped her lips around Finn’s cock and gave him a slow, sensual blowjob. She was right, the view was much better from his knees. He could see every little detail, from how tightly Julia wrapped her lips around the thick shaft to the way her tongue moved over the head to the way she played with Finn’s balls to add just a little extra pleasure.

    “Does this turn you on, sweetie?” Julia asked as Kenneth watched her fingers move up and down Finn’s spit-soaked shaft. “Is this everything you fantasized about?”

    Kenneth looked at his wife and nodded. Her lips glistened with saliva and with his friend’s cock in her hand she looked impossibly sexy. Acting on impulse, Kenneth leaned closer and kissed his wife. Julia let out a surprised moan before parting her lips and offering her tongue. Kenneth welcomed it into his mouth and reached down to stroke his impossibly stiff cock as he indulged in the fantasy of kissing his wife mere moments after she’d blown another man.

    “Mmm, that was nice,” Julia said.

    “Yes, it was,” Kenneth replied with a smile.

    Julia turned to Finn’s cock and took him in her mouth once more. She sucked with even greater vigor and Finn’s moans filled the bedroom. He put a hand on the back of Julia’s head and urged her to take more of his length. She did so without much struggle, gagging just once before deepthroating him for a few moments.

    “Wow,” Kenneth said.

    “She’s gotten better at it,” Finn replied. “The first time I fucked her I told her how much I loved it when a woman deepthroated my cock and she made a point of learning how to do it.”

    Kenneth watched Julia deepthroat Finn once more and fell deeper into the lust that enveloped him.

    “I told you, it’s the best sex I’ve ever had,” Finn noted.

    Julia pulled off of the cock in her mouth, turned to Kenneth, and kissed him again. Her saliva flowed into his mouth along with her tongue and Kenneth happily swallowed, knowing full well that he was tasting his friend’s cock in the process.

    “I want you inside me,” Julia said as she turned her attention to Finn once more. “I need you inside me.”

    Finn helped Julia to her feet and they crawled into the bed together. Kenneth remained on his knees and crawled closer to get a better look.

    Julia rolled onto her back, took her panties off, and spread her legs. Finn moved between them and they kissed as she grabbed hold of his cock and guided him between her pussy lips. She moaned as he filled her slowly.

    It wasn’t until Finn was halfway inside her that Kenneth realized he wasn’t wearing a condom. “Wait,” he said. “Julia, you’re not using protection.”

    She turned to Kenneth and smiled. “No, I’m not. That’s the final part of your present. Finn’s going to cum inside me and you’re going to clean up his mess. That’s what you fantasize about, isn’t it? That’s what you crave more than anything else, right?”

    Kenneth couldn’t believe she remembered the details of his fantasy so clearly. He’d shared them years ago but she never mentioned it so he figured she’d simply put it out of her mind. “Yes, that’s what I want.”

    “I know, sweetie,” she said as Finn began to slide in and out of her. “I know it’s what you want. I know it’s what you crave. That’s why, after Finn cums inside me, I’m going to welcome you between my legs. I’m going to let you clean his cum out of me. I’m going to let you live out your fantasy. Just make sure that you don’t cum before then, okay?”

    “Of course,” Kenneth replied.

    Julia smiled, blew him a kiss, and turned her attention to Finn. “You feel so good inside me,” she said.

    Finn fucked her a little faster and they kissed. Julia’s hands moved down his back and she grasped his ass as if she wanted to pull him even deeper inside her body.

    “You’re so deep,” she said. “Fuck, you’re so deep inside me, Finn.”

    Kenneth resisted the urge to masturbate as his wife made it perfectly clear that Finn reached places inside her that he didn’t. That played into his fantasy, of course, and he suspected she knew that. Kenneth had shared that he loved the idea of Julia being with someone bigger and better, at least in that he made her cum harder than Kenneth could.

    After a few minutes, Kenneth crawled towards the foot of the bed and admired an entirely different view of his cuckolding. He’d enjoyed watching the pleasure on his wife’s face, but it was astonishing to see Finn’s cock actually moving in and out of her body. He watched her pussy open up for another man and witnessed her body’s acceptance – and desire for – Finn’s cock. He could hear the wetness of her pussy, too, and he knew she was utterly soaked for the man she’d been fucking for the past month.

    “Finn…I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Julia cried out after a thorough fucking.

    Kenneth watched his wife’s pussy spasm around Finn’s cock, which continued to move in and out of her at an impressive pace. He saw her toes curl and her thighs tremble a little as the pleasure seemed to move through her in waves.

    “Cum inside me,” Julia said not long after her climax. “Please, Finn, cum inside me.”

    Kenneth wondered if Finn had been cumming inside Julia from the first time they’d fucked. Had Julia come home with another man’s load inside her on a dozen occasions? The idea struck Kenneth as impossibly arousing.

    “Yes, yes, yes, cum inside me!” Julia exclaimed as Finn buried his cock inside her. His balls leapt and the base of his shaft pulsed, signifying that he was indeed giving Julia what she craved, and what Kenneth craved.

    They kissed while Finn’s cock remained deep inside her. Julia’s hands moved over his body and she said something, though her voice was too soft for Kenneth to hear it.

    When Finn pulled out, Kenneth stared between his wife’s legs at her gaping pussy and the thick white cream that rushed towards the opening and threatened to leak out of her. The view was more beautiful than he’d fantasized it would be. It was utterly perfect, just as Julia had planned.

    “It’s time to claim your present,” Julia said softly. “It’s time to clean Finn’s mess from my pussy, sweetie.”

    Kenneth stood and crawled into the bed as Finn exited and headed for the bathroom.

    “Go ahead,” Julia said. “Lie between my legs. Put your tongue inside me. Clean his delicious cum out of me.”

    Kenneth looked up at her and asked, “Delicious?”

    She smiled. “I’ve been fucking Finn for a month. I’ve given him a handful of blowjobs, too, and you know I wouldn’t be so rude as to spit out his cum. I swallowed for him, sweetie, so I know his cum is delicious. Now you get to experience it too.”

    Kenneth dropped to his stomach and studied his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy for a moment. It struck him as the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. He kissed her plump, slippery pussy lips and she moaned quietly, encouraging him to plunge his tongue inside her and claim his present.

    Kenneth closed his eyes and did exactly that. He pushed his tongue between his wife’s slippery pussy lips and bathed his taste buds in Finn’s cum. He wouldn’t have described it as delicious, but it wasn’t unpleasant. The taste didn’t matter, though. What mattered was the intense thrill of cleaning another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy. It was the culmination of years of fantasizing about being cuckolded and it was so much better than Kenneth had imagined.

    “That’s it, sweetie,” Julia said. “Clean my pussy. Clean Finn’s mess out of me. Clean his delicious cum.”

    Kenneth scooped up his friend’s cum from Julia’s pussy and swallowed. He swallowed another man’s cum and his cock throbbed so hard it hurt. That surging desire led to Kenneth pushing his tongue even deeper into Julia’s pussy as he probed for as much cum as he could find. He lost himself in the joy of finally being a cuckold and in the love emanating from his wife as she’d gleefully leapt into making his fantasy a reality, including the naughtiest part of that fantasy.

    “Oh, Kenneth, that feels good,” Julia said. “Play with my clit. Clean his cum out of me and play with my clit. Make me cum while you eat his load, sweetie. Make me cum.”

    Kenneth reached up to rub her clit with his thumb and buried his tongue even deeper inside her. He saw Julia play with her breasts through her sexy Christmas lingerie and when she arched her back and unleashed a wild moan, Kenneth knew her arousal was real. He was actually going to make her cum as she ate another man’s load from her pussy. Every bit of his cuckold fantasy was coming true.

    “Kenneth, sweetie, I’m cumming!” Julia cried out a minute later. Once again her thighs trembled, and much to Kenneth’s delight, more of Finn’s cum poured from her pussy. He scooped it up and swallowed, finishing the task of cleaning his friend’s creampie.

    “That was incredible,” Kenneth said.

    Julia looked down at him and smiled. “Did you enjoy your present?”

    He nodded. “You were right. You found the perfect present, Julia.”

    “You know, Finn is always good for another round,” she said. “I’d love to fuck him again if you’d enjoy cleaning another creampie before I make you cum.”

    “Really?” Kenneth asked.

    Julia sat up and nodded. “It’s selfish, of course. I love fucking Finn. He makes me cum so hard, and if having sex with him again will make you feel good, then everyone wins, don’t you think?”

    “I do,” Kenneth said.

    Julia kissed him. They shared the taste of Finn’s cum as their lips remained locked tightly while their tongues danced.

    “Would you mind getting us two glasses of water?” Julia asked. “Finn and I will need a little time to recover before we go again.”

    “Of course,” Kenneth said as he backed out of the bed.

    Finn emerged from the bathroom, crawled into the bed, and cuddled up with Julia in a manner that suggested they’d done it countless times before. Kenneth admired them for a few moments – the soft kisses they shared struck him as exceptionally arousing – and then left to retrieve two glasses of water from the kitchen.

    He was still riding high on his fantasy having come true and he was thrilled that Julia was going to extend it and offer him yet another dose of cum cleaning pleasure before the night was over. It was shaping up to be the best Christmas ever.

  
    A Cuckold Can - and Should - Make His Wife Cum

    Yes, it’s true that once your wife discovers great sex with another man wielding a bigger, better cock she might find fucking you a little disappointing. That’s okay. You can still use your tongue.

    It’s exceedingly rare to find a woman that doesn’t enjoy oral sex. A tongue on her clit is almost universally appealing, especially if the man going down on her knows what he’s doing.

    As an eager cuckold you’re probably already quite good at worshiping her pussy, aren’t you?

    Most cuckolds grow to love going down on their wives because they know that it’s the one way in which they can absolutely bring her pleasure. Chances are good that fucking her always leaves her a little disappointed. That’s not the case when the cuckold goes down on his wife. He knows he can make her moan. He knows he can make her pussy feel good.

    Over time, a good cuckold becomes intimately familiar with the ways in which he can make oral sex with his wife incredibly pleasurable. Maybe her nipples are extra sensitive. Maybe she likes having her ass squeezed as he eats her out. Maybe she likes a finger or two rubbing her g-spot while he goes down on her.

    Soon, the cuckold becomes a master of oral sex. He takes pride in being good at going down on his wife. He begins to like it even more than fucking her. Putting his cock inside her makes him feel good, but it rarely satisfies her. Going down on her always makes her cum, and soon the cuckold begins to find immense satisfaction in that.

    It’s not long before he’s eager to go down on his wife every day, if not multiple times a day. He wants her to cum constantly. He cares more about her orgasms than his own.

    When she fucks another man, he reclaims her with his mouth. He eagerly goes down on her whether she has cum dripping out of her or not. He just wants to lick her clit and taste her pussy.

    The more he makes her cum with his mouth, the more the cuckold’s wife appreciates him. The more orgasms he gives her, the more orgasms she wants from him. Soon they’re both thrilled with the arrangement. His cock throbs as he goes down on her, but he knows it’s not necessary for him to orgasm. Making her cum feels even better.

  
    A Cuckold Christmas - Part 1

    Let's celebrate Christmas with a naughty 12 part story. Haley treats her husband Shawn to the 12 Days of Cuckold Christmas, offering him a naughty gift each day as she makes his fantasy come to life in the sexiest way imaginable. Over the next two weeks (or so) I'll publish the rest of the story. I hope you enjoy it! Use this link to follow along as I post the each part.

    
      
    

    Shawn arrived home from work at 5:30 exactly, just as he did every Monday thru Friday. He turned off the house alarm, hung his keys on the hook by the door, and headed for the kitchen where he would grab a piece of fruit to stave off his encroaching hunger before going for a thirty minute jog. It was the same work day routine he’d stuck to for the better portion of five years and it always helped him relax from what was inevitably a stressful day on the job.

    This day was different though. Sitting in the exact spot where Shawn usually left his briefcase was a red envelope with small, sparkly silver snowflakes on it. It said, “Merry Christmas” in Haley’s handwriting.

    Shawn smiled at he picked up the envelope and pulled out a note from his wife. It was handwritten on thick paper and said: “Go to your office. There’s a Christmas surprise waiting for you.” He thought it was a little strange to offer a Christmas surprise on December 14th, but he did as the note suggested, momentarily forgetting about his snack and jog.

    With an anticipatory smile on his face Shawn made his way down the hall to the den they’d converted to his office. He saw a red post-it on the computer screen. Haley had left another note, this time in sparkly silver ink: “Check your email. I sent you something I think you’re going to like.”

    Shawn sat and turned on the computer. He felt genuinely excited. His wife had unlocked a sense of youthful Christmas delight. He couldn’t even fathom what sort of surprise she might have cooked up that could be discovered via his email.

    Shawn opened his Gmail account and saw an email from Haley. The subject line read: “A Christmas surprise.” He clicked the email and saw just one line of linked text. It read: “Click here for a truly unexpected (and hopefully delightful) surprise.” Underneath it was a second, unlinked line that read: “Password: Christmas”

    As he clicked the link, Shawn felt a rush of nerves. He had no idea what was waiting for him, which is why he was genuinely shocked when the link took him to a password-protected xHamster video. Shawn entered the password and clicked the play button.

    Haley stood in front of the camera in a sheer red baby doll, a red thong, and red fishnet stockings. She was in their bedroom. Shawn couldn’t believe his eyes. His wife had always been a little wild in bed, but she’d never done this kind of thing before.

    “Hey honey!” Haley said to the camera. “I wanted to do something really special for you this Christmas and I came up with something I think you’re really going to like.” Haley sat on the edge of the bed as she spoke and spread her legs. She pulled the baby doll up over her red panties, revealing a wet spot in the fabric that pressed against her crotch.

    Haley pushed a hand into her panties and rubbed her clit as she continued. “I’m sorry if this comes as a surprise, but I know about your fantasy,” she said.

    Shawn experienced a moment of panic. He knew what Haley was talking about. He harbored only one fantasy that he hadn’t told her about.

    “I know you want to be my cuckold. I’ve known for a long time. You’re not as good about covering your tracks as you think you are,” she said with a big smile on her face.

    Shawn relaxed. Some wives would have been angry at discovering a dirty little secret like that. Haley seemed to be hugely turned on, judging by the wet spot in her underwear and the way she was masturbating.

    “I’m not angry, in case you’re wondering,” Haley said as she continued to masturbate. “Though I bet you guessed that already.” She smiled at the camera. “The only reason I didn’t say anything earlier is that I wanted to surprise you. I was trying to think of a good way to do it. I’m pretty sure you’re going to like what I came up with.”

    Haley pulled her hand out of her panties and walked closer to the camera. She leaned forward, showing off her C cup breasts in the red baby doll.

    “I call it the 12 Day of Cuckold Christmas. What do you think? Not bad, right? Today is December 14th and every day from now until the 25th you’re going to enjoy a naughty cuckold surprise of some kind.”

    Shawn could feel his heart pounding in his chest as he watched his lingerie-clad wife explain the Christmas gift she’d come up with for him. He couldn’t believe his ears.

    “So, I have to confess something before we get started,” Haley said as she climbed into the bed. She laid on her side with her legs spread, giving Shawn a beautiful view of her body. “You’re already a cuckold. You’ve been one for a month.”

    Shawn’s cock stiffened at her confession. Most men would have been enraged, but he wasn’t. He couldn’t be. His wife had just told him she’d already made his fantasy come true. To be angry would have been foolish.

    “I decided in early November that I was going to cuckold you for your Christmas gift. I hope you don’t mind that I got started before telling you,” she said with a naughty smile. “To be honest, I wanted to make sure I had enough time to find someone worthy. Once I found him I couldn’t wait. Plus, I think you’ll see that it’s going to be hotter for you this way.”

    Again Haley pushed a hand into her panties and began to play with her pussy. “Your first gift, my sweet cuckold husband, is to watch me get fucked right here in our bedroom.”

    Shawn was stunned. Was his wife really going to star in a sex tape made just for him?

    “If you haven’t already, I want you to take your cock out, Shawn. I want you to masturbate while you watch me fuck another man in our bed. You can cum, but only when I give you permission. If you feel yourself getting close, you need to stop masturbating and wait. I don’t want you cumming until he and I are finished,” Haley said before stepping out of the room for a few moments.

    When she returned there was a tall, handsome, muscular man wearing only a pair of briefs behind her. “Shawn, this is Drew. This is the man that’s been fucking your wife for a month now. This is the man that’s been helping me cuckold you. This is also the man that’s given me the most incredible orgasms of my life.”

    Haley’s comment caught Shawn off guard, yet it was exactly what he wanted to hear. It was what he’d fantasized about her saying so many times. He got his first taste of the push and pull of being a cuckold and it made his cock stiff.

    Shawn watched his wife caress Drew’s cock through his briefs. He watched the bulge grow larger as his Haley kissed another man in their bedroom. He listened to his wife’s moans as Drew’s strong hands moved over her body.

    Shawn’s heart pounded harder when Haley fell to her knees in front of Drew and pulled down his briefs. A big cock sprang free. Shawn looked down at his dick, comparing it to the other man’s. There’s no question he was smaller.

    Haley, as if anticipating what her husband would do when Drew’s cock appeared, said, “Of course he’s bigger, honey. If I’m going to do this, I’m going to do it right. Plus, that’s what you want, right? You want your wife fucking someone with a much bigger cock than yours, right? You want me experiencing something you can’t offer, right?” Haley smiled into the camera as she stroked Drew’s cock. “He definitely gives me what you can’t, Shawn,” she said.

    Shawn watched his wife stroke and lick her lover’s big cock while looking up at him. She wrapped her lips around the thick head and Drew moaned. Shawn knew what her mouth felt like. He knew exactly the kind of sexual pleasure Drew was experiencing in that moment. 

    He had his first flash of jealousy as he watched Haley give an incredible blowjob to another man. He wondered if she was enjoying it more and if she’d still want to give him blowjobs. It made him stiffer. He moaned as the sensations of pleasure built in his loins.

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me, Shawn? Do you want to witness your cuckolding?” Haley asked as Drew’s cock popped out of her mouth. She looked into the camera and said, “Do you want to see this big cock stretch your wife’s pussy?”

    Shawn nodded furiously in his office. He stroked his stiff cock and stared at the screen as his wife ran her tongue over Drew’s balls, something she hadn’t done for him in years.

    Haley stood and moved to her back in bed. The position of the camera gave Shawn a perfect view of her pussy. Her arousal was obvious as Drew pulled off her panties and revealed the shiny slickness of her labia.

    Haley took her bull’s enormously thick cock in her hand and pulled him between her legs. “Fuck me,” she said while guiding him inside her.

    With one long, slow thrust Drew filled Haley’s pussy. Shawn had to stop stroking or he would have cum. For years he’d fantasized about being Haley’s cuckold and it was happening in front of him. He felt pure, unadulterated bliss as his lingerie-clad wife had sex with someone else while he watched.

    “Oh fuck!” Haley said. “Your cock feels so fucking good inside me. Fill me. Fuck me. Fuck me, Drew,” she urged him.

    Shawn was hypnotized by the beauty of his cuckolding. Drew fucked his wife slowly at first, picking up the pace as she opened up around the thickness of his cock. It wasn’t long before he’d found his rhythm and had seemingly taken Haley to a place of perfect sexual pleasure.

    Shawn turned up the volume. He wanted his wife’s moans of pleasure to fill the house. He’d never heard her make noises like that when he’d fucked her. She moaned in rhythm to the thrusts of Drew’s big cock. Her hands moved over his back and down to his ass. Her legs closed around him and then spread open. It seemed as though she was completely lost in getting fucked by another man, as if she’d temporarily forgotten about the camera filming a hardcore show for her husband.

    “Oh God, I love your cock,” Haley said as she wrapped her legs tightly around Drew. “Give it to me.”

    Shawn knew his wife well enough to tell she was close to cumming. He slowly stroked his cock as another man pushed Haley over the edge and into what seemed to be a powerful climax.

    “Oh fuck!” she screamed. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” She was loud enough that the neighbors could have heard.

    Drew pulled out when Haley’s legs finally relaxed after the waves of orgasmic pleasure had spread through her body. She slipped off the bed and brought her bull’s cock towards the camera. It was slick with her juices and there were little bits of white cream it had picked up from inside her.

    Haley looked into the camera as she said, “I love this cock, Shawn. As you just saw, it makes me cum harder than you do. It fills me in a way no man ever has.” She stroked Drew as she talked to her husband. “I need this cock, Shawn. I hope you’re enjoying this video because I don’t know if I can give up this cock.”

    Shawn watched his wife take Drew’s cock into her mouth and quickly swallow most of it. She sucked vigorously and with lusty determination in her eyes. When his dick slipped from between her lips Haley looked at the camera and said, “Do you want to see him cum in my mouth, Shawn? Do you want me to be a slutty little pornstar for him and open wide so he can feed me his cum?”

    Haley took her bull’s cock back into her mouth and wrapped both hands around his shaft. Shawn noted that Drew was big enough that the head of his dick could be in her mouth and she could still fit both hands around him. For a few moments he marveled at the man’s exceptional size.

    When Drew groaned Haley held the tip of his cock in her mouth and looked up at him. Shawn could tell another man was cumming on his wife’s tongue. He was astounded at the sight. It was a cuckold dream coming true right in front of him.

    When Drew finished he pulled his cock away and Haley once again turned to the camera. She opened her mouth and Shawn saw a thick load of sticky cum. She closed her lips and swallowed it all.

    “You can cum now, honey. Let your load loose. Cum while you think about Drew’s big cock pounding my pussy. Cum while you think about him emptying his balls into my mouth. Do you like that I swallowed for him? Can you remember the last time I did that for you? Cum for me, honey,” Haley urged him.

    Shawn did as he was told. He stroked his cock furiously and groaned as he unleashed an irresistibly powerful orgasm. His body shook with pleasure as he ejaculated. He caught the cum in a handful of tissues as his wife spoke once again.

    “I hope you enjoyed the first day of cuckold Christmas, honey. I’ll be home a little after eight. Can you guess what I’ll be doing until then?” she asked.

    Shawn figured she was fucking Drew as he was watching a video of her getting fucked. He couldn’t wait for her to get home.

    
      

    

    As she’d promised, Haley arrived home just after eight o’clock. She looked beautiful in a soft white sweater and a pair of tight jeans with high-heeled leather boots. She greeted Shawn with a joyful smile and a long, passionate kiss as her body pressed tightly against his.

    Shawn felt a wild sort of passion as he kissed his wife. It was akin to the kind of sexual energy they shared when they first got together. It was irresistible.

    Haley’s eyes were wild with desire when Shawn finally released her from his grip. “I guess it’s safe to say you liked your present,” she said.

    “Yes,” Shawn said as he ran his hands over his wife’s lithe body.

    “I was just with him, you know,” Haley said as she suggestively bit her lower lip.

    “I know,” Shawn said.

    “Do you want to be a good cuckold and taste my pussy after my bull has been inside me?” she asked.

    “God yes,” he replied.

    Haley took Shawn’s hand and led him to the bedroom. She pulled him on top of her and offered another eager kiss. “Take my pants off,” she said.

    Shawn quickly pulled off her pants and the astoundingly sexy leather boots, leaving only her black lace panties on. He could see they were damp with the evidence of her liaison with Drew.

    Haley pulled them aside as Shawn took his place between her legs. Her pussy lips were pink and slippery. There was no doubt she’d been fucked recently.

    “Taste him, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said. “Taste Drew’s cum.”

    For years Shawn had fantasized about this very thing. He’d masturbated hundreds of times to the idea of tasting another man’s cum in her pussy. He knew most of Drew’s seed had leaked out of her by that point, but his cock throbbed nonetheless.

    Shawn licked his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy and lust surged through his body as he tasted a mixture of Drew’s cum and Haley’s familiar juices on his tongue. She moaned and pulled on Shawn’s hair to bring him closer.

    “Get used to this, honey. You’re going to be doing it a lot more often. You’re going to be a good cuckold for me, aren’t you?” she said through a loud moan.

    Shawn couldn’t answer. He was too busy licking his wife’s slick, messy, delicious pussy to say anything. He was too busy embracing being her cuckold husband. He couldn’t wait to experience what she had prepared for the next 11 days of cuckold Christmas.

  A Cuckold Christmas - Part 2
Use this link to access previous parts of the story.
Shawn woke up the next morning with a giddy smile on his face. After he’d cleaned his wife’s pussy the night before, Haley had given him a cuckold orgasm. She’d skillfully stroked his cock while telling him all the dirty details of her encounter with Drew. He came hard and soon after fell into a deep sleep with his wife in his arms.
The smell of coffee brought Shawn out of his slumber and he pulled on a pair of pajama pants and a tee shirt and headed for the kitchen.
“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Haley said with a smile as she sat at the kitchen table.
She put down her coffee, stood up, and took Shawn’s head in her hands to give him a slow, tender kiss. Clearly she didn’t care about his morning breath.
“Good morning to you,” Shawn said with a smile.
“I see that someone is excited,” Haley said with a giggle as she reached between Shawn’s legs and squeezed his stiff cock.
“I can’t help it,” he said.
Haley kissed him again. “It’s a Saturday. We have all day to play. Why don’t you have some coffee and breakfast and then we can have a little fun. It’s the second day of cuckold Christmas, after all.”
Shawn admired his wife’s long legs as she pulled a carton of eggs and a loaf of bread out of the refrigerator to fix a quick breakfast. He sat at the table and sipped his coffee – with a dash of cream already added by Haley – and marveled at how happy he felt at finally being a cuckold.
Haley looked over and saw the giddy look on his face. “Is fucking Drew all it took to put that big dumb smile on your face?” She let the whisk rest on the edge of the bowl and walked over to Shawn, sitting in his lap and gently grinding her tight ass into his stiff cock. “Does it really make you this happy to know that your wife has been fucking someone else?”
Shawn kissed her lovingly. “Yes, it does,” he said.
She smiled. “I knew you were into this, but I honestly had no idea how happy it would make you. I just wish I had found out sooner. I could have been enjoying Drew’s big cock for years.” She kissed Shawn on the cheek and went back to prepping breakfast.
Shawn smiled again. He loved that already she was casually talking about her bull’s big cock and how much she enjoyed it. He loved the implication that his cock wasn’t nearly as good.
“How did you meet Drew?” Shawn asked.
“Fetlife, actually. You led me there. You probably don’t remember, but you left the site open in an incognito browser. It was quite the introduction to your fantasy life,” Haley said as she turned to her husband and smiled.
Shawn was a little embarrassed, but he tried to push through it. “Did you put up an ad?”
“I did,” Haley said. “It took a few months, to be honest. I needed a little time to try and understand your fantasy and how it could possibly work in an actual marriage. I talked to some lovely women on Fetlife that enlightened me to the possibilities. I was so impressed with how open and accepting and warm they were.”
Haley brought two plates of toast and eggs over to the table and sat across from Shawn before she continued. “At first I just read the ads. I was trying to get a feel for the kinds of guys that were offering up their services. Most weren’t nearly as impressive as they claimed. I was going to just message someone, but I never found an ad that seemed like a good fit. So I put up one of my own.”
Haley pulled out her phone. “Do you want to read it?”
“Absolutely,” Shawn said with a mouthful of toast. 
Haley slid her phone across the table and Shawn picked it up. The ad was short and to the point:
Wife Seeking to Fulfill Her Husband’s Cuckold Fantasy
Hey Guys,
I’m new to all of this, but I’d like to find a capable bull to help fulfill my husband’s cuckold fantasy and to provide me with the kind of mind-blowing sex I’ve seen so many hotwives posting about.
Message me if you’re great in bed, you’ve got lots to work with between your legs, and you’d be willing to work with a would-be hotwife to help her discover how this cuckolding thing works.
“Simple and straight to the point. I like it, and it obviously worked,” Shawn said as he slid Haley’s phone back to her.
She flashed him a naughty smile and said, “It certainly did.”
Haley closed her eyes and a faint moan escaped her lips. “Are you thinking of him right now?” Shawn asked.
“Absolutely. He’s so good, Shawn. The size of his cock makes a difference, but it’s more than that. He’s just incredibly good in bed. I used to think all guys were roughly the same, but Drew is proof that they’re not,” Haley said as she looked up at her husband. That smile crossed her face again. She was enjoying teasing Shawn.
“I’m getting ahead of myself though. Today’s gift is going to be sharing naughty details of the first time Drew and I fucked.” Haley said.
Shawn looked up from his eggs. His cock came to life at the suggestion that he was going to be treated to a recap of the incredible sex between his wife and her bull.
“In fact, why don’t we get started right now? Let’s take a shower,” Haley said as she cleared the dishes off the table and put them in the sink.
Shawn followed his wife to the bathroom and stripped with her. He couldn’t help but admire her body and noticed a renewed sense of desire for her that had almost certainly been unlocked by the erotic rush of being cuckolded.
Haley held out her hand and Shawn took it as she led them into the roomy shower in their master bathroom. She pulled his body against hers and kissed her husband passionately as the hot water warmed them both.
Shawn’s cock stiffed as Haley’s tongue explored his mouth and her hands moved over his back and butt. When she finally relented and pulled back from the kiss, he opened his eyes and saw a naughty smile that was quickly becoming more familiar.
She turned around, leaned forward, and placed her hands against the white tile of shower while shaking her tight ass suggestively. “Do you remember that Saturday when you went golfing with Steve?” she asked.
“Yeah,” Shawn answered.
“Drew came over that day and I let him have me in the shower. I was standing just like this as he took me from behind. Another man fucked me in our shower, honey. How does that make you feel?” Haley asked as she reached back and took Shawn’s stiff, wet cock in her hand.
“I think you can guess,” he said.
“It turns you on, doesn’t it? You like thinking about Drew fucking your wife in your shower, don’t you? You like thinking about another man’s big cock pounding my pussy while you’re out golfing. I know you do,” Haley said as she continued to stroke him.
“Yes, I do,” Shawn replied as he reveled in the pleasure of getting a handjob in the shower.
“I let him cum inside me in the shower, my sweet cuckold. I let him flood my pussy with his cum as I stood just like this. He pounded me doggystyle and unloaded inside me. Does that turn you on?” Haley asked as she ran her fingers over the head of Shawn’s cock.
“Fuck! Yes, yes it really turns me on,” Shawn said, his voice growing desperate.
Haley pulled him closer and rubbed his cock along the crack of her ass and around her pussy. “I’ll bet you want to fuck me, don’t you? You want to fuck me just like Drew did. You want to fill my pussy with your cum just like he did.”
“Yes, please. Please let me fuck you,” Shawn begged. He was completely lost in lust at that point.
Haley rubbed the head of his cock along her pussy and took a little bit of him inside. Shawn tried to thrust into her, but she stopped him. Instead of letting him fuck her, she pushed Shawn back and turned around.
She stopped stroking Shawn and held his cock in her hand. “You don’t get to fuck me,” Haley said as she held her husband’s gaze. “You don’t satisfy me the way Drew does, so your cock doesn’t get to be inside me, at least not until cuckold Christmas is over.”
Shawn felt overwhelmed. In less than 24 hours he’d been thrust into the deep end of cuckolding. His fantasy had come true in a rush and he couldn’t believe how arousing it all was. In that moment it felt so painful to be denied. He wanted to be inside his wife. He wanted to feel her pussy. He wanted to cum while imagining Drew doing the same thing.
Haley interrupted Shawn’s mental deep dive by placing her hands on his shoulders and pushing him to his knees.
“This is what a cuckold does,” Haley said as she pulled his head between her legs. “Lick my pussy.”
Shawn did as he was told. It seemed like Haley had taken the task of researching his fantasy seriously. So far she knew exactly how to play to his desires, including being denied the pleasure of fucking her while being granted the gift of worshiping her pussy.
“That’s it, my sweet cuckold. Worship my pussy. Make your wife cum. Make me cum while I fantasize about Drew’s big cock inside me.” Haley moaned as Shawn feverishly ran his tongue over her throbbing clit. “I can practically feel him fucking me. I can feel him taking me from behind right here. I can feel his thickness stretching me. I can feel the intense pleasure of having that perfect dick of his inside me.”
Shawn rhythmically ran his tongue back and forth over Haley’s clit, bringing about a speedy and thunderous orgasm.
“Fuck, I’m cumming!” she cried out as her thighs trembled and the pleasure of orgasm washed over her body.
Shawn stood up and Haley pulled his lips to hers for a tender kiss. “That was incredible, my sweet cuckold,” she said.
“Yes, it was,” Shawn said, his cock still throbbing.
Haley turned off the shower and turned to Shawn, “Let’s dry off. I have more I want to share with you.”
As Shawn dried his wife’s body with a soft white towel he found himself overwhelmingly aroused. The soft, perky flesh of her breasts made his cock throb. Her hips bones made him tingle with desire. Her pussy, which had a sexy strip of pubic hair above it, looked positively mouth watering even though he’d just gone down on her.
When he was finished, Haley again took Shawn’s hand in hers and led him to the living room. She pushed him onto the couch and straddled his naked body with hers.
“This is where it first happened,” Haley said as she rubbed her pussy over the tip of Shawn’s engorged cock. “This is where I cuckolded you for the first time.”
Shawn shuddered with pleasure as Haley teased his cock with her still-wet pussy. “Was it good the first time?” he asked.
“Good doesn’t begin to describe it, honey,” Haley answered as let the very tip of Shawn’s cock slip into her pussy. “It was an enlightening sexual experience. It was like a whole new world of pleasure opened up in front of me the moment I sank down on his cock.”
Haley lifted her hips, depriving Shawn of even a little of her pussy. His cock throbbed and precum formed at the tip. He wanted to be inside her so badly and she wasn’t going to allow it.
“We’d met up a few times before. We went out to coffee once and then to a bar for a few drinks. I wanted to get to know him a little first, you know?” Haley said.
Shawn nodded. He was so turned on by the day’s events that he could hardly form a coherent sentence.
“It was the fourth time we met that I invited him back to our place. Working from home has its perks. Drew had the day off and it was a little after noon by the time we got back here. We were all over each other the moment the front door closed. He had my clothes off in less than a minute and I pulled him to the couch, just like I did with you today,” Haley said as she reached between her legs and played with her pussy.
“I didn’t go down on him that day. Truthfully, I just had to have him inside me. He sat on the couch right where you are and I rubbed the thick head of his cock over my pussy lips just like I did to you. Then I sat down on him. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, Shawn. It was unbelievable. He’s so thick. I’ve honestly never felt like that before. I’ve never had that sense of fullness when I’ve been with a guy.” Haley looked down at Shawn’s cock when she said it. She stroked him, as if to make it obvious that he didn’t measure up to Drew’s big dick.
“He pulled me closer as I sank down onto his cock. He sucked my nipples and it was electric. I could feel his tongue flicking back and forth over them as I began to ride his big dick. I swear it was less than a minute before I had the most incredible orgasm of my life. It was like I was exploding from the inside out.” Haley looked at Shawn as she said, “Up until then I wasn’t sure if I really wanted to make cuckolding a part of our marriage. Once I had that orgasm, I knew you were going to be my cuckold husband and Drew was going to be my bull. I knew our lives had changed.”
“Did he cum inside you?” Shawn asked.
Haley smiled. “You’re such a cuckold,” she said with a laugh. “Yes, he came inside me, though it wasn’t here on the couch. After that first orgasm I wanted more. You know I can cum over and over, and I felt a crazy need to have him fill me all over the house. Come on,” Haley said as she hopped off of Shawn and took his hand in hers.
She led him to the kitchen first and sat on the table with her legs spread. She pulled Shawn between them, took hold of his cock, and rubbed it over her pussy lips. “He fucked me just like this. He fucked me on our kitchen table, honey. He pounded me so good. This is where I had my second orgasm. The table was wet with my juices when I was done.”
“That’s so sexy,” Shawn said as he pushed his hips forward in a fruitless attempt to fuck his wife. She wasn’t having any of it.
“That’s not for you, my sweet cuckold,” she said. Haley slid off the table and led Shawn to his office.
She got on her knees on his chair and looked back at him. “He took me doggystyle in your chair. I told him to pound me and he really took it to heart. I’ve never been fucked that hard,” Haley said as she held Shawn’s gaze. “Come closer.”
Shawn stepped forward, once again bringing his cock agonizingly close to his wife’s pussy. “You’ve never fucked me that hard, Shawn. You’ve never made my pussy feel that way. Drew’s the only man that’s done that. How does that make you feel?” she asked.
“It turns me on,” Shawn said.
“Yeah? It turns you on that another man is better at fucking your wife than you are?” Haley asked.
“Yes,” he answered honestly. “It does. It’s a little embarrassing, but it does.”
A look of concern crossed Haley’s face as she climbed off the chair and stood face to face with her husband. She took his hands in hers and kissed him. “It’s not embarrassing, Shawn. It’s beautiful. I know it’s all a little scary because we’re just getting started, but don’t be ashamed of your desires. Embrace them. I don’t think less of you. If anything, I love you more. I’m just discovering how utterly thrilling it can be to have a kinky cuckold husband and I don’t want that to go away. I want to help you experience the most incredible orgasms of your life too.”
Shawn looked into her eyes and found nothing but compassion, kindness, and love reflected back at him. “Thank you,” he said. “I love you.”
“I love you too,” Haley answered before kissing him again. “Do you want to know where we were fucking when he came inside me?”
“Hell yes,” Shawn answered.
Haley led him to the bedroom and threw back the covers. She climbed onto the soft, cream-colored sheets and moved to her back on Shawn’s side of the bed. “This is where you sleep, isn’t it?” she asked.
Shawn nodded.
“This is where Drew came inside me for the first time. Come here,” Haley urged her husband as she spread her legs.
Shawn moved on top of her as if he was going to have missionary style sex with his wife. He knew she wasn’t going to let him inside her, but that didn’t stop him from hoping he’d get to fuck her.
Haley ran her hands over Shawn’s body. “I touched him just like this as he fucked me in our bed,” she said.
Shawn felt the head of his cock press against her pussy as Haley brought his lips to hers for a slow, passionate kiss. “He fucked your wife in our marital bed, my sweet cuckold. He made me cum again.”
Shawn tried to push inside his wife. He couldn’t stop himself. She reached between her legs and prevented him from entering her. “That’s not for you, cuckold,” Haley said, this time with a harsher edge to her voice. It stopped Shawn from trying again.
“My pussy is his now,” she said. “It became his that day. It became his when I nearly lost count of how many orgasms he gave me. It became his when he came inside me in our bed.”
Haley began to stroke Shawn’s cock. He was inches from her pussy, from what he really wanted, and it sunk in that she really wasn’t going to let him fuck her.
“A cuckold doesn’t have the right to fuck his wife,” she said while her fingers moved up and down his shaft. “You can fuck me right now if you want, but that means I won’t cuckold you anymore. That means we’ll go back to the sex life we had before. That means you’ll be depriving me of Drew’s cock. Is that what you want? Do you want to give up being my cuckold?”
“No,” Shawn answered. There was desperation in his voice. He wanted to fuck his wife, but not nearly as much as he wanted to remain her cuckold. “I want to be your cuckold. I need it.”
Haley smiled brightly. “That’s what I thought.” She used Shawn’s precum to lube his cock and stroked him faster. “I think you need an orgasm too, don’t you?”
“Yes, please,” Shawn said.
“Imagine Drew in your place. Imagine his big cock inside me. Imagine my arms and legs wrapped around him. Imagine me moaning for him as he brings me the kind of pleasure you’ve never provided,” Haley urged her husband.
“Oh God,” Shawn groaned as his orgasm approached.
“Cum inside me, Drew. Cum inside me,” Haley said.
“Fuck!” Shawn cried out as he climaxed. His cum sprayed on his wife’s pussy and stomach. He thrashed above her as the power of his orgasm left him unable to control his body. “Fuck!” he cried out again. When he’d finished Shawn rolled off of Haley and stared at the ceiling. For a moment he couldn’t get his eyes to focus. “That was incredible.”
“There are still ten more days of cuckold Christmas,” Haley said as she kissed her husband’s cheek. “Just think of the fun you’re going to have.”
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    Shawn and Haley began their Sunday morning with coffee in bed, as they almost always did. This week the conversation was a little different.

    “How long have you had this naughty fantasy of yours?” Haley asked as she watched the steam rise from her cup.

    Shawn smiled at his wife. A few days ago he wouldn’t have been ready to admit even having a cuckold fantasy, and now he was openly discussing it. “Do you remember back when we were dating and we ran into your ex-boyfriend at a Christmas party? I think his name was John?”

    “Yeah, I remember,” Haley said.  “Did you fantasize about me sleeping with him?”

    “Hold your horses,” Shawn said with a laugh. “You have to give me a chance to finish. Do you remember that John worked pretty hard to win you back that night?”

    “I remember that. How do you remember that?” Haley asked.

    “I heard most of his little speech. I remember seeing him pull you into the hallway so I did a little eavesdropping. I was honestly just trying to make sure he wasn’t doing anything aggressive or awful. Then I heard him talking about how much he missed you and how badly he wanted you,” Shawn said.

    Haley took a sip of her coffee and asked, “Do you remember what I said?”

    “Of course I do. You said you had no interest in him and that you were in love with me, which was nice of you. I also remember that we had particularly vigorous sex when we got home. I wasn’t thinking of you and John having sex or anything, but my desire that night was fueled by something I didn’t understand. It took a while, but I would later come to understand it was fueled by wanting to be a cuckold, if that makes sense.”

    Shawn took a deep breath before continuing. “Anyway, I can’t really remember when I came to think of it as a cuckold fantasy. It just sort of developed really slowly. I read stories here and there. I saw a few videos online. I discovered Fetlife and a few cuckolding subreddits.”

    “Did you ever think of telling me?” Haley asked in a soft, vulnerable tone.

    Shawn felt a little embarrassed as he said, “Constantly. I just couldn’t ever imagine it being anything other than a disaster to share my fantasy. I don’t know how much reading you did about it, but it’s not the kind of thing that always works out well. Sometimes it works out really badly, in fact.”

    “I know,” Haley said as she reached out and took Shawn’s hand in hers. She smiled as she continued, “Little did you know that I’m a much better wife than most of those women.”

    Shawn laughed. “Obviously. So, if you don’t mind me asking, what’s on tap for the third day of cuckold Christmas?”

    “I’m glad you asked,” Haley said as she put her coffee on the nightstand and straddled her husband. “Drew and I have a little date tonight and you’re going to be our designated driver. If you’re lucky we’ll put on a show for you in the back seat.”

    Haley leaned down and kissed Shawn. Her lips parted and her tongue slipped into his mouth. She wanted to turn him on and he eagerly accepted her advances. His cock stiffened as she moved her hips back and forth over his crotch.

    “That sounds like fun,” Shawn said as Haley ran her fingers over his chest.

    “Yeah? Do you want me to suck Drew’s big cock in the back seat while you watch?” Haley whispered into Shawn’s ear as she wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock. “Will your little dick get hard as I blow another man in our car?”

    “Yes. God yes,” Shawn said.

    “What if I let him fuck me? Would you like that? Would you like another man to cum inside me while you sit in the front seat?” Haley asked in a lusty voice.

    Shawn pushed his fingers into her panties and slipped two fingers into her wet pussy. “I think you’d enjoy it even more,” he said.

    “You’re right, I would. It won’t be the first time he’s fucked me in a car, either,” Haley said as Shawn gently rubbed her clit. “That feels so good, baby. Keep doing that. Make me cum. Make me cum while I think about Drew’s big cock inside me. Fuck. Fuck. I’m cumming!”

    Haley’s thighs trembled as she had an orgasm thanks to Shawn’s skillful finger play. She leaned down and kissed him as her fingers released his cock. “No orgasm for you. Not until tonight,” she said.

    “I can’t wait,” Shawn added.

    
      

    

    Shawn was sitting on the couch when Haley emerged from the bedroom for her date. She was dressed to arouse in a pleated leather mini skirt, a sheer black blouse that showed every detail of the black lace bra she was wearing underneath, and a pair of patterned black stockings with high heels to finish it off.

    “Damn,” was all Shawn could manage.

    “I look good, right?” Haley said.

    She sauntered down the hallway and sat in Shawn’s lap. “You’ve never really seen me dressed up like this, have you?” she asked.

    “No,” Shawn answered as he considered the truth of her statement.

    Haley kissed him softly. “Drew has unlocked something different in me. I love dressing up like this for him. I love knowing that he’s going to want me the moment he sees me.” She reached between Shawn’s legs and squeezed his hard cock. “I love knowing he’s going to be rock hard just like you. The only difference is he’s actually going to fuck me tonight, more than once if I’m lucky.”

    Shawn’s cock throbbed as Haley played with it and offered up the kind of dirty talk he’d already become addicted to. He was thoroughly enjoying being her cuckold.

    “Time to go,” Haley said as she hopped off his lap.

    Shawn followed his wife to the garage and dutifully opened the back door for her. He was to be her chauffeur for the evening, after all.

    “Thank you,” Haley said with a smile.

    As Shawn drove to Drew’s house he considered how strangely arousing it felt to be playing the part of a cuckold. He was still hard, mostly because he knew what was coming. He knew he was going to be driving his wife and her bull around and they were going to enjoy all kinds of naughty fun while he watched. He knew he was going to be denied the pleasure of fucking her while another man was going to have full, unfettered access to her pussy.

    Drew was waiting outside when they pulled up. Haley jumped out of the car to greet him and Shawn watched as his wife shared a deep, passionate kiss with another man. He particularly enjoyed when Drew flipped up her little leather skirt and gave her ass a hard squeeze.

    “Honey, this is Drew,” Haley said as she and her bull climbed into the car.

    “I’ve heard a lot about you,” Shawn said as he greeted the man that had been cuckolding him for more than a month. He couldn’t help but notice Drew’s erection through his jeans.

    “I’m sure you have,” Drew answered as he reached out and quickly shook Shawn’s hand.

    “He does love to hear all the naughty details,” Haley said as she kissed Drew’s neck and nibbled on his ear lobe. “He loves to hear about all the pleasure you’ve given me with your big cock.”

    Drew turned to Haley and again they shared an eager kiss as Shawn watched. He saw the other man’s hand move up his wife’s skirt and into her panties. He listened as Haley moaned while her pussy was clearly being stimulated.

    Haley reached between Drew’s legs and unbuttoned his jeans. She freed his cock and was about to take him into her mouth when she stopped. “Drive, cuckold,” Haley said to her husband. “Take us to the bar while I enjoy this big cock.”

    The sounds of cocksucking filled the car as Shawn fought the urge to turn around and see his wife suck cock in person. He hadn’t witnessed it yet and felt desperate to enjoy just a little bit of her lusty oral worship of another man’s big dick.

    When they reached a stop sign Shawn moved to turn his head, but Drew interrupted him before he could get it all the way around. “Don’t, cuckold,” he said.

    Haley joined in, saying, “Don’t be greedy, honey. You’ll get to watch, eventually. Right now you’re a chauffeur. You’re our driver. This isn’t a show for you. I’m sucking Drew’s cock because I love having it in my mouth and I love making him feel good. So be a good cuckold and keep your eyes on the road until we get to the bar.”

    Shawn felt a little embarrassed at having been chastised by his wife and her bull. The denial turned him on though. It was a blissful form of pain, in its own way. Just a few feet away his wife was giving another man a blowjob and he couldn’t see it. The best he could do was watch her head moving up and down in the rear view mirror.

    When they reached the bar Shawn found a parking spot on the street and watched as Haley and Drew made their way inside. Again he was treated to the sight of his wife’s bull openly grabbing her exposed ass and again it made his cock throb.

    For the first time in his life Shawn considered masturbating in a car as he waited for Drew and Haley to emerge from the bar. Hearing her give a blowjob in the backseat had driven him crazy with lust. He could see a wet spot in the front of his pants where the copious amounts of precum he’d been leaking had soaked through.

    He managed to hold off, knowing that he was almost certainly going to be treated to naughtier fun as the night wore on.

    It was an hour before Haley and Drew appeared again. They were holding hands as they walked towards the car and that little bit of familiar intimacy filled Shawn with an intense, if brief, wave of jealousy. He knew that kind of closeness was inevitable between two people having great sex, but he couldn’t control the feeling it inspired.

    Both Drew and Haley were a little unsteady on their feet as they made their way to the car and by the time they slid into the backseat it was clear they were feeling the effects of the alcohol. Shawn suspected that was part of the plan.

    “Here, these are for you,” Haley said in a mildly slurred voice as she passed her panties to her husband. “Can you feel how wet they are?”

    Shawn ran his fingers over the panties and felt the dampness she referred to. “Yes,” he said.

    “That happens when I’m out with Drew,” Haley said. “He makes me wet in a way you don’t, cuckold.” There was delight in her voice and it made Shawn stiff.

    Haley moaned. “That’s it. Play with my pussy. Play with my wet pussy,” she urged Drew.

    Shawn knew better than to turn around after his earlier scolding. Between Haley’s moans he could hear how overwhelmingly wet she was as Drew’s fingers pushed in and out of her.

    “Fuck, I need your cock inside me,” Haley said. “Drive, cuckold,” she ordered Shawn.

    “Anywhere in particular?” he asked.

    “Just drive,” Drew said.

    Shawn peeked at the rearview mirror and saw his wife straddling her bull. Haley threw her head back and groaned as Drew’s big cock filled her.

    “Oh fuck, that’s so good. You’re so fucking big,” she said.

    “Ride my cock, Haley. Make yourself cum on my big cock. Show me how much you love my dick,” Drew urged her.

    There hadn’t been much talk from Drew in the sex tape Haley had made and Shawn loved it. He loved hearing another man encourage his wife to unleash her sexual desires.

    “That’s it. Ride that dick. Take it all,” Drew said.

    Shawn kept his eyes on the road as the sounds of lusty sex filled the car. He listened to the moans of the couple in the backseat along with the wetness of his wife’s pussy as she dropped it onto her lover’s big cock over and over.

    He knew Haley’s orgasm was approaching when she began to moan louder and faster. He looked in the rearview mirror and saw her head tilted upwards. Haley had given herself over to cumming on another man’s cock as Shawn drove around the dark streets of their hometown.

    “Oh fuck! I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Haley groaned as an orgasm swept through her body. “That was so fucking good. You’re so fucking good. You’re so much better than my husband,” she said to Drew. Shawn listened with a stiff cock in his pants, wishing he could watch in addition to hearing his wife’s lusty climax.

    “How do you want me?” Haley asked.

    “On your back,” Drew said.

    Shawn listened as they shifted positions, presumably so Drew could have his orgasm too. Soon the sounds of sex once again filled the car as they embarked on an awkward yet entirely pleasing missionary fuck in the backseat.

    Again Haley was groaning lustily as another man’s big cock filled her pussy. The sounds of flesh slapping together danced through Shawn’s head, filling him with a renewed sense of cuckold vigor. Hearing it while being denied the visual pleasure of their sexual encounter enhanced certain elements of it and made him feel like the cuckold he’d so quickly become.

    “Cum inside me,” Haley said. “Please, cum inside me.”

    Shawn felt like he might legitimately cum in his pants as Haley urged Drew to unleash his seed inside her. He’d fantasized for years about hearing his wife say those words to another man. He’d climaxed to the idea dozens, perhaps hundreds, of times. Now it was happening. For a moment he felt lightheaded.

    “You want it?” Drew asked. “You want my cum inside you? You want me to cum in your married pussy?”

    Shawn knew that was for his benefit. He knew they were putting on a naughty show for him.

    “Yes. Cum in my married pussy. You fuck me better than my husband ever has. You deserve to cum inside me. He doesn’t. Not anymore. So fill me. Fill me with your cum. Fill my womb with your seed,” Haley urged her bull.

    Drew pounded her faster and harder as Shawn listened from the front seat. Haley moaned louder. She was taking a powerful fucking from her bull and it thrilled her husband.

    “I’m cumming!” Drew cried out.

    “Yes, cum inside me!” Haley said.

    Drew’s moans of pleasure were all Shawn heard for a brief span. He listened intently as another man climaxed in his wife. He soaked in every detail of his fantasy coming to life as he stared at the road in front of him.

    He heard Drew and Haley kissing in the backseat. Again he felt jealous. In their post-coital bliss they were sharing another soft, quiet, intimate moment and Shawn both loved and hated it. It left him undeniably aroused, though.

    “Take us back to Drew’s place, cuckold,” Haley said between kisses with her bull.

    The couple in the backseat remained on top of each other sharing kisses and soft whispers of lust as Shawn drove back to Drew’s house. His cock throbbed as he replayed the night’s lusty events over and over in his head.

    Haley had managed to make one of his cuckold fantasies come true while at the same time denying him the full pleasure of it. Without a great deal of practice she’d managed to become an exceptionally skilled cuckoldress and Shawn knew full well how lucky he was. With nine more days of cuckold Christmas to go he was certain there was lots more naughty fun to come.
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    “I want to hear your fantasies, Shawn. I want to know what drives you crazy,” Haley asked as she straddled her husband in bed.

    After he’d gotten home from work they’d enjoyed dinner and a bottle of wine before Haley led Shawn to the bedroom and made him strip.

    Now he was naked in bed and she was dressed in the same red lingerie she’d worn in the sex tape she filmed with Drew. Her panty clad pussy was moving back and forth over his already-erect cock and Shawn could barely think straight.

    Haley leaned down and kissed Shawn as her soft hair fell around his face. She gently sucked on his tongue, thrilling her husband in ways she probably didn’t even understand.

    “I learned enough about cuckolding to know that every guy fantasizes about something a little different. So tell me, what turns you on the most about being my cuckold?” Haley asked as she crawled off of Shawn and pressed her body against his.

    Her perfume filled Shawn’s nose and the softness of the lingerie against his skin put him into a place of quiet, lusty bliss.

    Despite all of that, he felt hesitant to open up and share his fantasies in a way he didn’t quite understand. He loved Haley desperately and worried that showing her just how deep his desires went might freak her out.

    “I did more reading than you might think, honey,” Haley said in a soft, loving voice. “You can’t surprise me.”

    Shawn looked at her, searching his wife’s eyes for confirmation that she was telling the truth. He decided it was okay to open up and share.

    “There are so many,” Shawn said as he looked down at his hands. He still felt nervous and couldn’t bring himself to look into Haley’s eyes. “But cleaning a fresh creampie is the one I’ve masturbated to most often.”

    Haley ran her fingers over the head of Shawn’s cock and rubbed the precum over it. She kissed his neck and sucked his ear lobe into her mouth. She unleashed a lusty, quiet moan and Shawn shivered with pleasure.

    “So you want to watch Drew fuck your wife and fill me with cum?” she asked as her fingers wrapped tightly around the base of his cock.

    “Yes,” Shawn answered before moaning in pleasure as Haley stroked him slowly.

    “Then you want me to invite you between my legs to clean his creampie?” she whispered. “You want to lick another man’s cum out of me?”

    “Yes, please,” Shawn said as his loins came alive with pleasure.

    “And you’ve masturbated to videos of cuckolds eating cum?” Haley asked.

    “Yes, so many times,” Shawn answered. “It turns me on so much.” The more he thought about it the more aroused he got.

    Haley released Shawn’s cock from her grip and said, “Lie down.”

    Shawn did as he was told and was soon greeted by the vision of his lingerie-clad wife straddling his face. He looked up at the red panties clinging tightly to her pussy and the soft material of the baby doll hugging her breasts.

    “Would you love it if my pussy was full of Drew’s cum right now? Would it turn you on to be looking up at my cum-filled cunt just before I lowered it onto your mouth and made you swallow it all?” Haley asked.

    Shawn nodded. “Yes, I would love that. I’d love that more than anything.”

    Haley reached down and pulled her panties aside. “I’d love that too, my sweet cuckold.” She lowered her hips until her pussy hovered just out of reach of Shawn’s tongue. “What I haven’t told you is that the more I read about your fantasy the more it became mine. Fucking Drew was just the final touch to push me over the edge.”

    Haley lowered her pussy to Shawn’s mouth and he dutifully licked her. “Thinking of you eating his cum out of me drives me crazy with lust, baby. It turns me on so much. I yearn to see you eating a fresh load out of me, to have you climb between my legs moments after Drew pulls out. I need to see you fully embrace being my cuckold. I need to see you swallow his cum like a cuck hubby is supposed to do.”

    Shawn couldn’t believe his ears. Haley wasn’t kidding when she said he couldn’t surprise her. It seemed as though she’d committed herself to his fantasy in ways he hadn’t imagined were possible.

    “I want to feed you his cum just like this. I want to sit on your face and let his hot seed drip into your mouth. I want to look into your eyes as you swallow my bull’s cum like a good cuckold should. Do you want that, baby?” Haley asked.

    “Desperately,” Shawn said as Haley lifted her pussy off his mouth to let him respond.

    “Good boy,” she said before riding his tongue once more. “Now make me cum. Lick my pussy while you fantasize about eating Drew’s cum out of me. It’s not going to be a fantasy for much longer, my sweet cuckold. Soon you’ll be swallowing my bull’s cum on a regular basis. It won’t be all that long before you’ve swallowed more of his cum than I have.”

    Shawn groaned at her last comment. The idea that she’d swallowed his cum made his cock throb, but the idea that she was going to make him consume Drew’s semen on a regular basis is what really drove Shawn crazy.

    Haley closed her eyes and moaned as she rode Shawn’s eager tongue. Soon her thighs were trembling as she grabbed a fistful of his hair and held him in place while cumming hard.

    With a blissful look on her face Haley climbed off of Shawn’s face and smiled at him. “What a mess I made of your face,” she said while running her fingers over his chin and lips to soak up her juices. “Clean them,” she said before pushing her fingers into Shawn’s mouth and making him lick up the juices of her satisfaction.

    “So, what else does my cuckold husband want to experience?” Haley asked as she returned her fingers to Shawn’s throbbing cock.

    “I saw a post once that went through a bunch of cuckold sex positions,” he said. “I want to try those.”

    “What kind of positions?” Haley asked as she teased Shawn’s balls with her fingers.

    “Well, there’s the cuckold 69 where I’m on the bottom and you’re on top and I get to watch as Drew fucks you from behind,” Shawn said as he imagined being in that position.

    “You’d be okay being that close to his cock?” Haley asked as she resumed giving Shawn a slow, teasing handjob.

    “Definitely,” Shawn answered immediately. “It would be a huge turn on, to be honest. I think it would be really hot to be between his legs watching while you had reverse cowgirl sex. Maybe I’d be on the floor while you guys were on the couch. That way I’d have an incredible view of his big cock filling you.”

    Shawn felt the barriers that he’d put up coming down. Haley’s lust had convinced him she was open to almost anything and that at the very least she’d listen to his fantasies without judgment.

    “What if I wanted you to lick my clit while he was inside me?” Haley asked. “What if you were on your knees in front of the couch as I was riding him reverse cowgirl and I told you to lick my pussy? Would you do that?”

    “Absolutely,” Shawn answered.

    “Even if it meant you might taste Drew’s cock?” Haley asked.

    “Yes,” Shawn said as his cock throbbed in Haley’s hand.

    “That turns you on, doesn’t it?” she said. “What if I told you to run your tongue over his cock to taste my pussy on him? Would that turn you on too?”

    “Yes, it would,” Shawn said through a low moan.

    Haley smiled confidently. “What if I told you to suck his balls while he fucked me? Would you be a good cuckold and do that for your wife?”

    “I would. I’d be a good cuckold for you,” Shawn answered.

    “What if I told you to suck his cock? Would you suck cock for me?” Haley asked as she stroked Shawn faster.

    “Yes, I’d suck cock for you,” Shawn said.

    He couldn’t believe what he was saying. He’d fantasized about almost every element of cuckolding at various points, but he never thought he’d give voice to the more extreme elements of his desires.

    “I like hearing that, my sweet cuckold. I like hearing that you’re willing to be a cocksucker for me. I love it, in fact,” Haley said.

    She kissed her husband and let her tongue slip into his mouth. Her lips remained pressed against his for a lusty, intimate connection.

    Shawn felt a part of him awaken that he’d kept buried. It was the part he only let out when he knew it was safe to masturbate and fantasize without the chance of getting caught. It was the part of him that craved submission and humiliation.

    “I want you to dominate me, Haley,” Shawn admitted. He wanted to put everything on the table in this moment of vulnerability. He wanted to share it all in case he lost his nerve later. “I crave it. I crave that sense of submission and humiliation. That’s at the core of my cuckold fantasy. That’s what turns me on the most.”

    Haley caressed his cheek with her free hand as she continued to stroke Shawn’s cock. “Thank you,” she said before kissing him softly. “Thank you for trusting me.”

    Shawn closed his eyes and enjoyed the moment. Haley continued to expertly tease his cock, leaving him in a place of wild arousal. Her hand on his face felt warm, soft, and reassuring. She kissed him softly, lulling him into a place of joy.

    “How can I make this better for you?” Shawn asked as he basked in the warmth of Haley’s love for him.

    Haley smiled and kissed her husband again. “I did more than a little research before I even considered reaching out to a potential bull and there was one thing that turned me on more than anything else,” she said.

    “What’s that?” Shawn asked.

    “Devotion,” Haley answered. She looked down at Shawn’s cock while her fingers danced over the head, teasing him as he groaned. She looked into his eyes and saw the lust there. “The devotion an eager, happy cuckold shows towards his wife. The desire he has to make her happy. The way he looks at her like she’s the sexiest woman in the world. That never fails to turn me on and I’ll admit that I had more than a few orgasms in the course of my research.”

    “I can do that,” Shawn said.

    “I know you can. I know you’re going to be my sweet, loving, devoted cuckold. You’re already quite eager to please me and I know you’re going to get even better at it,” Haley said as she smiled at her husband.

    She released Shawn’s cock from her grasp and slipped out of bed. He watched as Haley disappeared into the closet and returned carrying a large, lifelike, flesh-colored dildo.

    “Why don’t we have a little fun?” Haley said as she waved the dildo at him.

    A giddy smile crossed Shawn’s face as he considered the possibilities.

    “Do you want to watch me fuck this big cock?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Shawn said.

    Haley climbed into bed and held the rubber cock in front of Shawn’s face. He looked up at his wife, searching her eyes for an indication of what to do. She said nothing, so Shawn acted on instinct.

    He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around the dildo while looking up at Haley. “That’s a good boy,” she said. “Suck cock for me.”

    Shawn felt arousal surge through him as he took more of the toy into his mouth. He gagged when it neared the back of his throat and she giggled.

    “Don’t worry. You’ll get better. It takes practice to be a good cocksucker. You’re willing to practice though, right? You want to be a good cuckold cocksucker for me, don’t you?” Haley said as her eyes came alive with dominant delight.

    Shawn let the dildo slip out of his mouth and answered, “Yes, I want to be a good cuckold cocksucker for you.”

    Haley smiled and grabbed a handful of Shawn’s hair as she pushed the lifelike cock back into his mouth. She gently fucked his face as Shawn did his best not to gag. It wasn’t long before the dildo was soaked with his spit.

    “You did such a good job, cuckold. You look good with a big dick in your mouth. Now you’re going to watch your wife fuck the kind of cock she deserves,” Haley said as she moved to her back and spread her legs.

    She rubbed the spit-covered head of the dildo around her pussy lips and gently pushed it inside. Shawn watched as the toy pushed deep inside her. “Fuck, that feels so good, so much better than when you fuck me,” Haley said.

    “Play with your cock, cuckold,” Haley ordered as she began to fuck the dildo into her pussy. “Stroke it while I fuck this big dick, but don’t you dare cum. You don’t release your load until I give you permission.”

    Shawn stroked as he watched the big dildo he’d just sucked on pound his wife’s pussy. He watched her lips stretch open around the lifelike shaft and marveled at how insanely hot it looked. He couldn’t wait to finally be treated to watching her and Drew fuck.

    “Suck it clean,” Haley said as she pulled the dildo out of her pussy and presented it to her husband.

    Shawn dutifully wrapped his lips around the toy and sucked her juices off of it while she moaned and played with her clit.

    “You’re such a good cuckold,” she said. “You’re going to be an amazing cocksucker for me, I can already tell. Get on your back,” she ordered.

    Shawn did as he was told and was delighted to see Haley climb on top of him in a cuckold 69. She reached back and pushed the big toy into her pussy, giving him the kind of show he’d always craved.

    “Lick my clit, cuckold,” she demanded with a sense of urgency and just a hint of the kind of domination Shawn craved.

    He did as he was told and licked her clit while Haley furiously pounded her pussy with the dildo. The faster she pumped it in and out of her hot hole, the louder she moaned.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Keep licking me. Make me cum. Make your wife cum as she fucks a nice big cock. Make me cum like a cuckold should,” she urged him.

    Shawn licked her clit until Haley’s moans reached an orgasmic crescendo. She held the toy deep inside her as she climaxed with her head resting on Shawn’s thigh.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” she said while climbing off of him. “Do you want to cum?”

    “Yes, please,” Shawn answered.

    Haley smiled. “I thought you might. I’ll let you cum, but on one condition.”

    “What’s that?” he asked.

    “You have to clean up your mess. Will you do that for me? Will you eat your cum?” Haley asked with a naughty glint in her eye.

    “Yes,” Shawn answered without hesitation. He was desperate. He knew he wouldn’t enjoy cleaning his cum, but he had to orgasm.

    “Good boy. Even better, I’ll let you cum on my tits. Would you like that? Would you like to cover my tits with your cum and then lick it up like a good cuckold?” she asked.

    “Please, “ was all Shawn said.

    Haley eagerly pulled off her baby doll before urging Shawn to cum on her tits. “Cum on my tits, cuckold. Cover them with your sticky cum. Cum on my tits and then clean it all up like a good little cuckold cum slut should.”

    Shawn couldn’t hold back. Being called a cum slut made him orgasm. He cried out in pleasure as he sprayed thick shots of semen on his wife’s tits.

    When he was finished, Shawn looked down at the rather large mess he’d made of his wife’s breasts.

    “Clean them, cuckold,” she said in a serious tone.

    Shawn did as he was told. He cleaned his wife’s perky, cum-covered tits while basking in the pleasure of his orgasm and the many joys of the evening. He fantasized about what the rest of cuckold Christmas would be, especially now that he’d been so open and honest about his desires with Haley.

    “That’s it. That’s my sweet cuckold. Make sure they’re nice and clean. Make sure you get every drop. That’s so good,” Haley said as ran her fingers through Shawn’s hair and encouraged him to clean up his cum like he’d promised.
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    Shawn stood naked in the bedroom as Haley teased his cock with her fingers. She ran them over the turgid tip, down the shaft, and under his balls as he stood silently.

    The scent of her perfume filled his nostrils and the sight of her lithe, lingerie-clad body filled him with desire.

    “You know that I prefer Drew’s cock to yours, don’t you?” Haley asked.

    Lust surged through Shawn’s loins. “Yes, I do,” he answered.

    “Do you know why?” Haley asked as she slowly, softly stroked Shawn’s cock.

    “Because it’s bigger and he fucks you better than I do,” Shawn replied

    Haley pressed her body against his. Shawn felt the soft lace of the black bodysuit against his skin. He felt the hardness of her nipples pushing through the material. He felt the warmth from between her legs against his thigh.

    “He is,” Haley whispered. “He’s better than you,” she said.

    Haley had been teasing Shawn all day. She’d informed him that morning that he’d be watching tonight; that he’d finally get to enjoy the thrill of seeing another man fuck her in person. It was the first time she’d been so direct about Drew’s sexual superiority, too. Shawn couldn’t get enough of it.

    “His cock feels so much better inside me than yours ever has,” she said between soft kisses on his neck.

    Shawn’s body tingled with desire. For hours Haley had kept him in a place of wild, unbridled lust and he felt it from head to toe.

    She took Shawn’s hand and guided it between her legs. “Can you feel how wet I am?” Haley asked.

    “Yes,” Shawn replied. Even through the lace he could feel her wetness and he knew it was because she’d been fantasizing about enjoying her bull’s big cock.

    “Do you understand your role tonight?” Haley asked.

    “Yes. I’m allowed to watch. I’m not allowed to masturbate and I’m only to speak when spoken to,” Shawn answered. Haley had been very clear that tonight’s cuckold Christmas gift was the enjoyment of watching her fuck and the other pleasures he craved would be reserved for future days.

    “On your knees,” she said.

    Shawn dropped to his knees as his wife ordered. She stepped in front of him and pulled aside the lace covering her pussy. Her labia glistened with lust.

    “Do you want to taste my pussy, cuckold?” Haley asked.

    A delighted look came over Shawn’s face. “Yes, please,” he said excitedly and leaned forward to orally worship his wife.

    Haley grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back, denying Shawn what he craved. “Did I give you permission to taste me?” she asked.

    Shawn looked up at her with desperation in his eyes. “No, I’m sorry.”

    He’d spent most of the day in a state of wild arousal and any chance to experience even a hint of pleasure was too much to resist. Shawn desperately wanted to taste his wife’s pussy and being denied that joy was painfully difficult.

    Haley tightened her grip on Shawn’s hair and brought her pussy tantalizingly close to his tongue. “There will be no pussy for you tonight, cuckold,” she said. “Tonight, this pussy belongs to my bull. It is his to play with. It is his to enjoy. It is his to do with as he pleases. Tonight, you have no right to my pussy. Tonight, you get to watch.”

    Haley pushed Shawn’s head back and pulled the black lace over her wet pussy once again before walking away.

    Shawn’s cock was rock hard as he rested on his knees. Haley seemed to have taken to heart his desire to be dominated as she had just guided him through a delightful little journey of tease and denial.

    He wanted to masturbate right then and there. He wanted to take his cock in hand and stroke it until a fantastically pleasurable orgasm ripped through his body, but Shawn resisted. He knew better than to ruin the evening’s fun before it even began.

    
      

    

    “Look at this cock,” Haley said as she slowly stroked Drew’s big cock just a few feet from Shawn’s face. He was on his knees in the bedroom and had just been granted the pleasure of watching his wife give another man a blowjob in close up.

    “Look at how perfect this cock is,” Haley continued. “Look at how thick and plump the head is,” she said as her fingers moved slowly over her bull’s turgid flesh. “I can’t even fit my fingers all the way around him. Is your cock this big, cuckold?”

    “No,” Shawn said as he stared at Drew’s dick. “It’s not.”

    “It’s not even close,” Haley said as she reached between Shawn’s legs and wrapped her free hand around his cock. “I have no trouble getting my fingers all the way around your little dick.” She smiled at her husband and kissed him, sharing the taste of Drew’s cock with Shawn. 

    “Do you understand why I need him inside me?” Haley asked. “Do you understand why your little dick has no place in my pussy? Do you understand why your access to my pussy is going to be severely limited from now on?”

    “Yes, I understand,” Shawn said.

    The evening was shaping up to be everything he wanted out of a cuckold encounter. Haley had listened to his fantasies from the day before and had quickly incorporated them into their play. She was clearly having fun dominating him, too.

    “Feel my pussy, cuckold,” Haley said as she grabbed Shawn’s hand and moved it between her legs. His fingers slipped inside her with ease and he couldn’t help but notice that she seemed warmer and wetter than usual.

    “That’s because of him,” she said. “You’ve never made me that wet.”

    Drew’s presence made her comments even more humiliating. To have another man listening as Haley demeaned his cock left Shawn overwhelmingly aroused. He was living his cuckold fantasy in real time and he couldn’t help but be utterly delighted that it was just the beginning.

    Haley looked up at her bull and wrapped her soft lips around his cock. She swallowed most of his shaft and Shawn watched in amazement as her throat bulged. She’d never tried to deepthroat him.

    When Drew’s cock slipped out of her mouth Haley leaned towards Shawn and pulled him close for a sloppy kiss. The taste of another man’s cock hit his tongue as Haley aggressively shared the spit and precum that filled her mouth.

    “Do you like that, my sweet cuckold? Do you like tasting another man’s cock on my lips?” Haley asked as she stroked Shawn’s stiff dick.

    “Yes,” Shawn said.

    “I’ll bet you do. I’ll bet you’d love to suck his cock with me, wouldn’t you? You’d love to be a little cuckold cocksucker for me,” Haley said. She looked at Shawn like she was expecting an answer.

    Shawn looked at the floor. The answer was on the tip of his tongue but the idea of saying it felt so humiliating. “Yes,” he finally said softly.

    “Yes what, cuckold?” Haley demanded.

    “Yes, I’d love to be a little cuckold cocksucker for you,” he answered.

    “Of course you would, but not tonight. Tonight this cock is all mine to enjoy. I won’t be sharing in the joy of worshiping this perfect dick. Maybe some other time,” Haley said with a smile.

    Shawn felt both relieved and disappointed. He was getting used to the cognitive dissonance that so often felt like an integral part of being a cuckold.

    Haley stood and pushed Drew onto the bed before straddling him. Shawn had a perfect view of her tight ass as Haley grabbed her bull’s cock at the base and rubbed it along her pussy lips. She slowly sank down on it, taking another man’s cock inside her while her husband watched from the floor.

    Haley groaned as Drew filled her. “I don’t think I’m ever going to get tired of having your big cock inside me,” she said to her bull. “I love this dick so much.”

    Shawn’s eyes were locked on the sex unfolding in front of him. Haley sank down onto Drew’s cock and then leaned forward to kiss her bull as she slowly rode him. The sounds of sensual kisses and lusty moans filled the air for a few minutes as they made love with Haley on top.

    Shawn’s cock steadily dripped precum as he watched his wife enjoy another man’s dick in person for the first time. Finally he had a beautiful view, unlike the teasing in the car. He could see everything and it was perfect.

    Haley rode Drew’s cock artfully, as if she was purposefully putting on a naughty hardcore show for her husband. She slowly lifted her ass, letting most of her bull’s cock slip out of her before sinking back down on it.

    Shawn found the sight of her pussy lips clinging tightly to another man’s dick intoxicating. It was the most arousing thing he’d ever seen. Watching his wife fuck someone else for the first time was so much better than he’d hoped it would be.

    Shawn was briefly disappointed when Haley let Drew’s cock slip out of her, but when she turned around and said, “Take me from behind,” while looking into her husband’s eyes he knew the show was just getting started.

    “Do you like watching him fuck me, cuckold?” Haley asked as her tits bounced from the force of Drew’s deep thrusts into her pussy. She moaned with her eyes closed while waiting for Shawn’s answer.

    “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” Shawn said.

    “Fuck me harder,” Haley said. “Pound my pussy with that big cock. Show my husband how a real man fucks a woman.”

    Drew grabbed Haley’s hips and fucked her harder, just as she’d requested. Shawn stared at his wife from his place on the floor and watched the pleasure wash over her. Her face contorted in sexual joy as the bigger, better cock filled her from behind.

    “Come here,” Haley said to Shawn as she beckoned him to the edge of the bed. “You understand that things have changed, right cuckold? You understand that fucking Drew has shown me just how inadequate you are in bed, right?”

    Shawn nodded.

    Haley smiled as she reached between her legs. Shawn watched as Drew pulled out of her pussy and she wrapped her fingers around his long, thick, slick shaft and stroked him. When she was finished Drew resumed fucking her.

    Haley rubbed her wet index finger over Shawn’s lips. “Taste him,” she said as Shawn licked the taste of another man’s cock off his lips. “Good boy,” Haley said before again pressing her fingers against her husband’s lips. “Suck them clean,” she ordered.

    Shawn opened his mouth and Haley pushed four fingers onto his tongue. He wrapped his lips around them and sucked her fingers clean like he was giving head. Haley’s eyes lit up with delight. “What a good little slut you are,” she said. Shawn tingled with delight. He felt so submissive sucking his wife’s fingers clean as another man fucked her from behind.

    Haley pushed Shawn back and again reached between her legs. This time she played with her clit, swiftly bringing about an orgasm as Drew continued to pound her.

    After the waves of pleasure had subsided she looked at Shawn and said, “Cumming with his big cock inside me feels better than it ever has with you, cuckold. I’m never going back to your cock.”

    Again Shawn felt the conflicting emotions of a cuckold. Her words hurt and he genuinely feared he might never fuck his wife again, but he couldn’t help but feel pleasure too. His cock throbbed at the suggestion that she’d permanently replaced him with another man.

    From the floor Shawn watched as they switched positions again. This time Haley moved to her back and placed Drew’s cock inside her before wrapping her legs around him.

    The doggystyle sex had been animalistic, fast, and furious. This was different. This was beautiful. Haley pulled Drew close and they shared a long, slow, sensual kiss as he made love to her. His thrusts were slow and deep and she moaned into his mouth while Shawn watched.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” Haley said.

    “My pleasure,” Drew said as he continued to thrust deeply into her married pussy.

    Haley turned to Shawn and said, “Do you want him to cum in your wife, cuckold? Do you want Drew to fill me with his cum?”

    “Yes, please,” Shawn said with desperation in his voice. He wanted it more than anything.

    “Of course you do,” Haley said with a smile. “Every good cuckold wants to see a superior man cum in his wife. Say it, cuckold. Say it out loud.”

    “I want to see Drew cum inside you,” Shawn said. “I want to see a superior man cum inside you.” It felt good to say it. It felt freeing and thoroughly arousing. Shawn couldn’t help his excitement.

    Drew groaned loudly, announcing his impending orgasm. He pushed his cock deep inside of Haley as she gently wrapped her arms and legs around him. “Cum inside me,” she said in a soft, sensual whisper as Drew ejaculated in her pussy.

    For a handful of moments they were both still. Shawn watched Haley’s hands move over Drew’s hard body as she showed her appreciation for her bull and the cum he’d just unleashed inside her.

    When he finally pulled out, Haley opened her legs and turned to her husband, “Would you like to see the mess he made,” she said.

    Shawn nodded and climbed between her legs. He saw her pink, puffy pussy lips gaping open from the thickness of Drew’s cock. He saw a stream of cum running out of her. He salivated at the sight of it.

    “You want to clean it up, don’t you?” Haley asked. “You want to lick his superior cum out of your wife’s pussy, don’t you?”

    Shawn looked up at his wife. He saw lusty delight in her eyes. “Yes,” he said. He wanted it desperately. More than anything he wanted this. He’d spent years craving this very thing.

    “Not tonight,” Haley said, denying her husband the thing she knew he craved more than any other. “Tonight you got to watch, and that’s it. Tonight you got to be a voyeur. Soon you’ll get to participate. After all, cuckold Christmas isn’t even half over.”

    Shawn was crestfallen and wildly aroused. The denial made him miserable and happy at the same time. Haley knew it, too.

    “Drew and I are going to fuck again, my sweet cuckold, but this time you’re not going to watch. However, you’re welcome to listen from the guest bedroom and you can masturbate if you’d like,” Haley said as she dismissed her husband from the room.

    Shawn stood and walked out as his stiff cock bounced with each step. He knew he wouldn’t be able to resist masturbating as he listened to his wife and her bull fuck from the guest bedroom. He knew the orgasm would be mind-blowing. He found a strange pleasure in being kicked out of his bedroom so his wife could enjoy an intimate sexual experience with another man.

    As he pulled back the sheets on the guest bed Shawn marveled at his wife’s skill as a cuckoldress. He felt incredibly lucky that she’d fully embraced his fantasy and found such pleasure in it for herself.

    Just then he heard her moan and his cock jumped. The fun was already starting again. Soon the house would be filled with loud, lusty sounds of hardcore pleasure coming from his wife and her bull and Shawn would be masturbating furiously from a room away.
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    Shawn woke up to Haley straddling him in the guest bed. He opened his eyes to see his wife’s naked body above him as she smiled down at him.

    “Good morning, honey,” Haley said as she leaned down and kissed her husband. “Did you sleep well?”

    “I did,” Shawn said as he felt his cock stiffen.

    “Did Drew and I wake you up?” Haley asked.

    “You did, but I didn’t mind,” he answered with a smile.

    “Of course you didn’t. A cuckold loves to wake up to the sound of his wife fucking another man, doesn’t he?” she asked in a playful voice.

    Shawn ran his hands over Haley’s hips and up her back before pulling her down. They shared a slow, tender kiss as she reached into his pants and stroked his erect cock.

    “Did you cum last night?” Haley asked.

    “I did,” Shawn answered.

    “Good. I hope you enjoyed yourself, because today I’m taking control,” Haley said as she hopped off the bed and left in a hurry.

    Shawn was moving to do the same thing when she returned carrying a gift wrapped in shiny red paper with a green satin bow on top.

    “Merry cuckold Christmas,” Haley said cheerfully as she handed it to him.

    Shawn excitedly untied the bow and tore off the wrapping paper to discover what sort of cuckold-related gift Haley had gotten him.

    “Is this…is this for my cock?” Shawn asked as he looked at a picture of a small chastity device on the box.

    “It’s for my cock,” Haley said as she reached between Shawn’s legs and grabbed his now soft cock. “I’m taking ownership of your little cuckold cock, just like a good cuckoldress should.”

    Shawn opened the box and pulled out the device. “It’s so small,” he said.

    “Now your cock will always be little and cute unless I unlock you. It’s how a cuckold’s cock should be treated, don’t you think?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Shawn agreed. He thought of how often he fantasized about being put in chastity and about the many times he’d masturbated to pictures from male chastity Tumblrs. Haley really had been done her research.

    “The Holy Trainer is supposed to be especially effective and comfortable for long term wear,” Haley said as she removed the device from its little pouch. “Now we need to get your little guy locked up.”

    Shawn stood up and Haley pulled down his underwear as she pulled his cock and testicles through the ring. He’d softened enough for her to fit him into the clear sheath. In no time at all he was safely locked away.

    “It looks so cute,” Haley said as she ran her fingers over Shawn’s newly-locked cock and his balls. She leaned down and gave it a kiss before running her tongue over the little sliver of exposed flesh at the tip.

    Haley stood and cupped Shawn’s balls as she pulled his mouth to hers for a long, vigorous kiss. He groaned as his cock attempted to stiffen only to be defeated by the tight cage.

    “This is going to be so much fun,” Haley said with a devious smile.

    “Thank you,” Shawn said. In that moment he felt a rush of pure, joyous love for his wife. She’d taken such great care to research his cuckold fantasy and to incorporate every element of it and it seemed like she had plans to continue cuckolding him long after Christmas was over. Joyous didn’t begin to describe how Shawn felt in that moment.

    “It’s going to be my pleasure, my sweet cuckold. I promise you, it’s going to be my pleasure,” she said with a sense of sureness that made Shawn feel giddy. “Now, you need to shower and get dressed for work. We can’t have you being late, can we?”

    “What about this?” Shawn said, pointing to his locked cock.

    “What do you mean?” Haley asked. “I’m not unlocking you. That cage is the new reality for your cock, honey. It’s going to be very rare for you to be out of your chastity cage, I’m afraid. Don’t worry, it won’t show through your pants and you’re not going to be leaking precum constantly, at least not yet.”

    Shawn showered and dressed for work and before he left Haley offered him another long, slow, sensual tongue kiss that made his cock ache for the freedom to get stiff.

    Soon after he arrived at work Shawn received a picture. Haley was standing in front of the floor length mirror in their bedroom and she looked breathtaking in an elegant lace lingerie set he’d never seen before.

    Half an hour later Haley sent a short video. This time she was in bed wearing the same lingerie, only now she had a hand in her panties and was moaning quietly as she masturbated.

    Another picture showed up half an hour later and it became clear that Haley was going to spend the day teasing Shawn’s newly locked cock. This time it was a screenshot of a text between her and Drew.

    Her: Can you come over on your lunch break? I need your big cock inside me.

    Him: It hasn’t even been six hours! If you really need it you know I’ll come and give it to you. There’s nothing better than fucking that married pussy of yours, you know that.

    Her: My married pussy needs your big cock, especially since I locked Shawn in his little chastity cage. Now he can’t even get hard.

    Him: Poor cuck. I’ll take an early lunch and be right over.

    Shawn had trouble concentrating on anything. He kept looking at his phone and hoping Haley had sent something new and naughty to tease him. She stuck to her once-every-half-hour schedule, teasing him throughout the day and ensuring he experienced the agonizing bliss of being a locked cuckold while she enjoyed her bull.

    As the day went by Shawn was treated to pictures of Haley giving a blowjob, sucking on Drew’s heavy balls, and getting fucked in an impressive variety of positions. A new, naughty picture arrived every 30 minutes without fail, and by the end of the day he was barely able to put together a coherent sentence, let alone do his job properly.

    Shawn drove home a little faster than usual, such was his desperation to see his wife. He’d never been teased like that before. He’d never been aroused for such a prolonged period of time while being completely unable to tend to his desire.

    Shawn found his wife in the bedroom, still dressed in the elegant lace lingerie she’d modeled in the pictures. “Welcome home, cuckold,” she said as he entered the room. “How was your day?”

    Shawn stood silently as Haley stood and slowly sauntered towards the door. The exaggerated sway in her hips was hypnotic as he felt his cock once again trying to get stiff in its tight little cage.

    Haley moved behind Shawn and took off his jacket. She let it fall to the floor before unbuttoning his shirt and tossing it aside. She pulled him against her body and ran her hands over his chest. Her fingernails gently dug into his skin, causing Shawn to wince.

    “I had a good day,” she said in a sultry voice as her hands moved down Shawn’s chest and between his legs. “A very good day, in fact.”

    Haley pulled off Shawn’s belt and unbuttoned his pants. They slid to the floor and she pulled down his underwear, leaving him naked except for the Holy Trainer that encased his cock.

    “Did you enjoy your first day in chastity, my sweet cuckold?” Haley asked as she stepped in front of Shawn and let him enjoy the sight of her body in the lingerie she’d worn for her bull.

    “Very much so,” Shawn said. “Thank you.”

    Haley smiled. “It was my pleasure, as you know.” She wrapped her fingers around Shawn’s locked cock and balls and said, “I’ve had so much of Drew’s cock in the last 24 hours, and yet I still can’t get enough. I could fuck him all day, I swear. I’ve never been with a man that makes me feel so good.”

    Haley held Shawn’s gaze as the last sentence left her lips. She tightened her grip around his locked cock and pulled hard, causing a surge of pain that felt oddly pleasurable to her husband. She leaned in and kissed him, mixing that pain with the pure delight of his wife’s soft lips against his.

    “Tell me who owns this cock,” she whispered before kissing Shawn’s neck.

    “You do,” he said between soft moans. Despite his cock’s inability to get hard, Shawn was as aroused as he’d ever been.

    Haley fell to her knees in front of Shawn, temporarily filling him with hope. He thought maybe she’d unlock him and offer some sort of pleasure. At that point he would have taken anything.

    “He looks so small and cute in this little cage, don’t you think?” Haley asked as she grasped the Shawn’s cock.

    Shawn nodded. He still thought he might be treated to freedom after spending the day in chastity.

    “I love that this little cage makes your cock as useless as it actually is. After all, even when you’re rock hard you don’t offer me anywhere near the kind of pleasure Drew does,” Haley said as she stood once again. “You didn’t think I was going to unlock you, did you?”

    Shawn met his wife’s gaze. He was certain she could see his desperation now that the hope he’d held had faded away. “I did,” he admitted.

    “I will let you out. Of course I will. Even a cuckold deserves to cum. But not today. Today is about my pleasure. Today is about teasing you. It’s about driving you absolutely mad with lust,” Haley said as she let go of Shawn’s cock and walked towards the bed. “You know what I could use right now?”

    Shawn looked eagerly at his wife as he awaited her request. He felt as if he would do anything.

    “Your tongue, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said as she climbed into the bed and slowly spread her legs. Shawn walked towards her, his eyes fixed on her crotch. “Drew pounded me, honey. He pounded my tight little pussy and left me sore. I need to feel the soothing touch of your tongue. Will you do that for me?”

    Shawn moved between her legs and looked up at Haley. “I’ll do anything for you.”

    She smiled at her husband and pulled aside her panties to reveal the pussy that her bull had pounded vigorously while Shawn was at work.

    “There’s still some of him inside me for you to savor, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said softly as she pulled Shawn closer to her pussy. “Now worship me. Soothe my sore pussy with your tongue. Clean what’s left of his cum out of me.”

    Shawn extended his tongue and gently licked from the base of Haley’s sore pussy all the way up to her clit. The flavor that struck his taste buds thrilled him. The distinct saltiness of Drew’s cum mixed with his wife’s far sweeter juices and it was a strong reminder that he was licking a pussy that another man had recently fucked.

    Haley moaned softly. “That’s it. Worship my pussy, cuckold,” she said as her fingers ran through his hair.

    As he licked Haley’s pussy, Shawn lost himself in a state of blissful arousal and submissive service. Being locked and teased all day had left him eager to please and grateful for the chance to taste his wife’s wetness and desire. The simple joy of being between her legs and licking her was enough to satisfy him.

    Soon Haley began to moan in a low, rhythmic manner. Shawn knew she was going to cum before long. Her hips moved slowly, rubbing her clit back and forth over his tongue as both her hands grasped Shawn’s head and held him in place.

    “Make me cum, cuckold. Make me cum with that talented tongue of yours,” she said.

    Shawn continued to lick her eagerly, eventually bringing about a beautiful orgasm that left Haley relaxed and happy from head to toe.

    When she opened her eyes Haley looked down at Shawn and said, “Get on your back.”

    He did as he was told and was soon treated to the sight of Haley straddling him. Her breasts looked wondrous in the tight lace that clung to them and it seemed as though she possessed a newfound confidence. There was a look of power and lust in her eyes as she pressed her panty-clad pussy against Shawn’s locked cock.

    Haley leaned forward and kissed her husband. “Two men made me cum today, my sweet cuckold. One used his big cock to fuck me relentlessly and one used his talented tongue while his small cock was locked away in a chastity cage. I can’t tell you how happy that makes me,” Haley said as she ran her fingers down Shawn’s chest before wrapping them around his locked cock.

    She leaned back, pulled aside her panties, and rubbed Shawn’s clear cage around her soaking wet pussy. He could feel the heat of her loins and desire surged through him.

    Shawn’s hips pushed upwards involuntarily. He wanted her. He wanted to be inside his wife’s wet pussy.

    Haley smiled. “You want my pussy, don’t you cuckold? Your little dick is desperate to feel me again, isn’t he?” she asked.

    “Yes, please. I want to feel you. I want to feel my wife’s pussy again. Please!” Shawn begged with genuine desperation in his voice.

    “That’s exactly how a cuckold should feel,” Haley said as she took the tip of Shawn’s cage inside her. He was fucking his wife, but not in the way he desired. It was pure tease.

    Beneath her, Shawn ached with desire from head to toe. It was all centered on his crotch, where he could feel Haley’s perfect pussy without actually getting to enjoy it. She’d cuckolded him so thoroughly he could hardly believe it. Underneath all that desire Shawn realized he’d never been so happy. His entire day had been thrilling thanks to his wife and her willingness to indulge his desires. He couldn’t help but smile.

    “What are you smiling about?” Haley asked playfully.

    “You,” Shawn said. “You’re perfect and this is unquestionably the best Christmas ever. I can’t wait for whatever is coming next.”

    Haley leaned down and kissed him softly. “Maybe I’ll even let you have an orgasm,” she whispered. 
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    Shawn’s first night in chastity was more difficult than he’d expected. He woke up several times as his cock tried in vain to get hard in its cage. It was unquestionably painful, but he couldn’t deny the thrill either. 

    Each time, the pain he felt was soon countered by the notion that Haley now had complete control over his orgasms and was free to do as she pleased with his dick. He always fell asleep quickly and with a smile on his face as he thought about being a chastised cuckold.

    He woke up to the smell of coffee and found Haley sitting next to him with a smile on her face. “How was your little cock’s first night in its cage?” she asked in a sweet, teasing tone.

    “A little painful,” Shawn admitted. “In a good way, though.”

    “Don’t worry, I wasn’t considering letting you out. Your little cock will get used to it soon enough and those painful nighttime erections will dissipate,” she said reassuringly.

    Haley stood, placed the coffee cup on the nightstand, and said, “I have something I’d like you to do before you get ready for work.”

    Before he could say anything Haley pulled down her pajama shorts and panties and straddled his head. She lowered her pussy to his face and her fingers tightly gripped his hair. Haley slowly rode Shawn’s face as if she could have an orgasm without him even offering his tongue.

    He did offer his tongue, of course. He couldn’t resist. Any chance to taste his wife’s pussy was one he couldn’t waste. It always thrilled him to make her feel good and now that his cock was locked in chastity he enjoyed it even more.

    Haley moaned as she moved rhythmically over Shawn’s tongue and lips. Her juices spread over his chin and cheeks as the orgasm he desperately wanted to give her moved ever closer.

    “That’s it, my sweet cuckold. Worship my pussy,” Haley said in a lusty voice. “Make me cum. Make your wife cum.”

    Shawn stayed the course and continued to worship his wife’s pussy as she demanded. He felt a painful ache between his legs and his cock tried to get stiff. Being used as Haley’s personal sex toy aroused him beyond words.

    “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Haley cried out.

    She pulled harder on Shawn’s hair and ground her pussy into his face as her thighs twitched around his head. The orgasm ripped through her, causing Haley to let out a guttural moan. Shawn felt delighted at being a part of such pleasure.

    “That was incredible,” she said after climbing off his face.

    “Agreed,” Shawn said with a big smile. He could feel her juices drying on his face.

    “You should get ready for work,” Haley added before leaning down and softly kissing Shawn’s slippery lips. “Mmm, I taste good.”

    “Yes, you do,” Shawn replied before hopping out of bed and jumping into the shower.

    He was worried the chastity device would make it difficult to clean his cock, but water flowed easily through it and he felt refreshed and ready for another long day at work after he was finished.

    “Drew will be here when you get home,” Haley said before he left. “You’re going to be a naughty cuckold tonight.”

    Shawn drove to work wondering what she meant by that. Would he get to clean a creampie? Would he be watching again? Would she let him out of his cage? The answers would soon come to him.

    
      

    

    Drew’s car was in the driveway as Shawn arrived home from work, just as Haley had promised it would be. A twinge of desire ran through his loins as he wondered what sort of treat the evening would hold for him.

    By the looks of things the foreplay had just begun when Shawn walked in. Haley was dressed in a mini skirt and a soft white sweater as she kissed Drew on the couch. They didn’t even look up as Shawn put down his briefcase and sunk into the armchair across from them.

    He watched Drew’s hand move under Haley’s sweater and up to her breasts. His wife moaned as the other man found her nipple and gently took it between his fingers. Shawn felt a beautiful surge of pain between his legs. Something about witnessing their foreplay felt intensely arousing.

    When they finally came up for air Haley turned to Shawn and said, “Welcome home, my sweet cuckold. Why are your clothes still on?”

    Shawn took the hint and stood to strip. Drew and Haley watched as his work clothes fell to the floor and his naked body came into view. His underwear came off last as Shawn felt a little embarrassed to reveal his locked cock to his wife’s bull.

    “Show him, cuckold,” Haley said in a dominant tone.

    Shawn obediently pulled down his underwear and revealed his cock in its little cage. Drew chuckled and smiled.

    “That’s right where a cuckold’s cock should be,” Drew said. “Wouldn’t you agree, Shawn?”

    Shawn felt a surge of humiliation. He didn’t want to answer, but the look on Haley’s face told him it would be unwise. “Yes, I agree.”

    “Come here, cuckold,” Haley said as she spread her legs on the couch, revealing a lack of panties. “My pussy needs your attention. I want you to get it nice and wet for Drew’s big cock.”

    Shawn fell to his knees in front of his wife and moved between her legs. Her hand guided his head right where it needed to be and Haley moaned as he licked her from the base of her perfect pussy to her clit, providing wetness and pleasure.

    The sound of Haley and Drew kissing pulled Shawn’s eyes upwards and once again he was treated to the visual splendor of another man playing with his wife’s breasts. This time it felt even better as he was treated to the taste of his wife’s desire for her bull while preparing her pussy for the penetration that would soon follow.

    “Look at my sweet cuckold devouring my wet pussy,” Haley said as she and Drew took a break from their furious make out session. “I can already tell that the chastity device is going to make such a difference. He’s already better at worshiping me.”

    “It only gets better from here, too. Just wait. Soon he’ll be willing to do anything to make you happy if it means even a slight chance of being freed from his little prison,” Drew added.

    Haley moaned in delight. Shawn liked to imagine it was because he was doing such an excellent job of worshiping her pussy, but he suspected she was equally thrilled at the idea of her husband being willing to do anything as long as it made her happy. 

    He knew Drew was right, too. He could already feel it. The chastity device deepened his submission and increased his desire exponentially. That morning it was deeply satisfying to worship Haley’s pussy even though Shawn knew there was no chance he was going to be set free for an orgasm.

    Haley gently pushed Shawn’s head away from her pussy and said, “That’s good, my sweet cuckold, but now I need more than what you can offer. Now I need to get fucked.”

    She stood and walked to the bedroom with Drew behind her. “Come, cuckold,” Haley called out.

    Shawn hopped to his feet and followed his wife and her bull to the bedroom. He stood in the doorway and watched them kiss as they stripped each other naked and climbed into bed.

    “I need this inside me,” Haley said as she wrapped her fingers around Drew’s thick cock. “He got me ready, but I need you to give me the pleasure I crave, the kind he can’t provide.”

    Shawn’s cock ached in its little chastity cage. The humiliation of watching his wife practically beg someone else to provide her with something he consistently failed to give her was utterly intoxicating and more arousing than he expected.

    “Come here, cuckold,” Haley said to Shawn. “Watch.”

    Haley directed Shawn’s gaze between her legs and he watched as Drew’s big cock moved between her pussy lips and slowly pushed inside her.

    Shawn didn’t dare look away. It was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Again his cock ached. Again he wished he could masturbate to the kind of satisfying orgasm he craved.

    Haley reached out and wrapped her fingers around Shawn’s locked cock. “He’s doing what this little thing has always failed to do, Shawn. He’s fucking your wife like she needs. He’s fucking me like a woman needs to be fucked.”

    Shawn looked at his wife and saw pure lust in her eyes. She really was receiving the kind of satisfaction he couldn’t provide. A mixture of jealousy and pure desire washed over him.

    Haley maintained her grip on Shawn’s chastised cock as Drew fucked her. With her free hand she pulled her bull close and kissed him eagerly. She moaned into her lover’s mouth as his big cock pounded her pussy.

    Shawn tried his best not to feel the pain between his legs. He tried to concentrate on the incredible sexual show unfolding in front of him. Someone else was fucking his wife. Once again his fantasy was coming true, only now it had been enhanced by the chastity cage around his cock and his wife’s dominant approach to cuckolding him.

    After Haley’s first orgasm they switched positions. She had Shawn sit in bed and got on her hands and knees facing him. Drew moved behind her and resumed fucking Haley as she looked into her cuckold husband’s eyes.

    “Kiss me, cuckold,” she said.

    Shawn leaned forward and eagerly kissed his wife. Her tongue darted into his mouth, almost like she was fucking him with it. She even kissed him in a dominant way. As their lips remained pressed together Haley once again took hold of Shawn’s locked cock. She squeezed his balls and he groaned in pain.

    When she broke the kiss Shawn leaned back again and saw a look of pure lusty dominance in his wife’s eyes. It seemed clear that she loved the newfound control she had over her husband as much as she loved the big cock drilling her slippery cunt from behind.

    Much to Shawn’s surprise, Haley reached over to the nightstand and picked up the key to his chastity cage. She slipped it into the lock as Drew continued to fuck her doggystyle and turned it. For a few moments she held the key in place, teasing Shawn. Maybe she wasn’t going to unlock him after all.

    To his great relief she pulled out the key and freed his cock from the chastity device. Her fingers wrapped around his cock and stroked him slowly, bringing Shawn to a throbbing erection in no time.

    “Does my sweet cuckold want to cum?” Haley asked as Drew filled her from behind.

    “Yes, please. Please let me cum,” Shawn begged.

    “I think you’ve earned it, but don’t you dare cum until I give you permission, and don’t you dare touch your cock until I say you can,” she demanded.

    Shawn nodded as he relished the deeply pleasurable sensation of her fingers moving up and down the shaft of his rock hard cuckold cock.

    “Drew’s going to cum inside me now, cuckold. He’s going to empty his balls into your wife’s pussy and you’re going to clean it out. Are you ready for that? Are you ready to clean your first fresh creampie?” Haley asked as she stopped stroking his cock.

    “Yes, I’m ready. I’m ready to clean your pussy,” Shawn said breathlessly. Haley was wise to stop jerking him off or he almost certainly would have cum at the idea of getting to clean a creampie.

    Haley held Shawn’s gaze as she urged her bull to cum inside her. “Cum inside me, Drew. Give me your load. Give my pussy the load it needs. Make a nice creampie for my little dicked cuckold husband to clean up. Help him become the cuckold we both know he is.”

    Drew groaned and thrust deeply into Haley as she smiled. “He’s cumming inside me, cuckold. He’s making a nice big creampie for you to clean up. Are you ready?”

    Shawn nodded and when Drew pulled out Haley quickly moved to her back. At her urging Shawn positioned himself between her legs and watched as a thick glob of white cum appeared at the opening to her perfect pussy.

    “Clean it, cuckold, and don’t you dare touch your cock. Eat his cum like a good cuckold should,” Haley demanded.

    Shawn didn’t hesitate. He’d never eaten a fresh creampie, but he’d tasted Drew’s cum before and he wasn’t nervous. He was excited. He was delirious with desire. His cock throbbed, though he resisted the urge to masturbate.

    Instead, Shawn concentrated his efforts on licking another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy. He scooped the first thick dollop out of her pussy with his eager tongue and swallowed it immediately.

    The thickness was the most unexpected part. His tongue and throat were coated with cum even after he’d swallowed. The taste filled his mouth. It was nearly overwhelming, but he pressed forward. He couldn’t stop. His desire was too strong. He wanted to be a cum eating cuckold.

    “Eat his cum, cuckold. Show me what a good pussy cleaner you are. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you’re my sweet cum eating cuckold,” Haley demanded as her fingers ran through Shawn’s hair.

    He did as his wife desired and eagerly cleaned Drew’s cum from her pussy. He buried his tongue into her pussy and licked up as much as he could.

    “That’s it. Be a cum slut for me. Eat his cum. Show me that you love eating Drew’s seed,” Haley said.

    There was more cum inside her than Shawn expected. Each time his tongue pushed into Haley’s pussy it came out with more semen to swallow.

    “Fuck, you’re such a nasty little cum eater,” Haley said with a smile. “Cum eaters get to masturbate, so take your little cock in your hand and jerk off, cuckold. Jerk off while you’re cleaning Shawn’s cum from my pussy. Orgasm as quickly as you can.”

    Shawn knew it wouldn’t take long. The arousal he felt was overwhelming. He was hornier than he’d ever been. He used his precum as lube and stroked his cock furiously. Lust surged through his loins. He felt his orgasm approaching quickly.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Orgasm while you’re eating Drew’s cum. Let your load loose while you swallow my bull’s seed. That’s it,” Haley encouraged him. “Cum in your hand. Cum in your hand for me.”

    Shawn did as his wife ordered and came in his hand. He groaned and spilled his seed into the palm of his hand with a little bit landing on the bed. He cried out in pleasure as it felt like he was losing control of his body for a few seconds. The intensity of his climaxed was unmatched by anything he’d ever experienced.

    “Now eat your load,” Haley said. Shawn looked at her and hesitated. “Do it, cuckold!” she demanded.

    With his brain still in a post-orgasmic fog, Shawn did what she wanted. He lifted his palm to his mouth and took the cum on his tongue. He swallowed in an instant.

    “Two loads in one day. You’re such a cum slut for me,” Haley said as she smiled at her husband.

    She was right. He was the cuckold cum eater he’d always wanted to be and Shawn couldn’t help but hope that he’d be treated to lots more loads in the coming days and weeks.
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    Christmas falling on a Tuesday meant a four day weekend for Shawn, which he figured meant even more cuckold play with Haley. All he had to do was get through Friday.

    Haley didn’t make it easy. Again she teased him with pictures and videos. This time she’d seemingly dug into a collection of porn she’d made with Drew in the month before she’d let Shawn know he was a cuckold.

    The first video showed Haley riding Drew’s big cock in reverse cowgirl while she filmed herself in a mirror. She had a look of pure bliss on her face and the mirror was close enough that Shawn could actually see his wife’s pussy stretching out around her bull’s exceptionally thick dick.

    She sent him a series of blowjob pictures that Drew had taken in his car. They seemed to be parked as he didn’t have his hands on the wheel and Haley was really going at his big dick. The last picture showed Haley opening her mouth and displaying a thick load of cum that she was no doubt going to swallow.

    Haley followed that with a video she’d just filmed on her phone. It started with her looking into the camera and smiling before moving it down her naked body. Finally the camera came to rest between her legs, where Haley spread her pussy lips and showed off how wet she was.

    “Look at wet teasing you makes me, my sweet cuckold,” she said before pushing three fingers inside and filling Shawn’s ears with the sounds of her slickness. She pulled her fingers out and held them in front of the camera. They glistened with her juices. “Don’t you wish you were here to suck them clean, Shawn? Don’t you wish you could taste me?” Haley asked.

    Shawn nodded, forgetting for a moment that he was watching a video. He desperately wished he could be there as his cock throbbed in its cage. The ache between his legs was an agonizing, arousing reminder that his wife controlled his orgasms now.

    Thankfully, Shawn’s boss let everyone go early as a small kindness before Christmas. Just after two o’clock he arrived home to find Haley relaxing on the couch in a loose flannel shirt and a pair of blue lace boyshort panties.

    “Whose shirt is that?” Shawn asked as it dawned on him that he didn’t own a piece of clothing like that.

    “Take a wild guess,” Haley said with a smile as she hopped off the couch and seemingly bounced over the carpet to greet her husband with a kiss.

    Shawn admired her long, lovely legs and he couldn’t help but find her joy utterly charming. As they kissed he lifted Drew’s shirt and caressed his wife’s ass and the lace panties that clung so tightly to it.

    “Did you have fun at work?” Haley asked as she reached between Shawn’s legs and grasped his locked cock through his pants.

    “You know I did,” Shawn said with a smile.

    “I had fun too,” Haley said as she released Shawn from her grasp and walked to the bedroom. “Follow me.”

    As Shawn walked behind her it struck him that she was almost certainly wearing Drew’s shirt because he’d been at their house while he was at work.

    “I have a little present for you, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said as she stepped into the bedroom.

    Shawn followed her in and immediately saw what she was referring to. The bed was immaculately made and sitting on top of the comforter was a used condom. It was tied at the top and looked to be filled with a rather enormous load of cum.

    “Well, I guess it’s not so little,” Haley said with a smile as she lifted the condom off the comforter and walked towards Shawn. “Do you like your present?” she asked.

    Shawn nodded as he stared at the condom full of cum. He felt a pleasant tingle between his legs as his cock stirred to life.

    “Come,” Haley said as she turned and walked towards the bed. Shawn watched his wife pull a pair of scissors out of the nightstand and snip off the tied portion of the condom before she moved to her back in bed.

    “I want you to clean his cum off my tits, my sweet cuckold. I want you to show me how much you love Drew’s cum by licking up every drop,” Haley said as she opened her shirt exposed her breasts.

    Shawn climbed into bed next to her and waited for her to upend the condom and release its contents onto her perky breasts.

    “Kiss them,” Haley said.

    Shawn eagerly leaned closer and kissed his wife’s smooth, soft breasts. He ran his tongue over her nipples and she moaned as her fingers entwined in his hair.

    “Good boy,” Haley encouraged him. “Show me how much you love my breasts.”

    When Haley pulled gently on his hair, Shawn released her nipple from his mouth and lifted his head. He watched as his wife gently poured a light coating of Drew’s cum onto her breasts, creating an appetizing treat that he couldn’t wait to devour.

    Haley guided Shawn’s mouth to her breasts and moaned as he consumed her bull’s cum. “That’s it, my sweet cuckold. Clean his cum off of me.”

    Shawn was surprised that Drew’s cum was still warm. He must have fucked her just before Shawn got home from work. The idea that his wife had someone else’s cock inside her while he was driving home with his dick locked in chastity was intensely thrilling.

    “Do you want more cum?” Haley asked when Shawn had cleaned her breasts.

    “Yes, please,” he said.

    Haley smiled and emptied the rest of the condom onto her chest, leaving her tits beautifully glazed with Drew’s cum and offering an appetizing treat for Shawn.

    “Clean me,” she said while pulling him close.

    As Shawn licked her breasts clean of Drew’s load, Haley began to masturbate. “That’s so good, my sweet cuckold. You’re being such a good boy for me, cleaning my tits like that. Lick it all up. Swallow the gift he gave you. Swallow it all,” she said through lusty moans as her finger moved rapidly over her clit.

    It brought Shawn great pleasure to know his cum cleaning aroused Haley so much. He felt like a cuckold in every way. His cock was locked up. Another man had fucked her and had no doubt made her orgasm less than an hour ago and now he was cleaning that man’s cum off his wife’s perky, perfect tits.

    “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Haley cried out as she climaxed while Shawn cleaned the last of Drew’s cum off her tits. “That was incredible,” she said as the final waves of pleasure moved through her body.

    “Thank you,” Shawn said as he savored the taste of another man’s cum in his mouth.

    “For what?” Haley asked with a smile.

    “For the delicious present,” he answered.

    “It was my pleasure, truly,” Haley said as she pulled his head to hers for a long, slow kiss where they share the taste of Drew’s cum.

    Shawn savored the sensual connection with his wife. He felt a surge of discomfort between his legs that only served to remind him how quickly things had changed in his marriage and how much he enjoyed it. It thrilled him that being locked in chastity was even more arousing than he thought it would be.

    When Haley finally relented and released him from the deep kiss, she had a devious smile on her face. “I have a task for you,” she said.

    “I’ll do anything,” Shawn answered with the eagerness of a puppy.

    “Drew’s coming back tonight. You’re going to watch him fuck me again and he’s going to spend the night with me in our bed,” Haley informed Shawn as she reached between his legs and played with his chastised cock.

    “Your task is to go out and buy a seductive lingerie set for me to wear for my bull,” she said before squeezing Shawn’s balls. “Will you do that for me?”

    “Of course,” Shawn said excitedly.

    He moved to hop out of bed and get going to the store, but Haley held onto his balls, refusing to let him go.

    “There’s one more thing,” she said as that devious smile returned to her face. “You must ask one of the employees for help and you must tell her that you’re picking out lingerie that your wife is going to wear for another man.”

    Shawn’s heart pounded at the idea of publicly outing himself as a cuckold. He wasn’t sure if he was terrified or aroused. Maybe it was both.

    “Will you be a good cuckold and do that for me?” Haley asked in a sweet voice as she batted her eyes at him.

    Shawn took a deep breath and considered what he was about to agree to. “Yes,” he said.

    “Good boy,” Haley said.

    
      

    

    Shawn stood outside the Victoria’s Secret and tried to find the courage to walk in and humiliate himself. He tried to imagine what the sales associate would say. Would she make fun of him? Would she give him a pitying look? Would she just help him with a smile?

    He entered the store and immediately found himself drawn to a half mannequin wearing something called the Very Sexy Strappy Eyelash Lace Teddy. It was a delicate piece of lingerie and he couldn’t help but imagine Haley’s beautiful body in it as she offered herself to Drew.

    A soft, confident voice interrupted Shawn’s entranced staring. “Can I help you find something?” Shawn turned to see a breathtakingly beautiful young woman standing next to him. Suddenly he was filled with fear at the idea of admitting to her that he was a cuckold.

    She must have noticed something amiss because the beautiful sales associate followed up her first question with another, asking “Is everything okay?” as Shawn tried to find the courage to fulfill his wife’s request.

    “Yes, I’m sorry,” Shawn said awkwardly. He took a deep breath, looked into the big blue eyes of the sales associate, and did as he’d been instructed to do. “I’m looking for lingerie for my wife to wear for her boyfriend,” he said.

    Shawn watched the beautiful young woman’s face register the briefest flash of surprise before recovering almost instantly. The smile she then offered him relaxed Shawn immediately and reminded him of how Haley looked just before she was about to suggest something naughty.

    The girl reached out and gently touched Shawn’s arm in a soothing manner. “You’re not the only man to come in her looking for that sort of thing,” she said. “I think we can definitely find something that will drive her boyfriend crazy in a way your wife will love. I’m Sarah, by the way”

    Shawn breathed a quiet sigh of relief and felt a huge amount of tension leave his body. “Thank you, Sarah. I’m Shawn.” 

    It was unquestionably humiliating for this young lady to know he was a cuckold and that his wife had sent him out to buy lingerie for her, but her willingness to help made Shawn feel so much better.

    “The teddy you were admiring is a popular item. Is that something your wife would like?” Sarah asked.

    Shawn nodded. “Yes, I think so.”

    “What would her boyfriend think?” she asked.

    Shawn looked at her and saw a naughty smile on the beautiful blonde girl’s face. She was having a little fun with him.

    “I think he’d love it,” Shawn answered.

    “Good. Why don’t we start with that then?” she said while handing Shawn the delicately folded teddy. “What about adding a few more pieces to really make your wife feel like the goddess she is?” Sarah asked.

    “I think she’d like that,” he said.

    Shawn followed Sarah as she moved across the store. She stopped in front of another mannequin, this one wearing a sheer chiffon duster that looked soft, delicate, and beautiful.

    “Wouldn’t she look good wearing this beautiful duster over the teddy? The sheer material makes it a really sexy way to tease him with her body. Then he can unwrap her and enjoy what she’s so eager to offer him,” Sarah said as she reached out and ran her fingers over the chiffon fabric. “Go ahead, touch it,” she urged Shawn.

    It felt exceptionally soft against his fingers and he imagined Drew opening it up and letting it fall to the floor as Haley stood in front of him. His cock strained against the tight confines of his Holy Trainer.

    “Does she let you watch?” Sarah whispered in a surprisingly sensual voice.

    A shiver of pleasure ran down Shawn’s spine and between his legs. “Yes, she does,” he answered.

    “How lucky for you. Maybe you could be the one to unwrap your wife and present her to her boyfriend?” Sarah whispered. She was clearly enjoying herself.

    “I’d like that,” Shawn said.

    “I’m sure you would,” Sarah said with a smile as she handed Shawn the chiffon duster.

    “Every man loves a woman in sexy stockings. Should we pick out a pair for your wife?” Sarah asked.

    Shawn nodded and walked behind Sarah as she led him to the hosiery section. He quietly scanned the packages, staring at the legs of the models advertising the various styles of stockings.

    The scent of Sarah’s perfume filled his nose as she leaned closer and whispered, “Which pair will drive him crazy? What will make him wild with desire for your wife?”

    Shawn pointed to a pair of patterned black lace top stockings. The repeating diamond-shaped design looks particularly elegant on the model and he thought they’d look exceptionally sexy on Haley. “Those are perfect,” he said.

    “An excellent choice,” Sarah commented as she handed the stockings to Shawn. “I think that’s a complete look that no man would be able to resist.”

    “I agree,” Shawn said as he looked down at the items in his hands.

    “Let’s ring you up then,” Sarah said as she pointed Shawn towards the register.

    As he paid, Shawn considered the experience he’d just had. Haley had sent him out to humiliate himself in front of a Victoria’s Secret employee and he’d done just that. He’d been nervous, but the experience thrilled him to no end, thanks in no small part to Sarah’s eagerness to play along.

    “Thank you,” he said when she handed him the bag with his wife’s new lingerie wrapped in pink tissue paper.

    “Have fun tonight,” Sarah said with a smile.

    As he walked out of the store, Shawn was thankful for his chastity device. The whole experience had been just as arousing as Haley had no doubt hoped it would and he would’ve been erect for most of it had his cock not been locked up. Instead, he got to enjoy a delightful dose of public humiliation at the hands of a willing, eager, and exceptionally helpful sales associate.

    His cuckold Christmas continued to be a source of lust in new and surprising ways.
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    Shawn woke up at 4 a.m. with an ache between his legs. It took a few moments before he remembered he was locked in chastity and the key was in Haley’s possession.

    After the pain subsided it was replaced with a need to pee, so Shawn slipped out of bed and walked to the guest bathroom. His mind was still fuzzy with sleep as he sat down and emptied his bladder, but he thought he could hear Haley moaning.

    He moved closer to the master bedroom after flushing the toilet and gently pressed his ear against the door. Sure enough, his wife was moaning. Shawn would know that noise anywhere.

    Drew was in there with her. He was spending the night on Shawn’s side of the bed and apparently he was fucking Shawn’s wife in the middle of the night. If he wasn’t so turned on, Shawn would have been overcome with jealousy.

    He wished he could be free of the chastity cage. He wished he could masturbate to the sound of his wife and her bull fucking. He wished he could open the door and watch them having beautiful sex, but Shawn knew better. Haley would have invited him in if she wanted him to watch.

    Instead, he went back to bed and tried his best to sleep. That became impossible as Haley got louder. Shawn had to listen. He couldn’t block out the noise of her pleasure and he didn’t want to. He wanted to soak it all in. He wanted to imagine what position they were fucking in. He wanted to picture Drew’s big cock sliding into Haley’s wet pussy in his mind. He had no trouble doing so.

    His caged cock was dripping precum by the time they finished. Shawn looked at the clock and was amazed to find that he’d been listening to Haley and Drew fuck for nearly 30 minutes. The man certainly had stamina, and from what he heard Haley had experienced at least four orgasms.

    Just as he was about to drift off to sleep again, the door to the guest bedroom opened. Shawn opened his eyes to see Haley’s silhouette in the doorway. He watched as she moved towards the bed.

    “I heard you go to the bathroom,” Haley whispered. “I thought you might like an early morning cuckold Christmas present.”

    “I’d love one,” Shawn said while secretly hoping she had the key to his Holy Trainer with her.

    Haley reached the side of the bed and said, “On your back.”

    It was a command and it delighted Shawn to hear her issue it with such ease. He slid down the bed until he was on his back and staring up at his wife.

    Haley straddled Shawn’s face and lowered her freshly-fucked pussy onto his mouth. “Open up,” she said.

    Shawn did as he was told and moments later he tasted Drew’s cum. It flowed from Haley’s pussy into his mouth as she said, “Drink it, my sweet cuckold. Drink his seed.”

    Shawn swallowed. He had to. There was so much cum it felt like he would drown in it if he didn’t. More flowed out of his wife’s pussy to replace it. Soon Shawn had a belly full of cum and a happy wife still straddling his face.

    Haley smiled as she lowered her pussy onto his tongue and said, “Put your tongue inside me. Clean out what’s left of his cum.”

    Again Shawn did as he was told. He pushed his tongue into Haley’s pussy and soaked up the mixture of Drew’s cum and her secretions. He reveled in the overwhelming taste and the idea that his wife was sitting on his face and feeding him another man’s cum. Again his cock ached in the best way possible. He was starting to enjoy that familiar pain.

    When he was finished, Haley climbed off the bed and leaned down to share a slow kiss with Shawn. She reached between his legs and teased his locked cock as she pushed her tongue into his mouth. All he could do was groan.

    “Sleep well, my sweet cuckold. We’ll have more fun tomorrow night, I promise,” Haley said before she left the room and returned to the master bedroom where she would fall asleep in another man’s arms.

    
      

    

    Shawn woke up a little after 10 a.m. and made his way to the kitchen. He found Haley alone and without a stitch of clothing on.

    “Drew already left,” she said before pulling Shawn into a warm hug. Haley kissed him softly and pressed her naked body into his.

    “I like your choice of clothes,” Shawn said with a smile.

    “All the better to tease you with, my dear,” Haley answered as she turned around and pressed her naked ass into Shawn’s crotch. The familiar ache of arousal returned to his loins. 

    “Would you like a cup of coffee?” Haley asked as she skipped across the kitchen.

    “I’d love one,” Shawn replied.

    Haley pulled a cup from the cabinet and filled it. Shawn pulled his eyes from her slender waist and perfect ass for a moment to see the steam rising. Haley turned around, offering him an arousing view of her breasts and taut stomach. He thought she would bring him the cup, but instead she leaned against the kitchen counter and smiled.

    Shawn watched a naughty smile cross his wife’s face as he walked towards her. He reached for the cup but Haley hid it behind her back. “I think you should earn it,” she said before glancing between her legs.

    Shawn took the hint and fell to his knees in front of his wife. Her hand quickly found the top of his head and guided him where she wanted him.

    “Worship me, my sweet cuckold,” she said in a soft, sensual voice.

    Shawn did as he was told, though she needn’t have commanded him. He would have worshiped her pussy without being asked.

    Haley moaned as his tongue moved between her pussy lips and up to her clit. He pressed his lips against hers and rhythmically licked back and forth over her pleasure spot.

    He figured he’d be between her legs for a while, but Haley pushed his head back after just a minute. “Sometimes I like to be teased too,” is all she said before handing him his cup of coffee. “It looks like you enjoyed that,” Haley said as she pointed to the wet spot in the front of his pajama pants. He was leaking precum.

    “I guess so,” Shawn replied.

    Shawn figured Haley would get dressed at some point, but she stayed naked the whole day and she used it to tease them both, just as she’d done in the kitchen.

    She took every opportunity to rub her naked body against his and to have him spend a minute or two between her legs. He worshiped her pussy a dozen times over the course of the day, but he never made her cum.

    It had a noticeable effect on both of them by the time Drew arrived for the evening of fun Haley had promised at 4 a.m. that morning. 

    Shawn’s cock had taken to steadily producing precum and Haley was practically vibrating with desire. It seemed as though it was all part of her plan. She wanted them both to be desperate for the release that Drew’s arrival promised.

    There were few pleasantries exchanged and no fooling around in the living room this time. A still-naked Haley pulled Drew straight to the bedroom and Shawn followed close behind on her orders.

    “On your knees,” Haley said as he entered the room. Shawn did as he was told and was soon joined by his wife.

    “Take off his pants,” she ordered.

    Shawn hesitated. It wasn’t that he thought it was weird; he just wasn’t sure if Drew was on board with another man taking his pants off.

    Drew noticed Shawn’s hesitation and said, “Do what she says.”

    Shawn reached up and unbuttoned Drew’s jeans before pulling them down, leaving his wife’s bull in a pair of briefs that did nothing to hide the size of his erection.

    “Take them off too,” Haley said as she pointed to Drew’s underwear.

    Shawn grasped the elastic waistband on Drew’s briefs and pulled them down. When the bull’s big cock popped out Shawn couldn’t help but be a little surprised. It looked so big in close up.

    Moments after Drew’s naked cock appeared, Haley wrapped her lips around it. Shawn watched in awe as his wife took half the long, thick shaft into her mouth with ease. As she bobbed up and down on it, more of him disappeared inside her. Before long she was nearly deepthroating him.

    When Haley let Drew’s big cock fall from her mouth it was slick with her spit and she had a wild look in her eyes. Something about sucking his cock seemed to drive her crazy with desire.

    Shawn figured she’d go back to sucking her bull, but instead Haley turned to him. She pulled his lips to hers and pushed her tongue into Shawn’s mouth. He noticed the difference immediately. There was no question that was the taste of another man’s cock on her lips and tongue. It made his cock ache with desire.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Haley teased when she broke the kiss.

    “Yes,” Shawn answered unabashedly. He was too far down the road of cuckoldry to care about anything other than admitting his desires.

    Haley took his hand in hears and lifted it towards Drew’s crotch. Shawn had a moment of overwhelming anxiety as his wife guided him to cup another man’s balls.

    “Play with them while I suck his cock, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said in a soft voice.

    Shawn did as he was told. He gently massaged Drew’s balls as his wife gave an eager, sloppy blowjob. He listened to Drew moan. He felt his cock try to get hard in its cage. He felt that increasingly pleasurable sense of pain between his legs. It felt like his head was swimming with a wild kind of lust driven by humiliation and the exploration of something new.

    Again Haley kissed him after Drew’s cock slipped from her mouth. Again she made him taste another man on her lips and tongue. Again it turned him on.

    Again she took his hand in hers, first removing it from Drew’s balls and then wrapping it around the base of Drew’s big cock.

    “Hold it for me while I suck him,” Haley said before returning to the blowjob she’d been giving.

    Shawn felt like he was in an arousal-driven trance as he watched his wife suck the cock he was holding. He could feel the veins throbbing against his skin and couldn’t help but be impressed by how hard it felt in his hand.

    Again Haley kissed Shawn, this time as he continued to hold the base of her bull’s cock in his hand. She drove her tongue into his mouth and reached between his legs to tease Shawn’s caged cock and his tight balls.

    Haley held his gaze for a few moments after the kiss. When she turned to Drew’s cock again Shawn figured he would get to witness his wife giving head once more, but Haley had other plans.

    Her hand found the back of Shawn’s head and pushed him towards Drew’s stiff cock. In the span of a second it was inches from his mouth. “Take him into your mouth,” she said. “Suck his cock for me.”

    Shawn’s brain felt foggy with desire. In that moment it was as if he was outside of his body and watching from above as he opened his mouth and let Drew’s cock slide between his lips.

    “Good boy,” Haley said. “Be a cocksucker for me. Show me what a good cuckold you are.”

    Shawn couldn’t fit much of Drew’s big cock into his mouth before he gagged. Haley lightened the pressure on the back of his head and Shawn pulled back until just the head of Drew’s cock was on his tongue.

    “How does it feel?” Haley whispered as she played with his balls with her free hand. “How does it feel to have another man’s cock in your mouth?”

    She knew he couldn’t answer. She knew it was exactly what he wanted to hear at that moment, though. Her words grounded him. They forced him to accept the reality that he was sucking cock. She’d made a deep, dirty fantasy of his a reality.

    Shawn didn’t spend much time with Drew’s cock in his mouth. It was a taste. A little tease from his wife. She was too eager to get fucked and Drew was already rock hard.

    She stood and had Drew get on his back in bed before straddling him. “Come here, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said to Shawn.

    Shawn moved to the side of the bed and looked up at his wife. He saw wild lust in her eyes. In that moment he would have done anything for her.

    “Be a good boy and put him inside me,” she said.

    Shawn reached between Drew’s legs and wrapped his fingers around the base of the bull’s big cock. He rubbed it along Haley’s pussy lips to get the head nice and wet and then did as he was ordered and placed it inside her before his wife sank down on it.

    Almost immediately Haley found a hard and fast rhythm on Drew’s cock. She’d been waiting all day to get fucked and she clearly wasn’t going to take it slow. She needed to orgasm and nothing else mattered.

    In less than a minute the room filled with Haley’s screams of pleasure. She was louder and lustier than usual and for a few moments it seemed like she lost control of her body as she seemed to twitch from head to toe.

    After the orgasm had passed Haley rolled off of Drew and nestled her body next to his. She looked at Shawn and said, “Suck him, cuckold.”

    Shawn climbed between Drew’s legs and wrapped his fingers around the base of the bull’s big cock. It was slick with Haley’s juices and he felt genuinely excited about sucking it clean.

    Drew moaned the moment Shawn’s lips closed around him. He tried to emulate what he’d seen Haley do, but clearly he lacked the skill as he couldn’t fit much of the dick into his mouth. It thrilled him when Shawn felt Drew’s hand on the back of his head. Something about being controlled by the man he was blowing felt intensely arousing.

    “Fuck, that’s so much hotter than I thought it would be,” Haley said.

    As he continued to suck Drew’s cock, the sound of Haley playing with her wet pussy drifted to Shawn’s ears. His eyes were closed and his mouth was full of dick and the idea that Haley was masturbating to his cocksucking thrilled him to no end.

    “He’s such a greedy little cocksucker,” Haley said in amazement. “I need that dick now, though. Get it out of his mouth and into my pussy,” she demanded.

    Shawn released Drew’s cock from his eager mouth and watched his wife spread her legs and welcome her bull between them.

    “Fuck me,” Haley said as she lifted her hips. She groaned loudly as Drew filled her once again. For a moment she looked at Shawn and said, “Back to the floor. You can watch and wait and if you do a good job cleaning his cum out of my pussy I might let you out of your cage for an orgasm.”

    Shawn did as he was told and hoped that he’d be granted a cuckold Christmas miracle and Haley would free him from his Holy Trainer after he’d cleaned another creampie from her pussy.
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    "Are you sad that I didn’t unlock you last night?” Haley asked as she cuddled up next to Shawn soon after their alarm clock had gone off.

    “No,” he said. “I wouldn’t have objected, obviously, but there’s something intensely arousing about the denial. I can’t quite explain it, but I like it.”

    Haley delicately ran her finger over the hard resin of the Holy Trainer. She teased the little bits of flesh it left exposed. Shawn couldn’t help but groan. Even the slightest touch felt good.

    “I’m going to let you out today,” she said while grasping Shawn’s testicles. She rubbed them softly and again he groaned.

    “Really?” he asked, though his tone made it clear he didn’t believe her.

    “Yes, but there’s one rule you have to follow. You are not allowed to stroke your cock. You can touch it to go to the bathroom or scratch an itch or something like that, but there will be no masturbation. Only I’m allowed to give your little dick pleasure today. Do you understand?” Haley asked.

    Shawn was so thrilled at the idea of being let out of chastity that he would have agreed to almost anything. “Absolutely,” he said excitedly.

    Haley pulled back the covers and straddled Shawn. She made sure to rub her panty-clad pussy over his locked cock to tease him. Shawn groaned.

    She leaned down and kissed him softly. “If you’re a good boy I’ll even let you cum. How does that sound?” Haley asked in a whisper.

    “I’d like that very much,” Shawn said before pulling his wife close for a long, slow kiss that she eagerly reciprocated.

    “Let’s get him out of there then,” Haley said before rolling off of Shawn and reaching into her nightstand to pull out the key.

    Shawn felt a sense of joyful anticipation as Haley pushed the key into the lock and turned it. In just a few moments his cock was free from its prison and her fingers were wrapped around his soft shaft and stroking him.

    Haley smiled at Shawn’s groans of pure delight as she gave him a slow handjob. “Just imagine what this is going to feel like when you’ve been locked up for a week,” she said. “Or a month.”

    Shawn’s eyes went wide at the suggestion that he’d have to spend a month in chastity.

    “It’s mine now, my sweet cuckold,” Haley said, referring to his cock. “If I want to lock it up for a month, that’s what I’m going to do.”

    Shawn was fully erect now. Despite his fear of spending that much time in chastity, he couldn’t deny a certain sense of arousal, too. He’d already come to find denial to be exceptionally thrilling.

    “He doesn’t seem to mind,” Haley said. “Long term chastity seems to excite your little cock, in fact.”

    Shawn didn’t want to say anything. As much as it excited him, he knew it would be painful and he didn’t want to encourage Haley. He knew she could tell, though. It did turn him on.

    Haley leaned forward and kissed Shawn as she continued to stroke him. “It excites me too,” she whispered while straddling him and pressing the head of Shawn’s cock against her pussy lips.

    He slipped into her with ease. She was soaking wet. The intense heat and wetness of his wife’s pussy sent Shawn to a place of bliss in an instant.

    “Oh my God,” he said before letting out a long, low moan. “You feel so fucking good.”

    “I know,” Haley said confidently as she sank down onto Shawn’s cock. She held her pussy there, refusing to offer him anything more than the sense that his dick was being bathed in her desire.

    Shawn was desperate, so he grabbed Haley’s hips and tried to move her back and forth over his cock. He just wanted to have sex with her. He wanted to fuck his wife like Drew had done so many times since his cuckolding had begun in earnest.

    He was met with a sharp, surprising slap across the face. Immediately he let go of her hips and stopped. The pain lingered as Haley climbed off his cock. There was a look of genuine disappointment on her face. She hastily put her clothes on and left the room.

    Shawn hastily dressed and ran after her. “I’m sorry,” he called out.

    Haley kept walking and Shawn followed until they reached the kitchen. She poured herself a cup of coffee as he apologized again.

    “I’m sorry,” he said again. “I really am. I’m just so…so desperate. I don’t know how to explain it. I know it hasn’t been that long since I had an orgasm, but all of this is driving me crazy, in a really good way.”

    Haley smiled. She wasn’t as angry as she’d seemed when she left the bedroom. “I know.” Haley set her coffee cup on the counter and walked to Shawn. She yanked off his pants and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Her grip was too tight though. It hurt. “You’re supposed to be frustrated, my sweet cuckold. That’s part of the game.”

    Shawn winced as she squeezed his cock even harder. “I know,” he said.

    “Good. Now I want you to make it up to me,” Haley said as she pointed to the floor.

    Shawn fell to his knees and looked up at his wife. He smiled as Haley stepped out of her pajama pants and exposed her perfect pussy. Instead of pulling him to her loins, Haley turned around and offered her ass instead.

    “Worship my ass,” she ordered.

    Shawn hesitated. He’d never licked her ass before and some part of him resisted. Haley removed his choice in the matter by reaching around, grabbing Shawn’s head, and aggressively pulling his face between her ass cheeks.

    “Worship it, my sweet cuckold,” she said.

    Shawn extended his tongue and licked his wife’s asshole. The taste was remarkably different from her pussy, though not as bad as he feared it might be. It was almost metallic against his tongue.

    Haley moaned as Shawn flicked his tongue over her asshole and he responded by opening her ass cheeks with his fingers and pressing deeper. His cock stiffened at the notion of doing something that seemed so dirty. Suddenly he was into it.

    “Good boy,” Haley said as she released his head. He no longer needed encouragement. He was eagerly worshiping her ass. “Eat my ass.” He loved how filthy her command seemed.

    Shawn lost track of time with his face buried between his wife’s ass cheeks. It could have been five minutes; it could have been thirty. He felt precum dripping from his cock and onto the kitchen floor. He listened to her moan. He felt her ass cheeks against his face.

    Haley interrupted Shawn’s meditative ass worship by gently pushing his head back. He felt a mild sense of disappointment as she smiled down at him. “You look so good on your knees, And it looks like you certainly enjoyed that,” she said while pointing to the little puddle of precum on the floor beneath his stiff cock.

    “I did,” Shawn answered. Despite his initial apprehension, he’d genuinely enjoyed the chance to worship Haley’s ass.

    Haley reached between her legs and began to masturbate as she stared at her submissive husband on his knees. Shawn could hear the wetness of her pussy as she moaned and rubbed her clit.

    He wanted to use his mouth, but it seemed that Haley was determined to tease him instead. She made him watch from just a few inches away.

    “You want my pussy, don’t you?” she asked as her index finger continued to rhythmically dance over her clit.

    “Yes, desperately,” Shawn answered.

    He watched as Haley pushed two fingers deep inside her pussy and pulled them out. They were covered in her juices and looked delectable. To his delight, Haley pushed those fingers into Shawn’s mouth and made him suck them clean.

    “Good boy,” she said before going back to masturbating as he watched. She was clearly going to deny him the pleasure of licking her to an orgasm.

    Haley gripped the kitchen counter as her climax arrived. She closed her eyes and moaned while Shawn felt a desperate sense of desire. His cock throbbed at being denied the pleasure of making his wife cum. It was both thrilling and agonizing.

    A satisfied smile crossed Haley’s face as she ran her fingers through Shawn’s hair. It sent a wave of submissive bliss through him.

    “Why don’t we shower and get ready. We have some grocery shopping to do. We’ll have more fun later, I promise,” Haley said.

    
      

    

    With his cock freed from its cage, Haley took to teasing him in a whole new way at the grocery store. While he wasn’t blessed with a big cock, it still showed when he had an erection and Haley took full advantage.

    Soon after they arrived at the store she pulled him into an embrace and offered a wildly passionate kiss that. His cock responded as she’d hoped it would. He was stiff within seconds. All her teasing had left him in a state of permanent semi-arousal and it didn’t take long to get him hard.

    Haley smiled as she pulled away and looked down at the small tent in the front of Shawn’s pants. “How nice,” she said.

    Each time he went soft, Haley would kiss Shawn again. She was determined to keep him hard for their whole trip to the grocery store, and she did. He did his best to hide his erection behind the cart or various food displays, though a few times it seemed like someone noticed. It was equal parts thrilling and embarrassing.

    When they got into the car – with Haley in the driver’s seat where Shawn usually sat – she said, “That was fun,” before leaning over and kissing him again. This time she reached between Shawn’s legs, unzipped his pants, and pulled his cock out. He panicked that someone would see, but it felt too good to resist.

    Shawn went to zip himself up as Haley started the car, but she stopped him, “Keep him out. I want to play with him.”

    She teased Shawn’s cock for the entire drive home, ensuring he stayed erect throughout. At stop signs and lights she would reach over and stroke him a little. All he could do was groan and quickly cover his exposed cock if someone pulled up alongside them.

    By the time they pulled into the garage Shawn was quivering with desire. His cock had turned into a leaky faucet that kept producing precum with no way to shut it off.

    All of it seemed to delight Haley, who directed Shawn to put away the groceries as she relaxed on the couch.

    He heard her laughing and talking as he emptied the bags and put the ingredients for their Christmas meals into the refrigerator.

    He walked into the living room to find Haley with a hand down her pants. She was still on the phone and was clearly listening as someone filled her head with dirty talk.

    “I wish you were inside me right now. I can’t tell you how badly I wish you were here to fuck me,” Haley said as she looked up at Shawn. She pointed to the ground between her legs and he dutifully took his place.

    Haley held Shawn’s gaze as she said, “I let him inside me this morning. He even tried to fuck me. It was so cute.” She paused as Drew said something. “No, of course I didn’t let him fuck me. He got a slap in the face, in fact.”

    Listening to Haley tell Drew that she’d punished him for trying to fuck her felt humiliating. Shawn’s face turned red. Haley smiled and ran her hands through his hair.

    “He’s turning red. It’s so cute!” Haley said to Drew.

    “Take my pants off,” she demanded.

    Shawn did as he was told and was soon staring at his wife’s naked, wet, aroused pussy. Haley pulled him between her legs and he used his tongue to pleasure her.

    “Yeah, he’s going down on me right now. His tongue is good; it’s always been good. It doesn’t compare to your cock though,” Haley said.

    Shawn could hear Drew talking but he couldn’t make out the words. His wife moaned. Drew must have said something naughty.

    “Fuck yes that would feel good. My cuckold’s tongue on my clit and your big cock inside me? I can’t imagine anything better.” Haley moaned as Shawn continued to eat her pussy. “Fuck, I wish you were here. I wish you were pounding my tight little pussy as my husband watched. I wish I could cum over and over on that beautiful cock of yours.”

    Shawn’s dick throbbed as his wife had phone sex with her bull. He wished he could be inside her. He was still thinking about the precious few seconds he’d spent in her pussy that morning. He could still feel the wetness and heat on his cock. He would give anything to experience it again, but he knew she wasn’t likely to allow it. He knew he wasn’t even allowed to stroke his cock.

    “Are you thinking about me as you stroke your big cock?” Haley asked. “Yeah? How do you want to fuck my tight little pussy? You can have me any way you want me.”

    Shawn loved how eager she was.

    “Take me from behind. Pound my pussy. That’s it. Spank my ass as you take me. Spank my ass and pull my hair. Pull it hard. Make my husband watch as you take his wife’s pussy and make it yours. Fuck! Fuck yes. Fuck me harder. Pound me. Make my pussy yours!” Haley cried out as she moved closer to an orgasm. Her eyes were closed and she was clearly lost in lust.

    “I’m cumming!” she finally yelled. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Haley pushed Shawn’s head away from her pussy. His work was done. At the same time he heard Drew groaning.

    “That’s it, cum for me,” Haley said. “Cum inside me. Fill my pussy with your cum. Bury that big dick in my cunt and give me your load.” She had a gift for dirty talk.

    “That was amazing,” Haley said a few moments later. “I’ll see you tomorrow?” she asked. “Great. See you then.”

    After hanging up Haley looked down at Shawn and said, “And thank you, my sweet cuckold. You’re so good at worshiping my pussy and making me cum.”

    “It’s always my pleasure,” Shawn responded.

    Haley smiled and leaned forward so she could take Shawn’s turgid cock in her hand. “I know,” she said as she stroked him slowly.

    “Would you like to cum?” she asked.

    “Please,” Shawn said desperately.

    “Sit,” Haley said as she patted the couch next to her.

    Shawn eagerly hopped to his feet and sat next to his wife as she kept her grip on his stiff cock.

    “Did you like listening my dirty phone call as you worshiped my pussy?” Haley asked as she ran her fingers over the head of Shawn’s cock and used the precum to lube his shaft.

    He moaned in intense pleasure and said, “Yes.”

    “It’s true, you know,” Haley said as she leaned closer and kissed Shawn’s neck. “My pussy is his now.”

    Shawn groaned. He felt a surge of arousal in his loins. He’d been turned on all day and it wasn’t going to take much for him to cum.

    Haley stroked his cock slowly and softly. “Your little cock can’t compete with his,” she said in a soft, sensual whisper. “You can’t make me feel like he does.”

    “I know,” Shawn said. “I know I can’t.” His voice was strained as he concentrated on his impending orgasm.

    Haley turned Shawn’s head and pressed her lips against his. The kiss was intense and passionate and her tongue was active in his mouth. Shawn reveled in the intimate connection and felt a sense of joy at finally becoming her cuckold after so many years of fantasizing about it.

    “You don’t deserve to fuck me anymore,” Haley said in a more aggressive tone. “This little cock doesn’t make me cum like he does.”

    Shawn groaned. Haley was stroking him faster now. His orgasm was approaching. Every word she uttered brought him closer. He’d never been so aroused.

    “I need a real man to fuck me,” Haley whispered in a lusty tone.

    That was enough to push Shawn over the top. He groaned and climaxed. Haley continued to stroke him, applying just enough pressure to make Shawn shudder with sexual joy.

    “Fuck,” Shawn said to no one in particular. He felt great.

    “Let’s get him locked back up,” Haley said as she led Shawn to the bedroom.

    As he walked behind his wife, Shawn considered that Haley might have been serious when she talked about locking him up for a month at a time. It seemed like she’d grown quite fond of dominating him. He wondered if he could really stay locked for a month.

    “There we go. All snug in your little cock cage,” Haley said after she locked the Holy Trainer and placed the key in her nightstand.

    Haley kissed Shawn softly and said, “I have a special treat for you tomorrow. It’s something new. I really think you’re going to like it.”

    Shawn had loved everything so far and he couldn’t wait to see what sort of pleasures tomorrow held for him.

  
    A Cuckold Christmas - Part 11

    Click here to access previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Wake up sleepyhead, it’s almost noon,” Haley said as she ran her fingers through Shawn’s hair.

    He slowly opened his eyes and was greeted by the thrilling sight of his wife’s lean, naked body. Shawn reached out and ran his hand over her taut bottom, stomach, and breasts. Haley moaned softly as his touch made her skin tingle with pleasure.

    A devilish grin crossed her face before Haley climbed on top of Shawn in the 69 position. His sleepiness quickly faded as he stared at his wife’s loins. He pulled Haley’s pussy to his mouth and eagerly licked her as she moaned.

    Haley played with Shawn’s balls and his locked cock, teasing him expertly as he offered her the kind of pleasure she craved. He moaned into her cunt as her fingers moved towards his ass, teasing his taint along the way.

    Shawn continued to worship her pussy as Haley’s finger reached his asshole and began to rub in gentle, slow circles. It felt astoundingly good. The unexpected naughtiness of it thrilled him. She’d never ventured down there before and the very idea of it was enough to arouse him. The pleasurable stimulation was an added bonus.

    “Do you like that, my sweet cuckold?” Haley asked. “Do you like when I play with your ass?”

    “Yes,” Shawn said breathlessly as he reluctantly pulled his mouth from her pussy.

    Haley briefly removed her finger from Shawn’s asshole, only for it to return a moment later, this time slippery with her spit. He groaned as she pushed the tip inside him.

    “Oh my God,” Shawn said as he licked his wife’s wet pussy.

    Haley giggled. “You’re going to love today, my sweet cuckold.”

    With Haley’s finger gently penetrating his ass, Shawn licked his wife to an orgasm that left her legs trembling on either side of his head.

    She climbed off of him when her climax had passed and gave Shawn a slow, sensual kiss. “Stay here,” Haley said.

    Shawn watched his wife step into the bathroom and return holding a bottle of lubrication. She placed it on the nightstand and opened the drawer, revealing a wrapped present. “Merry Christmas Eve,” she said, offering Shawn the present.

    He smiled and unwrapped it, though based on the bottle of lube and her excited fingering of his ass, Shawn had an idea of what he might find inside.

    He was delighted to discover Haley had bought him a set of three butt plugs. He immediately flashed to a video he’d watched over and over that featured a chastised and plugged cuckold licking his wife’s pussy as she rode her bull in reverse cowgirl.

    “I saw the video,” Haley said as she watched Shawn run his fingers over the package.

    Shawn gave her a surprised look. Had he really been that sloppy with closing his incognito browsers? He did tend to get a little distracted after cumming.

    “I’ve come to believe that a cuckold should be plugged and locked. What better way to remind you of your place than to have your little cock in a chastity device and a toy up your ass? Won’t it make you feel delightfully submissive?” Haley asked as her fingers returned to Shawn’s asshole.

    He moaned as his cock strained against the tightness of his Holy Trainer. Haley was right in ways she probably didn’t even understand. He loved the idea of being locked and plugged. He wanted it more than anything.

    “You have no idea,” he said, affirming her suspicion that he craved a plug up his ass and a cage on his cock.

    Haley carefully opened the box and grabbed the smallest of the three shiny silver butt plugs. She popped open the container of lube and liberally coated the plug.

    Shawn felt a wild, wonderful sense of anticipation as he watched Haley’s hand move between his legs.

    “Open up for me,” she said while pressing the lubed butt plug at the entrance to his asshole.

    Shawn’s ass clenched at the first sign of invasion from the foreign body, but he quickly relaxed it and felt the butt plug penetrate him. As soon as the thick part cleared his anus he relaxed and relished the sense of pleasure that emanated from his pelvis.

    More than anything, he found pleasure in the constant sense of stimulation provided by the tight cage on his cock and the plug in his ass. With the bliss of submission layered on top of those sensations, it put him in a place of pure, wonderful arousal.

    “Would you like to worship my ass, cuckold?” Haley asked as she smiled at Shawn.

    “Very much so,” he said. The casual way Haley suggested he pleasure her asshole with his tongue felt so good. He slipped out of bed and fell to his knees as Haley presented her ass. Shawn eagerly spread her cheeks and placed his tongue between them. He found her asshole with ease and worshiped his wife for as long as she would allow it.

    
      

    

    By the time Drew arrived shortly after 8 p.m. Shawn was in a state of wild, nearly unhinged arousal. He’d been locked and plugged all day long and Haley had made sure to tease him relentlessly.

    She’d spent her day in various lingerie sets under the guise of trying to find the perfect look for Drew that evening. There was lots of lusty kissing and pussy and ass worship sessions where Shawn was pushed to his knees and made to pleasure his wife.

    His cock was producing so much precum that Haley had put a condom over the Holy Trainer to prevent Shawn from making a mess all over the house.

    A day of teasing her husband had left Haley deeply aroused as well, which is why she led her bull and her plugged, locked cuckold husband to the bedroom as soon as Drew arrived.

    Shawn was already naked and Drew stripped quickly. His cock was rather large even in its flaccid state and Shawn couldn’t help but be impressed. Again he found himself thinking that his wife had found the kind of bull that she deserved.

    At Haley’s urging Drew climbed into the bed and sat with his back against the headboard. His soft cock rested between his legs, though Shawn expected it would soon be in Haley’s mouth. His assumption was quickly proven incorrect.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” Haley demanded.

    Shawn looked at her. He’d had Drew in his mouth before, but for some reason the order to climb between the bull’s legs and suck him struck Shawn as surprising.

    Haley had a stern look on her face as she slowly repeated herself. “Suck his cock, cuckold.”

    Shawn turned to the bed and saw a satisfied look on Drew’s face. Clearly Haley’s bull enjoyed the idea of her husband being made to suck his cock.

    As Shawn moved towards the bed Drew spread his legs, offering plenty of space for the submissive cuckold to take his place and offer his mouth as his wife had commanded.

    Shawn climbed into bed and took Drew’s soft cock in his mouth. A wave of humiliation washed over him. It was different when he and Haley sucked cock together. He felt as though he’d reached a new level of cuckoldry, and it turned him on. He couldn’t deny it. Haley had ordered him to do this, so Shawn allowed himself to enjoy it.

    “That’s it,” Haley said. “Suck his cock like a good cuckold should. Get my bull nice and hard.”

    Shawn did as he was told and he felt Drew harden in his mouth. The bull’s cock expanded as he ran his tongue around the head and tried to take as much as he could over his tongue and into his mouth. Shawn even gagged a few times.

    “Look, cuckold, your wife has a little surprise for you,” Drew said with obvious delight in his voice.

    Shawn let the bull’s big cock fall from his mouth as he turned to look at his wife. He was greeted by the sight of a long, thin, purple strapon cock protruding from her pelvis.

    Haley squirted lube down the shaft and stroked it confidently, spreading the slippery substance over her new cock.

    “I’m going to fuck you, cuckold,” she said with zealous lust in her voice.

    Drew rubbed his cock over Shawn’s lips, prompting him to open up and take the bull’s thick erection into his mouth again. He knew there was no point in fighting this. He knew that submitting to his wife’s desires, no matter how humiliating they were to him, was the only thing he wanted. He knew he was about to be spit-roasted by his wife and her bull, and he wanted it desperately.

    Haley climbed into bed and moved to her knees behind Shawn. She worked the butt plug out of his asshole and replaced it with two lubricated fingers. They moved in and out of his relaxed asshole with ease as she moaned.

    “Are you ready for my cock, cuckold?” Haley asked as she rubbed the tip of her lubed strapon dildo around his asshole.

    “Yes,” Shawn said as he stroked Drew’s slippery, thick, rock hard cock.

    “It doesn’t sound like you’re ready. Are you sure you’re ready?” Haley asked again.

    “Please, fuck me, Haley. Fuck my ass. Give me your cock,” Shawn said. He eagerly humiliated himself by begging for his wife’s cock up his ass because he knew it’s what she wanted. It’s what he wanted, too. Lust surged through his body and made his cock ache as the words spilled out.

    Shawn groaned around the cock in his mouth as Haley pressed the strapon dildo against his ass and slowly pushed inside him. She placed one hand on his lower back and the other on his hip and pressed forward until her pelvis came to rest against his ass. Her cock was fully buried in his asshole.

    Shawn’s mind flashed back to the cuckold threesome videos he’d watched. He remembered how he’d masturbated to the idea of two men sharing his wife, how much it turned him on to think about watching Haley be on the receiving end of a spit roast with a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy.

    Now he was the one on the receiving end of that treatment, with his wife’s new cock in his ass and Drew’s big cock in his mouth.

    Thanks to the butt plug and plenty of lube, Shawn’s asshole was easy for Haley to penetrate. She grasped his hips with both hands and fucked him doggystyle.

    Shawn groaned around the cock in his mouth as Haley’s rhythmic pounding pushed him to a place of pure submissive bliss. There was the added pleasure of her strapon rubbing against his prostate.

    It felt so good that Shawn had to let Drew’s cock slip from his mouth. “Oh my God,” he said. “That feels so fucking good, Haley. Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

    “That’s it, slut,” Haley said with a sharp edge to her voice. “Take my dick like a good little cuckold bitch.”

    Her words pushed Shawn deeper into submission. It felt as if his brain had emptied out except for a pure form of existence where his only task was to serve Haley and her bull.

    Shawn took Drew’s cock into his mouth once more and listened as his wife’s lover moaned. He swallowed as much of the impressive dick as he could while Haley continued to fuck him from behind while offering an endless stream of dirty talk.

    “Take it, cuck,” she said. “Take my cock. Take it in the ass. This is your place now. You get fucked. You don’t fuck, not anymore.”

    Shawn felt a wild surge of pleasure. The constant pressure on his prostate was going to get him off. He was going to cum with a cock in his mouth and another in his ass. He sank deeper into submission.

    “I’m going to cum,” he said as Drew’s cock slipped from his mouth once more. “Fuck, I’m going to cum!”

    Haley pounded him harder. “Cum for me,” she urged him. “Cum like the little slut that you are. Cum with a cock in your ass.”

    “Oh fuck!” Shawn yelled as he experienced his first prostate orgasm. Cum spurted from his soft, caged cock as Haley pushed her strapon deep inside him and held it in place.

    Shawn’s body trembled from head to toe. He’d never experienced an orgasm that felt as though it affected his entire being.

    He felt Haley’s soft lips on his back as she leaned against him. She kissed Shawn repeatedly as her hands moved over his body.

    “You’re a good boy,” she said. “And a perfect cuckold.”

    Haley pulled her strapon from his ass and Shawn briefly felt empty. He refrained from begging her to put it back inside him despite his desire to feel that fullness again. Instead, he released Drew’s cock from his grip and turned to face his wife.

    “Thank you,” he said. He felt as if he might cry. The experience had been so overwhelming and so freeing. It was the most intense form of submission he’d ever felt.

    Haley pulled his lips to hers and kissed him. “You’re welcome,” she said before climbing off the bed and loosening the strapon harness. It fell to the floor as Shawn admired her lean, lovely body.

    “There’s just one more thing I need,” Haley said as she turned her attention to Drew.

    Shawn settled into the soft lounge chair across from the bed and watched his wife straddle her bull’s long, thick cock. He could still taste it in his mouth as Haley filled herself in an instant. She leaned down to kiss her lover and began to ride him.

    Despite his recent orgasm, Shawn felt arousal stirring in him as he watched his wife have beautiful, erotic sex with another man. In that moment he was thankful for the cage around his cock. It seemed to preserve his desire even after the anal stimulation provided him with a thoroughly pleasing climax.

    From his vantage point Shawn could see Haley’s pussy lips stretch around her bull’s big cock. It struck him as the most beautiful thing in the world. Each time she rose up off of Drew’s dick it looked like her cunt was clinging to it in a desperate bid to stay full. It was mesmerizing in the best way possible.

    Haley climaxed quickly as she slowly rode Drew’s cock. She kissed him as the orgasm ripped through her body. The connection between them was beautiful to watch as Shawn’s cock ached in his cage.

    As Haley let Drew’s cock slip from her pussy she turned to Shawn and said, “Come here, my sweet cuckold.” She pointed at the floor by the side of the bed.

    Shawn moved as directed and fell to his knees. Drew stood in front of him and stroked his cock.

    “He’s going to cum in your mouth, cuckold. When he’s ready, I want you to open wide and swallow like a good boy,” Haley instructed.

    Shawn watched Drew’s hand move up and down his big cock. He couldn’t help but admire how perfect the thick head looked and how the juices from Haley’s pussy provided the perfect lubrication for the masturbation happening in front of him.

    Haley’s fingers encircled Drew’s balls and she massaged them as if she was working up a nice big load for her cuckold husband to swallow. Shawn watched his wife and her bull kiss and he marveled at how Haley sucked on her lover’s tongue.

    “Feed my cuckold, Drew. Give him your load. Give him what he craves,” Haley urged.

    Drew groaned in response and Shawn opened his mouth in anticipation of being given a hot load to swallow.

    Drew placed the head of his cock on Shawn’s lower lip and unleashed. One huge shot of cum after another flowed into his mouth. Shawn nearly gagged as some of it slid down the back of his throat.

    When Drew was finished, Shawn closed his lips around the head of the big cock and used his tongue to gather the remaining cum.

    “Swallow, slut,” Haley ordered.

    Shawn did as he was told and opened his mouth to show Haley that he’d swallowed her bulls cum.

    “Good boy,” she said with a smile.

    As Shawn considered everything that had happened over the course of the day, he could barely believe it. His wife had fucked him to a thoroughly pleasing prostate orgasm while he’d sucked her bull’s cock. He’d begged to take it in the ass. Another man had cum in his mouth and he’d swallowed the seed eagerly.

    Shawn relished sinking deeper into submission. He hoped that Haley’s eagerness to dominate and cuckold him would extend beyond the limits of the cuckold Christmas fun she’d promised him. Shawn wasn’t sure he could go back to a normal sex life.
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    The last day of cuckold Christmas began like previous Christmases had for Shawn and Haley. They exchanged gifts and affections and made breakfast together before enjoying the meal while watching “A Charlie Brown Christmas.”

    The only difference was that Shawn’s cock was still locked tight in its chastity device, serving as a constant reminder of how dramatically things had changed since last Christmas.

    After breakfast the couple called distant family members to wish them a merry Christmas and played with the gifts that had ended up under the tree. The sun was beginning its descent to the horizon when Haley emerged from the bedroom carrying another gift.

    “I almost forgot about this one,” Haley said with a smile as she sat next to Shawn on the couch.

    Shawn suspected something related to his cuckolding was contained in the elegantly wrapped gift. He untied the delicate ribbon bow and pulled off the wrapping paper to find a small white box. Shawn opened it and was confused to find the key to his chastity device waiting inside.

    He looked up at Haley. She smiled and said, “Go ahead,” while gesturing between his legs.

    Shawn pulled off his pants and pushed the key into the lock. He pulled off the Holy Trainer and freed his cock, which immediately began to grow.

    Haley stripped as Shawn watched and wondered if he was going to get to fuck his wife on Christmas Day. It had been so long since they’d actually had sex that the very prospect of it made him stiff.

    “Does he want to feel my pussy,” Haley asked in a lusty whisper as she straddled Shawn.

    She rubbed her pussy lips over Shawn’s fully erect cock and he moaned. “Yes,” Shawn said. “Please, let me fuck you.”

    Haley kissed Shawn passionately as she reached between his legs and rubbed his cock over her pussy lips. He could feel the warmth and wetness of her cunt on the head of his dick before she placed him inside her and sank down.

    Shawn groaned loudly. He’d gotten slapped the last time he was inside Haley, but she was already riding him this time. She was fucking him. She was letting him experience the pure bliss of her pussy that he’d been denied for so long.

    “You feel so fucking good,” Shawn said.

    Haley kissed him again as he moaned into her mouth. It was a blissful experience for Shawn, but he couldn’t help but notice that Haley didn’t seem to be having the same reaction.

    Shawn wanted to keep going. He wanted to fuck his wife until his cum spilled into her pussy. He wanted to have that experience, but it seemed too much like Haley wasn’t even really enjoying herself. He had to say something.

    “Is everything okay?” Shawn asked.

    Haley stopped riding him, though her pussy still felt astoundingly good around his hard cock. “Of course,” she said, though he wasn’t convinced.

    Shawn knew she was lying. “Haley, what is it?” he asked.

    Haley caressed his face and gave Shawn a pitying look. “I’m sorry,” she said. “This just isn’t doing anything for me.”

    “The sex, you mean?” Shawn asked, though he knew the answer.

    “Yes, honey,” Haley said, again offering him a sympathetic look.

    “Is it because…” Shawn said before trailing off.

    “It’s just not the same as when Drew fucks me,” Haley said as she shifted her hips, offering Shawn a hint of pleasure.

    He groaned as the intense heat and wetness of her pussy grasped his cock. Most men would have gone soft at the implication that their wife no longer enjoyed fucking them. Shawn was not most men. His cock was still rock hard.

    Again Haley moved her hips. She was teasing him. She knew Shawn liked being told he didn’t measure up to her bull, that his cock was effectively useless to her.

    She leaned down, kissed his lips softly, and whispered, “Your cock doesn’t satisfy me anymore. You’re a cuckold now and it’s time to fully embrace that. Your little dick has no place in my pussy. Do you understand that?” she asked.

    Shawn simultaneously felt defeated and enthralled. His cock throbbed in Haley’s pussy and he wanted so badly to fuck her and finish inside her. He couldn’t force himself on her though and she had clearly made her decision.

    “Yes,” Shawn finally answered. “I understand.”

    Haley kissed him again, this time gently pushing her tongue into his mouth. Shawn moaned as they kissed and she rocked her hips, moving her pussy back and forth on his cock. She was teasing him.

    After the kiss Haley lifted her pussy off of Shawn’s cock and sat next to him on the couch. She reached over and gently played with his balls.

    “Your cock belongs in its chastity device, don’t you think? Isn’t that where a cuckold’s cock should be?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Shawn agreed. He couldn’t argue with her logic. If he wasn’t able to offer her any measure of pleasure during sex, he might as well be locked in a cage. Otherwise he’d spend an inordinate amount of time masturbating.

    “Good,” Haley said. “Drew will be here in half an hour and I want you locked up by then, and obviously there will be no masturbating. You cum when I say you can cum.”

    It dawned on Shawn that this had all been part of a plan, a wonderfully twisted cuckold Christmas gift. Haley had teased him with her pussy and denied him the pleasure of fucking her. She’d offered him the kind of cuckold humiliation he craved so desperately. She’d taken to the role of cuckoldress with far greater skill and passion than he’d imagined possible.

    Shawn felt an overwhelming sense of gratefulness towards his wife. He felt like she understood him in ways he didn’t think were possible. She knew his innermost desires and gleefully used them to please him while subjecting him to the beautiful agony of being a cuckold.

    He kissed her and said, “Thank you.”

    Haley smiled as she stood up. “I’m going to get cleaned up before the real man in my life gets here.”

    Shawn’s cock throbbed at her carefully chosen, decidedly humiliating words. He desperately wanted to masturbate, but he resisted.

    It took a solid ten minutes, but eventually Shawn’s erection dissipated and he dutifully locked himself up and left the key on the coffee table. The moment he slipped his cock into the Holy Trainer’s sheath he felt aroused. He marveled at how quickly he’d come to desire being in chastity.

    Haley emerged from the bedroom in a black lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline that looked astonishingly sexy. She smiled at Shawn and asked, “Do you think he’ll like it?” 

    “Absolutely,” Shawn said as he felt the familiar ache of his cock trying to get stiff in its cage.

    Shortly thereafter Drew arrived. Haley met him at the door in her lingerie and pulled him into a long, slow, romantic kiss as his hands moved over her body.

    Haley led Drew to the couch, stripped off his pants to free his cock, and had him sit exactly where Shawn had sat mere minutes earlier. She straddled her bull just like she’d straddled her husband. She kissed her bull feverishly and reached between her legs to take his cock inside her.

    “You feel so fucking good,” Haley said to Drew.

    Shawn was off to the side as he watched all of it. He knew that was the exact same thing he’d said to Haley when she sat on him. He knew she said it on purpose.

    Haley closed her eyes and leaned back as she rode Drew’s cock on the couch. A steady stream of sensual moans filled the room as she exulted in the intense pleasure of having her bull’s big dick buried so deep inside her. 

    Shawn had never felt so jealous as he watched his wife make love to her bull. Thirty minutes earlier he’d been inside his wife. He’d experienced the pleasure Drew was experiencing in that moment, only he hadn’t made Haley feel that way. He hadn’t made her moan like that. He hadn’t fucked her the way she needed to be fucked.

    Haley leaned forward and kissed Drew as she rocked her hips back and forth over his pelvis. Their faces stayed close in a decidedly romantic way. It made Shawn’s cock ache painfully in its cage.

    “I’m going to cum,” Haley said quietly. “I’m going to cum on your cock.”

    Drew pulled her closer and they kissed as Haley had an orgasm. Precum leaked from Shawn’s cage as he watched his wife have an astonishingly satisfying climax with someone else inside her.

    They stayed like that for a minute before Drew picked up Haley and switched positions. She was on her back on the couch in an instant and he took his place between her legs and made love to her.

    It was slow and sensual. His thrusts were deep and beautiful and they kissed passionately. Shawn hadn’t seen them have sex like this yet and it was intensely arousing.

    “Cum inside me,” Haley whispered to him after a long stretch of beautiful sex. “Cum inside me.”

    Drew picked up the pace of his deep thrusts, eventually burying his cock into Haley’s pussy and releasing his cum. He groaned as she held him tightly with arms and legs. Her eyes were closed as Haley savored the sensation of another man cumming inside her.

    When they finally disentangled, Haley’s gaze found Shawn and she smiled as her legs spread open. Drew’s cum had started to leak out of her.

    “Come here, my sweet cuckold,” she said.

    Drew left for the bathroom as Shawn took his place on the couch. He looked at Haley’s perfect pussy and marveled at how wet it looked. He saw the thick cum leaking out of her.

    “Clean me, Shawn. Lick Drew’s cum out of me like a good cuckold should. Show me that you know your place,” Haley said.

    Shawn moved between her legs and did as he was told.

    “Good boy,” Haley said as she caressed his hair while Shawn used his tongue to scoop all of Drew’s thick cum out of his wife’s pussy.

    
      

    

    Shawn thought that cuckold Christmas would end with the afternoon’s humiliation and creampie cleanup. He thought that Haley had capped off 12 days of insanely hot play by showing him that his cock was no longer of any use to her. She’d done that, of course, but there was more to come.

    After Drew, Haley, and Shawn enjoyed a rather delightful dinner filled with good food, drinking, and conversation, the three of them adjourned to the bedroom for another round of play.

    “I have one last surprise for cuckold Christmas,” Haley said to Shawn as she undressed Drew.

    She stroked her bull’s cock and played with his balls while looking at her husband. “I’m going to let Drew have my ass,” Haley said.

    She pulled Drew into the bed by his cock, getting on her hands and knees and taking her bull into her mouth for a beautiful blowjob.

    Shawn stared at Haley’s ass as she gave head. He imagined Drew’s big cock fucking it and desire surged through him. He’d always wanted to have anal sex with his wife, but very early on in their marriage she’d made it clear it would never happen. Now she was eager to give her ass to another man, a fact that filled Shawn with intense jealousy and desire.

    “Worship my ass, cuckold,” Haley demanded.

    Shawn hurried to the bed and buried his face between her ass cheeks. He ran his tongue over her asshole while listening to Haley suck cock and tried his best not to be overwhelmed by the pain between his legs. His cock desperately wanted to be free to enjoy this wildly arousing encounter.

    “Get the lube, cuckold,” Haley ordered after he’d offered her a long, wet rimjob.

    Shawn pulled open the nightstand drawer and retrieved the bottle of lube that Haley had used to fuck him with her strapon. He handed it to Haley, but she had other ideas.

    “Lube his cock,” Haley said.

    Two weeks ago Shawn wouldn’t have considered such a thing, but now he didn’t even hesitate. He squirted the lube into his hand and wrapped his fingers around Drew’s cock to ensure it would slide into Haley’s ass with ease.

    “My ass, too,” Haley ordered.

    Shawn lubed his fingers and rubbed them around Haley’s asshole before slipping two inside. She moaned as he prepped her for the anal sex she was gleefully offering another man.

    “Good boy,” Haley said. “I want you to watch from close up, cuckold. Rest your head right on my ass and watch Drew take me. Watch him experience the kind of pleasures that only real men get to enjoy.”

    Shawn got on his knees next to Haley and rested his head on her ass, using it like a pillow. He was just a few inches from her asshole as Drew placed the thick, lubed head of his cock against it.

    “Oh my God,” Haley groaned as Drew began to push inside her.

    He took it slow, giving Haley a chance to adjust to his size and ensure that she stayed relaxed. Shawn couldn’t believe what he was witnessing.

    Eventually, Drew’s cock bottomed out in Haley’s ass. Shawn marveled at the sight of another man’s dick having disappeared inside a hole he’d forever been denied access to.

    To Shawn’s surprise, Drew pulled his cock all the way out of Haley’s asshole and said, “Suck it.”

    Shawn hesitated. The idea of giving an ass to mouth blowjob was so surprising he couldn’t process it quick enough to do as he was told.

    “Suck his cock clean, cuckold. Taste your wife’s ass on his dick,” Haley ordered.

    Shawn opened his mouth and moved towards Drew’s cock. He wrapped his lips around the throbbing erection that had just been in his wife’s asshole and moved his tongue over the head. The taste was pungent but not overwhelming. Mostly Shawn felt a wild sense of arousal at doing something so nasty and humiliating.

    “What a good little slut you’re becoming,” Haley said.

    Drew pulled his cock from Shawn’s eager mouth and pushed it back into Haley’s ass, causing her to moan. She reached between her legs and played with her clit as Drew took pleasure from stretching her tight bottom.

    “Fuck me,” Haley said. “Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass!”

    Again Drew pulled out and again he fed his cock to Shawn, who eagerly accepted the ass-flavored phallus. Shawn wrapped his lips around Drew’s big cock and took the face fucking that was offered, gagging only slightly when the dick hit the back of his throat.

    Soon enough the cock was back in Haley’s ass and once again she was moaning and rubbing her clit as she lost her anal virginity.

    “I’m getting close,” Drew announced.

    “Cum in my ass,” Haley said. “Give the cuckold a yummy anal creampie to clean up.”

    Shawn’s cock stirred at the thought of eating Drew’s cum out of her ass. It was such a nasty idea, and yet he knew he wouldn’t resist. He knew he’d eagerly devour a sticky load out of Haley’s tight bottom.

    Drew groaned as he buried his cock in Haley’s ass and held it there. He was cumming inside her as Shawn watched. He was giving her an anal creampie.

    “Are you ready, cuckold? Are you ready to a clean a nasty creampie from my ass?” Haley asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” Shawn replied. He was eager. He was wildly aroused at the thought of being so filthy for his wife.

    “Get on your back,” Haley ordered after Drew pulled out.

    Shawn did as he was told and Haley sat on his face. Her ass cheeks spread around his head and her asshole came to rest right above his mouth.

    “Are you hungry, my sweet cuckold?” Haley asked.

    “Yes. I want his cum,” Shawn said.

    Haley squeezed Drew’s cum out of her asshole and onto Shawn’s waiting tongue. He licked feverishly over her anus and took everything that was offered into his mouth. He swallowed and savored the taste. He was eating an anal creampie and absolutely loving it, especially since Haley was playing with his locked cock and balls.

    Shawn felt certain she had saved the nastiest fun for the last day of cuckold Christmas. He’d watched his wife lose her anal virginity to another man. He’d given an ass to mouth blowjob. Now he was eating an anal creampie. It filled his head with lusty pleasures and made him feel more like a cuckold than ever before.

    
      

    

    “So, cuckold Christmas is over,” Haley said as she climbed into bed and pressed her body next to Shawn’s. Drew had left shortly after their anal adventure and the married couple had showered together to wash the sinful sweat of kinky cuckolding sex off their bodies.

    The soft black satin of Haley’s nightie felt good against his skin and sent a wave of arousal through his body. She’d put on a dash of perfume too, no doubt to thrill him.

    “Thank you,” Shawn said. “Thank you for all of it. I can’t believe how much fun I’ve had.”

    “We’re going to keep having fun, you know,” Haley added. “It won’t be as often, obviously, but you’re a cuckold now and we can’t go back.”

    “I know,” Shawn replied. “I don’t want to go back, I promise.”

    Haley’s hand pushed into Shawn’s underwear. She ran her fingers over his locked cock and balls, teasing him expertly.

    “So this cock is still mine to control?” Haley asked.

    “Yes,” Shawn answered.

    “And you’ll be a good cuckold for me? You’ll suck Drew’s cock when I tell you to? You’ll clean his cum out of me when I tell you to?” she said in a soft, sensual voice while kissing Shawn’s chest and neck.

    “I’ll do anything you tell me to. Anything. I’m yours to control,” Shawn said.

    “I know, my sweet cuckold. I know. We’re going to have so much fun, I promise. You haven’t seen anything yet,” Haley said as she squeezed Shawn’s balls tightly.

    He groaned in a mixture of thrilling pain and pleasure. He couldn’t imagine anything wilder, nastier, and more arousing than what they’d done over the past 12 days, but he’d long since given up on doubting his wife. He was certain that Haley was going to take him to new depths of cuckoldry.

  
    A Cuckold Cleans Up

    Don’t think of it as your duty to clean another man’s seed out of your wife. Think of it as your pleasure. Think of it as one of the great thrills of being her cuckold. Is there anything better than licking up his thick white fluid as it drips out of her?

    It begins with the connection between your wife and her lover. If she trusts him enough to have unprotected sex, they’ve almost certainly formed a beautiful bond that satisfies them both deeply. As her cuckold, you get to witness that. You get to witness them making love and the orgasms that result from such a deep sexual connection.

    You also get to clean the results of his orgasm. You watch as he ejaculates inside your wife. You see his shaft pulse as he injects his seed into her womb. He pulls out and your wife beckons you between her legs. She encourages you to clean up for her. She wants to see you consume another man’s seed.

    You do so eagerly and vigorously. You lick her tenderly, scooping up his fluid each time. Your mouth fills with the taste of his seed. It’s salty and delicious. It slides down your throat and comes to rest in your stomach. You are her cuckold in every way.

  
    A Cuckold Honeymoon Fantasy

    “I know about your fantasy,” your wife says as another man wraps his arms around her in the luxurious hotel pool.

    “My fantasy?” you ask. You’re playing dumb, of course. You know the fantasy she’s talking about. You haven’t mentioned it, but there’s only one thing you fantasize about.

    She smiles at you and leans into the man holding her tight. “Yes, the naughty little fantasy that involves me fucking other men while you watch.”

    The other man smiles and his hands move up your wife’s taut stomach under the water and come to rest under her breasts. He kisses her neck and she lets out a quiet, sensual moan.

    “That is your fantasy, isn’t it?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “So you’d be okay with me kissing him?” she asks.

    You nod. Your wife turns her head and kisses him. Her mouth opens and you can see their tongues dancing. His hands move to her breasts and he plays with them in her pink bikini top. Her ass moves in his lap under the water. You wonder if he’s hard for her, if she can feel his desire.

    “You’re a good kisser,” she says.

    “So are you,” he replies.

    Your wife turns to you. “He’s hard for me,” she says. “I can feel it. He feels big. Is that what you want, honey? Do you want me to fuck someone with a nice big cock?”

    You nod. You’re hard too. The excitement of watching your wife kiss another man was just too much to resist.

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you admit.

    She spins in his lap and kisses him again. His hands move over her body. You watch his fingers slip into her bikini. He plays with her breasts. She moans and sucks on his tongue. You wonder if your wife is actually going to cuckold you on your honeymoon.

    “Come here,” she says.

    You float towards her as she sits in his lap. She offers a hand and you take it. She pulls you close and her lips meet yours. Her tongue enters your mouth. You suck on it like she sucked on his.

    “Are you sure you want this?” she asks.

    You take her hand and move it between your legs. You nod as her fingers find your stiff cock. She smiles.

    Your wife turns to him and asks, “Will you fuck me while my husband watches?”

    “It would be my pleasure,” he replies.

    Her gaze returns to you. “What if I want him more than once?” she asks.

    “You can have him as many times as you want,” you reply.

    “What if I want to spend the night with him?” she asks. “Would you be okay with me spending the night with another man on our honeymoon?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    Your wife smiles. “Would you spend the night masturbating while you think about me in another man’s room?”

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “I married a naughty boy, didn’t I?” she asks.

    “You did,” you answer.

    “Good, because you married a naughty girl,” she says. “Let’s go to our room so I can make your fantasy come true.”

  
    A Cuckold is Always a Good Boy

    As a cuckold, you know it’s your place to do as you’re told. You know it’s your place to be a good boy.

    That means that you help your beautiful girlfriend get dressed when another man is coming over to fuck her. That means you gladly pull a pair of sexy black stockings up her legs so she can look beautiful for him. That means you gladly do your duty.

    “Good boy,” she says, filling you with a beautiful kind of joy.

    “Thank you for letting me dress you for him,” you reply.

    Doesn’t that feel good? Doesn’t it feel spectacularly good to thank your girlfriend for letting you dress her so she can look beautiful for her bull?

    To show how much she appreciates your willingness to serve, your beautiful girlfriend lets you watch as she gives the other man a blowjob. She offers her mouth to his big cock and you get to sit there just a few inches away and watch.

    Maybe this isn’t perfect. Maybe you’d rather have her lips wrapped around your cock. You know why she’s not blowing you, though. You know she’s giving him head because his cock is much bigger than yours, because he fucks her better than you ever have, because he makes her cum so much harder than you ever have.

    Maybe you make a slightly unpleasant face because you know what’s coming next. Your girlfriend is going to kiss you with those lips. She’s going to slide her tongue into your mouth. She’s going to make you taste his cock.

    She might even make you suck his cock. You’re her cuckold, after all. You suck dick if you’re told to. You suck balls if you’re told to. You do whatever you’re told.

    She told you to get on your knees and watch. She told you to admire the beautiful view of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy. She told you to see what it looks like when a real man fucks her.

    You watched. You felt jealous. You felt desire. You felt lust. You felt everything a cuckold is supposed to feel.

    “Eat my pussy,” she says after lifting off of her bull’s big cock. “Eat it like a good cuckold.”

    You eat her pussy. You tongue fuck her. You make her feel good.

    “Suck his cock,” she demands.

    You take his cock into your mouth like a good boy. Remember, you’re a cuckold. This is what you do. You suck cock if you’re told to. You clean her pussy juices off of him.

    “Put him back inside me,” she says.

    You guide his cock back into your girlfriend’s pussy. You watch him fuck her. Soon he’ll cum inside her. You’ll clean his cock and her pussy afterwards. That’s what a cuckold does.

  
    A Cuckold Pregnancy - Audio

    Your wife wants to be absolutely certain that you're ready for her boyfriend to get her pregnant. Are you certain you really want it? Are you certain you want another man to get her pregnant?

  A Cuckold Vacation - Part 1
“Are you sure?” Rose asked.“Yes. It looks really hot,” Steven answered.
Rose was holding a skimpy, shiny silver bikini they’d bought a week earlier in a fit of utter confidence. Now she wasn’t so sure she wanted to bring it on vacation.
“Won’t people stare?” she said while staring at the skimpy bottom.
“That’s kind of the point,” her husband retorted.
Rose rolled her eyes. “You always say stuff like that, like you’d enjoy it if other guys were interested in me. I think if it actually happened you wouldn’t like it at all.”
“We’ll never know if you don’t bring the bikini, will we?” Steven said as he smiled.
Rose dropped the swimsuit into her suitcase. “Challenge accepted.”
As she walked back into the closet, Steven took a moment to marvel at his wife’s body. Even in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt she was astoundingly sexy, though she didn’t seem to know it. She was fit and slender with a slight curve to her hips and a pair of small, perky breasts he still couldn’t resist staring at, despite being married to her for a decade.
He wasn’t nearly as fit as her and couldn’t help but feel a little self-conscious about it. She was going to look great strutting around in any bikini she put on and he was going to look a little bit doughy and pasty in the heat of the Caribbean sun. It turns out a year of nearly non-stop work in the office isn’t a great way to stay in shape and get a tan.
They were heading to an all-inclusive resort renowned for its lax attitude towards just about everything to reward themselves for working so hard. They’d both been promoted that year and decided to spring for a two week stay in the nicest private bungalow the resort offered.
They’d even upgraded to first class for the flight. They wanted vacation to begin the moment their butts were in those comfy seats instead of suffering through a long, painful flight in coach.
That’s why Steven and Rose were holding drinks in their hands as the coach passengers filed through to their seats. The couple couldn’t help but smile a little as they quietly toasted.
“To two weeks of bliss,” Steven said before they each took a long sip of the surprisingly good champagne.
It turns out that flying with a buzz and on a stomach full of excellent food is a great way to relax, so when they stepped off the plane Steven and Rose were all smiles as they picked up their luggage and found the shuttle with the resort’s logo emblazoned on the side.
Steven was still nursing a bit of a buzz and felt giddy by the time they checked into their room. It was a spacious bungalow with separate living and sleeping areas and a plunge pool on the private deck with a breathtaking view of the ocean and the nearby islands.
“So, what now?” Rose asked after they’d tipped the bellman and unpacked their toiletries.
“Did you see that pool when we were checking in? It was gorgeous. Why don’t we put our suits on and head down there for a few tropical drinks and some sun?” Steven suggested.
Rose smiled and dug into the suitcase in search of a swimsuit. Much to Steven’s surprise, she pulled out the shiny silver bikini. He was sure it would have stayed packed up the whole trip, but she was going for it on the first day.
“I’m impressed,” he said.
Rose gave him a kiss on the lips and eagerly stripped out of the sundress she’d worn for the flight. “It’s vacation, right? Why not live boldly?”
With towels slung over their shoulders, Rose and Steven made their way to the expansive infinity pool that was the centerpiece of the resort. It faced the ocean and offered beautiful views and a bar for as many drinks as the guests could want.
“I’ll get the drinks,” Rose said after claiming a lounge chair with her towel.
Steven noticed an exaggerated sway in her hips as she walked towards the bar. Was she putting on a show for him, or for the other guys that were openly ogling her?
Rose walked with the same sway in her hips on the way back, this time with blended drinks in her hands.
“Well?” Rose asked before taking a sip of her drink.
Steven sipped from his. “It’s great,” he said.
“No, not the drink, silly. The guys. They were totally staring. You must have seen it.” There was a devilish smile on her face as she stared at her husband.
Steven had seen it. It was impossible to miss. His wife was the hottest woman at the pool and she was unquestionably wearing the sexiest bikini. Every guy stared. Even a few women stared. It wasn’t the staring that surprised him. It was his reaction. He was aroused. He couldn’t believe it, but he was aroused.
“Do you want to go back to the room?” he asked her.
“Yes,” Rose said without hesitation.
They grabbed their stuff and hastily walked back to their bungalow. As soon as the door shut behind them Steven kissed his wife with the kind of fervor he hadn’t mustered in years.
“Wow,” Rose said when they came up for air. She reached between his legs and felt his hard cock. A smile crept across her face. “You’re so excited, baby. I guess you really like this bikini…or maybe you like that all the other guys at the pool really liked this bikini.”
Steven’s eyes lit up at the suggestion and he picked up his wife and took her to the bed. He pulled off his swimsuit as she stared up at him with a look of pure, joyous lust and eagerly spread her legs as he took his place between them.
Rose pulled aside her bikini bottoms and guided Steven’s cock inside her. He moaned as the heat and wetness of her pussy engulfed his cock. “Fuck me,” she said as her legs wrapped around him. “Fuck me, baby.”
They shared eager kisses as Steven’s cock slid in and out of his wife’s pussy. It was the kind of insistent, fevered sex they hadn’t had in years. It was more than vacation sex. It was driven by their mutual arousal at Rose having captivated a crowd in her bikini. They hadn’t admitted it to each other yet, but they both knew that’s what was driving the intensely pleasurable sex they were having.
“I’m going to cum baby. Cum with me. Cum inside me,” Rose urged him.
“I will, baby. I will. I’m going to cum inside you. I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Steven groaned as he thrust hard into his wife and came. The overwhelming pleasure of his orgasm spread slowly through his body, leaving him as satisfied as he’d been in years.
“That was incredible,” Rose said between heavy breaths, confirming her experience had been as blissful as his.
“Yes it was,” Steven said as he rolled off his wife and laid next to her.
The unacknowledged truth of their experience hung in the air, but neither Rose nor Steven brought it up. He didn’t want to spoil how good the sex had been with the potentially complicated motivation behind it. He assumed she felt the same way.
“How about a dip in our private pool?” Rose suggested after a few minutes of staring at the slow-moving ceiling fan above their bed.
“That would be perfect. Naked, I assume?” Steven said.
Rose smiled. “Of course.”


The next morning they were on their private deck enjoying a breakfast of fresh fruit, scrambled eggs, and toast.
“I was thinking we’d make today all about rest and relaxation. Maybe hang out by the pool and explore the island a little bit?” Rose said between bites of remarkably sweet pineapple.
“That sounds perfect,” Steven answered as he popped a grape in his mouth.
For a few minutes, they were content to stare at the ocean and listen to the sound of the waves lapping at the sand as they enjoyed breakfast together.
“I feel so good today. Better than I have in a long time,” Rose observed.
“I think it was the sex,” Steven said, much to his surprise.
Rose studied her husband’s face. “You think so, huh?” She paused, suggestively running her fingers over the soft, olive-colored skin of her thigh. “You seemed a little more passionate than usual, if you don’t mind me saying.”
Steven smiled. “I don’t mind you saying. I can’t deny it. It’s been a while since we’ve had sex like that.”
Rose caressed her thighs again. It was the kind of thing she usually did when she was aroused and eager for a little fun. “What was that all about?” she asked in a soft, sensual voice. She was clearly getting worked up.
Steven looked down at his hands. “I…I don’t know,” he said, though it was obvious he was lying.
Rose reached out and took his hand in hers. “You don’t know, or you don’t want to say? Whatever it is, it’s okay. I love you and I can’t imagine you’d say something that would offend me.”
Steven hesitated. It was on the tip of his tongue, but he didn’t want to say it. He didn’t want to put it out in the world. He didn’t want to make it a reality.
Rose did it instead. “Was it the guys staring at me in my bikini? Was it the way I showed off for them? Did you like the idea that they were at least a little bit interested in me?”
Steven looked up. He hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Yes,” he finally admitted.
“Come with me,” Rose said as she took Steven’s hand and lead him to the bed. She kissed him softly, opening her mouth and meeting his tongue with hers. She pressed her body against his and reached between his legs to caress her husband’s already erect cock through his shorts.
“I have to confess something,” she whispered into his ear. “I liked it too.” She kissed his neck and gently bit his earlobe. “I really liked it, in fact.”
Steven’s cock throbbed at her admission. She unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them down to free his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and slowly stroked her husband as they kissed. He was already leaking precum and she expertly used it to lubricate the head of his cock. Steven moaned into her mouth.
“Do you want me to wear the silver bikini today? Do you want me to dress up for the men at the pool, to tease them? Do you want them to stare at me, baby? Do you want them fantasizing about me? Do you want someone else to fantasize about fucking me?” she asked between soft, sensual kisses against his neck.
Steven answered with an orgasm, much to his surprise. He couldn’t believe how quickly he came. He couldn’t believe how easily his wife’s dirty talk, soft kisses, and sensual stroking had made him cum. A part of him didn’t want to believe it, either.
Rose certainly didn’t seem to mind. “Wow, that was incredible!” Steven was relieved to see a big smile on her face.
“Yeah,” he said with a sheepish smile.
Rose gave him a long, slow kiss and said, “That was fun,” before slipping out of the bed. “I guess I should put my bikini on. I think today might be quite the adventure.”
Steven wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by that, but he was convinced that no matter what happened they were definitely going to have fun.
Part 2 Coming Soon
A Cuckold Vacation - Part 2
Steven marveled at Rose’s newfound confidence as she sat at the poolside bar. She looked radiantly beautiful as she enjoyed a blended cocktail in her skimpy bikini with a sheer sarong around her waist.Steven watched from a lounge chair. He was close enough to read her body language and appreciate her bright smile, but not close enough to hear what she was saying to the guy that had taken the seat next to her.
It was impossible not to notice the guy’s remarkably well-carved abs and muscular arms, even from Steven’s vantage point. He was clearly familiar with the inside of a gym and he moved with the sort of confidence that exceptionally fit men possess. Steven couldn’t help but feel a little jealous that his wife had captured his attention.
It was obvious Rose was flirting with him, and openly so. Steven wanted to be stealthy about watching, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the show she was putting on for him.
He watched as Rose turned towards the guy sitting next to her and uncrossed her legs. She leaned forward – no doubt showing off a bit of cleavage – and even reached out to touch the guy’s muscular arm as she laughed at a joke that couldn’t possibly have been that funny. Rose wasn’t flirting to hurt Steven, though. She knew he was watching. Earlier she’d asked him if it was okay. 
“I don’t know if anyone would even be interested, but would it be okay if I flirted a little bit if someone shows any interest?” she said as they were walking to the pool.
Her request thrilled Steven. He didn’t understand why, but he felt an incredible rush when his wife asked if she could flirt with another man. He felt an utterly surprising stirring in his loins too. He’d just had an orgasm and already he was turned on again. He couldn’t say no.
He decided to act boldly. It was vacation, after all. “You can do more than flirt, if you want,” he said. Steven saw a look of surprise on Rose’s face. “You don’t have to, obviously. I’m just saying that we’re on vacation and if an opportunity came along that you want to take advantage of, you could do that.”
Rose was quiet as they found two empty lounge chairs and laid out their towels. Steven could tell she was thinking, though. He knew his wife and he could see that her mind was working through what he’d said.
He was the one to break the silence. “Look, I’m not saying you need to go do something or that I even want you to. I’m just saying that I don’t think it would upset me. I’m not really sure I understand what I’m feeling, but I can’t deny that the idea of you flirting with a guy or maybe going a little further if that’s what feels right would be sexy to me. I think it might be really hot.”
Rose turned and smiled at him. “Why don’t we find out?”
That’s how she ended up flirting with the handsome gentleman at the bar. Steven had imbued her with the freedom to have fun and she was clearly taking advantage. He wondered if she was testing him to see if he’d actually meant what he’d said.
After 15 minutes of flirtatious conversation Rose said goodbye to her new friend and made her way over to her husband. Steven admired the sexy, exaggerated sway in her hips, though this time he was certain she was putting on a show for the man she’d just met.
“Well, that didn’t take long, did it?” Steven said as his wife slipped into the lounge chair next to his.
Rose had a giddy smile on her face. “He invited me to watch the sunset with him. Can you believe that?”
For a moment, Steven was speechless. He was overwhelmed with an array of competing emotions. Jealousy tangled with arousal, which was on top of a bit of the same giddiness that Rose clearly felt.
He tried to say something. “I…well yes, I can believe that. You’re far and away the most beautiful woman here, so of course he wants to watch the sunset with you. I’ll bet he wants to do a whole lot more than that.”
There was no hint of anger or jealousy in his voice. It was quite the opposite, in fact. Steven was clearly excited by the prospect of Rose being romanced by another man.
“Do you want me to go?” she asked.
“Do I want my wife to watch a beautiful sunset on a beautiful island with another man who also happens to be incredibly good looking and in great shape?” Steven said as he looked at Rose. She smiled at him as he considered the answer to his own question. “Yes, I do,” he answered.
“I guess we’re trying new things on this vacation,” Rose said as she reached over and took Steven’s hand in hers. “I’m not sure what this is going to be, but you’re free to change your mind at any time. Okay?”
“Of course,” Steven said as he held her hand tightly. “So, tell me about this guy? How did you go from meeting at the bar to scheduling a date in 15 minutes?”
“His name is Ryan. He’s here alone, which I thought was a little strange since it’s mostly couples at the resort. He said that’s why he comes here, though. He said there are always wives eager to have a little fun, sometimes with their husband’s knowledge and sometimes without.” 
Rose delicately ran her fingers over her thighs as she talked. Steven wondered if she was going to masturbate right there at the pool.
“He was up front with his desires,” Rose continued. “He came right out and said that he wanted to be with me, that from the first moment he saw me at the pool he wanted me. You know that normally I would have politely excused myself, but I kept thinking about what you’d said, so I told him that my husband had said I could have a little fun if something came along. He liked that.”
“I’ll bet he did,” Steven said.
“Do you still mean it?” she asked.
“Yes,” he answered without hesitation.
“What if that means more than a little flirting? What if it means kissing…or something more?” Rose’s voice quivered at the last few words.
Steven silently considered the implication of her question. Was he really okay with his wife having sex with someone else? The erection in his swimsuit seemed like a definitive answer. He decided to throw caution to the wind and go all in, at least from his side of things.
“I want you to do whatever feels good, even if that means fucking someone else.” Steven watched the surprise register on Rose’s face. It seemed like she was expecting him to be coy. “We’re on vacation, honey, and we’ve been presented with an opportunity that it seems like we’re both interested in. Unless I’m totally wrong about that.”
“You’re not wrong,” Rose said. “You have no idea how wet I am right now.” She too had given up on being coy.
“You want him, don’t you?” Steven asked.
“Yes,” his wife answered.
“Then you should have him. Watch the sunset with him tonight and if the opportunity arises, go for it.”


“How about this?” Rose asked as she stepped out of the bathroom in a red and white floral print dress.
“It’s perfect,” Steven said as he openly ogled his wife. She looked incredible, of course, but it was the fact that she was trying on outfits for another man that excited him so much. “I can’t believe we’re doing this. Are we doing this?” he asked.
“Come here,” Rose said as she beckoned Steven towards her.
She took his hand in hers and guided it under her dress and between her legs. “Do you feel that? Isn’t that incredible?” Steven’s fingers slipped into her with ease. She was soaking wet. “That’s just from trying on dresses. I can’t believe I’m so excited about this.”
“I can’t believe it either,” Steven said. He smiled, “I like it though.”
Rose pulled her husband’s body against hers and kissed him. “Me too,” she said before pulling on a pair of sheer black panties. “So,” she said as a naughty grin crossed her face. “Are you going to watch?”
Steven gave her a puzzled look. “Watch? Is that even possible?”
“Of course it is. I don’t know what’s going to happen on the beach, but you could definitely find a hiding spot in the bushy area under the trees. Just make sure you’re quiet and give me a little time to get there so we’re already settled in by the time you arrive.”
“Would you be okay with that?” Steven asked.
Rose bit her lower lip suggestively. “I think that might make it more fun.” She paused for a second and a look of doubt crossed her face. “Is this insane? I mean, is it insane that we’re both sort of planning on me having sex with this guy tonight?”
For a moment, reality washed over Steven, and he shared her concern. This was certainly out of character for both of them and it wasn’t the sort of thing they’d do at home. They weren’t at home though. They were on vacation. They were free to have fun, to follow their desires wherever they lead.
“No, it’s not insane,” Steven answered firmly. “It might look insane from the outside, but we’re just having fun. You’re not being dangerous. He doesn’t seem like a psycho. He can’t kidnap you or anything. This is a really small island. Plus, if you’re getting a bad vide from him, just leave. You don’t even have to kiss him if you don’t want to.”
“I definitely want to kiss him,” Rose said with a giddy smile, her worries seemingly assuaged. “Okay, let’s do this.” She kissed Steven, this time letting her tongue gently slip into his mouth, and headed for the door. “Give me a ten minute head start and then make your way to the beach. Just make sure you find a good spot to watch from. I don’t want him to see you.”


It wasn’t long before Steven was nestled into a well-hidden spot with a great view of the beach. The moon was behind him, illuminating the beach while making it nearly impossible for Rose and Ryan to see the voyeur watching them.
Ryan had brought a blanket with him and he and Rose sat next to each other on it. Steven spotted a bottle of champagne and two glasses and watched as his wife shared a toast with another man.
On his way over, Steven had considered how he might react if something actually happened on the beach. He wondered if he’d be overcome with jealousy, furiously angry, or turned on, or some mixture of all three. As he watched them toast, arousal was the only feeling coursing through his body.
It was a clear night, the small beach was empty except for the two of them, and the waves were lapping gently at the sand. It was astoundingly romantic, and Steven was struck by how unexpected and strange it was to watch his wife enjoy that romance with someone else.
Then Ryan leaned in and kissed Rose, and a powerful surge of lust ran through Steven’s body. His cock came to life and for a moment it felt like he couldn’t breathe. His heart started to pound in his chest and he had to fight off the need to reach into his pants and play with his dick.
He was close enough to the beach to see that Rose had eagerly returned Ryan’s kiss. Her mouth opened and she welcomed his tongue. Steven watched the other man’s hand move between his wife’s legs and caressed her soft skin. He watched as Rose parted her thighs, allowing Ryan’s fingers access to more of her.
Rose had a broad, almost gleeful smile on her face when they broke the kiss. For a split second it felt like a hot knife through Steven’s heart. That surge of jealousy and insecurity was painful. He couldn’t ignore the fact that his wife was overjoyed at kissing this undeniably handsome man with a far hotter body than Steven’s.
When Rose put down her champagne glass and leaned in for a second kiss, Steven’s insecurities disappeared. The arousal was just too strong. It was so much hotter than he could have imagined. Watching her eagerly make out with someone else was intense in a way he hadn’t expected. He couldn’t have dreamed it would be so thrilling.
Something had clearly been ignited in Rose as she straddled Ryan and began to grind on him as they kissed. Steven knew that move. He knew how good it felt to have his wife’s crotch pressed tightly against his as she got herself warmed up. He knew how wet it always made her.
Steven watched as Ryan lifted the bottom of Rose’s dress and pushed his fingers down the front of her panties. He watched Rose’s mouth open as she no doubt let loose a loud, lusty moan of pleasure. He watched another man play with his wife’s pussy and make her feel good.
Steven had his cock out. He couldn’t help himself. He looked around to make sure he was alone and gently stroked it while he watched his wife and her soon-to-be lover fool around on the beach. He could tell he wouldn’t have to stroke much to cum.
He nearly lost his load when Rose deftly unzipped Ryan’s shorts and freed his cock. She stroked him in the moonlight, not caring at all that she was giving a man a handjob on a public beach. She seemed to be utterly lost in her lust for this new, thick, throbbing cock.
To Steven’s surprise, Rose pulled aside her panties and sank her pussy onto Ryan’s cock. She threw her head back and moaned as his length slowly filled her. Ryan reached up and played with her braless breasts through the thin material of her dress. Steven stroked his cock as the display in front of him turned decidedly hardcore.
Rose began to rock her hips back and forth on the cock inside her. Steven watched in awe. He watched his wife fuck another man, a man she’d met earlier that day. He watched his wife behave in a completely different manner than he’d ever witnessed. It drove him crazy with lust. He had to stop stroking for fear of cumming too quickly.
It wasn’t long before Rose had an orgasm, though. By that point she was bouncing on Ryan’s cock. He helped by lifting her off his cock and letting her sink back down. From Steven’s vantage point it was stunning, like the hottest porn he’d ever watched was unfolding live in front of him.
As she climaxed Rose threw her head back and held her hips still on Ryan’s dick. After the waves of orgasmic pleasure passed through her she leaned down and kissed her new lover. She held his head in her hands and whispered something. Steven imagined she was thanking him for such an incredible orgasm.
When Rose lifted her hips off of Ryan’s cock Steven assumed the evening was over, but much to his surprise she began to stroke him. They kissed as Rose offered Ryan a handjob to finish him, an act that soon produced an orgasm and groans that were loud enough to be audible from Steven’s viewing position.
Though he could have cum with ease, Steven decided not to finish. He hoped Rose would help him with that, just like she’d helped Ryan. He zipped up and headed back to the room, hoping his wife would soon join him so they could have a little fun together.
Part 3 Coming Soon
A Cuckold Vacation - Part 3
Steven couldn’t believe what he’d just watched. He couldn’t believe he’d just witnessed his wife having sex with someone else and that it had been so exciting. He couldn’t believe he was the kind of man that was turned on by his wife doing that with another guy.He was though. His cock hadn’t gone soft since he’d witnessed their sex on the beach. He’d been so terrified someone would see him walking around the resort with a boner that he ended up skulking in the shadows on his way back to the bungalow. He thought Rose might get there before him, but the room was empty when he showed up.
Still buzzing with arousal, Steven paced back and forth as he waited for his wife to show up. He wondered what she was doing. Did she and Ryan have another round of sex? Were they relaxing in the moonlight? Did they go for a swim? Mostly he was trying to stop himself from masturbating as he desperately wanted to wait for Rose.
Finally, after what seemed like forever, he heard her key in the door. Steven rushed over to meet her with the enthusiasm of a puppy. He saw the nervous look on her face shift to a big smile when he picked her up and kissed her.
“Oh my God, that was incredible!” Steven said as he put her down.
Rose couldn’t help but smile. “Really? You watched? I couldn’t see you so I wasn’t sure you were there.”
Steven took her hand and pulled her towards the bed. He pulled her on top of him. “I watched,” he said as held Rose’s hips and gently pushed his pelvis upwards. “I watched you guide him into you. I watched you ride him. I watched you have an orgasm. It was so fucking hot, baby.”
“I can tell. You’re quite hard, aren’t you? I’ll bet you want to cum” Rose said sweetly.
“Yes. Please. I want to cum.” Steven couldn’t help but sound desperate. He’d never been so aroused.
Emulating what she’d done on the beach, Rose freed Steven’s cock and pulled her panties aside as she took him into her pussy.
She leaned down and whispered to her husband, “How does it feel to be the second man inside me tonight?”
Steven groaned and thrust into his wife’s exceptionally wet pussy. Rose smiled as she moved her hips back and forth, grinding on her husband just like she’d done with Ryan. 
She closed her eyes and moaned, and from beneath her Steven watched his wife’s face. Despite trying to focus on her, he couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about Ryan. Was she thinking about how good his cock felt, about how much bigger it was?
The words just came out, “Are you thinking about him?”
Rose’s eyes opened and she smiled down at her husband. “Do you want me to be thinking about him?”
“Yes,” Steven answered without hesitation.
Rose kissed her husband as she began to bounce on his cock. “Yes, I’m thinking about him,” she whispered. “I’m thinking about how good his big cock felt inside me.”
Steven wanted to stop his orgasm, but he couldn’t. It rushed out of him, completely out of his control. He filled his wife with cum, nearly screaming in pleasure as spurt after spurt of semen flooded her.
Rose stopped riding him. She collapsed onto her husband and kissed his neck as heavy breaths rushed from his mouth.
“Oh my God,” Steven said. “That was incredible.”
“This whole night was incredible,” Rose said in a soft, dreamy voice.
After taking a few minutes to recover, Rose rolled off of Steven and took his hand. “C’mon, let’s take a shower and wash all this sex off of us.”
They disrobed and slipped into the shower, which had more than enough room for the two of them. The hot water relaxed their bodies as Steven held his wife in a tight embrace.
“You don’t regret it, do you?” she asked.
“Not even a little bit. I know this sounds crazy, but I don’t think I’ve ever had an orgasm like that. It was unbelievable,” Steven said as he held Rose’s warm, wet body against his.
Rose rested her head against her husband’s chest and listened to his still-pounding heart beat. She looked up at him. “He wants to see me again,” she said.
“What do you want?” Steven asked.
“Well, you know what you said about your orgasm? I kind of had the same experience, if that’s okay to say.”
She seemed hesitant. Steven understood why. “You mean you had the same experience with him? That he gave you an unbelievable orgasm?”
“I don’t know if I’d say he gave it to me, but yeah, it was unbelievable.” Rose took a long, slow breath. “I want to experience that again. Is that okay?”
For the first time, Steven experienced a wave of nearly overwhelming insecurity. He’d seen his wife orgasm so he knew she’d had good sex with another man, but to know that it had been unbelievable or mind-blowing was something else entirely. At the same time, he felt his cock stirring to life mere minutes after he’d just had an orgasm. He’d never felt so confused.
“I can’t think of anything I’d like more,” he said, and part of him absolutely believed it.


The next day, Steven booked a scuba diving session for himself. “This way, you can do whatever you want with Ryan while I’m actually doing something, not just spying on your or pacing around the room waiting for you to come home,” he explained to Rose.
“Really?” she said with a smile. “Are you sure? I don’t want you to feel like you’re being sidelined, or anything.”
“I’m going to get to have my fun, right?” he said.
Rose kissed Steven and caressed his hardening cock through his swim trunks. “Of course,” she said while pushing her fingers into his suit. She grasped his bare cock and ran her fingers over the head. “After last night, I have a pretty good idea of what you like. I’ll make sure we have some very naughty fun when you get back.”
“I can’t wait,” Steven said. “I’d love to stay and have more fun right now, but I’ve got to get to the boat.” After giving his erection a minute to go down, he stepped into his sandals, grabbed his room key, and headed out to go scuba diving while Rose enjoyed what was sure to be an afternoon of incredible sex.
While admiring the overwhelming beauty of the coral reef off the north shore of the island, Steven considered how insane their vacation had become. Just a few days ago the idea of his wife having sex with someone else while he was scuba diving would have seemed genuinely crazy to him. He would have thought something had gone terribly wrong. As it turned out, something had gone right.
Steven had discovered something about himself on this vacation. There were inklings of it before – he really like the idea of Rose showing off her body in that bikini – but now he was getting turned on while scuba diving as he imagined his wife fucking someone else. While insecurity would creep in every so often, mostly Steven felt like he was riding a beautiful erotic high like he’d never experienced before.
He was riding that same high as he walked up to the bungalow. He’d spent his day alternating between appreciating the beautiful fish and dreaming of his wife having sex with someone else. He’d been in an aroused state for hours, and he was about to get the released he’d been craving so badly.
He expected to see Rose waiting for him in bed, but it was empty. As he was about to explore the rest of the bungalow, a moan stopped Steven in his tracks. He waited and a few seconds later he heard it again.
Steven crept forward until he spotted his wife and Ryan. They were in the plunge pool on the deck. Ryan was facing the ocean and Rose was on top of him. Her eyes were closed and there was an unmistakable look of intense pleasure on her face.
She was having sex in the plunge pool. She was having sex with another man in the plunge pool. A powerful surge of arousal moved through Steven. His knees went weak. He was so much closer this time. Not wanting to be spotted, he moved into the bathroom and peaked out. From that vantage point he had a perfect view of the sex happening on the deck but he could hide if Ryan happened to look his way.
He had to masturbate. He’d try not to cum, but he had to pull out his cock and at least stroke it. He couldn’t pass up the chance to watch his wife fuck someone else and enjoy it a little. After pulling down his swimsuit he looked out at the deck again and was surprised to see Rose looking right at him. She had a lusty, lascivious smile on her face. She wanted him to watch.
Rose began to ride her lover’s cock harder, making waves in the little pool. She rolled her head back, closed her eyes, and had an orgasm as Steven’s eyes were glued to her. He figured that would be the end of it, just like the night before, but Rose had other plans.
She moved to the other side of the pool and stood up. She bent over and rested her hands on the concrete edge. She shook her ass. To Steven it looked like she was offering her pussy for Ryan to take in doggy style. Not surprisingly, he moved swiftly to take advantage.
Steven watched as another man took hold of his wife’s hips and fucked her from behind. The animalistic nature of the sex felt like something he hadn’t done with her in years. For some reason, Steven found it intensely arousing. Watching his wife be taken like that made his cock throb.
He could have stopped masturbating, but he didn’t want to. He could have stopped himself from cumming, but it was the same feeling he had last night. It was an intense, overwhelming kind of arousal and he couldn’t deny it. He let it wash over him and soon his cum spilled onto the bathroom floor. He stifled his groan as best he could and his knees buckled. He fell to the floor with his heart pounding and his crotch tingling with a kind of pleasure he’d rarely experienced.
After cleaning up, Steven slipped out of the bungalow. He didn’t want to risk getting caught when Ryan and Rose finished up. Instead, he went to the restaurant bar and enjoyed a daiquiri while basking in his post-orgasmic haze.
Steven’s phone buzzed as he downed the last sip of his drink. It was Rose beckoning him back to the room. “Did you enjoy the show?” the text read.
Steven picked up his phone, checked to make sure he had his room key, and left a generous tip for the bartender before heading back to the bungalow. On his way there he felt his cock stir to life once again.
“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” Steven said as soon as he was through the door. “It was incredible. I couldn’t help but orgasm. I literally couldn’t help it.” He was giddy. “Was it as hot as it looked?”
“Even more so, my dear,” Rose answered as she took her husband by the hand and lead him to the deck. She directed him to sit in the soft, comfy chair by the plunge pool and then sat in his lap.
Steven’s hands moved over her body as Rose slowly moved her ass over his crotch. “He was incredible, baby, and what you saw was just the tip of the iceberg. Ryan fucked me for hours. Literally, for hours. I actually lost count of how many times I came,” she said in a sensual tone. “He’s incredible.”
Steven’s cock was rock hard as he listened to his wife. The feel of her perfect bikini-clad ass grinding into his lap didn’t hurt, either.
Much to his surprise, Rose slipped off of Steven’s lap and got on her knees in front of him. She pulled down his swimsuit and freed his cock, which was rock hard. She softly wrapped her fingers around him and stroked. He groaned. He would have done anything for her in that moment.
Rose leaned forward and gently licked the tip of his cock, leaving a layer of saliva to use as lube as she gripped him tighter and stroked a little faster.
“He fucked me in bed the first time. He wasn’t here more than a few minutes before he was inside me. He would have waited. He would have talked, but I couldn’t wait. I needed him, baby. I needed him inside me.” Steven could feel his orgasm fast approaching. Rose could too, so she slowed her pace and loosened her grip before continuing with her story.
“The second time was in the shower. It was my idea to shower with him. I wanted to feel his hard, wet body against mine. It turns out I wanted his cock inside me too. I bent over and offered him my pussy, just like you saw me do in the pool. I offered it and he took it. He slid into me with ease. He pressed his body against mine and fucked me slowly. He reached around and played with my clit as he filled me. It was pure bliss, baby. I can’t believe how quickly I came.” Rose played with Steven’s balls as she gently stroked his cock. She offered enough sensation to drive him crazy, but not quite enough to make him cum.
“We spent the next hour on the couch. He fucked me, I went down on him, he went down on me, I stroked him. I swear, it felt like we were in college. It was an hour of pure lust. I genuinely lost count of how many times he was inside me at that point. It felt like the most intense high of my life. It was pure desire and arousal stretched out over an absurdly long time.”
Rose ran her fingers over Steven’s cock head, teasing him by gently rubbing the underside and spreading the copious precum flowing from him around the soft, spongy flesh. “Does this feel good, baby? Do you like it when I stroke your cock and talk about Ryan fucking me?” She had a devilish smile on her face. It filled Steven with delight.
“This feels so much better than good. I can’t even explain, though I suspect you have some idea based on what you’ve told me so far. Is there more?” Steven asked.
“You know there’s more, naughty boy. I’ll bet you didn’t know we fucked on that chair you’re sitting in. After our adventure on the couch we took a break and ordered room service. It wasn’t long after we’d finished our salads that I pulled him out here for a little fun. I was on my knees for him just like I’m on my knees for you,” Rose said as she tightened her grip on Steven’s cock. She stroked him a little faster, causing him to groan.
“I sucked his cock right here, honey. I needed him to get hard again. I needed him to fuck me again. I can hardly believe I’m saying that, but there it is. Does it bother you to hear me say that, to say that I needed him to fuck me?” Rose asked.
“No,” Steven said through heavy breaths. He was close to cumming. “I…I like it. Fuck it, I love it.”
“He was sitting right where you are when I straddled him and took his cock inside me. I rode Ryan’s bare cock right there on that chair. I rode him until he came inside me, baby. I rode him until he filled me with his cum,” Rose said in a voice that wavered, making her arousal obvious.
Steven couldn’t hold back. He cried out as another orgasm overtook him. It was better than the last. His whole body twitched. For a few moments he experienced the most intense pleasure of his life, all while thinking about another man cumming in his wife.
Part 4 Coming Soon
A Cuckold Vacation - Part 4
The next morning, Steven woke up first. He watched his wife’s chest rise and fall under the thin layer of the luxuriously soft cotton sheet and considered how insane their vacation had gotten.He’d certainly been hoping for a bit of sexually adventurous play, but he was thinking it would be something like trying new positions, having sex in their private pool, or fooling around on the beach. Instead, it turned into something entirely unexpected.
The most surprising thing was that Steven loved it. The thrill of the night before was still fresh in his mind. Hearing of his wife’s dirty deeds with Ryan had given him the most intense orgasm of his life, and he couldn’t ignore that. He wanted more, and as long as Rose was in the mood for it, he was going to ask for more.
Thinking about the fun they’d had the night before left Steven with an erection and the desire to have a little fun. He slipped under the sheets and moved between his sleeping wife’s legs. He pulled aside her lace panties and gently kissed her pussy. She stirred but didn’t wake, so he licked her.
Rose moaned, but still she didn’t wake up, so Steven fully committed to going down on his wife. He stroked his cock while licking her pussy and thinking about Ryan fucking her. He thought about her riding another man, about his big dick filling her, about her cumming with Ryan inside her.
He was lost in those thoughts when Rose’s hands found their way into his hair. She moaned. “That feels so good.”
Steven doubled down on his efforts to make his wife cum. He stroked his cock slowly and savored the taste of Rose’s pussy as she continued to moan for him.
“Eat my pussy,” she said. Steven’s cock jumped at her encouragement. She almost never talked like that. “Eat the pussy that Ryan fucked so good last night.” Now it was Steven’s turn to groan. Rose hadn’t forgotten their adventures the night before and how much he’d loved the naughty fun she had with another man.
“Come here,” Rose said as she tugged on Steven’s hair.
He emerged from under the covers and kissed Rose. “I taste good,” she said with a naughty smile. “Put your cock inside me. I need it.”
Steven slipped into her wet pussy without hesitation. The heat of her arousal quickly enveloped him and it felt incredible. He wanted to savor it, but he couldn’t help but start thrusting into her. He was too horny to stop. He needed to fuck his wife and cum inside her.
Rose wrapped her legs around Steven and moaned as he fucked her. “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder, baby.”
Steven rose to the challenge and fucked his wife like she wanted. He knew he wasn’t going to last long, though. “I’m going to cum,” he announced. Rose kissed him and wrapped her legs tighter around him.
“Cum inside me,” she said. “Add your cum to Ryan’s.”
That put Steven over the top. He cried out and buried his cock inside Rose’s pussy, unleashing his cum inside her. He collapsed on top of his wife when he finished and rested his head next to hers.


“I told him you were watching that night on the beach,” Rose said as she spread butter on her toast.
They’d ordered room service again. Having breakfast on the deck was just too beautiful to resist. Even toast, bacon, and eggs felt luxurious with that kind of view.
“What did he say?” Steven asked as he tried to hide his worry.
He failed. Rose took his hand in hers. “Don’t worry, honey. He said you weren’t the first husband that liked to watch. Apparently he has experience with couples like us that are exploring something a little different on vacation.”
“Did he have anything else to say?” Steven wondered.
“He said you could watch again if you wanted. Only this time you could be there in the room instead of hiding in the bushes.” Rose studied Steven’s face, clearly searching for his reaction to the idea.
Steven hadn’t looked up from his food. He wanted to watch. He just wasn’t sure if Rose would be okay with him wanting that. He didn’t want to fuck up the fun they were having. Finally, he looked up. “How would you feel about that?”
Rose smiled and said, “I think it would be fun. I’m pretty sure you love the fact that I’ve been fucking Ryan and I think it might be even hotter for you to see it in person. I mean, I’m not wrong about that, right?”
Steven couldn’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of their conversation. “No, you’re not wrong. It’s insane, but you’re not wrong. I can’t even begin to describe how much it turns me on, and since we’re here and we have this opportunity, I feel like we should just go for it. As long as you’re on board, that is.”
“Oh I’m definitely on board,” Rose said as that devilish smile crossed her face. Steven sensed that they’d be getting naked again if they weren’t in the middle of breakfast. “So it’s settled,” she said. “You’re going to watch Ryan fuck me.” Rose leaned back and smiled as she took a bite of her toast.
Steven felt that now-familiar tingle of desire between his legs. He smiled back at his wife and imagined what it would be like to watch from just a few feet away as someone else fucked her. He couldn’t wait for the fun to start.


Rose greeted Ryan at the door in a black lace lingerie set she’d brought to wear for her husband. The sound of passionate kissing floated around the corner to where Steven waited for his wife to introduce her lover.
They appeared a few seconds later as Rose led Ryan by the hand. “Steven, it’s good to meet you.”
Steven shook hands with the man that had fucked his wife more often than he had on their vacation. “You too,” he said, trying his best not to let the awkwardness of the meeting overwhelm him.
“It’s weird, I know,” Ryan said. “There’s no way for it to not be weird if you’ve never done this kind of thing before. Don’t worry though, it won’t be weird from here on out, I promise.”
Rose left Ryan’s side and stepped closer to her husband. She took his hand in hers and pulled Steven close for a kiss. “Tonight is for both of us, honey. It’s going to be amazing, I promise. Now why don’t you sit down and let us put on a show for you.”
Steven kissed Rose again and sat on the sofa near the foot of the bed. From there he’d have a perfect view of everything that happened between his wife and her new lover.
Rose turned from her husband and pressed her lithe, lingerie-clad body against Ryan’s as they kissed. It was the first act of passion between them that Steven had witnessed from such an intimate view and he was stunned at the sensations that washed over him.
He felt a surge of arousal in his loins. His cock stiffened from its flaccid state and he began to stroke it through his shorts. Desire soon competed with jealousy as he watched Rose get genuinely lost in her lust for this other man in their bungalow. Steven was watching passionate, sensual, sexy kissing happen between his wife and another man and he couldn’t stop the jealousy from rising up. It only seemed to fuel his arousal though.
Ryan’s hands roamed over Rose’s body. He grasped her ass cheeks and she moaned into his mouth. He caressed her lower back and played with her perky tits through the lace covering them. He slipped a hand into her panties and quickly found her clit, which made Rose break the kiss so she could express her pleasure.
“That feels so good,” she said in a low, throaty voice.
Ryan smiled as his other hand slipped into her bra and played with Rose’s nipple. Her knees began to shake with pleasure. She was putty in his hands.
Another wave of jealousy washed over Steven. This time it was because this man clearly knew how to push all his wife’s buttons. In just a few minutes he’d reduced her to a puddle of arousal that he could do anything he wanted with. Steven couldn’t remember the last time he’d so skillfully manipulated his wife’s desire like Ryan had. Again it fueled his arousal. His cock was rock hard and he could see the precum stain on his shorts.
Rose fell to her knees in front of Ryan and Steven watched as his wife unbuttoned another man’s shorts and freed his exceptionally large cock.
She turned her gaze to Steven and smiled. “Do you see why I love fucking him?”
He couldn’t deny the size of Ryan’s cock. He nodded to his wife, acknowledging her lust for another man’s erection. If the sight of his wife stroking someone else’s cock weren’t so arousing, Steven might have felt inadequate. Instead, he was turned on.
“Do you want to watch me suck his cock?” Rose asked.
The direct, filthy nature of the question caught Steven by surprise, but he nodded and said, “Yes.”
Rose took the head of Ryan’s dick into her mouth and looked up at her lover. Judging by his moans, Steven knew his wife was expertly working the sensitive underside of his cock’s crown with her tongue. He’d been on the receiving end of that kind of oral technique and he knew exactly how good it felt.
Ryan guided Rose deeper onto his cock and Steven watched in awe as his wife swallowed most of her lover’s shaft. Soon she was bobbing up and down on the dick, leaving it slick with spit as it pumped in and out of her mouth and tickled the back of her throat.
When Rose finally relented and let his cock free of her eager sucking mouth she had a deeply lustful look in her eyes. Steven knew that look. She wanted to fuck. She needed to feel the cock she’d been sucking inside her.
Rose directed Ryan into the bed and straddled him as Steven fixed his gaze on their loins. He watched as his wife wrapped her fingers around the base of her lover’s cock and guided him into her wet pussy.
The thick head of Ryan’s cock slipped between his wife’s pussy lips as she lowered her hips onto him. Rose let loose a low, lusty moan as she sat down on the man that had been satisfying her sexual needs for the past few days. Steven stared intently as he slowly stroked his cock. It was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen.
When every inch of Ryan’s dick was inside her, Rose leaned down and kissed him. Steven listened to the erotic sounds of a hot couple making out and watched as his wife slowly rode her lover. Her tight ass looked perfect as her pussy milked Ryan’s cock.
As she picked up the pace, Rose sat up and threw her head back. She screamed in pleasure and began to genuinely ride Ryan’s cock. Steven’s focus stayed between their legs as he watched the glistening shaft of another man’s dick fill his beautiful wife over and over.
He listened as Rose had an orgasm with someone else inside her. It filled him with lust and jealousy. He wanted to stroke to climax and leave the room at the same time. He’d never felt so conflicted and he’d never felt so alive. 
When they switched to missionary position Steven was rewarded with an entirely different and equally thrilling view. It instantly felt more intimate. Ryan moved between Rose’s legs, guided his cock into her, and began to slowly fuck her married pussy. Again they kissed and again Steven listened to the sounds of pure lust.
“Fuck me Ryan,” Rose moaned, and Steven couldn’t help but wonder if she was using his name on purpose. If so, it was working. He found it so much more arousing. “Give me that big dick,” she said. Steven nearly came upon hearing Rose’s desire for the other man’s size inside her.
As Ryan found a hard, fast rhythm Rose wrapped her legs around him, giving Steven a perfect view of the other man’s cock thrusting into his wife’s pussy. She looked soaking wet and let loose a moan with every push inside her.
“I’m going to cum again. You’re going to make me cum again!” she cried out before long. 
As Rose’s second climax arrived, Ryan grunted and buried his cock inside her. Steven witnessed another man cumming inside his wife. He pulled his hand off his dick for fearing of climaxing before he wanted to. Instead, he stared at his wife and the man unleashing his seed into her pussy. It felt as though the arousal that started in his loins had spread throughout his entire body. Hearing about it had turned him on last night, but it was something else entirely to watch. It was so much hotter.
When he was finished, Ryan pulled out and rolled off of Rose. She sat up and smiled at Steven. “How was the show?” she asked.
“Amazing,” Steven responded with a giddy look on his face.
For a moment he sat there, unsure of what to do. Rose and Ryan were in bed and both were breathing heavily from the exertion of passionate sex. Steven’s cock was as stiff as it had ever been and he was sure that a few strokes was all it would take to make him cum.
Steven’s gaze found its way between his wife’s legs where he saw Ryan’s cum leaking out of her. It was a thick white stream running from her pussy. It looked beautiful.
“Come here,” Rose said.
She spread her legs as Steven moved from the couch to the bed. He climbed on top of her and she pulled him close for a long, slow kiss. “Fuck me,” she said to her husband.
Ryan was still in the bed next to them, but Steven couldn’t resist. “Fuck my cum filled pussy,” Rose whispered. “Put your cock inside me and use his cum as lube.”
Ryan had clearly unlocked something in her. She’d never been so filthy before. Steven slipped his cock into her wet, stretched out pussy and reveled in the heavenly pleasure of the slick heat that surrounded his turgid shaft.
“Can you feel his cum, Steven? Can you feel his cum around your cock? Can you feel his cum in your wife’s pussy?” Rose asked as she wrapped her legs around her husband and pulled him deep into her.
Steven couldn’t answer. All he could do was orgasm. It took just a few thrusts for him to unleash the load that had been building while he watched his wife and her lover fuck. He cried out, thrust his cock as deep inside Rose as he could, and came.
“That’s so good,” Rose said as she held him tightly against her body. “That’s so good, baby.”
It was better than good for Steven. It was the best sex of his life and it only lasted a few seconds. In the aftermath of his orgasm he privately hoped the rest of their vacation would hold more pleasures just like that one.
Part 5 Coming Soon
A Cuckold Vacation - Part 5
Steven didn’t know much about boats, but the yacht he and Rose just stepped on was impressive by any measure. It was beautifully maintained, elegant, and offered far more luxury than he’d expected when Ryan suggested they all go for a ride.“Rose, Steven, this is Derek,” Ryan said as he introduced them to the boat’s owner.
Rose offered Derek a hug, pressing her tight, bikini-clad body against his shirtless, muscular frame and kissing him on the cheek. “It’s very nice to meet you,” she said.
“You too,” Derek said with a broad smile.
Steven reached out and offered a firm handshake. “Your yacht is gorgeous.”
Derek returned the handshake and said, “Thanks, man. It’s served me well over the years.”
“I’ll bet it has,” Rose said as she explored the yacht. She ducked into the cabin and Ryan followed, leaving Steven and Derek alone on the deck.
“Hey man, you’re really okay with this?” Derek asked.
Steven knew he wasn’t asking about going for a boat ride. He was asking about the real reason they were on the yacht. He was asking if Steven was okay with his wife having a threesome with two guys on that yacht. “More than you know,” Steven answered.
Derek smiled. “Alright man. Whatever works for you, right? I’m just happy to go along for the ride. Your wife is even hotter than Ryan said she was.”
“You have no idea,” Steven said as he thought back to the night before when Rose milked a load out of Ryan’s cock before inviting her husband in for sloppy seconds.
The threesome was Ryan’s idea. He’d texted Rose about it a few hours after leaving their bungalow. He’d mentioned a friend of his that owned a gorgeous yacht and that they could all spend the day on the ocean. He also mentioned that friend would be into a threesome with Rose and Ryan and that Steven would be more than welcome to watch.
Steven was certain she’d reject the notion. He couldn’t imagine his wife finding the idea of a threesome appealing, but he was wrong. She was into it. She was so into that she masturbated while talking dirty to Steven about two guys sharing her while he watched.
“Are we leaving or what?” Ryan asked as he emerged from below deck. He had an obvious erection and Rose’s face was flushed red. It was clear they’d been having some fun on their own.
“Getting started early, I see,” Derek offered with a laugh.
Rose bit her lip and said “I couldn’t help myself. Sorry, baby.”
Steven marveled at the transformation his wife had undergone in such a short period of time. It was like Ryan had unlocked something inside her that had always been there and was just looking for an opportunity to emerge. “You’re free to do as you please today. You know that,” Steven said and he meant every word.
The yacht lurched to life as Derek powered up the engine and pushed the throttle forward. It seemed that he was eager to get away from the shore and to a more private spot where they could all have a little fun.
Steven watched as his wife took Ryan’s hand and led him to a padded bench. She pushed him down and straddled him before pressing her soft lips against hers and continuing the fun they were having below deck.
Ryan’s hands moved over Rose’s body as they kissed. He squeezed her ass and pulled off her bikini top, exposing her perky tits and pulling away from her kiss to suck her nipples. Rose ran her hands through his hair and held him against her chest as her moans floated away on the salty breeze.
Steven played with his hard cock through his shorts as his wife openly and eagerly fooled around with another man. He’d undergone a change of his own since that night Rose and Ryan fucked on the beach. A week ago the idea of his wife having sex with someone else was inconceivable, and now he was going to spend the day watching her fuck two guys, let alone one.
As Ryan pulled aside Rose’s bikini bottoms and slipped two fingers into her pussy, she looked over at Steven and asked, “Do you want him to fuck me?”
He answered immediately, “Yes, baby. I want him to fuck you.”
Rose freed Ryan’s cock from his swimsuit and guided it into her pussy. She turned her attention back to her lover and they kissed as she slowly rode him. Steven had a perfect view of his wife’s pussy riding the thick dick.
He pulled out his cock and stroked while watching the hardcore show happening just a few feet from him. Rose moaned into her lover’s mouth as his dick brought her to the brink of orgasm. She’d been so turned on it didn’t take her long to cum. As her climax dissipated, Rose stopped riding Ryan and came to rest with his erection buried inside her.
“Take me from behind,” she said before climbing off his cock and moving towards Steven.
Rose got on her hands and knees right in front of her husband. She took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly as Ryan slipped into her pussy from behind.
“His cock feels so good inside me,” she whispered to Steven as another man fucked here doggystyle. “He’s so big. He’s so fucking big.”
Steven wouldn’t have lasted long if Rose was giving him a full blown handjob. Instead, she kept her strokes slow and soft. He knew she was making him wait until Ryan was finished. He knew he wouldn’t orgasm until Ryan had released his cum inside her.
As Ryan’s groans got louder and he fucked Rose harder and faster, she took a tighter grip on Steven’s cock. “Do you want him to cum inside me?” Rose asked. “Do you want him to fill your wife’s pussy with his cum?”
“Yes. Fuck yes!” Steven responded. He was so close to cumming. He had to resist the temptation to push away Rose’s hand and finish himself.
“I’m cumming!” Ryan cried out as he buried his cock in Rose’s pussy.
“He’s filling your wife, honey. He’s filling me with his cum. Spray your cum into the air while he sprays his in my wet pussy,” Rose said as she offered Steven the firm grip and skilled stroking he needed.
“Oh God!” Steven yelled as an intense orgasm swept through his body. His cum flew into the air and onto the deck, and when he was finally spent Rose gave him a soft kiss on the lips and released his still-hard cock from her grasp.
Derek’s voice broke the silent post-orgasmic revelry the three of them were enjoying. “Damn! Did I miss the party?”
Rose looked up and smiled at their host. “We’re just getting started. We have all day, right?” She disentangled her body from Ryan’s and headed across the deck. “Honey, would you mind cleaning up that mess?” Rose said to Steven as she pointed to where his cum had landed. “Derek deserves a little attention, don’t you think?”
“Of course,” Steven said as he grabbed a towel and got on his knees to wipe the cum off the deck while his wife disappeared into the cabin with Derek.
Ryan pulled on his swimsuit as he asked, “Has she always been so insatiable?”
Steven tossed the cum-stained towel aside as he answered, “Honestly, no. I had no idea this side of her even existed. Part of me still can’t believe it does.”
“I’ve seen more than my fair share of conservative wives open up sexually when the situation is right. Bring them to a beautiful island. Offer up consequence-free sex. Wild things can happen,” Ryan said as he grabbed two beers from the cooler and offered one to Steven. “I’ll be honest, you seem a lot more into it than most of the husbands I’ve encountered.”
Steven wasn’t sure if Ryan meant that as a compliment or an insult. “I can’t believe I’m as into it as I am. I thought it would be thrilling to have someone admire Rose in a skimpy bikini, but this is something else entirely. Like you said though, we’re on vacation so I’m just going to enjoy it while it lasts.”
“I’ll drink to that,” Ryan said as he clinked his bottle against Steven’s.
It was twenty minutes and another beer later by the time Derek emerged from the cabin with a satisfied smile on his face. “She wants to see you,” he said to Steven.
Steven hopped up and headed below deck to see his wife, who he presumed had just been fucked for the second time that day. He walked into the impressively large and well-appointed bedroom to see her naked with a blissful look on her face.
“Come here, honey,” Rose said as she opened her arms and welcomed Steven into the bed.
They shared a slow kiss that tasted remarkably salty to Steven. “Can you taste him?” Rose asked.
Steven’s eyes went wide. “You mean?”
“He came in my mouth,” she said.
Steven thought of his conversation with Ryan. A week ago he would have been horrified at the idea of tasting another man’s cum on his wife’s lips and tongue. Today he wasn’t. Today he was aroused, so he kissed her again. This time he was the aggressor. He slipped his tongue into her mouth. He savored the salty taste.
Rose moaned at his passion for her cum-flavored kisses. “He was even bigger than Ryan,” she said, and once again Steven kissed her with unusual eagerness. “You like that, don’t you? You like that he fucked me with his big cock.”
“Yes,” Steven said as he kissed and sucked on his wife’s nipples. “I love it.”
“Go down on me,” Rose said as she pushed on his head, urging him to take his place between her legs. “Make me cum.”
Steven didn’t need further prodding. He eagerly moved between Rose’s legs and licked her pussy. He gently sucked on her swollen labia, slipped his tongue inside her for a lingering taste of her juices, and worked her clit with rhythmic licking. It wasn’t long before her hips were writhing and yet another orgasm washed over her.
In the aftermath of her climax, Rose rested her head on Steven’s chest and gently ran her fingers over his body. “Are you okay with all of this?” she asked.
Steven took a moment to consider her question. “More than you know,” he answered.
“Really?” Rose said with a hint of surprise in her voice.
“I know we haven’t really talked about it, but this is so much hotter than I ever could have imagined. I think we should enjoy every second of it while we’re on vacation and then decide if we want to make this a permanent part of our lives when we get home. How does that sound?” Steven asked.
“It’s a deal,” Rose said before pulling him in for a sensual kiss. “I love you,” she said with her forehead pressed against his.
Steven kissed his wife and let his lips linger against hers. “I love you too.”
Rose didn’t bother putting her bikini back on when she and Steven finally emerged from the cabin. She walked onto the yacht’s deck and sat between Ryan and Derek. “Are you boys ready to have some real fun?” she asked.
Ryan responded by leaning in kissing Rose while his hand moved between her thighs and gently played with her still-wet pussy. Derek took her hard nipple into his mouth and ran his tongue over the erect flesh, making Rose moan.
Steven sat and watched the foreplay unfold in front of him. He played with his hardening cock through his shorts as Rose did the same to the men sitting on either side of her.
Ryan stood up, pulled off his shorts, and put a towel on the ground before positioning Rose on her knees in front of Derek. She dutifully took his big cock in her mouth as Ryan pushed his cock into her from behind. Just like that, Steven was watching two men spit roast his wife.
Ryan’s thrusts were slow and deep at first. He was on his knees behind Rose and he held her hips tight while pushing every inch of his big cock deep into her. The rhythm was spellbinding as Steven stared intently and stroked his dick.
Rose dutifully sucked the big cock in her mouth as she took another from behind. Steven couldn’t help but feel aroused as he watched his wife offer her body to these men. Derek looked utterly blissed out as he leaned back with Rose’s mouth bobbing up and down on his dick. Ryan was focused on watching his cock disappear into her pussy over and over.
From his point of view, it seemed to Steven that Rose was serving them. She was offering her mouth and pussy for their pleasure on the deck of Derek’s yacht. She wasn’t working towards her own orgasm as she was taken from both ends. Instead, she concentrated her efforts on making these men, both of whom had given her orgasms already, cum as hard as they’d made her cum.
Steven spit in his hand and wrapped his fingers around his hard cock to stroke as Ryan and Derek switched places. Without missing a beat Rose wrapped her lips around Ryan’s slick cock and sucked him while Derek’s even larger dick took her from behind. She moaned as one man filled her mouth while the other enjoyed her cunt.
“I’m gonna cum,” Ryan announced and Rose doubled her efforts. She sucked vigorously on his hard cock and played with his balls to encourage him to let his load loose. He groaned and Steven watched his wife take another man’s cum in her mouth. A rush of arousal hit his head and loins and he nearly came admiring something that felt so intimate in the context of a threesome.
Ryan’s cock slipped from her mouth and Rose swallowed his cum before smiling at her lover. Derek pulled out of her pussy and sat on the padded bench so Rose could climb on top and milk a load out of him. Steven watched his wife vigorously bounce on another man’s big cock. He watched Derek spank her ass and pull hard on her nipples, a move that seemed to thrill Rose to no end as she couldn’t help but moan in pleasure.
“Spank my ass,” Rose begged as she leaned forward and began to ride Derek’s cock feverishly. His hand came down hard on the tight flesh of her bottom, leaving it red.
“You like that?” Derek asked.
“Yes! Spank me. Spank my naughty ass,” Rose moaned. Steven couldn’t believe it. She’d never been into spanking before and now she was begging someone else for it.
Derek brought his hand down hard on her ass and almost immediately Rose climaxed. “Oh fuck!” she screamed. “Your cock is so fucking good!”
For a few moments Rose simply sat on Derek’s cock. She kissed him slowly and whispered something that Steven couldn’t hear before climbing off the dick deep inside her and moving to her back.
Derek to his place between Rose’s legs and once more buried his cock in her pussy. Steven watched his wife get fucked yet again and it astounded him. Her legs were pinned back and her pussy was wide open as Derek’s big cock pounded her relentlessly.
“Cum inside me,” Rose begged. “Fill me. Fill me with your cum!”
Derek groaned and pushed the full length of his thick cock into Rose’s cunt. Steven watched his balls pull tight up against his body as he unleashed his seed inside her. Over and over it happened as he flooded her married pussy.
When Derek pulled out, Rose’s pussy looked swollen, pink, and perfect. She looked at Steven and said, “Come here, honey.”
Steven rushed to his wife’s side and she took his head in her hands and pulled him close for a long, slow kiss where her tongue explored his mouth. He ran his fingers over her taut, sweaty body and enjoyed being able to touch her again after two men had enjoyed her.
“Did you enjoy watching?” she asked in a quiet voice.
“I loved it,” Steven said. “It was incredible in every way.”
Rose reached between Steven’s legs and took his stiff cock in her hand. “Do you want to cum?” she asked.
“Yes, please,” he answered.
Steven knew he’d cum quickly, so he expected Rose to wrap her fingers around his dick and provide him with the orgasm he craved. Instead, she surprised him by pushing three fingers into her pussy and scooping out as much of Derek’s cum as she could find. For a moment she held them still so he could admire the thickness of another man’s cum. Then Rose wrapped her cum-soaked fingers around Steven’s cock and gave him the handjob he’d been expecting.
The sheer filthiness of using Derek’s cum as lubrication on his cock was enough to bring Steven to a stunningly quick orgasm. In less than ten seconds he was cumming so strongly that he nearly doubled over. The sensation in his loins made him cry out uncontrollably as it felt like the orgasm was ripping through him in the most pleasurable way possible.
Rose smiled. “I thought you’d like that.”
“You were right,” Steven said. As much as it pained him to admit, using Derek’s cum to lube his cock had been a stroke of kinky genius on his wife’s part. He couldn’t wait to see what would happen on the last few days of their vacation.
Part 6 Coming Soon
A Cuckold Vacation - Part 6
Steven and Rose spent the morning after their naughty boat trip relaxing during a couples massage. Afterwards they ordered lunch in the room and ate on the deck as they stared out at the ocean and enjoyed a little one on one time.They were both still riding high from the insane pleasures they’d explored the day before. Steven had never given himself over to pure sexual delight like that before and he was thrilled to feel nothing but joy the next day. Regret was nowhere to be found and Rose had expressed the same feeling.
They slipped into the pool after lunch and enjoyed a long, slow make out session as the warm water deepened their relaxation. They were kissing simply to enjoy each other, not to facilitate another sexual encounter. It just felt good to connect.
The afternoon was spent kayaking around the resort and slipping into the water for the occasional bit of snorkeling to enjoy the incredible fish swimming amongst the coral.
It wasn’t until the evening that the sexual escapades that had dominated their trip surfaced again. They were in the shower and Rose was behind Steven and soaping up his body when she said, “Honey, can I ask you something?”
“Sure,” Steven said, knowing that Rose was almost certainly about to make a request she thought he might not like.
Her hands moved around his torso and towards his crotch. “Would you be okay with me spending a little time alone with Ryan tonight? I know you’ve been watching, but we’re going home in a few days and this is all going to be over soon, so I wanted it to be just me and him one more time. Would that be okay?” As she asked, Rose gently took Steven’s cock in her soapy hand and stroked him.
Arousal surged through Steven’s body. Partly it was Rose’s expert stroking of his growing cock, but he couldn’t deny that he liked the idea of his wife spending time alone with another man. He thought back to the first few encounters where he was left to wonder what was happening between them and it thrilled him.
“You know I can’t say no to you,” he finally responded.
“I was hoping you’d say that,” Rose said as she tightened her grip on Steven’s cock and stroked him vigorously. She teased him, bringing him close to orgasm but refusing to let him cum. Steven groaned and reached back to caress his wife’s tight, wet ass as she jerked him off.
Without warning, she pulled her hands off his stiff dick and said, “I think I’ll make you wait. Wouldn’t it be more fun to orgasm after I’ve been with Ryan? Wouldn’t you rather play with me while another man’s cum is leaking out of my pussy?”
Steven’s cock jumped at the idea. “Absolutely,” he said.


Rose looked beautiful in the short, simple floral dress she’d picked out for her evening with Ryan. She had a red flower in her hair and wore an elegant pair of sandals. It was a perfect beach look and Steven was a little jealous he wasn’t the one spending the night with her.
Rose kissed him softly before picking up her purse and confirming the room key was inside. She headed towards the door before stopping and turning back to Steven. “You know, we’re going to dinner first. Ryan said he reserved one of the booths at the restaurant. It should be romantic. You could grab a seat at the bar and watch before he takes me back to his room. At least you’d get a little bit of a show.”
“I’ll see you there,” Steven said with a smile.
A change in plans necessitated a different outfit, so Steven pulled on a pair of khakis and a button up top to watch his wife on a date with another man. The insanity of the whole thing wasn’t lost on him, but the whole vacation had been one unexpected delight after another, and this seemed relatively tame in comparison.
Soon enough he was seated at the bar with a menu and a drink in front of him. He’d picked a spot with a remarkably good view of the booth where Ryan and Rose sat. They were practically snuggled together and looked very much like a young, happy couple as they shared quiet, intimate conversation and quick kisses.
Steven hadn’t expected to feel jealous, not after everything he’d witnessed over the course of their vacation. He couldn’t help it though. Watching his wife on a genuine date with another man was different than watching her have sex with him. Watching Ryan put his arm around Rose and pull her close for a slow, sensual kiss created a feeling of jealousy mixed with arousal that he hadn’t yet experienced. Steven couldn’t decide if he liked it.
It was the romantic nature of their date that infused Steven’s fantasies when he returned to the bungalow. He’d watched Rose and Ryan leave the restaurant arm in arm and briefly considered following them back to his room to try and spy on their sexual adventure. He thought better of it though, and soon enough was in the bungalow unable to do anything but think about what his wife was doing with another man.
He imagined them kissing just as they had in the restaurant. He saw Rose close her eyes and gently part her lips to receive Ryan’s affection. He imagined her fingers caressing the side of his face and his neck. The intimacy of the kisses playing out in his mind made Steven’s cock throb.
He knew it would be more than kissing. He knew at some point their clothes would come off and Ryan’s cock would end up in Rose’s mouth. He imagined her moving between his legs and giving a long, slow blowjob. He even imagined her making Ryan cum in her mouth before eagerly swallowing his seed.
He imagined Ryan giving his wife oral sex and making her cum with his tongue. He imagined the long, slow sex they’d be having. He imagined Ryan cumming in Rose multiple times, filling her over and over before finally relenting and letting her return to her husband.
For hours he sat in the bungalow with various naughty scenarios playing out in his head. Steven tried to kill time watching videos on his phone or browsing Instagram, but his mind always came back to the sex his wife was having with Ryan. His erection never went down, but he resisted the urge to cum. He wanted to wait for Rose’s return before having an orgasm.


“Steven. Honey. Wake up,” Rose said quietly. Steven woke with a start to see his wife’s beautiful face looking down at him. “I’m sorry it’s so late,” she said.
Steven pulled Rose’s mouth to his for a kiss. Her lips were soft and perfect and he suspected he could taste Ryan on them.
“Welcome back,” Steven said as he smiled at his wife. “You look beautiful.” Her hair was tousled in that freshly fucked kind of way and it made his cock stiff.
Rose climbed on top of him and leaned down to kiss Steven again. This time she sucked on his tongue in a way that made him groan.
“Did you enjoy your evening?” Steven asked.
A devilish smile crossed Rose’s face. “Very much so. Did you enjoy yours?”
“Less than you did, I suspect.” Steven ran his hands under her dress and pressed his fingers against Rose’s panties. He found the wetness he was expecting.
“Four times,” Rose said.
“What?” Steven asked.
“He had me four times. He came inside me four times. He filled me with his cum four times. He fucked your wife four times.” Rose ground her hips and rubbed her pussy against Steven’s fingers. “There’s still some of him inside me.”
Steven slipped his hand into her panties and pushed two fingers inside Rose’s pussy. It was wetter than usual. His fingers were deep in another man’s cum. He pulled them out and looked down. Thick white cum coated his fingers.
Steven looked at his wife and offered them to her. She took his fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean. He stared at her, in awe of her awakened sexuality and what it had awakened in him.
In a moment of pure, heated arousal Steven pulled Rose’s mouth to his for a cum-flavored kiss. She pushed Ryan’s cum into his mouth with her tongue and they shared a mutual moan of pure, nasty, sensual bliss.
Steven had a look of wild lust and wonder in his eyes when they broke the kiss. Silence filled the air and seconds passed as they stared at each other. Rose was the first to act. She pulled up her dress and pushed two fingers into her panties. They emerged covered in Ryan’s cum, just as Steven’s had. There was another moment of silent stillness. Then Rose offered her fingers to Steven.
He took them into his mouth and sucked them clean. He sucked Ryan’s cum off his wife’s fingers and his cock throbbed as he did it. He stared into Rose’s eyes and made it perfectly clear that this particularly naughty step in their sexual adventure thrilled him beyond words. Again they shared a cum-flavored kiss.
When the kiss broke Rose studied her husband’s face. Steven had no idea what she was thinking, but he desperately wanted to find out.
Rose leaned back and pulled the floral dress over her head, revealing her naked breasts and the sexy panties that were damp with another man’s cum. Steven lay still in bed, wondering what she had planned for him.
Steven’s heart pounded as Rose moved up his body until her panty-clad pussy was positioned a few inches above his mouth. She looked down at him, pulled her underwear aside, and dropped her messy cunt onto his face.
Steven pushed his tongue into Rose’s pussy and devoured the remnants of Ryan’s cum. “Oh fuck. That’s so good,” she moaned as he moved from her cunt to her clit and back again. “Lick my dirty pussy baby,” Rose encouraged him.
Knowing he was licking up Ryan’s cum made Steven’s cock throb. He felt overwhelmed with lust as he devoured the salty remains of someone else’s seed from his wife’s pussy. 
As Rose’s orgasm approached she reached down and grabbed Steven’s hair. She pulled hard on it while grinding her pussy over his mouth. She was fucking his face and leaving a sticky, slick mess behind.
“I’m cumming!” Rose cried out. “I’m cumming!”
Steven kept up the insistent licking of his tongue against her clit until Rose pulled away. He reached between his legs, grabbed his cock, and stroked to a quick, body-shaking orgasm as he considered the filthiness of what he’d just done. His cum shot into the air and landed on his stomach as Rose lay in the bed next to him. When he was finished, they both smiled and silently marveled at how insane their sex life had gotten over the span of their vacation.


“You should be in the bed when he gets here,” Rose said. “Wouldn’t it be fun to listen while we fool around before you get to witness the little show we have planned?”
It was their last night before going home and Rose and Steven wanted to have one final naughty adventure with Ryan. He was due to arrive any moment.
Steven got on his back in bed as Rose had suggested. He stared at the ceiling fan spinning slowly above him as his wife answered the door and welcomed her lover to their bungalow.
“I missed you,” she said before they kissed.
“I missed you too, and I missed this body,” Ryan said as Steven imagined the other man’s hands moving over his wife’s taut stomach, tight ass, and perky tits.
“I’ll bet you did,” Rose offered. The sound of more kissing filled the room.
Steven listened to the sounds of foreplay happening just a few feet from him. Even if he strained he couldn’t see anything from his position and he wanted to keep it that way. It was strangely arousing to hear the fun they were having together.
“I’m so wet for you,” Rose said, “and I see that you’re nice and hard for me.”
“Why don’t you show me how much you missed my cock?” Ryan asked.
Steven imagined Rose falling to her knees and pulling down Ryan’s shorts to set his dick free. Soon he heard the sounds of cocksucking and he knew his wife was blowing another man in their bungalow. It made his cock throb to hear her giving head and to listen to the moans it produced from her lover.
“I need you inside me,” Rose said. “I need to feel this big cock again before we have to leave.”
Seconds later Rose appeared like an angel above Steven. She moved onto her hands and knees on top of him, offering a perfect view of her smooth pussy just inches from his face. Ryan’s cock soon followed. He rubbed the bulbous head over Rose’s plump pussy lips and slowly pushed inside her as Steven admired the overwhelming beauty of his wife being filled by another man.
“How’s the view, honey?” Rose asked as she gently played with his throbbing cock.
“It’s perfect,” Steven answered.
Ryan fucked Rose slowly at first. He pulled out almost the entire length of his cock before thrusting back into the woman on her hands and knees in front of him. Steven knew Ryan was putting on a show for him. He was offering the ultimate wife watching experience.
“Do you want him to fuck me harder?” Rose asked.
“Yes, please, fuck her harder,” Steven begged.
Ryan picked up the pace. He pounded his big cock balls deep into Rose’s pussy over and over, and Steven watched from inches away. Each thrust caused juices from her cunt to spray onto his face and he welcomed every drop.
Abruptly Ryan pulled out and before he knew what was happening Rose had dropped her gaping cunt onto Steven’s face. She rubbed it over his mouth, nose, and chin and he licked her furiously as his cock throbbed.
When she lifted here pussy off his face Ryan pushed his cock back inside and resumed the rhythmic pounding. Beneath his wife, Steven was sinking deeper into the bliss of watching another man fuck Rose from behind. His chest heaved with heavy breaths and a steady stream of precum flowed from his cock.
“Lick my clit,” Rose urged. “Lick it, baby.”
Steven lifted his head up and did as his wife requested. He ran his tongue back and forth over her clit as Ryan’s cock pounded in and out of her. The other man’s balls brushed against his forehead, but he didn’t care. He was so close to licking a cock, but he didn’t care. Steven just wanted to pleasure his wife in that moment.
“Oh fuck! I’m going to cum! Fuck me harder. Keep licking me,” Rose moaned to the two men pleasuring her.
Soon her body began to shake above Steven. Moans the likes of which he’d never heard escaped his wife’s mouth as a long-lasting orgasm passed through her. Finally, Rose collapsed on top of her husband and Ryan gently pulled his cock from her pussy.
For a few moments she said nothing. She simply rested on her husband’s body and took deep, heavy breaths to try and recover from the intense pleasure of an orgasm provided by two men.
“More,” she finally said. Ryan dutifully slipped his cock into Rose’s pussy and started fucking her again. “I want your cum inside me. I want it deep inside me.”
That seemed to spur on Ryan because he picked up the pace and started pounding the hell out of her pussy as Steven watched from his position on the bottom of the 69.
“Give it to me,” Rose urged him. “Give me your cum so I can feed it to my husband. He wants to eat your load.”
Steven did. They’d discussed it beforehand. After the previous night’s cleanup play he wanted to eat a fresh load out of his wife’s pussy. He wanted it so badly. She’d been teasing him all day about it.
Ryan groaned and pushed his cock balls deep into Rose’s pussy. Steven watched the base of his shaft throb as the other man ejaculated into his wife. He salivated at the thought of being fed that thick, salty treat.
“Are you ready?” Rose asked.
“Yes,” Steven said.
Ryan pulled his long, thick cock from Rose’s pussy and a flood of thick cum dripped right into Steven’s open mouth. It slid over his tongue and down his throat as he eagerly swallowed. 
When the initial rush of semen dried up, Steven pushed his tongue into Rose’s cunt and fished for as much cum as he could find.
“That’s it baby. Clean him out of me. Eat up every drop of that hot load. Eat his cum,” Rose encouraged him as she slowly stroked his stiff cock.
Steven felt a warm, tingling sensation spread from his loins to the rest of his body as he cleaned the cum from his wife’s pussy. It was the most intense form of arousal he’d ever experienced.
When he’d finished licking Ryan’s cum from his wife’s pussy, Rose took a tight grip on Steven’s cock and jerked him off to an incredible orgasm. “How does his cum taste?” she asked as he neared his climax. “Did you like cleaning my pussy?” She wasn’t expecting an answer. She just wanted to fuel his desire and provide a stronger orgasm.
It worked. As he came, Steven felt a surge of pleasure from head to toe. He was literally shaking by the time it was over. He couldn’t believe how good it felt.


The next morning Rose and Steven looked back at the resort as they headed towards the airport.
“We should definitely come back next year,” Rose remarked.
Steven took her hand in his. “Maybe we’ll come back sooner.” They both knew he wasn’t talking about the resort though. They both knew they couldn’t wait a year to explore the intense pleasure they’d experienced on this vacation. They’d never make it that long.
The End.

    A Cuckold's Reward After a Night in Chastity

    Four hours ago, your wife walked out of the house in an exquisite, low cut pink satin dress. Her nipples were already hard and gently poking through the thin, soft material, making it perfectly clear that she was turned on.

    Of course, there was a good reason for that as she was meeting her bull for a date, a date that would end at his house, a date that would end with his cock buried in your wife's pussy, offering her the satisfaction she craves.

    Before she went, your beautiful blonde wife made sure to lock your cock in a little metal chastity cage. She wore a smile, just as she always does when she locks you up, for it brings her immense pleasure to think of her cuckold husband sitting at home in a tight chastity device while another man's cock spends the evening inside her.

    As has become customary, your wife sank to her knees in front of you and planed a soft kiss on the head of your locked up cock. You felt the warmth of her lips against the little bits of your flesh that poked through the bars of the cage.

    "This won't be the only time I'll be on my knees tonight," she said softly. Her fingers caressed your balls, sending intense waves of desire through your body, in part because it had been two weeks since your last orgasm. "The next man I get on my knees for won't be locked in a little cage, though. His dick wouldn't even fit in this cute cage of yours. It does fit nicely in my mouth, though, and you know I can't help but want to feel him in my mouth. You know I can't help but want to suck my bull's cock."

    She leaned forward, kissed the head of your caged cock again, and took you in her mouth. It felt astoundingly good despite the fact that you couldn’t get stiff. She swirled her tongue around and sucked hard and you felt your cock try and grow in the cage. You felt the pain that came with it, the beautiful pain of your arousal being denied because your wife keeps you locked up tight.

    "He'll get hard in my mouth," she said. "He'll get rock hard for me while I suck his cock like he loves. I'll moan for him. I'll suck on his balls. I'll tell him how wet it makes me to give him head. I'll tell him how desperate I am to feel his cock inside me, how desperate I am to get fucked. I'll make him feel so good...and you'll be home locked in this cute little cage."

    She stood, cupped your locked cock and balls in her soft hand, and leaned in. Her lips found yours for a deep, sensual kiss with plenty of tongue and you groaned from the pleasure and pain of experiencing such intense arousal while locked in a cage.

    "Have a good night, my love," she whispered. "I'll be home late, but I expect you to wait up for me. I want to have fun with you when I get home."

    She walked out and you began what was a long, difficult evening. It's always that way when she goes out with her bull. Your cock spends the night straining against its cage as you imagine your wife indulging in all manner of pleasures with her bull.

    You imagine her sucking cock from her knees. You imagine her riding his long, thick shaft. You imagine him playing with her perky tits. You imagine her telling him how much she loves his cock, how he fucks her so much better than her husband does, how he makes her cum so hard. You imagine her begging him to cum in her married pussy, to flood her needy cunt so she can bring the mess home to her husband. You imagine it all and your dick throbs for hours, filling your underwear with precum and leaving you increasingly desperate for release.

    When she comes home, you're trembling with desire, which is exactly how she wants you. Your beautiful blonde wife smiles the moment she walks into the house. Her nipples are hard again and they look exquisite pushing through the thin material of that utterly perfect dress she wore for her bull.

    "Did you miss me?" she asks.

    You nod. "Desperately."

    She smiles and saunters towards you. You stare at her breasts as they bounce gently under the pink satin. You hear the sound of her heels against the hardwood floor. You're not sure what she has planned, but excitement hums through your body.

    "I was a very naughty hotwife tonight," she whispers as she grasps your caged cock through your pants. "Very, very naughty. I was particularly horny and I needed to be fucked particularly hard." She leans in and kisses your neck before adding, "I told my bull to fuck my married pussy as hard as he could. I told him to pound my tight little cunt, to leave me sore. I told him that my cuckold husband would gladly use his tongue to soothe my pussy when I got home."

    She loosens your belt and yanks it off, tossing it aside. The sound of the buckle hitting the floor resonates around the living room as she unbuttons your pants and lets them fall to the floor.

    "Look who's all wet," she says as her fingers dance over the front of your underwear. "Was your locked up little cock leaking all night?"

    "Yes," you reply.

    Her lips approach yours and you feel the warmth of her breath against your skin as she asks, "Is that because you were thinking of me, cuckold? Were you thinking of me sucking his cock? Were you thinking of me riding his big, beautiful dick? Were you thinking of your wife's tight, wet pussy getting pounded in missionary? Were you thinking of him taking me from behind in this pretty dress and spanking my ass while I beg him to cum inside me?"

    You nod. You imagined all of those things over the course of the evening, and while you're not sure any of them happened, it makes your cock throb to think of it.

    "Would you like to see? Would you like to watch me suck his cock?" she asks.

    The question confuses you, which is why you wait a few moments to nod your head and say, "Yes, I'd love that. Is that possible?"

    Your wife yanks your underwear down, looks towards the couch, and says, "Be a good boy and sit for me."

    You give her a curious look - you're still not sure what's going on - and head for the couch. The cushion feels soft and warm against your bare ass and when you look up your wife is walking towards you with a seductive sway in her hips and a naughty smile on her face.

    She reaches into her little black handbag and pulls out her phone. She smiles again, sets her bag on the coffee table, and falls to her knees between your legs. The key to your cage is in her purse and you can't help but hope that it will emerge at some point to free you from your steel prison so you can cum.

    "Look at how leaky your little dick is," your wife says with a smile as she runs her fingers over the small, tightly-locked cage. "You really were turned on all night, though I guess that's what happens when I'm a cruel wife and I won't let you cum for two weeks."

    You nod. "I like being denied," you say. It's true. There's suffering involved, but you like it.

    Your wife leans forward to kiss the tip of your cock. It's such a simple thing, and yet you feel genuine pleasure, enough to make your cock throb in its cage.

    "I asked him to film me," she says.

    "What...what?" you ask.

    Your wife pulls up a video on her phone and turns it towards you. She taps the screen and you see her down on her knees. She's in her pink satin dress and her bull is clearly holding the phone, offering up a beautiful view of her cleavage.

    "Can I suck your cock, baby?" she says to her bull. "Can I show my husband how much I love sucking on your big, beautiful cock? How much I love making you feel good with my mouth? How much I love giving you what he never gets?"

    She hasn't sucked your cock in years. She stopped long before she first cuckolded you. You asked about it once and she came right out and said she didn't really enjoy it, and that was the end of that.

    "Go ahead," her bull says. "Suck my cock."

    She takes him in her mouth and moans. She stares right up into the camera. It feels like she's staring right at you as she blows another man.

    You've never seen your wife and her bull together, and it's spectacular. It's so much better than you ever imagined. So much hotter. It's like the finest porn video you've ever been privileged to watch.

    "I love sucking your cock," she says before taking one of his balls in her mouth and sucking while she stares up at the camera. Her eyes are alive with lust. She's not just putting on a performance for you. She actually loves being on her knees and sucking the cock and balls of the man that has shown her a level of sexual pleasure that you never managed.

    Your wife pauses the video and you look to see a lusty smile on her face. She sets her phone down, leans forward, and kisses your thighs. Little tremors of pleasure run between your legs with every kiss as you hold her gaze and soak up the obvious delight she feels in having shown her husband a video of her cocksucking.

    "Did you enjoy watching me suck his dick?" she asks softly before kissing your balls.

    You shudder with pleasure and reply, "Yes. It was...it was incredible."

    She showers your caged cock in kisses and licks the tip, soaking up the precum that's poured out of you since she hit play on the video. "I really do love sucking his cock. I love it in a way I never loved sucking your cock. There's just something about him...something about being able to do that for him, for a man like him. It always makes my pussy so wet."

    It seems that even thinking about doing it has her turned on. Luckily, you get to benefit from that as she takes your balls in her mouth - both of yours fit in her mouth but she could only fit one of his - and sucks slowly and gently, swirling her tongue around them while you groan. Your dick tries in vain to grow in the steel cage and you feel a genuine ache. The pain is worth it, though, as your wife is offering you a kind of oral pleasure that she hasn't offered in years.

    "Would you like to watch more?" she asks.

    You nod vigorously.

    She picks up the phone, presses play, and caresses your spit-soaked balls while you both watch the video. She sucks on her bull's cock. She moans while trying to swallow as much of his impressively long and thick shaft as possible. She bathes his balls in her saliva and then she says, "I need you to fuck me, and I need you to film it. I need you to film me riding this perfect cock of yours. I want my husband to see how much you make me moan, how good you make me feel."

    She turns and walks down the hallway. He follows and your wife pulls up the back of her dress, showing off her remarkably tight ass with a little pink lace thong running down the crack. He hurries a little closer and reaches out to give it a good smack, eliciting a delighted giggle from the woman you love more than any other.

    He gets into his bed and turns the camera towards your wife. She smiles and does a naughty little dance for him, putting on a show as her hands run all over her body. She plays with her tits, grabs her ass, and then lifts her dress and slips three fingers into her slick pussy to masturbate.

    "Can you hear how wet I was for him?" your wife asks as she rubs your balls.

    You nod. "Are you always that wet for him?"

    "I am," she answers. "I always have been, too. He turns me on. Just being around him turns me on. He's just such a...such a man."

    You look at her as she continues to dance on the video. "More of a man than me?"

    She smiles sweetly. "Well, one of you came in my pussy twice tonight and one of you is still locked up in a tiny little cage and has no guarantee of coming out of that cage. One of you lets me control when he gets to orgasm and the other gets to cum inside me whenever he wants." She pauses for a moment, squeezes your balls just hard enough to make you wince a bit, and says, "Yes, he's more of a man that you. Much, much more of a man than you."

    You groan and turn to the video as she crawls into the bed.

    "You're about to watch me get fucked," your wife says as the video version of her lifts the bottom of her pretty satin dress, grabs his cock, and rubs the head over her pussy lips.

    She sits on his cock and moans. "Oh, fuck, baby, your cock feels so fucking good inside me."

    She leans forward and you get a great view of her tits in the dress before they start kissing. He doesn't film it - you're just looking at the ceiling - but the sound is intoxicating, and you groan as your dick once again throbs painfully in its prison.

    "Do you like that?" your wife asks. "The sound of me kissing him? Does that turn you on?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    She smiles and you turn back to the video to see her sit up. He points the camera at her face and you see her smile before a look of the purest pleasure washes over her. She moans and begins to rock back and forth on his dick. He pans the camera down and you see his cock inside her. You see your wife's pussy filled with another man's longer, thicker, better dick. You see him inside her and you hear her moans, her beautiful moans.

    "That's so hot," you say. "Fuck, that's so fucking hot."

    She rests her hands on his chest and slowly begins to ride him. She lifts her pussy from his slick cock and sinks back down, moaning as she swallows his full length. He moans, too, but of course he does. He's inside your wife's hot, wet pussy. Of course he's fucking moaning. He's enjoying the pleasure that you used to enjoy with far greater frequency, the pleasure that he now enjoys multiple times a week while you're safely locked away in a cage.

    "Fuck...your cock feels so good inside me," she says. Then she looks into the camera. She smiles. She knows she's looking at you. She knows you're going to be watching this. "His cock feels better than yours, cuckold. His cock feels so much better than yours ever has. He's so deep inside me. He's so fucking deep inside me and he's stretching my pussy so fucking good."

    "Oh...fuck," you say.

    "Would you like to cum?" your wife asks.

    You pull your eyes from the video for a second and nod. "Yes, please."

    She hands you the phone and you bring it close to your face to watch your beautiful wife bounce on her bull's cock. She turns to her purse and your cock throbs in anticipation of being released. She doesn't pull out the key, though. Instead, she pulls out something that looks like a small sex toy with an elastic strap.

    You hear the sounds of sex - the sounds of your wife riding your bull's cock - as she rests the toy against the top of your caged cock, slides the strap around your shaft, and smiles before pressing a button at the base.

    The toy starts vibrating both your cock and the cage that encases it and you moan. Your wife caresses your balls and then leans in and takes them into her mouth once more.

    "Fuck...I love your cock," she says in the video. "I love your fucking cock. You're so deep inside me."

    She begins to grind on him again, doing so slowly, seemingly because she's trying to delay her climax, perhaps because she wants to savor the pleasure of having him inside her for just a little longer.

    Your wife stands and sits next to you on the couch. She leans over and kisses you on the cheek before whispering, "Get on your knees. You can keep watching the video while you clean my pussy. And don't worry, that little toy will keep vibrating your locked up cock until you've had an orgasm."

    You know she's right. You can already feel it starting to happen. The pleasure is remarkably intense, in fact, no doubt because it's been two weeks since you last came.

    You get on your knees and crawl between her legs as your wife lifts her dress. She pulls her thong aside and scoots forward until you're inches from her pussy. It looks beautiful. It's wet and her lips are puffy and pink and you can't wait to slip your tongue inside.

    "Clean me," she says. "I'll hold the phone for you."

    She takes the phone and holds it nice and close. You watch her begin to ride her bull's cock. Your little locked up dick throbs in its cage. You feel precum dripping onto the floor. You feel your orgasm approaching. You push your tongue into your wife's slick pussy and you bathe it in the taste of her bull's cum. You scoop up what you can find and you swallow, doing your duty as her cuckold and enjoying every second of it.

    "Fuck...I'm close," he says.

    "Cum inside me!" your wife replies immediately. There's something in her voice. There's a sense of desperation mixed with desire. It seems so obvious that the idea of her bull cumming in her pussy gives your wife such intense pleasure. That's why she was waiting. She wants to cum together. She wants to have her orgasm while he unloads in her pussy.

    You bury your tongue deep inside her while they cum together. She sits on his dick and slowly grinds back and forth while the most beautiful orgasmic moans you've ever heard fill the air.

    You groan. To your complete and utter amazement, you're on the verge of cumming while locked in your cock cage. The vibrator is doing its job, and now you're moaning into your wife's pussy as you taste another man's cum.

    "Cum for me, cuckold," she says. "Cum for me while you eat his load out of my pussy."

    You're watching a video of another man cumming in your wife while she encourages you to eat his load. It's a perfect moment, and it's the right time to cum.

    Your body tenses up and you close your eyes. You feel a rush of pain as your cock tries once more to grow in the cage and then it's pure pleasure as you cum. Your load squirts out of your soft, small, locked up dick and makes a mess on the floor as you push your tongue as deep into your wife's pussy as you can and move it around to lick up his yummy load.

    Eventually, you lean back, wipe your face clean, and smile at your wife as the video comes to an end.

    "Was that good?" she asks.

    "It was perfect," you reply.

    She smiles. "Good. Given how successful it was, I see no reason to let you out of the cage. I see no reason for your dick to get hard at all anymore."

    Is she serious? Would she really keep you in the cage forever? Would that be a nightmare, or would there be something freeing about being locked away?

  
    A Cuckold's Rules Are Meant to be Broken

    Most cuckolds want to set rules when their wives for explore sex with other men. They don’t want things going too far. They want to try and control the situation by forbidding their wives from kissing their new lovers, by allowing sex in certain positions, etc.

    Of course you all know how foolish that is. Of course you know she’s not going to follow your rules. Of course you know you can’t control things. You’re the cuckold. Your rules are meant to be broken.

    At first his rule was no kissing. He wanted to limit her intimacy. He didn’t want her connecting with her lover like that. She didn’t take long to break that rule. She couldn’t resist. The sex was so much better than she thought it would be. He was so much hotter than she expected. She had to kiss him.

    Her cuckold’s cock throbbed as he watched. His heart pounded. He felt a powerful mix of anxiety and desire. He couldn’t stop her. He didn’t want to stop her. He wanted to watch her kiss him. He loved having his rule broken.

    No blowjobs. That’s what he insisted. He didn’t think he could handle seeing his wife suck someone else’s cock. She couldn’t resist, though. She had to have him in her mouth. As soon as she saw her lover’s perfect dick she knew she had to break her cuckold’s rule.

    She looked at her husband and sank to her knees. She held her lover’s cock at the base and opened her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his erection. She offered him a blowjob. She offered the kind of pleasure his cock craved. Her cuckold did nothing.

    He insisted she not have anal sex with her lover. Her cuckold had never been permitted to enjoy her asshole and he couldn’t stand the idea that someone else would be given that pleasure.

    That’s precisely why she wanted her lover to have it. She wanted to give him something her cuckold had never had. She invited him to fuck her ass. She invited him to slip his cock past her tight anus and into her rectum. She invited him to have anal sex with her and the cuckold did nothing.

    No unprotected sex. He insisted. No cumming inside her. No creampies. Only the cuckold was allowed to cum inside her. The first time she fucked her lover she knew she’d break that rule. Sex with him felt so overwhelmingly pleasurable she knew she didn’t stand a chance.

    When her lover’s bare cock slid into his wife’s pussy, the cuckold only jerked off faster. Seeing his rule broken turned him on. Seeing his wife’s cunt take her lover’s cock without protection was overwhelmingly pleasurable. He couldn’t hold back. He couldn’t stop himself from cumming as another man filled her.

  
    A Date with Her Ex-Boyfriend

    “Honey, you’re being paranoid,” your wife says.

    She’s naked and standing in front of the bathroom mirror as she painstakingly does her hair and makeup.

    “You’re having dinner with your ex-boyfriend and you’re spending more time on your hair and makeup than you do when we go out. I don’t think I’m being paranoid,” you say.

    Your wife puts down the curling iron and walks over to you. She wraps her arms around your waist and pulls you close. You run your hands over her back. Her soft skin feels so good.

    She looks up at you and says, “I’m not going to lie. I’m trying to look good. Obviously. It’s not because I want to fuck him, though. I want him to feel like he made a mistake breaking up with me. I want him to be jealous that I’m with someone else now. I don’t want to fuck him though. Okay?”

    “Okay. Sorry for being paranoid,” you say.

    You were being paranoid. You saw her putting in so much effort for him and figured something was going on. She managed to calm your nerves and you’re happy to spend the night watching TV, right up until she walks out of the bedroom in a tight, low cut dress, high heels, and stockings.

    You don’t say anything, but now you’re convinced something is going on. It has to be more than a simple date to catch up and reminisce about old times.

    You give her a kiss goodbye and a few minutes head start before grabbing your keys and heading to the restaurant she’s supposed to meet him at. You park across the street, figuring that she’d spot your car in the lot and know you were spying.

    Figuring it would be insane to go into the restaurant and spy on your wife, you wait in the car, telling yourself that if anything is going to happen it will be somewhere a little less public.

    An hour later, you’re regretting leaving the house so soon. There’s only so much entertainment to be found on your phone and you’re bored enough to risk taking a quick trip into the restaurant to see if you can spot your wife and her ex.

    That’s when you see her come out. Her ex is better looking than you expected – you’ve only seen him in old pictures – and you’re instantly jealous. They’re laughing as they walk across the parking lot and you hope the fact that you’re parked under a tree and out of the light is enough to hide your presence.

    It seems like you’re watching two friends conclude an enjoyable dinner as they reach your wife’s car. They’re still talking. They laugh every once in a while. Neither seems nervous or like they’re planning a move.

    Then he reaches for her hand. She lets him take it. He rubs his fingers over hers. The conversation stops and they look at each other. Something is definitely happening, but it’s not clear if it’s going to go any further.

    He leans forward and your wife welcomes his kiss. Their lips meet as his hands move to her hips and hers move to the back of his head. It’s more than just a kiss. There’s real passion there. You can tell there’s tongue.

    You know you should be angry. You can’t say for sure that your wife left the house knowing this would happen, but she’s certainly not fighting it. She’s making out with her ex-boyfriend and it seems like she’s enjoying it quite a bit.

    You’re not angry though, at least not entirely. There’s another feeling that’s stronger than any anger could be. You’re aroused. You’re watching your wife kiss another man and you’re getting hard. You’re watching him squeeze her ass and you can’t stop your dick from getting stiff.

    You know you should get out of the car, slam the door, and storm across the street. You should scream at your wife and punch her ex-boyfriend. You should do those things, but you can’t. More than any of that, you want to masturbate. You want to pull out your cock and stroke as you watch your wife openly, eagerly fool around with someone else across the street.

    She parked in the corner of the lot, giving them considerable privacy. That’s why her ex doesn’t have any compunction about playing with your wife’s tits through her dress. She seems to like it too, as she breaks the kiss to moan.

    She surprises you by reaching between his legs and playing with his cock through his pants. Your wife is stroking another man’s dick in a public parking lot. No one else is around, thankfully, but she’s being insanely bold.

    It turns you on, too. You don’t want it to, but you feel an almost overpowering sense of lust surging through you. The idea that your wife clearly wants this man has stirred up an intense array of emotions. You’re already leaking precum. You start to play with your cock through your pants, just like your wife is doing for him.

    They’re kissing again. It’s somehow more vigorous. You’ve never seen anything like it. He pushes up the hem of your wife’s dress. You can see the tops of her stockings and her panties. Your wife’s ex boldly pulls them aside and pushes two fingers inside her.

    She moans but quickly pushes his hand away. You figure it’s over. You’re relieved and disappointed at the same time. You were wrong though. It’s not over. She just wants to move it to the car.

    Your wife hastily opens the back door and climbs inside. She pulls her ex-boyfriend in after her. You’re more disappointed than you were when you thought it was over. Now you can’t see anything. You consider getting out of the car and finding a spot in the parking lot to watch from, but quickly dismiss the idea. They’d almost certainly see you watching.

    Just as your frustration is about to reach an untenable level, your phone rings. It’s your wife. Confusion reigns in your head.

    You answer and offer a tentative, “Hello?”

    She doesn’t say anything, but you hear something. There are grunts and what sounds like a belt buckle being undone. Did she accidentally call you?

    “Here, let me just move my leg,” your wife says. There’s a pause. “There we go. Perfect.”

    You hear the sounds of kissing. It dawns on you that you’re about to listen to your wife and her ex-boyfriend fuck in the back seat of her car. Your first instinct is to hang up the phone, but you quickly brush that idea away.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says. “Please, fuck me.” She sounds desperate.

    You look at her car as you listen, but there isn’t much to see. Occasionally you can detect a bit of movement, but it’s nothing compared to the show they put on earlier.

    “Oh fuck, that feels so good,” your wife says. He’s inside her now. You know it.

    The sound of sex is unmistakable. They both moan, groan, and grunt. You can hear their bodies meeting as he thrusts his cock into her over and over.

    “You missed my cock, didn’t you?” he asks. You’re certain he’s wearing a confident smile as he does it.

    “Yes. Fuck yes!” your wife cries out.

    The sounds of sex get louder. He’s fucking her harder and faster. Her moans are coming quicker and they’re more exuberant. You’re furiously rubbing your cock through your pants. You don’t want to cum, but you can’t resist the urge to play with yourself.

    “Does your husband fuck you like this?” he asks.

    You stop stroking. For a second it feels like the world has stopped spinning. You’re almost certain you know what she’s going to say, but you need to hear it.

    “No,” your wife says, confirming your fears. “He never has,” she continues. “No one has ever fucked me like you do.” You can’t tell if she’s serious or just trying to make him feel good. It certainly sounds believable.

    Again you know you’re supposed to be angry and humiliated. Instead, all you can feel is arousal. You keep your hand off your cock. You’ll cum if you play with it, even through your pants.

    Your wife is getting close to cumming. You know those noises. You know how her moans get faster and the tone lower.

    “I’m cumming!” she cries out. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Another man just made your wife cum. You could have done something about it, but you chose to sit in your car and listen.

    For a while, all you hear is heavy breathing. Then, your wife says, “That was incredible. I haven’t cum like that in years.” Your cock aches with desire.

    You hear movement and look across the street to the parking lot. You see your wife’s back. They’re changing positions. She’s on top of him in the middle of the back seat. You have a view. It’s not a great view, but you can see her riding him.

    “Your pussy is so tight,” he says as you watch your wife’s body move up and down.

    “I haven’t had a cock as big as yours inside me in a very long time,” your wife says.

    “You can have my cock anytime you want it,” he says.

    Your wife moans and throws her head back. “Good,” she says. “Because I don’t think I could go back to fucking just my husband’s cock. I just can’t. I’d forgotten how good a big dick feels.”

    That hurts a little, but you’re still overwhelmingly aroused. You still want to masturbate. You still want to cum while your wife tells her ex-boyfriend that he’s got a better cock than you do. What the hell is happening?

    “I’m getting close,” he says.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife urges him.

    “Fuck,” he groans.

    You watch your wife lean forward. It looks like she’s offering him her breasts. You know she loves having her nipples sucked while she’s getting fucked. You hear her moan. He must be doing it. He must be sucking her nipples while he’s fucking her pussy. That’s something you do. It turns you on to know she’s letting another man do it.

    “I’m gonna cum!” he cries out.

    “Give it to me,” she urges him in a lusty voice.

    He groans loudly and your wife stops riding him. Another man is cumming inside her. You’re watching from across the street as someone else fills her pussy with his seed.

    “You’re incredible,” he says.

    Your wife leans forward and you hear them kissing. It sounds so passionate.

    “I should get home,” she says. “We’re going to do this again, though, and in a bed. I’ll make sure we have plenty of time to play, too. I want your cock for as long as I can have it.”

    He pulls his pants back up and your wife fixes her dress before they step out of the car. They exchange a quick kiss before she gets in the front seat. She doesn’t start the car though. Instead, she sits and watches him leave.

    After he’s driven off, your wife looks across the street. She looks right at you.

    “Did you enjoy the show, honey?” she asks.

    She knew you were watching. She called you on purpose. Somehow she knew you wouldn’t stop her. She knew you’d watch and listen. You’re speechless, but she’s willing to wait.

    “You deserve to orgasm, too. Why don’t you come over here? My pussy is already lubed and ready for another round. You don’t mind sloppy seconds, do you?” she asks playfully.

    Lust takes over as you open the door and run across the street. You’re still hard. Your mind is awash in wild desire. You just want to be inside her.

    Your wife steps out of the car and quickly moves to the back. She leaves the door open. When you arrive a few seconds later she’s on her back with her legs spread. Her panties are pulled aside and you can see her ex-boyfriend’s cum leaking out of her.

    “Fuck me,” is all she says.

    You quickly look around the parking lot before unzipping your pants, pulling out your cock, and climbing on top of your wife to fuck her cum-filled pussy.

  
    A Day of Domination and Cuckolding at the Beach

    
      You thought a visit to the nude beach would be endless fun. You didn't expect that it would turn into an opportunity for your wife to both humiliate and cuckold you. Sometimes that's what happens when she's in charge.
    

    You step out of the car and feel the sunshine on your face. You breathe in the briny air and in the distance you hear the sounds of waves crashing against the beach.

    You pop the trunk, take your shirt off, and toss it inside. Your wife does the same with her shirt and you watch as she unties her bikini top and adds it to the growing pile of clothes in the trunk. She smiles at you and slips her fingers into her bikini bottoms. They come off a moment later and your eyes go wide.

    "What?" she asks.

    "Oh, I mean, I just wasn't sure you'd go all the way," you say.

    "It's the first time I've ever been to a nude beach and there's every chance it'll be the last time. I see no reason not to fully embrace it," she replies with a smile.

    You feel your loins stir a little at the sight of her naked body, though in truth it's the thought of other men staring at her body that excites you.

    "You look really good," you say.

    She smiles, leans in, and gives you a soft kiss on the cheek. The smell of sunscreen fills your nose and you reach out and give her ass a quick squeeze, eliciting a gentle laugh from the woman you love more than any other.

    "Do you think the other men at the beach will agree with you?" she asks. "Will they think I look good?"

    "Yes, they will," you reply. "This is going to be fun."

    You move to shut the trunk but your wife reaches up to stop you. "What are you doing?" she asks.

    "What do you mean?"

    She looks at your swim trunks. "Aren't you forgetting something?"

    You follow her gaze and feel an instant tightness in your chest at the idea of going to the beach without your swimsuit on. "Oh, no, I don't want to do that."

    She reaches out and unties your trunks. "Why would you think this is your decision to make?"

    You step back. You look towards the beach, though it's over a large sand dune so you can't see how many people are there and whether they're all naked or just a few people are.

    "I...please, I can't," you say.

    "Why not?" your wife asks.

    "Because...because people will see. Because it will be embarrassing," you reply.

    She smiles, slips her fingers into the waistband of your swimsuit, and says, "It's cute that you think you get to make that decision. You don't, though. In fact, you know you don't. That's not how our marriage works. You're not in charge. I am."

    She pulls your swimsuit down and tosses it in the trunk. Your head whips around, but the parking lot is empty. No one can see your genitals encased in the small pink chastity device your wife purchased before your vacation. No one can see that all your pubic hair has been shaved. They'll see soon enough, though. As soon as you crest that sand dune and head towards the ocean, everyone on the beach will see that your wife has taken full control of your cock and balls, that she owns your genitals, that she's the one in charge.

    "Come," she says.

    Your wife saunters towards the beach, but you remain still. You can't bring yourself to follow her. You can't bring yourself to experience the humiliation of having so many people see your little, smooth, caged dick.

    "Come, right now," she says.

    You refuse to move. Anger flashes across her face, but only for a moment. Then your wife smiles and returns to you. She reaches out and takes your caged cock and balls in her hand. She turns and walks away. She leads you away from the car by your cock. She leads you like you're her little pet. You follow for fear of her pulling so hard that your cock and balls suffer an injury.

    You follow the path through the sand dunes with your wife leading you by your cock. Your chest tightens as you see another couple approaching. They both look at you. They both look at your cock. They both smile and you hear the woman laugh as they pass you. Your wife doesn't bother looking back as you feel your face redden from embarrassment.

    Soon enough, the beach opens up in front of you. There are hundreds of people sun bathing, playing in the water, strolling through the sand, and much more. Most look to be naked. No one else seems to be wearing a chastity device.

    "Don't think about them," your wife says.

    You turn to see a smile on her face.

    "Think about me. Think about making me happy. Think about what I want," she continues.

    You look back at the beach. You feel a deep sense of discomfort at showing off your caged cock - in a pink device, no less - to so many people. "It's just so scary."

    She takes your hand. "It shouldn't be. In fact, it should be the opposite of scary. You should be excited. This is a great opportunity for you to demonstrate your submission. I know it's humiliating to walk the beach with your shaved cock and balls in a little pink chastity device. It's supposed to be humiliating, though. It makes me wet to humiliate you."

    She takes your hand and guides it between her legs. Your fingers slip inside her with ease. You feel her overwhelming wetness. You work her pussy a little as she moans. You rub her clit and she leans in and kisses your neck.

    "You know what I'm like when I get this wet...when I'm this turned on," she whispers.

    She gets more dominant when she gets turned on. She tends to want to cuckold you, too. She tends to want a long, thick cock inside her, and she tends to focus her desires on a strong, dominant, alpha male that gets off on putting her cuckold husband in his place.

    "You made me this wet," she says. "Your submission made me this wet. Isn't that wonderful?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    She pulls your fingers from her pussy and rubs them over her nipples. You leave her stiff flesh wet and shiny with her juices and she gives you a soft kiss while teasing your locked up dick.

    "Let's go to the beach," she says.

    Your beautiful, dominant wife takes your hand and you walk towards the water. It's not long before people start looking at you. Some merely glance, but some can't help but stare at your cock in its little pink chastity cage. Again you feel your face redden with the heat of embarrassment, but you do as your wife instructed and think about her needs and how much your submission turns her on.

    There’s plenty of space and you could easily lay your towels down almost anywhere, but your wife seems intent on walking the beach and putting you in front of as many people as possible. She seems to enjoy the attention you’re getting, and though the attention makes you uncomfortable, it helps to think of your submission.

    "Did you force him, or did he lock it up voluntarily?" an older, elegant brunette woman asks after you’ve walked half the length of the nude beach.

    Your wife stops, smiles, and looks at your cock before returning her attention to the elegant beauty sitting naked on a towel and says, "He locked it up voluntarily. He likes doing as he's told, though, so it wasn't exactly painful for him."

    The brunette looks up at you and then at your caged cock and balls. "The pink is a nice choice. It makes his little dick look so adorable." She bites her lower lip like she's getting turned on at the sight of your genitals. It's the same look your wife has when you offer your submission, particularly when you do so without her urging.

    "Sometimes, I wish my husband was a switch, that he'd let me dominate him from time to time. There's no way his cock would fit in such a small cage, of course, but it would be fun to lock him up and tease him for a weekend every once in a while," she continues. "You're a lucky woman."

    Your wife grabs your caged cock and caresses your smooth balls. "I really am," she says. "Though if your husband has a nice big cock, I'd say that you're a lucky woman, so I suppose we're both lucky in our own way, aren't we?"

    The elegant brunette laughs softly. "We are."

    She turns and looks towards the ocean. You follow her gaze and see a man striding towards you. His body is firm and muscular and you have to admit it looks good as it glistens from a recent dip in the ocean.

    He smiles at the elegant brunette and then looks towards you. He sees your caged cock and his smile grows brighter. "Sarah, who are your new friends?" he asks.

    "I was just admiring his cute little cock cage," Sarah replies. "I was telling his wife how adorable it looks, and I was sharing with her that sometimes I wish you'd let me dominate you."

    He puts his hands on his hips and you can't help but look at his cock, which is quite large even in a flaccid state. He exudes confidence and the energy of a man that couldn't begin to wrap his mind around the idea of submission.

    Your wife looks down at Sarah, pulls on your balls just a little, and says, "How would you like to play with my sub?"

    Sarah's eyes go wide and she looks at you and smiles. "And what would you like in return for your generosity?"

    You know what your wife wants, what she's going to ask for. She turns to the man with the big, flaccid cock. "I'd like your husband to fuck me."

    He looks surprised, and perhaps with good reason. It's likely not every day that a beautiful woman walks up to him and declares that she'd like him to have her pussy. Your wife is not like most women, though.

    "What do you think, Dylan?" Sarah asks as she spreads her legs, drawing your attention to her tight, slick-looking pussy. "Would you mind if I played with her submissive husband while you fucked her?"

    Dylan smiles and approaches your wife. He reaches between her legs and two of his long fingers slip inside her. She looks up at him and rests a hand on his well-built chest. She moans and you look around to see that they've already attracted the attention of quite a few people on the beach.

    "We're on vacation," Dylan says, "and I see no reason we can't have a little fun."

    His lips approach your wife's. They meet and you watch their tongues indulge in an erotic dance as he pulls his fingers from her pussy and takes one of her perky, perfect breasts in his hand.

    "Come here," Sarah instructs.

    You approach the elegant brunette as your wife moans into another man's mouth. You glance around and see that more people are watching and a few have come a little closer to get a better view.

    Sarah reaches up and caresses your smooth balls with her fingers. It's been years since someone other than your wife touched you in such an erotic manner and your cock instantly attempts to get hard in its little cage. It's defeated in that quest, of course, and the ache that follows elicits a groan.

    "Is your cock small even when it's out of this cage?" Sarah asks.

    "Yes," you admit. "I'm…well, I’m below average."

    She laughs softly. "I can understand why your wife has caged you, then. Does she fuck other men often?"

    You nod. "Yes, she cuckolds me regularly. She has a few guys at home that meet her needs whenever she's in the mood to get fucked by someone bigger than me. I use my tongue and fingers to pleasure her when she's not in the mood for another man."

    Sarah caresses your caged cock and again it tries to get hard. Again you feel the ache of your attempted erection being defeated. She then glances towards her husband and your gaze follows. You see your wife slowly dropping to her knees in the sand and kissing her way down Dylan's body in the process.

    She closes her eyes and takes his cock in her mouth. She moans while doing so and Dylan runs his hand through her soft blonde hair. More people are watching now, and with good reason. A beautiful woman is sucking a big cock on the beach. Some of them look at you. They smile. Some laugh at the sight of your cock. You wonder if they understand that your wife is cuckolding you, that she's doing so in public, that she's putting you through an intense form of humiliation.

    Your wife's not cruel, though. She's left you in the hands of a woman that wants to dominate you, to play with you, to have a little bit of naughty fun.

    As your wife sucks cock, Sarah stands and steps behind you. She turns your body so you're facing your beautiful wife, so you can truly appreciate the passion on display as she gives another man a blowjob.

    "Does she let you watch when she cuckolds you?" Sarah whispers as she grabs your ass with two hands and squeezes it hard enough to make you wince.

    "Sometimes," you answer. "If she cuckolds me at our house then I get to watch. Sometimes, though, she goes to his place and I wait at home for her to return."

    Sarah delivers a hard smack to your ass and moans as you wince from the pain. Her hands move over your chest and she grasps both your nipples between her fingers and twists them. Again you moan from the pain, but this time she kisses your neck and offers a moan of her own, though it's one of pure, perfect pleasure.

    "Do you like watching her cuckold you?" Sarah asks while pulling on your nipples.

    "Yes," you reply. "Very much so. I like seeing her experience pleasure, especially when it's the kind of pleasure that I can't offer her."

    You do your best not to look at the crowd that has gathered. You know some are pointing and laughing at your cock. You know they're all watching your wife cuckold you. They can all see how passionately she's sucking Dylan's cock, how desperate she is to make him feel good so he'll fuck her like she clearly craves.

    "Turn around and get on your knees," Sarah demands.

    You turn and fall to your knees. She grabs a tight fistful of your hair and pulls you between her legs. She smothers you with her pussy, rubbing it all over your face and offering up a devilish smile as she does so.

    "I wanna ride you," your wife says.

    Sarah looks down at you and smiles. "She's going to ride my husband's cock. He's going to stretch her pussy just like it needs to be stretched. He's going to satisfy her like you can't." There's aggression in her voice as she says it. She's getting off on the fact that her husband is about to cuckold you, that his cock is far superior to yours and that your wife is so eager to have it inside her that she's willing to fuck a total stranger.

    You hear your beautiful wife moan. You suspect she's on the towel with Dylan's cock inside her. You can't see it, though. All you can see is Sarah's taut stomach, perky tits, and beautiful face. She's watching them fuck, though. She's doing so as she rubs her pussy over your face and the way she's moaning makes it seem like the clitoral stimulation is more than enough to lure her ever-closer to an orgasm.

    Sarah steps back and you can't help but hope that she's going to let you witness your cuckolding. "Turn around," she says. You spin around and witness the beauty of your wife's pussy impaled on another man's cock. At least two dozen people have come closer to watch, too. They're all witness to your cuckolding and several of them are masturbating to the sight of it.

    To your dismay, Sarah steps in front of you, blocking your view of the sex. Her ass looks remarkably sexy, though. She looks over her shoulder and down at you before saying, "Eat my ass."

    You spread her cheeks. You lean in. You tongue fuck her tight little asshole. She moans and you hear Sarah rubbing her pussy.

    "Get your tongue in my hole," she says. "Get it up in my shithole."

    It's such a nasty thing to order you to do, and yet your cock throbs in its little pink cage as she utters those commanding words. You stiffen your tongue. You push it against her asshole. It slips inside her. Sarah moans and reaches back to push your face deeper between her ass cheeks. You surrender to it, to her, and you push your tongue deeper into her asshole while she rubs her pussy furiously.

    You hear people talking. You hear them mention how hot it is. You hear a few people call you pathetic. You don't care. You're turned on. You're serving a dominant woman. You're serving your wife, too.

    "Fuck!" your wife cries out. "Fuck, Dylan, fuck, make me cum. Make me cum on that big fucking cock of yours!"

    You tongue fuck Sarah's asshole as your wife has an orgasm with another man's dick deep in her pussy. Your little dick throbs in the exceedingly tight pink cage. You yearn for your release, for the thrill of being allowed to cum, but you know you're destined to spend your vacation locked up and yearning for freedom.

    The sounds of sex resume soon after your wife's orgasm. It's changed, though. You're fairly certain she's being taken from behind now. You imagine your wife on her hands and knees on the towel with dozens of people watching. She's not usually the type to get off on playing in public, but it's clearly thrilling for her today and you can't help but get excited too.

    Sarah steps away and you see your beautiful wife getting pounded from behind. You see that people have come even closer. There are couples fooling around as they watch, guys masturbating with their gazes fixed on your wife taking cock, and even a few single girls happily playing with their pussies.

    "Get on your back next to your wife," Sarah instructs.

    You crawl onto the towel and get on your back as instructed. Your wife looks over at you and smiles. "He made me cum so hard, baby," she says. "His big dick is so fucking deep inside me, so fucking deep that I'm going to cum again. Twice in less than ten minutes, baby. That's so much more than you've ever given me. That's why your pathetic dick is locked up. That's why I'm letting another man have his way with me with all these people watching. You can't fuck me worth a damn with that tiny dick of yours."

    Sarah stands over you. You look up and watch her pussy slowly drop onto your locked cock. Your eyes go wide as her wetness envelops you. She rests her hands on your chest and moves her hips back and forth.

    "How does it feel?" she asks.

    "Good...but it hurts, too," you reply.

    "Because you're trying to get hard?"

    You nod. Your cock is inside her. Your body is responding as any man's would when awash in desire. You're trying to get hard. You're trying to fuck her, to fill her pussy with your cock and cum. That's not an option for you, though. Your dick is safely locked away and won't be getting erect until your wife grants you a release.

    Sarah rides your locked cock faster. The pain increases. She takes your nipples between her fingers and twists them. You wince and groan from the agony and she moans louder. You look at your wife and see that she's lost in the pleasure of getting fucked by a nice big cock. Everyone but you is experiencing pure pleasure, including everyone watching.

    "Fuck, this feels so fucking good," Sarah says as she rides your caged dick.

    She's going to cum. She's absolutely going to cum while riding your dick and it seems that causing you pain is the source of her pleasure. You can't help but feel the euphoric joy of submission.

    "Cum on my ass," your wife says. "So I can make him lick it up."

    Dylan groans and so does Sarah. They're both going to cum and then you're going to lick his load off of your wife's perfect, smooth, nicely-tanned ass.

    The orgasms come in quick succession. Your wife is the first to climax as Dylan pounds her vigorously. Sarah pulls hard on your nipples as she climaxes while riding your worthless little locked up dick. Dylan pulls out soon after and you watch his cock launch a dozen volleys of cum on your wife's ass. Your dick hurts so badly, and yet you feel pleasure. You feel the joy of submission. You feel it envelop your body and brain and you can't help but smile.

    Sarah climbs off your cock as her husband stands. You get on your knees and your wife looks at you and points at her ass. "Clean up every drop while all these people watch. Show them what a good little bitch you can be for your wife."

    You crawl towards her ass. You stare at the artful ropes of cum that coat her flesh. You lean down and extend your tongue. You run it through the hot semen. Salty bitterness hits your taste buds. Your dick throbs again.

    "That's so fucking hot," Sarah says. "How long are you here for?"

    "A week," your wife replies.

    "Can I give you my number?" she asks. "I really want to do this again."

    "Absolutely," your wife answers. "I think we can have all sorts of fun."

    You slurp cum off her ass while your wife arranges for more play over the course of the week. It won't be the last time you offer your submission to Sarah. It won't be the last time you clean Dylan's cum off of your wife. It probably won't be the last time you suffer public humiliation.

    That's all quite exciting, though, as there's nothing more satisfying than offering your submission to your wife, even if it is painful.

  
    A Deeper Sense of Control - Part 1

    Allison stood at the bathroom counter in a black thong and a simple, sexy black bra. Her blonde hair looked soft and shiny and she’d styled it in that wavy way that Emmett loved so much. There was only one reason she’d be putting so much effort into getting ready.

    “Do you have a date tonight?” Emmett asked.

    She turned to him and smiled. “I do,” she replied.

    Emmett felt the kind of excitement that always accompanied his impending cuckolding. “Is it anyone I know?”

    Allison turned back to the mirror and resumed doing her makeup as she said, “It’s Derek.”

    Derek was the man Allison turned to when she was looking for a particularly vigorous fucking. He boasted the largest cock of the men she regularly slept with and he was in exceptionally good shape and more than happy to use his powerful body to fuck Allison as hard as she could take.

    Emmett stepped into the bathroom and moved behind his wife. He looked at her in the mirror as his hands moved down her back and to her ass. “Is he coming here?”

    Allison pushed her ass into his crotch and answered, “He is.”

    Emmett wasn’t always permitted to watch, but he preferred it over the dates where Allison went to another man’s house. It was never his choice to make – Allison had made it perfectly clear that she was in charge – but he made no effort to hide his enthusiasm for the at home dates where he got to watch.

    “I expect you to be well-behaved,” Allison said.

    Emmett smiled. “I will be, I promise.” He moved her hair aside and kissed her neck while gently squeezing her ass. Allison moaned just like he’d hoped she would.

    “You weren’t last time,” Allison said with a hint of annoyance in her voice.

    Emmett looked up to see that same annoyance on her face. He knew what she was talking about. The last time she’d had a guy over to the house, Emmett had cum long before Allison’s and her playmate were finished fucking, violating one of the first rules she’d ever made. Because of his orgasm, Emmett had been uninterested in engaging in any of the post-cuckolding activities Allison enjoyed. She’d made her disappointment perfectly clear afterwards, ensuring that Emmett wouldn’t soon forget that he’d let her down.

    “I know, and I’m sorry about that,” he said. “I’ll be better this time.”

    Allison applied dark red lipstick, smacked her lips, and smiled. “Yes, you will be.” There was something in her tone and the look in her eyes that made Emmett a little nervous. “In fact, I’ve taken a significant step to ensure that you’ll be better this time and each time in the future.”

    Emmett stepped back and Allison turned around and closed the distance between them. The serious, determined look on her face deepened the nervousness he’d already felt.

    “I don’t think you understand how disappointed I was last time,” she said. “I’m good at controlling my anger, especially when one of my playmates is here, but it infuriates me when you’re selfish, Emmett. A good cuckold is never supposed to be selfish. You know that.”

    “I know,” he said. Allison had drilled the lesson into him over and over at the very beginning of the expansion of their sex life. She’d made it perfectly clear that if she were to indulge in Emmett’s fantasy of being cuckolded that it would only work if it was a fantasy for both of them, which meant he had to banish any selfish impulses and pursue his pleasure in concert with hers. Waiting to orgasm until she was finished with her playmate was one of the core rules she’d established. “I said I was sorry, though, and I meant it. I also meant it when I said I’d be better this time.”

    “And I meant it when I said I’d taken a step to ensure that you’ll be better this time. Follow me,” Allison said.

    She brushed past him and out of the bathroom and Emmett followed, though not without a considerable sense of trepidation.

    Allison led him to the bedroom and opened the top drawer of her dresser. She pulled out an elegantly wrapped box and handed it to him. “Here,” she said.

    “What’s this?” Emmett asked as some of his anxiety washed away.

    “It’s a gift,” she said. “For you. I think you’ll find it’s quite fitting for our particular situation.”

    Emmett pulled on the delicate satin ribbon and it fell away. He pulled open the wrapping paper and lifted the top of the box to find a small black bag inside. “What is it?” he asked.

    Allison smiled and pulled the bag from the box. She loosed the strings that held it closed and reached inside. When her hand emerged it held a small, clear device shaped like a particularly small cock.

    “Do you know what this is?” Allison asked.

    “It’s a chastity device,” Emmett answered. He’d seen one before, though he never expected to see one in his wife’s hand.

    She smiled. “That’s right. Do you know what this device is used for?”

    “For locking up a man’s cock,” Emmett answered.

    “Does that look on your face mean that you don’t want me to lock up your cock, Emmett?” Allison asked.

    “Yes, it does,” he said.

    Allison set the chastity device on the dresser and reached out to remove his pants. She smiled and held his gaze as her fingers did the work and soon enough Emmett was half naked. Allison took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly as she asked, “What happened last time?”

    “I masturbated while you were fucking Alex,” he answered.

    “No, you came while Alex was fucking me from behind,” Allison corrected him. “You surrendered to your needs and you came instead of thinking of my needs. Why did you do that?”

    Emmett saw the moment in his head. He was on his knees on the floor. Allison was on her hands and knees in the bed and facing him. Alex was fucking her from behind. She was in the middle of a torrent of humiliating dirty talk, as was their custom when she cuckolded him. She wasn’t that way in their day to day life, but they’d discovered early on that they both thoroughly enjoyed the humiliation that often accompanied cuckolding, and through experimentation they’d found what worked best for both of them.

    On this particular occasion Emmett had gotten greedy. He’d always been allowed to masturbate, but he wasn’t permitted to cum until Allison gave him permission. He liked to get right up to the edge of his orgasm before pulling back, but he went too far and came long before Allison and Alex were finished. Emmett had left the bedroom soon after, in part because of his embarrassment and in part because he knew he wouldn’t have the same enthusiasm for the humiliation that thrilled both him and Allison.

    “I was selfish,” Emmett answered after a few moments of consideration. “I wanted to go right to the edge, but I went too far and I came.”

    Allison stroked his cock a little faster and said, “It’s not the first time you’ve done that, is it?”

    “No,” Emmett admitted. It didn’t happen often, but from time to time he’d get a little too greedy and cum before Allison wanted him to.

    Allison smiled and stepped closer. “You can’t help yourself, can you?” she said in a soft, seductive tone that Emmett found irresistible. “You can’t help but excited when I tell you that your dick is worthless, can you?”

    Emmett groaned. He wasn’t sure what Allison was doing – that kind of talk was always reserved for when they were playing – but he couldn’t contain his desire. “I can’t,” he said. “I can’t help my excitement. You’re so good at turning me on. I love when you talk like that, especially when you’re fucking someone else.”

    “Someone better, you mean,” Allison said. “Someone far better than you. Someone whose cock isn’t worthless. Someone that can actually make me cum the way I deserve to cum.”

    Emmett was aroused, but he was confused, too. Allison had always segmented the kinky part of their life from everything else. In the beginning she’d actively discouraged Emmett from bringing up his cuckolding when they weren’t engaged in distinct sexual activity. She’d always said she didn’t want it bleeding into the rest of their lives. Plus, Allison never played with him on date nights, at least not before her date arrived. That was one of the rules. She’d allow Emmett to watch her get ready and sometimes to help her get dressed, but they didn’t play until the action began.

    “Allison…what are you doing?” Emmett asked.

    “I’m playing with my husband’s worthless cock,” she answered. “What does it look like I’m doing?”

    “We don’t play until Derek gets here,” Emmett said. “Those are the rules. Those have always been the rules. We keep cuckolding separate from everything else.”

    “You don’t follow the rules,” Allison said. “Why should I? You cum when you feel like it. Most of the time you don’t feel like it until I give you permission, but sometimes you want to cum and you don’t give a shit about what I want, so why should I follow the rules? Apparently, the rules don’t exist to you. Apparently, you just do what you want, so why shouldn’t I play with this worthless cock of yours? Why shouldn’t I jerk you off and tell you that you couldn’t fuck me to an orgasm to save your life? Why shouldn’t I tell you that Derek puts you to shame, that he fucks me so much better than you that I’d choose his cock a hundred times out of a hundred?”

    Emmett felt an orgasm approaching. Allison was stroking him with exceptional swiftness and he was leaking enough precum that he’d lubed his entire shaft, making the handjob even more pleasurable.

    When she finally released his cock Emmett unleashed a sigh of relief and stepped back in the hope of discouraging Allison from stroking him gain.

    “Do you remember when we discovered how much it turns me on to humiliate you?” she asked.

    Emmett nodded. It happened before she’d cuckolded him. They were fooling around and talking about an ex-boyfriend of Allison’s that had been particularly well-endowed. Emmett had moaned at the mention of his size and Allison had run with it. She’d quickly gotten lost in an ocean of lust and jerked Emmett off while talking about how much she preferred having a big cock inside her. She was soaked by the time he came and Emmett quickly got between her legs and offered his wife an orgasm with his tongue, all while she continued to talk about her ex-boyfriend’s size. It had been a small taste of humiliation and over the years Allison had refined her technique, but it had become the centerpiece of their sex life because it thrilled them both to such a significant extent.

    “I think I’ve come to love it even more than you,” Allison said. “Which is why it’s so disappointing when you cum too soon. I don’t think you understand just how disappointing it is, in fact. I like fucking other guys. I love fucking other guys, in fact. But my deepest satisfaction comes from humiliating you. Part of it is how much you enjoy it, of course, but it’s also just how I’m wired. You showed me that, Emmett, and I’m grateful for that, but I get so angry when you disappoint me like that. You deprive me of what I crave when you cum too early. I need that for my deepest satisfaction. I need everything that goes with it. I need to see you eagerly slurping up my playmate’s cum. I need to call you a filthy little cum whore. I need to make you suck his balls while I stroke his cock to get him ready for another round. I need to make you suck his cock if I’m in a particularly naughty mood. I need to make you lick my clit while he’s fucking me so you can see that he fills me like you never could.”

    “I’m sorry,” Emmett said. He knew all of that was true. He knew Allison liked humiliating him as much as he liked being humiliated. He knew they were absolutely perfect for each other in that way, which is why he always left the room when he came too soon. It embarrassed him each and every time. He felt horrible for letting her down and he couldn’t bear to look at her after he’d done so.

    “That’s why I’m going to lock your cock,” Allison said. “That’s why I’m taking control of your orgasms. I’m not willing to be disappointed, especially when the solution is so simple. All I have to do is put your worthless dick in this cage and it becomes mine to control. You get out when I say you get out. You cum when I say you cum. I get what I want and I think you’ll come to see that you get what you want, even if it doesn’t seem that way at first.”

    Emmett looked at the cage resting on the dresser and decided he was okay with giving his wife that sort of control. After all, if she just wanted to lock him up while she was fucking one of her playmates, that didn’t seem so bad. He’d spend a few hours in chastity, she’d let him out, they’d have their fun, and then he’d get to orgasm right along with her.

    “Okay,” Emmett said. “I’ll do it.”

    Allison smiled. “Good. Why don’t you go run your cock under cold water to soften it up. You’re small, but there’s no way you’re fitting in the cage when you’re hard.”

    Emmett smiled and turned to head to the bathroom.

    “Wait,” Allison said. He stopped and turned back and she kissed him. His hands instinctively moved to her ass as his cock pressed against her stomach. Allison’s tongue explored his mouth and Emmett felt an overpowering desire to fuck his wife. It still happened from time to time – Allison insisted that it was important for them to continue to have sex outside of cuckolding – and he badly wanted it in that moment.

    “Thank you for doing this,” Allison said. “It shows me how much you love me. It makes me happy. Truly happy.”

    Emmett smiled. “That’s all I want, Allison. I’m sorry I’ve failed you in the past. If a little time in a chastity device is all it takes to prevent me from failing you, I’m on board with that.”

    Allison gently caressed his face and Emmett felt a shiver of pleasure move down his spine. “I love you, Emmett. Now go soften your cock so I can lock it up and take control of your orgasms.”

    Emmett turned and headed towards the bathroom as he contemplated the desire he saw in his wife’s eyes. It was the notion of taking control of his orgasms that seemed to inspire that desire as her eyes truly sparkled when she uttered those words. Emmett wondered if he was making a mistake, but he couldn’t see the downside of spending a little time in chastity each week, so he put any negative thoughts of out his head and happily entered the bathroom to soften his cock with a dose of cold water.

    
      As you’ve probably guessed, Allison has plans for Emmett’s cock that he doesn’t yet comprehend. He’ll be spending a lot more time in chastity than he thinks and she’ll be experimenting with new ways to take advantage of their mutual lust for his humiliation. Stay tuned for future installments to join Allison and Emmett on their lusty journey.
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    “Thank you, Derek,” Allison said as she walked her playmate to the front door. “You were wonderful, as always.”

    Emmett watched his wife share a lingering kiss with the man that had just satisfied his wife. When Derek’s hands moved to Allison’s ass and possessively kneaded the flesh, Emmett reached between his legs to play with his cock, only to remember that he was still locked in the chastity device she’d placed around his genitals an hour before Derek’s arrival.

    “When will I see you again?” Derek asked.

    “Soon, I’m sure,” Allison replied. “You were excellent tonight, after all.”

    Emmett marveled at the desire he saw in Derek’s eyes. He’d just spent the night fucking Allison – he’d cum inside her twice – and yet he wanted more of her. Derek was the kind of man that could likely have almost any woman he craved, but it was Allison that he desired most of all. Emmett felt simultaneously lucky to be married to her and deeply jealous that she allowed other men inside her far more often than she allowed him inside her.

    “I’ll be in touch,” Allison said. “And thank you again for lending me your considerable talents.”

    “Anytime,” Derek replied before heading out. He took one last look at Allison after stepping out onto the front porch and then bounded down the stairs as she closed the door.

    Emmett’s cock throbbed in its cage the moment Allison turned towards him with a smile on her face. It was time. He’d been good as Allison enjoyed an evening with her playmate. He’d sucked Derek’s cock at her instruction. He’d cleaned her pussy twice. He’d taken the verbal humiliation she’d dished out and he’d experienced the relentless ache of his cock trying in vain to grow in the chastity device. Now Emmett was ready for the release Allison had promised.

    Allison untied her satin robe and let it fall open before slowly approaching him. Emmett’s eyes wandered over the body she’d given to another man that night. He saw the red marks on her breasts from when Derek had squeezed them so hard. He stared at her labia, which were pink and puffy from the relentless pounding her playmate had delivered. He wanted every bit of her.

    “Did you enjoy your first session in chastity?” Allison asked.

    Emmett nodded. The chastity device had changed his experience of the evening. Instead of focusing on his cock, he’d focused on everything else. He’d paid closer attention to the looks on his wife’s face as Derek filled her pussy. Her verbal humiliation hit a little harder because he had no means of relieving the arousal it built inside him.

    Allison stopped a few feet in front of Emmett and took his locked cock and balls in her hand. She caressed his testicles and teased his soft flesh through the cage. “This little cage made you what I wanted you to be,” she said. “Did you notice?”

    Emmett shook his head as the ache of attempted arousal in a chastity device spread through his loins.

    Allison smiled. “You didn’t notice that you were a far more passionate cocksucker tonight?”

    “I was?” Emmett asked.

    Allison stepped closer and her nipples brushed gently against Emmett’s chest. She grasped his balls and gently pulled down. “You were,” she said softly. “It was the first time I’ve ever seen you suck cock with purpose. Do you know why you sucked cock like that tonight?”

    “No,” Emmett answered.

    Allison grasped his caged cock in her hand and pulled hard enough to make Emmett wince. “Because you weren’t thinking about yourself,” she said. “Tonight was the very first time you weren’t being a selfish cuckold. I took control of your cock and it helped you focus your energy where it belongs.”

    “On you,” Emmett said.

    Allison nodded and leaned closer. Her firm breasts pressed into his chest and he inhaled sharply as she kissed his neck and let her tongue dance over his skin, sending intense waves of desire between his legs and making his cock ache painfully.

    “That’s right,” she whispered. “A cuckold should always focus on his wife when she’s with another man. Your time to be selfish is after I’ve been satisfied. That’s what I’ve always wanted, it’s just that you’ve almost always failed to offer that kind of focus.”

    Emmett thought of the blowjobs he’d given that night. They hadn’t felt all that different in the moment, but it seemed possible that Allison was correct. After all, she had a better perspective on Emmett’s cocksucking than he did.

    “When you cleaned me,” Allison said, “you were far more passionate. It was like you’d been lost in a desert and had stumbled upon an oasis when I welcomed you between my legs to consume Derek’s seed. You devoured my pussy like never before, Emmett. You moaned as I humiliated you for being a cum slut. You ground your cock into the bed like a desperate girl rubbing her clit on any surface she can in hopes of release. It was beautiful.”

    “Was I really that different from how I usually am?” Emmett asked.

    Allison stepped back and held up her fingers. They were coated in a slick, shiny substance. “You were different,” she said. “Because you weren’t able to play with your cock and think about your orgasm. The denial provided by the chastity cage deepened your arousal. Just like it’s doing right now. Look at all this precum.”

    “That’s from me?” Emmett asked.

    Allison smiled and nodded. “It is. Now open up for me. Clean your precum from my fingers.”

    Emmett opened his mouth and Allison slipped her fingers between his lips. She smiled and began to gently penetrate his mouth as Emmett’s tongue cleaned every bit of precum from her flesh.

    “You’re going to remain in your chastity cage,” Allison informed him.

    Emmett opened his mouth to verbalize his objection, but Allison shoved her fingers deeper in his mouth, making him gag.

    “I didn’t say you could stop sucking,” Allison said with a surprising fierceness in her voice. “As I said earlier, I don’t think you realize just how disappointed I am when you show your weakness and surrender to your desires by cumming before I’ve claimed the satisfaction I crave with one of my playmates. Thankfully, the chastity device that now encases your cock is a perfect way for me to ensure that you never disappoint me again. You will remain locked until I decide that you deserve your freedom.”

    Allison pulled her fingers from Emmett’s mouth and wiped them on his chest, leaving a thin layer of his saliva behind.

    “Allison, I’m sorry for the times I’ve disappointed you,” Emmett said. “I really am. I promise, I’ve learned my lesson. I won’t disappoint you again.”

    Allison smiled, closed her robe, tied the satin sash, and moved behind her husband. She kissed his upper back and wrapped her arms around him. “I’m certain you believe what you’re saying, Emmett, but you’ve proven that you’re incapable of doing what you just promised you would do. If I let you out, you’ll disappoint me again. It’s in your nature. You’re a man, after all. You’re a selfish creature, especially when it comes to your sexual needs. You don’t have to worry, though. You’re not going to remain in chastity forever. I’ll let you out from time to time. I’ll make sure you cum. I’ll make sure you’re satisfied.”

    Emmett’s shoulders sank. He didn’t have much choice. He had no idea where the key was and attempting to cut himself out of the chastity device was fraught with risk, including the very real chance he’d injure his cock in the process.

    “So, does this mean the kinky part of our marriage is going to enter our real life?” Emmett asked. “We’ve always kept things separate and I’m not sure it’s a good idea to start blending what happens in the bedroom with everything else.”

    Allison reached down and grasped Emmett’s caged cock as she offered a handful of soft, sensual kisses to his upper back, shoulders, and neck. “I agree,” she said. “This chastity device is a part of our kink play, which means there will be no mention of it unless we’re being intimate or I’m with a playmate. That includes any mentions of when I might remove it or any complaints about your desperation to cum or any discomfort you might experience because your worthless dick is trying to get hard in the chastity device I’ve locked you in.”

    Emmett closed his eyes and winced at his body attempted to achieve an erection.

    “If you break the rules and mention your chastity device outside of an intimate moment, it will lengthen your stay,” Allison explained.

    “My stay?” Emmett asked.

    “The length of time you’re going to remain locked up,” she said. “If you complain, I’ll add a little more time.”

    “How long are you going to keep me locked up?” Emmett asked.

    “That’s for me to know and you to find out, darling,” Allison said. She released him from her grasp and walked towards the bedroom. “Now follow me. You’re going to make me cum with that talented mouth of yours before we go to bed.”

    Absent any notion of how to extract himself from his predicament, Emmett followed his wife to the bedroom and happily crawled between her legs to service her pussy as she once again showered him in thrilling verbal humiliation.

    Emmett had spent most of his evening doing everything in his power not to think about Allison. She’d left hours prior looking like a goddess of sex in a mini skirt, an exceptionally tight, low cut top, and a pair of four inch high heels. She left the house intending to get fucked – though she was meeting a new playmate, which didn’t always end in sex – and Emmett hoped that Allison’s evening would be thrilling enough that she’d reward him with a release from chastity.

    After five days locked in the cage, Emmett felt a creeping sense of desperation. The status of his cock dominated his thoughts day and night, though he’d refrained from complaining about it in hopes of avoiding a lengthening of his sentence. Now, Allison was on her way home, and since she’d been gone for nearly four hours, Emmett assumed her playmate had indeed fucked her, perhaps several times.

    Emmett’s heart leapt when he saw headlights in the driveway. He rushed to the door to see his wife get out of the backseat and head towards the house. Emmett was certain the driver took a long look at Allison’s ass, because he didn’t back out of the driveway until she was right at the front door.

    “Welcome home,” Emmett said as he opened the door.

    Allison smiled, stepped inside, and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “This is a nice surprise. You don’t usually meet me at the door after I’ve been on a date with a playmate. I suppose that’s yet another benefit of locking your cock in that cute little cage.”

    Emmett’s first instinct was to deny it. He didn’t want Allison to have another reason to keep his cock locked. It was almost certainly true, though, so he moved on. “How was your date?”

    “Joshua was exquisite,” Allison said as she headed for the kitchen and poured a glass of wine. “He was so…athletic. He was strong and sexy and it seemed as though his lust could not be extinguished. I’m fairly certain we fucked in every room of his house.” Allison leaned against the kitchen counter, sipped her wine, and smiled at Emmett. “And of course, his cock puts yours to shame. He was longer, and thicker, and harder than you. And it goes without saying that he fucked me better than you ever have.”

    Emmett groaned aS his cock swelled in the metal cage that encased it. Five days without so much as an erection meant he no longer had any semblance of control over his arousal, and the fact that his Allison was clearly still in the mood to play meant that there was still a chance Emmett would be released.

    “Take your clothes off,” Allison demanded.

    Emmett stripped and set his clothes on the kitchen table as Allison sipped her wine and watched.

    “Come closer,” she said.

    Emmett approached his wife as her eyes wandered over his body. When he was close enough to touch, she reached out and slowly ran her fingers over his chest and stomach.

    “Joshua’s in far better shape than you,” she said. “He has well-developed pectoral muscles and his stomach is hard instead of soft like yours.” Her fingers moved up Emmett’s arms as she continued, “His arms are chiseled. I could see his muscles as he fucked me missionary style. I couldn’t stop running my hands over them. It felt so good to give myself to a man with such a beautiful body. That’s not something you can make me feel, Emmett. Even if your cock wasn’t a worthless little slab of flesh, you still couldn’t fuck me like Joshua did. How does that make you feel?”

    “It turns me on,” Emmett answered without hesitation.

    Allison smiled and sipped her wine. “It turns you on to be inferior to the man that fucked your wife tonight?”

    Emmett nodded. He couldn’t believe how much his cock ached as it tried to get hard in the little metal cage it lived in.

    Allison set her glass on the counter and surprised Emmett by falling to her knees in front of him. She reached up and gently caressed his balls before kissing the tip of his locked up cock. “You’re inferior to every playmate I’ve taken,” she said. “Each and every one of them is better than you at pleasuring me. How does that make you feel, Emmett?”

    “It turns me on,” he answered again.

    Allison wrapped her lips around his caged cock and sucked with incredible vigor. Emmett groaned and grasped the edge of the kitchen counter as an intense kind of pain blossomed between his legs. Allison was giving him a blowjob. She was offering him the sort of pleasure he’d spent the past five days fantasizing about. The tight cage made it impossible to enjoy it, though. Her tongue felt impossibly wet and warm and the only thing his body wanted was to get hard and cum in his wife’s mouth, but it couldn’t happen without her permission.

    “Allison, please,” he said.

    Allison pulled back and Emmett breathed a sigh of relief. She looked up, batted her eyes, and asked, “What’s wrong, darling? Don’t you like it when I suck your cock? My playmates certainly like it when I suck their cocks. Joshua loved it when I sucked his cock tonight. He loved the way my lips and tongue made him feel. He loved that I looked up at him while I was on my knees with his big dick in my mouth. Don’t you like it?”

    Emmett couldn’t think straight. The mixture of arousal and pain between his legs was too much. “I’d like it if I wasn’t locked up,” he answered.

    “That wouldn’t be as much fun for me, though,” Allison said.

    “I don’t want to cum,” Emmett said.

    “What?” she asked.

    “I just want you to let me out. Just for a little bit,” Emmett explained. “It’s…it’s agony, Allison. Five days has felt like a lifetime. I just want to come out for a little bit so I can feel like a normal man again.”

    Allison stood, threw back the rest of her wine, and said, “Follow me.” She led Emmett to the bedroom and opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. “Put your hands behind your back and turn around.”

    “What?” Emmett asked, mostly out of confusion.

    Allison stared with the handcuffs dangling from her index finger. Emmett met her stare for a few moments before turning around and putting his hands behind his back. Allison approached and cuffed him.

    “Get on your back in the bed,” she said.

    It was difficult, but Emmett did as instructed. His arms and wrists hurt a little, but he assumed his cock was about to come out of its cage, which meant it was worth it.

    “I’ll be right back,” Allison said. She turned to leave and Emmett stared at her ass in the sexy miniskirt as she walked out. Joshua was a lucky man to have welcomed Allison into his home in that outfit. Emmett wondered if she’d kept any part of it on while they fucked. He knew that sometimes she liked to ride a guy with her skirt still on and that some men thoroughly enjoyed doggystyle sex with a woman in a skirt.

    “Here we are,” Allison said as she returned with the key to his chastity cage in her hand. She slipped it into the lock, turned it, and set his cock free. “How does that feel?” she asked while setting the pieces of the cage on the nightstand.

    “Like a massive relief,” Emmett said.

    Allison reached under her skirt and pulled her panties down. Emmett watched them travel down her stocking-clad legs and kept his eyes fixed on the skimpy, black lace underwear as Allison held them up.

    “Open your mouth,” she said. Emmett parted his lips and Allison stuffed her panties into his mouth. “Suck on them.”

    Emmett sucked on her panties as Allison climbed into the bed and straddled his upper thighs. Her smooth, warm skin felt impossibly good against his legs and his heart pounded at the notion that she might play with his cock or give him the incredible gift of being inside her.

    Instead, Allison reached under her skirt and masturbated. She played with her tits through the tight top and moaned like she was getting fucked. Emmett moaned around the panties stuffed in his mouth and felt his cock come to life without even a hint of direct stimulation.

    “Oh, Joshua,” Allison said as she began to move her hips back and forth. “Fuck me, Joshua. Give me your big cock.”

    Emmett sucked harder on the panties in his mouth and moved his hips in a futile attempt to get his cock closer to Allison. It was remarkably difficult to do anything with his hands behind his back and her weight across his legs, leaving him almost completely at her mercy.

    “You’re so deep inside me, Joshua. Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder with that big, beautiful cock of yours,” Allison said.

    Her eyes were still closed and she was still moving her hips like she was riding someone else’s dick. It was as if Emmett wasn’t even there, which only deepened the agony he felt.

    Allison lifted her shirt over her breasts and freed one from her bra. She manhandled her flesh and pulled on her nipple as her moans got louder. Emmett was certain his wife was about to cum and he was worried his chance at an orgasm would disappear the moment she climaxed.

    He spit the panties out of his mouth and said, “Allison, please, don’t deny me. Please, just touch my cock. Just give me something. You don’t have to make me cum, but please give me something.”

    Allison’s eyes shot open and she leaned forward. “Did I say you could talk?” she asked.

    “I’m sorry,” Emmett replied. “But I’m going out of my mind. It’s right there, Allison. My cock is right there. I’ll take anything. Just a little touch. You gave your playmate everything. You touched him. You sucked him. You let him fuck you. You gave him absolutely everything. Can’t you give me something, please?”

    Allison sat up and took off her top and bra. She lifted her skirt and Emmett saw her pussy. She dragged it forward a few inches and a giddy smile crossed his face. She was going to fuck him. She was going to take him in her pussy and let him feel the bliss of her warmth and wetness.

    Or not. Instead of sitting on his cock, Allison bypassed it entirely and sat on Emmett’s face. Her pussy lips spread over his nose and cheeks and she began to move back and forth with remarkable swiftness.

    “No more talking,” she said. “Remember, I’m in control of your cock, even when you’re not locked up. I make the decisions because you’ve proven you don’t deserve control. Now I’m going to ride your face until I cum and then you’re going to lie here until your cock gets soft so I can lock you up again. I won’t be touching you. I won’t be giving you head. I won’t be taking you in my pussy. I’m going to think about Joshua’s big cock satisfying my pussy while I ride your face and I’m going to cover you in my juices when I cum.”

    Allison did just that. Her pussy moved over his face with remarkable swiftness, covering him with her slick juices as she played with her breasts and moaned. Emmett probably could have found a way to extract himself from the situation, but his hands would still be cuffed behind his back and Allison would be pissed, so he laid there and took it.

    “Oh, baby, I’m close. I’m gonna cum on your face. I’m gonna cum all over your face!” Allison cried out. She grasped both her breasts and squeezed them hard as her legs trembled. A moment later juices poured from her pussy and a look of pure joy crossed her face as she leaned forward and grabbed the headboard for balance.

    “That was incredible,” Allison said as she climbed off his face and sat on the edge of the bed. “It wasn’t quite as good as the orgasms Joshua gave me, but it was incredible.” She turned towards Emmett and leaned closer to kiss him. “I know this was painful for you. I know the past five days have been painful for you. That’s going to continue, though. It turns out that I really like being in control of your cock and denying you the pleasure you crave. Don’t worry, though. you’ll have an orgasm soon.”

    “When?” Emmett asked.

    Allison smiled and stood up. “Wait here. I’m going to get an ice cube to help soften your cock so I can lock you up again. If you do anything to try and gratify yourself I’ll be furious, and I promise that you haven’t seen me furious yet. Do you understand?”

    Emmett nodded. He wasn’t so desperate to cum that he’d risk pissing off his wife. He was going to wait on his back until she could soften his cock and lock him up again. He wasn’t going to like it, but he was going to do what she wanted.
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    “Are you okay, man?” Alex asked.

    Emmett nodded. “Yes, I’m fine. It’s the chastity cage. When I get turned on it can be uncomfortable.”

    Alex smiled, and with good reason. Allison was on her knees in front of him with her lips wrapped around his cock while her husband sat and watched. “It turns you on to watch your wife give me head?”

    Emmett nodded and the ache deepened.

    “My husband loves that my mouth is almost always enjoyed by another man,” Allison said. She looked over her shoulder and smiled at Emmett. “Don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Emmett admitted. “Which is precisely why my cock aches so badly right now.”

    Allison turned back to her playmate and her head resumed bobbing up and down in his lap. Emmett could never figure out why, but he’d always been partial to watching Allison give head from behind. He liked seeing her lips wrapped around another man’s cock too, but there was something about seeing her head moving up and down, up and down, up and down that he found particularly thrilling.

    “It’s a shame you don’t get your dick sucked more often, man,” Alex said. “Few women I’ve ever been with are better with their mouths than your wife.”

    Allison looked up and asked, “You’ve gotten a better blowjob than the ones I give?”

    Alex laughed. “Not many. Trust me. You’re a legend, Allison. Few women give head with the kind of passion you do. Most seem to think it’s a chore, and I suppose it is for them.”

    Allison looked back at Emmett again and said, “I have more fun giving head while my husband watches. I like knowing that he’s sitting there and thinking about the fact that his dick isn’t worthy of a blowjob. He doesn’t deserve to get his cock sucked by his wife. Other men deserve that pleasure.” She turned back to Alex. “Men like you.”

    The blowjob resumed and a confident smile spread across Alex’s face. Again, Emmett understood the look. Allison had chosen him. He was the one enjoying her mouth. He was the one that would fuck her before long. He was the one that would cum inside her, too. It was quite likely that Emmett would remain locked in his cage that whole time.

    “How long have you been locked up in that thing?” Alex asked.

    “Ten days now,” Emmett said.

    “Holy shit,” Alex replied. “Ten days without an orgasm?”

    “Ten days without an orgasm,” Allison added. “Ten days with only the briefest ability to get hard. Ten days of pure frustration. Ten days of teasing. Ten days of pussy worship. Ten days of being denied.”

    “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen you like this, Allison. I feel bad for your husband,” Alex noted.

    “Why is that?” Allison said.

    “Because you’re clearly getting off on it, on the control,” Alex answered. “And you don’t seem like the kind of woman that’s willing to give up something that gets her off.”

    Allison looked back at Emmett and said, “Come here, darling.”

    Emmett stood and approached his wife. He was naked – as was customary when she had a playmate over – and Allison’s gaze was fixed on his cock.

    Much to Emmett’s surprise, Allison released her playmate’s cock and crawled forward until she was on her knees in front of him. She looked up, smiled, and said, “Do you miss my mouth? Do you miss how good it feels to have my soft lips around your cock? Do you miss how good it feels when I run my tongue all over the head?”

    “It feels fucking great when she does that, man,” Alex chimed in. “Just in case you forgot.”

    “Yes, I miss all of that,” Emmett said as he thought of the chastity blowjob Allison had given him a handful of days ago. “Of course I miss that. Alex is right. You do amazing things with your mouth. You’re an expert in giving pleasure. Just not to me.”

    Allison reached up and her soft fingers encircled Emmett’s balls. “That’s right, darling. I give pleasure to real men, not my cuckold husband. I give pleasure to the men that can make me cum when they fuck me, not the man that cums long before I’ve ever gotten close to an orgasm. I give pleasure to men that deserve pleasure. Do you deserve pleasure, Emmett?”

    He shook his head.

    “Say it,” Allison demanded before a seductive smile broke across her face.

    “No, I don’t deserve pleasure. Not like your playmates do. Not like Alex does,” Emmett said as his cock surged in the cage. He couldn’t help but take the bait and step into the humiliation Allison had laid out for him. He wanted it. He craved it. He needed it, even if it made his cock ache. “Men like me don’t deserve pleasure. Men like me deserve to be locked in a cock cage and humiliated for being inadequate.”

    Allison released Emmett’s balls and surprised him by taking them into her mouth. He groaned and it felt like his cock might actually break the chastity device as blood flowed to the area in an attempt to try and achieve the erection his wife was inspiring with her talented mouth.

    “Do you want me to suck your cock, Emmett?” Allison asked. “Do you want me to take that cute little cage cock of yours into my mouth and suck you until you pass out from the pain?”

    “No,” Emmett said. “Please, don’t.” He couldn’t handle it. The pain would have been far too intense.

    Allison kissed the tip and flicked her tongue over the little sliver of flesh that cage left exposed. Emmett closed his eyes and for a moment imagined what a real blowjob would feel like. He knew it wouldn’t happen, but even the idea of it was exquisite.

    “Alex, would you stand up for me?” Allison asked.

    Alex stood and she gestured for him to move next to Emmett. Allison reached up and held one cock in each hand. Alex was fully erect, long, and thick. Emmett was small, soft, and locked in a cage. That notion seemed to bring a bright smile to Allison’s face.

    “You love this, don’t you?” Alex asked.

    “Denying him turns me on so much more than I thought it would,” Allison said. “I’ve always loved humiliating my husband, but it makes my pussy gush to know that I’m in total control of his orgasms, and I can’t help but want to deny him the pleasure of a climax. I can’t help it. Every time I think about letting him out and making him cum it feels so sad. Every time I think about keeping him locked up and driving him crazy with desire, it makes me wet.”

    Emmett felt a touch of panic as he listened to his wife explain her newfound desire to her playmate. He worried that it might be an impossibly long time before he was given an orgasm and he wasn’t sure how he was going to deal with that.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Allison said. “Fuck, I need to feel your cock inside me, Alex.”

    “Here?” Alex asked.

    “The bedroom,” Allison said.

    Alex grabbed her hand and pulled Allison to her feet. They shared a kiss before she took hold of his cock and led him to the bedroom with Emmett following close behind.

    “Emmett, get my vibrator from the nightstand,” Allison instructed.

    Emmett rushed to his wife’s nightstand and pulled out the slender vibrator she kept in there for times when she wanted to masturbate while he watched. He turned to see Allison crawl into the bed and remain on her hands and knees as she looked back at Alex.

    “I want you to take me from behind,” she said. “I want you to fuck me hard, too.”

    “I can do that,” Alex replied.

    He moved behind Allison, slipped his cock into her slick pussy, and slowly filled her as Emmett watched with a renewed sense of wild desire between his legs. The thing he enjoyed most in the world – watching someone else fuck his wife – was unfolding in front of him, only he couldn’t get hard. He couldn’t play with his cock. He couldn’t claim the kind of pleasure he used to.

    Emmett approached the bed and offered Allison’s vibrator. She took it, smiled, and said, “Get in bed. I want to play with your cock while he fucks me.”

    Emmett almost refused. He wasn’t sure he could handle another heavy dose of teasing. He didn’t want to disappoint or annoy his wife, though, so he crawled into bed and laid so his locked cock was right in front of her.

    “What’s it like to watch with your dick in a cage?” Allison asked.

    “It’s agonizing,” Emmett answered.

    She smiled. “I’m sure it is. This was your favorite part, wasn’t it? You could stroke your dick while another man fucked me. You could listen to the way I moaned for him and feel your inferiority as you pulled on the dick that’s never been able to fully satisfy me. You could watch the pleasure on my face as I welcomed a real man into my body. You could see me approaching an orgasm. You could hear me tell him to cum inside me. You could experience all of it while running your fingers up and down your stiff, slick, spit and precum-soaked shaft.”

    “Yes,” Emmett said as he watched Allison’s ass jiggle in the most wondrous way every time Alex filled her with his big cock.

    “The only thing you couldn’t do was contain your selfishness,” Allison said. “If you’d done that, you’d be jerking off right now. You’d be playing with your cock. You’d be watching Alex fuck me and listening to me tell you about how good his dick feels and how inadequate you are as a man.”

    Emmett moaned and reached down to play with his caged cock. Allison laughed as his agony seemed to bring her some measure of satisfaction.

    Allison turned on her vibrator and Emmett figured she was going to use it to stimulate her clit while Alex fucked her. She had other plans, though. She placed the vibrating toy against his cock cage, causing an immediate and astonishing reaction.

    “Oh, fuck,” Emmett said as the toy vibrated the cage, which in turn sent vibrations through his cock. “What the fuck…that’s…holy shit.”

    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” Allison asked.

    Emmett nodded.

    “This is how women masturbate,” she said with a smile. “They hold a vibrating toy against their clits, and when your dick is locked up like this I think it’s fair to say that it’s basically an oversized clit. And when it’s been this long since you had an orgasm, it’s probably fair to say it’s almost as sensitive as a clit.”

    Emmett could barely think straight. Ten days without an orgasm had left him in a desperate state, and while a vibrator wasn’t an ideal form of pleasure, it felt incredible, even if Allison was comparing his cock to a clit.

    “Thankfully, my playmate has a nice big cock,” Allison said. “So it doesn’t really matter that my husband has been reduced to having a worthless clitty locked in a cage.”

    Alex smacked her ass and fucked her with even greater vigor. Emmett watched Allison’s breasts swing with every thrust. He saw the look of pleasure on her face, though he wasn’t sure if she enjoyed teasing him or getting fucked more. It didn’t really matter either way, though. It all felt fantastically pleasurable.

    “Do you want to cum, Emmett?” she asked.

    Emmet nodded.

    “Does your little clitty want an orgasm?” she asked.

    “Yes, please!” Emmett begged.

    “Fuck, Allison, I’m close,” Alex said.

    “Give me that dick,” Allison replied as she locked eyes with Emmett. “Pound me, Alex. Fuck me so hard my pussy is sore tomorrow. Fuck me like a real man fucks a woman when he takes her from behind.”

    Alex heard the lust in Allison’s voice. He knew what she wanted. He put a hand on her shoulder for leverage and delivered a powerful fucking as Allison moaned. Emmett saw her shift into the mental state that signaled her impending climax. Sometimes, when she was turned on enough and the guy fucking her from behind delivered a hard enough pounding, Allison would have a wild, screaming orgasm.

    “I’ll make you cum, Emmett,” she said.

    “Please, Allison, please, make me cum,” he replied.

    “But if I do, you have to stay in that cage for another month,” she said. “I’ll take you out to clean your cock but that’s it. No freedom for a month. No erections for a month. Nothing but teasing and agony.”

    Emmett wanted to cum so badly, but he wasn’t sure he could handle another month in the cage. Ten days had felt nearly impossible.

    Alex groaned. He was close to cumming. He was going to unload in Allison’s pussy. Emmett loved watching another man cum in his wife. He knew that the sight of Alex flooding her cunt and the pleasures of the vibrator would be enough to put him over the top. He also knew that would curse him to another month in chastity.

    “No, don’t make me cum,” he said.

    Allison smiled and turned the vibrator off. She tossed it aside, closed her eyes, and unleashed a wild moan. She was cumming. She was cumming with Alex taking her hard from behind. She was cumming all over his cock.

    “Fuck!” she screamed.

    Alex buried his cock inside her. A joyful look crossed his face as he closed his eyes. Emmett knew that look. He’d seen it many times before. Alex was cumming in Allison’s pussy. Every inch of his cock was buried inside her and he was launching volley after volley of hot cum deep in her womb. For a few moments Emmett regretted not taking the orgasm that had been offered to him.

    “I love it when a real man cums inside me,” Allison said.

    Emmett groaned. Allison had a knack for saying precisely what would turn him on the most in the moment.

    Alex pulled out and collapsed into the bed. Allison crawled forward, straddled Emmett, and sat down on his caged cock. He felt Alex’s cum begin to leak out and surround his genitals.

    “This is what a cuckold’s cock deserves,” she whispered. “You’re going to sit here and let your cock bathe in Alex’s hot cum. You’re going to let it soak into your skin. You’re going to let it become a part of you, because this is what I think of your cock. It should be completely soaked in a real man’s load.”

    Emmett leaned closer and Allison kissed him. His hands found her breasts and she moaned into his mouth as he played with her nipples, which were always sensitive after she’d climaxed.

    “I love you, Allison,” Emmett said. He didn’t often say it during a cuckolding session, but he couldn’t help himself. For some reason, he felt it deeply in that moment.

    She smiled. “I love you too. Now, would you like me to sit on your face so you can clean the rest of Alex’s load from my pussy?”

    “Yes, please,” Emmett said.

    Allison crawled forward until her pussy rested over his mouth and sat down. Emmett put his tongue inside her and she moaned, grabbed his hands, and placed them on her breasts.

    “Feast on my pussy,” she said. “Feast and then you can make me cum again.”

    Emmett feasted. He ate the remnants of salty cum from his wife’s pussy as the rest of Alex’s load continued to soak his chastised cock. It’s mere presence around his genitals brought with it a healthy dose of humiliation, but that was the point. Not only had Emmett lost control of his erections and his orgasms, but Allison was free to soak his soft, clit-like cock in another man’s cum if she saw fit. She was free to do whatever the fuck she wanted, in fact.

    Emmett wasn’t sure where the new version of their sex life – the one that featured Allison taking a much deeper sense of control – but he couldn’t help but feel a little bit excited at how much she enjoyed teasing him. He’d get to cum some day, too. He wasn’t sure when, but it would happen. It had to happen soon. At least he hoped that was the case.

  
    A Deeper Sense of Control - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Your cock is so hard,” Allison said as she ran her finger over the head and down the underside of Emmett’s shaft.

    It had been three weeks since his last orgasm and Allison had granted him a release from his cage. She’d handcuffed him to the bed first, though, to ensure that he wouldn’t lose control and jerk off without her permission.

    “Look at how plump the head is,” she remarked with a smile on her face. “It’s like your body is sending extra blood to the area.”

    Allison hadn’t offered more than the touch of her index finger, and yet Emmett was hard as a rock and desperate to cum. Three weeks in a chastity cage will do that to a man, though.

    “Do you want to cum, Emmett?” Allison asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “Please, I’m desperate, Allison.”

    She smiled. “I know you are. I like it when you’re desperate, though. It turns me on. It makes me want to deny you the orgasm you crave.”

    “Please don’t do that,” Emmett said. “Please just let me cum.”

    Allison leaned down and kissed Emmett’s thigh. Her soft lips lingered against his skin for a few moments and he closed his eyes and moaned. She wasn’t particularly close to his cock, but it still felt so good. Even a small intimacy was enough to thrill him.

    “What do I get out of giving you an orgasm?” Allison asked.

    Emmett’s mind raced for an answer that might convince his wife to let him cum. He knew that seeing him cum wouldn’t provide her with any particular pleasure. She’d been quite clear that she found denying him far more arousing than providing him with an orgasm. He knew he couldn’t really offer her any sort of meaningful sexual pleasure in return as she had numerous playmates that saw to her orgasms far better than Emmett ever had.

    “I don’t know,” Emmett said. “I can’t think straight, Allison. Please, just let me cum.”

    “You’ll have to do better than that, Emmett,” she replied.

    “You can have anything you want,” he said. “I’ll take you on vacation. I’ll buy you jewelry. I’ll spend a whole day shopping with you. I’ll carry your bags and buy you whatever you want.”

    “Emmett, sweetheart, that’s so kind, but I actually make a little more money than you do, so it’s not like you’re in control of our finances. If I want something, I’ll just go buy it. You can’t bribe me to let you have an orgasm,” Allison said.

    She smiled and kissed his thigh again. This time her mouth got a little closer to his cock. He could feel her hair brush against his shaft and he moaned again. Emmett pulled against the handcuffs and the bed rattled. He wasn’t going anywhere, though. The cuffs were secured to the bedpost and he’d break his wrist long before he broke free.

    Allison looked up and ran her fingers up Emmett’s thigh before grasping his balls. She caressed them gently as a smile broke across her face. Her fingers then danced over his taint, eliciting yet another moan from Emmett.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    Emmett nodded. He wasn’t sure Allison could do something that would feel bad, though. He was so turned on that just about anything was likely to make his dick throb with desire. Allison smiled and her fingers danced a little lower.

    “What are you doing?” he asked as a mild sense of panic gripped him.

    “I’m just exploring,” she said.

    Her finger brushed against his asshole and Emmett tensed up. “Stop, please,” he said.

    Allison leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock as her finger danced over his asshole again.

    “Allison, please, stop,” Emmett said. “I’m not into ass play. I’m just not.”

    Allison smiled and kissed the head of his cock again. Her lips parted and her tongue escaped to dance lustily over the underside of Emmett’s cock head. His body convulsed from the intense pleasure of such a small, simple thing and Allison took the opportunity to gently press her finger against his asshole.

    “Allison, please, stop!” Emmett said. “I’m not into anal play. We’ve been over this before. You know I’m not into it. It’s gross.”

    “Are you sure?” Allison asked. “Because you’re moaning an awful lot. Are you sure it doesn’t feel even a little bit good when I play with your asshole?”

    Allison licked Emmett’s cock and her finger danced over his asshole once more. He felt a strange mixture of pleasure and disgust. Part of him wanted to tell Allison to do whatever she desired as long as he was allowed to cum and part of him wanted to scream at his wife to stop playing with his asshole, that he’d hate it if he came while she was doing that to him.

    “Allison, I’m serious,” Emmett said. “I’m just not into this.”

    “Is it because you’re worried it’s gay to be into ass play?” Allison asked. “Because you don’t seem so worried about that when you suck cock for me.”

    “It’s different,” Emmett replied. “I know it doesn’t seem like it’s different, but it is to me. It’s not that I’m worried about it being gay or me being converted or something like that. I’m not an idiot. For me fluffing one of your playmates is different than taking it in the ass.”

    Allison sat back on her knees and replied, “Okay. I’ll stop, then.”

    She backed out of the bed and headed towards the bathroom. “Wait, where are you going?” Emmett asked.

    “To take a shower,” Allison replied. “Play time is over and it’s going to take you a while to get soft enough for me to put you back in the cage, so I’m going to shower while you wait here and go limp. Then I’ll lock you up again and we can go about our day.”

    “This isn’t fair,” Emmett said. “Please, Allison, just because I’m not into ass play doesn’t mean you have to lock me up. I’ll do anything else. I will.”

    “I’m sorry, Emmett, but you’re not in control here,” Allison replied. “I am, and I’m afraid that you’re still too selfish, so you’re going to stay locked up a little while longer.”

    “Please, Allison, I’m sorry,” Emmett said, though it wasn’t entirely true. He wasn’t sorry that he hadn’t let her play with his ass. He didn’t enjoy it, so why would he let her do it? Was that really being selfish?

    “You’re not sorry, Emmett,” Allison replied. “But that’s okay. I’m not upset. I had my fun, after all, and I’m going to masturbate in the shower while you’re handcuffed to the bed. After I lock you back up in your cage you can shower and then we’re going to do a little shopping. Derek’s coming over tonight and I want to buy something new to wear for him.”

    “Okay,” Emmett said. The fight had left him. His cock was still hard. Desire still coursed through his body, but Allison was in control and there was nothing he could do about it.

    Emmett watched from the bed as Allison stripped and turned on the shower. Her body looked flawless and precum dripped from the tip of his cock as he thought of fucking her. He told himself to think about anything else, but his mind wouldn’t listen.

    Moments after she stepped in the shower Allison started moaning. She was masturbating and she’d almost certainly left the bathroom door open so Emmett could listen.

    As he listened to his wife pursue her pleasure, Emmett wondered if Allison would have let him cum had he not fought her desire to play with his asshole. Would he have enjoyed the orgasm despite the genuinely unpleasant feelings that rushed through his body as she teased his asshole? Would the disgust he felt have been overwhelmed by the pleasure of an orgasm, or would it simply have ruined his climax?

    As a deep sense of frustration set in, Emmett closed his eyes and tried his best not to think about anything. Allison’s moans made that difficult, but eventually she had her orgasm and Emmett was free to let his lust wind down so his cock would go soft. Soon enough he’d be back in the cage and he could move on from his frustration and put his efforts towards helping Allison find something sexy for Derek. If he was good for her, perhaps there was a chance she’d grant him an orgasm before the night was over.

    Emmett’s lips were stretched around Derek’s thick cock and his mouth moved up and down the shaft. He fondled the other man’s balls and listened as his wife shared passionate kisses with her playmate.

    “Do you like it when my husband sucks your cock, Derek?” she asked.

    “I do,” Derek replied.

    “Is he the only man that sucks your cock?” Allison asked.

    “He is,” Derek answered.

    “Isn’t that an honor, darling?” Allison said as she looked down at Emmett. “You’re the only man that gets to worship Derek’s big, beautiful cock.”

    Emmett wasn’t sure if his wife actually wanted a response, so he kept his mouth working hard on Derek’s dick.

    “Is he a good cocksucker?” Allison asked.

    “Actually, he is,” Derek replied. “He wasn’t always that way, but he’s gotten better. It’s kind of impressive, to be honest. I feel like most straight guys wouldn’t put a lot of effort into getting better at sucking dick.”

    Allison ran her fingers over Derek’s muscular chest as she smiled at Emmett. “My husband isn’t like most straight men,” she said. “Most straight men aren’t eager cocksuckers for their wives, are they?”

    Derek laughed and then quickly followed it with a moan as Emmett worked the head of his cock. “No, I guess they’re not.”

    “My cocksucking husband refuses to let me anywhere near his asshole,” Allison said. “Doesn’t that strike you as strange, Derek? Here he is sucking your dick like a fucking slut and he thinks it’s gay if I slip a finger in his asshole.”

    “Maybe he’s worried it won’t stop with a finger,” Derek replied, echoing a thought that had run through Emmett’s mind earlier that day.

    Allison smiled and leaned down to kiss her playmate’s muscular chest. Her lips lingered against the hard flesh and Emmett looked up to meet her gaze.

    “He wouldn’t be wrong to think that,” Allison said with a smile. “I don’t think it would stop with a finger. I’m not sure why, but I can’t help but want to take his ass and make it mine. I want to introduce him to a world of pleasure he doesn’t even know exists, but he won’t let me.”

    “That’s a shame,” Derek said. “If there’s one thing I know, it’s that you understand pleasure better than any woman I’ve ever met.”

    Allison sat up and smiled at her playmate. “Is that right?” she asked.

    “Hell yes that’s right,” Derek replied. “I have never been with a woman that makes me cum like you do, Allison. You fuck like a goddess, and you’ve opened my eyes to the pleasures of expanding my boundaries. Like I said, your husband is the only man that sucks my dick. That’s because I’m not into dudes, but there’s something hot about seeing a cuckold worshiping my cock while his wife watches that turns me the fuck on.”

    “It turns me on too,” Allison said as she turned her gaze to Emmett. “I love that he’s such an eager cocksucker. I mean, look at him. He’s making love to your dick with that mouth of his. There are lots of women that don’t suck dick with that same kind of passion.”

    “I know,” Derek said. “I’ve been on the receiving end of a few unenthusiastic blowjobs in my life and there’s nothing to like about that.”

    Allison stood up and moved behind Emmett. She dropped to her knees and grabbed his caged cock. “He’s dripping precum,” she said. “My little cocksucker is dripping wet.”

    Derek laughed. “How does it make you feel to know that your husband loves sucking dick so much?”

    Emmett wanted to protest. He wanted to tell them that he was dripping because he’d been denied an orgasm for three weeks. He wanted to tell them that it wasn’t the act of sucking dick that turned him on, but he wasn’t entirely sure about that. It was the humiliation of it that turned him on, but it was all the same damn thing, so arguing that they were wrong seemed foolish. He had a cock in his mouth. He was doing everything he could to make it feel good. He was a cocksucker. There was no question about it.

    Emmett felt the warmth of Allison’s breath against his bare ass. A moment later her lips pressed against his flesh. He sucked cock as she planted soft, sensual kisses over his ass cheeks. Her lips moved closer to his crack and he felt a pleasing tingling sensation spread from his backside. Allison spread his cheeks with her fingers and her lips moved even closer to his asshole. It was soft and sensual and Emmett couldn’t help but moan around the big dick in his mouth. For some reason the idea of receiving a rimjob didn’t feel anywhere near as threatening as her finger penetrating him.

    Allison pulled away before she reached his asshole, though. Emmett felt a surprising sense of disappointment, which was quickly followed by confusion. Why was he so against being fingered anally and so excited about being rimmed?

    “Derek, would you stand up for me?” Allison asked.

    Emmett pulled off the other man’s cock and watched him stand up. He couldn’t help but feel just a touch of awe at the muscular, naked body in front of him. It made perfect sense that Allison would find such enjoyment in fucking him. He was a near perfect example of a man.

    “Come here,” Allison said.

    Derek smiled and stepped towards Allison, who remained on her knees. She showered the plump head of his cock in soft, sensual kisses and jealousy rushed through Emmett’s body and left his dick throbbing in its cage.

    “Turn around,” Allison said. Derek spun around and she reached up, spread his ass cheeks, and looked at Emmett. “You wanted me to eat your ass, didn’t you?”

    Emmett nodded.

    “I can make you feel things you’ve never felt before, Emmett. You just have to accept that I’m in control – total control – and surrender to me. When you do, a whole new world will open up for you. We both know you love being my cuckold, and I’m certain you’ll love wherever I take you next. You just have to surrender to me,” Allison said.

    She turned back to Derek and pressed her face between his muscular ass cheeks. He unleashed a deeply-satisfied moan as Emmett watched his wife give another man a rimjob. He found it oddly thrilling to see Allison offer someone else that particular pleasure and again he felt a little jealous that Derek was getting to enjoy something that Emmett craved.

    “Emmett, offer Derek your mouth,” Allison said when she came up for air. “Let him fuck your face.”

    Emmett crawled in front of Derek and opened his mouth. A moment later the other man’s big cock was on his tongue. He sealed his lips around it and let Derek fuck his face. He gagged, he spit up a few times, and he choked pretty hard when Derek got aggressive, but he stayed right there on his knees and he took it. He took it because his wife had ordered it. He surrendered to her desire and he thought about what would happen if he gave in to her other desire. Could he get over the numerous unpleasant feelings that came up at the idea of being anally penetrated? Could he surrender and let Allison take him wherever she wanted to go?

    “Fucking hell, I think this might be the best night of my life,” Derek said.

    Allison laughed. “Yeah? Have you ever gotten your dick sucked and your ass eaten at the same time?”

    “No way,” Derek said. “That’s why this is so fucking unbelievable.”

    “Are you ready to fuck me?” Allison asked.

    “I’m ready whenever you are,” Derek said.

    “And will you pound me hard, Derek?” she asked.

    “You know I will,” Derek said.

    “Will you pound me until it hurts?” she asked.

    It wasn’t the first time Emmett had heard his wife ask for that particular pleasure with Derek. Every so often she seemed to crave a particularly hard fucking and his muscular body was capable of delivering that kind of pleasure.

    “I wouldn’t mind getting my ass eaten while I fuck you,” Derek said.

    Allison crawled around Derek and pulled Emmett’s mouth from her playmate’s cock. “Will you do that for me? Will you eat Derek’s ass while he fucks your wife?”

    Emmett nodded. Allison kissed him and pushed her tongue into his mouth. It wasn’t lost on Emmett that she’d just been eating Derek’s ass and was now sharing that with him. His cock throbbed in its cage, making him wonder if Allison had a better understanding of what Emmett wanted than he did.

    She smiled at him, stood, and got on her knees on the couch. “Take me from behind,” she said. “Fuck me as hard as you can.”

    Derek stepped closer and slipped his cock into her pussy. “Can I pull your hair?” he asked.

    “You can,” she replied.

    Derek looked over his shoulder at Emmett and said, “It’s time to put that tongue to work, cuckold. Eat my ass while I fuck your wife.”

    Emmett crawled forward and put his tongue to work. Derek’s deep thrusts made it hard for to keep continuous contact with his asshole, but Emmett did what he could to give a good rimjob. His dick throbbed in its cage the entire time. It felt nasty and humiliating to eat the ass of the man fucking his wife, but that turned him on. Emmett still didn’t feel as though letting Allison finger or fuck his ass would be a turn on, but he was a little bit closer to letting her do it anyway. Maybe the key to a deeper kind of pleasure was surrendering like she wanted him to. Maybe Allison was right.
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    “How long has it been?” Allison asked as she played with Emmett’s balls.

    “A month,” he replied.

    Allison smiled and leaned a little closer. The soft lace of her bra pressed into Emmett’s bare chest and he caught a whiff of her delicate perfume. All of it added to the intense arousal coursing through his body. “A month is an awfully long time without an orgasm, Emmett. You must be losing your mind.”

    “I am,” he replied.

    Allison grasped his balls and squeezed them. She pulled down gently and Emmett groaned. Even the smallest gesture of affection turned him on after a month in the chastity cage, so her eager testicle teasing was more than enough to make his cock ache for release.

    “Put your hand in my panties, Emmett,” Allison whispered.

    Emmett slipped a hand into his wife’s panties. His fingers moved between her labia and he discovered the heat and wetness of her desire. He knew there was almost no chance his cock would get to slide between those plump, wet lips, but that didn’t stop Emmett from wanting it. He felt the desire. He felt the need.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he replied. “You’re soaked.”

    “Yes, I am,” Allison said. “I’m soaked because you’re locked in this little cage and all I have to do is touch your balls to drive you wild. I’m soaked because I have total control over you, Emmett. I’m soaked because I get to decide when you get hard and when you cum. I’m the one that decides if you get to experience the pleasure of a climax.”

    Emmett closed his eyes and groaned as Allison caressed his testicles in a gentle, loving manner. It felt spectacularly good – better than it had ever felt before – but there was that bit of madness that came with knowing he wouldn’t be permitted to cum.

    Allison released his balls and reached around to grasp Emmett’s ass with both hands. She spread his cheeks and kissed his neck as her fingers ventured towards his asshole. “I’d be willing to let you out,” she whispered. “I might even be willing to let you cum. You just have to be willing to let me play with your asshole.”

    “Please…no,” Emmett replied. He still felt the same aversion to anal play he’d always felt, though he could feel his resistance melting. The longer Allison kept him in the chastity cage, the harder it became to say no to her persistent desire to indulge in ass play.

    Allison kissed his neck and Emmett moaned. “Let me have your ass,” she whispered. “Let me play with your tight little hole, Emmett. Let me finger it. Let me open you up. Let me fuck your ass, Emmett.”

    His asshole tightened up as her index finger danced over it. “No,” Emmett replied. “I just can’t, Allison.”

    Allison dropped to her knees and looked up at him. She smiled, lifted his locked cock, and took his balls into her mouth. Emmett unleashed a lusty groan as his wife offered him the sort of oral pleasure he’d long been denied.

    “Allison…please,” he said. It felt great, but it wasn’t the sort of pleasure he wanted in that moment. “Please stop.”

    Allison doubled her efforts. Her tongue moved faster over his balls and she rubbed her fingers over the tip of his locked cock, deepening his lust and increasing the ache emanating from between his legs.

    “Please,” Emmett pleaded.

    Allison finally relented. She looked up at him with a smile on her face and said, “All you have to do is let me play with your ass, Emmett. You just have to give me what I want. You have to surrender to me and let me fuck that tight little ass of yours. I promise, it won’t hurt much. I can also promise that if you don’t let me fuck your ass then I won’t be letting you out of your cage. You need to learn to be unselfish, after all. You need to learn that my needs are more important than yours, Emmett, and I want your ass.”

    Emmett felt a deep, almost overwhelming sort of frustration, in large part because he knew his wife was serious. Allison would leave him locked up until he relented. Of course she would. The moment she’d put him in the cage their marriage had changed. The kink that had been previously confined to their bedroom had bled into their lives – Emmett spend most of every day locked up, making it impossible to forget that his wife had seized control of his orgasms – and now Allison was using the control she’d established to get whatever she wanted.

    “Do you promise to stop if it hurts?” Emmett asked.

    Allison looked up and nodded before taking Emmett’s locked cock in her mouth and sucking with a wonderful kind of vigor. He wasn’t hard, but it felt good. It felt great, even. Emmett closed his eyes and for a moment he thought it was possible he could actually cum like that.

    The chastity blowjob stopped and Allison stood up. She kissed Emmett on the cheek and said, “I have to get ready for a date. Alex is coming over to fuck me. I think I’ll play with your ass tonight. Perhaps while Alex is here. Maybe while he’s fucking me. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

    “I didn’t agree,” Emmett said.

    Allison smiled. “Yes, you did. You didn’t say it, but you agreed, Emmett. We both know you agreed, and even if you didn’t, we both know you’re going to eventually, so why don’t you stop pretending like you have any level of control in our marriage and let me do what I want with you.”

    Emmett knew his wife was right, and yet he couldn’t say it. For some reason, it felt too humiliating to do so, despite the massive volume of humiliation he’d gone through since his cuckolding started.

    “I need to shower,” Allison said. “I’d like you to join me. You can wash me. I might even let you worship my pussy a little. Would you like that, sweetheart?”

    “I would,” Emmett replied.

    Allison took his hand and they walked together towards the bathroom. Soon enough they’d be naked in the shower and she’d no doubt resume teasing him with her perfect, slippery body. As painful as that would be, Emmett couldn’t wait.

    “Wow,” Alex said as he stepped into the house.

    Allison had greeted him at the door without a stitch of clothing on. All she wore was a chain holding Emmett’s chastity key around her neck. Alex glanced at the key and then looked towards Emmett, who was also naked, though he felt decidedly less sexy than Allison seemed to feel.

    “You’re still locked up?” Alex asked with a smile on his face.

    Emmett nodded. Allison shut the door and pulled her playmate’s lips to hers. They kissed as Alex played with her breasts and then moved his hands to her ass to give a good squeeze.

    “I’ve decided that my husband’s worthless little dick doesn’t deserve to get hard unless I give him permission,” Allison said. “I’ve decided that I want more control over him, that I want to be the one to make the decisions in our marriage, and putting him in that cage is the best way to ensure that I’m the one with the power.”

    “Has he been out since I was last here?” Alex asked.

    Allison looked at Emmett and smiled, “A few times. He’s gotten hard a few times, too. I haven’t given him the pleasure of an orgasm, yet, though. I was thinking that might change tonight, though. My husband has decided to let me fuck him in the ass.”

    Alex’s eyes went wide and he grasped Allison’s ass harder as he looked over at Emmett. He chuckled and said, “Is that right? You’re gonna let your wife fuck you? With what? A toy? Fingers?”

    Emmett looked down. He couldn’t bear to hold the other man’s gaze.

    “We’ll see,” Allison said. “Though I’m thinking it would be more fun to see a toy slide into his tight little asshole. Maybe a vibrator. My husband thinks he’s going to hate it, but I have a feeling that he’s about to discover his favorite way to experience pleasure and he just doesn’t know it yet.”

    Emmett couldn’t believe that was true. He just couldn’t fathom the idea that he’d enjoy anal play. To him, it was nothing more than a means to getting his cock out of the cage it was trapped in. That was the only thing that mattered.

    “You’re not here for that, though,” Allison said as she turned back to Alex. “You’re here to fuck me. You’re here to use that big cock of yours to satisfy my pussy because my husband just doesn’t measure up to a man like you.”

    Alex looked over at Emmett’s locked up cock, laughed, and said, “No, he certainly doesn’t. I take it you’re not interested in much foreplay tonight?”

    Allison answered by taking Alex’s hand and leading him past Emmett and towards the bedroom. “Come, darling,” she said. “I’d like to sit on your face while I suck Alex’s big, beautiful cock.”

    Emmett followed and ended up on his back on the bedroom floor. Allison sat on his face as promised and he tended to her pussy as she stripped Alex’s pants off, freed his cock from his tight underwear, and took him in her mouth.

    Jealousy surged through Emmett’s body as he watched his wife suck another man’s cock. He enjoyed that sensation – he felt it every time Allison fucked someone else in front of him – but it felt particularly potent in that moment because Emmett had experienced the joy of Allison’s mouth just a few hours earlier. He’d been caged at the time, but it had been unquestionably thrilling to be on the receiving end of a chastity blowjob. Now Alex was getting the real thing – and his dick didn’t take long to get hard thanks to Allison’s exceptional skill – and Emmett couldn’t help but feel deeply jealous as he watched another man enjoy what he craved.

    “I know I say this every time, but you give an incredible blowjob, Allison,” Alex said.

    She didn’t stop sucking. If anything, she put in even more effort. She reached up to wrap her hand around the shaft and moved it up and down along with her mouth, providing that extra bit of pleasure that showed just how badly she wanted to make Alex feel good.

    “Do you think he gets jealous?” Alex asked.

    Allison looked up at him and said, “I don’t give a damn if he gets jealous. If he could fuck me with any kind of skill – if he could make me cum anywhere near as hard as you do – he’d be the one getting his dick sucked. Instead, he’s fucking useless in bed. So he’s locked in a cage and eating my pussy to get me nice and wet so I can take a real cock instead of that pathetic excuse for a cock that’s between his legs.”

    Emmett moaned from beneath his wife. If anything, every bit of humiliation she delivered was more pleasurable because he’d gone four weeks without an orgasm. His cock ached painfully in the cage as it tried to get hard. It ached badly enough that the pain spread outwards, leaving Emmett rather uncomfortable on his back.

    “I need to get fucked,” Allison said. “Alex, I need to get fucked so badly.”

    “That’s what I’m here for,” Alex replied.

    Allison stood and said, “Emmett, get in the bed. Spread your legs.”

    Emmett felt a sense of panic rise up in his chest as he stood and crawled into the bed. He rolled onto his back and spread his legs. Allison opened the nightstand and pulled out a slender vibrator that he’d watched her use on numerous occasions.

    She smiled and approached. She bent over the bed and took the vibrator into her mouth. She sucked as Emmett looked down. Alex stepped behind her and reached down to play with Allison’s pussy, eliciting a moan around the toy in her mouth.

    “Your wife is soaking wet,” Alex said as he looked at Emmett. “It seems like you’re not entirely useless. At least your tongue is good for getting her nice and slippery for my cock.”

    Allison pulled the toy from her mouth and pressed it between Emmett’s ass cheeks. He tightened up the moment he felt it against his asshole.

    “I promised it wouldn’t hurt,” Allison said before moaning as Alex slipped the head of his cock into her pussy. “But that’s only if you can relax, baby. If you tighten up like that it’s going to hurt when I fuck you, I promise. But if you take a deep breath and relax, it might actually feel good when I slide into that tight little asshole of yours.”

    Emmett took a deep breath and Allison moaned as Alex began to fuck her.

    “Fuck me, Alex,” she said. “Fuck me while my husband watches. Fuck me while his worthless little cock throbs in the cage I’ve imprisoned him in.”

    Alex grabbed Allison’s hips and pulled back as he thrust into her. He fucked her hard and deep and she responded by smiling before a series of loud, lusty moans escaped her lips. Emmett looked down to see her breasts bouncing wonderfully with every thrust and he couldn’t help but think about the last time he’d been inside her and how utterly perfect her warm, wet pussy felt. He missed that sensation desperately.

    Allison surprised Emmett by taking his chastised cock in her mouth and sucking hard as her tongue swirled around the cage. He moaned as pleasure and pain burst forth from his loins, and then he moaned again as Allison turned on the vibrator and pressed it against his asshole.

    She looked up at him with his locked cock still in her mouth. He could see the joy in her eyes. It seemed that the evening was going just as she’d planned, and Emmett couldn’t really complain. The dread he’d felt over the prospect of ass play had largely disappeared, in no small part because the vibrations against his asshole seemed to spread pleasure as they worked their way through the rest of his loins.

    “Look at him,” Allison said as she pulled her mouth from Emmett’s locked cock. “Look at my fucking husband. Look at how much he enjoys it when I vibrate his ass. Look at how his locked up little cock is dripping precum. Look at how much he enjoys the kind of sex that’s the only sort a man locked in chastity can have.”

    Alex looked at Emmett and laughed. “If he’s having that much fun, maybe his dick never needs to come out of that cage.”

    Emmett felt a twinge of panic at the mere suggestion that he’d be kept in chastity any longer than Allison deemed necessary. That panic washed away when she leaned down and took him in her mouth once more. A chastity blowjob wasn’t anywhere near as thrilling as a real blowjob, but it still felt exceptionally good and Emmett couldn’t help but close his eyes, tilt his head back, and moan.

    The sounds of his moaning, of Allison’s sucking, and of Alex fucking her from behind filled the bedroom. Emmett had never imagined himself in that particular threesome, but he was having a great deal more fun than he thought he would when the night began.

    “Harder,” Allison said. “Fuck me harder, Alex. Fuck me like a real man. Fuck me while I fuck my husband.”

    Emmett’s eyes went wide as Allison applied pressure to his ass. He felt the toy slip past his asshole with ease. Allison was right. It wasn’t painful. It was a little uncomfortable, but it wasn’t the slightest bit painful.

    “How does it feel?” Allison asked. “How does it feel to get fucked?”

    Emmett looked at his wife. He didn’t want to say it. He didn’t want to admit it. He couldn’t.

    “You like it, don’t you?” she asked. Alex fucked her harder. Emmett saw her ass bounce with every thrust. “You like getting fucked, don’t you?”

    The toy moved in and out of his ass. His cock throbbed in the chastity cage. He saw the precum dripping from the tip. He felt pleasure. He felt nothing but pleasure. Was it really possible that he liked getting fucked?

    “Say it,” Allison demanded. “Say that you like getting fucked. Admit it. Admit that you like getting fucked.”

    Alex put a hand on her shoulder and fucked her harder. Allison smiled as he delivered the most vigorous pounding Emmett had ever witnessed his wife take. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and the sound of pure bliss came out. She fucked the toy faster in his ass, seemingly matching Alex’s speed.

    “I’ll make you cum if you say it,” Allison said.

    Emmett caved. He wanted to cum so badly. He could see his chastity key swinging from Allison’s neck. It would be so easy for her to unlock him and suck him off.

    “I like getting fucked,” he said.

    Allison smiled and moaned. “Say that you love getting fucked.”

    “I love getting fucked,” Emmett said. He’d already admitted he liked it. Now he felt willing to say just about anything if it meant getting to cum.

    Allison dropped her head into his lap and took him in her mouth. She sucked on his caged cock and he felt pleasure. He felt pure, perfect pleasure. There was a hint of the typical ache, but it wasn’t significant. He was on the receiving end of something remarkably close to a real blowjob. He wasn’t hard and he wouldn’t be, but it felt so fucking good.

    Allison pulled her mouth off and Emmett looked down at her. “Please, don’t stop,” he said. “Please, Allison, I just want to cum.” Emmett didn’t know if she had any intention of releasing him and he didn’t really care. He just wanted to cum, and if he could cum while caged, he was fine with that.

    “Then tell me that I own your ass,” Allison said. “Tell me I can do whatever I want with it.”

    “You own my ass,” Emmett said.

    Allison fucked the toy deeper into his ass. It hit something inside him that felt spectacularly good. He couldn’t help but moan wildly.

    “God damn,” Alex said. “You were right. Your husband loves getting fucked in the ass.”

    Allison smiled and said, “Cum inside me whenever you’re ready. I’m gonna make my husband cum.”

    She took Emmett’s cock in her mouth and held the toy deep inside him. It vibrated his insides and his anus, and when combined with the wondrous ministrations of her tongue, he was on the verge of an orgasm in a remarkably short time.

    “Oh, fuck, Allison, fuck, I’m cumming!” Emmett cried out.

    He felt his cock spurt into her mouth as pleasure ripped through his loins and rocketed up his spine and down his legs. A month’s worth of pent up lust poured out of him. His toes curled. He grabbed the sheets and held them tight. He moaned and groaned and shook in the bed as his wife made him cum with a toy deep in his asshole and a cage around his cock.

    “I’m cumming,” Alex said. He buried his dick inside Allison and unloaded in her pussy. Emmett felt a little bit of jealousy, but most of that had disappeared when he climaxed. He was basking in his pleasure as another man came in his wife. It was rather wonderful.

    Allison pulled her mouth from Emmett’s cock and looked up at him with a smile on her face. When Alex pulled out she crawled into the bed and kissed her husband. Cum flowed into his mouth. He resisted for a moment but quickly surrendered to her desire. Allison fed Emmett his cum and he swallowed it while their tongues danced.

    “I’m going to sit on your face and you’re going to eat Alex’s load like a good boy,” she said. “You’re going to devour it like the cuckold you are. You’re going to thank me for feeding it to you and then you’re going to eat my pussy until I cum all over your face. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Emmett said.

    Allison crawled forward, straddled his face, and sat down. He put his tongue inside her and fed on Alex’s cum. He swallowed the other man’s salty seed and watched joy come over his wife’s face.

    It wasn’t until he saw the chastity key between her breasts that Emmett considered that she hadn’t unlocked him to get him off. Was it possible that by climaxing he’d ensured that he’d spend a great deal more time in chastity?

    “What do you say?” Allison asked as she lifted her pussy from his face.

    Emmett took a few moments to remember his place. “Thank you for feeding me his cum.”

    “You’re welcome, cuckold,” Allison said. “Now make me cum.”

    She sat on his face and Emmett put his tongue to work while he wondered when his wife would release him from chastity.

  
    A Deeper Sense of Control - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Hands behind your back,” Allison instructed.

    Emmett did as his wife desired and she took his newly freed cock in her soapy hands and stroked him. He was largely able to clean himself with the cage on, but every once in a while Allison liked to free him to thoroughly clean his cock and balls and to ensure that the cage wasn’t causing any unwanted wear and tear.

    “That feels good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “It feels spectacular,” Emmett nodded. Good really wasn’t a descriptive enough word for how it felt. His wife was effectively offering a soapy handjob and it felt indescribably spectacular even if Emmett knew it wasn’t going to end with an orgasm.

    “Do you ever wish you were a different kind of man, Emmett?” Allison asked. “Do you ever wish you were the kind of man that would inspire a deep desire in his wife to jerk him off in the shower every once in a while? Or the kind of man who would inspire a desire in his wife to get on her knees and suck his cock in the shower simply because she wanted to make him feel good?”

    “Sometimes,” Emmett admitted. “But I’m not that kind of man, am I? I’m the kind of man that gets turned on when his wife tells him his cock isn’t good enough to satisfy her. I’m the kind of man that finds it arousing to be locked in a cage and denied any sort of control over his own sexual pleasure.”

    Allison smiled brightly enough that Emmett knew he’d made her truly happy. It pleased him to know that he could do so by offering little more than the truth, for he was the kind of man he’d described.

    Much to his delight, Allison stepped closer and he felt her warm, wet breasts press against his chest as she cleaned his balls with her soapy hands. “I love that you’re that kind of man, Emmett,” she said softly. “That’s why we’re so good together, isn’t it? You’ve come to crave the humiliation that I yearn to dole out, and you know that it makes my pussy wet to humiliate and degrade you, especially when I’m enjoying another man’s cock.”

    Emmett moaned as Allison’s hand returned to his cock. He was clean, so now she was simply offering him the pleasure of a handjob and doing so with a delighted smile on her face.

    “You know, I sucked Joshua’s cock in the shower the last time I was with him,” Allison said. “I washed it just like I washed yours. I washed his balls, too. I honestly couldn’t keep my hands off of his muscular body, so I sort of washed all of it and I managed to get him nice and hard.”

    Emmett couldn’t help but indulge in the pleasure of imagining his wife in another man’s shower. He saw her hands moving over Joshua’s hard, muscular body. He saw his wife stroking Joshua’s wet cock. He imagined Joshua getting friendly with Allison, too, and having plenty of fun caressing her wet body and playing with her perky breasts.

    “What made you want to suck his cock?” Emmett asked as Allison teased him with her skilled fingers.

    “Any woman would have,” Allison replied. “When I’m naked with a man like Joshua, someone so gorgeous and muscular and desirable, I can’t help but want to get on my knees and suck his cock. I can’t help but want to give him pleasure. It’s not like with you, Emmett. I’ve never really wanted to get on my knees for you. I used to from time to time, but it was never like it is with Joshua or any of my other playmates. And that day, in the shower, I had to have him in my mouth. I had to have his big, beautiful cock between my lips. I had to give him pleasure.”

    “And did you make him feel good?” Emmett asked as Allison brought him a little closer to an orgasm.

    “I did,” Allison replied with a smile. “I kissed my way down his wet, muscular chest. I dropped to my knees. I stroked him as I looked up at him and smiled. Then I took him in my mouth. I took his beautiful cock in my mouth and I blew him. I sucked slowly and seductively. I played with his big balls. I stroked his shaft. I did everything I could to make him feel good. I wanted to reward him for being the kind of man he is, for fucking me so much better than my husband ever has. I wanted to reward him for being better than you, Emmett, and I did. I sucked his cock until he came in my mouth and I swallowed every drop.”

    Emmett felt his knees wobble a little as his orgasm approached. He couldn’t believe that Allison was going to let him cum again just a week after giving him an orgasm in the cage.

    “Are you close, Emmett?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Did my naughty little story turn you on?” Allison asked. “Did you like hearing that your wife was an eager cocksucker for another man? Did you like hearing that I sucked him off and swallowed his load simply because he’s better than you?”

    “Yes,” Emmett answered. “Fuck, Allison, yes, it was so hot.”

    Allison slowed her strokes and reached back to run her fingers down the crack of Emmett’s ass. She teased his asshole for the first time since she’d fucked him with a toy a week ago and he unleashed an involuntary moan as memories of that night rushed back.

    “Do you remember what you said, Emmett?” she asked. “Do you remember what you told me that night with Alex?”

    Emmett nodded. “I told you that I loved getting fucked in the ass.”

    “And what else?” Allison asked.

    “I…I told you that you owned my ass,” he said.

    Allison smiled and then a moan escaped her lips. It seemed genuine, too, like she was turned on by Emmett’s utterance of those words, or perhaps the inherent submission indicated in his willingness to say those words.

    “Is it still true, Emmett?” Allison asked. “Do I still own your ass?”

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Allison rubbed her index finger over his asshole and Emmett marveled at how good it felt. He’d gotten over his fear of being penetrated – of being a straight man that enjoyed anal play – and it seemed that Allison had successfully converted him into being the sort of man that really did enjoy it.

    “Would you like to cum with my finger up your ass?” she asked. “Would you like to cum with me fucking your tight little asshole here in the shower?”

    “Yes, please,” Emmett begged. “Please, finger my ass and make me cum.”

    “You sound like such a little slut,” she said softly.

    That word and the erotic tone of her voice thrilled Emmett and he couldn’t help but unleash a moan as his cock throbbed.

    “Do you like that, Emmett?” Allison asked. “Do you like the idea of being a slut?”

    “I…I don’t know,” he admitted.

    “That’s okay,” Allison said. “You don’t have to know. You don’t really have to do anything. After all, I own your ass now, so if I want you to be a slut, that’s what you’ll be. I suppose I own your cock, too. I suppose that gives me a great deal of control, doesn’t it?”

    “Yes,” Emmett replied.

    “I like having that kind of control, Emmett,” she said. “In fact, I think I love having that kind of control. It feels right, given that you’re an inferior man in so many ways, particularly when it comes to providing your wife with the kind of pleasure she needs, the kind of pleasure a real man can give me.”

    Emmett couldn’t help but tense up as Allison gently pressed her finger against his asshole. His body clearly wasn’t used to being penetrated and it seemed to tighten up involuntarily at her attempted invasion.

    “That day I sucked Joshua off in the shower,” Allison said as she continued to gently tease Emmett’s asshole, “that wasn’t the last orgasm he had that day.”

    “It wasn’t?” Emmett asked.

    Allison kissed his neck and moved behind him. She reached around and grasped his still-stiff cock as hot water cascaded down his chest while Allison’s breasts pressed into him from behind. “It wasn’t,” she said. “We had breakfast after the shower. I could taste his cum in my mouth right up until that first sip of coffee, and if I’m being honest there was something about it I really liked. It was like a constant reminder that I was with a real man, the sort of man that would inspire me to get on my knees because I was so eager to suck him off.”

    Again she applied gentle pressure to his asshole and again Emmett tightened up. Allison seemed unwilling to push her finger into him, though. Instead, she contented herself with constant teasing and some light, lusty stroking of his cock as her story continued.

    “Joshua cooked for me – and he cooked well, by the way – and we had a lovely breakfast together. Afterwards, I got dressed and got ready to head out. Joshua walked me to the door and we kissed as I got ready to leave. Only, the kiss was electric. It was passionate and tender and it left me with a deep need. I considered coming home and trying to let you fulfill that need, but I knew you’d disappoint me, Emmett. I knew you’d do as good a job as you’re capable of, but I also knew that you’re nowhere near as capable as Joshua,” Allison continued.

    “What did you do?” Emmett asked.

    “I told Joshua that I needed him to fuck me,” Allison said. “I told him that I needed to feel him take me one more time before I left. I told him that his kiss had ignited a desire that I knew my husband would fail to satiate and that I needed him to fill me with his big cock.”

    “What did he do?” Emmett asked as the bathroom filled with steam thanks to their exceptionally long shower.

    “Let me show you,” Allison said as she pushed Emmett up against the wall and pressed her body tightly against his. Her finger pressed against his asshole and this time Allison pushed until she was inside Emmett from behind. She stroked his cock, too, countering the mild pain of being penetrated with the joy of being jerked off.

    “He pressed me up against the wall, he lifted my skirt, and he fucked me from behind,” she said softly as her finger slowly moved in and out of Emmett’s asshole. “I put my hands up and pushed back on his cock because it felt so fucking good inside me. It felt good to be taken, too. You’ve never taken me, Emmett. You’re not the kind of man that takes a woman. You’re the kind of man that waits for a woman to ask to be fucked. You’re a weak man. That’s why I own your dick and ass now. That’s why I fuck whoever I want, whenever I want. I married a weak man.”

    Allison added a second finger and fucked Emmett’s ass faster. She stroked his cock faster, too, keeping her hand moving in time with her thrusts and ensuring his continued pleasure despite the deepening humiliation that came in the dual forms of her verbal barbs and the anal sex she was subjecting him to.

    “Tell me you’re a weak man,” Allison insisted.

    “I’m a weak man,” Emmett replied.

    “Yes you are, especially compared to my playmates,” Allison said. “Joshua is so strong that I felt like a toy in his hands. He could have kept me up against the wall and used my pussy all day if he wanted. He could have fucked me over and over and over and I wouldn’t have been able to do anything about it, for he’s a real man that could have any woman he wants. I’m just lucky that he wants me, Emmett. I’m lucky that a man like Joshua wants to fuck me, wants to pound me, wants to flood my pussy with his cum, just like you’re lucky that a woman like me wants to be your wife.”

    “I know,” Emmett confessed. “I am lucky, Allison.”

    “Are you lucky that I’m fucking your ass right now, Emmett?” Allison asked.

    Her fingers were moving in and out of him with incredible swiftness and it felt like she was reaching his prostate with each thrust as an entirely different kind of pleasure began to swirl in his loins. “Yes, I’m lucky that you’re fucking my ass,” Emmett said. “I am, Allison. I’m lucky to have a wife that has taken ownership of my cock and my ass. I’m lucky to have a wife that fucks other men. I’m lucky to have a wife that understands what a man like me craves.”

    “You’re pathetic,” she said, though Emmett could hear the lust in her voice. She’d gotten turned on enough that she was now getting off on degrading him, as she so often did.

    “Yes, I am,” he answered, for Emmett also found pleasure in his degradation and humiliation.

    “Joshua made me cum when he fucked me like that,” Allison said. “He made me cum so hard I nearly fell over. He made me cum right before he emptied his balls in your wife’s pussy. Do you want to cum, Emmett? Do you want to cum like I did?”

    “Yes, please, Allison, make me cum,” he begged.

    Allison slipped a third finger into his ass and Emmett groaned. Being stretched that wide hurt a little more, but there was something thrilling about it.

    “Three fingers,” she said. “That’s almost like taking a real cock. And you’re moaning like a good little slut. I like that, Emmett. I like that you’re already acting like a naughty little anal slut for me.”

    Despite his fear at actually being turned into an anal slut, Emmett couldn’t help but moan at the sheer lust in his wife’s voice.

    “Cum for me,” she said as her grip on his cock tightened. “Cum you dirty little anal slut.”

    Allison buried her fingers deep in his ass and stroked the head of his cock furiously. She massaged his prostate too, adding extra pleasure and quickly bringing about his climax. Emmett put his hands on the wall and looked down to see his cum spurting all over the tile and making a spectacular mess as Allison worked his asshole right through his orgasm.

    Allison pulled her fingers from his ass and said, “Get on your knees. Lick your fucking load off the wall. Right now.”

    Emmett fell to his knees and licked his cum from the wall. He wasn’t sure he’d ever heard Allison utter a command like that but he was so enraptured with his wife in that moment that he didn’t bother putting up a fight. He just licked up his load.

    “Now turn around and eat my pussy,” Allison said. “I need to cum so fucking bad.”

    Emmett spun around and Allison immediately grabbed his head and pulled him between her legs. She smothered him with her pussy and the hot water cascading down her body ran through her legs and soaked his tongue and face. Nothing was going to stop him from pleasuring her, though, and Emmett worked his wife’s clit eagerly, eventually bringing her to a beautiful orgasm that had her body shaking with delight.

    “That was lovely,” Allison said.

    “Yes, it was,” Emmett replied from his knees. “Thank you.”

    Allison smiled. “You’re welcome. Now let’s finish getting clean so I can lock you up again. Then you can help me get ready for my play date.”

    “Who are you seeing?” Emmett asked.

    “Joshua, of course,” she answered. “Why do you think I was talking about? I can’t get him out of my mind and I can’t wait to feel his cock inside me again.”

    “Lucky him,” Emmett said.

    “I’m the lucky one,” Allison replied. “Now how about you wash my pussy to make sure it’s nice and clean for my playmate to fuck as long and hard as he wants.”

    Emmett grabbed the soap, rubbed it vigorously in his hands, and set about cleaning his wife’s pussy so another man could have his way with her that night. He cleaned the rest of her body, too, and every moment of it was a pleasure, in part because he knew he was helping to prepare her to have the kind of fun she truly craved, the kind of fun only another man could give her.
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    Emmett was naked on the living room couch. His cock was locked in its customary chastity cage and a small drop of precum had formed at the tip as a result of watching Allison offer a seductive striptease.

    Alex – one of Allison’s favorite playmates – was naked on the couch next to Emmett. His cock was free, of course, and he was hard as a rock as a result of the striptease and a little bit of casual masturbation as he watched.

    “Why don’t you let the cuckold stroke your cock,” Allison suggested as she reached back to unhook the delicate white lace bra that held her perky breasts.

    Alex released his cock, looked at Emmett, and smiled. “Have at it, man.”

    Emmett looked at Alex’s long, thick, stiff cock for a moment and then turned his attention to Allison, who’d pulled away her bra and was moving her hips in the most seductive manner he’d ever seen. His cock ached to be free and he could see the key dangling between Allison’s perfect breasts, but he suspected that key wouldn’t make its way into the lock that night.

    “Emmett, my dear sweet cuckold, wrap your fingers around Alex’s cock and stroke him. Make him feel good. Show him – and show me – that you understand what you are. Show me that you understand that it’s your place to do as I desire, whenever I desire it. Jerk him off and make him feel good,” Allison said in a soft, seductive tone.

    She hadn’t offered up a threat of punishment, but Emmett knew Allison would be more than happy to deny him release from chastity for weeks, or even months, if he didn’t do as she desired, so he reached over, wrapped his fingers around Alex’s shaft, and stroked.

    Allison smiled, spun around, \ looked over her shoulder, and reached back to grasp her ass through the white lace boyshorts that hugged her flesh.

    “She looks good, doesn’t she?” Alex asked as he leaned back.

    “She does,” Emmett replied.

    “Is my cuckold making you feel good, Alex?” Allison asked. “Is he doing his job?”

    “He sure is,” Alex answered.

    Allison slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down as she bent over. Her ass cheeks parted and her perfect little asshole and pussy lips came into view. Emmett felt a surge of pain between his legs as his cock responded to the sight of his wife’s labia with a deep, uncontrollable desire to be inside her.

    “How does it feel to stroke a superior man’s cock?” Allison asked as she spun around and reached down to slip a finger into her pussy.

    “I…I don’t know,” Emmett answered.

    Allison stepped closer and Emmett stared at the key dangling between her soft, milky white breasts. “Are you sure you don’t know, Emmett? Because I think you do. I think you like stroking Alex’s cock for me. I think you like doing anything you can to prepare my playmate to fuck me. I think you like being my inferior cuckold husband. I think you like it when I order you to behave like the inferior man that you are.”

    Allison pulled her finger from her pussy, sucked it clean in a slow and seductive manner, and then reached down and ran her fingers over the white stockings she’d paired with her bra and panties.

    She stepped in front of Emmett and he looked up to see a sweet smile on her face. “Alex is a superior man, cuckold. He’s got a bigger cock. He fucks me better than you. He’s got a better body than you. He’s even better looking than you. My body yearns for him when he comes over. My pussy gets wet when I see him and think about how he’s going to fuck me. Right now all my body and brain are telling me to do is to sit in his lap and take his big cock for a ride until he floods my pussy with his cum. That’s how a superior man makes a woman feel. Do you know how an inferior cuckold like you makes a woman feel?”

    Emmett could see that Allison was deep into that lusty space she always entered when she humiliated him, and every word she uttered brought him deeper, too. He wanted more. He craved it. His body hummed with desire, and yet it wasn’t a desire to fuck his wife. Not in that moment. Not after she’d showered him with humiliation. No, he wanted her to keep humiliating him. He wanted her to take Alex’s cock for a ride. He wanted her to humiliate him as she did. He wanted all of it.

    “The opposite of how Alex makes you feel?” Emmett guessed.

    Allison smiled and moved towards the couch with a slow, seductive sway in her hips. Emmett thought for sure she’d mount Alex and take his cock in her slick pussy, but instead she straddled him.

    “You don’t make my pussy wet,” she said. “You don’t make my nipples hard. You don’t fill me with an uncontrollable sense of desire. Alex does. He makes me wet. He makes my pussy come alive with lust. He makes my head spin. He makes me feel like I’m cock drunk before I’ve even seen his beautiful dick.”

    Allison dropped her pussy onto Emmett’s locked cock and he felt a stunning rush of desire as the heat and wetness of her flesh reached his cock through the small openings in his chastity device. His cock immediately surged to life, but it was instantly defeated and the resulting ache was enough to draw a moan of frustration and pain out of Emmett’s lungs.

    “I married an inferior man,” Allison said. “I married a man that possesses a worthless cock. I married a man that couldn’t last long enough to satisfy me even if he didn’t have a worthless cock.”

    Emmett was fully enmeshed in the web of humiliation Allison had expertly spun and he never wanted to leave. His balls were tight against his body. His fingers and toes felt like they were tingling with cuckold-fueled delight. He ran his fingers up Allison’s back and then traveled back down again and grasped her ass.

    “Do you want me to unlock you, Emmett? Do you want me to unlock your worthless little cock and take you inside me?” she asked before leaning in and kissing his neck. “Do you want me to ride your pathetic dick instead of riding Alex’s?”

    “No,” Emmett answered. “Please, don’t do that.”

    Allison sat back, grabbed his wrists, and placed Emmett’s hands on her breasts. “Why not?” she asked.

    Emmett took a moment to enjoy how good it felt to touch his wife’s perky, soft, perfect breasts. He noted that her nipples were rock hard and when he played with them Allison let out a moan and moved her hips over his crotch, stimulating his cock through the cage.

    “Because you deserve better,” Emmett said. “Because I have a worthless cock that can’t satisfy you. Because I’m a cuckold and an inferior man, and Alex is the superior man you deserve to fuck.”

    Allison rolled her head back and sped up the movements of her hips. Emmett closed his eyes and enjoyed the intense pleasure between his legs as her wetness seeped inside his chastity device and lubricated it, making every little movement even more pleasurable.

    “All of that is true,” Allison said as she leaned forward until her lips hovered achingly close to Emmett’s. “You know what else is true? I married a man that understands what he is. I married a man that understands that his wife deserves more than he can give her. I married a man that’s eager to let his wife play, and to give his wife control over his cock, and his ass, for that matter.”

    “You deserve everything you want,” Emmett said.

    “Do I deserve a husband that will suck another man’s cock for me?” Allison asked. “Do I deserve a cuckold that will swallow Alex’s dick like a good little cocksucker?”

    “Yes, you do,” Emmett answered.

    Allison climbed off his lap and said, “Then get on your knees and get to work, cocksucker.”

    Emmett slid off the couch and moved between Alex’s legs. He looked up at the man that would soon be fucking his wife and saw a confident smile.

    “Have at it, cuckold,” Alex said. “Suck my dick while your wife watches.”

    Emmett reached up, wrapped his fingers around Alex’s cock, and leaned forward to take the thick head into his mouth. He swirled his tongue around it and sucked like he knew Allison wanted him to, producing a moan and a smile from Alex.

    “This is where an inferior cuckold belongs,” Allison said from behind Emmett. He felt her fingers move down his back, over his ass cheeks, and between his legs to grasp his balls in her soft hand. “On his knees in front of a superior man. Sucking that superior man’s cock because that’s what his wife wants. This is your place, Emmett. You’re a cocksucking cuckold for me.”

    Emmett’s jaw ached a little – Alex was rather thick – but he didn’t stop sucking. Instead, he lubed the shaft with his spit and tried his best to take more. He gagged a little, but he was so deep into his submissive, humiliation-fueled lust that all he wanted was to be every bit the cocksucker Allison thought he was.

    “Look at him go,” Allison said as she released Emmett’s balls from her grasp and ran her fingers up his ass crack. He moaned as she reached his asshole and gently rubbed the area she’d claimed as her own in the past few months. “Look at that naughty little cocksucker go.”

    Allison spit on Emmett’s asshole and her fingers quickly returned to it. She rubbed them in slow circles and then slipped her index finger inside him. He couldn’t help but moan, in part because it just felt so kinky for her to be exploring him in that way while he was sucking cock.

    “He likes it up the ass,” Allison said.

    “Really?” Alex asked. “I guess that’s not surprising. He seems to like sucking cock for you, so I don’t know why he wouldn’t like taking it up the ass for you.”

    Allison’s finger bottomed out inside him and Emmett moaned as he finally pulled off of Alex’s cock and took a deep breath.

    “Is she right, cuckold?” Alex asked. “Do you like taking it up the ass for her?”

    Emmett’s hand moved up and down the slick shaft of Alex’s cock as he nodded. “I do. I like doing anything Allison wants. I can’t help it. I just like it.”

    “Damn, Allison, you have your main well trained,” Alex noted.

    Allison pulled her finger from Emmett’s ass, gave his bottom a good smack, and said, “I know, and it makes me happier than I can possibly explain that he’s so eager to be trained. I love that he’s a good little cocksucker and he’s become an eager little anal slut. I love my cuckold husband, but right now I need to get fucked. You can stay right where you are though, Emmett. You’re going to suck Alex’s balls while I ride him.”

    Emmett stayed on his knees between Alex’s legs and watched Allison climb on top of her playmate. She straddled him, placed the slick head of his cock between her pussy lips, and slowly sat down. Emmett watched every inch of another man’s dick disappear inside his wife and he soaked up every beautiful detail of it.

    “You can watch while you’re sucking balls, Emmett,” Allison said. “Now get to work. Be a good boy and suck those big balls for me.”

    Emmett dropped down and took one of Alex’s balls into his mouth. He sucked slowly and gently, running his tongue over the wrinkled, hairy flesh as he did. He looked up and watched his wife’s pussy move up and down the thick shaft. He saw Allison’s juices on her playmate’s big cock every time she lifted off of it and he studied how beautiful her pussy lips looked as they clung to the thick shaft that delivered such pleasure.

    “I love your cock,” Allison said in a soft, seductive voice. “I love how you stretch me out. I love how deep you go inside me. I love that you’re everything my cuckold husband isn’t.”

    Emmett moved to Alex’s other testicle and offered it the same treatment. He sucked like his wife had instructed. He sucked because it felt good to bathe himself in the humiliation of being a chastised, cocksucking, ball sucking cuckold while his wife fucked another man just a few inches from his face.

    “Put your tongue in my ass,” Allison ordered.

    Emmett lifted his head and placed it between his wife’s ass cheeks. He licked her tight hole and moved his head up and down as she bounced on her playmate’s cock. She moaned with pleasure and reached back to put considerable pressure on the back of his head, smothering him with her ass cheeks in the process, an act that seemed to delight her to no end.

    “Fuck, I’m close,” she said. “I want you to cum inside me, Alex.”

    “I’d love to,” Alex replied. “You know I love filling your pussy, especially while your husband watches.”

    Allison moaned. “I know you do. Fuck, I know you do. I want you to cum inside me, Alex. Cum inside me and I’ll make my husband lick up your load.”

    She rode him harder as Emmett tongued her asshole. He reached up to play with Alex’s balls – he figured it would be appreciated – and felt a touch of humiliation at his willingness to do so without being ordered.

    “Oh, fuck, Alex, I’m cumming!” Allison cried out.

    Emmett felt genuine joy at his wife’s orgasm and his cock throbbed in its cage as he continued to lick her ass, as he would do until she told him to stop.

    Allison rode Alex throughout her orgasm and his grunts and groans indicated that his orgasm had arrived and he was cumming inside her. Emmett felt a different kind of excitement, for he knew that Allison loved when he cleaned someone else’s cum from her pussy.

    “I can feel him leaking out of me, Emmett,” Allison said. “Make sure you lick it up. I don’t want you to miss any of his cum.”

    Emmett dropped down and saw that some of Alex’s cum was indeed leaking out of Allison’s pussy. He licked it off of the other man’s shaft and balls, swallowing every bit he managed to lick up and proving to be every bit the cuckold his wife had trained him to be.

    “You’re incredible, as always,” Allison said to her playmate. “I swear, you put my husband to shame when you fuck me.”

    “Will you give me a chance to fuck you again before I go?” Alex asked.

    “Of course I will,” she replied. “Maybe we’ll have the cuckold suck you like a good little slut until you’re hard.”

    Alex laughed. “I’d have no problem with that. There’s something hot about seeing your husband sucking my dick before I fuck you.”

    Allison lifted her pussy from Alex’s cock and sat next to him on the couch. Emmett quickly crawled between her legs and she grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him to her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her to seek out her playmate’s cum and drink every bit of it.

    “This never ceases to turn me on,” Allison said. “I love that he’s such a depraved slut for humiliation, that he can’t help but want to devour my pussy after someone else has cum inside me.”

    She leaned over and kissed Alex as Emmett’s tongue explore her pussy in search of every drop of the other man’s cum.

    “Are you going to be a good cocksucker when you’re done down there, Emmett?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he answered before his tongue returned to her pussy.

    “Good. Do a good job and I’ll fuck your ass and make you cum later,” Allison said with a smile.

    Emmett couldn’t wait. The prospect of being ass fucked to an orgasm would have horrified him just a few months ago, but now it was genuinely exciting. Things really had changed, but Emmett only wanted more.
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    “Look at you,” Allison sneered. “You pathetic little bitch. Naked, your worthless dick locked in that little cage, and watching from your knees as Joshua pounds my pussy from behind.”

    Emmett held his wife’s gaze as she degraded him. He was tempted to lean forward in an attempt to relieve some of the pain emanating from between his legs, but he knew that it wouldn’t help. Nothing could relieve the pain because it was caused by his arousal, and unlike most men Emmett was turned on by his wife’s lust for degradation. Every insult she hurled at him fueled his arousal. Every thrust from her playmate’s cock turned him on. Every moan she unleashed – every intense moan of pleasure – only turned him on further as someone else occupied the role Emmett – her husband – was supposed to serve.

    “I’ll bet you wish I’d unlock you right now, don’t you?” Allison asked. “I’ll bet you wish your worthless dick was free so you could masturbate like the pathetic little cuckold you are. You’d be happily stroking yourself as Joshua acts like a real man and fucks your wife’s tight cunt from behind, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes,” Emmett admitted. The key to his cage swung from a thin chain around Allison’s neck as she’d taken to wearing it each and every time she fucked one of her playmates. It seemed that his chastity aroused her more than it aroused Emmett.

    “Beg for it, then,” she said. “Beg me to set you free so you can jerk off like a pathetic cuckold.”

    “Please, Allison, unlock me,” he begged. “It’s been weeks. Please just give me the key and let me unlock my cock. Please just let me jerk off. I don’t even have to cum. I just want to get hard. I just want to jerk off a little bit, like the cuckold that I am. I want to feel the pleasure of masturbating while Joshua fucks you, while he satisfies you.”

    Allison moaned as Joshua fucked her with particular vigor. Her breasts bounced beautifully with every thrust and Emmett knew the other man was delivering the kind of vigorous pounding that he absolutely couldn’t. Even if he was free, even if Allison wanted to fuck him, Emmett couldn’t actually fuck her like that. His cock wasn’t big enough to stay inside her from behind and he lacked the stamina and strength to last very long at that pace. Joshua was quite literally more of a man than he was, which is probably why Allison enjoyed doggystyle with him.

    “You don’t deserve an erection,” Allison said. “You’re fucking worthless in the bedroom. You’re worthless at making me feel good. I need playmates because my husband couldn’t give me a great orgasm if his life depended on it.”

    Emmett could see she was getting close. As always, she was getting off on humiliating him. As always, he was getting off on it too, though while locked in his cage it was nearly impossible to have an actual orgasm. Allison would get to cum, though, and she’d have the kind of intense, body-shaking orgasm that only seemed to come when she had someone else’s cock inside her while she degraded Emmett. He’d come around to finding deep, genuine satisfaction in receiving that degradation, almost entirely because Allison enjoyed it so much.

    “Harder, Joshua,” Allison pleaded. “Fuck me harder while the worthless cuckold watches. Pound my pussy while his sad little dick drips in its cage.”

    Joshua put a hand on Allison’s shoulder for leverage and delivered the hard, fast fucking she clearly craved. The sounds of his body slamming into hers intensified, as did the look on her face.

    “Play with that pathetic little caged cock of yours,” Allison hissed. “Go ahead, try and masturbate in your cage.”

    Emmett wrapped his fingers around his little locked up cock and stroked. There was pleasure to be found in doing so, but not much. Mostly it was frustrating, like he was getting a hint of the kind of experience he could be having if Allison was kind enough to unlock him.

    “Pathetic,” she said before a deep moan escaped her lips. “You’re just a caged little bitch. You’re not a real man. There’s a real man in the bedroom, but he’s inside me. He’s fucking your wife. He’s taking your place. He’s giving me what you can’t, what you’ve never been able to give me.”

    Allison closed her eyes and arched her back. Joshua grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled gently in the way she seemed to enjoy right before she came.

    “Oh…fuck…I’m cumming!” Allison cried out.

    Joshua kept his grip on her hair and fucked her hard right through her orgasm, which seemed to go on for an exceptionally long time, much to Emmett’s delight. Few things in life made him as happy as his wife’s pleasure, and to see it on her face and in her body – her legs in particular were trembling hard as she came – was exquisite.

    Eventually, Joshua’s thrusts stopped and he pulled out of Allison’s pussy and laid in the bed. Emmett watched his heaving chest for a few moments before turning his attention to his wife, who had a bright smile on her face.

    “Come here,” she said.

    Emmett crawled closer and Allison reached out, took his hand, and pulled him close enough that they could kiss. It was a generous kiss, too. Her lips were soft and warm and they lingered against his until parting so her tongue could indulge in a bit of gentle exploration before engaging with Emmett’s in a sensual battle that filled him with lust and made his cock throb once more in its cage.

    “I love you,” she whispered.

    “I love you too,” he replied.

    “I need you to keep being a good cuckold for me,” she said as her fingers moved through his hair. “Will you do that?”

    “Of course. I’ll do anything for you, Allison,” Emmett replied.

    Allison smiled, sat up, and turned towards Joshua. She crawled between his legs and took him into her mouth. He unleashed a surprised-sounding moan before settling into enjoying the intense pleasure of what Emmett knew was an exceptionally good blowjob. It had been a long time since he’d been on the receiving end of such pleasures from his wife, but he remembered how good it felt.

    “How about if I ride you reverse cowgirl?” Allison suggested as her fingers moved up and down Joshua’s long, thick, spit-soaked shaft.

    He smiled. “You know I love that position.”

    “You love my ass,” she said.

    He laughed. “I do. It’s a perfect ass.”

    “You can spank it all you want,” she said. “I just want to make you feel good. I want to make you cum like you just made me cum. And I think my cuckold can help with that too.”

    Joshua glanced at Emmett. “Oh yeah? How do you figure?”

    “He’s got a very talented mouth,” Allison explained. “And he’ll use it however I tell him to. I was thinking I’d tell him to use his talented mouth on these big, beautiful balls of yours. Wouldn’t it feel good to have my cuckold husband’s mouth on your balls as my pussy milks this perfect cock of yours?”

    Joshua smiled. “You’re gonna make your husband suck my balls while you fuck me?”

    “Damn right I am,” Allison said.

    “Man, I am glad I met you, Allison,” Joshua replied. “You are unlike any other woman I have ever fucked, and I have to say, the idea of you making your husband slobber all over my nuts while I cum inside your pussy is fucking hot.”

    Allison sat up, spun around, and straddled her playmate. She moved back until her pussy hovered just over Joshua’s cock and then rubbed the head over her slippery, plump labia and sat down on him, slowly taking every inch as Emmett watched from his knees while knowing that he’d soon be ordered to undertake the utterly humiliating task of sucking another man’s balls.

    “Crawl between his legs, cuckold,” Allison instructed.

    Emmett moved to the foot of the bed and crawled towards his wife. He dropped to his stomach between Joshua’s legs and looked up at Allison.

    “Every inch of his cock is inside me,” she said. “He’s deeper in me than that pathetic little cock of yours has ever been. He’s stretching my pussy more than you ever have, too. And now I’m going to make him feel good, Emmett. Your wife’s pussy is going to make Joshua cum. The pussy that you’re rarely allowed to fuck anymore is going to work this beautiful cock until it spills a thick load of cum inside me. And when it does, you’re going to lick every drop of it out of me. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Emmett answered.

    Allison offered a genuine, joyful smile – Emmett loved making her smile like that – and reached down to play with Joshua’s balls as she began to move her hips back and forth, slowly milking his stiff cock in the process.

    “I want you suck his balls,” she instructed. “I want you to take these big, beautiful balls into that talented mouth of yours and I want you to suck like a good cuckold. Be gentle, but offer him every bit of pleasure you can. Suck his balls while his cock is buried in your wife. Suck his big, beautiful balls and help him build up a nice big load that he can unleash inside me.”

    Emmett turned his attention to the sizable, wrinkled, hairy globes of flesh resting just a few inches from his face. Allison played with them for a few seconds more before releasing the testicles from her grasp and riding Joshua with a little more vigor.

    “Suck his balls,” Allison said. “Show me that you understand that he fucks me better than you, that a cuckold like you should have to show he knows his place by bathing another man’s balls in his spit.”

    Emmett crawled a little closer and took one of Joshua’s balls into his mouth. He ran his tongue over the wrinkled flesh. He soaked up a little bit of sweat that likely built up during the doggystyle sex. He tried his best to look up at Allison and while he couldn’t quite see her face, he could hear her moans, moans that had gotten a little louder the moment he’d taken Joshua’s testicle into his mouth. He’d willingly humiliated himself and it had thrilled his wife, just as Emmett knew it would.

    “Does it feel good to have my husband sucking your balls while you fuck me?” Allison asked.

    “Damn right it does,” Joshua answered. “And fuck, your pussy feels so good in this position.”

    Allison leaned forward a little and put her hands on Emmett’s back. He looked up to see her pussy now bouncing up and down on Joshua’s big cock. Every time she lifted off of him the shaft was covered in her slick, slippery juices, a surefire sign of her continued arousal. The sex sounded quite wet, too, which Emmett knew meant that Allison was turned on in a significant manner.

    “Your ass looks so good,” Joshua said.

    “I know you like my ass,” Allison replied with obvious delight in her voice. “I know you like this position because you like my ass. You can spank it if you want.”

    Joshua moaned and then the sound of his palm meeting her ass filled the bedroom, followed by a genuine-sounding moan from Allison, as if she thoroughly enjoyed her playmate spanking her ass while she worked his cock.

    “You like that?” Joshua asked.

    “Yes, baby,” Allison said. “Fuck, spank my ass.”

    He spanked her twice more and Allison rode him faster in response. Emmett couldn’t be sure, but it really did seem like his wife was turned on at being smacked on the ass. Perhaps she was just turned on by doing whatever it took to make Joshua feel good. Either way, Emmett found the whole thing arousing.

    “I’m close,” Joshua said. “Your pussy feels so fucking good that I can’t help it. I’m close.”

    “Suck those big balls of his, cuckold,” Allison instructed. “Help him unleash a nice big load for you to clean up.”

    Emmett sucked with vigor. He sucked one ball and then moved to the other. He even managed to fit both in his mouth and ran his tongue over them while sucking gently to avoid causing any pain.

    “Fuck, fuck, I’m cumming!” Joshua cried out. Grunts and groans of pleasure echoed through the bedroom as Allison rode him slowly, making sure to enhance his orgasm with a little bit of stimulation as he filled her.

    “Allison, you are amazing,” Joshua said after he’d emptied every bit of his cum into her pussy. “Absolutely amazing. I have never fucked a woman like you.”

    “And did my husband do a good job pleasuring your balls while you fucked me?” she asked.

    “He certainly did,” Joshua answered.

    “He’s going to eat your cum out of me now,” she said while leaning back and looking down at Emmett. “Just like a good cuckold should. He’s going to show us both that he understands that he’s an inferior man, and that an inferior man should always clean the cum of the man his wife chooses to fuck.”

    Allison lifted her pussy off of Joshua’s cock and almost immediately his thick cum began to leak out of her. She pushed her hips forward and Emmett moved closer to push his tongue inside her and begin the work of cleaning her playmate’s cum out of her.

    The moan Allison unleashed as Emmett almost literally drank from her pussy was one of true pleasure. It thrilled him to be responsible for providing her with such bliss and it made him try and push even deeper inside her to find more of Joshua’s hot cum and swallow it down to show Allison that he wanted to be every bit the submissive, humiliation craving partner that she needed.

    “This is what you are,” Allison said as she reached down to play with her clit while she sat across Joshua’s upper thighs. “You clean the cum of superior men out of my pussy while your useless cock remains locked in a tight little cage. You’re a dirty little cum dumpster.”

    Emmett moaned, in large part because Allison was so clearly turned on again and barreling towards yet another orgasm. Her finger was moving furiously over her clit as she watched him eat her lover’s load, and it seemed that his willingness to merely engage in the act of consuming another man’s seed was more than enough to thrill her.

    “Eat it, cuckold,” she said between moans. “Eat his fucking load out of me. Oh, fuck, Emmett, fuck, clean his fucking load.”

    Silence followed and Emmett looked up to see that Allison was caught in the throes of ecstasy. She was cumming and experiencing those few moments of pure bliss when she was feeling so good that she couldn’t make a sound. The wild and wondrous moans followed as Emmett fished what felt like the last of Joshua’s cum out of her while Allison finally pulled her fingers away from her clit and collapsed on top of her playmate, who gladly wrapped his arms around her body.

    “Do you think I should let him out of his chastity cage?” Allison asked.

    “No,” Joshua replied. “I think he should stay in there a little while longer.”

    “Why?” she asked.

    “Because I want to fuck you again before I go,” he answered. “And you really seem to like getting fucked while your husband is locked up and watching with that desperate look in his eyes while someone else makes you cum.”

    Allison laughed and looked down at Emmett. “He’s right about that, baby. So you’ll have to stay locked up for a little while longer.”

    “I don’t mind,” Emmett answered.

    “I know you don’t,” Allison said. “That’s one of the many reasons I love you.”

    Emmett smiled. “I love you too.”

    Allison returned his smile and then asked, “I could really use a glass of water. Would you mind fetching me one from the kitchen?”

    “Not at all,” Emmett said as he backed out of the bed. “Joshua, would you like anything?”

    “I’ll take a glass of water too,” he replied. “Thanks.”

    Emmett headed for the bedroom door as Allison rolled off of Joshua and gave him a soft kiss.

    “You were incredible,” she said. “But you’re always incredible. I’m lucky to have a playmate like you.”

    “Not anywhere near as lucky as I am,” Joshua replied.

    Emmett knew most men in his position wouldn’t feel lucky, but he did. Allison had helped him get in touch with desires he’d never tapped into, desires that he never would have tapped into if not for her, and those desires brought him a deeper level of pleasure than he’d ever experienced. Despite how it would have seemed to most people, he felt like a very lucky man indeed.
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    Emmett yanked open the nightstand drawer and hurriedly rummaged through the items inside. He slammed it shut in frustration upon failing to find the key to his chastity cage. Emmett stood, surveyed the rest of the bedroom, and hurried towards Allison's dresser. He yanked open the top drawer and rifled through her underwear, figuring the key might be hiding beneath one of her many love, lacy items.

    "Fuck," Emmett said as he once again failed to find the key and moved to the next drawer down. It too failed to reveal the key, but instead of working his way through all of them Emmett shut the drawer, stepped away from the dresser, and sat on the edge of the bed. His shoulders slumped and he felt an uncommon kind of desperation wash over him. It was the same desperation that had driven him to the bedroom in the first place.

    Allison was out with one of her playmates. It was the third time in a row that she was fucking someone else without letting Emmett watch. Nearly two weeks had passed since he'd been out of his cage and it had been almost a month since he'd had an orgasm. Emmett felt as though he was on the verge of losing his mind, thus his frantic search for the chastity key. Allison wasn't stupid, though. She almost certainly had the key on her.

    "Are you looking for this?" a soft voice asked.

    Emmett was so startled he nearly fell out of the bed as he turned to see Allison standing in the doorway. She had a small, shiny key in her hand. "Allison, what are you doing home?"

    "I decided you deserved to watch," she said. "In fact, I'd also decided that you deserved to cum. I was going to let you out of your cage while you watched Alex fuck me in a 69. I was going to play with your cock and let you cum right after he came inside me. I was going to sit on your face and feed you my playmate's load while I made you cum."

    Emmett felt a crushing sense of disappointment. Not because of what Allison described - every bit of that sounded wonderful - but because he was almost certain she wouldn't allow him that pleasure after she'd caught him tearing through her stuff in search of the key. His intention to free himself from the cage and to violate her rule about his chastity was more than enough to warrant her anger.

    Allison stepped into the room with a smile on her face - a smile Emmett found a little disconcerting, given the circumstances - and headed for her dresser. She opened the top drawer and surveyed the mess Emmett had left behind and her smile turned to a slight frown.

    "You were quite untidy in your search," she noted. "You've left my underwear an absolute mess, Emmett. Did you think I wouldn't notice?"

    "I would have cleaned it up," he replied.

    "After you'd found the key, freed yourself, and masturbated?" Allison asked as she gently shut the drawer and turned towards him. "Was that your plan? To jerk off, cum, and lock yourself back up? Were you just so eager to rid yourself of the frustration of long term denial that you decided to flaunt my rules?"

    "I'm sorry," Emmett said. "I just can't handle it, Allison. I feel like I'm going crazy. I don't know what's going on, but I feel like I'm losing my mind. I feel like I'm having trouble functioning, to be honest."

    Allison offered a look that seemed genuinely sympathetic as she closed the distance between them. "I suppose I've pushed you a little too hard. As I'm sure you've noticed, there's been quite a lot more teasing in the past month. A lot more of me walking around the house in my underwear, or totally naked. A lot more of us showering together and me washing that locked up cock of yours. A lot more of me masturbating and humiliating you while you stay locked up in your little cage. I suppose I've been selfish in doing all of those things that bring me such pleasure, but make it so difficult for you to function."

    Emmett felt so weak. He should have been grateful for everything Allison had described, for he'd enjoyed every moment of the teasing. He'd enjoyed the humiliation. He'd enjoyed the erotic showers. He'd enjoyed all the times she'd had him go down on her. He'd enjoyed every second of it, and yet it had all transitioned him to the place of desperation he was currently in. "You didn't do anything wrong," Emmett said. "You really didn't. In fact, you did everything right. You just pushed a little further with your control. Everything you've done is stuff I really like. It is. I've just started to struggle in the last week."

    Allison stepped closer and Emmett looked up at his wife, who was utterly radiant in a low cut blue dress and a bra that made her breasts look astounding. "So you're saying that your messy little search for the chastity key and your selfish desire to disobey my rules was your mistake?"

    Emmett nodded.

    "You're saying that you screwed up?" she asked. "That you failed to live up what your role has evolved into in our marriage?"

    "Yes," Emmett admitted. "And I'm sorry for that."

    Allison smiled and gently caressed his face. Her touch was warm and soft and Emmett felt a wave of emotion wash over him as he suddenly felt awful for completely losing control and failing to be what Allison needed him to be. "I know you're sorry, but I'm afraid an apology just isn't good enough," she said softly.

    Emmett looked up once more and saw a touch of harshness in his wife's face.

    "I'm afraid you need to be punished," she said.

    "You don't have to punish me," Emmett said. "You really don't. I know I fucked up. I know I lost myself a little. I can do better. I will do better."

    "I'm different than I once was, Emmett. I'm different from when I first put you in chastity. I've changed as I've seized a greater level of control in our marriage. I'm not sure you fully understand that. I think maybe you're still convinced this is some kind of kinky game - and it's definitely at least partly a kinky game - but it's more than that. It's a lifestyle that I need to live. Our marriage is female led, now. I'm in charge. You're submissive. I make the rules. You do as you're told. You've disobeyed me in a significant way today and you need to be punished," Allison explained.

    Emmett loathed the idea of a punishment, but that was the point of such a thing. He wasn't supposed to enjoy it. He was supposed to suffer and learn a lesson from his suffering.

    "In a way, I've failed to make it perfectly clear to you that our marriage has, in fact, changed significantly in a short span of time. It's possible that sort of change won't actually work for you, but I think we both know that you're a submissive, Emmett. I think you love being controlled. I think you love doing as you're told. I think you love being humiliated - sexually, at least - by your wife. So I think you're going to take your punishment like a good submissive and you're going to learn from it," Allison said.

    "I will," Emmett replied, for everything she'd said was right. He was a submissive. He was her submissive. He'd been happier in their marriage since she'd taken a deeper level of control and he wanted more of that. So yes, he'd take his punishment and he'd try and learn from it.

    "I want you to reorganize the drawers you made a mess of while I prepare your punishment. Do you understand?" she asked.

    "I do," Emmett replied. He wanted to ask what his punishment would be, but he she wouldn't have answered. If anything, she might have been tempted to make the punishment more severe.

    Allison left the bedroom and Emmett opened her underwear drawer and set about cleaning the mess he'd made. He heard his wife talking to Alex and assumed she was explaining the situation - and why they weren't already fucking - but Emmett couldn't actually make out a single word she said.

    It took a great deal longer than expected, but Emmett reorganized all three drawers he'd rifled through in search of his chastity key and then sat at the foot of the bed while he waited for his punishment. His mind ran through the possibilities - most of which included some kind of pain - but none seemed like the kind of punishment Allison would dole out, which left Emmett in a state of total mystery as he wondered what she had in mind.

    "Emmett," Allison said as she entered the bedroom with Alex - who was fully naked and half hard - following close behind. "Take your clothes off."

    Emmett stood and stripped as he wondered again what kind of punishment Allison had in mind.

    "I'm going to let you out of your cage," Allison said as she approached with the chastity key in your hand. "No touching your cock, though. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Emmett answered, though he was deeply confused. Why would she set him free from his cage if she was going to punish him?

    Allison slipped the key into the lock and carefully removed each piece of Emmett's chastity cage. She took his soft cock in her hand and offered a few slow strokes while he marveled at how good it felt. "I'd like you to suck Alex's cock," she said softly. "Right now."

    Emmett quickly moved in front of Alex and dropped to his knees. He took the younger man's long, thick cock in his hand and wrapped his lips around the head. He'd sucked cock before and it wasn't a punishing experience - it had become something of a pleasurable one, in fact - but Emmett wasn't going to complain.

    "He's becoming an excellent cocksucker," Allison said as she stepped next to Alex and revealed that she'd stripped from her dress while Emmett was busy sucking dick.

    "He has," Alex replied. "Have you been giving him lessons?"

    Allison laughed and reached up to caress her playmate's muscular chest. "In a way, I suppose. I've given him the opportunity to practice, and since he craves humiliation, I think he enjoys his practice. He wraps his lips around the cock of a man that's going to satisfy his wife and he sucks until he's gotten that man hard for me."

    Emmett wondered if Allison was, in fact, going to treat him to the joy of watching her get fucked that night, just as she'd said she'd planned on doing.

    "Suck his balls for me, Emmett," Allison instructed.

    He dropped a little lower and took one of Alex's rather sizable testicles into his mouth. Allison then wrapped her fingers around the cock that had just been in Emmett's mouth and kissed her playmate. Emmett looked up to see his wife's tongue in the other man's mouth and he heard her unleash a wondrous moan that made it seem like she was turned on, like she was looking forward to having the cock in her hand buried in her pussy.

    "Thank you for doing this," she said.

    "You know I'd do just about anything for you, Allison, and this is going to be fun," Alex replied.

    "Stand up, Emmett," Allison instructed.

    He stood and watched her wife kiss her playmate once again. Alex reached up to play with her perky tits and Allison moaned into his mouth while stroking his long, thick cock with her skilled fingers. Emmett was still confused, though. He was expecting a punishment, but so far he'd been let out of his cage and he'd got to enjoy the pleasure of watching his wife and her playmate kiss.

    "Crawl into the bed, Emmett," Allison said.

    Emmett turned and crawled into the bed. He rolled onto his back under the assumption that the cuckold 69 she'd mentioned earlier was actually going to happen.

    "No, on your hands and knees," Allison instructed.

    Emmett moved onto his hands and knees facing his wife and her playmate and Allison smiled and approached him. Her stared at her beautiful breasts as she reached the side of the bed and then Allison leaned in and let him kiss and suck on them a little as she ran her fingers through his hair.

    "You're going to experience pain - though only a little, hopefully - and humiliation tonight," she said. "Hopefully, you'll learn something from this punishment. Hopefully you'll gain a greater understanding of your place in our marriage and of my expectations of you. And, with any luck, you don't repeat the mistake you made tonight. At the very least, I hope you come away from this with an understanding of exactly what kind of man you are."

    Emmett was so caught up in worshiping his wife's breasts that he didn't notice Alex had moved until he felt his wife's playmate move into the bed behind him. Allison stepped back at the same moment and Emmett looked over his shoulder to see Alex holding a bottle of lube in his hand and stroking his cock. It took a few moments to sink in, but eventually Emmett realized what was about to unfold in their bedroom.

    "Allison, please," he said as he whipped his head around to plead with his wife. "Please don't do this. I don't want this."

    "I know you don't," Allison replied. "But remember, I own your ass, Emmett. Really, I own all of you, but you gave me your ass. You let me fuck it with toys. You let me finger it. You let me fill it. Now I'm taking a step I honestly never thought I'd have to take. You couldn't behave yourself, though. You lost sight of what you are, of what I need and want you to be. And that's okay. That happens from time to time in a marriage like ours. The key is that you must be punished when you misbehave, and so this is your punishment. Alex is going to fuck you."

    "No, no," Emmett begged as he felt the coolness of the lubrication against his asshole. "Allison, please, this is too much."

    "No, it's not," Allison said. "This is exactly what you need, Emmett. Alex is going to fuck you. He's going to fuck you hard, too. He's going to cum inside you, and when he does he's going to break down any barriers that remain between you and full submission. He's going to help you accept that your wife is in control of your marriage. And yes, he's going to humiliate you deeply as he takes your anal virginity and cums inside you. He's going to do so while I watch, and you're never going to think of yourself in the same way after this is over."

    Emmett looked back to see Alex squirt a healthy dose of lube onto his cock and wrap his fingers around the frighteningly thick shaft to spread it around. He then tossed the bottle of lube onto the bed, crawled a little closer, and slapped the head of his cock against Emmett's asshole.

    "It's important to breathe," Allison said as she moved a little closer. "You'll need to relax or you'll experience a fairly staggering kind of pain, and I don't want that for you, Emmett. So breathe while he takes your ass. Breathe while he steals some of your manhood with his cock. Breathe while he puts you in your place."

    Emmett took a deep breath, but that didn't stop him from panicking the moment Alex tried to penetrate him. His body seized up and his asshole tightened. He stopped breathing, too.

    Allison cradled Emmett's chin in her hand and directed his view upwards. He looked into her eyes and saw remarkable kindness there. "You're not being punished out of anger, Emmett. You're being punished out of love. I want to make you into a better husband, a better submissive. I want to make you exactly what I need you to be. I suppose I need to break you just a little bit, and I think it's impossible for a straight man not to be broken just a little when he takes another man's cock and cum in his ass. But I love you, Emmett. I will always love you, and I will always cherish you as long as you recognize my authority in our marriage. So why don't you worship my breasts while Alex takes your manhood."

    There was nothing else for Emmett to do. He could have kept panicking and fighting, but he knew there was no stopping what was unfolding in their bedroom. He was going to get fucked. He was going to lose his anal virginity. He was going to take Alex's load up his ass. He was going to feel a deep sense of humiliation. That was all an absolute guarantee. So, Emmett worshiped Allison's breasts. He licked and sucked on the soft flesh and while he did, Alex penetrated him.

    "That's it," Allison said. "Let him have you. Let him take you. Let him fuck you. Let him break you just a little bit. Let him take your manhood. Let him deprive you of that. Let him reshape you into the kind of man I need you to be."

    Despite the lubrication and Alex's fairly gentle approach, Emmett felt a searing pain as the cock entered him. He moaned, expressing that pain, and Allison ran her fingers through his hair and down his back to try and soothe him. Her touch was lovely, but it did nothing to wash away the pain, or the sense of humiliation at having another man's cock buried entirely in his ass.

    "He's going to fuck you now," she said. "This is the part that will hurt, for a little while at least. Just try to keep relaxing. Just concentrate on my breasts. Just accept the humiliation of being fucked."

    Alex fucked him slowly at first, but Emmett still suffered. It was physically uncomfortable, but the mental anguish might have been worse. He sank deeper into the humiliation Allison intended him to experience with each thrust. Someone else was using his asshole for pleasure. He was being fucked. He was suffering a fate that straight men wanted to avoid, and yet he wasn't trying to avoid it. He was taking it. He was doing what his wife wanted. He was embracing the humiliation.

    Eventually, the pain subsided. It wasn't replaced by pleasure, but it didn't hurt. Emmett just felt as though he was being used. The consistent, deep thrusts left him feeling a little numb, as if he was little more than a hole to be fucked until Alex came, which is precisely what he was in that moment.

    As the pain disappeared, Allison stepped back and crawled into the bed. Emmett figured she was going to offer Alex a little bit of affection, but that's not what she had planned. Instead, she laid next to Emmett and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him until he was stiff with desire and then a bright smile crossed her face.

    "You're getting fucked," she said. "Fucked by a real man. Fucked like a piece of meat for a real man's pleasure. This is your place, Emmett. This worthless cock of yours is incapable of satisfying a woman, but your asshole is fully capable of satisfying a man. And since you've surrendered control of your ass - and your sexuality, as it turns out - to me, I can offer you up to any man I want, whenever. I can whore you out like you're some slutty little faggot that just wants a thick pole up his ass."

    Emmett was stunned by the sudden turn Allison had taken. She'd begun with such kindness as she'd let him worship her breasts and had talked him through getting fucked. Now she was aggressive and cruel, and yet his cock was hard as a rock while she jerked him off.

    "You're going to cum tonight, Emmett," Allison said. "But instead of cumming like a cuckold, you're going to cum like a faggot. You're going to cum with a cock buried in your ass. You're going to cum right when Alex unloads inside you. You're going to have an orgasm as another man fills you with his load."

    She was adding one humiliation onto another and there was nothing Emmett could do about it. He wouldn't be able to stop himself from cumming. He'd gone too long without an orgasm and Allison's hand felt too good. She was going to make him experience the ultimate humiliation, and had he not been so distressed Emmett might have appreciated just how clever his wife had been in designing his punishment.

    "I'm close," Alex said.

    "Then fuck him harder," Allison replied. "Pound his ass like his pain doesn't matter. Fuck him so hard it makes his legs shake. Use him like your cum dumpster."

    Alex pounded Emmett viciously. His asshole hurt from the pounding, but the pleasure of the handjob made it as if the pain didn't even exist. Emmett's orgasm got a little closer with each stroke and then Alex groaned and stopped thrusting.

    "Take his load, faggot," Allison said as she stroked Emmett furiously. "Take that fucking load up your ass and cum for me."

    Emmett came. He came because his wife had denied him an orgasm for a month and because she was jerking him off with such expertise. He came because he couldn't help it, and as the cum poured out of his cock a kind of humiliation Emmett had never experienced washed over him. It was very nearly overwhelming, but he closed his eyes and took deep breaths to try and fight it off. It was safe to say that Allison's punishment had been effective, though.

    Allison's hand appeared in front of his face. She held what looked to be most of his load in her palm. "Eat it," she demanded.

    Emmett opened his mouth and she poured the cum onto his tongue. He swallowed and his humiliation deepened just a little more. Allison's work was done. He'd been sufficiently punished. He would forever remember the fucking he'd just taken.
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    "Don't get dressed," Allison called out as Emmett stepped out of the bathroom.

    He smiled - he wasn't entirely sure how Allison knew he'd just finished drying off and was heading for the closet, but she knew - and paused for a few moments before heading for the bed. She hadn't offered any instructions beyond making clear her desire for him to be naked, so Emmett figured he'd lie down and wait for what she had in store.

    Allison appeared in the bedroom doorway not long after and stopped with a smile on her face. She was wearing a pair of tight jeans and a v-neck sweater that did a rather wondrous job of showing off her cleavage. Most notable - for Emmett, at least - was the chain around her neck and the key that rested between her beautiful breasts. That key had the power to release him from chastity and every time he saw it he couldn't help but hope that Allison would slip it in the lock to his cage and set him free.

    "You're staring," she said.

    "Sorry," Emmett replied. "Sometimes I can't help it."

    Allison reached between her breasts and took the small key in her fingers. She held it up and smiled as Emmett once again entertained the idea that his wife would set him free from the bondage that encased his cock and offer him any kind of pleasure.

    She let the key rest between her breasts once more and pulled the sweater over her head. It fell to the floor and Allison spun around, unbuttoned her jeans, and slowly worked them over her hips, showing off her milky white ass with a lace thong running down the crack. It all seemed designed to arouse Emmett and the gentle surge of pain in his cage made it obvious Allison was succeeding in her mission.

    "You know, the sight of your cock in that cage turns me on," Allison said as she spun around and sauntered towards the bed in her matching bra and panty set.

    Emmett looked down at his caged cock - which looked so small - and marveled at the idea that it had the power to arouse his wife. "Really?" he asked.

    Allison stopped at the side of the bed and reached down to cup his cock and balls in her hand. She caressed him softly, offering a hint of pleasure and a surprisingly relaxing sensation. "It's what this cage represents," she says. "It's the way it makes me feel powerful, the way it reminds me of your submission and my control over you."

    Before he could say a word, Allison lowered her panties and straddled Emmett. She settled the warmth of her pussy against his caged cock and gently rested her hands on his chest.

    "It's more than that, though," she continued. "It makes me think of how much it turns me on to humiliate you, and how willing you are to be humiliated for my pleasure. In so many ways, the cage is a reminder that we're a perfect match for each other."

    "The humiliation turns me on," Emmett replied. "It always has. I can still remember how much it turned me on the first time it happened."

    Allison smiled, pressed her hands into his chest, and slowly moved her pussy back and forth over his locked cock. Emmett felt his caged flesh slip inside his wife - who was unquestionably wet - and he let out a quiet moan at how astoundingly good it felt. "I remember that too. I was in this position, wasn't I?"

    Emmett nodded.

    "You weren't locked up then, of course. You were inside me, which is probably where you want to be right now," Allison said. "I remember feeling like I couldn't quite get where I wanted to be, sexually speaking. I was turned on, but not quite enough to get me over the top, to make me cum in the way I wanted. I remember feeling a sense of frustration with you, even though it wasn't really your fault. It's not like you'd changed in any significant way, I just wasn't getting what I needed in the moment."

    Emmett closed his eyes for a moment as the memory Allison described came back to him. He could see the frustration on her face. He hadn't known what was going on in her head at the time, but it was obvious she wasn't quite getting what she needed.

    "Do you remember what I said?" she asked.

    Emmett opened his eyes, stared up at his beautiful wife - who was still gently grinding on his locked cock with her increasingly wet pussy - and said, "I think so."

    "Tell me," Allison requested.

    "You told me that my cock wasn't big enough to satisfy you," Emmett recalled.

    Allison smiled. "I did," she said. "And do you remember what you did when I told you that, Emmett?"

    Emmett nodded. "I moaned. Loudly, if I recall. I remember how it felt, too. You'd never even hinted that I wasn't big enough to satisfy you, and then you just walloped me with it and before I'd had even a second to think about it I was overwhelmed with this sense of arousal."

    "It was the same for me," Allison said. "I had no idea it would turn me on to say something like that to you, and yet it did. I got wetter the moment I said it and saw the look on your face. The sex - the same exact sex we'd been having before I uttered those words - felt better."

    Emmett arched his back in the ridiculous hope that he could somehow experience more of the pleasure of his wife's pussy by doing so, but of course he couldn't. He was still locked in chastity, after all.

    "That was the beginning of something that changed our lives, Emmett," Allison said. Her breathing was getting heavier and he was fairly certain she was working herself up by rubbing her clit over his crotch while teasing his locked cock. "It's made me happier and far more satisfied. I know sometimes it's been hard for you, but I think you're happier too, aren't you?"

    "Yes," Emmett admitted. It was odd to feel like he was having sex with his wife without being hard or experiencing the full pleasure of being inside her, but that was unquestionably the experience he was having in the moment.

    "It's still true, you know," Allison said. "You're still not enough to satisfy me. Your cock isn't even remotely big enough. You're not skilled enough. You don't last long enough. If I had to give up fucking my playmates, I don't think I could, Emmett. I don't think I could live without being able to bring in a real man to satisfy my needs."

    Emmett could see his wife getting lost in their shared fantasy. She was riding him harder and faster and the look of pleasure on her face indicated that she was absolutely moving towards an orgasm.

    "You deserve to fuck better men than me," Emmett said. "You deserve to fuck anyone you want, Allison. You deserve to feel truly satisfied, to claim the pleasure you desire in whatever way you desire it. I'm not good enough for you. I'm better off as your cuckold." He wanted to fan the flames of lust that Allison had stoked with a wealth of dirty talk. He wanted to help his wife orgasm - which he was certain she was close to doing - and he was more than willing to denigrate himself in service of her orgasm, especially because Emmett found it so arousing to do so.

    Allison sat up, grasped Emmett's chastity key and pulled it over her head. She slid back, slipped the key into the lock, and turned it slowly. She smiled at Emmett, freed him from the confines of the cage, and set the pieces on the bed next to him before taking his soft shaft into her hand and stroking him.

    "Fuck," he said as his flesh immediately came to life in his wife's hand.

    Allison offered a slow, teasing handjob until Emmett was hard and then released his shaft and looked down at it. "Every single man I've played with since I started fucking other guys has been bigger than you," she said. "They've fucked me better than you. They've fucked me longer than you ever did. They've satisfied me in ways that you never could, Emmett."

    He thought she might have released him purely for the pleasure of teasing him, but then Allison scooted forward and took his cock into her slick pussy. She sat down, held still for a handful of seconds, and then leaned forward and put her hands on his chest. She smiled and slowly lifted her hips, bathing his cock in the perfect slickness and heat of her pussy before dropping back down once more and doing it all over again.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    Emmett nodded and moaned.

    Allison smiled. "I can barely feel your small cock, Emmett. My playmates have ruined my pussy for you, I guess. They've made it so that your cock is now completely useless to me. I could cum by grinding my clit into you, I suppose, but I could cum on a pillow like that. What's the point of fucking a man if his cock is so small and so thin that it can't really satisfy you?"

    Emmett groaned. "I...I don't know," he answered.

    Allison leaned down and kissed his neck. She rode him faster, offering Emmett's stiff cock an even deeper form of pleasure. "There is no point, Emmett," she whispered between kisses. "Your cock doesn't belong inside me. The fact that you're even inside me right now is a miracle, a gift I've given you. It's not going to make me feel good. It's purely for your pleasure. Enjoy it, Emmett, because it won't happen very often. Enjoy your wife's pussy. Enjoy the pussy that your cock can't satisfy. Enjoy the pussy that I'd much rather give to another man right now."

    Allison sat up, leaned back, and continued to grind on Emmett's cock. She reached back and her hand found his balls and squeezed them tight as he watched her breasts bounce with the vigorous movements of her hips. Allison smiled and her fingers moved below his balls and teased his taint, rubbing it in small circles while applying gentle pressure.

    "Do you want it?" Allison asked.

    Emmett knew what she was talking about. He felt his lust surge and his heart flutter at the mention of it. He wasn't sure why, but he wanted it. He nodded. "I do."

    Allison slowed her hips, limiting the pleasure for his stiff cock and keeping Emmett in a state of desperate desire. "Then say it," she demanded. "Say what you want."

    "I...I want you to finger my ass," he answered.

    Allison smiled. "You want me to fuck you, Emmett?" she asked. "Would that make you feel good? Would you enjoy it if I fucked your tight little ass?"

    "Yes, please," Emmett begged. He knew Allison was teasing him, that she was purposefully riding him slower so he'd beg to get fucked in the ass. He couldn't help himself, though. He wanted to cum, and he knew she'd make him cum if her fingers were up his ass. Of course she would. "Please, Allison, fuck my ass."

    Emmett thought of the vigorous, painful anal pounding he'd taken while his wife watched. He thought of the cock that had taken his ass, that had pushed him into a place of intense submission, that had transformed him into what felt like an entirely different kind of man. It felt like it had freed him to become the man he really was, the sort of man that would beg his wife to fuck his ass and would think nothing of it.

    Allison slipped her index finger into Emmett's ass and quickly followed it with her middle finger. She rode his cock with her slick cunt and fingered his ass deeply. Emmett felt a mixture of pleasure and a touch of pain as he took it up the ass and it was exactly what he wanted in that moment. It was more than enough to push him right to the brink of an orgasm.

    "Cum for me, Emmett," Allison said. "Cum as I fuck your ass and ride your worthless cock."

    Emmett had no choice but to do as his wife desired. She fucked the orgasm out of him. It erupted from his cock and into her pussy. She buried her fingers in his asshole as he came and unleashed a devilish smile, as if she found it deeply satisfying to have brought him to yet another kinky, anal-fueled orgasm.

    "Your last two orgasms have come while you've been taking it up the ass," Allison noted before slowly pulling her fingers from his asshole. "I've turned you into something of an anal slut, haven't I?"

    Emmett couldn't bring himself to answer that, though there was no question he'd cum rather hard during his last two orgasms and that in both cases he'd had something up his ass.

    "It won't surprise you to know that you didn't make me cum, Emmett," Allison continued. "I wasn't expecting you to, though. Expecting a cuckold's cock to be able to make you cum is just asking to be disappointed, after all. I do expect you to make me cum with that mouth of yours, though."

    Allison didn't give Emmett a chance to express his desire to service her pussy with his mouth. Instead, she lifted her pussy from his cock and dropped it onto his face. Cum flowed onto his tongue as he put it inside her - he was always going to do as she desired - and he swallowed everything that flowed into his mouth while Allison rode his face.

    "That's good," she said. "Eat your cum out of me. Clean my messy pussy. Clean up every drop of your seed, Emmett. Clean your mess and make your wife cum."

    Emmett did exactly as Allison desired. He feasted on his cum. He licked her clit. He swallowed everything that dripped out of her. He thought he'd bring her to orgasm, too, but Allison had other plans.

    She moved her hips forward until her asshole was directly over his mouth and sat down, smothering him in the process. "Eat my asshole," she demanded. "Put your tongue in that tight hole. Show me just how dedicated you are to my pleasure, Emmett. Eat my ass while I masturbate."

    Emmett was buried between her beautiful ass cheeks and he felt utterly powerless, which brought him a surprising sense of satisfaction. He licked his wife's asshole as she masturbated her pussy just above his forehead. He licked furiously and every once in a while penetrated her tight hole with his tongue, getting a taste of her insides while Allison moaned while she was using him as little more than a sex toy.

    She came without saying a word. Her ass cheeks tightened around his head and then her body vibrated gloriously as her moans filled their bedroom. Emmett licked and tongued her asshole while she climaxed and he felt a sense of pride at having given her such pleasure.

    Allison slowly slid down his body, leaving a wet streak behind, and then smiled as she sat across Emmett's thighs. "Thank you for that, Emmett."

    "For what?" he asked. "All I did was...well, whatever you wanted me to do."

    Allison's smile brightened. "I know. That's what I'm thank you for. You haven't fought my need for more control, for an even kinkier version of our relationship. You've gone along with it. You've given me everything I needed, Emmett. So thank you. That's not something most men would do."

    "It's what I need too," Emmett said. "Sometimes that's hard for me to accept, but it's true. It's always been true, from the very first time. The things I feel, the desire, the lust, the passion, whatever you want to call it, it's just so intense when we play like we just did, or when someone else is fucking you and you're looking into my eyes and telling me they're better...that's just incredible."

    "I know," she said. "It is for me too. It's like I need to get fucked by someone else and I need to tell you that they're better, to see that look on your face as I say it, to know what you're feeling, to know that you're experiencing that humiliation and the pleasure that comes with it."

    "I guess we really are made for each other, Allison," Emmett noted.

    She smiled. "I'd kiss you, but your tongue was just in my ass so I think I'll wait until you've brushed your teeth. But, just know that I want to, Emmett. I want to kiss you and tell you that you're right, that we're made for each other. What a wonderful thing that is."

    "I know," Emmett replied. "It really is."

    "You know, Joshua invited us to a party," Allison said. "A lifestyle party, he called it. He said we'd fit in, that we could play with other guys like him or other couples. I wasn't going to accept his invitation, but maybe it would be fun to bring my cuckold husband to a party like that and fool around with all sorts of playmates while you watched, and maybe used that pretty mouth of yours to fluff and clean up. Maybe I could even arrange for you to get fucked while I watched. Would that be fun, Emmett?"

    "It sounds fun," he answered. "Maybe we should go."

    "Maybe we will," she replied.

    Emmett wasn't sure if she was serious about going, but he couldn't help but think that he'd have fun at that sort of party, especially if Allison was going to take control and direct him for her pleasure, which she seemed increasingly comfortable doing. He might regret saying he'd be willing to go, but that was a chance Emmett was willing to take.
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    "So, what sort of stuff happens at a party like this?" Emmett asked as he buttoned up his shirt and adjusted the collar.

    Allison stepped into a pair of remarkably sexy black lace panties - Emmett was fairly certain they were the expensive ones they'd bought a few weeks ago - and smiled. "Are you nervous?" she asked.

    "A little," Emmett admitted. "Not about anything specific though, I guess. Maybe it's just because it's something entirely new."

    Allison put her bra on and approached Emmett to fix his collar and make sure his shirt looked good. "That's what's so exciting about it, Emmett. It's entirely new. I don't have friends that know about our lifestyle, outside of my playmates, of course. This party is a chance for us to step into a whole new social realm, to meet people that play like us, that think about sex like we do, that are much freer and more open that most people. There's no need for you to be nervous. There really isn't, I promise. We're going to have fun tonight."

    Emmett knew he wouldn't be able to tame his nerves. He believed everything Allison was saying - having lifestyle friends really did seem like it would be a good thing - but he couldn't quite help but feel just a touch of panic at the idea of exposing his status as a cuckold to a group of total strangers.

    Allison's hand moved between his legs and she grasped his caged cock through his pants and gently massaged it, providing a lovely thrill that was no doubt enhanced because ten days had passed since his last orgasm. "Your only responsibility tonight is to do as you're told, Emmett," she said softly and with a smile. "You can manage that, can't you? You've gotten very good at that in recent months, haven't you?"

    Emmett nodded and Allison leaned forward until her lips were achingly close to his. She tilted her head and rewarded him with a soft, seductive kiss that included just a hint of tongue. Emmett's cock immediately sprang to life in the cage and the ache of his erection being defeated followed. Allison then released his cock and pressed her underwear-clad body against his as the kiss deepened, eliciting an even more significant arousal response from Emmett. Despite the pain, he refused to step away from the kiss, for few things in life felt better than indulging in that sort of pleasure with Allison.

    "Are you going to do as you're told tonight?" Allison asked softly. "Are you going to prove that you're under my control?"

    "Yes, I will," Emmett answered. He had no idea what that would mean - which was also part of his nervousness - but he was going to surrender himself to Allison and her desires. He couldn't help but ask what that might involve, though. "Do you...do you have any idea what I'll be doing tonight?"

    "I do," Allison said with a smile, "but I think I'll keep that to myself. Now, help me into my dress and we'll be on our way."

    Emmett helped Allison into tight, short, exceedingly sexy dress and zipped her up before she stepped into a pair of heels. She made sure that the key to Emmett's chastity cage hung around her neck and then he grabbed his wallet and keys and they left for the party.

    The house they pulled up to was exquisite. The property was massive - the driveway felt like it was a quarter mile long - and the privacy afforded by the excess of land made it seem like the perfect place to host the sort of party where people spend a good portion of the evening naked and fucking.

    Emmett parked the car, took a deep breath, and followed his wife towards the house. Allison had texted Joshua - the playmate that had invited them to the party, and he was waiting at the door.

    "Allison," he said with a confident smile on his face, "you look exquisite, as always."

    She stepped into his arms and they shared an intimate, passionate kiss that stirred Emmett's desire as he watched. "It's good to see you too," Allison replied with a smile as Joshua's hands remained on her hips for a moment before moving to her ass and pulling her close for yet another kiss.

    "I'm glad you came," Joshua said as Allison reached between his legs and grasped his cock for a few quick strokes.

    "I can tell," she replied.

    "I'm sure you'll find plenty of available men to play with tonight," Joshua said, "but you know I'd love a chance to enjoy you before the night is over."

    "Don't you worry," Allison said with a smile. "You'll get to fuck me before the night is over, Joshua. You know I love your cock and how good it makes me feel. That's been the case since you fucked me the first time."

    "Would you like to meet the host of this lovely little party?" Joshua asked.

    Allison nodded and he took her hand led her into the house as Emmett followed. They wound their way through a handful of elegantly-designed rooms, all of which featured well-dressed, beautiful people enjoying the party in various ways, from simple socializing to erotic foreplay to oral sex to one couple that was happily fucking while a small group of people watched. Emmett thought the party would be more crowded, but as it turned out most rooms only featured a handful of people, giving the whole affair a more intimate, exclusive feel, which struck him as perfectly reasonable. An overcrowded sex party would probably be quite unappealing.

    "Marie, I'd like you to meet the couple I mentioned," Joshua said as he approached a tall, elegant brunette in a tight black dress and a pair of exceptionally high heels.

    Marie smiled brightly and took Allison into a tight embrace. "Allison, it's a pleasure to meet you. Joshua's told me so much about you."

    "All good things, I hope," Allison replied.

    "But of course," Marie said. "You wouldn't be here otherwise. Everything he's told me made me think you and your husband would be a perfect addition to our little group of likeminded friends."

    "This is Emmett," Allison said as she turned towards him.

    Marie approached Emmett with a seductive smile on her face and leaned in to give him a soft kiss on the cheek. "I understand you're a cuckold, Emmett. Is that true?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Is it also true that your wife has trained you in the art of service?" Marie asked.

    Emmett glanced at Allison before returning his attention to the elegant woman in front of him and nodded. "Uh, yes, she has."

    "Does that mean you're familiar with sucking cock, Emmett?" Marie asked as her fingers moved down his chest and over his stomach.

    "Y...yes, I am," he answered.

    Marie grasped his caged cock through his pants, smiled, and then leaned in and kissed his neck before saying, "And are you familiar with the joy of surrendering to a real man's cock, Emmett? Have you taken cock in the ass for your lovely wife?"

    Emmett groaned as Marie teased his cock to a point of exceptional pain - it throbbed between his legs - and answered, "Yes...I've been fu...it's happened once."

    Marie released his cock from her grasp, stepped back, and smiled as she looked towards Allison. "There are several men here that would be more than happy to fuck your cuckold if you'd like, and no one will take offense if you ask, so if you'd like to use our little party to enhance your husband's training, feel free to do so. I find it quite pleasurable to watch a cuckold get fucked while his wife watches, though it's even better if her cuckold is being fucked while she's enjoying a superior man's cock. The night is yours to do with as you please, though, so don't be shy about pursuing whatever pleasures you most, Allison."

    "Thank you, Marie," Allison replied with a genuine smile. "And thank you again for inviting us. I can't tell you how exciting it is to know that there's a group of people just like us in our community."

    "Well, you're on the invite list now, Allison, so you're welcome to come to any of our gatherings. And, it won't surprise you to know that most people that play here become good friends," Marie said. "Now, go enjoy the party." She leaned in, gave Allison a hug and a quick kiss on the cheek, and then did the same for Joshua before excusing herself to greet another new arrival to the party.

    "So, how does this work?" Allison asked as she turned to Joshua.

    He smiled. "It kind of works however you want it to work. You don't even have to fuck. You can just chat with people if you want. If the door to a room is open, you're welcome to step inside and watch people fuck. Sometimes people fool around in the main areas. The only rules are that you can't force anyone to do something they're not interested in and that you can't drink. Otherwise, everyone is trusted to act like a responsible adult. If you can't, you won't be asked back."

    "Have you fucked Marie?" Allison asked.

    "I have," Joshua replied. "She's exquisite, though you're better, in case you were wondering."

    Allison smiled at her playmate. "I wasn't, though I don't mind hearing that you enjoy fucking me."

    Joshua's hand moved down her back and he grasped her ass. "I love fucking you, Allison."

    "Have you fucked anyone else tonight?" she asked.

    Joshua shook his head. "Not yet."

    "I feel like I want you to be my first at this party," Allison said. "Would that be okay? Would you be willing to fuck me, Joshua?"

    "You know I would," he answered. "I'll fuck you any place, any time, Allison."

    "I want to fuck with the door open," she said. "I like the idea of someone watching."

    Emmett was a little surprised at Allison's interest in being watched by strangers, but perhaps he shouldn't have been. After all, the fact that they were even at the party was unexpected, so it seemed that his wife continued to expand her interests in the name of a more vigorous pursuit of her pleasure, which Emmett was more than happy to support.

    Before Joshua led her away, Allison turned to Emmett, smiled, and said, "I hope you're ready to be watched, Emmett, because I intend on putting you to use tonight. We both know you won't be fucking anyone here - not with that little locked up dick of yours - and I expect you to do more than watch and clean up afterwards. Do you understand?"

    Emmett nodded. He'd come to the party expecting just about anything to happen and he was ready to do what it took to make his wife happy.

    "Follow us," Allison said.

    Joshua led her towards the back of the house and into a lovely, open room with a wall of glass windows that looked out onto the backyard. There was a sparkling pool and a well-lit, spectacularly designed flower garden and a handful of people outside, most of whom were engaged in conversation. "You like the idea of being watched, right?" Joshua asked.

    Allison smiled, kissed her playmate, and unzipped his pants. Emmett watched as his wife freed Joshua's cock while their tongues entwined in a passionate kiss. Her fingers stroked his long, thick shaft until he was erect and then Allison turned to Emmett and said, "Get on your knees."

    Emmett dropped to his knees and looked up at Allison, who offered a sweet smile.

    "That's right where you belong, Emmett," she said. "This party is filled with men that can satisfy me - satisfy your wife - far better than you, so you're going to find yourself on your knees quite often tonight. You're not worthy of fucking anyone here, and you're certainly not worthy of fucking me. You are worthy of sucking cock for me, though. Would you like to do that, Emmett? Would you like to suck cock for me?"

    Emmett nodded as his cock throbbed in its cage. Allison was in her element - acting as a dominant, confident goddess who got off on humiliating him - and he was in his element as the cuckold who eagerly accepted those humiliations.

    "Then be a good cuckold and take my playmate's cock in your mouth," she said. "Crawl closer and show us both that you've learned to be a good cocksucker."

    Emmett crawled closer, rested on his knees, and took Joshua's cock in his mouth. He sucked like Allison had taught him and he did so for her pleasure. He sucked because it was his place, because he yearned to make her happy by offering his mouth to the man she'd chosen to fuck.

    "You look good with a dick in your mouth," Allison said. "Now fucking deepthroat him. Swallow his cock. Choke on it if you have to. Show me you're eager to be a good cocksucker for me, Emmett."

    Emmett deepthroated as best as he could. He gagged on Joshua's impressively-sized cock and it seemed to turn Allison on as she kissed her playmate with wild abandon. Joshua's hands moved over her body, playing with her perky tits in her tight dress and grabbing her astoundingly sexy ass to give it a hard squeeze.

    "Take my dress off, cuckold," Allison insisted.

    Emmett let the cock slip from between his lips and stood. He moved behind Allison to remove her dress and saw a handful of people watching from outside the windows. They'd witnessed his cocksucking - his display of obedience to his wife - and they all looked delighted to have done so. Emmett wondered how many other cuckolds were at the party or if he was the only man who wasn't worthy of fucking his wife or any other woman at the party.

    He unzipped Allison's dressed and helped her out of it before she kissed Joshua again. Emmett set her dress over the back of a chair and turned to see Joshua unhook her bra and lower her panties, stripping Allison naked while an increasing number of the guests outside the windows turned their attention to the show unfolding in front of them.

    "Eat my ass, cuckold," Allison instructed. "I think our audience would like to see just how willing you are to serve."

    Emmett fell to his knees behind his wife, spread her ass cheeks, and offered an eager, lusty rimjob. He buried his face between her perfect bottom and licked vigorously, serving with pure delight while knowing an audience was watching him eat her ass while Allison continued to fool around with the man that would soon be fucking her.

    "I want you to take me from behind," Allison said. "I want you to fuck me hard while they watch."

    "May I watch?" a seductive voice said from the doorway.

    "Marie, yes, of course you can watch," Allison answered. "It's your party, after all."

    "Excellent," Marie replied.

    Allison stepped away from Emmett and moved onto her hands and knees on a sizable, elegant-looking ottoman that rested in the middle of the room, almost as if it had been placed there so someone could get fucked on it. Emmett watched Joshua quickly strip and move behind her. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and she moaned while he ran his other hand over her back and reached around to grope one of her breasts.

    "Fuck me," Allison said. "Please, Joshua, I need your cock inside me."

    "Allison, may I make use your cuckold?" Marie asked.

    "Of course," Allison replied with a smile.

    Marie walked to an expensive-looking wooden cabinet resting against the wall and opened it up. She reached inside and retrieved a lifelike dildo with a plump head and veins running down the rubber shaft. She smiled at the toy and then at Emmett before saying, "Strip and get on the ottoman with your wife, cuckold."

    Emmett stood and stripped hastily as Joshua slid into Allison's pussy and began to fuck her. He moved towards the ottoman - which was large enough to accommodate both of them - and got on his hands and knees facing Allison. She smiled and moaned loudly as her playmate's cock filled her pussy.

    "Suck," Marie commanded as she placed the toy at Emmett's lips.

    He took the rubber cock in his mouth and sucked while she moved it in and out of his mouth, fucking his face to the point of gagging each and every time before pulling back and offering him a reprieve from the unpleasant choking sensation.

    "Does Joshua's cock satisfy you, Allison?" Marie asked.

    "Yes," Allison answered before a low, lusty moan escaped her lips. "It feels so fucking good inside me. It feels so much better than my husband's worthless cock has ever felt."

    Marie pulled the toy from Emmett's mouth, held it in front of his face for a few moments as he saw how wet his throat had left it, and then moved it to his ass. She rubbed the spit-soaked tip around his asshole and he winced, mostly from a sense of fear that enveloped him, for he wasn't keen on getting fucked.

    "Your adorable little locked up cock is dripping precum, Emmett," Marie said. "You are, in a sense, wet. Is that because you enjoy watching your wife get fucked?"

    "Yes," Emmett answered.

    "And do you enjoy sucking cock, Emmett?" she asked. "Did you enjoy sucking Joshua's cock for your wife's pleasure?"

    "Yes, I did," Emmett answered.

    "And did you enjoy sucking cock for all those people watching from outside the window?" Marie asked as she applied gentle pressure to his asshole and slipped the very tip of the toy inside him.

    Emmett groaned and nodded as Allison stared into his eyes and moaned while getting pounded hard and fast from behind. "Yes, I did. I enjoyed sucking cock for an audience."

    "And will you enjoy getting fucked for an audience, Emmett?" Marie asked in a lust-filled voice.

    Emmett was so caught up in the moment that he pushed back on the toy and the tip slipped entirely into his asshole. He moaned and Allison smiled and joined him expressing her lust at being fucked by a big cock.

    "Allison, I'm impressed," Marie said. "We don't get a lot of cuckolds at these parties, and yours is more impressive than any I've ever met. I watched from the hallway as he sucked Joshua's cock without hesitation, and his asshole just swallowed this toy like it was nothing. It seems that you've done a wondrous job training your cuckold to serve your needs."

    Allison's lusty smile said so much as Emmett felt more of the toy invade his ass. "He knows he can't satisfy me like a normal man. He knows he's inferior to just about every man here. He knows he needs to be a cocksucker and a good anal whore if he wants to make me happy tonight. Isn't that right, Emmett? You understand that you can't satisfy me like a real man could, don't you?"

    "Yes," Emmett answered.

    Marie pulled the toy out and slid it inside him once more, only this time with greater speed and force. She smacked his ass, too, adding an element of pain to the humiliation of being fucked in the ass while his wife was having sex with someone else, all while an audience of strangers watched.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm close," Allison said. "Marie...can you fuck him harder?"

    "With pleasure," Marie answered.

    Emmett groaned as the toy pummeled his ass with deep, hard thrusts. He felt his asshole being stretched wide open with every thrust, but it turned Allison on. He could see it on her face. She'd turned him into little more than a fuck toy for her pleasure and he'd willingly offered his submission, just like a good cuckold would.

    "I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" Allison cried out.

    She kissed Emmett a moment later and moaned into his mouth as their tongues entwined. It felt like a privilege to be kissed in that moment, to connect with her as she climaxed with another man's cock inside her.

    "Joshua," Allison said after the climax had rolled through her body, "cum in his mouth."

    Joshua pulled out of Allison's pussy, moved onto his knees on the ottoman, and slipped his cock into Emmett's mouth. He grabbed two handfuls of hair and fucked his face, moving in and out at the kind of pace a man uses when all he cares about is his orgasm.

    "So many people are watching," Allison said softly as she grasped Emmett's locked cock and teased it. "They're watching you get spit roasted, Emmett. They're watching Joshua fuck your mouth while Marie pounds your asshole. They're watching you be a perfect cuckold for your wife. They're watching you be a good anal whore and a dirty little cocksucker, all in the name of making me happy."

    Joshua tensed up, pulled back until the head of his cock rested at the tip of Emmett's tongue, and came hard. Marie buried the toy in Emmett's ass as Joshua's moans filled the room. Emmett caught every drop of cum he was offered. He kept his lips sealed tight around the head and refused to let even a drop slide out of his mouth.

    Joshua pulled out when he was finished and Marie did the same, leaving Emmett empty except for the thick, creamy load that filled his mouth.

    "I want you to walk to the window and show everyone the load in your mouth," Allison instructed.

    Emmett got off the ottoman and walked towards the window, where a crowd of at least a dozen people had gathered. He felt hugely humiliated, but he opened his mouth and they all moved a little closer to see the thick, creamy load that rested on his tongue.

    Allison stepped behind Emmett, kissed his neck, and grasped his caged cock. She played with it, teasing his locked up flesh and seemingly taking possession of him in front of the audience. Emmett wasn't certain, but it felt like Allison was proudly showing him off to the people watching, like she loved that he'd put on such a humiliating show for them.

    "Now swallow, cuckold," she said softly. "Then show them your empty mouth. Show them you can be a good cum slut for your wife."

    Emmett swallowed and the thick cum slid down his throat. He opened his mouth to show he'd taken it all and the audience actually broke into applause.

    "What a good cuckold," Allison said. "I hope you enjoyed this, Emmett, because our night is just getting started."

    Emmett was ready for anything Allison wanted him to do, for as humiliating as it was, he enjoyed playing the part of a good cuckold for a group of strangers.
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    "I'm impressed at your cuckold's willingness to obey," Marie noted as Emmett helped Allison into her dress after the performance they put on for the dozen partygoers watching from just outside the room.

    "It's taken some time," Allison replied, "but Emmett didn't struggle much against my desire to exert more control over him. I wasn't entirely surprised, though. We've always fit exceptionally well together, though that's particularly true when it comes to our sexual desires."

    Marie looked at Emmett, who'd just finished zipping up Allison's elegant dress, and asked, "Is that true, Emmett? Are your sexual desires aligned with your wife's?"

    "They are," he answered. "I can still remember how aroused I was the first time she humiliated me, sexually speaking. She looked into my eyes as someone else was fucking her and she told me that my cock was worthless, that I couldn't hope to satisfy her the way the man inside her was. I very nearly had an orgasm without even touching my cock. It felt like the kind of pleasure that is beyond explanation, like finding that sort of thing arousing was just a part of who I am."

    Marie smiled and approached Emmett, who was still naked and whose cock was throbbing in its cage. She grasped his locked genitals, pulled just hard enough that he felt a bit of pressure between his legs, and said, "And now, as your wife has expanded your responsibilities beyond simple verbal humiliation, you still find it pleasurable?"

    "It's even more pleasurable," Emmett answered.

    Allison moved behind him and Marie stepped directly in front of Emmett, putting him between two astoundingly beautiful women in a manner that had his heart beating a little harder than expected.

    "And did you like it when I punished you by having one of my playmates take your ass, Emmett? Did you enjoy being on your hands and knees while you took a big cock from behind?" she asked.

    Emmett looked into Marie's eyes and nodded. "It was humiliating, and a little bit painful. But I did enjoy it. I enjoyed doing what Allison wanted. I enjoyed that she enjoyed it."

    Marie looked past Emmett and said, "Is that right? You enjoyed watching your husband get fucked by a man?"

    Allison parted Emmett's ass cheeks and rubbed her finger around his anus. He moaned as she answered, "It was a huge turn on. Much more so than I thought it would be, to be honest. I knew it would be a good way to punish him for disobeying me, but I had no idea I'd find it so thrilling to watch."

    Marie's gaze found Emmett's eyes once more and she cupped and caressed his balls as she asked, "And did you enjoy the way that I fucked you, Emmett? Did you enjoy taking that toy up your tight ass?"

    "Yes," Emmett admitted as he felt a growing sense of pleasure both between his legs and at his anus as both Allison and Marie continued to stimulate him.

    "I like you both very much," Marie said. "I think you're going to be a wonderful addition to our little group of naughty friends, and I think I'd like to see you get fucked before the night is over, Emmett. I've always found it splendidly erotic to see a straight man get on his hands and knees and offer up his body to another man. I like to see a man like you - a submissive man - surrender to that submission and take a good, hard fucking from a dominant man. I'll enjoy it even more knowing that your wife is watching, Emmett."

    "Will you do that for our new friend?" Allison asked before softly kissing the back of Emmett's neck. "Will you offer your ass to a man? Will you let a stranger fuck you while she and I watch?"

    "Yes," Emmett answered. He'd been completely swallowed by a wild sense of lust and he couldn't imagine answering in any other manner.

    "And what if I wanted to invite a larger group of people to watch, Emmett?" Marie asked. "Would you enjoy that?"

    Allison moaned softly and kissed Emmett's neck once more. She slipped a finger into his asshole and pushed as deep as it could go. Given that he'd just been fucked by a fairly thick toy, her finger felt good.

    "Yes, I'd enjoy that," he answered.

    "Then follow me," Marie said.

    She released Emmett's cock from her grasp, turned, and headed for the door. Allison pulled her finger from his asshole and then took his hand and they walked behind Marie and through the party. Emmett remained naked and drew a handful of stares from other guests, though most people seemed appreciative of the sight of a chastised man holding his wife's hand.

    Marie led them up an elegant staircase and to a spacious second floor bedroom with two massive windows that looked out on the backyard. The room featured a wall of bookshelves - all of which were absolutely stuffed with books - a couch under the windows, two leather chairs in front of the bookshelves, and a few more pieces of furniture that seemed to have been brought in for the party. The king size bed rested against the far wall and truly looked fit for a king with a soft, luxurious comforter and a trio of plump pillows that struck Emmett as a dream to rest his head against.

    Emmett hadn't seen or heard Marie encourage any of her guests to follow, but half a dozen well-dressed couples soon followed. They all found seats and Emmett felt their gazes rest on him, as if they all understood what was about to happen.

    "As his cock cage has no doubt signified to some of you, Emmett is a cuckold," Marie began. "He's a remarkable cuckold, though, and he's been guided into that state by his remarkable wife."

    The audience looked at Allison, who stood next to Emmett and happily smiled as she grasped his ass and gave it a good squeeze.

    "Emmett is dedicated to his wife's happiness in a way few men are, and it just so happens that he finds humiliation utterly intoxicating," Marie continued. "As a man that craves humiliation, Emmett has agreed to get fucked while all of you watch. He's going to get on his hands and knees in that bed and he's going to take a real man's cock in his ass. He's going to embrace the humiliation of being treated like a fuck toy by a man and he's going to do it for our pleasure."

    Emmett felt his legs tremble at the idea of being fucked in front of so many strangers. It felt different than taking the toy from Marie. It felt far more humiliating, in part because he truly had no desire to be fucked by a man. His body still recoiled at the idea, and yet Marie was correct that his mind found the humiliation of it hugely pleasurable.

    "Before he gets fucked, though," Marie said, "Emmett is going to offer his mouth to anyone in this room that would like to take advantage. Man or woman. He's a cuckold, after all, and more than anything he lives to serve."

    Emmett watched an exquisitely beautiful blonde in a short dress reach over and unzip her husband's pants. Her fingers slipped inside his fly and she pulled out a remarkably thick cock, looked up at Emmett, and said, "Suck his cock, cuckold."

    Emmett looked at Allison, who smiled and nodded. "Do as you're told, Emmett," she said. "Here, tonight, in this room, you're everyone's cuckold."

    Emmett crossed the room, dropped to his knees in front of the couple, and took the thick cock in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the head and he sucked as the beautiful woman put a hand on the back of his head and applied gentle pressure, urging Emmett to swallow even more cock. He did so, of course, and though he choked, Emmett found it surprisingly pleasurable to be blowing a total stranger in the context of the sex party.

    "I wasn't sure he'd do it," Marie said. "Again, I'm delighted to see that you've trained your husband to be so obedient."

    Emmett had never considered what Allison had done as training him, and yet it felt difficult to think of it as anything else given his willingness to do exactly as Allison wanted. He'd even allowed a man to take his ass without putting up much of a fight, which was as good a sign as any that he'd actually been trained - at least to a certain degree - by his wife.

    "I am too," Allison replied. "I've always enjoyed humiliating him. From the very first time I did it. I know I'm somewhat rare in that way, but I find it far more pleasurable to fuck someone else if I'm able to humiliate Emmett while it's happening. I particularly love being taken from behind and staring into his eyes while I tell him how pathetic his cock is, how worthless he is in bed, and how he couldn't hope to satisfy me the way the man in my pussy is satisfying me."

    Emmett's cock ached in its cage as his wife described so many of the sexual experiences they'd had over the past few years. He cherished those experiences and the pleasure that resulted from them. Her cherished being on his knees and watching Allison get fucked from behind as she berated him. He realized, as he was sucking cock, that he'd also cherished staring into Allison's eyes as a man fucked him from behind. The moment he'd gotten over his fear of taking cock in the ass, Emmett had actually found that experience utterly enthralling.

    "Eat my pussy," the beautiful woman who'd exposed her husband's cock said.

    Emmett let the thick dick fall from between his lips and moved to his right. He leaned closer and ate the exquisite-looking pussy in front of him, pushing his tongue deep inside and running it up and down, licking and sucking on her clit and making her moan in the process.

    It seemed that the first couple opened the floodgates, as Emmett was put to use by almost everyone in the room. He moved around on his knees, sucking cock and eating pussy and even giving the occasional rimjob. He was, as Allison had put it, everyone's cuckold, and he acted in that capacity and did his very best to ensure his wife, Marie, and all the guests were utterly enthralled with his service.

    By the time he'd sucked the last cock, Emmett's jaw ached and his throat felt a little sore. His eyes had watered and his nose was a little runny, and yet he felt as if he was riding high. His body was humming with desire from the repeated acts of service, and he could have spent the rest of the night repeating that process, in no small part because Allison had made it clear just how much she was enjoying watching him suck cock and eating pussy like a good cuckold.

    "Jason, thank you for joining us," Marie said as a tall, fit man entered the room. "This is Allison, and that caged little slut on his knees is her husband, Emmett."

    "Allison," Jason replied, "it’s a pleasure to meet you."

    Allison stepped towards the gorgeous man and reached up to take off his jacket. She handed it to Marie and then unbuttoned Jason's shirt, revealing a muscular chest and an impressive set of abs. They shared a kiss as Allison loosened his belt and dropped his pants to the floor. She stroked his cock through his underwear and Emmett watched it grow. He wasn't entirely sure that Jason was the man that would be fucking him in front of an audience, but it seemed quite likely.

    "Get in the bed, Emmett," Marie instructed. "On your hands and knees. Facing your audience."

    Emmett stood and crawled into the bed as his wife lowered Jason's underwear and exposed his impressively long and thick cock. She took it in her hand, stroked it, and kissed him again as he moaned into her mouth.

    "He has a beautiful cock, don't you think?" Marie asked as she sat on the edge of the bed and ran her fingers over Emmett's ass.

    "He does," Emmett answered. It was unequivocally beautiful, and though he felt a little nervous about having it inside him, Emmett wasn't ashamed to admit that another man's cock was beautiful.

    "It's going to be inside you, Emmett," Marie explained as she stood and opened the nightstand drawer. She pulled out a small, clear bottle and popped the top before squirting some of the liquid onto her fingers. "That cock is going to fuck your ass, Emmett. It's going to fuck your ass while everyone in the room watches. They're all excited, too. They feel the same as I do. They like watching a straight man surrender his manhood for the sake of our pleasure. You know that's what you're doing, right? You know that you're giving up a little piece of your manhood for the pleasure of everyone in the room, right?"

    "Yes," Emmett admitted. Marie approached and rubbed her lubed fingers over his asshole, making it a little bit easier for Jason's big cock to slide into him. There was no question he was giving up a piece of his manhood. He was embracing the humiliation of being fucked and he was doing it because his wife, and Marie, and everyone else in the room wanted it. He was doing it for their entertainment, for their pleasure.

    Allison dropped to her knees, looked up at Jason, and took his cock in her hand. She wrapped her fingers around it and stroked slowly before taking the head in her mouth. Jason moaned at the pleasure of Allison's mouth and Emmett's cock throbbed in its cage as Marie pushed a trio of fingers into his asshole and gently fucked him.

    "Your wife is an exceptional cocksucker, Emmett," Marie said. "It's no wonder you're so good too. You had an exceptional teacher. You've probably watched her blow countless men, haven't you?"

    "Yes," Emmett replied. "And she's exceptional, you're right."

    Marie added a fourth finger to his ass and fucked him a little faster. "And you are too, Emmett. You have impressive stamina. You've sucked quite a bit of cock today, and I'd be willing to bet that you're not done. Does it excite you to know that you'll be coming to more parties in the future, and that you'll be sucking cock like a good little cuckold slut at most of those parties?"

    "Yes," Emmett admitted.

    Marie pulled her fingers from his ass and placed the lube on the nightstand. Allison must have gotten the signal because she pulled back from Jason's cock and stood. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gently pulled him towards the bed.

    "I want you to fuck my husband while everyone watches," Allison said. "I want you to show him his place. I want you to take his ass and use it hard for your pleasure. I want you to cum inside him."

    Emmett felt Jason crawl into the bed and looked back to see the tall, muscular man spit in his hand and stroke his cock. He placed the tip at the entrance to Emmett's asshole and applied gentle, steady pressure.

    "Oh, fuck," Emmett said.

    He heard a moan from the audience and looked up to see two women giving their husbands handjobs. Two more were masturbating as they watched and everyone wore a look of pleasure or intense fascination on their faces.

    "How does it feel to be the center of attention?" Allison asked as she stepped in front of Emmett and leaned over until they were face to face.

    "It feels good," he said before groaning as Jason's cock bottomed out in his ass.

    "And how does it feel to get fucked again?" she asked. "How does it feel to have a long, thick cock in your ass? How does it feel to know that he's going to use you for his pleasure and dump his thick load in your rectum when he's done?"

    "It feels good," Emmett admitted.

    Allison smiled and reached up to caress his face. She leaned a little closer and her lips hovered achingly close to his as she said, "I love you, Emmett. I love that you're so eager to do what I want. I love that you crave humiliation. I love, love, love that you're willing to be a cock whore for me, that you're willing to let Jason use you like a faggot for my pleasure, and for the pleasure of everyone in this room."

    "I love you too, Allison," he replied. "And I'm willing to be whatever you want me to be."

    Allison kissed him passionately as Jason began to fuck him in earnest and Emmett moaned into his wife's mouth. She offered her tongue for a brief, beautiful dance and then backed away and took a seat next to a good-looking stranger that hadn't been in the room before. That man immediately reached between Allison's legs, moved her dress out of the way, and slipped his fingers into her pussy, all while her eyes remained fixed on Emmett and the fucking he was taking.

    Emmett let his eyes wander around the room and saw that everyone was watching him. Every single person had their eyes on him. They were witnessing him being fucked by a man, being used like a sex toy, being pounded for someone else's pleasure while his locked cock dripped precum because the entire night had been such a thoroughly arousing experience that he couldn't help but feel turned on.

    "How does his ass feel?" Marie asked.

    "It's tight," Jason replied. "It feels fucking great."

    "You can fuck him harder, you know," she said. "He won't mind, and I think everyone else in the room might enjoy it if you make him feel a bit of pain while you're using his ass for your pleasure."

    Jason took that suggestion to heart and almost immediately began to fuck Emmett harder and faster. The pain came with those harder thrusts and Emmett gripped two handfuls of the comforter and gritted his teeth.

    Marie was right, though. People found it more pleasurable. Emmett could see it on their faces. His suffering was turning them on. He was being used harder and more aggressively and everyone in the room enjoyed it.

    "That's it," Marie said. "Use him hard, Jason. He's just a hole. Tonight, in this room, he's nothing more than a fuck toy for your pleasure. Use him as such. Use him as hard and fast as you want."

    Jason did just that. He used Emmett hard. Every thrust brought with it a little bit of pain, but Emmett felt pleasure, too. It was partly from the cock pressing into his prostate, but it wasn't just that. It was also from the joy of submission, of being used, of being a piece of entertainment for everyone. It was from the overwhelming humiliation of his situation.

    "I'm close," Jason announced after a long, vigorous fuck.

    "Cum in his ass," Allison said from her seat. "Cum in my husband's ass."

    Moans filled the room. People were now masturbating and playing with each other en masse. Everyone was barreling towards an orgasm, with the exception of Emmett, of course. His cock was locked up tight. There would be no orgasm for him.

    Jason buried his cock in Emmett's ass and unloaded. His cock expanded, and while Emmett couldn't feel the cum spraying in his rectum, he knew it was happening. He was being bred for an audience. He was being loaded up with thick cum. He was surrendering his manhood.

    Jason held his dick in Emmett's ass for a short spell and then pulled out, got out of the bed, and gave Marie a quick kiss on the cheek before grabbing his clothes and departing the room.

    "Emmett, get on your knees in the middle of the room," Marie demanded. Emmett crawled out of the bed and got on his knees as instructed. Marie came closer, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled up until he was looking into her eyes. "How would you like to be everyone's cum dumpster, Emmett? How would you like all of the men in this room to cum on your face?"

    "What he wants doesn't matter," Allison said. "Not tonight. Not right now. What I want is what matters, and I want to see him covered in cum. And if any of you ladies can squirt, feel free to do so on my husband."

    Two men stood and approached Emmett as Marie stepped back. They both stroked their cocks and soon enough he'd taken two hot facials. The loads felt enormous, too, and Emmett was made to suck each cock clean before the men stepped away.

    Two women followed. They both lifted their dresses, masturbated furiously, and squirted hard on Emmett. Allison remained in her seat as the man who'd been fingering her pussy stood and approached Emmett. Soon enough, another load of cum landed on his face, all while he stared into his wife's eyes while she masturbated.

    Eventually, seven men and two women had unloaded on Emmett's face. He was coated in cum and slick pussy juices. He was thoroughly humiliated, and yet he wasn't sure he'd ever been so turned on. He remained on his knees and stared across the room at his wife, who had a lusty smile on her face.

    Allison stood, sauntered towards him, and removed her dress. It fell to the floor and she said, "On your back."

    Emmett moved to his back and Allison straddled him and slowly lowered her pussy onto his face. She rubbed it through the mixture of cum and juice, adding some of her own and making an absolute mess of her thighs and pussy in the process.

    "Clean me," she said. "Clean up every drop of cum."

    Emmett went to work like a ravenous cuckold should. He licked up every drop of cum he could find. He licked and sucked and swallowed. His mouth tasted of salty seed. His throat burned. He didn't care. He licked the loads of seven men from his wife's pussy and thighs and he did so gleefully.

    "Now make me cum," Allison instructed.

    Emmett tended to her clit as he looked up into his wife's eyes. She held his gaze and he admired the lusty fire in her pupils as he massaged her clit and did everything he could to try and bring her to the thrilling climax she deserved.

    When she came, juices poured from Allison's pussy and soaked Emmett's face. Her moans filled the room, which was now largely empty as most of their audience had disappeared after cumming.

    "How beautiful," Marie said. "You two are a lovely couple and it's a privilege to have you at my party. I do hope you'll continue to come as I think we can have so much fun together."

    "We will," Allison said.

    Emmett knew he didn't have a choice in the matter. He knew Allison was in control. That's how he wanted it, though. He wanted her to be the one to make the decision where their sex life was concerned, for her decisions always made him happiest. As Marie had noted numerous times that night, Emmett was now a well-trained cuckold and all he really wanted to do was satisfy his wife.

    The End.

  
    A Different Date Night Than Most

    “I’m so sorry, but I’ll be half an hour late,” you texted your wife. “Meeting is running long. Have a drink without me.”

    You’d both gotten so busy with your careers that you started spending less and less time together. It got easier to put on your leisure wear and hang out in front of the TV after work instead of making an effort to stay connected. That’s why you instituted your twice-monthly date nights. You’d both get dressed up, go out for drinks and dinner at a new restaurant, and if things went right you’d get a hotel room and spend a few hours – or the whole night – having some fun.

    You know she’s going to be annoyed that you’re late. You both promised you’d make every effort to carve out time for your dates. The moment the meeting ends you rush out of the office. You stop in the bathroom to make sure you look good and head for the elevators. Your Uber is waiting the moment you exit the building and you hop in for the quick ride to the restaurant.

    “Thanks,” you say before departing the car and adding a tip. You pull open the door and immediately spot your wife at the bar. Her long blonde hair is hard to miss and her ass looks spectacular in the little black dress she chose for your night out.

    Your wife is engaged in an animated conversation with another guy. A good looking guy, in fact. You move to join them when she leans in and touches his arm while laughing. She’s flirting with him. She’s absolutely flirting with another man.

    You stop and sit at a table that offers a view of the bar. They’re both laughing. You see his eyes glance at your wife’s ass as she turns to the bartender to order another drink. She looks back at him and sees him eyeing her body. She smiles. It seems like she’s enjoying the attention.

    He leans closer and reaches up to brush some of her hair aside. That’s the moment where your wife should lean back or walk away. She doesn’t, though. She smiles at him and it seems like she’s leaning a little bit closer.

    His hand moves to her knees and he says something. It brings a smile to her face. His fingers move to the inside of her leg and you watch as he rubs her. Your wife’s dress is too tight for him to move much further up her thigh, but it certainly seems like he’d try if he could.

    Your wife says something and he smiles. You wish you could read her lips. Did she tell him his touch felt good? Did she tell him she wanted to feel more of it? Did she offer up some sort of little joke?

    You know you shouldn’t be watching. You should be over there. You should end the flirtation between your wife and this stranger she met at a bar. You can’t bring yourself to do it, though. You don’t really want to admit it, but you’re turned on. The sensations in your body are unquestionably those that come with arousal. It feels like it’s slowly spreading from your loins to the rest of your body. Your heart is pounding. You’re just a little lightheaded.

    You watch him lean closer as his fingers move under your wife’s dress. You see her smile. You see their lips meet. They share a kiss. It’s slow and tender. Your wife’s mouth opens. His does the same. You see just a hint of her tongue. It’s a hell of a first kiss.

    Your wife is kissing another man and he’s caressing her thighs. He’s doing everything he can to turn her on and it seems to be working. She seems more than happy to be kissed, too. Is she punishing you for being late and not taking date night seriously enough? Is she simply exploring something that makes her feel good?

    The kiss finally ends and he says something to her. Your wife glances towards you and smiles. She turns to him and replies. He smiles at her. His hand moves out from between her legs. He reaches back and pulls out his wallet. He pulls a hotel key from it and slides it onto the bar. He’s propositioning her. He wants to fuck your wife.

    She takes the key and slips it into her purse. He leans in and they share another kiss. Her hand moves to his leg. It moves up his thigh. She comes awfully close to playing with his cock in a bar but she doesn’t quite get there.

    He stands up and says goodbye. He walks away and your wife turns to you. She beckons you to come over. You slide out of your seat and walk towards her. Your cock is half hard and it’s noticeable, but you’re not going to leave her sitting there alone.

    “What was that?” you ask.

    “It seemed to be something you enjoyed quite a bit,” she replies before glancing between your legs.

    You can’t deny your excitement so you don’t bother trying to put up a fight. “Did he give you a key to his room?” you ask.

    “He did. He’s staying at the Ritz-Carlton right down the street,” she replies.

    “Why did you take the key?” you ask.

    Your wife smiles, picks up her glass of wine and takes a long sip. “Why not?” she replies. “Are you saying you don’t want me to go to his room?”

    “No, that’s not what I’m saying,” you reply. The words spill from your lips before you have a chance to think about them.

    Your wife seems surprised by your answer. “Are you saying you want me to go to his room?” she asks.

    Is that what you want? Is that why you were so turned on watching them kiss? Do you want your wife to go to his room? Do you want her to fuck him?

    “I don’t know,” you say. “Is that what you want?”

    “Would you stop me if that’s what I wanted?” she asks.

    It feels like you’re playing a game of chicken that could have a rather impactful outcome and you’re not sure how to proceed. You know that most men would be infuriated after watching their wives kiss another man. You know you’re not. In fact, you’re turned on.

    “No, I wouldn’t,” you say. It’s quite literally the truth. If your wife left the bar with the intention of going to the stranger’s room, you wouldn’t stop her. Part of you would want to, but you wouldn’t stop her.

    She studies your face for a few moments, like she’s not sure you’re telling the truth. “He was a good kisser,” she says. “A very good kisser.”

    You see her smile as she thinks about the kiss she shared with him.

    “I liked the way he touched me, too,” she says. She looks away for a moment and bites her lower lip. Then she looks back and smiles before saying, “I’m wet. For him.”

    Your cock is hard. You’re not sure why, but it is. You wish it wasn’t. You wish you weren’t so enthralled with what she’s saying, but you are.

    “You should…you should go to him,” you say. “You should go to his room. You should do what you want to do.”

    “How do you know I want to fuck him?” she asks.

    It feels like she just confirmed her desire. “Because I can see it in your eyes. I can see it in your face. I could see it when he kissed you. You want him.”

    Your wife smiles. She grabs her purse and stands up. “You’re right,” she says. “I’ll see you at home tonight. Make sure you wait up for me. I’ll make sure your night is as memorable as mine.”

    True to your word, you make no move to stop her. You watch her go. She looks back and smiles before leaving the restaurant. She’s going to another man’s hotel room. She’s going to fuck him. She’s going to fuck another man and you’re sitting at the bar with an erection.

    You order a drink. You’ll finish it and perhaps have another. You’ll think about your wife and the other man fucking. You’ll let your desire grow. You’ll embrace the strange, unexpected feelings. Then you’ll go home and enjoy whatever pleasures your wife has in mind for when she’s done with him.

  
    A Different Kind of Marriage

    For some men, the idea of marrying a woman that’s largely interested in your money and isn’t particularly interested in fucking you would be a nightmare. Not all men, though.

    She’s not a gold digger. Not really. She’s just a woman with expensive taste. She doesn’t intend on denying you pleasure, either. She just intends on controlling how that pleasure is doled out. You certainly won’t experience pleasure by fucking her. You’re not worthy of fucking her pussy, or her ass, or her mouth. Other men are worthy of those pleasures, but you’re not.

    You’re something of a glutton for punishment. You have a masochist streak in you. You look at this beautiful blonde goddess and you think of how it would feel to be denied the chance to fuck her each and every day. You think of how you’d ask and how she’d turn you down. You think of how it would thrill you to be told no over and over again. You think of how much you’d enjoy being completely denied the pleasure you crave simply because she’d judged you as being genuinely unworthy of having sex with her.

    You’re not unworthy of a handjob, though. She’ll jerk you off from time to time. She’ll stroke you while telling you that you’re not worthy of her pussy and she’ll make you cum with exceptional quickness, though it won’t happen very often. She knows that you’ll be a better husband if you’re a little pent up, so you’ll only get to cum when you’ve really earned it. You’ll earn it, won’t you? You’ll work hard for your orgasms, won’t you?

    Do you worry about the fluffing? That’s okay. Most men would worry about that. It’s a little bit scary, isn’t it? I mean, you don’t want to suck cock, right? You’re straight. You love her blonde hair. You love her tits. You love her tight ass. You love her pussy, too, even if you’ll never get to fuck it.

    Sucking cock is the price you’ll have to pay. It’s how she’ll keep your ego in check, how she’ll keep you in line. When you get on your knees and suck dick for her you’ll have a hard time complaining about not receiving the pleasures normally reserved for a man, won’t you? After all, a straight man wouldn’t suck cock, would he?

    The same goes for cleaning up after the men that fuck her. Whether she’s pouring cum into your mouth from used condoms or you’re licking it off her tits, her ass, her stomach, or out of her pussy, you’ll do it. You’ll probably fight it at first, but soon enough you’ll accept that in your marriage, she’s the one that makes the rules. You’ll accept your masochistic side. You’ll embrace the pleasure of being denied and being made to do things you’re not exactly excited about.

    When you do, she’ll tend to your pleasure. She’ll jerk you off while you kiss and lick her perfect tits. She’ll let you taste her pussy. She’ll sit on your face and feed it to you while you’re permitted to masturbate. She’ll deny you, but she’ll make sure you’re satisfied as long as you pay for the life she wants. That sounds like a good deal, doesn’t it?

  
    A Difficult Truth You Need to Hear, Sweetie

    I know this is hard to hear, honey, but size matters. It really does. I know guys like to tell themselves that it doesn’t. What’s that saying, “It’s not the size of the boat, but the motion in the ocean that matters?” Yeah, that’s not really true. Unfortunately, the size of the boat matters.

    Do you see that picture? That’s my ex-boyfriend. That’s the guy I was dating before you. He wasn’t much of a boyfriend – he was kind of an asshole, actually – but he did have that huge cock, and he absolutely knew how to use it. He knew how to fuck me like I need. He knew how to make me cum.

    I was hoping I could find a guy that was kind, sweet, and supportive – like you are – and that could make me cum. I couldn’t do that though.

    So, I’m afraid we have to make some changes to our relationship.

    I guess I should say that I’ve already made some changes to our relationship.

    That picture is from last night. I texted my ex. I told him I needed his cock. I told him my current boyfriend wasn’t getting the job done and that I need him to fuck me.

    I hope you’re okay with that. I hope you recognize that I really like you and that I still want to be with you. I just need you to accept that you’re going to be a cuckold.

    His cock was even better than I remembered it being, honey. I guess spending so much time with your little dick made me forget how good it could feel to get fucked by someone with a really massive cock.

    I won’t forget now, though. Now, anytime I see your small penis I’m going to think of his. I’m going to think about how good it felt to get on my knees and suck his cock. I’m going to think about how good it felt to suck on his balls and listen to him moan.

    Most of all, I’m going to think about how good it felt to spread my legs and take him inside me. That was the moment I knew I couldn’t go back to your small cock. I just need something bigger and better, and he can give me that.

    Maybe it’s just because he has a really big cock, but he’s so much more confident and dominant in bed than you are. He really gives me what I need, and sometimes I don’t even know that I need it. It’s like he can read my mind. He knows how to fuck me like I crave.

    When he tells me to bend over, I get wet. When he grabs my hips and pushes his cock into me, I cry out in pleasure. When he pounds my pussy from behind, I can feel every thrust.

    Anyway, I hope you’re okay with all of this. I’d understand it if you weren’t, but I think you should be open-minded. Your small cock isn’t going to be able to make any woman cum the way she wants, and I’m happy to stay with you while I get the sex I need from someone else. I don’t think you’re going to find that kind of setup with another woman. I’ll still let you eat my pussy. I’ll give you handjobs. Every once in a while I’ll even give you a pity fuck. That wouldn’t be so bad, would it?

    Do you want a handjob right now? Do you want me to show you more pictures of me having fun with my ex-boyfriend’s big cock while I stroke your cock? I knew you’d like the sound of that.

  
    A Dominatrix Always Gets What She Wants - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Nick was naked and on his knees in the middle of Mistress Elena’s room at the Mansion. His hands were cuffed behind his back and she stood in front of him in fishnet stockings, a short, tight black leather skirt, and a corset that pushed her breasts spectacularly high on her chest. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she wore the same smile she almost always had on her face when he was in a submissive position in front of her.

    “How many times have you cleaned your mess out of Rebecca’s pussy since I last saw you?” she asked.

    “Three times, mistress,” Nick answered.

    “And have you made her cum all three times?” Mistress Elena asked as she looked down at him.

    “Yes, mistress. I even made her cum twice on one occasion,” he said.

    “And have you asked permission to clean her all three times?” she asked.

    Nick smiled. “Yes, mistress. She seems to like it, me asking permission, that is. I don’t really know why, but she does seem to like it.”

    Mistress Elena stepped behind him, grabbed a handful of Nick’s hair, and pulled back until he was looking up at her. “Maybe Rebecca has a dominant side. Maybe it makes her feel like you’re her little bitch that would be willing to do damn near anything to make her feel good. Maybe she likes it when you admit just how pathetic you are.”

    She bent over, smiled, and released a long string of spit that traveled from her mouth and landed just below his eye. Mistress Elena released his hair and the spit slowly dripped down his face. Nick captured some of it with his tongue and swallowed.

    “You know that it’s pathetic to be the kind of man that always cums before your wife, don’t you?” Mistress Elena asked as she approached the wall holding her instruments of pain and selected a riding crop.

    “I do, mistress,” he answered. “I can’t help it, though. I get so turned on when we have sex these days.”

    “And why is that?” she asked. “Is it because you know you’re going to crawl between your wife’s legs and eat your load out of her pussy? Is that why you get excited?”

    Nick felt a touch of fear as Mistress Elena ran the tip of the riding crop over his ass. He knew the leather could bite into his flesh if she chose to deliver a blow and he couldn’t help but dread that moment. “I think so, mistress,” he answered as the leather continued to move over his ass. “I think it’s also because Rebecca seems to like me cleaning her after I cum too quickly. She seems to find it really pleasurable. I could be wrong, but she always has what seems like a really good orgasm and she tells me she likes it.”

    “So you’ve finally found a way to please your wife,” Mistress Elena said. “You can’t do it like a real man would – you can’t fuck her to an orgasm – but you can cum too quickly like a pathetic little bitch and then clean your mess out of her pussy like some cum drunk whore, and that makes her feel good.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied. “It does.”

    Mistress Elena brought the riding crop down on his ass and Nick cried out in pain as the sound of the leather biting into his flesh reverberated around the room. He wondered if she’d hit him hard enough to leave a mark, though there was a part of him that would have welcomed that.

    “Do you think your wife wants more?” Mistress Elena asked as she stepped in front of Nick and moved close enough that he had to crane his neck to look up at her.

    “More, mistress?” he asked.

    “More than what you can offer,” she clarified while rubbing the tip of her riding crop over his stiff cock. “Do you think Rebecca wants to be with a man that can actually last long enough to make her cum? Do you think she wants to be with a man whose cock isn’t embarrassingly small and unimpressive? Do you think she wants to be fucked by a real man?”

    “I…I honestly don’t know,” Nick answered.

    Mistress Elena stepped back and bent over until her face was directly above Nick’s. “I’m going to share something with you, Nick. An absolute truth. Every woman wants to be fucked by a real man. Most aren’t willing to blow up their marriage to experience that pleasure, but every woman wants to be fucked by a man with a hard body, a big cock, and the stamina to last long enough to provide the kind of orgasm that makes a woman’s toes curl. So yes, Rebecca absolutely wants more than you can offer. She wants to get fucked by a real man. She wants to spread her legs for him. She wants to welcome his cock into her tight cunt. She wants to beg him to fuck her hard. She wants to scream his name as he makes her tremble with the kind of pleasure her husband has never provided.”

    “I know,” Nick said. “I know I’m not good enough for her. I know I can’t satisfy her. I know she deserves better.” His cock ached with desire, desire that his mistress had skillfully provided with expertly-delivered dirty talk. He felt an urge to thank her for making things so clear and for skillfully turning him on, but Nick kept those thoughts to himself.

    Mistress Elena reached up and ran her index finger over Nick’s lips as she smiled. She added her middle finger and pushed both into his mouth. He offered no resistance as she explored his oral cavity before saying softly, “Suck.”

    Nick closed his lips around her fingers and sucked gently as he thought of the strapon blowjob he’d given not that long ago. There was something so erotic about being so close to Mistress Elena and sucking on her fingers that he felt as though he could have done it all day.

    “What if Rebecca wanted to fuck someone else, Nick?” she asked. “What if she wanted to cuckold you? What if she decided that she needed someone better, that she deserved to have a real man in her cunt? What would you do, Nick? Would you support her? Would you tell her that she deserves better? Would you tell her to fuck someone else if it’s what she needed?”

    Nick nodded. In the moment he couldn’t imagine doing anything other than supporting Rebecca in that endeavor, mostly because the idea struck him as hugely arousing.

    “You’d be a good cuckold, wouldn’t you?” she asked as her fingers moved in and out of his mouth. “You’d help your beautiful wife pick out something sexy to wear for her new man. You’d help dress her for her date. You’d help her pick out the perfect shade of lipstick so her date would spend the whole night imagining her soft, sexy lips wrapped around his cock. You’d tell her to stay out all night if that’s what she needed. You’d tell her to enjoy herself with her new man, to enjoy his cock for as long as she wanted, and then you’d welcome her home with love and tenderness.”

    Nick nodded again as his cock throbbed in a way he wasn’t sure it ever had. He was naked, handcuffed, sucking on his mistress’s fingers and living out a hugely erotic fantasy he’d never really considered.

    Mistress Elena pulled her fingers from his mouth, wiped the saliva on his face, stood, and said, “Would you like to be a cuckold, Nick? Would you like to be the kind of man whose wife is free to fuck other people? Would you like to be the kind of man whose wife no longer has any need for his worthless cock?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick admitted.

    “Is your dick hard and dripping precum because this turns you on, Nick?” she asked before extending her foot and teasing his balls with her fishnet-clad toes.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said. “I don’t know why, but what you’re talking about, it really turns me on.”

    “Don’t worry about why, Nick,” she replied. “Just embrace what turns you on. Embrace that you love the idea of your wife fucking another man. In fact, I want you to buy your wife a present. I want you to buy her a dildo, Nick. I want you to buy her a lifelike dildo that’s bigger than your cock – but not too big – and then I want you to use it on her. I want you to get your wife all worked up and then I want you to slide that big toy into her pussy while you lick her clit. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick answered.

    “Good. Make sure you give Rebecca an orgasm while that toy is inside her. Make sure it’s a great orgasm, Nick. Make sure she cums all over the cock you’re going to fuck her with,” Mistress Elena instructed. “And while you’re doing it, make sure you’re thinking about that cock belonging to another man. Don’t say anything about it – I suspect Rebecca’s not ready for that yet – but I want you to be thinking about. I want you to think of yourself as a cuckold while you’re fucking your wife with that big toy, Nick. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he replied. “I’ll do it. I will.”

    “I know you will,” she said. “Because you can’t help yourself, Nick. I know that you’re going to be thinking about being your wife’s cuckold nonstop. You’re going to think about her fucking someone else, someone better than you. You’re going to think about her cumming all over someone else’s cock. You’re going to think about her taking a lover and banishing your cock from her pussy.”

    Nick desperately wished he could cum, for it was the only thing he wanted in that moment.

    “You’re not going to cum until you’ve fucked your wife with that toy you’re going to buy,” Mistress Elena instructed. “You can worship her pussy as much as you want until then, but I suggest you pay for the express shipping, because until she’s cum with a much bigger cock inside her I don’t want your disappointing little dick going anywhere near her. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick answered.

    “And you know you won’t be cumming today,” she said before stepping behind him once more. “I am going to let you suffer for me, though, and if you do a good job I’ll let you worship my ass while I masturbate to orgasm. Would you enjoy that, Nick?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    Mistress Elena brought the riding crop down on his ass a moment later and Nick cried out in pain. Several more blows followed, making it clear that she truly intended on making him suffer. Nick welcomed it, though. Suffering for his mistress thrilled him, and the opportunity to worship her ass while she masturbated was one he couldn’t pass up.

    
      
    

    Rebecca moaned as Nick reached up and played with her breasts while his tongue gently massaged her clit. He licked with a steady rhythm, slowly drawing his wife deeper into her desire and ensuring she was wet and eager for what he hoped would be a thrilling experience with the new toy he’d bought.

    Her head rolled from side to side on the soft pillow as she put her hands over his and urged him to squeeze her breasts a little tighter. Rebecca moaned as he did so and he pushed his tongue into her pussy for a quick taste of her wetness before returning to her clit.

    “Nick, that feels so good,” she said as her eyes opened and she gazed down at him with a delighted smile on her face. “Will you fuck me?”

    Nick sat back on his knees and said, “I will, but I was hoping you’d let me try something a little different.”

    “Different? Like a different position?” Rebecca asked.

    Nick shook his head, backed out of the bed, and opened the top drawer of his dresser. He pushed his underwear aside and pulled out the toy he’d bought at Mistress Elena’s direction. He took a deep breath to calm his nerves – he was worried Rebecca would laugh at him or be completely and utterly offended at the appearance of the toy – and then turned to his wife and approached the bed.

    “What’s that?” Rebecca asked.

    “I know this might sound crazy, but I was hoping you’d let me use this on you,” he said. “I was thinking I’d play with your clit while I did.”

    Rebecca stared at the toy without saying a word and Nick worried that he’d made a huge mistake or that he should have brought it up in a different way. Then, he saw her lips curl into a slight smile before she said, “It’s so big.”

    “I hope it’s not too big,” he replied.

    Rebecca smiled and finally pulled her eyes from the toy. “No, I’m sure it’s not. It’s just…it’s bigger than…”

    “Bigger than me?” Nick asked as Rebecca trailed off.

    “Well, yeah,” she replied.

    Nick laid between her legs and kissed Rebecca’s thighs. “It lasts longer than I do, too,” he said before pressing his lips against her clit and gently running his tongue over it. She moaned and arched her back as he offered her the kind of pleasure she clearly enjoyed.

    Nick moved back a little and reached up to rub his thumb over her clit. Rebecca looked down and watched as he pressed the toy between her pussy lips and gently moved it around the slippery pink flesh to soak up some of her juices.

    “Can I?” he asked.

    Rebecca bit her lower lip and nodded. Nick slowly pushed the toy – which was at least twice as thick as his cock – inside his wife as he continued to work her clit with his thumb. Much to his delight, Rebecca arched her back once more and unleashed a deep groan as Nick watched the dildo slowly disappear inside his wife.

    Mistress Elena’s words filled his head during that initial penetration. Her instructions to think of himself as a cuckold took hold and he imagined it being another man’s cock filling his wife and causing her to arch her back and moan in that manner. He imagined someone else on top of her and slowly guiding his cock into her wet, warm, needy pussy.

    Nick held all eight inches of the cock-shaped toy inside his wife for a few moments before slowly pulling it out. Rebecca groaned again as he pushed it back inside her and she lifted her hips a little as if she was trying to meet the thrust of the imaginary man that was cuckolding Nick.

    “Does it feel good?” he asked.

    Rebecca looked down at him and nodded. “Yes, it does. I don’t…I don’t know if I’ve ever had anything that size inside me. I…I like it, Nick.”

    She closed her eyes and arched her back again before a beautiful moan escaped her lips. Nick wondered if she was underselling just how much she enjoyed the toy, because it looked like Rebecca was experiencing a particular kind of bliss.

    “Harder,” she said. “Nick, fuck me harder.”

    Nick imagined his wife uttering those words to another man, to the man whose cock she was enjoying. He cuckolded himself in his mind and he fucked Rebecca harder as he did so. He moved his thumb over her clit faster, too.

    “Oh my god,” Rebecca muttered. “Fuck me, Nick, fuck me harder.”

    Nick fucked her harder and faster and when the saliva that had lubed Rebecca’s clit dried up he adjusted his body and positioned his head just above her pubic area so he could use his tongue while moving the toy in and out of her pussy. Rebecca moaned – perhaps his tongue brought extra pleasure – and put a hand on the back of his head in a manner that Nick found hugely thrilling.

    Nick saw Rebecca’s thighs tremble with pleasure as he pumped the thick toy in and out of her pussy at a far faster pace than he’d expected when they started. His unattended cock throbbed with desire as he couldn’t help but do exactly as Mistress Elena desired and imagine it was another man fucking his wife. The imagery unfolding in his head proved to be hugely arousing – and humiliating in the most delightful way – to the point that he found himself wishing that Rebecca had actually taken a lover and that he was there watching his wife get fucked.

    “Here,” Rebecca said as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around the toy. “Let me.”

    Nick released the toy from his grasp and lifted his head to watch Rebecca take over. He saw that the rubber cock was exceptionally wet with her juices and that his wife was fucking herself far faster and harder than he had, demonstrating that he’d underestimated just how badly she wanted to be filled with something longer and thicker than what rested between his legs.

    Rebecca put a hand on the back of his head and said, “Don’t stop licking my clit,” before applying pressure and pushing him towards her pussy.

    Nick returned his head to its place against her pubic bone and extended his tongue to lick his wife’s clit as she pummeled her pussy with the dildo. He couldn’t help but think that Mistress Elena was right, that Rebecca was absolutely the kind of woman that craved a real man and not a pathetic, small-dicked man that couldn’t last long enough to make her cum. That realization only made his cock throb more, though, filling him with an incredible ache that made him eager to help Rebecca cum.

    “I’m cumming,” she cried out. “I’m cumming!”

    Rebecca buried the toy in her pussy and held it there as Nick kept up gentle pressure on her clit right up to the point that her orgasm crested. Then he pulled back and kissed her stomach as he watched Rebecca’s legs tremble as she let out a steady stream of moans.

    “Wow,” Rebecca said as she pulled the toy out of her pussy and held it up. It was coated with her juices, indicating just how much she’d enjoyed herself. “Nick, thank you.”

    He turned to see a giddy smile on her face. “For what?”

    “For the idea to buy me this toy,” she said. “For using it on me. For licking me while I used it. For everything that just happened.”

    Nick couldn’t help but get caught up in her giddiness. He crawled closer and they shared a kiss as he settled next to her. “So you liked it?” he asked.

    “I loved it,” she replied before her gaze drifted to his cock. “What about you?”

    “I loved using it on you,” he answered. “I loved watching you use it too. I don’t know, there was just something so hot about watching it fill you.”

    Rebecca laughed. “I was actually asking about taking care of you, but I love that you enjoyed me using this toy.”

    “Oh, yeah, well, I mean, I’d love to orgasm,” he said.

    Rebecca set the toy on the nightstand, pushed Nick onto his back, and straddled him. She reached down to guide his cock into her pussy and slowly sat down on it. He moaned as his loins came alive with pleasure and Rebecca unleashed a naughty smile and leaned down to kiss him.

    She rode his cock while their tongues mingled and Nick couldn’t help but do as Mistress Elena had instructed. Rebecca was no longer fucking the toy, but that didn’t stop him from thinking about her fucking someone else. He saw her on her back like she’d been with the toy. He saw another man’s cock moving in and out of her. He saw her moaning in pleasure as that man fucked her. It was enough to put him over the top and in less than a minute he was cumming in her pussy.

    Rebecca sat up, put her hands on his chest, and gently rocked her hips over his cock as Nick experienced a blissful orgasm.

    He laughed and said, “Wow, that was even quicker than usual. Sorry.”

    “I guess you really did love watching me use the toy,” Rebecca replied.

    “I did,” Nick said. “I really did.”

    Rebecca leaned down to kiss him and then lifted her pussy off his cock and moved to roll out of the bed.

    “Wait, where are you going?” he asked.

    “To the bathroom,” she replied.

    “Can I…can I clean you?” Nick said.

    Rebecca paused with her legs hanging over the edge of the bed and smiled. “I had an orgasm. I had a great orgasm. You don’t need to do that.”

    Nick thought of how disappointed Mistress Elena would be if he didn’t clean Rebecca. He couldn’t have that. “I want to,” he said. “If you’re okay with it, that is.”

    Rebecca moved back into the bed and rolled onto her back. “I guess I can’t turn down another orgasm. I mean, what sort of woman would do that?”

    Nick smiled, kissed his way down his wife’s beautiful body, and took his place between her legs. He cleaned his mess from her pussy and then turned his attention to her clit. She came quickly the second time and he felt a sense of pride at having done exactly as his mistress wanted while offering his wife the exceptional pleasure she deserved.
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    Nick stopped in the doorway to Mistress Elena’s room at the Mansion and stared at the nearly naked, tall, muscular man wearing a lycra hood – likely to hide his identity – standing at her side.

    “Don’t be scared,” Mistress Elena said. “I promise, he won’t bite.”

    Nick took a tentative step into the room and closed the door behind him as Mistress Elena reached up and ran her fingers over the muscular chest of the man standing next to her. Those fingers then danced their way over his abs and between his legs, where she grasped what appeared to be a rather large flaccid cock through his briefs and stroked him slowly.

    “You should be jealous, though,” Mistress Elena said with a smile. “He’s a real man, after all. He’s not a pathetic little bitch like you. He’s not a minute man that cums in a woman before she’s had a chance to get turned on. He can fuck for as long as his woman needs and he always makes sure she’s had a satisfying orgasm before he claims his pleasure.”

    Nick felt the jealousy. It was almost impossible not to. He was looking at a near-perfect example of a man, and Nick was a far cry from near-perfect.

    “Strip for me,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    Though he felt a little uncomfortable doing so with another man in the room, Nick stripped for his mistress, in large part because he knew their session would be over before it started if he refused to do as she instructed.

    “Look at that pathetic little cock,” she said to the man standing next to her. “You can see why he can’t satisfy his wife, can’t you?”

    “I can,” the hooded man replied. “Especially if he cums quickly.”

    “You do cum too quickly, don’t you Nick?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress, I do,” he answered.

    Mistress Elena stepped away from the muscular man at her side and approached Nick. He couldn’t help but stare at her body – she was dressed in only a black lace bodysuit and a pair of high heels – and he felt his cock come to life as she neared him.

    “Tell me, Nick, did you fuck your wife as I instructed? Did you buy her a nice big toy and fuck her tight little cunt with it?” Mistress Elena asked as she reached out and gently caressed Nick’s half hard cock.

    “I did, mistress,” he answered.

    Mistress Elena smiled. “And did you make her cum on that cock? Did you give your wife the kind of orgasm she deserves?”

    Nick thought of how hard Rebecca had cum on the toy and smiled. “I did, mistress. She seemed to enjoy it quite a lot, in fact.”

    “How many times have you used it on her so far?” she asked.

    “Twice, mistress,” Nick answered as his cock reached a fully erect state while her fingers gently rubbed the underside of its head.

    “And did your beautiful wife welcome your worthless cock into her pussy after either instance with the toy?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “Yes, mistress, she did,” Nick said.

    Mistress Elena stepped behind Nick and rubbed his bare ass with the palm of her hand. Her touch was soft and soothing, but he suspected she had no intention of being gentle with him. “And did you disappoint her, Nick? Did you cum too quickly when your beautiful, generous wife allowed you to fuck her perfect cunt?”

    “Yes, mistress, I did,” he answered.

    Mistress Elena delivered a harsh blow to his ass and Nick cried out in pain. Her hand returned to his skin and she rubbed it softly for a few moments before spanking him once more. The pain was considerable – and so was the humiliation of being spanked in front of another man – but Nick’s cock continued to throb.

    “Daniel, remove your underwear,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    The hooded man – whose name was Daniel, apparently – lowered his underwear and freed a semi-hard cock that was considerably larger than the one between Nick’s legs, and he wasn’t even fully erect.

    “Tell me, Nick, did the dildo you fucked your wife with look anything like Daniel’s cock?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “I…I think so, mistress,” Nick replied.

    “Perhaps we should get a closer look,” she said.

    Nick’s feet remained in place as he felt a considerable sense of resistance crop up at the idea of getting any closer to the man in the middle of the room.

    “That wasn’t a suggestion,” Mistress Elena said as she stepped in front of Nick and grabbed his cock with such force that he couldn’t help but surrender to her guidance and approach Daniel. “On your knees, Nick,” she instructed.

    Nick hesitated and she squeezed his cock hard enough that he worried she might break it. He fell to his knees the moment she released his shaft. Daniel’s cock was less than a foot from his face and Nick’s heart pounded as he grappled with the desire to turn and leave the room for fear of what Mistress Elena had planned for him.

    She moved next to the muscular, hooded man, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and kissed him. Nick watched their mouths open and their tongues dance and a deep sense of jealousy filled him. He’d never seen Mistress Elena with another man and witnessing her engage in such an intimate act with Daniel helped Nick realize just how badly he wished she’d offer him a passionate kiss like that.

    “Tell me, Nick, does Daniel’s cock look like the toy that you fucked your beautiful wife with?” she asked.

    Nick studied the cock in front of him for a few moments and then looked up at Mistress Elena and said, “Yes, it does. He’s a little bigger, I think, but it’s pretty much the same as the toy I fucked Rebecca with.”

    Mistress Elena’s hand slowly moved up and down Daniel’s shaft and he moaned a few times as she offered pleasure that Nick wished he was on the receiving end of. “Do you think your wife would prefer Daniel’s cock instead of a toy?”

    Nick’s pulse raced as he pictured Daniel fucking Rebecca. He was stunned at how arousing he found the idea and how hard his cock throbbed as he imagined it. In his mind, Rebecca thoroughly enjoyed getting fucked by someone else. Her face was alive with pleasure. Her legs were wrapped around Daniel. Her pussy was soaked with desire for him.

    “Yes, I think she’d prefer Daniel’s cock, mistress,” Nick answered.

    Mistress Elena smiled, released Daniel’s cock, and ran her fingers through Nick’s hair. “I appreciate your honesty. It makes me a very happy domme when my submissives are willing to be open and honest like you just were. I have another question for you, though. Would you prefer it if your wife took Daniel’s cock instead of that toy? Would you prefer to watch her fuck a real man while you waited on your knees and stroked your useless little dick?”

    Nick’s hand moved between his legs and he very nearly wrapped his fingers around his cock to masturbate before remembering that Mistress Elena would punish him. The lust coursing through him made the answer obvious. “Yes, mistress, I would prefer that. I would love to watch Rebecca fuck another man. I would.”

    “That’s because you’re a cuckold, Nick,” she said. “You’re a small-dicked, submissive cuckold, and on top of that you can’t help but cum far before your wife has a chance to even approach an orgasm with your sad little dick buried inside her. You get so excited that you spill your load in her perfect, warm, wet little cunt. At least you’ve learned to clean her out and make her cum with your tongue, which is also something a cuckold eagerly does.”

    Nick couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so turned on. He desperately wanted to masturbate to release the flood of lust roiling in his loins.

    “Would you like me to cuckold you, Nick?” Mistress Elena asked.

    He looked up at her with genuine surprise in his eyes. “Really?” he replied. “Oh, I mean, yes, mistress, I’d love it if you cuckolded me.”

    She took Daniel’s cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. A large, clear drop of precum appeared at the tip and Mistress Elena gathered it with her finger and said, “Open your mouth.”

    Nick parted his lips without thinking and Mistress Elena pushed her finger onto his tongue, bathing it in the sweet taste of Daniel’s precum.

    “Suck,” she instructed.

    Nick closed his lips around her delicate finger and sucked it clean. He instinctively moved his head back and forth, taking every inch of her finger over and over while his tongue swirled around it.

    “I like your initiative,” Mistress Elena said with a smile. “It’s like you’re eager to prove that you’re worthy of watching me cuckold you with Daniel. Do you feel like you’re worthy of that, Nick?”

    “No, mistress,” he said as she pulled her finger from his mouth. “I’m not sure I could ever be worthy of such a gift from you, but I want to be. I do. I want to be worthy of being cuckolded today.”

    She wrapped her fingers around the base of Daniel’s dick and said, “All you have to do is suck his cock. Then I’ll cuckold you. I’ll let you watch him fuck me. I’ll degrade you like the worthless little cuck that you are while he pounds my pussy and makes me cum. I’ll give you everything you want.”

    Revulsion was Nick’s first instinct at the suggestion that he suck cock. Then he thought of the strapon blowjobs he’d given at Mistress Elena’s behest. He thought of how many times he’d sucked on her fingers. He wondered if it would really be that much worse to suck a real cock.

    “This is the kind of man you are, Nick,” Mistress Elena said. “This is what you’ve always been destined to be. Now you’re simply accepting it. Now you eat your cum out of your wife’s pussy after you disappoint her during sex. You fuck her with a nice big toy to make her feel good because your dick is so fucking worthless. Sucking cock for me is just another small step in that direction, because I think we both know that eventually Rebecca’s going to cuckold you. She’s going to bring another man into your sex life, and there’s a very good chance you’ll end up on your knees for that man because that’s where every cuckold ends up when his wife finally replaces him with someone that can actually satisfy her.”

    Nick thought of Daniel fucking Rebecca again. He pictured his wife on her back in their bed with Daniel on top of her. He pictured Daniel pounding Rebecca’s pussy and making her scream in ways she’d never screamed before. He pictured Daniel pulling out and Rebecca ordering Nick to suck her lover’s cock clean. It was an intensely, overwhelmingly arousing thought and he opened his mouth, leaned forward, and took Daniel’s cock between his lips in response to that desire.

    “That’s a good boy,” Mistress Elena said as she released Daniel’s cock and put a hand on the back of Nick’s head. “Suck cock for me. Show me what a depraved little cuckold bitch you really are. Show me that you know your place, that you understand that I’ve shown you the man that you really are, Nick.”

    Nick closed his eyes and sucked cock with as much vigor as he could manage. It was difficult – Daniel was quite thick – but he didn’t stop. He sucked right through the discomfort. He sucked because that’s what Mistress Elena wanted. He sucked because it felt like the right thing to do, like she was correct in telling him that he was just a lowly cuckold bitch that deserved to be on his knees with another man’s dick in his mouth.

    “That’s enough,” Mistress Elena said.

    Nick pulled back and the cock fell from between his lips. He opened his eyes and saw his mistress smiling brightly. She leaned down and her lips found his. Her tongue invaded his mouth and Nick felt a surge between his legs as his cock throbbed from the surprise and pleasure of being kissed with such vigor.

    “Get on your back in the bed,” she demanded. “With your head at the foot.”

    Nick stood and walked towards the bed that he’d never been invited to occupy. He’d always wondered why it was in the room if it never got used, but it turned out that he simply hadn’t proven worthy of being welcomed to the bed. Nick crawled onto the soft white sheets and rolled onto his back.

    Mistress Elena approached and stopped at the foot of the bed. She looked down at Nick and ran her fingers over his still-wet lips. He opened his mouth and she slowly penetrated him with three fingers, pushing all the way until she hit the back of his throat. He gagged and spit up a little, but her fingers persisted. Mistress Elena smiled and fucked his face for a solid minute, generating a wealth of spit and saliva that she then rubbed all over Nick’s face.

    “You look better that way,” she said before unsnapping her bodysuit to free her pussy and crawling into the bed until she was on her hands and knees on top of him. Her pussy hovered just over his face and he felt her breath on his thighs. “Feed him,” she instructed.

    Mistress Elena leaned forward as Daniel approached the bed, rubbed his dick over Nick’s lips, and then pushed into his mouth. Nick panicked a little as the cock hit the back of his throat – he felt far more vulnerable on his back with Mistress Elena on top of him – but Daniel quickly pulled out before repeating the process over and over. Nick gagged and spit up even more, but that only seemed to delight his mistress.

    “This is what you were always meant to be, Nick,” she said as her fingers encircled his balls and grasped them tightly. “From your very first session I knew you were destined to be a cuckold. I knew you’d end up with a superior man’s cock down your throat. I knew you’d end up watching like a good little bitch as someone with a bigger, better cock fucked me.”

    Daniel buried his dick in Nick’s throat and held it there for a few seconds before pulling out and rubbing the slippery tip over his face.

    “Fuck me,” Mistress Elena instructed. “Fuck me while the cuckold watches.”

    She lowered her hips until her pussy was just a few inches above Nick’s face and Daniel slid his cock into her with one long, slow thrust. His balls rested against Nick’s forehead as he bottomed out inside her and remained there for longer than he needed to.

    Then Daniel delivered a hard, fast pounding. He fucked Mistress Elena like she’d talked about enjoying. He was aggressive. His cock moved deep into her pussy before pulling out, reaching places that a cock the size of Nick’s could never go. The way she moaned made it sound like she found it immensely pleasurable, too, which made perfect sense. Daniel was tall, muscular, and blessed with a big cock, so of course he fucked her like she desired.

    “Slap his face with your dick,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    Daniel pulled out, she lifted her hips, and he slapped Nick around with his cock. Over and over he hit him, covering him in her slippery juices and offering a healthy dose of humiliation in the process.

    Mistress Elena laughed and took his balls in her hand once more, squeezing them hard enough to make it hurt a little, though Nick couldn’t help but find the attention a little bit arousing. “He’s going to cum inside me,” she said. “And then I’m going to feed you his load.”

    “What?” Nick asked. “No…I can’t…”

    She squeezed his balls hard enough that pain surged through his pelvis. Daniel’s cock slid inside her once more and Mistress Elena lowered her hips until her pussy was basically resting against his face. Nick felt like little more than furniture as they fucked on top of him. The sounds of sex were loud and wet in his ears and the juices dripping onto his face were considerable, leaving him coated in a thin layer of slipperiness.

    “Cum inside me,” Mistress Elena said. “Cum inside me so I can feed this little bitch your load.”

    Daniel fucked her with a power and speed that Nick had certainly never produced. It was stunning to witness from so close and he felt like a little less of a man knowing that he could literally never fuck his wife that way, even if he wanted to.

    It wasn’t long before Daniel buried his cock inside her and emptied his balls. His groans of pleasure filled the room as Nick realized that he was close to having to swallow someone else’s cum, an idea that he hated.

    Daniel pulled out and Mistress Elena dropped her pussy onto Nick’s mouth and sat up. He kept his lips shut tightly, though. He wasn’t going to eat another man’s cum. He simply wasn’t going to do it.

    Mistress Elena lowered more of her weight onto his face, covering Nick’s nose and mouth with her pussy and ass. “You have to breathe at some point, Nick. You’ll have to open your mouth. I’m not getting off your face until you open up and eat his fucking load like a good cuckold. If you don’t, I won’t let you fuck your wife this week. You’ll be pussy free. You’ll be relegated to eating her out and fucking her with that toy while you worthless little dick throbs with desperate, unrealized desire. Is that what you want, Nick? Do you want to be pussy free? Or do you want to embrace being a good cuckold?”

    Nick panicked as he struggled for air. He didn’t want to eat another man’s cum, but Mistress Elena wasn’t giving him a choice. She was taking control in a way she never had.

    He opened his mouth and pushed his tongue inside her. Daniel’s cum flowed onto his tongue. It tasted similar to his so Nick could handle it, but the idea of eating someone else’s cum was so humiliating that he wished the bed would swallow him whole.

    “That’s it, cuckold,” Mistress Elena said as she lifted her ass from his nose and let him breathe. “Eat his load. Eat it out of my pussy. Eat it out of the pussy that you will never, ever be worthy of fucking. Consider this practice for the future of your marriage, for I’m certain it won’t be long before your beautiful wife is feeding you the cum of other men, you nasty little bitch.”

    Nick couldn’t believe that Rebecca would ever make him eat someone else’s cum out of her pussy, and yet the notion unlocked just a little bit of lust in his loins and cut through some of the overwhelming humiliation he felt.

    When he was finished, Mistress Elena climbed off of Nick’s face and looked down at him from her place at the foot of the bed. She laughed and pushed her fingers into his mouth once more before leaning over and saying, “You can fuck your wife this week, but not until you get her to admit that she prefers the toy over your pathetic little cock. Do you understand?”

    Nick nodded and Mistress Rebecca pulled her fingers from his mouth and rubbed them over his face.

    “She will cuckold you, Nick. Now that she knows what kind of man you are, it’s inevitable. Prepare for that. Embrace that when it happens. Show her that her happiness is all you care about. Be a good cuckold,” Mistress Elena said.

    “I will, mistress,” Nick replied.

    “Good. Now get up and head to the cross. I want to flog you a little before I sit on your face again. I’m in the mood to be worshiped,” she instructed.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said as she rolled out of the bed and headed towards the St. Andrew’s Cross. He knew the punishment would be painful, and yet he longed for it. He wanted to make her happy, and he absolutely wanted to worship her pussy afterwards. He was a good submissive, after all.
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    "What do you think?" Rebecca asked as she stepped out of the bathroom in a pair of black lace top stockings and three inch heels. She turned her body and struck a remarkably sexy pose and Nick couldn't help but feel like he was looking at an entirely different version of his wife. He couldn't remember the last time she seemed so completely and utterly filled with confidence.

    "You look incredible," he answered. "Rebecca, seriously, you're so...I mean, you're stunning."

    She smiled brightly and sauntered towards the bed, where Nick's cock had come alive in his underwear. He figured Rebecca was getting ready for sleep, but it turned out she was getting ready for a little bit of naughty fun, and Nick was suddenly quite eager to do just about anything his wife desired.

    Rebecca pulled the covers back and crawled into the bed. She took Nick's shirt off and kissed his chest before making her way to his neck. She gently sucked on his flesh and massaged his cock through his underwear, bringing him to a fully erect state in a manner of moments.

    "Rebecca," he said, but that was just about the only word he could manage to utter as a sense of desire enveloped him.

    "You're so hard for me," Rebecca whispered.

    "You're so hot," Nick replied. "And so fucking sexy."

    Rebecca released his cock, crawled forward, and sat up as she straddled Nick's stomach. "Feel my pussy," she said.

    He slipped his fingers between her labia and found the heat and wetness of her desire. Rebecca grasped her breasts and moaned as Nick used his thumb to play with her clit and provide a little extra pleasure.

    "That feels good, baby," she said softly. "Keep playing with my pussy."

    Nick smiled at the pleasure on his wife's face as he added a third finger to her slick pussy and rubbed her clit a little faster. He was utterly enraptured with her beauty and the way she seemed to emanate a newfound sense of confidence in her sexuality.

    "I need to get fucked," Rebecca said.

    Nick fucked her a little faster with his fingers, plunging them deeper with every thrust. "Do you want the toy?" he asked.

    "I do," Rebecca answered.

    Nick thought of Mistress Elena and the way she'd cuckolded him just a few days ago. A sense of kinky pleasure rushed through him as he thought of Rebecca doing the same thing. The fact that she wanted the toy - that she clearly was in the mood for something longer and thicker than Nick could provide - was rather enthralling, but Nick wanted more.

    "Does the toy...does it fuck you better than I do?" Nick asked. "Does it make you cum harder?"

    Rebecca looked down at him and studied his face as Nick continued to work her pussy. A few seconds passed and then she smiled and said, "It does. The toy doesn't cum too quickly. The toy is...it's big, Nick. It's big and it feels good inside me. It feels so fucking good."

    Nick pulled his fingers from Rebecca's pussy and reached over to pull the toy from the nightstand. It really was bigger than him - a lot bigger - and he could see how it would offer Rebecca a great deal more pleasure if size really did matter.

    "Will you fuck me, Nick?" Rebecca asked.

    It thrilled him that she was asking to be fucked by something other than his cock. She was in pursuit of her pleasure and she knew that he wouldn't be able to provide her with what she craved by using his cock. He needed to use the toy to satisfy her.

    "What if you fucked yourself?" Nick replied. "Back up a little."

    Rebecca scooted back until her pussy hovered over the bulge in his underwear and Nick rested the base of the toy against his stomach just below his belly button. "You want me to ride it?" she asked. Nick nodded and she moved forward, took the toy between her pussy lips, and slowly sat on it as Nick held the base against his body.

    "How does it look?" Rebecca asked.

    "It looks like I have a really big cock," Nick answered. "And it looks like your pussy really enjoys it."

    Rebecca moaned and took more of the toy into the slippery confines of her pussy. She stopped when she'd taken it all and then closed her eyes and grasped her breasts. She rocked back and forth and Nick used his thumb to play with her clit.

    "Does it really feel all that different?" Nick asked.

    "It really does," she answered. "It's so much bigger, Nick. It reaches deep places inside me. It makes me feel fuller, which I really like. It's hard to explain, I guess, but it really does feel better. I like your cock and I like having sex with you, but this is different. This is just...it's just so good."

    Nick very nearly asked his wife if she wished she could fuck another guy with a cock as big as the toy, but he held off. That would have taken it too far. She couldn't possibly understand his desire to be a cuckold, to surrender to his need for submission. He didn't need that in the moment, though, for the thrill of watching his wife fuck a long, thick toy right in his lap was astonishing.

    "Ride it," Nick said. "Fuck yourself with it, Rebecca. Cum all over this big cock."

    Rebecca moaned and began to ride. Nick rubbed her clit every time she dropped her pussy down on the thick rubber shaft. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the beautiful sight of the toy filling her pussy over and over. It stretched her. It reached deep inside her. Her lips clung to it as she started to bounce with greater vigor.

    "It's so deep inside me," she said. "Nick, fuck, it's so deep inside me. It feels so good!"

    "Cum," he said. "Cum all over this big cock. Cum like you deserve to cum, Rebecca."

    She threw her head back, sat on the toy, and grasped her breasts tightly before unleashing a wild and wondrous moan. Her stocking-clad legs trembled as Nick's cock throbbed with pure erotic delight while he watched his wife have an orgasm with something longer and thicker inside her.

    A hazy smile crossed her face as Rebecca opened her eyes and looked down at him. She lifted her pussy from the toy and laid next to Nick before kissing him on the cheek. Her fingers danced over his chest and stomach and she worked his underwear down his legs until his cock sprang free. Her fingers were around it a moment later and she stroked him slowly while nuzzling and kissing his neck.

    "I loved watching you ride that toy, Rebecca," Nick confessed. "I loved...I loved that you wanted it, that you wanted something big and hard to ride."

    Rebecca moaned and ran her tongue over his earlobe in a manner that sent a wave of pleasure rushing down Nick's spine. She didn't say anything, though, and he felt a deep craving for just a little bit of dirty talk.

    "Rebecca...tell me that the toy makes you cum harder than my cock does," Nick said.

    She moaned softly and whispered, "Nick, baby, your cock doesn't make me cum at all. You cum so quickly that I don't get a chance to have an orgasm when you're inside me. Of course the toy makes me cum harder than you do."

    "Oh...fuck," Nick said as he closed his eyes and let the joy of his impending orgasm wash over him.

    "Even if you weren't a premature ejaculator the toy would still make me cum harder," she continued. "It's just so much bigger than you, baby. It's longer and thicker and it reaches places in my pussy that your cock will never go."

    Nick groaned and experienced that beautiful tension in his loins for just a moment before he came. Pleasure resonated outwards from his crotch and for a few seconds it felt like his entire body was awash in the purest, most perfect form of pleasure.

    "Was that good?" Rebecca asked.

    "That was so much better than good," Nick answered.

    "And that stuff I said, you didn't mind that?" she asked.

    There was genuine concern on her face and Nick couldn't help but smile. "I know it probably seems weird, but that stuff you said was a huge turn on. I hope that's not too weird for you, but I'd understand if it was."

    "It wasn't," she said. "It was kind of fun to see you cum so hard just because of something I said, too."

    Nick was tempted to ask her if everything she'd said was true, but he wasn't going to push it. After all, Rebecca had effectively just tapped into his fantasies, even though she was entirely aware of them. "Well, thank you for your willingness to do that. It was kind of you."

    "You’re welcome. And thank you," she replied. "I had a great orgasm too, and if I'm being honest, I do like cumming with something inside me."

    "It was my pleasure," Nick said as he smiled. Rebecca had basically just admitted that she really did find it thrilling to fuck the toy, and that she preferred - at least to a certain degree - the toy over Nick's cock, because at least the toy could stay hard enough for her to orgasm, unlike Nick, who really did have a problem with lasting long enough. "I love you, Rebecca."

    She kissed his cheek and then cuddled up next to him and said, "I love you too, Nick."

    
      
    

    "I'll get us another round," Rebecca announced as she slid out of the booth, smiled, and made her way towards the bar.

    Elena watched as her friend - and her client's wife - confidently stepped between two guys, flagged down the bartender, and ordered another round of drinks for them. Then, much to Elena's amazement, Rebecca turned to one of the guys and started chatting him up. She was wearing a tight, low cut top and she must have combined it with an excellent bra because her breasts looked perky and spectacular. The guy seemed to notice that particular detail, too, as he happily let his eyes wander to Rebecca's cleavage over and over.

    In the time it took the bartender to make the drinks, Rebecca managed to captivate the guy enough that he ended up paying for them. Rebecca thanked him by running her fingers over his forearm and offering a sweet, seductive smile. She even leaned in a little, no doubt offering him a lovely view of her cleavage before grabbing her drinks and heading back to the table.

    "That was impressive," Elena said as Rebecca slid into the booth.

    "What was impressive?" she asked.

    "The way you got that guy to pay for the drinks," Elena answered before taking a sip. "Good drinks, too."

    Rebecca looked back at the bar and waved at the guy - he was looking her way with more than a little lust in his eyes - and then she turned back to Elena and said, "I didn't do that on purpose. I was just flirting a little. When he offered to pay I figured I'd let him. I mean, who doesn't want a free drink?"

    Elena studied her friend for a few seconds and then asked, "Do you want to fuck him?"

    There was a time when that question would have scandalized Rebecca. She might have choked on her drink or acted like Elena had asked if she wanted to kill the guy. That time had passed, though. Now, Rebecca simply offered a naughty smile, sipped her drink, and then glanced at the guy one more time before saying, "He is rather handsome. It seems like he's in really good shape, too. I can't imagine cheating on Nick, but sure, I took a moment to think about what it would feel like if I fucked him."

    Elena couldn't help but smile, in part because her plan was working. Rebecca was becoming the woman she was meant to be. She was on the verge of freeing herself from the shackles of a life that was far too conservative. "What if you weren't cheating on Nick?" she asked.

    "What do you mean?" Rebecca replied.

    "You said Nick loved it when you told him that you preferred the toy to his cock. You said you weren't sure he'd ever cum so hard. Maybe Nick is the kind of guy that would enjoy it if his wife fucked someone else," Elena suggested.

    It was quick, but Elena was certain she saw Rebecca's lips curl into the slightest smile for just a moment. "That feels like a major leap," she said. "He did like me talking about the toy in that way, but actually fucking some other guy is a lot different than fucking a toy."

    "Okay, what if you just kissed the guy," Elena suggested. "Go up there and kiss him. Maybe let him feel your tits a little bit. Maybe let him grab your ass. Maybe kiss him enough that you can actually feel him get hard for you. Then go home and tell Nick that you got drunk and you got a little out of control. Tell him that you kissed someone else, that you let someone else feel your tits."

    Again Rebecca's lips curled into a slight smile before she gained control of herself. "Elena, I can't...I mean, I couldn't do that, right? I'm married. That would be cheating."

    "Lots of guys are into this fantasy, Rebecca," Elena said. "Your husband loves the idea of you preferring a dildo to his cock. It might be that he also loves the idea of you fucking another guy. He probably wouldn't be willing to confess to that fantasy if he had it, though."

    Rebecca looked towards the guy at the bar and bit her lower lip. She was thinking about it. She must have been.

    "How do you know about this fantasy?" Rebecca asked. "I know you've said it before, but how do you know that's true?"

    Elena took a long sip of her drink and took a leap. "Because of my job. Because of what I do."

    "I thought you said your job was...actually, I can't remember what you said your job was," Rebecca replied.

    "I'm a dominatrix," Elena said. "Men confess their submissive fantasies to me and I help make them come true, and I get paid very handsomely to do so."

    Rebecca's jaw dropped and she leaned forward. "Wait, a dominatrix? Really? Like, leather and latex. Whips and chains? That kind of stuff?"

    Elena nodded. "All of that and more. Some guys are into the costume and some aren't. Some want to suffer pain and some want to be humiliated. I can do it all. I've done it all. Which is how I know that a shocking percentage of men fantasize about their wives fucking other people."

    Rebecca turned to look at the guy at the bar once more. He was talking with his friend and Rebecca stared with what Elena though was a sense of longing in her eyes.

    "I also know a great deal about desire, Rebecca," Elena said. "I know it when I see it, and while I wouldn't suggest that everyone give in to every desire they ever have, I know that you want him. I know that you want to kiss someone like him. I know that you want to step into the arms of a man like that. I know that you want to see what it's like to feel his desire for you."

    Rebecca turned back to Elena, took a long drink from her glass, and set it back on the table. She swallowed hard, tapped her fingers on the table, and said, "And you think Nick would really find it arousing if I came home tonight and told him that I'd kissed another guy?"

    "I do," Elena replied. She was, in fact, certain of it, because she knew exactly how Nick thought. She couldn't share that certainty with Rebecca - not yet, at least - but she knew she wasn't leading her friend into a marital disaster.

    Rebecca finished her drink, slammed the glass on the table, and slid out of the booth. She strode across the bar and the guy looked back to see her coming. He spun around and Rebecca walked right up and kissed him. Her forwardness seemed to catch him off guard at first, but it didn't take long for him to get into it. His hands moved down her back and he pulled her closer as their mouths opened and their tongues danced.

    Much to Elena's delight, Rebecca grabbed one of the guy's hands and placed it on her breast. She invited him to play with her soft, perky flesh and he went for it. He fondled her as she kissed him with a kind of aggressiveness Elena hadn't yet seen from her. The way her tongue worked in his mouth was particularly impressive and showed a remarkable level of hunger, of desire, on Rebecca's part. It was as if she was unleashing every bit of pent up lust that had come from so many premature ejaculations on her husband's part, as if she really was a woman that needed to get fucked.

    After the kiss - which went on for a remarkably long time - Rebecca stepped back, pulled her phone from her back pocket, and handed it to the guy. Elena assumed he was putting in his number and it made her smile. The kiss must have been good enough that Rebecca was thinking about having more fun with him in the future.

    With her phone returned to her pocket, Rebecca headed back to the booth and the guy watched her go - mostly staring at her ass - the entire time. She waved at him once she'd sat down again and then looked across the table at Elena with a giddy smile on her face.

    "That was amazing," she said.

    "It looked like it," Elena replied.

    "I feel alive. I feel...I don't know...I feel..."

    Elena smiled. "Like you'd really enjoy getting fucked by that gorgeous man you just kissed?"

    Rebecca laughed. "Yes, absolutely."

    "May I give you a little advice?" Elena asked.

    Rebecca nodded.

    "Go home to your husband. Get naked. Make him lie on his back. Sit on his face. Let him feel how wet you are with his tongue. Then tell him exactly why you're so wet while you ride his face. Smother him with your juices. Tell him you kissed someone else. Tell him the guy was gorgeous. Tell him the guy felt up your ass and your tits. Tell him the guy was hard - assuming he was - and that he wanted to fuck you. Do it all while you ride Nick's face until you cum. Then, if he's hard, sit on his cock and ride him until he cums inside you," Elena said.

    Rebecca pulled her phone from her pocket. "I don't mean to be rude, but I really want to do that, and I want to do it right now," she said while ordering an Uber.

    "It's not rude," Elena said with a smile. "Have fun."

    Rebecca slid out of the booth and said, "Let's get together again soon," before turning to leave.

    Elena watched her friend go and smiled. She knew Nick was going to love what she'd just arranged for him.

    
      
    

    "Rebecca, hey," Nick said as she came through the front door with a smile on her face. "God, you look so hot."

    Rebecca smiled, took his hand, and pulled him off the couch. She dragged him towards the bedroom without saying a word and Nick happily went along with her. "Strip," she demanded as soon as they stepped through the doorway. "Right now."

    Nick stripped and watched his wife do the same thing. Once they were naked she pulled him close for a kiss - a ravenous, passionate kiss - and then pushed him into the bed. He thought for sure he was about to get laid, but Rebecca didn't straddle his crotch. Instead, she straddled his chest, looked down at him, and smiled.

    A moment later Rebecca's pussy was on his mouth. Nick pushed his tongue inside her and was greeted with an excess of wetness and heat. Rebecca grabbed the headboard, moaned, and rolled her neck back until she was staring up at the ceiling.

    "Nick, baby, I kissed someone tonight," Rebecca said. "At the bar. I was a little drunk, and I was definitely horny, and he was gorgeous, and I kissed him."

    Nick moaned into her pussy and Rebecca looked down at him. Her face was a picture of lust and he was convinced she was being honest. She'd actually kissed someone else, a fact that he found incredibly hot.

    "His hands moved down my back as we kissed. His tongue was in my mouth as he grabbed my ass and pulled me closer to him. I could feel that he was hard for me, Nick. He'd gotten hard for me just by kissing. I sucked on his tongue. I don't know why, I just couldn't help it. I sucked his tongue as he grabbed my ass and ground his rock hard cock into me right there at the bar," Rebecca continued.

    Nick was hard too. He was powerfully erect, in fact. The arousal was so much deeper than that, too. It encompassed the entirety of his body. Even his head was spinning at Rebecca's confession.

    "I took his hand and I put it on my breast," she continued. "He took the hint. He played with my tits as we kissed. Oh, fuck, Nick, it felt so good. His hand was so strong that I couldn't help but moan into his mouth while he played with my tits."

    Rebecca started riding his face. She ground her hips back and forth, leaving her wetness all over his lips, chin, and cheeks as he tried his best to massage her clit with his tongue.

    "Fuck, Nick, I'm cumming!" she cried out. Her orgasm was loud and long. Her legs trembled. Juices dripped out of her. She gripped the headboard tightly and made it perfectly clear she was in the midst of a transformative orgasmic experience, all while Nick remained beneath her.

    When she was finished cumming, Rebecca looked over her shoulder, smiled, and then slid her pussy down his chest and took his stiff cock inside her. Almost immediately Rebecca began to ride him and it felt so good that Nick couldn't even speak.

    She leaned down and her lips hovered close to his. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. She took his other hand and put it on her ass. "Touch me just like he did," she said.

    Nick was more than happy to play with her perky breasts and her tight ass, so he did while she rode him vigorously and bathed his cock in pure, perfect pleasure.

    "Do you like that I kissed another man tonight, Nick? Do you like that your wife found that man so irresistible that she couldn't help but kiss him, that she sucked on his tongue, that she let him play with her tits while his tongue was in her mouth?" Rebecca asked.

    Nick nodded. He loved it. He did.

    Rebecca kissed him. She opened her mouth. He offered his tongue. She took it and sucked on it. She moaned while he played with her tits and grasped her ass. Then Nick came inside her. He moaned into her mouth and came inside his wife.

    Rebecca sat up and smiled as she put her hands on his chest. Nick could barely see straight from the sheer pleasure of his orgasm, but he could see that Rebecca was feeling quite joyful. "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    "Absolutely," Nick replied. "Did you...did you really kiss someone tonight?"

    "I did," Rebecca answered.

    Nick thought of Mistress Elena, who was certain that Rebecca would cuckold him one day. It seemed that she was right.

    "I know I just came, but I'd like to cum again," Rebecca said. "Would you clean your load out of me and make me cum, Nick?"

    "I will," he said.

    Rebecca lifted her pussy from his cock and laid back in the bed. She spread her legs and Nick quickly crawled between them and went to work cleaning her pussy.

    "That feels so good," she said. "Clean me, Nick. Clean my pussy while I think about him."

    Nick almost found it hard to believe it was his wife sitting in front of him with her legs spread. She seemed so different than she used to be, but every change struck him as being for the better, so he had no complaints at all. It seemed quite possible that his life was about to get a great deal more interesting, and he was absolutely in favor of that.
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    "She kissed someone else, mistress," Nick confessed as he looked up at Mistress Elena from his knees.

    "Did she?" Mistress Elena replied with a smile. She stepped towards him and Nick stared at her thigh high boots and they way they shined in the light of her room at the mansion. "And how did that make you feel, Nick?"

    "It turned me on, mistress," he admitted.

    Mistress Elena moved behind him and rubbed the tip of her riding crop over Nick's back. It felt good, and yet he was visited by just a touch of anxiety as he wondered if she was going to deliver a painful blow to help drag him just a little bit deeper into submission. "Did that surprise you, Nick? When your little dick got all excited because your wife had finally given in to her desires and kissed a real man, did it surprise you?"

    "No, mistress," Nick said.

    Mistress Elena grabbed a handful of his hair from behind and pulled back until he was staring up at her. She smiled and asked, "Do you know why you weren't surprised, Nick?"

    "Be...because I can't satisfy her, because she deserves to kiss someone else, mistress," Nick answered as his heart pounded and his cock began to come to life.

    She smiled and released a long string of spit from her mouth. It landed on his forehead and she released her grasp from his hair. Nick looked straight ahead once more and the spit dripped down his nose and towards his lip.

    "You were meant to be a cuckold, Nick," she said. "That worthless, quick shooting cock of yours is incapable of satisfying your wife, or any other woman for that matter. You couldn't fuck Rebecca to a satisfying orgasm if your life depended on it, Nick."

    "Yes, mistress," he replied. He understood that every word she'd just uttered was true, and that Rebecca absolutely deserved better sex than the kind he was able to provide her.

    "On your hands and knees," Mistress Elena ordered.

    Nick quickly moved to his hands and knees. Mistress Elena moved the tip of her riding crop over his balls, gently teasing them and filling him with a mild sense of fear that she might actually pull back and strike them, which would no doubt send an intense wave of pain through his body.

    "Are you going to encourage your lovely wife to continue exploring her desires?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "I...I don't know, mistress," Nick answered.

    She immediately brought the riding crop down on his ass. The leather tip bit into his flesh and Nick cried out from the astonishing pain that ripped through him. "Try again," she instructed.

    "Yes, mistress, I'll encourage Rebecca to continue exploring her desires," Nick said.

    Mistress Elena squatted behind him and ran her fingers over Nick's ass. They ran down the crack and over his asshole - which he found surprisingly thrilling - before venturing between his legs to grasp his balls and gently cradle them. "Does it make you nervous to think of your beautiful wife actually cuckolding you, Nick? Do you worry that you'll lose her if she actually fucks someone else and discovers just how good sex can be, and how underwhelming you are in bed?"

    "Yes, mistress," Nick admitted.

    She squeezed his balls a little tighter, but not to the point of pain. Her touch had left his cock stiff and Nick couldn't help but wish that she'd take his shaft in her hand and stroke him. "That's why you need to be a good cuckold, Nick. You need to support her desires. You need to encourage her to find the sexual pleasure she needs. She loves you Nick - she wouldn't have married you if she didn't - and I'm sure she wants to stay with you. She just needs more than you can give her, so let her find the one thing you can't provide with another man and you'll make your wife truly happy."

    Nick was about to respond when she took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. He moaned as a sense of sexual bliss enveloped his loins. "Yes, mistress," he managed to say.

    "Does that feel good, Nick? Do you like it when I stroke your useless cock?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," he answered before yet another moan escaped his lips.

    Mistress Elena stroked him a little faster and then released Nick's cock, stood up, and dragged the riding crop up his back as she moved in front of him. Her boots appeared in front of him and she instructed, "Kiss my boots."

    Nick lowered his head and kissed the soft, shiny material.

    "Lick them," she demanded.

    Nick eagerly extended his tongue and licked the tips of her beautiful, shiny boots. He bathed them in his saliva and then licked it all up, showing his deference to the woman he paid to dominate him, to make him feel small and worthless because it turned him on so much.

    "Is Rebecca enjoying the toy you bought her?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "She loves it, mistress," Nick replied as he continued to lick her boots.

    "Do you enjoy watching her use it, Nick? Do you enjoy watching your wife's pussy take a cock far bigger than yours, a cock that won't cum too quickly and disappoint her?" she asked.

    "I love it, mistress," he answered. "It turns me on every time. She put it on my stomach and rode it just a few days ago. It was incredible watching her fuck the toy while my cock was completely denied. I found it so thrilling."

    "Sit back on your knees and look up at me," she demanded.

    Nick quickly sat up, rested on his knees, and looked up at his mistress. She smiled, stepped closer, and then slowly spun around. She stood with her legs together, looked over her shoulder, and smiled.

    "I'm going to give you a treat," she said. "I'm going to let you fuck my boots while you eat my ass. Doesn't that sound delightful, you worthless little cuck?"

    "Yes, mistress," Nick answered as he stared at her ass, which looked exquisite in a pair of simple, sexy leather panties.

    "Remove my panties," she instructed.

    Nick reached up and slowly, carefully pulled down her panties, revealing her wondrous, milky white ass cheeks. Mistress Elena stepped out of her panties and he set them aside while crawling just a little bit closer.

    "Fucking my boots like a pathetic little bitch while you eat my ass is the only kind of sex you'll ever get to have with me, Nick," Mistress Elena said as she looked over her shoulder. "Do you understand that? Do you understand that you're not even worthy of this, that I'm giving you a gift by letting that pathetic dick of yours anywhere near me?"

    "Yes, mistress," he answered. "Thank you for letting me do this, for letting me worship your ass, for letting me fuck your boots."

    "You will not cum until I give you permission," she instructed. "Do you understand that?"

    "Yes, mistress," he answered.

    "Spread my ass cheeks, Nick," she said. "Stare my asshole."

    Nick reached up and spread her cheeks as instructed. He stared at her asshole, which struck him as breathtakingly beautiful. He felt a deep need to lick it, to kiss it, to make love to it with his tongue.

    "Now beg me for the chance to eat my ass," she instructed. "Beg like a good little bitch."

    "Please, mistress, let me worship your asshole," Nick begged. "Let me taste you, let me lick you, let me make you feel good."

    "You're such a pathetic little bitch," she said. "You know that? You're a filthy little ass whore. Go ahead, slide that utterly worthless dick of yours between my legs, Nick. Fuck my boots and then eat my asshole. Eat my tight, dirty little asshole."

    Nick slipped his cock - which was wet with precum - between the tight latex of her boots and groaned at the pleasure of just one simple stroke. He then buried his face between her ass cheeks and went to work, licking vigorously while fucking her boots.

    "That's good, Nick," Mistress Elena said as she put a hand on the back of his head. "It's pathetic, of course - but you're pathetic, so I shouldn't expect anything less from you. You're getting off on eating my ass and fucking my boots. You're getting off on being allowed to humiliate yourself because you know this is as close as you're going to get to having sex with a woman like me."

    Nick moaned as he slowly, rhythmically licked her asshole. He fucked her boots slowly too, mostly because he wanted to savor the pleasure she'd offered him.

    A knock on the door startled Nick and he tried to pull away - he had no idea who was coming in - but Mistress Elena grabbed a handful of his hair and kept his face tight between her ass cheeks. "Don't stop, Nick," she said. "I invited a friend to join me. Come in!"

    The door opened and Nick heard a man laugh.

    "Yes, he's just as pathetic as he looks," Mistress Elena said. "You, on the other hand, look gorgeous."

    "Why thank you," he replied.

    Nick heard footsteps as the man approached Mistress Elena. His face was buried so deep between her ass cheeks he couldn't really see anything, but the sound of kissing soon reached his ears and Nick moaned as he wondered if he was going to be cuckolded by his mistress.

    "Put your tongue in my asshole, Nick," she instructed. "I want you to taste my fucking rectum."

    Nick penetrated her ass with his tongue. He soaked up the rather unpleasant taste of her insides and he did so without hesitation as Mistress Elena moaned before the sound of a deeper kind of kissing hit Nick's ears.

    "Get naked," she said.

    Nick tongue fucked Mistress Elena's ass vigorously while the other man in the room stripped. He fucked her legs with greater speed, bringing him closer to an orgasm. He wasn't going to let go and cum, though. Of course he wasn't. He was going to be good for Mistress Elena. He was going to follow her rules because he had no interest in getting in trouble.

    Then, as he was getting rather close to the point of ultimate pleasure, Mistress Elena stepped away and spun around. Nick looked up and saw the man that had cuckolded him once already standing next to her.

    "Do it," Mistress Elena said.

    Her lover approached Nick, grabbed a handful of his hair, and rubbed the plump head of his cock over Nick's lips. "Open up, cocksucker," he said.

    Nick's dick throbbed and his heart pounded as he surrendered. He opened his mouth and the cock invaded it soon after. The guy took a second handful of Nick's hair and began to slowly fuck his face. His long, thick cock moved in and out of Nick's mouth, stretching his lips and making him gag a little with every thrust.

    "Make him suffer," Mistress Elena said. "Fuck your cock deeper into his throat."

    Nick suffered, just as she wanted. He choked on the cock. He gagged. He spit up. It was humiliating and a little painful. He was a straight man being used like a bisexual sex toy, all for the pleasure of his mistress.

    "Slap his face with your cock," she instructed.

    He pulled out and slapped his wet dick all over Nick's face. It hurt a little and it left him covered with saliva. His humiliation deepened just a little, too, as he made no effort to stop any of it. Nick simply offered himself up for whatever humiliation Mistress Elena wanted to dole out.

    "Do you want to watch him fuck me, Nick?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Nick answered as his cock continued to throb.

    "I want you in the bed. On your back," she instructed.

    Nick got to his feet and crawled into the bed. He rolled onto his back and watched Mistress Elena approach. She stood in the bed and straddled his face as she looked down at him with a smile on her face before slowly squatting over him. He thought he might get the chance to eat her pussy, but instead she sat across his chest, leaving him inches from what he craved.

    "Fuck me," Mistress Elena said to her lover.

    He crawled into the bed and moved towards her. His cock appeared above Nick's face and a moment later his balls brushed against Nick's forehead.

    "Make him suck your balls a little," she said. "Before you slide that beautiful cock inside me, make him feast on your balls."

    Nick opened his mouth and a pair of big, hairy testicles fell onto his lips. He opened wide and sucked on those balls as he stared up at another man's asshole. Mistress Elena was still seated across his chest, using him as little more than furniture as she prepared to cuckold him with a man that possessed a far bigger cock, a far better body, and a great deal more stamina.

    "How's he doing?" she asked.

    "He sucks balls like a pro," her lover replied. "He uses his tongue well, too. I'd say you've trained this one well, Elena."

    "Let's continue his training, then," she said. "Fuck me."

    The balls departed Nick's mouth as the guy moved forward and slid his cock into Mistress Elena's pussy. He filled her slowly and Nick was treated to a view of his taint and hairy asshole as they fucked on top of him.

    Mistress Elena reached back and gripped his thighs as the fucking sped up. She dug her fingernails into his flesh and he enjoyed the sensation of being touched as she welcomed a better man into her pussy.

    "Sit on his face," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Before Nick could react the man inside Mistress Elena pulled out and sat on his face, smothering him with his ass. A set of balls rested against Nick's chin and he was fairly certain it was an asshole he felt against his lips.

    Then, there was bliss as Mistress Elena took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. "Lick his asshole, Nick," she instructed. "Show me that you're exactly the kind of man I think you are. Show me that you're nothing but a naughty little bitch that will do exactly as he's told by a superior woman."

    Nick was too caught up in the pleasure of submission - and the slow handjob he was receiving - to do anything other than put his tongue to work. He ate the asshole of the man sitting on his face and he ate it eagerly. He licked the taint and the area all around the asshole, too. He didn't give a damn at that point. He just wanted to do as he was told.

    "He's doing it," her lover said. "Fuck, he's eating my fucking ass."

    Mistress Elena laughed in delight. "Of course he is. I trained him well, after all. Now feed him your balls again."

    Nick soon had a pair of balls in his mouth. He sucked and licked like he knew she wanted him too. The cock came next, as the guy moved back, pushed his fat dick between Nick's lips, and filled his throat over and over, face fucking him while Nick was completely vulnerable and unable to do anything to escape from the rough treatment.

    "Fuck me," she instructed.

    Mistress Elena released Nick's cock and took a good fucking once again. This time it was harder and faster and Nick took the initiative to lift his head from the bed and lick the other man's asshole and taint when it passed over his mouth. He just wanted to be good, to be helpful, to show that he was every bit the submissive that Mistress Elena had trained him to be.

    It seemed to work, as Mistress Elena and her lover came hard. Nick's tongue worked the other man's tight asshole as he dumped his load inside Mistress Elena's slick, steamy pussy and elicited a series of wild moans from her as her body trembled while she sat across Nick's chest.

    The guy pulled out and Mistress Elena slid forward and sat on Nick’s face without hesitation. He put his tongue inside her and was rewarded with a big load of cum that slowly ran into his mouth.

    Mistress Elena smiled, reached down, and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled hard and Nick winced from the pain, but his tongue kept working her pussy, for he wasn't going to stop until he'd served his purpose and eaten every drop of cum the other man had left inside her.

    "You'll never be man enough to fuck me, Nick," she said. "You're not even man enough to fuck your wife. But I think it's clear that you're useful as a submissive toy. Your tongue is eager and talented. You're more than happy to suck cock and eat ass. You'd probably be more than happy to get fucked if it's what I wanted of you. Remember that as you continue to foster your wife's desires for another man. Remember that being entirely useless when it comes to fucking your wife doesn't mean that you're entirely useless to her. Remember that you can serve her well, Nick, and that when she begins to cuckold you that you can ensure your marriage will stay intact by serving her like a good submissive cuckold."

    Nick swallowed more of the salty cum that poured out of Mistress Elena's pussy and promised himself that he would be exactly the kind of husband Rebecca deserved, that he would do anything he could to ensure her happiness, because her happiness was all that mattered.

    When he was finished cleaning her pussy, Mistress Elena climbed off of Nick and said, "Fuck his face. Use his mouth to clean your cock."

    Nick opened his mouth dutifully and a cock slid past his lips and down his throat.

    "You won't be cumming today," Mistress Elena said. "Not with me. You'll cum with your wife if she's willing to let you. You can cum inside her if you'd like, but no matter where you cum you're going to clean it up."

    Nick couldn't answer - he had a cock down his throat - but he was going to do exactly as Mistress Elena instructed, just as he always did.
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    Elena strode across the bar and towards the booth with a strong drink in each hand. She spilled a little - the bartender had poured generously - before sliding onto the booth's soft leather seat and pushing Rebecca's drink across the table.

    "Thanks," Rebecca said as she leaned over to sip the artful foam off the top of the martini glass. Elena had picked a high-end bar, mostly because she thought Rebecca might find someone suitable to cuckold her husband with. Of course, Rebecca didn't know that was Elena's intention, but she didn't need to know.

    "Are you okay?" Elena asked as she watched her friend down a third of her drink in one sip. Rebecca had seemed a little bit off from the moment they'd met up an hour earlier. Elena figured she needed a drink, but they'd already downed one and were working on their second and Rebecca still seemed like she wasn't herself.

    Rebecca looked away for a moment and then turned her attention back to Elena and smiled. "Nick...well, he made a confession."

    Elena thought of her sessions with Nick, of the way she'd cuckolded him, fucked his face with a strapon, made him worship her ass, and much more. Was it possible that Nick had confessed his penchant for visiting a dominatrix?

    "What sort of confession?" she asked.

    Rebecca looked down into her drink, ran her finger over the rim of her glass, and looked up at Elena before she said, "He confessed that he's been paying someone to dominate him. You see, I found a pair of my panties stuffed in the back of his desk drawer. I could tell he was lying when I asked why they were in his drawer, and it wasn't long after that the truth spilled out of him."

    Elena thought of making Nick wear a pair of his wife’s panties during a session and tried her best not to surrender to the sudden increase in her heart rate and the tension in her chest. Though she'd initiated a friendship with Rebecca as a game of sorts - she wanted to try and control both members of a couple, even without Rebecca's knowledge of her mission - she'd since come to genuinely like her, and it seemed that their friendship was at risk of a sudden conclusion.

    "That's quite a confession," Elena said.

    Rebecca smiled and gently dipped her finger into her drink, which struck Elena as out of character. When she lifted that alcohol-flavored finger to her lips and sucked it clean, Elena was quite convinced that Rebecca was feeling the effects of her first drink and was letting loose. Her heart rate calmed, too, for if Rebecca was angry it seemed unlikely that she'd be acting in a genuinely seductive manner.

    "He told me that his dominatrix has helped him understand his desires, that she's shown him a side of himself he didn't know existed. He told me that she's even made him a better husband," Rebecca continued.

    Elena leaned forward, smiled at her friend, and asked, "Do you believe that's true?"

    Rebecca took a moment to consider the question and said, "Surprisingly, I do. He's far more focused on my needs since he started visiting his dominatrix. He's less selfish, kinder, and there's no question I'm enjoying our sex life more. I feel happier and freer than I have in a long time."

    Elena wasn't entirely sure if Rebecca knew that she was sitting across from Nick's dominatrix, so she chose not to say anything that would give it away.

    "He also mentioned that his dominatrix has cuckolded him multiple times," Rebecca continued. "She's brought in another man, a man blessed with the attributes that any woman would desire. She's had that man fuck her while Nick watched. He told me that she has a gift for putting him in his place while this other man - this perfect man, as Nick described him - is fucking her."

    Elena studied Rebecca's face as she talked, searching for clues to how her friend felt about Nick's confession. At times Rebecca seemed excited, perhaps even aroused. At times she seemed annoyed, perhaps even angry, making it impossible for Elena to know if she was on the verge of being thanked or yelled at.

    After a brief pause, Rebecca said, "He told me her name. Would you care to guess it?"

    "Mistress Elena," Elena answered, for now there was no doubt in her mind that Rebecca knew she was sitting across from Nick's dominatrix.

    Rebecca smiled. "That's right. You're my husband's dominatrix. You're the woman that's shown him his true self, that's cuckolded him, that's turned him into a more attentive husband, that's turned him into the kind of man that can't wait to eat his cum from my pussy after he fucks me."

    "Yes, I am," Elena said.

    "Did you know I was his wife?" Rebecca asked. "Is that why you encouraged me to fool around with other men? Were you trying to convince me to cuckold my husband?"

    "Yes," Elena admitted.

    Rebecca studied Elena's face for what felt like an eternity - though was likely just a handful of seconds - and asked, "Why? Why did you befriend me?"

    Elena saw no hint of anger on Rebecca's face. Instead, she saw a sense of curiosity, and she was fairly certain there was a little bit of arousal in her eyes, too. Her pupils had gotten bigger and her lips quivered faintly, as if she was stepping into a thrilling headspace.

    "There are two types of professional dommes," Elena began. "The first generally hates men. She takes pleasure in the pain and humiliation she gets to dole out. She takes pleasure in being paid to do so. She takes pleasure in reinforcing her preconceived notions that men are pathetic, worthless creatures."

    Elena sipped her drink as Rebecca leaned just a little bit closer, as if she was hanging on every word.

    "The second type gets off on being in control, on feeling powerful. I'm the second type. I don't hate men. Not at all. I love men, in fact. I find pleasure in dominating them. I find pleasure in being in control. When Nick enters my room at the Mansion, when he gets on his knees in front of me and offers me control, it turns me on, just as it does with most of my clients." Elena paused, studied Rebecca's face for a few seconds, and added, "I find pleasure in dominating women, too, in being in control, in getting them to do as I desire."

    Rebecca's breathing had suddenly gotten a little heavier and her chest looked flush. "Is that...is that what you were doing with me? Dominating me?"

    "In a way," Elena answered. "I wanted to see if I could control you and your husband, if I could reshape your marriage. I took an indirect approach with you, but I wanted to see if I could guide you to embrace the pleasure and freedom that would come from cuckolding your husband."

    "I didn't know," Rebecca said. "That you were steering me in the direction you wanted me to go, that you were controlling my marriage. I had no idea." She paused, looked down into her drink for a few seconds, and added, "But I liked it. I liked being pushed in that direction. I liked being pushed to uncover a part of me that I've clearly kept hidden for years, a part of me that I didn't really know existed."

    Elena decided to push her friend further. "Come sit next to me," she said while sliding all the way against the wall, making room for Rebecca to join her.

    They stared at each other for a few seconds before Rebecca acquiesced and moved to the other side of the booth. She sat down at the very outer edge, leaving a few feet of soft leather between them.

    "Closer," Elena instructed.

    Rebecca looked at her and at the space between them, took a breath, and slid closer.

    "Closer," Elena said once more. "I want you close enough that I can feel the warmth emanating from your legs."

    Rebecca hesitated. She looked once again at the space between them, glanced at Elena's legs, and then stared into her friend's eyes. Elena could see her brain working, as if she was mulling over the repercussions of following the command that had just been issued. Elena knew it was a big moment, for by doing as she desired, Rebecca would be tacitly offering her submission and opening the door to an entirely different kind of relationship between them.

    Much to Elena's delight, that's exactly what Rebecca did. She slid close enough that their bare thighs - they'd both worn fairly short skirts for their night out - touched.

    "Very good," Elena said softly as she reached under the table and put her hand on Rebecca's knee. "Now spread your legs for me."

    Rebecca slowly spread her legs and her skirt gently moved up her thighs, exposing more of her soft, smooth, milky white skin. Elena watched her friend's face as her fingers moved up Rebecca's thigh, moving in slow circles over her skin.

    "Are you turned, Rebecca?" Elena asked.

    "Yes," Rebecca answered.

    Elena's fingers moved ever closer to Rebecca's pussy as she watched arousal dance across her friend's face. Elena was turned on, too, though in her case it was entirely because of the level of control she'd just been granted.

    "Is your pussy wet?" Elena asked.

    "Yes, it is," she answered.

    Elena pressed her fingers against Rebecca's panties and felt the dampness of her pussy soaking through the thin lace. She rubbed in slow, small circles, stimulating Rebecca's clit and causing her friend to bite her lower lip, presumably in an effort to stifle a moan of pleasure that desperately wanted to escape.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked. "Do you like it when I play with your pussy?"

    Rebecca nodded. "Yes."

    Elena pulled aside her friend's panties and gently pushed two fingers inside her, discovering a level of wetness that was far greater than expected. Rebecca wasn't just wet. She was soaked.

    "Look at me," Elena instructed.

    Rebecca turned her head and looked at Elena. Her cheeks were flushed red and arousal danced in her eyes. She looked as though it wouldn't take much to push her over the edge and into an orgasmic place, a notion that Elena quite enjoyed.

    She wasn't going to make Rebecca cum, though. Not quite yet. Instead, she pulled her fingers from the lovely married woman's pussy and held them up. Rebecca's gaze focused on Elena's slick fingers and her lips parted.

    "Suck them clean," Elena said.

    Rebecca leaned forward and took Elena's slippery fingers into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked them clean. She moaned, too. It was quiet enough that Elena was likely the only one who could hear it, but it was beautiful.

    "That's a good girl," Elena said.

    That elicited another moan from Rebecca, this one a little louder. She seemed to be falling deeper into submission, to be embracing what was clearly a natural desire.

    As Rebecca gently sucked on her fingers, Elena asked, "How do you think your husband would feel if you sucked someone else's cock tonight, Rebecca? How would he feel if you went home and told him that you'd given a blowjob, that you'd made another man cum in your mouth, that you'd swallowed another man's cum like a good girl?"

    Rebecca's eyes went wide as Elena pulled her fingers free from the eager, sucking mouth they'd occupied. "I think...I think he'd enjoy that," Rebecca answered. "I think he'd love that, actually. I think he's...he's a cuckold, and a cuckold would enjoy that."

    Elena reached between Rebecca's legs once more. She slipped two fingers into her friend's slick pussy and used her thumb to rub Rebecca's clit. She smiled and leaned closer to kiss her neck, moaning softly as her lips brushed against Rebecca's soft skin.

    "And how would you feel about that, Rebecca?" Elena whispered. "How would feel if I made you suck another man's cock tonight? How would you feel if I made you suck a nice big cock until it flooded your mouth with a warm, thick load of cum that I made you swallow?"

    Rebecca closed her eyes and moaned as Elena felt her thighs trembling. She pushed her fingers even deeper into her friend's soaking wet pussy, but she pulled her thumb from Rebecca's clit, for she wasn't about to let her cum before she was ready.

    "I'd...that...it turns me on to think about doing that, about you making me suck cock," Rebecca answered.

    Elena smiled. Rebecca really was keen on submitting to her. She pulled her phone from her handbag and sent a quick text to the same man she'd cuckolded Nick with a few times. He was safe, reliable, and discreet, which meant he was absolutely perfect for what Elena needed in that moment. Unsurprisingly, he replied in an instant, stating his eagerness to assist Elena in her domination of a beautiful married woman.

    "My friend is going to join us," Elena said. "The same man that already cuckolded your husband. This time, though, you'll be the one to pleasure him." She pulled her fingers from Rebecca's pussy and slipped them into her mouth. "This pretty mouth of yours will make him feel good, Rebecca. You'll suck his cock until he cums and you'll swallow his load like a good girl. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Rebecca said as Elena's fingers departed her mouth.

    "Yes, mistress," Elena corrected her.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca said.

    "Very good," Elena replied. "He'll be here soon. In the meantime, let's finish our drinks."

    They enjoyed their drinks as Elena worked to keep Rebecca in a deeply aroused state, mostly by playing with her pussy and whispering into her ear about the joys of sucking a stranger's cock like a good girl. It wasn't long before Elena received a text letting her know that Daniel, the man she'd cuckolded Nick with, was waiting outside.

    "He's waiting outside," Elena said as she slipped her phone into her handbag. "Are you ready to be a good girl for me? Are you ready to suck cock?"

    "Yes," Rebecca replied before closing her eyes for a moment as a wave of pleasure seemed to move through her body. She then gathered her handbag, adjusted her skirt, and slid out of the booth.

    Elena followed, put her arm around Rebecca, and walked her out of the bar like they were a couple headed home for a night of intense pleasure. In a way, that's exactly what they were, and that reality put a smile on Elena's face. She hadn't expected to indulge in such a direct form of domination with Rebecca, but she quite liked how things had turned out.

    "There he is," Elena said as she pointed towards a dark luxury SUV waiting at the curb. "Get in the backseat." She opened the door for Rebecca and saw Daniel sitting behind the driver’s seat. He smiled and waved and Rebecca looked at Elena with a hint of worry in her eyes. "Don't worry, he won't bite," she said. "Now be a good girl and get in."

    Rebecca did as instructed and Elena closed the door behind her before moving to the other side of the SUV and getting behind the wheel. "Rebecca, I'd like you to meet Daniel. Daniel, this is Nick's wife, Rebecca. You've already seen her cuckold husband in action - and he's seen your perfect cock in action - and now you're going to enjoy his wife's lovely, talented mouth."

    "It's a pleasure to meet you, Rebecca," Daniel said.

    "You too," she replied, though her voice was quiet and she seemed to have some difficulty looking Daniel in the eye.

    "Give me your address, Rebecca," Elena instructed. "I'll drive you back to your house, back to your husband. While I do, you can pleasure Daniel. Don't finish him until we reach our destination, though. I want you to kiss your husband soon after you've swallowed a superior man's cum. Do you understand?"

    Rebecca looked nervous, but she nodded and then gave her address as instructed. Elena typed it into her phone, put the car in drive, and smiled as she pulled away from the curb.

    "Kiss him, Rebecca," she instructed. "Kiss him and stroke his cock through his pants. Get him hard for you. Show him that you're eager to make him happy, that you're eager to be a good girl for me."

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca replied.

    The sound of kissing soon drifted from the backseat. Rebecca moaned softly and Elena couldn't help but smile as she thought of her new submissive discovering just how big Daniel's cock was.

    "He's quite a lot bigger than your husband, isn't he?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    "Does that excite you, Rebecca? Do you like the idea of Daniel's cock stretching your tight, married pussy?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca said. "I don't think I've ever been with a man this big."

    "Take his cock out, Rebecca," Elena instructed. "Stroke him as you kiss. Feel how thick he is. Feel how hard he is for you. Feel how badly he wants you, how much you turn him on."

    Elena heard the sound of Daniel's zipper being lowered. Soon the sound of Rebecca's soft hand moving up and down his thick shaft filled the car along with moans from both of them. It was a beautiful symphony of pleasure and Elena couldn't help but take one hand off the steering wheel to reach between her legs and play with her soaking wet pussy. Domination turned her on, after all, and she saw no harm in indulging in her desire.

    "Suck his cock, Rebecca," Elena said. "Be a good girl and take him in your mouth. Discover what it's like to pleasure a real man."

    Rebecca's voice quivered with desire as she replied, "Yes, mistress."

    Elena glanced in the rearview mirror and watched Rebecca's head disappear from view. Daniel groaned a moment later and the sounds of a blowjob soon filled the car.

    "Oh, fuck," Daniel said.

    "Does her mouth feel good? Is she being a good cocksucker for you?" Elena asked.

    "She is," he replied.

    Elena's fingers moved faster over her clit as wetness dripped from her pussy. She was absolutely going to leave her juices on Daniel's beautiful leather seat, but she didn't care.

    "Don't cum in her mouth until I pull into her driveway," Elena instructed. "Let her worship that beautiful cock of yours for the next ten minutes."

    Rebecca dutifully worshiped Daniel's cock for the entirety of the ride back to her place, taking breaks only to stroke his thick, spit-soaked shaft and likely give her jaw a rest. Otherwise the car was filled with the sounds of voracious cocksucking, proving that Rebecca had fully surrendered to her submissive desires.

    Elena was on the verge of an orgasm of her own as she pulled into Rebecca's driveway. She put the car in park and kept the headlights on as she climbed into the passenger seat to enjoy a lovely view of the display of cocksucking prowess unfolding in the backseat.

    "Make him cum in your mouth, Rebecca," she instructed. "Be a good girl and make Daniel unload in your pretty mouth before you go inside and share the taste of a real man's cock and cum with your cuckold husband."

    Rebecca sucked and stroked the big, beautiful dick in her mouth with great vigor. The sounds of cocksucking reverberated around the car as Elena's fingers pumped in and out of her pussy while she rubbed her clit furiously.

    "Fuck, I'm close," Daniel declared.

    "Cum in her mouth," Elena said. "Let her have her reward for being a good cocksucker for her mistress."

    Daniel's grunts and groans filled the car as Rebecca sealed her lips around the head of his cock and welcomed his cum into her mouth. It seemed to be a lengthy orgasm, indicating that Rebecca had done a particularly good job of pleasuring him.

    As she watched her new submissive do her duty, Elena came hard. Her fingers and toes tingled as her head swam with pleasure, all while her gaze remained fixed on the sight of Rebecca taking a load from a stranger's cock.

    "Swallow," Elena instructed. Rebecca lifted her head, took a moment, and swallowed the cum in her mouth. Elena smiled as a sense of post-orgasmic bliss washed over her and said, "Good girl. Now go inside and kiss your husband. Tell him what you did. Then let him fuck you with that worthless little cock of his. When he cums inside you after just a few pumps, make him clean his mess while he tends to your needs."

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca said. She slid across the backseat, got out of the car, and headed for the door.

    Elena watched and smiled as she saw Nick standing in the window. She wondered if he'd watched and how much he'd seen. She hoped he'd known it was his wife sucking cock in the backseat. She hoped Rebecca would walk in to an aroused, eager husband.

    Nick met Rebecca at the front door. She didn't step inside, though. Instead, she pulled his lips to hers for a kiss right then and there. It was a long, lingering kiss. Long enough for Nick to share in the taste of another man's cock and cum. Long enough for him to understand what his wife had done, all of which put a smile on Elena's face.

    "Let's go back to my place," she said to Daniel. "I could use a good fucking."

    "It would be my pleasure," he replied. "Are you driving or am I?"

    "You drive," she said. "I might have the urge to suck your cock and see if I'm as good as she was."

    Daniel smiled and moved to the front seat. He put the car in reverse and looked at Elena. "She was good, but I've enjoyed your mouth, and you're better."

    "Rebecca's just getting started," Elena replied. "I hope you're available for her to practice with. If I have my way, she's going to be cuckolding her husband quite often."

    Daniel backed out of the driveway and his smile brightened. "You know I'm always available," he said.

    Elena was counting on it, for she had big plans for the couple she now controlled.
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    Nick was bound to the St. Andrew's cross in Mistress Elena's room at the Mansion. The cuffs that held his wrists and ankles in place were tighter than usual, causing just a hint of discomfort.

    "Open up," Mistress Elena demanded as she approached with a ball gag in her hand.

    Nick parted his lips and she placed the ball gag between them and secured it behind his head, robbing him of the ability to utter a single word.

    Mistress Elena then reached up and ran her fingernails down his chest and over his stomach. She applied just enough pressure to make it painful, though not agonizingly so. When she was inches away from his cock Mistress Elena stepped away. Nick turned his head to watch as she approached a table filled with the tools of her trade and picked up a metal chastity device.

    Nick felt a mixture of excitement and fear as Mistress Elena approached with the pieces of the device in her hand. She placed the metal ring around his testicles and the cage around his cock. She locked it in place, preventing him from achieving an erection until she freed him with the key that rested on the table.

    "You're going to want to get hard today," she said. "I decided it's going to be more fun for me if you can't hard, though. I want this worthless little dick of yours to stay little. I want it to stay soft. I want you to feel like the kind of man you really are, Nick. The kind of man that couldn't satisfy a woman if his life depended on it."

    Mistress Elena took his balls in her hand and caressed them gently. She stepped closer and kissed Nick's neck in a way she'd never done before. It was a soft, seductive kind of kiss. It was astounding, and a huge torrent of arousal followed, especially when she unleashed a gentle moan in the way a woman does when she's turned on.

    An unexpectedly intense pain followed as Nick's cock tried in vain to get hard in the cage that now encased it. Mistress Elena stepped back and smiled at his discomfort. "Your pain delights me, Nick," she said. "It's only just beginning, too. I strongly suspect your little dick is going to spend a great deal of time desperately trying to get hard in that cage today."

    Mistress Elena returned to the table and picked up a black satin sleep mask. It dangled from her finger as she approached Nick and moved closer enough that her body - which was clad in a tight black corset, a black fishnet body stocking, a black leather thong over the body stocking, and a pair of knee high black leather boots - pressed against his. Again Nick's cock surged in the cage and again he felt the agony of it trying - and failing - to get hard.

    "You don't yet deserve to see what's going to unfold in my room today," she said. "You're going to want to see it. You're going to struggle against your bonds to try and gain your freedom so you can see it, but you're not yet worthy of it, Nick."

    She placed the sleep mask over his eyes, blinding him to everything but a sliver of light that snuck in under the bottom. Nick heard Mistress Elena's heels as she walked away from him. The door opened and closed soon after. The room was silent. Mistress Elena must have left.

    Nick felt a bit of drool escape around the ball gag in his mouth. It dripped down his chin and onto his chest and there was nothing he could do to stop it. He found a small amount of pleasure in that fact, as there was something appealing about the notion of all control being wrested from him.

    "Come in," Mistress Elena said as the door to her room opened once more.

    The sound of two sets of heels on the floor made Nick fairly certain that Mistress Elena had invited another woman to her room.

    "Strip," Mistress Elena instructed.

    "Yes, mistress," a feminine voice answered.

    Nick recognized that voice. It was unmistakable. It was Rebecca. His wife was in Mistress Elena's room. She was stripping for her. She was calling her mistress. She was offering her submission.

    "Are you prepared to serve?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered. "I'm...I'm excited to serve you. Last week...what I did with Daniel..."

    "Do you mean when you sucked cock for me, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked. "When you were a good girl and you sucked a stranger's cock until he flooded your pretty little mouth with his thick, salty load?"

    Nick heard his wife's heavy breathing. She was aroused. She must have been.

    "Yes, mistress. When I...when I sucked cock for you," Rebecca answered.

    Nick wasn't entirely sure - he couldn't see his wife, after all - but she sounded nervous, like she still wasn't entirely confident in the decision she'd made to show up at the Mansion to offer her submission to Mistress Elena.

    "Tell me, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said, "was your submission to me on your mind this week? Did it fill your thoughts? Did you find yourself distracted by reliving that moment when you offered your mouth to a stranger because I instructed you to do so?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    "Did it make that tight little cunt of yours wet to think about being a cocksucker for your mistress?" she asked.

    Nick listened to his wife's rapid breathing and desperately wished he could see her. He wanted to witness what sounded like a fairly intense kind of pleasure, as if Rebecca was in the process of discovering just how pleasurable submission could be.

    "Yes, mistress, it made me wet," Rebecca admitted. "It...I couldn't stop thinking about it. It was on my mind all week. I thought about it at work, at home. I even dreamed about it a few times."

    Nick listened to the sound of Mistress Elena's heels on the floor. "And did you show up here today because you wish to submit to me, Rebecca?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered. "I'm...it scares me, but yes, I wish to submit to you. I do."

    "I'm glad you're here," Mistress Elena said. "For your submission last week made my pussy wet, Rebecca. Your willingness to do as you were told, to surrender to me and push yourself far beyond your comfort zone, I found that deeply pleasurable. I took Daniel back to my place and fucked him twice that night. I thought of you as his cock satisfied my desires. I thought of your pretty mouth bobbing up and down on his thick shaft in the backseat. I thought of the sounds of your cocksucking, of your moans as the head of his plump, beautiful dick hit the back of your throat. I thought of you being a good slut for me, Rebecca, and I came all over his cock."

    Rebecca moaned, making Nick wonder if Mistress Elena was offering his wife some sort of pleasure, or if she was merely so caught up in the pleasures of submission that she couldn't help but unleash that lustful sound.

    "Take my panties off," Mistress Elena instructed.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca replied.

    Nick listened as his wife removed the leather panties their mistress wore. He imagined Rebecca staring up at Mistress Elena's pussy. He was fairly certain it was the first time his wife had been that close to another woman's pussy, and he wished desperately that he could remove the blindfold to watch what he suspected was going to unfold next.

    "You look so beautiful on your knees, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said.

    "Thank you, mistress," she replied.

    "Would you like to kiss my pussy?" Mistress Elena asked.

    For a few seconds, Rebecca said nothing and Nick wondered if his wife had been pushed too far. She hadn't. "Yes, mistress, I'd like that very much," Rebecca answered.

    "Go ahead," Mistress Elena said. "Be a good girl. Kiss my pussy. Just kisses, though. You might be tempted to use your tongue to try and pleasure your mistress, but I haven't given you permission to eat my pussy yet."

    Nick heard the sound of a soft kiss. He heard it over and over. He imagined Mistress Elena standing in front of his wife with her hand on the back of Rebecca's head. He imagined his beautiful wife offering her submission and kissing another woman's pussy for the first time in her life. The thought proved to be massively arousing and Nick groaned at the pain between his legs as his cock tried to get hard.

    "It sounds like your husband is excited at the idea of his beautiful wife offering his submission to a woman," Mistress Elena noted. "It sounds like he wishes he could watch you show your submission by kissing my pussy. Do you think he deserves to watch?"

    "It doesn't matter what I think, mistress," Rebecca answered, demonstrating just how fully she'd embraced the idea of submission.

    Mistress Elena laughed softly. "No, it doesn't. Not here. Not in this space. Not when you're under my control. What I want is all that matters, isn't it?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered in a voice that wavered ever so slightly.

    "Stand up," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick listened intently. He heard the sounds of Mistress Elena's heels on the floor once more. He heard his wife moan softly. Then the sound of flesh meeting flesh rang out. He was certain Mistress Elena had just delivered a swift blow to Rebecca's ass. Another quickly followed and Nick heard his wife whimper from the pain.

    Rebecca moaned, but not from pain. It was from pleasure. Mistress Elena must have been touching her in a manner that turned Rebecca on. "You're exquisite, Rebecca," she said. The sound of a soft kiss floated through the air and Nick imagined Mistress Elena kissing his wife's neck. "You're beautiful, submissive, and eager to be taken on a journey of pleasure unlike any you've experienced in your life."

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    Nick heard wetness. At first he wasn't sure what it was, but then his wife moaned and he was almost certain Rebecca was being fingered. If it was her pussy being penetrated, she was soaked. Completely and utterly soaked.

    "You're wet, Rebecca," Mistress Elena noted. "Is that for me? Is that because submission turns you on?"

    Rebecca moaned loudly. "Yes, mistress."

    The sound of two more hard smacks on Rebecca's ass filled the room. "Good," Mistress Elena said. "Very good. Approach your husband. Approach that pathetic creature I've bound for my pleasure."

    Nick's heart rate leapt as his wife approached. He felt her breath on the exposed skin of his chest, but she didn't say a word.

    "Kiss your way down his body and then get on your knees in front of him," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick moaned as Rebecca's soft, warm lips pressed against his chest. She worked slowly, kissing her way down his body. Each kiss deepened his arousal, leading to an ever-increasing ache between his legs and unleashing a cavalcade of lusty moans around the ball gag in his mouth.

    "Kiss his pathetic little cock," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick felt his wife's lips against his caged cock. He instinctively pulled against the cuffs that held his arms in place. He wanted to be free to experience the unexpected pleasures of his session with Mistress Elena.

    "Take it in your mouth," Mistress Elena said. "Give your husband's worthless little dick a nice blowjob."

    Warmth and wetness enveloped Nick's locked cock. Pain followed, for even when caged it was pleasurable to receive a blowjob from his wife. Rebecca moaned and took the entirety of the cage in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it. She sucked hard, offering Nick a rather astounding level of pleasure, all of which increased his pain.

    "Tell me, Rebecca," Mistress Elena began, "would you prefer to have Daniel's cock in your mouth? Would you prefer to suck a real man's cock over your husband's small, caged, quick shooting dicklet?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    Nick groaned around the ball gag. He felt more drool pour from his mouth as his cock ached in its cage.

    "It felt good to have a long, thick, beautiful cock in your mouth, didn't it? It felt good to worship the kind of cock that could undoubtedly fuck you to a body-shaking orgasm, didn't it?" she asked.

    Rebecca moaned and Nick felt her breath on his cock. "Yes, mistress."

    "Suck on your husband's balls," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick groaned around the ball gag as his wife took his testicles in her mouth. She sucked and swirled her tongue around them. He couldn't remember the last time she'd offered him that particular pleasure and he couldn't believe how good it felt.

    "You enjoyed kissing your beautiful wife after she'd sucked cock for me, didn't you Nick?" Mistress Elena asked. He couldn't answer, but he grunted around the ball gag, as he'd enjoyed it immensely. "You enjoyed tasting his cock and cum on her lips and tongue, didn't you? You enjoyed knowing that she'd had a real man's cock in her mouth, that she'd given him pleasure, that she'd swallowed his thick, creamy, salty seed like a good little slut, didn't you?"

    Rebecca moaned and Nick soon joined her. He was fully immersed in the intense pleasure of his submission - and of Rebecca's submission - and the ache between his legs made it seem as though his cock might burst were it not granted the freedom it clearly craved.

    "That's enough, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said. "Your husband has experienced every bit of pleasure he deserves."

    Rebecca released Nick's balls from her mouth and ran her hands up and down his thighs for a few seconds as Mistress Elena walked away.

    "Your husband wants to be cuckolded, Rebecca," Mistress Elena explained. "He wants you to experience the joy of an orgasm with someone else's cock inside you. He wants someone superior to him to fuck you. He wants to hear you scream in pleasure as you get pounded hard."

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca replied.

    "Do you want to cuckold your husband?" she asked. "Do you want to experience a better kind of sex? The kind where the cock inside you doesn't cum long before you've had a chance to orgasm? The kind where you get fucked with such skill that you can't help but lose yourself in the joy of being filled over and over? The kind of sex where you want more the moment it's over?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca said. "I...I want that. I do. I...I want that."

    "What do you think about my cock, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked, indicating that she'd put on a strapon.

    "It's beautiful, mistress," she answered.

    "Your husband sucked this cock," Mistress Elena explained. "He was on his knees for me just like you are. He took this big cock in his mouth and he sucked it for me. He took it in his throat. He choked on it. He sucked like a good little submissive slut. Will you do that for me, Rebecca? Will you suck like a good little submissive slut?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    "Open up," Mistress Elena demanded.

    Nick felt an unfamiliar kind of desperation. He wanted to see his wife with the strapon in her mouth. He wanted to see Rebecca on her knees and looking up at their mistress. He wanted to see the cocksucking. He couldn't, though. He'd been denied that pleasure. He'd been deemed unworthy of it.

    "Don't fight me, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said. "Let me take your mouth. Let me take your throat. Let me use you. Be a good submissive. Be a good girl for your mistress."

    The sounds of a sloppy wet blowjob filled the air. Nick struggled fruitlessly against the cuffs that held his wrists. He listened to his wife suck their mistress's cock. He listened to the gagging and to what he imagined was a face fucking, for he knew that Mistress Elena could be relentless when she was playing with a willing submissive.

    "Get my cock nice and wet, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said. "It's going in your pussy next. I'm going to fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked. I'm going to see if you can take it, if you can serve my needs. If you can, I'll arrange for Daniel to fuck your tight little cunt, to pound you, to make you cum all over his cock while your cuckold husband watches."

    Rebecca moaned and Nick joined her. Arousal spread through his body. His cock throbbed in the little cage as he struggled for freedom from the bondage that he knew wouldn't come.

    Rebecca gasped for air. The strapon must have exited her throat. "Stand up. Walk to the bed. Bend over the edge. Present your pussy."

    Nick listened as the women walked towards the bed. He heard the sound of a harsh slap being visited upon Rebecca's ass. His wife moaned. The sound of slippery pussy fingering then filled the air.

    "Tell me what you want," Mistress Elena demanded.

    "I want you to fuck me," Rebecca said. "Fuck my cunt. Give me your big cock. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like my husband has never fucked me."

    "Good girl," Mistress Elena said. The room went silent for a few seconds. Then Rebecca moaned. Mistress Elena must have been filling her with the strapon. She must have been fucking her tight cunt, just as she'd said she would do. "How does it feel?"

    "It's so big," Rebecca answered.

    "Your husband isn't very big, is he?" Mistress Elena asked. "His little dick doesn't reach as deep inside you as mine does, does it? His little dick doesn't stretch out your cunt like mine does, does it?"

    "No, mistress," Rebecca said. "Nick has never fucked me like this. He can't. Even if he had a big dick he'd cum too quickly to satisfy me."

    "He deserves to be cuckolded, doesn't he?" Mistress Elena asked. "He deserves to be put in his place, to be shown that he's not capable of satisfying his wife, that instead of fucking your pussy it's his place to clean your pussy after another man has fucked you and cum inside you."

    Rebecca moaned and the sounds of sex got louder. "Yes, mistress...fuck, he deserves to clean a real man's cum from my pussy. He deserves to watch as someone else fucks me and satisfies me. He deserves to watch as someone else cums inside me after giving me the kind of orgasm I need. He deserves to be made to lick that other man's load out of me like a good little cuckold!"

    Nick felt like he no longer had control of his body or his mind as he pulled against the cuffs to try and attain his freedom. He knew he wouldn't have done anything with it, but he didn't want to be bound. He wanted to be close to his wife. He wanted to see her pussy being stretched by the strapon cock. He wanted to see her face, to witness the pleasure of it for himself. He was denied all of it, though.

    "I'm close, mistress," Rebecca said. "Fuck, can I cum?"

    "Yes, you may cum," Mistress Elena answered.

    Rebecca climaxed quickly. The sounds she made were unlike any Nick had ever heard from his wife. They were primal, animalistic. They came from a place deep inside her, as if cumming on Mistress Elena's cock had unleashed a part of her she'd long kept hidden. It was thrilling to listen to, though of course his cock ached as he did.

    "Thank you, mistress," Rebecca said breathlessly.

    "You're welcome," Mistress Elena replied. "Now climb into the bed and roll onto your back. I'm going to sit on your face and you're going to make me cum. When I'm done, you'll get dressed and you'll leave. You won't wash my juices off your face, though. You'll wear them until your husband joins you at home. You'll let him lick them off your face. Then you'll let him put that worthless cock of yours inside you. You'll let him cum inside you. You'll feed him his cum. You'll tell him that his cock can't satisfy you, that he deserves to be cuckolded."

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca said.

    Nick suddenly couldn't wait for his session to end, though he knew Mistress Elena might keep him and deny him the pleasure of going home simply because she could. His day was going to end spectacularly well, though, and he was grateful for that.
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    "Welcome," Mistress Elena said as Nick and Rebecca entered her room at the Mansion.

    "Thank you for having us, mistress," Rebecca replied.

    "Yes, thank you, mistress," Nick answered.

    Mistress Elena approached the couple with a smile on her face and a slow, seductive sway in her hips. She stopped in front of Rebecca and reached up to caress her face. Mistress Elena smiled as she ran her thumb over Rebecca's lips and watched them part, no doubt in the hope that she could demonstrate her submission by welcoming her mistress's fingers into her mouth.

    "How was your week?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "It was good, mistress," Nick replied.

    "I didn't ask you, cuckold," she said sharply as her gaze remained fixed on Rebecca's lust-filled eyes. "I asked your beautiful wife. Keep your mouth shut until you're spoken to. Now Rebecca, tell me, how was your week?"

    "It was good, mistress...but it was frustrating, too," she answered.

    Mistress Elena smiled and ran her thumb over Rebecca's lower lip. She watched the beautiful submissive restrain her desire to lean forward, engulf the finger in her mouth, and suck on it. "And what frustrated you?"

    "After last week...after you fucked me while Nick watched...I wanted more," Rebecca said. "So much more."

    Mistress Elena looked at Nick, smiled, and asked, "And your cuckold wasn't able to provide you with what you wanted?"

    "No, mistress," Rebecca answered. "Nick can't give me what I want. He can't even come close, in fact. He came even quicker than usual this week on the few occasions I let him inside me. He cleaned me each time, of course, and I came when he cleaned his mess out of me, but it wasn't anywhere near as satisfying as when you fucked me. In fact, it wasn't even as satisfying as sucking Daniel's cock had been."

    Mistress Elena couldn't contain the smile that slowly crept across her face, for she felt intense pleasure at having successfully trained Rebecca to need more than her husband could give her. Rebecca deserved a reward for that, so Mistress Elena gently slid her thumb into the beautiful submissive's mouth. Rebecca wrapped her lips around it, closed her eyes, and sucked slowly and sensually.

    "That's a good girl," Mistress Elena said. "Take me into your mouth. Suck on my flesh as if you were pleasuring a cock. Show me that you deserve to be allowed to pleasure a real man's cock again. Show me that you deserve to be allowed to give Daniel a blowjob, to worship him with this pretty little mouth of yours. Show me that you deserve to take Daniel's cock in your tight, wet cunt."

    Rebecca put on quite a show as Mistress Elena - and Nick - watched. Her tongue swirled around the thumb in her mouth as her lips moved up and down the wet flesh.

    Nick moaned and Mistress Elena turned her attention to the cuckold standing next to his wife. "Did you dress your wife as I instructed, cuckold?" she asked.

    "I did, mistress," Nick replied.

    Rebecca was wearing an overcoat, but Mistress Elena expected to see a lingerie set underneath it, as those were the instructions she'd given Nick prior to scheduling a session for him and his wife.

    "Remove her coat," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick moved closer, tugged on the strip of fabric that kept the coat closed, and then stepped behind his wife and freed her from it. With her thumb still in Rebecca's mouth, Mistress Elena stepped back to admire the elaborate, strappy black lingerie set that Nick had dressed his wife in. Rebecca looked exquisitely sexy and she exuded an unexpected sense of confidence, perhaps gained through the freedom that comes from dutiful service to a mistress.

    "On your knees behind her, cuckold," Mistress Elena ordered. "Pull aside her thong, spread her ass cheeks, and worship her asshole."

    Nick fell to his knees and a moment later Rebecca moaned. Mistress Elena pulled her thumb from between the plump lips that clung to it and stepped closer. She slipped her fingers into Rebecca's bra and squeezed her breast, slowly increasing the pressure until she saw her beautiful submissive wince.

    "Do you feel beautiful, Rebecca?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress, I do," Rebecca answered.

    Mistress Elena released Rebecca's perky breast from her grasp and ran her fingers down the lovely sub's stomach and into her panties. She gently massaged Rebecca's clit, eliciting a soft moan and seemingly engulfing the beautiful married woman in a fog of intense pleasure.

    "Do you want to cuckold your husband, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked. "Do you want to welcome another man's cock into your pussy? Do you want to know what it feels like to get fucked by a superior man?"

    "Yes, please," Rebecca answered.

    Mistress Elena smiled and slid two fingers into Rebecca's pussy. She fucked her with them, aggressively penetrating her exceedingly wet cunt and eliciting a series of beautiful moans.

    Once her fingers were thoroughly soaked, Mistress Elena pulled them from Rebecca's panties and shoved them in her mouth. The submissive sucked them clean without hesitation, tasting her juices and moaning.

    "You're a good girl," Mistress Elena said, "and you deserve to have what you crave. You deserve to get fucked by a real man."

    She stepped away, picked up her phone, and sent a quick message to Daniel, who was waiting at the mansion to be called into service. Mistress Elena set her phone down and turned to her submissives. Nick was still on his knees working his wife's asshole with his talented tongue and Rebecca had a deeply-satisfied look on her face as she enjoyed the lusty attentions of her husband.

    "Daniel is on his way up," Mistress Elena informed them. Rebecca's face morphed into a look of overwhelming excitement. "You're going to serve him as you'd serve me. You're going to offer him your body for his pleasure, and he's going to offer you what you desire. He's going to fuck you, Rebecca, and you're going to experience the kind of pleasure your husband has never been able to offer you."

    A gentle knock on the door announced Daniel's presence and Rebecca's face lit up with excitement.

    "You may welcome him to my room," Mistress Elena said.

    Rebecca hurried towards the door and hastily opened it. She stepped back and Daniel took a few moments to admire her body before stepping into the room. He looked at Mistress Elena - who nodded - and then took Rebecca's hand and led her towards the bed. They stopped just short of it, though, and Daniel took Rebecca into his arms for a kiss. At first, she seemed surprised that his lips were pressed against hers. It took only a few moments for her to melt into him, though. Her lips parted and she welcomed his tongue into his mouth. She even sucked on it a little as his hands moved down her back and he grasped two handfuls of her ass and squeezed hard.

    Mistress Elena unzipped her leather skirt and pushed it to the floor. She turned and strode towards the elegant leather-trimmed chair on the other side of the room. She sat and spread her legs as Rebecca and Daniel continued to kiss like longtime lovers that were reunited for the first time in months.

    "Come to me, cuckold," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick pulled his attention away from his wife and stared at Mistress Elena's pussy. He seemed reluctant to do as he was told - and with good reason, as he was unquestionably more excited to watch his wife in that moment - but he crawled towards Mistress Elena.

    "Good boy," she said. "Now eat my pussy while I watch your wife enjoy the pleasure of being with a real man."

    Nick crawled between her legs and looked up at Mistress Elena. "Please, mistress, may I watch Rebecca and Daniel?"

    Mistress Elena smiled, reached out, and grabbed a handful of Nick's hair. She pulled hard until his face was pressed against her pussy. "You will do as you're told, cuckold. If I want you to watch your wife get fucked, I'll tell you to watch. If I want you to remain between my legs while I enjoy the sight of a real man's cock filling your wife's tight cunt, that's what you'll do. You're not in control here. You’ll do as you're told, just like a good cuckold should. If you can't, I'll kick you out of the room and you won't even be able to hear your beautiful wife get pounded like she so obviously need to be pounded."

    Nick's resistance melted and he pushed his tongue into Mistress Elena's pussy. She kept her grip on his hair, though, for she wasn't going to let him surrender to his desire to watch his wife for even a moment.

    "Rebecca, is Daniel's cock hard for you?" Mistress Elena asked.

    Rebecca reached between Daniel's legs and stroked his cock through his jeans. "Yes, mistress," she answered with a smile. "He's exceptionally hard."

    "I'd like to see you suck his cock," Mistress Elena said. "In fact, I'd like to see you worship his cock. Get on your knees for him. But, before you take his pants off, ask for permission to worship him."

    Rebecca slowly fell to her knees and looked up at Daniel as she rubbed the bulge in his jeans. "Daniel, may I worship your cock? May I show you how desperately I want you, how desperately I want to please you?"

    "Yes, you may," Daniel replied with a smile.

    Rebecca lowered his jeans and Daniel stepped out of them. She leaned forward to kiss the bulge in his underwear and then pulled them down, freeing the cock she'd sucked off just a few weeks prior.

    "She's just freed his cock, cuckold," Mistress Elena said. "She's about to take him in her mouth. It's a shame you can't watch."

    Nick moaned and Mistress Elena felt him try and turn his head, but she kept her tight grip on his hair as a smile crossed her face. She was in control of both members of the submissive couple and that's exactly how she wanted it.

    "Take him in your mouth, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said. "Worship him like a good slut."

    Rebecca moaned - perhaps at being called a slut - and took Daniel's cock in her mouth. She seemed to understand that she needed to maintain eye contact with him to properly worship his cock, so her gaze remained fixed on his face as she sucked on the plump head.

    "Your wife is sucking cock," Mistress Elena said as she pulled a little tighter on Nick's hair. "She looks so beautiful with Daniel's big dick in her mouth. She looks so happy, too. She's been denied the pleasure of being with a real man for far too long, cuckold. She's been stuck with your worthless cock for all these years. No wonder she's so eager to worship a real man, to get on her knees and show him that she wants nothing more than to give him pleasure."

    Rebecca reached up to play with Daniel's balls while she worshiped his cock. Her lips moved further and further down the shaft, too. She couldn't quite take it all, but she managed to get more than half of his dick in her mouth. It wouldn't be long before she could deepthroat, which was a necessary skill for any good submissive slut to have.

    "Is she being a good cocksucker, Daniel?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "She is," he replied. "She's excellent. Even better than the first time in the car, actually."

    "Does she deserved to be fucked?" she asked.

    Daniel smiled. "Absolutely."

    Mistress Elena pulled on Nick's hair and he looked up at her. "Do you want Daniel to fuck your wife? Do you want him to cuckold you?"

    "Yes, mistress," Nick answered.

    "Do you want to witness your cuckolding?" she asked. "Do you want to crawl to the edge of the bed and watch as Daniel's big cock parts your wife's pussy lips and slides deep inside her?"

    "Yes, mistress," Nick replied breathlessly.

    "Stand up and strip," she instructed. "But don't you dare look towards your wife. If you turn your head even a little I'll send you to your car, where you can wait for your wife to join you after she's been fucked."

    "Yes, mistress," Nick said as he stood up and stripped. Though he clearly had to resist the urge to turn and watch his wife give a blowjob, Nick managed not to fail at his task.

    "Rebecca, release Daniel's cock from the desperate grasp of your cocksucking lips," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Rebecca pulled back - reluctantly, it seemed - and Daniel's cock popped free of her mouth. She reached up to stroke him a few times, but eventually her hands fell to her sides as she stared up at the man that would soon be inside her.

    "Go stand next to Daniel, cuckold," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick turned and walked towards the naked man that would soon be fucking his wife. He stood next to him as instructed and Mistress Elena smiled at the considerable differences between them. It was painfully obvious that Daniel was the far superior specimen of manhood, a notion that Rebecca also seemed to appreciate as she looked at both her husband and her soon-to-be lover.

    "Which man would you rather have inside you, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Daniel, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    "And why is that?" she asked.

    "Because he's far more of a man," Rebecca said. "He's better looking, he's in much better shape, he has a bigger cock, and I'm certain he can last a great deal longer than my husband. Nick will disappoint me if he fucks me. Daniel will satisfy me."

    Nick's knees wobbled as a drop of precum formed at the tip of his cock. Mistress Elena chuckled as she stood and approached the cuckold. She moved behind him and gently ran her fingernails down his back before leaning forward to kiss his neck, which sent goose bumps rushing down his arm.

    "I'm willing to let you witness your cuckolding, Nick," she said softly. "But you're going to have to earn it."

    "I will, mistress," he said. "I'll do anything."

    "Get in the bed, Rebecca," Mistress Elena instructed. "On your back. Take your panties off and spread your legs."

    Rebecca hopped to her feet, crawled into the bed, pulled her beautiful panties off, and spread her legs. Her pussy lips looked pink, plump, and wet with desire. She was in desperate need of a good fucking, and she was on the verge of getting it.

    "On your knees, cuckold," Mistress Elena said. "Eat my pussy."

    Nick fell to his knees, crawled in front of his mistress, and ate her pussy as instructed. He was now facing away from where his cuckolding would unfold, but he knew better than to object.

    "Daniel, why don't you give Rebecca a small taste of how good it feels to have your cock inside her," Mistress Elena said.

    Daniel crawled into the bed and kissed Rebecca as he settled between her legs. He reached down, took hold of his cock, and rubbed the head over her pussy lips. She spread her legs a little wider, indicating her desperation to be penetrated by his long, thick dick. Rebecca moaned into Daniel's mouth as he filled her. She arched her back, making it just a little easier for him to slide into her wetness.

    "Another man is inside your wife, cuckold," Mistress Elena said. "He's deeper in her pussy than your pathetic little cock has ever been. She can feel the difference, cuckold. I can see it on her face. It's only been a few moments but already your wife knows just how inferior you are, already she knows that she can't go back to having you as her primary sexual partner."

    Nick licked her pussy feverishly, as if doing so was the only outlet for the overwhelming desire he seemed to feel. Mistress Elena grabbed a tight handful of his hair and pulled back until he was looking up at her. "Do you want to watch him fuck her, cuckold?"

    "More than anything, mistress," he answered.

    Rebecca moaned as Daniel's cock slowly moved in and out of her pussy. He wasn't yet fucking her. He was merely teasing her. It seemed to make her feel good, though.

    "Do you want your husband to watch, Rebecca? Do you want him to witness your pleasure?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered. "I want him to see how different it is with Daniel. It want him to see how much more I enjoy Daniel's cock. Plus, I know this is what he wants. I know it's what he craves, and I think he deserves to watch."

    "Pull out, Daniel," Mistress Elena said. "Sit on the edge of the bed."

    Daniel did as instructed and Mistress Elena released Nick's hair and approached the long, thick, slick cock that was just inside Rebecca.

    "You must pay a price if you want to watch, cuckold," she said. "You must suck cock in front of your wife. You must suck her pussy juices from this big, beautiful cock. You must show her that you're every bit the cuckold we both know you are."

    Nick looked horrified as he stared at Daniel's cock and then looked towards his wife.

    "You don't have to be scared," Rebecca said as she sat up on her elbows. "I know what you are, Nick. I know what kind of man you are. I know that being the kind of man you are means offering your submission. And right now, that means being a cocksucker. So don't be scared to take him in your mouth. Don't be scared to do as our mistress desires."

    Nick crawled towards Daniel's cock and Mistress Elena smiled as a surge of lust moved through her body. She reached between her legs and played with her clit as Nick parted his lips and took another man's dick in his mouth.

    "That's it, cuckold," Mistress Elena said. "Suck dick for me. Suck dick while your wife watches. Suck him clean. Suck her juices off of him."

    Nick sucked voraciously, proving that he understood his place as a cuckold. He sucked every bit of Rebecca's juices off of Daniel's cock and even gave his balls a tongue bath for good measure.

    "You've earned the right to watch your cuckolding," Mistress Elena said. "You've proven to me that you're worthy of that pleasure by being a willing cocksucker. Fuck her, Daniel. Fuck her like she craves. Fuck her hard. Fuck her like her husband has never fucked her."

    Daniel moved between Rebecca's legs and slid into her slick, needy pussy once more. His cock bottomed out inside her and they kissed. His hands found her wrists and he pinned them to the bed above her head. He pulled out and then slammed every inch of his cock into her pussy. Rebecca responded with a wild, wondrous moan as Daniel smiled.

    "You may watch from any angle you like, cuckold," Mistress Elena said.

    Nick moved to the foot of the bed and a look of pure wonder washed over his face as he witnessed the beauty of Daniel's cock spreading Rebecca's pussy lips and penetrating her deeply.

    "Harder," Rebecca said. "Please, Daniel, fuck me harder."

    Daniel delivered, just as he always did. That's why Mistress Elena enjoyed fucking him too. He was an exquisite lover. His cock was perfect and he had total control over his body and could use it to deliver pleasure in any way a woman wanted.

    "Oh my god," Rebecca said as the fucking continued. Her hands remained pinned above her head as she surrendered her body to the man inside her. She closed her eyes and began to arch her back a little with every thrust, taking Daniel's cock just deeper inside her in the process. "You feel so fucking good inside me!"

    "Is he better than your cuckold husband?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Nick is nothing compared to him!" Rebecca answered.

    "Are you going to cum, Rebecca?" she asked.

    Rebecca nodded vigorously. "I'm close. May I cum, mistress? May I cum on his cock?"

    Mistress Elena thought about denying her, but that ran counter to her ultimate goal. She wanted Rebecca to fall in love with the pleasure that other men could provide her, and great orgasms were central to that. "Yes, you may cum."

    A few moments later Rebecca experienced a massively powerful orgasm with Daniel's cock thrusting in and out of her. He released her wrists and she quickly wrapped her arms and legs around him, pulling him close while her body trembled from the overwhelming pleasure. She moaned and groaned and it seemed like she was trying to talk, though the only words to escape her lips were unintelligible, such was the potency of her pleasure.

    "Thank you," Rebecca said as she looked at Mistress Elena. "Thank you both. That was...I've never cum like that before. Never."

    "You're welcome," Mistress Elena replied. "You're not finished, though. Daniel's going to fuck you again. He's going to make you cum again. I'm going to give you some time to recover, though. And while you do, I'm going to sit on your face and you're going to worship my pussy. As you do that, your husband is going to tend to Daniel's cock and balls with his eager mouth."

    Daniel pulled out, backed up, and sat on the edge of the bed in front of Nick, who put his mouth to work almost immediately.

    "Do you hear that, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked. "That's the sound of your cuckold husband sucking cock for his mistress."

    "It's beautiful," Rebecca said with a smile. "It really is."

    Mistress Elena crawled into the bed and straddled Rebecca's face. "I know it is. Now worship my pussy. Show me that you're as good a submissive as your husband. Then I'll let Daniel do as he pleases with your body in pursuit of his orgasm."

    Mistress Elena dropped her pussy onto Rebecca's face, closed her eyes, and listened to the beautiful sounds of a submissive couple using their mouths to pleasure their superiors. She couldn't help but smile, as she was just getting started with Nick and Rebecca. Now that they were fully under her control, Mistress Elena could have all kinds of fun with them. Her imagination was the only limit.
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    Elena smiled as she stood at Nick and Rebecca's door, extended her hand, and rang the bell. A lovely singsong chime filled their home and a few seconds later Elena heard the distinct sound of heels on the tile floor of their foyer.

    Rebecca answered the door looking every bit as sexy as Elena had hoped for when she instructed her newest submissive in how to dress for the evening. Her hair was long and shiny, her makeup was classy with just a hint of seduction thanks to a smoky eye, and she wore a tight, short, low cut dress and a pair of three inch heels. Her beautiful body was on full display. Best of all, Rebecca seemed confident in a way she wouldn't have when Elena first met her.

    "You look exquisite," Elena said.

    "Thank you, mistress," Rebecca replied with a delighted twinkle in her eye. It had been nearly two weeks since they'd seen each other and it seemed that Rebecca missed the simple delight of offering her submission. "Please, come in."

    "Actually, we should go," Elena said. "I don't mind being fashionably late for the party, but any later than that simply wouldn't do. I would like to see your husband for a moment, though."

    "Nick, baby, we're going," Rebecca called out.

    Nick appeared a moment later with an excited look on his face. "It's good to see you, Mistress Elena."

    "It's good to see you too, cuckold," Elena replied. "Tell me, Nick, have you been good for your wife in the two weeks since our last session? Have you served her like a good cuckold? Have you worshiped her like she deserves to be worshiped?"

    "Yes, mistress," Nick said. "I have. I've served her needs. I have."

    "Has he been a good boy, Rebecca?" Elena asked.

    She smiled at her husband, reached up to caress Nick's face, and nodded. "He's been wonderful. He's even improved his ability to anticipate my needs. Now he'll offer a foot massage before I ask for it, or ask if he can go down on me or use the toy on me before I've expressed my desire for it. He's started to do more little things around the house, too, like extra chores or volunteering to cook dinner so I don't have to do the extra work."

    "I like that you've taken my lessons to heart, Nick," Elena said. "I like that you've come to understand that it takes time and effort for your wife to pursue a sexual relationship with another man, and that it's your job to do what you can to ensure she has more than enough for her extracurricular activities."

    "Yes, mistress," Nick said. "Thank you, mistress. I love being a cuckold. I do."

    Rebecca smiled. "I think he'd enjoy it if it happened a lot more often, to be honest."

    "Is that something you'd enjoy, Rebecca?" Elena asked. "You've been with Daniel a handful of times now - including a few on your own - would it make you happy to have Daniel more often, or to welcome an equally skilled man into your pussy?"

    Elena recognized the look of desire on Rebecca's face. She'd seen that look so many times before on both men and women. Rebecca was hooked. She'd been given her sexual freedom through both submission and hotwifing and she wanted more.

    "I...it makes me nervous," she said. "I was never one to sleep with lots of different men. There's a part of me that feels so nervous about being...about being slutty, but there's also this newfound desire in me, this desire that feels like it grows every time I'm with Daniel and every time we have a session, mistress."

    Elena extended her hand and said, "Come here."

    Rebecca stepped out of the house and Elena gently spun her around until she was looking at her husband. She moved Rebecca's long, lustrous hair to the side and gently kissed her neck, eliciting a soft moan from the lovely submissive who was so eager to serve.

    "I'm going to give you an opportunity to explore tonight," Elena said softly. "You don't have to take that opportunity, but it would please me if you did, and I'm quite certain your cuckold husband would find it thrilling if his wife came home and told him of how she experienced an evening of intense sexual pleasure, and perhaps even a further awakening of desires she never knew she had."

    Rebecca looked at Nick and asked, "You wouldn't think it was bad if I fucked someone else, someone besides Daniel?"

    Nick shook his head. "No, not at all, Rebecca. I'd love that." The bulge that had formed between his legs - a bulge no doubt influenced by the fact that his mistress was kissing and caressing his wife - certainly helped sell the idea that Nick wanted Rebecca to expand her circle of partners beyond Daniel.

    "You see, Rebecca?" Elena asked softly. "Your husband loves you. He sees how much you enjoy having sex with Daniel, he sees how much his wife enjoys the pleasure of being with superior men and he's not going to think ill of you if you continue to explore your desires. He's going to love and support you, Rebecca. And, you're going to make him happy, too. I promise, your cuckold will worship your pussy with great vigor no matter who you fuck. As long as you enjoy yourself, Nick will be thrilled."

    Rebecca turned her head to look at Elena and smiled. "Thank you, mistress. I'm not sure I can explain how happy it makes me to have you in our lives."

    Elena kissed her submissive softly. Rebecca parted her lips and offered her tongue and Elena welcomed it into her mouth as she connected with the beautiful submissive in a manner that was rare for her. Rebecca was different, though, which is why Elena was bringing her to the party that evening.

    "We're going to have such fun tonight," Elena said softly. "Now give your husband a kiss goodbye."

    Rebecca stepped into the house and indulged in a long, remarkably sensual kiss with her husband. Nick's hands moved down her back and he grabbed her ass, eliciting a moan from his lovely wife.

    "Your pleasure is my pleasure, Rebecca," he said. "I promise, there's literally nothing you could do that would upset me."

    "Okay," Rebecca replied as her lips curled into a smile. "I love you, Nick."

    "I love you too," he said.

    Rebecca turned and Elena offered her hand. She took it and they walked together to the car before Elena opened the passenger door for Rebecca like she was taking her on a date. She was, in a way, and there was a very good chance Rebecca would get fucked before the night was over, just like any good date.

    
      
    

    "Are you taking me to a sex party, mistress?" Rebecca asked as they neared their destination.

    Elena glanced at her beautiful submissive and smiled. "I'm taking you to a party where sex will almost certainly happen, but it's not a sex party. That is, its purpose is not to facilitate sex. Instead, it's a gathering of likeminded people, all of whom are in the kink community and all of whom are very open-minded when it comes to their sexual desires, which means there are very few limits at a party like this. If a woman with a dominant streak meets a man that loves to suffer, she might very well find a private spot where she can spank his ass until he's crying from the pain and the pleasure."

    Elena reached over and caressed Rebecca's leg. "If a married woman with a cuckold husband meets a man she finds attractive, she might communicate to that man that she'd like to fuck him. That married woman's mistress might see to it that they have a private space to play and she might watch as that beautiful married woman offers her mouth and her pussy for that man's pleasure."

    "Why do I feel this way, mistress?" Rebecca asked.

    "What way is that?" Elena replied.

    "Well, I feel like I want exactly what you just described. I want to fuck someone I've never met before. I want to have incredible sex with him. I want to completely surrender to my desire for him, to give him my body, to experience the same pleasure I feel when I give myself to Daniel," Rebecca explained. "I also feel like I wish you'd tell me to pull my dress up so you can play with my pussy while we drive. I'm literally fantasizing about that as we talk."

    Elena laughed softly as she moved her hands towards the bottom of Rebecca's dress and caressed her inner thighs, though she didn't tell her submissive to expose her pussy. "I can still remember the first time I met you, Rebecca," she said. "From the very first moment I could tell you were sexually repressed. I couldn't tell exactly how, but I knew you had a deep well of desire that you'd never tapped into, and I suspect that what you're feeling right now - what you've been feeling since I had you suck Daniel's cock in the car, is kind of like what happens when a dam bursts. A huge rush of water - or in your case, desire - comes out all at once and it overwhelms anything in its path."

    "The night that Daniel fucked me in the hotel room I came so hard that I actually...well, squirted, I guess. It felt like I actually came like a man does. I made such a mess. He was fucking me from behind. He had his hands in my hair and he was fucking me hard. Hard enough that it actually hurt a little, and yet it felt so fucking good. It triggered that...well, my submissive side, I guess. Like, I felt like I just wanted to completely surrender my body to him, like I wanted to let him do whatever made him feel good. If it hadn't felt so good it would have been a little scary," she explained.

    "Pull your dress up," Elena instructed. Rebecca deserved a reward for being so honest and open, and Elena saw a benefit in getting her lovely submissive all worked up before they arrived at the party. The hornier she was, the more likely she'd be to surrender to her desires and beg for the pleasure of getting fucked by one of Elena's friends.

    Rebecca did as her mistress desired and Elena smiled at the lack of panties, which she'd requested. She slipped her middle finger into Rebecca's pussy and a low moan filled the car. Elena quickly added a second finger and found Rebecca's clit with a third.

    "Mistress...that feels so good," Rebecca said.

    "Play with your tits for me," Elena instructed.

    Rebecca reached up and grasped her tits through the tight dress. She squeezed them hard and Elena smiled at her submissive's willingness to do exactly as she was told.

    They pulled up to a stop sign and Elena worked Rebecca's pussy with increasing speed, producing a beautiful symphony of moans right as a car pulled up next to them. Elena saw the young man behind the wheel turn his head and stare at Rebecca as she played with her tits and moaned. Feeling a bit naughty, Elena rolled Rebecca's window down and the young man in the car next to them did the same.

    "You have an admirer, Rebecca," she said. "Show him your pretty face."

    Rebecca hesitated, but only for a moment. She turned to face the young man staring at her Elena worked her clit swiftly, producing a moan that Rebecca couldn't seem to control.

    "You're so beautiful," he said.

    "Show him your tits, Rebecca," Elena ordered.

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca replied before pulling down the top of her dress and exposing her perky breasts to the young man. His eyes went wide immediately and he reached for his phone. Thankfully, the light turned green and Elena punched the gas before the voyeur could grab a pic.

    Elena pulled her fingers from Rebecca's pussy and held them up. "You know what to do," she said.

    A moment later Rebecca was sucking those fingers clean. She held Elena's wrist and she sucked like she was giving head, like she would almost certainly be doing at some point during the evening.

    "Masturbate for me," Elena instructed. "But no cumming."

    Rebecca continued to suck on the slippery fingers in her mouth as she reached between her legs and masturbated. She moaned for Elena, filling the car with the sounds of her sexual joy. When Elena glanced over, she saw a woman in the midst of her bliss with her back arched, her eyes closed, and her lips closed tightly around flesh she was eager to try and pleasure. Rebecca was exquisite in every way, and Elena was certain she'd prove to be an exceptional party guest.

    "We're almost there," Elena said as she pulled her fingers from Rebecca's mouth. "Keep masturbating until I tell you to stop."

    Rebecca did as she was told. Even when Elena pulled into a parking space. Even when a few of her friends walked by and looked right at Rebecca, witnessing her lusty pursuit of pleasure. She didn't stop because she hadn't been instructed to stop, and she clearly wanted to be a good girl for her mistress.

    "Stop," Elena instructed.

    Rebecca stopped without hesitation. Her face was a picture of both pleasure and frustration. She was desperately aroused and she knew an orgasm wasn't in her immediate future.

    "I promise, Rebecca, that I will not expose you to anyone that I do not trust implicitly. I will take care of you, I will make sure you're safe, and I will make sure you have the opportunity to experience the pleasure that I'm quite certain you crave. I will not leave your side, either, and if at any time you feel unsafe or like you want to go home, just tell me. A good domme takes care of her submissive, after all," Elena said.

    "Thank you, mistress. I do feel a little nervous about this, and I appreciate you saying all of that," Rebecca replied.

    Elena smiled and leaned over to give her a soft kiss. "Let's go inside."

    The party was being held in a converted warehouse that also acted – during the day, at least - as a workspace for artists. They could rent time by the day, week, or month, and it made for an interesting setting as a wild array of art was on display as Elena's friends mingled, lounged on the many comfortable seating options available to them, and imbibe the expertly-prepared cocktails.

    There were enough empty spaces that there was also plenty of room for an eager, enterprising couple to sneak away and have a little fun if they were so inclined, and as Elena guided Rebecca through the party they heard the sounds of sex more than a few times. Each and every time they heard someone fucking Rebecca seemed both intrigued and aroused, as if the mere sounds of sex inspired a need between her legs.

    "Would you like to watch?" Elena asked after they heard a woman enjoying a particularly vigorous-sounding fuck.

    "Watch...watch people have sex?" Rebecca replied.

    Elena smiled. "Yes. Would you like to watch a couple fuck? I saw two friends of mine disappear into that room down the hall. I'm certain they wouldn't mind if I popped my head in and asked if my submissive and I could watch."

    "I...I...yes, I'd like to watch," she finally answered.

    Elena took Rebecca's hand and led her towards the room her friends had escaped into. She knocked on the door, opened it gently, and looked inside. "Robert, Erin, would you mind if Rebecca and I watched?"

    Erin was on her knees sucking Robert's cock as the question was posed, but she didn't stop. She was a submissive, after all, and Robert was her dom. He turned his head and said, "It would be a pleasure to have an audience."

    Elena opened the door and gestured for Rebecca to enter. She stepped through, but hesitated the moment her gazed fixed on Erin's eager worship of her husband's cock.

    "Come in, Rebecca," Robert said. "Don't be scared. I know it's your first time, but there's nothing more beautiful than what Erin is doing right now."

    Elena stepped behind her submissive, put her hands on Rebecca's waist, and gently guided her into the room so she could shut the door and give them a little privacy. "It's beautiful, isn't it?" she asked. "This is how you looked when you were on your knees for Daniel, when you worshiped his beautiful cock with that talented mouth of yours. This is what your husband saw, Rebecca. He witnessed that same lust in your eyes and the same eagerness with which Erin is worshiping her dom's beautiful cock."

    Elena kissed Rebecca's neck and heard a soft moan as Robert put a hand on the back of Erin's head and applied pressure until she'd swallowed every inch of his cock. Her eyes watered as she looked up at him, but she almost entirely managed to control her gag reflex. She let him occupy her throat for as long as he desired, offering no resistance to what her dom wanted.

    "Isn't that beautiful, Rebecca?" Elena asked.

    "Yes," she answered.

    Elena stepped back and gently lowered the zipper to Rebecca's dress. As she did, Robert let Erin pull off his cock and gasp for air, though she quickly returned to worshiping him, an act that seemed to excite Rebecca.

    Elena pushed the straps of Rebecca's dress from her shoulders and worked the tight fabric down her torso and over her hips. She stepped out of the dress and Elena set it over the back of a chair, leaving her submissive wearing only a pair of high heels.

    "Does watching her suck cock make you wet, Rebecca?" Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," she answered.

    Elena moved behind the beautiful naked submissive and took Rebecca's breasts in her hands. She squeezed them just hard enough to cause a hint of pain and then rolled Rebecca's hard nipples between her fingers. "Do you feel jealous of her? Do you wish you were on your knees with a big cock in your mouth?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca said.

    Elena reached between Rebecca's legs and was delighted to discover that she was far wetter than she'd been in the car. "Do you want what she has, Rebecca? Do you want to suck cock? Do you want to get on your knees and give your mouth to a deserving man? Do you want to worship a cock that's far superior to the one your husband possesses?"

    Rebecca leaned into Elena, moaned, and said, "Yes, mistress. I want to give my mouth to a deserving man, to someone with a cock worthy of being worshiped."

    Robert turned, smiled at the sight of Elena fingering Rebecca's slick pussy, and said, "She can suck my cock if you'd like. Erin will be more than happy to share. Won't you, my love?"

    "Yes, sir," she replied. "I'll share."

    "What do you say, Rebecca?" Elena asked. "Would you like to get on your knees for Robert? Would you like to pleasure his cock?"

    "Yes," Rebecca answered. "More than anything, mistress."

    Elena released Rebecca from her grasp and said, "Got to him. Offer him your mouth."

    Rebecca looked a little tentative as she approached Robert, looked up at him, and said, "May I worship your cock?"

    Robert smiled, looked down at Erin, and said, "On your back. She's going to sit on your face while she sucks my cock, and you're going to dine on her cunt while she does. Don't make her cum unless her mistress gives you permission, though. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, sir," Erin said before moving into position.

    "Sit on her face," Elena instructed.

    Rebecca moved in front of Robert, straddled Erin's head, and dropped to her knees. She lowered her pussy to Erin's eager mouth and moaned almost instantly. Robert took the opportunity to step forward and push his fat dick into Rebecca's open, eager mouth.

    "You look beautiful with his cock in your mouth, Rebecca," Elena said as she reached into her back pocket and pulled out her phone. "I think I'll send your husband a message to let him know what his beautiful, formerly innocent wife is doing."

    Rebecca moaned as she put in a great deal of effort to pleasure Robert, who had a gleeful look on his face. He was getting blown by a beautiful stranger, though, so of course he was happy.

    "I hope your night is going well, Nick," Elena texted. "Your wife and I arrived at the party half an hour ago. I introduced her to some of my friends and we had a few lovely conversations. Now, though, she's on her knees with another man's cock in her mouth. She's sitting on a lovely woman's face as she does it, too, so I suppose your wife is enjoying a threesome of a kind. I'll bet you wish she was sitting on your face right now, don't you? You'd love nothing more than to look up and see your wife's pretty lips wrapped around a superior cock while she rode your mouth, wouldn't you?"

    As she awaited a response, Elena watched Rebecca try and swallow Robert's cock like Erin had. She couldn't quite pull it off - she needed practice - but she certainly put in a great deal of effort.

    "Excellent work, Rebecca," Elena said. "I love seeing how eager you are to please a real man, how desperately you want to take the entirety of his beautiful cock down your throat."

    Her phone buzzed and Elena looked down to see a reply from Nick. "I'd give anything to experience that, mistress. I can't think of anything hotter, honestly. I wish I was there. I wish I was watching Rebecca suck cock. Is she enjoying herself?"

    "She is, cuckold. I have a feeling your lovely wife is going to enjoy herself thorough tonight. I suspect this won't be the last cock she sucks, and I'm quite certain she'll be desperate to get fucked before the night is over. How do you feel about her being a little bit of slut for me?" Elena asked.

    "I'm hard as a rock just thinking about it," Nick answered. "Thank you, mistress. Thank you for taking care of her. Thank you for helping Rebecca explore this part of her. Thank you for helping her find the sexual pleasure she deserves, the kind that I can't give her."

    "You're welcome, cuckold," Elena texted. "By the way, your wife is about to take another man's load on her face, and she's going to love it. It's a shame you're not here to lick his cum off her face when he's finished. Maybe I'll make that happen for you some day, cuckold."

    "Would you enjoy cumming on her face, Robert?" Elena asked.

    He looked over at her, smiled, and said, "I certainly would. Is she ready for that?"

    "I think she is, and I think she might enjoy it if Erin licked the cum off her face and shared it with her," Elena added.

    "I love the way your mind works, Elena," Robert said.

    Rebecca continued to suck his cock voraciously, indicating that she was willing - and perhaps even eager - to take his load on her face. Perhaps she thought of it as her reward for being a good cocksucker and for pleasing the dominant man standing in front of her.

    "Are you ready?" Robert said. "Are you ready to take my load on your beautiful face?"

    Rebecca nodded with his dick still in her mouth and then tried her best to swallow him. She got a little further than before, but she gagged long before reaching the base of his cock.

    "Your mistress should be proud of what a good girl you are," Robert said as he pulled out, took his cock in his hand, and stroked it inches from Rebecca's face.

    "Beg for his cum, Rebecca," Elena instructed. "Look at him and beg him to cum on your face. Beg him to give you the reward of his load, the reward every good cocksucker craves."

    "Please, sir, cum on my face," Rebecca begged. "Please, cum all over my face. Cover me in your cum."

    Robert grunted and his cock swelled up. Rebecca smartly closed her eyes a moment before a deluge of semen hit her face. Robert was a heavy cummer and he made quite a mess. Some of the cum dripped down onto Erin's face as she continued to dutifully eat pussy, but most of it coated Rebecca. Elena found the sight of it so arousing she reached under her dress and played with her pussy.

    "You look so good covered in his cum, Rebecca," Elena said. "So good that I can't help but play with my cunt."

    "Erin, clean my cum off her face. Share it with her," Robert instructed.

    Erin moved out from under Rebecca, faced the beautiful cum-covered submissive, and put on an erotic show licking the sticky semen from her face. Her tongue moved through the streaks of thick semen and then she'd kiss Rebecca, sharing her dom's salty, sticky reward. Rebecca got into it, too. She kissed Erin like she was making out with someone she craved with every fiber of her being, and the girls made a spectacular mess of Robert's load, all while Elena played with her pussy and lost herself in the filthiness of it all.

    Eventually, most of the cum was gone, swallowed by the two women indulging in erotic, messy kissing for Elena's pleasure. Rebecca's face was still glazed with a thin layer of another man's semen, but that only made her look more beautiful.

    "Come here," Elena said. "Crawl to me."

    Rebecca fell to her hands and knees and dutifully crawled to her mistress. She looked up with devotion in her eyes and Elena lifted her dress, spread her legs, and said, "Worship my pussy. Make me cum while I text your husband and tell him what a dirty girl his wife is."

    Rebecca went to work and Elena put a hand on the back of her head and moaned as the submissive's eager tongue massaged her clit.

    "Should I tell your husband you plan on getting fucked tonight, Rebecca?" Elena asked. "Should I tell him I'll bring his wife home after she'd enjoyed the cock of at least one man?"

    Rebecca looked up, smiled, and said, "Yes. You should tell him that. You could...you could also tell him that we'll bring him a condom full of another man's cum, cum that his wife's pussy milked. You could tell him he's going to lick that cum off of my body."

    Elena was surprised at Rebecca's eagerness to play into her husband's desires, but she'd witnessed him eating far more cum than Elena had, so it made sense. "I like the way you think, Rebecca. Now make me cum and then we'll see about finding you a nice big cock to enjoy."

    Rebecca went back to work as Elena sent Nick a text. She liked the idea of him spending the rest of the night thinking about his wife getting in touch with her slutty side before he'd be tasked with consuming another man's cum like a good cuckold was supposed to. She especially liked the idea of dominating Nick and Rebecca in their home, which she would absolutely try and do once the party was over.

    It was going to be a very good night.
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    Nick watched from the window as Rebecca and Mistress Elena walked hand-in-hand towards the front door. They'd been gone for nearly four hours and they'd been quite active at the party, at least if the texts Nick had received were any indicator.

    Though he was eager to welcome his wife home, Nick had been instructed to wait at the window until the doorbell rang, so he stood and watched as Mistress Elena led Rebecca to the door. He expected to see his mistress reach up and ring the doorbell, but instead he watched as she stepped behind Rebecca and slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders. It fell to the ground, revealing Rebecca's naked body. It was late enough that the neighbors probably weren't watching, but Nick found the notion more than a little exciting.

    Mistress Elena kissed Rebecca's neck and whispered something in her ear. A moment later Nick's wife rang the doorbell. He rushed to the door, pulled it open, and stared at the sight of her flawless-looking naked body. Her chest was flushed and her breasts featured red marks, like they'd been handled roughly by someone during the course of her evening.

    "Welcome home," he said.

    Mistress Elena ran a hand down Rebecca's chest and stomach and slipped three fingers into her pussy. Rebecca closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and moaned softly as their mistress skillfully worked her cunt and clit.

    "Your wife is still so wet, Nick," Mistress Elena said. "She was used hard tonight, but it seems that she still wants more, that her appetite for submission and pleasure hasn't yet been satiated."

    Nick knew better than to respond - he hadn't been asked a question, after all - but he took great pleasure in watching Rebecca moan at the simple, skillful work of their mistress's fingers.

    "Did you spend your night thinking of your wife, cuckold?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress, I did," he answered. "Your texts certainly helped my imagination run wild."

    Mistress Elena smiled. "I take it you enjoyed hearing that Rebecca discovered that she can be quite the slut when offered the chance to experience a wide array of pleasures provided by skilled, well-hung men and eager women."

    Rebecca moaned and Nick nodded as he thought of his wife enjoying an evening of unbridled sexual pleasure with the guidance of their exceptionally skilled mistress.

    "Come here, cuckold," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick stepped out of the house and stopped just in front of his wife. Mistress Elena then pulled her fingers from Rebecca's pussy and shoved them into his mouth. Nick swirled his tongue around her slippery flesh, tasting his wife's sweet pussy in the process.

    "He didn't hesitate, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said softly. "He's standing on your front porch sucking my fingers like a good little slut. You let me strip you naked on your porch, just like a good little slut should. You're both so obedient for me, so willing to do exactly as I desire, so willing to be good little sluts for me. Are you obedient because you know it turns me on? Are you a good little slut because you know it makes my pussy wet to control a woman as beautiful as you?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered as she watched Nick eagerly suck on the slippery fingers in his mouth. "I love serving you. I love being a slut for you. Tonight was...liberating."

    "Inside," Mistress Elena said as she pulled her fingers from Nick's mouth. He turned and headed into the house with the two beautiful women close behind him. Mistress Elena shut and locked the door and instructed, "To your bedroom."

    Nick and Rebecca walked side-by-side to the bedroom with Mistress Elena following closely behind.

    "Rebecca, remove your husband's clothing," she instructed as they stepped through the doorway. "Then I want you both on your knees with your hands behind your backs."

    Nick turned to his wife and she carefully removed every article of clothing from his body. It felt like a beautiful act of submission and for a few moments he felt as though he was seeing the world through Mistress Elena's eyes. Once he was naked, Nick and Rebecca both turned to their mistress and sank to their knees.

    "How many times did you cum tonight, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Seven," she replied.

    Nick's eyes went wide and he turned to look at his wife. Seven orgasms - even over a long evening - was an extraordinary volume of pleasure. In a way, Mistress Elena had provided Rebecca with far more pleasure in the course of one night than Nick had ever been able to provide.

    "And how many men did you offer your body to?" she asked.

    "Four," Rebecca answered.

    Mistress Elena stepped closer, studied Rebecca's face for a few moments, and reached out to gently caress her cheek. "Do you feel bad about that, Rebecca? Do you feel shame about offering your body to four men in one night?"

    Nick saw the truth in Mistress Elena's question. His wife did seem to feel a touch of shame at having surrendered to what must have been her exceptionally potent desires.

    "A little, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    Mistress Elena placed her thumb against Rebecca's lower lip and Nick watched his wife take it into her mouth without hesitation. A moment later Mistress Elena's other thumb rested against his lip and he gladly took it into his mouth.

    "It feels good to offer me your submission, doesn't it?" she asked. They both nodded in response. "There is no shame in pursuing what feels good, especially when there's no downside to that pursuit. You were safe tonight, Rebecca. I made sure of that. You offered yourself to my friends, all of whom I trust. You pursued the pleasure of submission under my guidance, and you should feel no shame for doing so, especially since your night was awash in sexual pleasure."

    Mistress Elena pulled her fingers from their mouths, stepped back, and stripped as they watched. Nick briefly turned to gaze at his wife and saw a sense of wonder in her eyes as her focus remained on the beautiful dominatrix standing in front of them. It seemed so clear that Rebecca was completely lost in a sense of lustful worship for the woman that had changed their lives.

    "Tell your husband which of your seven orgasms was the most enjoyable," Mistress Elena instructed as she reached between her legs and gently rubbed her clit. "Look at me while you do, though."

    Rebecca's gaze remained fixed on their mistress as she said, "I was on my hands and knees. There was a man behind me. His hands were on my hips and his cock was inside me. He possessed the biggest cock I've ever experienced. He was as long as Daniel, but thicker, and he put Nick's cock to shame."

    "Are you saying your husband doesn't compare to the man that fucked you while you were on your hands and knees tonight, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked. "Are you saying that Nick's dick is far too small to give you an orgasm like the one this man gave you?"

    "Yes, that's what I'm saying, mistress," Rebecca answered.

    "Look at your husband and tell him that," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick turned to Rebecca and saw the wild lust in her eyes as she said. "Your dick is far too small to satisfy me like I was satisfied tonight. You're not long enough or thick enough to fuck me, to fill me, to make me cum like I came tonight. Your dick is nothing compared to his."

    "Did you notice that your husband's cock got harder as you humiliated him, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "I did, mistress," she said with a smile.

    "Isn't that beautiful? Doesn't it make you feel good to know exactly how you can arouse and satisfy your husband?" Mistress Elena asked as she rubbed her clit a little faster. "Were I generous enough to allow you to give him your pussy, you could make him cum even quicker than usual simply by informing him that his dick is worthless, that he couldn't come close to satisfying you now that you've had far superior cocks inside you."

    Nick knew that Mistress Elena was right. In fact, there was a very good chance a simple handjob would have been more than enough to make him cum while Rebecca informed him that his cock wasn't big enough to satisfy her.

    "It is beautiful, mistress," Rebecca answered with a smile. "I like that it turns him on. I like knowing that I can make him feel good, that I can provide him with such immense pleasure simply by speaking the truth."

    Nick's loins tingled with pleasure as his wife and his mistress discussed how unworthy his cock was. He knew it was true - he'd never had any misconceptions about his size or his ability to pleasure his wife - and that only made it more pleasurable.

    "Your orgasm, Rebecca, what made it even more powerful?" Mistress Elena asked.

    Rebecca smiled at Nick and looked up at their mistress before saying, "I had a man in my mouth. I'd given my body - with your permission - to two men at once. It was an experience unlike any I've ever had. It was overwhelming in the best way possible. I could feel the arousal through my entire body. My fingers and toes were tingling. My head was swimming. My pussy was dripping wet. They fucked me from both ends and I completely lost myself in it. It was unlike anything I've ever experienced, which is why I came so hard."

    "How does that make you feel, Nick?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "I wish I'd been there to watch, mistress," he said.

    Mistress Elena laughed softly. "I'm sure you do, cuckold. After all, for a man like you, there's no greater pleasure than seeing another man satisfy your wife in a manner you're utterly incapable of."

    "Yes, mistress, that's true," Nick said.

    "Tell me, cuckold, are you curious if we brought you a cum-filled condom like I said we would?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress," Nick replied, as he'd spent a good portion of the night feeling a wealth of excitement at the idea of kinky play with a cum-filled condom.

    "Did we bring your husband a naughty treat to enjoy?" Mistress Elena asked Rebecca.

    "We did, mistress," she answered.

    Mistress Elena reached into the small handbag she'd brought into the house with her and pulled out a tied off condom that was full of a thick white substance. "Your wife's pussy produced this cum," she explained. "The man who gave her the most exquisite orgasm of the evening found her cunt just as pleasurable as she found his cock." She looked at Rebecca and asked, "Did it please you to make him cum, Rebecca? Did it put a smile on your face when you felt him bury his cock inside you and heard him announce that he was cumming?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered with a beautiful smile. She turned to Nick, offered him the same smile, and asked, "Do you like that my pussy offered another man such pleasure that he couldn't help but cum?"

    Nick liked it enough that he couldn't find the words to express his pleasure for a few moments. Instead, an intense kind of pleasure built between his legs as he stared at his wife's beautiful face and admired her continued joy at having satisfied another man that evening.

    "Rebecca, I'd like you to get in your bed," Mistress Elena instructed. "On your back."

    Rebecca stood and crawled into the bed until she was in the position their mistress desired. Nick looked up and watched as Mistress Elena untied the condom and approached him.

    "Open your mouth and tilt your head back," she said. Nick did as their mistress desired and she dipped the condom into his mouth. The cum was still warm and the taste of latex danced on his tongue. "This condom was wrapped around another man's cock as he fucked your wife, cuckold. It moved in and out of her pussy along with his cock. It encased the erection that satisfied her, and now it's in your mouth. He fucked your wife and you're sucking on the condom he used because that's your place as a small-dicked cuckold that cums far too quickly to satisfy his goddess of a wife."

    Nick couldn't offer an affirmation of her humiliation, but he knew it was true. He knew he couldn't satisfy Rebecca. The best he'd ever been able to do was to go down on her after they'd fucked to help finish her off.

    "You're going to clean another man's cum off your wife's body," Mistress Elena said as Nick gently sucked on the cum-filled condom. "You're going to devour every drop of it, and if do it to my satisfaction, I'll let you cum."

    "Yes, mistress," Nick said as she pulled the condom from his mouth.

    Mistress Elena turned and headed for the bed. She slipped her fingers into Rebecca's pussy and leaned over to suck on one of her nipples, eliciting a lusty moan as Nick turned and watched his wife enjoy the pleasure their mistress offered.

    "Crawl into the bed, cuckold," Mistress Elena said as she pulled her fingers from Rebecca's pussy.

    Nick hopped to his feet and crawled between his wife's legs and waited on his knees.

    Mistress Elena gently upended the condom over Rebecca's chest and slowly poured some of the thick cum onto her tits. It came out in a slow, thin stream and drizzled over her soft, milky white flesh and nipples, which were stiff with excitement.

    "Clean your wife's tits, cuckold," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick crawled forward, stared at his wife's cum-covered breasts, and lowered his head. He took one of her nipples in his mouth and sucked the cum off of it while doing his best not to be overwhelmed by the unpleasant taste of a stranger's cum.

    "This is a cuckold's place," Mistress Elena said. "He should always be eager to clean the cum of a superior man, especially when that man has satisfied his wife. He should recognize his inferiority as he cleans the cum. He should feel the humiliation and the pleasure coursing through him. He should prove to his wife that he's a willing, eager cuckold by gleefully devouring the superior seed."

    Rebecca reached down and ran her fingers through Nick's hair as he did exactly as their mistress desired and devoured another man's seed off his wife's breasts. Her touch was gentle and loving and it made him feel as though Rebecca agreed with everything Mistress Elena was saying, and that she was happy he was so eager to clean another man's cum from her tits.

    "Kiss your wife, cuckold," Mistress Elena instructed once he'd cleaned her breasts.

    Nick looked up at Rebecca and saw a seductive smile on her face. She put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him close until their lips met. The head of Nick's cock rubbed over her pussy lips and he desperately wanted to slide into his wife and feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy around his stiff shaft, but he resisted. Instead, he welcomed her tongue into his mouth and they shared the taste of another man's cum while Mistress Elena watched.

    "Open your mouth, Rebecca," she said.

    Nick pulled back and his wife opened her mouth as instructed. Mistress Elena then poured some of the cum into her mouth, getting just a bit of it on her lower lip.

    "Kiss her, cuckold," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick happily kissed his wife and shared in the taste of the other man's cum. Rebecca offered her tongue and he sucked on it, making his beautiful wife moan. Again his cock rubbed against her pussy lips and again he hard to remind himself not to push every inch inside her.

    "Rebecca, get on your hands and knees," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Rebecca smiled and moved to her hands and knees as Nick moved back and stared at his wife's utterly perfect ass.

    "This is the position your wife was in when this condom was filled with cum," Mistress Elena explained. "She had a big dick in her cunt and a big dick in her mouth. She had one man's hands on her hips and another man's hands in her hair. She offered her body to them, cuckold. She offered it for their pleasure and for hers."

    "And for your pleasure, mistress," Rebecca said.

    Mistress Elena reached out and caressed her face. "And for mine, for you understood that offering your body, that surrendering to your desire for cock, that surrendering to the part of you that so desperately wanted to be a slut tonight would turn me on."

    "Yes, I did," Rebecca replied. "And it turned me on too, mistress."

    Mistress Elena leaned down and kissed Rebecca. Nick's cock throbbed as he watched his wife and his mistress indulge in a genuinely passionate-looking kiss with a wealth of tongue play that made his balls tingle in the most wondrous way.

    After she'd satiated her desire for a sensual kiss, Mistress Elena ran her fingers down Rebecca's back and delivered four hard swats to her ass. She smiled and upended the condom once more, drizzling Rebecca's smooth, freshly reddened bottom with another man's warm cum. She made sure that some of it landed directly on Rebecca's asshole, too.

    "Lick his cum from your wife's asshole, Nick," Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick did so without hesitation. He happily tongue fucked his wife's asshole, licking up a stranger's cum in the process. He swallowed the sticky liquid and went back for more, making his wife moan as he happily worshiped her backside.

    "Should I let your husband fuck you, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked. "Should I reward his eagerness - his willingness to be a good cuckold cum slut - with your pussy?"

    Rebecca looked back at Nick and smiled as he licked the rest of the cum from her asshole and swallowed it like he was every bit the cum slut Mistress Elena had described him as.

    "No," Rebecca said. "He doesn't deserve to fuck me. Not tonight. Not after I've been satisfied by men with far superior cocks to his. It's your choice, mistress, but I'd prefer not to be reminded of just how inferior my husband is at fucking me."

    The look on her face, the fact that he was eating another man's cum from her ass, and the overwhelming humiliation of what Rebecca had just said brought Nick right to the edge of an orgasm, all without touching his cock.

    "I think you're right," Mistress Elena said. "He doesn't deserve your pussy. Not tonight. Not after you've enjoyed the exquisite pleasures offered by fucking real men. He does deserve an orgasm, though. So finish cleaning that cum off your wife's ass and I'll let you climax, cuckold."

    Though Nick desperately wanted to fuck his wife, he found an entirely different - but still potent - form of pleasure in being denied the right to enjoy her pussy, and to be denied because both his wife and their mistress had determined that he was unworthy, that he was an inferior man when compared to the men that had fucked Rebecca that night.

    He set about cleaning every drop of cum from his wife's ass, licking and sucking voraciously as Mistress Elena's fingers made their way to Rebecca's clit and offered gentle, persistent stimulation that soon had Nick's wife moaning.

    "I think it's time we find you a boyfriend, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said. "A man that can service your sexual desires whenever you have them. A man that can fuck you far better than your husband ever has, and a man that you don't have to share with anyone."

    Rebecca moaned and Nick did the same, for he loved the idea of his wife having a boyfriend that existed almost entirely to meet her sexual needs, as that would surely result in a great deal of cuckold-fueled pleasure for Nick.

    "Would you like that, Rebecca?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," she replied before unleashing yet another moan.

    "And how about you, Nick? Would you enjoy it if I found your wife a man that could satisfy her sexual desires, that could fuck her with a nice big cock?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress. I'd love that," he answered.

    Mistress Elena smiled and offered Nick the used condom. "Put this on your pathetic cock, cuckold. Masturbate into it while your wife watches."

    Nick took the condom from their mistress and Rebecca rolled onto her back. Mistress Elena sat next to her and put her arm around Rebecca, who happily cuddled up next to the woman who'd changed their lives.

    "That condom was in my pussy, Nick," Rebecca said. "Except it was on a much bigger cock when it was inside me, and the man wearing it fucked me better than you do."

    Nick slipped the condom over his cock and wrapped his fingers around his stiff shaft as he listened to his wife join their mistress in offering up a dose of verbal humiliation. He stroked himself slowly and the remaining cum coated his erection as pleasure slowly spread outwards from his loins.

    "Does it feel good to masturbate with his cum, cuckold?" Mistress Elena asked.

    "Yes, it does," Nick admitted.

    "Then cum in that condom and I'll let you pour the contents out on your wife's tits so you can clean them all over again," Mistress Elena said.

    Rebecca moaned at the idea and gently kissed Mistress Elena's neck, as if she couldn't help but express her affection for the woman that now dominated them both. It was all too much for Nick. He came hard in the condom as he watched his wife kiss their mistress. He thought about the condom having been inside his wife while another man was wearing it. He thought of the humiliation of wearing another man's cum-filled condom and it all made his orgasm overwhelmingly potent.

    "Roll onto your back, Rebecca," Mistress Elena said. "Your husband is going to eat his cum off of you."

    Nick pulled the condom from his cock and handed it to their mistress. He watched her pour his hot seed over Rebecca's breasts and he couldn't wait to clean them. He couldn't wait to make his wife and his mistress happy, and he couldn't help but hope that his night would include so much more of that very thing.
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    "Does this excite you, Nick?" Elena asked as she reached over and ran her hand up Nick's thigh and between his legs. Before he'd uttered a word she discovered the answer to her question in the form of his stiff cock.

    They were in a night club and Nick's gaze was focused on the sight of Rebecca dancing with another man. She was dressed in a halter top - with no bra, of course - a tight skirt that hugged her ass like a second skin, and a pair of strappy three inch heels.

    Rebecca had dressed in that manner at Elena's instruction. She was dancing with another man - a man she'd never met - at Elena's instruction as well. She'd offered no resistance when she was told to approach him and ask him to dance. In fact, Rebecca had smiled at the notion of being controlled by her mistress on that particular evening.

    "Yes, it excites me," Nick answered as Elena slowly massaged his cock under the table they were seated at. "Thank you, mistress, for bringing us here. Thank you for letting me watch."

    She leaned in and kissed his neck in the softest, most erotic manner she could manage. "You're welcome, cuckold," Elena said softly as she felt Nick's cock throb in his pants. "Would you like to watch him kiss her?"

    "Yes," Nick said.

    Elena turned her attention to Rebecca and the man she was dancing with. Their bodies were close and they moved in unison to the beat of the music. Rebecca's breasts bounced invitingly in her halter top and her stiff nipples were quite clearly protruding through the thin material, signaling to the world that she was turned on.

    Rebecca looked towards the table - as she'd been instructed to do at regular intervals - and Elena held up her index finger. Rebecca smiled, turned to her dance partner, and kissed him.

    Nick groaned as his wife quite clearly welcomed another man's tongue into her mouth. He groaned once more when that man's hands drifted down Rebecca's back, grabbed her ass, and pulled her closer. Elena hoped Rebecca could feel the other man's stiff cock pressing into her as she assumed that dancing with a beautiful woman clad in a slutty outfit would have been more than enough to excite him.

    "How did she know to kiss him?" Nick asked.

    "I told her if I hold up one finger she's to kiss him," Elena answered as she squeezed Nick's cock through his pants. "And your wife is a good girl, so she did exactly as instructed."

    Elena smiled at the sheer desire she saw in the kiss. That desire would be met before long, as Elena planned on ensuring both husband and wife got fucked - and fucked thoroughly - before the night was over.

    "When was the last time she kissed you like that, cuckold?" Elena asked.

    "I don't know," Nick answered. "She's...she seems to want him badly...it's so hot."

    Rebecca looked towards the table once more as the guy moved to kissing her neck and massaging her ass with his strong hands. Elena smiled and held up two fingers, offering yet another signal to her submissive.

    "What does two fingers mean?" Nick asked.

    Rebecca kissed her man again, but this time her hand moved between his legs and she quite clearly began to stroke his cock on the dance floor.

    "Jesus," Nick said. "She's...she's jerking him off."

    "She's showing him how badly she wants him, Nick," Elena replied as she stroked his cock at a far slower pace than Rebecca was utilizing with her dance partner. Nick was far more liable to cum in his pants, though, so it was an absolute necessity. "She's showing him that she doesn't care that they're in public, that she wants him badly enough that she needs him to know it. She's also showing him that he's going to get laid tonight."

    "Is she?" Nick asked as he turned towards Elena.

    She nodded. "She is. And so are you."

    Nick smiled and Elena couldn't help but offer one of her own, mostly because Nick likely had no idea that he'd be on the receiving end of her strapon that night and that his cock wouldn't go anywhere near his wife's pussy.

    Rebecca looked towards the table once more and Elena held up three fingers. She smiled, released her man's cock, and spun around, pressing her ass against him and grinding. His hands moved to her waist and he pulled back, but Rebecca was having none of that. She took his hands, dragged them up her torso, and placed them on her breasts. She turned her head, smiled, and they kissed as he played with her perky tits through the halter top while she ground her ass into his cock, dry humping on the dance floor while countless people watched.

    "She's practically fucking him," Nick said.

    Elena ran her fingers over the tip of the bulge of Nick's cock and felt the dampness his steadily leaking precum had formed. "Yes, she is. She's also following orders, Nick. Rebecca wouldn't stroke a man's cock in public of her own volition. She wouldn't let him play with her tits in public, either. But she's doing it because it's what I want. She's doing it because I ordered her to. Your wife is a lot like you, Nick. She's a good girl just like you're a good boy, and if I want her to dress up like a slut and act like one with a stranger, she's going to do it, as you can see."

    Nick couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife rather publicly fooling around with another man, so of course he could see. He saw every detail and his stiff dick signaled that it aroused him in the same manner that Rebecca was aroused, for Nick's submission - in that moment - was to sit there and watch his wife throw herself at a superior man.

    Elena held up four fingers and Rebecca immediately took her man's hand and pulled him towards their table.

    "Mistress Elena, I'd like you to meet Garrett," Rebecca said as she and her man sat.

    Elena reached across the table and shook Garrett's hand, offering a seductive smile. "Play with his cock, Rebecca," she instructed. "Show him that you're still interested, that you are, in fact, desperate for him to fuck you."

    Rebecca reached under the table and Garrett let out a soft moan before asking, "So, you're her mistress?"

    Elena nodded. "I am. I'm her husband's mistress as well. They're both beautiful submissives that I enjoy playing with more than almost anything in this world. Tonight, I'd very much like it if you were willing to join me in playing with them. Is that something you'd be willing to explore, Garrett?"

    "Absolutely," he answered with a smile. "She's hot as hell."

    "She wants to be a good girl, Garrett," Elena said. "And her husband wants to be a good boy. Which means they're both going to do exactly as instructed. I don't expect you to submit to me, but I do expect you to let me control both of them. Is that something you can do?"

    "I have a feeling that you're going to ensure we all have a very good night, Elena," he answered. "May I call you Elena?"

    She nodded. "You may. Now, I think we should leave. Nick will drive us home. You and Rebecca will be in the backseat." She turned to Rebecca, smiled, and said, "And don't you worry, my sweet little submissive, I'm going to give you a chance to suck Garrett's cock before too long."

    "Thank you, mistress," Rebecca replied with genuine joy on her face.

    Elena stood and confidently walked out of the club with Nick, Rebecca, and Garrett behind her. The valet retrieved their car with haste and Nick offered a generous tip before getting behind the wheel.

    "Take his cock out, Rebecca," Elena instructed as she turned and looked into the backseat. "Stroke him until he's dripping precum. You may kiss him, too."

    Rebecca looked positively giddy as she unzipped Garrett's pants and freed his cock while they kissed. She moaned and then welcomed his tongue between her lips. She sucked on it like she was sucking his cock, which put a smile on Elena's face. Clearly, her lovely submissive was eager to use her mouth to pleasure a man.

    "Should I let your wife suck cock in the backseat of your car, cuckold?" Elena asked.

    "Yes," Nick replied. "I know she wants to. I know she likes having a man like Garrett in her mouth."

    "A man like Garrett?" Elena asked as the sounds of kissing and cock stroking emanated from the backseat.

    "A strong, handsome, superior man," Nick said. "Superior...superior to me."

    Rebecca moaned as those words left her husband's lips and Elena smiled at the notion that she was confirming her cuckold's assumptions.

    "You may suck his cock, Rebecca," Elena instructed.

    Rebecca dropped her head into Garrett's lap and showered the head of his rather large cock in soft kisses. She moaned while doing so and then took him in her mouth, unleashing a far longer and louder moan as she experienced the joy of being a good submissive for her mistress.

    "Is her pussy wet, Garrett?" Elena asked.

    He reached over, pulled up Rebecca's skirt, and deftly slipped his fingers into her panties, eliciting yet another moan from the lovely cocksucking submissive. "Yes, she is," he replied. "In fact, I'd say she's soaked."

    "And are you looking forward to pounding that wet pussy of hers? Are you going to fuck her hard in front of her husband? Are you going to show them both why she prefers a man like you over the man she's married to?" Elena asked.

    "Fuck...damn right I am," Garrett said as a confident look crossed his face. "I'll fuck her as hard as she needs for as long as she needs. I'll show her husband how a real man does it."

    Again Rebecca moaned, showing her delight as a relative stranger put Nick in his place.

    "Is your dick hard, cuckold?" Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," he answered while keeping his eyes fixed on the road.

    Elena leaned over, reached between his legs, and confirmed that he was, in fact, stiff. She smiled as Nick gripped the steering wheel a little tighter and let out a soft moan while she stroked him through his pants, moving her fingers up and down his stiff shaft and taking great pleasure in doing so.

    "Are you going to be a good boy for me, cuckold?" she asked. "Are you going to do exactly as I desire tonight? Are you going to follow my instructions and offer me your complete and total submission?"

    "Yes, mistress," he answered as the car pulled down their street.

    Elena released his cock, looked into the backseat, and said, "Deepthroat him, Rebecca. Choke on his cock if you have to. Show him that you're dedicated to his pleasure and to doing as your mistress desires."

    Rebecca did so immediately. Garrett's shaft disappeared into her mouth and the sound of gagging soon filled the car. Rebecca spit up and some of her saliva dripped onto Garrett's pants, but she refused to relent, doing everything in her power to keep his cock lodged in her throat until she couldn't take it anymore.

    Rebecca's head popped up just as Nick pulled into the garage and put the car in park. "Good girl," Elena said. "Now get out of the car and kiss your cuckold husband. Share all that beautiful saliva and the taste of Garrett's cock with him."

    Rebecca hurried out of the car and Nick did the same. Elena watched from the passenger seat as the husband and wife shared a genuinely sloppy kiss with their bodies pressed tightly together. It was as if they were passing their submissive energy back and forth, helping it grow in the process and ensuring they'd be perfectly well-behaved for their mistress once they were in the house.

    "Let's all go inside," Elena said as she got out of the car.

    Nick unlocked the house and they all streamed inside and followed Elena to the bedroom that Nick and Rebecca shared.

    "Strip," Elena instructed. Much to her delight, everyone - including Garrett - did as they were told. Elena removed her clothes too, for she intended on doing more than offer instructions that evening.

    She approached Garrett and reached out to take his cock in her hand. A jealous look crossed Rebecca's face, but she wiped it away just as quickly. Elena knew she could enjoy Garrett's cock - and deny Rebecca that pleasure - if she saw fit, but that wasn't her plan for the evening.

    "Garrett, how would you feel if both Nick and Elena got on their knees in front of you?" she asked while stroking his impressive cock.

    "I think I'd like that," Garrett answered as he looked at the couple standing in front of him with their hands behind their back.

    Elena leaned a little closer and one of her breasts pressed into Garrett's bicep. Her lips brushed against his neck and she felt his cock throb in her hand before asking, "And how would you feel if I ordered them both to worship your cock and balls, Garrett? How would you feel if my beautiful submissive slut and her cuckold husband wanted to show their appreciation at having a man like you in their bedroom?"

    Garrett smiled and said, "I'd enjoy that. Very much so, in fact."

    Elena released his cock, looked at her two submissives, and said, "Get on your knees." They both feel to their knees without hesitation and she smiled and instructed, "Worship him. Together. Show him how grateful you are that he's come home with you."

    They both crawled forward and Rebecca took the head of Garrett's cock in her mouth, looked up at him, and sucked on it like she needed his cock to sustain her life force. Nick dropped a little lower and took one of Garrett's sizable, hairy testicles in his mouth to suck on it like a good submissive should.

    "I'll be right back," Elena said as she turned, left the bedroom, and headed for the living room to retrieve the bag she'd left there before they’d departed for the club. In it was a pair of fishnet pantyhose, a strapon harness, and a large, lifelike dildo that very nearly matched Garrett's size. Elena quickly changed into her kinky outfit, stroked her cock a few times - an act that always filled her with such confidence - and returned to the bedroom.

    Nick and Rebecca were sucking, licking, and kissing over the head of Garrett's cock as she stepped into the room. They were connected with each other and the man they were dutifully worshiping and it struck Elena as a beautiful sight, for they were both quite clearly lost in their submission.

    "Leave your wife to him, cuckold," Elena instructed. "Suck my cock."

    Rebecca gave Nick a deep kiss, smiled, and turned her attention to Garrett. Her lips enveloped his cock and she swallowed almost the entirety of his thick shaft while Nick crawled in front of Elena, smiled at her, and licked the head of her strapon before taking it in his mouth.

    "Fuck her face, Garrett," Elena said. "Use her mouth like it's a pussy. Make her feel submissive."

    Garrett took Rebecca's head in his hands and fucked her face just as Elena had instructed. Rebecca's hands fell to her sides and she closed her eyes, opened her mouth wide, and did everything she could to take the oral pounding without choking too badly.

    Elena looked down at Nick, took his head in her hands, and fucked his face. He received the same oral pounding his wife was taking and he did so with his eyes closed while gagging over and over. Spit poured from his mouth and dripped onto the floor and Elena couldn't help but get increasingly wet as she watched both of her submissives surrender their mouths to the genuinely unpleasant experience of being face fucked.

    "Both of you on your hands and knees in the bed," Elena instructed. "Face each other. Right now."

    Rebecca and Nick hopped to their feet. She crawled into the bed and he hurried to the other side and did the same so he'd face his wife per Elena's instructions.

    "They're so obedient, aren't they?" Elena asked.

    "I'd say you've trained them exceptionally well," Garrett replied.

    "You'll find a condom in the nightstand," she said. "Feel free to fuck Rebecca whenever you're ready."

    Garrett smiled, opened the nightstand drawer, and retrieved a condom as Elena moved to the other side of the bed and spread Nick's ass cheeks. She gathered every bit of saliva in her mouth and spit it at the top of his ass crack. It dripped down slowly before reaching his tight, puckered asshole. Right as it did, Elena rubbed the head of her cock through the spit and pressed it inside him.

    "Oh, fuck," Nick said before a sharp inhale of breath as he felt the pain of being taken anally by his mistress.

    "Does it hurt?" Elena asked.

    "Yes, mistress," he answered. "But don't stop. Please, don't stop."

    Elena smiled as Rebecca looked up at her. "Your husband is eager to be a slut for me, Rebecca. Are you eager to be a slut for Garrett? Are you eager for him to use your married pussy for his pleasure?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca answered. "I want to satisfy him, and I want to satisfy you."

    Garrett slid inside her and Rebecca moaned at the sudden penetration - and no doubt at the size of the cock in her pussy, which dwarfed Nick's considerably smaller dick - but a smile quickly crossed her face and she pushed her hips back to meet Garrett's thrust.

    "Isn't that beautiful, cuckold?" Elena asked as he watched his wife take a big dick from behind.

    "It is," he replied.

    Elena slowly filled his ass with the full length of her strapon as she watched Rebecca take a vigorous pounding. When her cock bottomed out inside Nick, Elena leaned forward until her breasts were pressed against his back. She reached around and shoved two fingers in his mouth while slowly, gently fucking him by pulling just a few inches of her cock out before burying in his asshole once more.

    "You take it in the ass so good," she said softly as Garrett fucked Rebecca harder. "You're a good little fuck toy for me, Nick. On your hands and knees and taking my dick in your tight hole while you watch a real man fuck your wife. Look at her, Nick. Look into her eyes while she looks into yours. Look into her eyes while you both get fucked. Let her see you for the man you really are, the kind of bitch that gets on his hands and knees to take dick while your wife has a real man's cock in her pussy."

    Elena leaned back, gave Nick's ass a hard smack, and then grabbed his hips and picked up the pace and power of the anal fucking she was giving. She wanted him to feel the humiliation of being taken in the ass while his wife gave her pussy to another man. She wanted him to feel a bit of pain as he suffered for her pleasure while Rebecca got to feel the joy of being fucked by a big, beautiful cock that offered her the kind of satisfaction she craved.

    "Play with your clit, Rebecca," Elena instructed. "No cumming until your pussy gives Garrett the ultimate pleasure, though."

    "Thank you, mistress," Rebecca said as she immediately reached back to play with her clit.

    Elena reached down and grabbed Nick's cock - which was rather stiff - and stroked it a few times, eliciting a moan from the man she was fucking hard and fast from behind. She released his shaft almost immediately, though.

    "No orgasm for you, cuckold," she said. "Unless you can cum from the anal pounding you're taking. Otherwise, you'll just have to find pleasure in submitting to me and watching your wife enjoy the kind of fucking that you've never been able to give her."

    Garrett seemed to be well on his way to an orgasm, at least based on the way he was moaning and the vigor with which he was fucking Rebecca. She seemed awfully close to cumming, too, though that wasn't the least bit surprising, given that she'd spent the better part of the night in various states of desire.

    "He's close, Rebecca," Elena said. "Your tight, married cunt is about to make another man cum. Does that make you happy?"

    "Yes, mistress," Rebecca replied. "I love making men like Garrett cum. I love making them cum while my husband watches. Fuck...Garrett, please, cum for me. Cum while you're fucking my tight, married cunt!"

    Elena smacked Nick's ass and fucked him as hard as she could. He grunted and groaned with every thrust as he took the anal punishment she was dishing out without complaint. He alternated between staring at his wife and the man that was busy pounding her pussy, both of whom were on the verge of an incredible orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Garrett cried out as he buried his cock in Rebecca’s pussy, rolled his head towards the ceiling, and unleashed a beautiful torrent of lusty moans while emptying his balls into the condom wrapped around his cock.

    Rebecca climaxed almost immediately after Garrett's declaration. Her head fell to the bed as her ass and thighs trembled from the pleasure ripping through her body. Elena buried her cock in Nick's ass and held it there while running her hands up and down his back as he watched his beautiful wife and her lover climax while his untouched cock dripped precum.

    Elena pulled out and said, "Both of you get on your backs. I want your faces right next to each other."

    Garrett pulled out and both Nick and Rebecca rolled onto their backs and got into position with their pretty faces nearly pressed together. Elena moved to the other side of the bed, removed the condom from Garrett's cock, and approached her two submissives.

    "Open your mouths," instructed. They both did so and Elena upended the condom and poured the thick cum onto the tongues and faces of the submissive couple, making a wondrous mess - purposefully, of course - in the process. "Now share his load. Kiss. Lick it off each other's faces. Touch each other, though no touching Nick's cock."

    Elena watched with a smile on her face as the submissive couple followed her instructions. They shared in the beautiful, salty taste of Garrett's cum. They kissed deeply. They licked his load off their faces and kissed. They caressed and groped and grabbed each other. They connected in their shared submission and did so in a remarkably beautiful manner.

    "Garrett," Elena began, "Are you up for another round?"

    "I can go as many times as you want," he answered.

    Elena smiled. "Very good."

    The evening was just getting started and there was so much more fun to be had.
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    "Have you been working out, Nick?" Elena asked as she stared at his naked body from the throne-like chair in her room at the Mansion.

    "Yes, mistress," he replied.

    He looked leaned and he'd developed a bit of muscle definition in his arms and chest, which was a vast improvement over what he'd had to offer when their sessions first began.

    "Is there a reason for the change in your routine?" Elena asked.

    Nick nodded. "Yes, mistress. As you know, Rebecca has found a...well, a boyfriend, I guess, and he's in much better shape than I am. And, so, well, I don't know, I guess I just felt like I needed to be in better shape. I don't want to lose her."

    Elena stood and slowly approached her submissive. Her latex boots clicked gently on the hard floor with every step and she watched Nick's gaze roam over her body as he no doubt admired her corset, her tight latex skirt, and the fishnets that clung to her legs.

    She stopped in front of Nick and reached up to run her fingers over his chest. Her touch ignited a look of pleasure on his face and his flaccid cock grew just a little. "What makes you think there's a chance you're going to lose her?" she asked.

    "Because...because the guy she's with...Michael, he dominates her," Nick answered. "He gives her what I can't. He's completely in control when they're together and it's in a way that Rebecca loves. She always talks about how good he makes her feel, how hard she cums when she's with him, and how she can't stop thinking about him."

    Elena smiled at Nick's obvious and seemingly overwhelming insecurity. She reached down to cup his balls and caressed them gently in an attempt to soothe his nerves. "You like that she's found someone to satisfy her needs though, don't you?' she asked softly. "You like that your beautiful wife finally has the kind of man in her life that she clearly needs, that she's almost certainly needed since long before you met her."

    "Yes, I do," Nick admitted.

    Elena took his half-hard cock in her hand and stroked him slowly, luring it to an erect state and leaning in to offer the softest kiss against his neck. "Are you being a good boy for your wife, Nick? Are you supporting her in every way she desires? Are you doing your duty as a submissive cuckold?"

    "Yes, mistress," Nick replied. "I help her get ready for her dates. I prepare her pussy with my mouth before she leaves. I serve her afterwards in whatever way she desires."

    "And does she tend to your needs? Does she make you cum when she feels as though you deserve it?" Elena asked. "Does she welcome you inside her pussy when you've earned it? Does she let you eat each and every load you produce?"

    "Yes, she does," Nick admitted. "She does, mistress. It's wonderful, in fact."

    Elena released his cock, walked to the other side of the room, and plucked a riding crop from the wall. She turned to Nick - who had a fearful look in his eyes - and slowly approached as her lips curled into a wicked smile.

    "It sounds like your marriage has evolved to provide you and your beautiful wife with everything you crave, Nick," Elena said. "It sounds like you don't really have any reason to worry about Rebecca leaving you, as I'm quite certain you understand that you give her almost everything she needs while her dom gives her just one thing. An important thing, to be sure, but it's just one thing. So tell me, Nick, what's really going on?"

    Elena rested the tip of her riding crop against his ass and waited for Nick to tell the truth. Not a single word spilled from his lips, though, so she pulled her arm back and delivered a harsh blow. The flesh of his ass rippled outwards from the spot where she struck him and he cried out in pain and immediately reached back to soothe the pain.

    "No touching," Elena demanded. "Hold your hands at you sides."

    Nick immediately moved his hands and said, "Sorry, mistress."

    "Tell me what you're really afraid of, Nick," she said. "Tell me or I'll beat your ass until it's black and blue."

    Again he was silent and again Elena struck his ass. This time, though, she delivered a series of painful blows, covering his backside with strikes from the riding crop until he fell to his knees from the pain.

    Elena stepped in front of Nick, reached down to lift his chin, and said, "Tell me what's really bothering you."

    Nick looked up at her as she slid her booted foot forward and teased his balls with the shiny latex. A flash of lust moved across his face and she ran the tip of her boot up the underside of his cock and rubbed it over the head, collecting the precum that her punishment had produced - Nick was a genuine submissive, after all - and admiring how it left her boot looking wonderfully shiny.

    "Michael...Rebecca's boyfriend...he wants me involved in their sessions...he wants to dominate both of us," Nick admitted. "I just...I know I've done that sort of thing with you there, but this feels different. I have no idea what he's going to want me to do and I just...I just can't help but worry that he's going to change how Rebecca sees me, that she's going to find me disgusting, or hate me, or just think of me as pathetic if I do what her boyfriend wants."

    Elena smiled, stepped back, and said, "Lick your precum from my boot."

    Nick bent over and greedily ran his tongue over the tip of her shiny boot, licking up every bit of his sweet precum and moaning as he did so.

    "Now suck on the tip of my boot," she demanded.

    Nick parted his lips and took the tip of her boot between them. He sucked loudly and sloppily, coating the latex in his saliva and moaning as he seemingly lost himself in the delightful pleasure of submission.

    "That's a good boy," Elena said. "Now sit back on your knees and look up at me."

    Nick sat back as instructed and looked up at her with the eagerness of a puppy.

    "Did it make you feel good to lick and suck on my boots?" she asked.

    "Yes, mistress," he replied.

    Elena stepped closer, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled hard enough that Nick winced. She then tilted his head back, leaned forward until her face was right above his, and said, "Open your mouth."

    Nick did so and Elena gathered every bit of spit in her mouth, pursed her lips, and let it fall slowly into Nick's mouth, transferring her fluid to her submissive.

    "Swallow my spit," she said. Nick swallowed and she released his hair, stepped back, and asked, "Did it turn you on to receive and swallow my fluid, Nick?"

    "Yes, mistress," he answered.

    "That's because you're a submissive, Nick," she explained. "Doing as you're told turns you on. It makes you feel good. It satisfies you on a deep, almost primal level. You're hard-wired to find pleasure in it. You need it. So does your wife, which means she understands you in a way very few women can."

    "Yes, mistress," Nick said.

    "The opposite is also true," Elena continued. "You understand Rebecca - and her deepest sexual needs - better than almost any man could. You're not able to meet those needs, but your eagerness to serve means that you're more than happy for your wife to find another man who can meet those needs for her."

    Elena unzipped her skirt, slowly worked it over her hips and down her fishnet-clad legs, and tossed it aside. Nick stared at her pussy and she slowly turned around, directing his attention to her ass. Elena pointed to it and Nick wordlessly leaned forward and began showering her backside in kisses like a good submissive.

    "Rebecca's not going to leave a man that understands her, that always puts her needs first, and that is more than happy to allow her to play with other men to have her needs met," Elena explained. "Even if her boyfriend wants you to serve in humiliating ways, which he almost certainly will."

    Elena stepped away from Nick and retrieved a cock-shaped dildo from her table. She returned to her submissive, handed him the toy, and reached down to tear open the fishnets around her pussy and exposed her plump labia. Though Nick clearly hoped he'd be able to fuck her with the dildo, Elena took it from him and penetrated her pussy slowly. His gaze never wavered from between her legs, which was precisely what she wanted, as an enraptured submissive was always easiest to play with.

    "He's going to make you suck his cock, Nick," she said. "He's going to make you do it in front of your wife. He's going to make you do it with your wife. He's absolutely going to make you do it after he's fucked your wife. His cock will be covered in her juices and his cum and he'll demand that you suck it clean like a good submissive and he'll absolutely get off on showing your wife what kind of man you are."

    Elena pulled the toy from her pussy, pressed it against Nick's lips, and pushed it onto his tongue the moment he opened his mouth. She fucked his face with it, pushing as deep as she could and doing so over and over, offering him little chance to recover from each thrust before another filled his mouth.

    "Rebecca will see you for what you are. She'll see you as a cocksucker. As a cum slut. As an eager-to-please little whore," Elena said as Nick gagged from the toy going too deep. "I know that's what you're afraid of, Nick, but you don't need to be. Rebecca will love that you're willing to be those things for her boyfriend. She'll love that you're both so similar, since that's exactly what she wants to be for him. Your bond - and your marriage - will grow stronger."

    Elena pulled the toy from his mouth, wiped the saliva on his face, and pointed to the bed. He scrambled to his feet, rushed towards the bed, and crawled onto it and waited on his hands and knees like a good boy.

    She approached with the spit-soaked toy in her hand, gave his ass a few hard smacks, and then spread his cheeks and spit on his asshole. Elena rubbed the head of the cock-shaped dildo around his tight hole and applied gentle, steady pressure. She watched his anus expand before it swallowed the mushroom-shaped cock head. Nick groaned and pushed his hips back as if he desperately wanted to be filled with cock.

    "At some point, he'll fuck you, Nick," she said. "He'll put you on your hands and knees - and he might make you worship Rebecca's pussy in that position - and then he'll slide his cock into your ass. He'll make you look into your wife's eyes as he takes your manhood by pounding your asshole like it's a pussy. He'll humiliate you in front of your wife while he fucks you. He'll make you moan like you love it. He'll make you beg him to fuck you harder. He'll make you beg to cum in your ass. You'll do all of it, too. You'll be a good submissive and you'll act like you're nothing more than a cock and cum whore."

    Nick moaned and Elena fucked him harder with the toy. She watched his asshole cling to the shaft and smiled at the notion that Nick would absolutely end up taking another man's cock if Rebecca and her boyfriend stayed together long enough, as there was no greater way to humiliate a straight man than to make him take cock like that.

    "He'll make you give your wife an orgasm while he fucks you, Nick," Elena continued. "He'll make you give Rebecca a beautiful orgasm by eating her cunt while you get fucked, and he'll associate your humiliation with her pleasure by doing so. Over time, he'll make sure that your beautiful wife can't help but get wet when she watches her boyfriend - or anyone else, for that matter - humiliate you. She'll begin to crave it. She'll want to see you slobbering on his dick. She'll want to see you getting fucked like you're a whore. She'll want to witness your submission and humiliation almost as much as she craves her own."

    "Yes, mistress," Nick replied in a voice that dripped with lust.

    "You'll let all of it happen, won't you Nick?" she asked. "You'll do it because what you really want - what you crave more than anything - is to make your wife happy."

    "Yes, mistress," Nick said.

    "Fuck yourself with this toy," she demanded.

    Nick immediately started to push back on the dildo as Elena held it still. He looked like the whore she'd described him becoming. He sounded like one, too as he moaned and groaned like he was trying to make absolutely certain the person fucking him knew he was turned on.

    Elena pulled the toy from his asshole and it gaped open for a few moments before closing up tight. "He might even make you suck his cock clean after he's fucked your ass," she said.

    Nick looked back and stared at the toy as if he was contemplating doing that very thing for Elena.

    "I'm not going to make you do that, though. You need to clean yourself out before you give an ass to mouth blowjob, but I wouldn't be surprised if he makes you do it, Nick," she said. "So you need to be prepared to submit, to offer the ultimate sacrifice for his pleasure and for your wife's delight."

    "I will be," Nick replied. "Thank you, mistress."

    She smiled. "You're welcome. Never forget, Nick, that Rebecca loves you deeply, and that she shares more in common with you than she'll ever share in common with a dom. As long as you love her just as deeply and commit yourself to her happiness, your marriage will remain strong, no matter what happens between you and her boyfriend. In fact, if you truly commit to doing as her dom boyfriend desires, I suspect you'll find that both you and Rebecca will be happier than you've ever been."

    "I'd suck the toy clean if you told me to, mistress," Nick said.

    "I know you would, and even if it tasted terrible you'd find pleasure in it," she replied. "Because you're a submissive, Nick. You're a submissive in every way that matters and you find pleasure in such things, just like your wife does. You two were made for each other, and when you're serving her boyfriend, keep that in mind, for it will help assuage any anxieties you feel."

    "I will, mistress," he replied.

    "Good. Now you're going to worship my body, Nick," Elena said. "You'll start by removing my boots and licking my feet. You'll suck on my toes. You'll work your way up my legs. Then I'm going to let you lick my armpits. I'm going to let you suck on my fingers. I'm going to let you kiss my ass and lick my asshole. If you do a very, very good job I'll let you worship my pussy and make me cum."

    "Thank you, mistress," he said. "Thank you so much."

    Elena sat on the edge of the bed and instructed, "Get on your knees and begin."

    Nick eagerly backed out of the bed and onto his knees in front of her. He reached up to unzip her boots and began what she'd determined would be a lengthy process of body worship that would leave his jaw sore and his cock throbbing with desire. The only thing Elena hadn't decided was if she was going to piss in Nick's mouth before she let him worship her pussy. That decision would come later, though. In the moment she just had to enjoy her sub's eager tongue as it worked its way over her body, and that was a wonderfully simple task.
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    Nick was naked and on his knees in the corner of the bedroom he shared with his wife. His hands were clasped behind his back as he watched Rebecca slowly sink to her knees in front of Michael, the dominant man who'd become an increasingly significant presence in their lives over the past three months.

    "What do crave, my sweet pet?" Michael asked as he reached down and caressed Rebecca's face. Nick couldn't help but feel jealous as he watched another man touch his wife in such a sensual manner, but he'd long since gotten used to grappling with that sense of jealousy and had even found a touch of pleasure in it.

    Rebecca smiled, closed her eyes, and leaned into his gentle touch. It never took long for her to sink into subspace with Michael, and she always seemed to be at her happiest when submitting to him. Again Nick felt jealous, though it was less potent in this case, because he was truly incapable of making his wife feel submissive, which was why Michael had become such a significant part of their lives.

    "I want to serve you, sir," Rebecca answered. "I want to make you feel good, to pleasure you."

    Michael smiled and rubbed his thumb over Rebecca's plump, shiny lips. Her eyes lit up with desire and when he pushed his finger into her mouth she closed her eyes and sucked dutifully.

    "That's a good girl," Michael said. "Show me that you want to make me feel good, Rebecca."

    Rebecca moved her mouth over his thumb like she was sucking his cock. Her hands remained behind her back just like Nick's were, though of course she'd been granted the pleasure of serving the man that had come to dominate both of them.

    "Do you wish to serve, cuckold?" Michael asked as he looked towards the corner of the bedroom.

    "Yes, sir," Nick replied.

    Michael stared at him for a few seconds and then smiled. "You may crawl to me."

    Nick fell forward onto his hands and knees and crawled across his bedroom until he reached their dom. Once in place, he sat back on his knees and once again clasped his hands behind his back.

    "Remove my shoes and socks," Michael instructed.

    Nick untied Michael's shoes and carefully removed both, setting them out of the way before removing his socks, leaving Michael's bare feet exposed.

    "You may kiss my feet, cuckold," Michael said as Rebecca continued to make love to his thumb with her mouth.

    Nick leaned forward, put his hands on the floor on either side of Michael's feet, and bent down to offer his submission by kissing as instructed. Nick thought back to the first time Michael had demanded his feet be kissed and the resistance he'd felt. It had struck him as such a humiliating task that Nick couldn't bring himself to do it, not until he heard Mistress Elena's voice in his head. He remembered her instructions to give himself over to Michael, for doing so was an act of submission to his wife, who Nick truly wanted to serve.

    That resistance still cropped up from time to time - Michael enjoyed making Nick show his submission in a variety of ways, after all - but Nick never surrendered to it. Mistress Elena's training - he still saw her once a month - helped center him on what truly mattered, which was offering his service to Rebecca, which meant offering his service to Michael, even if it was overwhelmingly humiliating to do so.

    "You may join him, my sweet pet," Michael said.

    Rebecca bent over and showered Michael's foot in kisses, joining Nick in showing her complete submission to their dom. She'd been enthralled with Michael from the start, even more so than she'd been enthralled with Mistress Elena, for serving a man brought Rebecca greater pleasure than serving a woman.

    "Remove my pants, cuckold," Michael instructed.

    Nick sat back on his knees and loosened Michael's belt before unbuttoning and unzipping his pants. He slowly pulled them down as Rebecca continued to shower his feet in worshipful kisses, relentlessly showing her submission as Michael had trained her to do.

    "Free my cock together," Michael said.

    Rebecca sat up and both she and Nick lowered Michael's underwear, slowly revealing his long, thick, beautiful cock as they both stared at the shaft. Nick admired the plump vein that ran along the top of the dick that had fucked his wife so many times in the past three months, the dick that had satisfied her in ways Nick wasn't capable of.

    "Do you love my cock?" Michael asked as he looked down at Rebecca.

    "Yes, sir, I do," she replied. "I love your cock. I love the way it makes me feel. I love that you're generous enough to give me your cock. I love that you let me cum on your cock. I love that your cock uses my body for pleasure."

    Michael looked down at Nick - who was enthralled with his wife's complete and utter devotion to their dom - and asked, "And do you love my cock, cuckold?"

    Nick nodded. "Yes, sir, I do." He wasn't lying. He didn't love Michael's cock in the same way Rebecca did, but he did feel an overwhelming level of affection because of the pleasure Rebecca experienced. "I love your cock. I love the way it makes my wife feel. I love that your cock satisfies her in ways I can't, sir."

    "Kiss it together," Michael ordered.

    Rebecca looked at Nick and smiled before leaning in and planting a soft kiss along their dom's shaft. Nick did the same, for it filled him with pleasure to submit, whether it was to Mistress Elena, his wife, or Michael, the dominant man that had become an integral part of their sex life.

    "Kiss the head," Michael said. "Bathe it in your love."

    Rebecca ran her fingers along his shaft, lifted the head, and kissed one side of it as Nick kissed the other. They each bathed his cock in their love, looking up at him with submission in their eyes as they did as ordered. They kissed his cock like they'd kiss each other, pouring themselves into what was a beautiful act of worship, all because it made them feel so beautifully submissive to do so.

    "Take me in your mouth, cuckold," Michael instructed. "Suck my cock while your wife watches."

    Nick enveloped Michael's cock without hesitation. He did so because that was his duty as a submissive. He did so because Mistress Elena had trained him well and helped him to understand that there was no greater gift he could offer than his obedience. He did so because it felt good, because it made his loins tingle with desire, and because it made his wife happy.

    "That's a good boy," Rebecca whispered as she put a hand on the back of Nick's head. "Suck Michael's cock for me. Get him hard for me. Show him that you know your place, Nick. Show him that you understand that he makes the rule when he's in our home."

    "Deeper," Michael demanded. "I want to feel your throat around the head of my cock, cuckold."

    Rebecca applied firm pressure to the back of Nick's head, helping him swallow their dom's cock. It was difficult for him - Nick hadn't yet mastered the art of deepthroating - but he persisted. He fought through the gagging. He opened his throat like a good submissive was supposed to. He resisted the urge to pull back, instead choosing to give everything he had to ensure that Michael felt good, that he enjoyed the total control he had over the couple.

    "Lie beneath your wife, cuckold," Michael said as he pulled his cock from Nick's throat. "Prepare her cunt for my cock."

    Nick moved to his back and Rebecca lifted her leg so he could slide beneath her. He ran his fingers up the backs of her thighs and grabbed her ass to pull her pussy down onto his face. His tongue slipped inside her a moment later and he rubbed his nose over her clit while bathing her insides in his saliva, ensuring she'd be soaking wet when Michael chose to slide his fat cock into her.

    "Open your mouth," Michael instructed. "Clasp your hands behind your back. I'm going to fuck your face."

    "Yes, sir," Rebecca answered.

    Nick watched another man's stiff cock approach his wife's mouth. He saw the look of hunger and power in Michael's eyes right before the head of his dick pushed between Rebecca's lips. Michael placed both hands on her head and slowly filled her mouth with one deep thrust. Rebecca gagged - just like Nick had - but she too fought it off and accepted her dom's cock like a good submissive was supposed to.

    "Is she wet, cuckold?" Michael asked while in the midst of a thorough, lengthy face fucking.

    "Yes, sir, she's wet for you," Nick replied.

    "Good. Crawl out from beneath her and press your face between my ass cheeks," the dom ordered.

    Three weeks ago Michael had ordered Nick to do that very thing - rim him - for the first time. He'd been fucking Rebecca in missionary when he issued the order and while Nick had struggled with it - the smell was actually more unpleasant than the taste - he'd offered his submission and done so. It had gotten easier each time he'd been ordered to do so since and Nick couldn't escape the feeling that Michael found it particularly pleasurable to make him eat ass. It made sense, though. It was, after all, hugely humiliating for Nick to eat the asshole of the man that was fucking his wife and a good dom enjoyed pushing a submissive past his typical boundaries.

    Michael continued to fuck Rebecca's face as Nick moved out from underneath her and crawled behind their dom. He spread Michael's ass cheeks, pressed his face between them, and let them close around his face as he put his tongue to use in giving a vigorous rimjob.

    Nick heard his wife gasp for air a moment before Michael asked. "How does it make you feel to know that your husband is licking my fucking asshole?"

    "It turns me on, sir," Rebecca answered.

    "Why is that?" he said.

    "Because it means he's being a good sub. It means he understands his place. It means he understands the hierarchy when you're in our home, that you're in control, that we're both meant to do as you desire," she explained.

    Michael reached back, grabbed a handful of Nick's hair, and pulled so hard that he almost instantly smothered Nick with his ass. It became difficult to draw a full breath, but Nick didn't stop licking the dom's asshole. He kept it up because that was his place. Michael was in control. He made the decisions. He chose how long Nick would struggle to breathe and when he would get relief from that difficulty.

    "He is a good boy," Michael said as he released Nick's hair. "Just like you're a good little pet for me. Now, would you like to get fucked? Would you like me to use your pussy for my pleasure?"

    "Yes, more than anything, sir," Rebecca answered.

    "Crawl into the bed you share with your husband," the dom instructed. "Face down, ass up. Present your pussy to me."

    Nick heard the bed frame gently squeak as Rebecca did what their dom wanted. A moment later, Michael stepped away, leaving Nick on his knees with a slightly unpleasant taste in his mouth and a stiff cock between his legs.

    "Face down, ass up next to her, cuckold," Michael demanded.

    Nick hurried into the bed and crawled next to his wife. He turned his head towards her and saw a smile on Rebecca's face. Her hand found his and he returned the smile as their dom crawled into the bed behind them.

    "Good job, cuckold," Michael said as Rebecca moaned. "She's nice and wet for me."

    Nick looked back to see Michael push his hips forward. He'd just buried his cock inside her and the beautiful moan that escaped Rebecca's lips was proof of the pleasure she felt at being taken by their dom.

    "What do you want, my sweet pet?" Michael asked.

    "I want you to fuck me, sir," Rebecca answered. "Fuck my pussy. Fuck it hard. Use it for your pleasure, sir."

    "And what do you want, cuckold?" Michael asked.

    "I want you to fuck my wife, sir," Nick answered. "Give her what I can't. Satisfy her like I can't. Show her that you're the sexually superior man. Show her how it feels to submit her pussy to a dominant man."

    Michael lifted his hand and brought it down on Nick's ass. He winced from the pain and Rebecca moaned, though Nick wasn't sure if that was from being fucked or because she enjoyed the sight of Michael spanking her husband.

    The sounds of hard, fast thrusts soon filled the bedroom as Michael fucked Rebecca hard. He pumped his cock in and out of her pussy and her face was a picture of pleasure as Nick watched from a foot away. Her beautiful moans mixed with the sounds of sex and Michael slowly picked up the pace, delivering harder thrusts as time went by, just as he almost always seemed to do.

    "That's a good girl," Michael said. "Take that dick for me. Take it deep in your tight little cunt."

    Nick received two hard swats on the ass and winced at both. The pain was considerable, but there was something so thrilling about being spanked by the man that was fucking his wife that he couldn't help but experience a certain kind of submissive pleasure each time he was struck.

    "Oh...fuck," Rebecca said before biting her lower lip.

    Nick turned his head to see that Michael had almost certainly slipped a thumb in her ass. He didn't have a perfect view, but the sudden exclamation from his wife and the position of Michael's hand made it fairly clear.

    "Are you jealous, cuckold?" Michael asked as he looked down at Nick. "Do you wish I'd put a finger in your ass?"

    "No, sir," Nick answered.

    Michael smiled, spit in his hand, and rubbed his fingers down the crack of Nick's ass. "You've taken it up the ass before, haven't you, cuckold?"

    "Never from a man, sir," Nick replied.

    Michael buried his cock in Rebecca's pussy and held it there. A moment later his slippery thumb pushed into Nick's asshole, meaning he was inside both of them in that very particular way. "Look at your cuckold, Rebecca."

    Rebecca looked at Nick and smiled.

    "How would you feel if I fucked your husband, my sweet pet?" Michael asked.

    "Jealous," she answered. "Because that would mean you weren't fucking me."

    Nick was almost certain she actually found the idea thrilling, at least based on the look on her face, which bordered on delight. He had no doubt she'd also feel jealous, though, as she really did love getting fucked by Michael more than almost anything.

    Michael buried his thumb deeper in Nick's ass and chuckled. As much as he hated to even consider that he might enjoy being fucked by their dom, Nick couldn't help but feel a rush of submissive pleasure at being penetrated by an eager thumb, so much so that he was quite certain he'd find some measure of enjoyment in being fucked. He still hoped it wouldn't happen, though.

    "It's going to happen, cuckold," Michael said. "It won't happen tonight - tonight I'm going to cum in your wife's pussy and make you clean my cock when I'm done - but it's going to happen."

    Nick simultaneously breathed a sigh of relief and felt a rush of anxiety, and a moment later Michael's finger had departed his asshole. He delivered two more swift swats and then resumed fucking Rebecca, once again filling their bedroom with beautiful moans of sexual pleasure.

    "Fuck me, sir," Rebecca begged. "Fuck me and cum inside me. Cum in my pussy and make him clean your cock. Make him clean your cock and my messy cunt."

    Michael laughed and fucked her harder. Nick looked back to see wild lust in their dom's eyes. His body looked taut, as if he was mustering every ounce of strength to pound Rebecca's pussy before dumping his load inside her.

    That moment arrived soon enough. Michael's animalistic moans filled the bedroom as he slowed his thrusts while unloading in her pussy. Then he buried the full length of his cock inside her and held it there while a smile slowly crossed his face as he moved into that period of post-orgasmic bliss that every man occupied for a short while after he'd cum.

    Michael then slowly pulled out and said, "Clean me, cuckold."

    "Yes, sir," Nick replied before spinning around, crawling towards their dom's cock, and taking it in his mouth. He sucked slowly and gently to avoid offering too much stimulation and used his lips and tongue to clean every bit of cum and pussy juice from Michael's beautiful shaft.

    "Now clean her pussy," Michael instructed. "Then you can go make me a snack."

    "Yes, sir," Nick said.

    Rebecca rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and looked down at Nick with a beautiful, loving smile on her face as he crawled between her thighs and pushed his tongue inside her.

    They'd come so far as a couple since he'd started seeing Mistress Elena and it felt to Nick like they'd arrived exactly where they needed to be. He knew they'd continue to learn and grow in their mutual service to their dom and during occasional visits to Mistress Elena, but since they'd joined each other on the journey to exploring their submissive natures, Nick was as happy as he'd ever been and he was certain Rebecca felt the same.

    With any luck, further exploration of their submissive nature would only lead to an even greater sense of happiness for the couple.

    The End.

  
    A Dominatrix Always Gets What She Wants – Part 1

    Nick ascended the stairway of the massive, elegant Victorian mansion, took a deep breath, and knocked to announce his presence.

    He heard the sound of high heels on the wooden floor inside and a moment later the door opened to reveal and exquisitely beautiful redhead in a tight leather pencil skirt, an elegant satin blouse, and a pair of three inch heels. “Welcome back, Mr. Fitzgerald,” she said. “Please, come in.”

    “Thank you,” Nick replied as the redhead stepped aside and welcomed him into the mansion’s foyer.

    She closed and locked the door and strode confidently behind an ornate wooden desk upon which sat a thick, leather bound book. The redhead opened the book, ran her finger down a list of names, and said, “I have you booked for one hour with Mistress Elena. Is that correct?”

    “Yes,” Nick said as he reached out and ran his fingers over the edge of the desk. Something about the smooth surface helped calm the nerves he felt each and every time he visited the mansion.

    “Will you be paying cash today?” she asked.

    Nick nodded and pulled out his wallet. He took a deep breath, removed $300, handed it to the redhead, and slowly let the breath escape his lungs.

    “Would you like a receipt?” she asked.

    Nick thought of his wife finding a receipt for the weekly femdom session he attended behind her back and shuddered. He made a great deal of money so he wasn’t even close to putting them in dire financial straits, but Rebecca would have been furious that he’d sought out another woman to satisfy a very particular need. “No, thank you,” he replied.

    “Very well,” the redhead said as she slipped the cash into a drawer, locked it, and stood. “Let me escort you to your room.” She walked towards the staircase with the hand-carved wooden railing, ascended a few steps, and paused to look back at him. “You may admire my backside if you’d like. Mistress Elena says you’ve been a very good boy the past few sessions and you deserve a reward.”

    Nick felt a small, potent rush of pleasure as he said, “Thank you. That’s very kind of you.” Her ass looked absolutely flawless in the leather skirt, so Nick admired it all the way to the top of the stairs and down the hallway before the beautiful redhead stopped at Mistress Elena’s room and glanced down. Nick turned towards the door, fell to his knees, and stared at the floor.

    The redhead lifted her hand, delivered three soft knocks on the door, and walked away. Nick’s gaze remained fixed on the floor, as was protocol with Mistress Elena. The door opened and a pair of shiny black latex boots entered his field of vision.

    “Come in,” Mistress Elena said.

    She stepped aside and Nick crawled into the room. The heavy door shut behind him and he sat back on his knees and kept his eyes cast downwards. Mistress Elena stepped in front of him and reached down until her fingers rested beneath his chin. She lifted his gaze and Nick admired her fishnet-clad legs, her latex skirt, and the tight black corset that made her milky white breasts look utterly irresistible. Her hair was pulled into a side ponytail and she wore red lipstick, a small touch that Nick always enjoyed.

    “Welcome back,” she said.

    “Thank you for seeing me again, mistress,” Nick replied.

    “Good boys always get to come back,” Mistress Elena said. “Now kiss my boots.”

    Nick dropped down and kissed her boots in the soft, loving manner she’d demanded during their first session more than six months ago. He let his lips linger against the smooth, cool latex, planting several kisses on her left boot before moving to the right as Mistress Elena quietly purred to show her approval.

    “Strip,” she demanded as Nick sat back on his knees.

    “Yes, mistress,” he replied. He wasn’t permitted to stand while stripping so Nick sat and worked his pants and underwear off before unbuttoning his shirt. Mistress Elena took his clothes and gently laid them over the back of a tall, dark leather chair that sat against the wall by the door.

    “Did you fuck your wife this week?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “Yes,” Nick answered as he looked up at the latex-clad goddess in front of him.

    “Did Rebecca’s perfect, tight little pussy feel good around your dick?” she asked.

    Nick’s cock came to life at the use of his wife’s name. “Yes, mistress, her pussy felt amazing.”

    Mistress Elena slid her foot forward until the tip of her boot rested beneath Nick’s testicles. She lifted it and gently teased his balls as she asked, “And did you disappoint your wife once again, Nick? Did this underwhelming cock of yours unload before Rebecca could reach the climax she deserves?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said as his dick reached a fully erect state.

    Mistress Elena ran the tip of her boot along the underside of his shaft and over the tip. “Does your dick always get hard without being touched?” she asked.

    “No, mistress,” Nick replied. “Only when I’m here or when I think about how inadequate I am as a lover.”

    “Pathetic,” Mistress Elena said as she continued to rub her shiny latex boot around the tip of his cock. “What kind of man gets hard when he thinks about his inadequacy? Lick your precum from my boot. Right now.”

    She stepped back and Nick dropped down and licked his sweet, sticky fluid from her boot as his cock continued to throb.

    “Rebecca deserves better,” Mistress Elena said. “She deserves to be with a real man.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied. “Yes, she does. She deserves better than me.”

    “Look up at me,” she demanded.

    Nick sat back on his knees and looked up at the dark-haired goddess.

    “Did you do as I instructed? Did you eat your wife’s pussy after you came too quickly?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “I did,” Nick answered.

    “How did that go?” she asked.

    “She didn’t want me to at first,” he explained. “I don’t really know why. She likes it when I go down on her, so it seemed like it was because I’d just cum. I told her it wouldn’t be gross, though, that I’d just lick her clit. At first she would only let me use my fingers to pleasure her, but once she got worked up enough she didn’t stop me when I used my tongue. So it took a little work, but I did as you instructed, mistress. I made her cum after I’d disappointed her like I so often do.”

    Mistress Elena stepped closer, teased Nick’s balls with the tip of her boot, and gently ran her fingers through his hair. “Good boy,” she said.

    Nick closed his eyes and his cock swelled up. They were just words – just two little words – and yet he felt an all-encompassing kind of pleasure when Mistress Elena uttered them, like she was nourishing his soul.

    “Tell me, Nick, did your tongue provide your wife with a great orgasm?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “No, mistress” Nick answered. “It was good, but I’m fairly certain it wasn’t great.”

    Mistress Elena lifted her foot off the ground and pressed her boot against Nick’s balls, causing a hint of pain. “You’re not capable of giving Rebecca a great orgasm, are you?” she asked.

    Nick groaned as she applied more pressure to his balls, deepening the pain and enhancing his pleasure. “No, mistress, I’m not.”

    “Your beautiful wife deserves someone better than you,” she said.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied.

    Mistress Elena lowered her foot and Nick breathed a sigh of relief as the pain in his testicles dissipated. “Was that the only orgasm you had this week?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick answered. “I was good for you.” Three months ago Mistress Elena had forbidden Nick from climaxing unless it was with Rebecca. As a result, he hadn’t masturbated in more than 90 days.

    She studied his face – she’d proven remarkably adept at knowing when he was lying – and smiled. “You know I like it when you’re good for me.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied. “I like being good for you.”

    “Stand up,” Mistress Elena said. “I want you on the cross.”

    Nick stood and approached the leather-trimmed St. Andrew’s cross on the far side of the room. He turned around, stepped back, and spread his legs until they rested against the lower half of the wooden X. He lifted his arms and spread them as wide as his legs, making it easy for Mistress Elena to affix the leather cuffs that hung from the cross to his wrists and ankles, putting him in a delightfully inescapable form of bondage.

    Mistress Elena stepped towards the table next to the cross and carefully put on a pair of black rubber gloves as Nick watched. She ran her fingers over several BDSM-flavored toys and implements of pain before picking up a riding crop with a soft leather tip.

    “Your cock is quite hard,” Mistress Elena said as she approached and grasped Nick’s balls with her gloved hand.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied as she teased his testicles.

    Mistress Elena pulled down on Nick’s balls and smiled as he cried out in a mixture of pain and fear. She lifted the riding crop and the leather tip came to rest against his chest. “Have you always known you were inadequate?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied. “Though you’ve helped me understand the depth of my inadequacy.”

    She dragged the tip of the riding crop back and forth over his chest. Nick’s cock throbbed and his heart pounded from that same mixture of pain and fear. He knew that soon enough he’d feel the bite of the crop’s leather against his skin and the anticipation was almost as bad as the pain itself would be.

    “It’s important that a man understands what he is,” Mistress Elena explained. “It helps him become the best version of himself. Now that you grasp just how inadequate you are, you can begin to think about how you can provide your wife with the life she deserves.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said.

    “Tell me, Nick, how can you make Rebecca’s life better?” Mistress Elena asked.

    Nick searched his brain for a suitable answer, but none came. “I don’t know,” he said.

    Mistress Elena pulled the riding crop back and brought it down on his chest with remarkable speed and power. The pain was instantaneous and overwhelming. He screamed and looked down expecting to see blood running from a cut. There was only a small red mark, though.

    “That’s an unacceptable answer, Nick,” Mistress Elena said. “You’re sexually inadequate. You rarely make your wife cum when you fuck her, and when you do she experiences a tepid orgasm at best. Now tell me how you can make her life better.”

    “A toy,” Nick said in a panicked voice. “I could get her a toy. Something that’s bigger than me. I could use it on her.”

    Mistress Elena smacked his chest with the riding crop and again he screamed in pain. “Pathetic,” she said. “I suppose it’s fitting that a pathetic man like you would give a pathetic answer, but that’s entirely unacceptable, Nick. If your wife wanted a toy, she would already own one. A toy doesn’t come close to replicating the experience of having a real man between your legs. You can trust me on that, Nick.”

    She stepped closer and pulled down harder on his balls. The tip of Nick’s cock rubbed against the smooth surface of her latex skirt and he groaned at the surprisingly intense pleasure of being so close to the woman he worshiped. “A woman wants to get fucked,” Mistress Elena continued. “She wants to get fucked by a real man. She wants to get fucked by a man that knows how to give her the sort of pleasure she deserves. She wants to feel his big cock sliding in and out of her tight, wet cunt. She wants to wrap her legs around him and feel as though he owns her body for those beautiful moments that he’s inside her.”

    “I can’t give her that, mistress,” Nick said. “I can’t. I’m not capable of it.”

    Mistress Elena hit him twice with the riding crop and Nick screamed in agony. She tempered his pain by caressing his balls with her gloved hand and gently thrusting her hips and rubbing her latex skirt over the tip of his throbbing cock.

    “I know you’re not,” she said. “You will never, ever be the kind of man that can fuck your wife that way. You will never give her that sort of pleasure. You’re completely, utterly incapable of it.” Mistress Elena smiled and added, “You’re not the only man in the world, though.”

    Nick groaned. It wasn’t the first time Mistress Elena had hinted at the notion of another man fucking Rebecca, and Nick couldn’t help but feel a growing sense of lust at the idea.

    “Picture it,” Mistress Elena said. “Picture your wife with a better man between her legs. Picture his cock filling her over and over. Picture the look on Rebecca’s beautiful face. Picture her eyes closed and her mouth open as pleasure escapes her lips, Nick. Picture another man fucking your wife.”

    She continued to play with his balls and grind her crotch over the tip of his cock while drawing the riding crop back and forth over his chest. She’d strike him every once in a while, sending a rush of pain throughout his body and awakening Nick’s senses.

    “Please, mistress, I’m going to cum,” Nick said. It was deeply embarrassing to be on the edge of orgasm as he pictured his wife fucking another man, but Nick couldn’t help it. Mistress Elena had deftly lured him to the brink of his climax and filled his head with the imagery of someone else fucking Rebecca in a far superior fashion than Nick had ever managed.

    “Don’t fight it,” she replied. “Cum for me. Cum for your mistress. Cum while you think about another man’s cock making your wife scream with pleasure.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said. He closed his eyes, pictured his wife with another man, and came all over Mistress Elena’s latex skirt. His body shook on the cross as his knees went weak. Were he not in such secure bondage, Nick certainly would have collapsed to the floor.

    When he’d finished, Mistress Elena freed him from the leather cuffs and said, “Get on your knees and clean up your mess. Right now.”

    Nick fell to his knees and did as instructed. Mistress Elena occasionally let him cum and she’d been very clear that he wouldn’t be permitted to see her again if he ever failed to clean his mess. He licked his load from her skirt and then dropped down to clean the drops of cum that had fallen onto her boots and the hardwood floor of her room. It was a deeply unpleasant task in his post-orgasmic state, but Nick’s desire to return for another visit was far stronger than his revulsion as he consumed his cum.

    “No wonder you’re such a disappointment to your wife,” Mistress Elena said with genuine venom in her voice. “You’ve only been here fifteen minutes and already you’ve blown your load like some pathetic college freshman. Back up on the cross. Turn around, though. I’m going to punish you for cumming so quickly.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said. He stood, spun around, and approached the cross. Soon enough he was bound once more. The punishment he was about to receive wouldn’t be the slightest bit pleasant – not for Nick, at least – but he looked forward to it. Mistress Elena always took pleasure in causing him pain and he had another 45 minutes to spend with her, which meant there was a great deal more fun to come.

    Elena smiled when she saw Rebecca step into the bar. She wore a dark blue wrap dress that exposed a healthy amount of cleavage, making it the first time in three months that she’d dressed in a manner that might attract even a little attention.

    “Rebecca, you look incredible,” Elena said as she slid off the bar stool and took her new friend into a tight embrace.

    “Is it too much?” Rebecca asked as she stepped back and ran her hands down the front of her dress. “I feel like it’s too much. People are staring.”

    “Guys are staring, Rebecca, and they’re staring because you look gorgeous,” Elena said. “And there’s nothing wrong with looking gorgeous. You’re a beautiful, sexy woman and you should show it off!”

    Rebecca seemed sheepish, though Elena wasn’t surprised. Rebecca had clearly adjusted her expectations in life as a result of being married to the most milquetoast man in the world. She’d embraced her sad reality of tepid sex, boring dates at the same restaurants, and underwhelming vacations at the same Caribbean resort every year.

    Rebecca didn’t know it, but Elena had taken it upon herself to change that. She’d spent the past three months building a friendship with Rebecca and she was determined to get the beautiful married woman wrapped around her finger just like she’d gotten Nick wrapped around her finger. The couple wouldn’t know it, but they’d both be serving the same mistress.

    Rebecca was likely going to take a great deal more time than Nick, though. It had taken months to convince her to embrace her beauty and femininity enough to wear a slightly revealing dress. Convincing her to open her sexuality and explore outside her marriage would be a far more difficult task, but that’s why Elena was so excited. Turning Rebecca into her submissive would be far more satisfying than dominating Nick had been.

    “Let’s get a drink,” Elena said. “We can go to one of the booths if you don’t want anyone staring.”

    Elena saw just a hint of excitement in Rebecca’s eyes. Some part of her – albeit a small part – liked that guys were staring. She was like most women in that way. Who didn’t enjoy a little extra attention, after all?

    “A booth would be nice,” Rebecca said.

    Elena ordered two drinks from the bartender, gestured towards a booth, and put a gentle hand on Rebecca’s lower back as they headed across the bar. She kept her hand there for no more than a few moments, but Elena detected no discomfort from her friend. If anything Rebecca moved just a little closer, subtly indicating just a hint of subconscious desire.

    Elena smiled. It would take quite some time, but Rebecca would submit, and when she did Elena would open her eyes to a world of pleasure far beyond that which her husband could offer.

  
    A Dominatrix Always Gets What She Wants – Part 2
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    “That’s the fifth text you’ve ignored,” Elena said as she watched Rebecca glance at her phone.

    Rebecca sipped her drink and set it back on the table, but she seemed unwilling to offer an answer.

    “My apologies for peeping, but it seems like those texts are coming from Nick,” Elena said. “Is there a reason you’re ignoring your husband?”

    A guilty look crossed Rebecca’s face before she explained, “Not a good reason, no. I just…I don’t know why, but I lied about where I was going tonight. I told him I was seeing a movie with a friend.”

    Elena knew why Rebecca had lied. There’s only one reason a wife would lie to her husband about something as innocuous as having a drink with a new friend. For Rebecca, it wasn’t entirely innocuous. She felt like she was doing something naughty. She wasn’t – not yet, at least – but putting on a low cut dress and going to a bar clearly qualified as naughty for her. Elena tried to hide her delight at the idea that Rebecca was keeping something from her husband.

    “Rebecca, do you always lie to Nick when you come out with me?” Elena asked.

    Rebecca held her gaze for a moment, nodded, and then looked away.

    Elena reached across the table and took her friend’s hand in hers. She rubbed her thumb over Rebecca’s palm and asked, “You don’t need to be embarrassed. I can’t say I understand why you don’t want to tell your husband that we’re friends, but it’s okay.”

    Rebecca looked down at her hand and Elena saw her lips curl into the slightest smile, as if she found it deeply pleasurable to be touched. “I can’t explain it,” she said. “I really can’t. Every time we go out he asks me how my night was when I get home, and every time I feel really weird about telling him. It’s…it’s strange. I just don’t get it. It’s not like I’m doing anything wrong. It’s not like he’d think there was anything weird about me hanging out with a woman he doesn’t know.”

    Elena couldn’t help but smile. Nick knew her intimately, or at least the part of her she chose to share with him. He’d seen her naked. He’d tasted her flesh. He’d obeyed a wide array of exceptionally kinky orders she’d delivered. Rebecca didn’t know that, though.

    “Would Nick be jealous or annoyed if he knew you were in a bar wearing that dress?” Elena asked.

    “I don’t think so,” Rebecca said. “That’s the strangest part of all. I’m more uncomfortable with it than he’d be.”

    It had only taken a few sessions with Nick for Elena to discover that few things turned him on more than the notion that he was incapable of truly pleasuring his wife and that she deserved someone far better than him. Rebecca was quite right that her husband wouldn’t be upset at the idea of her in a low cut dress at a bar. If anything, he’d find it arousing.

    “How do you think your husband would feel if he knew people were staring at you?” Elena asked. “Would it make Nick mad to know that men were ogling you the moment you walked in here?”

    Rebecca looked around and Elena smiled.

    “Actually, forget about Nick,” she continued. “How does it make you feel to know that some of the men in here desire you?”

    Rebecca’s head whipped around and her gaze found Elena’s. For a moment she looked utterly scandalized by the question. Then that little smile returned, indicating that she found at least a little bit of pleasure in the notion.

    “You don’t have to answer,” Elena said. “But I don’t think there’s anything wrong with liking a little bit of attention. That’s half the fun of being as beautiful as you are. You get to soak up the desire that men – and certain women, of course – feel for you. You don’t have to do anything with it, but you can enjoy it.”

    “You’re beautiful too,” Rebecca said before looking away as if it embarrassed her to have made the comment.

    “You’re very kind,” Elena replied. “And I don’t mean to sound conceited, but I know I’m beautiful. I’ve always known it and now I work hard to enhance it. I like that my beauty draws people to me. I like that the lovely bartender – the one with the sleeve tattoos and the rather large breasts – has spent a good portion of her night looking over here. I like that I could go up to the bar, ask her to join me in the bathroom for a quick fuck, and she’d absolutely do it.”

    Rebecca’s eyes went wide, but not in any sort of judgmental way. “You’re into women?” she asked.

    “When the mood strikes me,” Elena replied. “I try not to limit myself. Life is too short to close myself off to anything that might prove pleasurable.” Elena studied Rebecca’s face and once again that slight smile returned. She wondered if the lovely married woman sitting across from her was entertaining a lesbian fantasy and if anything could be done with that.

    “There’s two guys at the bar that keep looking over here,” Elena said. “How would you feel about me inviting them over for a drink?”

    “What?” Rebecca asked as she leaned closer. “Really?”

    “Yes, really. I’m not saying you have to go home with one of them, Rebecca. I’m just saying one of them would sit next to you and do a little flirting. That’s all. I’ll be right here the whole time, I promise. If you don’t like it, just tap the table a few times and I’ll tell the guys to get lost. If you’re having fun, just run with it. These guys are gorgeous. Have a little fun letting a gorgeous man flirt with you,” Elena said.

    Rebecca looked at the two guys sitting at the bar and they glanced over. She smiled, turned back to Elena, and said, “Okay. Let’s do it.”

    Elena did her best not to show it, but she felt a pure kind of delight. It was going to take a while, but as long as she played her cards right she’d turn Rebecca into a lovely little plaything to have all kinds of fun with.

    “Strip,” the beautiful redhead said as she and Nick stood out Mistress Elena’s door.

    Nick’s first instinct was to question her, but over time he’d learned that ‘why?’ wasn’t an appropriate response to any instruction in the mansion. He swallowed his first instinct and stripped outside the door.

    The beautiful redhead looked at his cock, softly chuckled, and opened the door. “You may go inside,” she said.

    Nick stepped into Mistress Elena’s chamber and found her sitting on the elegant queening chair on the far side of the room. She was dressed in a pair of knee high black latex boots, a fishnet body stocking, and a black corset. Her legs were crossed, offering a lovely view of her thigh. Nick couldn’t help but notice the lack of a skirt or shorts and he wondered if he’d get a chance to gaze upon her perfect pussy before the session was over.

    “Welcome,” she said. “Did you bring the item I requested?”

    Nick nodded.

    “Show me,” Mistress Elena demanded.

    Nick reached into his pants pocket and pulled out the pair of his wife’s used panties that he’d been instructed to bring to his session.

    “Come closer,” Mistress Elena said.

    Nick dropped his clothes by the door and approached the queening chair with the panties in his hand.

    “Is that the type of underwear your wife usually wears?” Mistress Elena asked.

    Nick looked down at the fairly plain pink thong and nodded. Rebecca almost always wore simple underwear. He knew she owned a few nicer pieces, but they only came out for special occasions like his birthday or their anniversary.

    “Do you know why a woman doesn’t wear nice underwear, Nick?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “No, mistress, I don’t,” he replied.

    “It’s because she doesn’t feel sexy, Nick,” Mistress Elena explained. “When a woman feels sexy she wants to put on nice underwear because it deepens that feeling. It makes her feel even sexier, and it might even make her feel powerful. You’d like it if your wife felt sexy and powerful, wouldn’t you, Nick?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick nodded as he felt his cock come to life at the notion of Rebecca feeling powerful and sexy.

    “Put the panties on,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick felt the urge to question her. He felt the word ‘what’ form on the tip of his tongue, but he knew it was merely a delaying tactic. He’d heard what she’d said. He simply didn’t want to do it. Visiting Mistress Elena wasn’t about doing what he wanted, though. It was about doing what she wanted, so he stepped into the panties and pulled them up.

    “How do they feel?” she asked.

    “Not bad, mistress,” Nick answered.

    “I can’t say I’m surprised that you’re the sort of man that looks halfway decent in a pair of panties,” Mistress Elena replied. “After all, you’re not much of a man, are you?”

    Nick’s cock came to life in the panties as his heart began to pound a little harder. Mistress Elena was giving him what he wanted, what he craved, what he paid her for. “No, mistress, I’m not.”

    She smiled. “No, you’re not. You’re the sort of man that pays to be humiliated by a goddess who wouldn’t give him the time of day if he wasn’t opening his wallet.”

    Nick’s cock strained against the tight, warm confines of his wife’s thong.

    Mistress Elena stood and he caught a glimpse of her pussy in the fishnet body stocking. He groaned at the beauty of it and the sheer sexiness of her body in her outfit of choice. She brushed past him and he felt Mistress Elena gently drag her fingernails down his back as she asked, “Do you think you’ve ever made your wife feel sexy, Nick?”

    “No, mistress,” Nick answered.

    She stepped closer and Nick felt her breath on the back of his neck before she said, “No. Of course you haven’t. You’re a pathetic excuse for a man. Your beautiful wife deserves better, Nick. She deserves so much better than you. She deserves a man that makes her feel sexy. She deserves a man that makes her wet when she thinks about him. She deserves a man that makes her want to masturbate in the middle of the day. Are you that kind of man, Nick?”

    Nick’s voice wavered as he answered, “No, mistress.”

    Mistress Elena smacked his ass hard enough that Nick cried out, both from the pain and the sheer surprise of her striking him. “You have never been that kind of man, Nick, and Rebecca deserves better. She deserves someone that makes her pussy wet. She deserves someone that drives her wild with desire.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said.

    “Go look at yourself in the mirror,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick walked briskly towards the floor length mirror in the far corner of the room. He stared at himself as ordered and he couldn’t help but feel exactly as pathetic as he suspected Mistress Elena wanted him to feel.

    “Would a real man wear his wife’s panties because a dominatrix ordered him to?” she asked.

    “No, mistress,” Nick answered.

    “A pathetic man would do that though, wouldn’t he?” she asked.

    Nick nodded as his cock throbbed painfully in his wife’s thong. “Yes, mistress.”

    Mistress Elena sat in the queening chair once again, but this time her legs were parted. “On your knees in front of me.”

    Nick quickly moved in front of Mistress Elena and dropped to his knees. He couldn’t help but stare between her legs. He’d seen her pussy only a handful of times since he’d begun serving her and it was always an exquisite treat to gaze upon it.

    “Does my pussy turn you on, Nick?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he replied.

    Mistress Elena leaned forward and reached out to lift his chin with her fingers and direct his gaze to her eyes. “I gave a man – a real man – the pleasure of being inside me last night, Nick. I welcomed him into my home – into my bedroom – and into my body. I gave him the ultimate pleasure and he gave me the same. He fucked me like a woman wants to be fucked. He fucked your mistress like I suspect your wife wants to be fucked, Nick.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said as arousal coursed through his body.

    “Should I give you his number, Nick? Should I let you beg him to seduce your wife? Should I let you beg another man to fuck Rebecca like she deserves? Should I share him with you and your beautiful wife so she could finally experience the joy of being with someone that isn’t a pathetic, panty-wearing disappointment?” Mistress Elena asked.

    Nick felt weak in the knees and his cock ached in the now-tight confines of his wife’s thong. He wasn’t sure if Mistress Elena wanted an actual answer to her question or if she was merely taunting him. He decided to answer, though. “Yes, mistress,” he said. “Rebecca deserves that.”

    Mistress Elena sat back, crossed her legs, and smiled. “Do you really feel that way?” she asked. “Do you really believe your wife deserves to be fucked by someone better than you?”

    Nick nodded. “Yes, mistress. I don’t think Rebecca would ever want that, but I believe she deserves it.”

    “Why wouldn’t she want it?” Mistress Elena asked with a devilish smile on her face.

    “She’s too conservative,” Nick said. “She was with just one other guy before me. She would never be so bold as to have sex outside our marriage, even if I wanted it.”

    Mistress Elena spread her legs and reached between them. She slipped a finger into her pussy and Nick’s eyes went wide as he watched his mistress masturbate. “You might be underestimating your wife, Nick. If a woman gets desperate enough she might be willing to do just about anything for a great orgasm.”

    Nick was so enraptured with the sight of his mistress masturbating that he offered no response. He simply watched her finger move in and out of her pussy.

    “Would you like a taste?” she asked.

    Nick nodded. “Yes, mistress.”

    Mistress Elena smiled. “It’s a shame you’re a panty-wearing bitch. Otherwise I might have given you a taste.” She pulled her finger from her pussy and sucked it clean. “You’re going to do something for me this week.”

    “Anything, mistress,” Nick said.

    “You’re going to clean your cum from your wife’s pussy,” she instructed. “You’re going to fuck her. You’re going to disappoint her, as always, and then you’re going to go down on her afterwards. You’ll get her worked up. You’ll get her nice and close. Then you’ll plunge your tongue into your pussy and clean up your mess like a good boy. While you do, you’ll rub her clit with your thumb to ensure she gets to experience an orgasm while you’re eating your disgusting fucking load out of her pussy. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied. “I’ll do it for you. I will. I promise.” In his current state of desire, the idea sounded like the hottest thing in the world.

    “You won’t be cumming today,” she said. “In fact, you won’t be cumming for three more days. On the fourth day you’ll fuck your wife. You’ll unleash your pent up load into her pussy and you’ll clean as much of it as you can before she pushes you away. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said. “I understand. I do. I understand.”

    “Good. Now take your place beneath me. You’re going to worship my asshole like a good little pig,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick rolled onto his back and pulled himself under the queening chair. Mistress Elena stood, tore open her body stocking to give him access, and then took her place upon the queening chair. Her ass cheeks spread open and Nick stared at her perfect, puckered pink hole.

    “Worship,” she said.

    Nick lifted his head a little, extended his tongue, and went to work. He licked her asshole vigorously and Mistress Elena rubbed his stiff cock with the tip of her boot, making him moan in pleasure.

    “From now on, you’re going to clean your cum from your wife’s pussy every time you fuck her,” Mistress Elena said. “If you don’t, you’ll no longer be permitted to see me and no one else at the mansion will see you either. You’ll be cut off, so you better make sure you give Rebecca the orgasm of a lifetime while you’re dining on your spunk for the first time or she won’t let you do it again and =your time with me will be cut short. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said. He could scarcely contain his excitement. He’d long yearned for Mistress Elena to exert real control over his life and he couldn’t believe that moment had arrived. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to pull it off, but he was going to try. He was going to be good for his mistress. He was going to do everything in his power to eat his load from Rebecca’s pussy.
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    “You look so beautiful, Rebecca,” Nick said as he crawled into the bed and kissed the soft skin of his wife’s thigh.

    “Really?” she asked.

    Nick looked up and smiled. He ran his fingers over the silk chemise she wore and nodded. “You look perfect.” He kissed his way up her thighs and settled between them. His lips found her labia and he pressed his tongue between them to taste her insides. Rebecca moaned and Nick thought of his instructions from Mistress Elena. He was to fuck his wife, cum inside her, and clean his cum out of her, or at least as much as he could before Rebecca stopped him. In the moment, as he laid between her legs, the idea thrilled him.

    “I want you, Rebecca,” Nick said as he looked up from her pussy. “I’m desperate for you.”

    Rebecca smiled in a giddy sort of way, like it genuinely thrilled her to hear Nick declare his desire. “Desperate, huh? I kind of like that, to be honest.”

    Nick sat back on his knees and took his impossibly stiff cock in his hand – it was his fourth day without an orgasm, on Mistress Elena’s instructions – and he was harder than usual at the prospect of having sex with his wife. “I’m so hard for you,” he said.

    Rebecca sat up and took hold of his cock, pushing Nick’s hand aside in favor of her own. He groaned at the intense pleasure her delicate fingers provided and when she pulled his lips to hers Nick was thrilled to welcome his wife’s tongue into his mouth.

    Rebecca fell back to the bed and pulled Nick down with her. His hand moved to her breasts and he played with her stiff nipples through the thin, impossibly soft material of her chemise, causing Rebecca to moan into his mouth.

    “I need you, Rebecca,” Nick said breathlessly. “I need to be inside you.”

    Rebecca placed the head of his cock between her pussy lips and Nick moaned at even a hint of pleasure granted by her warm, wet flesh. They kissed as he slowly penetrated her, engulfing his remarkably stiff flesh in the perfection of her pussy.

    “You feel so good,” Nick whispered. “Rebecca, you feel so good. Oh my God.”

    Nick bottomed out inside his wife – it didn’t take long, given his rather average cock size – and they kissed as he remained still for a few moments. Rebecca’s hands moved over his back and grasped his ass and he couldn’t help but note that she seemed a little more into the sex than she’d been in recent months.

    Nick pulled out and gently moved back into his wife. They moaned together and he couldn’t help but smile at the sheer pleasure of having sex with her. He wondered if having Mistress Elena’s orders in the back of his mind enhanced his pleasure, or if he was merely thinking about the fact that he would soon be cleaning his cum out of Rebecca’s pussy and losing himself in how thrilling he found that.

    “Nick…fuck me,” Rebecca said.

    Nick was stunned. His wife almost never talked like that. She’d always seemed a little scandalized when he tried to work in a bit of dirty talk into their sexual play. He didn’t stop to question it, though. He fucked his wife like she wanted. He tried his best to give her what she needed.

    “Harder, Nick. Fuck me harder,” Rebecca implored him.

    “Oh, Rebecca, you feel so good,” Nick said as he felt his orgasm building. It was happening so fast, just like Mistress Elena said it would. He was going to disappoint his wife by cumming too quickly, and Nick couldn’t help but find that arousing. It was fucked up, but he wanted to disappoint Rebecca. He wanted to be able to tell Mistress Elena that he’d done exactly as she said he’d do.

    “Nick, don’t cum, not yet,” Rebecca pleaded.

    She could see he was getting close and it seemed like she was turned on enough that she didn’t want him to cum. That only propelled Nick’s fucked up desire to disappoint his wife. He groaned, buried his cock inside her, and came. He rested his head in the crook of her neck and she held him close and ran her fingers through his hair. He knew he’d disappointed her, but she couldn’t help but be the sweet, understanding woman he’d loved for so many years.

    “I’m sorry,” Nick said. “You were just so…I don’t know, you were just so sexy, so beautiful, so irresistible. I’m sorry I came so quickly.”

    Rebecca smiled and caressed his face. “It’s okay,” she said.

    Nick felt bad for disappointing her. The lust that had driven his desire to cum quickly had dissipated and he wanted to make up for it. Thankfully, Mistress Elena had thought of that. She’d made it clear that Nick was to give Rebecca an orgasm. He wasn’t just tasked with cleaning his cum, he was tasked with making Rebecca climax while he did so.

    “I’m going to go down on you,” Nick said. “I’m going to make you cum.”

    He moved to pull out but Rebecca said, “No. You can’t do that. Not with…not with all of that inside me. You can’t possibly do that.”

    Nick smiled. “Don’t worry. I don’t mind. And anyway, I’m not going to lick you there. I’ll just concentrate on your clit. I feel bad, Rebecca. I didn’t even come close to giving you what you needed and I’d really like to be able to make you cum. Plus, I know you like my tongue. You can’t deny that.”

    “No, I guess I can’t,” Rebecca said. “It’s just…I don’t know, it just seems kind of gross, doesn’t it?”

    Nick pulled out, kissed his way down his wife’s body, and settled between her legs once more. Her pussy lips were slippery and he could see just a little of his cum beginning to leak out of her. It was obvious it would be rather easy to avoid the taste of it if he really wanted to, though. Of course, that wasn’t his task, but Rebecca didn’t need to know that.

    “Your pussy is perfect, Rebecca,” Nick said. “It’s absolutely perfect, and I know you think this might be gross, but I really want to make you cum.”

    Rebecca looked down at him and it seemed like she was going to say something, but Nick didn’t give her a chance. He sealed his lips around her clit and went to work. He offered the kind of rhythmic clitoral massage he knew his wife loved and her moans immediately rang out. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and even reached down to put a hand on his head, which was something she rarely did. Nick was a little curious as to why Rebecca seemed more into sex than usual, but his mind was too occupied with other things to give it much thought in the moment.

    “Oh, wow, Nick, that feels so good,” Rebecca said before unleashing yet another moan.

    Nick’s heart beat a little harder as Rebecca inched closer to an orgasm. He needed to plunge his tongue into her pussy before she climaxed or he’d miss his chance to do as Mistress Elena had ordered, and Nick couldn’t bear the thought of disappointing her, especially since doing so might mean that he’d be cut off from visiting her.

    It was when Nick saw his wife grasp two handfuls of the bed sheets that he knew she was close. Her thighs began to tremble a moment later and that’s when he made his move. He dropped a little lower and plunged his tongue into her cum-filled pussy while reaching up to rub Rebecca’s clit with his thumb.

    Rebecca looked down at him and for a moment Nick thought she might sit up and stop him, but she didn’t. She didn’t say a word, in fact. Instead, she smiled before letting her head fall back to pillow. Her moans got louder and she gripped the sheets tighter as Nick greedily slurped his hot, salty cum from her pussy.

    It wasn’t the first time he’d tasted his cum, of course, and it didn’t bother him to do so. If anything, Nick found it thrilling to blend the two versions of his sexual self together. It was almost as if Mistress Elena was in their bedroom giving Nick instructions, for he could hear her voice in his head telling him to clean as much of his cum from Rebecca’s pussy as possible before she climaxed.

    That moment arrived not long after Nick plunged his tongue inside Rebecca. She screamed in pleasure and kicked her legs wide open while releasing her tight-fisted grasp on the sheets. Nick scooped one last bit of cum from her pussy, swallowed, and then kissed Rebecca’s thighs while watching her chest heave from the deep, post-orgasmic breaths she sucked in.

    “Wow,” she said, though her commentary stopped there.

    Nick wasn’t sure if it was wise to say anything. He didn’t necessarily want to draw attention to the fact that he’d just licked his cum out of her pussy, for he wasn’t sure how Rebecca felt about it. All he knew was that she’d had a great orgasm.

    After a long silence, Rebecca sat up on her elbows, smiled, and said, “Thank you. That was really good.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Nick replied. Rebecca hadn’t mentioned the cum cleaning so he decided he wouldn’t mention it either, but Nick wanted her to know that he’d found it pleasurable, just in case she thought about it later.

    “I should get cleaned up before bed,” Rebecca said.

    Nick sat up on his knees and replied, “Of course.”

    Rebecca rolled out of bed and for a moment Nick wondered if he’d made a mistake in licking his cum from her pussy. Was she so weirded out that he’d actually done some damage to their relationship? Then she leaned over, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and said, “That really was a good orgasm. Thank you.”

    Nick beamed with a sense of pride that he was quite certain he’d earned. After all, it seemed that he’d managed to please his wife and his mistress.

    Elena smiled as she saw Rebecca approach. She was wearing tight jeans and a low cut sweater and it seemed like she’d selected a push up bra that put her breasts on display. It was the three inch heels that Elena enjoyed most of all. A woman doesn’t wear heels unless she wants to look good, after all.

    “I got you a cupcake,” Elena said as Rebecca pulled out a chair and sat at the cute outdoor table.

    “Thank you,” Rebecca replied with a smile. “It’s good to see you again.”

    Elena leaned over and touched her friend’s arm. “You too. Now, am I crazy, or do you seem even happier and more energetic than last time we saw each other?”

    Rebecca blushed a little as she ran her finger through the frosting on the cupcake and stuck it in her mouth. There was something slightly seductive about the way she licked it clean, like she was taking her newfound confidence for a test drive. “Honestly, I really wanted to see you. There’s something I’ve been dying to talk about that I just can’t bring up with my other friends.”

    Elena strongly suspected she knew what Rebecca wanted to talk about. Nick had visited her for a session just a few days prior and he’d reported that he’d done as she commanded and cleaned his cum from Rebecca’s pussy. “Do tell,” Elena said.

    “Okay, so, this is a little strange,” Rebecca began.

    “That’s okay,” Elena interjected. “I don’t mind strange, as I’m sure you know by now.”

    Rebecca smiled and scooped a little frosting from the cupcake once more. She sucked the sweet treat from the tip of her finger and smiled uncontrollably. “Nick did something…something I didn’t think I’d like…something I would have told him was gross if he’d asked permission to do it.”

    Elena leaned closer and asked, “What did he do?”

    Rebecca looked around to make sure no one was close enough to look and said, “He…after sex…after he ejaculated…he went down on me.”

    “You’re adorable,” Elena said.

    Rebecca laughed. “Adorable? Really?”

    “It won’t offend me if you say that your husband came inside you, Rebecca,” Elena said with a smile. “It’s what happened, after all. I don’t mean to offend you by saying it, of course, but why not just put it out there. Your husband came inside you and then licked his cum out of you.”

    Rebecca bit her lower lip, betraying a genuine sense of excitement at Nick’s willingness – his eagerness, even – to clean her after cumming inside her.

    “Okay, Nick came inside me and then licked his cum out of me,” Rebecca said. Her body seemed to vibrate with delight as the words left her lips.

    “You liked it, didn’t you?” Elena asked.

    “Is that terrible?” Rebecca replied. “I mean, when it first happened it felt like my…well, like I came alive down there in a way I haven’t in a long time. I don’t know why, but there was just something so…so…”

    “So kinky about it?” Elena replied.

    “Yes!” Rebecca said before whipping her head around to see if her excitement had drawn any attention. She leaned closer and her voice was quieter as she said, “Yes. That’s it. It was kinky. Does it say something bad about me that I liked it so much?”

    Elena reached out and took her friend’s hand. “Not at all, Rebecca. It says nothing but good things about you, honestly. I’m as kink-friendly as a woman can get, so I think it’s beautiful. You can’t tell me that you don’t like the way you feel right now and the way you felt that night when Nick pushed his tongue inside your pussy and licked up his cum.”

    Elena watched pleasure wash over Rebecca’s face. She smiled at her ability to lure her lovely new friend into a place of desire with a few carefully chosen words and a willingness to embrace the newfound kinkiness Rebecca was seemingly eager to explore.

    “Do you want him to do it again?” Elena asked.

    “Yes, very much so,” Rebecca replied. “Is that…well, I was going to ask if that’s weird, but I guess I know your answer at this point.”

    She laughed in the most delightful way and Elena felt an unexpected urge to lean over and kiss her friend. She resisted that urge, though. Rebecca was nowhere near ready for that sort of fun, and she might never be.

    “It’s not weird at all,” Elena said. “I think you might be surprised at just how kinky most people are. There’s a wide world of sexual experiences available to you, Rebecca, and there’s no reason to hold back, especially since it seems like your husband might be more flexible in that department than you might think.”

    Rebecca’s eyes went wide. “You really think so?”

    “I know you don’t have a great deal of experience, but I do and I can tell you that most men want nothing to do with their cum once it’s out of their bodies. The fact that Nick actually cleaned his mess from your pussy says a lot about how willing he might be to explore getting kinky with you,” Elena explained. She knew that Nick’s kinkiness knew no bounds, but it wasn’t yet her place to inform Rebecca of that.

    “Should I…should I just let him do it again next time, or should I say something?” Rebecca asked.

    “In my experience, letting a man know that you accept and embrace his kinky desires is a surprisingly effective way of making him want to shower you with all kinds of affection,” Elena said. “Most men are so insecure about their kinks that they can’t help but feel deep love for the woman that tells them there’s nothing wrong with their kinks.”

    “You don’t think he’d think me impossibly strange if I told him I liked it?” Rebecca asked.

    Elena squeezed her friend’s hand. “Not at all, Rebecca. He’d think you were every bit the amazing woman you are. He’d be more in love with you than he’s ever been. Plus, if you ever want to delve a little deeper into kinky pleasures, Nick might very well be willing to join you on that journey if you’re honest with him.”

    “Oh, I don’t know if I’m really that kind of person,” Rebecca said.

    Elena leaned a little closer and flashed a devilish smile. “Rebecca, you just confessed to cumming from the thrill of your husband cleaning his cum from your pussy. I think you might be more of that kind of person than you suspect.”

    Rebecca leaned in and for a moment it looked like she was considering kissing Elena. The notion caught her off guard and sent Elena’s pulse racing just a bit. It seemed that she’d developed a bit of an unexpected crush on Rebecca.

    “I’ll tell him, then,” Rebecca said with a smile. “To be honest, I keep thinking about him doing it again. It’s a constant thing for me.”

    “It’s a little like when you were first with him, isn’t it? When you couldn’t stop thinking about being with him, about being naked with him, about having sex with him? It’s the beautiful, obsessive thing that happens when you really connect with someone. Well, now you’ve connected with someone on a kinky level and it’s like you’re young and hot for each other all over again,” Elena said.

    Rebecca leaned back with an utterly delighted look on her face. “You know, it really is like that. It’s the most remarkable thing.”

    “There are many joys to exploring kinks with your partner, Rebecca,” Elena said. “Believe me, I know.”

    “Is there…is there anything specific you can share?” she asked.

    Elena smiled, mostly because she was thinking of her kinky experiences with Rebecca’s husband. She wouldn’t share those, though. Instead, she decided to share an experience that wasn’t from her work as a domme.

    “I once dated a man that found great pleasure in being penetrated by a strapon,” Elena said. “He was a rather powerful man – at work, anyway – and he craved the sense of having lost all that power, of surrendering it to me. For him, the purest version of that was to be bent over and taken from behind – and taken hard, by the way – by my strapon.”

    Rebecca’s eyes went wide and her mouth hung open. She’d gotten a taste of kink with Nick, but she clearly wasn’t quite ready for the wider world of kinky pleasures to open up for her. “He really…he really liked that? And you, you liked doing that?”

    Elena smiled. “I know wearing a strapon isn’t for every woman – nor should it be – but I find it exquisitely pleasurable to do so. It makes me feel powerful, Rebecca. I like having a cock. I like being able to fuck someone with it, to be in the role of the one doing the penetrating. It doesn’t have to be savage like it was with him, though. It can be soft. I’ve been with women that want to take my strapon. I find that thrilling, too.”

    Elena briefly entertained the idea of fucking Rebecca with a strapon. She imagined the pretty married women on her hands and knees as Elena fucked her hard and fast from behind. Nick certainly never fucked his wife that way and Elena suspected Rebecca would thoroughly enjoy being taken in that manner.

    “Can I just say, I’m really glad I met you,” Rebecca said.

    Elena offered a genuine smile and replied, “I feel the same way.”

    Rebecca picked up her cupcake and took a big bite – a bigger bite than she probably intended – and chuckled as she struggled to get it all down.

    Elena spotted a little bit of frosting on the edge of her friend’s lip and reached up to wipe it away as she said, “Oops, you left a little bit of frosting on your lip.”

    “Oh, thank you,” Rebecca said.

    Elena smiled and then popped the finger into her mouth and sucked it clean. She didn’t make an erotic show of it, but Rebecca’s gaze focused in on Elena’s lips for a few seconds, making her think that her new friend might have developed a little bit of an interest that went beyond friendship.

    “Can I ask you something, Rebecca?” Elena said.

    Rebecca nodded.

    “You can tell me to fuck off if it’s too personal,” Elena continued. “I won’t be offended. But, the thing I want to know is, how long has it been since you were well and truly fucked?”

    Rebecca picked up a napkin and wiped her lips, though they were clean. She seemed to be buying time.

    “I’m sorry, that was too personal, or too crude, wasn’t it?” Elena said.

    Rebecca shook her head. “No, no. It just caught me off guard. Then, when I thought of the answer, I think I, well, I think I maybe got a little sad. Because, I’m not sure I remember. Nick was on the way to doing…well, to doing what you said the last time we had sex, but he came so quickly, and it doesn’t seem like I can say that I was…well, you know, if he came that quickly.”

    “You can say it, you know. I won’t be offended. In fact, I feel like if you can say it, there’s a better chance it will happen for you,” Elena said.

    Rebecca took a deep breath, smiled, and said, “It’s been a really, really long time since I was well and truly fucked.” She laughed immediately and let out a deep sigh, like she’d just unburdened herself of something exceptionally heavy. “How about you?” she asked.

    Elena smiled and said, “It was a week ago. He was young. A college football player, actually. I met him at a bar. He was tall, muscular, and quite blessed where it counts. He used it well, too, and lord did he fuck me. Rebecca, I’m telling you, I was sore the next day, but I swear I was in heaven when he was inside me. I like all kinds of sex, but there’s something truly spectacular about being with a man that can genuinely fuck you.”

    Rebecca bit her lower lip, though she didn’t seem to know she was doing it.

    “Is Nick always quick?” Elena asked.

    “Not always,” Rebecca said. “Though when he’s not quick he doesn’t really fuck me, if that makes any sense. It’s nice, but it’s more like lovemaking, you know? I like that and I don’t want to seem ungrateful, but I guess I would like to be fucked every now and then. Maybe I’m just being selfish, though. Maybe I shouldn’t complain.”

    Elena reached out and caressed Rebecca’s arm in an attempt to stop her from spiraling. She needed her new friend to focus on her needs, not to push them down in favor of making sure her husband didn’t feel like he wasn’t good enough.

    “Rebecca, there’s nothing wrong with having needs, and I’m sure you can convince Nick to fuck you. I mean, even if he goes off early, you could probably just help him get hard again so he could have a second go at it. Surely he wouldn’t pop off too soon if he fucked you a second time,” Elena said.

    Rebecca was quiet for a few moments and Elena pulled her hand away before her friend said, “Thank you. I think I have a habit of just trying to put aside what I need and want because I don’t really want to cause any problems. It’s nice to be reminded that I can think about myself from time to time.”

    “You can, and you should,” Elena replied. “And you’re going to when you tell Nick how much you enjoyed him cleaning up your messy pussy, aren’t you?”

    Arousal flashed across Rebecca’s face and Elena enjoyed the idea that her dirty talk was a part of that desire. “I suppose you’re right, because if he’s willing to do it again that’s going to make me feel awfully good, isn’t it?”

    “Yes it is,” Elena said. “So make sure you let him know how much you enjoyed it.”

    “I will,” Rebecca replied.

    “I know we just had a cupcake, but what would you say to grabbing a quick bite to eat. There’s a really great place just down the street from here,” Elena said.

    Rebecca ate the last of her cupcake, crumpled up the wrapper, and said, “That would be great.”

    Elena stood and nearly put her arm around Rebecca like they were on a date. She resisted the urge and told herself that she might very well have Rebecca in her thrall soon enough. She was looking forward to it now more than ever, too.
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    Nick stood naked in the middle of the room. His hands were clasped behind his back and his cock was rigid with excitement as Mistress Elena slowly circled him with a riding crop in her hand.

    “Why are you hard?” she asked.

    “I’m excited, mistress,” Nick replied. “I can’t help but get excited when I come to see you. You’re so beautiful and you look so sexy in those boots and that dress.”

    Mistress Elena stopped in front of Nick and stepped closer, leaving the tip of his throbbing cock just a few inches from the smooth, shiny material of her latex dress. “You think I’m sexy?”

    Nick nodded. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.”

    Mistress Elena brushed the leather tip of her crop over his chest and then pulled back and delivered a swift, painful blow. Nick winced and yelped from the shock of such sudden anguish. “You know that this cock of yours doesn’t deserve a woman like me, right?” she asked. “You understand that you’re not even remotely worthy of me, don’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said as the pleasure of humiliation pulsed up and down his shaft.

    “I wouldn’t fuck you if my life depended on it,” Mistress Elena continued. “You’re barely worthy of eating my filthy asshole. Do you understand?”

    Nick nodded as Mistress Elena ran the tip of her crop over the top of his shaft. He was terrified that she might strike him with it, and yet some part of him wanted to suffer for her.

    “You’re barely worthy of your wife, Nick,” Mistress Elena said. “You’ve proven over and over again that your cock isn’t capable of satisfying her. You can’t help but cum after just a handful of thrusts into her tight, wet cunt, can you?”

    “No, I can’t,” Nick confirmed.

    “Are you still cleaning your mess from your wife after you cum too quickly?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick answered. “I do, and the most amazing thing has happened.”

    Mistress Elena moved behind Nick and ran the tip of her crop over his back. He expected she would deliver a punishing blow, but it never arrived. “What has happened?”

    “Rebecca, she confessed that she likes it when I go down on her after I cum inside her,” Nick explained. “She didn’t really go into detail, but she made it clear that she enjoys it.”

    “Isn’t that interesting,” Mistress Elena observed. “It seems that your wife is beginning to see that she’s married to a man that cannot satisfy her in the traditional manner. Your cock isn’t very large, after all, and you’ve turned into quite the minute man, which means you really have no hope of making her cum when you have sex with her. Isn’t that right, Nick?”

    Nick shuddered with pleasure as Mistress Elena’s words wormed their way into the part of his brain that was addicted to the thrills of humiliation. “Yes, mistress,” he answered.

    Mistress Elena stepped to the side and delivered two swift blows to Nick’s ass. He resisted the urge to reach down and soothe his flesh with his hands, for he knew that would only bring further punishment.

    “How does it make you feel that your wife seems to enjoy being married to a cum slut?” Mistress Elena asked.

    Nick moaned. Mistress Elena never referred to him like that before and it was exquisite. “It makes me so happy, mistress.”

    Mistress Elena stepped in front of Nick once more and used her index finger to gather the precum at the tip of his cock. She held it up and pushed it into Nick’s mouth. He promptly sucked her finger clean. “Do you like being a cum slut, Nick? When your pathetic cock is inside your wife’s warm, wet cunt, does it turn you on to think of releasing your seed inside her so you can crawl between her legs and clean up your mess like a pathetic little cum slut?”

    Nick nodded as she pushed her finger deeper into his mouth. He gagged and his eyes watered as Mistress Elena smiled as if she found it utterly delightful to see him suffer.

    “Do you worry that your wife will think less of you, Nick?” Mistress Elena asked as she pulled her finger from his mouth. “Do you think she’ll begin to wonder whether or not she wants to be married to a disgusting little cum whore that can’t help but orgasm after just a handful of strokes because he’s so desperate to clean the nasty mess he left inside her?”

    Nick couldn’t think straight. He knew he probably should be concerned about an outcome like that, but he wasn’t. Instead, he was turned on at the idea.

    “Cat got your tongue?” Mistress Elena inquired.

    “What…what would happen if she started to think of me that way, mistress?” Nick asked.

    Mistress Elena smiled and once again began slowly circling Nick. “That’s an excellent question. I don’t know Rebecca, so it’s hard to know what she would do. Does she love you, Nick?”

    “She does,” he replied.

    “Despite your many shortcomings as a man?” she asked.

    Nick nodded as lust surged through his loins. “Yes,” he replied. “Rebecca loves me, and I love her.”

    “I know you do,” Mistress Elena said as she stopped in front of him. “And the fact that she enjoys when you act like a dirty little cum slut makes me believe she loves you. Perhaps, then, Rebecca will simply find a superior man to make up for your shortcomings.”

    Nick’s knees wobbled as he considered the idea of his wife having sex with someone else.

    “Do you like that idea, Nick?” Mistress Elena asked. “Does it arouse you to think of another man’s cock moving in and out of the slippery, steamy, perfect cunt that you so enjoy cleaning up?”

    Nick was so turned on he felt like he couldn’t speak, so he nodded.

    “Of course it does,” Mistress Elena said. “You love your wife, after all, and you know she deserves to be fucked by someone that can actually make her cum, not some small-dicked minute man that has to use his tongue to offer his wife any sort of satisfaction.”

    “Mistress…may I masturbate?” Nick asked.

    Mistress Elena smacked his stiff cock with the tip of her riding crop and Nick doubled over in pain. “You may not. How dare you even ask for permission? You know the rules. I control your orgasms now. I tell you when you’re allowed to cum. How disappointing, Nick.”

    “I’m sorry, mistress,” he said. “I’m just so turned on. I feel like I’m going out of my mind.”

    “What you want isn’t particularly important to me, Nick,” Mistress Elena explained. “I only take on clients that I enjoy playing with, and I’ve enjoyed helping you become the filthy little cum slut I’ve always known you were. A well-trained cum slut doesn’t masturbate whenever he wants, though. He cums when and where I tell him to cum and he greedily laps up his mess afterwards.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said. “I’m sorry.”

    “You’re not,” she replied. “But you will be. Don’t worry about that. Before we get to your punishment, though, I want to make sure my instructions are clear. You are no longer permitted to cum anywhere but inside your wife. She likes when you clean your load out of her, which means you’re offering Rebecca at least a little bit of pleasure instead of being completely worthless, so you’ll continue to do so until I give you permission to stop. Do you understand, Nick?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “If I discover that you’ve spilled your load anywhere but inside your wife, you won’t be permitted to see me again,” she added. “Do you understand that?”

    Nick felt genuine anguish at the idea of never being able to see Mistress Elena again. “Yes, I understand. I promise, I won’t cum anywhere but inside my wife and I’ll clean up my mess every time.”

    “Very good,” Mistress Elena said. “Now go to the wall and choose an implement of punishment. I’m going to give you a good beating for thinking you were allowed to ask permission to masturbate.”

    Nick slowly approached the wall upon which a dozen implements of punishment hung. He bypassed any that would leave marks that would be difficult to explain to Rebecca and instead grabbed the flogger, which hurt a great deal, but rarely left marks that lasted longer than a few hours.

    “Very good,” Mistress Elena said as she took the flogger from his hand. “Now turn around and put your hands behind your head. “Count the strokes.”

    Nick turned around, put his hands behind his head, and closed his eyes as he braced for the first blow. Despite the impending pain, his cock was still hard. Nick knew there was a chance it would stay that way, as suffering for Mistress Elena tended to turn him on.

    “If you make it through the punishment without using your safe word, you’ll have my permission to fuck your wife tonight,” Mistress Elena said.

    “Thank you, mistress,” he replied.

    “Don’t thank me yet,” she shot back.

    The whoosh of the flogger moving through the air filled the room and Nick cried out in pain a moment later as she struck his back. He knew Mistress Elena wanted to break him. She wanted to make him utter his safe word and thereby deny himself the pleasure of sex with his wife, but Nick was determined to hold fast. His desire to clean his cum from Rebecca’s pussy – and to make her cum in the process – was too strong for anything else to be an option. Nick had to make it through the punishment.

    “You look beautiful, Rebecca,” Elena said as she stood from the table and greeted her friend with a hug.

    “Thanks,” Rebecca replied with a shy smile. “You do too. Though you always look beautiful. You make it look easy, too. I can’t help but feel a little jealous.”

    They sat across from each other at the cafe table and Elena gestured for the waitress to come over.

    “What can I get you?” she asked.

    “I’ll have a latte,” Elena said. “And I’d guess that my friend will have a cappuccino.”

    Rebecca looked up and smiled. “That’s right. How did you know?”

    “Just a lucky guess,” Elena replied.

    “I’ll have those for you soon,” the waitress said.

    “You know,” Elena began as she looked across the table at Rebecca, “I’ve noticed a change in you since we first met. You used to present yourself really conservatively, kind of like you didn’t want to be noticed. Your clothes were loose; your hair was almost always pulled back into a tight bun on a ponytail. It feels like your confidence has grown a great deal over the past few months, though. Those jeans you’re wearing are exquisite, and if I you don’t mind me saying, they make your ass look fabulous, Rebecca. Plus, you’ve put your breasts on display in a rather fetching manner.”

    Rebecca leaned back and looked down at the elegant silk blouse she’d worn for their meeting. She reached up as if she was going to do up another button and hide her cleavage, but stopped before committing. “I confess that I actually really like looking this way,” she said. “You’re right that I used to dress to hide myself, and I suppose I still dress like that sometimes, but for some reason I never want to dress that way when I see you.”

    Elena reached across the table and gently touched her friend’s hand as she said, “I love the way you look, and I love that I might be having a positive influence on you.”

    Rebecca smiled sweetly and made no effort to move her hand. Instead, she leaned in a little closer and said, “I love that we’re friends, Elena, and I feel like you have had a positive influence on me.”

    Their drinks arrived and Elena thanked the waitress before taking a quick sip of her latte to confirm that it was as well made as the reviews of the café insisted it would be.

    “Do you flirt?” Elena asked. It was an out of the blue question, but there was a particularly handsome man in the corner of the café that kept looking Rebecca’s way and Elena couldn’t help but try and encourage her friend to have a little fun.

    “Flirt? You mean with men?” Rebecca replied.

    Elena nodded.

    “No, not really,” Rebecca said. “I did it that one time with you, in the bar. But otherwise, I don’t flirt.”

    “Why not?” Elena asked.

    “I…” she began before pausing. “I was going to say that it doesn’t feel right, but I’m not sure that’s true, to be honest. I guess I’m not entirely sure why I don’t flirt.”

    “Would Nick be upset?” Elena asked.

    “I have no idea,” Rebecca said. “Why do you ask? If I flirt, I mean?”

    “There’s a gentlemen sitting in the corner that’s been eyeing you since you walked in,” Elena explained. “I think he would have come over already if you weren’t wearing that lovely diamond on your finger. I also think that a little bit of flirting can do wonders for a woman’s confidence, and that someone as beautiful and sexy as you deserves to feel more confident.”

    Rebecca glanced at the man Elena was referring to and smiled. “He’s quite good looking, isn’t he?” she asked.

    Elena nodded and offered a smile of her own. “He is, Rebecca, and he wants you. You’re under no obligation to give yourself to him, of course, but there’s no harm in a little flirting.”

    Rebecca looked at him again and he raised a hand and waved. She waved back, giggled very much like a nervous school girl, and said, “I’m not sure I remember how to flirt. I wasn’t very good that night at the bar.”

    Elena remembered it well. Rebecca had tried, but she was so nervous that it seemed like she couldn’t do much more than laugh at the rather poor jokes of the guy that was desperately trying to flirt with her. “You’re more confident now,” Elena reassured her friend. “But, if you’re looking for pointers, just remember that you’re in control. That handsome man staring at you would very much like to fuck you, Rebecca, and you’re the one that controls whether or not he gets to do that. You owe him nothing at all, so go over there with the intent of getting exactly what you want from him, whether that’s a compliment, a light touch on the arm, a kiss, or an invitation back to his place to spend the afternoon with his cock buried inside you.”

    Rebecca’s eyes went wide with surprise at Elena’s sudden turn to far dirtier talk than was likely appropriate for a café, but Elena didn’t give a damn. She was having fun and she wanted to see if she could push her friend to open up and at least consider fucking someone other than her disappointing husband.

    “Elena,” Rebecca said in a hushed voice. “Someone will hear.”

    “Sorry,” Elena replied. “I got a little carried away. I shouldn’t counsel you to approach the flirtation like I would.”

    Rebecca glanced at the guy once more and then looked back to Elena and asked, “Would you really go home with someone right after meeting them?”

    “I would, and I have,” Elena replied. “Sometimes I have crackling chemistry with someone, Rebecca. Sometimes it’s a man and sometimes it’s a woman, but if the chemistry is there, if the mutual desire is there, I see no reason not to act on it. Sex is my absolute favorite thing in the world and I’m not in the habit of denying myself my favorite thing.”

    Elena wondered if Rebecca would be put off by her directness, but she wasn’t. Instead, she seemed intrigued. A smile crept across her face before she said, “Well, I keep telling myself I want to be more like you, so while I’m not going to cheat on my husband, I see no harm in doing a little flirting.”

    Before Elena could say another word Rebecca picked up her drink and headed for the table where the handsome gentleman sat. He smiled brightly as she approached and stood to greet her before they sat together.

    Elena couldn’t hear what they were saying, but there was no question Rebecca was far more confident than the last time she’d flirted. It seemed as though she’d listened to Elena’s advice, too, as she did an excellent job of making her partner in flirtation do a lot of the heavy lifting at first. Eventually Rebecca loosened up – presumably when he proved himself to be a good conversationalist – and soon they were having a rollicking good conversation punctuated by laughter and the occasional bit of physical contact, much of it initiated by Rebecca as she leaned over to touch his arm on several occasions.

    Elena thought of Nick as she watched his wife gleefully flirt with someone else. She wondered how he’d react to his fantasy stepping out of her room at the mansion and into the real world. Would he crumble from the anxiety that filled him, or would the arousal he felt at watching Rebecca pursue a better man be enough to keep him in line? Elena suspected that Nick would find out before long.

    After a surprisingly long conversation, Rebecca said goodbye to her partner in flirtation and returned to Elena’s table with a giddy smile on her face and a bounce in her step.

    “How do you feel?” Elena asked.

    “Incredible,” Rebecca replied. “Is that bad?”

    “Of course not,” Elena said. “It’s good, Rebecca. Don’t you feel confident, beautiful, and perhaps a little bit horny?”

    Rebecca nodded.

    “Isn’t it good to feel all three of those things?” Elena asked.

    “Yes, it is,” Rebecca answered confidently. “Of course it is. I shouldn’t feel bad about feeling that way. It’s not as if I did anything wrong, after all.”

    Elena smiled. “No, it’s not. And by the way, you’re absolutely glowing, Rebecca. I have half a mind to try and convince you to come home with me.”

    Rebecca seemed a little surprised by Elena’s bold declaration.

    “Sorry,” Elena said. “I got a bit carried away there.”

    “It’s okay,” Rebecca replied. She shifted in her seat, drank the last of her cappuccino, and said, “You’ve had…you’ve been with women before though, haven’t you?”

    Elena had mentioned it a handful of times, so Rebecca knew the answer to her question. “I have,” Elena said. “I can be a bit greedy when it comes to pleasure, I suppose. I tend to want to try a little of everything.”

    “I haven’t tried much of anything in my life,” Rebecca noted. “It’s mostly been Nick.”

    She seemed just a little bit wistful about it, which Elena took as a very good sign. That meant there was room to open Rebecca’s eyes to the pleasures of stepping outside her marriage and into a whole new world of sexual satisfaction.

    “If I ask you something, will you answer me honestly?” Elena asked.

    Rebecca nodded.

    “Do you feel desire for the guy you were flirting with?” Elena asked.

    “Dave,” Rebecca said. “That’s his name, I mean.”

    Elena smiled at her friend’s attempt to delay answering the question. “Do you feel desire for Dave?” she asked. “And I don’t mean intellectually. When you were talking to him, when you think about him, when you look over him, does your body desire him, Rebecca? Does the idea of going back over there and kissing him leave you weak in the knees?”

    Rebecca looked at Elena, held her gaze for a few moments, and nodded.

    “But you wouldn’t do it,” Elena said.

    “I couldn’t,” Rebecca replied. “It would break Nick’s heart if he knew I cheated on him, even if it was just a kiss.”

    “Would it?” Elena asked.

    Rebecca tilted her head and asked, “What do you mean?”

    “My apologies if I’m being indelicate, but Nick loves cleaning his mess from inside you, Rebecca. He’s not a typical man. What if he’s the kind of man that loves the idea of his wife doing a bit of flirting with someone else? What if he’s the kind of man that would enjoy it if you did even more than flirt?” Elena said.

    “There aren’t men like that, are there?” Rebecca asked.

    Elena saw what she thought was a touch of hope on Rebecca’s face, indicating that perhaps her desire for Dave, or a man like him, was more significant than Elena suspected. “Actually, more men than you might imagine fantasize about that very thing,” she said. “They fantasize about their wives doing a lot more than kissing, in fact.”

    Rebecca was silent for a few moments before she looked towards Dave. She bit her lower lip like she was thinking of doing something a little bit irresponsible and then got up and headed his way once more. Elena watched with a delighted smile on her face as the seed she sewn quickly sprouted.

    Rebecca stood by Dave’s table and pulled out her phone. They talked for a few moments and then Rebecca handed him her phone. She was getting his number. She was going even further than Elena figured she would.

    “Did you just get his number?” Elena asked as Rebecca returned to their table.

    “I did,” she said. “I think now would be a good time to make a graceful exit.”

    Rebecca seemed excited as she gathered her purse and Elena happily followed her friend out of the café and onto the sidewalk.

    “You’re excited, aren’t you?” Elena asked. “I can see it in your eyes.”

    Rebecca couldn’t contain her smile. “I am. Is that terrible? Am I terrible? Am I a terrible wife for asking for another man’s number?”

    Elena took Rebecca’s hand in hers and squeezed it tight to try and calm her down. “You’re not terrible, Rebecca. You’re just doing what feels good, and I think there’s a chance that your husband will be more supportive of your desire to open your life to more things that feel good.”

    “You think so?” Rebecca asked.

    “Isn’t Nick happier since you told him that you like it when he goes down on you after he’s cum inside you?” Elena said.

    Rebecca squeezed her friend’s hand and said, “Yes. He is. He really is.”

    “Aren’t you happier too?” Elena said.

    “I am, Elena. I am,” Rebecca replied.

    “Then you should keep it up. Take it slow, but keep trying new things. Keep expanding your horizons. Flirt a little bit via text. Maybe send Dave a naughty picture or two – just leave your face out of them,” Elena said.

    “A naughty picture? I couldn’t. Why would he want that?” Rebecca asked.

    Elena laughed and reached up to gently caress Rebecca’s face for just a moment. “Because you’re a beautiful, sexy woman, Rebecca.”

    Rebecca didn’t shy away from her touch. If anything, she seemed to welcome it and she gladly stared into Elena’s eyes for a few seconds before saying, “Thank you, Elena. For everything. I’m happier since I met you, to be honest.”

    Elena felt an unexpected desire to kiss Rebecca, but she ignored it. There was no guarantee Rebecca would welcome such a thing and she didn’t want to alienate her friend. She actually liked her, after all, though she still very much wanted to lure Rebecca into a much kinkier version of her world.

    “You know, I think I’m happier since I met you, Rebecca,” Elena replied. “We should meet again soon. And before we do, you should consider telling Nick that you did a little flirting with someone today. See how he reacts. There’s no actual harm in flirting, so even if he hates it you haven’t done anything wrong, and if he likes it, well then you might have something truly exciting on your hands.”

    “I think I will tell him,” Rebecca said. “Why not, right? What’s the worst that could happen?”

    “I’d love to hear how it goes,” Elena replied before letting go of her friend’s hand.

    Rebecca smiled. “I’ll let you know, then.”

    Elena leaned in, gave Rebecca a hug, and said, “It was wonderful seeing you, as always. I hope you have a very good night with Nick.”

    “I’m sure I will,” Rebecca replied. “Have a good night too!”

    Elena waved, turned, and walked away with a smile on her face as she considered just how much fun it was to play with both husband and wife. She wondered if she’d ever have them both in her room at the mansion. Could she ever get Rebecca comfortable enough with kink to participate in a dual session with her husband? Would Nick be willing to open up to his wife in that way? Only time would tell, but Elena was eager to see if she could exert such intense control over the couple. What fun that would be.
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    Mistress Elena sat upon her queening chair when Nick stepped into her room at the Mansion. She wore an exquisite pair of thigh high leather boots, a delicately designed black corset that made her breasts look spectacular, a pair of fishnet pantyhose, and black leather shorts that fit like a second skin.

    “Welcome,” she said with a smile on her face.

    Nick approached the center of the room and clasped his hands behind him as Mistress Elena uncrossed her legs and offered a view of her fishnet-clad thighs. “Thank you for allowing me to serve you, mistress,” he said.

    “You’re welcome, Nick,” Mistress Elena replied as she stood and approached him.

    Nick’s heart beat a little harder with each step she took and when she reached up to caress his face he closed his eyes and leaned into her gentle touch. Her thumb brushed against his lower lip and he opened his mouth without thinking, but she didn’t offer her finger as he expected.

    “You open your mouth with such ease,” she said.

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied.

    “Does it turn you on to suck on my fingers, Nick? Does it turn you on when I penetrate your mouth and make you suck them like you’re sucking cock for me?” she asked.

    Nick nodded as a shudder of pleasure rushed down his spine. He wouldn’t have admitted that particular arousal to anyone else in the world, but he felt safe inside Mistress Elena’s room at the Mansion.

    “Have you ever thought about sucking cock, Nick?” she asked.

    “No, mistress,” he said.

    Mistress Elena smiled and ran her index finger over his lips as she leaned a little closer. Nick felt her breath on his skin and he couldn’t help but entertain the idea that she was going to kiss him.

    “Do you find the idea of sucking cock repulsive?” Mistress Elena asked.

    “Well, I…” Nick said before taking a moment to think about it. “I guess not, actually. I don’t want to – I’m not attracted to men – but I don’t feel some deep-seated repulsion at the idea of doing it. Is that weird?”

    Mistress Elena smiled, but she said nothing. Instead, she freed Nick from his pants and pulled down his underwear, exposing his half hard cock and his balls to the warm air of her room. She unbuttoned his shirt and gently removed it before tossing it aside. His undershirt came off next and a moment later Mistress Elena took both of Nick’s nipples in her fingers and twisted slowly and gently until he felt a rush of pain emanating from his chest.

    “I think, Nick, that when you step into my room you enter a submissive state,” Mistress Elena said as she pulled on his nipples, making Nick wince. “I think that when you’re in that submissive state you’re open to a whole world of possibility. I think that some part of you knows that you’d be willing to suck cock for me if it’s what I wanted. Am I right, Nick? If I wanted you to suck cock for me, would you do it? Would you be a dirty little cocksucker for your mistress?”

    She pulled hard on his nipples and released them. A moment later her fingers were wrapped around his cock, which had reached an erect state.

    “I…I don’t know,” Nick said. “I don’t know if I could do that, mistress. I don’t know if I could suck cock for you. It just…it just seems like too much.”

    Mistress Elena leaned closer and Nick felt her breath on his neck as she whispered, “And yet your pathetic little cock was hard before I wrapped my fingers around it. Why is that, Nick? Why was your sad little cock hard before I even touched it? Wasn’t it because you were thinking of getting on your knees and being a cocksucker for your mistress?”

    Nick couldn’t think straight. His arousal had confused him and he wasn’t sure how to respond to her questions. He was hard before she touched him, but was that because of the talk of him being a cocksucker, or was it because Mistress Elena was a beautiful goddess standing so close to him.

    “Get on your knees,” she ordered.

    Nick fell to his knees and looked up at Mistress Elena.

    “You wouldn’t be the first man I’ve turned into a cocksucker,” she said. “Many have come before you, Nick. I’m working with a few right now, in fact. I can’t help myself, I guess. I get off on turning a straight man into a cocksucker for me. I get off on watching him wrap his pretty little lips around a big dick because it’s what I want. I get off on someone being so eager to please me that he’s willing to go against everything his body and his brain desire. Don’t you want to make your mistress feel good, Nick? Don’t you want to help me get off?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick answered as his heart pounded. He wasn’t sure what she really wanted or if she’d really make him suck cock, but he couldn’t help but give her what she wanted.

    “I’m not unkind, Nick,” Mistress Elena said as she ran her fingers through his hair before grabbing a handful and pulling back hard. “I offer you rewards when you’re good for me, don’t I?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he agreed.

    “Open your mouth,” she demanded.

    Nick opened up and Mistress Elena leaned over, pursed her lips, and let a long string of saliva fall from her mouth. Gravity slowly guided it towards him and soon enough Nick had a mouthful of someone else’s spit. Two of Mistress Elena’s fingers followed her spit and he closed his lips around them.

    “Suck like a good boy,” she instructed.

    Nick sucked as she desired. He sucked and moved his mouth back and forth on her fingers. He sucked very much like he had a cock in his mouth. It was equal parts humiliating and thrilling and he could feel his cock throbbing as he offered his submission.

    “I have another client just like you,” Mistress Elena said as she began to fuck Nick’s mouth with her fingers. “He can’t please his wife the way she deserves. His cock is inadequate. Sometimes he fights against his submissive nature, but just like you he gave in. Just like you he couldn’t deny his desire to serve me, to make me happy. He sucked cock for me. He gave a blowjob to a far superior man. He embraced the humiliation of being a cocksucker, and I rewarded him. Would you like to know how, Nick?”

    Nick nodded as her fingers continued to pump in and out of his mouth.

    “I let him watch as someone else fucked me,” Mistress Elena explained. “I let him watch as the cock he’d sucked slid into my pussy. I let the disgusting little cocksucker watch as a real man fucked my tight cunt. I let him watch someone else make me cum while he stayed on his knees with his pathetic little dick throbbing between his legs. After I’d cum, I rewarded my filthy little submissive by letting him suck my pussy juices off the big dick that had just fucked me. Wasn’t that kind of me, Nick? Wasn’t I a generous mistress?”

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and Nick said, “Yes, mistress. You were very generous.”

    “Does that mean you’d enjoy that same pleasure, Nick?” she asked. “Would you enjoy watching another man fuck your mistress?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick replied. “I’d love that. Is that…is that even possible? Is that something you do?”

    Mistress Elena rubbed the tip of her boot over Nick’s stiff dick and smiled. “I reward my best subs with untold pleasures, Nick. So far, you’ve proven to be an excellent submissive and if you continue to do as I desire I might see fit to reward you in ways you never imagined possible.”

    “Thank you, mistress. I’ll continue to be good for you, I will. I’ll always be good for you,” Nick said.

    “Lick your precum off my boot,” she demanded.

    Nick bent over and happily licked his slippery, sweet precum from her boot, ensuring it was clean of his fluid before placing a few kisses on the soft leather and sitting back on his knees once more.

    “Very good,” Mistress Elena said as she admired her boot. She turned and walked towards a large cabinet that stored all manner of pleasures. Mistress Elena removed a harness and an average-sized dildo. She stepped into the harness, pulled it over her boots, up her legs, and affixed it to her pelvis before slipping the dildo into it.

    “What do you think of my cock?” she asked.

    “It’s very nice, mistress,” Nick replied.

    “It’s small,” she said with a smile. “It’s a lot like your cock. Thoroughly average, I suppose. It’s certainly not the kind of cock that inspires desire in a woman. But you’re familiar with that, aren’t you? You know what it’s like to unsheathe that disappointing cock of yours and underwhelm a woman, don’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said as he thought of the many times sex with Rebecca had ended without an orgasm for her.

    “A cock like yours is good for one thing, though, as it’s small enough to make giving a blowjob a pleasant and simple affair,” Mistress Elena said. “You don’t want to start with something too big – like the real cock you’ll be sucking for me some day – or you’ll find it too frustrating and unpleasant. Instead, it’s best to start with something small and unintimidating.”

    Nick looked at the cock protruding from her pelvis and thought of wrapping his lips around it. He thought of giving a blowjob – even to a fake cock – and it filled him with an unexpected sense of desire. He wanted to submit, to give Mistress Elena what she craved. “Please, mistress, let me suck your cock,” he said.

    Mistress Elena smiled and turned. She walked to her queening chair and sat down. “Crawl to me,” she said.

    Nick crawled towards his mistress. He stared at the cock between her legs as he approached and when Mistress Elena wrapped her fingers around it and stroked Nick’s heart beat a little harder and his cock throbbed wonderfully.

    “Beg for it,” she said. “Beg for the pleasure of sucking my cock. Beg to sink deeper into your submission to me. Beg to make me happy by showing me what an eager little cocksucker you are.”

    “Please, mistress, let me suck your cock,” Nick said before bending over and kissing her boots. “Please, let me show you that I want to be a good cocksucker for you. Please, let me show my submission by sucking your cock.”

    Mistress Elena smiled and said, “You may suck my cock.”

    Nick crawled a little closer, leaned forward, and took the head of the average-sized rubber cock in his mouth. He ran his tongue over the head, emulating the pleasures he experienced when Rebecca went down on him.

    “A good cocksucker understands that giving head isn’t about his pleasure,” Mistress Elena instructed. “He understands that it’s about the pleasure of the superior man he’s blowing and his mistress. He understands that his needs and the needs of his ego must not be allowed to overwhelm his mission.”

    She put a hand on the back of Nick’s head and applied a little pressure, pushing more of her cock into his mouth and triggering his gag reflex for the first time.

    “Sometimes, sucking cock can be unpleasant,” she continued. “You might gag. You might spit up. You might drool. Your jaw will get sore. Your throat might even get sore. None of that matters. Not even a little. All that matters is that you embrace your place as a cocksucker, which is really just embracing your place as a vehicle for the pleasure of others.”

    Nick nearly reached down to stroke his cock before catching himself and pulling back. He knew he’d be punished – and harshly – if he made the mistake of taking his pleasure into his own hands in front of Mistress Elena. Instead of masturbating, he refocused his efforts on the cock in his mouth.

    “Look up at me,” Mistress Elena instructed.

    Nick looked up and saw a smile on the face of the goddess he was blowing.

    “Eye contact is important,” she said. “It shows the person you’re sucking that you understand your place. It shows that you’ve embraced that you’re a vehicle for their pleasure. When I put you on your knees in front of a real man you’ll look up at him with his cock in your mouth. You’ll run your tongue over the plump head and you’ll make eye contact with him. You’ll feel a deep sense of humiliation as you act like a pathetic cocksucking faggot for the pleasure of your mistress. You’ll do it all because it’s what I want and because it’s how a cocksucker like you should behave.”

    Nick suddenly felt desperate to masturbate. It was as if Mistress Elena was working some sort of magic with her well-delivered dirty talk, for he couldn’t help but want to take hold of his cock and stroke himself to a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm.

    “You want me to transform you into a good little submissive, don’t you Nick?” she asked. “You want me to shape you into a perfect little submissive toy, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” he admitted as her cock slipped from between his lips. “I do. I just want to be a good submissive for you.”

    “Tell me you want to be a cocksucking faggot for me,” she demanded.

    “I want to be a cocksucking faggot for you,” Nick said a moment before an unexpected moan of pleasure escaped his lips. It seemed that simply uttering those words had brought about a wave of pleasure.

    “Take me in your throat,” Mistress Elena said. “Gag on my cock.”

    Nick swallowed as much of her cock as he could – it wasn’t more than half – before gagging hard. He spit up and then tried again. He gagged once more. His throat ached. His eyes watered. Somehow, though, all of it felt oddly pleasurable.

    “That’s enough,” she said.

    Nick pulled off her cock and sat back on his knees. Mistress Elena offered a seductive smile and stood to step past him and remove her harness. Her leather shorts followed and Nick was greeted with a breathtaking view of her pussy, which looked wet with desire.

    “You won’t be tasting my cunt,” she said. “I will permit you to worship my asshole, though. That’s all that a cocksucker like you deserves.”

    Mistress Elena reached back, tore open her fishnets to expose her ass, and walked back towards her queening chair. She stepped in front of Nick, bent over, grasped the arms of the chair, and looked back at him.

    “Eat my ass,” she demanded.

    Nick crawled forward, spread her perfect ass cheeks, and pressed his face between them. He rimmed his mistress eagerly, flicking his tongue back and forth over her tightly puckered asshole while she moaned.

    “I want you to cum in your wife tonight,” Mistress Elena instructed. “Before you clean her, I want you to ask permission. It’s a small thing, but I want you to guide her towards feeling as though she has control over you. When she gives you permission – as I’m confident she will – I want you to thank her before you dive into her pussy to clean your disgusting cum out of her. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Nick said before diving between her ass cheeks once more.

    “Good, now put your tongue in my asshole like the disgusting little pig that you are,” she said.

    Nick stiffened his tongue, penetrated her ass, and reveled in the filthiness of it as his cock continued to throb with submissive delight.

    “You’re feeling quite amorous tonight, aren’t you?” Rebecca asked as Nick kissed her neck from behind while she made a cup of tea.

    His hands found her waist and he moved them over her stomach as he answered, “I am. You’re so beautiful, Rebecca. This top you’re wearing looks so good on you. I feel like I haven’t seen you in something like this in a long time.”

    Rebecca spun around in his grasp and Nick enjoyed the sight of his wife’s cleavage in the tight, low cut sweater he was certain he’d never seen before.

    “Do you really like it?” she asked.

    “I love it,” Nick replied. “Rebecca, you look great. You really do.”

    Rebecca reached out and rubbed the bulge that had formed in Nick’s pants after just a little bit of kissing and touching. “Does this mean you want me?” she asked.

    Nick smiled and nodded as he admired what felt like a newfound confidence on his wife’s part, and in more than just her fashion choice.

    “Well, as it turns out, I think I’d like it if you had me,” she said.

    Nick expected that they’d go to the bedroom, but instead Rebecca pulled him close for a kiss imbued with surprising passion. Her tongue was far more active than usual and when he slipped a hand into her low cut top she moaned into his mouth as he played with her breasts.

    Rebecca took her pants off as they kissed and her panties soon followed. She hopped up on the kitchen counter and said, “Fuck me, Nick.”

    He stripped so quickly he nearly toppled over, but after recovering Nick approached his wife with his cock throbbing eagerly. He slipped inside her and she took off her top and bra. He took her breasts in his hands and fucked her slowly in the hope that he could actually make her cum before he spilled his seed inside her.

    “Oh...baby, that feels so good,” Rebecca said. “I want it harder.”

    Rebecca rarely said much of anything when they had sex and Nick couldn’t help but do as she desired, if for no other reason than to encourage more dirty talk.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Nick gave her what she wanted while a part of his brain wondered what had gotten into his wife. They hadn’t fucked in the kitchen in years and suddenly she was brimming with passion and offering up a little bit of dirty talk. He didn’t give it much thought, for it wasn’t a bad thing. Nick liked whatever changes had taken place in his wife.

    “Oh, fuck,” he said as his orgasm quickly approached. “Rebecca, fuck, you’re so hot. I can’t…oh, I’m cumming!”

    Rebecca pulled Nick close and kissed his neck as her fingers danced through the short hair on the back of his neck. His body trembled with intense pleasure as he emptied what felt like a rather large load into her.

    Nick pulled out, stepped back, and looked at his wife’s pussy as she sat on the edge of the counter. Mistress Elena’s words played in his head and he dropped to his knees and looked up at Rebecca. “May I clean you?” he asked.

    Rebecca looked genuinely surprised at his request, but a smile quickly crossed her face. “Yes, you may,” she said.

    Nick didn’t waste any time. He pressed his lips against his wife’s pussy, pushed his tongue inside her, and licked up his load. He swallowed greedily and looked up to see that Rebecca’s eyes were closed. She leaned back and he reached up to play with her clit as he continued to clean her. A moan immediately escaped his wife’s lips and a lusty smile crawled across her face.

    Rebecca came not long after. She reached up to play with her breasts and unleashed a wondrous moan of pleasure that made it clear she was having an exceptionally good orgasm.

    When she’d finished cumming – and Nick had finished cleaning his load – he sat back on his knees and looked up at her, much like he’d looked up at Mistress Elena earlier that day. “Was that good?” he asked.

    “It was excellent,” she answered.

    “I’m sorry I came so quickly,” Nick said.

    Rebecca smiled sweetly. “There’s no need to apologize. Some men just cum quickly. You’re one of them. It’s always been something of an issue for you. Now, thankfully, we seem to have found a good solution, haven’t we?”

    Nick nodded. “If…if you don’t mind me asking, why do you…do you really like it when I clean myself out of you?”

    Rebecca slid off the counter and helped Nick to his feet. She kissed him on the cheek and said, “I do. I know it’s unusual, but I don’t see anything wrong with that. As long as you like it, I see no reason that we should stop. After all, it makes sex more appealing for me to know that you’re going to take care of me if you…well, if you finish a little too quickly.”

    Nick felt simultaneously delight and humiliated. He loved that Rebecca had seemingly embraced his shortcomings as a man and he hated that he possessed those shortcomings, that he truly couldn’t satisfy her in the way a woman typically finds sexual satisfaction with a man.

    Nick knew that Mistress Elena would be happy, though, and that filled him with a joy and a deep sense of anticipation for their next session.

  
    A Domme Awakens - Part 1

    Eric was working hard, like he always did. He was touching Michelle in all the right places. He was thrusting at the perfect pace. He was kissing her neck in the way she loved. He was doing everything he needed to do to satisfy her, and yet it wasn't working. She wasn't progressing towards an orgasm. She was simply staying at the same level of arousal no matter what Eric did.

    He didn't know that, of course. He was too busy working hard and he assumed - and with good reason - that she would reach an orgasm like she almost always did when they had sex. Michelle couldn't get there, though. She couldn't get there because a conversation kept playing out in her head. A conversation she tried her best to block out. A conversation that kept coming back no matter what she did.

    "I always thought it wasn't real," her friend Rylie had said at lunch that day. "That size didn't make much of a difference. That it was, like, just a little difference at best, that the way the guy used it was way more important. I was wrong."

    She'd been talking about her new boyfriend, Sergio. Really, though, Rylie was talking about Sergio's cock, since she'd offered scant few details about the man outside of just how good it felt to get fucked - her word - by something so big. He was, as Rylie described it, both longer and thicker than any man she'd ever been with and the sensations she'd experienced were vastly different, to the point that she experienced orgasms with Sergio that were unlike any other she'd had in the ten years she'd been sexually active.

    Michelle knew it was deeply unfair to Eric to let her mind wander to her lunch conversation while he was inside her. She should have given him every ounce of her attention. After all, she'd been the one to initiate the sex. Based on his moans, Eric was thoroughly enjoying himself and likely knew nothing of where Michelle's head was at, but it was still unfair to him for her to drift away.

    Of course, knowing it was unfair didn't really help. Michelle couldn't control her brain. She kept wondering if the sex with Eric would feel better if he was bigger, if he wielded the kind of long, thick cock that Rylie had been enjoying for the past month. Would it even be necessary for Eric to kiss and touch her in all the right places? Would it be necessary for him to fuck her at the perfect rhythm? Or, would the sex be more like what Rylie had described?

    "He just...he just takes me, Michelle," she'd said. "He just takes me however he wants me. It feels like he sweeps me away and sends me to this place of the most perfect, pure pleasure. It's animalistic and ravenous and wild and it feels a little different every time and I swear, sometimes I cum so hard I get lightheaded."

    Michelle couldn't remember the last time she'd cum like that. She wasn't sure she'd ever cum like that. And then, all of a sudden, she was having a little bit of a panic attack as she lay beneath her fiancée and wondered if she would never in her life have an orgasm like that.

    "What's wrong?" Eric asked as his thrusts slowed to a stop.

    "What? Nothing. Why?" Michelle replied, though of course Eric was spot on in noticing that she wasn't as connected to him as she needed or wanted to be.

    He smiled. "Michelle. Come on. You're not quite here. So what's going on?"

    She couldn't tell him what was actually going through her mind. That would have been an act of cruelty. "Sorry," she said. "I don't really know what happened. I just got a little distracted. This thing at work just popped into my head and for some reason I couldn't stop my mind from chasing after it."

    Eric leaned down and kissed her neck softly. He moved his hips in slow circles, generating the sort of friction against her clit that never failed to feel fantastic. It felt good in the moment, too, and Michelle's mind cleared.

    "Fuck me," she said softly. "Hard."

    Eric's lips found hers and they kissed as he fucked her just as she normally desired. In that moment, though, she desired more.

    "Harder, Eric," she said. "Fuck me harder."

    He delivered. He slid his cock into her with greater force. His pelvis slammed into her clit and the sound of their bodies meeting reverberated throughout the bedroom. Michelle moaned a little louder and ran her hands down his back to grab his ass and squeeze it hard.

    She thought of Rylie. She thought of the look on her friend's face as she described Sergio's cock and the way he made her cum. In that moment, with Eric's cock moving in and out of her, Michelle felt a deep sense of jealousy. She closed her eyes tightly and tried to push thoughts of anything or anyone other than Eric out of her head.

    "Harder," she demanded.

    Eric delivered. Michelle imagined he was confused - in the past, she'd been fairly particular about liking sex at a specific rhythm and she was now countermanding those desires - but she was desperate to quiet her mind and draw it back to the present moment, and a good, hard fucking like Rylie had described enjoying seemed like it might be a good option.

    "Pound my pussy, Eric," Michelle urged him.

    She never really talked like that. She was usually so controlled in bed. In that moment, though, she felt a surprising desire to be anything but controlled in bed.

    Michelle grabbed her fiancée's ass, squeezed it hard, and then delivered a hard slap. Eric groaned in a manner that made it seem like she'd hurt him a little, but his thrusts continued apace. For her part, Michelle experienced a surge of pleasure and her clit suddenly felt more sensitive. The distracting thoughts washed away and she spread her legs a little wider to make it easier for Eric to fuck her hard and fast. She smacked his ass again and felt the lust overwhelm any competing thoughts.

    Not long after, Michelle came. It was a good orgasm, too. Better than most. Something about it felt elevated and the fact that Eric came not long after her made it even better as she'd been a little worried that her sudden change to how she wanted to fuck would have thrown him off his game.

    After he pulled out, Eric sat back on his knees and ran his hands up her thighs as his cum leaked out of her. "That was...different," he said with a smile.

    "Yeah," Michelle replied. "I'm not entirely sure what got into me. Sorry if it was weird."

    "No. It wasn't weird or bad or anything like that." He crawled closer and laid next to her before kissing Michelle softly on the cheek. "I enjoyed myself. A lot, actually."

    She smiled. "Me too. I came pretty hard, in fact."

    Eric gently ran his fingers over her breasts, caressing the soft flesh and kissing her shoulder and upper arm as Michelle closed her eyes and smiled, both at the pleasing nature of his touch and the rather thrilling nature of the orgasm she'd just experienced. She was certain she hadn't cum as hard as Rylie had described, but it was a better climax than she'd had in a long time and that was reason to celebrate.

    ---

    "So, wait, you spanked him?" Rylie asked.

    Michelle's eyes darted around the little coffee shop as she leaned in and gently shushed her friend. "Rylie, please, not so loud."

    "Sorry, sorry," she replied with a smile. "I just...you know, that's not you."

    Michelle chuckled. "I know. It's not me at all. I mean, not even a little. I did it without even thinking, though. It just happened."

    "And it felt good?" Rylie asked.

    She nodded and sipped her cappuccino. "I couldn't tell you why. I really couldn't. But it did. It really did."

    "So...what was different about that time? I mean, what prompted it?"

    Michelle didn't entirely know the answer to that, but there was one element that was quite obviously different that she hadn't yet mentioned to Rylie. She was a little apprehensive about doing so, but if she couldn't share that sort of thing with her best friend, there was no one she could share it with, and Michelle felt the need to talk to someone about it.

    She set her drink down, rested her arms the table, and leaned closer. "There was something different this time," Michelle began. "I was thinking about...well, about you and Sergio, or I guess about what you'd said about him, about how you...well, about how he makes you feel when you have sex. His...his size, and the way he…well, the way you have sex."

    A smile slowly crept across Rylie's face, assuaging any worries that Michelle had about it being weird to confess the wanderings of her mind to her friend.

    "You were thinking about it while...while you and Eric were..."

    Michelle nodded. "I had this moment, it was...I don't know, it was almost like an existential crisis while he was inside me. I found myself wondering if I was never going to have the kind of orgasms you'd described having with Sergio. It's not like I don't orgasm with Eric or the sex is terrible or anything, but it's also not like what you described, and for some reason my brain chose that moment to start ruminating on that."

    "So how did that lead to spanking him?"

    Michelle laughed. "That's a fair question, since the two things don't really seem related, do they? So, I'm not sure I can actually explain how." She took a breath, let her mind wander back to the sex she'd had with Eric, and said, "You know what I think it is? I think I keyed in on what you'd said about just letting go, about being taken to a different place by Sergio. I think that's kind of what happened, or what my brain was trying to do."

    Rylie sipped her drink as Michelle let that line of thinking play out a little more in her head before continuing.

    "Because at first I told him to go harder, which I don't really do. Then I told him again. He did it, too. Then I kind of got a little lost in it and that's when I grabbed his ass and gave him a good...a good swat, I guess." Michelle smiled as she thought of that moment, of how it really was vastly different from the kind of sex she and Eric usually had and how that actually felt really good.

    "So, does Eric leave a little something to be desired...you know, where size is concerned?" Rylie asked.

    Michelle had never talked about with Rylie, but her friend knew the answer to that question. Michelle wouldn't have drifted to thoughts of size if Eric was anywhere near as well-equipped as Sergio purportedly was. It was the slight smirk on Rylie's face that Michelle found most annoying, though. It was as if her friend was silently gloating.

    "I think you know the answer to that," Michelle said a little more sharply than she intended.

    Rylie leaned back and the smirk disappeared.

    "Sorry," Michelle immediately added. "That was bitchy of me. You did nothing wrong. Nothing at all, in fact. All you did was share that you're especially happy with the guy you're dating and there's nothing wrong with that."

    She took a deep breath to try and collect herself as Rylie leaned in.

    "You know, I'm not going to marry Sergio. I don't get the feeling he's the marrying type. He's not the most interesting guy I've ever been with, either, and he's not exactly a successful guy. He's just good-looking, charming, and blessed with a big dick," Rylie said.

    Michelle laughed. "And sometimes that's good enough for some fun, isn't it?"

    Rylie sipped her drink and nodded. "Damn right it is. I could let you borrow him, if you want."

    Michelle nearly spit out a mouthful of cappuccino. She looked across the table expecting to see Rylie laughing at the joke she'd made, but instead her friend wore a smile.

    "Like I said, I'm not going to marry him," she continued. "If you want a fling before you get married, you can borrow him. I'm absolutely certain he'd happily fuck a friend of mine if I asked him to."

    Michelle was speechless, mostly because she was in the midst of a conversation she never in a million years imagined she'd have.

    "So...does your silence mean you're thinking about it, or did I just suggest the most insane idea ever?" Rylie asked.

    Michelle couldn't imagine doing something like that to Eric, and yet there was a part of her brain that was quick to reason that her fiancée would never have to know about it, that she could easily fuck Sergio without visiting any pain upon the man she was due to marry in six months.

    "I can't do that to Eric," she said.

    "He'd never have to know," Rylie replied almost immediately.

    Michelle laughed.

    "What?" Rylie asked.

    "I thought the same thing," she answered. "It's awful that I thought it, but I certainly thought it."

    Rylie leaned closer. "Which means you were also thinking about getting some of that big dick that's been making me cum so hard for the past month."

    Michelle saw the flicker of desire in Rylie's eyes and she was struck by how badly she wanted to feel that. Eric didn't quite inspire that. Not anymore, at least. The sex was always good, but it was also true to say that it was never really great. Michelle was certain that they had the foundation for a great marriage, but she couldn't quite turn off the part of her brain that actually wanted to see what it would feel like to get fucked by Sergio.

    "Well, it's another six months before your wedding day, right?" Rylie asked. "You have plenty of time to think about it."

    Michelle knew the smart move was to shut her friend down, to completely write off the idea of a fling before she got married. She didn't, though. Instead, she smiled at Rylie without saying a word, making it perfectly clear she was going to keep thinking about it, even if that was the wrong decision.

    ---

    "You're so hard," Michelle said as she slowly ran her fingers up and down Eric's shaft.

    He lifted his head from the pillow, looked down at her, and said, "There's a beautiful woman stroking my cock."

    Michelle wasn't the sort of woman to withhold oral affection from her man. In fact, she'd always enjoyed giving blowjobs and she'd crawled between Eric's legs that night with the intention of giving him head, making him cum, and swallowing for him. It was the sort of thing each and every one of her boyfriends had enjoyed and Michelle had always taken pleasure in the sense of control she had while a man's cock was in her mouth.

    On this night, though, Michelle found herself distracted once more. Instead of indulging in the pleasure of slowly luring Eric into a deeply aroused state with her mouth, Michelle studied his cock and wondered what it would be like to be between the legs of a man with a longer, thicker shaft she could wrap her fingers around. She wondered what it would be like to wrap her lips around a cock that was actually a little bit difficult to suck on. She wondered what it would be like to have that cock in her pussy. Would it stretch her out? Would it feel different - or better, perhaps - to have a cock reach places inside her that no man had gone before?

    Michelle took the head of Eric's cock in her mouth and sucked hard for a few seconds before running her tongue back and forth over the underside. She watched her fiancée's hands reach out as he grabbed the bed sheets. She listened to him moan from the intense pleasure she was offering and she felt the tingle of lust between her legs that always accompanied the delightful feel of being in total control of her man's pleasure.

    "Fuck, Michelle, that feels so good," he said.

    She took more of him in her mouth and for some reason she couldn't help but wonder if Rylie sucked Sergio's cock. She found herself wishing she'd asked her friend about that. She wanted to know the details – like if it was difficult to blow a guy with such a big dick - and again she felt terrible for letting her mind drift while she was pleasuring the man she intended on marrying.

    Michelle took Eric's balls in her hand, twisted them just a little, and pulled. His cock jumped in her mouth and he lifted his head from the pillow and looked down at her. She smiled as best she could with his dick in her mouth and he smiled in return, seemingly offering his approval of a slightly aggressive move on her part.

    Lust swirled between her legs as Michelle let his cock fall from her mouth, wrapped her fingers around it, and stroked him swiftly while she took a tighter grip on his balls and pulled a little harder. She watched the flesh stretch and listened to him groan, though the sound was absent even a hint of agony, making it seem like he enjoyed her somewhat aggressive manipulation of his testicles.

    Michelle's interest in sucking Eric's cock drifted away. Instead, she felt a far more selfish desire. She took him in her mouth once more, though, this time pressing down until her nose was buried in his pubic hair and his cock tickled the back of her throat. He wasn't quite long enough to make it difficult to swallow him whole, which Michelle had always found quite nice since it made giving a blowjob fairly pleasant.

    She pulled back, leaving his cock coated with her thick saliva. Michelle then looked up at her fiancée and slowly kissed her way up his stomach. The look on his face made it seem like Eric was absolutely certain he was about to get laid. He wasn't, though. Michelle had other plans.

    She dropped her pussy onto his cock and Eric moaned. "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    He looked up at her and nodded. The first thought that came to Michelle's mind was that Eric's cock didn't feel anywhere near as good as it could have, that if she was sitting astride Sergio her pussy would have been full and deeply satisfied, that she might have felt the head of his dick pressing against her cervix, that she might have been even wetter, that she might have been eager to take him for a ride until he unloaded inside her.

    It wasn't Eric's fault that he was average - at best - in the cock department, but in that moment Michelle was largely uninterested in fucking him. Instead, she lifted her pussy from his cock, dragged it up his stomach and chest, and dropped it on his face.

    Michelle looked down and smiled as she saw Eric's eyes go wide. She was certain he could breathe, but she was effectively smothering him with her cunt and there was something so sexy about that.

    "What are you waiting for?" she asked. "Use your tongue. Make me cum."

    Eric's eyes somehow went wider, but he didn't hesitate to put his tongue to use. He ate Michelle's pussy with great vigor, in fact, and she closed her eyes, pressed her hands against the wall behind the bed, and moaned loudly at how good it felt.

    "Fuck, baby, that feels so good," Michelle said. "Your tongue feels so good."

    It wasn't enough for Michelle to simply sit astride his face, though. She needed more. She needed to pursue a deeper sense of pleasure. She needed to ride his face, to fuck it with her slippery pussy.

    She dragged her hips forward and pushed them back. She felt her clit rub over Eric's lips and nose and then down to his chin. She felt her pleasure deepen as she used her fiancée in the same manner a woman would use a sex toy.

    Michelle felt Eric reach for his cock. She felt him masturbating. A wave of annoyance washed over her at his selfishness. Some part of her knew there was nothing wrong with him jerking off in that moment, and yet she acted to stop him. She used her feet to pin his wrists to the bed and then grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled hard as she rode him faster.

    "Just eat my pussy," she said. "Leave your cock alone. I'll take care of that when I'm done."

    Eric moaned, though Michelle couldn't quite tell the source of it. Was it pleasure? Was it frustration? Was it a mixture of both? In the moment, she didn't really care, as her pursuit of an orgasm was all that mattered.

    That orgasm arrived not long after as Michelle thought of how she'd swiftly turned Eric into a sex toy. He was largely motionless beneath her as she rode his face for her pleasure while actively preventing him from pursuing an orgasm of his own. It was, as it turned out, intoxicatingly pleasurable and it provided Michelle with a hugely potent climax that left her body shaking. She felt her pussy gush, too, and smiled at the thought of the juices dripping out of her and coating Eric's face.

    Michelle took her time cumming, remaining astride Eric's face for a few minutes while pleasure emanated outwards from her pussy and left her feeling deeply satisfied and wonderfully relaxed.

    Eventually, though, she climbed off her fiancée's face and saw that she had, in fact, left him quite wet. It delighted Michelle to see him coated in her juices, though it was his smile and the look of wonder in his eyes that she found most thrilling.

    Michelle laid next to Eric and took his cock in her hand. She didn't say a word as she jerked him off, doing so swiftly and bringing him to a quick orgasm that left his body trembling with what she assumed was a wealth of pleasure.

    "Thank you," he said after leaving a puddle of cum on his stomach.

    "Believe me, it was my pleasure," she replied.

    Eric likely had no idea what had run through Michelle's head in their bedroom that night, but she knew well enough to understand that those thoughts would return. The question was, would Michelle let her newfound thoughts - and the desires that came with them - become a part of her, or would she choose to push them back down and stay on the same vanilla path she'd been traveling with Eric.

    That could be dealt with another day, though. In the moment, she released Eric's cock and headed for the bathroom to get a wet wash cloth to clean him up.

    As she strode across the bedroom, Michelle thought of Sergio, or the mythical version of him she'd built in her mind. Her pussy tingled for reasons she didn't entirely understand, especially since she'd just cum so hard. For just a moment she entertained the idea of actually fucking Sergio. She thought of having a truly big cock inside her, of being stretched. Her legs trembled as an unexpected wave of arousal washed over her.

    Michelle couldn't actually fuck Sergio, though. She couldn't do that to Eric.

    Or could she?

  
    A Domme Awakens - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Michelle had walked by the sex shop hundreds of times on her way to and from work. She'd often glanced at the window displays and smiled in an amused sort of manner, but she never considered going inside. Not once. She wasn't the kind of person that went into a sex shop. That sort of thing was for other people. Not for her.

    Then, one day, Michelle found herself in the sex shop after work. She wasn't entirely ready to admit why she'd stepped through the door - in part because it felt a little unfair to her fiancée - but Michelle walked the well-stocked aisles in search of something in particular.

    "Can I help you with anything?"

    For a moment, an entirely unfounded and decidedly silly form of fear gripped Michelle. Then she looked up to see the smiling face of an attractive young woman.

    "It feels like it might be your first time in here," she said, "and it can be a little overwhelming if that's the case. So, I figured I'd see if I could point you in the right direction."

    Michelle couldn't quite find the words as she was suddenly quite embarrassed to be standing in the sex shop she'd walked by so many times.

    "It goes without saying," the girl continued, "that there are no judgments from me. No matter what you're looking for. I promise. I like helping people discover whatever it is that gets them going, you know?"

    Michelle took a deep breath, smiled nervously, and said, "I'm looking for, well, a dildo."

    The girl smiled. "Ah, well, follow me."

    Michelle followed as they walked to the store's very last aisle, half of which was dedicated to dildos and vibrators of almost literally every variety.

    "Can I help narrow it down for you?" the girl asked.

    Again Michelle felt a sense of embarrassment. She had something quite specific in mind, but it felt so weird to admit it - to confess her sexual desire, in effect - to a total stranger.

    "No judgment," the girl added.

    Michelle laughed as some of her nerves dissipated and figured that she'd go for it. After all, she was unlikely to see this girl ever again and it was unlikely her secrets - if it was even worth calling a new and potentially short-lived sexual desire a secret - would be spilled.

    "I'm looking for something big," she said. "Not, like, huge. I don't want to destroy myself, or anything. But I want something...bigger."

    Michelle looked away as she regretted what felt like a slip of the tongue. She'd just revealed that what she had at home wasn't what anyone would describe as big. She felt bad for Eric - though the girl didn't know him and never would - and she felt guilty for not speaking a little more carefully.

    "You're not alone," the girl said in a soothing tone. "Believe it or not, a significant number of women come in here looking for something bigger. It's perfectly natural."

    She took a few steps down the aisle, leaned over, and picked up a fairly plain-looking box with a clear plastic front that showed off the lifelike, flesh-colored dildo inside.

    "This is the one I usually recommend," she said. "It's big, but not huge. It's pretty lifelike, which most of the women asking for this sort of thing want."

    Michelle felt a surprising and delightful tingle between her legs as she took the box and stared at the toy inside. She thought of Rylie's descriptions of her boyfriend and his big cock. She felt bad again - it was unquestionably a mild emotional betrayal of Eric to think of another man's cock - but that feeling was quickly washed away by the sense of desire that followed.

    "This is also a very big seller."

    Michelle couldn't contain her surprise as she turned to see the sales girl holding a bigger box with a picture of a muscular black man on the outside of it.

    "Really?" she asked.

    The girl nodded. "Yup. It's most popular with white women, and across almost all age groups, too."

    Michelle was surprised at the sense of intrigue she felt and in that moment the source of that intrigue became clear - that she was actually thinking about what it would be like to fuck the guy on the box, not the dildo inside it.

    "To be honest, it's nothing like the real thing," the girl shared.

    Michelle's sense of intrigue got the best of her as she asked, "You've had the real thing?"

    She nodded. "I have. More than a few times, actually. It's not like every black guy is some mythical sexual being that possesses the secret to giving white women the orgasms they truly crave, but I will say that a handful of the black guys I've been with have been far, far better than any white guy I've ever had. I'm not sure I could explain why, but there it is."

    Michelle stared at the picture on the box and felt yet another surprising tingle of pleasure between her legs.

    "I will say, though," the girl continued, "that some women report that this toy does a damn good job of helping them play out the fantasy. So, take that with a grain of salt, I guess, but if that's the sort of thing you're looking for, I can recommend the black dildo based on customer feedback alone."

    "I'll take both," Michelle replied without thinking.

    "I'm Amy, by the way."

    "I'm Michelle," she replied. "And thank you for your help, Amy. I can't tell you how nervous I was coming in here."

    "Don't worry about that. You're hardly alone in that. The men are almost never nervous when they come in here, but at least half the women seem like they're on the verge of losing it from the moment they walk in. I get it, but there's really nothing to be nervous about. Everything in this store is designed to enhance pleasure in one way or another."

    Michelle no longer felt nervous. If anything, she felt excited. Buying two dildos might have been overdoing it a little and there was still a chance she wouldn't really enjoy using either of them, but Michelle had decided that she was going to pursue her pleasure and see what happened instead of pushing her newfound desires away and hoping they wouldn't resurface.

    "Do you need anything else?" Amy asked.

    "No, that's it for me," Michelle replied.

    They walked to the register and Amy rung up both toys, wrapped them in tissue paper - to hide them from prying eyes, as she explained - and then placed them in a nondescript, surprisingly elegant-looking bag.

    "Thank you for your help, Amy," Michelle said after she'd paid. "I don't know if I'll get a chance to recommend a shop like this to a friend, but if I do, I'll absolutely send them here."

    Amy smiled. "Thank you, Michelle. And if, for any reason, you want to come back and, I don't know, talk about...well, just about anything related to your toys or whatever journey you're on, I'm always happy to listen. I'm happy to share a few stories of my own, too."

    Michelle set the bag on the counter, took a deep breath, and asked, "Just one question, actually. In your experience, is it better when the guy is...well, bigger?"

    Again Amy smiled and this time there was a slight, delighted twinkle in her eye. She nodded, too. "Yes. It's not just the size that matters, but it really does make a difference."

    Michelle leaned a little closer and asked, "What else makes a difference?"

    "Well, I think every woman is different, but I like it when a guy just...takes charge in bed, you know? It just makes me weak in the knees. It makes me...well, forgive me if this too much, but it makes me wet, and it makes me cum so much harder, and when a guy has that quality plus he's really big. That's when I have orgasms that actually leave me lightheaded," Amy explained.

    It was so similar to how Rylie had described sex with Sergio that Michelle couldn't help but feel like there was something to that very specific kind of sex that unlocked some deeper, more significant level of pleasure.

    "For what it's worth," Amy continued, "I think that sort of sex is what women are thinking about when they buy the black toy you got. Maybe I'm wrong and maybe that fantasy is offensive or whatever, but I think that's what it is. I think they use that toy and they let go and they fantasize about just being taken by a guy with a really big black...well, big black cock and I think they get off on that."

    "Are most of those women married?" Michelle asked.

    Amy glanced at the diamond on Michelle's ring finger and then met her gaze, smiled, and nodded. "They're almost all wearing rings like the one you have on. I wouldn't call any of them unhappy, though. Not that you asked, but it seems to me that they're all just indulging in a bit of fantasy like most people do. I mean, men certainly do, so why can't women?"

    "That's a fair point," Michelle said as she picked up her bag and smiled. "Why can't we indulge in a little fantasy?" She turned towards the exit before spinning around once more and adding, "Thank you, Amy. This was all very helpful."

    "It's my pleasure," Amy replied. "Have fun."

    Michelle laughed and headed for the door with a bounce in her step and a sense of joy - and a touch of lust - humming through her body. She had every intention of having fun with her new toys. The only question was when she'd get a little alone time to have that fun.

    ---

    Michelle stepped out of the bathroom feeling relaxed and happy after a long, hot shower. She opened her underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of delicate lace panties that she intended on wearing for her dinner date with Eric later that night.

    Michelle was about to step into the panties when she caught a glimpse of the flesh-colored dildo she'd bought and hidden away in her underwear drawer. She glanced at the clock and saw that Eric wasn't due home for another hour. Michelle hadn't yet used her new toy - she hadn't had enough time alone - so she pulled it out from under her panties, dropped her towel, and headed for the bed.

    The dildo looked big as Michelle set it on the nightstand. She couldn't help but compare it to Eric and she was quite certain it was at least twice his thickness and a good four inches longer than him. It was a little intimidating, and yet Michelle couldn't ignore the pleasurable tingle she felt between her legs.

    Lube would be necessary, though, so Michelle grabbed the little bottle of oil that Eric used on the rare occasions that they masturbated together. She hopped into the bed, took a deep breath, spread her legs, and reached between them to gently rub her clit.

    Michelle breathed deeply to try and relax. She felt pleasure slowly spreading from her clit. She played with her breasts, pulling gently on her nipples and sending little waves of electric pleasure through her body as she did.

    As she masturbated, Sergio popped into her head. At first, Michelle pushed him away and she tried to picture Eric, only with a much bigger cock. Her brain wasn't in the mood, though, and Sergio kept popping up. Michelle had seen more than a few shirtless pictures of him on Instagram - he was that kind of guy - and those images were now dancing through her head, only that version of Sergio was in the bedroom with her.

    Michelle slipped a finger into her pussy and was surprised to feel such overwhelming wetness. She added a second and then a third finger. She moved them in and out, doing so with her eyes closed as images of a shirtless, well-hung Sergio continued to dance through her head.

    It felt dangerous and a little foolish to let herself fantasize in that way, and yet that seemed to propel Michelle's desire, for there was something so hot about indulging in that sort of fantasy.

    Once her lust reached a fever pitch, Michelle grabbed the bottle of oil and squirted some into her hand. She grabbed the toy from the nightstand and stroked it, coating it with the slippery oil so it would slide into her pussy with ease. A vision of lying next to Sergio and stroking his cock filled her head and Michelle found herself moaning as she dove deeper into the fantasy.

    "Mmm, fuck me," she whispered as if Rylie's boyfriend was in the room.

    Michelle rubbed the head of the lubed-up dildo over her pussy lips. She closed her eyes and arched her back as a moan escaped her lips. A gentle push guided the lifelike, cock-shaped toy inside her and a surge of pleasure worked its way through her body.

    "Oh, wow," she said at the sudden and intense feeling of fullness.

    Michelle pushed the toy halfway into her pussy before slowly pulling it out. She reached down to rub her clit and plunged it back inside, this time taking the full length.

    It wasn't like the real thing. She couldn't feel the weight of a man on top of her. There was no emotional connection to the inanimate object penetrating her. But, despite the lack of the things that often made sex so good, the toy felt incredible inside her. She couldn't get over the pleasure of feeling so full, of the dildo being so deep inside her.

    It helped that Michelle was actively engaged in fantasy as she fucked herself. Some part of her felt bad about it, but she couldn't stop picturing Sergio on top of her. She couldn't stop thinking about the fact that Rylie had offered up her boyfriend, that she'd been utterly convinced that Sergio would be more than happy to fuck Michelle. Something about the potential of that, about being able to fantasize about something that could actually become reality made it so much hotter in the moment.

    "Fuck me," Michelle said as she lost herself in the fantasy. "Fuck me, Sergio."

    She imagined him on top of her. She imagined the big cock Rylie had described sliding in and out of her pussy. She imagined the dildo deep inside her being attached to a man, to a gorgeous, muscular man that possessed a certain expertise in fucking, at least based on Rylie's testimonials.

    It all felt so real. So impossibly, perfectly real. Michelle's mind wandered off into fantasy and stayed there as she pumped her pussy with the big toy.

    Before long Michelle was on the verge of an orgasm. An incredible, intense, overpowering orgasm. Her toes curled. Her fingers tingled. Her pussy dripped with desire and the sounds of penetration got wetter.

    "Fuck!" she cried out a moment before arching her back as a climax ripped through her body. Michelle buried the toy inside her and felt her pussy pulsing around it like her body was trying to hold tight onto the object that had given her such intense pleasure.

    The toy remained inside her as Michelle's chest heaved from the exertion of cumming so hard. A smile crept across her face as she felt a sense of relaxation slowly spread through her body.

    Finally, she pulled the toy out and was surprised to see dollops of thick white cream on the tip and a few other spots along the shaft. Her pussy had never produced anything like that, but her pussy had never been fucked by something quite as big and it was possible she'd never cum quite as hard, either.

    Michelle smiled at the novelty of it all, got out of bed, and washed her messy toy clean in the bathroom. Her legs felt pleasingly weak from the power of her orgasm and they compelled her back to the bed, though only after she'd safely tucked the dildo back under her panties where Eric would never look.

    He wasn't ready for the appearance of a dildo far bigger than his cock. Not yet. And perhaps not ever. Maybe it would always remain her secret. After all, Amy had said that lots of women used the toys sold in her shop to pursue their fantasies. That certainly didn't mean those fantasies ever had to approach melding with reality.

    It felt thrilling to consider pulling her fantasy into reality, though, and Michelle wondered if she'd truly be able to resist the pursuit of that intense form of pleasure.

    ---

    Eric expected to fuck her. Michelle knew that. He might have even deserved to fuck her. He was a wonderful man and an exemplary fiancée. He was the kind of man most women would have been overjoyed to marry. Michelle certainly felt that way.

    Unfortunately, she was, in that moment, after they'd returned home from their date, not entirely in the mood to fuck Eric. She knew why, too. She'd spent part of her afternoon fantasizing about another man's cock, about cumming on that cock. She'd fucked herself with a toy with far greater size than Eric's cock and she was worried that having sex with her fiancée would only lead to disappointment and that Eric would see that disappointment on her face.

    There wasn't much time left to decide what she wanted to do. Two empty wine glasses rested on the coffee table. They'd been fooling around on the couch for the last five minutes. Eric's hand had already wandered under the delicate sweater Michelle had worn to dinner and his fingers were making their way up her thighs and would soon venture between her labia and deep into her wet pussy. His cock was hard as a rock, too, and Michelle could feel just a touch of wetness in his pants as the copious precum he was leaking seeped through.

    Michelle unzipped Eric's pants and freed his cock. She rubbed her fingers over the slippery, precum-soaked head and he moaned into her mouth. She stroked him, doing so slowly and tightening her grip over the cock head before twisting her hand and letting her fingers move back down his shaft.

    "Oh, fuck, Michelle, that feels so good," he said as he pushed her skirt up around her waist and pulled her panties aside.

    "Don't," she whispered. "Just let me pleasure you."

    He looked surprised, but Eric pulled his hand away and let it rest on her knee. She stroked him a little faster and that look of surprise was quickly replaced by one of pleasure.

    "Your dick is so hard," she said softly. "Are you hard for me, Eric?"

    "Yes. I'm hard for you, Michelle. You turn me on so much. You're so hot, so sexy. You look so good in that sweater and that skirt and those heels."

    Michelle stroked him a little faster and smiled as Eric closed his eyes and moaned. She looked down to see that the head of his cock had swollen and turned a shade of purple, a surefire sign of his intense pleasure.

    In that moment, Michelle marveled at the level of control she possessed. Her fiancée's cock - and his pleasure - was in her hand. She could do as she pleased with it. She could give him a quick orgasm. She could draw it out and stroke him for the next hour if she pleased. She could ride him. She could go down on him. She could offer him masturbation instructions and demand that he follow them to the word. She could do whatever she wanted, and for some reason in that moment the notion felt intensely arousing.

    "Take your pants off," Michelle instructed. "Your underwear, too."

    Eric did as he was told as she watched with a smile. He sat back down on the couch and she leaned in to kiss his neck while running her fingers up his thigh. He moaned the moment she took his cock in her hand once more.

    "I love how hard you are for me," she whispered. "I love that I can make you feel so good, Eric. I love that you enjoy my touch so much."

    She squeezed the head of his cock and his legs trembled as he groaned.

    "I kind of feel like your cock is mine right now. Like it belongs to me," Michelle said softly.

    Eric turned and looked at her with a wild kind of lust in his eyes. Michelle smiled, leaned closer, and kissed him. She stroked him furiously for a few seconds and then released his cock and took his balls in her hand. She caressed them and then took a firm grip and pulled, eliciting yet another moan from her fiancée.

    "Does your cock belong to me?" she asked. The moment the words left her lips Michelle felt an intense wave of arousal wash over her body. It started between her legs, but it wasn't purely sexual. It moved through her, leaving a beautiful tingling sensation behind as she marveled at the power of just a few words and the concept they conveyed.

    "Yes," Eric answered.

    Michelle figured there was a good chance he was just playing along, that he'd recognized her arousal and figured there was little upside to denying her in that moment. It didn't really matter, though. She was riding high and she didn't really care about anything other than how good she felt.

    "So much precum," Michelle said as she ran her index finger through the big, crystal clear drop of fluid at the tip of Eric's cock. She held it up and they both stared. "Would you like a taste?"

    He shook his head.

    "It's sweet, I promise. It's not like cum. It tastes good."

    Michelle smiled at Eric's hesitation. It made the idea of getting him to taste his precum so much hotter.

    "Taste it for me, baby," she said. "Taste your precum. Suck it off my finger."

    She held her finger right in front of his lips and Eric leaned back a little, which only deepened Michelle's determination.

    "Baby, you just told me that I own your cock," she whispered. "And since I own it tonight, I get to decide if you cum, and I've decided that you're not having an orgasm unless you taste your precum. Now open up for me. Open up so I can feed you this sweet little drop of your fluid."

    Eric opened his mouth and Michelle placed her finger on his tongue. He seemed to be expecting the worst, but the moment he tasted the precum Eric closed his lips around her finger and sucked it clean.

    "Mmm, it tastes good, doesn't it?" she asked softly.

    He nodded and Michelle pulled her finger from his mouth and collected another drop from his turgid cock. This time, though, she didn't feed it to him. Instead, she slowly rubbed it over his lips, coating them with his sweet juices. Then, Michelle leaned in and kissed her fiancée. She felt the precum against her lips. She pushed her tongue into his mouth. She grasped his cock and continued teasing him with slow strokes, a nice firm grip on the head, and a twisting motion that made him moan every single time she did it.

    "This is so fucking hot," he said as she kissed his neck. "This feels so good, Michelle."

    It struck her as an admission that she'd led Eric to a place of unexpected arousal, a notion that proved enthralling to the kinkier side of Michelle that had awoken a few weeks ago, the side that fucked toys and fantasized about other men and spanked her boyfriend while they fucked and loved the idea of owning his cock.

    "Are you close?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    Michelle stood, stripped off her panties, and straddled him. She moved her hips back and forth, teasing the head of his cock in the process and watching the pleasure move over his face.

    Eric reached for her hips, but Michelle grabbed his wrists and swiftly pinned them above his head. "I decide if you get to be inside me," she said.

    His eyes lit up and he moaned. She lowered her hips and the head of his cock slipped into her pussy.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked. "Does my pussy feel good?"

    "It feels fucking perfect," Eric answered.

    Michelle sat down on him. She barely felt him inside her. She was just too wet. She wasn't going to share that with Eric, though. She didn't really care, either. In that moment, she was getting off on the control.

    "Don't cum," she said.

    Michelle rode him. She bounced up and down on his cock and watched his face for signs that he was on the verge of an orgasm. She wanted him to get close, to reach that place of bliss. She didn't want him to cum, though.

    "Don't you dare cum," she said.

    Every time she dropped her pussy down onto his cock there was a little explosion of pleasure between her legs as her clit slammed into his pelvis. It was enough to slowly lure her closer to an orgasm.

    "I'm close," Eric said.

    She rode him faster and harder. She was, in that moment, fucking him. His cock was inside her, but Michelle was in complete control. She still had his wrists pinned to the back of the couch and her fingers were digging into his flesh. She was watching his face intently to ensure he didn't actually get to cum, for the idea of denying him the true pleasure of her pussy was intoxicating.

    "Don't you fucking cum," she demanded. "Remember, I own your cock tonight. I decide if you get to cum. You don't get to make that decision. Your cock doesn't belong to you anymore."

    He was struggling with his arousal, struggling not to cum. Michelle was on the verge of an orgasm, but Eric was going to get there too, and she didn't want that.

    She lifted her pussy from his cock, stood on the couch, and grabbed his head. She pulled his mouth between her legs and began to grind her hips. His tongue found her clit as Michelle fucked her fiancée's face. She did so with wanton desire while using her knees to pin his arms to the couch to prevent him from masturbating.

    "I'm cumming!" she said in a short, clipped voice as the overwhelming pleasure made it impossible to speak with any sort of clarity. She leaned forward and in the process smothered Eric's face with her pussy while her knees buckled. A wave of lightheadedness washed over Michelle as the last tremors of orgasmic pleasure moved through her body.

    She stood, stepped off the couch, and smiled at the slippery juices that covered his face. He looked dazed and his cock continued to throb with desire.

    "Please, can I cum?" he asked.

    The fact that he asked thrilled her. The fact that he seemed so desperate thrilled her. Even after her orgasm it was intoxicatingly pleasurable.

    She was tempted to deny him, but Eric had been so good and he deserved an orgasm. Plus, Michelle felt a little guilty for having fantasized about someone else while fucking her toy that afternoon.

    "Yes, you can cum," she said while dropping to her knees in front of him. "In fact, you can cum in my mouth."

    Michelle leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She swallowed the full length of Eric's decidedly average cock and used her fingers to tease his balls. She gave a blowjob designed to make him cum and in less than a minute Eric filled the living room with wild, wondrous moans of pleasure as he spilled a big load onto her tongue.

    Michelle kept her lips sealed around his cock until he'd expelled every drop of semen and then sat back and swallowed as she held his gaze.

    "You're amazing," he said with a smile. "That was...that was amazing and you're amazing. Fuck. Just...fucking wow."

    She returned his smile, leaned forward, and kissed the tip of his cock before putting her panties back on and heading to the kitchen to grab the bottle of wine they'd just opened. She wanted to savor the feelings coursing through her body and another glass of wine and a little snuggling with her fiancée was the best way she could think of to do that.

    It was hard to tell for certain, but it seemed that Eric wasn't averse to exploring new sexual grounds with Michelle, which was the happiest news of all, for she'd become increasingly certain that she couldn't just let her desires go. She needed to pursue them. She needed to explore new things and she wanted to do that with Eric. She wanted to explore all of it, to go far and wide and discover what new pleasures awaited when she did.

    Thankfully, it seemed entirely possible she could bring him along on her journey and that was something worth celebrating.

  
    A Domme Awakens - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Michelle closed her eyes and smiled as she stepped into the shower and felt the hot water flow over her head and down her body, spreading a gentle sense of relaxation that felt like the absolute perfect way to start the day.

    She heard the bathroom door open and close just a moment later before Eric said, "Good morning."

    "Good morning," Michelle replied before wiping the steam from the shower door to get a better look at her fiancée. She noted his erection - morning wood was a common occurrence for him - and smiled as she thought of the fun they'd had the night before where she once again dominated Eric - just a little - before offering him the reward of cumming in her mouth.

    Eric turned towards the shower and Michelle saw his eyes wander over what he could see of her body through the foggy glass. She smiled, took her breasts in her hands, and squeezed them gently before closing her eyes, biting her lower lip, and letting out a moan so soft he likely didn't hear it.

    When she opened her eyes again, Eric was standing on the other side of the glass with his boner still going strong. "Would you like to join me?" she asked.

    He nodded, stripped, and opened the shower door. Michelle moved back and Eric stepped under the water. He smiled at her as she reached out, took his cock in her hand, and stroked him slowly.

    Eric tried to step closer, but Michelle put her hand against his chest and gently shook her head. Eric clearly wanted her, but she wanted to be in control. She wanted to be the one that doled out whatever pleasure was to be experienced.

    "I like that your cock is so hard," she said softly.

    "You're irresistible," he replied.

    Michelle leaned against the shower wall, released his cock, and reached between her legs. She was a little surprised to discover just how wet she was as two fingers slipped easily into her pussy. Michelle grasped one of her breasts with her other hand and played with herself as Eric watched without coming closer. It was a small act of obedience on his part to not try to approach once more and it thrilled her far more than she expected.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    "Yes, desperately," Eric replied.

    Michelle beckoned him closer and he smiled before closing the short distance between them. He reached between her legs and his fingers quickly replaced hers while he utilized his thumb to stimulate her throbbing clit.

    They kissed as Michelle gripped her husband's cock and stroked him slowly. She took his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it in the hope of reminding him of the pleasure she'd offered last night. He moaned like he found it thrilling, which was more than enough to delight Michelle.

    As they kissed, Michelle's hand moved up his back and into Eric's hair. She ran her fingers through it before being struck by a potent desire to seize control. Michelle did so by taking a handful of his dark hair and pulling back hard enough that Eric winced.

    "Ow," he said, though Michelle refused to loosen her grip. Instead, she smiled at him and continued to stroke his cock, an act that quickly restored a look of pleasure to her husband's face. On top of that, his cock felt even harder than it had before.

    "Get on your knees," she demanded.

    Eric's eyes went wide with surprise, but he fell to his knees just a moment later. She smiled at him as an intoxicating sense of power coursed through her body. There was no question, though, that it concentrated between her legs. Her pussy tingled and Michelle was overcome by a need to be serviced.

    She took Eric's head in both hands and pulled him between her legs. He put his tongue to work just as she wanted him to. He plunged it between her labia and licked his way up to her clit. She moaned and smiled down at him as he serviced her from his knees, submitting to her desire without question and without her having shared that she was unquestionably getting off on the dominance.

    "Fuck," she said. "Eat my pussy, baby. Eat my fucking pussy and make me cum."

    Michelle leaned against the tiled wall of the shower and gently moved her hips up and down, grinding her slick pussy over her husband's face as he worked her clit with his tongue. Her fingers entwined in his hair and she pulled tight enough to make him wince without making him suffer any great pain. That little act of seizing control was enough to send yet another surge of dominant lust through her, though this time it was followed by a wave of pleasure that put Michelle over the top.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Michelle closed her eyes and let the satisfaction or her climax wash over her, maintaining her grip on Eric's hair throughout. It was only when she'd felt the last wave of orgasmic delight that she released her control over him, opened her eyes, and smiled down at her husband, who remained on his knees.

    "That was an incredible orgasm," she said.

    He smiled up at her, leaned in to kiss her thighs, and added, "It seemed like it." Eric ran his fingers up her legs, past her pubic bone, and up her taut stomach. Michelle smiled as he took his breasts in her hands and gently played with them, no doubt in a manner designed to pleasure him just as much as her, though she didn't mind.

    Eric stood and leaned in to kiss her. Michelle parted her lips and welcomed his tongue into her mouth, sucking on it once more and eliciting the kind of moan that thrilled her.

    "I still want you," he said.

    Michelle smiled. She could have given Eric an orgasm. She could have jerked him off, gone down on him, or turned around so he could take her from behind until he'd cum. She considered all three of those options, but ultimately decided on a fourth.

    "I know," she replied softly. "I can feel how hard you are, and I love that you still want me. But, I'd prefer it if you wanted me all day long, if you couldn't stop thinking about me while you were at work, if you couldn't stop thinking about how badly you want to fuck me tonight. Maybe that desire will inspire you to book us a reservation at a nice restaurant so you can wine and dine your wife in the hope that she'll let you have her pussy before the night is over."

    "What's gotten into you?" Eric asked, though the smile on his face made it obvious the question came from a place of amused arousal instead of deep frustration.

    "I don't know," Michelle answered as she stroked his cock. "I like it, though."

    Eric leaned in to kiss her again and Michelle grabbed a handful of his hair once more.

    "I don't have time," she said. "I can't be late for work. Now let's hurry up and shower." She grabbed a bar of soap and handed it to Eric. "In fact, how about you wash my body? Do a good job and I'll sneak off to the bathroom at work today and send you a few naughty pictures."

    Eric took the soap, rubbed it vigorously between his hands, and once again grasped Michelle's breasts. This time, though, he was doing so with a purpose. He cleaned them before moving his hands over her stomach and between her legs. He washed her ass, too, and then leaned in, kissed her neck, and said, "For what it's worth, I like it too. Whatever's gotten into you, I mean. I like it a lot."

    Michelle felt such joy at his support - for that's what it felt like to her - that she very nearly spun around and let Eric have his way with her. Ultimately, though, she decided it would be far more exciting to tease him while he was at work and reward him with her pussy if he did, in fact, book a reservation and take her out for a nice date.

    It felt like a good test, in fact, of just how much he liked whatever had gotten into her. If he was willing to put in the effort it would mean he was, in fact, genuinely excited about her newfound approach to sex. Time would tell, but Michelle was hopeful that Eric would come through.

    ---

    Normally, Michelle stayed in the office for lunch. She never worked through lunch, but it was almost always easier to have something healthy delivered so she could enjoy it in the break room while chatting with her friends.

    The fun she'd had with Eric and with her new dildo inspired Michelle to mix things up as she found herself exiting the office building and strolling towards the sex shop where she'd purchased her new toy and made a connection with Amy, the young woman that had helped Michelle embrace her burgeoning desires.

    Without even a hint of shame, Michelle stepped into the store and looked towards the register. Amy wasn't there, so she scanned the aisles only to find that she was alone.

    Undeterred, she roamed the aisles of the store while waiting for Amy to return from what Michelle assumed was a quick trip to the back room, perhaps to replenish an item that had sold out.

    Michelle mostly strolled the store without paying close to attention to what she was looking at, but she couldn't help but stop and study the selection of exceptionally skimpy, slutty-looking clothes that adorned one particular aisle. The skirts were tiny and almost all made of a shiny material. The tops were equally skimpy and some were entirely sheer, making Michelle wonder if it was exclusively strippers and prostitutes that purchased such items. Perhaps some women happily indulged in a man's fantasy of fucking someone dressed in an exceedingly slutty manner.

    Michelle reached out to run her fingers over a shiny, short, silver pleated skirt and wondered if Eric would enjoy seeing her in it. She suspected he would, though she wasn't entirely sure she'd enjoy wearing such a skirt even if it thrilled him beyond words.

    Her revelry was interrupted by a loud, distinctly feminine moan. Michelle turned her head towards the door with an 'Employees Only' sign on it, for whoever was behind that door was undoubtedly the source of the moan.

    Michelle listened intently, but she heard nothing more. She knew it was not her place to investigate the source of the moan, but curiosity lured her closer to the door. It wasn't until she was standing just outside it - and behind the counter where Amy should have been standing - that Michelle heard another moan.

    She grabbed the door's handle and slowly pulled down. It opened without making a sound and Michelle poked her head into the hallway on the other side of the door. Straight ahead of her was the bathroom with a sign that noted the manager's office was on the left and the supply room was on the right. The sounds of sex were unquestionably coming from the manager's office.

    She heard another moan. It was definitely from a woman. There was another sound, though. It took a few moments for Michelle to discern that she was hearing the sounds of sex. More accurately, it was the distinct sound of one body slamming into another. Flesh on flesh.

    "Fuck, that feels so fucking good," a woman said.

    Michelle felt a naughty rush of pleasure. She shouldn't have been listening, and yet it was intoxicating to do so.

    "Yeah, you like that black dick?" the guy asked.

    Michelle's excitement deepened as she thought of Amy having revealed that she'd been with a handful of black guys. It seemed that she was adding to that list in that very moment, a notion that brought Michelle a wealth of excitement.

    "Yes, fuck, I love your dick," Amy replied. "Fucking pound me. Pound me harder."

    Michelle stepped into the hallway, silently closed the door behind her, and tiptoed towards the sounds of sex. She knew it was wrong, that she was violating Amy's privacy by doing so, and yet Michelle couldn't help it.

    She stopped a few steps short of the bathroom, took a deep breath, and then slowly poked her head out to see if she could catch a glimpse into the manager's office. What she saw proved to be arousing in a manner that caught Michelle off guard.

    Amy was bent over the desk facing away from Michelle. Her dark lace panties were around her knees and her pleated skirt was pushed up around her waist. A tall, naked black man stood behind her with his hands on her hips. His tight ass moved back and forth as he fucked Amy from behind, creating the flesh on flesh sounds that had lured Michelle into the hallway.

    Though she knew she'd crossed a boundary and was now fully violating Amy's privacy, Michelle couldn't look away. She didn't even have a full view of the sex, and yet she felt utterly enraptured. From Amy's moans to her partner's deep grunts and groans to the power with which he fucked her, it was an intensely arousing sight that left Michelle's pussy dripping with an unexpectedly potent level of desire.

    "Darryl, fuck...fuck me harder," Amy said. "Make me cum. Give me that big cock and make me fucking cum!"

    He ran one of his hands up her back and grasped her shoulder, presumably for better leverage. The thrusts that followed were harder. They were so hard that Amy began grunting each time her lover's big cock bottomed out inside her. It was almost as if she was working to withstand the fucking, to take it for his pleasure, but she'd asked for it and it seemed quite clear to Michelle that her new friend was moments away from cumming.

    Amy turned her head to look back at Darryl, but instead she stared right at Michelle, who remained frozen in place, unable to remove herself from a situation that felt both hugely erotic and more than a little risky, as she'd been caught peeping.

    Amy showed no signs of alarm, though. If anything, Michelle saw her new friend's lips curl into a slight smile as she realized someone else was witnessing the vigorous pounding she was taking.

    "You can come closer," Amy said.

    Darryl stopped thrusting and looked over his shoulder. He too seemed utterly undisturbed by Michelle's presence, flashing a bright and charming smile before beckoning her to stride down the hallway and join them in the office.

    Michelle felt a touch uncomfortable at the idea of doing so, but a sense of curiosity mixed with arousal propelled her towards Amy and Darryl, both of whom smiled as she approached.

    "Sorry," Michelle said as she neared them. "It's my lunch break and I wanted to talk to you and I came in and I heard the sounds and I just...I just..."

    "It's not a problem," Amy replied in a soft, soothing voice. "Obviously, it's not a problem. Honestly, the real problem is that I thought I locked the door and I definitely didn't. So, if I could ask a quick favor, Michelle, would you mind running out front and locking the door so no one comes in and clears out the inventory while we have our fun?"

    Michelle nodded, turned, and rushed down the hallway and into the store. She locked the door, flipped the sign to closed, and then headed right back for the office. Any sense of reluctance had left her as she was now possessed by an intense sense of excitement.

    Amy's gentle moans filled the air as Michelle stepped into the hallway. She turned left and headed for the office and saw Darryl fucking Amy with slow, deep thrusts, like they were waiting for Michelle's return before they got back into it.

    "Here she is," Darryl said with a smile as he looked over his shoulder.

    His thrusts got a little faster as his strong hands gripped Amy's hips. She looked at Michelle, smiled, and then closed her eyes and let out a moan so deep and beautiful that it made Michelle's pussy tingle with jealousy.

    "Do you like what you see?" Amy asked.

    Michelle nodded at her new friend and let her eyes wander to the sight of Darryl's big - remarkably big, in fact - black cock moving in and out of the pussy Amy seemed gleeful to have offered up by bending over the desk.

    "You can come a little closer," Darryl said with a smile.

    Michelle looked up at him and noted just how good looking he was. He was blessed with a remarkably fit body, too, that seemed almost entirely absent of fat. His arm and chest muscles rippled just a little every time he pulled back on Amy's hips and thrust his cock into her. A gentle sheen of sweat had formed on his skin from the effort of taking her from behind but it only served to make Darryl sexier.

    He offered his hand and said, "Come here, girl."

    Michelle placed her hand in his and stepped closer. A moment later her body was pressed against Darryl's. She felt the warmth of his skin through her blouse and when he placed his strong hand on her ass and squeezed it hard Michelle's thighs trembled from the sudden and intense feelings of both pleasure and desire that moved throughout her body.

    Darryl pulled out and rested his long, thick, slippery, condom-wrapped black cock on Amy's milky white ass. "You ever had something that big?" he asked.

    Michelle shook her head as she stared at the impressively big cock that looked very much like the dildo she'd purchased at Amy's urging. Her first thought was that she wouldn't have been able to take it, that it was too big, that it would have been a genuinely painful experience to get fucked by Darryl. Her second thought - that arrived almost immediately after the first - was that she was suddenly quite eager to discover if she could take that cock.

    As Michelle stared, Darryl reached up and deftly unbuttoned her blouse all the way down to her belly button. Despite the sudden and surprising invasion, she made no move to stop him.

    "Damn, I love a woman that wears a bra like that to work," he said while admiring the delicate, semi-sheer black lace of Michelle's bra.

    He reached inside her blouse and took one of her breasts in his strong hand. She moaned as he squeezed her perky flesh and she looked up to see a smile on his face.

    "Put my cock back in her pussy," he instructed.

    Michelle's hand shook a little as it slowly moved towards Darryl's cock. His fingers moved into her bra and she moaned again as he found her nipple and rolled it gently, sending shockwaves of pleasure to her loins. She wrapped her fingers around his cock, guided the head to Amy's pussy, and placed it inside her.

    "That's a good girl," Darryl said softly before taking her bare breast in his hand and squeezing just hard enough to cause the mildest kind of pain.

    Despite the discomfort - or perhaps because of it - Michelle felt another burst of intense pleasure and arousal. She watched Darryl's cock move in and out of Amy's pussy and saw her new friend pushing back on the monstrous invader. Soon the small office was filled with moans of pleasure, largely from Amy, though Michelle unquestionably offered wondrous sounds of pleasure as well.

    "Take your blouse off," Darryl instructed with his hand still in her bra.

    Michelle unbuttoned and untucked her blouse. She took it off and tossed it onto the chair on the other side of the desk. Darryl wore a bright, confident smile and he fucked Amy a little harder.

    "Now show me those tits," he said.

    Michelle reached back and unhooked her bra without thinking. She tossed her bra onto the chair and looked up at Darryl with a surprising desire for his approval.

    "Mmm, damn, they're beautiful," he said as he grasped one, gave it a good squeeze, and then grasped the other. "The perfect size and so fucking perky."

    Michelle couldn't remember the last time she'd felt such excitement and arousal coursing through her body. Those feelings only seemed to get deeper with every passing second, in no small part because it felt so good to reward Darryl's boldness by doing exactly as he desired.

    "He's incredible, isn't he?" Amy asked.

    Michelle looked at her new friend - who was smiling brightly as she looked over her shoulder - and nodded.

    Darryl's hand moved to Michelle's ass and squeezed it hard. He gave it a good smack - causing her to cry out from the surprise - and said, "Take your skirt off."

    She reached back, unzipped her skirt, and worked it over her hips and down her legs. She tossed it onto the chair and Darryl's hand immediately grabbed the bare flesh of her ass. She squeezed it possessively and she leaned into him and let out a long, low moan as Amy's exultations of pleasure got louder.

    "Take your panties off," Darryl said softly.

    Michelle lowered her panties, kicked them aside, and left them on the floor.

    "Good girl," Darryl said, eliciting a surprising rush of desire from Michelle. His fingers moved between her legs and she looked up at him as he penetrated her pussy. "Nice and wet. Just how I like it."

    He lifted his fingers to her lips and held them there without saying a word. She waited a few moments for instruction, but when Darryl remained silent Michelle parted her lips and sucked his fingers clean. She took them to the back of her throat, moaned, and swirled her tongue around them while he smiled and fucked Amy a little harder and faster.

    "Cum for me, Amy," Darryl said. "Cum on my cock."

    His fingers moved in and out of Michelle's mouth as she held his gaze and fellated his flesh. Amy's moans got louder, as did the sounds of his pelvis slamming into her ass.

    Darryl pulled his fingers from Michelle's mouth, leaned down, and kissed her. He grabbed her ass and squeezed while his tongue invaded her mouth. She ran her hand up his muscular chest and sucked on his tongue, luring it as deep into her mouth as she could and moaning from the overwhelming feelings of pleasure that coursed through her body.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Amy screamed.

    She slammed her hands on the desk and let out a series of beautiful moans that got increasingly loud before the sounds of sex slowed with Darryl's tongue still deep in Michelle's mouth.

    Finally, the kiss ended and Darryl said, "I want you both on your knees."

    Michelle sank to her knees and Amy soon followed. Amy's fingers entwined with Michelle's and the girls held hands as they looked up at Darryl while he peeled off the condom and stroked his big black cock inches from their faces.

    "Open your mouths," he instructed.

    Michelle opened her mouth and tilted her head back. She knew what was coming next and she was overcome with excitement.

    "Good girls," Darryl said as he stroked his cock faster. "You're both so beautiful and you're going to look even prettier with my cum all over your faces and in your mouths."

    Michelle's pussy gushed as she watched Darryl's cock swell up. She saw his balls tighten and a moment later they leapt in their sack as a massive volley of hot cum landed across her face. Michelle closed her eyes instinctively as she tasted cum on her tongue and felt it on her forehead, cheek, nose, and chin.

    More cumshots followed. Michelle assumed Amy was taking part of the load, too, and she moaned right along with her new friend as she received the first facial of her life. The experience proved unexpectedly enthralling, the proof of which was evident as her pussy tingled while an even deeper wetness formed between her thighs.

    "Kiss," Darryl instructed once his orgasm had abated. "And Amy, give your friend an orgasm."

    Michelle opened her eyes and turned to see Amy's cum-covered face. She smiled at the idea that her face looked exactly the same. Amy leaned in and reached between Michelle's legs. A moment later pleasure exploded outwards from Michelle's loins as her friend's fingers went to work.

    "You look so pretty covered in his cum," Amy said.

    Michelle moaned. In the moment, it felt like a compliment. Like a kinky, beautiful compliment. "Thank you," she said. "You do too."

    Both girls smiled before their lips met for a cum-flavored kiss. Their tongues danced erotically as the salty taste of Darryl's semen quickly filled Michelle's mouth. It served to further her arousal and to quickly bring her to brink of an orgasm.

    Michelle moaned into Amy's mouth as she came. She sucked on her friend's tongue and savored the taste of cum. She acted in a manner she'd truly never acted in her life and she experienced the most intense orgasm she'd ever had.

    "Was that good?" Amy asked as she pushed her fingers deep into Michelle's pussy.

    "That was the best orgasm I've ever had," Michelle replied.

    Amy smiled, scooped up some of the cum on Michelle's forehead, and pushed it into her mouth. Michelle sucked the fingers clean as her friend said, "I think this might be the beginning of a beautiful friendship."

    Some part of Michelle knew that she'd never be the same. She'd discovered yet another side of her sexuality to go along with her recent dominant desires and in the moment it felt impossible to quiet these newfound elements of her lust.

    The only option was to see if she could meld her burgeoning sexuality with the life she and Eric had planned. It might not have been possible, but Michelle was certainly going to try.
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    Michelle didn't get much work done for the rest of the day. Thinking clearly proved nearly impossible as she kept replaying what had unfolded in the back room at the sex shop.

    Over and over she saw Darryl's big black cock filling Amy's pussy from behind. She heard the way they talked to each other, the exclamations of desire and pleasure. She heard the sounds of vigorous doggystyle sex.

    Though she'd eaten lunch, Michelle felt like she could still taste Darryl's cum in her mouth. She could still feel the viscous fluid on her tongue even though she'd long since swallowed it. She could still feel Amy's fingers working her pussy and the pleasure of an intense orgasm working its way through her body even though hours had passed.

    Michelle also felt guilty, and with good reason. She hadn't fucked another man, but she'd absolutely cheated on Eric. The ring he'd proposed with had been on her finger as she touched another man's cock, as she placed that cock in Amy's pussy, as she'd let Darryl grope her perky tits while he fucked Amy. There was no question she'd cheated on Eric.

    The guilt wasn't anywhere near as overwhelming as Michelle thought it would be, though, in part because she was going through a sexual awakening that felt as though it had turned into a runaway train. It was terrible timing to be going through that awakening while engaged, but it would have been far worse to be doing it after they'd gotten married.

    Eric had shown at least a passing interest in Michelle taking some measure of control over their sex life, but it was a stretch to say that he'd suddenly be okay with her expanding her sexual interest outside of their relationship. It had already happened, though, both with Michelle's solo use of a sex toy and with her thrilling, voyeuristic interlude with Amy and Darryl.

    Despite her attempts at rationalizing, Michelle was nervous as she stepped into the apartment she shared with Eric. The TV was on and she heard his laughter coming from the living room.

    "Hey honey," he called out.

    Michelle set her purse down, took a deep breath, and closed her eyes. In an instant, she could feel Darryl's hand on her breasts. She could see his cock sliding in and out of Amy's pussy. She could feel herself dropping to her knees to receive a facial. The first facial of her life. She could feel Amy's lips and tongue against her skin as she cleaned up the mess Darryl had left on Michelle's face.

    Just like that, her pussy was soaked. Her thighs trembled with desire. "Hey honey," Michelle called out as she opened her eyes and tried her best to focus on greeting her fiancée.

    Eric looked up at she stepped into the living room and smiled. "Wow, you look beautiful," he said.

    Michelle was surprised. "Really?"

    He stood, tossed the remote on the couch, and moved towards her with a smile on his face. He reached out, slipped his hand around her waist and pulled her close. Michelle looked up at the man she'd agreed to marry and thought of how she'd looked with Darryl's cum on her face. She wondered what Eric would have thought of her in that moment. She imagined he would have called off the marriage in an instant, though a part of her hoped that Eric would have actually found it thrilling to see his future bride behave in such a wanton manner.

    "It's like you have...I don't know, a glow," he said before reaching up to caress her face.

    Michelle smiled and when Eric leaned down to kiss her, she eagerly parted her lips and welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She felt his cock grow stiff and press into her stomach. Eric clearly hadn't seen a look of guilt on Michelle's face. Instead, he'd seen her lust, her desire, her wonder at the way she'd behaved that afternoon. He'd seen it and he'd responded to it with lust of his own.

    Eric kissed Michelle's neck and she thought of Amy doing the same thing, only she was doing so in service of cleaning another man's cum off of Michelle's skin.

    A tidal wave of lust washed over Michelle as she thought of Eric being the one to clean Darryl's cum from her skin. Her pussy tingled and she felt the wetness growing and along with it came an intense need for an orgasm.

    "I want you," Eric said.

    Michelle didn't feel the same way. She wanted to cum, but she didn't want Eric's cock to provide the orgasm. She knew it was unlikely he'd be able to fuck her to the kind of climax she craved, the kind of climax Amy had experienced that day, the kind of climax her friend Rylie regularly experienced with her boyfriend Sergio.

    Michelle stepped back and unbuttoned her blouse. Her legs trembled as she thought of doing the same thing at Darryl's instruction. She thought of how her heart had pounded as she bared her breasts for the tall, handsome black man she'd met just moments before. She thought of how her pussy had gushed with desire as she crossed a sexual boundary she'd never in her life considered.

    "Yeah? How do you want me?" Michelle asked.

    "I want to fuck you," Eric replied as he stepped closer.

    Michelle stepped back again, pulled her blouse off, and tossed it on the floor. She unzipped her skirt and worked it over her hips, leaving it on the floor as she stood there in her bra, panties, and heels.

    "How do you want me, Eric?" she asked. "Do you want to take me to the bedroom, toss me on my back, and fuck me missionary style? Do you want me to ride your cock with my tight, wet pussy? Do you want to spin me around, push me up against the wall, and fuck me from behind?"

    He looked dumbfounded, and not without reason. Michelle wasn't prone to talking like that and he was likely surprised at the aggressiveness in her voice.

    "I...I want you missionary style," he said.

    Michelle unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her panties followed and she stood there in her heels as her fiancée's eyes wandered over her body. For a moment she wondered if her breasts were still reddened from the aggressive way Darryl had handled them, but a quick glance down showed they looked as normal as ever.

    "Yeah? And how do you want me?" she asked. "Will you make love to me? Will you fuck me? Will you pin my hands above my head and pound my pussy, Eric?"

    Eric closed the distance between them and kissed her as his hand moved between Michelle's legs. His fingers parted her pussy lips and slipped inside her. She moaned into his mouth as their tongues danced and then he kissed her neck again and once more Michelle thought of him licking another man's cum from her skin, just as Amy had done.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," she said as her thighs trembled and her pussy dripped with desire.

    Michelle unzipped his pants and freed Eric's cock. She stroked him, eliciting the kind of moan that signified great excitement on his part. They kissed again and she couldn't help but think of the taste of cum on Amy's tongue as she'd shared a messy kiss with her new friend while on her knees in the back room of the sex toy shop. Arousal coursed through her body and Michelle felt an orgasm approaching, one fueled almost entirely by the thrill of what she'd done outside her relationship.

    Michelle didn't want to have missionary sex with Eric. She'd had far too much missionary sex with him. It had already gotten boring. It wasn't his fault. Not really. He just couldn't quite thrill her. Not with the typical missionary sex, that is. Michelle could thrill herself, though, by seizing control.

    "Get on your knees," she demanded.

    Eric looked surprised, but then his lips curled into a slight smile and he sank to his knees. Michelle reached between her legs to play with her pussy and grasped one of her breasts. She squeezed it hard and fingered her slippery cunt while Eric watched from his knees.

    "Don't," she said when his hand moved to his stiff cock. "Not without permission. Remember, I own your cock."

    She'd uttered those same words just a handful of days prior and it seemed that Eric did, in fact, remember, as he quickly moved his hand away. Michelle was delighted to see a surge of lust on Eric's face, indicating his desire for her to continue to exercise control.

    Michelle backed away until she was leaning against the wall, spread her legs a little, and beckoned Eric to come closer. He crawled towards her, sat back on his knees, and looked up with a beautiful kind of desire in his eyes.

    "Do you still want me?" she asked.

    "More than anything," Eric replied.

    Michelle reached out, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him to her pussy. His tongue went to work immediately as she leaned against the wall, closed her eyes, and moaned. Again the scene from earlier that day filled her head. Again she saw Darryl's big black cock moving in and out of a tight pussy, but this time it was Michelle bent over the desk. This time it was her taking that big dick from behind. It was her urging Darryl to fuck her harder, to enjoy the pleasures of her pussy in pursuit of an intense orgasm.

    Michelle pushed Eric's head away from her pussy and he looked up with a hint of disappointment in his eyes. "You almost made me cum," she said. "We can't have that quite yet, can we?"

    Eric shook his head.

    "I need to get fucked, Eric," she said. "Can you do that? Can you fuck me?"

    He nodded. "Yes, Michelle, I can."

    "Are you sure?" she asked.

    He seemed a little put off by the question. "Yes, I'm sure."

    Michelle smiled, turned around, and pressed her hands against the wall. She arched her back, sticking her ass out and offering Eric what must have been a rather lovely view of her pussy.

    "Then get naked and fuck me," she said while looking over her shoulder.

    Eric stood and stripped hastily. He ran his hands down Michelle's back and then stepped closer and guided his cock inside her from behind. He filled her slowly and leaned in until his chest pressed against her back.

    "Fuck me, Eric," she demanded. "Fuck me hard."

    Eric grabbed her hips and fucked Michelle hard, just as she wanted. He fucked her as vigorously as he could manage - which was fairly vigorous - and it felt good. His hands moved from her hips to her breasts and he grasped them in a rougher manner than he ever had. That felt good too.

    Something was missing, though. It felt good, but not good enough. There was also the matter of Eric's cock not being anywhere near as large as Darryl's. That was an unfair comparison, of course, but Michelle had witnessed firsthand the pleasures of a woman taking a large cock in her pussy - and she'd experienced something quite similar with the big toy she'd bought - and in the moment Eric wasn't offering her those same sensations.

    "Michelle...I'm close," he said.

    She felt disappointed. It wasn't Eric's fault, but Michelle still felt disappointed. She pushed her hips forward and his cock slipped from her pussy. Before Eric could push it back inside her Michelle spun around, grasped the base of his dick, and squeezed hard.

    "That hurts," he said.

    "I know. I don't want you cumming just yet. You need to get me close first," she replied. "You need to tend to my needs, Eric."

    He seemed annoyed, but Michelle stroked his slick cock and every bit of annoyance washed away.

    "Will you tend to my needs?" she asked.

    "Yes," Eric answered with a nod.

    Michelle released his cock, stepped to the side, and headed for the bedroom. "Follow me."

    Michelle wanted to get fucked. She needed to get fucked, in fact, and she was certain that her fiancée could not - in that moment, at least - provide her with the fucking she craved. At least not with his cock.

    "Stay there," she instructed when Eric stepped into the bedroom doorway. He was naked and his cock was still stiff with a drop of precum glistening at the tip. He obeyed her instruction, putting a smile on Michelle's face as she crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back.

    Michelle closed her eyes, reached between her legs, and played with her pussy. She rubbed her clit and pushed three fingers deep between the wet, plump folds of her cunt. She arched her back and unleashed a long, low moan as thoughts of other men danced through her head. She heard Amy moaning. She heard Rylie telling her about how good Sergio fucked her and about how she'd be more than willing to lend her boyfriend to Michelle if she needed a good fucking before getting married.

    Her eyes popped open and she sat up, looked at Eric, and said, "Open my underwear drawer."

    He took a moment to process her request before striding across the room and opening the dresser drawer that contained the multitudes of underwear she owned.

    "In the back left you'll find something," she said. "Something I bought for myself."

    Michelle's heart pounded as Eric reached to the back left of the drawer, pulled aside her panties, and found the toy she'd bought at Amy's shop. The toy that was considerably larger than Eric. The toy that had already fucked Michelle to a thrilling orgasm while she fantasized about another man.

    Eric turned with the toy in his hand and his gaze fixated on it. He closed the dresser drawer and leaned against it as Michelle studied his face for some sense of his reaction.

    "Have you...have you used this?" he asked.

    "I have," Michelle replied. "And now I want you to use it. On me, that is."

    Eric looked up and his eyes wandered between her legs. He took a step towards the bed and stopped. "You want me to...you want me to use this toy on you?"

    "I want you to take care of my needs, Eric, and when you're done I'll take care of yours," she said.

    He smiled, perhaps because he was thinking of how she'd taken care of his needs over the past few weeks, including a blowjob where she'd let him cum in her mouth before swallowing.

    "I want you to fuck me with that big cock in your hand," Michelle said, making her point perfectly clear.

    Eric looked down at his dick and back at the toy. He likely didn't need to examine his cock to know that he was nowhere near as big as the dildo, but he confirmed it nonetheless.

    "I need to be fucked by that big cock in your hand," she added. "I need it desperately, Eric. Will you do that for me? Will you crawl into the bed, slide that big cock into my tight, wet, needy pussy and fuck me until I cum all over it?"

    She was, in a way, asking him to embrace the notion that his cock was incapable of meeting her needs in that moment. It was the truth, though, and Michelle had decided that she needed to know if Eric was malleable enough to join her in exploring her sexual awakening or if she needed to do the painful thing and simply end their engagement.

    "Yes, I can do that for you," he said. "I think I'd really enjoy doing that for you, in fact."

    Those were the words Michelle wanted to hear. She spread her legs a little wider as Eric approached the bed and pointed to the nightstand and said, "You'll need lube. It's big enough that it's a lot easier if it's lubed up."

    He grabbed a bottle of lube from the drawer and Michelle sat up, extended her hand and took it from him. She did the same with the toy and Eric stood at the side of the bed and watched as Michelle poured lube on it, wrapped her fingers around the surprisingly lifelike shaft, and stroked it while looking up at her fiancée.

    "There's something mesmerizing about it, isn't there?" she asked. "About watching me stroke this big cock."

    He nodded.

    "My pussy is wet for it, Eric. It's soaked for it. My pussy needs to be fucked by this big cock. It needs to be filled and stretched before it gets pounded hard." She tossed the bottle of lube aside and offered Eric the shiny, slippery-looking toy. "Will you fuck me, Eric? Will you slide this big dick into my pussy and fuck me the way I need to be fucked?"

    "Yes, Michelle, I will," he said.

    Eric took the toy and climbed into the bed. Michelle figured he'd take his place between her legs and watch as the toy filled her, but instead he laid next to her, pressed his body against hers, and reached down to rub the tip of the dildo over her pussy lips.

    "Fuck me, Eric," she said. "Fuck me with that big cock."

    He pushed it inside her and Michelle closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned.

    "That feels so good, baby. Stretch my pussy. Stretch my pussy with that big dick."

    Michelle felt Eric's stiff cock press into her thigh. It left a thin, slick layer of precum behind, a surefire sign of his continuing desire. She would have been surprised were she not so consumed with the overwhelming lust coursing through her, but as it was Michelle could barely think straight now that she was finally getting what she needed.

    "It's so deep inside me," she said. "That big cock is so deep in my pussy, Eric."

    He kissed her neck and moaned while rubbing his dick against her thigh. Michelle couldn't tell if he was purposefully grinding against her or simply acting on instinct, but she liked that he was so turned on.

    "Does it go deeper than I do?" he asked.

    Michelle studied his face for a moment and then smiled and nodded. "That dick in your hand goes much deeper in my pussy than the one between your legs, baby. Much, much deeper." She punctuated the sentence with a moan and Eric's lips found their way to hers for a long, lingering kiss.

    "Fuck me harder," she said. "I need it harder, Eric. I need that big cock to fuck my tight little pussy hard and fast."

    He sped up the pace, fucking the full length inside her while Michelle closed her eyes and grasped her breasts. Eric kissed her neck and nibbled on her earlobe and moaned softly as he worked her pussy with the toy with an unexpected level of skill, like he was destined to be the sort of man that fucked his fiancée with a dildo.

    "Does it feel better than my dick?" he asked.

    Michelle opened her eyes and saw desire on his face. Pure, intense desire. He was far more aroused than she'd expected and she smiled, reached up, and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss.

    "Yes, it feels better than your dick," she said softly before kissing him again and offering just a hint of tongue. Eric fucked her harder and his thumb brushed against her clit with every thrust, bring an even deeper level of pleasure. "Oh, fuck, Eric, right now it feels so much better than your dick."

    He groaned and Michelle kissed him again, this time doing so while an orgasm washed over her. She moaned loudly and sucked on his tongue while experiencing a deeply-satisfying climax that made her toes curl while her thighs shook wildly as Eric buried the toy in her pussy and held it there, stretching and filling her wondrously.

    "Wow," she said softly. "That was...wow. Thank you for that, Eric."

    "It was my pleasure," he replied.

    Eric gently pulled the toy from her pussy and Michelle looked down to see it covered in the same thick white cream that had appeared the first time she fucked herself.

    "I came all over that toy," she said with a smile.

    "Yeah, you really did. I guess...I mean, does that mean it was a really good orgasm?"

    Michelle took the toy from him and set it on the nightstand before turning back and crawling on top of him. She guided his stiff cock into her pussy, leaned down, and kissed his neck before whispering, "Yes, that means it was an incredible orgasm, Eric. One of the best I've ever had."

    She kissed his neck while slowly grinding on his cock and eliciting a series of moans that made Michelle think he was already close to cumming.

    "I came all over that big cock while you watched, Eric," she said softly while thinking of the fact that she'd watched while her new friend got fucked earlier that afternoon. "You watched and you fucked me with that big toy. You watched my pussy stretch out around it. You watched my tight little cunt open up to take every inch of that big toy. You watched and you fucked me like a good boy."

    Eric groaned and his body spasmed beneath her. He was cumming. He was cumming inside her. Michelle sat up, rested her hands on his chest, and moved her hips back and forth to work him with her pussy and offer as much pleasure as she could to the man that had given her such intense satisfaction that night.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    A big smile broke across his face before Eric nodded.

    "Thank you for fucking me with that big dick," Michelle said. "It was exactly what I needed tonight, and what I'll probably need on many nights in the future."

    "You're welcome," Eric replied. "It was...well, it was my pleasure. It really was."

    She leaned down, kissed him, and ran her fingers through his hair. "I'm glad to hear that," she whispered. "Very, very glad to hear that."

    Michelle lifted her pussy from his cock and rolled onto her back next to him. She felt his cum leaking out of her, turned her head, and said, "You're leaking out of me. Would you run to the bathroom and get me a towel so I don't make a mess of the bed?"

    Eric nodded. "Of course."

    Michelle watched with a smile on her face as he rolled out of bed and hurried towards the bathroom, doing exactly as she'd requested. She felt a twinge of pleasure at the sight of him obeying her small request and she filed away that feeling in hopes of stoking it in the coming weeks and months, perhaps outside the bedroom as well as inside it.

    Michelle closed her eyes and reached between her legs. She rubbed her clit in slow circles and moaned. It felt good. Exceptionally good. So good that she wanted to cum again. Eric could handle that, though. He could clean the mess inside her and then use his tongue to get her off a second time, assuming he was willing to continue to be good even after his climax.

    Eric returned to the bedroom with a small towel and Michelle spread her legs. He crawled between them, dropped to his stomach, and dutifully cleaned the cum leaking out of her.

    "I'd like to cum again," she said.

    Eric looked up with a hint of delight in his eyes.

    "I'd like you to make me cum," she continued. "With your tongue. Will you do that for me?"

    He nodded. A moment later his tongue brushed against her clit. He was so eager to get her off that he didn't want to wait a moment longer, or so it seemed based on his eagerness and the delight in his eyes.

    "Oh, fuck," Michelle said as she reached down and grabbed a fistful of Eric's hair. "That feels so good, baby. You're being such a good boy for me."

    He groaned and licked her faster and with a touch more pressure. Michelle's pussy came alive and sent tidal waves of pleasure through her body, leaving her tingling with utter delight.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she instructed.

    Eric looked up at her and hesitated, but only for a moment. He plunged his tongue into Michelle's pussy and used his thumb to rub her clit. He'd almost certainly cleaned most of his cum out of her, but the idea that he was tasting something of himself and doing so with such vigor was enough to put her over the top.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Michelle grabbed a second handful of his hair and pulled Eric closer, holding him between her legs as he continued to probe her pussy with his tongue and gently rub her clit. He gave her a thrilling, body shaking orgasm and she released his hair only when the shockwaves of pleasure had fully subsided, leaving her on her back with a smile on her face and a delightful tingle between her legs.

    "Wow," she said softly. "That was amazing. You were...well, you were a very good boy for me."

    He sat up and Michelle noted he was sporting a half hard cock, indicating a deep level of arousal. She didn't say a word, but she filed away that bit of information to be used later, as it seemed that they'd both thoroughly enjoyed a bit of kinky post-sex play with his tongue probing her pussy and no doubt bathing his taste buds in the remnants of his cum.

    "Come here," Michelle said. "Kiss me."

    Eric did so happily and as his tongue slipped into her mouth, Michelle thought of kissing Amy that afternoon, of tasting Darryl's cum on her tongue. Now she was tasting her fiancée's cum and it too brought a sense of kinky thrill.

    "I love you, Eric," she said while caressing his face.

    He smiled, kissed her once more, and replied, "I love you too, Michelle."

    Eric rested his head on her chest and Michelle ran her fingers through his hair while she smiled at the intensely arousing events of the day. So much had happened in such a short span of time and it felt as though she was well on her way to becoming an entirely different woman, sexually speaking, at least.

    Michelle couldn't wait to see what other pleasures her sexual awakening might bring. If they were anything like what she'd experienced so far, she had a great deal to look forward to.
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    "I did something insane," Michelle confessed as she stared at the well-filled glass of red wine sitting on the table.

    Rylie leaned closer, smiled, and asked, "You have to tell me."

    It was the exact reaction Michelle had expected. She'd invited herself to Rylie's apartment because she needed to talk about what she'd done in the sex toy shop and she had only one friend that she was confident wouldn't judge her.

    "It's not the kind of thing you'd think I would do," Michelle said.

    Rylie reached out and took her friend's hand. "You absolutely must tell me. You can't introduce it like that and not tell me."

    Michelle laughed, took a long sip of the wine in the hope of getting a boost of liquid courage, and said, "It's kind of a long story, but the short version is that I watched a girl I barely know get fucked by a black guy and then I kind of joined in."

    Rylie's eyes went as wide and her mouth hung open as she processed the news. "Wait, really?"

    Michelle nodded.

    Rylie's lips curled into a bright, gleeful smile before she said, "I want to hear the long version."

    Michelle proceeded to share the long version. She told Rylie how she'd gone into the sex shop and bought a rather sizable toy. She detailed how she went back again, how there was no one in the shop, how she heard moans coming from behind the door marked 'employees only.'

    "I don't know what got into me," she said, "but I walked through the door. I followed the noises. When I rounded the corner I saw Amy bent over a desk getting fucked from behind by a black guy."

    "And you decided to watch?" Rylie asked. Michelle nodded and her friend smiled gleefully before laughing. "I didn't know you had it in you. Was it hot?"

    "It was," Michelle admitted. "I mean, to me, at least. So hot I couldn't take my eyes off of it." So hot that Michelle was getting turned on as she recounted the story.

    "So how did you end up joining them?" Rylie asked without a hint of judgment in her voice.

    "They saw me. I must have made a noise or something. I don't know. One of them looked back and saw me, but instead of walking away I just walked down the hallway and into the little office where they were having sex," Michelle explained.

    Again Rylie's eyes went wide. "Holy shit. Michelle, holy shit. That's...I don't know...that's crazy, and kind of hot."

    Michelle laughed. "It really was. Crazy and hot, I mean."

    "So, did you, like, just stand there and watch?" she asked.

    Michelle shook her head, prompting yet another surprised look from her friend. "The guy, Darryl, told me to take my shirt off. He wanted to see my tits, to play with them."

    "Did you do it?"

    Michelle nodded. "It's crazy. I mean, saying it now, it's completely insane. I didn't really know either of them, and yet there I was watching this girl get fucked and happily exposing my tits to this guy."

    "Was he hot?"

    "Yes, really hot," Michelle said. "And strong. And sexy. And there was just something about him...I don't know, something that made me want to do what he asked. I mean, that's probably why Amy was bent over a desk while she was supposed to be working."

    Rylie looked off and bit her lower lip as she gently swirled the wine in her glass. "Guys like that are hard to resist," she said. "I mean, Sergio's like that. It's why I'm still with him, to be honest. I just...I mean, he calls or texts and tells me he wants me and I get wet. It's the craziest thing. I've never experienced it before. There's just something about the way he makes me feel."

    Michelle had experienced a hint of that same feeling in that little office with Darryl and Amy. She'd done exactly what the tall, gorgeous, muscular black man had wanted. She'd let him play with her tits. She'd gotten on her knees to take a facial. She'd shared cum kisses with Amy. She'd done all of it without even a hint of hesitation, too.

    "Sorry, I got a little lost there," Rylie said with a chuckle. "So you showed him your tits. What happened after that?"

    "He played with them," Michelle answered. "He fucked Amy and he played with my tits and, to be honest, it was so hot, Rylie. I mean, I was so turned on. I was watching her get fucked and his hands were all over my body and it was just so hot. I was...I mean, I was really turned on."

    Rylie sat back and Michelle saw a hungry look wash over her face. "I can imagine," she said. "Did you get fucked?"

    Michelle shook her head. "He fingered me, though. He told me to take my panties off, to strip, and I did. His fingers were inside me a moment later. I was so wet, Rylie. Fuck, I was so turned on."

    "Amazing," her friend said with a big smile. "Just amazing. I mean, I know this sounds weird, but I feel kind of proud of you."

    Michelle laughed. "Really?"

    "Yeah. You're usually so...vanilla. Not in a bad way. Or not necessarily in a bad way, but there have been times where that vanilla quality means you're missing out. This is definitely not a vanilla experience you're talking about, though, and I think that's amazing."

    Michelle sipped the wine as she felt the slightest bit of buzz from the alcohol. "I sucked his fingers clean," she said. "After he pulled them out of me, I mean. He held them up in front of my lips. He didn't say a word, but I sucked them clean."

    Rylie smiled. "And?"

    "And it was really fucking hot," Michelle admitted.

    Rylie laughed. "Yes! I'll be he liked that. A pretty girl like you - and a girl he's never met - sucking her juices off his fingers."

    "It certainly seemed like he enjoyed himself," Michelle said. "While I was sucking on his fingers he told Amy to cum on his cock. It didn't take long for her to comply, either. She seemed to have an incredible orgasm."

    "Did you think about being the one cumming on his cock?"

    Michelle nodded without even thinking about it.

    "There's nothing quite like cumming on a big cock attached to a man that knows how to use it well," Rylie said before once again biting her lip.

    "He pulled out of her and had us both get on our knees," Michelle said.

    Rylie's eyes went wide. "And then?"

    "And then he came on our faces."

    "Holy shit," Rylie said before her lips broke into a bright smile. "He came on your face? Is that the first time you've done that?"

    Michelle nodded.

    "And?"

    "It was way hotter than I thought it would be and when he told us to kiss and share the taste of his cum, I did it without hesitation. And when Amy played with my pussy while we were kissing, I came. I came really fucking hard. I mean, it all sounds kind of insane as I'm telling you the story, but the orgasm was kind of astonishing, Rylie," Michelle explained.

    "That tends to happen when you step outside the world of vanilla sex," Rylie replied.

    Michelle possessed growing evidence of the truth of that notion, as each of the orgasms she'd had in the past few weeks had surpassed just about any other in her life. "I know," she said.

    A few seconds of silence passed before Rylie asked, "So, should I set you up with Sergio?"

    Michelle wasn't sure Rylie had remembered offering her boyfriend's services - or if she'd been serious when she'd done so - but she clearly had.

    "I was serious about that," Rylie said. "I really don't mind sharing him and I'm absolutely certain he'd love to fuck you. I'm pretty sure just about any man would love to fuck you, but I bet Sergio would take extra pleasure in fucking a girl who's engaged to another man."

    Michelle felt the wetness between her legs deepen at the notion of having sex with another man, particularly one as skilled as Sergio seemed to be, at least based on Rylie's experience with him.

    "I'm not quite ready for that yet," she said. "I already cheated on Eric and I don't want to do it again, especially since I think he might be able to forgive me since I didn't actually have sex with Darryl."

    "But you want to fuck someone else," Rylie replied with a smile.

    Michelle nodded. She'd already confessed everything to Rylie and there was no point in denying what was almost certainly an obvious truth. "And I could be wrong, but I kind of feel like Eric might be into it. It might take some work, but I think he might actually let me do it."

    "Wait, really?"

    "Yeah. I've had him fuck me with the toy I bought - a toy that's much bigger than his cock - and he really seems to enjoy it," Michelle explained. "He gets turned on and a few times I've given him a handjob while talking to him about how good it felt to have that big cock inside me and he gets off on it."

    Rylie smiled. "Damn. I never would have guessed Eric would be willing to step outside the world of vanilla sex. How about that?"

    "I know. I was kind of surprised too, to be honest. He really seems to respond to me taking more control, too," she replied.

    "Taking control?" Rylie asked.

    Michelle nodded and finished her glass of wine as the buzz got a great deal more pleasant. "Yeah. I've started being a little more...well, dominant. Sexually, I mean. Controlling when we have sex. The positions we use. Whether he gets to cum. How he gets to cum. Sometimes I deny him sex and make him go down on me."

    Rylie seemed more surprised by Michelle's dominance than the fact that she'd participated in a threesome. "Wow. You're just opening all sorts of new doors, aren't you?"

    Michelle laughed. "I guess I am. I don't know. It all feels like a whirlwind, you know? Like I've discovered this entirely new part of myself. It's really exciting, though. Kind of stressful, too."

    "Stressful?"

    "I feel like I...like I can't go back, you know? Like...well, like vanilla sex isn't going to work for me anymore, and I'm still not sure if Eric's actually as into the new stuff as he seems or if he's just willing to go along with it, or if it's just the novelty of it that's fun for him," Michelle explained.

    "And if he's not into it..."

    "Then I don't know how I can marry him," Michelle said. "Which sounds so harsh, but I think it's true. I mean, I just can't imagine a life where I'm not particularly fulfilled, sexually speaking, or where I'm frustrated all the time."

    "You know, I could be wrong, but I wonder if you're not giving Eric enough credit. Maybe it turns out that you found the perfect man for you, that he's just as into non-vanilla stuff as you are," Rylie replied. "I mean, I feel like most guys would refuse to fuck their fiancée with a much bigger cock. Most guys would get really pissed at the idea, in fact. I mean, you know men and their dicks. If you express even a hint of dissatisfaction with a man's cock size he usually loses his mind."

    Michelle laughed. "That's true, and Eric definitely didn't lose his mind."

    "No, he got turned on," Rylie said. "So, you know, maybe he'd find it really hot if you told him the same story you just told me. Maybe he'd get hard as a rock if you told him that a gorgeous black man fingered your pussy while you watched him fuck a friend of yours. Maybe Eric would spill his load if you told him that you sucked that black man's fingers clean, or that you fantasized about being the one getting railed from behind, or that you took a fucking facial and then shared cum kisses with a gorgeous girl while getting your pussy fingered."

    Michelle was so wet her panties had soaked through and the idea of Eric being turned on by the story only made her wetter. "It's risky, though. Really risky."

    "Yes, it is," Rylie said. "But it's also really risky to marry a guy when you're not sure if you're on the same level, sexually speaking. Though I'm certain you already know that."

    Michelle smiled and nodded. "I do. So I guess I just have to find the courage to tell Eric at some point. I mean, I probably owe him that since he should know he's marrying a woman capable of doing what I did."

    Rylie raised her glass. "There's also that. Honesty is probably the best choice before you get married. Should I pour you another glass of wine?"

    Michelle nodded. She'd have one more glass and then she'd go home and confess her dalliance to her fiancée.

    ---

    Michelle was dressed in a delicate white lace bodysuit, so of course Eric's gaze focused on her as he answered her call and stepped into the bedroom. Just a few seconds later, though, he glanced at the dildo on the nightstand. It was different than the one he'd used on her a handful of times. Michelle had unearthed the black dildo she'd bought at the sex toy shop. The long, thick, veiny black dildo that looked remarkably similar to the cock Michelle had watched slide in and out of Amy's pussy.

    "It's kind of mesmerizing, isn't it?" she asked.

    Eric stepped into the room and Michelle thought she saw a hint of excitement on her fiancée's face to go along with a touch of confusion. "Is it new?" he asked.

    "I haven't used it yet, if that's what you're asking," Michelle answered. "I bought it a few weeks ago. Amy, the girl in the shop, suggested it, actually."

    Eric's eyebrows shot up. "She did?"

    Michelle smiled and moved to her hands and knees in the bed. She looked up at Eric, shook her hips just a little, and said, "She said it's almost as good as the real thing, though I suspect she was exaggerating a little."

    Eric looked aroused but nervous and Michelle could understand why. After all, she'd been a little unpredictable over the past few weeks.

    "She has a thing for black guys," Michelle said before Eric could get in a word. "A fondness for them, I guess you could say. Or, I suppose, for a certain kind of black guy that has a cock like that toy and knows how to use it."

    He wasn't scared off. He was intrigued. There was no question about it. "How do you know that? Did she...did she tell you?"

    Michelle bit her lower lip and nodded as she shook her ass, drawing Eric's gaze to her backside and the white lace that covered it. "She did, but that's not the only reason I know."

    She crawled forward and sat on the edge of the bed before reaching out and pulling Eric between her legs. Michelle caressed his cock through his slacks and felt him grow at her touch.

    "What's the other reason?" he asked.

    Michelle's pulse raced. This was the moment. She was going to confess. She was going to try and make it as sexy as possible, but she was going to confess and there was a chance her relationship with Eric would be over before the night ended. She hoped for a far better outcome, though. One that enhanced her relationship, that unlocked something new and naughty for the two of them to explore together.

    "I watched her get fucked by a black guy," Michelle said as she continued to gently rub Eric's cock through his pants. "A black guy with a cock just as big as that dildo. I saw her bent over a desk taking his cock from behind. I heard her moaning. I heard her tell him to fuck her hard and deep, to enjoy her pussy, to make her feel good with his big black cock."

    Eric was hard. Hard as a rock. Michelle loosened his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pushed them to the floor. She stroked him through his underwear and looked up to study his face for signs of anger or betrayal. She saw none, though.

    "I went to the sex toy shop. I wanted to talk to her. She wasn't there, but I heard moans coming from the back room," Michelle explained.

    She pushed his underwear to the floor and took his stiff cock in her hand.

    "I walked through the door and into the employee only area," she continued. "I turned a corner. I saw a naked black man standing behind a beautiful white girl. I saw him thrusting in and out of her. I heard her moaning as she took his dick from behind. I heard her pleasure. I saw it. I was mesmerized by it, Eric."

    Precum poured from the tip of his dick and Michelle stood and kissed him as she continued to work his cock. Eric's lips parted without hesitation and when she offered her tongue he took it. He moaned, too, and his hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass.

    "They saw me," she said softly. "They saw me standing there and watching."

    "What did you do?" he asked.

    "They told me to come closer," Michelle answered. "And I did. I walked down the hallway. I walked towards them. I walked into the little office they were fucking in. I saw his cock inside her. I saw her pink pussy lips wrapped around his long, thick, dark shaft. I saw him moving in and out of her. I saw it from just a few feet away. I saw him fucking her. I saw him taking her from behind. I saw him using her tight little pussy for his pleasure."

    They kissed again, this time with even greater vigor. Eric's tongue was active and so were his hands as they moved all over Michelle's body, caressing and groping and fondling in an attempt to offer her pleasure.

    "Did you...did you just stand there and watch?" Eric asked.

    Michelle shook her head. "Darryl, the guy fucking Amy, he told me to take my blouse off."

    Eric moaned and she felt his cock swell up in her hand.

    "He told me to take my bra off, too. He said he wanted to see my tits," she continued. "He wanted to see my perky white tits."

    Eric reached up and slipped a hand into her bodysuit, grasping the soft flesh of Michelle's breast and squeezing it with a touch of roughness that she found enthralling.

    "He played with my tits just like that," she said. "His strong hand squeezed them while he fucked Amy's pussy."

    Michelle reached up and pushed the straps of the bodysuit off her shoulders. Eric pulled it down, exposing both of her breasts and once again grasping her flesh and playing with it.

    "Did it feel good?" he asked. "When he played with your tits, did it feel good?"

    "Yes," Michelle admitted with a nod. "It felt incredible. I was so turned on from watching them, from the thrill of it, and his touch felt so good. He was strong and confident and I got even wetter as he took what he wanted from me, as he demanded I show him my tits so he could play with them."

    Eric pushed his hand down the front of the bodysuit and his fingers pushed into her pussy. "You're wet right now," he said.

    "Yes, I am," she replied. "Because I'm thinking about how he fingered me."

    Eric moaned and Michelle felt his precum drip into the palm of her hand.

    "After playing with my tits, he told me to strip," she said. "He told me to take my panties off. He wanted to play with my pussy, to finger me."

    "And you let him?" Eric asked.

    Michelle nodded. "I didn't hesitate. I took my panties off. I showed my pussy. I let him finger me while he fucked Amy. I let him discover how wet I was. I let him push his fingers so deep inside me."

    Michelle pushed the bodysuit down her body and stepped out of it, leaving her naked. She let him play with her pussy for a little longer and then grabbed his wrist, pulled his fingers out of her, and lifted his hand to her mouth.

    "Then he told me to suck his fingers clean," she whispered. "To suck my juices off of them."

    "Did you?" he asked.

    Michelle answered by taking her fiancée's fingers in her mouth and sucking slowly and sensually. She sucked just like she'd done for Darryl, recreating the naughty moment for the man she wanted to marry. She elicited a moan from him and his cock felt harder than it ever had as she continued to slowly stroke him.

    "Fuck, Michelle..."

    "There's more," she said. "I watched Amy cum on his big black cock. I watched her cum like I didn't know it was possible to cum. She had an incredible orgasm, Eric, while she was taking that big dick from behind. She filled the office with her screams of pleasure. It was incredible."

    Eric moaned and leaned in to kiss her. He fingered Michelle's pussy once more and she moaned into his mouth as he worked her clit.

    "Then he told us to get on our knees," she whispered.

    Eric leaned back a little and studied her face. Michelle was quite certain that he was thinking about another man cumming on her.

    "We did as he instructed," she continued. "He pulled the condom off. He stroked his incredible cock right in front of our faces. It was so long and thick and beautiful and the head was so plump and perfect."

    Michelle stroked his cock and played with his balls, though she did so slowly to prevent Eric from cumming.

    "Then he came on our faces," she said. "He came all over both of us, Eric. He came on my face and on Amy's face. He covered us in his cum. He made an absolute mess and my pussy was soaked the entire time."

    "Holy shit, Michelle..."

    She released his cock, spun around, put her hands on the bed, and bent over. Michelle looked over her shoulder, smiled, and said, "He told Amy to kiss me, to share his cum with me, and to play with my pussy as she did. He told her to make me cum while we shared the taste of his load, Eric."

    Eric looked down at her ass and took his cock in his hand. He stepped closer and then hesitated before looking at the black dildo sitting on the nightstand. A moment later it was in his hand. He spit on the tip, rubbed his saliva all around, and then pressed it against Michelle's pussy.

    "Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me with that big black cock."

    Eric slid the toy into Michelle's pussy and she closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and let out a guttural moan as she imagined Darryl fucking her. She didn't even have to conjure the image. It just appeared. She was Amy. She was bent over the desk. She was getting fucked from behind by a gorgeous black man. Her pussy was the one giving him pleasure. Her pussy was the one receiving the intense pleasure of being filled with black cock.

    "Harder," she said. "Fuck me harder."

    Eric did as instructed. He fucked his fiancée harder. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it aggressively, eliciting a moan from Michelle as she sank deeper into her fantasy. She could hear Amy's moans. She could hear Darryl grunting and groaning as he fucked her. It was like she was in the office. It was like she was the one barreling towards an orgasm.

    "Fuck, I'm close!" she cried out.

    "Cum on his cock," Eric said. "Cum on Darryl's cock!"

    That put Michelle over the top. She had a loud, wild, screaming orgasm. Her legs trembled. Her pussy pulsated around the black dildo. Juices dripped out of her and down her legs. She fell forward onto the bed and the toy slipped out of her as she lost the ability to hold up her body. Michelle saw stars as a smile crept across her face and a kind of joy she'd never experienced filled her body.

    "Fuck...that was so fucking good," she said softly.

    "I've never see you cum like that before," Eric noted.

    Michelle crawled fully into the bed, rolled onto her back, and spread her legs. "Fuck me, Eric. Fuck me and cum inside me. Now."

    Eric crawled into the bed, slipped his cock into her pussy, and began fucking Michelle without hesitation. She wrapped her legs around him, ran her hands down his back, and grabbed his ass just a moment before he cried out in pleasure and came inside her.

    He hadn't lasted more than ten seconds, though Michelle took that as a very good sign, for he'd clearly been so aroused that he couldn't help but unload in her pussy without more than a few dozen thrusts.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "That was incredible," he replied.

    Michelle held him close. They'd almost certainly have to have a far more serious conversation about what she'd done - she had cheated, after all - and the consequences of it, but for the moment she was going to bask in the notion that her fiancée found it impossibly arousing that she'd done what she'd done in the sex toy shop that day. With any luck, Eric would forgive her and they'd move on to exploring all kinds of naughty fun as a couple.
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    Michelle hadn't returned to the sex shop since witnessing Amy and Darryl's pursuit of pleasure. Nearly two weeks had passed. She'd thought about going back almost every day but something - a kind of fear she didn't quite understand - always stopped her.

    Today, though, Michelle had overcome that fear. She'd just gotten out of work and was walking confidently towards the sex shop. She was dressed for work, though that morning she'd chosen a pair of knee high leather boots with three inch heels that made her feel far sexier than usual. Her skirt was a little tighter around her ass, too, as Michelle had consciously chosen to look hotter. Perhaps she'd known - somewhere in the back of her mind - that she was going back to the store that day.

    Michelle's heart pounded as she approached the shop and for a moment she considered turning around and heading home. Then she saw Amy standing behind the counter and her mind flashed to the memory of being in the back room and sharing cum-flavored kisses with the beautiful blonde as Amy fingered Michelle to a thunderous orgasm.

    That memory sent a wave of pleasure through Michelle's body and compelled her to open the door and step inside. Amy looked her way, smiled, and came around from behind the counter as Michelle approached.

    "I wasn't sure I'd see you again," she said with a smile.

    Michelle stuffed her hands into her coat pockets and looked away for a moment as she dealt with a sudden surge of shyness. "Yeah, I had some stuff to deal with."

    "Anything bad?" Amy asked.

    There was genuine concern on her face and Michelle couldn't help but smile. "No. I just didn't want to come back until I'd told my fiancée about what happened that day. It took me a little while to find the courage to do so. Plus, if I'm being honest, I was...I don't know, kind of scared to come back."

    Amy stepped closer, reached out, and pulled Michelle's hand from her coat pocket. Their fingers entwined as she asked, "Scared?"

    There was something so warm and intimate about Amy's touch that it took Michelle a few moments to respond. She didn't pull away, though, as Amy's touch felt reassuring. Instead, she squeezed her friend's hand and said, "Honestly, I couldn't actually say what I was scared of. I think it's just that coming in here always seems to lead to me stepping a little further outside my comfort zone. Or, in the case of the last time, stepping way, way outside my sexual comfort zone."

    Amy laughed. "It felt good though, didn't it?"

    Michelle nodded. "Amy, it felt better than good. I mean, the whole thing was incredible. It was sexy and wild and naughty and thrilling and the orgasm...I mean, the orgasm was amazing."

    Amy unleashed a smile that was imbued with more than a hint of naughtiness as she let go of Michelle's hand and leaned against the counter with her hips pushed slightly forwards like she was presenting herself. She wore a pair of hip-hugging jeans and a slightly cropped t-shirt and she did so with such confidence that Michelle couldn't help but feel just a hint of desire.

    "It felt good to make you cum like that," Amy said. "To cum that hard, I mean. I obviously don't know you very well, but it seemed obvious that you were in the throes of an exceptionally good orgasm as I played with your pussy."

    Michelle was a little taken aback at Amy's boldness, and yet she felt a touch of arousal between her legs. "It was one of the best orgasms I've ever had," she admitted. "The whole thing just turned me on so much that when I came it was like a dam bursting."

    "I can't really explain why, but Darryl almost always makes me cum like that," Amy said. "There's just something about him, about the way he fucks, about the way he's so...so in charge. I don't know...it's just so hot." She bit her lower lip, let her eyes linger on Michelle's face for a few seconds, and added, "I get a little wet just thinking about it."

    "How often...how often are you with him?" Michelle asked.

    Amy smiled and her eyes wandered over Michelle's body for a few moments before she said, "Would you like to take your coat off?"

    Michelle nodded and Amy moved behind her and helped her out of her coat, folding it over her arm and setting it behind the counter as Michelle smoothed out her blouse and ensured that it was still properly tucked into her skirt.

    "Darryl and I don't have set dates or anything," Amy said as she came out from behind the counter and headed for the front door. Michelle watched her friend flip the lock and turn the 'open' sign around and she felt her pulse quicken. "Sometimes he texts me. Sometimes I text him. Sometimes we meet up at his place or my place or sometimes he just comes in and takes me to the back room if the store is empty."

    Amy turned and strode towards Michelle with a confident smile on her face and a gentle way in her hips.

    "I was with him yesterday," she said before stepping behind Michelle and putting a hand around her waist. Amy pulled her close and her lips found Michelle's neck for a soft, astoundingly seductive kiss. "I went to his place after I closed. He was in a pair of shorts. No shirt. His body was a little bit sweaty like he'd just finished a workout. I’m sure you can imagine how good he looked."

    Michelle thought of Darryl fucking Amy from behind in the little office, of how his body had been a little sweaty from the effort of pounding her with his long, thick cock.

    "He took my hand and led me to his living room," she continued while loosening the first button of Michelle's blouse and slowly working her way down. Amy's hand slipped into Michelle's shirt and the cup of her black lace bra. "He sat down and gestured to the floor at his feet. I got on my knees for him, reached up, and pulled off his workout shorts. He wasn't wearing any underwear so that big, beautiful black cock of his sprang into view."

    Amy kissed Michelle's neck and played with her breasts, using her fingers to deftly manipulate the stiff nipples she found, sending intense waves of pleasure throughout Michelle's body and leaving her weak in the knees.

    "He told me to suck his dick," Amy whispered. "He said it in that way that makes it impossible to resist him, like when he told you to show him your perky white tits or that wet, tight little pussy of yours. Do you remember how eager you were to do as Darryl wanted? Do you remember how quickly you showed him these perfect, perky titties of yours, Michelle?"

    "Yes," she said with a moan.

    Amy squeezed Michelle's breast hard. "I couldn't get his cock in my mouth fast enough. It's always that way with him. I just can't help myself." She moaned and kissed Michelle's neck. "Have you ever gotten wet sucking a man's cock, Michelle?"

    "No," Michelle admitted.

    "Mmm, that's a shame. There's nothing quite like the thrill of sucking a dick like Darryl's, a dick that you know is going to make you cum so hard you get lightheaded," Amy said softly as her hand moved down Michelle's side and tugged at her skirt's zipper.

    Michelle offered no resistance. They were shielded from the store's windows and her pussy was already soaked with desire. She wasn't sure what Amy intended, but she was too turned on to stop her.

    "I like that you wear matching underwear to work," Amy said before giving Michelle's ass a light smack. "I like a woman that wants to feel sexy. That's what you want, right Michelle?"

    "Yes," she said.

    Amy reached between Michelle's legs and pressed her fingers against the damp lace of her panties. Michelle thought of the orgasm Amy had given her, the orgasm she'd experienced while sharing cum-flavored kisses as Darryl stood above them and watched with his fingers wrapped around his cock.

    "Mmm, you're so wet," Amy whispered. "So fucking wet. Should I put my fingers inside you?"

    "Yes, please."

    Amy pulled Michelle's panties aside and entered her. Two fingers slipped deep into her soaking wet pussy and Michelle closed her eyes and moaned as Amy worked her with great skill.

    "Have you thought of Darryl?" she asked. "Have you thought of that gorgeous cock of his?"

    "Yes," Michelle admitted as Amy fingered her at an increasingly rapid pace, filling the store with the sounds of her wet pussy being pounded. "I've masturbated to it. I made my fiancée fuck me with the black dildo I bought while I thought about Darryl, while I thought about cumming on his cock."

    Amy pulled her fingers from Michelle's pussy and spun her around. She had a giddy smile on her face as she asked, "I guess your fiancée took the news well, then."

    Michelle nodded as her legs trembled from the desire coursing through her. "He did. He's still a little hurt that I cheated on him, but he seems to find the whole thing so arousing that he can't get truly mad at me."

    Amy held up her fingers and stepped closer. She reached for Michelle's mouth and a moment later she was tasting herself on Amy's flesh. Michelle closed her lips as her friend's slippery fingers pushed towards the back of her throat.

    Amy leaned in and kissed her neck softly. "Darryl has a friend," she whispered. "A friend just like him. A friend that would very much like to meet a girl like you. Darryl told me to see if you were interested in a double date."

    Michelle moaned at the idea and Amy pulled her fingers free. A moment later they were in Michelle's pussy once more.

    "Do you want to go on that double date, Michelle?" she asked.

    "Yes," Michelle said with a nod before unleashing a moan thanks to the intense pleasure that enveloped her body.

    Amy smiled and plunged a third finger into Michelle's pussy while working her clit with a thumb. "And do you understand how the date's going to end, assuming it goes well?"

    Michelle nodded. The date would end with another man's cock inside her. A cock that was almost certainly similar to Darryl's. Long, thick, remarkably hard.

    "And that's what you want?" Amy asked.

    Michelle's legs trembled so hard she thought she might fall down as she nodded.

    Amy smiled. "You want to pleasure a big black cock? You want to use your pretty mouth to suck it? You want to bend over, look over your shoulder, and beg him to fuck your tight little white pussy? Is that what you want, Michelle?"

    "Yes!" she cried out as her orgasm neared.

    Amy must have seen it coming, because she pulled her fingers from Michelle's pussy. She sucked them clean and said, "You taste good." She smiled and asked, "Your fiancée will be okay with you going on a double date?"

    "I'm not sure, to be honest," Michelle answered. "But if he's not, I think I can convince him that it's the right thing for both of us. The look in his eyes when he fucks me with the black dildo, when I tell him that it feels so good inside me, that I like it because it's so big...there's something there that makes it seem like he's absolutely the kind of guy that will end up being okay with me going on a double date."

    Amy stepped closer, slipped a hand into Michelle's bra, and squeezed her breast hard. "And is he the kind of guy that will be okay with his fiancée getting railed by a massive black cock on that date? Is he the kind of guy that will be able to handle the fact that a man - not a toy - had his way with your pussy? That a black man filled you with his perfect cock and made you cum so fucking hard you couldn't speak?"

    "He will be," Michelle answered with a smile, "because that's the kind of man I want him to be and I'm pretty sure I can convince Eric to be the kind of man I want him to be."

    Amy kissed Michelle's neck and said, "I like your confidence. It's very sexy."

    She then kissed her way down Michelle's body until she was on her knees and looking up at her. Michelle smiled and put a hand on the back of Amy's head. She pulled her towards her pussy and for the first time in her life she enjoyed a woman's tongue on her clit.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," she said. "Make me cum, Amy. Eat my pussy and make me cum."

    Amy did just that, bringing Michelle to a thunderous orgasm in just a few minutes. As Michelle climaxed, Amy showered her pussy lips and thighs in soft kisses while squeezing her ass. She smiled, too, experiencing what seemed to be genuine joy at her friend's orgasm.

    "Should I set up the date?" Amy asked from her knees.

    "Yes, you should," Michelle replied.

    Amy smiled, stood, and they shared a long, lingering kiss with a wealth of tongue as Amy's hands moved over Michelle's body. "Let me get your number so I can text you with the details. Make sure you're free this weekend, though."

    Michelle felt a sudden sense of nervousness and excitement at the prospect of expanding far beyond the pleasures of fucking a black dildo or watching Amy take Darryl's dick. Once again she'd be crossing a boundary she never imagined going anywhere near.

    "Now," Amy began as she unbuttoned her jeans and pushed down, "I'd really like to cum, so how about you get on your knees and put your mouth to work."

    Amy put a hand on the top of Michelle's head and pushed her to her knees, though Michelle offered no resistance. Instead, she happily dropped down, ran her fingers up the back of her friend's thighs, and leaned in to put her mouth to work.

    ---

    "How was your day?" Eric asked as he offered Michelle a glass of wine.

    She took it, smiled, and enjoyed a long sip. "My day was...well, more interesting than most, actually. Or, the end of my day, I guess."

    Eric looked intrigued, as Michelle hoped he would. "Okay, well, you have my attention. What made it more interesting than most?"

    Michelle moved a little closer to her fiancée and rested her hand on his thigh. "Well, I went down on a girl for the first time."

    Eric's eyes bulged with genuine surprise and Michelle moved her hand between his legs and caressed his cock in a bid to generate a bit of arousal.

    "I was just returning the favor, though, as she'd already gone down on me...and fingered me quite a bit, actually. Giving her an orgasm was the least I could do," she added.

    Eric studied her face like he was trying to figure out if she was completely full of shit, but the growing bulge between his legs made it obvious that he was at least a little bit excited at the notion that she'd indulged in a bit of sexual exploration.

    "I went back to the sex shop," Michelle shared. "I saw my friend Amy. To be honest, she was all over me from the start."

    "Like, kissing you?" Eric asked.

    Michelle nodded. "And touching me. And unbuttoning my blouse. And playing with my tits. And unzipping my skirt. And fingering my wet pussy."

    Eric was hard and Michelle couldn't help but feel a certain kind of delight at her fiancée’s willingness to indulge her growing sexual appetite.

    "Then she mentioned Darryl," Michelle said, prompting a moan from Eric. "She asked me if I'd thought about him, if I'd thought about his big black cock, if I'd thought about getting fucked by him."

    Eric's hand shook a little, sending ripples through the surface of the wine in his glass. Michelle ran her fingers up his thigh, squeezed his knee, and then moved her hand between his legs once more. This time, though, she loosened his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. He lifted his lips and she pushed his pants down to his knees and stroked him through his boxers.

    "What did you say?" Eric asked.

    "What do you think, sweetie? I told her I'd thought about Darryl, that I'd thought about getting fucked by his big black cock," Michelle answered with a smile. "I also told her that my fiancée was turned on at the idea, that I'd made you fuck me with a big black dildo while telling you how badly I wanted Darryl to fuck me, that it turned you on to do so."

    Insecurity washed over Eric's face and Michelle freed his cock, sipped her wine, and then leaned in to kiss him as she stroked his stiff shaft. He parted his lips and she offered her tongue before sucking his into her mouth and moaning.

    "Don't worry," she whispered. "Amy doesn't care that you're turned on by fucking me with that toy. She doesn't care that you're turned on by the idea of me fucking a guy like Darryl. If anything, she likes it. She doesn't know you, but she wouldn't think less of you if she met you. She'd probably think more of you, especially since she wants me to go on a double date with her, Darryl, and a friend of Darryl's."

    "Wait, what?" Eric asked.

    Michelle pushed forward. "Yeah. She set it up already, in fact. Saturday night. We're going out to dinner and if everything goes well, we'll go back to Darryl's place."

    "All four of you?" he asked.

    Michelle smiled and nodded. Eric was on board. He might not have known it yet, but he was on board. "Yes, all four of us. We'll go back to Darryl's place, we'll have a drink, we'll talk...and then, you know, we'll have some fun."

    Eric's lower lip quivered as his cock swelled in Michelle's hand. "What kind of fun?"

    Michelle sipped her wine and Eric did the same. He swallowed hard and she leaned in to kiss his neck while offering up a series of soft moans designed to deepen his arousal. It seemed to work, too, as Eric couldn't help but moan in response.

    "I imagine it will start with a kiss," she said. "And that kiss will include me drawing another man's tongue into my mouth. I imagine I'll feel a strong hand on my hips, or my leg. I imagine that hand will explore, that it will see how far up my dress it can get, that it will try and feel the softness of my breasts, that it will try and arouse me as I suck on his tongue, as I moan for him, as I make it perfectly clear that I want him."

    "Have...have you met him?" Eric asked.

    Michelle shook her head. "I'll meet him Saturday. Amy said he's gorgeous, though. And tall, and strong, and sexy, and that he's got a nice big cock just like Darryl, and that he fucks a lot like his friend."

    "Amy's...she's fucked him?" Eric asked.

    Michelle nodded. "She has. She said she had a threesome with him and Darryl, actually, that they both fucked her, that they both made her cum." She smiled. "To be honest, when I heard that I felt a little jealous of her. I couldn't help but imagine myself being the center of attention in with two gorgeous black men both wanting to fuck me, both wanting to make me cum, both using my body for their pleasure."

    Eric groaned and the look on his face made it clear he was on the verge of an orgasm, so Michelle let his cock go, finished her wine, and set her glass on the coffee table. She stood and stripped, removing every article of clothing while her fiancée watched from the couch. She left her boots on, though, and the look on Eric's face indicated his thorough enjoyment of that particular choice.

    "I want to go on that date," Michelle said as she grasped one of her breasts and slipped two fingers into her pussy. "I want to meet Darryl's friend. I want to wear something sexy for him. I want to look irresistible. I want to flirt, dance, eat, and drink. I want to feel his hands on my body. I want to feel his lips on mine. I want to feel him get hard for me as we dance. I want to feel his desire for me, Eric."

    Eric finished his wine, set his glass on the coffee table, and kicked his shoes and pants off. His shirt quickly followed and he grasped his cock, stroking it slowly as he watched Michelle masturbate.

    "No touching your cock," she admonished him. "That's mine. I get to decide when you feel pleasure."

    He moaned and released his dick as a drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    "I like it when you do as you're told, Eric," she said in a soft, seductive tone.

    "I...I like it when you tell me what to do," he replied.

    Michelle smiled, bent over, and collected the precum with her finger. She presented it to Eric and he parted his lips. A moment later he was sucking her finger clean, tasting the sweet precum and swirling his tongue around her flesh.

    "I won't fuck him if he's an asshole, but if he's not, I fully intend on getting fucked on Saturday night," she said. "I might even get fucked more than once, and I suspect I'll have an orgasm unlike almost any other with his big black cock inside me."

    Michelle straddled Eric and took his cock inside her. She sat down on it, took his head in her hands, and kissed him. She rode him slowly, lifting her pussy off his cock and sinking back down at a pace intended to tease him.

    "I expect you to wait at home while I'm out," she said. "I expect you to keep your hands off your cock."

    He nodded.

    "If you're good, I'll take care of you after my date," Michelle whispered. "I'll reward you, Eric. I'll make sure you cum almost as hard as I'm going to cum with another man's cock inside me."

    Eric was close. She was fucking him slowly, but he was clearly so turned on that he was on the verge of an orgasm.

    "I'll tell you all about how good it felt to have a big black cock inside me," she said as her hips moved faster and the sounds of sex filled the living room. "I'll tell you how his dick felt so much better than yours."

    Eric groaned. Pleasure washed over his face. His eyes closed and his groan grew louder. He was cumming. His body trembled beneath her as Michelle leaned down to kiss her fiancée’s neck and moan in the hopes of enhancing his pleasure.

    The orgasm went on for quite some time and then Eric's lips slowly curled into a smile as he opened his eyes and offered Michelle a look of genuine adoration.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "It will be better on Saturday night, I promise," she said.

    "I know," Eric replied with a smile. "Now, can I make you cum?"

    Michelle nodded. "Use your fingers while you're still inside me."

    She leaned back and Eric reached down, found her clit with his thumb, and went to work giving Michelle an orgasm while she closed her eyes and let thoughts of getting fucked by a big black cock fill her brain.

    Her climax arrived with haste and her body shook with pleasure, offering just a hint of thrills she hoped her Saturday night double date would bring.
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    "Can I get you anything else?" the waiter asked with his hands clasped behind his back.

    Darryl looked around the table, quickly meeting everyone's gaze, and said, "No, I think we're good."

    The waiter nodded. "Very good then. I'll be right back with the check."

    Michelle felt a flutter in her stomach as Colby, her charming and exceptionally good-looking date, looked her way and smiled. It was the smile of a man who was very much looking forward to the next part of the evening. The part where they all went back to Darryl's apartment, where everyone ended up naked, where Michelle and Amy got fucked by their dates.

    "We'll be right back, boys," Amy said as she pushed her chair back.

    It took a moment for Michelle to realize that she was supposed to follow her friend to the bathroom. She got the hint, though, and Amy took her hand as they wound their way through the crowded restaurant and into the bathroom.

    Amy locked the door, smiled, and said, "You looked nervous there at the table."

    "You saw that?" Michelle asked.

    Amy nodded, took Michelle's hand, and gently squeezed it before stepping behind her. Michelle looked in the mirror and saw a warm, calming smile on her friend's face.

    "I was nervous my first time," Amy said as she brushed Michelle's hair aside and softly kissed the back of her neck. "Really nervous, actually. In hindsight, I'm not really sure why - it seems kind of silly, to be honest - but I was."

    Amy moved a hand to Michelle's waist and pulled back until their bodies were pressed together. She moaned softly and offered another kiss, this one on the back of Michelle's neck.

    "I was single the first time, though. Your situation is different. You have a fiancée. A man you love. A man you intend on spending the rest of your life with, and yet you want to give yourself to Colby," Amy whispered. "You want to feel his lips against yours." She grasped one of Michelle's breasts and moaned. "You want to feel his strong hands on your body. You want to feel his cock get hard for you. You want to know what it's like to get on your knees in front of a gorgeous, strong black man and take him in your mouth."

    Michelle's thighs trembled as Amy lured her into a state of intense desire.

    "You do want that, don't you?" Amy asked.

    Michelle looked at herself in the mirror. She saw the short, tight blue dress she'd picked out just for the date. She saw the decidedly seductive makeup Amy had helped her apply. She saw how she'd done her hair to look as appealing as possible. She saw the effort she'd made to look good, to be appealing to Colby.

    "Yes, I want that," Michelle said.

    Amy reached down and pulled up the bottom of Michelle's dress and pressed her fingers against the white lace panties that clung to her pussy. Michelle moaned, closed her eyes, and rolled her head back.

    "Your pussy certainly wants what's going to happen next," Amy whispered. "It wants to spend the night pleasuring Colby. It wants to spend the night giving pleasure to his big black cock. Doesn't it?"

    "It does...I do...I want that," Michelle said.

    Amy spun her around and guided Michelle backwards until she sat against the bathroom counter. They shared a kiss as Amy deftly pulled Michelle's panties aside and slipped two fingers inside her.

    "Tonight's going to be the best night of your life, Michelle," she said. "It's going to be the start of something incredible for you. At some point in the future you're going to look back on this night as monumentally important."

    They kissed again before Amy pulled her fingers out of Michelle's slick pussy, held them up, and sucked them clean. Michelle watched for a moment before leaning in and adding her tongue to the mix, tasting some of her juices from Amy's fingers while arousal coursed through her body.

    Amy stepped back, smiled, and watched Michelle pull down the bottom of her dress before spinning around in the mirror to make sure she still looked good.

    "You look hot," Amy said. "Colby's been eyeing you all night. He's definitely into you, in case you hadn't noticed."

    Michelle smiled. She'd noticed, and Colby had mentioned several times that he thought she was beautiful.

    "Are you ready?" Amy asked.

    "Yes," Michelle said.

    Amy took her hand and her face turned serious. "I know you want this, but if that changes at any point tonight, let me know and I'll make sure we leave. Okay?"

    Michelle nodded and they shared another quick kiss before heading out of the bathroom.

    The bill had already been paid so they all headed out of the restaurant and into the waiting Uber SUV. Colby and Michelle climbed into the back row of seats and Amy and Darryl sat in front of them.

    Soon after the car pulled away from the curb, Colby patted the seat next to him, urging Michelle to come closer. He flashed his charming smile and she happily slid over. He put his arm around her, nuzzled her neck for a moment, and said, "Have I told you how beautiful you are?"

    She smiled. "You've mentioned it a few times. It's not the sort of thing I mind hearing over and over again, though. Especially from a man like you."

    Colby rested his hand on her knee and asked, "A man like me?"

    Michelle looked at him and nodded. "A gorgeous, sexy, tall, strong, smart man. The kind of man that has no trouble attracting the interest of beautiful women."

    Colby's fingers moved in slow, small circles over her thigh, inching ever closer to the bottom of her dress and sending waves of warming pleasure between Michelle's legs.

    "Most women aren't anywhere near as beautiful as you, Michelle," he said. "Most women don't make me feel the things I feel when I look at you, when I touch you, when I sit this close to you."

    Michelle knew he was warming her up, that he was working to make sure she was in the mood by the time they got back to Darryl's. That didn't make it any less effective, though, as he was doing a damn good job of making sure she was eager to let him have his way with her.

    "I feel it too," she said softly.

    Colby's lips neared hers. "Yeah?"

    Michelle nodded and a moment later he kissed her. She closed her eyes and reached up to caress her face before her fingers moved to the back of his neck. She moaned softly into his mouth and parted her lips. The kiss quickly transformed into something that felt all-consuming, like Colby was pouring all of his desire into her.

    His fingers pushed under her dress and closer to her pussy. Michelle spread her legs as far as she could - the dress was tight and made it hard to part her legs more than a handful of inches - and Colby pressed against her panties, rubbing in small circles and deepening Michelle's moan.

    The car slowed - it was a short drive to Darryl's apartment - and Colby leaned back and pulled his hand out from under her dress. Michelle smiled as the door opened and Amy and Darryl climbed out. Colby did the same and Michelle took a moment to gather herself, took a deep breath, and followed her date out.

    Colby took her hand and they followed Darryl and Amy into the building and towards the elevator. They stepped inside and the moment Darryl hit the button for his floor Amy stepped into his arms and kissed him with remarkable passion.

    Michelle smiled, turned to Colby, and did the same as the elevator doors closed. Colby's strong hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass tightly. It was the feel of his cock pressing into her stomach that made Michelle moan, though. She liked that he was hard for her and she loved that he felt so big.

    The elevator doors opened and the two couples walked out and down the hallway. Darryl unlocked his door and they all stepped into a spacious, elegant apartment.

    "Drinks?" Darryl asked.

    "You boys go sit," Amy said. "Michelle and I will bring you the drinks."

    Darryl and Colby both smiled and headed for the living room as Amy pulled Michelle into the kitchen.

    "That was quite a kiss in the car," Amy said.

    Michelle felt giddy. "I know. His touch, too. Amy, it was incredible. I don't know that I've ever been so turned on."

    Amy pulled two glasses from a cabinet - she'd clearly been in Darryl's kitchen before - and set them on the counter. She pulled a bottle of something dark from another cabinet and pointed towards the fridge. "Can you grab a handful of ice cubes from the freezer?"

    Michelle was curious why Amy seemed to be making two drinks instead of four, but she didn't give it too much thought. Instead, she grabbed a handful of ice cubes and set them in the glasses before Amy poured.

    "Are you up for making tonight a night to remember?" Amy asked.

    "Yes," Michelle answered without a moment's hesitation. She had no idea what Amy had in mind, but it didn't matter. Whatever her friend wanted to do, Michelle was certain she'd enjoy it.

    Amy smiled, put the finishing touches on the drinks, and then handed one to Michelle. "Give this to your man," she said with a smile.

    Michelle took the drink and followed her friend out to the living room. She adopted the sway in Amy's hips, as well, and when Colby looked at her and smiled as she approached, Michelle's pussy tingled with desire.

    "Your drinks," Amy said.

    "Nothing for you?" Darryl asked.

    Amy shook her head, turned to Michelle, and took her hand. The girls moved towards the center of the living room and Amy smiled and reached up to caress Michelle's face.

    "You look so beautiful," she said. "So sweet. So sexy. So eager to please."

    Michelle heard an appreciative sound from the couch, which put a smile on her face. "We both share that last thing in common, don't we?"

    Amy nodded, leaned in, and kissed Michelle. Her lips parted and their tongues danced. Amy's hands moved down Michelle's back and grasped her ass, eliciting a moan.

    "Damn," Colby said from the couch.

    "Yeah man," Darryl replied. "I told you she was special. I told you it was going to be a great night."

    Michelle pulled up the back of Amy's dress and gave her friend's ass a hard smack before grabbing both cheeks and squeezing.

    "That's right, spank that ass," Colby called out.

    Michelle did so, delivering a handful of gentle swats as Amy kissed her neck.

    "Why don't you show them how much you enjoy the taste of my pussy?" Amy suggested.

    Michelle smiled, sank to her knees, and pulled Amy's panties off, freeing her freshly-shaved pussy. She looked up at her friend, leaned in, and went to work eating her out.

    "Fuck," Colby said.

    Darryl laughed. "These girls, man, they're not typical white girls. They're wild. They're down to have fun. They fucking love to feel good, so you gotta make sure you make that girl feel good. You know what I mean?"

    "Oh, I'm gonna give her a night she'll never forget," Colby replied.

    Amy ran her fingers through Michelle's hair and then grabbed a tight fistful and began to grind her hips, rubbing her pussy all over Michelle's mouth while her thighs trembled. It seemed like she might cum, but she stepped away before getting to that point and helped Michelle to her feet.

    They shared a kiss and in doing so shared the taste of Amy's slick, sweet pussy juices. "I wanna watch you suck dick," Amy said.

    Michelle's pussy tingled at the suggestion and she turned towards Colby, who sat on the couch with a drink in his hand, a smile on his face, and a noticeable bulge in his pants.

    "I think we'd all like to watch Michelle suck dick, wouldn't we?" Amy asked.

    Colby and Darryl nodded.

    Michelle was surprised at how nervous she felt. She didn't let that stop her, though. She sauntered towards the couch, bent over, put her hands on Colby's knees, and leaned over to kiss him. The taste of whiskey filled her mouth along with his tongue and she moaned while her hand found its way to his cock and stroked him through his pants.

    "Are you hard for me?" she asked.

    "Damn right I am," he replied.

    "And would you like to watch me suck your dick?" Michelle asked as her pulse raced.

    "More than anything," Colby said.

    Michelle fell to her knees as Amy approached the couch, spun around, and sat in Darryl's lap. His strong hands moved over her body as they both looked towards Colby and Michelle.

    "Go ahead and take it out," Colby said.

    Michelle reached up, loosened his belt, and unbuttoned his pants. She bit her lower lip and gently tugged on his zipper before pulling his pants down to his ankles. She admired the bulge in his underwear and ran her fingers over it as her pussy tingled from the mere thought of having something so large inside her.

    "You're so big," she said.

    "I am," Colby replied. "That's why white girls love it so much."

    "Show him how badly you want that dick inside you, Michelle," Amy said from Darryl's lap. "Show him how much you appreciate his big black dick, especially compared to what your fiancée’s working with."

    Colby smiled like any man in his situation would have. Michelle wasn't just a white girl trying out black dick. She was a white girl engaged to a white man and she was stepping out on him.

    "I promise, my dick will make you feel things your man has never made you feel," Colby said.

    Michelle pulled his underwear down and freed the big black cock she'd been stroking. She wrapped her fingers around it and stared as her hand moved up and down the shaft. He was a little bigger than Darryl. Thicker, too. The head was astoundingly plump and Colby was already hard as a rock.

    "Take it in your mouth," Colby said. "Suck it for me, Michelle. Make me feel good and then I'll give that white pussy of yours what it's been missing."

    Michelle thought of Eric as she leaned forward and parted her lips. She thought of the look on his face when she'd emerged from the bedroom after getting ready for her date. She thought of how he'd stared, how his eyes had wandered over her body, how he'd looked both jealous and turned on at the same time. She thought of the look on his face and how hard he'd gotten as she described all the things she expected to happen that night.

    Michelle stretched her lips as wide as they could go as she took Colby's cock in her mouth. She stroked the shaft and played with his balls as she sucked on the head and swirled her tongue all around it in the name of giving her new friend as much pleasure as possible.

    "You'll never be the same," Amy said. "Not after tonight. Not after you've gotten your first taste of a big cock. You're gonna be hooked, Michelle, especially when he takes your pussy. You're gonna be hooked forever."

    Michelle thought of how she'd promised Eric she would make him feel good when she got home, that she'd give him every detail as she stroked his stiff cock, that she'd make him cum like he'd never cum before.

    "Let's get a picture," Amy said.

    Michelle looked over and saw her friend holding her phone. For a moment she panicked, but then she thought of Eric. She thought of showing him the picture, of showing him the proof that she'd done what she said she'd do that night.

    Amy took the picture, tossed her phone aside, and slid out of Darryl's lap and onto her knees. It wasn't long before she had his cock in her mouth and the sounds of vigorous cocksucking filled the living room.

    "How's that feel, man?" Darryl asked.

    "Fucking unbelievable," Colby replied. "It's been too long since I had a white girl on my dick."

    Michelle was stunned at how good it felt to pleasure Colby. There was something about him - his confidence, his good looks, his body, perhaps - that filled her with lust as she sucked his cock in a way she'd never experienced.

    "Don't forget the balls," Colby said. "They love some attention too."

    Michelle didn't hesitate. It turned her on to do what he wanted. She dropped down and took his balls in her mouth. She stroked his spit-soaked cock - working the head - and sucked his balls while looking up at him. The smile on his face made her feel good, so good that she moaned while working his big balls with her lips and tongue.

    "I swear, I could enjoy your fucking mouth all night long," Colby said.

    Darryl laughed. "We've got all kinds of time, man. I'm sure that beautiful girl would be happy to suck you off and then get you hard all over again so you can fuck her."

    Much to her surprise, Michelle would have been happy to do so. She wanted to get fucked - desperately - but she would have found genuine pleasure in sucking Colby's cock until he came in her mouth and then working to get him turned on all over again.

    "Nah. I gotta fuck her," Colby said as he looked down at Michelle. "I have to feel that pussy of yours. Even better, though, I have to feel that pussy of yours pulsing around my dick as I make you cum."

    "There's condoms in that drawer," Darryl offered as he pointed across the room.

    Michelle retrieved the box of condoms with haste. Amy had her hand out and Michelle offered her friend one - Magnums, of course - before pulling another out, tearing off the wrapper, and slowly rolling it down Colby's long, massively thick cock.

    "Why don't you take it for a ride," Colby suggested.

    Michelle stood and stripped out of her dress as Colby watched with a smile on his face. She slowly lowered her panties and then unhooked her bra and tossed it aside, leaving her in a pair of heels. She thought of stripping them off, too, but thought that Colby might find it even more exciting to fuck a girl wearing only a pair of heels.

    As Michelle straddled Colby, Amy did the same with Darryl. Both women leaned down and kissed their man and Michelle reached down to guide the massive cock inside her.

    "Oh, fuck," she said as the head passed her pussy lips. "You're so fucking big."

    "Take it slow," Colby replied with a smile. "We're in no rush and that dick is meant to make you feel good, so take your time if you need it."

    Michelle needed it. Even the toy Eric often fucked her with hadn't prepared her for the size of Colby's cock. At first she was certain it wouldn't fit, that he was just too big for her. All it took was a little time, though. Slowly but surely Michelle's pussy got used to the thickness and the length. It got used to being stretched out by a real dick, to being filled by something that dwarfed the size of Eric's cock, of any man that had ever been inside her.

    "How does that feel?" Amy asked.

    Michelle lifted her pussy of Colby's cock and slowly sank down as she leaned back and grasped her breasts. "It feels unlike anything I've ever experienced...and it's so fucking good. I can't even...it's just so fucking good."

    Colby reached up and his hands replaced Michelle's on her tits. She leaned forward and began to ride him slowly as she stared into his gorgeous eyes. "That dick is yours to enjoy for as long as you want. I can fuck you all night, Michelle. I can fuck you any way you need to be fucked."

    She kissed him. She kissed him slowly and passionately, luring his tongue into her mouth and sucking on it as she slowly increased the pace of her riding. The longer he was inside her, the better it felt.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    "Fuck yes it does," Colby replied. "Your pussy is perfect. Tight and wet and hot."

    Michelle felt an orgasm building, but it wasn't like any orgasm she'd had before. There was something different about it. That made sense, though, as she was in the midst of a sexual experience unlike any other. The man beneath her was stunningly gorgeous. The cock inside her was far bigger than any she'd ever had. Her friend was getting fucked right next to her.

    "That's it, ride that dick," Colby encouraged her. "Ride that dick and make yourself cum. Make yourself cum on that fat dick."

    Michelle put her hands on his shoulders and rode him hard. She felt her ass bouncing as Colby played with her perky tits, rolling her nipples between his fingers and offering his continued encouragement for her to climax all over his cock.

    "Oh, fuck!" Michelle screamed as an orgasm washed over her like a sudden tidal wave. Pleasure exploded outwards from her pussy, flooding her body and making her thighs tremble furiously as she fell forward. Colby wrapped his arms around her as she unleashed a series of moans and groans from the continued aftershocks of the most stunning orgasm she'd ever had.

    "I'll bet your man's never made you cum like that before, has he?" Colby asked.

    "No," Michelle said. "He's never come close. Holy shit."

    Colby smiled, grabbed Michelle's ass, and stood up with her still impaled on his cock. She was impressed - and aroused - at the deft display of his strength and they kissed as he stood with his dick balls deep inside her.

    "I wanna fuck you hard," he said.

    "My pussy is yours tonight," she replied. "My body is yours. It's for your pleasure. You can fuck me any way you want."

    Colby smiled, lifted Michelle off his cock, and set her on the couch. He dropped down, guided his dick back inside her wet, needy pussy, and buried it before their lips met for a deeply sensual kiss.

    "Oh, fuck, Darryl!" Amy cried out.

    Michelle recognized the sounds of her friend's orgasm. She looked over to see Amy riding Darryl in reverse cowgirl with her head thrown back as she too experienced the bliss of a wild climax.

    "Fuck me," Michelle said. "Fuck me hard, Colby. Fuck me as hard as you want."

    Colby started slow, but it wasn't long before Michelle was getting fucked like never before. No man she'd been with had even come close to fucking her with that kind of vigor and strength. It was almost overwhelming. It felt like the world shrunk around her until it was just Michelle, the man on top of her, and the big black cock relentlessly bottoming out in her pussy. Every thrust brought with it an explosive collision against her clit, which produced wave after wave of pleasure that rushed through her body.

    "Harder!" Michelle cried out. She could scarcely believe the word had come out of her mouth. She wanted it, though. Her body demanded it. Her pussy craved it. "Fuck me harder!"

    Colby delivered. He had the strength. He fucked her harder. He fucked her so hard that Michelle saw stars right before she came for a second time.

    To her utter delight, Colby came too. Her orgasm was far more pleasurable because her pussy had provided the gorgeous man on top of her with an orgasm and an orgasm that seemed - based on the look on his face and the sounds coming out of him - to be massively pleasurable.

    They kissed while coming down from their climaxes and they did so with Colby's dick deep inside her. Michelle wrapped her legs around him and ran her hands over his muscular back as a rare kind of happiness washed over her.

    "I've never been fucked like that," she said. "And I have never cum so fucking hard."

    "I'm not sure I have either," Colby replied.

    Michelle doubted that was true, but she liked very much that he'd said it. "You can have me as many times as you want me tonight," she said.

    He smiled. "I'm gonna hold you to that."

    Colby pulled out and sat on the couch next to her. Michelle turned to cuddle up with him when she saw Amy sitting on the floor and smiling with a phone in her hand.

    "I took a video," she said. "I figured your fiancée might want to see his future wife's pussy getting railed by a massive black cock."

    "How considerate of you," Michelle replied as she curled up next to Colby and gently removed the condom from his cock. She gave him a kiss on the cheek and then stood and strutted towards the kitchen to get rid of the used rubber.

    Amy was on her knees between Colby's legs when Michelle returned to the living room. "Come, join me. We can clean his cock together and then we can give Darryl the same treatment."

    Michelle couldn't help but smile as it became rather obvious that the night was, in fact, still quite young and it seemed that there was a great deal more naughty fun to be had before she went home to her fiancée.
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    It was late by the time Michelle got home from her double date. Late enough that Eric was asleep on the couch. He looked so peaceful - in a really cute way - and she was tempted to put a blanket over him and let him spend the rest of the night there.

    Instead, Michelle woke her fiancée with a soft kiss on the cheek. His eyes opened and he smiled. "Hey," Eric said softly. "You're back."

    "I am."

    He sat up, wiped the sleep out of his eyes, and ran his fingers through his hair. He looked at Michelle and she imagined he was finally seeing that she wasn't quite as put together as when she'd left for her date. Her hair was a bit of a mess. So was her makeup. If she was naked he would have noticed the red marks on her ass and breasts - she'd encouraged Colby to get a little bit aggressive and it had proven quite thrilling when he did - all signs of the fun she'd had that night.

    "How was it?" he finally asked.

    Eric didn't seem entirely pleased and Michelle wondered if his evening had proven more difficult than he'd expected. It was a perfectly fair reaction, though it wouldn't be workable for her going forward. If they were going to be together, Eric would need to be supportive of Michelle's need to be with other men. Men with far greater sexual gifts than Eric possessed.

    "It was better than I thought it would be," she said with a smile. "Much better, in fact."

    Michelle was testing him a little. She wanted to see how Eric would react to the notion that she'd been fucked that night.

    "Colby is quite gifted. And not just when it comes to his size. He uses his magnificent cock better than most men," she continued, prompting a look of discomfort on Eric's face. He looked away and Michelle sat next to him, leaned in, and kissed his neck as she caressed his thigh just above his knee.

    "I lost count of how many orgasms he gave me," she whispered. "Of how many times his big black cock made me cum. Of how many times I screamed his name as he fucked me. Of how many times I told him how good his cock felt. Of how many times I told him that he fucks me better than my fiancée ever has."

    Eric leaned away and Michelle ran her fingers between his legs. She smiled upon discovering his erection. He might have been annoyed with her or uncomfortable with what she'd done that night, but he was turned on, too.

    "Did you think about me while I was gone?" she asked while stroking him through his pants.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "And was it difficult, Eric? Was it uncomfortable to think about what I was doing tonight?"

    He nodded and Michelle saw the discomfort on his face. She wanted to soothe him, to guide Eric to a place where he felt only pleasure at the idea of his fiancée - and in time, his wife - finding satisfaction with another man's cock inside her. That was likely a taller task that she could accomplish in that moment, but Michelle was determined to give it her best shot that night.

    She leaned in to kiss his neck once more and moaned softly. She found the head of his cock and played with it through his pants, eliciting a moan and ensuring that Eric remained in a place of desire.

    "I love you, Eric," she said. "I love you and I want to marry you. I want to be your wife and I want you to be my husband."

    "But you...you want to be able to fuck other men, too," he replied.

    "Not want, Eric. Need. I need to be able to fuck other men. I need to be able to explore my sexuality. I need to be able to expand myself in ways I never even imagined."

    He turned to her and their eyes met.

    "And I can't...I can't satisfy you the way you want," he said.

    Michelle leaned in until her lips were achingly close to his. She felt the warmth of his breath against her face. "No, you can't," she whispered. "Not in that way, at least. You can satisfy me in other ways, though."

    Michelle brushed her lips against his cheek and kissed him softly. She moaned and he did the same as she stroked him a little faster through his pants.

    "In fact, you already satisfy me in some ways," she said. "You're so good at fucking me with those toys I bought. You kiss me. You moan for me. You play with my tits and you fuck my tight pussy with those long, thick dildos."

    "I do," he said. "And I...I like it."

    Michelle smiled and leaned back to look into her fiancée’s eyes. "I know you do, Eric. You get so hard while you do it. You get so hard and you moan so loudly when I tell you that the toy feels better than your cock, that it's deeper inside me, that the size makes such a difference, that I need a nice big cock like that."

    He moaned and reached down to adjust his cock like his erection had become uncomfortable.

    "Take your pants off," she whispered.

    Eric obeyed, removing his pants and underwear without hesitation and kicking them aside. She took his shaft in her hand and stroked him slowly as they kissed. Their tongues entwined as Michelle ran her thumb over his cock head and along the underside.

    "Why couldn't...why couldn't I just keep fucking you with the toys?" he asked.

    It was a fair question. The answer wasn't particularly fair, though. "Because a real cock is better than a toy. Because a real cock attached to a tall, gorgeous, muscular man is much better than a toy."

    Again a pained look washed over Eric's face, though this time it was clearly tempered by the pleasure of the slow, seductive handjob Michelle offered.

    "Did you feel jealous tonight?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Because you knew I was getting fucked?"

    He moaned and his cock surged in her hand. "Yes," Eric said. "It was just...I was just sitting here thinking about you having sex with someone else. About you getting...getting fucked. It was...it was just so hard."

    "You thought about me taking Colby's big black cock?" Michelle asked softly. "You thought about him pounding your fiancée’s tight little pussy? You thought about him stretching me out? About him taking me in any position he wanted? About him fucking me long and hard and making me cum like I've never cum before?"

    Eric closed his eyes, rolled his head back, and moaned like a man experiencing true bliss. He might have found parts of his evening unpleasant, but there was no question he was turned on by the idea of Michelle having spent her night getting fucked.

    "Would you like to hear about my night, Eric?" she asked. "Would you like the details?"

    He looked at her and then looked away almost instantly. She watched his face. She watched him grapple with his desire, with the misgivings he seemed to have about that desire.

    "Yes," he finally said.

    "Amy and I put on a little show when we got back to Darryl's apartment. A show for our men. A show that involved kissing, and touching, and some very naughty pussy eating," Michelle explained.

    "Really?" Eric asked. It seemed to Michelle that he was more than a little jealous at having missed out on witnessing that show.

    She nodded. "Men like Colby and Darryl...they're different than men like you. Women...women like Amy...women like me, as it turns out, are willing to go to great lengths to please men like Colby and Darryl. There's something about it that's exciting...arousing, Eric. Kissing Amy while they watched. Eating her pussy while they watched. It turned me on. It made me wet, Eric. It left my pussy soaking wet, in fact, all because I was doing it for the two gorgeous black men sitting on the couch, the men I was eager to entertain, to arouse, to please."

    For a moment Eric looked at her like he wasn't entirely sure who Michelle was. She took no offense, though, as he was, in a way, looking at a very different woman than the one he knew. Michelle was changing in real time. She was embracing a side of herself she'd only recently discovered and she was doing so at a breakneck pace.

    "Colby and Darryl both got hard as they watched us fool around - as they watched me eat pussy - and when I saw his bulge I had to have him in my mouth," she said. "I had to suck his big black cock, Eric. I had to be a good girl and get on my knees for him."

    Eric's dick throbbed in her hand and a drop of precum appeared at the tip. Michelle scooped it up with her finger and sucked it clean, tasting his sweet juice. She leaned over and kissed her fiancée, sharing the taste of his precum and moaning as she grasped his cock once more and stroked him at an achingly slow pace.

    "How does it feel to kiss the lips that were wrapped around another man's cock tonight?" she asked.

    Eric looked away for a moment and then met her gaze again. "It's...is it weird if it turns me on?"

    Michelle smiled and shook her head. "I like that it turns you on. I want it to turn you on. I want you to be the kind of man that's aroused at the idea of your future wife sucking someone else's cock and then bringing her dirty little mouth back to you for a deeply passionate kiss."

    Michelle caressed his balls, rolling them between her fingers while she watched Eric's face, studying his every reaction for signs that he was traveling a little further down the rabbit hole, that he was surrendering to what she hoped was an untapped well of desire.

    "Amy says that Darryl will sometimes drop by the store in the hopes of getting his dick sucked," Michelle whispered. "That he loves to see Amy on her knees for him. That he loves to see her pretty lips wrapped around his big black cock. That he loves to cum in her mouth and watch her swallow his seed. She says that if he knew I was there, Colby might stop by too. That if I stopped by on my lunch break that I might get to wrap my pretty lips around Colby's cock, that I might get to suck him off, that I might get to swallow his load just like Amy swallows Darryl's loads."

    Eric looked surprised. "Is that something you'd want? To just...to just suck him off? Without getting fucked?"

    Michelle had never been the sort of girl that found a great deal of pleasure in just giving a guy a blowjob. She'd done it, of course - what woman hadn't given her boyfriend a blowjob or two just to make him happy - but it was never something she found hugely arousing. There was something different about the idea of doing it for Colby, though. The idea of dropping by the sex toy shop and giving a blowjob to the man who'd spent the night fucking her to massively potent orgasms sounded hugely arousing to Michelle.

    "Yes," she answered. "That's something I'd want. That's something I'd do. That's something I'd enjoy very much, and I suspect that Amy would be more than happy to make me cum if I was really looking for an orgasm after sucking Colby's beautiful black cock."

    Again Eric looked at her like she was something of a stranger, though Michelle saw the spark of lust in his eyes, too, like he was growing quite fond of the version of her that he'd only just met.

    "He certainly seemed to appreciate my mouth tonight," she continued. "And I loved sucking his dick. I loved the look on his face as I blew him. I loved how much he enjoyed the pleasure I gave him. I loved how sexy I felt doing it. How wet it made my pussy. How desperately it made me want to have him inside me."

    "And he fucked you?" Eric asked.

    Michelle nodded. "I put a condom on his cock and he encouraged me to take him for a ride. To get on top. To guide him into my tight white pussy. To let him stretch me out. To let him fill me, to go so fucking deep inside me that it made my head spin."

    Eric's breathing had gotten heavier. "And did you? Did you ride him?"

    "I did, baby. I rode him hard. I rode his big black cock so fucking hard. I rode him until I came, Eric. I rode until I had the wildest, loudest, best orgasm of my life," she said.

    In an instant Eric looked both pained and aroused. He'd just been told that another man had made her cum far better than he ever had, though, so of course he wasn't exactly comfortable in that moment.

    "After I'd recovered, Colby picked me up without letting his cock slip from my pussy and we kissed as he stood and held me in midair with his dick buried deep inside me. He told me he wanted to fuck me hard," she said.

    "What did you tell him?" Eric asked.

    "I told him that my pussy was his tonight. That my body was his. That I was meant for his pleasure tonight. That he could fuck me any way he wanted me," she answered.

    "Fuck..." Eric said softly.

    Michelle was gleeful. He was getting into it. He was getting off on it. She released his cock, stood, and stripped while he watched. His eyes darted between her legs the moment her pussy was exposed.

    "It looks good, doesn't it?" she asked.

    Eric stared for a few moments and then nodded.

    "Would you like a taste?" Michelle asked.

    He stared at her pussy and then dragged his gaze up her body - pausing for a moment to stare at her breasts - and then he shook his head just a little.

    Michelle stepped closer and gently nudged his legs open to stand between them. She reached out, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled Eric's face towards her body. His lips were inches from her pubic bone when she grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back until he was looking up at her.

    "I want you to be the kind of man that wants to taste his fiancée’s pussy after she's given it to someone else," she said as her loins tingled with an ever-increasing sense of arousal. "Nothing would make me happier than if you were that kind of man, Eric. The kind of man that would find intense pleasure in putting his tongue where another man's cock had been."

    Michelle released his hair and gently pushed back until Eric was once more leaning against the back of the couch. He stared between her legs as she reached down and slipped two fingers between her labia.

    "Of course, it wasn't just one man that fucked me tonight," she said.

    Eric's eyes went wide and his hand moved to his cock, betraying his arousal. "Really?"

    She nodded. "Darryl fucked me too. Amy suggested. It was a few hours after we'd gotten back to his place. Colby had already fucked me twice and made me cum countless times. I was ready for another round, though, and I was on my knees sucking his cock when Amy suggested that Darryl take me from behind. She wanted to watch them both fuck me. She wanted to watch me get filled with black cock from both ends."

    Eric stroked his cock but Michelle reached down, grabbed his wrist, and pulled his fingers free from his shaft.

    "Amy masturbated as they fucked me like that, with Darryl on his knees behind me and pounding my pussy as I stroked and sucked Colby's cock," she continued. "I never thought I'd enjoy something like that. Something so...so slutty, so wild, so naughty."

    "Did you...did you enjoy it?" he asked.

    Michelle nodded. "I came, Eric. I came with a dick in my mouth and another in my pussy. I came as Amy masturbated to the whole thing. I came as Colby told me how fucking hot I looked getting pounded from behind while I was sucking his dick. I came as I fully embraced the part of me that wants to cut loose, that wants to be a little bit slutty, that wants to be wild and free."

    Eric looked stunned, though not in a bad way. To Michelle it seemed that he might have been on the precipice of surrendering fully to his obvious desire to be the kind of man that would marry a woman that wanted to fuck other men.

    "Can you be the kind of man I want you to be, Eric?" Michelle asked. "Can you be the kind of man that desperately wants to eat his wife's pussy after she's been fucked by someone else? Can you be the kind of man that would get off on the idea of tasting his wife's cunt after someone else has pounded her all night and given her toe-curling orgasms?"

    A battle played out on Eric's face. Michelle wasn't entirely sure the exact contents of that battle, but she could see the emotion, the desire, the way he blinked so fast for a few seconds, the way he swallowed hard, the way he stared at her pussy and her tits and her face and then closed his eyes as he tried to make what must have been a difficult decision.

    Eric answered by sliding off the couch and onto his knees. He ran his fingers up the back of Michelle's thighs, grabbed her ass, and pulled her close until his mouth was pressed against her pussy. He looked up at her as his tongue explored the cunt that two men had fucked that night.

    Michelle moaned, grabbed two handfuls of his hair, and pulled tight as pleasure - and a wild dominant energy - surged through her. Eric had offered his submission. He'd gotten onto his knees and tasted her pussy. He'd surrendered to her desires and Michelle could already feel an orgasm building.

    "That's it," she said. "Fuck, Eric, eat my pussy. Taste me. Taste the cocks that were inside me. Taste the sex I had. Worship my fucking cunt after I gave it two men tonight. Worship it after I spent hours getting fucked by two men that made me cum so fucking hard."

    Michelle's thighs trembled as an orgasm washed over her. She closed her eyes and screamed in pleasure while grinding her pussy over Eric's face. She kept her tight grip on his hair, too, surrendering to the powerful sense of pleasure she felt at that small measure of control.

    When she'd finished, Michelle stepped back, sank to her knees, and kissed her fiancée deeply as she stroked his cock. Her tongue mingled with his before Michelle pushed it as deep as she could go, invading his body for her pleasure as her fingers moved up and down his lubed shaft.

    "Get up. Sit on the couch," she said breathlessly.

    Eric took the ordered position and Michelle straddled him. She took his cock inside her, leaned forward, and fed him one of her breasts as she rode him vigorously. His tongue flicked back and forth over her nipple as Michelle ran her fingers through his hair and moaned.

    Not long after - no more than thirty seconds - Eric came inside her. Michelle leaned back and milked him with her pussy as she watched the pleasure wash over his face. He grunted and groaned. He moaned. He thrashed about beneath her.

    When he'd finished, Michelle grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled back hard, and then leaned in and kissed his neck. She showered him in kisses until her lips found their way to his and their tongues mingled once more, though she was decidedly aggressive about it even after climaxing.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" Michelle asked.

    "Yes, very much so," he replied.

    "Good. Very good. I did too. You're very good with your tongue, Eric. Very good."

    He smiled. "Thank you."

    She caressed his face and kissed him softly. "I'll always take care of you, you know. I'll always make you feel good. You deserve to feel good, just like I do."

    He nodded.

    Michelle lifted her pussy from his cock and sat next to him. "Go grab me a towel from the bathroom, would you? I need to clean up."

    Eric dutifully jumped up from the couch and rushed to the bathroom as ordered. It was enough to put a smile on Michelle's face.

    Her fiancée was into the kind of pleasure she wanted to explore and Michelle was confident that she could guide him through any rough patches they might come across. There was a very good chance she'd get to keep her man and have all kinds of new fun. She felt like a very lucky girl.
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    Michelle told herself she'd wait a week - maybe more - before satiating her desire for more of what she'd enjoyed on her double date with Amy, Darryl, and Colby. She didn't want to be greedy, after all, and she wasn't sure she wanted to be the kind of girl that completely surrendered to her desires, especially when those desires were of a slutty manner.

    Then, four days after the double date, Amy sent Michelle a text. It was a little after 11 a.m. The text was simple and straightforward. Darryl was dropping by the sex shop that afternoon and he wanted to know if Colby should come along too.

    Really, Amy was texting to see if Michelle wanted to suck Colby's cock. She might get fucked, too, but Amy had been clear that Darryl usually stopped by for a blowjob and that she didn't like closing down the store for too long.

    Michelle got wet when she read the text. Her pussy tingled and for a few moments her thighs trembled as the memories from the astoundingly pleasurable night at Darryl's apartment filled her head.

    "Yes, Colby should come along," Michelle texted back.

    "Great. They'll be here around noon," Amy replied.

    Michelle knew where she was going for lunch. She knew what she'd be eating for lunch, too, a notion that made her pussy even wetter and immediately rendered her nipples stiff as steel.

    Before trying to do a little more work before lunch, Michelle sent her fiancée a text. "Hey, sweetie, I'm going to give a blowjob over lunch. I'm going to have Colby's beautiful black cock in my mouth. I'm going to swallow his cum. How does that make you feel?"

    It took a few minutes, but Eric replied, "Turned on. A little anxious, I guess. Jealous, too."

    She thought of how hard he'd cum after she'd gotten home from her date, of the pleasure on his face as she told him of the unexpectedly wild sex she'd had. She thought of how offering him that pleasure made her feel a potent sense of control that she thoroughly enjoyed. After all, if Michelle could convince Eric to be on board with her fucking other men whenever she wanted, she could probably convince him of just about anything, and that was a significant kind of control that she suddenly very much wanted.

    "I like that it turns you on, baby," Michelle said. "Because it turns me on. My pussy is wet from the thought of having Colby's cock in my mouth. From the thought of looking up at him as I pleasure him. From the thought of being on my knees next to Amy as she sucks on Darryl's cock."

    "I'm getting hard," Eric replied.

    Michelle got a little wetter. She loved that he was so easy to arouse, that he seemed so excited about her being naughty.

    "You're both going to give blowjobs?" he asked.

    "We are. We'll probably be in the little back office together. Each of us on our knees for our respective man. Each of us looking up at our man. Each of us sucking and stroking and licking on a glorious black cock," Michelle texted. "Each of us wet with desire to make our man cum."

    "Do you think of Colby that way? As your man?" Eric asked.

    It was a text, obviously, but Michelle felt like she could feel the insecurity in it. That made perfect sense, though. "In today's context, yes. For just a short spell of time, Colby's going to be my man and I'm going to be his girl. I'm going to that store with one thing in mind, and that's sucking his cock, and while I'm sucking his cock, he's my man. Don't worry, though, you're the man I love, Eric. You're my sweetheart. My darling. My good boy."

    Michelle wished she could see his face to tell if she was having the desired effect. She wanted to arouse Eric, but she also wanted it to be clear that she thought of him and Colby in very different lights. She didn't want Eric going into their marriage with unreasonable expectations about what he could expect from his wife.

    "I do like being your good boy," he replied.

    Michelle's pussy tingled as she read and re-read his text. She pictured Eric on his knees and looking up at her as he uttered those words. She pictured him crawling closer and devouring her pussy as an act of submission.

    "I want you to meet me at the shop," she said. "I want you to wait outside until you see two gorgeous black men walk out. Once you do, I want you to come inside. I want you to eat my pussy after I've pleasured Colby's black cock. Will you do that for me, Eric? Will you be a good boy?"

    "Yes, absolutely," he replied. "Text me the address and tell me when you want me there."

    Michelle did just that, told Eric she loved him, and set her phone down to try and get some work done. She mostly failed at that task, of course, as it was impossible to concentrate in such a state of desire. The prospect of sucking Colby's cock proved hugely arousing, but so did the idea of having Eric come into the store right after she'd given head. She loved the notion of putting him on his knees to eat her out, though she was also thrilled at the idea of kissing him so soon after Colby had cum in his mouth, which was absolutely something Michelle would be doing.

    Given her inability to focus, Michelle left for her lunch date a little bit early. She arrived at the sex shop to find Amy helping a customer - a nervous-looking young man buying a Fleshlight-style toy for his personal satisfaction - so Michelle browsed the aisles. She wasn't looking for anything in particular, though she was momentarily baffled when she came across the display of chastity devices. It wasn't until she saw one with a picture on the box - of a man's cock in the device - that it dawned on Michelle that the device was used to lock a man up.

    "I've never seen a real cock in one of those," Amy said as she walked up and put her hand around Michelle's waist. "We sell way more of those than you might expect, though."

    "All guys buying them?" Michelle asked.

    "Half of the buyers are solo guys, about a quarter are couples and another quarter are solo girls. I assume they're buying them to lock up their husbands and boyfriends, but we get OnlyFans girls in here every now and then buying stuff for their content, so it could be that sort of thing, too," Amy answered.

    Michelle felt like she could have asked a million questions about the OnlyFans girls coming into the shop - it was a world that she found a great deal more intriguing since her recent sexual awakening - but then she saw Darryl and Colby walk in.

    "Are you ready for this?" Amy asked.

    "I can't wait," Michelle replied.

    Darryl locked the door and flipped the open sign before he and Colby strode across the store with the kind of confidence you'd expect from two men that knew they were about to orgasm.

    "It's good to see you, ladies," Darryl said as they approached.

    "I like this professional look," Colby said as he looked Michelle up and down. "Very, very nice. Damn."

    If she was at work his words would have constituted a flagrant form of sexual harassment. That was not the reaction she had to them, though. Instead, Michelle felt very much like she wanted Colby to tear off her skirt, pick her up, and impale her pussy on his cock.

    Instead, he stepped closer, pulled her to him, and kissed her deeply. Michelle pressed her body tightly against Colby's and welcomed his tongue into her mouth, sucking on it like she planned on sucking his cock.

    "I've been thinking about you," he said.

    "I've been thinking about you too," Michelle replied. "Every day."

    Colby smiled. "Yeah? What have you been thinking about?"

    "About how good you made me feel," she replied while stroking his cock through his jeans. "About how you made me cum like I've never cum before."

    "Like so many white girls before her," Amy added. "Once she gets some good black dick - real good black dick - she can't stop thinking about it."

    Michelle smiled. "She's right. I couldn't resist when Amy texted me about today. I got wet the moment I thought about having you in my mouth, Colby."

    "What about the man that put that ring on your finger?" Colby asked. "Does he know you're so eager to suck black dick?"

    Michelle nodded. "I texted him. I let him know what I'd be doing. It turns him on."

    "So he's one of those white boys?" Darryl asked. "You're marrying a cuck?"

    Michelle wasn't overly familiar with the term and it didn't really matter. She was marrying a man that loved her, that supported her, that wanted the best for her, and that was more than happy to submit to her desires. At least, that's what Eric would have to be if Michelle was going to marry him.

    "I'm not sure she knows what that is," Amy said. "But yeah, she's marrying a cuck."

    "Why don't we go somewhere a little more private?" Colby asked.

    Michelle took his hand and led him through the store and into the back area. He smacked her ass at one point and she felt her pussy get just a little bit wetter at his aggressive touch.

    They stepped into the little office with Darryl and Amy just behind them and a moment later Michelle's lips were pressed against Colby's. He ran his hands down her back, grabbed her ass, and then his fingers made their way to the buttons of her blouse. He loosened them like a man who'd done so numerous times before and his strong hand slipped into her bra and expertly worked her tits, paying special attention to her nipples as Michelle moaned into his mouth and vigorously stroked him through his jeans.

    Overcome with lust, Michelle unzipped Colby's pants and reached inside to free his cock. She moaned into his mouth as she wrapped her fingers around the long, thick, dark shaft that had fucked her to such incredible orgasms on Saturday night.

    "I want to make you feel good," she said softly. "I want to make you cum in my mouth, Colby."

    Michelle took off her jacket and blouse and unhooked her bra. Colby played with her tits a little and then she sank to her knees and dropped his pants to the floor, giving her unfettered access to his dick.

    "You're such an eager little cocksucker," Amy said.

    Michelle turned to see her friend was on her knees too. "I wasn't until I met you. Until I met Darryl. Until I met Colby. Something changed. You unlocked something in me. Something that had clearly been waiting to come out and play."

    Amy leaned over and the girls shared a deep kiss while stroking their men. Michelle felt precum coat her fingers and she used it to lube Colby's shaft so she could stroke him with a tighter grip and offer even more pleasure.

    Michelle smiled at Amy and then turned her attention to Colby. She looked up at him while kissing and the licking the plump head of his black cock. She offered a bright, beautiful smile and then took him in her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and began to suck his cock like she was worshiping it.

    "God damn, I love white women," Colby said.

    Darryl laughed. "I know. There's nothing better in the world."

    Colby ran his hands through Michelle's soft hair and added, "And I think I really love white women that are with white boys that can't quite get it done. I'm pretty sure it makes them crave my dick even more when they know they're going home to a man that can't hope to give them what they truly need."

    Michelle took as much of Colby's cock as she could, held the head in the back of her throat, and then pulled back once she felt her gag reflex trigger. She gathered thick saliva at the tip of his cock and used it to lube his shaft as she looked up at him and smiled.

    "Sucking your dick makes me wetter than fucking my fiancée ever has," she said. "He's a good man and I love him like you wouldn't believe, but he just can't compare when it comes to the things you can do with your dick."

    Michelle wasn't ashamed to admit to herself that Colby's size was awe-inspiring and a big part of what made it such a turn on to suck his dick. He was so thick her fingers couldn't fit all the way around his shaft. The head was so plump she could barely fit in her mouth. He was so long she couldn't even get halfway down it without it hitting her throat. All of that just made him feel more like a man, and there was something so hot about sucking the dick of a man like that.

    Michelle got back to it and the sounds of two wet blowjobs filled the little office. She and Amy were working hard to please their men and they were doing so without any expectation of getting fucked. They just wanted to suck black dick, to make Darryl and Colby feel good.

    It wasn't a one-sided deal, though. Michelle felt good sucking Colby's cock. Her body hummed with arousal. Her pussy dripped with desire. It was a stunningly pleasurable experience and soon enough she'd have Eric's tongue working her clit and getting her off.

    "Give my balls some attention," Colby said.

    Michelle pushed his dick up, dropped a little lower, and showered Colby's big black balls with attention. She licked them all over while stroking his long shaft. She sucked each one into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. She moaned, too, and tried her best to maintain eye contact so he could see just how much she was enjoying doing exactly as he desired.

    "God damn, I don't know why, but I fucking love seeing a white girl suck my balls," Colby said. "Got me so fucking turned on. Get the dick in your mouth, girl. Get it in your mouth so I can give you what you want."

    Michelle took him in her mouth and sucked feverishly. She stroked him. She played with his balls. She worked her tongue all over the head and then she felt it swell up in her mouth.

    A moment later Colby grabbed the edges of the desk he was leaning against, rolled his head towards the ceiling, and unleashed a guttural moan as his load flooded Michelle's mouth. She moaned, too. She moaned because it felt so fucking good to make him cum. She moaned because it felt so kinky to let him cum in her mouth while her fiancée was likely waiting outside the store. She moaned because her pussy gushed with desire as she made Colby unload in her mouth.

    Michelle swallowed every drop of his cum and then showered the head of his big black dick in kisses as Colby looked down at her and smiled in that hazy way a man does after he's had a great orgasm.

    "Fuck, girl, you're incredible," he said.

    "You too," Darryl added. "Fucking incredible."

    Michelle hadn't even noticed the sound of Darryl cumming. She was too wrapped up in giving Colby pleasure.

    They said their goodbyes soon after - Darryl and Colby had to get back to work - and Michelle let Amy know that Eric would be waiting outside the store. She requested if her friend would let him in and show him to the back room.

    Michelle stood and leaned against the desk like Colby had. She remained in the same state of undress, too, which was likely why Eric stopped at the end of the hallway and simply stared for a few seconds before striding towards her.

    "Hey," she said as he walked into the little office.

    He stared at her tits and then met her gaze. "You look beautiful."

    Michelle smiled and held out her hand. Eric approached and took it. She pulled him close until his body was pressed against hers.

    "I just sucked Colby's big black cock," she said.

    Michelle lifted her skirt and placed Eric's hand between her legs. He pulled her panties aside and his fingers moved inside her. His eyes went wide, presumably because he felt how wet she was.

    "He just came in my mouth," she said as Eric fingered her. "I just swallowed another man's cum."

    Eric worked her pussy vigorously and Michelle moaned at the pleasure.

    "I want you to kiss me, Eric," she said. "I want you to kiss me even though I just sucked another man's cock and swallowed his cum."

    Eric kissed her without delay. His tongue was hesitant at first, but then he moaned and invaded her mouth with vigor. Michelle returned his moan and was delighted to feel his stiff cock pressing into her leg.

    "That was such a good kiss, baby," she said softly. "Now be a good boy and get on your knees. Eat my pussy. Make me cum."

    Eric dropped to his knees and looked up at Michelle. She lifted her skirt all the way up around her waist, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him towards her pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," she said as his tongue went to work. "Fuck, Eric, I got so wet sucking his dick. I got so wet sucking on his big black balls, too. I got so fucking wet, so fucking turned on, giving him pleasure."

    "She did," Amy said.

    Michelle turned to see her beautiful friend standing in the doorway with a smile on her face. She'd been watching, just like Michelle had done that fateful day.

    "Your fiancée was about as eager a cocksucker as I've ever seen, Eric," Amy said. "She looked so beautiful with her pretty lips wrapped around Colby's big black cock. She sucked with such vigor and passion. She's just like me in that way. She loves giving pleasure to a deserving man."

    Amy took one of Michelle's tits in her hand and squeezed it hard. She leaned in and kissed Michelle's neck, eliciting a moan from Eric, the vibrations of which brought a little extra pleasure to Michelle's clit.

    "Make me cum, Eric," Michelle said. "Make me fucking cum."

    Amy bent over and took Michelle's nipple in her mouth. She flicked her tongue back and forth and suddenly Michelle's world was engulfed in pure pleasure as she had her fiancée and her friend working together to make her cum.

    It wasn't long before an orgasm ripped through her. Michelle pulled Eric's face deeper between her legs for a few seconds as the pleasure made her body shake and then she released her grasp on his head, grabbed the edges of the desk, and rode the waves of orgasmic delight until she'd come down from it. She opened her eyes, smiled at Amy, and then looked down at the wet mess she'd left on Eric's face.

    "Thank you," she said. "Both of you, actually. That was a great orgasm."

    Eric smiled and nodded and Amy put her arm around Michelle and softly kissed her on the cheek.

    "Would you be willing to lend me your fiancée’s tongue?" Amy asked.

    Michelle smiled. "What do you think, Eric? Would you like to eat my friend's pussy while I make out with her and play with her tits?"

    "More than anything," Eric answered.

    "Good boy," she said.

    Eric was every bit the good boy she wanted him to be. He served Amy's pussy. He helped her cum and he did so with great gusto.

    Michelle rewarded Eric with a handjob and she recruited Amy to make it a little bit hotter as they took turns jerking him off, kissing him, and playing with his balls. They even let him feel up their tits, ensuring he was well-rewarded for his willingness to let Michelle have fun with Colby and for his willingness to serve Amy's pussy.

    It was the best lunch break Michelle had ever experienced.

  
    A Domme Awakens - Part 10
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     "Did she taste good?"

    Eric looked up from between Michelle's legs with confusion and a hint of fear in his eyes. That fear - subtle as it was - put a smile on her face.

    "Amy. Did her pussy taste good?"

    More fear. It was perfectly understandable, of course. Men with any level of experience with women know that sometimes they find themselves drawn into a verbal trap. It's usually something along the lines of 'do you think my friend is pretty?' and can quickly blow up into a massive fight emanating almost entirely from her insecurity.

    Michelle wasn't asking out of insecurity, though. She was asking because as she laid there in bed with Eric gleefully licking her pussy, she was thinking about how he'd gone down on Amy a week ago. How he'd done so vigorously, how he'd done so after eating Michelle's pussy, which he'd done almost immediately after she'd sucked another man's cock. A longer, thicker, far more impressive cock belonging to Colby, the black man that Michelle had become quite taken with. Sexually speaking, at least.

    "You don't need to worry," she said with a smile before reaching down to caress Eric's face. "I was just thinking about you eating her pussy and it turned me on."

    He smiled. "Then yes, her pussy tasted good. Really good."

    His tongue returned to Michelle's clit and he slipped two fingers inside her. She was wet enough that she barely felt the penetration, though there was a hint of extra stimulation when her found her g-spot and gently rubbed it.

    "Did you ever imagine you'd be on your knees eating another woman's pussy while I watched?" she asked.

    He shook his head without pulling his tongue from her clit.

    Michelle smiled, grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled hard enough to make him wince just a little, and then arched her back, closed her eyes, and moaned. "Me neither. But it makes me wet to think about it, Eric."

    His tongue rhythmically worked her clit while his fingers moved in and out of her pussy, curling upwards to find her g-spot each and every time he penetrated her.

    "Does it make you wet to think about him?" Eric asked.

    She opened her eyes and he kissed her inner thighs and gently sucked her labia into his mouth while holding her gaze. "Colby?"

    He nodded.

    "Yes. It does. My pussy gets soaked when I think about him, Eric. When I think about being on my knees for him. When I think about having his big black cock in my mouth. Fuck, I get wet thinking about sucking on his balls and stroking his shaft while he sits there with a dazed, giddy look on his face because a beautiful girl with a fiancée is on her knees worshiping him."

    He fingered her pussy with great vigor and Michelle reached down to grab a second handful of his hair. There was no particular reason to do so, but it felt good. It felt like she was taking control, like she was silently telling him that he was going to stay between her legs and work her cunt until she'd had an orgasm.

    "Do you like knowing that I think about him? That I think about another man? That I think about sucking his big black cock? That I think about him spreading my legs and taking my pussy like he owns it?"

    It wasn't pure desire on Eric's face, but it wasn't pure agony, either.

    "Yes," he answered after a few seconds of hesitation. "It...it does turn me on to think about it. I don't...it makes me...I don't know, nervous, too."

    "You don't need to be nervous. You just need to understand that my desires have changed, that I need more than I used to need, that I've discovered a part of my sexuality that I didn't know existed and that I'm not willing to let it lie dormant. Right now that means I'm a bit infatuated with black cock - Colby's black cock specifically - but it might mean something different in the future."

    Eric studied her face while his fingers moved in and out of her pussy. Then his lips curled into a slight smile as he rubbed her clit with his thumb. He kissed her inner thigh a handful of times and said, "I suppose there's very little chance our sex life will get boring once we're married."

    "Especially if I keep allowing you to do things like worshiping my friend's pussy."

    That made him moan and his tongue returned to her clit.

    "Maybe I'll meet a new friend who'd find it interesting or exciting to let you fuck her," Michelle said with a smile. "Amy's not that friend - your dick wouldn't do anything for her, I'm afraid - but you never know what might happen in the future."

    He kept licking her pussy as Michelle tried to read his face. Did he like the idea of getting to fuck someone else? Was he worried that she was trying to trap him by getting him to admit that he wanted to fuck someone else? She wasn't sure, though he didn't seem distressed by anything she'd said.

    "You know, Colby would like it if you watched."

    Eric's eyebrows shot up before he leaned back a little and asked, "Watched...watched the two of you?"

    She nodded. "Actually, he said he'd love to fuck me in front of my future husband. He said he'd love to show you what it looks like when your bride-to-be cums on a big black dick."

    Eric stared with his mouth open and after a few seconds Michelle sat up. He moved to his knees and her lips found his for a deep kiss. She reached between his legs and found his cock, which was stiff with desire, though Michelle couldn't be sure of the particular nature of that desire.

    She laid back and pulled Eric on top of her. She guided him inside her. She wrapped her legs around him and held him tight as he began to thrust. Like most men, Eric couldn't help but fuck once he felt the warmth and wetness of a pussy around his cock.

    "Would you watch, Eric? Would you do that for me?"

    "Is that what you want? Or is that what he wants?"

    Michelle smiled and kissed him as he fucked her harder. "I want it because he wants it. I want it because I know he'll fuck me harder if you're watching. I'll know he'll try and fuck me so good that I'll forget you're in the room. I want to be fucked like that, Eric. I want to be fucked in the way that only a man like Colby can fuck me. I need to be fucked like that."

    His breathing was deep and heavy. He was fucking her hard. Harder than usual, as if he was trying to prove that he could fuck Michelle as well as Colby could. He couldn't, of course.

    "Will you watch?" she asked. "Will you go with me to his place? Will you watch him fuck your fiancée? Will you watch him pound my tight white pussy and make me scream his name?"

    "Yes!"

He came inside her a moment later. Michelle took that as a sign that Eric wasn't turned off by the idea of watching and she held out hope that he might actually enjoy it. If he did, that would make her future pursuits of pleasure with other men a great deal more fun for both of them.

    "Did you cum?" he asked.

    She shook her head. "Why don't you go down on me. Just lick my clit. In fact, you can do so while I call Colby and tell him that you're more than happy to watch him fuck me."

    Eric was clearly less enthused about watching in his post-orgasmic state. Michelle refused to relent, though. She wanted what she wanted and Eric would have to get on board if he wanted to be with her.

    "Go down on me, Eric," she said. "Show me that you care about what I need. Show me that you're the supportive fiancée I need you to be. Show me that you want to be married to me, that you understand that there are times when it might be a little bit difficult to be married to a woman that's now willing to demand that she enjoy the pleasure she craves. Eat my pussy. Make me cum. Do it while I have phone sex with Colby."

    He relented. He kissed his way down her body. He took his place between her legs. Michelle reached for her phone and dialed Colby. His voice was deep and confident as he answered.

    "Hey there. I was just thinking about you, believe it or not."

    "Mmm, I believe it. After all, I sucked your dick like a good girl the last time I saw you. I sucked your dick and those beautiful balls of yours. Oh, and I swallowed your load, too."

    "God damn," Colby said. "You are one hell of a woman, Michelle."

    She moaned. "I know, but you're one hell of a man. I have to up my game to make sure you don't get bored."

    He laughed. "I don't know how I could possibly get bored of you. You're gorgeous. You're sexy. You're eager. And you are damn good with your mouth."

    "Plus you like fucking my tight white pussy, don't you?"

    It was Colby's turn to moan. "Damn right I do. Speaking of which, when do I get to have that pussy again? You wanna plan another double date? We could do a movie. Hell, I could get tickets to a Broadway show if that's what you like."

    Michelle smiled. Colby wanted her. He wanted her enough to spring for Broadway tickets. He didn't strike her as a Broadway guy, but that just meant her mouth and her pussy were good, that he wanted more of her, that he craved her as much as she craved him.

    "Actually, I was thinking that I could come visit you."

    "Oh yeah? You gonna come to my place? You gonna come and get some of this dick?"

    Eric's tongue felt exquisite against Michelle's clit, which was now throbbing from nothing more than the tone in Colby's voice. She could practically hear him asking if his dick felt good, if her tight little pussy was getting stretched by his fat black cock, if she wanted him to fuck her harder.

    "I was thinking I'd bring my fiancée along too," she replied.

    "Oh fuck yeah," Colby said. "I'm gonna love that."

    Michelle moaned and tapped the speaker button before holding a finger to her lips as Eric looked up.

    "He's eating my pussy right now, Colby," she said. "And I just put you on speaker. I want him to hear how much you're looking forward to fucking me while he watches."

    "Oh, I can't wait to deep dick that tight white pussy of yours, baby. I can't wait to have you sit on my dick while he watches from his fucking knees. I want him to have a close up view of me stretching out that tight little cunt. I want him to be able to smell the fucking sex. I want him to be able to reach out and squeeze your ass as you bounce on me."

    Eric looked a little bit alarmed, though he kept his tongue working her clit and Michelle felt a deep sense of appreciation for his willingness to listen quietly.

    "Yeah? You're gonna put him on his knees? You're gonna make him watch from his knees as you fuck his wife? As you stretch her tight little cunt? As you make her cum all over your big dick?"

    "Fuck yeah I am," Colby replied.

    Michelle heard the distinct sound of him unzipping his pants. She heard the distinct sound of masturbation, too.

    "Are you playing with your cock?" she asked.

    "I couldn't resist. Even the thought of fucking you is enough to get me hard, baby, and the thought of fucking you while that white boy you're going to marry is watching is even hotter."

    "Will you let me suck your dick while he watches?" she asked. "Will you let me show much I appreciate your big black cock and those beautiful balls of yours? Will you make him get on his knees and watch as I suck on those big balls and worship your fat dick?"

    Colby moaned. "Hell yes. I'll make that white boy get on his knees. I'll make him get close as he watches. I'll make him kiss you after you've had my balls in your mouth. After you've sucked them like a good girl I'll make him kiss you and take your tongue in his mouth so he can taste my balls too, just like a white boy should."

    Michelle was surprised at the erotic thrill of listening to Colby lose himself in the pleasure of demonstrating his alpha qualities in front of Eric. It made her think that getting fucked while her fiancée watched was going to be far more arousing than she imagined.

    "Maybe I'll put him underneath you when I fuck you doggystyle," Colby said as the sounds of masturbation got louder and wetter. He'd either lubed his cock or was dripping so much precum that he was now slick with it. "Put him down there in a 69 and make him watch as I take that white pussy, as I fill it with black dick, as I use it for my pleasure. How would you feel about that?"

    "I'm gonna cum," Michelle said.

    "That's it, girl. Cum while you think about me pounding that white pussy from behind. Cum while you think about my hand in your hair, pulling hard as I fuck you. Cum while you think about me spanking that white ass and turning it red while I get ready to cum as my dick is deep in your tight little cunt. God damn."

    "Fuck, Colby, I wish your cock was inside me right now! Fuck, Colby, I'm cumming!"

    Michelle came. She came hard. She grabbed the bed sheets as her body writhed. She closed her eyes and saw stars as pleasure ripped through her all while she imagined getting fucked by the man on the other end of the phone call.

    Colby's grunts and groans joined hers and Michelle imagined his cock throbbing and pulsing as it spurted cum. She smiled while thinking of how he'd cum in her mouth a week ago, how she'd taken every drop of his load and swallowed it without hesitation. Thinking of it made her feel good, as did thinking about how hard he was going to fuck her while Eric watched.

    "Can I see you on Friday night?" she asked.

    "Absolutely," Colby replied. "Just let me know when you want to come over and I'll be ready."

    "We'll see you then."

    She hung up and tossed her phone aside. She looked down at Eric, who was sitting on his knees. His lips glistened with wetness - and perhaps a little of his cum - and half an erection between his legs.

    Michelle used her toes to tease his cock, luring it into an erect state while she smiled at her fiancée. "You could probably cum again, couldn't you?"

    He nodded.

    "It would probably be fun to make you cum again, but instead I'm going to make you wait until Friday. You can cum while Colby's fucking me. In fact, you can cum right when he cums. Won't that be fun?"

    Eric didn't offer a response. His face said a great deal, though. He was excited. He was nervous. He was fearful. He was many things, but as long as he was willing to do as Michelle desired she would be a very happy girl. Plus, she'd make sure that Eric experienced a great deal of pleasure on Friday night as that would ensure he was willing to do it again, and again, and again, and that's what Michelle wanted, what she was increasingly certain that she needed.

    Thankfully, she'd found a man who was willing to sacrifice to make her happy. In some ways, she felt like she'd found the perfect man, though on Friday she'd find out just how right she was about that.
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     Michelle wore a tight leather skirt, a low cut spaghetti strap top that clung tightly to her breasts - which were free of a bra - and a pair of strappy three inch black heels that left her freshly-painted toenails - which were a dark shade of red - exposed.

    Colby had requested that she wear something suggestive - Michelle was fairly certain he meant slutty but was being enough of a gentleman to not come right out and say it - and she'd gone out to buy a fresh outfit to look good for the man that was going to stretch her pussy while her submissive fiancée watched.

    Eric held Michelle's hand as they approached Colby's building. He'd held her hand for much of the Uber ride to her lover's apartment and he'd glanced at her breasts more than a few times, as had the Uber driver when he pulled up outside their building. Michelle took the stares as a sign that she'd made the right choice with her outfit, that she did indeed look slutty, though in a good way.

    "Are you nervous?" she asked as they ascended the building's stairs and neared the door.

    "Yes," Eric admitted. "Very much so."

    They stopped a few feet short of the door and Michelle turned to her fiancée. The angst was obvious on his face, particularly in his eyes. He had trouble holding her gaze at first, but when she reached up to caress his face her touch seemed to bring a sense of calm and focus.

    "I know this is going to be hard," she said. "Colby is quite excited about...well, he's excited about putting you in your place, as he's said multiple times this week."

    Michelle had talked with Colby a handful of times that week and each time they'd masturbated together while talking about how Eric was going to be there the next time they fucked. Colby could scarcely contain his excitement at the idea of treating Eric like a submissive white boy whose place was to quietly witness his wife's pleasure as a black man satisfied her in ways her white fiancée couldn't.

    Colby had climaxed during each of their calls but he'd forbidden Michelle from doing so. Each time he'd said he wanted her to be horny as hell when she finally stepped into his apartment. It thrilled her that he was doing the same thing she was doing with Eric. She'd spent the week teasing and arousing her fiancée before denying him an orgasm to ensure that he too was horny as hell by the time they got to Colby's apartment. It turned out that Michelle found pleasure in being a little bit submissive with her black lover, though not nearly as much pleasure as she found in being dominant with Eric.

    "There's something you need to know, though," Michelle continued as her hand rested against Eric's warm, freshly-shaved cheek. "I want you to be turned on by what happens in Colby's apartment tonight. I want you to enjoy watching him fuck me. I want you to enjoy being put in your place. I want that to excite you, to turn you on, to make your dick as hard as it's ever been."

    She leaned in and kissed him softly, offering just a hint of tongue before pulling back once more and studying his face. Michelle was pleased to find arousal mixed in with the angst.

    "I want that because I think it's what you want too," she continued, this time running her fingers through his thick brown hair. "I think you've discovered that it's what you crave, that you really like the idea of being put in your place by the black man that's given me some of the most incredible orgasms of my life. I know it's scary to want that. I know it's embarrassing to be aroused by the humiliation you're going to go through tonight, but it really, truly does not make me think any less of you, Eric. The truth is, it makes me want to be your wife, to spend the rest of my life with you, to spend the rest of our days exploring this intense pleasure we've stumbled across over the past handful of months."

    "Thank you," he said softly before adding, "I love you, Michelle. I love you so much."

    She kissed him again, this time deeply and while pressing her body against his. Eric's hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass through the tight, thin leather skirt and she felt his stiff cock press into her stomach. She was certain he still felt the angst that had been so obvious in his eyes, but Michelle was equally certain Eric was now allowing himself to feel an equal measure of arousal.

    "Are you ready?" she asked.

    He nodded and Michelle approached the door and buzzed Colby's apartment. He let them in a moment later and they walked hand in hand through the lobby and into the elevator. The doors closed and Michelle leaned over to kiss her fiancée’s neck, eliciting a soft moan as the elevator lurched to life.

    "You're going to love seeing my tight white pussy stretched out around Colby's big black cock, I promise," she whispered. "You're going to love being put on your knees to watch. You're going to love seeing and hearing how hard I cum while he's so much deeper in my pussy than your cock has ever gone."

    "Fuck," was all Eric managed to say.

    Michelle smiled at the sight of his throbbing erection - creating quite the tent in his pants - and took his hand and proudly strode off the elevator and down the hallway after the doors opened. She knocked on the door of Colby's apartment and stepped back with Eric's hand still firmly grasped in hers.

    Colby looked good - exceptionally good - in a pair of slacks and a button up shirt that fit him so flawlessly that it must have been tailored. She could imagine the contours of his naked body underneath it and immediately felt a tingle between her legs as his eyes roamed up and down her body.

    He extended a hand and said, "Come here, girl."

    She let go of Eric's hand and took Colby's. He pulled her close and wrapped his strong arms around her. They kissed as his hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. It felt entirely different from when Eric had done it. Colby was stronger and more insistent. His tongue probed her mouth deeply and she melted in his arms as her legs trembled while an animalistic kind of arousal rushed through her body.

    "You look incredible," he said. "Fucking incredible."

    "I was hoping you'd like the outfit."

    Colby smiled and deftly maneuvered Michelle so she was standing next to him. He put an arm around her waist and then offered his other hand to Eric. It was a simple act and yet he'd so clearly asserted his dominance by taking Michelle away from her fiancée before greeting him. Her pussy dripped with desire as she watched Eric extend his hand and offer a tentative handshake.

    "Nice to meet you, Eric," Colby said.

    "Yeah, you too."

    "Are you looking forward to watching me fuck your wife?"

    Eric glanced up and down the hallway as an alarmed look danced across his face. Then he met Michelle's gaze for a moment, seemingly hoping she'd offer him a reprieve from answering the question. She didn't, though.

    "Ye...yes, I am," he said. Michelle hoped that Eric had remembered what she'd said outside the building. She'd meant every word of it. She wanted Eric to enjoy his evening, to enjoy the humiliation of being put in his place by Colby. It wasn't until that moment that she realized just how desperately she wanted it, though, and she found herself determined to do whatever it took to ensure that Eric's ultimate take away from the night was one of overwhelming arousal and pleasure.

    "Why don't you show him how excited you are, honey? Why don't you get on your knees and kiss my toes?"

    Eric's eyes went wide and again he glanced up and down the hallway. When his gaze found Michelle's once more she wore an assertive look, making it perfectly clear that what she'd said wasn't a suggestion. Eric was to do as he was told.

    To her great pleasure, he dropped to his knees, crawled forward, lowered his head, and kissed her red toes. He kissed each and every one of them, too, an act that utterly delighted Michelle.

    "You should kiss me," she said to Colby.

    He smiled and their lips met. Their tongues entwined and his hand moved into her top. His fingers worked her breasts aggressively, kneading the flesh hard enough to cause just a hint of discomfort, though for some reason Michelle found it intensely pleasurable that he felt free to use her body without much concern about her feelings.

    "Come," Colby said after the kiss. He took Michelle's hand and led her into the apartment. She gave a quick look over her shoulder to see that Eric had gotten to his feet and was happily following.

    Colby's hand was on Michelle's ass by the time they reached the living room. He gave it a good squeeze and a hard smack before sitting on the couch and gesturing for her to sit next to him.

    "There's a bottle of champagne in the fridge," Colby said to Eric, who stood awkwardly in front of them. "Open it up and pour two glasses for me and your lady."

    Eric nodded, glanced at Michelle, and headed for the kitchen.

    "You don't dress like this often, do you?" Colby asked.

    "I never dress like this."

    He put a hand on her knee and moved his fingers in slow circles over the smooth, milky white skin of her inner thigh. "How does it feel?" he asked.

    Michelle turned to him and stared at Colby's lips as a yearning to kiss them filled her body. "It feels good to dress like this for you. It felt good knowing that you were going to enjoy it...that dressing like this would make you want to fuck me."

    His hand moved up her thigh and under her skirt as their lips met. His tongue invaded her mouth and Michelle reached up and let her fingers snake around the back of his neck, leaning into Colby as his fingers pressed against her panties and rubbed her clit with such expertise that a tidal wave of pleasure washed over her in an instant.

    "Your pussy's gonna be sore by the time I'm done with you," Colby said while continuing the slow, gentle massage of her clit. "It's a good thing your man is here so he can use that tongue of his to soothe your cunt after I've had my way with it."

    Michelle turned to see Eric standing there holding two glasses of champagne. She also saw a bulge in his pants. "Did you hear that?" she asked. "Are you prepared to use your tongue to soothe my pussy after Colby's had his way with it?"

    Eric's hands shook a little as he nodded. He was clearly still nervous, but there was no question he was turned on.

    Colby then deftly pulled Michelle's panties aside and slipped two fingers into her. He moved deep inside her with ease thanks to the excess of wetness, in no small part because she hadn't cum in quite some time and was desperately horny. Colby fingered her while looking up at Eric, though he was busy staring at another man entering his fiancée over and over.

    Right as Michelle thought she might have her first orgasm of the night, Colby pulled his fingers from her pussy and held them up. They were soaked with her wetness and when he whispered, "Suck them clean," she leaned forward and took them in her mouth without hesitation.

    Michelle closed her eyes and fellated Colby's fingers like she was sucking his cock. He moaned, too, and she reached between his legs to stroke his cock - which was hard - through his slacks, eliciting a deeper kind of moan.

    Colby then pulled his fingers free and gestured towards Eric, who came closer and offered the champagne glasses. Colby took both, gave one to Michelle, and said, "On your knees, cuck."

    Eric hesitated, but only for a moment. It was the first time he'd been referred to as a 'cuck,' though Michelle suspected it was far from the last time he'd hear that word directed at him. Once the surprise of it washed away, Eric dropped to his knees like he'd been instructed.

    "Kiss those pretty toes again," Colby instructed. "See if you can suck on a few of them, too. I want you to really show your wife that you're dedicated to her pleasure, cuck."

    Michelle felt her pussy moisten further as Eric crawled closer, lowered his head, and kissed her toes. She sipped her champagne as both she and Colby watched Eric then take her big toe into his mouth to suck on it.

    "Look up at her as you suck, cuck," Colby instructed. "Eye contact is important."

    Eric looked up and Michelle saw the angst and arousal in his eyes. She didn't blame him for feeling anxious about the road he was traveling down. She'd tried to reassure him, but any man would be nervous about submitting to humiliation of the variety Colby seemed intent on inflicting.

    "That feels good, baby," Michelle said softly. "And you look better than I would have thought on your knees like that. You look like that's where you were always meant to be."

    Colby leaned in to kiss her neck while his hand moved into her top. He was far gentler with her breasts this time around. It seemed to her that he was tending to her arousal this time and it worked spectacularly well.

    "I'm so wet for him, baby," she continued. "I'm so wet for Colby. Wet for his cock. Wet for how good he's going to fuck me tonight. Wet for how hard he's going to make me cum while you watch."

    "Get naked, cuck," Colby ordered.

    A panicked look crossed Eric's face and Michelle considered affirming Colby's instructions as a way of assuaging her fiancée’s struggling ego. She declined to do so, though, instead choosing to witness his submission to the other man in the room.

    It took a few seconds, but eventually Eric stood and unbuttoned his shirt. As he did so, Colby reached over and gently pushed Michelle's skirt up her legs until her panties were exposed. He then pulled them aside and slipped two fingers inside her. The pleasure was instantaneous and Michelle couldn't help but moan. Amazingly, Eric stripped a little faster, perhaps driven by a desire to see the evening move forward to the part where Michelle had Colby's cock inside her.

    Once Eric was naked, Colby downed the rest of his glass of champagne and stood up. He moved next to Michelle's fiancée and she finished her champagne while looking up at the last two men to have fucked her. Physically, there wasn't much of a comparison. Eric had a good body, but Colby put him to shame, even fully dressed.

    "Undress me," Colby said to Michelle, who happily stood and handed her empty champagne glass to Eric.

    She turned to the man who'd be fucking her that night and kissed him while unbuttoning his shirt. She lured his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it while taking his shirt off and tossing it towards Eric. She kissed her way down Colby's muscular chest and fell to her knees while unbuckling his belt. She looked up at him while unbuttoning his pants and slowly tugging the zipper down. His pants slid down his legs and Michelle leaned in and pressed her lips against the incredible bulge in his underwear.

    "She wants that dick," Colby said as he looked at Eric. "Your girl wants that black dick. Should I let her have it? Should I let her take it out and suck on it a little bit?"

    Michelle pawed at the bulge. She kissed it. She moaned. She looked up at her fiancée, who seemed enraptured as he watched her act in a manner he'd never witnessed before. Not once in their relationship had she been on her knees pawing and kissing his bulge through his underwear. Not once had she been so overwhelmingly keen to have Eric fuck her. She felt that desire for Colby's cock, though.

    "Yes, you should let her have it," he answered.

    "Get on your knees next to her," Colby instructed.

    Eric fell to his knees and moved next to Michelle. She leaned over to kiss him while lowering Colby's underwear. She sucked on Eric's tongue just like she'd sucked on Colby's. She even gave his cock a few strokes just to make sure he was still turned on. The intense rigidity of his shaft confirmed his desire.

    "Watch her suck my dick," Colby said. "Watch her suck on that big black dick, white boy."

    Michelle turned from her fiancée and took Colby's cock in her mouth. She sucked on the head while staring up at him and fondling his balls. She watched the pleasure wash over his face and her pussy dripped with desire.

    "Fuck, that's good. Damn, your girl is an incredible cocksucker, cuck. Does she suck your dick all that often?"

    "Not that often, no," Eric answered.

    Colby laughed. "I don't blame her. You don't have much to work with down there, do you, and women don't really like sucking dick unless they're getting their mouths on something that makes their legs shake when they cum. Your dick doesn't do that, does it white boy?"

    "No."

    Michelle pushed Colby's cock upwards and lowered her mouth a little to suck his balls. She took one in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it while stroking his long, thick, dark shaft and eliciting a series of moans and appreciative looks.

    "I feel bad for guys like you, cuck. You'll never know how good it feels to see a beautiful woman on her knees worshiping - and I mean worshiping - your cock. You'll never know how good it feels to know that a beautiful woman genuinely wants to suck your dick, to suck your balls, to make you feel good just because you can fuck her to the best orgasms of her life."

    Colby was clearly turned on by Eric's presence. His dick felt a little harder than usual and he looked alive with desire. He was getting off on humiliating the white boy in his presence and it turned out that Michelle was getting off on it too because her pussy felt much wetter than usual.

    "Kiss your cuck."

    Michelle released Colby's balls from her mouth, took Eric's head in her hands and kissed him with unrivaled fervor. It was a long, slow, deep kiss with a great deal of tongue work and she was delighted when his fingers found their way to her pussy, if for no other reason than Eric received firsthand knowledge of just how turned on Michelle was.

    "Do you feel how wet I am for him?"

    Eric nodded.

    "Do you understand that I don't get that wet for you?"

    He nodded again and she grabbed his cock and gave it a few good strokes.

    "Do you want to watch him fuck me? Do you want to watch me cum all over his big black cock?"

    "Yes."

    Michelle turned her attention to Colby. His cock was rock hard and covered in her saliva. His balls were too. He'd stepped out of his pants and underwear and was now naked and utterly perfect as he stood in front of her.

    "Will you fuck me?" she asked. "Will you make my fiancée watch as you fuck me? Will you make him watch as you give me an orgasm far better than any he's ever provided?"

    Colby smiled like a man living his best life. "Damn right I will."

    He turned, opened his coffee table drawer, and pulled out a Magnum condom. Michelle plucked it from his fingers before he could open it and tore the foil with her teeth before freeing the condom and gently rolling it down the magnificent black dick that would soon be stretching her pussy.

    "I want you," she said. "I need you. I need you inside me. I need you to fuck me, Colby."

    He reached down and ran his fingers through her hair as she stroked his latex-wrapped cock.

    "Cuck, get on your back on the rug," Colby instructed.

    Michelle watched her fiancée dutifully move to his back. She smiled at the sight of his stiff dick pointing towards the ceiling and she noted that when directly compared to Colby that Eric's cock really was quite small.

    "Get on your hands and knees above him," Colby said to her.

    Michelle crawled towards Eric and situated herself above him. She felt his lips against her leg as he turned his head and kissed her softly. She moaned and played with his balls as Colby moved behind her and dropped to his knees.

    "Fuck," Eric said softly.

    Michelle was more turned on than she'd ever been. Colby had deftly seized control of the evening and quite literally put Eric in his place beneath both of them. It made her pussy tingle. It made her fingers and toes tingle, too, and it felt a little like she was floating as she waited to feel her lover's big black cock push into her pussy from behind.

    "Every cuck should watch his woman take dick like this," Colby said as he rubbed the head of his cock over Michelle's pussy lips. "He should witness from close up what it looks like when a superior cock penetrates her. He should witness her willingness to be taken hard and fast from behind, to offer her pussy for the pleasure of a superior man's dick. He should offer his tongue to pleasure her clit, too, and he should do so without any thought to the humiliation of feeling another man's balls brushing against his forehead and face because his woman's pleasure should be all that matters to a cuck."

    Michelle was so desperate to get fucked that she pushed her hips back. 

    "Do you see that, cuck? Do you see how desperate she is for my cock?"

    "Yes," Eric said.

    "Should I fuck her? Should I fuck your fiancée? Should I give her what she wants, cuck?"

    "Yes, please, fuck my fiancée."

    Michelle groaned at the stunning pleasure of being filled by Colby's massive cock. Her arms and legs trembled during the first deep penetration and she thought she might collapse.

    Colby rested for a minute with his dick deep inside her. "Lick her clit, cuck," he instructed.

    Michelle looked down to see Eric's head lifted off the rug. He licked her clit delicately, sending little charges of pleasure throughout her body as he did so.

    "Please, Colby, fuck me. Fuck me while he tongues my clit like a good cuck. Fuck me hard. Take your pleasure. Use my pussy for your pleasure. Please!"

    Colby gave Michelle what she wanted. He fucked her and he fucked her hard. He put a hand on her shoulder for leverage and he delivered long, deep, vigorous thrusts, using his powerful body to make each of them forceful.

    The sound of his hips meeting her ass filled the apartment along with Michelle's wild moans. Colby's hand came down on her ass and she cried out from the surprise of it.

    "Spank me," she pleaded. "Fuck, Colby, spank me while you fuck my tight little pussy. Stretch my little white cunt and spank my ass!"

    Colby fucked her harder. He spanked her ass. At one point he grabbed a handful of Michelle's hair and pulled back. He delivered a swift spank to her ass and she felt her orgasm approaching.

    "Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"

    "Cum on that dick. Cum on that big black dick. Fuck, cum on that big black dick!"

    Michelle came. Michelle came so hard she had to spread her knees a little wider to maintain her balance. She dropped her head and rested it against Eric's thigh. She closed her eyes and the most intense pleasure of her life washed over her body in seemingly endless waves while Colby's cock rested deep in her pussy.

    Then he pulled out and said, "Sit on his face. Let him put his tongue deep in that cunt that I just stretched."

    Michelle sat up and dropped her pussy onto Eric's face. Colby came around and stood astride her fiancée’s legs. He pulled the condom off his dick and slipped his slick, plump head into Michelle's mouth. She reached up to stroke him and play with his balls while smothering Eric with her pussy and ass.

    "I think I'll cum in your mouth the first time," Colby said. "I want you to swallow my load and then kiss your fiancée."

    Michelle moaned to show how much the idea turned her on. She sucked Colby's cock harder, too, and he began to thrust in and out of her mouth.

    "Fuck, here it comes," he announced after a few minutes of vigorous sucking and stroking. "Fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Thick cum launched from the tip of his cock and onto the back of Michelle's tongue as she gently massaged the underside of his plump head. It felt like a massive load, so much so that she nearly gagged as some of it slid towards the back of her throat.

    Michelle managed not to cough up the cum, though, and swallowed dutifully when Colby pulled out of her mouth. She showed him that she'd swallowed, he smiled, and then she climbed off of Eric's face and laid next to him on the rug and kissed him.

    Their tongues entwined as she shared the taste of Colby's load and gently stroked Eric's cock to ensure the humiliation of tasting another man's seed didn't deflate his arousal. It didn't seem to be a problem, though, as Eric embraced the kiss with great vigor, pushing his tongue into her mouth and moaning rather loudly.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    Eric nodded. "All of it."

    Michelle smiled as a sense of joy filled her. If Eric had enjoyed that there was a very good chance he'd enjoy just about anything Michelle wanted to explore as their lives unfolded. That meant he was the right man for her, the one she wanted to marry, the one she wanted to be with long after Colby had departed their lives, the one she wanted to dominate for decades to come.

    "I love you," she whispered.

    "I love you too."

    They were going to have a very happy life together. One filled with wondrous, kinky pleasures that they'd only begun to scratch the surface of and Michelle couldn’t have been happier.

    The End.

  
    A Domme Feeds Her Cuckold

    Your domme likes playing naughty games with you, which is why she locked your cock, tied you to a chair, and cuffed your hands behind your back before she left.

    She taped a small vibrating bullet to your chastity device. She put it on the lowest setting and for the last hour it’s been providing your small, imprisoned dick with a steady stream of low level pleasure. Precum has been leaking from your cock for the past 15 minutes. It’s made quite a mess on the chair.

    You haven’t really been able to think about anything since she left. It’s been too hard to concentrate. Your cock hurts as the vibration provides enough pleasure for you to try and get hard. The chastity device defeats you desire for an erection time and again.

    You feel a palpable sense of relief when you see the headlights of her car in the driveway. At least she made her encounter with her bull relatively quick.

    Your domme is a vision as she walks into the room. The tight black corset and thigh high black leather boots she’s wearing are astoundingly sexy. Her dark hair is perfect as it cascades past her shoulders. The red lipstick she wore has since worn off. You can’t help but imagine it on her bull’s cock.

    “How is my sweet little subby?” your domme asks as she approaches and inspects your cock.

    “Please,” is all you say.

    You know she finds pleasure in your agony. She likes that you’ve been suffering for the past hour. She knows that it’s not particularly pleasurable to feel that ache as your locked cock tries to get hard. She knows the vibrator provides just enough pleasure to drive you crazy and not nearly enough to make you cum.

    “Do you want me to set you free? Do you want me to unlock your cock and let you masturbate? Do you want me to let you cum like a good boy?” your domme asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say. “This is agonizing. My cock hurts. My balls hurt. It’s too much. Please, let me out.”

    Your domme smiles and puts down her handbag. She steps closer and lifts her skirt. She’s not wearing any panties. Her pussy looks slippery and overwhelmingly sexy.

    She straddles you in the armless chair. The black leather of her boots feels so good against your calves. The warmth of her thighs feels impossibly good against your legs. The heat and wetness of her pussy against you locked cock makes you groan in a mixture of agony and pleasure.

    “Please, mistress. Please let me out. Please, I’ll do anything,” you say.

    She leans forward. Her lips are inches from yours. She grinds on your cock. The tip of your chastity device slips inside her. It’s like you’re fucking her, only it’s torturous. You can’t get hard. You want to fuck your domme. You want to be inside her. You want to feel the pleasure of her pussy, but you can’t.

    “Anything?” she asks.

    She kisses your neck. She grinds on your locked cock. You smell her perfume. It mixes with a hint of sex.

    “Yes, mistress. I’ll do anything. Please, just let me out. Turn off the vibrator. Let me cum. Please.”

    Her lips press gently against yours. She kisses you. You kiss her back. Her tongue slides into your mouth. It dances with yours. You moan. Your agony deepens. Your cock aches. Your balls ache.

    Your domme stands up. She steps back and picks up her handbag. She opens it, reaches inside, and pulls out a condom.

    It’s tied off at the top. It’s filled with cum.

    “I’ll let you out,” she says. “I”ll even let you cum, but you have to do something for me first.”

    You say nothing.

    “You’re going to eat the cum in this condom. You’re going to swallow another man’s cum if you want me to let you out,” she says.

    “No,” you say. “No, I won’t do that. You know I’ll do almost anything for you, but I’m not willing to do that.”

    Your domme smiles. She likes a challenge.

    “Are you sure? All you have to do is swallow his cum and you get to come out of your cage. You get to play with you cock. You get to feel real pleasure instead of this torturous form of stimulation,” she says while pointing between your legs to your little locked cock with a vibrator taped to it.

    “I’m sure. I’m not eating anyone’s cum. That’s disgusting,” you say.

    Your domme places the used, cum-filled condom on top of your cock and steps back. She does a lusty dance for you. You watch the way she moves her hips. It’s impossibly alluring.

    She strips as she dances. She reaches back and slowly unzips her skirt and corset. She turns around and lets her outfit fall to the floor. You admire her beautiful ass. You can’t believe how sexy she looks wearing nothing but a pair of thigh high black leather boots.

    She turns around and moves closer. You stare at her breasts. You love her breasts. It’s not often that you get to see them in the nude. You almost never get to touch them, and kissing them is the rarest treat of all.

    She picks up the condom and straddles you again. You wish you could reach up and play with her breasts, but your hands are bound. You wish you could lean forward and suck her nipples, but she’s too far away.

    You can feel the heat emanating from her body. You can feel the wetness of her pussy around your locked cock.

    She leans forward and kisses your neck. An electric rush of pleasure moves through your body. It feels so good.

    “I want to feed you,” she whispers. “I want to feed you his cum. I want you to be a good subby and let me feed you every drop of his load.”

    It sounds so good when she says it. It almost sounds appealing. Your cock aches as her words invade your brain and she grinds her pussy on your chastity device. Her breasts are so close. They’re almost touching your naked chest.

    She stands up and moves closer. Her breasts are inches from your mouth. She knows what you want. She knows you want to suck her nipples. She knows you want to make her moan by pleasuring her.

    “Let me feed you,” she says. “Let me feed my sweet subby boy. Let me pour his cum into your mouth. Let me see it slide down your throat.”

    “I can’t,” you say, but you can feel your resistance wearing down.

    She quickly brushes her nipple against your lips. It’s gone before you notice it’s even there. You almost got to kiss her breast. You almost got to suck her nipple. You feel a surge of pain between your legs.

    “Why can’t you?” she whispers.

    “It’s gross,” you answer.

    She smiles. She sits down on you. Your locked cock presses between her pussy lips. It’s so warm and wet. You feel like you could cum if she rode you a little.

    “It’s not gross,” she says. “It would be beautiful.” She kisses you. She kisses your lips. Her tongue licks your flesh. You shiver with pleasure. “It would be beautiful to see his cum slide down your throat. It would be beautiful to know you had my bull’s cum inside you.”

    “Please,” you say. It’s all that comes out. You’re not even sure what you’re pleading for. Part of you just doesn’t want to do it. It feels like a step too far. It feels gross. It feels scary.

    Your domme stands again. Her hand moves to the back of your head. Her fingers gently caress your hair. She brings her breasts closer.

    “Kiss me,” she says.

    You excitedly kiss her breast. You do it again. It feels so good. Your cock strains against its cage.

    She pulls back. You want more of her breast. You want to suck her nipples. You want it so badly.

    Your domme looks down at you and smiles. She steps back and picks up the cum-filled condom. She delicately unties it.

    You watch as she dips her finger into the condom. The tip of her finger emerges covered in slick cum. She rubs the cum on one of her nipples.

    Your domme steps closer. She offers you her breast. Her hand moves around the back of your neck. Her fingers caress your hair.

    “Go ahead,” she whispers. “Suck on my nipple, my sweet subby. I know you want it.”

    You look up at her. Her gaze is soft and sweet. She wants this. You want it too.

    You wrap your lips around her cum-covered nipple. You run your tongue over it. You taste another man’s cum for the first time. It’s not nearly as bad as you expected. Even after you’ve licked up his cum, your domme lets you suck and lick her nipple. She lets you pleasure her.

    She repeats the process with her other nipple. You lick up more of her bull’s cum. You do it happily now. It feels so good to be able to feel her flesh in your mouth.

    She steps back and holds the condom in front of your face. You look at the cum. You look up at your domme.

    “I’m going to feed you now,” she says.

    You still feel the resistance. You still want to deny her. You still want to say no. You don’t, though. You simply nod.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth. She places the open end of the condom between your lips. You taste the latex.

    She smiles and slowly lifts the tip of the condom. You watch as her bull’s cum slowly slides towards your mouth.

    It’s thick and salty as it pools on your tongue. You gag a little, but manage to suppress the strongest part of the reflex.

    Your domme squeezes every last drop of her bull’s cum from the condom. She smiles as she admires the pool of thick spunk on your tongue. She’s proud of you.

    “Close your mouth, but don’t swallow. Savor the taste of his cum,” she says.

    You close your mouth and look at your domme. You look into her soft, impossibly sexy eyes. You do as you’re told and consider the taste of the cum in your mouth. You savor it. It’s unpleasant, but it’s growing on you a little.

    The idea that you have another man’s cum on your tongue isn’t nearly as disgusting as you thought it might be. You’re doing it for your domme. You’re not doing it because you love cum. You’re doing it because you want to please her.

    “Swallow,” she says.

    You look into your domme’s eyes and swallow her bull’s cum. It’s unpleasant going down your throat, but it’s all worth it for the beautiful smile that crosses her face. You’ve made her blissfully happy.

    She straddles you once more. Her pussy rubs over your locked cock. You ache for release.

    She kisses you deeply. She shares in the leftover taste of cum in your mouth. Her tongue dances with yours. She looks at you as her lips depart from yours. She stands up and lets you suck on her beautiful breasts. She moans as you please her.

    “Good behavior has its rewards,” she says while stepping back and peeling off the tape that keeps the vibrator attached to your chastity cage.

    You feel relief when it’s gone. The endless edging had become too much to bear.

    Your domme unlocks you. She strokes your cock while kissing you. She strokes you swiftly and with skill.

    “Do you want to cum?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say. “Please, yes, let me cum.”

    You just want to get off. You don’t care about a long, drawn out process. You don’t care about extending the pleasure. You need to cum.

    It doesn’t take long. You close your eyes and spill your seed. It feels like your entire body is experiencing the orgasm. You tingle from head to toe. It’s insanely pleasurable. It’s everything an orgasm is supposed to be.

    “Thank you,” you say after it’s over.

    You open your eyes. Your domme is holding her hand in front of your face. You look down. Her palm has a puddle of your cum in it.

    “It’s time for another feeding,” she says. “Good boys are always hungry.”

    You look at her. You figure you’ve already done it once. There’s not much point in avoiding doing it a second time.

    You open your mouth. She feeds you your cum. She feeds you your second load of the night. You eat it like your domme wants you to. You’re a good submissive for her.

  
    A Domme in the Neighborhood - Part 1

    Adam looked up from his computer as a strong wind whipped down the street of his suburban neighborhood, tugging at the few leaves that held fast to their spots on oak trees that lined the sidewalk in front of his house.

    Grateful for any reason to take a break from the drudgery of working in Excel, Adam happily admired the way the fallen leaves blew around in the wind, settling into small piles at the base of the recently-trimmed bushes of his front yard.

    Just as he convinced himself to return to his laptop, the singsong chime of Adam’s doorbell rang out, pulling him from his desk chair. He was expecting a delivery that day, and while his neighborhood was generally free of crime, it was always best to grab a package as soon as it arrived to prevent an opportunistic thief from walking away with his mail order cold brew.

    Adam opened the door expecting to find said package on the doormat. Instead, his rather fetching neighbor Monica stood there with a smile on her face. Her lustrous dark hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she wore an oversized white turtleneck sweater and a pair of dark sweatpants, which struck Adam as odd since Monica was the sort of suburban housewife that always looked perfect.

    “Monica, hey, what can I do for you?” Adam asked.

    “I have a little favor to ask,” Monica replied with a smile. “Can I come in?”

    Adam stepped aside. “Of course.” Monica’s perfume filled the air as she stepped confidently into his house and headed right for the living room. “Can I get you anything to drink?” he asked. “Water, coffee, orange juice?”

    “No, that’s alright,” Monica replied before taking a seat in the middle of his couch. “All I need is a little of your time.”

    Adam sat in the armchair and opened his mouth to ask what Monica wanted, but she beat him to it.

    “As you know, my husband and I are hosting the neighborhood Halloween party like we do every year,” she began.

    Adam nodded, but he knew better than to say anything until Monica had made whatever request she had in mind.

    “And as you also know, it’s a costume party. In fact, you’re not allowed to attend the party if you’re not wearing a costume,” she said.

    Adam knew that well. Four years ago he’d attended the party – or tried to attend it, to be accurate – without a costume on and Monica had informed him that he’d have go home and change or not come back at all.

    “Well, I’ve made a rather bold choice with my costume and I’m a little nervous that it won’t go over well at the party,” Monica said. “And I was hoping that you’d give me your opinion on it.”

    Adam was taken aback. He couldn’t remember Monica ever asking anyone’s opinion about anything. He didn’t want to be impolite, though. “Uh, yeah, of course, Monica, but I’m sure whatever costume you picked out will be perfect. You have the best taste of any woman I’ve ever met.”

    “Aww, Adam, aren’t you sweet. I can’t believe that girlfriend of yours broke up with you,” she said.

    Adam winced a little at the reminder that he’d been dumped him just over a month ago. He let it wash over him, though, and returned his focus to the task at hand, which was chiefly to get Monica out of his house. “Do you want to show me pictures of the costume?”

    Monica laughed. “No, I’m going to model it for you,” she said. “I just need to pop into your bathroom so I can change into it. Okay?”

    “Yeah, of course. The bathroom is right down the hallway,” Adam replied. “But, don’t you need a costume to change into?”

    Monica stood and smiled. “I’ll be right back,” she said, completely ignoring his question.

    Adam sat back and marinated in his utter befuddlement. Monica wasn’t the kind of woman that seemed to want anyone’s opinion on anything, so it made no sense that she would care about what Adam thought. It made even less sense that she felt the need to come over to his house and changed into the costume to give him an in person show. The whole thing was so odd that Adam didn’t even notice Monica had returned from the bathroom.

    She cleared her throat and he turned to see her in a sleeveless black leather catsuit that fit like a second skin. He was fairly certain she’d adjusted the height of her ponytail and pulled it tighter, too, giving her a more serious look.

    “Holy shit,” he said.

    Monica smiled and stepped closer as she asked, “What do you think? Do you want to see the back? Should I spin around?”

    “Oh, uh, no, that’s not…”

    She spun around anyway, and despite knowing that he probably shouldn’t check out his neighbor’s ass, Adam couldn’t stop himself. It looked absolutely perfect encased in the tight, thin, shiny leather of her catsuit.

    “Holy shit,” Adam said once more before adding, “Though, what’s the costume?”

    “Catwoman,” Monica said. “I’ll add a little pair of cat ears and maybe an eye mask. What do you think?”

    Adam was so thrown off by how intensely sexy his neighbor looked that he didn’t really think about his answer. He just said, “It seems way too sexy for a neighborhood Halloween party.”

    Monica frowned and Adam immediately felt embarrassed. He stood up, held his hands out apologetically, and said, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. You look beautiful. I’m not trying to shame you for wanting to be sexy at the Halloween party. That was stupid of me.”

    Monica put her hands on her hips and said, “I’d like to hear you apologize again, but this time I want you to do it from your knees.”

    Adam’s arms fell to his sides as he asked, “What?”

    Monica stepped closer and said, “Get on your knees.”

    She pursed her lips angrily and held his gaze, and for some reason Adam folded under what felt like intense pressure and fell to his knees in front of her.

    Monica offered a warm smile and said, “That’s a good boy. Now apologize again.”

    Adam was lost in confusion again. He wasn’t sure why he’d gotten on his knees and he wasn’t even remotely certain what Monica actually wanted from him.

    “Adam, I won’t ask again. Apologize or I’ll be very upset,” Monica said.

    For some reason, Adam didn’t want to know what would happen if she got very upset. “I’m sorry, Monica,” he said. “I judged too quickly and too harshly. You would be a very convincing Catwoman.”

    Monica reached out and gently ran her fingers through Adam’s hair and down the side of his face. Her touch felt unexpectedly warm and loving and he couldn’t help but close his eyes for a moment as she let her hand linger against his face. “Doesn’t it feel good to do as you’re told, Adam? Doesn’t it make you happy to be a good boy for me?”

    Adam nodded. He did feel good. He felt exceptionally good.

    Monica stepped close enough that the smell of leather filled his nose. She reached under his chin to direct his gaze to her face and asked, “Do you know what the neighborhood moms would say if I wore this costume to the Halloween party?”

    Adam wasn’t sure it was wise to offer an answer to that question, as he was certain the neighborhood moms would have nothing but nasty things to say about a woman that made an effort to look sexy at a suburban Halloween party.

    “Go ahead, you can answer honestly,” Monica said with a smile. “I won’t be upset.”

    “They’d be cruel,” Adam answered. “They’d call you terrible names. They’d assume you were trying to seduce their husbands.”

    Monica laughed. “As if I’d want anything to do with most of the fat fucks that live in this neighborhood. My husband is a handsome, successful alpha male that fucks me exactly as I need to be fucked. You’re right that they’d call me terrible names, though. They’d do it because they’d all be jealous, Adam. They’d be jealous that they don’t look this good. They’d be jealous because they know their husbands would be jerking off to me that night.”

    Adam nodded as he was quite certain she was right about that. There was nothing like a fit, beautiful woman in a suburban neighborhood to make everyone else rage with jealousy.

    “I’m not going to wear this to the Halloween party,” Monica informed him. “I bought it with that intention, but once I put it on I knew I couldn’t wear it. I’m not stupid. I don’t want to cause a riot.”

    “Then why…if it’s okay to ask, why did you want to show it to me?” Adam asked.

    “Because this outfit makes me feel powerful, Adam,” Monica answered. “It helps unleash my dominant side. It helps unleash the part of me that wants to make a man submit to my every desire.”

    She’d offered an answer, but not one Adam understood. “I…if you don’t mind me saying, I still don’t quite understand why you wanted to show your outfit to me.”

    “You’re going to be that man, Adam,” Monica explained. “I’m going to dominate you. I’m going to make you submit to my will. I’m going to make you do whatever I desire.”

    “What about your husband?” Adam asked.

    Monica smiled and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pulled hard and Adam winced. “How interesting that your first instinct was to ask about my husband instead of telling me that you don’t want to be dominated.”

    Her foot moved between his legs and Monica lifted her toes and teased Adam’s cock through his pants. She barely touched him, and yet Adam felt an uncommon kind of arousal despite the pain emanating from his head as she maintained her rather tight grip on his hair.

    “My husband knows,” Monica said. “I expressed my desire to dominate him and he turned me down. He said there’s not a single cell in his body that finds pleasure in the idea of submitting to a woman. He’s not one of those men that works a powerful job and feels a deep need to surrender his power in the bedroom. My husband likes being in charge wherever he is, Adam, and I like that about him. I like surrendering to his power in the bedroom. I like that he’s the head of our household.”

    Adam’s cock was hard by that point. He told himself he wasn’t a submissive man, that he was closer to Monica’s husband than he was to the kind of man she seemed to think he was, but the throbbing erection made it hard to believe that.

    “I told my husband that you seemed like a man that would enjoy submitting to a powerful woman,” Monica continued. “He agreed. He gave me his blessing to come over here today. He has every confidence that I’ll have you under my thumb by the time I walk out of here. I think he’s right, Adam. What do you think?”

    “I…I’m not sure,” Adam replied.

    Monica released his hair, stepped back, and said, “Kiss my boots.”

    Adam looked down at her shiny black leather boots and felt an instant desire to do as she’d demanded. He resisted it, though. It felt wrong. More than that, it felt deeply embarrassing to bend over and kiss his neighbor’s boots. “I don’t want to,” he said.

    “That’s a lie,” Monica replied. “I can see it on your face. I can see it in your body language. I can see it in that pathetic bulge between your legs. The only thing you want to do right now is bend over and kiss my boots. You want to press your lips against the warm, soft leather. You want to hear me call you a good boy for doing so. You want it desperately, Adam. Now do it.”

    Compelled by a desire he didn’t understand, Adam bent over and kissed one of Monica’s boots.

    “That’s a good boy,” she said in a soft, sweet voice. “Now kiss the other one.”

    Adam moved to her other boot and placed a kiss at the tip.

    “That’s a very good boy,” Monica said. “Now kiss your way up my legs. Shower them with kisses, Adam.”

    Adam’s pulse raced in a way he hadn’t experienced in years as he kissed his way up Monica’s legs, moving from one to the other. Over and over he kissed the smooth leather that fit so snugly against her perfect body.

    “Does this make you happy, Adam?” Monica asked. “Do you like being on your knees in front of me and showering my legs with kisses?”

    “Yes,” Adam answered. He liked the way he felt. He liked the way his heart was pounding in his chest. He liked the excitement that emanated from between his legs. He liked that he’d already leaked a great deal of precum into his underwear. He’d dated his ex-girlfriend for nearly eighteen months and not once had he felt so excited with her.

    “Then you should thank me,” Monica said. “You should look up and thank me for giving you the opportunity to kiss my boots and my legs.”

    Adam stopped kissing her legs, looked up at Monica, and said, “Thank you for letting me kiss your boots. Thank you for letting me kiss your perfect legs in this utterly perfect catsuit. Thank you for thinking of me when you were selecting a man to dominate.”

    Monica smiled, reached out and gently caressed his face, and said, “You’re welcome, Adam. You may resume kissing my legs.”

    Adam did so happily, moving back to where he’d left off just below her knees and working his way up. He planted dozens more kisses as Monica watched with her hands on her hips and a smile on her face. His heart beat a little harder as he neared her crotch. He wondered if she was going to let him kiss in the most intimate spot on her body. He suddenly felt desperate to be given permission to do so.

    “Stop,” Monica said moments before Adam reached the tops of her thighs. “I can see the lust in your eyes, Adam. I can see that you want to kiss my kitty.”

    “I do,” Adam replied.

    “I’m afraid that’s a pleasure that has to be earned,” she said. “And you haven’t earned that privilege yet.”

    Monica spun around and looked over her shoulder. “Would you like to kiss my ass, Adam?”

    “Yes, please,” he answered.

    Monica smiled. “You may do so. In fact, you may shower my ass in kisses.”

    Adam leaned forward and pressed his lips against her leather clad ass. It felt so good. He closed his eyes and immersed himself in the feel of the tight leather against his lips. He let the scent of it fill his nose. He got lost in the utter joy he felt at being on his knees and kissing the beautiful ass of the housewife that lived next door.

    “I have a surprise for you, Adam,” Monica said. “A surprise that I’m going to show you because you’ve been such a good boy.”

    “Thank you,” he replied.

    Monica slowly turned around, reached down, and pulled on a zipper just above the crotch of her catsuit that Adam hadn’t noticed. He saw a tuft of dark pubic hair first. A moment later he spotted his first glimpse of her labia and his breath caught in his throat. Monica continued to pull on the zipper, exposing her pussy in its entirety.

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” she asked.

    Adam stared and nodded. It was beautiful. It struck him as the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. His mouth was actually watering as he stared at it. He yearned to taste her pussy, even in a small way. He wanted to feel it against his lips. He wanted to put his tongue inside her. He wanted to taste just a hint of her juice against his tongue.

    “Would you like to earn the right to taste my kitty, Adam?” Monica asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

    Monica smiled. “Unzip your pants and take your cock out.” Adam did as requested and she gazed between his legs. “Not terribly impressive, but that’s okay. You don’t need to have a big cock to please me. Masturbate for me. Right now.”

    Adam wrapped his fingers around his turgid cock and jerked off as instructed by his beautiful neighbor. Monica reached down and spread her pussy lips, giving Adam a breathtaking show of the slippery pink flesh he caved. He leaned forward instinctively just to get a few inches closer.

    “Don’t you dare,” Monica admonished him. “My kitty isn’t yours to taste. Not yet. It’s yours to admire. It’s yours to fantasize about, though I wouldn’t advice fantasizing about fucking me because you cock will never enter my kitty. That’s my husband’s domain.”

    “Of course,” Adam said as his cock throbbed in his hand.

    “You’re going to cum for me,” Monica said. “When you do, you’re going to cum on my boots. When you do, you’re going to bend over and lick them clean. If you don’t, I will beat your ass until it’s black and blue. Do you understand?”

    Adam looked down at her boots as his hand moved up and down his shaft. For some reason the idea of cleaning his cum thrilled him. His heart beat harder. His head swam with arousal. The back of his neck tingled for some reason. “Yes, I understand,” he said.

    “Say it, then,” Monica demanded. “Say that you’re going to cum on my boots and then bend over and lick it up. Say that you’re going to do it or I’m going to beat your ass until it’s black and blue.”

    “I’m going to cum on your boots and then bend over and lick it up, and if I don’t you’re going to beat my ass until it’s black and blue,” Adam said. “I’m close. Can I cum? Please, can I cum?”

    “Yes, you may,” Monica said.

    Adam climaxed a moment later. His cum spurted onto her leather boots, leaving creamy streaks on the dark material.

    “Don’t hesitate,” Monica said. “Bend over right now. Don’t give it a second thought. Clean your mess off my boots.”

    The desire Adam had experienced at the idea of cleaning his cum from her boots was gone. Of course it was gone. It left his body with his cum. The promise of an ass beating still lingered, though, and Adam had no doubt Monica would deliver on her promise.

    He hesitated, but only for a moment. Then he bent down and licked his cum off her boots. Monica moaned and Adam looked up to see two of her fingers deep in her pussy while a third worked her clit.

    “This isn’t a show for you,” she admonished him. “Do as you’re told and clean up your mess.”

    Adam returned to her cum-covered boots. He ran his tongue over a thick streak of his seed and swallowed it. He sucked up the little bits he couldn’t get with his tongue and he swallowed them too. He moved to her other boot and repeated the process. He bathed his tongue in the salty, bitter taste of his cum and he did so as Monica furiously masturbated above him.

    She came while Adam was cleaning his load from her boots. He glanced up to see her eyes closed and her mouth opened in pleasure as a series of quiet moans escaped her lips. Adam didn’t watch for long, though. He wanted to be good, after all, for his heart was still pounding from the intense orgasm and he wanted to do everything he could to ensure he’d get another visit from Monica.

    “Are you finished?” she asked.

    Adam surveyed her boots, looked up, and said, “Yes. And thank you for letting me orgasm, and for letting me clean your boots.”

    Monica’s smile was instant and bright, like he’d surprised her by offering his thanks. “You’re welcome, Adam. You were a very good boy today. A very, very good boy. You made me very happy.”

    “It was my pleasure, through and through,” Adam replied.

    Monica zipped her catsuit up and headed for the bathroom. She returned not long after wearing the sweater and sweat pants she’d shown up at his door in.

    “Walk me out,” she said.

    Adam stood, put his cock back in his pants, and walked Monica to his door. He reached for the knob but she gently grabbed his wrist to stop him.

    “This was a lovely experience for me, Adam,” she said. “I’d like to thank you for allowing your desires to win out. For being a willing, eager submissive, in other words. I expect that we’ll play again, but I also expect that you’ll be discreet about what we did here. My husband knows, but no one else does. Can you be discreet?”

    “Of course,” Adam replied. “I wouldn’t dream of sharing any details of what we did here.”

    “Very good,” she replied before leaning in and giving him a soft kiss on the cheek. “I’ll see you at the party, then.”

    Adam opened the door and Monica walked out just as she’d walked in. To anyone watching, it would have looked like a casual get together with two neighbors, not the intense sexual exploration it actually was.

    Adam returned to his desk, but he didn’t work. All he did was stare out the window and relive every moment of what had just unfolded in his living room while hoping he’d get to experience those thrills again, and soon.
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    “Adam, would you mind helping me with something?” Monica asked.

    “Of course,” Adam replied. He broke away from the group of neighbors he was talking with and followed Monica.

    “We’re running low on drinks,” she said. “I’d like you to fetch more beer and wine from the garage.”

    Adam was a little surprised Monica was asking him – and not her husband – to resupply drinks for their Halloween party, but he wasn’t inclined to say no to the woman that had shown him such a good time just a few days ago.

    “I love your costume, by the way,” he said. Monica and her husband Everett had dressed as Maid Marian and Robin Hood and they both looked surprisingly elegant.

    Monica smiled and playfully curtsied before leaning closer and asking, “Do you like it as much as the costume I showed you the other day?”

    Adam panicked at the idea of any of their neighbors catching even a whiff of what they’d done in his home and he couldn’t come up with an answer, though that didn’t seem to bother Monica.

    “That’s what I figured,” she said, taking his stunned silence as confirmation that he’d thoroughly enjoyed her domme costume. “Now go fetch those drinks for me.”

    Adam headed for the garage as memories of Monica’s domination rushed through his head. He saw her unzipping her catsuit and revealing her perfect pussy. He saw her fingers plunge between her labia and into her body. He saw how slippery they were when they’d emerged. Adam got so lost in fantasizing about his neighbor that he didn’t notice someone else follow him into the garage.

    “Hey there,” Everett said.

    Adam looked up and dropped the bottle of wine he’d grabbed. He caught it moments before it smashed on the garage floor, saving himself from having to clean up a mess. “Oh, hey, Everett, I like your costume,” he said nervously.

    Everett smiled, sipped his beer, and slowly approached Adam. “Yeah, sure, you too.”

    Adam backed up, but he was nearly against the wall already and there was nowhere to go. “Did you come to help with the drinks?” he asked.

    “No, you can handle that,” Everett replied. “I was just curious if you enjoyed seeing my wife’s pussy?”

    He seemed angry, which terrified Adam. Everett was quite a bit bigger than him, and while he didn’t know his neighbor to be violent, men could be unpredictable. “Oh, uh, I don’t…I’m not sure...I didn’t really see her naked.”

    “Oh, really?” Everett asked. “Are you telling me that my wife didn’t show you her pussy? That you weren’t inches away from it? Are you really going to lie to my face, Adam?”

    Adam was absolutely certain he was about to receive a beating at the hands of his neighbor, that Monica had lied when she said her husband knew of her desire to dominate him. “I’m…I’m sorry…Monica said…she said…she said you knew.”

    Everett burst out laughing and clapped Adam on the arm. “I’m just fucking with you, man. Monica said she had a great time. I just wanted to make sure you did too. She can be more strong-willed than she realizes and sometimes she makes people do things they’re not so keen on. I don’t want you getting caught up in something with her that you’re not actually interested in.”

    Relief washed over Adam as the fear of taking a vicious punch to the face washed away. He relaxed, took a deep breath, and said, “She didn’t coerce me or anything. It was…well, I really enjoyed myself.”

    “Excellent,” Everett said. “You’re committed now, though. Once Monica sinks her teeth into something she loves, she tends not to let go until she’s fully satisfied, and she’s definitely not done with you yet. She had a hell of a time with you, Adam. She got all kinds of worked up. That night she came home and she took me for a long, wild ride. Sex has always been good between us, but this was better. A lot better, in fact.”

    “Oh, well that’s good to hear,” Adam replied.

    Everett smiled. “It certainly is. I’d like more of that, if I’m being honest, which means you need to keep doing what Monica wants. That shouldn’t be a problem for a man like you, should it Adam?”

    Adam hesitated for a moment and then asked, “A man like me?”

    Everett laughed and clapped him on the shoulder again. This time he did it hard enough to knock Adam’s balance off and he nearly fell. “A man that gets on his knees when a woman tells him to, Adam. A man that’s so enamored with a leather catsuit that he bows down and kisses her boots. A man that cums on those boots and then licks it all up just because she told him to. That’s the kind of man you are, Adam.”

    Monica had clearly shared every little detail of their encounter. Adam wasn’t surprised so much as he was a little embarrassed that Everett knew, particularly the part about him licking his cum off Monica’s boots.

    “I’ll do what she wants,” Adam said.

    “I’m sure you will,” Everett replied with a smile. “My wife can be very persuasive, after all. Well, enjoy the rest of the party.” Everett turned and walked away.

    Everett could have grabbed a few bottles of wine or a case of beer, but he made no effort. For some reason, Adam found that thrilling, like his willingness to do the work her husband should have been doing was secretly offering his submission to Monica while almost everyone from their street was in her home.

    “You’re so kind,” Monica said with a smile as Adam returned from the garage with two armfuls of drinks to keep their neighbors happy. Because no one was driving it seemed that everyone was keen on having a little bit of fun.

    “It’s my pleasure,” Adam replied as he returned her smile.

    Monica leaned closer and whispered, “I like that you’re willing to be a good boy even when other people are around.”

    Adam felt a shiver of pleasure rush down his spine as her breath tickled his neck.

    Monica pushed a towel off the counter and onto the floor at her feet. Adam looked down at it and then back up at her. “Pick that up for me,” she said softly. Adam bent over but she stopped him. “Ah ah, get on your knees to pick it up.”

    He looked around but they were alone in the kitchen. Someone could have walked in, but Adam couldn’t help himself. He got on his knees, picked up the towel, and looked up at her.

    “Be a good boy and kiss my feet,” Monica instructed.

    She lifted the bottom of her costume and Adam bent over and kissed both of her feet. He looked up and said, “Thank you.”

    Monica held out her hand he passed her the towel before she helped him to his feet. “My pleasure,” she replied. “Now go socialize with your neighbors. I’ll be sure to find if you I need something.”

    Adam felt a very particular kind of desire coursing through his body as he returned to the party. He wasn’t hard, but he was immensely aroused. It felt like submitting to Monica had tapped into a different kind of desire for him, and after just a few encounters he found it far more satisfying than any sexual pursuits with his most recent ex-girlfriend had been.

    Adam mingled with his costumed neighbors, drank beer, and found himself smiling at the loose atmosphere that inhabited the party. The alcohol was doing its job, as it almost always did, leading to far more interesting conversations than usual. Of course, alcohol tends to loosen tongues, which is how Adam found himself answering questions about his breakup.

    “So, Adam,” Sue, the nosiest of their neighbors, began, “what happened with that girlfriend of yours? You two seemed so good together. We thought for sure there’d be a wedding and a new family growing up in our neighborhood.”

    “Uhh, well,” Adam said as he glanced around the little circle of neighbors he was conversing with, “I don’t really know what happened.”

    “I’m sorry, Adam, but I’m not sure I believe you,” Sue said. A few of the other people in the circle raised their eyebrows at her boldness, but she wasn’t entirely wrong.

    “What are we talking about?” Monica asked as she popped into the circle with a glass of red wine in her hand.

    “Adam’s break up,” Sue said.

    “Oh, yes, isn’t it sad that she broke up with him?” Monica replied.

    Everyone offered Adam a sympathetic look before Sue asked, “Is that true?”

    “Of course it is,” Monica said. “Adam, we all like you, but she was a little out of your league. I mean, she was so pretty and put together all the time. I just can’t imagine you ever would have broken up with her.”

    Everyone looked at Adam again and he felt a little embarrassed. Mostly, though, he was impressed that Monica knew he’d been on the receiving end of the break up. “Yeah, she broke up with me,” he said. “It was mostly unexpected and really painful, but yeah, she broke up with me.”

    Sue leaned forward, seemingly to reach out and offer Adam a little comfort, but upended most of her glass of wine instead, dumping it on the hardwood floor. “Oh, no,” she said. “I’m so sorry, Monica.”

    “Oh, that’s alright,” Monica replied. “It’s hardwood. The wine will come right up. Adam, would you mind running to the kitchen to grab some paper towels?”

    Everyone in their little circle looked at Adam. They all knew it was an odd request for Monica to ask the guy that lived next door to clean up the mess. For a brief moment Adam wondered what Monica would do if he refused. He didn’t want to find out, though. “Of course,” he said before turning and heading for the kitchen.

    Adam returned with a wad of paper towels in his hand. Monica looked towards the floor and Adam fell to his knees without hesitation. His heart pounded as he wiped up the wine. He knew that cleaning up a little wasn’t all that strange, but he felt like he was submitting to his neighbor and it thrilled him.

    “Adam, I think a little bit of wine got on my shoe,” Monica said. “Would you mind wiping it up?”

    “Of course not,” Adam said. He dropped a little lower and wiped the wine off her shoe before standing up, smiling at Monica, and turning to head back to the kitchen to toss the paper towels. He dumped them in the garbage can and put his hands on the counter. He felt exhilarated and a little bit humiliated and he was quite certain he enjoyed both sensations.

    Monica joined him in the kitchen not long after. She offered a smile and set her wine glass on the counter. “I’d like to see you on your knees behind me,” she said.

    Adam didn’t hesitate. He moved behind Monica and fell to his knees.

    “Lift my dress and press your lips against my ass,” she said.

    It felt insanely risky, but Adam lifted her dress, admired the fact that the party’s host had gone without panties that evening, and pressed his lips against her smooth ass.

    “Now kiss it,” Monica said.

    Adam placed soft, quiet kisses over his ass cheeks. He wasn’t sure if his pulse was racing because he was nervous about being caught or because he was so thrilled to be kissing her ass and he didn’t care. Once again Monica had gotten him more excited than he’d felt in years.

    “That’s enough,” she said. Adam moved out from under her dress and stood. Monica turned around, stepped closer, and whispered, “You’re a very good boy. I don’t feel like cleaning up after this party. I’d like you to stay after the rest of our neighbors have left to do the cleaning for me. Will you do that?”

    “Yes,” Adam said. For reasons he didn’t understand, his cock was hard.

    Monica looked down, ran her fingers over the bulge in his pants, and then looked up and said, “Good boy.”

    She walked away and Adam quickly found his way to the bathroom to let his erection subside as he relived the thrilling joy of kissing Monica’s ass during with almost all of their neighbors just a room away.

    The rest of the party unfolded like it did most years, with lots of laughter and increasingly drunk conversations, though Adam couldn’t help but think about how thrilling it was just to be around Monica. It felt as though she might offer a little hint of domination at any moment and it infused every second of the night with excitement.

    As requested, Adam stayed after to clean up. He figured that Monica and Everett might pitch in, but they retired to the living room and put something on Netflix while he busied himself with collecting the trash, loading the dishwasher, wiping down the counters, and hand cleaning quite a few dishes.

    It was almost an hour of labor in someone else’s house, and yet Adam enjoyed every second of it. He kept thinking of being on his knees with his lips pressed against Monica’s ass. He thought of the thrill of being ordered to kiss her feet and to clean up the wine spill for her. It made every dish scrubbed and every counter cleaned genuinely thrilling.

    When he was finished, Adam headed for the living room to see if he could do anything else for Monica before saying goodbye.

    “Oh, shit, sorry,” he said when he saw Monica on her knees in front of Everett. She was offering a rather vigorous blowjob and he had a look of pure bliss on his face. “I should…shit, I should go.”

    Monica’s head popped up and she said, “Did I say you could leave?”

    Adam watched her hand move up and down her husband’s thick, spit-soaked shaft and shook his head.

    “Did you finish cleaning like I asked?” Monica said.

    “I did,” Adam replied. “The dishwasher is loaded. The trash is empty. I dried all the dishes I hand washed.”

    “What a good boy,” Monica said with a bright smile. “Come over here.”

    Adam approached with trepidation. It felt a little strange to see his neighbor’s cock, though Everett didn’t seem to mind in the least.

    “On your knees,” Monica said.

    Adam fell to his knees without hesitation.

    “Doesn’t my husband have a beautiful cock?” she asked as her gaze returned to the shaft she continued to stroke. “Isn’t it long, and thick, and absolutely perfect?”

    “Yes,” Adam said. He wasn’t really sure if it was perfect, but it was definitely long and thick.

    “Size isn’t everything, of course, but I’ve always liked a man with a big cock,” Monica said. “I got lucky that Everett happens to be a man that knows how to use his cock to make his wife feel good. We’ve been married fifteen years and he still makes me cum every time he fucks me. That’s why I’m on my knees for him. That’s why I like being on my knees for him. I like making him feel good, Adam. I like making my husband feel so good.”

    Monica took Everett’s cock into her mouth once more and Adam gave the blowjob his full attention. He couldn’t look away. He’d never seen a woman make love to a cock quite like Monica was making love to her husband’s cock. She used her lips and tongue and hand masterfully to give Everett pleasure and the look on his face said she was doing a very, very good job.

    “Baby, I’m close,” Everett said.

    Monica moaned and sucked him harder. Her mouth moved faster. The blowjob got a little bit sloppier, but that seemed to bring Everett great pleasure.

    “I’m cumming,” he said as a look of utter joy came over his face.

    Monica kept her lips wrapped tight around the head, catching all of her husband’s load as Adam watched from his knees with a throbbing erection between his legs.

    “You’re incredible, babe,” Everett said. “Absolutely incredible.”

    Monica stood and turned towards Adam. She closed the distance between them with two steps, bent over, and grabbed his face. She dug her fingers into his cheeks and he opened his mouth as she clearly desired. Monica pursed her lips and her husband’s cum slowly dripped onto Adam’s tongue. He’d tasted his own cum just a few days ago so he wasn’t as stunned as he thought he might be. It was gross, but it was also an intensely arousing act of domination on Monica’s part and Adam’s cock throbbed as he took her husband’s load.

    “Close your mouth and hold his cum on your tongue,” she said. Adam did as instructed, bringing a smile to Monica’s face. “He’s perfect,” she said to her husband. “Absolutely perfect. I’m going to have so much fun with him.”

    “Yes you are,” Everett replied with a smile on his face.

    Monica looked at Adam and said, “Swallow my husband’s cum.”

    Adam swallowed as instructed. The cum burned as it slid down his throat and it left a deeply unpleasant aftertaste in his mouth, but he swallowed happily.

    “You can go home now,” Monica said. “I’ll come by for a visit this week. Maybe I’ll even let you taste my pussy.”

    Adam stood and they both glanced at his erection. Everett chuckled and Monica smiled. “Thank you,” he said.

    “For what?” Monica asked.

    “For…for everything tonight,” Adam answered.

    “For letting you clean my house? For letting you kiss my ass in the kitchen? For letting you clean my floor while our neighbors watched? For letting you swallow my husband’s cum? Are you thankful for all of that?” Monica asked.

    “Yes, I am,” Adam said. “I really am.” He couldn’t bear to look at her husband as he admitted how much he’d enjoyed every part of the evening, but he wanted to be honest with Monica.

    “Like I said, he’s perfect,” Monica replied with a smile. “Now go home, Adam. Oh, and no masturbating. No orgasms at all without my permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Adam said. “Absolutely. Thank you.”

    He turned and left with a giddy smile on his face and a boner between his legs. Though he knew it would be frustrating not to masturbate after such an exciting evening, Adam even found pleasure in Monica seizing control over his orgasms. He just hoped he wouldn’t have to wait too long before she came for a visit.

  
    A Domme in the Neighborhood - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Come to me,” Monica texted moments after Everett left for work on a chilly Monday morning. “Come through the back door.”

    Adam closed his laptop and rushed out of the house. He quickly checked to make sure Sue wasn’t prowling the neighborhood, ran to Monica’s back door and let himself in. “Monica?” he asked.

    “Upstairs,” she called out. “In the bedroom.”

    Adam locked the door and made his way through the immaculate living room and up the stairs to the second floor. He took both ways down the hallway and saw only one door open. “Monica?” he asked.

    “In here,” she replied.

    Adam walked towards the open door and stopped a step short of the bedroom. He leaned forward and saw Monica in the bed she shared with her husband. She was naked and Adam’s eyes drifted over her body as he soaked up every inch of her beauty.

    “Don’t be scared, Adam,” Monica said. “Come in and strip down to your underwear.”

    Adam stepped into the bedroom and stripped as instructed. He left his clothes in a pile on the floor as Monica smiled and beckoned him closer. As he approached, Adam noticed that Monica’s pussy looked slick with desire and her breasts glistened with some sort of fluid. He thought of how she’d mentioned Everett’s affinity for cumming on her breasts and he wondered if Monica had invited him over to tend to her messy flesh.

    “You see it, don’t you?” she asked. “You see Everett’s thick, delicious cum all over my breasts, don’t you?”

    Adam nodded.

    “I told you he enjoys cumming on them,” she said. “I’ve never asked him why, but sometimes I think he likes marking his territory with his seed. If I’m being honest, I like it too. They are his breasts to enjoy, after all. Do you miss having a pair of breasts to enjoy when you desired, Adam?”

    “My ex wasn’t really into letting me enjoy her breasts, to be honest,” Adam replied.

    Monica smiled and spread her legs a little wider, drawing Adam’s eyes to her pussy, which Everett had clearly fucked before leaving for work. “Why do you think that is, Adam? Didn’t she understand that men love to play with a nice pair of breasts?”

    “I don’t know,” he answered. “She just didn’t seem to enjoy it much.”

    “I wonder if it’s because she knew that you’re not the sort of man that deserves to play with a woman’s breasts. I wonder if she could sense that you’re a submissive, that you thrive on being denied that which you crave more than anything else,” Monica said.

    “I kind of wish she’d said something,” Adam replied. “If she could sense my submissive desires, I mean.”

    Monica smiled. “And why is that?”

    “I think I’d like having a dominant girlfriend,” he answerd.

    “Come here, Adam. Get on your knees by the side of the bed,” Monica instructed.

    Adam approached and fell to his knees next to the bed. Monica offered a smile and then reached up and ran a finger through a particularly thick-looking dollop of cum on her breast.

    “Did you have breakfast, Adam?” she asked.

    “Not yet,” he answered.

    “Good. You’re going to eat Everett’s cum for breakfast, and that’s all you’re going to eat,” Monica said as she reached towards Adam. He opened his mouth and she placed her finger on his tongue, bathing it in the salty taste of her husband’s semen. “Eat it off my finger.”

    Adam closed his lips around the delicate finger in his mouth and sucked Everett’s cum off of it. Monica pulled back and Adam swallowed the semen she’d gifted him. It put a smile on her face and it filled Adam with the kind of submissive joy he’d quickly come to crave.

    “It makes you happy to serve me, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “More than I can explain,” Adam replied.

    “My right nipple is covered in Everett’s cum,” Monica said. “I’d like you to clean it for me.”

    Adam stood, bent over, and took Monica’s nipple in his mouth. He ran his tongue over her erect flesh and he gently sucked the cum off of it before swallowing. She rewarded him by reaching out and stroking his cock through his boxers. Her touch was heavenly and his knees briefly wobbled at the intense rush of pleasure he felt.

    “It turns me on to see you clean my husband’s cum from my breasts, Adam,” Monica said. “I like that you’re so eager to please me. I like that you have no problem consuming another man’s seed like it’s a reward.”

    “It is,” Adam replied. “A reward, I mean. I don’t really know why, but it feels that way to me. It feels…it feels so good, Monica. Thank you for letting me clean his cum from your breasts. Truly, thank you.”

    “You’re welcome, Adam,” she said as her fingers moved to the back of his head. “Now clean the rest of my husband’s cum from my breasts. Don’t miss a drop.”

    Monica’s guiding hand remained on Adam’s head as he did exactly as she desired. He licked and sucked up every drop of Everett’s cum, and in the process he worshiped her perfect breasts, putting him in an intense state of desire that left his cock throbbing with a desperate need for release.

    “You’ve turned me on, Adam,” Monica said. “Your willingness to act like a cum hungry little slut has left me in need of an orgasm.”

    Adam smiled as a wave of pleasure rushed outwards from his loins. He’d never been called a slut before and there was something strangely intoxicating about it.

    “You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked. “You liked being called that naughty name, didn’t you?”

    “Yes,” Adam admitted. “Is that strange?”

    Monica caressed his face and smiled. “Of course not,” she said before tracing her index finger over his lips. “It’s not even a little bit strange, Adam. There’s nothing wrong with a little bit of dirty talk, after all. Plus, it’s true, isn’t it? You are a cum hungry little slut for me, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Adam said.

    “I don’t have much experience with dirty talk,” Monica admitted, “but I do like it, Adam. It turns me on, and if it turns me on then you should welcome it, shouldn’t you?”

    He nodded.

    “Crawl between my legs,” Monica instructed.

    Adam moved to the foot of the bed and did as she desired. He stared at her pussy and imagined how it was going to taste when she gave him permission to put his tongue inside her.

    “You want my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Desperately,” Adam replied.

    Monica reached down and slipped a finger between her pussy lips. Adam watched it disappear and listened to the wet sounds as she stimulated her flesh just a few inches from him. As her fingers departed her body Adam thought he’d be given the pleasure of sucking them clean, but Monica lifted her fingers to her mouth and deprived him of that particular joy.

    “I taste good,” she said softly.

    “Yes, you do,” Adam replied.

    “You want to taste me, don’t you?” she asked. “You want to put your tongue inside me and taste my sweet, slippery, freshly-fucked flesh, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    Monica said nothing as she reached down and rubbed her clit in slow circles. She closed her eyes and took one of her breasts in her free hand and squeezed it hard. “I’m not going to let you taste me,” she said. “I’m not going to let you make me cum. I’m going to make you watch while I play with my pussy. I’m going to deny you the pleasure of getting me off. Keep that tongue in your mouth, Adam. Keep it in your mouth and watch as I make myself cum.”

    Adam groaned in frustration. Monica had finally given him permission to worship her pussy during their last session and he’d spent the past week dreaming about it. He wanted to taste her. He wanted to feel her thighs trembling as he brought her closer to orgasm. He wanted to make sweet juices pour out of her as she experienced the bliss of a climax thanks to his talented tongue.

    He didn’t get to experience any of that, though. Instead, Adam watched Monica masturbate to a loud, lusty orgasm. He watched her pussy spasm as she rubbed her clit furiously. He watched the juices gently drip out of her and he did so from inches away while a sense of desperation built inside him. There was nothing to be done about it, though. Monica was in control and he wasn’t going to disobey her.

    When she was finished, Monica looked down at Adam with a smile on her face and said, “How was that?”

    “Beautiful, and painful,” he answered.

    “Are you frustrated?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Good,” Monica replied. “A submissive shouldn’t always get what he wants. In fact, if he does, his domme is probably doing it wrong.”

    “Thank you,” Adam said.

    “For what?” she asked.

    “For being a good domme,” he answered. “For being imaginative and generous and eager to play with me. I can’t explain how much I’m enjoying this. I spent all week thinking about…well, about you and the way you make me feel when you dominate me.”

    “Back up a little,” Monica said. Adam backed out of the bed and she rolled onto her stomach and spread her legs once more. “I’d like you to kiss my ass. I’d like you to cover it in soft, gentle kisses.”

    Adam happily crawled into the bed, settled onto his stomach, and kissed Monica’s perfect, soft, smooth ass. With each kiss he let his lips linger for a few moments before moving on.

    “It’s truly my pleasure to be a good domme,” Monica said. “And I know that a domme is nothing without a good submissive, that it’s a two way street, just like any other good sexual interaction. Everett and I have incredible sexual chemistry, but he could never be my submissive. He’s not capable of it. We couldn’t connect in that way. I can connect with you in that way, though. Thankfully, Everett’s generous enough to let me play, mostly because he’s not threatened by you. He’s right not to be, of course. You’re not even half the man he is.”

    Adam moaned at the implication that her husband was more of a man than him, though he wasn’t sure if it was intended as an insult. Whatever her intent, it was thrilling to hear Monica make it perfectly clear that Adam didn’t measure up to Everett.

    “You see, Everett would never find it thrilling to be humiliated like that,” Monica said. “You do, though. That’s what makes you a good submissive. That’s what makes you the right man for me to dominate.”

    Adam continued to shower Monica’s ass in soft kisses as she rested her head on the pillow. He would have been content to remain there all day.

    “I’ve never felt a man’s tongue in my ass,” Monica said. “Have you ever given a rimjob, Adam? Have you ever licked a woman’s asshole?”

    “No,” Adam said as his cock throbbed at the prospect of running his tongue over Monica’s asshole.

    “Spread my ass cheeks,” she said. “Expose my asshole. Stare at it.”

    Adam reached up and gently spread the perfect ass cheeks he’d spent the past five minutes showering in kisses. He stared at Monica’s tight-looking, wrinkled asshole. Despite knowing what came out of it, Adam felt an overpowering desire to bury his face between her soft cheeks so he could worship her asshole.

    “You want it, don’t you?” Monica asked.

    Adam looked up to see Monica looking over her shoulder and smiling at him. “Yes,” he admitted.

    “You know some men would find it disgusting to lick a woman’s asshole,” Monica said. “Given what comes out of there, that is. Some men wouldn’t dream of it. They’d stay as far away from it as they could. But not you. You want it. You crave it. You want it because it’s the dirty thing to do, don’t you?”

    Adam nodded. He couldn’t really explain his desire, but with every word she uttered he got more turned on at the idea of worshiping her ass, so it seemed like Monica was right.

    “Then go ahead and worship my asshole,” she said. “I think I’ll masturbate again while you do. I think I’ll cum while you’re denied the pleasure of getting me off yet again.”

    Adam buried his face between Monica’s soft, perfect ass cheeks and licked her asshole. He ran his tongue back and forth over it and she moaned. He felt her fingers move between her legs until she found her clit. She moaned louder and he pressed his face even tighter between her ass cheeks to deepen his worship.

    “Oh, Adam, lick my nasty little hole,” Monica said.

    He was thrilled at the notable shift in her dirty talk and he wondered if she’d been reading up on the joys of being a domme.

    “That’s it, lick my asshole while I play with my clit. Lick my filthy little hole while I get off again,” Monica said.

    Adam added a bit of extra pressure with each lick. He wasn’t trying to penetrate her, but the idea of getting even a tiny bit inside her asshole was intoxicating to him and as long as Monica didn’t find it upsetting, Adam was going to probe.

    “Oh, you dirty little slut,” she said. “You want to taste my ass? Is that what you want, Adam? Do you want to put your tongue in my asshole?”

    Adam moaned in response and Monica reached back, put a hand on the back of his head, and pushed down.

    “Go ahead,” she said. “Put your tongue in my ass. Taste it. Taste me, you filthy little slut.”

    Adam pushed his tongue against her asshole and felt the very tip slip inside. It was the dirtiest thing he’d ever done and he couldn’t believe the surge of pleasure between his legs. His cock pressed so hard into the mattress that he felt a genuine rush of pain, but it was the good kind of pain fueled by a wild and wondrous desire.

    “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Monica cried out.

    Her asshole clenched and pushed Adam’s tongue away as her cheeks trembled on either side of his face while her moans of orgasmic delight filled the bedroom. Adam pulled back and once again showered her ass cheeks with soft kisses as Monica laid face down on her pillow.

    Eventually, she crawled forward, flipped onto her back, and sat against the headboard. “Well done,” she said.

    “Thank you for letting me worship your ass,” he replied.

    “You’re welcome,” Monica said. “Now stand up.”

    Adam backed out of the bed and stood with his hands behind his back. Monica gazed at a wet spot in the bed, a spot that his cock had clearly left as it leaked precum while he was eating her ass.

    “You’ve made a mess of my bed, Adam,” Monica said. “You’ll have to wash the sheets.”

    “Sorry. Of course I’ll wash them,” he replied.

    Monica smiled. “I know you will. It wasn’t a request. You’re also going to clean my bathroom and wash my delicates. Don’t worry, I’ll show you how. If you do a good job I’ll let you masturbate when you go home. If not, you’ll have to wait until I want to see you again. Do you understand?”

    Much to his surprise, Adam was genuinely thrilled at the prospect of doing domestic work for Monica. “Yes, I understand. And thank you for letting me serve you.”

    “You’re welcome,” she said. “You can start with the bed sheets and then move on to cleaning the bathroom. You’ll find all the supplies under the sink. Oh, and you’ll do all of it naked.”

    Monica got out of the bed and Adam set to stripping the bed before bunching up the sheets and heading for the washing machine. His cock remained stiff with excitement as he prepared to spend the rest of his morning doing chores for his domme. It was unexpected – but utterly delightful – development, and as long as he did a good job Monica would let him masturbate for the first time in a week. He was absolutely going to do a good job.
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    “Adam, my driveway needs to be shoveled,” Monica texted early on a snowy January morning. “I’d like to see you out there in the next five minutes.”

    Adam hopped out of bed, dressed in something warm, and rushed to his garage. He grabbed his snow shovel – an absolute necessity in their neighborhood given that it snowed each and every winter – and opened the garage door.

    For a few moments Adam stood at the edge of his garage and admired the white blanket that had settled over their neighborhood. The town’s plows had come through and taken care of the street, but it was early enough that most driveways were still snow-covered. The trees were, too, and it struck Adam as remarkably beautiful and a rather perfect way to start his day.

    Once he’d soaked up the view, Adam trudged through the snow – nearly nine inches had fallen overnight – and towards Monica and Everett’s driveway. It wasn’t lost on him that he was about to do the task that Everett would normally have done, but Adam wasn’t about to say no to the woman that had shown him the joy of submission over the past few months.

    Adam set out clearing his neighbor’s driveway, all while knowing that Monica and Everett were probably warm in their bed and perhaps chuckling at the idea that he was so eager to get out into the cold to work for them.

    “Hey neighbor,” a familiar voice called out from the sidewalk.

    Adam turned to find Sue, his least favorite neighbor, standing there with her dog’s leash in her hand. “Hey, Sue. It’s a beautiful morning, isn’t it?”

    “It certainly is,” Sue said with a smile. “Is Everett out of town?”

    Adam considered lying, but Sue would have seen Everett’s car leaving for work later that morning, so it was pointless. The truth was the only option. “No,” he said, leaving it at that. If Sue wanted more information, she’d have to ask for it.

    “Just being a good neighbor, then?” Sue asked.

    Adam nodded and went back to shoveling. He wasn’t particularly interested in talking to the neighborhood busybody, so he hoped she would get the message and walk away.

    “You know, I usually pay someone to shovel my driveway,” she said. “But if you’re being a good neighbor I could use the help.”

    Adam wanted to be rude. He wanted to tell Sue to fuck off, but there was no point in arousing her suspicion further, as he knew she already thought something strange was happening between him and Monica. “I would, Sue, but I’m afraid I have a work deadline to meet and I only have time for two driveways this morning. Maybe next time it snows, though.”

    Sue looked frustrated, but she gripped her dog’s leash tightly and walked on without saying goodbye. Adam muttered “Good riddance” under his breath and set about clearing the snow from his domme’s driveway in the most efficient manner possible.

    The garage door opened right as Adam was finishing up and he saw Everett heading for his car with a travel mug of coffee in his hand and a smile on his face.

    “Good morning, Adam,” Everett said.

    “Morning, Everett,” he replied.

    Everett surveyed the driveway, flashed a confident smile, and said, “You did an excellent job. And you gave me a little extra time this morning. Time that I put to good use. So thank you for that, Adam.”

    “You’re welcome,” Adam replied.

    Everett gestured towards the door he’d come out of and said, “Monica would like to see you.”

    Adam headed for the door as Everett got in his car, backed out of the driveway Adam had painstakingly shoveled, and drove off to work.

    “Adam,” Monica said as he stepped into the house. “It’s so good to see you.”

    Adam nodded as his eyes fixated on Monica’s thighs, which were exposed thanks to the short black satin robe she wore. He could see her nipples through the soft, thin material and he wondered if she was fully naked beneath it and it there was a chance his neighbor was going to offer him a chance to worship her body as a reward for shoveling her driveway.

    Monica leaned against the counter, picked up her coffee mug, and took a quick sip before saying, “You know, I wasn’t sure you’d actually do it. Shovel my driveway, that is. Everett was certain you wouldn’t.”

    “Really?” Adam asked.

    Monica nodded and gently tugged on the delicate strip of satin that kept her robe closed. It opened slightly, offering Adam a view of her cleavage and a sliver of her stomach. “He doesn’t understand you like I do. I’m not sure he ever will. He’s too much of an alpha male. A leader. He can’t get in the mind of a man that craves submission. I can, though.”

    Adam watched as his neighbor gently pulled open her robe and exposed one of her breasts. Her nipple was rock hard and her flesh looked a little bit pink, as if it had been roughly handled that morning.

    “I knew you’d shovel my driveway, Adam. I knew you’d do it without hesitation. Even if four feet of snow had fallen last night you would have done it. You can’t resist doing as I desire, can you?” she asked.

    Adam shook his head. “No, I can’t.”

    “I like that about you, Adam,” Monica said softly as she exposed her other breast. “It’s that quality in you that’s helped me discover my dominant side. You’ve helped that part of me flourish. It turned me on when I heard you shoveling for me. Your willingness to do exactly as I desire, it always turns me on, Adam.”

    Monica fully untied her robe and it fell open. Adam’s gaze wandered over her body. He soaked up the sight of her perfect-looking breasts, her smooth and flat stomach, her closely-trimmed pubic hair, and her pussy, which looked enflamed.

    “Of course, I have the pleasure of being married to a gorgeous, fit alpha male,” Monica continued. “So when I’m in the mood, I just have to say the word and he’ll fuck me like I crave. So that’s what I did this morning while you were shoveling my driveway like a good submissive. I told my husband I wanted him. I told him I needed him. I told him to fuck me, and he did.”

    Monica sipped her coffee and reached down to play with her pussy. She spread her labia and slipped a finger inside as Adam watched while lust stirred in his loins.

    “He fucked me hard, too. I’m not sure why, but there’s something about dominating you that makes me crave a particularly hard, aggressive fucking from Everett. It’s like I want to explore both sides of me at the same time. I want to offer him my body, to let him dominate me while I’m riding high on the pleasures of dominating you,” Monica said. “The pleasure of it is exquisite. I’ve come to love the contrast between the two of you.”

    Monica pulled the finger from her pussy, lifted it into the air, and beckoned Adam to come closer. He stepped forward and she gently ran her finger over his lips, coating them in the juices she’d found deep inside her.

    “My husband’s cum is on your lips,” Monica said as she leaned closer, putting her lips achingly close to Adam’s. “How does that make you feel?”

    “It turns me on,” he answered.

    “Do you want to taste him?” Monica asked. “Do you want to lick Everett’s cum off your lips like a good little submissive?”

    Adam nodded. Monica smiled and surprised him with a kiss. Her lips pressed against his and then parted. Her tongue darted into his mouth and Adam tasted the saltiness of Everett’s cum. His cock strained against the confines of his jeans as he resisted the urge to reach out and run his hands over Monica’s naked body.

    “Was that a good kiss?” Monica asked as their lips remained close.

    “It was perfect,” Adam said softly. “You’re perfect.”

    Monica unleashed a gentle, beguiling laugh, put a hand on the back of Adam’s head, and guided his mouth to her left breast. He took her nipple in his mouth and sucked gently while flicking his tongue back and forth over the remarkably stiff flesh. A breathy moan escaped Monica’s lips as she ran her fingers through Adam’s hair.

    When Monica directed his mouth to her right breast, Adam gladly accepted the invitation. He kissed and licked and sucked her perfect flesh and he marveled at how lucky he felt to have the chance to worship the body of such a beautiful, dominant woman.

    Eventually, Monica gently pushed Adam’s head away from her breasts and stepped away. “Would you like a cup of coffee?” she asked.

    “That would be nice,” Adam replied. What he really wanted was to worship Monica until she climaxed on his tongue, but he wasn’t in control of that.

    Monica grabbed a mug from the cabinet, filled it, and asked, “Cream?”

    “Yes, please,” Adam replied.

    Monica turned, leaned against the counter, spread her legs, and reached down to hold the mug directly under her pussy. She smiled and said, “I hope you don’t mind a lot of cream in your coffee. Everett’s load felt really big this morning.”

    A moment later cum began to drip out of her pussy and into Adam’s coffee. He marveled at her ability to hold it inside her and then at the sheer volume of it. It seemed that Everett really had unleashed a particularly sizable ejaculation inside his wife.

    “Here you go,” Monica said after a remarkable volume of semen had dripped into the hot coffee.

    Adam took the mug from her and stared into the dark liquid. He saw swirls of Everett’s thick cum and looked up to see a devious smile on Monica’s face.

    “I’d offer you a spoon to stir it, but that wouldn’t really be in the spirit of what I want you to do,” she said. “I want you to taste his cum in your coffee. I want you to know that you’re drinking my husband’s thick, salty load and that you’re doing it for my pleasure. So go ahead, Adam. Take a sip. Take a nice, long sip. Drink Everett’s cum like a good submissive.”

    Adam lifted the mug to his lips, tilted it back, and took a long sip. The bitter taste of coffee and the saltiness of Everett’s cum hit his tongue and Adam savored it for a few moments before swallowing.

    Monica pushed away from the counter and approached Adam. He couldn’t help but stare at her body – which was almost entirely exposed as the robe had come fully open – and as she approached he took yet another sip of his cum-flavored coffee and swallowed while trying his best not to be overwhelmed by the idea of eagerly drinking another man’s cum.

    Monica reached out and ran her fingertip over the bulge in Adam’s pants. “Your dick is so hard,” she noted. “Does it turn you on to drink my husband’s cum?”

    “Yes,” Adam admitted. It was just one word, and yet it came with a surge of arousal, causing his cock to bounce in his pants as it throbbed.

    “It turns me on too,” Monica replied. “Does it make you want to cum? Do you wish I’d pull out your cock and jerk you off right here in my kitchen, Adam?”

    “I would like to orgasm,” he said. “I know that’s not my choice, though.”

    Monica smiled and squeezed his cock through his jeans. “No, it’s not. It’s my choice. Because you’re my submissive. Because you understand that giving me control of your orgasms is a wonderful gift. I appreciate that gift, Adam. I thought about it today while Everett was fucking me. I thought about how he’s free to cum whenever he wants and you’re not. I thought about how I’m eager to make him cum – to use my mouth and hands and pussy to make him feel good – and how I’m eager to deny you the right to cum.”

    Adam couldn’t help but think about being in Everett’s place. Monica was beautiful and sexy and he imagined she was astonishingly good in bed. A woman as passionate as her had to be good in bed.

    “Adam, you’re staring at my pussy,” Monica said. “What are you thinking about?”

    “Sorry,” he replied.

    “Sorry for what?” she asked.

    Adam looked into his coffee and said, “I was thinking about having sex with you.”

    Monica put a hand under the mug and gently guided it to Adam’s mouth. He tilted it back and took a big sip, swallowing even more of Everett’s cum. “That’s sweet. I don’t mind that you want to fuck me, Adam. In fact, I like it. You should want to fuck me. It makes you easier to control.”

    Monica took Adam’s free hand and pulled it between her legs. She pressed his fingers inside her and he moaned as the exceptional heat and wetness of her pussy enveloped his flesh.

    “Oh my god,” he said.

    “How long has it been since you fucked someone?” Monica asked.

    “Months,” Adam replied. “Six months, I think. Maybe a little longer.”

    She pulled his fingers deeper into her pussy and Adam couldn’t help but think of how blissful it would feel to plunge his cock into her.

    “Mmm, you want me, don’t you?” she asked.

    Adam nodded.

    “Everett fucked me in the kitchen just a few days ago,” Monica said. “In fact, he bent me over this counter and took me from behind. I pushed my pussy back onto his big cock over and over. He fucked me hard and I came all over his big cock before he came inside me. Is that what you’d like to do, Adam?”

    He nodded again.

    “Did you ever fuck that pretty ex-girlfriend of yours that way? Did you ever bend her over the counter and take her pussy from behind?” Monica asked in an increasingly aggressive, lust-filled voice.

    “No,” Adam said.

    “Do you think that’s why she left you?” Monica asked. “Because you weren’t man enough to fuck her like that?”

    Adam felt a shiver of pleasure rush through his body as Monica assaulted his manhood in a way he found oddly erotic. “I don’t know.”

    “You wonder though, don’t you?” Monica asked. “You wonder if you she dumped you because you just weren’t man enough. You wonder if you’ll ever be man enough to make a woman happy.”

    Adam nodded as his fingers plunged in and out of Monica’s slick pussy.

    “You make me happy, Adam,” she said. “You won’t get to fuck me and you obviously won’t get to marry me, but you can certainly make me happy by being a good submissive.”

    Monica pulled his fingers from her pussy, grabbed his wrist, and lifted his hand. She wrapped her lips around his slick fingers and sucked them clean. Adam closed his eyes as he experienced at least some of the pleasures of a blowjob, albeit for his fingers.

    “Did that feel good?” Monica asked.

    Adam nodded and her lips approached his. They shared another kiss, this time far more aggressive than the first. Adam couldn’t believe her tongue was in his mouth. He couldn’t believe his luck at the unexpected thrill of his neighbor offering such intimacy.

    While they kissed, Monica unzipped Adam’s jeans and pulled out his cock. She took him in her hand and stroked him swiftly. Precum poured from the tip and lubed his shaft as the blissful sounds of a handjob joined his moans and filled the kitchen.

    “I’m going to make you cum,” she said.

    “Thank you,” Adam replied instinctively.

    “I want you to cum in your coffee,” Monica instructed. “Hold the mug under the tip of your cock. Be a good boy for me.”

    Adam held the coffee mug under the tip of his cock and watched as Monica’s hand moved up and down his stiff shaft. She leaned in and kissed his neck as he felt the blissfully soft flesh of one of her breasts press against his arm. His cock swelled up, his loins tensed, and then pleasure exploded between his legs. Cum rocketed from the tip of his cock and splashed into the coffee, adding yet another load to the dark liquid. Adam’s knees wobbled as Monica continued to kiss his neck and moan as she finished his orgasm, squeezing every drop of cum from his cock and into the mug.

    “Now drink,” she whispered. “Drink it all.”

    Adam lifted the mug, tilted it back, and poured most of what remained into his mouth. An unholy mixture of flavors lit up his taste buds and he let the liquid linger for a few moments before swallowing.

    “You’re a very good submissive, Adam,” Monica said. “And I feel like we’re just getting started. I have so much to learn about domination and there’s so much to explore. Just think of the fun we’re going to have together.”

    “Thank you, Monica,” he replied. “And I don’t mean for the orgasm – though I really do thank you for that – but thank you for everything. For dominating me. For showing me this side of myself. For encouraging me. For being such a good domme.”

    Monica smiled and said, “You’re welcome. Now I’d like to cum again, so why don’t you get on your knees and worship my pussy.”

    “With pleasure,” Adam said. He set his coffee mug on the counter, dropped to his knees, and put his tongue to work worshiping Monica’s creamy pussy. He tasted Everett’s cum. He tasted her sweet juices. He felt the joy of submission work its way through him even after his orgasm. Monica put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him closer. She rubbed her pussy over his face. She helped Adam feel a little more submissive and he silently vowed that he would continue to be the loyal sub she needed him to be.
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    "I'm coming over," Monica texted early on a frigid late January morning. "I'd like you naked and on your knees by the door when I arrive."

    Adam hopped up from his desk and stripped without giving it a second thought. He unlocked the front door, dropped to his knees, and waited there with his hands behind his back. Five minutes later he saw Monica come out of her house and trudge through the snow in a pair of tight leggings, a lovely cable knit sweater, and a pair of boots with fuzzy trim.

    Monica smiled as she stepped into Adam's house and shut the door behind her. "You're a good listener, as every submissive should be."

    She didn't look all that different from any other day, and yet Adam was struck by her exceptional beauty as he looked up at the woman who'd taken such pleasure in dominating him over the past few months. "You look beautiful, Monica."

    She smiled. "That's probably because I had an orgasm not that long ago. Everett woke up horny and I almost always give him what he wants when he's that way. To be honest, fucking him was a little hotter knowing that I could feed his cum to you, Adam. How does that make you feel?"

    "That makes me happy," Adam answered as his cock stirred between his legs. "Anytime I bring you even a little bit of joy it makes me happy, and if I can improve your sex life or your orgasms, that feels like a massive accomplishment."

    "Crawl after me," Monica said before walking past Adam and heading for his living room. He crawled behind her as instructed and stopped at her feet as she sat on his couch. "Take my boots off."

    He carefully pulled the snowy boots off her feet and set them on the floor next to the couch. Monica smiled at his obedience and extended one of her feet to tease his cock, which was now half hard and eager to receive any sort of attention.

    "There was a time, Adam, when I didn't understand my desires," Monica said. "All I knew was that something was missing, that I needed more than I had. For a while I thought I was just being greedy. After all, I was married to a wonderful, handsome, strong, successful man that almost any woman would kill to have as her husband. I have a lovely house. We go on great vacations. I have everything I thought I wanted, and yet there was still something missing."

    She'd managed to bring his cock to an erect state by that point and as her toes worked the head of his cock and Adam felt a sense of arousal slowly growing and enveloping him.

    "Then I found you, Adam," Monica said. "I think I realized what you might be after I spent a little time with you and your ex-girlfriend when you came to our party last summer. It was clear she was something of an alpha female and you just weren't up to snuff, at least as far as she was concerned. It was also clear that you would have been willing to do just about anything for her, that if she were a dominant woman she could have had so much fun with you. That's when my inner domme awakened. I wasn't ready to embrace it yet, but that's when I got the first taste of it. As you know, I didn't let her out until Halloween, but she was simmering just below the surface, Adam, and waiting for the right moment."

    "I'm glad you found that moment," he said. "And I'm glad I was the one you decided you wanted to dominate. I can't tell you how happy it makes me to serve you, Monica. I honestly didn't know I was this kind of submissive, that I was so eager to surrender to someone like you, but it makes me so happy to do so. It really does."

    Monica leaned forward and reached up to caress his face. Her touch was gentle and impossibly soft and Adam felt deeply fulfilled by such a small offering of affection from her. "As long as you continue to serve as I desire, I see no reason why our relationship can't last long into the future, Adam. Everett is thoroughly enjoying the whole thing, too."

    "Really?" Adam asked.

    Monica smiled and ran her index finger over Adam's lips. "He likes that you do whatever I tell you. Like how you've been shoveling our driveway when it snows and cleaning our house when I don't feel like doing it." She slipped her finger between his lips and Adam gently sucked on it. "He likes that I'm hornier, too, that dominating you has unlocked a part of my sexuality that has led to more sex between the two of us. He says I'm more passionate, too. I think it's just because I spend so much time turned on. It's kind of a perfect fit, Adam. Dominating you thrills me and then I can turn to my husband and he can fuck me like I need to be fucked."

    Monica leaned a little closer and pushed her finger deep into Adam's mouth and held it there. She smiled before pulling out, adding a second finger, and gently fucking his mouth. She grasped a handful of his hair and pulled just tight enough to cause a hint of pain, though Adam moaned from the simple pleasure of feeling like she'd seized control over him.

    "I can feel a need for more, Adam," Monica said. "I can feel it growing inside me. The more I feed it, the more it grows. The more I dominate you, the more I want to do with you. I want to explore, to see how far I can push you before you push back."

    Adam couldn't offer a response with her fingers in his mouth, but he would have told Monica that she was free to push him as far as she wanted, for he wasn't sure he had a limit where serving her was concerned.

    "Take my socks off," Monica said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth and leaned back.

    Adam hastily removed her socks and set them in her boots as Monica moved one of her feet between his legs to pleasure his still stiff cock.

    "Are you dripping, Adam? Did I just get your precum on my toe?" she asked.

    "I think so, yes," he admitted with a nod.

    "I love that you get so excited when you serve me," Monica replied while lifting her toe until it rested in front of his mouth. "Now I'd love it if you sucked your sticky fluid off my toe."

    Adam wrapped his lips around her big toe and stared into Monica's eyes as he sucked it clean. He watched her lips curl into a smile and he was certain he saw a flare up of lust in her eyes. True to her word, Monica was turned on when he offered his submission.

    "Suck harder," she instructed. "And use your tongue like a good boy."

    Adam sucked harder and swirled his tongue around her toe, holding her gaze the entire time. He felt utterly enthralled with his beautiful neighbor in that moment and his cock continued to drip precum from the sheer power of the arousal coursing through him.

    Monica pulled her toe from his mouth and said, "Take my leggings off."

    She lifted her ass from the couch and Adam slipped his fingers into the waistband of her leggings and pulled them off her long, lovely legs. He set them aside and looked between her thighs to see a sexy pair of pink lace panties resting against her pussy. Adam noted a damp spot in them, signifying Everett's cum leaking out of her.

    "Is this what you want?" Monica asked while sliding her hips forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the couch cushion.

    "Yes," Adam admitted.

    "Tell me why, Adam? Why do you want to be welcomed between my legs to clean my husband's cum from my pussy? Why does that turn you on?" she asked.

    "I don't really know," he answered. "Or, I don't have a clear sense of it. I just know that my heart is pounding right now. I know that my cock is hard. More than that, I know that it feels like my entire body is humming with arousal, with desire. Maybe it's because it's the sort of thing most men wouldn't ever want to do. Maybe it's because it's kind of gross and doing something gross is hot to me. Maybe it's because I know you'll never let me fuck you so there's something really hot about being made to clean the cum of the man that is allowed to fuck you."

    "You're right that most men would never want to clean a woman's cum-filled pussy," Monica said. "Everett would rather die, and yet here you are with a rock hard cock as you're moments away from being allowed to clean my messy pussy. That's the reason I like you, Adam. You're not like most men. You're different. You're eager to serve. You're willing to have your boundaries pushed. You're willing to do what I want because making me happy is what matters most to you."

    "That's true," Adam admitted.

    Monica slipped a hand into her panties and her fingers emerged covered in slick fluid. She extended her hand and said, "Suck them clean, Adam."

    Adam wrapped his lips around her cum-soaked fingers and sucked gently and slowly. He savored the taste of Everett's cum and her juices, and while it was unpleasantly strong and salty, there was an odd sense of pleasure in that.

    "It looks like you genuinely love that, Adam," Monica said. "And that makes me happy. That turns me on. You're willing to do something most men would find impossibly disgusting and your fucking dick is hard while you do it. You're such a good subby, Adam, and I'm going to keep pushing you to be even better for me. I'm going to keep expanding your boundaries and I'm going to expand my own while I do so. We're going to have so much fun together."

    Monica pulled her fingers from his mouth, reached between her legs, and moved her pink panties aside. Adam directed his gaze between her legs and stared at her pussy. Her lips were wet and puffy and he could see bit of cum dripping out of her. His cock throbbed and his mouth watered as he stared at the truly breathtaking sight.

    "May I clean your pussy?" he asked.

    "You may," she replied.

    Adam crawled forward, placed his head between her soft thighs, and put his tongue into Monica's slick pussy. He pushed deep inside her and bathed his taste buds in Everett's cum. He scooped up a thick dollop, pulled it into his mouth, and swallowed.

    "Eat his cum, Adam," Monica said. "Eat my husband's cum out of me. Eat it like a good boy."

    Adam pushed his tongue deeper as Monica rested her feet on his lower back and put a hand on his head. It was a small thing, but it felt as though she seized control of his body in that moment and he couldn't help but moan as he found yet another dollop of thick cum and pulled it out of her.

    "Show it to me," she said.

    Adam tilted his head back and opened his mouth. He showed Monica the salty treat resting on his tongue and she smiled.

    "You look good with my husband's cum in your mouth, Adam," she said. "Maybe I'll have him cum directly between those pretty lips of yours someday. I have a feeling Everett would enjoy that. I think he'd like the sense of power it would give him over you. After all, it's not every day that your neighbor gets on his knees and begs you to cum in his mouth, is it?"

    Adam shook his head and felt a tremor of pleasure rush down his back as he thought of begging Everett in that manner. It was already clear that he wasn't anywhere near the same kind of man as Everett, but that would certainly solidify their status.

    "Swallow," Monica demanded. "Swallow my husband's cum and then clean the rest of it out of me."

    Adam swallowed and she pulled him between her legs once more. He went to town on her pussy, cleaning vigorously while she moaned. He cleaned every drop he could find out of her and then Monica directed his tongue to her clit and Adam worked it until he'd given her an orgasm. She closed her thighs around his head and held him close while her body vibrated from the pleasure of her climax.

    "What a good boy," Monica said with a hazy smile on her face. "You made me cum so hard, Adam."

    "Thank you for letting me do that, Monica," he replied.

    "Would you like an orgasm?" she asked.

    Adam nodded. "I'd like that very much."

    Monica pulled her panties off and said, "Stand up."

    Adam stood and she carefully wrapped her panties around his stiff cock, bathing his shaft in the cum that had leaked out of her. She looked up at him and stroked his cock slowly and without saying a word. Everett's cum provided more than enough lubrication and it added a slippery, sloppy sound to the proceedings, making it impossible for Adam to ignore the fact that he was being jerked off by another man's load.

    "If I want you to, will you get on your knees in front of my husband and beg him to cum in your mouth, Adam?" Monica asked.

    "Yes," he admitted. "I think I'd do just about anything for you, Monica."

    His declaration seemed to bring her almost as much pleasure as Adam felt in uttering those words. He wanted to surrender to her, though. The best moments of his day, of his week, of his month, were the ones he spent in submission to Monica. He couldn't imagine anything she'd ask him to do that he'd turn down, for the thrill of serving her, of submitting, far outweighed any sense of humiliation he might feel.

    "I hope you mean that, Adam," Monica said. "Because I've decided I want to see that. I want to see you on your knees. I want to see my husband standing above you. I think I want to be the one to jerk him off into your mouth, though. I want to stand right next to him and look down at my good little submissive and stroke his dick until he spews a hot load onto your eager tongue."

    "Monica...fuck...I'm close," Adam declared.

    Monica stood and moved behind Adam while keeping her hand and panties wrapped around his cock. She slowed her strokes and kissed his neck, offering a delightful touch of intimacy that he thoroughly enjoyed. "You're always going to be a good boy for me, aren't you Adam?" she asked.

    "Yes, I will," he answered.

    "Even if I ask you to do something you don't want to do?" she asked.

    "Yes, even then," he replied.

    Monica stepped to the side, ran a hand down his back, and then delivered two swift swats to Adam's ass. It was painful, but not enough to take away from his pleasure. His cock continued to throb in her hand and her touch continued to feel utterly blissful.

    "Beg me for an orgasm," she said.

    "Please, Monica, let me cum," Adam begged. "Please, I'm so close and it feels so good when you jerk me off with your panties. Please, just let me cum."

    Monica spanked him twice more and then pressed her body against his and kissed his neck. He felt her bare thighs against his ass and her sweater against his back. Her lips danced over the back of his neck and he felt his cock surge in her hand.

    "Cum for me, Adam," she whispered. "Cum like a good boy."

    Adam groaned and his loins tensed up as he felt the pleasure build. Monica deftly moved her panties to the tip of his cock and Adam exploded a moment later. He filled his house with cries of pleasure while every drop of his load ended up in the delicate lace of her underwear.

    "Thank you. Thank you. Thank you," he said breathlessly as he trembled from the joyous climax.

    "You're welcome," Monica replied before kissing the back of his neck once more and stepping away. She handed him her panties and said, "I'd like you to wash these for me. You can return them tomorrow. Make sure you have a little time when you return them, though, because I'll have a few chores I want you to do around the house."

    "I will. Thank you, again," he said. "It really does make me happy when I get to serve you, Monica. Truly happy."

    She reached up, took his head in her hands, and surprised Adam with a soft, quick kiss on the lips. "It makes me happy to dominate you, Adam. Truly happy. We have a good partnership in that way." She grabbed her leggings and stepped into them. "Now, if you wouldn't mind helping me into my socks and boots I'll be on my way."

    Adam dropped to his knees, dressed his domme in her socks and winter boots, and then followed her to the front door. She gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and headed out with a smile on her face. Adam stood there naked and watched her go. He felt a big, bright smile cross his face, for her truly did feel a deep, overwhelming kind of happiness that he hoped wouldn't fade for a long, long time.
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    "He needs a membership," Monica said to the lovely, fit young woman behind the counter at the gym.

    "Absolutely," she replied with a smile. "Let me get a form."

    The girl turned and disappeared into a back office as Monica put a hand on Adam's arm and said, "Don't worry. It's quick. They just need the basic information, and your credit card, of course."

    Adam pulled out his wallet and freed his credit card.

    "When was the last time you had a gym membership?" Monica asked.

    "I'm not sure I ever have," he answered. "I went to the gym in college, but even then it wasn't actually all that often. I think I just went because a girl I was interested in worked there."

    Monica smiled. "And how did that interest of yours work out, Adam? Did you convince that girl to let you take her on a date?"

    Adam shook his head. "No. It took me a few months to gather the courage to ask her out, but she said no. She let me down gently, if I remember, and a few weeks later I saw her with the kind of guy that looked like he worked out a lot more frequently than I did."

    "And what about your ex?" Monica asked. "Did she go to the gym?"

    "Erica? Yeah, she did. I'm pretty sure she went every day, actually," Adam answered.

    "And do you think your lack of interest in the gym might have contributed to your break up?" Monica asked. "Do you think that Erica felt like she deserved to be with a man that took his body more seriously than you do?"

    Adam considered the question and then thought of the guy he'd seen in a few of Erica's Instagram posts soon after they'd broken up. He was certainly fitter than Adam, so it made sense that she'd been looking for a guy like that. "You know, she did start dating someone fitter after she broke up with me."

    Monica smiled, leaned in, and softly asked, "And do you think he fucked her like a woman wants to be fucked, Adam? Do you think he fucked her like Everett fucks me? Do you think he fucked her like you never could?"

    Adam felt a stirring in his gym shorts and he tried his best not to let it become a full blown erection, as he couldn't very well be walking around the gym with a tent in his shorts.

    "Here you are," the cheerful gym employee said as she returned with a clipboard and an application for Adam to fill out.

    "Thank you," Monica said as Adam grabbed a pen and got to work. "You know, my friend here recently lost a girlfriend - in part, at least - because he just didn't take his fitness seriously. Can you believe that he's never had a gym membership? He doesn't even do home workouts."

    "Oh, well, that's a shame," the girl said. "Fitness is important. I mean, I can't imagine being with a guy that didn't take his health and his body seriously."

    "You hear that, Adam?" Monica asked. "If you have any hope of finding a woman, you're going to need to get in shape. It's a good thing you have a friend like me to help point you in the right direction, isn't it?"

    Adam actually enjoyed Monica's gentle teasing and he appreciated her willingness to offer up a bit of mild humiliation in public. Oddly enough, it felt like she was expressing that she cared for him, which put a smile on his face as he filled out the form. "She's right," Adam said as he looked up. "I'm very lucky to have a friend like her."

    When he was finished Adam handed over his credit card and the signed form and the girl took it away to finish his application.

    "Do you ever think about Erica?" Monica asked.

    "Sometimes," Adam said. "I do miss her."

    "Do you think she misses you, Adam?" Monica asked in a soft, seductive tone. "Or do you think she's found someone to give her what you couldn't? Do you think she's found the sort of man that can fuck her properly, that can make her pussy feel good as he fucks her?"

    Adam nodded as Monica tapped into a vein of desire he hadn't fully explored. He found it shockingly arousing, though.

    "I'm not sure you could ever be that kind of man, Adam, but you can certainly look like him," Monica said as she put a hand on his arm and rubbed it in a gentle, reassuring manner. "All it takes is a whole lot of hard work at the gym. But you can do that, can't you?"

    "I think so," he answered.

    "Here's your card," the girl said as she returned. "You'll be billed a prorated total for the rest of the month and then on the first of each month."

    "Thank you," Adam said as he felt his erection deflate enough that he could actually walk into the gym safely.

    Monica gave him a gentle pat on the ass and said, "Let's go work out."

    Adam followed as he marveled at her willingness to play - at least a little - in a public space. It wasn't likely any of their neighbors would be at the gym, but Monica didn't seem to care either way. She wasn't looking around to see if anyone she knew was there. She was simply being her dominant self - a slightly lesser way than when they played in private, of course - and having fun with him.

    "Let's do a little cardio to warm up," Monica said before making a beeline for the elliptical machines. She tossed her towel over one and was about to step on and get started when she looked down and said, "Oh, my shoe's untied. Adam, would you mind getting on your knees and tying it for me?"

    Adam saw a playful smile on Monica's face and he felt his pulse rate increase at the idea of offering a hint of submission in public. He saw she was serious about him doing it, too, and he happily dropped to his knees and tied her shoe.

    "Why don't you re-do the other one just in case it's come loose," she suggested.

    Adam looked up at her - she looked astonishing in her leggings and sports bra - and then smiled and looked back down to tie her other shoe. Submitting to her in such a public place felt unexpectedly thrilling and he could only hope she had more in store for him.

    "You know," Monica said softly, "it would make me happy if you bent down and kissed both of my shoes, Adam."

    He did so without hesitation, planting a soft kiss on both of her shoes before looking up and seeing a smile on her face. It had, in fact, made her happy.

    "Let's get sweaty," she said before hopping on the elliptical.

    Adam got to his feet and did the same. He tried his best to keep up with the speed at which Monica moved on her elliptical, but she was clearly in far better shape than him and he struggled. After ten minutes, Adam was huffing and puffing and he had a good build up of sweat along his forehead and dripping down the side of his face.

    "It feels good to get sweaty, doesn't it?" Monica asked.

    Adam looked over to see a smile on her face and he was almost certain there was a vaguely sexual context to her question - after all, a good fuck sometimes left you sweaty - but he wasn't sure.

    "You know, I can feel a great deal of sweat on my lower back," she continued. "Would you mind using my towel and wiping up all the sweat for me, Adam?"

    She handed him her towel and Adam took it and moved behind Monica as she stood still on the elliptical. He slowly wiped up the sweat from her exposed lower back - there really was quite a bit of it - and then she deftly spun around, looked down, and pointed to her stomach. Adam wiped that clean too and once again felt a delightful uptick in his pulse rate as he offered service to Monica in public.

    "Thank you, Adam," she said before gently taking the towel from him. "I love that you're so eager to be helpful."

    "I am," he replied while staring up at the woman he so desperately wanted to worship.

    Monica stepped off the elliptical, approached Adam, and rested a hand on his chest for a moment. She smiled and leaned in and he thought she might actually kiss him, though of course that was insane. Instead, Monica whispered, "My pussy is wet, Adam. Your willingness to submit here in the gym has me soaked. I wish I could push you to your back and sit on your face until you made me cum."

    Adam wanted to moan - her whispered words and gentle touch managed to fill him with an immense sense of arousal - but he held it off as his cock surged to life in his shorts.

    "Would you enjoy that, Adam? Would you enjoy it if I made you lie on your back so I could ride your face here at the gym? Would you enjoy it if I coated your face in my juices while you made me cum like a good boy?" Monica asked.

    Adam was hard now. He was painfully erect and completely caught up in his desire to serve Monica. "Yes, I'd love that," he answered. He would have done it if she'd asked. He probably would have ended up in jail for doing so, but he would have done it.

    "You're such a naughty boy," she whispered before pulling her hand from his chest and stepping away. "Follow me. We need to get you familiar with weights, Adam."

    Adam grabbed his towel, gave the elliptical a quick wipe down, and then tried his best to casually hold the towel over his crotch so he could hide the obvious bulge that Monica's deftly-delivered teasing words had formed.

    They stopped at the edge of the free weight area and Monica leaned over and asked, "Which of these guys looks the most like the one your ex-girlfriend took up with after she dumped your ass?"

    There were half a dozen guys - all of whom looked exceptionally fit and muscular - lifting in the free weight area. None looked exactly like the guy Erica had started seeing after breaking up with Adam, but one struck him as pretty close. "Him," Adam said as he subtly gestured towards a tall, dark-haired guy with exceptionally well-built arms.

    "And how do you think you compare to him, Adam?" Monica asked. "Physically, I mean."

    "I...I don't," Adam answered. "Compare, I mean. I can tell that he's physically superior."

    Monica put a hand on Adam's lower back and then quickly moved it down and squeezed his ass. "It's good that you can admit that, Adam. But, it doesn't have to be that way. You could change your body. Any man can change his body. Of course, you can't change who you are. You'll still be a submissive even if you get big and strong. You'll still be the kind of guy that would want me to ride his face in the gym and cover him with my slick, sweet pussy juices, almost like I've just given him a facial because his willingness to submit - to offer himself to me - was such a turn on."

    Adam wished she'd grab his ass again. He wished she'd push him onto his knees and then onto his back. He wished she'd mount his face and ride him like he was a sex toy. He knew that wouldn't happen in the gym, but he held out hope that it would happen at some point that day, in particular because Monica was clearly thinking about it.

    "I wonder, Adam, if you could actually fuck a woman the way she wants to be fucked if you rebuilt your body. I think a submissive man could do that," Monica said. "I think if he was instructed to fuck a woman hard and fast and if he had the strength to do so - which you obviously don't - I think he could probably deliver."

    Adam thought of Erica. The sex they'd had was always great for him, but there were times when he could tell it wasn't that way for her, especially towards the end. Sometimes she'd look bored as they fucked, and even more so when they enjoyed a slower, more sensual kind of sexual intercourse. Then, for some reason, Adam pictured the guy he'd pointed out fucking Erica. He pictured his arms rippling as he took Erica from behind. He pictured Erica's hands on the muscular guy's chest as she got on top and rode him. He only stopped when it became clear his cock would soon reach a fully erect state once more if he didn't.

    "You seem excited, Adam," Monica said. "What were you just thinking of?"

    "Erica...having sex with someone else, someone strong and fit," Adam answered.

    "Naughty boy," Monica replied. "You know, that's how Everett almost always fucks me, Adam. He's a powerful man and he likes to express that power when we have sex. I like it, too. I can't tell you how good it feels to cum all over his big cock after he's fucked me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. Sometimes my legs end up trembling long after I've cum because he fucked me so good. Would you like to watch that, Adam? Would you like to see in person what it's like to fuck a woman in a way I'm certain you've never managed to fuck a woman?"

    "Yes," Adam said as he imagined Everett and Monica fucking in that matter.

    "You know that Everett's going to cum in your mouth when that happens, right?" Monica asked, recalling a conversation they'd had a week ago. "You know he's going to fuck me, make me cum, and then I'm going to stroke his beautiful dick until he spills his load on that eager, filthy little tongue of yours. And you're going to swallow for him, too. You're going to swallow my husband's cum and you're going to do it for me."

    "Yes," Adam said as his knees wobbled from the sheer pleasure of imagining such a naughty delight.

    "We should really get you started on a workout," Monica replied. "Believe it or not, I've learned enough from watching Everett over the years that I know the basics and I'll be more than happy to teach you. Would you enjoy that, Adam? Would you enjoy having me teach you how to get started shaping your body into something a woman would actually enjoy having on top of her?"

    "Yes, very much so," he answered.

    Monica smiled, took his hand, and led him into the free weights area. Adam kept the towel over his crotch until his erection had faded and then he paid close attention to every single word Monica uttered as she displayed an impressive array of knowledge with regards to the science of building muscle through weight creation. She explained the concept of progressive overload, pointed out the best exercises for working multiple muscle groups at the same time, and made him promise that instead of doing a specific number of reps that he'd push his muscles until just short of failure before ending a set.

    Adam worked his way through an exhausting set of exercises under Monica's watchful eye and when he was finished his muscles felt like they'd turned to jelly, in the best way possible, of course.

    "Thank you," Adam said as he and Monica departed the free weight area and headed for yet another set of cardio machines.

    "You're welcome, Adam," she replied. "That was fun. I'm not qualified to be a trainer, but I felt a little bit like one today."

    "You knew a lot more about all of that than I expected, that's for sure," Adam noted.

    Monica smiled as she set her towel on a treadmill. "I do like to learn," she said. "I've already learned so much about becoming a better domme, don't you think?"

    Adam nodded and hopped on the treadmill next to hers.

    "For instance, I understand that a good domme rewards her submissive when he's done as she desires," Monica continued. "So, I'm going to reward you after you've finished this run by sitting on your face. We won't do it in the gym, of course, but we'll do it the moment we get home. I'll sit on that face of yours, I'll smother you with my sweaty, slick pussy, and I'll let you make me cum as a reward for being good for me."

    "How fast do you want me to run?" Adam asked.

    Monica smiled. "Six miles an hour for twenty minutes."

    Adam set the speed and timer and set off on the treadmill. His legs were burning five minutes into the run, but he wasn't going to stop. He was breathing hard and heavy at ten minutes, but he was certain he could make it. His heart was pounding, but that was a good thing. After twenty minutes Adam felt as though he'd never been so exhausted, but he'd made it, and that was all that mattered.

    They did a five minute cooldown walk and then Monica grabbed her towel and said, "Let's go."

    Adam followed her out of the gym and towards her car - she'd driven him to the gym - in the parking lot. It was parked next to a huge SUV with tinted windows and a smile crossed Monica's face as she stepped between the two cars.

    "Adam, come here," Monica instructed. He raced around from the passenger side until he was standing next to Monica. She slowly spun around, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Get on your knees and pull my leggings down."

    Adam dropped to his knees and reached up to pull her leggings down until her milky white, perfect ass came into view.

    "Lick the sweat off my ass," she instructed.

    Adam saw Monica look around - presumably to check that no one was coming - and he felt secure enough to lean forward and lick her ass clean in a public parking lot. The saltiness of sweat hit his tongue and when Monica put a hand on the back of his head Adam couldn't help but moan at the comforting pleasure of being controlled by the woman he loved to worship.

    "Now spread my cheeks, Adam," she instructed.

    Adam reached up, dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her ass, and spread her cheeks.

    "Now lick up all the sweat," she said.

    Adam's dick was stiff as steel as he leaned forward, pressed his face between Monica's glorious ass cheeks, and licked her clean. The excitement of rimming her asshole filled his body. His heart pounded. His cock leaked a bit of precum into his underwear. Monica applied pressure to the back of his head and pushed him deeper between her cheeks, as if she found pleasure in seizing that sort of control over him and making Adam do exactly as she pleased.

    "Thank you, Adam," Monica said as she stepped away from him and pulled up her leggings. "Your willingness to do as you're told never ceases to amaze and arouse me."

    "Thank you, Monica," he replied before standing.

    She looked down at the bulge in his shorts, stepped closer, and took it in her hand. She stroked him as their eyes met and even through two layers of fabric her touch was astoundingly pleasurable.

    "I think I'll let you cum today, Adam," she said while stroking him a little faster. "You'll have to wait until we get home, but I think you deserve to cum."

    "Thank you," he replied.

    Monica released his cock and said, "Now get in the car."

    Adam rushed to the passenger side and got in the car. Monica drove them home while offering up teasing dirty talk about Erica and the sex she'd almost certainly had with the new man - and men, really - in her life since she'd dumped Adam. Without touching him she managed to keep Adam in a state of arousal right up until they pulled into her garage.

    They made it to her living room before Monica ordered Adam onto his back. He moved into position without hesitation and watched her strip off her sneakers and leggings. She stood over his face and he looked up at her pussy, which in that moment was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

    Monica smiled and squatted over his face until her pussy was inches away from his mouth. She slipped two fingers inside, making it perfectly clear she was soaking wet, and then pulled them out and rubbed them over Adam's lips. Those fingers then disappeared into his mouth and towards the back of his throat, triggering his gag reflex while Monica wore a fascinated look on her face, like she was testing out how far she could push her toy. Adam could have rolled away or reached up to grab her wrist and stop the face fucking that made him gag, but he didn't, for that's not what a good submissive did. He simply took what Monica offered, even if it was unpleasant.

    Monica pulled her fingers from his mouth and sat on his face without a word. She smothered Adam just like she'd promised she would and she absolutely covered him in her pussy juices as she rode him. She seemed determined to soak every inch of his face in her slippery fluids and he found it hugely pleasurable to once again be treated like he was little more than a toy for her to play with.

    Adam tried his best to find her clit with his tongue, but Monica clearly didn't intend on cumming like that. She rubbed her pussy from his forehead down to his chin and then side to side. She rubbed all over him, stimulating her clit wherever she could and soaking Adam in the process. An orgasm overtook her in short order - all their play must have left her exceptionally aroused - and then she sat right over his mouth and let her body quiver with delight while juices poured onto his tongue.

    When she'd finished cumming, Monica slid down Adam's body until she sat across his crotch. She took off her sports bra, leaving her naked on top of him and offering the most beautiful sight he'd ever been privileged to witness. Monica leaned back, put her hands on his thighs, and moved her hips over his crotch like she was fucking him. There were still two layers of fabric separating them and Adam knew it was probably the closest he'd ever get to actually having sex with her, which made it as arousing as anything he'd ever experienced.

    Monica's hips moved at an increasing pace until she found the speed she wanted and then dry humped Adam until he was right on the verge of an orgasm. She didn't say a word, instead letting him enjoy the sights and physical sensations of very nearly having sex with her.

    "Are you close, Adam?" Monica asked when he was, in fact, exceptionally close.

    He nodded.

    Monica smiled and said, "Then go ahead and cum. Make a mess in your pants. Cum as a man like you deserves to cum. Cum while you're as close to fucking me as you'll likely ever get. I fucked your face with my pussy, but I'm never going to fuck your cock, Adam. So cum and savor the pleasure of having me ride you."

    Adam came hard in his shorts. Monica leaned forward, put her hands on his chest, and moved her hips in slow circles as she looked down into his eyes with a smile on her face. He saw a sense of joy in her eyes, as if she found it thrilling to be able to control him like that, to tease an orgasm out of him, and that somehow enhanced his pleasure.

    "Take your shorts off," Monica instructed as she hopped off his crotch and sat next to him on the carpet.

    Adam hastily stripped, exposing his still-excited cock and the mess of cum in his underwear.

    "Now lick up your mess," she said. "Lick it out of your underwear."

    Adam did so without hesitation. His cum tasted terrible, but he didn't care. Monica had rewarded him with a great orgasm and he wasn't going to disobey her. He did what she wanted and bathed his tongue in the taste of semen in the process.

    "Now you're going to make me cum again," she said before getting up and sitting on the couch. "You're going to take your time, though. You're going to worship my pussy, to make love to it with your tongue."

    Adam set his shorts and underwear aside and crawled between Monica's legs. He settled in a comfortable position and set about gently worshiping her pussy as she desired. With any luck he'd get to spend a great deal of time between her thighs, tasting her sweet pussy juices and slowly bringing her to an orgasm, which had quickly become among the greatest thrills of his life.

    Monica turned on the TV, found something she wanted to watch, and a smile crossed her face as she put a hand on the top of Adam's head. She didn't say a word, instead remaining silent as he did everything in his power to satisfy her pussy and ensure his domme was as happy with him as he was with her.
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    "Can you still taste it?" Monica asked.

    Adam looked up at the naked goddess sitting on her couch in front of him and nodded. "Yes, I can."

    Monica smiled and then closed her eyes as Adam continued to rub her feet from his position on the floor. "Tell me what it is you can taste in your mouth, Adam," she instructed.

    "I can taste your husband's cum," Adam answered.

    Soon after waking up that morning, Adam had been summoned to Monica and Everett's home. He'd walked in through the back door and headed upstairs as Monica had instructed in her text. He stripped outside the bedroom door and then pushed it open and stepped inside to find Monica giving Everett a rather vigorous blowjob. Adam sank to his knees and watched as his domme and her husband had a rather lengthy round of wild, passionate sex that included a trio of positions. Then, when Everett was ready to cum, Monica had requested that he unload in Adam's mouth.

    "Mmm, that's right," Monica said as she reached between her legs and ran her fingers over her plump, still slippery labia. "My husband came in your mouth this morning. He dumped his hot load onto your tongue and you swallowed it like a good submissive should."

    Adam could still see the look on Everett's face as he stood over him. It was one of conquest, of complete and utter superiority. Monica had been right. Her husband found it hugely pleasurable to cum in an inferior man's mouth. Adam had worried that Everett might find it weird or disgusting in some way, but if anything, the opposite was true. He seemed to find it invigorating.

    Monica slipped a finger into her pussy, bit her lower lip suggestively, and asked, "Did you like the taste of my husband's cum, Adam?"

    Adam shook his head. Cum didn't taste good. It just didn't, and he saw no point in lying. He didn't think Monica wanted him to lie, in fact.

    She smiled in seeming delight, as if she enjoyed the fact that her husband's cum had been unpleasant for Adam to consume. "But you took his load in your mouth anyway, didn't you? You took it because I told you to. You opened wide and you welcomed his hot load onto your tongue because it's what your domme wanted."

    "Yes, I did," Adam said. His cock throbbed painfully between his legs, as it had done from the moment he got hard while watching Monica suck her husband's cock with such vigor. Adam had felt a touch of jealousy during those moments - he would have killed for a blowjob from Monica - but it was the pleasure of submission and service that excited him more than anything.

    "You're a good boy, Adam," Monica said as she dropped one of her feet into his lap and rubbed her big toe over the head of his cock. She added a second finger to her pussy, pushed it deep, and then pulled them free before leaning forward and pushing those slippery fingers into Adam's mouth.

    He stared into her beautiful eyes while sucking on her fingers as they moved in and out of his mouth. She fucked his face slowly and gleefully, taking pleasure in the deep penetration that made him gag a few times.

    "I wonder, Adam, if my husband would enjoy fucking your mouth as much as he enjoyed cumming in it," Monica said.

    Adam's heart beat a little faster as he felt a mild sense of panic wash over him. He didn't move, though. He didn't run from his fear and panic. He stayed on his knees and continued to offer Monica the foot massage she'd demanded, all while she filled his mouth over and over.

    "What's the matter?" Monica asked. "You don't like the idea of my husband fucking your mouth, Adam? You don't like the idea of Everett showing his superiority to you by fucking your mouth for his pleasure and pumping his cum down your throat as you gag?"

    Adam shook his head. He didn't like that idea. Not even a little.

    "Will you do it if I want it, Adam?" she asked while pulling her fingers from his mouth.

    "Yes," he answered.

    That seemed to bring Monica a deep sense of joy, to the point that she leaned forward, took his head in her hands, and surprised Adam by offering him a soft kiss on the lips. It didn't last long - just a few moments - but it was like a little bit of heaven for him to be rewarded by his domme in that manner.

    "I love that you're so eager to please me, Adam," she said softly.

    He thought she might kiss him again, but instead Monica sat back, spread her legs, and pointed towards her pussy. Adam dropped her feet from his grasp and crawled forward. He looked up at his domme and she smiled, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him closer until he could smell the sex she'd had with her husband that morning.

    "I liked knowing that you were watching this morning," Monica said as Adam put his tongue to work on her pussy. "It turned me on to know that my submissive was on his knees with a stiff dick between his legs as he watched my husband fuck me."

    Adam could still picture the sight of Everett's cock inside Monica's pussy as she rode him. It was exceptionally long and it was thick enough that Monica's pussy lips clung to it every time she lifted her hips. It was as if her body despaired at the idea of being without Everett's cock and it was trying hard not to let him fall out of her. She'd been astoundingly wet, too, leaving her husband's shaft coated with her slick juices every time he departed the warmth and wetness of her pussy.

    "Do you think you could have fucked me like Everett did, Adam? Do you think you could fuck me like my husband did this morning?" Monica asked.

    "No," Adam answered. "I could never fuck you like Everett did."

    Monica closed her eyes, arched her back, and grabbed a handful of Adam's hair. She pulled him closer, smothering him with her pussy and leaving her juices on his face. It was a subtle display of dominance that he found thrilling and it lead to his cock throbbing even harder.

    "No, you couldn't," Monica said. "You couldn't fuck any woman like that. You're getting in better shape - I can see the difference from our trips to the gym - but I think we both know you'll never have it in you to dominate a woman, don't we, Adam? I think we both know that you'll always be a submissive, that you'll always prefer to be on your knees and offering your submission and service to a woman like me, don't we?"

    She pulled back on his hair and Adam looked up at her and said, "All I want is to serve you, Monica. I just want to make you happy, to make your life easier, to give you pleasure."

    "Which is why you'll open wide and take my husband's cock down your throat if it's what I want," she said.

    "Yes," Adam answered. He was fairly certain Everett wouldn't actually want to do that - though that wasn't really based in anything - but he would submit if it came to that. He wouldn't enjoy it - he hadn't actually enjoyed the feeling of another man's cum hitting his tongue - but he would do it, because that's what a good submissive did.

    "Eat my pussy," Monica instructed as she once again pulled him to her pussy lips.

    Adam put his tongue to work once more as he thought of Monica and Everett having doggystyle sex in their bed. She'd gotten on her hands and knees facing Adam and beckoned him to crawl closer. She reached out, grabbed a handful of his hair, and told him that he could never fuck her like Everett did, that he wasn't anywhere near the kind of man her husband was, that he was the kind of man who was destined to wait on his knees and watch as someone far superior fucked the woman he lusted after. Then Everett had delivered a world class, vigorous, powerful doggystyle fucking, proving with every thrust that Adam absolutely couldn't have fucked her like that. It was a humbling, erotic experience that helped Adam further embrace his desire to submit to Monica and to serve her in every imaginable way.

    Monica reached down and grabbed a second handful of Adam's hair. She pulled him a little closer and held his head in place as she began to rub her pussy over his face. She was effectively fucking his face with her cunt, using him as little more than an eager toy to make her clit feel good. He felt her thighs begin to tremble and it put a smile on his face to know that his willingness to be face fucked was going to get her off.

    "Oh, fuck...I'm cumming, Adam...I'm cumming!" Monica cried out.

    She dropped her ass onto the couch, released her grip on his hair, and had a loud, lusty orgasm. Adam felt as though it seemed nearly as powerful as the orgasm she'd experienced earlier that morning with her husband, but he wasn't entirely sure. It was damn good, though, and he felt at least partly responsible for it, a notion that put a smile on his face as he felt her pussy juices slowly drying.

    "That was exquisite," Monica said as a smile crossed her face. "You are exquisite, Adam."

    "Thank you," he replied before he too smiled, and with genuine happiness. "It makes me happy to serve you, Monica. It truly does. Happier than I've ever felt."

    Monica sat up and leaned forward. She gently ran her fingers through Adam's hair and then leaned forward to kiss him once more. Again it was soft and quick and it again it filled him with joy. "I know it does, Adam, and you should know that it makes me genuinely happy to dominate you. We make a very good pair in that way."

    Adam saw what he was certain was genuine affection in her eyes and on her face as she looked down at him. He felt that same affection towards her and it brought him no small amount of joy to know that she felt anywhere near that way about him.

    "I think we should go to the gym," Monica said. "If you work hard there, I'll let you cum when we get back."

    "I'll work hard," Adam replied.

    Monica chuckled. "I'm sure you will. It's been nearly a week since I let you have an orgasm, hasn't it?"

    "Yes, it has," he said.

    "Head back to your house. Get dressed and then meet me at the garage and we'll go to the gym," she replied. "I bought a new pair of leggings. I think you're going to enjoy them."

    Adam hopped to his feet, quickly got dressed, and then rushed back to his house to change into his gym clothes. They'd been going almost every day for nearly two weeks and he'd thoroughly enjoyed each trip, mostly because they all involved some sort of submission, from subtle acts in the gym to overt submission in the car, the parking lot, or back at either of their homes afterwards. With any luck, that submission would also come with an orgasm, which would make this day even more exciting than most.

    
      
    

    "Did you notice that someone actually checked you out at the gym today?" Monica asked as she pulled into her garage.

    "No," Adam said with genuine delight in his voice. "Wait, was it a woman?"

    Monica laughed. "It was. She was cute, too. I've seen her a few times before and I'll bet she's seen you. Your hard work is paying off, Adam. You might find yourself a girlfriend before too long. Assuming you want one, that is."

    They got out of the car and Monica gestured for Adam to join her in the house, which put a bright smile on his face. "I should want a girlfriend, shouldn't I?"

    "It's not for me to say," Monica replied while heading for the kitchen.

    Adam followed and stared at her ass in the utterly perfect pair of leggings she'd worn that day. They featured semi-sheer cutouts on the fronts and backs of her thighs, offering up a great deal more skin than a typical pair of leggings did and looking quite splendid in doing so.

    "Submitting to you might be hard if I had a girlfriend," Adam noted. "And...well, I guess right now that submission feels a lot better than just about anything ever has for me, so I'm not sure I want to even consider giving that up."

    Monica grabbed a glass from the cabinet, filled it with cold water from the refrigerator's dispenser, and leaned against the counter as she took a sip. Then she smiled over the rim of her glass and pointed to the floor at her feet. Adam happily rushed towards her and dropped to his  knees. "Your happiness is important, Adam, so don't do anything to diminish it, even if it means giving up the pleasure of serving. Perhaps you'd find yourself a girlfriend that would enjoy dominating you."

    "I can't imagine there are many women like you out there," Adam said.

    Monica set her glass on the counter, smiled, and replied, "You might be right about that, and as long as you're happy offering your submission to me and going without a girlfriend, I'm not going to complain."

    "I am happy," Adam replied. "Happier than I've ever been, I think."

    Monica spun around and leaned forward to open the window just above her sink that looked out onto her front yard. It was an unseasonably warm late winter day, but the air was still cool and it felt wondrously refreshing after a hard workout.

    "Monica!" someone called out.

    "Hey Sue!" Monica replied through the open window. She looked back at Adam, smiled, and said, "Take my leggings down. I want to feel your tongue on my asshole."

    Adam crawled closer and reached up to pull her leggings down, revealing Monica's flawless ass. He gave it a gentle squeeze and then parted her cheeks before pressing his face between them. His tongue extended and he licked the acrid sweat from her ass.

    "It's a beautiful day, isn't it?" Sue asked. Her voice was closer. She must have been up on the lawn and coming towards the window. Adam's heart beat a little faster, but he didn't stop rimming Monica's perfect ass. Not even for a moment.

    "It's an absolutely perfect day," Monica replied.

    A few seconds of silence passed - while Adam hoped that Sue had seen fit to leave - before she spoke up again. "You know, I've noticed that you and Adam have been spending a bit more time together lately. It seems like you've formed quite the friendship."

    Adam pressed his tongue against Monica's asshole and pushed just a little bit inside her as he wondered what their nosy neighbor would think if she actually knew the truth of their relationship. Unsurprisingly, his cock throbbed painfully in his gym shorts as he provided that wondrous rimjob and tongue fucked Monica's ass.

    "You know, it was the Halloween party," Monica said. "I didn't realize just how interesting a man Adam was until I got to know him a little better at the party."

    "I've never found him particularly interesting," Sue shot back.

    Monica leaned forward a little and Adam ravenously licked up and down her crack, soaking up every bit of sweat she'd built up at the gym. Something about rimming her while she was talking to Sue made the whole thing so much more exciting.

    "Well, to each their own, I suppose," Monica replied in a voice that was far kinder than Sue deserved.

    "And how's Everett?" Sue asked.

    Monica slipped her foot from her sneaker and reached back to play with Adam's cock through his shorts as she answered, "We're as happy as we've ever been, Sue. And no, I'm not having an affair with Adam. We're just friends."

    "I didn't say anything about an affair," Sue replied.

    "You didn't have to say it, Sue. You implied it with your questions and that judgmental look on your face. Just because I'm friends with another man doesn't mean I'm cheating on my husband. Everett is an exquisite man. He meets all my needs and then some. In fact, he fucked me this morning before he went to work and he made sure I had a spectacular orgasm."

    "I never...how dare you...I swear..." Sue said before her voice got quiet enough – she must have turned and walked away - that Adam couldn't hear what she was saying.

    Monica closed the window, spun around, and looked down at Adam. She managed to use her toes to untie his shorts and work them down to his knees along with his boxers, freeing his cock without saying a word.

    "I can't believe you just said that," Adam said.

    Monica smiled. "Fuck her. I didn't say anything that wasn't true and I can't imagine any of our other neighbors would care that I shared with Sue that my husband fucked me, so fuck her. She's a pain in the ass and she always has been."

    "Yes, she is," Adam said as he did everything in his power not to look at Monica's pussy, which was mere inches from his face.

    "Masturbate for me," Monica instructed.

    Adam wrapped his fingers around his cock, collected the precum at the tip, and masturbated as he let his gaze wander between Monica's legs. She reached down, spread her pussy lips, and slipped two fingers inside. Adam heard how wet she was and he stroked his cock faster. Monica slipped her shoe from her other foot and reached down to take off her socks, freeing her lovely, freshly-manicured toes.

    "Did you enjoy eating my sweaty ass, Adam?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "Would you enjoy having an orgasm?” she asked.

    "Very much so," he answered as his hand swiftly moved up and down his shaft.

    "And will you clean up your load after you cum, Adam?" she asked. "Will you be a good boy and lick up your mess?"

    "Yes, absolutely," he replied.

    "Then cum on my feet, Adam," Monica said as pressed her feet together. "And while you do, I want you to think about Everett fucking me. Think about him showing you exactly what kind of man he is. Think about him showing you that you're not capable of satisfying me like he does. Then think about him unloading in your mouth, coating your tongue in his cum. Think about the fact that his cum is still in your stomach."

    She masturbated furiously while instructing him, making it clear that she was hugely aroused by what had unfolded that morning. She wasn't the only one, as reliving the time he'd spent on his knees in their bedroom proved to be utterly intoxicating for Adam. He aimed his cock at Monica's beautiful feet, groaned, and then unloaded. His cum covered her soft skin and even a few of her toes, obscuring her manicure with a thin layer of his seed.

    Adam didn't even wait for her instruction to clean. Instead, he bent over and licked his cum from her feet while Monica masturbated furiously above him. He listened to her moan - and to the sound of her fingers moving between her wet pussy lips - and he devoured his seed, for it was his duty as her submissive to fulfill her wishes, and she wished for him to clean up his mess.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Monica cried out.

    Her toes curled and Adam took them into his mouth and sucked up his cum. He felt her body vibrating with pleasure and he took pride in having been responsible for at least some of it.

    When her feet were clean of his load, Adam sat back on his knees, smiled at his domme, and said, "Thank you for letting me cum, and for letting me clean your beautiful feet."

    "It was my pleasure, Adam," she said. "Now there's some laundry I'd like you to do. And while that's running, you can vacuum the bedrooms. Once you've got the laundry in the dryer you can go home and do your real job. Oh, and you'll do all of that without any clothing on."

    Adam stood, smiled, and stripped before heading upstairs to find the dirty laundry. "Thank you for letting me serve you, Monica," he said at the base of the stairs. He meant every word of it, too, for there was nothing in life quite as pleasurable as serving his domme.
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    “What do you think of this sweater?” Monica asked as she held a soft-looking white cable knit sweater against her body.

    "I do love a cable knit sweater," Adam replied. "It's casual, but in a way that feels really sexy."

    Monica took a few steps towards him and laid the sweater over his arm, just as she'd done with the dozen items he was now carrying around the department store. "Casual but sexy is a good look," she said. "Everett likes that look, and to be honest, I like that look around the neighborhood. I'm not above admitting that I like inspiring just a little bit of jealousy amongst the other women."

    "I'm sure that happens a lot," he noted. "The jealousy, I mean. Is there anyone you get jealous of?"

    "Not really, no," Monica answered as she looked through a rack of colorful dresses that had clearly been put out because spring was on their doorstep. "Everett once worked with a remarkably beautiful woman who seemed interested in him, and I did experience a bit of jealousy with her. Nothing ever came of it - I can't imagine he'd cheat on me - but sometimes you can't help but feel just a touch of jealousy. How about you? When you were dating Erica, did you ever get jealous?"

    "No," Adam replied.

    Monica smiled. "And how about now? When you see pictures of her with another guy, do you get jealous? Do you think about him fucking her and wish it was you?"

    "No," Adam said.

    Monica pulled a dress from the rack and held it against her body. She didn't even ask his opinion before laying the dress over his arms, adding yet another item to his ever-growing pile. Monica remained close as she asked, "Do you wish Erica had dominated you? Do you wish she'd just taken control of your relationship and started fucking another man? Do you wish she'd let you watch? Do you wish she'd had that man cum in your mouth?"

    Adam dropped his arms a little lower to cover the bulge in his pants as he felt his cock grow. "Then I wouldn't have gotten into serving you," he answered. "So, I guess not."

    Monica smiled and leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek. "That's a good answer," she said softly. "I do love to have you serve me, Adam." She gently took his earlobe between her lips and sucked on it, leading to a full-on erection between his legs. "In fact, why don't you get on your knees right now?"

    Adam dropped to his knees and looked up at Monica in the middle of the department store. He didn't even bother thinking about the fact that someone might see. He didn't care. The allure of serving her was far more powerful than any worries he had about public embarrassment.

    "Now kiss my toes, Adam," she instructed.

    Adam fell forward, admired the freshly-applied coat of red polish on her toenails, and leaned forward to kiss them. He wasn't sure if she'd worn sandals specifically because she'd planned on having him worship from his knees, but he was delighted.

    "I wouldn't mind sharing you, you know," Monica said as Adam worked his way through all ten of her toes, applying a gentle kiss to each. "I can't dominate you every minute of every day, after all. So if you found a woman that wanted to be with a man like you - a good submissive man - I would certainly be open to sharing you."

    Adam looked up after he'd finished kissing each of her toes and said, "That's very kind of you, but I can't imagine I'll have any luck meeting another woman that wants to dominate a submissive man, particularly one that actually wants to have a relationship with him."

    "Are you sure about that?" Monica asked.

    "Do you know something I don't?" Adam replied.

    Monica offered her hand and helped Adam to his feet. "Let's go to the fitting rooms."

    Adam walked behind his beautiful domme with her clothes slung over his arms. They'd been in the store for nearly two hours already - Monica had texted him that morning saying that she wanted to buy new clothes for spring and that he was going to help - and Adam would have been happy to spend the rest of the day serving as her shopping assistant, for doing anything for Monica felt deeply pleasurable.

    Monica led him into a fairly sizable fitting room, locked the door, and stripped immediately. Adam let his eyes wander over her body - she wore a particularly sexy-looking bra and panty set - and then she plucked the dress from the top of the pile slung over his arms and pulled it over her head.

    "I had lunch with Erica," Monica said casually as she turned to look at herself in the mirror.

    It took a few moments for it to register that it was his ex-girlfriend she'd had lunch with, and a few seconds more for Adam to fully process the notion. "You did?" he asked. "Wh...why?"

    Monica turned to Adam and asked, "Do you like this dress on me?"

    Adam stepped back to get a full view of her body and nodded. "You look stunning, Monica."

    Monica approached him, took the clothes from his arms, and set them on one of the two small benches in the fitting room. She then placed a hand on the top of Adam's head and applied pressure until he sank to his knees and looked up at her. Monica slowly pulled up the front of her dress until her panties were exposed, smiled, and said, "Kiss my pussy."

    Adam leaned forward, pressed his lips against her panties, and offered a handful of gentle kisses. Monica's fingers entwined in his hair and she took a tight grip, asserting her control over him in a manner that he found thrilling.

    "Erica's a lovely woman, Adam," Monica said. "I thoroughly enjoyed spending time with her. And she enjoyed hearing about you."

    Adam looked up at his domme and saw a delighted smile on her face. "What did you tell her?"

    Monica reached down, caressed Adam's face, and then slipped a finger into his mouth. He wrapped his lips around it and sucked gently as she said, "I told her about our relationship, about how you're a wonderful, eager, kinky submissive. I told her of the fun we've had together, of your many acts of submission. I told her how eager you were to have Everett cum in your mouth. I told her everything, Adam."

    Adam was stunned, and yet he was surprised to discover a sense of arousal at the idea of Erica learning about his kinky leanings.

    "Would you like to know what she thought, Adam?" Monica asked before slipping a second finger into his mouth.

    All he could do was nod.

    Monica smiled, pushed her fingers deep enough to trigger his gag reflex, and bent over before saying, "She wants to see you."

    Adam wasn't sure what to think or feel. He was a little embarrassed at the idea of Erica knowing he was a submissive, though he wasn't sure why, because he cherished being Monica's submissive. He was turned on, too, as he took Erica's interest in seeing him to mean that she was at least a little bit intrigued by the idea of her ex-boyfriend being a submissive.

    Monica pulled her fingers from his mouth, rubbed them over Adam's face, and said, "What do you think about that, Adam? Would you like to see your ex again? Would you like me to invite Erica to my house for a lunch date?"

    "I...I don't know," Adam replied as he looked up at his domme. "Why does she want to see me?"

    "I think she got turned on, Adam," Monica explained. "When I told her of your submission, when I explained how eager you are to make me happy. I think she got excited. I think you ex might actually be a better match for you than you ever imagined."

    "But...what about you?" Adam asked.

    Monica lifted her dress once more and pulled aside her panties. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him to her pussy. Adam put his tongue to work right away, eliciting a moan from his beautiful domme before she said, "I just told you I'd be willing to share you, Adam. I'm not going to give you up, but there's no reason you can't serve two women at once." She moaned quietly as Adam licked her clit and added, "But we're getting ahead of ourselves. She still needs to meet the submissive version of you, after all."

    Adam felt an overwhelming sense of warmth and gratitude towards Monica. He couldn't be certain, but it seemed like she'd met with Erica with the intention of judging her eagerness to meet the submissive version of Adam. Monica had gone out of her way to offer an act of kindness, proving that she saw Adam as much more than a submissive toy to play with.

    "Now make me cum," Monica said softly. "Then I can try on the rest of my clothes."

    Adam happily did as his domme desired, gleefully licking her pussy from his knees and bringing her to a beautiful orgasm with his eager, talented tongue.

    
      
    

    "Strip," Monica instructed.

    Normally, Adam would have done so without thought, but the fact that Erica was on her way over made him hesitate.

    "Do as you're told, Adam," Monica said sternly. "I know your ex-girlfriend is coming over and you probably want to make a good impression, but you're a submissive - you're my submissive - and you will do as you're told."

    "I'm sorry," Adam replied as he quickly stripped, folding his clothes and tucking them out of the way.

    Monica smiled and approached. She looked lovely in one of the spring dresses she'd bought on their shopping trip, and the day was absolutely perfect for it. The sun was out, it was as warm as it had been in six months, and the windows were open to allow the fresh air inside. "Adam, you've been obedient from the first time I dominated you, and I expect you to be obedient today. If you're not - if Erica's presence saps you of your will to submit - I will punish you and I will do so in front of her. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do. I'll be obedient. I'll be a good submissive," he replied.

    "Good. You can set the table on the back patio," she instructed. "We'll be enjoying our lunch outdoors. And you'll be serving us outdoors."

    Adam was silently thankful that the backyard was relatively private. There was no chance a neighbor would just stumble upon him serving his domme and his ex-girlfriend while in the nude. He set the table as Monica instructed, and when he was finished he prepared the sangria they'd be enjoying and ensured that the food Monica had prepared was ready to be served.

    "Wait on your knees by the front door," Monica instructed once Adam had finished his preparation duties.

    He moved into position, fell to his knees, and clasped his hands behind his back. When Monica approached, Adam looked up at her and basked in her overwhelming beauty and the sense of control emanating from her. "Thank you for letting me serve you," he said.

    "You're welcome," she replied. "Thank you for being such a good boy for me. Remember that you need to be a good boy when Erica gets here. Remember that you're demonstrating your submissive side. Remember that you might very well be auditioning to be her boyfriend once more."

    Adam still had trouble believing that was possible - Erica had never struck him as a dominant woman when they were together - but he liked the idea of having a girlfriend again, especially one that he could serve while continuing to serve Monica.

    "She's here," Monica said as a car pulled into the driveway. "Remember, be a good boy for me, Adam."

    "I will," he replied.

    Monica opened the door as Erica reached the front porch. Adam couldn't quite see out - he was aligned so that anyone walking by the house wouldn't see a naked, kneeling man inside - but he heard his ex-girlfriend and his domme share an embrace and a quick greeting before they stepped into the house.

    "Oh, wow," Erica said as she saw Adam.

    He looked up to see a bright, beautiful smile on her face. She wore a lovely, floral dress that seemed perfect for spring and Adam was surprised at the level of attraction he felt, given how much pain their breakup had caused him.

    "It's a little different seeing him like that, isn't it?" Monica asked.

    "It is," Erica replied.

    "Is it troubling?" Monica asked.

    Erica shook her head. "Not at all. Actually, there's something about it that feels...right. Maybe it's just because of everything you've told me, but he really does look so submissive, and so comfortable in that submission."

    "Adam, why don't you crawl over here and kiss Erica's toes," Monica suggested.

    Adam dutifully crawled on his hands and knees and lowered his head to Erica's toes, which were exposed in a pair of strappy heels. He placed a kiss on each of her big toes and she purred softly in response, leading Adam to carry on and place a kiss on each and every one of her toes.

    "How delightful," Erica said. "And he didn't even hesitate. He just did what you told him to do."

    "He's very good about that," Monica replied. "Even when he's told to do something he might not like. He doesn't hesitate. He doesn't complain. He just does as he's told. He understands his place. He understood it fairly well from the start, to be honest, though he's gotten better as we've spent more time together. I'm not sure he would have let my husband cum in his mouth during our first few sessions."

    Adam sat back on his knees and looked up at his ex-girlfriend to see a look of arousal on her face. He wasn't sure what had inspired that arousal, but he was delighted to see it.

    "I still can't believe he did that," Erica said.

    "Did you do it, Adam?" Monica asked. "Did you let my husband cum in your mouth after watching him fuck me?"

    "Yes, I did," Adam replied.

    "And did you enjoy it?" Erica asked.

    Adam turned his gaze to his ex, nodded, and said, "Yes, I did."

    The arousal washed over Erica's face once more. There was no doubt in Adam's mind that she was turned on, and his willingness to completely submit to Monica and let Everett cum in his mouth seemed to be the reason.

    "Let's go out back and talk more about it," Monica said. "Adam's set the table for us and he'll serve sangria, won't you?"

    "I will," Adam replied.

    Erica and Monica walked past him and Adam got to his feet and headed for the fridge. He pulled out the pitcher of sangria and followed them to the back patio. He filled their glasses with the sweet, boozy liquid and then returned inside to retrieve the appetizers Monica had prepared.

    "So he watched you and your husband have sex?" Erica asked as Adam stepped onto the patio.

    "He did," Monica replied. "He was on his knees on the floor. He was hard as a rock, too. He watched and I offered up dirty talk - humiliation, really - as Everett fucked me from behind."

    "Humiliation?" Erica asked as Adam set the appetizers on the table.

    Monica glanced at him and pointed to the ground. Adam fell to his knees without hesitation as she replied, "I told him he wasn't man enough to fuck me like Everett. I told him he'd never be man enough to fuck me like that. I told him he couldn't compete with my husband, with a real man. He loved it."

    "Is that true?" Erica asked as she turned and looked down at Adam. "Did you love being humiliated as Monica and her husband had sex?"

    "Yes, I did," Adam admitted.

    Erica sipped her sangria, took a bite of the delicate appetizer, and smiled. "I feel like I've just met an entirely different version of the man I dated for so many months."

    "And what do you think of this new version of Adam?" Monica asked.

    Erica looked at him once more, let her eyes wander over his face and his naked body for a few seconds, and said, "I like him. The truth is, I always liked Adam. I was in love with him. He just wasn't..."

    "Enough?" Monica replied. "Enough of a man, to be specific."

    "Yes," Erica said as she held Adam's gaze. "You weren't enough of a man, Adam." Much to his embarrassment, Adam's cock began to grow. Erica's eyes moved between his legs and she smiled. "How delightful."

    "Adam is a wonderful man, Erica, as I imagine you know," Monica said. "He's not a dominant man. He's not yet a particularly strong man, either - though he has been working out to build his muscles - but he is a wonderful man. And, he's a wonderful submissive. A true submissive, too. He finds his greatest pleasure in serving my needs, and I'm confident he'd find that same pleasure in serving yours."

    "Is that right, Adam?" Erica asked. "Would you find pleasure in serving my needs?"

    "Yes," Adam replied. "I would, Erica."

    Erica turned back to Monica, smiled, and said, "Is it strange that I find it so appealing to hear him say that?"

    "Not at all," Monica answered as she reached forward and took Erica's hand in hers. "I think it just means that you and I are a lot alike, as we both find it immensely appealing to think of Adam serving our needs." She paused for a moment before adding, "Now I apologize if this seems too forward, but I'd like to hear about the men you were with after Adam."

    Adam felt his heart rate jump as he considered listening to his ex-girlfriend regale his domme with tales of the men she'd slept with since they broke up. His cock continued its journey to an erect state, too.

    "I think your ex-boyfriend might also enjoy hearing about the men you've fucked since dumping him," Monica said.

    Erica turned and looked down at Adam. "Is that right? Would that excite you, Adam? Would it turn you on to hear about that?"

    "Yes, it would," he admitted.

    A smile slowly broke across her face as she stared into his eyes. "You seem so different than when we were dating, Adam. Though I suppose this version of you was there all along, wasn't it? It was just waiting to come out, and Monica found a way to unleash it."

    Adam nodded. "Yes, she did."

    "I met a man just a few days after breaking up with you," Erica said. "I wasn't really thinking about it at the time, but looking back I can see that he was, in so many ways, the opposite of you."

    "I can understand that," Monica interjected. "Everett is the opposite of Adam in so many ways, which is precisely why he fucks me so well and why Adam will never be allowed inside my pussy, despite his desire to fuck me."

    "Is that right, Adam? Would you like to fuck Monica?" Erica asked.

    Adam's cock was fully erect as he nodded. Of course he wanted to fuck Monica. She was exceedingly beautiful, fit, confident, and dominant. He knew he wouldn't be permitted to fuck her, but that knowledge failed to extinguish his desire.

    "How long did it take for this new man to fuck you, Erica?" Monica asked.

    Erica smiled. "We fucked that first day, actually. He took me out for a drink. He charmed me. He kissed me like I hadn't been kissed in, well, for the entirety of my relationship with Adam, and I went home with him. I don't usually fuck on the first date, but in this case, it was well worth it. He fucked me exceptionally well. I came exceptionally hard."

    "Did he make you cum harder than Adam ever had?" Monica asked.

    Erica turned towards her ex-boyfriend, smiled, and said, "He certainly did. I remember feeling a little frustrated with you, Adam, as I drove home the next morning. I held it against you that you were incapable of satisfying me like that. Now, though, I understand that you're just not capable of it. I wanted you to be something you can't be. Now I see that Monica has the right idea, that she only wants you to be exactly what you are."

    "Would you like Adam to worship your pussy, Erica?" Monica asked. "As I'm sure you remember, he's quite good with his tongue."

    "Yes, he is," Erica replied. "And I can't believe I'm saying this, but I would like him to worship my pussy."

    Monica looked down at Adam, smiled, and said, "You heard her. Crawl between her legs. Worship her pussy. Make her cum while she tells me of the fun she's had with other men since she dumped you."

    Adam crawled across the wooden patio, moved between Erica's legs, and lifted her dress. She looked down at him with a smile on her face and when he leaned forward, she reached out and ran her fingers through his hair in the same kind of confident, controlling manner that Monica sometimes did.

    "He fucked me twice that first night," Erica continued as Adam's tongue began to massage her clit. "And again the next morning. He was incredible, honestly. His body was particularly mouth watering. He was hard and muscular all over."

    "What about his cock?" Monica asked. "Size matters, after all."

    "It certainly does," Erica replied. "And he was quite large. I spent about a month enjoying his cock as often as I could. We fucked at his place, at mine, in a restaurant bathroom, in his car - twice in fact - and a host of other places. We went for a run together and fucked behind a boulder right off the trail once. It was like I was so pent up after being with Adam that I entered a slutty phase and just had to get as much big dick inside me as possible."

    Erica's fingers entwined in Adam's hair and she pulled tight before unleashing a beautiful moan that signaled she was getting closer to her orgasm.

    "And what if you had a loyal, submissive boyfriend waiting for you at home after all those encounters with a superior man?" Monica asked. "Wouldn't that have been delightful, Erica? Wouldn't you have loved feeling Adam's tongue tending to your sore pussy after getting fucked by a muscular man? Wouldn't you have loved to see him on his knees asking how he could serve you? Wouldn't you have loved having a submissive, eager plaything for a boyfriend?"

    Erica moaned and Adam looked up to see her gazing at him with a smile on her face. "Yes, I think I would have enjoyed that." Then she closed her eyes, moaned once more, and had an orgasm. "Oh, fuck," she said in a quivering voice.

    Adam pushed his tongue inside his ex-girlfriend to taste her pussy juices and reveled in the joy of having been responsible for her orgasm. When she was finished cumming, Erica released her grip on his hair and gently caressed his face before Adam pulled her panties back over her pussy, pulled her dress down over her thighs, and sat back on his knees.

    "Do you let him cum?" Erica asked.

    "Sometimes," Monica replied. "Why? Do you think he deserves to cum?"

    "He serviced me quite well," she said.

    Monica looked at Adam and smiled. "He did, but I think we should wait until his service is finished. Then you can make him cum if you'd like, or you can get a bit imaginative."

    Erica looked intrigued. "Imaginative?"

    "Well, for instance, I think I'd have him cum in a glass of sangria and drink it," Monica said. "Or you could offer him an incredible reward and let him cum on your feet before he cleans them off. I think it's great fun to get creative with it."

    "That does sound like fun," Erica replied.

    "Adam, please bring out the rest of lunch, and I think we could both use a refill on our sangria," Monica instructed.

    "Of course," Adam said as he rose to his feet.

    As he walked by, Erica gave his ass a hard slap and laughed gleefully. Adam walked into the house as his domme and his ex-girlfriend began to chat once more and he felt a warm, joyful feeling come over him. He wasn't sure if he was going to enter into an entirely different kind of relationship with Erica, but it seemed that Monica was trying to make that happen, and he marveled at her generosity and hoped that she'd succeed, for having a girlfriend to serve felt as though it would offer an even deeper sense of satisfaction, and Adam craved that.
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    Precum still dripped from Adam's cock as he gathered the towels from Monica and Everett's bathroom and dropped them into the laundry basket. He'd just been granted the privilege of watching them fuck and mere moments after they were finished Monica had ordered him to begin a load of laundry while she and Everett cuddled in bed.

    "Did you get the hand towels?" Monica asked as Adam stepped out of the bathroom with the basket under his arm.

    "I did," he replied.

    Monica's head rested on Everett's chest and she had her arm draped over his stomach. His cock was still half hard and Adam could see a drop of cum resting at the tip. It was the only bit of his cum that hadn't ended up inside Monica.

    "Before you put that in the laundry," Monica said as she wrapped her fingers around the base of her husband's cock, "I want you to clean this little bit of cum from Everett's beautiful dick."

    Adam set the laundry basket on the floor and reached in to grab one of the hand towels before approaching the bed.

    "What are you doing?" Monica asked as she looked at the towel. "I didn't say use a towel to clean the cum from his cock. I want you to use your mouth like a good submissive. I want you to wrap your lips around my husband's beautiful cock and I want you to suck it clean."

    "Of course," Adam said as he dropped the towel. He approached the bed slowly and stared at the cock in Monica's hand. He'd been close to it before - Everett had cum in his mouth multiple times at that point - but actually taking it in his mouth felt different.

    Monica ran her fingers up Everett's shaft and said, "Don't be nervous. This is all just a part of being a good boy for me. You're just going to suck that delicious little drop of cum from the tip. That's it."

    Adam reached the edge of the bed and bent over. He parted his lips as he stared at the plump head of Everett's cock. Monica released her husband's shaft and put her hand on the back of Adam's head, applying gentle pressure.

    "Do it," she said softly. "Take the head in your mouth. Taste it. Suck up that little drop of cum. Do it for me. Show me that you're a good boy for me, Adam. Show me that all you really care about is being a good boy for me."

    Adam did it. He took the head of Everett's cock in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around it. He cleaned up the cum and then he pulled back and swallowed. He couldn't bear to look at Everett, but he looked at Monica and saw the seductive smile on her face.

    "You just earned a reward," she said softly. "All because you were willing to be a good boy. Go get that laundry started and I'll let you clean my pussy. You'd enjoy that, wouldn't you?"

    Adam nodded. Even the idea of cleaning her pussy was enough to make his cock throb. In that moment, he couldn't think of anything more exciting than being invited between her legs to lick Everett's cum out of her.

    "Then go," Monica said. "Put the towels in the wash. It won't be the last load of laundry you do for me today, so you need to get started."

    Adam picked up the basket of clothes and headed for the laundry room with his stiff cock leading the way. His heart pounded at the notion that he'd just had another man's cock in his mouth, even if it was for little more than a few seconds. He didn't feel bad about it, though. He felt excited, as if he'd just done something wonderful for Monica, as if giving himself to her in that way was the most satisfying thing he could have done in that moment.

    The shower was running and Everett had left the bed by the time Adam returned with the empty laundry basket. Monica was naked in the bed and her legs were closed, depriving Adam of the view of what he craved most.

    "Do you want to clean my pussy, Adam?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    Monica slowly parted her thighs and Adam couldn't help but stare. The sight of her freshly-fucked, cum-filled pussy was exquisite, and the idea that he would soon get to push his tongue inside her was almost too much to handle given the aroused state he was in.

    "Do you want to eat my husband's cum out of me?" she asked while grasping one of her perky, soft breasts in her hand and gently playing with the flesh.

    "Yes, more than anything," Adam answered. "Please, Monica, let me clean you."

    She smiled and pulled on her nipple. A moan escaped her lips and Monica closed her eyes as she reached between her legs and slipped a finger into her pussy. She held it there for a few moments and then pulled it out and sucked it clean. "Mmm, my pussy tastes so good when it's full of my husband's cum. Is that why you want to clean me, Adam? Do you want to taste my husband's cum on that eager tongue of yours? Do you want to lick his delicious, creamy load out of me?"

    "Yes, please, Monica, I'm desperate," Adam answered as his cock continued to throb.

    "I know you are," Monica said with a smile. "But you don't deserve to be in the bed I share with my husband, Adam. You're not worthy of that. So get on your back on the floor. That's where a submissive like you belongs."

    Adam hastily dropped to the floor and got on his back as Monica got out of the bed and stood astride his body. A few drops of cum fell onto his chest and he wished desperately that she would sit on his face and grant him the pleasure of cleaning Everett's cum out of her.

    "Do you want me to feed you my husband's cum?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he answered.

    Monica smiled, stepped forward until she stood directly above his face, and then dropped down until she was on her knees. Adam stared at her pussy, at the pink, puffy lips and how utterly perfect they looked. He desperately wanted to extend his tongue and taste her, but he refrained from doing so. He hadn't been given permission, after all.

    Monica slowly lowered her hips, bringing her pussy ever closer to Adam's mouth. He felt his mouth watering and his heart pounding. He was thrilled to be given permission to feed on her pussy after she'd been fucked by her husband, a superior man. Every bit of the situation he was in sent Adam's submissive side into overdrive, leaving his entire body aroused.

    "Drink from my pussy," Monica said as her pussy lips reached Adam's mouth. "Drink my husband's cum from my cunt, Adam. Put your tongue inside me and drink every bit of his seed."

    Adam felt a potent surge of lust work its way through his body as he stared up into Monica's eyes and pushed his tongue inside her. He felt a deep connection with her in that moment as she too refused to look away, connecting with her submissive just as he connected with her.

    "You're a good boy, Adam," she said. "A very good boy. Lick his cum out of me. Clean me. Drink a superior man's cum from the pussy you love so much."

    Adam swallowed every drop of cum he could find. He swallowed every bit of it like Monica wanted him too and his dick throbbed with delight the entire time. Monica made no effort to reach back and give him pleasure, though, perhaps because she understood that the chance to eat her cum-filled pussy was all the pleasure that Adam needed.

    Eventually, Monica began to ride his face, taking her pleasure as Adam finished cleaning her pussy. In doing so, she spread the combined juices that rested inside her all over his face, leaving a slick, sticky mess behind, an act that Adam found hugely thrilling as it pushed him even deeper into submission. When she came on his face - with more juice dripping out of her - Adam felt as though he'd ascended into his own personal heaven, a joyful feeling that would stick with him long after Monica lifted her pussy from his face.

    After her climax had passed, Monica lowered more of her weight onto Adam's face, smothering him as she said, "Everett will be off to work soon, and he's going to work hard to earn us money, just like a real man should. You're going to spend your morning as my domestic servant, and if you're exceptionally lucky I'll let you cum - and eat your load - before I send you home. Do you understand?"

    Adam nodded, for he couldn't say a word while being smothered by her pussy. He didn't need to say anything, though, just like Monica didn't need to ask. He was her dedicated servant in whatever way she wanted him to be.

    
      
    

    "You know, you're getting in better shape," Monica noted as they strolled down the block on their way to the park.

    Adam couldn't help but smile. "I know. It turns out that working out regularly will help you get in shape." He laughed and added, "Thank you, by the way. You're the reason I'm in better shape."

    Monica offered a smack on the ass and said, "Keep at it. Believe it or not, dominant women prefer a fit submissive. It's not even about a better body, to be honest. It's about dominating a man that has self-respect, that cares enough to work on his body. And, I suppose, it's about dominating a man that could probably attract a good woman if he was so inclined. There's something rather alluring about a man like that being willing to offer his complete and utter submission to you."

    Adam could hear just a hint of lust in her voice, a notion that made him wish they were back at her house so he might end up on his knees with his tongue inside her.

    "Speaking of which, how are things going with Erica?" Monica asked.

    Adam smiled at the burgeoning relationship with his ex-girlfriend. "We've been texting on most days and we've done a few FaceTime calls. I don't know for sure, but I think she’s not willing to take it further yet because she wants me to prove that I'm for real, you know?"

    "She doesn't really know the submissive version of you yet," Monica said. She reached out and Adam thought she might smack his ass again, but this time she grabbed a handful of his bottom and squeezed hard, as if she was claiming ownership of it. "She got a little taste of it during our lunch date, but she doesn't know the real you yet, not like I do. I think she wants to know that version of you, though. I think she wants to surrender to that side of herself, to have a submissive boyfriend."

    "Have you...have you talked to her?" Adam asked.

    "I have," Monica said as they crossed the street and headed for the park. "I think you're right. I think she just wants you to prove that you're for real. From what I understand, you're doing a decent job of that though."

    Adam smiled. "Are you talking about the night I let her direct my masturbation?"

    Monica nodded. "She mentioned it. It was kind of cute, actually, as she seemed to feel bad that she let you masturbate without my permission. I like that she had such respect for my dominance over you."

    "She did. She didn't let me cum, either, if that makes any difference. I think she just wanted to experiment with trying to make me follow orders," he explained. "I did, too. I followed all her orders, even when it hurt a little."

    "It hurt?" Monica asked with a curious, borderline delighted smile on her face.

    "She wanted me to squeeze and pull on my balls really hard," he said. "To get kind of aggressive with them. I did it, too. It hurt a little, but to be honest, it felt kind of good."

    "And did she enjoy making you do that?" Monica asked as they strolled through a beautiful, well-shaded part of the park. "If you could tell, that is."

    "We were on FaceTime...so I could see her face, I could see that she was enjoying it. She looked...well, kind of like you look when you're really dominating me, really taking charge," he explained. "She didn't masturbate or anything, but she really did seem to be enjoying herself."

    "A domme doesn't need to masturbate to find pleasure in taking control of a submissive," Monica said. "Sometimes, the pleasure of that control is more than enough to make a domme feel everything she desires. Though I suppose Erica might have masturbated the moment she got off the phone. If she did, I bet the orgasm she had was better than any you gave her while you were dating."

    Adam's cock stirred as Monica delivered a casual-but-potent dose of humiliation. It felt particularly potent because she was almost certainly right. He knew he wasn't capable of satisfying Erica - or any woman, for that matter - in the traditional manner in which a man satisfies a woman, but he hoped that by offering his submission he might be able to make his ex happier than when they'd been together.

    "You like hearing that, don't you?" Monica asked as she stopped in the middle of the path.

    "Yes, I do," Adam admitted.

    Monica smiled and reached up to caress his face in a warm, remarkably tender manner. "Most men would hate to be told that they're incapable of satisfying a woman. Most men wouldn't get excited when that truth was revealed. But, I suppose most men wouldn't get off on cleaning a woman's cum-filled pussy either, would they?"

    Adam shook his head and Monica slowly ran her thumb over his lips. All he could think about was how badly he wanted her to put it in his mouth, to make him suck on it, despite the fact that they were in public, and in a park where their neighbors often visited. He didn't care about any of that, though. He was under her spell and all he wanted was to do exactly as she desired.

    "You'd do anything I asked right now, wouldn't you?" she said.

    "Yes," Adam admitted.

    Monica smiled and pushed her thumb into his mouth. Adam sucked on it as he stared into her eyes. His heart pounded as he lost himself in submission. He didn't care if someone came along and saw. He didn't care if a neighbor saw. Submission was all he cared about.

    Monica pulled her thumb from his mouth and replaced it with three fingers. She pushed them deep and Adam took it even though he gagged a little. He didn't care. He was being used for her pleasure, put to work as a submissive, and it felt good. It felt so good.

    "Follow me," Monica said.

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and walked off. Adam followed behind as she led him through the well-designed, beautiful park that featured a series of winding paths, lots of trees, and a gazebo that was tucked out of the way and almost always in the shade of a handful of tall trees. Monica led him right to the gazebo, took a seat on one of the wooden benches, and watched as Adam put his hands behind his back and waited for her next command.

    "Do you think you can do twenty push-ups?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Good. Drop down and give me twenty," she ordered. "If you can do it, I'll give you a reward."

    Adam dropped down immediately and started counting off push-ups. He hadn't yet built a great deal of strength, but he was confident he could do twenty. He slowed halfway through and he felt a little bit of burn in his muscles, but he got there. The last one was quite a struggle, but he made it. He pushed through because he didn't want to disappoint Monica.

    He sat back on his knees when he was finished and turned to his beautiful domme. She boldly pushed a hand down the front of her leggings and masturbated while staring into his eyes. Her lips parted and she moaned. Adam didn't look around to see if anyone was coming or watching, though. He simply stared at her. He admired her beauty. He wondered if his reward was the pleasure of watching her masturbate and he decided that it would be more than enough, for watching his domme masturbate was a joy.

    "Come to me," Monica demanded.

    Adam crawled to her as the breeze picked up and blew through the gazebo. Monica parted her legs and he stopped between them as her fingers continued to dance inside her leggings.

    Monica smiled, pulled her hand from her leggings, and shoved her fingers in his mouth. Adam swirled his tongue around her flesh and soaked up the taste of her sweet juices as Monica smiled in delight at his eager act of submission.

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth, stood up, and turned around. She glanced from side to side - presumably to see if anyone else was around - and then lowered her leggings. Adam thought of their naughty little interaction in the gym parking lot, of how he'd eaten her ass, and he hoped desperately she'd let him do it again.

    "Put your tongue between my ass cheeks," she said. "Eat my asshole while I masturbate. Enjoy your reward for being a good submissive."

    Adam gleefully leaned forward and pressed his face between her perfect, slightly sweaty ass cheeks. He licked her asshole as she masturbated and he heard stifled moans escape her lips. Her pussy was wet - he could hear that too - and it sounded like her fingers were furiously dancing over it as she launched into a vigorous pursuit of her orgasm.

    Her climax arrived quickly. She grunted and groaned as Adam flicked his tongue back and forth over her asshole, claiming the reward she'd offered him and savoring every second of it.

    When she'd finished cumming, Monica stood up, pulled up her leggings, and spun around. She looked down at the bulge in Adam's shorts and lifted her foot to tease it a little through the thin, lightweight material of his shorts.

    "Take your dick out," she said. "Jerk off into your hand. Right now."

    Adam lowered his shorts and stroked his cock. He looked up at Monica and she ran her fingers through his hair and then pushed them into his mouth. She fucked his face slowly and he moaned while masturbating furiously.

    "Everett's going to fuck your face soon," she said. "He's going to fill this mouth of yours with his big, beautiful cock. He's going to help me show you what it truly means to be submissive, and I think we both know you're going to enjoy it, Adam. I think we both know you're going to get off on being used as a fuck toy for my husband's pleasure."

    Adam confirmed the truth of what she'd said by cumming in his hand. He moaned around her fingers as pleasure rocketed through his body, starting between his legs and pulsing outwards, leaving him weak all over while Monica's fingers remained in his mouth.

    "Eat your cum," she instructed as her fingers departed his mouth.

    Adam lifted his hand to his lips and poured the cum into his mouth. He looked up at Monica and held the slimy substance on his tongue.

    "Swallow for me," she said.

    Adam swallowed. The cum burned going down, but it felt so good to submit, particularly in a public place.

    "Put your cock away and do 20 more push-ups for me," Monica instructed.

    Adam tucked his cock back into his shorts, got into position, and went back to work. He'd do anything for Monica, anything at all.
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    "I see that you finished your chores early," Monica noted as she surveyed the kitchen that Adam had just cleaned from top to bottom. "Someone must be excited about what's going to happen tonight."

    Adam wasn't sure how to answer, for he still wasn't entirely sure how he felt about offering his mouth for Everett's pleasure. The notion of being face fucked by his domme's husband was deeply humiliating, and yet even thinking about it brought about a wealth of submissive pleasure, which made Adam wonder if actually doing it might be even more pleasurable.

    As Adam remained silent, Monica approached with a seductive smile on her face. She reached out, grasped his wrist, and slowly pulled his hand under her skirt and towards her pussy. Their eyes met as Adam's fingers pressed against her delicate lace panties. He felt an excess of heat and wetness, a surefire sign of her arousal.

    "I'm certainly looking forward to Everett getting home," Monica said softly. "He texted a little while ago to say that he's had a particularly stressful day at work and that he was looking forward to working out some of that stress with my sub. Doesn't that excite you, Adam?" Monica reached up with her other hand and ran a finger over his lips. "Don't you love the idea of a superior man using this talented mouth of yours to relieve his stress? Don't you want to get on your knees, part these pretty lips of yours, and let my husband fuck your face until he's dumped a load of his hot cum down your throat?"

    Adam didn't bother trying to fight the arousal that Monica's expertly delivered dirty talk had produced in his loins. He let it flow through him, bringing his cock to a half hard state in a matter of seconds and filling his body with a sense of anticipation for what would unfold when Monica's husband walked through the door.

    "I want to serve you, Monica," Adam said.

    She smiled, leaned closer, and kissed him softly on the lips as her fingers remained under his chin. When Monica opened her mouth, Adam did the same. He expected to feel her tongue push past his lips, but instead Monica leaned back and her fingers invaded his mouth. He closed his lips around them and sucked as she slowly penetrated him.

    "I want to feel your fingers in my pussy," Monica instructed.

    Adam pulled her panties aside and slipped two fingers into her. He knew she was turned on, but he was surprised to discover that her arousal had left her completely soaked.

    "Can you feel that?" she asked. "Can you feel how wet I am, Adam?"

    He nodded as her fingers continued to move in and out of his mouth, going deeper with each thrust and triggering his gag reflex a few times.

    "That's because I want to watch my husband use you as a submissive little cocksucking slut, Adam," she said softly. "I want to watch him take your head in his hands and fuck your face until your eyes are watering and drool is running down your chin. I want to watch him put you in your place and make you take every inch of his cock before he gives you the reward we both know you crave." She smiled and asked, "You do want him to cum in your mouth, don't you? You want him to feed you like a good little submissive cum whore, don't you?"

    Adam nodded. He wanted it. He felt a sudden, desperate need for it, in fact, in large part because Monica seemed to feel such potent desire for Adam to submit wholly and completely to her husband.

    "He's not going to be gentle, Adam," Monica said with a smile on her face. "He's going to push your limits, just like he pushes mine sometimes. He can be aggressive - even rough - when he's in a particular kind of mood, and I think he might be in that kind of mood tonight. Don't worry, though. I have a feeling you're going to enjoy it."

    Monica moaned as Adam worked her pussy with his fingers. Pleasure danced across her face and he felt a sense of genuine bliss at getting to make his domme feel so good.

    "On your knees," Monica demanded.

    Adam pulled his fingers from her pussy and fell to his knees without hesitation. Monica smiled and lifted her skirt. He stared at her plump, pink, slippery pussy and yearned to taste it. He remained where he was, though, for she hadn't given him permission.

    "You want it, don't you?" she asked. "You want to taste my yummy pussy, don't you?"

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Monica took a step closer and Adam licked his lips. He was moments away from tasting his domme. The garage door opener came to life. Everett was home.

    "I guess you'll have to settle for the taste of my husband's cock, won't you?" she said.

    Adam wasn't sure he'd ever seen Monica in such a delighted, dominant state. She'd always taken pleasure in her domination of him, of course, but this felt different. This felt like he was about to do something that turned her on more than almost any other service he'd provided her.

    "Go to the living room. Wait on your knees," she instructed.

    Adam stood and followed her instructions. He waited on his knees as Everett came in through the garage door. He listened to Monica welcome her husband home with what sounded like a hug and a lingering kiss.

    "He's waiting for you, if you still want to use him to relieve your stress," she said.

    "Oh, I absolutely want to fuck your sub's face," Everett replied.

    Monica walked out of the kitchen with her husband right behind her. She stopped in front of Adam and Everett wrapped his arms around her from behind, kissed her neck, and lifted her skirt. He slipped his fingers into her pussy and Monica closed her eyes and moaned.

    "Have you fantasized about fucking my wife?" Everett asked.

    "I...uh...well..."

    "It's a simple question," Everett said. "A question I already know the answer to, but I'd like to hear you say it."

    Adam took a deep breath. "Yes, I have," he said.

    "But you know that you'll never get to fuck her, don't you?" Everett asked as his fingers plunged deeper into her pussy while his thumb worked her clit.

    Adam marveled at how Monica seemed to melt into her husband's arms and surrender her body to his touch. He'd seen them fuck before and he'd witnessed Everett's dominant side - at least when it came to sex - but this felt different than watching him fuck her from behind. This felt like watching him possess her. "Yes, I know I'll never get to fuck her. That's not for me to enjoy."

    "No, it's not," Everett replied with a smile. "My wife enjoys dominating you, Adam. It makes her feel good. It turns her on. In a way, it completes her, and that's a gift you've given her. She also enjoys your willingness to embrace the humiliation that comes along with your submission. Even when it's something as simple as doing our laundry while I fuck her. Today is different, though. Isn't it? You're going to open that mouth of yours and I'm going to fuck your face. You're going to let me use your mouth like it's nothing more than a toy for my pleasure."

    "Yes, I am," Adam said. "And I'm going to do it willingly. I want to submit. I want to offer myself to you, and to do it for Monica's pleasure."

    Monica looked down at Adam, smiled as her husband continued to work her pussy, and said, "You're such a good boy, Adam. It makes me so happy to see that you're such an eager cocksucker for me." She turned to Everett and added, "Now fuck his face, baby. Use his mouth. Fuck my little subby's face and make him gag on your cock. Make him work hard for the reward of your hot cum sliding down his throat."

    Everett stepped out from behind his wife and she turned and unzipped his pants. Her fingers slipped inside and his cock was soon freed. They kissed as Monica stroked him, luring her husband into a stiff state while Adam's gaze focused squarely on the dick that would soon be in his mouth. He knew he was about to cross a boundary there would be no coming back from, and yet he felt no fear. He only felt a desire to submit.

    Monica helped Everett out of his pants, entirely freeing her husband's big, beautiful cock. "Use his mouth," she said. "Don't be shy, either. He can take whatever you want to give him. He's not yet trained to be a cocksucker, but he'll do his best."

    Adam's dick throbbed at the mention of being trained to be a cocksucker. He didn't have much time to think about it, though, as Everett approached with his big cock leading the way. Adam looked up at his domme's husband and he suddenly felt very small. Everett was a tall, muscular man that emanated the kind of dominant energy that most alpha males possessed. He seemed excited at the prospect of humiliating Adam, of asserting his dominance over him.

    "Open up," Everett demanded.

    "Open your mouth, cocksucker," Monica said as she moved to the couch. "Give my husband what he wants. Let him use your mouth for his pleasure."

    Adam parted his lips as he stared up at Everett. The other man smiled, reached out, and put a hand on the back of Adam's head. He applied pressure, pulling Adam's mouth close to his stiff cock. A moment later the head was resting on his tongue. Adam closed his lips around it and moaned, mostly because he felt overwhelmed. It wasn't pleasure, or agony, or humiliation he felt. It was everything all at once.

    The sound of Monica masturbating lured Adam out of his head and into the present moment. Her pussy sounded exceedingly wet and she moaned like she had no control over her body's need to express its pleasure.

    "I don't want to feel your teeth on my cock," Everett said. "I'm sure you already know that, but you probably don't know that you need to make an effort to make sure you're not biting my fucking dick. So you damn well better make that effort."

    Adam couldn't say a word - his mouth was stuffed with a cock - but he tried his best to use his eyes to communicate that he understood. He knew teeth made a blowjob far less pleasant, and he knew that his job in that moment was to offer Everett as much pleasure as possible, for that's what his domme wanted.

    "Baby, fuck his face," Monica said in a voice filled with lust. "Please, fuck his mouth. Use him for your pleasure. Use my sub for your pleasure."

    Everett's smile was not one of amusement, but of a deep-seated kind of pleasure. Adam imagined there would be a certain kind of pleasure for Everett in showing his dominance over the man his wife had developed an intimate relationship with. It was as if Everett was ensuring that everyone understood the natural order, that he was the alpha male and Adam was the submissive beta male that served Monica's ever whim, no matter how humiliating.

    Everett pushed his cock halfway into Adam's mouth, stretching his lips wide. He held it there and smiled. "You're only halfway there," Everett said. "You have quite a ways to go. Just know that this isn't going to end until every inch of my cock is in your mouth and down your throat. Only then will I give you the reward that every cocksucker craves."

    Everett pulled out until just the tip of his dick rested between Adam's lips. He held it there for a few seconds and then pushed back in slowly. Adam's lips stretched wide once again. He felt his gag reflex trigger for the first time and he coughed. A little bit of saliva snuck out around the thick shaft in his mouth, but Everett didn't pull out. He held his cock there as Adam gagged over and over. It wasn't bad enough for him to pull away, but it wasn't remotely pleasant.

    Monica masturbated furiously as she watched. Adam could hear her fingers dancing over her wet pussy. It sounded like she was fucking herself, too. She was so turned on that she unleashed a steady stream of moans, declaring her lust at what she was watching without saying a word.

    Everett reached down, took Adam's head in both hands, and began to fuck his mouth at a steady rate. In and out. In and out. Adam moved his tongue back and forth. He sucked hard when the cock pulled out and he tried his best to grab a bit of breath when Everett pushed inside. His eyes watered. He gagged almost every time Everett filled his mouth. He never tried to pull away, though. He never ceased to do his duty as Monica's submissive, to suck cock like she desired.

    "Deeper," Monica said. "Make him take it all, Everett. Make my little cocksucker take it all."

    Adam braced for deeper thrusts from Everett's cock. It pushed into his throat. His gag reflex triggered in a major way. He nearly vomited. He'd felt Everett's pubic hair tickle his nose, though. He was close to deepthroating him, to taking every inch like he'd been instructed to do.

    "Oh, fuck," Monica said between lusty moans. "Everett, baby, that's so fucking hot. Use his mouth. Show him who's the real man in the house. Show him who's in charge."

    Everett fucked Adam's mouth faster. The cock slipped into his throat over and over. He was getting a crash course in keeping his gag reflex at bay and he was doing a pretty good job. His jaw ached. His throat hurt. His eyes were watering constantly. He could feel saliva dripping down his chin and onto his legs and the floor beneath him. It was, in a way, a miserable experience, and yet Adam was still hard. He was rock hard, in fact, because he was immersed in the pleasure of offering his submission to his domme. He was suffering for her pleasure, and in doing so he was experiencing true bliss.

    When Everett began to grunt and groan, Adam knew he would soon be on the receiving end of an orgasm. Much to his surprise, he craved that. He wanted Everett to cum in his mouth. He wanted the reward that every cocksucker craved. He wanted to feel the thick, viscous load on his tongue. He wanted to be able to swallow it as proof that he'd done what his domme desired.

    "Cum in his mouth, baby," Monica said while her fingers continued to plunge into her pussy at a furious rate. "Give my cocksucker the reward he deserves. Give him your cum."

    Everett buried his cock in Adam's throat for a few moments and then pulled back until the tip rested just between his lips. He unleashed a long, low, animalistic groan and the head of his cock swelled up as Adam ran his tongue over the underside. His reward came a moment later.  Everett's cock erupted, launching thick ropes of cum onto Adam's tongue.

    As he received his reward, Adam joined Monica and Everett in moaning, for he felt a genuine sense of joy. He'd completed his task and offered his submission to Monica. He'd taken a face fucking from her husband. He'd been put in his place in the most erotic way imaginable.

    "Show me his cum," Monica said as Everett pulled out.

    Adam turned to his domme, opened his mouth, and showed Monica the cum that rested on his tongue, the cum that he'd worked hard for.

    "Swallow your reward," she instructed.

    Adam closed his mouth, savored the taste of cum for a few moments longer, and swallowed. The thick semen coated his throat as it slid down into his stomach, becoming a part of him. He closed his eyes and let the warm, joyful sensations of submission work their way through his body.

    "Was he good?" Monica asked.

    "He was excellent," Everett replied. "You've trained him well."

    "Would you like to use him again sometime?" Monica said. "Perhaps the next time you've had a stressful day at work and you'd like to relieve that tension by using a piece of meat like Adam?"

    Everett chuckled. "That sounds like a perfect idea."

    Adam would happily give himself over to the task of relieving Everett of his stress, for it's what Monica wanted, and all Adam really cared about was serving his domme and ensuring that her needs were always met.

  
    A Domme in the Neighborhood - Part 12

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Adam's pulse raced - in a good way - as he watched Erica approach the front door. She looked beautiful in a pair of tight jeans, high heeled leather boots, and a black blouse that was just a little bit see through, revealing a lace bra underneath. He'd never really seen her dress that way while they were dating, which only enhanced the sensations of lust coursing through him.

    He opened the door as Erica stepped onto the porch. Adam didn't want to seem too eager to welcome his ex-girlfriend into his home once more, but he couldn't help himself.

    "Hey," he said. "Erica, you look...you look so beautiful."

    Erica's smile made it seem like she genuinely appreciated the comment, which made Adam think that perhaps she'd dressed to impress, or to arouse.

    Adam stepped aside. "Please, come in."

    Her perfume - a scent he remembered from their time together - tickled Adam's nostrils as Erica walked past him. He glanced at her ass - which looked incredible in her jeans - and then gently shut the door.

    "Can I get you anything to drink? Coffee? Tea? I don't know...orange juice or milk?" he asked.

    Erica slowly spun around and smiled. She approached Adam with that smile on her face and stopped with their bodies just a few inches apart. Their eyes met and Erica reached up and caressed Adam's face in a way that made him weak in the knees. "You know, when we dated, you were never this eager to tend to my needs."

    "I know," Adam said. "And I'm sorry about that. I've changed. Monica has helped me discover a side of myself I honestly didn't know existed. I'm so much happier now, though, and I think I'd be a much better boyfriend for you, assuming you want to be with the kind of man I am now."

    "That's what we're here to find out, isn't it? Whether or not I want to be with the kind of man you've become," Erica replied as her hand remained against Adam's cheek, soothing him with the warmth and softness of her skin.

    "What can I do to convince you that I'm the right kind of man for you?" Adam asked.

    "You can start by making me a coffee," she said. "Fresh-brewed, please."

    Adam reluctantly stepped away from his ex-girlfriend - he would have enjoyed remaining that close to her for the entirety of the day - and set about brewing fresh coffee for her, starting with boiling a kettle of water. "So, what convinced you to accept my invitation?" he asked.

    "Monica did," Erica replied as she sat at the kitchen table. "Or, I suppose, my friendship with Monica did. She's more than happy to talk about the things she does with you and the many ways you've improved her life by letting her explore her dominant side, and she's convinced me that I too have a dominant side that has been dormant and just waiting to come out and play."

    Adam ground the beans and the kitchen filled with the impossibly loud noise of the motor for a handful of seconds. When he was finished, he looked over his shoulder at Erica - who looked even hotter with her legs crossed - and asked, "If you don't mind me asking, what, if anything, convinced you that you have a dominant side waiting to come out?"

    "Well, that day when you served us lunch was surprisingly hot," Erica said. "That could have just been because it was novel, or because I was still carrying some level of annoyance - or even anger, honestly - with you and I found it thrilling to see you put in your place like that. But then I kept thinking about it. I kept talking with Monica and hearing the ways she dominates you. I thoroughly enjoyed hearing how you do chores for her, how you worship her pussy and asshole whenever she offers it, and how you consume her husband's cum simply because she wants you to. I found all of it interesting and some of it intoxicatingly sexy. I still don't know what kind of domme I'd actually be if I got into this - if you became my submissive boyfriend - but I can't shake this feeling that I'd thoroughly enjoy having a submissive."

    Adam poured the coffee grounds into the French press and added the water, which had reached the ideal temperature. "I'd like to be your submissive, Erica. It would be different than with Monica because those are often just short bursts of service, but I think I'm ready for a deeper level of submission, for serving someone all the time."

    "Even if I'm a different kind of domme than Monica?" Erica asked. "Because I almost certainly will be."

    Adam put the top on the French press, set a timer, and turned towards his ex-girlfriend, who looked confident and sexy sitting at his kitchen table. "I'm sure there would be a learning process, but I think it's submission that satisfies me. I don't think it's a particular type, either. I think it's just offering myself to a woman - a dominant woman - and meeting her needs that makes me happy. It turns me on too, of course."

    "Come here," Erica said.

    Adam couldn't help but let his eyes wander over Erica's body as he approached. Her boots looked impossibly sexy and the blouse was perfectly-designed to be just sheer enough to hint at what waited beneath it. It was a damn near flawless ensemble she presented and though he couldn't be entirely sure, the outfit seemed to imbue Erica with an impressive sense of confidence.

    "Did Everett fuck your mouth?" Erica asked.

    "Twice now, actually," Adam answered.

    "What was that like for you?" she asked as her face lit up with what Adam was almost certain was a form of lust.

    Adam let the memories of the two instances of face fucking surface in his brain. He felt Everett's strong hands on his head. He felt his lips stretched wide around the other man's cock. He felt the ache in his jaw and the soreness in his throat. He could practically taste Everett's cock and cum on his tongue, and all of those memories inspired a particular form of submissive lust that once again left Adam weak in the knees.

    "It was...well, honestly, it was so many different things," he said. "It was humiliating. It was arousing. It was uncomfortable. It was a little bit painful at times. There were moments when I felt like I wanted it to end, and moments where I wished it would never end. I've never experienced anything like it, but I can say that ultimately it's an experience I'm deeply grateful that I got to have, for nothing has made me feel more submissive than letting my domme use my mouth like it was little more than a sex toy."

    "Can I be honest with you, Adam?" Erica asked.

    He nodded. "Of course."

    Erica studied him for a few moments and then said, "You know what? I'd like you on your knees. I don't want to be looking up at you." Adam dropped to his knees without hesitation and looked up at Erica. "That's much better," she said with a smile.

    Adam was tempted to lean forward and kiss her boots as a way of showing his submission, but he knew that would be serving his own needs without any regard for what Erica wanted, so he pushed that desire down and maintained eye contact with the woman he hoped would once again agree to be his girlfriend, this time with a dominant twist.

    "I had lunch with Monica a few days ago," Erica began, "and she told me about your willingness to get on your knees and offer your mouth to Everett. She told me in great detail, in fact. She described the pleasure she felt at watching her husband's cock move in and out of your mouth, of watching your eyes water as you gagged on it, and of witnessing your willingness to take that particular form of abuse without complaint. And I have to admit, I felt a version of that pleasure - that arousal - she seemed to feel. I experienced it through her, Adam."

    Erica uncrossed her legs and spread them just a little. She beckoned Adam closer with a finger and he crawled towards her until he was between her knees.

    "It turned me on to think of you taking a cock down your throat," Erica confessed. "It made me wet to think of you gagging, to think of you suffering that humiliation and discomfort because you were so desperate to make Monica happy. I'm still not entirely sure what that means, Adam, but it's clear to me that I want to experiment with domination. I want to awaken that side of myself, which I do believe exists. I'm still not entirely sure what form it will take - whether I want a submissive boyfriend or I want a toy that I can play with every now and then - but I want to experiment, and I want to do it with you."

    "It would be an honor to serve you, Erica," Adam said. "In whatever form that service takes, in fact."

    She smiled. "Is it fair to say that you'd prefer to be my submissive boyfriend, though? That you'd like to make this a lifestyle?"

    "Yes," Adam admitted. "I'll serve you in whatever way you desire, but it's become clear to me that I want this to be a lifestyle, that I'll be happiest and most satisfied if I get to experience the joy of service and submission each and every day."

    The timer went off and Erica nodded, giving Adam her permission to finish preparing her coffee. He pushed down on the French press plunger, poured a cup, and added a dash of half and half, which is how Erica had always liked it. Adam delivered the coffee to his ex-girlfriend and sank to his knees in front of her once more.

    Erica sipped the coffee, savored the taste for a few moments, and said, "This is exceptionally good, Adam. Thank you."

    "It's my pleasure," he replied. "Truly."

    "Can I confess something else?" she asked.

    Adam nodded, though he knew it was a rhetorical question.

    "I had sex before coming over here," Erica said.

    Adam's gaze instinctively shifted between her legs, though all he could see was the seam of her jeans.

    "I met him at the gym. We've been fucking for a few months now. His body is lean and strong and he uses it like it was designed to be an instrument of pleasure. If I'm being honest, it's the best sex I've ever had. There's something about him that makes me want to let go, to fully surrender to being fucked in a way I've never done before. It's not a submissive thing, though. It's just that sex with him seems to shut off the rational, thinking part of my brain so that I can just enjoy the way his big cock feels as it pounds my pussy, and he always pounds me, Adam. He pounds me so hard. I'm usually a little sore the next day, but I love that feeling," Erica explained.

    Adam's cock grew stiff as he thought of his ex-girlfriend fucking another man and the potency of his arousal caught him off guard. It was different from the kind of arousal he felt watching Monica and Everett fuck and Adam wondered if it was because he'd actually fucked Erica before and she was directly comparing him - unfavorably - to another man.

    "Are you turned on, Adam?" Erica asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Because I fucked someone else this morning?" she said with a smile. "Or because I fucked someone that was far better than you this morning?"

    "Because he was better," Adam answered without hesitation. "I don't know why, but that turns me on, Erica."

    "That's good to know," Erica said as her smile grew ever more gleeful. "I thought about you while he fucked me, you know. Not much, of course. Mostly I thought about how good it felt to have his cock inside me. But you were on my mind, Adam. I thought of how I was coming to see you, how we were going to indulge in our first experiment with dom/sub play all on our own. At the time, I wasn't sure what I'd want from you, but now I think I want to feel your tongue in my pussy, Adam. I think I want you to eat my pussy after someone else's cock satisfied me."

    "I'd give anything to be able to do that," Adam replied.

    Erica sipped her coffee, set it on the table, and leaned forward. "Is that right? You'd actually enjoy eating my pussy after someone else had fucked me, Adam?"

    He nodded. "Yes, absolutely. I'm...I'm so turned on right now, Erica. I'm turned on thinking about someone else having sex with you. I'm...I don't know, it's just so hot to me."

    "Get naked for me," she ordered.

    Adam hopped to his feet and stripped as quickly as he could. Erica smiled at the sight of his cock - which was exceptionally stiff - and reached out to run her finger over the head before teasing the underside just a little.

    "You really are turned on," she observed. "You didn't even touch yourself. Was it really just hearing that I'd fucked someone else right before coming over here?"

    Adam nodded. "And thinking of licking your pussy. I don't...I don't fully understand it, but I'm just really turned on by the idea of going down on you after someone else has fucked you, after someone far better than me has fucked you."

    Erica sat back, smiled, and said, "I feel like I should make you earn the chance to lick my pussy."

    "I'll do anything you want," he replied.

    "Kiss my boots," Erica instructed.

    Adam fell to his knees, bent over, and kissed his ex-girlfriend's leather boots. They felt soft and warm against his lips and he felt utterly exposed with his ass high in the air and his cock, balls, and asshole on display.

    "Very good," Erica said as Adam sat up, put his hands on his knees, and waited for her next instruction. She stared at him for a few seconds and then lifted one of her legs, extended it, and said, "Suck on my heel."

    Adam took the three inch heel in his mouth without hesitation. He met Erica's gaze while sucking on it, too, and he saw the delight in her eyes. He hoped that it was his willingness to do as instructed that had delighted her, for he wanted nothing more than to please her and to be granted permission to put his tongue in her pussy.

    "Look at that," she said with genuine fascination in her voice. "You didn't even hesitate. You just wrapped those pretty lips of yours around it and started sucking. What a good boy."

    Adam moaned and moved his mouth back and forth on the heel. He sucked it like he was sucking cock and he found it both humiliating and thrilling. Unsurprisingly, his dick remained stiff with desire throughout.

    Erica pulled the heel from his mouth, set her foot on the floor, and said, "Spin around. Show me your ass."

    Adam spun around and presented his bare ass to his ex-girlfriend. He looked over his shoulder while on his hands and knees and Erica reached out, grabbed two handfuls of his ass cheeks, and spread them wide. She held them like that for a few moments before bringing both hands down on his ass in a surprisingly swift, strong manner. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room and Adam cried out, both from the pain and the surprise of being spanked so suddenly.

    Erica then lifted her boot - the same one whose heel Adam had sucked on - and rested it against his ass. He felt the heel dig into his flesh as a devilish smile crossed Erica's face. There was arousal on her face, too. She was having fun playing with him, the kind of fun that Adam wanted her to have.

    Erica inched her boot across his ass cheek, nearing the crack slowly but surely. Each time she pressed the heel into his flesh and each time he winced just a little from the pain, all while remaining perfectly still on his hands and knees. Then the sole of the boot rested directly over his ass crack. The heel pushed between the folds of his flesh and came to rest against his asshole. Adam felt his hole tighten up at the potential invader but he took a deep breath and did his best to relax. He didn't want Erica to fuck him with her heel, but he wasn't going to argue or try and crawl away, because his primary concern was being a good submissive.

    Then Erica pushed the heel inside him. Adam gritted his teeth and groaned from the pain of penetration. He looked back to see her gaze was fixed on his asshole as she watched part of her shoe fill him. Adam saw unfettered lust on her face. She was getting off on fucking him, on his willingness to submit to her desire to use him as a submissive toy. She was exploring her dominant side and letting it come out to play, just like she'd said she wanted to do. It had emerged in a different manner than Adam expected, but that didn't make it any less arousing to serve her. If anything, he was even deeper in his submission than he'd expected.

    "Look at you," Erica said. "Taking it in the ass for me. Taking it without question. You surprise me, Adam, in the best way possible. It surprises me how much I'm enjoying this, too, how much it turns me on."

    Adam pushed his ass back on her heel, taking all three inches inside him as Erica smiled. "I just want to serve, Erica, in whatever way you desire. I want to prove that I'm not going to disappoint you like I did when we were dating. I want to prove that I'm worthy of being your submissive boyfriend, that it's worth being with me long term."

    "Fuck yourself," she instructed. Adam did so, pushing back on the heel over and over and fucking his ass with it. "Faster," she demanded. He obeyed and he was grateful that the object in his ass was relatively small, because anything bigger would have hurt. The heel didn't, though, and the saliva he'd left on it ensured it was wet enough to fuck him without issue.

    When she pulled out, Adam was surprised to feel a touch of disappointment, as if he'd gotten hooked on the pleasure of being fucked. He turned to see Erica stand up, step out of her boots, and strip off her jeans. Her panties followed and she sat down once more, scooted forward until her ass rested right at the edge of the chair, and said, "You may eat my pussy."

    Adam spun around, crawled closer, and put his tongue inside her. He was surprised - and delighted - to taste the latex of the condom she'd used with her lover. He tasted the saltiness of what he assumed was the sweat generated by a vigorous fucking. He tasted the sweetness of Erica's juices and he hoped that some of them had been generated by the pleasure of fucking him.

    "Monica invited me to watch the next time she has Everett use your mouth, Adam," Erica said as she lifted the mug to her lips and sipped her coffee. "I expressed how hot the whole thing sounded and she said that she'd love for me to be there, that we could dominate you together while Everett fucks your face. Would you enjoy that?"

    "Yes, very much so," Adam admitted before plunging his tongue into her pussy once more.

    "Then it's settled," Erica replied. "I'll join you. I'll watch Everett fuck your face. I'll watch him make you gag and drool on his cock as he uses you for his pleasure. I'll dominate you alongside Monica. I don't know if I want you to be my boyfriend yet, Adam, but I do want to keep playing with you. I want to let my dominant side blossom. I want to use you."

    Adam didn't say a word. Instead he pushed his tongue deeper inside her and rubbed his nose into her clit.

    "Now I'd like you to make me cum," Erica said. "Take your time, though. Savor my pussy. Savor the taste. Savor the fact that I'm even letting you go down on me."

    Adam was grateful for the chance to take his time, for in that moment, nothing felt better than licking the pussy another man had fucked that morning and he wanted to stay there forever.

    So he took his time. He savored her pussy. He savored her wetness. He savored how her clit throbbed with desire. He worshiped his ex-girlfriend's pussy and he resolved to do so for as long as possible before making her cum.
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    "Adam, come in," Monica said with a smile as she stepped inside. "Erica is already here."

    Adam wasn't sure why, but he felt nervous. He'd given Everett a blowjob before - or really, he'd been face fucked by Everett - but for some reason the idea of his ex-girlfriend watching gave him a bit of anxiety.

    "How may I serve you?" Adam asked as Monica gently shut the door.

    "Strip," she instructed.

    Adam removed his clothes and left them in a pile by the door. He stood with his hands behind his back as Monica smiled and ran a single finger over the unimpressive length of his flaccid cock.

    "You seem a little anxious," she noted.

    "I am," he answered. "I don't really know why, but I am."

    Monica cradled Adam's testicles in her hand and gently caressed them. She ran her thumb over the head of his cock at the same time, generating a subtle-but-potent form of pleasure that coaxed him into a semi-erect state.

    "Are you worried that Erica is going to think less of you when she sees my husband use your mouth for his pleasure?" Monica asked.

    Adam felt a mild, rather pleasant tingling sensation between his legs as he considered being used for Everett's pleasure. "I don't know," he said. "Maybe, though. Maybe I'm just nervous about having a slightly larger audience. But maybe I am nervous that somehow I'm going to ruin my chances with Erica by offering my mouth to Everett."

    Monica released his genitals and reached up to caress Adam's face in a gentle, almost loving manner. "You don't have to worry, Adam. All you're demonstrating is that you're a good submissive. Sucking my husband's cock and letting him cum down your throat is a beautiful act of submission that most men wouldn't consider. If Erica really is a domme, she'll think of what unfolds tonight as a demonstration of just how eager you'll be to please her should she decide to welcome you back into her life."

    Monica smiled and leaned in to give Adam a soft, sensual kiss on the lips. He closed his eyes and lost himself in the connection with his domme, taking her offer of a kiss as a reward for his willingness to give his mouth to her husband.

    "Come," Monica said softly as she took hold of Adam's now-erect cock and led him to the living room.

    Erica's face lit up - which Adam took as a good sign - when he entered the room. She looked casually dominant in a pair of dark, tight jeans, leather boots, and a sleeveless, semi-sheer black blouse that showed off a delicate lace bra beneath it. Her hair was pulled into a tight, high ponytail and Adam felt a deep attraction to his ex-girlfriend the moment he laid eyes upon her.

    "Is there anything I can do to serve either of you?" Adam asked as Monica joined Erica on the couch.

    "I enjoyed the way you kissed my boots the last time we saw each other," Erica said. "I think I'd enjoy that again."

    Adam sank to his knees, crawled towards Erica, and showered both of her boots with soft kisses as she and Monica both smiled.

    "You've trained him spectacularly well, Monica," Erica noted. "I like that he is truly willing to do whatever it takes to make a domme happy."

    "Thank you," Monica replied. "Though I should say that I didn't have to do much training with Adam. He's a natural submissive and he hasn't displayed any selfishness, instead choosing to put my needs above his own. I truly believe that service to a dominant woman - in whatever form that services takes - is what makes Adam happiest."

    Adam knew it wasn't his place to speak in that moment, but he would have agreed, for Monica was right. Service brought him a deep level of satisfaction, particularly when that service made his domme happy.

    "And tonight he's going to serve your husband's needs," Erica said with a glint in her eye as Adam continued to shower her leather boots in kisses.

    Monica nodded as a smile crossed her face. "It was exquisite last time. Far more arousing than I expected, in fact. To see Adam on his knees, to see him submit to such a humiliating act, to see him take Everett's cock in his throat over and over...I was soaked by the time it was over."

    Erica laughed softly. "I'm wet just thinking about it, if I'm being honest."

    "Do you hear that, Adam? Your willingness to suck cock - to offer that pretty hole that you call a mouth to my husband - has turned Erica on. Does that make you happy?" Monica asked.

    "Yes," Adam admitted. "I love serving you both. I want to do whatever I can to make you both happy."

    Monica looked at Erica and reached over to squeeze her hand. "Doesn't that seem like the kind of man you'd enjoy having in your life?"

    Erica nodded as she looked down at Adam and then turned her attention to Monica once more. "I know I've asked it before, but you really don't mind sharing Adam, or even giving up some of your time with him because he has a new domme in his life?"

    "I care for Adam," Monica answered. "And I know that I can't give him everything he craves - and perhaps even needs - because I only have room for a part-time submissive. I can't even dominate him every day, and he deserves that because I know he craves it."

    Erica looked at Adam - who was dutifully waiting on his knees in front of the two dominant women in his life - and asked, "Is that true, Adam? Do you crave domination on a daily basis? Could you live a life of submission and not just delve into it a handful of times a week when Monica calls you to her house? Could you open your life to a full time domme in whatever way I choose to dominate you?"

    "Yes," Adam answered. "I want that, Erica. I know neither of us really knows what form it would take, but the particulars of it aren't as important to me as being able to offer you my submission, to do whatever I can to make your life better. That's what makes me happy, what satisfies me more than anything. That's what my time as Monica's submissive has taught me."

    "Did you like it when I fucked your ass with my boot heel?" Erica asked.

    Adam felt an electric charge of pleasure between his legs as he thought of being on his hands and knees while Erica slid her thin, stiff boot heel in and out of his asshole. "Yes," he answered. "It felt good to surrender my ass to you in that way, to give you my body and let you do with it as you pleased."

    "Mmm, how delightful," Monica said as she looked at Erica. "Was he on his hands and knees for you?"

    Erica smiled and nodded. "He was. He'd just finished kissing and licking my boots and sucking on the heel and I was struck by a desire to watch my heel disappear into his asshole. I told him to spin around and he did without question."

    "Because he's a good submissive," Monica interjected.

    Erica's smile broadened. "Yes, he is, and he offered his asshole without complaint. I'm sure it didn't feel good when I invaded it, but Adam didn't utter a word of complaint. Instead, he took what I offered. He took it up the ass and I can't tell you how thrilling I found it. There was something so intoxicating about...well, about the sense of total control over him."

    Monica moved a hand between her legs and gently rubbed her pussy through the tight material of her jeans, almost as if she was doing it without even thinking about it. "I couldn't agree more. It's just so...it's just so sexy when you tell a man to do something - particularly when it's something humiliating - and he does it without question. I got turned on when I instructed Adam to clean up someone else's spilled wine at our Halloween party. He got on his hands and knees and he did it in front of our neighbors and did so without question. It must have been humiliating and it made my pussy wet to watch him."

    Adam had a clear memory of that night and it was indeed humiliating to clean up the wine in front of their neighbors. The sense of submission that came with it had been deeply satisfying, though.

    Erica leaned forward and reached out to caress Adam's face as she offered a sweet smile. "Did you enjoy having your face fucked by Everett's big cock?" she asked softly.

    "I enjoyed offering my mouth. I enjoyed making Monica happy by doing so. I enjoyed that I could be of service. But the actual act of taking a face fucking was unpleasant. I choked. I gagged. My eyes watered. My throat hurt. I wouldn't say I enjoyed that part of it," he said.

    Erica's smile turned decidedly naughty as she ran two fingers over Adam's lips and then pushed them onto his tongue. "So you suffered for her," she said as Adam closed his lips around her fingers and sucked while they moved to the back of his throat. "You suffered the physical displeasure of having your face fucked. You suffered the humiliation of having a man's cock in your mouth and throat. You suffered the humiliation of being used for his sexual pleasure, of taking his load in your mouth and swallowing his cum."

    "I have to admit," Monica began, "there was something sexy about seeing his eyes water as Everett fucked his face. I liked seeing that he was making a genuine sacrifice for me."

    Erica pulled her fingers from Adam's mouth and rubbed the saliva over his cheeks before she sat back on the couch, smiled, and said, "You know, I need to thank you, Monica."

    "For what?" Monica asked.

    "For introducing me to a version of myself that I didn't know existed. I'm obviously still struggling a little with committing to the idea of being Adam's a domme, but there's clearly a part of me that enjoys dominating a man and I don't think that version of me ever would have emerged without your help," Erica explained. "So thank you. Truly."

    Monica looked genuinely touched. "It's my pleasure, Erica. It really is. I suppose I wanted to help because I've only just recently awakened my dominant side and I'm still somewhat astounded by how pleasurable it is to have a man under my control, to dominate him, to make him do as I please, to push his limits and make him embrace the joy of submission and humiliation."

    The garage door opener whirred to life and Adam saw excitement flash across the faces of the dommes sitting in front of him. He couldn't help but smile at their obvious lust for what was about to unfold in the house.

    "Stay right there," Monica instructed as she got up to greet her husband.

    Adam watched her go and turned his attention to Erica, who wore a slight smile on her face and whose eyes sparkled with lust. "I'd do anything to make you happy, Erica. I really would, and it would be a great privilege to offer my service in helping you explore your dominant side in whatever form it takes."

    "Perhaps you'll get a chance to prove that, Adam," she replied as Monica and Everett walked into the room.

    "Erica, it's a pleasure to see you again," Everett said.

    Erica stood and gave him a quick hug before she and Monica once again took their places on the couch.

    "Can I get you anything?" Adam asked as he looked up at Everett from his knees.

    Everett smiled. "My wife really has trained you well, hasn't she? I'm going to use your mouth as nothing more than a sex toy - and I'm going to make sure it's unpleasant for you - and here you are asking if you can get me anything. I can see why she likes playing with you, Adam. But no, I don't need anything."

    "Monica, would you mind if I took a more active role in tonight's festivities?" Erica asked.

    Monica smiled and nodded. "You can do as you please, Erica. I know you haven't yet committed to taking Adam as your submissive, but feel free to act as though he is yours tonight."

    Erica stood and approached Everett. She put a hand on his shoulder and reached between his legs. Her fingers hovered over his crotch but she hadn't yet taken a grasp. "And would you mind if I handled your husband's cock a little?"

    Everett smiled as if he very much enjoyed that idea and Monica replied, "Not at all. Do as you please."

    Erica looked down at Adam and stroked Everett's cock through his slacks. "Are you going to be a good cocksucker tonight, Adam?" she asked.

    "Yes," he replied without hesitation. "I'll be a good cocksucker. I will."

    "Are you going to give this gorgeous alpha male standing next to me your mouth? Are you going to open wide and let him fuck your face like you're a cock whore meant for nothing more than giving pleasure to real men?" Erica asked.

    Adam heard Monica moan and glanced her way to see that she was rubbing her pussy through her jeans, indicating she quite liked Erica's approach to the evening's activities. He turned back to Erica and nodded. "Yes, I'm going to give Everett my mouth. I'm going to let him use it as hard as he wants. I'm going to be...I'm going to be the cock whore you want me to be."

    Erica slowly unzipped Everett's pants and her fingers slipped inside. He groaned as she stroked him for a few moments before freeing his semi-hard shaft. "Your husband has a beautiful cock, Monica."

    "Yes, he does," she replied. "A cock that gives me great pleasure. Have the lovers you've taken since dumping Adam possessed impressive cocks, Erica? Have they been able to fuck you in a manner that Adam never could?"

    Erica stroked Everett's long, thick dick as she replied, "Yes, they have, and I can understand why you've never considered letting Adam have your pussy, for he possesses neither the equipment nor the skill to satisfy a woman. I didn't know that until I broke up with him and welcomed another man into my bed, but the first time I got fucked after our break up I learned just how inadequate Adam is as a lover."

    Adam had heard Erica say something similar, but she hadn't put it so directly - to call him inadequate - and he found it thrilling enough that his cock throbbed. His lack of size - at least compared to Everett - acted as ideal proof that he was, in fact, an inadequate sexual partner.

    "Untie his shoes," Erica instructed.

    Adam leaned over and did as his ex-girlfriend desired. He helped Everett out of them and looked up to see Erica loosen his belt and unbutton his pants so they could fall to the floor. She pulled his underwear down, leaving Everett naked from the waist down.

    "Suck his balls," Erica demanded as she lifted Everett's cock out of the way.

    Adam crawled closer and took one of Everett's big balls in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the wrinkled, hairy flesh and looked up at Erica to see a wild, lusty look in her eyes.

    She rested Everett's cock on Adam's face and laughed in delight as he continued to roll his tongue over the testicle in his mouth. "Mmm, that's fucking gorgeous," Erica said. "I love that he's such an eager slut, that he didn't even question my command."

    "He never will," Monica replied from the couch. "He's a true submissive, Erica. All he wants is to serve his domme, to make her happy no matter how it makes him feel, though I think he enjoys being humiliated."

    Erica took Everett's cock in her hand and stroked it slowly, bringing him to a fully erect state and making the alpha male groan in pleasure. Adam licked and sucked on the superior man's balls, doing everything in his power to play the part of the good submissive and serve his dommes and the man they were using as their prop in a quest to humiliate Adam.

    "Would you like to fuck his face?" Erica asked.

    "Damn right I would," Everett replied.

    Erica released his cock, gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, "Have your way with the desperate little slut."

    Everett immediately reached out, took Adam's head in his hands, and slowly penetrated his mouth. Adam's gag reflex triggered the moment the head of Everett's cock reached the back of his throat but he managed to control it. His eyes watered and the cock kept coming, pushing deeper and deeper into his mouth until Everett's pubic hair tickled his nose.

    "Fuck," Erica said as she stepped away from Everett and hastily took her boots and pants off. She moved behind Adam, dropped to her knees, and grabbed his ass with both hands. "You look so good with his dick in your mouth, Adam. Watching you part your pretty lips and take his dick without hesitation, without complaint...it was so hot. Watching you gag but refuse to pull away. Watching your eyes water as you continued to take his cock. Watching you suffer the displeasure of having a real man's big, beautiful dick in your mouth...you've made me so fucking wet, Adam."

    "Me too," Monica added from the couch.

    Everett pulled out until the tip of his cock was all that remained in Adam's mouth. Their eyes met and Everett's lips slowly curled into a confident smile before he filled Adam's mouth with a swift, deep stroke. He gagged immediately and coughed up around the cock now lodged in his throat, but Everett didn't pull back. He held it there. He made Adam choke. He made him suffer. He did it while the two women watching moaned as if they'd never seen something so hot.

    "I'm not sure I could take all of his cock," Erica said between moans. Adam could hear her masturbating behind him and he could feel her fingers dance over his ass cheeks. She reached down and grabbed his balls, pulling hard on them and eliciting a moan around the dick that was now moving in and out of his mouth at a steady pace. "But you're doing it with ease. You really were made to submit, Adam. You were made to be a toy for someone else's pleasure. And you were definitely made to suck cock. Holy shit."

    Adam wouldn't have argued with her if he could have. It wasn't easy to take Everett's cock and it wasn't something he would have done of his own volition, but he was taking it and he wasn't struggling all that much. The big dick moved in and out of his throat. It fucked his mouth. It used him for pleasure and he took it without complaint.

    Erica's finger found Adam's asshole and she rubbed it in slow circles. He moaned around the cock in his mouth, partly from the surprise of the anal stimulation and partly from the pleasure of all the nerves around his anus coming alive from her touch.

    "Do you like it when I play with your asshole, cocksucker?" Erica asked.

    Adam moaned around the thick cock still pummeling his mouth.

    "Fuck...finger his ass," Monica said. "Finger the cocksucker's tight little asshole. Fuck his ass while my husband fucks his mouth."

    Monica was masturbating too. Adam could hear the distinct sound of two pussies being played with, and both those pussies were soaking wet. It was his willingness to submit, to suck cock, to suffer by taking a face fucking from Everett, that had made them both wet, and that fact brought Adam far more pleasure than something as simple as an orgasm possibly could.

    Erica spit on her fingers and pushed two of them into his asshole. Adam moaned at the mixture of pain and kinky pleasure. Then Erica and Monica both moaned and he was certain he heard them masturbating with even greater swiftness, deepening his submissive pleasure as they used him like he was little more than a toy.

    "I'm close," Everett announced. He fucked Adam's face faster. He began to grunt and groan with every thrust. His animalistic side took over and the pursuit of his orgasm seemed to be the only thing on his mind.

    "Cum down his throat, baby," Monica said. "Bury your dick in his cocksucking mouth and cum down his whore throat."

    "Fuck, feed him your load," Erica added as she hammered Adam's asshole with her fingers.

    Everyone but Adam enjoyed the pursuit of their orgasm. He remained on his knees with both his holes taking vigorous penetration. He offered his body in service of everyone else's needs, and in doing his need for submission was met, even exceeded.

    "Oh, fuck," Everett said as he buried every inch of his cock in Adam's mouth and unloaded.

    Adam couldn't taste the cum. It bypassed his tongue entirely and slid down his throat and into his stomach. He was, in that moment, little more than a cum dumpster. All he had to do was control his gag reflex and let it happen, which is precisely what he did.

    Monica and Erica soon joined Everett in cumming. Their glorious moans filled the living room and filled Adam with submissive joy as both his holes remained filled and stretched by a cock and two fingers.

    Everett pulled out and Erica soon followed. Adam gasped for air and coughed. His throat and asshole felt sore. He was a little lightheaded, too, but he also felt a deep, almost overpowering sensation of submissive joy.

    "Thank you," he said. "Thank you for fucking my face. Thank you for using me. Thank you for letting me serve."

    "I think I can speak for all of us when I say it was our pleasure," Monica replied.

    "I agree," Erica added as she crawled behind Adam, put her arm around him, and kissed his neck. "And I think I'd like to be your domme, Adam. We'll talk about the details, but I can't pass up continuing to explore this kind of pleasure, which is unlike any I've ever experienced."

    Adam turned his head and her lips met his as Erica's fingers found their way to his cock. She stroked him slowly and pleasure enveloped his body as he thought of the absolute joy of serving two beautiful dommes and dedicating much of his life to their happiness.

    "I'll be good for you," he said. "I'll be good for both of you."

    "We know," Monica replied softly. "You're made to serve, after all."

    He was, and Adam couldn't wait to get started serving both women.
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    "So, how are things going with Erica?" Monica asked as she stirred a spoonful of honey into the tea Adam had just brewed for her.

    He smiled and glanced - for just a moment - at his domme's cleavage, which was displayed quite wondrously in a tight v-neck sweater. "I served her yesterday, actually," he said. "She invited me to her house."

    Monica leaned forward - offering an even better view of her cleavage that Adam couldn't resist staring at - and reached over to rub his leg for a few moments, quickly bringing Adam's cock to life before saying, "And did you enjoy serving your...is she your girlfriend again?"

    Adam nodded. "She is. Our relationship's not like it was before, of course, but she told me that we're dating again and that I can tell people she's my girlfriend. I like that, to be honest, and so far I like this version of our relationship better than the last version."

    "And how did you serve her?" Monica asked before her lips curled into a smile that struck Adam as slightly naughty, like she was keen to hear how Erica had dominated him.

    "She answered the door in a robe...a satin robe, actually," he began. "It was...well, it was really sexy. It was short and her legs looked long and beautiful and her nipples seemed to be hard as they were poking through the fabric."

    Adam paused as he suddenly worried he was sharing details that Monica didn't want to hear. She reached out and rubbed his leg again, this time letting her fingers dance a little closer to his crotch, and said, "Keep going, Adam."

    "Are you sure you want to hear all of this?" he asked.

    She smiled and nodded. "Erica and I are sharing you now. I like to think we're co-owners of a very good boy. And, it seems like she's different from me and I'm actually really interested to hear how she dominates you. Maybe I'll learn something, either about you or about pleasures I can explore as a domme."

    Adam was nearly half-hard from the lovely way in which Monica was touching his leg - and getting ever closer to his cock - and he remained silent for a few moments longer to enjoy her touch before saying, "She asked me if I thought she looked good."

    Monica sat back, sipped her tea, and asked, "And what did you say?"

    "She looked incredible. She was...glowing, really," he answered. "There was a reason for that, though."

    Monica smiled. "Had she just gotten laid, Adam? Had she enjoyed a good fucking from someone far more sexually capable than you?"

    Adam's cock tingled with delight, both because Monica was right and because she'd managed to offer just a hint of the kind of humiliation he'd come to crave. "Yes, she had," he admitted. "He'd been over an hour before I got there. He'd fucked her twice and given her three orgasms."

    Monica sipped her tea, slipped off her shoe, and placed her foot between Adam's legs. She looked over the edge of her mug and gently massaged his cock with her toes. "It makes such a difference to get fucked by a capable man, Adam. A man like Everett or the man that satisfied Erica yesterday. To receive a fucking like that, it changes the way a woman feels. It's vastly different from getting fucked by a man like you. Some women can tolerate that, but they're missing out on one of life's true pleasures and I can understand why Erica had to break up with you, why she couldn't find sustained happiness with only your cock to satisfy her."

    Adam gripped the edge of the table as the arousal generated by Monica's skilled toes slowly spread to the rest of his body.

    "Does that feel good, Adam? Do you like the way I'm playing with your cock?" she asked.

    "Yes, it feels amazing," he replied.

    "No cumming," she instructed.

    "I know," he said. "I won't. I promise."

    "Continue your story," she said.

    "Erica had me drop to my knees to kiss her feet," he continued. "She likes seeing me on my knees like that. She likes how submissive I look, especially when I'm kissing her feet. I think she likes it even more when she's wearing boots, to be honest."

    Monica lifted her toes from Adam's crotch and asked, "Would you like to kiss my feet, Adam?"

    He nodded.

    "Go ahead. Kiss them. Kiss each of my pretty toes," she said.

    Adam leaned forward and kissed each of her beautiful toes, pressing his lips against her warm flesh over and over and maintaining eye contact with his beautiful neighbor as he did so.

    "And what did she do after you kissed her feet?" Monica asked as her toes once again returned to Adam's lap.

    He smiled at the pleasure between his legs and said, "She took my hand, helped me to my feet, and took me to her bedroom. The bed sheets were still rumpled and two of the pillows were on the ground. Erica took her bathrobe off, crawled into the bed, and spread her legs as I stood at the foot of the bed."

    Adam wasn't sure if it was Monica's foot play or his memory of the day before that filled him with such intense desire, but he could feel it coursing through his body in a way that made him quite happy he now had two dommes to serve.

    "She played with her pussy as she described how she'd first given him a blowjob to get his big cock nice and hard," Adam continued.

    "Did she give you blowjobs, Adam?" Monica interrupted.

    "Not often," he replied. "I don't...well, I was going to say I don't know why, but I suppose that's not really true."

    "You know exactly why she didn't give you blowjobs, don't you?" Monica asked. "Especially since you now know it's not because she hates giving head. After all, she wouldn't have blown that man that fucked her yesterday if she hated it, would she?"

    Adam shook his head. "No. She wouldn't have. She just didn't like giving me blowjobs."

    Monica sipped her tea and rubbed his cock a little more aggressively with her foot. Adam felt a bit of precum leaking out and into his underwear as she said, "It's not particularly fun giving a man like you a blowjob, Adam. There's just something about it that feels...well, awful, really. What's amazing is that there's something so intoxicatingly sexy about giving a man like Everett a blowjob. Though, you know that already, don't you, my little submissive cocksucker?"

    Adam's voice wavered as he said, "Yes, I know that. I...thank you for letting me experience that, Monica. I have enjoyed being able to serve you in that way."

    "By sucking my husband's cock? By offering your mouth for him to fuck like it's a wet pussy for his pleasure?" she asked. "By offering your mouth as a cum dumpster for him?"

    Adam grabbed the edge of the table as he felt a wave of pleasure wash over him. "Yes, thank you for letting me serve in all those ways."

    "Believe me when I say it was my pleasure, Adam," Monica replied as she pulled her foot from his lap, perhaps sensing that he was getting alarmingly close to cumming in his pants. "Now tell me, what happened next?"

    "Erica described how he'd fucked her and she played with her pussy while sharing the details," Adam said. "She told me how they'd fucked missionary style first, and how she'd gotten on top next and ridden him until he'd cum, giving her two orgasms in the process. She told me how they talked after that and soon started fooling around again because she was so desperate for him to fuck her again, to make her cum again, to make her cum like I'd never been able to make her cum."

    "I really do like Erica," Monica said. "I think she's right for you, Adam, and I think if you play your cards right and offer her the submission she craves - and deserves - that you might end up with a dominant wife. Is that something you'd like, Adam?"

    "Yes," he replied, acknowledging for the first time that he wanted to be in a marriage where he was submissive to his beautiful, dominant wife. He wasn't sure if Erica was that woman, but he was still very much in love with her and if he proved to be a good submissive perhaps she'd be interested in making him her husband.

    "And did he end up fucking her a second time?" Monica asked.

    Adam reached down to adjust his cock - it was so hard it hurt trapped in his jeans - and nodded as he said, "He did. She got on her hands and knees and crawled to the foot of the bed as she told me about it. She told me he took her from behind and fucked her so hard her pussy was still sore. She told me he made her cum that way, that she'd never been able to cum in doggystyle until she met a man like him."

    "You couldn't make her cum in doggystyle, Adam?" Monica asked.

    He shook his head. "We didn't have much sex from behind, but no, I don't think she ever got close to cumming when we fucked like that."

    "It takes a different kind of man to fuck a woman from behind and give her an orgasm. He needs to be powerful and strong. He needs to feel totally in control so a woman feels comfortable truly surrendering to the particular joys of being fucked from behind," Monica explained. "Do you think you're that kind of man, Adam?"

    "No, I don't," he said. "I think Everett is. I think the guy Erica's been fucking is. I think I'm meant to offer my submission for a woman's pleasure. I think that's what I'm good at."

    Monica set her tea on the table, dragged her chair closer to Adam's, and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. Her lips lingered against his skin and he closed his eyes as the floral scent of her perfume filled his nose. "You're better than good at it, Adam. You're absolutely perfect at offering your submission for a woman's pleasure. For my pleasure. For Erica's pleasure." Monica stood, offered her hand, and said, "Come with me."

    Adam took her hand and they walked into the living room where she pointed to the floor and smiled as he fell to his knees and looked up at her. Monica unbuttoned her jeans and worked them over her hips and down her legs, revealing a pair of pink lace panties with a small damp spot.

    Monica sat on the couch, spread her legs, and said, "Come kiss my pussy."

    Adam happily crawled between the legs of his beautiful domme, pressed his lips against her panties, and showered her pussy in kisses. He looked up at her as she reached down to run her fingers through his hair and caress his face, filling him with a sense of submissive bliss and reaffirming her place as someone he yearned to serve.

    "Tell me, Adam, what happened after Erica explained how her alpha lover had fucked her?" Monica asked.

    "I begged to worship her pussy," he explained. "To soothe the soreness with my tongue."

    Monica ran a finger over his lips and asked, "And did she let you?"

    "No," Adam replied. "She told me I had to earn that right. Then she looked at me, smiled, and told me to look in the bathroom trash can."

    Monica smiled. "And what did you find there?"

    "Two used condoms," Adam answered.

    "He came twice?" Monica asked. "What a virile man Erica has found. How lucky for her."

    Monica pulled her panties aside, exposing her enflamed pussy lips and the wet flesh between them. Adam's pulse raced as he stared between her smooth, soft thighs. "Your pussy looks so perfect," he said.

    The sounds of wetness filled his ears as Monica slipped a finger between her labia and pushed it deep inside her. "What did Erica want you to do once you saw the condoms in the trash?" she asked.

    "I told her what I saw, and she told me to bring the condoms to her," Adam explained. "I didn't think twice about it. I plucked them from the trash and brought them to Erica, who was sitting at the edge of her bed. She took both condoms and set one on the nightstand. She held the other up and showed me his load, which was remarkably creamy and thick. She told me to hold it in my hand I felt the warmth of his cum. I saw this look in her eye, like she was eager to see what she could make me do."

    Monica rubbed her clit, moaned, and said, "And what did she make you do, Adam?"

    He wanted to kiss Monica's thighs, to put his tongue inside her, and to suck on her clit. He wanted to be the one to make her cum and it felt almost painful to be so close and to not have been given permission to worship his domme.

    "She asked me if I'd be willing to swallow a stranger's cum for her," Adam explained. "I told her I would be. I told her I'd be willing to do almost anything for her."

    Monica moaned again, this time a little louder. "You're a good submissive, after all. And you're becoming something of a cum slut, aren't you?"

    "Yes," Adam said. "I...I am." It felt so strange to admit, and yet there was truth in her words, for he'd found great pleasure in consuming Everett's cum. "Erica wanted me to prove it, so she had me get on my knees in front of her. She told me to open my mouth and tilt my head back and then she placed the open end of the condom in my mouth and lifted the other end."

    Monica pushed three fingers into her pussy, held them there for a moment, and then pulled them out and leaned forward. She pressed her fingers onto Adam's tongue and he closed his lips around them and swirled his tongue around her flesh, soaking up every bit of her pussy juice.

    "Did she feed you her lover's cum?" Monica asked.

    Adam nodded.

    "She poured it out of the condom and onto your tongue?" she asked. "She made you drink a stranger's cum and you did it without hesitation?"

    Adam nodded. That's exactly what Erica had done. She'd poured the cum into his mouth, taking her time to fully empty the condom before pulling it free, telling him to close his mouth, and letting the taste of it linger on his tongue for a few seconds before telling him to swallow.

    Monica pulled her fingers from his mouth, sat back, and smiled at Adam as he glanced between her legs at her exceedingly wet-looking pussy. "You'd like to make me cum, wouldn't you?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Monica stared at him for a few moments before plunging her fingers back into her pussy. They didn't come out this time, though. They moved in and out of her as she rubbed her clit and asked, "What did she do with the second condom, Adam? What did your lovely girlfriend do with the second load of her alpha lover's cum?"

    "She made me clean it off of her," he asked. "She got in the bed, grabbed the condom, and poured some of the cum on her breasts. She told me to strip and then clean them. She told me to take my time, to savor the joy of licking a man's cum off her tits. I did, too. It was...I loved it, Monica. It was so beautiful to be able to kiss and lick and worship her body and to make her so happy by licking a stranger's cum off of her while I did it."

    "Get on your back," Monica said with a naughty smile on her face.

    Adam quickly moved to his back and she stood, dropped her panties, and straddled his head. She slowly dropped to her knees, leaving her pussy just a few inches above his mouth.

    "Where else did she pour the cum?" Monica asked.

    "On her stomach and her ass," he said. "First her stomach and I really took my time licking it up. Then she got on her hands and knees and poured it on her ass. She told me to pretend like he'd just pulled out and blown his load all over her ass. I licked every drop of it off of her and then she stuffed the condom in my mouth and told me to suck on it."

    "Oh, fuck," Monica said as she lowered her pussy and rubbed it over Adam's face, coating him in her wetness in the process. "I like how Erica thinks, Adam. I like how dirty your girlfriend is, how imaginative she seems to be. And I suspect she's just getting started with you."

    "I hope she is," he replied.

    "Did she let you worship her pussy?" Monica asked.

    "She did," he said. "After I'd sucked everything out of the condom she let me throw it away and crawl between her legs. I worshiped her pussy until she'd cum twice more. Then she put me to work cleaning her house."

    Monica smiled and sat on his face. She centered her clit over his mouth and Adam put his tongue to work as his domme let out a soft, beautiful moan.

    "Erica's a smart woman," Monica said. "If you have a man that's willing to do housework without complaint - or even better, a man that finds it a turn on to do housework for a dominant woman - then you'd be a fool not to take advantage of that. That's why you'll be cleaning my house and doing my laundry as soon as you're done making me cum."

    Adam would have affirmed his eagerness to do her housework, but her pussy had almost completely smothered his mouth, so he said nothing. Instead, he continued his worshipful work, licking and sucking on her clit while Monica moaned and played with her breasts through her tight top.

    Eventually, he gave his domme a beautiful orgasm as she clamped her thighs around his head. Juices dripped from her pussy and coated his face, leaving Adam in a truly joyful headspace and with a throbbing erection in his pants, which was exactly how he wanted it.

    "That was lovely," she said before standing up and putting her panties back on. "Now, if you wouldn't mind pouring me a glass of wine and bringing it to me on the deck before you start with the housework."

    "Nothing would make me happier," he replied, and he meant every word of it. There was no greater bliss for Adam than serving a dominant woman, and now he had two in his life, making him a very happy man.
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    Erica was naked in Adam's bed. Her moans echoed around the room as a stiff cock slid in and out of her exceedingly wet pussy. That cock didn't belong to Adam, though. It belonged to the man Erica had invited to his home, the man who'd fucked her countless times since she and Adam had broken up, and the man who was now fucking her while Adam watched from his knees at the foot of the bed.

    It seemed possible she was putting on a bit of a show for him, but Erica sounded like she was enjoying sex with Nate - the big-cocked man inside her - far more than she'd ever enjoyed sex with Adam. That made sense, though. Nate seemed to be built to offer a woman pleasure. He was tall and exceptionally fit. His cock was long and thick with a plump, mushroom-shaped head and he seemed to possess both the strength and stamina needed to fuck Erica long and hard, which is what she clearly craved.

    "Fuck me," Erica growled. "Fuck me, Nate. Fuck my pussy!"

    Adam stared between their legs - admiring the beautiful union of their bodies - and witnessed Nate summon the strength to fuck her a little harder. Erica's moans got a little louder and Adam was forced to grapple with the notion that he was truly incapable of offering her that kind of pleasure and that he'd always been incapable of it.

    "Adam, I want you to suck on my toes," Erica demanded. "Right now."

    Adam crawled into his bed - the bed occupied by his girlfriend and the lover she'd chosen on that particular Saturday night - and happily took Erica's big toe in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around it and sucked like he would if he'd been ordered to give Nate a blowjob.

    "That's a good boy," Erica said. "Suck my toes while Nate pounds my pussy. Show me that you know your place in our relationship, Adam. Show me that you love your place in our relationship."

    Adam took a second toe in his mouth and sucked on both, letting out a low moan as he did so, and not because he was trying to perform for Erica. He moaned because it felt so good to have her flesh in his mouth while another man fucked her. It wasn't the first time she'd fucked in front of him - it happened almost weekly now that they were officially a couple and had been so for nearly three months - and each and every time Adam found it thrilling beyond words.

    "Fuck...Nate...harder, fuck me harder," Erica cried out.

    Adam recognized the tone in her voice. She was close to an orgasm. He sucked her toes harder, doing his part to contribute to his dominant girlfriend's pleasure. He showed his willingness to embrace his place and his understanding that his place was to do whatever he was told, especially when it came to Erica's pursuit of the sexual satisfaction she both craved and deserved.

    "Oh, fuck!" she screamed.

    Her toes curled in his mouth and Adam watched her legs tremble as Nate fucked her hard and fast all the way through her orgasm, slowing only when it was obvious that she'd reached the end of her climax.

    Erica ran her hands down her lover's back, grabbed his ass possessively, and said, "You always make me cum so hard, Nate. Thank you for that, and thank you for being willing to fuck me with Adam in the room."

    They shared a tender kiss - one that filled Adam with both jealousy and lust - and then Nate looked back at him, smiled, and said, "You know I like fucking you with him here. There's just something about knowing that your boyfriend is watching while you cum on my dick that makes it so much hotter."

    Erica laughed softly and joined Nate in looking at Adam. "You like that it makes it hotter for him, don't you Adam?"

    He lifted his head from her foot, nodded, and replied, "I do, Erica. I like that it's better for both of you and I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make sure you both have the most satisfying sex possible."

    "That's what makes you a good boy," Erica said. "That's what Monica saw in you when she first made you her sub. I don't know if she knew you'd be the kind of guy that would happily suck her husband's cock, but she definitely knew you were eager to be a good boy. That's not something I saw in you when we dated, Adam, and I'm grateful to Monica for seeing it and being willing to share you."

    Adam was deeply grateful too, as he'd communicated to Monica countless times, and as he continued to communicate through his dutiful service to his beautiful neighbor.

    Erica turned her attention back to Nate, kissed him deeply, and said, "How would you like to fuck me doggystyle?"

    "I'd love that," Nate replied.

    She gave his ass a playful smack and then Nate pulled out so Erica could move to her hands and knees. Much to Adam's delight, she crawled towards him, gestured for him to get on his knees at the foot of the bed once more, and then smiled down at him as Nate moved into place behind her.

    "It turns me on to see you on your knees like this," Erica said. "It's turned me on since that first time you submitted to Monica while I was there for drinks."

    Nate slid inside her, grabbed Erica's hips, and started to fuck her slowly. Adam watched his girlfriend and domme close her eyes and moan at the pleasure of being filled with a big cock. He took pleasure in watching her perky breasts sway with every thrust and there was something so erotic about the sound of Nate's body colliding with hers with every thrust.

    "Kiss me, Adam," Erica instructed.

    He put his hands on the edge of the bed and stood until their lips met. Adam closed his eyes and Erica pushed her tongue between his lips, invading his mouth and prompting him to suck on her flesh and offer his eager submission in the process.

    It wasn't the first time they'd kissed as another man fucked Erica and it had quickly become one of Adam's favorite things. He felt a deep sense of intimacy as their tongues mingled and there was something wonderfully kinky about her tongue penetrating his mouth while another man penetrated her pussy, resulting in both of them experiencing the sexual bliss they craved.

    Erica's fingers found their way into his mouth as the kiss ended and her lips curled into a wicked smile - the kind that he'd increasingly seen on Erica's face as she'd gotten more comfortable with her dominance - as she slowly fucked his face while he sucked like the dutiful submissive he was.

    "Another man is fucking your domme’s pussy," she began, "and I'm fucking your mouth with my fingers while your dick is hard as a rock. I guess we're both getting exactly what we need, aren't we Adam?"

    He lost himself in the expressive beauty of her eyes - which were alive with pleasure - while nodding vigorously to try and show just how heartily he agreed with her.

    Erica pushed her fingers deeper into his mouth and Adam's gag reflex triggered. She moaned - perhaps because of the mild suffering on his part and perhaps because Nate was fucking her even harder - and he couldn't help but find pleasure in it despite how unpleasant it was to feel as though he was choking.

    "You're such a good boy," she said before pulling her fingers from his mouth, wiping them on his face, and kissing Adam with a surprising level of passion.

    "I'm close," Nate announced.

    Erica looked at Adam, smiled, and said, "Cum inside me. Cum in my pussy while my sub watches."

    Nate's moan made it obvious he enjoyed that and Adam was right there with him. Nate was the only one of her lovers she permitted to fuck her bareback and that made it so much hotter for Adam, who found ever-increasing pleasure in cleaning cum from both Erica and Monica's pussies.

    Erica pulled Adam's lips to hers for yet another kiss as Nate picked up the pace, fucking her with wild abandon and filling the bedroom with the loud sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. Adam was lost in the joy of his girlfriend's tongue exploring his mouth while she moaned for her lover's big dick, though he indulged in a few quick thoughts for the pleasure of cleaning Erica that might follow.

    The sounds of sex slowed as Nate's animalistic grunts and groans filled the air. He was cumming inside Erica and she moaned into Adam's mouth to express her joy at having her skilled, desirable lover empty his load into her pussy.

    "You like it when I let him cum inside me, don't you, Adam?" she asked.

    "I love it," he replied.

    "It's what he deserves, isn't it?" Erica asked with a smile. "After all, he fucks me so much better than you ever did. He satisfies me in ways you never could. Sex with him is truly better than I thought it could be, so of course he deserves to cum inside me."

    "Yes, he does," Adam agreed.

    Nate pulled out, ran his fingers over her perfect-looking ass, and collapsed back into the bed with a deeply-satisfied smile on his face. Adam knew he planned on sticking around for whatever came next as Nate seemed to find it thrilling that Erica took such pleasure in making her submissive boyfriend consume another man's cum. Adam couldn't blame him for that, of course.

    "And what about you?" Erica asked softly. "What about a man who proved to be sexually inadequate in the previous iteration of our relationship? What should I do with a man like that after I've been fucked and filled with cum by a far superior sexual being?"

    Erica looked back at Nate, who smiled and said, "I do like watching him eat my load from your pussy. There's something awfully hot about that."

    "Yes, there is," Erica replied as she turned back to Adam. She reached up, ran a finger over his lips, and added, "I do so enjoy watching you devour another man's cum, Adam. It makes me feel so powerful, so dominant, that you'd be willing to do something that almost any other man would find utterly disgusting. You do it without hesitation. You do it because you know it makes me happy. You do it because you know it turns me on. You do it because you know that sometimes it makes me cum."

    "I love cleaning your pussy, Erica," Adam admitted. It was the absolute truth. He loved cleaning Monica's pussy, too - though he'd found it difficult the first few times she let him do it - but there was something more intimate and arousing about doing it for Erica. Adam suspected that's because it felt like there was a real future with Erica, that he was licking another man's cum out of his future wife's pussy, at least assuming their relationship continued down the path it was currently on.

    "Thank him for fucking me better than you've ever fucked me," she demanded.

    Adam looked at Nate - who wore a confident grin - and said, "Thank you for fucking Erica better than I've ever fucked her, Nate. And thank you for being willing to fuck her while I'm here watching. Thank you for giving her what I couldn't."

    "It's my pleasure," Nate replied. "Each and every time, it's my pleasure."

    Erica smiled and kissed Adam. Her lips parted slowly and she moaned as their tongues danced, sending waves of pleasure through Adam's body as she offered the kind of intimacy he craved. "You're such a good boy," Erica said softly. "You have no idea how much it turns me on when you're a good boy for me, Adam."

    Erica sat up on her knees, took her breasts in her hands to play with her perky flesh for a few moments, and then leaned back and sat next to Nate, who instinctively put his arm around her. A wave of jealousy washed over Adam as Erica looked up at her lover and shared a tender kiss with him while reaching out to caress his cock, showing her appreciation for the instrument of pleasure that had spent a great deal of time inside her that evening.

    They kissed again as Erica spread her legs. Adam stared between them and saw her glorious, puffy, slippery pussy lips were still spread open just a little, unquestionably from the vigorous fucking she'd received.

    "Suck on my toes," Erica said. "Both feet."

    Adam crawled into the bed and stared at his girlfriend's pussy as he sucked on her toes. He did so like he was giving a blowjob, moving his mouth up and down while Erica alternated between watching him and turning to Nate to kiss him, smile at him, and tell him how much she appreciated the way he fucked her.

    "Kiss your way up my legs," Erica instructed when Adam had finished fellating toes on both her beautiful feet.

    He made his way up both her legs, kissing slowly and softly and moving from one to the other while his stiff cock dripped precum. He couldn't help but gaze at her pussy - at the thing he craved - as often as possible and his heart pounded just a little bit harder when he saw some of Nate's cum begin to leak out of her. His mouth watered at the prospect of getting to push his tongue between her labia to bathe it in the taste of another man's load, and Adam's cock throbbed as thoughts of that beautiful moment when he finally got to taste her filled his head.

    "Kiss my pussy," Erica said, "but don't put your tongue inside me. You may lick his cum off your lips of they happen to pick up any of it, though."

    Adam settled on his stomach between her long, smooth, beautiful legs and showered Erica's pussy in kisses. Just a little of Nick's cum had fully leaked out of her and he couldn't help but get it on his lips. It was a small, delectable taste of what was to come and Adam couldn't help but moan at the sheer pleasure of doing something - as Erica had said - most men would find utterly disgusting.

    "Look at how much he's enjoying himself," Nate noted.

    Erica smiled, kissed her lover's neck, and took his cock - which had already returned to a half hard state - and said, "I'm not sure there's anything Adam enjoys more than cleaning my pussy after watching you satisfy me. I've learned so much about him over the months since we started dating again and it's become clear that he finds intense submissive pleasure in cleaning a superior man's cum from my pussy."

    She was spot on. It wasn't just the idea of cleaning someone else's cum from her pussy that Adam enjoyed. It was the idea of cleaning a superior man's - sexually speaking, at least - cum from her pussy. It was utterly intoxicating, just as it had been with - and would continue to be - with Monica and Everett. Nothing made Adam feel more submissive than admitting his sexual inferiority by cleaning another man's cum from the pussies of the women he served.

    "You may clean me, Adam," Erica said.

    Adam smiled - just as he did each and every time he was permitted to clean the pussy of one of his dommes - and pushed his tongue inside her. He closed his eyes and bathed his taste buds in Nick's cum, gathering it on his tongue and savoring it for a few seconds before pulling the semen into his mouth and swallowing.

    "Are you getting hard again?" Erica asked.

    Nick nodded. "There's just something about watching him eat my load out of you that I fucking love. It's such a fucking turn on."

    Erica kissed him and stroked his cock as Adam dined on her messy pussy. He watched Nick's cock grow to a fully erect state and even begin to drip a bit of precum, which meant it was an absolute guarantee that Erica was getting fucked again.

    "I want you inside me again as soon as he's finished cleaning your load," Erica said.

    Nick moaned, and with good reason. He was a man in a very happy place as he watched someone else clean his cum from Erica's messy pussy and got a handjob. What more could he want?

    Adam saw Erica's phone light up on the nightstand and the ding of an incoming text rang out. She reached over, looked at her screen, and then smiled down at him. "It's Monica. She's asking if you're available to suck Everett's cock and clean her pussy when he's done fucking her. She says she wants to see our little submissive slut on his knees worshiping a real man's dick."

    Adam's cock jumped at the idea, though he knew the decision was entirely up to Erica.

    "Would you like that?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Good. Then finish cleaning my pussy and go to Monica. No clothes, though. You can run naked through the backyard. Serve them - and do a damn good job - and by the time you're done I'll have another load of Nick's cum for you to clean from my pussy," Erica instructed.

    Adam was gleeful as he plunged his tongue into Erica's pussy once more. Serving both his dommes in one night was a treat unlike any other and one he was determined to commit to and enjoy to the fullest.
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    "Are you happy, Adam?" Erica asked.

    It was a beautiful fall day and they were walking hand-in-hand through the park. They'd officially been back together - this time as a dom/sub couple - for months and Adam had never been happier, though Erica's question made him wonder if she didn't feel the same way.

    "I can honestly say as I'm as happy as I've ever been, Erica," he replied as the fallen leaves crunched under their feet. "Are you?"

    She squeezed his hand and Adam turned to see a smile on his girlfriend's face. "I am," she said. "In fact, I was asking because I feel so happy that I want to talk about making this a more permanent thing."

    Adam's heart skipped a beat. "More permanent?" he asked with a wealth of hope in his voice.

    "I know this new version of our relationship is really just a little more than six months old," Erica began, "but we've actually been together for years, with a short break in between, and I feel like I know you better than I've ever known anyone. And, for the first time in my life, I feel like I'm in a relationship that meets all of my needs, which honestly isn't something I ever thought I'd experience. So yeah, I guess I'm checking in to see if you're thinking about the future in the way that I'm thinking about the future?"

    "Are we talking about...I mean, are we talking about marriage?" he asked. "Or, I don't know, the dom/sub version of marriage, I guess?"

    Erica laughed softly and squeezed his hand. "Yes, we're talking about marriage. Or, at least that's what I'm talking about."

    "Are you...are you proposing?" he asked.

    Erica laughed again. "No, I'm not proposing. When I propose, you'll know, though I like that you assumed that I'll be the one proposing in this relationship. It doesn't seem like it would be right for you to do the asking, does it?"

    "No, it doesn't," Adam answered. "It really doesn't."

    Erica stopped and Adam turned to face his girlfriend and domme. She was dressed for warmth in a thick sweater and a jacket, and yet she struck him as astoundingly sexy. The ponytail probably had something to do with that as he couldn't help but think of it as a slightly dominant touch on her part, and of course the black leather boots and tight jeans were rather fetching.

    "I like the way you look at me," she said. "Like I'm an absolute goddess."

    "You are," Adam replied as he resisted the urge to fall to his knees and pledge his undying fealty to his domme like the goddess she was.

    "You want to worship your goddess, don't you?" Erica asked.

    Adam nodded. "I do."

    Erica looked to her left and Adam's eyes followed. Another couple was approaching. They too were holding hands and Adam wondered if they too were as enamored with each other as he was with Erica.

    "Get on your knees," Erica said as she looked at the couple.

    They were close enough that they'd have seen him get on his knees in front of his domme. Adam suspected that was the point of Erica's demand, though. The potential for public embarrassment made Adam hesitate to follow her command, but only for a moment. He dropped to his knees and she looked down at him as her lips curled into a seductive smile. Her eyes lit up in the way they always did when he offered his submission.

    "You're such a good boy," she said softly. "Now kiss my boots."

    Though Adam knew he'd look like a freak to the couple approaching, they didn't matter. What mattered was doing as Erica desired. What brought him greater satisfaction than almost anything was bending over and kissing her boots in that moment, because that's what she wanted and that's what would bring her pleasure.

    "That's a very good boy," Erica said as Adam dropped to his hands and knees, lowered his head, and kissed her left boot. He did so numerous times, showering the soft leather with the kisses she'd demanded before moving to the right boot and repeating the process.

    When he was finished, Adam sat back on his knees and looked up at Erica. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the couple approaching, but it was the smile on his domme's face that he cared most about.

    Erica stepped closer, caressed his face, and said, "Your willingness to submit, to do as I desire, when I desire it, makes me very happy, Adam. It makes it so that I can have the life I want, that I can have all my needs met, even if you're not capable of meeting one of those particular needs."

    Adam had long since embraced that he wasn't anywhere near as skilled - or gifted, in terms of the size of his cock - in the bedroom as he wanted to be or as he once thought he was. He was, however, more than willing to accept the idea that Erica deserved to fuck whoever she wanted, whenever she wanted so that she could have the orgasms she craved with the men that could provide them.

    "That's why I see marriage in our future," she explained. "That's why I plan on making you mine on a permanent basis, Adam, why I plan on making you my sub for life."

    "Nothing would make me happier," Adam replied as the couple walked by. He saw that they were both looking at him and they both wore amused smiles, which was about as good an outcome as he could have hoped for. Adam barely paid them any attention, though, as serving his domme was all he cared about.

    "Let's go home," she said. "You can worship my pussy before we visit Monica."

    "Nothing would make me happier," Adam replied.

    Erica helped him to his feet and they shared a long, remarkably passionate kiss that brought his cock to a fully erect state. She glanced at the bulge in his jeans, smiled, and then took his hand and they walked out of the park and back to their neighborhood. They stopped to talk with a few of their neighbors - it was a beautiful Saturday, after all - and then they returned to the house.

    "Strip," Erica demanded the moment the door shut behind them.

    Adam hastily removed every article of clothing and stood with his hands clasped behind his back. Erica approached, took his cock in her hand, and stroked Adam until he was stiff with desire.

    "How long has it been since you've had an orgasm?" she asked.

    "A week," Adam replied. "Monica let me cum last Saturday after I'd done her laundry, cleaned her kitchen, and given her a foot massage."

    Erica smiled. "That's right. She let you cum on her feet, didn't she?"

    Adam nodded.

    "And of course you cleaned up your mess like a good boy, didn't you?"

    "I did," Adam said. He'd happily cleaned his cum off of Monica's beautiful feet, licking and sucking until every drop was gone.

    "And what did Monica make you do after you'd cum, Adam?" Erica asked.

    "Everett came home right after," he said. "And he was in the mood to fuck her, so Monica made me suck his cock."

    Erica laughed softly as she continued to stroke Adam's stiff dick, associating his arousal with the memory of a task he'd found rather unpleasant as it had unfolded.

    "And were you a good cocksucker for the other domme in your life, Adam?" Erica asked.

    "I was," he answered. Though he always enjoyed serving his two dommes, Adam had found it somewhat unpleasant to suck Everett's cock so soon after his orgasm. Every bit of lust had been drained out of him when he'd emptied his balls onto Monica's feet, but she knew that and she took pleasure in making him suck cock despite his total lack of desire.

    "You didn't want to suck his cock, did you Adam?" she asked.

    He shook his head.

    "I got wet when Monica told me what she made you do," Erica said. "She deprived you of the lust that drives your submission and then she made you submit anyway. She made you get on your knees and suck an alpha male's cock, knowing full well that you wouldn't want to do it."

    Erica put a hand on the top of Adam's head and pushed down, sending him to his knees. He looked up as she unbuttoned her jeans, pushed them down, and pulled her panties aside. It was reminiscent of the way Everett had whipped out his cock last Saturday, only Erica didn't have a phallus to shove down his throat. Instead, she pulled Adam's head between her legs and fed him her slick pussy.

    The wetness his tongue discovered made it seem like she was thoroughly aroused by the mere thought of Monica making him suck Everett's cock, and Adam loved that both his dommes found such intense pleasure in pushing his limits and using him strictly for their pleasure without much concern for his desires.

    "Make me cum," she said. "Be a good boy and make me cum, Adam."

    He didn't have to do much to make that happen. He put his tongue to work and she did the rest, grinding her pussy over his mouth and grabbing his hair tightly to assert her dominance and take control.

    It wasn't long before Erica's thighs were trembling. She tightened her grip on his hair and juices poured from her pussy, coating his tongue with her irresistible taste and filling the room with her blissful moans.

    "Thank you," Erica said as she stepped back while maintaining her tight grip on his hair. She looked between his legs at his throbbing dick, slid her foot forward, and rubbed her boot over it. "I love how hard you get when you serve me, Adam. I love how much it excites you to be used for my pleasure."

    "Nothing makes me happier," he replied.

    Erica finally released her grip on his hair, pulled her jeans back up, and said, "I understand that we're nearing the anniversary of your first submission to Monica."

    "We are," he said with a nod and a smile. "Did she tell you about that?"

    "We had lunch this week. She told me about modeling her Halloween costume for you, how she managed to get you on your knees for her without much effort, and how much you'd enjoyed being able to offer her your submission on that first day," Erica explained. "It's remarkable that she understood who you were, isn't it?"

    Adam nodded.

    "She understood what I couldn't see, Adam. She understood that your desire to submit supersedes all others, that nothing satisfies you in the same manner, that giving yourself to a superior woman is ultimately your purpose in life," Erica said. "You understand that, don't you? That you were put on this earth to serve a superior woman, or in your case, to serve two superior women."

    "I do," Adam replied as he listened to his girlfriend speak the truth that had become so clear to him over the past year. "Do you...do you think I'll be able to serve you both even if we get married?"

    "I do," Erica said. "My needs will have to come first, but I love this house and this neighborhood, and I honestly love having another domme next door. I see no reason we can't continue to share you, Adam, especially since I still find Monica's domination of you so arousing. That orgasm I just had was at least in part because I couldn't get enough of thinking about you sucking Everett's cock like a good boy even though you didn't want to."

    Adam was filled with submissive joy in that moment and he felt very much like he'd do literally anything to please either of his dommes. They merely had to ask for his service.

    "You'd be happy to suck dick right now, wouldn't you?" Erica asked.

    "Yes, I would," he replied. "For you, or for Monica."

    Erica smiled, rubbed the tip of her boot over his stiff cock once more, and said, "It's a shame there isn't a cock for you to suck. I'm sure Monica and I would enjoy watching you pleasure a man for our amusement. Perhaps she and I can think of something fun for you to do. Now, I have some delicates that need to be washed. You'll find them in the closet. Tend to them until it's time to go over to Monica's."

    "Yes, of course," Adam said as he moved to stand up.

    Erica grabbed a tight fistful of his hair, smiled, and instructed, "Before you do, clean your precum off my boot."

    The moment she released his hair, Adam bent over and licked his slippery, sweet precum off her boot. "Thank you for letting me serve you, Erica."

    "You're welcome," she replied. "Now go clean my panties. And make sure you do a good job or it will be at least another week before you have an orgasm."

    Adam got to his feet and rushed upstairs and into the bedroom. He found cleaning Erica's underwear and lingerie especially pleasurable as he got to wash the pieces she'd worn while getting fucked by another man. He caressed the black lace teddy she'd worn the last time Nick - her favorite and most frequent lover - had pounded her in their bed. He ran his fingers over the gusset of a pair of panties she'd worn to the gym and that she'd pulled aside while fucking a workout friend in his car in the gym parking lot. He even held them to his nose and inhaled deeply as the scent of her pussy filled his lungs.

    With thoughts of his girlfriend fucking other people dancing in his head, Adam proceeded to hand wash her delicates - a new demand Erica had made in the past month - and soaked in the beauty of his situation. He was as happy as he'd ever been, and with Erica's talk of marriage it seemed there was a good chance Adam was on the verge of long lasting happiness.

    
      
    

    "Marriage?" Monica asked with a smile.

    "I've been thinking about it over the past few months," Erica replied. "After I broke up Adam the first time I was actually convinced I'd never get married."

    Monica glanced at Adam, who was naked and on his knees in front of the couch offering a foot rub - and looked back at Erica as she said, "You'd spent too much time dating the very disappointing vanilla version of Adam. He was precisely the kind of man a vanilla woman doesn't want to marry, the kind that would only let her down with a long list of inadequacies. Now, though, you've met the real version of Adam, the one that wants nothing more than to do exactly as you desire, no matter the task."

    Adam's submission had advanced to the point that he found pleasure - of a sort, at least - in almost every task his dommes assigned him. Even sucking Everett's cock after Adam had climaxed was pleasurable because it was such a deep form of submission.

    "And I take it you want to be married to a sub?" Monica asked.

    Erica looked at Adam and smiled. "I do. We're different in that way, aren't we?"

    Monica nodded.

    "I like that, though. You enjoy being married to an alpha male and enjoying the services of a submissive. I'm almost certain that I'd enjoy being married to a submissive while enjoying the occasional services of an alpha male when I'm in the mood to be fucked," Erica explained.

    Monica looked down at Adam, teased his cock a little with her toes, and said, "I hope you understand how lucky you are, Adam, as Erica is an exceedingly rare kind of woman."

    "I understand," Adam replied. "I really do. I didn't see it before. I didn't know what I was and I didn't know what she could be, but now that she's come back into my life, I understand. And...Monica, I'm so grateful to you. More grateful than I could ever possibly communicate. You made this happen. You saw the domme in Erica. You fostered it. You agreed to share me. I owe you so much."

    Monica smiled and said, "In this case, you don't owe me anything, Adam. You've given me just as much as I've given you. Don't forget, a dom/sub relationship is two-sided. I find just as much pleasure in dominating you as you find in submitting to me, and I didn't have a sub in my life until you came along."

    Adam didn't feel like the trade was equal, but he suspected he'd never feel that way, for he couldn't grasp how anyone could experience anywhere near the pleasure he experienced when in submission to either of the dommes in his life.

    "In fact," Monica said as she turned to Erica, "I'd like to express my gratitude to you, Erica, for being willing to share our submissive. I certainly have no right to him anymore. He's yours now, and I'm grateful that you let him continue to serve me when I feel the overpowering need to dominate a man."

    "I understand that need, Monica. I really do. I feel it every day, and I understand how good it feels to satiate that desire, how it generates a kind of pleasure that's damn near impossible to replicate in any other way," Erica replied. "I love the way it feels when Adam submits to me and I'd hate to take that feeling from you."

    She looked at Adam, smiled in that seductive manner he'd become quite accustomed to, and said, "It was such a simple thing to order him to his knees in the park and to subsequently order him to kiss my boots, and yet I felt this intense lust when he did it. It was so powerful I fucked his face the moment we were inside and, as I'm sure you know, there's nothing quite like an orgasm fueled by Adam's eager submission."

    For a few seconds, silence fell over the room as Adam continued to rub Monica's feet. His body hummed with the kind of subtle desire that any act of submission offered, and he loved that the two women that shared control of him seemed so happy.

    "I was thinking about actually wearing that costume this year," Monica said. "The one I modeled for you last year. The one that inspired your submission."

    "Really?" Adam asked.

    "The catsuit?" Erica added.

    Monica nodded. "I know it would be a little scandalous to wear something so overtly sexy to a neighborhood party, but the truth is, I've changed since last year. I feel more confident and powerful and I want to show that off, and I don't mind if people whisper about me. I don't mind if they judge me right to my face. They can go fuck themselves. I look damn good as Catwoman and I shouldn't be afraid of showing that off."

    Erica looked positively giddy as she watched Monica declare her desire to flaunt her beauty, sexiness, and newfound power. "What if two women wore something sexy to the party?"

    "What did you have in mind?" Monica asked.

    "There's a wealth of skintight superhero costumes," Erica said. "Though I've always been partial to Black Widow. A tight leather outfit. A red wig. I think I'd look damn good in that. I'm sure I could find a version of the costume that would really put my tits on display, too."

    Adam was in heaven as his dommes planned out what would almost certainly be their irresistibly sexy Halloween costumes. He wasn't sure if they'd go through with it, but if they did it was bound to be an excellent night.

    "And how should we dress our sub?" Monica asked.

    "We could put him in a gimp costume," Erica suggested with a laugh that Monica echoed. "Though I suppose that would be a little too much for our neighbors, wouldn't it?"

    Monica looked down at Adam and smiled as she teased his cock - which had now reached a half hard state - and said, "It probably would be, though it might be fun to dress you up as a gimp some time. We could put you in a corner and call you over when there's a cock that needs to be sucked."

    The delight in her voice and the sparkle in her eye made it seem genuinely possible that Adam would spend an evening as a gimp at some point in the future, used for little more than fluffing cock and cleaning pussy and whatever other forms of pleasure they chose to take from someone who'd been reduced to nothing more than a leather-clad sex toy.

    "It wouldn't work for Halloween, though," Monica added. "I do like the idea of making him wear something just a little bit humiliating, though. Something befitting his status as a submissive. Perhaps Everett could go as Batman and Adam here could be the much smaller, less impressive Robin, his loyal little sidekick."

    Both women laughed as they found great delight in the idea of Adam showing his inferiority to Everett for everyone in the neighborhood. There was something exciting about the idea, as he couldn't quite resist the notion of being compared to a genuine alpha male, particularly since that comparison would inevitably be unfavorable for Adam. It was fitting, though, as he'd sucked Everett's cock and cleaned his cum numerous times, making it perfectly clear which of them was the superior man.

    "Perhaps, when the party is over, Robin could suck Batman's cock," Erica suggested. "I mean, you have to imagine that's what those boys got up to anyways, right?"

    Monica smiled down at Adam and worked his now stiff cock with her toes. "And Robin could eat Catwoman's pussy and get her nice and wet for Batman's cock. He could wait on his knees while she got fucked. When we were finished, he could dutifully clean Batman's cock and eat the cum from Catwoman's pussy like a good little bitch."

    Erica slid off the couch and moved behind Adam. She grasped his balls with one hand and her other moved up his stomach, over his chest, and settled around his throat. "Would it please you to serve like that on Halloween, Adam?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "What about you, Erica?" Monica asked. "Will you be bringing you own alpha male to the party? Does Black Widow have a superhero that she wants to fuck when the party is over? There's no reason we couldn't have a naughty little after party where we both get the dick we need while our sub serves as we desire."

    "Mmm, that does sound nice," Erica said as she tightened her grip on Adam's neck, applying just enough pressure to cause a touch of panic to rise up in him. "Would it please you if I brought a date to the party, Adam? If I brought, say, a handsome Captain America who wanted nothing more than to fuck his beautiful leather-clad date? Would you mind if our neighbors saw another man eyeing me all night long? Would you mind if it was obvious that I enjoyed another man's attention, that I wanted him as badly as he wanted me?"

    In that moment, Adam felt like the luckiest man in the world. He had the attention of two beautiful, dominant women, both of whom were filling his head with dirty talk and offering direct, hugely pleasurable stimulation that had him on the edge of an orgasm. He knew he was unlikely to cum, but it felt so good.

    "I want that," he said. "I want everything you both described. I want to serve you both. I want to serve you after the party. I want to serve you during the party. I don't care what our neighbors think. I don't. I just want to serve."

    Erica released his neck and balls from her grasp, grabbed both his nipples, and pulled hard enough that Adam felt a searing pain in his chest. Monica smiled as he resisted the urge to cry out while her toes continued to tease his cock in the most pleasing way imaginable.

    "Shall we make him serve, Monica?" Erica asked. "Shall we give him the pleasure of serving us at the party and after the party?"

    "We shall," Monica replied. "And we're going to have the night of our lives."

    Erica released Adam's nipples, kissed his neck, and softly said, "Yes we are, and you're going to be a very, very good boy, Adam."

    "Yes, I am," he replied.

    "Monica, would you mind if I made use of our sub's tongue?" Erica asked.

    "Not at all," Monica said. "As long as you're okay with me using him after you do."

    Adam couldn't believe his good fortune. He was on the verge of being welcomed between the legs of both beautiful dommes.

    "You're welcome to use him first," Erica said as she stood and stepped out of her boots. "I don't mind waiting."

    Monica looked at Adam, smiled, and pulled her skirt up. She inched her hips forward, gently moved her panties aside, and beckoned him between her legs. He crawled forward, pressed his lips against her swollen labia, and went to work. Adam closed his eyes, slipped his tongue inside her, and moaned at how good she tasted.

    It had turned out to be a perfect Saturday in what had turned out to be a fairly perfect year, and the future - both the immediate future of the Halloween party and the longer term future of marriage to a beautiful domme - looked bright, which made Adam as happy as a submissive could be.
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    The Halloween party was in full swing, which meant half the guests - most of whom were from the neighborhood - were at least a little bit drunk.

    "Boy Wonder!" someone called out.

    Adam turned to see Monica - dressed as Catwoman in a stunningly sexy black bodysuit - holding her empty glass aloft. He rushed towards her and she smiled, no doubt amused by his eager obedience despite the presence of most of their neighbors.

    "Would you be a dear and refill my drink?" Monica asked.

    "Of course," Adam replied.

    Everett - who was dressed as Batman - offered his glass as well, though he did so without saying a word. Adam took the glass without resistance, for it was his place to serve his two mistresses - and the men they'd be fucking later that night - without hesitation.

    "When you're done with that, how about you refill my drink?" someone dressed as Zorro said.

    "Of course," Adam answered before rushing to the kitchen to refill the two drinks.

    He walked in on Erica - who was dressed as Black Widow - indulging in a passionate kiss with Nick, who'd come as Captain America. Nick's hands had fully grasped Erica's ass, which looked tremendous in the thin, skintight bodysuit she had on.

    For a moment Erica looked nervous. "Oh, it's just you," she said with a smile.

    "Boy Wonder," Nick added. "Refilling drinks for the guests?"

    Adam nodded and set the empty glasses on the counter. As he did, Erica turned her attention to Nick once more and reached between his legs to massage what had become a considerable bulge.

    "Is this for me?" she asked.

    Nick nodded. "It is."

    Erica spun around, put her hands on the kitchen counter, and stuck out her ass. "You know, this little bodysuit of mine unzips at the crotch. A little later tonight, I'll have Robin over there unzip me, free my pussy, and guide your big cock inside me, though I might have him suck it a little bit before he does. There's nothing quite like putting him in his place before he watches another man fuck his girlfriend."

    Nick looked at Adam and grabbed Erica's ass with two hands. He squeezed it tight, smiled, and then pressed his crotch against her backside. "And will you do as you're told, Boy Wonder? Will you suck my dick and put it inside your girlfriend so I can fuck her like she deserves to be fucked?"

    "Yes, I will," Adam replied. "And I'll suck you clean when you're done fucking her, too. If she tells me to, I'll suck you until you're hard again. I know my place."

    "Mmm," Erica moaned. "It turns me on that you're such a good boy, Adam. I'm almost tempted to make you suck Nick's cock right here, right now. I'd love to play with my pussy while you do so. But, you have a job to do, don't you? There are party guests that need serving, so get your ass back out there."

    Adam returned to his duties as Erica and Nick - both dressed in costumes that looked exceptionally good on them - resumed kissing. He played with her tits and ass and she gleefully played with his cock and they both moaned as they indulged in a level of desire so potent that they couldn't wait until after the party to feed it.

    With desire humming through him - desire fueled by thoughts of the fun that would unfold after everyone left - Adam busied himself by serving every guest at the party in any way he could. Mostly that meant refilling drinks, ensuring new dishes of food were brought out to replenish those that had been emptied, and cleaning up any messes made by the few guests that were drunk enough to get sloppy.

    Adam was thankful for the costume - including the eye mask - that made it just a little easier to essentially act as a servant in front of all of his neighbors. The fact that he was doing so at someone else's house made it more humiliating, but aside from a few snickers and veiled comments, no one went out of their way to acknowledge the fact that Adam was, in fact, being a servant to Monica and Everett.

    He wouldn't have cared if it had been pointed out, though, for he found genuine pleasure in it. It wasn't just sexual submission that thrilled him, after all. He took joy in domestic servitude, in tending to all the needs of the two women that dominated him. He enjoyed cleaning house, doing laundry, cooking meals, cleaning their cars, and so much more. It was as if he was hardwired to serve, and doing so at a party in front of their neighbors brought with it an unexpectedly heightened sense of pleasure.

    Eventually, though, the party ended. The guests slowly filed out as Adam busied himself with the start of clean up, gathering errant cups and discarded napkins.

    "Your outfit got more than a few stares," Everett said as he and Monica stepped into the living room after seeing out the last of the guests.

    "I know," she replied with a smile.

    Erica and Nick followed - holding hands, which thrilled Adam - and she said, "I enjoyed the stares. Even the ones that seemed resentful. I've found that I now care very little about the resentments of insecure women."

    Nick's hand moved to her ass and he leaned over to kiss her neck, putting a smile on Erica's face.

    "I agree," Monica replied. "There was a time when I put in a great deal of effort not to offend some of the women that live in this neighborhood, but I've come around to the idea that those women can go fuck themselves if they don't like it when a woman is confident enough to wear something that shows off the body she's worked hard to build and maintain."

    Everett stepped behind his wife and ran his hands up her lithe body, caressing the smooth leather of her catsuit before grasping her perky breasts. "And how about you, Adam?" he asked. "Did you enjoy serving tonight?"

    Adam felt all four sets of eyes on him. "Yes, I did."

    "You're going to enjoy this next part even more, aren't you?" Erica asked.

    Adam couldn't help but smile. "Yes, I think so."

    "Maybe our slutty little Boy Wonder should get on his knees?" Monica suggested. "Maybe he should put that talented mouth of his to use in pleasuring the real men in the room?"

    Erica stepped away from Nick and approached Adam as he stared at the beautiful curves of her body in the Black Widow costume. "Are you ready to serve us, Adam? Are you ready to show us what an eager cocksucker you're willing to be for the two women in your life?"

    Adam nodded.

    Erica smiled and her fingers moved down his chest and between his legs. She caressed his cock through the thin spandex of his superhero costume and he felt it grow as her eyes sparkled with lust. "Get on your knees."

    Adam fell to his knees and Erica stepped aside and gestured for Everett and Nick to approach. They did so with smiles on their faces as they'd both gotten used to the idea of an inferior submissive male eagerly serving their cocks, fluffing like a good boy to prepare them to fuck the beautiful, deserving women in their lives.

    "This is the part of the evening you've been looking forward to, isn't it?" Monica asked as she approached and slowly lowered Everett's skintight pants, revealing the beautiful thick flesh of his flaccid cock. "There's nothing quite like serving one of your superiors, is there?"

    Adam shook his head. "No, there isn't. I...I love to serve. And I'm grateful for the opportunity to do so."

    Erica helped lower Nick's spandex pants, revealing his cock just as Monica had done for her husband. Adam crawled closer and reached up to stroke both men. Four sets of eyes looked down at him as he got the first taste of what it would be like to serve them during the sexual bacchanalia that would undoubtedly unfold in the house that evening.

    "It's time to suck cock, Adam," Monica said. "Suck cock like a good submissive should. Fellate these men, these gods that satisfy our pussies. Make them feel good. Get them hard for us. Do a good job and we'll invite you upstairs to watch them fuck us, to participate in the pleasure that's going to unfold. Do a bad job and you can spend the night cleaning the house while you listen to the wild fun we're all having upstairs."

    Adam wasn't going to suffer that fate. He was going to do whatever it took to be invited upstairs, for he wanted to serve them all night long. He took Everett's cock in his mouth - taking him first because his submission had begun with Monica and Everett - and stared up at the superior man while blowing him. He stroked Nick's cock at the same time, bringing both men to an erect state and doing so with vigor and passion.

    After sufficient sucking of Everett's massive cock, Adam dutifully switched to Nick. He sucked and stroked and tried his best to swallow the impressively long and thick dick. He couldn't quite do it, but he damn sure put in a good effort.

    "Does this make you wet?" Erica asked.

    "Absolutely," Monica replied.

    Erica laughed. "Me too. In fact, I can't believe how fucking wet it makes me to watch him be such a good little whore for us. He didn't even question it. He didn't think for a second. He just got on his knees and sucked dick."

    "He'd probably suck off a stranger if either of you two told him to," Everett said.

    Monica kissed her husband's neck and reached down to play with his balls as Adam continued to stroke Everett while blowing Nick. His jaw had started to ache and his throat burned a little, but he wasn't going to stop until he'd been instructed to do so.

    "He's probably right," Monica replied. "And, to be honest, I wouldn't mind finding a way to test that theory."

    Adam was less excited about that, but Everett was right. He'd suck off a stranger if one of his two dommes told him to. He trusted them both not to put him in any danger, so he'd put his mouth to use if they instructed it. He'd do so because it turned them on, because it made them happy, because making both Monica and Erica happy is what Adam lived for.

    "Would you say he's done a good job?" Erica asked.

    "I would," Nick answered.

    "I'd like to see him deepthroat," Everett quickly added. "I'd like to see those eyes of his watering. I'd like to hear him choking. That's how you know he's truly serving cock."

    Monica moaned. "Everett does enjoy having his cock deepthroated."

    "Nick, baby, why don't you grab his hair and face fuck him a little," Erica suggested. "Show him what it's like to be used by a man. Make him gag on your dick."

    Nick did so without hesitation, grabbing two handfuls of Adam's hair, stepping a little closer, and slowly thrusting forward until every inch of his cock was lodged in Adam's throat.

    "What a good little whore he is," Monica said. "Fuck, he might deepthroat even better than I do."

    "No chance," Everett replied. "He's good, though. Better than he should be, really, given how little actual practice he has at swallowing cock."

    Nick pulled out and slapped his stiff, spit-soaked dick against Adam's face before stepping back. Erica quickly wrapped her fingers around the slippery shaft and stroked him while they kissed.

    "Open up for Everett, whore," Monica said in a voice laced with intense lust.

    Adam turned to Everett - who looked genuinely imposing in his Batman costume - and opened up. A big cock approached his mouth and pushed between his lips. It pushed until Adam's nose was buried in Everett's pubic hair, until he was once again gagging on a big dick. Everett held Adam's head in place, making it difficult to breathe and clearly taking whatever pleasure he craved in the process.

    "Now he's served his purpose," Everett said as he pulled out. "It's up to you ladies, of course, but I think he deserves to continue his service upstairs."

    "I agree," Monica replied.

    Erica moved towards Adam, bent over, and kissed him softly on the lips. "Are you ready to serve?" she asked. "Are you ready to do whatever's asked of you, no matter how humiliating you might find it?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Good, then you can come upstairs with us," she said.

    Adam stood and followed the two costumed couples as they headed upstairs. They all entered the master bedroom - despite Adam's expectation that they'd be fucking in two different bedrooms - and Monica and Erica moved to opposite sides of the bed, smiled, and crawled onto their hands and knees until their faces were inches apart.

    "We're all yours, boys," Monica said, expressing the kind of submissive desire that Adam sometimes forgot she felt. She was, after all, a switch. She found pleasure in surrendering to Everett's alpha male desires, to giving him her body in the bedroom so he could use it for their mutual pleasure.

    Adam stood at the foot of the bed as Everett and Nick moved into place behind the beautiful women who waited on their hands and knees.

    "Unzip them," Everett instructed.

    Adam crawled into the bed and unzipped Erica's bodysuit, exposing her pussy and her smooth, perfect ass cheeks. He moved towards Monica and did the same thing.

    "Put my cock inside her," Everett said.

    Adam grasped the long, thick, still slippery dick and guided it between Monica's pussy lips. Everett slowly filled his wife as she moaned. Adam turned to Erica and saw that Nick was waiting. He nodded towards his cock - wordlessly ordering Adam to guide it into the woman he'd fallen very much in love with - and Adam did so without hesitation.

    "Now rest your head on her ass," Nick said.

    Adam happily did so and the sounds of sex soon filled the bedroom as both beautiful costumed women got fucked doggystyle. Adam mostly had a view of Nick's shaft as it pushed inside of Erica and emerged slick with her juices. He saw how deep the other man went - so much deeper than Adam could possibly have gone - and he heard the wetness of her pussy as it opened up for her lover's thick cock.

    "Open up," Nick demanded as he pulled out.

    Adam opened his mouth and a cock soon filled it. Nick put a hand on the back of his head and fucked Adam's mouth like it was little more than a pussy. He seemed to find great pleasure in doing so as his dick throbbed while Adam worked to keep his lips sealed tight around the shaft and to swirl his tongue over the head when he could.

    Nick pulled out, slipped his cock back into Erica's pussy, and said, "Eat her ass. Tongue her tight hole while I fuck her."

    Adam crawled a little closer and shifted his body so he could get his tongue into place. He flicked it back and forth over Erica's asshole while she was filled with dick from behind. Her moans got louder, filling the room with joy and bringing Adam a wealth of submissive pleasure as he sank deeper into being used as little more than a sex toy.

    "Bring that mouth of yours over here," Everett demanded.

    Adam turned to see Everett's long, thick, wet cock resting on Monica's ass. He crawled closer, looked up at the man dressed as Batman, and opened his mouth.

    "What do you want?" Everett asked.

    "To suck your cock," Adam admitted without hesitation. "To clean her juices off of it."

    Everett laughed and a moment later his cock was between Adam's lips. He pushed deep, fucking his mouth just like Nick had done. He did so with aggressive thrusts. Adam was just a submissive sex toy. He was a tool to be used for another man's pleasure. It was beautiful.

    "I think he should have to eat ass," Erica suggested.

    "Ooh, I like that idea," Monica chimed in.

    Everett pulled out and slipped back into her pussy. Adam rested his head on her ass and watched as the sounds of both women getting fucked filled the bedroom.

    "What are you waiting for, Boy Wonder?" Erica said. "Get on your knees and eat ass. Both of our men deserve a rimjob while they're satisfying us."

    Adam backed out of the bed, dropped to his knees, and crawled towards Everett. He reached up and spread his ass cheeks. He looked at the hairy asshole that his tongue would soon be pleasuring. He felt a deep sense of humiliation at the idea of licking that asshole, but that didn't stop him. It didn't even slow him down. He leaned in and went for it.

    Everett moaned the moment Adam's tongue found his asshole. He moaned loudly and fucked his wife a little harder. Adam offered a vigorous, passionate rimjob. He licked and sucked with his eyes closed. He inhaled the musky scent and a slightly bitter taste danced on his tongue, but none of that mattered. Serving was all that mattered.

    He served both men's assholes with his tongue, devoting himself to Everett first before crawling to the other side of the bed and rimming Nick. He did so without hesitation, offering his tongue for the pleasure of his superiors, for the joy of the women he served.

    "I'm close," Erica cried out while Adam's face was buried deep between Nick's ass cheeks.

    The sounds of sex - wild, loud, wondrous sex - filled the room along with Adam's eager ass eating. His girlfriend - and domme - was about to cum and he'd be eating ass while it happened.

    "I want you to watch, Adam," Erica said. "Crawl to the foot of the bed and watch us cum. Watch these men - these gorgeous, talented, superior men - fuck the women you worship and give us the orgasms we crave."

    Adam dutifully crawled to the foot of the bed and waited on his knees. He watched both of the dommes in his life get fucked from behind. He watched them receive cock in a decidedly submissive position and he witnessed the intense pleasure they both seemed to feel.

    Best of all, Adam was treated to a kiss between the women he loved more than any other. He wasn't sure why they indulged in it, but it seemed to bring them both pleasure as their lips met and their tongues entwined. They moaned - and did so loudly - while their men took them hard from behind. It seemed that their orgasms were fast approaching, a sight that Adam couldn't wait to witness.

    "I'm cumming!" Monica cried out first. "Fuck, Everett, I'm cumming, baby! I'm cumming on your big cock!"

    Adam watched intently as his domme experienced what looked like an intense, deeply-satisfying orgasm. Her eyes closed, her lips parted, and she let out a long, low, beautiful moan as her legs trembled.

    "I'm cumming!" Erica screamed.

    Adam felt as happy as he'd ever been. Both his dommes were cumming at the same time and he'd served them well throughout the evening. He'd played the part of waiter at the party. He'd sucked cock. He'd eaten ass. He'd welcomed every bit of humiliation they all saw fit to dole out. He'd helped everyone in the bedroom experience the pleasure they craved.

    Monica and Erica shared another kiss - this one far softer and more erotic - in the aftermath of their climaxes and both Everett and Nick pulled out, leaving their pussies empty and fully satisfied.

    "I think they should cum on his face," Monica said.

    "Mmm, I love that idea," Erica replied.

    Both women crawled towards the foot of the bed and sat on the edge. Everett and Nick approached with their big, stiff, slippery dicks leading the way.

    "Give our good boy what he deserves," Monica said. "Paint his face for your first orgasms of the night. Put him in his place so he doesn't forget that he lives to serve, that he's our sex toy tonight."

    Adam remained on his knees with a strong, handsome, well-hung man standing on either side of him. Everett and Nick masturbated as Adam stared at the two women he served. They both leaned back and spread their legs, giving him a beautiful view of the pussies that had just been fucked by superior men.

    "Are you ready to be a cum slut, Adam?" Erica asked.

    "Yes," he admitted as the sounds of masturbation got louder while both men stroked faster.

    "You'll have to wear their loads," Monica said. "A cum slut doesn't get to clean up until after the fun is over, and it's going to be a long time before this party is over. I have a feeling we're going to exhaust our men tonight."

    "You're going to have to work hard, Adam. You're going to have to work very, very hard tonight, and there's no guarantee you'll get to cum at all," Erica added.

    "I know," he replied. "I just want to serve. I want to serve you both."

    The men masturbating next to him groaned. Adam was close to receiving two facials, to being decorated with the loads of the men he'd blown and rimmed.

    "Close your eyes," Monica said. "And get ready to receive a beautiful gift."

    Adam closed his eyes. The sounds of masturbation and moaning filled his head. He heard a grunt. A moment later a rope of hot cum landed on his face. Another hit his eye mask. More followed. Lots more. It felt like their orgasms went on forever, and when they were finished Adam's face felt completely coated with cum.

    "He looks good, doesn't he?" Monica asked.

    Erica laughed. "He really does. We should make him take facials more often."

    Adam would do whatever they wanted, however often they wanted it. He would do anything to serve his dommes, to make them happy. He would suffer in any way they desired. He would embrace any humiliation they offered him. He would do it all because he loved them, because he lived to serve them, because it was his place.

    He felt like the luckiest man in the world to have two dommes to serve and he would do anything to ensure that they were both as happy as they could be.

    The End.

  
    A Domme in the Neighborhood – Part 3
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    Adam pulled into his driveway, turned off the car, opened the door and grabbed the lattes he’d just picked up from Starbucks. He stepped out with a smile on his face, though that smile quickly disappeared when he heard the sound of his neighbor’s voice.

    “Good morning, Adam,” Sue called out from the sidewalk.

    Adam turned to see the nosy older woman holding her golden retriever’s leash. The dog lifted and immediately unleashed a torrent of urine on one of Adam’s bushes. He did his best to maintain his smile despite his annoyance at Sue’s willingness to let her dog poison his shrubbery.

    “Good morning, Sue,” Adam replied. “It’s a lovely day, isn’t it?”

    “It is,” Sue said with a smile. “November isn’t usually this warm. We’re quite lucky, aren’t we?”

    “Indeed we are,” Adam answered.

    “Is there a lucky lady in your house?” Sue asked.

    Adam was so surprised at the boldness of her question that he briefly recoiled before replying, “I’m sorry, what?”

    Sue glanced at the drinks in his hands and said, “You don’t usually go out for coffee, and today you’ve returned with two drinks, so either you ran out of coffee and are in desperate need of your fix, or you met someone and she’s in the house waiting for you to return with her morning pick me up.”

    Though he felt a deep level of annoyance with his incredibly nosy neighbor, Adam offered a forced smile and said, “You’re quite the amateur detective, aren’t you? It must be all those true crime podcasts you listen to.”

    Sue offered a force smile and a chuckle of her own, returning Adam’s barely-veiled contempt. She stayed put, though, showing her determination to have her question answered, leaving Adam with the option of lying about having a woman in his house – he didn’t – or telling a slightly shifted version of the truth. He chose the latter.

    “The second drink is for Monica,” he said. “I saw her while I was on my way out and asked if I could pick up anything for her.”

    The part about the drink being for Monica was true. The part about him seeing her on the way out wasn’t. Shortly after he’d woken up, Monica had texted Adam instructions on her desired drink, which was a latte with two shots of espresso and a shot of vanilla syrup. She’d made it perfectly clear she expected her drink to arrive with speed, too, or she’d deliver a punishment of some sort. Adam had rushed out of bed and to the Starbucks drive thru as quickly as he could, driven by a deep desire to please his neighbor.

    “You two seem to be getting to know each other better,” Sue said. “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a guest so eager to clean someone else’s house.”

    Adam felt a genuine urge to run towards Sue and throw his latte in her face as she referenced his willingness to clean during the Halloween party, but instead he forced another smile. “You know, I’ve been a bit of a shut-in since my break up, and I decided that I need to be a little more social. Monica and I are both home most days, so I suppose it’s fair to say that we’ve become better friends in the past few weeks.”

    “I’m home most days,” Sue replied with just a hint of jealousy in her voice.

    Adam smiled. “I suppose you are,” he said. “Have a good day, Sue.” He turned and headed towards Monica’s house with a victorious smile on his face. He didn’t relish being a bit of an asshole to his neighbor, but Sue was the sort of woman that deserved to be knocked down a peg every once in a while.

    Monica opened the door before Adam had a chance to ring the bell. She looked resplendent in a pair of tight, high-waisted jeans and an impossibly soft-looking white angora off-the-shoulder sweater that revealed a lacy pink bra strap. Adam wondered if she dressed like that all the time or if she’d put on something special to entice him. Whatever her intent, he was certainly enticed, particularly since Monica had taken control of his orgasms after Halloween and hadn’t let him cum in four days.

    “What did our nastiest neighbor want?” Monica asked.

    “She used her powers of observation to note that I had a drink in each hand and she wanted to know who the second drink was for,” Adam replied. “She thought perhaps I’d found a lover and I’d run out to get her a drink.”

    “I hope I don’t end up like her when I get older,” Monica said as her eyes scanned the street. “Think of how empty her life must be for her to spend all her time wondering about the lives of her neighbors. What did you tell her?”

    “I told her that I’d seen you on my way out of the house and I’d asked if you wanted a drink,” Adam replied. “She seemed to believe it, though she went out of her way to note that you and I had been getting closer recently. She even mentioned me cleaning up at Halloween.”

    Monica laughed. “She thinks we’re having an affair.”

    Adam’s eyebrows lifted. “You really think so?”

    “Of course,” she replied. “She probably thinks I’m going to invite you in to share a latte and then fuck me while my husband is at work.”

    Adam felt a stirring between his legs as he imagined fucking Monica. He thought of sitting on her couch with Monica in his lap, riding his cock while her perky breasts bounced in his face. It was a delightful image that brought him no small amount of pleasure.

    “We’re not having an affair, but I suppose she’s not entirely wrong, is she Adam?” Monica asked.

    “No, I suppose not,” Adam said as he wondered if Monica was going to invite him inside for a play session of some sort or if she was going to take her drink and send him home.

    “After all, you provide me with something my husband can’t,” she said. “He’s incapable of offering the kind of submission I crave, but you’re not, are you? You’re eager to submit to a dominant woman. You’re eager to let my power envelop you and control you. You’re eager to let me use you as a canvas while I explore my desires to dominate a man.”

    Adam nodded as a deeper level of excitement washed over his body. Memories of the little tastes of domination he’d received in the two weeks since Monica had showed up at his door to model her Halloween costume flooded his mind and he felt that wonderful tingle of submissive desire course through him.

    “You enjoy serving me, don’t you Adam?” Monica asked. “It thrilled you to be ordered to fetch me a latte this morning, didn’t it?”

    “Yes,” Adam replied.

    “I’d like you to get on your knees and offer me the drink you happily ran out and fetched for me,” Monica instructed.

    Adam looked over his shoulder and back at Monica before saying, “Here? Where…where people could see?”

    Monica smiled. “Yes, Adam. I want you to be a good boy and get on your knees on my doorstep and offer me that latte. I want you to show me that submitting to my desires is more important than what our neighbors think.”

    Adam was relatively certain no one was watching – the houses on the street weren’t that close together – and he was relatively certain that Monica thought the same thing, but the idea of dropping to his knees and offering her drink like he was a servant was equally nerve-wracking and thrilling. Ultimately, there was only one choice that made any sense. Adam dropped to his knees and held up Monica’s drink.

    “What a good boy,” she said with a smile before stepping closer and taking the drink from his hand. Monica popped the top off and held the cup under her nose. She closed her eyes, inhaled deeply, and took a sip. “It’s perfect, Adam. You did such a good job. Would you like a taste?”

    Adam nodded. “Yes, please.”

    Monica dipped her index finger deep into the cup, held it there for a moment, and pulled it out. “Open up.”

    Adam parted his lips and Monica smiled and pushed her finger into his mouth. The taste of espresso and sweet vanilla hit his tongue as Adam sucked her slippery finger clean while Monica pushed it deep into his mouth. If someone walked or drove by they might have struggled to figure out what was happening – Adam’s body was likely blocking the finger sucking – but the idea that someone might see his submission was more thrilling than Adam expected.

    “Does it excite you to suck on my finger, Adam?” Monica asked.

    He looked up at her and nodded as her finger remained deep in his mouth while he sucked and swirled his tongue around it.

    “It excites me too,” Monica continued. “So much so that I imagine I’ll end up playing with my pussy – which is suddenly very wet – soon after I step back into my house.”

    Adam delighted in the idea that he was at least partially responsible for her desire and the morning masturbation session that might follow. He wanted more, though. He wanted to be able to watch. He wanted to be able to help in some way. He wanted to be able to worship her pussy.

    Monica pulled her finger from his mouth and said, “Thank you for the drink, Adam. I appreciate it.”

    She stepped back and moved to the shut the door when Adam said, “Please, wait. Can I…I’d like to help…to help you…”

    Monica smiled sweetly as Adam trailed off and said, “You’d like to help me masturbate? Is that what you’re trying to say?”

    Adam nodded.

    “Wouldn’t that be a reward for you, Adam? Wouldn’t seeing my pussy and watching me pleasure myself be the kind of thing a submissive man like you would love?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Adam replied.

    “Do you think that fetching me a latte deserves that kind of reward?” Monica asked.

    “No,” Adam replied. “I’ll do something else. Anything else.” Adam knew he sounded desperate and that Monica might find it pathetic, but he couldn’t help it. She hadn’t yet let him worship her pussy – she’d only let him taste her juices on her fingers – and he really did feel desperate for it.

    “You may stand,” Monica said. Adam stood and she backed into her house and gestured for him to step inside. He did so and Monica gave his ass a quick swat as Adam walked by. She shut the door, sipped her drink, and said, “Strip.”

    Adam took a few steps into the kitchen, set his drink on the counter, and stripped at Monica’s request. Soon enough his clothes laid in a heap on the floor and he stood naked in front of her with his cock in a half hard state.

    “Play with your cock,” Monica instructed.

    Adam wrapped his fingers around his cock and masturbated as he stared at Monica. All his recent sexual fantasies featured his neighbor, so it didn’t take long for him to get hard as he imagined all sorts of thrilling scenarios, most of them involving the unlikely outcome of Monica welcoming his cock into her pussy.

    “I like that you’re so eager to do as you’re told, Adam,” Monica said. “It makes me very happy.”

    “That’s why I’m so eager,” he replied.

    Monica smiled, sipped her drink, and then slowly lifted her sweater, exposing her flat, smooth stomach. Adam watched as more of her flesh came into view until finally he was staring at his neighbor’s beautiful, perky breasts in a semi-sheer pink lace bra.

    “Do my breasts turn you on, Adam?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Adam answered.

    “Everett loves them too,” Monica said. “He likes cumming on them. Sometimes he’ll pull out of my pussy and unload all over my breasts. I like how happy it makes him to do so. He seems to groan and grunt a little bit louder when he’s doing it.”

    Unsurprisingly, all Adam could think about was cumming on Monica’s breasts. He knew there was almost no chance of her letting him do so, but that didn’t stop the thought from dancing around his head.

    “Would you clean my husband’s cum off my breasts if I asked you to, Adam?” Monica asked as she slipped a hand into her bra cup, took one of her nipples in her fingers and gently pinched and twisted the flesh.

    “Yes,” Adam answered breathlessly. He knew better than to cum, but the nonstop stroking had put him in a place of intense arousal and he could have unleashed his orgasm with ease.

    “I did enjoy watching you swallow his cum when I fed it to you,” she said. “You swallowed with almost no hesitation. You really are dedicated to my pleasure, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Adam said. “I am.”

    Monica released her sweater and it fell over her breasts, depriving Adam of the thrilling view of her naked flesh. “This entire floor of the house needs to be dusted and vacuumed. If you do a good job I’ll let you watch me masturbate. If you do an exceptionally good job I might let you put your tongue in my pussy. You’ll find the dust rags and Pledge under the sink and the vacuum in the hall closet. Get to work.”

    “Of course,” Adam said as he turned and headed for the kitchen sink. He retrieved the dust rags and spray and set out to clean every surface on the first floor of the house. He did so without considering putting his clothes back on, either, for Monica surely would have told him to do so if that’s what she desired.

    After half an hour of thorough dusting Adam retrieved the vacuum from the hall closet and set about finishing the chore he’d been given. He’d never thought of chores as a source of arousal, and yet he felt a low level version of desire throughout the duration of his task. Adam surmised it was the result of being ordered to do a maid’s work by his beautiful, dominant neighbor while she relaxed on the couch with the drink he’d fetched in her hand and a smile on her face. The fact that she flashed her breasts a handful of times and gave his bare ass a few hard smacks didn’t hurt, either. Monica was clearly invested in keeping him focused on the task at hand, which wasn’t so much cleaning her house as it was doing exactly as she’d ordered him to do.

    “All finished,” Adam said after he’d returned the cleaning supplies to their rightful places in the house.

    Monica stood, smiled, and said, “Let’s see how you did. Follow me.”

    Monica walked through the kitchen, dining room, living room, bonus room, and bathroom and inspected every surface for dust. She ran her fingers over most of them, each time inspecting to make sure that Adam had done a thorough job. Each time she looked at her finger his heart beat a little bit harder, for Adam assumed that he’d finally get to taste her pussy if he’d cleaned Monica’s home to her satisfaction.

    “I’m impressed,” Monica said as she finished her inspection of the kitchen. “You did an exceptionally good job, Adam. You’d make an excellent maid.”

    Adam was stunned at the arousal that quickly coursed through his body as a result of her comment. He had no desire to be a maid, and yet for some reason the notion of it was oddly thrilling.

    “Now you deserve a reward,” Monica said with a smile. “Come.”

    Adam followed as Monica led him to the living room. She pointed to the floor in front of the couch and Adam fell to his knees. Monica took off her sweater and bra, revealing her spectacular breasts, which Adam happily stared at. Monica unbuttoned her jeans and took them off, leaving her in a pair of simple-but-sexy black lace panties.

    “Would you like to remove my panties?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Adam replied.

    “You may do so,” Monica instructed.

    Adam reached up, slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties, and slowly pulled them down, revealing Monica’s perfect-looking pussy. He was inches away from it and he felt a strong temptation to lean forward and put his tongue inside her.

    Monica stepped out of her panties, moved towards the couch, and sat down. She leaned forward a little, took her breasts in her hands, and said, “You’ve been a very good boy today and you deserve a reward. You may worship my breasts.”

    Adam smiled as a sense of glee enveloped his body. He crawled forward and Monica reached out and put a gentle hand on the back of his head. She guided him towards her breasts and he showered them in soft, sensual kisses.

    “Mmm, that’s a good boy,” Monica said softly. “Now take my nipple in your mouth. Suck on it gently. Make me feel good, Adam. Worship my breasts and make me feel good.”

    Without being touched, Adam’s cock had reached an erect state thanks to his neighbor’s seemingly effortless domination. He felt utterly enraptured with her in that moment and he saw it as a beautiful gift to be able to offer her pleasure by worshiping her breasts.

    Monica seemed to find it pleasurable, too, as she began masturbating while Adam moved from one nipple to the other, flicking his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh and eliciting sensual moans in the process.

    “That feels so good,” Monica said between moans. “You’re such a good boy, Adam. You’re being such a good boy for me.”

    Adam desperately wanted to masturbate. There was something about her tenderness in those moments that he found impossibly arousing, as if she’d welcomed him into her embrace and he felt safe enough to truly let his submissive side blossom.

    Monica leaned back, depriving Adam of her breasts. She caressed his face while plunging two fingers into her pussy. A moment later those fingers appeared in front of Adam’s lips. He opened his mouth and Monica smiled before wordlessly pushing them onto his tongue.

    “Taste me,” Monica whispered.

    Adam sucked her fingers clean as Monica put a gentle hand on the back of his head and slowly moved in and out of his mouth. She shifted her hips forward until her pussy was right at the edge of the couch.

    Monica pulled her fingers from his mouth, smiled, and said, “You may worship my pussy, Adam.”

    “Really?” Adam asked as he was struck by a surprising well of emotion.

    “Yes,” Monica replied with a smile. “You’ve been an exceptionally good boy and you deserve to worship my pussy and make me cum. Go ahead.”

    Monica sat back and Adam dropped down and stared at her pussy for a few moments to take in the utter perfection of it. He moved closer and gently showered it with kisses, pressing his lips against her warm flesh and eliciting a handful of soft moans from Monica.

    Adam took his time in worshiping her pussy. He licked and sucked on her labia. He pushed his tongue inside her and savored Monica’s sweet juices. He teased her clit with a few licks before returning to her labia, all the while making sure that she seemed pleased by his eagerness to make her feel good.

    Eventually, when Monica’s arousal seemed to reach a fever pitch, Adam turned his attention to her clit and began a slow, sensual massage with his tongue. He slipped a finger into her wet pussy to find her g-spot and provide a bit of extra stimulation.

    Adam lost all sense of time between Monica’s legs and that pleased him greatly. Serving her was all that mattered in those moments and it was thrilling not to think about a single thing other than making her feel spectacularly good.

    Eventually, Monica climaxed loudly. She held his head in her hands, closed her eyes, and unleashed a loud, lusty series of moans while her legs trembled. Adam worked her clit right up until the moment of orgasm, when Monica pushed him back and her body writhed in pleasure. He watched with a smile on his face as his worship resulted in such pleasure for the woman he’d come to be so enthralled with over the past few weeks.

    “That was lovely, Adam,” Monica said with a smile. “Much better than I expected, in fact.”

    “Thank you for letting me worship you,” he replied.

    “It was, without question, my pleasure,” she said. “Now, though, it’s time for you to go. I have other tasks to attend to and I’m sure you need to do some actual work today. You’re welcome to masturbate when you get home. You can only do so once, though, and you may not indulge in any porn. You must think of being on your knees in front of me, either of worshiping my breasts, my pussy, or both. Do not let your mind stray to any other fantasy. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Adam said with a nod. “And thank you for letting me cum.”

    “A good boy deserves a reward,” Monica replied. “Now go.”

    Adam stood, got dressed, grabbed his latte, and left out the back door to avoid any casual spotting by Sue. He stripped the moment he entered his house, grabbed a towel to climax into, and headed for the couch. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, closed his eyes, and replayed the service he’d just provided for Monica. Less than a minute later he’d spilled his seed into the towel. The pleasure of the his service and the orgasm he’d been permitted afterwards remained with Adam for hours longer, though, keeping a smile on his face for most of the day.

  
    A Dutiful Cuckold

    Victoria has decided she’s willing to cuckold her husband Matt, but he’s going to have to prove he really wants it. He’ll have to follow her rules to show that he can embrace a cuckold’s duties as she sees them. If he does, she’ll make his fantasy come true.

    A Dutiful Cuckold is a 6-part, first person cuckold story available on my Patreon page. In it, Matt takes us through his journey to living out his fantasy. He dedicates himself to doing as his wife desires, starting with both giving up control of his orgasms and cumming far less often than he’s used to.

    As Victoria executes her plan to make her husband a cuckold, she guides him deeper into submission. The more he’s willing to do, the more she’s willing to cuckold him.

    Matt gets what he wants and along the way he sinks deeper into his kink than he ever imagined possible. The story includes sensual humiliation (including a touch of public humiliation), bisexual service, creampie cleanup, light domination, and much more.

    Warning: If you want to avoid story spoilers, don’t read the chapter summaries below. Instead, make sure you're a Patreon supporter at the Cuckold Stories level and read all six parts right now. You can also skip right over the summaries to read a short excerpt from the story.

    Part 1 – Victoria informs Matt that she’s considering making his cuckold fantasy a reality. There’s a catch, though. He’ll have to prove he’s willing to be a dutiful cuckold, starting with giving up control of his orgasms. Matt’s willing to do so, even if it means cumming far less than he’s used to.

    Part 2 – The search for the perfect bull begins as Victoria lays out exactly what she’s looking for and sets Matt to work. Her requirements include that he meet the bull in person so that Matt can visually confirm that his wife’s potential lover has the cock size she requires. Things go a little differently than Matt expected when he meets Connor, that man that will eventually fuck his wife.

    Part 3 – It’s date night and that means Matt must prepare his wife for her bull. She guides him through shaving her pussy as Connor wants to see it and dressing her in the outfit she’s selected for another man. When she’s ready, Matt acts as his wife’s chauffeur and drives to Connor’s to pick him up for the date.

    Part 4 – The date begins with a bit of lusty play in the backseat as Victoria lets her desire overwhelm her. She can’t wait until after dinner. She needs Connor immediately, which means Matt must park the car so he can watch his wife and her new bull fuck. Victoria makes him continue his duties, including fluffing her bull and cleaning a creampie.

    Part 5 – They arrive at the restaurant and Matt expects that he’ll wait in the car as his wife and her bull enjoy a meal. Instead, they’ve arranged for Matt to have his own table and they inform the hostess of his purpose there, leading to a bit of public humiliation for the cuckold. After dinner, Matt shows his devotion by worshiping his wife’s pussy in public.

    Part 6 – Matt drives his wife and her new bull back home and spends the night servicing their needs. He fluffs Connor’s cock. He ensures his wife’s pussy is wet. He watches like a good cuckold should. He cleans up afterwards.

  
    A Dutiful Cuckold - Part 1

    “You’re going to have to prove that you really want it.”

    That’s how my cuckolding began. My wife walked into the living room, waited until I looked up at her, and uttered those words.

    “What?” I asked.

    There was no context to her declaration, so of course I was confused.

    “If I’m going to cuckold you,” Victoria said, “you’re going to have to prove that you really want it.”

    I sat up and smiled at her. “Are you considering cuckolding me?”

    “Yes, Matt, I am,” she said with a serious look on her face. “I’ve been considering it for months, actually. I’ve been reading about it. I’ve been talking with other women online. I’ve read some true stories. I’ve even watched a few videos.”

    “Why didn’t you say anything?” I asked.

    “Because I know how you are. I know how relentless you can be when something turns you on. I know how crazy you can be about pursuing it and I wanted to make absolutely certain I was actually interested in cuckolding you before I mentioned it,” Victoria explained.

    I’d introduced the idea of cuckolding six months ago and I figured it had come and gone since Victoria didn’t seem all that interested. I was delighted to discover that she’d been thinking about it.

    “Does this mean you’re interested?” I asked as my heart pounded and my cock came to life.

    “I am,” Victoria replied.

    “How can I prove that I really want it?” I asked.

    I should have known it wouldn’t be easy when I saw her smile. It was almost cartoonish, the kind of smile a villain unleashes in a movie when his dastardly plan seems like it’s coming together. She was clearly delighted with the plan she’d come up with. At the time I had no idea how dominant and devious my wife could be.

    “I’ll let you know,” Victoria said before turning and walking away.

    “Wait,” I called out. “Victoria, wait. What can I do?”

    She didn’t stop, though. She kept walking. I’d have to wait before she shared the first part of her plan.

    
      

    

    It began a few days later. We were in bed when Victoria looked up from her book and asked, “How often do you cum?”

    “Uhhh,” was all I could come up with. She’d caught me off guard and my brain was clearly not in top form that late at night.

    “It’s not a difficult question, Matt,” Victoria said, “and if I’m going to cuckold you I’m going to insist on complete and total honesty. Do you understand?”

    I nodded as I quickly collected my thoughts and said, “Sorry. I usually cum three or four times a week.”

    “I usually cum once or twice a week,” Victoria said. “We’re going to change that. From now on you’ll only cum when I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    “Is this…is this part of cuckolding me?” I asked.

    “It’s part of you proving that you want to be cuckolded, yes. You’re going to have to show me that you care more about my pleasure than your own. You’re going to have to show me that your desire to be a cuckold isn’t purely selfish, and that means you’re going to have to prove that you’re willing to give up control of your orgasms. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “I do,” I said, though I didn’t really know what I was agreeing to. I’d come to find out, though.

    “Good,” she said. “I’d like you to get between my legs and make me cum right now.”

    She pulled back the covers, lowered her panties, and pointed between her legs like the demanding goddesses I’d seen in so many of the porn videos I’d masturbated to over the years.

    “Of course,” I said. Little did I know that it was the first of many, many times that I’d make my wife cum without receiving an orgasm in return.

    It was a week before Victoria touched my cock again. Over the course of those seven days I went down on her eleven times (she counted), providing an orgasm each and every time.

    It was after the eleventh orgasm that Victoria took my cock in her hand and offered me the pleasure I’d been yearning for all week.

    “Do you know how long it’s been since your last orgasm?” she asked.

    “A little over seven days,” I answered.

    Victoria laughed. “Of course you know. Why did I even bother asking?” She stroked me a little faster as my balls tightened. I wasn’t going to last long. “Do you know how many times you’ve made me cum in seven days?”

    I shook my head.

    “Of course you don’t,” she said. “Why would you be keeping track of my orgasms?”

    She seemed a little annoyed, though she hadn’t mentioned anything about me having to count her orgasms so I didn’t feel all that bad.

    “Eleven,” Victoria said. “You’ve given me eleven orgasms since you last enjoyed a climax. Isn’t that wonderful? Hasn’t it been splendid to make your wife cum over and over without any thought of making yourself cum?”

    “I…I’ve been thinking about making myself cum,” I answered.

    Victoria laughed. “I know you have. It’s okay. That’s to be expected. Even the best-behaved cuckolds think about their orgasms. I’m quite proud that you didn’t slip up and jerk off this week, though. You didn’t, did you?”

    “No. I promise. I didn’t,” I answered.

    I’d thought about it. I’d even stroked my cock a few times. I came pretty close to cumming once, but I’d managed not to have an all week.

    “You played with yourself though, didn’t you?” she asked.

    “I did,” I admitted.

    “There will be no more of that, okay?” she said. “I didn’t forbid it this past week so I’m not going to punish you, but from here on out I’m the only one that gets to stroke your cock. Do you understand?”

    I nodded.

    “I control your orgasms, Matt. If you want me to cuckold you that’s a sacrifice you’ll have to make. You’ll have to embrace that I’m not going to let you cum anywhere near as often as you would if you were making the decisions. Do you understand that?”

    “I do,” I answered as my orgasm neared.

    “Good,” Victoria said.

    She kissed me as her grip tightened and she stroked me a little faster. Pleasure spread through my body in the most wondrous way imaginable. There was no question that waiting a week made the handjob feel so much better.

    “Cum for me, Matt. Enjoy your orgasm. Go ahead. Spill your seed,” Victoria whispered between soft kisses on my neck.

    I had no choice at that point. She’d manipulated my cock so skillfully that all I could do was cum. I was lying down at the time and my cum spilled onto my stomach and chest, making a spectacular mess. A week’s worth ends up being a pretty big load, as it turns out.

    Victoria ran her fingers through it afterwards as she smiled. “You’ll be cleaning up your own messes soon,” she said. “You’re going to learn to love the taste of your cum.”

    In that moment, fresh off of a great orgasm, that was not what I wanted to hear. Victoria saw the face I made.

    “You’ll do it or I won’t cuckold you,” she said. “It’s that simple.”

    She was right about that.

    “You’re going to make me cum twenty five times before you get another release,” Victoria said as she wiped her cummy fingers on my underwear. “Do you understand?”

    I nodded.

    
      

    

    I didn’t see it at the time, but in hindsight it was obvious that Victoria was intent on turning my focus to her orgasms. She’d chosen a very effective method, too. Because my climax was tied to helping her achieve twenty five orgasms I was very much intent on making her cum as often as possible.

    It took two weeks for me to reach that number and when I look back on that time I can’t help but find it rather remarkable that my focus changed so swiftly.

    If it was up to me she would have cum twenty five times the first day. That wasn’t the slightest bit reasonable, though. Instead, I turned my focus to doing everything in my power to arouse Victoria so she’d let me go down on her.

    The first few days I was a little bit clumsy about it. I did the sort of things that would have aroused me, like feverishly kissing her neck and running my hands over her body. I’m sure it felt good, but it wasn’t the sort of thing that got her all hot and bothered.

    After those advances were largely rebuffed I did my best to consider what my wife actually wanted and changed to a more sensual approach. In hindsight, I suspect that was the whole point. She was trying to get me to think about her instead of thinking about myself.

    I started giving her foot rubs every night and I was almost always rewarded with a chance to go down on her, especially when I would run my fingers up her legs to massage her calves and the tops of her thighs. Sometimes it would take twenty or thirty minutes of rubbing, but eventually Victoria would smile at me and ask, “Would you like to make me cum?”

    Those became my favorite words. I started having a genuinely joyful response when she’d uttered them. I would smile and nod gleefully and I would feel a remarkable kind of arousal despite knowing that I had no chance of achieving an orgasm of my own.

    I started getting up a little earlier to make sure the coffee was ready when Victoria woke up and on the weekends I’d bring her breakfast in bed and she would generally let me make her cum when she was finished eating.

    The weekends also offered the extra time needed for us to shower together. I would wash Victoria’s body and hair, combining a massage with being of service to her and I would almost always be rewarded with those words: “Would you like to make me cum?”

    Once I got to do it in the shower and two other times she leaned against the bathroom counter while I knelt in front of her and made her cum with my tongue.

    I didn’t have to do anything special to be granted permission to give Victoria the twenty-fifth orgasm. It was a Saturday night and she called me to the bedroom. I’d planned on ending the night with a lengthy massage for her and I was hoping she’d let me get started early so I rushed down the hallway.

    I found her in bed wearing a black satin negligee with the most delicate lace trim. She’d piled up the pillows in front of the headboard and looked like a goddess resting against them.

    “Would you like to make me cum?” she asked.

    I nodded as I stood in the doorway and stared at her impossibly beautiful body. At that point I’d been without an orgasm for two weeks and I was aroused all the time, so seeing Victoria dressed to entice me was a thrilling experience.

    She slowly spread her legs, pulled up the bottom of her negligee, and said, “Take your clothes off and take your place between my legs.”

    I stripped and crawled into the bed. I took my place between my wife’s legs and looked up at her for permission to worship her pussy.

    “Go ahead,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    I worshiped her pussy for the twenty-fifth time in two weeks. She seemed to be holding back from cumming as I must have spent fifteen minutes between her legs – most of the time she climaxed in less than five – but eventually Victoria experienced a loud, lovely orgasm.

    “Join me,” she said afterwards.

    I looked up to see my wife roll onto her side and pat the bed gently. I crawled forward and laid on my back as she wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock and stroked me.

    “You’ve been so good the past two weeks,” she said. “You’ve made me so happy.”

    She kissed my chest and her fingers encircled my balls as she gently teased them.

    “Do you think you can be like this all the time?” she asked.

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “Don’t just say what you think I want to hear,” she said. “Don’t lie to me because you want to cum. That would make me very unhappy.”

    “I’m not,” I said. “I swear, I’m not. I’ll admit that at times I’ve felt like I’m losing my mind a little over the past two weeks, but I think I love it, to be honest. It’s been so different, but I’ve actually liked almost everything about it.”

    “Yeah?” Victoria asked as she rested her chin on my chest and looked up at me. “Like what? What have you enjoyed?”

    “I’ve enjoyed making you cum so often. I’ve come to find it insanely hot to worship your pussy while knowing that I’m not going to orgasm. It feels really satisfying to do things for you, like making you breakfast in bed or coffee in the morning. It feels good to give you foot rubs and to be rewarded with the chance to go down on you and make you cum. I know that me not getting to cum regularly is part of what makes it enjoyable, but I figure that’s not going to change if we go forward with this,” I explained.

    “No, it won’t,” Victoria said. “You won’t be cumming very often if I cuckold you. You’ll have to earn each and every orgasm with good behavior.”

    There was something about the sense of control in her voice that I found hugely arousing. It wasn’t a negotiation. I wasn’t being offered a choice. Victoria was telling me what my new reality would be if I wanted her to cuckold me.

    “I want this,” I said. “I want you to cuckold me. I want to sacrifice my orgasms. I want to give you control. I want to earn the pleasure I get to enjoy. I do.”

    “There’s one more thing I need you to agree to before I let you cum,” Victoria said.

    “Anything,” I replied.

    She smiled in the devious way I’d become accustomed to and said, “I need you to agree to eat your cum. All of your cum. From here on out. Anytime you have an orgasm you’ll clean up your mess.”

    After my previous orgasm I knew it was inevitable that Victoria would have me eating my cum. She’d said as much. Because of that I’d spent the past two weeks trying to prepare for it. I knew I wasn’t going to like it – not at first, at least – but I knew I could do it. It wouldn’t be anything more than a little gross.

    “I’ll do it. I will. I’ll eat my cum. I will,” I said.

    Victoria pressed her satin-clad body against mine and whispered, “Good boy,” before offering a vigorous handjob that made me cum in just a handful of seconds. Two weeks is a long time to go without a release, so I was there almost instantly.

    Victoria pushed her tongue into my mouth as I climaxed. For some reason I sucked on it. It seemed like the right thing to do. It felt wonderful, to be honest.

    When she pulled away my stomach was covered in my load and Victoria had a smile on her face. “Are you ready?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    Victoria ran the tips of her index and middle fingers through the cummy mess on my stomach and scooped up a healthy dollop of it. I opened my mouth and she fed it to me without hesitation.

    I gagged a little at the surprisingly strong taste – it was the first time I’d tasted cum – and Victoria laughed as she said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it.”

    I swallowed the first serving and several more followed as she scooped it all off my stomach. It took a few minutes, but eventually every bit of my cum was in my stomach.

    “Thank you,” I said. “For the orgasm, I mean. It was incredible.”

    “Thank you for being so well-behaved these past two weeks,” Victoria replied.

    “It’s been my pleasure. It really has.”

    Victoria smiled and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek before saying, “I believe you. Which is why I’m going to allow you to take the next step towards your cuckolding.”

    Even though I’d just cum I felt a huge rush of excitement. “Really?”

    Victoria sat up and said, “Yes. You’re going to find a man to fuck me. We’ll sit down tomorrow so I can give you the details on what I’m looking for, but I’m quite certain it’s going to take you a while to find the right guy so you should get started as soon as possible.”

    “Thank you,” I said while knowing how utterly absurd it was to thank my wife for allowing me to find someone else to fuck her. Almost everything about cuckolding can be seen as utterly absurd if you’re looking at it from the outside, though.

    “I need you to understand that if you regress in your behavior – if you masturbate without permission, if you stop being well-behaved, if you stop focusing on me – all of this will end. I will not cuckold you unless you show me that you can follow my rules. Okay?” Victoria said.

    “Yes. I meant it when I said I enjoyed the last two weeks. I don’t want to go back to being the way I was. I really don’t. I promise.”

    “Good,” she said. “Now take a shower to wash the cummy residue off your body before you come to bed.”

    “Of course,” I said.

    I had a big smile on my face as I headed towards the bathroom. I was that much closer to realizing my dream.

  
    A Dutiful Cuckold - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “He needs to be tall, good-looking, and in good shape. Muscular would be preferable, but that’s not always possible. He also needs to have a big cock – at least eight inches and it needs to be thick – and he must possess the stamina to fuck me for a lot longer than you’ve ever been able to. Also, he needs to be the kind of man that likes taking charge in the bedroom. Finally, I want him to have had some experience fucking married women while their husbands watch.”

    I typed everything into my laptop, all while thinking about how surreal it was that my wife was giving me a list of the qualities she was looking for in the man she would be cuckolding me with.

    “I know that’s a lot,” Victoria said, “but that kind of man is out there. It might take you a while to find him, but he’s out there and if I’m going to cuckold you then I see no reason I should settle for anything less than the best.”

    “Of course,” I said.

    “Given that it might take some time, I’d like you to get started right away,” Victoria said.

    “Okay,” I replied.

    “Now, you’re not going to be able to trust that these guys are being honest about their qualifications. You’re going to have to meet them in person. Too many guys are willing to lie through their teeth if it means getting laid. I’m also going to require that you confirm their cock size in person. Size isn’t everything, but it’s really important and I’m not giving myself to a man that lies about the size of his dick and disappoints me when he finally shows it off. Do you understand?” Victoria asked.

    “Uhhh,” was all I could manage to say as I tried to wrap my head around the idea of telling guys to drop their pants so I could check their cock size.

    “Does that scare you, honey? Does the idea of looking at a stranger’s cock scare you?” Victoria asked as she deftly pulled the laptop from my hands and placed it on the coffee table.

    She straddled me and slowly ground her crotch into mine, bringing my cock to life with surprising speed.

    “You’re going to see his cock when he fucks me, you know,” she said as I grew stiffer. “You’re going to see his cock sliding in and out of your wife’s beautiful pussy. You’re going to see him fucking the pussy that you’ve largely been denied access to. What makes you so nervous about seeing it when I’m not there?”

    “I…I don’t know,” I said. “It just seems weird.”

    Victoria leaned down and gently pressed her forehead against mine. I felt the warmth of her breath against my skin and in that moment I wanted nothing more than for her to kiss me.

    “Is it because it feels a little gay, honey? Is that what you’re worried about?” she asked in a soft, sweet voice.

    That wasn’t exactly it, but it was in that neighborhood. There was just something strange about it, like I was crossing some kind of border that I couldn’t come back from.

    Victoria sat up, leaned back and flashed her devilish smile again. I’d gotten a lot more familiar with that smile since she’d begun my orgasm denial and it usually signaled something exceptionally naughty happening in her head.

    “I want you to start thinking about something,” Victoria said as she reached between my legs and stroked the bulge that my cock had formed.

    “What’s that?” I asked before a groan of pleasure escaped my lips.

    “I want you to think about how far you’re willing to go to be a cuckold. I want you to think about how important my pleasure is to you,” she said.

    “It’s the most important thing,” I answered. A month ago that wouldn’t have been an entirely honest answer, but things had changed. My approach had changed. Victoria’s skillful administration of orgasm denial had seen to that.

    “Are you sure?” she asked.

    “Yes, I’m sure,” I said. “I really am. I still think about my orgasms and my pleasure, but your pleasure is what matters most.”

    “Then it shouldn’t bother you to have to look at another man’s dick,” Victoria said. “It doesn’t make you gay.”

    She unzipped my pants and pulled my cock out, sending me to a place of intense pleasure. It had been a week since I’d been permitted to cum and I was in a state of arousal that felt like it bordered on insanity.

    Victoria leaned forward and kissed me as her fingers moved up and down my shaft. She teased the head, played with the precum, and moaned into my mouth as I got lost in my desire.

    “Plus,” she whispered, “you’re going to be sucking cock for me before long.”

    I leaned as far back into the couch cushion as I could manage as panic rushed through me. Victoria stroked me faster, seemingly in an effort to curb my desire to escape from her grasp.

    “Take a deep breath,” she said. “It’s okay. I know it’s scary, but many cuckolds are eager cocksuckers for their wives. They’re fluffers, like those girls on porn sets that keep the male talent hard. Your job will be to get the man I choose to fuck nice and hard for my pussy. You’ll do it to show that you put my pleasure before yours. You’ll do it to show that you understand and embrace your place. You’ll do it because that’s what cuckolds do. You’ll do it if you actually want to watch someone else fuck me.”

    “What?” I said. The panic and stress was obvious in my voice. “But, Victoria, I don’t want to do that.”

    That smile crossed her face again before she said, “It doesn’t matter what you want. I’m sure you didn’t want to give up your orgasms either, but you did and now you’re happier for it, aren’t you?”

    I nodded, though not without some effort. I didn’t want to admit she was right.

    “If you want to enjoy your cuckolding you’ll need to let go of everything you thought you were,” Victoria said. “You need to surrender to me. Do you understand?”

    I nodded.

    “You’re mine, Matt,” she said. “The moment you asked me to cuckold you our marriage changed. I didn’t know it at the time, but it did. I changed, and so did you. Now I’m following through. I’m making you what you want to be, even if you don’t know it.”

    I wasn’t sure she was right, but I couldn’t help but find the idea of going along with her desires immensely arousing, even if they terrified me at the same time.

    “Now, I’m going to put your cock back in your pants and you’re going to make me cum and do so without complaint. Do you understand?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    Victoria slid my cock back into my pants, zipped me up, and moved to her back on the couch. She lifted her skirt, pulled her panties aside, and said, “Get to work.”

    I took my place between her legs and worshiped her pussy. She came in just a few minutes and I took joy in providing her an orgasm.

    Afterwards, Victoria sat up, took my head in her hands, and asked, “Are you going to find a man to fuck your wife? Are you going to do a good job? Are you going to confirm that he’s everything I need him to be?”

    “I will,” I said. I was nervous as hell about it, but I was going to do it.

    
      

    

    Finding a guy turned out to be an enormous pain in the ass. In hindsight, I shouldn’t have been surprised, but that didn’t stop it from being frustrating.

    I posted ads on Reddit and Fetlife first, figuring there was no need to pay for a membership to an adult-related dating site. It turns out that was a bit of a mistake. The vast majority of the messages I got were a complete waste of time. The guys just wanted pictures, or wanted me to tell them exactly what my wife would be willing to do for them, that kind of thing. They were just dudes jerking off. It was worthless.

    A few guys actually seemed serious, but they either lived far away or had such limited availability that it seemed like they were married and hoping to find an easy way to cheat on their wives. That definitely was the sort of man Victoria was looking for.

    Ultimately, I paid for a membership to a site geared towards helping swingers connect. There were plenty of single guys on there and they were almost all looking to actually meet up. I guess paying for a monthly membership ensures that you’re committed to actually meeting and not just looking for jerk off material.

    It still took some time – and I got a few very nasty messages from seemingly insecure guys that were annoyed with my wife’s list of qualifications – but eventually I ended up at a coffee shop waiting for a potential guy to show up for an in person meeting.

    I smiled when I saw Connor come in. He looked exactly like the picture he’d taken – tall, good-looking, and muscular – and he moved with the kind of confidence I knew Victoria wanted in a man.

    I gave him a wave and slid out of the booth to greet him with a handshake.

    “Matt?” Connor said before taking my hand in his and giving a firm shake.

    “That’s me,” I replied.

    Connor flashed a charming smile as he slid into the booth and said, “It’s good to finally meet you.”

    “Yeah, you too,” I added. “I know this is a little bit awkward, so thank you for being willing to jump through hoops for this.”

    “It’s not all that unusual, to be honest,” Connor explained. “Your wife is right to be careful. There are a lot of weirdos out there.”

    “Believe me, I know,” I said. “I’ve been in touch with my fair share of weirdos throughout this process.”

    Connor leaned back and laughed as I saw his muscles flex in the tight t-shirt he had on. I was quite certain Victoria would enjoy that part of him, at least.

    “This isn’t entirely about my wife being careful, though,” I said.

    “What do you mean?” Connor asked as he leaned forward.

    I immediately wished I hadn’t said anything. Connor didn’t need to know the inner workings of my marriage, especially the kinky part. There was something about him that made me want to share, though.

    “Uhhh, well, my wife, Victoria, has kind of taken control,” I explained. “This whole thing started almost two months ago when she said she’d be willing to cuckold me but that I’d have to be willing to prove that I wanted it.”

    Connor leaned forward and smiled as he asked, “And how did you have to prove it?”

    “At first I had to give up control over my orgasms. Now she decides when or if I’m allowed to cum. Then she insisted that I do the groundwork to find someone for her to…well, to fuck, and she insisted that there be some elements to it that I wasn’t entirely comfortable with,” I explained.

    Connor laughed and said, “I haven’t met your wife but I like her already. There’s something irresistibly sexy about a confident woman.”

    “Yes, there is,” I said.

    “So how often do you get to cum?” Connor asked.

    “Not often,” I said. “I’ve had six orgasms in two months.”

    Connor leaned back, smiled, and said, “Damn, you really are dedicated to this. I could never do that.”

    “So, you said you have experience with this sort of thing. You don’t have to get too graphic about it, but what sort of experience are we talking about?” I asked, figuring I’d go right into the interview portion of our meeting.

    “I’ve been with three different couples that were into the same thing you and your wife are considering. I played with one of those couples for nearly a year and things got pretty kinky in that time, so I feel like I’ve experienced just about everything this lifestyle has to offer, though I’m sure I’ll learn something new from you and your wife,” Connor said.

    At that time I had no practical experience with cuckolding so I couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of curiosity over Connor’s real life experience.

    “What…what kind of stuff?” I asked. “I mean, what did you experience?”

    The smile Connor flashed struck me as similar to Victoria’s look of devious delight. In hindsight I’m fairly certain he was expressing a certain sense of confidence at having gotten me hooked.

    “Honestly, I think it would be best if you discovered that as you go on the journey. After all, your wife and this other cuckold’s wife sound fairly similar. She very much enjoyed being in control and making her husband prove that he wanted what he claimed to want. She made him go to extremes to show his willingness to make her happy, too,” Connor said.

    I wanted to know what those extremes were. It had been ten days since my last climax and I could feel the desire coursing through me. Victoria had spent two months training me to embrace being her cuckold and though I didn’t see it at the time, now I can see that she’d done an excellent job of opening my mind to far kinkier pursuits than I’d ever considered.

    “Extremes?” I asked.

    Connor smiled, but he didn’t say anything. He wasn’t going to give me what I wanted and I remember thinking that he seemed perfectly aligned with Victoria in that way.

    “So, you’d obviously feel comfortable with what this would be,” I said, knowing that I had to move on.

    Connor leaned forward, stared into my eyes, and said, “It would be my pleasure to fuck your wife while you watch, to show you what it’s like when someone that’s far better than you slides his cock into her pussy and gives her a better orgasm than you’ve ever managed. It would be my pleasure to show your wife that you were destined to be a cuckold, that she made the right choice in deciding to welcome another man into her pussy.”

    I was hard under the table. Rock hard. I was hard because I couldn’t help but imagine Connor fucking my wife. I couldn’t help but imagine him doing exactly as he said he was going to do. I couldn’t help but find the idea of it immensely arousing.

    “Why don’t we move on to the most important part of this?” he suggested.

    I stared at him. I was so lost in my desire that I couldn’t quite process what he was saying.

    “You need to confirm my size, right?” he asked.

    “Oh, yes,” I said. I remained glued to the seat, though.

    “Well?” Connor said as I sat there staring.

    “I…I need a minute,” I said.

    He smiled and leaned back. “How long has it been since your wife let you cum?” he asked.

    “Ten days,” I replied.

    “So you’re hard right now?” he asked. “You’re thinking about me fucking your wife and you’re hard?”

    I nodded.

    “I’ll tell you what,” Connor said as he slid out of the booth. “I’ll be in my car. It’s the blue BMW X5. You can’t miss it. When you’re ready, come and see me.”

    I watched him leave and tried my best to think about anything other than Victoria cuckolding me. It took a few minutes, but eventually my erection subsided.

    I took a deep breath and got up. I tossed my coffee cup in the trash, opened the door, and scanned the parking lot. Connor’s car was parked under a tree in the corner and I headed that way.

    My heart pounded, in part because I was almost certainly going to see another man’s cock and in part because I was taking a fairly significant step towards my cuckolding. Connor had passed the other tests. He was everything Victoria wanted. As long as his cock was as big as he claimed, he’d be the man to cuckold me.

    I stopped for a moment at the passenger’s side door. I considered walking away. There would be no real harm in it. I could tell Victoria I didn’t want to do it. I could put an end to all of it.

    I didn’t, though. I opened the door and climbed into the front seat. I looked over at Connor and saw a confident smile on his face.

    “Are you ready?” he asked as he looked down at his crotch.

    My gaze followed his and I saw a bulge in his pants. It was big. He was unquestionably the size he’d claimed to be.

    “I…honestly, I think we’re good,” I said. He was big. He was big enough to make Victoria happy.

    “Are you sure, Matt?” he asked. “Are you sure that seeing a bulge through my pants is good enough? Are you sure that your wife would be happy if you went back and told her that you saw something that looked like a dick in my jeans?”

    I said nothing, but I knew he was right.

    “I think we both know what your wife really wants, don’t we? She wants you to have to stare at another man’s cock. She wants you to confront the idea that another man is going to fuck her. She wants you to submit to having to do this for her even if you find it embarrassing or humiliating,” Connor said.

    He was right. Of course he was right. “You’re right,” I said.

    “I know. So reach over, unzip my pants, and take my cock out to make sure it’s big enough to fuck your wife like she needs to be fucked,” Connor said.

    “What?” I said. “No. I’m not doing that. Why do I have to do that?”

    I tried not to panic. I thought of what Victoria had said. I thought of how she’d been perfectly clear that I would be asked to do so much more than that at some point. I thought about how she told me to let go of my fears and embrace her pleasure. None of it was enough to compel me to pull Connor’s cock from his pants, though.

    “Your wife isn’t the only one that gets to make demands, Matt,” Connor said in a firm, commanding tone. “She isn’t the only one that finds pleasure in your submission. You don’t know the things I made that other cuckold do. You don’t know what kind of fun I had with him. You don’t know what it unlocked inside me.”

    I saw the intense lust in his eyes. I saw his desire to seize control.

    “I can tell you this, though,” Connor continued. “I discovered that I found it rather pleasurable to play with a dutiful little cuckold bitch, to make him do what I wanted because he was so keen on watching me fuck his wife. You want that, don’t you Matt? You want me to fuck your wife, don’t you? You want me to show her what it’s like when a real man fills her pussy, don’t you?”

    I nodded. It was basically the same thing he’d said in the coffee shop and yet it worked again. I was hard. Arousal and fear rushed through my body.

    “So take my dick out, Matt. Reach over, unzip my pants, and pull out the cock that’s going to fuck your wife. Look at it. Feel it in your hands. Admire its size. Admire its superiority to whatever you have between your legs,” Connor demanded.

    I leaned closer and reached out.

    “That’s good. Show me that you want to be a cuckold. Show me that you want me to satisfy your wife in ways you’ve never satisfied her,” Connor said.

    I found his zipper and pulled it down.

    “Pull out my cock, Matt,” he said. “Pull out the cock that’s going to change your life.”

    I reached inside, worked my fingers into his underwear, and found his cock. My heart pounded hard in my chest and my cock throbbed. I was terrified and aroused at the same time. It was a uniquely strange, intoxicating set of feelings.

    It took a little work, but eventually I pulled out Connor’s cock. He’d said he was nine inches long and it looked like he’d been telling the truth.

    “Am I big enough, Matt?” he asked.

    My fingers were still around the base of his cock as I nodded.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife?” Connor asked.

    I nodded.

    “Good. Then I just need you to do one small thing for me,” he said.

    I dreaded whatever he was going to say next. I knew it was going to be something I didn’t want to do. It was inevitable.

    “I need you to submit, Matt,” he said.

    “How?” I asked, though I had a good idea of what he meant.

    “Take me in your mouth, Matt. Suck my cock. Just for a moment. Show me that you can be a good cuckold. Show me that you’re not going to fight it when your wife and I take you on this kinky journey. Show me that you’re capable of doing what you’re told even if you don’t want to do it,” Connor said.

    I leaned a little closer as my heart pounded so hard it felt like I could feel it vibrating in my chest.

    “There you go,” Connor said as his hand moved to the back of my head. “Take me in your mouth. Suck my cock.”

    I approached the thick, flared head of his cock. I stared at the little slit his piss came out of. I stared at the soft, smooth flesh. I opened my mouth. I wrapped my lips around his cock. I took him into my mouth.

    Connor laughed as I felt a deep sense of humiliation mix with a kind of wild, kink-driven arousal.

    “I’ll fuck your wife, cuckold,” Connor said. “I’ll fuck her like she’s never been fucked before. I’ll make sure she has the best orgasm of her life and then I’ll do it again and again until she decides that you have no business being anything but her cuck husband, forever denied her pussy in favor of other men.”

    Connor pushed me deeper on his cock and I gagged. He held my head for a moment and then released his grasp. I sat up, gasped for air, and coughed as he laughed and put his cock away.

    “Go home and tell your wife everything,” Connor said. “Tell her I’m exactly what she needs and that I’ll fuck her like she craves. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” I said as I grappled with an array of emotions.

    “Good. If she’s on board send me an email and we’ll set up a first date,” Connor said.

    “Right. I will,” I said as I opened the door and slid out of the car.

    Connor hit the ignition button, put the SUV in reverse, and backed out of the space. He waved at me as I stood there in a daze with half an erection in my pants.

    I could still taste his cock in my mouth. I could still feel his hand on the back of my head. I could still feel the humiliation of having fully crossed a bisexual boundary, and yet I still felt desire coursing through my body.

    Victoria had been clear that I’d be crossing that boundary anyway. I’d simply done it sooner. I knew she wouldn’t be mad. She’d probably find the whole thing delightful, in fact. She’d trained me to submit, after all.

    I made my way to my car and headed home. I had to let my wife know that I’d found the right guy for her.
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    “You can touch them,” Victoria said as she caught Matt staring at her breasts.

    They looked spectacular as the hot water from the shower head ran down her chest. Matt couldn’t help but smile as he reached out to take his wife’s beautiful breasts in his hands. She smiled and let a quiet, sensual moan escape her lips as he gently ran his fingers back and forth over her nipples.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Matt asked.

    “I am,” Victoria answered as she looked down at Matt’s cock. “You are too, aren’t you?”

    She wrapped her fingers around Matt’s erection and stroked him with her wet hands.

    “You’re thinking about that big cock that you got a chance to suck on, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Matt nodded.

    “Who knew my husband was such a slut?” Victoria said. “A submissive slut, at that. Who knew you’d be so willing to take a stranger’s cock in your mouth? Who knew you’d be so eager to embrace the bisexual side of your cuckolding?”

    Matt looked at his wife and groaned as she worked his cock skillfully. “You knew,” he said.

    Victoria released his dick and stepped closer. She pressed her body against his and kissed him. Her tongue pushed into his mouth as she grabbed his ass and squeezed it hard. It felt like she was taking possession of him, like she was claiming her property on the night she would officially make him a cuckold.

    “Yes, I suppose I did,” she whispered.

    “How did you know?” he asked as he ran his fingers down her back. “How did you know I’d be willing to do it?”

    “I did a lot of reading about men like you, honey,” Victoria said as her fingers moved down the crack of his ass, stopping just short of teasing his asshole. “As it turns out, you’re the kind of man whose submissive desires outweigh everything, including your sexuality. That’s why you’re going to be a cocksucker tonight if I tell you to. That’s why you’re going to fluff Connor when I demand it. That’s why you’re going to offer us both anything and everything we want.”

    Victoria pressed her finger against his asshole, applying just enough pressure for him to feel it without slipping inside him. She smiled as he reacted with a moan that betrayed the sense of pleasure he felt.

    “Now, I want you to shave my pussy for Connor,” she said. “I want you to make it look absolutely perfect for him.”

    Matt smiled at his wife and sank to his knees in the shower. She passed him the razor and shaving cream and he went to work.

    He squirted the shaving cream into his hand and spread it over her pubic hair. He slowly, carefully used the razor to remove it all, leaving his wife smooth and perfect looking for the man that would be fucking her later that night.

    “Does my pussy look beautiful, honey?” she asked. “Does it look beautiful for Connor? Is he going to see it and feel like he absolutely, positively has to fuck your wife?” 

    “Yes,” Matt said.

    “Good. Why don’t you kiss it? Give it a little taste as a reward for being such a good helper,” Victoria said.

    Matt pressed his lips against his wife’s beautiful pussy and kissed it. She leaned back and the water flowed over her shoulders, down her stomach, and over his lips. Matt pushed his tongue inside her and Victoria moaned as she closed her eyes and smiled.

    “It turns me on when you’re well-behaved,” she said. “It makes me so fucking wet to think about the things you’re going to do tonight.”

    Victoria grabbed a handful of Matt’s hair and began to grind her pussy against his mouth.

    “I can’t wait to see you suck cock for me, Matt. I can’t wait to see your lips wrapped around a nice big dick. I can’t wait to see you being a dutiful cuckold,” she said.

    Matt’s cock throbbed. He loved making his wife feel good. He loved getting her all hot and bothered. He loved being a source of pleasure for her.

    He felt a little disappointed when she released his hair and pulled her pussy from his mouth. “I know you want to make me cum, but that’s not your job tonight. That’s Connor’s job. He’s going to fuck your wife. He’s going to make me cum. Hopefully he’ll make me cum multiple times.”

    “Of course,” Matt said. He wanted to make her cum, but he knew it wasn’t his place, not tonight.

    “Stand up,” she said.

    Matt stood up and his wife reached out and stroked his throbbing cock.

    “Are you going to do what you’re told tonight? Are you going to be a dutiful cuckold for your wife?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “You know things are going to change tonight, right? You know that once I actually cuckold you that things are going to be different. There’s no escaping it,” she said.

    “I know,” Matt replied as his wife’s hands moved up and down his slippery shaft.

    “Are you nervous?” she asked.

    “No,” Matt said, though it wasn’t entirely truthful. He was a little nervous. He wondered if Victoria would look at him differently afterwards. Would she think of him as less than a man after she’d taken someone else inside her? Would she think of him as less than a man after she’d watched him fluff someone else? It seemed entirely possible.

    “It’s okay if you are,” she said. “I’m going to cuckold you either way.”

    Matt couldn’t help but smile. “That’s good to hear,” he said.

    “I’m sure it is,” she replied before pulling him close for a soft, wet kiss. “Now I’d like you to wash my hair.”

    “Of course.”

    
      

    

    “Where should you be?” Victoria asked.

    She was naked and standing by the bed. The lingerie set and dress she’d selected to wear for Connor rested on the comforter.

    Matt fell to his knees and looked up at his wife’s breathtaking body. He knew it wouldn’t be long before she gave that body to another man, before their marriage changed in potentially unpredictable ways.

    “I’d like you to dress me for my date with Connor,” Victoria said. “Show me that you understand your role tonight. Show me that you want me to look as beautiful as possible for the man that’s going to take your place between my legs.”

    Matt reached up and took one of the black lace top stockings in his hand. Victoria lifted her foot and he gently pulled the stocking on and up her leg. He felt a wonderful kind of arousal stir within him as he began the process of dressing his wife for Connor.

    It thrilled Matt that he was doing his part to make his wife look beautiful for another man. He was showing her that he was the willing cuckold she needed him to be.

    After Matt finished pulling the second stocking into place, Victoria ran her fingers over the smooth, exposed skin of her thighs and the delicate lace of the stocking tops.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    “You’re perfect,” Matt replied.

    “Dress me in the garter belt,” she said.

    Matt stood, picked the garter belt up off the bed, and his wife spun around so he could put it on with ease. She spun around once more and he dropped to his knees to attach each of the four garters to her stockings.

    “He’ll almost certainly see me like this tonight,” she said. “Right before he fucks me. I’ll be down to my stockings and garter belt and my pussy will be wet with desire. Perhaps he’ll be standing right next to me with his big, beautiful cock in need of a good fluffing. Will you fluff him for me, honey? Will you be a dutiful cuckold and suck my bull’s big, beautiful cock?”

    “Yes, I will,” Matt answered.

    “Is your cock hard, honey?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Is it hard because you’re thinking about being a good cuckold for your wife? Are you thinking about proving to me just how badly you want this?” she asked.

    “I am,” Matt said.

    “That’s good, because if you fail to do as you’re told at any point tonight I will not be cuckolding you. Do you understand? All of this will go away and you won’t get to live out your fantasy. You’ll just be a guy who sucked a dick in a car for a few seconds for no particular reason,” Victoria said with a harsh edge to her voice that made it perfectly clear how serious she was.

    “I promise I’ll be a good cuckold. It’ll do my duty, whatever you decide that is,” Matt promised.

    “Good. Now put my panties on,” she said.

    Matt dropped to his knees and grabbed the black panties from the bed. He ran his fingers over the soft, sexy satin that blended so nicely with the lace trim. He knew she was going to look perfect in them. He knew any man would kill to fuck a woman dressed in underwear like that. He held the panties at Victoria’s feet and she stepped into them. Matt pulled them up his wife’s legs and stood up.

    “Come here,” she said.

    Matt stepped closer and Victoria pulled his lips to hers for a slow, sensual kiss.

    “I’m going to fuck another man tonight, Matt. I need to know that you truly understand that. This isn’t a fantasy. This is reality. Someone else’s cock is going to be inside your wife tonight. He’s going to fill me, to stretch me, to fuck me until I cum, likely in a way that you haven’t made me cum in years,” Victoria said in a soft, sensual voice as her lips remained tantalizingly close to his.

    “I understand,” Matt said as his cock throbbed in his pants.

    “I’m not sure you do,” she said. “Things will be different after tonight. You’ll be a cuckold. It will be different than being a husband who gave up control of his orgasms. It will be different than being a husband who worships his wife and her pussy. You’ll be a cuckold, a man who practically begged his wife to fuck someone else, who begged me to have better sex with a man who is superior to you.”

    “Superior?” Matt said, though he knew it was undeniably true.

    “Yes, sweetheart. Superior. He’s better looking. He’s in better shape. He has a much bigger cock and I’m fairly certain I’m going to find out that he fucks me a lot better than you ever have. What else would you call that if not superior?” Victoria asked.

    She unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, which was still hard.

    “That’s the point though, isn’t it? You gave up your orgasms and started worshiping my pussy because you wanted me to fuck a superior man. You did it because you recognized that you’re not the kind of man that can completely satisfy me. You did it because you wanted me to have someone better. Now I’m going to and I’m telling you that things are going to change. I’m not entirely sure what and I won’t be until it happens, but our marriage is going to be different,” Victoria said.

    “I know,” Matt said. “I do. I know.” He closed his eyes and groaned as Victoria continued to stroke him. “I want this.”

    “I do too,” she said while putting his cock back in his pants and zipping him up. “Now help me into my bra.”

    Matt picked up the satin and lace bra that matched her panties and helped his wife into it. She spun around so he could fit the little hooks into their holes in the back and then stepped back so he could admire his work.

    “You’re beautiful,” he said.

    Victoria smiled and said, “Thank you.”

    “May I help you into the dress?” he asked.

    “You may,” she replied.

    The little black dress Victoria had chosen for her date rested on the bed next to where the lingerie had been and Matt unzipped it and knelt so she could step into it. He pulled it up her legs and over her hips and she spun around so he could zip it up.

    He stepped back and dropped to his knees to slip his wife’s stocking-clad feet into her high heels.

    “Kiss them,” she said after stepping into the shoes.

    “What?” Matt asked.

    “Kiss my shoes,” she said.

    Matt bent over and placed a gentle kiss on each of her shoes as Victoria giggled.

    “You’ll do anything for me, won’t you?” she asked.

    He looked up at his wife, smiled, and said, “Yes.”

    Victoria looked at the clock and said, “It’s time to leave. Make sure you have your wallet and the car keys and let’s go.”

    Matt gathered his things from the nightstand and followed his wife to the garage. He opened the back door for her and watched as she carefully slid into the car. He took his place behind the wheel, started the car, and headed towards Connor’s house.

    “Hey you,” Victoria said.

    Matt looked in the rearview mirror and saw that she was on her phone. She must have called Connor.

    “We’re on our way,” she said.

    Victoria listened for a moment and said, “You’ll just have to wait and see what I’m wearing. You’re going to like it though, I promise. Especially what’s underneath.”

    She laughed at something Connor said and Matt felt a rush of jealousy.

    “Okay. I’ll see you soon.”

    “Was that Connor?” Matt asked after she’d hung up.

    “It was,” she said. “We’ve talked so much on the phone that I feel like I know him already. Those FaceTime sessions have certainly helped, too.” She was quiet for a few moments before adding, “God, his cock is so beautiful. I can’t wait to have it inside me.”

    Matt tried his best not to let his arousal distract him from driving safely, though it was harder than he expected to keep the car on the road as his wife dreamed of having another man’s cock in her pussy.

    “Remember, you’re our chauffeur when we’re in the car,” she said. “It’s not your place to try and watch what’s happening in the back seat and it’s certainly not your place to comment on anything or try and stop me if I decide I want to have a little fun with Connor. Do you understand?”

    “I’m to be seen and not heard,” Matt said, reciting a line Victoria had repeated multiple times since she’d decided to cuckold him with Connor.

    Matt watched his wife smile before she leaned back and closed her eyes. She moaned and it seemed like she was playing with her pussy as she thought about how the events of the evening might unfold.

    “I’m so wet for him,” she said in a quiet, distant sort of way, like she was talking to no one in particular.

    “We’re here,” Matt said as he pulled into Connor’s driveway.

    He pulled up next to the BMW X5 and immediately thought of what he’d done in that car. He thought of Connor’s hand on the back of his head and the way his lips had stretched around the other man’s big cock. He thought of how he’d almost certainly be giving head again later that night.

    Matt jumped out of the car when Connor came out of his front door. He moved to the passenger side and opened the back door as the other man nodded at him and joined Victoria in the backseat.

    Matt shut the door, moved back to the driver’s side, and slid in. He glanced in the back and saw his wife and the man that she’d picked to be her bull sitting close together and sharing soft, sensual kisses.

    “You look beautiful,” Connor said as Matt buckled his seat belt and put the car in reverse. “These stockings are a particularly nice choice.”

    Victoria moaned and Matt glanced in the mirror. He couldn’t quite tell, but it looked like Connor was caressing his wife’s legs.

    They kissed again and Matt had to pull his eyes from the mirror and focus on the road. His cock was hard as it seemed very much like his wife might get started on cuckolding him a lot sooner than expected.

    “Are you hard for me?” Victoria asked.

    “I was hard for you the moment I got into the car, Victoria,” Connor said. “We’ve been texting and talking and FaceTiming for two weeks and my desire has been out of control that entire time. I want you more than I’ve ever wanted anyone. Plus, it makes it a little bit hotter that your husband is driving the car.”

    “I know,” Victoria said.

    Matt heard his wife unzip Connor’s pants. He heard her fingers move up and down the shaft that he knew was longer and thicker than his. He heard the other man moan.

    “This is going to be an incredible night,” she said.

    “Yes it is,” Connor replied. “I’m going to fuck you like no man has fucked you before, Victoria. I’m going to show you a kind of pleasure you’ve never experienced.”

    Matt’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed. The date had just begun and he was already more aroused than he’d ever been in his life. It really was going to be an incredible night.
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    “Why aren’t you driving?” Victoria asked from the back seat.

    “Sorry,” Matt said as he put the car in reverse and backed out of the driveway.

    He heard more kissing from the back and the sound of Connor’s groans was unmistakable. Matt’s wife was stroking another man’s cock in the back seat of his car. It was happening. She was going to cuckold him. She was going to make his fantasies into reality and it was going to happen soon.

    “Drive carefully,” Victoria said before Matt heard her seat belt unbuckle.

    He glanced in the rear view mirror and saw Victoria’s head drop into Connor’s lap. A moment later the other man groaned and the sounds of cocksucking filled the car.

    “You’re better than your husband,” Connor said.

    Matt heard his wife moan around the other man’s cock. The sounds of sucking got wetter and sloppier as Victoria vigorously pleasured the man in the back seat.

    “Matt, pull over,” Victoria said. “I can’t wait until after our date. I need this now. I need to get fucked right now.”

    Matt pulled into a mostly empty parking lot and found a space in a darkened corner without any other cars around. He turned the car off and looked in the mirror. He saw his wife’s head bobbing up and down in Connor’s lap and the visual paired quite nicely with the sloppy sounds of wet cocksucking she was making.

    “Get out of the car, cuckold,” Connor said. “Eat your wife’s pussy. Make sure she’s soaking wet for me.”

    Matt got out of the car with such haste that he nearly fell on his face in the parking lot when his foot caught on the door. He found his balance and opened the back door to see his wife on her hands and knees with her head still moving up and down in Connor’s lap.

    Matt stepped closer and reached out to lift the bottom of his wife’s dress and expose her beautiful ass and panty clad pussy. He dropped to his knees, pulled the panties aside, and pressed his face between the soft globes of her bottom. His tongue pushed into her pussy and he added his saliva to the exceptional wetness he found there.

    Victoria moaned around her bull’s big cock as Matt ensured that his wife was soaking wet. Connor was a lot bigger than him, and potentially bigger than anyone that had enjoyed the pleasure of his wife’s pussy and Matt wanted to make sure she was ready.

    “Is he doing his job?” Connor asked.

    Victoria lifted her head from her bull’s cock and said, “He’s being a good cuckold. He knows his place.”

    Matt listened as his wife and her bull kissed. He heard his wife’s hand moving up and down her bull’s long, thick, slick shaft.

    “I want him to be a very good cuckold, though,” Victoria said.

    “And how can he do that?” Connor asked.

    “By sucking your cock again. By doing it while I watch. By blowing you like a good cuckold is supposed to,” Victoria replied.

    “You heard your wife, cuckold. Come around the other side and suck my cock while she watches. Show her what a good little cuck you are. Show your wife how eager you are to please her,” Connor said.

    Matt reluctantly left his wife’s pussy and moved to the other side of the car. He opened the door and saw Victoria smiling at him as she slowly stroked her bull’s cock.

    “Suck his cock, Matt,” she said. “Suck Connor’s cock. Take him in your mouth again. Pleasure him for me. Show me that you know your place. Show me what a good cuckold you can be.”

    Matt locked eyes with his wife as he crawled into the car.

    “Take him in your mouth,” Victoria said. “If you want me to cuckold you, take Connor’s cock in your mouth and fluff him. Give him head. Suck his beautiful dick like a good slut.”

    Matt marveled at the intensity in his wife’s eyes. She seemed to be turned on in a way he hadn’t witnessed in years, if not longer.

    “Do it. Be a cocksucker for me. Show me what a dutiful cuckold you want to be,” she said.

    Matt looked down at the smooth, throbbing head of Connor’s cock. He parted his lips, wrapped them around the other man’s turgid flesh, and took it into his mouth. He gave a blowjob for the second time.

    Victoria pushed down on the back of his head and said, “That’s a good boy. Fluff him. Fluff my bull. Embrace your place.”

    Matt couldn’t get much of Connor’s cock in his mouth, but that didn’t stop him from trying. He sucked and gagged and licked and offered sloppy pleasure just like his wife had. He knew he wasn’t anywhere near as good as her, but that wasn’t the point. It was his willingness to suck cock that mattered. It was his willingness to be a dutiful cuckold husband that was important.

    “He’s going to be anything you need him to be, Victoria,” Connor said. “When a cuckold is willing to suck cock like this he’s willing to do anything.”

    Victoria laughed and pushed harder on the back of Matt’s head, making him gag on the bull’s cock.

    “That’s good,” she said. “I need to get fucked now. My pussy has been aching for this cock for weeks. I need him inside me.”

    Matt let Connor’s cock fall from his mouth and moved away as he watched his wife straddle her bull. She reached down, guided the other man’s cock inside her, and sat on it. Her eyes rolled back as she adjusted to the exceptional size of the dick now buried in her pussy.

    “It’s perfect,” she said.

    Connor reached up and pulled the straps of Victoria’s dress off her shoulders. He yanked down the top, exposing her bra and letting him reach inside the soft satin cups to play with her tits.

    “Ride me,” Connor said. “Fuck yourself with my cock. Take what you want. Take what you crave. Show your husband how much you love having a big dick buried in your wet cunt.”

    Connor played with Victoria’s perky tits as she rode his cock like he demanded. She bounced on him in the backseat of their car and Matt watched as he stood just outside the back door. He watched his wife cuckold him. He watched his fantasy come to life and it was so much hotter than he expected it would be.

    Victoria kissed Connor as she began to grind back and forth on his cock. Matt knew that meant she was working towards her orgasm. She was rubbing her clit over his pelvis and milking his big cock with her pussy. When she moaned into the other man’s mouth Matt knew his wife was close to having an orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her.

    “I’m gonna cum on that big cock,” she said. “I’m gonna cum on that big fucking cock of yours.”

    Connor gave her ass a swift smack and Victoria moaned in pleasure.

    “Spank my ass,” she said. “Spank it hard.”

    Connor delivered a hard smack to Victoria’s ass and she moaned once more.

    “Again,” she said.

    Connor spanked her ass again, this time giving each cheek a hard whack. Victoria moved her hips over his crotch with impressive speed as she worked her way towards an orgasm that already had her thighs vibrating.

    “Cum on my cock, Victoria. Cum on my cock as your husband watches. Make him a true cuckold. Have the kind of orgasm that he never gives you. Have the kind of orgasm that only a real man’s cock can give you,” Connor said.

    He smacked her ass again and Victoria leaned forward and screamed. Matt watched his wife have an orgasm. He watched her cum on Connor’s cock. He watched her take what seemed like a very important step in his cuckolding.

    “Holy shit,” she said as the orgasm ripped through her body. “Holy fucking shit!”

    Victoria looked at Matt with a hazy smile on her face.

    “Was it good?” he asked.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it, cuckold,” she said.

    Victoria turned back to Connor and they kissed before she lifted her pussy off his cock.

    “Suck his dick, cuckold. My pussy needs a rest before he cums inside me,” she said.

    Matt’s cock jumped at the mere mention of another man cumming in his wife, and he loved the implication that it was going to happen then and there.

    Seeking to follow his wife’s orders, Matt once again crawled into the car and took Connor’s cock in his mouth. He sucked for all he was worth, tasting his wife’s juices and the other man’s precum in the process.

    “Take his pants off,” Victoria said.

    Matt reluctantly let Connor’s cock fall from his mouth and worked the other man’s pants off, leaving them on the floor of the backseat.

    “Now suck his balls like a good cuckold. Help him make a nice big load for your wife. Slobber on his nuts like a good little cuck bitch,” Victoria said.

    Matt could scarcely believe it was his wife saying those things. It seemed like cuckolding him had unlocked an aggressive, dominant part of her he’d never known existed.

    He did as she demanded and took Connor’s balls into his mouth. He licked and sucked the other man’s sweaty testicles. He rubbed his nose in Connor’s crotch and offered pleasure because doing so made him happy. He desperately wanted to be a good cuckold. He wanted to make his wife happy, to please the part of her that clearly enjoyed being in control.

    “What do you think of your husband now, Victoria?” Colin asked. “He’s sucking my balls like a bitch. He just finished sucking my dick. He’d probably suck me off and swallow my cum if you told him to. How does that make you feel?”

    “It confirms what I already knew. My husband is a very good cuckold. He’s willing to do anything to make his wife happy. He’s willing to give up everything in exchange for pleasing me,” Victoria said.

    “Are you going to make him clean my cum out of your pussy?” Connor asked.

    “Of course I am,” she said. “A cuckold should always clean up a superior man’s cum, right? He should be a willing little cum dumpster for his wife and her bull, shouldn’t he?”

    Connor grabbed a handful of Matt’s hair and pulled back, lifting the cuckold’s head from between his legs.

    “Is your wife right, Matt?” he asked.

    Matt nodded.

    “Are you going to be a willing cum dumpster for your wife?” Connor asked.

    “Yes,” Matt said as his dick throbbed painfully in his pants.

    Connor released Matt’s hair and said, “I’m going to cum in your wife’s pussy now.”

    Matt stepped out of the car once more and watched as his wife and Connor situated their bodies so they could have missionary sex. She spread her legs and he moved between them to sink his cock into her needy pussy and fill her.

    The sex was hard and fast and Matt had a perfect view of his wife’s body opening up for the other man over and over again. He worked to resist the desire to pull out his cock and masturbate as his cuckolding continued. Instead, he settled for rubbing the tip of his cock through his pants, producing even more precum.

    “You feel so fucking good,” Victoria said. “Your cock feels so fucking good inside me. Pound me. Pound me. Pound me!”

    Connor was relentless. He showed no sign of slowing down, proving he had the kind of stamina Victoria had demanded in a man. He kept up the kind of deep, rhythmic pounding she craved and eventually he had her on the cusp of another climax.

    “Cum inside me,” Victoria said. “Please! Cum inside me!”

    It was the sense of overwhelming need and desire in her voice that thrilled Matt the most. She wasn’t saying it to make Connor happy. She was saying it because she desperately wanted him to cum inside her. She wanted him to fill her pussy with his load. She wanted to feel his cock empty inside her. Matt hoped the fact that he was watching made it more arousing for Victoria. He hoped that his willingness to clean the other man’s load made it hotter for his wife.

    They climaxed together. Connor buried his cock in Victoria’s pussy and emptied his balls inside her as she had her second orgasm of the evening.

    “You’re incredible,” Victoria said.

    “It only gets better from here,” Connor replied. “Trust me.”

    He pulled out and Matt moved out of the way as Connor backed out of the car.

    “Get in there, cuck. Eat my fucking load. Show your wife what a good cuckold you are,” Connor instructed.

    Matt climbed into the car and saw his wife’s beautiful smiling face. She reached down and spread her pussy lips. Even in the relative darkness of the parking lot Matt could see some of the other man’s cum leaking out of her.

    “Eat his cum,” she said. “Clean it out of me. Show me what a good cuckold you are.”

    Matt had no reason to hesitate. He’d already sucked cock. He’d sucked on Connor’s balls. It didn’t feel any worse to clean the other man’s cum out of his wife’s pussy.

    Matt laid between Victoria’s legs and pushed his tongue inside her. He tasted the thick, viscous, salty cum and took it into his mouth. He swallowed. He took Connor’s cum down his throat and into his stomach. He became the cuckold his wife wanted him to be.

    “That’s it, baby. Get it all out of me. Lick every drop of his load out of me. All of it,” Victoria said.

    Matt dedicated himself to the task of cleaning his wife’s messy pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her over and over and found a little more semen each time. Soon cum was all he could taste. He felt it coating every bit of his mouth and throat.

    “That’s everything,” Matt said after pushing his tongue inside her and finding nothing. “That’s all of his cum.”

    He looked up and saw Victoria smiling. “How does it feel?” she asked. “How does it feel to be a cum eating cuckold? How does it feel to be a dutiful cuckold cum dumpster for your wife and her bull?”

    “I’ve never been more aroused,” Matt said.

    “That’s good. You understand you won’t be cumming right now though, right?” she asked.

    “I do,” Matt replied.

    “Good. Get back in the driver’s seat and take us to the restaurant. Connor and I still have a romantic date to go on, after all,” Victoria instructed.

    Matt slid out of the car, nodded at Connor, and moved to the other side of the car as he savored the taste of cum on his tongue. It was strong, but Matt liked that it served as a constant reminder that he’d just eaten Connor’s load. He was a true cuckold.

    He climbed into the driver’s seat, started the car, and quickly checked the rearview mirror. Connor had put his pants back on and he and Victoria were kissing.

    “You were incredible, Connor. You’re exactly the kind of man I need. Thank you,” Victoria said.

    “It was my pleasure, Victoria. Truly. And I wasn’t kidding. We’re just getting started. You and I are going to have a very fruitful relationship,” he said. “I promise. Right now, we’re going to go on a lovely date and I’m going to show you that I’m more than a pretty face and a big cock.”

    Victoria laughed and leaned into Connor as Matt put the car in drive and pulled out of the parking lot. The night had just begun and already he’d experienced so much. He hoped Connor was right. He hoped that his wife and her bull were just getting started.
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    Connor and Victoria walked arm-in-arm as they approached the restaurant. Matt walked behind them, as he’d been instructed to do by his beautiful wife. His eyes were fixed on her ass and alluring way the fabric of her dress clung to it.

    “It looks so beautiful,” Victoria said.

    “Having a bull should be about more than great sex,” Connor replied. “It should be a chance to experience a little bit of romance, to savor our desire for each other over a great meal and a glass of wine. It should be a chance to fall in lust with someone that you crave with every fiber of your being.”

    Victoria stopped and pulled Connor’s lips to hers for a long, tender kiss as Matt watched from a few feet away.

    “I think you might be the perfect man for me,” she said.

    Connor smiled and took his hand in hers as they approached the restaurant. Matt moved ahead to open the door for them and neither his wife nor her bull even acknowledged him. He felt a brief, thrilling rush of humiliation at being treated like their manservant.

    “Welcome,” said the pretty girl standing behind the reservation desk. “Do you have a reservation?”

    “Yes. Williams, party of two,” Connor replied. “My apologies, but we’re a little late.”

    Matt smiled. They were late because Victoria couldn’t wait to fuck her bull. She had to have him in the car.

    “That’s not a problem,” the girl said. “I can take you back right now.”

    With two menus in her hand the girl took Connor and Victoria onto the restaurant’s outdoor patio as Matt stayed behind. They hadn’t made it clear what he was supposed to do, so he figured he’d grab a seat at the bar and wait for his wife and her bull to finish their date before he drove them home.

    “I can take you to your table, sir,” the pretty girl said when she returned.

    “I’m sorry, what?” Matt said.

    The girl offered a knowing smile before saying, “Your wife said that I should seat you outside.”

    Matt wanted to turn and run out of the restaurant. He wanted to run from the smile on the girl’s face. He wanted to run from having to feel the sense of public embarrassment. He didn’t, though. He knew Victoria would be deeply disappointed.

    “Isn’t that what you want?” the girl asked. “Your wife said it’s what you would want, at least. She said a man like you would find it thrilling to sit close to his wife as she enjoyed a romantic dinner with another man. Is she right?”

    The pretty girl’s amusement at Matt’s humiliation made it so much more potent. He couldn’t believe Victoria had shared the details of her evening with a stranger, and it seemed that she’d sent the girl back into the restaurant with very clear instructions to humiliate him.

    “Yes, she’s right,” Matt answered, playing right into his wife’s desires.

    The girl giggled, picked up a lone menu for Matt, and said, “Follow me, sir. I’ve picked out a perfect table for you. You’ll have a lovely view of your wife and her date enjoying their evening.”

    “Thank you,” Matt said quietly as he followed the girl onto the outdoor patio.

    She placed his menu on a small table designed for two and said, “Enjoy your evening, sir,” before leaving.

    Matt pulled out the chair and sat as he looked over at Victoria and Connor. They were seated across from each other just two tables away, giving Matt a perfect view, just as the girl had promised.

    Matt watched his wife slip off her heel and run her toes up Connor’s leg. He watched the other man smile as Victoria’s foot disappeared into his crotch. It was astounding to see her act so boldly, but Matt found it thrilling.

    “How long has it been since you were truly satisfied, Victoria?” Connor asked.

    “Before tonight?” she asked. “Because you were quite satisfying in the car.”

    Matt had been seated close enough to hear everything, which he suspected was the point. Neither Connor nor Victoria had looked at him since he’d sat down, but they knew he was there. This wasn’t just a date for the two of them. It was a date for him too.

    Connor smiled as Victoria’s foot continued to move between his legs. “Yes, before tonight,” he said.

    “It’s been years,” she said. “I’m not sure I could pinpoint when sex with Matt stopped being truly satisfying, but it’s been a long time.”

    “Was it ever satisfying?” Connor asked.

    Victoria was about to answer as the waiter approached. She removed her foot from Connor’s lap and smiled at him as they placed their drink and appetizer orders.

    “Can I get you anything, sir?” the waiter asked as he approached Matt’s table.

    “Water’s good for me,” he said.

    “Very good, sir,” the waiter said.

    “It was satisfying at first,” Victoria said. “It felt satisfying, at least. The orgasms were good. They were never great, but they were good.”

    “What changed?” Connor said.

    Victoria leaned forward and smiled as she said, “Nothing, and that’s part of the problem. Matt never got better and as soon as we moved past that early part of the marriage where you’re so full of wild desire, it stopped being so satisfying. It started to feel like Matt’s…shortcomings were going to be more problematic than I ever anticipated.”

    Matt closed his eyes for a moment and saw Connor’s cock filling Victoria’s pussy. He heard her moans of pleasure. He heard her climactic moans. He knew she didn’t sound that way when he fucked her. He knew Connor had given her the kind of orgasm he hadn’t offered his wife in a long, long time.

    “Is that why you agreed to cuckold him?” Connor asked.

    Victoria nodded. “It was that, cheat on him, or file for divorce.”

    Matt felt like Victoria had reared back and slapped him across the face. Some part of him had known Victoria wasn’t overwhelmingly satisfied, but he hadn’t known it was bad enough that she was considering drastic action.

    Connor lifted his drink and said, “A toast to your husband, then, for being willing to let you cuckold him.”

    Victoria lifted her glass and shared in the toast before sipping her drink.

    “I suppose I am lucky,” she said. “Most men wouldn’t be willing to conduct an exhaustive search to find a suitable lover for their wives.”

    “Most men wouldn’t be willing to suck a stranger’s cock to make their wives happy,” Connor added.

    Victoria laughed and Matt felt a mixture of pleasure and humiliation course through him. The sensations melded together in a surprisingly wonderful way, leaving him with a throbbing erection.

    “I’ve seen your cock,” Victoria said. “I can’t blame him for sucking it like a little slut. You’re quite gifted, and confident to boot.”

    Connor smiled at her as Victoria moved her foot back between his legs once more.

    “Are we going to make it through dinner?” Connor asked.

    “We are,” she replied. “I can still have a little fun though, can’t I?”

    Connor laughed, sipped his drink, and said, “You can have all the fun you want, Victoria.”

    Their waiter appeared at their table once more and this time Victoria left her foot planted firmly between Connor’s legs. Matt wasn’t sure the waiter could see what his wife was doing, but he appreciated the boldness of his wife’s behavior.

    “Are you ready to order?” the waiter asked.

    As his wife and her bull ordered, Matt perused the menu and placed an order for a bison burger and truffle fries when the waiter stopped at his table.

    “So, do you really have experience with this sort of thing?” Victoria asked as her foot continued to move between Connor’s legs.

    “What sort of thing are you talking about, Victoria?” Connor said with a smile.

    Victoria sipped her drink and said, “Providing married women with the satisfaction their husbands can’t provide.”

    “Ahh, that,” Connor replied. “Yes, I do have some experience with that. Enough experience to know that there’s nothing better than showing a married woman what she’s been missing.”

    “Oh yeah?” Victoria said.

    Connor leaned forward and placed his drink on the table as he said, “Absolutely. There’s nothing better than the look on a woman’s face the moment she realizes how inadequate her husband is.”

    “Did you see that look on my face?” Victoria asked.

    “I certainly did,” he replied. “I saw it the moment you sat down on my cock in the car. It’s the moment I knew just how disappointing your husband has been. It’s the moment you realized just how badly you needed to get well and truly fucked.”

    Matt took a long sip of his water as he watched his wife and her bull dig into their appetizer. He saw the lusty looks they shot each other and he wondered if they really were going to make it through dinner.

    “You can feel it already, can’t you?” Connor asked after the waiter cleared away their plates in preparation for the main course.

    “Feel what?” Victoria asked.

    “The desire,” Connor said. “The desire that you haven’t felt in a long, long time. The desire that’s going to have us getting together again, and again, and again. The desire for the kind of sexual satisfaction you haven’t experienced in years, maybe ever.”

    Victoria nodded. “Yes, I can feel it.” She took a deep breath, sat back, and closed her eyes. “I can feel it throughout my body. From head to toe. It’s incredible. It’s this deep, intense kind of desire that doesn’t seem like it can be satiated. It feels like I could fuck you all night and it still wouldn’t be enough.”

    “I have a bison burger and truffle fries,” the waiter said as he slid the plate in front of Matt.

    “Yes, thank you,” he replied.

    Matt picked up a fry and popped it into his mouth as he considered the erection that still raged between his legs. He’d been hard for most of the dinner, but it wasn’t until that moment that he was willing to admit that he was feeling something similar to what his wife described.

    Desire coursed through him from head to toe. It was different for him. He didn’t want to fuck his wife. He wanted to watch Connor fuck her. He wanted to experience more of that mixture of humiliation and horniness. He wanted to feel those wild, intense sensations that he felt in Connor’s BMW before he parted his lips and sucked cock for the first time in his life. He wanted to be a cuckold.

    “How do you think Matt is going to handle all of this?” Victoria asked her bull soon after their entrees arrived.

    Matt loved that they were talking like he wasn’t there. It made everything so much hotter, especially since they hadn’t acknowledged him once during the meal.

    “Your husband is exceptionally well-suited to be a cuckold, Victoria. That’s why I had him use his mouth on me after our meeting. I’ve found that the best cuckolds are submissive to the core. They crave the pleasure that comes from deep submission, and your husband barely hesitated when I told him to suck my cock,” Connor explained.

    “He certainly didn’t put up a fight when I told him to suck you in the car, did he?” Victoria said with a gleeful smile on her face.

    “It’s a good thing,” Connor added. “Cuckolds should be eager cocksuckers. They should be eager to submit to the men their wives fuck. Matt is going to be a good cuckold. He’s already proven that.”

    Victoria laughed, “I suppose he did enjoy your cum as his appetizer, didn’t he?”

    They both laughed as Matt burned with humiliation. His cock throbbed, through. He’d cleaned up Connor’s mess without hesitation. He’d eaten another man’s cum a little over an hour ago. It was still inside him. Someone else’s cum was inside him. As insane as it seemed, it was an absolute truth.

    “So, how long do these things usually go on for?” Victoria asked. “These kinds of relationships, I mean.”

    Connor cut into his steak and said, “Well, I don’t have enough experience to say with any kind of expertise, but I was with one couple for more than a year, so I think this can last as long as we desire. I feel like there’s a great deal of fun we can have before we even approach boredom.”

    Victoria smiled.

    “I can be creative,” Connor added. “I like being creative, in fact. I like thinking up new ways to ensure that both you and your husband are getting everything you need out of this relationship.”

    Matt couldn’t help but worry a little as he listened to the dinner conversation. Had he started something he didn’t want to finish? Was he really prepared to be a cuckold for a year or more? Was he prepared to go to the depths that he suspected Connor and his wife were going to ask him to go to?

    “Can I get you anything else?” the waiter asked as he gestured towards Victoria and Connor’s empty plates.

    “Just the check, please,” Connor said.

    “Very good,” the waiter replied as he pulled out the check.

    As he went to lay it on the table, Victoria gestured towards Matt’s table and said, “Actually, my husband will be paying.”

    The waiter turned, gave Matt a confused look, and recovered quickly enough to close the distance between the two tables and place the check in front of him. “Here you are, sir.” He pulled out Matt’s check as well and then walked away.

    Matt pulled out his wallet as he tried not to look around the patio. He suspected Victoria had just made everyone aware that he’d spent the night watching his wife on a date with another man. It was deeply humiliating. His cock was still fully erect, though.

    “Would you like to go for a stroll along the river?” Connor asked. “It’s quite romantic at night.”

    “That would be wonderful,” Victoria said.

    Connor stood and offered his hand. Matt watched his wife take it and they left the restaurant as he sat at the table to pay the bill.

    “Can I take that?” the waiter asked when he appeared a few moments later.

    “Yes,” Matt said.

    He wanted to pay and leave before Connor and Victoria got too far away. He didn’t want to miss out on anything, even if it was as simple as the two of them holding hands as they went for a stroll.

    “Here you are, sir,” the waiter said as he dropped the two checks in front of Matt.

    Matt left a generous tip on both, slipped his card into his wallet, and headed out.

    On his way out, the pretty girl that seated him said, “Excuse me, sir?”

    “Yes?” Matt asked as he stopped by the door.

    “Your wife said that you’re welcome to join her and her date by the river. She requested that you stay at least ten feet behind them though. She said she’d like a little romantic time with the man that’s actually capable of satisfying her,” the girl said.

    For a moment Matt felt weak in the knees. He grabbed the door handle as his balance faltered for a split-second. He smiled at the girl and said, “Thank you.”

    “Have a lovely evening, sir,” the girl replied before giggling.

    Matt pushed the door open and headed out. The walkway along the river was well-lit and he walked hurriedly along the paved path to catch up to his wife and her bull.

    Matt found them sitting on a bench that overlooked the river in a particularly romantic spot where the moonlight bounced off the water.

    They were kissing, just like a couple might do on a first date. Connor’s hand caressed Victoria’s stocking-clad legs and she had a hand on his knees. It was romantic in a way that caught Matt off guard. He figured they’d be halfway to having public sex, but instead they were acting like they were in the early, exploratory phase of a relationship where all you want to do is make out with each other.

    “Thank you for an incredible first date,” Victoria said as she reached up and caressed Connor’s face.

    Matt felt an intense sense of jealousy at the intimacy between his wife and her bull. He knew it was inevitable that he’d feel that sort of thing somewhere along the way, but he was still unprepared for it.

    “You’re an incredible woman, Victoria,” Connor said. “Truly, you’re incredible. I feel fortunate that you picked me.”

    They kissed again. It was soft, slow, and sensual. Matt saw his wife’s mouth open to welcome Connor’s tongue. He heard her quiet moans. He saw the way her desire built, how she moved a little closer to her bull, how her legs spread a little for him.

    “Matt did most of the work to make this happen,” Victoria said. “Perhaps he deserves a reward.”

    For the first time since they arrived at the restaurant Victoria looked at Matt. She smiled and said, “Honey, come here.”

    Matt looked down at his erection and felt a little shy about stepping out onto the well-lit walkway. There was no one else around, though, and he didn’t want to be disobedient.

    “Did you enjoy watching Connor and I kiss?” Victoria asked as she reached out and gently played with Matt’s cock through his pants.

    “I did,” he said.

    “If I offered you the chance to eat my pussy, would you take it?” she asked.

    “Right here?”

    “Yes, honey, right here,” Victoria said with a hint of annoyance in her voice. “I’m telling you that I want you to eat my pussy right here, in public. I want you to get on your knees and lick my wet pussy while Connor and I kiss. Will you do that for me?”

    Matt sank to his knees and Victoria smiled as she spread her legs.

    “Do it,” she said.

    Matt moved closer and pulled Victoria’s panties aside as she kissed Connor once more. He pressed his face between her legs and licked his wife’s pussy as she demanded. She moaned into her bull’s mouth as Matt’s tongue massaged her clit.

    “I told you,” Connor said. “He’s going to be a very good cuckold.”

    Victoria moaned again as her hand found the back of Matt’s head.

    “Yes he is,” she said while pulling him closer and smothering him with the soft flesh around her pussy. “He’s going to be a very good cuckold.”

    It didn’t take long for Matt to give himself over to pleasuring his wife. He didn’t care that they were in public. All that mattered was surrendering to his cuckolding. He was eating her pussy while she was kissing another man. That’s what thrilled him. That’s all that really mattered in that moment. He wanted to make her feel good more than anything.

    “You’re going to be an amazing hotwife, too,” Connor said. “Matt has no idea how lucky he is. Very few cuckolds are married to women like you, Victoria.”

    Victoria roughly grabbed a handful of Matt’s hair and pulled back.

    “Do you know how lucky you are, sweetheart?” she asked.

    Matt nodded.

    “Connor might be right. You might not understand just how lucky you are. You will, though. I’ll teach you to be grateful, too. Even more grateful than you are now,” Victoria said. “For now you’re going to drive us home and then you’re going to watch Connor fuck me as many times as I want. You’re going to suck his cock when I tell you to. You’re going to clean his cum when I tell you to. You’re going to do everything you’re told, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, I will,” Matt said.

    Victoria turned to Connor and said, “I’m lucky too. A dutiful cuckold is hard to find.”

    She gently pushed Matt away, pulled her panties back over her pussy, and stood up. Connor took her hand and they walked away as Matt watched from his knees for a few moments before following.

    His night was just beginning. There was still so much to be done.
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    “You have a lovely home,” Connor said as Victoria led him into the house.

    “Thank you,” she replied. “I try my best to keep it looking good.”

    Matt watched his wife and her bull disappear into the living room as he closed the front door, locked it, and headed towards the kitchen.

    He retrieved a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator, removed the foil, and quietly popped the cork before pulling two glasses from the cabinet and filling each to the top with the bubbly liquid.

    As Matt carried the glasses into the living room he smiled. The champagne seemed appropriate. They were celebrating, in a way. They were likely beginning a new chapter in their marriage, one that would feature far more intense sexual pleasure for both Matt and his wife, though it would come in a way he couldn’t have conceived of when they’d gotten married.

    “Thank you,” Victoria said as she and Connor took the glasses from Matt. “You may sit and watch.”

    Matt sat across from his wife and her bull as they turned their attention to each other and, for the moment, acted as if he wasn’t in the room.

    “This has been a wonderful evening,” Victoria said as she leaned closer to Connor and held her glass aloft. “You’ve already shown me a kind of pleasure I wasn’t entirely sure I could experience, and we’re just getting started. So let’s toast to a future filled with great sex and great orgasms.”

    “Now that’s something worth celebrating,” Connor said as their glasses clinked and they both took a long sip of champagne.

    “I can’t remember the last time I had sex in a car,” Victoria said. “And I’m quite certain I’ve never had good sex in a car. Until tonight, at least.”

    She laughed as Connor took another sip from his champagne glass and pulled her close. Matt watched his wife lean into her bull’s body. She looked so comfortable with the other man’s arm around her, like she’d known him for years instead of a matter of hours.

    “In a way, you might have your husband to thank for that,” Connor said. “After all, if he hadn’t spent so much time disappointing you sexually you might not have enjoyed fucking me in your car as much as you did.”

    Victoria laughed again before adding, “You’re right. If Matt wasn’t so underwhelming in bed I might not be so desperate to have you inside me again. I might not be so desperate to have you spend the night in my bed so I can enjoy your cock as many times as I want.”

    Connor turned to Matt, raised his glass, took a long sip, and said, “Congratulations, Matt. Your natural inadequacies have led your wife to a far more satisfying sex life than she thought was possible. You should be proud.”

    Matt nodded at the man that had cuckolded him and adjusted his pants to account for the raging erection he’d sprouted.

    “Why don’t you come over here, honey,” Victoria said. “Why don’t you get on your knees in front of Connor.”

    Matt stood, walked across the living room, and fell to his knees in front of Connor.

    “Are you grateful, Matt?” Victoria asked. “Are you happy that I’ve finally cuckolded you? Are you happy that I’ve found someone that can fuck me better than you?”

    Matt looked at his wife and nodded. “Yes, very much so.”

    “Don’t you think you should thank Connor?” she asked.

    Matt looked up at Connor, fought off a wave of overwhelming humiliation, and said, “Thank you for fucking my wife, Connor. Thank you for making her cum like I’ve never made her cum. Thank you for satisfying her in a way I’ve never been able to satisfy her. Thank you for cuckolding me.”

    Victoria smiled and leaned closer to her bull. She pulled Connor’s lips to hers and they shared a long, slow kiss as Matt watched from his knees.

    Connor wore a confident smile as he turned to Matt after the kiss. He spread his legs, unzipped his pants, and said, “It’s nice to hear how grateful you are, but why don’t you show me. Show me that you’re a grateful, dutiful cuckold and suck my cock while your wife and I kiss.”

    Matt reached into Connor’s pants and pulled out his long, thick, mostly-erect cock. He crawled a little closer and leaned forward to wrap his lips around the big dick and give yet another blowjob.

    “Mmmm,” Victoria said. “I never thought I’d find it so arousing to watch my husband suck cock.”

    “That’s good,” Connor said, “Because he’s going to be doing it a lot. There’s nothing quite like making a cuckold suck a superior cock to remind him of his place.”

    Matt heard the sound of soft, sensual kissing as he looked up to admire the beauty of his wife and her bull indulging in their desire for each other.

    As he watched Connor reach over to caress his wife’s stocking-clad thighs Matt couldn’t help but feel an overwhelming kind of arousal. He was on his knees with a cock in his mouth. He was giving head while his wife was fooling around with another man. He was a cuckold in every imaginable way.

    “That’s good, Matt. Now eat your wife’s pussy,” Connor said. “Show her that you’re a good cuckold. Show her that you want me to fuck her.”

    Matt let Connor’s cock slip from his mouth and moved between his wife’s legs. He reached up to pull off her panties and she scooted to the edge of the couch to give him easy access to her pussy.

    Victoria moaned as Matt pushed his tongue into her cunt to taste her juices before moving on to her clit.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Connor asked. “Is he being a good cuckold?”

    “Yes he is,” Victoria said.

    Matt saw his wife reach for Connor’s cock and heard the sound of sensual stroking as he continued to worship her pussy.

    “Will you spend the night in my bed?” Victoria asked. “Will you take my husband’s place in our marital bed tonight? Will you fuck me as many times as I can handle?”

    “I will,” Connor said.

    Matt couldn’t help but groan at the idea of being replaced in his own bed. Victoria and Connor both laughed.

    “He really was meant to be a cuckold, wasn’t he?” Victoria said.

    “He certainly was,” Connor replied. “Why don’t we give him a little more of what he wants? Why don’t we take this to the bedroom so your husband can watch me fuck you in your marital bed?”

    Victoria grabbed a handful of Matt’s hair and pulled back until he was looking up into her eyes. “Do you want to watch Connor fuck me in our bed?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Matt said.

    “Beg him,” she demanded.

    Matt turned to Connor, swallowed what remained of his pride, and gave himself over to his status as a cuckold.

    “Please fuck my wife, Connor,” Matt said. “Please give her what she needs. Please take her to our bed and show her what great sex feels like.”

    “Why can’t you do that, cuckold?” Connor asked.

    “I don’t know,” Matt said. “But I can’t. I just can’t. That’s obvious now. I can’t fuck my wife like she needs. I can’t fuck her the way she deserves to be fucked. I can’t make her cum the way she deserves to cum, the way she wants to cum.”

    Matt felt a strange kind of desperation rush through him as he begged Connor to fuck his wife. It felt like his desire to be cuckolded had become a need. It wasn’t just that he wanted. It was that he absolutely, positively needed to witness the pleasure Victoria experienced with someone else’s cock inside her. He needed to see his wife have great sex with someone else. He needed to see her cum with someone else in her pussy. He needed it more than anything.

    Connor stood up and said, “Open up.”

    Matt opened his mouth and watched Connor’s big, fully-erect cock approach his mouth. The plump head passed his lips and pushed onto his tongue. Connor didn’t stop, though. He kept pushing until his cock was in the back of Matt’s throat.

    Matt gagged on the cock, but Connor didn’t stop. He kept pushing. He made Matt choke on his dick and Victoria laughed. When Connor finally pulled out Matt gasped for air as saliva ran down his chin.

    “Do it again,” Victoria said. “Make him choke on your cock. Show him his place.”

    Connor grabbed Matt’s head with two hands, pushed his cock back into the cuckold’s mouth, and began to fuck his face.

    Matt reached up to try and slow the thrusts by pressing against Connor’s thighs, but it was to no avail. There was no stopping it. He simply had to take it. He had to take the rough face fucking delivered by his wife’s bull. He had to submit to the humiliation of being used as little more than a fuck hole.

    Connor pulled out, rubbed his slippery dick on Matt’s face, and offered his hand to Victoria. She took it and they walked towards the bedroom as Matt scrambled to his feet while taking heaving breaths.

    He followed his wife and her bull down the hallway and into the bedroom and he watched Victoria strip to the bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings that Matt had dressed her in earlier that evening.

    Connor looked back at Matt and said, “Isn’t it beautiful to watch your wife offer her body to another man, Matt?”

    Matt nodded.

    “Get on your knees and crawl over here,” Connor said.

    Matt dropped to his knees and crawled across the bedroom until he was just a few feet from his bed. He watched his wife pull the covers aside and lay where he usually slept. He watched Connor climb on top of her.

    “Put him inside me, sweetheart,” Victoria said. “Place my bull’s cock inside me. Show us both that you accept your place as a cuckold.”

    Matt moved to the edge of the bed and took Connor’s cock in his hand. He guided it to Victoria’s pussy as she stared into her bull’s eyes. They both moaned the moment the head of Connor’s thick cock filled her.

    “Fuck me,” Victoria said.

    Connor smiled and did exactly as Victoria desired. He started slow, but as she opened up to his thickness he fucked her harder and faster, eventually reaching a pace that seemed to provide maximum pleasure with every thrust.

    Matt couldn’t really see the cock sliding into Victoria’s pussy from the side of the bed, so he focused his attention on his wife’s face. He watched how the pleasure she felt seemed to wash over her with every thrust. He listened to the way she moaned and marveled at how different she sounded when Connor was inside her.

    Victoria turned to look at Matt and smiled as Connor continued to pound her pussy. She reached out to take her husband’s hand and said, “Tell him to make me cum. Tell Connor that you want him to make your wife cum.”

    “Please, Connor, make my wife cum,” Matt said. “Give her what I can’t. Give her what she needs. Give her what she deserves.”

    Victoria gripped Matt’s hand tightly as Connor fucked her harder. He played with her breasts and leaned down to her kiss her as the sounds of loud, sensual sex filled the bedroom while Matt watched it all unfold from his knees.

    Victoria’s orgasmic scream began with Connor’s lips pressed against hers. As Connor pulled away her joyful exultations filled the room. She squeezed Matt’s hand harder before releasing it from her grasp.

    Connor pulled out and turned to Matt. “Suck my cock clean, cuckold.”

    Matt did as he was told without hesitation. There was no point in fighting it anymore. He was a cocksucking cuckold. He crawled forward and took Connor’s long, thick, wet dick into his mouth. He sucked his wife’s pussy juices off of it. He moaned around the dick because it felt so good to surrender to his base instincts.

    “He’s already getting better,” Connor said. “I’m telling you, Victoria, your husband is going to be a perfect cuckold. Any man that dedicates himself to sucking cock for his wife is a perfect candidate for cuckolding.”

    “That’s good, because tonight has taught me that Matt isn’t good enough to satisfy me. He just can’t. He doesn’t have what it takes,” Victoria added.

    “He does have what it takes to be a cuckold though, doesn’t he?” Connor said as his cock continued to slide in and out of Matt’s mouth.

    “Matt, honey, are you hungry for more cum? Would you like to eat Connor’s load as a cuckold’s dessert?” Victoria asked.

    Connor pulled his cock from Matt’s mouth and the cuckold said, “Yes, I’d like that very much. Please, Connor, cum in my wife so I can clean your load out of her pussy. Fuck her and fill her and let me clean up every drop.”

    Connor laughed and said, “I’ll do that, cuckold. I want you watching from underneath her, though. Your wife is going to sit on your face and feed you my load the moment I pull out.”

    Victoria moved so Matt could follow Connor’s orders. He laid on his back in the bed and a moment later his wife’s pussy appeared above his head. Her labia were pink, slippery, and enflamed from the pounding she’d already taken.

    “Sit on his face,” Connor said.

    Victoria sat on Matt’s face and he put his tongue to work. He pushed it inside her to taste his wife. He claimed any reward he could in that moment. He savored how delicious the mixture of her juices and Connor’s precum was.

    “That’s good,” Connor said.

    Victoria moved back to her hands and knees and Connor’s cock pressed against Matt’s lips. He pushed it down the cuckold’s throat and made him gag once more, laughing as he did.

    “You’re a good cuckold, Matt, and you deserve the reward you’re about to receive,” Connor said before pulling his cock from the cuckold’s mouth, pulling on Victoria’s hips to move her into position, and sliding his throbbing dick inside her.

    Matt watched with utter fascination as his wife’s body opened for her bull’s thick cock. He marveled at how her pussy lips stretched around him as he pushed inside her and how they seemed to cling to Connor’s cock when he pulled out.

    “Cum inside me,” she said. “Cum inside me so I can feed my cuckold. Cum inside me so I can give him another load of a superior man’s cum.”

    “You hear that, cuckold? Your wife already understands how to ensure that you remain her dutiful cuckold. She understands that you sink a little deeper into your fetish every time she feeds you my cum. She understands that it’s a little harder to claim that you deserve her pussy every time you eat my load,” Connor said.

    Matt knew it was true. He knew it was true of almost everything Victoria had done. He knew that sucking Connor’s cock had pushed him deeper into his status as a cuckold. He knew that sucking his cock on command meant his wife would see him as less of a man. Giving her control of his orgasms had done the same thing, albeit on a much smaller level. Now he was lying beneath her waiting for the privilege of eating another man’s cum out of Victoria’s pussy. Of course she wasn’t going to look see him in the same way she used to.

    It didn’t take Connor long to cum in Victoria’s pussy. Not long after he slid inside her his moans grew louder and his thrusts faster. Juices from her cunt dripped onto Matt’s face as he watched. He saw the bull’s balls tighten up, and then finally Connor’s cock began to pulse as he unleashed his load in her pussy.

    When he pulled out Victoria sat on Matt’s face immediately. Cum rushed out of her pussy and onto his tongue as she grabbed his cock and stroked him.

    “Eat his load, honey. Be a good cuckold and eat my bull’s load. Get used to it, too, because you’re going to be eating lots of Connor’s cum from my cunt from here on out,” Victoria said.

    Matt relished the idea of being a cum eating cuckold. Arousal coursed through his body, leaving a pleasant tingling sensation in its wake. His wife’s gentle stroking of his cock kept him in that feverish state as he devoured every drop of Connor’s cum.

    When he was finished, Victoria lifted her pussy from Matt’s mouth and spun around. She kissed him softly and whispered, “You won’t cum again until you’ve cleaned a dozen of Connor’s loads from my pussy. That’s two so far. Ten more to go. Do you understand?”

    Matt nodded.

    She smiled and kissed him again. “You’re going to be a perfect cuckold for me, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, I am,” Matt replied.

    Victoria moved to the other side of the bed and Connor joined her as Matt watched them cuddle up while he contemplated having to clean his wife’s pussy ten more times before he was permitted to orgasm. That meant he was going to have to wait quite some time before he got to orgasm again or his wife was going to be fucking Connor with exceptional frequency.

    “Matt, be a good cuckold and work my balls and taint until I’m ready to fuck your wife again,” Connor said.

    Matt hurriedly moved between the bull’s legs, lifted his cock out of the way, and put his mouth to work. He was past the point of being ashamed of his status as a cuckold. He was fully committed now. 

    He was going to be a dutiful cuckold for his wife and her bull, no matter what that meant.

    The End

  
    A Fair Trade

    You know you're being manipulated. She could easily just let you watch. Your wife wants what she wants, though, so she's going to do what it takes to get what she wants.

    Normally you'd have the power to resist, but it's been so long since she let you cum and you're not thinking straight. It was the same way the last time she made you suck her bull's cock. She denies you, she teases you like she did tonight, she gets you all worked up and then she makes you suck his dick just so you can watch him fuck her.

    Some would say that she's cruel. You know better, though. You know that she's a good hotwife. She knows what turns you on, what gets you off. She knows that you're going to enjoy your cuckold handjob even more if she can whisper in your ear about what a good cocksucker you were.

    No, you don't like giving head. You do, however, like being humiliated about the fact that you sucked cock for her. So of course you're going to take her up on her offer. You're going to walk into that bedroom and suck her bull's cock. You're going to get him hard for her. You're going to put his dick inside her, too, and you'll suck him clean when he slips out of her before you put him back in her again.

    Then, when it's all over, when you've experienced the pure fucking bliss of watching another man cum in your wife, you'll get the handjob you want. You'll get the attention from her. You'll get an orgasm as she whispers in your ear about what a filthy fucking cuckold cocksucker you are.

    She's a good hotwife and you're a good cuckold. Yours is a match made in heaven.

    Now get in there and start sucking dick, cuckold. Make your wife happy by being a filthy fucking cocksucker. Get him hard. Put him inside her. Watch him satisfy her. Watch him make her cum and then enjoy your cuck handjob.

  
    A Festive Feeding by His Brother's Girlfriend

    Brady stared at the glow-in-the dark stickers that dotted the ceiling of the bedroom he'd slept in for nearly fifteen years. His parents hadn't changed a thing since he'd left for college and he suspected they wouldn't until he'd graduated and gotten a place of his own. Until then he'd be free to bathe himself in nostalgia every time he came home.

    That nostalgia was far from his mind in the moment, though. Instead, Brady was thinking of Madison, his brother's girlfriend. Travis had brought her home for Christmas - the first time he'd been serious enough for a girlfriend to come for Christmas - and she was staying through New Years, when they'd both return to school to finish out their senior years.

    Madison was blonde, vivacious, and beautiful, though that's not why Brady was thinking of her in that moment. She'd entered his thoughts thanks to steady stream of moans he could hear through the remarkably thin wall between his and his brother's room.

    The beautiful, vivacious blonde was getting fucked and it was all Brady could think of. His freshman year hadn't been a lucky one where women were concerned and Brady was still a virgin, much to his dismay. His brother had discerned as such a few days prior and had relentlessly poked fun at Brady in the intervening time. Madison had tried her best to show her sympathies, and while Brady appreciated her kindness, it only made it more embarrassing that he'd yet to succeed in having sex.

    He'd come close with a girl named Brie. They'd gone on a handful of dates. They'd fooled around a few times, too. Brady had managed to get his fingers inside her, but he'd apparently been so unskilled that Brie declined to let him go further and had refused a request for another date. Brady hadn't enjoyed anything more than an over-the-pants tease job from her, too, so his cock remained untouched by a member of the fairer sex, a notion that had reached a state of great embarrassment given that he'd just turned 19.

    Brady could have put in his earbuds and blasted music to drown out the sounds of his brother fucking his beautiful girlfriend, but he couldn't bring himself to do so. He wanted to listen. He wanted to imagine himself being the one to make Madison moan in that way. He wanted to slowly stroke his cock while he listened, which is precisely what Brady was doing.

    It was the same thing he'd done the previous two nights. Each time it had led to an astonishing orgasm as Brady stroked himself into a sock while listening to Madison cum, presumably with Travis's cock inside her. Of course, in Brady's head it wasn't his brother's cock inside her. It was his cock. It was him fucking her. It was him making her moan like that. It was him giving her an orgasm, which was something he'd yet to come even close to doing in real life, as Brie had barely moaned while Brady awkwardly fingered her pussy.

    After listening to them fuck on two consecutive nights, Brady already knew when Madison was getting close to an orgasm. On the third night, he timed his pleasure with hers. He stroked furiously as she moaned gloriously. Brady imagined himself between her legs, pumping vigorously into what must have been the most perfect pussy the world has ever known. He imagined cumming deep inside her as she called out his name and told him how good it felt.

    Brady came at the same time as Madison while imagining her climaxing on his cock. Brady filled yet another sock with his load and felt the same mild sense of guilt as he pulled it off his spent dick and tossed it on the floor. He knew it was a bit gross to fantasize about his brother's girlfriend while she was just one room over, but he couldn't help himself. Madison was beautiful and kind and she wore tight sweaters that made her tits look utterly mouth watering. It was a miracle Brady didn't spend his whole day nursing an erection while thinking about her.

    Soon after his orgasm, sleep came for Brady as visions of Madison danced in his head. He saw her on top of him. He felt her breasts in his hands. He felt her pussy around his cock.

    Madison remained in his head as Brady slept. He dreamed of her like he'd done the previous two nights. He dreamed of fucking her in every imaginable position. He dreamed of her giving him a blowjob. He dreamed of her begging him to fuck her, to satisfy her, to make her feel things his brother couldn't make her feel.

    Brady dreamed of Madison coming into his room and gently waking him. He dreamed of her smiling at him while her breasts practically spilled out of her tight red tank top. He dreamed of seeing her creamy white thighs and just a hint of her red panties.

    "Brady," she whispered. "Wake up."

    Brady opened his eyes and there she was, sitting at the edge of his bed. "What the fuck?" he asked.

    Madison smiled and put her hand on his arm. It wasn't a dream. Her fingers felt warm against his skin. She smiled and held a finger to her lips to suggest that he keep his voice down.

    "Madison...what the fuck are you doing?"

    "Shh, Brady. There's no need to panic."

    He moved away from her and shook his head. Surely he was still dreaming. She couldn't actually be in his room. She was, though. She was sitting at the edge of his bed, though she wore a long sleeve top and a pair of pajama shorts instead of the tank top and panties he'd dreamed of.

    "Madison, seriously, what are you doing in here?"

    "I've seen the way you stare at me, Brady," she said softly. "The way you look when you think I can't see you. The way you glance even when you know I can see you. I think you've been fantasizing about me."

    He looked away and shook his head.

    "Don't worry. You're hardly the only guy that fantasizes about me."

    He glanced at her and saw her bright, beautiful smile. He wanted desperately to stare at her breasts in the tight top. He was certain she wasn't wearing a bra, but he looked away again.

    "I know you can hear us fucking," she said. "I know the walls are thin, Brady. I know that your brother likes taunting you by making sure that we have sex when you're in bed. I know that he likes rubbing it in that you're still a virgin and that he gets to fuck me."

    "Madison, that doesn't explain what you're doing here."

    "You listen while he fucks me, don't you?"

    Brady looked her way and saw that Madison's nipples were hard. He knew that sometimes a woman's nipples got hard when she was aroused, but that sometimes they got hard when it was cold. He wondered which was true in that moment and then silently scolded himself for getting distracted.

    "I want you to leave," he said. "This is weird. Travis could wake up at any moment and he'd be fucking pissed if he found you in here."

    Instead of leaving, Madison pulled the covers back and crawled under them. She moved towards Brady and he scooted all the way to the other side of the bed. She kept advancing and he moved to get out of the bed, but she got her arm around his waist before he could and managed to press her body against his.

    She was warm and soft and impossibly sexy. Her hair brushed against his neck before her lips did. Her breasts pressed into his arm and torso and Brady found himself paralyzed as a sense of intense pleasure washed over him.

    Before Brady could react, Madison's hand was in his underwear. Her fingers encircled his cock and she moaned while stroking him. He was erect in no time and his mind was wiped of any sense of resistance.

    "I like your brother, but I find his cruelty towards you unattractive, Brady," she whispered. "He takes too much pleasure in it. It's okay that you're a virgin. Lots of guys are virgins at your age. You're cute and smart and you'll find your way."

    Brady was thankful he'd masturbated earlier that night. If he hadn't, he almost certainly would have spilled his load by that point as he'd never experienced anything quite as pleasurable as the feeling of Madison's fingers wrapped around his dick.

    "Has a girl ever touched your cock?" she whispered.

    "No," he answered.

    Madison kissed the back of his neck and Brady felt a shiver of pleasure rush down his spine. His cock surged in her hand and he worried he might cum after just a handful of strokes.

    "Have you ever made a girl cum, Brady?"

    It was embarrassing to offer up the truth, but Brady did. "No, I haven't. I...I tried fingering a girl this year, but I'm pretty sure I did a terrible job because she didn't return my calls or texts after that."

    Madison pulled her hand from Brady's underwear and rolled onto her back. "Cuddle up next to me."

    Brady turned around and took a moment to soak up the incredible beauty of his brother's girlfriend. He tentatively inched closer as she smiled.

    "There's no need to be nervous, Brady," she said. "Move with confidence. I told you I want your body next to mine and you should be eager to give me what you want."

    Brady cuddled up next to her. His cock pressed into her thigh and he was remarkably close to her breasts, which were perky despite the fact that she was on her back.

    "Now kiss me," she said.

    His heart pounded as he leaned in. His lips met hers and parted gently, though Brady refrained from trying to penetrate her mouth with his tongue.

    "Caress my face as you kiss me," Madison whispered.

    Brady reached up and gently caressed her flawlessly soft skin as they kissed once more. This time, though, Madison offered a gentle hint of tongue and Brady did the same. He'd kissed enough girls to feel confident in his ability and when Madison moaned softly he took it as a sign that he was doing a good job.

    "Now touch my breasts over my shirt."

    He ran his fingers over her breasts. He got excited almost immediately and grasped one of them. He squeezed.

    "Not so hard," she corrected. "They're sensitive and most of the time a woman wants you to be gentle, Brady. Sometimes a woman will be into you being a little rougher with her breasts, but that usually only happens when she's close to cumming."

    Madison smiled and kissed him. Brady played with her breasts again, this time in a far gentler manner. Her tongue pushed a little deeper into his mouth and he made the bold decision to run his hand under her shirt to enjoy skin on skin contact with her tits.

    They felt spectacular. Soft and yet somehow firm and perky. Her nipples were rock hard, too.

    "That feels so good, Brady," she said. "I want you to gently - and I mean gently - roll my nipples between your fingers."

    He did as instructed and Madison rewarded him with a low moan into his mouth. She pushed her tongue deeper and his cock throbbed as the lust roiling in his loins spread through his body.

    "Now lift my shirt. Expose my tits."

    Brady worked her shirt up over her breasts and stared at them. They were flawless.

    "Put your hand in my shorts. In my panties. Rub my pussy."

    Brady looked down and pushed his fingers into her shorts and panties. He felt the heat of her pussy before coming into contact with her flesh.

    "Gentle. Gentle," Madison said.

    Brady used a gentle touch as he rubbed his fingers back and forth over her pussy.

    "Most men your age want to put their fingers inside a woman, but the truth is, that's really only useful to gather wetness. Otherwise, your fingers should be focused on my clit. That's where the pleasure happens when you're using your fingers. Do you know where my clit is, Brady?"

    "Not really, no."

    She smiled, reached down, and grabbed his fingers. She rubbed them in a small circle just above her pussy. She moaned while doing so.

    "There's where my clit is. Now rub it while you suck on my nipples."

    Brady took one of her nipples in his mouth and flicked his tongue back and forth while rubbing her clit. Madison arched her back as she put a hand on the back of his head. She moaned softly.

    Brady marveled at the fact that he was pleasuring his brother's girlfriend. It would have felt good no matter what, but it felt so much better because it was Travis's girlfriend in his bed. He wouldn't have done it if Travis didn't have a history of being an asshole, but his brother was, in fact, an asshole, so Brady didn't mind a bit that he was aiding in Madison's eager betrayal of her boyfriend.

    "Kiss me, Brady."

    He kissed her neck and then found her lips. Their tongues entwined as he rubbed her clit. He quickly slipped two fingers inside her to get them wet - and was astounded at how soaked she was - and then went right back to rubbing her clit.

    "I want you to make me cum with your tongue, Brady," she said. "Will you do that for me?"

    "Yes."

    "Get on your back."

    He rolled onto his back and Madison pulled off her pajama shorts and panties. She took off her shirt, too, and straddled Brady's chest. He stared up at her in awe of her beauty and in shock at the situation he found himself in. An hour ago he'd been masturbating to the sound of Madison fucking his brother. Now he was looking up at her perfect naked body.

    "I'm going to sit on your face. You just need to open your mouth and flick your tongue back and forth. Get it inside me if you want. Mostly, though, I'm going to ride your face until I cum."

    Madison crawled forward, grabbed a handful of Brady's hair, and dropped her pussy onto his mouth. He stuck his tongue out and pushed it inside her. He flicked it back and forth as she began to move her hips. Her pussy moved over his chin, lips, and even his nose on a few occasions.

    "That's good," she said. "Keep your mouth open. Keep your tongue working."

    Brady did as instructed. He kept licking. He kept his mouth open. He enjoyed every second of having a beautiful woman ride his face. It was the first time he'd ever been so close to a pussy and it struck him as the most enthralling thing imaginable. He wondered if every girl liked to sit on a man's face and ride it. He wondered if he could convince his future girlfriends to do so for him.

    Then something came out of Madison's pussy. Something that tasted unpleasant. Salty. Bitter. Something that was thick and viscous.

    Brady tried to roll away, but Madison clamped her thighs around his head.

    "Just swallow it," she said.

    How did she know what was happening?

    "Swallow it, Brady," she said. "Swallow it and make me cum. Make me cum on your face and I'll make you cum."

    She knew what it was that he'd taken in his mouth. She knew it and it turned her on.

    Then it dawned on Brady. It dawned on him that it was his brother's cum. It had to be. What else could it be? What else would taste so bad? What else would Madison know was going to leak out of her and into his mouth? She'd prompted him to keep his mouth open, after all.

    He wouldn't have swallowed it under normal circumstances. She'd promised she would make him cum, though, and it seemed like she really, really wanted him to swallow it.

    So Brady swallowed. He hated it, but he did it. He swallowed his brother's cum. He wasn't thinking straight. He was turned on. He was horny as hell. So he did something disgusting.

    "Oh, fuck," Madison said before grasping her breasts, dropping more of her weight onto his mouth, and rolling her head back. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head. Her mouth opened but no sound came out for a few seconds before she leaned forward, rested her hands against the wall, and let out a restrained moan before placing a hand over her mouth.

    Brady had made her cum. He'd given a girl an orgasm. He'd given a beautiful girl an orgasm. The joy of that tempered his disgust at having swallowed his brother's cum.

    "That was very nice of you, Brady," Madison said as she lifted her pussy from his face and dragged her hips back until she sat across his upper thighs. She took his stiff cock in her hand, smiled, and stroked him slowly and with a tight grip. "You deserve what I promised. You deserve an orgasm."

    Her hand felt incredible. Perfect, really. Like nothing he'd ever experienced.

    "If I took your virginity, would you let me sit on your face again after it was over?" she asked.

    "Would I have to swallow my cum?"

    Madison nodded. "Yes, you would. Originally I was just going to make you swallow Travis's cum so I'd have assurances that you wouldn't tell him about our little tryst."

    She was right that Brady would never say a thing to his brother. Not after what he'd done.

    "It turned me on so much more than I thought it would, though. In all honesty, I came harder sitting on your face than I do when I sit on your brother's cock. So yes, you'll have to eat your cum out of me. But, that shouldn't be too big a price to pay for losing your virginity to a beautiful girl, should it?"

    He shook his head.

    Madison smiled and took him in her pussy. Brady was so stunned by the pleasure of it that he gripped the bed sheets and moaned loudly. Madison's hand was over his mouth a split second later. She held still while turning her gaze towards his door, as if she was worried that Travis was going to burst through.

    After a handful of seconds, Madison turned back to Brady. She kept her hand over his mouth, though, and began to ride him. She smiled while doing so, though Brady wasn't concentrating much on her face. All he could think about was how good her pussy felt.

    He came in no more than fifteen seconds. Being inside her was the best fifteen seconds of his life, though, at least until the fifteen seconds that followed as he had his very first orgasm via a woman's pussy. That was the best experience of his life. It was short-lived, but it was a pleasure unlike any other and the fact that it happened inside his brother's girlfriend made it far, far sweeter.

    "I hope you're hungry," Madison said softly. "Because you're going to eat every drop of your cum while I ride your face."

    Brady loathed the idea of doing so, but it was a worthy price to pay for having cum inside such a beautiful woman while losing his virginity.

    "I'm hungry," he replied. "Very hungry."

    She smiled. "Then maybe this won't be the last time I feed you."

    She lifted her hips and slid her body forward. Her pussy dropped onto his mouth. Brady opened up, pushed his tongue inside her, and consumed his load as Madison rode him to another orgasm.

    In the midst of doing something so disgusting Brady found himself hoping that he'd get to feed on Madison's pussy as many times as possible before Christmas break was over.

  
    A Few Thoughts on Dirty Talk - Becca's Blog

    On this week’s episode of Succession (Season 3, Episode 8), there was an erotic (theoretically erotic, at least) exchange between Tom and Shiv (a married couple). They’ve just gotten back to their room after attending the rather tame bachelor and bachelorette parties of Shiv’s mother and her soon-to-be new husband.

    Shiv’s in a bit of a nasty mood – spending time with either of her parents tends to dampen her mood – and when the subject of dirty talk comes up, Tom suggests that she take charge. If you watched the episode you’ll know the exchange I’m talking about. If not, I’ve transcribed it below:

    Tom: You say anything to me, go on, mistress Siobhan Roy.

    Siobhan: You’re not good enough for me.

    Tom: Oh, right, oh. I see. Well let’s see about that.

    Siobhan: Mmm hmm. Yeah. I’m way outta your fucking league.

    Tom: Oh you think so?

    Siobhan: Uh huh [Pause] But that’s why you want me. That’s why you love me.

    Tom: Fuck you.

    Siobhan: Even though I don’t love you.

    Tom: Uh huh.

    Siobhan: But you want me anyway.

    Now, if you watched the show, you know this wasn’t presented in a particularly sexy manner, though it does seem as if it inspired arousal in Tom. Earlier in the episode, Shiv’s mother remarks that her father enjoys kicking the things that he loves – like Shiv, for instance – just to see if they’ll come back to him. Shiv, it seems, has inherited that quality of her father’s and in this exchange she’s taking the opportunity to kick Tom, and kick him quite hard. He comes back, though, and right away.

    Though the scene was a depiction of a fairly toxic, unhealthy marriage, as I watched it I couldn’t help but think of some of the fun I’ve had with my husband over the years, as there’s a healthy, sexy way to enjoy the kind of dirty talk that feels like it crosses a boundary most couples wouldn’t be willing to approach. I suspect many couples that have expanded their sex lives to include kink felt the same way if they saw the scene.

    Go back to that exchange. If it’s delivered in a more erotic manner than it was in the show, it could absolutely be a source of arousal if both members of the couple were into that particular form of play. The “even though I don’t love you” line is a tough one to sell, but again, in a relationship where they’ve both agreed upon a particular form of play – and where they engage in aftercare once it’s over – it can work if it turns them both on.

    To me, it’s simpler in cuckolding. For instance, I’ve delivered this line on more than one occasion, usually while I’m on top and my husband is inside me:

    Me: I wish I was riding my boyfriend’s cock instead of yours.

    If I time it right, that can be enough to make him cum. The level of arousal that cuckolding generates in my husband never ceases to amaze me, and that’s part of why it’s so much fun. Just a handful of words when delivered at the right time can put him over the top. It’s not just that, though. Those words can ensure that his orgasm is better than it otherwise would have been because it sends his level of arousal through the roof. Here’s another, super simple example:

    Me: He fucks me better than you do.

    That one works well in missionary. It turns him on, but it also tends to inspire him to try and fuck me harder, which is great when I’m in the mood for it. It’s such a simple thing to say, and yet it packs a remarkably powerful punch in terms of erotic pleasure. We don’t engage in that sort of dirty talk every time we have sex – do anything often enough and it gets boring – but I love being able to pull out something like that if I really want to thrill him.

    I tend not to get cruel (it can be a turn off for me), but if the mood is right something like, “You’re not good enough for me,” or “I deserve to fuck someone better than you,” can provide that same level of pleasure. It’s a little more destructive to say something like that, though, so it’s the sort of language that’s best used sparingly, even if aftercare is part of your practice.

    Obviously, I’m big on dirty talk (I’m sure you’ve noticed that my stories are heavy on it). My fondness for it largely comes from experience, I suppose. I love the look on my husband’s face when I say something that really turns him on and I can’t help but want to say the thing that turns him on that much. I love how I feel when my husband or a boyfriend says something that really turns me on. I know dirty talk isn’t for everyone, but it’s absolutely for me.

    It is important to mix things up with dirty talk, though. You can’t say the same thing each and every time as boredom is bound to follow. There’s also something quite potent about saying – or doing – something that’s a complete surprise. For instance, I could get my husband all worked up and make him think I’m going to let him fuck me. I could have his cock impossibly stiff with desire and dripping all sorts of precum (he produces a lot of precum). I could let him feel just a hint of my wetness and then turn the tables in an instant. I could wrap my fingers around his cock, deny him entrance to my pussy, and tell him he’s not good enough, that he doesn’t deserve to fuck me in that moment, that my hand is all he deserves because he can’t fuck me anywhere near as well as my boyfriend does (this works best if I’m actively involved with someone else). He’d love that, and the element of surprise would be a big part of what would make it so thrilling. Novelty is, after all, the best way to keep your sex life interesting.

    Perhaps I’ll make use of that particular form of pleasure when I’ve found a boyfriend. I could schedule a visit with him without telling my husband and then leave right after I’ve made my husband cum. Honestly, the idea is more than a little arousing, so I’ll have to give it a try.

    Until next time :)

  
    A Frightfully Dominant Halloween - Part 1

    Halloween had never been Kelsey's favorite holiday. Other girls took it as an opportunity to let their wild side out for a night, to embrace feeling sexy or slutty or whatever else they wanted to feel. Not Kelsey, though.

    For reasons she'd never been able to identify, that particular approach to Halloween had never appealed to her. Some years - especially years where she was single - she skipped wearing a costume and going to parties entirely.

    This wouldn't be one of those years, though. This year, Kelsey and her boyfriend Trent had three Halloween parties lined up and she knew he'd be disappointed if she passed on going or if she put together some half-assed costume. Heck, given that Trent's friends seemed to go all-out for Halloween, Kelsey would have been embarrassed to put in so little effort.

    The truth was, Kelsey liked Trent. She liked him a lot. They'd only been dating for four months, but the relationship had potential. Lots of potential. Maybe even lifelong potential. It was that potential - and Kelsey's desire to ensure that Trent felt the same way - that had led to her decision to approach Halloween in an entirely different manner.

    That's how they ended up at a surprisingly nice pop-up costume shop. It wasn't the first time in Kelsey's life that she'd shopped for Halloween costumes, but it was the first time she'd done so at a store that actually put in a great deal of effort. It wasn't just cheap costumes stuffed into plastic packaging that lined the shelves. It was high-end stuff they were perusing and with prices to match. The cost wasn't an issue, though. Kelsey was quickly rising up the ladder at work - a consulting firm - and she was in line for a big bonus by year's end, so she was more than happy to spend to ensure she had a perfect costume.

    "What do you think about this?" Trent asked as he pulled a distinctly slutty-looking secretary costume from the shelf.

    Despite the higher quality nature of the costumes, the shop still didn't stray far from the traditional offerings, including slutty versions of just about every female-centric costume.

    "Just kidding," he said with a smile and a chuckle. "A slutty secretary is definitely not the right look for you."

    He was right about that. Kelsey wasn't about to dress up in a slutty version of the kind of clothes she wore to work on most days. She could certainly see the appeal for Trent - he'd likely have enjoyed having his way with a far sluttier-looking version of her - but she wasn't going out in public like that.

    "Do you like the slutty costumes?" Kelsey asked. "Or sexy, I suppose."

    He nodded without hesitation. He'd never been the kind of guy to hold back for fear of offending her, which was among his more attractive qualities, at least for Kelsey. She liked that she almost always knew what he was thinking.

    "They look great," he replied. "And on you, I mean, Kelsey, you're really fucking sexy, so the slutty kinds of costumes would look really fucking good on you. That being said, I have no interest in pushing you to wear something you're not comfortable with."

    Kelsey smiled, leaned in, and gave her boyfriend a kiss on the cheek. "I know. Thank you for that. I'll tell you what, why don't we split up and do a little searching on our own. Then we can try some stuff on. Who knows? I might find something slutty that I really like the look of and you might end up getting lucky tonight."

    That put a smile on Trent's face. He even glanced at the secretarial outfit. Kelsey made note of its location on the shelf and figured she'd swing back to grab it. If it looked good on her, it might end up being worth buying just to wear for Trent. It wasn't all that different from buying lingerie, after all.

    After another kiss - with Trent grabbing a gentle handful of her ass - he headed for the men's section of the store and Kelsey continued perusing the costume's intended for women.

    There were a wealth of slutty options: Nurses, doctors, maids, devils, angels, police officers, dancers, etc. There were also outfits that didn't really seem like costumes so much as they were just clothes for strippers and pornstars. There were plenty of non-slutty costumes, too, though they tended to be towards the ends of the aisles and Kelsey suspected they weren't among the best sellers.

    The very last aisle of the women's section was filled with leather and latex costumes. It was the sort of stuff that Kelsey imagined couldn't be found in cheaper Halloween stores, mostly because it felt decidedly adult-oriented. Kinky, even.

    Normally, Kelsey would have turned away and headed back towards the "normal" costumes. She didn't, though. Instead, she chose to be more open-minded about Halloween, to take in the full range of costumes that this store offered. Plus, Kelsey was more than willing to admit that there was something intriguing about the costumes that lined the shelves and racks of the aisle.

    She couldn't even see wearing it, but the French maid costume constructed of black and white latex struck her as far sexier than the one made from frilly satin and lace. The same went for the red and white latex nurse costume, to the point that Kelsey actually reached out to run her fingers over the shiny material. She took a moment to imagine herself in it and wondered if she'd actually enjoy it or if it would feel annoying restrictive.

    Then Kelsey stepped in front of what was labeled as a 'Dominatrix Costume.' It consisted of a high-necked, sleeveless black latex bodysuit, a pair of black latex elbow length gloves, and a pair of thigh high black latex boots.

    She stood and stared at the outfit. She reached out and ran her fingers over the shiny black material. She touched the gloves and the boots and she actively imagined herself in it. Kelsey couldn't help but smile as a rather pleasing feeling - albeit one she didn't entirely understand - came over her.

    "You'd look good in that."

    The voice startled Kelsey and she pulled her hand away and stepped back as her pulse quickened for a few moments.

    "Sorry. I didn't mean to scare you."

    She turned to see a cute, slightly nerdy-looking guy in a pair of jeans and a plaid button up shirt standing to her right. He smiled, adjusted his black-rimmed glasses and ran his fingers through his tousled, slightly unkempt looking hair in a manner that made him seem just a touch insecure.

    "That's okay," Kelsey said with a smile. Then she laughed. "You did startle me a little, though. It's been a long time since that happened."

    He stepped closer, extended his hand, and said, "I'm Sid. Short for Sidney."

    Kelsey noticed that his hand was shaking just a little. It made her think that he was nervous, a fact that she found far more charming than expected. She offered her hand and they briefly shook. His palm was warm and just a little sweaty, yet another sign of his nervousness.

    "I'm Kelsey," she said before smiling and asking, "Do you really think I'd look good in that?"

    Sid glanced at the costume, nodded vigorously, and said, "Oh, absolutely. You'd look...I mean, you'd look perfect in that. I'd...I mean...I'd..."

    He trailed off before finishing his thought and Kelsey couldn't help but surrender to her curiosity. "You'd what?" she asked.

    His voice was far quieter than before as he said, "I'd serve you. I'd...I'd want to worship you."

    Kelsey was taken aback, in part because of what Sid had confessed and in part because he seemed entirely genuine and not the slightest bit gross. Despite her surprise, Kelsey wasn't put off. If anything, she was curious.

    "Serve me?" she asked.

    Sid eyes lit up for a moment before he clasped his hands behind his back and said, "Yes. I'd do...well, just about anything you wanted. I'd give you foot massages. I'd do chores around your house. I'd wash your car. I'd go grocery shopping for you. I'd...well...there are other things, but I don't want to be crude."

    "And you'd enjoy that?" Kelsey asked.

    Sid nodded vigorously and again his eyes lit up. "Oh, yes, absolutely. More than anything. I really would. I've done it before. It was exquisite."

    Kelsey gestured towards the dominatrix outfit - it didn't seem accurate to call it a costume - and said, "And the outfit. That makes you want to serve."

    He nodded once more. "I can't explain why. There's just something about it, you know? The latex. The color. I don't really know. It just aids in creating that dominant feeling. I guess I feel like a woman wouldn't necessarily wear that unless she wanted to feel dominant and sexy, so it's really that feeling she'd be emanating that would make me want to serve."

    "You said you've served before?" Kelsey asked.

    "Yes," Sid said excitedly. "I've served two dommes, actually."

    Kelsey stepped towards the outfit and ran her fingers over the black latex of the bodysuit. She was fascinated - and a little thrilled - at the look of intense excitement that washed over Sid's face as she did so. "And did they dress in outfits like this one?"

    He nodded.

    "And did you serve them in the ways you described to me? Foot massages? Doing chores?"

    "I did, yes," Sid answered. "They both enjoyed having a domestic servant, someone that would drop everything to do as they desired. There were times when I would leave work to do something for them. I always found it so thrilling to run the risk of getting in trouble to complete even a menial task for my mistress."

    Kelsey was surprised at how utterly fascinated she was by the sweet, nerdy - though not unattractive - man that stood a handful of steps away from her. She'd never met someone that seemed so genuinely into a kink of any kind, let alone one that saw him take pleasure in some of the most boring elements of daily life.

    "And what did you get out of it?" she asked. "Out of serving these women?"

    "Well, the act of service was pleasurable on its own," Sid explained. "It really was. But also, when I was especially good, they both allowed me the chance to...to worship them."

    Kelsey was fairly certain she knew what that meant, but her curiosity required a concrete answer. "And by worship, do you mean...physically?"

    Sid nodded. "Yes. I would be permitted to worship their bodies in some form. If I was very good, if I'd made my mistress especially happy, I would be permitted to give her an orgasm. That was fairly uncommon, though. Usually it was worshiping some other part of body to provide her with pleasure. Sometimes she would provide herself with an orgasm, sometimes she would simply enjoy having a submissive use his mouth and fingers to make her feel good without the submissive expecting anything in return."

    Kelsey had been so focused on her curiosity regarding Sid that she hadn't recognized the sense of excitement coursing through her. It was there, though, and as she listened to him share his submissive experiences she felt that excitement growing. It was an odd - though not unwelcome - experience and Kelsey couldn't help but want to pursue it just a little.

    "Do you know where the fitting rooms are, Sid?" she asked.

    He nodded. "Go down to the end of this aisle, take a left, and follow it all the way to the other side of the store. There's a women's and a men's fitting room."

    "Thank you," Kelsey said with a smile before turning to the dominatrix outfit and reaching to pull it off the shelf.

    "May I?" Sid asked.

    Kelsey turned and was greeted with a look of puppy dog eagerness on his face. Though she knew it was a little bit crazy to be indulging in Sid's desires to serve with her boyfriend in the store, Kelsey nodded.

    Sid rushed over, took the bodysuit, gloves, and boots into his hands, and stepped back to keep a fair bit of distance between him and Kelsey. "I'll follow," he said.

    She smiled, turned, and headed for the fitting rooms with Sid a handful of steps behind her. Kelsey looked over her shoulder to find his eyes glued to her and she offered a smile. She couldn't help but put a little extra sway in her hips, too. She did it without really thinking about it and found genuine delight in the idea of offering him a more thrilling view.

    Once she arrived at the entrance to the women's fitting area, Kelsey turned and held out her arms. Sid stepped closer and placed the outfit in them. As he pulled away their hands touched for a moment and she saw a look of intense delight wash over his face.

    "Wait here," she said. It was offered as an instruction, really, and again Kelsey saw his eyes light up. There was something so delightful about being able to make him feel so good with just a few words.

    Kelsey turned, walked down the hallway, and slipped into one of the fitting rooms. She locked the door, set the dominatrix outfit on the bench, and quickly stripped out of her work clothes. Kelsey glanced at herself in the mirror and was surprised to see a small wet spot in her panties.

    She slipped a hand into them and a finger quickly disappeared between her labia and into an intense cauldron of heat and wetness. Kelsey was utterly astounded at her body's reaction to her interaction with Sid, though it explained why she'd let him serve her in a small way by carrying the outfit to the fitting room. That arousal seemingly explained why she planned on letting him see her in it, too.

    Changing into the dominatrix outfit proved more challenging than expected, though in hindsight the exceptionally tight fit ensured it wouldn't be an entirely smooth experience.

    Kelsey avoided turning to the mirror until she was finished, mostly for fear of looking and feeling utterly foolish. As it turned out, though, that fear was unfounded. Kelsey was stunned at what she saw. The bodysuit fit like a glove - an exceptionally attractive glove - and she was particularly fond of the high neck. The boots and gloves were wonderful accessories and Kelsey was surprised at just how sexy she felt as she turned from side to side and studied herself.

    Imbued with newfound confidence, Kelsey stepped out of the fitting room and strode towards Sid. A curtain hid the hallway from the view of anyone waiting outside, so she grasped a handful of it and dramatically pulled it aside before striking a confident pose with a hand on her hip.

    Sid was standing - still with his hands behind his back - and his eyes went wide as he soaked in the sight of a latex-clad Kelsey. His mouth hung open and Kelsey was surprised - and surprisingly delighted - to see a bulge quickly form between his legs.

    "You look so much better than I thought you would," he said. "You're...you're a goddess. A perfect goddess."

    Without warning, Sid fell to his knees and looked up at her. He rested his hands on his thighs and a genuinely devotional look washed over his face.

    "I'd give anything to serve you," he said. "Truly. Anything."

    He looked so vulnerable. Overwhelmingly vulnerable. Kelsey wasn't sure a man had ever exposed himself to her to such a degree. There was something endearing about it. There was something undeniably exciting about it, too. Something Kelsey couldn't begin to understand, but something she thoroughly enjoyed.

    "I've never had a man serve me," she replied.

    His eyes lit up. "It can be whatever you want it to be. Truly. I just want to serve. It can purely be chores. I can't possibly explain why it feels so good to me to serve like that, but it does. It really does."

    Kelsey couldn't explain why she found the idea exciting, but she did. She wasn't sure it was even slightly realistic to consider, but that's precisely what she was doing.

    "I do like foot massages," she said. "And I don't particularly like doing chores."

    "I'm very good," Sid replied. "I am. I can do your laundry. I can shop for you. I can even cook for you."

    Kelsey realized that some women would have found him to be pathetic. She wasn't sure why, but she didn't feel that way.

    "What's going on here?"

    Kelsey turned to see Trent standing there with a confused and slightly angry look on his face as he stared at Sid. Then he turned his attention to her and the look softened as his eyes wandered over her body.

    "Wow, Kelsey, you look amazing," he said.

    Kelsey smiled and gestured towards the man still waiting on his knees. "This is Sid. He's the one that convinced me to try on this outfit. I thought he deserved to see me in it."

    Again Trent looked confused. "And why is he on his knees?"

    "Because he wants to serve me," she answered as a gentle-but-potent sense of arousal radiated outwards from her loins.

    Trent stared at Kelsey for a few seconds, looked at Sid for a few seconds more, and then asked, "What? Serve you? I don't understand."

    Kelsey figured complete honesty was the right approach. So she said, "I'm not sure I do either. But, I do know that I feel surprisingly good - great, even - in this outfit. I feel sexy. I feel confident. And I like the way it seems to make Sid feel."

    Disbelief registered on Trent's face, and with good reason. He'd come into the costume store figuring that Kelsey would buy a slutty costume and now something entirely different was unfolding. Of course he was in a state of disbelief.

    "I like the outfit too," he said. "I mean, you look...you look sexy, and...and dominant, I guess."

    To Kelsey's surprise, Trent seemed jealous and a little insecure. He'd never struck her as a man who wanted to serve a woman like Sid - and he probably wasn't that kind of man - but it seemed that her showing even a hint of interest in what Sid was offering had triggered Trent's jealousy.

    "He doesn't want to be my boyfriend, Trent," she said. "He just wants to do chores around my apartment and give me foot rubs. You have nothing to worry about."

    Kelsey realized she was talking like she'd already decided to let Sid serve her in some way, a notion that was likely not lost on either of the men staring at her.

    "This is...I don't know, Kelsey. This is weird," Trent said. "I mean, isn't it weird? Plus, how do you know he's not like a...like a psycho, or something like that?"

    He wasn't wrong. From a certain perspective it was exceptionally unusual - and perhaps exceptionally dumb - for Kelsey to even consider letting a relative stranger serve her in any way.

    Kelsey approached Trent and stepped into his arms. She kissed his neck and rubbed her body against his. He ran his hands down her back and grasped her ass in the tight black latex. Her lips found his and he squeezed her backside while her tongue slipped into his mouth. She felt his cock press into her stomach, a surefire sign that he thoroughly enjoyed her outfit.

    "I'll be safe if my boyfriend is there to protect me," she said softly. "Plus, he could so some of the things we both know you don't love doing. He could give me a foot massage while we watch a movie. He could do the dishes after we have a nice meal together. He could do the laundry while we...well, while we spend our time doing something far more exciting."

    Kelsey couldn't believe what she was saying. She wasn't even really thinking about it. The words were just spilling from her lips as if they were crafted by a part of her brain she wasn't in touch with. Every sentence she uttered thrilled her, though, leading to a wealth of desire emanating from between her legs.

    Trent grasped her ass tighter - almost possessively - and looked down at Sid, who hadn't said a word since Trent's arrival but seemed utterly enraptured with what had unfolded over the last few minutes.

    "You'd really be into that? Into serving like that? Doing the dishes? Rubbing her feet? Doing the laundry?" Trent asked.

    "Yes, I would. I really would," he answered. "Nothing would make me happier, in fact."

    Trent kissed Kelsey. He squeezed her ass hard as he did. His tongue invaded her mouth. Then he picked her up and she happily wrapped her legs around him as the kiss deepened.

    It felt to Kelsey like Trent was trying to assert his place, and to make sure that Sid understood the pecking order. She couldn't tell if his actions were motivated by jealousy or if she'd managed to unleash Trent's inner alpha male, but she found great pleasure in the notion that her actions had spurred Trent to unleash a previously hidden part of himself. It made her feel powerful in an entirely different but still thrilling manner from how she'd felt when Sid dropped to his knees upon seeing her dressed as a dominatrix.

    After a lengthy, passionate, deep kiss, Trent put her down and Kelsey turned towards Sid and walked right past him. She sat in one of the padded chairs arranged outside the fitting area, extended one of her feet, and looked at her would-be submissive and said, "I love a foot massage and Trent's not particularly fond of giving them."

    Kelsey looked up at her boyfriend and saw a hint of jealousy in his eyes. She felt that same rush of power. It was an unfamiliar sensation for her, but one she was quickly learning to enjoy.

    "I'd like you to show me that you give a good foot massage, as I'm not sure what the point of letting you serve me would be if you're not particularly skilled with your hands," she said.

    Sid crawled closer and reached up to unzip her boot. He did so slowly, seemingly taking pleasure in revealing the bare skin of her leg. He gently pulled the boot off, set it aside, and took Kelsey's foot in his hand.

    "Oh, wow," she said the instant he pushed his thumbs into her heel and ran them up the sole of her foot. He rubbed her big toe and moved his way down the line, giving each toe attention before repeating the process. "Sid, wow, you're very, very good at this."

    He beamed with pride. "I've had a lot of practice."

    Kelsey smiled at the would-be submissive and then turned her attention to Trent, who looked genuinely jealous despite the fact that Sid was doing something Trent didn't even remotely enjoy.

    "Come here," Kelsey said as she offered a hand.

    Trent approached, took her hand, and sat in the chair next to hers. Kelsey leaned over and they shared a kiss. This one was slow and sensual and she moaned into his mouth, though the moan was almost entirely because the foot rub felt so good. Good enough, in fact, that Kelsey was convinced that having Sid as a part of her life would be an unquestioned positive.

    "If you can't handle this, I don't have to invite Sid to serve me," she said softly while caressing her boyfriend's face.

    Kelsey's choice of words was intentional, of course. She was challenging Trent to be the sort of man that could handle it. It worked, too.

    "Of course I can handle it," he replied with just a hint of annoyance in his voice. "I mean, it's just a little fun, right? And having someone around to make life easier for you seems like a good thing."

    He didn't entirely mean what he said. Kelsey could see it on his face. Trent was trying to convince himself, though, and she appreciated that. Plus, Kelsey was surprisingly invigorated by the notion of convincing Trent to overcome his hesitance and to embrace what she was suddenly quite sure that she wanted.

    "I was thinking I could wear that slutty secretary outfit for you," she said softly. "What would you think about that?"

    "I'd love that," Trent replied.

    Kelsey ran her fingers up his thighs and gently crazed his cock before smiling and asking, "Would you be willing to buy me that naughty little costume and this outfit I'm wearing? Would you be willing to be that generous?"

    It was a naked attempt to seize just a touch of control, but Kelsey didn't care.

    Trent nodded and he did so without hesitation. There was even a hint of excitement on his face. He was clearly a man caught up in his arousal, but in the moment Kelsey found it thrilling to take advantage of that for her benefit.

    "I'll be your slutty secretary tonight, then," she said.

    Kelsey grazed his cock once more and Trent moaned just a little.

    He leaned in to kiss her and Kelsey gently turned her head and offered her neck. Trent's lips found her skin as she looked down at Sid, who was dutifully providing a different kind of pleasure with a skilled foot massage. He was clearly sporting an erection, too, and the look of adoration on his face was enough to fill Kelsey with limitless confidence.

    "You may rub my other foot," she said.

    Sid went to work immediately, unzipping her boot and setting it aside before offering her previously untouched foot the same kind of deeply relaxing pleasure.

    Kelsey found herself immersed in a sense of utterly unexpected bliss. What had begun as a quick shopping trip had transformed into something that promised to make October an especially exciting month.

    It seemed that Kelsey had, in fact, spent most of her life missing out on the unique pleasures that Halloween offered. After all, putting on a costume had seemingly transformed her in unexpected ways.

    This year would be different, though. Kelsey vowed that she would take full advantage of the many joys of Halloween that she'd missed out on in years past. She was already off to a great start and she couldn't wait to see how things unfolded over the rest of the month.

  
    A Frightfully Dominant Halloween - Part 2

    Kelsey's pussy tingled with post-orgasmic pleasure and she wore a smile that refused to disappear. That tended to happen after a good fucking from Trent, and she'd just been on the receiving end of a spectacularly good fucking from her boyfriend.

    The slutty secretary costume was probably part of his desire. Even Kelsey was willing to admit that she looked good in it. The skirt was impossibly short and tight, the blouse was so tight she couldn't actually button it all the way up, which left her tits exposed in a delicate little semi-sheer bra that she'd changed into. She completed the look with a pair of heels, a ponytail, and an application of shiny red lipstick. She already wore glasses most of the time - contacts on some occasions - so that was a simple enough addition as well.

    Kelsey was quite certain, though, that her interlude with Sid - the eager submissive that massaged her feet at the costume store - had inspired a certain kind of vigor in Trent. Her boyfriend had been unquestionably weirded out by her willingness to let a relative stranger rub her feet, but Kelsey was convinced that the interaction had spurred a bit of jealousy, too, in no small part because she'd thoroughly enjoyed having a man be so willing to serve her without the promise of anything in return.

    "That was incredible," Kelsey said as she rolled onto her side and rested her head on Trent's bare chest. She heard his heart pounding and she smiled while running her fingers over his hard stomach. "You were incredible. You're always good, but that was better than usual, baby."

    He ran his fingers through her hair and she looked up at him to see a smile on her boyfriend's face. Kelsey rested her head on his chest once more and reached down to run her fingers over the cum-filled tip of the condom that adorned his still-hard cock.

    "You were incredible too," he said. "And the outfit...I know that kind of costume is not really your thing, but you look so good in it. So fucking hot."

    It wasn't her kind of thing, but Kelsey liked that Trent found it so arousing and she liked that the outfit had played some part in her getting fucked with such vigor.

    "I liked wearing the costume, actually," she said before sitting up and smiling at Trent. "I liked how it made you feel. How it made you want me even more than usual. I liked the way you looked at me when I stepped out of the bathroom in it."

    What Kelsey wasn't going to say was that she liked how the costume gave her a sense of power over Trent. The moment she stepped out of the bathroom she had his complete and utter attention. She had him in the palm of her hand. She felt empowered to do as she pleased because he was so utterly enthralled with the sight of her.

    Kelsey had used that to her advantage. She'd teased Trent a little. She'd done a bit of a dance at the side of the bed while he watched and stroked his cock. Then, when she'd told him to stop stroking, he'd moved his hand away immediately. He'd done so because she'd assured him she would take care of his pleasure, but he'd still done so without saying a word.

    Kelsey had offered Trent a blowjob while dressed like a slutty secretary, but she'd felt oddly empowered while doing so. It was the first time in her life a blowjob hadn't felt like a submissive act. Instead, she felt as though she held all the power as she held her boyfriend's stiff cock in her hand and decided exactly how much pleasure he got to experience. When he'd reached down to put a hand on her hand she'd brushed it away, denying him the chance to control the blowjob in any way. It had all been far more invigorating and arousing than she'd expected and Kelsey had been far wetter by the time she surrendered control and told Trent to fuck her.

    As all those thoughts ran through her head, Kelsey leaned down to kiss her boyfriend. She offered her tongue and he responded by parting his lips and welcoming her into his mouth. She moaned and his hand found its way into her blouse. His touch was gentle and skillful as he worked her breasts and Kelsey felt a surprising rush of desire.

    Without a word, she sat up, straddled Trent's chest, and moved her hips forward until her pussy rested over his mouth. She grabbed a handful of his hair, looked down, and lowered her clit onto his face.

    "I want another orgasm," she said.

    Trent went to work without hesitation and Kelsey felt an intense rush of pleasure the moment his tongue brushed so gently against her clit. It wasn't just the physical stimulation that turned her on, though. It was Trent's willingness to do as she desired without a word of protest.

    He'd just cum. He wasn't anywhere near as turned on as he'd been. And yet, he was more than willing to let Kelsey sit on his face. He was more than willing to serve her needs with his tongue, a notion that brought with it a wealth of pleasure and that managed to help Kelsey cum in a remarkably short span of time.

    When she was finished, she climbed off Trent's face, collapsed onto the bed next to him, and smiled as she stared up at the ceiling while the aftershocks of yet another orgasm worked their way through her body.

    "Thank you for that," she said.

    "My pleasure," Trent replied.

    Soon after he got out of bed, pulled the used condom from his cock, and headed for the bathroom to dispose of it. Kelsey watched him go and smiled at the sight of his taut ass. She couldn't help but feel like she'd been serviced by both Sid and Trent that day, a notion that filled her with a surprising kind of delight that she was immediately determined to keep chasing.

    ---

    A gentle knock on the door pulled Kelsey's attention from her computer and she looked up expecting to see someone step inside. Instead, there was silence for a few seconds before that same gentle knock was repeated.

    "Come in," she said. Most of her coworkers knocked as a mere formality, offering a split second of warning before barging into her office. Kelsey was the same way, of course - it was basically an unspoken company policy - so it struck her as quite unusual that someone would bother to wait for permission to enter.

    Then the door opened and Sid stepped inside carrying a white plastic bag. Kelsey checked the clock on her computer to see that he was early, though she was quickly learning that a willing, eager submissive like Sid was almost always early and would almost certainly never be late.

    "I have your lunch," he said while standing stone still by the door.

    Kelsey smiled, leaned back in her chair, and studied him for a few moments. It was the third time she'd seen Sid in person - they'd gone on yet another costume shopping trip together a few days prior - and she was struck by how attractive he was. He wasn't exactly her type - a little too nerdy - but he was the sort of man who'd likely have no trouble finding a girlfriend if he wanted one. Sid had been very clear that he wasn't interested in a typical kind of relationship, though. In fact, he'd been clear that he couldn't really stand that kind of relationship, that he had a deep need to serve.

    "Shut the door," Kelsey said softly.

    Sid shut the door and turned his gaze back to her.

    Kelsey pushed her chair back a little and put her feet up on her desk. Sid's eyes wandered over her bare legs before fixating on the strappy pair of heels she wore. They weren't the heels Kelsey had put on that morning. Instead, she'd carried them in her bag and changed into them when she knew Sid would be coming to bring her lunch. She wasn't entirely certain based on only two interactions with him, but he seemed enthralled with her feet.

    "Do you like my heels?" she asked.

    He swallowed hard and nodded. Kelsey couldn't say for certain, but Sid seemed excited. His pupils appeared to have dilated a little and he was fidgeting ever-so-slightly as he stood on the other side of her office.

    "Lock the door," she instructed.

    Sid swallowed hard once more and turned to lock the door. Kelsey pulled her feet off the desk and slowly crossed her legs. She let her skirt ride up a little and enjoyed the way Sid's eyes went wide as he stared at her.

    "You may bring me my lunch," she said.

    Sid approached slowly and set the bag on the desk. He clasped his hands behind his back and waited silently while his eyes kept drifting to her legs.

    Kelsey was new to the sort of play she was indulging in with Sid, but she was already enthralled with the sense of control she had over him. He obeyed her every order. He stared at her like she was a goddess and when given the chance he happily fell to his knees to rub her feet or kiss her toes. She hadn't yet pushed him all that far in terms of service, but Kelsey was certain Sid would do just about anything in the name of making her happy.

    "Take it out of the bag," she said.

    Sid carefully removed the plastic container from the bag and set the plasticware and napkins next to it. He pulled the bag away and pushed it into his pocket, leaving only her salad on the desk.

    "Did you check to make sure the order was right?" Kelsey asked.

    "I did," he answered.

    Sid looked a little nervous, a notion that Kelsey found delightful. It was as if he worried she would forbid him from serving her if the order was wrong. Or, perhaps he worried she would punish him in some manner, a notion Kelsey hadn't considered until that moment, and a notion that she found far more exciting than she imagined possible.

    "Are you sure it's right?" she asked. "Because there will be consequences if anything is incorrect with my order."

    Sid nodded vigorously. "Yes, I'm sure it's right. I checked twice."

    Kelsey popped the top off the plastic container and pulled the packet of dressing out. She studied the salad to make sure there were no nuts - she hated nuts in her salads - and to ensure that the chicken was exactly as she'd ordered it.

    "You did a good job, Sid," she said before offering a sweet smile. "And you got here early, which almost never happens. When I order delivery on an app they're usually a few minutes late, there's usually something wrong with the order, and they're usually just a little bit rude when they drop it off. You're superior in every way, and you come with the added bonus of paying for my lunch."

    "A goddess like you shouldn't have to pay for her lunch," he said.

    Kelsey was surprised at his genuine delight in being able to pay, though she wasn't about to question a free lunch.

    "You deserve a reward," Kelsey said with a smile. "Would it please you to be able to kiss my feet?"

    Sid nodded. "Yes, very much so."

    Kelsey turned her chair and pointed to the floor at her feet. Sid rushed over and fell to his knees before looking up at her with what could only be described as devotion in his eyes.

    "You may kiss my feet. You may only touch them with your lips, though," she instructed.

    Sid fell forward and showered her feet in kisses. The strappy heels she'd chosen left plenty of skin exposed and Kelsey was both surprised and delighted to feel genuine arousal as she watched her doting submissive press his lips against her feet and kiss them slowly.

    "I like that you think of me as a goddess, Sid," she said.

    He looked up at her and smiled. "You are a goddess. You might not know it or embrace it fully, but you are a goddess, Kelsey. I could see it from the first moment I laid eyes on you, and it wasn't just because I was imagining you in that domme costume."

    There was something about him that made Kelsey feel good about herself. She'd considered the notion that every woman would feel exceptionally good at having such a worshipful man at her feet, but Kelsey knew that wasn't true. Most women would have found Sid's behavior off putting. Kelsey didn't, though. She found it enthralling and arousing. She could feel it as she sat there and watched him kiss her feet.

    "Would you like to suck on my toes?" she asked.

    Sid looked up with genuine arousal in his eyes. "More than anything."

    "You may take my shoes off. Be careful with them, though," she instructed.

    Sid ran his fingers over the bare skin of her foot and ankle before gently loosening her shoe's strap and sliding it off her foot. He then slowly ran his fingers over her sole before setting her foot on the floor and doing the same thing with her other heel, leaving Kelsey barefoot in her office.

    His touch was so gentle she couldn't help but feel both relaxed and aroused as she sat and watched. There was also a genuine sense of affection for him, in part because no man had ever treated Kelsey like she was a goddess, at least not in the way Sid was doing.

    "You may lift my foot to your mouth and suck on my toes," she said softly.

    Sid took her left foot in his hand and slowly lifted it to his mouth. Their eyes met as he took her big toe between his lips and slowly swirled his tongue around it before sucking.

    Kelsey was stunned at how good it felt. It wasn't just the sight of him worshiping her, either. It was the physical sensation of it. There was something so spectacularly pleasurable about it and she couldn't help but wonder what his tongue could do if she unleashed it on her pussy. Trent would undoubtedly find that a betrayal, and yet Kelsey sat there considering that very thing as Sid worshiped her toes like she was every bit the goddess he described her as.

    "You're very good at that," she said before an idea occurred to her. "Almost like you've done it countless times before. Did your previous mistresses put your mouth to use in this way?"

    Sid pulled back until her toe slipped from between his lips, looked away for a moment - almost as if he was embarrassed - and met her gaze once more. "One of them found great pleasure in putting my mouth to use."

    It was obvious he was talking about more than sucking on toes and almost as obvious that he found the truth embarrassing. Kelsey was intrigued, though. More than intrigued, really, as she felt a surprising tingle between her legs as she thought of Sid being instructed to suck cock for one of the women he'd served.

    "Did she make you serve men for her, Sid?" Kelsey asked as that tingle between her legs grew.

    He nodded. "It was a trans woman the first time. A friend of hers. I thought I'd be servicing her pussy, but when she removed her skirt there was a rather obvious bulge in her panties and it became clear I'd be serving a cock for the first time in my life."

    Kelsey was stunned at the level of arousal coursing through her body. "And did it please your mistress to see you suck cock for her?"

    Sid kissed each of Kelsey's toes as he held her gaze and then he nodded and said, "Yes. She found it immensely arousing to watch me suck the trans woman's cock. I struggled with it both physically and emotionally, but I think that was part of what turned my mistress on. She masturbated to two orgasms while I was sucking cock and then she had her trans friend fuck her while I watched. My mistress came twice more before the trans woman pulled out and came on my face."

    Never in her life had Kelsey even considered indulging in any of the sexual pursuits Sid had just detailed, and yet she felt an indelible and undeniable sense of arousal as he offered up the lurid description of how his mistress had taken advantage of his willingness to do anything she desired.

    Kelsey offered Sid a reward - and pursed her own pleasure - by hiking her skirt up and exposing the black satin thong she'd put on that morning. His eyes went wide as he took four of her toes in his mouth at the same time and sucked while swirling his tongue vigorously. She reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy through her panties. She felt the warmth and wetness that had already soaked through them and an intense kind of arousal quickly spread through her body, making it impossible for Kelsey to stop masturbating until she'd cum.

    "Did your mistress make you serve a man, too?" she asked.

    "Yes," Sid admitted. "She found it pleasurable to watch me suck cock for her. She knew I wasn't attracted to men, that I didn't find any particular joy in sucking cock, which is why she wanted me to do it so often. I serviced half a dozen of her male friends over my time serving her. She liked to have me take my time with them, to worship their cocks, as she described it."

    "Suck my toes like you sucked their cocks, Sid," Kelsey instructed.

    He set her foot down and lifted the other to his mouth. His lips engulfed her big toe and his tongue swirled around it. He held her gaze and sucked worshipfully as Kelsey imagined the power she'd feel at making Sid suck a man's cock.

    That imagined sense of power turned into intense pleasure as Kelsey slipped a hand into her panties and plunged two fingers into her pussy. She worked her clit at the same time and bit her lip to prevent a wild, lusty moan from escaping.

    "Did your mistress ever masturbate as you sucked cock for her?"

    "Yes," Sid answered. "Almost always."

    He stared between her legs as he took her toe in his mouth once more and resumed sucking. Kelsey tried to picture Sid sucking Trent's cock, but she couldn't imagine her boyfriend would ever be up for that sort of thing. Perhaps, though, she could convince him if her relationship with Sid continued further down its current path.

    "And did you ever make a man cum in your mouth, Sid?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Kelsey was astonished at the arousal and pleasure she felt from nothing more than the kinky thrill of imagining a straight man lowering himself to suck cock for her. She wasn't entirely sure she'd actually enjoy it happening in front of her, but the sense of power she felt at the mere thought of it was truly intoxicating and it made her clit throb with desire.

    "Would you like to see my pussy?"

    Sid's eyes went wide. "Yes. Please. Yes."

    He deserved a reward for being so eager to please her and for asking nothing in return, so Kelsey pulled aside her panties and let Sid gaze upon her pussy. His eyes somehow opened even wider and his mouth hung open as he held her foot in his hand.

    "Did either of your mistresses let you eat their pussies?" she asked.

    He nodded and a look of excitement crossed his face.

    "That was kind of them, but I'm not sure you've earned the right to worship my pussy," Kelsey said. “Not yet, at least.”

    There was just a hint of disappointment in his eyes, but Sid took her toe back into his mouth and sucked while gently massaging the sole of her foot, all while staring at her pussy as Kelsey resumed masturbating.

    She wasn't sure he'd ever be given the chance to worship her pussy - Trent probably would have objected strenuously to such a thing - though Kelsey couldn't help but feel a certain sense of curiosity about Sid's tongue. Was he good with it? Would he make her cum hard? Would he be better than most men? Would it be fun to have a man between her legs who found great reward in the act of worshiping her pussy?

    In that moment, Kelsey felt a deep desire to draw Sid between her legs at some point, which in turn meant she'd need to convince Trent to get on board with that. It felt like a challenge she was suddenly quite eager to take on, as it felt like she'd be exploring an entirely different kind of power and that too was intoxicating.

    Until then, Kelsey was going to enjoy getting her toes sucked by an eager submissive as she masturbated. She was going to enjoy cumming while Sid watched intently. Then she was going to enjoy the lunch her newfound sub had bought and hand-delivered. In other words, it was going be an excellent start to her afternoon.

  
    A Generous Dose of Small Penis Humiliation

    “Do you want me?” she asks.

    You nod as her pussy hovers over your stiff cock. You want to reach out and pull her down onto you, but you know she’s in control and you’re not about to defy her.

    She reaches down, slips two fingers into her pussy and buries them deep inside the wetness that you’re desperate to feel wrapped around your cock.

    “Please,” you say. “I need you.”

    She smiles and pulls her fingers from her pussy. “Open up,” she says. You part your lips and she presses her slippery fingers into your mouth. “Suck,” she demands.

    You suck her fingers and she pushes them deeper into your mouth while lowering her pussy onto your rigid shaft. You moan around her fingers as she welcomes you inside her. The heat and wetness is intensely pleasurable, particularly since it’s been nearly two weeks since you were last inside her.

    “Does that feel good?” she asks. You nod and she offers a gleeful smile as she begins to fuck your mouth with her fingers. You see a lusty, mildly aggressive look cross her face. It’s the same look she gets every time you have sex like this. She’s getting off on the sense of control she has over you.

    “I can barely feel you inside me,” she says. “Your pathetic little cock barely registers in my pussy.”

    She rides you faster and you moan louder around her fingers as her skillfully-delivered small penis humiliation fills you with lust. She knows what you want. She knows what you crave and when she’s in the right mood, she’s more than happy to give it to you.

    “Your cock couldn’t satisfy me if your life depended on it,” she says before slipping a third finger into your mouth. She fucks your face with them as she leans down, nibbles your earlobe, and whispers, “You’re not a real man. A real man has a cock that can make his girlfriend cum. A real man doesn’t let his girlfriend fuck his face while she’s riding him. You’re just a pathetic, small-dicked little bitch.”

    Your orgasm is close. It always happens so quickly when she humiliates you like this. Knowing you’re going to cum too quickly deepens your humiliation and makes it happen even faster. The orgasm is going to be great, though. It always is.

    “You’re going to cum, aren’t you?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Pathetic,” she hisses. “You’re fucking pathetic. Do it. Cum inside me. Lose your fucking load like the small-dicked minute man you are. I’m going to make you clean up after yourself today, though. I’m going to sit on your face and feed you every drop of your rancid seed.”

    You cum inside her. She pulls her fingers from your mouth and rubs them over your face before gripping your throat and squeezing tight enough to make you cum harder thanks to an dose of kink.

    “Thank you,” you say when she releases your throat. “Fuck, thank you so much. That was unbelievable.”

    “I wasn’t kidding about feeding you your load,” she said. “I never cum during these little sessions and I want to change that. Don’t fight me or I won’t ever make you cum like this again.”

    She lifts her pussy from your cock, drags it up your chest, and sits on your face. She feeds you your cum. You drink it. It’s disgusting, but you drink it. You don’t care. You need to cum like this again, and again, and again, and you know you’re never going to find a girl that’s willing to make you cum like she does, so you do the disgusting thing.

    Eventually, after her pussy has been emptied into your eager mouth, she cums by rubbing her clit over your face. Her orgasm is powerful. It turns her on to humiliate you, making you a very lucky man. Maybe someday she’ll replace your little cock with something better, giving you an even more potent taste of humiliation.

  
    A Good Bull is Worth His Weight in Gold

    If he offers to cum on your wife's tits and send her home to you without letting her clean them up, he's a good bull. He understands what you crave. He understands that a cuckold often gets off on humiliation. He's probably helped your wife understand that about you. He's probably helped her embrace what you need.

    So thank him. Send him a reply and thank him for fucking your wife, for satisfying her, for cumming on her tits, for sending her home to you with a mess in bra. Thank him profusely and make sure that you encourage your wife to thank him, too, by giving him the pleasure he craves.

    Soon enough he'll invite you to watch. He'll let you witness him painting her tits with his load. He'll let you crawl into his bed to clean her perfect breasts.

    He'll probably convince her to fuck bareback, too. He'll claim her pussy. He'll make it his. He'll cum deep inside her over and over again and satisfy her. If he's a good bull, he'll do it while you watch and he'll invite you to clean that mess, too.

    Don't worry. He's a good bull. He'll give you what you want, what you crave. He'll make you a happy cuckold just like he makes her a happy hotwife.

  
    A Good Cuck Begs to Clean Her

    “What the fuck are you waiting for?” she asks as you stare at the outline of her pussy lips in those panties. “His load is in there. It’s waiting for you, cuck. It’s waiting for you to lick up with that eager, slutty, cum-loving tongue of yours. So what the fuck are you waiting for?”

    You listened from outside the bedroom as he fucked your wife. You sat against the door as the sounds of her orgasmic pleasure filled your ears. Sometimes she lets you watch, but today she wanted to have him all to herself. Plus, sometimes she likes to deny her cuck the things he loves, and in this case that meant you didn’t get to watch.

    Now you’re in the bedroom. You’re on your knees at the foot of the bed. Her bull is in the shower. He’s done his part. He fucked your wife. He made her cum twice. He came inside her perfect, tight little cunt. He filled her with his load. He left a treat inside your beautiful wife. Now it’s your turn.

    Your wife’s voice carries a hint of dominance as she says, “Crawl to me, cuck.”

    You crawl into the bed and stare at the glorious space between her legs as you approach. You see a wet spot form in her panties. You know that he’s starting to leak out of her.

    “Take your place between my legs,” she demands.

    Your wife leans back against the pillows and you drop to your stomach between her legs. She smiles and exposes her big, perky breasts. She plays with her soft flesh as you stare while desire builds in your loins.

    “Are you a good cuck?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Are you certain you’re a good cuck?” she asks.

    “Yes, I’m certain. I’m a good cuck. I am,” you answer. You certainly want to be. You’ve always wanted to be. Nothing thrills you more than being a good cuck for your wife.

    “Then beg for it,” she says. “Beg to clean the mess he left inside me. Convince me to pull aside my panties and let you feast on my cunt.”

    You love when she’s in a mood like this. You love the way she talks to you when she’s just been fucked by her bull and she still has those waves of intense pleasure rushing through her body.

    You look up at your wife and say, “Please let me clean your cunt.” She smiles as the words leave your lips. You see the pleasure wash over her face. She loves it when you beg.

    “More,” she says.

    “Please let me clean your messy, cum-filled cunt. Please let me be a good cuck and clean the sloppy pussy that another man filled with his thick load,” you beg.

    You wife smiles and reaches down to pull aside her panties. You crawl forward. You place your lips against them. You push your tongue inside her. You feed on the thick cum dripping out of her.

    “That’s a good cuck,” she says before unleashing a long, low groan. “Clean my fucking cunt.”

    You push your tongue deeper inside her. You find more of his seed. You think of how exciting it was to listen. You picture him fucking your wife as his orgasm builds. You picture his cock sliding in and out of the pussy you’re eating right now. You picture him burying his shaft inside her and unloading. You picture him shooting his cum deep inside her.

    She grabs a handful of your hair and begins to move her hips. She’s fucking your face. She’s rubbing her clit over your flesh. She’s using you for her pleasure. She leaves a thin, slick residue of his cum and her pussy juices on your face. She does so gleefully. It turns her on to make a mess of her cuck.

    She cums hard as your tongue dives for more of his semen. You drink every drop you can find as her thighs tremble on either side of your head. It feels joyful to have made her cum. You embrace that pleasure.

    “On your back,” she says. You roll onto your back and your wife straddles your head. She sits on your face. “I’m going to feed you the rest of his cum. Open up.”

    You open your mouth and she sits down on it. Gravity does the work that your tongue couldn’t complete. It pulls the cum from the deepest parts of her pussy and it slides into your mouth. She feeds you her bull’s load. You drink it all like a good cuck.

    “Would you like to watch him fuck me?” she asks.

    You nod as cum continues to pour into your mouth.

    “You’ll have to fluff him,” she says. “You’ll have to earn the right to watch.”

    You nod again. You’ll do it. You don’t care. You want to watch him fuck your wife. You’ll fluff him if that’s what it takes.

    “You’re a good cuck,” she says.

    Yes you are.

  
    A Good Cuck Couple Worships Her Bull Together

    “Chloe, please retrieve your husband’s chastity device,” Wyatt says as he stands at the foot of your bed with his arms crossed.

    Your wife moves to her nightstand and returns with a small pink Holy Trailer chastity device in the palm of her hand.

    “Lock him up,” Wyatt says.

    You stand still as your wife moves in front of you and slides your small, soft cock into the chastity device her bull ordered you to purchase a month ago. It takes just a few moments for you to be stuffed safely into the plastic device.

    Wyatt turns to you and says, “Cuckold, strip your wife for me. Show me what’s mine.”

    You unzip your wife’s tight skirt and pull it over her hips and ass. Her panties follow and she steps out of them. You unbutton the sheer sleeveless blouse she wore for her bull and quickly unhook her bra afterwards.

    Wyatt smiles as you follow his orders without hesitation or complaint. “Tell me, cuckold,” he begins, “Who owns your wife’s body?”

    “You do, sir,” you reply as your wife’s bull steps towards her and roughly takes one of her breasts into his hand.

    “Is he right, Chloe?” Wyatt asks as his fingers slowly trace down your wife’s stomach and find their way between her legs.

    “Yes, sir,” she says. “You own my body.”

    Wyatt smiles. The power he has over you and your wife thrills him. His fingers slip into her pussy and she moans.

    “Who owns your cunt?” he asks.

    “You do, sir,” your wife responds.

    She looks into her bull’s eyes. You can see she wants him to kiss her. She wants to feel his lips against hers. She wants his desire to fill her.

    Instead, Wyatt pulls his fingers from your wife’s pussy and presses them against her lips. She opens her mouth and sucks them clean.

    “You’re a good girl,” he whispers.

    “Thank you, sir,” she replies as he pulls his fingers from her mouth.

    “Are you ready to serve?” Wyatt asks you both.

    “Yes, sir,” you answer in unison.

    He motions to the floor and you both fall to your knees. You move closer to your wife. Her skin is soft and warm against yours. Your cock already aches in its little plastic prison.

    “You may take out my cock,” Wyatt says to your wife.

    She reaches up and unbuckles his belt. She undoes the button of his slacks and slowly pulls down the zipper. She’s taking her time with it, like she’s unwrapping a gift and she wants to savor the reveal.

    Your wife pulls down her bull’s pants and underwear. His long, thick cock and heavy balls come into view. He unbuttons his shirt and tosses it onto the bed, leaving him naked in front of you.

    Wyatt looks down and smiles. “You may worship,” he says.

    Your wife crawls forward and takes the head of his cock into her mouth. You sit and watch. You always enjoy this part so much. She closes her eyes and her cheeks suck in as she pleasures him. You know her tongue is working the head. She takes the notion of worshiping him seriously.

    Your wife shifts to the side, making room for you. She grabs your ass and pulls you forward. You’re expected to worship too. You know your place.

    You suck on Wyatt’s balls while your wife works his cock. You lick them. You taste his sweat. You breathe in his beautiful manly scent. You run your tongue over the wrinkled flesh.

    Above you, Wyatt groans. He’s enjoying his role as your bull. He gets to have a dutiful husband and wife on their knees in front of him. He gets to demand you do as he desires. He knows you won’t refuse him anything.

    You and your wife switch. Wyatt’s thick cock head slides past your lips. You taste her saliva on him. You taste his precum. You give a blowjob while she sucks on his big balls. You service him like the submissive cuckold he’s trained you to be.

    “Kiss,” he demands.

    You and your beautiful wife share kisses over the head of your bull’s cock. Your tongues dance as you lick him and each other. You deepen your passion for the task at hand as you connect with the woman you married.

    “Eat my ass, Chloe,” Wyatt orders.

    He turns and you and your wife shift your places. His cock fills your mouth and Chloe parts his ass cheeks and uses her tongue to worship his asshole. Your cock aches in its cage. You find it utterly thrilling that your wife is willing to lick another man’s ass without hesitation. You know she does it because her bull offers a kind of pleasure she’s never experienced before.

    “Your wife is a slut, cuckold,” Wyatt says as he reaches down and grabs the back of your head. He pushes his cock into your throat and holds it there as you look up at him. “She’s an ass eating slut for me. She’s the kind of slut that will do anything for a real man and that’s because she’s been married to you for so long.”

    You can’t breathe, but you don’t care. You’re a slut too. Wyatt has trained you both. You submit without question. He’s her bull, which means he’s in control.

    He releases your head and you gasp for air as his cock slips out of your mouth. Drool covers your chin. You try and go back to blowing him, though. You want to please him. You’re desperate for his approval.

    Instead, Wyatt steps to the side and says, “Kiss your cuckold.”

    Your wife leans forward and kisses you. She pushes her tongue into your mouth. You suck on the tongue that was just in her bull’s asshole. You taste him on your wife’s lips.

    Wyatt steps between the two of you. “Eat my ass, cuckold,” he says.

    You spread his ass cheeks and do as your wife was doing. You eat your bull’s asshole while you listen to your wife gagging on his cock.

    You fought your submission at first. You fought the humiliation Wyatt wanted to visit upon you. He broke you down eventually, though. He made you submit to him. He made you into the beta cuckold you’ve become. He made you accept his status as the alpha male in your marriage.

    Now you’re eagerly eating his asshole while your wife swallows his cock. You’re tonguing his shithole and doing it because you want to make him feel good.

    You’re doing it because it makes you feel good. It fills you with lust to serve your bull. You crave his cock. You crave his asshole. What you want more than anything is to know that you’ve been a good submissive cuckold for him.

    You hear your wife gasp for air. “Do you like that your husband is eating my ass?” Wyatt asks her.

    “Yes,” your wife says.

    “Why?” he asks.

    “Because it proves that he knows his place,” she answers.

    “And what is his place?” Wyatt asks.

    “His place is beneath you. It’s to be a submissive cuckold. It’s to do as he’s told by the superior alpha male we’ve invited into our lives.”

    You tongue Wyatt’s asshole vigorously. You know your wife is right. You know that’s your place and you’re determined to prove that you understand it.

    “Do you think your husband understands his place?” Wyatt asks your wife.

    “I do,” she answers.

    “His tongue is in my asshole right now, so I think you’re right. I think he understands his place very well.”

    Wyatt laughs as you hear your wife gag once more. His cock is in her throat. Your tongue is in his asshole. You and your wife are eagerly and openly submitting to your bull.

    “That’s enough, cuckold. Join your wife on your knees in front of me,” Wyatt says.

    You pull your tongue from his asshole and crawl until you’re in front of him. He grabs your wife’s soft hair with both hands and fucks her mouth. His cock disappears. You see her throat bulge as his dick invades it. She gags. She presses against his thighs. He won’t relent.

    She coughs and gasps for air when he finally relents. Spit falls to the carpet beneath her.

    “Do you like to see me use your wife, cuckold?” Wyatt asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Do you like it when I treat her like a slut?”

    You nod and say, “Yes, I do.”

    “Why is that?”

    You look at your wife and then back to Wyatt. “Because it turns her on. Because I know she’s soaking wet right now. Because I know if she played with her clit just a little she’d have a loud, beautiful orgasm.”

    Wyatt smiles and looks at your wife. “Is he right, Chloe?”

    “Yes, sir, he is.”

    “Do you want to play with your cunt right now? Do you want to have an orgasm?” Wyatt asks.

    “Yes, desperately,” she answers.

    “Are you going to play with your cunt, Chloe?”

    “Not without your permission, sir,” your wife says.

    “Good girl.”

    Wyatt strokes his long, thick cock. He’s lubed with your wife’s spit and it looks beautiful as his fingers move up and down the shaft.

    “It’s time to make me cum,” he says.

    He rubs his dick over your wife’s lips. She opens them and his cock slips into her mouth again.

    “Join your slut wife and suck my balls, cuckold,” Wyatt demands.

    You do as you’re told. You suck his balls. You lick them. You massage them with your lips and tongue. You act like the submissive cuckold you know he wants you to be.

    “Mmmm. That’s it. Make me cum,” Wyatt said as he stands with his hands on his hips while you and your wife work his cock and balls like the sluts he’s trained you to be.

    “Get ready, Chloe. I’m going to fill your mouth with my cum. Don’t you dare swallow, though. You and your cuck are going to share my gift today.”

    Your wife gags as his cock slides in and out of her throat. Wyatt holds both your heads in place. He uses you like toys designed to get him off.

    “Here it comes,” he says.

    You feel his balls pulsing as you suck on them. You see his cock throb as he ejaculates in your wife’s mouth. A series of low, loud grunts escape his lips.

    Wyatt pulls his cock from your wife’s mouth. You release his balls and sit back on your knees. There’s a little, pearl-shaped drop of cum on the tip of his cock.

    “Suck it off, cuck,” he says.

    You take the head of his thick, throbbing, beautiful dick in your mouth and taste his cum. You savor it. You feel your dick aching in its cage. You want so badly to be hard.

    “Share my gift with your husband,” Wyatt says to your wife.

    Chloe turns to you. Her lips approach yours. Her mouth opens and Wyatt’s cum flows onto your tongue. Your taste buds come alive as the slimy, salty substance coats them.

    Your wife moans as she pushes her tongue into your mouth. You share a slippery, messy cum kiss. You feel his seed get foamy in your mouth. You feel it spill onto your lips and down your tongue.

    “You’re both cum whores,” Wyatt says. “You’re nasty little cum whores for me. You’re toys that I can do anything with.”

    He’s building his power. He’s reminding you of your place as you share a messy cum kiss with your wife. He’s making sure you never forget your place.

    “Spit my cum into your wife’s mouth, cuckold,” he demands.

    Chloe opens her mouth. You hover over it and let the messy, foamy cum spill onto her tongue. She moans.

    “Spit it on your cuckold husband’s face and lick it up,” he demands.

    Your wife does as she’s told. Soon, your face is covered in slick, slimy cum. It’s warm and wet. It’s an incredible mess. You’re immensely aroused.

    “Lick it up, whore,” Wyatt says.

    Your wife moans. She likes it when he calls her names. She likes feeling like a slut for him. She likes a little bit of humiliation from time to time.

    She does as she’s told. She licks Wyatt’s cum off your face. She sucks it up.

    “On your back, cuckold,” Wyatt demands.

    You move to your back. The carpet feels soft and warm against your skin.

    “Spit on his locked up little cock,” Wyatt says. “Cover it in my cum.”

    Your wife hovers over your cock and slowly lets her bull’s seed out of her mouth. It lands just above the cage. It slips underneath. It fills the chastity device. It coats your balls. Another man’s cum soaks into your genitals.

    “Come over here,” Wyatt says to your wife as he points to the floor in front of him.

    Chloe crawls to her bull and looks up at him. He pushes his cock into her mouth.

    “Get dressed and get out of here, cuck. I’m going to use your wife again. I’ll call you in when it’s time to clean my load,” Wyatt says as he fucks Chloe’s mouth.

    She looks up at him with something akin to love in her eyes. He’s making her feel good. He’s using her mouth and she loves it. She’s in a place of pure submissive bliss, just like you. You’re being kicked out of the room, though. You’re being denied your pleasure.

    You do as you’re told. You get dressed and you leave. You hear Wyatt groaning as he uses your wife’s mouth. You can’t wait until he’s finished so you can clean up his load. You can’t wait to be a good cuckold again.

  
    A Good Cuckold Always Cleans Up His Messes

    Click here to read the previous entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

     The mall is a wonderland for a cuckold. More than half the stores are full of women's clothing and underwear and you can't help but think that your wife would look beautiful in just about all of it.

    More than that, though, you think that her bull would love her in almost every outfit you see. He'd be unable to keep his hands off her in the little sundress on the mannequin you walked by a half an hour ago. He'd love to have her on his arm for a dinner date in the tight black dress you saw a few minutes ago. He'd absolutely love to fuck her in the lingerie set you're staring at right now.

    "Like what you see?" your wife asks.

    She's returned from the bathroom and you're not the slightest bit ashamed to have been staring at a mannequin in the Victoria's Secret window. After all, you love buying your wife beautiful things to wear for her bull.

    "I do," you answer with a smile. "That would look incredible on you."

    She takes your hand, kisses your cheek, and replies, "I think you might be right, but there's really only one way to know for sure."

    A familiar kind of excitement builds in your body. The kind that you're certain only a cuckold experiences. The kind of excitement that comes from thinking about the pleasure of watching your wife have sex with another man in the lingerie set you bought her.

    "Could we?" you ask.

    She nods. "Absolutely. You know I love it when you buy me pretty things to wear for my bull. You know I love that look on your face when you imagine him seeing me in something new and naughty and sexy."

    "It really turns me on," you admit. "Buying you lingerie to wear for him."

    She kisses your neck and whispers, "Lingerie that you get to watch me get fucked in."

    You nod.

    "Lingerie that only my bull gets to fuck me in. Lingerie that you can see but can't touch. Lingerie that you're not allowed to fuck me in because you're not worthy of that kind of pleasure."

    Your arousal threatens to become a problem as your cock grows stiff in your underwear. You look down and see a bit of a bulge, but your underwear are tight and have mostly contained your cock.

    "Let's go shopping," she says with a smile so bright that you're absolutely certain she's gotten a little bit turned on at offering just a hint of the kind of verbal teasing you enjoy.

    She squeezes your hand and leads you into the store. You find the lingerie that was on the mannequin and bring a set to the fitting area. Your wife gives you a soft kiss on the cheek and then saunters towards one of the fitting rooms before disappearing inside.

    You sit and pull out your phone. You'd love nothing more than to peer into the fitting area as you wait for your wife to emerge, but you don't want to seem like a creep. So instead you browse social media, watching a few cute dog videos.

    Then you get a text from your wife. "This lingerie looks amazing on me. He's going to love it. Would you like to see it?"

    "Yes. More than anything," you reply.

    You look down the fitting area hallway and wait for your wife to emerge. Your cock tingles with excitement. You love the moment when you first see her in something that's meant to arouse her bull.

    "I'm not sure you deserve to see it yet," she texts. "Maybe I should make you wait. Maybe he should be the first man to see me in this lingerie. It's meant for him, after all. It's not meant for a cuckold."

    Your pulse quickens and your fingers tremble a little as they hover over your phone. She's teasing you. She's playing into your desires. She's doing what she can to arouse you in a Victoria's Secret and you love her desperately.

    "Perhaps I could earn the right to catch a glimpse of you in the lingerie you're going to wear for him," you reply. "Maybe I could pick out a lovely satin robe to go with that lingerie set, something soft and comfortable that you could wear while doing your hair and makeup, or something that would act as a lovely way to tease your bull before you drop it and reveal the lingerie you're wearing for him."

    You like it when she plays these little games with you, when she makes you work a little for the rewards you crave. Even a reward as simple as merely seeing her in a lingerie set is something you appreciate more when she's made you work for it.

    "That sounds lovely. Go and pick out the robe. I'd prefer something with lace trim. Come back with it and I'll give you a little glimpse of how good I look in this lingerie set."

    You stand, glance down to make sure the bulge of your cock isn't too obvious, and then head off to find a lovely black satin robe with lace trim. You rush through the store and find your way to the robes. You run your fingers over the delicate satin. You find one with the perfect lace trim and locate her size. You grab it and rush back to the fitting area.

    "I'm back," you text.

    She opens the door to her fitting room and you see her stocking-clad leg poke out. Her hand follows and she beckons you to rush down the hallway. You do so without thinking and no one from the store is there to stop you.

    "Stop," she says when you're just a foot from her fitting room. "Give me the robe."

    You can't see your wife - only her leg and her arm - but you hand her the robe. The door to the fitting room closes and you wait in the hallway. You feel a little uncomfortable - if another woman stepped out of her fitting room she might get quite angry at the presence of a man - but you wait.

    Finally, the door opens fully and your wife invites you to gaze upon her. She's wearing the robe. It's tied shut. It's not quite long enough to reach her stockings, which is perfect as you catch a glimpse of her thighs and the lace tops of her nylons. You made a good choice. The robe is perfect. It enhances her sexiness.

    "You look amazing," you say.

    Your wife smiles. "Yes, I do."

    Then she gently unties the robe and holds it closed as you smile. Your excitement builds. You know you're only going to be given a quick flash of her body in black lingerie, and yet you're utterly delighted at the prospect.

    She pulls the robe open a few inches and you see her cleavage, the black lace of the bra holding her breasts, the garter belt across her stomach, and the semi-sheer panties that cover her perfect pussy.

    "Perfect," you whisper.

    Your wife closes her robe, smiles, and says, "That's all you get, my love. That's all a cuckold deserves until my bull has seen me in this."

    "Thank you," you reply.

    "You're welcome, my love."

    You turn to walk away, but she stops you.

    "Would you like to kiss my feet before you go?"

    She's being generous. She knows an act of submission turns you on. She knows that there's a thrill to engaging in such an act in public.

    "Yes," you answer.

    "You may do so."

    You check to make sure no one is watching and then drop to your hands and knees, bend over, and kiss each of your wife's nylon-clad feet. She purrs softly as you do so and that adds infinite pleasure to the act of submission.

    You stand, smile, and say, "Thank you for that."

    She gives you a kiss on the cheek and gently nudges you back before closing the door to the fitting room. You're overjoyed as you depart the area and sit with your phone once again in your hand.

    A few minutes later your wife emerges from the dressing room with the lingerie in one hand and her purse in the other. She hands you the items you'll be purchasing, gives you a kiss on the lips, and takes your hand.

    You pay for her lingerie and carry the bag out of the store. You've done everything you needed to do at the mall so you leave. You hold hands all the way to the parking lot and you open the passenger door like a gentleman. Your wife rewards you with a kiss, this one longer and imbued with a deeper level of passion.

    "Thank you for the beautiful lingerie," she says. "I love it and I'm certain he's going to love it too."

    "It was my pleasure," you reply.

    You set the bag in the backseat and get behind the wheel. You get on the road and your wife reaches over to massage your cock through your pants.

    "I texted him while I was in the fitting room. I sent him a picture of me in the robe and stockings. I told him you were going to buy me something sexy to wear for him. I invited him over tonight to fuck me, to satisfy me in front of my cuckold husband in the lingerie you'd bought for me."

    "Is he coming?" you ask.

    "He is, my love," you say. "I told him I needed an hour to get ready for him, but he's coming."

    She teases your cock the entire drive home. Then she heads to the master bathroom to get ready. She does her hair and makeup in the seductive manner her bull enjoys. She changes into the lingerie, though you're not permitted in the bedroom when she does so.

    Your beautiful wife emerges from the bedroom looking like she did in the fitting area. The robe is closed. You can see her stocking tops. You know she's wearing lingerie underneath, but it's hidden from you.

    "Do you want to watch today?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "No masturbating while you watch. No touching yourself at all. Focus on my pleasure while he fucks me. I'll focus on your pleasure afterwards."

    "No masturbating," you say. "I promise."

    When her bull arrives, your wife greets him at the door. He smiles when he sees the satin robe, stockings, and heels. He steps back to admire her and then she beckons him into the house.

    They kiss in your foyer. His hands move down her back, caressing the soft satin while their tongues entwine. He grabs her ass and gives it a gentle squeeze as she moans into his mouth. He pulls up the back of the robe and you see her ass in the panties.

    Her hand moves between his legs and she strokes his cock. "I love that you're already hard for me," she says.

    "You're irresistible," he replies. "And this robe feels fucking incredible."

    She looks at you, smiles, and says, "My cuckold picked it out. He thought you'd like it."

    Her bull joins your wife in looking your way and he too smiles. "You were right, cuck."

    He grabs her ass and picks her up. Your wife wraps her stocking-clad legs around him and they kiss as he walks towards the bedroom. You figured they might have a glass of wine or fool around on the couch, but it seems that they're both so overwhelmed with desire that they're skipping that part of the foreplay. You're more than happy to follow, though.

    He sets your wife down in the bedroom and she hastily strips off his clothes as they kiss. She does so with such deftness that you can't help but be impressed. She's stripped him naked often enough that she can do it with her eyes closed.

    You sit in what your wife often calls 'the cuck chair.' You've dragged it in from your office as you often do. You're tempted to masturbate through your jeans, but you remember your wife's instruction. You put your hands on the arm rests and you watch as she strokes his stiff cock and kisses him while his hands move all over her robe.

    "Get in the bed," she says to her bull.

    He pulls the covers back and lies on your side of the bed. His bare ass is right where yours will be later tonight.

    She looks at him, smiles, and tugs at the strip of satin that keeps her robe closed. It loosens and you see her cleavage and her taut stomach. Her bull sees it too and he smiles. He takes his cock in his hand and strokes slowly. He's allowed to masturbate but you - the cuckold - must keep your hands at your sides and leave your dick alone.

    Your wife pushes the robe off her shoulders and spins around. She looks back at him and lets the robe fall to the floor. Then she slowly turns around and models the lingerie for him. She does a little dance while running her hands over her body. She cups her breasts in the lace bra. She rubs her pussy a little. She runs her fingers through her hair, pulling it up and letting it go so it cascades over her shoulders and down her back.

    His cock is hard as a rock with a drop of precum at the tip. He's utterly enraptured with your wife and with good reason. She's beautiful and seductive and she looks insanely hot in the lingerie you bought her.

    "Do you like it?" she asks. "Do you like the lingerie my cuckold bought me?"

    "I fucking love it," he says. "I want you. I fucking need you."

    She loves hearing that from her bull. It makes her pussy wet. You know it does.

    She crawls into the bed. They kiss as she strokes his cock. Their tongues mingle and you listen to her moan. She kisses her way down his body. She takes him in her mouth. She gives her bull a blowjob while you watch from the cuckold chair. Your dick throbs, but you can't touch it. You can't pursue your pleasure. You have to think about her pleasure. It's painful. It really is. You're good, though. You keep your hands on the arm rests, gripping them tightly when the urge to jerk off gets particularly strong.

    To your surprise and delight, your wife climbs onto her bull in reverse cowgirl, pulls her panties aside, and takes him inside her. Her lean, fit body looks beautiful atop his cock and you listen to her moan as he fills and stretches her pussy for the first time in nearly a week.

    "He feels so good inside me," she says while staring at you. "His big cock feels so good in my tight pussy."

    "You look so good. That lingerie is perfect. You look so fucking hot riding him," you reply.

    She rides him while holding your gaze. It's an intense experience. You focus on her pleasure. You try and ignore your overwhelming desire to masturbate.

    "You want to jerk off, don't you cuckold?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "But you're not going to, are you? You're going to keep your hands off your dick because you want your reward. You want an orgasm, and you know that if you touch your cock without permission that I'm not going to let you cum," she says.

    She rides him faster and moans and you're absolutely certain it turns her on to talk like that, to fill your head with the kind of cuckold pleasures that only dirty talk can offer. That makes it easier to keep your hands off your cock because it feels like doing so actually adds to your wife's satisfaction.

    "I'll bet you'd love to lick my clit right now, wouldn't you?" she asks.

    You look at her pussy. You see him filling her. You see thick cock stretching her out over and over as she rides him. You think of being between his legs and licking her clit. It sounds like the hottest thing in the world.

    "Yes. I'd love that. Can I do that?"

    She shakes her head and moans. "You have to sit there and watch, my love. You don't get to participate. You don't get to jerk off. You have to sit and watch while he fucks me, while he makes me feel good, while he makes me cum all over this big, beautiful cock of his."

    She looks at you and moans. She bounces on his dick as he reaches up and grabs her tits, playing with them in the delicate lace of her bra. She moans louder. It's all so fucking hot to witness and it's so difficult to remain in the chair, to keep your hands on the arm rests, to pass up the pursuit of any sort of pleasure.

    Your wife lifts her pussy from his cock and spins around. She takes him inside her once more. She rides him vigorously. When she leans over to kiss him, you're granted the most incredible view of her pussy taking his cock. Up and down she rides while grinding her clit against his pelvis. They both moan. They're fucking with wild abandon and well on their way to mutual orgasms.

    "Fuck, baby, cum inside me," she says. "Cum in my pussy while my cuck watches!"

    They fuck for a little longer. Then they cum together. They cum loudly. They cum hard. His cock pulses. His balls jump in their sack. Her ass vibrates from the pleasure coursing through her body.

    They kiss and whisper to each other afterwards. He caresses her body. She runs her fingers through his hair. She tells him how good he makes her feel. She tells him she wants him to fuck her again before he goes home.

    Then she asks for a little alone time for you and her. She lifts her pussy from his cock and rolls onto her back. He gets up, puts his boxers on, and heads out of the bedroom.

    You're still in your chair. Your dick is still throbbing. Your wife is on her back in her lingerie. Her panties are damp with his cum. You can see some of it leaking out of her and pressing into the delicate lace.

    "Stand and strip, my love," she instructs.

    You stand and remove your clothes as you stare at your wife's beautiful body. Her chest is flushed red and her brow looks slightly damp from the vigorous nature of the ride she took on his cock.

    "How long has it been since I gave you an orgasm?" she asks.

    "Five days."

    She smiles. It pleases her that she's in control of your orgasms. "Come to me, my love."

    You crawl into the bed and next to your wife. Your body lies next to hers. You feel her warmth, the lace of her lingerie and the smoothness of her nylons against your skin. She kisses you and her fingers find your cock and stroke you slowly as your tongues mingle.

    "It won't take you long to cum, will it?" she asks.

    You shake your head.

    "I like that. I like that you get so turned on that I can make you cum in less than a minute if I want. I like that I get to control how long you feel that pleasure you crave."

    You like it too, so much so that your dick throbs in her hand.

    "There's something I want today," she says. "Something that I think should become a regular practice."

    "Okay."

    She smiles. "You don't even know what I'm going to say."

    "It doesn't matter. I want to do it for you."

    She kisses your neck and moans. She releases your cock and pushes her fingers into her panties. They emerge covered in her bull's cum. Her fingers approach your mouth. They push past your lips and onto your tongue. You suck them clean.

    "You like cleaning his cum, don't you?" she asks. "You like being a good cuckold and cleaning the mess my bull leaves inside me."

    "Yes, I do," you admit as your dick throbs without being touched.

    She kisses you. Her tongue mingles with yours. She tastes his load. She shares it with you. There's something intensely sexy about it. Something that makes your dick ache.

    "A cuckold should always clean up," she whispers. "There's no better way of embracing your place, is there? He fucks me better than you do. He makes me cum harder than you do. That's why I'm with him, after all, and you enjoy cleaning his cum out of me because it's a perfect way of embracing your place in the sexual hierarchy."

    "Yes," you whisper.

    She takes your cock in her hand and strokes your furiously. "I know it won't bring you anywhere near as much pleasure, but you're going to start cleaning your own messes from now on. Every time you cum you're going to swallow as much of it as you can. You're going to be a good cuckold and consume the loads I let you spill."

    "Oh, fuck."

    "You like that, don't you? You like the idea of licking up your cum. Of course you do. You're a good cuckold. You're not going to like it after you've cum, but you're going to do it anyway, aren't you?"

    "Yes, I will," you answer.

    She kisses your neck and moans. "That's a good boy. Now cum for me so I can feed you your load. I'll feed you his, too. I'll feed you all the cum you handle, cuck."

    You cum. You cum so fucking hard. You cum all over your stomach and her fingers. You fill the bedroom with loud grunts and groans as pleasure tears through your body in the most remarkable way.

    You realize your eyes were closed from the sheer pleasure of it. When you open them again, you see your wife's fingers dangling over your mouth. You see your cum on them.

    "It's time to clean your mess, my love," she says softly. "And when you're done, you can crawl between my legs and clean his mess too."

    You feel the revulsion you knew you'd feel. You don't want to eat your cum. Not after you've had your orgasm.

    You do it, though. Your wife was very generous in letting you buy her lingerie, in letting you watch as she and her bull fucked. She was generous in giving you an orgasm, too, so you reward her generosity by doing as she desires.

    You clean your cum from her fingers. When she scoops it off your chest, you suck her fingers clean.

    "That's a good boy," she whispers.

    "Thank you for being so generous," you say.

    She smiles. "You're welcome. Now you may crawl between my legs and clean his mess out of me."

    You're a very lucky cuckold.

  
    A Good Cuckold Gets a 69

    You're on your back in the bed you share with your wife. Your cock is hard as a rock, thanks in large part to the foreplay you just witnessed between your wife and her bull.

    That foreplay is still ongoing, in fact. You can hear her sucking his cock. She's on her knees next to the bed. He's standing in front of her. He has his hands in her beautiful blonde hair. He's gently thrusting in and out of her mouth while she sucks with wild abandon. They're both moaning and you can hear the wet sounds of an exceptionally good blowjob. It's the sort of oral pleasure she offers him each and every time they're together, the sort that you've learned she reserves for a man that fucks her to far more powerful orgasms than you're capable of offering.

    "Will you fuck me doggystyle?" she asks as you hear her hand moving up and down his long, thick, spit-soaked shaft. "Will you fuck me doggystyle while my cuckold husband watches your cock stretch out my pussy in his place on the bottom of a 69?"

    "It would be my pleasure," her bull replies.

    Your wife stands, gives him a kiss, and crawls into the bed. You feel her soft blonde hair brush against your chest, stomach, thighs, and stiff cock as she moves into place over you. You stare up at her enflamed pussy lips - which are almost entirely bare after you shaved her in the shower - and you see the wetness inside her as her labia parts in a rather inviting manner. It's not your cock her body craves, though.

    The cock your wife craves enters your field of vision as he crawls into the bed. The underside of the head is shiny with your wife's saliva and a large drop of precum rests at the tip.

    "Should I fuck your wife?" he asks.

    Your heart is pounding. You've never been so close to his cock and you feel a potent mixture of fear and exhilaration. "Yes, please, fuck my wife," you answer.

    Your wife's hand encircles your cock and she strokes you at an achingly slowly pace. "What a good cuckold," she says.

    He rubs the head of his cock over your wife's pussy lips and the sounds of her wetness fill your ears. It's an aural representation of her desire to have him inside her and your dick throbs in her delicate hand as you listen.

    "Please, fuck my wife," you say with desperation in your voice.

    He slides the head of his cock inside her and you hold your breath as you watch it disappear. You've watched so many times before, but it's never been like this. You've never been inches away. You've never been able to admire every little detail of another man's cock entering your wife's pussy.

    You watch her labia fold inward as they're pulled along by the penetration of his cock. You listen to the sounds of wetness as her pussy engulfs the flesh that has brought her to so many incredible orgasms since she cuckolded you the first time.

    His big balls appear in your eye line as he bottoms out inside her. They're responsible for the cum that will soon flood your wife's pussy and you can feel the hair on them tickling your forehead. Their scent fills your nose, and while it's not as lovely as your wife's perfume, there's something about it you find oddly compelling. It's as if the smell of another man has lured you deeper into the beautiful headspace of a cuckold.

    "Your cock feels so good inside me, baby," your wife says as she releases your shaft and gently plays with your balls. "Please, fuck me while my cuckold watches. Fuck me hard while he watches. Fuck me like you know I need to be fucked."

    He pulls out slowly and you admire how your wife has left his shaft completely soaked in her juices. Every inch of him is shiny with her slickness and there's something so beautiful about it.

    "Please, fuck my wife," you say as he pauses with just the tip of his cock inside her. "Please, fuck her. Fuck her like she needs to be fucked. Please." You're begging. You can hear it in your voice. You're turned on, though. You're begging another man to fuck your wife and you're turned on.

    Instead of thrusting back inside her, he pulls out. The plump head of his cock rubs over her pussy lips, but he doesn't fill her. He doesn't fuck her. He teases her instead.

    Your wife pushes her hips back but he moves his cock away, denying her what she clearly craves. "Please," she begs. "Please, give me your cock."

    "I can't seem to line it up," he replies. "Perhaps you could help, cuckold. Perhaps you could guide my cock into your wife's wet cunt."

    You feel a tightness in your chest, but it's not because you dread touching his cock. It's because you want to. It's because you want to guide another man's cock into your wife's wet, needy pussy.

    "Do it," she says. "Put his cock inside me, cuckold. Put his big cock in my pussy."

    You reach up. Your hand trembles a little. You wrap your fingers around his cock and guide him into your wife's pussy. You guide another man's cock - a cock that's far bigger than yours - into your wife's wet, waiting, eager pussy.

    "That's a good boy," he says before slowly burying his dick inside her. "Now I'll give her what she wants. I'll give her the fucking she deserves."

    He does just that. He fucks your wife hard. He fucks her like she craves, like she needs, like she deserves.

    You watch in awe as his long, thick cock moves in and out of your wife's pussy at a perfect pace. Every inch of him disappears inside her with each thrust. His shaft is soaked. Her pussy lips get increasingly swollen, both with desire and because he's delivering such a vigorous pounding.

    The sounds of sex get louder as he fucks her harder. She gets wetter, too, and some of that wetness drips out onto your face. You lick up what you can and take great pleasure in knowing that another man is fucking your wife so well that her pussy is basically raining proof of her lust and satisfaction onto your face.

    "Pound my pussy!" your wife cries out. "Pound my tight little cunt while my cuckold watches. Show him what I crave. Show him what he can't give me. Show him why you're the one that's going to cum inside me and why he's the one that's going to eat your fucking load out of me!"

    He does exactly that. He fucks your wife harder and better than you ever have. She fills your bedroom with wild screams of pleasure as he satisfies her pussy.

    Amazingly, she cums without her clit enjoying any real stimulation. She comes from the joy of being fucked by a big cock while her cuckold husband watches from a few inches away. She comes from the sheer, wild pleasure of having the kind of sex she's craved for years, and the kind of sex she's only enjoyed since he came into your lives.

    "Cum inside me!" she cries out after her orgasm.

    It doesn't take him long to comply. He buries his cock inside her. He grunts and groans and you see his testicles jumping in their sack as he empties his balls into the pussy that you used to fuck on a regular basis.

    He pulls out and a dollop of his cum follows immediately. He laughs as that cum lands just below your eye and slowly drips down your cheek. It's like he just came on your face, which is no doubt the reason he seems so delighted.

    "Are you hungry, cuckold?" your wife asks.

    "Yes, please, sit on my face," you reply. She was right about it being rewarding for you, after all. You can't wait for her to sit on your face and feed you the delicious cum waiting inside her.

    Your wife crawls forward just a bit and sits on your face. Her pussy lands right on your mouth and you part your lips as wide as they can go and push your tongue inside her.

    Hot cum flows from her pussy. The taste of his salty loads dances on your taste buds. You're so overwhelmed with pleasure that you can't help but moan into her cunt as you reach up and grab her ass with both hands, squeezing it hard as she moans and unleashes more of her bull's load into your mouth.

    "Does that taste good, cuckold?" your wife asks. "Does my bull's cum taste good on that eager, talented tongue of yours? Do you like eating another man's fucking load out of my pussy?"

    You can't say a word, so you moan into her cunt. You moan because it tastes fucking amazing. You moan because you love eating another man's cum out of her.

    Your dick is hard as a rock. It's not being touched, but it's still throbbing wildly with desire as you dine on her deliciously salty pussy.

    Your wife bends over, grabs your cock, and strokes you vigorously. You lift your head from the bed, press your lips against her pussy, and push your tongue inside her.

    "What a naughty little cum slut," she says. "My little creampie eating cuckold. Dine on that delicious pussy, baby. Dine on that messy, delicious, salty cunt of mine and cum for me."

    She strokes you faster. She spits on the head of your cock and your pleasure deepens from the lubrication. Your toes curl and your loins tingle with pre-orgasmic pleasure.

    You press your face against her pussy and cry out in pleasure. You push your tongue as deep inside her as you can while cumming hard for your wife. The many pleasures of your evening play out in your head as your cock pulses with intense joy while spewing cum.

    When you've finished, your wife climbs off your face, spins around, and says, "Open up one more time for me."

    You part your lips and her hand approaches your mouth. She presses three fingers onto your tongue and tilts her hand up. Your cum slowly drips into your mouth as she smiles.

    "Drink up your second load of the night, my naughty little cum slut," she says with a devilish smile. "Drink it all and I'll feed you again after my bull fucks me a second time."

    You drink every drop. It's nowhere near as fun after an orgasm, but you want to clean her pussy again before the night is over, so of course you drink every drop. You wouldn't have it any other way.

    "Good boy," she says as her fingers invade your mouth and you suck the last of your cum from them. "Now, I'm feeling famished, so why don't you go make us a snack while my bull and I cuddle?"

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and you hurriedly depart the room to make her and her bull that snack. After all, you're a good cuckold, and good cuckolds get rewarded.

  
    A Good Cuckold Lives to Serve

    It’s a beautiful Saturday morning. Your wife has awoken as the smell of the coffee you brewed has reached the bedroom. She emerges in a white satin robe and fuzzy slippers and you look towards her. You try your best to anticipate her needs at all times, but when you can’t you want to be available to do anything she might require.

    “Good morning, my love,” you say.

    She smiles and comes closer. You stand and your wife takes you into an embrace. The satin feels soft against your arms.

    “Good morning,” she says before giving you a soft kiss.

    “Did you sleep well?” you ask.

    “I slept like an angel,” she answers. “In no small part because of the work you did with that talented mouth of yours.”

    She’s referring to the body worship session you engaged in before she went to sleep the night before. You spent an hour kissing and licking her erogenous zones, producing four powerful orgasms before she drifted off to sleep.

    You didn’t orgasm, of course. Your reward was being given the chance to make your wife feel good, to give her pleasure for an hour straight. Your reward was being able to taste her pussy, to suck on her nipples, and to worship her asshole, among other parts of her body.

    Your wife smiles and walks into the kitchen to pour herself a cup of coffee. You can’t help but follow her. Her ass looks wondrous as the white satin brushes back and forth against it.

    Her eyes meet yours as she takes a sip of her coffee. She smiles. “It’s delicious,” she says.

    That simple compliment is enough to make you feel good. It’s those little joys that you crave more than anything else in life. You live to serve her needs. She’s trained you so well that you genuinely find your life’s greatest pleasure in making her happy.

    “Brad is coming over tonight,” she says.

    You can’t stop your face from breaking into a giddy smile. You cherish the nights when your wife’s lover comes over. You love being able to serve them both and traveling to the depths of cuckoldry as they indulge in their desire to enjoy each other while humiliating you.

    “I thought that would make you happy. You love being my little submissive cucky boy, don’t you?” your wife asks in that sweet voice she uses sometimes.

    “I love it more than anything,” you say, stating the obvious truth that you’re both well aware of.

    “That’s good, because we have a little shopping to do. I want to buy something new for Brad and I want you to help me pick it out. Do you want to do that, my cucky boy? Do you want to watch me model lingerie and choose the one that my boyfriend will fuck me in?” your wife asks.

    “You know I do,” you answer.

    Your cock is hard at the mere thought of it and your wife clearly finds that amusing. She smiles, steps forward, and reaches into your pajama pants. Her fingers wrap around your erection and she strokes you slowly while staring into your eyes.

    “This cock isn’t worthy of my pussy,” she whispers, “and it never will be.”

    You close your eyes and let her words wash over you. Your wife has gotten so good at lusty little verbal humiliations. She always knows how to push your buttons in the right way.

    “Brad is the real man in this relationship, isn’t he?” she asks.

    You open your eyes and look at your beautiful wife. “Yes, he is,” you admit.

    She releases your cock and pulls you close for a coffee-flavored kiss. She offers her tongue and you dutifully suck on it, just as she enjoys.

    “Let’s get ready,” she says. “We have some shopping to do.”

    
      

    

    Your wife takes your hand as you step into the lingerie store. Her skin is soft and warm against yours. The smile on her face thrills you. You know she’s thinking about Brad and the things he’s going to do to her tonight.

    “So, what are you looking for?” you ask.

    “I want something sexy and seductive. Something that’s going to drive him wild the moment he sees it. Something that’s going to make him want to throw me into the bed and bury his cock in my pussy.”

    You’ve been a cuckold for years, but it still arouses you when your wife talks about getting fucked by another man like that. It thrills you to be walking through the store with her and knowing that she’s looking at everything and wondering what her lover would think about it, not what her husband would think. It truly doesn’t matter what you think.

    To a casual observer, it would look like you and your wife were shopping for something naughty for her to wear for you. She holds up numerous items against her body and asks what you think. She leans close and gives you a quick kiss on the lips because she’s so excited.

    She’s not excited for you, though. She’s excited for Brad. She wants to feel his hands against her legs. She wants to feel his lips against hers. She wants to feel his cock between her pussy lips.

    She does like to tease you, though. That’s why you’re there. She doesn’t need you to pick out the lingerie, but it’s a lot more fun when you’re there because she knows that you’re thinking about her getting fucked by someone else.

    Your wife likes this particular store because they have no qualms about letting two people go into the changing room. It’s high-end enough that they likely have fewer issues with people getting off on the quick thrill of fucking in a public place.

    That’s why you walk behind her with an armful of sexy outfits as she leads you to one of the roomy changing areas in the back.

    You watch as she puts on a red lace bodysuit and looks at herself in the mirror. It’s devastatingly sexy. You know Brad would absolutely want to tear it off of her the moment he saw it.

    “Come here,” your wife says as she stands in front of the mirror and looks at her body.

    You step closer and she reaches behind to take your hands and pull them around her waist. She’s inviting you to hold her. She gently grinds her ass into your crotch and whispers, “Do you want to see him fuck me in this?”

    “Yes,” you say as you look in the mirror. Her body looks perfect in the red lace and you can imagine her pulling aside the fabric covering her pussy and sitting on Brad’s big cock.

    Your wife spins around in your arms and kisses you. Your cock feels impossibly hard. It’s been over a week since your last orgasm and almost anything turns you on at this point.

    “Are you going to be a good boy for me tonight?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Do you want to see me in something else?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “What should I try on next?”

    You pick out a sheer baby doll with black lace across the breasts. It looks impossibly delicate as your wife pulls it over her head. It’s sexy, too, thanks in part to the elegant design that elevates it from being cutesy.

    “You can touch me,” she says.

    You reach out and run your hands over the soft tulle and your wife closes her eyes as a quiet moan escapes her lips.

    “I can’t help but think about having his hands on me,” your wife says as she reaches back and plays with your turgid erection through your pants. “I need him so badly.”

    It’s thrilling to know that she’s thinking of another man as you touch her. She has long since been freed from having to restrict herself to just one man. Now she’s able to choose a sexual partner that’s far superior to her husband. Thankfully, her making that choice thrills you both.

    She pulls you closer and once more her ass is pressed tightly against your pelvis. She moves slowly and gently and it feels spectacularly good. There’s a part of you that wishes you could bend her over, pull aside her thong, and fuck her from behind.

    Your wife turns around and you hope that she’s going to kiss you again. You want to feel her lips against yours.

    She smiles and moves closer. Her lips part, but she’s not going to kiss you. She’s just teasing. Instead, she pushes you to your knees and lifts the baby doll.

    “Worship me,” she says.

    You pull aside her thong and do as your wife commanded. You worship her pussy. You taste her wetness. You taste her flesh. You do the thing that makes you so happy.

    “Good boy,” she whispers. She doesn’t want to be too loud. You’re not supposed to be eating her pussy in a dressing room, after all.

    “I think this is the one. I think this pretty little baby doll will drive Brad crazy. I think he’ll feel the same desire you feel, except I’m going to let him fuck me.”

    Your wife pulls your head from between her legs. She’s not going to let you make her cum. She just wants you to get her worked up. She wants to be wild with desire by the time Brad arrives. She wants to be utterly desperate for his dick.

    “That was lovely,” she says while smiling down at you.

    “Thank you for letting me worship you,” you whisper.

    She pulls the baby doll over her head and hands it to you before getting dressed. It’s time to check out. Brad will be at your house before you know it. That’s when the fun truly begins.

    
      

    

    You’re naked when you answer the door and welcome Brad to your home. Your wife prefers it that way. It used to be that it was a great way of showing him that you’re no threat to him. Now it’s just another wonderful way to humiliate you.

    Brad never fails to chuckle to himself when he sees you naked. Your cock is always small and shriveled when you answer the door. Your testicles are always small and tight against your body, and the fact that your wife makes you shave off all your pubic hair makes you feel even less manly than you already are.

    “Welcome,” you say as Brad walks past you.

    You close the door and follow him to the bedroom, where your wife is waiting. Sometimes they’ll enjoy a glass of wine together or watch something on TV while fooling around a little bit, but this isn’t one of those times. It’s been a week since they’ve seen each other and your wife is desperate.

    She’s in your bed in the baby doll you bought earlier. She spent hours on her hair and makeup and she looks devastatingly sexy. Brad stops in the doorway and stares for a few moments.

    You see her face. You see her smile. You know he’s having the reaction she wanted. You know he’s likely wearing a hungry look on his face, like he can’t wait to climb into bed with her and pound her married pussy.

    Your wife isn’t the kind of woman that waits to be taken, though. That’s why she slides out of the bed and strides across the bedroom until she’s standing in front of her lover.

    “I’ve missed you so much,” she says.

    “I missed you too,” he replies while reaching out to touch her.

    You think back to the lingerie store and remember how badly your wife wanted Brad to touch her in the baby doll. Your cock begins to grow. This is the part you like the best.

    “I missed your touch,” your wife says as she steps closer.

    Brad’s hand moves from her waist to the small of her back. Her pulls her body against his and your wife lifts onto her toes so they can share a tender kiss.

    “I need you,” she says.

    You haven’t heard your wife direct those words your way in years. She didn’t use them all that often even before she started cuckolding you. That’s why you find it so thrilling that she uses them with Brad. She says it almost every time they see each other, and you know she means it, too.

    You know she’s desperate for him. You know he pleasures her in ways you can’t. You see it when she texts him or on the rare occasions when they have phone sex. She’s completely enamored with him because he takes her to sexual heights that you’ve never helped her reach. There’s no question that he’s better in bed. It’s a fact that you’ve long since accepted.

    Brad grabs your wife’s ass and gives it a good squeeze. She squeals in delight. You know she loves it when he takes charge and manhandles her body.

    “Cuck, get on your knees behind her. I want you eating her pretty little asshole,” Brad says.

    You do as you’re told. They’ve long since established that Brad can tell you what to do when he’s in your bedroom. His commands might as well be her commands.

    That’s why you fall to your knees behind your wife, pull down the sexy g-string she’s wearing, and part her ass cheeks.

    You hear them kissing as you eat her ass. You used to abhor doing so. It felt so filthy to you. You worried about what you were licking and what was entering your body. You don’t worry about that anymore. Now you find it pleasurable. It’s a cuckold’s place to do as he’s told and you find it thrilling to obey. In fact, you now find it extra thrilling to be ordered to lick the dirtiest place on your wife’s body.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Brad asks.

    “You know he is. My cucky boy is a talented ass eater,” your wife answers.

    They kiss again. She moans into her lover’s mouth. You hope it’s because you’re doing such a good job rimming her.

    “Would you like him to eat your ass?” your wife asks her lover.

    He laughs. “I would.”

    You hear your wife unbuckle her lover’s belt and unzip his pants. You hear them fall to the floor. His underwear follow and Brad steps out of them, exposing the lower half of his body.

    “You heard him, cucky boy,” your wife says. “He wants your tongue in his asshole. What are you waiting for?”

    You don’t hesitate. You never do anymore. You crawl behind Brad, spread his ass cheeks, and eat his asshole like a good cuckold. You find satisfaction in the way he moans as you’re rimming him.

    It’s hard not to feel the humiliation. After all, you’re licking another man’s hairy asshole. You’re running your tongue back and forth over his anus. You’re doing something that most men would find genuinely abhorrent, and you didn’t even argue about it.

    You’re doing it because it pleases your wife. You know she’s getting a little bit wetter because you’re a good ass eating submissive.

    They’re still kissing as you rim Brad’s asshole. Your wife is moaning. You can hear his fingers working in and out of her pussy. Another man is playing with your wife’s cunt and you’re licking his asshole. That’s a cuckold’s life.

    Your wife falls to her knees in front of Brad. “Come here, cucky boy,” she says.

    You pull your tongue from his asshole and move until you’re in front of him with your wife. You watch as she strokes his big cock.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asks.

    You nod

    She reaches between your legs and takes your cock in her other hand. “It’s so much more beautiful than yours, isn’t it?”

    You nod again.

    “Do you like that his big cock turns me on, cucky boy?”

    “I do,” you admit.

    Her fingers slowly move up and down the shaft and over the head. Your wife leans forward and kisses his cock. You see what looks like genuine love on her face as she tastes his flesh.

    “Will you suck his cock for me?” she asks.

    “Yes, I will,” you say.

    She pulls your head closer. His thick, throbbing dick is inches from your lips.

    “Beg for it,” your wife whispers into your ear.

    “Please, let me suck his big cock,” you say. “Let me pleasure him for you. Let me show you that I’m a good cucky boy.”

    “Do it,” she says.

    You wrap your lips around Brad’s big cock. You look up at him like you’ve been trained to do. You show him that you recognize your inferiority. You show him that you’re a cocksucker and that he’s the man that fucks your wife.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as she applies gentle pressure to the back of your head. She wants you to swallow more of it.

    You take as much of him into your throat as you can. You suck cock like a cuckold should. You gag, but they like that.

    Brad’s hand replaces your wife’s. He pushes his dick deeper into your throat. He dominates your mouth. He makes you embrace your submission. He makes you accept your place.

    When he finally releases your head and pulls his cock from your mouth you gasp for air, just like a cocksucker in a porn video.

    “I love watching you use him,” your wife says. “But I need you to fuck me. I can’t believe how wet I am for you.”

    She stands up and kisses Brad as you wait on your knees. You reach up and stroke his cock. You can’t help but want to make him feel good.

    You release his shaft when he moves to pick up your wife. He walks to the bed and climbs into it before putting her on her back.

    From your knees, you have a perfect view between their legs. You see your wife grasp his long, thick dick in her fingers and guide it inside her. You see him slowly fill her. You see how her pussy lips open around him.

    This is the part of the evening where it can feel like your wife and her lover don’t even know you’re in the room. Once he’s inside her, they tend to focus exclusively on each other. It’s like you don’t even exist.

    You’ve learned to find pleasure in that, too. It’s never more obvious just how inadequate you are sexually than when he’s busy pounding her pussy and she doesn’t give a damn about you. She could have you come closer. She could have you watch. She could have you kiss her. She could even have you eat his ass while he’s fucking her.

    Your wife doesn’t want any of those things because she just wants to concentrate on how good it feels to have Brad’s big cock buried in her pussy. She wants to concentrate on the pleasure of getting fucked by the man that brings her such immense satisfaction.

    Your wife has her first orgasm on her back. She wraps her legs around Brad, pulls him deep into her body, and trembles as a climax rushes through her.

    It’s not long before he’s on his back and she’s on top. You have an entirely different view, now. You see her pussy lips stretch around him as she rides. You see how her cunt clings to his cock in a way it never did to yours. You’re simply not big enough to provide that pleasure.

    You feel jealous in the best way possible. Your dick is so hard it hurts. Your wife is relentlessly taking someone else’s cock inside her. She’s pursuing her pleasure eagerly and without considering what you need. She knows that what you truly need is for her to be happy.

    She cums again on top of him. He always gets her off at least twice before pumping his load into her pussy.

    Much to your delight, they switch to doggystyle. Your wife turns around until she’s facing you. She beckons you closer as Brad slides into her from behind.

    “You love watching him fuck me, don’t you cucky boy?” she asks as you come closer.

    Brad fucks her with such force that her tits bounce with every thrust. Her lips move closer to yours as he pounds her.

    “I do,” you admit.

    “Does it remind you of your place?” she asks. “Does it help you remember that you have no business being in my pussy when a man like Brad can do a much better job than you?”

    “Yes,” you say. Excitement and anxiety move through you in equal parts. You’re horny and humiliated at the same time.

    “Are you hungry for his cum?” your wife asks as a smile breaks across her face.

    “I am,” you admit.

    You’re always hungry for his cum. It’s become your favorite thing about being a cuckold. It feels so intimate when you clean his load out of her.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You only have to wait a few minutes for your dessert. Soon enough, Brad is groaning loudly as he empties his balls inside your wife’s wet, waiting pussy.

    “Clean his cock,” she says.

    You move to the other side of the bed and fall to your knees in front of Brad. You voraciously suck his cock clean. You lick his cum and her juices off of him. You deepthroat him with ease, managing not to gag for a few moments.

    “You’re such a fucking cum slut,” he says.

    He’s right. Your excitement has reached a fever pitch.

    “Come here, cucky boy,” your wife says after you’ve cleaned up her bull. “Come and get his load. Lick it out of me like the cum slut you are.”

    You climb into bed, take your place between your wife’s legs, and lick her lover’s thick load out of her. Your cock throbs as you do it. You swallow mouthful after mouthful of his seed and let it rest in your stomach. You take another man’s cum inside you and it makes you so happy.

    “You’re my good cucky boy,” she says while holding your head between her legs.

    She’s right, and nothing makes you happier. 

  
    A Good Cuckold Puts Her Pleasure First

    A good cuckold knows that his wife’s pleasure comes first. He understands that giving her what she wants is the most important thing he can do. That’s why a good cuckold understands that if his wife wants him to suck cock, he shouldn’t bother putting up a fight. He should accept that his sexuality doesn’t matter in that moment, that the only thing that matters is his willingness to do exactly as his wife desires. If she wants him to get on her knees and fluff her bull like a good little cocksucker, that’s what the cuckold should do.

    Of course, for many cuckolds, the idea of sucking cock isn’t the slightest bit revolting. If anything, it’s deeply thrilling. It’s quite humiliating, after all, and isn’t there something so delightful about being humiliated? Doesn’t it just make your little dick hard as a rock to think about the overwhelming humiliation of getting on your knees in front of a man with a bigger, better cock and blowing him while your wife watches and tells you what a good little cocksucker you’re being for her?

    That would make it more humiliating, wouldn’t it? And that would make your little dick even harder, wouldn’t it? What if she was right behind you on her knees? What if she was kissing your neck and whispering in your ear? What if she was calling you a cocksucker while she played with your little cock?

    Just think of how different you’d be from most straight, married men. Most of them don’t suck cock for their wives. Most of them don’t get off on feeling humiliated. Most of them don’t love the idea of giving head to the man that’s going to spend the night fucking their wives. You do, though. You want to suck cock for your wife. You want to make her bull feel good. You want to show him that you know your place, that you understand that you’re inferior to him in the way that matters most. You want to show that you’re better off being a cocksucker than you are as a lover for your wife.

    If you show that you enjoy the humiliation, perhaps your wife will work to make it even more pleasurable for you. Perhaps she’ll expand her verbal repertoire. Would you enjoy being called a cocksucking faggot while you have another man’s big dick in your mouth? Would using that particularly insulting word trigger your pleasure centers? I’ll bet it would. I’ll bet it would make you feel like a good cuckold.

    Just think of the fun you could have if you get to become the cuckold cocksucker you want to be.

  
    A Good Date Ends with a Kinky Surprise

    "Would you like a drink?" Nadia said as she led Alec into her living room.

    "I would," he replied.

    Nadia flipped a light switch on the wall and the fireplace came to life. Alec watched the flames dance as she took his hand and led him towards a dark red leather couch that rested against the far wall of the room. He moved to sit but she pulled him close and they shared yet another kiss, this one just as sensual as the last. Alec's cock ached in the tight confines of his underwear and he desperately hoped it wouldn't be long before his beautiful date freed it as they pursued their pleasure together.

    "Have a seat," Nadia said with a smile. "I'll be right back."

    Alec watched her go - she looked exceedingly good in a tight, short black dress and heels - and she looked over her shoulder and blew him a quick kiss before stepping into the kitchen.

    The distinct sound of ice being dropped into a glass drifted into the living room as Alec sank into the couch and let his eyes wander over the living room. It was sparsely decorated - there was a coffee table, a fuzzy white rug, a loveseat that matched the couch Alec sat on, and two vases with dried flowers in them. Unlike most living rooms, Nadia's didn't seem designed to project a sense of warmth and comfort.

    "Here you are."

    Alec turned to see his beautiful date holding two glasses. He took one as she sat next to him and leaned over to softly kiss his neck. He closed his eyes and let the pleasure of the kiss wash over him before sipping the drink.

    "Mmm, that's good," he said.

    Nadia smiled. "The kiss or the drink?"

    "Both, actually."

    She held his gaze and sipped her drink, holding the dark liquid in her mouth before swallowing in a slow, deliberate manner that struck Alec as more than a little seductive. Nadia bit her lower lip, studied his face for a moment, and then leaned in and kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue moved into his mouth. Alec tasted the drink once more, though this time it was far more pleasurable since Nadia's warm, slippery tongue carried the flavor.

    As they kissed, she moved a hand between his legs and stroked him through his pants. She moaned softly into his mouth and Alec did the same, for he was suddenly quite certain he'd be getting laid that night.

    "I like you, you know," Nadia said.

    Alec smiled. "I like you too."

    He sipped his drink and savored the exceptional taste before swallowing.

    "It seems like you want me, Alec," she said as her fingers rested on his bulge. "Do you want me?"

    He nodded.

    "It feels good to be wanted. It feels especially good to be wanted by a man like you, Alec. Someone strong, smart, good-looking, and successful. The kind of man that probably has very little trouble capturing the interest of a woman," she continued.

    "I'm sure you have no trouble capturing the interest of any man you want," he replied. Nadia was, after all, an exquisitely beautiful woman who exuded a kind of confidence that Alec found irresistible and he imagined he was far from the only man to feel that way about her.

    She sipped her drink and Alec did the same. He was surprised to find that he'd nearly finished it, though that was a testament to how good it tasted.

    "You're not wrong, Alec," she said softly as her fingers teased the head of his cock through his slacks. "I do get a lot of interest from men, though very few of them are interesting to me."

    He leaned over and kissed her neck as Nadia closed her eyes and moaned. He let his fingers wander to her legs and caressed the smooth, warm flesh of her thighs. Nadia spread her legs a little, inviting Alec to venture further. He did so and elicited a moan, though her dress was a little too tight to let him wander all the way to her pussy.

    "I'm wet for you," she said softly.

    Alec's pulse raced and he felt the beginnings of a buzz from the drink. He threw back the rest of it and set the glass on one of the coasters that rested on the coffee table.

    "And you're hard for me," Nadia continued as she stroked him more aggressively through his pants.

    "Yes, I am," he replied.

    There was a wild, beautiful, naughty look in her eye as Nadia finished her drink and set the glass next to his. She straddled Alec and kissed him as he unleashed his desire and grabbed her ass hard. She moaned into his mouth and he slowly worked her dress up over her hips. He ran his fingers over her panties and rubbed her pussy through them, eliciting yet another moan as Nadia began to work her hips back and forth over his crotch.

    "You feel big," she said. "Do you have a big cock, Alec?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Mmm, I like a man with a big cock," Nadia replied as she kissed his neck, sucked on his earlobe, and then worked her way back to his mouth for a long, deep, sensual tongue kiss. "I like a man that can reach deep into my pussy, that can satisfy me the way few men can. Can you do that for me, Alec?"

    "Yes," he said. Alec wasn't entirely sure he could satisfy Nadia the way she wanted, but his cock was above average and he figured that would be good enough for her.

    She sat back, took his head in her hands, and studied his face for a few moments. "I need a certain size to truly satisfy me, Alec. Are you sure you have that size?"

    "I...well, I don't know. How could I be sure?" he asked.

    Nadia smiled. "I'll tell you what. We'll compare. If yours is bigger than mine, you can fuck me."

    Alec was suddenly quite confused. If Nadia had a cock he absolutely would have noticed that. He'd rubbed her pussy through her panties, after all, so it seemed impossible she had a dick hiding in them.

    "Sorry, what?" he asked.

    Nadia kissed him and Alec again rubbed her pussy through her panties. He felt her wetness soaking through the thin material and despite his confusion he was utterly certain that his night would include fucking the beautiful woman who was grinding in his lap.

    When Nadia stood Alec figured he was about to be invited to her bedroom and he felt complete and utter delight. "I'm going to show you my cock," she said. "If yours is bigger, you can fuck me. If not...well, we'll figure something else out. Stay here."

    Before he could say a word she turned and walked away. Nadia's ass looked perfect and he desperately wanted to follow in the hope of getting laid, but she seemed determined to show him her cock, whatever that meant, so Alec remained on the couch. He grabbed his glass and tilted it back to enjoy what little remained of his drink before sitting back, closing his eyes, and letting the delightful mixture of arousal and drunkenness wash over him.

    "Take your pants off."

    Alec opened his eyes and turned to see that Nadia did indeed have a cock. At least, that's what it looked like at first glance. As she got closer it became obvious that she'd changed into a pair of flesh-colored panties that had a hole at the front through which she'd slipped a dildo. A remarkably lifelike dildo that looked exactly like a cock, even as she got closer.

    "Take your pants off, Alec," Nadia said as she stopped a few feet from the couch and put her hands on her hips. "If your cock is bigger than mine, you can fuck me."

    It was the strangest thing a woman had ever said to him, but Alec was just drunk enough to play along. He stood and stripped, starting with his shirt and working his way down. His cock was still hard as a rock - which also helped his desire to play along - and he was at least somewhat confident that he possessed a bigger cock than hers.

    "Very nice," Nadia said as Alec lowered his underwear and kicked them aside. "I don't know if you're as big as me, though."

    She stepped closer until the tip of her cock brushed against his. Alec's precum rubbed over the head of her remarkably lifelike dick and Nadia wrapped her fingers around it and stroked slowly.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" she asked.

    "What is?"

    Nadia gathered more precum from tip of Alec's cock and stroked her shaft with it. "My cock. It's beautiful, isn't it?"

    Alec still hadn't pulled his gaze from the sight of her fingers moving up and down the lifelike dildo and he nodded without really thinking about it. He'd never really thought of a cock of any kind as beautiful, but it wasn't ugly or unattractive, and there was something erotic about seeing her delicate, feminine fingers moving up and down the shaft.

    "It's bigger than yours, too," she said.

    Nadia proved that fact by stepping just a bit to the side and moving forward. Soon her cock was right next to Alec's and it was, in fact, roughly half an inch longer than him.

    "I'm afraid your cock just isn't big enough to satisfy me, Alec," she continued. "I've done quite a lot of testing over the years and this cock that I'm wearing is the length I need. It's a perfect cock, and it seems that you're just a little bit short of being perfect."

    "What...what do we do?" he asked while trying to judge if Nadia was being serious.

    She smiled. "It's simple, really."

    "It is?"

    She nodded and wrapped her fingers around his cock. It felt impossibly good and Alec couldn't help but moan. "Since I have the bigger cock, I get to fuck you."

    His eyes went wide and he stepped back. Nadia quickly closed the distance between them and grasped Alec's cock once more. Despite the alarming nature of what she'd said, her slow stroking still felt impossibly good.

    "That...I don't think that's a good idea," Alec said. "I don't want that."

    "Have you ever been fucked?" she asked.

    He shook his head.

    "I understand your fear," Nadia said softly. "You won't be the first man I've fucked, Alec, and they've all felt that same fear. They've all seen my perfect cock and felt exactly what you're feeling."

    She leaned in and kissed his neck while stroking him a little faster, washing away some Alec's fear and replacing it with the kind of arousal he'd felt from the first moment Nadia kissed him that night.

    "Every guy I've fucked has come to enjoy my cock, Alec," she whispered. "In fact, they've all ended up begging for it before the night was over. They beg for my cock in their tight little asses, Alec. They beg me to fuck them harder and faster and deeper. They beg me to make them feel good with my cock. You'll beg for it too, Alec. Once I get it inside you, once I show you how good it feels to get fucked, you'll beg for it."

    Alec shook his head. He couldn't conceive of a world in which he'd beg Nadia to fuck him harder, faster, or deeper. He couldn't imagine he'd feel anything other than pain - and perhaps a touch of humiliation - at getting fucked by the cock that protruded from her pelvis.

    Nadia moaned as she kissed his neck, sending a shiver of pleasure down Alec's spine. "My cock is bigger than yours," she whispered. "I deserve to fuck you, Alec. I deserve to take you to my bed, mount you from behind, and fuck you."

    Alec's arousal refused to abate. If anything, it deepened with every word Nadia uttered.

    "First, though, I want you to suck it," she said softly. "I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock, Alec."

    His dick was hard as a rock. His balls were tight against his body. He was leaking precum. Alex was hugely aroused and for some reason he actually considered getting on his knees and sucking Nadia's cock. He didn't move, though. He couldn't. He just couldn't bring himself to do it.

    Then she reached up and put a hand on the top of his head. She met his gaze, smiled, and pushed down. She asserted her will and Alec dropped to his knees.

    Nadia looked down at him, wrapped her fingers around her cock, and stroked it just a few inches from his face. "Open up," she instructed.

    Alec stared at the head of her cock - the remarkably lifelike head - and his pulse raced as he opened his mouth. Something compelled him to do it. A desire he wasn't in touch with and didn't really understand.

    Nadia placed the head of her cock on his tongue and Alec looked up at her as she rested a hand on the back of his head. "Suck my cock," she instructed. "Show me that you understand that I'm in control because my cock is bigger than yours."

    She was in control. That's what made Alec's heart pounded. That's what filled him with the uncommon sense of desire he felt. Nadia was in control.

    He sucked her cock like she'd commanded. He was certain he did a terrible job and that if it were a real cock she would have been disappointed, but it wasn't disappointment Alec saw on her face. Instead, it was lust. It was pleasure. It was desire. It was Nadia experiencing a thrill at being in control and at Alec's willingness to follow her orders.

    "Mmm, you look so good with my cock in your mouth," she said softly. "You're a natural born cocksucker, Alec."

    He took his dick in his hand and stroked as his lips stretched around her cock. He felt pleasure unlike any other, a surge of it rushing from his loins to the rest of his body. He was struck by a touch of the most thrilling lightheadedness, a surefire sign that Alec was in the midst of a sexual experience unlike any he'd ever imagined.

    Nadia began to thrust her hips as she held the back of his head. Her cock moved in and out of his mouth as Alec masturbated slowly, relishing the pleasure of offering his lips and tongue to the dildo-wielding beauty standing in front of him. His jaw ached a little and his eyes had started watering, but despite the discomfort, Alec couldn't help but sink deeper into this newfound arousal.

    When Nadia pulled out, Alec was actually a little disappointed. His lips remained parted for a few moments and she smiled and chuckled. "You really are a natural born cocksucker, Alec."

    It was the kind of thing that would have insulted most men, and yet Alec felt an unexpected sense of pride in that moment.

    "Stand up," she instructed.

    He stood and Nadia grasped his stiff cock, stroked it with her skilled fingers, and stepped closer to kiss him. It was the sort of kiss a couple exchanged when they felt the purest, wildest, most intense desire for each other. It was the sort of kiss that indicated Nadia was just as turned on as Alec felt.

    "Come with me," she said.

    Nadia kept her fingers wrapped around Alec's cock and guided him out of the living room, down the hallway, and into her bedroom, which was decorated in the same simple, clean, straightforward manner.

    "On your hands and knees in the bed," Nadia said with a smile.

    Alec noted the bottle of lube on the nightstand as he walked towards the bed and crawled onto his hands and knees as instructed. He looked over his shoulder to see Nadia remove her bra and free her perfect, perky breasts as she approached. She grabbed the bottle of lube, popped it open, and coated her cock with it.

    Nadia wrapped her fingers around the slick dildo and stroked it like it really was her cock. Alec was suddenly quite certain he was far from the first man she'd fucked with that toy.

    "You like watching me stroke my cock, don't you?" she asked.

    Alec nodded. It wasn't just the sight of it he liked, though. The sound was exceptional, too. It lured him deeper into his state of desire. It made him feel a certain kind of desperation for her, for the fucking she'd promised. Alec was certain it would hurt, and yet he was also quite eager to be penetrated, to be taken, to be fucked for her pleasure.

    "Tell me what you want, Alec," Nadia instructed.

    "I...I don't know why, but I want you to fuck me, Nadia," he said.

    Nadia crawled into the bed behind him and squirted lube down his ass crack. She used the head of the dildo to rub it over his asshole and applied the gentlest of pressure. Alec groaned as he felt his anus expand just a little, welcoming the first invasion of the night.

    "I have a knack for picking a certain kind of man out of a crowd, Alec," Nadia said. "The kind of man who has no idea he wants my cock inside him but will end up on his hands and knees in my bed anyway. The kind of man who will suck my cock and get hard as he does it. The kind of man who will look at me and beg me to fuck him."

    Alec had never in his life thought of himself as that kind of man, and yet, in that moment, all he wanted to do was to beg Nadia to fuck him.

    "Please, fuck me," he said. "Please fuck me with your big cock. Please, take my ass."

    Nadia smiled, grabbed the base of her cock, pressed the head against his asshole, and pushed. Alec kept his head turned and held Nadia's gaze as she took his ass. He winced at the pain - which was considerable - and yet he saw the intense lust in her eyes. It was unlike anything he'd ever seen from a woman. Never had he turned someone on like that. Never had he provided that level of satisfaction. He was doing it, though. He was, in that moment, providing Nadia with a kind of satisfaction that most women would have given anything to experience.

    "Does it hurt?" she asked.

    "Yes," Alec answered.

    "Should I stop?" Nadia asked as she continued to fill him slowly.

    "No, please, don't stop," he replied. "Please, Nadia, fuck me. Just fuck me."

    He felt her thighs against his. She was inside him. Every inch of her was inside him. Nadia ran her hands up his back and leaned forward. He felt her warm, soft, perfect breasts against his skin as she kissed his shoulder and neck.

    "I'm going to fuck you until I cum, Alec," she said. "I'm going to use you for my pleasure. You're going to want to masturbate while I do, but I want you to keep your hands off your cock until I've cum. I want you to think only of my pleasure, to concentrate on how good your tight little asshole is making me feel. When I'm done, I'll make you cum."

    "Okay," he answered.

    Nadia's body remained pressed against his as she began to thrust in and out of Alec's asshole. He felt her stiff nipples press into his back and listened to her heavy breathing in his ear. She kissed his neck and upper back and bit him a few times. He moaned throughout because it felt so good to be used, to be fucked for her pleasure, to remain on his hands and knees and let her use him.

    After a few minutes of slow, sensual fucking, Nadia sat back, grabbed Alec's hips, and gave it to him a great deal harder and faster. She fucked him like he'd fucked women before. She took him from behind without any concern for how it felt to him. She used his hole for her pleasure. She made him submit to her deep, hard thrusts. She made him grunt and groan and fight through the discomfort.

    Nadia made his cock drip, too. She made it drip relentlessly as she fucked him. It bounced with every thrust and he no doubt spread precum over her sheets.

    "I'm close," she announced after what felt like a lengthy fucking. "You're gonna make me cum, Alec. This tight little asshole of yours is going to make me cum!"

    "Fuck, Nadia, cum for me," he said. "Please, cum for me. Cum while you're inside me. Cum inside me!"

    She groaned and buried her dick inside him. She threw her head back and screamed in pleasure before collapsing on top of him. He felt her chest heaving as she offered soft kisses on the back of his neck. She'd just cum while fucking him. Alec wasn't even sure how it was possible - it wasn't her actual cock, after all - but it felt fantastic.

    "You made me cum so hard, Alec," she whispered. "Thank you."

    "It was my pleasure," he replied. It was true. Alec was surprised at that fact, but it really was true.

    Nadia pulled out and said, "On your back."

    Alec rolled onto his back and she moved between his legs, sat back on her knees, and slipped her cock into his ass once more. She wrapped her delicate, talented fingers around his stiff, precum-soaked cock and stroked while fucking him slowly.

    "It feels good to have my cock in your ass, doesn't it?" she asked.

    Alec nodded.

    "Have you ever cum with a cock in your ass?" she asked.

    "No."

    Nadia smiled. "Are you looking forward to cumming with my cock in your ass, Alec?"

    Alec suddenly felt self-conscious. He knew the answer, of course, but to say it while staring right at Nadia as she fucked him seemed embarrassing.

    "Answer me, Alec," she said softly. "Answer me or I won't let you cum."

    He took a deep breath, looked away for a moment, and then met her gaze once more and admitted, "Yes, I'm looking forward to cumming with your cock in my ass, Nadia."

    She fucked him a little faster and tightened her grip on his cock. "Say it again. Tell me what you want."

    "I want to cum with your cock in my ass, Nadia. I want to cum while you fuck me. I want to cum while you pound my hole," he said.

    Nadia smiled and worked his cock until Alec reached that place of bliss right before his climax. He held her gaze right until the orgasm washed over him and then he closed his eyes and let out a series of deep, wild, animalistic grunts and groans as cum spurted all over his stomach and chest. Nadia's thrusts into his ass slowed as she gently rubbed the head of his cock, luring out every drop of cum and ensuring his body vibrated with pleasure.

    "Fuck...thank you, Nadia. Fuck, that was so good. That was so fucking good," he said. "That was...you're amazing. You're amazing."

    She smiled. "I know. You are too, though. Most guys struggle a lot more than you did their first time. Like I said, you're a natural."

    Alec took a deep breath as a sense of post-orgasmic bliss washed over him. "We should do this again sometime."

    "Oh, I'm already worked up again, Alec. We're going to do this again right now, only this time I'm going to lube your ass with your cum," she informed him.

    All Alec could do was smile. He wasn't going to refuse or argue or put up a fight. He was going to take it, just like Nadia wanted him to.

  
    A Good Hostess Takes Care of Her Guests

    The house is filled with your friends and neighbors. Christmas music is playing. The tree is twinkling. Everyone has a smile on their face and a drink in their hand. The party is absolutely perfect and you have your wife to thank for that, as she worked exceptionally hard to make sure every little detail was taken care of.

    You want to thank her for doing such a great job, but she's nowhere to be found. You check the kitchen and find a few friends. You quickly check in the backyard, but no one is out there as it's far too cold. You check the garage, but that too is empty.

    You head down the hallway and towards the den. The door is closed but you're certain it was open when the night began. You hesitate as you consider that someone else might be in there and there might be a reason they closed the door.

    Curiosity gets the best of you, though, and you approach the door. You listen but hear nothing, so you gently turn the handle. You open the door slowly and silently and peer inside.

    The first thing you see is the sparkly red heels your wife chose for the party. She's not standing, though. You open the door a little further and see that she's on her knees. Your heart is pounding and you feel an odd mixture of anxiety and desire as you consider what your wife might be doing on her knees in the den.

    You push the door open a little further and see her dress clinging to her ass. It looks perfect, just like it looked when she put that lovely red dress on just a few hours ago. You stared at her ass then and you're staring at it now.

    You open the door a little further and see the soft white cardigan your wife wore over her dress. You see her back moving up and down. You know what she's doing. You're not yet ready to admit it, but you know what's happening in the den.

    You've known since you opened the door. You could hear the distinct sounds of what was happening, just like you can hear them now. You know your wife is giving a blowjob. It's why your heart is pounding. It's why you're anxious and excited. Part of you can't believe she would suck someone else's cock at your Christmas party, and part of you is utterly enthralled that she would be so spectacularly naughty.

    You push the door open just a little more and see your wife's lips wrapped around another man's cock. You can't see who it is, and you're not sure you want to know.

    Her eyes are closed and she seems to be lost in the pleasure of giving him a blowjob. Her hand moves up and down the shaft in time with her lips. It makes the blowjob sound wet and slippery and you can't believe she's sucking with such passion.

    You feel no desire to stop her. You just want to watch. You know you probably shouldn't - someone could come down the hallway and see you standing there with an erection - but you can't look away.

    "Fuck, I'm getting close," the guy says.

    Your wife pulls off his cock and strokes the head slowly. She smiles at him and says, "I want you to cum in my mouth. I want to swallow for you."

    "Holy shit," he says as her mouth envelops his cock once more.

    She sucks him with even greater vigor. She knows he's close and she clearly wants to give him a good orgasm. She wants him to cum in her mouth, just like she said. She wants another man to cum in her mouth. She wants to swallow for him.

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. You can't believe how much this turns you on. You hear him groaning. He's getting louder. He's about to cum. He's about to cum in your wife's mouth.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming," he says. More grunts and groans follow as the sound of sucking slows. Your wife is taking his load in her mouth. She's letting another man cum in her mouth.

    You hear his cock pop free from the tight grip of her lips. You see her look up at him. You see her swallow. You see your wife swallow another man's cum while your friends and neighbors are just a few rooms away.

    "Mmm, your cum tastes good," she says. "Like a lovely Christmas treat for me."

    He laughs. "You're incredible. You're truly fucking incredible."

    She tucks his cock back into his pants and zips them up. "You're incredible too," she replies.

    You pull the door almost entirely closed - you don't want to make noise by shutting it entirely - and hurry down the hallway and into the bathroom. You unzip your pants and take your cock out. You stroke furiously as you stand over the sink. You know you shouldn't be indulging in your desire to cum, but you can't help it.

    You hear footsteps outside the door and you stop stroking. It must be the guy your wife just sucked off. He passes without stopping and you resume masturbating as you replay what you just watched in your head. You see your wife sucking another man's cock. You see her in that perfect red dress, those lovely heels, and that beautiful white cardigan. You see her sucking dick with such vigor. You see her taking his load in her mouth and swallowing.

    You hear footsteps. The bathroom door handle turns. It opens and your wife steps inside. She smiles, shuts the door behind her, and approaches without saying a word. She takes your cock in her fingers, puts a hand on the back of your head, and pulls your lips to hers.

    You moan as she strokes your dick. Her lips part and her tongue slips into your mouth. You moan louder as your wife shares the aftertaste of another man's cum with you. A moment later you cum in the sink while your tongues indulge in an erotic dance.

    You kiss throughout your orgasm. When you've finished, your wife carefully cleans the last drops of cum from your cock, tucks you back into your pants, and gives you a kiss on the cheek.

    "I hope you don't mind," she says, "but one of our guests was in desperate need of a blowjob and I wanted to be a good hostess."

    "I really don't mind," you say with more than a little surprise in your voice. "It's kind of crazy, but I don't."

    She gives you another kiss on the cheek, smiles, and leaves the bathroom. You turn, stare into the mirror, and smile as joyfully as you ever have. This is the best Christmas party you've ever thrown.

  
    A Good Sub Cuckold Cleans Cum Off Her Tits

    You’re on your knees at the foot of the bed. Your cock is locked in its tight plastic cage, which also happens to be the only thing you’re wearing. The sounds of vigorous sex fill the air and you’re afforded a perfect view as your wife’s bull pounds his cock into her eager cunt.

    “Do you like that, slut?” he snarls, using the aggressive tone she loves.

    “Yes...fuck yes!” she screams, her body rapidly approaching yet another orgasm.

    When he fucks your wife she cums repeatedly, her body overwhelmed with the pleasure of having an alpha male inside her. His cock is big, but it’s not huge. It’s that he takes charge, that he uses her pussy, that he fucks like a real man should that really gets her off. You lack that ability and you always have. When you try to give her what she wants it’s awkward and uncomfortable.

    You’ve long since accepted your place as a beta cuckold. You serve your wife’s needs and she loves you dearly for it. She no longer lets you fuck her, of course, which is as it should be. Instead, you get to watch as a superior man provides her with the sexual satisfaction she craves.

    You’re still allowed pleasure though. It’s just different than it used to be. She’s trained you to crave her bull’s cum and the many ways you consume it. Once he ejaculates your wife will invite you to lick it up. The only question is where he’ll cum and how much delicious, sticky, salty seed you’ll get to lick up.

    You can see his balls tightening as he continues to fuck her missionary style. His orgasm is approaching. Your heart beats faster and your cock tries to harden in its cage. The pain is noticeable but your eyes remained fixed on her pussy. There’s no greater view in the world than that of your wife’s cunt stretching around her bull’s dick.

    “I’m gonna cum,” he announces, pulling his cock from your wife’s well-fucked hole.

    He moves swiftly, straddling her chest and unleashing his seed on her big natural breasts. From your knees you can see the cumshots land as he directs them all over her chest, painting as much of her soft flesh as he can with your cuckold dessert.

    When he’s finished he slides off of her and heads to the bathroom to clean up. This is how it works. He leaves and you get the time alone you crave so that you may enjoy your favorite thing. Eating another man’s cum from your wife’s beautiful breasts, tight ass, or warm cunt is your cuckold dream come true.

    “Did you enjoy watching him fuck me, dear?” your beautiful wife asks, her fingers gently tracing her breasts without disturbing the cum.

    Your eyes are intently focused on the sticky treat waiting for you as you answer, “I loved it. Thank you for locking my cock and preventing me from masturbating. I don’t think I could have resisted.”

    There was a time when you were allowed to watch her fuck without your cock in a cage. The only rule your wife had was that you not cum until you cleaned up the superior man’s seed. Unfortunately, you broke that rule one too many times and now you’re put in your cage before she fucks her bull. She doesn’t require you to thank her for your imprisonment but it feels right to do it.

    “Come closer, cuckold,” she orders, beckoning you with her fingers.

    The excitement is almost too much to bear as you stand and move next to her in bed. You know better than to start cleaning the cum before you’re invited, but it’s a difficult temptation to resist. Her bull’s still-hot semen is inches from you, waiting to be licked off of her perky breasts and it makes your mouth water.

    “Do you want to clean his superior seed off my breasts?” she asks, knowing full well what the answer will be.

    “Yes, I want to clean his superior seed off your breasts,” you answer, knowing the response she’s looking for.

    Instead of offering permission verbally she urges you forward by gently taking your hair in her hand and guiding you to her breasts. There was a time when she had to force you to lick up another man’s cum, but that time has long since passed. Now you’re an eager cum eater.

    The first taste is always the best. As his hot, salty, exceptionally thick cum hits your tongue it’s intoxicating in the best way possible. Your taste buds go wild and your brain is quickly awash with an overpowering sense of arousal. You’ve done it so many times before, but it’s still such a sexy experience to clean another man’s cum from her body.

    She moans erotically as you begin your clean-up duty in earnest. Her firm grip on your hair releases and she begins to lovingly caress your head, offering tacit approval of your filthy deed.

    “That feels so good, baby. You’re such a good cuckold,” she says lovingly, offering the emotional support you crave as you’re dining on another man’s jizz.

    Between her breasts a sizable pool of his cum has collected and you eagerly lap it up. It takes several licks from your talented tongue to get it all up, and each time your mouth is newly coated with the thickness of his seed.

    You’re not permitted to drink, eat, or brush your teeth after you’ve cleaned up her bull’s cum. She wants you to savor his taste for hours. She wants your throat to be coated in the thick, slimy film that his semen leaves behind for as long as possible and you’ve come to expect it, even crave it.

    Once her breasts are clean your wife invites you to share a quick, sensual kiss with her. You’re to keep your tongue in your mouth, but she likes getting a little taste of her lover’s semen from your lips. After she bids her bull goodbye you’ll be welcomed into her warm, loving embrace, secure in your place as her cuckold husband.

  
    A Happy Anniversary for a Hotwife and Her Cuckold

    Your wife's only request for your anniversary weekend was that she wanted to be able to hear the ocean at night. It took some doing, but you found an oceanfront hotel where you could open the sliding glass door and spend the night listening to the sound of the waves crashing on the beach below.

    You kept the door open all night and you wake up to those beautiful sounds. You open your eyes and stare out at the endless expanse of water. You smile at what feels like a truly perfect way to wake up.

    Then the sound of a kiss reaches your ears. Another follows. You close your eyes. Your wife moans softly.

    "Good morning," she says.

    You offer no response, but that's because you know she's not talking to you.

    "It is a good morning," he replies.

    The sounds of kissing reach your ears again.

    "Mmm, is this for me?" your wife asks.

    Your body redirects blood flow to your loins and your cock begins to grow as you imagine your wife having discovered another man's stiff cock.

    He's not just another man, of course. He's her bull. He's the man you both agreed would join you for your anniversary weekend. He's the man that so thoroughly changed your marriage that it only made sense to invite him.

    At first you planned on sleeping on the couch, but the bed turned out to have more than enough space for all three of you so your wife insisted that you sleep with them. She was in the middle, though of course she spent most of the night wrapped in his arms. You fell asleep to the sight of them cuddled together.

    "It's for you if you want it," he replied.

    "Oh, I want it. I always want it."

    You used to have a rule that your wife would see her bull no more than once a week. It seemed like the smart choice to ensure that your marriage maintained some sort of balance. That rule went out the window just a few weeks into their relationship, though. She couldn't contain her desire for him and soon declared that she wanted to break the rule. You caved, in no small part because watching your wife get fucked by another man had proved far more arousing than you'd ever imagined (and you'd done quite a bit of imagining).

    You feel your wife's breath against the back of your neck before she presses her body against yours. "I know you're awake," she whispers.

    "I am."

    She wore an impossibly delicate silk camisole to bed last night and it makes the sensation of her breasts pressing into your back doubly arousing.

    "Happy anniversary," she says.

    You smile. "Happy anniversary."

    Eight years ago today you and your wife were married. She likes to wake up in a hotel room on your anniversary, so you always check in the day before. Usually you celebrate just the two of you, but your marriage has undergone significant changes in the past year so it makes sense that your anniversary would be a little different.

    She kisses the back of your neck and her hand moves into your underwear. She takes hold of your cock and moans softly.

    "You're hard," she whispers.

    "I am."

    "Are you hard because you know I want him to fuck me?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    "So you don't mind that my bull is going to fuck me and cum inside me on our anniversary?"

    She knows you don't mind. In fact, she knows that you're thrilled at the idea. "I don't mind. You should have great sex on our anniversary."

    "And he's the only man in the room that can give me great sex."

    Her bull redefined what great sex meant. Before meeting him, she genuinely thought that you had a great sex life. She just hadn't experienced anything better. She hadn't been with a man like him. That's why things changed so drastically once she had him. That's why she couldn't go a week between visits with him. He gave her great sex and it immediately became clear that you'd only ever provided her with what amounted to mediocre sex.

    "Yes, he is," you reply. "You should fuck him as many times as you want on our anniversary."

    "Yes, I should."

    She shifts her body and pulls on your shoulder. You roll over until you're facing your beautiful wife. Her eyes are sparkling with desire. Her smile is bright and beautiful and her nipples are pushing through the delicate silk of her camisole.

    "I want you to be a cuckold on our anniversary. A full blown cuckold."

    Before you can say anything, she kisses you. You feel the bed moving. He's inching towards her. Her tongue moves into your mouth and you moan as her hand once more slips into your underwear and strokes you. She moans, but you're fairly certain it's because her bull is now next to her and she can feel his cock pressing into her, or perhaps because his fingers have found their way into her pussy.

    "Will you be a good cuckold for me today?"

    "I will," you answer.

    Only then do you open your eyes. You see that her bull has moved next to her. Your wife is now bookended by the two most important men in her life. One of those men will absolutely fuck her on your anniversary. One of those men - hint, it's you - might not be granted that pleasure. Perhaps, though, she'll grant you entry into her pussy at some point during the day. You surmise that you'll have to be an especially good cuckold for that to be the case, though.

    Your wife kisses you again. She strokes your cock vigorously as her lips linger against yours while her tongue goes on an adventure in your mouth. You're hard and dripping precum by the time she's done.

    She rolls away from you and towards her bull. You look down and see his strong hand grab her ass and squeeze it. She's wearing panties that match her camisole and he begins to lower them. Your wife manages to get them the rest of the way off and tosses them aside.

    Her bull then grabs her ass cheek with one hand and spreads it. She moans. You know what he's suggesting that you do. You know that your wife's moan is close to a command.

    You inch your body down. You kiss her ass. You stare at her asshole. You press your face between her cheeks. You give your wife a rimjob while she kisses her bull. You lick her asshole on the morning of your wedding anniversary while she kisses another man, a man she intends on giving her pussy to.

    There isn't an explicit list of things you're expected to do to be a good cuckold, a full blown cuckold. Instead, you're meant to do whatever it takes to ensure that your wife and her bull have a spectacularly good time. Sometimes that means you eat her ass while they make out because it turns both of them on to know that you - the cuckold - are more than happy to revel in a service-based role.

    When you come up for air, your wife rolls onto her back. She sits up, takes off her camisole, and tosses it aside. Your wife and her bull kiss as he cups and caresses her breasts. She spreads her legs and you move between them. Your tongue plunges into her pussy and her sweet juices dance on your taste buds.

    As they kiss, your wife works her bull's boxers down and frees his cock. She takes him in her hand and you watch as she strokes him. You focus on her engagement ring and you can't help but find it thrilling that the woman you married is now stroking another man's cock, that she's stroked and sucked and fucked his cock literally dozens of times since they first slept together.

    "Take his underwear off," she says.

    You do as your wife instructs. They kiss as you toss his boxers behind you. Her delicate fingers move from the base of his shaft all the way to the tip and she twists them a bit at the top. She plays with his balls a little, too, giving them the attention they deserve while they take their time getting each other all worked up.

    Then it stops and your wife and her bull look at you. "Are you grateful?" she asks.

    You nod. "I am. For you. For him. For the fact that you get to experience truly great sex because of him. For the fact that he was willing to accompany us on our anniversary trip. I'm so grateful for all of that and more."

    "And will you show your gratitude?" she asks.

    You nod and crawl forward. You settle on your stomach between his legs. You inch closer and kiss his balls. You part your lips and lick them. You take a bit of the wrinkled flesh in your mouth and suck on it. You take more of it, doing so until you have a testicle in your mouth.

    You switch from one ball to the other, sucking slowly and in as worshipful a manner as you can. You offer your gratitude and thanks by sucking on the organs that produce the testosterone that makes him the kind of man your wife craves. You suck on them to offer your gratitude for all the cum you've gotten to clean out of her, too, as your wife and her bull were more than happy to quickly make that particular cuckold fantasy come true for you.

    "Does it feel good when my cuckold sucks your balls?" she asks. "When he sucks those big, hairy, manly testicles of yours?"

    "You know it does," he replies. "You know I fucking love it when he's in cuck mode, when he's showing his gratitude."

    They kiss softly and your wife says, "You know, I'm grateful too."

    "Yeah?"

    You switch from one testicle to the other and suck gently. You swirl your tongue around it while she continues to stroke his dick.

    "I didn't know what great sex was until I met you. I didn't know that sex could feel damn near life changing when it's great, that it could leave me in a good mood for days, that it could be the kind of thing my body literally craved. You showed me that all of that was possible, though, and you've made my marriage better as a result."

    That's true. You've been even happier in the past year than you were before.

    Your wife begins to kiss her way down her bull's body. She takes her time with it, though, as she's clearly in no rush. They fucked several times the day before, so this morning is more about luxuriating in the pleasure of being with another man on her anniversary.

    Eventually your wife is next to you on the other side of his thigh. She kisses his leg and puts a hand on the back of your head. "Mmm, you look so good with his balls in your mouth. You look so good sucking on those beautiful testicles. I want you to keep sucking them, baby. Keep sucking his big balls while I give my bull a blowjob, while I give him something that you haven't had since the first time he fucked me."

    You asked for a blowjob a week after your wife first fucked her bull. You wanted her to talk dirty about cuckolding you while teasing you with her hand and mouth. She turned you down. She informed you that she'd be more than happy to stroke you, but that she no longer wanted to suck your cock. You asked why and she explained that after being with her bull she felt as though you were no longer deserving of a blowjob. You asked her to say that again, and again, and again as she stroked you. You came in less than thirty seconds that day and you demonstrated to your wife - and yourself - that you were even more of a cuckold than she'd imagined you to be.

    You suck his balls while she gives a blowjob. The angle you're at makes it hard to see her lips moving up and down his shaft, but you can hear it and it's beautiful. She moans while blowing him, too, and you know those moans are real. You know your wife is genuinely turned on by sucking her bull's cock, which is partly why she refused to suck your dick that day. It no longer turns her on to give you head.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," he says. "I fucking love it when the two of you work me over together."

    You love it too. At first you resisted any sort of bisexual play, but over time you grew to understand that it was much more about playing the part of a submissive cuckold and much less about your sexuality. You don't get off on sucking balls or cock. You get off on being a good cuckold, on feeling like you're a lesser man - in a sexual way, at least - than her bull. You get off on it to such an extent that your dick is hard as a rock while your mouth is full of another man's balls.

    "I want you to put him inside me," your wife says.

    She straddles her bull. You take his cock in your hand and guide the head between her plump pussy lips. He's large, but she's wet enough that she sinks down on his cock with ease. You stare in awe as her body swallows him, as she welcomes a sexually superior man into her pussy on your anniversary.

    "Use your mouth to pleasure us," your wife says as she looks over her shoulder. "Lick my ass. Lick his shaft. Suck his balls. Lick his taint. Make us feel good while we fuck."

    She turns away from you and towards her bull. She begins to ride him slowly. You revel in the wet sounds of sex. You stare at her pussy lips as they stretch around his dick. You admire the slickness she leaves on his dick every time he departs her body.

    You'd love to watch, but your wife gave you a task. She expects you to be a good cuckold and you can't bear the thought of letting her down, so you set about doing as she desires.

    You lick his shaft. You lick and suck on his balls. You lick her ass. You manage to get your tongue between her ass cheeks and eat her hole as your head follows the up and down rhythm of her hips.

    "The sex is really good when we have a cuck to help, isn't it?" she asks.

    "Damn right it is."

    You take his balls in your mouth and your wife begins to ride him faster. You suck on one and then the other as her ass drops down onto your head each time she drops down onto his cock. It's humiliating, of course, but so fucking hot.

    You lift his balls and extend your tongue to flick it back and forth over his taint. It's yet another delightful humiliation to be licking so close to another man's asshole as he fucks your wife. It's your anniversary and you're busy licking taint while she's getting fucked by someone else. What a beautiful thing. Aren't you a lucky cuckold?

    She's riding him hard and fast now and you know what that means. She's getting close to cumming. His balls have tightened a little. You take them in your mouth once more. You're fairly certain he's going to cum too.

    You do your part as your wife and her bull do their part. He cums first. You feel his balls jump in your mouth. You hear his grunts and groans.

    Your wife cums soon after. She drops her pussy onto his cock and begins to grind her hips a little. She stimulates her clit through half her orgasm and then collapses on top of him as the rest of the pleasure rips through her body.

    You release his balls from your mouth and watch his shaft pulse as he injects his seed into your wife's body. That pulsing really only happens when he has an especially good orgasm and you can't help but hope that the fact that he's fucking a married woman and flooding her pussy with cum on her anniversary has made his climax especially satisfying.

    Some of his cum begins to leak out of her and down his shaft. You lick it up because you know that his cum isn't supposed to go to waste.

    He remains inside her for quite some time. They kiss. He runs his hands up and down her back and over her ass. You continue to lick up whatever leaks out of her. All the while you listen to the sounds of the ocean outside the hotel room and you feel a sense of genuine bliss at the fact that your cuckold fantasies have come true to such an incredible degree.

    Your wife climbs off his cock and you immediately take him into your mouth. There's no need to be told. You know your place. You know it's your job to suck his dick clean after he's satisfied your wife with it.

    Once you've finished, you crawl between her legs. You look up at her while kissing her inner thighs. You kiss her plump labia, too, and you can feel a bit of his cum on your lips.

    "May I clean you?" you ask.

    It's your duty to clean her bull's cock, but your wife knows that you find pleasure in cleaning her pussy, so it counts as a reward, and you must request a reward.

    "You may," she replies.

    You smile and plunge your tongue inside her. She returns your smile and reaches down to run her fingers through your hair. She manages to caress your face a bit, too, and her touch is enthralling.

    "Happy anniversary, cuckold," she says. "This won't be the only load you clean today, of course. There will be many more to follow, and I suppose that means it's going to be a very happy anniversary for you, doesn't it?"

    You look up and nod. She's right. It's going to be the best anniversary you've ever had.

  
    A Happy, Helpful Cuckold

    You’re not the kind of cuckold that has to be convinced and cajoled into going along with this kind of thing. At least, not anymore. She has you well-trained. Now you’re a happy, helpful cuckold husband that can’t wait to place another man’s cock in your wife’s pussy.

    It sounds a little strange, doesn’t it? You can imagine a time when you were resistant. Maybe you wanted to watch, but you couldn’t imagine actually going so far as to touch his cock, let alone put it inside her.

    Things change though, and she convinced you that giving yourself over to her, that subjugating your desires in favor of meeting hers was the right choice.

    Now you’re fully committed and you’ve never been happier. If she asked you to suck his cock before putting it back inside her, you would. If she asked you to suck his balls while she was getting fucked, you would. You’re willing to do anything it takes to make her happy.

    You know you’re a rare sort of man. You know most guys wouldn’t go this far. You know most guys wouldn’t dream of licking their wife’s pussy mere seconds after another man had been buried deep inside her. You’re not most men.

    You love watching. Your dick gets hard as you see her riding a big cock. You drip precum as she moans and groans and screams for the pleasure of having someone else’s big dick buried in her pussy.

    When she tells you to lick her pussy, you do it. When she tells you to grab his cock and put it back inside her, you do it. All you care about is making your wife and her bull happy.

    When she wants you to suck on his balls while she’s riding him, you do it without hesitation. When she wants you to lick the sticky white cream off his shaft, you do it. When she wants you to suck his cock and slip it back inside her for more fun, you do it.

    That’s what being a happy, helpful cuckold is all about. You do what she desires. You live to make her happy. You find pleasure in being a good boy and showing your wife that you only care about her.

    The whole process is rewarding for you. You’re rock hard throughout. Nothing turns you on more than being of service to your wife.

    This is the best part, though. There’s no question about it. You absolutely love when you get a chance to clean a sticky creampie out of her. You love it when she pulls you close and runs her fingers through your hair while saying, “Clean me.”

    You love cleaning her pussy. It’s your favorite thing in the world to lick another man’s cum from your wife’s body. It makes you so happy. It turns you on like nothing ever has or ever will. That’s why you’re a happy, helpful cuckold.

  A Heavy Cummer for His Birthday
Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).
Her grip on your cock is firm and deeply pleasurable. She uses your precum for lube as she strokes your stiffness and gently whispers into your ear.
“I know what you like, don’t I honey?” she says.
You nod. She’s right. She knows exactly what you like. Ever since you shared your cuckolding fantasy your wife has shown you that she knows what turns you on.
“I know that you love cleaning other men’s cum out of me,” she whispers as her hand moves up and down your stiff cock.
You close your eyes and moan. Nothing turns you on quite like seeing someone else’s cum leaking from your wife’s pussy. She’s just been fucked with intense passion and vigor. She’s just cum harder on his cock than she’s ever cum on yours. Everything about that moment is perfect, but it gets even better when she welcomes you between her legs.
“Yes, I love cleaning cum out of you,” you say.
“I know you love licking a big, thick, salty load from my cunt,” she says.
You love when she talks dirty. The filthier she is, the more it turns you on. She knows that too.
“I know you love swallowing those loads. You love having another man’s cum in your stomach after you eat it out of me,” she whispers. “And I love it too. I love seeing you between my legs. I love feeling your tongue as it probes my pussy and searches for a salty treat. I love that you’re such a nasty little cum slut for me.”
Your orgasm is approaching. You can’t stop it and you wouldn’t try even if you could. You love when she gives you a dirty talking handjob.
“That’s why I got you something special for your birthday. I found a man that’s going to shoot a massive load into my pussy. He’s going to make a huge creamy surprise for you to clean out of me. It’s going to be the most delicious birthday dessert you’ve ever eaten. Does that turn you on?” she asks.
“Yes,” you say as you imagine a massive, thick load dripping from her pussy. You imagine taking it on your tongue and swallowing it. You imagine his thick cum dripping down your throat. You imagine being a good little cum cleaner for your loving wife.
“Are you going to eat that big load out of me?” she asks.
“Yes,” you answer.
“Are you going to be a good cuckold and swallow every drop of his massive, thick, salty cum load from your wife’s satisfied cunt?” she asks.
“Yes,” you answer.
She kisses your neck, sending a shiver of pleasure down your spine. She nibbles your ear lobe. She whispers, “Are you going to be my cuckold cum slut?”
You love it when she calls you a cum slut. You love every reminder that you’re an eager cum eater. You love it so much that you can’t hold back your orgasm. You answer her by cumming. Hot cum spills from the head of your cock onto your bare stomach and over her fingers.
You kiss your beautiful wife and say, “Thank you.”
She kisses you back. “My pleasure, cum slut,” she says with a smile.


It’s your birthday. You’ve spent the day with your beautiful wife. She’s teased you about the huge creampie you’re going to clean throughout the day, and the time has nearly arrived.
She invited you into the shower with her and had you shave her pubic hair to a landing strip. She likes to say that it guides you to your reward. Her hair is in a remarkably alluring ponytail and her makeup is simple but beautiful. She’s dressed in a black lace teddy with an open crotch, a pair of black stockings with lace tops, and sexy high heels.
“You look perfect,” you say as she does a twirl in the bedroom to show off what she’s chosen to wear for tonight’s bull.
Your wife smiles brightly and says, “Thank you, darling. It’s for you too, you know. I know you love it when I dress up for my bulls.” She walks over to you and grabs your cock through your pants. “I know it turns you on when I get all done up for another man.” She kisses you and as her tongue probes your mouth you can’t help but get hard.
You wait in the bedroom when her bull arrives. Only a few minutes pass before she appears with a tall, handsome, fit man by her side. He already has an erection. She must have greeted him with one hell of a kiss.
He introduces himself, but he knows his purpose tonight and there’s little reason to do anything other than get down to business. He’s here to fuck your wife and fill her with a massive creampie and he’s going to enjoy himself.
For you, the thrill of the evening begins immediately as they kiss in front of you. Your wife has always been a passionate kisser with her bulls and he’s no exception. Immediately her body melts into his as their tongues do that deliciously arousing dance that you love to watch.
He takes advantage of her crotchless lingerie by slipping a finger into her pussy, causing your wife to moan into his mouth. She breaks the kiss as he begins to rub her clit. “Fuck, that feels so good,” she says. You know she can’t wait to have his cock inside her.
There’s fun to be had before that happens though. That’s why your wife gets on her knees. She looks over at you as she’s unbuttoning his pants and says, “Do you want me to suck his big cock, cuckold?” She loves to talk dirty while she’s playing with a bull and you love it too.
“Yes. Please suck his big cock,” you say.
She smiles and pulls down his pants and underwear, freeing his remarkably big cock. A greedy, eager look comes over your wife’s face as she wraps her fingers around his shaft and strokes him. She looks up at her bull and says, “Your cock is beautiful,” before taking him into her mouth.
You’re already stiff, but you know better than to masturbate. You know you wouldn’t be able to resist cumming. You know you’d ruin the creampie cleanup fun if you were to cum before you got a chance to lick his seed out of her.
You watch as your wife tries her best to swallow his cock. He’s a little too thick for that, but she still tries. You see her saliva on his shaft when she pulls her mouth off of it and runs her tongue along the underside of his cock head. He groans at the intense pleasure she’s giving him.
Your wife strokes his big cock as she looks over at you. “Tell him the last time I sucked your cock, cuckold,” she says.
You look at her bull and say, “It’s been more than two years.”
“Tell him why.”
“Because there’s no reason to suck my cock when you have big dicks like his to play with,” you say.
He chuckles as your wife wraps her lips around his big dick once again. His eyes close and again he groans at the intense pleasure her mouth offers him. She knows you like a little bit of humiliation with your cuckolding, and she knows her bulls love to hear that she prefers their cocks, which is why she teases you when she’s playing. You love it.
“I need you inside me,” she says to her bull after reluctantly letting his big cock slip from between her lips. “It’s been too long since I’ve had a big cock in my tight little pussy. I need you to stretch me out.”
It feels like your whole body is aroused. Your loins tingle with desire and your heart pounds as your wife guides her bull to the bed and straddles him. You have a perfect view as she rubs the thick head of his cock between her pussy lips.
This moment always feels so hot. When she finally sinks down onto a bull’s dick and takes him into her body it thrills you. Every time it feels like she’s making you a cuckold all over again.
A low, guttural moan escapes your wife’s lips as his thick cock fills her. She slowly sinks her wet pussy down onto him until every inch has disappeared inside her. Just as slowly she lifts her hips off of him and you stare at her pussy lips as they cling to the bull’s dick. It’s as if she doesn’t want him to leave her body.
When she finally gets used to his thickness, your wife begins to ride his big dick in earnest. She bounces hard and fast on him in pursuit of her orgasm. She’s never been shy about meeting her needs with her bulls. She wants to cum and cum often and it never takes very long for the first orgasm to arrive.
“I’m going to cum,” she announces. “I’m going to cum on this big cock. He’s going to make me cum!” You know she’s talking to you. She wants you to know that someone else’s cock is giving her an orgasm. You watch as her pussy bounces on his cock and you listen to the noises coming from her. She doesn’t moan like that when you’re allowed to fuck her. That only makes your cock harder.
Moments later your wife has an orgasm. Her body shudders as the overwhelming pleasure runs through her. She collapses on top of her bull and simply rests there with his thick cock inside her as heavy breaths escape her body.
Once the climax has passed, she climbs off of him and rolls over, spreading her legs and looking down at you. “Taste me,” she says.
You rush between her legs and lick her pussy. There’s no cum to devour, not yet, but she loves having you lick her between positions. She loves to reinforce your place when a bull is over.
“That’s it, cuckold. Lick my stretched out pussy. Taste me. Taste him. Taste our juices. He just made me cum harder than you’ve ever made me cum. He just gave your wife a better orgasm than you’ve ever given her.” You love it when she verbally humiliates you. Your cock throbs with desire as you taste his precum and sweat and the juices of her desire.
“That’s enough,” she says while pushing your head away from her pussy. You fall back to the floor with a whimper. You’d worship her pussy all night if you could.
“Do you want him to fuck me again, cuckold?” she asks.
“Yes,” you say.
“I deserve more of his big cock, don’t I? Since your cock can’t satisfy me, I deserve more of his dick in my cunt, don’t I?” she taunts.
“Yes, you deserve as much of his big cock as you want,” you answer.
Your wife gets on her hands and knees and offers her pussy to her bull. He moves behind her and slides his big cock into her with ease. She’s completely soaked with desire.
You have a perfect view of the pounding he gives her. Watching your wife fuck a bull doggystyle was one of the early revelations of your cuckolding. You had no idea she enjoyed being pounded so hard. You had no idea she had a thing for a little bit of rough play during sex. It took another man to unlock that in her.
That’s why it arouses you to watch. When they fuck her from behind, your wife’s bulls give her something you literally can’t give her. You just don’t have it in you to pound her like that. Plus, your dick tends to slip out over and over, ruining the fun.
She gets so loud when she takes a pounding from behind. It sounds like she’s having one continuous orgasm and it makes your dick so hard. You watch him pound her while he grabs a handful of her hair and pulls hard. A scream of pure sexual joy escapes her lips. She loves being his little fuck slut and you love watching.
She cums again. It’s stronger this time. Something about being taken, about being fucked in a way her husband truly cannot fuck her, always makes your wife cum so hard during doggystyle with her bulls.
She moves to her back when the orgasm passes and you know that your birthday dessert will soon arrive. She guides the bull’s big cock into her pussy and he slowly thrusts into her. They kiss as he fills her over and over. What was just a furious fuck has turned into something much closer to lovemaking. It’s breathtaking.
You see his balls tighten. It looks like his shaft just got a little thicker. Your wife squeezes his ass and urges him to fuck deeper into her pussy.
“Cum inside me,” she says. “Give me your cum. Empty your balls inside me. Give me that huge load.”
He groans and his body shudders as he cums inside your wife. He cums for far longer than most men. You watch his shaft pulse over and over as he empties himself into her womb. When he’s done they share a long, slow kiss and he pulls out and heads to the bathroom. It’s time for you to have your treat.
“Come here,” your wife says as she points between her legs.
You move as ordered and come face to face with her freshly-fucked, stretched out pussy. You see his thick white load inside her. She’s lifted her hips high enough that he’s not leaking out of her yet.
“Happy birthday, honey,” she says with a sweet smile on her face. “Now, are you going to be a good cum slut for me? Are you going to eat every drop of his huge load?”
A giddy smile appears on your face. You nod eagerly and say, “Yes, I’ll be a good cum slut for you, I promise.”
She gently caresses your face and runs her fingers through your hair. Her touch feels soothing. Suddenly she takes a tight grip of your hair and roughly pulls you to her pussy. “Clean me, cum slut,” she says.
Your cock throbs as you stick your tongue into her pussy and immerse it in the load waiting for you. Saltiness is all you can taste as his seed surrounds your taste buds. You use your tongue to scoop out as much of his cum as you can and pull back. You know she wants to see it.
“Show me, cum slut,” she says.
You open your mouth and show her the thick, viscous cum you’re holding. “Good boy. Now swallow it for me.” You close your mouth and swallow. The cum slowly moves over your tongue and down your throat, leaving an intoxicating aftertaste.
Again she pulls you between her legs. You dedicate yourself to cleaning the massive creampie inside her. Every lick of your eager tongue comes back with more cum to swallow.
She moans and says, “You’re such a nasty little creampie eater.” You dig deeper. “That’s it, cuckold. Clean up every drop. Get every bit of his seed out of me.”
The next time you pull back from her pussy, she appears to be empty. “Come here,” she says, this time urging you to lie next to her in bed.
She pushes two fingers into your mouth and they emerge covered in a mixture of saliva and the residue of her bull’s cum. She wraps them around your cock and uses it as lube to jerk you off.
“Did you enjoy eating that creampie, birthday boy?” she asks as you groan in pleasure.
“Yes,” you say.
“Does it feel good to have so much cum inside you? Do you like having his giant load sitting in your stomach?” she asks.
“I love it,” you say. “I fucking love it.” Your orgasm is getting closer.
“Are you a cum slut for me? Are you a good little cum eater for your wife?” she says while running her fingers over the head of your cock.
“Yes, I’m your little cum eater.”
To your surprise, she moves into a 69 with her hot, messy cunt above you. Your wife sits up with a hand around your cock and you seal your lips around her pussy. You taste cum again. There’s more inside her.
“I told you he was a heavy cummer, honey. There’s more inside me. Finish it. Eat it all. Be my good little cum eater as I jerk you off.”
Again your tongue invades her pussy and again you’re rewarded with the taste of her bull’s semen. It’s thick, hot, and impossibly delicious and with her skilled hand around your cock you know an orgasm is bound to happen at any moment.
“That’s it, birthday boy. Eat that load. Clean my messy pussy. Lick that salty load from my cunt,” your wife says as she furiously strokes your cock.
You want to wait until you’re done cleaning her to cum, but you can’t. She makes you cum for her. She makes you spill your seed as her bull’s cum is still flowing into your mouth. You moan lustily and more jizz slips down your throat and into your stomach. A rush of pure pleasure rips through your body as his cum coats your mouth and throat. You’ve just had the best orgasm of your life. Happy birthday, cuckold. 

    A Hookup Gone Bad

    Tyler’s night had started with what he thought was a solid plan for getting laid for the first time in nearly four months. He put on his suit, ditched his glasses in favor of contacts, and headed to the bar full of confidence. He was on a business trip but he had tomorrow off and he was going to make the most of it by charming a woman back to his room for a night of pleasure.

    Knowing that he wasn’t the best-looking guy, Tyler was prepared to have to buy drinks to get girls to talk to him. He managed to get a few cute, seemingly willing girls to indulge in conversation over a drink he’d pay for, but by the end of the night he’d run up a $125 tab and had failed to convince anyone to come back to his room.

    His suit now hung in the closet and he was in bed with his phone in his hand and a newly-downloaded dating app on screen. He swiped his way through an astonishing collection of beautiful girls, sending quick messages to those that seemed remotely in his league, and thus represented a decent chance of being willing to hook up.

    A particularly pretty girl with dark hair, big brown eyes, and what appeared to be a tremendously perky pair of big breasts was the first to message him back. They flirted back and forth until she requested Tyler take a selfie. She wanted to see his face to make sure his profile picture wasn’t a lie. Tyler happily took the picture and sent it along.

    “You’re cute,” the girl replied.

    “You’re beautiful,” he said. She had a handful of pictures on her profile and she was unquestionably pretty.

    “Yeah? You think so?” she messaged.

    “Definitely,” he replied.

    “What’s your name?” she asked.

    “Tyler,” he wrote. “What’s yours?”

    “Keri,” she wrote back. “So, do you live in town?”

    “No. Here on business,” he said. “I’ll be gone on Tuesday.”

    “So you’re looking for a one night stand?” Keri messaged.

    Tyler typed out an affirmative response and hesitated with his thumb over the ‘send’ button. He wondered if it was really wise to be so open about his desires. Didn’t girls find it annoying when guys had trouble thinking about anything other than sex? Ultimately, he hit send. It was getting late and he didn’t really have time to mess around. Either she was interested or not.

    “Let’s see your cock,” Keri messaged back.

    Tyler stared at the message. It was the first time a girl had ever asked to see a picture of his dick. He wrote back, “Hard or soft?”

    “Hard,” she replied. “I want to see what you plan on fucking me with.”

    Tyler pulled his underwear down and wrapped his fingers around his cock. He stroked as he looked at the cute brunette’s pictures. He imagined her big, beautiful breasts bouncing in his face as she rode him right there in his hotel bed. He imagined how good it would feel to fuck someone after such a long dry spell. In no time at all he was hard. Tyler snapped a picture and sent it to Keri.

    “You know that’s not a big cock, right?” she messaged back. “It’s kind of pathetic, in fact.”

    For some reason, Tyler’s heart raced as he read the message. He felt a surprising, rather pleasurable sort of tingling between his legs. It was arousal. There was no question about it. The only question was why the insult to his size turned him on.

    “Sorry,” Tyler wrote.

    “You should be,” she replied. “You should apologize to all the girls you’ve fucked before, too, because there’s no question you’ve disappointed them with that sad dick of yours.”

    Tyler read the message over and over as he stroked his cock. He didn’t bother wondering why it turned him on. He chose instead to enjoy the fact that it thrilled him.

    “Give me the name of your hotel and your room number,” she demanded.

    Tyler gave the information she wanted without thinking about it.

    “I’ll be over soon,” she wrote. “Leave the door open. I want you naked and on your hands and knees in the bed when I get there. Make sure you’re facing away from the door or I’m walking out. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Tyler replied.

    “Keep your fucking hands off your little dick, too,” she messaged. “I’ll be in charge of whether or not you get to cum tonight.”

    “Okay,” Tyler wrote.

    “See you soon,” she replied.

    He put his phone down and looked at his cock. It was still hard and now there was a glistening drop of precum at the tip. He had no idea if Keri was going to show up or not. She knew where he was staying, though. She could be at the door in no time if she lived nearby.

    Tyler had no idea what she had planned. He assumed she wouldn’t be interested in fucking him. She’d made that perfectly clear. Anything else seemed possible, though. Was he interested in seeing what was possible? Did he want to prop the door open and put his naked body on display? Did he want to risk the embarrassment of a random passerby walking in? Did he want to play with Keri, assuming she showed up?

    Tyler’s cock was still hard. More precum had appeared at the tip. He was desperately horny. Four months of masturbation and fantasizing will do that to a guy. He pulled his shirt off. He took his underwear off. He tossed his clothes aside. He got on his hands and knees in the bed to see what it would feel like. He tried to imagine why Keri would possibly want him in that position. Maybe she wanted to 69. Maybe she was just kidding and she was going to get naked, get on her back beneath him, and invite Tyler to fuck her. Maybe his imagination wasn’t strong enough to conjure what she actually intended on doing.

    A mixture of curiosity and genuine desperation for an orgasm led Tyler to commit to seeing it through. He backed out of the bed, opened the door, and shut it gently enough that it didn’t lock. All Keri had to do was push it open and she’d be able to walk into his room.

    Tyler took a deep breath, spun around, and walked to the bed. He’d made the decision. He was going to go through with it. He was going to do whatever it was that Keri had in mind. His heart pounded relentlessly as he climbed into the bed and waited on his hands and knees.

    A minute later he heard footsteps approaching. Tyler’s pulse raced, but whoever it was walked right by, probably on the way to their room. Tyler took a deep breath and told himself to calm down. There was no benefit in freaking out every time it seemed like someone might be coming to his room.

    Tyler spent ten minutes on his hands and knees before someone turned the door handle and stepped into his room. He turned his head to look back and was met with a sharp rebuke. “Face forward, Tyler,” a soft, feminine voice said.

    “Sorry,” Tyler replied.

    “Damn, look at that,” a distinctly male voice said. “I guess you were right. You found a good little beta bitch we can play with.”

    A sense of panic rose up in Tyler’s chest. His arms felt weak and his head felt hot. He could hear his heart beating hard enough that it had to be unhealthy. He turned his head to look back again and was greeted with a painful, loud smack on the ass before he could catch a glimpse of Keri or the man she’d brought with her.

    “What did I say, Tyler?” she yelled.

    “Sorry,” he replied.

    She smacked his ass again and he cried out in pain.

    “You’re going to do as you’re told, Tyler,” Keri said. “I think we both know that. I think we both know that you’re a little beta bitch at heart. I think we know that you’re naked and on your fucking hands and knees for a total stranger because the idea turned you on so much that you couldn’t resist. I think we both know that you fucking loved when I pointed out that you have a small, worthless cock that has no place inside a woman.”

    Keri ran her fingers over Tyler’s ass and lower back and he let out a breath he didn’t even know he’d been holding in. Her gentle touch helped him relax and he apologized once more. “Sorry,” he said.

    Keri caressed his balls and offered his stiff cock a few blissful strokes. She collected the precum dripping from the tip and promptly rubbed it over his asshole. An inadvertent moan escaped Tyler’s lips at the unexpected stimulation and Keri laughed.

    “I told you,” she said. “I’ve got a sixth sense about these things. I know a little bitch when I meet one, even on a dating app.”

    “Look at him open up,” the guy said as Keri’s finger gently penetrated Tyler’s asshole. “It’s like he knows he was meant for this.”

    Keri laughed and pushed her finger all the way inside Tyler while he closed his eyes and groaned as a dozen different feelings competed for attention in his head. He’d never had his asshole touched by a girl, let alone penetrated. He’d never been naked and on his hands and knees in a hotel bed. He’d never invited a complete stranger – who brought another stranger with her – into his room. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t kicked Keri out of the room the moment she walked in with someone else. He couldn’t, though.

    Tyler wanted to keep going. He wanted to pursue the strange but undeniable sense of desire that had blossomed the moment Keri told him she wanted him naked and on his hands and knees.

    “Get your clothes off,” Keri said.

    Tyler’s mind raced to figure out what was going to unfold in his hotel room. Was Keri going to fuck the other guy while he watched? Was the anal fingering a sign of things to come? If so, did Tyler want to kick them out before things got completely out of control?

    Then Keri walked around the bed and appeared in front of him. She had a smile on her face and she wore a tight, low cut dress that made her breasts look irresistibly sexy. She leaned forward, giving him a spectacular view of her cleavage, and said, “It’s nice to meet you, Tyler.”

    “It’s nice to meet you too,” he said.

    Keri leaned closer and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “I’m so glad you were a good little bitch for me,” she whispered. “I figured you’d chicken out and leave the door locked. Imagine my delight when I found it open and saw you on your hands and knees, waiting to be my toy.”

    She stepped back and beckoned for the man standing behind Tyler to join her. Soon enough a tall, exceptionally fit, remarkably well-hung man joined her. He was naked as she’d requested and it seemed that he was already half hard in anticipation of what was about to unfold.

    “Tyler, I’d like you to meet Mark,” Keri said.

    “Nice to meet you, Mark,” Tyler said.

    “We’ll see,” Mark replied.

    Keri fell to her knees in front of the man she’d brought and took him into her mouth. She offered the kind of blowjob Tyler had hoped to receive that night. She sucked with the kind of wild abandon he’d only seen in porn videos, though he suspected that was the point. Keri was putting on a show as she orchestrated the evening to be exactly as she wanted it to be.

    “Isn’t his cock beautiful?” she asked while her fingers moved up and down the slick, stiff shaft.

    Tyler nodded, though he felt a little weird judging the beauty of another man’s cock.

    “This is what a real man’s cock looks like, Tyler. I’m sure you’ve noticed that he’s quite a bit more impressive than you, that he’s longer and thicker and that his body is far more arousing than yours is. That’s why he’ll be doing the fucking tonight and while you’ll remain on your hands and knees like a good little bitch. Do you understand that, Tyler?” Keri asked.

    Tyler nodded as an unfamiliar kind of arousal enveloped him. He still had no idea what Keri wanted from him, but it didn’t matter. He wanted to do whatever she desired.

    Keri stood, looked at Mark as she continued to stroke him, and said, “Fuck him.”

    “With pleasure,” Mark said.

    “What?” Tyler asked. He watched Mark move around the foot of the bed and behind him.

    Keri grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled Tyler’s attention her way. She bent over and he stared at her cleavage before she directed his gaze to her eyes. “Mark’s going to fuck you like the little beta bitch that you are,” she said. “If your cock wasn’t so pathetic you’d probably be in my mouth right now. You’d probably be enjoying the kind of blowjob I just gave him. Then I’d climb in your lap and take you into my perfect, tight little pussy and ride you until you fucking exploded. If your dick wasn’t so small I’d have given you the orgasm of your life, Tyler. Instead, Mark’s going to use your beta ass for his pleasure and you’re going to take it like a good bitch.”

    “But…Keri…please,” Tyler said.

    Keri tightened her grip on his hair and slapped Tyler in the face. His ears rung for a few moments before she pulled hard on his hair, leaned closer, and spit on him. Her warm fluid dripped down his forehead and over his eyelid before dropping to the comforter.

    “Mark loves using beta bitches like you,” she said. “He loves putting you in your place. He really loves doing it while I watch. He loves showing guys like you how fucking pathetic you are by using your asses for his pleasure. Most of all, he loves showing guys like you what you really want. I love it too, Tyler. I love seeing him break a little beta bitch like you. I love seeing him pound a bitch like you until you’re begging him to fuck you harder and dump his load in your ass. I’m fucking wet just thinking about it.”

    Keri worked the bottom of her tight dress over her hips and plunged two fingers into her pussy. They emerged slick with her juices and she licked them clean as Tyler watched.

    From behind him Tyler heard Mark spit. He felt two fingers against his asshole. Mark was rough. He worked his fingers in hard and deep. He used them to stretch Tyler and the moment they departed they were replaced by the head of his thick cock.

    “Fuck…fuck…fuck,” Tyler said between hurried breaths. He wasn’t sure what he wanted. His cock was still hard and his body hummed with desire. He was deeply afraid, though. Anal sex was going to hurt. Of course it was going to hurt. But the look in Keri’s eyes was one of wild desire. She was turned on. She was wet. She wanted to see Mark fuck him and for some reason Tyler wanted to do as Keri desired.

    “Fuck him,” Keri said. “Stretch his ass. Take it. Fuck it. Destroy it.”

    Tyler gritted his teeth and tried not to scream as Mark penetrated his ass. The pain was intense, but the look on Keri’s face seemed to signal an unexpected level of pleasure as she watched him suffer. She released her grip on his hair and reached between her legs. Her finger moved furiously over her clit and she moaned like a woman in the middle of a truly great fuck.

    “Fuck him, Mark. Fuck his little beta ass. Fuck this bitch like he deserves,” Keri said.

    Mark placed a hand on Tyler’s lower back and pushed down hard. “Arch your back, bitch,” he demanded.

    Tyler did as he was told and Mark’s cock moved deeper inside him.

    “That’s a good bitch,” he said. Mark grabbed Tyler’s hips and began to fuck him. He spit on his cock several times to provide lube and eventually worked his way up to a vigorous rhythm.

    “How does it feel?” Keri asked.

    A dozen different answers leapt to Tyler’s mind. It felt like the most insane thing he’d ever done. His night had begun with a quest to get laid at the bar and now he was on his hands and knees on the receiving end of the exact kind of fucking he’d hoped to give that night. The girl he’d hoped to fuck was standing in front of him and masturbating furiously as she watched Tyler lose his anal virginity. It felt painful. It felt humiliating. Oddly, it felt hugely arousing in a way he’d never experienced.

    “It feels good,” Tyler answered.

    “I fucking knew it,” Keri said. “Every small-dicked bitch like you loves being put in his place. You fucking love being shown that you’re nothing more than a toy to be used for the pleasure of your superiors. Mark is your superior. I’m your superior. You’re just an inferior little sex toy.”

    Tyler was equal parts confused and delighted that he felt such overwhelming arousal while suffering through the pain and humiliation of being fucked by a man for the first time in his life. It certainly helped that Keri seemed so completely lost in her pleasure. Her finger danced over her clit with such speed that he was certain she’d cum quickly.

    “Flip him over,” Keri said. “I want to sit on his face while you cum in his ass.”

    Mark pulled out and flipped Tyler over like he was light as a feather. Suddenly he was on his back with his ass right at the edge of the bed. Mark slid inside him again and buried his cock balls deep. A moment later he’d resumed the rhythmic anal fucking, only now it felt far more pleasurable. Tyler didn’t understand why, but he couldn’t help but moan.

    Keri climbed into the bed, stood above his head, and sat on his face. Her pussy hovered a few inches above his mouth and Tyler extended his tongue in hopes of tasting her.

    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Tyler nodded.

    “It’s because he’s hitting your prostate. He’s fucking your man pussy and hitting your man clit,” she said. “If he lasts long enough he might even make you cum like a true fucking faggot.”

    Keri sat on Tyler’s face and began to ride it with her pussy. She wasn’t interested in him eating her out. She just wanted to smother him with her slippery flesh and stimulate her clit at the same time.

    Tyler laid there as let them use his body. Mark fucked his ass and rubbed his prostate with the head of his cock. Keri rubbed her labia and clit all over Tyler’s face as she reached up to play with her beautiful breasts in the tight dress. Her moans rang out, joining Mark’s grunts as they both barreled towards their respective climaxes.

    “Cum inside him,” Keri said. “Cum in his little bitch ass. Flood his asshole with your fucking load. Breed this little faggot.”

    Mark fucked him harder and Tyler groaned into Keri’s pussy. He groaned at the idea of another man cumming inside him. He felt the intense sense of humiliation and the confusing arousal that came with it.

    “Fuck!” Mark screamed.

    Tyler felt the big cock swell up in his asshole. It stopped moving. It was cumming. Mark was cumming in his ass. A man was cumming in his ass.

    Keri reached down and grabbed a handful of Tyler’s hair. Her screams joined Mark’s as she climaxed. Her thighs trembled wildly on either side of Tyler’s head and juices gushed from her pussy and dripped down his face.

    “Fuck,” she said. “That was fucking incredible. God damn I love using a naughty little bitch like you. That was so much better than a hard fucking from any cock would have been.”

    She climbed off his face and Mark pulled out of his ass. Tyler felt sore and humiliated and completely used as he felt Keri’s juices dripping down his chin, cheeks and neck and Mark’s cum leaking from his ass.

    “If you wanna do this again before you leave, just let me know,” Keri said as she fixed her dress while Mark put his clothes back on. “I’m sure Mark would be happy to join us for another round.”

    “Absolutely,” Mark said as he pulled his shirt over his head and buttoned up his pants.

    “If you really wanna have fun, use the cum leaking out of your ass as lube when you jerk off,” Keri said. “It will help you think of the fucking you just took while you have your orgasm, and I think we both know that’s exactly what you want to think about.”

    Tyler watched them leave the room. He wasn’t going to do what Keri suggested while they were still there, but he was absolutely going to do it once she’d left. His head was still spinning with intense desire and he was going to see it through to the end and the beautiful orgasm that would follow.

  
    A Horrifying Weekend in Vermont

    Reed and Jessica had been dating for nearly three months and they still hadn't fucked. Or made love, as she always referred to it, usually when saying that she wasn't quite ready, that she wanted it to be perfect, that she liked Reed too much to rush it.

    After three months he was desperate, but he liked that Jessica wanted it to be special. He liked her enough to try and make it special. That's why he'd come up with a plan. He'd rented a house for the weekend in an impossibly quaint Vermont town. They'd arrived a few hours before sundown and enjoyed the vibrant colors of the fall leaves while strolling through the adorable downtown area.

    They'd enjoyed a romantic dinner and then strolled downtown once more, this time while enjoying the impressive array of Halloween decorations the stores had put up. They held hands. They kissed repeatedly. Jessica offered more tongue than usual, even doing so in public, which was uncommon for her and made Reed hopeful that he'd get to use the condoms he'd tucked into his suitcase.

    The day hadn't been perfect, though. On their way to the restaurant someone had made Jessica feel a little uncomfortable as he openly admired her body. He even commented about how good she looked in her dress and how much he'd like to see her out of the dress. Reed was so taken aback by the comment that he'd taken Jessica's hand and hurried her down the sidewalk. They were both flustered as they took their seats at the table by the window. It took a glass of wine for Reed to fully calm down, and while they talked about it a little, it hadn't come up again.

    On the drive back to their rental Jessica had Reed pull down numerous side streets to admire the impressive decorations - and Halloween-themed light displays - so many of the town's residents had done up on their houses. Reed couldn't help but indulge in her every desire to slow down or venture on a side street because Jessica seemed so excited by all of it.

    "Is Halloween a big holiday for you?" he asked as they drove down a particularly well-decorated street where nearly every house had gone over the top in crafting an air of creepy holiday fun.

    "I think it might be my favorite," she replied while staring out the window. "I love horror movies, too."

    Reed was taken aback, largely because Jessica had never struck him as a girl into horror films. "Really?"

    She looked at him with a gleeful smile on her face. "Yes, absolutely. I love a good scare, you know?"

    "I didn't know, actually," he replied. "But I like that I know it now. Should we watch a horror movie tonight?"

    She bit her lower lip and then her smile turned decidedly devilish in a manner Reed loved. It was like he was meeting an entirely new side of his girlfriend and he felt a sudden burst of lust for her.

    "I'd love that," she said. "In fact, let's go back to the house now."

    Reed turned the car around and headed out of the neighborhood. Jessica leaned over to give him a kiss on the cheek as they reached a stop sign and she rested her hand on his thigh for a few moments. That was more than enough to fill Reed with hope that he might actually get to have sex with his girlfriend that night.

    "Wow, it's darker in this neighborhood than I would have thought," Jessica noted as Reed pulled down the street where the rental house was located.

    She was right. The houses were a lot further apart and there were no street lights. It wasn't late, but most houses were dark, like everyone had already gone to bed. It was vaguely creepy, though Reed wasn't sure if that was because he'd been thinking of Halloween and horror movies as they drove home.

    They pulled up to the rental and Jessica jumped out of the car the moment Reed parked. He grabbed his phone and keys and got out. The car's headlights turned off after a few seconds and Reed was plunged into darkness as the moon was behind the house.

    "Jessica?" he called out before turning on his phone's flashlight.

    His girlfriend was nowhere to be found and Reed heard nothing but the breeze blowing through the dried leaves on the trees.

    Reed took a few steps towards the front door and paused when he heard a rustling in the bush. He pointed his flashlight towards it but saw nothing.

    "Jessica? Where are you?"

    Silence. Reed decided he was going to let himself into the house and turn on the porch light. He was two steps up the stairs when he felt a hand on his leg. He screamed and kicked and hurried towards the door. It wasn't until he was fumbling for the keys that Reed heard the laughter. Jessica's laughter.

    He turned the light towards the laughter and saw a gleeful smile on her face. "You scared the shit out of me," he said before offering a smile of his own.

    "I'm so sorry," she replied. "I couldn't resist. I just couldn't."

    Jessica rushed up the porch stairs and into his arms. She kissed him with a level of depth and passion that caught Reed off guard.

    "Who are you?" he asked in the most delighted way possible. "I mean, we've been together for three months and you've never done something like this, and I had no idea that you like horror movies."

    "Isn't it better this way?" she asked. "Slowly peeling away layers of the onion? I mean, you wouldn't want to know everything about a person after just a few weeks of dating them, right? Besides, Halloween season really brings out this side of me. I tend to go back to being my normal self once we hit November."

    "Well, that's a shame," he replied before softly kissing her. "I think I really like Halloween Jessica."

    "Yeah?"

    They kissed again before he could respond. It went on long enough - and featured enough tongue - to give Reed a throbbing erection. The way Jessica pushed her hips forward made him feel relatively certain she could feel his excitement and that she found it pleasing.

    "Let's go inside," she said.

    They went inside and Jessica poured them each a glass of wine. She managed to find popcorn kernels in the pantry, too, and made up a batch on the stovetop as Reed logged in to Netflix.

    "What kind of horror do you like?" he asked. "Slasher? You want jump scares? Something a little darker? Psychological horror, maybe?"

    "Have you seen The Babadook?"

    It sounded like she was talking jibberish. "No."

    "Let's do that."

    There was glee in her voice and Reed was suddenly a little nervous. He was not a fan of horror movies. Not really. He liked silly slasher films but he wasn't so much into being scared. Clearly, though, Jessica liked the idea of scaring him.

    Reed pulled up the movie and then grabbed the glasses of wine while Jessica brought the popcorn. He was about to sit when she gave a disapproving look.

    "What?"

    "You can't watch a horror movie with the lights on," she said.

    Reed smiled, set the wine glasses on the coffee table and set about turning off every light in the house. He found Jessica on the couch with the popcorn bowl in her lap and a glass of wine in her hand.

    "Thank you," she said.

    Reed sat next to her - close enough that he could feel the warmth emanating from her body - and started the movie.

    "Is this scary?" he asked.

    "Very scary. Now be quiet and watch."

    She was right. It was scary. Reed nearly spilled his wine at the movie's first jump scare. He nearly choked on his popcorn at the second. Each time it seemed to delight Jessica that he was so easy to freak out. It wasn't just the jump scares, either. The movie did a masterful job of creating a sense of fear and the complete darkness of the house - and the fact that it wasn't a house Reed was familiar with - heightened that sense.

    Then, nearly an hour into the movie, the TV went dark and the house was plunged into silence.

    "Did you do that?" Jessica asked.

    "No, did you?"

    "No."

    Reed grabbed the remote and hit the power button. Nothing happened. He got up and flipped the light switch on the wall. Nothing.

    "I think the power's out," he said as a sudden burst of anxiety gripped him.

    "Maybe we blew a fuse somehow. It's an old house. It happens."

    It took Reed a few seconds to process what she'd said. "Right. I should check the fuse box, I guess."

    "You do that while I look for flashlights."

    "Maybe see if you can find the power company's website to check about an outage," Reed suggested.

    Jessica picked up her phone and her face lit up. "Shit. No reception. No wifi, obviously."

    The anxiety gripped Reed a little tighter. "Fuck."

    "Reed, honey, you don't have to worry. We probably just blew a fuse. The fuse box is probably in the basement. I can come with you if you want."

    Reed wanted that, but it felt far too unmanly to ask for her to join him. "No, it's okay. You go and see if you can find flashlights. They're probably in one of the kitchen drawers. I'll go check the fuse box."

    Jessica stood and gave him a soft kiss. Reed would have preferred to stay in that same spot all night long, but she stepped into the kitchen and he had to put aside his fear - fear stoked by the movie - and head for the basement.

    Reed turned on his phone's flashlight and made his way through the house and towards the basement door. He unlocked it - while pausing for a moment to wonder why it was locked in the first place - and was thrilled to see that the stairs were carpeted. Reed descended the stairs and found himself in a finished basement with a pool table, a TV, and a couch that looked as though it had been there for decades. It wasn't the most welcoming space, but it was far better than the kind of horror movie basement he'd been imagining.

    The fuse box was located in a small storage room - one filled with cobwebs, dirty cans of paint, spray paint bottles, and various other bits of junk a homeowner tends to accumulate over the years - and Reed popped it open and was disappointed to find that everything was in working order.

    He took a deep breath and headed back upstairs. The door was shut and Reed's chest tightened as he reached for the handle. It wouldn't budge. The door was locked. Jessica had locked him in the basement.

    "Jessica?" he called out while slamming his fist against the door. "This isn't funny!"

    Panic gripped Reed. He slammed his fist harder against the door. He worried that it wasn't Jessica that had locked him in the basement. He worried that something horrible had happened.

    Reed rushed back downstairs and into the storage room. He grabbed the toolbox he'd seen and flipped it open. He rummaged through the various tools and pulled out a small flat head screwdriver. Reed rushed back up the stairs - tripping once and nearly falling on his face - and slipped the screwdriver into the lock. He breathed a sigh of relief when it proved easy to pick.

    "Jessica!" Reed called out as he burst through the door.

    "Where are you?" he texted.

    Reed heard her phone ding and followed the sound. He saw it sitting on the kitchen counter. One of the drawers was open. A flashlight sat in the drawer along with batteries and other junk.

    "Jessica!"

    He grabbed her phone and the screen lit up. He saw multiple message bubbles at the bottom. Against his better judgment, Reed entered her passcode - he'd seen her type it in a few times - and pulled up her messages.

    Right below his message was one from someone named Michael. Reed tapped the screen. He scrolled up to the first message sent that night.

    "It was good to see you tonight. I meant every word I said," Michael texted.

    "You were an asshole. You freaked out my boyfriend."

    "That guy's not right for you, Jess."

    "Yes, he is," she texted. "You're not right for me."

    "I know I was on your mind as you ate dinner, Jess. I know you thought about me. I saw it in your eyes before you turned and walked away tonight. I know you were thinking about the things I used to do to you."

    "Fuck you."

    "I know you miss me, Jess. I know you miss the way I fuck you. I saw it. We both know it's true. Forget your boyfriend. I'm close by. I'll come over. I'll give you what you need. I'll give that pussy of yours what it's been missing since you broke up with me. I'll pound that tight little hole. I'll make you feel good again. I'll make you cum all over my big cock like a good little slut. You're gonna have to suck my dick first, though."

    "Please, just stop texting me."

    An hour passed before Michael had messaged again. "I'm outside the house. Come out. Come see me. Come get what you've been craving."

    Reed hadn't noticed Jessica checking her phone at all that night, but she was clearly doing so while they were together.

    "No," she texted back. "Leave, you asshole."

    That's where the texts ended. Reed was terrified. It seemed clear that Jessica's ex-boyfriend had lost his mind after seeing her on the street, that he'd resorted to some remarkably extreme behavior in pursuit of her, that he was probably the one that had somehow cut the power, that Jessica was either hiding from him or had been taken by him.

    Reed pulled up his phone to call the police and cursed his lack of service and that his shitty provider that couldn't be bothered to cover a mildly remote area of Vermont.

    He took a deep breath and considered grabbing a knife to use as a weapon. The flashlight was a better idea, though. It was heavy and blunt and there was little chance of cutting himself with it.

    Fear gripped Reed as he moved towards the front door. He stepped out into the dark - the moon had disappeared behind a cloud - and scanned the street. He saw an SUV parked a few houses down. That hadn't been there when they'd driven home.

    Reed's heart pounded as he walked towards the SUV. He gripped the flashlight so tightly his hand started to hurt. He was ready to smash a window and beat Jessica's ex if necessary, though Reed had never even come close to getting in a fight and he was reasonably worried he'd end up on the losing end. He had to try, though. He had to save his girlfriend.

    The closer he got, the more Reed's legs felt like cement. His heart pounded so hard he got a bit light-headed.

    Reed stopped in the street as he heard a noise from the SUV. The world around him disappeared as a deep sense of worry gripped him. Something terrible was happening to Jessica.

    He rushed towards the car and raised the flashlight. A hand pressed against the glass of the backseat window. Jessica's hand. Her fingers curled.

    A noise reached Reed's ears. At first he mistook it for a cry of agony. Then the fog of fear cleared from his brain as he processed the actual sound.

    It was pleasure. It was a moan of pleasure. Jessica's fingers weren't against the window because she was being strangled. They were against the glass because she was lost in the throes of pleasure.

    Reed inched closer to the SUV. The muffled sounds got louder. It wasn't just Jessica moaning. It was Michael, too. Jessica hadn't been kidnapped. She'd locked the basement door and left the house voluntarily. She'd come out to her ex-boyfriend's car. She'd told him to fuck off and now she was in his backseat getting fucked.

    Reed fell to his knees just a few feet from the car. The sound of his girlfriend having sex with another man filled his head. It was horrifying.

    It wasn't just that she was cheating on him. It was that she'd refused to have sex with him for nearly three months and now she was fucking some guy she wasn't even dating. She was happy to let someone else have his way with her body while Reed had been limited to the occasional handjob and lots of make out and groping sessions like he was a fucking teenager.

    Reed couldn't move. It was like he was trapped. He couldn't find his dignity, get up, and walk into the house. He couldn't summon the anger to smash the car window with his flashlight. All he could do was sit on his knees and listen to Jessica have sex. Great sex from the sounds of it. Sex like Michael promised he'd give her in those texts he'd sent.

    That wasn't the end of the horror, though. It got worse. Much worse.

    Reed got turned on. He listened to his girlfriend fuck someone else and he got turned on. He was on his knees on the pavement and he had a fucking boner. He'd gone from the sheer terror of thinking someone had broken into the house to take Jessica to the pure horrifying humiliation of getting stiff while he listened to her take a long, vigorous pounding from someone she'd clearly broken up with months ago, if not longer.

    "What the fuck?"

    Reed looked up to see a face in the car window. A man's face. Looking down at him.

    "What the fuck!" he yelled.

    The door opened. The backseat was down. He'd turned the back of his old SUV into something akin to a bed. Jessica was on her back. Her head was turned. She was looking right at Reed. She was topless and he guessed she was bottomless too. He was almost certainly looking at his girlfriend while she had another man's cock inside her.

    "Did you lock me in the basement?" he asked.

    "Is this your fucking boyfriend?" the guy inside Jessica asked.

    She nodded while looking at Reed.

    "You know he has a fucking boner," Michael said.

    Jessica smiled - though it seemed to Reed that she would have preferred not to - and then she moaned. Her ex was fucking her again. He wasn't the slightest bit put off by the fact that Reed was watching. In fact, he seemed excited.

    Reed expected his girlfriend would stop having sex now that he'd discovered her cheating. Surely she would push Michael out of her pussy, get her clothes, and leave the back of his SUV.

    She didn't. She closed her eyes and moaned. Michael leaned down and kissed her neck. He took one of her breasts in his hand and squeezed it far harder than Reed ever had. Jessica responded with a moan.

    "You like watching, loser?" Michael asked as he looked out at Reed. "You like watching me fuck your girlfriend's pussy?"

    Reed shook his head.

    Michael laughed. "That boner says otherwise, you little bitch. Why don't you take it out? Why don't you whip that little thing out and beat off while I give your girlfriend what she's been missing."

    Reed wanted Jessica to do something. To act like she was upset. To act like she wasn't in the throes of the best sex of her life. She did no such thing, though.

    Then Michael stopped thrusting. He released her breast from his grasp. Jessica opened her eyes and stared up at him.

    "You want more dick?" he asked.

    She nodded.

    "Then tell your boyfriend he's a fucking loser," Michael said.

    "I can't. I like him, Michael. He's a good guy."

    "You're getting fucked in front of him, Jess. You know he's watching and you didn't tell me to pull out. In fact, you want me to fuck you even more. You want me to fuck you like a good little slut. You want me to make you cum all over my cock."

    Jessica moaned and ran her hands down Michael's back. Reed couldn't see what she was doing, but he imagined his girlfriend trying to pull the other man's cock deep into her pussy.

    "Say it and I'll fuck you."

    Jessica turned to Reed. There was a pained look on her face before she said, "You're a fucking loser, Reed."

    She moaned a moment later. Michael was fucking her again. He was giving her what she wanted.

    Reed's cock throbbed. He was horrified. He was humiliated. He was humbled.

    "Tell him to jerk off onto the pavement," Michael instructed. "Tell him or I'll stop fucking you. I'll pull out and cum on your tits and I won't let you cum."

    Jessica turned to Reed once more. This time she was being fucked, so there was no pained look. There was just pleasure.

    "Reed, please, jerk off onto the street. Please, just do it. Just do it and I promise I'll let you fuck me later. I'll let you fuck me tomorrow, too. I will. Please. I just...I need what Michael can give me. I need to cum on his cock. Please...I know this is awful, but please, just jerk off and cum on the street."

    Despite the horror of it, Reed unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He stroked as Michael fucked Jessica harder. She smiled and then turned towards the man inside her.

    "Fuck me. Fuck me hard, Michael. Give my pussy what it needs."

    Michael reached up and slipped two fingers into her mouth. She moaned around them and sucked like he clearly wanted her to. He smiled and turned towards Reed, who stared at his girlfriend's mouth as she sucked like she was in her happy place.

    "Cum, you pathetic little bitch," Michael said. "Cum and then lick your fucking load off the street."

    Reed came as humiliation coursed through him. He couldn't keep his eyes open because the orgasm was so fucking intense. He heard Jessica cum, too. He heard her have a screaming orgasm with another man's cock inside her and he heard her do so around the fingers in her mouth.

    Reed's orgasm finished and he looked up to see Michael cumming all over Jessica's tits. She held them together for him, which Reed imagined was something she'd done numerous times before.

    "Feed it to him," Michael said as he climbed off of her.

    Jessica crawled out of the car and dropped to her knees in front of Reed. She put a hand on the back of his head and guided his mouth to her breast. He could have resisted. He should have. He didn't, though. He wasn't sure why, but he didn't. He licked another man's hot cum off her tits. He sucked it up. He swallowed it. He humiliated himself for reasons he didn't understand.

    "Now lick your cum off the pavement," Jessica said softly. "He won't fuck me again if you don't."

    She backed up and Reed fell forward. He completed his humiliation by licking up his cum. He heard Michael laughing while he did it.

    When he was finished, Reed sat up and tucked his cock back into his pants. Jessica was already dressed and so was Michael.

    "Let's go check out this house you rented," Michael said as he put his arm around Jessica and walked away. "Oh, and I'll be sure to turn the power back on."

    Reed turned and watched them walk towards the house. The house he'd rented. The house he'd planned on having sex with his girlfriend in. Clearly his plans had changed.

    The only question was whether he'd follow them into the house to continue his night of horrifying humiliation. He didn't have to. He could get in his car and leave.

    He didn't, though.

  
    A Hotel Date for Your Wife and Her Black Bull

    You booked the room and picked out your wife’s sexy dress and those lovely high heels. You let her black bull know when and where to meet. You made sure there were water bottles and lube (if necessary) in the room. You made sure to take care of every little detail so the night would be pure fun for everyone.

    There was no reason to wait to get the fun started. Your wife had spent all week waiting to enjoy her black bull’s big cock again and she got on her knees and took him into her mouth almost immediately.

    You watched as your cock got nice and stiff in your pants. You watched as your beautiful wife offered her mouth to another man. You watched as she sucked his cock with the kind of vigor she’s never really shown your cock.

    You listened to her moan as he licked your wife’s wet pussy in a 69. She bobbed up and down on his cock and let loose these wild, wonderful moans while he tongue fucked her tight cunt and got her nice and wet for his dick.

    You watched her climb on top, but it was the sound she made that really stood out. The groan your wife let loose as his big black dick filled her was incredible in every way. It was a moan of satisfaction that she’s never made with you. It was an aural confirmation of your status as her cuckold.

    Then the visual pleasure kicked in. Then you watched her rock back and forth on his big black cock. You watched how her tight pussy lips clamped down on his thickness.

    You watched your beautiful wife start to ride his big black cock. You heard her moans get louder as he filled her over and over again. You saw how insanely wet she was with his big dick filling her like that.

    You witnessed her first orgasm of the night. “I’m cumming!” she cried out as she collapsed on top of him and let the overwhelming pleasure of a climax provided by her black bull spread through her. You smiled and pulled out your cock. It was so fucking sexy you just had to stroke a little bit.

    After she’d recovered from her orgasm you watched your wife get on her hands and knees for her bull. You watched him play with her tits and squeeze her nipples while he pushed his BBC into her wet, white pussy from behind.

    You stroked your cock as he took to pounding her with the kind of athleticism and force that you just can’t manage. She looked at you as waves of pleasure washed over her body. You sunk into the intense, overwhelming pleasure of watching another man fuck your wife.

    After just a few minutes of doggystyle pounding she cried out, “Oh my God. I’m gonna cum again!” Soon after she had another orgasm. He kept pounding her as she screamed in pleasure while slapping her hand on the bed. Her hair bounced beautifully as her black bull kept a hard pounding rhythm.

    “Fuck me! Fuck me!” your wife begged. She wanted it. She needed it. She demanded that he keep fucking her wet pussy. You stroked furiously.

    He flipped your wife over and moved between her legs for missionary sex. You watched them kiss tenderly as he fucked her slowly. What had been a hard pounding had quickly turned into lovemaking. It was tender and soft and thrilling.

    She moaned into his mouth as he filled her pussy with his dark dick. She could feel him getting close. You could see it too. The look on his face told you he was going to cum soon.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife whispered as she ran her hands over his thick arms and strong back. “Give me your cum.”

    He groaned and she said, “Yes, baby. Cum inside me.” He did as she requested. He came in your wife’s pussy. He filled her with a massive, thick, sticky load.

    She invited you between her legs to see. She wanted you to witness his cum leaking out of her. She wanted you to clean her. You couldn't help but do as she wanted. You couldn't help but clean every drop of his load out of her.

  
    A Hotel Night with a Cuckold 69

    
      There's nothing quite like a hotel meet up with you, your wife, and her bull. Tonight is special, though, because you get to try out a cuckold 69 for the first time. You get a blissful close up view of your wife and her bull pursuing their pleasure. You get to be fully immersed in your cuckolding and I promise it's going to be a spectacularly good time.
    

    ---

    You’re between your wife’s legs in an exceedingly luxurious hotel bed. She’s naked and her pussy lips are plump with desire. She’s wet, thanks in part to your eager tongue and in part to her overwhelming desire for the man that’s now cuckolded you multiple times.

    You push your tongue between her pussy lips and look up to see his strong hand on her breast as they kiss. Her eyes are closed and her mouth is open. You see her tongue dancing with his. You hear her moan and you hope that you’re playing a part in her pleasure.

    Her fingers are wrapped around his cock. She strokes him as they kiss and from time to time he moans for her, letting her know that her hand feels spectacular on the thick shaft that will soon be inside her.

    She looks down at you, smiles, and asks, “Do I taste good, baby?”

    “You’re delicious,” you answer.

    “Do you think I’ll taste even better after he’s been inside me?” she asks.

    You nod and push your tongue inside her again. You already know she tastes good after he’s fucked her. They always use a condom, but there’s just something about the sex that unleashes a different taste. Perhaps she oozes more juices while he’s fucking her. Perhaps the mixture of latex and a little bit of sweat and her juices is perfect. Whatever it is, it’s delicious.

    “What if he doesn’t use a condom?” she asks.

    You look up and your eyes go wide. “Really?”

    Your wife nods and smiles. “He got tested. He’s clean. I’m the only woman he’s fucking. I think it’s time. We both know it’s going to feel better for me, and of course it’s going to feel better for him, and don’t he and I deserve to have the best sex possible?”

    “Yes, you do,” you answer immediately. Your cock is stiff from the mere thought of another man’s bare cock entering your wife. “You deserve the absolute best.”

    “You’re so sweet, baby,” she says with a smile. “Now keep eating my pussy.”

    She turns to her bull and kisses him. You push your tongue inside her again and watch as your wife indulges in a deeply passionate kiss. It’s as if her level of arousal has increased from merely talking about having unprotected sex with him. He seems more turned on, too. His cock is leaking precum as she strokes him. His hands are a little more aggressive with her breasts, a fact that seems to turn her on as she moans a little louder every time he squeezes her soft, perky flesh.

    “I want to taste you,” she says softly.

    Your wife reaches down to gently push your head from between her legs. She moves to her hands and knees between her bull’s legs. She takes his cock in her mouth and swallows half of the shaft, causing him to moan loudly.

    “Baby,” she says while turning her head to look back at you, “eat me out from behind.”

    You gleefully move to your hands and knees behind your wife. You stare at her pussy – her position has made the lips spread open and she’s completely soaked – and then you lean forward and put your tongue inside her. You lick feverishly, dancing over her clit and tasting her juices repeatedly while she moans around her bull’s long, thick cock.

    “Damn,” he says. “That’s incredible. Can you take a little more for me?”

    She moans and you look up to see her head drop even lower in his lap. You hear her gag a little and he moans. He must enjoy the feeling of your wife’s throat tightening around the head of his cock. You can’t help but enjoy that your wife actually wants to try and deepthroat him and that she clearly doesn’t mind gagging. That’s not something she’d do for you, which is a point of great arousal. You love that she’s eager to do things for him that she wouldn’t do for you.

    Your wife’s head pops up and she looks at her bull for a moment before sitting up on her knees, depriving you of her pussy. She spins around and you see that her lips are slick with saliva from the blowjob she just gave. She smiles, crawls a little closer, leans in and tilts her head. Her fingers find your stiff cock right as her lips meet yours. She parts them and immediately shoves her tongue into your mouth. It moves aggressively, almost like she’s fucking you with it. You welcome it, though. It feels naughty in the best way possible to be sucking on the tongue that was just dancing back and forth over his cock, especially since she’s giving you a rather vigorous handjob while you kiss.

    “Are you ready to watch?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer with a nod of your head.

    “I want you on the floor at the foot of the bed,” she says. “I want you to have the perfect view of his cock moving in and out of me.”

    You crawl out of the bed and take your place on the floor at the edge of the bed. Your wife moves to her back and her bull moves between her legs. They kiss as she takes his cock in her hand and strokes him while rubbing the head over her pussy lips. You stare and admire how wet she is, how hard he is for her, and how eager they both are to consummate their lust for each other.

    Your wife guides his cock between her pussy lips. He fills her slowly. She moans in that way you’ve only heard her moan for him. It’s low and long and it indicates she’s experiencing a kind of pleasure she’s only felt with her bull.

    “Fuck me,” she says as he buries every inch of his dick inside her.

    You watch as he slowly pulls out until just the head of his cock is in her pussy. You watch her lips cling to his thick shaft. You watch him disappear into her once more. You hear the sounds of her wetness – the sounds of her desire – as he fucks her.

    Your wife reaches down and grabs his ass with two hands. She urges him to fuck her faster and he obliges. His cock moves in and out of her slickness as you watch with rapt attention. You’ve never seen something so beautiful. Her pussy leaves his cock soaked with her juices every time he pulls out. She moans every time he bottoms out inside her, reaching those deep places that your cock has never gone.

    You lose track of time as you watch another man enter your beautiful wife, but eventually he pulls out and rolls off of your wife. She lifts her head from the pillow, looks down at you, and smiles as she extends her hand.

    “Taste me,” she says.

    You excitedly crawl into the bed and lie between her legs. You push your tongue into her pussy – into the pussy he just fucked – and she moans. Her hand finds its way to the back of your head and she applies gentle pressure, urging you to explore as deep into her freshly-fucked pussy as you can.

    “Does my pussy taste good, baby?” she asks.

    “I’ve never tasted anything so delicious,” you answer.

    “Would you like to try something special?” she asks.

    “I’ll do anything,” you say.

    She sits up, lifts your lips to hers, and offers a soft kiss. “Roll onto your back with your head right at the foot of the bed.”

    You do as you’re told and your wife smiles, strokes your cock a little, and then spins around, moves onto her hands and knees, and straddles your body in a 69 position. Just like that you’re staring up at her pussy and she’s looking down at your stiff cock.

    “How does it look?” she asks as her fingers encircle your balls to give them a gentle massage.

    You study her pussy – which is now gaping open a little – and say, “It’s beautiful.”

    She scoots forward a little and drops her cunt onto your face. She moves it back and forth, coating you in her slippery juices while you put your tongue inside her. She moans like it thrills her to smother you with her pussy and you moan because it absolutely thrills you.

    She lifts her pussy from your face, looks at her bull, and says, “Take me from behind. Let’s give him a show.”

    Her bull moves to a standing position behind the bed. He takes a step closer and his big, stiff cock appears in your eye line. He wraps his fingers around the base and rubs the tip over your wife’s pussy lips. Some of her wetness drips onto your face. You reach up, wipe it off with your finger and suck it clean.

    Your wife moves her hips back and the head of her bull’s cock slips inside her. He holds it there, refusing to fuck her like she clearly needs. “Please, fuck me,” she says with intoxicating desperation in her voice.

    “I want to hear him say it,” her bull replies.

    “Please, fuck my wife,” you say. “Give her what she needs. Give her what she craves.”

    He slowly fills her pussy. You stare up at his balls – which are now an inch from your face – as he bottoms out inside her. Your wife runs her fingers over your inner thighs and plays with your balls as she lets out a moan. You feel her hot breath on her legs and her hair brushes against your skin as she leans down while her bull’s cock stretches her pussy.

    “Should I fuck her hard, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “Yes, please, fuck my wife hard,” you answer.

    He pulls out and slams his cock back into her. Juices drip from her pussy and onto your face. He pulls out again and slams into her once more. He slowly speeds up, fucking her faster and faster and doing so with hard thrusts each and every time. She’s so wet that juice comes out of her with almost every thrust. It’s like you’re beneath a small rain cloud and you couldn’t be happier.

    He pulls out and puts a hand on her lower back. Your wife immediately leans forward and drops her pussy onto your face. She wiggles her hips back and forth, soaking you in her juices once again. She tastes a little different this time, though. A little bit sweeter. You can only assume that some of his precum is inside her and mixing with her juices.

    She lifts her pussy from your face and assumes the position once more. He slaps his cock against her pussy lips and pushes inside her. This time he doesn’t tease. This time he fucks her vigorously. Your wife pushes back subtly with every thrust. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh are like thunderclaps in your ears because you’re so close. You’re witnessing the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen – another man’s cock filling your wife – from closer than you ever thought you’d be.

    “Baby, lick my clit,” your wife says.

    You hesitate. You want to, but you know that lifting your head and licking her clit likely means that his balls would brush up against your face over and over.

    “Baby, please, lick my clit,” she pleads.

    You do it. You lift your head off the bed. You lick your wife’s clit. He doesn’t stop his thrusts. His balls brush against your forehead over and over. They’re a little bit sweaty and they leave a fine sheen of wetness behind. For some reason you find it arousing. It makes the whole experience more exciting. Your cock throbs but your wife refuses to touch it, though she’s more than happy to play with your balls and tease your thighs.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    You gently massage her clit right through her orgasm. Little drops of liquid pour out of her pussy as her bull buries his cock inside her, resting his balls against your forehead. Your dick remains hard. Your body is filled with lust.

    Your wife collapses on top of you as you let your head fall to the bed. Her bull pulls out, smacks her ass gently, and steps back. Her pussy seems to be pulsing and her legs are trembling a little.

    She kisses your thigh and wraps her fingers around your cock. She strokes you slowly and then moves back to her hands and knees.

    “Finish inside me,” she says to her bull.

    He steps forward once more. He slips his cock inside her. He fucks her hard and fast. She strokes your cock while he does. Your eyes remained fixed on the sight of another man’s cock filling your wife’s pussy with aggression and speed. You hear the symphony of sexual sounds – her moans, their flesh meeting, his moans and groans, the wetness of her pussy – and you near your orgasm.

    After a few minutes of vigorous fucking he buries his cock in her pussy. He grunts and groans and you watch his balls jump in their sack. He’s cumming inside her. Another man is cumming inside her.

    Your wife’s mouth surrounds the head of your cock. She sucks hard and swirls her tongue around it. You cum in her mouth. You cum hard. You cum while watching another man fill her pussy with his creamy seed.

    You finish and your wife pulls her mouth off your cock and swallow. Her bull pulls out and a little drop of his cum hits your cheek before your wife rolls off of you. You wipe the cum away and smile up at the ceiling in a haze of pleasure.

    “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had,” you say.

    Your wife laughs softly and crawls closer. She kisses you. Her lips linger against yours as her fingers dance over your chest.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “No, thank you,” she replies. “I just had one of the best orgasms of my life, too, and you were a big part of it.”

    Her bull walks to the bathroom and your wife watches him go with a smile on her face.

    “How would you feel about letting me spend the night with him?” she asks.

    “I’d be okay with that,” you answer.

    She smiles and kisses you again. “Thank you, baby. I promise, I’ll tell you all about the fun we have when I get home tomorrow morning.”

    You steal one more kiss from your wife and then roll out of bed and get dressed. She walks to the bathroom and you hear her talking to her bull, though you can’t hear what she’s saying.

    Once you’re dressed you head for the door. You look into the bathroom to see your wife and her bull engaged in a deeply passionate kiss. His hands are on her ass and her arms are wrapped around him while their tongues dance.

    “I feel like I already need you inside me again,” she says.

    He smiles. “Don’t worry. I’ll be ready soon, and I can fuck you all night if that’s what you need.”

    She smiles and looks your way. “Bye, baby,” she says.

    You walk out the door with a renewed sense of excitement coursing through your body. Thoughts of your wife and her bull fucking in that hotel bed are going to fill you head all night long and that’s a wonderful thing.

  
    A Hotwife Discovers the Power of Denial - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Am I crazy, or have you started dressing better for work?” Kaylee asked as she watched Louis select his outfit for the day.

    “You’re not crazy,” Louis replied. There wasn’t a strict dress code at the office – it wasn’t a suits and ties kind of place – and for the duration of his tenure there he’d stuck to the bottom end of the code, so to speak. He typically went with a pair of jeans, a button up shirt, and a decent-looking pair of shoes. Instead of dressing to impress he typically dressed not to embarrass himself. That had changed in the past few months, though, as Louis had discovered a previously untapped well of motivation to improve his position at work.

    “I like it,” Kaylee said. “You look good, Louis. Every day.”

    Louis turned and saw a unexpectedly seductive smile on his wife’s face. “Oh yeah?” he asked as his loins stirred to life. “How good?”

    Kaylee stepped into the closet and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek as she reached between his legs and grasped his cock through his boxer shorts. She offered a soft, low moan as she gently played with him, fanning the ember of desire that had formed at the sight of her smile. “You look like the kind of man any woman would be proud to be married to,” she said. “You look like the kind of man most women would be thrilled to spread their legs for.”

    Louis’s cock quickly reached an erect state as he thought of fucking his wife for the first time in months. He thought of the perfect heat and wetness of her pussy wrapped around his stiff shaft. He thought of hearing her moans as he fucked her. He thought of the things he’d been denied since Brad became her bull and primary sexual partner.

    Louis leaned down to kiss her and Kaylee stepped back, gleefully denying him as she pulled his boxers down and stroked his stiff cock. “Kaylee, you’re driving me crazy,” he said.

    “I know,” she replied with a smile. “I like driving you crazy, Louis. That should be obvious by now. It turns me on to drive you crazy, to get you all worked up and then deny you the thing you crave most. It turns me on that you keep letting me turn you on, that you can’t help but come back for more despite knowing that I’m going to deny you. I’m soaked right now, Louis. Feel my pussy.”

    Louis reached out and slipped a finger into his wife’s panties. He pushed into her pussy with ease and found the wetness she’d mentioned. He moaned at the sensations that bathed his finger as he thought of his cock experiencing that same joy.

    “I said that most women would be thrilled to spread their legs for a man that dresses like you’ve been dressing,” Kaylee said. “Unfortunately for you, I’m not one of those women. I have Brad, and he’s the kind of man that every woman on the planet would happily spread her legs for. He’s the kind of man that makes a woman wet simply by smiling at her. He’s the kind of man a woman eagerly cuckolds her husband with. He’s the kind of man a woman gives her pussy to. He’s the kind of man a woman denies her husband for.”

    Most men would have been deflated by their wives expressing their desire for another man, but Louis wasn’t like most men. His cock was harder. His body was alive with a deeper kind of lust. He wanted nothing more than to cum, even if it didn’t happen inside his wife.

    “I should really stop teasing you, though,” Kaylee said. “I don’t want you to be late for work, after all.” She kissed him and their tongues danced as she stroked Louis a little faster, bringing him perilously close to an orgasm before releasing his shaft and stepping away.

    “Kaylee,” Louis said as he watched his wife walk away, “There’s a manager position open at work. I was thinking of applying for it. It would mean a considerable raise. If I got the promotion, would you let me fuck you?”

    Kaylee spun around and took her t-shirt and panties off. She grasped her breasts before running her fingers over her perfect-looking naked body. “Would I let you have this, Louis, if you got a promotion? Is that what you’re asking for?”

    Louis nodded as he watched Kaylee reach between her legs and slip a finger into her pussy.

    “That depends,” Kaylee said. “What would you do with that extra money?”

    “A month ago, when they sent an email about the job opening, the first thing I thought about was that I could use the money to buy you the things you want,” Louis answered. “I could buy you new lingerie. I could buy you new clothes. I could take you on nice vacations. I could take you out to nice restaurants.”

    Kaylee closed her eyes and moaned as she rubbed her clit and played with her breasts. “What if I want to take my bull on a nice vacation?” she asked.

    Louis’s knees wobbled as he thought of paying for his wife and her bull to go on vacation. He knew the idea shouldn’t have aroused him – that it was fucked up to find it even a little bit pleasurable – and yet for some reason he felt arousal. His mind was so overwhelmed with lust that the humiliation of that notion had somehow transformed into pleasure.

    “Then I’d pay for that,” Louis said. “If I got to fuck you, that is. If I got to enjoy your pussy every once in a while I’d happily pay for you and Brad to go on vacation. I’d be even happier if I got to join you.”

    Kaylee smiled. “Really? You’d want to come on vacation as my cuckold?”

    “I just want to make you happy, Kaylee,” he replied.

    “Come here,” Kaylee said.

    Louis hung up his jacket and approached his wife. She pointed to the floor and he dropped to his knees. His eyes roamed over her naked body as his cock throbbed with a deep need to be inside her, a need that Louis knew would be denied.

    “You know that this only makes me want to deny you even more, don’t you?” Kaylee asked. “Seeing this drive in you to succeed at work and hearing how you want to dedicate your increased salary to my happiness, it only makes me want to work harder to drive you crazy with lust before I deny you my pussy.”

    “I know,” Louis said. Despite his understanding of that reality, he couldn’t help but continue his pursuit of one day being allowed to fuck his wife again.

    Kaylee pulled her finger from her pussy and gently ran it over Louis’s lips, leaving them coated with a layer of her juices. “Get that promotion and I’ll reward you, my love,” she said softly.

    Louis licked his lips clean and smiled. He opened his mouth to say something but Kaylee put a hand on the back of his head and pulled his mouth to her pussy. She ground her flesh over his mouth, closed her eyes, and moaned as she indulged in his willingness to service her desire.

    “I think I’ll go visit Brad at work today,” Kaylee said. “I think I’ll get on my knees and suck his cock while he answers emails. I think I’ll get him nice and hard and then climb on his desk and beg my bull to fuck me until he floods my pussy with his load. I think I’ll have him take a few pictures of my cum-filled cunt to send to you while you’re working hard to get that promotion so I can buy beautiful lingerie and pretty dresses to wear for my bull.”

    Kaylee seemed to be well on her way to an orgasm, but she stepped away from Louis’s mouth without climaxing on his tongue.

    “You should really get to work,” Kaylee said. “After all, they don’t promote employees that are late, do they?”

    “No,” Louis said as he stood and turned towards his clothes once more. His cock still throbbed painfully, but Kaylee was right. He needed to get going or he’d be late.

    Kaylee gave him a kiss on the cheek and headed towards the bathroom. The shower started a moment later and Louis hurriedly got dressed. He ate a quick breakfast, said goodbye to Kaylee, and left for work.

    By the time he pulled into his space, Louis had largely managed to clear his head of the fog of arousal Kaylee had inspired that morning. He put a smile on his face and shared a cheerful greeting with every coworker he saw before pouring himself a cup of coffee and heading to his office to continue his quest to secure that promotion and claim whatever reward Kaylee would be willing to offer him.

    Louis was halfway through his first email of the day when his phone buzzed on his desk. He picked it up to see that Kaylee had sent a picture of her in a red lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline.

    “Do you think my bull would enjoy seeing me in this before I get on my knees and suck his cock?” she texted.

    Louis’s cock surged back to life as a host of lusty thoughts filled his head. “No man would be able to resist you dressed in something like that. Brad will love it.”

    Kaylee replied with a quick selfie video that she’d clearly sent to her bull. “Hey Brad,” she said while capturing her beautiful, lingerie-clad body with the camera. “How would you feel if I paid you a visit at work today? I woke up with this desperate need to feel you inside me and I won’t be able to do anything else until I get what I need. Can I come by and model my lingerie for you? If I turn you on, will you let me get on my knees and suck your cock like a good girl? If I get you nice and hard for me, will you put that big, beautiful cock of yours inside me and fill me with your cum?”

    Louis was hard by the time the clip ended. He knew Brad wasn’t going to turn down the chance for a visit from a lingerie-clad goddess that wanted to make him cum, which meant that Kaylee would be getting fucked while Louis did his best to concentrate on his work.

    “Going to visit Brad now,” Kaylee texted a few minutes later. “Would you like him to take a picture of my pussy after he’s used it for his pleasure?”

    Louis knew Kaylee would almost certainly send the picture no matter what he said, but he wasn’t about to turn down the chance to see something so arousing. It would distract him further from his work, but Louis wanted to feel that surge of lust as he saw what another man had done to his wife’s pussy.

    “Yes, please,” Louis texted back.

    “I plan on taking my time with him, so it might be a little while,” Kaylee replied. “Try your best not to get distracted while you wait. After all, if you don’t get that promotion it will be a very, very long time before you get to fuck me again.”

    Louis smiled at his wife’s dedication to toying with him, set his phone aside, and did his best to concentrate on work. He muddled his way through the emails that had arrived overnight, cleared his inbox, and set about writing a memo his boss had requested. He was in the middle of that particularly boring task when a message from Kaylee lit up his phone.

    Louis stared at a picture of his wife on her knees with Brad’s cock in her mouth. She was looking up at the camera and she’d stripped down to the red lace bodysuit, just like she said she would.

    “Your wife looks good with my dick in her mouth, doesn’t she, cuckold?” the text read.

    Louis stared at the image as his cock came to life, instantly wiping his mind of any thought of work. He imagined Kaylee on her knees in front of her bull. He imagined her worshiping Brad’s cock as she’d done so many times in the past while Louis watched.

    “Yes,” he texted back. “She looks perfect.”

    “Should I fuck her, cuckold?” Brad replied.

    “Yes, please, fuck my wife,” Louis texted. He scrolled up and stared at the picture of his wife with Brad’s cock in her mouth. He studied the lust in her eyes and the beautiful sight of her lips wrapped so tightly around her bull’s erection. He knew Kaylee desperately wanted to please Brad, to arouse him to the point that he’d give her what she wanted.

    “I don’t know,” Brad messaged. “I could just cum in her mouth and send her home without giving her what she really craves.”

    “Please, Brad, fuck Kaylee. Please, fuck her and cum inside her. Give her what she wants. Satisfy her. You know I can’t,” Louis texted. “You know only you can make her cum the way she wants to cum. You know only you can make her feel the way she needs to feel.”

    Louis sent the message and felt a deeply pleasurable sensation spread through his body. He’d given Brad – and probably Kaylee – exactly what they wanted. He’d begged another man to fuck his wife. He’d done so without hesitation, too.

    A few minutes passed before Louis received another message. This one came with a picture of Kaylee sitting on Brad’s desk with her legs spread. The tip of Brad’s cock rested just inside her pussy lips. “Your begging got your wife what she wanted. Good job, cuckold,” he texted soon after the picture arrived. “I’ve gotta get back to work so this one’s gonna be a quickie, but soon enough your wife’s pussy will be brimming with my cum.”

    Louis stared at the image and then closed his eyes, sat back, and pictured Brad fucking Kaylee. He pictured that big cock moving in and out of her wet, needy pussy. He heard her wild moans in his head, just like he’d heard all the times he’d watched them fuck.

    Louis was hard as a rock and he would have loved to enjoy some sort of relief, but there was none to be had. He wasn’t going to rush to the bathroom and jerk off. The risk of getting caught – and immediately fired – was far too high. Instead, Louis sat and pictured his wife getting fucked. He pictured her moaning wildly on a desk a lot like his. He heard her begging Brad to cum inside her while she neared her orgasm. He heard her express her overwhelming need to have her bull’s load in her pussy.

    True to his word, Brad finished quickly. Five minutes after his previous message he sent another picture. This one was a close up of Kaylee’s pussy. Her labia were spread and Louis could see Brad’s thick cum resting inside her as she sat on the edge of his desk.

    “Gave your wife what she needed, cuckold. She came all over my cock before I unloaded inside her. She thanked me for being a better man than her husband,” Brad texted.

    “Thank you for fucking my wife,” Louis replied as his hands trembled from the intense arousal coursing through him.

    “My pleasure, cuckold,” Brad replied.

    The texts stopped after that and Louis put his phone on his desk, closed his eyes, and did his best to center himself. He needed to work because he needed that promotion, but it was a struggle to get his mind to focus for more than a few moments before he conjured one of the pictures Brad had sent and lost himself in lust once more.

    Louis’s phone rang, pulling him from his quest for a quiet mind. He saw Kaylee’s name, though he wasn’t certain if it would be her or Brad.

    “Hello?” Louis said.

    “Hey baby,” Kaylee replied. “Brad asked for my phone while I was sucking his cock and I couldn’t help but give it to him. I hope you didn’t mind him teasing you a little.”

    “No, I didn’t mind,” Louis said.

    “Yeah?” Kaylee asked. “Did you enjoy seeing my lips wrapped around his cock?”

    “Yes,” Louis answered as his erection returned.

    “Did you enjoy knowing that your wife was in another man’s office with his big cock in her mouth? Did you enjoy the fact that I’ve never come to your office to fuck you and I’ve already been to Brad’s office more than once because I was so desperate for his cock?” Kaylee asked.

    “Kaylee…please…you’re making it hard to work,” Louis answered.

    “I’ll take that as a yes,” Kaylee said. “Did you enjoy that I begged Brad to fuck me on his desk? Did you enjoy that I was so desperate for his cock that I spread my legs like a slut and begged him to pound me and cum inside me?”

    Louis looked down at the tent in his pants and clenched his fist to prevent him from unzipping and quickly jerking off to clear his mind.

    “Did you enjoy seeing my freshly-fucked pussy in that naughty picture he sent?” Kaylee asked.

    “Yes,” Louis answered. “Yes, Kaylee, I enjoyed it. I did. Now please, I need to work. Please just leave me alone.”

    “I could,” she said. “Or, I could come up to your office.”

    Louis stood and walked towards the window. He stared down at the parking lot and saw Kaylee’s car pull into one of the guest spaces.

    “Would you like that, Louis? Would you like me to bring my messy little pussy up to your office?” Kaylee asked.

    “Yes,” Louis answered. “Yes, please.” He wasn’t sure what Kaylee intended on doing once she got to his office, but he couldn’t resist the allure of seeing her in that red bodysuit.

    “I’ll be right there,” she said.

    Kaylee got out of her car, waved at Louis’s window, and disappeared into the building. He closed the blinds of the one window that looked out into the rest of the office and sat behind his desk. He wondered how Brad was sitting when Kaylee walked in. Did he have his feet up? Was he doing something that made him seem like the kind of man that would make a woman as desperate as Kaylee had been?

    Louis was still wondering about Brad when his door opened and Kaylee stepped in. She wore a simple black dress and a coat, though the moment she shut and locked the door the coat hit the floor.

    “Stand up,” Kaylee said. Louis stood without hesitation and she smiled as her gaze fixed on the bulge in his pants. Kaylee closed the distance between them with a seductive sway in her hips as she said, “I like that you’re turned on. I love that you’re turned on, in fact.”

    Kaylee reached out and grabbed his bulge. She massaged it as a sensual smile crossed her face. “I love that you’re turned on when I cuckold you with my bull. You know what else I’d love? If you got on your knees for me for the second time today.”

    Louis dropped to his knees and Kaylee reached back, unzipped her dress, and worked it over her hips. The lingerie looked even better in person and Louis felt intensely jealous that Brad had been invited to fuck her in that lingerie. He held out a foolish hope that Kaylee would invite him to do the same thing.

    That hope rose when Kaylee sat on his desk and spread her legs. She reached down and pulled aside the red lace that covered her pink, puffy pussy. Louis saw a wet, sticky mess between his wife’s legs, the evidence that another man had cum inside her no more than fifteen minutes prior.

    “Do you want to cum, my love?” Kaylee asked.

    “More than anything,” Louis admitted.

    “I’ll make you cum,” she said.

    “Really?” Louis asked.

    Kaylee smiled and nodded. “I need you to do something for me, though. You see, I didn’t clean up after Brad fucked me and my pussy is so messy. Do you think you could take care of that for me? Could you clean my messy pussy?”

    Louis looked at her pussy and then turned to reach for the box of tissues on the shelf behind his desk.

    “No, no,” Kaylee said. “Not like that. You need to clean my pussy like a cuckold should. You need to use your tongue, Louis. You need to lick and suck every bit of my bull’s cum from my pussy, my labia, my thighs, and even my pubic hair. You’ll need to lick it out of my bodysuit, too, since some of it leaked out of me. If you do that for me, I’ll make you cum. I’ll make you feel good. I’ll give you the orgasm you’ve wanted all day.”

    “Can I fuck you if I clean you?” Louis asked.

    “No,” Kaylee replied. “But cleaning me will get you closer to fucking me, I promise. Especially if you get that promotion. If you don’t clean me, I might not be as generous when you get promoted. I might only give you a few pumps in my pussy. I might not give you enough to cum. It’s up to you, though. You don’t have to clean me. I could just get dressed and leave. You wouldn’t get to orgasm, but that wouldn’t really bother me.”

    “Fuck, okay, I’ll do it,” Louis said. He was too desperate to refuse. He knew he’d have no chance of getting any work done if he couldn’t dissipate his arousal with an orgasm.

    Kaylee smiled gleefully, spread her legs a little wider, and said, “I was hoping you’d say that. Now clean me. Clean Brad’s cum out of me. Clean your wife’s messy pussy.”

    Louis had tasted Brad’s cum, but he knew he was taking a deeper step into his cuckolding. Still, he was immensely aroused and the idea of cleaning his wife’s pussy of another man’s load actually sounded thrilling in the moment.

    Louis crawled towards her pussy, leaned in, and put his tongue to work. Kaylee moaned quietly and put a hand on the back of his head, offering Louis an extra level of thrill that always came when it felt like his wife was taking even a little bit of control.

    “That’s good,” Kaylee said. “Oh, wow, that’s so much better than I thought it would be, in fact. Clean me, baby. Clean Brad’s cum from my cunt. Clean my messy, cum-filled cunt.”

    Louis’s cock remained rigid with desire as he cleaned Kaylee’s pussy. He closed his eyes and bathed his tongue in the taste of another man’s cum over and over. He swallowed repeatedly. His mouth filled with the salty taste of semen. It coated his tongue, his cheeks, and even his teeth. None of that dampened his desire, though. If anything his lust seemed to strengthen as he went on.

    “Louis, fuck, lick my clit,” Kaylee said. “Make me cum.”

    Louis did as she desired and no more than a minute later Kaylee was writhing in pleasure on his desk.

    “Thank you,” she said afterwards. “Now, you just need to lick the mess out of my bodysuit.”

    Louis reached up, gently twisted the fabric that had covered her pussy, and licked up the cum that had collected in the gusset of her bodysuit. It tasted far more potent than what had been left inside her, but that didn’t stop him from finishing.

    Kaylee pulled the lace back over her pussy, slid off his desk, and picked up her dress. Louis watched as she stepped into it and then turned around and said, “Can you zip me up?”

    “What about me?” Louis asked.

    “What about you?” Kaylee replied as he zipped her up.

    “You said you’d make me cum,” he said.

    Kaylee spun around, smiled, and grasped his cock through his pants. “I did say that, didn’t I?” She stroked him swiftly, concentrating her efforts on the tip and offering a surprising level of stimulation despite there being two layers of fabric between her hand and his cock.

    “Kaylee, what are you doing?” he asked.

    “I’m making you cum,” she said. “What’s wrong? Is this not the type of orgasm you had in mind?”

    “Please, Kaylee, it’s going to make a mess. People will think I pissed myself,” Louis said.

    Kaylee smiled. “I’d like to think they’ll know that you came in your pants. They know that I came in here, after all. They might have heard me moaning. They’ll see the big wet spot in the front of your pants and they’ll probably think that I gave you a lap dance or something like that and made you nut in your pants. They’ll think you’re the sort of man that can’t keep his load.”

    “Please, Kaylee, I don’t want to cum,” Louis pleaded. “Not like this.”

    “I made a promise,” Kaylee said. “And I intend to keep it. Now think about me on Brad’s desk. Think about my legs being spread wide open. Think about me begging him to fuck me. Think about your wife begging her bull for his cock. Think about me begging for Brad to fuck me and fill my tight, married pussy with his thick cum.”

    “Oh…fuck,” Louis said. He could have backed away. He could have escaped her grasp. He didn’t, though. As embarrassed as it would be to have a big wet spot in the front of his pants, the allure of an orgasm was too much to resist in his highly aroused state.

    “Think about Brad burying every inch of his big cock inside me. Think about it pulsing as he came in my pussy, Louis. Think about my bull flooding my pussy with his cum,” Kaylee said.

    Louis’s loins tensed up and a moment later his underwear filled with cum. He groaned loudly and Kaylee put her hand over his mouth to keep him quiet as spurt after spurt of hot semen spilled from his cock, leaving a colossal mess in his pants and filling Louis with a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment.

    “Was that nice?” Kaylee asked.

    “Yes,” Louis said despite the sticky mess in his pants.

    Kaylee gave him a kiss on the cheek and said, “I’ll see you at home tonight. I’ll make dinner for us. How does that sound?”

    “That sounds perfect,” Louis replied. “Thank you.”

    “It was my pleasure, believe me,” Kaylee said before turning and heading out of his office. “Enjoy the rest of your day. I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Louis replied before collapsing into his chair as Kaylee walked out.

    He knew he’d have to address the mess in his pants, but for the moment he was going to sit back and enjoy the pleasure coursing through his body, for Kaylee had given him an incredible orgasm.
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    "Brad's on his way over," Kaylee said.

    Louis nearly dropped the bag of groceries he was holding and asked, "What? Why? I don't...why is your bull coming over if you're not here?"

    Kaylee chuckled and Louis set the groceries on the counter. "Louis, sweetie, my bull craves satisfaction. I may not be there to provide him with that satisfaction, but he still craves it."

    Louis took a deep breath, turned up the volume on his phone to make sure he didn't mishear anything his wife said, and asked, "Kaylee, what are you saying?"

    "You've done so much for Brad in your role as my cuckold," Kaylee began. "You've washed his car. You've done his laundry. You've cleaned his house. You've done his grocery shopping. You've done all of that while he was busy enjoying your wife's body - and making me cum like you've never been able to make me cum, of course - but I'm not there to satisfy his desires right now, so you'll need to step in for me."

    Louis nearly dropped the phone. "What?" he asked. "Kaylee, what do you mean?"

    "I think you know what I mean," she said softly. "Brad's going to show up and you're going to welcome him to our home. You're going to offer him a drink, get him that drink like a good cuckold, and then get on your knees in front of him. When he gives you permission, you're going to take out his cock and suck it with that talented mouth of yours. You're going to make him cum. You're going to satisfy him, because Brad isn't the kind of man that's going to go without the pleasure he desires, so if you don't suck his cock he'll find some other girl to do it and I see no reason he should have to find his satisfaction elsewhere when I have a perfectly good cuckold to put to use."

    "But...Kaylee, I don't...I don't want to do that," Louis argued, albeit weakly.

    "Aww, I'm sure you don't, honey, but then again, what straight man wants to suck someone else's cock?" Kaylee replied. "You're going to do it, though. You're not going to argue with me. You're going to invite Brad in, serve him a drink, and then serve his cock with your hungry little mouth."

    Louis wasn't sure what to say, so he just stood in the middle of the kitchen with his shoulders slumped.

    "Do you know why you're going to do it for me, Louis?" Kaylee asked.

    "No," he answered.

    "Because you love me. Because you want to be a good cuckold for your wife. Maybe even more than that, because you want the chance to fuck me. You want what I've denied you for months now. You want me to spread my legs and invite you between them. You want to slide your cock into my wet, slick, hot, needy pussy and you want to be able to fuck me for as long as you desire," Kaylee said.

    Louis had been denied for so long that he could feel his pulse racing at the mere thought of having sex with his beautiful wife.

    "I think we both know you'd enjoy sloppy seconds sex, wouldn't you, Louis? You'd enjoy sliding your disappointing little cuck dick into my pussy after Brad's had his way with me, wouldn't you?" she asked.

    "Yes," Louis answered as he thought of the joy of being able to fill his wife's pussy after watching Brad fuck and cum inside her.

    "Be good for me, Louis," Kaylee said. "Be a good cuckold and suck Brad's cock today and I'll let you fuck me after he's cum inside me. I'll spread my legs, let you stare at my messy cunt, and then welcome you inside me. I'll even beg for it, Louis. I'll beg my cuckold husband to fuck my sloppy cunt and I'll moan as you fill me. I'll moan like every man wants to hear a woman moan when he fucks her."

    "I don't...I don't think I'll do a good job," Louis replied.

    "Sucking dick isn't as hard as you might think it is, Louis," Kaylee said in a soft, reassuring voice. "I promise. It's not. You just have to wrap your lips around his thick shaft and suck. Plus, I'll be right there with you, Louis. I'll watch on FaceTime as Brad holds the phone. I'll watch my husband suck my bull's cock. I'll even masturbate to it, and if you need any tips on how to be a better cocksucker, I'll be there to give them to you. I'll help you pleasure the man that pleasures me. I'll help you make sure that Brad doesn't have to go to someone else to get what he needs, that he'll always think to come to me or my cuckold husband when he's in need of an orgasm."

    Louis wasn't sure if he liked the idea of Kaylee watching or if he found it hugely humiliating. Perhaps it was both, as he'd found more than a little pleasure in the string of humiliations Kaylee had visited on him since upping the level of denial in their relationship.

    "Okay...I'll...I'll do it, Kaylee," he said.

    "I love you, Louis," she replied. "I love that you're willing to do this for me. You have no idea how happy it makes me. I promise, it won't be anywhere near as scary as you think it is. It will be just like when you cleaned his cock, only you'll have to suck a whole lot longer to make him cum in your mouth."

    The thought of Brad actually cumming in his mouth sent a wave of humiliation through Louis's body. He hadn't considered that the blowjob would end that way, but of course it would.

    "He's here," Louis said as Brad's car pulled into the driveway.

    "Greet him at the door, Louis," Kaylee instructed.

    Louis approached the door and opened it the moment Brad approached. "Hey, Brad," he said. "Come in."

    Brad smiled, stepped into the house, and brushed past Louis and headed for the living room. Louis followed like a dutiful cuckold, waited until Brad was seated, and then asked, "Can I get you a drink?"

    "Absolutely, cuckold," Brad replied with a smile. "I'll have a beer."

    Louis handed Brad his phone and said, "It's Kaylee."

    Brad took it and Louis turned and headed for the kitchen to retrieve a beer for his wife's bull.

    "Hey, babe," Brad said. "How's it going?"

    A few seconds passed before Louis heard his wife's voice. Brad must have shifted it to a FaceTime call. "I talked to Louis and of course he's willing to offer you his mouth to take care of your needs. I'm sorry I couldn't be there to suck my cock yourself, but I'm sure my cuckold husband will do a decent job and will be happy to take your load in his mouth. In fact, I'm sure he'll thank you for cumming in his mouth after he's swallowed his reward for being a good cocksucker."

    Louis grabbed a beer from the fridge, popped the top, and headed back to the living room.

    "Is she right, cuckold?" Brad asked. "Are you going to thank me after I cum in your mouth?"

    Louis nodded. What other choice did he have? "Yes, I'll thank you," he said.

    Brad turned the phone and Louis saw a smile on his wife's beautiful face. "It's time to get on your knees, Louis," she said. "It's time to offer my bull the pleasure he deserves."

    Louis moved in front of Brad, dropped to his knees, and looked up at his wife's bull, who had a cocky smile on his face.

    "You need to ask for permission to pleasure his cock," Kaylee instructed. Louis couldn't see her face, but he knew she was watching him as Brad had the phone's camera pointed right at him.

    Louis looked up at Brad and asked, "May I...may I suck your cock, Brad? May I pleasure you in place of my wife?"

    "You may," Brad replied.

    Louis knew what he was supposed to do next, but he couldn't quite move his hands. It felt like he was on the cusp of a momentous step in his cuckolding and he struggled to take it.

    "You've already sucked his cock, Louis," Kaylee said. "You've already shown my bull what kind of man you are. You've already shown me what kind of man you are. There's no point in hesitating now. You're a cocksucker. Now you're just going to take it all the way. You're going to suck dick until you get a creamy reward in your mouth. You're going to experience the pleasure of giving head to a real man, to the kind of man that deserves to have his cock worshiped. You've seen me do it, Louis. Now it's your turn. Worship his cock for me. Suck that big, beautiful dick while I watch and play with my pussy."

    Louis forced his hands between Brad's legs. He loosened his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and tugged on the zipper. Brad lifted his ass off the couch and Louis pulled his pants and underwear down and gently placed them to the side.

    "It's beautiful even when it's flaccid," Kaylee noted. "It's even more beautiful when it's hard, Louis, and you need to make it hard. You need to take it in your mouth. You need to be a good cocksucker so my bull gets to orgasm the way he wants to. Do it for me, baby. Take him in your mouth. Suck his cock."

    Louis crawled just a little closer and then leaned forward. He took the head of Brad's cock between his lips and ran his tongue over the underside. The flesh felt pleasantly soft in his mouth and he instinctively swallowed more before pulling back and sucking gently as he did.

    "How's he doing?" Kaylee asked.

    "Good," Brad replied. "He seems to understand that he needs to be gentle when I'm soft, that he needs to tease me into stiffness with his mouth. Maybe he really is a natural cocksucker."

    "Mmm, you look good sucking dick, Louis," Kaylee said. "You look good enough that it's turning me on, in fact. I like seeing your lips wrapped around Brad's beautiful dick. I like seeing you work to give him pleasure. I like that my cuckold husband is so eager to be a cocksucker for me."

    Brad's dick began to grow in his mouth and Louis was surprised to feel a certain kind of joy at having done a good job. It made him want to keep doing a good job, to offer Brad every bit of pleasure he could, especially with Kaylee watching and offering her encouragement.

    "Brad, can you flip the phone around so Louis can see me while he sucks your cock?" Kaylee asked.

    "Of course," Brad replied before tapping the screen and flipping the phone around.

    Louis looked up to see his wife smiling at him. "Eye contact is important when you're worshiping cock, Louis," she said. "So stare into my eyes as you blow my bull. Hold my gaze as you pleasure him with your tongue, as you get him nice and stiff, as you work hard for the creamy reward that a good cocksucker deserves."

    Louis stared as instructed and Kaylee rewarded him with a smile as Brad's cock reached a fully erect state and started throbbing in his mouth. He watched Kaylee smile before pulling her phone back and revealing that she'd stripped and was now naked in her hotel bed. Louis stared at her perky breasts and her pussy and watched as his wife reached between her legs to play with her slick cunt.

    "It turns me on to watch my husband suck dick for me," Kaylee said softly. "So keep sucking, Louis, because it's going to turn me on when Brad cums in your mouth. It's going to turn me on when you do as I desire - when you make him cum - and I'm going to cum right along with him. Your cocksucking is going to make us both cum, Louis."

    Louis reached up to take Brad's balls in his hand and caressed them gently as he sucked hard on the head. He moved his mouth up and down - he couldn't take much length, but he did his best - and he made sure his tongue was moving back and forth like crazy. He could feel his jaw getting tired, but Louis wasn't going to let a sense of fatigue slow him down. He was going to suck until he'd gotten the reward that Kaylee promised.

    "This is what you crave, isn't it Louis?" Kaylee asked as she moved her phone until it was between her legs, offering a close up of her exceedingly wet-looking pussy while her fingers moved over her clit and then pushed between her labia and into the pink, slippery flesh inside.

    "Mmm hmm," Louis said around the thick cock stretching his lips. She was absolutely right. Her pussy was what he craved more than almost anything, and what he'd been denied for so long.

    "Keep sucking cock like a good cuckold and you'll get to have my pussy, Louis," she said. "You'll get to slide that little dick of yours inside me after Brad's had me. You'll get to have the sloppy seconds sex that you fantasize about. You'll get to fuck your wife's warm, wet, perfect pussy and blow your load inside me, which you haven't done in months, and which you wouldn't normally deserve to do, for a cuckold with a dick like yours definitely doesn't deserve to fuck his wife."

    In that moment - with a big cock in his mouth - Louis couldn't begin to argue that he deserved to fuck Kaylee. Of course he didn't. He'd proven time and again that he really was a cuckold in every sense of the word. That reality served to arouse him, though, and as Kaylee offered up such delightful denigration he felt his dick throbbing painfully, all while giving head to the man that had fucked his wife so skillfully that she no longer felt any need to fuck her husband.

    "Suck on his balls, Louis," Kaylee instructed. "Stroke his cock and play with the head while you suck his balls. There's no reason you need to rush making him cum. After all, part of the pleasure of a good blowjob is that it takes a little while to get a man to that place where he's ready to spill his seed into your mouth and down your greedy throat."

    Louis pulled back and Brad's cock slipped from his mouth. He licked his way down the shaft and then stroked the head while he took a testicle into his mouth and ran his tongue over the hairy, wrinkled flesh.

    "What a good cuckold," Kaylee said. "You take instruction so well, Louis, and you look like a natural with his balls in your mouth. Roll your tongue around them. Show him that his pleasure is all that matters to you. Show him that you understand that right here, right now, your purpose is to serve my bull, to make him cum in your mouth, to make him feel good because your wife isn't there to do so."

    "Fuck, this feels fucking great," Brad replied. "You wouldn't mind if I came back tomorrow and used his mouth again, would you, Kaylee?"

    Louis wished his wife would decline her bull's request - he didn't want to become a regular cocksucker, despite his desire to make Kaylee happy and to convince her that it was worth letting him in her pussy - but he knew it wasn't likely she'd turn Brad down. She wasn't really in the habit of telling her bull 'no,' after all.

    "Of course you can," she answered. "I won't be back for a few more days, so you're welcome to come over and use Louis's dirty little mouth whenever you want it. And Louis, you'll suck his cock when he wants it if you ever want to fuck me again. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Louis answered before returning to Brad's cock, taking it between his lips, and sucking with wild abandon. It was completely and utterly humiliating to do so while Kaylee watched, but he was committed now. He was a cocksucker. He was doing whatever it took to be a good cuckold and to earn a chance to fuck his wife.

    "Make him cum in your mouth, Louis," Kaylee instructed. "Make my bull cum in your mouth. Take my place and satisfy him like a good cocksucker would. Swallow his cock. Pleasure him. Make him feel like he deserves to feel. Make that beautiful dick fill your mouth with a thick, salty load of his seed."

    Louis sucked and stroked Brad's cock and reached up to play with his balls, too, offering every bit of pleasure he could manage. Kaylee's encouragement certainly helped - he really did want to make Brad feel good on his wife's behalf - and it wasn't long before the bull started grunting and groaning like he was about to unload.

    "Are you close?" Kaylee asked.

    "Fuck yes I am," he replied.

    "Get ready, sweetie," Kaylee said. "Get ready for your reward. You did such a good job blowing my bull that he's going to unload in your mouth. He's going to give you his cum, baby. When he does, know that you're making me happy, too. You're satisfying your wife by taking his load."

    Brad moaned and his cock head expanded in Louis's mouth. His moan turned deep and guttural and then a volley of hot cum exploded from the tip. Lots more followed, filling Louis's mouth with thick, sticky, salty liquid that he happily accepted while Kaylee watched and played with her pussy.

    "Show me his cum," she said.

    Louis pulled his mouth from Brad's cock, parted his lips, and showed his wife the puddle of cum that rested on his tongue. She smiled, rewarded Louis with a beautiful shot of her pussy, and said, "Swallow."

    Louis swallowed Brad's cum and then opened his mouth to prove he'd done as demanded.

    "You just got a lot closer to fucking my pussy again, Louis," Kaylee said. "You made your wife very happy, and I'm certain you made Brad happy too."

    "You did, cocksucker," Brad replied.

    Kaylee laughed. "I'm going to call you a little later tonight, Louis, and we're going to masturbate together, okay?"

    "I'd love that," Louis replied.

    "I want to talk to Brad for a little bit," Kaylee said. "Leave us."

    Louis stood and walked away with the taste of another man's cum in his mouth and a load resting in his stomach. There was a good chance he'd have to repeat the whole process tomorrow, and yet he didn't really mind that, for it seemed like he'd make Kaylee genuinely happy, and if he got a chance to do that again, he'd probably do so without issue.

  
    A Hotwife Discovers the Power of Denial…and Uses It for Her Pleasure - Part 1

    “What are you looking at?” Kaylee asked with a smile as she put a foot up on the bathroom counter and rubbed lotion into her leg.

    Louis smiled with his toothbrush in his mouth and said, “You. You look hot,” though it was likely she couldn’t understand a word of his compliment thanks to the toothpaste that filled his mouth.

    Kaylee offered a quizzical look and Louis spit out the toothpaste before saying, “I said I was looking at you, that you look hot. The lotion. The satin camisole. Those little satin shorts. The whole thing is working.”

    Kaylee switched feet and rubbed more lotion into her leg, though now she was definitely putting on a little bit of show as she was rubbing her leg slowly and offered a seductive smile while she did it.

    “Yeah? You think your wife is hot, huh?” Kaylee asked.

    Louis nodded and ran the head of his toothbrush under the water before dropping it into the holder. He moved behind Kaylee and ran his hands down the soft satin of her camisole before cupping her ass and gently squeezing it. “You’re exceptionally hot,” he said. “You know that, though.”

    Kaylee looked at him in the mirror and said, “I suppose I do know that.” She put her foot down, spun around, and said, “After all, there are two men that want me, aren’t there?”

    Louis noted his wife’s erect nipples and asked, “And which of the two men in your life are you thinking about right now?”

    Kaylee smiled and reached out to caress Louis’s cock through his boxers. “Which one do you think is on my mind? The one who fucked me twice earlier today, or the one who hasn’t been inside me in nearly three months?”

    “The one who fucked you twice?” Louis replied as he thought of the sex his wife and her bull had enjoyed that afternoon.

    Kaylee reached inside his boxers and freed Louis’s cock. “Do you wish it was you I was thinking about? Do you wish I was thinking about having your cock inside me instead of Brad’s? Do you wish I fantasized about you fucking me instead of him?”

    Louis’s hand moved towards his wife’s breasts before he pulled it back. He wanted to touch her, to unleash his desire, but knowing he wouldn’t be able to fuck her would only make it painful to play with her perfect breasts.

    “You can touch them,” Kaylee said. “I’m not going to let you fuck me, but you can touch my breasts, Louis. You can play with them. I know you love how they feel in satin. That’s why I wore this camisole for you. Go ahead, touch my breasts.”

    Louis hesitated, but Kaylee took his hand in hers and placed it on one of her breasts. She was right about how much he loved the way they felt in satin, so the moment his fingers were upon her soft flesh he couldn’t help but play with them.

    “That’s it,” Kaylee said. “Play with my tits, baby. Think about how Brad played with them this afternoon when he fucked me. Think of his strong hands on my breasts. Think of how my bull played with your wife’s tits as he plunged his big cock into my pussy.”

    Louis groaned. He could barely think straight as lust built between his legs, making it impossible to say anything in that blissful moment. His other hand reached out and found its way between Kaylee’s legs. He pressed his fingers against the soft satin that rested against her pussy. He felt the heat of desire emanating from the folds of flesh that he longed to penetrate.

    “You can finger me,” she whispered. “You can put your fingers inside me. You can feel how wet I am. You just can’t fuck me, Louis. You don’t deserve to fuck me. You don’t fuck me anywhere near as good as my bull does, so you don’t deserve to feel my pussy around your cock. That’s why I haven’t let you inside me in three months. That’s why Brad is the only man that gets to fuck your wife.”

    Louis slipped his hand into his wife’s satin sleeping shorts and his fingers found their way between her labia. They were immediately engulfed in heat and wetness and Kaylee moaned.

    “Kaylee…please…please…can we have sex just once?” Louis begged. Three months was the longest he’d gone without sex since he’d lost his virginity. He still enjoyed plentiful orgasms – Kaylee showed no particular desire to deny him in that way – but he missed sex. He missed it desperately.

    “No,” Kaylee replied.

    Louis gently rubbed her clit in the desperate hope that he could arouse his wife to the point that she’d welcome him into her pussy.

    “You can kiss me,” she said.

    Louis leaned forward and kissed his wife. Her lips parted and her tongue slipped into his mouth. It seemed as though Kaylee was just as caught up in her desire as Louis was, but he knew it wasn’t true. He knew she was almost certainly toying with him, as she seemed to take great pleasure in driving Louis a little bit crazy with desire.

    “Please,” Louis whispered after the intense kiss. “Please let me fuck you, Kaylee. Please, I don’t even have to cum. Just please let me inside you.”

    Kaylee pushed her satin shorts down and hopped on the bathroom counter. She spread her legs and Louis looked down to see her perfect pussy on display. Kaylee grabbed his cock once more and pulled him close. Joy filled Louis’s body as he anticipated getting to fill his wife’s pussy for the first time in three months.

    Kaylee stopped just short of letting him inside her, though. Louis tried to push forward but she wrapped her fingers around the head of his cock, making it impossible for him to penetrate her.

    “Kaylee…please,” Louis begged. “Just let me feel your pussy.”

    Kaylee smiled and said, “No.”

    “Why not?” he asked.

    “Why should I let you inside me?” Kaylee replied.

    “Because…” Louis began before actually considering the question. The truth was, he didn’t have a good answer. It was clear he couldn’t fuck his wife as well as Brad did and he was certain that Kaylee didn’t find much pleasure in the idea of Louis having a satisfying orgasm while inside her.

    “Because you’re my husband?” Kaylee asked as she resumed stroking his cock. “Is that why you should get to fuck me, Louis?”

    “That’s a reason,” he answered, though he knew it wasn’t a particularly good reason in their marriage.

    “I take care of your needs though, don’t I? I make you cum. I make you cum multiple times a week. Sometimes I make you cum every day of the week, don’t I?” Kaylee asked.

    Louis nodded.

    “But that’s still not good enough for you, is it?” she asked. “You still want more, don’t you? You still want to fuck me, don’t you?”

    Louis nodded again. He wasn’t going to deny his desire to fuck his wife.

    Kaylee smiled and pulled his cock towards her pussy. A fraction of the head pushed between her labia. He felt the incredible heat and wetness of the thing he craved more than anything else. Louis moaned, mostly at getting a small taste of what he craved while knowing he was almost certainly going to be denied the full experience of plunging into his wife’s pussy.

    “There might be a little of Brad’s cum still left inside me,” Kaylee said as she moved the head of Louis’s cock up and down, effectively rubbing it over the entrance to her pussy without taking any more of his shaft inside her. “Does that turn you on? Would you enjoy plunging your cock into your wife’s cum-filled pussy?”

    Louis grasped Kaylee’s breast through the thin satin of her camisole and moaned. “Yes, I’d love that.” Brad had started cumming inside Kaylee a month ago and Louis’s climaxes had gotten considerably more satisfying since that time. He loved the notion that another man was cumming in his wife’s pussy. He loved the idea of sloppy seconds. He loved all of it.

    “He came inside me twice,” she said. “He pumped his thick, hot load inside your wife’s pussy twice. Did it turn you on to watch Brad cum inside me, baby?”

    Louis’s legs started to tremble from the overwhelming nature of his desire. He released Kaylee’s breasts and grabbed the edge of the bathroom counter to keep his balance. “Yes. Fuck, yes, it was so hot watching Brad cum inside you. It’s been hot every single time I’ve watched him cum inside you. You know it has. You know it drives me fucking crazy.”

    Kaylee smiled and kissed Louis’s neck. “I do know that,” she whispered. “I know how much you love when I jerk you off and tell you how good it feels to have another man cum in my cunt. I know how much it turns you on to hear me tell Brad to cum inside me. I know how much you love hearing those words from your wife’s lips. I know how much it makes you feel like a cuckold.”

    “I love being your cuckold,” Louis said. “I love it, Kaylee. I do. I love it.”

    “Mmm,” she moaned before sucking on his neck and flicking her tongue back and forth over his flesh. “And I love being a hotwife. I love having Brad’s big cock inside me. I love having his hard body on top of mine. I love begging him to cum inside me. I love telling him to flood my tight little cunt with his thick load.”

    “Please…Kaylee…please let me inside you,” Louis begged once more.

    “No,” she whispered. “You haven’t earned the right to fuck me.”

    Louis leaned back and studied his wife’s face. It was the first time she’d mentioned the notion of earning the right to fuck her and he was suddenly optimistic that he’d get to experience the bliss of being inside his wife once more. “I’ll do anything,” he said.

    “Careful,” Kaylee replied as she rubbed his cock head over her pussy lips once more. “You shouldn’t make promises you can’t keep.”

    “Just tell me what to do,” Louis said.

    Kaylee pushed him back a little and reached between her legs with her free hand. She plunged two fingers into her pussy and pushed them deep enough that Louis felt a pang of desire. If only his cock could go where her fingers had traveled he would have been a happy man.

    Kaylee removed her fingers from her slippery pussy and held them up. Louis noted they were coated in a slippery, thick substance. It was almost certainly a mixture of her juices and the remains of Brad’s cum. Louis leaned back instinctively, as he had no desire to have another man’s cum – or his own cum, for that matter – near his mouth.

    “Do you really want to fuck me, Louis?” Kaylee asked.

    He nodded. Kaylee pulled his cock forward and the very tip pushed into her slippery pussy. It was a little more than before, but it was still far less than Louis craved.

    “You know that Brad is better than you in so many ways, right?” Kaylee asked. “He’s in better shape. He’s got a bigger dick. He fucks me in the way only an alpha male can fuck a woman. He’s even a little better looking than you. You understand what that means, right?”

    Louis shook his head. He wasn’t sure what his wife was getting at.

    She smiled. “It means that you don’t deserve to fuck me anymore, Louis. If I can have someone that’s better than you in almost every way, I don’t need your dick. It means that if you fuck me, it’s a gift. It means that you’re going to have to work hard to earn the right to fuck your wife. It means that you’re going to have to do things you don’t want to do to earn that right. Otherwise, you might never enjoy my pussy again.”

    The sense of panic that overcame Louis caught him off guard. “No, please, Kaylee, please. I couldn’t handle that. I need to fuck you again. I need to be inside you again. I need to feel that again. I do. I need it.”

    Kaylee unleashed a devilish smile and wrapped her lips around her fingers and sucked them clean as she rubbed Louis’s cock over her pussy lips. He groaned while watching his wife put on a display of oral teasing that had him wishing she was on her knees in front of him.

    “I like the way Brad tastes,” Kaylee said before licking her lips. “His cum is just a little bit sweet. Would you like a taste?”

    Louis shook his head.

    “I promise, it won’t be so bad,” Kaylee said. “Yes, you’ll be tasting another man’s cum, but it won’t be so bad, baby. It will be sweet and salty and it will slide right down your throat. Are you sure you don’t want a little taste?”

    “I’d rather not,” Louis answered.

    Kaylee made a playfully disappointed face before pushing Louis back and plunging her fingers into her pussy once more. She held them there and said, “You know, I’ve swallowed Brad’s cum more in the past three months than I’ve swallowed yours in the past three years. When this started, I thought I’d only want to fuck him. I thought I’d give him head as foreplay but I’d want no part of giving a blowjob and letting him cum in my mouth. I was wrong, though. I love giving him blowjobs. I love being on my knees in front of him. I love sucking his beautiful cock and listening to him moan. I love the look in his eyes when I look up at him while I’m sucking on the plump head of his dick. I love how he moans and groans and how his body quivers with pleasure as he’s cumming in my mouth. I love swallowing for him because I know it makes him happy.”

    Every word Kaylee uttered pushed Louis a little deeper into his maddening state of arousal. The way she teased the tip of his cock with her fingers only increased that sensation, making it nearly impossible for Louis to think about anything other than how badly he wanted to fuck his wife.

    Kaylee pulled her fingers from her pussy once more and said, “I want you to taste him, Louis. I want you to do it for me.”

    “Will you let me fuck you if I do?” he asked.

    She shook her head. “You’ll have to do a lot more than suck Brad’s cum off my fingers to fuck me. This is the first step, though, so if you’re not willing to do this then there’s no chance you’ll fuck me until Brad and I break up, and even then I might just find someone else instead of fucking you.”

    Louis contemplated the notion of going months – or perhaps years – longer without fucking his wife. It was too much to handle. He couldn’t. He just couldn’t. Surely he’d go mad. “Okay, I’ll do it,” he said.

    Kaylee smiled and moved her fingers towards her mouth. Louis was confused for a moment but then he watched his wife coat her lips in the juices she’d pulled from her pussy. She smiled once more, leaned forward, and pressed her lips against Louis’s.

    It took a moment, but the taste of the juices from her pussy – the taste of another man’s cum – hit Louis’s tongue before long. Kaylee was right. Brad’s cum was a little bit sweet and a little bit salty. It wasn’t a good taste – he wasn’t sure how Kaylee could possibly like it – but it wasn’t terrible.

    Kaylee pulled back after their lengthy kiss and said, “Open up.” The moment Louis parted his lips she pushed her fingers onto his tongue and put a hand on the back of his head. “Clean my fingers,” she instructed.

    The taste was far more potent. Kaylee must have plunged her fingers back into her pussy while they were kissing. She must have picked up more of the remnants of Brad’s cum, the cum that was now on Louis’s tongue. The cum that he was sucking off her fingers without even thinking about it.

    Kaylee moaned and said, “That’s it. Taste him, Louis. Taste my juices. Taste Brad’s cum. Taste the results of your cuckolding.” Her voice was laced with a wild kind of lust and she unleashed a moan a moment later. Her hand left the back of his head and moved between her legs. Louis heard the sound of his wife masturbating. She was vigorously playing with her pussy while he sucked another man’s cum from her fingers.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Kaylee cried out. She closed her eyes and parted her lips. A long, low, loud moan escaped. She pushed her fingers deeper into Louis’s mouth and he nearly gagged. He couldn’t help but feel good about the part he’d played in the powerful orgasm his wife was experiencing, though.

    When she’d finished cumming Kaylee slid off the bathroom counter, moved behind Louis, and pushed him forward until his cock hung over the sink. She pressed her body against his, grabbed his dick, and jerked him off.

    “Thank you,” she said. “Thank you for tasting his cum. Thank you for doing as I desired, Louis. Thank you for being a good cuckold for me. Keep it up and I’ll let you fuck me again. It might be a while, but you’ll get there. You’ll get to feel my tight little cunt around your cock again. You’ll get to fuck me as hard as you want. You’ll get to cum inside me just like my bull does.”

    Louis looked down at his cock and his wife’s hand moving over his shaft with such speed. He would have preferred to cum while getting a slow handjob in bed – which was how it usually happened – but he wasn’t going to argue. He was so close to cumming that there was no time for that.

    “Would you like another taste while you cum?” Kaylee asked. “Would you like to taste the juices from my cunt while you blow your load in the sink?”

    “Yes,” Louis answered. He didn’t really want to be the kind of cuckold that consumed another man’s cum, and yet his body had responded to Kaylee’s question with arousal, so yes was the only answer that made sense.

    Kaylee moaned and a moment later her fingers appeared at his lips. He opened up and she shoved them into his mouth while furiously jerking him off. The salty sweet taste filled Louis’s mouth once more. Kaylee moved her fingers in and out of his mouth and Louis looked at himself in the mirror. His wife was fucking his face with her fingers while she jerked him off. He couldn’t believe it was happening. He couldn’t believe he’d agreed to taste another man’s cum. He couldn’t believe he was about to have a massive orgasm as a result of the kinky pleasures that had unfolded in their bedroom.

    Louis moaned around his wife’s fingers. He closed his eyes and sucked hard on Kaylee’s fingers as she stroked him with a perfect grip. For a few moments everything went still as his body tensed up in preparation for unleashing his load. Louis moaned around Kaylee’s fingers and climaxed. He came in the sink while the taste of Brad’s cum and Kaylee’s pussy juices filled his mouth.

    “That’s good,” Kaylee said. “Cum for me. Cum in the sink.”

    Louis looked down at his cum splashing on the white porcelain of their bathroom sink. It was a little embarrassing that Brad had been granted the pleasure of cumming inside her while Kaylee had jerked Louis off into the sink, but there was nothing to be done about that. At least she’d been willing to give him an orgasm after so much teasing.

    Kaylee pulled her fingers from his mouth and released his cock. Louis turned on the faucet to wash his cum away and spun around to say, “Thank you for the orgasm.”

    Kaylee smiled and kissed his cheek. “I always take care of you, don’t I?”

    Louis nodded. “You do,” he replied. It was true. She always took care of him. She just wouldn’t let him fuck her. Perhaps that would change, though. Perhaps Louis had done enough to earn the right to have sex with his wife, and if not, perhaps Kaylee wouldn’t ask much more of him in exchange for welcoming him into her pussy once again.
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    “What do you think of this dress?” Kaylee asked as she turned her phone towards Louis.

    The dress was floor length with a slit that went halfway up the model’s thigh. It was cut down to her belly button, too, offering a rather tantalizing view of her breasts, which were free from the confines of a bra thanks to the design. The dress looked incredible.

    “You’d look incredible in that,” Louis said. “Where would you wear something like that, though?”

    Kaylee smiled and moved a little closer. Louis felt the warmth of her thigh against his under the covers and he felt just a hint of desire stir between his legs. He was in his fourth month of abstinence and it didn’t take much to turn him on. “Brad’s been invited to a charity ball of some sort. It’s something like $10,000 a table and Brad’s company buys two tables each year. They give invitations to a handful of employees and they get to spend the night networking with a group of exceptionally successful people, and Brad wants me to go as his date.”

    “And you want to wear that dress?” Louis asked.

    “I want to look good for him,” Kaylee said. “I want Brad to feel proud to have me on his arm as we walk into that charity ball. I want every man in the room to feel at least a little bit jealous that Brad gets to take me home and fuck me at the end of the night.”

    Louis glanced at her phone again and imagined Kaylee wearing that dress for another man. His mind immediately went to something far naughtier than walking into a charity ball, though. He saw her getting fucked in that dress. It wasn’t likely to happen that way, but Louis’s imagination made sure it played out that way in his head. The arousal that resulted must have been obvious on his face, because Kaylee couldn’t help but smile.

    “Are you thinking about Brad fucking me?” Kaylee asked.

    Louis nodded. He had no shame attached to the arousal he experienced at the idea of his wife fucking Brad.

    “I’m going to get my hair done professionally,” she said. “My makeup too. I want to look absolutely perfect for him, Louis. I want every single man in that room to wish that he was the one that got to fuck me. I want every woman to stare daggers at me as she realizes that her husband would rather go home with me. Most of all, I want Brad to fuck me when the night is over. Hell, I’m going to want him to fuck me before we even get to the charity ball, but I’ll just have to spend the night teasing and flirting with him before he plunges that big cock of his into my tight married pussy and makes me cum so hard.”

    Louis leaned down and Kaylee welcomed his kiss. He pushed the covers back as their tongues danced and with one swift move he pulled Kaylee into his lap.

    “Someone’s excited,” she said softly. “You must really like the idea of me wearing that dress for Brad.”

    “I love that you want to look so good for him,” Louis said as his ran his hand up Kaylee’s shirt and grasped one of her perky breasts. She moaned and leaned down to kiss him as he gently played with her stiff nipple.

    “There’s just one thing,” Kaylee whispered.

    “What is it?” Louis asked.

    “The dress is quite expensive,” she said.

    Louis wanted to ask how expensive, but Kaylee kissed him and moved her hips over his crotch. He could feel the warmth and wetness emanating from her panties and he couldn’t push the thought of getting to fuck her from his mind. He knew it was unlikely, but this irrational part of his brain didn’t care about what was likely or not.

    “How expensive?” Louis managed to get out between kisses.

    Kaylee didn’t answer. Instead, she took her shirt off and leaned forward. Her nipple brushed against Louis’s lips and he parted them and moved his tongue over her sensitive flesh, eliciting a low, lusty moan as Kaylee’s hips moved faster over his crotch, taking Louis to an a place of intense desire.

    “It’s very expensive, Louis,” Kaylee finally answered.

    As much as he wanted to keep fooling around with her, Louis couldn’t let himself get roped into a bad financial decision just because he was horny. He sat back, looked up at Kaylee, and asked, “How expensive?”

    Kaylee smiled and picked up her phone. She swiped up and turned it around. Louis scanned the page and stared at the price. “Kaylee, that’s insane. You can’t spend $900 on a single dress. You can’t. That’s…I mean, that’s too much money. We can’t really afford that.”

    “Of course we can afford it, Louis,” Kaylee said. “But it’s not just the dress. I’ll need a new pair of shoes to go with it and it will cost another $300 to get my hair and makeup done. I’d guess the total cost will be closer to $1500 by the time all is said and done.”

    Louis’s erection quickly faded as it seemed that Kaylee was quite serious about spending $1500 for one night with Brad. “Kaylee, you can’t be serious about this. You just can’t be. We’re not poor, but we’re not rolling in money, either. This kind of expense would blow up our monthly budget and I just don’t see the point in pulling that kind of money out of our savings account just so you can go to a charity ball with Brad.”

    Kaylee smiled and set her phone down. She took Louis’s head in her hands and leaned down. Her lips pressed softly against his, and for a moment he refused to kiss her. He told himself he had to resist. He told himself he needed to take a stand, that Kaylee was being foolish.

    “Kiss me, Louis,” she said softly. “Please, kiss me.”

    She moved her hips over his crotch and in an instant his desire was rekindled. Her lips pressed against his once more and Louis succumbed to his lust. He kissed his wife. Her lips parted and her tongue brushed against his teeth. He opened his mouth and she invaded slowly and sensually, luring him into that foggy-brained state that such intense desire so often created.

    “I want you to make up the difference for me,” Kaylee whispered. “In the budget. I want you to give up some of the things you were planning on buying this year. No more new bike. No more game console. No more going to baseball games. I want you to make that sacrifice for me, Louis. I want you to be willing to give those things up so I can look perfect for Brad.”

    Louis should have anticipated her request. Kaylee had never been foolish with money and it was suddenly quite clear that she wasn’t being foolish now, either. She was asking Louis to give up the things he’d planned on spending his hard-earned money on.

    “Will you…will you let me fuck you if I do?” he asked. Louis remembered their conversation in the bathroom. He remembered that Kaylee made it perfectly clear she intended on making Louis earn the right to feel her pussy around his cock once more.

    “It would certainly make me more likely to fuck you,” Kaylee said. “After all, when a man is generous with the woman he loves, she tends to be more inclined to be generous with him. And it would be quite generous of me to let you have my pussy, wouldn’t it? I mean, I don’t need you to fuck me anymore, do I? I have Brad, and after the charity ball he’s going to be more enamored with me than ever. His coworkers are going to congratulate him for landing such a beautiful, sexy girlfriend. He’s going to think the world of me when I’m done charming everyone at that party and seducing him into a place of desire so intense he’ll have no choice but to fuck me with wild abandon and flood my pussy with his seed.”

    Louis’s cock throbbed with both cuckold-fueled desire and the deep need to once again feel the warmth and wetness of his wife’s pussy around his shaft. Despite knowing he was being manipulated, Louis couldn’t help but want nothing more than to go along with Kaylee’s plan. He was moments away from giving up half a year’s worth of leisure spending so Kaylee could blow a great deal of their discretionary money on one night with Brad.

    “Can I feel your pussy?” Louis asked. “Just a little?”

    “Just the tip? Is that what you’re asking for?” Kaylee replied.

    Louis nodded despite knowing that he sounded like a desperate teenager trying to lose his virginity.

    “No, you may not feel my pussy even a little,” Kaylee said. “You can put your fingers inside me, though. You can feel how hot and slick it is inside me. Would you like that, Louis? Would you like to put your fingers in the pussy that only Brad gets to fuck?”

    Louis shook his head. He didn’t want that. It would only feel painful to be reminded of what he wasn’t allowed to have. Kaylee didn’t seem to care, though. She pulled her panties aside, took his hand, and pressed his fingers against her pussy. Once he’d felt even a hint of that warmth and wetness, Louis couldn’t resist. He slipped two fingers inside his wife and watched her lips part so she could moan. He fingered her and used his thumb to stimulate her clit and watched as Kaylee closed her eyes while her moans grew louder.

    “You want me, don’t you?” Kaylee asked.

    “Yes,” Louis said as he bathed his fingers in the intense wetness of her pussy.

    “But only Brad gets to have me,” she said. “Only my bull gets to fuck me. Only my bull gets to cum inside me. Only my bull gets to enjoy my pussy.”

    Louis wanted his wife, but that didn’t mean her lust for Brad was painful. It was the opposite. He loved being a cuckold. He loved that she fucked another man. In a way, Louis loved that Kaylee’s first relationship with a bull had been such a massive success that she’d given Brad exclusive enjoyment of her pussy. Of course, that meant the frustration of denial, but sometimes being a cuckold was frustrating.

    “You can have me, eventually. You just have to earn it,” Kaylee said. “You can have that warm, slippery, tight pussy that your fingers are inside of right now. It could be your cock inside me, Louis. I could be riding your underwhelming dick instead of getting fingered. I could be moving slowly and seductively over your crotch and milking your dick with my perfect pussy. I could give you the best orgasm you’ve ever had. You just have to earn it. Will you do that for me, Louis? Will you sacrifice the things you want so I can buy that dress and a new pair of shoes so I’ll look like the perfect date for my bull? Will you let me impress Brad and his coworkers and everyone else at that party by giving up the things you want? Will you make sure that my bull and I have the best night possible while you wait at home like a good cuckold?”

    $1500 might have been a small amount of money to some people, but it wasn’t to Louis. He made a good living, but he wasn’t rich. He really would have to give up some of the things he wanted for Kaylee to be able to spend that money. He really would have to sacrifice.

    “Can I have something?” Louis asked. “Can I have a…a blowjob?”

    “No,” Kaylee replied without a moment’s hesitation. “I’m even less interested in sucking your cock than I am in fucking you. You can earn a blowjob too, but agreeing to let me spend that money isn’t enough. You’ll get a handjob just like you always do. You’ll also get my appreciation and you’ll get yourself a little bit closer to my pussy.”

    “Can I watch him fuck you in that dress?” Louis asked.

    “No,” Kaylee said as she reached down and pulled Louis’s fingers from her pussy. She lifted them up and smiled. “Brad is taking me to a hotel after the ball. He’s going to spend the night fucking me in the lap of luxury. Don’t worry, though. He’s paying for the room. I could let you listen, though. I could call you and you could sit and listen while I make him feel good. It might sound a little like this.”

    Kaylee took Louis’s slick fingers into her mouth, closed her eyes, and sucked with the kind of skill and passion that would make any man cum. She moaned and parted her lips every so often so the sounds of wet oral pleasure reached Louis’s ears. He was getting a blowjob – of sorts, at least – but it was designed to tease and it was working perfectly.

    “Brad would be moaning, of course, because unlike you he’d be getting his dick sucked. I’d be on my knees in front of him in that pretty dress. He’d be in his tuxedo and I’d be looking up at him as I sucked his big, beautiful cock. I’d make it a little bit noisy and wet, just like he likes it. I’d suck him until he stood me up, bent me over the bed, pulled up my dress, and slipped into me from behind. He’d fuck me doggystyle and you’d hear me moaning as he filled me with his big, beautiful cock and made my pussy drip with desire,” Kaylee said.

    She moved her hips over his crotch, stimulating Louis’s stiff cock before taking his fingers into her mouth once more. He could feel the wetness of her pussy soaking his underwear and providing just a little more pleasure for the tip of his erect, long-denied dick.

    “Kaylee, I…Kaylee, please, I need to have sex with you,” Louis said. It was all he could think about. She’d unquestionably succeeded and filling him with unquenchable lust and he was overwhelmingly desperate. Despite knowing she wouldn’t fuck him, Louis still felt a deep need for it.

    “I know you do,” she replied. “But you don’t deserve to have sex with me, Louis. Even though I’m your wife, you don’t deserve it. You gave up deserving sex with me the moment I cuckolded you. The moment I welcomed Brad into our marriage you stopped deserving sex. Now my pussy has to be earned. My mouth has to be earned. The pleasure you seek has to be earned, which means you need to give me what I want, Louis. And I want that dress. I want those heels. I want my hair and makeup to look perfect. I want to have a night of fun, and lust, and passion, and great sex with my bull. I want it and you’re going to give up the things you want so I can have it. Aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Louis finally admitted. “I will, Kaylee. I will.”

    Kaylee released her grip on his hand and it fell to the bed. She leaned down and their lips met as her hips moved with even greater pace over his crotch. Her tongue danced in his mouth while her pussy danced over his crotch with just the thin fabric of his underwear between them. Louis was so close to fucking his wife, and yet he’d never felt further from that particular form of pleasure.

    Louis moaned into his wife’s mouth as it became quite clear that the particular version of dry humping she was indulging in was going to make him cum. Kaylee pulled back, but just for a moment. She sat up, leaned forward, and fed Louis one of her nipples. He took it in his mouth and she groaned. He wondered if she was getting close to cumming too.

    “Kaylee…” Louis said.

    “Shh,” she replied. “Just suck on my tits, Louis. Just make me feel good. Be a good cuckold and make me feel good.”

    She didn’t seem to understand that he was about to cum in his underwear. She wasn’t thinking about him. She was in pursuit of her pleasure and all she wanted was for Louis to keep quiet like a good cuckold.

    Louis didn’t say another word. Instead, he sucked on his wife’s breasts like she wanted and he lost himself in the intensity of the sensations unfolding between his legs. Kaylee was working her clit, but she was also working his cock with her swift hip movements. Louis moaned and groaned and she must have known she was making him feel good, though that could have spurred her on. After all, Louis wasn’t inside her. He wasn’t fucking his wife and despite denying him her pussy, she rarely denied him an orgasm, so it seemed she was more than happy to make him cum in his underwear.

    “Kaylee…fuck…I’m cumming!” Louis cried out a moment before a climaxed exploded from his loins. His underwear filled with hot, thick, sticky liquid as his balls jumped and his pelvis came alive with an intense, tingly kind of pleasure that quickly spread down his legs and into his toes.

    Kaylee grabbed Louis’s head and pulled him tight against her chest as she stopped grinding in his lap. He kissed her warm flesh as a series of low, orgasmic moans escaped her lips. She too was climaxing.

    In a way, they’d had sex. It wasn’t the kind of sex Louis wanted, of course – it wasn’t even close, really – but it was still a tremendous orgasm. There was something humiliating about cumming in his underwear, but Louis wasn’t worrying about that in the moment.

    “I can’t believe you came,” Kaylee said.

    “I can’t either,” Louis replied.

    “You’re not going to last very long when you finally earn the chance to fuck me again, are you?” she asked with a smile on her face.

    Louis was a little embarrassed, but he couldn’t really counter the notion. “Probably not,” he said.

    Kaylee laughed softly and kissed him. “Don’t worry. You’ll be able to earn multiple chances to fuck me. I might even let you earn at a chance at a slow, wet blowjob. I might even swallow your cum. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

    Louis nodded.

    “Good. Now go get yourself cleaned up and then grab your credit card so we can order the dress and my shoes,” she said.

    Kaylee climbed off his lap and Louis said, “Okay. I’ll be right back.” He got out of bed, grabbed a fresh pair of underwear from the dresser, and headed for the bathroom to clean up. Soon after he’d spend a fortune for his wife to have a great night with another man, a sacrifice he hoped would get him closer to finally having sex with her again.
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    “Louis, would you get me a beer,” Brad said. It wasn’t phrased as a question, either. He was effectively issuing an order while sitting on Louis’s couch and waiting for Kaylee to emerge from the bedroom.

    Louis didn’t argue, though. He didn’t even feel a desire to argue. If anything, he felt a desire to get up and retrieve a beer from the fridge. “Sure,” Louis said as he stood and made his way to the kitchen. He grabbed a bottle – Brad’s preferred type – popped the top, and returned to the living room.

    “Thanks,” Brad said before taking a long sip. “So, I hear you made some sacrifices to ensure that Kaylee looked good for the charity ball.”

    Louis sat in the armchair – Kaylee would be joining Brad on the couch – and nodded. “I did.”

    Brad flashed a confident smile. “She looked exquisite, Louis. Your sacrifice was well worth it.” He took another sip of his beer and added, “Worth it for me, at least. Did it feel worth it for you?”

    “Of course it did,” Kaylee said as she stepped into the living room. “Louis desperately wants to fuck me, after all, and he knows that he needs to work exceptionally hard – and to be willing to make sacrifices – if he has any hope of being welcomed into my pussy. The sacrifices he made to ensure I looked good for you, Brad, brought him a little bit closer to fucking me again, and I’m sure Louis thinks that was well worth it. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

    Louis watched Kaylee sit on the couch and cuddle up next to Brad. He put his arm around her and they shared a kiss as she let her fingers drift between his legs for a little bit of teasing.

    “Yes, that’s right,” Louis said when Kaylee looked over at him.

    “It’s amazing the lengths a man like Louis will go to have sex,” Kaylee said as she turned to Brad. “He’s not like you, after all. He’s not good enough for me to want to have sex with him, not when I have you. Why would I welcome his disappointing little dick into me when I could have yours whenever I want it?”

    “I’m not sure,” Brad replied with a smile.

    “I’m not either,” Kaylee said. “That’s why Louis has to work so hard to have just one chance to slide his cock into the wet, warm pussy that you get to fuck whenever you please.”

    “Whenever I please?” Brad asked.

    Kaylee leaned a little closer and kissed his neck. “You know I’m yours whenever you want me. You know I can’t resist you. You know that all you have to do is ask and I’ll come running.”

    Louis felt a sudden and surprising surge of jealousy. He’d never heard a woman utter those words – or anything even resembling those words – to him and he couldn’t help but wish he’d been granted that pleasure at some point in his life. He clearly wasn’t that sort of man, though, and Brad clearly was. Kaylee wouldn’t have been so enamored with him if he wasn’t.

    “And what if I wanted to feel those lips of yours around my cock right now?” Brad asked. “What would you say to that?”

    Kaylee smiled and kissed his neck once again. She stroked Brad’s cock – which had clearly reached an erect state – through his jeans and said, “I wouldn’t say anything. I’d simply do what you wanted. After all, a man that makes me cum as hard as you do deserves to get his cock sucked whenever he likes.”

    Kaylee unzipped Brad’s pants, freed his cock, and took him in her mouth. He moaned and smiled and then his gaze found Louis’s and held it.

    “When was the last time she gave you a blowjob, Louis?” Brad asked.

    “Since before she started seeing you,” Louis answered.

    “That’s a shame,” Brad replied. “Your wife’s mouth is incredible. You’re really missing out.”

    “I know,” Louis said.

    “Are you turned on right now?” Brad asked.

    Louis looked away and nodded. It still felt embarrassing to admit to Brad how much he enjoyed being cuckolded.

    “So, in a way, this is a reward for you,” Brad said. “You could probably whip your dick out, masturbate, and have the kind of orgasm a cuck like you enjoys as you watched your wife suck my cock. Is that right?”

    Louis couldn’t quite form the word, so he nodded again.

    “I’m not sure that seems right,” Brad said. “Does that seem right, Kaylee? Has Louis really earned the chance to enjoy watching you suck my cock?”

    Kaylee’s head popped up from her bull’s lap and she wiped a little bit of saliva from her lips, turned to Louis, and said, “I don’t think he has. After all, a cuckold loves watching his wife suck her bull’s cock, doesn’t he?”

    Louis nodded.

    Kaylee turned to Brad and said, “What should we have him do while I’m sucking your cock?”

    Brad smiled, reached into his pocket, and pulled out his keys. “The cuck should get my car cleaned. He should make sure it’s done thoroughly, too. In fact, he should go to the car wash that has the vacuums so he can really clean out the inside, too.”

    Brad tossed his keys and Louis plucked them out of the air. He remained in the armchair, though, as he had no interest in doing what Brad wanted.

    “Louis,” Kaylee began, “do you want to fuck me?”

    “Yes,” Louis said.

    “Haven’t I made it clear that you need to earn the right to put that disappointing dick of yours inside me?” she asked.

    Louis nodded.

    “Is there some reason you’re still here? Shouldn’t you be out the door and behind the wheel of Brad’s car already?” Kaylee asked. “Shouldn’t you be on your way to the car wash? Shouldn’t you be a good cuckold and do as my bull desires?”

    Louis stood and revealed the bulge of his throbbing erection. As embarrassing – and frustrating – as it was to be told to wash Brad’s car, it was also a surprising source of arousal.

    “Off you go,” Kaylee said before taking Brad’s cock in her mouth once more.

    Brad put a hand on the back of her head and most of his shaft disappeared into her throat as he said, “If the car’s not spotless, don’t bother bringing it back. I don’t care how long it takes, Louis, if it’s not perfectly clean I won’t be happy.”

    Louis turned and headed for the front door as the sounds of a vigorous blowjob filled the living room. He wasn’t sure if Kaylee would finish Brad with her mouth or if they’d have sex, but Louis was sure he wouldn’t be permitted to watch. It seemed that Brad was riding high on the power afforded to him as Kaylee’s bull and she was more than happy to go along with it, probably because it seemed to turn him on, and Kaylee was always eager to turn Brad on.

    Louis got behind the wheel of Brad’s rather monstrous SUV and surveyed the inside. Thankfully, it wasn’t nearly as dirty as it could have been, meaning Louis would spend less time vacuuming another man’s car than he expected.

    That wouldn’t lessen the humiliation of it, though. He was going to spend a healthy portion of his afternoon cleaning the car of the man that was enjoying his wife’s mouth – and likely her pussy – and he was doing it because it’s what Kaylee wanted. Louis wasn’t sure he’d ever done something so humiliating, and yet he couldn’t shake the continued arousal that emanated from between his legs. For that reason, he wore a smile as he backed out of the driveway and headed to the car wash. The fact that he couldn’t get the vision of Kaylee blowing her bull out of his head certainly helped keep that smile on his face. Brad was right, after all. It was a reward for Louis to watch her cuckold him. At least he had that vision to cling to as he acted like Brad’s assistant.

    Louis smiled as Kaylee snuggled up next to him. He put his arm around her and inhaled the rather intoxicating scent of sex – sex with Brad, that is – that emanated from her.

    “You were wonderful today,” Kaylee said before softly kissing his cheek. “Truly wonderful.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Louis replied. “It’s always my pleasure, Kaylee.”

    After thoroughly cleaning Brad’s car, Louis returned to the house to the sounds of sex emanating from the bedroom. The door was shut – signaling that he wasn’t welcome to come in – and he’d happily listened from the living room. When they were finished, they’d called Louis to the bedroom to bring them two glasses of water, which he’d done happily. They’d then showered together before spending a few more hours in bed, fucking twice in that span and preventing Louis from watching both times. It pained him to have to listen without being able to witness the beauty of another man’s cock penetrating her, but like any good cuckold, Louis managed to find pleasure in that pain.

    Kaylee’s fingers found their way between Louis’s legs and she stroked him through his jeans. He immediately thought of her doing the same thing for Brad earlier that day and Louis couldn’t help but wish that Kaylee would take him in her mouth just like she’d done for her bull. He hoped – foolishly, perhaps – that he’d done enough to earn a blowjob from his wife.

    “Brad was insatiable today,” Kaylee said softly. “It was like he couldn’t get enough of me. I think he would have fucked me again if he didn’t have that dinner meeting. He probably would have stayed the night and fucked me every few hours if he could have.”

    Louis was hard as a rock, in no small part because he’d spent most of his day in a state of intense arousal without even a hint of relief from it.

    “Brad liked being in control,” Kaylee said. “He liked that you were so eager to do as he instructed. He liked that I was so eager to see you do as he instructed you.”

    “You did seem eager,” Louis noted.

    Kaylee smiled and kissed him. She surprised Louis by parting her lips, welcoming his tongue into her mouth, and sucking on it like she was giving a blowjob. A tease, perhaps, but a remarkably effective one.

    “He surprised me,” she said. “When he pulled his keys out of his pocket and told you to wash his car, that is. It was totally unexpected, and so was the reaction I had to it. I could actually feel my pussy gushing when he tossed you the keys, Louis. It was so exciting. There’s just something about a man asserting his dominance that I guess I can’t resist, because I felt like I couldn’t resist him in that moment. I felt like I would have agreed to do just about anything he wanted. I was certainly happy to suck his cock for as long as he liked.”

    Louis couldn’t really do anything other than enjoy the way Kaylee stroked his cock, particularly when she unzipped his pants and freed him.

    “It was wonderful of you to do as he told you,” Kaylee said. “Wonderful for me, at least. I can’t tell you how hard I came when he fucked me that first time, Louis. I know it might be terrible of me to say, but I thought of you cleaning his car while he was pounding me in our bed and it drove me absolutely wild in the best way possible.”

    “It’s not terrible,” Louis said.

    Kaylee kissed his neck and moaned as her hand moved up and down his stiff shaft. Precum poured from the tip and soon the sounds of a slippery handjob filled their living room, just as the sounds of a wet blowjob had filled it just before Louis left to wash Brad’s car.

    “You’ve earned a reward,” Kaylee said.

    There was genuine surprise in his voice as Louis asked, “I have?”

    “You were so good today, Louis, and I don’t think you understand just how much you turned me on,” Kaylee said. “Brad always makes me cum so hard, but I came harder today because of your willingness – your eagerness, even – to do as he instructed. I don’t know why you did it, why you didn’t put up a fight, but it turned us both on and Brad fucked me even better than usual because of it. I came even harder than usual because of it. You’ve absolutely earned a reward.”

    Louis didn’t dare dream of what his reward might be, for he feared disappointment if Kaylee was just teasing him.

    “Would you like me to suck your cock, Louis?” Kaylee asked.

    “Oh my god, yes,” Louis replied.

    Kaylee smiled gleefully, slid off the couch, and removed his pants. She crawled between Louis’s legs, took him in her mouth, and swallowed his cock with ease.

    “Holy fuck,” Louis said. “Kaylee, that feels amazing. Holy fuck.”

    Kaylee’s head bobbed up and down in his lap as Louis lost himself in the perfect joy of the first blowjob he’d had in nearly six months.

    “There’s just one thing,” Kaylee said as she looked up at him while her hand moved up and down his slick shaft. “I can’t swallow for you. Brad’s is the only cum I want inside me anymore.”

    Louis felt his cock surge as his wife casually mentioned that his cum was no longer welcome in her body.

    “I need you to agree to something before I let you cum in my mouth,” Kaylee said.

    The mere mention of cumming in her mouth was enough to make Louis cave before she even laid out her terms. “I’ll do anything, Kaylee. Please, I will. I’ll do anything.”

    Kaylee leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock. Her lips looked plump and slippery and utterly perfect and when she ran her tongue over the underside of his stiff head Louis felt his legs tremble from the pleasure of it.

    “I need you to swallow your cum, Louis,” Kaylee said. “I’ll let you cum in my mouth, but then I’m going to give you your load. We’ll kiss and I’ll feed it to you. You’ll take it in your mouth without hesitation and you’ll swallow. Think of it as yet another sacrifice you can make for me.”

    “I’ll do it,” Louis said.

    “You’re such a good husband,” Kaylee replied.

    Louis would have laughed – a willingness to swallow his cum was an absurd thing to be praised for – but Kaylee engulfed his cock in her mouth once more and all he could do was moan. The blowjob felt even better than before and Louis’s loins came alive with the delightful sensations that always occurred right before his climax.

    “Kaylee, I’m close,” he said.

    Louis thought of her mouth bobbing up and down on Brad’s cock. He thought of how eager Kaylee had been to blow her bull. He thought of her confession of being turned on at Brad tossing Louis his keys and ordering him to take the car to be washed. He thought of how Kaylee had cum so hard that day and how she’d done so with Brad’s cock inside her. He thought of how much he enjoyed being a cuckold and he unloaded in his wife’s mouth for the first time in nearly six months.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” he cried out.

    Kaylee sealed her lips around the head of Louis’s cock and held still. He didn’t see a single drop escape her mouth as she pulled off his cock, stood up, and bent over until her lips hovered over Louis’s. He felt a sudden – and entirely unsurprising – lack of desire to swallow his cum as he’d agreed, but there was no fighting it now. He’d never get another blowjob if he went back on his word.

    When Kaylee kissed him, Louis opened his mouth. He welcomed her tongue and the cum she’d extracted from him with an expert blowjob. Kaylee’s tongue danced with his, creating a foamy mess of the semen she’d just fed him. The taste was bad, but not repulsive, so it was rather easy for Louis to do as Kaylee desired.

    “Swallow for me,” Kaylee said. “Swallow just like I swallow Brad’s cum when I suck him off. Swallow like a cuckold should.”

    Louis swallowed. The cum burned as it slid down his throat and the taste lingered on his tongue, but all told it wasn’t a miserable experience.

    “Did you enjoy your blowjob?” Kaylee asked.

    “I really did,” Louis said.

    She smiled, straddled him, and they shared another deep kiss. Louis wrapped his arms around his wife and pulled her close as she ran her fingers through his hair while their tongues danced.

    “You really were wonderful today, Louis,” she whispered.

    “You were too,” he replied.

    “Keep it up and you’ll get to fuck me again,” Kaylee said. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

    “I’m desperate to fuck you,” Louis replied. The blowjob was wonderful, but it hadn’t done much to satiate his hunger for sex with his wife.

    “I know you are,” she replied. “It’s a shame your desperation turns me on so much. I’d probably be more willing to let you fuck me if I didn’t find it so exciting. That just means you’ll have to work harder to earn my pussy, Louis. Will you work hard for it?”

    “I will,” Louis answered.

    He had no sense of what Kaylee would make him do before she’d be willing to fuck him, but much to his surprise, that was part of the excitement. After all, Louis had found it oddly thrilling to wash Brad’s car while he got his cock sucked by Kaylee, and perhaps that was just the start of the fun they were going to have.
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    “Louis, darling, would you come to the bedroom?” Kaylee asked in a singsong tone that almost always signaled she was in the mood to have a little fun.

    Louis hopped off the couch and practically ran up the stairs and down the hallway. Kaylee was naked in their bed with a smile on her face as he stopped in the doorway. Her new favorite toy – a vibrator that looked very much like a real cock – rested across her taut stomach.

    “I’m horny,” she said. “And I was hoping you’d help me with that. Would you be interested in that?”

    “Yes, absolutely,” Louis answered.

    “Then take your clothes off and get in bed with me,” she said.

    Louis stripped as Kaylee picked up the toy and lifted it to her lips. She took it in her mouth and sucked like she was giving a blowjob, a sight that helped Louis’s cock come alive and had him half hard by the time he’d fully disrobed.

    Kaylee patted the bed and Louis crawled in and laid next to his wife. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him slowly while her head turned towards him.

    “Do you know how long it’s been since Brad fucked me?” Kaylee asked.

    “A week,” Louis replied.

    She smiled. “That’s right, baby. It’s been a week. A full week since I had my bull’s big, beautiful cock inside me. A week since I felt his body on top of mine. A week since I got to have the kind of orgasm I’ve come to crave.”

    “I could fuck you,” Louis volunteered, though he knew she wouldn’t accept his offer.

    “I know you could,” Kaylee replied with a smile. “And I know you’d love to – it’s been an awfully long time since I let you inside my pussy, after all – but I think we both know you can’t hold a candle to Brad. I think we both know that I’d be thinking about him while your cock was inside me and that would only lead to disappointment, wouldn’t it?”

    Louis was rock hard in his wife’s hand and the naughty, flirtatious smile on her face only deepened his desire. “Yes, it would,” he replied with a smile of his own. As much as the constant denial was difficult for him to deal with, it had transformed into a rather pleasurable game over the months Kaylee had been practicing it.

    “You can help me, though,” she said.

    “I’ll do anything,” Louis replied.

    Kaylee released his cock and reached up to gently twist the knob on her vibrator. It came to life on a low setting and she ran it over her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs as Louis watched. Kaylee moaned the moment the toy hit her clit. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and her moan deepened as a sense of pleasure seemingly moved through her body.

    “Play with my tits,” she said. “Use your tongue and those talented lips of yours.”

    Louis rolled onto his side and took one of Kaylee’s nipples into his mouth as he reached up to play with the soft flesh of her other breast. She moaned and her hand found its way to the back of his head while she vibrated her clit. Louis’s stiff cock rubbed against her thigh, putting him mere inches away from the pussy he’d been denied access to for months.

    “I can see Brad’s cock if I close my eyes,” Kaylee said softly. “I can see him on his knees between my legs. His fingers are wrapped around his beautiful cock. He’s slowly stroking himself as his eyes move over my body.”

    “Does the sight of his cock turn you on?” Louis asked.

    Kaylee looked down at him – he was still happily kissing and licking her nipple – and smiled. “It does. It always has. From the very first time I saw it, it turned me on.”

    “Does Brad like watching you play with your pussy while he’s between your legs?” Louis asked.

    Kaylee smiled and closed her eyes again. “He does. He’s smiling at me. He likes watching me rub my clit as I get desperately horny for him.”

    “Maybe you should beg him to fuck you,” Louis suggested as he found himself increasingly interested in playing along with Kaylee’s imagination. “Maybe that would convince him to slide his cock into your tight, wet, married pussy.”

    “Mmmm, you’re such a dirty boy,” she said as the vibrator continued to stimulate her clit. “Brad, baby, I need you to fuck me. I need to feel your big cock inside me. Please, I need you to give it to me. I need it so badly. Please, fuck me.”

    Louis sucked hard on her nipple and Kaylee moaned. “Did that convince him?” he asked. “Did that convince your bull to fuck your tight little cunt?”

    Kaylee moaned louder and Louis reached down to rub her thighs as he returned to sucking her nipple. “Yes,” she answered after a few moments of beautiful moaning. “He’s going to fuck me, baby. He’s going to fuck my tight little cunt.”

    Kaylee arched her back and Louis looked down to see her push the cock-shaped tip of her dildo between her pussy lips. She turned the vibrations up and buried every inch of the toy into her cunt and held it there for a few moments.

    “Oh, fuck me, Brad,” she said. “Fuck my tight, married pussy.”

    Louis rolled her nipples between his fingers as he watched Kaylee pump the dildo in and out of her pussy. She was soaked – he could hear it with every thrust – and her eyes were still closed tightly as she imagined her bull delivering the kind of pounding he would have offered were he in their bedroom.

    “Is he giving you what you need?” Louis asked. “Is your bull giving your tight little cunt everything it needs?”

    “Yes!” Kaylee cried out. “He’s fucking me so good, baby. He’s fucking my tight little cunt so good. I need your help, though. I need you to get down there and lick my clit while Brad fucks me.”

    Louis turned towards her pussy and Kaylee pushed on the back of his head to hurry him towards her clit. His tongue found its way to her sex organ and he offered a gentle massage that elicited a wondrous moan of pleasure.

    “Oh, baby, that’s so good. Lick my clit while my bull fucks me. Lick me while he stretches my tight little pussy wide open. Be a good cuckold and lick me while he pounds me!” Kaylee said.

    Louis licked dutifully and reached up to play with her breasts at the same time. He did everything he could to ensure Kaylee had a thoroughly pleasurable sexual experience, all while his cock remained stiff and unattended.

    “I’m cumming! Brad, fuck, I’m cumming! I’m cumming all over your big cock!” Kaylee cried out.

    She buried the dildo in her pussy and it vibrated vigorously, sending little droplets of her juices flying all over the sheets and her inner thighs. Louis kept up his gentle tongue massage right until Kaylee pulled the toy out, turned off the vibrations, and let out a delighted laugh at the sheer power of her orgasm.

    “That was incredible,” she said. “Not quite as good as having Brad’s actual cock inside me, but still really good.”

    Louis kissed his way up her body – taking a little time to tend to her nipples – and then let his lips find their way to Kaylee’s. He was surprised when she opened her mouth and offered her tongue, but it seemed that she was still feeling a little bit lusty and was perhaps in the mood to have a bit of fun.

    “It was very kind of you to play along,” she said. “I appreciate that, Louis. I appreciate you.”

    “I know you do,” he replied.

    Kaylee reached up, caressed his face in a remarkably loving manner, and then smiled and pulled his lips to hers for an even deeper, more passionate kiss. Louis lost himself in it, letting his hands roam over her body as their tongues danced in the most erotic manner imaginable.

    “You deserve to cum,” she said softly. “Would you enjoy that?”

    Louis nodded vigorously. “Yes, absolutely.”

    Kaylee pressed against his chest and Louis rolled onto his back. She straddled his thighs, leaving his stiff cock inches from the heat and wetness of her pussy. Kaylee held the dildo aloft – she’d had in her hand the entire time – and Louis marveled at how it still glistened with her juices from its many journeys inside her.

    “You know, Brad’s cock is always soaked with my juices after he fucks me,” she said as her eyes moved up and down the shaft of the toy. “I get so wet when I’m with him, or when I’m thinking about him. Wetter than I ever got when it was just you that fucked me.”

    “I guess Brad really does fuck you better than I do,” Louis replied.

    Kaylee looked at him and smiled. “He does, Louis. Every time he’s fucked me it’s been better than any time you fucked me. It’s incredible. He’s just better at fucking your wife than you are. Much better, really.”

    The comment was delivered casually, but it struck a chord deep inside Louis and his hips involuntarily pushed upwards as his cock throbbed. A big drop of precum appeared at the tip and Kaylee looked down, gleefully scooped it up, and sucked it off her fingertip.

    “I think it’s clear you were meant to be a cuckold, Louis,” she said. “You’re in a rare category of men that find it extraordinarily arousing to know that another man fucks their wife better than they ever have.”

    “Yes, I am,” Louis admitted. He was long passed denying that reality.

    “You like that I have a bull,” she said. “We both know that. We’ve known that from the first time Brad fucked me. Hell, we’ve known that from the first time we talked about me having a bull. But you know what else is true? You like being denied. You like that you haven’t fucked me in months. You like that my pussy is no longer yours to enjoy whenever you feel like. You get off on being denied, just like I get off on denying you.”

    Kaylee smiled as she reached down, took Louis’s cock in her hand, and rubbed her thumb over the underside of the head. Pleasure rushed down his shaft and spread through his loins as Louis matched his wife’s smile.

    “You want my pussy, don’t you Louis?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” he answered. “You know I do.”

    “But you get off on being denied my pussy, don’t you?” she asked as her thumb moved faster over his cock head. “It turns you on to feel that ache, that lust, that need, and to know that I’m not going to take you inside me, and that even if I did I wouldn’t let you actually fuck me. I wouldn’t give you the pleasure you crave. I wouldn’t give you what you want.”

    “Kaylee…fuck…please…” Louis said. It felt weird to admit that she was right. She was, of course. He’d come to enjoy the agony of denial, which was really just the pleasure of being turned on all the time.

    Kaylee lifted the dildo to her lips and kissed it. She licked the tip and smiled. “I taste good,” she said. “Would you like a taste, Louis? Would you like to taste my pussy?”

    She turned the dildo towards him and Louis stared at the tip, which was still slick with her juices. “Yes, I want a taste,” he said.

    Kaylee released his cock and leaned forward. His shaft pressed against her stomach as the dildo neared his lips. “Kiss it,” she said softly.

    Louis pursed his lips and kissed the head of the toy, eliciting a surprisingly seductive moan from his wife.

    “Mmm, that’s so sexy,” she said. “Kiss it again, baby. Kiss the cock again.”

    Louis kissed the cock-shaped dildo again and Kaylee moved her hips back and forth, effectively pleasuring his cock by rubbing it up against her stomach.

    “Lick it,” she said softly. “Lick the cock that fucked your wife.”

    Louis felt an incredible rush of pleasure between his legs as he stuck his tongue out and licked the slippery toy. He tasted the sweetness of Kaylee’s juices and she smiled before dropping her pussy onto his thigh and moving it back and forth with surprising vigor like she was trying to make herself cum.

    “Baby, open your mouth for me,” Kaylee said.

    Louis parted his lips and Kaylee smiled.

    “I want you to suck it clean,” she said. “Fuck, baby, I want you to suck my juices off this cock. I want you to take the cock that fucked your wife into your mouth and suck it clean.”

    Her stomach was still rubbing up and down against the underside of his cock, which was slick with his precum. He wasn’t fucking his wife – though she was definitely fucking his thigh – but it still felt spectacular, which meant Louis wasn’t about to deny her. He opened his mouth and Kaylee gently pushed the toy onto his tongue. Louis closed his lips around it and sucked.

    “Oh, fuck, baby, that’s so hot,” Kaylee said as she moved her slick pussy even faster over his cock. “Suck that cock for me. Suck it for me, baby.”

    As the cock-shaped dildo moved in and out of his mouth Louis entered a state of mental bliss where it felt like the arousal between his legs had spread to his whole body. He was suddenly floating on a cloud of pleasure as Kaylee fucked his mouth with the dildo that had been deep inside her, the dildo that she’d cum all over.

    “Louis, baby, fuck, you’re sucking that cock so good,” she said before unleashing a long, low moan. “You’re sucking all my yummy juices off of it. You’re sucking Brad’s cock clean after it made me cum so hard.”

    Louis moaned at the mention of Brad’s cock.

    “Mmm, you like that, baby?” Kaylee asked breathlessly. “You like the idea of sucking Brad’s cock clean after he’s satisfied your wife? You like the idea of cleaning his long, thick, stiff shaft after he’s fucked me to the kind of orgasm you can’t provide?”

    Louis answered by cumming as Kaylee pushed the toy particularly deep in his mouth. The pleasure of her dirty talk and the stimulation of her stomach rubbing up against the underside of his cock was more than enough to push him over the top. His body trembled with pleasure as he moaned around the toy, which Kaylee left in his mouth as she rubbed her cunt vigorously against his thigh.

    “Oh, baby, I’m cumming!” Kaylee cried out no long after Louis’s climax had dissipated.

    She pulled the toy from his mouth, sat up, and put her hands on his chest as juices from her pussy soaked his thigh while her body trembled from what seemed to be an extraordinary orgasm.

    “Well,” Kaylee said with a hazy smile, “that was fun.”

    Louis nodded in agreement and she collapsed on top of him. His cock softened between them and his cum soaked both their stomachs, but being close to her in that moment was exquisitely pleasurable.

    “Did you enjoy your orgasm?” Kaylee asked.

    “I really did,” he answered. “Thank you.”

    Kaylee kissed his neck and laid her head on his chest. Louis put his arms around his wife and closed his eyes as a genuine sense of bliss enveloped him in the aftermath of a truly spectacular orgasm. He could only hope that there were more like it in his future.
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    The sounds of kissing and soft, gentle moans filled Brad’s bedroom as Louis stepped into his closet and stared at the mess of dirty clothes on the floor. He looked over his shoulder to see Brad’s hand had already moved under Kaylee’s sweater as they kissed in the way that lovers tend to kiss when they haven’t seen each other in more than a week.

    Louis wanted to watch. He was desperate to watch. His cock was already hard and all they were doing was kissing. He wasn’t permitted to watch, though. He’d been denied that opportunity because it turned Kaylee on to do so. Instead, Louis had been instructed to do chores around Brad’s house, starting with his laundry.

    Louis watched his wife and her bull fool around for a few more seconds – he savored each and every moment, too – before turning back to the mess of laundry on the closet floor and bending over to toss it all into the hamper. Louis would have preferred to separate the darks and the lights in the closet – so he could spend a little more time looking over his shoulder at his wife and her bull – but he’d been specifically instructed to do that in the laundry room.

    Once the hamper was full Louis grabbed it, took a deep breath, and headed out of the bedroom. His eyes were glued to the bed the entire time and he got a beautiful eyeful of Kaylee stroking her bull’s cock through his jeans. Brad was already hard – Louis was certain he was eager to fuck Kaylee after a week and a half without her – and she seemed delighted by the stiffness she was eagerly stroking.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she said with wonder in her voice.

    “I’ve missed you,” Brad replied with a smile. “I’m a little bit desperate for you, in fact.”

    Kaylee offered a gleeful smile in return and unzipped his pants. Her fingers moved into his pants and Brad let out a moan as she found his stiff cock. “I’m desperate for you, too,” Kaylee replied before looking towards Louis, who was nearly out of the bedroom. “I’m sure Louis could tell you how desperate I am. I’ve been masturbating to thoughts of fucking you for the past week.”

    Brad looked at Louis, smiled, and said, “Why didn’t you just fuck your husband?”

    Kaylee laughed. “I think we all know that Louis doesn’t compare to you, Brad. He couldn’t satisfy me if his life depended on it. That’s why he’s going to spend the afternoon doing chores while you fuck me as many times as you can manage.”

    “Speaking of which,” Brad said as he looked at Louis, “why are you still here, Louis? There’s a lot of work that needs to be done around the house, so you really ought to get to it.”

    Louis hesitated and Kaylee shot him a sharp look and added, “You heard him, cuckold. Get to work. And remember, you’re not allowed to watch until you’re done with your chores. You can catch a quick peak every now and then if you want to tease yourself, though. Now go, get started with your chores.”

    Though he felt tempted to try and reclaim some shred of his dignity, Louis knew there was no point, so he headed out of the bedroom and towards the laundry room as the moans of pleasure once again emerged from Brad’s bedroom.

    “I’ve missed you,” Kaylee said. “I’ve really missed your cock. My new toy is nice, but it just doesn’t compare to the real thing.”

    “And your husband doesn’t even come close to comparing, does he?” Brad asked.

    Kaylee laughed. “No, he doesn’t.”

    The laundry room wasn’t far from the bedroom. They knew Louis could hear them. Kaylee certainly knew that Louis would be aroused by what they were saying. He was a cuckold, after all. It was a role he embrace and enjoyed. That enjoyment was enhanced by his long term denial – it had been months since he’d fucked Kaylee and his orgasms had become somewhat infrequent – but Louis had begun to understand the pleasures of that denial, for it meant an almost constant level of arousal coursed through his body, particularly when Kaylee was in a mood to stoke the flames of his desire, which she almost always was.

    “Oh, fuck, Kaylee,” Brad said. “That feels so fucking good.”

    Louis set the hamper on the floor and leaned out of the laundry room. He listened and a few moments later the sounds of a blowjob reached his ears. He gripped the door frame as his cock grew into a stiff state while he listened to his wife suck another man’s cock just down the hallway. Louis felt a deep sense of frustration at not being able to witness the sight of Brad’s stiffness moving in and out of Kaylee’s mouth, and yet he knew the intense level of arousal coursing through his body was at least in part due to that denial.

    “I swear, Kaylee, I have never been with a woman that uses her mouth like you do,” Brad said.

    An audible pop – the sound of Brad’s cock departing Kaylee’s mouth – reached Louis’s ears before his wife said, “You’ve never been with someone that appreciates your cock like I do. I spent years being fucked by Louis’s disappointing dick, so I know just how wonderful yours is. I know just how lucky I am to enjoy it, so when I suck your cock I make sure to show my appreciation for how good you make me feel.”

    Brad’s moans resumed a moment later and Louis was tempted to creep down the hallway to try and grab a quick look. He resisted, though. He knew that making him do chores around the house was part of the cuckolding game they were all playing, but he also knew that it was expected that the chores would get finished, and if they weren’t that Kaylee would punish Louis in some way, likely by denying him the sort of affection and attention he’d come to crave.

    For that reason, Louis set about separating Brad’s laundry – there was something rather humiliating about dealing his wife’s bull’s underwear – before tossing the lights in the washing machine and getting the first load started.

    Louis headed for the kitchen but stopped in his tracks when he saw Kaylee – who was now naked – step out of Brad’s bedroom with a smile on her face. Louis drank in the intoxicating sight of her body as she approached with a seductive sway in her hips and a naughty smile on her face.

    Kaylee stopped just in front of him and reached out to run her finger over the bulge in his pants as she stared into his eyes and smiled. Kaylee then took Louis’s hand and placed it between her legs. He took the hint and slipped a finger between her labia, slowly penetrating her exceedingly wet pussy.

    “Do you feel that?” she asked.

    Louis nodded.

    “That’s how desperately I want him,” she said. “That’s how desperately my body needs him. I need something else, though.”

    “Anything,” Louis replied.

    Kaylee stepped a little closer and moaned softly as Louis fingered her. “I need my cuckold husband to get on his knees and lick my pussy. I’m nice and wet, but I want you to participate in getting me ready to fuck him before I go back to his bedroom and you return to doing chores for him.”

    Louis sank to his knees without hesitation. Kaylee put a hand on the top of his head, stepped closer, and pulled him towards her pussy. Louis extended his tongue and licked his wife just as she desired. He licked up her juices. He spread his saliva over her labia and inside her. He prepared her to be fucked by the man she’d chosen as her preferred lover, the man whose size and skill was responsible for Louis’s long term denial.

    “Mmm, that’s a good cuckold,” Kaylee said softly. “Prepare me for him. Prepare me to be fucked by my bull while you do his chores to make his life a little easier, all because he fucks your wife so much better than you do.”

    Louis was hard as a rock, but it was more than that. Lust completely enveloped him, in part because of his denial and in part because of the surprisingly pleasurable sense of humiliation that came from doing chores for Brad while he fucked Kaylee.

    When she stepped back, Kaylee looked down at Louis and smiled. “Brad said you’ll find a grocery list on the kitchen table. After you’re done cleaning the living room and kitchen he wants you to go shopping. Make sure you get everything on the list. Oh, and you’ll be cooking for us when you get back.”

    “Of course,” Louis said.

    Kaylee turned and sauntered back towards the bedroom as Louis watched from his knees. Her ass looked as good as it ever had and he wanted desperately to follow her down the hallway and watch as she climbed into her bull’s bed and no doubt took him inside her for a wild, wondrous ride.

    Instead, Louis stood up and headed for the living room. It wasn’t particularly messy, but he needed to dust every surface and do a little light vacuuming before he could move on to the kitchen.

    Kaylee moaned as Louis picked up the dust rag. Brad was inside her. Louis was certain of it, for his wife only moaned in that particular way when she had her bull’s cock inside her.

    “I can’t tell you how badly I’ve missed this,” she said. “Please don’t go away for work again, or take me with you next time. I can’t stand missing out on this beautiful cock of yours for so long. My body just can’t handle it.”

    Louis wasn’t sure what position they were in, but he imagined Kaylee on top as he began to dust Brad’s living room. He saw his naked, beautiful wife sitting astride her bull’s crotch with his cock buried inside her. Her hands were on his chest and she was smiling down at him as she moved back and forth on his thickness. Kaylee tended to begin that way when she was on top. She liked to get herself all hot and bothered by rubbing her clit into Brad’s pelvis before shifting to a bouncing motion that unquestionably brought him more pleasure as he got to feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy moving up and down his long, thick shaft.

    The talking had stopped but the sounds of sex had gotten considerably louder as Louis tried his best to concentrate on his chores. He didn’t do a particularly good job of mastering that concentration – it was exceptionally hard to focus when he was fully erect while listening to his wife and her bull fuck – but he got everything clean and organized in the living room. The vacuuming proved to be a blessing as the sound made it impossible to hear the sex his wife was having. All of Louis’s lust returned like a tidal wave once the vacuum was off, though, and Kaylee was moaning and screaming like she was getting close to cumming.

    Louis wrapped the cord around the vacuum and listened as his wife moved closer and closer to her orgasm. He looked down to see that his cock had leaked a bit of precum and left a small stain in the front of his jeans and he felt an odd sense of pleasure at seeing the results of his extended arousal and denial. He could feel it coursing through him, too. It felt like his entire body had come alive in a way he thoroughly enjoyed.

    As Louis put the vacuum back in the closet, Kaylee had an orgasm. It sounded like an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm, too. She unleashed a series of guttural moans as a week and a half of pent up desire spilled out of her with her bull’s cock buried deep in her pussy.

    “You’re amazing,” she said. “You’re just…you’re amazing, Brad.”

    Louis shut the closet door and headed for the kitchen, which needed to be cleaned before he could go grocery shopping.

    “Louis,” Kaylee said from behind him.

    He turned to his beautiful wife standing in the hallway. Her chest was flushed red, her pussy lips looked plump and wet, and her hair was considerably messier than it had been, all of which served to further deepen his arousal, for they were all signs that she’d just been fucked.

    Kaylee approached as she stared at the bulge – and the spot of precum – between his legs. Once again Louis soaked up the sight of her naked body, though his eyes kept drifting between her legs as he imagined Brad’s cock moving in and out of her pussy.

    “Get on your knees,” she said.

    Louis sank to his knees and Kaylee grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him between her legs. She rubbed her pussy over his face while he extended his tongue and pushed it between her labia to taste her sweet insides.

    “I’d almost forgotten how good it feels when Brad fucks me,” Kaylee said. “He’s just so much better than you, Louis. He’s a bull. You’re a cuckold. He belongs inside me. You belong on your knees with your tongue in my pussy after he’s fucked me.”

    Louis would have offered a response, but Kaylee was smothering him with her pussy in the most delightful way.

    “You’d like it if I took your cock inside me right now though, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    Louis nodded as his tongue continued to probe her pussy.

    “It’s been months since I let you inside me,” Kaylee said. “You must be desperate.”

    Louis nodded again. He really was desperate. He tried his best to contain that desperation, but it was increasingly difficult. Putting his tongue inside her only reminded him of how glorious it would feel to fuck his wife, and yet Louis wasn’t sure if she’d ever let him do that again, for Kaylee seemed to take so much pleasure in denying him.

    “Your desperation turns me on,” she noted. “It makes me wet. It makes me want Brad even more. It makes me want to see you on your knees even more. It makes me want to make you even more of a cuckold, to make you even more desperate, to drive you utterly mad with desire before I deny you yet again.”

    Louis wasn’t sure why, but in that moment he felt a surprising need for all of that. There was a point where the denial had been agonizing, but it seemed as though he’d pushed through that point and had come to crave it.

    Kaylee stepped back and bent over to kiss Louis softly. He closed his eyes and savored the feeling of her warm, soft lips against his as she offered just a hint of tongue and deepened his desire.

    “I want you to go shopping now,” she said softly. “You can clean the kitchen when you get back.”

    Kaylee turned and walked back to the bedroom as Louis got to his feet, retrieved the grocery list, and headed for the front door. He heard Brad moan as he turned the handle. He waited for a few moments and the sounds of a blowjob reached his ears. Kaylee was pleasuring her bull once again. They’d be having sex soon enough, but as much as he wanted to stay and listen, Louis had a job to do, so he headed out to run an errand for the man his wife had taken as her primary sexual partner.

    Louis was a few items into the grocery list when he received a picture from Kaylee. She was on her back in Brad’s bed. He was between her legs and he clearly had her phone in his hand as the picture was from his point of view. It showed his big cock resting on her stomach, indicating exactly how deep he’d be inside her. A moment later a second picture arrived. This time Brad was inside her. Every inch of him, in fact. The implication was clear. Her bull’s cock reached far deeper inside Kaylee that Louis’s ever had.

    “He’s bigger than you,” she texted a moment later. “He fucks me so much better than you do. That’s why I deny you. That’s why you’re out buying his groceries while he satisfies my pussy. Don’t worry, though. Keep being a good cuckold and I’ll let you fuck me at some point.”

    Louis slipped his phone in his pocket and looked down at the renewed bulge in his jeans. He felt a little panicked at the idea of being hard in public and did his best to try and distract his mind. Eventually, his erection deflated and he was able to continue the grocery shopping, though it proved difficult to keep his mind from wandering back to the pictures Kaylee had sent. Over and over he saw her bull’s cock inside her and he heard her saying the words she’d texted him.

    Another picture came in as Louis was loading the now-purchased groceries into his trunk. It was a close up shot of Kaylee’s pussy. Her labia gaped open and there was very clearly cum inside her. Brad had taken his pleasure and left the evidence of his satisfaction in Louis’s wife, no doubt to her great pleasure.

    “Isn’t my pussy beautiful when it’s full of his cum?” Kaylee texted. “Tell me, Louis, does seeing my pussy full of another man’s cum make you want to fuck me?”

    “Yes,” Louis texted back as he felt that very desire while staring at the picture in the grocery store parking lot.

    “Should I let you enjoy that pleasure some time? Should I let my cuckold husband have sloppy seconds sex with me after Brad has satisfied me?” Kaylee asked. “Should I let you slide your cock into my cum-filled pussy and fuck me as hard as you want?”

    “Yes, please,” Louis texted.

    “Come back and we’ll talk about it,” she replied.

    Louis rushed into the car and headed back to Brad’s place as quickly as possible. He nearly forgot to unload the groceries and had to go back, hurriedly drag everything from the trunk and into the house, and then rushed towards the bedroom.

    Brad and Kaylee were naked in his bed. He was sitting up against the headboard and his cock was still half hard. Kaylee’s legs were closed but Louis knew her bull’s cum still rested deep inside her.

    “Strip,” Kaylee instructed.

    Louis practically tore his clothes off as he thought his wife was going to allow him to enjoy sloppy seconds.

    “Come closer,” she said.

    Louis walked towards the bed as his heart pounded. Kaylee spread her legs and he saw that her pussy still looked wet and enflamed. He couldn’t see any cum, but he wasn’t close enough for that.

    As he reached the edge of the bed, Kaylee took Louis’s stiff cock in her hand and stroked him slowly.

    “You’re stiff with excitement and you’re not even half as big as Brad’s half hard cock,” Kaylee noted. “It’s no wonder he makes me cum so much harder than you ever have.”

    Louis watched his wife take her bull’s cock in her hand and stroke the shaft. He noticed the head was still slick with her juices and what looked like a little bit of cum, indicating that neither of them had left the bed since the sex concluded.

    “A cuckold needs to earn the right to fuck his wife,” Kaylee said. “So that’s what you’ll have to do, Louis.”

    “I will,” he replied.

    She smiled. “Good. Then I want you to clean Brad’s cock for me.”

    Louis’s heart rate felt like it doubled as he stared at Brad’s cock. “Wha…what?” he asked.

    “Brad’s cock is a little bit messy from fucking me. It’s slick with my juices and some of his cum. It needs to be cleaned and I can’t think of a better task for a cuckold,” Kaylee said. “You don’t have to, of course, but if you want to fuck me you’re going to have to earn it, Louis. You’re going to have to crawl between Brad’s legs and use your mouth to clean his cock.”

    Louis knew that he couldn’t offer Kaylee much of anything with regards to sex, which meant she had very little reason to let him fuck her. Because of that, he knew she was serious about him earning the right to fuck her, which meant there was a very good chance he’d have to suck Brad’s cock clean before he was given a chance to fuck his wife again. He also knew there was a chance Kaylee would deny him once again. Louis couldn’t help himself, though. He was so turned on by the entire day – and the months of denial – that he wanted to pursue whatever kinky pleasures Kaylee set in front of him.

    Louis moved to the foot of the bed and stared at Brad’s cock. He leaned forward, rested his hands on the comforter, and crawled forward.

    “That’s it,” Kaylee said. “Come clean his cock. Show me how eager you are to fuck me. Show me that you deserve a reward. Show me that you’re willing to work for the privilege of enjoying my pussy.”

    Louis dropped to his stomach between Brad’s legs and stared at the half hard cock in front of him. The tip was shiny with Kaylee’s juices and there was a glob of cum resting on the spongy flesh.

    “Take it in your mouth, cuckold,” Kaylee said. “Clean your wife’s bull. Clean the man that fucks me better than you ever have. Clean him and show me that you’re worthy of spending a little time in my pussy.”

    Louis parted his lips, slowly moved forward, and took the plump head of Brad’s cock in his mouth. The taste of cum and Kaylee’s sweet juices lit up his tongue. He closed his lips around the semi-hard cock and sucked gently to clean it as his wife desired.

    “What a good cuckold,” Kaylee said as she reached between her legs and rubbed her clit. “Clean that cock for me. Suck my juices off of it. Clean his cum off of it.”

    She was breathing rapidly and Louis couldn’t help but get caught up in what seemed to be a fairly potent kind of desire emanating from her.

    “You know, a little of your juice dripped down to my balls,” Brad said.

    “Clean them, cuckold,” Kaylee instructed.

    Louis did so with little hesitation. He’d already had a cock in his mouth so sucking on a pair of balls seemed fairly harmless.

    “Oh, fuck,” Kaylee said. “Clean his balls, cuckold. Clean his big balls.”

    Louis licked and sucked on Brad’s balls and a few seconds later Kaylee had an orgasm. She closed her eyes, grabbed a tight handful of the comforter, and filled the bedroom with the kinds of moans that always accompanied a good orgasm.

    “Thank you for that, Louis. You can leave,” Kaylee said.

    Louis backed out of the bed and stared between her legs. Her pussy looked incredible – there was now cum leaking out of her – and he considered asking if he could fuck her, but Louis knew that wasn’t really his question to ask. Kaylee would let him have her if she wanted him to have her.

    “Clean the kitchen and then make us lunch,” Kaylee instructed. “We’re going to fuck again.”

    Louis got dressed and headed for the kitchen. He put the groceries away, did the cleaning that was requested of him, and set about preparing lunch. All the while, he listened to the joyful sounds of foreplay – and then sex – emanating from Brad’s bedroom. Louis’s cock remained stiff and unsatisfied, but he wasn’t nearly as agonized by that as he’d been in the past. He was starting to like it, as if Kaylee had successfully trained him to crave denial and the doses of humiliation she seemed so keen to dish out.

    Despite knowing that was potentially dangerous – and a little unhealthy – Louis found himself wanting more and hoping that Kaylee would offer it up after she and Brad finished fucking for the third time.
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    "This is expensive, Louis," Kaylee said as she looked at the price tag on the delicate bra and panty set he'd selected for her to try on. "Are you sure about this?"

    "Yes, I'm sure," Louis replied with a smile. "You deserve to look beautiful for your boyfriend. In fact, you deserve to look perfect for him, since you are, in so many ways, utterly perfect."

    "You really do want me to be happy, don't you Louis?" she asked softly.

    He nodded. Her happiness was his primary concern, and he knew that having sex with Brad made her happy.

    Kaylee stepped closer, kissed him on the cheek, and then added, "But you also want to fuck me, don't you? You want to slide that little cuckold cock of yours into your wife's wet, warm pussy for the first time in a year, don't you?"

    "Yes," Louis admitted as a wave of arousal moved through his body and left his loins tingling with desire. His denial had stretched on for months longer than he’d ever imagined possible and he'd reached a place of considerable desperation, which had played a part in his willingness - eagerness, even - to do whatever Kaylee and Brad wanted, even if that was something as humiliating as sucking Brad's cock while Kaylee was out of town.

    "I like that you're thinking of how to make me happy now, Louis," Kaylee said as she stepped back and held the bra and panties against her body. "There was a time when you simply did as you were told - which was nice, of course - but now you're taking initiative. Now you're seeking out ways to make me happy, to serve my needs. Like this little lingerie shopping trip and the hotel room you booked for tonight. That was very kind of you."

    Louis had gone all out in booking an exceedingly expensive suite for Kaylee and her boyfriend to celebrate a year of satisfying their sexual desires with each other. The lingerie was part of that, too, as was the bottle of champagne he'd already ordered to be delivered to the hotel room shortly after they'd arrived.

    "You deserve to celebrate in style," Louis said.

    Kaylee smiled, grabbed a garter belt to match the bra and panties Louis had selected, and replied, "Let's go try these on."

    Louis followed as his wife moved towards the fitting area. He suspected he'd be asked to wait outside, but instead she took his hand and led him into one of the surprisingly large fitting rooms.

    "Sit," Kaylee instructed.

    Louis sat and looked up at his wife as she stripped from her jeans and the semi-sheer blouse she'd put on that morning.

    "It's been nearly a year since you fucked me, hasn't it?" Kaylee asked. "A year since I allowed you in my pussy."

    Louis nodded. She'd cut him off soon after starting her relationship with Brad and hadn't let him back inside her - not in a real way, at least - since.

    "What do you think that says about your cock and the way you use it, Louis?" Kaylee asked.

    "I think...I guess I think it says that my cock isn't very impressive and that I don't use it very well," he answered.

    Kaylee turned around to look in the mirror as she put on the bra, stepped into the panties, and attached the garter belt. She looked over her shoulder and said, "That's right, Louis. That's okay, of course. You're a cuckold now, and Brad fucks me so much better than you ever have that I certainly don't need you to fuck me. In fact, I can't imagine you'll be able to offer me even a hint of pleasure when I finally decide to let you inside me."

    There was a part of Louis that wished he didn't find his wife's words so arousing, and yet he did, to the point that a bulge formed in his pants. He wasn't sure why, but he liked the idea that he truly couldn't satisfy her.

    Kaylee spun around and he stared at her body in the lingerie set before she closed the short distance between them, put a hand on the back of his head, and gently pulled him between her legs. Louis looked up at her and kissed her pussy through the panties while Kaylee moaned softly.

    "Are you going to suck cock tonight, Louis?" she asked.

    "Mmm hmm," he answered.

    "Are you going to clean my pussy after Brad cums inside me? Are you going to eat my boyfriend's load out of me?" she asked.

    Louis nodded as he continued to kiss her pussy through the delicate panties.

    "Are you going to serve us in every way I desire because you're a good cuckold?" Kaylee asked as she stepped back.

    "Yes, I will," he answered.

    Kaylee smiled and slowly lowered her panties. She stepped closer and once again pulled Louis's head between her legs. This time he pushed his tongue between her labia and tasted the sweet juices of her desire. Her fingers entwined in his hair and she took a tight grip and pulled hard, asserting her control over him. Louis reached up to grab her ass and squeezed it hard, making Kaylee moan in the process. He was certain she'd pull away at some point, but instead she began to grind her hips over his face and rode his tongue until he'd managed to give her an orgasm. Her thighs vibrated and she pulled so hard on his hair that it hurt, all while Louis's cock raged in his pants as he dreamed of actually being able to fuck his wife.

    "Thank you, Louis," she said softly before stepping away. "That was a lovely orgasm."

    "Thank you for letting me make you cum," he replied.

    Kaylee bent over and kissed him softly. "Let's go buy this absurdly expensive lingerie so I can look good for my boyfriend."

    "With pleasure," Louis said.

    Kaylee got dressed and handed Louis the lingerie. He took it to the register and paid the absurd price and Kaylee took his hand as they walked out of the store and headed for home to make the final preparations for her one year anniversary celebration with her boyfriend.

    
      
    

    "Champagne, sir," the young bellman said as Louis opened the door to their suite.

    "Ah, thank you," he replied.

    "Is that the champagne?" Kaylee called out.

    The bellman's eyes went wide and Louis looked over his shoulder to see Kaylee standing there in her bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. Her hair looked long and shiny and flawlessly styled and her makeup was even more seductive than usual, so of course the bellman was staring.

    "Yes, it's the champagne," Louis said with a smile.

    Kaylee blew him a kiss - or the bellman, he wasn't sure which of them she was trying to tease - and then spun around and headed back to the bathroom, presumably to put the finishing touches on her look. Louis signed the bill, took the ice bucket holding the champagne and stepped back into the room.

    "I think that young man enjoyed my lingerie," Kaylee noted.

    "I think you're right," Louis replied with a smile.

    Kaylee stepped out of the bathroom - she'd put on a pair of heels to finish the look - and headed towards Louis with a seductive look on her face. The exaggerated sway in her hips was irresistibly sexy and her legs looked especially good in the stockings and heels. Louis wasn't sure if he wanted to fuck her or get on his knees to worship her pussy, but he felt all manner of desire.

    "I think you enjoy my lingerie, too," she said softly.

    "I do," Louis answered.

    Kaylee surprised him with a kiss, and further surprised him by placing his hands on her ass as they kissed. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and mingled erotically with his, leading to a painfully throbbing erection that Kaylee further enflamed by stroking him through his pants.

    "Do you want me, Louis?" she asked in a soft, seductive tone.

    "More than anything," he answered, for the desire he felt bordered on overwhelming him.

    Kaylee unzipped his pants and freed his cock as she kissed him again. She stroked him with expertise, offering pleasure without pushing Louis over the top. Then, to his complete and utter surprise, Kaylee dropped to her knees in front of him.

    "What...what are you doing?" he asked.

    "Don't you want me to suck your cock, Louis?" Kaylee replied. "Don't you want your beautiful, seductive, lingerie-clad wife to take your dick in her mouth and suck on it?"

    "Kaylee...fuck...yes, I want that," Louis answered.

    Kaylee bit her lower lip and then leaned a little closer. Her lips approached his cock and she parted them. She stopped just short of taking him into her mouth, though. Instead, she smiled, planted a kiss on the head of his stiffness, and then tucked him back into his pants.

    "It's so fun to tease you," she said softly as she stood. Her lips neared his and she kissed him again. It felt spectacularly good. The teasing was a little painful, but Louis would have kissed his wife all day. "Now, Brad will be here soon. I want you to open that bottle of champagne and pour two glasses. When you're done I'd like you to get naked and wait on your knees by the bed."

    Louis nodded - he'd been hoping for one more kiss, but Kaylee didn't offered it - and then opened the bottle of champagne and carefully filled the two glasses. The bellman probably thought Louis was the one that would be getting laid that night, but he would have been wrong. Another man was coming to fuck Louis's wife. He'd merely paid for the room, the lingerie, and the champagne. He'd probably end up sucking cock and eating pussy to help his wife and her boyfriend get ready to fuck, too, but there was almost no chance that Kaylee would welcome him into her pussy while celebrating her anniversary with Brad.

    Brad arrived soon after Louis had poured the champagne and stripped at his wife's instruction. He waited naked and on his knees by the bed as Kaylee answered the door and welcomed her boyfriend into the room.

    "Kaylee, you look stunning," he said as they appeared in Louis's field of view.

    Kaylee stepped away from her boyfriend, spun around, and glanced at Louis with a smile on her face before saying, "Louis picked it out for me. He said he wanted me to look good for you. He knows I like it when my boyfriend gets turned on the moment he sees me."

    "Good choice, cuckold," Brad said as he looked at Louis and smiled. "She looks incredible."

    Kaylee approached Brad and kissed his neck. "He's always so eager to play the part of the good cuckold. He put in so much effort to make sure this night was wonderful for both of us, and I didn't have to instruct him even once. He booked the room on his own. He took me lingerie shopping on his own. He got that bottle of champagne on his own."

    "It seems that you've turned him into an ideal cuckold, Kaylee," Brad noted.

    Kaylee kissed her boyfriend and massaged his cock through his pants, just like she'd done with Louis. She freed his cock, too. She even fell to her knees in front of her boyfriend. She didn't tease him, though. She took him in her mouth. She sucked his cock like a woman possessed. She gave slow, beautiful head, working his dick with her hands and mouth and putting a smile on Brad's face.

    Louis felt the jealousy he suspected his wife intended him to experience. How could he not? She'd freed his cock and gotten on her knees for him, but she can't offered him the pleasure of her mouth. Instead, she'd made it fairly clear he didn't deserve that pleasure. Now she was happily sucking - worshiping, even - her boyfriend's cock while Louis watched with a far less impressive erection raging between his legs.

    "Come here, baby," Kaylee said as she gestured for Louis to join her.

    He crawled towards his wife and her boyfriend and Kaylee put a hand on the back of his head and guided his lips to hers for a deeply passionate kiss, sharing the taste of Brad's cock in the process.

    "Suck his cock with me," she said softly. "Help us celebrate our anniversary, because it's your anniversary too. Your cuckolding first happened a year ago today. You first showed me exactly what kind of man you are a year ago today."

    Kaylee turned back to Brad's cock and guided Louis's head along with her. She took one side and Louis took the other. They licked and sucked together. They kissed over the head. Kaylee took his pants and underwear off and they even sucked his balls together, doing everything they could to make the man that had changed their sex lives feel good.

    "I love that you're such an eager cocksucker now," Kaylee said. Her fingers found their way to Louis's stiff shaft and she stroked him slowly. "In fact, I want to see you worship him all on your own."

    Kaylee moved behind Louis as he situated his body directly in front of Brad. He looked up at the man he'd blown - twice, in fact - a few weeks ago, the man whose cock he'd now fluffed several times, and the man whose cum he'd consumed countless times, and he took Brad's cock in his mouth. He sucked with passion, with desire, with wild abandon. He sucked because he knew it's what his wife wanted. He sucked because it felt right.

    "You're such a good cocksucker," Kaylee said softly. "Such a good little cocksucker for your wife. I fucking love it, Louis. I fucking love that you're such an eager little cocksucking slut for me."

    Louis wasn't sure if it was the dirty talk or the handjob she was giving him, but he was massively aroused. He was worried that Kaylee might actually make him cum, at which point the pleasure he'd take in the evening's activities would evaporate.

    Instead, Kaylee released his cock and stood. She and Brad kissed as Louis continued to fellate the sizable cock in his mouth. He sucked with wild abandon because it's what his wife wanted and because the endless denial really had left him in a place where he just wanted to serve her needs, to make her happy.

    "How about a glass of champagne?" Kaylee asked.

    "I'd love that," Brad replied.

    He pulled out of Louis's mouth and they each grabbed a glass of champagne and sat on the couch.

    "To a blissfully happy year," Kaylee said. They gently clinked their glasses and drank and then Kaylee turned her attention to Louis, pulled her panties aside, and said, "Come worship my pussy, cuckold."

    Louis crawled between his wife's legs and worshiped her pussy while she enjoyed champagne, kisses, and tender dirty talk with her boyfriend. They reminisced about the past year - one filled with the best sex of Kaylee's life, as she made sure to point out - and they talked of a future where Brad would remain her boyfriend and primary sexual partner and Louis would continue to demonstrate what an eager, helpful cuckold he could be.

    "Fluff him," Kaylee instructed after Louis had left her pussy completely soaked.

    He dutifully crawled between Brad's legs and took the big cock in his mouth. He sucked like a good cuckold, like he'd done when sucking Brad off, and he got his wife's boyfriend rock hard once more.

    With their glasses of champagne now empty, Kaylee took her boyfriend's hand and led him into the bedroom. Louis watched his wife crawl into the bed, roll onto her back, and pull her panties off. She tossed them onto the floor and Louis crawled into the bedroom, picked them up, and held them against his nose to inhale the delicate, intoxicating scent of her pussy.

    "Fuck me," Kaylee said. "Fuck me while my husband watches. Show him why he hasn't fucked me in a year and why my pussy has taken your perfect cock so many times in that span."

    Brad crawled into the bed and on top of Kaylee. Louis set his wife's panties down and situated himself at the foot of the bed so he could watch another man's long, thick, bare cock slide into Kaylee's pussy. It remained among his favorite moments to witness each time he was cuckolded, for there was nothing quite like that first penetration.

    Brad filled her with ease and Kaylee wrapped her legs around him before letting out a joyful moan, like the greatest pleasure in the world was having her boyfriend's cock in her slick pussy. They kissed with every inch of his shaft buried deep inside her and then Kaylee parted her legs and said, "Fuck me, Brad."

    He did just that. He fucked her and Louis watched from his knees. He witnessed his cuckolding just like he'd done a year ago and countless times since. He witnessed the bliss of his beautiful wife getting fucked by another man and his cock throbbed painfully while he watched.

    The sex seemed better than usual. Kaylee was louder. Brad fucked her harder. Louis wondered if it was the anniversary, or the beautiful hotel room, or the champagne, or the lingerie, or perhaps a combination of all those things. Whatever the reason, it made watching his wife and her boyfriend fuck even more thrilling than usual and Louis's cock actually began to drip precum onto the carpet as he witnessed their bliss.

    Kaylee came hard as Brad fucked her missionary style and then she flipped him onto his back and impaled her pussy on his thick shaft almost immediately. She sank down and then looked over her shoulder as Louis stared at the sight of her pussy lips stretching so wondrously around the cock inside her.

    "You like watching him fuck me, don't you?" she asked.

    "I really do," Louis replied.

    "You're such a good cuckold," Kaylee said before offering a sweet smile. "Will you do something for me, Louis?"

    He nodded.

    "Will you crawl into the bed and suck on my boyfriend's balls while I ride him? I want him to shoot a nice big load inside me, baby. I want a nice big load for you to enjoy," Kaylee said.

    Louis happily crawled into the bed and settled between Brad's legs. He didn't even question the idea of sucking his balls while Kaylee rode him. He just did it. He took the hairy testicles into his mouth and sucked lustily. Kaylee rode her boyfriend and the bottom of her ass dropped down onto Louis's head over and over, reminding him of his place as her cuckold, for he was a tool she'd put to use to enhance her boyfriend's pleasure.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" Kaylee asked.

    "Fuck yes it does," Brad replied.

    "Will you keep fucking this pussy for another year?" she asked. "Will you keep showing my cuckold husband why I need a man like you in my life? Will you keep fucking me and satisfying my tight little cunt like it needs to be satisfied?"

    "You know I will," Brad answered.

    Kaylee leaned down and Louis heard them kissing. He sucked balls while Kaylee rode her boyfriend wildly, milking his cock with her slick pussy and seemingly helping herself move towards her second orgasm of the night.

    "Cum inside me," she cried out as it seemed they were both nearing their climaxes. "Fuck, Brad, cum inside me!"

    Brad grabbed her ass and his balls jumped in Louis's mouth. The sounds of sex intensified for a few moments and then moans of pleasure filled the room as Brad unloaded inside Louis's wife.

    "I love fucking you," Brad said. "I fucking love fucking you."

    Kaylee laughed and then leaned down to kiss him. "And I love fucking you too." They shared another, deeper kiss as Louis stared at the union of his wife's pussy and her boyfriend's cock and admired how beautiful it looked to see another man inside her.

    "Would you mind giving Louis and me a few minutes?" Kaylee asked softly. "Maybe pour yourself a glass of champagne and gird your strength for round two?"

    "Of course," Brad replied.

    Kaylee lifted her pussy off his cock and Brad got out of the bed and headed for the other room in the suite. He even closed the door for them. Louis figured he'd be cleaning Brad's cock - like he'd done a handful of times already - but it seemed that Kaylee had other plans.

    "Louis, my love," Kaylee said with a smile, "you've been everything I wanted you to be over the past year. I teased you. I denied you. I drove you absolutely crazy, and you did everything I desired, because that's the kind of man you are, aren't you?"

    "Yes," Louis answered as Kaylee spread her legs. He stared at her puffy pussy lips and the thick fluid that had begun to leak out of her.

    "Brad is better than you at fucking me," she said. "He always will be, because you're bad in bed, Louis. If Brad ever decides he's not into me anymore, I'll just find someone else, and he'll fuck me instead of you."

    "I know," Louis replied.

    Kaylee reached down and ran her fingers over her pussy lips, luring Louis's gaze between her legs once more. "You deserve a reward for being so good, Louis. You were denied for a year. I subjected you to all manner of humiliations and you embraced them. You ate Brad's cum out of me. You cleaned his cock with your lovely mouth. You sucked him off for me like you were some sort of whore that I could pimp out to my boyfriend. You were a good cuckold for me."

    "I was," Louis said.

    "Come put your cock inside me," she instructed with a smile. "Fuck me, Louis. Fuck your wife."

    Louis hurriedly moved between her legs and paused with the tip of his cock pressed against her pussy lips. Kaylee smiled and kissed him. Louis plunged inside her and moaned into his wife's mouth. She used the opportunity to offer her tongue and he took it.

    It was like he was having sex for the first time all over again. After a year of denial her pussy felt like the most wondrous thing in the world. Every second he was inside her was pure, perfect, bliss. It was joy unlike any other. It was everything he wanted it to be and so much more.

    Because of that, Louis came quickly. It couldn't have been more than thirty seconds. His whole body vibrated with pleasure as Kaylee wrapped her arms and legs around him and held him close as he expelled his seed into her pussy.

    Louis's orgasm felt like it went on forever, as if a year's worth of denial had left him so pent up the pleasure lasted far beyond his ejaculation. When his body finally stopped trembling he lifted himself up, looked down at Kaylee, smiled, and said, "That was the best sex I've ever had."

    She returned his smile and replied, "It wasn't even close to the best sex I've ever had."

    "I know," Louis said.

    "I'm glad you enjoyed it, though. And just think, one year from now you'll get to have the best sex of your life all over again," she added. "As long as you're a good cuckold, that is."

    She was going to deny him for another year. Another year without sex. Another year of doing every humiliating thing she demanded. Another year of making his fantasy a reality. Another year of intense arousal. Another year of bliss.

    "I'll be a good cuckold," Louis promised. "I'll do anything you want."

    Kaylee smiled and kissed him softly. "I know you will. In fact, you're going to start right now. First you're going to clean my pussy. Then, you're going to get on your knees in front of Brad. You're going to take his cock in your mouth and you're going to suck him like a good cuckold until he's hard for your wife. Then you're going to watch him fuck me again, and again, and again."

    "Yes, I am," Louis replied with a smile.

    He pulled out, laid between her legs, and got to work on cleaning her pussy. He was going to be the good cuckold his wife wanted him to be. He was going to accept another year of denial and humiliation. Of course he was going to do that. The last year of his life had been hugely exciting, and he wanted more. So much more.

    The End.

  
    A Hotwife Gets Dominated - Part 3

    The adventures continue. We've fast-forwarded a week for another meet at the hotel. As with before, his writing is italicized.

    
      
    

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 4 days ago
    

    
      Perfect! It got me all hot and bothered as well, ,so would love to take it further.
    

    
      So let's fast forward one week, to our second encounter, where we find ourselves in the hotel restaurant...
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 4 days ago
    

    I pull up to the hotel and notice the valet glance at my modest cleavage as I step out of the car. I hand him the keys and take the ticket before heading into the lobby. I'm a few minutes early so I slip into the bathroom and stand in front of the mirror.

    I run my fingers over the soft black satin collar and feel a deeply pleasing sensation between my legs. It's like the little strip of fabric is attached to my loins. I smile, though my heart is pounding. It's been a week since we've seen each other and while I'm not quite desperate, I'm close.

    I run my hands down the material of the black dress I bought this week and make sure it looks perfect. I make sure my stockings haven't picked up any runs and then take a deep breath before heading to the restaurant.

    The maître d' takes me to our table and you stand as I come over. You offer a soft kiss on the cheek and whisper, "Your collar looks beautiful," before pulling out my chair and gesturing for me to sit.

    "Thank you, sir," I say in a soft voice. My heart is pounding harder. The feel of your lips against my cheek is all it took.

    You let your fingers drift over the exposed skin of my upper back before returning to your seat.

    "Did you miss me?" you ask as the waiter comes over and pours two glasses of red wine.

    I look at you and smile. "I missed you more than I could possibly explain," I say. "Last week..." I wait for a moment until the waiter finishes pouring. "Last week was an experience unlike any I've ever had. I thought about you every day."

    You smile and raise your glass to offer a toast...

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 3 days ago
    

    
      "To unforgettable experiences!", I say, as I take a sip from my wine.
    

    
      "Now, I have had a look at the menu and selected some things for us to eat, I'm sure you don't mind," I continue, as a waiter already approaches with two starters.
    

    
      "Tell me, Becca. Seeing as you say you have been thinking about me every day... Have you been masturbating?", I ask, while keeping my gaze locked on yours...
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 3 days ago
    

    "I have," I admit as I shift in my seat. I can't tell from the look on your face if it was okay for me to indulge my desires and play with my pussy in the week since we've seen each other.

    "I...I couldn't help it," I say. "I tried to resist for the first few days. I thought I could go the whole week, that it would be more exciting to see you without having had an orgasm, but I couldn't."

    "Why is that?" you ask.

    "By the third day I couldn't concentrate. I couldn't get anything done at work. I was wet all the time, to the point that I soaked my panties through before I even got to work. I ran to the bathroom to try and dry them out and I gave in. I sat in a stall and I masturbated as I thought about you and the things we did. I thought about being with you again, about giving myself to you, and I came."

    I saw you smile. You seemed amused at the notion that I couldn't contain my desire.

    "I wanted to masturbate all the time," I said. "I wanted to satisfy the seemingly bottomless well of desire that last weekend created in me. I didn't, though. I only pleasured myself when I couldn't take it anymore."

    "And how long has it been since you last masturbated?" you ask.

    "Two days," I said.

    "Does that mean you're wet right now, Becca?" you ask.

    I nod.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 2 days ago
    

    
      I sigh and look sternly. "Becca, you can't sit in a fancy restaurant like this with cum-soaked panties. Take them off now!", I say perhaps a bit too loud, so the nice young couple at a neighbouring table can hear.
    

    
      You start to blush, nod and calmly get up, looking around for where the nearest bathroom could be.
    

    
      "Where do you think you are going?", I ask?
    

    
      Embarrassed you mumble, "Euhm, the bathroom, to take off..." "No need for that," I interrupt. "You can take them off right here and hand them to me". Now you are sure, the young couple has noticed. Their conversation has gone quiet, as they are clearly listening in, furtive glances heading your way.
    

    
      "Now, Becca! I don't like to have to wait for you!"
    

    
      You feel your cheeks flush, but try to forget about everyone around you and just focus on me. This is what I want, and it pleases you give me what I want.
    

    
      You stand next to me and hike up your black dress, revealing ever more of your black stockings. Trying to maintain some modesty, you slip your hands underneath your dress, slip off your wet panties and let the bottom of your dress fall down again.
    

    
      I point towards a spot on the table next to me and you quickly deposit the panties there. I carefully and neatly fold them up and say, "You can sit down again now."
    

    
      I smile at you and immediately, you feel tension ebb away from your body.
    

    
      "That's better," I say as you sit down again. You notice the couple a bit further away has been observing your transaction in detail and they whisper something to eachother.
    

    
      "So, Becca, perhaps I should have been clear about this, but I did not realise you were going to be such a slutty girl. You can masturbate all you want, BUT...I don't want you to cum. You only get the priviledge to cum when you are with me or with your husband."
    

    
      "Is that clear?"
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 2 days ago
    

    "Yes," I say. "That's clear."

    I feel a touch embarrassed, mostly at my complete inability to control my desire. There have been times in the past week where it has completely overwhelmed me in a way I'm not at all familiar with.

    I close my eyes for just a moment and smile as I consider the idea that cumming is a privilege, a privilege granted by you.

    You reach out and take my hand in yours. My eyes open and I stare at you. "What are you smiling about?" you ask in a soft, calm voice.

    "You," I say. "Or, really, how happy it makes me to be here with you again. How excited I am because I get to serve you again."

    I notice the a couple sitting nearby look over. I'm talking loud enough for them to hear and I don't particularly care.

    "I can't tell you how much the simple notion of my climaxes being a privilege turns me on. The idea of surrendering something like that to you is intense in the best way possible."

    You smile and run your fingers up the soft, bare skin of my arm. "It's how it should be, isn't it Becca?" you say. "After all, you want to be a good submissive slut for me, don't you?"

    I think of our first interaction. I think of how you promised to train me to be a good submissive slut. I think of how badly I wanted it then. I think of how my desire has grown since then.

    "I do," I say as I stare into your eyes. It feels like my desperation is oozing from every pore. "I want it more than anything in the world."

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 2 days ago
    

    
      Our main dish arrives soon and we dig in, exchanging pleasantries throughout, the occasional double-entendre a promise of things to come.
    

    
      As we wait for dessert to arrive, the couple nearby pays their bill and leaves. "Why don't you move your chair next to me, Becca?"
    

    
      You know it is not a question, but a demand and just the thought of me commanding you to do anything, makes you wet. You are sure you have stained your chair, by now, the fabric of your dress sometimes brushing along your crotch, as you move.
    

    
      You pull your chair next to mine and smile. I lean over to you and whisper, "I would really love a handjob now, Becca, while we wait for dessert to arrive."
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 2 days ago
    

    An intense kind of desire is the first thing I feel as you tell me to pleasure your cock in the restaurant. A touch of fear soon follows it. I've never done something like that in public before.

    Goosebumps raise up on my skin as I feel your breath on my neck.

    "Of course," I say. "It would be my pleasure."

    I do my best to slip my hand under the table and unzip your pants without drawing the suspicion of the other diners. I reach inside and I find your cock in a semi-erect state.

    I bite my lower lip to suppress the moan that wants to escape. Merely touching your cock is enough to thrill me.

    "That's good, Becca," you say. "Very good."

    I stroke you and use my thumb to play with the underside of your cockhead. I gather the little bit of precum that has leaked out and use it to lube you up a little and hopefully provide even more pleasure.

    You smile and close your eyes for a moment. My pussy drips as I see that I'm giving you pleasure.

    I see our waiter approaching with the dessert. I know I can't stop stroking you. I know you told me to give you a handjob and I'm not going to stop until you tell me to.

    I slow my strokes as he drops off the dessert with two fresh sets of silverware. He offers no sense that he knows what I'm doing under the table. I feel so naughty.

    "I suspect you have a little bit of something sweet on your fingers, Becca," you say, referring to your precum. "Would you like to taste it before we eat our dessert?"

    I nod and collect whatever precum I can before pulling my hand from under the table. I hold your gaze as I lick my fingers clean, one by one. I taste your precum and your cock. It makes me want more.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 1 day ago
    

    
      "Good girl," I say as I lovingly stroke your cheek, before tucking away my hard cock and zipping up again. "Now, let's enjoy this fine dessert and then head up to the room."
    

    
      Dessert finished, I tell the waiter to bill the room and then I get up to help you up. I grab your moist panties, which have been on the table throughout dinner and we walk out the restaurant, you following close behind me to the lobby and head towards the elevator.
    

    
      As we wait for the elevator, I smile at you and say, "This elevator will take exactly 17 seconds to reach our floor...if it doesn't stop anywhere. When we get in, I want you to lift your dress up over your fine ass and give me a quick dry hump."
    

    
      A quick panic takes hold of you. "But what if someone else gets on," you think. But you don't want to disobey or disappoint me, so you just nod.
    

    
      The elevator dings and the doors slide open. The mirror-panelled elevator is empty and nobody else is waiting with you, you notice with relief.
    

    
      We both get in and I lean with my back against one of the mirrors, as I push the button for our floor. The door slides shut...
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    Knowing time is of the essence, I throw caution to the wind and pull my dress up, exposing my bare pussy and smooth ass.

    I back up into you and I feel your hard cock press into my ass. I channel my inner stripper and do my best to give what amounts to a standing lap dance.

    Much to my surprise, I find it immensely arousing. It feels naughty to consider that the door might open and someone might see my pussy on display. They might see me being a slut for you. They might see me caring only about making you happy.

    The elevator reaches our floor without incident. It comes to a stop and as the door is about to open I move to step forward and let my dress fall.

    You wrap your arm around my waist and pull me against your body, holding my dress up. There's a couple standing on the other side of the door. They look at me and then stare between my legs. The woman raises a hand to her mouth and takes her husband's hand. They walk away.

    "Good girl," you say.

    You take my hand and lead me out of the elevator. I suppress a wild urge to masturbate right there in the hallway. I feel a hint of wetness seep out of my pussy and run down my leg.

    "You want my cock, don't you?" you say at the door to our room. The key card is in your hand.

    "Yes," I say. "Please." I want you to open the door. I want you to take me inside. I want you to bend me over the bed and fuck me until I gush all over your cock.

    "Take it out," you say. "Take me in your mouth. Show me how badly you want me."

    I glance down the hallway.

    "That doesn't matter," you say. "Show me how badly you want me."

    I unzip your pants and drop to my knees. I pull out your cock and take you in my mouth. I taste you. I savor it.

    Your hand presses on the back of my head. Your cock pushes into my throat. I gag. You hold it there. Just when I feel like I can't breathe, you pull out and slide the key card in. You unlock the door.

    "Inside," you say.

    I enter the room.
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      – to BeccaBellamy sent 1 day ago
    

    
      I follow you in and close the door behind me. My hard cock standing at attention from my unzipped pants.
    

    
      "Go stand at the end of the bed and bend over", I command, as I stroke my throbbing shaft. You quickly do as you are told, glancing back at me with your head on the bed. I can see your desire as you gaze at my veiny shaft.
    

    
      "Lift your dress," I say, and obediently you hike up your dress again, it flips over your ass, making your cheeks jiggle once. You position your black stockinged legs a bit better to give me a perfect view of that round ass and a peek of your pussy lips, which have strings of sticky cream hanging from it.
    

    
      I approach and with one hand rub between your legs, finding you absolutely drenched.
    

    
      "Becca, Becca,...", I whisper, "you little slut. I don't think I have felt you this wet before. You have been craving my cock from the moment you stepped into the hotel, haven't you?" You nod and whimper a soft "yes...please...sir".
    

    
      I keep on rubbing along your lips, easily slipping two fingers in your soaked gash, but quickly withdrawing them again, still stroking my dick with my other hand.
    

    
      "As hot as a bitch in heat, with a desire for nothing more than to be fucked hard...and deep...and long...like the object of sex that you are, hoping to pleasure me enough so I will continue...."
    

    
      "Please, please, please...", is all you can say, as your body twitches and gets warmer with every touch. You take a small, high heeled step back in an attempt to bring your hungry cunt closer to my cock, but a slap on your ass quickly brings you back to your position.
    

    
      "Wait...for..it", I quietly say, as I shake of my shoes, unbuckle my pants and step out of them. Still looking back at me, you finally see my cock again in all its glory. The thick shaft, the fleshy tip, the smooth balls that figured in all your fantasies of the last week. It makes your legs quake.
    

    
      I approach and guide my cock between your ass cheeks and along your pussy lips, lubing myself up with your copious amounts of pussy juice. Your knees buckle slightly at the sensation, you find it difficult to balance on your heels.
    

    
      And then, that fat, hard cock plunges into you, sliding in all the way in one deep thrust.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    I feel more than the pleasure of being penetrated. I feel more than the joy of my pussy stretching out around your beautiful cock.

    I feel a deeply pleasing kind of satisfaction. I feel a week's worth of pent up desire pour out of me as you plunge into my pussy.

    I unleash a loud, wild scream of pleasure as you fill me. I push back on you, meeting each of your thrusts. I relish the sound of our bodies meeting over and over. I relish the sound of my wetness as you fill me.

    "Thank you, thank you," I say. "Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for making me a good little slut for you."

    My legs begin to tremble. "May I cum?" I ask.

    "No, you may not," you say.

    My orgasm is so close. I could let go and feel it rip through my body. I could allow myself to cum and experience the pleasure I've been craving for a week. Masturbating was only a way to stave off the desire. It only delayed it a little. You and your cock are what my body needed. Now I have you inside me and it's agonizing to be told that I can't cum.

    "Please!" I beg. "Please let me cum."

    You reach forward and grab a handful of my hair. You pull back and lift me until my arms are straight and resting on the bed. You continue to pound my pussy.

    "You'll be a good girl and only cum when I've given you permission. Do you understand?" you say.

    "Yes, sir," I reply.

    You maintain your grip on my hair and continue to pummel my pussy. I focus my energy on being a good slut for you. I try to forget about my orgasm. I concentrate on being what you need me to be, on giving you my body.

    You fuck me harder and faster. You pull me up. I turn my head. We kiss deeply as you continue to fuck me.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 23 hours ago
    

    
      I keep my grip on your hair as a leash and with my other hand grab your throat, while my cock effortlessly slides into you again and again. Our skin slaps together time and again, and I occasionally catch a glimpse of my cock, covered in your white cream.
    

    
      I take a step back, let go of you as I slide out. A muffled sigh of disappointment from you, as you loose the object of your pleasure.
    

    
      "Turn around and strip," I order, as I gently rub my cock. You slip out of the dress, revealing your full breasts to me, your cleanly shaven pussy. You notice a first ladder has appeared in your stockings.
    

    
      I approach and kiss you passionately, my hands start playing with your boobs, getting your nipples hard under my fingers. You can feel my cock twitch against your stomach.
    

    
      "On the ground, on your knees, back straight, now," I say and you scramble to obey, looking up at me longingly, my slippery, hard cock now dangling close to your face.
    

    
      "Let's see how much you remember from last week's practice, Becca", I say. "Open your mouth and stick out your tongue".
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 10 hours ago
    

    My pussy tingles with desire as I follow your orders. I look up at you, open my mouth, and stick out my tongue.

    "Good girl," you say.

    Your hands entwine in my hair and you take a tight grip before pushing your cock into my mouth with one swift movement. You reach the back of my throat and I gag for a moment before managing to conquer it. Your cock slides deeper into my throat and I resist the urge to reach between my legs and play with my pussy. I'm soaking wet and I feel deep, surprising sense of arousal as you use my mouth and throat for your pleasure.

    You pull out and I gasp for air as a long string of saliva runs from my lower lip to the tip of your cock. "You're getting better, Becca," you say.

    I looked up at you and the satisfied smile on your face makes my heart soar and my pussy gush. I've made you happy.

    "Stick out your tongue," you say.

    I do as I'm told and you slap your dick against it. I flinch a little each time. You miss slightly with one slap of your dick and hit my cheek. The wet mixture of saliva and precum on your dick smears on my skin. I moan.

    "You like that?" you ask.

    I look up at you and nod.

    "You really are turning into a slut," you say.

    I nod again.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 10 hours ago
    

    
      I slap my dick against your cheek once, twice more. Then a few taps on the other cheek, a little flinch following every slap. Your tongue darts out after every slap, trying to catch some of the spit and precum, like an addict looking for her next fix.
    

    
      Then, I grab your hair again and shove my cock down your throat once again. I hold it there and feel your throat convulse around me shaft, as if you are trying to milk it. An exquisite feeling. You gag and saliva drips from the corners of your lips. You try to pull back, but I hold you there for 5 seconds, that might as well feel like 5 minutes for you.
    

    
      And then I release. You gasp for air again as more drool flows from your lips. Your eyes are watering, ruining your make-up and you breathe in, air flowing into your longs, sending heat all through your shivering body.
    

    
      A puddle is beginning to form on the carpet between your legs, long lines of your cream running down from your pussy lips.
    

    
      "5 Seconds...not bad, you filthy girl," I say, as I stroke my cock, lubricating it fully with your wetness. "Tell you what, if you can hold it for seven, I will let you make yourself cum."
    

    
      "Ready?", I ask, as I one-handedly guide my thick cock towards your mouth...
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 9 hours ago
    

    I nod and your cock disappears into my mouth once more. You hold it there. My mind is awash in arousal and I can't begin to try and count the seconds.

    I gag and you pull out. "Close, but not quite there," you say.

    You shove your cock in my throat once more. My chin is completely coated in saliva. Some of it has dripped onto my breasts and legs.

    I gag again and you pull out. "You're getting so close, Becca. You're so close to your orgasm. You just have to hold it a little longer," you say.

    You push your cock in my mouth and deep into my throat. My nose presses against your pubic area. I feel your balls on my chin. All I want is permission to reach between my legs and play with my pussy. I want to be able to cum. I want that release.

    I gag and you pull out again. "Six seconds. I guess you're not quite there yet, are you my dirty little girl."

    "Please, I can do it," I say. My voice is a little hoarse from having your cock buried in my throat. "Please, I can hold it for seven seconds. Please."

    "You had your chance to earn your orgasm, Becca, and you failed," you say as you rub your cock over my face. "Don't worry, though. You'll get another chance."

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 9 hours ago
    

    
      I look at you, my obedient play-thing. You look magnificent on your knees, your hair a mess, your make-up smeared across your face, saliva covering you from your chin to your perky breasts and staining your once-perfect stockings. You breathe deeply, exhausted from having my cock shoved down your throat repeatedly, eager to keep me there, your pussy dripping in anticipation.
    

    
      "On the bed now, on your back, ass on the edge," I command. You immediately scramble to get up, but you are slightly light-headed still from the lack of oxygen and from the exertion, and your legs wobbly under your high heels. I think you are almost going to buckle, so I grab your arm and help you up. We exchange a brief, loving smile and I kiss you on your saliva-coated lips passionately, my warm hand caressing your neck.
    

    
      As our lips part, I whisper, "You are doing great...", as I gently push you down on the bed. I unbutton my shirt as I stand over you and I can see from the twinkle in your eye, that you are happy to see me fully naked again.
    

    
      I push your legs apart with one hand, bend my knees to get level with your ass and guide my cock between your legs. I rub the fleshy tip along your slippery pussy lips, slap my cock against your clit. Strands of your cream attach themselves to my shaft, as I play with your slit, trailing all along from top to bottom. My dick then pushes slightly against your asshole and I can feel your ass resist the pressure. You look up at me in adoration, as I play with you.
    

    
      My cock slides up again and finds the warm wetness of your pussy. I glide into you, just a bit more than the tip, and pull out again. I rub your clit with my fingers as my cock dangles before your cunt. You wiggle your ass a bit more of the bed, an inch closer to me.
    

    
      "Don't think I don't notice, you are trying to get your hungry pussy filled, my little whore. All good things come to those who wait, even a little cum junky like you."
    

    
      I reach towards your breasts, massage them with my hands, pinch the nipples. Leaning over you like this, you can feel my cock against the entrance of your pussy again and just when you think this is just another cruel tease, I plunge into you.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 9 hours ago
    

    Your teasing leaves me in a state of heightened lust, so when your cock plunges inside me I unleash a deep groan of pleasure. My mind flashes to the way you teased my asshole and my heart pounds with a mixture of fear and lust as you pound my pussy.

    You pinch my nipples hard and twist them ever so slightly. The sensations rush down my body and between my legs, enhancing each thrust of your cock into my pussy.

    "How does it feel to be a good little whore for me?" you ask.

    You pinch my nipples harder and I cry out in pleasure.

    "I love being your little whore," I say. "I love being your slut. I love giving you what you desire. I love that you tease me and toy with me and play with me."

    Your fingers trace over the flesh of my breast, up my chest, and wrap around my neck. You apply gentle pressure as you fuck me harder. You lean closer as your cock slides in and out of my slick, creamy cunt.

    "I'm going to make you the perfect submissive slut for me, Becca," you say.

    I have to work not to cum. I want to. I'm right on the brink, but I know I can't without your permission. It's the idea of being molded into your perfect submissive slut that pushes me to the edge of climax. It's the idea of surrendering to you when we meet, of stepping out of my normal life and into this world of pleasure that you've created.

    "Is that what you want, Becca?" you ask. "Do you want to be a good submissive slut for me?"

    "Yes. Please. Make me into your perfect little sex toy," I say.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 8 hours ago
    

    
      My cock is pummeling you further into submission, as all concept of time drowns into a frenzy of bodies slapping into each other, my dick ripping pleasure from your cunt with every thrust. I can feel your pussy contracting faster and faster, can feel you won't be able to contain an orgasm much longer, despite your best efforts.
    

    
      "Very well then, my little whore," I say as I slip my cock out of you and lift myself off you. "Cum for me, present me your beautiful orgasm", I command as I slap my hand against your bald, sweaty pussy. My fingers flick your clit with every stroke. I can see you start to convulse and I insert three fingers into your slit, to pull the orgasm out of you, while my pinky probes your tight asshole, slippery with your juices.
    

    
      "Cum for me, Becca!"
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 8 hours ago
    

    My pussy is alive with pleasure. It spreads from my clit and soon envelopes my body. I closed my eyes and hold my breath as my orgasm approaches.

    The addition of your slippery finger in my asshole offers an entirely new sensation. I've never let a man back there, even with his finger, and yet I find it intensifying my experience.

    "I'm cumming!" I cry out as you work my pussy and ass with your skilled fingers. "I'm cumming!" I scream louder.

    The pleasure explodes from my pelvis and rushes outwards. My fingers and toes tingle. For a moment the world goes white and all sound drops out. For a moment I feel like I'm going to pass out.

    Then I remember to breathe. I open my eyes and I smile without trying to. I smile because I'm experiencing the purest kind of joy.

    "Thank you," I say. It's two simple words, but there's so much behind it. There's genuine gratitude. There's a deep desire to show you my gratitude. There's the knowledge that you make me cum harder than any man ever has. There's the knowledge that you make me cum far harder than my husband, which only serves to arouse me more.

    "Thank you so much," I say.

    "You're welcome, my little whore," you say.

    I look at your cock. It's still slick with cream from my pussy. It's still throbbing. I smile. My orgasm is only a small part of my pleasure for the evening. Yours is equally as thrilling for me, if not more so.
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      – to BeccaBellamy sent 8 days ago
    

    
      "But I am not done with you yet," I continue, as you are lying there, squirming like a cat in heat. I slap your tits, flick your nipples until they are flushed red and reaching for the sky and dive back in between your legs with my slick fingers. My three fingers are greedily accepted in your wet, hungry snatch and you moan as I massage along the inner walls of your pussy.
    

    
      I insert a fourth finger, teasing, probing, twisting my fingers around inside you, looking for the pleasure, that I know is still hiding in your body, waiting to bubble up. I fingerfuck you hard with my thumb working along your now engorged clit, my other hand around your satin collar, grabbing the O-ring.
    

    
      "You wanted to cum so badly, didn't you, my pretty toy. Well, now you have permission to cum. I am going to rip orgasm after orgasm out of you, until you beg me to stop". With loud sloppy noises, my fingers rapidly probe down, the palm of my hand slapping against your saturated pussy lips with every stroke.
    

    
      My cock has remained rock hard throughout all this. You want to grab it, feel it, taste it, do something with it, but my hands keep you pinned down on the bed, working your sweaty body. Your pussy starts to feel a bit sore from the rough handling it is getting, but a feeling of exctasy accompanies the surrender that you experience, my fingers inside you, my thumb teasing your clit, making it extremely sensitive as blood rushes into the little knob of pleasure.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 8 days ago
    

    I open my mouth to try and say something, but nothing comes out. All that I release is a low, long moan of the purest joy. It feels good to have your fingers probing my pussy. I'm soaking wet and I can feel them sliding in with ease. I can feel my body twitching every time you rub my clit. I can feel the little electric pulses of pleasure running all throughout my nervous system as you build an intense kind of joy inside me.

    I experience another orgasm. I throw my arms out to my sides. My body is splayed out on the bed with your fingers still buried inside me.

    "Please," I say, but I'm not entirely sure if I'm begging you to stop or to continue. My head rolls from side to side as you continue to work my cunt like it's your property.

    You push your fingers in deeper, achieving a wondrous sense of fullness that makes me groan. I arch my back a little and another orgasm rips through me as your thumb continues to assault my clit.

    "Do you want more?" you say.

    I shake my head. I feel like I can't take any more. I can't take the relentless work of your fingers. I can't take the intense feelings between my legs.

    "I want you," I say.

    "What do you want, Becca?" you ask.

    "I want your cock inside me, sir," I say.

    I do. I want it inside me. I want it in my body. I want you to fill me, to fuck me. I want you to assert your dominance over me and penetrate me.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 8 days ago
    

    
      I crawl on the bed next to you, my fingers still working their way in and out of your soppy cunt and move my head between your legs, as my cock comes dangling teasingly close to your face.
    

    
      Your scent is powerful and sweet, as my mouth approaches your pussy. Your beautiful pussy lips, open like flower petals are just covered in stickiness, rivulets of cum dripping out in a continous slow trickle.
    

    
      I run my tongue along your soft, sensitive lips, tasting you, thick and sweet, all the way to the point where your lips meet and your enlarged clitoris is peeking out from under its fleshy hood. My tongue flicks along your clit, again sending shudders of pleasure through you, making you claw at the bedding underneath you.
    

    
      You open your legs wider for me, pleading again, "I want you". My fingers are still inside you, fucking you slow and deep. As my tongue starts to work on your clit, I slowly add my thumb to the rest of my digits penetrating you. Even though you are well lubricated, your pussy walls straining against my hand, as my fingers, all digits together making a point, probe you. Your clit is my newest plaything and I lick and nibble on that now oversensitive bit of your flesh with exuberance, making you jolt every few seconds.
    

    
      My hand is slowly sliding deeper into your wet cunt, up to the third joint and I keep pushing. You moan and open your mouth in another silent scream of pleasure and discomfort. You want to ask me to stop, but then some part of you wants to see what will happen, what other unknown pleasures you can show me. Your pussy has definitely never had anything so thick in it as all my fingers at once.
    

    
      You almost forget about my beautiful cock dangling in front of your face, especially with your eyes closed in near extascy, when all of a sudden you feel me press the soft tip of my cock against your mouth.
    

    
      Greedily, you take me in before I can take this bounty away from you again.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 7 days ago
    

    I swallow as much of your cock as I can take without gagging. I savor the taste and the way your thickness forces me to stretch my lips wider than any man I've ever been with.

    You pull your fingers from my pussy and offer a brief respite before penetrating me once again. I groan around your cock as I feel that sense of discomfort of being opened in a way I've never been opened before, and yet I want more of it. I want you to take me, to fill me, to stretch me like no man has stretched me before. I want you to show me what it's like to go far beyond the limits I've always set for myself.

    I deepthroat your cock as you push deep inside me once more. I hold you in my throat and unleash a guttural moan as my pussy resists opening for the widest part of your hand. You flick your tongue over my clit and apply gentle, steady pressure. I can hear my heart pounding in my chest. I can feel the wetness gushing from my pussy and around your hand.

    "Open for me, Becca," you say. "Give yourself to me."

    I let your cock slip from my mouth for a moment, take a deep breath, and feel your hand slip inside me. I shudder as you work my clit. I take the head of your cock in my mouth and I suck on it gently. You hold your hand inside me for a few moments as you lick my clit.

    I experience a sensation of what strikes me as the purest, most beautiful kind of bliss. This is why I wanted to explore my submissive side. This is why I wanted to discover the joys of kinky play. I've never been with a man that would attempt such a thing, and now I have your beautiful cock in my mouth and your hand in my pussy and I've never been so aroused.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 6 days ago
    

    
      "That's it," I say encouragingly, "well done, my little slut. Now doesn't that feel nice to have so much of me, filling you up. Look how wet you are...".
    

    
      I lick the copious amounts of cum that are flowing along my hand with every, gentle turn of my fingers deep in you, the strings of cream dripping along your clit. I hover my cock over your mouth, letting you work your lips over the sensitive soft skin of the tip of my cock, guiding your tongue to lick my veiny shaft from the tip all the way down to my balls, which are wet from your drool.
    

    
      It's a moment of caring, gentle bliss in a sea of wild, animalistic fucking, our sweaty bodies connecting, your boobs and hard nipples sliding along my stomach, as we writhe against each other.
    

    
      I push my hand deeper into you, feeling the strain as I reach for the bottom of your cunt, you moan, the disconfort off-set by a new wave of pleasure as my fingers push against your G-spot, my tongue relentlessly torturing your clit in the best possible way. I feel you convulse around my hand, your mouth half-way opens and a big sigh escapes you, as I tear another explosive orgasm from your body, making you quiver on the by now soaked sheets.
    

    
      I slide my cum-drenched hand out of your pussy, it pulses and convulses as I slip out, as if it has a life of its own, begging to be filled again. I veer up, sitting with my knees on the bed, your head between my legs, my hard, wet cock twitching over your face.
    

    
      You look at me with tearful, adoring eyes, breathing heavily and whisper "Please don't stop!"
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 6 days ago
    

    You reach down and run your fingers through my hair. A warm, loving smile crosses your face as the twitching between my legs finally begins to relent.

    For a moment I feel like I'm your possession in a way that I love. My head rests between your legs as you kneel above me. I can feel the warmth emanating from your cock and your beautiful balls. Your touch is gentle and reassuring, like you're in complete control and I needn't worry, like I can be confident in completely giving myself over to you.

    Your touch turns from soft to authoritative as you twist your fingers in my hair and say, "Open up."

    I open my mouth and your cock slides past my lips and into my throat. You hold it there as I close my lips around your thick erection and use my tongue to work the shaft. I look up at you and see how much my willingness to offer up my body turns you on. I'm willing to let you hold your cock in my throat until it feels like I can't breathe. I'm willing to let you do as you please because I trust you, because I've given myself to you.

    "Do you want to please me, Becca?" you ask.

    "Yes, sir, I do. More than anything," I answer. Even saying it fills me with submissive pleasure.

    "Roll onto your side," you say.

    I roll onto my side facing you. Your cock brushes against my lips. You tighten your grip on my hair. "Open up," you say.

    I open up and you slide your cock into my mouth once more. You push it into my throat, but you don't hold it there. Instead, you gently fuck my face. In and out your cock moves, like you were fucking my pussy. You find a steady rhythm and you hold it.

    "That's a good little slut," you say before raising your other hand and bringing it down on my ass.

    You spank me hard enough that I scream in pain around your cock. It seems to please you, like the vibrations of my throat make your dick feel better.

    "That's a good girl," you say. "Take it."

    You spank me again. I scream again. The more my ass stings the more my pussy drips.

    You pull your cock out and I gasp for air. You pull my head closer and say, "Suck my balls, slut."

    I take your balls into my mouth. I suck them voraciously. I cover them in my spit. I taste your manhood. I inhale your scent. I quiver with pleasure.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 5 days ago
    

    
      While you lick, spit and drool over my balls and shaft, I continue to spank your ass, slow, regular slaps, until your ass starts to turn a rosy red. My hands wander across your curvy hips, as you continue to worship my balls, my cock twitching in tune with your tongue at the attention that is lavished upon them.
    

    
      I grab your full boobs in my hands, cupping those juicy tits in my hands, playing with your erect nipples, gently pulling and twisting, as they run along my fingers. I bend over, shoving my crotch deeper onto your face, your nose buried in my balls, your tongue licking every bit of my sensitive skin that it can reach, as my mouth locks on your right nipple. I suck, I lick, I bite, teasing the sensitive nipple to respond to my attention.
    

    
      I come up again, slapping your nipples, twisting them hard this time to make you jolt, your muffled moans between my legs. I readjust slightly, feel your tongue greedily travel all along my thick cock from the balls all the way up to the tip. I then shuffle off the edge of the bed and pull you along, so your head dangles over the edge, your back flat on the bed.
    

    
      I hover just in front of your lips. You lick them in anticipation, you stare up at me with pleading eyes.
    

    
      "Do you want to earn another orgasm, you filthy slut? Is your cunt so insatiable?," I ask. "7 seconds...can you do it?", I continue, as I grab my cock and guide it between your waiting lips.
    

    
      The position of your head now matches the curve of my cock and your mouth easily accomodates me. I push into you teasingly slow and as my dick slides into your throat, it acquires effort to suppress your first gag. I pull out again, your saliva coating the retreating shaft. Then I plunge in again, this time faster and just a bit deeper into your throat. You almost have all of me inside your mouth and you love the feeling, you love the sight of watching my cock disappear between your lips, as I build up a tempo.
    

    
      "Play with yourself, Becca. Show me how you masturbate when you are thinking of me," I whisper as I fuck your throat. "Bring yourself to the edge for me..."
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    I reach between my legs and play with my soaking wet pussy as I relish the feeling of your cock sliding in and out of my throat.

    "That's a good girl," you say as you watch my legs begin to tremble with pleasure as my fingers dance over my clit. "Play with your tight little pussy for me."

    You grasp my breasts and pull on my nipples. You squeeze them tight enough that I can't help but unleash a moan of pain as your cock fills my throat. I gag a little and you pull out. Some of the thick saliva from deep in my throat drips onto my face.

    I look up at you as I continue to masturbate. You smile as your cock throbs inches from my lips. "Please, fuck my throat," I say. "I want to cum. Please. Bury your cock in my throat. I can do it. I can make it to 7 seconds."

    You smile and rub the slippery, saliva-coated head of your cock over my chin before pushing it in my mouth once more. I suppress my gag reflex after an instant and you hold every inch of your beautiful dick in my throat as you pull on my nipples. The discomfort of effectively choking on your cock mixes with the pain of the nipple play and the pleasure of my fingers working my clit and I reach a place of joyous submissive bliss.

    "Cum for me, Becca," you say as you pull your cock out. I was a good girl. I held it for 7 seconds.

    I rub my clit furiously as you return to fucking my throat and playing with my breasts. My legs kick out and my toes curl. I experience a mind-bending orgasm as your cock continues to move in and out of my mouth. It only enhances my pleasure. I unleash a joyful scream around your dick and I manage to catch a smile cross your face.

    "Good girl," you say.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 5 days ago
    

    
      It excites me to see your sweaty body, twisted in extascy beneath me and I feel I am about to explode in you. I arch into you with each thrust, as I fuck your mouth as deep as I can, wanting to shoot my cum down your warm and convulsing throat. You gurgle and gag as I plunge into you again and again, my shaft just covered in your stringy saliva, your eyes are watering, your make-up long ruined, my balls slapping against your face as my dick disappears into you time and again.
    

    
      You can feel my veiny cock is starting to throb, you can taste my precum in your mouth. Black spots start to dance before your eyes as I power into you again and again, giving you only the briefest of moments to gasp for air, your jaw hurting from the constant stretching.
    

    
      I grunt, push my crotch into your face one final time and with a shudder, I come. My semen shoots into your mouth, slams into your throat and making you gag. I pull out, furiously jerk my cock as squirt after squirt of my white, thick cum hits you on your chin, your neck, all over your sweaty full tits and on your heaving stomach.
    

    
      "Fuck!", I scream in pleasure as I keep jerking every last drop of cum out my rock hard cock onto your face.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    I swallow every drop of cum you leave in my mouth. I feel like a cum-hungry whore in that moment, like a girl in a porn video that acts as if her man's seed is the most delicious thing she's ever tasted.

    I smile in pure delight as I feel the warm, thick shots of your seed land on my breasts, neck, and face. I instinctively reach up and run my fingers through it, rubbing your cum into my skin and lifting my fingers to my mouth and sucking them clean so I can taste more of you.

    "Thank you, sir," I say.

    I smile as I feel a genuine thrill at thanking you for giving me the chance to taste your cum, for leaving some of it my breasts and face. I like the way it feels against my skin. I like that it feels as though you've marked me as yours. Most of all, I love that I made you cum. I love that I gave you pleasure.

    I reach back and pull you closer so I can run my tongue along the underside of your still-throbbing cock. I lick the last little drop of cum from the tip as I look up at you while my head hangs off the edge of the bed.

    You smile down at me, seemingly willing to let me do as I please in that moment. I reach back to pull you even closer. I gently suck on your balls, giving each a little time in my mouth. I let my tongue dance over that little spot between your balls and asshole and I feel splendidly naughty.

    By the time you step away I feel arousal coursing through my body once more. You have me sit up and I spin around to smile at you.
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      – to BeccaBellamy sent 5 days ago
    

    
      "That was good, Becca. Very good even. You are a fast learner," I say as I run my fingers through your messy hair and along your face, smeared in mascara and saliva.
    

    
      I pull you off the bed and command, "Stand up and let me look at you". You do as I obey, suddenly very aware of how you must look: out of breath, sweat covering your skin, your ass still glowing from the spanking, your pussy juices running along your legs and down the black stockings, now ripped in several places.
    

    
      My cock has gone limp for now and I turn away towards where my clothes are piled on the ground. "Stay!", I say without looking back at you. I get out my phone and walk back, holding it up to snap some photos of you.
    

    
      You flinch for a moment, but then you relax. This is just one more way I take possession of you, in your most intimate moments.
    

    
      "Pose for me, you little slut. Give me some nice shots to look back at during the week...", I smile.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    I smile and turn to the side, offering you a view of my rosy red ass and lifting my arm to cover my breasts in a fetching way as I smile for you. You snap a picture and I feel a rush of pleasure at knowing that you now possess an image of me that could theoretically last forever.

    I fall to my hands and knees, facing you. I look up at the camera and smile before flashing a lusty, come-fuck-me look. You snap another picture and say, "Very good, Becca. Show me another pose."

    I move to my knees and grasp my breasts. I run my fingers through the sweat and cum that coats them and I gently pull on my nipples as I look at the camera. You snap another picture.

    I move to my back and spread my legs. You come closer and lift your phone high in the air to get a view of me from above. I put a finger in my mouth and gently suck on it while I move my other hand between my legs and push two fingers into my pussy. You snap another picture and then place your phone on the nightstand.

    "You're having fun, aren't you?" you ask.

    I nod and say, "I can't even explain how much I love this."

    You smile as your eyes wander over my body. I feel like you're admiring your property and I enjoy it quite a lot.

    "What have you enjoyed the most, Becca?" you ask.

    The answer pops into my head immediately. "Making you cum," I say. "And getting to swallow for you. I love that I have some of your cum inside me now. I don't know why, but I love it so much."

    "It's because you know that a good slut craves her man's cum," you say.

    I close my eyes and moan. I know you're right and it turns me on.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 5 days ago
    

    
      The sight of you masturbating in front of me makes my cock twitch again. Your legs spread wide, two fingers sliding in and out of that bald pussy, your excited breathing makes your boobs jiggle.
    

    
      I step to the edge of the bed, grab my stiffening cock and run it along your pussy. You open your eyes and immediately start smiling, your fingers, seconds ago plunging in between your pussy lips, eagerly grab my semi-hard cock and start to play with the sensitive knob.
    

    
      "Please sir, can I get you hard again? I would love for you to fuck me again tonight." I nod.
    

    
      You sit up and stick your fingers back inside your wet cunt, collecting your lubricant and smear it along my thick shaft. You then grab my cock and start jerking it slowly, all the while looking up at me, biting your lip. Wet noises accompany your massage, as you feel me rising and becoming firm again underneath your touch.
    

    
      You lean forward to kiss my stomach, one hand still working its way up and down my veiny member, the long fingers of your other hand, gently running along the bottom of my shaft and teasingly playing with my balls.
    

    
      I sigh and say, "That's very good, my pet. VERY good." I close my eyes, clearly enjoying your attentions and run my hands through your hair. Soon, you see a first drop of precum appearing on the glistening cockhead.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 4 days ago
    

    I collect your precum on the tip of my finger and lift it to my lips. I part them slowly and lick up the slippery, sweet juice as I look up at you.

    "You taste so good," I say as I play with your beautiful cock.

    You run your fingers through my hair again. Your touch makes me feel safe and emboldens me to give myself to you, to dedicate my body to your pleasure.

    I slide off the edge of the bed and sink to my knees in front of you. I stroke your cock and move my lips closer. I look up at you.

    "May I worship your cock, sir?" I ask.

    You smile and gently nod.

    I wrap my lips around your beautiful cock. I take you into my throat. I suck you voraciously. I suck you because I want to make you feel good. I suck you because I want to feel good and I know that once you're hard and overcome with lust you'll fill me again. You'll fuck me like the slut I've become for you. You'll give me what I need, what I crave more than anything.

    "That's a good girl," you say.

    I hold your cock in my throat for a short spell before pulling back. I rub my lips over the saliva-coated head and then kiss my way down the shaft. I drop lower and suck on your balls. I think of you offering me another load at some point. I feel desperate for it.

    I stroke your cock as I'm sucking your balls. I look up at you with a kind of desperation in my eyes. I'm enthralled with you and the pleasure you show me.

    I release your balls from the wet grasp of my lips and kiss my way up the shaft of your cock. I kiss and lick the head. I enjoy the way my tongue makes you smile.

    "I love your cock, sir," I say.

    You smile and run your fingers through my hair.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 4 days ago
    

    
      I grab the O-ring on your collar and command, "Stand up!" You quickly rise to your feet and with one finger, swipe away the little trail of saliva that runs from the corner of your mouth.
    

    
      "On the bed, kneel and turn around. Show me that lovely ass of yours, my little whore," I order. My words make you hot with anticipation. You will feel my cock inside you again tonight, another treat for being such a good girl. You swiftly assume the position, wiggling your ass in front of me, biting your lip in anticipation as i kneel on the bed behind you.
    

    
      You feel the tip of my cock against your ass cheeks, a few short slaps, that only heighten your anticipation. I run my cock between them, the shaft that you returned to its now familiar hardness, pushing and sliding against your pussy lips. The tip teasing against your clit and slinking against your smooth pubis. You expect to feel my cock slide into you again any second now and moan with anticipation. You can hardly imagine yourself getting any wetter, but your feel the moistness accumulate against your legs.
    

    
      I move my cock back up, teasing your pussy, but continue back towards your ass. You feel a sudden pressure against your asshole again, at the same time exhilirating and frightening.
    

    
      "Do you let your husband fuck you in the ass, Becca?," I ask. "Have you let any man fuck your tight ass before?" You shiver and softly and ashamed say, "No, sir. Earlier, when you pushed your finger in me, was my first ever anal experience."
    

    
      "I thought so," I respond, running circles around your asshole with my cock, precum trailing little wet lines along it. "We will have to work on that, Becca, because I would love to fill up your ass with my cock." More pressure against your tight muscle, as I continue, "But it IS very tight..." and with those words, I unexpectedly slide my thick, hard shaft underneath you and into your dripping snatch, going balls deep in one swift movement.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 4 days ago
    

    Despite my fear of the pain of being taken anally, the idea of surrendering my ass to you leaves me tingling with desire. When your cock plunges into my pussy I cry out in pleasure. It feels so good.

    There's something about being on my hands and knees as you take me that I love. My husband doesn't fuck me in that position. He doesn't like it and for some reason I don't really like it with him.

    It's different with you. I love it with you. I feel like I'm submitting to you when you take me from behind. I feel like i want to cum the moment your cock slides into me. I feel like you get so deep inside me.

    "Fuck me," I say. "Fuck me. Please, fuck me."

    I feel like I'm babbling. The deeper and harder you pound me the better it feels. My tits bounce with every thrust. Your body slams into mine and the sounds of our flesh slapping together fills the room.

    You smack my ass, once on each cheek. I cry out and throw my head back. The pleasure is so intense.

    You run your thumb down my ass crack and rub in gentle circles around my asshole. "Are you going to give me your asshole, Becca?" you ask. "Are you going to be a good girl and let me take your ass during one of our meetings?"

    "Yes!" I say.

    The idea fills me with a kind of arousal I don't entirely understand. It's deep and beautiful and it makes my heart flutter. I know it's tight back there. I know it's going to hurt, and yet I want you to have my ass.

    You press your thumb against my asshole as you fuck my pussy. I feel my body resisting you, and yet my excitement grows.

    "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I scream as I push back to meet your thrusts. "Harder, please, fuck me harder."

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 3 days ago
    

    
      I slip out of you and leap on the bed, positioning my legs on either side of you, ready to ride you like a horse in heat. I smack your ass to make you stick it out a bit higher and then shove my cock back into.
    

    
      "Like this, my little whore. Is this how you prefer to feel my cock, grinding into you?, I say, as I reach my hands around and put my fingers in your half open, drooling mouth, using it to grab hold of your head. You buck under my thrusts, my dick bottoming out on you, kicking your cervix with every push. Pain and pleasure courses through you again, a now familiar feeling, where you don't really now where one begins and the other ends.
    

    
      Gagging sounds emit from your mouth, as I spread your mouth open with my hands, like a cowboy holding the leash of his horse. It feels like I am going to split you apart, your pussy is starting to feel sore, even with the copious amounts of cum you keep producing. You are positively gushing, your legs wet, the bedding soaked and you feel another orgasm coming.
    

    
      Only at the last second, you realise in fear that you haven't asked permission, and in between your screams of pleasure, you beg, "please...I...can't... stop...myself...cumming..."
    

    
      "Then cum all over my dick, my little cock loving whore. I let go of your mouth and you slump down, legs quivering, knees buckling...
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 3 days ago
    

    I hear a beautiful ringing in my ears as my world shrinks down to just the sensations happening between my legs. I scream as an orgasm rips through my while you continue pounding my pussy.

    "That's it," you say as your thrusts pound my cervix. "Cum like a good little whore. Cum on my cock like the dirty little slut you are."

    The orgasm seems to last forever. My legs twitch and a sense of weakness spreads through my body. I feel like I can barely hold myself up. Saliva drips out of my mouth and onto the bed. Juices run down my legs.

    "Thank you for letting me cum," I say. "Thank you for making me cum so hard."

    My heart is pounding so hard it feels like it's going to leap out of my chest. You bury your cock inside me and reach down to grab a handful of my hair. You pull back hard and rise up to my hands and knees once more.

    You lean closer and I feel your warm skin against my sweaty back. "Has your husband ever made you cum like that?" you ask.

    "No. Never," I say. "No man has ever made me cum like that."

    You pull out and slam your cock back inside my slippery pussy. I grunt at the pain of such swift, hard, deep penetration.

    "You're mine, aren't you Becca?" you ask.

    "Yes, sir," I say. "I'm yours. I'm your little fuck slut. I'm your cock whore. I'm yours for as long as you want me."

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 2 days ago
    

    
      I pound you mercilessly, you grind against me with endless hunger for more of my cock. Sweat covers our body from the extertion, but we are both caught up in lust and keep going, even though our muscles burn.
    

    
      Pumping, thrusting, grabbing, loud slapping of my groin against your ass. I grunt, "Ready for more of my cum?"
    

    
      You scream and plead, "yes, yes,yes!" as I keep slamming into you. Your pussy is sore, your clit engorged, your cunt quivers, depositing a thick layer of white cream all over my shaft.
    

    
      I grunt, you feel my cock pulse inside you, before I pull out, shooting another load of hot cum all over your ass and back, hovering over you.
    

    
      I slump down on the bed next to you, and slap your ass playfully. "That was amazing, Becca. You are such a good girl," I breathe heavily.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    I smile and reach back. I run my fingers through your cum and bring them to my lips. I look into your eyes as I suck them clean and taste your seed. I swallow it greedily.

    "You taste good," I say.

    You reach up, caress my sweat-soaked hair, and say, "You're insatiable, aren't you?"

    "You've made me that way," I reply. "I wasn't this way before I met you. I've always enjoyed sex, but it's never been like this. This is something else entirely."

    I soak in your smile before you say, "This is because I've unleashed the real you. I've helped set free the part of you that craves something more than vanilla sex."

    "Thank you for that," I say. "I really do love the idea of being trained to please you. Just thinking about it makes me quiver. It feels like it connects with my sexuality in a deep way that I've never experienced before. It's incredible."

    "What does your husband think about all of this?" you ask.

    "He's cumming harder than he ever has, too," I say as I think of the orgasms my husband has enjoyed while I've told him about our exploits.

    "That's good," you say. "That's very good. Does that mean he'll enjoy me being the first man to take your ass?"

    I nod as I feel a shiver of pleasure.

    "Good girl," you say.

    "I want to give you everything," I say. "Whatever you want." 
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      – to BeccaBellamy sent 3 days ago
    

    
      My cock has gone flaccid by now, but I get closer to you and start caressing all along your body. My hands along your neck, a short squeeze of your throat, while I look into your eyes. Sliding further down, I cup your breasts, play with them, rolling your nipples between my fingers. I love to see them respond to my touch, getting big and hard. I take one in my mouth and put my teeth on the fleshy knob, pulling and biting gently, as the tip of my tongue flicks against it.
    

    
      You moan in response. Your nipples are so sensitive by now, that the merest touch is enough to send shivers of pleasure along your spine. I love to see you respond to my touch like this, just letting me use your body in whatever way I see fit.
    

    
      I continue to play with your nipples for a while and then start kissing down along your stomach, my tongue tastes the sweat that covers you from our extensive fuck session, your stomach muscles flex with the slightest touch of my tongue and lips. I have set every nerve ending you have on fire, reacting to my merest touch with anticipation of more pleasure.
    

    
      My hands reach further down, slide along your smoothy shaven pubis and you open your legs slightly in expectation, eager for my touch on your clit. You halt your breath for a second, but then my hands just move away from your wet pussy, one hand moving along each leg, softly massaging you all along the way down to your feet. You feel another strange mixture of feelings, both relaxed at my soothing handling of your body, yet tense with expectation. You admire my body, spread out against yours, my broad shoulders, my tattooed back, my great-looking ass, my beautiful cock, soft for now. You feel desire rise again.
    

    
      I am right, you realise. You have become insatiable and you can't stop thinking about sex when you are around me, an endless craving. The thought of having me fuck your ass is scary, but exciting. A new submission to experience.
    

    
      You wish this night could last forever. You secretly hope that I will not prolong the wait and shove my cock in your ass right now. You briefly think about meeting up again the next night already, leave your husband to sleep alone in your bed for another night. You yearn for my cock inside your every hole now...
    

    
      All these thoughts flow to your mind as my hands start working their way up your body again, paying attention to every bit of your sensitive skin.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 3 days ago
    

    My body tingles with desire as you run your hands over my skin. You apply a little pressure, turning it into a beautiful massage that leaves me relaxed and eager for you.

    Your fingers move to my inner thighs as they venture towards my smooth pussy. Pleasure follows your touch, traveling up my legs and concentrating between my legs. I feel a surge of heat in my pelvis. I feel the wetness dripping out of me. I feel the desire.

    I look down and see the smile on your face as you move your fingers around my pussy without touching it. I spread my legs further, encouraging you to explore as you desire.

    Your fingers slide under my ass cheeks and I lift them off the bed. You spread them and expose my asshole to the cool air. I feel that same intense sensation of desire and fear. I feel like I'm no longer in control of my body, but in a way I thoroughly enjoy.

    "You really are mine, aren't you?" you ask.

    I look down and smile as you use one hand to keep my ass cheeks spread while you rub your index finger in small circles around my asshole.

    "Yes," I say as my heart pounds.

    I've said no to so many men that wanted my ass. I said no to my husband. I said no to previous boyfriends. I've said no to lovers. I know I won't be able to say no to you.

    You reach up and gently press your finger against my lips. I open them and you slide it onto my tongue. "Get it nice and wet," you say.

    I do as I'm told, soaking your finger in my saliva. You pull it from my mouth and smile as you rub it against my asshole. I want you to take what's yours, what you've earned through skillful domination, and yet I fear it. I know I won't say no, and yet I'm not sure I'd say yes if you asked me if I wanted it.

    You apply a little pressure and I moan. A surprising shock of pleasure moves through my loins. You reach up and rub my clit with your thumb. I lift my hips a little higher as arousal courses through me.

    I'm reaching that state again. I'm reaching that place of the purest, wildest kind of arousal. I'm reaching that place where all my mind thinks about is the joy of submitting to you.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 3 days ago
    

    
      I position my head between your legs and my tongue takes over from my thumb. I lift your clit hood with two fingers and lick your exposed and engorged clit with every increasing pressure. Every 3 flicks, my tongue dips in between your pussy lips, tasting your creamy, sweet cum, before getting back to torturing your clit. Your legs shiver as I keep subjecting your clit to my tongue's attention.
    

    
      In the meantime, my slippery index finger keeps probing at your asshole. You resist me instinctively and even though I apply a bit more pressure, your sphinxter clenches up. But as your clit gets bombarded with ripples of pleasure, I can feel some of the tension slip, your asshole pulsing slightly in tune with the waves of pleasure emanating from your clit and pussy.
    

    
      The timing needs to be perfect and I focus on your pleasure, carefully directing my every manipulation to make you moan and shudder. You grab my head, run your fingers through my hair and push me deeper between your legs. It excites me that you want all this so badly and I can feel my cock come to life again.
    

    
      I find the rhythm that matches my touches to your pleasure flawlessly. Your little asshole puckers with the pulsing orgasm you feel approach and at the right moment, when you open up just the tiniest bit, my index finger pushes again and finds entrance. I slide in, your asshole thightening again reflexively, as you jolt, gripping my finger just above the first joint.
    

    
      "Ssshhhh...ssshhhh...", I soothingly say, as I leave my finger where it is, throwing lavish attention on your by now overly sensitive clit. "It's in now," I say, "just get used to the sensation now, my little whore."
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 2 days ago
    

    It doesn't hurt as your finger slides into my asshole, but my body tries to expel you. It rebels against the notion of anything entering that hole.

    I feel the desire, though. I feel the desire to be naughty, to be submissive, to be yours. I feel the desire to open my body to you. I feel the desire to give you everything, and when combined with your tongue's skillful manipulation of my clit I can't help it.

    You move your finger in and out of my asshole as you reassure me. "It's okay," you say. "It's mine now. Your tight little hole is mine now."

    I want it to be yours. I want to be yours. I arch my back and close my eyes as the pleasure mounts between my legs.

    "Please, I'm going to cum if you keep that up. I'm going to cum. Can I cum?" I ask.

    I can't stop myself from cumming. The feel of your tongue on my clit and the wild submissive sensations of letting even your finger in my ass are enough to drive me right to the edge of an incredible orgasm. I don't want to cum without your permission, but I can't stop myself.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 2 days ago
    

    
      "Good girl, Becca. You are a fast learner," I say as continue to work my tongue around your clit, my finger slightly wiggling in your tight ass. I can see and feel your legs shudder, your belly heaving with the pleasure that is building within you.
    

    
      You seem to produce an endless supply of wetness, with each lick of my tongue more just seems to come leaking out between your lips. You arch your back again, arch your neck, your mouth half-open and a continuous moan filling the room. You grip the bedding, knuckles white, as you try to keep the orgasm from coming with every shred of willpower you have left.
    

    
      "Now, you little cum slut, you can cum now," I say, as I slap your clit repeatedly with my hand, as I push my finger a bit deeper in your ass, fighting the tightness and resistance to shove in to the second joint.
    

    
      An warm explosion rips through your body, your limbs convulsing, your body covered in sweat, as the orgasm pours out, the second I give you permission. I pull back my finger and move away from you, enjoying the sight of watching you squirm in pleasure.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 2 days ago
    

    I see stars dancing in my vision for a few moments as yet another orgasm rips through my body. All I can hear is my heart pounding in my chest. I can feel the wetness gushing from my pussy. I can feel your finger in my ass as you wiggle it gently.

    "Thank you, sir," I say. "Thank you for letting me cum."

    You gently pull your finger out and move to your knees. I see that your cock has grown to a nearly erect state. I see a drop of precum at the tip. I feel a deep desire to have you in my mouth. I want to show you pleasure.

    I sit up and reach out to caress your cock. "May I take you in my mouth?" I ask. "May I pleasure you, sir?"

    You reach out to caress my face. Your hand moves to the back of my neck. You pull me close for a kiss. Your tongue invades my mouth. I welcome your kiss as my fingers wrap around your cock and stroke you to a full, throbbing erection.

    "Yes, you may," you say.

    I fall to my hands and knees on the bed and take you in my mouth. I greedily slobber on your cock as your hands move over my upper back. I deepthroat you as you reach down and grab my ass, giving it a good squeeze. You deliver a few hard swats and I groan around your cock.

    You rub your fingers over my asshole, teasing it. I moan for you. I moan because I want you to know that I'm yours, that my body is yours, whenever you want it.

    "I want to taste your cum, sir," I say.

    You smile. "Don't worry, my little cum slut, there will be time for that."

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 1 day ago
    

    
      I grab hold of your ass, arching over you and driving my cock deep down your throat. You struggle against your gag reflex, eager to have me in your mouth again, for what may be the last time tonight.
    

    
      Copious amounts of saliva fill your mouth, my cockhead tickling your esophagus. The intense feeling of not being to breath, not being able to swallow, is distressing. And yet, you want me to call you a good girl, you don't want to disappoint me and so you don't pull back.
    

    
      I pull back my veiny shaft from your mouth, thick strands of slimy saliva dragged along, giving you a chance to breath. You gasp for air and see that glorious cock, covered in your slobber. Your cunt is wet with desire and you just want to gobble me up again.
    

    
      Before I can push back between your lips, you leap forward, mouth open wide and take me deep into you again. Your tongue licks the bottom of my shaft, eager to lick my balls, as you guzzle down my cock, as a snake devours its prey. You can feel your throat bulge and I just push deeper.
    

    
      "Just like that, Becca. Just like that, you little cocksucking whore," I say as I fuck your mouth with deep thrusts, only pulling back about one third, before plunging in again. The sound of you gagging on my cock again and again, the sight of your watering eyes, the endless stream of drool spilling along my shaft, your mouth and tongue wrapped around my hard dick,... all these things collide and I can feel I am going to cum again.
    

    
      "Fuck, you little slut, you are doing it again," I moan. "I'm going to cum so hard. Are you ready for it, Becca?". Your mouth full of cock, a moan and a few garbled words is all you can manage. You feel strands of your juices dripping out of your pussy and then you feel my hot cum, shooting into your mouth and down your throat again.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    I moan around your cock as you unload in my mouth. I greedily swallow every drop of your thick, salty cum. I feel a deep sense of satisfaction at having pleased you once more.

    You hold your cock in my mouth as shot after shot of cum unloads onto my tongue. You maintain a firm grip on my head as you give me my reward for being a good little slut for you.

    "Thank you, sir," I say as you pull out. There's a part of me that knows it's strange to thank a man for cumming in my mouth, and yet it feels right to say it. It feels good to have made you cum. It feels good to have swallowed your cum.

    It feels good knowing that I'm going home to my husband with another man's cum in my stomach. It feels good knowing that I'll get to tell him that I swallowed your load.

    "You're welcome, my little cum slut," you say.

    You run your fingers through my sweat-dampened hair and smile at me as I kiss the head of your cock. I know our evening is coming to a close, that you're not an endless fountain of cum. I know that good things come to those who wait. Despite that, I feel a little sad knowing that I might have to wait a while before seeing you again.

    I smile. I love that I can still taste your cum in my mouth. I love that my pussy is still gushing for you. I love that my body feels like it's tingling from head to toe with desire.

    
      – to BeccaBellamy sent 20 hours ago
    

    
      I hop off the bed and admire you. You look like a complete mess, you hair a jumble, your previously perfect make-up runny, smeared and gone, your mouth and chin covered with saliva . Little aftershocks of pleasures still occasionally course through your body, making your muscles twitch, as you stretch out on the bed, like a cat enjoying the sun.
    

    
      "You are a fucking mess, Becca," I comment, "but I love to see you all dirty, obedient and satisfied like this." I bend over for a gentle kiss on your forehead.
    

    
      "Now, time for a shower," I say. You immediately obediently follow, your body so sensitive that even the feel of the carpet underneath your feet is enough to make you tingle.
    

    
      "Please can I wash you again," you ask and I nod. Your soapy hands worship my body as you wash me, paying extra attention to my flaccid cock, running it through your hands, looking at it and trying to memorize how it looks, so you can fantasize about it later.
    

    
      "Thank you, Becca," I say, as I get out of the shower. The words send a bit of a thrill through you again. I don't thank you often and hearing my praise is just as thrilling as feeling my cock inside you or tasting my cum.
    

    
      As you wash yourself, I say, "You can book the hotel again for next week."
    

    
      I continue, "For next week, don't forget any of the rules." I count them off on my fingers, "I want you smoothly shaven again; you can masturbate as much as you want, but I don't want you to come; you won't lie to me about cumming," I look sternly at that, "...and finally, I want you to make sure your ass is clean next time, as we will be spending a lot more time on getting you ready for anal sex."
    

    
      "Are all the rules clear, Becca?", I ask.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 7 hours ago
    

    "Yes, sir," I reply as a shiver of pleasure rushes through me at the idea of anal sex.

    I take a moment and think of my husband. I think of going home and telling him about the rules for next week. I think about how he'll react to the idea of another man taking his wife's ass. I think of explaining that I don't want him to have my ass, I want you to have it. The notion turns me on immensely.

    I feel refreshed after the shower, though my throat is still a little sore from the deepthroating and my pussy feels a little battered from the hard pounding you gave me. Even my ass tingles a little from the fingering.

    "I can't wait for next week," I say.

    You smile. "I agree," you say.

    I watch you get dressed as I sit on the edge of the bed with my legs spread slightly. You step into your shoes and walk towards me. You lift my chin until I'm looking up at you. You lean down, kiss me, and let your hand drift between my legs. You fingers dance over my pussy lips.

    "Don't forget the rules," you whisper.

    "I won't," I say. "I promise."

    You kiss me again and walk out, leaving me alone in the hotel room. I masturbate. I can't resist. I'm not going to cum, but I want to sink back into the pleasures that unfolded in the room one more time before I leave. Then I'll get dressed and go back to my husband.

  
    A Hotwife in Paradise - Part 1

    Hazel leaned over, nudged Harper's arm, and said, "We're fifteen minutes away from paradise. Shouldn't you look happier?"

    Harper forced a smile as she turned to her friend. She caught a glimpse of the impossibly blue Caribbean water out of the plane's window and her smile turned from forced to genuine. Hazel was right. They were about to spend a week at a tropical resort. A week free of any of life's obligations. A week designed to relieve the ever-increasing stresses that had led to the intense anxiety attack that had landed Harper in the hospital for a night.

    "Wait, was that a real smile?" Hazel asked playfully. "Did I just see your shoulders drop a little? Did you actually just relax a little?"

    Hazel was Harper's best friend. They'd been assigned as roommates freshman year at Georgetown and they became such good friends that they lived together all four years, including an off-campus apartment their senior year. Hazel had been the maid of honor at Harper's wedding to Owen. Hazel had been the second person - after Owen - to rush into her room at the hospital. Her face had been so full of concern as she'd rushed into the room and the hug that followed had been so tight it nearly drove the air out of Harper's lungs.

    "Yes, that's a real smile, and yes, I'm pretty sure I just relaxed a little bit for the first time in months."

    "Years is more like it," Hazel said as she took Harper's hand. "Please, please, please try and maintain that feeling. The whole point of this trip is to relax. You don't need to worry about anything at home. Owen can take care of everything for a week. You don't have to worry about Jake and Emma. You know that Owen is more capable father than most."

    The plane began its descent and Harper lifted her tray table and locked it into position. She made sure her seat belt was tight across her lap and turned her attention to the window once more. This time she saw a long stretch of white sand along with the beautiful blue water of the Caribbean.

    "I know," she said. "I'm not worried about Owen. I'm not worried about Jake or Emma. They'll be fine. My parents are ready to come over at any time if they're needed for some reason, but they won't be."

    The doctor at the hospital had been quite clear that Harper needed to find a better way to manage the stress of her life. He'd said, in fact, that she would find herself in an early grave if she didn't manage to do so.

    The vacation with Hazel had been Owen's idea. At first Harper resisted. She didn't want to be away from her family. Owen insisted, though, and he correctly pointed out that it was hard to relax with the whole family as Jake and Emma were at an age where they were bursting with energy and tended to be a bit dramatic, which meant that a family trip would be more about managing them than relaxing.

    So, Owen set Hazel to the task of finding a luxurious resort in the Caribbean where the two friends could spend a week relaxing and the plane was now mere minutes away from touching down and marking the true beginning of their vacation.

    "So, I'm thinking that we check in, dump our stuff in the room, put our bikinis on, and get right down to the business of relaxing by the pool," Hazel said as Harper watched the ground rapidly approach the plane.

    "That sounds great."

    "I'm also thinking that we order drinks. A strong mai tai, perhaps? Maybe something tropical and blended?"

    Harper wasn't a big drinker, though that was because she didn't like the floaty, fuzzy feeling that a drink almost always produced in her. That was probably a feeling worth pursuing while on vacation, though, especially since she wasn't with her family.

    "I like the sound of sunshine, a pool, and a strong drink. I like it very much."

    Hazel took her hand and squeezed it tight. Harper saw the genuine worry on her friend's face. A hospital stay for what everyone thought was a heart attack - that turned out to be an anxiety attack - will create a great deal of worry in people, though.

    "I'm lucky to have a friend like you," Harper said.

    Hazel smiled. "Yes, you are. You're lucky to have a husband like Owen, too. Not many men would be willing to stay at home while their wife goes off to a Caribbean resort to hang out in a bikini, drink cocktails, and relax all day."

    She was right. Harper was lucky to have Owen. They'd fought after her hospital stay. She'd resisted the idea of taking it easy at work, of taking a vacation to try and relax. She'd said some things she regretted. She'd apologized profusely and he’d forgiven her, but she still felt bad about it.

    "Oh, and no phones," Hazel announced. "Your phone stays in the room at all times."

    It wasn't the first time Harper had been given that particular instruction. Owen had been quite clear about it too. "Yes, yes, no phones. I understand."

    The plane touched down with a thud and Harper felt her body relax a little more. The stress of worrying about a fiery crash was now gone and she could concentrate on fulfilling the purpose of her vacation.

    ---

    "I have two mai tais for you."

    Harper opened her eyes and saw a handsome young man in a collared shirt and a tight pair of khaki shorts standing in front of her. The pool seemed to sparkle behind him and for a moment Harper wondered if she was in a dream.

    Hazel sat up and plucked their drinks from the waiter's tray. "Thank you very much."

    "Shall I keep a tab open for you?" he asked.

    "That would be lovely, thank you."

    He walked away and Harper noticed her friend openly staring at the young man's ass. It was, admittedly, a nice ass, but Hazel was being rather obvious about it.

    "What?" Hazel asked as she handed Harper her drink.

    "He's not a piece of meat."

    "I beg to differ. He's an exceptionally fine piece of meat, in fact."

    Harper laughed and sipped her drink, which was stronger than expected. Clearly the bartender wasn't shy about a heavy pour. It was good, though, and Harper tried to recall the last time she'd had a tropical drink. It was probably at a friend's wedding, though the last time she had one by a pool was probably the second anniversary trip she'd taken with Owen. She'd gotten pregnant soon after that trip and her days of sipping cocktails by the pool had largely come to an end.

    "Men don't mind if you stare," Hazel said. "It's not threatening when a woman stares. It's flattering."

    Harper laughed. "Any plans on doing more than staring?"

    Hazel's lips grasped the little red straw in her drink and she sucked in hard, swallowing a good volume of her mai tai before flashing a smile at Harper. "I'm newly single, still in the prime of my life, and we're in paradise with all sorts of hot guys all around us. It would be irresponsible of me not to take advantage of the opportunity I've been presented with."

    For just a moment Harper felt judgmental of her friend. That was the kind of thing the stressed out version of her would feel, though, so she let it float by. Then she raised her drink and said, "A toast to taking advantage of great opportunities."

    "I'll drink to that."

    ---

    Hazel did plenty of ogling - and a little bit of flirting - with the poolside waiter, but as it turned out that had merely been a warm up.

    The real action happened after dinner when Hazel and Harper wandered down to the hotel's open-air beachside bar. They ordered drinks, sat at a high top table, and watched people dance to a playlist of tropical-sounding songs.

    "I'm impressed, you know," Hazel said as she leaned over.

    Harper could smell the alcohol on her friend's breath and she suspected the same would be true of her, as she'd had just as many drinks as Hazel. She could feel the effect of those drinks, too, and she quite liked it. It turned out that the fuzzy, floaty feeling was delightful if you weren't concerned about your brain being as sharp as possible.

    "Impressed with what?" she asked.

    Hazel leaned back and looked Harper over, causing a few moments of self-consciousness. "With you," she said. "You look really good. I thought maybe you'd just throw your hair in a ponytail and put on jeans and a t-shirt. Instead, you're in this cute tropical dress. You're flashing a little bit of cleavage. Your legs look fucking incredible after the tan you got today. I didn't even think you'd pack a dress."

    Harper was surprised at how flattered she felt by Hazel's compliment and she could feel the involuntary smile spread across her face. She leaned in and said, "Want to know the truth?"

    Hazel nodded.

    "I wasn't going to pack a dress. I wasn't even going to pack a bikini." She sipped her drink - a tropical concoction that tasted strongly of coconut and pineapple - and said, "Owen bought the dress. He bought several of them, in fact. He bought me a few bikinis, too. He told me I needed to embrace being on vacation, that I'd enjoy myself more if I stepped outside of my comfort zone, if I dressed the part of a woman trying to relax and have fun with her friend."

    "You married a good one, Harper. Don't ever let him go."

    Harper felt a sudden rush of guilt as she wondered if she'd been a bad wife. She'd let herself get so stressed out that she ended up in the hospital. Did that mean that she hadn't given her marriage enough time? Did Owen encourage her to go on vacation so that she'd get back in touch with the woman he married?

    "Hey?"

    Harper snapped back to the bar.

    "Where did you go?"

    "Sorry," she said. "I just had a little self-inflicted guilt trip."

    "About what?"

    Harper stared out at the ocean and watched the moon's reflection dance on the waves. She kept staring as she said, "About whether or not I've been a crappy wife these past few years."

    Hazel didn't say a word and Harper looked over at her friend.

    "You probably have," she said. "He's probably having an affair, actually. That's probably why he sent you on this vacation, so he could spend a week fucking some pretty little slut that he's going to divorce you for."

    Harper's jaw dropped and Hazel burst into laughter.

    "I'm sorry. I'm just fucking with you. Owen's not cheating on you. A man who's cheating on his wife does not look as utterly devastated as Owen looked in that hospital room. He does not go above and beyond to make sure you have a good vacation. He does not buy you beautiful dresses and swimsuits to make sure you have as good a time as possible. Are you crazy? Owen is madly in love with you, Harper. If you trust one thing in the world, trust that."

    "You're right. I do." She sipped her drink. "You're a bitch for fucking with me like that, though. Jesus Christ, Hazel. You really had me going there."

    Hazel laughed again. "I know. You should have seen the look on your face. At least you know that you still love Owen, too. I mean, you wouldn't have cared nearly as much if you didn't."

    Harper was about to reply when a pair of guys came over and set their drinks on the table. One clearly had eyes for Hazel and the other looked a little uncomfortable, like he'd been dragged into coming over to their table.

    "Do you mind if we sit?"

    Harper was about to make a polite excuse when Hazel said, "Of course not. We're more than happy to be joined by two handsome men."

    She was right. They were handsome. They looked to be in their early thirties and Harper guessed that they too were on vacation.

    "I'm Josh," the guy who clearly wanted Hazel announced. "And this is Graham."

    Harper noticed Graham glance at her wedding ring. She expected a look of disappointment on his face, but he seemed to relax a little as he pulled out the bar stool and sat.

    Hazel introduced herself and Harper and took the lead in the conversation, quickly discovering that Josh and Graham worked at a D.C. law firm and were at the hotel for the firm's yearly retreat. Josh made sure to mention that only the associates on the partner track were invited to the retreat and Hazel made sure to act as impressed as Josh wanted her to be.

    Unsurprisingly, it wasn't long before the two of them had moved to the dance floor, leaving Harper alone with Graham.

    "You're a good friend," she said.

    "How do you mean?"

    Harper couldn't tell if his smile meant he knew exactly what she meant or if he was actually confused. "Well, you're wing manning with a married woman. That's quite a sacrifice, isn't it?"

    "Oh, you're married? I hadn't noticed the rather large rock on your finger."

    She laughed and Graham joined in. Harper found herself staring at his smile and feeling a gentle fluttering in her stomach. She chalked it up to the alcohol, though.

    "How does a married woman end up at a resort without her husband?" he asked.

    Harper took a sip of her drink and noticed Graham glance at her breasts. She felt that gentle fluttering in her stomach again. "It's kind of a long story. The short version, though, is that I had a massive anxiety attack as a result of having way too much stress in my life. I ended up in the hospital, actually. My doctor ordered me to relax and my husband decided that the best way for me to do so - to start, at least - was to go on a vacation with my best friend. A vacation where I could be completely free of any of life's responsibilities."

    "He sounds like a good man."

    "He is," she replied. "So tell me, how did you get roped into wing manning? You seemed a little uncomfortable when you first came over. Did you clock the ring from across the room or am I just not your type?"

    Harper was flirting. It had been a long time since she'd done it, but she was, in a way, flirting. She was appalled with herself, and yet that same fluttering happened her stomach as Graham smiled.

    "You're everyone's type, Harper," he said.

    The fluttering moved a little lower and Harper felt an instant sense of guilt. She had no control over what was happening in her body, though.

    "Was I wrong about you being uncomfortable with coming over to our table?"

    He shook his head. "No, you weren't wrong. I'm impressed that you noticed, actually."

    "I negotiate for a living. Reading people is a big part of that."

    He swirled his drink in its glass and Harper took a long sip of hers. She thought back to her college years where she'd worked to perfect the art of maintaining her buzz without ever getting full-on drunk.

    "We were here last night," Graham said. "I struck out hard. Multiple times." He sipped his drink. "And when I say hard, I mean hard. I was confident. Cocky, even. I was absolutely certain that I'd at least get to dance with someone. Full rejection all night long, though."

    It could have been bullshit. There was a very real chance it was. Harper saw no signs that he was lying, though. If anything, he seemed overwhelmingly vulnerable, like every word he'd uttered was true and he wasn't entirely comfortable with confessing to his failures from the night before.

    "How would you feel about dancing with a married woman?" Harper asked.

    Graham smiled and that fluttering returned. This time, though, it was centered in her loins.

    "I'd love to dance with a married woman. Is there another one around here?"

    She smacked his arm.

    "Oh, you meant you? Were you asking me to dance?"

    Harper stood and took his hand. He squeezed her fingers gently as she led him onto the dance floor. The fluttering got stronger. She let his hand go, spun around, and began to move her hips in time with the tropical beat.

    Graham stepped closer and moved in time with her. Some men can't dance and some aren't willing to commit to surrendering to the music. Graham was not one of those men. He moved to the beat with ease.

    Harper moved closer and said, "You're a good dancer."

    Graham's hands found her hips and the fluttering got so strong that Harper's legs trembled for a moment. He leaned in and his cheek brushed against hers for a moment before he said, "Not as good as you, Harper. You're irresistible."

    Harper's brain told her to step back. Graham was too close. His hands were still on her hips. His body was nearly pressed against hers.

    She felt good, though. She felt relaxed. She felt happy. The fluttering was nonstop at that point and it was incredible. So she stayed close to Graham. They stayed that way as one song ended and another began.

    He spun her around and his hands found her hips again. She expected that he'd pull her close, but he kept a respectful distance. The fluttering in her loins overwhelmed Harper's brain and she found herself moving back until Graham's body was pressed against hers. Until his crotch was pressed against her ass.

    She felt his breath on her neck. His hands moved from her hips to her stomach. He pulled her closer like she wanted. Harper felt his desire for her. She felt it press into her ass. He wasn't fully tumescent, but he was on his way there.

    The song ended and something much slower came on. There was only one way to dance to a song that slow.

    Harper spun around and looked at Graham. He smiled. The fluttering propelled her into his arms. Their bodies moved in unison to the slow song.

    Harper leaned in and rested her head against his neck. She closed her eyes and the fluttering spread, encompassing her loins and stomach and working its way up her spine.

    Graham brushed her hair aside. She felt his breath on her neck before his lips followed. It was a soft, quick kiss. The fluttering now filled Harper's body.

    She looked at him. He rested his hand on her cheek. She tilted her head. He did the same. His lips neared hers.

    Harper stepped back. "I'm sorry. I have to go to the bathroom. I'm sorry."

    She turned and rushed away from the dance floor. She hurried out of the bar and made her way to the women's bathroom she'd seen on the way in. Harper locked herself in a stall, sat down, and held her head in her hands.

    "What the fuck was that?" she asked. "What the fuck are you doing, Harper?"

    She closed her eyes and saw Graham. She felt his hand on her cheek. She felt his lips on her neck. She felt his desire for her against her ass.

    Harper's eyes shot open and she stood and took a deep breath.

    "Get a hold of yourself," she said. "You're a married woman."

    Harper walked out of the bathroom and Graham was standing just a handful of steps away with a concerned look on his face.

    "I'm sorry," he said. "I shouldn't have done any of that."

    Harper walked towards him.

    "I know you're married. That was inappropriate. I'm so sorry."

    She kept walking. She stepped into his arms. She kissed him. The fluttering returned. It filled her body. From head to toe. It was everywhere. It was beautiful.

    Graham looked stunned as the kiss ended. Harper was stunned, too. She'd just kissed another man on the vacation her husband had sent her on.

    "Wow," he said.

    "Yeah, wow." Harper wanted to kiss him again. Her body was practically screaming at her to kiss him again. Her brain was quite insisted that she refrain from doing so, though. "Can we...can we just go back to the bar? Back to talking?"

    Graham nodded. "I'd like that."

    They made their way back to the bar and took their seats at the high top. They talked, though Harper kept thinking about kissing him, about how good his lips had felt against hers, about the little hint of tongue he'd offered, about how she wanted more. She wondered if Graham felt the same way or if he hadn't actually enjoyed the kiss.

    The conversation was good, though. Graham was funny and charming, if a little bit shy. He didn't like talking about his job - Harper got the sense he didn't enjoy it much - but he was more than happy to talk about his love of playing guitar, his dorky hobby - he'd labeled it dorky, not her - of collecting obscure action figures, and his desire to someday move back to his hometown of Portland, Oregon.

    Harper, for her part, steered clear of talking about her marriage and family and instead focused on relating to Graham. She talked of her endless piano lessons when she was younger, her utter lack of hobbies, and the fact that her hometown wasn't all that far from Portland, Maine.

    "Can I get us another round of drinks?" Graham asked once their glasses were empty.

    Harper nodded. It wasn't entirely wise, but she wanted to spend more time with him.

    It was while Graham was at the bar that Hazel rushed over. Harper was immediately paranoid that her friend had witnessed her mild infidelity, but it quickly became clear that Hazel hadn't seen a thing. 

    "Okay, so, I'm going back to Josh's room," she said.

    Harper smiled.

    "I know, I know. Save your judgment, though. I deserve this. It's been months and he's cute and he's actually a really nice guy."

    "No judgment at all. Have fun. And you're right, you deserve this. I have a room key so I'll be fine."

    Hazel grabbed her drink, threw back what remained of it, and headed for the bar's exit, where Josh was waiting with a giddy smile on his face. He was about to get laid, though, so of course he was a happy man.

    Graham returned with the drinks in hand and Harper took hers and gestured towards the exit. "Looks like Josh is getting lucky."

    "Really?"

    "He left with Hazel. She says he seems like a good guy. Is that true?"

    Graham nodded. "He comes on strong. He's a bit insecure so he counters that with cockiness. He's a good guy, though. Honestly, he's mostly a relationship guy. He broke up with a girl a few months ago and I think he was hoping that this vacation would help him get over it."

    "Well, then Josh and Hazel might be perfect for each other."

    Harper sipped her drink and Graham did the same. There was silence between them afterwards, though it didn't strike her as especially uncomfortable.

    "Do you wish that Josh had picked a different woman?" she finally asked. "That the woman he'd picked wasn't with a married friend?"

    Graham smiled at her - and Harper felt the fluttering - and shook his head. He scooted his stool closer and then leaned over and said, "That kiss was better than any I've had in a long, long time. Even if that's all that happens between us, I'm glad that Josh zeroed in on Hazel because it meant that I got to kiss you."

    Harper wanted so badly to kiss him again. She couldn't help but stare at his lips. She wanted to feel them against hers again. She looked away and took a very long sip of her drink.

    "You know, it's a little loud in here," Graham said. "I mean, I like the music and all, but why don't we walk down the beach a little. They leave some of those white lounge chairs out at night."

    Harper nodded and Graham grabbed his drink and her hand. They walked out of the bar and into the sand. She saw the lounge chairs he was talking about. There were only a handful of them left - those that were in no danger of being taken out by the tide, she guessed - but they were empty.

    Graham let her hand go as they reached the chairs and pulled two of them together. He pressed his glass into the sand and sat and Harper did the same with her glass and sat next to him.

    "This is better," he said.

    There was just a hint of the music coming from the bar, but otherwise the only sound was that of the waves crashing on the beach and the occasional breeze blowing through the palm fronds above them.

    "It is," she replied. "Quieter."

    Graham's hand moved towards hers. His pinky brushed against her ring finger. She felt the fluttering in her stomach. She wanted more than a pink, so she took his hand in hers.

    "More romantic," Harper said.

    Graham looked at her and she met his gaze. "You're so beautiful, Harper. Just...stunning."

    He leaned towards her and hesitated like he was waiting for her to stop him. Harper didn't, though. She couldn't. The fluttering was too strong. It was everywhere, though it was most potent between her legs. She couldn't deny it.

    Graham kissed her. His hand moved to the side of her face. His touch was gentle and self assured. She opened her mouth. The kiss escalated. The fluttering shifted to full blown desire. Harper felt it between her legs. She felt it roiling in her panties.

    Graham's hand moved from her face to her arm. It moved from her arm to her side. It traveled towards her breasts. He cupped one of them.

    Harper moaned into his mouth as she felt a spectacular burst of desire at his touch. She turned her body towards him, inching as close as she could. The arm rests of the lounge chairs stood between them, preventing the kind of closeness she craved in that moment.

    Harper solved that problem by climbing on top of him. His hand found her breast once more as their tongues entwined. She dropped her crotch against his and began to move her hips back and forth. He reached down to adjust himself and she felt the hardness of his desire press into her.

    Graham's hands moved down her back. He gathered her dress and pulled it up. She felt the cool evening air against the backs of her thighs and then her ass. That lasted for only a moment before he grabbed two handfuls of her backside and squeezed.

    Harper was lost in her desire for this man she'd met just a few hours before. Some part of her brain thought of Owen, of her family. Even that part of her brain didn't argue too loudly, though, as the intensity of her desire in that moment meant that Harper felt not one ounce of stress. It was gone. Every bit of it was gone.

    Graham's hands traveled up her body and he managed to grasp both of her breasts as they kissed. He was strong, though he seemed to understand exactly how aggressive he could be in playing with her tits.

    It made Harper want him even more. She sat up and his hands fell to his sides. He looked worried, like he was certain he'd gone too far and ruined the mood.

    Harper pushed the straps off her dress from her shoulders. She rolled it down and revealed her bare breasts. The dress didn't work with a bra. Graham's eyes lit up and he unleashed a giddy smile. It made Harper feel like she was in college again. She liked that feeling.

    Graham took her breasts in his hands. She leaned down and kissed him. She ground her crotch into his. She felt a very distinct kind of pleasure building. The kind of pleasure she usually felt with a man inside her or while holding a vibrator against her clit.

    The moment Graham released his grasp on her breasts, Harper adjusted her body so her tits were in his face. He took the hint and grasped one of her nipples between his lips. His tongue danced over the rock hard, insanely sensitive flesh and just like that, Harper was moments away from cumming.

    "Graham...oh...fuck," she said. "Oh my god, I'm cumming."

    Harper came with her panties on for the first time in a long, long time. She came while dry humping someone for the first time since her freshman year of college. She came so hard she couldn't see straight for a few seconds as the orgasm tore through her body. Graham slowed his tongue, though he continued to pleasure her nipple and massage her ass all the way through Harper's orgasm, a fact she appreciated very much as it unquestionably improved her climax.

    Eventually Harper's lips found their way to his and she treated Graham to the deepest, longest kiss she could ever remember sharing with a man. While they kissed, Harper managed to get his zipper down and free his cock. Her fingers encircled it and she stroked him.

    "You made me cum, so it's only fair that I do the same for you," she said.

    "Fuck...that feels...I really appreciate that," he replied with a smile and a series of moans.

    Harper could have given him a handjob, but she was in an especially generous mood - no doubt thanks to the elation she felt after her orgasm - so she slid back and took him in her mouth.

    The blowjob was quick. He seemed just as turned on as Harper had been. She used her mouth and her hand in concert and soon enough Graham's grunts and groans were filling the night air as he came in her mouth.

    Harper swallowed, kissed his cock for fun, and then tucked him back into his pants. Then she crawled forward, kissed him on the cheek, and laid her body on top of his.

    "Thank you for tonight, Graham," she said. "I needed this. I needed exactly what you gave me tonight."

    "Believe me, it was my pleasure."

    She smiled. The guilt was already making itself known, but it was nowhere near as strong as she'd expected.

    It would be worse in the sobering light of day. Harper was sure of that. She'd deal with that moment when it came, though. Until then, she was going to enjoy a little more time in the brief fantasy she'd created with Graham. Then she could go back to reality.

  
    A Hotwife in Paradise - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Harper woke up with a smile on her face. She opened her eyes, turned her head, and stared out at the ocean as that smile refused to disappear.

    Then, all at once she remembered the reason for the smile and it faded. Guilt slowly washed over her. She'd cheated on Owen the night before. Another man had given her an orgasm and she'd done the same for him.

    Harper thought of Graham and her smile returned. She thought of his smile, his easygoing charm, and the way he kissed her. She thought of the skill he'd displayed with his fingers and the way his cock had felt in her hand and later in her mouth. She thought of the way he moaned as he came for her, as he came in her mouth.

    Just like that, Harper was turned on. The guilt was gone. In its place was arousal. She closed her eyes and reached under the sheets. Her fingers made their way into her panties. She discovered her arousal.

    The sound of the door opening caused Harper to hastily pull her hand from her panties. A moment later Hazel stepped into the room. Her hair was a tangled mess. Her dress looked a little rumpled. She had a smile on her face, though.

    "Good morning," Harper said.

    "It is a very good morning indeed," her friend replied.

    Harper sat up and leaned against the headboard. The sheets fell, leaving her bra exposed, but she'd been naked in front of Hazel plenty of times in their lives and felt no reason to be modest. "Did you just have sex?" she asked.

    Hazel smiled and nodded. "I certainly did. Josh is both skilled and quite eager. I woke up to the feel of his erection pressing into my ass and I couldn't help myself."

    Harper very nearly spilled the fact that she'd been with Graham the night before. She was surprised at her eagerness to share the fact that she'd hooked up with a guy on the beach, that she'd given that guy a blowjob. It seemed unwise to admit that she'd cheated on her husband, though.

    "Are you okay?" Hazel asked.

    "Yeah, of course."

    Hazel sat on the edge of the bed. "Harper, what's wrong?"

    Hazel knew her too well. Harper could insist that nothing was wrong and her friend would likely give up on asking, but Hazel wouldn't believe her, so she decided to tell the truth.

    "I fooled around with Graham last night."

    "Josh's friend?" Hazel asked with wide eyes.

    Harper nodded.

    "Wow. Well...good for you."

    Harper was stunned. "Really?"

    Hazel looked for a moment like she was considering whether or not she meant it. Then she smiled, nodded, and emphatically said, "Yes. Absolutely. Good for you. You came here to relax, to unwind, to purge the stress from your life because it is literally threatening to kill you. I can say that I feel as I'm floating on cloud nine after last night and this morning. I don't feel an ounce of stress, so if you relieved some stress by hooking up with Graham - who's very cute, by the way - then I don't really see the problem."

    Harper could see a wealth of problems, but she was grateful to Hazel for not making her feel shitty about what she'd done.

    "Details, please," Hazel added.

    They'd always shared the details of their love lives, even dating back to when they barely knew each other as freshman roommates at Georgetown. "You first," Harper said.

    Hazel got up and crawled into her bed. "We went back to his room. We did some serious kissing in the elevator on the way up. We undressed very quickly once we were in his room. I was quite impressed with his equipment. He was gentlemanly in going down on me and eager enough to fuck me that he didn't even give me a chance to go down on him. We had some rather vigorous sex and we came at damn near the same time. It was, I have to say, the best sex I've had in a very long time."

    "And the second time?"

    Hazel smiled. "We relaxed in bed for a bit. Talked. Got to know each other a little more. Then I decided to take him out onto the balcony and give him a blowjob."

    Hazel had always been sexually adventurous, a quality Harper had sometimes been quite jealous of. For whatever reason she was never quite as imaginative as her friend when it came to sexual exploration and there were occasions when Harper wondered if that meant her sex life had been far less interesting.

    "I don't know if anyone was watching, but if I'm being honest, I quite liked the idea that someone was," Hazel continued. "After I got him hard I got a condom, put it on him, and rode him on the balcony. I came harder that time even though the sex was slower and a great deal more sensual."

    Harper was surprised to feel even a hint of jealousy, and if she was being honest, it was more than a hint.

    "Now, give me the details of your hookup, as you put it, with Graham," Hazel insisted.

    "I wasn't going to hook up with him. The first thing I did was tell him I was married. I believe I apologized that he was being forced to wingman with a married woman."

    Harper was quiet for a moment as she recalled how quickly she'd started flirting with Graham and how good it had felt to do so.

    "Okay, and then what happened?" Hazel asked.

    "Then I started flirting. Or he did and I flirted back. I'm not really sure. I just went right into it, though. I really didn't hesitate at all. It felt so good, Hazel."

    "Of course it did. It always feels good when a cute guy flirts with you. That doesn't change when you're married, or at least I don't think it does. I mean, really, what the fuck do I know about being married?"

    Harper laughed. "No, you're right. It doesn't change. It feels good. Sometimes it feels better because there's this...I don't know, undercurrent of naughtiness, like you really shouldn't be flirting because you're married."

    "How did the flirting become something else?"

    "We almost kissed and I left. I ran to the bathroom. I tried to get it together, to put any thoughts of doing what I clearly wanted to do out of my head. I thought I'd gotten a handle on myself and then I came out of the bathroom and he was standing there. Next thing you know we're kissing."

    Hazel smiled. "It was a good kiss, wasn't it?"

    "I wish it hadn't been. I swear, I wish it hadn't been. I wouldn't have done the other stuff if the kiss hadn't been so good. It was like my whole body started screaming at me to keep kissing him, to keep him close to me as long as I could."

    Hazel seemed giddy. "I know that maybe it makes me a shitty friend, but for some reason I feel really happy for you. Like, you clearly needed something like last night. You needed to do something wild and stupid and dangerous and naughty and you fucking did it."

    Harper closed her eyes as memories of that first kiss - and all the ones that followed - filled her head. Her body hummed with desire and all of it was focused on Graham, which prompted another wave of arousal as she thought of her husband taking care of their family while she was away for a week to try and dispel the overwhelming stress she'd allowed to take over her life.

    "Was that it? Just a kiss?"

    Harper shook her head. "Graham suggested we go somewhere a little quieter, so we walked down the beach to the area where they have all the lounge chairs out. He dragged two of them together and I'm sure I told myself that we'd just sit and enjoy the ocean. That didn't happen, of course. I kissed him. Or he kissed me. It doesn't matter. We ended up making out. Full on making out. Fooling around, really."

    "Look at you. Hooking up on a beach. I didn't know you had it in you, to be honest."

    The memories of the night before had Harper so turned on that she very nearly asked Hazel to give her a few minutes so she could masturbate and clear away the arousal. She resisted that urge, though, as it seemed a little reckless to pursue an orgasm while thinking of a man that wasn't her husband.

    "So, was it just kissing and heavy petting?" Hazel asked.

    Harper shook her head. "I ended up on top of him. The top of my dress was down. My tits were...they were in his face. He was...well, he made me feel good as I...as I dry humped him. I really can't think of another way to say it. I dry humped him on a lounge chair on the beach and I had an orgasm. A great fucking orgasm."

    Hazel's eyes went wide. She clearly hadn't expected Harper to have gone that far.

    "It gets worse," Harper said. "I gave him a blowjob afterwards. He didn't ask. He didn't even hint at it, to be honest. I wanted to make him cum, though, so I did. I gave him a blowjob and made him cum in my mouth."

    Harper's pussy was soaked. She could feel it. Her panties were wet from the juices seeping out of her.

    "Holy shit," Hazel said. "You made a guy cum in your mouth last night. Fuck me, that's incredible."

    Harper laughed. "Yeah, well, it was a huge mistake. I mean, what am I going to tell Owen? He booked this vacation. He splurged on this resort. He went above and beyond because he loves me and then I get here and the first night I turn into this...this slut that meets a guy, rides him until she cums, and then sucks him off?" She took a deep breath and let it out slowly as the guilt washed over her. "I'm the worst wife in the world."

    Hazel got up off her bed and sat next to Harper. She took her hand, leaned in, and kissed her friend on the top of the head. It was a thing they did when one of them was spinning out. It had always been soothing and it worked like a charm in that moment.

    "You're not going to tell Owen anything," she said. "You would be insane to utter a single word of this to him."

    The idea of lying to Owen hadn't even occurred to Harper and she couldn't imagine doing so.

    "Don't look at me like that," Hazel said. "You're far from the first woman to go on vacation without her husband and have a little fun. As long as you don't get pregnant or get an STD you're fine. He doesn't have to know. In fact, telling him would be the ultimate act of selfishness because you'd only be doing so to manage your guilt. Don't pretend that you'd be doing it for Owen's benefit, because you wouldn't be."

    Harper couldn't help but smile. "I can't tell if you're a good friend or a terrible friend."

    Hazel kissed the top of her head again. "I'm the absolute best friend you'll ever have and you know it."

    "That's true."

    Hazel leaned back, smiled brightly, and said, "Now, I need a shower to wash all the sex off of me. Then we're going to get some breakfast. I think we should consider doing one of those excursions they talked about when we checked in. Something fun and exciting. More stress relief."

    "That sounds like a fantastic idea."

    ---

    After breakfast, Harper and Hazel visited the concierge to check out the available excursions. It didn't take long for them to zero in on the snorkeling tours. The local area was apparently rich in reefs that were home to a bevy of tropical fish species and the idea of spending the afternoon at least partially submerged in the warm Caribbean waters sounded infinitely appealing to Harper.

    "Good morning, ladies," a familiar voice said from behind them.

    Harper looked over her shoulder to see Josh standing there in a swimsuit and t-shirt. He wasn't looking at her, of course. It was Hazel that had all of his attention. She seemed delighted to see him, too, at least based on the giddy smile on her face.

    To Harper's surprise, Hazel stepped into Josh's arms and kissed him like they were a couple and not just two people that had hooked up the night before.

    "Sorry," Hazel said as she stepped back. "That might have been weird."

    Josh shook his head. "No, not weird at all. That was amazing."

    Again Hazel flashed a giddy smile.

    "So, what are you two up to today?" Josh asked.

    "We're going snorkeling, I think," Hazel answered.

    Harper got the feeling that her friend would have liked to run back up to Josh's room for a few hours, at least based on her body language and the fact that she couldn't take her eyes off of him.

    Then Graham walked up and Harper felt what she imagined was the exact same thing Hazel was feeling.

    "Oh, hey, Graham," Josh said. "You guys remember Graham, right? He was with me last night."

    It seemed clear that Graham hadn't said a word about what he and Harper had gotten up to the night before, which identified him as a gentleman, which made her want him even more than she already did.

    "Yeah, of course," Hazel played along.

    Harper smiled and nodded at Graham.

    "How would you guys feel about us joining you for your snorkeling adventure?" Josh asked.

    Hazel looked at Harper. She didn't say a word but she managed to communicate that Harper would have to make the decision.

    There was only one decision that made sense. Of course Harper would have to decline. To do anything else would be insane.

    "We'd be happy to have you join us," she said in defiance of the rational part of her brain.

    Hazel looked just as surprised as Harper felt. She smiled, though, and stepped into Josh's arms for another kiss. It seemed that Hazel was committing to extending her fun with Josh, and with good reason. He'd clearly given her what she needed and now she wanted more.

    Graham came over and Harper felt her pulse quicken. She felt the flutter from the night before, too. It was in her stomach and her loins. Her lips curled into a bright smile, seemingly doing so without any input from her brain.

    "I swear, I didn't plan this," he said with a smile. "We were supposed to take surfing lessons today."

    "Maybe we can do that tomorrow," Harper replied. Again she was astounded at herself. Not only had she committed to spending more time with Graham, she'd just invited herself on a surfing date with him.

    "I should warn you, I'm utterly terrible at surfing," he said. "I've only done it once and I don't think I stayed on the board for longer than a few seconds over the entire hourlong lesson."

    She stepped a little closer and his smell filled her nose. Harper wasn't sure if it was cologne, or deodorant, or something natural but it only deepened that fluttering. It brought her back to the night before, to his lips around her nipple, to his hands on her ass, to the bulge of his cock pressing into her panties as she rode him to an orgasm.

    "Maybe you'll find that you're better at surfing if you're trying to impress a woman," she said, once more flirting when she really shouldn't have been.

    "I should also inform you that I’m great at snorkeling," Graham said with a smile. "In fact, I might be one of the world's foremost snorkelers. Don’t be intimated, though. I’m more than happy to teach you all the snorkeling skills you’ll need out there."

    Harper laughed, mostly at the big smile on Graham's face as he embraced being utterly silly in his flirtation. It worked, though, as she felt pure happiness at being around him...in addition to all the fluttering, of course.

    They booked their snorkeling excursion for four and were given directions to the boat dock. Hazel and Josh walked ahead on them - holding hands as they did so - and Harper and Graham hung back.

    "I take it you didn't mention our little beach dalliance to Josh?" she asked.

    "No."

    "That was kind of you."

    He glanced at her and smiled. "He wouldn't have cared, to be honest, but still, it's none of his business."

    "I told Hazel. She's my best friend, though. Plus, I felt so guilty I had to tell someone." Harper immediately regretted saying she felt guilty, mostly because she noticed an instant change in Graham's body language. "She helped me with the guilt, though. Maybe this makes me a horrible person, but I'm not feeling it anymore."

    Graham moved a little closer as they continued on the path towards the dock. "You're not horrible. I know my opinion doesn't matter, but you're not horrible."

    His fingers brushed against hers and it was electric. Harper felt the fluttering explode into pure desire for a few moments and she very nearly pushed him to the ground to mount him.

    "Your opinion matters. Maybe more than it should, but it matters."

    Graham took her hand in his. He squeezed it gently and they walked like that for a little while. Neither of them said a word but Harper felt giddy as the fluttering spread through her body.

    They were given snorkeling gear and life jackets at the dock and they all climbed onto the boat - which was bigger and more luxurious than Harper expected it would be - for the short trip to their snorkeling spot.

    The boat's engine was a little too loud for any sort of conversation on the ride, so Harper settled for sitting fairly close to Graham while Hazel and Josh cuddled like a couple that was utterly enamored with each other.

    They spent nearly three hours snorkeling and it was every bit as relaxing and wonderful an experience as Harper had hoped. It was, in fact, better than she'd hoped because Graham was there. They flirted endlessly, even doing so underwater with hand signals and the occasional bit of ogling. Harper was wearing a bikini and she was well aware of how good her breasts - all breasts, really - looked underwater as they were rendered about as perky as breasts could be.

    On the ride back to the hotel, Hazel and Josh excused themselves to the bow of the boat, leaving Harper and Graham with a bit of privacy at the stern. They were seated on a padded bench and their driver was up in the small covered cabin that housed everything needed to steer and power the boat, giving them even more privacy.

    It was Harper that moved closer to Graham as she suspected that he wouldn't be the one to make the first move given that she was a married woman and all. He happily put his arm around her as she moved closer, though, and she happily kissed him mere moments later.

    She'd been waiting all day to do it. From the moment she'd seen him at the concierge desk she'd wanted to kiss him. It had been worth the wait. All the flirting and yearning made it so much better when his lips finally touched hers. Desire poured out of her, quite literally in the form of her tongue moving into his mouth.

    Harper put a hand on his knee and she was tempted to stroke his cock, though she held off on doing so. She moaned softly into Graham's mouth when he touched her leg, though, and did so again when his hand moved to her waist. His fingers crept up her stomach until they rested just beneath her breast.

    Harper pulled back from the kiss and stared into Graham's eyes. She saw desire that matched her own and in that moment she decided that she was going to have sex with him. Hazel's words were in the back of her head. It was vacation. It was just a way to relieve her stress. It was cheating and probably terrible, but it would stay on the island and not go home with her.

    "I want you, Graham," she said softly as her lips hovered achingly close to his.

    "I want you too," he replied.

    She smiled. "I'd like you to have me when we get back to the hotel."

    Harper kissed him before he could say anything. His hand moved to her breast. He cupped it through her bikini. His touch was beyond electric. It was pure pleasure. Graham was bold enough - or turned on enough - to slip his fingers under her bikini to play with her nipple. Harper moaned into his mouth, louder this time. The fluttering had gone. It was now arousal. Pure arousal. Her pussy was soaked. She craved him. She needed him. Getting on top of him and grinding wouldn't suffice. Harper needed Graham inside her.

    They fooled around until the boat slowed. Harper reluctantly slid away from Graham, preserving the perhaps foolish notion that Josh wouldn’t notice they were into each other. It wasn't likely that Graham’s friend could somehow notify her husband that she was being unfaithful, but Harper wanted as few people as possible to know that she was stepping out with another man.

    Josh and Hazel returned from the bow as the boat neared the dock. It was obvious they'd been fooling around and Harper wondered if they'd done more, at least based on the satisfied look on Hazel's face and what looked like a wet spot in the front of Josh's swimsuit, though it could very well have been nothing more than a wealth of precum.

    "We're going to his room," Hazel said as her and Josh hopped off the boat. "I'll see you later."

    Harper waved goodbye to her friend and then Graham got off the boat and offered her a helping hand. She took it and held onto it as they handed off their snorkel gear and life jackets and headed for the hotel.

    They paused outside the lobby to give Hazel and Josh time to get to the elevators and then headed in. They held hands throughout, though, as Harper didn't want to stop touching the man that would soon be inside her.

    They stepped into the elevator and Harper quietly cursed as she reached for the button for their floor.

    "What's wrong?" Graham asked.

    "I don't have condoms."

    "I do," he replied.

    She looked at him and he shrugged.

    "Always be prepared," he said.

    "Aren't you sharing a room with Josh?"

    "No. I have a room all to myself. The firm is very generous when it's trying to make sure that the promising associates stick around."

    Harper smiled, stepped back, and gestured to the button panel. Graham directed them to his floor and she stepped into his arms and kissed him as deeply as she'd ever kissed a man. His cock got hard and pressed into her stomach and Harper couldn't help but feel a kind of giddy delight at her ability to excite him.

    The elevator doors opened and Graham took her hand and led her out into the hallway with a very obvious bulge in his swimsuit. He didn't seem to care, though, and neither did she. All Harper could think about was having that bulge inside her.

    Graham fished his keycard from his pocket and let them into the room. Harper pulled off her cover up before the door was even shut. She kicked off her sandals and her bikini top and bottoms hit the floor before she was halfway to the bed. Graham took his shirt off and kept his swimsuit on - the best way to be safe before he put a condom on, Harper surmised - and crawled on top of her.

    She spread her legs and his crotch met hers. His bulge pressed against her pelvis as their lips met. She wrapped her legs around him and kissed Graham deeply, luring his tongue into her mouth and gently sucking on it. She couldn't help but hope that he'd think of the blowjob she'd given him, of how she'd used her tongue and lips to make him cum in her mouth.

    "Put on a condom," she said. "I need you inside me."

    They'd spent the whole day flirting and most of the boat ride back to the hotel fooling around. Harper didn't need foreplay. That could wait for the second time.

    Graham backed out of the bed, pulled off his swimsuit, and bent over to grab a condom from his suitcase. He tore it open with remarkable speed and rolled it down his cock, which looked bigger than Harper had expected despite having had him in her mouth on the moonlit beach.

    He crawled between her legs and she reached down to guide his cock inside her. Harper couldn't remember the last time she'd been so excited to have sex. She felt it through her entire body. She was turned on from head to toe and she closed her eyes, rolled her head back, and moaned loudly as he filled her.

    A moment later her lips found his. She held his head in her hand and moaned at the deep, beautiful penetration. He bottomed out inside her and held still as they kissed.

    "Fuck me, Graham," she whispered.

    He pulled out and filled her slowly. She kissed him as pleasure enveloped her body. Every little movement of his hips brought pleasure as his cock moved in and out of her. Harper could tell that he reached deeper that Owen did. It wasn't necessarily better because of that, but it was a clear sign to her body that a different cock was inside her and that made it more exciting.

    "Graham...you feel so good inside me. Fuck, I can't believe how good this feels."

    Graham correctly interpreted that as a sign that he could fuck her harder. He did so and every thrust brought with it a beautiful explosion of pleasure from the clitoral stimulation and the depth and thickness of his cock in her wet, remarkably needy pussy.

    Harper lost track of time as he fucked her. The pleasure was all-encompassing and it narrowed her focus to only what was happening in his bed, to his body on top of hers, to his lips pressed against hers, to his cock moving in and out of her. Everything else disappeared except for the two of them, for the blissful coupling they were engaged in.

    It was the impending arrival of her orgasm that lured Harper from a deep sense of sexual reverie. Suddenly her focus was between her legs. The tingling grew. Her loins felt as though they were tightening before the inevitable release.

    "Graham, I'm close," she said.

    He fucked her harder. "Me too."

    Harper pulled him close and kissed his neck. She moaned. She urged him to fuck her harder. He did so.

    Then she came. Bliss washed over her. The world went dark for a moment and then it was like an explosion went off inside her as Graham continued to fuck her. Every thrust now brought overwhelming pleasure. Her legs began to tremble. Her pussy spasmed around his cock. Her toes curled and she gripped the sheets as if she feared she would lose complete control over her body and roll out from under Graham.

    He buried himself in her and grunted and groaned in that beautiful way a man does when he loses control of himself while deep inside a woman. He was in the midst of life's greatest pleasure and Harper was responsible for it. She'd gotten him there, just like he'd done the same for her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him as a sense of post-orgasmic bliss began to wash over her.

    They stayed like that for a few minutes with Graham's cock deep inside her and Harper's limbs wrapped around him. She ran her fingers through his hair and down his back. She kissed his neck and cheek. Her lips found his a few times for deep kisses that brought them closer together.

    Then Graham pulled out and kissed her neck and chest a handful of times. He showed her breasts a bit of affection that Harper thoroughly enjoyed and then rolled onto his back next to her.

    Harper immediately cuddled up with him. He put his arm around her and pulled her closer. She rested a hand on his chest and closed her eyes. She was, in that moment, as relaxed as she could ever remember being.

    Harper smiled and kept her eyes closed. She decided she was going to stay in that position for as long as Graham would let her. Then, when he needed to move, she would do whatever it took to turn him on so they could have sex again.

    She didn't bother trying to tell herself that this would be the only day she'd have sex with Graham. Harper knew that wasn't likely. She knew she'd battle guilt and that she might end up feeling like surrendering to her desires for Graham was the worst mistake she'd ever made, but in the moment it felt like the best decision she'd ever made and she was going to hold onto that feeling for as long as she could.

  
    A Hotwife in Paradise - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Harper woke up to sunshine on her face and the distant sound of ocean waves lapping at the sand. She smiled. She was in paradise.

    She wasn't in her room, though. It took a moment to remember that she was in Grant's room, that she'd surrendered to her desire and had sex with him the day before. Twice, in fact.

    The balcony door was open and the breeze gently moved the curtains enough that Harper could see Graham sitting in a white wicker chair with what looked to be a cup of coffee in his hand.

    She sat up and noted that she was completely naked. Harper glanced left to see her underwear on the floor. She reached for them but abandoned that idea in favor of plucking a robe from Grant's closet. She wrapped her naked body in it, tied it at the waist, and poured herself a cup of coffee from the carafe resting on the TV stand.

    "May I join you?" she asked while stepping onto the balcony.

    Grant turned her way and smiled. "Of course."

    His smile made her stomach flutter. She felt like a teenager when her crush smiles at her. Grant was more than a crush, though. He was a sexual partner. He was the man she was now cheating on her husband with. Harper put those thoughts out of her head, though, and focused on the fact that she felt completely free of stress, which was the purpose her vacation.

    She pulled the second wicker chair closer to Grant's and dropped into it. He reached over, took her hand in his, and brought the back of it to his lips for a soft kiss.

    "You're extraordinary," he said.

    She smiled. "You're just saying that because I made you cum twice yesterday."

    He laughed. "Well, I won't deny that you're extraordinary in bed, Harper, but that's not entirely what I was talking about."

    "I know. I guess I sometimes have a habit of deflecting compliments."

    He kissed the back of her hand again. "Fair enough. It's probably part of what makes you such a hard-charging, successful person, though I'm sure it's also somehow tied into all that stress that's tearing you apart."

    He was right, of course. Harper knew that about herself. The problem was her inability to upend that cycle. She strived to prove herself and yet she regularly refused to take even a moment to appreciate her accomplishments, or to accept compliments from handsome, successful men like Grant, or like her husband Owen, for that matter.

    "You know, when I was putting on this bathrobe, I imagined myself finishing my coffee, standing up, letting the bathrobe fall to the ground, and then getting on my knees in front of you and pleasuring you until you'd cum in my mouth," Harper said as Grant stared at her lips. "But I suppose that might just be me striving too hard to be successful at satisfying a man I've grown to like quite a bit in the past few days."

    "Well, I mean, I'm no expert, so there’s no need to make my word for anything regarding your stress," Grant replied with a smile. "So, you know, if you feel the need to do something like that, don't let me stop you."

    Harper laughed and leaned over to kiss him. His hand moved to her face and he rested it there. That prompted her to part her lips and his coffee-flavored tongue moved into her mouth, igniting a firestorm of lust between her legs.

    She wasn't finished with her coffee, though, so Harper leaned back and took a sip with the fluttering of desire ripping through her body.

    "Surfing lessons today?" she asked.

    "Absolutely," he replied. "Hazel and Josh will be joining us. 11 a.m. I believe."

    Harper glanced back into the room at the digital clock on the nightstand. They had a little more than three hours to get showered and have breakfast, which was plenty of time, which meant she could follow through on her plan to pleasure Grant with her mouth. Yes, Harper was copying what Hazel had done for Josh the morning after their first night together, but Hazel was well-attuned to how to excite and please a man and she was an excellent model to follow.

    Harper finished her coffee, set the mug on the ground, and stood. She stepped in front of Grant, untied the robe and opened it to show her naked body. He leaned forward and ran a hand up her inner thigh, over her pussy lips, and up her taut stomach until he'd gently grasped one of her breasts.

    "You're extraordinary, Harper," he said.

    "So are you."

    She dropped the robe and felt just a hint of nervousness that someone might be watching from another room. Harper then fell to her knees and untied Grant's swimsuit - he'd apparently picked it up off the floor instead of his underwear - and pulled it down to his ankles.

    "I want you to cum in my mouth," she said.

    Grant smiled and then moaned as she took his half hard cock between her lips. She thought of Owen while blowing the man she'd decided was going to be her lover for the duration of her time in the Caribbean. She couldn't remember the last time she'd made her husband cum in her mouth. She resolved to do so when she got home. It wouldn't wash away the guilt, but she knew Owen would appreciate a blowjob.

    Then Harper's husband was gone from her mind and Grant was all she thought about. She sucked him slowly, using one hand to stroke his slick shaft while the other moved under his shirt and over his stomach and chest. She made plenty of eye contact, too, and found great pleasure in the intense lust she saw in his eyes.

    It wasn't a long blowjob, which Harper found thrilling. He was turned on enough by her - and her mouth - that he couldn't hold back. He came hard in her mouth and the load was quite voluminous. Harper nearly lost some of it when the taste got a bit overwhelming, but she kept it all in her mouth and swallowed. Men liked it when a woman swallowed their cum. Harper knew that and she was surprised by how strong her desire was to give Grant that small gift.

    "Extraordinary," Grant said with a smile.

    Then he leaned forward and kissed her. There was no tongue, but Harper was surprised by the kiss nonetheless. She liked it, though. She liked it a lot.

    "How about we switch places?" he asked. "I'm quite good with my mouth, too."

    Harper wasn't going to turn down that offer. Soon enough she was sitting in the chair and Grant was on his knees using his tongue, lips, and fingers to bring her to an extraordinary orgasm of her own.

    ---

    Harper had never stepped on a surfboard before, but she proved better at it than any of the eight people that attended the lesson, Grant included. She was far from an expert, of course, but she picked up the techniques with relative speed and was the first to actually stand up and ride a wave.

    By the time the two hour lesson was over, Harper felt like she had an understanding of why so many people were utterly in love with surfing as there was nothing quite like the sense of elation she felt when standing up and riding a wave for as long as possible.

    Hazel was so impressed she took multiple videos and a wealth of pictures of Harper surfing. Grant and Josh were impressed, too, and Harper could see them cheering from the shore as she managed to catch a fairly sizable wave and take it for a lengthy ride before it overwhelmed her.

    Harper had such a good time that she booked another lesson for the next day and she couldn't resist sending the videos to Owen to show him that she was taking full advantage of the vacation he'd insisted she take.

    His replies were enthusiastic to say the least and Harper couldn't help but feel guilty as she read them while sitting next to Grant on the beach. Then he leaned over and kissed her neck and that guilt was almost entirely washed away by desire.

    "Josh knows, by the way," Grant said as Harper tucked her phone into her towel.

    She laughed. "I know. I mean, how could he not know? I'm sure he knew yesterday. It doesn't matter."

    "Does that mean I can kiss you?"

    Harper turned her head and nodded. Grant's lips found hers and they shared a deep kiss there on the beach. There were people all around - including Josh and Hazel - but they all fell away and it was just Harper and Grant. It was his hand on her leg. It was his tongue in her mouth. It was that incredible fluttering sensation working its way through her body and leaving her with an intense desire for the man who'd become her vacation fling.

    "God, you're such a good kisser," she said.

    He laughed softly and rested his forehead against hers. Harper closed her eyes as Grant reached up and caressed her face. "It feels so good to kiss you, to touch you, to be near you."

    They kissed again, this time just as deeply as they last. Harper's bikini bottoms were still damp from her time in the ocean, but she could sense the wetness between her legs, the wetness that was her body's way of saying it wanted Grant inside her.

    "Let's go back to your room," she said. "Right now, in fact."

    "I just need a minute."

    She gave him a curious look and he glanced towards his crotch. Harper smiled. He was hard and it wouldn't work to walk to the hotel with an erection.

    Harper's phone dinged. Owen wanted to talk. He'd promised he wouldn't bother her with anything while she was on vacation, but he missed her and he just wanted to hear about the fun she'd been having with Hazel.

    Harper called him.

    "Hey honey," he said.

    "Hey."

    "So surfing, huh? I honestly never would have guessed you'd take surfing lessons. You looked amazing, though, like you were always meant to be on a surfboard."

    She smiled. It was good to hear his voice. "I know, right? It was an incredible experience. There's something...I know this doesn't sound like me, but there was something kind of magical about being up on the board, about those brief moments where it felt like I was gliding over the top of the water. It was kind of an out of body experience in the best way possible."

    Harper briefly considered that getting fucked by Grant had felt like an out of body experience, too. There had been moments where it felt like she was simply floating as his cock moved in and out of her. She'd attributed that to the overwhelming pleasure of it, though she was well aware that fucking Grant was very much a way of escaping her real life and becoming someone entirely different for a little while. It was probably an unhealthy way to manage her stress, but it was working exceptionally well.

    "Watching those videos made me feel like it's kind of a shame we don't live close to a surfing spot," Owen said.

    "I know, right? I think it just means we'll have to take more tropical vacations, though?"

    "Yeah? You think this trip might turn you into a fan of going on vacation?"

    Harper thought of Grant going down on her that morning. She thought of looking out at the ocean as a skilled man tended to her pussy with his tongue and fingers. She thought of putting a hand on the back of Grant's head while she came as the waves lapped at the sand several stories below his balcony. She imagined doing that same thing with Owen and it put a smile on her face.

    "If nothing else, this trip has accomplished that, Owen, and I have to thank you for that."

    Harper felt Grant's hand on her leg. She looked over to see him smiling, though she thought there was a hint of jealousy in his eyes. It surprised her, though maybe it shouldn't have.

    She should have moved Grant's hand from her leg. It was wrong to talk to her husband while indulging in the intimate touch of another man. Harper didn't move it, though. Instead, she smiled at Grant and he moved his fingers a little further up her thigh.

    "I really am grateful that you insisted I go on this vacation, Owen," she said while holding Grant's gaze. "I guess I won't really know for sure until I get home, until I'm back in the groove of real life, but I think this trip might be life changing for me."

    Grant leaned in and kissed her neck. Harper bit her lip to prevent a moan from escaping. It was wrong. It was so wrong to let Grant kiss her while she was on the phone with Owen. The fluttering was going wild, though. She felt it in her stomach, in her loins, in her chest. Her nipples were hard. Her pussy was soaked. Her fingers and toes were tingling a little.

    "I want you, Harper," Grant whispered into her ear.

    Her heart skipped a beat, both from an intense fear that Owen would hear and from an equally intense level of arousal coursing through her body.

    "I'm really glad to hear that, Harper," Owen said. "And we can absolutely go on tropical vacations and get you on a surfboard when we do. Hell, you can make this a yearly tradition with Hazel if you want. I mean, lots of women do girl's trips, right? I can see the value in that."

    Harper closed her eyes as Grant's fingers moved closer to her pussy. He kept kissing her neck, too, and she felt dangerously close to moaning into her phone as her desire threatened to get the best of her.

    "That's very nice of you, Owen," she managed to reply. "You're a remarkably generous man, you know that? And I'm a very lucky woman."

    He was quiet for a few moments before saying, "I'm the lucky one, Harper."

    Harper turned to Grant and let the hand holding her phone fall to her side. She kissed him. She lured his tongue into his mouth. She moaned as quietly as she could as his hand moved to her stomach and ventured upwards until it was resting right beneath her breast. It all happened so fast and part of Harper felt terrible for sharing such a passionate kiss with another man while on the phone with her husband, but desire had blinded her to any sense of reason.

    "I miss you," Owen said as she raised the phone to hear ear once more. "I don't mean to make you feel guilty or anything, but I just wanted to say that I miss you."

    "I miss you too," she replied.

    "And also I wanted to say that you look incredible in that bikini."

    Harper smiled. It was an exceptional bikini and she liked that Owen had taken note of it in the surfing video Hazel had filmed.

    "Yeah?" she asked in what she hoped was a flirtatious manner.

    "Yeah. You looked really hot. Like, really hot. It definitely made me wish I was there."

    "Oh yeah? Why is that?"

    He paused and Harper wondered if he heard the distinctly naughty intent in her question. "Because...because it made me want to fuck you, Harper."

    Owen didn't often talk like that, to the point that it caught her off guard, though not in a bad way. "Yeah? Would you have taken me up to our room after watching me surf, Owen?"

    "Yes, I would have."

    Harper had an idea. A terrible idea, though one that excited her. It was cruel, but sexy, and maybe generous in a twisted kind of way.

    "Maybe I should go up to my room and call you back when I get there," she suggested.

    "Yeah?"

    "Yes. I'll call you back in five minutes." Harper hung up and turned to Grant. "Crazy idea. I'm going to have phone sex with my husband and I'd like to have your cock inside me while I do it."

    For a moment Grant looked surprised, though the look on his face quickly shifted to one of lust. "I'm all in."

    "I was thinking I'd sit on the desk while you fucked me. Can you be quiet while you do it?"

    "Yes, absolutely."

    Harper mentioned to Hazel that she would see her later and then she and Grant left the beach and headed for the hotel. Three minutes later they were in his room kissing and groping each other like you do when you're out of your mind with desire for someone. At her urging, Grant put on a condom as Harper hopped on the desk and spread her legs.

    Grant slipped inside her and kissed her neck as she picked up the phone. She dialed her husband. Owen answered on the first ring.

    "Hey."

    "Are you naked?" she asked.

    "Yes. Are you?"

    "I'm wearing the bikini," she answered as Grant grasped her breast through the bikini top and squeezed hard enough for it to feel just a bit uncomfortable. He'd done it on purpose - the look on his face made that clear - and Harper was overwhelmed with a desire to kiss him. It was a dangerous game she was playing, but there was something so hot about having him inside her while she talked to Owen. "I thought you might like to think of me in the bikini, to think of fucking me in this bikini."

    "I do like that," Owen answered.

    Grant pulled out and slowly filled Harper. She looked down at his condom-wrapped cock and watched it disappear into her pussy. Something about the visual of it amped up the naughtiness of what she was doing and her body literally shuddered from the sheer pleasure of it.

    "I'm so wet for you," she said, speaking to both Grant and her husband.

    Grant pulled out and put his fingers inside her. He moved them aggressively and Harper held the phone closer to her pussy.

    "Can you hear that, baby?" she asked after a few seconds of wild finger play.

    "I can. Fuck, Harper. That's incredible."

    She moaned as Grant filled her again. He began to fuck her at a slow, steady rhythm, doing his best to remain quiet. Harper wanted it harder and faster but she knew she couldn't. She knew she had to hold off on that or Owen would know.

    "Are you stroking your cock, Owen?"

    "Yes."

    Harper soon heard the sound of her husband masturbating. He must have been holding the phone towards his cock. He must have used lube, too, because it sounded rather wet and slippery. Harper was unexpectedly aroused at the sound and when she closed her eyes she could actually see Owen's dick with its plump head and veiny shaft.

    "I wish you were here, baby. I wish you were inside me. I wish I was on top of you. I wish I was riding your stiff cock with my tight pussy. I wish you were playing with my tits in this sexy bikini top while I milked your dick with my tight cunt."

    Grant grabbed both of her breasts and played with them. He leaned in and his lips brushed against her neck as he fucked her a little faster. The desk groaned under her weight and Harper hoped that Owen didn't hear it. He was stroking quite furiously, though, so chances were good he wasn't paying attention to much of anything other than his pleasure.

    "Fuck, Harper, I love hearing you talk like that," he said.

    "Yeah? You like a bit of dirty talk, baby?"

    "I do. Holy shit, I really do."

    "My room has a balcony," she said while smiling at Grant. "Maybe you should take me out on the balcony. Maybe you should bend me over, Owen. Maybe you should pull my bikini aside, slip your dick into my wet cunt from behind, grab my hips, and fuck me hard."

    Grant stepped back and his cock slipped out of her as Owen groaned. He took Harper's hand and she hopped off the desk and walked towards the balcony. Grant opened the door and Harper stepped out.

    "That was me opening the balcony door," she said. "Now I'm bending over, baby."

    Harper bent over the balcony and Grant pulled her bikini aside.

    "Fuck me from behind, Owen. Take my pussy. Take your wife's pussy from behind and fuck me hard."

    Owen groaned and Harper did the same as Grant slipped into her from behind. His fingers dug into her hips and he began to thrust. He was fucking her a little harder than he had on the desk, but the sound didn't carry in the same way outdoors, plus there was the breeze and the ocean waves.

    "Does it feel good, Owen? Does it feel good to fuck me from behind while I wear this sexy little bikini for you? Does my cunt feel good?"

    "Harper, baby, I'm close!"

    "Cum inside me, Owen. Cum in my pussy. Fuck me hard from behind and cum in my pussy!"

    Grant fucked her hard. The sound of his hips slamming into her ass seemed loud to Harper, but she was too turned on to care.

    "Harper, I'm cumming!" Owen cried out.

    "Cum in me, Owen. Cum in your wife's tight little cunt!"

    He grunted and groaned and Grant did the same, though his groans were far quieter. He was cumming, though. He was absolutely cumming.

    It took almost nothing for Harper to cum as she reached back and rubbed her clit. She was so turned on that just a few seconds later her legs were trembling so hard that Grant had to wrap his arm around her to hold her up. She damn near dropped her phone off the balcony, too, tightening her grip at the last second to keep it from slipping away.

    "Did you cum?" Owen asked.

    "I did. I came really, really hard."

    "Well, I'm really glad I asked you to talk," he replied with a laugh.

    "Me too, baby. Me too."

    "I'll let you get back to your vacation. Say hi to Hazel for me. I love you, Harper, and I'm really glad you're making the most of your time away."

    He had no idea just how true that was. Grant's cock was still inside her, after all. "I love you too, Owen. I'll see you soon."

    Harper hung up and turned her head. Grant leaned in and kissed her.

    "That was amazing," he said.

    "I know. I feel kind of bad, but it was also really hot."

    "It was. It was really, really hot."

    "And now I feel about as relaxed as I ever have."

    He kissed her neck. "Relaxed is good, especially for you."

    She smiled. "It really is."

    Grant pulled out and collapsed into one of the chairs. Harper did the same into the chair next to his. He reached over, took her hand, and brought the back of it to his lips for a kiss.

    "I'm hungry," she said. "All that surfing and fucking has worked up quite an appetite."

    "We should have an early dinner, then. Afterwards we can go down to the bar for a little dancing and cocktails. Then maybe a walk on the beach."

    "That sounds romantic," she replied.

    Grant smiled. "Yeah, it does."

    "It sounds nice, too. Really nice."

    "Yeah, it does."

    Harper closed her eyes and soaked up the sun as her stomach growled, making her hunger overwhelmingly obvious.

    "How about a shower, first?" she asked. "Then I'll put on a pretty dress for you and you can take me to dinner."

    "That would be perfect."

    They'd shower. They'd have a romantic dinner. They'd have drinks at the bar. They'd dance. They'd kiss. They'd have a romantic walk on the beach. They'd almost certainly have sex again, too. It had already been a great day but it was only going to get better.
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    Harper woke up to the sensation of Grant's lips on the back of her neck. His fingers caressed the outside of her thigh and moved to her ass before he nestled himself against her. She responded by moaning softly and shifting her ass to try and stimulate his cock.

    "Good morning," he whispered.

    Harper moaned again and felt him get hard. She parted her thighs a little and he slipped between them as his hand grasped one of her breasts.

    "It's a very good morning," she said.

    Harper knew it wouldn't be long before he was inside her. She knew it because her body was screaming at her to have sex with Grant, to take him into her pussy, to make him feel good, to claim her pleasure as well.

    It happened with Harper on top. She rolled away from Grant and pushed him onto his back. She thought about giving him head for a bit, but he was already hard as a rock so she grabbed a condom, rolled it down his impressive dick, and took him inside her.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    Harper placed his hands on her breasts and moaned as he played with them. She rested her hands over his hands, tilted her head back, and moved her pussy back and forth over his cock. She'd given her body what it wanted and now she was being rewarded with pleasure from head to toe.

    "You feel so good inside me. Grant, you feel so fucking good inside me."

    He groaned. Harper looked down at him and leaned forward. His hands moved to her ass as their lips met for a deep kiss. She began to ride him, to bounce on his cock as he squeezed her ass cheeks and moaned while their tongues danced.

    "I'm close," she said. "Cum with me, Grant."

    Not long after, they came together. Harper sat up, arched her back, and rolled her head towards the ceiling as she had yet another incredible orgasm courtesy of Grant's dick.

    The noises coming from the man inside her made it seem like he too was lost in the bliss of an especially good orgasm, which added just a bit more pleasure to Harper's experience.

    Once her thighs stopped trembled, Harper dismounted and laid next to Grant. They kissed softly and she rested her hand on his chest and felt his heart pounding. Hers was doing the same. She couldn't help but smile at the simple joy of having great sex with someone new.

    Harper's phone dinged on the nightstand. She grabbed it. It was a text from Owen: "Not bothering you. Just wanted to say that I woke up thinking about you. Yesterday was amazing. I love you and I'm so glad that you're having a good time."

    She probably should have felt guilty, especially since another man's cock had been inside her while she had phone sex with Owen the day before, but Harper had resolved to push all the guilt into the future if she was ever going to feel it.

    "I'm glad you enjoyed yourself," she replied. "I did too. Maybe we can do it again before I come home."

    "I'd like that. There was something very exciting about your energy last night, about the dirty talk, about how authentic it all felt. Anyway, have a great day, Harper. Keep it up with the relaxation."

    She looked at Grant and smiled before replying to her husband. "Today has already gotten off to a relaxing start and I'll make sure to keep it up as the day goes on. Make sure you have a good day too."

    Harper set her phone back on the nightstand. She cuddled closer to Grant and he put his arm around her and kissed the top of her head. She closed her eyes and let the post-orgasmic relaxation settle over her. She was on vacation. She'd just had a great orgasm. There was no reason to do anything other than relax in that moment.

    ---

    "So you're fucking Grant?"

    Hazel sat at the edge of her bed as Harper changed into a bikini for her surf lesson. Her morning had included breakfast with Grant and then another round of sex in his room before she'd left to get ready for her lesson.

    "Yes, I am," she answered. They hadn't actually talked about it, but it was obvious enough that lying was pointless.

    Hazel's face was unreadable for a few seconds, but then she smiled. "I knew it. I could tell. The sex is good, isn't it? Like, really good, right?"

    Harper nodded. "Really, really good. He's already fucked me twice today. Once when we woke up and once after breakfast."

    Hazel laughed. "It's kind of hard to resist good dick, isn't it?"

    Her first instinct was to disagree with Hazel's surface-level diagnosis, but Harper conceded that she wasn't wrong. "As it turns out, it's impossible, though I prefer to think that it's Grant that I find irresistible." She paused for a moment, smiled, and said, "He does have a really nice dick, though."

    Hazel was all smiles. "So does Josh. He uses it well, too."

    Harper couldn't help but laugh. She was certain that they'd had the same conversation in college, likely numerous times. She was also certain that part of her enjoyment of Grant was that it made her feel young and carefree again, with emphasis on the carefree part.

    "Last night I fucked Grant while having phone sex with Owen."

    That made Hazel's eyes go wide. "Seriously?"

    Harper nodded as she grabbed a bottle of sunscreen and started applying it to her arms.

    "Are you crazy?"

    "A little, I think, because I'm well aware of how dangerous and stupid it was."

    "Was it hot?"

    Harper's pussy tingled as she thought about it. She got wet, too. "Yes, it was hot. Is that crazy? Am I crazy for doing that? Am I crazy for finding it hot?"

    "Yes, obviously, but it does feel like it's exactly the kind of thing this vacation version of you would do. I mean, right? First you're making out with a guy. Then you're strolling along the beach with him. Then you're sucking his dick on the beach. Then the next day you're fooling around in the water with him and fucking him. Then you're fucking him some more. Then you're fucking him while having phone sex with your husband. I mean, that's a strange path to follow, but it all sort of fits."

    "Owen texted me this morning. He told me how hot it was. Then he told me to make sure I kept on working on being relaxed. I told him that my morning had started out in a very relaxing way."

    Hazel looked a bit puzzled. "Like you were trying to tell him you'd cum?"

    "I mean, I didn't really think about it, you know? I just sent the text, but I've been thinking about it since and I'm pretty sure there's no other way to interpret it."

    "Well, it was true. I'm sure he thought you'd just woken up and masturbated, but it's not like you lied. Your day started with a relaxing orgasm," Hazel said.

    Harper smiled as she thought of riding Grant's cock. She thought of his hands on her breasts, of the way his thickness felt so good inside her, of the way he reached so deep in her pussy. Her mind jumped to the post-breakfast sex, to Grant fucking her missionary and then flipping her over and fucking her while Harper lay on her stomach and rubbed her clit. She thought of how good his body felt on top of her, how deep was inside her, how hard he made her cum. She was wet enough that she damn near skipped the surfing lesson in favor of getting fucked again.

    "Do you think Owen got turned on thinking about you cumming here in paradise?" Hazel asked.

    Harper gave it a few seconds thought before answering. "I hope he did. The truth is, I really liked making him cum last night. Over the phone, I mean. I liked doing it while Grant was inside me - which I'm pretty sure makes me a horrible person, but I'll deal with that later - but I also just liked making him cum. It makes me wonder if I've let myself get out of tune with Owen, sexually speaking."

    "It happens to married couples, doesn't it? Like, after a certain number of years things kind of go into maintenance mode unless you're actively working at it. I mean, what the fuck do I know given that I'm not married, but I feel like that's what you hear."

    Harper sat to rub sunscreen into her legs and felt a touch of guilt, though not over her mini affair with Grant. Instead, the guilt was caused by the realization that she'd let her sex life with Owen slip into maintenance mode. She'd put so much effort into other areas of her life - her career in particular - and yet she'd been more than happy to let things sink into mediocrity when it came to sex. It was a disappointing realization. Owen deserved better and so did she.

    "You're right," she said after what ended up being a fairly long span of silent contemplation. "I did let things go into maintenance mode with Owen. Fuck. I'd never really thought about it, but that's exactly what happened."

    "Do you ever wonder if he's cheated?"

    Harper shot her friend a look. "What the fuck, Hazel?"

    "Yeah. Sorry. I don't know what came over me."

    Harper took a deep breath. "I mean, I couldn't be mad about it, could I? Not now. Before, maybe. But not now."

    "Well, you could be mad, but there would be something kind of insane about getting mad."

    Harper finished with the lotion, placed the bottle on the dresser, and headed to the bathroom to wash her hands. She looked at herself in the mirror and immediately thought of Grant standing behind her. She could feel him kissing her upper back and shoulders. She could feel his hands on her waist. She could feel him pulling her hips back until his crotch was pressed against her ass. He'd done all of those things after their shower the previous day and the result had been a torrent of desire coursing through her.

    Again Harper fought off the urge to cancel her surfing lesson in favor of fucking Grant. Instead, she put on her flip flops, grabbed a room key and her phone, and headed out.

    Though he'd made no mention of joining her, Grant was on the beach when she arrived. Harper was so happy to see him that she practically ran into his arms for a hug and a kiss.

    "I hope it's okay that I signed up for another lesson," he said.

    "Of course it's okay."

    "I'll be honest, I really just want to spend more time with you. There aren't many days left in our vacation."

    Harper was hit with a wave of emotion that she answered by kissing Grant in a deeper manner that was probably appropriate for the beach. "I'm glad you came. I want to spend more time with you, too."

    They spent the next two hours surfing and again Harper proved something of a natural at it. She felt more confident than the day before and she managed to catch quite a few more waves. Grant wasn't anywhere near as good, but he seemed to be having a great time, too, and they spent plenty of time hanging out and chatting in the water as they waited for waves to come in.

    Harper couldn't help but feel like it was a damn near perfect date. It was a strange thought to have - she was a married woman, after all - but there was no denying the fact that for those two hours Grant felt very much like her boyfriend.

    Afterwards, Harper and Grant headed for the beachside bar. They ordered frozen drinks - her a pina colada and him something called a hurricane - and enjoyed the ocean breeze, the beautiful view, the tropical music, and the conversation as they sat thigh to thigh at a high top table.

    "I saw you asking the instructor to film you," Grant said as their drinks were nearly finished. "Did he get anything good?"

    Harper had completely forgotten about the videos and she pulled them up on her phone. There were a dozen to choose from and she was really quite impressed with herself, though she tried not to say anything for fear of sounding egomaniacal.

    That wasn't a worry, though, as Grant leaned over, put a hand on her thigh, and kissed her cheek before saying, "Honestly, you're amazing, Harper. Look at how good you look. Look at how fucking sexy you look, by the way, especially in the third video where it really seems like you have total control over the board and your body."

    "You really think so?" she asked.

    His hand moved a little further up her thigh. She had a bit of sand on her skin so his touch felt a little gritty, but it was still thrilling. "Yes, you look good in all the videos, honestly, but there's something really sexy about the ones where you really seem like you're in your element, like in a different life you would have been a pro surfer."

    Harper smiled, turned to Grant, and kissed him softly. There was just a hint of tongue with the kiss and it thrilled her. His fingers moved in slow circles over her thigh and she felt her nipples get hard as her pussy dripped with desire for him.

    "I do feel like I found my new favorite hobby. I'll just need to go on more vacations to actually indulge in it."

    "Well, you'll have to let me know when you're going on one of those vacations."

    Harper looked at him.

    "Oh, sorry, I just mean...well, I don't know, I guess I just mean that I like you and I'm aware that what's happening between us will not go beyond vacation."

    She smiled. "No, it's okay. I...I feel the same way. I like you, I mean. I just...I'm also married and..."

    He kissed her on the cheek. "I know. I know. And next time you're probably bringing your husband on a trip like this."

    "Well, he did mention that he'd be okay with me doing a girl's trip with Hazel on a regular basis, so, you know, I suppose if that became a reality I could...you know, let you know where we were going. I mean, maybe that's insane. You'll probably have a girlfriend soon enough...so it's just a fantasy. It's a nice one, though."

    "It is. It really is."

    Harper kissed him. She did so deeply. She lost herself in the feel of his lips against hers and the way his tongue gently explored her mouth. She lost herself in the sensations of desire coursing through her and the lovely fantasy of somehow meeting up with him once a year on a girl's trip with Hazel where she'd spend most of her time having carefree sex with Grant. It wasn't ever going to become reality, but in that moment there was something so beautiful about acting like it might actually become reality.

    "Fancy a swim in the pool?" she asked.

    He nodded. "Just give me a minute for...you know."

    Harper knew what he meant. He had a boner and it needed a little time to go down. While they waited she sent a few of the surfing videos to Owen since he'd enjoyed them so much from the day before. She had on a different bikini, too, so she figured he might enjoy that.

    Once Grant had gone soft they made their way to the resort's pool, grabbed towels and claimed two lounge chairs. They were in the water a moment later. Their time in the pool consisted of a bit of swimming, a bit of kissing, and quite a bit of Grant's arms wrapped around her as they relaxed in the shallow end.

    They retreated to the lounge chairs feeling refreshed and Harper noticed a handful of replies from Owen.

    He was effusive in his praise for her surfing skills and he noted that once again she looked especially good in her bikini.

    "Who's the guy you're talking with?" was the last thing he'd texted.

    Harper watched the videos she'd sent to Owen and noticed that each of them began with her and Grant talking as they waited for a wave to come. Harper hadn't even considered that Owen might take notice of that small detail.

    "That's Grant. I met him at the first surf lesson yesterday. He's a nice guy and we got to know each other a little bit. He was there again today and so we chatted some more," she texted back.

    Text made it impossible to know if Owen was feeling jealous or insecure or even suspicious that something deeper was going on. It could have been nothing of those things. He could simply have been wondering if she'd made a friend. There was no way to know, which made her feel a little nervous.

    "Did Hazel not surf today?" he asked.

    "No. She met a guy, actually. She was doing something with him today."

    "Ah. Well, good for Hazel," he replied. "Meeting a guy on vacation must be nice. A good way to have some fun, you know?"

    "Absolutely. She's having a great time with him. Josh is his name. He's actually Grant's friend."

    Harper regretted the last part the moment she sent it. Owen didn't need to know that.

    "Oh, wow. Is that how you met Grant?"

    "Yeah," was all she texted.

    "Is everything okay?" Grant asked as he reached over to rest a hand on Harper's thigh.

    She turned and saw genuine concern on his face. She must have been feeling more stressed about the text chat with Owen than she thought. "Yeah. I sent Owen a few of the surf videos and he saw us talking at the start of each of them. He asked about you."

    "Anything to worry about?"

    Harper shook her head. "I don't think so. I mean, it's just the two of us talking. It's not like he can hear what we're saying."

    Harper thought of how Grant had told her - numerous times, in fact - how sexy she looked in her bikini and how much of a turn on it was to watch her surf with such skill. She was thankful that there was no way Owen could hear them talking in a video filmed from the beach.

    "I take it Hazel and Josh are having sex?" Owen texted.

    Harper was taken aback by her husband's directness, but he wasn't wrong. "They are. She's spent a few nights in his room," she texted. Harper was well aware that the same thing was true of her and she felt an unexpected sense of excitement, like she was getting off on the idea of getting away with something.

    "Good for her," Owen said. "Vacation sex tends to be very satisfying, doesn't it? Maybe even more so with someone she just met. It's more exciting that way, isn't it?"

    "It is," Harper agreed. "She certainly seems like she's enjoying the happiness boost that comes with having good sex."

    "It's probably quite relaxing, too."

    Harper tensed up as she stared at Owen's last message. Did he know? Had the phone sex the night before revealed everything? That couldn't be possible. Why wouldn't Owen have said something if he could hear her having sex with Grant? Why would he have just gone along with it? And yet, it wasn't Hazel that had come on the vacation because she needed to relax, so why would Owen have used that particular word?

    Despite her fear, Harper texted, "Yes, I'd say she's very relaxed."

    "That's good. That's really good," Owen replied before adding, "Hey, if you're still in that bikini, any chance of a pic?"

    Harper lifted the phone to take a selfie and then turned to Grant. "My husband wants a bikini pic. Would you be willing to take it?"

    "Sure."

    He grabbed the phone and stood to get a good angle for the photo. Harper did her best to pose like a seductive bikini model - she probably didn't quite achieve it, but that was fine - and Grant snapped a handful of pictures.

    He handed the phone back to her and Harper was quite pleased with the results. She picked her favorite, attached it to her conversation with Owen, and took a deep breath. She knew full well what she was doing - sending a picture that someone else had obviously taken - and she did it anyway.

    "Amazing," Owen replied. "You look so hot, Harper."

    "Thank you. I feel like I'm maybe a little bit hotter when I'm relaxed and on vacation. Maybe more confident, too."

    Another minute passed before Owen texted, "I just noticed that it's not a selfie. Did Hazel take the picture?"

    "No, Grant did," Harper replied.

    It was a huge risk. She wasn't admitting to anything, of course, but it seemed that she and Owen were engaged in something of a dance and she found it oddly exciting despite the potentially catastrophic risks.

    "He took a very good picture. You seem comfortable modeling for him, too."

    Harper was surprised at the sudden pounding of her heart. It wasn't nervousness, either. She was excited. "I am. He has a way of making me feel comfortable."

    "You know what I thought about this morning?" Owen texted.

    "No. What's that?"

    "I thought about the time we rented that house on the North Carolina shore. That little out of the way place on the beach. It felt so remote and so romantic because of it. The house was on stilts and the deck was raised up and had this incredible view of the ocean and the beach," he replied.

    "I remember that," Harper texted. She was almost certain she knew the specific memory Owen was talking about. She'd gone down on him on that deck. She'd given him a rather lengthy blowjob, in fact. He'd just gotten promoted, which was why they'd rented the house, and she'd stripped on the deck, gotten on her knees, and sucked his cock until he'd cum in her mouth as a reward of sorts. "I enjoyed what I did for you on the deck. How I made you feel good."

    "I enjoyed that too. That kind of thing is somehow so much better on vacation than at home. I don't know why."

    Harper turned to Grant. "How would you feel about going up to your room so I can suck your dick?"

    "I'd be a madman to turn that down."

    They got up and left the pool area as Harper texted her husband. "Can I call you in a few minutes to have the same kind of fun we had last night?"

    "I'd love that," Owen replied.

    Harper and Grant stepped into the elevator and she said, "I think Owen knows. I think he's into it, though. I'm not sure, but I think so."

    Grant seemed a little nervous.

    "I'm going to call him and then I'm going to suck your cock. He's going to listen. If he doesn't know, he'll know soon enough. If I'm right, though, he basically just asked me to blow you while he was on the phone and he's going to have the time of his life listening."

    "Holy shit," Grant said. "So this is either the best or worst idea. There's no middle ground."

    That's why Harper's heart was pounding so hard. "No middle ground whatsoever."

    Grant smiled. "Well, I hope you're right."

    She stepped closer and kissed him. "Either way, though, you get a blowjob."

    He smiled again. "There is upside for me, so I'm not going to complain."

    "Hey, there's upside for me too," Harper replied as she rubbed his dick through his swimsuit. "I get to have your cock in my mouth."

    He moaned a little. "Yeah? That's something you like?"

    She nodded. "It might be something I love, and if my husband's into listening then it's absolutely going to be something I love."

    The elevator doors opened and they rushed to the room. Grant's swimsuit and t-shirt were off before the door shut completely. Harper stripped and stepped into the bathroom. She took a mirror selfie showing off her naked body.

    She sent Owen the picture and texted, "I'm can't wait to suck your cock, baby."

    Harper gave it half a minute and called.

    "Hey," Owen said. "That picture was amazing."

    "Are you naked?" she asked.

    "I am."

    Harper stepped into the hotel room and saw Grant sitting in the chair that was previously tucked mostly under the desk. She sauntered over with the phone in her hand and sank to her knees. She considered putting Owen on speaker, but she wanted the sounds of oral sex to be clearer, to make it more visceral.

    "I'm on my knees for you," Harper said in a soft, seductive tone. "You're so hard for me."

    She kissed the head of Grant's cock and Owen moaned.

    "Your cock is so beautiful," Harper said while looking up at Grant. "I want to make you feel good, baby. I want to make you cum in my mouth. I want to swallow your cum."

    Owen moaned and it looked like Grant might do the same, but Harper urged him to keep quiet by holding a finger against her lips. Even if Owen knew of her infidelity and was into it, Harper had no interest in being obvious about it.

    Harper then kissed and licked her way from the base of Grant's cock to the tip. The sounds of kissing and licking were loud and obvious and Owen moaned a handful of times. She could hear him stroking his dick, too.

    "I'm going to take you in my mouth, Owen. I'm going to suck your big cock. I'm going to make you feel good. I'm going to give you that vacation blowjob that you deserve," she said softly.

    Harper took Grant's cock into her mouth and pleasured him. She looked up to hold his gaze while sucking on the head of his big, beautiful cock. She spread as much of her saliva over the head and shaft as she could because she wanted this to be a noisy blowjob. She got her free hand involved, too, stroking the slick shaft while her mouth took as much as she could.

    "Fuck...Harper..." Owen said. She could hear the arousal in his voice.

    "Does it feel good, baby?" she asked. "Does it feel good to have my mouth on your big cock?"

    "Yes," Owen answered.

    "Should I suck your balls, Owen? Would you like it if your wife took your balls in her mouth?"

    He moaned. "Yes."

    Harper smiled at Grant and kissed her way down his shaft. She took one of his balls in her mouth and moaned while swirling her tongue around it and sucking gently. It popped free and she took the other one in her mouth, offering the same kind of beautiful pleasure while she listened to Owen masturbate and moan.

    "I love sucking your balls," she said. "I love sucking your cock. I love being on my knees for you. I love seeing the pleasure on your face, Owen. I love seeing how good my mouth makes you feel. I love knowing that you're going to cum for me, that I'm going to swallow every drop of your load."

    Owen moaned louder.

    Harper took Gran'ts dick in her mouth once more and sucked vigorously. She stroked, too, because she wanted Grant to cum when Owen came. She wanted to take his load in her mouth as her husband imagined her doing that very thing.

    "Harper, I'm close," Owen declared.

    "Cum in my mouth, baby," she said before taking Grant's cock in her mouth once more.

    Harper sucked and stroked with a kind of vigor she wasn't sure she'd ever applied to a blowjob. She watched Grant's face and saw the impending orgasm. She felt his cock swell up in her mouth.

    He came. He grunted in a manner that seemed utterly out of his control and then put a hand over his mouth to keep quiet. Owen unleashed a moment later and Harper wondered if he'd heard the grunt, if he knew another man was cumming in Harper's mouth in that moment.

    Harper took Grant's load and listened to Owen moaning wildly. She kept her lips sealed around Grant's shaft until he'd finished and then pulled off his big cock and swallowed.

    "Your cum tastes good," she said softly.

    "That was amazing, Harper," Owen replied between what sounded like fairly heavy breaths. "Just amazing."

    "I really enjoyed that, Owen. My pussy is soaked."

    "I should let you go so you can tend to that. But thank you, Harper. That was the best orgasm I've had in a long time. I'll be thinking about you constantly."

    "I love you, Owen."

    "I love you too, Harper."

    She hung up, kissed Grant's cock, and then stood and backed into the bed. She sat with her legs spread and Grant got the message and got on his knees in front of her. His tongue found her clit and he went to work as his fingers invaded her wet pussy.

    "I'm still not sure if he knows," she said, "but I'm almost certain of it and he definitely enjoyed himself."

    "So did I," Grant replied.

    Harper smiled and then moaned as he rubbed her clit with his thumb. "It was so much hotter than I thought it would be." She put a hand on the back of his head to pull his mouth to her pussy. "Now make me cum."

    Harper let her head fall to the bed as Grant used his tongue and fingers to provide her with a world class climax fueled by an astoundingly hot phone encounter with her husband.

    She wasn't sure what would happen next, but even after her orgasm she was excited to once more indulge in the game she and Owen seemed to be playing. She wasn't sure what form it would take or when it would happen, but she was absolutely looking forward to it.
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    ---

    Harper's hands moved over Grant's back as they kissed. His skin was warm and she liked the feel of his muscles as he held himself up while grinding against her. Her panties barred his cock from her pussy, though Harper's body was screaming at her to remove that barrier and let him inside her.

    "Put on a condom," she said.

    Grant reached for the box. "Fuck. We're all out."

    Harper turned her head. "We've already gone through a box?"

    They'd fucked quite a lot in four days, but going through an entire box had surprised her. It spoke to how good the sex was, though, and how Harper had lost herself in the pleasure of fucking someone other than her husband.

    "Let me run down to the lobby. The sundries shop has condoms," Grant said.

    He climbed off of Harper and grabbed his shorts from the floor. She was in his lap before he could put them on, though. She kissed him deeply and he tossed the shorts aside and ran his hands up her back.

    "I don't want to wait," she said softly. "And we don't need to fuck to feel good. Let me suck your dick."

    That wasn't how she normally talked. She was a different woman on vacation, though. She liked that, too. It made all of it so much hotter.

    Harper got off his lap, sank to her knees, and took his underwear off. His dick was in her mouth a moment later.

    "Oh, fuck, Harper..."

    She liked sucking Grant's dick. She'd done it quite a bit, starting with that first night when she'd completely surrendered to what had felt like a destructive desire at the time. Now, though, Harper was damn near certain her husband knew about her affair and was on board with it. She'd blown Grant while on the phone with Owen - without explicitly saying that's what she was doing - and Owen had masturbated while listening. He knew. He had to have known.

    As she sucked his cock, Harper reached back and lowered her panties. She rubbed her pussy and moaned around the throbbing dick in her mouth. The sweet taste of precum danced on her tongue and she was soon overwhelmed with desire.

    That desire led Harper to stand. It led her to straddle Grant. It led her to take him inside her.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    "Just don't cum," she said.

    Harper rode him. They kissed. His hands moved over her back and grabbed her ass. She felt her orgasm building. Grant was moaning wildly. Her bare pussy must have felt good. Maybe even a great deal better than good.

    His cock felt better. It was always better without a condom. This was different than fucking Owen bareback, though. This was a great deal hotter. Harper knew it was the danger of it that turned her on. Some part of her understood that pursuing that danger-based pleasure was deeply unwise, that it was the sort of thing that people who didn't have their shit together did with regularity.

    "Harper..."

    Grant was getting close. He had to have been. Harper was getting close too, though, and she wanted to cum with his cock inside her.

    She didn't, though. As hot as it was, Harper lifted her hips and dropped to her knees right before Grant came. She took him in her mouth and received his cum. She ran her tongue over the head of his cock as he filled his room with a wild series of grunts and groans.

    Harper swallowed his cum and sat back as she smiled up at him.

    "I'm sorry," he said. "I couldn't last. It was so fucking hot. It felt so good to be inside you like that."

    He helped her to her feet, picked her up, and set her in the bed. He kissed his way down her body and tended to her pussy with his tongue and fingers. Soon enough, Harper was writhing in the bed as she climaxed while thinking about how hot it would have been to have him cum inside her.

    ---

    "I almost did something colossally stupid today," Harper announced as she and Hazel settled into a pair of lounge chairs that were submerged into six inches of water at the end of one of the resort's massive pools.

    "That seems to be a theme of this vacation," Hazel replied with a smile.

    "It does, doesn't it?"

    It struck Harper that she'd never been someone who surrendered to her impulses, that she'd always been the kind of person to think everything through, to ponder each decision from every possible angle before making the choice that seemed most rational. She'd eschewed all of that on this vacation, though, and the result had been a relief of so much of the stress that had done such damage to her health.

    "Are you going to share, or just stare off into the distance?"

    Harper laughed. "Right. Sorry. I had unprotected sex with Grant this morning and I very nearly let him cum inside me."

    "Jesus Christ, Harper!"

    A few other pool goers looked their way, though with good reason. Hazel had most certainly had used an alarmingly loud voice for her exclamation.

    Hazel offered an apologetic wave to a chubby middle aged woman directing an offended stare their way. "What the fuck is her problem?" she asked in a whisper. "You know what? Who cares about her? That was pretty stupid of you, though. I mean, you're not on birth control, right?"

    Harper shook her head. "No, which is why I didn't let him cum inside me. I got pretty close, though, and that was not smart of me. I lost myself, though. It's like how it used to be when I was young and stupid. I was just so...well, I suppose I was just so horny. You know?"

    Hazel raised her glass - they'd gotten cocktails before coming to the pool, of course - and said, "Here's to the joy of being horny and feeling young and stupid again."

    Harper smiled and raised her glass. It was nice to have a friend that had very little interest in making her feel guilty, though Hazel could afford to be that way because she understood that Harper was likely to do more than enough of making herself feel guilty.

    "Is it bad that I really want him to cum inside me?" Harper asked.

    "Yes, Harper, it's bad. I know I'm the carefree friend and everything, but that's bad. Even if Owen is maybe, probably on board with what you're doing here, I really doubt he'd be on board with you coming home pregnant with another man's baby, you know?"

    "Yeah, no, you're right. You are."

    They sat silently for a short spell and then Hazel looked over at her and asked, "You're thinking about it right now, aren't you?"

    Harper nodded. "And I'm really turned on, too. What the fuck is wrong with me?"

    "Honestly, I don't know. I think this might be the first time I've ever seen this side of you. This wild, unpredictable, chaotic side. I mean, obviously that side of you came out the first night when you ended up sucking a relative stranger's cock on the beach, but you know, this feels extra chaotic."

    Harper closed her eyes and thought of the blowjob she'd given Grant that night. She'd just had an orgasm grinding in his lap and she'd been so eager to satisfy him. His orgasm had felt almost as good as hers. Well, not really, but it had felt really good to make him cum. The way it does when you're really into someone, when making them feel good is really, really important to you. Harper wondered if her desire to have Grant cum inside her was at least partly because she knew it would feel really fucking good for him, too, and there was a very good chance that their relationship would be coming to an end in a few days when she and Hazel boarded a plane home.

    "How are things with you and Josh?" Harper asked.

    Hazel was all smiles. "Great. I really like him and he's really good in bed." She turned to her friend. "I think we both got pretty lucky on this vacation, actually. We met a pair of handsome, generous, skilled men and we've had a shitload of fun."

    Harper raised her glass and Hazel did the same. "To a few more days of fun."

    "To a few more days of fun!"

    ---

    Harper turned to the side, held up her phone, and snapped yet another mirror selfie. It was the fifth she'd taken and in this one she was wearing a sundress with a red and white floral pattern that she'd bought just a few hours ago at a local shop. The rest of the dresses were ones she'd packed.

    Harper sent all five images to Owen and added, "I'm going to dinner tonight and I was hoping you could help me pick out which dress to wear."

    Grant was taking her to dinner. They were leaving the resort of the first time. It had been his idea. He'd booked them a table at a restaurant renowned for both its food and its unparalleled sunset views. The whole thing had the feel of a real date, of a bit of romance, and Harper couldn't help her excitement.

    "It would be awfully hard to take my eyes off of you in that red and white dress," Owen replied. "Are you hoping that whoever you're going to dinner with will have a hard time doing anything other than staring at you?"

    Harper was delighted at the sudden pounding of her heart. Owen's seeming excitement at her infidelity - she wasn't sure if it could still be called that, but it fit - was a  surprising addition to her vacation, as was the excitement Harper felt at playing to her husband's newfound desire.

    "The restaurant we're going to is renowned for its remarkable sunset views, but I suppose I wouldn't mind if my dinner companion had a hard time doing anything other than staring at me," she replied.

    "Then you should definitely wear the red and white dress. He won't be able to take his eyes off of you, Harper."

    It was the first time Owen had fully acknowledged that Harper was seeing another man on vacation. She was surprised at how thrilling it felt.

    "I'm hoping he won't be able to keep his hands off of me, either," she texted.

    "That dress will accomplish both those goals. Will you be wearing anything underneath the dress?"

    "I have some options. Would you like to see those?"

    "I would."

    Harper set her phone down and took off the dress. She hadn't packed any lingerie, though she had a few bra and panty sets that looked quite nice. She was a woman that liked to invest in quality underwear, after all.

    Harper had bought a little something while she was out, though. It was a bodysuit made from the most delicate black lace. She'd seen it in store where she bought the dress. She'd run her fingers over the material and had been utterly enamored with it from the moment she touched it. Though Harper hadn't gone out looking to buy lingerie to wear for Grant, she'd splurged on it and she loved that she was going to model it for Owen.

    Harper put on the bodysuit, found the right angle for showing it off in the bathroom mirror, and took a picture.

    "I was thinking of wearing this under the dress," she texted. "I was thinking I might do a little striptease for him to reveal it."

    "Will your striptease include a little bit of a lap dance?"

    Harper smiled. "That's a good idea. I should give him a lap dance so I can feel him get hard for me."

    "I'm hard for you."

    "Let me see."

    Owen sent a picture. He was in his boxers and he was very hard.

    "I'm wet," she texted. "But it's hard to show that in a picture. Would you like to hear how wet I am, though?"

    "Yes."

    Harper called her husband and rushed to the bed.

    "Hey, baby," he said.

    She unsnapped the bodysuit at her crotch and began to masturbate. She moaned. "It's good to hear your voice."

    "Are you alone?"

    "I am. It's just me in the room. Hazel is tanning by the pool. I told her I wanted a little time to take those pictures I sent you."

    "Because you have a date tonight at a romantic restaurant?"

    "Yes, because he's taking me on a date tonight at a romantic restaurant with the most beautiful sunset views. That's why I bought that new dress. That's why I bought the lingerie. I want to be irresistible to him. I want him to crave me all night."

    Owen was masturbating. Harper could hear it.

    "I'm going to hold the phone by my pussy, Owen. I want you to hear how wet I am."

    She moved the phone towards her crotch. She fingered herself deeply - the wetness was loud and obvious - and then rubbed herself vigorously. There were droplets on her phone screen when she brought it to her ear again.

    "Did you hear that?"

    "I did," he answered. He'd lubed himself in some way because his cock sounded slick as he stroked himself.

    "Does it turn you on, Owen? Do you like that I got wet trying on clothes for my date with him?"

    "Fuck...yes..."

    He moaned. He was masturbating furiously. He must have been in full pursuit of an orgasm.

    "He's going to fuck me in that lingerie, Owen. After our date. I'm going to do a striptease for him. I'm going to give him a lap dance. I'm going to strip to that lingerie and suck his beautiful cock and then he's going to fuck me to multiple orgasms."

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Harper closed her eyes and climaxed right along with her husband. She thought of Grant, though. She thought of his body on top of hers, of his cock moving in and out of her while she held him close. She thought of him cumming inside her, which made the orgasm better even though she knew she couldn't indulge in that particular fantasy.

    "Well, thank you for that," Owen said. "I can't believe how hot that was."

    "I know."

    A silence fell between them and Harper worried that it was all about to come crashing down in the aftermath of their orgasms.

    "Hey, this might be a really weird thing to ask about, but is there any chance you could, I don't know, record what happens tonight? Just the sound, actually. Not video." Owen asked.

    Harper was genuinely surprised by his request, which was why she was silent for a few seconds before saying, "Uh, yes, actually. I'll have to ask him, of course, but you know, he's been on board so far so I don't see why it would be a problem. Do you want me to send it to you afterwards?"

    "I'd love that, yeah."

    Harper was still surprised, but in the best way possible. "Okay, well, I'll record what happens tonight, then."

    "I love you, Harper."

    "I love you too, Owen."

    "Have fun tonight."

    The call ended and Harper closed her eyes and set her phone down. She took a moment to appreciate how surreal her vacation had become. Then her mind wandered to what might happen when she got home. Would she and Owen forget that she'd fucked someone else on vacation? Would it be something they fought about? Would it be something that became a part of their sex life in some way?

    Those were questions for another day, though. Harper had to get ready for her dinner date. She wanted to look irresistible, after all.
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    ---

    Graham took Harper's hand as they walked into the restaurant. "You look stunning," he said as they waited behind another couple at the hostess stand.

    Harper smiled. "You already mentioned that. A few times, in fact."

    "It's worth saying as many times as you'll tolerate it."

    She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Harper would have enjoyed jumping his bones right there, but that could wait until later. Graham put his arm around her and pulled Harper close as they stepped up to the hostess stand. He gave his name and soon enough they were seated on the restaurant's back patio with a spectacular view of the horizon.

    "Wow," Harper said before her lips curled into a bright smile. "Graham, I'm impressed."

    "Good. That's what I was hoping for."

    She looked at him. "To impress me?"

    Graham nodded. "I'd like to remain in your memory after this week is over, if I'm being honest, and a memorably romantic meal seems like a very good way to do that."

    Something welled up inside Harper. Feeling. Real feeling. For Graham. She told herself it couldn't actually be real, that she didn't know him well enough for it to be real. It was something, though. Maybe it was just a side effect of having lots of really good sex. Whatever it was, Harper liked it.

    "Do you think I'll remain in your memory?" she asked.

    "Without a doubt. For a long, long time, I think."

    Harper admired his good looks for a few moments and asked, "You don't strike me as someone that struggles with women."

    He looked away and Harper would have sworn he grimaced for just a moment. "I'm usually pretty awkward, actually. It was different with you, though. There was...something. I don't know. It just felt easy, and it's not because you were married so it seemed like it was just harmless flirting. I just felt like we...clicked, I guess."

    "We did," she agreed. "I felt it too." Harper laughed softly. "I mean, I had you in my mouth just a few hours after we met. We clearly clicked."

    He laughed too and the waiter showed up with their drinks. Harper immediately lifted hers.

    "A toast to clicking," he said.

    The sun had retreated a little closer to the horizon as they sipped their drinks. Harper thought of that night on the beach, of kissing Graham as she moved her hips over his crotch, of his lips around her nipple, of the stiffness contained in his shorts pressing into her pelvis and igniting an orgasm that had been far better than it had any right to be, considering dry humping was what had brought it about.

    "I don't think I'll ever forget you," Harper said after losing herself in that memory for a few seconds.

    "I suppose you don't forget the man you cheated on your husband with."

    She smiled. "It's not cheating anymore. He knows. He likes it. It was cheating, of course, but it's retroactively turned into something else."

    "What has it become?"

    "A passionate fling, perhaps. A vacation romance? However you want to label it, I won't forget you, Graham. I can't forget you. In fact, you'll likely be on my mind for a long, long time. My husband doesn't know you, but he won't forget you either."

    Graham stared out at the ocean and sipped his drink. Harper slid her fingers over the tablecloth and took his hand in hers.

    "What's wrong?" she asked.

    "I feel a little sad," he admitted. "Only because this will be over in a few days. I've never...I'm not delusional about what this is, but I don't think I've ever experienced this kind of thing."

    "What kind of thing?"

    He smiled and looked away for a moment. "The kind of thing where you meet a woman and...and fall for her in the span of a week. The kind of thing where you fall so hard, so quickly that you're absolutely certain you're going to feel genuine grief when you have to part ways. I know it's not...I know it's not love. I'm not crazy. But it's something on the road to love so I...I feel a little sad that it's going to end so soon."

    Harper inched her chair closer to his and leaned in. Graham did the same and their lips met for a long, tender kiss. "I have those feelings too. There's something here. I'm not blind to it. You're not alone."

    His smile was soft and sweet. "That makes me happier than you might imagine."

    The waiter came over and took their orders. The sun was still a ways from its final destination, but the clouds on the horizon had turned pink and orange in a remarkably beautiful manner.

    "Owen wants me to record us tonight. Audio only," she said.

    "Really?"

    Harper smiled and nodded. "He's really turned on at the idea of listening to us have sex. I told him I'd ask you."

    "Can I get a copy of the recording?"

    The question surprised her, though Harper was quickly struck by something close to joy at the idea that Graham wanted an everlasting memory of their time together. "Of course. Do you think you'll...do you think you'll listen to it?"

    "I do," he said. "Frequently, if I had to guess."

    An idea struck her and she went with it without thinking. "I'd be happy to let you record a video, if you wanted. Owen wouldn't have to know. You'd have to promise you'd never put it online or anything, but if you wanted something more than an audio recording to remember me by, I'd be okay with that."

    "I'd never put it online. Not in a million years," he said.

    Harper was suddenly rather wet at the idea of making a video with Graham. She thought of him watching it in the future, of him masturbating to his memories of her. That little fantasy was quickly followed by another that had her eyes fluttering as a deep tingling sensation spread outwards from her loins.

    "I...I know this is crazy," she said, "but I want to have unprotected sex with you. Just once."

    The idea was out there and Harper felt both relief and an even more potent wave of arousal wash over her. She knew it was a foolish idea. The odds of getting pregnant were low, but even low odds weren't worth it. Despite that risk, Harper wanted it. She wanted Graham to cum inside her. It bordered on a need, in fact, and in that moment her body was practically screaming at her to make it happen.

    "That's...I mean, that's risky, right?" he asked.

    Harper nodded. "I'm not on the pill."

    "But you still want me to..."

    "Yes," she said. "I want that. I shouldn't want it, but I do."

    "What about your husband?"

    "I'm not sure. Maybe I would tell him. Maybe I wouldn't. I know it's selfish. I know it's kind of awful. I know it's the thing that I want, though, the thing that would make me feel good, and this vacation is about making me feel good."

    "Just once?" he asked.

    Harper could feel the question behind the question. Would she really limit herself to just once? Would they just end up having unprotected sex for the rest of the vacation?

    "Yes, just once," she replied.

    Their coconut shrimp appetizer arrived. It was beautifully plated with colorful tropical flowers on either end of the rectangular white plate. Harper pulled one of the shrimp onto her plate and cut into it. She drove her fork through the crispy crust and the soft meat of the shrimp. Flavor exploded on her tongue the moment she placed it in her mouth. The crunchy texture provided a second layer of delight and Harper closed her eyes as she savored the best bite of food she'd experienced on their vacation.

    Then her mind transported her to Graham's bed. He was between her legs. He was inside her. He wasn't wearing a condom. Every thrust was just as blissful as the coconut shrimp. Every thrust brought her closer to him. It deepened those feelings, the ones she wasn't fully ready to grapple with.

    Harper opened her eyes and took a deep breath. She turned to see Graham smiling at her.

    "The shrimp is really good, but I'm not sure it's as good as the look on your face says it is," he noted.

    She laughed. "The shrimp is better than good, but you're right. I was thinking about something else, too."

    "Dare I ask?"

    Harper leaned closer, smiled, and said, "I've decided that you’re going to cum inside me tonight."

    Graham's eyes went wide and he smiled. His lips met hers and they shared a coconut-flavored kiss. "I can't wait."

    She sat back and took another bite of shrimp. It was almost as exquisite as the first and Harper found herself even more amazed with Graham's restaurant selection. The food wasn't quite as good as the view, but nothing could compete with a sunset view unlike any other.

    Their conversation drifted away from sex and relationships. They talked about Graham's prospects of making partner and he shared that while he was confident he would do so, he wasn't entirely sure it was what he wanted out of life. The hours required to make partner were absurd and it wasn't as if he'd be able to significantly cut back once he'd claimed the coveted position at the firm. He'd simply get paid a great deal more for working the same number of hours.

    "Have you always felt this way?" Harper asked. "I mean, did you get into law because your dad was a lawyer? Because it paid well? Because you love the law?"

    He chuckled. "I don't love the law. I like the work, but I'm not one of those types that reveres the law and wants to work in the field because of that. No, I got into it because my dad's a lawyer. Your first guess was the right one. I like it, too. Don't get me wrong. It's just...maybe this sounds crazy, but meeting you has me wondering if I want my future to be all about work."

    Harper was a little confused. "Can you explain?"

    "Now that I've met you, I'm pretty sure that being with someone - a woman, I mean - can be the absolute best thing in life. Like I said, it's different with you, and now that I've met you, that I've spent time with you, that I've...that I've fallen for you, I also know that it can happen with another woman, that I can have this incredible thing that makes it worth pursuing something other than money and prestige with my career. Something that might give me more time to be with an incredible woman, to build something with her."

    Harper was surprised at the sudden surge of jealousy she felt at the idea of Graham being with another woman. She knew she couldn't keep him, but that didn't stop her brain from conjuring the jealousy.

    "We could see each other," she said.

    Graham looked confused.

    "Sorry. I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. It's so selfish of me."

    "What do you mean we could see each other?"

    Harper regretted saying it. It was selfish. Despite that, she plowed ahead. "Well, I know I mentioned that Owen said that I could go on regular trips with Hazel. You could come on those trips. I'm pretty sure Owen would love it." She took a deep breath. "But one or two weeks a year doesn't make for a relationship, which is why it was selfish of me to even suggest it, so I'm sorry."

    "Well, there's every chance I won't find someone," Graham replied. "Maybe I already found her and she's just married to another man. If that's the case, two weeks a year would be a gift."

    Harper was awash in a confusing array of feelings. She wanted to keep Graham for herself. She wanted him to find someone to love. She wanted to kiss him. She wanted to have sex with him. She wanted him to cum inside her as a means of deepening their bond. A small part of her wanted to walk out of the restaurant and never speak to him again, mostly because venturing deeper into their relationship felt risky.

    The sun reached the horizon right as dessert was served. Harper and Graham inched their chairs closer together to eat the pineapple and vanilla concoction and she insisted that they take a handful of pictures. They looked very much like a couple in them and Harper sent one off to Owen before silencing her phone. He'd likely respond and she wanted to spend the rest of dinner connected with Graham.

    "I know this is all very complicated," she said later as they walked hand-in-hand out of the restaurant, "but I had a great time tonight. It was, truly, one of the most memorable meals of my life."

    Graham stopped and turned towards her. He smiled and caressed her face. His head tilted and Harper closed her eyes a moment before his lips met hers. She moaned softly and couldn't help but open her mouth in hopes of his tongue dancing with hers. Graham was more than happy to oblige and they indulged in a deeply passionate kiss right there in the parking lot.

    "I want you more than I can possibly explain," he said while holding her head in his hands.

    "You can have me. I'm yours until I leave, Graham. I'm all yours."

    They walked to the car - Graham with a bulge in his pants - and shared another kiss before she got in the passenger seat.

    Harper couldn't help but give Graham a blowjob as they drove back to the hotel. She didn't go all out - his cum belonged in her pussy, not her mouth - but she felt an overwhelming desire to please him, to have him inside her in some way, so she pleasured him with her mouth as he drove.

    They rushed to his room upon their arrival at the hotel. Though Harper wanted him inside her, she took the time to set up her phone to record. Graham did the same with his phone, though he was making a video.

    They stripped each other naked and fell into bed together. Harper was on top. They kissed as Graham's hands moved all over her body, teasing her many erogenous zones and leaving her tingling from head to toe.

    Harper's lips made their way down his body. She took her time, too, covering him with soft kisses while her fingers moved up and down his stiff shaft. He ended up in her mouth before long. She looked up at him as he closed his eyes and moaned at receiving a blowjob from the married woman between his legs.

    The oral pleasure didn't last long. Harper needed him inside her. She needed his bare cock in her pussy.

    She crawled forward and straddled him. She rubbed the head of his spit-soaked dick over her pussy lips. Harper sank down and Graham's unprotected cock entered her. She smiled at the pleasure of it and looked down at him.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said.

    Graham took her breasts in his hands as Harper began to ride him. She did so without any particular haste. Instead, Harper intended on savoring the pleasure of having unprotected sex with Graham, just as she'd savored the coconut shrimp.

    "You're so beautiful," he said. "Fuck, Harper, you're so beautiful, so sexy."

    She smiled as he played with her breasts. Harper rolled her head back and moaned as her clit ground against his pelvis and sent waves of pleasure through her body.

    "Graham...fuck...I'm cumming!"

    Harper came on his bare cock. Her body trembled and she smiled at the notion that it wouldn't be her first orgasm of the night. She could have as many as she wanted.

    She collapsed on top of him afterwards and thought of the recording Owen would listen to. She kissed Graham's neck and said, "You make me cum so hard, Graham. God I love fucking you."

    Graham deftly lifted Harper off of his cock and rolled her onto his back. He was between her legs a moment later. They kissed as he teased her pussy with the head of his stiff cock, though he didn't slide into her. Instead, he kissed her neck, her chest, her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. By the time his lips found hers once more, Harper was desperate to have him inside her.

    "Graham, please, fuck me," she said. "I need you to fuck me. I need to feel your cock inside me."

    He entered her and she moaned.

    "Fuck...your cock feels so good in my pussy."

    Graham began to thrust as Harper stared into his eyes. Her pussy was immediately alive with pleasure and she knew an orgasm wouldn't be far off. Sex with Graham had been great from the start, but it was better without a condom. Harper knew that the novelty of it was part of it - maybe even all of it - but in that moment she felt only the purest pleasure at his bare cock sliding in and out of her as he built towards an orgasm that would result in his cum flooding her pussy.

    "Harper...I'm close," he said after several minutes of beautiful deep thrusts.

    He was giving her a chance to ask him to pull out. It was kind of him and showed a remarkable level of restraint, given that every man wants to cum inside the woman he's fucking.

    "Cum inside me," she said, knowing full well that her words were being recorded. "Graham, cum inside me!"

    Harper had an orgasm of unparalleled strength moments after uttering those fateful words. Graham soon joined her as he buried his cock inside her, lowered his body on top of hers, and grunted and groaned in the most beautiful manner. Harper wrapped her arms and legs around him as he filled her pussy with his seed, sending wave after wave of warm, happy, deeply satisfying feelings through her body.

    Graham stayed inside her for quite some time after their orgasms. They kissed. They whispered sweet nothings to each other. Harper considered over and over how good it felt to have his cum inside her and she hoped that Graham was reveling in the pleasure of being able to cum inside the woman he'd fallen for during their vacation romance.

    Finally, when he'd mostly gone soft, Graham pulled out and Harper rolled over and turned off the recording as his cum leaked out of her. She grabbed her panties from the floor and held them against her pussy to prevent a massive mess in his bed.

    "Are you going to send him the full recording?" Graham asked.

    Harper rolled her head towards him and stared into his deep, beautiful eyes. "I don't know. I feel like I should, mostly because it seems like a mistake to lie again, like doing so would transform this back into cheating. On the other hand, what if I break his heart?"

    Graham inched closer and rested a hand on her stomach. He didn't say anything, but his touch felt like the exact comfort Harper needed.

    "There's a chance he loves it," she said. "I mean, I'm sure it wouldn't be a pure kind of love, but there's a chance he loves it."

    Again Graham didn't say anything, which was probably the right choice. It's not like he had any business commenting on her relationship with Owen.

    "I'm sending it."

    Harper attached the audio file to her messages with Owen and sent it off. She set her phone on the nightstand and rolled towards Graham, who was more than happy to welcome her kiss.

    "It was really good sex," she said.

    "It was the best sex I've ever had," he replied.

    Harper had been thinking the same thing, she but she couldn't bring herself to verbalize her agreement. Instead she smiled, caressed his face, and kissed him softly. That was enough to stir a hint of desire and that desire made it perfectly obvious that Harper would be fighting a battle with herself over the use of condoms for the rest of the trip. She only hoped she could win that battle, that she wouldn't take too much risk in the name of pursuing pleasure and connection with Graham.

    Perhaps it wouldn't even come to that. Perhaps Owen would hear the audio and be completely heartbroken. Harper would know soon enough.

  
    A Hotwife in Paradise - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Have you heard from Owen yet?" Hazel asked.

    "No."

    Silence filled the hotel room as Harper felt a crushing level of guilt settle over her.

    "I can't believe...I don't mean this in a judgmental way, but I can't believe you had unprotected sex with Graham," Hazel said.

    The look on her face was one of genuine disbelief, though Harper wasn’t surprised. Once morning had arrived she'd felt roughly the same way, especially since she hadn't heard from Owen since she'd sent him a recording of her and Graham having unprotected sex.

    "Was it just the once?"

    "Yeah. I had him wear a condom the second time last night."

    "And did you fuck him this morning?"

    "No," Harper said. "The guilt was too much, to be honest. I pushed it a little too far, I guess."

    Hazel sat next to Harper and wrapped her up in a tight hug. It felt good, though it was hardly the cure for what Harper felt in that moment. There probably wasn't a cure for that, though.

    "Are you ovulating?" Hazel asked.

    "No. I wouldn't have had unprotected sex if I was."

    "Well, at least there's that." Hazel took a deep breath as she released Harper from her grasp. "Can I ask...was it good?"

    Harper smiled. "It was great. It was...it was just great. Graham said it was the best sex he'd ever had. That's probably not true, but it was definitely great sex."

    "And you want to do it again?"

    "My body wants it. My brain has refused thus far, and there's only two days left, so I'll probably win that battle."

    Harper felt it in that moment, even while awash in guilt. She wanted to go up to Graham's room. She wanted to kiss him, to strip him naked, to get him hard with her mouth, and to take him inside her without protection until he came.

    Her phone rang. It was Owen.

    "I'll leave," Hazel said. "Good luck. Call or text me afterwards if you need to talk."

    Hazel left as Harper answered the phone.

    "Hey," she said.

    "Hey," he replied.

    Silence hung between them. The seconds dragged on as Harper waited for him to say something. Maybe she needed to start the conversation, though. She was the one that had fucked up, after all.

    "So...I listened to the recording," Owen said. "I listened last night, actually."

    Harper held her breath.

    "It was...it was confusing, Harper."

    "Confusing?"

    Owen took a deep breath. "Yeah."

    He said nothing. Harper stayed silent.

    "I...I had this moment...a confusing moment."

    "What kind of moment?"

    "When you...when you surprised me by...by asking him to cum inside you."

    Harper thought of that moment, of how she'd felt with Graham's bare cock moving in and out of her, of how overwhelming her desire to have him cum inside her had been. It was inexplicable, really, because it was more than just the naughtiness of having unprotected sex with a man she wasn't married to. That little thrill wasn't anywhere near enough to have driven her absolutely mad with lust.

    "It sounded like you...like you came really hard, Harper," Owen said.

    She wanted to ask him about his moment, but she resolved to let Owen lead the conversation wherever it needed to go. "I did," she answered. "It was great sex."

    Harper could hear her husband breathing. It sounded heavy. Heavier than it should have been, at least.

    "Unprotected sex?"

    "Yes. Unprotected sex."

    "And he came inside you?"

    "Yes, Graham came inside me. I wanted...it was stupid, Owen. I know that. I just...I needed it. I know that sounds crazy and I guess it is crazy, but I felt like I needed him to cum inside me. I was...I was desperate for it."

    Harper heard something she couldn't identify.

    "You were desperate for Graham to cum inside you?"

    His voice had changed. It was subtle, but there was no question in Harper's mind that it was different. She wondered if he was aroused. "Yes...Owen, I needed Graham to cum in my pussy."

    There was a moan. It was quick and quiet, but Harper heard a moan. She heard her husband moan.

    "I wasn't going to do it. Not at first. Then we had that beautiful romantic dinner. We connected so deeply. Then we kissed - made out, really - in the parking lot and I gave him head on the drive back to the hotel and I was just out of my mind with desire by the time we got to his room."

    "You gave him a blowjob in the car?"

    "I did. I wanted to make him feel good. I was so desperate to make him feel good and I really love...I really love having him in my mouth. I love pleasuring him in that way."

    Owen's breathing had definitely gotten heavier. He was turned on. Harper was certain of it.

    "You like...you like sucking his cock?" he asked.

    There was something in his voice that made Harper feel like he was prompting her, like he wanted to hear her say it. "Owen, baby, I love sucking Graham's cock. I love how hard he gets for me. I love how big the head of his dick is. I love how thick he is. I love thinking about how good it's going to feel when he slides into me and fucks me, though I've made him cum in my mouth a few times and I really love that, too. I love the way his dick throbs and pulses as he spills his load onto my tongue."

    "Fuck...Harper..."

    "Is your cock out, Owen?"

    "No."

    "Take it out for me," she said. "Stroke yourself for me."

    Harper listened as her husband lowered his zipper. There was a rustling sound - his pants being lowered, perhaps - and then he moaned.

    "I know I shouldn't have let Graham fuck me bareback. I know I shouldn't have let him cum inside me. I lost my mind a little. I lost myself in the pleasure of it. I lost myself in the overwhelming desire I felt, Owen. I just needed him to cum in my pussy. I needed to feel it just once. I needed to give him that pleasure just once before we go our separate ways. I needed to let him experience my bare pussy, to let him hear me beg for him to cum inside me, to let him cum in the pussy of the married woman he's spent the week satisfying."

    Owen moaned loudly and the sounds of masturbation were suddenly quite noticeable, as if he'd lubed his cock.

    "What was your moment, Owen?"

    "What?"

    "You said you had a moment when you heard me tell Graham to cum inside me?"

    He moaned. "I got turned on, Harper. More turned on than I've ever been. In an instant it felt like my whole body was aroused, like, from head to toe. It was fucking insane."

    "Did you cum?" she asked.

    "I did. I was masturbating. I was so turned on, but then I heard you say that and it became something else, like it was something beyond arousal. It was...I came so hard, Harper. I came so hard when another man came inside you."

    "When he came in my married pussy?" she asked. "When he filled my tight, married cunt with his hot load?"

    "Oh, fuck!" Owen cried out.

    Harper listened to her husband orgasm and she smiled. A moment later she was hit with a tidal wave of guilt. Clearly Owen was turned on by the fact that she'd fucked Graham bareback, but that didn't mean he liked it. The two things didn't have to be mutually exclusive.

    "It's so...this is the strangest thing I've ever been turned on by," Owen said after all the grunting and groaning of his orgasmic pleasure had died down. "I don't get it."

    "I'm sorry," Harper replied. "I really am. It was such a crazy thing to do. I'm not ovulating, though."

    Owen laughed softly. "I'm glad to hear that."

    Harper was gripped by an insane thought as her body and mind unified to disagree with Owen. She was, on some deep and disturbing level, not at all glad that she wasn't ovulating. She pushed the thought far, far away, though, for it was insane to pursue any line of thinking that involved her bonding with Graham in a forever kind of way.

    "Was it just the one time?" Owen asked.

    "Yeah. We had sex a second time last night, but we used a condom."

    "And you didn't fuck this morning?"

    "No. I felt so guilty about the night before that I just wasn't in the mood."

    Owen was silent for what felt like an impossibly long time.

    "Owen?" Harper finally asked.

    "Sorry. I was just trying to figure out how guilty you should feel. I mean, you should definitely feel guilty about this whole thing. On the other hand, you've clearly found something that is helping you relax. Multiple things, in fact, if you include the surfing. There's also the fact that this thing you're doing with Graham is a major turn-on for me, even if it shouldn't be. It's so odd, but I just don't know what I should actually feel about all of this."

    He took a deep breath and more silence followed.

    "I mean...why do I find myself thinking that we'd make it work if your unprotected dalliance ended with you getting pregnant? That's a crazy response. That's the kind of thing that ends marriages, that should end marriages, and yet I find myself thinking that it wouldn't be a problem at all. Of course it would be a problem, though!"

    Somewhere in the recesses of her mind, Harper had been thinking the same thing. In fact, she'd been fighting off an increasing internal chorus of desire to have as much unprotected sex with Graham as possible.

    "I want him to cum inside me again," she blurted out.

    A few seconds of silence passed before Owen said, "Really?"

    "Yes. I'm not saying I'm going to...I guess I'm just sharing how I feel. How my body seems to feel, and it wants Graham to cum inside me as many times as possible before I leave."

    Harper let out a deep breath. Giving voice to her desires seemed to have robbed them of some of their potency, though it seemed entirely possible that would be a temporary condition.

    "In the spirit of being honest...I should also say that I let Graham film us last night," Harper added.

    "Holy shit, really?"

    "Yeah. He wanted...a keepsake, I guess you could say. I trust him not to put it online. Maybe that's really stupid of me, but I feel like a good judge of character and Graham is not the kind of guy to do something awful like that."

    "I'm sure he's not," Owen replied. "Could I...could I watch it?"

    Harper smiled. "Yeah. Absolutely. I'll get that to you soon."

    "Are you going to see Graham today?"

    "I was planning on it, yeah. Would that be okay?"

    Owen was quiet for a few seconds. "Yeah. And...and I'd be okay with you doing whatever you want to do with him."

    Harper's jaw dropped. "Are you sure?"

    "Yes. I am, and not just because this whole thing is really hot to me. I feel like there's something...like you're getting something you really need from all of this, like this might be the start of you strolling down a path that leads to a better, healthier life for you and I love you, Harper, and I want you to be in a place where it seems like your job isn't killing you, you know?"

    "I love you too, Owen. I love you so much."

    "Have fun today, Harper, and send me that video when you get a chance."

    "Bye, baby. I love you."

    The call ended and Harper smiled. She was a very lucky woman.

    ---

    "He wasn't upset?" Graham asked.

    They were sitting on his room's balcony with a pair of room service frozen drinks sitting on the small table between them.

    "No. He was turned on. He seemed to think that...that everything we're doing is part of me exploring a healthier life. One that doesn't include being killed by the stress of my job."

    Graham smiled. "Your husband sounds like a wise man."

    Harper laughed. "I suppose he is. What I know for sure is that I'm a lucky woman."

    "That I agree with."

    There was just a hint of wistfulness on Graham's face. "What's wrong?"

    "Oh, it's...it's stupid." He looked away. "No, actually, it's selfish. It's painfully, overwhelmingly selfish."

    Harper sipped her fruity, boozy drink. "Now you have to tell me."

    He laughed. "Okay, well, please don't hate me, but I just realized that there was a small part of me that was actually hoping that your husband would be furious, that he would have refused to let you come home or something dramatic like that."

    She was taken aback. "Why would you want that?"

    "So I could have you all to myself."

    Harper's brief outrage faded away and she smiled. It was, in a weird way, a very sweet thing to say, and a clear indicator that Graham had developed feelings beyond pure lust.

    "That's an awfully nice thing to say."

    He laughed. "Yeah, well, it's also a pretty awful thing to say, if you think about it. Or at least really fucking selfish."

    She reached for his hand and squeezed it. "It's a bit selfish, yeah, but we're all selfish creatures, and I like that you said it."

    Harper set her drink down, stood, and straddled Graham in his chair. She took his head in her hands and kissed him softly. Their tongues met and she tasted the pineapple of his drink.

    "I want you to do something for me," she said.

    "Anything."

    Harper grabbed her phone and pulled up Owen's contact information. "Put my husband's number in your phone. Send him the video. Then, text him that his wife is sucking your cock."

    Graham looked stunned for a moment, but then he smiled and she felt his cock throb beneath her. "Yeah? Really?"

    "He's into all this. He'll enjoy it. After a little bit you can take a video of me sucking your dick out here on this beautiful balcony. Maybe start it just looking out at the ocean. Then you can pan down and Owen can see that I'm on my knees with your gorgeous cock in my mouth, that I'm making you feel good. In fact, maybe wait to film it until you're close to cumming and then you can film yourself unloading in my mouth. You can film me swallowing, too. Owen will enjoy that."

    "You're amazing," he said.

    Harper laughed and kissed him while grinding her hips over his lap. She got Graham hard and horny and then took off her top, set it on the concrete balcony for a bit of softness and fell to her knees.

    Graham sent Owen the video from the night before as Harper kissed her vacation boyfriend's bulge through his swimsuit. She kept doing so until he looked down at her, smiled, and ran his fingers through her soft hair.

    "You know, I really like sucking your cock," she said while lowering his swimsuit. "I've always enjoyed giving head, but it feels different with you. I get wetter doing it. I'm not sure why, but I really like making you feel good with my mouth, Graham."

    It looked like he was about to say something when Harper took him in her mouth. The words disappeared and only a moan came out as she stroked his stiff shaft and sucked on the head.

    Her pussy was soaked and it only got wetter as she gave a blowjob, as she sucked and stroked. Harper took her time with it, slowly building Graham's pleasure. When her jaw got tired she'd lick and kiss the shaft or his thighs. She sucked his balls a fair bit, too, as Graham seemed to enjoy when she gave attention to the organ that produced the sperm that would soon end up in her mouth.

    When Graham picked up his phone again, Harper knew he was close.

    "Are you filming?" she asked.

    "Yeah."

    "Hey baby," Harper said as she looked up at the lens. "I thought you might like to watch your wife sucking cock. I've been at it for a while now, but I told Graham to film the end, so you get to watch him cum in your wife's mouth. You get to watch me swallow his load. You get to see how much I enjoy being a cocksucker for Graham."

    He was in her mouth a moment later. Harper thought of her husband's pleasure at watching her give someone else a blowjob. She imagined Owen tugging furiously on his cock as he watched the unprotected sex video and the balcony blowjob. She imagined him jerking off numerous times before she got home. She hoped he would do so, in fact, that he would vigorously pursue his pleasure.

    "Fuck, Harper, I'm close," Graham announced.

    "Cum in my mouth, baby. Give me your load," she replied.

    Harper sucked hard on the head of his cock. She moved her mouth and hand up and down the shaft. She worked him with great vigor to produce a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck, Harper, I'm cumming!"

    She sealed her lips around the head of his cock and received his cum while looking up at the camera. At her husband, really. The notion made her pussy gush and Harper reached down to masturbate a little as she took a thick load of cum in her mouth.

    When he'd finished, Harper pulled back, swallowed, and opened her mouth to show her husband that she'd taken it all.

    "I hope you enjoyed that, baby," she said.

    Graham ended the recording and set his phone down. He looked down at her with the brightest, happiest smile on his face. "Let me go down on you," he said.

    She smiled, stood, and moved to her chair. Her bikini bottoms came off and Graham got on his knees between her legs not long after. He tended to her pussy as Harper closed her eyes and moaned while she imagined Owen watching the video.

    Harper also decided that she'd be having more unprotected sex with Graham. She was going to pursue the thing that made her feel good, that helped her let go of every bit of stress in her life. She was going to pursue the path that this vacation had laid out in front of her and see where it led. With any luck, it would lead to a happier, healthier life.

  
    A Hotwife in Paradise - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    It should have been a lovely walk on the beach, but Harper couldn't quiet the thoughts bouncing around her brain. She wanted nothing more than to enjoy her last day with Graham and to be able to do so without complication, but that wasn't how life worked, apparently.

    "You seem distracted," he said after five minutes of largely silent walking through the sand. The resort was out view and outside of the occasional crab scurrying through the sand, they were alone.

    "Sorry about that."

    He stopped and pulled her close. Harper looked up at him and felt an ache. "There's no need to apologize." Graham ran his fingers through her hair and kissed her. Harper's body came alive, much in the same way it had the first time they'd kissed. Gone was the fluttering, though. She was no longer nervous about Graham, about her desire for him. Instead, she'd completely surrendered to it, which is why she felt a desire to push him into the sand, mount him, and ride him until he'd spilled his seed inside her while they both climaxed.

    "I'm trying to figure out what's going on," she said as they resumed their stroll down the beach. There was a gentle breeze coming off the ocean and despite the sun shining from high above, it felt remarkably comfortable.

    "Can you be more specific?"

    Harper stepped on a water-filled seaweed bulb and smiled as it popped beneath her feet. "I know what happens when you have good sex with someone," she began. "The hormones that are released inside you. The hormones that tell you that you've found a good partner, that you should keep having sex with him, that you should try and pursue something more with him because he might be right for you."

    It astounded Harper that the words were pouring from her lips as they felt like a rather obvious betrayal of her husband. They weren't, though. She loved Owen wholeheartedly and had no intention of leaving him. She was just trying to grapple with the notion that she might also love Graham, or that there was at least potential for that.

    "I also know that those hormones cloud things, that they tell lies, that they're primal and not at all nuanced." She took a deep breath, stopped, and turned to stare out at the seemingly endless ocean. Graham stepped closer, put an arm around her waist, and let his fingers rest on her hip. Harper couldn't resist resting her head against him.

    "Let me try and be more concise," she said. "What I'm trying to figure out is if it's possible that I'm falling in love with you after just a week together or if I'm just completely overwhelmed by the hormones produced by the good sex we've been having."

    Harper felt lighter. She'd unburdened herself of the feelings she'd been keeping so close to the vest and it felt spectacularly good.

    Graham kissed the top of her head, waited a handful of seconds, and said, "I suppose it could be just the hormones and the good sex talking, but I have no problem saying that I'm in love with you."

    Harper was stunned at the near overwhelming wave of emotion that washed over her. She turned and pressed her body against Graham's bare chest. He sensed her need and wrapped his arms tightly around her.

    It was grief. That's what she was feeling. Grief because she had to say goodbye to Graham. It seemed so obvious. She'd developed intense feelings for him over the course of the week, seemingly without even realizing it. Now she was going to have to part from those feelings, to go back to her life.

    Harper realized she was fearful, too. She told herself that she loved Owen, that she was devoted to him, that she would never leave him, but some part of her understood that she might walk back into their house and feel nothing but frustration with her husband, that he might represent the life she didn't entirely want to go back to, the life that had led to her panic attack, that had led to a hospital stay, that had led her to this paradise in the Caribbean and into Owen's arms on the white sand beach.

    Harper looked up at him and Graham relaxed his grip. His hands remained on her waist as she kissed him softly and whispered, "I'm in love with you."

    It was true. As soon as she said it, Harper knew it was true. It wasn't a pure feeling of bliss, though, because it was absolutely a betrayal of Owen. He supported her having sex with Graham and managing her stress through that sex, but he wouldn't have supported her falling in love. Not in a million years. They had a happy marriage. They had a family.

    Harper searched her feelings and found no animosity towards Owen. She found no desire to leave him, either, no desire to run away with Graham. It seemed as though she'd simply found a little more room in her heart, room where Graham could fit, where her love for him could blossom.

    "What are we supposed to do about that?" he asked.

    Harper smiled and looked up and down the beach. She spotted a massive and squat palm tree with an equally thick trunk of driftwood resting next to it. "You should make love to me under that palm tree," she said.

    Graham turned, matched her smile with one of his own, and led Harper towards the palm tree. They laid down a towel and she dropped onto it, removed her bikini bottoms, and spread her legs to welcome him between them. Soon enough, Graham was inside her. They made love slowly, indulging in deep kisses as his cock moved in and out of her exceedingly wet pussy. They came together, his cock unleashing yet another load of semen into her womb and her toes curling as pleasure coursed through her body.

    Afterwards, they cuddled on the towel, remaining largely silent and savoring one of the last times they'd get to be together. It was beautiful, if a touch bittersweet, and Harper resolved to cling to the memory long after her week in paradise had ended.

    ---

    "Is everything okay?" Owen asked. It was an hour before Harper was due to meet Graham for the last dinner of their vacation and she was a little embarrassed that her husband had picked up –on her sense of melancholy and had done so over the phone.

    "Yeah," she replied with a little too much chipperness in her voice.

    "Harper. What's going on?"

    "I'm not sure it's wise to talk about, Owen. It will pass, though."

    An uncomfortable silence hung between them. Harper tried to find something to talk about, something to break the silence and divert Owen from further investigation into her state of mind.

    "I've watched that video so many times," he said.

    She breathed a sigh of relief. Weirdly enough, she felt a great deal more comfortable talking about the sex tape she'd made with Graham. "Yeah? Does that mean you like it?"

    "I do. I really do. It's been kind of...well, weird. Or maybe difficult."

    "Yeah?"

    "Yeah, but maybe not in the way you think."

    Harper was intrigued. "Are you willing to explain?"

    "Well, I was watching it last night. I was masturbating, of course. This time, though, I took a moment to just...well, to just think about what I was doing, to think about the experience of it...and I had this realization."

    "What sort of realization?"

    "Well, I realized that I'm not sure I've ever been more turned on, and then that struck me as kind of...well, kind of fucked up. I mean, I was watching a video of you making love to another man. Of my wife making love to another man. Not fucking, by the way. That's not what you were doing. You were making love to him. You were not merely in pursuit of sexual pleasure, of the release that an orgasm provides. You were having sex with someone you'd grown emotionally attached to, and you were expressing the intensity of that attachment - and your desire for each other - through slow, beautiful, tender love making."

    Harper closed her eyes. Owen was right, of course. She and Graham had made love the night they'd filmed it. They'd made love several times more since they'd filmed it. They were in love, though, so of course that's what they'd done. She felt a deep urge for Graham in that moment. She wanted him inside her. She didn't even really care how it happened.

    "So then I had a bit of a crisis as I wondered what kind of man gets turned on while watching his wife make love to someone else? Then I was hit by this huge wave of insecurity that got awfully close to panic before I was able to pull it back. Then, to my embarrassment, I watched the video again and had a massive orgasm right at the moment that Graham came inside you."

    Harper wasn't sure what to say to her husband, so she remained silent.

    "So I guess I'm asking you, Harper, what you think of the fact that your husband is turned on by you making love to another man."

    She took a deep breath. "We made love on the beach this afternoon. We went for a long walk. We held hands. We talked about this week, about our feelings for each other, about how complicated it was...and then we laid down a towel and made love until we both had beautiful orgasms."

    It wasn't an answer to his question, not directly at least. Harper would get there, though.

    "Before and after making love to Graham, I thought about you. I wondered if I'd betrayed you, if I'd been a horrible wife. I wondered what I'll feel like when I come home, when I come out of the haze of vacation and sex with someone new and passion and lovemaking. I wondered how it would feel to be in your arms, to kiss you, to make love to you. I wondered if I would...if I would still want it, if I'd gone too far on this vacation, if I'd inadvertently blown up my life."

    Harper heard her husband take a deep breath and let it out slowly.

    "And did you find an answer?"

    "I did. I came to the conclusion that there's a great deal of room in my heart. More than I ever thought. I want to kiss you. I want you to hold me. I want you to take me to our bedroom. I want you to make love to me over and over again. I want to hold you inside me as long as I can. I want to make dinner for our family. I want to go on a family vacation where you and I sneak away to make out while they're swimming in the pool. I think I might love you more than I ever have, Owen, and in case you're wondering, it really turns me on that you're into what I've been doing this week, that it turns you on. I've had really, really hot orgasms talking to you about it. It's not like I'm offering you charity, or something, you know? When we masturbate together, when we cum together, that's really hot for me, so if our lovemaking also involves talking about this, or fantasizing about what I did this week...I'd like that."

    "You're still letting him cum inside you?" he asked.

    "I am. I can't help it."

    "Believe it or not, I understand. I keep telling myself not to watch the video, not to masturbate to it, not to go further down that road. I can't help it, though. I feel like I'm in college again, like I could cum a dozen times a day and keep going. It's crazy."

    Harper was utterly unsurprised by the dampness between her legs. Her clit was engorged, too, and when she ran her fingers over it the response was one of immediate and overwhelming arousal.

    "So it seems obvious that you're in love with Graham," Owen said. "Is he in love with you?"

    Harper tried her best to get over her shock at Owen reading her emotions with such ease, though she shouldn't have been surprised. He knew her better than anyone. "Yes, he is," she said. "He told me today."

    "And you told him today?"

    "Yes, I did."

    His breathing sounded heavy.

    "Does that turn you on?" Harper asked.

    "Yes."

    "And are you going to watch the video and masturbate when we get off the phone?"

    "Yes, I am."

    Harper smiled. "I could film us again tonight. I could tell him I love him while he's inside me. You could see it. You could hear it. You could jerk off to that. Would you enjoy that, Owen?"

    His breathing made it seem like he was already masturbating, though Harper heard no stroking. "Yes, I'd enjoy that very much."

    "Then I'll make sure to do that. I'll film after he cums inside me, too, so you can see the pillow talk, so you can hear it, so you can see that I don't want to let him out of me, that I want to keep him in my pussy forever."

    Owen groaned.

    "You can masturbate right now if you want, baby," she said. "Or you can hold off a little and do it tonight after I send you the video. Or do both, of course."

    "I'll wait. That will make it hotter."

    There was a long silence between them, but it didn't feel uncomfortable. In fact, there was something nice about it.

    "I want to find a way to see him from time to time," Harper said. "To visit him. To see what it's like to spend time with him in something resembling real life. Not too often, of course."

    "That makes sense," Owen replied. "I'd have no problem with that. I want you to be happy, Harper, and in this case, you being happy also means that I get to enjoy this entirely unexpected and perhaps slightly strange form of pleasure."

    "I also want to quit my job," she added. "Maybe I'll wait until I've spent a little more time in the real world to make that decision, but at the moment I really feel like I want to quit."

    "Don't wait," Owen said without hesitation. "Call right now, or first thing in the morning. Call and quit, Harper. Your job will literally kill you if you don't quit. You're brilliant and can find a great job that pays just as well that doesn't steal your fucking life from you. So don't wait. Just quit."

    Love. Harper felt love for her husband. Pure, perfect love. "I can't wait to see you, Owen. I miss you."

    "I miss you too, though I have to admit I'm really, really happy you went on vacation. I think we've both made some really interesting discoveries about ourselves that might very well make our lives better."

    She smiled brightly. "There's no question about that. None whatsoever. So, how would you feel about helping me pick out my dress for my last dinner with Graham?"

    "I'd love to."

    "Okay. I'll try some things on and send you pictures. Oh, and Owen, I'll be thinking of you tonight as I make love to Graham, as I tell him I love him while he's inside me, as he cums in me."

    "Fuck...I'm hard," he replied. "I've been hard so many times this week. I love you, Harper, and I hope you have a great time tonight. I'm looking forward to seeing those dresses."

    "Stay by your phone. I'll be sending pictures soon."

    Harper hung up and laid her dress options on the bed. She'd take a picture in each and let Owen choose. She was certain he'd enjoy getting to play a part in her date that night. She was already looking forward to sending him the video, too, as it was now clear that Owen was all in on her affair with Graham and that he wasn't especially worried about the depths it had reached.

    Harper was a lucky woman and her future felt a great deal brighter than it had been before she'd left for her vacation.

    ---

    "If it's okay with you, I'd like to come and visit you from time to time," Harper said as she and Graham stepped into the elevator. He pushed the button for his floor and pulled her close. His hands felt good on her waist and when one moved to her lower back Harper felt her pussy tingle a little.

    "Really? How often is time to time?"

    "I'm not sure. I was thinking once a month, though."

    Graham smiled. "You have no idea how happy that makes me."

    "Yeah?"

    He answered by kissing her. Both his hands moved to the top of her ass and then slid down so he could grasp her cheeks and squeezed them tight. He then slowly pulled up the bottom of the dress Owen had picked out and grasped her bare flesh as she moaned into his mouth.

    "It makes me happy too, for what it's worth. And Owen's on board with it. I told him everything."

    "Everything?"

    Harper nodded. "He knows I'm in love with you. He...he likes it."

    Graham kissed her again. "Well, I guess I'm really grateful to your husband, then. I don't think most men would be willing to...well, not in a bad way, but to share their wives like that."

    "No, most wouldn't."

    The elevator doors opened and they walked out hand-in-hand. Graham's crotch showed a distinct bulge of desire, which put a smile on her face. She intended on taking that bulge into her mouth for a short while before welcoming him into her pussy for a long, slow lovemaking session.

    "I told him I'd film us tonight," she said. "Actually, he got really turned on when I told him that he'd get to hear me tell you that I loved you while you were inside me."

    "You're a very generous wife, Harper, though I shouldn't be surprised. You're generous with me in just about every way."

    He unlocked his room and they stepped inside. Harper pushed him against the wall and kissed him while stroking his bulge.

    "I suppose I am generous, aren't I? I sucked your cock that first night on the beach. I swallowed, too. Most women wouldn't have done either of those things."

    "No, they wouldn't have."

    Harper kissed his neck and unbuttoned his shirt. Her lips found his chest and she showered him in kisses while slowly sinking to her knees. She mouthed his bulge through his slacks and then hurriedly removed his belt and practically yanked his pants down.

    "You already know this, but the truth is, it's not that generous of me to suck your dick, Graham. I like it. I like having you in my mouth. I like pleasuring you with my mouth. I like sucking your beautiful cock."

    She lowered his underwear and took him in her mouth. She stroked and sucked and he filled his hotel room with moans. Harper did like having him in her mouth. That was entirely true. So far, her pussy had gotten wet each and every time she'd given him a blowjob. She even liked making him cum in her mouth, though she had no intention of doing so that night.

    Instead, Harper sucked him slowly and passionately until his desire seemed to reach a point of madness. Then she relented, stood, and untied her halter dress and let it fall to the floor. She removed her strapless bra and pushed her panties down. Graham stepped towards her, grasped her waist, spun her around, and pushed her back against the wall.

    "I like eating your pussy," he said. "You don't let me do it all that often, but I like it."

    He sank to his knees and plunged his tongue inside her. She put a hand on the back of his head as he pleasured her clit with long, slow drags of his tongue. Every little touch brought with it a wealth of arousal and Harper was soon in a place of desire that bordered on madness.

    "I need you inside me. I need you to make love to me," she said.

    Graham stood and led her to the bed. Harper grabbed her phone and set it up on the nightstand. She pressed record and crawled into the bed. Graham moved between her legs as they kissed as he rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    Graham filled her slowly. Harper moaned as he kissed her neck and grasped one of her breasts.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said. "I'm going to miss this, Graham. I'm going to miss you so desperately."

    Their lips met. Their tongues danced. His cock moved in and out of her and Harper ascended to a place of sexual bliss aided by the slow, deep thrusts of his cock.

    "You're so deep inside me, Graham. So much deeper that my husband goes."

    He fucked her a little harder at that and Harper smiled. Graham knew he had to share her, but it wasn't surprising that he took some pleasure in knowing that he was a bit bigger than Owen.

    The sex was slow and sensual. It was lovemaking, and as such it was impossibly beautiful. Harper liked holding off on her orgasm. She liked remaining in a place of intense desire and arousal for as long as possible. She liked that every stroke of Owen's cock into her pussy brought a surfeit of bliss along with it.

    "I love you, Graham," Harper said in the midst of his slow thrusts. Uttering the words unleashed a deeper, unexpected level of pleasure, like speaking her truth allowed Harper's mind to fully commit to the lovemaking.

    "I love you too," he replied with a smile. "I love you like I didn't think I'd ever love anyone, Harper."

    She wrapped her legs around him. She kissed him deeply.

    "I want you to cum inside me, Graham." Her voice was soft as she added, "I want you to cum inside me and get me pregnant."

    They came together moments later. The words resonated in Harper's mind. She hadn't thought about it. The words had just come out, like the freedom she'd granted herself by telling him she loved him had also allowed her brain to express another desire, the desire to have Graham's baby.

    Harper wondered if Owen would be able to hear her say it. She suspected that a part of her wanted him to hear it so she wouldn't have to say it directly to him.

    "Did you really mean that?" Graham asked as he pulled out.

    Harper thought of Owen. She considered stopping the video, but she didn't. "Yes. I meant it. I want you to get me pregnant." It was rash. It was insane. Harper knew that. She'd only known Graham a week. She still wanted it, though. Even after her orgasm. She still desperately wanted it.

    Graham smiled. "I'd like that too. It would be complicated as hell, obviously, but I'd like that too."

    She cuddled up with him and kissed his neck. "I love you, Graham."

    He held her tight. "I love you too, Harper."

    She smiled and closed her eyes as his cum began to leak out of her. Harper hoped that some of it would take hold, that she'd get what she wanted, that she would soon be carrying Graham's baby.

    Soon enough she'd know how Owen felt about that, how real a chance there was of her having Graham's baby. She hoped her husband would be on board, as she was quite certain her desire had transformed into something resembling a need.

  
    A Hotwife in Paradise - Part 9
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    ---

    "Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We've begun our descent and we expect to touch down in a little over twenty minutes. Please buckle your seat belts and remain seated until we've reached the gate."

    Harper gripped the arm rests tight enough that her knuckles turned white and she continued to do so until Hazel rested a hand on hers.

    "Are you okay?" she asked.

    Harper let out a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding in. "I don't know. I didn't think I'd be nervous, but I'm really nervous."

    "He knows everything, right?"

    Hazel was referring to Owen, Harper's husband. And yes, he knew everything. He knew she'd spent her week on vacation fucking another man. He knew she'd developed feelings for that man. He knew she'd had unprotected sex with that man. Owen was well aware of everything that had unfolded while Harper was de-stressing in paradise and he seemed okay with all of it, but she was suddenly overcome with nerves at the prospect of seeing him again.

    "Did you and Grant fuck this morning?" Hazel asked.

    Harper turned to see a delighted smile on her friend's face. She couldn't help but return the gleeful look as some of her nerves melted away. "We did. Twice, actually. Once in bed and once in the shower. I couldn't help myself."

    Grant's tongue had woken Harper that morning. He'd crawled under the covers and pulled her panties aside. He was busy working her towards an orgasm when her eyes opened. His cock was inside her not long after. He was good with his tongue, but she wanted him to fuck her, and so he did.

    They relaxed in bed for a while after, ordered room service, ate it out on the deck while enjoying the ocean view, and then showered together. They fucked again, this time with Grant sliding into her from behind. It had been slow and beautiful and ended with him cumming deep inside her once more. Her pussy tingled as she sat on the plane and thought about it. Then she was hit with a gentle pang of grief at the idea that it would be quite some time before she saw Grant again.

    "Did you fuck Josh this morning?" Harper asked, referring to Hazel's vacation boyfriend.

    "I did. Twice. Though we used condoms. I'm not insane, after all."

    It was a fair criticism. Harper had persisted in risking that Grant would get her pregnant. She'd done so with Owen's blessing, though, which spoke to the depth of the pleasure they both felt at her infidelity-turned-romance.

    "Are you going to keep seeing him?" Harper asked.

    Hazel smiled and nodded. "We're going to do the long distance thing for a while. If it works, if we still like each other, one of us will consider moving."

    Harper was stunned. "No kidding. Look at you acting like a grown up."

    Hazel playfully pushed her shoulder and then a giddy look crossed her face. "I really like him."

    "It was a good vacation, wasn't it?"

    "The best I've ever been on. No question."

    "If everything works out, maybe we can all make it a regular thing. You, me, Grant, Josh. We can get together in paradise once a year for a week of surfing and sex."

    Hazel laughed. "Well, I don't like surfing so I'll skip that part, but I'm totally on board for a yearly tropical retreat for sex, tanning poolside, and lots of blended drinks."

    It was a nice thought, though Harper wasn't sure if it was rooted in any kind of reality. Yes, Owen had been on board - and excited by - her romance with Grant, but there was every chance that it would all fall apart when she re-entered the real world, which she understood was the source of her nervousness. There was every chance her life was about to blow up, that she'd spent a week in a fantasy land and had ruined her marriage and family as a result.

    Those nerves remained as they landed and got off the plane. They got worse as they neared the baggage claim.

    "Would you like me to stick with you just in case Owen loses his shit?" Hazel asked as they descended the escalator towards the baggage claim area.

    "No. Even if he's mad, Owen's not like that. You don't have to hang out. I appreciate the offer, though. You're a good friend."

    Hazel put an arm around her and pulled Harper close. Then she kissed her on the cheek. "I love you, Harper. It was good to see you actually cut loose, have fun, and relax this week. I hope you stick to your resolution to quit your job and find a less stressful vocation."

    "That's one thing I'm absolutely certain of," she replied. "I already quit, actually."

    Hazel seemed stunned. "Really?"

    Harper nodded.

    "Good for you! Harper, honestly, that's the best news. If nothing else comes out of this week, at least you've made the decision to actually put your health before your work. I'm so happy for you!"

    Harper was soon on the receiving end of a tight hug from her friend. It went on long enough that they both nearly toppled over once they reached the bottom of the escalator.

    "Oh, shit," Hazel said with a laugh. "Sorry about that."

    Harper wheeled her carry-on behind her and fell silent as she walked towards the baggage claim while searching for Owen. It was crowded, but she got worried when she didn't immediately see him. Was he mad enough that he'd decided not to pick her up? 

    Then she spotted him. He was holding a bouquet of flowers. Peonies, in fact. Harper's favorite flowers. She stopped as a wave of emotion washed over her. Owen wasn't mad. He was happy to see her. He wanted her to be happy to see him.

    She released her grip on her carry-on and ran towards him. He opened his arms and she fell into a hug. He held her tight and a handful of tears trickled down her cheeks.

    "Whoah," he said. "Are you okay?"

    "I'm just so happy to see you, and I'm so happy that you're not mad at me."

    He laughed. "Of course I'm not mad at you. I love you, Harper."

    She stepped back and wiped the tears from her cheek before as a big, bright smile crossed her face.

    "Hazel, it's good to see you," Owen said as he looked over his wife's shoulder.

    "You too, Owen," she replied. "Harper, you left this."

    Harper laughed and took her friend into a hug as she grabbed the carry-on that Hazel had helpfully rescued after Harper abandoned it.

    "I'll leave you to it," Hazel said. "We'll talk soon, okay?"

    Harper nodded. "Yes, absolutely."

    Hazel walked away and Harper turned to her husband. "The flowers are so beautiful."

    "So are you," he said. "More beautiful than ever, in fact. I guess a week of good sex will do that to a woman, though."

    Harper felt a sense of guilt that probably wasn't necessary, at least based on the look on Owen's face. He was happy for her. He was in love with her. He was, in fact, looking at her in a fairly lustful manner.

    "I missed you like crazy," he said. "Though, in a way, I got to spend a fair amount of time with you."

    She gave him a curious look.

    "The audio and video you sent me. I spent a lot of time with it. I didn't spend my week having sex like you did, but I did spend a good part of my week getting off to my wife, which was pretty damn good."

    It was a strange conversation to be having in the airport baggage claim, and yet Harper was thoroughly aroused as she thought of Owen masturbating to the audio and video recordings she'd sent to him. Plus there was the live call where she'd given Grant a blowjob while on the phone with her husband.

    "Let's get my suitcase," she said.

    They kissed like teenagers as they waited for her suitcase to arrive. Owen couldn't keep his hands off of her and Harper felt impossibly sexy despite a long flight. He wasn't shy about grabbing her ass in her sundress and even managed to get a handful of her breasts on a few occasions. All of it left Harper happy and turned on, which is why she'd decided they'd be having sex in the car, that the hour drive home was far too long to wait.

    The car was on the third floor of the parking garage. On one side was a massive SUV and on the other a sleek Audi. Owen loaded her luggage into the trunk and Harper pulled him close for a kiss the moment he'd finished. As their tongues mingled her hand found its way between his legs and she stroked his stiff cock, eliciting a moan into her mouth.

    "I want you," she said. "In fact, I need you, Owen. I need you inside me. Right now."

    "Really?" he asked.

    "Yes. Right now."

    Harper crawled into the backseat and took off her panties. Owen joined her and she unzipped his pants the moment he shut the door. His cock was free just a few seconds later and she took him in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck, Harper."

    Her head bobbed up and down as she gave her husband a blowjob. She thought of Grant, of course. She thought of how much she'd enjoyed sucking his cock. She thought of how it had been years since she'd enjoyed giving a blowjob before she had Grant in her mouth that night on the beach. Then it occurred to her that she was thoroughly enjoying having Owen in her mouth in that very moment.

    It wasn't a long blowjob. Harper needed him inside her. She straddled Owen and reached down to guide his dick between her slick pussy lips.

    "Fuck, I'm so wet for you," she said.

    Harper sank down on him. She took every inch of him inside her. They kissed and her tongue swirled in his mouth as his hands cupped her breasts in the sundress and applied just the right amount of pressure, enhancing the pleasure of having him inside her.

    Gripped by a desire to arouse and satisfy her husband, Harper lifted the dress over her head and took off her bra. Owen smiled and took her bare breasts in his hands. She rode him a little faster as the delight of fucking him in a car worked its way through her body.

    "Harper...fuck...this feels so good. Your pussy feels so good."

    She rode him faster. She wanted him to cum inside her. She was desperate for it.

    Owen grabbed her ass and squeezed it tight. Harper kissed him. She offered her tongue. She pushed it deep into his mouth. She ran her fingers through his hair and unleashed a beautiful, muffled moan.

    "Cum in me," she said breathlessly. "Owen, baby, cum in me. Cum in my pussy!"

    They came together. Harper couldn't hold back and she unleashed her orgasm. She pressed her hands against the roof of the car and screamed in pleasure. Owen grabbed her ass tight and grunted and groaned as he released inside her. It was the best possible version of a homecoming. It was everything Harper had wanted and a little more. It was, in other words, perfect.

    ---

    "Are you sure about this?" Harper asked. "Are you absolutely certain you're okay with this?"

    Owen smiled and nodded. "I am, Harper. You have nothing to worry about."

    A small suitcase waited by the door. Harper's purse was slung over her shoulder and the car keys dangled in her hand. "I'm sorry. I just...you're the most important thing in my life, Owen. You and our family. I don't want to risk that. I don't want you agreeing to this just because it's something you think I need."

    He stepped closer and rested a hand on her stomach. "Harper, you're having his baby. He deserves to be a part of your life. Of our life. It's probably going to be messy and complicated, but he deserves that."

    "We don't know if it's his baby," she said. "You came inside me more than he did."

    Owen smiled and kissed her neck. "The doctor said the date of conception was while you were on vacation. I know there's room for error there, but it's safe to assume that you're having Grant's baby. He deserves to know. He deserves to be a part of your life. He deserves to spend some time with the woman...with the woman he loves."

    Two months had passed since Harper's vacation and she'd come to recognize the very unique form of arousal that Owen experienced when thinking about her and Grant. His pupils got wide. The sudden need for a breath often interrupted his speech. His cheeks got just a little bit red.

    "It's nice to be loved by two men," she said.

    Owen's hand moved to her waist and then the small of her back. They kissed as he held her close. She leaned against the door and put a hand on the back of his head to keep him close as their tongues entwined.

    "Is it nice to love two men?" Owen asked.

    "Yes. Better than I ever imagined." He ran a hand down her leg and under the bottom of her dress. His fingers danced over her thigh as they moved towards her pussy. "Thank you for letting me love him, for letting me have feelings for both of you. Thank you for being an amazing husband, Owen."

    His fingers moved into her panties and her pussy. He rubbed her clit and bathed himself in her wetness as Harper closed her eyes and moaned.

    "It's my pleasure," he said. "Believe me, it is. Will you make videos for me this weekend?"

    "Of course I will," she replied. "You know I want to take care of you."

    Owen was hard as a rock and Harper considered letting him fuck her. It was a two hour drive to the hotel she was meeting Grant at and his cum likely would have leaked out of her by then. Still, Grant wasn't into the same things Owen was into and wouldn't have appreciated that her pussy still had some of another man's cum inside her.

    "Do you want a blowjob?" Harper asked.

    Owen smiled. "No. I want to get you hot and bothered. I want you dripping wet the entire time you're driving to meet him."

    Harper had considered having Grant stay at a nearby hotel, but she wanted the freedom to go out with him, and that wouldn't be doable in their hometown. Two hours away, though, was more than enough distance for Harper to feel safe being another man's girlfriend for a long weekend.

    "Plus, I want to be hot and bothered. I want to be out of my mind by the time you send me the video you film tonight."

    Harper kissed him as he continued to work her pussy with his fingers.

    "What should I do first?" she asked. "Should I suck his dick and swallow his cum? Should I ride his cock in this pretty dress? Should I get naked, get in the bed, spread my legs, and beg him to cum in my pregnant pussy?"

    Owen was so turned on that it seemed he couldn't summon the words, not right away, at least.

    "The last one. Missionary lovemaking. Him cumming in your pregnant pussy."

    Harper was just about to cum, so she grabbed her husband's wrist and he pulled his fingers from her pussy. They were in her mouth a moment later as she held his gaze and gleefully sucked her juices off his flesh.

    "I love you, Owen," she said. "I'm the luckiest woman in the world."

    "I love you too, Harper. Enjoy your weekend with Grant and remember, I'm flexible here. I think we can make just about anything work. It might take some doing, but talk it over with Grant and see what he wants the future of all this to look like."

    Harper kissed him and they headed outside. She didn't need Owen’s help with her suitcase, but she liked that he wanted to walk her out. She liked the way he held her as they hugged. She liked the way he kissed her so deeply.

    Then she was off to her rendezvous with her boyfriend. She hadn't seen Grant in person - they'd FaceTimed - since the vacation and she was out of her mind with excitement. He knew she was pregnant and that it might be his baby, but they hadn't talked at length about it since Harper hadn't known about the pregnancy for all that long.

    There was so much to talk about. So much to figure out. So much incredible sex to have over a long  weekend.

    Harper felt like a new woman. She'd quit her job. She was interviewing for new positions. She was pregnant. She was in love with two men. Life was full of possibility at the moment and that was exactly what Harper needed.

    The End.

  
    A Hotwife's Desire for Creampie Cleanup

    “But why?” Ray asked his wife.

    Jenny could see the fear and trepidation on his face.

    “Because it’s what I want,” she said.

    Ray sat back and crossed his arms.

    “Because it’s where this little adventure you wanted us to go on was always going to end up,” she continued. “I know it didn’t seem like that at the start, but in hindsight it’s the absolute truth. Of course this is where it was going to go. This was inevitable.”

    Jenny knew Ray would fold. She knew because there wasn’t a hint of anger in his face or posture. He was scared, and understandably so. It didn’t bother her that her husband was a little scared at the idea of licking another man’s cum out of her pussy. Of course he was.

    Jenny moved closer and reached out to caress Ray’s leg. He dropped his arms to his sides and his face softened.

    “I know it’s hard to hear, honey, but Connor is better than you in bed. He’s much better than you, in fact. He’s been better than you from the start,” she said as her hand moved a few inches closer to Ray’s crotch. “That was the whole point though, wasn’t it? You said I should find someone that was better than you, that I should fuck him and enjoy great sex while you watched. You said that was your cuckold fantasy, right?”

    Ray nodded. “I did.”

    Jenny smiled a little as she saw Ray’s cock come to life. He wasn’t fully erect, but a little bit of touching and a small reminder that he was responsible for her finding another man to fuck seemed to be enough to clear out some of his fear and replace it with desire.

    “This is part of being a cuckold, honey,” Jenny explained. “It’s part of showing me that you understand your new place in our marriage. We can’t change what happened. The first time Connor fucked me our marriage changed. I discovered just how inadequate you were and things changed in a way that can’t be reversed. Now you’re going to go a step further for me. You’re going to starting cleaning Connor’s cum from my pussy after he and I have sex. You’re going to show me that you truly understand what it means to be a cuckold and that you fully, completely embrace your new place in our marriage.”

    Jenny’s hand moved between Ray’s legs and stroked his now-hard cock through his pants. He groaned as a smile crossed her face. He knew his place and when Connor came over that night he would be a good boy and clean his first creampie. She was certain of it.

    “Do you understand, Ray? Do you understand that you need to clean Connor’s cum out of me to show me that you know your place in our marriage?” she asked.

    “I do,” Ray answered.

    Jenny unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

    “It certainly seems like you’re aroused at the idea of eating Connor’s cum from your wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. Is that true, Ray? Does the idea of cleaning another man’s creampie from my pussy turn you on?”

    Ray looked down at his hard cock in her hand and said, “Yes, it does.”

    Jenny smiled. She liked that he saw no point in lying. He was a cuckold, and soon he’d be a cum eating cuckold. He was smart enough to know that she wasn’t willing to return to the way their marriage had been. She wasn’t going to go back to spreading her legs for him for a few minutes of underwhelming sex once a week. She was going to continue to enjoy the wild, passionate sex that she and Connor had.

    “Does that mean that you understand your place, Ray? Do you understand that Connor is a superior man and that he’s the one that satisfies my pussy in a way you’ve always failed to satisfy my pussy?” she asked while stroking her husband’s cock.

    Ray looked up and met his wife’s gaze and said, “Yes, it does. I understand my place.”

    “And you understand that Connor is superior to you in bed? You understand that he fucks me better than you ever have? You understand that you’ll be cleaning his creampie because of that?” she asked.

    “Yes, I understand,” Ray said as his cock throbbed in her skilled fingers.

    Jenny smiled and released her husband’s cock.

    “Good. If you follow through on your promise and clean his cum from my pussy I might give you an orgasm tonight,” she said.

    She knew Ray was going to follow through. He was too much of a cuckold not to. He absolutely loved that she was fucking another man on a regular basis. He loved that the other man fucked her better. He loved everything about it, so of course he was going to clean the load that Connor was going to leave inside her.

    ---

    Jenny was on her back in the bed she shared with her husband. She’d already experienced two orgasms courtesy of Connor’s cock and she felt the beginnings of a third growing between her legs.

    The sex was even hotter than usual and Jenny knew it was because of what was to come. She was excited at the idea of Ray eating Connor’s cum from her pussy. She wanted him to clean the creampie. She wanted him to lick another man’s cum out of her and fully embrace his place as her cuckold. She liked that it felt like the kind of thing that would change how Ray thought about himself. After he’d eaten someone else’s load, how could he think of himself as anything but her cuckold husband? How could he ever get mad when she refused to fuck him? How could Ray ever object to her prioritizing her lust for Connor’s cock over his need for sexual satisfaction of any kind?

    Ray was naked and erect as he watched from a comfy chair in the corner of the bedroom. His cock had been stiff from the moment Jenny took Connor into her mouth an hour earlier. She liked that he seemed interested in cleaning a creampie from her pussy.

    “Are you hungry, honey?” Jenny asked as she looked over at her husband. She wanted to play with him a little. She wanted to deepen her enjoyment of the unprotected sex she was having with Connor.

    Ray smiled and played with his cock. He was allowed to play, but he was under strict orders not to cum until Jenny had given him permission and he never disobeyed.

    “I am,” he said.

    “Is your dick hard because you’re thinking about eating Connor’s cum out of my pussy?” she asked.

    Connor groaned as he fucked Jenny harder. She moved her hands over the sheen of sweat that had formed on his back and grasped his ass to pull him deeper.

    “Yes,” Ray replied.

    Jenny turned her attention to the man inside her and said, “My husband wants to eat your cum, Connor. He wants to show us both that he recognizes you as the superior man in our relationship.”

    Connor smiled and said, “Then I guess I should cum inside you, shouldn’t I? We should give the cuckold a nice treat for being such a good boy and watching while I fuck his wife.”

    Jenny pulled Connor’s lips to hers for a long kiss. She sucked on his tongue and wrapped her legs around him.

    “Fill me, Connor,” she whispered. “Cum in my pussy.”

    Connor fucked her harder and faster. Jenny felt little explosions of pure pleasure as his cock slid into her and his pelvis stimulated her clit. She wanted to hold off, though. She was going to let Ray provide her final orgasm of the night. She was going to let him make her cum as he cleaned another man’s seed from her pussy.

    Connor pushed his cock inside Jenny, closed his eyes, and arched his back as he came. She smiled while watching the pleasure wash across his face. She loved making him cum. She particularly loved when he came inside her.

    Connor pulled out and rolled onto his back as Jenny spread her legs and looked at her husband. “It’s time, sweetie,” she said. “Come clean my messy pussy. Eat Connor’s creampie and show us both that you’re a cuckold. Show us that you know he’s the superior man in the relationship.”

    Ray stood up and walked towards her.

    “That’s it. Crawl between my legs. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you’re a cum eating cuckold. Show me that you understand that you don’t get to cum inside me anymore, that cumming in my pussy is reserved for someone with a nice big cock that can actually get me off,” Jenny said.

    Ray crawled between her legs and stared at her pussy. Jenny imagined Connor’s cum had started to leak out and her husband was staring at the semen that would soon be in his stomach.

    “Don’t waste any time, sweetie. Just eat his load. Clean it up. Lick it out of me and swallow every drop,” she said.

    Jenny reached out and took Connor’s hand into hers as Ray moved closer. The other man in their marriage rolled over and his fingers moved over Jenny’s taut stomach and breasts. He played with her nipples and she moaned.

    “Go ahead, Ray. Lick it up,” she said.

    Ray hesitated for just a moment before diving in. His tongue pushed between her pussy lips and Jenny moaned as she felt him searching for Connor’s cum.

    “Show it to me, sweetie. Show me Connor’s cum on your tongue,” Jenny said.

    Ray lifted his head and opened his mouth. There was a little dollop of thick cum on his tongue.

    Jenny smiled. “Now swallow it,” she said. “Swallow his load.”

    Ray swallowed and for a moment a look of disgust crossed his face. Jenny wasn’t surprised. Cum rarely tasted good, especially the first time.

    “More,” she said. “Eat the rest of his load. Finish your job.”

    Ray returned to cleaning her pussy and Jenny turned to the man that had left his load inside her. She and Connor kissed as Ray’s tongue probed her cunt and scooped out more cum.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Connor asked. “Is he being a good cuckold?”

    “He is,” Jenny replied. “He’s eating your cum like a good boy. He knows his place. He always has. He knows that he belongs between my legs only when a superior man has given me the pleasure I crave. He knows that it’s your job to fuck me and make me cum and it’s his job to clean up the load you leave inside me.”

    Ray moaned as his tongue probed Jenny’s pussy. She smiled and looked down at him.

    “Does it turn you on to eat Connor’s cum from my pussy?” she asked.

    He looked up and nodded before diving back in. She loved how ravenous he seemed for it. He’d gone from a touch of reluctance to overwhelming desire.

    “Lick my clit, sweetie,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    Ray did as he was told and Jenny closed her eyes and moaned as she felt her husband’s soft touch massage her clit towards orgasm. Connor played with her tits and they kissed, and it wasn’t long before she was cumming for the third time in less than an hour.

    “Thank you, sweetie,” Jenny said as she gently pushed her husband’s head away from her pussy. “You can masturbate now. You may cum in your hand.”

    Ray moved to his knees and Jenny smiled at the glaze of cum and pussy juices that coated his face. He grabbed his cock, stroked it swiftly, and produced an orgasm in less than a minute. He caught the cum in his hand and disposed of it in the bathroom like he’d been taught to do.

    Jenny curled up with Connor and closed her eyes. Her evening was complete and her husband was now a creampie cleaning cuckold.

    She decided Connor would spend the night and Ray would clean another creampie for breakfast. That would be the perfect way to ensure he fully embraced yet another of the joys of being a cuckold.

  
    A Hotwife's First Time - Part 1

    Sadie’s heart skipped a beat every time someone walked into the bar. She held her breath as she waited to see if it was her date. When it wasn’t, she took a sip of her drink and wondered if she was utterly insane for agreeing to meet a stranger for sex.

    Caden wasn’t entirely a stranger. They’d talked online. They’d texted. They’d even talked on the phone a few times. It felt like they had chemistry and he’d certainly done a good job of getting her worked up at the idea of fucking someone other than her husband. She’d never met him, though. It was entirely possible he wouldn’t show up. It was possible he didn’t even exist, that everything about his profile had been fake and he’d been having fun catfishing her.

    Sadie took a long sip of her martini to try and calm her nerves. She told herself that the worst that could happen was that she ended the night feeling a little embarrassed at having been tricked. She’d leave, call a Lyft, and head home to her husband Colin. She’d fall into his arms and tell him that her attempt at becoming a hotwife was a total failure. He’d hug her, tell her it was okay, and probably try and go down on her as a way of making her feel good. She’d probably let him do it, too, as his tongue was magnificently talented and it was hard to turn down an orgasm.

    “Sadie?” a deep male voice said, pulling Sadie back to reality.

    She looked up and smiled. The man standing in front of her looked exactly like the guy in the pictures she’d seen on his profile.

    “Caden?” Sadie.

    “The one and only,” he said.

    She slid out of the booth she’d picked and offered him a hug. His hands moved to her lower back and pulled her close. His body felt strong and firm against hers. She practically melted into him. All the things they’d texted and talked about rushed into her head. She imagined him doing the many splendidly filthy things he’d promised.

    “It’s nice to finally meet you,” Sadie said as she stepped back from the hug.

    “You too,” Caden replied as he held onto her hand.

    Sadie slipped into the booth and Caden followed. She liked that he wanted to sit right next to her. Despite only having met, she already felt like she wanted to be close to him.

    “I was a little worried you weren’t going to show up,” Sadie said as she swirled her drink.

    “Are you crazy?” he said. “I’ve been looking forward to this since you first messaged me a month ago. I wouldn’t have missed this for the world.”

    Caden’s hand moved under the table and found Sadie’s knee. His fingers danced over her soft skin. She bit her lower lip and suppressed a moan. His touch felt even better than she’d expected.

    A waitress came over and Caden ordered drinks for both of them. Sadie tossed back the last of her martini and smiled at the easy confidence that emanated from the handsome man sitting next to her.

    As the waitress walked away, Caden turned to Sadie and smiled. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said.

    Sadie leaned closer. “Thank you,” she said.

    “And your dress is exquisite. Did your husband help you pick it out?” Caden asked.

    Sadie smiled. “He did, in fact. He wanted to make sure I looked good for you.”

    Caden’s hand moved up her thigh. His fingers delicately rubbed Sadie’s soft skin. She closed her eyes and moaned. She couldn’t help it. She was already wet for this man she’d just met. She’d spent a month thinking about having sex with him and now that he was sitting next to her she wanted it more than anything.

    “You look so much better than good, Sadie. You’re breathtaking,” Caden said.

    He leaned closer. Sadie turned her head towards his. Caden’s lips met hers and they shared an electric kiss. It was insistent and erotic. Her lips parted. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She wanted to have him inside her.

    “You’re a good kisser,” Sadie said.

    “I think you’ll find that I’m good at many things,” Caden replied with a smile.

    “I can’t wait to find out,” she said.

    The waitress returned with their drinks. Caden picked up his glass and said, “A toast to trying new things.”

    They clinked their glasses and each took a long sip of the well-made drinks he’d ordered. Sadie didn’t want to look away from him. She wanted to get lost in his deep brown eyes. She wanted to give herself over to the man that had promised to show her that being a hotwife could be an exquisitely pleasurable experience.

    “Are you nervous?” Caden asked.

    “A little,” Sadie admitted. “I’ve never done anything like this before. Prior to my husband sharing his fantasy I’d never even thought about doing something like this. It didn’t even occur to me as a possibility.”

    “Is your husband excited?”

    Sadie smiled and laughed. “He’s something far beyond excited, to be honest. He could barely contain himself when I left. He was…well, he was hard. Rock hard.”

    Caden’s hand found its way to Sadie’s leg once more. His touch was soft and simple, and yet the feel of his fingers against her flesh was enough to inspire great lust between her legs.

    “Do you like that?” Caden asked. “Did you like that he was hard, that he was excited by what we’re going to do tonight?”

    “I did,” Sadie said softly. “It makes me feel like this is okay, like he’s not going to be mad at me when I get home.”

    Caden leaned closer. Sadie could smell his aftershave. She found it intoxicating.

    “Trust me, Sadie. Your husband is going to be happier than you’ve ever seen him when you get home. He’s going to be out of his mind with desire. He’s going to want to spend the whole night between your legs,” Caden said.

    Sadie leaned closer. She could feel his breath against her skin. She wanted him to kiss her again.

    “And why is that?” she asked.

    “Because I’m going to fuck you tonight. Because you’re going to go home to your husband having had another man’s cock inside you. Because he’s going to know that someone else made you cum tonight. Because he’s going to know that I fucked you better than he ever has,” Caden explained as his fingers moved between Sadie’s legs and pressed against the lace panties she’d picked out for him.

    Sadie moaned as Caden turned his head towards hers. Their lips were achingly close again. She kissed him. She had to.

    “I’m going to show you the kind of pleasure you’ve only imagined, Sadie. I promise,” Caden said.

    His fingers pulled aside her panties and Sadie spread her legs. She couldn’t believe she was urging him to finger her in a bar.

    “Do you want me inside you?” he asked.

    Sadie nodded. They kissed again as Caden pushed two fingers into her pussy. She moaned into his mouth. She knew she was soaking wet and the ease with which he penetrated her only confirmed it.

    Caden pulled his fingers from Sadie’s wet pussy and lifted them to her mouth. “Taste yourself,” he said.

    Sadie leaned forward, parted her lips, and took his fingers onto her tongue. She stared into his beautiful eyes as she sucked them clean. She tasted her sweet pussy. She sucked on his fingers like she was giving a blowjob and it made him smile.

    “It seems like you might be quite talented, too,” Caden said.

    Sadie felt a little bashful as she smiled and said, “Thank you.”

    “I’m looking forward to finding out, you know. I’ve been looking forward to it since we first connected, in fact. I think you’re going to look so beautiful on your knees,” he said.

    Sadie felt a surprisingly intense wave of lust move through her. She felt a strong desire to be on her knees for Caden. She wasn’t entirely sure why, either. It wasn’t something she did very often for her husband and it was never something that actually turned her on. It was different with the man sitting next to her, though. She felt compelled to offer herself to him.

    Feeling bold and a tiny bit tipsy, Sadie leaned closer and kissed Caden’s neck. “I can’t wait to suck your cock,” she whispered.

    For a moment, Sadie was lightheaded. Never in her life had she been so naughty with a man. The words she’d just uttered to Caden had never left her lips before.

    Caden took Sadie’s hand and gently pulled it under the table. He directed it between his legs and she felt his erection through his jeans.

    “Is that what you want?” he asked.

    Sadie stroked what felt like an exceptionally big cock. She couldn’t help but moan a little. They kissed again.

    “Yes, that’s what I want. I want it inside me,” she whispered.

    Sadie felt like her pussy was gushing. She’d always been rather buttoned up where sex was concerned. She and Colin had an active, enjoyable sex life, but it almost always occurred in the confines of their bedroom and they rarely did more than kiss in public. She’d certainly never been fingered in a bar by her husband and she definitely hadn’t played with his cock.

    There was something about venturing into the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle that had loosened her up. Caden’s easy confidence and dominance put her in a mood to play, too. She felt like he was going to guide her through the evening and show her all the pleasures he’d promised in their texts, emails, and phone calls.

    “I want you to take off your panties, Sadie,” Caden said. “Take them off and give them to me.”

    Sadie closed her legs and reached under her dress. She slipped her panties down her legs, freeing her wet pussy. She did it all without hesitation.

    “Thank you,” Caden said as she handed him her panties. He placed them in his pocket and turned to her. “Now play with your pussy. Masturbate for me.”

    Sadie’s fingers moved between her legs. She looked into Caden’s eyes as she masturbated. She didn’t even think of saying no. She was caught up in a kind of lust she’d never experienced before.

    “Now tell me what you want, Sadie,” Caden said.

    “I want you to fuck me,” she answered. “I want you to show me what it’s like to be a hotwife. I want to know what it’s like to cuckold my husband. I want to know what it’s like to cum with your big cock inside me.”

    Sadie felt an orgasm coming on. Even talking about what they would soon be doing was enough to arouse her immensely.

    “Taste yourself, Sadie. Push three fingers deep into your wet cunt and then suck them clean for me,” Caden demanded.

    Sadie pushed three fingers deep inside her. They disappeared to her second knuckle. She pulled them out and held his gaze while sucking them clean.

    Caden smiled. “You’re going to be a good girl for me tonight, aren’t you?”

    Sadie nodded with her fingers still in her mouth.

    “Take out your phone,” Caden said. “Text your husband. Tell him you’re going to suck cock in a bar bathroom.”

    Sadie reached into her purse and fumbled with her phone as Caden’s words registered. She was trembling, but in the best way possible. Her lust had risen to such an overwhelming level that she could barely function. She sent the text, though.

    “Let’s go,” Caden said.

    He stood up and offered his hand. Sadie took it and they walked confidently towards the dark hallway that held the two bathrooms the bar offered. Caden pulled them into the women’s bathroom and leaned against the door.

    He stared at Sadie but said nothing. She stepped closer and unzipped his pants. Her fingers reached inside and pulled out his cock. Sadie stroked it and considered what she was about to do.

    The only cock she’d touched in the past ten years belonged to her husband. Now she had her fingers wrapped around Caden’s cock. Now she was stroking it. She was about to take him into her mouth. She was about to embrace being a hotwife.

    Sadie didn’t have to think about whether she wanted it or not. The moment Caden showed up she wanted him. She smiled, squatted in front of him, and wrapped her lips around his big cock.

    “That’s a good girl,” Caden said. His fingers moved into her hair as he closed his eyes and moaned.

    Again Sadie felt overwhelming desire. She was aroused in a way she hadn’t been in years, maybe ever. Sucking Caden’s cock turned her on. That hadn’t happened in a long, long time, if ever. Sucking Colin’s cock had become a chore. This was something else entirely.

    Sadie reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She moaned around the cock in her mouth and looked up at Caden.

    “No, no,” he said. “No playing with your pussy. Not without permission.”

    Sadie pulled her fingers from her cunt and continued to pleasure the man in her mouth. She wanted to complain. She craved the release of orgasm. It felt like her entire body was in a state of wild, unhinged arousal.

    “I know,” Caden said as he reached down and ran his fingers through her hair. “But I don’t want you to cum right now. I want you to make me cum. You’ll get what you need, I promise.”

    Both of Caden’s hands found their way into Sadie’s hair and took a firm grip. He pushed his cock deeper into her mouth and she gagged. She refused to pull away, though. She was driven by a desire to give him what he wanted. She was going to make him cum.

    “That’s a good girl,” he said. “Take my cock. Make me cum.”

    Sadie played with his balls as Caden fucked her mouth. She rubbed and squeezed them. She gagged repeatedly and felt the head of his cock expand and throb in her mouth.

    Caden groaned and held his cock on her tongue. Sadie flicked it over the underside of his cock head. He groaned again and his cock exploded, shooting this ropes of cum on her tongue. Sadie looked up at him. His eyes were closed and a look of pure, perfect pleasure was on his face.

    Caden pulled his cock from her mouth and said, “Let me see it.”

    Sadie opened up and showed him the thick load of cum that rested on her tongue. She felt filthy in a way she never had in her life. She’d just sucked someone off in a bar bathroom and she’d done it without hesitation. She’d done it excitedly and her pussy was still gushing with desire.

    “Now swallow like a good girl,” Caden said.

    Sadie swallowed and opened her mouth once more to show Caden that his load was now in her stomach. She felt unexpectedly proud.

    “Text your husband. Tell him you just swallowed another man’s cum. Tell him I’m going to take you to my hotel room and spend the night fucking you and showing you what it’s like to have great sex,” Caden demanded.

    Sadie pulled her phone from her purse. She hurriedly sent the text. Caden offered his hand and she took it. Sadie stood up and looked into his eyes.

    His fingers moved between her legs and into her pussy. Sadie closed her eyes and moaned. It wasn’t going to take much for her to cum.

    “Are you ready to get fucked, Sadie?” he asked.

    “Yes. I’m desperate,” she said.

    “Are you thinking about your husband?” Caden asked.

    “No, not at all,” she said. It was true. Outside of the texts she’d sent him, Sadie hadn’t thought of Colin since Caden pulled her into the bathroom. All she could think about was cumming on the other man’s cock.

    Caden smiled. They kissed as he fingered her pussy. When he pulled his digits from her cunt, Caden had Sadie suck them clean once again.

    “Good girl,” he said as he pushed his fingers to the back of her throat. “Let’s go.”

    Caden took her hand and led her out of the bathroom. He offered a handful of cash to the waitress to cover their drinks and they left the bar.

    “It’s a short drive to my hotel,” he said. “I want you playing with your pussy the entire time, but don’t you dare cum. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Sadie said as Caden opened the passenger door of his Audi. She slipped inside, spread her legs, and began to play with her pussy.

    “Good girl,” Caden said before shutting the door and swiftly moving to the driver’s side. 

    Soon enough they were on the road and headed towards his hotel. It wouldn’t be long before Sadie was officially a hotwife.

    Part 2 coming soon…

  
    A Hotwife's First Time - Part 2

    “Text your husband. Tell him another man is about to fuck his wife,” Caden instructed Sadie as they elevator doors closed.

    She reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. She quickly tapped out the text and hit send. She put her phone on silent and slipped it back into her purse.

    Caden reached over and pulled up the hem of her dress, exposing her pussy. His fingers roamed over her labia and pushed inside her.

    “Is this for me?” he asked.

    Sadie closed her eyes and moaned. She liked the idea of him claiming her pussy, at least for one evening. “Yes,” she said.

    Caden pulled his fingers from her body and stepped in front of Sadie. He lifted them to her mouth and said, “Tell me what you want,” as he rubbed his fingers over her lips.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Sadie said before taking his fingers onto her tongue and sucking them clean.

    “Are you certain?” Caden asked.

    Sadie kissed him instead of offering a verbal response. She reached between his legs and stroked his cock, which had returned to an erect state after her blowjob in the bathroom.

    “Yes, I’m certain,” Sadie said as the elevator door opened.

    Caden took her hand and led her down the hallway to his room. One key card swipe later and they were inside. Sadie walked confidently towards the sliding glass door that led to the surprisingly large balcony with a gorgeous view.

    “It’s beautiful,” she said.

    Caden stepped behind Sadie, brushed aside her hair, and kissed her neck. It sent shivers of pleasure down her spine. Sadie closed her eyes and moaned.

    “It certainly is,” Caden whispered as he deftly unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, leaving Sadie naked.

    Caden’s hands moved over her perky breasts, her stomach, and between her legs. He caressed her thighs and teased her pussy. His lips moved softly over her neck and she couldn’t help but unleash a steady stream of quiet, sensual moans.

    Sadie heard Caden unzip his pants and moments later she felt the stiff flesh of his cock against her body. It moved between her legs and pressed against her pussy lips. Sadie pushed her ass towards him and arched her back. She offered her pussy to him.

    “Please, Caden,” she said.

    “Please what?” he replied while rubbing the thick head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Please, fuck me,” Sadie said. She couldn’t believe the desperation in her voice.

    “Are you sure, Sadie? Are you sure you’re ready to become a hotwife? Are you sure you’re ready to cuckold your husband?” Caden asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I’m ready. Please, fuck me. Make me a hotwife. Take me, Caden. Take my pussy,” Sadie said.

    Something about the idea of Caden taking her pussy and making it his filled Sadie with a kind of arousal she wasn’t familiar with. She couldn’t help but follow her desire.

    “Make me yours,” Sadie said.

    The head of Caden’s cock pushed between her pussy lips and slipped inside her. Sadie closed her eyes and moaned as she pressed her ass back. She wanted more of him in her pussy. She wanted all of him.

    Sadie heard the utter desperation in her voice as she said, “Fuck me, Caden. Fuck me. Take me. Own me. I’m yours.”

    Caden grabbed her hips and pushed forward. His cock bottomed out inside Sadie’s wet pussy. Unrecognizable noises spilled from her mouth. She ascended to a place of pleasure she’d never known before.

    It took less than a minute of deep thrusting to make Sadie cum. Her legs trembled so hard she nearly fell to the floor as Caden held his cock in her pussy while she filled the hotel room with screams of unbridled pleasure as an orgasm ripped through her.

    Caden’s strong hands moved up Sadie’s back and through her hair as he held his cock inside her. He leaned forward and kissed her neck before whispering, “Do you want more?”

    Sadie smiled and turned her head. They shared a slow, sensual tongue kiss as she moaned for him and began to fuck herself with his cock.

    “I want you to fuck me all night long,” she said. “I want to stay the night and have you fuck me again the morning, too.”

    “Are you sure? Didn’t you tell your husband you’d be coming home to him tonight?” Caden asked as a devilish smile crossed his face.

    “My husband has never made me cum like that,” Sadie said. “He’ll just have to wait until tomorrow to enjoy me.”

    Caden smiled and grabbed a handful of Sadie’s hair. He pulled back. She let him take control. She arched her back and tilted her head backwards. He tightened his grip on her hair and fucked her harder and faster. Soon the sound of his body slamming into hers filled the hotel room, mixing with her wild moans of joy.

    When Caden pulled out, Sadie felt a deep sense of disappointment. She looked at him with dismay in her eyes and was greeted with a confident smile.

    “Open the door,” Caden said.

    Sadie pulled open the sliding glass door as Caden pulled off the rest of his clothes and left them in a pile on the floor.

    He pointed to the balcony and said, “Grab the railing. Bend over.”

    Sadie did as she was told without hesitation. Following his directions felt thrilling. She didn’t even bother looking to see if anyone was watching from another balcony. She didn’t care. She was too turned on to do anything other than what he said.

    Caden stood just inside the hotel room and said, “Beg for it.”

    Sadie looked back at him and said, “Please fuck me. Please. Please give me your big cock. Please show me what it’s like to be a hotwife. Please make me cum again. Please, please come out onto the balcony and fuck my pussy. Pound me. Fill me. Cum inside me.”

    Sadie felt a wild, wonderful wave of lust wash over her as the last words left her lips. She couldn’t believe she’d just asked another man to cum inside her. She hadn’t been planning on it, and yet it felt intensely arousing to beg him to do so.

    Caden stepped out onto the deck, pushed his cock into Sadie’s soaking wet pussy, and fucked her. His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips and he pounded her hard. Sadie’s moan drifted into the night sky. She saw a few people looking up from the parking lot. It turned her on even more.

    “Fuck, Caden. Fuck, I’m going to cum!” Sadie cried out. “Make me cum! Please, make me cum!”

    Caden fucked her harder. He gave Sadie what she needed. He pounded her cunt and brought her to another loud, lusty orgasm.

    This time, Caden didn’t slow down as Sadie climaxed. He fucked her harder and faster. She knew he was pursuing his climax. He was going to cum inside her.

    “Cum inside me, Caden. Fill my pussy. Fill me!” she said.

    Caden grunted and held his cock deep in her pussy. His seed spilled inside her. The knowledge that he was cumming in her married cunt filled Sadie with an unexpected sense of warmth and happiness. A satisfied smile crossed her face as Caden pulled out. She felt some of his cum drip onto the balcony.

    Sadie turned around, took his face in her hands, and kissed the man that had just made her a hotwife.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “We’re just getting started,” Caden replied as he gave her ass a good smack and led her back into the room.

    Sadie admired Caden’s naked body as he pulled back the covers and climbed into the bed. He was in far better shape than Colin and watching the way his muscles rippled with even the simplest of movements was surprisingly alluring. It had been so long since Sadie had allowed herself to desire another man that she couldn’t keep it under control.

    She climbed into bed with Caden and snuggled up next to him. She needed to feel his skin against hers and to run her fingers over his taut body.

    “I want you to send a picture to your husband,” Caden said.

    Sadie smiled. “A picture of what?” she asked.

    “Of my cum dripping from your pussy. I want him to see that you gave yourself to me in every way. I want him to see that he’s a cuckold.”

    Sadie felt that same rush of lust. She had given herself to Caden. She’d let him cum inside her. She’d let him fill her pussy with his seed. Thinking about it made her want to fuck him again.

    Sadie grabbed her phone and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs and tapped the button to make it a selfie. She saw her pussy on the screen. She saw Caden’s cum leaking out of her.

    “It’s beautiful,” Sadie said.

    “Do you think your husband will think the same thing?” Caden asked.

    Sadie snapped a picture of another man’s cum leaking from her pussy and smiled as she looked at it.

    “It doesn’t matter what he thinks,” she said. “He wanted this. Whether he likes it or not, he has to deal with the consequences of begging me to become a hotwife.”

    Sadie pulled up her text with Colin and sent the picture. “He came inside me,” was all she texted. 

    She put her phone aside and cuddled up with Caden again. Sadie wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him. She kissed his chest and said, “You can cum inside me as many times as you want. I’m yours.”

    Saying it was enough to fill Sadie with a wild kind of desire. She needed Caden inside her. She needed him to fuck her. She needed to make him feel good. She needed him to cum.

    “I want to feel your mouth around my cock,” Caden said.

    Sadie looked up at him and smiled. She kissed her way down his chest and stomach. She kissed the head of his cock. She wrapped her lips around it and sucked.

    “That’s a good girl,” Caden said.

    Sadie tried her best to swallow him. She let his cock push into her throat. She gagged and took more of it. Every time he moaned she got a little wetter. Pleasing him felt so good.

    “Suck my cock, Sadie,” Caden said. “Suck my cock like a good hotwife. Suck my cock and get me nice and hard so you can take a ride on it. Get me hard so you can show me what a good cock riding slut you can be.”

    If Colin had called Sadie a slut she would have been annoyed. It felt different coming from Caden. It turned her on. To her surprise, she wanted to be a slut for him. She wanted to be the girl of his dreams. She couldn’t believe how badly she wanted to please him.

    “Ride me, Sadie. Get on top and show me how badly you want my cock,” Caden said.

    Sadie straddled the man that had given her two of the best orgasms of her life and took his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

    “You’re so big,” she said. “You feel so good.”

    Caden felt bigger than when he’d fucked her doggystyle. Sadie loved how it felt like her cunt was stretching out around his erection. She never experienced that with Colin. It was better. It was just better.

    “Milk my cock, Sadie. Milk it with your married pussy. Make me cum inside you again,” Caden said.

    Sadie looked at him and smiled. She leaned down and they shared a kiss as she continued to bounce on his cock. She tried her best to milk him. She tightened the walls of her cunt around his cock and rode him swiftly. She wanted him to pump her full of cum again. She wanted to cum on his big cock again.

    Caden’s hands found Sadie’s breasts and squeezed them as she rode his dick. She cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain as he pulled on her nipples. Sadie rode him harder.

    “Are you gonna cum on my dick like a good girl?” Caden asked.

    “Yes. Yes!” Sadie cried out.

    Caden’s hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. He squeezed and spanked the soft flesh and Sadie’s cries of pleasure grew louder.

    “Do you want another load inside you? Do you want to take my load like a good hotwife?” Caden asked.

    Sadie rode him harder and faster as he continued to squeeze her ass. He spanked her again and Sadie moaned.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I want your load inside me. I want you to fill my married pussy again. I want to feel your seed dripping out of me. I want to send another picture to my cuckold husband,” Sadie answered.

    Caden pulled her ass cheeks open as she rode him. She felt the cool air on her asshole. His fingers drifted between her cheeks, coming perilously close to her anus.

    Sadie had never been into anal play, but she felt a rush of desire as Caden teased the area around her anus.

    When he brushed a finger over her asshole, Sadie let loose a moan she couldn’t control. Her loins tingled. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy clamped down on the big cock inside her.

    Caden grabbed the back of her neck and pulled Sadie’s head down. She felt his stubble against her cheek as he maintained a tight grip on her neck while aggressively fucking his cock up into her. It felt like he was using her pussy and it turned her on.

    Again his finger danced over her asshole. Again Sadie moaned. She couldn’t help it. It felt naughty. It felt like he was doing what he pleased with her and it turned her on.

    Caden’s finger pressed against Sadie’s asshole. As it slipped inside her she moaned loudly. He was taking what he wanted and it turned her on immensely. He moved the finger in and out of her asshole.

    “I’m cumming!” Sadie cried out. Giving him her asshole – even for a finger – had put her over the top. Yet another powerful orgasm ripped through her.

    Caden groaned and pushed his finger all the way in her asshole. Sadie took it. She let him do as he pleased.

    Caden stopped thrusting. Sadie felt his cock throbbing in her pussy. She knew he was cumming inside her. She knew a second load of his cum was swimming in her womb.

    He pulled his finger from her asshole and released her neck. Sadie sat up and kissed him. “You’re incredible,” she said.

    Caden kissed her again. His tongue explored her mouth as his cock remained stiff in her pussy.

    “I have so much more to show you,” he said. “I can make you a very happy hotwife.”

    Sadie smiled. “I’m yours,” she said. “I’m all yours.”

    There was no stopping it now. She meant it. She was his. She couldn’t walk away from orgasms like the ones he’d given her. She couldn’t go back to a regular sex life. She was a hotwife now and she had to have more.

    The end.

  
    A Hotwife’s Desire for Creampie Cleanup

    “But why?” Ray asked his wife.

    Jenny could see the fear and trepidation on his face.

    “Because it’s what I want,” she said.

    Ray sat back and crossed his arms.

    “Because it’s where this little adventure you wanted us to go on was always going to end up,” she continued. “I know it didn’t seem like that at the start, but in hindsight it’s the absolute truth. Of course this is where it was going to go. This was inevitable.”

    Jenny knew Ray would fold. She knew because there wasn’t a hint of anger in his face or posture. He was scared, and understandably so. It didn’t bother her that her husband was a little scared at the idea of licking another man’s cum out of her pussy. Of course he was.

    Jenny moved closer and reached out to caress Ray’s leg. He dropped his arms to his sides and his face softened.

    “I know it’s hard to hear, honey, but Connor is better than you in bed. He’s much better than you, in fact. He’s been better than you from the start,” she said as her hand moved a few inches closer to Ray’s crotch. “That was the whole point though, wasn’t it? You said I should find someone that was better than you, that I should fuck him and enjoy great sex while you watched. You said that was your cuckold fantasy, right?”

    Ray nodded. “I did.”

    Jenny smiled a little as she saw Ray’s cock come to life. He wasn’t fully erect, but a little bit of touching and a small reminder that he was responsible for her finding another man to fuck seemed to be enough to clear out some of his fear and replace it with desire.

    “This is part of being a cuckold, honey,” Jenny explained. “It’s part of showing me that you understand your new place in our marriage. We can’t change what happened. The first time Connor fucked me our marriage changed. I discovered just how inadequate you were and things changed in a way that can’t be reversed. Now you’re going to go a step further for me. You’re going to starting cleaning Connor’s cum from my pussy after he and I have sex. You’re going to show me that you truly understand what it means to be a cuckold and that you fully, completely embrace your new place in our marriage.”

    Jenny’s hand moved between Ray’s legs and stroked his now-hard cock through his pants. He groaned as a smile crossed her face. He knew his place and when Connor came over that night he would be a good boy and clean his first creampie. She was certain of it.

    “Do you understand, Ray? Do you understand that you need to clean Connor’s cum out of me to show me that you know your place in our marriage?” she asked.

    “I do,” Ray answered.

    Jenny unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.

    “It certainly seems like you’re aroused at the idea of eating Connor’s cum from your wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. Is that true, Ray? Does the idea of cleaning another man’s creampie from my pussy turn you on?”

    Ray looked down at his hard cock in her hand and said, “Yes, it does.”

    Jenny smiled. She liked that he saw no point in lying. He was a cuckold, and soon he’d be a cum eating cuckold. He was smart enough to know that she wasn’t willing to return to the way their marriage had been. She wasn’t going to go back to spreading her legs for him for a few minutes of underwhelming sex once a week. She was going to continue to enjoy the wild, passionate sex that she and Connor had.

    “Does that mean that you understand your place, Ray? Do you understand that Connor is a superior man and that he’s the one that satisfies my pussy in a way you’ve always failed to satisfy my pussy?” she asked while stroking her husband’s cock.

    Ray looked up and met his wife’s gaze and said, “Yes, it does. I understand my place.”

    “And you understand that Connor is superior to you in bed? You understand that he fucks me better than you ever have? You understand that you’ll be cleaning his creampie because of that?” she asked.

    “Yes, I understand,” Ray said as his cock throbbed in her skilled fingers.

    Jenny smiled and released her husband’s cock.

    “Good. If you follow through on your promise and clean his cum from my pussy I might give you an orgasm tonight,” she said.

    She knew Ray was going to follow through. He was too much of a cuckold not to. He absolutely loved that she was fucking another man on a regular basis. He loved that the other man fucked her better. He loved everything about it, so of course he was going to clean the load that Connor was going to leave inside her.

    
      

    

    Jenny was on her back in the bed she shared with her husband. She’d already experienced two orgasms courtesy of Connor’s cock and she felt the beginnings of a third growing between her legs.

    The sex was even hotter than usual and Jenny knew it was because of what was to come. She was excited at the idea of Ray eating Connor’s cum from her pussy. She wanted him to clean the creampie. She wanted him to lick another man’s cum out of her and fully embrace his place as her cuckold. She liked that it felt like the kind of thing that would change how Ray thought about himself. After he’d eaten someone else’s load, how could he think of himself as anything but her cuckold husband? How could he ever get mad when she refused to fuck him? How could Ray ever object to her prioritizing her lust for Connor’s cock over his need for sexual satisfaction of any kind?

    Ray was naked and erect as he watched from a comfy chair in the corner of the bedroom. His cock had been stiff from the moment Jenny took Connor into her mouth an hour earlier. She liked that he seemed interested in cleaning a creampie from her pussy.

    “Are you hungry, honey?” Jenny asked as she looked over at her husband. She wanted to play with him a little. She wanted to deepen her enjoyment of the unprotected sex she was having with Connor.

    Ray smiled and played with his cock. He was allowed to play, but he was under strict orders not to cum until Jenny had given him permission and he never disobeyed.

    “I am,” he said.

    “Is your dick hard because you’re thinking about eating Connor’s cum out of my pussy?” she asked.

    Connor groaned as he fucked Jenny harder. She moved her hands over the sheen of sweat that had formed on his back and grasped his ass to pull him deeper.

    “Yes,” Ray replied.

    Jenny turned her attention to the man inside her and said, “My husband wants to eat your cum, Connor. He wants to show us both that he recognizes you as the superior man in our relationship.”

    Connor smiled and said, “Then I guess I should cum inside you, shouldn’t I? We should give the cuckold a nice treat for being such a good boy and watching while I fuck his wife.”

    Jenny pulled Connor’s lips to hers for a long kiss. She sucked on his tongue and wrapped her legs around him.

    “Fill me, Connor,” she whispered. “Cum in my pussy.”

    Connor fucked her harder and faster. Jenny felt little explosions of pure pleasure as his cock slid into her and his pelvis stimulated her clit. She wanted to hold off, though. She was going to let Ray provide her final orgasm of the night. She was going to let him make her cum as he cleaned another man’s seed from her pussy.

    Connor pushed his cock inside Jenny, closed his eyes, and arched his back as he came. She smiled while watching the pleasure wash across his face. She loved making him cum. She particularly loved when he came inside her. 

    Connor pulled out and rolled onto his back as Jenny spread her legs and looked at her husband. “It’s time, sweetie,” she said. “Come clean my messy pussy. Eat Connor’s creampie and show us both that you’re a cuckold. Show us that you know he’s the superior man in the relationship.”

    Ray stood up and walked towards her.

    “That’s it. Crawl between my legs. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you’re a cum eating cuckold. Show me that you understand that you don’t get to cum inside me anymore, that cumming in my pussy is reserved for someone with a nice big cock that can actually get me off,” Jenny said.

    Ray crawled between her legs and stared at her pussy. Jenny imagined Connor’s cum had started to leak out and her husband was staring at the semen that would soon be in his stomach.

    “Don’t waste any time, sweetie. Just eat his load. Clean it up. Lick it out of me and swallow every drop,” she said.

    Jenny reached out and took Connor’s hand into hers as Ray moved closer. The other man in their marriage rolled over and his fingers moved over Jenny’s taut stomach and breasts. He played with her nipples and she moaned.

    “Go ahead, Ray. Lick it up,” she said.

    Ray hesitated for just a moment before diving in. His tongue pushed between her pussy lips and Jenny moaned as she felt him searching for Connor’s cum.

    “Show it to me, sweetie. Show me Connor’s cum on your tongue,” Jenny said.

    Ray lifted his head and opened his mouth. There was a little dollop of thick cum on his tongue.

    Jenny smiled. “Now swallow it,” she said. “Swallow his load.”

    Ray swallowed and for a moment a look of disgust crossed his face. Jenny wasn’t surprised. Cum rarely tasted good, especially the first time.

    “More,” she said. “Eat the rest of his load. Finish your job.”

    Ray returned to cleaning her pussy and Jenny turned to the man that had left his load inside her. She and Connor kissed as Ray’s tongue probed her cunt and scooped out more cum.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Connor asked. “Is he being a good cuckold?”

    “He is,” Jenny replied. “He’s eating your cum like a good boy. He knows his place. He always has. He knows that he belongs between my legs only when a superior man has given me the pleasure I crave. He knows that it’s your job to fuck me and make me cum and it’s his job to clean up the load you leave inside me.”

    Ray moaned as his tongue probed Jenny’s pussy. She smiled and looked down at him.

    “Does it turn you on to eat Connor’s cum from my pussy?” she asked.

    He looked up and nodded before diving back in. She loved how ravenous he seemed for it. He’d gone from a touch of reluctance to overwhelming desire.

    “Lick my clit, sweetie,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    Ray did as he was told and Jenny closed her eyes and moaned as she felt her husband’s soft touch massage her clit towards orgasm. Connor played with her tits and they kissed, and it wasn’t long before she was cumming for the third time in less than an hour.

    “Thank you, sweetie,” Jenny said as she gently pushed her husband’s head away from her pussy. “You can masturbate now. You may cum in your hand.”

    Ray moved to his knees and Jenny smiled at the glaze of cum and pussy juices that coated his face. He grabbed his cock, stroked it swiftly, and produced an orgasm in less than a minute. He caught the cum in his hand and disposed of it in the bathroom like he’d been taught to do.

    Jenny curled up with Connor and closed her eyes. Her evening was complete and her husband was now a creampie cleaning cuckold. 

    She decided Connor would spend the night and Ray would clean another creampie for breakfast. That would be the perfect way to ensure he fully embraced yet another of the joys of being a cuckold.

  
    A Kinky New Year's Eve Party - Part 1

    “Are you nervous?” Zoey asked as they pulled into the driveway of the spectacularly beautiful mansion.

    “Yes,” Tim replied as he slowly drove towards the valet stand. “I mean, we’ve never been to this kind of New Year’s party, have we?”

    Zoey laughed. “No, I suppose we haven’t. I guess the past year has kind of been preparing us for this though, hasn’t it?”

    Tim thought of the many new experiences he and Zoey had enjoyed since she’d met Dean at the far less grand New Year’s party they’d attended last year. What began as a simple flirtation quickly blossomed into a relationship that changed their marriage and their lives. Not only did Dean introduce them both to the wonders of cuckolding, he elevated their social status by bringing them into a world of pleasure occupied by wealthy couples that saw no reason to limit their pleasure to each other. The party they were about to attend was the social event of the year for those couples.

    “Can you imagine how we would have reacted if you’d told either of us last year that we’d be attending this kind of party for New Years?” Tim asked.

    “You mean an orgy with some of the richest, most powerful people in the state?” Zoey asked with a laugh. “I’m fairly certain we both would have laughed at the utter absurdity of an idea like that.”

    “Don’t forget to put your mask on,” Tim said. They’d been instructed to have their masks on as they pulled up to the valet stand. In fact, they’d been told they would be told to leave if either of them failed to wear a mask as they pulled up to the mansion. Tim’s was already on and Zoey retrieved hers from the glove box and carefully placed it over her eyes.

    “What do you think?” Zoey asked.

    Tim glanced at his wife as he pulled up to the valet stand. “You look perfect,” he said.

    Dean had provided Zoey with a floor length red gown that showed off a great deal of cleavage. Her collarbone looked particularly sexy and the spaghetti straps ensured that an admirer could kiss his way from Zoey’s neck all the way to her arms if he so desired. Her mask was red with gold trim and it looked exceptionally elegant. The only jewelry Zoey wore was a thin gold chain around which the key to Tim’s chastity cage hung. It rested between her wondrous, soft breasts, taunting him with the chance at the freedom he hadn’t enjoyed since the middle of December.

    “You look awfully good too, you know,” Zoey said. “Wearing a tuxedo suits you.”

    Dean had been very clear on the required attire. Men were to be in tuxedos and women in floor length gowns. It was, after all, a gathering designed to cater to the sexual needs of the men and women in attendance, which meant everyone was required to look their absolute best. Tim knew it was exceedingly unlikely he’d be having sex with anyone, but even a cuckold was expected to work to look his best.

    “It’s time,” Zoey said as Tim put the car in park. “Are you sure you’re ready for this?”

    “I am,” Tim said. “Are you?”

    Zoey nodded as the masked valet opened the passenger door and offered a hand. She took it and slid out of the car like the elegant goddess she’d become over the past year.

    A second valet opened the driver’s side door and handed Tim a ticket. He reached for his wallet to offer a tip but the young masked man waved him off. “We’re not allowed to accept tips, sir,” he said.

    Tim took the ticket, slipped it in his wallet, and joined his wife at the bottom of the stairs. She slipped her arm into his and they both took a moment to admire the grandeur of the most beautiful house either of them had seen.

    “I wonder how much money you have to make to buy a house like this,” Zoey said.

    “I can’t even imagine,” Tim replied. He’d earned a promotion at his law firm in the past year thanks to Dean pulling a few strings, but Tim wasn’t in the same income bracket as most of people at the party they were about to attend, let alone the person that owned the estate they were about to enter.

    “Shall we?” Zoey asked as she gestured towards the home’s grand entrance.

    “We shall,” Tim said.

    They ascended the marble staircase slowly, in large part to ensure that Zoey didn’t step on her dress and damage it before they had a chance to enter the party.

    Two men in tuxedos and white gloves opened the double doors that led into the mansion and Zoey and Tim stepped through. They each gawked at the incredible foyer with sky high ceilings, twin marble staircases leading to the second floor, and a view all the way out the back of the house to the lengthy pool lined by statues.

    “It’s incredible, isn’t it?” a man wearing a dark mask said.

    Tim instantly recognized him as Dean. If his voice hadn’t given his identity away his unmistakable wave of dark, flawlessly styled hair would have. Zoey rushed towards the man that had become her lover nearly a year ago. Dean took her in his arms and they shared the kind of kiss that would make any cuckold jealous. Tim watched his wife’s body melt into Dean’s. He saw her mouth open to welcome the other man’s tongue. At any other party it would have been an entirely inappropriate greeting. At an orgy it seemed rather tame, though Tim hadn’t been to any orgies so he wasn’t sure of the protocol.

    “I trust you had no trouble getting here?” Dean asked as he put his arm around Zoey and held her close.

    “None at all,” Tim replied. “It’s hard to miss, too. Even the gate is exquisite.”

    Dean laughed. “It’s all rather opulent, isn’t it? When you’re a billionaire you have to spend your money on something, I suppose.”

    Tim knew better than to ask the identity of the billionaire that owned the house, but that didn’t stop him from being curious. He couldn’t help but wonder if the billionaire was in attendance. Was there a chance he or his wife would have an interaction with one of the wealthiest men in the world?

    “I know I already mentioned the rules, but I figured it wise to go over them again,” Dean said as he led Zoey and Tim through the foyer and towards what appeared to be the main gathering area for the party. “It’s possible, even likely, that you’ll recognize someone tonight. The masks are meant as a reminder that this is an anonymous event, but they don’t necessarily hide everything. Remember that you’re not permitted to use anyone’s name – even your own – and you’re not to make any comment of any kind that might indicate you recognize someone. People attend this party because they can count on the discretion of everyone else in attendance.”

    “Of course,” Zoey said. “We wouldn’t dream of violating the most important rule. I think we’d both agree that we’d very much like to be invited back next year.”

    Tim suspected his wife was more excited than he was. After all, she was the one that would enjoy numerous orgasms, as Dean had promised. Tim had not been promised a single climax, though he hoped his wife would grant him release from his chastity device at some point.

    Dean stopped at the edge of the main room and turned to Zoey. “Tonight is about pleasure, which means you’re permitted to decline an encounter with anyone. That’s one of the key rules. It doesn’t matter how rich or powerful someone in here thinks they are, they’re not permitted to push you do to anything you don’t want. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Zoey said.

    Dean turned to Tim and said, “You are permitted to do the same, unless your lovely wife issues an order. Should you defy her order you will be asked to leave. Do you understand?”

    Tim shook his head. He glanced at Zoey and saw here smiling. He couldn’t quite read her eyes because of the mask, but it seemed as though she very much liked the idea of having such control over how his evening would go.

    “Some of the guests have already adjourned to one of the many rooms in the house meant for play,” Dean said. “The rooms marked with a yellow ribbon are meant to be open. Those that play in them do so with the intention of being watched. Make sure you’re comfortable with being watched if you enter one of those rooms with a playmate. The rooms marked with a red ribbon are meant for private play.”

    Dean’s hand moved down Zoey’s back until it reached her ass. He firmly grasped her flesh and she leaned a little closer. Her lips drifted towards his and Dean smiled. Tim would have smiled too. It seemed that Dean could inspire Zoey’s desire with little more than a touch. It was a remarkable gift that he’d used countless times over the past year as he showed Zoey heights of pleasure she’d never reached before.

    “I’d like to be the first man you play with tonight, but there’s no reason I need to be the last,” Dean said. “Tonight you’re free to enjoy anyone and everyone. I believe there are even a few trans girls in attendance if you’re so inclined. The whole point of this gathering is to unleash your desire and explore what you crave without consequence.”

    Zoey turned to Dean and they shared a kiss as both his hands moved to her ass. Tim watched Dean knead his wife’s flesh skillfully. She moaned into his mouth and again her body seemed to melt into his, like she couldn’t control her desire for him.

    “What about him?” Zoey asked as she glanced towards Tim. “Is my cuckold free to enjoy anyone and everyone?”

    “No,” Dean replied. “You’ll find that there are many cuckolds in attendance tonight. This party caters to a very specific demographic, after all. The cuckolds have a different purpose. They are here to serve. Your cuckold will serve as ordered. He will do as you desire and I encourage you to make full use of him. You’re also welcome to loan him to someone else if you desire. It can be good for him to experience other couples.”

    “What do you think, honey?” Zoey asked as her hand moved between Dean’s legs. She gently massaged his bulge while smiling at Tim. “Would you like it if I loaned you out to another couple?”

    “Yes,” Tim replied.

    “It doesn’t have to be a couple,” Dean said. “Some women loan their cuckolds to other women and the occasional solo man. Some women find it quite pleasant to put their cuckolds on display in one of the voyeuristic play rooms. They like to invite the sexually ambidextrous guys in to have a go. They find great pleasure in watching their cuckold give his body for the pleasure of better men. Some of the women come armed with strapons, too, and they’re always willing to use them.”

    Try as he might, Tim couldn’t keep an image of being used like that out of his head. He imagined a parade of rich, powerful men in tuxedos lining up to have a go at him. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d taken cock in the ass – that had happened during a particularly wild Halloween party and Zoey and Dean had thoroughly enjoyed watching – and while he wasn’t going to ask his wife for that experience, he wouldn’t have refused and he probably would have enjoyed being pushed so deep into a sense of submission.

    “It’s a shame this party only lasts until dawn,” Zoey said. “It sounds like there are so many wonderful experiences for us to have.”

    Tim noted that his wife’s nerves seemed to have completely disappeared the moment she saw Dean. It made sense. He had a calming influence on her and over the course of the past year he’d managed to open her up to all manner of new sexual experiences. This was just the latest and likely the wildest in a long line.

    “I encourage you to indulge your every desire,” Dean said. “I’d even encourage you to indulge a few desires you never knew you had. Perhaps you’d enjoy having a woman between your legs. Perhaps you’d enjoy taking your place between a woman’s legs. Your husband certainly enjoys it.”

    Zoey laughed. “Perhaps, though I can’t imagine it could be better than taking my place between your legs.”

    Dean smiled. Of course he did. He was the sort of man that women enjoyed getting on their knees for. He’d inspired that kind of lust in Zoey from the first encounter and countless times since. Tim had witnessed it time and time again. Just as he found great pleasure in going down on Zoey, she found great pleasure in going down on Dean and making him feel good.

    “How would you feel about playing in a yellow ribbon room?” Dean asked.

    Zoey looked at him and smiled. “Really?”

    Dean reached up and caressed her face. Zoey closed her eyes and leaned into his touch. “I want to show you off,” he said. “I want everyone to see how beautiful you are. I want everyone to see how you’ve blossomed into the confident goddess you’ve become over the past year. Plus, I want everyone to see how well-trained your cuckold is.”

    “Can we play right now?” Zoey asked.

    Dean smiled, took her hand, and led Zoey through the crowd of masked, well-dressed people. Tim followed as they gracefully cut through the guests and down a wide hallway with shiny hardwood floors. They passed two doors with yellow ribbons on them – one was open and Tim glanced inside to see a woman on top of a rather large cock while two couples watched and masturbated – before reaching a third. Dean led Zoey inside and Tim followed.

    Zoey looked at her husband and said, “Remove my dress.”

    Tim stepped behind his wife and gently worked the spaghetti straps off her shoulders. The delicate dress fell to the floor, revealing Zoey’s naked body. It had been her choice to go without underwear and the effect was rather remarkable. She was every bit the confident goddess Dean had described her as.

    Zoey stepped out of the dress and Tim picked it up and carefully folded it over the back of a chair in the corner of the room. When he turned back Dean and Zoey were kissing. He had one hand on her ass and the other on her breast as she moaned at the confident, skilled touch of the man that had spent a great deal of time inside her over the past year.

    Dean spun Zoey around and she looked into Tim’s eyes. “Come here,” she said. “Prepare me for him.”

    Tim closed the distance between them and fell to his knees in front of his wife. She guided his head between her legs and he worked her pussy with his tongue. She was already wet, but it was his job to ensure she was soaked by the time Dean took her. His cock was quite large and she preferred a smooth entry to slow progress that happened when she wasn’t properly prepared.

    Tim looked up to see his wife had turned her head to kiss Dean. He was playing with her breasts as she sucked on his tongue and it made for an exceptionally erotic sight. If Tim wasn’t locked in chastity he would have sported a throbbing erection. As it was, he was dealing with the now-familiar ache of his cock wishing it could get hard.

    “I want you in my mouth,” Zoey said. “I need you in my mouth.”

    Dean stepped back and Zoey gently pushed Tim from between her legs. She spun around, dropped to her knees, and unzipped Dean’s pants.

    “How lovely,” a voice said from the door.

    Tim looked to see an older man and his much younger companion step into the room. They sat on the small couch against the wall and watched as Zoey freed Dean’s cock from his pants and took him in her mouth.

    Over the past year Zoey’s oral skills had increased considerably, due almost entirely to a great deal of practice. Her zeal for worshiping Dean’s cock hadn’t faded in the year she’d been with him, much to Tim’s amazement. He remembered his wife losing the desire to go down on him no more than six months into their relationship, and yet it was a full year into her relationship with Dean and if anything it seemed that giving him head provided even greater pleasure for her.

    “She’s quite good,” the young woman on the couch said.

    “She is indeed,” the older man added as he reached down and stroked himself through his pants.

    “Darling, that’s my job,” the young woman said as she moved his hand out of the way and replaced it with her own.

    “Cuckold, come here,” Zoey said.

    Tim turned his attention back to his wife and crawled towards her. She pulled his lips to hers for a long, passionate, cock-flavored kiss, catching him off guard. Tim sank into it almost immediately. Her tongue was active and eager and he felt everything else fall away as great sensations of pleasure coursed through him while they kissed.

    “I’d like you beneath me when he fucks me,” she said. “I want you to use your mouth to enhance our pleasure. I want you to see up close why you don’t fuck me anymore. Do you understand?”

    The older man moaned and his young companion did too.

    “Yes, I understand,” Tim said. “Thank you.”

    Zoey stood and pointed towards the bed. “Strip and get on your back.”

    Tim stood and hastily stripped. He folded his tuxedo and placed it on the chair that held Zoey’s dress. He hurried into the bed and got on his back.

    “His cock is all locked up,” the young woman stroking her companion’s cock said. “Isn’t that sad for him?”

    “He’s a cuckold,” the older man replied. “It’s what he deserves for being unable to satisfy his wife.”

    Tim felt an intoxicating touch of humiliation as the stranger expertly diagnosed the reason he was in chastity. It was the same reason Dean had been a part of their lives for the past year. He loved Zoey dearly, but Tim wasn’t capable of making her feel the way Dean made her feel. He simply couldn’t offer that kind of pleasure.

    Zoey removed Dean’s tuxedo as Tim watched from his back in the bed. Once her lover was naked she crawled on top of Tim in a 69 and sat on his face. He pushed his tongue inside her as she smothered him with her ass. Tim knew it was a privilege to be in his position. He felt great joy at feeling his wife’s ass cheeks spread around his face.

    When Zoey lifted her ass from his face Dean moved into the bed behind her. He rubbed his cock over her pussy lips and pushed it inside her. She dropped her head into Tim’s lap and her lips brushed against his balls as Zoey let out a loud moan.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Please, fuck me.”

    Tim heard more voices and looked over to see that two more couples had stepped into the room. He was suddenly quite thankful for the mask he wore. The idea of being watched would have been too much if they could see his face.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife, cuckold?” Dean asked.

    “Yes, please,” Tim said. “Please, fuck my wife. Give her what I can’t. Please.”

    “Spectacular,” Tim heard someone in the audience say.

    “Open your mouth,” Dean demanded.

    Tim opened his mouth and a moment later it was stuffed with cock. It was far from the first time he’d taken a cock in his mouth, but it was the first time he’d done so with an audience. He heard an audible, feminine moan from someone that seemingly enjoyed Tim’s willingness to submit to giving head for his wife’s benefit.

    “He’s a very good cuckold,” Dean said.

    “Yes he is,” Zoey replied.

    “Because he’s such a good cuckold I’m going to fuck you like you deserve,” Dean added as he pulled his cock from Tim’s mouth and slid it into Zoey’s pussy.

    He slowly buried every inch inside her and Zoey wrapped her fingers around Tim’s balls and squeezed them tight like they were a stress ball. He moaned and put his tongue to work on her clit. Dean pulled out and quickly found a slow, deep rhythm. His balls brushed again Tim’s forehead with every thrust, adding a little extra humiliation to the experience.

    “It’s beautiful,” said someone watching.

    “It’s fucking hot,” said another.

    “Harder,” Zoey said. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    “Suck my balls, cuckold,” Dean demanded as he buried his cock in Zoey’s pussy and held it there.

    Tim slid back a little and took Dean’s balls into his mouth. He sucked and licked vigorously. He wanted to make him feel good. He wanted to do as he’d been ordered so Zoey could have the sex she craved. He listened to Dean and some of the members of their audience moan. He listened to his wife whimper as she waited for the sex to resume.

    “Back to her clit, cuckold,” Dean said.

    Tim moved back to Zoey’s clit. He knew she’d want him to do whatever Dean demanded. She would be in control elsewhere at the party, but Dean was in control when they were together.

    Dean fucked Zoey harder and faster. He fucked her like she always seemed to crave with him. Tim licked her clit rhythmically, providing the kind of pleasure he knew would help her have a monstrously pleasurable orgasm.

    That orgasm came after just a few minutes of vigorous doggystyle sex. Zoey grabbed Tim’s legs just above his knees and squeezed tight enough to cause a bit of discomfort. Her moans turned into screams and eventually her thighs began to tremble. Dean’s thrusts didn’t slow, though. He fucked her just as hard as the sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled Tim’s ears.

    A moment later Zoey climaxed. Juices spurted out of her pussy around Dean’s cock and drenched Tim’s face as he continued to lick her clit. Dean kept fucking her. He didn’t slow for a second. He fucked Zoey right through her orgasm as her head fell to the bed and Tim felt her hot breath and soft hair against his thighs.

    Eventually Dean’s orgasmic moans arrived. Tim had heard them enough to know when his wife’s lover was about to unload inside her. The thrusts stopped and Tim watched from underneath as Dean’s cock pulsed while he climaxed in her pussy.

    Dean pulled out and Zoey sat on Tim’s face. He pushed his tongue into her pussy and fed on the load another man had deposited inside her.

    “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful,” a feminine voice from the audience said.

    “Isn’t it wonderful?” Zoey commented. “There’s nothing he enjoys more than feasting on my lover’s loads. He’s such a good boy.”

    “He certainly is,” the feminine voice said. “He sucks cock too?”

    “He does. He’s willing to get fucked, too, if that’s what it takes to please me,” Zoey replied.

    “What a lucky woman you are,” the feminine voice said.

    Zoey reached down and played with Tim’s balls in a deeply pleasurable manner. “I certainly am,” she said.

    Tim drank the cum from his wife’s pussy as his cock ached in the chastity device. His night had already been thrilling beyond words and it had barely begun.
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    Zoey climbed off of Tim’s face and he stared up at the ceiling. Her juices and a little of Dean’s cum coated his lips, chin, and cheeks. The taste of cum filled his mouth. His cock throbbed in its cage and he felt precum dripping from the tip.

    “I’d find it oh so pleasurable if your cuckold consumed my husband’s cum,” the young blonde stroking the older man’s cock said. “Would you be so kind as to offer his services?”

    Zoey stood naked at the edge of the bed and smiled at Tim. She looked towards the older man with the rock hard cock protruding from his pelvis and said. “I’d find that pleasurable too. Of course you can use his mouth. He’s a cuckold, after all. What else is he good for if not swallowing cum?”

    Tim sat up and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He looked at his wife and she pointed at the floor in front of the older man. Tim took his place on his knees.

    “You should be grateful to be married to such a generous wife,” the masked blonde said as she continued to stroke her husband’s cock.

    “I am,” Tim said. He wasn’t necessarily excited about swallowing a stranger’s cum, but he loved that his wife had clearly embraced the joy of being at the party. She rarely spoke with such confidence and it was even rarer for her to humiliate Tim with such ease, but he always relished the pleasure found in her dominant side coming out to play.

    “Would you like my cuckold to finish your husband with his mouth?” Zoey asked.

    The blonde smiled and turned to her husband. “Would you mind if I stroked you into his mouth?” she asked. “I really like the idea of seeing the cuckold on his knees with his mouth open like a whore.”

    Tim saw the delight in the blonde’s eyes as her fingers continued to move up and down the shaft of her husband’s cock. It seemed that she was being truthful.

    “That would be delightful,” her husband replied.

    The blonde released her husband’s cock and they stood. She turned her attention to Tim and said, “Come, cuckold.”

    Tim crawled forward as his wife fell back into the bed. Dean joined her and they watched along with the other couples.

    “Look at him,” one of the women on the far side of the room said. “It’s like he can’t wait to have a stranger’s cum in his mouth. It’s incredible.”

    Once again Tim felt grateful for the mask. He was, in fact, eager to be of service to the blonde and her husband, mostly because he was eager to be of service to his wife. He’d thoroughly enjoyed embracing the place of a cuckold over the past year, but the New Year’s Eve party was unlike any experience he’d had and he wanted to go all in.

    “Open your mouth,” the blonde instructed.

    Tim opened his mouth and she resumed stroking her husband’s cock.

    “Are you ready, darling? Are you ready to feed this cuckold cum whore?” the blonde asked.

    “I am,” the older man replied.

    Tim saw the blonde’s lips curl into a devilish smile. He felt quite certain she was getting off on the whole exchange. She likely wouldn’t be at the party if she wasn’t into such pleasures, of course.

    “Beg for it,” the blonde demanded.

    “Please, cum in my mouth,” Tim said. “Feed me your load. Let me swallow for you. Let me be a good cuckold.”

    The older man grunted and Tim watched the head of his cock swell up. The blonde stroked a little faster and a moment later the first shot of cum landed straight on Tim’s tongue. It wasn’t the first time someone had ejaculated in his mouth, so he took it in stride. He moved a little closer to catch the subsequent streams of ejaculate, and eventually he had a full and rather large load of semen resting on his tongue.

    “My husband has always been a heavy shooter,” the blonde said. “I bet you’re particularly appreciative of that, aren’t you cuckold?”

    Tim nodded as his mouth remained open.

    The blonde looked past Tim and towards the bed. “May I instruct him to swallow?”

    “Yes, you may,” Zoey replied. “He’s become quite fond of consuming the cum of superior men over the past year. I’m sure he’ll find it quite a treat to swallow your husband’s load.”

    The blonde looked down at Tim and said, “Swallow, cuckold.”

    Tim closed his mouth and swallowed the load that rested on his tongue. It took a little extra work to get it down due to its size, but he managed.

    Tim heard someone approach and a moment later he felt Zoey’s soft touch against the back of his neck. “There’s still a little bit of cum at the tip of his cock, cuckold. Why don’t you ask if you can clean it up?”

    “May I clean the cum from the tip of his cock?” Tim asked.

    “You may,” the blonde replied.

    Tim wrapped his lips around the older man’s still-erect cock and ran his tongue over the head. He consumed the remaining cum and elicited a moan from the man in his mouth.

    “Does that feel good, darling?” the blonde asked. “Is the cuckold a good cocksucker?”

    “He is,” the older man said. “He’s clearly been well-trained.”

    Zoey’s fingers brushed over the back of Tim’s neck and into his hair. “You should be proud, cuckold,” she said. “You’re serving your purpose well. I’d go so far as to say that you’re exceeding expectations, even. You’re making me proud.”

    “Can he deepthroat?” the blonde asked.

    “He can,” Zoey replied. “Would you like him to show you?”

    “I would,” the blonde said.

    “You heard the woman, cuckold. Show off the cocksucking skills you’ve been working on,” Zoey instructed.

    Tim deepthroated the man in his mouth. It helped that the cock wasn’t fully erect, but he likely would have been able to swallow it either way.

    “Very impressive,” the blonde said.

    “Indeed,” the older man added.

    Absent any instructions to the contrary, Tim continued to deepthroat the cock in his mouth. The party’s rules were clear. He was to do as instructed until Zoey told him otherwise and he wasn’t going to defy the rules before the clock had even struck midnight.

    “Are you getting hard again, darling?” the blonde asked.

    “I am,” the older man replied.

    “He’s a very good cuckold, indeed,” the blonde said as she looked at Zoey. “Thank you for letting us enjoy him. Now I think I’d like to enjoy the erection he’s given my husband.”

    “That’s enough, cuckold,” Zoey said.

    Tim pulled his mouth from the older man’s cock and watched as the blonde pushed her husband into the chair, lifted the bottom of her beautiful dark blue dress, and sat on his cock. He marveled at the beauty of the sex unfolding in front of him and at the wonder of a party where anyone, at any time, could decide they wanted to fuck and simply do it.

    “Please retrieve my dress, cuckold,” Zoey instructed.

    Tim stood and grabbed his wife’s dress from the chair it hung over. He brought it to her and she pointed to the floor. Tim fell to his knees and helped her step into the dress before pulling it up her body. It felt like a splendidly sexy act of intimacy and she rewarded him with a soft kiss on the lips after he’d gently pulled the straps into place.

    “Thank you for being willing to play tonight. Thank you for being such a good cuckold,” she whispered.

    “Thank you for being the most incredible wife imaginable,” Tim replied. “I’d do anything for you. Truly. Anything at all.”

    Zoey smiled. “I suspect tonight is going to give you a chance to demonstrate the truth of that statement.”

    She stepped back and turned towards Dean, who remained naked in the bed. He was gently stroking his cock as he watched the blonde and her husband have sex. His gaze turned to Zoey as his fingers came to a rest while still wrapped around his dick.

    “We’re going to explore,” Zoey said. “Perhaps we’ll see you later?”

    “Of course,” Dean replied with a smile. “If you see something you like, grab it. This is not a night for denying yourself. This is a night for exploring anything and everything you might find pleasurable. This is a night for cutting loose in ways you never imagined. Trust me, the only thing you’re likely to regret is that which you did not do, so feel free to let your inner hedonist out tonight.”

    “We will,” Zoey replied. She turned to Tim and said, “Get dressed, cuckold.”

    Tim dressed quickly, skipping the bowtie and slipping it in his pocket. He figured he’d be naked again soon enough and there was little point in putting in the effort to tie it once more.

    Zoey took his hand and they walked out of the room as the blonde started to moan loudly, indicating that her climax was likely approaching.

    “Is there something you desire tonight?” Zoey asked. “I’m not saying I’ll grant you what you desire, but I’d be interested to hear what you want.”

    “I honestly hadn’t thought about anything other than serving you,” Tim said. “I think that’s what helped calm my nerves, too. I didn’t have to worry too much if I just told myself that I was going to do whatever you desired.”

    Zoey squeezed his hand and turned to smile. Her eyes sparkled along with the little jewels that dotted her mask. “You’ve done a very good job of that so far.”

    As they passed a red ribbon room a cacophony of wild, lusty moans escaped from under the closed door. “I wonder what’s happening in there. What could possibly make a woman moan that way?” Tim asked.

    “I don’t know,” Zoey said. “But I certainly wouldn’t mind finding out.”

    “Two men and a lovely woman entered the room,” a slender, masked woman with long red hair said. “I suspect she’s entertaining them both at the same time. I could imagine a woman would moan like that if she was experiencing her first double penetration.”

    “Double penetration?” Zoey asked. “Do you mean…well…”

    The redhead smiled. “One in her pussy, one in her ass,” she said. “It’s not for every woman, but those that enjoy it speak of feeling overwhelmed in the best way possible, like your brain completely empties out and all you can think about or feel is the two men enjoying your body. My first time it felt like I was high on some sort of wonder drug. I suspect my evening will include another double penetration. After all, you can have anything you want at a party like this.”

    The redhead eyed Zoey much like a predator eyes its prey. Her eyes wandered over the red dress, spending a few moments gazing upon the soft flesh of Zoey’s breasts before following the curve of her hips and tracing all the way down to her toes, which featured a lovely shade of red nail polish.

    “Speaking of which,” the redhead said as she reached out and ran her fingers over the curves of Zoey’s hips. “Have you thought about sharing this beautiful body of yours with a woman?”

    The idea of watching his wife and this exquisitely beautiful, elegant woman have sex struck Tim as spectacularly arousing. The fact that Zoey made no effort to back away from the redhead only increased Tim’s desire.

    “I’ve thought about it,” Zoey replied. “I suspect my cuckold would thoroughly enjoy watching that.”

    The redhead glanced at Tim and smiled. “I’m sure he would. Though if he’s like most cuckolds, he might feel a powerful kind of jealousy when he watches me give you a mind-bending orgasm as I eat your pussy like no man ever has.”

    Tim watched the redhead’s lips approach Zoey’s and for a moment the world seemed to slow down. They kissed, softly at first. Then Zoey tilted her head and her lips parted. Their tongues met and Tim felt a surprisingly powerful kind of desire grow between his legs. He felt a tremendous ache as his cock tried in vain to grow in the cage. For the first time in his life he was witnessing his wife kiss another woman and it proved to be an exceptionally erotic treat.

    The redhead took Zoey’s hand and said, “Come.”

    She led Zoey towards a red ribbon room, pushed the door open, and gestured for both Zoey and Tim to step inside. Zoey did so without hesitation and Tim followed.

    The redhead closed the door and reached back to unzip her dress. It fell to the floor and she stepped out of it and slowly strode towards Zoey. She too was naked underneath and she looked spectacularly sexy. Tim couldn’t help but stare at her big natural breasts and the way they bounced a little with every step.

    The redhead moved behind Zoey and kissed her neck and shoulder. Her fingers trailed down Zoey’s arms as Tim watched his wife close her eyes and moan. The redhead slowly slid the spaghetti straps of Zoey’s dress off her shoulders and a moment later she was naked.

    “Are you good at eating pussy, cuckold?” the redhead asked.

    “Yes,” Tim replied.

    Zoey’s eyes were still closed as the redhead grasped her breasts and played with them. She pulled on Zoey’s nipples and sucked on her neck, eliciting a series of wonderful moans that seemed to leave Zoey in a state of hypnotic bliss.

    “Eat her pussy, cuckold,” the redhead demanded.

    Zoey opened her eyes and nodded at Tim. “Do as she says.”

    Tim approached his wife and fell to her knees. He used his tongue to pleasure her pussy once more. He licked her vigorously, tasting a little of what remained of Dean’s cum and her juices.

    “Does that feel good?” the redhead asked. “Does your cuckold’s tongue make you feel good?”

    “It does,” Zoey replied.

    Tim looked up and watched the other woman play with his wife’s breasts. He saw that Zoey’s eyes were still closed and that she appeared to be caught in a splendid web of pleasure created by the two people trying to make her feel good.

    “Come,” the redhead said as she took Zoey’s hand and led her towards the bed.

    Tim remained on his knees and watched as his wife moved into a bed for the second time that night. The redhead crawled on top of her and they shared deep, beautiful kisses as their hands roamed over each other’s bodies.

    “Do you want me to eat your pussy?” the redhead whispered. “Do you want me to show you what it feels like when a woman goes down on you?”

    “Yes,” Zoey replied.

    The redhead turned to Tim and said, “Come over here. Hold your wife’s hand. Watch from the side of the bed as I show her that you’re not nearly as good at eating pussy as you think you are.”

    Tim crawled to the edge of the bed and took Zoey’s hand. She looked at him and smiled and for a moment he thought she might invite him closer for a kiss. The moment passed, though. Instead of inviting him closer Zoey closed her eyes and arched her back. A loud moan escaped her lips. The redhead was between her legs. She’d already gotten to work on delivering on her promise of exceptional oral pleasure.

    “Oh my God,” Zoey said. “It feels so good. It feels so fucking good.”

    She squeezed Tim’s hand and he felt the jealousy the redhead had predicted. Over the course of a year of cuckolding he’d come to pride himself on his ability to use his mouth to pleasure his wife. He’d learned that he wasn’t nearly as good as he thought when it came to penetrative sex, but he’d come to believe he was better than most with his mouth. The idea that he might not be as good as he thought filled Tim with the kind of cuckold angst he thought he’d moved past.

    “Your pussy tastes so good,” the redhead said as she gently rubbed her thumb over Zoey’s clit. “Did you already get fucked tonight?”

    Zoey looked down at her and nodded as her body trembled from the pleasure of having her clit stimulated.

    “It wasn’t your cuckold that fucked you, was it?” the redhead asked.

    “No,” Zoey replied. “My cuckold isn’t allowed in my pussy anymore.”

    The redhead looked at Tim and smiled. “I suspected as much. You don’t strike me as the kind of man that could satisfy his wife with his cock.”

    Zoey squeezed Tim’s hand and moaned as the redhead’s mouth returned to her pussy. Once again his wife arched her back. One of the redhead’s hands moved up Zoey’s body to play with her breasts. Tim wished he could participate in some way. He wanted to make Zoey feel good, to play a part in her orgasm, but he wasn’t going to act without permission. He’d been forbidden from doing so.

    “Fuck…oh…fuck…it feels so fucking good,” Zoey said. A sensual smile crossed her face as she turned her head and smiled at Tim. “She’s better than you, cuckold.”

    The redhead moaned and Tim felt like he’d been taken back in time to the early days of Zoey’s relationship with Dean. He’d heard the same sentiment over and over until it took hold and he stopped insisting that he could match the pleasure Dean offered. It had been the most agonizing part of the experience, though it always managed to generate a certain kind of pleasure too.

    Zoey squeezed Tim’s hand hard enough for it to hurt and grasped the sheets with the other. She was close. Her moans got louder. Tim saw her thighs trembling in the furious way they usually did before Zoey had a great orgasm.

    “I’m cumming!” she screamed. “I’m cumming!”

    Zoey reached back and grasped the pillow under her head with both hands. She let out a loud, low, guttural moan that offered up some indication of just how pleasurable her climax was.

    Only once Zoey had gone quiet did the redhead look up from between her legs. “Was that good?” she asked.

    “Good doesn’t begin to describe it,” Zoey replied. “That was a perfect orgasm. Thank you.”

    “How would you feel about reciprocating?” the redhead asked.

    Zoey looked at her and smiled. “It would be my pleasure.”

    The redhead moved out of the bed and stood next to it. “I’d like you and your cuckold to contribute to my orgasm, if you wouldn’t mind. I’d like you on your knees in front of me and him on his knees behind me. I’d like you to worship my pussy and I’d like him to worship my ass. Will you do that for me?”

    “We will,” Zoey said as she swung her legs over the side of the bed and slowly dropped to the floor. “It would be our pleasure, in fact.”

    Zoey leaned sideways, smiled at Tim, and said, “Do as she says, cuckold. Worship her ass.”

    “Of course,” Tim replied.

    He crawled towards the redhead, spread her ass cheeks, and put his tongue to work.

    The redhead moaned and Tim felt her hand on the back of his head. “What a beautiful way to celebrate the New Year,” she said.

    Tim couldn’t have agreed more, and the clock still hadn’t struck midnight.
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    “Cuckold, would you get us two glasses of champagne?” Zoey asked as she turned to the man she’d just met and smiled. “You can get one for yourself, as well.”

    “Of course,” Tim replied before turning towards the bar. As midnight approached, he couldn’t help but notice that the party had thinned out, though not because anyone had left. Tim guessed that more people had simply taken up residence in one of the many rooms of the house designated for sex, leaving the main area far less populated.

    “What can I get you?” the masked bartender asked.

    “Three glasses of champagne, please,” Tim replied.

    The bartender pulled a bottle of exceptionally expensive champagne from a refrigerator behind the bar and poured three glasses.

    “Thank you,” Tim said. He knew better than to reach for his wallet. The valet had made it clear that tipping wasn’t permitted, after all. He grabbed the glasses, made sure he wasn’t going to spill, and made his way back to Zoey and the man she seemed utterly smitten with. He was tall, black, well-built, and exceptionally handsome with the sort of smile that indicated a great deal of confidence. It seemed a little inappropriate, but Tim had noticed that as one of the few black men at the party he received quite a bit of attention. Tim also noticed that his wife seemed quite flattered that her new friend focused all of his interest on her, rebuffing several women that came up to talk to him as they were flirting.

    “Here you are,” Tim said as he handed them each a glass of champagne.

    “Did you know that midnight is about to strike?” Zoey’s new friend asked.

    “I didn’t,” she replied.

    “They don’t have any TVs here so we won’t be watching the ball drop. If you’ll notice, the lights above have started flickering just a little. They’ll get a bit more excited in the next few minutes, which is all they really do to let you know the 2021 is about to arrive,” he said.

    Tim looked up to see that the lights were indeed flickering. They did in fact seem to be getting more excited as the seconds ticked past.

    “We should toast to the New Year, then,” Zoey’s new friend said.

    “Indeed we should,” she replied before flashing a bright, borderline giddy smile. Tim was convinced that his wife was eager to have her new friend inside her and he couldn’t help but wonder if she was excited at the idea of enjoying a black man for the first time.

    Zoey leaned closer and Tim watched the other man put his arm around her. He smiled and said, “A toast to starting the New Year right.”

    They clinked their glasses, leaving Tim out of the toast. He participated in spirit and sipped the exceptionally good champagne as his wife and her new friend did the same. The lights flickered rapidly before going dim for just a moment. When they came back on again Zoey was engaged in a deeply passionate kiss with her new friend. Tim watched as the other man’s fingers moved into Zoey’s dress to play with her breasts and he listened as she moaned into his mouth.

    “Happy New Year,” he said.

    “I want you,” Zoey replied. “I need you.”

    He smiled and said, “I feel the same way. A red room or a yellow room?”

    “A yellow room,” Zoey replied with a smile.

    He took her hand and headed in the opposite direction that Zoey and Tim had traveled earlier that night. They walked down the same sort of hallway, though. The elegant floor was shiny and the hallway was lined with doors with red and yellow ribbons. Zoey’s new friend led her all the way to the end of the hall into a far larger room than any they’d been in before. The doors were made of glass and so was the wall facing the yard. On most days it was a room made for viewing the spectacular gardens outside the house. On this day it was a room made for viewing the beauty of sex, with an elegant king-sized bed set in the middle and a bevy of seating options arranged around it.

    “I know we’re not supposed to share names and I won’t say mine again, but I’m Isaiah,” Zoey’s new friend said in a whisper so soft that Tim could barely make it out.

    “I’m Zoey,” she replied.

    “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Isaiah replied before placing his glass of champagne on an elegant-looking table and pulling Zoey close for another kiss. One of his hands moved into her dress once more and the other found its way to her ass. Tim watched from behind as his wife gave herself over to a man she’d just met. His cock ached painfully in the chastity cage that encased it.

    “Remove your dress for me,” Isaiah said.

    Zoey stepped back, handed Tim her champagne glass, and slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders. It fell to the floor, once again revealing her breathtaking body. Tim could only see from behind, but the look in Isaiah’s eyes made it perfectly clear how pleasing he found the sight in front of him.

    “You’re incredible,” he said.

    “Your turn,” Zoey replied.

    Isaiah took off his jacket, loosened his bowtie, and unbuttoned his crisp white shirt. He pulled it off, revealing an exceptionally well-built upper body that included a set of abs that Tim suspected his wife was happily staring at.

    “Let me,” Zoey said as Isaiah reached for his belt. She stepped forward and looked up at him while removing it. His pants fell to the ground soon after and Zoey sank to her knees in front of him. “Normally I’d have my cuckold do this, but I want to feel you in my mouth.”

    Tim heard the door open and looked behind him to see two women step into the room. He recognized them as two of the women that had flirted with Isaiah. It seemed that they were eager to see why he’d passed up on fucking them in favor of being with Zoey. The ladies each took a seat in an elegant armchair and Tim took a long sip of his champagne as he turned his attention back to Zoey.

    Isaiah’s briefs were around his ankles and his hand was on the back of Zoey’s head as she offered him pleasure. Tim couldn’t see the cock moving in and out of her mouth from behind her, but the look on Isaiah’s face let him know she was doing a good job. Of course she was, though. Dean had helped Zoey perfect her oral skills over the course of their year together.

    “Your wife’s mouth is a wonder, cuckold,” Isaiah said. “Is it safe to assume you don’t get to experience it all that often?”

    “That’s correct,” Tim said.

    “It’s okay if you come closer, cuckold,” Isaiah said. “You must want to watch. There’s no shame in that.”

    Tim finished his champagne and set both his and Zoey’s glasses on the table before stepping closer. He saw his wife’s mouth around Isaiah’s impressively long and thick black cock. Her gaze was fixed on his face, just as Dean had taught her. He always said that a man enjoys eye contact when he’s enjoying a blowjob. Zoey had taken that lesson to heart.

    “Can you swallow it all?” Isaiah asked.

    Zoey nodded and reached up to grab Isaiah’s ass. She tilted her head forward, closed her eyes, and swallowed all of his cock. She held it in her throat for a few moments and her nose actually pressed into his pubic hair before she relented and let every inch slide out of her mouth.

    “Come here,” Zoey said as she urged Tim to fall to his knees next to her.

    He did so and she smiled before swallowing Isaiah’s cock once more. Tim watched his wife’s throat bulge as he felt a little of the jealousy that had visited him so often during his year as a cuckold.

    “Do you know why I don’t offer you my mouth?” Zoey asked when the big black cock escaped her lips once more.

    “My cock can’t pleasure you the way you deserve, so my cock doesn’t deserve the pleasure of your mouth,” Tim answered.

    “He’s well-trained,” Isaiah remarked.

    Zoey looked up at the man that would soon be fucking her and said, “He certainly is. It took a year, but he certainly is.”

    Zoey turned to Tim, leaned closer, and kissed him. It was an active, eager sort of kiss with a great deal of tongue. He tasted Isaiah’s cock as they kissed, which was almost certainly the point. Of course, that only served to excite him.

    “Will you fuck me while they watch?” Zoey asked the man standing in front of her.

    Isaiah offered his hand and helped Zoey to her feet. Her fingers immediately found their way to his cock and she stroked the long, dark shaft. “I certainly will,” he replied.

    They walked to the bed and Zoey looked back at Tim and said, “Strip and join us by the bed. You deserve the best view.”

    Tim quickly stripped from his tuxedo, this time leaving it in a pile on the floor as Isaiah climbed into the bed and Zoey straddled him. They kissed as the head of his cock moved over her pussy lips, teasing her by slipping inside her and then pulling out again as she moaned.

    “Put him inside me, cuckold,” Zoey said. “Put him inside me and then you can watch from your knees at the foot of the bed.”

    Tim crawled into the bed, wrapped his fingers around the base of Isaiah’s impressively thick cock, and placed it inside his wife. She slowly sank down on it and her low, loud moans reverberated throughout the room. Tim heard a few gasps from the audience and turned to see that nearly a dozen people had joined them.

    “Fuck, your cock…it’s perfect,” Zoey said as she took every inch inside her and moved her hips in slow circles.

    Tim slid off the foot of the bed and fell to his knees. The rug was soft beneath his skin and would make watching his wife have sex with her first black lover quite pleasant.

    “Ride me,” Isaiah said. “Show me how good you are with your pussy. Show me how good you can make me feel. Show me how good you can make us both feel.”

    Tim watched his wife’s pussy lips cling to the thick, dark shaft as she lifted her hips until just the tip of his erection remained inside her. She sank down once again, tilting her head towards the ceiling and letting out another long, low moan that indicated the purest form of delight.

    Different sounds of pleasure reached Tim’s ears and he turned to see the two women masturbating. They both had their dresses up around their waists and their eyes were fixed on the union of Zoey and Isaiah’s bodies as their fingers danced over their clits. They were the two women that had walked in the room first and Tim couldn’t help but wonder if they felt a little jealous as they watched Zoey claim the prize they’d clearly craved.

    When he turned back the sex had gotten a little faster and lustier. Zoey’s rode Isaiah swiftly and the sight of his big black cock disappearing into her pink pussy over and over proved remarkably arousing. Were he not locked in a cock cage Tim likely would have masturbated furiously and spilled his load on the expensive rug beneath him.

    “Oh…my…God!” Zoey cried out before her pussy sank down on Isaiah’s cock and she collapsed on his chest. She was cumming. There was no question about it. It seemed to be a rather exceptional orgasm, too, judging by her moans and the way her entire body seemed to tremble as Isaiah wrapped his strong arms around her.

    “You’re incredible,” Zoey said. “And I want more. I want to make you feel as good as you just made me feel.”

    “You know,” Isaiah began, “I think our audience might find it quite enjoyable if you let me take you from behind. I’d enjoy that a great deal too.”

    Zoey looked back at the crowd that had gathered to watch her and Isaiah have sex and she couldn’t seem to contain the giddy smile that crossed her face. It seemed that the idea of being watched thrilled her more than Tim expected.

    “I’d like that very much,” she said.

    Zoey lifted her pussy from Isaiah’s cock and turned to face the audience on her hands and knees. She smiled at Tim and he admired his wife’s exceptional beauty, which seemed to be enhanced by the ever-present mask that added an air of mystery and sexiness to the proceedings.

    Isaiah moved to his knees behind her, slipped his cock into her pussy, and filled Zoey in one swift movement. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and unleashed a joyful moan as Isaiah began to fuck her.

    Tim watched his wife’s face and witnessed every little sensation created by taking Isaiah’s cock from behind. He saw the pleasure. He saw what seemed to be a little bit of pain. He saw the delight in knowing that so many people were watching and that some were clearly enjoying their own pleasure, including the two masturbating girls that very much wished they were the ones taking Isaiah’s cock.

    A tall, elegant woman in a semi-sheer dress approached with her eyes fixed on Zoey. “I apologize for the interruption, but I have a request,” she said.

    Isaiah slowed his thrusts and Zoey greeted the woman with a smile. “I hope I can help with that request,” she said.

    “My husband would find it deeply pleasurable to watch me take a belt to your husband’s ass while you’re being fucked by a superior man,” the elegant woman said. “I, it should be said, would also find it deeply pleasurable to deliver the belting while you enjoyed your lover’s impressive cock. Would you be amenable to such an arrangement?”

    “I would,” Zoey replied. “Why don’t you use his belt, in fact? You’ll find it in his pants on the floor.”

    Tim watched the elegant woman bend over and retrieve his belt. She folded it in half and snapped it twice, each time sending a shiver of fear through his body.

    “Stand up and bend over, cuckold,” Zoey said. “You’re about to be of service to this lovely woman and her husband. I expect you to do as you’re told and do so without complaint.”

    “Of course,” Tim said as he stood up, put his hands on the bed, and offered his ass.

    Isaiah smiled and resumed his thrusts into Zoey’s slick pussy. Her moans once again filled the room, though with a quick glance Tim could see that much of the attention was focused on him.

    “This is going to hurt,” the elegant woman said. “But I think we both know you deserve to be punished, don’t we? After all, you’re in that cage and your wife is in that bed with her lover because you’re incapable of pleasing her, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Tim answered. A moment later the belt struck his ass. It was a well-delivered blow and the unexpected, overwhelming nature of the pain nearly brought him to his knees. Much to his surprise, Zoey moaned louder too. Tim’s mind was too foggy from the pain to do much thinking, but it seemed that his wife found pleasure in watching him receive a spanking.

    “Your wife is clearly too kind to punish you,” the elegant woman said, “but she understands that you deserve it. It brings her pleasure to see you receive it. Perhaps it’s helping her release some of the frustration that’s built up after years of you failing to satisfy her.”

    The belt dug into his ass once again as the elegant woman delivered a second blow. Tim cried out in pain and he heard moans from around the room. It seemed impossible that only the sadists at the party had entered the room. More likely, they were all intrigued and more than a little aroused at the idea of a man willingly offering his ass for punishment.

    “Thank her,” Zoey said.

    Tim looked into his wife’s eyes and saw that they were alive with pleasure. Isaiah’s cock must have provided some of that, but it seemed that witnessing his pain had provided some of it as well. Zoey was caught up in the kinky delight the stranger wielding a belt had brought to their little section of the party.

    “Thank you for punishing me,” Tim said. “Thank you for showing me my place.”

    Tim heard the whoosh of the belt before it struck his ass once more. His knees buckled and he nearly fell to the rug before finding his strength.

    Isaiah was fucking Zoey harder and she was moaning louder. She reached back to play with her clit as Tim watched. She was going to cum again and Isaiah was going to unload inside her.

    “He’s going to make your wife cum, cuckold,” the elegant woman said. “He’s going to make her cum and he’s going to pump his seed into her pussy. You’re seed isn’t welcome in there anymore, is it?”

    “No,” Tim answered.

    Moans came from all corners of the room. He heard the sounds of masturbation, oral sex, and fucking. Everyone was caught up in the pleasures that swirled around their corner of the party.

    “You deserve to suffer,” the elegant woman said. “Just like all worthless men deserve to suffer.”

    She struck him hard enough that Tim couldn’t stand. He fell to his knees and a cried out in pain. He looked up just in time to see Zoey climax as Isaiah continued his relentless assault on her pussy. A few thrusts later he buried his cock inside her and came.

    “He’s cumming inside me,” Zoey said. “Fuck, he’s cumming inside me.”

    Tim was certain he heard more orgasms play out around the room. The elegant woman laid the belt on the edge of the bed and bent over. She kissed Tim on the cheek and said, “Thank you for playing along. Your wife is lucky to have you.”

    Tim turned and watched the woman return to her husband, who was tucking his cock back into his pants after experiencing an orgasm, the remains of which rested on the floor in front of him.

    Isaiah leaned down and kissed Zoey’s upper back as his cock remained inside her. She turned her head and their lips met. Their tongues danced and she whispered, “You were incredible. Just incredible. I hope I see you again next year.”

    “I’ll make sure you do,” he replied before pulling out.

    “Come to me, cuckold,” Zoey said.

    Tim crawled into the bed and Zoey rolled onto her back and took him in her arms. She held him against her chest and ran her hands down his back in a soothing manner. Tim closed his eyes and smiled.

    “Are you okay?” she asked.

    “Yes, of course,” he replied.

    “I don’t know why, but I enjoyed watching her use the belt on you,” Zoey said. “Is that terrible?”

    “Not at all,” Tim said. “Everyone else in the room seemed to enjoy it too. Even I enjoyed it, to a certain degree.”

    Zoey lifted his head and smiled before pulling his lips to hers for a long, tender kiss.

    “Clean my pussy,” she said. “Take your time. Get everything. Then you can worship me and make me cum.”

    Tim smiled and kissed his way down his wife’s body. He steered clear of her clit to start and pushed his tongue between her pussy lips to clean Isaiah’s cum out of her. He took his time like she suggested, choosing to savor the joy of being between her legs.

    The room was still full of people, but Zoey was the only one Tim saw. For a short while she was his again and he wasn’t going to waste the opportunity. He would clean her pussy and worship her clit. He would fulfill his duties as her cuckold until she was ready to resume her evening pursuing every bit of pleasure she could handle.
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    Over the past year, Zoey and Tim’s life has changed dramatically thanks to a chance meeting with Dean at last year’s New Year’s Eve party. He led them into the world of cuckolding and upgraded their social lives in the process, introducing them to a group of wealthy, sexually adventurous people that believe that marriage shouldn’t be a barrier to a varied, interesting sex life.

    This year, Dean has invited Zoey and Tim to the most exclusive New Year’s party the city has to offer. They’re required to wear masks to ensure some level of anonymity and the rules are quite clear. Zoey is permitted to play with anyone she desires, while her cuckold Tim must do as his wife instructs without question or hesitation. Zoey is free to fuck anyone, and to turn down anyone’s advances if she’s not interested.

    Over the course of this five part story, Zoey and her loving cuckold will indulge in every imaginable pleasure as the most exquisite, expensive, luxurious party they’ve ever been to, and you’re invited to join them in their pleasure.

    You’ll find links to all five parts below.

    Part 1 – Zoey and Tim arrive at the party dressed to impress. She’s in a slinky red dress and he’s in a tuxedo, and of course they’re in their masquerade masks as the rules state. Dean meets them soon after they enter – his voice is impossible to miss – and goes over the rules of the party once more to ensure they know how to behave, and to ensure they know how others are supposed to behave as well. He makes it clear that Tim, as her cuckold, is not permitted to fuck anyone. He is there to serve and he will do so at his wife’s discretion, so if she chooses to loan him out to another couple or a single man or woman, he will do as he’s told.

    Dean wants to be the first man to play with Zoey, so he takes her to one of the public rooms and they indulge in a kinky cuckold scene where Tim prepares both his wife and Dean to fuck as an audience gathers to watch and comment on his talents. Tim gets to clean up, too, and many in the audience find it utterly delightful.

    Part 2 – As the second part begins, Zoey offers her husband’s mouth to a loving couple and watches someone unload on Tim’s tongue, though not before he humiliates himself by begging for the load like a whore.

    Zoey puts her dress on and they bid Dean adieu to explore the mansion and the many types of pleasure available to them. They meet a beautiful redhead and she entices Zoey to try her first lesbian experience as Tim watches. The redhead is determined to show Tim that he’s not nearly as good at eating pussy as he believes he is, and she succeeds in giving Zoey a breathtaking orgasm before departing.

    Part 3 – Midnight is about to strike and Zoey has already met a new friend that would very much like to help her ring in the New Year. They share a toast and then his hands roam over her lithe body as they indulge in foreplay in addition to the traditional kiss.

    Zoey’s new friend takes her to a more private room where they can indulge in the sort of fun people are supposed to have a party like this. Tim watches, of course, and Zoey happily taunts him while she gets on her knees to suck her new friend’s cock. They both take pleasure in reminding Tim why he’s a cuckold and why Zoey is giving a blowjob to a man that will soon be buried in her pussy.

    An audience gathers and things get surprisingly kinky for Tim, who finds himself acting for the pleasure of the women watching, though not necessarily in the way you might think. Zoey gives her blessing, though, and when it’s all over Tim has yet another load to clean out of her pussy.

    Part 4 – Zoey’s just been freshly fucked – and fucked hard – so she wants to try something new. She wants to watch Tim play with another couple. Luckily, the party is full of eager playmates so it doesn’t take long to find such a couple.

    They find a private room and Tim becomes the plaything of the slightly older couple. He worships pussy and ass. He sucks cock. He watches them fuck. He does it all while Zoey relaxes on a couch and watches in utter fascination. The couple takes pleasure in humiliating Tim, of course, and he takes pleasure in offering his submission like a good cuckold should.

    Part 5 – After witnessing a double penetration, Zoey finds that she can’t quite get her mind off the idea of experiencing one herself. She enlists Dean and the man from part three to share her and Tim uses his mouth to get them both hard, just like a good cuckold should.

    Tim watches as his wife takes two cocks at the same time and seems to ascend to an entirely new plane of pleasure as she does it. He eats the loads of both men, getting on his knees after they’ve pulled out of Zoey and opening his mouth to receive their cum on his tongue like a good cum slut.

    The sun is almost up by the time they’ve finished, meaning the party is just about at an end. Zoey and Tim are exhausted but utterly thrilled at the night they’ve had and they can’t wait for next year’s party.
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    “How do you feel?” Zoey asked as they stepped into the hallway, leaving behind the dozen revelers that had entered the room to watch her and Isaiah fuck.

    Tim smiled. He could still taste a mixture of his wife’s pussy and Isaiah’s cum on his tongue. His cock still ached in its cage. He could feel the precum leaking into his underwear. “I feel great,” he said. “This night has been one incredibly long hit of arousal. I feel like I’ve been turned on since the moment we arrived.”

    Zoey took his hand and stopped. Tim turned to face his wife and she reached up and gently caressed his face. “You’ve been incredible,” she said. “Truly. I feel like tonight has unleashed a different version of me and you’ve rolled with it in unexpected ways. You have no idea how happy that makes me.”

    Tim didn’t have a chance to respond as Zoey pressed her body against his and kissed him. He felt the soft, perky flesh of her breasts against his chest as her lips parted and their tongues indulged in an erotic dance that built an even deeper sense of desire between his legs.

    “It’s been my pleasure,” Tim said as Zoey stepped back from the kiss and wiped her lips. “It really has. I know that might sound crazy, but it has.”

    “It doesn’t sound crazy at all,” Zoey replied. “Dean was right about both of us, as it turns out. You were clearly made to be a cuckold and I was clearly made to be the kind of hotwife that explores her desires to the fullest.”

    “Yes, he was,” Tim admitted as he recalled one of the first conversations they’d had with Dean. He’d shared with them his belief that they would make the ideal cuckold couple, and everything he’d said had been spot on. Zoey really wasn’t getting what she needed from Tim. She really did have far more expansive desires than she’d ever let herself indulge in. Tim, for his part, really did enjoy being a cuckold.

    “I know we don’t do this very often,” Zoey said, “But I’d like to watch you with another couple. Would you be up for that?”

    “I would,” Tim said.

    Zoey smiled and took his hand. They walked down the hallway and listened to wild moans of pleasure emanating from the many occupied rooms. Tim glanced inside a few yellow rooms and each time he was greeted with the beautiful sight of naked bodies indulging in the pleasures of sex.

    “Let’s have another glass of champagne,” Zoey said when they reached the end of the hallway. “There’s nothing quite like a little bubbly buzz to get me in the mood, after all.”

    They made their way to the bar and Zoey ordered two glasses of champagne. The bartender poured and they shared a silent toast where their smiles said so much more than words could have communicated.

    “I think they were watching us,” Zoey said as she nodded towards a couple approaching them.

    The man was tall with exceptional posture, salt and pepper hair, and the kind of practiced, charming smile that made Tim suspect he was a salesman by trade. Something high end, though, like multi-million dollar properties. The woman was nearly as tall as her husband and remarkably slender. She exuded the kind of confidence that must be earned. Tim suspected she was far from the trophy wife she appeared to be. She seemed quite formidable in her own right.

    “You two put on quite a show in there,” the man said before flashing his smile again.

    “Why thank you,” Zoey replied. “This is our first time playing in front of an audience and it’s been so much more exciting than I expected.”

    The woman looked Tim up and down like she was sizing up a piece of meat. The unexpected attention made him feel a little self-conscious and he was once again thankful for the mask.

    “I’ve never seen a man so eager to service his wife,” the woman said. “I can’t tell you how wet it made me to watch him climb between your legs to clean you. Does he always do that?”

    Zoey took Tim’s hand in hers and squeezed it. “He didn’t used to, but he does now. He’s learned a lot about himself since he was first cuckolded, including that he quite likes taking his place between my legs after a superior man has been inside me.”

    Tim couldn’t help but feel an intense kind of arousal emanate from between his legs as Zoey described his transformation into a cum eating cuckold. She talked with such confidence, sharing his secrets with complete strangers.

    “He’d eagerly crawl between your legs, too,” Zoey said. “Especially since it’s obvious that your husband is a superior man. Would you two enjoy having fun my cuckold?”

    “We would,” the woman replied. “Would you be willing to lend him to us?”

    “I certainly would,” Zoey replied. “As long as you’d be willing to let me watch.”

    “We wouldn’t have it any other way,” the man replied.

    “We’d prefer to play in a red room, if that’s okay with you. We’re not quite comfortable with an audience yet,” the woman added. “Though an audience of one won’t bother us.”

    “Of course,” Zoey said. “Lead the way.”

    The couple turned and walked away as Zoey squeezed Tim’s hand and followed. It thrilled him that she hadn’t bothered to ask if he wanted to play with the couple. She hadn’t even looked his way. She’d simply agreed to loan him out like his opinion didn’t matter. Those were the rules of the party, though, and Tim found it immensely thrilling. He really was meant to be a cuckold.

    They all stepped into a red room and Zoey released Tim’s hand and laid on an elegant-looking couch by the door.

    The tall, exquisitely beautiful woman stopped in the middle of the room and turned to face Tim. Her husband moved behind her and kissed his wife’s neck as he unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor, revealing her bare, perky breasts and a skimpy pair of panties that barely covered her pussy.

    “Do you find my wife’s body attractive, cuckold?” the man asked.

    “I do,” Tim replied.

    The man grasped his wife’s breasts and kissed her neck and shoulder as she closed her eyes and leaned into her husband’s body.

    “Do you understand that you don’t deserve the pleasure of fucking a woman like her?” he asked.

    “I do,” Tim replied. “I’m a cuckold. It’s not my place to fuck a woman as beautiful as your wife, or mine for that matter.”

    Zoey moaned and Tim glanced back at his wife. She’d pushed her dress up around her waist and had a hand between her legs.

    “Remove your clothes, cuckold,” the woman said.

    Tim stripped and stood naked in front of the couple. They both looked between his legs and smiled at his cock in the small metal cage.

    “Come closer,” the woman ordered. Tim approached and she looked towards Zoey and asked, “May I touch his genitals?”

    “You may,” Zoey replied.

    The woman reached out and skillfully grasped Tim’s locked cock and balls. Her grip was firm but still provided more than a little pleasure and Tim couldn’t help but groan. She smiled, released her grip, and said, “Where does a cuckold belong?”

    Tim sank to his knees in front of her and looked up at the exquisitely beautiful woman and her husband as they gazed down at him. The man slowly pulled his wife’s panties down, revealing her smooth pussy. Tim saw the wetness in the gusset of her panties.

    “Worship her, cuckold,” the man said.

    Tim leaned forward, pressed his lips against the beautiful shaved pussy, and did as instructed.

    The woman moaned and the sound of kissing reached Tim’s ears. He looked up to see the couple indulging their desire for each other. The man had his hands on his wife’s breasts and he pulled her nipples in a way that seemed to thrill her. Her hands made their way into Tim’s hair and she moved her hips, grinding her clit on his tongue and using him like a sex toy designed to enhance her pleasure with her husband.

    “He’s wonderful,” the woman said to Zoey. “You’ve trained him exceptionally well.”

    “He’s good with cock, too,” Zoey replied.

    “Is that right, cuckold?” the woman asked as she pulled back on Tim’s hair, depriving him of her pussy. “Are you a good cocksucker for your wife?”

    “I am,” Tim replied.

    “What do you say, honey? Would you like this pathetic, caged cuckold to suck your cock until you’re hard for my pussy?” the woman asked.

    The man stepped out from behind his wife and looked down at Tim. A smile crossed his face. It was the sort of smile a man offers before he’s about to exercise his power, particularly if that man enjoys exercising his power over someone else.

    “I can’t think of anything better,” the man replied.

    Tim looked at the bulge in the man’s tuxedo pants. The cock waiting inside them was certain to be quite large.

    The woman moved behind her husband and said, “Take his cock out, cuckold. Take him in your mouth. Suck his cock. Do it now.”

    Tim crawled in front of the man, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock. It was as long and thick as it appeared based on the bulge and Tim didn’t hesitate to take the head in his mouth.

    Zoey moaned, filling Tim with the sort of joy a cuckold feels when he’s made his wife exceptionally happy.

    The woman took off her husband’s jacket and tossed it on the bed. She unbuttoned his shirt and said, “Does it turn you on to see your cuckold suck cock?”

    “Yes,” Zoey replied. “He’s doing it for my pleasure, ultimately. He knows I’m watching. He knows I want him to do as he’s told. The fact that he didn’t hesitate to suck your husband’s cock, to be a good cuckold, is what turns me on the most.”

    The woman removed her husband’s shirt and kissed his neck. “You’re a lucky woman,” she said.

    “So are you,” Zoey replied. “Your husband’s cock is lovely, and he’s clearly the sort of man that knows how to please his wife. If I was married to a man like that I wouldn’t have a need for a cuckold.”

    Tim felt the man’s cock surge in his mouth. He was getting off on the idea of being superior to Tim. The woman moaned as she reached down and unbuttoned her husband’s pants. She opened them and they fell to the floor as Tim continued to suck cock.

    “Is he a good cocksucker?” she asked.

    “He’s excellent,” the man replied. “I suspect he’s had practice.”

    “He has,” Zoey replied. “He learned early on that sucking my lover’s cock would be one of his responsibilities. Over time he’s gotten quite good at it.”

    Humiliation and arousal coursed through Tim’s body. He’d never felt both in quite the same volume and the effect bordered on overwhelming.

    “That’s enough,” the woman said. “I want my husband to fuck me and I want you to watch, cuckold.”

    Tim released the cock from his mouth and watched the couple walk to the bed. He crawled behind them and watched as she got on her back and spread her legs. Tim had a perfect view of her pussy as he came to rest at the side of the bed and when her husband moved between her legs and slid inside her the woman unleashed a loud, wondrous moan.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me while the cuckold watches. Show him how a real man fucks his wife. Show him how you pleasure your wife like he could never pleasure his. Show him why he’s a fucking cuckold and you’ll never be.”

    Tim watched the man fuck his wife. He watched the thick cock slide into her pussy over and over. He watched her open for him over and over. He listened to her wild moans and his deep groans. He saw the way she grasped the bed sheets as he fucked her harder and faster.

    Tim had no way of counting the passing of time, but he would have guessed the couple went at it for five vigorous minutes before cumming together. He suspected they’d spent most of their night in a state of pent-up arousal and they’d chosen to let it all come out in one spectacular fuck. He felt honored to have participated in their pleasure.

    Her screams were quite loud. They seemed genuine, too. It appeared as though her husband was quite skillful in bed, that he fucked her in ways Tim had never been able to fuck Zoey. He would, in fact, never be a cuckold because he didn’t come up short in pleasuring his wife like Tim so often did.

    Her pussy gaped open when the man pulled out. Tim couldn’t help but stare at it. He wasn’t sure he’d be invited to clean her – perhaps after having her orgasm she’d have no interest in it – but he still desperately wanted the chance.

    “You crave it, don’t you cuckold?” the woman asked.

    “I do,” Tim replied.

    “Beg for it, then,” she said.

    Tim looked into her eyes – they sparkled behind the dark mask – and said, “Please, let me clean your husband’s cum out of you. Let me clean your messy pussy. Let me lick a superior man’s cum out of you like a cuckold is supposed to.”

    Zoey moaned and the woman smiled. “You may clean me,” she said. “But be gentle.”

    Tim crawled into the bed and took his place between her long legs. He pushed his tongue between her slick, swollen pussy lips and found her husband’s cum. He scooped up what he could and swallowed.

    “It’s beautiful,” the woman said.

    “I know,” Zoey replied. “There’s something so lovely about it, isn’t there? You can see how pleasurable he finds it, can’t you?”

    “I can,” the woman replied.

    “That’s what makes it so sexy,” Zoey said. “He loves licking the cum of a superior man from your pussy. He loves that it reinforces his place as a cuckold. He loves that it drives him deeper into his newfound sense of self.”

    Tim couldn’t help but appreciate his wife’s understanding of his mindset. They hadn’t spent a great deal of time talking about why he enjoyed being a cuckold so much, but she seemed to know exactly why he found it so thrilling. His love for her swelled as he cleaned the woman’s freshly-fucked pussy.

    “Come here,” the woman said to her husband.

    He leaned closer and they shared a deeply sensual kiss as Tim continued to lick the cum from her pussy. It was hot, salty, and slick in his mouth and he swallowed greedily each time he found a little of it. Once more his taste buds were bathed in another man’s seed and once more his cock throbbed painfully in the small cage that encased it.

    “Do you want him to make you cum?” the man asked his wife.

    “He’s been a perfect cuckold,” she said. “I think he deserves a reward.”

    “He certainly does,” the man said.

    The woman looked down at Tim and said, “Make me cum, cuckold.”

    Tim immediately went to work on her clit. She moaned and her head fell to the bed once more. Her husband played with her breasts, once again working her nipples like she seemed to enjoy.

    “Fuck, he’s good with his tongue,” she said.

    “I know,” her husband replied.

    Tim felt a deep sense of pride. He knew he couldn’t fuck a woman with any particular skill, but he could certainly worship pussy.

    It didn’t take her long to have her second orgasm. Her screams once again filled the room, though they weren’t nearly as loud as when her husband had fucked her. Once she’d finished, she gently pushed Tim’s head from between her legs, smiled, and said, “Why don’t you see to your wife’s pleasure?”

    Tim turned to Zoey and she beckoned him closer. He strode towards her and she smiled at his caged cock and sat on the couch with her legs spread. Tim fell to his knees upon reaching her.

    “Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked.

    “I did,” he said. “Thank you for letting me serve them.”

    “You’re welcome, cuckold,” Zoey replied.

    She rarely addressed him in that way and Tim found it thrilling. It was like she’d taken just a little more control in their relationship.

    Zoey moved her hand away from her pussy and said, “Make me cum.”

    Tim leaned forward and set to work. His wife’s pussy tasted perfect. He was, once again, in his happy place and though he knew the night had to end at some point, he hoped it never would.

  
    A Kinky New Year’s Eve Party – Part 5
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    “How are you feeling?” Zoey asked as she and Tim roamed the halls of the expansive mansion.

    “Alive,” Tim replied. “In the best way possible. I can see why people come to parties like this. You put a mask on and for one night you step outside your life and try something completely different, all while knowing that things will go back to normal, whatever that is for you, tomorrow.”

    Zoey smiled at him and sipped her champagne. “What a lovely way of putting it,” she said. “I feel the same way. This night has been unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. I felt like I’ve spent the entire time in varying states of bliss. I’m wondering, though, what’s it like to spend the night in chastity? There’s so much pleasure happening around you and you’re not able to partake in the way most men would want to.”

    Tim considered the question for a few moments before saying, “It provides focus. The chastity device, that is. Because I’m not thinking about my pleasure – or at least the pursuit of an orgasm – I focus on everything else. I focus on your pleasure or the pleasure of your partners, or the pleasure of those you assign me to assist, like our last little adventure. I can’t really say if I prefer chastity or the freedom to pursue orgasms as I see fit because I haven’t experienced both, but I also know it’s not my place to explore both.”

    “Because you’re a cuckold?” Zoey asked.

    Tim saw the devilish smile on his wife’s face. It seemed that she was growing increasingly fond of reminding him of his sexual status. “That’s correct,” he said. “I think that’s one of the things I really like about this party. The rules are very clear. I’m a cuckold here and it’s my job to do as a cuckold does, which is largely to see to his wife’s pleasure and to be under his wife’s control.”

    Zoey stopped and turned to Tim. She reached between his legs and grasped his caged cock through the thin material of his slacks. “And you like being under my control?”

    Tim nodded. “Very much so. More than I thought I would have. Much more, in fact.”

    A smile slowly spread across Zoey’s face. Her eyes sparkled behind her mask. “How interesting. We could make changes, you know. I could take more control after this party. The rules wouldn’t be as severe as they are here, obviously, but I think I’d enjoy assuming a higher level of control in our marriage.”

    “Really?” Tim asked. The idea excited him more than he was ready to admit.

    “I guess that’s a yes,” Zoey said. “Come. Our evening is almost over, but I’m sure we can find a little more naughty fun at this party.”

    She took his hand and they continued their stroll through the hallways and past rooms occupied by people pursuing their pleasure in whatever form that took.

    Zoey stopped and peered into a room where a naked blonde in an elegant pink mask was on her knees with a man on either side of her. She was fellating one while stroking the other and would switch back and forth to give her partners equal measures of sexual pleasure.

    “Does that excite you?” Tim asked.

    “It does,” Zoey replied.

    “We should go in and watch,” he said.

    Zoey squeezed his hand and led him into the room. They sat on a luxuriously soft couch made for two and she reached between his legs and teased his locked cock while her eyes remained fixed on the beautiful blonde.

    Given Zoey’s affirmation of desire, Tim couldn’t help but picture his wife in the blonde’s position. If Zoey looked half as thrilled as the blonde he would have found it utterly irresistible to see her once again completely lost in the pleasure of her first orgy.

    One of the guys stepped away from the blonde and moved onto his back in the bed. The other helped her to her feet and she turned and crawled into the bed, quickly impaling her pussy on the stiff cock that pointed towards the ceiling. The second guy moved into the bed as well and just a few moments later he was rubbing the head of his cock over the blonde’s asshole.

    Tim heard a sharp intake of breath from his wife as the blonde took a second cock inside her. Zoey held his cock in her hand but she’d stopped caressing and teasing him. He glanced over to see an enraptured look on her face.

    Tim reached over and gathered the material of his wife’s red dress, gently pulling it up and exposing her thighs. “May I?” he asked as his fingers rubbed her soft skin.

    Zoey nodded as her eyes remained glued on the double penetration. Tim let his fingers drift between her legs until he found her pussy. He worked between her labia to soak up some of her juices and then gently massaged her clit.

    “It’s beautiful,” she said as the two cocks moved in and out of the blonde. Her moans filled the room and a handful of other guests wandered in to watch. Apparently the allure of a woman offering her body to two men at the same time proved hard to resist.

    Tim wondered if Zoey was fascinated or if she was considering pursing the same sort of pleasure. She could certainly have had it. Anything was possible at the party. It didn’t seem like the right time to ask, though.

    “Would you mind if I cut in?” a deep voice asked.

    Tim looked up to see Dean standing next to him. He glanced at Zoey and she nodded, so Tim stood up and offered his seat. Dean took it and his fingers quickly found their way between Zoey’s legs.

    Dean leaned closer and said, “It’s exquisite, isn’t it? How open she is. How willing she is. How eager she is to explore the limits of pleasure her body can experience.”

    “Yes,” Zoey said as her eyes remained fixed on the sex playing out in front of her.

    Tim alternated between watching the double penetration and Dean’s fingers working his wife’s pussy. It proved to be an arousing combo, especially as Zoey seemed to drift deeper into a place of overwhelming arousal.

    The man beneath the blonde grasped her breasts in his hand and wrapped his lips around one of her nipples. The man in her ass leaned down and kissed her neck and shoulder as they both penetrated in her rhythm. Tim could only see half her face, but she seemed to be completely lost in the sensations that were no doubt filling her body.

    Zoey reached over and grasped Dean’s cock through his slacks. Tim looked down and saw that the other man was already hard. Zoey’s hand moved up and down the long, thick shaft. Her gaze remained on the blonde taking two cocks at once, though.

    “Cuckold,” Zoey said as she looked at Tim. “Suck his cock, now.”

    Tim dropped to his knees in front of Dean and reached up to unzip his pants. He had the other man’s cock in his hand a moment later and he leaned forward to offer his mouth as his wife had ordered. Dean unleashed a deeply-satisfied groan and put a hand on the back of Tim’s head, pushing his cock a little deeper in the process.

    Zoey moaned, and while Tim couldn’t see his wife’s face, he hoped that she was at least partly turned on by his eagerness to offer his mouth to Dean. He obeyed her command for her pleasure and he loved the idea that she found his submissiveness thrilling.

    “Is he doing a good job?” Zoey asked.

    “He is,” Dean said. “Your husband has become an excellent cocksucker.”

    Tim knew it was not quite a compliment. After all, most straight men didn’t strive to be excellent cocksuckers and most married men didn’t want their wives thinking of them as excellent cocksuckers. Tim’s marriage was different, though, and his wife was unquestionably different. She liked that he’d embraced his role as a cuckold. She liked that he was excellent at it.

    Tim heard the sound of kissing and glanced up to see Zoey and Dean’s tongues dancing. She was fervent about it in the way she gets when she’s enormously aroused.

    “Look at that,” a soft, feminine voice said.

    “That’s the advantage of having a cuckold,” another woman commented. “You always have a cocksucker ready to serve the needs of a real man.”

    Tim’s willingness to suck cock had commanded the attention of some of the people in the room. Normally he would have found that mortifying, but thanks to the mask and the prevailing attitudes at the party, he found it exciting. He liked being a good cuckold.

    “I want what she’s having,” Zoey said.

    “Are you certain?” Dean replied.

    “Yes, I’m absolutely certain,” she said. “I want it. I want you to be the one in my pussy. Will you do that for me?”

    “Of course I will,” Dean said. “We just need to find another man. Did you have someone in mind?”

    “I do,” Zoey said. “Cuckold, would you find our new friend? The one I enjoyed in the large room with the glass walls?”

    Tim knew she was talking about Isaiah. He briefly pictured both Dean and Isaiah fucking her and it left him weak in the knees. There was something so spectacularly hedonistic about it that Tim would have torn the house apart looking for Isaiah if that’s what it took.

    “Of course,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”

    “You’ll find us across the hall,” Zoey said. “One of the yellow ribbon rooms should be open.”

    Tim stood and left the room in search of Isaiah. He was prepared to look for as long as possible, but it took no more than a handful of minutes. Unsurprisingly, he found Isaiah surrounded by a trio of elegant women, all of whom seemed eager to experience what they no doubt hoped would be the unique pleasures of a black cock.

    “Excuse me,” Tim said.

    Isaiah looked his way and smiled. “What can I do for you?”

    “My wife requests your presence for a particular desire of hers,” Tim explained. “She’s hoping you’d be willing to share her with another man, that you would both be inside her at the same time.”

    Isaiah smiled. “I can’t imagine saying no to your wife, cuckold. Lead the way.”

    Tim turned and Isaiah followed as they made their way to the yellow ribbon room Zoey and Dean had selected. She was already naked and on her knees with her lips wrapped tightly around his cock.

    Isaiah stepped into the room ahead of Tim and stripped immediately. Tim followed and fell to his knees near his wife in case he was called upon to offer his mouth.

    Zoey seemed determined to pleasure them both, though. Much like the blonde had done, she switched between her two men, sucking Dean and stroking Isaiah before sucking Isaiah and stroking Dean. Before long both their cocks were slick with her saliva and the moans of all three of them filled the small, elegantly-appointed room.

    Tim turned to the door as two couples walked in and sat to watch the show unfold in front of them. They began to touch each other almost immediately, just as Tim and Zoey had done while watching the blonde and her two lovers.

    “I need you both,” Zoey said. “I need you to fuck me.”

    Dean got on his back in the bed and Isaiah helped Zoey to her feet. Soon Dean’s cock was deep inside her. She leaned down and they kissed as Isaiah moved into the bed and rubbed the thick head of his black cock over her asshole.

    Moans drifted from the couples that watched. Tim glanced over to see fingers working pussies and cocks with skill and passion. Another couple entered and quickly indulged in foreplay driven by the show unfolding in front of them.

    Zoey’s loud moan brought Tim’s attention back to the bed. He watched Isaiah’s cock slowly fill her asshole. He watched a whole host of feelings cross his wife’s face. Just like the blonde she seemed completely lost in the thrill of having two men inside her at once.

    “Fuck,” Zoey said. “It’s incredible. Fuck me. Both of you, fuck me.”

    Tim had never seen anything like it. Zoey had explored so much with Dean over the past year, but they hadn’t done something like this. She hadn’t pushed her limits like this. A double penetration was something else entirely and the most amazing part was that she seemed to find it completely and utterly enthralling.

    It took a little time, but Dean and Isaiah eventually found a rhythm. They moved in and out of Zoey’s body at the same pace, and as they did both men let their hands roam. They added the stimulation of erotic touch and sensual kissing on top of the double penetration. They surrounded Zoey in the most intense pleasure imaginable and she ascended to a place of pure happiness, at least based on the looks that crossed her face.

    Contrary to Tim’s expectations, the experience seemed decidedly sensual for Zoey. It didn’t look as if she was merely surviving it. It looked as if she was capping off an evening of hedonistic pleasure with an experience that expanded the boundaries of her sexuality, lifting her to new heights of pleasure.

    When Zoey climaxed it was unlike anything Tim had ever witnessed. It was as close to an out-of-body experience as he’d ever seen her have. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth, but no sounds came out. Instead, she began to tremble as they fucked her. Isaiah and Dean held her up and let Zoey ride out her orgasm with both men buried deep inside her.

    “I’ve never seen anything like that,” one of the women watching said.

    “Are you interested?” her man asked.

    “I am,” she replied. “I want to experience what she just experienced.”

    Isaiah pulled out first and Dean lifted Zoey off his cock and set her on the bed. She curled up with a smile on her face. Her eyes found Tim’s and she said, “Finish in my cuckold’s mouth.”

    Both Isaiah and Dean smiled as they got out of bed. It seemed that they had no problem doing so. They approached Tim with their hands around their cocks, stroking swiftly and building towards their orgasms.

    “Open up,” Dean said.

    Tim opened his mouth and tilted his head back. Both men stood in front of him. Both men stroked.

    “Look at him,” one of the women watching said. “What a delicious cum slut he is.”

    Dean came first. He placed the tip of his cock on Tim’s tongue, groaned, and launched several volleys of semen. Tim got a little on his face, but otherwise caught it all in his mouth. He sucked the head of Dean’s cock clean when he was finished cumming and swallowed.

    A moan came from across the room. Someone had enjoyed the sight of Tim’s eager cum consumption.

    Isaiah stepped closer. “Are you hungry, cuckold?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Tim replied. “Please, feed me.”

    Tim heard his wife moan. Hers was easy to recognize.

    Isaiah placed the head of his cock on Tim’s tongue and fired off his load. It was bigger than Dean’s and a little thicker, too. Tim took it all though. A little ended up on his lower lip and he swallowed and then licked it up. He sucked the head of Isaiah’s cock clean too.

    “Thank you,” Tim said.

    “My pleasure, cuckold,” Isaiah replied.

    The two men walked away and Tim saw Zoey smiling at him. She opened her arms and he stood and rushed towards the bed. He laid next to his wife and she said, “You have a little bit of cum on your face.”

    “I guess that happens when you’re a cuckold,” he replied.

    Zoey smiled and kissed the spot where the cum resided, cleaning it from his face. She shared it with him in a long, sensual kiss as her hands moved over his body.

    “Happy New Year, cuckold,” she said.

    “Happy New Year,” Tim replied.

    Zoey snuggled close to him and closed her eyes as the room emptied out. Tim suspected they were done for the night – the sun was almost up, anyway – and he was more than happy with that. It had been the most blissful night of their lives, but he was exhausted.

    He was already looking forward to next year, though.

    The End.
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    Despite telling himself he shouldn't, despite knowing it was potentially destructive, Devin was staring at his ex-wife’s Instagram feed. More specifically, he was doing so while in bed with his underwear pulled down and his semi-hard cock in his hand as he stroked slowly.

    Devin tapped the image of Alicia and her boyfriend at the beach. She was dressed in a simple-but-sexy black bikini with her hair pulled into a ponytail. Her body looked fitter than it had been during their marriage, perhaps because her boyfriend - who was standing next to her in a swimsuit - was in remarkably good shape.

    Ashley had a joyful smile on her face and her boyfriend's arm was around her. She had her hand on his chest. Devin swiped to the next picture and saw his ex-wife kissing the man she'd left him for. It wasn't a wildly passionate kiss. It was more like the kind that's safe for sharing on Instagram. That didn't stop Devin from picturing his wife kissing her boyfriend in a far more passionate manner, though, and that thought generated more than enough arousal to bring his cock to a fully erect state.

    That's when Devin put his phone down, closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. "What are you doing?" he asked out loud despite no one else being in the room.

    He glanced over at the phone, saw his wife kissing the man she'd left him for, and felt an instant wave of arousal once again wash over him. He thought of Alicia having sex in their bed. He thought of her cheating on him in the bed they slept in every single night. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and picked up his phone. He stared at the picture of her kissing her boyfriend and thought of her doing that same thing in their bed.

    Then his thoughts shifted. He thought of how Ashley had invited him between her legs to stare at her freshly-fucked pussy and tease him about his desire to clean it. Then he thought of Alicia doing the same thing. He thought of his wife openly admitting that she was fucking someone else in their bed and that she'd let him cum inside her. He thought of her teasing him about how he clearly wanted to clean another man's cum out of her.

    Devin's cock throbbed as he entertained that decidedly self-destructive fantasy. Despite knowing there was something deeply humiliating about feeling even a hint of arousal about that fantasy, Devin couldn't help himself. The arousal was there and he couldn't find the strength to push it away, to deny it, to set his phone aside and go to sleep without satisfying his desire.

    Instead, Devin searched for more images of his wife and her boyfriend. He found them with ease, for Alicia's feed was full of them. He saw them at a wedding. She was in a beautiful blue dress and he looked great in a suit. He saw them dancing in those outfits. He saw them sharing a kiss on the dance floor. He saw them looking like they were very much lost in their love and lust for each other.

    As he stared at those pictures, Devin fantasized about watching Alicia fuck her boyfriend. The images of Eric and Ashley fucking that he held in his head blended with Alicia and her boyfriend and suddenly it was quite simple to play out a visual fantasy of his wife and her boyfriend having sex in their marital bed. He saw Alicia's pussy stretching out around a bigger cock. He heard his wife moaning as she rode that cock. He saw her tits bouncing as she took that cock from behind. He saw her pussy lips stretch wide as she took it in missionary. He saw that cock pulsing as it dumped a huge load of cum inside her, a load of cum that Devin would soon be invited to clean out of her.

    Devin came as he fantasized about his ex-wife making him lick another man's cum from her pussy. The orgasm was unexpectedly potent and he closed his eyes and reveled in the intense pleasure of it while cum spurted from the tip of his cock and landed on his stomach and in his pubic hair.

    "Fuck," he whispered as a potent sense of humiliation washed over him. He felt bad for surrendering to what felt like an unhealthy desire and told himself he wouldn't do it again. After all, he had a pair of house guests that seemed more than happy to let him participate in their sex life and indulge in a new set of thrills he hadn't experienced before.

    
      
    

    "You've been staring at my ass, haven't you?" Ashley asked as Devin caught up to her on the hiking trail.

    He had been staring. It was hard not to stare, as her ass looked rather lovely in a pair of leggings. Plus, she and Eric were in better shape than him and because of that they were consistently ahead of Devin on the trail.

    "Sorry," he said.

    Ashley smiled. "No need to apologize. I don't mind. In fact, I kind of like that you were staring. Do you think about anything while you're staring at my ass?"

    "I...I can't say that I do, really, other than thinking about how attractive your butt is," Devin answered.

    Ashley took a few steps away from him, turned until she was facing away from him, and then looked over her shoulder as he stared at her ass and said, "I've seen you staring a few times and I keep having the same thought."

    "What's that?" Devin asked.

    Ashley reached back and grabbed her ass with both hands and Devin couldn't help but feel as though he'd love nothing more than to grab hold of her backside. "I keep wondering what it would feel like to have your face between my ass cheeks."

    Devin dragged his gaze from her ass and saw the smile on her face as his eyes went wide. "Wait...what? Really?"

    Ashley nodded, spun around, and approached him. "Haven't you ever thought about rimming a girl's ass?"

    Devin shook his head. "I really haven't, to be honest. I mean, it's kind of...you know...it's kind of dirty."

    "I suppose it is," Ashley said. "Or it can be, given what comes out of there." She reached out and slowly ran a finger down his chest and between his legs where she grasped his cock through his shorts and gave it a few quick strokes. "That's part of the fun of it, though. That's why I keep thinking about you getting on your knees and burying your face between my sweaty ass cheeks. I keep thinking about you licking my asshole - cleaning the sweat from it - while Eric and I fool around. I keep thinking about how much that would turn me on, especially if we did it right here."

    Devin's head instinctively whipped from side to side as he searched for anyone else on the trail. His cock grew a little at Ashley's insistent stroking, despite the fact that her notion of him rimming her sweaty ass wasn't particularly appealing to Devin.

    "Do you have any interest in that, Devin? Do you want to lick my sweaty ass while Eric kisses me, plays with my tits, and fingers my pussy? Do you want to eat my ass while he turns me on?" she asked softly.

    "I...I'd rather not," Devin answered despite the continued growth of his cock.

    Ashley made a playfully pouty face, leaned closer, and gently kissed Devin's neck. "Are you sure? I'd make sure to reward you for being willing to make me feel so good. I'm not cruel, after all. Wouldn't you enjoy watching Eric fuck me? Wouldn't you enjoy cleaning his cum out of me right here on our little hike? Wouldn't you enjoy being able to jerk off and cum in the leaves while you eat his cum out of me?"

    Devin's cock spoke louder than any words possibly could have as it reached a fully erect state and he moaned from the potency of the arousal that filled his body.

    "I thought you'd enjoy that," Ashley said. "Follow me."

    She released his cock, turned, and walked towards Eric, who'd taken his shoes off to dip his feet in the stream that ran along that part of the trail. Devin followed, staring at Ashley's ass and wondering if he'd really be able to get on his knees and press his face between her perfect cheeks like she wanted.

    "Eric, baby, I want you to fuck me," Ashley said as she approached her boyfriend.

    He smiled gleefully - just as any man would when a hot young blonde stated such a desire - and said, "Right here?"

    Ashley looked across the stream, pointed towards a particularly thick section of trees, and replied, "Let's go over there. I don't want full privacy, but a little bit would be nice."

    Eric nodded towards Devin, smiled, and asked, "Is he coming?"

    "He certainly is," Ashley said. "He's going to help with the foreplay, in fact. He'll be eating my sweaty ass while we fool around. He doesn't want to, but he's going to do it because I promised to let him lick your cum out of my pussy after you fuck me."

    Eric put his shoes back on and they all leapt over the stream and towards the trees. Devin couldn't help but notice that someone on the trail wouldn't have much trouble seeing them, but he couldn't quite stop himself from following and committing to rimming Ashley in the manner she desired.

    "On your knees," she said softly as he approached.

    Devin fell to his knees Ashley smiled, bent over to give him a quick kiss on the lips, and then stood and turned around. She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and slowly pulled them down, revealing her milky white ass inch by beautiful inch.

    "Do you like the way my ass looks?" she asked.

    "It's perfect," Devin admitted. It was perfect. It was the ass of a beautiful, fit young woman and Devin was inches away from it. Of course it looked perfect.

    "Kiss it for me," she said.

    Devin leaned forward and placed a handful of kisses against the warm, slightly damp flesh of her ass. He tasted the saltiness of her sweat on his lips and he felt just a little bit of a thrill at doing so.

    "Kiss me," Ashley said.

    She wasn't talking to Devin, though. She was talking to her boyfriend and he seemed more than happy to do as she desired. Devin couldn't quite see them kissing, but he could certainly hear it. The young couple indulged in a passionate kind of kissing in their spot by the trees and the accompanying moans were a beautiful soundtrack as Devin continued to shower Ashley's ass in soft kisses of his own.

    Then she reached back and spread her cheeks. Devin stared at her asshole, which was almost entirely smooth and looked rather pink. He thought of what came out of there, of how dirty that was, and he felt just a touch of revulsion at the idea of licking it.

    A strong hand - it must have been Eric's - grabbed a handful of Devin's hair and pulled him between Ashley's ass cheeks, robbing him of any sense of control. Just like that his lips were pressed against the warm, sweaty, wrinkled flesh of Ashley's asshole.

    "Eat it," she said. "Eat my ass while Eric fingers my pussy."

    Devin was struck by a deep desire to do as Ashley wanted. Any reluctance he'd felt washed away and he extended his tongue and flicked it back and forth over her asshole. He expected a terrible taste, but it wasn't all that bad. It was salty and a little bit acrid, but it wasn't anything approaching unpleasant.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels good," Ashley said as the wet sound of her pussy being fingered reached Devin's ears. "Fuck, eat my sweaty ass, Devin. Eat my tight, sweaty little asshole while Eric fingers my pussy."

    Devin did just that. He ate the 22 year old's tight, sweaty asshole while on his knees in the woods. There was every chance someone was watching him do it from the trail, but he didn't care about that in the moment. All he cared about was the naughty task at hand, one that he was suddenly quite exuberant about pursuing.

    As Eric fingered her with ever-greater vigor, Ashley's moans sounded more desperate and her pussy was quite clearly getting wetter. It sounded like she was gushing and Devin felt a surprising sense of pride as he took some credit for her arousal, as his willingness to rim her had seemingly provided Ashley with a great deal of pleasure.

    "Devin, get on your back," Ashley said. "I'm going to sit on your face while I suck Eric's cock."

    Devin didn't hesitate. He moved to his back and Ashley stood over his head and knelt down. He thought she'd let him eat her pussy, but she had other ideas. She dropped her ass onto his face, plunging him into a blissful kind of darkness as he once again put his tongue to work in rimming her asshole.

    Eric moaned as the sounds of a blowjob filled the air. Devin couldn't see a thing, but he imagined it would have looked like he was getting the short end of the stick if someone was watching from the trail, for he had an asshole over his mouth while Eric was getting his dick sucked. Of course, that viewer from the trail might also have seen the bulge in Devin's pants, revealing his arousal at the situation he found himself in.

    It wasn't long before Ashley stood, stepped back until she was looking down at Devin from above, and said, "He's going to fuck me now. I think I'd like you to sit up against the tree so you can watch him pound my pussy from close up. That sounds like fun, doesn't it?"

    Devin nodded as he got on his knees and crawled towards the tree Ashley had gestured towards. He sat with his back against it and she approached slowly with a smile on her face and a sway in her hips. She leaned forward until her pussy was achingly close to his mouth - almost giving him a chance to taste her - and then bent over, denying Devin the joy of licking her and offering her hole to Eric.

    He stepped up behind her, slipped his spit-soaked cock into her pussy, and slowly buried every inch of it as Ashley moaned and Devin watched with a genuine sense of awe. He was remarkably close and the view Ashley had arranged proved to be uniquely thrilling.

    "Fuck me, baby," Ashley said. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me hard and cum in my pussy so I can feed Devin."

    "With pleasure," Eric replied.

    A moment later he was fucking her and doing so with great vigor. He held her hips and pounded her while Ashley filled the forest with wild, wondrous moans that reverberated through Devin's head, keeping his cock in a fully erect state as he watched and listened to a particularly vigorous kind of sex.

    Then, as he watched the young couple fuck, Devin pictured his ex-wife. He wondered if Alicia had ever brought her boyfriend on this hike, which was quite popular. He wondered if they'd ever wandered off the trail to indulge in their desire for each other. He wondered if his wife had ever been fucked up against a tree, if she'd moaned like Ashley was moaning, if she'd found the idea of letting her boyfriend have her in the woods thrilling.

    Devin tried to push the thoughts of his cheating wife out of his head, but they wouldn't leave. He watched Eric pull up Ashley's sports bra to play with her tits and wondered if Alicia's boyfriend had ever done the same. He wondered if his wife had pushed her pussy back to meet her boyfriend's cock like Ashley was doing. Those questions floated through his head and his dick throbbed so hard it hurt, making it impossible to banish the humiliating - but arousing - thoughts from his brain.

    "Cum inside me," Ashley said, drawing Devin back to the present moment. "Cum inside me so I can feed your load to Devin."

    Eric was fucking her with great fury, signaling his impending orgasm. Ashley continued to encourage him to unload inside her, to fill her pussy with his thick seed, right up until he buried every inch in her and his balls bounced in their sack.

    Eric's grunts and groans filled the air and Ashley reached down and ran her fingers through Devin's hair before asking, "Are you ready to clean my pussy?"

    Devin looked up to see a delighted smile on Ashley's face. She was unquestionably ready to feed him. "Yes, I am. I...I can't wait to clean your pussy, Ashley. Can I masturbate while I do it?"

    "You may," she said.

    Eric pulled out and Ashley stood up and stepped forward. She guided Devin's mouth between her legs and he pulled his shorts down, grabbed his cock, and put his tongue inside her.

    They moaned together as he cleaned her pussy and furiously stroked his cock, gathering an ever increasing volume of precum and lubing his shaft. Thoughts of his wife and Ashley blended together as he devoured Eric's cum. He couldn't help but imagine cleaning Alicia's pussy in the woods. He couldn't help but imagine cleaning another man's cum out of her. He couldn't help but find that imagery hugely arousing.

    "Devin...make me cum," Ashley said. "Eat his load out of my pussy and make me cum. Eat my boyfriend's thick, creamy, salty load from my cunt and make me cum!"

    Devin made her cum. Ashley screamed in pleasure and her legs trembled wildly as he made her cum while cleaning her messy pussy. He came, too, doing so with his eyes closed as he imagined Alicia feeding him another man's load. It was humiliating, but it was so pleasurable he couldn't resist.

    "Thank you," Devin said as Ashley stepped away and pulled her leggings up.

    "No, thank you," she replied with a smile. "That was fantastic."

    She had no idea just how fantastic it was for Devin, though again he felt a little bit of unpleasantness in the aftermath of his orgasm. Again he resolved not to surrender to that fantasy, but Devin wasn't sure that was possible, for it seemed that the pleasure was too potent to resist.

  
    A Kinky Young Couple's Plaything - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "Sorry to hear about your wife, man," Eric said as Devin made scrambled eggs for the couple sitting at his kitchen table. "That's rough."

    Devin looked over his shoulder at the young, tattooed, shirtless man - Eric had come downstairs in nothing more than a pair of rather tight underwear that showed off every bit of his considerable bulge - and offered half a smile before saying, "Yeah...thanks."

    "How did you find out about her fucking some other dude?" Eric asked.

    Devin gripped spatula's handle tightly, took a deep breath, and tried his best not to yell at his houseguest for asking such a rude question. After all, if he wanted more of the pleasure Ashley had offered the night before he needed to behave himself, and he absolutely wanted more of that pleasure. "She told me," Devin answered. "In fact, we were sitting right where you're sitting. We'd just finished dinner."

    The memory was still fresh in Devin's mind, though the pain wasn't anywhere near as potent as it had been in the immediate aftermath of his wife's reveal.

    "Holy shit," Ashley chimed in. She wore the same thing she'd had on the day before, though this time it was a different pair of panties and a different cropped t-shirt, making Devin think she had a steady supply of skimpy clothes. "That's ice cold. Did you cook dinner that night?"

    "I did," Devin said.

    "Damn, man," Eric replied. "You cook dinner for your wife and she thanks you by telling you she's been fucking another man?"

    Devin couldn't help but laugh as he took the eggs off the stove and portioned them out onto the two plates on the counter. "Well, she didn't exactly put it that way, but yeah, that's the gist of it. I cooked. We had dinner and she told me that she'd been having an affair and that she was leaving me. In fact, she told me she'd be moving across the country with her new man."

    Devin set the plates in front of his houseguests and they dug in right away.

    "These are good, man," Eric said.

    "Yeah, delicious," Ashley added before as looked up at Devin and smiled.

    Devin turned and set about doing the dishes. He'd already eaten and it felt a little strange to join the young couple at the breakfast table, so he figured he'd keep himself busy.

    "So, Ashley says you enjoyed yourself last night," Eric said after a few minutes of mostly silent eating.

    Devin stared down at the dirty dishes and took a deep breath as memories of the night before - and the wild, cum eating fun he'd had with Ashley - and smiled. "I did," he replied without looking Eric's way.

    "Cause I was gonna fuck her after breakfast," Eric began, "and Ashley said she thought you might enjoy watching me pound her. Is she right about that?"

    Devin looked towards the young couple and saw that they'd both finished their eggs and were staring at him. Ashley had a devilish smile on her face and Eric wore a bemused look, like he found it utterly fascinating that Devin might want to watch.

    "You wouldn't be the first guy to enjoy watching us fuck," Eric said. "You wouldn't be the first old guy to enjoy watching us fuck, either."

    Devin wanted to object to being called old - he was still a few years from his fortieth birthday - but he was nearly twice Eric's age, so of course he seemed old to him. "You've...you've fucked in front of people before?"

    Ashley nodded as she stood up and sat in Eric's lap. His hands immediately moved to her stomach and slowly crept under her t-shirt and towards her breasts, which Devin imagined were absent the support of a bra and would feel truly wondrous to grasp. "We met an older couple once - they were even older than you, actually - at a club a few months back. We thought they wanted to swap - not something we would have been into - but it turned out they just wanted to watch."

    "Did you...did you let them?" Devin asked as his heart began to beat a little harder and faster.

    Eric lifted Ashley's t-shirt over her head, setting her breasts free and drawing Devin's gaze to them. A moment later Eric's large, strong hands surrounded her tits and he squeezed them hard enough that it must have hurt. Ashley didn't seem to mind, though. If anything, it seemed to turn her on, at least based on the way she moaned and gently ground her ass into her boyfriend's crotch.

    "We did," Eric said. "We like being watched, and we really liked having that couple watch."

    Ashley leaned back and kissed her boyfriend's neck. Eric took her nipples between his fingers and gently rolled them, eliciting a moan from his beautiful girlfriend. Devin looked between her legs and noticed a small wet spot had formed in her panties.

    "They were a kinky couple," Ashley explained. "The woman stroked her husband's cock and told him he could never fuck her - or any woman - the way Eric was fucking me. She told him he wasn't man enough to fuck her like that."

    Eric slipped a hand into Ashley's panties and rubbed her pussy as he said, "It was fucking hot."

    "Eric fucked me even harder as we listened to the couple indulge in their fantasy. The woman was quite gifted when it came to dirty talk, and it was clear she was giving her husband everything he craved," Ashley said. "His dick was hard as a rock."

    "Tell him what you said," Eric encouraged her. "Tell him how you made that old guy cum."

    Devin was a little embarrassed at how hard he'd gotten as he stood there and watched Eric played with his girlfriend's pussy and tits, but he was fairly certain they were trying to turn him on, so he didn't make an effort to hide the erection that had grown between his legs.

    "I just did what his wife was doing," Ashley said before a devilish smile crossed her face once more. "We made eye contact at one point. Eric was fucking me from behind - my favorite position - and his wife had just told him that he wasn't man enough to fuck her like Eric was fucking me."

    "What...what did you do to make him cum?" Devin asked as he turned towards the young couple, revealing the full extent of the tent in his pants.

    "I told him that Eric was ten times the man he was," Ashley answered. "I told him that I could tell he wasn't much of a man from the moment I met him. I told him that he didn't even deserve a handjob from his wife and that he certainly didn't deserve her pussy, my pussy, or any other woman's pussy."

    Devin was intoxicated by the story and the sight of the pleasure unfolding in front of him, though he wasn't entirely sure why.

    "He came so hard," Ashley said as Eric continued to work her pussy. "Afterwards, his wife thanked me. She told me he loves that kind of humiliation and that I made his orgasm so much hotter."

    Eric pulled his fingers from Ashley's panties and she grabbed his wrist and took them into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked like she was giving a glorious blowjob as Eric said, "Then it was time for his wife to get hers. She wanted to cum to something very specific. Can you guess what she wanted?"

    Devin shook his head.

    "She wanted to watch her husband eat Eric's cum out of me," Ashley said as she directed her boyfriend's fingers into her panties once more. "He didn't want to, though. Not after his orgasm. He had no interest."

    Eric was working Ashley's pussy with such vigor that Devin could hear the wetness from the other side of the kitchen. "Did he...did her husband do it? Did he eat Eric's cum from your pussy?" Devin asked.

    Ashley nodded and then pulled Eric's hand from her panties once more. She held Devin's gaze while sucking and licking them clean and then stood up and lowered her underwear, leaving her naked in the kitchen.

    "He didn't want to," Ashley said as she slowly moved towards Devin. "But his wife made him. She ordered him to do it for her pleasure. She ordered him to crawl between my legs, put his tongue in my pussy, and eat a superior man's cum out of me."

    Ashley reached out and her fingers danced over the bulge in Devin's pants. He sucked in a sharp breath at the intense pleasure of being touched - even in such a delicate manner - and then Ashley leaned in and Devin felt her breath against his neck.

    "I didn't have to order you to eat Eric's cum off of my body last night, did I?" she whispered.

    Devin twitched with pleasure and answered, "No, you didn't."

    "I wouldn't have to order you to crawl between my legs and eat his cum out of my pussy, would I?" she asked softly.

    "I...no, you wouldn't," Devin replied.

    Ashley unzipped Devin's pants and freed his cock. Her fingers danced delicately over the head, teasing him as he looked over her shoulder and saw that Eric had taken his underwear off and was stroking his impressively large dick with a smile on his face.

    "Do you want to watch Eric fuck me?" Ashley asked.

    "Yes, please," Devin said.

    Ashley kissed Devin on the cheek and slowly backed up until Eric grabbed her hips and guided her onto his cock in reverse cowgirl. She held Devin's gaze the entire time, including when her lips parted to let out a low moan as her boyfriend's dick filled her.

    "He's so big," she said. "He feels so good inside me."

    Ashley leaned forward, put her hands on Eric's knees, and rode him slowly, all while staring at Devin.

    "Did you ever fuck your wife in the kitchen?" Eric asked.

    Devin shook his head.

    Ashley smiled. "Do you think your wife fucked her new man in this kitchen, Devin? Do you think she rode his cock just like I'm riding Eric's cock? Do you think she made him breakfast and then took his cock for a ride because she couldn't resist having him inside her?"

    Devin's cock throbbed. He wrapped his fingers around his turgid shaft and slowly ran them from the base to the tip, experiencing an uncommon form of bliss as he did so. He closed his eyes for a moment and let the pleasure spread from his loins to the rest of his body, all while the sounds of sex filled the kitchen.

    "I'll bet she got fucked on the kitchen table," Eric said. "I'll bet she sat right on the table where you two ate, spread her legs, and invited her new man to pound her pussy. I'll bet it was fucking hot, too, knowing that she was getting pounded right where the two of you would be eating dinner later that night."

    "What's her name?" Ashley asked.

    "What?" Devin replied.

    "Your ex-wife. What's her name?" Ashley asked as she bounced a little harder on Eric's dick.

    "Alicia," Devin said. "Her name was Alicia."

    Ashley stood, sat on the kitchen table, and spread her legs. Devin stared at her gaping pussy lips and thought of his wife in her place. He couldn't help it. They'd planted the thought in his head and now it was all he could picture.

    "Come here," Ashley said. "Get on your knees. Eat my fucking pussy."

    Devin rushed towards the kitchen table and dropped to his knees. He ate Ashley's pussy as commanded while Eric watched and masturbated.

    "Mmm, that's so fucking good," Ashley said. "I can see why that kinky older couple liked to play the way they did. There's something so fucking hot about this, about seeing you eating my cunt after Eric's cock was deep inside me. You're going to be right back there after he nuts in my pussy, Devin. You're going to get on your knees and eat his fucking load out of me. Oh...fuck...you're going to lick up every drop."

    Devin was too busy eating pussy to affirm the truth of that, but she was right. He would do what they wanted. He couldn't imagine anything hotter, in fact.

    "That's enough," Eric said as he stood up. "My turn."

    Devin moved aside and Eric slipped his cock into Ashley's pussy. He filled her with one deep thrust, held his shaft balls deep inside her for a few moments, and leaned down to kiss his girlfriend.

    "Fuck me, baby," she begged. "Please, fuck me hard. Pound my pussy. Pound my tight little pussy."

    Eric fucked her with wild abandon. It was hard and fast. He pounded her so hard that Devin worried they might break his kitchen table. It slid a little closer to the wall with each thrust, but Eric didn't stop. All he cared about was satisfying his girlfriend and claiming his satisfaction in the process. Based on Ashley's wild moans, she was thoroughly enjoying herself, too.

    "Cum inside me!" she cried out. "Eric, baby, cum inside me!"

    Their orgasms arrived not long after. Eric came inside her as Ashley's toes curled and her screams of pleasure filled the kitchen. Devin watched every moment of it from his knees. He hadn't even considered getting up and moving to the chair Eric had sat in. Something about watching from his knees felt better.

    Eric pulled out and wiped the head of his cock over Ashley's pussy lips and her inner thighs, leaving behind a thin film of cum and her juices. Then he stepped away, dropped his naked ass into the chair, and leaned back with a deeply satisfied smile on his face.

    "That woman at the club...she played with her pussy as her husband ate me out," Ashley said. "She rubbed her clit and she told him he was a filthy cum slut while he pushed his tongue inside me and cleaned out every drop of Eric's load. She told her husband he was a cum slut and she had a huge fucking orgasm, Devin. She came while he cleaned another man's sticky, salty load out of my pussy."

    Devin moved between Ashley's legs and stared at her pussy. He could see Eric's cum inside her, as her lips were gaping wide open after the vigorous sex. He felt his cock throb as Ashley reached down and spread her labia even wider, exposing the pink, freshly-fucked flesh inside her.

    "Clean my pussy, Devin," Ashley said. "Show me that you’re a cum slut too. But don't touch your cock while you do it, though. No cumming until you're done eating Eric's load out of me."

    Devin didn't hesitate. He licked the cum and juices from her thighs and pussy lips and then pushed his tongue inside her. He lapped up Eric's load. He swallowed everything he could for the second time in less than 12 hours and he felt only the purest kind of arousal as he did so, for it was thrilling beyond words.

    "Look at him go," Eric said. "You weren't kidding, babe. He fucking loves eating cum."

    "Yes he does," Ashley replied. "Maybe his wife would have stayed with him if she'd known she was married to a kinky freak. She could have fed him her lover's cum right here in the kitchen. She could have made him watch as they fucked and then made him crawl between her legs to eat a real man's cum out of her."

    Devin saw the lust on Ashley's face. He watched as she reached down to play with her clit. She was clearly getting off on teasing him about his wife's affair. Devin was getting off on it too, though. He couldn't believe it, but he was. His dick felt impossibly hard and he could feel the precum dripping. Every word she said turned him on, and while some part of him hated that, Devin couldn't deny he was hugely aroused.

    "You can cum," Ashley said. "You can stroke your cock and cum, Devin. Cum right on the kitchen floor. Make a fucking mess while you think about your wife making you clean another man's cum out of her pussy because you're not good enough to satisfy her."

    Devin buried his tongue inside her and swirled it around. He licked up Eric's load while masturbating furiously and it was no more than thirty seconds before he spilled his seed all over the kitchen floor.

    Much to his delight, Ashley had a second orgasm just after he climaxed, once again filling the kitchen with her wild screams of pleasure, which happened to be music to Devin's ears.

    When she'd finished, Ashley hopped off the table, bent over to give Devin a kiss on the cheek, and laughed at the mess he'd made. "That's quite a load of cum there, Devin."

    "I think he should clean it up," Eric said.

    Devin looked up at the young man and saw a delighted smile on his face. He was quite pleased with his dirty idea.

    "Lick it up," Eric continued. "Lick up your mess."

    "Do it," Ashley said. "Go ahead. Bend over and lick up your cum."

    Devin didn't want to. He hated the idea, in fact. He thought of the older man in their story. He thought of him cleaning Ashley's pussy for his wife's pleasure. He thought of how happy it had made his wife. Devin wasn't married to Ashley, but he felt a desire to make her and Eric happy, so he did it. He licked up his cum. It was disgusting and unquestionably humiliating, but he did it.

    "I didn't think he'd do it," Eric said as Devin dutifully mopped up the semen with his tongue. "But I fucking love that he did, and I'm pretty sure I'm going to love staying here."

    "Me too," Ashley replied. "Now let's go shower."

    They both left the kitchen and Devin finished the job of cleaning his cum from the floor despite the fact that they were gone. He knew it was unnecessary, yet for some reason he didn't hesitate to do it. It seemed that the young couple had already managed to establish a strong hold over him, though he felt no desire to try and break that hold.
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    "How long has it been since you got any pussy?" Ashley asked as she rubbed her finger in slow circles over her clit while Eric's thick cum - which Devin had just witnessed being deposited inside her - slowly leaked out of her.

    "Since I got divorced," Devin answered, though he couldn't quite tear his eyes away from the beautiful sight of Ashley's tight, wet, messy young pussy.

    "Seriously?" she asked. "You didn't have a rebound fuck? You didn't hook up with some chick that was eager to heal your broken heart with her pussy?"

    Devin looked up, mostly because the notion struck him as utterly absurd. "What do you mean?" he asked.

    Ashley stared at him with a dumbfounded look on her face. "Devin, seriously? You didn't even try? C'mon, man. There are absolutely women out there that would have fucked you. They wouldn't have even made you work that hard for it. Hell, if you'd looked enough you would have found a woman willing to fuck you without you having to do any work for it."

    "I didn't even try looking," he replied before staring once more at Ashley's beautiful pussy. "I honestly didn't. The whole thing messed me up pretty good, though. I mean, she didn't just divorce me, did she? She cheated on me and then she divorced me, and she told me about both things at the same time. It was like getting smacked by a two by four."

    Ashley smiled - which struck Devin as a slightly odd response to what he'd shared, and then she said, "Do you think she cheated on you in this bed?" Her hand returned between her legs and she once again rubbed her clit in slow circles. This time, though, Ashley moaned as if she was suddenly overcome with lust. "Do you think she was right here, Devin? Do you think she was on her back like I am? Do you think she was on her back with her legs spread like mine are? Do you think she was on her back with her legs spread in the bed you two shared? Do you think her boyfriend's cock was inside her in the bed you two shared?"

    She was absolutely turned on. Her pussy lips had gotten plumper as she talked and Devin was certain he could see renewed wetness forming as her body signaled that it was eager to be penetrated, all because Ashley was teasing - perhaps even taunting - Devin about his wife's infidelity.

    The thing was, Devin could feel arousal too. He didn't want to feel it. He was a little bit horrified that he could feel it. It was there, though, just like it had been there a few days ago when both Ashley and Eric had taunted him about Alicia's infidelity.

    It was that arousal that made Devin play along. "That was the side of the bed I slept on," he said.

    "Do you think your wife fucked her boyfriend on your side of the bed, Devin?" Ashley asked with a naughty smile. "Do you think she took his bare cock into her pussy and told him to pound her? Do you think she told him to fuck her and cum inside her in the same spot her husband was going to sleep that night? Do you think your wife wanted to humiliate you without you even knowing it?"

    Devin didn't know the answer, but the thought turned him on. It was fucked up, but he found it oddly thrilling to think of Alicia purposefully fucking her boyfriend - and fucking him bareback - on Devin's side of the bed. It was so thrilling, in fact, that his dick felt like it was throbbing as it pressed into the sheets while he watched Ashley masturbate at an increasingly rapid pace.

    "Were you good in bed, Devin?" Ashley asked. "With your wife? Did you fuck her good? Did you make her cum when you fucked her?"

    "I...I thought I was good," he answered. He really did. He'd always thought so, mostly because it always seemed like Alicia enjoyed herself when they had sex. She didn't always cum, but she never said anything about Devin being to blame for that. "But then...well then she cheated on me, and it's hard to believe I was giving her what she needed."

    "Yes, it is," Ashley said as she slipped two fingers into her pussy. "I've never been with someone that couldn't fuck me the way I need to be fucked, but I can imagine how frustrating that would be. I can imagine that would be enough to drive a woman into another man's arms. I'm sorry that happened to you, though."

    It felt like genuine compassion coming from Ashley, and Devin replied, "Thank you."

    "Though...does it turn you on to think about your wife fucking another man in your bed, Devin?" she asked. "Because it looked like you were turned on when I was talking about it."

    "Is that...is that weird?" Devin asked.

    Ashley smiled gleefully and shook her head. "Weird is relative, Devin. Most people would think it was weird that you were happy to lick Eric's cum off my tits and even happier to suck it out of my pussy. I didn't think that was weird, though. I thought it was hot that you wanted to clean my tits that first night and I thought it was even hotter than you devoured my pussy after Eric had cum in me."

    "Can I devour your pussy again?" he asked.

    Ashley looked towards the door and Devin turned his head to see Eric walk into the room with his half-hard cock gently swinging back and forth as he approached the bed. "Should I let him clean my pussy?" she asked her boyfriend.

    Eric smiled, lifted his hand, and brought it down on Devin's ass before climbing into the bed and giving Ashley a long, tender kiss. Devin watched as he reached back to try and relieve the mild, stinging pain he felt, though there was something oddly pleasurable about Eric's casual delivery of a hard swat on the ass.

    "He's such a gracious host," Eric said. "And it seems pretty clear that he enjoys eating my cum both out of you and off of you. I can't see any reason to deny him what he wants." He turned to Devin and asked, "That is what you want, right? To eat my cum?"

    Though that was exactly what Devin wanted in that moment, it felt different to answer in the affirmative when the question was asked in that manner. It made it impossible to deny that Devin was excited about eating another man's cum, and it felt more than a little humiliating to have to confront that.

    "What's wrong?" Ashley asked. "He's right, isn't he? You want to eat his cum, don't you? You find the idea of eating his cum quite arousing, don't you?"

    Devin nodded.

    "You shouldn't be ashamed of that," she said as Eric took one of her breasts in his hand and played with the soft flesh in a manner that put a smile on Ashley's face. "You should embrace what you desire, Devin. You deserve to be happy, and if it makes you happy to eat my boyfriend's cum out of my pussy, then you should embrace that. You should be thrilled to admit that you want to eat Eric's cum. You should be thrilled to admit it to anyone that might ask, in fact. So, is that what you want? Do you want to eat his cum?"

    The arousal coursing through Devin's body - and the erection pressing painfully into the bed - were proof that he wanted to eat Eric's cum, even if it felt humiliating to admit that, so he decided to take Ashley's advice and embrace it. "Yes, I want to eat his cum," he admitted. "It turns me on to think about it, and it's turned me on to do it on the two occasions you've allowed me to do so."

    Ashley pulled her fingers from her pussy and rubbed a little of her boyfriend's cum over her stomach. "Lick it off of me," she instructed.

    Devin crawled closer and happily ran his tongue through the trail of cum she'd left behind. The saltiness danced on his taste buds and he moaned, mostly from the thrilling rush of pleasure he felt.

    "He really likes your cum," Ashley said.

    "Yes, he does," Eric replied with a smile that made it seem like he thoroughly enjoyed Devin's eager consumption of his seed. Ashley kissed his neck and their lips eventually met for a deeply passionate kiss. Devin watched their tongues dance and he felt relatively certain that his willingness to eat Eric's cum was responsible - at least partially - for the lust he saw between his two house guests, a notion that made him far happier than he'd expected.

    Ashley reached down and slipped two fingers into her pussy once more, all while sucking on her boyfriend's tongue and moaning so beautifully. She smiled at Eric as their kiss came to an end, pulled her fingers from her pussy, and stuffed them in Devin's mouth.

    "Did you ever meet Alicia's new man?" Ashley asked.

    Devin shook his head while she pushed her fingers deeper in his mouth.

    "Have you seen a picture of him online?" she asked.

    Devin nodded. He'd been unable to resist checking Alicia's Instagram from time to time and he'd seen countless pictures of her looking utterly joyful with her new man by her side.

    "Is he better looking than you, Devin?" Ashley asked.

    He nodded once more.

    "And we know he fucks her better than you did, don't we?" she continued. "She wouldn't have left you otherwise."

    Devin nodded as Ashley's fingers slowly moved in and out of his mouth, as if she was fucking his face. It was a slow and simple, and yet the gentle penetration felt surprisingly erotic in a manner that once again felt a touch humiliating.

    "What if your ex-wife had offered you the chance to eat her new boyfriend's cum, Devin?" Ashley asked. "Would you have jumped at the chance to lick his cum off her stomach, to suck it off her fingers, or to crawl between her legs and eat it out of her freshly-fucked pussy?"

    Devin moaned around her fingers, for the mere suggestion of doing so had created an instant, almost overwhelming level of desire in him. He'd never considered such a thing - the fact that Alicia had cheated on him was still deeply painful - and yet in the context of being naked in his bed with a beautiful girl's cum-soaked fingers in his mouth, the notion felt astoundingly hot.

    Ashley pulled her fingers from his mouth, wiped his saliva off on the sheets, and grabbed a gentle handful of Devin's hair. "Clean my pussy, Devin, and think of your ex-wife while you're doing it. Think of pushing your tongue into her wet, cum-filled pussy. Think of her moaning as you clean her boyfriend's cum out of her and swallow every drop of it."

    Devin slid back and pushed his tongue inside her. Ashley watched with a smile on her face for a few moments and then moaned as Devin's nose brushed against her clit while he feasted on her cum-filled pussy.

    "Do you like watching him eat your load?" Ashley asked as she turned to her boyfriend. "Do you like watching him eat your cum out of my tight young pussy? Out of the pussy that belongs to you?"

    "Fuck yes I do," Eric replied with a smile. "I like how turned on he gets eating my cum. I like how fucking desperate he is to clean your pussy, to taste my load, to swallow every drop of it." He leaned in to kiss her neck and play with her tits and added, "I like how you've got him wrapped around your finger, too. I like how he's already so eager to do whatever you want, Ashley."

    Devin once again felt a touch of embarrassment, but Eric was right. Ashley had managed to get Devin wrapped around her finger, to lure him into a state where he was something beyond eager - desperate, really - to do whatever she wanted of him.

    "How would you feel about cumming directly in his mouth?" Ashley asked her boyfriend as she released her grip on Devin's hair and wrapped her fingers around Eric's cock, which was already half hard once more.

    "You know I'd love that," Eric said.

    "You like seeing a man like Devin get on his knees in front of you from time to time, don't you?" she asked with a lusty edge to her voice that Devin found intoxicatingly sexy.

    Eric looked down at Devin, smiled, and said, "You know I do. You know I'd love to see him look up at me and beg for me to cum in his mouth. You know I'd love to see him swallow my load."

    They kissed with such ferocity that Devin couldn't help but feel jealous of their intense passion for each other. Eric's cock was hard by that point - with Ashley's had swiftly moving up and down the thick shaft - and it seemed clear that they'd soon be fucking once more.

    "And how about you?" Ashley asked as she looked at Devin. "Would you get on your knees and beg Eric to cum in your mouth?"

    Devin swallowed the cum he'd just collected from her pussy and said, "I...I don't know. I don't know if I could do that." He knew that didn't necessarily make any sense after he'd just eaten a load of Eric's cum, but it felt vastly different to receive the cum directly from the source.

    "I suspect you're capable of a great deal more than you think, Devin," Ashley said. "A great deal more. But I won't make you do anything, so why don't you finish cleaning my cunt and then you can watch Eric fuck me again."

    Devin went right back to work, slipping his tongue into her pussy and cleaning the rest of Eric's load out of her. He watched them kiss, and as he did he couldn't help but picture Alicia and her boyfriend. It was remarkably easy to do so as the two young people in front of him suddenly morphed into his wife and another man. Devin found it unexpectedly thrilling and he began to grind his hips into the bed, generating pleasurable friction for the head of his cock as he got lost in a fantasy he'd never have indulged in were it not for his sexually liberated house guests.

    "Back up," Ashley said. "I need to get fucked. You can stay in the bed to watch if you'd like."

    Devin hastily backed up and Eric moved between her legs. His cock was inside her a moment later. He held it there for a few moments as they kissed and then gave Ashley the good fucking she wanted.

    Devin remained between their legs, which afforded him a remarkable view of the sex unfolding in front of him. He saw Eric's long, thick cock sliding in and out of Ashley's exceedingly wet pussy. He heard every deep stroke, too, and they both offered up loud, wondrous moans of pleasure.

    Again Devin pictured his wife and her boyfriend. He pictured them doing what they'd almost certainly done: Fuck in the bed that Eric and Ashley now shared. He pictured her cheating on him with another man. He pictured her welcoming that man into her pussy with the same fervor Ashley was taking Eric's cock. He pictured them fucking bareback. He pictured Alicia imploring her boyfriend to cum inside her, just as Ashley was doing.

    Devin kept grinding his cock against the bed as all that played out in his head. He felt the pleasure growing between his legs. He felt his balls tighten against his body while his cock tingled with the most delightful kind of satisfaction.

    Then, right as Eric's thrusts reached a fever pitch and Ashley's cries of pleasure - and her begging for her boyfriend's load - neared their peak, Devin had an orgasm. He fucked his bed while fantasizing about his wife cheating on him and he came, and came hard.

    Eric and Ashley came together a few moments later, putting all three of them in the same blissful place, though Devin's orgasm was far more humiliating as he was fucking an inanimate object.

    Devin's head sank to the bed and he smiled at the pleasure still coursing through him, though that pleasure came with a touch of post-orgasm regret and humiliation, given the nature of his climax.

    "Did you cum?" Ashley asked with obvious amusement in her voice.

    Devin looked up to see that Eric had already pulled out and that they were both smiling at him. He nodded, as he couldn't quite bring himself to say that he'd lost control and cum on the bed.

    Ashley laughed softly and said, "Let me see. Get up on your knees."

    Devin moved to his knees and looked down at the cummy mess on the sheets his cock had been pressed against.

    "Well, that was unexpected," she noted. "I like it, though. I like that you go so turned on. You'll have to wash the sheets for us, though."

    "Of course," Devin said. "It would be my pleasure. And thank you. For this, I mean. For letting me watch, and for letting me clean you, and for the orgasm."

    "You're welcome," Ashley replied.

    "Yeah, man, you're welcome," Eric added. "You're more fun to play with than I expected, to be honest. And I am planning on cumming in your mouth at some point, just in case you weren't sure about that."

    Devin felt a touch of revulsion at the idea, though he tried his best not to show it.

    Ashley laughed. "That might take some work, at least based on the look on his face. I think we can do it, though. In fact, I think we can make it so that he's excited for it."

    Devin wasn't interested in Eric cumming directly in his mouth, and yet he had little doubt that Ashley could, in fact, excite him for something he had no interest in. She'd already done it a handful of times, after all.

    "That's for another day, though. For now, Eric and I are going to shower and you're going to wash these cum-soaked sheets," Ashley said.

    "Of course," Devin said.

    Ashley got on her knees and let some of Eric's cum leak out of her pussy and onto the sheets before she and her boyfriend headed for the bathroom while Devin stripped the sheets. As he did so, he couldn't help but wonder if he'd ever washed another man's cum out of the sheets without knowing it, as he'd certainly done laundry during the period while Alicia was cheating on him.

    Devin would never know, but he was surprised to feel a touch of arousal at the idea that he'd done such a thing, arousal that he suspected he'd soon surrender to once more.
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    "It's beautiful out here," Ashley said as they stepped out onto the back porch just a few minutes before the sun was set to begin its final descent towards the horizon.

    "It is," Eric agreed as he followed his girlfriend outside with a cocktail in each hand.

    Devin was last out of the house - he'd made the cocktails and they'd invited him to watch the sunset with them - and closed the sliding glass door behind him.

    Ashley and Eric cuddled up on the couch - causing Devin a twinge of pain as he thought of the many times he'd done the same thing with his ex, Alicia - and Devin sat across from them and set his phone on the table before taking a sip of his drink.

    "Can you see us buying a house like this some day?" Ashley asked as she looked up at her boyfriend.

    Eric smiled at her, kissed his beautiful girlfriend, and nodded. "Absolutely. I mean, that's the dream, right? You find a place to settle down with the person you love and build a beautiful life together."

    A moment passed before they both looked at Devin with a genuine sense of sympathy. He'd lived that dream, after all, and it had blown up in his face because the woman he'd loved hadn't been happy with the life they'd built together.

    "It's okay," Devin said. "You don't have to feel bad just because I fucked up the dream."

    "Sorry, man," Eric began before Devin's phone lit up.

    All three of them looked at the screen and Devin's eyes went wide when he saw Alicia's name pop up.

    "Wow, talk about timing," Ashley said as she studied Devin's face. "So, are you going to answer it?"

    "It's been months since we talked," Devin replied. "And it wasn't a great conversation, if I remember correctly. I'm pretty sure I was still angry and I might not have been all that polite to her."

    The phone continued to ring and vibrate on the table between them as Devin stared at it and wondered why his ex-wife was calling.

    "Answer it," Ashley said. "Maybe you can ask her if she ever fucked her new man in your bed."

    "Or on the kitchen table," Eric added.

    Devin reached for his phone and he couldn't help but smile at how things had changed for him since Eric and Ashley had taken residence in the bedroom he used to share with his wife. There was a time when the idea that Alicia had fucked another man in their house would have made him nauseous - that very thing had happened on a handful of occasions - and now it had become a source of arousal, a notion that Devin was still struggling to wrap his head around.

    "Hello," he said.

    There was a pause before Alicia replied, "Hey, Devin." She sounded hesitant, like she wasn't sure that calling him had been a good idea.

    "Alicia, hey," Devin said. He suddenly felt unsure about having answered the phone, for it felt impossibly awkward to be talking to the woman that had cheated on him, broken his heart, and divorced him. "What's up?"

    "Uh, how are you?" she asked.

    Ashley and Eric were both smiling at him as if they couldn't have been more delighted that he was talking to his ex-wife and he was almost certain they'd both leaned forward a little, like they thought they could hear the conversation if they were a few inches closer.

    For the longest time, Devin's genuine answer to Alicia's question would have been that he wasn't very good, or that he was downright shitty. Things had changed since Ashley and Eric had come into town, though, as they'd injected a great deal of excitement into his life, which meant he didn't have to lie.

    "I'm good, actually," Devin answered. "How about you? How's life on the other side of the country?"

    "Good," Alicia said. "It's good."

    Ashley leaned closer, smiled, and whispered, "Ask your ex-wife if she fucked her boyfriend in your bed?"

    Devin's eyes went wide and he put his hand over the receiver in the hopes that Ashley wouldn't hear. He was actually quite interested in the answer to that question, but he wasn't about to ask and he didn't really want Ashley to know that he'd started to find the idea far more arousing than he should have.

    "Did you say something?" Alicia asked.

    "Uh, no," Devin replied as Ashley stifled a laugh. "So, Alicia, I don't mean to be rude, but why are you calling?"

    "Do you think she fucked her boyfriend out here?" Eric asked his girlfriend quietly.

    Ashley looked at him, nodded, and then reached between his legs. She bit her lower lip, nodded, and stroked his cock through his pants.

    "Well, I just wanted to let you know that I'm coming back to town for a few weeks," Alicia said. "We don't have to see each other, of course, but I just wanted to let you know that I'd be there just so you weren't surprised if we run into each other."

    She sounded a little nervous, though Devin could understand why. Their marriage hadn't exactly ended in a clean manner and Alicia had been almost entirely responsible for that, and here she was letting him know there was a chance they’d see each other again.

    "Oh, you're coming back to town," Devin said.

    Ashley and Eric both looked at him - while she continued to stroke Eric's cock through his pants - and she whispered, "Ask her to stay with you."

    It was an insane suggestion. Why would Devin want his ex-wife - the woman who'd cheated on him and divorced him without giving any consideration to his feelings - to stay with him?

    And yet...the idea was oddly thrilling, despite the utter insanity of it.

    "Do it," Ashley whispered. "Ask her to stay with you...and then you can ask her if she fucked her boyfriend in your bed. You can ask her if she fucked him on the kitchen table, and in the shower, and on the couch you used to sit together on to watch movies."

    "Devin, are you there?" Alicia asked.

    Devin watched Ashley unzip Eric's pants, reach inside, and pull out his stiff cock. Her delicate fingers moved up and down his impressively long, thick shaft and Devin couldn't help but think about Alicia having done the same thing to her boyfriend. It seemed unlikely she'd watched the sunset with him on their back porch and jerked him off while doing so, and yet Devin was suddenly fantasizing about that very thing and getting thoroughly aroused in the process.

    "Why don't you say with me?" he blurted out.

    There was a pause on the other end of the line before Alicia asked, "Stay with you?"

    "Do you think she sucked his cock out here?" Ashley asked softly.

    She stared at Devin as if she was waiting for an answer, so he nodded. He had no idea if his wife had blown her boyfriend - the man she was cheating with - on their back porch, but it seemed that his body wanted it to be true, because his heart was pounding and his cock had come to life as he fantasized about it.

    "Uh...yeah, why don't you stay with me?" he said. "There's plenty of space and there's no reason for you to pay for a hotel room, plus there isn't actually a decent hotel close to town, so why don't you stay with me?"

    Ashley kissed Eric - and kissed him passionately - before her head slowly sank into his lap. Devin watched her lips encircle his cock as she closed her eyes and moaned softly while Eric smile and rested a hand on the back of her head.

    "You're thinking about it, aren't you?" Eric whispered. "You're thinking about your wife sucking dick, aren't you? I can tell by the look on your face, Devin. You should ask her. Ask her if she sucked her boyfriend's cock out here while you were at work, or out shopping, or golfing with your friends, or away on business."

    Devin wanted to ask. He wanted to let those words spill forth from his lips, but he knew it was an insane notion driven by a kind of desire he couldn't begin to understand.

    "Alicia?" he asked. "It won't be weird. I promise. I'm not mad anymore, if that's what you're worried about. I'm not offering so I can just, I don't know, yell at you or something. I'm offering because I think there's a chance it might be easier for you and because it might be nice to see you again now that I've dealt with the anger I did feel after you left town."

    Alicia was quiet on the other end of the line and Devin found himself feeling quite desperate for her to agree to stay. He knew his intentions weren't entirely pure - they were driven by a kind of lust he was certain he wouldn't actually be able to satiate - but he wasn't thinking clearly in the moment. Instead, he was watching Ashley suck Eric's cock and he was thinking about his ex-wife doing the very same thing in the very same spot with the man she'd cheated with.

    "You're really not mad anymore?" Alicia asked with just a hint of hesitancy in her voice.

    "I'm not," Devin replied. "I was for a long time, but I'm not anymore."

    Alicia sounded emotional as she said, "I'm glad to hear that, Devin. I know I was awful to you. I wasn't happy in our marriage, but I didn't have to be so awful to you when it ended, and I'm sorry about that."

    It was the first time she'd offered a genuine apology and Devin smiled as he heard it. "Thank you for saying that, Alicia. So, what do you think? Do you want to stay?"

    "I do," she replied. "It's going to be a few weeks, though. You really don't mind if I stay that long?"

    Devin knew he hadn't thought it through, but he was too turned on to do any real thinking in the moment as Ashley's cocksucking had gotten more vigorous and he'd only gotten more turned on as he watched.

    "I don't mind at all," he answered. "There's plenty of room. There really is."

    "Okay, well, I'll stay, then," Alicia replied.

    Despite knowing he was potentially making a mistake and that he almost certainly wouldn't get to live out any sort of sexual fantasy when Alicia visited, Devin felt a great sense of excitement at the mere potential that he could actually find a way to ask his ex-wife if she'd cheated on him in the house.

    "Okay, I'll see you in a few weeks, then," Devin said.

    Alicia paused for a moment and replied, "Thanks for letting me stay, Devin. And...well, thanks for not being mad at me anymore."

    "You're welcome," Devin said.

    "Okay...bye," she added.

    Alicia hung up and Devin tossed the phone on the table, chugged what remained of his drink, and watched as Ashley lifted her head from Eric's lap, gave him a kiss, and then stood, stripped out of her skirt and panties, and straddled her boyfriend.

    Ashley guided Eric's stiff cock into her pussy and slowly swallowed every inch as they kissed. His strong hands grasped her tight, smooth ass and she moaned as he bottomed out inside her.

    "Would you like to help?" Ashley asked as she looked over her shoulder at Devin.

    He noted how utterly beautiful she looked in the golden light of the setting sun and nodded. "I'd love to help," he said.

    "Why don't you get on your knees behind me," she said. "You can lick my asshole while I ride him."

    Devin's cock throbbed with lust as he hastily moved behind Ashley and dropped to his knees. He sunk as low as he could, spread her ass cheeks, and pressed his face between them. He listened to the beautiful young blonde moan as his tongue moved back and forth over her asshole and he reveled in the kinky thrill of doing something he never would have considered just a week ago.

    "His wife absolutely fucked her boyfriend out here," Ashley said as slowly rode Eric's cock. "It's too beautiful not to. Of course she did."

    "I agree," Eric replied. "How could they have resisted? They probably started with a cocktail just like we did." His hands spread her ass cheeks a little wider and Devin took the opportunity to press his face further between them and rim her asshole vigorously. "Maybe they did a little kissing. Maybe she stroked his cock just like you stroked mine."

    Ashley rode him faster and moaned as if she found it intensely arousing that Devin's wife had cheated on him in the same spot she and her boyfriend were fucking. "I'm certain she did. I'm certain she sucked his cock out here while Devin had no idea what his lovely wife was doing. I'm certain she rode her boyfriend's dick just like I'm riding yours. I'll bet she rode him bareback, too. I'll bet she took his cock and his hot cum inside her and I'll bet she came so fucking hard because it felt so good to let another man cum in her pussy while her husband was away."

    Devin wasn't sure how much - if any - of what they were saying was for his benefit, but there was no question he enjoyed it. He knew it was fucked up to enjoy it - and to want desperately to find out from Alicia if she had cheated on him in their home or their back porch - and yet he felt utterly powerless over his newfound desires.

    "Do you want her to have fucked him back here, Devin?" Ashley asked.

    She'd turned her head and was staring down at him. Devin met her gaze and nodded. It felt so thrilling to admit it, to tell the beautiful girl whose ass he was rimming that he wanted his wife to have fucked another man right where she was sitting.

    "And do you wish your lovely wife was riding her boyfriend right now?" she asked. "Do you wish it was her asshole you were eating out?"

    Devin nodded again as his balls tightened a little.

    "And do you wish it was your wife that was going to let you clean her messy cunt after she was done cheating on you?" she asked.

    "Yes," Devin answered before his tongue immediately returned to her asshole.

    Ashley turned back to Eric, kissed him, and began bouncing furiously on his cock. It seemed that Devin had fanned the flames of her lust with his admission and he felt an odd sense of pride at being able to arouse the beautiful young blonde and to enhance her sexual pleasure in the process.

    "Eric...baby...I need you to cum inside me," she said. "Cum with me. Cum with me and cum in me."

    They fucked loudly with both of them moaning, grunting, and groaning as they worked their way to a pair of loud, lovely orgasms. Devin kept his tongue busy right through their climaxes, stopping only when given a command by Ashley.

    "I can feel some of his cum leaking out of me," she said. "Lick it up."

    Devin dropped a little lower and quickly licked the cum that now decorated Eric's shaft. He licked a little from the young man's balls, too, cleaning everything in the romantic light of the setting sun and with a painfully throbbing erection in his shorts.

    "That was fun, wasn't it?" Ashley asked.

    "It was," Eric replied.

    She lifted her pussy from his cock, sat next to him, and spread her legs. "Clean me, Devin."

    He happily moved between her legs and plunged his tongue into her pussy, scooping up as much cum as he could find and savoring the taste - yet another thing he couldn't have imagined doing before Eric and Ashley rented the room in his house - and swallowed eagerly.

    "I think it's going to be fun when Devin's ex-wife comes to stay," Ashley said as she turned to her boyfriend.

    "Oh yeah?" Eric asked. "What kind of fun?"

    Ashley smiled and gave him a soft kiss. "I think we can find a way to get her to admit that she cheated on our host in their house. I think we can get her to tell us all sorts of naughty stories about the fun she had with her boyfriend." She put a hand on the back of Devin's head and pulled him closer, spreading her pussy juices over his lips and chin in the process. "I think we might be able to get her to talk about all sorts of naughty stuff, and I think there might be a chance we can convince her to have a little bit of naughty fun. What do you think?"

    "I like the way you think," Eric replied. "And will our host be involved in any of the fun you think we might have with his ex-wife?"

    They both looked down at Devin and Ashley smiled and said, "Oh, absolutely. He's been a good host, after all, so he deserves to pursue the fun I think we all know he wants to have, even if he's not entirely ready to admit just how much it turns him on."

    She was right. Devin wanted to have that sort of fun. He didn't understand why, but he wanted desperately to explore his newfound desires and he suspected that Alicia's short-lived return to town would be the only time he'd ever get to do so, which meant he was all in.
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    "Hey, Alicia," Devin said as he stepped out the front door and waved at his ex-wife, who'd just gotten out of her rental car.

    She looked as nervous as he felt as she returned his wave and opened the trunk. "Hey, Devin."

    Devin stood by the door for a few seconds before realizing he was being rude in not offering to help Alicia with her luggage. He jogged towards the car and said, "Sorry, let me help you with those."

    "Oh, you really don't have to," Alicia replied, though there were three sizable suitcases in the trunk so she was almost certainly just being polite.

    Devin lifted all three suitcases out, grabbed the two heaviest by their handles, and said, "I don't mind helping. I really don't. You're my guest, after all."

    Alicia offered a smile - though it seemed forced - and her shoulders sank for a moment before she asked, "Are you sure this is okay, Devin? I mean, this is the first time we've seen each other since we signed the divorce papers and I'm basically moving back into the house for a few weeks. I mean, is this insane? Was it insane of me to accept your offer?"

    Devin turned towards his ex-wife and actually took a moment to study her. He saw the stress on her face and the way her shoulders were slightly raised in that stressed out way she used to hold them when their marriage was falling apart.

    "I'm sorry," Devin said as he let go of the suitcase handles, approached his wife, and spread his arms for a hug. Alicia looked surprised and a little fearful - like she didn't believe he actually wanted to hug her - but that look washed away and she stepped into his arms.

    They'd hugged thousands of times over the course of their marriage and though they were no longer a couple, it felt easy to hold Alicia in his arms, to inhale the delicate, floral scent of the shampoo she'd used that morning, to feel the warmth of her body against his and the softness of her breasts as they pressed into his chest. Devin wondered if it was too intimate a hug for a divorced couple to share, but Alicia made no effort to pull away so he assumed she found it as pleasant as he did.

    "I should have said this from the start," Devin said as he released his ex-wife from his grasp, "but it's nice to see you, Alicia. Really nice, in fact. You look good. Happy. And that's really good."

    She smiled and all the tension had gone out of her body. "It's nice to see you too, Devin. And you look good too. And the house actually looks really nice. Did you do some work on the front yard?"

    Devin nodded as he grabbed her suitcases once more. "I did. I've been renting out a room - our old bedroom, actually - to make a little extra money and I wanted a little extra curb appeal. It makes for better pictures on the listing."

    "I'm sorry you have to rent a room out," Alicia said as they approached the front door.

    "Oh, don't be," Devin replied. "I'll admit that it wasn't what I'd planned - I was hoping to just sell the house - but I've actually enjoyed getting to meet new people. The couple staying in the room right now is fascinating. They're young and adventurous and spending even a little time with them is like getting an entirely different perspective on life."

    Devin didn't mention that Eric and Ashley had introduced him to a side of his sexuality that he'd never known had existed - and that he thoroughly enjoyed exploring - and that his two houseguests had plans for roping Alicia into their kinky play, as that could all wait for later.

    "I remember being young and adventurous," Alicia said.

    "Me too," Devin replied as memories of the early days of his relationship with Alicia sprang to mind. "Remember that hike we went on in Hawaii? The one to that waterfall?"

    They'd had sex on that hike - really good sex, in Devin's memory - but it wasn't until the words left his mouth that he realized it was probably an inappropriate memory to bring up mere moments after welcoming his ex-wife to the home she used to live in.

    "Yeah, I remember that hike," she replied. Devin looked over his shoulder to see a smile on Alicia's face and a sense of relief washed over him. She returned his gaze, smiled, and added, "If I remember correctly, we took a detour off the trail to indulge in what felt like a fairly desperate need to have each other."

    Devin was genuinely surprised Alicia was bringing up the fact that they'd fucked on that hike, though he tried not to show it. "That's right," he said. "We were young and adventurous, weren't we?"

    Alicia smiled and nodded and Devin turned to wheel her suitcases down the hallway and into the house's third bedroom, where she'd be staying.

    "Eric and Ashley are in what used to be our master bedroom - it's a lot easier to get good money for that room with the attached bathroom - and I'm in the second bedroom upstairs, so you're down here," he said. "You know where everything is, of course, but I put fresh towels and soap and shampoo and all that in the bathroom across the hall and the bed sheets are all freshly washed, so you should be comfortable."

    Ashley stepped into the room, took a deep breath - Devin would have given anything to know what was going on in her head during that deep breath - and then turned and hugged him tightly.

    "Thank you, Devin," she said. "For letting me stay here, of course, but also for not being angry with me anymore. I know I said it on the phone, but I'm sorry for how I was when our marriage ended. You deserved better."

    Devin was alarmed at the sudden sense of lust that came over him and he did everything he could to distance himself from it as he put his arms around his ex-wife and held her close for a few moments.

    "I appreciate you saying that, Alicia," he replied. "It means a lot to me. It really does. And I promise, I've worked through the anger I felt and I understand why you did what you did. I wish it hadn't happened the way it did, but you needed something you weren't getting and sometimes that means things get messy."

    Alicia stepped back, looked up at him, and smiled. She studied his face for a few seconds and says, "You seem different, Devin." She paused and their eyes locked for a few moments longer before she added, "In a good way, I mean. I can't quite put my finger on it, but you seem different in a good way."

    She'd almost certainly picked up on how good Devin had felt since his new renters had moved into the master bedroom. For the first time in a very, very long time, he was excited about life again. It was almost entirely because Ashley and Eric had led him down an unexpected and thrilling path of sexual exploration and he definitely wasn't going to mention that to Alicia, but he liked that she'd noticed.

    Devin was about to offer a response when a moan drifted downstairs and into the third bedroom. Alicia's eyes went wide and Devin panicked at the notion that she'd be so upset by the sounds of the young couple upstairs having sex that she'd walk right out.

    "Uh, yeah, so, that's the only downside to having people in the master bedroom," Devin said. "Well, Ashley and Eric, that is. They're the only couple that's stayed here that's been loud enough for me to hear."

    The moaning got louder and Devin was fairly certain he heard the telltale sounds of the bed frame groaning under the pressure of Eric's insistent, eager thrusts into his girlfriend.

    Much to Devin's surprise, Alicia smiled. "Young and adventurous," she said.

    Devin laughed.

    "Honestly, it's not a problem," she added. "It's not that loud and though it might be really weird to say, it's not the worst noise to hear. I'd certainly prefer it to two young people fighting."

    "Agreed," Devin replied. "Okay, well, like I said, you know where everything is - I haven't changed the layout of anything since you left - but let me know if you need anything. I've been making breakfast in the morning for myself and Ashley and Eric, so I'm more than happy to do so for you, too."

    Alicia surprised Devin by stepping into his arms for another hug. She held him close and said, "Thank you for letting me stay here, Devin, and thank you for...well, for not being mad at me. I think I was really stressed out about that, you know, just worrying that you hated me."

    "I don't, Alicia," Devin said as he wrapped his arms around his ex-wife and held her close for a few moments. "I never hated you, actually, and I'm not mad at you."

    She let him go - and looked just a touch embarrassed that she'd held him so tight - and then stepped back, smiled, and said, "Alright, well, I'm just going to get unpacked. Thanks for bringing in my luggage."

    Devin nodded. "Of course. No problem. I'll be around if you need anything."

    He left the room as Alicia unzipped one of her suitcases and got busy unpacking. Devin smiled - mostly because he was thinking of the hug they'd just shared - and briefly entertained the idea of going to his bedroom to masturbate. He knew he'd get off quickly as he listened to Ashley and Eric fucking. He also knew that fantasies of Alicia and her boyfriend having sex in their bed would have filled his head and made him cum with remarkable swiftness, which felt weird with her in the house.

    Instead, Devin poured himself a glass of iced tea, headed to the back porch, and tried his best not to let the fantasies that had filled his head for the past few weeks overwhelm him.

    
      
    

    "Alicia, hey, all unpacked?" Devin asked as his ex-wife stepped into the kitchen while he was busy marinating the chicken breasts he planned on cooking for dinner that night.

    "Yeah," she said. "And just in time for your amorous renters to have finished up their impressively lengthy session."

    Ashley and Eric had gone at it - off and on - for nearly an hour, which was impressive even by their standards. Devin had heard part of it - there was only so long he could sit outside sipping iced tea, after all - and it seemed that Alicia had been treated to the soundtrack of sex as well.

    "Yeah," he said with a laugh. "They're young and adventurous, after all."

    Alicia smiled in a way that triggered a wealth of joyful memories for Devin. It felt like they all flooded his brain at the same time, resulting in a rush of happiness that plastered a big smile on his face.

    "Hey there," Ashley said as she stepped into the kitchen, catching Devin and Alicia off guard as they both startled at her sudden appearance. True to form, she was wearing a pair of panties and a cropped t-shirt and she didn't seem the slightest bit embarrassed about being half-dressed while meeting a stranger. "You must be Alicia. I'm Ashley. It's a pleasure to meet you."

    "Oh, well, hi, Ashley, it's nice to meet you. I'm Alicia, Devin's...well, his ex-wife," Alicia replied while looking rather shocked that a half-naked girl with a fairly obvious wet spot in her panties and hard nipples poking through her t-shirt was standing in front of her.

    "I have to say, Alicia," Ashley replied as she stepped closer, "you're really quite beautiful. Strikingly so, in fact." She looked at Devin, offered a flirty smile, and said, "You didn't mention that your ex was so beautiful, Devin. How lucky you must have felt when she agreed to marry you."

    Devin nodded. "I did."

    Ashley approached, rested a hand on his chest, and smiled once more before saying, "I'm sure she felt lucky to be with you, too." Her hand lingered on his chest for a few moments longer before she asked, "Is there any more of that iced tea?"

    "Yeah, sure, I'll pour you a glass," Devin replied.

    Ashley gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, spun around, and headed out onto the back porch.

    "Well, that was interesting," Alicia said after Ashley had shut the sliding glass door. "She's quite the flirty young thing, isn't she?"

    Devin was ready for Alicia to scold him for letting the young blonde touch him and kiss him on the cheek, but when he looked at his ex-wife he was certain he saw jealousy in her eyes and on her face. It didn't make a damn bit of sense - they were divorced, after all - but Devin was positive that's what he saw.

    "It's nothing," he replied. "I mean, yes, she's flirty, but she's here with her boyfriend and from what I can tell they're very much in love. I think she's just the sort of girl that's naturally like that, you know?"

    Alicia looked out at Ashley - who was relaxing in the sun - and said, "She's very beautiful, isn't she?"

    Again Devin was almost certain his ex-wife was jealous and again it didn't really make any sense. He was tempted to ask about it - or to come right out and say that Alicia didn't really have any right to be experiencing jealousy in that moment - but he let it go, mostly because it was just so damn fascinating that he wanted to see how it would play out.

    Eric's footsteps were rather obvious as he approached, so there was no surprise when he walked into the kitchen. He was in a pair of shorts - and nothing else - and Devin caught his ex-wife glancing at the young man's impressive physique before extending her hand in greeting.

    "I'm Alicia," she said. "And you must be Ashley's boyfriend?"

    "Alicia? The ex?" Eric said with a big smile. "It's nice to meet you." He looked at Devin and added, "Damn, dude, she's beautiful."

    "She is," Devin replied. "I was just about to bring a glass of iced tea out to Ashley. Can I pour you one too?"

    "Yeah, absolutely," he said. "Thanks, man."

    He too stepped out onto the back porch and Alicia turned to Devin and asked, "So, I don't want to sound rude or anything, but they both acted like you'd been talking about me."

    He had been. He'd talked quite a bit about Alicia, or about one very specific thing with regards to Alicia, namely the many places around the house that she might have fucked her boyfriend while still married to Devin. Against all odds, Alicia had become a focal point of the unexpected sexual trio that Devin, Ashley, and Eric had formed, but he wasn't about to mention that.

    "I mentioned you were coming," he said. "And that you were my ex-wife. I just wanted to let them know there would be another guest, you know?"

    The look on her face made it seem like Alicia didn't entirely believe him, but she didn't push it. "Oh, okay, well, that makes sense."

    "Yeah, sorry I didn't warn you about their aversion to wearing much in the clothing department," he added.

    Alicia's lips curled into a slow, sweet smile. "Oh, don't worry about that. I mean, not to sound weird or anything, but it's not like they're terrible to look at, you know?"

    For just a moment Devin thought he was standing in the kitchen with a total stranger, as Alicia was not the kind of woman to say something like that. She wasn't uptight about sex, but she also wasn't the sort to make the kind of comment. Or, at least she wasn't when Devin was married to her.

    "No, they're not," Devin replied with a laugh. "They're really not. So, can I pour you a glass of iced tea? Would you like to join us on the porch?"

    Alicia took a moment to think about it and said, "Yeah, sure, why not?"

    
      
    

    A soft knock on Devin's door pulled his attention from his phone - and Alicia's Instagram feed - and he looked up to see Ashley step inside. She was naked and as she leaned against the door Devin could see that her chest was covered in Eric's cum.

    "Hey there," she said.

    "Hey," he replied.

    Ashley approached the bed, pulled back the covers, and revealed Devin's erection, which he'd been slowly stroking while listening to her and Eric fuck as he browsed his ex-wife's Instagram and fantasized that it was her having sex with the man she'd left him for.

    "What were you looking at on your phone?" she asked.

    Devin showed it to her. He was embarrassed, but Ashley knew what turned him on. She was the one that had stoked the fires of that desire.

    She smiled and looked through some of the pictures as her fingers encircled Devin's cock and slowly moved up and down his stiff shaft. "You like thinking about the two of them, don't you?" she asked. "You like thinking about this man fucking your wife's married pussy in your bed, don't you?"

    Devin's cock throbbed in her hand as he nodded. He never wanted to indulge in that fantasy - it was such an embarrassing thing to think about - and yet his mind always went to it when he got turned on.

    "Does it turn you on more knowing that your beautiful ex-wife is sleeping downstairs?" Ashley asked. "Does having her in the same house make your dirty little fantasy hotter, Devin?"

    He nodded. He wasn't sure why, but it did make it hotter. It's not like he could live out the fantasy - Alicia's boyfriend was across the country - but there was just something about her being in the house again that made it so much hotter.

    Ashley tossed his phone in the bed, smiled, and said, "She was jealous, you know? Jealous when I touched you, when I kissed you on the cheek."

    "Really?" Devin asked. He'd suspected as much, but it felt good to know that Ashley had seen the same thing.

    She nodded, crawled into the bed, and straddled his thighs. "She was absolutely jealous, Devin. I think your ex might still have a little bit of a thing for you. How does that make you feel?"

    "I...I don't know," he answered. "I like it, I think. But I might hate it, too. I mean, she left me. She cheated on me. Why does she get to be jealous?"

    "She doesn't," Ashley replied. "But it's okay for it to feel good, Devin. Just like it's okay to feel good that I'm stroking your dick while you're staring at my cum-covered tits and wondering if I'm going to let you clean them."

    She was right. That's precisely what he'd been doing since she stepped into the room.

    "That's what you want, right? You want to clean my boyfriend's thick, sticky cum from my tits, Devin? You mean to lean over so you can lick it up while I jerk you off?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted with a nod.

    "And what would your beautiful ex-wife think about that, Devin?" Ashley asked. "What would that lovely woman sleeping downstairs think about you eating another man's cum off my perky young tits?"

    "I...I don't know," Devin answered, though even hearing the question brought with it a strange surge of lust.

    "Did your dick just get harder in my hand because you want to try and find out?" she asked. "Should I go downstairs, bring your wife up here, and let her watch as you clean my tits? Should I tell her to play with her cunt as I make you clean my tits like the cum hungry slut you've revealed yourself to be?"

    Devin was baffled as to why he found the notion so thrilling, especially the part about Alicia masturbating to it. He knew she'd never do that - she wasn't that kind of woman - and yet he suddenly wished she would.

    "That turns you on, doesn't it?" Ashley asked.

    "Yes," he admitted. "But please, don't do that. She'd never forgive me. She'd be so mad."

    Ashley released his cock, gathered some of the cum from her chest, and used it to lube his shaft. She coated his cock in Eric's hot cum and Devin closed his eyes, grabbed the sheets, and moaned at the sudden burst of overwhelming pleasure he felt.

    "I won't," Ashley said. "Not yet, at least. I think you might not know your ex-wife as well as you think you do, though. I think there's a chance she'd be far more open-minded than you might imagine, Devin. Eric thinks so, too. In fact, he thinks there's a good chance your beautiful ex-wife would be willing to let him fuck her."

    "What?" Devin asked as he felt yet another surge of lust.

    Ashley laughed. "You like that idea, don't you? Don't worry, Devin. If it happens, I'll make sure you get to watch. I'll make sure you get to watch your beautiful wife get fucked by a nice big cock in your bed. I'll make sure you actually get to live out that dirty little fantasy you've been nursing. You never know, she might even let you crawl between her legs to clean his load out of her like a good little cum slut."

    "Ashley...fuck...I'm close," Devin said.

    Ashley crawled next to him, took his cock in her and once more, and gently fed Devin one of her cum-covered breasts. "Suck it clean, Devin. Eat Eric's cum off my tits and think of him fucking your wife. Think of him pounding her needy little cunt. Think of him fucking her in the bed you used to share with her while you watch from your knees."

    Devin devoured Ashley's perky breast - one and then the other as she gleefully fed him - and then he came hard. He had a mind-bending orgasm as the fantasy she'd described played out in his head. He liked that Ashley kept calling Alicia his wife. His vision went blissfully blurry for a few moments and his toes tingled as cum spurted onto his chest and Ashley pressed her breast into his mouth to keep his moans from reverberating throughout the house.

    "Well, that was fun," she said with a smile. "You made quite a mess, though. Can I trust you to clean that up like I expect?"

    "Yes," Devin said. He'd eat it all, just like she expected him to. He wasn't going to risk upsetting her.

    Ashley gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, got out of his bed, and headed for the door. "I wasn't kidding about Eric fucking your ex. He's convinced she'd be willing and I am too. I assume you don't have any problem with him trying?"

    Devin shook his head. He didn't give a damn about Alicia's boyfriend - who she'd be cheating on with Eric - and he wanted to watch her get fucked, so he was on board.

    "Sleep well," Ashley said before blowing him a kiss and leaving the room.

    Devin smiled and looked down at his stomach and the mess he'd made. He scooped some up with his fingers and shoved them in his mouth. It was always less fun after he'd cum, but Devin knew that cleaning his messes was part of how he kept getting to experience the orgasms he'd so quickly come to crave from Ashley, so he was going to clean up every drop and he was going to do so while fantasizing about Alicia getting fucked while he watched.
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    "Good morning."

    For just a moment, Devin was transported back in time to before he and Alicia had divorced, to before she'd taken up with another man and their marriage had slowly crumbled, to a time when she said, 'good morning' with a genuine sense of cheer in her voice. She was in their house once more and she had that same cheer in her voice, but of course things had changed. Now they were divorced. She was living with another man. Devin's life had inexorably changed the moment Alicia had decided their marriage was over and started cheating on him.

    "Good morning," Devin replied as he tossed a pat of butter into the skillet and watched it sizzle. "Would you like some eggs?"

    She didn't respond, so Devin looked over his shoulder to see his ex-wife standing by the table in a simple - but surprisingly sexy - camisole and boyshort set. She had a sweet smile on her face, like she was looking at a version of him she didn't entirely recognize.

    "Alicia?" he asked with a smile of his own.

    "Sorry...I was just thinking that I couldn't quite remember the last time you made breakfast for me," she replied. "In fact, I'm not sure you've ever made breakfast for me."

    "Do you think it would have saved our marriage if I'd learned to cook?" he asked.

    Alicia smiled, sat at the table, and crossed her legs in a manner Devin found rather enticing. "I don't know if it would have saved our marriage, but there is something nice about a man making breakfast for his wife every now and then."

    Devin couldn't quite tell, but it seemed like his ex-wife was being a little flirty. After all, she could have changed into something that showed off a little less skin before coming to the kitchen, and she could have responded to his question about their marriage by blowing off the question or being harsh with him. She didn't, though, and she was still smiling.

    "The real question," she continued, "is whether or not the marriage was worth saving."

    "It was," Devin replied without a moment's hesitation. "At least, I think it was, but I suppose I wasn't anywhere near as unhappy as you were."

    Alicia's face was expressionless as she stared at him. "That's true," she finally said, "but sometimes I wonder if I lost sight of the fact that we had been very happy at one point."

    Devin cracked three eggs into the pan and watched the whites sizzle and bubble in the hot butter as he tried to discern whether his ex-wife was merely musing on what had happened during their marriage, offering an apology of sorts, or opening the door to something more.

    "I suppose it doesn't much matter at this point, though," she added, seemingly closing the door on the conversation. "I do like that you seem happy, Devin. Maybe that's just because it lets me feel a little less guilty about what I did to you, but I do like seeing you happy."

    "I like feeling happy again," Devin replied as he sprinkled a little salt on the yolks. "It was rough after the divorce, but I've definitely found my way to a better place." He paused for a moment, pulled a plate from the cabinet, and then added, "But it's really nice to see you again, Alicia." He looked over his shoulder, saw a smile on his ex-wife's face, and offered his own. "I honestly thought it might be painful, but it's actually just been really nice."

    For just a moment, Devin thought he saw a flash of something resembling desire in Alicia's eyes. He was probably fooling himself, though. He'd spent so much time fantasizing about Alicia - about her fucking another man in their house, but still fantasizing about Alicia - that he was almost certainly eager to see something that wasn't there.

    Devin slid the eggs onto the plate and crossed the kitchen to set it in front of his ex-wife. As he did, she reached up, rested her hand on top of his, and held it there for a few moments as she looked up at him and smiled.

    "It's been really nice to see you too, Devin," she said.

    Devin was surprised at the sudden, almost overwhelming desire he felt to kiss her. He wanted to run his fingers through her hair, to caress her face, and to press his lips against hers like he'd done thousands of times before. He wanted to close his eyes, to part his lips, and to feel his tongue gently mingle with hers as she let out a soft moan of desire, signaling that she welcomed his kiss and that was eager for so much more.

    He didn't kiss her, though. Instead, he pulled his hand away and returned to the stove to toss another pat of butter into the pan and cook up three more eggs for himself.

    "Can I get you anything to drink?" he asked as the butter melted. "I have coffee, orange juice, and grapefruit juice, I think."

    "Orange juice would be nice," Alicia replied.

    Devin saw yet another smile on her face as she watched him open the refrigerator, grab the orange juice, and pour them both a glass. He set hers on the table and returned to the pan to crack his eggs.

    "These are really good," Alicia said. "Thank you, Devin."

    "It's my pleasure, Alicia," he replied. "It really is."

    Devin's eggs cooked quickly and he set them on a plate and sat at the table with Alicia. They ate together for the first time since their divorce, and for the first time in a very long time there wasn't a hint of animosity, anger, or annoyance between them. There was a sense of simple contentment that Devin found far more pleasurable than he thought possible.

    Then, for some reason, Devin couldn't help but toss a grenade of sorts into that sense of contentment. "Was it the sex?" he asked.

    Alicia's fork stopped halfway to her mouth and she said, "What?"

    "The sex, Alicia. Is that why our marriage ended? Was I just...not good enough? Did I just not give you something you needed? I mean, is that why you found someone else while we were married?" Devin asked.

    At first, she looked defensive and a little annoyed. Devin didn't feel angry, though, and the longer Alicia stared at him the more her face softened, like she understood that he wasn't asking because he was still deeply damaged by their divorce. In reality, he was asking out of a genuine sense of curiosity.

    "That was part of it," she said. "It wasn't the whole thing. It's never the whole thing. I mean, the breakfast thing is kind of an example. It's not that I needed you to make me breakfast all the time, but you never did, and our marriage got to a point where you never really did anything of the sort - anything that made it seem like you really cared for me, you know? - so the fact that the sex wasn't what I needed it to be wasn't the entirety of what made me cheat."

    "But it was part of it?" Devin asked as he felt an unexpected tingle of desire between his legs. He'd fostered that desire by masturbating to the idea of Alicia cheating on him in their marital bed so he had no one to blame but himself for its presence in his thoughts, but in the moment he wanted it to go away.

    Alicia studied his face and Devin felt a touch of panic as he wondered if his ex-wife could tell that he was aroused by the notion of her cheating on him. "Yes, that was part of it," she answered. "I'm sorry I cheated on you, Devin. It was unfair of me, and you deserved better, but my dissatisfaction with the sex we had was part of why I fell into a relationship with another man."

    Though Devin knew it was unwise to feed his fantasy, he couldn't help himself. The words just spilled out. "Did you...did you have sex with him in our house?" Even asking the question turned him on and led to thoughts of Alicia fucking all over the house as Ashley and Eric seemed to think she had.

    "Yes," Alicia answered.

    Devin felt the arousal building. He felt it between his legs. He felt the blood rushing to his cock. He felt a tingling sensation in his loins. He wanted to feel it. He wanted to stoke the flames of that desire, and yet he knew it was insane to do so.

    Devin looked away for a moment, gathered the courage to go down a potentially dangerous path, and looked at his ex-wife once more as he asked, "Did you ever...did you ever have sex with him in our bed?"

    Alicia nodded. "Yes." She paused for a moment, studied his face, and added, "Many times."

    Devin was half hard and while it was possible he was fooling himself, it seemed that Alicia was intrigued with his line of questioning, and he couldn't help but wonder if she too was a little bit excited for reasons he couldn't begin to understand.

    "Did you...did you have sex with him anywhere else in the house?" Devin asked.

    "Yes," Alicia answered.

    "Wh...where?" he asked while his cock throbbed.

    She stared at him, studying his face, though Devin wasn't certain what she was looking for. He saw no signs of distress in her eyes, though, so perhaps she was trying to discern how honest she could be.

    "The living room. The master bathroom, both in the shower, on the counter, and...well, bent over the counter," she said.

    Devin couldn't help but imagine Alicia bent over the counter as her boyfriend fucked her from behind. His cock had gotten so hard he had to shift in his seat to try and move it a little, for it was pressing against his shorts in a way he found painful.

    "Where...where in the living room?" he asked.

    "On the couch. On the armchair. On the floor." She smiled. "Bent over the couch."

    Devin couldn't remember the last time he'd bent Alicia over anything to fuck her. He'd always assumed she didn't particularly like that kind of sex, but it seemed like he'd been wrong about that.

    "In the foyer," she continued. "On the back porch." Alicia's eyes drifted over the kitchen table before she added, "In the kitchen."

    Devin put his hands on the table and asked, "Here? On the table?"

    She nodded. "On the table. On the counter. Bent over the counter. Bent over the table."

    Devin wasn't sure what to do with the intense arousal coursing through him. He couldn't very well run off to his bedroom to masturbate, yet that's precisely what he wanted to do.

    Alicia leaned forward, ran her hands over the smooth table top, and said, "He stayed over once while you were out of town for work. He made me breakfast the next morning. He was in a pair of boxers and a t-shirt, and I was so...overcome with...well, with desire that I got naked, sat on the table, spread my legs, and told him to forget about breakfast."

    She must have noticed his arousal. Why else would she be offering the sordid details of her cheating? She must have known she was saying what he wanted to hear.

    "Did...did he forget about breakfast?" he asked.

    Alicia leaned back and spread her legs a little, drawing Devin's gaze between them for just a moment. "He did," she said. "He...he fucked me right here on our kitchen table, Devin."

    His cock throbbed and his heart pounded as he noted that his ex-wife's nipples were now hard enough to show through her camisole. She was turned on. She was telling him about how she'd cheated on him and she was turned on.

    "Was it good?" Devin asked. "Did he...did he fuck you good?"

    "He did," Alicia answered. "And you know what else?"

    Devin glanced at her nipples and between her legs once again and replied, "What?"

    Alicia stood, slipped her fingers into the waistband of her boyshorts, and slowly lowered them, revealing her neatly-trimmed, beautiful pussy. She pushed the breakfast plates aside, stepped in front of Devin, and sat on the table, spreading her legs and leaving him just a few feet from her pussy.

    "Knowing that I was cheating on you...knowing that I was fucking another man in our house, on the table where we ate our meals...that made it hotter, Devin," Alicia said. "I came so much harder because of that. That's why I fucked him every time you were gone. That's why I fucked him in almost every room of this house. I couldn't help myself. I was such an awful wife...but I couldn't help myself."

    Devin wasn't entirely certain of Alicia's intentions in stripping and spreading her legs on the table, but he knew what he wanted. Devin slid his chair closer, leaned in, and pushed his tongue into his ex-wife's soaking wet pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," Alicia said as she put a hand on the back of his head. "Fuck, Devin...that feels so good."

    He pictured her getting fucked on the kitchen table. He pictured another man's cock moving in and out of her exceedingly wet pussy. He pictured his wife being the kind of woman that got off on cheating on her husband - which was exactly the kind of woman she was, much to his surprise - and he pictured himself being lucky enough to lick her pussy clean after someone else had fucked her.

    Devin worshiped her pussy like he'd never done when they were married. He worked her over with the sole intention of providing a great orgasm, putting his lips, tongue, and fingers to use in every imaginable way. He reached up to play with her breasts and Alicia gleefully pulled her camisole off and let him do as he pleased. He fingered her deeply, rubbing her g-spot while she grabbed a handful of his hair and moaned loud enough that his house guests likely heard.

    Eventually, Alicia had a long, loud orgasm. She grabbed two handfuls of Devin's hair and her thighs trembled on either side of his head as she filled the kitchen with her wild moans. Devin's dick throbbed and he felt genuine pride at having given her what seemed like a better orgasm than perhaps any he'd provided while they were married.

    When it was over, Devin leaned back, looked up at Alicia, and smiled. She had a hazy, deeply-satisfied look on her face and she reached down to caress his face and laughed softly.

    "I made a bit of a mess of your face," she said. "I guess I was really wet."

    "Yes, you were," he replied. "I like that you made a mess of me, though."

    "I do too," Alicia said.

    Devin experienced a sudden onslaught of regret and he stared up at his beautiful, nearly naked ex wife, who looked utterly perfect in her post-orgasmic state.

    "Are you okay?" she asked, reading his expression with ease.

    He nodded. "Yeah. I just had this feeling of, well...I don't know if regret is the right word, but I feel like it is."

    "At doing what we just did?" she asked with a worried look.

    Devin laughed and shook his head. "No. I don't regret that one bit. It's more like a feeling of regret that I didn't know certain things about myself...and about you...before our marriage blew up."

    Alicia smiled. "Oh, you mean like you wish you knew you were the kind of guy that got turned on at the idea of his wife cheating on him?"

    Devin nodded.

    She studied his face for a few moments and then leaned forward, looked at the obvious bulge between his legs, and asked, "Tell me, Devin, what would that lovely young woman upstairs do with that erection of yours?"

    Devin was stunned that Alicia somehow knew that he and Ashley had a relationship that extended beyond her renting a room in his house.

    "There's something going on there, Devin," Alicia said when he offered no response. "I'm not sure what - though I don't think that you're fucking her - but it's obvious she has some hold over you. Both of them seem to, in fact. So, I'm asking, what would she do with that erection of yours?"

    "She...she might not do anything," Devin answered. "But if she did, it would be either a handjob or she'd let me masturbate, and I'd have to...I'd have to clean up whatever mess I made."

    "Clean up? As in...as in she makes you eat your cum?" Alicia asked.

    "Yes," he said. "And...and Eric's, too."

    That seemed to surprise his ex-wife, though Devin saw no judgment - or disgust or distaste of any kind - on his wife's face. "So she's the one that taught you these things you wished you'd known about yourself?"

    Devin nodded.

    "Stand up," Alicia said.

    Devin stood and she reached out, unbuttoned his pants, and pushed them down. His underwear followed and for the first time in a very long time, Devin felt his ex-wife's hand on his cock. She pulled him towards her and he shuddered as she rubbed the head of his cock over her swollen pussy lips.

    "Will you eat your cum if I give you an orgasm?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    Alicia took the head of his cock in her pussy, held it there for a few moments, and pulled him out once more. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and offered a slow handjob as their eyes met.

    "I'm going to let you cum on my pussy, Devin," she said. "And then you're going to get on your knees and clean it all up, and you can give me a second orgasm while you do."

    "Thank you, Alicia," he replied.

    She stroked him a little faster and her lips slowly approached his. A moment later they met for the kiss Devin had briefly fantasized about. Reality far outstripped fantasy, though, as he felt his cock surge in his ex-wife's hand the moment her tongue slipped into his mouth. It was like an electric charge had rushed through his body as he reconnected with the only woman he'd ever truly been in love with.

    Devin's orgasm followed soon after. Alicia kissed him right through his climax as he gripped the edge of the table and came hard, spraying what felt like a considerable load between her legs.

    "Thank you, Alicia," Devin said breathlessly as his body shook from the aftershocks of pleasure while she played with the head of his cock.

    "You're welcome, Devin," she replied.

    The moment Alicia released his cock, Devin sank to his knees. He studied the mess he'd made, smiled at just how much cum his orgasm had produced, and leaned in to clean her.

    Alicia put a hand on the back of his head, moaned softly, and said, "I wish we'd both know what kind of people we were before our marriage ended, Devin, because things might have turned out differently. We know now, though, so let's see what kind of fun we can have."

    Devin was too busy cleaning his cum to say anything, but that's exactly what he was hoping Alicia would say. Her stay in town had just begun, which meant there was plenty of time to have all sorts of fun and he couldn't wait to see what unfolded.
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    Devin stared at the ceiling and listened to the sounds of sex emanating from the bedroom he and his wife used to share. He guessed that Ashley was on her back as Eric hammered her pussy in what sounded like a particularly vigorous manner. He pictured Eric pushing Ashley's legs back to really open her up and give him all the freedom he desired to fuck her.

    "They're insatiable, aren't they?" Alicia said as she cuddled up next to Devin and rested her hand on his chest.

    To Devin's delight, Alicia had invited him to spend the night with her after he'd cleaned Eric's cum from her pussy and provided her with an orgasm she'd seemed to enjoy quite thoroughly. He'd happily accepted and had slept remarkably well with his ex-wife beside him. The fact that she still seemed delighted to have him next to her the morning after put a bright smile on Devin's face.

    "They have been since they got here," Devin said. "At least once a day. Usually two or three times a day. I'm pretty sure they fuck when they're out of the house, too. Or at least they did the one day I went on a hike with them."

    Alicia kissed his neck in a manner Devin found hugely arousing and boldly let her fingers move down his stomach and into his underwear. His cock was already half hard and it took no time for her to bring him to an erection.

    "Did you watch them fuck on the hike?" she asked.

    Devin smiled. "I did more than watch, actually. I guess you could say I participated. I went down on Ashley. I watched from close up. I cleaned her afterwards. It was kind of incredible, honestly."

    Alicia moaned and stroked his dick a little faster. "It's odd, you know. We were married for so many years, and yet I feel like I've met an entirely different version of you over the past few days."

    Devin turned his head and stared into his ex-wife's beautiful eyes. "Do you like the new version of me?"

    Alicia nodded.

    "It's sort of the same for me, you know," he said. "I never would have guessed that the woman I married all those years ago would fuck a guy she barely knew while I watched, cum on that guy's cock, let that guy cum inside her, and then invite me to crawl between her legs to clean her pussy before giving her another orgasm. I mean, not in a million years would I have imagined doing any of that with the version of you I was married to."

    Alicia laughed softly. "I know, right? It's wild, isn't it? And yet...here I am, stroking my ex-husband's cock while we listen to the young couple upstairs have sex. And I'm...wet, Devin. Soaking wet. Wet thinking about last night, about how good Eric's cock felt inside me, but more than that, about how turned on I was just thinking about you cleaning my pussy. There's something so...so hot about it. So fucking hot."

    "The first night, Ashley walked into my room with Eric's cum on her body. She had me lick it up. I was so turned on, Alicia. I mean, it was like I'd just stepped into a whole new world of pleasure," he explained.

    She kissed his neck and moaned softly.

    "But last night...that was something else entirely, Alicia. Every time I cleaned Ashley's pussy or licked Eric's cum off her body it was hot, but cleaning his cum out of you...it was so much hotter," he continued.

    Alicia kissed her way to his lips and gently slipped her tongue in his mouth before she asked, "Why was it hotter to clean my pussy, Devin?"

    "Because..."

    The answer came to him immediately. He hadn't really thought about it, but the moment she asked the question the answer was obvious.

    "Because I love you, Alicia," he said. "I don't know why, but it's hotter because I love you."

    She pulled the covers back, worked his cock free from his underwear, and straddled Devin. She kissed him softly, parting her lips so their tongues could indulge in an erotic dance as she reached down, pulled her panties aside, and took his cock inside her.

    Devin had figured there was no chance Alicia would allow him inside her during her stay in the house they used to share together. He was more than happy to accept that reality, for the chance to spend the night in her bed, to touch her, to kiss her, and to go down on her thrilled him beyond words.

    "Fuck," he said softly.

    "Does it feel good?" she asked. "Does my pussy feel good?"

    "It feels so much better than I remember," he answered.

    Alicia smiled, sat up, and rested her hands on his chest. She rocked her hips back and forth, grinding her clit into his pelvis and letting out a long, low, soft moan as her pussy clamped down on his cock.

    "Eric's cock felt better than yours," she said.

    Devin groaned at the unexpected surge of pleasure that followed her comment. He wasn't surprised that Eric's cock felt better, though. His was far bigger, so of course it felt better. Eric seemed to possess more skill at using his cock, too, and he fucked with the confidence of a young man.

    "That felt good, didn't it?" she asked.

    "Yes," Devin admitted.

    Alicia leaned down and kissed him. It was a soft, gentle, remarkably affectionate kiss. She kept on grinding her pussy back and forth over his cock as they kissed, too, luring him ever closer to the orgasm he'd so desperately craved since the previous night's fun.

    "Do you want to cum inside me?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    Alicia began to bounce her pussy up and down on his cock. "You'll have clean your cum out of me. Would you be willing to do that?"

    "Yes," he said.

    She moaned, sat up, and rested her hands on his chest once more. This time she had a determined look on her face and now she was bouncing her pussy hard on his cock. Devin wasn't going to last long. Not long at all.

    "Cum in my pussy," she said. "Cum in my pussy right now, Devin. Cum in my pussy so I can feed you your load."

    Devin did as his wife instructed. He didn't have a choice. The pleasure was just too much to resist. He came in her pussy. He came hard, too. As he climaxed, it dawned on him that he hadn't fucked anyone since the divorce. He hadn't fucked anyone other than Alicia since they got married. There was something about that fact that he found so beautiful that it further enhanced his pleasure.

    "Was that good?" Alicia asked.

    Devin smiled and nodded. "It was perfect. It was the first time...the first time I've had sex since we got divorced."

    Alicia returned his smile, lifted her pussy from Devin's cock, and dragged her hips forward until she sat astride his face. "I never made you clean me before. I wish I had, though. I wish I'd known about your kinks, and about mine. Things might have ended differently."

    She sat on his face before Devin could respond. He opened his mouth and cum poured onto his tongue. It felt thick and it tasted bitter and salty. It wasn't the first time he'd licked up his load, of course, but it was the first time he'd licked it from a pussy and it was far more pleasurable.

    "That feels so good, Devin," she said. "Fuck...I can't even really explain it, it just feels so fucking good. Better than your dick felt, to be honest. But I bet you knew that."

    Devin moaned. He moaned at hearing those words from his ex-wife. He moaned as he found himself wishing she'd found a way to express her disappointment in their sex life before she'd started cheating on him. He moaned because it felt so good to be on his back beneath her with his tongue buried in her messy pussy while she rubbed her clit over his lips and nose and quite clearly worked herself towards a satisfying orgasm.

    "They're still fucking," Alicia said.

    Devin hadn't noticed before - he was busy enjoying his wife's pussy, after all - but Eric and Ashley were absolutely still going at it. They were closer to cumming, too, if the increased volume of their moans, groans, and screams of pleasure was any indicator.

    Alicia lowered more of her weight onto his face and moved her hips faster. Devin could only breathe through his nose, but he enjoyed the sensation of being smothered, especially since that smothering was entirely for his wife's pleasure.

    "Make me cum," Alicia said. Devin had no choice. She was in control, and that felt surprisingly good in that moment. "Oh, fuck, Devin, eat your load and make me cum!"

    The closer she got to her orgasm, the harder Alicia rode his face. Soon enough she was moving her pussy all over his mouth, lips, chin, and nose and doing so with her eyes closed as she tilted her head towards the ceiling.

    Then, Alicia grasped her breasts and unleashed a primal moan that turned into a beautiful scream. She came and she came hard. Juices and a little more cum dripped from her pussy and Devin plunged his tongue inside her and licked it all up. He cleaned his ex-wife ravenously as a sense of joy - joy from giving her an orgasm - spread through his body.

    After a lengthy climax, Alicia lifted her pussy from his face and slid backwards until she sat across Devin's crotch. Then she unleashed a delighted laugh.

    "What?" he asked.

    "Your face," she said. "I made a mess. An absolute mess."

    To his surprise, Alicia leaned down with a smile still on her face and licked up some of the mess she'd left behind. Her tongue then slipped into his mouth and they shared the taste of cum and her juices while she moaned and gently moved her hips over his crotch.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," she said softly. "It was exceptional."

    "Thank you, too," he replied. "It was the best orgasm I've had in...well, years, actually."

    That seemed to make Alicia happy, as she had a bright smile on her face as she sat up. Devin wasn't entirely sure, but he wondered if his ex-wife found a little bit of pleasure in the fact that he hadn't really moved on from her despite the fact that she'd made it perfectly clear - up until the last few days, at least - that she'd moved on from him.

    "I'm hungry," she said. "Starved, actually."

    The sounds of sex had stopped, which meant Ashley and Eric would likely be coming downstairs for breakfast any moment.

    "I'll cook," Devin replied. "How about pancakes?"

    Alicia smiled. "I love pancakes."

    She climbed off his lap, pulled her panties back over her pussy, and hopped out of the bed. Devin did the same, put on the clothes he'd worn the night before, and stepped into the bathroom to give his face a quick washing. He could still taste the cum in his mouth, but he didn't bother rinsing. He liked what the taste reminded him of.

    "I'm gonna get started," he said as Alicia opened the dresser drawer. "I'll get some coffee brewing, too."

    She looked his way, offered a smile, and replied, "Thank you, Devin. For everything, actually. For letting me stay here. For being so kind. For being willing to share this kinky side of yourself with me. For last night. For this morning."

    "It's all been my pleasure," he said. "Believe me. It's been my absolute pleasure."

    Alicia blew him a kiss - something she'd done with great frequency in the early years of their marriage - and Devin's heart soared as he returned the gesture and headed for the kitchen.

    Devin got the coffee brewing and then got the griddle going, grabbed the ingredients for the pancakes, and got to work whipping up the batter. When it was finished, he sliced a handful of strawberries and pulled the heavy cream out of the fridge to make a batch of whipped cream to go on top.

    "Good morning," Ashley said as she stepped into the kitchen.

    Devin looked over his shoulder to see the young tattooed beauty in a high cut white thong and a cropped t-shirt. He smiled, in part because she looked beautiful and in part because she'd stayed true to form in wearing as little clothing as possible.

    "It is a good morning," he replied. "A very good morning."

    Eric stepped into the room a moment later and he'd neglected to wear anything outside of a pair of boxer shorts. Devin saw a sheen of sweat on the young man's chest and forehead, no doubt the result of the vigorous fucking he'd given his girlfriend.

    "So, did you make your bed this morning, or did you sleep with your ex-wife?" Ashley asked.

    Devin smiled, grabbed the electric mixer from a low cabinet, and said, "The latter."

    Eric smacked his hand on the kitchen table. "Well, well, it seems like things are looking up for you, Devin."

    "And it seems like you and your ex share a lot more in common than you might have thought," Ashley added.

    "You're right," Alicia said as she joined them in the kitchen.

    Devin plugged in the mixer and turned to see his ex-wife smiling as she approached in a t-shirt - with no bra underneath - and a pair of rather skimpy shorts. She'd always been fairly conservative with her outfits when they were married, but it seemed that she had no problem flashing a little more flesh.

    To Devin's delight, Alicia came right up, wrapped her arms around him from behind, and kissed the back of his neck. "I was just telling him that I wished I'd known about his kink - or kinks, I suppose - years ago. I think things might have turned out differently between us."

    "You still could have found a boyfriend and fucked him all over the house," Ashley said, "you just could have done so with your husband watching and eagerly cleaning your messy pussy afterwards."

    Devin poured the heavy cream into a bowl, added a touch of powdered sugar and vanilla extract, and turned on the electric mixer. The loud whir made it impossible to talk, but Alicia was more than happy to keep her body pressed against his back as she let her hands roam. She found her way between his legs and massaged his cock through his shorts and did so while showering the back of his neck in soft kisses. He was half hard by the time the whipped cream was finished.

    "Can I have a taste?" Alicia asked.

    Devin put the mixer aside and Alicia stuck her finger in the bowl, stepped back, and suggestively popped that finger into her mouth and sucked it clean.

    "Yummy," she said with a smile, once again making Devin think that she was an entirely different woman from the one he'd married, as he couldn't ever remember her being so playful.

    "I'd like a taste," Ashley said.

    Devin reached for the bowl but Ashley was already out of her chair. She smiled at Alicia, reached out, and dipped her finger into the bowl. Her finger didn't end up in her mouth, though. Instead, she offered it to Devin. He parted his lips and happily took it, sucking her flesh clean of the sweet whipped cream.

    "He likes cream, doesn't he?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia laughed. "He certainly enjoyed it last night and this morning."

    Ashley pushed her finger deeper into Devin's mouth and he sucked harder. "Did he enjoy a naughty treat this morning?"

    Alicia grabbed his ass and gave it a good squeeze. "He did. I decided to give him a treat and I let him cum inside me before I sat on his face and fed him his load."

    "How lucky for you, Devin," Ashley said with a smile. She pulled her finger from his mouth, wiped the saliva on his shirt, and then reached for the bowl of whipped cream once more. "She was very generous to let you cum inside her, wasn't she?"

    He nodded.

    Ashley's finger emerged from the bowl coated in a thick layer of whipped cream, but she didn't offer it to Devin. Instead, she stepped in front of Alicia, held up her finger, and asked, "Did it feel good to be in control? To make him cum in your pussy? To feed him his load."

    "It did," Alicia replied. "It felt good to ride his face until I came."

    Ashley smiled. "It's nice to play with someone that gets off on doing as they're told, isn't it? Especially when they get off on being a little bit naughty."

    Alicia nodded as Devin watched the back and forth with utter fascination. He couldn't tell what Ashley was trying to do, but it seemed that his ex-wife was more than happy - eager, even - to play along with the beautiful young blonde.

    "Has anyone ever told you what to do, Alicia?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia shook her head. "Not really, no."

    Ashley moved her cream-covered finger closer to Alicia's mouth. Devin watched his ex-wife part her lips and wait to be rewarded with the taste of yummy whipped cream. "You enjoyed giving your body to Eric last night, didn't you? You enjoyed the way he picked you up and tossed you into the bed. You enjoyed the way he told you to spread your legs, didn't you?"

    Alicia nodded. "I did."

    "And you're going to enjoy sucking this delicious whipped cream off my finger, aren't you?"

    Alicia began to nod but Ashley's finger slipped into her mouth before she could finish. She closed her lips around it, closed her eyes, and sucked. She moaned while doing it, too. Devin's cock stirred to life as he watched the utterly unexpected exchange play out.

    "There's quite a bit of cream inside me," Ashley said in a soft, seductive tone. "Cream that my boyfriend left inside me. Cream that's even more delicious than the kind you're sucking off my finger, Alicia. I think I'd like you to taste the cream inside me. I think I'd like to see you on your knees so you can taste it directly from my pussy."

    Alicia slowly dropped to her knees as Devin watched with a renewed erection.

    "Join her, Devin," Ashley instructed.

    Devin fell to his knees next to his ex-wife and she turned and smiled at him.

    "You two have so much in common," Ashley said. "It's like you were always meant to be together. Now Alicia, I'd like you to pull my panties down and put your tongue inside me."

    Alicia smiled at Devin once more, turned to Ashley, and reached up to pull her panties down. She did so slowly, exposing the plump lips of her freshly-fucked pussy and the cum that rested in the gusset of her underwear. Alicia pulled the panties all the way down to Ashley's ankles and then leaned forward, looked up at the young blonde, and put her tongue between the slippery labia.

    "That's it," Ashley said softly. "Taste Eric's cum. Lick it out of me. Don't swallow, though. Not yet."

    Devin couldn't believe what he was watching, and he could scarcely believe how hot it was. He was tempted to masturbate but held off only because he suspected Ashley would chide him for doing so without permission.

    "Now kiss your ex-husband," Ashley instructed.

    Alicia turned to Devin, smiled, and leaned in. They shared a stunningly passionately kiss with a wealth of tongue. They shared the cum that Alicia had licked from another woman's pussy. They moaned together, too, doing so as they bonded over a genuinely unique sexual experience.

    "Your turn, Devin," Ashley said. "Put your tongue inside me."

    She turned to him and Devin leaned in and put his tongue between her labia. He searched for - and found - a dollop of Eric's cum. He pushed his tongue deeper inside her, finding more salty, sweet, delicious cum and savoring the way it danced on his taste buds.

    "Kiss her," Ashley instructed.

    Devin and his ex-wife shared another passionate kiss. They moaned for each other. Alicia played with his cock and grabbed his ass and he happily reached between her legs to pleasure her pussy, eliciting yet another moan as they explored what Ashley had correctly identified as a shared sexual passion.

    "Lick his cum out of my panties, Alicia," Ashley said.

    Alicia picked the panties up off the floor, lifted them to her lips, and then extended her tongue and ran it through the cum that had leaked out of Ashley. She closed her eyes, moaned, and did it over and over again until every drop was in her mouth.

    "Now spit it into his mouth," Ashley ordered.

    Devin instinctively dropped a little lower and Alicia shifted position until her head was just above his. She pursed her lips and slowly spit the cum into his waiting mouth, swapping it as instructed and doing so with a genuinely gleeful look on her face.

    "Swallow, Devin," Ashley instructed.

    He swallowed Eric's cum yet again. He'd consumed enough loads that he'd lost count, a fact that he found rather thrilling.

    "Devin, kiss your lovely ex-wife one more time and then you can cook breakfast for us," Ashley said.

    Devin did as instructed and he took his time with the kiss, letting his lips linger against Alicia's while savoring the taste of cum and pussy juice that they swapped back and forth while their tongues danced. Then he reluctantly stood up and got to work preparing pancakes for everyone.

    "Alicia, while he's cooking, you can crawl between Eric's legs and suck his cock," Ashley said. "Take your time, though. I don't want you to make him finish in your mouth. Instead, he's going to fuck you again when we're all finished eating. He's going to take his time, too, and Devin is going to watch and help out in any way he can."

    Devin looked over his shoulder to see his ex-wife crawling towards Eric and doing so without hesitation. His cock throbbed from the intense lust he felt and when Alicia's head began to bob up and down in the young man's lap Devin struggled to turn his gaze away and back to the pancakes.

    "Don't worry," Ashley said as she stepped closer and kissed Devin on the neck. "You're going to have plenty of opportunities to watch your wife suck dick over the next few weeks. I have a feeling that you're both far naughtier people than you even understand and Eric and I are going to have a damn good time playing with the two of you. Now start cooking."

    Devin did as instructed as the sound of a blowjob - and Eric's moans - filled the kitchen. So much had changed in the span of just a few days, but Devin couldn't remember the last time he'd been so excited. At the very least, the new few weeks promised to be the most interesting of his life.
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    Devin set two heavy bags of groceries on the porch and unlocked the front door as he grappled with just a hint of frustration. There were three people in the house and not one of them had thought to offer even a hint of assistance after he'd happily agreed to go shopping for all of them.

    Once inside, Devin stood in the foyer listening for any sign that his ex-wife and the young couple renting a room in his house were coming his way to help. He was greeted with silence, though, and Devin carried the groceries into the kitchen and set the bags on the table before heading back to the car to retrieve the rest of the food.

    On the way out, he silently scolded himself for feeling even a little frustrated. After all, Alicia was his guest and both Eric and Ashley had paid to stay in his home and were under no obligation to help. Plus, all three of them had contributed to some of the most thrilling orgasms of Devin's life over the past few weeks.

    He grabbed the last bags, shut the trunk, headed back inside, and busied himself putting the groceries away. Devin did so with a smile as he thought of watching his Eric fuck his ex-wife. He relived the beauty of seeing Alicia on her hands and knees with Eric's dick taking her from behind. He could practically feel Ashley giving him a slow handjob as she whispered in his ear about how much Alicia enjoyed the far superior cock that Eric possessed.

    Devin's dick was nearly erect by the time he finished putting the groceries away and he set out to find his ex-wife in hopes of achieving some sort of relief. Her bedroom - the guest bedroom he'd put her up in - was empty, as was the rest of the main floor, so Devin headed upstairs.

    He checked his bedroom on the off chance that Alicia was waiting for him and he was mildly disappointed to see the room empty. Then the sound of laughter - delighted laughter - caught his ear. He stepped out of his room and tiptoed down the hallway towards the master bedroom he used to share with his ex-wife.

    The door was open a crack and he peered through to see Alicia and Ashley in the bed. Both were dressed only in their panties and both wore gleeful smiles. Devin's mouth hung open as he witnessed a bit of girl on girl foreplay with Ashley caressing Alicia's face, kissing her neck, and playing with her perky breasts, eliciting moans throughout the process. Devin's cock was fully erect after just a few seconds of witnessing that particular form of visual splendor and he pushed on the door and stepped inside.

    "Welcome home," Alicia said with a smile before she leaned in to kiss Ashley's neck.

    Devin stood in the doorway and turned to see Eric sitting in a chair by the foot of the bed. He was naked and slowly stroking his stiff cock and he seemed as enamored as any man would be with the show unfolding in front of him.

    Alicia looked at Devin once more and added, "You really lucked out with these two, Devin. They're both so imaginative and interesting and open-minded. I've never met anyone so eager to explore every corner of their sexuality, and so eager to help someone else do the same."

    "I know," Devin replied as he watched his ex-wife rub Ashley's pussy through her panties.

    "You've enjoyed exploring with us, haven't you Devin?" Ashley asked before running her fingers through Alicia's soft, beautiful hair.

    "I have," he answered. "I've enjoyed every second of it, Ashley. I've enjoyed it so much more than I expected. I feel like...I feel like I owe you so much."

    Ashley leaned in to kiss Alicia. Their lips parted and their tongues danced slowly before Ashley kissed her way to Alicia's neck, nibbled her ear lobe, and whispered something.

    A smile crossed Alicia's face and she moved to kiss her way down Ashley's chest and stomach. She carefully removed her panties, settled between Ashley's soft, supple thighs, and used her tongue to pleasure the young woman's pussy.

    Devin stood with his mouth agape and his cock stiff as he watched his wife go down on a woman. Alicia had briefly cleaned Ashley's pussy of Eric's cum, but this was different. This was her sensually offering pleasure to a woman, indulging in a desire that Devin was fairly certain Alicia had never felt before, that Ashley had clearly inspired.

    "Do you want to keep exploring, Devin?" Ashley asked as she put a hand on Alicia's head and pulled her a little closer, subtly taking control.

    "Yes," he replied with a nod.

    Ashley looked at her boyfriend and nodded. Eric stood and crawled into the bed. He laid next to his girlfriend and took one of her breasts in his hand as they kissed. Alicia continued to worship Ashley's pussy while the couple fooled around, though she lifted her gaze to watch them indulge in their desire for each other.

    "I want you to join your wife," Ashley said with a smile.

    Devin approached the bed as he wondered how both he and Alicia could possibly fit between Ashley's legs.

    "Strip, Devin," Ashley instructed.

    He stopped and quickly stripped every bit of clothing from his body, leaving him naked and stiff.

    "Take your wife's panties off," she added.

    Devin happily removed his wife's panties - Alicia lifted her hips to make it easier for him - and he smiled when he saw how utterly drenched her pussy was.

    "Now crawl between Eric's legs," Ashley instructed.

    Devin stayed stone still as he stared between the young man's legs. He saw the long, thick cock that had fucked both Ashley and Alicia numerous times over the past few days. He saw the big balls that had provided the cum Devin had cleaned up several times since the young couple's arrival in his home. His pulse raced as he contemplated doing what he was almost certain Ashley was on the verge of instructing him to do.

    "You said you wanted to explore, Devin," Ashley said with a smile. "It's what the rest of us want, too. It's what I want. It's what Eric wants. It's what your beautiful ex-wife wants. It's what you want, too. I think you can feel the excitement right now, in fact. I think you can feel it pumping through your body. I think you can feel it between your legs, Devin. There's no shame in wanting it, in wanting to take Eric in your mouth, in wanting to pleasure his cock before he uses it to fuck your ex-wife. In fact, it's beautiful to want that. More beautiful than you can imagine."

    Alicia lifted her head and looked back at Devin. Her lips were coated with the slippery juices from Ashley's pussy and when she smiled at him she looked utterly perfect. "She's right, Devin. There's no shame in it. None at all. In fact, the only shame would be if you denied your desire. Don't deny yourself, Devin. Crawl between his legs. Take him in your mouth. Suck his cock. Pleasure him. Get him stiff and wet."

    Devin crawled into the bed. He crawled between Eric's legs. He settled onto his stomach just like his wife had done between Ashley's legs. He studied the cock in front of him. He admired it's length and thickness and the plump nature of the head.

    "Suck his cock, Devin," Ashley encouraged him. "Pleasure him. Explore your desires. Surrender to them. Push aside any sense of shame and surrender to your desires just like your wife has done."

    Devin Eric's cock in his mouth and he sucked. He moved his tongue over the pleasantly plump and soft head. He swirled it around the sensitive underside - just like his wife used to do when she went down on him - and he felt a genuine thrill when Eric moaned.

    "Does that feel good?" Ashley asked. "Is he being a good cocksucker?"

    "Yes," Eric replied before unleashing yet another moan.

    Ashley looked down at Alicia, smiled, and said, "And you're awfully good at eating pussy. Yet again it seems that you have so much more in common with your ex-husband than you ever knew."

    Despite his lack of attraction towards cock, Devin found it surprisingly pleasurable to have Eric in his mouth. He found the moans of pleasure emanating from the man he was blowing to be thrilling, and he loved how both Ashley and her boyfriend seemed delighted to have a couple so eagerly serving them.

    "Devin, I want you to choke on it," Ashley instructed. "It won't be pleasant, but it's a rite of passage for every cocksucker. Take him into your mouth until you gag. Do it again. Make your eyes water. Show your wife just how kinky you can be."

    Devin didn't have to swallow much cock to gag. He took only a few inches before his reflex triggered. His eyes watered immediately and it was decidedly unpleasant, but Devin kept it up. He did so because he wanted to make Ashley happy, and because for some reason he found it thrilling to gag on a cock while his ex-wife was close by.

    "What do you think of your ex-husband's eagerness to suck dick, Alicia?" Ashley asked.

    "It makes me wet," she replied.

    Ashley reached down and ran her fingers through Alicia's soft hair. "Me too," she said. "I think I'd like you to gag now. Switch places with Devin."

    Devin pulled off Eric's cock, wiped his mouth clean of the saliva that had poured out of it, and sat back on his knees. Alicia did the same and he turned to see a gleeful smile on his wife's face.

    "How did it feel?" she asked. "To suck dick, I mean?"

    Devin looked down at his erection, smiled, and said, "Good. It felt good. I know that's weird, but it felt good."

    Alicia crawled closer and kissed him as she stroked his cock. "If it felt good, then it's not weird. If you learn anything from the fun we're having together, make it be that, Devin."

    He kissed his wife and grabbed her ass. She moaned in delight and offered her tongue and for a few moments Devin felt the same energy he'd experienced when he and Alicia first got together. It was pure, wild, unbridled passion and desire. It was perfect, and he was quite hopeful there'd be a great deal more of it before she had to go back to the new life she'd built with her boyfriend.

    "Time for me to suck cock," Alicia said before glancing down at Devin's dick. "Though not yours, of course." Her smile was devilish and delightful and Devin moved between Ashley's legs and watched his wife drop down to her knees to swallow Eric's cock, taking almost all of it to the hilt.

    "She's quite talented, isn't she Devin?" Ashley asked.

    He looked at the beautiful young blonde with the many tattoos and nodded.

    "Would I be wrong if I assumed that she never really sucked your cock like that?" she asked.

    "No, you wouldn't be wrong," he said as thoughts of Alicia blowing her boyfriend - and probably doing so in their marital bed - filled his head and made his cock throb.

    Ashley smiled. "You're thinking of your wife's pretty lips wrapped around another man's cock, aren't you?"

    He nodded.

    "Alicia," Ashley began, "did you suck your boyfriend's cock in this bed?"

    "Yes," Alicia admitted.

    "And did you suck him to completion? Did you make him cum in your mouth right here in the bed you shared with your husband?" she asked.

    Alicia stroked Eric's cock as she looked at Devin, smiled, and said, "Yes, I did. Countless times. It always made me so wet to suck his dick that I often couldn't resist the allure of making him cum in my mouth. And, if I'm being honest, it turned me on to know that he was the only one whose cum I was swallowing."

    Devin felt his dick throb and he very nearly wrapped his fingers around it to masturbate before catching himself.

    "I think he likes that," Ashley said with a smile of her own. "I think he likes that you were far more interested in swallowing another man's cum."

    Alicia seemed just as delighted as Ashley and Devin couldn't help but feel his arousal deepen.

    "Tell me, Alicia, did you ever have cock on your breath when you kissed your husband?" Ashley asked. "Say, if he came home from golfing and you'd greedily sucked your boyfriend's cock while your unwitting husband was out of the house?"

    Alicia nodded. "More than a few times, in fact. There was once where Devin nearly caught us. He got home just a few minutes after I'd sent my boyfriend away. I'd swallowed another man's cum no more than five minutes before I kissed him. I made it a long, lingering kiss with a great deal of tongue, too."

    "I remember that kiss," Devin said as his balls tightened and his loins tingled. "You never kissed me like that, so it stood out in my memory."

    "Do you remember how I let you fuck me?" Alicia asked.

    He nodded.

    She smiled and took Eric's cock in her mouth. She sucked in her cheeks and moved up and down the shaft with her eyes closed as Devin watched while Ashley masturbated.

    Alicia then sat back on her knees and pulled Devin close for a kiss. Her tongue swirled in his mouth like it had that day when she'd blown her boyfriend and kissed him. He reached down to finger her pussy and slipped inside her with ease. She moaned into his mouth and stroked his cock, offering him the pleasure he refused to take himself.

    "I actually came that day," Alicia said softly. "I was so turned on from sucking his dick - and sharing the taste with my unwitting husband - that your cock made me cum. I only wish I'd known how kinky you were, Devin. I could have told you. I could have told you that you were tasting another man's cock and cum as you kissed me. I could have told you that I was wetter from sucking him off than I was from having your cock inside me."

    Devin felt a surprising wave of wistfulness wash over him as he said, "I wish you had."

    Alicia stopped stroking his cock and he pulled his fingers from her pussy. She leaned in until her lips were achingly close to his and said, "I wish I had too."

    The words 'I love you' hovered on Devin's lips, but he held back from saying them. It wasn't the time, and he wasn't even remotely sure if they were words that Alicia wanted to hear. Instead, he kissed his ex-wife, slipped two fingers back into her pussy, and made her moan into his mouth.

    "Sit on Eric's cock, Alicia," Ashley instructed. "I'll sit on his face. We'll use him for our pleasure. Devin, you can suck his balls and lick your ex-wife's asshole while she rides his big dick."

    Devin didn't hesitate to move back between Eric's legs. He'd just been ordered to suck on a man's balls while his ex-wife rode that man's cock and for some reason it didn't strike him as the slightest bit unpleasant. Instead, it was quite the opposite. He couldn't wait. He had Eric's testicles in his mouth before Alicia had even taken his dick inside her.

    Soon enough Alicia's perfect, smooth ass appeared in front of Devin. She guided Eric's cock between her pussy lips and sat down it. Her body swallowed it with ease and her moans filled the bedroom she used to share with Devin.

    Ashley's moans soon joined the chorus as she sat on Eric's face. Devin felt a touch of jealousy - he would have preferred to have two women riding him - but he kept on sucking and licking the balls of the man buried deep inside his ex-wife.

    Then Alicia leaned forward and her ass cheeks spread open. Devin saw his chance. He lifted his head and pressed his face between her smooth cheeks. He put his tongue to work, licking and lapping at his wife's perfect, tight asshole. He made Alicia moan and then the sounds of kissing filled the air. It was Ashley and Alicia sharing in a lesbian kiss as they rode Eric. It was a beautiful, unexpected element of the unique foursome they were indulging in and Devin's cock pressed painfully into the bed as he picked up the pace of his eager ass licking.

    "Cum in her pussy, Eric," Ashley instructed her boyfriend. "Fill her cunt so her ex-husband can devour it. And suck on my clit as you do."

    Devin returned to sucking on Eric's balls. He wanted to help him release as much cum as possible into Alicia's pussy. He was being greedy - he'd grown to love cleaning pussy - but he couldn't help himself.

    Soon enough, Alicia was crying out in pleasure. She was cumming. She was bouncing on Eric's big dick and cumming so hard. Then Eric's balls began to bounce in Devin's mouth. They were emptying into Alicia's pussy. Devin was sucking on a pair of balls as they released their semen and something about it felt perfectly, splendidly kinky.

    Ashley came, too, though Devin was mostly focused on his ex-wife and the man cumming inside her. He was the only one that didn't get to cum, a fact that had become increasingly common, though not one that bothered him in the slightest.

    "Thank you," Alicia said. "Thank you again, that is. That was really fucking good."

    "It helps to have an eager plaything with a talented tongue, doesn't it?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia chuckled. "It certainly does."

    "Why don't you take ex-husband to his room and let him feed on your pussy?" Ashley suggested. "I plan on getting my man hard again so he can fuck my pussy."

    Devin sat up and backed out of the bed before his ex-wife lifted her pussy from Eric's cock, backed out of the bed, and grabbed her panties from the floor. She took Devin's hand, led him out of the bedroom they used to share, and pulled him down the hallway and into his room.

    Devin watched Alicia climb into his bed, roll onto her back, and spread her legs. Then she smiled at him in the same bright, beautiful way she did when they were younger. He could feel himself smiling brightly in return, like his braind couldn't help but force his lips into that giddy position.

    "Clean me," she said. "Then you can have me."

    "Really?" Devin asked.

    Alicia nodded and he crawled into the bed and pushed his tongue into her pussy. The familiar taste of Eric's cum filled his mouth and Devin looked up at his ex-wife and swallowed before his tongue once more ventured inside her.

    "Watching you clean my pussy is so much hotter than I ever imagined possible," she said. "I really do wish I'd done it years, ago, Devin. I know it wouldn't really have worked back then, that you would have thought I was an insane bitch if I'd pulled you between my legs and made you eat my messy pussy after I'd cheated on you, but I wish I'd found a way to make it work, because it's so fucking hot."

    She grabbed a handful of his hair, closed her eyes, arched her back a little, and moaned like she was getting fucked again. She moaned like she was lost in pleasure, like it really was insanely hot to get her pussy cleaned by her ex-husband's eager tongue.

    She wasn't alone in finding it pleasurable. Devin's dick was hard as a rock and he could feel the precum spreading over the sheets. He feverishly cleaned her pussy while thinking about the moment when he could plunge his cock inside her once more.

    Devin expected that Alicia would cum before she let him cease his cleaning efforts, but she didn't. Instead, she lifted his head from between her legs and said, "I want you inside me."

    Devin crawled forward, slipped his cock into his ex-wife's well-fucked and exceptionally wet pussy, and began thrusting. She ran her fingers through his hair and then pulled his mouth to hers. They shared a deeply passionate kiss as Devin fucked her slowly, moving in and out of her pussy at a relaxed pace and bathing his cock in the mixture of her juices and what remained of Eric's cum.

    "You feel so good, Alicia," he said. "It feels so good to be inside you. I missed...I missed this...I missed you, Alicia."

    She ran her hands down his back and wrapped her legs around him. She kissed his neck and moaned before saying, "I missed you too, Devin, and I wish I'd known this version of you..."

    He fucked her faster and they kissed again. His orgasm approached as feelings of love and lust swirled through Devin's body.

    "I'm close," he said.

    "Me too," she replied.

    Devin felt joy at the notion that Alicia might actually cum with his cock inside her. He fucked her a little harder and she moaned a little louder. He thought of having sucked Eric's cock and balls that day, of having cleaned Eric's cum out of her, of having shared a post cum cleanup kiss with her. All those thoughts brought him ever closer to his orgasm and Devin couldn't help but fuck Alicia with even greater speed and power.

    "Devin, cum inside me!" she cried out.

    With just a few more thrusts, Devin gave his ex-wife what she wanted. He spilled his seed inside her. As he did so, she wrapped her legs a little tighter around him and held him close. She moaned and then unleashed a beautiful scream of pleasure while having a climax of her own.

    They stayed like that for a few minutes with the only sound being that of their heavy breathing and the occasional kiss. Then Devin lifted his head and smiled at his ex-wife.

    "I know that maybe this is the wrong thing to say right now, Alicia, but I love you," Devin said.

    She smiled before gently caressing Devin's face and pulling his lips to hers for a soft, lingering kiss. "I love you too, Devin," she whispered.

    Devin knew it didn't necessarily mean much of anything - there was no guarantee their situation would change or that he'd win her back - but he felt pure joy in that moment, so he closed his eyes, kissed his ex-wife once more, and tried his best to let that feeling linger for as long as possible.
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    "Would you two like to join us for a hike?" Ashley asked as they all enjoyed the breakfast of pancakes, bacon, and eggs that Devin had prepared.

    "We would," Alicia answered without even looking at Devin, a notion that put a smile on his face. He liked that his ex-wife seemingly understood that he'd be more than happy to do just about anything with her.

    Ashley smiled brightly and glanced at Eric, who seemed enamored with the food he was eating and offered a smile in response.

    "I read about this one hike that ends in a waterfall," Ashley said. "Did you two ever do that one?"

    Alicia shook her head and then a decidedly devilish smile crossed her face. "Well, Devin and I never did that one."

    "You did it with your boyfriend?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia nodded and Devin felt a mixture of jealousy and lust.

    "And on this hike to the waterfall, did you and...I'm not sure I ever got his name."

    "Tate," Alicia said. "My boyfriend's name is Tate."

    The mention of his name filled Devin with a level of jealousy so significant that he closed his eyes and took a deep breath while reminding himself that Alicia wasn't his, that despite what had unfolded since she'd returned to the home they used to share – temporarily returned, he told himself - that she still had a boyfriend on the other side of the country that she was almost certainly going to return to once her trip was over.

    "Well, on this hike to the waterfall, did you and Tate have a little fun?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia looked at Ashley and then at Devin and nodded. "We did," she said. "It was kind of like how Devin and I had fun by a waterfall on our trip to Hawaii, only this time I came harder."

    Devin's cock stirred and he fought off an urge to drop to his knees, crawl under the table, and beg for permission to lick his ex-wife's pussy. He smiled that the thought had even popped into his head, though.

    "Though honestly, I don't think I came harder because the sex was really that much better. I think I came harder because I was turned on by fucking another man on that trail - in sight of the waterfall, in fact - while my husband was at work," Alicia explained.

    She reached over, took Devin's hand in hers, and smiled before leaning in and giving him a soft kiss on the cheek.

    "I was deeply selfish during that time, Devin, and I apologize," she said.

    Devin was touched by her apology and he was very nearly overwhelmed with emotion. His eyes stopped just short of welling up with tears before Alicia offered him a kiss on the lips. It was both arousing and a little bit confusing, in no small part because she had a boyfriend that she was almost certainly going back to before long.

    "Thank you," he said. "For the apology, I mean. But also, it's pretty clear that I wasn't the husband you needed me to be, so I don't entirely blame you for seeking what you needed elsewhere."

    "And I suppose," Ashley interjected, "you both might have been happier if you'd found your way to embracing your deepest needs before you got divorced."

    Devin kept his gaze focused on his wife and found himself wishing that he'd done that very thing, for he was quite certain he'd have been blissfully happy with the version of Alicia that sat next to him at the breakfast table, the version that needed to fuck other people for her satisfaction and that clearly enjoyed playing into Devin's desire to be the man that watches and cleans up afterwards.

    "I think you're right, Ashley," Alicia replied. "I imagine Devin and I aren't the only couple that wishes they'd discovered their true selves before their divorce, but I do wish we'd done so."

    Devin felt a sudden burst of courage. He wanted to ask his ex-wife if they could give it another try, if they could somehow find a way to be a married couple again, if they could reignite their love for each other while Alicia was free to explore fucking other people.

    Then her phone rang. Tate's name and picture came up. Devin looked at his ex-wife but he couldn't read her reaction to seeing her boyfriend's face.

    "I should take this," she said.

    Alicia picked up the phone, opened the door, and stepped out onto the back porch. She didn't answer the phone until the door was shut and Devin watched his ex-wife smile, sit on the outdoor loveseat, and talk to the man she'd left him for.

    "I take it you're still in love with her?" Eric asked.

    "Yes," Devin answered as he stared through the glass door at his ex-wife and wondered what she was saying to Tate. Was she telling him how much she missed him? Was she letting him know when she'd be home? Was she giving him all the details on how she'd fucked Eric numerous times and had offered Devin more than a few orgasms since she'd arrived because she was going to break up with him?

    "Do you think she still has feelings for you?" Ashley asked.

    Devin turned to the young couple and said, "She told me she loved me, but that doesn't necessarily mean anything. I imagine there are lots of divorced couples that still feel some measure of love for each other. There are probably divorced couples that still have sex from time to time despite knowing that they shouldn't."

    Eric's eyes went wide as he looked out on the back porch and Devin turned to see his ex-wife slowly lifting the bottom of her dress and rubbing her inner thigh. She leaned back, closed her eyes, and quite obviously began to rub her pussy through her panties.

    "Damn," Ashley said. "I have to say, that's the last thing I expected Alicia to do. I guess she's even more insatiable than I thought she was."

    Alicia bit her lower lip, arched her back a little, and pulled her dress up around her waist. She slipped a hand into her panties and her mouth opened to let out what must have been a moan before she started talking. Devin could hear what she was saying, but she must have been having phone sex with Tate.

    "Is she...why would she be doing that in front of us? She knows we're watching, right?" Devin asked.

    "She does," Ashley replied. Devin turned to see a smile on the beautiful young blonde's face as she watched Alicia pleasure herself on the back porch. "She absolutely knows we're watching, Devin. I think you should go out there. I think you should get on your knees between her legs. I think you should eat your ex-wife's pussy while she has phone sex with her boyfriend."

    Devin's head whipped around and he watched Alicia's fingers move in her panties. She was quite clearly rubbing her clit and doing so at a slow, rhythmic pace. Her legs were spread wide and her breasts looked rather alluring as the thin material of her dress clung to them.

    "Do you think she'd want that?" he asked.

    "Who knows, man?" Eric replied. "If she doesn't, she'll shoo you away long before you get on your knees, so what do you have to lose?"

    He was right. Devin set his fork down, pushed his chair back, and stood. He took a deep breath and walked towards the door. Alicia looked his way right as Devin grabbed the handle. He froze and watched as her lips curled into a smile. She pulled her fingers from her panties and invited him to step onto the back porch.

    Devin opened the door and stepped outside. He shut it behind him and Alicia spread her legs a little wider. Devin closed the distance between them and sank to his knees as she looked down at him. He reached up and pulled her panties down, tossing them aside as Alicia inched her hips forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the seat.

    "I wish I was with you right now," she said. "I wish I could feel how hard you are for me. I wish I could wrap my fingers around that beautiful cock of yours, Tate. I wish I could stroke you as I told you how badly I need you inside me, how badly I need to feel your dick sliding in and out of my tight, wet, needy little pussy."

    Alicia held a finger up against her lips, urging Devin to be quiet. Then she grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled him between her legs, and set him to work on eating her pussy. He made sure his efforts were nearly silent as he tended to her clit, licking it rhythmically as Alicia tightened her grasp on his hair, pulling him a little closer, and moaned in pleasure.

    "No, I wouldn't let you fuck me right away," she said before moaning again. "Why? Because I'd want to suck your cock, baby. I'd want to get on my knees for you. I'd want to look up at you as I wrap my lips around that perfect dick of yours. I'd want to make you feel good as you looked down at me and thought about how lucky you are to be with a woman that loves to devour your cock like I do."

    Devin reached down and stroked himself through his pants. It felt intensely pleasurable, even through two layers of fabric, and he felt an intense and beautiful sort of arousal quickly spread through his body, enveloping him in the pleasure of servicing his ex-wife's pussy while she told her boyfriend just how badly she wanted to pleasure him.

    The sliding glass door opened. Devin heard footsteps behind him. Eric and Ashley had clearly decided to join them. Devin heard them sit behind him. He heard a zipper being lowered. He heard the soft sounds of kissing. Alicia clearly didn't mind their presence, at least based on the smile on her face as she watched the young couple fool around across from her.

    "I'd get your dick nice and hard before you fucked me," Alicia said. "I'd make sure you were insane with desire for me. I'd make sure your big cock was slick with my spit and that you were out of your mind with lust. Then I'd let you have me any way you wanted me, Tate. You know that's how I like it. You know it's been that way since you fucked me that first time. You know I like giving myself to you and letting you fuck my pussy how you please."

    Devin heard the faint sounds of a blowjob. Alicia's gaze was fixed squarely on the young couple across from her. She put a hand on the back of Devin's head and pushed hard, smothering him with her pussy lips in the process. An aggressive look crossed her face for a moment before she released her grasp.

    "How do you want me, baby? How do you want to fuck me?" Alicia asked.

    Devin felt a hand grasp his hair and pull back. He nearly toppled over before crawling backwards. He spun around to see Ashley smiling at him. Eric was naked from the waist down and his dick was hard as a rock and slippery with her saliva. Ashley pulled him closer and pointed right at Eric's balls.

    "Suck," she silently mouthed.

    "You want me to ride your big cock?" Alicia asked. "You know I love riding that beautiful dick of yours. You know I love how deep you get inside me, how you stretch me out, how you make me feel so fucking good."

    Devin leaned closer and his ex-wife moaned. The scent of Eric's balls filled his nose. He stared at the wrinkled, hairy skin for a few moments and then parted his lips and took them in his mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Alicia said the moment Devin started sucking Eric's big balls. "Oh, baby, that feels so fucking good. Your cock feels so good in my pussy. You're so fucking deep."

    The sound of slippery fingering filled the air as Devin nursed Eric's big balls, sucking and licking and swirling his tongue around them. Ashley went back to sucking his dick, too, and as Devin looked up he was treated to the astonishing beauty of her lips stretched wide around her boyfriend's big cock.

    "Do I want him?" Alicia asked. "Devin? Do I want Devin?"

    She laughed.

    "Of course not, baby. There's a reason he's my ex. There's a reason I'm in his house and fantasizing about fucking you, about having your big dick inside me. There's a reason I cheated on him with you. There's a reason I left him for you. He couldn't fuck me worth a damn, Tate, and you can. You always could. I was yours from the first time you slid that perfect cock of yours into my married pussy," Alicia said.

    Devin sucked on both of Eric's big balls as he stroked his cock, sending waves of pleasure through his body. It was possible Alicia was being cruel, but he was almost certain she'd answered Tate's question like that to arouse him. It worked, too.

    "Go fuck her," Ashley whispered to her boyfriend. "Fill that cunt of hers with your big dick."

    Devin moved out of the way and Eric got up, took his shirt off, and closed the distance between him and Alicia. She inched her hips forward a little more, spread her legs wider, and looked up at him with hunger in her eyes as he positioned his bare cock at the entrance to her pussy and slowly filled her.

    "Oh, baby, you feel so good inside me," Alicia said.

    Thanks to the angle of penetration, Devin had a perfect view of his ex-wife's pussy taking Eric's big cock. Alicia was utterly soaked with desire and she swallowed the long, thick, spit-soaked shaft with ease. Her legs trembled and her toes curled as Eric bottomed out inside her and she moaned as he began to slowly fuck her, maintaining a pace that allowed him to keep quiet.

    "Tate, baby, I want you to fuck me from behind," Alicia said as she painted a fantasy for her boyfriend. "I want you to do it hard. Grab my hair. Pull on my hips. Spank my ass. Fuck me the way we both enjoy. Fuck my pussy like you own it."

    Devin heard the distinct sound of fingering and looked to see Ashley had taken off her pajama shorts and was busy thrusting three fingers into her slick pussy. He looked up to see a smile on her face and the moment she noticed his gaze Ashley pulled out her fingers, leaned in, and shoved them in his mouth.

    Devin sucked her fingers clean as he looked towards his ex-wife, who'd leaned to the side while taking Eric's cock and was staring right at him. Alicia smiled and then her eyes closed and she let out a load moan. Devin hoped he was playing some small part in her pleasure, though there was so much naughtiness unfolding on the back porch that almost any of it could have been responsible for her lust.

    "Baby...cum inside me!" Alicia cried out. "That's it, cum in my pussy. Cum in the pussy that you satisfy better than any man. Cum in the pussy that you satisfy so much better than my pathetic ex-husband ever could."

    Alicia smiled as she looked right at Devin. She smiled in a manner that made him think that Tate was cumming on the end of the conversation he couldn't hear.

    "Actually, baby, Devin just got home," Alicia said. "I'd love to finish, but I really need to go. Thank you for the phone sex, though. I enjoyed that, and I really enjoyed making you cum."

    She closed her eyes and bit her lip as Eric continued to fuck her while Ashley rammed her fingers in and out of Devin's mouth.

    "I love you too, baby," Alicia said. "I'll talk to you tomorrow." She tossed her phone aside, looked up at Eric, and said, "Fuck me harder. Pound me until I cum."

    Eric delivered. He fucked Alicia hard and fast, thrusting every inch of his cock inside her over and over and filling the porch with the sounds of vigorous penetration that had her groaning lustily every time he bottomed out in her slick pussy.

    "Crawl to her, Devin," Ashley instructed. "Crawl closer so she can see you while he fucks her."

    Devin crawled across the porch and Alicia looked at him and smiled the moment he came into view. He crawled closer and she reached out and shoved three fingers in her mouth. He sucked just like he'd sucked on Eric's balls and Alicia smiled and then moaned as the young man inside her delivered an even harder fucking.

    "I'm close," she said. "Fuck, I'm fucking close!"

    A moment later Alicia shoved her fingers deep in Devin's mouth as she came on the cock pumping her pussy so hard and deep. Devin watched his ex-wife's legs tremble wildly as Eric slowed his thrusts and buried every inch of his dick inside her and held it there.

    Slowly, a smile crept across Alicia's face as the last wave of her orgasm worked its way through her body. She pulled her fingers from Devin's mouth and looked up at Eric and he leaned down to kiss her with his cock still inside her.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," she said. "Your cock is truly a thing of beauty."

    "It was my pleasure," Eric replied before pulling out. He turned, looked at his beautiful girlfriend, and she beckoned him closer. He approached, sat, and a moment later Ashley was on his lap with his dick buried inside her.

    Devin watched them fuck for a few moments and felt just a little bit jealous of Eric. After all, Ashley was the second beautiful woman he'd fucked that morning and he was almost certainly going to get to cum inside her.

    "Hey," Alicia said.

    Devin turned to his ex-wife and she smiled before caressing his face. "Hey," he replied. "I hope it's okay that I came out while you were talking to Tate."

    She laughed. "Yes, that was okay. Much better than okay, in fact, as I got to have a hell of an orgasm." Alicia leaned towards him and their lips met for a soft kiss that felt more than a little romantic to Devin. "I hope you were turned on by the things I said to him. I hope I didn't hurt your feelings."

    Devin was beyond thrilled that she was actually concerned for his feelings and that, as he suspected, she was trying to turn him on with the dirty talk she'd offered her boyfriend.

    "I was turned on," he said. "Really turned on, actually."

    She smiled. "Come, sit next to me."

    Devin did as his ex-wife suggested and she leaned over and kissed his neck as he watched Ashley ride Eric's cock. Alicia's tongue danced over his skin and she moaned softly while unzipping Devin's pants and freeing his cock. He groaned at the feel of her soft fingers around it and his body shuddered with pleasure as she stroked him.

    "Do you want me, Devin?" she asked.

    He looked at Alicia to try and judge if she was merely teasing him or if there was a chance she'd let him in her pussy again. "More than anything," he answered.

    Alicia smiled and straddled him. She sat across his thighs and stroked Devin's cock as he listened to Ashley moan from the pleasure of having Eric inside her.

    Alicia leaned down and kissed him as she dragged her hips forward and sat down on Devin's dick. He moaned into his ex-wife's mouth as she sank down onto him, swallowing his stiffness with ease.

    "Fuck, Alicia...your pussy feels so good," he said softly.

    She smiled and rode him faster. "Eric's cock felt so much better than yours."

    Devin moaned and his dick throbbed in her pussy.

    "Tate's cock feels better than yours, too," she added. "I'll bet most men could fuck me better than you, Devin."

    It was embarrassing, but he was already moments away from cumming, affirming exactly what Alicia was saying.

    "But I like fucking other men better when I'm with you, Devin," she said. "Fucking Eric is more fun because you're watching, because you want to clean my pussy afterwards, because you're willing to suck his balls to turn me and Ashley on."

    "I love doing that for you...I love doing that with you...it makes it so much hotter doing it with you, Alicia," he replied.

    Her hips stopped moving and she sat still with his cock inside her. Alicia leaned down until their foreheads were pressed together and the tips of their noses touched.

    "What would you think if I wanted to stay a little longer than I'd originally planned?" she asked.

    "You can stay as long as you want," Devin answered. "As far as I'm concerned, this never really stopped being your house."

    Alicia smiled joyfully and kissed him with intense passion. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and she resumed riding Devin's cock. This time, though, she went hard and fast. She went all out in the name of making him cum and it wasn't long before Devin was moaning into his ex-wife's mouth and filling her with his load while his mind raced with the potential of once again having a life with her.

    Alicia rode Devin right through his orgasm and then slowed the thrusts of her hips as they both listened to Ashley and Eric still going at each other.

    "Will you clean up after yourself?" Alicia asked. "And give me a second orgasm in the process?"

    "I will," Devin answered.

    "And will you clean her pussy when you're done cleaning mine?" she asked.

    Devin nodded.

    Alicia kissed him and their tongues danced once more, this time slowly and sensually. She kept it up for quite a while, too, as Devin ran his hands over her body, exploring his ex-wife's soft, smooth flesh and eliciting a few moans into his mouth in the process.

    "I love you, Devin," she said softly with their foreheads once again pressed together.

    He smiled. "I love you too."

    It felt real. It felt like more than just expressing a feeling. It felt like she was expressing her intent, her desire, her need to be with him. Devin wasn't sure how it would all work out, but he was excited at the possibility that he might get his wife back, and that he might get to enjoy being with a far naughtier, more adventurous version of her, and that she might get to be with a far more satisfying version of him.

    It might all work out, and it would almost entirely be thanks to Ashley and Eric, for Devin wouldn't have discovered the kinky side of himself if not for them. He was lucky they’d come into his life. Very, very lucky.
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    The door to Devin's bedroom opened and Alicia stepped inside. He sat up as she closed the door, leaned against it, and offered a soft, seductive smile that made his cock stir.

    Alicia looked exquisite in a black lace bodysuit that clung to her perky breasts. He could see the wet spot between her legs and her hair was a mess. Her chest was flushed red and her eye shadow had run a little. All were surefire signs that it was her moans – not Ashley’s – Devin had listened to from down the hallway. It was his ex-wife's pussy that Eric had spent the last fifteen minutes pounding for his pleasure and it was almost certainly Eric's cum that was now leaking out of her.

    "Did you enjoy listening?" Alicia asked.

    "I did," he replied.

    "Did it make you sad when Ashley kicked you out of our bedroom?"

    Alicia had broken up with Tate just a few days prior but she'd already begun to act as if she and Devin were a couple once more. She now referred to the house as theirs, and the bedroom that Eric and Ashley were staying in as theirs. Devin couldn't have been happier. He'd never wanted a divorce in the first place, and while it was far from a sure thing that he had Alicia back, it thrilled him that she was acting as if they were a happy couple once more.

    "It did," Devin admitted. "Though, it turned me on, too."

    Alicia slowly ran her hands over the lace bodysuit, squeezing her breasts, closing her eyes, and moaning. "There's something kind of sexy about letting her take control, isn't there?"

    "There is."

    Ashley had controlled every moment of their evening. She'd called Devin and Alicia into the bedroom and instructed them to worship the young couple. Devin had eaten pussy and Alicia had sucked cock before they'd switched places. They'd happily surrendered control because it turned them both on to do so, and when Ashley demanded that Devin leave to deny him the pleasure of watching his ex-wife get fucked by another man, he'd done so without hesitation.

    "Ashley made me eat her pussy while Eric fucked me from behind," Alicia said as she continued to play with her perky tits. "She told me I was being a good slut." She moaned and Devin reached under the sheets to play with his cock. "I guess I really was being a good slut, given that her boyfriend was pounding me bareback while I was eating her wet pussy and that I was doing all of it while my cunt was absolutely soaked."

    "Did Eric cum inside you?"

    Alicia smiled, pushed away from the door, and slowly sauntered towards the bed. She stopped short of crawling on top of him, but Alicia made no move to push his hand away when Devin reached between her legs and pressed his fingers against the delicate black lace that covered her pussy.

    "He came inside me, but only after I begged him for it," she answered.

    Devin applied gentle pressure and rubbed her pussy faster. She sounded wet and sloppy and he wanted desperately to slide out of the bed, drop to his knees, and put his tongue as deep into her cunt as he could to devour the younger man's cum.

    "Did it feel good to beg?" Devin asked.

    "It did," she replied with a smile. "You know what really turned me on, though?"

    "What?"

    Alicia bent over until her lips hovered achingly close to Devin's. "Knowing that I was going to bring my sloppy, well-fucked, cum-filled pussy to you, Devin. Knowing that I was going to see that look of lust in your eyes. Knowing that you were going to want me more because someone else had just fucked me and pumped his cum deep into my cunt."

    She kissed him and her hand slipped under the sheets and into his underwear. Devin moaned into her mouth as his ex-wife stroked him slowly, taking a few moments to rub her thumb over the tip of his cock before moving back down his shaft once more.

    "It's true, isn't it?" she whispered. "You want me more after another man has fucked me."

    "Yes, I do," he admitted. Devin slipped his hand into the top of her bodysuit and Alicia moaned as he played with her utterly perfect breast, gently massaging it and running his thumb over her nipple. Their lips met for yet another deep kiss as they indulged in the sort of foreplay their marriage had clearly been missing, though neither of them had been in touch with their deepest sexual desires when they were married.

    Alicia pulled the covers aside and crawled over Devin. She rolled onto her back next to him, spread her legs, and said, "I want you to fuck me, Devin. Fuck my sloppy cunt and add your load to Eric's."

    He yanked his underwear off and moved between her legs. They kissed as Alicia pulled aside the lace that covered her pussy and guided his stiff cock inside her.

    "You feel so good," Devin said as he was quickly engulfed in the intense heat and wetness of his ex-wife's messy pussy.

    "My pussy will never be yours again - not exclusively, at least - but it will always be yours to enjoy after another man has fucked me, Devin. After another man has satisfied me in a way you never could, you can have my pussy. You can clean it. You can fuck it. You can cum inside it. You can enjoy it like you deserve to enjoy it," Alicia said as Devin's cock moved in and out of her at a slow pace, for he worried that going too fast would insure an almost instantaneous orgasm.

    "Always?" Devin asked.

    Alicia nodded. "Always. I'm yours again, Devin. We had to get divorced to get to the place we're at now, but I'm yours now, and you're mine."

    He fucked her a little harder and faster and every thrust felt like a thrilling, kinky dream as the sloppy wet sounds made it obvious another man's load was leaking out of her as Devin fucked his ex-wife.

    "Now cum inside me," she demanded. "And then get down there and clean up the nasty mess you're going to leave behind."

    They kissed - and Alicia's tongue did wondrous things in his mouth - as he fucked her with wild abandon. Devin couldn't hold back. There was no hope of that. It felt too good, and it wasn't just the physical pleasure of being inside her freshly-used pussy. It was knowing that she wanted him to be hers, that she wanted to be with him again. There was something overwhelmingly exciting about knowing that he was going to spend the rest of his life with the only woman he'd ever really loved, and with a far kinkier version of her than the one he'd married.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    Devin unloaded inside her as Alicia kissed his neck and possessively grabbed his ass, squeezing it hard enough that it actually hurt a little.

    "Flood my pussy, baby," she said. "Make a mess inside me. Make a mess and then get down there and clean it up."

    Devin's cock pulsed in her pussy as he launched shot after shot of hot cum. He'd masturbated for most of the time she'd spent in the bedroom with Ashley and Eric and it seemed to have built up quite the sizable load that he was no responsible for cleaning up.

    "That felt so fucking good," Devin said as he pulled out. Alicia smiled and he kissed his way down her body, taking his time as his heart pounded from the overwhelming pleasure of his climax. He settled between her legs - rubbing his still hard dick over the sheets in the process - and stared at the white, foamy, slick, cummy mess he'd made. "You're so messy."

    She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. "But you like cleaning up a messy pussy, don't you?"

    "I do," he answered.

    Alicia smiled. "I'm grateful to Ashley for teaching you the wonders of cleaning up your messes and the messes of other men. I'll always be grateful to her for that."

    "I'm grateful to her, too," Devin replied. "She got us back together."

    "She did, didn't she?"

    Devin ran his tongue through the sticky white mess that coated his wife's labia. It tasted - and smelled - of sex and there was something so wonderfully dirty and kinky about cleaning it all without hesitation, as if just a handful of weeks under Ashley's erotic tutelage had put Devin in a headspace where he didn't think twice about lapping up a wondrous, sloppy mess.

    "Put your tongue inside me, Devin," Alicia instructed. "Clean out your cum. Lick it up. Swallow it all. Then you can suck on my clit and get me off." She looked down at him and smiled. "Your cock certainly couldn't make me cum."

    It was an exquisite delivery of the truth - Devin's cock couldn't make her cum the way she craved - and he happily embraced his place and cleaned his messy load out of her cunt before turning his attention to Alicia's clit and working it wildly until she was ready to cum hard.

    
      
    

    The unfamiliar car in the driveway prepared Devin for the fact that someone new would be in the house as he stepped inside with two armfuls of groceries. What he didn't expect, though, was for Alicia to be sitting on the couch with that person - who was young and good-looking - and for her to look so utterly enamored with him as they shared a drink.

    "Welcome home, Devin," Ashley - who was cuddled up on the loveseat with Eric - said as Devin stopped and stared at his ex-wife, who looked exquisite in a short, floral sundress and a pair of sandals.

    "Hey," Devin finally managed to reply. "Who's this?"

    The guy looked at him and Alicia leaned over and kissed him on the cheek before she too glanced at Devin. "This is Danny. Ashley and Eric invited him over. They thought he might be a good boyfriend for me."

    Devin watched his ex-wife kiss Danny again, this time on the neck as she ran her hand up his leg, stopping just short of his crotch. It seemed that Alicia agreed with Ashley and Eric's sentiment, or that at the very least she was going to give Danny every chance to prove himself a worthy boyfriend.

    "We won't be staying here forever," Ashley explained as Devin looked towards her, "and we wanted to make sure that you and Alicia were set up for a happy future, and I think we can all agree that your beautiful, vivacious ex-wife needs a certain kind of man in her life to ensure her happiness."

    Devin turned towards his ex and saw her full-on kissing Danny. She was rubbing his cock through his pants, too, and his tongue was quite clearly in her mouth. It seemed obvious that they had sexual chemistry, and given the kind of boyfriend Alicia needed, that was probably the only sort of chemistry that was required.

    Danny's hand moved to Alicia's knee and she spread her legs. His fingers slowly moved under her dress and up her smooth, soft thigh. She moaned into his mouth and squeezed the head of his cock through his pants.

    "Why don't you put the groceries away?" Ashley suggested. "You can join us when you're finished."

    Devin reluctantly headed for the kitchen. He unpacked the groceries as quickly as he could while listening to a cavalcade of moans coming from the living room. It sounded as if Ashley and Eric were getting in on the action, too, and Devin saw no reason they shouldn't. It seemed that he would be the only one without a partner to try and pleasure, though of course his place was to ensure his ex-wife's pleasure by watching and participating only when invited to do so.

    Devin rushed to the car to get the remaining groceries, but he snuck a look into the living room as he walked by and he saw that Alicia's panties were now on the floor and Danny seemed to be fingering her with great vigor as they kissed. The top of her dress had been pulled down, too, and her nipples were rock hard with the same excitement that had left her pussy soaked.

    The sight of a stranger fingering his ex-wife danced in Devin's head as he grabbed the last two bags of groceries and rushed into the kitchen. Again the sounds of pleasure floated through the air as Devin rushed to put everything he'd bought in its place.

    By the time he returned to the living room, Alicia had her potential boyfriend's cock out. Her fingers were wrapped around it - though not entirely around it because of his thickness - and she was kissing him in a particularly hungry manner.

    "What do you think?" Ashley asked.

    Devin turned to the young blonde and saw that she too had her fingers wrapped around a stiff cock. Eric had stripped off all his clothes, though that was hardly unusual for him.

    "About Danny's cock," Ashley continued. "Do you think he'd be able to satisfy Alicia? Do you think he can use that cock to fuck her like she deserves to be fucked, Devin? Do you think she'll want him to fuck her all over this house like Tate did?"

    "Yes, I do," Devin answered as he looked back towards Alicia to see that she'd taken Danny's cock in her mouth. Her eyes were closed as her lips moved up and down the impossibly thick shaft and Danny had a look of complete and utter joy on his face. With good reason, of course, as he'd seemingly just met Alicia and already he was getting his dick sucked.

    "Don't you worry," Danny said as he smiled and ran his hands down Alicia's back to lift the bottom of her dress and expose her perfect ass. "I'll make her feel good. I'll fuck her like she deserves, and I will absolutely fuck her all over this house if that's what she wants."

    "And what if she wants her ex-husband to get on his knees and suck on your balls while she's riding you, Danny?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia moaned at the suggestion, making it seem as though she found the idea thoroughly arousing.

    Danny looked right at Devin, flashed a confident smile, and said, "I'd be more than happy to get my balls sucked by a man like you. A man that knows his place. A man that knows he needs to contribute in some way, that he needs to use that mouth of his to help satisfy the man that's fucking the woman he loves. You're that kind of man, aren't you?"

    Devin nodded. "Yes, I am."

    "Devin, baby," Alicia said as she pulled her hungry mouth from Danny's big cock, "Go get me a condom. Then you can come and eat my pussy to get me nice and wet for this big dick."

    Devin turned and headed for his bedroom. He'd bought a box of condoms months ago with the idea of being prepared should he meet someone, but he never got around to bringing a woman home. It delighted him that the condoms would be used on someone else's cock, and that the cock would be satisfying Alicia, the woman Devin loved more than any other.

    He grabbed a handful of condoms and shoved them in his pockets just in case Danny needed more than one. He returned downstairs, passed a condom to his ex-wife, and got on his knees. She shifted her body to make her pussy available to him, spread her legs, and moaned as he took his place between her thighs and put his tongue to work.

    "When you're done there, Devin, I want you to come over here and suck Eric's cock for me," Ashley said. "You can show Danny just how good you'll be at sucking his cock in the future, as I'm sure Alicia will put that pretty mouth of yours to use."

    "Damn right I will," Alicia replied as she put a hand on the back of Devin's head and smothered his face with her slick pussy lips, leaving a thin layer of her juices behind. "I'm ready to ride this beautiful dick of his, Devin, so you can go be a good cocksucker for Eric and Ashley."

    Devin desperately wanted to watch his ex-wife impale her pussy on another man's cock, but he wanted to show her that he was eager to do as she desired, that he was willing to do just about anything to get her back, and in that moment it meant doing as she told him.

    Devin turned and crawled towards Ashley and Eric, both of whom were watching Alicia, who moaned loudly, almost certainly because she'd just straddled the man who was seemingly auditioning to be her boyfriend. Devin was missing out on the sight of another man's cock filling his ex-wife's pussy, but that was how it had to be.

    "I think we did a good job finding Danny," Ashley said. "I think he's going to make Alicia very happy." She looked down at Devin, smiled, and added, "and that's going to make you happy too, isn't it?"

    "Yes," Devin admitted.

    "Good. Now make both Eric and me happy by sucking his cock for a little while," she said. "We'll watch your ex-wife take her new boyfriend's dick for a ride while you do."

    Devin wrapped his fingers around the base of Eric's cock, took the head in his mouth, and sucked while he listened to his ex-wife's moans fill the living room. He was sucking dick and Alicia was getting fucked. It was unlike anything they'd ever done in their marriage, and yet it was what Devin hoped the future of his relationship with his ex-wife - and perhaps his future wife if she saw fit to marry him again at some point - would be filled with, for the wildly kinky fun happening in their living room was exactly the sort of sexual satisfaction their marriage had been missing.

    "Thank you," Devin said as he stroked Eric's stiff cock.

    "For what?" Ashley asked.

    "For finding Alicia a boyfriend," he replied with a smile. "For finding someone that can satisfy her like I can't."

    "We just want you both to be happy," Ashley said. "It's pretty clear you're meant for each other. You just need a little something extra in your relationship. Danny will probably be the first of many men your lovely ex-wife fucks while you watch, and we're more than happy to get her started."

    Devin turned and saw Danny's strong hands on Alicia's ass as she bounced on his cock. They were kissing and doing so deeply, indicating a level of intense connection and pleasure on her part, though the obvious wetness of her pussy was also a good indicator of that.

    "Would you like to crawl closer and watch, Devin?" Eric asked.

    "I would," he replied.

    "You've done a good job sucking cock for me," Ashley said. "Go ahead. Go watch her ride another man's cock to an orgasm."

    Devin thanked them once more and crawled across the living room. He settled on his knees as Danny's feet and he watched his wife's pussy ride the fat dick buried deep inside her. He marveled at how her lips stretched around his thickness, how she left him coated in her juices each time she rose up, and how loud she moaned into Danny's mouth.

    "Are you enjoying the view?" Alicia asked.

    Devin looked up at her and nodded.

    She turned to Danny, kissed him softly, and said, "Should I make him suck your balls?" He nodded and Alicia looked back at Devin, smiled, and instructed, "Suck his balls while I ride him."

    Devin leaned in and went to work. He sucked on the balls of a man he'd just met. He did so without hesitation, too, and his cock fucking throbbed while he did it. The fact that Alicia went right back to riding him - and that Eric and Ashley were loudly fucking across the room - made the whole experience hugely thrilling.

    Devin took his cock in his hand and masturbated slowly as he contemplated a future that included a lot more ball sucking, cocksucking, cum eating, and sloppy seconds sex with his ex-wife. Before Ashley and Eric's arrival it was a future he never could have imagined, but now it was the future he wanted. It was the future he needed, in fact, and it was the future he was determined to have.
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    Devin poured himself a cup of coffee as the sounds of sex emanated from upstairs. That wasn't unusual, of course - it had become quite common since Ashley and Eric had begun their stay - but it still put a smile on his face.

    He stirred a little sugar and a dash of cream into his cup and his spirits brightened at the sound of footsteps approaching, for it meant that Alicia had roused herself and would be joining him. It meant Devin would take his ex-wife - and perhaps future wife - into his arms for a warm, lingering hug that might include a kiss, morning breath be damned.

    Those expectations were dashed when Ashley, the beautiful young blonde who'd unleashed Devin's sexual revolution, stepped into the kitchen.

    "Oh, hey," he said.

    Ashley - who was dressed in a thong and a cropped t-shirt - offered a knowing smile. "Not who you were expecting?"

    "No, actually."

    The sounds of sex were still ongoing, which meant Alicia was the one getting fucked. It was her who'd awoken filled with desire for Eric's big cock. It was her who was likely on her back in the bed she and Devin used to share. It was her getting pounded by a younger man.

    Ashley crossed the kitchen, stopped just in front of Devin, and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek before taking the cup of coffee from him. She smiled, sipped it, and then leaned against the counter with him.

    "Her sex drive is impressive," Ashley said. "In a way, you're a very lucky man."

    Devin smiled and watched Ashley sip the coffee he'd made for himself. He saw her nipples poking through her thin t-shirt and for a moment he entertained the idea of dropping to his knees and requesting the pleasure of going down on her.

    "I am a lucky man. I'm lucky you rented a room in my house. I'm lucky you and Eric are so open-minded. I'm lucky that Alicia seemed to get a little bored with her relationship. I'm lucky that you primed me to be open to an entirely new kind of sexual relationship. I'm lucky in so many ways," he opined.

    Ashley laughed. "You're also lucky that Eric's going to cum inside your ex-wife, that she's going to call out to you when he's done with her pussy, that she's going to let you run upstairs and crawl between her legs so you can clean my boyfriend's load out of her."

    "I am lucky."

    Ashley sipped her coffee, reached over, and caressed Devin's crotch. She found his cock, leaned over, and kissed his neck while slowly luring him into an erect state.

    "Make sure you take your time, Devin," Ashley whispered. "Make sure Alicia knows that you worship her, that tending to her needs is more important to you than anything else. Make sure you devour every drop of Eric's cum and thank her for the opportunity to do so. And then, if she's generous enough to give you an orgasm, thank her for that, too."

    "I will," he answered as his pulse raced.

    "A man like you need to show his gratitude as often as possible," Ashley continued. "You need to prove to Alicia that you're not going to take her for granted, that you're going to do everything in your power to ensure that she's happy, that her needs are being met, that she's free to be whatever she needs to be. If not, you'll find yourself on the outs again, Devin, and you'll have let the love of your life walk away for a second time."

    "I won't do that," he said. "I won't. I can't."

    Alicia's moans were getting louder. She was close to cumming. Devin's dick throbbed as he thought of his ex-wife with her legs spread as Eric pounded her pussy.

    Ashley set her mug on the counter and unzipped Devin's shorts. Her delicate fingers disappeared inside them and a moment later he moaned as he felt her grasp his stiff cock.

    "Alicia's lucky to have you too, Devin," she said. "She knows that, but you need to know it too. You're perfect for her. Tate was a superior man to you in many ways, and yet Alicia got bored with him. She needs something only you can give her. She needs a man that's willing to be as kinky as she is, a man that's willing to indulge in her need to have you watch as someone else fucks her. She needs a man that's willing to consume the seed of other men, that's willing to eat that seed out of her pussy and to get off on doing it. She needs someone like you to be happy, Devin, which is why she's lucky you're so eager to be with her despite the fact that she left you."

    Devin had all but forgotten the pain of being left by his wife. He'd forgotten the torment of their divorce and the powerful loneliness he'd experienced after Alicia moved out. Those feelings had washed away under a torrent of lust and love that arrived the moment she walked through the door again.

    The sounds of sex stopped. Alicia had cum. Eric had almost certainly cum inside her. They'd satisfied each other.

    "Take your clothes off," Ashley instructed. "Go to her naked."

    Devin hastily stripped as Ashley watched with a smile on her face. She took his cock in her hand and gave it a few slow strokes as he removed his shirt.

    "Devin!" Alicia called out.

    "Go to her," Ashley said with a smile.

    Devin headed for the stairs and saw a shirtless and slightly sweaty Eric coming down them. He stepped aside as the younger man offered a nod and a smile and then Devin rushed upstairs and down the hallway. He stepped into the bedroom he'd once shared with his wife and Alicia looked up, smiled at the sight of his stiff cock, and spread her legs.

    Devin admired the sight of her messy hair and the sheen of sweat across her chest. It had clearly been a rather vigorous fuck she'd been on the receiving end of.

    "I enjoyed listening," he said.

    "And I enjoyed getting fucked by that incredible cock Eric has," Alicia replied. She bit her lower lip, looked at him, and added, "Now why don't you come over here, crawl between my legs, and do what we both know you're so eager to do."

    Devin rushed to the foot of the bed and crawled towards his wife. He leaned down and kissed her soft, warm thighs. She let out a gentle moan and reached down to run her fingers through Devin's hair the moment he was close enough.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she urged him. "Taste his cum."

    Devin plunged his tongue between his ex-wife's swollen pussy lips. He met her gaze and she smiled before grabbing a tight fistful of his hair and groaning.

    "Fuck, it really turns me on when you eat cum out of my pussy, Devin," she said. "I just fucking came and already I'm turned on again. God, it's so fucking hot. Show me the cum. Show me it on your tongue."

    Devin lifted his head and opened his mouth. He felt the cum on his tongue and Alicia must have seen it as she unleashed a beautiful moan.

    Alicia's head fell to the pillow and she arched her back, offering Devin a breathtaking view of her breasts as he pushed his tongue inside her once more and found another dollop of cum.

    "Tate fucked me so many times in this bed," she said. "The sex was always good with him - great, really - but it was always best in our bed, Devin. There was something so hot about it, about letting him have me in the bed I shared with you. He fucked me harder when we did it here. He was more verbal, too. He liked to hear me say that he fucked me better than you did, that he made me cum so much harder than my husband did."

    Devin's cock ached with desire at her dirty talk. He pushed his tongue deeper inside her and swallowed more of Eric's cum while fantasizing the sex his ex-wife and her boyfriend had in their marital bed.

    "I would have loved to have fed you Tate's cum," she continued. "To have welcomed you home after he'd ravaged me in our bed. To have pulled you between my legs so you could plunge your tongue into my messy cunt and devoured his thick load."

    Her pussy was clean, so Devin turned his attention to Alicia's clit and offered a vigorous massage with his tongue, eliciting a series of wild moans that were followed by a thunderously loud orgasm that had her thighs trembling.

    "Fuck, that was amazing," she said before a deep sense of relaxation seemed to spread through her body. Alicia looked down at him, smiled, and added, "Come here, baby."

    Devin crawled forward and Alicia took his head in her hands and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. Their tongues mingled and she moaned as Devin rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    "I'm sorry, but I'm too sore," Alicia whispered. "Eric fucked me so hard that my pussy actually hurts."

    She kissed him again and Devin once more welcomed his ex-wife's tongue into his mouth, though this time it moved with greater vigor, as if she was trying to deepen his arousal. He wanted to fuck her, but there was something kind of hot about being denied the opportunity to do so.

    "Let me give you a handjob," she said. "Lie next to me."

    Devin rolled off of her and Alicia almost immediately rolled onto her side, pressed her beautiful body against his, and ran her fingers down his stomach. She took him in her hand, kissed his neck, and stroked him slowly.

    "Could you hear me moaning as Eric fucked me?" she asked.

    Devin nodded. "I thought it was Ashley getting fucked, at least until she came downstairs."

    "Mmm, she's so generous. She was more than happy to let Eric have me this morning, and more than happy to let me have his cock," Alicia said softly.

    "She was happy to tease me, too," he replied. "And to tell me that I needed to do everything I could to make sure that you're happy, at least if I want you to stick around."

    "She's a smart woman. And do you plan on doing that, Devin? On doing whatever it takes to make me happy now that I'm back?" Alicia asked.

    He nodded. "Yes. Absolutely."

    She stroked his cock slowly and kissed his neck and cheek. Her tongue darted out occasionally, brushing against his skin in a remarkably arousing manner that Alicia almost always accompanied with a moan. Devin had been in an intense state of arousal when he walked into the bedroom and it had only deepened since then.

    "I'll be better, too," Alicia said. "It's not like you were the only one at fault for our marriage going awry. I was the one that was unwilling to tell you what I needed. I won't do that anymore, though. I'll be very clear about I need, and I'm fairly certain I have a much better sense of what you need, Devin."

    He turned his head and saw a sweet, sexy smile on her face. "Oh yeah? What do you think I need?"

    "A naughty, imaginative wife that loves fucking other people," Alicia replied confidently. "A wife that will insist that you always clean up your messes, and that you clean up the messes of other men. A wife that will let you watch other men fuck her, but will also surprise you from time to time by fucking someone without saying a word and bringing you a sloppy pussy or a cum-filled condom to have fun with. A wife that will sometimes make you participate in pleasuring another man, especially one that gets off on feeling superior to my husband, one that will enjoy having you suck his big balls while I ride him."

    She was right. Devin wanted all of those things and each and every one of them sounded as if it would provide him with an incredible thrill. There was one thing she'd said repeatedly that stood out to him, though.

    "A wife?" he asked.

    Alicia sat up and smiled down at him. She released Devin's cock and caressed his face. "I know we haven't officially talked about it and I know we can't really talk about it while I'm in the midst of giving you a handjob, but I would like to talk about becoming your wife again. I wouldn't want to do it right away - just to give us both time to make sure it feels right - but I can tell you that it feels right to me, that I want it."

    "I want it..."

    She covered his mouth with a finger and said, "Shhh. We'll talk about it later. Feel free to think about it now, especially since I think all of those things I mentioned will be hotter if it's your wife that's doing them, not your ex-wife or your current girlfriend."

    She moved her fingers and leaned down to kiss him. Alicia found his cock and stroked him slowly while their tongues mingled. Arousal rocketed through his body and his dick throbbed in her hand as precum lubed his shaft.

    "I talked to my old boss," she said. "I told him I was moving back to town. He offered me a job. It's actually a promotion from the job I used to have."

    "That's really good news," Devin replied. It was especially good news because it meant that Alicia was actually serious about moving back, about staying with him, about forgoing the life she'd built with Tate.

    "I know it would be a little risky," Alicia said, "but there was a guy at work that used to flirt with me like crazy. A guy that I'm certain wanted to fuck me."

    It was the look in her eyes that Devin found exciting, for Alicia clearly had plans of some sort related to this guy.

    "I was thinking that after a few months back at work that I'd flirt back if he was still interested," she continued. "I was thinking, in fact, that it would be a lot of fun to have a fling with a guy that thought I was cheating on you. The best sex with Tate was when I was cheating on you, Devin. He fucked me differently back then. He fucked me like he was trying to take me from you, and he fucked me so good that he ended up taking me from you."

    Devin's loins tingled with pleasure as he thought of his wife cheating on him. He knew it was crazy to be so turned on by it, but he couldn't help himself.

    "I could bring him to our bed, Devin," she continued. "I could bring him to the bed you and I sleep in, our marital bed, and I could tell him to fuck my married pussy. I could tell him to pound my tight married cunt better than my husband does. I could beg him to cum inside me, to cum in my married pussy in the same bed I share with my husband."

    From the sound of her voice, Alicia was just as turned on as Devin was. She was rubbing her body against his and kissing and sucking on his neck between sentences.

    "Would I get to clean you afterwards?" Devin asked. "Would I get to lick another man's cum out of my wife's cheating pussy? Would I get to fuck you if you weren't too sore?"

    To his surprise, Alicia straddled Devin and took him inside her. It seemed that arousal trumped any soreness she might have felt. She smiled, put her hands on his chest, and rode him slowly as she said, "I'd insist on you cleaning my pussy. After all, you want to make me happy, right?"

    He nodded as the bliss of an impending orgasm enveloped his body.

    "It makes me very, very happy when you lick up another man's cum, Devin. It turns me on to think about you doing it, especially if I've been fucked in that incredibly vigorous, passionate way that Tate used to fuck me when I was the cheating slut offering herself to another man all over the house she shared with her husband."

    Devin reached up to play with her tits and moaned the way he almost always did right before his climax.

    "I want to be married to that cheating slut," he said. "I want to watch her. I want to service her and the men she's with. I want to come home to her naked in our bed with a thick load leaking out of her pussy. I want to clean that hot load out of her and then fuck her and pump my load deep inside her."

    He was seconds away from cumming, which was why it was so thrilling to see Alicia throw her head back and climax as she ground her hips back and forth over his crotch. Devin let loose inside her a moment later as the pleasure of his orgasm and the thrill of knowing that there was a very good chance he'd end up married to Alicia was once more - and married to a sexually liberated version of her - worked its way through his body, resulting in a particularly enthralling kind of satisfaction.

    "I love you, Alicia," he said during the slow comedown from his orgasm. "And I will do anything and everything to ensure you're happier now than you've ever been."

    "I love you too, Devin, and I promise I'll do whatever it takes to make you as happy as you deserve to be," she replied.

    It was, in a beautiful way, as if they were saying their vows all over again. In Devin's mind, they were as good as married, though he'd wait like Alicia wanted before they made it official.

    He would be true to his word, though. He'd do whatever it took to make her happy, for that's what would make him happy, and he was certain their marriage would be far better the second time around.

    Luckily for Devin, Ashley and Eric had come into his life at exactly the right time. He'd make sure to invite them to the second wedding, and with any lucky they'd play a part in the wedding night, too.

    The End.

  
    A Kinky Young Couple’s Plaything – Part 1

    Devin's divorce - after nearly fifteen years of marriage - wrecked him in countless ways. His wife's yearlong affair with a coworker ruined his ability to trust and robbed him of any confidence he once had with the opposite sex. The sense of happiness he used to possess largely disappeared under a tidal wave of stress, anger, and grief over the end of his marriage. Then there was the complete destruction of the plans he'd made for the rest of his life, all of which included the woman he'd met and fallen in love with in college and had no plans on ever leaving.

    It was the financial pain that required immediate attention, though. Devin's wife wanted to move across the country to take a new job - and to get a fresh start with her new man - and she'd offered to let him have the house to make that happen. He'd accepted her offer with the intention of selling the house and moving on. Devin hadn't counted on the real estate market cooling so quickly, though, and he was stuck with a house he couldn't sell and a mortgage he couldn't afford.

    Absent a better option, Devin decided that renting out one of the bedrooms on Airbnb was the best option to make ends meet while he waited for the real estate market to turn around. To make more money, Devin opted to rent out the master bedroom, which came with an impressive en suite bathroom that included both a shower and an elegant soaking tub.

    The plan worked well, too. It was a bit of pain to clean the bedroom and bathroom each and every time someone stayed, but it was well worth the extra money, which relieved most of Devin's financial stress. Plus, he came to enjoy meeting new people as it helped fight off the loneliness that had set in when his wife left him.

    Eventually, though, all the cleaning - and the occasional bad guest that made a huge mess or damaged the room - led to Devin focusing on finding long term renters through Airbnb. Much to his delight, it didn't take long to find a couple that wanted to stay for a month and Devin happily approved the booking.

    Ashley and Eric were young - she was 21 and he was 22 - but Devin was fine with that. Ashley was a traveling nurse and Eric was a photographer and they'd spent the past year moving around the country and were thrilled to find such a nice rental in their newest stop. Devin was fine with that, too - he even envied their wanderlust - as they seemed like an ideal couple for a relatively stress-free month of rental income.

    At first, everything was good. Ashley and Eric were exceedingly polite upon their arrival and they offered numerous compliments about the house as Eric showed them to the master bedroom and took them on a brief tour of the house. They mostly kept to themselves after that, going out for dinner and heading up to their room after they got home.

    Then came the sex. The incredibly noisy, aggressive-sounding sex. The kind that made Devin worry they were going to destroy his bed frame. Other couples had fucked in his bed - he was fine with that - but Ashley and Eric were loud enough that Devin had trouble sleeping, and his bedroom was on the other side of the house. They fucked for an exceedingly long time, too, pursuing their pleasure multiple times as the night wore on.

    They fucked again the next morning. It started as Devin was making himself breakfast. Ashley's moans drifted down the stairs and into the kitchen. Soon after he heard the rhythmic movements of the bed that he assumed were the result of Eric delivering a particularly vigorous fucking. The sounds of sex provided a strange soundtrack to Devin's meal as he ate his eggs and toast and they finished with a chorus of wild moans, grunts, and groans as he was putting the dishes away.

    Not long after, Ashley appeared in the kitchen in nothing but a cropped t-shirt and a pair of pink lace boyshort panties. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail and her arm, leg, and stomach tattoos - most of which Devin hadn't seen the night before - were on display, though he tried his best not to stare at the beautiful, scantily clad young woman, despite his desire to do so.

    "Good morning," Ashley said cheerfully as Devin avoided her gaze.

    "Uh...yeah...good morning," he replied.

    Ashley paused at the refrigerator and playfully asked, "What's the matter? Am I breaking the rules about how much clothing your guests are supposed to wear?"

    Devin laughed as any tension he felt washed away. "Well, there aren't any rules, but you're certainly wearing less clothing than any of my previous guests have."

    Ashley opened the refrigerator door and bent over in what looked to be a very purposeful manner, putting her exceptionally tight, sexy young ass on display and causing a gentle stirring between Devin's legs as he openly stared for a few seconds before looking away.

    "I tend not to wear a whole lot of clothing," she said, "especially when it's warm. Usually I put on a pair of shorts, but these panties are basically shorts anyway." She grabbed the orange juice, stood up, and turned towards Devin with that same joyful smile on her face. "Also, if I'm being honest, I like to wear as little clothing as possible after I've had an orgasm, especially if I had that orgasm with a big cock inside me. I have no idea why, but I've just always been that way. So, really, wearing a t-shirt and panties is quite the change for me."

    Devin wasn't sure if Ashley was flirting or just explaining her reality to him and it struck him that she might be the sort of girl who always seemed like she was flirting, almost as if she existed in a state of constant, natural sexiness that she couldn't do anything about.

    "Were we loud?" she asked.

    Devin nodded. "Last night, too."

    Ashley didn't seem the slightest bit remorseful. If anything, she seemed happy and the smile that crept across her face served as evidence to support that notion. "You know, I wasn't loud before I met Eric. I didn't really like sex before I met him, in fact. He definitely unlocked something in me. Like he let out my inner slut – who I absolutely adore – or something. I don't know."

    She unscrewed the orange juice top and chugged straight from the bottle. Devin would have been annoyed, but he was far too distracted by the sight of the very bottoms of her bare breasts, which were exposed with her arm raised and her back arched so she could properly drink from the bottle.

    Ashley finished her drink, wiped her mouth clean with the back of her hand, and then approached Devin and handed him the orange juice. She smiled and said, "We're gonna keep being loud, too. We're paying good money for your room and we're gonna use it to the fullest. You're more than welcome to jerk off while you listen, though."

    Devin wasn't sure what to say to that offer, but Ashley turned and walked away, making it seem as though she didn't really care what he thought.

    "Oh," she said right before stepping out of the kitchen. "Eric and me wanted to know. Why are you renting out the master bedroom? It seems like most people wouldn't want to leave the nicest bedroom in the house."

    "That's the bedroom I shared with my wife," Devin answered. "Who divorced me not that long ago. I have no special attachment to that bedroom."

    Ashley leaned against the doorframe and crossed her arms in a way that pushed her breasts together. Devin could see her nipples poking through the thin material of her t-shirt and he briefly felt an urge to see the beautiful young woman naked. "Divorced, huh? That's rough." She paused for a moment, studied his face, and then asked, "She fucked someone else, didn't she?"

    Devin wasn't sure if he should be amazed by her ability to deduce how his marriage had ended or annoyed that she would presume his wife had cheated on him. "Yeah, she did. How'd you know?"

    Ashley shrugged her shoulders, pushed away from the door frame, and said, "Some guys just have a vibe."

    She walked away without explaining what she meant and Devin took a long look at her tight ass in the pink lace boyshorts before turning away and taking a drink from the orange juice bottle.

    Not long after, the sounds of sex started up once again. Ashley was loud. So was Eric. Just like before, they went for a long time and Devin remained at the kitchen table right up until they'd both cum again. He didn't masturbate, but he spent the entire time thinking about it and repeatedly telling himself it would be a terrible idea to jerk off to the sounds of his guests fucking. He never really believed that argument, but he managed not to surrender to his base desire. He wasn't sure he'd make it the whole month, though.

    ---

    The sex was louder that night. The sounds were clearer, too. So much so that Devin got out of bed and opened his bedroom door.

    "Fuck me, Eric!" he heard loudly and clearly.

    Devin leaned away from the door like he was doing something wrong, though he wasn't. He was in his own house and his bedroom was far from theirs. Still, something was different, so he stepped out into the hallway and tiptoed towards the master bedroom.

    "Harder!" Ashley cried out. "Pound my tight little pussy harder!"

    Devin's cock stirred to life as he thought of his beautiful young houseguest getting fucked. He tried to purge the thought from his mind, but the sounds of sex made it impossible to do so.

    The reason for the increased volume and clarity of the sex - including their dirty talk - became clear as Devin peered down the hallway and towards the master bedroom. The door was open. Part of him wanted Ashley to have left it open on purpose, mostly because the idea struck him as hugely exciting.

    He didn't dare go any closer - trying to watch them have sex would absolutely have been a violation - but Devin couldn't seem to motivate himself to go back to his bedroom, either. So he stood there in the hallway and he listened as Ashley and Eric fucked in the master bedroom.

    Devin wasn't entirely surprised when he got hard as he listened. He couldn't stop thinking of Ashley in the kitchen that morning, of her lithe body, her pierced belly button, her tight ass, and her seemingly joyful approach to life, and to sex in particular.

    Then, out of nowhere, Devin thought of his ex-wife. He pictured her getting fucked in the master bedroom, only it wasn't him that was fucking her. It was the guy she'd left him for. Devin hadn't ever asked her - probably because he didn't want to know - but in that moment, as he stood there listening to Ashley and Eric fuck, he couldn't help but wonder if his wife had fucked another man in their bed. Had she brought her affair to their home while Devin was at work or out of town? Had she taken another man to their bedroom? Had she soiled their marital bed by letting someone else fuck her in it?

    Devin shook his head to try and physically push the thought away, in large part because he was panicked at the arousal he felt. He told himself that desire was because of the sex he was listening to, but some part of him worried that wasn't the truth.

    "Baby, I'm close," Ashley cried out, pulling Devin's attention to the present moment. "Fuck, Eric, baby, make me cum. Fuck me harder and make me cum. Make me cum all over your big cock!"

    The sounds of sex got louder. He was fucking her harder, and faster, too. Ashley's moans got louder. Then she screamed. It struck Devin as the good kind of scream, though. The kind he wasn't sure he'd heard from his wife in a long, long time.

    "I'm cumming!" Ashley yelled.

    Her orgasm sounded beautiful. Devin couldn't help but imagine Eric on top of her with his cock buried in her pussy. He let his imagination run wild with the erotic imagery. His dick remained rock hard, but he steadfastly refused to stroke himself. He just didn't want to cross that boundary.

    "Do you want to cum on my face?" Ashley asked with genuine excitement in her voice.

    "Fuck yes," Eric replied.

    Devin's eyes went wide from the sheer surprise of hearing a woman ask that question outside a porn video.

    "Mmm, baby, cum on my face," Ashley said seductively. "Give me your load. Cum on my pretty face. Make a mess all over me."

    Eric grunted and groaned and Ashley offered up a remarkably sensual moan. Devin turned and hurried back towards his bedroom as it was clear they were finishing up and he didn't want to get caught standing in the hallway. One of the floorboards creaked loudly as he stepped on it, but he hoped they were too caught up with their pursuit of pleasure to notice.

    Devin gently shut his bedroom door, took a deep breath, and looked down at his cock. It was still proudly erect and he felt both guilty and horny at the same time as he stood there and silently debated whether or not it was bad to masturbate now that he was no longer listening to them have sex.

    That debate still raged in his head when Devin heard the floorboard squeak. He held his breath and listened to the sound of footsteps approaching his door. His pulse raced and he panicked. Instead of getting into bed and acting as if he was asleep, Devin stood there like a statue.

    He watched the door handle turn. He saw the light from the hallway spread across the bedroom floor as the door opened. A bare, feminine foot and a smooth, slender leg stepped into the room. The rest of Ashley's naked body followed. She stopped when she saw him standing just a few feet from the door.

    Her face was covered in thick ropes of Eric's cum. Her breasts were reddened from what must have been a great deal of semi-rough play during the sex. Her pussy was shaved, which made it easy to see how plump and wet her lips were.

    Ashley looked at the bulge in his underwear and smiled. She stepped towards him and Devin backed up. She took another step towards him and he stepped back again. They repeated the process until he was standing against the wall and the bulge in his underwear was just a few inches from her belly button.

    Just as a glob of cum was about to fall from her face, Ashley reached up and caught it with her finger. She slipped that finger into her mouth, sucked it clean, and then stuck out her tongue to show the creamy white substance resting on it.

    Then she smiled, closed the short distance between them, and kissed Devin. He resisted, but only for a moment. He parted his lips and her tongue pushed into his mouth. The saltiness of her boyfriend's cum danced on Devin's taste buds and Ashley reached down, slipped her hand into his underwear, and slowly stroked his impossibly stiff cock.

    "Lick his cum off my face and share it with me," she instructed.

    Ashley turned her head and Devin ran his tongue over her cheek, collecting a wealth of Eric's cum in the process. Their lips met once more and their tongues danced as they shared in the salty taste and creamy texture of the semen her boyfriend had gleefully unloaded on her face. Ashley turned her head to the other side and Devin did the same thing. This time he moaned as her slow stroking of his cock pulled him ever closer to a thrilling orgasm.

    "Do you want to cum?" Ashley asked.

    "More than anything," he answered.

    She pushed his underwear down, took half a step back, and stroked his cock furiously. The head rubbed against her taut stomach every now and then, adding an extra thrill that only made him want to cum even harder.

    "You need to clean up your mess if I make you cum," she said. "Will you do that for me?"

    "Yes," he answered. "I'll do anything. I will."

    Ashley smiled and stunned Devin by dropping to her knees. She aimed his cock at her breasts and looked up at him with a naughty smile on her face. "Cum on my tits," she said.

    Devin did just that. He couldn't resist. He hadn't been that excited in months, if not years. He came all over her tits. It was a huge load, too, and the orgasm felt better than any he could remember. He leaned against the wall, closed his eyes, and felt the pleasure tear through him in the most incredible manner.

    When he was finished, Ashley released his cock, stood up, and moved to sit in his bed. "Come and clean up your mess," she said.

    Devin approached her and Ashley fell back into his bed. He moved between her legs, bent over, and cleaned his cum from her breasts. It wasn't pleasant - not after he'd had his orgasm - but he did it, and she seemed to find it delightful. She moaned. She groaned. She even reached down to play with her pussy, seemingly getting herself all worked up in the process.

    When he was finished, Devin stood up and Ashley offered a hand. He helped her to her feet and they shared a soft, lingering kiss before she gave him a quick smack on the ass and headed for the door.

    "We're going to have fun this month," she said. "As long as you do as you're told, that is."

    She was gone before he could respond. Devin wasn't actually sure what he would have said, though he felt fairly certain he wanted another orgasm like the one he'd just had, so he only hoped her demands weren't too extreme.

  
    A Kinky Young Couple’s Plaything – Part 8
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    "Devin, I could use a refill," Ashley said as she lifted the empty mason jar that had once been filled with a boozy lemonade concoction Alicia had made for all of them.

    Devin stood, took the glass, and stepped inside to refill it, doing so without hesitation.

    "Was he like that when you were married?" Ashley asked.

    "Obedient, you mean?" Alicia replied.

    Devin didn't hear Ashley's answer as he opened the refrigerator - perhaps she'd simply offered a nod - but he heard his wife's response loud and clear.

    "I wouldn't say he was particularly obedient," she said. "But, at the same time, I wouldn't say I was particularly demanding. Perhaps things would have turned out differently if I was."

    Devin stepped outside with a freshly-filled drink and handed it to Alicia. He returned to his seat next to his ex-wife - after eating her out that morning and cleaning his cum off her pussy, Devin felt far more comfortable with her - and she casually rested a hand on his thigh.

    "You two seem different," Eric noted as he put his arm around Ashley and pulled her close.

    Alicia smiled at the young couple, looked up at Devin, and said, "Well, we had a little fun this morning. As it turns out, we have something rather unexpected in common."

    Unexpected was certainly the right word for it, as Devin still couldn't quite wrap his head around the notion that both he and Alicia were massively aroused by the fact that she'd cheated on him. It wasn't the sort of thing a man was supposed to find so thrilling, and yet Devin was now fully enraptured by the notion, as Alicia's arrival had supercharged the desire that both Ashley and Eric had gleefully fostered.

    "Does that mean the cheating excited you, Alicia?" Ashley asked. "Were Eric and I right in assuming that you indulged in your lust for another man all over your house?"

    Alicia nodded. There might have been a time when that nod was accompanied by some measure of embarrassment, but that time had clearly passed as she seemed to feel a touch of pride, at least if her smile was any indicator.

    "Did he have you on the kitchen table?" Eric asked.

    "He did," Alicia answered. "Multiple times, in fact."

    Devin felt the arousal from that morning - an intense kind of desire he'd felt as his wife confessed to fucking her boyfriend in just about every room of the house - return with a vengeance. The arousal was aided by Alicia's hand moving ever closer to his crotch, a seemingly intentional act that showed just how little shame she felt at having cheated on him, and how little she cared about showing this particular kind of affection in front of his guests.

    "And did he have you on the bed that Eric and I are now sleeping in?" Ashley asked.

    Alicia nodded. "Many, many times."

    Ashley and Eric both seemed turned on. Devin was far from an expert in their arousal, but in that moment it seemed unmistakable. Perhaps, though, they were simply gleeful at having been right about the pleasure Alicia had taken in cheating on him.

    "And did he cum inside you in the bed you shared with your husband?" Ashley asked.

    Devin was surprised at the sudden surge of lust that brought his cock to a fully erect state. Alicia's fingers found it and she smiled - while maintaining eye contact with Ashley - before stroking him slowly and fostering the growing sense of desire he felt.

    "He did," Alicia answered. "He came inside me many, many times in this house."

    Ashley set her drink down, turned to Eric, and kissed his neck as her hand moved between his legs. Her fingers worked their way up his shorts and judging by the look on his face she managed to find his cock while her lips danced over his skin.

    When Ashley turned back to Alicia, she wore a giddy smile. "Now, looking back, do you wish that you'd known about this side of your husband? Do you wish you could have called him into the bedroom, spread your legs, and demanded that he lick another man's cum out of your pussy?"

    Devin watched his ex-wife smile and nod. He watched her experience what seemed to be an intense wave of pleasure that worked its way through her body. Her eyes fluttered for a moment and Devin wondered if she was indulging in a bit of fantasy.

    "What about you, Devin?" Eric asked. "Do you wish Alicia had revealed her cheating? Do you wish she'd made you lick another man's hot cum out of her pussy? Do you wish she'd informed you that his cock was superior to yours, that he fucked her better than you do, that you no longer deserved to fuck her, that it was now your place to clean another man's cum out of her?"

    "Yes," Devin admitted without hesitation.

    Alicia stroked him faster as Ashley did the same to Eric.

    "Would you like to live out that fantasy now, Alicia?" Ashley asked. "Would you like to fuck another man in the bedroom you and your ex-husband used to share? Would you like to cum on another man's big cock and beg that man to cum inside you? Would you like to demand that your ex-husband clean your messy pussy after it's been flooded with another man's thick, creamy, salty load?"

    Alicia looked at Eric - she'd clearly understood what Ashley was offering - and a smile slowly crept across her face. Devin was certain she'd turn down the offer - after all, Alicia still had a boyfriend that she was supposedly very much in love with - but instead, she said, "Yes, I'd like that. I'd like that very much."

    "Did you cheat on your husband out here, Alicia?" Ashley asked.

    She nodded.

    Ashley unbuttoned Eric's shorts and yanked them off along with his underwear. His big cock popped free and Alicia stared at it with unquestionable lust in her eyes.

    "Did you suck your boyfriend's cock out here?" Ashley asked. "Did you get on your knees and worship the dick that had brought so much pleasure into your life?"

    "Yes," Alicia admitted as she stood up and approached the young couple. Without saying another word she dropped to her knees in front of Eric and ran her hands up his thighs.

    "Go ahead," Eric said.

    Alicia needed no further invitation. She leaned forward and took Eric's cock in her mouth. She gave a blowjob on the back porch of the house she and Devin used to share. She recreated one of the many times she'd cheated on him, only this time she was doing it with a much younger man and Devin was no longer the man she was cheating on.

    Ashley got up and sat next to Devin. "Isn't that beautiful?" she asked.

    "Yes," he said as Alicia's head bobbed up and down in Eric's lap. From the looks of things, she was giving a tremendous blowjob, at least based on the smile on Eric's face and the way he kept on moaning.

    "Did she ever suck your cock out here, Devin?" Ashley asked.

    "No," he answered.

    Ashley leaned in and softly kissed his neck. "I guess you never inspired that kind of desire in her. I suppose that's not a surprise, though. You're not the kind of man that inspires a woman to get on her knees and suck dick, are you? You're the kind of man that inspires a woman to cheat."

    Devin's body was awash in pleasure and his dick throbbed painfully. From his vantage point it seemed that Alicia was having the time of her life sucking Eric's cock.

    "Do you want to watch him fuck her in the bed you used to share, Devin?" Ashley asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Ashley moaned and kissed his neck. "And do you want to clean his cum out of her, Devin? Do you want to lick another man's cum out of your ex-wife's freshly-fucked pussy?"

    "More than anything," he said.

    He'd thoroughly enjoyed cleaning his mess off of Alicia's pussy that morning, but licking up another man's load sounded far more arousing. It would be the culmination of every bit of naughty fantasizing and pleasure he'd experienced since Ashley and Eric showed up. It would satiate the ever-increasing sense of lust he'd felt over the past few weeks and Devin felt very much like it had quickly become a need and not just a desire.

    "Why don't you take him for a quick ride out here, Alicia," Ashley suggested.

    A moment later Alicia stood, stripped off her dress, and tossed it aside. She lowered her panties, straddled Eric, and took him in her pussy without hesitation.

    Devin marveled at the confidence and desire his ex-wife displayed. She wasn't like the woman he remembered, the one he'd spent the better part of his adulthood with. She seemed to know exactly what she wanted and clearly didn't hesitate to claim it.

    "It's different watching your ex-wife, isn't it?" Ashley asked as she continued to slowly tease Devin's cock.

    He stared intently at his ex-wife's pussy as it slowly rose and fell on Eric's cock. He watched her labia stretch around the impressively thick dick inside her. He saw how wet Eric's shaft was, which meant that Alicia was absolutely soaked.

    "Neither of you realized just how right you were for each other," Ashley said softly. "She needed something you couldn't give her, but as it turns out, Devin, you needed something she wasn't giving you, either. You needed to be with someone with an open mind, someone willing to indulge in the kinkier side of life, and you were married to her all along, you just didn't know it."

    It was true - based on what was unfolding in front of him, at least - and there was something so painful about that. Devin wasn't sure he would have come around to his current way of thinking even if Alicia had been perfectly honest about needing to fuck someone different - he probably wouldn't have, in fact - but he was there now and it was far more pleasurable than he ever imagined.

    Alicia lifted her pussy from Eric's cock, climbed off his lap, and bent over to kiss him as she stroked his slick shaft. Devin stared at her pussy, at her slightly gaping lips, at how slippery she looked.

    "Do you want to put your tongue inside her?" Ashley asked.

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Alicia turned and looked at him. "Go ahead. You can taste me. You can put your tongue inside me."

    Devin rushed to his feet, crossed the porch, and dropped to his knees behind Alicia. He wasted no time pressing his face between her thighs and plunging his tongue into her pussy. She moaned softly while stroking Eric's thick cock and a moment later they kissed again.

    A sense of genuine bliss enveloped Devin as he tongue fucked his wife's pussy. In that moment, everything felt perfect. He was squeezing her ass, licking her pussy after another man had just been inside her, and he was more turned on than he'd been in the last few years of their marriage.

    "I want you to fuck me in the bed I used to share with my husband," Alicia said. "And I desperately want you to cum inside me so he can lick it out."

    Devin smiled. It struck him as an act of intimacy on his ex-wife's part, for he was certain she understood just how badly he wanted to clean a creampie out of her and how good it would make him feel to do so.

    Alicia stood and Eric got to his feet. He took her hand and they walked into the house, through the kitchen, and towards the stairs. Ashley grabbed her drink and followed with Devin right behind.

    They stopped at the foot of the stairs and Ashley pressed a hand against his chest to prevent Devin from following his wife and the young man that would soon be balls deep inside her.

    "Your ex, Alicia, she's not happy in her current relationship," Ashley said.

    "What? What do you mean? How could you know that?" he asked.

    She looked at him like he'd asked a genuinely stupid question and answered, "Because she's already let you eat her pussy twice, jerked you off once, and she's moments away from having my boyfriend's cock inside her for the second time in the span of a few minutes. If she was truly happy, she wouldn't be cheating with such vigor. If she was truly happy, Devin, she wouldn't have accepted your offer to stay here."

    "What...what should I do?" he asked.

    Ashley smiled, leaned in, and kissed him softly. Devin closed his eyes and enjoyed the feel of her warm, perfect lips against his, and when she slipped him just a hint of tongue he moaned at the sheer thrill of it.

    "You should decide if you want her back," she whispered. "If you still love her, and if you want the kind of sex life she clearly craves. I don't know you well, but it seems like you'd very much enjoy being with her and that you're still very much in love with her, despite everything you've been telling yourself since she left."

    Devin didn't say a word.

    "I might be wrong. She might go back to her boyfriend no matter what you did. I don't think I am, though," Ashley said with a smile. "I think if you asked her to stay - not yet, of course, but before her time here is over - I think she'd accept your offer. In the meantime, though, you can certainly have a great deal of fun."

    The sounds of sex floated down the stairs and in an instant Devin's cock throbbed with desire as he imagined Alicia on her back in their marital bed - former marital bed - with Eric's big cock moving in and out of her pussy as he prepared to cum inside her.

    "Thank you, Ashley," Devin said. "For everything."

    She gave a soft, quick kiss, smiled, and replied, "You're welcome, though I won't pretend that I haven't had a great deal of fun playing with you, Devin, and I certainly plan on having plenty more fun playing with you and your ex-wife."

    She took his hand and they walked up the stairs. They rounded the corner and Devin saw his ex-wife's legs spread as Eric fucked her. His heart pounded as they walked down the hallway and towards the open bedroom door. He stepped through and visions of Alicia cheating on him - fucking another man in that very bed while they were married - filled his head.

    Devin stopped just a few steps into the bedroom and stared. He let the sounds of sex - and Alicia's loud, lusty moans - wash over him. He watched Eric fill her pussy with long, deep thrusts.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" Ashley asked as she lifted Devin's shirt over his head.

    He nodded while his gaze remained fixed between her legs, even while Ashley removed his shorts and pulled his underwear down, leaving him naked a few steps from the bed where he spent so many nights cuddled up with his wife.

    "Fuck me!" Alicia cried out as she wrapped her arms around Eric's lean young body. "Fuck me hard, Eric! Fuck my pussy hard!"

    He fucked her harder. He fucked her with strength and vigor. He fucked her like Devin couldn't, like he never had. He fucked her like Alicia had almost certainly always wanted and needed to be fucked, which was probably why she'd cheated on Devin in the first place.

    "I'm close, Alicia," Eric said. "Cum on my cock. Cum on my fucking cock and I'll fill you. I'll cum inside you!"

    That seemed to be enough to push Alicia over the top. She screamed in pleasure and her legs kicked opened. Her toes curled and Devin was certain he saw her thighs tremble a little.

    Ashley took Devin's cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. She kissed his neck and whispered, "Isn't that the most beautiful thing you've ever seen, Devin? Don't you love seeing your beautiful ex-wife cumming on another man's cock? On a superior cock? On the kind of cock that every woman desires and that you just don't have?"

    "Yes," he said breathlessly.

    "Cum inside her, baby," Ashley encouraged her boyfriend. "Cum in her pussy so Devin can do what he should have done before his marriage ended."

    Eric did as his lovely girlfriend desired. He buried his cock in Alicia's pussy and joined her in cumming. Devin had heard the young man's grunts and groans before, but this was different. This time, Eric was cumming in the pussy of someone Devin had once loved, that he might still be in love with.

    "Thank you," Alicia said as she wrapped her legs around him. "I had no idea how badly I needed to get fucked."

    "It was my pleasure," Eric replied.

    They shared a kiss as she opened her legs. Eric pulled out, backed out of the bed, and clapped Devin on the shoulder as he walked by, took his girlfriend's hand, and left the bedroom with her.

    Alicia sat up on her elbows and looked at Devin with her legs spread wide. Her pussy was pink and puffy and gaping and a small trickle of cum appeared at the entrance.

    "Do you want to clean me?" she asked.

    Devin nodded as he approached the foot of the bed.

    "Are you sure?" Alicia asked.

    "I am," he answered. "I want to clean you, Alicia. I want to clean your pussy. I do. I...I'm not sure I've ever wanted anything as much as I want to clean your pussy right now."

    She smiled in a manner that Devin hadn't seen in years. She smiled the way she used to smile, when they were young and madly in love and it felt like the whole world was their oyster. Devin remembered just how much he enjoyed making Alicia smile like that, how good it made him feel to be responsible for making her feel that good.

    "Do you want it?" he asked. "Do you want me to clean you?"

    She nodded. "More than anything. I know I just came, but honestly, Devin, I'm already turned on again. I'm not even sure I entirely understand it, but I definitely want it."

    He crawled into the bed and kissed his way up her legs, showering her soft skin in delicate kisses and eliciting a series of beautiful moans as he did. As he neared her pussy, Devin settled onto his stomach and looked up at his ex-wife. They stared into each other's eyes and he felt a deep sense of connection with her.

    "Clean me," she said. "Clean his cum out of me. Clean my pussy, Devin."

    Devin plunged his tongue inside her. He bathed his taste buds in Eric's hot, thick cum. Alicia moaned and immediately reached down to grab a handful of his hair. She pulled him closer and his nose rubbed against her clit, eliciting yet another moan, this time one of pure pleasure.

    "Fuck...Devin, that's so hot," she said. "That feels so good. Holy shit...clean my pussy, baby. Clean my messy pussy."

    He lost himself in it. He buried his tongue inside her and swirled it around. He licked voraciously, devouring every drop of cum he could find while Alicia moaned loudly. She hadn't been lying about her arousal and it seemed that she was barreling towards an orgasm.

    Devin's mouth and throat were coated with Eric's cum. His cock throbbed as it pressed into the bed he once shared with his wife, the bed she'd shared with her boyfriend countless times while they were still married.

    Thoughts of Alicia cheating on him in their bed filled Devin's head. He knew he should have been infuriated, that he shouldn't have been so turned on and so eager to clean a load of cum from her pussy, and yet he couldn't help himself. He wanted nothing more than to be there, between his ex-wife's legs, licking another man's hot load out of her cunt.

    "Devin, I'm cumming!" Alicia cried out.

    She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled hard enough for it to hurt while her wild moans filled the bedroom once more. For the first time in a very, very long time, Devin gave her an orgasm in that room, in that bed. It certainly seemed like it was the best orgasm he'd given in years, too.

    Eventually, after a lengthy orgasm, Alicia released his hair from her grasp, opened her eyes, and offered a hazy smile as she once again sat up on her elbows and looked down at Devin.

    "Was that good?" he asked.

    She laughed softly. "It was much better than good." She reached down again, this time caressing his face. "Come, lie next to me."

    Devin crawled forward and cuddled up with his naked wife for the first time in ages. She caressed his face once more and then leaned in for a kiss. His heart fluttered as their lips met and he moaned into her mouth as she took his cock in her hand and stroked him gently.

    "I'd like to do that again," she said.

    "I think Alicia and Eric are more than happy to have fun with us, with you," Devin replied. "They're quite the adventurous couple."

    She smiled. "Yeah, I can tell. Well, we can be an adventurous couple for a few weeks, too. How does that sound?"

    Devin didn't want to look quite as excited as he felt, but he suspected he wasn't doing a very good job hiding it as his lips kept trying to curl into a giddy smile. "I'd like that. I'd like that a lot."

    She kissed him again, this time with what felt like a touch of genuine passion. "Good. I'd like that too."

    She kept stroking his cock, but it didn't feel like she had any intention of letting him cum. Devin was surprised to find that he was okay with that, though, and that he might have even liked it, for it showed a great deal of confidence on Alicia's part. She was more than happy to tease and to pursue her pleasure without much concern for giving him an orgasm. It made Devin feel like the rest of her stay was going to be a great deal of fun.

  
    A Late Night Cum Feeding

    The sound of the front door slamming wakes you up. You blink the sleep out of your eyes and look over at the dim blue light emanating from the alarm clock. It’s just past 3 a.m. Your girlfriend must have had one hell of a night.

    You can tell she’s drunk before she even gets to the bedroom. She has trouble staying quiet when she’s had too much to drink. She giggles and stumbles while making her way towards you.

    “Hooonnneey,” she says in a singsong voice when she’s halfway down the hallway. “Waaaake uuuuuupppp.” She giggles again. “I have something for you.”

    She appears in the doorway and braces herself with a hand on either side of the frame. The hallway light is on so all you can see is a dark silhouette.

    “Are you awake?” she says in a slurred voice that confirms you suspicion that she’s had her fair share of drinks.

    “I am now,” you say.

    “Good, because I have something for you. It’s something I know you’re going to love,” she says while stepping into the room and kicking off her high heels.

    One flies over the bed and lands softly on the carpet. The other bangs into the wooden frame and falls to the floor.

    “Oops,” she says before bending over and giggling uncontrollably.

    You can smell the alcohol as she gets closer. Some men might be put off by their drunken girlfriend stumbling in at 3 a.m. They might be annoyed at being woken up. You’re not, though. You’re not like most men. You want what she’s brought home for you.

    You can see that her hair is a wonderful mess. Her dress isn’t on quite right. You assume she put it back on hastily and that the excess of alcohol in her system made it more difficult than it should have been.

    When she reaches the edge of the bed, your girlfriend leans over and kisses you. It’s a sloppy kiss. Her tongue is urgent as it pushes into your mouth. Other men might be annoyed. You’re turned on. You know what’s behind the kiss. You know she’s brimming with lust because of the treat she’s brought home for you.

    “Do you want what I have for you?” she says.

    The smell of liquor on her breath is almost overpowering. It’s a trigger for you though, and in a good way. It almost always means that she’s been a naughty girl, which is exactly what you want her to be.

    “I do,” you say.

    She smiles and stands up to pull her dress off. She unhooks her bra and frees her perky breasts.

    You roll onto your back and pull aside the covers as your girlfriend straddles you. “I can see your little man is already excited,” she says, referring to the erection making a tent in your boxers.

    “It’s a really big one,” she says, referring to the treat she brought you while she straddles your stomach.

    You can feel the wetness in her panties against your stomach as she sits down on you.

    “Can you feel it?”

    You nod. It’s impossible not to feel it.

    “He made such a mess, baby,” she says. “And you’re going to clean it up.”

    Still sitting across your stomach, she pushes two fingers into her panties and quickly pulls them out. 

    “Do you want a taste?” she asks.

    You open your mouth. This is what you crave. The taste is what you want more than anything.

    She pushes her fingers in your mouth and you close your lips around them. You run your tongue over her cum-covered digits and suck them clean. You swirl the semen around in your mouth and swallow it.

    “You’re such a slut,” she says before giggling uncontrollably. She loves that her boyfriend is so eager to another man’s cum out of her pussy.

    Her fingers disappear into her panties again and come back coated with more. She feeds it to you. You eat it all up. You want more.

    “Please, feed me more,” you say.

    She leans down and kisses you. Her tongue explores your mouth. She wants a taste of the cum too.

    “Mmmm, it’s so yummy. I can see why you like it so much,” she says.

    She moves closer. Now she’s straddling your chest. Now her cum-filled pussy is inches from your mouth. You want it so badly.

    “Look at you!” she says gleefully. “You just want me to feed you all of his cum, don’t you?”

    You nod. Of course that’s what you want. That’s what she’s trained you to want. That’s what all these late night feedings have been about. She wants you to be an eager cum eater for her.

    You look at her panties. They’re semi-sheer and you can see the thick globs of white cum that leaked out of her pussy on the ride home. To you, they’re all creamy little drops of heaven that you want to eat.

    Again she pushes her fingers into her panties and again they emerge covered in his cum. She feeds it to you. The smile on her face is one of pure lust mixed with the joy of wielding this power over you.

    She scoops the rest of the cum that’s gathered in her panties onto her fingers and feeds it to you. You’ve already eaten so much, but you know there’s more inside her.

    “You want the rest, don’t you?” she says.

    You nod vigorously. You’re like a puppy dog looking for another treat. You just want her to feed you. You want her to sit on your face and let his cum drip out of her cunt and onto your tongue. You want to be fed his load.

    Finally, she grants you the pleasure you’ve been dreaming of all night. She straddles your face, pulls aside her panties, and sits down on your mouth.

    Cum flows from her pussy into your mouth. Your girlfriend is feeding you another man’s load. She’s squeezing it out of her cunt and onto your eager tongue.

    “Eat it, baby. Eat his cum,” she urges you.

    You look up and see pure bliss on her face. You know that she loves feeding you his cum. It makes her happy to see how eagerly you eat it. She gets off on fucking other guys, but this might be her favorite part. Your eagerness to swallow what she brings home always makes her happiest.

    “Use your tongue. Get the rest out of me.”

    You push your tongue inside her. You taste her hot flesh and his cum. You lick it all out of her. You get every little bit you can because it makes you happy to be a naughty cum eater for her.

    “Fuck, that’s it. Lick up his seed, baby. Lick up the mess he made in your girlfriend.”

    The dirty talk turns her on. You can tell she’s going to cum on your face. You can see the way her chest heaves as she gets closer. You can tell she’s getting hotter as you feed on her lover’s cum.

    “Yes, that’s it. Yes. Yes!” she says.

    She leans forward. More of his cum flows out of her pussy. She grabs your head and holds it tight. She’s cumming. She’s cumming as you eat someone else’s seed out of her cunt. You’re giving her the last, best orgasm of the night.

    She loves her cum slut. 

  
    A Laughably Small Cock

    Laughter has often accompanied the reveal of your cock. It happened the first time your wife saw it, too. You were dating back then, of course. You were fooling around. There was kissing and fondling and all sorts of fun stuff.

    Then your dick came out. She laughed. She couldn’t help it. “You better be good with your tongue,” she said.

    Moments later she mounted your face. That was your first experience with your wife’s determination to make a relationship with you work. She knew your dick was small. She knew it wouldn’t satisfy her. She knew she’d require other means for pleasure.

    She didn’t know you craved small penis humiliation, but she guessed. “You know that little thing isn’t going to be inside me all that often, right?” she asked while riding your face that first night.

    You looked up at her. You tried to say yes with your eyes. You knew from experience that women weren’t interested in fucking your tiny dick.

    She was true to her word. It was months before she let you fuck her. “I can’t believe they make a condom small enough to fit your cock,” she said as you rolled the rubber down your tiny erection.

    “I can’t even feel it,” she said when you slid inside her. “Are you still in me?” she asked a few thrusts later.

    It took you less than a minute to cum. “Maybe it’s better that you have a tiny dick,” she said. “I’d be a lot more disappointed that you’re a minute man if you had a dick that was actually worth fucking.”

    Once, she let you try and fuck her from behind. She knew you wouldn’t be able to resist.

    “You can’t even get it inside me, can you?” she asked before laughing at you.

    She was right. You couldn’t. You couldn’t get it inside her. The tip of your dick got a little bit in her pussy, but you weren’t long enough to fuck her from behind.

    “If we get married, I’m going to have to find someone else,” she said one night. It was roughly six months into your relationship.

    She saw the surprise on your face. “I know it sounds a little scary, but it’s the only way this is going to work. I can’t go the rest of my life without having satisfying sex. That just doesn’t work for me. I need a big cock every once in a while. I’m not going to leave you for someone else, though. I’m just going to use a nice big cock and then come home to my cuckold husband.”

    “Okay,” you said.

    You knew there was no other option. Your tiny dick meant you had to be a cuckold.

  
    A Letter from Your Cuckoldress

    
    My Dearest Cuckold,

    When you brought up the idea of me sleeping with another man, I thought you were crazy. I thought you just wanted an excuse to cheat. I thought you couldn’t stand the idea of sleeping with me anymore. What I didn’t understand is that you were being generous, that you were trying to express your deepest held fantasies to me. I didn’t understand you were taking such a risk in telling me that you wanted me to sleep with someone else.

    Then I met Tanner. Looking back, meeting a guy at the gym feels like such a cliché, but I can’t help how it happened. When I noticed him checking me out, I couldn’t help but hear your voice in my head. It’s not the first time a guy has ogled me at the gym, but it’s the first time I ever considered what it would be like to sleep with that guy.

    I smiled at him and he smiled at me. I felt this incredible rush as my mind filled with images of his naked body on top of mine. In an instant I was imagining him inside me. I was dreaming of his cock thrusting into me. I was staring, too. I knew it. It felt embarrassing, but he didn’t seem to mind. Instead, he came over and introduced himself.

    It had been years since I’d flirted so openly with someone. I reached out and touched his impressively muscular arm when he made a joke and I happily leaned in when he reached out to touch me. When he asked if I needed a spotter I knew he was just looking for a chance to touch me and I eagerly said yes.

    You would have gone out of your mind if you’d been there. He had his hands all over me. We both knew he didn’t need to put his hands on my waist to steady me as I lifted the dumbbells, but he did it anyway. I was so turned on. I could feel the wetness between my legs. It wasn’t sweat. It was pure desire for this man I’d just met, and it was all because you’d planted the suggestion in my head. You told me you wanted me to sleep with someone else, to have someone else’s cock inside me.

    After our naughty little workout Tanner asked if he could walk with me to the parking lot. I eagerly accepted, of course. It was at the car that he asked me out. I didn’t even bother telling him I was married. I just said yes. How could I not? I could still feel the warmth of lust between my legs. He smiled when I told him yes and then he surprised me by pulling me close for a remarkably passionate kiss.

    It was some little peck on the cheek or his lips pressed against mine. It started that way, but when his mouth opened and his tongue emerged to slip into my mouth, I welcomed it. I sucked on it gently and let my tongue mingle with it. We made out right there in the parking lot. If I wasn’t wet before I certainly would have been after that. I damn near masturbated in the car on the drive home.

    Instead, I drove home and told you all about it. I’ll admit I was nervous. I still wasn’t sure how serious your offer was, and I was a little scared you’d be furious. You weren’t though. You were just as turned on as you said you’d be. You had a tent in your pants soon after I told you about my upcoming date and the kiss I shared with another man in the gym parking lot.

    You surprised me when you pulled off my workout pants. You wanted to see just how wet I was. I couldn’t believe you’d want to venture into my sweaty nether regions, but I couldn’t have stopped you if I wanted to. You were determined to go down on me, to taste my desire for another man. You did a great job, too. I don’t know that you’ve ever eaten my pussy with such passion and skill. I came in less than a minute.

    It was your performance on your knees in our living room that woke something in me. You convinced me that your desires to be cuckolded were real, that you were genuinely excited about the idea of me being with someone else. I’d never seen you so possessed by lust as when you devoured my pussy. You eagerly tasted the juices of lust produced by another man. Even better, you didn’t seem to give your cock a second thought. You only seemed interested in me.

    That was the first night you had a cuckold-fueled orgasm. After you’d made me cum I looked down at my juices on your face and the look of wonder in your eyes and smiled. A feeling of warmth and love washed over me and I took you to the bedroom.

    I had you strip and I did the same. We were naked together in bed and your cock was hard as a rock. I felt it throb as I gently wrapped my fingers around it and stroked you. You moaned and closed your eyes. Your hips pushed upwards, trying to fuck my hand. I felt a sense of power and control that I very much enjoyed. That’s what spurred on the dirty talk.

    “Are you hard because you’re thinking about Tanner fucking me?” I asked.

    “Yes,” you said with an irresistible sense of desperation in your voice.

    “I felt his cock, you know. In the parking lot, when we were kissing. I could feel it pressing into me. He got so hard for me, just like you’re hard right now,” I said as I stroked you slowly. Precum dripped from the head of your cock and you moaned as I spread it around.

    “Are you going to fuck him?” you asked.

    “Yes, honey, I’m going to fuck him,” I said, and I meant it. It wasn’t until that very moment that I had decided I was absolutely going to fuck Tanner. Once the notion was set in my mind, there was no reversing it. With your cock in my hand I decided I was going to cuckold you.

    I kissed your neck and gently bit your ear lobe before whispering, “I’m going to cuckold you and his big cock is going to feel so good inside me.”

    That’s when you came. Your cum spurted so high into the air and landed on your stomach. You groaned as shot after shot left your erection, making a big mess on you. As the pleasure of your climax subsided a look of pure bliss came over your face. I’m not sure I’d ever seen you so happy. It strengthened my resolve to go through with fucking Tanner, to go through with turning you into the cuckold you so desperately wanted to be.

    Later that week I had my date with Tanner. I’d originally picked out a pair of tight jeans and a semi-sheer blouse to wear for him, but you said a sundress might be a better idea. You pointed out that he might enjoy having easy access to my pussy. It reminded me that this was a different kind of date. Normally a girl doesn’t want to give easy access on her first date with a guy, but this was a special kind of date with a different kind of guy.

    That’s why I kissed Tanner so deeply when we met at the restaurant. It was another parking lot make out session, and once again I was wet with desire by the time our lips parted. We didn’t end up eating at the restaurant. As we enjoyed our drinks I slipped off my shoe and ran my bare foot up his leg until I reached his crotch. I massaged his cock until he got nice and hard. I had given up any pretense of making him earn my pussy. I wanted him and he wanted me.

    We hopped into his car and drove back to his place. As we drove out of the parking lot he told me to take off my panties and play with my pussy. I pulled up my dress to give him a good view and masturbated as he’d demanded. I was already soaking wet and I couldn’t help but moan as I rubbed my clit.

    “Finger yourself,” he said, his eyes darting between the road and my pussy.

    I slipped two fingers into my pussy and moaned at the incredible wetness I found. I closed my eyes, tilted my head back, and pushed as deep as I could into my cunt.

    “Lick your fingers clean,” Tanner said. “Taste your pussy for me.”

    I did it without hesitation. I tasted my juices, eagerly sucking them off my fingers as Tanner had ordered. I can’t tell you how much it turned me on to do what he said. I was out of my mind with desire at that point. If he’d wanted to pull over and fuck me on the side of the road as people drove by I would have said yes.

    Instead, he wanted me to suck his cock. Remember when I used to give you road head, honey? That’s the sort of thing you do when you’re young, or when you’re riding in the car with an insanely hot guy and you’re more aroused than you’ve been in years. Then you wrap your lips around his cock when he pulls it out, which is exactly what I did.

    With one hand on the wheel Tanner managed to extract his cock from his pants. It was the first time I’d seen it, and even in the dim light from the dashboard it looked glorious. I felt ravenous when it appeared and needed no instructions. I went for it.

    I sucked another man’s cock in his car, honey. I sucked his cock as he drove us to his place so he could fuck me. I didn’t go wild because I didn’t want him cumming before I had a chance to feel him inside me, but I made sure he felt good. I sucked and licked the thick, throbbing head of his dick and eagerly swallowed the precum that flowed from the tip.

    I bet you want to hear all about how he fucked me, don’t you? I’ll save that for next time. It was incredible and I want to give you all the dirty details of the first time your wife’s married pussy had another man’s cock inside it.

  
    A Letter from Your Cuckoldress - August 2018

    
      
    

    My Dearest Cuckold,

    I was a bit of a slut with Tanner. I had his cock in my mouth all through the drive back to his house. I sucked him slowly and sensually. As you know, I didn’t want him cumming before I felt that fantastic dick in my pussy.

    I released him from the loving grasp of my lips as we pulled into his driveway. That was really the first moment I paused to think about what I was doing. Was I really going to fuck someone else? Was I really going to take another man’s cock inside me while my husband was waiting at home?

    If I’m being honest, I didn’t really hesitate. I only had to think of how hard you got at the idea of me being with another man. It made me smile to think that I’d actually be making you happy by cuckolding you. What a wonderful man you are.

    Tanner pulled into the garage, slipped his cock back into his pants, and we rushed out of the car and into his house. He was on me the moment the door shut behind us. He pulled at my clothes as our tongues entwined. He couldn’t wait to get me naked, honey. He’d ogled my body in the gym, but he hadn’t yet seen me naked. You’re the only man that’s seen me naked since we got married.

    You were, at least. Tanner is the second. He’s also the second man to slide his cock into my pussy since we got married. That moment was incredible and it didn’t take us long to rush to the bedroom so he could fuck me.

    Our bodies were pressed together as we moved down the hall towards his bedroom. We were kissing and groping and stripping each other. I wrapped my fingers around his incredible cock and stroked him eagerly as he played with my tits.

    He pushed me against the wall and slipped two fingers into my pussy as we kissed. I sucked on his tongue just like I’d sucked his cock and moaned into his mouth and he discovered just how wet I was for him.

    I can’t remember the last time I’ve been so turned on, honey. It was with you, I’m sure, but it was years ago now. That kind of heat just doesn’t happen all that often in any long term marriage, but it definitely happened with Tanner.

    Have I mentioned how good he looks with his clothes off? This man works out, baby, and he’s been doing it for a long time. He’s gorgeous naked, especially when his cock is erect and eager to be inside me.

    I got a great look at him when we first moved into the bedroom. I sat on the edge of the bed while he stood a few feet away and pulled off his briefs. His big cock, which I was already familiar with, popped into view and I took a few moments to look him up and down. It was breathtaking. All I could think about was how badly I wanted him inside me.

    He moved to the nightstand and pulled out a box of condoms. I took it from him and said, “No, let me.” I grabbed a condom, opened it up, and fell to my knees in front of him. There was something intoxicating about looking up at this gorgeous, muscular man with a big cock. I can’t really explain it. I felt an overwhelming need to make him feel good.

    That’s why I took him into my mouth again. I looked up at Tanner as I sucked his cock. I did my best impression of a pornstar. I kept my lips tight around his dick as I moved back and forth on it. I even let him press against the back of my throat. I gagged a little for him. Can you believe that, honey? You haven’t experienced that in a long time, have you?

    When I finally let him out of my mouth he was coated with my spit and rock hard. He was ready to fuck me, baby. I eagerly rolled the condom down his glorious dick and got into his bed with my legs spread.

    He moved to go down on me, but I stopped him. “Just fuck me,” I said. He smiled and moved between my legs. He wasn’t going to turn down the chance to fuck a woman who was practically begging him for it. 

    That moment when he slid into my pussy was perfect. I can still feel it. I just have to close my eyes and I can actually relive those few seconds where he rubbed the head of his cock around my swollen cunt lips before pushing inside. I can see the look on his face as he felt me for the first time. I can feel his body pressing down on mine as he lowered himself and kissed me. I can feel him bottoming out inside me. I can feel him going so much deeper than you ever have.

    I wrapped my legs around Tanner and kissed him after he filled me. He began to slowly thrust into my pussy, into your wife’s body, and I moaned. It felt so fucking good. I’m wet just thinking about it as I write this.

    In the moment it felt like our bodies were meant to be together. It felt like he fit perfectly between my legs, like my pussy was made for his big cock. I had my first orgasm in just a few minutes. I wrapped my legs tight around him and unleashed a loud, long moan. “I’m cumming!” I yelled to the ceiling as he slowed his thrusts.

    He gave me a few moments to recover as we kissed. My body tingled from head to toe. He kissed my neck and nibbled on my ear lobes. He gently caressed my breasts and sucked on my nipples. He was still long, thick, and hard inside me and he was working me over. He wanted me horny again so we could keep fucking.

    He didn’t need to work that hard. I was ready for more. I got on top and rode that glorious cock wildly. I bounced on him. I rocked my hips back and forth and he reached up to play with my tits.

    It felt so fucking good to have him inside me. I thought of you while I was riding him. I thought of how you’d love to be there watching. I thought of how you’d probably love to lick my pussy the second he pulled out of me.

    It was great sex, honey, but the fun we had when I got home is what made the evening so special. That’s when I truly understood that you were serious about being a cuckold.

    Do you remember when I came home that night? I remember the look on your face. It was a mixture of nerves and excitement. I know now that it’s normal for a husband like you to feel anxious while his wife is out. That night I couldn’t help but feel a sense of overwhelming love for you.

    You really looked so sweet sitting there on the couch and waiting for me. You were kind of like a puppy dog waiting for its owner to come home.

    You sat on the couch as I came over to you. I knew my hair and makeup were considerably messier than when I’d left. I had that freshly-fucked look to me. I figured you’d like that.

    I kissed you before we did anything. We shared a long, soft, sensual kiss. I welcomed your tongue into my mouth and you welcomed mine. We reconnected so beautifully in that way. Didn’t that feel amazing?

    What I really loved was what came next. When we broke that kiss there was a moment of silence before I asked, “Do you want to taste me?”

    Your eyes lit up. “Yes, desperately,” you said.

    I stood and let you expose my pussy. You sat on the couch and simply stared for a few moments. The look on your face was so beautiful. You were enthralled with the sight of my recently-fucked pussy. It was pink, puffy, and slick with the lust generated by my coupling with another man while you waited at home.

    My hand moved to the back of your head and I pulled you closer. “Taste me,” I said softly.

    You breathed deeply, taking in the scent of sex emanating from my pussy. You extended your tongue and gently licked me. The moment felt charged with sexual energy. I’ll admit to being nervous too. I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about me actually going through with it, with fucking someone else. On the drive home I wondered if you’d hate me or if you’d actually be thrilled with the whole thing.

    That moment when your tongue made contact with my pussy, with the pussy another man had fucked less than an hour prior, was the moment I knew you were being honest about your desires. It felt like you accepting a new place in our marriage. It was you becoming my cuckold.

    The fact that you vigorously worshiped my pussy for the next 20 minutes was a pretty good indicator, too. You’d never been so dedicated to making me cum. It was like you were reclaiming me with your tongue, which I am more than happy to let you do whenever you please.

    What did it taste like, honey? What did my pussy taste like when you worshiped me after Tanner had spent the evening fucking me? Could you taste his sweat? Could you taste the latex from the condoms we used (yes, he came multiple times)? Could you taste his cock?

    You know by now that I’ll be cuckolding you regularly now. You know that fucking Tanner unleashed something in your wife. You gave me permission and I can’t go back now. You don’t want to go back, do you?

    I wonder what kind of fun we’ll have this month? I can promise you it will make your cock hard, my dearest cuckold.

  A Letter from Your Cuckoldress - September
My Dearest Cuckold,I can’t thank you enough for introducing cuckolding to our marriage. I wouldn’t call our sex life bad, exactly, but obviously it wasn’t nearly as hot as things have been with Tanner. In fact, it was never that hot, not even when we first got together. He’s just a different kind of guy, I guess.
I actually fantasize about him. Can you believe that? I fantasize about his body on top of mine, about his cock inside me. If I’m alone, I can’t help but masturbate. I feel like I’m in college again. I’m thinking about sex all the time, only now I’m married and the man I’m thinking about is most definitely not my husband.
I think you like that. You certainly seem to like it when I tell you about it and stroke your cock. You get so hard. You get harder now than you have in years. I like it. I like that you get so stiff when I’m talking about how good it feels to fuck Tanner and how badly I want him inside me.
I swear, if I go more than a week without him it feels like I’m going to go crazy. You get a little jealous sometimes, don’t you? It’s okay. You told me that would happen. You told me that sometimes a cuckold husband gets jealous and anxious. I’m not going to leave you though. I’m just going to keep enjoying his cock, and I’m almost certainly going to enjoy someone else when he and I inevitably drift apart.
I don’t think that’s going to happen anytime soon, though. Tanner is so hot and he’s so good at fucking me that I don’t want to let him go until I absolutely have to. How could I turn down a chance to enjoy that big cock of his?
I hope you don’t mind that things have changed a little between us. I know I used to give you blowjobs with some regularity, but I really wanted to give Tanner something special, so I decided to give him my mouth. He’s the only one that gets to feel my lips around his cock. He’s the only one that gets to experience my tongue licking his balls, shaft, and head.
It really turned him on, honey. We were at his place when I told him. I’d just gotten on my knees between his legs. I pulled off his pants and freed that perfect cock of his. It was hard from the kissing we’d been doing. I took him in my hand and stroked him slowly. I licked a little drop of precum from the tip.
I smiled at him and said, “Your cock is the only one I want to suck from now on. It’s the only one I want in my mouth. My husband doesn’t deserve that pleasure.”
His eyes went wide and he smiled. He loved it. I knew he would. What man doesn’t want to hear that his cock is superior? What man doesn’t want to know that a woman is so enamored with his cock that she wants to dedicate her mouth solely to it?
I gave him an incredible blowjob that night. I took it really slow and tried to make it last as long as possible. When I could tell he was getting close I would pull off and suck his big balls. I’d take each into my mouth and massage it with my tongue while I gently stroked his shaft. I’d moan as I worked those beautiful balls, honey. I’d moan with another man’s testicles in my mouth. Does that turn you on?
He shot a huge load when I finally let him cum. I must have been between his legs for half an hour. Usually I try to get a blowjob over with as quickly as possible, but usually it’s not Tanner’s cock I’m sucking, usually it’s yours. I’ll bet you like that though. I’ll bet you like the idea of your wife worshiping another man’s cock until he fills her mouth with a massive load of cum.
I swallowed, of course. I took him into my stomach. I always swallow for him. I’d gotten to a place where I would spit out your seed into the bathroom sink, but I’ve never even considered it for him. That probably turns you on too. You like that I look up at him and swallow his cum while I’m staring into his eyes.
You know why I do it? Because I want to please him. I want to make him feel good. I want to make him feel great. I want to make him feel like the incredible, muscular, sexy, big-dicked man he is.
He wants to make me feel good, too. It’s not just a one way relationship. That night, after I gave him that incredible blowjob and swallowed his seed, he eagerly went down on me. He eats pussy almost as good as you do, and I’m sure he’s had a lot less practice.
He made sure I had an orgasm and then we cuddled on his couch. I wanted more though. I was still turned on. Something about telling him that you weren’t getting blowjobs anymore had left me incredibly horny. I wanted to fuck.
Luckily, it never takes Tanner long to get hard again. You seem to manage one boner a night, but I bet he could go as long as I needed. Soon enough I had my hand between his legs and I was stroking him to another erection.
You have no idea how badly I wanted to just take his bare cock inside me. I wanted to straddle him and have beautiful unprotected sex until he unloaded in my pussy. We’re not there yet though, so we moved to the bedroom and he put on a condom so he could pound me, so he could pound your wife.
He’d cum less than an hour earlier, so it lasted a long time. Normally that’s not something I like – you know I get impatient if you take too long – but it’s different with Tanner. When he fucks me I don’t want the sex to end. When he fucks me I want his cock to stay inside me forever. Even when I get sore, I just want him to keep fucking me.
It helps that he keeps making me cum, of course. He fucked me for at least half an hour that night and I genuinely lost count of how many orgasms I had.
We finished in doggystyle. He was pounding the hell out of me from behind and I was taking it gleefully. He fucked me harder than you ever have, honey. I was definitely sore the next day – you remember how gentle you had to be when you went down on me – but I wanted it so badly that night. I wanted him to pound me for as long as he wanted.
Right before cumming he pulled out, whipped the condom off, and unleashed his semen on my lower back. That kind of thing would infuriate me if you did it, but something about Tanner marking me with his cum really turned me on. I actually liked feeling each shot of cum land on my skin. The warmth of it was quite lovely. Isn’t that crazy?
What would you think if he and I started having unprotected sex, honey? I’m on the pill so we don’t have to worry about pregnancy and I know Tanner would get tested. We’ve already talked about it, in fact.
The last time we were together I almost did it. I was on top and rubbing the head of his bare cock around my pussy to tease him, except I ended up teasing myself. I got so hot and bothered that I nearly sank down on him and rode Tanner’s cock until he came inside me. I want to feel that so badly. I want to feel his cock explode inside me. I want him to fill me with his cum.
Is that okay with you? Would that be a terrible decision? I know it seems like a simple thing – we’re just taking away a condom, after all – but it’s also a really big deal, right? I mean, it’s supposed to be a husband that cums in his wife. That’s one of the perks of getting married. That’s what happens when we have sex, which admittedly is happening less and less these days.
Still, I can’t help but want that. It’s all of it. It feels better to fuck without a condom. I know it’s riskier, but if he gets tested there’s not really any risk. Then I can enjoy that beautiful feeling of his thick shaft pushing into me without a barrier. It can be flesh on flesh. I’ve actually fantasized about it. I’ve dreamt about having unprotected sex with him. It makes me cum so hard when I do.
Would you be okay with it? Would you be okay with his big cock sliding into me without a condom? Would you be okay with us having unprotected sex? Would you be okay with another man cumming in your wife?
I know he could pull out, but I wouldn’t let him. I know that sounds crazy, but once his bare dick slides into me I’m going to need his cum. I’m going to need to finish it. It’s such an intimate, erotic act that I can’t stop myself from wanting it with him.
I want Tanner to cum inside me. I want to wrap my legs around him and kiss him as he unloads in my womb. I want to feel his cock pulse as he unleashes his seed in me. Do you want that, honey? Do you want Tanner to cum in your wife? Please tell me you do.
Until next time.

    A Little Chastity Play

    Like many people around the world, my husband is working from home as a result of the coronavirus. Unlike most people around the world, we've decided that should mean more chastity play. If he doesn't have to go to work, he's free to have his cock locked up for teasing.

    There's a good chance I'm going to turn our play into a little story for you (it'll be mostly true with some embellishments for the sake of your pleasure), but until I do I figured I'd share a set of audio files I've had my husband listening to as a way of teasing him.

    It's called "A Birthday He'll Never Forget...Again" and it comes in two parts. If you're at all into femdom and chastity play I think you'll enjoy it. It's also almost an hour of audio, so if you've got plenty of time on your hands, give it a listen. 

    If you have a chastity device, I recommend you put it on. Tease yourself while you listen. It will work even better if you have a vibrating toy (or even an electric toothbrush) to use when the domme in the audio file uses a vibrator on her locked up submissive. Refrain from cumming until the end either way, and then give yourself a reward after she's had her fun.

    A Birthday He'll Never Forget...Again, Part 1 

    A Birthday He'll Never Forget...Again, Part 2 

  
    A Little Help from Her Sexy Friend

    “So, has he gotten any better?” Sarah asked your girlfriend.

    There was a long pause. Long enough, in fact, to answer the question without the need for a single word.

    “I’m not sure he can get better,” your girlfriend said. “He’s so perfect in so many ways and then he’s so…imperfect in this one way.”

    Sarah looked over at your girlfriend. Her hand moved across the couch cushion until her fingers were entwined with your girlfriend’s.

    “Was I imperfect?” she asked.

    Your girlfriend looked over and shook her head.

    Sarah leaned over and kissed your beautiful girlfriend. Memories of their experimentation in college flooded your girlfriend’s mind.

    “I’m only in town for a few days,” Sarah said. “It doesn’t have to be anything more than that. We can just have a little fun.”

    Your girlfriend looked at her beautiful friend. She remembered how good it felt when Sarah fucked her. Her frustrations with you made her want it even more.

    Your girlfriend kissed Sarah again. She pulled her close and let her fingers roam under Sarah’s shirt.

    “I want you,” your girlfriend said. Any thoughts of you left her mind. She wanted to fuck someone that knew how to make her cum, even if that someone was a girl.

    Their kisses intensified as they pulled their clothes off. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies.

    “I missed you,” Sarah said. “I missed this.”

    Your girlfriend moaned as Sarah’s fingers pushed into her panties and played with her clit. She missed it desperately. She missed being with someone that knew how to make her pussy wet.

    “I need you,” your girlfriend said. She’d had one too many encounters with your disappointing cock.  She needed to have a pure, beautiful, thrilling orgasm.

    Sarah pulled off your girlfriend’s shirt and kissed her chest and breasts. She took your girlfriend’s rock hard nipple into her mouth and sucked on it. The room filled with moans of pleasure.

    “You make me feel so good, Sarah,” your girlfriend said.

    Sarah looked at up at her and smiled. “Better than he does?”

    Your girlfriend closed her eyes and moaned. She felt Sarah’s lips on her nipple once more. She felt her former roommate’s tongue dancing over the hard, sensitive flesh.

    “So much better,” your girlfriend said.

    Sarah turned her beautiful eyes up to your girlfriend once more. “Can I fuck you?” she asked.

    “There’s nothing in the world I want more.”

    Sarah hopped out of the bed and rummaged in her suitcase. She pulled out a strapon. She’d clearly come to visit with a plan. She stripped and pulled the cock up her legs. Your girlfriend instinctively spread her legs in bed. She needed to get fucked.

    “Fuck me, Sarah,” your girlfriend said.

    The beautiful lesbian fucked your girlfriend. She slid her strapon in and out of your girlfriend’s wet, needy pussy. She made her moan. She reminded her how good it could feel to get fucked.

    “I missed you so much,” your girlfriend said.

    Sarah kissed her and fucked her harder. She pounded your girlfriend’s cunt. She brought her right to the brink of orgasm.

    “Cum for me,” Sarah said.

    Your girlfriend did as she was told. She came hard on the strapon cock. She forgot all about you.

    “Can you stay longer?” your girlfriend asked.

    “Of course,” Sarah said.

  
    A Little Something for the Cuckold

    I think we both know she doesn’t really want your cock inside her, cuckold. He’s just better and there’s no need for you to disappoint your wife by trying to fuck her. You can still play, though. You can still offer her pleasure.

    When she says, “Taste me,” after he pulls out of her pussy, offer your mouth and tongue.

    When she says, “Show me you’re a good boy,” you need to lick her throbbing clit and make her feel good.

    Can you taste his cock on her pussy lips? Can you taste another man in your wife? Isn’t it the most delicious thing in the world?

    It’s more than the taste, though. It’s about accepting your place as her cuckold. It’s about the mental game she’s playing. It’s so simple. He fucks her pussy and you lick it after he’s been inside her.

    He’s the man that gets to make her cum with his big cock. You’re the man that gets to taste the result of the great sex they’re having. Doesn’t that make your place in the relationship clear?

    When she puts her hand on the back of your head to guide you to her pussy, it’s loving reminder of your place. “That’s it, my love. Taste my pussy. Taste him inside me. Taste his cock on my pussy lips. Worship me,” she says as she guides you between her legs to lick her perfect, well-fucked cunt.

    She’ll also ask you to lick her click when he’s inside her. In fact, it turns her on when you do this. Yes, the stimulation of her clit feels good, but it’s your willingness to be her cuckold that really thrills her. It’s your willingness to humiliate yourself by licking her clit while another man is inside her that makes your wife so wet. You’re making sex better for her by doing this.

    Don’t hesitate to do so. Don’t worry that your tongue will make contact with his cock. That’s okay. It only means that you’re a good cuckold. And then, when he pulls out and she tells you to lick her cunt, just do it. Stick your tongue inside her. Lick her clit. Show your wife that you know your place as her cuckold.

    You get to watch, but you also need to participate. She needs you to lick her throbbing clit and taste her pussy. She needs you to be a good boy and taste his juices flowing out of her.

    That’s it. Doesn’t that feel good? Don’t you love the mixture of their juices? Don’t you love being a pussy worshiping cuckold? If you’re a very good boy she’ll even let you clean his cum out of her. That would be fun, wouldn’t it?

  
    A Little Taste of Cuckolding

    Anthony tugged on his collar as he wondered if a bowtie was supposed to fit so tightly. It felt like he was being slowly choked. He looked at the other tuxedo-clad men in the room and marveled at how they all seemed so comfortable. He hadn’t worn a tux since his wedding, though now that his wife Marissa had landed a promotion into the c-suite at her consulting firm it was quite likely he’d be tuxedo-clad again in the future.

    He grabbed a glass of champagne from a waiter’s tray and stepped into the massive foyer of the mansion where the charity gala was being held. He searched for Marissa – she was hard to miss in the floor-length, light purple satin gown she’d bought for the occasion – but she was nowhere to be found.

    Anthony felt a little annoyed – Marissa had promised she wouldn’t abandon him – but he resolved to be the supportive husband she needed. His discomfort in the tuxedo didn’t matter. The fact that he’d only met her coworkers a few times and didn’t know any of them particularly well didn’t matter. Marissa deserved his support. She’d worked hard for her promotion and the job paid exceptionally well. Plus, he was at a party. It was okay to have fun, as the handful of tipsy guests made perfectly obvious.

    Anthony tilted his head back to take a long sip of his champagne and stopped when he spotted his wife at the top of the marble staircase that led to the mansion’s second floor. She glanced back, smiled, and disappeared down a hallway.

    For a moment Anthony considered drinking his champagne and socializing with Marissa’s coworkers. For a moment he told himself that she probably had a very good reason to be on the second floor of the mansion and to look like she was sneaking away.

    That moment passed quickly, though. Anthony drank the entire glass of champagne in one gulp, placed it on a marble pedestal that held a ridiculous-looking replica of a Roman sculpture, and made his way through the crowd. The stairs weren’t roped off so he proceeded to climb them just as his wife had in her impossibly sexy dress.

    He followed her path down the dark, windowless hallway and crept slowly past two closed doors and towards the sliver of light escaping out of a third. Anthony stopped a few feet short of the door and listened to a brief, muffled conversation. He was quite certain he heard the sounds of kissing and then a laugh rang out. It was Marissa’s laugh. At least he thought it was Marissa’s laugh. He didn’t quite want to believe it, though, because if it was his wife’s laugh then she was also the one kissing someone in the room.

    Anthony crept closer to the door, backed up just a little, and poked his head out to look inside. He saw a blonde woman on her knees between a man’s legs. He was sitting in a chair and they were kissing, and not in a this-is-our-first-time kind of way. They were kissing like people that were intimately familiar with each other.

    The woman was wearing a purple satin dress. Her blonde hair was styled in a side bun. Her ass looked absolutely fantastic. Anthony didn’t want to believe it, but it was hard to ignore the evidence that made it seem clear that Marissa was on her knees between another man’s legs.

    The kiss ended and Anthony watched the woman’s hands move between the man’s legs as her gaze remained fixed on him. She seemed to unzip his pants, and while Anthony couldn’t see what she was doing, he was certain the woman was pulling out the guy’s cock.

    It wasn’t until the blonde’s head dropped into the guy’s lap that Anthony realized how hard his heart was beating. He could feel it in his chest and hear it in his ears. There was a little bit of sweat on his brow and his feet tingled a little for reasons he didn’t understand.

    Anthony recognized the guy. It was Trevor, one of Marissa’s coworkers. They’d met at the previous year’s Christmas party. Trevor was one of the few people at the company that had made an effort to get to know Anthony.

    It wasn’t until the blonde put her hand on Trevor’s leg that Anthony knew it was his wife. It wasn’t until he saw the engagement ring he’d given her that he was absolutely certain that Marissa was blowing another guy at the charity gala. She was on her knees in the most beautiful dress she’d ever worn and she had someone else’s dick in her mouth. He didn’t have to see her face to know it was true.

    Despite that, it was still a little painful when Trevor said, “Fuck, Marissa, you’re incredible.”

    She responded by running her hand – the one on which she wore her wedding ring – up his stomach and chest as her head continued to bob up and down between his legs.

    Anthony felt like his legs were made of concrete. For some reason he couldn’t move. His wife was giving someone else a blowjob and he was just standing there and watching. He was watching the way the satin got a little tighter against her ass each time she took Trevor into her mouth. He was watching the way her hair bounced a little with every movement. He was watching the way her right arm moved, presumably as she used her hand to stroke Trevor’s dick while she sucked him.

    Marissa’s head popped up and the sound of slippery cock stroking spilled out of the doorway as she looked at Trevor.

    “Incredible, huh?” she asked.

    Trevor laughed before a look of pleasure washed over his face. “Incredible doesn’t begin to describe it,” he said.

    “You’re not so bad yourself, you know,” Marissa said. “You’ve given me some of the best orgasms of my life. You deserve a blowjob at a fancy party.”

    “We’re damn good together,” Trevor said.

    “Yes we are,” Marissa replied before her head dropped into his lap once more.

    The news that his wife was having an affair hit Anthony like a ton of bricks. She’d worked a lot of late nights in her pursuit of a promotion and apparently she’d taken up with Trevor while doing so. How many times had they done what they were doing right now? How many times had she fucked him and come home to Anthony? How many times had she gone down on him and come home to Anthony?

    More importantly, why wasn’t he storming into the room? Why was he standing outside the door and watching the rhythmic movements of his wife’s head as she sucked another man’s cock? Why was he oddly enraptured with the sight of the woman he loved going down on someone else?

    Marissa lifted her head and once more Anthony heard the sound of slippery cock stroking. His wife was working to pleasure another man and he still couldn’t walk away or burst into the room and demand that she knock it the fuck off.

    “I want you to cum in my mouth,” she said to Trevor. “I want to swallow for you.”

    She dropped her head into his lap once more and Anthony saw the smile on Trevor’s face. Of course he was smiling. What man wouldn’t smile at hearing something like that coming from a beautiful woman in an elegant dress?

    Anthony heard the sound of a wet blowjob. Marissa was working Trevor now. She wanted him to cum and her technique was effective. Anthony could see it on Trevor’s face. His eyes were closed. The pleasure he was feeling was obvious. He was about to cum.

    He gripped the edge of the chair and for a moment his body froze up before he unleashed a series of moans. Trevor was cumming in Marissa’s mouth. She’d just sucked another man off. Anthony had watched without doing a damn thing. He was just standing there and watching another man cum in his wife’s mouth. His heart was pounding. His body was awash in strange sensations and yet he couldn’t find the strength to look away.

    Marissa’s head lifted from Trevor’s lap as Anthony again let his eyes wander over her body in the satin dress. She looked so perfect and all Anthony could think was why his wife hadn’t dragged him upstairs. Why had she blown some other guy at the party? Why hadn’t she been interested in doing that for him?

    “You are the most incredible woman,” Trevor said. “It’s a shame you’re married.”

    “You still get to have a little fun,” Marissa replied as she put her hands on Trevor’s legs and stood up.

    That was Anthony’s signal to leave and he knew he might not make to the end of the hallway before they emerged from the room. Instead of retreating the way he came, Anthony walked quickly and quietly to the next door, twisted the knob and silently celebrated when it opened for him. He stepped into a sunlit room and closed the door most of the way, leaving it open just a crack to avoid making any excess noise.

    Anthony heard Trevor and Marissa talking in the hallway, though he couldn’t make out what they were saying. When the conversation died down he assumed they were gone and he leaned against the wall and tried to decide what he wanted to do. Was it best to act like he hadn’t seen anything and talk to Marissa about it later? Should he leave without telling her? Should he quietly tell her he’d seen what she’d done and walk out? Should he make a scene and try to sabotage her job?

    He’d barely run through the possibilities when Marissa stepped into the room. She closed the door, smiled at Anthony, and stepped close enough that he could smell the delicate perfume she’d applied before they left.

    Marissa slowly ran her hand down his chest as she asked, “What are you doing in here?”

    “What?” Anthony asked. His brain was awash in a confusing array of feelings and he couldn’t gather a single coherent thought.

    Marissa grasped his zipper with her delicate fingers and slowly pulled it down. She reached inside and smiled as she found his cock.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” she asked.

    Anthony was stunned at how good her hand felt. He looked down to see that his cock was hard and out of his pants as his wife slowly stroked him. He was alarmed at the sense of arousal coursing through his body. He wasn’t supposed to be turned on. He was supposed to be angry.

    Marissa took Anthony’s hand and placed it on her breast as she stroked him. He couldn’t help but take her suggestion and squeeze her perky flesh through the soft, sexy satin of her dress. She stepped closer and moved his hand to her ass and again he squeezed as she seemed to uncover a deeper vein of arousal within him.

    Marissa leaned closer, teased his neck with a feathery kiss, and whispered, “Did you enjoy watching, honey?”

    Anthony was overcome with a kind of arousal he didn’t understand. His cock felt harder than it had in years and it seemed that the desire had spread from his pelvis and now occupied his entire body. There was only one answer that made any sense.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “It’s just a fling,” she said. “He’s just a toy for me to have fun with. He likes to say things he shouldn’t after he cums, too, which is going to make it really easy to beat him out for vice president in a few years.”

    Marissa kissed his neck and gently sucked on Anthony’s flesh as he found it impossible to resist his wife’s erotic assault. It was a miracle he hadn’t already cum all over her dress.

    “You know I’m a ravenous woman, Anthony. I’m loyal, though. I’ll always be your wife. Trevor is going to be my toy for a little while longer and then I’ll move on and crush him when the time comes. Not you, though. I’ll never toss you aside. I need you. I love you. I just need to play from time to time. You can be okay with that, can’t you?” she asked before returning to his neck and sending a powerful shiver of pleasure down his spine.

    “Yes,” Anthony said, though his brain wasn’t functioning in top form.

    “I want you to kiss me, Anthony,” she said. “Kiss me to show that you’re okay with my need to play.”

    Anthony’s mind was clear enough to know what she was asking. It wasn’t just a kiss. It was a kiss just a few minutes after she’d sucked someone else’s cock and swallowed his cum. It was a kiss that would almost certainly taste a little bit like cock and cum. Even if it didn’t, Anthony would know where his wife’s mouth had been.

    Marissa moved closer until her lips were just a few inches from his. Their eyes met and he soaked up her intense stare from an uncomfortably close distance.

    “Will you kiss me?” she asked as her fingers worked his cock.

    Anthony nodded and a moment later Marissa’s lips pressed against his. The kiss started slow. She tilted her head and moaned in the softest, sexiest way imaginable. Her mouth opened and Anthony’s followed. Her tongue brushed delicately along his lips and he moaned. She was teasing him expertly and he couldn’t help but fall prey to her desires. When she offered her tongue in full, Anthony accepted it. He kissed his wife like she wanted. He tasted something a little strange, though it was hard to tell if it was cum or the adrenaline coursing through his body.

    “Thank you,” Marissa said as she pulled back. “Would you like to cum?”

    Anthony nodded.

    Marissa moved next to Anthony and took hold of his cock once more, seemingly intending for him to cum on the floor as she began to jerk him off.

    “Will you kiss me?” Anthony asked.

    Marissa smiled, leaned closer, and kissed him once more. It was the same as before. She was slow and seductive and the more active her tongue got the faster she stroked him. Anthony gave himself over, splitting his concentration on the pleasures happening between his legs and in his mouth. Everything else faded away as his wife guided him right to the edge of climax and then pushed him over.

    Anthony moaned into her mouth as his cum sprayed onto the hardwood floor in front of him. The kiss continued as Marissa alternated between sucking on his tongue and letting hers invade his mouth. He moaned just like Trevor had and it didn’t bother him nearly as much as he thought it would that he was the second man his wife had made cum that night.

    Afterwards, Marissa reached into her handbag and pulled out a tissue. “You should try and clean up your mess. The people that own this place are rich enough that I could see them doing a DNA test if they find your cum.”

    Anthony took the tissue and wiped his cum off the floor as he smiled at the notion of some rich old lady being totally aghast at the sight of a stranger’s semen in her home.

    “I wasn’t kidding,” Marissa said as Anthony balled up the tissue and tossed it in a nearby trash can. “I will play, but I’m always going to be yours.”

    Anthony was a little more clear-headed after his orgasm and he wasn’t entirely sure he was even close to comfortable with what had transpired that evening, but he believed that Marissa had no plans on leaving him.

    “I know,” he said.

    They shared another kiss, this one softer and sweeter.

    “Let’s go to the party. You can introduce me to the other people you’re going to beat out for a promotion in a few years,” Anthony said.

    Marissa smiled. “It would be my pleasure.”

  
    A More Dominant Wife - Part 1

    You step out of the bathroom after a long, hot shower. You head towards the dresser to grab fresh underwear and a t-shirt and you’re halfway there before you notice that your wife – who was in the living room when you got in the shower – is naked in your bed. Her beautiful body rests atop the comforter and her lips curl into a seductive smile when you finally look her way.

    You turn towards the bed and approach your beautiful wife as her smile brightens. She bites her lower lip and slowly runs a hand down her stomach and between her legs. She covers her pussy for a moment before her index finger finds her clit for a little bit of gentle masturbation.

    As you reach the foot of the bed your wife takes one of her breasts in her free hand and massages the soft, perky flesh before grasping her nipple and rolling it between her fingers. She closes her eyes, bites her lower lip once more, and unleashes a soft moan. You’re not hard yet, but you’re well on your way as your cock comes to life watching her play.

    You crawl into the bed and between her legs. She opens her eyes and places a foot in front of your face to stop your approach.

    “Where do you think you’re going?” she asks.

    “To your pussy,” you reply.

    She smiles as her toes press gently against your chin. “Is that what you want? My pussy?” You nod and her toes slowly crawl from your chin to your lower lip. “I’m not sure you deserve my pussy.”

    “Please,” you say.

    She presses her big toe between your lips, smiles, and says, “Suck.” The tone of her voice has shifted. It’s commanding. She hasn’t made a suggestion. She’s issued an order.

    You’ve never sucked her toes before, but you see no reason not to. You wrap your lips around her toe and you suck. You run your tongue over it and she closes her eyes and moans as her finger dances over her clit.

    “That’s good,” she says softly before gently working a second toe into your mouth. “Suck for me.”

    There’s something about her tone and that particular command – suck for me – that turns you on in an unexpected way. Your loins tingle and your cock gets a little closer to an erection despite the lack of any direct stimulation.

    She pulls her toes from your mouth and smiles as you remain in place on your hands and knees at the very edge of the bed. You admire her smile and then look between her legs. She plunges two fingers into her pussy the very moment you gaze upon it and you can’t help but notice that she’s exceptionally wet.

    “You’re so wet,” you say.

    “I’m turned on,” she replies.

    “Because I sucked on your toes?” you ask, mostly because you’re genuinely curious if your toe sucking really did arouse your wife.

    Her foot moves between your legs and her toes play with your cock as she smiles. She doesn’t offer an answer, though. Instead, she brings you to an erect state and then lifts that foot until her toes are resting in front of your face.

    “Suck,” she says again.

    You don’t even hesitate. You do as she desires. You take her big toe in your mouth and you suck. She responds with a deep, lusty moan and plunges two fingers into her pussy while rubbing her clit with a third. She grasps one of her breasts and squeezes it with what looks to be a surprising level of vigor. She closes her eyes and moans and you’re absolutely certain she’s even more turned on than she was before.

    She opens her eyes and pulls her toe from your mouth. She moves her foot between your legs again and rubs your cock, transferring some of your saliva to your shaft and offering a great deal of pleasure in the process.

    “Are you turned on?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She smiles, plunges three fingers deep into her pussy, pulls them out, and holds them up. They’re glistening with her juices, a surefire sign of her desire. “Suck,” she says before pointing her fingers at you.

    You crawl forward and take her fingers into your mouth. You suck and lick her juices off of them. You taste her sweetness and you marvel at how good it feels. You’ve never had her fingers in your mouth, and yet it feels like something you wish you’d always been doing.

    “Look at me,” she says.

    Your eyes drift up her naked body and find hers. She sits up and leans forward. Her fingers push a little deeper into your mouth. You run your tongue over them. You lick and suck.

    “Does my pussy taste good?” she asks in a soft, seductive voice.

    “Mmm hmm,” you say around her fingers while nodding.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and plunges them into her pussy as you continue to stare into her eyes. You hear her wetness – she sounds even wetter than just a few minutes ago – and watch as pleasure washes over her face while she fingers her slick pussy.

    “Do you want more?” she asks. “Do you want to suck for me?”

    There’s only one answer that you want to give. It’s dancing on the tip of your tongue. It feels strange to say ‘yes’ to a question like the one she just asked, particularly since she asked it with such intense lust in her voice. You’re not entirely sure what’s happening in your bedroom – your wife has never really acted like this before – and yet you can’t help but feel as if she’s lured you into the same state of desire she’s currently experiencing.

    “Yes,” you answer, chasing the lust she’s helped build inside you.

    “Then say it,” she replies. “Tell me you want to suck for me.”

    “I…I want to suck for you,” you say.

    She pulls her fingers from her pussy and plunges them into your mouth. You close your lips around them and suck. She moves them in and out, filling your mouth over and over. You don’t want to, but you can’t help but think of a blowjob. Is that what your wife is thinking of?

    Your wife pulls her fingers from your mouth, lifts your head, leans forward, and kisses you. Her tongue immediately slips between your lips and she moans. You try and crawl forward – you’re desperate to fuck her – but she refuses to lie back, holding you in your place without much effort.

    “Finger me,” she says.

    You part her pussy lips and slip two fingers inside her. Her lips hover close to yours as you move in and out of her wet flesh. You use your thumb to rub her clit and she smiles before moaning. She kisses you again and you rub her clit faster. Her toes tease your cock, luring you a little bit deeper into your state of arousal and making it all the more painful that she hadn’t yet let you inside her.

    She grabs a handful of your hair, leans back, and smiles at you. Her grip is tight and just a little bit painful and she’s acting so out of character that you can’t tell what she has planned. There’s a part of you that likes that, though. You’re not sure why your wife is suddenly so different in the bedroom, but you’re all in favor of mixing it up when it comes to sex.

    She pushes down on the top of your head and you lie between her legs. You’re inches from her pussy and you try and crawl forward to put your tongue inside her, but she tightens her grip on your hair and it hurts enough that you stop moving.

    “That hurts,” you say.

    She smiles in a way that’s a little disconcerting, like she enjoys the fact that it hurts when she grips your hair so tight. “Do you want to put your tongue in my pussy?” she asks. “Do you want to taste the sweet juices of my cunt?”

    She never uses that word, which is precisely why it sounds so good coming out of her mouth. “Yes,” you answer as your stiff cock presses into the bed in a manner that’s a little painful.

    “Do you think you deserve to taste my pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She smiles and reaches down. She rubs her clit in slow circles while you watch. “I think you should have to earn the right to taste my cunt,” she says.

    There’s that word again. There’s that tone in her voice again. There’s a wild look in her eyes, too. It seems like she’s turned on in a way she hasn’t been in a long time. Something’s gotten into her and you like it. If you didn’t, your cock wouldn’t be so hard.

    You feel a sudden, deep desire to taste her pussy. Maybe it’s simply because she doesn’t seem to think you’re worthy of it and she’s withholding. You’re not sure why, but you want it. “Tell me how to earn it,” you say. “I want it. I want to taste your…”

    You hesitate to say the word and she smiles. “My cunt?” she asks. “Is that what you want to taste? My tight, wet, perfect cunt? Is that where you want your tongue to go?”

    You nod. “Yes, I want to taste your cunt. And I want to earn the right to taste your cunt. I do.”

    Her finger moves faster over her clit. She moans and her thighs tremble a little. It seems like she’s on the verge of an orgasm, but you haven’t yet had the pleasure of tasting her pussy. You don’t want to sit there and watch her masturbate. You want to participate. For some reason you feel more than a little desperate for that chance.

    “Please,” you say. “Let me taste you.”

    She plunges her fingers into her pussy and you watch them disappear between the folds of her slick, pink flesh. You open your mouth and hope that she’ll feed you her fingers and let you suck them clean.

    She doesn’t. Instead, she pulls out and lifts her fingers to her mouth. She sucks them clean while her grip tightens on your hair. You wince at the pain and feel a surprising surge of jealousy as you watch your wife suck all of her slippery juices from her fingers.

    “Please,” you say. “Please, I’m desperate.” You are, too. You’ve never felt so desperate to put your tongue inside her. “Please, let me taste you.”

    “Okay,” your wife says, but she refuses to release you. You try and crawl forward, but you only feel the pain of her grip on your hair.

    She smiles, pauses for a moment, and then lifts her legs and pulls them back. Her ass cheeks part and you see her pink, wrinkled asshole appear in front of you.

    “You’re not worthy of my pussy,” she says with a hard edge to her voice. “You have to earn that. I’ll let you do that, though. All you have to do to earn a chance to taste my cunt is to eat my ass.”

    You stare at her asshole for a few moments and then look up at your wife and see a look of erotic delight on her face. She’s turned on at the idea of you eating her ass. You’re not sure why, but she is.

    Even more confusing is the fact that you’re turned on. Your cock got a little harder the moment she uttered the words ‘eat my ass’ while you stared at her perfect-looking asshole. It feels so…naughty. You’ve ever given a rimjob. You’ve never come close to licking your wife’s asshole, or anyone else’s for that matter. You want to do it, though. You want to extend your tongue and lick that pretty little asshole of hers. You want to give in and indulge in licking and sucking on the dirtiest part of her body.

    Your wife’s tone is soft and seductive as she asks, “Do you want to eat my asshole?”

    You look up at her and nod. “Yes, please.”

    “If you come anywhere near my pussy it will be a very long time before I allow any part of you inside it, do you understand?” she asks.

    The sense of control emanating from her is wildly arousing. You’re not sure where this version of your wife has been hiding, but you love that she’s suddenly come out to play. “Yes, I understand.”

    She releases her grip on your hair and you crawl forward and press your lips against her asshole. You lick it ravenously. You kiss it. You run your tongue around it. You eat her ass just like she instructed.

    Your wife moans in response and immediately starts masturbating. She grasps her breast in one hand and plays with her nipple. She rubs her clit furiously. She occasionally dips three fingers into her pussy to fuck herself for a few seconds before returning to her clit.

    You eat her ass while she’s masturbating. You eat her ass vigorously and your cock throbs as it presses into the bed. You’re turned on in ways you don’t entirely understand, for you’ve never found giving your wife oral sex to be hugely arousing. Certainly not like this. It’s always been a means to an end, with the end being the part that you really care about. And yet, now you feel desire coursing through your body as you lick her asshole while her pussy is just a few inches away.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Eat my ass. Lick my dirty little hole. Earn the right to taste my sweet cunt by eating my dirty little asshole.”

    You double down as her dirty talk lures you deeper into a state of intense desire. You lick her hole with greater vigor. You run your tongue all around it. You even probe inside her just a tiny bit, eliciting a moan as she masturbates with furious desire.

    Your wife cums as you eat her ass. Her pussy spasms as she fills your bedroom with moans. Juices drip out of her and run down to her asshole and you eagerly lick them up, though you make sure to stay away from her pussy, as she instructed.

    When she’s finished cumming, your wife sits up, smiles at you, and says, “You were a very good boy.”

    You feel a rather pleasing rush of pleasure at being referred to in that manner. You expect that she’ll let you taste her pussy and perhaps use your tongue to make her cum a second time.

    “Thank you for helping me cum,” she says before rolling out of the bed, putting on her panties and t-shirt, and heading for the bathroom.

    “Wait, where are you going?” you ask.

    “I didn’t say you’d get to taste my pussy tonight,” she says. “You proved you were worthy, but I had my orgasm and I’m finished for now. Don’t worry, though. I’ll let you have what you crave soon enough, though I’m afraid you’re going to have to work hard to prove that you’re worthy of fucking me, so that stiff cock of yours is going to be a little frustrated for a while.”

    “Wait, what?” you ask as you spin around and sit on the edge of the bed.

    She smiles as if your confusion delights her. “You won’t be tasting my pussy tonight, and it might be a while before I let you fuck me, as you’ll need to work a little harder to prove that you’re worthy of fucking me. You want to be a good boy for me though, don’t you?”

    There’s that phrase again. ‘Good boy.’ Something about it thrills you. “Yes, I want to be a good boy for you,” you say. Your utterance is immediately followed by a sense of pleasure that seems to run down your spine before concentrating between your legs. Your wife smiles as if she can see that pleasure.

    “You’ll get a chance to taste me tomorrow,” she says. “I promise. Until then, you’ll just have to wait. Oh, and being a good boy for me includes keeping your hands off your cock. I’ll be the one to make you cum from now on.”

    She walks away before you can say anything. You can’t help but feel like you’re married to an entirely different woman. You are excited, though, and you’re willing to go along with whatever your wife has planned in the name of furthering that excitement.

    Plus, your wife seemed to have one hell of an orgasm, and you know that it’s a very good thing if the woman you love is having great orgasms. If she wants you to be a good boy, then you’ll be a good boy.

  
    A More Dominant Wife - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    It’s the morning after your surprisingly thrilling encounter – the one that included giving your first rimjob – with your wife. A weight on your chest lures you from sleep. You open your eyes to see your wife sitting on you with a smile on her face.

    “Good morning,” she says.

    She went to sleep in a satin camisole and a matching pair of satin shorts with lace trim, but the shorts are gone and her pussy is pressed against your chest. It feels warm and a little wet and you can’t help but wonder what she has in store for you.

    “Good morning,” you reply.

    “How did you sleep?” your wife asks nonchalantly, as if her bare pussy isn’t pressed against your chest the morning after she exerted an unexpected level of dominance in convincing you to rim her ass and denying you an orgasm afterwards.

    “I slept well,” you say as you alternate between staring up at her and glancing at your chest to see her pussy lips and her clit, which has snuck out from the flesh hood that normally protects it.

    Your wife smiles, lifts her pussy from your chest, and reaches down. She slips two fingers between her plump lips and they move inside her with ease, indicating that the wetness you felt pressing against you was very real.

    “I did too,” she says with before a quiet moan escapes her lips. Your eyes remain fixed on the sight of her fingers, which are now slowly moving in and out of her pussy and generating a wet, slippery sound that you find intoxicatingly sexy. “I woke up thinking about you,” she continues. “I thought about how eager you were last night, how you used that talented tongue of yours to pleasure my asshole while I masturbated. I thought about how much fun it was to play with my pussy while you rimmed me and I got more than a little turned on.”

    “I can see,” you reply.

    She pulls her fingers from her pussy and they move towards your mouth. You part your lips instinctively – it was so much fun to do so last night that you can’t help yourself – and she places them on your tongue and says, “Suck for me.”

    You suck as your wife desires. You taste her sweet juices. She moves her fingers in and out of your mouth as you look up and see what appears to be a mixture of deep satisfaction and potent arousal on her face. It seems perfectly clear that she’s getting off on fucking your mouth with her delicate fingers and you can’t help but feed off of her excitement and feel a healthy dose of it yourself.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and slides her hips forwards. Her pussy is now inches from your face. You can feel the heat emanating from it. That desperation you felt last night returns. You want to taste her, to lick her, to make her cum with your tongue.

    “Please let me lick your pussy,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and slips two fingers between her pussy lips. She’s exceptionally wet. You hear it as she fucks herself slowly. She moans and you feel your cock throb with the same desire you felt the night before.

    “Do you want me to sit on your face?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you reply. The idea sounds utterly intoxicating.

    She pulls her fingers from her pussy and rubs them over your lips. You try your best to take them in your mouth, but she keeps pulling away and denying you the pleasure of tasting her juices.

    “You’re so eager,” she says appreciatively. “You just want me in your mouth, don’t you? You want me to fuck those pretty lips of yours with my fingers, don’t you?”

    You nod as your wife continues to run her fingers over your lips, spreading her sweet juices and teasing you with the notion of getting to taste her. You’re not sure why you want it, but she’s right that you want her to fuck your mouth with her fingers. You want to experience the unique, beautiful feeling that envelops you as she’s penetrating your mouth.

    “I want to cum,” your wife says before sitting up and looking over her shoulder. She leans back and her fingers find your cock. She strokes you a little and moans. “I could use your cock. I could sink my pussy onto it and take you for a ride.”

    You moan and your hips push upwards as if your body is in full support of that particular idea.

    “But you’re so eager that you might cum too quickly,” she says. “You have a habit of doing that when you get a little too excited or when it’s been too long since you’ve been inside me.”

    She’s right about that. It doesn’t happen often, but sometimes you just can’t help yourself.

    “I think I’d be a lot more likely to cum if I sat on your face,” she says. “Though, I suppose I could sit on your cock and if you happened to cum before I was finished I could just sit on your face and make you clean your load out of me.”

    “No,” you say. The idea is revolting. “Please don’t do that. Please just sit on my face.”

    She releases your cock, leans forward, and smiles. “I thought you’d say that. Most men have no interest in eating their cum. Why would they? It’s disgusting, isn’t it?”

    You nod.

    “You like it when a woman eats your cum though, don’t you?” she asks. You’re about to say something when she moves her hips forward and sits on your face. She smothers you with her pussy and you can’t utter a single word. All you can do is put your tongue to work. “I won’t make you clean your cum out of me. Not today, at least. Who knows, though? Maybe someday I’ll feed you a hot, sticky load of your cum from my pussy. Maybe someday you’ll be eager for it. Maybe you’ll be so eager to be a good boy for me that you’ll beg me to sit on your face after I’ve given you the pleasure of releasing your load inside me.”

    Again you’re astonished that the woman in your bed is your wife. She’s never talked like that, and as far as you know she’s never even thought like that. Perhaps she’s been hiding her true self, though. Perhaps she’s always been like this and she simply chose not to share it with you.

    Just like last night, you can’t help but feel a surprising kind of excitement at your wife’s sudden turn. You grab your cock and stroke as she rides your face, but she’s having none of that.

    “No touching yourself,” she says. “Remember, I’m the one that gets to decide when you cum. I’m the one that makes you cum from now on, in fact.”

    You release your cock and your wife reaches down, grabs a surprisingly tight handful of your hair, and truly rides your face. She moves her hips back and forth, rubbing her clit over your nose, lips, tongue, and chin. She’s aggressive about it in a way you find rather intoxicating and you’re fairly certain she’s going to cum, and cum quickly.

    “Oh, fuck,” she says. Her eyes are closed. There’s a look of utter joy on her face. She’s riding your mouth with intensity and speed. Her thighs are trembling. Juices are dripping down your face as you lie there and act as her passive sex toy, providing pleasure by merely existing beneath her.

    She cums without saying a word. Instead, she offers up a cavalcade of wondrous moans and groans while more of those sweet juices flow from her pussy. Her legs vibrate from the pleasure and her face contorts in the most wondrous ways.

    When she’s done, your wife slides back onto your chest and runs her fingers through the slick layer of juice she left on your face. “What a mess I made,” she says before pushing those fingers in your mouth and slowly fucking your face. “We should really get cleaned up. Let’s take a shower and then you can make me breakfast.”

    You have no objection to that plan. You follow your wife out of the bed and into the bathroom. You happily follow her into the shower and you’ll happily do just about anything she desires in there for you’re quite enraptured with the sudden change in her bedroom personality.

    
      
    

    Three relatively quiet days have passed since your wife rode your face in bed. You’re in the kitchen doing the dishes – dishes that have remained in the sink for hours – when you hear the front door open. Your wife has returned from her run.

    “Good run?” you ask as you hear the refrigerator open.

    “Great run,” she replies.

    You look over your shoulder and see your wife in a pair of skintight black leggings with semi-sheer cutouts over her thighs and calves. She’s paired the leggings with a simple sports bra that manages to look insanely sexy. You’ve never seen either piece of athletic wear on her and she looks amazing.

    “What are you staring at?” she asks with a smile.

    You turn the water off, spin around, and lean against the sink. “You,” you reply. “Is that outfit new?”

    She nods.

    “You don’t usually wear something so…well, so tight,” you say. “And I’m not sure I’ve ever seen you run in just a sports bra.” You’re certain you haven’t, in fact. Your wife has always had a good body, but she’s never really been one to show it off in public.

    “I decided to try something new,” she replies with a smile before taking another sip of the sports drink she retrieved from the fridge. “I felt good, too. Really good.”

    “You look good,” you say. “Really good.”

    She steps closer and you stare at her glistening chest before she says, “You’re not the only one that thinks so.”

    Your eyes dart up to hers and you see a naughty smile on her face. “What do you mean?”

    “Someone I met while on my run thought I looked good,” she says. “We were waiting to cross the street and he told me so. He said he loved my leggings, that they looked exceptionally hot.”

    You stare at her leggings – they really are hot – and you notice that your heart is beating a little harder than usual. “Someone was flirting with you?”

    Your wife smiles and nods as she takes another step closer. “He was. He was hot too. Tall. Good looking. In great shape.” She reaches up and runs her fingers over your arm. “He had great arms. Really muscular.”

    “Did you…did you touch them?” you ask.

    Your wife stares into your eyes and smiles. You’re suddenly quite worried that she did more than flirt with someone else on her walk. “No,” she says. “I just flirted back a little. I told him that he was really quite hot himself.”

    Your heart pounds a little harder and you watch your wife run her fingers over her sweaty stomach before slipping a hand into her leggings. You see her fingers move towards her pussy and she moans, indicating that she found her clit and she’s happily indulging in self pleasure. You wonder if she’s masturbating because of the flirting or simply because she seems to be in a state of near constant arousal in the past few days.

    She pulls her fingers from her leggings and lifts them to your lips. You lean forward and take them in your mouth. She doesn’t even have to utter the words. You suck on her fingers. You lick up her juices. You taste the saltiness of her sweat, too. With her free hand your wife reaches out and massages your cock through your shorts. She stares into your eyes and smiles as you get hard while her fingers move in and out of your mouth.

    “I’m wet,” she says.

    You feel jealous and a touch of panic. There’s no harm in flirting, but your wife has never been the kind of woman that does that. She’s never been the kind of woman to fuck your face with her fingers, to sit on your face, to make you eat her ass, or to wear skintight leggings and a sports bra, either. Perhaps she’s not the same woman anymore.

    “I want to cum,” she says before pulling her fingers from your mouth. “I want you to help me with that.”

    You open your mouth to answer but she steps closer and kisses you before a word can escape your lips. Her tongue slips into your mouth and in an instant that sense of panic disappears. She wouldn’t be kissing you like that if she was bored with you or if she intended on leaving you for someone else.

    “Get on your knees,” she says softly.

    You drop to your knees and your wife steps back. You stare between her legs and imagine licking her wet, sweaty pussy. Something about going down on her after a long run strikes you as exceptionally arousing, filling you with a deep sense of desire.

    “Make I lick your pussy?” you ask.

    She smiles. “No, you may not.” She turns around, looks over her shoulder, and says, “You may clean my sweaty ass with your eager tongue, though.”

    You feel a surprising surge of arousal at her words. You’re not sure why, but in that moment the only thing you want is to lick her sweaty ass clean.

    “Lower the leggings that gorgeous man enjoyed so much,” she says.

    You tense up just a little at the mention of the man she flirted with, but it doesn’t dampen your desire as you reach up, slip your fingers into the tight waistband of her leggings, and pull them down. You expose her round, milky white, beautiful ass.

    “Spread my cheeks,” she orders. “Press your face between them. Lick my sweaty ass clean.”

    You reach up and spread your wife’s cheeks. You stare at her asshole and the flesh you’ve just exposed. You lean forward and press your face between her beautiful cheeks. You extend your tongue and lick her asshole. There’s an explosion of saltiness on your taste buds. There’s a slightly acrid taste that reminds you that you’re licking her asshole after she’s been on a long, sweaty run. For some reason, your cock throbs.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Lick my tight, sweaty, dirty little asshole.” Her fingers find her pussy. You hear the wetness as she masturbates. Her arousal is significant. You hope it’s because you’re eating her ass and not because she’s thinking of the man she flirted with.

    “He asked me for my number,” she says.

    You lean back to ask if she gave it to him, but your wife reaches around, grabs your hair, and pulls you between her ass cheeks.

    “I didn’t say you could stop cleaning my sweaty asshole,” she says with a harsh edge to her voice.

    You resume licking her asshole and her crack. You lick up a considerable amount of salt as your heart pounds and your cock throbs. Your arousal confuses you a little, especially since it comes in tandem with your wife confessing that another man asked for her number.

    “He wanted more than my number, though,” she says. “He wanted me. He wanted to have me. He wanted to take me back to his place, to strip off our sweaty clothes, and to have me. I’m certain of it.”

    She moans and you can hear that her fingers are moving even faster over her pussy. She’s getting turned on thinking about what the guy on the run wanted. She must have done quite a bit of flirting if he asked for her number. Does that mean she wanted him? Does that mean she gave him her number? All of this runs through your mind as your cock continues to throb while you rim her ass and lick up every bit of sweat that her leggings didn’t absorb.

    She trembles and stops moaning for a few moments. Her fingers still move rapidly over her pussy. Then she cums. Her exultations of pleasure fill your kitchen as you rim her sweaty ass while she climaxes. Your cock remains stiff in your shorts.

    When she’s finished, your wife stands up, pulls up her leggings, and spins around. “Thank you,” she says. “That was a lovely orgasm. Now I need a shower.”

    She turns to leave and you say, “Wait. Did you give him your number?”

    She looks over her shoulder, smiles, and walks away without saying a word. You remain on your knees with a throbbing boner in your shorts and a mixture of anxiety and lust coursing through your body. Confusion reigns in your brain as you grapple with the notion that some part of you wants your wife to have given her number to a stranger she met on a run.

    That can’t be how you really feel, right? What kind of man wants his wife to do that? Surely you’re not that kind of man, right?

  
    A More Dominant Wife - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "How are you feeling?" your wife asks as you stop at a crosswalk.

    You've joined her on a run today - the same route where she met the handsome runner she flirted with a week ago - and you're already exhausted. You don't run nearly as much as she does and she's clearly in far better shape. "I'm okay," you say before smiling. "Well, obviously I'm exhausted. But this is good. It's good."

    Your wife leans closer and kisses you on the cheek before stepping away, turning around, and sticking out her ass. In doing so she offers you a view of her backside in yet another pair of new leggings. These are a bright blue color with black stripes down the sides and they cling to her ass like nothing you've ever seen. They're utterly perfect in every way and it brings you great pleasure to run behind her and stare at her magnificent ass.

    "Let's go," your wife says as the walk signal comes on.

    You jog across the street and onto the path that runs along the other side of the road. It diverts into the trees and suddenly you're running in what feels like a beautiful forest. You don't take much time to admire the view, though, as you keep staring at your wife's ass. You love the way it bounces just a little bit in her tight leggings, and of course you can't help but think of the ass worship she's had you engage in over the course of the week. You've been on your knees with your face buried between her sweaty cheeks after almost every run she's been on in the past week.

    Your wife slows and you do the same. She stops and looks back at you with a naughty smile on her face. She takes your hand and leads you into the trees. You're not entirely sure why, but you can't help but feel a little bit excited as the look on her face indicated she was eager to have a little fun.

    Your wife leads you behind a particularly thick tree and leans against it. She pulls you close and you share a soft kiss before she reaches down and slips a hand into her leggings. She kisses you again, but this time she moans while masturbating. Her tongue is active and eager in your mouth and you can't help but get off on the thrill of kissing her while she masturbates in a semi-public place.

    She pulls her fingers from her leggings and holds them in front of your mouth. "What do you want?" she asks.

    "I want to suck for you," you answer. It's the same phrase you've uttered almost every day this week as your wife clearly finds great pleasure in you sucking on her fingers, especially when you're licking the juices of her pussy off of them.

    She places her fingers on your lower lip and you open your mouth. She penetrates your face and you wrap your lips around her slippery digits and suck them clean while she stares into your eyes.

    "You look good when you're sucking for me," she says softly.

    Your cock is hard. Your cock always gets hard when you suck for your wife. There's just something so exciting about it.

    She slips a third finger into your mouth and your lips stretch a little wider to accommodate it. She pushes them deeper and you feel your gag reflex begin to trigger just before she pulls her fingers away. There's something intoxicating about feeling like a pawn for her to play with, something that you love, that you can't get enough of.

    "Get on your knees," she instructs. You fall to your knees. The leaves crunch under your weight. "What do you want?" she asks.

    "I want to worship your sweaty ass," you say. You're doing more than saying what she wants to hear. You're expressing your desire. You're desperate to worship her sweaty ass. You've become addicted to it. You think about it all the time. Your favorite time of day has quickly become that moment when she walks through the front door after a run. "I want to kiss and lick your sweaty asshole."

    "What a dirty boy," she says with a smile. You're not the only one that's come to love this time of day.

    "Please," you reply.

    Your wife spins around, puts her hands against the rough bark of the tree, and sticks her ass out. "You may clean my sweaty ass," she says.

    You reach up and hastily pull down her leggings. Her ass looks damp with a thin layer of sweat. You spread her cheeks and see even more sweat between her soft globes of flesh. You press your face between it. Your tongue licks hungrily at her asshole. You consume every bit of her salty sweat. You act like a man possessed, as if your life depends on cleaning her asshole. She reaches back, puts a hand on your head, and pushes hard. She smothers you with her ass and it's glorious in every way.

    You remain there - on your knees with your face between her sweaty ass cheeks - for what feels like an exceptionally long time. You eat her ass vigorously, cleaning up every drop of sweat and tonguing her asshole in what has become your favorite tradition. Your cock throbs - as it always does when you eat her sweaty ass - and she moans, as she always does.

    Eventually, she pushes you away, depriving you of the pleasure of her asshole. She pulls up her leggings, spins around, and smiles at her eager, ass eating husband. "I'm going to run ahead," she says. "I want you to wait until your stiff dick has gotten soft and then you can catch up. I really want you to push yourself, though. Run hard to find me, okay?"

    "Okay," you say.

    Your wife pushes away from the tree and heads back towards the trail. You watch her run and she quickly disappears from your view as you stand up and wait for your cock to go soft. It takes a few minutes, which means you'll have to run particularly hard to catch up with her. You're ready for that, though. You take off at just short of a sprint. It doesn't take long for it to feel as though your legs and lungs are burning. You keep pushing, though. You want to impress your wife with your dedication.

    Eventually you see her. She's reached the spot where the trail crosses the road once more. She's waiting at a red light and she's standing next to a tall, handsome, muscular man in a tight t-shirt and a pair of running shorts. You run harder, which leaves you completely out of breath by the time you reach her.

    "You made it," your wife says as both she and the muscular man turn to look at you.

    You bend over and put your hands on your knees as you gasp for air.

    "Is this your husband?" the guy asks.

    "It is," your wife replies.

    You look up to see him smiling at you before he turns his gaze to your wife once more. He seems to devour her with his eyes and you're fairly certain he's doing so purposefully, almost as if he's taunting you with his desire for her. You're not sure, but you suspect this is the same man she's mentioned flirting with a few times in the past week, the man that she might have given her number to.

    "You know, you never did give me your number," he says, answering the question that had been lingering in the back of your mind.

    "I didn't," your wife replies. "But you only asked for it once."

    You stand up straight but you're still struggling a little to catch your breath.

    "And if I asked for it again, would you give me your number?" he asks.

    Your wife looks back at you, smiles, and turns to the muscular man standing next to her. "There's only one way to find out."

    "I wonder if you're the kind of woman that would give her number to another man while her husband is standing right behind her," he says.

    "Well, I'm the kind of woman that just made her husband lick every drop of sweat from her asshole - right back there behind a tree - though I don't know if that helps you figure out if I'd be willing to give you my number with my husband standing right behind us," she explains.

    Your eyes go wide as your wife shares a remarkably intimate detail with a man she barely knows. It puts a smile on his face, though, and perhaps that was her intention.

    He pulls his phone from his pocket, hands it to her, and says, "Can I have your number?"

    Your wife takes it from him, smiles, and says, "Of course you can." She enters her number into his phone and hands it back to him.

    He takes his phone and lets his eyes wander over her body. He licks his lips like a man who's quite confident he'll soon be enjoying the body he's eyeing, and then tucks his phone into his pocket, smiles, and says, "Thank you for that. I'll be in touch soon."

    The walk signal comes on and he takes off at a remarkable pace, though it doesn't seem to be the slightest bit taxing for him. Your wife turns to you and asks, "Are you ready for more?"

    "Did you really give him your number?" you ask, ignoring her question.

    Your wife smiles, turns, and takes off. You follow, though she's running faster than you. You're certain she gave him a number of some kind. You're just not sure if it was hers or if she gave him a fake number just to tease you. What's even more confusing is that you're not sure which one you want to be true. Why would you want your wife to give her number to another man? Why would that idea thrill you? You're not sure why, but it seems like your wife might make it so that you have no choice but to explore that particular, confusing desire of yours.

    
      
    

    It's after dinner. You're sitting on the couch with your wife's feet in your lap and you're offering a foot massage as you enjoy a glass of wine and a bit of mindless TV. You see her phone screen light up with a notification. She plucks it off the coffee table and a smile slowly creeps across her face as if she's reading something that delights her.

    "What is it?" you ask as you run your thumbs from her heel to her toes, switching from one foot to the other to ensure she gets to enjoy a thoroughly pleasurable massage.

    "A text from my new friend," she answers.

    "The guy you gave your number to?" you ask.

    Your wife nods. "He says he can't stop thinking about me ever since we met a little over a week ago. He says I'm on his mind all the time, that he's never seen someone so beautiful, that he can't help but want me."

    You're surprised at how forward he's being - he barely knows your wife - but the look on her face makes it seem as though she likes the fact that he desires her.

    "What do you think I should text back?" she asks.

    "Do you...do you think about him?" you reply.

    Your wife looks over the top of her phone, stares into your eyes for a few moments, and nods. "I do. He's a gorgeous man, and his body is perfect. Sometimes I can't help but think about him, especially since he's so flirty when we meet on the trail."

    You're not sure what to say. It surprises you that your wife's been thinking of another man, and yet there's an unexpected bit of excitement that comes with it. She seems to sense your excitement as her toes find their way between your legs. She gently massages your cock - it's now half hard - and smiles in a manner that suggests she's quite delighted by your excitement.

    "I think I'll tell him that I think about him too," she says before typing out a message to send to her new friend.

    She continues to pleasure your cock through your shorts as you massage her foot. You get harder and harder - it's impossible not to - and there's no question she notices as she has a delightful smile on her face. It seems that she's thoroughly enjoying her ability to tease and tempt you with little more than her toes.

    "He's asking about you," she says. "He wants to know why a married woman would give her number to another man while her husband was standing there."

    "That's a good question," you reply.

    She smiles and types out a response.

    "What did you say?" you ask.

    "I told him that I've recently learned that my husband is a different kind of man, that he seems to enjoy when his wife pursues her pleasures as she sees fit," she replies. "I'm right about that, aren't I? You like sucking for me. You like eating my sweaty ass even though I don't let you masturbate while you're doing it and I haven't yet let you fuck me afterwards."

    "Yes, you're right," you answer. It feels a little strange to admit it, but she really is right, and you find genuine pleasure in sucking for her and worshiping her ass, so you see no reason not to admit it, as it might lead to even more pleasure for you, and there's nothing wrong with that.

    "This isn't that different," she says. "I flirted with a gorgeous man. I felt desire for him. It made me feel good to flirt with him and to know that he enjoyed flirting with me. So I gave him my number, knowing full well what that meant. Now I'm going to explore the fun I can have. I'm not yet sure what that will mean, but I know that he wants me and I like that."

    "Do you...do you want him?" you ask as your cock throbs and your heart pounds in an unexpected manner.

    Your wife smiles at you and then turns her attention to her phone. She types out a message and then looks up at you once more. "Yes, I want him," she says. "I just told him so. I told him that I think about him all the time."

    "Do you? Think about him all the time, I mean?" you ask.

    Your wife nods. "I can't help it. Sometimes I even think about him while I'm masturbating. I think about what it would be like to go home with him after one of my runs, to let him undress me, to let him carry me into his bedroom. I think about our sweaty bodies entwined in his bed. I think about him...well, I think about him fucking me."

    Your cock is so hard it hurts and your wife hasn't stopped massaging it with her foot. It's more than just her lusty toe work that has you excited, though. It's her desire for him. It's intoxicating. You're confused by it, but there's no question it makes you feel an unexpected kind of desire.

    "You should tell him..." you begin before hesitating.

    "Tell him what?" she asks.

    "You should tell him that you think about him while masturbating," you reply.

    "Oh yeah?" she says. "Do you think he'd like that? Do you think it would turn him on to know that your wife is thinking about him while she plays with her pussy?"

    You can't believe how turned on you are. The feeling between your legs is a deep ache, as if a kind of desire you didn't know you could feel has been unlocked. "I know he'd like that."

    She smiles and types out a message. She sends it and says, "I want you to eat my pussy. Right now."

    You take her pants and panties off and crawl between her legs on the couch. You press your lips against her pussy and massage her clit with your tongue. You lick her vigorously and she puts a hand on the back of your head and moans.

    "I told him that I thought about him as I played with my pussy yesterday," she says. "I told him I was in the shower after my run when he popped into my head. I told him I imagined him being in the shower with me, about our bodies entwining, about his strong hands moving over my naked, wet flesh, about his cock getting hard for me, about the two of us fucking in the shower. I told him I masturbated while that fantasy played in my head. I told him I had a massive, incredible orgasm as I thought of him."

    Your pleasure intensifies even though your cock isn't being stimulated. It feels stunningly good to rub your crotch into the couch while you eat your wife's pussy as she confesses her fantasy.

    "He says he's thinking about that right now," she replies. "And that he's masturbating. He says he's thinking about fucking me in the shower and stroking his cock."

    You look up and see that she's typing out a response. You massage her clit with your tongue, doing everything in your power to make her feel good.

    "I told him I wanted to see a picture of his cock," she says. "I want to see that he's hard for me. I want to see that he wants me, that he craves me. I want to see that he's thinking about fucking me."

    You slip two fingers into her pussy and find her g-spot. You lick her clit rhythmically and your wife moans. Then her moans deepen as she stares at her phone. He must have sent a picture.

    "His cock is perfect," she says. "And it would feel so good inside me. Oh, fuck, baby, I'm thinking about it. I can't help but think about it, about having this beautiful cock inside me."

    Your wife is thinking about fucking another man and you're turned on. Your desire confuses you, and yet you can't ignore it. It's far too potent for that.

    "Baby, make me cum!" your wife says. "Make me cum while I think about him fucking me!"

    You do just that. You make your beautiful wife cum while she thinks about another man fucking her. Her body writhes with pleasures as she sets her phone aside, grabs your head in both hands, and rubs her pussy over your lips, chin, and nose while a climax rips through her body.

    "Thank you," she says after gently pushing you away from her pussy. "That was incredible."

    "It was my pleasure," you reply.

    "I know it was," your wife says before picking up her phone and turning it towards you. "This is what I was thinking of as I came."

    You stare at the picture of his cock. He's holding it in his hand and it's exceptionally large. You can understand why your wife was so turned on when she saw it.

    "I should thank him for the picture," she says before typing out a message. "And for helping me have a much better orgasm." She sends the message, looks at you, and asks, "I can only imagine how good it's going to feel when he actually fucks me."

    You're speechless. Is she really going to fuck him? Is she really going to have sex with someone else? And if she does, would you really be against it? Or, is the arousal coursing through your body a sign that you'd actually find it quite pleasurable if your wife fucked someone else?

  
    A More Dominant Wife - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "How long has it been?" your wife asks as her pussy hovers over the tip of your stiff cock.

    "Weeks," you answer.

    She drops her hips and you feel her heat and wetness engulf you for just a moment. You close your eyes, groan, and thrust your hips upwards, but the feeling is gone. She's pulled back. She's deprived you of her pussy.

    "Do you want me?" she asks. "Do you want to fuck me?"

    "Yes," you answer. "Please. More than anything." You're desperate. You feel like you're practically trembling with desire. Not only has it been weeks, but your wife has taken to teasing you on a daily basis, and when she's not teasing you she's making you lick her pussy or eat her ass, so you spend most of your time in an intense state of desire.

    Again her wetness engulfs the head of your cock. Again you moan, but this time you maintain your discipline and you stop yourself from trying to thrust into her.

    "It seems like you're a little too desperate," she says. "It seems like you might cum awfully quick if I let you fuck me now."

    "No, please, just let me fuck you," you plead. "Just...please, don't deny me this."

    She sinks down on your cock. Her pussy engulfs you. It's been just long enough that you almost forgot how good it felt to be inside her. You want to fuck her. You want her to ride you. All she's doing is sitting still, though. You're bathed in the wetness and heat of her pussy, but you're not yet enjoying that wondrous pleasure of actually having sex with her.

    "You know what's going to happen if you cum too quickly?" she asks.

    You shake your head.

    "I'm going to make you eat your load out of me," she says. "I'm going to drag my pussy up your chest, sit on your face, and feed you every drop of what you leave inside me. Do you understand?"

    You don't want to eat your cum out of her. Of course you don't. It sounds disgusting. It absolutely will be disgusting. You want to have sex with your wife, though. You've spent weeks in denial. You've spent weeks servicing her body in the most beautiful, thrilling ways. You've spent weeks being teased - in a way you find oddly arousing - about the notion of your wife fucking another man. You have to fuck her.

    "Yes, I understand," you say.

    Your wife smiles and leans forward. She slowly lifts her pussy off your cock and sinks back down again. She holds your gaze as your mouth opens to unleash a moan of pure, perfect pleasure. Her pussy feels amazing. It's hot and soaking wet and it feels tight around your shaft.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asks while slowly taking you in and out of her body.

    "Yes," you reply.

    She smiles and rides you a little faster. She digs her fingernails into your chest and you wince at the pain, and yet you can't help but get a little more turned on. "Your tongue felt good in my asshole this morning," she says, recalling the rimjob you gave her in the shower while she masturbated. "You've become quite the expert at eating my asshole. Is that because you enjoy it?"

    "Yes," you say.

    "Yeah, you like eating your wife's tight little asshole? You like eating it even after I've been on a run and I'm all sweaty down there?" she asks.

    You're still not sure why you like that so much, but you do. It remains a thrilling, kinky pleasure to have her come home from a run, order you to your knees, and then tell you to pull her leggings down to lick up every drop of sweat from her ass. "I love it," you answer.

    Your wife leans down and rides you faster. She kisses your neck, moans, and asks, "And what about when I flirt with my new friend? What about when he texts me a picture of his big cock and I think about having it deep inside my tight little cunt?"

    "Oh...fuck," you say as a very particular kind of arousal works its way through you. Your wife has done that a handful of times in the past few weeks and each time you find yourself brimming with an uncommon sort of desire, and each time you happily worship her pussy while she thinks about fucking another man, someone she's still only met in person a handful of times.

    "You like that, don't you?" she asks softly. "You like that I fantasize about his cock filling my tight little cunt, don't you? You like that I want him to take me into the woods during one of our runs and fuck me up against a tree so I can bring home my messy, cum-filled pussy and feed it to you, don't you?"

    That's the first time she's mentioned that particular twist on the fantasy and it leads to you having an overwhelming orgasm. You're a little bit embarrassed about how thrilling you find the idea, but the pleasure is more than enough to wash that sensation away. You fill your wife with your hot, sticky load and she sits up, puts her hands on your chest, and smiles.

    "You know what you have to do now, right?" she asks.

    You nod. "I do." You don't want to do it, but you know you have to. You know you agreed to it. "I have to clean my mess out of you," you say.

    Your wife smiles. "That's right. You didn't come close to lasting long enough to make me cum, so you'll have to clean your mess out of me. Now open wide, baby."

    She lifts her pussy from your cock and swiftly moves forward until her opening is just over your mouth. You open wide and she drops her pussy onto your face. You feel the first drops of cum hit your tongue. The taste is revolting, and yet there's something quite pleasurable about your wife sitting astride your face with a gleeful smile.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she says, "Eat your fucking load out of me. Eat all of it."

    You're not sure why, but the revulsion you expected to feel never arrives. Instead, you feel an odd sense of pleasure at doing what your wife wants. It feels good to put your tongue inside her. It's thrilling to fish your load out of her pussy and swallow it. Even better, she can't seem to stop moaning, which makes it all so much more exciting.

    Your wife reaches down and grabs a handful of your hair. She seizes control and for some reason it makes you moan. Her grip is tight and it feels good. She begins to ride your face, moving her hips back and forth and grinding her pussy over your lips, nose, and chin. She's making an absolute mess of your face and you're enjoying it.

    Your wife has an orgasm. She doesn't say a word. She simply cums on your face. Juices and some of your cum drip out of her. You lick up what you can and you let the rest of it remain on your face as her moans fill the bedroom.

    When she's finished, your wife releases her grip on your hair and slides back until she's sitting across your stomach. She laughs as she studies your face and says, "I made such a mess of you. You look like you were just in a porn video. I like it, though. It shows your dedication. You made a promise and you followed through on it. That's a very good thing."

    "I hope it's not too weird to say that I enjoyed all of that," you reply.

    "All of it?" she asks.

    You nod. There's no sense in lying. Why not embrace what's obviously your reality? "Yes, all of it."

    "I'll keep that in mind," she says.

    You're not sure what's going to happen next, but you can't wait to see what sort of naughty ideas your wife has in mind.

    
      
    

    Your wife's face and chest are flushed red when she returns home from her run. Her hair is matted with sweat and her taut stomach glistens. It looks as though she worked extra hard today.

    "Good run?" you ask.

    She smiles. "It was exceptional." She stands at the edge of the living room - which you've been dutifully cleaning while she's been out exercising - and leans against the wall. There's something about her sweaty post-workout look that you find utterly irresistible. "I'm awfully sweaty, though. Would you be willing to help with that?"

    You thought she'd never ask. You drop your cleaning tools and approach your wife. She pushes away from the wall and you drop to your knees in front of her. She reaches out and runs her fingers through your hair before pulling you close until your face is pressed against her crotch. You kiss her pelvis through the thin, damp material of her astoundingly sexy leggings and then look up.

    "Clean the sweat off my stomach," she instructs.

    Your lips find their way to her taut, smooth stomach and you kiss and lick up every drop of sweat, all while she runs her fingers through your hair in a manner that feels remarkably tender.

    "Do I taste good?" she asks.

    "You taste perfect," you reply as the salt of her sweat dances on your taste buds.

    She smiles, steps back, and bends over for a soft kiss on the lips. Then she stands and turns around. Her ponytail sways in a particularly fetching manner before she says, "Clean the sweat from the small of my back."

    You lick up every drop of sweat you can find, all while thinking about the moment when your wife tells you to pull her leggings down and clean her sweaty ass.

    "What would you like to do now?" she asks playfully.

    "I want to lick your ass clean," you answer. "I want it so badly." You want it badly enough that your cock is stiff at the prospect of being allowed to spread her flawless ass cheeks and press your face between them.

    Usually your wife lets you pull her leggings down, but today she slips her fingers into the waistband and lowers them just past the bottom of her beautiful ass cheeks. You stare the milky white flesh and then lean forward and press your lips against it. Your wife moans and you slowly plant a series of kisses on her sweaty ass. You use your tongue to lick up everything you can find, soaking up the sweat that resulted from her hard work on the running trail and your dick throbs with delight as you do so.

    "I want to feel your tongue on my asshole," she says. "Right now."

    You spread your wife's ass cheeks and press your face between them. You lick her asshole and she moans. You do the same. You've come to find an intense, almost overwhelming kind of pleasure in doing this. She puts a hand on the back of your head and applies pressure, smothering you with her ass while you tongue her hole. You even manage to penetrate her a little, tasting her insides and reaching down to grasp your cock through your shorts while do so, for now you're completely lost in the pleasure of rimming your wife after a particularly sweaty run.

    When she's satisfied, your wife pushes your head from between her ass cheeks. Usually, this is the part where she pulls her leggings up and goes on with her day, leaving you sexually frustrated but gleeful that you've gotten the chance to eat her hole.

    Today is different, though. Today she pulls her leggings down to her knees and bends over, exposing her pussy lips. They look wet and enflamed with desire.

    "Would you like to taste my pussy?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    "Go ahead, put your tongue inside me," your wife says.

    You lean forward. You press your face between her ass cheeks and upper thighs. You put your tongue inside her. You taste her, but it's not the taste you're used to. You can't quite put your finger on it, but she tastes different.

    "How do I taste?" she asks.

    "Different," you say.

    "Do you like it?" your wife asks. "Do you like how my pussy tastes today?"

    "I do," you answer.

    "Taste me again," she instructs. "Put your tongue deeper inside me this time."

    You return to her pussy. You put your tongue as deep inside her as you can. You wiggle it around. You sample the wetness of her flesh. You bathe your tongue in her pussy. The taste is stronger. It's vastly different from usual. It's a mixture of salty and sweet.

    "It's not just me you're tasting," your wife says as she puts a hand on the back of your head and applies strong pressure. "You're tasting him, too."

    You're not sure what that means, but you feel a sense of panic wash over you and you try and escape from her pussy. Your wife grabs a handful of your hair and pulls hard enough that a rather intense kind of pain runs down your spine.

    "Don't fight it," she says. "Just taste it. Taste my pussy. Taste him in my pussy. Put your fucking tongue inside me and taste him."

    Her grip on your hair is painful enough that you stop fighting to escape. You put your tongue inside her. You're now almost certain she got fucked while on her run, but you don't want to believe that you could actually be tasting another man's cum. You don't want to believe your wife would surprise you with something so dirty.

    "He tastes good, doesn't he?" she asks. "Drink him out of me. Use your tongue to find everything he left inside me."

    You moan into her pussy, but you're not sure why. Part of you is panicked at what you're doing, but part of you is turned on. Your cock is still hard. It even feels like you've leaked a bit of precum into your underwear.

    "He took me into the woods," she says. "He put me up against a tree. He pulled my leggings down. He slipped his cock into me from behind. He fucked me. He fucked me hard. He stretched me out with that gorgeous cock of his. He pulled my top over my tits and he had them in his hands as I came all over his fat cock. I screamed. I screamed like a woman who hadn't been fucked like that in a long time."

    Your hand moves between your legs as if guided by its own mind. Your fingers find your cock and stroke it through your shorts. You moan into your wife's pussy as she makes it perfectly clear that another man was inside her before your tongue entered her.

    "I told him to cum inside me," she continues. "I told him to cum in my fucking pussy. I told him I'd make my husband lick his load out of me when I got home. That put him over the top, baby. He came the moment I said it. He came while thinking about you doing what you're doing right now. He came while thinking about you getting on your knees and eating his fucking load out of my cunt."

    You're shockingly close to an orgasm as you jerk off through your shorts. You can't believe it feels so good, that you're so turned on, and yet it does. It feels astonishingly good.

    "Are you jerking off?" she asks.

    "Mmm hmm," you say as your tongue continues to explore her pussy.

    "You can cum if you want," she says. "But do it in your shorts."

    She releases her grip on your hair but you don't pull away. You push your tongue deeper into her pussy. You taste the saltiness of his cum. You feel the thick, viscous fluid he left inside her in your mouth. Your wife moans and you feel her rubbing her clit.

    You cum in your shorts. You cum so hard it feels like your entire body is trembling. Your tongue remains inside her as you feast on the salty mess someone else left in her pussy. You pull away only after you've enjoyed your orgasm. There's a hot, sticky mess in your underwear, but you don't care, as the entirety of your body is engulfed in pleasure.

    Your wife cums too. You see juices drip out of her pussy. You lean in and lick them up despite just having had your orgasm. You don't know why, but it feels good to do so.

    She pulls her leggings up and spins around. "I told him I'd be running at the same time tomorrow. You're welcome to join me if you want."

    She just invited you to watch another man fuck her. You're almost certain you're going to accept her invitation.

  
    A More Dominant Wife - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "It's a beautiful day for a run, don't you think?" your wife asks.

    It is a beautiful day. The sun is shining, the air is warm but not hot, and the humidity is low. It's a perfect day for a run, but you know that your wife isn't talking about a run. Not really. She's talking about what's going to happen on that run, and she wants to know if you're going to take her up on her offer to watch what happens on that run.

    She approaches - it's been a lazy Sunday so she's still in her cute pajama shorts and her camisole top - and you can't help but notice that her nipples have gotten hard, perhaps because she's thinking about her new friend, the one who fucked her on her run yesterday, the one whose cum you ate out of her pussy after she got home.

    You turn the kitchen chair you're sitting in until it's facing your wife. She straddles you and sits in your lap. She leans forward until her breasts - and her hard nipples - are inches from your face and then smiles down at you.

    "Do you want to go for a run with me?" she asks softly. She smiles and her hips begin to move over your crotch. She lures your cock into an eager, erect state and her smile grows. She clearly likes that she's able to make you hard with so little effort.

    "I think that might be fun," you answer.

    Her lips approach yours and she kisses you softly. She moans as her hips move a little faster and you run your hands over her ass and under her camisole. Her skin is warm and her lips part as the kiss takes on a far lustier tone. Her tongue moves aggressively into your mouth, invading it with power and passion as her moan gets a little louder.

    "You know what's going to happen on today's run, don't you?" she asks.

    "I do," you answer.

    "You know he's going to do the same thing he did yesterday," she says. "You know my new friend is going to give me his big cock again. He's going to fuck me just like he did yesterday. He's going to fuck your wife, baby. He's going to fuck your wife and make me cum all over that big, beautiful dick of his," she says.

    If you were inside her, there's a chance you already would have cum as you think about him fucking her. As it is, your cock feels as though it's come alive with pleasure from the blissful friction she's generating.

    "If you come, you have to watch," she says. "You can't just wait on the path while he takes me off into the woods and fucks me. You have to follow. You have to watch. You have to watch him have his way with your wife. You have to watch him fill me with his big cock. You have to watch him do what he wants with me." She kisses you deeply and adds, "You might even learn a thing or two about how your wife wants to be fucked."

    She stands up and sits on the kitchen table. She lifts her legs and pulls off her pajama shorts. You stare so intently between her legs that you don't even notice her reaching out to grab a handful of your hair and pull you aggressively between her supple thighs.

    "Eat my pussy," she says. "Get me wet for him."

    You do as you're told. You eat your wife's pussy. You eat it to make sure she's wet for another man. She grabs two handfuls of your hair, moans, and holds you tight between her legs. She moves your head around a little, soaking you in her slippery juices while she does so. It's like she's marking you as hers, and you can feel an intense level of aggression emanating from her, as if it's growing by virtue of her seizing control of you.

    She pulls back on your hair and you look up at her as pain surges from the point of her grip. She runs her fingers over your lips and face to gather some of her juices and then says, "Open up." You part your lips and your wife slips two fingers into your mouth. "Suck for me," she says.

    A devilish smile breaks across her face as you follow her directions and suck. You suck like she desires, like a good submissive, and she slowly pushes her fingers deeper and deeper into your mouth. They hit the back of your throat and you gag, but she tightens her grip on your hair and refuses to let you move. Her eyes are alive with desire - with dominant desire - and your cock is hard because you like it when your wife takes control.

    She pulls her fingers from your throat and rubs them over your face, coating you in your saliva. "You're learning to be such a good boy for me," she says. "That turns me on. You like turning me on, don't you?"

    You nod.

    She leans forward until her mouth hovers above yours. "Open up," she demands once more. You do so, and this time she gathers the spit in her mouth and slowly releases it into yours. She smiles as you receive her fluid. Her fingers quickly follow and you suck them once more. "Swallow," she demands as her fingers depart your mouth. You swallow on command. Her warm spit slides down your throat.

    "You know I'm going to make you clean his cum out of me today, don't you?" she asks.

    "I do," you answer.

    "And you're going to do it while he watches. Do you understand that?" she asks.

    You nod vigorously.

    "Stand up," she demands.

    You stand up and your wife unzips your pants and frees your cock. She pulls you close - so close that you're certain she's going to take you inside her - but she stops just short of doing so. She strokes your cock slowly and stares into your eyes. Your legs tremble just a little at the rather intense pleasure running through your loins, and then she kisses you. She rewards you with the bliss of her tongue dancing in your mouth and you moan for her.

    "We should get dressed for our run," she says. "Come. I think I'll have you eat my ass a little before I get dressed."

    She releases your cock, hops off the kitchen table, and walks away. You grab her pajama shorts and follow after her, for the only thing you want in that moment is to get on your knees, spread her ass cheeks, and rim her like a good boy.

    
      
    

    Your legs are burning. You feet feel like they're on fire. You feel like you can't quite get in enough air to satisfy the needs of your lungs. Every footfall on the path feels like it might be the one that makes your body quit on you. You persist, though. You run after your wife. You follow her like you're chasing after your reward. You want what she's promised to give you. You want to watch someone else fuck her. You know it's insane, but you can't help your desire.

    You hear someone approaching from behind. You look back. It's him. He's running effortlessly and at a far greater speed than you could possibly manage. He flashes a confident smile and runs right past you. He catches up to your wife and she glances at him and you see a look of genuine, deep joy cross her face. She couldn't be happier to see him.

    They both run ahead of you. They run into the part of the path that's surrounded by tall trees on both sides. You try and pick up the pace to follow them. You see them veer off the path into the woods. You sprint faster so you don't get left behind. You can't bear the thought of missing out on the show your wife promised.

    You're a few hundred yards into the woods and there's no one around. You don't see your wife or her new friend. You stop and search all around you. You clench your fists in frustration. You look back towards the trail and you're on the verge of giving up when you hear a moan. Your wife's moan.

    You move towards the moan. You hear another. It's closer now. You approach a particularly tall, thick tree. As you get closer, you see your wife and her new friend behind it. They're kissing with furious passion. His hand is down the front of her leggings and his fingers are unquestionably in her pussy. She has a hand in his running shorts and it seems quite obvious she's stroking his cock.

    It's her passion that catches you off guard. You weren't sure what you were imagining you'd see, but she seems to desire him a great deal more than you expected. She's completely lost in her lust for him – in her body's need to have him inside her - right up until she opens her eyes and sees you standing just a few feet away with a noticeable tent in your running shorts.

    "You found us," she says with a smile while leaning up against the tree.

    You nod and your wife's gaze moves down your body until she's staring between your legs and studying the bulge that's formed there.

    "Come here," she says.

    You come closer and she pulls her hand from his shorts. She reaches up and presses her thumb against your lower lip. You stare into her eyes and open your mouth. She slips her thumb inside. You suck on it as his hand works even more vigorously in her leggings. She adds two more fingers to your mouth. She pushes them deep. You suck. You're not sure if you can taste his cock, but you know those fingers were just wrapped around it and offering him pleasure.

    "You're such a good boy," she says. "Now get on your fucking knees."

    You fall to your knees and look up at your wife as she turns her attention to her new friend. She pulls his hand from her leggings and lifts his fingers to her mouth. She sucks them clean while she continues to stroke his cock with a hand in his running shorts.

    She unties his shorts and pushes them to his ankles. His underwear follow and you see his big cock. She's shown you a few pictures, but it's different in person. It's so much bigger than your cock and you're not surprised your wife enjoys having it inside her.

    He pulls his fingers from her mouth, spins her around, and yanks her leggings down. She puts her hands up against the tree and looks at you. She smiles as he steps closer and rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    "Fuck me," your wife says. "Fuck me while he watches. Fuck his wife while he sits on his knees and watches."

    You look up at her. You see the pleasure on her face when he penetrates her. She closes her eyes and her mouth opens. A moment later a lusty moan escapes, a moan of pleasure because she has his big cock inside her. She grasps the tree a little tighter as he puts his hands on her hips, leans forward, and kisses her neck. She turns her head and their lips meet. He fucks her while they kiss. She opens her mouth and sucks on his tongue while he's pounding her pussy from behind.

    He reaches up and lifts her top over her breasts. He takes them in his hands and fucks her harder. Their kiss ends and she looks right at you. Another man is fucking her pussy and playing with her tits and she's staring straight into your eyes. You know that most other men - were they to witness such a thing - would physically stop someone else from fucking their wives. You're not most men, though. You remain on your knees. You meet your wife's gaze as someone else fucks her, and you do it all with a raging erection between your legs.

    "Play with my clit," your wife says to you.

    You look between her legs and hesitate.

    "Do it," she says. "Show me that you can be useful while he fucks me. Show me that you can offer at least a little bit of pleasure while he fucks me like you're completely incapable of doing."

    You crawl forward. You reach up. Your fingers hesitate when they're just a few inches from her pussy, but you persist. You find her clit. You rub it while he hammers her pussy. She closes her eyes, smiles, and moans.

    He fucks her hard and fast up against the tree. He works her tits with his strong hands and she seems to find it immensely pleasurable. She pushes back to meet his thrusts and the sounds of their bodies meeting over and over meld with her wondrous moans and fill your ears, sending waves of arousal down your spine as you witness another man giving your wife the kind of wild, intense fucking she clearly craves.

    "Cum inside me," she says. "Cum inside me and I'll make him clean it up. I'll make him lick your fucking load out of me."

    He looks down at you and smiles. He doesn't say a word, but he doesn't have to. He's fucking your wife and you're using your finger to play with her clit while knowing full well that you're going to lick his load out of her when your wife commands you to do so.

    "I'm cumming," your wife declares. Her eyes close. She grips the tree so hard she pulls some of the bark off. Her thighs tremble.

    He digs his fingers into her hips. He pulls back harder. He fucks her vigorously and then buries his big dick in her pussy and unleashes a series of loud, animalistic grunts and groans while emptying his balls into her pussy.

    Your wife looks back at him, reaches up, and directs his mouth to hers for a kiss as his cock remains deep inside her. "That was amazing," she said.

    "Yes, it was," he replies. "You're sexy as hell and you fuck like a goddess."

    She smiles and he pulls out. Your wife grabs his cock and runs her fingers from the base of the shaft to the tip, gathering some of the slick mess that's gathered on his stiffness. She turns to you and says, "Open up."

    You stare at her fingers and keep your mouth closed.

    "Open your mouth," she says. "Be a good boy for me." You open your mouth and she shoves all four fingers inside. "Suck for me," she says softly.

    You close your lips around her slippery, slimy fingers and suck them clean. The taste of his cum and her pussy fills your mouth. You see him watching with a smile on his face as he tucks his cock back into his underwear and pulls his shorts up. It's humiliating to clean his cum from her fingers as he watches, but that doesn't stop your dick from throbbing.

    "Crawl behind me," you wife instructs as she pulls her fingers from your mouth.

    You dutifully crawl behind her and look at her pussy, which is gaping a little from the vigorous fucking he gave her. She spins around, leans against the tree, and smiles at you.

    "Tell me what you want to do," she instructs.

    "I want to clean your pussy," you answer. You glance up at him and see that he's still smiling. "I want to clean...I want to clean his cum from your pussy."

    Your wife puts a hand on your head and gently pulls you towards her pussy. Your lips press against her labia. You push your tongue inside her. You taste his load. You take some of it on your tongue.

    "Show me," she demands.

    You open your mouth. You show her the cum on your tongue. You see a smile on her face. She likes that her husband is so eager to follow her directions, to do as he's told.

    "Swallow," she instructs.

    You swallow his cum and hear him chuckle. Your wife pulls you between her legs once more. You put your tongue as deep inside her as you can. You clean her pussy.

    He approaches and reaches up to take one of her breasts in his hand. Your wife smiles and he leans in so they can share a kiss. You watch their tongues dance while you're busy licking his load out of her.

    "Are you running tomorrow?" he asks.

    "I am," she replies.

    He smiles. "I'll see you then."

    He turns and walks away and your wife looks down at you. She tightens her grip on your hair, taking control in a manner that clearly thrills her. She reaches down and grasps a second handful. She grinds her pussy over your face as you dine on his cum.

    "How does it feel to eat another man's load from your wife's pussy?" she asks.

    You swallow what's in your mouth, look up at her, and answer, "It turns me on."

    She helps you to your feet, steps away from the tree, and pushes you up against it just like she was when he fucked her. She pulls your shorts down and frees your cock. Her body presses up against yours and she takes your stiff cock in her hand.

    "I like that you do as you're told, baby," she says softly between kisses against your neck. "I like that you want to be a good boy for me, that you want to do as your wife desires. And I love that you're obviously such a hungry little cum eater."

    You groan as your dick throbs in her confident, tight grip. She offers a sensual moan while kissing your neck and nibbling on your earlobe and brings you right to the verge of an orgasm.

    "Can you taste his cum in your mouth?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer.

    She strokes you faster. "Good. Next time, I was thinking I'd have him cum directly in your mouth. He'd pull out of my pussy and you'd open that pretty mouth of yours and take his fucking load. Would you do that for me? Would you let him cum in your pretty little mouth so you can greedily swallow every drop of his sticky load?"

    You feel the joy of an orgasm approaching. "Yes," you answer. "I'll...I'll let him cum in my mouth."

    "Will you be a good boy and beg for it? Will you beg him to cum in your pretty little mouth?" she asks.

    You close your eyes as intense lust swirls in your body. "Yes. I will. I'll beg for it. I will!"

    She makes you cum. Her body is pressed tightly against yours and her hand provides intense pleasure as the taste of his cum lingers in your mouth while you spurt your load all over the tree.

    "Such a good boy," she says softly.

    After she's done milking every drop from your cock, your wife tucks you back into your shorts, spins you around, and gives you an aggressively passionate kiss on the lips. She then takes your hand, leads you out of the woods and onto the path, and you begin your jog home.

    The entire way there you think about what you promised you'd do. Is she really going to make you beg him to cum in your mouth? Are you really going to do it if she insists? Yes, you probably will do it. You probably won't be able to help yourself.

  
    A More Dominant Wife - Part 6
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    "You know what I keep thinking about?" your wife asks.

    You turn your attention away from the book you're reading and look at your wife, who has an exquisite smile on her face as she lies tucked under the covers in your bed. "What's that?" you reply.

    She puts her phone aside, pulls the covers down - giving you a view of her perky breasts in a skintight, lacy camisole - and scoots a little closer before reaching up and delicately running her finger over your lips. "These lips," she says before offering a seductive smile.

    You part your lips - the lips she keeps thinking about - and your wife slips her finger onto your tongue. You put your book aside - it seems that she's interested in having a little fun - and suck on her finger. She moans softly and you feel your cock come alive, much like her eyes do when you keep sucking as she adds a second finger and pushes them both deep in your mouth.

    "I keep thinking about these lips around his cock," she says.

    You moan as you think of what happened two days ago in the woods. Your wife and her new friend fucked, just like they'd done a few days prior. You watched from your knees. You saw his cock slip into her pussy. You saw him fill her over and over. You saw him satisfy her. You saw him make her cum. Then he pulled out and your wife instructed you to open wide, which you did. He approached and stroked his cock just a few inches from your mouth as your heart pounded wildly. Then, right before he came, he shoved his big dick between your lips, held your head in his hands, and unloaded on your tongue. You knew she was going to have you take his load in your mouth, but you didn't know his cock would be in your mouth.

    "I can't stop thinking about it," your wife continues as the memory of it plays out in your head. "I keep seeing your lips wrapped around his dick. I keep seeing the look in your eyes as he surprised you by feeding you his cock. I keep hearing the way you moaned - maybe from surprise and maybe from delight - as he took your mouth and used it as his cum dumpster."

    She reaches under the covers and finds your half hard cock. Her fingers move into your underwear and she takes you in her hand. She strokes you slowly and seductively as her fingers fuck your mouth, all while you suck for her.

    "You looked good with his dick in your mouth," she says softly. "You looked good on your knees. You looked good as you tasted my pussy juices on his shaft and took his thick, creamy load on your tongue. You looked so good for me and it made me so fucking wet that you were willing to open wide and take his cock and his cum like that."

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and you turn to say something, but your wife keeps you quiet by kissing you. She releases your cock and swiftly straddles you. She grinds her hips against your body, offering a thrilling sense of friction to tease your cock into a full, throbbing erection while her wondrous, wet, skilled tongue invades your mouth, not unlike her new friend's cock did before he fed you every drop of his load.

    "How did it feel?" she asks. "How did it feel when he came in your mouth?"

    "It felt...fuck, it felt good," you answer. There's no point in lying about it, so you choose honesty. It was strange, and kinky, and a little bit fucked up, but it felt good. Your dick was hard as a rock. Your wife was talking dirty to you as it happened. You were in a semi-public place. The whole thing was a little bit crazy, which is absolutely part of why it felt so good.

    She kisses you in response. Her tongue plunges into your mouth again. You suck on it again. She grinds in your lap faster and moans like she's well on her way to an orgasm while using you as something of a toy to stimulate her pussy.

    "I can't stop thinking about it," she says. "It's just so fucking dirty of you, so fucking nasty and naughty."

    She moves back and pulls your underwear off, freeing your cock. Her panties follow and her camisole comes off next, leaving your beautiful wife naked and your dick stiff as steel. She takes you in her hand and strokes you while staring into your eyes.

    "Lie down," she says. "All the way on your back."

    You scoot down until you're lying flat on your back and staring up at the ceiling. Your wife spins around and straddles you. Her ass backs up towards your head. She spreads her cheeks and you stare at her asshole - the asshole you've rimmed so many times in recent weeks - and then she sits on your face. You put your tongue to use immediately and your wife moans in response as she sits on your face and smothers you with her utterly flawless ass.

    "Eat my ass," she says with a lust-filled voice. "Fuck, eat my fucking ass."

    She lowers more of her weight onto your face. You can't really see much as her ass covers your eyes. You keep on licking her, though. You run your tongue back and forth over her asshole at a wild, rapid pace. You even penetrate her a few times, tasting her insides and feeling wonderfully kinky about it. She responds with wondrous moans, as if you're providing her with nearly as much pleasure as her new friend does.

    After a good, long rimjob your wife slides forward and takes you into her pussy in reverse cowgirl. You're surprised at the position - it's not one she offers with any frequency - but it feels amazing and her ass looks spectacular. She arches her back and rolls her head towards the ceiling, moaning wondrously in the process as she rubs her clit while milking your cock with her pussy.

    "I'm close," you say.

    "I'm sure you are," she replies while looking over her shoulder. "You don't last very long these days, do you? You know what you'll be doing after you cum inside me, don't you?"

    You nod. You won't really want to, but you're consuming cum with far greater frequency these days, so you're not exactly surprised that she's going to have you eat your load.

    "Oh, fuck," you say as she rides you faster. "I'm...fuck...I'm cumming!"

    You cum inside your wife, who sits on your cock and takes every inch of you inside her while you spill your load inside her. She gently moves her hips back and forth, providing just a little extra pleasure that has your body writhing in the best way possible.

    When you're finished, she lifts her hips, slides back, and sits on your face once more. This time her slippery pussy is situated over your mouth and you put your tongue inside her while your nose presses into her taint. You lick up your cum, swallowing it greedily. It's no longer anywhere near as disgusting as it used to be. You've gotten used to it.

    "That's it," she says. "Clean my pussy. Eat your load. Be a fucking cum slut for me."

    You groan at being called a cum slut, and yet you couldn't really argue with it even if she wasn't smothering you with her messy pussy. You've now cleaned loads from multiple men - yourself and her new friend - out of her pussy, so you really are something of a cum slut. Your wife is enjoying it, too, as she's playing quite vigorously with her pussy and moaning rather loudly as you push your tongue up inside her and do everything you can to lick up the salty semen you expelled.

    Your wife cums as you're finishing your task. Her orgasm is spectacularly loud and she sits most of her weight onto your face, smothering you with her pussy and ass and making it difficult to breathe for a few moments. You like it, though. You like feeling her weight on you. You like feeling as though you've just helped her have a spectacular orgasm by offering your face for her pleasure.

    Your wife climbs off your face, spins around, and softly kisses you on the lips. She smiles and her fingers appear at your mouth. You part your lips and she whispers, "Suck for me." You suck, just as you've done so many times before and it puts a smile on her face as she revels in the control she has over you. You'd be happy to suck her fingers all night, just like you were happy to take her new friend's load in your mouth, just like you were happy to clean your cum from her pussy. You can't help yourself. It seems that you love when she takes control.

    
      
    

    You wanted to make it home from your wife's late afternoon run, but you got stuck at work. You rush home the second you get out, though, and the moment you step through the front door you hear a man's moan.

    You stop and listen. Another moan - still from a man - reaches your ears at the front door. You take a few steps towards the living room and hear what sounds an awful lot like a blowjob. Again you stop as a sense of excitement rips through your loins. Your cock tingles with delight as you imagine your wife blowing her new friend.

    You step into the living room and see him sitting on your couch with his running shorts around his ankles. Your wife is on her knees in a pair of astoundingly sexy leggings and a matching, skimpy top and a pair of pink running shoes. Her hand is wrapped around his shaft and it's moving in time with her mouth as she bobs up and down in his lap. She's absolutely sucking his cock, and she's going all out, too. More than that, she's doing it in your living room. She's invited him back to your place, for she must want more than a quickie in the woods today.

    She finally notices you standing there and looks up. She wipes a bit of saliva from her lips and smiles. She glances between your legs and you look down to see the bulge between them. Your excitement is unmistakable.

    "Come," your wife says as she beckons you over.

    You hurry towards her and fall to your knees when she points at the floor. She wraps her fingers around his spit-soaked cock, strokes him slowly, and then directs her fingers towards your mouth and says, "Suck for me."

    You lean forward and wrap your lips around her lovely fingers. You suck as instructed and watch as your wife takes her new friend's cock in her mouth once more. She keeps her fingers in your mouth and you suck like you know she wants you to. You suck dutifully and lustily. You suck because it feels good to do so, to surrender to her desires, to let the kinkiest part of you emerge.

    She lifts her mouth from his cock, pulls her fingers free from your lips, looks at his stiff, slippery dick, and says, "Suck it for me. Suck his cock for me."

    You stare his cock as your heart pounds so hard you fear it might leap out your chest. You crawl a little closer and your wife reaches up and puts a hand on the back of your head. She applies gentle pressure and you move towards his cock thanks to her guidance. The plump, throbbing head of it is now inches from your face.

    "Suck for me," your wife whispers before kissing your neck and moaning.

    She's uttered those words so many times, but never in this context. You want to do it for her, though. You want to suck for her. You want to take his cock in your mouth and offer him pleasure. You don't know why - it seems so fucked up to do - but you want it.

    You take him in your mouth. You wrap your lips around his cock. This time, instead of simply receiving his load, you suck. You suck cock for someone you don't really know at all. You suck cock for your wife, too. She kisses your neck and reaches back to grab your ass while you do. Her hand makes its way between your legs and she unzips your pants and plays with your cock while you give a blowjob. You can't believe you're doing it, but you are.

    "I knew you'd suck for me," she says softly. "I knew you'd be a cocksucker if I wanted you to. I knew you'd suck on the big dick that's going to fuck me in a few minutes."

    You wonder if she's been training you for this all along. You wonder if this has been her plan the entire time. It's probably not true, but you can't help but find the idea surprisingly hot.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    Your lips meet hers and you share a deep, tender kiss as her new friend strokes his cock. Your wife's fingers feel wondrous around your cock as her tongue dances with yours and fills your body with beautiful, kink-fueled lust.

    "I'm going to fuck him now," she says. "I want you to watch. Will you do that for me? Will you watch me fuck him on our couch?"

    You nod and your wife stands, strips out of her leggings, and straddles him. She takes his cock into her slick pussy and you watch her sink down on it, taking it inch by inch, seemingly in an effort to put on a show for you.

    When she's taken his entire length in her pussy your wife looks over her shoulder and says, "You know, I got awfully sweaty during my run. You wouldn't mind licking all up the sweat between my ass cheeks, would you?"

    You spread her cheeks and press your face between them. You lick up and down her crack as she moans while gently moving back and forth on the cock inside her. Her new friend moans too, and with good reason, as your wife's pussy is slowly milking his dick and providing him with what you're certain is a rather spectacular level of pleasure.

    Her sweat is salty and the pleasure of licking it up while she has another man's cock inside her is intense. Once you've licked everything up you decide to stay between her legs and eat her asshole until she tells you not to. You rim and lick and suck on it while she begins to ride him, slowly lifting her pussy off his cock and dropping back down again while you move your head in time.

    She lets you remain between her ass cheeks while she rides him. She lets you lick her tight asshole and you do so gleefully. You listen to them both moaning. You listen to the joyful sounds of the sex that you're not having and you find the whole thing utterly enthralling, though you resist masturbating for fear of ruining the pleasure of witnessing the sex and eating her asshole while it unfolds.

    Eventually, your wife and her new friend have near simultaneous orgasms. He cums inside her first and she climaxes a few seconds later while grinding her clit into his pelvis.

    "Lick up his cum as it leaks out of me," she instructs.

    You drop your head lower and stare at his pulsing shaft as it expels his cum into your wife's pussy. For a few seconds nothing comes out of her, but soon enough you see drops of thick white seed begin to drip down his shaft. You lean forward and lick them up. You swallow his cum, only this time you're licking it from his shaft instead of taking it directly in your mouth. It's still thrilling, though, perhaps even more so because he's still inside your wife as you clean up.

    "Thank you," she says to her new friend.

    "It was my pleasure," he replies.

    "We'll do this again?" she asks.

    "I'm happy to do this as often as possible," he replies.

    Your wife lifts her pussy from his cock, sits next to him, and says, "Suck for me."

    You take him in your mouth and suck him clean. You do so while looking up at her, for she's the only one you care about. She smiles and spreads her pussy lips. You see his cream leaking out of her.

    "Clean me," she says.

    You move between her legs. You lick her pussy clean. You lick up every drop of his load. You do so while your wife smiles and plays with her clit.

    "Would you like to fuck me?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    "On your back," your wife instructs.

    You move to your back on the living room floor and your wife takes off your pants, straddles you, and drops her pussy onto your cock. She takes you for a wild ride, milking your shaft with the pussy that just welcomed another man's cum. You cum quickly, as you tend to do these days. She smiles as you fill the living room with a series of loud moans and groans.

    When you're done, your wife lifts her pussy from your cock and sits on your face. "Clean me," she says.

    You clean her gleefully. You lick up your load as your loins continue to tingle with pleasure from the orgasm she just offered you.

    "This was fun, wasn't it?" she asks.

    "Mmm hmm," you answer while smothered by her pussy.

    "I like that you sucked for me without hesitation," she says. "I liked seeing his cock in your mouth again. I liked seeing you give such a beautiful blowjob. In fact, I liked it so much that I'm getting turned on again. You're going to suck on my clit after you're done eating your load."

    At this point, you'll do anything she wants, and sucking on her clit to make her cum once more is the least she can ask of you. Of course you'll do that. You can't get enough of satisfying your wife, after all.
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    You thought the novelty of being with him - with another man - might wear off for your wife. You thought that the thrill of fucking a new man would eventually dissipate. You were wrong. If anything, it's the opposite. It seems that fucking another man - and dominating you - has unleashed a side of your wife's sexuality that you didn't know existed. It's like she's been reborn as something of a sexual goddess, a woman utterly brimming with desire that cannot be extinguished. Thankfully, you get to benefit from that desire.

    "Good morning, sweetie," she whispers. It's a Sunday. You've both slept in because you can. You feel her bare breasts against your body as she cuddles up close and slips a hand into your underwear. Your cock is already half hard and it doesn't take her long to help you reach a fully erect state. "Did you sleep well?"

    "I did," you answer.

    "Mmm, me too," she replies. "In fact, I was in the middle of a very naughty dream when I woke up."

    She kisses your neck and pushes your underwear down along with the covers, freeing your stiff dick. "What did you dream about?" you ask.

    "About you, and my new friend," she says softly. Her teeth grasp your earlobe and she bites down gently before moaning again. Her tongue then swirls around the flesh she just bit before she sucks on it. "You were on your knees for him, sweetie. He had your head in his hands. He was pumping his big cock in and out of your mouth. You were sucking for me just like you always do."

    You groan as she stops stroking your cock. You look down to see her gather a large drop of precum from the tip. Your lips part instinctively as her finger approaches.

    "Look at that," she says. "You're so eager to suck for me, aren't you?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    Her finger approaches your lips, but she stops a few inches short. You lift your head from the pillow and she laughs while pulling her finger away. You are eager. You're desperate, even. She's gotten you to a place where it turns you on to suck for her.

    Finally, she relents. Her finger slips between your lips. You suck as she moves it in and out of your mouth. "Mmm, it makes me so wet when you suck for me, sweetie, especially when you suck his cock. Would you let him fuck your face like I dreamed about, sweetie? Would you let him slip his cock into your mouth, take your head in his hands, and fuck your face for his pleasure?"

    You nod and she smiles.

    "I thought you'd say that. You can't help but want to be a good boy for me, can you?" she asks. That's a rhetorical question, though. Of course you can't help it. You've been unable to help it from the first time she had you worship her sweaty ass after a run.

    She pulls her finger from your mouth and kisses you. It's passionate and aggressive. Her tongue invades your mouth and you surrender to it, welcoming her control of something as simple as a kiss.

    She peels her panties off, moves to her knees, and gets on top as if she's going to ride you in reverse cowgirl. You stare at her perfect ass for a few moments before she backs it up towards you. Without warning she drops her ass onto your face. It's not the first time she's done it and it delights you each and every time.

    "Eat my ass," she says.

    You hear her masturbating. She's playing with her soaking wet pussy and smothering you with her ass. You lick as ordered. You lick because it feels so good to do so. Your tongue flicks back and forth over her beautiful, tight asshole. You taste a little bit of sweat and it delights you.

    Her fingers encircle your cock. She strokes you while masturbate. She shakes her ass a little and sinks a bit lower on your face, dropping more of her weight onto you. She moans while doing so. She's in control. Completely and utterly in control and it seems that your wife enjoys that control more than anything.

    She cums. You feel her ass trembling over your face. You feel her cheeks tighten and release numerous times as the climax rips through her body. She grips your cock at the base, but she's no longer jerking you off.

    When she's finished, your lovely wife climbs off your face and moves between your legs. Your pulse races at the thought of getting a blowjob, but it seems she has other plans. She grabs your legs behind the knees and pushes up until she's folded you like a pretzel. Your feet are above your head and your cock is directly above your face.

    "Jerk off," she instructs.

    You take your cock in your hand. You stroke. You know what she wants, how this is going to end, but you do it anyway.

    "Cum on your face," she says. "Make a fucking mess. Cum all over your face."

    You stroke faster. You're so turned on that the idea of cumming on your face actually sounds hot. Your balls tighten. Your cock stiffens in your hand. Your loins come alive with pleasure.

    "Oh, fuck," you say a moment before your cock explodes in pleasure. You close your eyes and shower your face in cum. It's hot and sticky and humiliating, but the moans coming from your wife make it seem like she's delighted.

    When you're finished, she releases your legs and they fall to the bed. She crawls on top of you. You open your eyes to see her face just above yours. She leans down and kisses you. Her tongue slips into your mouth. You taste some of your cum. You both moan. It's delightfully kinky.

    She licks more of the cum from your face and feeds it to you. Her tongue swirls in your mouth over and over. You swallow your seed and connect with your kinky wife in the process. Though your desire was largely extinguished by your orgasm, it feels so good to share this with her.

    "I love you," you say after she's finished feeding you every bit of her cum.

    "I love you too," she replies. "Now let's take a shower."

    What a way to start the day.

    
      
    

    You're exhausted. Your wife and her new friend are both in better shape than you are and they refused to relent during the Sunday afternoon run you joined them on. They ran hard, and so did you. It was warm today, too, so everyone is soaked in sweat. They didn't fuck on the trail today. Instead, you all ran right back to your house.

    Now you're all on the deck overlooking your fairly private backyard. You've served everyone a glass of ice water and you've already drank more than half of yours. You're not sure what your wife has planned, but you suspect she didn't invite him back to your house to have a glass of water.

    "Sweetie, would you like to clean my sweaty ass?" your wife asks as she reaches over and puts a hand on her new friend's thigh.

    "Yes, I would," you admit. You've enjoyed cleaning her sweaty ass from the very first time you did it.

    She moves to her hands and knees on the small couch she's sharing with him. He leans closer and they share a kiss while your wife reaches back and lowers her skintight leggings to reveal her perfect, sweaty ass. You get up and walk towards her. You drop to your knees behind her. You part her ass cheeks. You listen to her moan into his mouth as you press your face between her cheeks and lick up her sweat.

    "Is he doing a good job?" he asks.

    "He always does," she replies. "He loves cleaning my sweaty ass."

    "How would he feel about cleaning my sweaty balls?" he asks.

    "What a delightful idea," your wife says. "And I'm sure they're exceptionally sweaty after a run like that, aren't they? There's probably a strong smell down there, too. Oh, I think he'd love that. I think he'd find it hugely rewarding to be able to suck and lick every drop of sweat from your big, beautiful balls. Am I right, sweetie?"

    You pull your head from between her ass cheeks and look at your wife and the man that's fucked her so many times in the past few months. "Yes, you're right," you say. You look directly at him and ask, "May I...may I clean your sweaty balls?" Your heart pounds as you do it. You're not sure if it's excitement, nerves, or both, but you like it.

    He stands up, lowers his shorts, and steps out of them. You press your face between your wife's ass cheeks once more, rim her vigorously for a few moments, and then turn towards him. You crawl forward and look at your wife. "May I clean his sweaty balls?" you ask.

    "You may," she says with a smile while sitting on the couch and peeling her leggings all the way off.

    You look up at him. You take his cock in your hands and move it out of the way. You smell the scent of his sweaty balls before your mouth reaches them. It's exceptionally strong - almost overpoweringly so - and you know it should be unpleasant, but for some reason it excites you to be so close to that smell.

    You take one of his balls in your mouth. You suck it gently. You can't help but stroke his cock while you're doing it and you feel him get hard. You taste his balls on your tongue. You taste the sweat. You taste that manly scent. It coats your tongue.

    "Fuck," your wife says. You can hear her masturbating. It sounds like her pussy is utterly soaked. "That's so hot. Suck those sweaty balls clean, baby. Suck those big, sweaty balls clean."

    You move to the other testicle. You take it in your mouth. You swirl your tongue around it. You suck it clean. You lick up every bit of sweat. You suck up the flavor of his testicles.

    You let it fall from your mouth and move to licking his balls. You lick over and over. You lick his taint a little bit, too. You're on a mission to soak up every bit of sweat that coated his testicles and you're not going to stop until you've done it.

    "Suck his cock," your wife demands. "Right now. Suck his cock."

    Satisfied that you've cleaned his balls, you turn your attention to his cock. You take the head in your mouth. You look up at him as you blow him. Your heart pounds. Your cock throbs. You're giving head to another man and you're turned on. You're sucking for your wife, which is what truly thrills you. You can hear her masturbating furiously. You can hear how turned on she is. That's your reward.

    "Fuck his face," she says to him. "Fuck that pretty mouth of his."

    You let your hands fall to your sides as he grips your head and begins to fuck your mouth, just like your wife wants him to do, just like he did in her naughty dream. You take the face fucking like a good boy. You suck for her. You let him use your mouth. You let him pump the back of your throat with his cock.

    "You like watching me use his mouth, don't you?" he asks.

    "I do," your wife answers. "It makes me wet."

    "Does it make you want my cock?" he asks.

    "You know it does," your wife replies.

    He buries his dick deep in your throat and you gag. "How about now?" he asks. "Does it make you wetter to watch your husband gag on my cock?"

    You hear the sound of your wife masturbating. You can't quite see her - you can't see much of anything other than the pubic hair directly in front of your face - but it's clear she's playing with her pussy, and that she's exceptionally wet.

    "Fuck me," your wife says.

    He pulls out of your mouth and looks down at you. He smiles, slaps his dick against your face, and turns towards your wife. He's inside her a moment later. He fucks her doggystyle and he fucks her hard. You wonder if the neighbors can hear the sounds of their bodies slamming together or the exceptionally loud moans your wife can't help but unleash.

    You crawl closer. You want to see his cock moving in and out of her pussy. Your wife looks back at you and smiles. "You like watching him fuck me, don't you?" she asks.

    You nod and he pulls out. He turns towards you and his big, slippery cock approaches. He grabs a handful of your hair and pushes his dick into your mouth and down your throat. The swiftness of his thrust catches you by surprise and you gag hard. Your wife moans. She likes seeing him use you. She likes seeing her husband suck for her pleasure.

    "Pump his throat," she says. "Make him suck my juices off your cock."

    He does just that and you suck every drop of her off of him. He pulls out of your mouth and returns to her pussy. He fucks with wild abandon, pulling back on her hips as he thrusts into her.

    "I'm close," he says.

    "Cum down his throat," she replies.

    He pulls out of her pussy and fills your mouth again. His cock slides into your throat. You gag. He pulls out. He fucks your face. Over and over his stiff, slick cock moves past your lips and down your throat. Over and over you gag on it.

    Then, he grunts, grabs your hair tightly, and pushes every inch of his dick into your eager mouth. He cums, but you don't taste it. He cums right down your throat. He uses you like a cum dumpster. He uses you like you're nothing more than a toy. Your wife moans wildly while he does.

    "I'm cumming!" she cries out. She wants to let you know how hot she finds your willingness to take his load. She wants you to know that you just helped make her cum. She wants you to know how happy you've made her.

    He pulls out of your mouth and wipes his cock on your face before collapsing onto the chair you occupied before being put to use by your wife. She reaches for your hand and pulls you onto the couch. She straddles you and takes your cock inside her pussy. The heat and wetness of her flesh surrounds your stiffness.

    Your wife rides your cock hard and fast. She reaches up and pushes two fingers into your mouth while she bounces on you. "You're such a good boy," she says. "You took his cock and his fucking load without hesitation. You were such a good little suck slut."

    You're seconds away. She continues to fuck your face with her fingers. She continues to use your mouth for her delight, but now she's rewarding you. Now she's going to milk your cock with her perfect pussy, and it seems that she's going to make you cum.

    "Cum inside me," she says.

    You can't hold off. You do as your wife desires. You cum inside her. You unleash your sticky seed. It feels astoundingly good. She sits on your dick and rocks back and forth, ensuring an exceedingly pleasurable orgasm.

    The moment you're finished your wife stands up, pushes your head back, and sits on your face. She feeds you your load. She feeds you every drop of it. You drink it up like a good boy. You drink it up because it's what she wants, and because you love this new, naughtier, hornier version of your wife and you want her to stick around foreve
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    You're sitting on the couch when your wife comes home after a run. She's in a pair of skintight red and black leggings and a matching sports bra. Her taut stomach is exposed and her skin glistens with sweat. In fact, she looks far sweatier than usual, but it's a warm day and she was gone for quite some time. Plus, there's a good chance she was doing more than running.

    She smiles, sets her water bottle down, and approaches the couch without saying a word. She stops just a few feet from you, unzips her sports bra, and frees her perfect breasts. They're soft and perky and milky white, and you can see a few beads of sweat that her sports bra didn't soak up.

    Your beautiful wife drops the bra and straddles you. You set your phone aside and look up at her as she leans forward until her breasts surround your face. Her skin is still hot from the effort of the run and you press your lips against it and offer her a kiss. She puts a hand on the back of your head and her fingers dance through your hair while she moans softly.

    "Clean them," she says. "Lick up all the sweat."

    You do as you're told. You use your tongue to clean the sweat off her perfect breasts.

    "I wonder if you can taste his sweat too," she says. "He had them out while he fucked me up against a tree. His strong hands were on them. He got a little rough with them, which only made my pussy wetter."

    Your dick is hard as you think of your wife and her lover fucking during the middle of their run, as they so often enjoy doing. She grinds her hips over your crotch, offering the kind of friction that only makes your dick harder. You take her nipple into your mouth and flick your tongue back and forth over it while thinking about his hands on her breasts as his cock filled her pussy.

    "Lick between them," she instructs. "Lick up the sweat. Lick up all that delicious sweat."

    You run your tongue between her breasts over and over, licking up every delicious drop of sweat as instructed. You do it because it turns you on to follow her orders. You do it because you love nothing more than making your beautiful wife happy. The taste of her fluid is strong on your tongue, though you know it's nothing compared to the cum that likely rests in her pussy, cum that you hope you'll get a chance to clean up.

    Your wife leans back and you look up at her with a giddy smile on your face, for nothing makes you quite as happy as worshiping her body after she's been on a run with her lover. She grabs a handful of your hair and pulls back with just enough strength to make it hurt a little.

    "He came inside me," she says. "He buried his big cock in your wife's pussy and he emptied his balls inside me. Most of it's still in my pussy. Do you want it?"

    "Yes," you answer without hesitation.

    She smiles and reaches up to slip two fingers into your mouth. You take them without hesitation. You suck on her flesh. You swirl your tongue around it. You watch a smile creep across her face. You witness the joy she feels at your submission.

    "You like eating another man's cum out of me, don't you?" she asks.

    You nod as her fingers push deeper into your mouth.

    "You like being a cum slut for your wife," she says. "You like when I feed you his thick, creamy, salty load from my pussy. You like doing exactly as you're told, don't you?"

    You nod again. You love all of that. You know it's crazy and maybe a little fucked up, but you still love it.

    Your wife pulls her fingers from your mouth and slips them into her leggings while staring into your eyes. She moans just a little and a few seconds later her fingers are once again in front of your lips. This time, though, they're covered in a thin layer of his cum, cum that you desperately hope she's about to feed you.

    "Tell me what you want," she says.

    "I want to suck for you," you answer.

    "Such a fucking cum whore," she replies before slipping her fingers between your lips.

    You suck. You clean the cum off of them. You do as your wife desires. You act like a good little cum slut. You do as she's trained you over the past few months, and your dick throbs painfully, just as it has since the first time she had you clean her sweaty ass.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and climbs off your lap. She turns around, bends over, and pulls her leggings down until the soft, milky white flesh of her ass is exposed. She looks back and says, "My ass is soaked in sweat and your tongue isn't going anywhere near my pussy until you've licked up every drop. Now get to work."

    You lean forward, part her ass cheeks, and devour her ass. You lick from her taint all the way to the top of her crack, soaking up as much of the exceptionally salty sweat as you can in the process.

    You make sure to worship her asshole, too. You can't help it. You find the idea of running your tongue over that tight, wrinkled, delicious little hole so fantastically pleasurable. There's an acrid, metallic taste to it, but you don't care if it's unpleasant. You don't care at all. You want more of it. You need more of it. You love the way it feels to eat her ass after she'd gone for a run and fucked another man.

    "Lean back," she instructs.

    You lean back until your head rests against the back of the couch. Your wife stands up straight and looks over her shoulder with a smile. She steps onto the couch, backs up just a little, and then lowers her ass until it's on your face. Her cheeks spread open and she smothers you with her sweaty, warm flesh. She sits on your face, lowering more of her weight until it feels like you're completely enveloped by her ass. A sense of bliss envelops you, as if your wife has put you in your happy place.

    "Eat my ass," she instructs.

    Your tongue flicks back and forth over her asshole. You taste her sweat. You relish the joyful sensations coursing through your body. You feel a sense of absolute, overwhelming happiness. Best of all, you feel submissive. You feel it in your bones. You feel the pleasure of it. Your dick is still hard as a rock despite the lack of stimulation.

    "Put your tongue in my asshole," she says. "Taste me."

    You moan. It's such a kinky idea that you can't help it. You make your tongue firm. You press it against her asshole. You flick it back and forth and you feel her open up. You slip inside her. You moan again as you taste her insides. It's dirty and naughty and spectacularly sexy. Your dick is so hard it's genuinely painful. She unleashes a moan of genuine pleasure. Your willingness to be dirty has made her feel so good.

    She stands up, depriving you of her asshole and you're actually a little disappointed. You could have stayed in that position all day. She climbs off the couch and turns around. She lowers her leggings and steps out of them, remaining only in her running shoes. Her body looks taut and sexy. You think of her holding on to a tree as her lover fucked her from behind. You think of her breasts in his hands and his cock in her pussy. You hear her moans and see the look of pure joy on her face as she gets fucked by someone that can satisfy her completely.

    "Do you want to eat his cum from my pussy?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you answer.

    She reaches out and grabs a handful of your hair. She smiles for just a moment and then pulls you towards her with surprising strength. As she steps back, you slide off the couch and onto your knees. You look up at your beautiful, dominant wife and she widens her stance just a little and pulls you between her legs.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she instructs.

    You look up at your wife and put your tongue in her pussy. The salty taste of his cum instantly bathes your tongue. An involuntary moan escapes your lips and you try and push your tongue deeper inside her to find more of his seed.

    "Swallow," she instructs. "Be a good little cum slut and swallow for me."

    You swallow his cum and your wife pulls you away from her pussy. She reaches down and pushes two fingers in her tight hole. They emerge slick with his seed and she shoves them into your mouth. You see an aggressive look wash across her face as she fucks your mouth. You gag on her fingers and she laughs in delight. She likes that you're so eager to be vulnerable, to offer your mouth to her, to do whatever she desires.

    Your eyes are watering from the repeated triggering of your gag reflex as your wife pulls her fingers from your mouth, steps back, and walks away with her hand still gripping your hair. You crawl after her until she stops in the middle of the living room and directs you to your back. You lie down and she straddles your head and squats over your face. Her pussy is now inches from your eager mouth. You look up at her with wonder and lust in your eyes.

    "Open up," she instructs.

    You part your lips and your wife smiles. It doesn't appear as though she's doing anything, but then you see a dollop of his cum begin to drip from her pussy. It's thick and creamy and it's about to hit your tongue. A moment later it drips from her pussy and into your mouth. You can't help but moan yet again. It tastes so good and it feels so kinky to be on the receiving end of such a treat.

    "Swallow," she says after feeding you some of her lover's load. You close your mouth and swallow. "You're such a nasty little slut." She once again plunges her fingers into your mouth and fucks your face for a few seconds, using you like you're little more than a toy for her pleasure, a toy that she gets off on using and abusing. "You like being my little cum slut, don't you?"

    You nod with her fingers in your mouth.

    "Do you want me to feed you the rest of his load?" she asks.

    All you can do is nod once more, because that's exactly what you want. It's all that you want, in fact.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and sits on your face. Her pussy lips spread open and you push your tongue as deep inside her as it can go. You fish for his cum and you're rewarded with a heavy dollop of it. You swallow everything you can find and your wife moans as she begins to gently rub her clit back and forth over your lips and nose. She's using your face to masturbate and you wouldn't have it any other way.

    "Eat his load," she says between soft moans. "Eat his fucking load out of me, cum slut. Fuck, eat every fucking drop."

    You do as you're told. You eat every drop. You eat it all like a good submissive and you make your wife cum in the process. As her pussy pulses, more of his cum flows out from deep inside her. You devour it all.

    When she's finished cumming, your wife stands up and smiles down at you. "That was exceptional," she says. "Would you like to worship my ass a little more while you jerk off?"

    "Yes, please," you say.

    "Free your cock," she instructs.

    You free your cock and your wife turns around and sits on your face. Her beautiful ass cheeks spread and you immediately put your tongue to work as your world darkens while her flesh surrounds you. You're being smothered and offered the chance to eat her asshole once more and it's perfect. Your dick is hard as a rock and every stroke feels blissful.

    You cum in less than a minute. Your wife lowers more of her weight onto your face as you orgasm, almost completely smothering you in the process. It enhances your orgasm, leaving you tingling with pleasure from head to toe.

    "Clean your mess," your wife says as she stands once more. "Every drop."

    You look down to see a mess of cum on your fingers, in your pubic hair, and on your legs. You're going to clean it, though, because that's what she wants. You're going to clean every drop.
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    Your beautiful wife has been working out more and more since she met her new friend. It's not just running. She goes to the gym regularly, too. She works her entire body because she wants to look good for him, and because it seems that they can't help but get turned on when they work out together.

    You can see the results. Her body looks lean and sexy. She's more confident, too. She wears tighter - and often skimpier - clothes. It's not just the way she dresses, though. She exudes confidence every second of the day.

    That confidence is obvious in your marriage, too. She knows she's in charge now. She knows that you're an eager submissive for the more dominant version of your wife. She knows that you'll do whatever she says, whenever she says it.

    That's why you didn't put up a fight when she invited her lover to spend the night. You didn't say a word when she told you that you'd be spending the night in the guest room. She rewarded you for your submission, too. She let you watch him fuck her in your bed. She let you suck his cock clean afterwards. She let you feast on her pussy. She even let you worship her ass while she rested her head on his chest and told him that he fucks her better than any man - including her husband - ever has.

    You were rewarded again in the middle of the night. They had loud, vigorous sex a little after 3 a.m. You woke up to the sound of the bed frame creaking from his hard thrusts. Your wife's moans of pleasure filled the house. Your dick got hard as you listened and imagined him fucking her from behind, as she seemed to enjoy that position more than any other with him.

    When they'd finished your wife joined you in the guest room. She had you get out of the bed and onto your knees. She let you kiss her ass and lick up the sweat that she'd built up from the vigorous sex, which meant she'd probably ridden him. She let you spread her cheeks and press your face between them. She let you lick her asshole, cleaning up every delicious drop of sweat like a good little bitch.

    Then she fed you his cum, offering you the reward you've come to crave more than any other. She sat on your face and let you probe her pussy with your eager tongue, licking up every drop of his sticky, salty seed in the process. She let you completely clean her and then she took your cock inside her for a few beautiful moments. She didn't fuck you, though. She didn't think you deserved to fuck her. Instead, she teased you with her pussy. She let you feel it for just a few seconds and then got up, told you not to masturbate, and left the room to go back to him.

    Now it's the next morning. It's a little after 8 a.m. You're in the kitchen brewing a pot of coffee so your wife and her lover won't have to wait when they get up. The taste of your wife's pussy - and her lover's cum - still lingers on your lips from the night before. You could wash it away, but you prefer to be able to relive the experience of her riding your face whenever you lick your lips.

    Your wife enters the kitchen without her lover in tow. She smiles, gives you a soft kiss on the cheek while caressing your face, and pours a cup of coffee.

    "How did you sleep?" you ask.

    "Aside from that little middle of the night interruption?" she replies with a knowing smile. "I slept like a baby. I spent most of the night in his strong arms. I could feel his body against mine. I could feel his cock pressing into my ass. It was nice sleeping next to the strong, gorgeous man that satisfies me in ways I never imagined were possible."

    Your wife looks down to see that your cock has come alive. "Does that excite you?" she asks while stepping closer and reaching down to play with your dick through your underwear. She sips her coffee and stares into your eyes.

    "Yes," you admit.

    She works your underwear down and takes your semi-stiff cock into her hand. Her skin is warm and impossibly soft against your shaft and when she gently plays with your stiffness, an intense kind of pleasure works its way through your body.

    She gathers the precum from the tip of your cock and lifts her fingers to your lips. You take them in your mouth and you suck, just as your wife wants you to do. She smiles and pushes her fingers to the back of your throat. For just a moment your gag reflex is triggered and your eyes water a little, but you manage to get it under control. You manage to suck like a good boy for her, because being a good boy is what thrills you more than anything.

    "You know I love it when you suck for me," she says softly.

    You nod with her fingers still in your mouth.

    "Put your hand into my panties," she instructs. "Feel how wet you're making me."

    You slip your fingers into her panties and between her pussy lips. She smiles as you feel her heat and wetness envelop your flesh. You can't help but think of being inside her, of fucking her, of your cock experiencing the same pleasure your fingers are feeling.

    "You want to fuck me, don't you?" she asks. You nod and your wife smiles. "Are you willing to earn the right to enjoy my pussy?"

    You nod again and her smile turns decidedly devilish, as if she planned out this little interaction to led you right to this spot.

    "Go to the bedroom," she says. "Wake him up with your mouth. Suck his cock for me. Suck his cock until he's hard, until he's filling our bedroom with moans of pleasure. Suck his cock until you can taste his sweet, delicious precum on your tongue. Show me that you're every bit the good little suck slut I've trained you to be. Do what I desire and you'll be a little bit closer to enjoying my perfect pussy."

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and you pull yours from her panties. You know what she wants you to do, but you hesitate. It feels strange to blow another man in your bed, especially since it seems like your wife won't be joining you. It will be just you and him. He'll be on the side of the bed you sleep on. You'll have his cock in your mouth, the cock that's fucked your wife to so many orgasms.

    "Go," she says. "Be a good suck slut for me. Get him hard. Get him moaning. When you do, I'll join you."

    You turn and slowly leave the kitchen as you try and gird your courage to do what your wife desires. Your heart begins to pound as you near the bedroom. You push open the door and see him sleeping with a thin sheet over his body. You see a bulge between his legs. His cock appears to be half hard already. You just need to get it the rest of the way there and your beautiful wife might let you inside her.

    You step into the bedroom. You tiptoe towards the bed. You slowly pull the sheet aside. You stare at his body and you feel a rush of arousal at the idea of your wife and her lover sleeping together without a stitch of clothing between them.

    You move to the foot of the bed and slowly crawl between his legs. You reach his cock and stare at it. You've blown him countless times before - you've sucked to make your wife happy - but this feels different. It feels scarier. Your heart is pounding impossibly hard, partly from fear and partly from a kind of arousal you don't really understand.

    You take a deep breath and consider backing out of the bed and leaving the room. Your wife will forgive you. She probably won't let you fuck her and she'll be disappointed in you, but she won't be mad.

    You won't have made her happy, though. You won't have served her needs. You won't have offered your submission. You want that. You want to submit. You want to make her happy. You want to be a suck slut for her.

    You take the head of his cock in your mouth. Your tongue swirls around it. You suck gently. He stirs, but he doesn't wake up. He moans softly and you feel him get harder in your mouth as you swallow the entirety of his semi-stiff shaft.

    "Good morning," he says.

    You look up and see a confident smile on his face, and with good reason. He's in a married woman's bed and that woman's husband is busy sucking his cock because that's what his wife desires. He knows your beautiful wife ordered you into the room, ordered you to suck cock for her, ordered you to get him hard because that's your place as her submissive husband.

    That confidence leads him to reach down, put a hand on the back of your head, and fuck your mouth. He keeps a tight grip of your hair and pumps his big dick in and out of your throat. You gag, but he doesn't give a damn. He's having fun using you. He's moaning, too, and moaning loudly. You know it's reverberating down the hallway. You know your wife can hear it. Your throat is already starting to hurt, but you're not going to stop him. You won't. You can't. You don't even want to. You just want to make him feel good because that's what your wife demanded.

    "Good morning," you hear her say. "I see that my husband is doing what I sent him in here to do."

    "Damn right he is," her lover says. "He's doing a good job of it, too. Am I going to get to enjoy that married pussy of yours?"

    "I'm afraid not," your wife replies. "You know I hate to pass up on the chance to enjoy your beautiful cock, but you fucked me so hard last night that I'm a little too sore this morning."

    "Should I cum down his throat?" he asks. "Or on his face?"

    "I had something else in mind," your wife replies, leading to a sudden sense of anxiety as you wonder what she could possibly have in mind. "I was thinking you could fuck my husband. I was thinking I'd tell him to get on his hands and knees for you. I was thinking I'd tell him to reach back, spread his ass cheeks, and beg you to fuck him like the little bitch he is."

    "I'm down for that," her lover replies.

    "Then get your greedy little mouth off his cock and get on your hands and knees," your wife demands of you.

    You pull off his cock. You look over at her and see that she's stripped and is leaning against the bedroom door and playing with her pussy. She's taken one of her utterly flawless breasts in her hand and is playing with it while she masturbates. You can hear how wet she is. It's because she wants to see you get fucked.

    You get on your hands and knees facing your wife. She smiles. "How nice," she says. "You knew I wanted to look in your eyes when he fucks you."

    He moves behind you. He spits on your asshole and uses the head of his stiff cock to rub it all over. You reach back and spread your ass cheeks. "Please, fuck me," you say, doing as your wife desires. "Fuck me like the little bitch that I am."

    He laughs and pushes his cock inside you. He fills your asshole. You grit your teeth at the pain, but your wife moans. She finds pleasure in watching her husband get fucked, and that turns you on.

    He grabs your hips. You release your ass cheeks. You don't need to hold them open now that he's inside you. You put your hands on the bed and lift your body. You look up at your wife. She stares into your eyes as pleasure washes over her face. She slips three fingers into her pussy and pounds her slippery hole hard and fast. She pushes away from the door and pulls her fingers from her cunt. The moment she reaches the bed those fingers end up in your mouth. She puts a hand on the back of your head and fucks your face as he fucks your ass.

    "That's a good little bitch," she says. "Take it from both ends. Take it for me. Take it like the slut you've become."

    You take it like a slut. You suck her fingers. You take his cock up your ass without hesitation. You let them use you from both ends. You offer your complete and total submission, and in doing so you experience a sense of bliss like never before. You feel it through your entire body. It's like you're tingling from head to toe. It's perfect.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth. She plunges them back into her pussy. She sounds wetter than before, like her cunt drips just a little more each time his cock fills you. Her slippery fingers end up in your mouth once more. She pumps them in and out and reaches down to masturbate with her other hand. She can't seem to pass up the chance to pursue her pleasure while she watches her husband get fucked.

    "Where do you want me to cum?" he asks.

    "Inside him," she answers. "Cum in his whore ass. Fill him with your load. Give him what every good little bitch wants. Give him a real man's cum."

    He fucks you harder. Your wife pounds your mouth harder. That sense of bliss you felt gets stronger. Your cock is stiff. He's hitting a spot inside you that feels so much better than you thought possible.

    You moan around her fingers as it suddenly feels like you're going to cum. She responds by fucking your mouth faster and deeper. You gag on her fingers, but she doesn't stop, and that sense of pleasure between your legs continues to grow.

    Your loins tighten up as he fucks you with incredible speed and power. For a moment the whole world slows down as you concentrate on that intense pleasure that happens right before you cum. Then you cry out around her fingers and orgasm. You cum all over the bed with another man's cock in your ass and your wife's fingers pumping your mouth.

    She cums too. You're not sure if your orgasm prompts hers, but in the moment you hope it's true. You listen to her moans and watches the juices drip from her pussy and slide down her thighs.

    He buries his cock inside you. He grunts and groans and gives your ass a hard smack. He's cumming inside you. He's cumming in your ass. Your wife and her lover are cumming after using you like a slut. You've never felt more submissive.

    Your wife pulls her fingers from your mouth and drops down until she's staring into your eyes. "Did you enjoy that?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "Because you like doing as you're told? Because you like submitting to me?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    "Good," she replies with a smile. "Because I can't go back to the way things were. I can't go back to being a normal wife. I need you to be a good little bitch for me. I need you to be a suck slut, to always do as you're told. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," you say. "I'll do as I'm told."

    You will, too, because you've learned that you like being submissive. You've learned that you love having a more dominant wife. That's what truly makes you happy. Luckily for you, she's only getting started.

    The End.

  
    A Morning Confession

    The bedroom is full of sunlight as you enter on a lovely Sunday morning. You see your beautiful wife still under the covers with a sweet smile on her face.

    You crawl into bed with her and kiss her cheek and neck. She giggles as your playful kisses delight her. Your hand moves under the covers and you caress her bare breasts as your kisses turn softer and more sensual, eliciting a moan.

    “How did you sleep?” you ask.

    “Good,” she says. “How about you?”

    “Great,” you say. “I got up early to get some work done and I figured I’d let you sleep in.”

    You sit up and your wife leans closer. You kiss her head and take a moment to smell her hair, which still carries the floral scent of her shampoo. Your hand moves over her back and you pull her closer. She looks up and kisses you.

    “You’re a good husband,” she says. “You know that, right?”

    “I like to think I am,” you say. “It’s always nice to hear you say it, though.”

    She smiles and you kiss your wife as her hand moves between your legs. She unzips your pants and pulls out your cock. Her soft fingers wrap around your shaft and she strokes you slowly as your tongues dance in the most erotic way imaginable.

    “How long has it been since you had an orgasm?” she asks.

    “A week,” you say.

    “You must be desperate,” she replies.

    You smile and she strokes you a little faster. She kisses you again. Her tongue is active in your mouth. It seems like her desire is building.

    “Do you want me to tell you a naughty story?” she asks.

    “I’d love that,” you say.

    Your sits up and says, “Lay back.”

    You quickly arrange the pillows and lay against them as she cuddles up next to you. Her fingers encircle your cock once more and she places soft, sensual kisses on your chest as she teases the head of your throbbing erection.

    “He was tall,” she says. “He had blonde hair, a really fit, hot body, and a really nice cock.”

    She’s known about your cuckold fantasies for years and while she hasn’t fucked someone else, she’s willing to tell you stories about guys she fucked before you met. She seems to like it, in fact. She’s always wet by the time she’s done and sometimes she’ll masturbate while she’s telling you.

    “We met in a bar. I was there with a few friends and he came up to me when I went to order another round for everyone. I couldn’t resist him. I should have just gone back to my friends, but I sent the drinks over to them and stayed at the bar with this guy,” she says.

    “What were you wearing?” you ask. You love the little details.

    Her fingers tease your shaft before she gently caresses your balls.

    “I was in full-on glamour girl mode that night. I had on a pair of tight designer jeans, these sexy new black heels I’d bought earlier that week, and a really hot-looking semi-sheer blouse with a black lace bra underneath. I got a lot of looks that night. It felt really good,” she says.

    “That sounds hot,” you say.

    “I could wear it for you sometime,” she says. “I still have the top, actually.”

    “I’d love that,” you reply.

    She laughs, gives you a quick kiss, and then continues. “We did some pretty heavy flirting at the bar. He kept glancing at my bra, like he was trying to see if he could spot my nipples through the lace. I liked it, though. He was so good looking and even though I hadn’t seen him naked yet I could tell he was really well-built,” she says.

    Your wife knows that you like those little details.

    “He kept touching me as we were flirting. He’d reach out and let his hand graze my arm. A few times he rested his hand on my knee for a few moments. Each time it was thrilling. It’s such a simple thing, but I can’t tell you how turned on I got just having him touch me. I was so into him, it was like my body was telling me to forget about anything else I was supposed to do that night in favor of fucking this gorgeous guy,” she says.

    You close your eyes as her fingers return to your cock. She gathers the precum that’s been dripping from the tip and strokes you slowly. Each time her hand passes over the head of your cock you groan as a shockwave of pleasure moves through your loins.

    “Are you thinking about me at the bar with him?” she asks. “Are you thinking about flirting with someone else?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Is that why your dick is so hard? Is that why you’re dripping so much precum? Does this turn you on? Does it turn you on to imagine your wife flirting with a tall, handsome, muscular man?” she asks.

    “Fuck, yes, it does,” you answer.

    “I was the one that asked him to leave the bar,” she says. “I couldn’t wait any longer. We’d been flirting for an hour and I was desperate.”

    “What did he say?” you ask.

    Your wife laughs and says, “What do you think he said? You know how I can be when I’m horny. You can imagine how good I looked that night. Of course he said yes.”

    She strokes you a little faster as you imagine her gleefully leaving a bar with someone else.

    “We were going to go back to his place,” she says, “but we didn’t make it.”

    “What happened?” you ask.

    “First we made out in the parking lot. He had me pressed up against his car – which was a really nice BMW, by the way – and his hands were all over me as we kissed. He was such a good kisser, too. He had this amazing way of making me feel consumed by his desire,” she explains.

    You imagine your wife kissing someone else in a bar parking lot. You imagine her pressed up against a BMW with someone else’s tongue in her mouth. You imagine her intense lust for him. It makes your cock throb.

    “He was parked next to one of those massive SUVs and that part of the lot was pretty dark, so I decided I was going to give him a thrill. I squatted in front of him, pulled out his cock, and blew him right there. I sucked cock in public and it made me so much wetter than I thought possible,” your wife says.

    You groan and your hips lift involuntarily, like you’re trying to fuck her hand. Pleasure courses through you as you imagine your beautiful wife doing something so spectacularly naughty in public.

    “His hands moved into my hair and he groaned as I stroked and sucked his cock,” she says.

    “This is so hot,” you say.

    Your wife kisses your chest again. Her lips are warm and soft and she lets her tongue dart out and flicker back and forth over your nipple a few times, which is surprisingly sexy.

    “I told him I needed him to fuck me and that I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed it right then and there. He unlocked his car, got in the backseat, and told me to get on top, which I did. He was inside me just a few moments after I shut the door. My pussy was so wet that I took every inch of his dick without a problem. It felt so fucking good, too. Being filled like that was exactly what I needed in that moment,” she says.

    “You fucked in his car?” you say.

    Your wife giggles and strokes you a little faster. “We did,” she says. “It was incredible sex, too. There was something about how desperate and passionate and wild it all was that made it feel so much better. Plus, the backseat in that big BMW was awfully roomy.”

    You imagine your wife riding someone else’s cock in a car. You imagine her hips moving over his cock. You imagine his hands moving over her body and playing with her tits through that sexy sheer blouse.

    “Did you cum?” you ask.

    “I certainly did,” she says. “I came in less than a minute, in fact. It was incredible.”

    “Was it…better?” you ask.

    You’ve started asking your wife if her past orgasms are better than the ones you give her. Sometimes she plays along. Sometimes she gives you a little treat.

    “Yes,” she says. “Much better, in fact. It was one of the best orgasms of my life. Without question.”

    Your cock swells up in her hand and your wife relaxes her grip. It seems like she doesn’t want you to cum.

    “After my orgasm I got on my back and spread my legs for him. He slid into me once more and fucked me missionary style. I was going to tell him to pull out before he climaxed, but right as he was getting close to cumming I was hit with this totally overwhelming kind of desire. I wanted him to cum inside me. I wanted it more than anything. It was insane, but I told him to do it. I told him to cum inside me. I told him to fill my pussy,” she says.

    “Did he?” you ask.

    “Almost instantly. Once he heard me begging for his cum he couldn’t help but give it to me,” she explains.

    The very idea of your wife begging another man for his cum in her pussy is thrilling, but she’s not stroking you hard enough for you to cum. She’s teasing you. She’s keeping you right on the edge.

    “Do you like that?” she asks. “Do you like the idea of your wife telling another man to cum inside her?”

    “You know I do,” you say.

    You’ve shared that part of your fantasy before. You’ve shared that you love the idea of someone else cumming inside her. You’ve shared how much it turns you on.

    “He shot a huge load inside me,” she says. “I could feel his cock pulsing in my pussy and it just kept going. I’m glad I was on my back or it would have made a huge mess in the back of his car.”

    “Fuck,” you say softly. You wish she’d stroke you just a little faster. You’re so close to cumming. You want that orgasm. You need it.

    “Do you like my story?” she asks.

    “It’s incredible,” you say.

    “There’s one more little detail,” she says.

    “What’s that?” you ask.

    She tightens her grip and strokes you a little faster. “This all happened two months ago,” she says.

    “What?” you ask as your brain tries to work out what your wife just shared. Is she saying she fucked someone else? Is she saying she cuckolded you?

    “You’re a cuckold,” she says. “You just didn’t know it.”

    She releases your cock and looks up at you. She studies your face. She sees the confusion. She sees the arousal.

    “I couldn’t help it,” she says. “You kept talking about your fantasy. You kept talking about how hot it would be if I fucked someone else. We kept doing stuff like this where I’d tell all these naughty stories. I had a few drinks that night. The guy was really hot. I had this sense of freedom, this sense that I could do what I wanted, that I could fuck him if I felt like it, so I did.”

    She runs her fingers over your chest and stomach before playing with your balls as you sort out your feelings. In reality, she cheated on you, but you can’t find any anger. It’s not there. All you can think about is whether she’s going to cuckold you again or if it was a onetime thing. All you want is for her to do it again.

    “Did you do it again? Did you fuck him more than once?” you ask.

    “No,” she says.

    “Why?” you ask.

    “I felt guilty,” she says. “I know I sort of had permission, but I felt guilty about totally losing control and fucking someone else without asking you. I felt guilty about letting him cum inside me, too.”

    You stare at your wife. You’re not entirely sure how you feel. Your cock is still hard. Her hand still feels incredible as she plays with your balls. You still can’t quite muster the anger you know you’re supposed to be feeling.

    “I want to fuck him again,” she says.

    You groan.

    “I’ve been thinking about him constantly,” she continues. “I masturbate while I think about him and the sex we had. I think about how hard I came with him. I think about how good it felt to cut loose like that, how good it felt to actually do what you’ve fantasized about.”

    “I wish you’d told me,” you say.

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and comes closer. She kisses you softly and says, “I wish I had too. I’m sorry I didn’t. Can you forgive me?”

    There’s a part of you that wants to refuse, but you don’t really have a good reason to do so. Your wife has always been loving and kind. She’s always been keen to satisfy your sexual desires. She’s always been wonderful in almost every way and your marriage is exceptionally good.

    “I love you more than anything,” you say. “And I know it’s fucked up, but this really turns me on.”

    “I know it does,” she says.

    Your wife releases your cock and moves to her knees beside you. She takes your hand and places your fingers in her panties.

    “Feel me,” she says.

    You work your way into her pussy and you feel the exceptional wetness there.

    “I’m soaked,” she says.

    “Is that because of him?” you ask.

    She smiles and moans as you play with her clit. “It’s because I want to cuckold you,” she says. “For real. I want to fuck other men whenever I feel like it. I want you to watch. I want you to cum to the sight of someone else’s cock inside me. I want you to be my cuckold.”

    You rub her clit faster. Suddenly, all you want is to make your wife cum.

    “Will you be my cuckold?” she says.

    “You know I will. You know it’s what I’ve always wanted,” you reply.

    She pulls your hand from her panties, pulls them aside to expose her pussy, and says, “Lie down. I’m going to sit on your face.”

    You lie down. She straddles your head and sits on your face. Her wet pussy lips spread over your mouth. You push your tongue inside her and soak up her juices. She rides your mouth, rubbing her clit all over your face.

    “I have his number,” she says. “I’m going to set up another date. I’m going to fuck him again.”

    You can’t say anything with her pussy smothering you, but you offer an approving grunt.

    She throws her head back and her thighs clamp down on your head. You feel them start to tremble and then your wife screams as she has a loud, lovely orgasm.

    She slides down your chest and takes your cock into her wet pussy. Her eyes lock onto yours as she rides you. She milks you with her wet cunt.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum inside me just like he did.”

    You’re in no position to refuse her demand. You cum inside her. You experience the best orgasm of your life. You hope it will be the first of many more just like it.

  
    A Naughty Conversation with Your Future Mother In Law (Audio)

    Your future mother in law comes over to have a conversation about your relationship with her daughter. She likes you. She loves that you'll soon be her son in law. But, she wants to explain to you what your future holds. She knows you're not man enough to satisfy her daughter. She knows you'll be a cuckold. She wants to help with that.

  
    A Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Idea

    There are so many ways to humiliate your cuckold that it can be hard to choose just one. This one is an excellent way to have fun with your lover and make your cuck feel the arousing thrill of humiliation at the same time.

    The basic idea is to have sex with your lover while you’re wearing the same lingerie you wore on your wedding night or honeymoon. It works best if it’s the same lingerie, but that might not be possible. If it’s not, find something similar or just go with a traditional white lingerie look.

    The humiliation comes largely from a symbolic place. It’s like you’re re-creating your wedding night, only this time you’re having sex with a man that can actually satisfy you. It’s most effective if your cuckold actually dresses you in the lingerie. If done properly, he will feel like he’s giving his wife to another man and that will feel so deliciously humiliating for him.

    It’s also effective to have your lover actively participate in it. This isn’t just a typical sexual session. This is making love to a beautiful bride while your cuckold watches. Make it passionate. Make it like your wedding night, only with an entirely different man.

  
    A Naughty End to Her Evening Out

    Your wife has the freedom to play as she desires. All she has to do is tell you all about it when she gets home. Sometimes those two things blend together. Sometimes she brings a man home to play with. Tonight is one of those nights.

    You stir from your sleep when you hear them coming down the hallway. They’re not trying to be quiet. She knows you’re going to wake up. She knows you want to see her fucking someone else in your bed.

    Things heat up when they come into the bedroom. They share sensual kisses and you listen to her moan as he slides his fingers into your wife’s wet pussy.

    You keep your eyes closed and listen. You hear the sounds of sucking and you know she has his dick in her mouth. You know your wife is giving a blowjob just a few feet from you. You can’t help but get hard.

    You feel the bed move as your wife and her lover get in it next to you. She moans. He’s inside her. Another man is fucking your wife just a few feet from you. She has someone else’s cock inside her.

    You reach between your legs and play with your hard cock as you listen to them having sex. You listen to her moans. You can hear how wet she as he slides into her. It’s utterly thrilling to be so close to someone else fucking her.

    Finally you open your eyes. You sit up and catch your wife’s eye. “Hey honey,” she says. “Are you enjoying the show?”

    You nod and answer by pulling back the sheets and showing her that you’re rock hard and masturbating. “Good boy,” she says as her lover continues to pound his big cock into your wife’s slippery pussy.

    The bed is shaking now. He’s fucking her hard and fast and you know that soon he’s going to cum inside her. You know she’s going to welcome another man’s load into her warm, wet pussy and then invite you to clean it out.

    “I’m going to cum,” he says.

    “Cum inside me,” she answers. “Give me your cum. Fill me.”

    He groans and ejaculates in your wife’s pussy. He fills her with a thick, salty load of cum that she expects you to eat.

    “Honey, do you want to clean me?” she asks when her lover pulls his cock from your wife’s wet cunt.

    “Yes, please,” you answer.

    She opens her legs and you crawl between them. You take a moment to stare at her beautiful cunt and the cum dripping out of it. Then you devour his seed.

    You lick another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy as she moans. She pulls you closer. She wants you to inhabit her cunt. She wants you to drink all of his hot load. She wants you to be her naughty cum eating cuckold.

    You want to be that for her too. You eagerly eat his cum. You swallow every drop that ends up in your mouth. You slip your fingers inside to pull out more of it. You’re ravenous. You’re a cum eater and you’re proud of it.

  
    A Naughty End to Your Cuckolding

    He fucks her. He fucks her brains out. He fucks her in your bed and he gives her two body-shaking orgasms. He fills a condom with a massive load of cum. He pulls out and your wife pulls the condom off and leaves it on the nightstand. They kiss and cuddle for a few minutes as you remain on your knees by the bed. You masturbate, but you haven’t been given permission to cum yet so your cock remains stiff and unsatisfied.

    He leaves the bed for the bathroom. He turns the shower on. He closes the door. Your wife turns to you with a smile on her face.

    “Did you enjoy watching him fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    She swings her legs over the edge of the bed. Her thighs part. You stare at her pussy. It’s pink and slippery and enflamed from the hard fucking he just gave her.

    “You know that he fucks me better than you, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “You know that’s why it’s been almost a month since I let you inside me, right?” she asks.

    You nod as your wife reaches down and gently spreads her pussy lips, giving you a glimpse of the slippery pink flesh inside.

    “Do you like being denied my pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “You don’t find it frustrating that you haven’t fucked your wife in a month?” she asks.

    “Sometimes I do,” you answer. “But I understand why you don’t want me to fuck you. Why would you want me to fuck you when you can have him?”

    Your wife pushes two fingers into her pussy and moans. “That’s right,” she says. “He’s better than you. Much better than you.”

    Her words are a potent aphrodisiac. They worm their way into the arousal center of your brain and light it up. You stroke your cock faster. Your wife knows what she’s doing. She’s giving her husband what he craves. She’s turning you on.

    “Are you close?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    Your wife’s fingers depart her pussy and find their way to your lips. You take them onto your tongue. You suck them clean and she moans. It turns her on when you’re willing to do that.

    “You like the way my pussy tastes after he fucks me, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod as she pushes her fingers deeper into your mouth. She smiles. It delights her that you’re such a naughty cuckold. She picks up the used condom and dangles it in front of you. You stare at the massive load. It’s such a small thing, but the fact that he produces so much more cum than you has always been a source of arousal.

    Your wife pulls her fingers from your mouth and says, “Open up.”

    You part your lips and she places the end of the used condom on your tongue. You taste her latex and the juices of her pussy. You feel the warmth of his cum.

    “Suck it clean,” she says. “Suck my juices off the condom that he wore to fuck your wife.”

    You groan and do as you’re told. She smiles at the obvious lust in your eyes. You moan as you suck on it. You moan as you taste her juices. You moan as you think about the fact that the condom was wrapped around his cock mere moments ago.

    She pulls the condom from your mouth and hands it to you. “Put it on,” she says. “Jerk off into it. Jerk off into the condom that a superior man used to fuck your wife.”

    You take it from her. You put it on. You bathe your cock in his cum. You jerk off. You want to last, but you can’t. You cum into the condom. The sheer kinkiness of it overwhelms you. The pleasure is unlike any other.

    Your wife smiles in delight. She slides off the bed and onto her knees with you. She kisses you softly. Her tongue brushes against your lips and into your mouth.

    “I love you, my sweet cuckold,” she whispers.

    “I love you too,” you reply.

  
    A Naughty Guessing Game

    Wouldn’t that be a fun game to play with your wife? You don’t know which of her bulls she’s been with. You don’t know if he came inside her or she made him use a condom. You don’t know if another man’s cum is deep in her pussy or if he filled a rubber with his load.

    What you do know is that you want to taste her pussy. You want to put your tongue deep inside her. You want to find out if another man was granted the privilege of cumming in your wife’s pussy or if she made him use protection.

    Can you imagine the heart pounding pleasure you’d feel as your wife approached? Since she likes being in control, she’d probably insist you be on your back as she crawled into the bed and sat astride your face. She might tease you, keeping her panties on instead of taking them off. Then she gets to control when her pussy is revealed to you. She might spend a great deal of time teasing you as she talks about how good her bull was that night and how hard she came on his big cock.

    Then, finally, she could pull her panties aside, sit on your face, and let you drink the cum that’s been waiting inside her…or let you taste the residue of the condom he used as he fucked her wet pussy.

    Perhaps, if she made him use protection, she’ll have a little treat for you in her purse. Perhaps she’ll pull out his used condom, untie it, and pour his load into your mouth after you’re done worshiping her pussy.

  
    A Naughty Night Out

    "Where are you and your girlfriends going tonight?" you asked as your beautiful girlfriend ordered an Uber on her phone. She looked stunning in a short skirt, a skimpy top, and a pair of heels.

    "A club," she replied. "Probably a few clubs, actually."

    You approached and ran your fingers over her ass, which felt stunningly good through the thin, remarkably soft material of her skirt. "You know, guys are going to hit on you. I mean, you look really fucking good, so guys are definitely going to hit on you."

    She slipped her phone into her little handbag and turned to you with a smile on her face. She stepped closer and pressed her body against yours. Her big, perky breasts felt soft and spectacular and you were certain she wasn't wearing a bra, though she rarely needed to.

    "That's right, baby," she said. "Guys are absolutely going to hit on me. Hot guys, too, and it's going to feel really, really good when they do."

    She leaned in and kissed your neck. Her lips felt soft and warm and when she moaned you felt your cock stir to life as arousal crept through your body.

    "What are you going to do when they hit on you?" you asked.

    She moved her hips like she was dancing to a song with a slow, sensual beat. You grabbed two handfuls of her ass and squeezed, eliciting another moan.

    "It depends on the guy," she replied in a voice barely above a whisper. "If he's hot enough, I might do a little flirting. There's nothing wrong with that, is there?"

    She spun around in your grasp and ground her ass into your crotch, quickly luring your cock into a painfully erect state. She reached up and her fingers snaked around the back of your neck as the scent of her perfume filled your nose.

    "If the flirting goes well, maybe I'll do a little dancing," she said. "You wouldn't mind if I did a little dancing with a hot guy, would you?"

    Your hands found her waist and you pulled her ass into your crotch. She moaned and moved her backside a little faster, grinding on you in a manner so alluring you felt a deep desire to be inside your girlfriend.

    "You know I'm not possessive," you said. "And I know how much you like to flirt."

    She looked up at you, smiled, and spun around once more before unzipping your pants, freeing your cock, and stroking you slowly. "I know how much you like it when I flirt," she said. "How much you like knowing that other men want your girlfriend. I know that you like the idea of me grinding up on another man at the club. I know that you like the idea of his dick getting hard for me."

    She was right. You'd never actually voiced your desire, but there were a few nights where you'd taken your girlfriend to a club and she'd gotten a little flirty with another guy while you were at the bar getting drinks. On one of those nights she'd done a little dancing with the guy. She'd done it to make you jealous, to inspire that kind of heat that leads to good fucking. It had worked, just not the way she thought it would. You'd fucked her hard because watching her flirt and dance with someone else had turned you on so much, not because you’d been jeaous.

    "It's okay, baby," she said with a smile. "I like that you like it. I like the way you fuck me when you get turned on like that. I expect you to fuck me like that tonight when I get home."

    You lifted the bottom of her skirt and slipped a hand into her panties. She moaned as you rubbed her slippery pussy and pushed two fingers inside her.

    "Will you be nice and wet when you get home?" you asked.

    She leaned in and kissed your neck. "I'll be wetter," she whispered. "I'll have spent the night dancing with a hot guy. I'll have had his hands all over me. I'll have had his big dick pressing into me. I'll be soaked, baby, and I'll need you to give me a good fucking, so you make sure you don't play with this dick of yours before I get back. Will you do that for me?"

    You nodded. "I will."

    Her lips met yours. Her tongue slipped into your mouth. She stroked you a little faster and moaned and you grabbed her ass and gave it a hard, possessive squeeze.

    "I might be out late," she said.

    "I know," you replied. "I'll wait."

    She kissed you once more, tucked your cock back into your pants, grabbed her handbag, and headed out the front door as her Uber pulled up. You watched her saunter towards the car and reached down to give your dick a few strokes through your pants as a wealth of wild, wondrous, naughty thoughts danced through your head.

    That was four hours ago. You haven't heard a thing from your girlfriend since. That's not unusual, though. She doesn't really get in touch when she's out with her friends.

    You've been turned on most of the night. Your brain keeps conjuring images of your girlfriend dancing with another man. You see her lithe, beautiful body pressed up against someone else's. You see his hands moving all over her. You see her moving her ass in rhythm to the music. You see her doing what she can to turn him on because she loves how she feels when someone is hard for her.

    "Coming home," she finally texts. "I had fun tonight, baby, but I'm ready for more. You ready for me?"

    "Fuck yes," you reply.

    "See you soon."

    Ten minutes later, a car pulls up. Your girlfriend gets out. She looks towards the front door and you open it up and watch as she saunters towards you. She looks just as good as when she left, only now she had a naughty glint in her eye.

    "Welcome home," you say as she approaches the door.

    She stops a few feet short of the doorway and looks at you as a smile slowly spreads across her face. She tosses her handbag into the house and then pushes the straps of her top off her shoulders.

    "What are you doing?" you ask.

    She smiles, but she says nothing. Then she slowly lowers her top, exposing her perfect, perky breasts in front of the house. "They're beautiful, aren't they?" she asks.

    "Yes, they're perfect," you reply.

    Your girlfriend takes her breasts in her hands, closes her eyes, and squeezes them gently. She takes her nipples between her fingers and slowly rolls them before pulling ever-so-slightly. A moan escapes her lips and you're both aroused and a little bit baffled as to what she's doing.

    "How would you feel if someone else's hands had been on them tonight?" she asks.

    Your pulse quickens. "Do you mean...did someone touch them at the club, while you were dancing?"

    She nods. "Yes, but that's...that's not the only time they were touched tonight."

    She steps into the house and closes the door. She leans against it and suggestively bites her lower lip as you study your girlfriend to try and discern if she's playing with you or if she did something beyond having a little fun with another man on the dance floor.

    She extends her hand and you take it. She pulls you closer and places your hand on her breast. You squeeze the soft, perky, perfect flesh and she moans while batting her eyes at you.

    "Did someone else...did someone else touch your breasts tonight...your naked...did someone else..."

    She smiles and nods. "Someone else touched my tits tonight...that's what he called them...my tits...he said they were beautiful, perfect, in fact. He said I had perfect tits."

    "He saw them?" you ask.

    She nods again. "He saw my tits...my bare tits...my big, perfect tits. They were in his face."

    There's only one reason her tits would have been in his face. At least only one that you can think of. She had to have been in his lap. She had to have been sitting in his lap with her top off and her beautiful tits in his face.

    Before you can ask a question, she unzips your pants and pulls out your cock. She looks up at you with a naughty smile and strokes your shaft until you're stiff. Arousal courses through your body.

    "Did you...did you do more than dance with him?" you ask.

    "I flirted with him...I danced with him...I let him touch me while we danced...I let him touch me in ways no man has since we started dating...I felt him get hard for me...rock hard," she says.

    You step closer and lean in to kiss her but your girlfriend steps out of the way. You turn and watch as she walks towards the living room. You follow and when you catch up to her she welcomes your kiss. Her lips part and she lures your tongue into her mouth. She sucks on it and moans as her fingers find your cock once more.

    She pushes you onto the couch and straddles you. The head of your cock rubs against her ass cheeks. You feel the heat emanating from between her legs. You're certain there's a great deal of wetness emanating from the same spot.

    "Were you on him like this?" you ask.

    She nods and kisses your neck.

    "Did you kiss his neck like that?" you ask.

    "Yes," she whispers.

    You take her breasts in your hands. You moan at how perfect they feel. You squeeze the flesh. You play with her nipples. "Did he play with your tits like this?"

    She nods. "He kissed them and sucked on them, too."

    You gaze at her perfect breasts. You imagine another man kissing and licking and sucking on them. Your cock throbs as those thoughts dance through your head. You feel like it's a little fucked up to find that sort of thing arousing, but you don't give a damn.

    You lean closer. You kiss, lick, and suck on her perfect tits. You do the same thing another man just did. She runs her fingers through your hair and she moans for you. Your dick throbs a little harder.

    "That feels so good, baby," she says. "Do it just like he did it. Suck on those big titties. Make me feel good, baby. Make me feel good like he did."

    The arousal feels overwhelming. You want her. You need her. You crave her.

    "Where were you?" you ask as you lean back.

    She smiles. She leans down. She kisses you softly. Her tongue invades your mouth. It dances with yours as she grinds her hips over your cock, stimulating the head with her panty-clad pussy.

    "His car," she whispers. "He took me to his car. We got in the backseat. I straddled him. Just like I'm straddling you."

    "Really?" you ask. She's flirted with other men. She's danced with other men. She's never gone so far as to fool around with another man, let alone go to a guy's car outside a club.

    She nods. "Yes. He took me to his car. I straddled him in the backseat. He pulled my top down. We kissed. He played with my tits. He sucked on them. I moaned for him. His cock got hard for me."

    She reaches down and strokes you.

    "Did you stroke his cock like that?" you ask.

    She nods.

    "You had another guy's dick in your hand tonight?" you ask.

    "Yes," your girlfriend says. "Not just my hand, though."

    She kisses your neck. You grab her ass and squeeze it hard. You spank the soft, exposed flash and she moans. She strokes you a little faster.

    "Where...where else did his cock go?" you ask.

    She releases your stiff shaft and pulls her panties aside. She guides the head of your cock inside her and kisses you as she sits down on it. Her hot, wet pussy swallows every inch of your erection.

    "Inside me," she says softly. "He was inside me. Just like this. Just like you're inside me. I sat on his cock in the backseat of his car. I was so wet for him, baby. I was so wet for his big cock. I was so wet that he slid inside me with ease. I took every inch with ease. I took every inch and it felt so fucking good."

    She moans and rocks her hips back and forth. She bathes your cock in her wetness, in her heat, in her tightness. As she does so, you grapple with the fact that someone else was granted the pleasure of her pussy, that she fucked another man in the exact same manner that she's fucking you. You feel no anger, or jealousy, though. Instead, you feel arousal. You feel pleasure. You feel unbridled lust.

    Then, a question pops into your head. "Did he fuck you exactly like I'm fucking you?"

    She leans back and you watch her tits bounce as she rides your dick. "He did," she says. "He didn't have any condoms, and neither did I, and I wanted him in my pussy, so I fucked him bare."

    You groan. You shouldn't. It shouldn't feel good to know that. You shouldn't be turned on to be inside the same pussy that took another man's bare cock that night. You are, though. It feels good. It feels so fucking good.

    "Did he...did you...did you make him cum?" you ask.

    She nods and rides you faster. You take her tits in your hand and squeeze them hard. She moans and smiles. She leans forward and kisses you.

    "Did he cum...did you make him..."

    She rides you faster as you trail off. Her moans get louder. "Ask the question," she says. "Ask it. Ask me if he came inside me. Ask me if your cock is bathed in another man's cum right now. Ask if I'm fucking you with a well-used, cum-filled pussy right now."

    You grab her ass and help her ride you even faster. You do so as your orgasm nears. Your loins are alive with pleasure. Arousal courses through your body.

    "Did he...did he cum inside you...did you let him cum inside you?" you ask.

    "Yes," she answers. "He came in my pussy. He came inside me right as I came on his fucking cock!"

    She's close to cumming again. So are you. Another man's load is in your girlfriend's pussy and so is your cock and you're about to cum. It's more than that, though. You're about to have a great orgasm, a world class climax.

    "Fuck, baby, cum in my pussy!" she cries out.

    "Is that what you told him?" you ask.

    She looks at you and smiles. She bounces her sloppy pussy on your dick. "Yes," she says. "I told him to cum in me. I told him to cum in my pussy, baby. I told another man to cum in my pussy!"

    You cum inside her. You add your load to her pussy. You flood her slick, slippery, perfect pussy with your cum.

    She cums, too. She cums hard, from the sound of it.

    Her lips find yours as you both enjoy the pleasure unfolding your loins. Your tongues mingle slowly and your hands move over her body as she continues to ride you slowly, milking every last drop of cum from your cock.

    "Fuck...I just came so fucking hard," she says.

    "Me too," you reply.

    She kisses you again, holding your head in her hands as she does. It's a long, slow, tender kiss and you feel deeply connected to her in a manner that's quite thrilling.

    "When are you and the girls going out again?" you ask.

    She sits back, smiles, and laughs softly. "Probably next weekend. Would you like it if I had the same kind of fun?"

    "Fuck yes," you reply.

    You share one more kiss and then she lifts her pussy from your cock, pulls her panties back over it to ensure she doesn't make a cummy mess, and then cuddles up next to you.

    "How about we have a drink, watch a little TV, and then you fuck me again before we go to bed?" she asks.

    "That sounds good to me," you reply.

    She kisses your cheek. "Good. I can tell you about how these pretty lips of mine were wrapped around his dick before I sat in his lap."

    What a naughty girl she is, and what a lucky man you are.

  
    A Naughty Surprise at the End of a Great Date

    "Would you like a drink?" Nadia said as she led Alec into her living room.

    "I would," he replied.

    Nadia flipped a light switch on the wall and the fireplace came to life. Alec watched the flames dance as she took his hand and led him towards a dark red leather couch that rested against the far wall of the room. He moved to sit but she pulled him close and they shared yet another kiss, this one just as sensual as the last. Alec ached in the tight confines of his underwear and he desperately hoped it wouldn't be long before his beautiful date freed it as they pursued their pleasure together.

    "Have a seat," Nadia said with a smile. "I'll be right back."

    Alec watched her go - she looked exceedingly good in a tight, short black dress and heels - and she looked over her shoulder and blew him a quick kiss before stepping into the kitchen.

    The distinct sound of ice being dropped into a glass drifted into the living room as Alec sank into the couch and let his eyes wander over the living room. It was sparsely decorated - there was a coffee table, a fuzzy white rug, a loveseat that matched the couch Alec sat on, and two vases with dried flowers in them. Unlike most living rooms, Nadia's didn't seem designed to project a sense of warmth and comfort.

    "Here you are."

    Alec turned to see his beautiful date holding two glasses. He took one as she sat next to him and leaned over to softly kiss his neck. He closed his eyes and let the pleasure of the kiss wash over him before sipping the drink.

    "Mmm, that's good," he said.

    Nadia smiled. "The kiss or the drink?"

    "Both, actually."

    She held his gaze and sipped her drink, holding the dark liquid in her mouth before swallowing in a slow, deliberate manner that struck Alec as more than a little seductive. Nadia bit her lower lip, studied his face for a moment, and then leaned in and kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue moved into his mouth. Alec tasted the drink once more, though this time it was far more pleasurable since Nadia's warm, slippery tongue carried the flavor.

    As they kissed, she moved a hand between his legs and stroked him through his pants. She moaned softly into his mouth and Alec did the same, for he was suddenly quite certain he'd be getting laid that night.

    "I like you, you know," Nadia said.

    Alec smiled. "I like you too."

    He sipped his drink and savored the exceptional taste before swallowing.

    "It seems like you want me, Alec," she said as her fingers rested on his bulge. "Do you want me?"

    He nodded.

    "It feels good to be wanted. It feels especially good to be wanted by a man like you, Alec. Someone strong, smart, good-looking, and successful. The kind of man that probably has very little trouble capturing the interest of a woman," she continued.

    "I'm sure you have no trouble capturing the interest of any man you want," he replied. Nadia was, after all, an exquisitely beautiful woman who exuded a kind of confidence that Alec found irresistible and he imagined he was far from the only man to feel that way about her.

    She sipped her drink and Alec did the same. He was surprised to find that he'd nearly finished it, though that was a testament to how good it tasted.

    "You're not wrong, Alec," she said softly as her fingers teased him through his slacks. "I do get a lot of interest from men, though very few of them are interesting to me."

    He leaned over and kissed her neck as Nadia closed her eyes and moaned. He let his fingers wander to her legs and caressed the smooth, warm flesh of her thighs. Nadia spread her legs a little, inviting Alec to venture further. He did so and elicited a moan, though her dress was a little too tight to let him wander all the way to her pussy.

    "I'm wet for you," she said softly.

    Alec's pulse raced and he felt the beginnings of a buzz from the drink. He threw back the rest of it and set the glass on one of the coasters that rested on the coffee table.

    "And you're hard for me," Nadia continued as she stroked him more aggressively through his pants.

    "Yes, I am," he replied.

    There was a wild, beautiful, naughty look in her eye as Nadia finished her drink and set the glass next to his. She straddled Alec and kissed him as he unleashed his desire and grabbed her ass hard. She moaned into his mouth and he slowly worked her dress up over her hips. He ran his fingers over her panties and rubbed her pussy through them, eliciting yet another moan as Nadia began to work her hips back and forth over his crotch.

    "You feel big," she said. "Do you have a big cock, Alec?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Mmm, I like a man with a big cock," Nadia replied as she kissed his neck, sucked on his earlobe, and then worked her way back to his mouth for a long, deep, sensual tongue kiss. "I like a man that can reach deep into my pussy, that can satisfy me the way few men can. Can you do that for me, Alec?"

    "Yes," he said. Alec wasn't entirely sure he could satisfy Nadia the way she wanted, but his cock was above average and he figured that would be good enough for her.

    She sat back, took his head in her hands, and studied his face for a few moments. "I need a certain size to truly satisfy me, Alec. Are you sure you have that size?"

    "I...well, I don't know. How could I be sure?" he asked.

    Nadia smiled. "I'll tell you what. We'll compare. If yours is bigger than mine, you can fuck me."

    Alec was suddenly quite confused. If Nadia had a cock he absolutely would have noticed that. He'd rubbed her pussy through her panties, after all, so it seemed impossible she had a dick hiding in them.

    "Sorry, what?" he asked.

    Nadia kissed him and Alec again rubbed her pussy through her panties. He felt her wetness soaking through the thin material and despite his confusion he was utterly certain that his night would include fucking the beautiful woman who was grinding in his lap.

    When Nadia stood Alec figured he was about to be invited to her bedroom and he felt complete and utter delight. "I'm going to show you my cock," she said. "If yours is bigger, you can fuck me. If not...well, we'll figure something else out. Stay here."

    Before he could say a word she turned and walked away. Nadia's ass looked perfect and he desperately wanted to follow in the hope of getting laid, but she seemed determined to show him her cock, whatever that meant, so Alec remained on the couch. He grabbed his glass and tilted it back to enjoy what little remained of his drink before sitting back, closing his eyes, and letting the delightful mixture of arousal and drunkenness wash over him.

    "Take your pants off."

    Alec opened his eyes and turned to see that Nadia did indeed have a cock. At least, that's what it looked like at first glance. As she got closer it became obvious that she'd changed into a pair of flesh-colored panties that had a hole at the front through which she'd slipped a dildo. A remarkably lifelike dildo that looked exactly like a cock, even as she got closer.

    "Take your pants off, Alec," Nadia said as she stopped a few feet from the couch and put her hands on her hips. "If your cock is bigger than mine, you can fuck me."

    It was the strangest thing a woman had ever said to him, but Alec was just drunk enough to play along. He stood and stripped, starting with his shirt and working his way down. His cock was still hard as a rock - which also helped his desire to play along - and he was at least somewhat confident that he possessed a bigger cock than hers.

    "Very nice," Nadia said as Alec lowered his underwear and kicked them aside. "I don't know if you're as big as me, though."

    She stepped closer until the tip of her cock brushed against his. Alec's precum rubbed over the head of her remarkably lifelike dick and Nadia wrapped her fingers around it and stroked slowly.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" she asked.

    "What is?"

    Nadia gathered more precum from tip of Alec's cock and stroked her shaft with it. "My cock. It's beautiful, isn't it?"

    Alec still hadn't pulled his gaze from the sight of her fingers moving up and down the lifelike dildo and he nodded without really thinking about it. He'd never really thought of a cock of any kind as beautiful, but it wasn't ugly or unattractive, and there was something erotic about seeing her delicate, feminine fingers moving up and down the shaft.

    "It's bigger than yours, too," she said.

    Nadia proved that fact by stepping just a bit to the side and moving forward. Soon her cock was right next to Alec's and it was, in fact, roughly half an inch longer than him.

    "I'm afraid your cock just isn't big enough to satisfy me, Alec," she continued. "I've done quite a lot of testing over the years and this cock that I'm wearing is the length I need. It's a perfect cock, and it seems that you're just a little bit short of being perfect."

    "What...what do we do?" he asked while trying to judge if Nadia was being serious.

    She smiled. "It's simple, really."

    "It is?"

    She nodded and wrapped her fingers around his cock. It felt impossibly good and Alec couldn't help but moan. "Since I have the bigger cock, I get to fuck you."

    His eyes went wide and he stepped back. Nadia quickly closed the distance between them and grasped Alec's cock once more. Despite the alarming nature of what she'd said, her slow stroking still felt impossibly good.

    "That...I don't think that's a good idea," Alec said. "I don't want that."

    "Have you ever been fucked?" she asked.

    He shook his head.

    "I understand your fear," Nadia said softly. "You won't be the first man I've fucked, Alec, and they've all felt that same fear. They've all seen my perfect cock and felt exactly what you're feeling."

    She leaned in and kissed his neck while stroking him a little faster, washing away some Alec's fear and replacing it with the kind of arousal he'd felt from the first moment Nadia kissed him that night.

    "Every guy I've fucked has come to enjoy my cock, Alec," she whispered. "In fact, they've all ended up begging for it before the night was over. They beg for my cock in their tight little asses, Alec. They beg me to fuck them harder and faster and deeper. They beg me to make them feel good with my cock. You'll beg for it too, Alec. Once I get it inside you, once I show you how good it feels to get fucked, you'll beg for it."

    Alec shook his head. He couldn't conceive of a world in which he'd beg Nadia to fuck him harder, faster, or deeper. He couldn't imagine he'd feel anything other than pain - and perhaps a touch of humiliation - at getting fucked by the cock that protruded from her pelvis.

    Nadia moaned as she kissed his neck, sending a shiver of pleasure down Alec's spine. "My cock is bigger than yours," she whispered. "I deserve to fuck you, Alec. I deserve to take you to my bed, mount you from behind, and fuck you."

    Alec's arousal refused to abate. If anything, it deepened with every word Nadia uttered.

    "First, though, I want you to suck it," she said softly. "I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock, Alec."

    His dick was hard as a rock. His balls were tight against his body. He was leaking precum. Alex was hugely aroused and for some reason he actually considered getting on his knees and sucking Nadia's cock. He didn't move, though. He couldn't. He just couldn't bring himself to do it.

    Then she reached up and put a hand on the top of his head. She met his gaze, smiled, and pushed down. She asserted her will and Alec dropped to his knees.

    Nadia looked down at him, wrapped her fingers around her cock, and stroked it just a few inches from his face. "Open up," she instructed.

    Alec stared at the head of her cock - the remarkably lifelike head - and his pulse raced as he opened his mouth. Something compelled him to do it. A desire he wasn't in touch with and didn't really understand.

    Nadia placed the head of her cock on his tongue and Alec looked up at her as she rested a hand on the back of his head. "Suck my cock," she instructed. "Show me that you understand that I'm in control because my cock is bigger than yours."

    She was in control. That's what made Alec's heart pounded. That's what filled him with the uncommon sense of desire he felt. Nadia was in control.

    He sucked her cock like she'd commanded. He was certain he did a terrible job and that if it were a real cock she would have been disappointed, but it wasn't disappointment Alec saw on her face. Instead, it was lust. It was pleasure. It was desire. It was Nadia experiencing a thrill at being in control and at Alec's willingness to follow her orders.

    "Mmm, you look so good with my cock in your mouth," she said softly. "You're a natural born cocksucker, Alec."

    He took his dick in his hand and stroked as his lips stretched around her cock. He felt pleasure unlike any other, a surge of it rushing from his loins to the rest of his body. He was struck by a touch of the most thrilling lightheadedness, a surefire sign that Alec was in the midst of a sexual experience unlike any he'd ever imagined.

    Nadia began to thrust her hips as she held the back of his head. Her cock moved in and out of his mouth as Alec masturbated slowly, relishing the pleasure of offering his lips and tongue to the dildo-wielding beauty standing in front of him. His jaw ached a little and his eyes had started watering, but despite the discomfort, Alec couldn't help but sink deeper into this newfound arousal.

    When Nadia pulled out, Alec was actually a little disappointed. His lips remained parted for a few moments and she smiled and chuckled. "You really are a natural born cocksucker, Alec."

    It was the kind of thing that would have insulted most men, and yet Alec felt an unexpected sense of pride in that moment.

    "Stand up," she instructed.

    He stood and Nadia grasped his stiff cock, stroked it with her skilled fingers, and stepped closer to kiss him. It was the sort of kiss a couple exchanged when they felt the purest, wildest, most intense desire for each other. It was the sort of kiss that indicated Nadia was just as turned on as Alec felt.

    "Come with me," she said.

    Nadia kept her fingers wrapped around Alec's cock and guided him out of the living room, down the hallway, and into her bedroom, which was decorated in the same simple, clean, straightforward manner.

    "On your hands and knees in the bed," Nadia said with a smile.

    Alec noted the bottle of lube on the nightstand as he walked towards the bed and crawled onto his hands and knees as instructed. He looked over his shoulder to see Nadia remove her bra and free her perfect, perky breasts as she approached. She grabbed the bottle of lube, popped it open, and coated her cock with it.

    Nadia wrapped her fingers around the slick dildo and stroked it like it really was her cock. Alec was suddenly quite certain he was far from the first man she'd fucked with that toy.

    "You like watching me stroke my cock, don't you?" she asked.

    Alec nodded. It wasn't just the sight of it he liked, though. The sound was exceptional, too. It lured him deeper into his state of desire. It made him feel a certain kind of desperation for her, for the fucking she'd promised. Alec was certain it would hurt, and yet he was also quite eager to be penetrated, to be taken, to be fucked for her pleasure.

    "Tell me what you want, Alec," Nadia instructed.

    "I...I don't know why, but I want you to fuck me, Nadia," he said.

    Nadia crawled into the bed behind him and squirted lube down his ass crack. She used the head of the dildo to rub it over his asshole and applied the gentlest of pressure. Alec groaned as he felt his anus expand just a little, welcoming the first invasion of the night.

    "I have a knack for picking a certain kind of man out of a crowd, Alec," Nadia said. "The kind of man who has no idea he wants my cock inside him but will end up on his hands and knees in my bed anyway. The kind of man who will suck my cock and get hard as he does it. The kind of man who will look at me and beg me to fuck him."

    Alec had never in his life thought of himself as that kind of man, and yet, in that moment, all he wanted to do was to beg Nadia to fuck him.

    "Please, fuck me," he said. "Please fuck me with your big cock. Please, take my ass."

    Nadia smiled, grabbed the base of her cock, pressed the head against his asshole, and pushed. Alec kept his head turned and held Nadia's gaze as she took his ass. He winced at the pain - which was considerable - and yet he saw the intense lust in her eyes. It was unlike anything he'd ever seen from a woman. Never had he turned someone on like that. Never had he provided that level of satisfaction. He was doing it, though. He was, in that moment, providing Nadia with a kind of satisfaction that most women would have given anything to experience.

    "Does it hurt?" she asked.

    "Yes," Alec answered.

    "Should I stop?" Nadia asked as she continued to fill him slowly.

    "No, please, don't stop," he replied. "Please, Nadia, fuck me. Just fuck me."

    He felt her thighs against his. She was inside him. Every inch of her was inside him. Nadia ran her hands up his back and leaned forward. He felt her warm, soft, perfect breasts against his skin as she kissed his shoulder and neck.

    "I'm going to fuck you until I cum, Alec," she said. "I'm going to use you for my pleasure. You're going to want to masturbate while I do, but I want you to keep your hands off your cock until I've cum. I want you to think only of my pleasure, to concentrate on how good your tight little asshole is making me feel. When I'm done, I'll make you cum."

    "Okay," he answered.

    Nadia's body remained pressed against his as she began to thrust in and out of Alec's asshole. He felt her stiff nipples press into his back and listened to her heavy breathing in his ear. She kissed his neck and upper back and bit him a few times. He moaned throughout because it felt so good to be used, to be fucked for her pleasure, to remain on his hands and knees and let her use him.

    After a few minutes of slow, sensual fucking, Nadia sat back, grabbed Alec's hips, and gave it to him a great deal harder and faster. She fucked him like he'd fucked women before. She took him from behind without any concern for how it felt to him. She used his hole for her pleasure. She made him submit to her deep, hard thrusts. She made him grunt and groan and fight through the discomfort.

    Nadia made his cock drip, too. She made it drip relentlessly as she fucked him. It bounced with every thrust and he no doubt spread precum over her sheets.

    "I'm close," she announced after what felt like a lengthy fucking. "You're gonna make me cum, Alec. This tight little asshole of yours is going to make me cum!"

    "Fuck, Nadia, cum for me," he said. "Please, cum for me. Cum while you're inside me. Cum inside me!"

    She groaned and buried her dick inside him. She threw her head back and screamed in pleasure before collapsing on top of him. He felt her chest heaving as she offered soft kisses on the back of his neck. She'd just cum while fucking him. Alec wasn't even sure how it was possible - it wasn't her actual cock, after all - but it felt fantastic.

    "You made me cum so hard, Alec," she whispered. "Thank you."

    "It was my pleasure," he replied. It was true. Alec was surprised at that fact, but it really was true.

    Nadia pulled out and said, "On your back."

    Alec rolled onto his back and she moved between his legs, sat back on her knees, and slipped her cock into his ass once more. She wrapped her delicate, talented fingers around his stiff, precum-soaked cock and stroked while fucking him slowly.

    "It feels good to have my cock in your ass, doesn't it?" she asked.

    Alec nodded.

    "Have you ever cum with a cock in your ass?" she asked.

    "No."

    Nadia smiled. "Are you looking forward to cumming with my cock in your ass, Alec?"

    Alec suddenly felt self-conscious. He knew the answer, of course, but to say it while staring right at Nadia as she fucked him seemed embarrassing.

    "Answer me, Alec," she said softly. "Answer me or I won't let you cum."

    He took a deep breath, looked away for a moment, and then met her gaze once more and admitted, "Yes, I'm looking forward to cumming with your cock in my ass, Nadia."

    She fucked him a little faster and tightened her grip on his cock. "Say it again. Tell me what you want."

    "I want to cum with your cock in my ass, Nadia. I want to cum while you fuck me. I want to cum while you pound my hole," he said.

    Nadia smiled and worked his cock until Alec reached that place of bliss right before his climax. He held her gaze right until the orgasm washed over him and then he closed his eyes and let out a series of deep, wild, animalistic grunts and groans as cum spurted all over his stomach and chest. Nadia's thrusts into his ass slowed as she gently rubbed the head of his cock, luring out every drop of cum and ensuring his body vibrated with pleasure.

    "Fuck...thank you, Nadia. Fuck, that was so good. That was so fucking good," he said. "That was...you're amazing. You're amazing."

    She smiled. "I know. You are too, though. Most guys struggle a lot more than you did their first time. Like I said, you're a natural."

    Alec took a deep breath as a sense of post-orgasmic bliss washed over him. "We should do this again sometime."

    "Oh, I'm already worked up again, Alec. We're going to do this again right now, only this time I'm going to lube your ass with your cum," she informed him.

    All Alec could do was smile. He wasn't going to refuse or argue or put up a fight. He was going to take it, just like Nadia wanted him to.

  
    A Naughty Vacation Story from Your Wife

    "Did you really mean it?" your wife asks over the phone. "Did you really mean I could play?"

    "Yes," you answer. "I meant it."

    The other end of the line is quiet for a few moments before she asks, "So, if I had a little fun with someone, you'd be okay with that?"

    Your heart beats a little faster and harder as you're fairly certain that your wife has actually played with someone else, that she's actually made your fantasy a reality. "Yes, I would be."

    "So, let's just say there was a used condom sitting in the trash can in the bathroom - a condom filled with another guy's cum - you'd be okay with that?" she asks.

    Now your heart is pounding as you imagine that cum-filled condom resting in the bottom of a trash can in the hotel room your wife is staying in for her weekend trip with her friends.

    "Honey?" she asks. "Are you there?"

    "Yes...yes, I'm here," you reply. "And yes, I'd be okay with there being a used condom sitting in the trash can in the bathroom." You take a deep breath and reach between your legs to stroke your cock through your pants. "In fact, I'd be more than okay with that."

    "Is that right?" your wife asks.

    "Mmm hmm," you reply as your cock comes to life.

    "Are you playing with yourself, baby?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer.

    Your wife's tone shifts to something more sensual and seductive as she asks, "Does that mean that you like that I was a naughty girl tonight?"

    You moan. There's something about her voice, about how much she's enjoying telling you about her naughty behavior, that thrills you. "Yes, I love that you were a naughty girl tonight. I do."

    "I met him at a club," she says. "He was bold and confident. He came right up and flirted with me. He looked right at the wedding ring - that beautiful diamond you bought me - on my finger and he smiled like he saw it as a challenge instead of a reason to walk away."

    "Did you flirt with him?" you ask.

    "Of course I did," she says before moaning softly. "After all, you said I could play and he was gorgeous, so I absolutely flirted, and when he took my hand and led me onto the dance floor, I didn't put up any resistance. I happily went with him. I happily let him pull me close. When he spun me around, I happily ground my ass into his crotch to show him how eager I was to turn him on."

    "You're turning me on," you reply.

    She moans softly and says, "I love that, just like I loved the fact that he was hard for me on the dance floor. I could feel his cock pressing into my ass. My skirt was so tight and thin that it was almost like I could feel him against my bare skin. It wasn't until he kissed my neck that I really lost it, though. His hands were on my waist, his cock was pressing into my ass, and his lips felt warm and soft as they pressed against my neck. I got so turned on I couldn't help but turn my head so I could feel his lips against mine. I wanted his tongue in my mouth, too. I needed it, in fact. I craved it, and he gave it to me."

    You imagine your wife kissing another man in a night club and it makes your dick throb with delight. You unbutton your pants and pull them down, leaving you half naked in the bed as you listen to her moans on the other end of the phone call. "What happened next?" you ask.

    "We danced, we had a few drinks, we flirted, we kissed, we got a little bit handsy," she explains. "Then I invited him back to my room. That's when he asked about my husband."

    "What did you say?" you ask.

    "I told him that my husband gave me the freedom to play while I was on vacation. I told him that my husband really liked the idea that I was going to play with someone else while he was alone at home. I told him that my husband would probably love it if I fucked someone else and then called him to tell him all about it." She pauses for a moment and you're fairly certain you can hear her masturbating. "Was I right? Do you like that I'm telling you about what a naughty girl I was?"

    "Yes," you answer. "Fuck, I love it."

    "He liked the idea of fucking another man's wife. I think he loved it, in fact. He took me out of the club and we rushed back to the hotel. We kissed like horny teenagers in the elevator and stripped each other naked the moment we were in the room. I can't remember the last time I was so turned on," she says.

    Your cock throbs at those words, for your wife has just confirmed that another man did a spectacular job of arousing her on this particular evening, that perhaps he managed to arouse her more than you have in the past few years.

    "I pushed him into the bed, crawled between his legs, and took him in my mouth," she says.

    You close your eyes and imagine your wife sucking someone else's cock. It fills your body with a kind of pure, perfect delight. It makes your cock throb and your balls tighten as your orgasm approaches. "Did he enjoy that? Your mouth, I mean? Did you make him feel good?"

    "Baby, I made him feel so good. He had a beautiful, big cock and I sucked it like any man would want his cock sucked. I made love to it with my mouth. I made sure he was out of his mind with desire as I blew him, and then I tore open a condom and rolled it down his thick shaft," she explains.

    "Wait, you had a condom?" you ask.

    She laughs softly. "I did. I bought them at the hotel shop. I figured I should be prepared just in case an opportunity came along to have some naughty fun. As it turns out, that opportunity came along, and I'm glad I bought condoms because I probably would have let him fuck me bareback if I didn't have any."

    You find that comment unexpectedly pleasurable and you can't help but moan.

    "Oh, do you like that idea, baby?" your wife asks. "Do you like the idea of another man's bare cock sliding into your wife's pussy? Do you like the idea of him fucking me without protection?"

    "Fuck," you say before another moan escapes your lips. "I'm just so turned on."

    "So was I," she says. "I was soaked as I rolled that condom down his cock, baby. Completely soaked. I wrapped up his beautiful dick, crawled forward, and sat on it. The look on his face when I took him inside me was priceless. It was like he'd never felt anything so pleasurable. It was absolutely perfect. He told me I was beautiful. He told me I was sexy. He told me my pussy felt so fucking good."

    "What did you say?" you ask.

    She's quiet for a few seconds. "I'm not sure you want to hear what I said," she replies.

    Now you definitely want to hear it. "Please, tell me."

    "I told him his cock felt better than my husband's," she says.

    You groan as your dick throbs in your hand.

    "I told him he was bigger than my husband, that he was longer and thicker and that he reached places inside me no man had been for more than a decade. I told him it felt so good to finally have a big, beautiful cock inside me," she says.

    "Oh, fuck," you reply as it feels like your orgasm is getting awfully close.

    "Then I rode him hard, baby," she continues. "I rode his big, beautiful cock until my body was quivering. I rode him until I was right on the verge of an orgasm, and then I let another man make me cum. I let him make me cum so hard. My pussy spasmed around his big dick and I milked a load out of him. We came together, baby. We both filled the hotel room with our wild moans. It was perfect, baby. I haven't had an orgasm like that in years."

    You're stroking furiously now. You're moments away from cumming. "Was it really better than when I fuck you?" you ask.

    "It was much better," she says.

    You groan and your loins tense up as the most beautiful pleasure spreads through your body. You climax a moment later. You watch your cum fly into the air and land on your stomach and upper thighs. You feel a kind of joy that you imagine your wife felt as she was cumming on her new lover's big cock.

    "Was that good?" she asks.

    "That was amazing," you reply.

    "Good, because I think I'll be seeing him again before I come home," she says. "I might see him several times, in fact. After all, you gave me permission to play and I can't imagine giving up the opportunity to enjoy such pleasures. You don't mind if I fuck him again, do you?"

    "Not at all," you reply. "As long as you tell me about it."

    "Don't worry," she says. "I will. In fact, he's been sitting next to me the whole time we've been on the phone, so I'm going to fuck him again right now. I'll call you again later tonight and I'll have another naughty story to tell you. Goodbye, darling."

    She hangs up before you can say anything. You stare at the mess of cum in your lap and you smile. You're going to have another orgasm just like that one before the night is over. How wonderful.

  
    A Naughty Wife at the Neighbor's Christmas Party

    “Where were you? Why didn’t you respond to my texts?” you ask as your wife approaches with a smile. She’d disappeared from the neighbor’s Christmas party and you’d texted wondering her whereabouts.

    “I just stepped away for a moment,” she replies. “Why? Were you worried about me?”

    She steps closer and presses her body against yours. You wrap your arms around her and she looks up. You can smell a hint of alcohol on her breath – she’s enjoyed quite a few eggnogs over the course of the evening – and you can see that she’s feeling it in the most delightful way possible.

    “I guess I was a little worried,” you say. “It seemed like you were gone for a while.”

    Your wife’s hand moves to the back of your neck and she pulls her lips to yours. They part and her tongue brushes gently against your teeth before you open your mouth for a stunningly passionate kiss that is more than a little inappropriate at a Christmas party. Of course, you don’t care about that. All you care about is that your wife’s tongue is in your mouth and it feels good. It tastes a little strange, though.

    “You taste different,” you say after that particularly passionate kiss with your wife.

    “I’m sure I do,” she replies with a smile. “After all, another man just came in my mouth.”

    You stare in disbelief. You study her face to see if there’s any hint that she’s joking, that she didn’t just sneak off to give someone a blowjob at your neighbor’s Christmas party.

    “Are you serious?” you ask.

    “I am,” your wife replies. She kisses your cheek and whispers, “I just sucked someone else’s cock in the bathroom. He leaned against the counter while I got on my knees and blew him until he flooded my mouth with his cum.”

    She steps back and looks down to see the bulge in your pants. You know it’s there. You’ve known it was there since she confessed to letting another man cum in her mouth. She has, after all, just made your fantasy come true.

    “Did you really?” you ask as if you can’t quite conquer your sense of disbelief.

    She nods and says, “Do you want to kiss me again?”

    “I want to do so much more than kiss you,” you say.

    Your wife smiles, takes your hand, and leads you to the bathroom.

    “Is this…is this where it happened?” you ask.

    “It is,” she says before pointing to the bath mat. “I was on my knees right there. His cock was in my mouth. His balls were in my hand. I played with them while I sucked him off. I moaned while he stretched my lips. I moaned while his cock hit the back of my throat.”

    She unzips your pants and pulls out your cock. Her fingers move swiftly up and down the shaft.

    “Do you like that I sucked someone else’s cock in this bathroom? Do you like that just a few minutes ago someone else came in your wife’s mouth?” she asks.

    You’re so overwhelmed with lust that you can’t speak, but you nod. You let her know that you love that she just blew someone else.

    “Do you want me to suck your cock, baby?” she asks. “Do you want to be the second man to cum in my mouth in this little bathroom? Would that turn you on?”

    You shake your head – you’d much rather fuck her – and reach down to lift the bottom of your wife’s pretty red dress. You pick her up, turn around to set her on the bathroom counter, and step between her legs. You pull aside her panties and plunge your cock inside her. She wraps her legs around you and moans as you fuck her.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say as you plunge in and out of her soaking wet pussy.

    “Sucking his cock turned me on,” she says. “Sucking on his big, beautiful cock made me so wet, baby. I loved the way he throbbed in my mouth. I loved the way he moaned. I loved how it felt to have another man’s cock fill my mouth with cum. I loved swallowing for him.”

    You kiss your wife and she offers her tongue in an instant. You fuck her as you take it in your mouth and suck on it. The idea that it was covered in someone else’s cum mere minutes ago is thrilling in ways you’ve never experienced.

    “You love that I swallowed his cum, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    “You love that I was a naughty little cocksucker for another man, don’t you?” she asks. A moan quickly follows, indicating that your wife also loves that she was a naughty little cocksucker for another man.

    “Yes,” you say breathlessly. “Fuck, baby, I’m close.”

    “Cum inside me,” she says.

    She wraps her legs tighter around you. She kisses you and moans into your mouth. It sounds like she’s close. You hold off a little longer. You fuck her harder. You want to cum with her. You want to cum together.

    “I’m cumming,” she says softly.

    You bury your cock inside her and cum. Your legs shake and your wife wraps her arms around you to hold you steady. Your orgasm leaves you lightheaded as she kisses your cheeks and neck and moans while climaxing right along with you.

    You chuckle from the intense pleasure of it and share a lingering kiss with your wife. “Did you really do that?” you ask. “Did you really go down on someone in here?”

    “I did,” she replies. “And I really did enjoy it. And I’m certain he enjoyed it too.”

    “Who was it?” you ask.

    “I think it’s more fun if you don’t know,” she says. “And who knows? Maybe I’ll begin a torrid affair with him and treat you to lots more fun like this.”

    You can only hope.

  
    A Nervous Wife Opens Up for a New Man

    Julia put her glass of Merlot on the table and slid into the booth as she took a deep breath. She tugged at the bottom of her dress to cover up the soft flesh of her thighs that she’d exposed and took a long sip of her wine as she tried her best not to let her growing sense of insecurity overwhelm her.

    The bar was filled with beautiful younger women in the kind of tight, revealing clothing that’s designed to draw the attention of the many handsome younger men seeking a companion for the evening.

    Julia wondered why the man she was meeting had chosen that particular bar. Why would he want to go home with her when there were plenty of better looking, younger women he could easily have gone home with? Caleb was exceptionally good looking, and based on some of the pictures he’d sent her, the man that Julia was supposed to be having sex with that night was exceptionally fit and blessed between the legs, too.

    Julia couldn’t help but survey the other people in the bar as she waited for Caleb to arrive. She couldn’t help but compare herself to every woman in there. She couldn’t help but think that she couldn’t compare to women that were ten years younger than her and clearly spent a lot more time in the gym.

    She told herself that working a full time job along with being a mother and wife made it nearly impossible for her to have that kind of body, but she kept wondering why Caleb would want to spend the night with her when he could choose one of the other, younger, more attractive women in the bar.

    Then Caleb arrived. Julia recognized him immediately from the pictures he’d sent. He looked immaculately dressed in a pair of slacks, a white button up, and a jacket that fit so well it must have been tailored.

    Julia watched at least half a dozen of the women in the bar turn and stare at Caleb as he walked by. One even reached out to try and stop him. His eyes were locked on Julia the entire time. He didn’t stop for a moment to even acknowledge the other women in the bar.

    As if compelled by his magnetism, Julia slid out of the booth to greet Caleb as he neared. His hands found her waist and he leaned closer and softly kissed her lips. Julia let her body melt into his and happily opened her mouth as the kiss moved from soft and sensual to something far more passionate.

    “I’m sorry for being so forward,” Caleb said when their lips finally parted. “But I’ve been waiting to do that since I first messaged you a month ago.”

    “Really?” Julia asked as her insecurity got the best of her. She still couldn’t quite imagine why someone as attractive as Caleb would be interested in her.

    “Yes, Julia,” he said before flashing a charming smile. “If I’m being honest, I’ve wanted to do a lot more than kiss you for the past month, but we can’t really do much of that in a bar.”

    Julia looked down as a shy smile crossed her face. She ran her fingers over Caleb’s chest and enjoyed how hard it felt. It seemed that his pictures had been accurate and that he was in exceptionally good shape.

    “Let’s sit,” Caleb said.

    Julia slid back into the booth and Caleb sat across from her. He reached out and took her hands in his, moving his fingers over her palms as she smiled at him.

    “Are you okay?” he asked.

    “Yes, I am. I really am. I’m a lot better than okay, actually. I got a little up in my head before you arrived, is all,” Julia explained.

    “How so?” Caleb asked as his fingers continued to do a surprisingly sensual dance over her palms.

    Julia looked out at the bar and the beautiful young women that populated it as she said, “I kept looking at all these incredibly beautiful, sexy young women and I couldn’t help but wonder why you’d want to spend the night with me when you could almost certainly go home with any of them.”

    Caleb released Julia’s hands from his grasp and slid out of the booth. He moved to her side, put his arm around her, and pulled her close.

    “Julia, you’re far sexier than any of the women in here and you’re the only woman I want. I’ve wanted you for a month now. I’ve been fantasizing about you for a month,” Caleb explained.

    He leaned closer and they kissed again as Julia opened herself to Caleb. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She sucked on it a little, making him moan in the process.

    As their tongues danced, Caleb took Julia’s hand and placed it between his legs. She found the long, thick bulge of his cock and let out a surprised, gleeful moan as she began to stroke him.

    “That’s because of you, Julia,” Caleb said. “No one else in this bar would make me hard like that.”

    “Really?” Julia asked as she couldn’t quite curb her insecurity despite the fact that her fingers were moving up and down the thick bulge of Caleb’s cock.

    “Yes,” he assured her as his fingers moved between her legs.

    They kissed again as Caleb skillfully pulled Julia’s panties aside and moved his fingers over her labia. She was wet enough that he slipped inside her with ease.

    “Is that for me?” Caleb asked as their lips hovered inches apart.

    “Yes,” she said. “I’m wet for you, Caleb. I’m nervous and a little insecure about this whole thing, but I’m wet for you. I want you to fuck me.”

    Caleb slid a second finger inside her and said, “You don’t have to be insecure, Julia. You’re irresistible and all I can think about is making you cum like you deserve to cum. Why don’t we go back to my place so I can show you what you’ve been missing?”

    “That sounds good,” Julia said as she pulled her fingers from between Caleb’s legs.

    He smiled and pulled his fingers from her pussy, but he didn’t move. Instead, he lifted his slippery fingers to her lips and said, “Open up for me.”

    Julia opened her mouth and Caleb slid his fingers into her mouth. “Suck them clean, Julia,” he whispered.

    Julia closed her eyes and did as Caleb instructed as she felt a deeply pleasurable tingling sensation between her legs. It was pure, unfiltered arousal and it came entirely from the sense of confidence and control emanating from the man she was about to go home with.

    “It’s going to be different with me than it is with your husband,” Caleb said as he continued to move his fingers in and out of her mouth. “I’m going to show you pleasures that no man has shown you. I’m going to show you what it’s like to be taken by someone that knows exactly what he wants and knows how to fuck a woman like she craves. I’m going to show you what it’s like to completely give yourself over to pleasure. Are you ready for that?”

    Julia nodded as she sucked on Caleb’s fingers. Part of her couldn’t believe she was doing any of it. She’d never sucked on her husband’s fingers. She’d never even considered it, and yet it turned her on to do it for Caleb and she knew that the moment they left there would be so much more to explore. It made her nervous, but Julia was ready to embrace the chance her husband had given her when he suggested she sleep with another man.

    Caleb pulled his fingers from her mouth, wiped them clean on a napkin, and took Julia’s hand. He led her out of the bar and to his car. He opened the passenger door and then pulled Julia close for a kiss before gesturing for her to get in.

    “When was the last time you gave head in a car?” Caleb asked as he got in and put on his seat belt.

    “I haven’t done that since high school,” she said. “So almost twenty years, I guess.”

    Caleb unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock before moving his hand to the back of Julia’s head and pulling her into his lap.

    She wrapped her lips around his cock without hesitation. Caleb reached over and pulled up the bottom of her dress to give her ass a good smack and slip his fingers into her pussy as the car idled in the bar parking lot.

    “Damn, Julia, you’re good,” he said before groaning loudly.

    Caleb pulled his fingers from her pussy, put the car in reverse, and pulled out of the parking lot as Julia’s head bobbed up and down in his lap.

    After just a few minutes of sucking cock Julia’s jaw felt sore. He was considerably thicker than her husband, but the soreness didn’t dampen her enthusiasm for the task at hand. She liked being a little bit slutty with someone she’d just met. She liked making him feel good. She liked his overwhelming sense of confidence.

    “See if you can take a little more, Julia,” Caleb said as he gently pushed on the back of her head.

    Julia gagged a little as Caleb’s cock hit the back of her throat. She spit up, making a little bit of a mess. He released the back of her head and she pulled off his dick to catch her breath while stroking him.

    “Again,” Caleb said.

    Julia opened wide and took the big, slippery dick into her mouth. It hit her throat again, but this time she managed to fight off her gag reflex and take a little more of it. It was remarkable to feel him move into her throat. Suddenly she couldn’t breathe because she had a big cock blocking her airway. There was something so splendidly naughty and nasty about it that Julia couldn’t help but reach back and play with her pussy.

    “That’s good,” Caleb said. “Play with your pussy. No cumming, though. You only get to cum when I say you can cum.”

    Julia pushed three fingers into her wet pussy and deepthroated Caleb’s cock again. She groaned and gagged on it but she kept at it.

    “We’re here,” Caleb said as the car slowed.

    Julia lifted her head from his lap and looked out the windshield at a beautiful two story house. Caleb hit the garage door opener and pulled the car in.

    “Are you ready for this?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Julia said.

    Caleb smiled and got out of the car. Julia quickly joined him as he opened the door and gestured for her to enter his home.

    “Take your dress off,” he said once they were inside.

    Julia yanked the dress over her head and Caleb took it from her and let it fall to the floor.

    “Your underwear, too,” he said.

    Julia reached back to unhook her bra and pulled down her panties, leaving them on the floor along with her dress.

    “Come,” Caleb said as he took her hand.

    They ascended a flight of stairs together and he led her down the hallway and into an impressively large and well-appointed master bedroom.

    “In the bed,” he said. “On your hands and knees.”

    Caleb’s dominance was unexpected but Julia found it intensely arousing. She felt safe with him – a month of texting and talking on the phone had built a sense of trust – and nothing he had done so far made her worry in the slightest that Caleb was going to do anything more than give her the mind-bending orgasms he’d promised.

    Julia crawled into his bed and looked back as she watched Caleb strip. His body looked even better in person and for a moment her insecurities returned. He was just so gorgeous and he exuded such confidence that he wouldn’t have struggled to pick up any woman in that bar.

    The insecurity washed away as quickly as it had arrived. Caleb could have taken any woman home, but he hadn’t even looked at the other women. He’d only had eyes for her and now she was naked and on her hands and knees in his bed. He clearly wanted her.

    Caleb approached the bed and gave Julia’s ass a hard smack. She cried out as the sudden, surprising pain moved through her body.

    Caleb worked two fingers into her pussy with ease and quickly added a third as Julia closed her eyes and let her head fall to the bed. Her legs felt weak as he pleasured her cunt, like all the foreplay in the car had put her in a state of desperate need and she was right on the edge of having an explosive orgasm.

    “Tell me, Julia. When was the last time you had great sex?” Caleb asked.

    His fingers continued to work her pussy as Julia tried to remember the last time she and her husband had enjoyed truly great sex.

    “I’m not sure,” she answered. “It’s been a really, really long time. A decade. Maybe more.”

    Julia looked back at him and saw a self-satisfied smile on Caleb’s face.

    “That’s why I’m here. I need to have great sex again,” she said.

    “And your husband doesn’t mind that another man is going to provide that great sex?” he asked.

    Julia smiled and moaned as Caleb worked her clit with his thumb while three fingers pushed into her pussy.

    “It was his idea,” she said. “He told me it would turn him on if I fucked someone else.”

    Caleb moved into the bed and rubbed the head of his cock over Julia’s pussy lips. She thought of her husband at home. She thought of him fantasizing about what she was doing with Caleb. She thought of the way he’d practically begged her to have sex with another man.

    “Fuck me, Caleb,” Julia said. It felt out of character for those particular words to leave her lips, but being naked on her hands and knees in another man’s bed was deeply out of character, too.

    Caleb rested a hand on her lower back and pressed the head of his cock into Julia’s pussy. She groaned at the thickness and at the notion that another man was inside her for the first time since she’d gotten married fifteen years ago.

    “Does that feel good?” Caleb asked as his hands moved over her ass while he slowly filled Julia with every inch of his cock.

    All Julia could do was moan. She couldn’t find the words needed to express how good it felt. All she could do was try not to collapse onto the bed from the pure pleasure of having the other man’s big cock inside her.

    “That’s all of it,” Caleb said as he bottomed out inside her.

    Julia moved forward and felt Caleb’s cock slide out of her before pushing back on him. She couldn’t wait for him to fuck her. She needed to experience the thrill of his big cock moving in and out of her pussy. She needed to satiate some of the intense desire emanating from between her legs.

    Caleb smacked her ass and Julia fucked herself harder and faster on his cock. He smacked her other cheek and she picked up the pace. She felt the pleasure building between her legs. She felt the joy of having a big cock inside her. She felt the thrill of being with someone new as her husband waited at home.

    “Can I cum?” Julia asked as she reached between her legs and played with her clit. “Can I cum on your cock?”

    Caleb chuckled and said, “Yes.”

    Julia laid her head on the bed and continued to fuck herself with Caleb’s long, thick cock. She rubbed her clit furiously and after just a few seconds she experienced that kind of orgasm she hadn’t had in years. For a split second she saw white before it felt like an explosion of pleasure went off between her legs. She dropped her fingers to the bed and let the orgasm spread through her body with Caleb’s cock buried inside her. It was absolute perfection.

    Caleb pulled out and Julia moved to her knees, spun around, and closed the distance between them. They kissed as she rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips, eliciting a moan from the man that had just given her the best orgasm she’d experienced in at least a decade.

    “You’re incredible,” she said. “I haven’t cum like that in so long.”

    Caleb smiled and moved to his back. Julia straddled him and was about to take his cock into her pussy when he said, “No. Take me in your mouth.”

    She moved back, dropped her head into his lap, and took Caleb’s big cock into her mouth. She swallowed him immediately, knowing he’d want to feel the back of her throat again. Julia gagged a little but soon she had the other man’s fat dick deep in her throat as she reveled in the notion that a big cock was restricting her ability to breathe.

    “Sit on my cock,” Caleb said. “Work it with your pussy.”

    Julia smiled as she straddled the handsome, muscular man and took his long, thick, bare cock inside her. She sank down on it with ease and placed her hands on his chest before slowly riding him.

    Caleb reached up and played with her tits as he said, “That’s good. Ride me. Show me how much you love having my cock inside you.”

    Julia rode Caleb harder and faster as the pleasure built between her legs. She could feel another climax building. She hadn’t cum twice with her husband in years and she was almost certainly going to cum twice in the span of just a few minutes with Caleb.

    “Fuck, Caleb, I’m going to cum,” Julia said as she closed her eyes.

    “Cum on my cock, but don’t stop riding,” he said. “Keep working me.”

    Julia couldn’t hold herself up as she experienced her second orgasm. She collapsed on top of Caleb as he wrapped his arms around her. She kept riding, though at a far slower pace. She just couldn’t manage to control her body enough as the climax ripped through her, leaving her legs weak and her fingers and toes tingling.

    Caleb took over as he grabbed her ass and fucked his cock up into Julia’s soaking wet pussy. The sound of their flesh meeting over and over mixed with the slippery, wet, messy sounds of beautiful sex as Caleb grunted and groaned like he was getting closer.

    “Finish me with your mouth,” he said a few minutes into his hard pounding of her pussy.

    Julia lifted her pussy off of him and swiftly wrapped her lips around Caleb’s cock. She hadn’t swallowed her husband’s cum in years, and yet when Caleb demanded she do so for him Julia didn’t hesitate. The idea aroused her, in fact.

    Caleb grabbed the back of her head and fucked her mouth a little before his cock began to pulse. A moment later a thick spurt of cum shot from the tip and landed on her tongue. Julia sealed her lips tightly around Caleb’s cock as he unleashed a massive, thick load of cum. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft while he did so.

    “Show it to me,” Caleb said.

    Julia lifted her mouth off his cock and leaned forward a little. She opened her mouth to show Caleb his cum, which felt slutty in a way that she loved.

    “Swallow,” he said.

    Julia closed her mouth, savored the surprisingly pleasant taste of Caleb’s cum for a moment longer, and then swallowed. She sat back on her knees and gently stroked his still-hard cock with a smile on her face as a sense of genuine happiness moved through her body.

    “That was incredible,” Julia said.

    “Oh, we’re not done,” Caleb replied. “I recover pretty quickly and I’m not letting you leave until I’ve had my fill. I’m going to send you back to your husband with a very sore pussy.”

    Julia smiled as she laid next to Caleb. He pulled her close and they kissed softly as she thought about going home to her husband after having been fucked countless times by another man. She thought of how she’d recount her evening of pleasure and give him a handjob, just as he’d requested. She knew her evening would exceed his expectations. It had certainly exceeded hers already and it was just getting started.

    “I’m going to want you again, you know,” Caleb said.

    “You mean after tonight?” Julia asked.

    “I do. I mean every weekend. I mean twice a week. I mean I’m going to want you as often as I can have you. I don’t cum that hard all that often, Julia and I’m going to want more,” Caleb said.

    Julia smiled as she reached between his legs and played with his cock. She loved the notion that she’d made this gorgeous, muscular man with a perfect dick have such a good orgasm that he wanted more of her.

    “You can have me as often as you want,” she said before kissing her way down his chest and taking him into her mouth once more.

    Caleb groaned as Julia sucked him until he was throbbing once more. She wondered what her husband would say about her seeing so much of Caleb. She wasn’t sure his answer was going to matter.

  
    A Night in the Hands of a Domme

    The cold steel of the plug is a little uncomfortable in your ass, but you had no choice. The ring around your cock feels confining, but you had no choice. If she pulls too hard on that chain connected to your plug, you feel it in your ass and it doesn’t feel good, but you had no choice.

    Still, you’d do anything for her. You’d follow her anywhere. She is perfect. She is the embodiment of the dominance you crave, and her ass is everything you’ve ever wanted in life. You know that if you’re a very good submissive you might get a chance to worship her ass. To you, that means there’s no other choice. You have to be a good submissive.

    She leads you into her dungeon and deepens your bondage. She restrains you completely and locks your cock. Thankfully, she also lets you worship her pussy. There is no chance for your sexual pleasure, but there is joy in submitting to her pleasure. There is joy in licking her pussy and listening to you moan.

    “Even if your cock wasn’t locked in that cage, there would be no chance of you fucking me. You understand that, right? You don’t deserve my pussy. Your cock doesn’t deserve to come anywhere near my pussy. Your cock is worthless. Your tongue is the only thing of value to me.”

    The verbal humiliation turns her on. She likes degrading your cock. She likes putting you in your place. She likes driving you deeper into submission to her. It makes her wet, especially as your talented tongue is dancing over her clit.

    She changes into her strapon, bends you over, and cuffs you to the bench. She slides into your ass, filling you completely. She grabs your hips and she fucks you vigorously.

    “Take it, whore. Take my big cock in your tight little asshole. Take every fucking inch.”

    She thrusts her thick strapon into your ass. You feel pain each time she fills you. Anal sex isn’t for your pleasure. It’s for hers.

    She feels a rush when you’re bent over and bound like that. She feels a rush of pleasure as she fills your asshole from behind. When you cry out in pleasure, she likes it. When you moan because it hurts, she likes it. When you beg her to stop, she likes it.

    “I’m not going to stop, whore. I”m not going to stop until I’m satisfied. If that means you can’t sit right for a week, I don’t give a damn. You’re my little slut. You take my cock because that’s what little bitches like you do.”

    Thankfully, she’s not a monster. She knows that when you’re a good submissive slut you deserve a reward. She knows that you crave her asshole. She knows that you lust after the taste of her ass. She knows that you want to rim her eagerly.

    She pulls out of your ass, takes off her strpaon, and pulls up her tight dress. She shows off that big booty you crave. She lets you stare at her soft, sexy ass cheeks. She’s going to let you rim her. She’s going to let you taste her. She’s going to let you eat her ass.

    Go ahead. Claim your reward. You suffered for her. You were a good boy. Now you get to eat her ass. You get to taste that yummy asshole. You get to be a good ass licking subby boy.

    Enjoy it, because it’s all the reward you’re getting. You don’t get to masturbate. You don’t get to fuck her. You’re not worthy of that. You’re not worthy of spilling your seed on her dungeon’s floor. You’re not worthy of filling her pussy.

    You’re worthy of taking pain and eating her ass.

  
    A Night of Harsh Degradation from a Superior Woman

    Some women get off on degrading men. Sean is about to meet one of those women and he's about to discover that he's the kind of man that gets off on being degraded in unexpected ways. 

    A little after 11 p.m. on a Friday night, Sean and his friends stepped into the crowded bar. The din of conversation and a generic rock song playing over the sound system made it difficult to hear much of anything as one of his friends made his way towards the bar to order up a few pitchers of beer while the rest searched for a high top table to stake out as their base of operations for the night.

    It wasn't long after taking his first sip of beer that Sean spotted her. She was sitting at the far end of the bar with a glass of dark liquid in front of her. She had on a silver necklace that caught his attention, drawing his eyes to the sight of her breasts in a tight, shiny black top with sheer sleeves. Her hair was long and dark and her lips plump and soft-looking.

    Sean watched her bat away the approaches of half a dozen guys, each of which left with a scowl on his face as if she'd said something withering. Despite her seeming lack of interest in companionship, Sean felt himself drawn to the girl at the end of the bar. Once he'd downed two glasses of liquid courage he slid off the stool at the four top and made his way towards her, his gaze focused on her as he pushed past the men and women crowding the increasingly busy bar.

    Before he could say a word, she turned to Sean, looked him up and down in a manner that made him deeply self-conscious about his outfit and body, and said, "You don't stand a chance."

    He understood why so many men had walked away from her that night looking as though their egos had been crushed.

    "I think I might surprise you," he replied, unwilling to accept defeat without at least trying to plead his case.

    She turned back towards the bar and Sean noted her black wet look leggings that acted as a second skin, clinging to her thighs and ass in a manner that filled him with lust.

    He stepped closer and a seductive scent filled his nose. Sean closed his eyes and for a moment felt lightheaded, though he wasn't sure if it was the beer, her perfume, or his desire that caused the sensation.

    "Why are you still here?" she asked sharply.

    "Because you're wrong about me."

    "No, I'm not. I'm far too good for you. You should have known that from the first moment you looked my way. You definitely should have known it when you watched me reject far better men than you."

    "You saw me watching?"

    She looked over her shoulder at him. "You haven't been discrete about your desire for me."

    Sean saw her lips curl into a slight smile. "You are too good for me," he admitted.

    "Then why are you still here?"

    "Because you're too good for me...and because I'm pretty sure I'm getting a vibe that you're a little bit interested for some reason."

    She spun around on her stool and Sean noted a pair of knee high leather boots with what looked to be a three inch heel. He noted her exposed stomach, too, and once again felt a touch lightheaded.

    "What's your name?" he asked.

    The girl in the wet look leggings and boots stared for an uncomfortably long time before leaning a little closer and saying, "Ashley."

    "It's nice to meet you, Ashley. I'm Sean."

    "I don't give a fuck about your name. I don't plan on using it."

    Her harshness proved oddly compelling and Sean couldn't help but smile. "I've never met someone like you."

    "No, you haven't."

    She stared once more, her face unreadable. The bar had gotten more crowded, but Sean suddenly felt like it was just the two of them playing a game that only Ashley knew the rules of.

    "How can I make you happy?" he asked.

    She tilted her head and Sean was fairly certain he'd surprised her - at least a little - with his question.

    "My boots got quite dirty on the way over here," she replied.

    "Yeah?"

    Ashley nodded. "I stepped in a few muddy puddles and they need to be cleaned."

    Sean looked down to see that the tip of her boot was, in fact, dirty with what looked to be drops of muddy water. "You want me...you want me to clean your boots?"

    "Yes. Do it. Clean my dirty boots. Right now."

    She was excited. Sean was certain of it. He'd broken through whatever barrier she'd put up when turning away every other guy that night. He was on the inside now. He wasn't entirely sure he wanted to be there - she was asking him to clean her boots, after all - and yet Sean was equally certain of his excitement.

    "Can you pass me one of those napkins?" he asked while gesturing to the pile of cocktail napkins just beyond his reach.

    Ashley shook her head.

    "How...how am I supposed to clean your boots?"

    "Take a wild guess."

    Ashley crossed one leg over the other and her booted foot dangled in a rather fetching manner. Sean reached out and she slapped his hand away.

    "No touching. Not with your hands, at least."

    Sean looked up as he realized what she wanted. "Do you...do you want me to lick your boots clean?"

    She offered a genuine smile and her eyes lit up.

    "Really?" he asked.

    "Be a good little piggy and lick my boots clean," she said. "Right fucking now."

    An unprompted memory from a few months prior leapt to mind. Sean had gone home with a girl. A blonde. She'd had on a skirt, a tank top, and leather boots. She'd stripped out of everything but the boots and pushed him into her bed. She'd climbed on top and he figured they were going to fuck, but instead she'd sat on his face, lowered her pussy onto his mouth, and ridden him wildly until she'd had two orgasms and left her slick juices all over his chin, lips, and cheeks. It was the first time a girl had ever sat on his face and he'd jerked off to the memory of it for the next week and a half.

    It was the unexpected thrill of being called a 'piggy' that ultimately drove Sean to his knees. The word - and the manner in which it was delivered - unlocked something in him, sending him into a supplicant position in front of her.

    "Lick my boots clean, piggy," she said.

    Sean looked up at her, rested his hand under the heel of her boot, and ran his tongue through the muddy stains at the tip. The taste was unpleasant - though only mildly so - and the thrilling sensations coursing through him made it well worth the sacrifice.

    "You disgust me," Ashley said. "What sort of man would lick a woman's boots clean in public?"

    "I told you I'd surprise you," he replied.

    She leaned forward, grabbed a tight fistful of his hair, and pulled back until Sean was looking upwards.

    "Open your mouth, pig."

    He opened his mouth and she promptly spit. Most of it landed on his tongue, though he quickly licked up the spit that hit his upper lip. She guided his mouth back to her boot and Sean resumed licking, the taste of mud dancing on his tongue.

    "You better do a good job," she said. "My boots better by shiny when you're done, pig."

    Desire filled the whole of Sean's body, as if her words triggered a release of a blissful hormone that was now coursing through his veins and urging him to go deeper with Ashley, to follow her wherever she wanted to take him.

    He cleaned both of her boots while on his knees in the crowded bar. He heard the surprise of the people standing around him. He heard people laughing. He looked up to see Ashley offering him every ounce of her attention, the world around them having disappeared for her just as much as it had for him.

    "Good job, piggy," she said when he'd finished.

    Ashley stood and helped Sean to his feet. She stared at his lips and reached up to run two fingers over them. She leaned in and he thought they might kiss before her lips diverted to his neck as two fingers pushed into his mouth.

    "You're coming home with me," she whispered. "I'm going to make you do disgusting things for my pleasure, piggy."

    Sean let Ashley lead him out of the bar and into the cool night air. He let her guide him into an Uber. He offered no argument when she pushed three fingers into his mouth and made him suck as the car drove to her apartment.

    "What's going on back there?" the driver asked.

    "I'm making this little pig suck on my fingers to prove that he's worthy of being allowed up to my apartment," Ashley replied. "Don't worry, we won't make a mess."

    The driver chuckled. "That's a new one, but it's far from the worst thing that's happened in my car on a Saturday night."

    "What's the worst?"

    "Vomiting is definitely the worst. Unprotected sex is probably second worst because there's always a mess to clean up. There was a gay couple that had anal sex once, though that was actually a lot cleaner than when straight couples have sex. You know what, though? It was probably the lesbian couple that fucked back there that was the worst because the one girl made the other squirt. It soaked absolutely everything back there. It took me hours to clean everything up and they didn't even tip."

    Ashley laughed as her fingers pushed deeper into Sean's mouth. "So you wouldn't like it if I made him vomit on my fingers."

    "No, I would not like that. Please do not do that."

    "I won't. What about if I made him give me a rimjob?"

    "That would be okay. That's not messy."

    Ashley pulled her fingers free and asked, "Will you eat my ass in this car, piggy? Will you tongue fuck my shithole while our driver takes us back to my apartment?"

    "I...I don't..."

    "Let me rephrase," she said. "You won't be coming up to my apartment unless your tongue is rooting around in my shithole in the next minute."

    He'd never given a rimjob before. He'd never tasted ass before. He'd certainly never done so in a car or with a driver listening and likely watching in the rear view mirror.

    "Yes, I'll eat your ass."

    "Say, 'this little piggy will eat your ass'."

    "Yes, this little piggy will eat your ass," he replied.

    Ashley moved to her knees and rested her hands against the door. She reached back and pulled down her leggings, revealing her smooth, milky white ass cheeks.

    "Get to work, pig," she said.

    Sean spread her ass cheeks and pressed his face between them. He licked her asshole vigorously.

    "You need to do more, piggy. You need to get your tongue in there. I wasn't fucking around. You need to be a disgusting little piggy and tongue fuck my shithole. Right now!"

    Sean pushed his tongue inside her. He tasted her. He was disgusting. He was. He was turned on, too. Massively turned on. His dick was so hard it hurt.

    "Miss, can I ask, does that actually feel good?" the driver asked.

    "Better than you can imagine, but I'm different than most women."

    The driver chuckled. "That seems to be the case, yes. We're just about to your building, so you might want to finish up."

    "That's enough, piggy."

    Sean leaned back and stared at her wet, slightly gaping asshole for a moment before Ashley pulled up her leggings. The car stopped and she got out. Sean followed and Ashley waived to the driver and promised to tip well.

    "It should already be clear," she said, "but you will not be fucking me tonight."

    "I figured."

    "If you're a good pig I'll let you cum, but don't count on it."

    He nodded.

    "Good. Let's go."

    They walked up the steps to her building and Ashley keyed in her code. They stepped inside and she grabbed his cock through his jeans and led him across the small lobby and into the elevator. She squeezed his cock hard enough for Sean to wince in pain, which was followed by a laugh from the dark-haired beauty.

    "You're pathetic," she said. "Pathetic and disgusting."

    He could hear the arousal in her voice, which was why he offered no response. She was getting herself worked up and Sean wanted that.

    "How's your pain tolerance?"

    "I don't know," he answered.

    Ashley smiled brightly. "I guess we'll find out."

    The elevator doors opened and she tightened her grip on his cock and led him down the hallway and to her door. Ashley stepped inside and Sean tried to follow. She stopped him, though.

    "Strip."

    "Here?"

    "Do it, piggy. Strip right fucking now."

    Sean looked up and down the hallway and back at Ashley. Her nipples were hard and poking through the shiny material of her top. He wanted to please her, to deepen her arousal, to keep playing her naughty game.

    He stripped in the hallway. His heart pounded as he stood there with his clothes in his hands.

    "Leave the clothes."

    He dropped them – except for his phone – and Ashley grabbed his cock and pulled him into her apartment. He dropped his phone as she spun him around and pressed him against the wall as the door clicked shut. She kicked his feet apart and cupped his balls from behind. Her fingers tightened around his sack and she pulled down in a manner that filled him with a sense of panic, though there was no pain.

    "You're just a toy for me," she said. "If you forget your place I'll kick you out without hesitation. Do you understand, piggy?"

    "Yes. I'm just a toy. I'm just your toy."

    She released his balls and four swift, painful smacks to his ass followed. Sean cried out with each and felt his legs wobble as the third and fourth blows landed on his backside.

    "Fuck," he said softly.

    Ashley moaned and Sean looked over his shoulder to see her with a hand in her pants. Her eyelids fluttered and it seemed obvious that she was masturbating, a notion that thrilled him.

    "Would you like to taste my pussy?" she asked.

    "More than anything."

    "Too fucking bad."

    Her fingers emerged from her leggings and Ashley sucked them clean as Sean watched with a surprising sense of jealousy coursing through him. 

    "Aww, is piggy jealous?"

    "Yes."

    Ashley pushed her fingers back into her leggings, masturbated for a handful of seconds, and then used that same hand to smack him across the ass four more times, nearly sending Sean to his knees thanks to the power of her blows.

    Her fingers moved between his ass cheeks and danced over his hole. Sean half expected to be penetrated, but Ashley refrained from filling him with her digits.

    "We could have so much fun together, piggy," she said. "I could degrade you in so many ways."

    "I want...I want you to degrade me."

    It was a sentence Sean never imagined uttering, and yet the words felt right in that moment.

    "Yeah?"

    "Yes, please."

    Ashley stepped away and into her kitchen. She returned holding a silver dog bowl, which she set on the floor. Ashley lowered her leggings and squatted over the bowl as Sean looked over his shoulder to watch. He heard the sound of liquid splashing into the bowl. It had to be piss. She was pissing into a dog bowl and Sean was almost certain he knew what was coming next.

    Ashley stood and pulled up her leggings. "Drink up, pig."

    Sean turned around and dropped to his knees. He fell forward. His head hovered over the dog bowl. The smell of piss hit his nose and he retched. He breathed through his mouth after that.

    Ashley put her booted foot on the back of his neck and applied pressure. "I said drink up, piggy. Right fucking now."

    Sean dropped his head lower and her boot remained on the back of his neck. He extended his tongue and lowered it into the piss. It was hot and the taste was awful. He lapped it up, though, taking as much as he could into his mouth and swallowing. It burned going down. It was, without question, the most degrading thing he'd done that night.

    Then Sean heard Ashley masturbating and the degradation felt worth it. Arousal overwhelmed the sense of disgust that had taken hold in him. He moaned and began to lap up more of her piss.

    "That's it, piggy. Drink up. Consume my waste. Drink my golden nectar. Swallow it. Show me what a disgusting piece of shit you are."

    Sean drank her piss until Ashley climaxed. Her boot left the back of his neck and she leaned against the wall as her moans reverberated around the apartment. They were loud and lusty and one look at her face confirmed that she was in the midst of an intense orgasm.

    "Follow me," she said after the conclusion of her orgasm. "Oh, and piggies crawl on all fours."

    He crawled behind Ashley as she walked down the hallway and into her bedroom. He waited on his hands and knees as she stripped. He stared at her long legs, her tight ass, her delicate feet, and her perky tits.

    "You're so beautiful," he said. "You're fucking perfect."

    She smiled. "Yes, I am. And you're fucking pathetic. And disgusting. And completely unworthy of my body."

    "I know," he replied with the taste of her piss still fresh in his mouth.

    Ashley walked away and into her closet. She emerged holding what Sean guessed was a strapon harness and a dildo. He watched her dress in it. He watched her slide the purple cock into the harness. He watched her spit on it and stroke it. He watched as she beckoned him closer with an index finger.

    "Show me that you're willing to be a cock pig."

    Sean parted his lips and took the toy into his mouth. Ashley grabbed his head in two hands and began to fuck his face, though she was kind enough not to try and thrust all the way into his throat. She worked her way up to it, though, making him gag repeatedly in the process. Saliva ran down his chin and onto the floor and his knees. His throat burned. His eyes watered. Ashley seemed to be getting worked up, though, as her nipples were rock hard and her moans got lower and louder the longer the face fucking went on.

    She pulled out, slapped the wet dick across his face, and then stepped aside and said, "Get on your hands and knees in my bed, pig."

    Sean stood and hurriedly crawled into her bed. Ashley got on her knees behind him. She rubbed the head of her cock over his asshole. She pushed inside him and Sean grabbed two fistfuls of her sheets and cried out in pain. She didn't stop, though. Instead, she spanked him while pushing her cock deeper. She spit on his asshole to provide a little more lube, but she kept thrusting. Once she'd bottomed out, Ashley pulled out and filled him again.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    "Take it, piggy. Take my cock. Take it up the ass like a fucking faggot. Take it!"

    She began to fuck him harder and faster. She smacked his ass. She pulled his hair. She reached out and pushed her fingers into his mouth, fish hooking him like he was some sort of fuck toy in a porn video.

    When she pulled out Sean breathed a sigh of relief. His reprieve was short, though.

    "Suck it, piggy," she said. "Suck your ass off my cock."

    He spun around. He took the cock in his mouth. He tasted his ass as she put a hand on the back of his head and moaned. She fucked his face, pushing the dildo deep enough to make him gag before doing it all over again.

    "Turn around," she ordered after pulling out of his mouth entirely.

    He spun around. She fucked him again. She made him suck it clean again. She fucked him again. She made him suck it clean. She repeated the process until an orgasm overtook her while she pounded his ass.

    She pulled out and stripped from the strapon harness. "Follow me," she instructed.

    Sean followed Ashley to her bathroom.

    "On your knees in the shower," she demanded.

    He stepped into her surprisingly roomy shower and dropped to his knees.

    "Jerk off."

    Sean took his cock in his hand and began to masturbate.

    Ashley stepped into the shower. She widened her stance and reached down to spread her pussy lips. She pushed her hips forward. Piss flowed out of her and onto Sean's body. The heat of it surprised him as he closed his eyes and opened his mouth. She painted him with her urine, soaking him from head to toe. He moaned. He swallowed what ended up in his mouth. He lubed his cock with it, too, and stroked himself.

    "Stand up."

    Sean stood and Ashley spun him around and pushed him against the wall. She grabbed his dick and began to jerk him off while spanking his ass.

    "Tell me when you're about to cum," she instructed.

    Sean reached that point quickly. He told her of his impending orgasm.

    Ashley held her other hand in front of his cock. She milked him of an orgasm, catching his load in her hand.

    "Turn around."

    Sean spun around and leaned against the wall as a sense of exhaustion washed over him. Ashley reached up with her cum-filled and smeared it over his face. She gently slapped him a few times. She ran her hand down his chest and stomach, making a mess of him.

    "You're disgusting," she said with a smile. "Get out of my apartment. Right now."

    "Seriously?" he asked.

    Ashley nodded. "I have no more use for you, so get out."

    He left the shower and headed for the door with his head spinning. He opened the door and his clothes were nowhere to be found. He went back to the bathroom.

    "Why the fuck are you still here?" she asked.

    "Someone stole my clothes."

    Ashley laughed. "Follow me."

    He followed her until she signaled for him to stop outside her closet. Ashley stepped inside and emerged soon after holding a white sweater, a skirt, a pair of pink panties, and a set of knee high socks.

    "You can wear these," she said.

    "What?"

    "You can wear these or you can try and get home naked. It's your choice."

    Sean panicked, but he had no choice. He took the clothes. He put on the panties, the skirt, the sweater, and the socks.

    "I don't have any shoes that will fit you. Sorry," she said.

    "Can I wash my face?" he asked.

    Ashley laughed. "Of course not. Now get the fuck out of my apartment."

    Sean turned and walked out of her bedroom. He grabbed his phone on his way out and hurried down the hallway and into the elevator. He mapped directions back to his apartment. It was a twenty minute walk through crowded city streets. He decided to order an Uber and hope the driver would let him inside.

    It turns out that Ashley was still degrading him, and while Sean was horrified, he couldn't help but smile at her unabashed pursuit of her pleasure at his expense.

    A text came in after he ordered the Uber.

    "Hey there, piggy. It's Ashley. I got your number from your phone while you were rimming me in the Uber. I had fun tonight. I'd like to have that kind of fun again. It's going to be more degrading next time, though, so know that before you agree to another round of play with me. I'll be in touch when I'm in the mood to destroy a man again."

    Sean replied with a heart emoji and stepped outside as his Uber arrived. With any luck, he'd have a quick ride home and he could strip out of Ashley's clothes, take a shower, and wash away the degradation of the evening while almost certainly thinking about what nasty surprises she'd have in store for him next time, as Sean was absolutely going to agree to a next time.

  
    A Night of Kinky Domination

    The cold steel is a little uncomfortable in your ass, but you had no choice. The ring around your cock feels confining, but you had no choice. If she pulls too hard on the chain attached to your plug, you feel it in your ass and it doesn’t feel good, but you had no choice.

    Still, you’d do anything for her. You’d follow her anywhere. She is perfect. She is the embodiment of the dominance you crave, and her ass is everything you’ve ever wanted in life. You know that if you’re a very good submissive you might get a chance to worship her ass. To you, that means there’s no other choice. You have to be a good submissive.

    
      
    

    She leads you into her dungeon and deepens your bondage. She restrains you completely and locks your cock. Thankfully, she also lets you worship her pussy. There is no chance for your sexual pleasure, but there is joy in submitting to her pleasure. There is joy in licking her pussy and listening to you moan.

    “Even if your cock wasn’t locked in that cage, there would be no chance of you fucking me. You understand that, right? You don’t deserve my pussy. Your cock doesn’t deserve to come anywhere near my pussy. Your cock is worthless. Your tongue is the only thing of value to me.”

    The verbal humiliation turns her on. She likes degrading your cock. She likes putting you in your place. She likes driving you deeper into submission to her. It makes her wet, especially as your talented tongue is dancing over her clit.

    
      
    

    “Take it, whore. Take my big cock in your tight little asshole. Take every fucking inch.”

    She thrusts her thick strapon into your ass. You feel pain each time she fills you. Anal sex isn’t for your pleasure. It’s for hers.

    She feels a rush when you’re bent over and bound like that. She feels a rush of pleasure as she fills your asshole from behind. When you cry out in pleasure, she likes it. When you moan because it hurts, she likes it. When you beg her to stop, she likes it.

    “I’m not going to stop, whore. I”m not going to stop until I’m satisfied. If that means you can’t sit right for a week, I don’t give a damn. You’re my little slut. You take my cock because that’s what little bitches like you do.”

    
      
    

    Thankfully, she’s not a monster. She knows that when you’re a good submissive slut you deserve a reward. She knows that you crave her asshole. She knows that you lust after the taste of her ass. She knows that you want to rim her eagerly.

    She pulls up her tight dress. She shows off that big booty you crave. She lets you stare at her soft, sexy ass cheeks. She’s going to let you rim her. She’s going to let you taste her. She’s going to let you eat her ass.

    Go ahead. Claim your reward. You suffered for her. You were a good boy. Now you get to eat her ass. You get to taste that yummy asshole. You get to be a good ass licking subby boy.

    Enjoy it, because it’s all the reward you’re getting. You don’t get to masturbate. You don’t get to fuck her. You’re not worthy of that. You’re not worthy of spilling your seed on her dungeon’s floor. You’re not worthy of filling her pussy.

    You’re worthy of taking pain and eating her ass.

  
    A Night of Passionate Infidelity with Your Friend

    Your wife checked that you were asleep, slipped out of bed, and tiptoed out of the bedroom. She saw flickers of light from the TV as she headed for the kitchen under the guise of getting a drink.

    “Oh, hey,” your friend said as she passed through the living room. His eyes briefly wandered to her legs – the night shirt she had on barely covered her ass – before his gaze found hers once more.

    “Hey,” she said softly. “Sorry if I woke you up. I was just going to get some water from the kitchen. Can I get you anything?”

    “How about a beer?” he asked.

    Your wife smiled and said, “Two beers. Coming right up.” She retrieved the beers from the fridge, popped the tops, and headed back to the living room. “Is there any room for me on the couch?” she asked while handing him a beer.

    Your friend cleared some space and your wife dropped down next to him. She put her feet up on the coffee table and her shirt rode up, showing off every inch of her legs and giving him a hint of the lace edge of her panties.

    “Having trouble sleeping?” your wife asked.

    “I guess,” he said. “I usually have a little trouble sleeping my first night somewhere new. I have no idea why.”

    “Maybe you’re not tired,” your wife said before taking a long sip of her beer.

    “I guess that’s possible,” your friend replied. “We did have a pretty relaxed day.”

    “It was a good day, though,” your wife said.

    He looked at her and his eyes wandered to her legs again. Your wife smiled. She didn’t mind taking the opportunity to stare at his bare, well-muscled chest as he ogled her legs.

    “It was,” he said.

    Your wife looked up to see that he’d caught her admiring his body. He didn’t seem the slightest bit perturbed though. “The day’s not over yet,” she said.

    “Well, it’s technically after midnight,” he replied.

    “The day doesn’t end until you’ve gone to sleep,” she said. “So this day, which was a good day, could still get even better.”

    “Oh yeah?” your friend replied. “I’d be open to the day getting better. Do you have any ideas as to how we might make that happen?”

    Your wife leaned a little closer and took another drink from her beer. Her feet slipped off the coffee table and onto the floor. She spread her legs a little wider and your friend reached out and ran his fingers over the smooth skin of her thigh.

    “That’s a good start,” she said.

    Your friend looked up. “Yeah? Are you sure?”

    Your wife nodded and his fingers moved up her thigh as they stared into each other’s eyes. She smiled as he approached her panties. She leaned closer as his fingers found the soft lace edge of her underwear. Her lips parted and she moaned quietly.

    “That’s very good,” she said.

    His fingers pressed against her pussy and your wife leaned closer and kissed him. She felt the spark immediately. The connection was instantaneous and the lust that followed was overwhelming. He rubbed her pussy through her panties and she reached under the blanket and slipped her hand into his boxers to stroke his cock. He moaned into her mouth and his fingers worked her panties aside to penetrate the slippery folds of flesh that yearned for his cock.

    “Are you sure about this?” he asked.

    Your wife put her beer down, grabbed his, and answered your friend by tossing his blanket aside and straddling him. They kissed as she moved her hips over his lap, grinding on his cock and making him moan into her mouth as it became clear he was going to fuck his friend’s wife.

    Your wife reached down and freed his cock from his underwear. She rubbed the head around her pussy lips and sank down on him. He took her shirt off and removed her bra. She moaned as he sucked on her nipples while she slowly rode his cock. She threw her head back and closed her eyes. She let herself sink into the pleasure of having another man’s cock in her pussy.

    “Fuck,” your wife said softly. “Fuck you feel so good inside me.”

    “I’ve been thinking about this since I met you,” he said. “You’re so beautiful. You’re so fucking sexy.”

    She smiled and they kissed. She moved her hips back and forth over his cock, milking him with her pussy as pleasure emanated from her loins.

    His hands moved all over her body, leaving pleasure in their wake. His every touch thrilled her. He grabbed her ass and she moaned. He played with her breasts and she fucked him faster. Their bodies were beautifully entwined on the couch you’d offered him for the weekend. They barreled towards their mutual pleasure while you were asleep in the bedroom you and your wife were supposed to be sharing.

    “I’m close,” he said. “Should I…”

    “Cum inside me,” she replied.

    He groaned. She did too. Uttering those words thrilled her. It felt so naughty, and yet so right. She knew from the moment she saw him on the couch that she was going to fuck him. She knew she was going to let him cum inside her. She knew she couldn’t resist.

    She came first. Her body trembled as she rocked back and forth on his cock. He pulled her close and kissed her breasts as he came inside her a moment later. She felt his cock pulsing as it launched his thick seed into her pussy. She ran her fingers through his hair and enjoyed the way he grunted and groaned with pleasure as he climaxed.

    They kissed and basked in the glow of their mutual pleasure. She lifted off his cock and pulled her panties over her messy pussy. She smiled as some of his cum leaked out of her. She cuddled up next to him and he put his arm around her.

    “Is it okay if I say a while?” she asked.

    “Of course,” he replied.

    She smiled. She wanted more of what she’d just had, and if he was willing, she’d have it again before going back to bed, if she went back to bed at all.

  
    A Night of Pleasure Begins with a Photo for the Cuck

    You sent your beautiful hotwife to another man's home so that she could experience the pleasure she craves. That pleasure comes in many forms, though.

    There's the pleasure of getting on her knees and posing for a picture that her cuck husband is going to receive. There's the pleasure of knowing that it's going to turn you on to see that your wife is about to suck another man's cock even though she hasn't sucked your dick in years.

    There's the intense pleasure of unsheathing her boyfriend's bulge by unbuttoning his pants, tugging on the zipper, and lowering them. There's the pleasure of seeing that he's already semi-hard for hear and leaning in to kiss that bulge as he looks down at her. There's the pleasure of lowering his underwear and freeing his cock so she can take it in her mouth.

    Their relationship is still so new, which means your wife feels an overwhelming desire to make him feel good. She finds genuine joy in the simple act of pleasuring him. She likes sucking his cock. It makes her wet to have him in her mouth, to make him moan, to get him hard, to know that by sucking on his dick she can fill his body with pleasure, with desire, with beautiful warm feelings for the woman happily blowing him.

    It's all a prelude to the real thrill, of course. The undressing, the blowjob, the sucking on his balls, the stroking him, the telling him how much she wants him inside her, that's all part of building that desire for the real thing.

    Eventually your wife gets to indulge in the pleasure of crawling into his bed, peeling off her panties, and spreading her legs for him. There will be a moment where she considers that she's married and that she's spreading her legs for another man and doing so with her husband's permission. That moment will make her very, very happy. That moment will make her a little bit wetter. That moment will make it hotter when he slides into her pussy.

    Every thrust will bring your wife pleasure. Seeing a married woman beneath him will bring him pleasure. Watching her lovely tits bounce with every thrust will please him. Knowing that her pussy used to be reserved for you and only you will bring him pleasure.

    He'll make her cum a handful of times. He can do that for her. You can't, but she doesn't need you to do that. That's why she has him.

    Her final orgasm will coincide with his. She'll tell him to cum inside her. She'll tell him to cum in her married pussy. It will feel so good to do so. It will turn her on to such a degree that she has the most pleasurable orgasm of the night right as he buries his dick deep inside her and unleashes his seed, flooding her womb and - in a way that thrills her - breaking the vows she made when you got married.

    There's more pleasure to come though, isn't there?

    Yes, of course there is. Your wife is going to bring her pussy home to you. It won't be yours to fuck - not on a night when her boyfriend has her - but it will be yours to clean.

    Her pleasure will come from your tongue. Your pleasure will come from the sheer joy of cleaning another man's seed from your wife's pussy.

    If you're lucky, she'll jerk you off while she tells you about how good he fucked her.

    Make sure you do a good job cleaning her as she's bound to be more generous if you’re passionate about creampie cleanup…and you love it when your wife is generous.

  
    A Night of Sexual Bliss

    It begins with you between her legs. You’re prepping her. You’re getting her ready. You’re licking and fingering her pussy because someone else is coming over to fuck it. That’s how it should be though, right?

    Someone else should fuck your wife. Someone with a bigger cock that knows how to use it better than you do. Someone that can make her cum over and over.

    Then he arrives and takes your wife to the bedroom. She spreads her legs for him. She tells him how badly she wants his cock inside her. He gives her what she wants.

    You get what you want too. Is there anything more arousing and erotic than watching his big cock disappear into your wife’s pussy? Is there anything that makes you harder?

    This is one of the great joys of cuckolding. It’s not that she’s having sex with someone else (obviously that’s part of it). It’s that she’s having great sex with someone else. Just look at her. Isn’t that exactly what you want? Don’t you want to see her grinding on him? Don’t you want to know that she’s being filled by a long, thick cock that brings her so much pleasure?

    Picture it. Picture your wife grinding on him like that? Do you see the way she moves her hips? That’s a woman determined to orgasm. She’s rubbing her clit along his pelvis while milking his cock with her pussy. That’s beautiful.

    It’s beautiful when he takes over, too. It’s beautiful when he slides his big cock into your wife’s pussy and fucks her with such vigor that she closes her eyes, tilts her head back, and lets loose a steady stream of beautiful moans. She’s getting fucked and she loves it. That’s the essence of it. Someone else’s cock is making her scream. It’s beautiful.

    When he takes her from behind she revels in it. Do you see that look? That’s from the depth he’s reaching inside her and from the thickness of his cock. That’s because she feels such joy at giving him pleasure. Filling her pussy makes him feel good and she loves that.

    You love it too, don’t you? You love that another man is fucking your wife. You love that he’s going to cum. You love that your wife is going to make someone else cum.

    Of course, this is how the night always ends. It’s just the two of you. It’s her soft hand around your cock. It’s her whispering about how good he fucked her. It’s her making your cuckold cock hard as a rock before you cum on your stomach. What do you want to hear? What do you want her to say?

  
    A Note from Your Dominant Wife

    It’s important to remember that I’m in control. I own your cock. It’s my possession to do with as I please.

    That means you don’t touch it unless it’s locked in its cage. When it’s free, you’re not permitted to masturbate.

    I decide if you receive pleasure. If I want, I’ll wrap my fingers around your cock and give you a handjob. I’ll give you the pleasure you crave, though I may not permit you to orgasm. I get to decide. I’m the one in control. I own your cock. It is my possession.

    If I touch your cock, consider it a gift. Even a few strokes is more pleasure than you deserve. If I touch your balls, consider it a gift. It’s more pleasure than you deserve.

    If I want to make you cum, I will. I will stroke your cock until you explode in orgasm. I will let your seed spill onto your stomach. I will play with your balls as they empty out.

    I don’t have to do that, though. I could edge you for an hour and then put you back in your chastity cage. I could tease you for two or three hours if I wanted.

    I’m in control. If you even touch your cock while you’re hard I’ll punish you so harshly you won’t be able to walk right for a week.

    If I want to tease you for a few hours and then ruin your orgasm, I will. If I want to drive you absolutely crazy with lust and then empty your balls in the most unsatisfying way possible, I will.

    If I want to make you scream in agony as you have a ruined orgasm, I will. It makes me wet to do so.

    If I want to associate your pleasure with anal stimulation, I will. If I want to finger your asshole and make you beg for release, I will. The idea of rewiring your brain thrills me. I love that I can turn you into an anal slut if I want. I love that I can make you beg for my fingers in your ass because you know that’s the only way you get to cum.

    If I decide that you only get to cum with my cock in your ass, you’ll accept it. You’ll beg me to fuck you and play with your cock. You’ll beg me to let you cum with my long, thick dick buried in your tight asshole.

    If I want to turn you into my anal bitch, I will. I’ll do it for my pleasure. I’ll do it because I want to, because I’m in charge. I’ll do it because I can and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it.

    If I want to make you eat my ass while I stroke your cock, I will. I don’t give a damn if you don’t want to lick my ass. If I want to make you clean my sweaty asshole after a workout, I will. Because my hand is around your throbbing cock, you’ll submit. You’ll do what I say because you’re a good boy.

    If I decide that a ruined orgasm is the only kind of orgasm you deserve, you’ll have to live with that. That’s your place. That’s just how it goes.

    You’ll be a good boy for me because you’re a submissive. I’ll do what I want with your cock because I’m dominant.

  
    A One Night Stand Becomes Something More - Part 1

    
      Elianna went on a girl's trip to Texas and met a man she connected with. Much to her surprise, her husband texted permission for her to have a one night stand. Now she's back home and the guy she slept with texts her, setting off a chain of events that will lead to her one night stand becoming something more.
    

    ---

    "I can't stop thinking about you."

    A quick glance at the message was all it took to stir the embers of desire in Elianna as she thought of the night she'd spent with Carson, of how good his body had felt on top of hers, of how thrilling it had been to have another man inside her for the first time in fifteen years.

    "You can reply," Andy said. "It's not like this is the most engrossing show ever."

    Elianna kissed her husband on the cheek and set her phone aside. "I shouldn't."

    "What? Why not?"

    She shouldn't have given Carson her number. It was supposed to be a one night stand. You don't give your number to a one night stand, especially when the guy lives halfway across the country.

    "It's Carson," she said. "There's no point in replying."

    Andy paused the show. "Wait...the guy you...the guy you slept with, he's texting you?"

    Elianna nodded. "I don't know why, but I gave him my number. I shouldn't have, obviously, because what would be the point of that, but I did. It was right after...it was right after he'd fucked me the next morning. I was basically high from how good the orgasm had been and when he asked, I gave him my number without thinking about it."

    Andy went quiet and Elianna regretted her phrasing. Her husband had given her permission to have a one night stand and he'd seemed to enjoy hearing about it afterwards - he'd always been a bit kinky - but they hadn't talked about it since and now he was sitting there without uttering a word or meeting her gaze.

    "Andy?" she asked.

    "Sorry. There was just something...something about the way you talked about him, about...about getting fucked by him. There was something in your voice. It was..."

    "I'm sorry."

    He smiled and shook his head. "No, that's not what I'm...you don't have to be sorry, Elianna. I just got weirdly...excited, I guess? I honestly haven't thought about it since you got home from your trip, but now I'm thinking about it and I'm surprised at what I'm feeling."

    "Well...he texted to say that he can't stop thinking about me...so I guess I'm not the only one that had a good time that night and the next morning." She inched closer to her husband and rested a hand on his inner thigh. Her voice was noticeably softer as she said, "He did fuck me three times...and he came hard all three times, so I suppose I must have made him feel good."

    "Why do you think he's texting you?" Andy asked while Elianna's lips danced over his neck.

    "He's probably being truthful in that he can't stop thinking about me."

    "And what about you? Do you...do you think about him?"

    His cock was hard and Elianna stroked it a little as she studied her husband's face for some clue as to his willingness to hear the truth. "Yes, I do," she said.

    He looked surprised, though not upset. "When? How...I mean, how often?"

    Again the truth struck Elianna as potentially dangerous, and yet she felt unexpectedly aroused at the idea of sharing it with her husband. "Every day," she said. "It's only been a little more than a week so I'm sure that will stop at some point, but for now I think about him every day."

    Andy looked at her lips and leaned a little closer. He didn't kiss her though and Elianna worried that she'd shared too much.

    "What do you think about?" he asked.

    "All sorts of things. How he smelled. How he kissed me. How it felt to feel him get hard when we danced at the bar. How it felt to unzip his pants for the first time and take him in my hand. How it felt when he picked me up and put me in his bed. How it felt when his cock slipped inside me for the first time. How it felt when I had my first orgasm on his cock."

    Andy moaned and Elianna noted the presence of a small bit of precum soaking through his pants. Determined to pursue her desire, Elianna freed her husband's cock from his pants and took him in her hand. He kissed her as she stroked his stiff shaft and moaned a moment before their tongues entwined in a passionate dance.

    Then, in an instant, Andy leaned back and Elianna's hand came to rest at the base of his cock as she worried that he'd experienced a change of heart.

    "Do you think about him when I'm...when we're having sex?" he asked.

    Answering truthfully struck Elianna as akin to pulling the pin on a grenade and dropping it on the floor, and yet she saw no other option, in part because she was fairly certain that Andy already knew the answer.

    "Yes," she said softly as her hand moved up his shaft and her fingers teased the head. "I'm sorry, baby, but I think about him when you're inside me. I try not to and I usually banish the thought as quickly as I can, but he pops into my head, especially when I close my eyes."

    Andy stood and Elianna prepared herself to feel intense regret. Instead, her husband removed his pants and t-shirt and stunned her by dropping to his knees in front of the couch and pulling off her leggings and panties. Andy grabbed her hips and pulled Elianna forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the couch.

    "Close your eyes," he said before plunging his tongue inside her and dragging it up towards her clit.

    Elianna put a hand on the back of his head and closed her eyes. She was back in Carson's bedroom. She was on her back in the bra and panties she'd worn that night. His hands were moving up her calves, past her knees, and over her inner thighs before he slipped them under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, showering her skin in soft kisses and eliciting a beautiful moan as she glanced down at Carson’s condom-wrapped cock.

    "Fuck," Elianna said softly as the memories flooded her brain and body. "I'm in his bed, Andy. I'm on my back. He's just taken my panties off. He's crawling on top of me. He's running his fingers over my thighs. He's pushing them inside me."

    Andy licked her clit as three fingers entered Elianna's wet pussy. Her eyes remained tightly closed as she thought of Carson taking a nipple in his mouth as he fingered her and rubbed her clit, leaving her soaked and increasingly desperate for his cock.

    "Fuck me, Carson," she said softly.

    Andy moaned. "You want him, don't you?"

    "I do," she admitted.

    Andy stood and again Elianna worried that she'd gone too far. Instead, her husband gestured for her to lie on the couch and Elianna shifted her body to welcome him on top of her. His cock rubbed over her pussy lips as he kissed her neck and managed to take a nipple into his mouth, flicking his tongue back and forth over it while slowly penetrating her.

    "Fuck me," she whispered. "Please, fuck me."

    Andy slid deep inside of Elianna and pulled out. She moaned throughout and ran her hands down his back. Her fingers dug into his ass and she pulled, urging him to fuck her deeper and harder.

    "Think of him," Andy said.

    Elianna was far too aroused to consider the dangers of thinking of another man while her husband was inside of her. Instead, she closed her eyes and found herself in Carson's bed once more. She was naked. He was on top of her. His cock was inside her. He was stretching her pussy in ways Andy never had. He was fucking her hard, too, and at her urging.

    "He feels so good inside me," she said while grasping Andy's ass and holding it tight. "His cock is so big...it's so deep in me...it's stretching my pussy so good!"

    Andy moaned and fucked her harder. Elianna could tell her husband was close and she let herself pursue her orgasm in full.

    "Andy, baby, cum inside me!"

    Elianna closed her eyes tight and thought of how much she'd enjoyed Carson's orgasms during their night together, of how good it felt to make a man like him cum.

    Andy grunted and groaned as his body tensed up. He released his cum inside her and Elianna felt a tidal wave of pleasure wash over her. She thought of Carson, of Andy, of how good it felt to dip once more into the pleasures that had been unlocked because she'd gotten permission to indulge in a one night stand and a deeply-satisfied smile crossed her face and remained there until Andy pulled out.

    "You should text him back," he said while cleaning his cock and offering his boxers to soak up the cum leaking out of her.

    "Really?"

    He nodded. "I don’t know why, but I lied before. I've been thinking about it too. I haven't said anything because I wasn't sure you'd be okay with it, but I've been thinking about you and him, about the stuff you told me, about the sex we had the day after you got back, about all of it."

    She smiled. "So, should I try and, I don't know, arrange something, assuming he's interested?"

    "Yes, you should."

    "So, just to be clear, I have your permission to fuck Carson again?"

    The fact that he smiled so brightly and did so after having cum inside her was all the confirmation Elianna needed. Despite that, it was nice to actually hear him say, "Yes, you have my permission to fuck Carson again."

    She texted him back right away, confirming that she was thinking about him, that her husband was thinking about the fact that she'd fucked someone else, that she'd just had an orgasm while thinking about Carson, and that both she and her husband wanted her and Carson to fuck again.

    "How fortunate, because I'm coming to your neck of the woods," he replied. "In two weeks. I was going to work my way up to asking if you want to meet up, but it seems like there's no reason to be coy about it."

    "Yes, I want to meet up," she replied before sharing the news with Andy.

    All that remained was to figure out the details and make it through two impossibly long weeks before Elianna got to have Carson again.

    ---

    "Are you sure you're okay with this?" Elianna asked - for what was probably the tenth time - as Andy pulled up to the hotel.

    He put the car in park and marveled at how beautiful she looked, at how much effort she'd put in to look appealing for Carson.

    "I could just come home tonight," she added. "Or tomorrow morning."

    Andy smiled as his cock tingled with the beginnings of an intense kind of desire. "I want you to spend the weekend with him and I know it's what you want. It's not like he lives a short drive away. You'll have to fly to see each other, so you should make the most of it. You should...you should be his for the weekend."

    She leaned over and kissed him with such depth that it caught Andy off guard.

    "You're certain? You're right that I want this, but I want to make sure that you're still going to come and pick me up on Monday morning."

    "I might want this even more than you do," he admitted. "Which sounds weird, I'm sure, but if the past two weeks have proved anything it's that I'm way more turned on by you having sex with someone else than I ever thought possible."

    Elianna unleashed a flirty, knowing smile. "You have fucked me an awful lot in the past two weeks."

    "I haven't been able to keep my hands off of you."

    "And you're quite insistent that I think about Carson when you're inside me," she said.

    Andy nodded as his cock threatened to reach a fully erect state. "It really turns me on."

    "Will you masturbate this weekend?" she asked.

    "I might find it hard to resist."

    She caressed his leg, looked away for a moment, and then turned back and said, "I know this is probably unfair, but I don't want you to masturbate. I want to be the one to make you cum."

    He took a deep breath and considered the proposal. "So you're going to spend your weekend cumming with another man's cock inside you and you want me to hold off on cumming, to let you have all the fun until I pick you up on Monday morning."

    "Yes, that's what I want," she answered without hesitation. "And yes, I know it's unfair because I’m going to spend my weekend having an astonishing amount of sex with another man and cumming more times than I can count, so of course I shouldn't be asking you to refrain and you don't have to grant my desire. I'm just telling you what I want."

    "Fuck...I'll do it. I won't cum."

    She kissed him softly. "One more thing. Would you mind if I sent you pictures? Maybe some lingerie shots. Maybe a few post-fuck shots."

    "You're killing me."

    "I know. I'm so bad. I just...I don't know, I'm just really turned on by the idea of you constantly thinking about me while I'm with Carson this weekend."

    "Yes, you can send me as many pictures as you want."

    Andy's reward was a long, slow, deep kiss that left him hard as a rock.

    "Would you mind helping me with my suitcase?"

    She'd packed a small suitcase for her weekend and she almost certainly didn't need help with it, but Andy was more than happy to do so. He waited a minute for his erection to die down and then got out, popped the trunk, and removed her small wheeled suitcase.

    Elianna turned and walked towards the hotel, leaving Andy with no choice but to follow with her luggage. He caught up to her and they held hands while striding across the lobby and towards the elevator. Elianna stepped inside as soon as the doors opened and Andy followed.

    She pressed the button for Carson's floor and Andy was suddenly gripped by a deep sense of nervousness as he had no interest in meeting the man that was going to spend all weekend fucking his wife.

    As soon as the elevator lurched to life, Elianna kissed him. They made out for the duration of their trip to the top floor and then she took the suitcase, stepped into the hallway, and blew him a kiss.

    "I'll send you lots of pictures. I promise," she said.

    The elevator doors closed and Andy let out a deep breath and leaned against the wall as his cock slowly deflated. He strode out of the lobby and into his car. He drove home and halfway there he received a picture of Elianna in the bed wearing a bra and panties with her dark hair spread out on the comforter beneath her. She'd have Carson's cock inside her before Andy even got home. It was going to be the longest - and potentially hottest - weekend of his life.

  
    A Perfect Anniversary Gift for a Cuckold

    For most couples, a wedding anniversary is a time for romance, for the celebration of long-lasting love.

    For cuckold couples, a wedding anniversary is an opportunity for a celebration of the very particular path their marriage has followed. It's an opportunity for both the cuckold and his hotwife to reaffirm their belief in the path their marriage has taken.

    It's not always possible, but if a hotwife has a bull when her wedding anniversary comes around, she should endeavor to fuck her bull on that date. The couple should endeavor to make it special. She should have new lingerie to wear for her bull. They should rent a beautiful hotel room or go on a vacation and bring her bull along. They should do everything in their power to celebrate the joy of a cuckold marriage where the hotwife is free to fuck other, better men and her cuckold husband is able to play the part he was destined for, to be the man that supports his beautiful wife by dressing her in lingerie, preparing her pussy with his tongue, fluffing her bull's cock, and cleaning them both when they're finished.

    It's of the utmost importance that the cuckold not ruin the anniversary sex by cumming too soon, which is why he should not be permitted to touch his dick until his wife and her bull are finished. He should only be allowed to cum when given explicit permission by one of his betters, be it his wife or the man that satisfies her sexual desires. The cuckold could also be denied an orgasm and instead made to focus on the pleasure of watching his wife orgasm with someone else's cock inside her.

    You'd enjoy spending your wedding anniversary serving the needs of your hotwife and her bull, right? That would actually serve your needs, wouldn't it, as there's nothing finer than watching your beautiful wife cum with another man's cock inside her.

  
    A Perfect Cuckold for Christmas - Part 1

    Christmas was Skylar's favorite time of year. She'd been clear about that from the very start of their relationship, and each year Nick went out of his way to ensure that December was as utterly magical for his wife.

    He planned trips to see the most spectacular light displays within driving distance of their California home and occasionally they hopped on a plane to see something truly breathtaking. He made sure their house was decorated to the nines and over the years had curated the perfect Christmas playlist to ensure an endlessly festive atmosphere.

    This year was a little different, though, for their marriage had undergone a beautiful shift as Nick and Skylar embraced the pleasures of hotwife and cuckold play. She'd gone on a handful of first dates before meeting Jason, the man she'd been with for nearly six months, and the man she now referred to as her boyfriend.

    Nick was still determined to make the Christmas season magical for his wife, but that meant incorporating her boyfriend into the activities he was planning. They hadn't specifically talked about Jason being involved, but Skylar had clearly developed feelings for her boyfriend and Nick was determined to ensure that his hotwife and the man she was dating would experience the magic of Christmas together.

    Each year, they kicked off the Christmas season on December 1st, and each year they did so with a trip to a festive event. They always went as a couple, but this year Nick planned on a different couple attending that first Christmas event of the season, for he'd booked a room for his wife and her boyfriend at the Cambria Pines Lodge so they could attend the Christmas Market and light display together.

    "You only booked one room?" Skylar asked when Nick informed her of his plans.

    He nodded. "For you and Jason."

    Skylar smiled in that dreamy way she sometimes did when thinking about her boyfriend. Nick couldn't help but get excited each and every time he saw that smile, for his wife's obvious and ever increasing affection for Jason was endlessly arousing to him.

    "Nick, honey, that's so sweet of you," Skylar said as she looked at the pictures of the light displays Nick had brought up on his computer. The hotel covered the majority of its property in a variety of Christmas-themed displays, creating a truly remarkable experience for those in attendance. "It looks...it looks perfect."

    Nick took Skylar's hand in his and imagined her and Jason walking hand-in-hand through the market and the light displays. He imagined a wealth of a quick kisses and tight hugs as their reveled in the joy of Christmas and the thrill of being together as a couple.

    "I want you to come, though," she said. "I know Jason and I have gone away alone a few times already, but I want you to join us for this. I want you to be there to see us holding hands, walking through all these incredible light displays, sharing soft kisses, and generally being a happy couple. I want you to see how your generosity - in planning this for us - helps Jason and I enjoy being a couple. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

    "More than anything," Nick answered. He'd thought about booking two rooms, but he didn't want to intrude on what might be an opportunity for Christmas romance between his wife and her boyfriend, so he'd decided against it.

    Skylar smiled, leaned over to give him a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, "Book a second room. You deserve to enjoy being a cuckold this Christmas, and I know how much it excites you to be there when Jason and I are on a date."

    Nick was very nearly overcome with emotion as his wife offered him such a beautiful gift. "Thank you, Skylar. That means so much to me."

    Skylar reached up, turned Nick's head, and pressed her lips against his. They shared a soft, lingering kiss with just a hint of tongue and his cock came to life. She reached over to give it a few gentle strokes through his pants, giggled softly, and said, "Would you like to go down on me?"

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Skylar set his laptop on the coffee table, pulled her skirt up around her waist, and pulled her panties off, exposing her wondrous, perfect, beautiful pussy. "Make me cum, Nick."

    He slid onto his knees, moved between his wife's legs, and asked, "May I take my time? May I worship you?"

    Skylar smiled, reached down to run her fingers through his hair, and said, "Yes, you may."

    Joy swept through Nick's body as he leaned in and showered his wife's soft, supple thighs with tender kisses. She didn't always have time to let him worship her pussy, so Nick was going to make the most of his opportunity to make love to her with his tongue and lips and to ensure that she had the kind of orgasm that left her toes tingling.

    
      
    

    While everyone around him stared at the lights with a sense of wonder on their faces - and with good reason, as the displays surpassed even Nick's high expectations - Nick couldn't help but stare at his wife and her boyfriend as they walked hand-in-hand through the carefully curated decorations.

    Skylar and Jason had made love almost immediately after their early check-in a little after 3 p.m. They hadn't invited Nick to watch, though that wasn't uncommon. Instead, he sat in the room next to theirs and listened through the walls. He couldn't hear much outside of the beautiful moans of his wife and her boyfriend, but it was more than enough to imbue him with an intense sense of lust that was quickly rekindled the moment he joined Skylar and Jason in the lobby.

    She was dressed in a soft white sweater, a pair of tight jeans, knee high black leather boots, a red coat, and a knit cap that looked utterly adorable. Jason and Skylar held hands as they left the hotel and headed for the Christmas Market while Nick walked behind them, as he almost always did when he accompanied his wife and her boyfriend on a date. Though he understood most men would find it embarrassing to do so, Nick had always found it thrilling to be the third wheel to his wife and her boyfriend. He rarely interacted with them while they were on their date, instead preferring to play the part of a voyeur while they indulged in their obvious and sometimes overwhelming affection for each other.

    Tonight, though, Nick had an extra job as he was playing the part of photographer. He was armed with Skylar's phone and taking pictures of the happy couple at regular intervals as they stopped in front of most of the light displays to capture a moment.

    Each time he took a picture of his wife and her boyfriend, Nick felt a beautiful surge of the kind of lust he'd only ever felt as a cuckold. It wasn't necessarily the kind that made his dick hard, either. Instead, it was the kind that filled his body with a sort of sexual joy, that sometimes left him a little lightheaded, and that always left him in a truly joyful place.

    It wasn't just posed photos that Nick snapped as they walked through the light displays, though. He liked to take candid pictures of them being a couple, like when Jason would put his arm around Skylar and pull her close while they both stared in wonder at a particularly beautiful light display, or when they'd share a tight hug, or when their lips would meet for a quick, beautiful kiss. Over and over they expressed their feelings for each other without saying a word and Nick couldn't help but want to capture all of it, for he was endlessly aroused by the idea of his wife having true feelings for another man.

    "I'm so glad you're here with me," Skylar said to Jason as they stood in line for a spiked hot chocolate. "Christmas is my favorite time of year and it feels extra special this year because I have you."

    Nick was behind them in line and he had to work to suppress a groan at his wife's declaration. His cock stirred to life, too, and he was a little nervous he might develop an erection.

    Jason turned to Skylar and reached up to caress her face in that tender way a man does when he truly feels something for a woman. "There's no one I'd rather spend time with, Skylar. I love being here with you. I love getting to hold your hand all night long. I love getting to hug you, and kiss you, and hold you close."

    Skylar stood on her toes and her lips met Jason's for what began as a gentle kiss. Nick watched closely as his wife seemed to surrender to her desire, parting her lips and offering her tongue. Jason pulled her closer as the kiss became something far more erotic, to the point that Nick's cock had gotten hard. He was thankful he'd chosen a particularly tight pair of underwear, as he otherwise would have been sporting quite the bulge between his legs.

    "Mmm, I love kissing you," Skylar said. "I love how it makes me feel to kiss you, Jason. I love how you hold me so close, how my body just wants to be next to yours, how I want...well, how I want to spend as much time as close to you as possible."

    Nick tingled from head to toe as a kind of cuckold-fueled arousal coursed through his body as his wife and her boyfriend came awfully close to declaring their love for each other, something they hadn't yet done.

    After enjoying their hot chocolate - spiked with peppermint schnapps - Jason excused himself to the bathroom and Skylar leaned over and gave Nick a long, lingering kiss on the cheek.

    "You've outdone yourself," she said softly before offering another kiss. "This has turned out to be a perfect night with my boyfriend and it's all because of you."

    "I just want to make you happy, Skylar," Nick replied.

    "I know," she whispered. "I love that about you, Nick, and it means a lot to me that you put in so much work to make sure that Jason and I would have a memorable, romantic night together. And it really has been so much better than I thought possible." She kissed his neck - sending a shiver of pleasure down his spine in the process - and quietly added, "And I have to admit, it's just a little bit more exciting because I can still feel a little of his cum dripping from my pussy."

    Nick groaned. He couldn't help it. It wasn't often that Skylar offered up that kind of dirty talk - the kind she knew turned him on - and it never failed to fill him with potent, perfect, overwhelming lust when she did.

    "Would you enjoy watching us make love tonight?" Skylar asked.

    "More than anything," Nick answered.

    She kissed his neck again and offered up a soft, erotic moan before asking, "And would you enjoy cleaning my pussy after Jason cums inside me?"

    Nick smiled at his wife and said, "I love you, Skylar. I love you in ways I can't even describe." It was the only way to respond to the beautiful offer - the beautiful gift, really - that Skylar had just offered him.

    Skylar caressed his face, kissed him softly on the lips, and said, "I love you too, Nick. And again, thank you for making this happen. It's romantic, and beautiful, and an utterly perfect way to start the Christmas season."

    "I have more surprises planned this month," Nick noted. "I want this to be a perfect Christmas for you, and Jason, and me."

    Skylar gave him one more kiss on the cheek, smiled brightly, and then got up to meet her boyfriend as he came their way. She stepped into his arms and they shared a remarkably long, beautiful, romantic kiss as his hands settled on the upper part of her ass while she quite clearly pressed her body as tightly against his as she could.

    "Take me back to our room and make love to me," Skylar said.

    "It would be my pleasure," Jason replied with a smile.

    Skylar turned, looked at Nick, and said, "Come, darling."

    Nick followed as his wife and her boyfriend walked hand-in-hand back to the hotel. He stayed behind them as they wound their way through the hallways and stepped into their room, which featured a balcony with a lovely view of the Christmas lights.

    Once inside, Jason took Skylar into his arms and they shared yet another passionate kiss, this time with far more amorous touching, as they were no longer in public and could express their lust for each other without reservation.

    Nick sat on the couch against the wall and watched as his wife and her boyfriend kissed and slowly stripped each other naked. He saw every article of clothing fall to the floor as more and more of their bodies were revealed. He felt a touch jealous - as he almost always did - when he saw how fit and strong Jason looked without his clothes on, and he felt a potent kind of lust when he saw his wife's naked body with Jason's hands moving all over it.

    "You're so hard for me," Skylar said as she wrapped her fingers around Jason's cock and stroked him slowly.

    He smiled and their lips met for a deep kiss as he took one of her breasts in his hand and gently played with the flesh, including rolling her nipple in his fingers in the manner that Skylar loved. She moaned into her boyfriend's mouth and his fingers traveled down her stomach and between her legs to play with her pussy, which was soaked, at least judging by the sounds of wetness that reached Nick's ears.

    Jason kissed Skylar's neck as she closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and moaned from the intense pleasure her boyfriend offered. Then she turned her head, looked at Nick, and smiled. "Take your clothes off, sweetie. Get comfortable. Play with your cock as you watch my boyfriend make love to me."

    Nick stood and stripped as Skylar pushed Jason into the bed, crawled between his legs, and took his cock in her mouth. She looked up at him while offering a slow, seductive blowjob. She kept her lips sealed tight around the head, eliciting a series of moans and a bright smile from the man she was deeply interested in pleasuring.

    Nick sat on the couch and took his dick in his hand. He stroked slowly - very, very slowly so he wouldn't cum - and watched his wife offer the most incredible blowjob to her boyfriend. Skylar didn't just suck Jason's cock. She made love to it with her mouth. She offered him the same kind of worshipful pleasure that Nick offered his wife when he went down on her, indicating she felt a deep desire to make her boyfriend feel good, though given how much Skylar enjoyed sex with Jason, that was no surprise.

    "Would you mind if I let him go down on me?" Skylar asked as she looked up at Jason.

    "Not at all," he replied with a smile.

    Skylar turned to Nick, smiled sweetly, and said, "Would you like to worship my pussy a little before Jason makes love to me?"

    Nick nodded and hopped to his feet as Skylar laid next to Jason. She spread her legs and looked down as Nick crawled between them and pushed his tongue inside her. Skylar moaned and turned to her boyfriend.

    "I'm so glad you're here with me," she said softly while reaching up to caress his face. "I'm so glad I get to spend the night with you. I'm so glad we get to make love as many times as we desire."

    "There's no one I'd rather be with, Skylar," Jason said a moment before their lips met for the deepest, most beautiful kiss Nick had ever witnessed.

    He tended to Skylar's pussy - which was already soaking wet and didn't really need his tongue - right up until she said to her boyfriend, "I need to feel you inside me. I need you to make love to me, Jason."

    Nick knew that was his sign to back away, and he did. He moved to the couch, took his dick in his hand once more, and watched as his wife's boyfriend moved between her legs and slipped his long, thick cock into her pussy.

    Skylar moaned and wrapped her arms around the man she'd made love to so many times in the past six months. Their lips met for a long, tender kiss as his cock remained deep inside her. Nick alternated between staring at the beautiful union of their bodies and watching them kiss, for both sights proved hugely arousing as a steady stream of precum poured from the tip of his cock.

    "Make love to me," Skylar said. "Please, Jason, make love to me."

    Nick watched his wife and her boyfriend make slow, sensual, beautiful love in the hotel bed. The light from the Christmas decorations right outside the sliding glass door filled the room, casting shades of red, green, and blue on the walls and on their bodies, which seemed to have become one as they engaged in the mutual pursuit of a deeply pleasurable climax.

    As he watched, Nick thought of the pure, perfect pleasure he'd experience when Skylar invited him to clean up afterwards. It was two months ago that he'd cleaned Jason's cum from her pussy for the first time and he'd done so countless times since. It was a deeply intimate act and she'd noted that it made her feel even closer to Nick when he lovingly licked her boyfriend's cum from her pussy, a notion that only deepened his desire to do so.

    After a beautiful missionary session, Skylar got on top. She slowly sat on Jason's stiff, slick cock and Nick marveled at the beauty of what had become his favorite position to witness. He enjoyed the superior view of his wife's pussy taking another man's cock and there was something about seeing Skylar actively pursue her orgasm by riding and grinding on her boyfriend that thrilled him even more than the missionary sex had.

    Neither of them paid any attention to Nick as he masturbated to the sight of them having sex, but that was almost always how it was when he watched. They were far too involved with each other to give him any attention, though Nick liked that. In fact, he loved that. He loved that Skylar was so connected and lost in lust with her boyfriend that she only wanted to stare into his eyes as they made love. She was dedicated to their mutual pursuit of pleasure and it was only after she'd claimed her orgasm - and ensured that Jason had one too - that she would give Nick any attention.

    Skylar and Jason came together, as they almost always did. Nick saw it coming when his wife's ass began to tremble from the pleasure coursing through her body. Then she started to ride Jason's cock a little faster and her toes curled. Finally, she dug her fingernails into his chest and announced her impending orgasm, signaling Jason that he should unleash inside her.

    Nick then witnessed his favorite moment. Each and every time he watched Jason cum inside his wife it thrilled him beyond words. They'd gone without condoms three months into their relationship and the sex had been better for everyone, including Nick, as he couldn't get enough of the sight of another man cumming inside his wife, and of course he found endless pleasure in being invited to clean up the mess Jason left inside her.

    After cumming, Skylar leaned down and shared a series of long, sensual kisses with her boyfriend. They caressed each other tenderly, whispered sweet nothings that Nick couldn't quite hear, and seemed as though they were as deeply connected as two people could be.

    Then Skylar lifted her pussy from Jason's cock, rolled onto her back, and looked at Nick with a warm, loving smile on her face. "Would you like to clean his cum out of me, Nick?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he answered.

    Jason rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom, as he almost always did when Nick was invited to clean Skylar's pussy. It was an act of kindness, really, as he allowed Nick to reconnect with his wife in the beautiful, almost romantic manner that was only possible for a cuckold.

    Nick crawled between Skylar's legs and kissed her thighs as he looked up at her. "It was so beautiful watching you make love," he said. "It always is, but tonight felt better. Maybe it's just the Christmas season, but I found it so thrilling to watch the two of you connect like that, to have such beautiful sex."

    Skylar sat up on her elbows and reached down to run her fingers through his hair. "The sex was better," she said. "And I think it's because of this beautiful getaway you set up for us, Nick. You made this happen. You gave us a beautiful gift. You allowed us to spend the night experiencing the romantic wonder of Christmas. It feels like Jason and I are closer than ever, and that's because of you."

    Nick kissed her pussy, tasted just a little of her boyfriend's cum, and said, "I just want to be the perfect cuckold for you."

    Skylar smiled. "You are, Nick, and the perfect cuckold deserves to clean his wife's pussy, so put your tongue inside me and enjoy yourself."

    Nick pushed his tongue between his wife's pussy lips, scooped up some of Jason's cum, and swallowed. He closed his eyes as pleasure enveloped him, leading to a beautiful, almost painful throbbing between his legs and a delightful tingling sensation in his extremities. He was at the height of his pleasure as a cuckold and he had his wife - his beautiful, perfect hotwife - to thank for that.

    Nick gently, slowly cleaned Skylar's pussy of her boyfriend's cum. He licked up every drop he could find, savoring the taste and texture and swallowing over and over, filling his stomach with his reward and feeling deeply thankful to be married to such a wonderful woman.

    "Thank you for letting me watch," Nick said when he was finished. "And thank you so much for letting me clean you."

    Skylar sat up, pulled his lips to hers, and gave Nick a soft kiss. "You're welcome, sweetheart. And thank you for being a perfect cuckold. Now, why don't you go back to your room. I imagine Jason and I are going to make love once more before the night is over. After we do, I'll come to your room and let you clean him out of me once more before I give you an orgasm. How does that sound?"

    "That sounds perfect," Nick said as he gave her one last kiss, backed out of the bed, and quickly pulled his clothes on. "I love you, Skylar."

    "I love you too," she replied.

    Jason stepped out of the bathroom and joined Skylar in the bed right before Nick headed for the door. He turned to see his wife and her boyfriend kissing before stepping out and beginning what would likely be a fairly long wait before she came to his room to offer him the final pleasure of the evening.

    Nick would use the time to go over the rest of his plans for December, for the trip to Cambria was just the first step in ensuring his wife and her boyfriend had a perfect Christmas season.

  
    A Perfect Cuckold for Christmas - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "Nick, would it be too distracting for you if I gave Jason a blowjob?" Skylar asked from the backseat.

    They were on their way to Newport Beach for the second weekend getaway Nick had planned for what he hoped would be a truly memorable Christmas season for his wife and her boyfriend. He was driving and Skylar had elected to sit in the back with Jason.

    "Not at all," Nick replied with a quick glance in the rearview mirror. He saw Skylar flash her bright, beautiful smile and then the sound of Jason's zipper being lowered reached Nick's ears.

    "You wouldn't mind if I gave you a blowjob, would you?" Skylar asked.

    Jason chuckled. "Well, if it's something you feel like you need to do, I'm certainly not going to stop you."

    Nick heard the sound of kissing and then Jason offered a soft moan, which meant Skylar was already working her boyfriend's cock. She'd never been all that fond of giving Nick blowjobs, but it was different with Jason. She hadn’t been able to fully explain her change of heart on the topic of giving oral pleasure, other than to say she really enjoyed making Jason feel good in that particular manner.

    Though he often felt jealous - especially when he watched his wife give her boyfriend a blowjob - Nick was always thoroughly aroused by the mere thought of his Abby pleasuring Jason with her mouth. That arousal was far more significant when he got to watch or listen, as he was doing on that day as they neared their destination.

    The longer the blowjob went on, the more aroused Nick got, leaving him hard as a rock and leaking a little bit of precum into his underwear by the time Jason's moans indicated he was on the verge of an orgasm.

    "Baby, I'm close," he said. "Oh...fuck, Skylar, I'm close."

    Nick knew his wife was going to take her boyfriend's cum in her mouth. Even if they weren't in the car she would have, for she always swallowed for Jason. It was something she hadn't really ever done for Nick and he couldn't help but find it thrilling that she'd deemed her boyfriend worthy of a treat that Skylar clearly didn't think her husband deserved.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Jason cried out before his grunts and groans of pleasure filled the car. Skylar moaned too, and Nick couldn't help but wonder if his wife found genuine pleasure in receiving her boyfriend's cum in her mouth or if she was simply trying to deepen his pleasure by offering up such wondrous noises.

    "Mmm, I really do love giving you head," Skylar said as her head popped up.

    Jason laughed. "That makes me a very, very lucky man, because I absolutely love when you give me head, Skylar."

    Nick considered telling them that he also enjoyed it when Skylar gave her boyfriend a blowjob, but he thought better of it and kept that little tidbit to himself.

    "So, Nick," Skylar began as they neared their destination, "you haven't told us why we're going to Newport Beach."

    "Are you familiar with the Newport Beach Christmas Boat Parade?" he asked.

    "No," they both replied from the backseat.

    "It's spectacular," Nick explained. "At least based on the pictures and videos I saw. All the homes and docks that ring the bay are decorated with incredible light displays. Then there's a parade of all these huge, beautiful boats that are also decorated to the nines. And, best of all, we're going to take it all in from the boat I rented, which is docked in a perfect position for enjoying all of the very particular Christmas beauty that Newport Bay has to offer."

    "I love that you've planned all of this for us, Nick," Skylar said. "I really do. It means so much that you're willing to put in so much work so I can have a magical Christmas with my boyfriend."

    "I love you, Skylar," Nick replied. "And I love that you've cuckolded me, and I want to do whatever I can to show you that I appreciate that you've made me so happy by making me your cuckold."

    Nick heard the sound of kissing from the backseat and then Skylar said, "I'm really a very lucky woman, aren't I?"

    "And I'm a lucky man," Jason replied.

    Nick felt like the luckiest of the three of them, as his fantasy of being cuckolded had proven far more satisfying than he thought possible. The reality had, in fact, surpassed his expectations, as he spent his days in a constant state of elation at the fact that his wife had a boyfriend she'd developed significant feelings for and that provided her with endlessly satisfying sex.

    Nick had booked the boat on Airbnb and getting aboard was as simple as showing a code on his phone to a security guard at the dock. Jason and Skylar walked hand-in-hand ahead of him as Nick wheeled their suitcases behind him. They stepped aboard the boat - which was far bigger than Nick expected - and stared in awe at the beauty and luxury of it before rushing below deck to explore the kitchen, the two bedrooms, and the small living space. All of it looked even more beautiful than Nick expected and he was thrilled that he'd made the right choice.

    "Nick, this is exquisite," Skylar said as she emerged from the bedroom she and Jason would be sleeping in. She gave him a soft kiss on the lips and rubbed his cock a little, sending a shiver of excitement through his body.

    "I just want to make you happy, Skylar," he said. "I want to be a good husband and a good cuckold for you."

    She kissed him again, this time offering a hint of tongue and quickly restoring Nick's cock to a fully erect state. "You're an incredible husband and a perfect cuckold," she said.

    Nick smiled and took a few moments to savor the sensations of desire coursing through him before he said, "If you check the bottom of your suitcase you'll see that I bought you a new bikini just in case the Southern California weather cooperated and it was warm enough for you to hang out on the boat deck in a swimsuit."

    "Is that right?" Skylar asked with a smile. "Is it the kind of bikini my boyfriend will enjoy seeing me in?"

    Nick nodded. It was a rather skimpy bikini, in fact, with a red top and a green thong bottom to fit with the theme of the season.

    "I guess I should go change into it," she said.

    "Would you and Jason like champagne?" he asked while wheeling their suitcase into the bedroom and setting it on the bed. "I had them stock the boat's refrigerator with a few bottles."

    "I'd love a glass of champagne," Jason answered.

    Skylar unzipped the suitcase, reached under her clothes, and pulled out the bikini. She held it up, smiled brightly - perhaps at how skimpy it was - and said, "I'd love a glass, too, and I love that you seemed to have thought of everything, Nick. You really do know how to make a girl and her boyfriend happy."

    Skylar then turned to Jason, smiled, and slowly stripped as she held his gaze. Nick watched right up until she stepped into her boyfriend's arms and kissed him while Jason's hands roamed over her now-naked body. His erection throbbed once more and he would have loved to watch whatever was going to unfold, but he had glasses of champagne to pour and serve, so he left his wife and her boyfriend.

    Skylar and Jason emerged from below deck a short while later and she happily spun around to show off her new bikini. She had a delighted smile on her face and Jason had a bit of a bulge in the shorts he'd changed into, indicating that they'd done a little bit of fooling around in the bedroom.

    Nick presented them both with a glass of champagne and they toasted, sipped, and sat to stare out at the beautiful view of the bay, the many boats in the harbor, and the impressive houses that ringed the water.

    "Nick, I'd like to feel your tongue in my pussy while Jason and I drink our champagne. Would you enjoy that?" Skylar asked.

    "More than anything," Nick answered.

    "I'd also like to see you naked," she said. "If you don't mind."

    The boat's deck was high enough that Nick wasn't really at risk of exposing himself to anyone else, so he happily stripped naked and got on his knees between Skylar's legs. She pulled her bikini bottoms aside, slid forward until she was sitting right at the edge of the cushioned bench, and then beckoned him to taste her pussy.

    Nick slipped his tongue between her labia and bathed his taste buds in the sweet juices he found inside her. As he did, Skylar and her boyfriend kissed, sipped champagne, and touched each other in the slow, erotic manner people tend to do when they're in no rush to pursue their sexual satisfaction. Instead, they were content to enjoy the very particular romance of the situation they found themselves in, a romance that Nick was gleeful to be a part of.

    "I'm so glad I'm here with you," Skylar said as she reached up to caress Jason's face. "I'm so glad I have you, Jason. I'm so glad that I found a man who makes me as happy as you do."

    "I feel the same way, Skylar," Jason replied.

    Nick felt lucky too, in part because being naked, on his knees, and between his wife's legs was exactly where he wanted to be while she offered such beautifully affectionate words to her boyfriend. And, while they hadn't yet declared their love for each other in explicit terms, it certainly felt to Nick like Skylar had developed those feelings for Jason, a notion that he found endlessly arousing.

    Skylar was kind enough to let Nick use his tongue to give her an orgasm right there on the boat deck. He took his time and she and Jason exchanged romantic words, soft kisses, and gentle touches throughout, creating a beautiful environment for a cuckold to pleasure his wife.

    "Thank you for letting me make you cum," Nick said when he'd finished. He sat back on his knees, putting his stiff cock on display and Skylar glanced at it and smiled.

    "It was my pleasure, believe me," Skylar replied as she reached over and rested her hand on the bulge in Jason's shorts. "Though it won't be the last orgasm I experience today, will it?"

    Nick shook his head and smiled.

    "I'm a little hungry, darling. Is there any food on this boat?" she asked.

    Nick nodded. He'd paid a little extra to have some items delivered to the boat and he stood to head for the kitchen to prepare a snack for his wife and her boyfriend. "I'll prepare something for you," he said.

    Jason put his arm around Skylar and they shared an astoundingly deep kiss as Nick looked over his shoulder and watched. His cock throbbed with cuckold delight, but he managed to drag himself away to make the snack.

    Nick spent the rest of the afternoon serving Skylar and Jason in any way they desired. He made sure their glasses were always full. He cleared away the dishes. He offered Skylar a foot massage while she talked with Jason about the hopes they had for the New Year. The day was everything he'd hoped it would be as he got to spend far more time as their cuckold than he ever really had before.

    A chill set in as the sun went down, so they all got dressed in warmer clothes to enjoy the boat parade and the incredible display of lights on the houses that ringed the bay. Nick served up another glass of champagne for his beautiful wife and her boyfriend and watched as they settled onto the padded bench on the deck, cuddled up with each other, and stared in wonder at the truly spectacular decorations of the dozens of boats that floated by throughout the parade.

    For the most part Jason and Skylar didn't say much as they watched the parade, but Nick found it so pleasurable to watch them that he barely saw any of the boats. Instead, he studied the way his wife would caress Jason's leg and look up to kiss him on the cheek or neck from time to time. He studied the way their lips would meet for a soft, sometimes lingering kiss and the way Skylar would smile after each and every one of those kisses, like that simple act of physical affection filled her with a kind of happiness she couldn't get enough of.

    It seemed to Nick that he was witnessing his wife and her boyfriend fall in love and that he had, in some ways, been responsible for that. He'd arranged both of the trips that had provided them with an opportunity to further develop their intimacy and feelings for each other and he'd gone to great lengths to ensure that each trip was utterly perfect. He was, as it turned out, working hard to make sure his wife fell in love with her boyfriend.

    "I'm a little cold," Skylar said as the parade seemed to be nearing its end.

    "I brought blankets," Nick replied. "I'll be right back."

    He'd packed several warm blankets in his suitcase and he quickly retrieved them for his beautiful wife. Skylar stood and gave Nick a soft kiss on the cheek as she took one of the blankets and wrapped it around her shoulders. "Thank for this trip, Nick. This has been such a beautiful day. I can't express how much I appreciate what you've done for Jason and me and how much you clearly care about the relationship I have with him."

    Nick wanted to tell his wife that it was okay to fall in love with her boyfriend, that he wanted her to fall in love for Christmas, but he kept that to himself. "I love you, Skylar," he said instead.

    She gave him a soft, lingering kiss on the lips and then surprised him by saying, "Would you take my pants off for me?"

    Nick happily unbuttoned her jeans and worked them over her hips and down her legs. He then dropped to his knees and helped her out of the leather boots she'd changed into so he could get her pants all the way off.

    "Jason likes the boots," Skylar said as she wrapped the blanket a little tighter around her body. "Would you help me put them back on, baby?"

    Nick smiled and helped his wife back into the admittedly sexy pair of black leather boots that she'd apparently worn for her boyfriend's benefit.

    Skylar rewarded him with a smile and then turned towards her boyfriend. "I think you should take your pants off," she said.

    Jason needed no further prodding as he happily took off his pants and shoes and tossed them aside. Skylar walked across the deck with the blanket still wrapped around her body and straddled her boyfriend. Nick remained on his knees and watched as the two of them kissed with a few boats still floating by behind them as the parade came to an end.

    Skylar moved her hips back and forth, grinding on Jason's cock and luring him to an erect state while the fringe of the blanket brushed against her lower back. Nick had a perfect view of the foreplay unfolding between them and he felt no desire to move despite the slight pain of his knees pressing against the hard deck.

    As they kissed, Skylar reached down to pull her panties aside and free Jason's cock from his underwear. She wrapped her fingers around his stiff flesh and stroked him slowly while her tongue entwined with his and they both moaned beautifully.

    "Will you make love to me?" Skylar asked.

    "That's the only thing in the world I want right now," Jason said.

    Skylar took the head of his cock between her plump, slippery pussy lips and slowly sat down on it. Then, much to Nick's surprise, she looked over her shoulder, smiled at him, and said, "You can come closer if you want, sweetie. I know how much you enjoy seeing him make love to me, after all."

    Nick crawled closer and Skylar turned her attention back to Jason and began to ride his cock at an achingly slow pace. Nick ended up close enough that he could hear the beautiful sounds of wetness as another man's long, thick, stiff dick entered his wife's pussy. He could see her labia cling to him every time she lifted her hips and he witnessed the beauty of his wife opening up for another man every time she dropped down onto his cock.

    Nick figured they'd finish like that, but Jason had other ideas. He grabbed Skylar's ass, picked her up, and gently laid her on the bench. His cock slipped inside her once more and they kissed as he made love to her with slow, deep thrusts. Skylar reached out and her hand found Nick's. She didn't look his way, but she squeezed his fingers tightly while moaning as another man made love to her.

    "You feel so good inside me," Skylar said as she looked into her boyfriend's eyes. "I love the way your cock feels inside me, Jason."

    Jason caressed her face as he kept up the pace of his slow, steady thrusts deep inside her. Nick was amazed that Skylar was still holding his hand, for she rarely paid much attention to him while having sex with her boyfriend. He was thrilled by her touch, though, and he loved how she would squeeze his fingers a little harder when Jason seemed to pleasure her in a particularly satisfying way.

    "I'm close, baby," Skylar announced after what felt like a remarkably long, beautiful session of lovemaking. "I need you to cum inside me, Jason. I need to feel you cum inside me. Please, cum in me. Cum with me and cum inside me."

    She sounded truly desperate for her boyfriend's cum, a notion that left Nick tingling with pleasure. Their lovemaking had every bit of his attention as they neared their orgasms. The thrusts got a little faster and Skylar moaned a little louder. Their kisses were more insistent and lusty and their tongues moved faster.

    Then Skylar squeezed Nick's hand hard enough that it hurt. He didn't dare let go, though, for it felt so blissful to be touching her while she climaxed with another man's cock inside her. Jason soon joined her in climaxing as he buried his cock in her pussy and pleasure washed over his face while he pumped his seed deep inside her.

    Nick felt such intense pleasure that he couldn't help but close his eyes as it washed over him. His whole body trembled and he maintained his beautiful connection with Skylar through holding her hand tightly. Though he didn't cum, the experience felt remarkably similar to an orgasm, almost as if the pleasure of the two people in front of him was transferred, in some manner, to Nick.

    "Nick, darling," Skylar said softly.

    Nick opened his eyes to see his wife and her boyfriend smiling at him.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "Would you enjoy cleaning me?" she asked.

    He nodded vigorously. "Absolutely."

    Jason kissed her softly and then pulled out, got up, and walked below deck. Skylar watched him go with a warm, loving look on her face and then turned to Nick.

    "You may clean me," she said. "And you may take your time. It's chilly out here, but I'm remarkably warm from that orgasm, so feel free to enjoy yourself, Nick."

    He stood, moved between his wife's legs, and settled in to enjoy every second of cleaning her boyfriend's cum from her utterly perfect pussy. He savored the taste of Jason's cum, the sweetness of Skylar's pussy juices mixed in with that taste, and the pleasure of her soft moans as she reached down to run her fingers through his hair and encourage him to enjoy his reward - as he thought of it - for being a good cuckold.

    Nick enjoyed every second of it, and later that night he'd get to enjoy another clean up session, this time during a visit to his bedroom from Skylar after she and Jason made love a little after midnight. It proved to be a perfect night, as did the next day when they spent their time seeing the sights in Newport Beach with Nick playing the part of the third wheel, a part that he thoroughly enjoyed.

    It was another successful trip, and it had Nick's spirits bright as Christmas neared.

  
    A Perfect Ending to a Cuckold Experience

    You’re on your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed. You’re there because that’s where you watch from.

    Your wife is in the bed with her bull. She’s in a crotchless black lace bodysuit that looks utterly perfect on her beautiful body.

    You have a perfect view of her lips wrapped around his big cock as she gives a vigorous, passionate blowjob. You can see his strong hands playing with her tits as she bobs up and down on his rod.

    “I’ll be you miss her mouth, huh cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “I do,” you say.

    It’s always humiliating when he taunts you like that. Your wife encourages it. She likes it when her bull puts you in your place. She told him that you no longer get to enjoy her mouth. Her reasoning was simple: If your cock can’t make her cum then there’s no reason you should be permitted to enjoy the pleasure of a blowjob.

    “I get wet when I suck his cock,” she told you. “That doesn’t happen when I go down on you. It doesn’t bring me any pleasure, so I’m not doing it anymore.”

    It was that simple. Just like that you were denied the pleasure of your wife’s mouth, which is exquisite.

    She knew what she was doing though. When you watch her give him head it’s so much more agonizing. It deepens your cuckolding. Something as simple as a blowjob reminds you that can’t give your wife what her bull can.

    “She’s so fucking good,” her bull says as your wife continues to eagerly swallow his cock.

    You can’t help but stare. You’d stroke your cock, but she has forbidden you from doing so. You’re only allowed to masturbate and orgasm when she gives you permission, which she hasn’t done tonight.

    Instead, you have to watch as your wife completely dedicates herself to sucking another man’s dick in your bed. He’s on his back where you sleep. His ass is exactly where yours is going to be later tonight when you fall asleep. He’s getting his dick sucked in your bed.

    When your beautiful wife finally relents and lets his cock fall from her mouth, she turns to him. She doesn’t look at you. She doesn’t say anything to you. She looks at her bull and says, “I need you inside me,” while stroking his long, thick, wet shaft.

    He smiles and says, “You hear that, cuckold? When was the last time she said that to you?”

    You don’t have an answer. You can’t remember. She certainly hasn’t said it since he entered her life, but it’s been years since you inspired that kind of lust in your wife. You’re not certain you can remember a time when she ever expressed a genuine need to have your cock inside her.

    She does with him, though. She does it all the time. When they have phone sex she tells him how badly she needs his cock inside her. You almost always hear her say it when they’re in your bed getting ready to fuck. She almost certainly says it when they spend time alone. It’s how she feels. She needs him inside her. She doesn’t want it, she needs it.

    Your wife moves to her back – on your side of the bed, of course – and spreads her legs. You catch a brief glimpse of her in the sheer bodysuit and it’s perfect. It’s exactly what you’d want her to wear if you were going to move between her legs and fuck her. She knows that. That’s why she’s wearing it for him. She takes every chance she can to make you jealous.

    “Are you ready to watch me fuck your wife, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “Yes. Please fuck my wife,” you say. You know it’s what he wants to hear. You know it makes your wife wet to hear you say it, too. You don’t want to disappoint her.

    He turns from you and moves between your wife’s legs. His cock moves slowly over her pussy lips before he pushes the head inside.

    Your wife pushes her hips upwards. She wants more of him inside her. She wants him to fuck her. He doesn’t plunge into her cunt yet, though. He’s teasing her. He’s driving her crazy. You hear her whimper. She wants it. She needs it.

    “Please, fuck me,” she begs. “Give me your cock. It’s been too long. I need you. I need to feel a real man inside me.”

    That last part was for you and it hits hard. She certainly knows how to add to everything you’re feeling as another man is about to pump his dick deep into her pussy.

    Finally her bull relents and slowly thrusts inside her. You watch in awe as her pussy lips open around his thickness. She arches her back as the pleasure seems to rush up her spine. She groans.

    “Does that feel good?” he asks.

    “It’s so fucking good,” your wife says. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me hard.”

    Now that he’s inside her, your wife’s bull is done with teasing. It’s time for him to fuck her. It’s time for him to show you what it looks like when she has the kind of sex she craves.

    Thanks to your position on the floor at the foot of the bed, the union between their two bodies is all you can see. You’re treated to the sight of his cock disappearing into your wife’s body over and over. You see his bare flesh enter her wet, needy pussy and then pull out again.

    You hear the sound of their bodies meeting. You hear the very slight squeaking noises coming from the bed. You hear her moans, which get louder the longer he fucks her.

    All you can do is stare at your wife’s pussy as she takes another man’s bare cock inside her. You can’t see her pretty face. You can’t see her lithe stomach or perky breasts. You can’t see her beautiful hair. All you can see is the proof that you’re not man enough to please her in the bedroom. All you can see is that she’s chosen to have another man fuck her while you’re on the floor waiting for whatever pleasure comes after he ejaculates inside her.

    “I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    He keeps pounding her pussy. He pounds her harder, in fact. That’s how your wife likes it. She wants the continued stimulation as an orgasm rushes through her. Only when she’s finished does he stop.

    The sex isn’t over though. They’re just going to change positions. He gets on his back on your side of the bed and she straddles him. She guides his cock into her soaking wet pussy and sinks down onto him.

    Again you’re watching the union of their bodies. Now you can appreciate her beautiful ass, the soft skin of her back, and the way her hair bounces as she rides him.

    You love how she bounces on his dick and tosses her head back to moan towards the ceiling. You see him reach up and assume that he’s playing with her nipples. Your wife loves it when her bull plays with her nipples.

    You can see his testicles start to tighten up. You know that means his orgasm is drawing near. Your favorite moment of the night is almost here.

    You love when he cums inside her. You love that you’re not allowed to do that anymore. You love that he’s the only man that gets the pleasure of releasing his seed in your wife’s perfect pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she says.

    Your wife knows when her bull is about to cum. She knows that he loves to hear her ask for it. Every man does. She doesn’t ask you for it anymore. For you, the pleasure comes from knowing that she begs another man to fill her with his cum.

    “Give me your cum. Give me your load,” your wife says as she bounces harder on him.

    He groans and she sinks down onto his cock and moves her hips back and forth. He’s cumming in her pussy and she’s milking every last drop out of his balls.

    “That’s it. Cum inside me. Fill my pussy with your cum,” she encourages him.

    When he’s done, your wife leans down and you hear them kissing as you stare at her cock-filled pussy.

    “On the bed, cuckold,” your wife demands.

    You climb into bed and lie down next to them. You see a naughty look cross her face and wonder what she’s going to do.

    You’re surprised when she climbs off his cock and quickly straddles you and sits down on your much smaller, rock hard dick.

    For a few moments you think your wife is going to fuck you. You think she’s going to ride your dick and let you add your load to her pussy. You’re wrong.

    She quickly climbs off your cock and lets her pussy hover just a few inches above the head. You look down and see that your erection is completely covered in his thick white cum and more of it is dripping from her pussy.

    Your wife lies next to you and wraps her fingers around your cock.

    “Do you want to cum?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    She strokes your cum-covered cock. She’s using her bull’s semen as lubrication for a cuckold handjob. You hear him laugh from your side of the bed.

    “You’re going to cum like a cuckold should,” she says. “Using a real man’s load as lubrication.”

    If you were less turned on you might object. You might climb off the bed and storm off. You might yell at her for trying to humiliate you like that.

    You don’t do that, though. Instead, you beg her.

    “Please, make cum,” you say.

    She strokes you faster. The sound of her cum-soaked hands moving up and down your shaft is so much louder than you’d expect. Every stroke is a reminder that she’s using his semen as lubrication.

    “I’ll only make you cum if you promise to eat your load, cuckold. Tell me you’ll eat your load,” she says.

    You’re so close that you can’t say no. You know it’s going to be disgusting. You know you’ll be eating some of his load too because you know she’s going to feed it to you. None of that matters. All you want to do is cum.

    “I’ll eat my load. Please, make me cum,” you beg.

    “Good boy,” your wife says before leaning closer and kissing your neck. She moans like she’s getting fucked and strokes your dick skillfully. That’s all it takes to make you cum.

    You groan as your cum flies into the air. Your wife giggles as she watches it land on your stomach and spill over her fingers.

    “I hope you’re hungry,” she says. “It looks like you had a lot saved up.”

    You’re not hungry, especially not for your cum. You know you have to eat it though. It’s the price you pay for an incredible orgasm. 

  
    A Perfect Husband for Christmas - Part 1

    "Wow," Eva said as the waiter placed two flawlessly-crafted cocktails on the table. "They're so beautiful and so festive."

    "Yes, ma'am," he replied before standing, turning on a dime, and walking away.

    "He has exceptional posture, don't you think?" Grace asked.

    Eva hadn't noticed, though one look towards the waiter made it clear that her sister was right. He walked with utterly flawless posture.

    "He's likely being paid a little above minimum wage - and earning more with tips, of course - and yet he approaches his job like it's of the utmost importance. That's the sort of quality you want in a man, Eva."

    Instead of rolling her eyes at her sister, Eva reached for the frosted martini glass and took a sip of the slightly sweet cocktail that featured a host of unrecognizable ingredients. She wasn't much of a drinker, after all. It was, of course, delicious.

    "You shouldn't ignore me, Eva," Grace added. "You got it wrong once and it's foolish to act like you're going to get it right a second time just because you want to."

    Grace was referring to Scott, Evan's first husband. The marriage had lasted five years, though it likely shouldn't have lasted more than two. Scott was not much of a man. He'd lost his job a year into the marriage and never bothered searching for another, instead preferring to do freelance gardening when he felt like it, which wasn't all that often. He wasn't an abusive man - thankfully - but he spectacularly lazy and, as it turned out, he had a thing for fucking other women while Eva was at work.

    "I don't come here for a lecture, Grace," she said. "I came here to enjoy this spectacular bar and these incredible cocktails and to spend some quality time with my sister."

    Grace set her drink down and smiled. "I'm sorry, Eva. I sounded really bitchy there and I didn't mean to."

    "Grady's different. He is. He has a good job. He plans really great dates for us. He knows how to cook. He wants to have kids and he'll be a good dad."

    Eva smiled as she thought of her boyfriend. He really did seem to be everything Scott hadn't been, plus he happened to be exceptionally nice.

    "I agree that he seems different. I just want to make sure that you've found the right guy. I want to make sure that you don't end up in another disastrous marriage."

    "He hasn't even proposed yet," Eva replied with noticeable irritation in her voice.

    "He's going to and you know it."

    Eva smiled. She did know it. They'd talked about it. She suspected he was planning a Christmas proposal, in fact.

    "I want to give you a gift," Grace said.

    "What sort of gift?"

    "The gift of ensuring that Grady is, in fact, the man you need him to be."

    "And how exactly would you go about doing that?"

    "The same way I went about ensuring that Noel was the man I needed him to be. There are certain things that every woman deserves in a husband. Certain qualities that ensure a healthy, long-lasting marriage. I made sure that Noel had those qualities and I'm going to do the same with Grady, assuming you'll let me."

    Though Grace's holier-than-though attitude sometimes grated on Eva, there was no denying that her marriage seemed to be ideal. Perfect, even. Noel doted on her. That had a beautiful family. Their home was well-organized and their lives seemed to include minimal stress, which Eva yearned for as her marriage to Scott had been endlessly stressful thanks to his shortcomings.

    "And how, exactly, do you ensure that Grady is the sort of man I need him to be?" Eva asked.

    Grace smiled and sipped her cocktail. "I've provided this particular service to three of my friends. They've all been quite happy with the results. There was some resistance at first, but in the end everyone got what they wanted and all three couples are exceptionally happy."

    "You didn't answer my question."

    "No, I didn't, and I don't intend to."

    Eva didn't want to admit to her sister that she was nervous about marrying Grady. It had very little to do with her prospective husband and a great deal more to do with the scars she carried from her relationship with Scott. He'd seemed so perfect and he'd turned out to be a total disaster as a husband. What if Grady was the same?

    It was that fear that led Eva to find her sister's vague and mysterious offer far more appealing than it probably should have been. She could have pressed for more information, but she didn't bother because Eva knew she wouldn't get it. Plus, Grace's marriage was genuinely enviable and if Eva could have something akin to that then it seemed worth trusting her sister.

    "Okay," she said.

    Grace smiled. "You'll accept my gift?"

    "Well, I'm not sure about calling it a gift since I have no idea what you plan on doing, but I love Grady and I really, really want a good marriage."

    Grace lifted her glass and gently clinked it against Eva's. "A toast to a very happy future for you and Grady."

    Eva toasted, though she was far from confident that she'd made a good decision. She couldn't imagine it being especially harmful, though, so she sipped her cocktail, let the taste linger on her tongue, and let herself imagine a future where her marriage - and her life as a whole - was anywhere near as lovely as Grace's seemed to be.

    ---

    Grady was nervous as he approached his future sister-in-law's front door. He was fairly certain that Grace liked him, but he suspected that meeting with her - which Eva had asked him to do - was related to his stated intention to propose to Eva.

    An elegant wreath hung on the red door and Grady took a moment to admire it before reaching up to knock. There was no need, though, as the door swung open before his hand struck it.

    Standing in front of him was a man Grady didn't recognize.

    "Hey, man," he said.

    "Hey, I'm Grady."

    A moment later, Grace appeared behind the man standing in her doorway. He turned, smiled, and kissed her on the cheek. His hand moved to the small of her back and his lips lingered there for far longer than seemed appropriate.

    "Next week?" he asked.

    Grace smiled. "Absolutely."

    Grady stepped aside and the man walked past him and down the driveway.

    "Grady, come in," Grace said.

    He did so and she shut the door behind him. "Who was that?"

    "A friend," she replied. "Follow me."

    Grace wore a green satin dress and a pair of shiny black boots. It was a remarkably fetching outfit and Grady was embarrassed when he caught himself staring at her ass, which looked remarkable as the thin green satin moved back and forth over it with every step.

    Grady expected they'd settle in the living room, but instead they walked right past it and headed down the hallway. Grace stepped into a small, sparsely decorated room that featured an elegant wooden desk, a wooden dresser, and a chair that looked out of place in the middle of the room.

    "Please, sit," she said.

    Though he felt a little nervous, Grady sat in the chair as Grace approached the wooden dresser and opened the top drawer. He watched as she pulled out a pair of black gloves - seemingly made from the same shiny material as her boots - and pulled them on.

    Grace closed the top drawer and bent over. Grady heard her open another drawer, but his gaze was drawn to her backside. The satin dress had ridden up and he could see the bottom of her ass cheeks as well as a hint of the green satin thong she had on.

    As she stood, Grady turned away to ensure she didn't notice his staring. A moment later he felt something cool against his wrist. He turned to see Grace handcuffing him to the chair.

    "What are you doing?"

    As Grady instinctively fought against the cuff on one wrist, Grace secured the other, effectively locking him to the heavy wooden chair.

    "Grace, what are you doing?"

    Without saying a word she reached for his belt and loosened it with ease. She unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down along with his underwear. Grady panicked and thrashed in the chair as she backed away.

    "Stop it. Right now," Grace demanded.

    He didn't stop.

    Grace stepped closer and slapped him across the face. The glove unquestionably enhanced the pain, though it was the shock of being slapped that captured his attention and ceased his thrashing.

    Without saying a word, Grace returned to the dresser. She opened the top drawer and pulled out a small red object and closed her fingers around it.

    "I'd recommend you remain still for this next part or you're likely to get injured," she said.

    Grace stepped in front of Grady and opened her hand before extending it towards him. Though he'd never seen anything like the object she held, its shape made its purpose obvious.

    "You have to stop, Grace. I don't know what you're doing, but you have to stop."

    She smiled and split the device into two parts. "Like I said, you should remain still or you'll get injured."

    Grace bent over and took his balls in her hand. She slipped one part of the device - a red ring - over his balls. She placed the second part on his cock and the two clicked together. Grace then slipped a key into what must have been a lock, turned it, and stood up with a satisfied smile on her face.

    Grady looked down at the device that now encased his cock. It was immediately obvious that an erection would be impossible while he was locked inside it.

    "Grace, what the fuck? What's going on? What is this thing you put on me?"

    "It's a chastity device. It gives me control over your erections. Over your pleasure, really."

    "Are you out of your fucking mind? Why would you do this?"

    "Because Eva deserves a good marriage, Grady. Because I'm going to ensure that you're a perfect husband for her."

    Grady thrashed against the handcuffs and succeeded only in causing significant pain in his wrists. "Please, Grace, take this thing off of me and uncuff me. Just let me out of here."

    "No."

    Again Grady thrashed. Again he hurt his wrists.

    "You need a little time to calm down. I'll be back."

    Grace turned and left and Grady began screaming for help. He did so until his throat hurt, which didn't take all that long. He then tried to move the chair, which proved heavy enough that moving it more than a few inches was all but impossible. He then thrashed against the handcuffs, but by that point the pain was significant enough that a few seconds later he was in agony.

    Then Grady gave up. He gave up and he waited. He'd been taken prisoner by his girlfriend's sister and all he could do was wait and hope that she wasn't going to do something horrifying to him.

    At some point - Grady lost track of time - Grace returned. He felt a sense of anger the moment she walked in the room, but it was clear she was in control and there was little point in raging at her.

    "Are we feeling a little calmer?" Grace asked.

    "Yes. I'm sorry about my behavior before."

    She smiled and bent over. She ran her fingers over the part of his wrists not obscured by the cuffs. "Did you hurt yourself?"

    "A little."

    "Would you like me to kiss it and make it better?"

    Grace didn't wait for an answer. Instead, she dropped to her knees, leaned in, and softly kissed the skin around the handcuff. Her lips then moved over his hand and to his fingers. She kissed each of them and then looked up at Grady and took his index finger in her mouth.

    "What are you doing?"

    Grace sucked on his finger, moving it in and out of her mouth.

    "No, Grace, please, stop."

    It wasn't that Grady found the finger sucking gross or unpleasant. It was that he found it arousing. It was inappropriate. He couldn't find it arousing.

    Then he felt the pain between his legs. It took a moment to realize that it was the pain of his cock trying to get hard in the chastity device. It was agonizing. Astonishingly so, in fact.

    "It hurts, doesn't it?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    Grace stood, smiled, and turned around. "I noticed you staring at my ass. This dress makes it look rather irresistible, doesn't it?"

    He didn't answer. She was right, of course, but he didn't answer.

    Grace lifted the bottom of her dress until the entirety of her ass was exposed. Grady stared for just a moment and then looked away.

    "Don't look away," she said. "Look at my ass, Grady."

    He refused.

    "Look at my ass or you'll never get out of this room."

    Grady looked. He couldn't imagine Grace would actually keep him in that room forever, but he clearly didn't know her at all, so he stared.

    Grace backed up until his knees touched the backs of her legs. Then she sat down. She dropped her soft, warm, round, perfect ass into his lap. He felt it against his caged cock.

    She began to grind in his lap like he imagined a stripper did when you paid for a dance. She leaned back until her cheek rested gently against his. She moaned and then turned her head and kissed his neck. Grady tried to lean away, but he could only go so far and Grace's lips could easily follow.

    "Grace, please, stop," he pleaded.

    His cock ached. The pain was incredible. He couldn't help himself, though. She was giving him a lap dance. Any man's cock would have attempted to get hard in that moment.

    Grace stood, turned around, and smiled as she let her dress fall over her ass. She looked down at Grady's cock and his gaze followed. He saw his flesh poking through the openings in the red chastity cage and he felt the continued pain of being denied the erection his body craved.

    "I'm in control now, Grady," she said. "You're not coming out of that cage until I say so. Until I've finished my assessment of your suitability as a husband for my sister."

    "Grace, you have to know that this is insane."

    "It's not, Grady. This will be the fifth time I've done this sort of assessment. Noel was the first. I've done it for three of my friends. All four of us are blissfully happy in our marriages with husbands that come as close to perfect as a man can get. Eva deserves to join that club and that device you're wearing is the first step to helping her achieve the marriage she deserves."

    "That's really all this is? You just want to make sure I'll be a good husband for Eva?"

    Grace nodded.

    "Well, we can both agree on the fact that Eva deserves a great husband and a great marriage. Your method of getting there seems way, way over the top, though."

    She smiled. "If you think this is over the top, you're going to be stunned at what comes next."

    Grace offered no further details, though the look on her face made Grady suitably nervous.

    "So what do I have to do to earn your approval and get this thing off?"

    "You have to prove that you're the right kind of husband for Eva."

    "That's not an answer."

    Grace smiled and lifted the bottom of her dress, revealing her green satin panties. Grady noticed a wet spot and watched as Grace pushed her fingers down the front of her underwear. She moaned softly and he looked away.

    "Look at me."

    Fearing another slap across the face, Grady returned his gaze to the masturbating woman in front of him. He watched Grace's fingers move in her panties. He listened to the exceptional wetness and despite his best efforts, Grady's cock once again attempted to get hard.

    "Please, Grace, stop."

    She pulled her fingers from her panties and Grady noted that they looked far wetter than he expected. She stepped closer and extended her hand.

    "Open your mouth."

    Grady wanted to resist, but it was fruitless. She was right that he wasn't in control. He opened his mouth and her fingers were soon on his tongue.

    The taste was not what he expected. It was, in fact, unpleasant. It was salty and bitter.

    "Suck."

    Grady closed his lips around her fingers and he sucked. He sucked them clean as she pushed them deeper into his mouth and pulled out. The unpleasant taste danced over his tongue.

    Grace leaned down and kissed him softly on the cheek before whispering, "You just tasted another man's cum."

    Her words registered, but it took a few seconds before the meaning of them fully dawned on Grady. He felt a mild tightness in his chest as anxiety gripped him. "What?"

    "The man you saw when you first arrived. You just tasted his cum."

    "But...but that wasn't Noel."

    "No, it wasn't. That was my lover. That was the man I call when I need to be well and truly fucked, when I need to be fully and completely satisfied."

    "You're cheating on Noel."

    She laughed. "No. I cuckold my husband. I don't cheat. Noel is well aware that I fuck other men. Noel enjoys that I fuck other men. It took him quite some time to discover his enjoyment, but he's come around to the bliss of being a cuck and of being married to a woman that's unafraid to seek her satisfaction in whatever way she desires. Eva will come around to that, too."

    Grady shook his head. "No. No. No."

    Grace pushed her fingers into her panties once more. She penetrated herself and pulled them free. She presented them to Grady, but he kept his mouth shut. There was little point to it, though, as she managed to shove them into his mouth.

    "Suck them clean," she hissed while grasping his balls with her free hand.

    Grady sucked. He sucked her cummy fingers clean. He tasted another man's cum. A total stranger's cum. Grace rewarded him by caressing his balls and his caged cock. She kissed his neck, too, and despite everything, it felt good. Pleasure rushed through his body. He closed his eyes and sucked gently on her fingers.

    "That's good," she whispered. "You're already learning. That's a very good sign, Grady. It might not take long to finish my assessment if you continue to learn this quickly."

    She pulled her fingers free and lowered her panties, revealing her pussy, which appeared to Grady to have been vigorously fucked, at least based on how puffy her labia were.

    Grace held up her panties and Grady noted that a fair amount of her lover's cum had collected in the gusset. He feared that Grace would make him lick it clean, but instead she ran her fingers through it and placed them in her mouth, sucking all the cum off of them.

    Then, to his horror, Grace leaned in and kissed him. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and she transferred the cum - or at least some of it - to him.

    More horrifying, though, was the arousal Grady felt. He told himself it was simply because a beautiful woman was kissing him, but that didn't make it any less awful that his cock was trying to get hard while Grace pushed cum into his mouth.

    "Mmm, that was lovely," she said. "Something of a turn on, actually. I'll be sitting on Noel's face for quite some time when he gets home. He'll be thankful for that, Grady. He enjoys servicing my pussy more than you can imagine."

    Grace put her panties on and fixed her dress. She then returned to the dresser and retrieved a key that he hoped would be for the chastity device.

    "I'm going to release you from the cuffs now. You might be inclined to search my house for the key to that device on your cock, but I can assure you that you won't find it. You might be inclined to attack me - given what I've done to you - but I would encourage you to think of Eva before you do anything hasty. After all, my sister will dump you if I tell her that you tried to assault me."

    "I'm not going to attack you."

    She smiled. "No, of course not. Instead, you're going to go straight home to Eva. You might try and remove the device - perhaps go to a trusting locksmith - but if your cock is not locked in that cage the next time I see you, I can assure you that Eva will break up with you."

    "You seem confident that your sister won't be utterly outraged at what you've done to me, Grace. You're insane. The moment I show her this cage on my cock she's going to call you, scream at you, and demand that you bring her the key. She's going to cut you out of her life. She might even call the police."

    Grace laughed. "She's not going to do any of that, Grady. She's going to thank me, in fact."

    She was clearly insane, but there was no point in arguing with her. Grady just wanted to get out of her house and home to Eva so they could sort out what to do about her insane sister.

    Grace unlocked the cuffs and Grady got dressed as she watched over him. She then led him back to the front door before leaning against it and blocking his way.

    "May I leave?" he asked.

    Grace smiled. "I enjoyed myself, Grady, and I think that if you really think about it you'll realize that you enjoyed yourself, too. Either way, though, I'll be seeing you soon."

    She stepped aside and opened the door and Grady rushed out before she could trap him again. He didn't bother looking back. He got in his car and sped away, making a beeline for Eva's house.

    "Eva!" Grady called out as he stepped inside.

    "In the bedroom!"

    Grady ran up the stairs and rushed down the hallway to find Eva sitting in her bed wearing a tank top and a pair of green satin pajama shorts. He'd never seen them before and was momentarily thrown as he thought of Grace's dress and panties.

    "Welcome home," Eva said with a smile.

    "Your sister's insane, Eva. She's insane. We need to...well, I don't know what we need to do, but she's insane."

    Eva didn't seem anywhere near as concerned as Grady wanted her to be. In fact, she seemed utterly unperturbed despite the panicked tone in his voice.

    "What's wrong?" she asked.

    "She...she handcuffed me to a chair in her office and put my...my...she put my cock in some kind of prison."

    Eva stared at him for a few seconds and calmly asked, "Can I see it? The prison, I mean."

    Grady felt like he was losing his mind. Did Eva just not believe him? Did she think he was the crazy one? The easy solution was to show her the chastity device, so he stripped from the waist down and stood there with his caged cock on display.

    Eva smiled.

    "Why are you smiling?"

    "It's cute."

    "Eva, what the fuck? Did you hear me? Your sister basically kidnapped me for an hour and locked my cock in a chastity device that seems very, very difficult to remove. At the very least it would be hugely humiliating to have someone remove it. We need to go over there and you need to demand that she give you the key so you can unlock me."

    Eva looked away for a moment and asked, "Do you know what it's like to waste years of your life on a bad relationship? And I mean literal years."

    "What?"

    "I've been thinking about that very thing since I had drinks with Grace. I've been thinking about it constantly, in fact. Scott stole five years of my life. Six if you count the year we spent dating. Six of the best years of my life, Grady. I don't think I realized just how much anger I'm harboring about that. Not until I talked to Grace. Not until she told me she was going to give me the gift of ensuring that you're the man I want to marry."

    "Eva! This is insane! Do you see what she did to my cock? Do you see my wrists? Do you see how they're already black and blue?"

    "My understanding is that the injuries to your wrists are your own fault. You didn't have to struggle the way you did, Grady."

    He was speechless.

    "Grace called. We talked while you were on your way over here. And for what it's worth, a few days ago she shared some of the details of how she goes about ensuring that a man is worthy of being a husband. I did think it all seemed a bit extreme, but Grace and the three friends she's helped have the happiest marriages of anyone I know."

    "Are their husbands happy?" Grady asked.

    Eva stood and walked towards him with a remarkably suggestive sway in her hips. "They are. I know it seems hard to believe, but they are. Noel is the happiest husband I've ever met."

    "His wife cheats on him!"

    "She cuckolds him, Grady. There's a difference. He's a willing participant. She doesn't force him to watch her fuck other men. She doesn't force him to lick her pussy clean afterwards. He does it willingly. He gets off on it. Just like you will."

    Clearly, Eva was just as insane as her sister. Grady had somehow not seen it in the months they'd dated.

    Eva cupped his balls and her fingers danced over the wrinkled flesh as she leaned in. Her lips found his neck and she offered a series of slow, sensual kisses with just a hint of her tongue dancing over his skin.

    "I love you, Grady," she whispered. "I want to marry you, but I can't take the risk of throwing away another five years of my life. I need to let Grace work her magic. I need you to let her work her magic. When she's done, you'll be released from your cage."

    Grady felt the ache of his cock trying to grow. "Eva...please...I'll be a good husband. I will. You don't need your sister to do whatever insane shit she wants to do. I've had enough of it already. Please."

    Eva reached up and slipped two fingers into his mouth. Grady wanted to back away, but some part of him kept him in place. It made him suck on her fingers. He got turned on as he did so, mostly because he could see the arousal in his girlfriend's eyes.

    "My sister is not like most women. My sister is also happier than most women. I want to be happy like her and I refuse to waste any more of my life on an undeserving man. If you want to break up with me, though, I'll understand. I'll tell Grace to unlock you and we can go our separate ways."

    Eva continued to slowly penetrate Grady's mouth as she kissed his neck. He kept sucking on her fingers, too, and his dick throbbed in the cage. It felt utterly foolish to deny that he was turned on, even if he found Grace's methods utterly horrifying.

    "I don't want to break up with you," he said when Eva finally pulled her fingers free. "I think this is all insane...but I want to be with you, Eva. I do."

    She smiled and then lowered her pajama shorts, revealing her pussy. "Grace suggested I sit on your face when you get home. I'd like to do so. I'd like to have multiple orgasms, too. Get in the bed."

    Grady took off his shirt and crawled into the bed. He didn't mind Eva sitting on his face. He liked making her cum. He told himself he wouldn't eat another man's cum again, though, and he definitely wouldn't be turned into a cuckold. He couldn't. He could never do that.
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    ---

    Grady watched the water run down his stomach and over the red chastity device that had encased his cock for the past three days. He reached down and wrapped his fingers around his imprisoned genitals. He pulled and stroked and felt a hint of pleasure, though it was mostly frustration that gripped him.

    "Wishing you could masturbate?"

    Grady jumped and turned to see Eva standing on the other side of the glass door. He didn't answer her question and she frowned playfully before pulling off her sweater, lowering her panties, and opening the door to join him in the shower.

    "I hope you don't mind," she said.

    "No, of course not."

    Eva smiled and pressed her naked, wet body against his. He couldn't help but run his arms down her back. She kissed him softly, offering just a hint of tongue. It was enough to make his cock stir in the cage.

    "You were very generous last night," she said.

    Grady had spent a great deal of time between her legs the previous night, tending to her pussy with his fingers and tongue and bringing her to a total of four orgasms while his cock remained soft in the chastity device that Eva's sister had locked him in three days prior.

    "I can see why Grace and her friends are so happy in their marriages. It's a wondrous thing to have a man that's so focused on my pleasure that he's willing to spend as much time as possible between my legs."

    Grady understood why Grace and her three friends - all of whom had apparently married compliant, eager men that Grace had helped train into that state of mind - were all quite happy. What he didn't yet understand was why their husbands were happy. How could a man be happy if he spent his life in a chastity device? How could he be happy if he didn't get to cum very often? How could he possibly be happy if his wife was free to have sex with other men?

    "You know what Grace told me last night after I texted to let her know about the four orgasms you'd given me?"

    Grady tried to hide the frustration in his voice as he said, "No, I don't," but the brief look of disapproval on Eva's face made it obvious he failed to do so. She moved right past it, though.

    "She said that she would treat Noel to oral pleasure while he was locked in chastity and that she does it in the brief periods when he's locked up again when he forgets what it means to be a good husband."

    Grady felt a touch of hope, though he wasn't sure how he could experience oral pleasure while his cock was encased in the red chastity device.

    "Would you like oral pleasure, Grady?"

    He nodded.

    Eva smiled and kissed him, though this time it was a long, slow, deep kiss. Then she kissed her way down his body while falling to her knees. She looked up at Grady while cupping his balls and his locked cock.

    Eva pursed her lips and planted a wet kiss on the tip of his locked cock. Grady felt the warmth of her skin against the bits of flesh poking through the openings in the small cage.

    Her smile grew brighter before she parted her lips and took the whole of his caged cock in her mouth. Eva sucked - and sucked hard - and teased Grady's balls with her delicate fingers as she did so.

    It wasn't a blowjob, of course. It wasn't even oral pleasure. Instead, it was painful as his cock tried over and over to get hard.

    It was more pleasurable when Eva took one of his balls in her mouth and sucked gently as she looked up at Grady. He wasn't sure she'd ever had his balls in her mouth and it felt spectacular, though it would have been far more pleasurable were he not locked in a chastity device.

    After a surprisingly lengthy time on her knees, Eva stood up, smiled, and softly kissed Grady before asking, "Did that feel good?"

    "Yes and no."

    She cupped his caged cock and rolled his balls in her fingers. She laughed softly, too, and it occurred to Grady that his girlfriend was thoroughly enjoying the fact that her sister had locked him in a device that made it impossible for him to get hard. For the first time since his penile incarceration, he found some small measure of joy in it, though it was entirely due to Eva's joy. It dawned on Grady that he'd almost certainly discovered the purpose of the chastity device. That didn't make him any more likely to want to continue wearing it, though.

    Eva turned around and pressed her ass into his crotch. What would normally have been quite pleasurable was now painful. He looked down at her arched, wet back and her lovely ass cheeks. He thought of his cock being able to get erect. He thought of sliding into her from behind, which he'd done on a handful of occasions in the shower. He would be denied that pleasure today, though.

    "I find myself craving another orgasm," Eva said as she looked over her shoulder. "It turns out that having four last night wasn't enough to satiate my desires. How would you feel about getting on your knees?"

    Despite his continued misgivings - and at times, anger - over his cock's imprisonment, Grady found himself falling to his knees without thinking. Eva turned around and smiled as water cascaded down her breasts, over her stomach, and between her legs. She backed up and beckoned him to follow until she was leaning against the tiled wall.

    Grady leaned in to perform oral sex on his girlfriend, but she put a hand on his head and stopped him. He looked up to see a devilish grin on her face.

    "I'd like to know that you want to go down on me, Grady. I want you to express your desire."

    "I do," he replied. "I want to go down on you, Eva. I want to make you cum."

    She caressed his face. "Perhaps you should be a little more convincing of your desire."

    She wanted him to beg. It felt a little degrading to even consider doing so, and yet Grady didn't have to consider it for long. He saw little harm in it, after all, and it was far more degrading to have his cock locked in a small red chastity device.

    "Please, Eva, let me lick your pussy," he said before leaning in to kiss her wet thighs. He craned his neck to look up at her, kissed her soft inner thigh once more, and said, "Eva, please, let me make you cum. Let me use my tongue to make you feel good. Let me eat you out."

    The smile that crossed her face was unlike any Grady had seen before. It was similar to a smile he'd seen on Grace's face, though, and he wondered if it was indicative of an emotion a woman felt only when she was basking in a sense of total control over a man. He wasn't entirely sure he liked seeing that smile on Eva's face.

    "You may lick my pussy," she said.

    Grady felt a surge of arousal as he put his tongue to work on his girlfriend's pussy. He was mildly annoyed at the arousal and he chalked it up to it having been three days without the ability to get an erection, let alone have an orgasm.

    Going down on her felt better than usual, though, and Grady felt more of that arousal building inside him as Eva closed her eyes, arched her back a little, and grabbed his head with both hands. She gently moved her hips, spreading the wetness of her pussy over his face and utilizing his as something resembling a sex toy.

    Eva climaxed in short order and gently pushed Grady from between her legs. Her thighs trembled as he watched from a few inches away and her pussy pulsated in a manner that indicated he'd provided an exceptional orgasm, a notion that put a smile on his face.

    "That was fun," she said with a smile. "Thank you for that, Grady."

    "It was my pleasure," he replied.

    "I'm glad to hear that." She helped him to his feet and kissed him. "You know, Grace said that a man finds far more pleasure in giving oral sex once he's locked in that device she placed on your cock. I didn't believe her, if I'm being honest, but it turns out she was right."

    Grady wanted to argue that the device wasn't necessary for him to enjoy giving his girlfriend oral sex. He knew, though, that the argument would be somewhat disingenuous because he had, in fact, found more enjoyment in that particular instance of pussy licking than almost any other in the past six months. He wasn't yet willing to admit that the chastity device had much of anything to do with that, but it seemed possible.

    "Let's finish getting cleaned up. We have somewhere to be," Eva said.

    "Where?"

    She smiled and kissed him. "You'll find out soon enough."

    There was no point in pushing for more information. Eva wouldn’t give it up and it wouldn't really matter where they were going. If Grady wanted to get the chastity device off his cock, he needed to do whatever his girlfriend and her sister wanted.

    ---

    Eva was behind the wheel and she hadn't used her phone for directions, which meant Grady had no sense of where they were going. It was a fairly long drive, though, as they'd been on the road for more than 90 minutes before getting off the highway and navigating the tree-lined streets of an upscale coastal town that seemed largely empty, an unsurprising fact given that it was early December.

    "What are we doing here?" he asked.

    "You'll see."

    Grady wasn't sure what they were doing even when they pulled down the driveway of a massive beachfront home. Four other cars were parked in the driveway, though, so it was obvious they were meeting other people.

    As Grady was about to inquire once more as to the shape of their afternoon, Noel emerged from the front door of the beachfront home. He smiled and waved as Eva got out and embraced her brother-in-law. Grady followed and shared a stiff handshake with the man he'd recently learned was a willing cuckold who frequently cleaned the cum of other men from his wife's pussy.

    "Good to see you, Grady," Noel said with a smile. “It’s a beautiful day, isn’t it?”

    Grady saw more in that smile than might have been intended, but it seemed reasonable that Grace would have informed her husband of Grady's present condition. "Yeah, you too, Noel," he replied.

    Noel gestured for them both to come inside and Grady followed Eva.

    "Everyone's out back," he said. "There are a handful of guests due to arrive in half an hour or so."

    Eva looked at Noel and flashed him a smile that Grady would have described as giddy, like she was a teenager holding onto a secret she yearned to share with anyone within earshot. Grady would have liked to know that secret, though his girlfriend had been tight-lipped all day and he knew that pursuing her knowledge was fruitless.

    Grace and three other couples were on the massive deck that featured a breathtaking view of the beach and the endless expanse of ocean beyond it. Grady marveled at what must have been the astonishing cost of the home they were all congregating at and he wondered if it was a rental or if one of the couples was lucky enough to have achieved remarkable wealth.

    "Eva, Grady, it's so good to see you," Grace said as she set her drink down - they all seemed to be consuming champagne - and came over to hug her sister and offer a kiss on the cheek.

    "Thank you for inviting us," Eva replied.

    "It's our pleasure, believe me."

    Grace turned to Grady, stepped closer, and pulled him into a hug. "It's good to see you, Grady," she whispered. "I hope your cock hasn't found its imprisonment too inconvenient."

    She stepped back before he could reply, though Grady wasn't sure how he would have answered. The imprisonment was, without question, rather inconvenient, but Eva seemed happier in the past few days and there was unquestionable value in that.

    "You all know my sister, Eva," Grace said as she turned to her friends. Some nodded in agreement while others raised their glasses. "Outside of Noel, though, none of you have met Grady, my sister's boyfriend and likely future husband."

    In an instant, all eyes were on Grady. He felt a deep sense of discomfort as it dawned on him that the couples in attendance were likely those that Grace had helped achieved marital bliss through her unique methods.

    "Grady and Eva are considering joining out little collective of awakened wives and enlightened husbands," Grace continued, confirming Grady's suspicions. "As you all know, it's only been a handful of days since Grady began his journey towards becoming an enlightened husband, but he's shown such great promise in that time that I thought he and Eva warranted an invite to our little soiree."

    Noel crossed the deck and collected his and Grace's glasses of champagne. He delivered one to his wife and lifted his before saying, "I'd like to propose a toast to what I'm sure will be the newest members of our collective. Cheers to Eva and Grady for their willingness to embrace the happiest kind of marriage."

    Everyone raised their glasses and toasted while Eva took Grady's hand in hers. She gave it a gentle squeeze and he looked over to see a sweet smile on her face before she kissed him on the cheek.

    "Noel, would you mind pouring two more glasses of champagne for our new guests?" Grace asked.

    "Of course, my love."

    He rushed inside as Grace squeezed herself between Eva and Grady, took their hands, and led them towards the other members of the 'collective,' as she'd referred to it.

    Grady was introduced to a trio of happy couples.

    Rowan and Mia were both exceptionally tall and fit-looking. They'd been married for five years and they professed great happiness with Grace's approach to marriage. Mia was more than happy to offer that her husband was in chastity at that moment and that he frequently spent time in chastity, mostly because he'd come to crave giving his wife control over his cock.

    Hunter and his wife Penelope owned the beach home, courtesy of her father, who'd founded some sort of tech company in the 90s and had sold it to Apple. His shares had grown quite valuable and he'd spent much of his money on his family, including gifting his daughter and her husband a remarkably expensive home. They'd been married four years and shared that they were on the verge of starting a family of their own, though they noted that they weren't sure if Hunter or one of Penelope's lovers - all of whom were described as superior specimens - would be the sperm donor.

    Harrison and Zoe were the newest additions to the collective, having only been married for a little over a year. They struck Grady as blissfully happy, which he was surprised by. He figured the other men for little more than cult members that had been brainwashed over years of exposure to Grace's methods, but it seemed that he was wrong about that.

    After the introductions were made, Eva and Grady received their glasses of champagne and they both imbibed. Grady was wary of the whole endeavor, of course, but his cock was still locked in a cage that Grace held the key to, so he was happy to go along with drinking and socializing.

    At one point Grady found himself alone at the edge of the deck as he admired the remarkable view. His solo time was interrupted by Harrison - the newest male addition to the collective – who seemed intent on having a conversation.

    "I remember when I was like you," he said while looking out at the ocean.

    "Like me?" Grady asked.

    "A newbie to the whole thing. Freshly placed in chastity by Grace. Still reeling from what felt like the utter insanity of her methods. Handcuffed in her house. Teased and tormented by her. Tasting...well, mysterious fluids."

    Grady said nothing, mostly because he wasn't especially comfortable admitting to Harrison that he'd tasted another man's cum.

    "I could be wrong, but I'd be willing to bet that some part of you is kind of excited by all of this," Harrison continued. "I'm sure you're angry and nervous and telling yourself that you're just playing along until you can get the key - I certainly did all of that - but the truth is, Grace wouldn't have locked you up if she didn't immediately identify you as someone interested in this sort of thing, and if she was wrong about you, you already would have found another way to get out of the device and you would have broken up with Eva."

    Grady refused to believe any of that was true.

    "I guess what I'm saying is that there's no real point in fighting it. The kind of relationship you're about to embark on is so much more rewarding than you can possibly imagine. I suppose, though, that I wouldn't have believed what I'm saying if someone had said it to me when I came to a version of this party not that long ago."

    Grady turned to Harrison, studied the well-dressed, well-kept, healthy and happy looking man for a few seconds, and felt his shoulders relax and some of the angst drain out of him. "I just...I don't know. It's just insane. This is all insane. I mean, I go my whole life with control over my...you know..."

    "Your cock," Harrison said. "There's no reason to be shy about it. This isn't a country club or church. You don't have to hold your tongue."

    Grady laughed. "Right. My cock. I go my whole life with control over my cock and then my girlfriend's sister locks me in a chastity device and tells me I'm not coming out until she decides. Then my girlfriend - who up until this point has been sweet and kind and sort of demure - decides that she's completely on board with what her sister is doing, that she likes my cock in the chastity device, that she likes that I'm not allowed out..."

    "That she likes to orgasm a lot more than you might have thought?" Harrison interrupted.

    Grady looked at Eva - who was talking with two of the other women - and smiled. He hadn't really thought about it like that, but it was true.

    "That she might be a far more sexual woman than you thought possible?"

    "Yes, well, that seems to be true," Grady admitted.

    "The lifestyle of the people in this collective is not for everyone, Grady. I'm not crazy enough to think that it is, and neither is everyone else here. What is true, though, is that Grace has an eye for the kinds of men that are into this lifestyle, and she's identified you as one of those men. You just have to trust her, trust her process. I promise, you won't regret it."

    Grady sipped his champagne as Eva looked his way and waved. He did the same and thought of how he'd actually enjoyed himself in the shower that morning, or at least enjoyed the particular brand of arousal he felt. That wasn't enough to make this seemingly insane lifestyle worth it, though.

    "I don't know, man," Grady said. "It just...it just seems crazy."

    Harrison chuckled. "You're right. It is. It's crazy. I'm into it, though."

    Grady turned and studied the man standing next to him once more. "You're into all of it? I mean...the part where your wife has sex with other men? You're into that?"

    Harrison nodded and finished his champagne and gestured towards the house. "In just a handful of minutes, one of my wife's lovers is going to walk through the front door of this spectacular house. He's going to come out here, take her into his arms, and kiss her deeply. Then, he's going to take her hand and lead her upstairs and into one of the bedrooms. He's going to fuck her in the exact way that she needs to be fucked and she's going to have orgasms like she's never had before."

    Grady could see the arousal in Harrison's face. Genuine arousal. He was astounded.

    "I'm going to watch all of it," Harrison said. "If I'm lucky, I'll get to lick my wife's pussy to get her wet for his cock. If she or he wants, I'll guide his cock inside her. Hell, if she or he wants I'll suck his cock to get him hard for her."

    Grady found that little detail stunning, though he said nothing.

    "And when it's over, I'll crawl between her legs, worship her pussy, and clean him out of her. If I'm very, very lucky she'll give me an orgasm, though it's more likely that she'll want to go a second time with her lover, so I'll take my place on my knees and wait for them to be ready for round two. Or, if they want, I'll retrieve a drink or a snack. Honestly, I'll do whatever it takes to make her happy, because that's what makes me happy. That's what excites me, actually. It's what turns me on. That's what makes this lifestyle so fucking hot."

    "And you think that Grace has identified me as someone that will also find this lifestyle hot?" Grady asked.

    Harrison smiled and clapped him on the shoulder. "I know it, man. She has a gift for this sort of thing. It takes everyone some time to come around. No man is told he's into this and just jumps on board and like I said, I know I'm probably wasting my breath telling you not to fight it. I just thought that maybe your transition would be a little easier if you knew that what you're feeling right now is perfectly normal."

    Grady was about to say something when a man stepped out onto the deck. Mia broke away from her husband and into the stranger's arms. They shared a deep kiss as Rowan watched.

    Two more men arrived in quick succession. Grady watched as everything that Harrison had said would happen, happened, including all three women, all three of their husbands, and all three of the new arrivals going into the house, presumably to retire to separate bedrooms to indulge in the supposed pleasures of cuckolding.

    Grady remained on the deck with Eva, her sister, and her sister's husband. He wondered if Grace's lover was going to show up. He worried that perhaps Grace had already procured a lover for Eva and that he was about to have cuckolding forced upon him.

    Eva beckoned Grady to join her and her sister and he slowly crossed the deck and put his arm around his girlfriend.

    "Did you have a good conversation with Harrison?" Grace asked.

    Grady nodded. "I did. He was very...enthusiastic."

    "He had a very hard time in the first few months. He struggled with all of it, actually. He nearly broke his wrist when I first cuffed him and he nearly vomited when he first tasted someone else's seed. Now, though, he's the happiest he's ever been," Grace explained. "Soon he'll be on his knees in a spectacular bedroom. He'll be naked along with his wife and her lover. Harrison will do as he's told. He'll use his mouth to arouse one or both of them. He'll use his mouth to clean them both. He'll serve his wife, which means he'll serve her lover if she desires it. He'll be blissfully happy throughout, too, because he's discovered his true self. You're at the very beginning of that journey, Grady, but soon enough you'll discover your true self, too."

    "I don't know about that," Grady replied. "I'm pretty sure I already know my true self."

    Grace looked at her husband, smiled, and nodded. Noel stepped towards Eva, took her hand, and pulled her away from Grady. He reached up, caressed her face, and then kissed her.

    "What the fuck?" Grady asked as he watched Noel kiss his sister-in-law.

    Grace placed a gentle hand on Grady's chest, which was enough to keep him still. He watched Eva surrender to the kiss with Noel. He watched her lips part. He watched her tongue indulge in a gentle dance with Noel's.

    As he watched, Grady felt a stirring between his legs. An unwelcome stirring. A stirring of desire.

    "You can feel it, can't you?" Grace whispered as she leaned in. "I can see it on your face, Grady. I can feel it in the way your heart is pounding. You can feel the same thing that Harrison and the other husbands feel as they watch their wives get fucked by superior men. You feel the arousal that comes from watching the woman you love experience true pleasure."

    The kiss ended and Noel stepped back. There was a bulge in his pants. A large bulge, too. He clearly wasn't in chastity and Grady felt an instant sense of jealousy alongside a genuine worry that Eva was going to go upstairs with Noel.

    "Do you feel it, Grady?" Grace whispered.

    "Yes," he admitted, though quietly enough that only Grace could hear him.

    The glass double doors leading into the house opened and the man Grady had seen at Grace's house just a few days ago stepped onto the deck. Grady felt a sense of embarrassment because he'd tasted that man's cum. He'd swallowed it. He hated that he'd done that, that Grace had made him do that.

    "Come, darling," Grace said as she took Noel's hand. She led him inside along with her lover. They disappeared into the house, no doubt to find their way to a bedroom so Noel could be cuckolded.

    Grady was so focused on watching them all step into the house that he didn't notice Eva move next to him. He felt her arm around him, though, and her lips against his neck.

    "I didn't know Noel was going to kiss me," she said. "Though I'll admit that he's an exceptionally good kisser."

    That was not something the old Eva - from just a handful of days ago, really - would have said. Things had clearly changed, though, and Grady was obviously going to have to get used to that or get out of the relationship. Grace hadn't been wrong, though. He'd felt something as he watched Noel and Eva kiss. Something significant.

    "Do you have a lover?" Grady asked.

    "Not yet," Eva replied without hesitation.

    Things really had changed. Grace had changed her, or Eva had been that way all along and just hadn't been willing to admit it to Grady.

    "Can I take you to one of the bedrooms and go down on you?" he asked.

    She looked up at him and smiled. "That would be nice. I'd like to keep the door open, though. I want to listen to the moans of the other women. I want to listen to my potential future."

    Grady was surprised by the joy on Eva's face, though it was the surge of lust between his legs that provided a more significant sense of surprise. Maybe Grace and Harrison were right. Maybe this was the life for him. It seemed impossible, but maybe it wasn't.

    Maybe he was just like Harrison and the other men. Maybe he was going to fight it for a while and then surrender and find himself as happy as he'd ever been. Would that really be so bad?

  
    A Perfect Husband for Christmas - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Do you need a little help?" Eva asked before flashing a flirty smile.

    She'd loaded Grady down with half a dozen bags filled with Christmas gifts and goodies and though his arms were straining a bit from the weight as they strolled towards her car, he wasn't going to ask for help. Instead, he returned her smile, shook his head, and soldiered on.

    Eva hurried ahead of him, looked over her shoulder, and flipped up the back of the cream-colored sweater dress she'd worn for their shopping date. Grady damn near dropped the bags as he stared at her utterly flawless ass. His cock swelled in the cage Grace had encased it in and a wave of arousal washed over his body, leaving him rather desperate for relief that he knew wouldn't be his to claim anytime soon.

    Eva was quite delighted with herself as she spun around, rushed towards Grady, and gave him a kiss on the cheek. She slipped her arm through his as they continued their journey through the shopping center parking lot.

    "Grace told me something unexpected," Eva said.

    "Well, your sister is full of surprises, isn't she?"

    Eva laughed. "She certainly surprised you when she locked up your dick and made you taste another man's cum."

    Grady's cock swelled again, in part because the memories of Grace's abuse of him had become a masochistic source of arousal and in part because Eva continued to display a drastic change of character. She'd never been a woman who talked like that, and yet there she was strolling through a parking lot and loudly mentioning that his dick was locked in chastity.

    "This particular surprise, though, relates to Noel."

    "Does it?" Grady asked. "And what kind of surprise are we talking about?"

    "Well, Grace told me that Noel has a rather large cock and that he's quite good with it."

    Grady could feel Eva looking at him and he wondered what she was hoping to see on his face. He imagined that she noted a touch of surprise, if for no other reason than being blessed with a big cock and using it well would seem to preclude Noel from being cuckolded. It was Grady's understanding that Grace cuckolded her husband quite often and that she routinely kept him locked in chastity, which was, in fact, quite surprising.

    They reached the car before Grady could offer a response and Eva slipped her hand into his pocket in search of the keys. She found them with ease, of course, but her hand remained in his pocket as she teased his balls and caged cock while kissing his neck.

    "Grace had another surprise," Eva said as she pulled the keys free and opened the back of her SUV.

    Grady loaded the bags into the trunk while he wondered what fresh horror awaited him in the form of Grace's surprise.

    "Aren't you curious?" Eva asked.

    She slipped the keys back into Grady's pocket and then hoisted herself into the trunk. She spread her legs and lifted her dress, revealing the front of the panties he'd seen when she flashed her ass.

    "Yes, I'm curious."

    "Then you should kiss my thighs."

    "What?"

    Eva ran her fingers over the pale skin of her thighs and Grady watched as his cock swelled. It wasn't the kind of thing that would normally inspire a would-be erection, but he'd gone long enough without being released from the cage that damn near everything inspired arousal in him.

    His head whipped around the parking lot to see if anyone was around. Surprisingly, they were largely alone, so Grady quickly bent over and kissed both of his girlfriend's thighs before standing up once more.

    "Baby, you need to get on your knees. You need to lovingly kiss my thighs. You need to show me that you're eager to do as you're told."

    The lilting delivery of her instructions left Brady awash in a curious kind of desire. He attributed it to the denial more than anything, though there was also the novelty of Eva acting like an entirely different woman since her sister had locked Grady's cock in a cage.

    "Don't disappoint me," Eva added.

    Despite the risk of being seen, Grady dropped to his knees in the parking lot, leaned forward, and planted a series of soft, loving kisses against Eva's thighs. She ran her fingers through his hair and moaned in a manner that struck him as genuine, as if she found intense erotic pleasure in the simple joy of having her boyfriend kiss her legs.

    "Look up at me."

    Grady tilted his head back and looked up. Eva's smile warmed his heart and his cock twitched in its prison.

    "Grace surprised me by saying that she was happy to lend Noel to me," she said. "That he would be thrilled to cuckold you for the first time and that since I already know and like him that I might find it easier to take the plunge, that we both might find it easier to take the plunge."

    Surprised didn't begin to describe how Grady felt. Stunned was more like it. He knew that Grace and her friends all cuckolded their husbands, but he didn't think he'd have to cross that bridge any time soon. It seemed that wasn't part of the plan, though.

    "No," was the only word that came out of Grady's mouth. "No. No. No."

    Eva pressed her fingers against her panties and moved them in slow circles. Grady watched, but it was the wetness he heard that stunned him once more. If he could hear it, that meant Eva was soaked and she was likely soaked because she was thinking about cuckolding Grady.

    "I know it seems fast," she said. "But Grace says that the sooner I cuckold you the better."

    "What? Why?"

    Eva moaned and pushed her fingers into her panties. The sounds of wetness got louder and Grady's head whipped around to scan the parking lot. A couple was walking down their aisle and while they weren't looking at him, they would be soon enough.

    "Because Grace says that cuckolding is a key part of a happy marriage, and I believe her."

    Grady watched her masturbate for a few seconds longer and then stood up and walked to the driver's side door. He got in, started the car, and waited. Eva sat in the trunk for another thirty seconds before hopping off, slamming the door shut with impressive force, and joining Grady in the car.

    Eva didn't say a word on the drive back to her place. When they arrived, she grabbed the keys from him and hustled inside, leaving Grady to unload the car. He did so while nursing his righteous - or at least he thought so - anger towards his girlfriend and her sister.

    Eva had locked herself in the bedroom and remained there for nearly an hour. Grady knocked a few times, though he couldn't bring himself to apologize. He considered leaving, but he remained because they needed to talk. He didn't want to be cuckolded and he didn't want his brother-in-law to be the one doing the deed. It was fucking insane and he wasn't going to back down.

    Grady was on his way to knock once more on the bedroom door when it opened. Eva stepped out dressed in lingerie. Breathtaking lingerie, in fact. Sheer red stockings adorned her legs. A red lace bra, panty, and garter belt set adorned the rest of her body. Her hair was pulled back into a high ponytail and she'd put on a coating of red lipstick. She looked like a Christmas sex bomb and his jaw dropped as he stared.

    "Noel's on his way over," she said.

    "What?"

    Eva looked angry. "You heard me. Noel's coming over to cuckold you. He's going to fuck me in my bed."

    "Eva. No."

    Her anger faded. She closed the distance between them with a few slow steps and rested a hand on his chest. She smiled, leaned in, and kissed his neck. It was a simple act of affection, and yet it brimmed with erotic implications. She moaned softly while doing so and her hand moved over his stomach and between his legs. She rubbed Grady's caged cock and teased his balls and just like that his body was awash in overwhelming desire.

    "I understand why you're fighting this," she whispered. "I also understand that you want this. That some part of you wants it, at least, because my sister isn't wrong about these things. She's never been wrong about these things. Every single man she'd identified as a candidate to be a loyal, loving, submissive cuck husband has been exactly that and every marriage that's resulted from her intuition has been blissful."

    Grady tried to fight the wave of arousal washing over him. He couldn't accept that Grace was right, that he was going to become like the husbands he'd met at the beach house. He couldn't wrap his mind around the idea that he'd gladly watch another man fuck and cum inside his girlfriend, that he'd gladly clean up the mess afterwards, or that he'd be like Harrison and happily suck another man's cock just to make his future wife happy.

    "It's embarrassing, Eva," he said. "It's just...it's just so embarrassing."

    "It's embarrassing to do whatever it takes to make your future wife happy? It's embarrassing to commit yourself to being the best husband possible? It's embarrassing to do whatever it takes to ensure that we have a great marriage?"

    She kissed his neck again, this time moaning a little louder.

    "That's not embarrassing, Grady. That's what every man should do. Not all marriages are the same, of course, but Grace is right that this is the kind of marriage I want and I think we both know that she's right that this is the kind of marriage you want."

    Eva caressed his face and kissed him softly on the lips. She lured him into a state of calm, beautiful desire and then her lips parted. Her tongue entered his mouth. She kissed him deeply, taking him even deeper into that state of desire.

    Then Eva put a hand on the top of his head and pushed down. Grady sank to his knees without thinking about it. She rubbed two fingers over his lips and pushed them into his mouth. He welcomed them without resistance.

    "Noel's coming over. He's going to fuck me. You're not going to watch, though. You're not ready for that. You're going to sit outside the bedroom door. You're going to listen. You're going to remain quiet. You're free to rub your locked up dick if you'd like, but otherwise you are to concentrate on the sounds of sex coming from my bedroom and you are to picture me finding satisfaction in someone else's cock. Do you understand?"

    To his surprise, Grady found himself nodding without thinking about it.

    "That makes me happier than you can possibly imagine, Grady," she said.

    Eva pulled her fingers from his mouth, bent over, and kissed him with such depth that Grady's angst washed away, at least for the moment.

    "Now I'd like you to follow me to the bedroom so you can lick my pussy and ensure that I'm soaked for Noel's cock."

    She turned and walked away. Grady's angst returned, but he stood and followed her into the bedroom. An emotional battle played out inside him, but he pushed it to the background and concentrated on how beautiful Eva looked as she crawled into the bed and rolled onto her back.

    "Will I ever get to fuck you again?" he asked.

    "Of course, my love," she said with a smile. "I imagine we'll have quite a lot of sex, actually. You're good in bed, after all. In this kind of marriage I will be free to fuck other people, though, and you will remain faithful. I imagine I'll utilize that freedom with increasing frequency as our marriage ages. It's a good way to spice things up early on, though, to keep things fresh and fun and playful, so I suspect that I'll continue to cuckold you through our engagement and the early days of our marriage."

    Eva pulled her red panties aside and rubbed her clit for a few seconds before gesturing for Grady to crawl between her legs and lick her pussy.

    He felt confused. He was certain that Grace was wrong about him, that he wasn't a cuckold, that he wasn't really the kind of man that wanted to be controlled by his wife. And yet he was aroused. Massively aroused, and not just because he'd been in a cage for quite some time. There was something else there. Something deeper.

    So Grady crawled into the bed and licked his girlfriend's pussy. She smiled sweetly and then moaned. She grabbed a handful of his hair and held him in place and he felt a rush of pleasure. His cock swelled and his balls tingled.

    Grady licked Eva's pussy until she was completely and utterly soaked and then she pushed him away from her crotch, pulled her panties back over her wetness, and sat up.

    "Thank you, Grady," she said. "Now please strip, step outside the bedroom, and get on your knees."

    Grady backed out of the bed and stripped. His heart pounded and angst engulfed him as he thought of Noel witnessing his submission - sitting naked on his knees outside the bedroom door - but Grady followed Eva's instructions despite his misgivings.

    Eva remained in the bedroom as Grady took his place in the hallway. The carpet was soft against his knees and he closed his eyes and leaned against the wall while imagining what it would be like to hear Eva getting fucked. The thought horrified him, and yet there was a twinge of arousal that he couldn't deny.

    The doorbell rang and Eva walked past him without saying a word. She welcomed Noel to their home. He noted how beautiful she looked and she suggested they go right to the bedroom.

    Grady stared straight ahead as Eva and his brother-in-law walked right past him. She shut the door and he battled with a dozen different emotions as he heard the sounds of their voices through the door.

    A few minutes passed before Noel first moaned. Grady's heart began pounding as hard as it ever had as he imagined his girlfriend giving a blowjob in her bedroom. Grady wasn't sure if he wanted to burst through the door to stop them or get up and run away. He remained on his knees, though.

    He listened as Noel's moans deepened. He was definitely getting a blowjob. That had to be what she was doing to make him feel like that. Grady's cock swelled in the cage and he closed his eyes and cursed himself for getting aroused and proving that Grace was right about him.

    She wasn't, though. Not entirely. She couldn't be. Grady wasn't the kind of man that got turned on at being cuckolded. He was just in a terrible situation that he couldn't get out of. Grace and Eva had manipulated him. He'd been locked in a chastity device and gone without an orgasm for longer than he had in his adult life. That's why he got turned on so easily.

    Then Eva and Noel both moaned. The bed frame squeaked a little, just as it always did when Grady fucked her.

    Noel was fucking her. Eva was getting fucked by another man. She was moaning. He was moaning. Grady was being cuckolded.

    His cock ached. It ached because it was trying so desperately to get hard. It ached because Grady was turned on as he listened to his girlfriend fucking her brother-in-law. He hated that he was turned on, but he couldn't deny it. He wanted to. He just couldn't.

    They fucked for far longer than Grady expected. Eva had three orgasms by his count, though she moaned with such wild abandon that it would have been more. Noel came once and afterwards the room went quiet.

    Grady waited in silence until Eva called out for him to enter the room.

    He took a deep breath, stood, and opened the door. Eva was still in her lingerie, though the panties were on the floor. Noel was on his back next to her and she'd cuddled up with him. She was kissing his neck as Grady walked into the room and he stopped as an intense surge of jealousy moved through his body.

    "You were spectacular," Eva said. "Please thank Grace for lending me your cock."

    Noel smiled. "It was entirely my pleasure. Trust me."

    Eva kissed him with surprising passion and again Grady was overcome with jealousy as he stood there naked and caged. "Do you think she'll let me enjoy you again?"

    Noel turned towards Grady, smiled, and said, "If your boyfriend asks nicely I imagine my wife will be happy to aid in his cuckolding."

    Grady said nothing. He couldn't bring himself to utter a word since he couldn't imagine asking Grace to help in his cuckolding.

    "It was a pleasure fucking you, Eva," Noel said. "And it would be my pleasure to do it again."

    She smiled and kissed him. Their tongues entwined for a few moments and she said, "Thank you for fucking me, Noel. Thank you for giving me the best orgasms I've had in years."

    Grady winced at the comment and the jealousy was so potent his legs trembled.

    "I should get going," Noel said.

    Grady remained still as Noel got out of bed, dressed, and left the house.

    "Come to me," Eva instructed him once they were alone.

    He walked towards the bed, though his steps were hesitant. As he got closer, Eva spread her legs and rubbed her fingers over her swollen pussy lips.

    "He came inside me," she said.

    Grady stopped a few feet from the bed. He stared between her thighs. He watched her fingers slowly move over her swollen labia. They disappeared inside her and emerged slick with fluid.

    Eva extended her hand towards Grady and said, "Suck them clean."

    He crawled into the bed. His heart pounded. He'd done it before - with Grace's fingers - but this felt different. This was voluntary. This was from his girlfriend's pussy. This was Grady embracing his cuckolding.

    He opened his mouth. He sucked her fingers clean. He tasted Noel's cum. He showed his girlfriend he was a cuckold. Part of him hated it. Part of him was turned on. It was among the oddest experiences of his life.

    "Was the sex with Noel really that good?" he asked as Eva pulled her fingers from his mouth.

    She nodded. "He does have a nicer dick than yours and he uses it really well, but in truth, that's not the thing that made it great."

    "What was it, then?"

    Eva sat up and kissed him softly. "It was the fact that you were waiting outside the bedroom door with your cock locked in a cage. It was the fact that you did as you were told. That turned me on in ways I didn't anticipate, Grady, and orgasms are better when you're really fucking turned on, which is why I came so hard on Noel's cock. It's why I'm going to keep cuckolding you. It's why I'm probably going to do it with multiple guys. It's why I'd like you to watch at some point, too, and why I'd like you to agree that you'll lick my pussy clean at some point."

    The same emotional battle raged inside Grady. He wasn't sure he'd ever felt such a sense of overwhelm. He kissed Eva, though, and gently pushed her to her back. He kissed his way down her body and between her legs. He kissed her thighs like he'd done in the parking lot. He kissed his way towards her pussy and then looked up.

    "Can I clean you right now?" he asked.

    "Does that mean you want to be a good husband for me, Grady? Does that mean my sister was right?"

    "Yes."

    She smiled. "Then yes, you can clean me. Then you can make me cum again."

    Grace was right about him. Grady knew he was a long way from fully accepting that reality, but in the moment he'd found the strength to admit that Grace was right. He plunged his tongue into Eva. He cleaned her pussy. He gave her an orgasm, too, and afterwards they showered together. She teased his locked cock in the shower. He went down on her again. He emerged dry, clean, and happy.

    Grady was certain there was a great deal more unpleasantness to come. Harrison had described the inevitability of fighting the reality that had been thrust upon him and Grady suspected that he'd fight it too.

    Grace was right about him, though. He was the kind of man she thought he was. He was going to make a good husband for Eva. It would be painful, but he'd be the man she wanted and deserved.

    The End.

  
    A Pretty Mouth

    The girl you’ve been staring at all night long is coming towards you. She has a drink in her hand and a smile on her face. Her breasts bounce a little with each step as if they’re threatening to burst out of the low cut top she wore to your friend’s party.

    “Have you been enjoying the view?” she asks.

    “Uh…well, yes,” you say. You’re not exactly bursting with confidence, but she doesn’t seem the slightest bit perturbed at the idea that you’ve been ogling her breasts from across the room.

    She looks down at her breasts and then back up at you and says, “They’re spectacular, aren’t they?”

    You can’t help but smile as you nod. She’s right. Her breasts are spectacular. They’re big, soft, milky white, and they appear to be exceptionally perky.

    “You know what I’ve been staring at?” she asks.

    “I don’t,” you say before casually taking a sip of your drink.

    She leans closer and you glance at her breasts for just a moment before she says, “Your lips.”

    “My lips?” you ask.

    She leans a little closer and for a moment you’re certain she’s going to kiss you. “Yes, your lips. Your mouth, really. You have a very pretty mouth.”

    “A pretty mouth?” you ask.

    She smiles again and her lips approach yours. You’re a little confused by her compliment, but you’re not going to object to kissing this beautiful girl. Her lips press gently against yours. Her hand moves to the back of your head. Your hands move to her waist and you pull her closer. Her tongue gently brushed against your lips, but she doesn’t offer it in full.

    “Your lips are so soft,” she whispers while pressing her pelvis against yours. “They feel so good.”

    She kisses you again. It starts the same as the last, but this time her tongue slips into your mouth. She lets loose a soft moan and starts to grind up against you, quickly bringing your cock to a fully erect state.

    “Tell me,” she says softly. “Is your pretty mouth as skilled at eating pussy as it is at kissing?”

    “Yes,” you answer. You’ve had numerous girlfriends compliment your oral skills, so you’re quite confident you’ll be able to make her feel good if she’s interested in allowing you between her legs.

    “Does that mean you’d like to use your pretty mouth to make me feel good?” she asks.

    “Absolutely,” you reply. You can’t believe your good fortune. The beautiful girl you’ve been staring at all night is interested in getting naked with you, and you figure there’s a good chance she’s interested in more than having you go down on her.

    She smiles. “Good. Then let’s go to one of the bedrooms.”

    “Oh,” you say. “One of the bedrooms here? Isn’t that kind of rude?”

    She laughs. “You’re sweet, and you’re probably right that it’s a little bit rude to have you eat my pussy in someone else’s bed, but I want my pussy eaten right now. I don’t want to wait for an Uber and the long ride to my apartment. I want to feel that pretty mouth of yours go to work right now. So, we can be a little bit rude, or you can go without the pleasure of tasting my pussy.”

    “I’ll be rude,” you say. “That’s fine, I’ll be rude.”

    She smiles, takes your hand, and drags you upstairs. A few heads turn, but most people at the party don’t pay you any attention. She tries a door but it’s locked. She moves on to the next, turns the handle, and steps into a dark room. You flick on the lights and shut the door behind you as she turns around.

    “This is perfect,” she says. In a moment her body is pressed against yours and her tongue is in your mouth. She seems eager to devour your soft lips and you’re more than happy to let her try. She’s a remarkable kisser, after all. “Help me out of my dress,” she says before spinning around.

    You unzip her dress and push it off her shoulders. You note that she’s not wearing a bra. Her breasts really are that perky. Her dress hits the floor and she turns around. You stare at her splendid breasts. Her nipples are hard and it’s as if they’re calling to you. You step towards her but she steps back with a flirty smile on her face. She reaches the edge of the bed and sits. Her legs slowly part and you see that her panties are semi-sheer. You get a glimpse of her beautiful pussy.

    “You’ll need to be on your knees if you’re going to use your pretty mouth to make me feel good,” she says.

    You look up at her and fall to your knees. A satisfied look crosses her face and she beckons you to crawl closer. You do so and the beautiful girl reaches out and guides your head to her breasts. You feel their warm, soft flesh on either side of your face.

    “Use your pretty mouth to make my tits feel good,” she says.

    You kiss her breasts. You lick her nipples. You gently suck on them. She moans and runs her fingers through your hair very much like you’re her favorite pet even though you’ve only just met.

    “You look so good like that,” she says. “Down on your knees and giving pleasure.” Her fingers move over the side of your face and she leans back, depriving you of the nipple you were so lustily sucking on. She traces one of her fingers over your bottom lip and says, “Open up.”

    You open your mouth and she places a finger on your tongue. Your lips close around it and she smiles like you’ve made her the happiest girl in the world.

    “Can you suck it for me?” she asks. “Can your pretty mouth suck my finger?”

    You suck her finger and feel a glorious throbbing between your legs. You’re enthralled with this girl in a way you don’t entirely understand. You love it, though. She’s fun, sexy as hell, and clearly a little bit kinky and you’re into that.

    She pulls her finger from your mouth and pushes on the top of your head. “Let’s see you put that pretty mouth to work on my cunt,” she says.

    You pull aside her panties and take a moment to admire her pussy. You stare at her plump labia and the hint of pink, wet flesh between them. She puts a hand on the back of your head and pulls you to her cunt. She’s clearly tired of waiting. She wants to see what your tongue can do.

    “Mmmm,” she says as you eat her pussy. “You are good. You’re very good, in fact.”

    You make love to her pussy with your mouth. You taste her pink, slippery flesh. You gently suck on her labia. You pay close attention to her clit, offering it a gentle massage with your tongue and lips and doing everything you can to make her moan. Then you hear a knock on the door.

    “Come in,” she says.

    The door opens and you try to lift your head from between her legs to see who’s come in. She grabs two handfuls of your hair and keeps you down, though.

    “Take your clothes off,” she says to whoever just joined you. Her grip on your hair tightens. You start to panic just a little as you’re completely unsure of what’s about to happen. “Good. Now play with yourself.”

    You try and escape from between her legs once more but she’s having none of it. She pulls hard on your hair and you wince in pain and cease trying to fight.

    “You said you wanted to use your pretty mouth to make me feel good,” she says. “So stop fighting me and do it. Use your pretty mouth to make my cunt feel good.”

    Someone is watching you and they’re playing with themselves. You’re a little freaked out, but you keep doing as you’re told. You keep eating her pussy. Your cock is still hard. Her pussy still tastes delicious. It still feels incredible to be between her thighs and you’re still at least a little bit confident you’re going to get to fuck her. Perhaps she’s about to make a fantasy come true for you and make a threesome with another girl happen. Perhaps the person standing behind you is a beautiful girl playing with her pussy.

    “That’s good,” she says before pulling your head from between her legs. She leans over, smiles, and says, “Now we’re really going to see what that pretty mouth of yours can do.” Her tone has changed a little. There’s a hint of aggression to it. You can’t help but feel a little nervous. “Turn around,” she says.

    You spin around and see a tall, slender guy standing near the door. He’s naked, his cock is half hard, and he’s smiling at you as he masturbates.

    “Come feed his pretty mouth,” she says. “Feed him that cock of yours.”

    He approaches and you recoil. You try to stand but she grabs your hair with one hand and the other finds your nipple and pinches so hard you cry out in pain. You nearly tear up from the agony as she twists your nipple.

    She leans closer and says, “This is why I brought you up here. I could get any guy at the party to eat my pussy and I’m sure they’d all be as good as you were. I want to watch a straight boy suck cock. I want to see that pretty mouth of yours wrapped around a stiff dick. I want to see you give head until he cums down your fucking throat.”

    He steps closer and she pinches your nipple harder, causing you to scream. There’s loud music playing downstairs and it’s quite likely no one heard you.

    She releases your nipple and kisses your neck. She gentle nibbles on your ear lobe and her tongue does something truly wondrous in your ear. You feel a shiver of pleasure move down the left side of your body and your cock finds renewed pleasure in her skillful manipulations of your body.

    “I’m not going to make you do it,” she whispers. “That wouldn’t be hot for me. I want you to do it to make me happy. I want you to suck his cock because you know it turns me on. I want you to be a cocksucker for me because you know I’ll reward you when you’re done.”

    “You will?” you ask.

    “Of course I will,” she says. “I’m not cruel. If you give me what I want, I’ll give you something you want. I promise.”

    His cock is inches from your mouth now. He’s still stroking and he’s fully erect.

    “So do it. Show me what your pretty mouth looks like wrapped around a cock. Suck his dick for me. Be a cocksucker. Suck him off. Suck a thick load out of his cock. Empty his balls with that pretty, pretty mouth of yours and I’ll reward you,” she says.

    You’re not sure why, but you feel compelled to do it. You’re staring at a cock and thinking about sucking on it and you’re turned on.

    You lean closer and she moans. “That’s it,” she whispers before running her hands over your nipples and gently teasing them. “Be a cocksucker for me. Use your pretty mouth to please him.”

    You take him in your mouth. You suck on the head. He groans. She groans even louder. You hear the wetness of her fingers moving in and out of her pussy. You’ve made her happy by sucking cock.

    “Mmmm,” she says, “suck his dick. Suck his fucking dick. Use your pretty mouth to suck him off. Suck his dick until he covers your tongue with his load. Suck like a good little slut until he feeds you his spunk.”

    You’re sucking cock and she’s masturbating. It really does turn her on to see your pretty mouth giving pleasure to a dick. Her pleasure turns you on. Your cock is so hard it hurts. You suck him with greater verve because of it. You want to make him feel good. You want to make him feel great, in fact. You want to make him cum because it will make her feel good.

    He puts a hand on the back of your head and begins to thrust in and out of your mouth. He doesn’t go too deep, but his thrusts are insistent.

    “Let him fuck your pretty mouth,” she says. “Let him fuck it like a pussy. Let him use your pretty mouth for his pleasure. It means he’s getting close. He can’t help himself. He’s about to nut in your pretty mouth. He’s about to feed you his thick, creamy load.”

    He fucks your mouth faster. You try your best not to gag on his cock. For the most part he uses your lips and tongue for his pleasure.

    “Look up at him,” she whispers. “Beg him to cum in your mouth with your eyes. Show him that his pleasure is all you care about.”

    You look up at him. You see the pleasure on his face as he looks down at the cocksucker whose mouth he’s fucking.

    He grunts and stops thrusting. He pushes his cock deep into your pretty mouth. His cum splashes onto your tongue as you feel the head of his dick swell up.

    “He’s cumming,” she says with heavy lust in her voice. “Take his load in your pretty mouth. Let him feed you.”

    You take his load. You take it all. You take it and he pulls out when he’s finished.

    “Now swallow your reward,” she says.

    You swallow his cum. It tastes bitter, but there’s something pleasurable in it.

    “Now fuck me,” she says.

    You turn around and offer a look of utter disbelief. “Really?” you ask.

    She lies in the bed and spreads her legs. “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck me right now. My pussy is your reward. Put your cock inside me and fuck me.”

    You crawl between her legs. You slide into her pussy. You fuck her.

    “Kiss me,” she says. “Kiss me with that pretty mouth.”

    You kiss her. You suck on her tongue as she pushes it into your mouth. You fuck her harder. You’re going to cum fast and it’s going to feel so fucking good. It was well worth sucking dick for the chance to fuck her. Of course it was.

  
    A Quick Chastity Tease Before She Goes

    It’s date night, which means your cock is locked up and your wife is dressed in new lingerie. She’s meeting her boyfriend for drinks and then they’re going to dinner at a new and rather expensive restaurant that just opened up. You’ll be paying for everything, of course. That’s a cuckold’s place.

    Afterwards, she’ll go back to her boyfriend’s place and spend most of the night enjoying him. She’ll suck his cock. She’ll let him fuck her in any position she wants. She’ll have as many orgasms as he can provide. She might even spend the night.

    Eventually, she’ll come home to you, spread her legs, and let you dine on her well-fucked pussy. She’ll let her cuckold enjoy sloppy seconds, but with his tongue only. Your dick belongs in a cage. It certainly doesn’t belong anywhere near her pussy, not while it’s erect.

    That’s all for later, though. For now, your beautiful wife wants to give you one last tease before she goes.

    “Honey!” she calls out.

    You enter the bedroom and see her in the black lingerie she’ll be wearing for her boyfriend. You know that another man will be greeted with the same sight of her in the bed with her legs spread. You know that man will get to fuck her while you will enjoy no such pleasure.

    “Come here, cucky,” she says sweetly.

    You climb between her legs. She reaches down and slips a hand into her panties to play with her pussy.

    “Whose pussy is this?” she asks.

    “Your boyfriend’s,” you answer.

    “That’s right. And why is it his pussy?” she asks.

    “Because he fucks you like you deserve to be fucked. Because he makes you cum like you deserve to cum,” you answer

    “That’s right. You’re such a good boy,” she says. “How does your cute little cuckold cock feel in its cage?”

    “It aches,” you say. You’ve been locked up for weeks. Most of the time it’s fine, but it aches a little when you know your wife is going on a date.

    She smiles. She likes when it aches. She likes that you’re suffering, in a way, for her pleasure.

    “Come a little closer, baby. Rub that cute little locked up cock around the pussy that you’ll probably never fuck again.”

    You hope she doesn’t mean that last part. You hope she’ll let you inside her again. You need to be inside her again, even if it’s just for a few seconds.

    You do as you’re told and rub your locked cock around her panties. You can feel the heat and a little bit of wetness. You can feel her desire. She wants him. She’s thinking about him. She craves him.

    She sits up and kisses you. “I hope you think about me when I’m gone,” she says. Her fingers move between your legs and caresses your balls. “I hope these ache all night long while you think about him fucking your wife’s wet pussy.”

    You groan. You know you’re going to have trouble thinking about anything else.

    “Don’t wait up for me,” she says while climbing out of the bed. “I might stay the night, but either way I’ll be in his bed until long after you usually fall asleep. I just can’t resist his big cock, after all.”

    You know you’re not going to sleep well tonight. You rarely do when your wife is out enjoying someone else’s cock.

    “Have fun,” you say.

    “You know I will.”

  
    A Quick Cuckolding Before Work

    “Wake up honey,” Grant’s wife Amy whispered.

    He stirred and rolled over. She reached out and gently rubbed his shoulder.

    “Honey, it’s time to wake up,” she said.

    Grant opened his eyes. He looked up at his beautiful wife, who somehow looked radiant despite having woken up just a few minutes ago. Her blonde hair looked soft and shiny and her smile seemed to make her eyes sparkle.

    Grant looked at the clock and saw that it was almost an hour before he usually got up. “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “I need you to wake up, honey. Ben wants to swing by before he has to go to work,” Amy said.

    Some of the fog cleared from Grant’s mind as he realized that his wife was kicking him out of the bedroom because her boyfriend was coming over for a morning quickie.

    “You know I can’t turn him down,” Amy said. “You know how I love to make him happy.” She bit her lower lip playfully and smiled. “You know I’ll invite you in after he’s done to clean me.”

    Amy was right on every account and Grant loved it all. He loved that she was obsessed with her boyfriend. He loved that she wanted to make him happy. Most of all, he loved that Amy always rewarded him with a chance to reclaim her with his tongue.

    “I do know all of those things, and you know I’ll always make way for you to have fun with Ben,” Grant said as he smiled and tossed the sheets aside.

    Before he could get out of the bed, Amy leaned closer and held his head in her hands. “Thank you so much, honey. You have no idea how much I appreciate this.” She gave Grant a soft kiss on the forehead before releasing him.

    Oddly, Grant found the kiss on the forehead rather arousing. It wasn’t because it was particularly sexy, though. It was precisely because of how un-sexy it was. It made it seem perfectly obvious that Amy was already preoccupied with the idea of Ben coming over, that thoughts of making love to him had superseded any erotic thoughts related to Grant.

    “It’s my pleasure, believe me,” Grant said as he stood up and walked to the bathroom.

    That part was undeniably true. Grant found it immensely pleasurable that his wife was waking him up early and kicking him out of bed so she could spend the morning making love to her boyfriend.

    After emptying his bladder and throwing on a pair of sweatpants, Grant smiled at Amy and said, “Have fun.”

    “You know I always do,” Amy said before falling to her back and smiling like a giddy schoolgirl about to see the boy she had a huge crush on.

    Grant ambled to the kitchen and let the usual feelings of lust and jealousy sink in. Both were a little more powerful as he poured a cup of coffee. There was something about being woken up and kicked out of his bed in favor of another man that tapped directly into everything he loved about cuckolding, along with a healthy dose of the things about it that hurt a little.

    Amy had already unlocked the door, so when Ben arrived he let himself in and headed straight back to the bedroom. Grant made sure he was tucked into the kitchen. It was always a little easier not to directly acknowledge the man that had come to their house to fuck his wife.

    “I missed you so much,” Amy said as she met Ben at the door to their bedroom.

    “I missed you too, babe,” Ben said as Grant poked his head out of the kitchen to look down the hallway.

    He saw his wife wrap her arms around another man and pull him into the bedroom. He saw that Amy didn’t bother to close the door. She almost never did. She wanted to give Grant the chance to listen or even watch a little if he could be discrete enough.

    Amy had been clear that unless he was explicitly invited to sit in the bedroom and watch as she fucked her boyfriend that Grant was not to invite himself in. He could sneak a few glances through the open door, but he wasn’t to stand in the doorway to masturbate as he enjoyed the show.

    If he was home, Grant always listened. He couldn’t resist. Every time Amy and Ben fucked it was like she was making his fantasies come to life and he hadn’t yet gotten even close to being sick of it. If anything, it had gotten a great deal hotter as his wife had developed a closer relationship with the man she’d begun referring to as her boyfriend.

    Grant put his coffee on the kitchen counter and walked towards the bedroom. It was like his cock had turned into a divining rod that was guiding him towards the greatest source of arousal in the house.

    When he reached the door, Grant settled against the wall and peered into the bedroom. He saw Amy and Ben in the bed. They were kissing softly and slowly, like the familiar lovers they’d become. They were taking their time and letting the desire build up.

    Grant watched Ben’s hand move up his wife’s shirt. He listened as Amy moaned while another man played with her perky breasts. He saw Amy’s hand move between Ben’s legs to grasp what must have been an erection.

    Their kissing intensified as their arousal grew, and Grant felt his lust to masturbate grow alongside her wife and her boyfriend.

    Amy pulled off her shirt and Ben’s lips found their way to her nipples in an instant. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned as another man sucked on her breasts while Grant watched from the doorway. His cock throbbed, making a tent in his sweatpants as he watched his wife make his fantasy a reality once again.

    Ben sat up on his knees and pulled his shirt off before yanking down the skimpy pajama shorts Amy had on. He looked at her pussy, smiled, and said, “Is that wetness for me?”

    “Of course it is,” Amy answered. “Who else would it be for?”

    Amy sat up and kissed her boyfriend. “You’re the only man I truly crave,” she whispered.

    Grant suspected that was for his and Ben’s benefit. It certainly thrilled him, and by the look on Ben’s face he enjoyed that another man’s wife was openly expressing that she craved his cock more than any other.

    “Yeah? You crave me?” Ben said as his fingers moved between Amy’s legs.

    She moaned in response to her boyfriend’s touch. “Yes, Ben. I crave you. I crave you every day,” she said.

    Ben leaned forward and kissed her neck as he pushed two fingers inside her. “What do you crave?” he asked in a low whisper.

    Amy deftly loosened his belt and unbuttoned his pants so she could push her hand inside them. Grant watched as his wife grasped another man’s cock in his bed.

    “I crave you, Ben. I need you. I need you to satisfy me, to fill me, to fuck me like no man has ever fucked me before,” Amy said as she stroked her boyfriend’s cock.

    They kissed as Grant watched. He knew they were close. Soon, Ben’s cock would be inside Amy’s pussy. Soon, she would be making love to another man in their bed; in the bed that he’d slept in last night; in the bed she’d kicked him out of that morning.

    Ben picked Amy up and dropped her on her back before swiftly pulling off his pants and tossing them onto the bedroom floor.

    He gave the beautiful blonde a ravenous look before kissing his way up her body. He was generous with her breasts and Amy moaned. Grant knew she loved having her nipples kissed and licked and Ben seemed especially good at it.

    Their eyes locked as Ben moved on top of her, guided his cock to her pussy, and pushed himself inside her. Amy closed her eyes and pushed her hips forward to meet him as he filled her.

    “Fuck me, Ben,” she said in a voice that barely carried far enough for Grant to hear it.

    From his point of view, it looked more like lovemaking. Ben’s thrusts were slow and deep as they shared tender kisses. Amy moaned into her boyfriend’s mouth as her legs wrapped around him. She pulled him close and their bodies seemingly melded as Grant watched it all unfold from the doorway.

    From experience, Grant knew Ben wasn’t a quick cummer. Even on a morning like this where he was coming over to have sex before going to work, it wasn’t likely to be a five minute experience.

    Because of that, Grant moved into the office that was right next to the master bedroom. He stripped naked, laid on the couch, and closed his eyes while wrapping his fingers around his throbbing erection.

    Loud, lusty moans of pleasure drifted from the room next door as Grant let visions of his wife and her boyfriend fucking fill his head. He’d watched often enough to know exactly what it looked like. He’d seen how beautiful they looked together, how it seemed in some ways like they were made for each other.

    As Amy had her first orgasm, Grant thought of how happy his wife had been since Ben entered their lives. At first he’d found it painful because it was overwhelming confirmation of his inadequacy in the bedroom. He simply wasn’t able to provide her with the kind of pleasure Ben did. When it became clear that Amy had no intention of leaving him, Grant embraced his inadequacy. He embraced being a cuckold and doubled down on using his tongue to make his wife feel good. He also embraced the joy of cleaning her after Ben had been inside her.

    As the thought of cleaning his wife’s cum-filled pussy entered his head, Grant had to stop masturbating. He’d done it countless times and it still turned him on immensely. It felt like the epitome of cuckolding and he cherished getting to do it, especially since Amy seemed to find such joy in it too.

    Almost thirty minutes after he first entered her, Ben unloaded inside Amy. Grant heard it from the office. He heard her boyfriend’s loud moans and his wife’s joyful cry at the fact that the man she’d gotten sexually hooked on was cumming inside her once more.

    Grant smiled as he imagined Ben and Amy cuddling and kissing in bed, just as they always did. He imagined the other man’s cock softening inside his wife. He imagined Amy playfully begging Ben to stay a little longer so he could fuck her again and the other man kissing her passionately and saying he wished he could stay.

    Grant then hopped off the couch, got dressed, and waited out of sight of the doorway so Ben could leave. It wasn’t long before he heard the front door shut.

    “Grant, honey, I need you,” Amy called out.

    That was how she always invited him back into their bedroom.

    Grant rushed out of the office and into his bedroom. He saw Amy’s joyful smile and then his eyes drifted south as she parted her legs and showed off the pussy that another man had just spent half an hour fucking.

    “Were you listening?” she asked.

    Grant nodded. “I watched a little bit, too.”

    “Did it make your cock hard?”

    Grant nodded again as he moved towards his wife.

    “Did you listen to how hard he made me cum, honey? Did you listen to another man making your wife cum in your bed?”

    Grant felt weak in the knees as arousal flooded his body. He loved his wife. He loved that she was giving him exactly what he needed, that she was fulfilling his part of the cuckold fantasy after she’d enjoyed her pleasure.

    “Did you fantasize about getting to clean your wife’s pussy?” Amy asked.

    “Yes,” Grant said as he stood at the edge of the bed.

    “Is that what you want? Do you want to clean Ben’s cum from my pussy?”

    “Yes, I do,” Grant admitted.

    Amy smiled as she reached down and spread her pussy lips. Grant saw the thick white fluid inside her. He saw Ben’s seed.

    “You may clean me,” she whispered.

    Grant felt an overwhelming sense of joy as he crawled between his wife’s legs and licked another man’s cum from her pussy. He felt love, lust, and pure happiness as he tasted the salty, slightly sweet seed of his wife’s boyfriend.

    Amy moaned and grabbed his hair. She pulled him closer with just a hint of aggressiveness that he found intoxicating.

    “That’s it, honey. Clean his mess,” she said.

    Grant’s favorite part was that she was going to cum again, just like she always did when he cleaned her out. She wasn’t just giving him a treat. She found it genuinely arousing that he was eagerly licking her up her boyfriend’s cum.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Amy said, this time much sooner than usual.

    After her orgasm, Grant looked up at his wife. He had another man’s cum in his stomach and a thick layer of the juices from Amy’s pussy on his face. He was as happy as could be.

    “I’d like you to wait until tonight to have an orgasm. Could you do that for me?”Amy asked.

    “Absolutely,” Grant said.

    He wanted to cum. Desperately, in fact. He knew it would be fun to wait all day, though. He knew it would lead to him thinking about his wife and her boyfriend fucking while he was at work, that he’d spend his entire day in a state of arousal. He wanted that even more than he wanted to cum.

    “Good,” Amy said as she leaned forward, brought Grant’s lips to hers, and kissed him softly. “Let’s take a shower, then.”

    Grant stared at her ass as Amy led him to the bathroom. He couldn’t believe how lucky he was.

  
    A Quick Tip on How to Get Your Wife to Dominate You

    
    The basics: If you want your wife to dominate you, then become the absolute best version of yourself.

    Put in a harsher manner: It’s decidedly un-sexy to dominate a pathetic man. 

    It’s fairly unappealing to tell a sniveling loser to fall to his knees and worship your pussy. It’s fairly sexy to give the same command to a strong, successful man.

    Some guys read something like this and feel defeated, but that needn’t be the case. I’m not saying you need to get better looking or get a job as a CEO. I’m saying you need to strive to be the best version of yourself.

    Almost everyone (with a few health-related exceptions) can get in good shape. Almost everyone can be great at their job. There are trade-offs, of course. The extra time you’ll spend working out or striving at your profession has to come from somewhere, which likely means giving up something.

    I’m not a fool. I understand that what I’m talking about is a lot easier said than done. I also know that even if you become the best version of yourself (or if you’re already there) there’s no guarantee your wife will be into dominating you. I’m just saying that it’s one way to increase your chances.

    Stay tuned to this space though, as I’ll have more tips for you in the future.

  
    A Resolution to Cuckold Her Husband

    
      This story is from two years ago, so if you weren’t around then (or if you were and you don’t remember it), give it a read. I think you’ll enjoy a couple’s journey through the early days of finding a bull and discovering just how pleasurable it can be to begin a new year by changing their marriage in a beautiful way.
    

    Keira is a firm believer in the power of a New Year’s Resolution, and this year she’s resolved to do something that she’s confident will make her and her husband Colin exceptionally happy: She’s going to cuckold him.

    Colin has long fantasized about being cuckolded – in fact, nothing turns him on more than that particular fantasy – and Keira has decided that this is the year that she’s going to make her husband a very happy man, while also enjoying the many benefits that being a hotwife will afford her.

    Keira understands the benefits of careful planning, though, so she’s going to take her time in cuckolding her husband. She and Colin will work together to find the perfect man for her, she’ll tease and tempt her husband with the idea of finally fucking another man, they’ll go shopping to find the perfect outfit and lingerie to wear for her first meeting with her lover, and when it happens, Keira will experience the kind of sex that will make her regret she didn’t resolve to cuckold her husband sooner. Then, of course, she’ll fully embrace the joys of being a hotwife and of having two men in her life that are eager to please her.

    Below, you’ll find links to all 10 parts of A Resolution to Cuckold Her Husband. I hope you enjoy it :)

    Part 1 – Keira wakes up on New Year’s Day with a bounce in her step and a smile on her face, for today is the day that she resolves to cuckold her husband. She’s already done a little bit of work to make that happen, so after she shows Colin her resolution – which she’s written just as she wrote past resolutions that came true – she shows him the men that have responded to her online ad.

    They read the responses together and, unsurprisingly, they both get rather worked up when one particular response proves to be exceptionally erotic. The orgasms that result are spectacular, proving to Keira that cuckolding her husband is unquestionably the right choice.

    Part 2 – Keira’s been texting with her potential bull – Dan – and she’s struck by a naughty idea to go lingerie shopping for the man that might cuckold her husband. She takes Colin along and tries on a handful of lovely lingerie sets. While they’re shopping, Keira texts with Dan and he plays the part of their bull and seizes at least a little bit of control of the situation, resulting in some serious dressing room fun for the couple.

    Part 3 – It’s a few weeks into the New Year and Keira is suddenly struck by a wave of insecurity over her idea to cuckold Colin. She calls Dan, her would be bull, to talk it over and he reassures her that he’ll be everything the couple needs him to be and that he wouldn’t dream of disappointing either of them. At some point, the call turns a little bit dirty and Keira ends up masturbating to orgasm while she talks with Dan.

    Later, Keira and Colin have a little fun with lots of cuckold dirty talk as she rewards him with an orgasm that he’s not likely to forget.

    Part 4 – Keira has her first in-person date with Dan and it goes exceptionally well. They meet at a bar – Colin is there watching from a booth in the back – and the chemistry is instantaneous and electric. Dan is handsome and charming and he has the take charge attitude that Keira has found irresistible on the phone. After a little one on one time, they join Colin in the booth and Dan makes it perfectly clear he’ll be an excellent bull for the couple.

    Part 5 – Colin proves that his impending cuckolding truly thrills him by prematurely ejaculating twice in a row as Keira talks about how badly she wants to fuck Dan. Thankfully, Keira knows she’s on the verge of being with someone that’s exceptionally well-equipped to fuck her like she now craves.

    When the day finally arrives, Keira’s stomach is full of butterflies. Colin helps her get set up in the hotel room they booked for the night and then he leaves so Keira’s first time with her bull will be free of any distractions. When Dan arrives, all of Keira’s butterflies go away and she has wondrous, passionate sex with her bull that’s even better than she hoped it might be.

    Part 6 – Four hours after Dan arrived at the hotel room, he’s departed and left five used condoms in his wake. Colin shows up and Keira welcomes him into the room without a stitch of clothing on her body. She’s made sure her husband can see the condoms – proof of her new bull’s virility – and then Keira and Colin enjoy their first true cuckold experience as she teases him with the taste of her pussy, denies him the chance to fuck her, and finally jerks him off to an orgasm.

    Part 7 – Dan is out of town for the week, but he can still play the part of Keira’s bull by phone. He calls and Keira indulges in phone sex while Colin crawls between her legs and offers her pussy the intense pleasure she craves. Dan takes charge, too, instructing Keira on what to have Colin do, and then instructing Keira on what sort of pleasure to offer her cuckold husband before she makes him cum.

    Part 8 – Keira is back in a hotel room with Dan and Colin is waiting at home. Like a good bull, Dan decides that Colin would probably enjoy a video from his wife, so he grabs her phone and films her worshiping his cock before instructing her to send Colin the video. Dan then takes charge in a way he hasn’t before, teasing Keira and then fucking her from behind in the way only a bull can.

    When Keira returns home to Colin the next morning, she offers him a deluge of cuckold dirty talk, including informing him that Dan will be the only man that gets to fuck her for a while. She offers him a deeply pleasurable handjob, too.

    Part 9 – Colin is going to watch for the first time, and Keira has him dress her in the lingerie she wants to wear for her bull, and of course she teases him while he does it, ensuring he’s hard as a rock throughout.

    When Dan arrives, Colin gets a front row seat to the hottest show of his life as Keira and her bull fuck in their bedroom. She cums multiple times before Dan unloads, and all the while Colin gets to watch and enjoy dirty talk and a little bit of teasing from his wife and her bull. Later, Colin receives a mildly humiliating handjob that he finds enormously arousing.

    Part 10 – It’s only been a few months since she first cuckolded Colin, but Keira is convinced that she needs cuckolding to be a part of their marriage going forward. She explains all of this – and more – to her husband and he takes it in stride, for he too enjoys the new shape of their marriage.

    Later, Keira informs Colin that Dan is going to cum inside her for the first time. He watches as Keira gets fucked bareback and takes her bull’s load in her pussy. Afterwards, Colin is informed that he’ll no longer be permitted to cum inside Keira since she only wants her bull’s seed inside her. The story ends there, with the happy couple moving into a new phase of their cuckold marriage with a bull that’s proven to be exactly what they needed.

  
    A Resolution to Cuckold Her Husband - Part 1

    The first New Year’s resolution Keira ever wrote was a simple one: I resolve to fall in love.

    She was 22 years old when she put her first resolution to paper and she wasn’t at all convinced it would come true.

    It did, though. It came true by August, in fact. The lucky young man’s name was Colin, and he too was 22 years old.

    Keira’s second New Year’s resolution – written the very next year – felt eminently attainable: I resolve to get engaged this year.

    That resolution also came true. It took until October and happened on a beautiful trip to New York City, but the ring came. Colin fell to one knee in a beautiful part of Central Park and popped the question. Keira gleefully accepted.

    Though future resolutions didn’t always come true, Keira was steadfast in writing them down. All it took was for her first two to come true to establish a lifelong trust that there was a certain kind of magic in putting her desires into words.

    It was because of that faith that Keira had a smile on her face when she woke up on January 1, 2020. She rolled onto her side to see her husband sleeping peacefully. She thought of the decision she’d made, of the resolution she was going to commit to paper that morning. She thought of how much Colin was going to enjoy it. She couldn’t help but smile.

    Keira stepped into the warm, fuzzy pink slippers that rested on the floor and shuffled out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and into the kitchen. She flipped on the coffee maker and the familiar sound of her morning dose of caffeine being prepared filled the air.

    Keira smiled as she walked down the hallway and into the office. She pulled a sheet of high quality resume paper from a drawer, grabbed a pen, and wrote in big letters: 2020 New Years Resolutions. She underlined it for emphasis.

    Always a believer in keeping things simple and succinct where resolutions were concerned, Keira wrote only one thing: I resolve to cuckold my husband.

    Keira stood up, admired her work, and smiled. She grabbed the sheet of paper, walked back to the kitchen and affixed the resolution to the refrigerator with a magnet.

    Filled with a sense of purpose, Keira poured a cup of coffee, popped open the laptop she’d left on the kitchen table the night before, and pulled up a handful of sites she’d been using for research into her resolution.

    Keira smiled as she heard Colin coming down the stairs. He was about to discover her intention to make their shared fantasy a reality.

    “Happy New Year,” Keira said as she raised her coffee cup and took a sip.

    Colin smiled, ran a hand through his messy hair, and said, “Happy New Year to you, my beautiful wife.”

    He moved across the kitchen and pulled a mug from the shelf. He filled it almost all the way to the top – as he always did – and then moved towards the refrigerator to retrieve the half and half.

    Colin stopped with his hand on the door handle. He was staring at the sheet of paper. He was staring at Keira’s New Year’s resolution.

    He turned and looked at her. Keira smiled.

    “Is this real?” he asked.

    “You know how I feel about New Year’s resolutions, honey,” she replied.  “Of course it’s real.”

    A blank stare was all he could muster. It seemed like he was still trying to process the information.

    “Is this really real?” he asked.

    Keira pulled a chair next to hers and gently patted it. “Why don’t you take a seat?”

    Colin shuffled across the kitchen floor. It was as if his brain couldn’t muster a strong enough signal to get him to take full steps.

    Keira clicked on the Chrome tab open to Fetlife. She clicked on her inbox and scrolled down a list of dozens of messages.

    “These are all men that want to fuck your wife,” she said.

    Colin leaned closer and stared at the screen. “Really?”

    “I put up an ad,” Keira explained. “I said I was a 32 year old blonde looking to become a hotwife. I said my husband was eager to be cuckolded. I said I wanted someone safe, sane, fit, and blessed with a nice big cock to fuck me. I said I was looking to experience something my husband couldn’t provide me and that we were both looking to spice up our sex life in the hottest way we could imagine.”

    Keira looked at her husband. He’d ceased staring at the screen. He was staring at her. He also had an obvious erection making a modest-sized tent in his pajama pants.

    “I thought it was just a fantasy?” Colin asked. “I thought you were never going to actually go through with it?”

    “I thought so too,” Keira explained. “I changed my mind.” She reached out and took Colin’s hand in hers. “I’m pretty sure we’d both be okay if our sex life never changed. I’m also pretty sure we’d both like it to be better, and I’m pretty sure we’re both at a point where we agree that me fucking someone else is definitely one way to make it better.”

    Colin squeezed her hand and smiled.

    “Is it safe to assume you’re hard because you like that I put up an ad and you like that so many guys responded to it? Aren’t you getting excited thinking about me fucking one of those guys?” Keira asked.

    Colin nodded.

    Keira lifted her butt off the seat and slid her little pajama shorts down. She took her husband’s hand and placed it between her legs. She pressed his fingers against her cotton panties.

    “Can you feel that?” she asked.

    Colin nodded. “You’re wet.”

    “Yes, I am. I’ve been wet since I woke up. I’m wet because I’m thinking about the exact same things you are. I’m thinking about cuckolding you.”

    Colin rubbed his fingers over her panties. Keira moaned in response to the genuine pleasure. She considered letting him make her cum, but pulled his fingers away.

    “How long have you been planning this?” Colin asked.

    “I’ve been thinking about it for months, but I’ve only been planning it for a few weeks. I’ve already gone through all the messages. I deleted the worthless ones – which was most of them, to be honest – and all that’s left are the guys that actually seem serious. There are two dozen of them. I figured we could have a little fun with it,” she explained.

    “Fun?” Colin asked.

    Keira reached out and grabbed Colin’s cock through his pajamas. She stroked him and he groaned, making her smile.

    “Wouldn’t it be fun to go through the messages and check out the profiles of these guys? Wouldn’t you enjoy looking at the big cocks that might fuck your wife? Wouldn’t you find it insanely hot to fantasize about one of these guys filling me, stretching me, and making me cum?”

    For a moment, Keira thought Colin might cum in his pants. The look on his face was similar to looks she’d seen during the two years they’d been fantasizing about cuckolding. She’d seen that look when describing the pleasure she’d find in having someone else’s cock inside her. She’d seen it when telling Colin about how she would love to have a truly big cock in her pussy.

    He’d probably seen the same look on her face as he whispered cuckold-fueled fantasies into her ear while rubbing her clit. He’d probably seen that joy on her face when he pleasured her with a big toy and talked her through a fantasy cuckold experience of being taken by a strong, dominant man that would show her a kind of deeply satisfying sexual joy he’d never provided.

    “Yes,” Colin finally said, “that would be insanely hot.”

    “Do you want to have your morning coffee, or should we take my laptop to the bedroom and get started right away?” Keira asked.

    “This is so much better than coffee,” Colin said as he stood up, picked up her laptop, and rushed upstairs to the bedroom.

    Keira giggled as she scampered after him. She felt like she was 22 again, like she was about to explore something entirely new and totally thrilling. She and Colin were embarking on an adventure together and she couldn’t wait.

    Colin yanked the covers back and leapt into the bed. Keira cuddled up next to him as he rested the laptop on his thighs, leaving just enough room for his cock to be freed from his pants when the time came.

    “You’ve read all of these?” Colin asked.

    “I have,” Keira said. “I wanted to see if any of the guys were serious or if they were all just losers looking for a jerk off fantasy. It turns out that most of the messages were from losers, but a small selection seem entirely genuine.”

    “Does it matter which one I start with?” Colin asked.

    “Why don’t you start at the top?”

    Colin clicked the first message. It read:

    Hey there. Your profile pic is sexy as hell and I like that you don’t seem interested in fucking around. You want to get right to the point, which I like, so I’ll do the same. I’ve got 10 thick inches to please you with, I can go as long as you need, and I’ve had experience with cuckold couples before so I’m fine if your husband wants to watch or even participate a little. Check out my profile for pics and more info on me.

    “What did you use for your profile pic?” Colin asked.

    “Why don’t you find out,” Keira said.

    Colin visited Keira’s profile page and found an image of her in a black lace teddy. She’d shot it from a low angle and cropped it to make sure her face wasn’t included.

    “He’s right. That’s sexy as hell,” Colin said.

    Keira reached out and gently massaged Colin’s still-hard cock as she said, “Why don’t you visit his profile?”

    Colin smiled and hurriedly made his way back to the message and to the sender’s profile. He brought up the picture gallery and clicked the first shot that featured a dick.

    “Wow,” Colin said.

    “I know,” Keira added as she looked at the picture and stroked her husband’s cock. “Can you imagine watching that thing slide in and out of my pussy?”

    “I’m already doing it,” Colin admitted.

    Keira slipped her hand into Colin’s pajamas and wrapped her fingers around his cock. She stroked the stiff, smooth shaft and he moaned.

    “Would it be terrible to admit that I’ve had more than a few orgasms while reading these messages and browsing these profiles?” Keira asked. “I just can’t help myself. I look at those pictures and I get so turned on. It’s so much different than looking at porn. I mean, those are real guys. Those are real cocks. Those are men that want to fuck me. All I’d have to do is send a message and I could have one of those cocks inside me.”

    “Fuck, Keira, you’re gonna make me cum,” Colin said.

    Clearly, it wasn’t terrible of her to admit that she’d been masturbating while fantasizing about cuckolding him.

    Keira released her husband’s cock and played with his balls instead. “Read the next message,” she said.

    Colin’s breathing slowed as he moved back to her inbox and clicked the next message. It was a little longer than the first:

    The first time would be in a beautiful hotel room. It would be just you and me, though your husband could be in the room next store if you wanted. You’d be dressed in something sexy – perhaps the black lingerie in your profile picture – and you’d be waiting in the bed when I arrived. We’d have spent a week or two indulging in dirty texting and a few naughty phone conversations, so we’d both be out of our minds with desire for each other.

    I’d enter the room and wait at the foot of the bed. You’d crawl towards me with hunger in your eyes. You’d reach out, unzip my pants, and pull out my cock. You’d take me in your mouth. I’d watch it stretch your pretty lips as I reached down and caressed your hair. I’d tell you what a good cocksucker you were being for me. You’d feel how hard you were making me.

    I’d strip as you sucked my cock. You’d stop when your desire became too overwhelming. You’d get on your back and spread your legs. You’d watch me climb between them and pull the lace aside. You’d moan as I ate your perfect pussy until you were begging me to fuck you.

    I’d slide into your tight, wet married pussy as we kissed. I’d take it nice and slow so you had time to get used to my size. I’d wait with my cock buried inside you. I’d make you beg me to fuck you. I’d make you tell me how badly you needed my cock. I’d make you admit your desperation before I finally fucked you.

    Then, of course, I’d make you cum as many times as you could handle. I’d make sure you didn’t leave that hotel room until you were completely satiated. I’d make sure you forgot your husband’s name for a few hours. Only then would I relent and take my pleasure by cumming.

    That would be the first time. It would get better from there, I promise. I hope to hear from you soon,

    Dan

    Keira let it play out in her mind as she read the message. She could practically feel his big cock throbbing in her mouth. She could feel him eating her pussy. She could feel him sliding into her cunt. She could imagine herself being so insane with desire that she would beg him to fuck her. She could imagine forgetting Colin’s name for a few hours.

    Colin put the laptop aside and pulled Keira’s hand from his pants. He rolled onto his side and kissed his wife as his fingers moved into her panties.

    “You’re even wetter than before,” he said.

    “Of course I am,” Keira replied as Colin’s fingers disappeared inside her. “His little fantasy made me wet. I was thinking about getting fucked so good that I could forget your name for a few hours.”

    Colin worked her clit while fingering her, which always brought Keira such pleasure.

    “Would you do what he said? Would you beg for him to fuck you?” he asked.

    “Yes, I would,” Keira said. “I’d completely let myself go in that situation. I’d embrace the passion of the moment and beg him to fuck me until I had the best orgasm of my life.”

    Colin kissed her. Keira sucked on his tongue as he fingered her pussy. She felt the pleasure building between her legs. She decided to embrace the passion of the moment happening in her bedroom.

    “Oh Dan!” Keira moaned. “Please, fuck me. Please give me your big cock. Please pound my tight little married pussy. Please stretch me out with your fat dick and make me cum. Please show me what I’ve been missing!”

    She arched her back as the fantasy came alive in her head. Colin moaned as he worked her pussy faster with his fingers. Keira could hear the sounds of wetness emerging from between her legs.

    “That’s it, Dan. Fill me. Fuck me. Pound me. Give me that big cock. Show me how much better you are than my husband. Cuckold him. Fuck my married pussy and cuckold my husband!”

    The pleasure flowed through Keira’s body as she had a screaming orgasm. Colin kept his fingers inside her and provided the slightest bit of pressure to her clit. Her body shuddered as wave after wave of sexual joy moved through it.

    Colin kissed her softly and asked, “Was that as good for you as it seemed?”

    “It was,” Keira replied. “But it will be even better when I’m actually cuckolding you. If your fingers make me feel that good, imagine how hot it’s going to be when it’s some else’s big dick sliding in and out of me.”

    “I can’t wait,” Colin said. “I really can’t. I want you to cuckold me.”

    Keira smiled. “I will,” she said. “For now you’ll have to settle for a blowjob.”

    She pulled down his pajama pants and wrapped her lips around his cock. The one good thing about having a husband with an average dick was that blowjobs were nice and easy.

    “Fuck, Keira, that’s incredible,” Colin said.

    “Read the story again,” she instructed. “Read it while I suck your dick. You can cum in my mouth.”

    Colin picked up the computer and read the short story Dan had written. It wasn’t long before he unloaded his cum in Keira’s mouth. She happily swallowed. She loved the idea of her husband having an orgasm while thinking of someone else fucking her. It aroused her now more than ever. Keira was going to make her New Year’s resolution a reality, and she wasn’t going to wait until summer.

    Colin would be a cuckold before long.

  
    A Resolution to Cuckold Her Husband - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “Is that him?” Colin asked.

    Keira looked up from her phone and smiled. She nodded at her husband. The flash of lust in his eyes thrilled her. She pulled up her dress and spread her legs as she waited for another text from her would-be bull.

    “Come here,” Keira said as she pointed between her legs. “Feel how wet I am.”

    Colin sat on the couch and pressed his fingers against Keira’s panties. She was certain he felt the dampness there. It was impossible to miss. A week of naughty texting and emailing with Dan had gotten her to the point of gushing at the mere mention of having his big cock inside her.

    Colin gently pulled her panties aside and slipped a finger inside her. “Wow,” he said. “You’re soaked.”

    “You know how I get when I’m texting with him,” Keira said as she smiled at her husband. Texting with Dan really did turn her on, but she liked to play it up for Colin. She wanted to stoke the fires of his cuckold desire and get him to a place of intense need before she finally welcomed Dan into her pussy.

    “What’s he saying?” Colin asked.

    Keira scrolled through the texts. She smiled at Dan’s declarations of lusty desire. He certainly had a way with words.

    “He’s saying he wants to fuck your wife,” Keira replied as she met her husband’s gaze. “He’s saying he wants to make me cum like no other man has ever made me cum. He’s saying he wants to show me what I’ve been missing since I married you.”

    As she talked, Keira worked her foot between Colin’s legs and massaged his cock. He grew to a fully erect state and she felt the purest kind of delight. Her resolution was going to become reality and it was going to be perfect when it did.

    “What are you saying?” Colin asked.

    “I’m saying that I fantasize about his cock every day. I’m saying I rarely go more than an hour without thinking about how he’s going to feel inside me. I’m saying I want him to show me what it’s like to get fucked by a beautiful big cock. I’m saying I want to let go and give him my body. I’m saying I want him to be my bull,” Keira replied as she continued to work Colin’s cock with her feet.

    Colin slipped a second finger into her pussy and worked it in and out. His thumb rubbed gently over her clit and Keira unleashed a moan of deep longing.

    “I have an idea,” she said. “I want you to take me shopping.”

    Colin pulled his fingers from her pussy and asked, “Shopping? For what?”

    “I want to go shopping for my future bull. I want to try on lingerie for him and send him pictures. I want to show him what he’ll get to enjoy when we finally get together,” Keira said as she stood up. “Take me to Victoria’s Secret.”

    Colin hopped to his feet, grabbed his wallet and the car keys, and said, “Let’s go,” with an excited smile on his face.

    
      

    

    “What should I try on first?” Keira asked as she surveyed the array of lingerie they’d brought to the dressing room.

    “How about the pink one?” Colin suggested.

    Keira smiled. The pink lace bodysuit was the first thing Colin had picked out. It caught his eye from across the store and he’d made a beeline for it.

    She reached up and caressed the soft fabric. It looked exceptionally feminine and she knew the plunging neckline and lace trim were going to look great on her body.

    “You really like this one, don’t you?” Keira asked as she turned to her husband.

    Colin nodded as he stared at the lingerie.

    She stepped towards him and reached out to gently caress his crotch as she asked, “You know I won’t be wearing this for you, right? You know I’ll be wearing it for him, for my bull, right?”

    Keira felt her husband’s cock grow stiff at her touch. She saw the effect a few simple words had on him. She saw that he was ready to be a cuckold.

    His voice was barely above a whisper as he answered, “I know. That’s why I like it so much.”

    Keira released his cock from her grasp and stepped back. She held Colin’s gaze while doing a striptease for him. She endeavored to keep his cock stiff without having to touch him and she felt utter joy as he seemed to fall under her spell.

    “Will you hand me the bodysuit?” Keira asked once she’d stripped down to her panties.

    Colin picked up the delicate pink lingerie and handed it to his wife.

    “Are you excited about me giving him my body?” Keira asked as she took the bodysuit from her husband and ran her fingers over her breasts.

    Colin nodded as his eyes followed the path Keira’s fingers traced over her soft skin.

    She stepped into the bodysuit and slowly pulled it up. She wanted Colin to enjoy the experience. She wanted him to think about her dressing for another man.

    “How does it look?” Keira asked when the lingerie was in place.

    “It’s incredible,” Colin said.

    She spun around and looked at herself in the floor to ceiling mirror. Colin was right. It looked exceptionally good. The plunging neckline was perfectly designed. It exposed just a little bit of her breasts in a way that she was certain would be alluring to any man.

    “Do you think Dan will like it?” Keira asked as she admired her body in the mirror. “Do you think he’ll see me in this and want to fuck me?”

    Keira saw Colin nodding in the mirror. His eyes moved up and down her back. Each time he let his gaze linger on her lace-clad ass.

    “Will you pass me my phone?” Keira asked.

    Colin reached into her purse and retrieved her phone. He offered it eagerly. He knew what she had planned.

    Keira pulled up her camera and pointed it at the mirror. Colin stepped aside so he’d be out of the shot. She lined up a beautiful shot – making sure to cover her face with the phone as she wasn’t quite ready to share that much with Dan – and snapped the pic.

    Keira sent the picture to Dan and added a short message: “Would you like to fuck me in this pretty lingerie?”

    It wasn’t long before Dan sent a picture in reply. It was a shot of his jeans with a very noticeable bulge. A text came in moments later: “I’d want you on top. I’d want to play with your perfect tits in that beautiful lingerie as you sank down onto my big dick. I’d want to watch you impale your pussy on my dick until you had a long, quivering climax in that beautiful lingerie. Then I’d flip you over, take you from behind, and cum deep in your married pussy.”

    Keira stared at the bulge in the picture and imagined it inside her. She imagined doing exactly as Dan had described. She felt the kind of arousal she’d come to crave. She felt her pussy getting wetter.

    Then she spun around and pointed her camera at Colin’s crotch. She took a quick picture of his bulge, which was far smaller than Dan’s.

    She sent the pic to Dan. “Hubby is excited too. He likes the idea of you fucking me in this pretty lingerie. He wants to be a cuckold.”

    “Did you just send him a picture of my crotch?” Colin asked.

    Keira nodded. “I did. I want him to see that he’s bigger than you. I want him to see why I need to have him inside me,” she said while reaching out and grasping her husband’s cock through his jeans. “I want him to know that he has a much bigger dick than my soon-to-be cuckold husband.”

    Dan sent another picture. His cock was out of his jeans. He held it by the base. Keira lifted her phone and stared at it. She felt the desire coursing through her. It was unquestionable. She was turned on at the very sight of her would-be bull’s cock.

    Dan texted: “I’ll make you feel better than he ever has, I promise.”

    Keira showed Colin the picture and the text. “Do you think he’s right?” she asked.

    Colin nodded. “I do,” he said.

    Keira spun around and stripped out of the pink lace bodysuit. “I want to try on the black lingerie set,” she said. “Will you help me?”

    Colin picked up the black lace bra and helped Keira into it. He picked up the panties and fell to his knees so she could step into them. He pulled them up her legs, making sure to trace his fingers over her flesh the entire way up. Keira let a quiet moan slip. His touch felt spectacularly good and she was genuinely aroused at the idea of her husband dressing her for another man.

    “Do the garter belt next,” she said.

    Colin helped her into the garter belt and once again ran his fingers over her flesh. She smiled at his ability to turn her on. He didn’t possess a big dick, but Colin absolutely knew how to make her feel good. She didn’t need to cuckold him. She wanted to, though. She wanted to expand their sexual horizons.

    Keira looked at the package of black lace top stockings she’d brought in. They’d have to buy them if she tried them on – the package had to be torn open to facilitate that – but she didn’t care. She could always use more stockings. What she wanted in that moment was to see her husband on his knees and slowly pulling a pair of nylons up her legs.

    “Open the stockings,” Keira said. “Help me put them on. Dress me for Dan. Make me look beautiful for the man that’s going to fuck me.”

    Keira loved that it took no more than a few sensually uttered words to arouse her husband. She loved that he seemed to fall deeper under the spell of cuckolding with each sentence. She loved that it aroused her so much too. It wasn’t just Colin that was into the idea of another man enjoying her body. They were both enjoying the thrills that seemed to be inherent to cuckolding.

    Colin took his time dressing her in the stockings. He slowly, sensually pulled each stocking up Keira’s legs. When he’d finished, he ran his fingers over the soft, sexy, semi-sheer black nylon. His touch sent waves of electric lust between Keira’s legs and she soaked her panties further.

    “Thank you,” Keira said as Colin looked up at her from his knees. “Thank you for being willing to dress me for another man. Thank you for being so eager to let him have me.”

    “Trust me, the pleasure is all mine,” Colin said.

    He stood up and Keira pressed her lingerie-clad body against his. His hands moved over her back and grasped her ass as they shared a soft kiss.

    “Do you think he’ll want to fuck me in this?” she whispered.

    “I do,” Colin said before kissing her again.

    Keira stepped back, grabbed her phone, and took a picture. She sent it to Dan. She texted: “Hubby just dressed me in this lingerie set. He wants to give you his wife. He wants me to have everything I need in life, and all I can think about right now is how badly I need your cock inside me.”

    Dan texted back: “I want to see your hubby where he belongs. On his knees, serving your pussy with his mouth.”

    Keira showed Colin the text. He smiled, moved in front of her, and dropped to his knees. He pulled aside both pairs of panties she was wearing and his tongue began to work her clit.

    Keira rested her hand on the top of his head and took another picture. She sent it to Dan.

    Dan texted back: “That’s more like it. Your husband’s going to be a good cuckold.”

    Keira looked down at Colin and watched him worship her pussy. She looked in the mirror and felt an exceptional sense of power and lust. Her husband was on his knees. She looked and felt gorgeous in the lingerie. He’d dressed her knowing she was going to send a picture to another man. He’d dressed her knowing that she might buy the lingerie so someone else could fuck her in it. He was going to be a good cuckold.

    It ran counter to the cuckold game they were playing, but Keira wanted Colin’s cock inside her. She wanted to fuck her husband. She wanted to feel his lust via his stiff erection sliding into her soaking wet pussy.

    “Take your dick out and sit on the bench,” she said softly.

    Colin looked up. Keira saw the utter surprise and delight on his face. He paused for a moment before leaping to action. In just a few seconds his pants were around his ankles and he was sitting on the bench with his cock pointed towards the ceiling.

    Keira straddled her husband, took his cock inside her, and kissed him softly. “I want you to cum inside me,” she whispered. “Give me your load. Fill me as you think about Dan fucking me.”

    She felt desperate for it. She wanted her husband to cum inside her as he thought about his cuckolding. She needed to experience the purity of his lust.

    Colin grabbed Keira’s ass as she rocked back and forth on his cock. They both did their best to be as quiet as possible. Thankfully, the store had music playing that covered the minimal noise they were making.

    When she saw a look of intense pleasure come over Colin’s face, Keira kissed him. He groaned into her mouth and grabbed her ass tighter. He was cumming inside her.

    “Were you thinking about him fucking me?” Keira asked. “Were you thinking about giving your wife to another man?”

    Colin nodded.

    “Was it good?” she asked.

    “It was so much better than good,” he replied.

    Keira kissed him before standing up and pulling her panties over her pussy. She didn’t want to leave a cummy mess in the dressing room. She quickly stripped out of the black panties, leaving on only the pair she wore into the store.

    “Let’s buy the black and the pink lingerie,” she said. “I’m quite certain I’ll be fucking Dan more than once.”

    Colin tucked his cock back into his underwear and pulled up his pants. He looked positively giddy, which Keira took as a good sign. Even after his orgasm he was eager to facilitate his cuckolding.

    “I know it sounds crazy, but I’m really looking forward to you having sex with someone else,” Colin said as he gathered the lingerie they were going to purchase.

    Keira smiled. He was going to be a good cuckold.
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    It wasn’t until a little over two weeks into the New Year that Keira experienced her first sensations of doubt regarding her resolution to cuckold her husband.

    They’d had a great deal of fun playing with the notion, but she’d started to feel a little something nagging at her. Keira couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but it she wondered if it was the possibility of an entirely unexpected outcome that she found so troubling.

    What if Colin wasn’t actually into it? What if his fantasies were just that and he reacted badly to actually being cuckolded?

    What if Dan turned out to be an asshole? What if he had a big dick but wasn’t particularly good with it? What if he and Keira fucked and it ended up being a huge disappointment? What if everything Keira had read about the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle ended up being untrue, at least in their case?

    By that point she and Dan had talked on the phone a few times. Keira wanted to hear his voice and get used to the way he interacted before committing to meeting him, let alone letting him inside her.

    He came across as smart, confident, and sexy. Keira was pleased that he’d met her expectations and been very much like he’d described himself. She liked how deep his voice was, too. It was quite a bit different from Colin’s.

    It was Keira’s sudden insecurity about the whole notion of cuckolding her husband that led her to curl up on the couch on a Sunday afternoon and call Dan. Colin was watching football at a friend’s house and she had plenty of time to see if the man that had actually been with cuckold couples before could help calm her nerves.

    Dan picked up after two rings. “Hey, Keira,” he said. “How’s it going?”

    Keira was surprised and delighted that she felt a twinge of arousal at the sound of Dan’s voice.

    “It’s good, I guess,” she said. “Or not, maybe. I don’t know. I’m in kind of a weird place with this whole thing.”

    “What’s going on?” Dan asked.

    “I don’t know why, but I’ve just started worrying about everything. I’m worried that Colin’s going to hate this if we actually do it. I’m worried I’m not going to enjoy it. I’m sorry if this is insulting, but I’m worried that you’re not going to be what you say you are. I’m just worried about all of it.”

    Dan laughed in a way that made Keira smile. If they were meeting in person he would have reached over and given her a reassuring touch along with his laugh.

    “First off, you’re not alone in your worries,” Dan said. “Trust me, most couples that get into this sort of thing worry about it. It would be much weirder if you weren’t worried about any of it. How could you not be at least a little worried? The fantasy is one thing, but to actually consider bringing someone else into your sex life is a pretty big deal.”

    Keira breathed a sigh of relief. It was nice to hear that she wasn’t crazy.

    “I can’t speak for your husband, but I can tell you that I will absolutely be everything I say I am. I know some guys that call themselves bulls and offer themselves to married women aren’t anywhere near as good as they promise to be. I know some are out for their orgasm and nothing else. I’m not like that, though. I know that I’m just part of the equation here. I know that my job is to make sure that you and your husband have a fantastic time in whatever form this takes. If he’s watching, he needs to enjoy himself. You need to enjoy yourself. Ideally, all three of us will have great orgasms and want to do it all over again,” Dan said.

    Keira smiled as she listened. She liked Dan’s confidence. She liked that he’d reassured her with such ease and that he seemed to be speaking from experience.

    “So you’ve really done this with other couples?” Keira asked.

    “Absolutely,” Dan said. “I wasn’t lying about that, I promise. I’ve done it numerous times and I’ve almost always had fun. There have been a few times where it didn’t work, and in each case it was because the husband was so insecure that he couldn’t handle the sight of his wife enjoying sex with someone else. That’s why I usually like to meet with the wife alone for the first time. If he’s at home imagining everything it seems to make it hotter than if he’s just watching his wife cum with someone else’s cock inside her.”

    “Is that what happens?” Keira asked. “Do the wives you’ve been with always cum?” She couldn’t help but imagine it. She couldn’t help but let the fantasy fill her head and take her to a place of pleasure.

    “They do, Keira, and you will too. I can assure you of that. I’ll make you cum harder than you have in years, maybe ever. I’ll make sure it’s an experience you’ll never forget, and then you can go home to your husband and tell him all about it.”

    Dan’s voice was calm and confident and there was just a hint of lust. Keira let herself fantasize that he was sitting next to her on the couch. She let her mind wander to a beautiful place where Dan was caressing her thighs and moving his fingers towards her pussy. She let herself dream of spreading her legs and offering her body for the kind of sex she’d been fantasizing about having with Dan since she read his first message.

    Keira pulled herself back from the edge. She wanted to have phone sex with Dan, but she needed to calm her nerves. She knew they’d come back the moment she got off the phone.

    “So how do I make sure that Colin actually enjoys it?” she asked. “How do I make sure it doesn’t blow up in my face and end my marriage?”

    “That’s a little harder,” Dan said, “but the best thing you can do is remember that he’s going to experience a huge range of emotions, some of them unpleasant. He’s going to be insecure and nervous that you’re going to leave him. He’s going to be jealous. He might have moments of anger. It might seem silly, but he needs to be reassured that you love him and that you’re not going to leave him.”

    “Of course I’m not going to leave him. Do you really think he’ll be worried about that?” Keira asked.

    Dan laughed again. It was the same kind of reassuring chuckle.

    “Keira, your husband is going to experience something that men are programmed to hate. Another man is going to satisfy you in a way your husband can’t, or at the very least hasn’t in a very long time. I’m going to fuck you in a way that’s going to open your mind to new sexual possibilities. I’m going to make you cum like no man ever has.”

    Keira felt her heart pounding. Her hand moved towards her breast. She moved her fingers over her soft sweater. She wasn’t wearing a bra and it felt magnificently good to tease her nipples through the soft material.

    “That’s why it’s sometimes so much worse when a cuckold watches. When he sees his wife get completely lost in the pleasure of fucking someone else he can feel like his manhood is slipping away. He can feel like she’s absolutely going to leave him.”

    Keira thought about Dan’s body on top of hers. She thought about his cock sliding into her pussy. She thought about how good it was going to feel to have something so big in her pussy. She moved her hand under her sweater and gently played with her breasts.

    “The thing many cuckolds – and your husband might be among them – are most embarrassed about is how much they like it. They love it, in fact. They’ve never been so aroused. They love seeing their wives cum with someone else’s cock inside them. They love seeing their wives beg for another man to fuck them harder and faster. They love seeing their wives overcome with desire for someone else.”

    Keira bit her lower lip to stifle a moan. She thought about begging Dan to fuck her harder and faster. She thought about wrapping her legs around him and pulling his cock deeper inside her. She thought about giving him her body.

    “It’s easy to help him, though,” Dan continued. “Let him know that it’s okay to be turned on. Let him know that it turns you on too. Let him know that you like that he wants to be a cuckold. Let him have the best orgasm of his life while you tell him about how good it felt to have my cock inside you.” He paused for a moment. “Can you do that for your husband, Keira?”

    Keira closed her eyes and pushed a hand into her pants. She unleashed a moan as her finger found her clit. “Yes, I can,” she said.

    “Are you thinking about doing it right now?” Dan asked. “Are you thinking about coming home to your husband after a night with me? Are you thinking about telling him how good it felt to have someone else’s big cock inside you?”

    Keira rubbed her clit and answered, “Yes. Fuck, yes, that’s what I’m doing,” she said. “I’m so wet, Dan. I’m so wet just thinking about it. Fuck!”

    “Then keep thinking about it, Keira,” he said. “Think about me being inside you. Think about me fucking your tight married pussy. Think about my cock pounding your wet cunt and making you cum over and over.”

    Keira closed her eyes and felt a powerful rush of pleasure build between her legs. She moaned into the phone. She lifted her hips and moments later she had a loud, screaming orgasm.

    “Did that feel good, Keira?” Dan asked.

    “It felt amazing,” she said.

    “Tell your husband about it when you get home. Tell him that you had an orgasm while talking to me. Tell him you had an orgasm while thinking about my cock inside you. Tell him you had an amazing orgasm while fantasizing about cuckolding him, and do it while you’re playing with his cock. Help him accept his fantasy. Show him that it’s your fantasy too. Show him that you want him to feel good. I promise it will make a difference. Will you do that for me?” Dan asked.

    “I will,” Keira said.

    “Good,” Dan replied. “We’ll talk again soon?”

    “We will.”

    
      

    

    With Dan’s advice in mind, Keira decided she’d welcome Colin home wearing only her sweater. When she heard his car pull into the garage she yanked off her pants and panties, tossed them behind the couch, and crossed her legs in a way she hoped would look inviting.

    It seemed to work as Colin’s eyes moved right between her legs the moment he reached the top of the stairs. “Hey there,” he said.

    “I missed you,” Keira said as she opened her legs just enough to let her pussy lips come into view. She ran her fingers over her thighs and between her labia. They disappeared inside her with ease thanks to the exceptional wetness that remained after her little masturbatory adventure on the phone.

    Colin approached the couch with his gaze fixed between her legs. “What did you do while I was gone?”

    Keira bit her lower lip and smiled. “I was a naughty girl,” she said in a soft, suggestive voice.

    Colin’s eyebrows shot up. Keira imagined a whole host of scenarios playing out in his head. “How naughty?” he asked.

    “I had a little talk with my future bull,” Keira said as she spread her legs wide open on the couch.

    “A talk?” Colin asked as he took another step closer.

    “A dirty talk,” Keira replied.

    “How dirty?”

    Keira pushed three fingers into her pussy. They disappeared inside her with ease. Her wetness was obvious.

    “Dan helped guide me to some very dirty thoughts, sweetie,” Keira said as she stood up and approached her husband. She was pleased to see a bulge between his legs. “He told me some of the things he was going to do to me when I cuckold you. He told me how he was going to make me cum so much harder than you ever have.”

    Keira reached her husband and grasped his cock through his pants. She rubbed him vigorously while kissing his neck and unleashing the kind of lusty moan any cuckold would want to hear from his wife.

    “He had me dreaming of his cock being deep in my pussy, baby. He had me playing with my clit as he told me how he was going to pound my tight little married cunt until I came all over his cock.”

    Colin groaned as Keira unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She wanted to make him cum almost as badly as she’d wanted to cum while enjoying her phone call with Dan.

    “Does that turn you on?” Keira whispered. There was a considerable amount of precum dripping from Colin’s cock. She knew it turned him on. She wanted to hear him say it, though.

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” he said.

    Keira giggled and kissed his neck again.

    “I can feel it,” she whispered. “I can feel how badly you want to be a cuckold.” She licked and sucked on his earlobe. She moaned for him. “You do want that, right? You want me to make you my cuckold, right?”

    “Yes, please, Keira, cuckold me. Take Dan as your bull. Let him fuck you. Make me a cuckold,” Colin pleaded.

    His begging turned her on. She felt like her husband was putty in her hands at that moment, like she was responsible for the intense pleasure that was no doubt coursing through his body.

    They kissed as Keira stroked his cock. She sucked on Colin’s tongue and he moaned into her mouth as she brought him closer to orgasm.

    Struck by a naughty idea, Keira dropped to her knees. She looked up at Colin and stroked his dick. She smiled and took him in her mouth. She closed her eyes and passionately sucked her husband’s cock. She swirled her tongue around the soft, spongy head and flicked it over the little opening at the tip. Keira pulled down his pants so she could play with his balls, too.

    “You might not get to enjoy my mouth anymore,” she said while stroking his slick, spit-soaked shaft.

    “Why?” Colin said.

    “Why would I suck my husband’s cock when I have my bull’s big cock to enjoy? If Dan is the one that’s going to be making me cum like I need, why wouldn’t he get my mouth instead of you?” Keira asked as she stroked her husband’s throbbing dick.

    A look of concern flashed across his face before it was swallowed up by his desire. Colin probably didn’t want to give up receiving blowjobs, but Keira was quite certain he wanted to be a cuckold more than anything.

    “A bull’s cock deserves to be worshiped, honey,” Keira said from her knees. “Once Dan’s fucked me and made me cum like he says he’s going to make me cum, I’m going to want to worship his cock and I’m definitely not going to want to worship yours.”

    “Fuck, Keira,” Colin said.

    Keira smiled. She was making him feel good. She was driving him crazy with cuckold lust. She was playing with his fantasies and using them to arouse him.

    Keira swallowed her husband’s cock once more. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft as she sucked on the head. She worked him like she knew he loved. Soon enough she was rewarded with a series of loud grunts and a load of cum in her mouth.

    Keira swallowed Colin’s seed and released his cock from her grasp. She stood up, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and said, “You’re going to be a wonderful cuckold, Colin, and I promise it’s going to happen soon.”

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “It was truly my pleasure,” Keira said as she gave him another kiss on the cheek and headed to the bedroom to rinse the cummy taste out of her mouth.

    On the way, Keira considered if Colin was really ready to be cuckolded and if she was really ready to go through with it.

    She decided she was ready to take the next step. She was going to go to a bar with Dan. Colin was going to watch them share a drink and do some flirting. Then she could see how he’d react to the idea of actually being cuckolded. If he didn’t freak out, she’d make a hotel date with Dan and fulfill her New Year’s resolution.
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    Keira’s planning for her first meeting with Dan began with the dress. It had to be perfect. She knew he already wanted to fuck her and that she probably could have shown up in a paper bag and it wouldn’t have been an issue, but Keira wanted to do better than that.

    Sex wasn’t on the table for their bar meeting. They were going to get to know each other, flirt a little, and maybe indulge in a bit more if the chemistry was there. The point of the meeting was to see how Colin reacted. Keira wasn’t willing to sacrifice her marriage for a night of great sex with Dan.

    Still, Keira wanted Dan to be blown away by the dress. She wanted him to see her and feel like he absolutely had to fuck her that night. She wanted him to be so overwhelmed with desire that he tried to convince her to forget about her rules and fuck him.

    Keira wanted something flirty and sexy, which is why she ended up going with a beautiful, short black satin dress she found on a shopping trip with Colin. The material was tight around her breasts – her nipples showed through it whether they were hard or not – and flared at the waist with a semi-pleated look. It ended mid thigh, which offered the kind of suggestiveness that Keira was looking for. She wanted Dan to be dreaming of what was under her dress – it would be a black satin thong, in reality – and she was hoping his fingers might find their way to her thighs before the night was over.

    The outfit’s final touch was a pair of strappy black high heels that made Keira’s legs look spectacularly sexy. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she’d kept her makeup fairly simple.

    “How do I look?” Keira asked as she and Colin stood outside the entrance to the high-end bar she’d chosen for her first meeting with Dan.

    “You look perfect,” Colin said as his eyes roamed over Keira’s body. “You’re irresistible. Truly. He’s going to love you.”

    Keira stepped closer to her husband and let her finger wander over his chest and towards his pants.

    “And how do you feel?” she asked.

    “Excited. Nervous. More aroused than I expected,” he answered.

    Keira leaned closer and offered her husband a soft kiss. “Good,” she said.

    Colin opened the door and gestured for Keira to enter. They separated soon after stepping inside. Keira made her way to the bar and Colin found his way to a seat in the back that would provide him with a perfect view of what unfolded between his wife and the man that would hopefully become her bull.

    Dan arrived at 9:30, exactly when he said he would. Keira’s heart fluttered as she saw him enter. His eyes scanned the room and came to rest on her face. Dan smiled and walked towards her. Keira thought he looked even better in person than in the pictures he’d sent. He expertly pulled off a dress casual look in jeans, dark shoes, a dark t-shirt, and a jacket.

    Despite her confidence in her beauty, Keira had a moment of deep insecurity as Dan walked towards her. She worried that he wouldn’t be as enamored with her as she was with him. She worried that the pictures she’d sent him hadn’t been accurate enough and that he’d be a little disappointed in what she looked like in person.

    Those insecurities stayed with Keira as she stood and took a few steps towards Dan. It was the first time she’d felt nervous around a man in years.

    Dan approached confidently and his hand found her waist as they met. He pulled her close and Keira lifted her head to look up at the taller man. His lips approached hers and she was certain Dan was going to open their first meeting with a kiss.

    Instead, he turned his head at the last moment and softly kissed her cheek. “You’re breathtakingly beautiful,” he whispered.

    Keira felt a shiver of pleasure rush through her body and experienced a momentary weakness in her knees. She hadn’t realized how badly she needed Dan to find her attractive.

    “Thank you,” she replied. “You look really good too.”

    Dan stepped back and took her hand in his as he led them to the bar. “Aren’t we both lucky then?” he said.

    Keira sat on a stool at the bar and crossed her legs. She smiled as Dan’s eyes darted to the bare flesh of her thighs.

    “That’s an incredible dress,” he said with a smile.

    “I went shopping just for you,” Keira replied.

    Dan seemed delighted at the notion. “Did Colin help?” he asked.

    “Of course he did,” Keira said. “I’ve been following your advice and doing everything I can to make sure Colin is excited about this actually happening.”

    Keira had shifted things a little in the week since she’d talked on the phone with Dan. She was serious about making sure her marriage wasn’t going to blow up if she fucked someone else, so she’d resolved to make Colin show her that he was into more than just the fantasy.

    They’d bought her a dildo that came close to Dan’s size and Colin had watched Keira fuck it almost every night since the purchase. Each time she’d had a massive orgasm with the dildo inside her and she’d treated Colin to lots of dirty talk about how Dan’s big cock was stretching her pussy and making her cum so hard.

    Early in the week Colin had been permitted to orgasm, but only after he declared how badly he wanted Keira to fuck someone else. She’d come awfully close to making him beg her to fuck Dan if he wanted to actually enjoy his release.

    Keira had declared that Colin was not allowed to orgasm during the latter half of the week. It was the first time she’d ever done such a thing and she was surprised at his willingness to go along with her desire without question. He had been, though, and he’d gone four days without an orgasm as a result.

    Keira wanted Colin worked up by the time they entered the bar. She wanted him filled with lust as he watched her drink and flirt with another man.

    “You gave excellent advice,” Keira said. “I’m much more confident that Colin is truly on board with me welcoming another man into our sex life.”

    Dan smiled as he leaned closer. “Are you on board, Keira?” he asked as his hand found her knee. His fingers caressed her soft skin as he continued, “Do you want to welcome me into your sex life? Do you want to feel me inside you? Do you want another man to fuck you?”

    Keira felt her heart pounding as Dan’s fingers slowly made their way up her thigh. He stopped before reaching the hem of her dress, but the effect of his touch along with the words whispered in her direction was enough to leave her feeling utterly desperate for him to fuck her. She wished, for a moment, that she hadn’t been so clear about this night not going that far. She wished she could drag Dan out to her car, throw him in the backseat, and ride his cock until her pussy gushed.

    “Yes,” Keira whispered in reply. “I want you to fuck me, Dan. I want you to fuck me more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.”

    Dan’s fingers moved past the hem of her dress. They danced over the soft flesh of her inner thighs as Keira felt the wetness and heat building between her legs.

    Dan leaned close enough that Keira could feel the warmth of her breath on her cheeks. “I’m desperate to have you, Keira,” he whispered. “I’m desperate to feel your tight married pussy around my cock. I’m desperate to fill you, to stretch you, to make you cum like you’ve never cum before.”

    Keira tilted her head and parted her lips. Dan read the signal right and kissed her. His lips were soft against hers. His tongue gently moved into her mouth and she met it with great fervor.

    “We should order a drink,” Dan said as he pulled back from the kiss and smiled.

    Dan waved the bartender over and ordered two specialty drinks from the menu. Keira liked that he’d ordered for her. She reached out and caressed his leg as he did so and she wasn’t shy about letting her hand drift towards his crotch. She didn’t get far enough to grasp his cock, but it took some effort to restrain herself from doing so.

    “Is your husband here?” Dan asked after ordering.

    “He is,” Keira replied. “I wanted him to watch. I wanted to know if he could actually handle this or if he was going to succumb to his emotions and freak out.”

    Dan smiled. “He hasn’t come over yet, and assuming he’s the guy watching from that booth behind you, it probably looked like I was fingering you as we kissed. If that didn’t get him to pop out of his seat, I’m not sure what would.”

    Keira let her mind wander for a moment. She imagined Dan fingering her at the bar. She imagined how good it would feel to have any part of him inside her and how naughty it would feel to do something like that in public.

    The bartender showed up with their drinks a few moments later and an idea popped into Keira’s head. “Let’s join my husband,” she said.

    Dan smiled, grabbed his drink, and walked with his hand caressing Keira’s lower back and the top of her ass. His touch felt spectacular, especially through the soft satin of her dress.

    Keira smiled at the look of mild panic that washed over Colin’s face as they approached. He adjusted his drink, ran his hands over the front of his shirt, and seemed to be debating whether he should stand or stay seated. Ultimately, Colin stayed seated as Keira and Dan slid into the booth.

    Keira sat on one side with her would-be bull and Colin sat on the other, his eyes darting from his wife to the other man.

    “Did you enjoy the show, honey?” Keira asked as she slipped a foot out of her high heel and moved it between her husband’s legs.

    Colin yelped in surprise as Keira found his erection and massaged it with her toes.

    “I guess I have my answer,” Keira said as she removed her foot from between her husband’s legs. “What was your favorite part, Colin? Did you like when Dan kissed me?”

    Colin nodded as he ran his fingers through the condensation on the glass of beer he’d ordered. “That was incredible,” he said.

    “Did you enjoy the way he touched me?” Keira asked.

    Dan moved his hand to Keira’s knee as she uttered the question. She liked that they seemed to be in sync. They were playing with Colin.

    Colin nodded again. “I did,” he said.

    “Do you like that he’s touching me right now?” Keira asked. “Do you like that his fingers are slowly moving up my leg?”

    “Yes, I do,” Colin said.

    Keira closed her eyes and let out a long, quiet moan. She was playing up her pleasure a little bit for Colin’s benefit, but Dan’s touch felt incredible.

    “Do you like that my pussy is wet because Dan is touching me, honey? Do you like that I’m wet for another man?” Keira asked.

    She opened her eyes and saw Colin staring at her and nodding. “I love it,” he said.

    As Dan’s fingers neared Keira’s panties, he addressed Colin, saying, “Do you think your wife wants me to play with her pussy, Colin? Do you think she wants me to finger her here in the bar?”

    Colin looked at Dan and seemed to shrink just a little, as if he was cowed in the presence of a man accustomed to offering married women the satisfaction their husbands couldn’t provide.

    “Yes, I do,” Colin answered.

    “Is he right, Keira? Do you want me to play with your pussy? Do you want another man to play with your wet pussy while your husband sits there and watches?” Dan asked.

    Keira leaned towards Dan and kissed him, this time with far greater fervor than at the bar. There was lots of tongue involved. She happily licked and sucked on Dan’s tongue as it penetrated her mouth. His fingers pulled aside her panties and he pushed two inside her soaking wet pussy. She moaned into his mouth. It felt like an orgasm could overtake her body at any moment.

    “Fuck, Dan, that feels so good,” Keira said as their foreheads pressed together.

    Wet sounds emanated from between her legs as Dan skillfully worked Keira’s pussy in the booth. She’d stopped thinking about her husband the moment her would-be bull’s fingers entered her. Now all she could think about was how good it felt to have the other man playing with her cunt and how badly she wanted his cock buried deep inside her.

    Dan abruptly pulled his fingers from Keira’s pussy and held them up. They were soaked to the second knuckle with her juices. He reached across the table, put his fingers in Colin’s beer, and held them there for a few seconds.

    He pulled them out, looked at Colin, and said, “Drink your beer.”

    Colin picked up the glass and took a long drink, just as Dan had ordered. Keira watched in utter fascination. It felt like a new wrinkle in the game they’d been playing. She hadn’t expected Dan to assert any sort of control, but it turned her on. It felt like a significant enhancement of the fun they’d already enjoyed.

    Dan reached for one of the napkins on the table, but Keira interrupted his attempt to clean his fingers by grabbing his wrist and pulling his hand towards her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his fingers and held her husband’s gaze while swallowing them. Her tongue worked over the flesh in her mouth and she did everything she would if she were sucking a cock.

    Keira pressed her foot between Colin’s legs once more. She rubbed his erection and detected a hint of wetness. He was leaking precum and her sucking on Dan’s fingers like he was offering his cock certainly seemed to make him leak more copiously.

    “You’re very talented, Keira,” Dan said as she relented and let his fingers slip from between her lips.

    Keira turned to her would-be bull and they shared another kiss, this one deeper and more sensual than the last. Colin groaned from across the table and Dan’s fingers moved between Keira’s legs and into her pussy once more.

    “I can’t wait to feel those beautiful lips around my cock,” Dan said as he moved three fingers in and out of her cunt.

    “I can’t wait to be on my knees in front of you,” Keira said. “I can’t wait to suck your big cock. I can’t wait to make you hard for me. I can’t wait to give you everything.”

    Dan skillfully used his fingers to pleasure her clit and fill her pussy at the same time. Keira’s legs began to tremble as the orgasm she’d craved since the moment he walked into the bar approached.

    She moaned as the sounds of wetness filled the booth. Dan continued his assault on her pussy. Keira gripped the edge of the table and stifled a loud scream as an orgasm of incomparable pleasure washed over her body.

    Dan’s fingers stayed inside her as Keira’s pussy pulsed. The orgasm raced through her body and a steady stream of quiet, strained moans spilled from her lips as she relished the skill of the man that would soon be her bull.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife, Colin?” Dan asked.

    “I do,” Colin replied.

    “Is that what you want, Keira?” Dan asked.

    She looked at him and smiled. His fingers were still inside her. “Desperately.”

    Dan pulled his fingers from Keira’s pussy and held them in front of her. She sucked them clean just like before. She’d just cum but it hadn’t sapped any of her lust to please the man that she desperately wanted to fuck.

    When Keira had cleaned her juices from his fingers, Dan pulled them from her mouth, wiped off her saliva, and slid out of the booth. There was a considerable bulge between his legs when he stood up and Keira openly ogled it.

    “I’m ready whenever you are,” Dan said. “Talk to each other. Figure out when you want to do this. I’ll be in touch.”

    He walked away and Keira and Colin turned towards each other. They both smiled. Keira was confident they were both thinking the same thing: She needed Dan to fuck her as soon as possible.
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    “Are you sure this is what you want?” Keira asked.

    She was on her back in their bed. Colin was inside her.

    “Yes, I’m sure. I’m absolutely certain,” he said.

    Keira pulled his lips to hers and they kissed as Colin fucked her. His cock felt good as it slid in and out of her. Keira thought of Dan. She thought of the way he’d played with her pussy in the bar. She thought of how he’d made her cum with such ease.

    “Does that mean you like that I’m thinking about him right now?” Keira whispered into her husband’s ear.

    Colin moaned and fucked her harder and faster. Keira wrapped her legs around him.

    “Do you like that I wish Dan’s cock was inside me right now instead of yours?” she asked.

    Colin buried his cock in Keira’s pussy and climaxed. She was nowhere near an orgasm of her own, but it still brought her a certain measure of happiness to know that her husband was so deeply aroused by the fantasy they’d come to share.

    “Keira, fuck, that was incredible. I’m sorry I came so quickly,” he said.

    Keira kissed his neck and cheek before pressing her lips against his.

    “It’s okay,” she said. “I like that the thought of Dan fucking me turns you on so much. Maybe you’ll always cum quickly now.”

    Colin seemed to find the notion a little disconcerting, like he was worried that by cumming so quickly he’d be unable to satisfy his wife.

    “Would that be so bad?” Keira asked. “I mean, isn’t the whole point of this that Dan will fuck me better than you do?”

    Colin nodded and Keira grasped his ass and pulled his still-hard cock deeper inside her.

    “And isn’t it possible that I would come to prefer the way Dan makes me cum? Isn’t it possible that I’d prefer to have him fucking me instead of you?” she asked. “And if that was the case, wouldn’t it be the best for everyone if you came really quickly?”

    Colin nodded and kissed Keira. He moved his cock in and out of her at a slow, sensual pace.

    “Do you want to fuck me again?” Keira asked. “Can you?”

    She was amazed that Colin was still hard, but she wasn’t going to turn down the chance for more sex. She was still unsatisfied and if Colin could fuck her long enough to make her cum Keira would welcome it.

    “Yes,” Colin replied. “I want to fuck you again. Do you want me to fuck you?”

    “Yes, I want you to fuck me,” Keira said. She smiled at her husband as a naughty thought popped into her head. “For now, at least. I imagine I won’t be nearly as excited for your cock once I’ve had Dan’s big dick inside me. You should take advantage. You should fuck me for as long as you can.”

    Keira closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensations of Colin’s cock moving in and out of her sloppy pussy. She knew he was making a mess as his cum dripped out of her while his dick pounded into her. It felt spectacular, though, in no small part because she was thinking of Dan as her husband fucked her.

    “Do you really think you’ll prefer his cock?” Colin asked.

    “Yes,” Keira answered. She knew he was building towards another orgasm and that he wanted another dose of kinky cuckold pleasure. She was more than happy to give it. “I came harder with his fingers inside me than I usually do with your cock inside me. How hard do you think I’m going to cum once he fucks me?”

    Colin groaned. It looked like he was close to cumming again. She found his enjoyment of the cuckold kink thrilling. She wanted to push him further. She wanted to give him another mind-bending orgasm.

    “Maybe I’ll love his cock so much I won’t have any use for yours. Maybe I’ll make you a pussy free cuckold. Maybe you’ll be demoted to handjobs only,” she said. “Maybe Dan’s cock will become the only cock I ever want to fuck.”

    Once more Colin pushed his cock inside Keira’s pussy and unloaded. He closed his eyes, threw his head back, and unleashed a steady stream of moans that indicated a deeply pleasurable orgasm. Another load of cum flooded her pussy. Keira smiled as she witnessed her husband’s deep satisfaction.

    This time Colin pulled out and rolled onto his back. Keira moved a hand between her legs and played with her pussy. He’d cum too quickly to get her off.

    She elected not to say anything, but to play with her pussy in silence as the sound of Colin’s heavy breathing filled the room.

    Left to her own devices, Keira let her mind wander to what would soon be a reality. She was going to cuckold her husband. Dan was going to fuck her. There was no doubt about it. She felt the arousal spread through her body as she considered it. A strong, confident, handsome, sexually skilled man was going to penetrate Keira’s married pussy and hopefully offer her a kind of pleasure she hadn’t experienced in her marriage.

    When Colin rolled onto his side and took her nipple into his mouth, Keira moaned. His fingers moved over her thighs as she played with her pussy. He moaned, communicating his lust for her orgasm.

    Keira let it happen. She closed her eyes and imagined Dan on top of her. She imagined his cock penetrating her for the first time. She imagined him sliding deep into her. She imagined his long, slow thrusts. She imagined the sense of pleasure that would envelope her. She imagined all of it as a thrilling orgasm ripped through her body.

    Afterwards, Keira kissed her husband softly and said, “I can’t wait to cuckold you.” She meant every word.

    
      

    

    Dan wasn’t due to arrive for another hour, but Keira’s heart still pounded as she slipped the keycard into the hotel room door. Excitement rushed through her. It was one step closer to the moment that had become the most potent sexual fantasy she’d ever indulged in.

    Colin followed her into the room as Keira dropped her purse on the TV stand and slowly spun around to face her husband.

    “It’s almost time,” she said. “You’re an hour away from becoming a cuckold. Are you ready for this?”

    Colin took her into his arms and softly pressed his lips against hers. Keira let her body melt into his and opened her mouth to welcome his tongue. They shared a long, slow, splendidly passionate kiss as his cock grew into a full erection.

    “Is that a yes?” she asked.

    “Most definitely,” Colin replied.

    “Then why don’t you undress me. Show me that you want to be a cuckold,” Keira said.

    Colin moved behind Keira and held her waist for a moment before running his hands up the back of her dress. He gently tugged on the zipper and pulled it down, making sure to let his fingers dance over her exposed skin.

    Colin reached up and slid the straps off her shoulders before letting the dress fall to the floor. Keira stepped out of it and he bent over to pick it up.

    “You look incredible,” Colin said as he held the dress in his hand.

    They’d gone lingerie shopping the day before – despite their earlier trip, Keira wanted the thrill of buying something entirely new for her first time with Dan – and they’d settled on a strappy red bra and panty set that Keira felt exceptionally sexy in. The moment she saw herself in the mirror she knew it was the right choice.

    “Thank you,” Keira said as she spun around and stepped closer to her husband. She pressed her body against his and offered a gentle kiss before saying, “And thank you for being willing to go through with this. Thank you for being willing to be my cuckold.”

    “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Colin replied.

    Keira smiled and reached between his legs. She squeezed his hard cock, both as a way to thrill him and as a means of confirming that he was still aroused by the idea of his wife fucking another man.

    “Take the dress with you,” Keira said. “I don’t know why, but I like the idea of having nothing to wear but my lingerie.”

    Colin smiled. “Okay.”

    They shared another kiss before Colin left Keira alone in the hotel room. All she had to do was wait for Dan to arrive. It wouldn’t be long before her New Year’s resolution came to fruition.

    
      

    

    Dan texted Keira when he arrived at the hotel and a few minutes later there was a strong knock on the door.

    Her heart pounded as she walked towards her new reality. Keira knew she was going to change her marriage if she let Dan in the room. She knew there would likely be changes that she couldn’t predict. She also knew that there was a very good chance she was about to have the best sex of her life.

    Keira took a deep breath, pulled down on the door handle, and stepped back as she pulled it open. Dan looked exceptionally good in a pair of dark blue jeans and a tight t-shirt that showed off his impressive physique. For a moment his eyes wandered over Keira’s body and as a lusty smile broke across his face she felt her heart rate slow and her need for him soar.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Keira said.

    She hadn’t planned to say it. She’d planned to be more seductive, to lure Dan into the room and slowly bring him to a place of overwhelming desire. She couldn’t, though. Her need for him was too strong. For nearly a month she’d fantasized about having Dan inside her. It was too much. Now that it was about to happen she couldn’t contain her lust.

    “With pleasure,” Dan said as he walked into the room and picked Keira up.

    She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed as he walked towards the bed. Dan lowered her onto the comforter and pulled off his shirt to reveal a hard, well-built body. Keira couldn’t help but reach up and run her fingers over his chest and his taut stomach. She felt his abs. She felt her pussy dripping with desire.

    “I can’t believe how badly I need you inside me,” she said.

    Dan lowered his body on top of hers and they kissed. Keira wrapped her legs around him and pulled Dan close. She felt the bulge of his erection press into her loins. His desire matched hers.

    “I’ve been dreaming about this since I sent you that first message,” Dan said as he played with Keira’s tits through her bra. “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve climaxed thinking about my cock being buried in your married pussy.”

    Keira groaned. She liked that he called it her “married pussy.” She liked being reminded that she was about to cuckold her husband, that she was about to welcome another man into her body for the first time since she and Colin had started dating.

    Dan kissed his way down Keira’s body, taking his time at each stop. Her body tingled with pleasure from head to toe by the time he found his way between her legs. He delicately pulled aside her panties and kissed her pussy lips. Keira moaned and lifted her hips.

    “Taste me,” she said.

    Dan smiled and pressed his lips against her pussy. His tongue pushed inside her and he made his way to her clit. He quickly found a perfect rhythm and Keira couldn’t help but grip the comforter, close her eyes, and let out a deep moan.

    “Oh fuck, Dan, that’s so good,” she said.

    He slipped two fingers into her pussy as his tongue worked her clit. He found her g-spot and the pleasure deepened. Keira sank deeper into the purest form of desire she’d ever felt. Her mind emptied of everything but her need to have Dan inside her.

    It was right as her orgasm approached that Dan ceased licking Keira’s pussy. He stood up and stripped out of his jeans. Keira sat up, swiftly pulled down his underwear, and devoured his cock from the edge of the bed.

    Dan’s hands found their way into her hair as Keira offered him passionate, sloppy wet oral sex. She sucked and slobbered on his cock in a way she’d never done before. All she could think about was driving him so wild with desire that he’d have no choice but to throw her into the bed and pound her cunt with such vigor that she’d experience an endless stream of body shaking orgasms.

    When her jaw began to ache Keira let Dan’s cock slip from her mouth and stroked his slippery shaft as she looked up at him.

    “I need to fuck you,” he said.

    Keira smiled as he picked her up and tossed her into the bed.

    “There are condoms in my purse,” she said.

    Dan grabbed the box of condoms from her purse, tore one open, and rolled it down his cock before crawling into the bed and pulling Keira’s red panties off. He moved between her legs and they kissed as he rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips, teasing her to the point of desperation.

    The desperation in her voice was obvious as Keira said, “Please, Dan, fuck me. I can’t wait any longer. I need you inside me.”

    He reached between their legs, guided his cock to her pussy, and slipped inside her. Keira noticed the difference in size immediately. She felt fuller with Dan inside her. He reached deeper inside her than Colin had ever gone too. All she could think was that it really was better.

    Then Dan began to fuck her. His cock slid in and out of her soaking wet pussy and Keira felt an entirely new kind of pleasure spread through her loins. It was the thickness. It was the sense of everything inside her being stimulated with every thrust. It was the way he went so deep. It was even that his body felt better on top of hers. He was in exceptionally good shape and having someone muscular fucking her turned out to be far more arousing.

    “Harder,” Keira said. “Fuck me harder.”

    She appreciated that Dan was taking his time to let her get used to his size, but she was wet enough that it wasn’t necessary. She just wanted to be fucked.

    Dan smiled and picked up the pace as he kissed her. Somehow it felt even better. Each time he pounded into her it was like an explosion of pleasure went off as he stimulated her clit along with the sensual joys of having someone so thick in her pussy.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Keira cried out after less than a minute. “I’m cumming!”

    She closed her eyes and saw stars for a moment. It felt like her heart beat was the only thing she could hear as Dan slowed his thrusts while an overwhelming sense of pleasure spread from Keira’s pelvic area to the rest of her body.

    “Oh my God,” she said. “Dan, fuck, that was incredible. That was incredible. I’ve never cum that hard.”

    Dan smiled at Keira, kissed her softly, and said, “I told you I’d make you cum harder than any man ever had.”

    A laugh of pure joy escaped Keira’s lips as she smiled at the man inside her. “I’m so glad you were right.” She grabbed his ass, gave it a good squeeze, and said, “More. I want more. Fuck me more.”

    The moment Dan began to fuck her, Keira knew her first orgasm hadn’t come close to satiating her desire. She’d spent far too long fantasizing about fucking him and as it turns out he was quite a bit better than her husband. She suspected they might go through the whole box of condoms.

    Keira was certain that she was going to have a hell of a story to tell Colin after she and Dan were finished.
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    Keira laid in the comfy king size hotel bed with a giddy smile on her face. Just over four hours had passed since Dan first knocked on the door. She’d experienced a kind of sexual bliss she hadn’t thought possible. There was no question he’d far exceeded her expectations of what a bull could be.

    It wasn’t over yet, though. Colin was on his way back to the hotel. She was quite certain he would be eager to play. He’d want to know how much fun his wife had. He’d want to know if her bull was as skilled as he’d promised.

    Keira decided she would be naked when she greeted Colin at the door. She wanted him to see her as her bull had last seen her. She wanted him to witness how wet and pink her pussy looked. She wanted him to see the way her ass was a little bit red from the way Dan spanked her the last time he’d fucked her from behind. She wanted Colin to see that her breasts were still a little red from the way Dan had handled them.

    She was hoping that her newly-cuckolded husband would be in awe when she opened the door. She was hoping that his cock would get hard in an instant if he wasn’t already hard. She was hoping he’d be speechless as he stepped into the room and into the culmination of his fantasy.

    Keira knew she wanted to make sure Colin had a splendidly good time. She wanted to ensure he enjoyed the best orgasm of his life. It was partly a selfish desire. Dan had fucked her far better than she’d expected. He made her cum in a way that Colin had never done. Now that she’d had him, she knew she couldn’t go back to only having her husband. She knew she needed Colin to accept being a cuckold.

    To hammer home just how much sex she’d had with Dan, Keira put together a visual aid. She laid each of the five used condoms in a row over the edge of the trash bin that sat next to the TV stand. There was a load of Dan’s cum in each and there was no chance Colin would miss it when he walked in. Without Keira saying a word he’d know that his wife had been fucked five times in the span of four hours. He’d know that Keira had made Dan cum five times. He’d almost certainly know that Dan had given her countless orgasms in that span of time.

    Keira’s pulse quickened when she heard a soft knock on the door. Colin was outside the room. The next step of his cuckolding was about to begin. She walked towards the door full of hope that he’d be as excited about what had unfolded in the room as she was.

    Just like she’d done four hours ago, Keira pulled down on the handle and opened the door. This time her husband stood on the other side and she was fully nude. She took a chance that no one else would be walking by and she didn’t particularly care if someone was.

    Colin’s eyes went wide as he gazed at Keira’s naked body. She saw him scan her from head to toe. He took a few moments to stare between her legs. There was no question he saw how pink and puffy her pussy was. Dan had given her quite a pounding over the four hours they’d spent together.

    Keira beckoned him into the hotel room with a finger. Colin stepped forward and she took his hand in hers and pulled him close as the door shut behind him.

    They kissed as Keira directed her husband’s fingers between her legs. She wanted him to feel her pussy. She wanted him to feel how wet she was. She wanted him to get a sense of what she felt like after someone else had been inside her.

    After the kiss Keira gave his now-erect cock a good squeeze, smiled, and walked into the room. Colin followed a few seconds later, only to stop after just a few steps. Keira smiled. He’d seen the used condoms draped over the edge of the trash can. He’d seen the five loads of cum Dan had produced in the four hours they’d been together.

    “Are those…” Colin said before trailing off as he stared at the used condoms.

    “They are,” Keira said. “Dan is quite virile, as it turns out.”

    Keira sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs. Colin stared at her pussy.

    “I had the best sex of my life tonight,” she said. “Dan fucked me better than any man ever has.”

    Colin stepped closer as Keira reached up and gently squeezed her breast. She ran her fingers over her nipple and then down her stomach.

    “He made me cum so many times I lost count,” she continued. “He showed me exactly why I need a bull.”

    Colin stopped in front of Keira. She reached out to caress the obvious bulge in his pants as she looked up at him.

    She unzipped his pants and reached inside. Her fingers found his cock as she said, “He showed me why I need you to be my cuckold husband.”

    Colin groaned as Keira freed his cock and stroked him.

    “He showed me what I’ve been missing and I showed him that I could be the kind of hotwife he wants to fuck over and over and over.”

    Keira stood up and kissed her husband as she pressed his cock between her legs. She rubbed her puffy, slick pussy lips over his shaft. She teased the head. The bathed him in the wetness that Dan had created inside her.

    “Will you be my cuckold husband, Colin?” she asked in a soft, sensual voice.

    He nodded. “Yes. I’ll be your cuckold.”

    Keira released his cock and fell into the bed. She pulled herself backwards until her head rested on the same pillow she and Dan had used for a modified doggystyle.

    “My pussy is so sore,” she said. “Will you make it feel better, baby? Will you soothe my sore pussy with your tongue?”

    Keira watched the excitement dance across her husband’s face. She knew he wanted to taste her pussy. She knew he’d had cuckold fantasies for years. She knew he loved the idea of licking her after Dan had fucked her. She just needed him to overcome whatever sense of shame he might have been feeling at the idea.

    “Take your clothes off, baby. Get naked and get into bed with me. Make your wife happy by licking her sore, well-fucked pussy,” Keira said as she moved her fingers between her legs and gently rubbed her slippery cunt.

    Colin unbuttoned his shirt and it aside. He kicked off his shoes and quickly pulled down his pants. He stood there with a tent in his boxer shorts, seemingly unable to take the last step and take his place between Keira’s legs.

    Keira spread her pussy lips open and said, “I know this is what you want, baby. I know you want to taste my pussy after Dan was inside me. I know you want to lick my perfect, sloppy wet cunt after Dan fucked me five times and made me cum more times than I can count. I know you want to be a good cuckold for me. I know it.”

    Keira slipped two fingers inside her pussy and moaned. She closed her eyes, lifted her hips a little, and played with her tits using her other hand. When she opened her eyes again, Colin seemed utterly enraptured with the little show she was putting on.

    “I want it too, baby. I want you to be a good cuckold. I want to feel your tongue on my pussy. I want to feel your tongue inside me. I want to know that you’re licking up the juices that Dan and I produced. I want to know that you can taste the condoms we used. I want to know that you’re happy that I made you a cuckold.”

    Colin smiled and pulled his boxer shorts down. His cock bounced free as Keira smiled and spread her legs wider to welcome him between them.

    “That’s it, baby,” she said as Colin crawled towards her pussy. “Show me how much you love my naughty pussy. Show me how much you want to taste the sex I had with another man.”

    Colin started by planting soft kisses on her thighs. He slowly made his way towards her pussy as Keira closed her eyes and moaned. It felt genuinely good to have his lips and tongue against her flesh.

    “Lick your wife’s naughty pussy, baby,” she said. “Make me feel good. Show me you want to be my cuckold.”

    Colin moaned and did as she desired. He licked her pussy. He kissed her labia. He pushed his tongue inside her. He almost certainly tasted the condoms she and Dan had used.

    “That’s so good, baby,” Keira said as she reached out and grabbed a handful of Colin’s hair. “Soothe my sore pussy. Soothe it after Dan fucked me so hard.”

    Keira was delighted to feel a beautiful, powerful kind of arousal building between her legs. Colin wasn’t even working her clit, and yet she felt an unquestionable lust for an orgasm.

    “Lick my clit, baby,” she said. “Make me cum.”

    Colin moaned. It seemed that he was thrilled at the opportunity to make his wife cum after Dan had spent four hours doing that very thing.

    His tongue was a wondrous instrument. He massaged Keira’s clit and in no time she was lost in the pleasure of yet another orgasm.

    This one felt different. It felt better in its own way because it was provided by her husband. It was an orgasm that also took the form of a confirmation of his desire to be a cuckold and his support of Keira having spent the past four hours fucking someone other than her husband.

    Keira released Colin’s hair from her grasp and he looked up at her. “Come here,” she said.

    He kissed his way up her body, spending a little time with each of her breasts before lying on top of her. They shared soft, deep kisses and she enjoyed the taste of her pussy on his lips and tongue.

    “How does my pussy taste after spending four hours taking Dan’s cock?” Keira asked.

    Colin smiled and moved his hips just a little. Keira felt his cock brush against her pussy lips.

    “It’s incredible,” he said. “Your juices were so sweet and I could taste a little bit of latex. I couldn’t stop picturing his cock sliding in and out of you. I couldn’t stop seeing it in my head.”

    Keira smiled and asked, “Do you think you’ll want to be the kind of cuckold that watches? Would you like to watch Dan’s big cock slide in and out of me? Do you think you could handle the sight of someone else making me feel better with his cock than you’ve ever made me feel with yours?”

    Colin groaned and pushed his hips forward. The head of his cock slipped into Keira’s pussy. She thought about letting him fuck her, but it didn’t feel quite right. It didn’t feel like something a cuckold would do.

    Instead, Keira reached between their legs and pulled his cock from her pussy. “No,” she said. “Not tonight. I’m too sore for you to fuck me.”

    Colin looked a little disappointed, but as Keira stroked his cock the disappointment drifted away and was replaced by desire.

    Keira rolled her husband onto his back, pressed her naked body against his, and played with his balls.

    “What did you do while I was with Dan?” she asked.

    “I thought about you being with Dan,” Colin answered. “I tried not to, but I couldn’t help it. I tried to watch TV. I tried to workout. No matter what I did, I just kept seeing you and Dan fucking.”

    Keira ran her fingers up the shaft of his cock and collected the precum that had gathered at the tip. She rubbed it along the underside of his cock head, making her husband moan in the process.

    “Did it turn you on to think about me and my bull?” she asked. Her fingers grasped his cock and she stroked him. “Did you like thinking about my bull’s big cock stretching out my tight, married pussy?”

    Colin closed his eyes and his hips moved up to meet her hand. “Yes,” he answered.

    Keira kissed his neck and moaned. She moaned like Dan’s cock was inside her. She moaned like she was getting fucked by another man as she played with her husband’s dick.

    “I screamed for him, baby,” Keira said. “He made me cum so hard. I screamed his name. I begged him to fuck me harder. I begged him to make me cum. I begged him to show me what I’d been missing in all the years I’ve been married to you.”

    Colin closed his eyes and moaned. Keira stroked him faster.

    “Was he better than me?” he asked.

    They both knew the answer. Colin wanted to hear it, though.

    “Yes, baby. He was much better than you. He fucked me better than you ever have. He made me cum harder than you ever have. That’s why I need to have him again. That’s why I need him to be my bull,” Keira said.

    She liked that Colin wanted to hear her say it. To her it meant that he was turned on by the idea of Dan being a superior lover. It meant that Colin was comfortable being a cuckold.

    Colin’s voice seemed to vibrate with lust as he asked, “Are you going to see him again?”

    Keira stroked his cock faster. “Yes, baby. I’m going to see him as often as possible. He’s my bull now. He’s going to satisfy my sexual needs, and you know I can be quite needy when it comes to sex.”

    Keira sat up as she stroked Colin’s cock. She leaned over and offered him a deep, sensual kiss as she brought his cock closer to orgasm.

    “You’re a cuckold now, Colin. Our sex life is going to change. Dan is going to fuck me a lot more often than you do. You’re going to get a lot more handjobs. Are you okay with that? Are you okay with your wife giving her pussy to another man?”

    Colin answered by crying out and having what seemed to be a massively pleasurable orgasm. Cum shot from his cock and landed on his stomach and the hotel sheets. He closed his eyes as the pleasure visibly pulsed through his body and more semen dripped from the head of his dick.

    “I guess that’s a yes,” Keira said.

    “It is,” he answered.

    She cuddled up with him again and smiled. Their first cuckold experience had gone better than she possibly imagined. She couldn’t wait for the next. She couldn’t wait to play with Colin’s cock again in the morning, either. It turned out she quite liked teasing her husband about his newfound status as a cuckold, in no small part because it made him cum so hard. She wanted more of that.
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    “How did your husband react?” Dan asked.

    Keira smiled as she looked at Colin and thought of the orgasm he’d had that night in the hotel room.

    “I’d say he reacted exceptionally well,” she said.

    Keira heard Dan chuckle on the other end of the phone. “And how about you?” he asked. “How are you doing a few days after cuckolding your husband?”

    “Well, if I’m being honest, I can’t stop thinking about you. You’ve been on my mind all day for the past three days. I want you again, Dan. I need you.”

    Colin looked over at her and smiled. Keira swung her legs up onto the couch and spread them as her husband’s gaze shifted to the space between her thighs.

    “I’m thinking about you right now,” she said.

    “Yeah? What are you thinking?” Dan asked.

    “I’m thinking about your big cock and how good it felt inside me. I’m thinking about how I wish you’d stayed a little longer that night in the hotel. I’m thinking I wished I’d bought a bigger box of condoms so you could have kept fucking me,” Keira answered.

    “Are you wet?” Dan asked.

    “I don’t know,” Keira said, though in reality she knew she was soaking wet. “I should have Colin check.” She looked at Colin and said, “Sweetie, would you take my panties off and check if my pussy is wet?”

    Colin nodded as a giddy smile crossed his face. He ran his hands up Keira’s thighs and deftly removed her panties and tossed them aside. His fingers moved between her labia and slipped inside her with ease.

    “You’re definitely wet,” he said.

    “Did you hear that, Dan? My husband says I’m wet,” Keira said to her bull.

    “I like hearing that,” Dan replied. “I like that you’re wet for me. I like that you’re thinking about me. That’s how it should be. I want you thinking about me all the time. I want you eager for me. I want you desperate for me by the time we see each other again.”

    Keira smiled. She wanted those things too and she loved that Dan seemed to be exerting just a little bit of control. That dominant attitude thrilled her.

    “When are we going to see each other again?” Keira asked. “I don’t know if I can wait much longer. I need you. My body needs you. My pussy needs you.”

    Colin slipped a third finger into Keira’s pussy and worked her g-spot as she moaned. He seemed enthralled to be between her legs.

    “You’ll have to wait until this weekend,” Dan said. “Don’t worry though, it’ll be worth it.”

    Keira whimpered, though it was more playful than genuinely frustrated. She could wait a few days. She even liked the idea of being made to wait a little. That would only make it sweeter when she finally got to enjoy Dan’s cock again.

    “In the meantime, your husband should eat your pussy while you tell me how badly you want me to fuck you,” Dan said.

    Keira smiled. There was that control again. She absolutely loved it. “Dan says you should eat my pussy, Colin. He says you should lick me while I tell him how badly I want him to fuck me.”

    Colin pulled his fingers from Keira’s pussy and put his tongue to work on her clit. She closed her eyes and an involuntary moan escaped as her husband expertly worked her sex organ and sent wondrous waves of pleasure throughout her body.

    “He’s doing it, Dan. He’s eating my pussy. He’s making me feel so good,” Keira said.

    “I want you to think about me, Keira. Don’t think about him,” Dan instructed. “Think about how good it felt to have my cock inside you. Think about how hard you came when I fucked you.”

    Keira thought about that night in the hotel. She thought about the incredible sex they’d had. She thought about all the positions they’d tried. She thought about how good it felt to have another man’s bigger, better cock sliding in and out of her.

    “Fuck, Dan, I wish you were here right now. I wish you were inside me. I wish your big cock was stretching my married pussy while my husband watched. I wish I could wrap my legs around you and tell you to fuck me harder. I wish you were the one making me cum!” Keira exclaimed.

    “I will be soon,” Dan said. “This weekend we’ll cuckold your husband again. I’ll fuck you again. I’ll make you cum so hard again. I’ll give you the pleasure you crave, Keira. I’ll show you that you were meant to be a hotwife and he was meant to be a cuckold. I’ll fuck you until you’re completely spent.”

    “Fuck, Dan, I want you so badly. I need you. My body needs you. My pussy needs you!” Keira cried out.

    Colin’s tongue flicked back and forth over her clit as Keira’s moans filled the living room. She writhed on the couch as thoughts of the great sex she’d had with Dan filled her head. As her orgasm approached it was like Colin wasn’t even in the room. It was like Keira was back in the hotel room with her bull between her legs and her husband far away.

    “Fuck me, Dan. Fuck me!” she screamed.

    “That’s it, Keira,” Dan said. “Picture me inside you. Fantasize about it. Picture me giving you the fucking you need. Picture me giving you the pleasure you deserve.”

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Keira yelled.

    She came on her husband’s tongue, but it was her bull she was imagining. The visions in her head were of Dan pounding her pussy with his big cock. They were of the purest kind of sexual joy. They were of what she hoped their next encounter would be.

    “I want you to take your husband’s cock out, Keira,” Dan said.

    “Sit up, Colin,” she said to her husband.

    Colin did as he was told and Keira reached out to unzip his pants and pull out his cock.

    “He’s out,” she told her bull.

    “Is he hard?” Dan asked.

    “Absolutely,” Keira replied. “He’s hard as a rock.”

    “Good. I want you to sit on his cock, Keira. I want you to ride your husband’s cock for me.”

    Keira straddled her husband and reached between her legs to take him inside her. Colin wore a wildly excited look, like he couldn’t believe his wife was actually going to fuck him.

    “He’s inside me,” she said to Dan.

    “Good, now ride your husband a little, but stop if it seems like he’s going to cum,” Dan instructed.

    “He wants me to ride you, baby,” Keira said as she began to bounce on Colin’s cock.

    Colin grasped her ass and squeezed it, causing Keira to moan. She loved having her ass played with.

    “Does his cock feel as good as mine, Keira?” Dan asked.

    “No, it doesn’t. It’s not even close,” she answered.

    “Tell him, Keira,” Dan instructed. “Tell your husband.”

    Keira looked at Colin and hesitated for a moment. He seemed so happy to be inside her. She hadn’t let him fuck her since she’d been with Dan. They’d fooled around a little and he’d enjoyed a few handjobs, but his cock hadn’t come anywhere near her pussy.

    “He’s a cuckold, Keira. He needs to hear it. He needs to understand why he’s a cuckold. He needs to understand that you found someone with a bigger cock that fucks you better,” Dan said.

    Keira pulled the phone away from her ear and leaned down to kiss her husband. Colin moaned into her mouth. She put Dan on speaker and dropped the phone onto the couch.

    “His cock feels better, Colin. Dan’s cock feels better than yours,” she said.

    Colin groaned as an array of emotions crossed his face.

    “Whose cock do you prefer, Keira?” Dan asked.

    “Yours, Dan. I prefer your cock. I’ll always prefer your cock,” she said.

    Keira felt a surprising kind of pleasure as she watched her husband’s face. Colin was enjoying himself and it seemed to be about more than the fact that he was inside her. He was enjoying what Dan was making her do.

    “Is your husband going to make you cum, Keira? Is his cock going to make you cum?” Dan asked.

    Keira saw a hopeful look in Colin’s eyes. She knew that part of him desperately hoped she’d say yes. She couldn’t give him what she wanted, though. Despite the pleasure she was feeling, Keira knew Colin was going to cum long before she managed to have an orgasm.

    “No. He’s not going to make me cum. At least not before he has an orgasm,” Keira said. “He’s not as good as you are, Dan. He doesn’t fuck me like you do. He doesn’t make me cum like you do. He can’t.”

    “That’s enough,” Dan said. “No more sex for the cuckold.”

    Keira lifted her pussy from Colin’s cock and he whimpered.

    “Jerk him off, Keira. Give your husband an orgasm while you tell him that my cock makes you cum harder than he ever has,” Dan instructed.

    Keira smiled as she sat next to her husband and wrapped her fingers around his slippery cock. She leaned closer and kissed his neck before whispering, “Dan fucks me better than you ever have, baby. That’s why you didn’t get to cum inside me.”

    Colin closed his eyes and grasped the edge of the couch cushions. His cock head expanded and his shaft felt rock hard as she moved her fingers over it.

    “You don’t deserve my pussy anymore,” Keira said as she doubled down on what seemed to be bringing her husband pleasure. “You don’t fuck me like I need so you don’t deserve to be inside me.”

    Colin groaned and Dan chuckled at her skillful teasing.

    “You’re going to book us a hotel for Saturday night, Colin,” Dan said. “Make it an even nicer hotel than the last one. Your wife deserves the best, doesn’t she?”

    Keira smiled as Dan took control. It seemed to thrill Colin, too, as he moaned a little bit louder and clearly moved right to the edge of orgasm.

    “I’m spending the night with him this time, baby,” Keira said. “You’ll be at home in our bed and I’ll be in Dan’s strong arms in the hotel room you paid for. He can fuck me as many times as he wants while you jerk yourself off thinking about it.”

    “Fuck!” Colin yelled as cum spewed from the tip of his cock. His body pulsed and shook as each successive volley launched into the air until it turned into a slow drip while Keira squeezed his shaft and used her other hand to play with his balls.

    “That’s good, baby. That’s so good,” she said.

    “I’ll see you on Saturday, Keira,” Dan said.

    “I can’t wait,” she replied.

    Dan hung up and Keira grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on the coffee table to clean up her husband’s mess before it stained the couch.

    “That was amazing,” Colin said.

    Keira leaned in and planted her lips on his cheek for a long, lingering kiss.

    “I’d like you to book that hotel tonight,” she said.

    “Of course,” Colin said.

    Keira wiped the last bit of cum from the tip of Colin’s cock and grabbed a few more tissues to wrap up the cum-soaked ones in her hand. She tossed them all onto the coffee table, spread her legs, and let her fingers drift between them once more. She was determined to have another orgasm.

    “Come here,” Keira said to her husband as unhooked her bra and lifted her shirt, freeing her breasts. “Play with my tits while I masturbate. Help me cum.”

    Colin did as he was told and he did so passionately despite his recent orgasm. Keira loved that he remained dedicated to making her feel good.

    She closed her eyes and let thoughts of another night with Dan fill her head. She imagined a beautiful hotel room with a gorgeous view. She imagined dressing in lingerie and welcoming Dan to the room. She imagined sucking his big cock. She imagined him eating her pussy. She imagined getting fucked in every imaginable way for hours. She imagined her husband sitting at home for all of it, pulling on his cock and thinking of the naughty things she was doing with another man.

    Keira played with her clit with one hand and held Colin’s head against her breasts with the other. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her nipple, enhancing her pleasure like a cuckold was supposed to do. The thoughts of Dan fucking her melded with the physical pleasure Colin eagerly provided and soon enough another body-shaking orgasm overtook her.

    Colin kissed her breasts as Keira’s body twitched while her moans filled the room. Even though he wasn’t there, Dan had given her yet another fantastic orgasm.

    Saturday night couldn’t come fast enough.
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    “You’re soaked,” Dan said as he slipped his fingers into Keira’s pussy from behind.

    She looked back at him and smiled. “I’ve been wet for hours.”

    Dan pulled his fingers from her and gave Keira’s bare ass a swift smack. “Are you wet for me?” he asked.

    “I am,” Keira replied. “I’ve been wet for you since the last time we were in this hotel room. I’ve been wet for you all week. I’ve been fantasizing about you and masturbating to the idea of having you inside me again. I’ve been cumming thinking about how good it’s going to feel when you finally fuck me again.”

    Dan slipped three fingers inside Keira and worked her clit with his thumb as her moans and the sounds of wet penetration filled the hotel room.

    “What’s your husband doing tonight?” Dan asked as he continued to work her cunt.

    “He’s waiting at home like a good boy,” she replied. “He’s probably playing with his dick, too. I told him he could masturbate all he wanted, though he’s not allowed to cum.”

    “Why don’t we send him a video?” Dan suggested as he pulled his fingers from her pussy and began to remove his clothes.

    “What kind of video?” Keira asked.

    Dan smiled as he tossed his shirt aside and unbuckled his belt. “Do you think Colin would like to see a video of his pretty wife sucking another man’s cock?”

    Keira crawled to the edge of the bed and looked up at the man she craved. “I think he’d love that.”

    Dan tossed his pants and underwear over a chair and grabbed his phone as he said, “Good. Then why don’t you get on your knees.”

    Keira eagerly slid out of the bed and got on her knees in front of Dan. She looked up at him and his beautiful, rock hard cock. The head looked round and plump and she couldn’t wait to wrap her lips around it and hear that deep moan of pleasure that she knew her bull would emit as she pleasured him.

    “What do you want?” Dan asked as he filmed Keira.

    She looked directly into the camera and said, “I want to suck your cock.”

    “Yeah?” he asked. “Why is that?”

    “Because your beautiful cock makes me feel so good,” Keira replied. “Because you fuck me so much better than my husband ever has. Because I want to taste the beautiful cock that makes me cum so hard, because I want to drive you absolutely wild with desire so you’ll pound my tight married pussy and make me cum like I need to.”

    “You can kiss it,” Dan said.

    Keira wrapped her fingers around the base of the thick cock and kissed the head. She gave sloppy kisses as her lips parted and her tongue danced over the soft flesh. She didn’t take Dan’s cock in her mouth, but she came as close as she could without violating the spirit of his suggestion.

    “Suck on my balls,” Dan said.

    Keira lifted his cock, dropped a little lower, and took his balls into her mouth without question as she stared into the camera. The idea that Colin would soon be watching what she’d done filled Keira with desire.

    “That’s good,” Dan said. “That’s so fucking good.”

    Keira felt a little slutty as she let Dan film her sucking on his big balls, but that only served to deepen her arousal. She liked that feeling, especially in the hands of someone so confident and skilled.

    “Take me in your mouth, Keira,” Dan said. “Suck my cock.”

    Keira kissed her way up his shaft and wrapped her soft lips around the plump head. She sucked hard and worked him with her tongue as Dan unleashed a deep moan. Keira’s pussy tingled as she pleasured the man she craved more than any other in the world.

    After filming a solid minute of her cocksucking prowess, Dan handed Keira the phone and said, “Send the video to your husband.”

    Keira kept his cock in her mouth as she sent Colin a text and attached the video of her worshiping another man’s balls and big cock. “A little masturbation material for my cuckold husband,” she texted.

    “Do you want me to fuck you, Keira?” Dan asked as he took the phone from her.

    Keira nodded with his cock in her mouth and continued to suck him as Dan reached back and pulled a condom from the box he’d brought.

    He handed it to her and Keira finally relented and let his cock slip from her mouth as she tore open the wrapper and carefully dressed Dan’s big dick in latex.

    “I’m going to take you from behind,” Dan said. “I want you to play with your pussy as I do.”

    Keira got on her hands and knees in the bed and looked back as Dan approached and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Please,” she said. “Don’t tease me. Just fuck me. Just fill me with your cock.”

    “Such an impatient little slut,” Dan said as he smiled.

    Keira moaned as desire coursed through her loins. She was impatient, and considering that she was about to fuck someone other than her husband, she was a slut.

    “Please, fuck me,” Keira said as she reached back and played with her pussy as Dan had instructed. “Please, Dan, I need it.”

    Dan rested a hand on her lower back and pushed his thick cock inside her. Keira closed her eyes and moaned as she experienced the bliss of being filled to the brim with a big dick.

    “Oh fuck,” she said as his cock almost literally took her breath away. “Fuck me, Dan. Please, fuck me.”

    Dan grasped Keira’s hips and he gave her exactly what she wanted. He fucked her hard, pumping his cock deep into her pussy with every thrust and sending Keira to a place of bliss in an instant. She was being taken by her bull. Her pussy was filled with his cock. She was giving him pleasure and he was offering her the kind of deeply satisfying sex that she’d never had with her husband.

    After a week without his cock inside her it took less than a minute for Keira to have her first orgasm of the night. As Dan fucked her, she played with her clit and her legs began to tremble. She collapsed onto the bed as Dan continued to fuck her from behind and unleashed a long, loud scream of the purest pleasure as an orgasm ripped through her body. The satisfying spasms left Keira temporarily unable to do anything but mumble incoherently as Dan buried his dick deep inside her and ran his fingers over the smooth skin of her lower back.

    “Did that feel good?” he asked afterwards.

    “Yes,” Keira said between heavy breaths. “It was perfect. It was absolutely perfect.”

    Dan reached forward, entwined his fingers in Keira’s hair and pulled hard. Keira moaned as she lifted her head from the bed and arched her back as Dan began to fuck her again.

    As pleasure once again spread through her body, Keira couldn’t help but smile joyfully. She knew the fun was just beginning. She and Dan were going to spend the night in the hotel room and Keira knew she wouldn’t be going back to Colin until she’d been fucked to exhaustion by her bull.

    
      

    

    It wasn’t until early Sunday afternoon that Keira returned to her husband. She walked into the house with a bright smile on her face and headed straight for the bedroom.

    As she expected, Colin didn’t need an invitation to follow. 

    “Did you miss me?” Keira asked as she pulled reached back to unzip her dress. It fell to the floor before she spun around to show Colin the lingerie she’d worn for Dan.

    “I did,” Colin answered as his eyes devoured her body.

    Keira ran her fingers over the soft skin of her stomach and through her cleavage as she looked at her husband and asked, “Did you think about the fun I was having with my bull?”

    Colin nodded as a bulge appeared in his pants.

    “Did you think about your wife cumming on someone else’s cock?” Keira asked as she took a step towards her husband.

    “I did,” he said.

    Keira reached out and slowly unzipped Colin’s pants. She reached inside and softly caressed his cock as she asked, “Did you think about me spending the night in his arms? Did you think about his body pressed against mine in the hotel bed as you spent the night all alone in our bed?”

    Colin nodded as Keira pulled his cock out of his pants and stroked him.

    “Did you play with your cock like I said you could?” she asked.

    “I did,” Colin said before closing his eyes and moaning at the pleasure Keira offered.

    “Did you cum?” she asked.

    “No. I was good,” he replied.

    Keira stepped closer and reached up to caress his face while stroking Colin’s cock. She kissed him softly and welcomed his eager tongue in her mouth. Her lips moved to his cheek and neck before she whispered, “I came. I came over and over and over with Dan’s big cock inside me. I came so many times I lost count.”

    “Did he fuck you this morning?” Colin asked.

    “Of course he did,” Keira said. “Dan’s a virile man, baby. He wasn’t capable of passing up the chance to fuck my tight little pussy this morning. It was so fucking good. I’m still wet, in fact.”

    A naughty smile crossed Colin’s face as he looked down at the black lace panties Keira was wearing.

    “Do you want to see how wet I am for him?” she asked.

    Colin nodded.

    “Why don’t you get on your knees,” she said.

    Colin dropped to his knees and looked up at Keira as she smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. She thoroughly enjoyed the sense of control and her husband’s eager desire to admire the pussy that another man had fucked an hour earlier.

    “Did you enjoy the video I sent you last night?” Keira asked. “Did it turn you on to see your wife sucking another man’s cock and balls?”

    Colin nodded. “It was incredible,” he said. “I almost came when I saw you take his cock in your mouth.”

    “Would you like to watch Dan fuck me?” she asked. “Would you like to be in the room as he makes your wife cum on his big cock?”

    “I would,” Colin said as he reached out and caressed Keira’s legs.

    “That’s good,” Keira replied. “I think it’s important that you watch. I think you need to see just how different I am with him. I think you need to see what it’s like when Dan fucks me. You need to witness how much better he is than you.”

    Colin wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked it slowly as he looked up at Keira.

    “Does that turn you on, honey? Do you like that Dan is better in bed than you are? Do you like that he fucks me so much better than you ever have?” Keira asked.

    “Yes,” Colin said.

    “That’s good, but I want you to stop stroking your cock. I don’t want you distracted. You’ll get a chance to cum, I promise,” she said.

    Colin released his cock and let his hands fall to his sides as he looked up at her.

    “Take my panties off,” she instructed. “Admire my pussy.”

    Colin reached up and slowly pulled Keira’s panties down, exposing her pussy. She saw a hungry, lusty look on his face as he stared between her legs.

    “Kiss it,” Keira said. “Kiss my pussy.”

    Colin leaned closer and planted a soft kiss on her pussy. He let his lips linger against her wet flesh for a few seconds before pulling back and looking up at his wife once more.

    “I want you to taste me, Colin,” Keira said as she moved her hand to the back of his head. “I want you to put your tongue in my pussy. I want you to put your tongue where Dan’s cock was an hour ago.”

    Keira guided Colin’s head between her legs and felt his tongue push between her pussy lips. She moaned, mostly because the idea of him going down on her after she’d been fucked by another man felt so sexy.

    “That’s good,” she said. “That’s so good, baby.”

    Keira stepped back after a minute of vigorous pussy licking and smiled at the sight of her juices on Colin’s face.

    “Do you want to cum?” she asked.

    Colin nodded as he looked up at her. Keira offered her hand and helped Colin to his feet before stripping him naked and guiding him into their bed. She cuddled up next to him and they kissed as her fingers encircled his cock and stroked him slowly.

    “Would you like to hear something naughty?” Keira asked.

    “Yes, please,” Colin said as he closed his eyes and smiled.

    “I swallowed for Dan last night. I asked him to cum in my mouth after he’d given me my third orgasm. I wanted to taste his load, baby. I wanted to feel it in my mouth. I wanted to swallow it. I wanted to have his cum inside me,” Keira explained.

    Colin groaned and Keira felt his cock swell up in her hand.

    “Do you like that? Do you like that I had Dan’s cum inside me, that I swallowed his thick seed like a good little slut?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “Fuck, yes, I love it.”

    Keira kissed his neck and whispered, “I miss him already. I wish he was here right now. I wish his cock was inside me. I wish he was fucking me while you watched.”

    “Me too,” Dan said before turning his head towards Keira and kissing her. “Can I fuck you?” he asked after the kiss.

    “No, baby,” Keira said. “Dan is going to be the only man that fucks me for a while.”

    She wasn’t sure if Colin was asking in hopes of being rejected or if he was truly hoping to have sex with her, but he seemed to enjoy her turning him down.

    Keira pushed it a little further. “I’d only be disappointed if you fucked me right now,” she said. “I wouldn’t be able to ignore the fact that you just can’t fuck me like Dan does, and I don’t want that right now. I just want to remember how good it felt when he was inside me. I just want to be free to fantasize about him fucking me again. I don’t want to have to think about how inadequate you are as a lover.”

    “Oh fuck, Keira, I’m gonna cum,” Colin said as he gently thrust his hips upwards.

    Keira stroked him faster and moaned like she was getting fucked. She wanted to drive him wild and ensure he had the best orgasm imaginable. She wanted him to crave more cuckolding pleasures.

    Low, loud, guttural moans of pleasure escaped Colin’s lips as cum fired from the head of his cock and landed on his stomach.

    “Fuuuuck!” he cried out.

    Keira stroked him slowly, mostly avoiding the head of his cock as she milked a full, thick load out of her husband.

    “Did that feel good?” she asked as Colin came down from his climax.

    He smiled and kissed her before saying, “It was great.”

    “So, do you actually want to watch Dan fuck me?” she asked.

    “Definitely,” he said.

    Keira rolled onto her back and smiled as she imagined Colin watching her have sex with another man. The idea was immensely arousing.

    “Why don’t you clean yourself up and then get between my legs so you can make me cum while I think about Dan pounding my tight little pussy again,” Keira said.

    “With pleasure,” Colin said as he hopped out of bed and scampered to the bathroom to clean the cummy mess off his chest.

    Keira smiled. She loved that he was even more receptive to being a cuckold than she’d expected. She wondered just how far they’d both be willing to go in pursuit of even more pleasurable, cuckold-fueled orgasms.
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    Keira had a bunched up stocking in her hand and she was about to step into it when she was struck by an idea. She gathered her stockings and the bodysuit she was going to wear for Dan and took them with her into the bedroom.

    “Do you want to dress me?” she asked Colin, who was seated on the edge of the bed with half an erection in his pants and a look of intense desire in his eyes.

    He paused for a moment – it was as if he was trying to process a particularly complicated question – and said, “Dress you?”

    Keira smiled. She surmised that Colin was a little more nervous about his first time watching than he was willing to let on.

    She closed the short distance between the closet and the bed and enjoyed the way Colin’s eyes drifted over her naked body.

    Keira lifted his chin until he was staring into her eyes and said, “Would you like to dress me in the lingerie I picked out for Dan?” She leaned closer, kissed him softly, and whispered, “Would you like to dress your wife so she can look good for the man that’s been fucking her far better than you ever have?”

    Colin groaned and Keira let her hand drop to his lap. She found his cock – which had grown fully erect – and stroked him through his pants.

    “Would you like to do that, Colin? Would you like to dress me in this lingerie so I’ll look good for Dan? Would you like to help me look sexy for the man that’s going to fuck me in our bed?” she whispered.

    “Yes, I would,” Colin answered. “I’d like that very much.”

    Keira helped her husband to his feet, took his place on the edge of the bed, and passed him one of the stockings.

    Colin ran his fingers over the soft material before dropping to his knees. He looked up and his gaze immediately moved between her legs.

    Keira spread her thighs to give him a view of her pussy and said, “It’s his tonight.”

    “What?” Colin said, though Keira knew he understood what she was talking about.

    “My pussy, sweetheart. My pussy is Dan’s tonight. I’m your wife and we’ll be in our bedroom, but my pussy belongs to him tonight,” Keira said.

    She smiled as Colin fumbled with the stocking as he tried to help her into it.

    “Take a deep breath, sweetheart. The truth is, my pussy has been his since he fucked me the first time. He made me cum like I haven’t cum in a long time, maybe ever. In that moment I knew I’d let Dan have me whenever he wanted me. I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist him. I knew my pussy was his,” Keira continued.

    Colin gently moved the stocking onto her foot and pulled it up her leg. He took his time and he seemed to find great pleasure in watching as a simple article of clothing made Keira even more alluring than she already was.

    Keira handed Colin the second stocking and he moved to her other foot and repeated the process. When he was finished she spread her legs wider and reached out to guide his head between them.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” she said. “Feel how wet I am.”

    Colin did as he was told and Keira moaned as his upper lip brushed against her clit.

    “Can you feel it, Colin? Can you feel how wet I am for Dan?” she asked.

    He nodded as Keira felt his tongue exploring her pussy. She stood up, depriving him of more of what he clearly craved.

    Keira picked up the bodysuit, handed it to her husband, and said, “Help me into this.”

    Colin took the skimpy piece of lingerie from his wife and helped her step into it before slowly pulling it up her stocking-clad legs. He guided the straps over her shoulders and she let him adjust the fit to make sure the sheer material hugged her breasts and ass as it was supposed to.

    “How do I look?” Keira asked as Colin stepped back.

    “You look incredible,” he replied.

    Keira looked at the obvious bulge in his pants and said, “Is that because you want to fuck me or because you’re looking forward to seeing Dan fuck me?”

    “Both,” he answered.

    Keira stepped closer, unzipped her husband’s pants, and pulled out his cock. She stroked him while offering a passionate kiss.

    “You know that you don’t get to fuck me tonight, right?” she asked after the kiss.

    “I do,” he said.

    “I’d also like you to refrain from masturbating while you watch,” she said. “I don’t want you cumming before Dan and I get to the good stuff. I don’t want you to ruin the experience for yourself or for Dan and me, okay?”

    Colin nodded as Keira continued to work his cock. He looked disappointed when she released him from her grasp and stepped back once more.

    Keira sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. She ran her fingers over her bare thighs and played with the lace tops of her stockings as she said, “You also need to know that I’m different with him.”

    “Different?” Colin asked.

    “It’s the way he makes me feel. It makes me want to give him everything, anything. I’m, well, sluttier, I guess. When I’m with Dan I want to worship his cock. I want to offer him my body however he wants it. I want to let him take control and fuck me however he desires. Feeling his lust for me and feeling the way he invades me with that beautiful cock of his makes me cum so hard,” she said. “I just don’t want you to be surprised when you see how different I am with him than I’ve ever been with you.”

    Colin hadn’t bothered to put his cock back in his pants and Keira could see that he was still rock hard.

    “You like the idea that I’m different with him, don’t you?” she said as a smile crept across her face.

    Colin nodded.

    “Then you’re going to love watching,” she said.

    
      

    

    “You look incredible, Keira,” Dan said as his eyes devoured her body.

    She smiled and spun around to show him the way the sheer bodysuit clung to her ass.

    “Colin helped me get ready for you. He dressed me in this little lingerie set because he wanted me to look good for you,” Keira said.

    Dan looked over at Colin and said, “You did a good job. Your wife looks exceptionally fuckable.”

    Keira turned to face Dan and reached out to unzip his pants. She pulled out his cock just like she’d pulled out her husband’s cock earlier, only this time she dropped to her knees.

    She looked over at Colin, who was seated in a chair in the corner of the room, and asked, “Do you want to watch me suck Dan’s beautiful cock?”

    Colin nodded and Keira looked up at her bull and said, “You’re not even hard and you’re already bigger than my husband.”

    Dan laughed and Keira smiled before taking him into her mouth and offering a slow, sensual blowjob aimed at driving her bull wild with desire. She licked and sucked and stroked as she kept her eyes locked on his. She worshiped his cock just like she told her husband she was going to.

    Keira felt the beautiful tingle of desire between her legs as she sucked Dan’s big cock. She thought about the last time he’d fucked her and how good he’d made her feel. She thought about how excited she was to have Colin watch her with another man.

    As his cock reached a fully erect state Dan’s hands moved into Keira’s hair and he began to gently thrust in and out of her mouth. She loved that she’d turned him on to the point that he felt the need to fuck her mouth.

    When he pulled out Dan looked down at Keira and asked, “Do you let him fuck your mouth?”

    “No,” she said.

    “Why?” he asked.

    “Because his cock doesn’t turn me on the way yours does,” she replied.

    Dan laughed, pushed his cock back into her mouth, and resumed the gentle fucking.

    “Your wife is an exceptional cocksucker, Colin,” Dan said. “It’s a shame you don’t get to enjoy her mouth more often.”

    When Dan pulled out again he lifted Keira to her feet, picked her up, and placed her in the bed she shared with her husband. Keira watched from her back as her bull stripped, revealing the exceptionally fit body that she’d come to crave.

    “Will you get us a condom, honey?” Keira asked.

    Colin jumped up from the chair, retrieved the box of condoms from the nightstand, and pulled one out. He handed it to Dan and Keira watched the other man tear it open and slide it down his long, thick shaft. She watched her bull dress the cock that would provide her with the satisfaction she needed more than anything in the world at that moment.

    Keira reached down to unsnap the bodysuit and free her pussy before her fingers pushed inside. She groaned and said, “I’m so fucking wet for you.”

    “Yeah?” Dan said as he moved on top of her. “I make you wet?”

    Keira ran her hands over his muscular chest as she said, “You make me wetter than any man ever has. You turn me on like I’ve never been turned on before. Even thinking about the way you fuck me is enough to get me wet.”

    Keira meant every word of it, but she was also putting on a bit of a performance for her husband. She wanted Colin to hear her desire. She wanted him to know that Dan really was better than him, that he really did fuck her better than anyone ever had. She wanted Colin to live the cuckold experience in a way she knew would thrill him.

    “Fuck me, Dan,” she said. “Please, fuck me.”

    Dan pressed his cock against her pussy lips and Keira opened up for him. They kissed as he slid into her and she moaned into his mouth.

    Keira wrapped her arms around the muscular man on top of her and for a few moments they stayed like that as she savored the sensations of having his big cock inside her once again. She savored that perfect moment of feeling stretched out by someone that her body craved in every way.

    As Dan began to fuck her in earnest, Keira took a moment to look at her husband. She saw Colin’s eyes focused on the point of penetration. He was watching Dan’s cock slide in and out of her pussy. She wondered if he could see the way that she opened up for the other man with every thrust, if the difference in size was obvious even from the slightly obstructed view Colin had from the corner of the room. It certainly seemed to please him, as he wore a look of absolute lust on his face.

    “Harder, Dan, fuck me harder,” Keira said.

    She was already on the brink of an orgasm. Usually it took her a little longer, but she’d spent so much time in a state of arousal that she was ready to go from the moment Dan slid inside her. Keira knew that having Colin there made it hotter for her. She knew that having her husband watch her get fucked was a sign of his acceptance, that he was on board with being her cuckold, that he was almost certainly going to be willing to let her fuck other men for the duration of their marriage.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Keira cried out. She was a little more vociferous than usual, but she wanted Colin to know just how much she enjoyed Dan’s cock.

    Keira wrapped her arms and legs around Dan as she climaxed. She felt a little lightheaded and for a moment her body trembled as the pleasure spread through her.

    “Holy shit,” she said. “Holy shit, that was incredible.”

    Dan smiled and pulled out as Keira released him from the tight grasp of her arms and legs.

    Dan stepped aside, turned to Colin, and said, “Why don’t you have a taste.”

    Keira looked over at her husband and nodded and he hopped up from his chair and practically ran across the room to get between her legs. He pushed his tongue into her pussy and Keira laughed as her body thrashed from the explosion of sensation as he brushed against her immensely sensitive clit.

    “Gentle,” she said. “Be gentle. I just had an orgasm. My clit is crazy sensitive right now. Just put your tongue inside me. Taste the juices. Taste the sex your wife just had with another man.”

    That seemed to thrill Colin as he moaned into Keira’s pussy while pulling back enough to refrain from stimulating her clit. His tongue went on a journey inside her, though, and Keira wondered what it tasted like. Could he taste the latex? Could he taste Dan?

    “Is that good, honey? Do you like licking my freshly-fucked pussy?” Keira asked as she looked down at her husband.

    He nodded and Keira smiled.

    “You’re tasting sex, Colin. You’re tasting the sex your wife just had with another man,” Keira said as she was hit with a rush of desire. “And now I need to get fucked again. I need more of Dan’s cock. I need my bull to fuck me.”

    She gently pushed Colin back, sat up, and said, “Why don’t you watch right there on your knees? I think you’ll enjoy the view much better from close up, don’t you?”

    Colin nodded as Keira turned to Dan and said, “I want to ride your cock.”

    Dan smiled and got on his back. Keira admired the way his cock pointed straight towards the ceiling. She stroked it a little and enjoyed how hard he was, how potent his desire was for her pussy.

    “I love this cock,” she said while straddling him and guiding his erection into her pussy. “I fucking love it.”

    Keira sank down on her bull’s dick as she thought about Colin watching from behind. She thought about him seeing her pussy lips stretch out around Dan’s cock and then she looked over her shoulder and smiled at the look of hypnotic joy on her husband’s face.

    Keira turned back to Dan and leaned down as she began to ride him in earnest. “He likes watching you fuck me,” she said loud enough for Colin to hear. “He likes the way your big cock looks as it stretches out my tight pussy.”

    Dan grabbed Keira’s ass and squeezed it possessively as he said, “He’s a cuckold. This is his favorite kind of sex. He’s right where he belongs. Down on his knees watching you ride someone else’s cock.”

    Keira moaned as she bounced harder on Dan’s cock. Her pussy was alive with pleasure and every thrust felt like it brought her a little closer to another thunderous orgasm.

    “I want us to cum together,” she said. “I want you to cum while you’re buried in his wife’s pussy. I want you to fill that condom with your load while my pussy is milking your perfect cock.”

    “With pleasure,” Dan said as he tightened his grip on Keira’s ass and began to fuck his cock up into her pussy. His thrusts were hard and fast and propelled by the kind of power that Colin’s body simply couldn’t generate.

    It was that contrast and the sheer pleasure of being fucked so hard by someone so gorgeous, confident, and muscular that brought Keira to her second orgasm of the night. She sat up on Dan’s cock, threw her head back, and cried out in pleasure as he pushed his cock inside her and unleashed his orgasm.

    They climaxed just as Keira wanted them to and they did it while Colin watched from his knees. It felt like a beautiful way for him to experience his first in-person cuckolding.

    Keira collapsed onto Dan and he wrapped his arms around her as they shared soft, slow kisses.

    “Thank you,” she whispered softly enough so that only he could hear it. “You were incredible.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Dan said. “I want more, though. I want you again, and maybe again after that.”

    “You can have me all night,” Keira said. “I promise.”

    They kissed and then she climbed off his cock and gently removed the condom. With the cum-filled prophylactic in her hand Keira slipped out of the bed, took Colin’s hand, and led him to the bathroom.

    She closed the door behind them, tossed the condom in the trash, and said, “Strip.”

    Colin unleashed a gleeful smile and tore his clothes off, leaving them in a heap on the floor. His cock was hard and the tip was coated in a thin, slippery layer of his precum.

    Keira turned her husband to face the mirror, stepped behind him, and gently moved them both forward until Colin’s thighs were pressed against the counter. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him as she met his gaze in the mirror.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” she asked.

    Colin’s eyes rolled back in his head and he lifted onto his toes as the handjob seemed to take him to a place of intense pleasure. “Yes,” he said breathlessly. “I loved it.”

    Keira ran her other hand over her husband’s chest and stomach as she stroked him faster.

    “Did you enjoy watching another man make me cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Colin answered.

    Keira kissed his neck and smiled at him in the mirror. “He made me cum harder than you do, Colin. He made me cum so much harder than you do and he did it twice in the span of a few minutes.”

    The sounds of a slippery handjob and Colin’s moans filled the bathroom.

    “Did you enjoy watching his cock cum while it was buried inside me, Colin?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “I’ll bet you did. I’ll bet you loved watching another man cum in your wife’s pussy. I’ll bet you wished he wasn’t wearing a condom. I’ll bet you wish his cum was leaking out of my cunt while I jerk you off into the sink,” she said.

    Colin groaned, closed his eyes, and climaxed as the last words left her lips. He came in the sink and Keira smiled as she slowed her pace and squeezed his cock a little tighter to work every drop of cum out of him. She loved the idea that Colin was thinking about Dan’s cum deep in her pussy as he climaxed. She loved that she might have made him a little more of a cuckold in that moment.

    “Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

    “Yes, thank you,” he said. “It was incredible. I don’t know that I’ve ever had a better orgasm.”

    “There’s a lot more where that came from,” she said. “But for now I’d like you to give Dan and I a little time alone. We’re not done with each other yet. If you recover quickly you can come back and watch a little later. Okay?”

    Colin smiled at her in the mirror before Keira released his cock and stepped back. He turned around, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and said, “Enjoy your bull,” before picking up his underwear.

    Keira left the bathroom and joined Dan in the bed she normally shared with her husband. She couldn’t wait to get fucked again.
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    “Will you take your clothes off for me?” Keira asked.

    Colin looked up from his phone and smiled. “Absolutely.”

    He tossed his phone onto the coffee table and stood to strip as Keira sat on the couch and smiled. She wondered what he was thinking. Did he think they were going to have sex? Did he think she was going to give him a handjob? Did he think Dan was coming over for a surprise visit and she wanted him naked when her bull arrived?

    “Sit,” Keira said as she patted the couch cushion.

    Colin sat and Keira reached between his legs to play with his soft cock. She smiled at her husband and leaned in to kiss him. She opened her mouth and welcomed his tongue with a quiet moan, and just like that Colin had an erection.

    “So, we’re a few months into you being a cuckold and I wanted to check in and see how you’re doing.” Keira asked as she played with his testicles and his stiff cock in the hopes of keeping her husband in a state of low level arousal.

    “Honestly, I’m great,” Colin said. “I suppose there have been some parts of it that have been different than I expected, but I’d say that I find our sex life more satisfying now than I did before. Maybe quite a bit more satisfying, to be honest.”

    Keira squeezed his balls and moaned quietly before running her hand up Colin’s shaft and gathering the precum at the tip. She licked it off her fingers as he watched and smiled.

    “I like that you seem a lot wilder than you used to,” he said. “Much freer, I guess. Much more open to different kinds of pleasure.”

    “You can thank Dan for that,” Keira said. “It wasn’t until he fucked me that I understood what real sexual pleasure felt like.”

    Keira watched Colin register the mild bit of humiliation. She wasn’t lying – Dan was an extraordinary lover and his ability to take charge in bed unleashed an entirely different side of Keira – but she knew it would hurt just a little for Colin to hear that he wasn’t comparable as a lover.

    “I know,” Colin said. “That was hard to see at first. It’s still kind of hard to hear you say that, honestly, but I can’t really deny it. It’s obvious when I watch you with him. It’s so different than when we have sex.”

    Keira kissed him as she stroked the head of his cock and she found it genuinely delightful that Colin moaned into her mouth. It seemed that he couldn’t help himself.

    “You said some elements of being cuckolded were different than you expected,” Keira said. “Like what?”

    “Well,” Colin said as he briefly broke eye contact, “I don’t know why but I didn’t expect that you and I would have a lot less sex. For some reason I thought it would just be you having more sex.”

    Keira ran her fingers up and down the underside of Colin’s shaft, teasing him with her gentle touch as she smiled.

    “You understand why we don’t have sex all that often anymore, right?” she asked.

    “I do,” Colin said.

    “Can you say it for me?” she asked.

    Colin looked away again. “Because Dan is better than I am. A lot better.”

    “Do you really understand it, though?” Keira asked. “Do you understand that the difference between the two of you is so extreme that there are times when I simply wouldn’t enjoy having sex with you?”

    Keira returned to stroking Colin’s cock as he pondered the question. She wanted his body flooded with desire as he soaked in his new reality.

    “I do,” he said.

    “Some wives like me don’t ever let their husbands fuck them,” Keira said. “At least you have it better than those men.”

    “I do,” he replied. “And I appreciate that I still get to fuck you from time to time. I really do. I actually enjoy it more now and I bet part of that is because I just don’t get to have sex with you all that often so it’s better when I do.”

    Keira released Colin’s cock and straddled him. He ran his fingers under her skirt and she pressed her panties against his cock as they kissed.

    “Having sex with you is still wonderful,” Keira said. “Most of the time at least. It’s different than it is with Dan, though. You’ve probably noticed that I don’t really cum when you fuck me. It’s nice to have you inside me, though. It’s nice to feel your body on top of mine. It’s nice to feel you cum in my pussy.”

    “I love all of those things,” Colin said.

    “And you also understand that Dan is better, which is why he gets to have sex with your wife a lot more often than you do, right?” Keira asked.

    Colin nodded and she kissed him again. She moved her crotch over the tip of his cock, teasing him with the warmth of her pussy from behind her panties.

    “Put your hand in my panties,” Keira said.

    Colin reached under her skirt and slipped his hand into her panties.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    Colin nodded as two fingers slipped inside her.

    “Is that for him?” Colin asked.

    “No,” Keira said. “It’s because I like teasing you. I like getting you all worked up. I like seeing my husband rock hard and desperate for me. I like knowing that you want me so badly, and I like knowing that you don’t get to have me most of the time. I don’t know why, but it turns me on.”

    Colin smiled as he worked her pussy with his fingers. He moved them in and out, rubbing them against her clit as he pushed inside her over and over. Keira closed her eyes and moved in time with his hand as her husband fucked her, just not in the way he probably hoped when she’d asked him to get naked.

    “Make me cum, Colin,” she said. “Make me cum while you dream about how good my pussy would feel around your cock.”

    Keira’s intense desire and Colin’s skilled fingers led to a quick, thoroughly pleasing orgasm as she pulled her husband’s head against her chest and climaxed with a series of moans.

    Colin pulled his hand from her pussy and Keira grabbed him by the wrist and brought his fingers to her mouth. She stared into her husband’s eyes while sucking her juices off his fingers.

    “When was the last time I gave you a blowjob?” Keira asked.

    Hope flashed in Colin’s eyes as he said, “I think it’s been a few months.”

    Keira smiled and said, “You won’t be getting one of those today. In fact, it might be a very long time before you get one of those again. I’m not entirely sure why, but I don’t enjoy going down on you anywhere near as much as I enjoy going down on Dan.”

    Colin looked a little disappointed, but Keira could see that his inner cuckold had been triggered too.

    “So, we can keep talking about it going forward, but I’m convinced that I’m going to need cuckolding to be a part of our marriage from here on out,” Keira explained. “I know I won’t be satisfied with going back to our sex life as it used to be. I don’t necessarily have to have a bull like Dan all the time, but I will need the freedom to go outside our marriage for the sex I crave.”

    “I know,” Colin said. “I think I knew that after the first time you and Dan had sex. Before him you didn’t really know what was possible. Then he opened your eyes. I couldn’t really expect you to go back, even if it’s hard for me sometimes.”

    Keira smiled and kissed him. “You’re a good husband,” she said.

    “You’re a good wife,” he replied. “I know that would sound insane to certain people, but I love being a cuckold.”

    “Thank you, Colin. I love you,” she said.

    “I love you too,” Colin replied.

    Keira stood up and sat next to him. “You can put your clothes back on. You won’t be cumming.”

    She smiled. There was something about going from one extreme to the other that she found so thrilling. The control was delightful too.

    Colin did as he was told, and though he made a bit of a face he didn’t argue. He got dressed and sat back on the couch.

    Keira wouldn’t let his cock go soft, though. Instead, she cuddled up with him and gently played with him on and off for the next hours as they watched a movie. Afterwards, Colin went down on her and produced two orgasms with his talented tongue before they went to bed.

    
      

    

    “Tonight is going to be a little different,” Keira said as she stepped into the lace bodysuit she’d bought for Dan and pulled it on.

    “How?” Colin asked as his eyes roamed over her body.

    Keira turned to her husband and smiled. She loved that his cock was already hard. A few day’s worth of orgasm denial worked wonders.

    She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him. “Dan’s going to cum inside me tonight.”

    Keira studied her husband’s face as he reacted. She took note of the angst that registered first before being supplanted by the kind of desire she’d come to expect from her cuckold.

    “We’ve both been tested and we’ve been together long enough that I trust him, so from now on he’s going to cum inside me when we have sex,” she explained.

    Keira released her husband’s cock from her grasp as she suspected he might cum then and there at the idea of another man’s semen filling her pussy.

    Keira was excited too. Perhaps more excited than Colin was. There was something about the idea of Dan cumming inside her that she found intensely arousing. She’d been masturbating to the notion all week and had enjoyed numerous orgasms as she dreamed of having unprotected sex with her bull.

    It was almost as if her body needed it, as if it had become a necessity to receive the cum of the man that gave her such great orgasms. That’s why she was on board the moment Dan suggested it. It had taken a week to get their test results back, but she was ready and he was on his way over to cum inside her for the first time.

    “I’d like you to wait here,” Keira said. “I’ll bring Dan back so you can watch him cum inside me.”

    Keira left Colin with a raging erection and what she suspected was a wild kind of desire running through him. She hoped he was thinking about Dan’s big cock fucking her pussy bare and unleashing a massive load inside her.

    Keira felt good in her lingerie and the high heels she’d picked out. She hoped Dan would be just as desperate to fuck her as she was to have him inside her. She didn’t want to spend a lot of time on foreplay. That could wait for the second or third time.

    Dan pulled into the driveway right on time and Keira made her way to the front door with a smile on her face. She pulled it open right as Dan lifted his hand to knock and smiled as he stared.

    “What do you think?” Keira asked as she turned to show off her ass.

    Dan responded by stepping inside, lifting her into his arms and closing the door behind them as he carried Keira towards the bedroom.

    “I’ve been thinking about this all week,” Dan said. “You have no idea how badly I want to fuck you, how badly I need to be inside you.”

    Keira kissed him as they entered the bedroom. His hands massaged her ass as they reached the edge of the bed.

    “I need you to fuck me, Dan. I need to feel your bare cock in my pussy. I need to feel you cum inside me. Please, get naked and fuck me,” she said.

    Dan tossed her in the bed and Keira pulled aside the little strip of lace covering her pussy as her bull stripped.

    Keira took a moment to look over at Colin and saw him standing against the wall with a raging erection.

    “Come closer,” she said to him. “Watch from your knees.”

    Dan climbed between her legs and Colin moved into the space her bull had vacated and fell to his knees.

    Keira reached down, guided Dan’s cock inside her, and unleashed a loud moan of pleasure as the long, thick shaft filled her. It felt better without protection. Of course it did. It always did. The sensation of his bare cock in her pussy was perfect and it was made hotter because she knew eventually he’d unleash his load inside her.

    “Fuck me, Dan,” Keira said. “Fuck me and cum inside me. Cum in my married pussy.”

    Keira heard her husband groan as Dan fucked her harder. She kissed her bull and wrapped her legs around him as her pussy began to pulse with pleasure. Each thrust brought her closer to what she knew was going to be a massively pleasurable orgasm.

    “Fuck, Dan, I’m going to cum. Oh my God, I’m going to cum,” Keira cried out.

    “Me too,” he said. “I haven’t cum all week. Do you want it? Do you want me to cum inside you?”

    Keira’s voice was desperate with desire as she said, “Yes! Cum inside me. Fill me. Give me your cum. Cum in my pussy!”

    Dan pounded her hard and fast and Keira screamed as the orgasm that had been building exploded outwards from her pussy. The moment her climax began Dan pushed his cock deep in her pussy and groaned like he always did during his orgasm.

    Keira wrapped her arms around his muscular back as she spread her legs and let the joy of a truly perfect orgasm spread to the tips of her toes.

    “That was incredible,” she whispered.

    “It really was,” Dan said with a chuckle. “It’s so much better without a condom.”

    “Yes it is,” Keira added.

    Dan pulled out and rolled onto his back, letting Keira sit up to look at Colin. His cock was still hard and his gaze was fixed between her legs.

    “Stand up,” Keira said.

    Colin stood up and she reached out to take her husband’s cock in her hand.

    “I only want one man cumming inside me,” she said. “Do you know what that means?”

    “That Dan is the only man that’s going to cum inside you,” Colin answered.

    Keira nodded. “Is that going to be okay with you? Are you going to be okay with no longer cumming in your wife’s pussy? Are you going to be okay with letting another man do that from now on?”

    Colin closed his eyes and nodded. Keira felt his cock throb in her hand and she saw his balls tighten.

    “I’m not going to let you fuck me without a condom, either,” she said. “I can’t trust you to pull out. Do you understand? Only Dan gets to feel my pussy without protection from now on, okay?”

    Colin groaned as he nodded.

    “Thank you for being such a wonderful cuckold,” Keira said. “You’re so good at making me happy.”

    Colin opened his eyes and smiled at her. “Thank you for being such a wonderful wife,” he said.

    Keira reached down and squeezed her husband’s balls as she said, “You want to cum, don’t you?”

    “I do,” he said.

    “I’m going to let you get yourself off tonight,” she said. “You can’t do it here, though. You can go to the guest bedroom or the bathroom. Your choice. Also, Dan is going to spend the night so I’d like you to sleep in the guest bedroom. Okay?”

    “Of course,” Colin said.

    Keira stroked him again, using his precum as lube and producing the lusty, sensual moans that made her so happy. She pulled him closer and they shared a soft kiss.

    “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “I’ll make you feel good tomorrow, okay?”

    “Okay,” Colin said. “Thank you.”

    Keira smiled and said, “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Colin replied.

    “Okay,” Keira said. “Off you go.”

    Keira crawled into Dan’s arms as she watched Colin leave the room. She felt her bull’s cum leaking out of her pussy and it brought a smile to her face. It felt like the ultimate sign that she’d made her New Year’s resolution a reality, and much more successfully than she originally imagined.

    She took Dan’s soft cock in her hand and stroked him. “Want to go again?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” he said.

    Keira smiled and kissed her bull. She was going to make it loud. She wanted to give Colin a naughty soundtrack to masturbate to. She wanted to fuel his cuckold lust while she got what she needed from her bull. She wanted to keep fulfilling her New Year’s Resolution.

    The End

  
    A Reward for a Submissive Cuckold

    It's Friday night. You've worked hard all week. You deserve a reward and your beautiful wife has seen fit to provide you with one.

    She's sitting on the couch and you're on your knees at her feet. She's wearing a short, pleated skirt, a tight top that shows off her cleavage, and a pair of black stockings with lace tops. She has on a pair of three inch heels, too. She was dressed that way when you got home, signaling that she was going to reward you.

    You're naked, of course. Your cock is already half hard despite neither you nor her having touched it.

    "You may kiss my feet," she says.

    You lean forward and plant a series of kisses on both of her feet. You feel the soft nylon of her stockings against your lips. You feel the smooth leather of the straps of her delicate shoe. You feel her toes wiggle as you kiss them. You look up in the hope of catching a smile from your wife, but she's turned her attention to her phone.

    After kissing her feet, you lean back and your wife crosses one leg over the other and lifts her foot so you're staring at the bottom of her shoe.

    "Lick it," she demands.

    Her voice is stern and sharp and your cock tingles with desire. You lean in. You run your tongue over the bottom of her shoe. You close your eyes and savor the sense of submission that courses through you.

    "Suck on the heel," she says.

    You take the three inch heel in your mouth. You swallow it all. You suck. You bob up and down on it like you're giving your wife's shoe a blowjob. You do so while her focus remains on her phone.

    "I told him what you're doing," she says. "He laughed."

    She's talking about her bull. About the man who's become her primary sexual partner over the past nine months. About the man who's all but replaced you when it comes to satisfying her pussy.

    "He says it's generous of me to let you humiliate yourself," she says. "Do you think he's right? Am I being generous?"

    "Yes," you reply. "You are. You're always so generous to me."

    You know that most men wouldn't have answered in that way, but you're not like most men. You crave the humiliation. It makes you feel submissive, and there are few things you enjoy more than feeling submissive.

    She uncrosses and crosses her legs once more, offering you a view of her other heel. "Lick it," she demands.

    You lick the bottom of her shoe. You lick it multiple times. You lick it like a good submissive.

    "Suck it," she says.

    You suck on the three inch heel. You suck it slowly, taking every bit of it in your mouth before pulling all the way back. You look up at her the entire time, though she's still texting with her bull.

    "He says he wishes he could be here," she says. "He says he'd be more than happy to participate in your humiliation if he was, that he'd let you suck his cock and balls while we watched a movie together. He's generous too, isn't he?"

    "Yes, he is," you answer.

    "Do you feel like a lucky little cuckold?"

    You nod.

    "Take my heels off," she instructs.

    You carefully remove her heels and set them on the floor. She lifts one of her feet and rubs it over your face. The nylon is soft and it smells as if she sprayed just a hint of perfume on it.

    "You'd jump at the chance to worship his cock and balls if he were here, wouldn't you?"

    "Yes," you say.

    She takes advantage of your open mouth and shoves her foot inside. All five toes stretch your lips and you relish the feel of the stocking against your tongue. She wiggles her toes in your mouth and you suck on them, running your tongue back and forth while she smiles.

    "I can't believe I married a cocksucker," she says. "A filthy fucking cocksucker."

    Your dick throbs and she reaches between her legs. Her foot blocks your view, but she moans almost immediately, which means she's masturbating. You're not the only one that gets off on your humiliation, after all.

    "You like being a cocksucker, don't you?" she asks. "A dirty little cocksucking faggot that will happily worship a superior man when he's instructed to do so."

    You nod with her foot in your mouth. You like the way you feel when you submit to her bull's cock. You like being able to worship someone superior, as she said. You like making your wife and her bull happy by fluffing him. You like doing something that goes against your nature. You like that push and pull you feel as just a hint of revulsion kicks in at having a cock in your mouth while your erection throbs because it's so deliciously humiliating to give head to a man.

    "Fuck my feet," she says.

    Your wife lowers her feet and holds them together. You crawl forward and slip your cock between her soles. You hold her knees for balance and you thrust wildly. It's pathetic, and it feels so fucking good.

    "I'm glad you enjoy this," she says, "because this is the only sex you'll be having for the foreseeable future. I don't know why I'd lower myself to letting your pathetic dick inside me when I have a real man that will fuck me whenever I crave him."

    She picks up her phone and smiles as you fuck her feet. She types out a message. Then she leans back, stares at her phone, and slips a hand into her panties.

    You want to ask what she's looking at, if he sent a video or a picture. You know it's not your place, though, that she decides if you get to know what's captured her attention.

    "I told him you're fucking my feet like a pathetic cuck," she says breathlessly. "He sent me a video of him stroking his big cock. He said he misses me, baby. He misses my pussy. He misses the way I make him feel. He misses fucking me long and hard and making me cum on his cock until I'm exhausted. He misses pumping his load into my pussy and making you clean it out of me. I'll bet you miss that too, don't you cuck?"

    "Yes," you answer. "I love cleaning his cum from your pussy."

    She laughs and sets her phone down. She pulls her fingers from her panties, leans closer, and shoves them in your mouth. You fuck her feet even faster. Your precum has now soaked her stockings and fucking them feels even better.

    "Are you going to cum while you fuck my feet, you pathetic little bitch?"

    You nod with her fingers moving in and out of your mouth.

    "And you're going to lick up your mess, aren't you?" she asks.

    You nod again.

    She pushes her fingers deep enough that you gag and then pulls out, leans back, and pulls aside her panties. You stare at her pussy as your wife masturbates furiously. She rubs her clit and pumps her slick hole with her fingers. She picks up her phone to watch the video of her bull masturbating. She stares at his cock and you know she's dreaming of having him inside her.

    "Cum for me, cuck," she says. "Fuck my feet right until you're ready to blow your pathetic load and then make sure you get it all on my feet so you can lick it off them like the cum whore you are."

    You fuck her feet furiously and at the last moment you pull back, grab your dick, and stroke it a few times. You erupt, spraying thick ropes of hot cum on her black stockings. You make a spectacular mess of her feet as she masturbates furiously with a smile on her face.

    "Lick it up, you pathetic cuck cum whore," she demands.

    You back up, bend over, and lick your load off her delicate, nylon-clad feet. You lick furiously. You suck up your cum. You swallow every drop of it while the aftershocks of your orgasm reverberate through your body. You're awash in pleasure and soon enough she's moaning and cumming hard just like you did.

    "Fuck!" she cries out. "Fucking fuck!"

    You finish cleaning her feet, sit back on your knees, and look up. Your wife has a hazy smile on her face as she pulls her panties back over her pussy, sets her phone aside, and leans closer.

    "Did you enjoy your reward?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply. "Thank you for being the most wonderful wife in the world."

    She gives you a soft kiss on the lips. "And thank you for being the most wonderful beta cuck husband, and for working so hard to provide for us."

    She gives you another kiss, this time slipping her tongue into your mouth to share in the taste of your load. She moans softly and then sits back and pats the couch cushion next to her.

    "Come cuddle with me. Let's watch a movie," she says.

    "Can I get dressed?" you ask.

    She smiles and pulls off her panties. "You can wear these."

    You take her panties, put them on, and cuddle up next to her on the couch. It was a long week, but it's all worth it for a reward like that from a wife that loves and understands you more than you ever thought possible.

  
    A Sacred Act

    The act of cumming inside a woman is, in one way, a man’s purpose. On a biological level, his job is to spread his seed and propagate the species. Traditionally, the man cumming inside a woman is married to her, or at least committed to her in a long term relationship.

    It’s different in a cuckold marriage. As a cuckold, you agree to offer that sacred duty to another man (or lots of other men). You crave it, in fact. You desperately want someone else to flood your wife’s pussy with cum. It’s the ultimate confirmation that you’re not man enough for her.

    At first, she might be nervous about it. It’s hard to explain, but there’s something significant about letting a guy cum inside you. Having his cock inside you is one thing, but having his seed in your womb is something else entirely (even if you’re on birth control).

    That’s what makes it so appealing for a woman, though. There’s a deep form of bonding that takes place when a man releases his cum inside you. That moment when he says, “I’m going to cum,” fills a woman with warmth and desire. She wraps her legs around him, pulls him closer, and urges him to fill her with his cum.

    In a cuckold marriage there’s an added level that makes it so much more arousing. By letting another man cum inside her, your wife is saying something to you. She’s telling you that your cum doesn’t deserve to be inside her, that you don’t deserve to fuck her bareback. She’s telling you that she prefers another man’s cum.

    You’ve certainly fantasized about it, but if you haven’t yet experienced it, get ready for something truly breathtaking. It might be even more powerful than you’ve imagined.

    It begins when he slides into her without protection for the first time. There’s nothing better than that moment. Then you watch them fuck. Whether it’s lovemaking or pussy pounding action, it’s beautiful. She cums and then he’s ready to cum. He’s ready to unload his seed in your wife.

    Think about that, cuckold. For the first time since you’ve been married, another man is going to cum in your wife. Another man is going to fill her womb and you’re going to watch.

    There’s a good chance you’ll notice a slight change in her that first time. She’ll feel a little warmer towards him. She’ll feel a little closer to him. She might want to cuddle with him a little before she lets you enjoy her body. She’s just had a deeply intimate moment with another man.

    Isn’t that what you want as a cuckold? Isn’t that everything you want? Don’t you want her to experience intimate bliss with someone else?

  
    A Salty Kiss for the Cuckold

    You thought it would be fun to surrender a certain measure of control to your wife's bull. You thought there would be a kinky thrill in it. You were right. It can be frustrating, of course, but you like knowing that someone else controls so much of your sex life.

    He's slowly seized more control as time has gone by. Now he determines when you get to see your wife naked, and what parts of her you get to see naked. He controls how often you orgasm - the chastity cage that encases your genitals makes that easy - and he's even taken control over how often you get to kiss your wife.

    None of that would work without her consent - she could kiss you if she wanted to - but he provides your wife with such intense pleasure that she doesn't mind giving him that control. She knows that you like it, too, and she does want to make you happy.

    "My bull told me that you're desperate to kiss me," your wife says one night as she crawls into bed and on top of you. She's wearing a soft, feminine babydoll and you can feel the material against your skin. Her lace panties press against your cage as she straddles you and leans close enough that her lips are just a few inches from yours.

    "I am," you reply.

    She tilts her head and leans just a little closer. You could lift your head and steal a quick kiss, but that's not what you want. You want a deep, passionate kiss. You want the kind of kiss that will make you throb in that cage. That's what you're desperate for.

    "He's going to let you kiss me," she says softly.

    You thought for sure he'd deny you, as he almost always does. He seems to find pleasure in that.

    "There is one little requirement he has, though," she continues before a devilish smile crosses her face. "If you want to kiss me, you'll have to do it after he's cum in my mouth and before I've swallowed for him. You'll have to share the taste of his sweet, salty, delicious cum if you want the pleasure of a kiss with your wife. Are you willing to do that, my love?"

    She sits up, arches her back, and grinds her crotch over your caged cock. She looks stunningly sexy in the babydoll - her breasts are particularly mouth-watering - and she generates enough heat between your legs to make your dick ache in its chastity device.

    "Yes, I'll do that," you answer. "I'll share his cum with you. I will."

    "Mmm, I was hoping you'd say that," she replies. "I've missed kissing my husband. I've missed those soft lips of yours and that talented tongue. I've missed connecting with you in that way, baby."

    You hear the front door open.

    "He's here," your wife says with a smile.

    He has a key and he must have let himself in. Perhaps he assumed you'd say yes to his proposal, or he was going to come over and indulge in his desire for your wife no matter what.

    "Hey there," he says as he steps into the bedroom.

    Your wife looks his way and smiles as she continues to grind over your crotch. "Hey, baby," she replies.

    "You look good," he says. "Really good."

    "I wore it just for you," she says. "I know you love how my tits look when I'm in a babydoll."

    You thought she'd put on the lingerie for you, but it's unexpectedly thrilling to know she actually wore it for him. They had a plan all along. Now they're putting it in motion. You're going to share your first cum kiss with your wife because it's what he wants and because she's always eager to go along with his desires.

    "Come here," he says.

    Your wife hops off of you and hurries towards her bull. He takes her into his arms and they kiss as his hands move down her back and grab her ass possessively. She presses her body into his and moans as he seemingly takes possession of her.

    He spins your wife around and they both look at you as he takes her breasts in his hands and kisses her neck. "Did he agree?" her bull asks.

    "He did," your wife says with a smile. "He can't wait to share your cum with me. He knows that it's a fair offer, that tasting your load is a small price to pay for getting to kiss his wife."

    She turns her head and they kiss as he continues to enjoy the feeling of her breasts through the thin material of her babydoll. She reaches back to massage his cock through his pants and then she spins around once more, drops to her knees, and frees him. A moment later your wife's lips are wrapped around another man's cock while you watch from your bed with your dick throbbing in a little chastity cage.

    "How's your new cage, cuckold?" he asks.

    He's referring to the notably smaller cage he fitted you with last week. There's almost no room for growth in it, meaning it's more painful to wear. Now it's impossible to escape the idea that you're caged, because you can always feel it around your cock. You suspect that was the point, though.

    "It's tight," you answer.

    He smiles and puts a hand on the back of your wife's head. She moans like she enjoys it when he takes control of her mouth. You watch her take more of his cock because she knows it's what he wants. You watch her do so with ease because she's a good cocksucker for him.

    "Would you like to watch me fuck your wife before I cum in her mouth, cuckold?" he asks.

    "Yes, please," you answer.

    He applies more pressure to the back of her head and she deepthroats his cock. You can't help but admire her talent while feeling a little jealous that she doesn't ever deepthroat your cock like that.

    He pulls out, looks down at your wife, and says, "Your husband wants me to fuck you before I cum in your mouth so you can share it with him. What do you think about that?"

    "I'd love that," she answers while stroking his long, slick shaft.

    "Good. Then get in the bed. Like you were when I first came in, only on your hands and knees above your cuckold husband," he instructs.

    Your wife stands and walks towards the bed as her bull strips. She gets on her hands and knees above you and looks down into your eyes. Her soft babydoll brushes against your chest and you feel the warmth emanating from her legs as they brush up against yours. She smiles like she's doing to kiss you, but of course she doesn't. She won't be doing that until her mouth is brimming with his hot cum.

    Her bull moves into the bed behind her. She smiles and looks back at him. You hear him smack her ass and she lets out a playful moan.

    "Face down," he says.

    She drops her head until it's resting against your chest. You feel her soft hair against your neck. You look up and watch him pull her thong aside. He moves a little closer and rubs the head of his dick over her pussy, making your wife moan.

    "Do you want me to fuck your wife?" he asks.

    "Yes, please," you answer.

    He slides into her. She grabs your shoulders to brace herself against his thrusts. He pulls out and plunges back into her. He fucks her with great speed and force. He fucks your beautiful wife while she rests on top of you. He enjoys her pussy while your cock remains locked tight in its cage because you surrendered control.

    "Kiss his neck," he instructs.

    Your wife's warm, soft lips kiss your neck. She offers one soft kiss after another, showering you in her erotic, deeply-satisfying touch. You close your eyes as pleasure runs through your body. It's such a simple thing, and yet it feels so good.

    He fucks her harder and she moans louder. You can hear how wet her pussy is. You can hear the loud sounds of his body slamming into hers. It's almost like you're participating in the sex, only you're really nothing more than a prop for him to have fun with while he enjoys your wife's pussy.

    "Are you ready?" he asks after a thorough pounding.

    "Yes," your wife answers.

    He pulls out, moves to the side, and crawls forward. Your wife turns her head and he slips his cock into her mouth. You watch from just a few inches away as she sucks on the head, giving him the pleasure he craves. You see his balls tighten and they begin to bounce as he groans. He's cumming in her mouth. You're watching another man cum in your wife's mouth and your dick throbs in its little cage.

    "Do you want to kiss your wife, cuckold?" he asks.

    "Desperately," you answer.

    He pulls his cock from her mouth and your wife turns her head towards you. She crawls forward just a little until her mouth rests over yours. She lowers her lips and your heart pounds. The moment has arrived. You're about to taste another man's cum.

    "Kiss him," he instructs.

    Your wife's lips touch yours. She lets them linger there for a few moments before turning her head. You open your mouth. She does the same. A little bit of his cum hits your tongue. It's thick and salty and a little bit sweet. It doesn't taste nearly as bad as you thought it would. Your mouth opens wider. Hers does too. More of his cum flows out.

    Her tongue invades your mouth as she reaches up and caresses your face. It's been weeks since she kissed you like that and it inspires immediate, overwhelming desire. Your cock tries to get hard in its cage, but of course it can't. Instead, you feel pain. Beautiful, deep pain. You welcome that pain, though. You embrace it, because you're kissing your wife and it feels so fucking good.

    She drops her pussy onto your caged cock. You feel her wetness and heat as you move inside her. You're locked and it's not nearly as pleasurable as it should be, but there's something truly blissful about being inside your wife like that. Her tongue continues its beautiful, aggressive dance with yours and you grab her ass and squeeze it as she lowers her body onto yours. The softness of her beautiful babydoll presses against your chest along with her breasts and she rides you even faster.

    Eventually, your wife sits up and puts her hands on your chest. She wipes the saliva and foamy cum from her lips, swallows what's in her mouth, and smiles. You swallow right along with her and savor the feeling of your cage cock in her pussy.

    "Was that a good kiss?" she asks.

    "That was the best kiss of my life," you answer.

    She looks to her bull and says, "Can I sit on his face?"

    "Of course," he replies.

    Your wife slides her pussy up your body and sits on your face. "Kiss my pussy, baby. Make me cum."

    You do as you're told. You'd prefer to fuck her, but that's not possible, so you'll take the next best thing. You'll kiss her pussy. You'll lick her clit. You'll make her cum, and you'll accept that you don't get to cum, because you gave up control.

  
    A Sampling of True Stories

    I recently discovered the /r/sluttyconfessions SubReddit and it's a treasure trove of content. As you might expect, there are a fair number of posts about cuckolding. I've looked through all those posts from the past month and picked the best of them to share below. I added a little commentary after each story It's in italics. I hope you enjoy :)

    
      I Want to Cheat on My Boyfriend
    

    What do I do? He's just not enough for me. And he knows it. I would say I'm hot, funny, love to wear slutty clothes, work out a lot. He on the other hand is skinny, beta minded and bad in bed. I literally love sex, so as an alpha woman I just usually use him, what else can I do. 

    I still love him though, its just that feeling that I deserve more. All those alpha men at the gym looking at me make me so wet, that I'm almost convinced to offer him a cuckold relationship or a break up, because this is driving me crazy. What do y'all think?

    
      Obviously, she shouldn't cheat on him. She should turn him into a good cuckold for her. After all, if he's beta-minded and bad in bed, he's meant to be a cuckold, isn't he?
    

    
      Wife confessed she masturbates thinking of cucking me
    

    Hi all, long time lurker new poster. My wife is Asian and drop dead gorgeous. Anyway our sex life has been slowing down a bit now since my wife had to stop birth control.

    We used to fuck a couple times a week but in the last few months we only fucked once since she got off birth control. She had to stop birth control since it made her not feel good. At first we planned to use a condom but after doing it only once for a few minutes my wife made me pull out she said she didn't like the rubber feeling and it was painful since it dried her out. So we haven't had sex since then. Usually i will go down on her then get her off with her magic wand that happens a couple times per week. Then maybe once a week she jerks me off to completion.

    But anyway last night she crawled into bed with me and got herself off with her vibrator next to me. Then i asked her to rub my dick. She started rubbing it then said “do you want to know what i was thinking while getting off?” I said ok.

    She said she was thinking her and I snuck into my office for a quickie after work one night. She said she thought we were the only ones in the office but we didn't know the security guard was watching us. She said when i finished fucking her which was quick and took the condom off and came on her stomach the guy walked in with his hard bare cock out and slid it into my wife.

    She said “you just stood there and let him stick it in me and he fucked me bare with no condom.” I said how did he fuck you? She said “he had me on all fours on the desk and totally naked and barefoot with my head pushed down and my ass up...then he came inside my pussy and you just stood there and let him.”

    When she was telling me this i orgasmed. Then she said “I guess you like my fantasy too”

    
      I'll bet every woman - at some point in her life - fantasizes about another guy while her man is going down on her. I'll bet there are some that even fantasize about another guy while they're getting fucked.
    

    
      Cuckolds are the only ones that would find such a thing enjoyable, which is why cuckolds are so amazing :)
    

    
      For a year, I [F] was regularly paid to cuck a very rich man... [FM]? [MFM]?
    

    I think the best deal in the world might be finding a man with deep pockets who has a cuckold fetish. Now, cuckolding has been popular for thousands of years, but in terms of pornography it really boomed in the last fifteen. That's the power of the internet! Porn and escorting go pretty hand in hand. People (men, usually) will pay to live out the fantasies they can't with their loving partners who don't get off to gangbang or kink shit at two in the morning. Honestly, this applies to women too. I never got many women clients, but almost all of them wanted to be dominated and fucked hard. Bruises hard. But this story is about a cuck. His name was Patrick.

    I met Patrick in a voyeur club. The deal was that there would be a peep show with booths like the ones you see in Amsterdam. This was hush hush of course, because in my region it was a questionable legality. In other words, this was strictly invite only. How these shows would usually work is two girls wait in the middle while the men (and sometimes women!) were separated from each other by the booths. This was a pretty elaborate construction made by a friend of mine, Andrew, in the basement of his very luxurious house. They also functioned as advertising for me and the other lady. The viewers got to see us and would usually make contact after the show, asking for our numbers and how they can "see us again." Andrew's peep shows were very popular. He was a well connected pervert, and I say that with nothing but love.

    That's how I met Patrick. He was very enthusiastic. The first few times we met were fairly normal. Uncommonly normal, for a connection made through a peep show. He wanted to fuck me in various outfits. Nurse, schoolgirl, leather mommy, the works. All purchased by Patrick for my use. He had deep pockets. I suspect deeper than any man I ever slept with, and I've slept with some very rich men. He was old money. Unostentatious, except when it came to the bedroom. So after a few nights together, he asked me a question: "Next time, can you bring a friend?"

    "Sure," I said. Very common request. "I know a girlfriend of mine would love you."

    "No. That's not what I mean."

    Patrick had a very particular idea in mind when he asked me to bring a friend. Tall. Black. Big guy. Big dick. In my opinion, the obsession with black dicks is a little offensive, but it's certainly profitable for everyone involved. Lucky for Patrick, I knew someone that fit the bill: Jacob. Jacob was an old friend from my college days, which are better known as my stripping days. He was a bartender at the place the girls would go to on our off nights. He was very popular. Gorgeous, funny, and nice. Very much not the person cucks want because he wasn't aggressive and mean. Unless you were alone and asked him to be, of course. So I knew I could make it happen so long as Patrick was willing to shell out. And he always was.

    My meetings with Patrick soon took on a predictable, and enjoyable, formula. First we would have dinner at a very expensive restaurant. Not always an amazing restaurant, but sometimes people that rich are so used to shelling out that they conflate it with quality. But this was all part of the "play" for Patrick so I didn't complain. I would wear whatever dress he had bought for me, as well as some very expensive lingerie. He was a good conversationalist. Like many men paying me for my time he liked to complain about his wife, his kids, and his work. Patrick really despised his wife, and got a divorce later. That was what ended our relationship, if you could call it that, but that's neither here nor there. After dinner, we would go back to his fuck-pad.

    Whenever we arrived, we would be alone. Patrick liked to start things off with a blowjob. Cuck though he was, he still wanted to use me a little. As I've said before, I'm a master with my mouth (or a mistress, as so many people have called me!) and he wanted to take advantage. It wouldn't last long, though. He didn't want to cum. Or maybe I should say he didn't want me to make him cum. That was one of his quirks. It was the same way when it was just the two of us. He always finished himself off. And that's something to respect, for all you gals out there. Everybody has their quirks!

    So there I am with my dress all mussed up but still on. My makeup, on the other hand, is immaculate. Anyone who spends so much time pleasing men learns to know what they like. And Patrick did not want to be the one messing up my makeup.

    I edged him, in other words. And when he was brought to the edge, he demanded a stop.

    Here comes the crux of the night. At this point, I would send a text to Jacob. Jacob would be waiting nearby in his car. He knew the address and I would give him the code for the parking garage. So while Patrick and I came back from dinner and I started taking care of him, Jacob would be getting ready.

    The knock at the door. That was Patrick's favorite part, I think. That was his sign to step away from the bed and take his post on the chair in the corner. I would greet Jacob at the door, still in my dress. That wouldn't last long.

    Now, I should remind you. Jacob was popular with the girls from the club. When you're a star player in a whole roster of strippers' rolodex... let's just say that he got his reps in. He knew how to treat a girl right whether she wanted romance or abuse. On nights like these, it wasn't what I wanted that mattered. What mattered is what Patrick wanted to see.

    Patrick paid top dollar for two star performers to work together in a marathon show. That meant multiple hours with only a few breaks in between. Suffice to say, Jacob and I worked very hard to train our cardio in our free time! All to ensure that what would follow was some of the most spectacular, intense, insanely rough fucking of my life. I would go from dressed and made up to smeared, naked, and folded every which way under a gorgeous Black man in a matter of minutes. During this time, I would forget about Patrick entirely. That's how he wanted it anyway. I would beg Jacob for more and say whatever nasty things he wanted to hear. He'd toss me around the bed, make my body into a fleshlight for his fun.

    So what does that mean? I'll give you a snapshot.

    One night, Jacob fucked my throat as I hung my head off the side of the bed until I was gagging and crying with my hand deep in my underwear. Even he couldn't last long, and soon I had cum covering me from my underwear to my neck.

    With a plug in my ass, he had me in a chokehold so stable I couldn't move at all. I stared up at the ceiling with my eyes rolling back and my mouth hanging open as he fucked me from behind.

    A rare footjob. It wasn't my thing or Jacob's, but after months of regular nights together, we were willing to try anything to scandalize our patron. I thought that thanks to all my stretching I would be able to blow him while I cradled his dick between my feet, but not quite!

    Sometimes Patrick wanted to shake things up. We would bring in other women sometimes. Still the two girls would only have sex with Jacob, but those were always fun. Sometimes he would pay me and Jacob to go out on our own for the night, though that was rare. Once, for Patrick's fiftieth, and right before his divorce proceedings started, he hired two girls to join us; and for all his generosity, all he got was a double blowjob.

    I spent about a year meeting with Patrick a few times a month. Jacob and I made out like bandits thanks to this arrangement, and we became much closer as friends. When Patrick got divorced his finances were scrutinized much more closely and he couldn't afford to see us as often. But he provided for some of my best working nights of my life.

    
      If you had enough money, would you pay a woman to cuckold you like Patrick, the guy in her story, did? And if you had that kind of money, would you want to watch a black man use her, or would you have a different fantasy?
    

    
      I was a bull four a couple for 6 years
    

    I was 19 when I started being a bull for a couple that I had known by dating their daughter in high school, her and I were broken up by then. Mark, 46 at the beginning of m being their bull, never seemed like the cuckold type. Susan’s, 45 always pleasant and never gave off the vibes of someone so kinky.

    So it began with eating out alone and then seeing me, they invited me to their table and we talked and I got their numbers. A few days later I got a text from Susan and her and I started texting more and more. Texting lead to me one night getting a little riskier and telling her how I always had a crush on her, and her telling me how I’ve grown into a handsome man. Texting turned to sexting which I later found out Mark was reading the whole time. At first I was a bit turned off by the fact but I was invited to dinner with them at their house.

    Dinner was great but what was so memorable was after it Susan went upstairs and came down in a gorgeous black laced lingerie and crotchless panties. I was stunned and I kept looking at mark who was just eyeing his wife. We had moved to the living room and she sat right on my lap. I was semi hard at the time, and she kept rubbing against me which quickly make me hard.

    After not much convincing from them both I undressed and she started sucking me and I couldn’t stop staring at Mark as his wife was suckling me. He was clearly aroused and I asked him if she was going to let me do more. That’s when he asked if I wanted more, and I just shook my head and she stood up walked over to him and kissed him. He bent down and licked her then she walked back to me and straddled my lap. I slipped in so perfectly. Her bouncing and hearing her moan, and honestly was in a dry spell for awhile, I came quickly and hard. She thankfully finished as well and to my surprise Mark was lying down and she sat on his face for him to lick her clean. She pulled me to the end of couch and started sucking me clean.

    
      There's something alluring about the idea of a virile young man satisfying your wife's desires in a way you can't, isn't there?
    

    
      I'll bet you find the idea of cleaning that young man's cum out of her even more alluring though, don't you?
    

    
      27F - My cuck husband turned me into a hotwife
    

    I married my husband Matt a few years ago and we were dating a few years before that. When we got married, I caught Matt masturbating a few times to porn and he confessed he is addicted to interracial cuckold porn. I asked him if it was just a fantasy and he said yes however sometime later he admitted he doesn't think he can have sex with me the way i want and that he has all these "dark fantasies".

    I decided not to judge him and to try to understand him a bit better and he admitted that he wanted to be a "cuck". At the time I wasn't sure what that was but he explained it to me. He further admitted that his kink has a racial component and that when he fantasies about it its always black men.

    All of this information sort of shocked me and it took me weeks of thinking to decide what to do about it. After a lot of reflection I decided that I would try doing it once and seeing how I felt about it.

    After that first time, I fell in love with the feeling it gave me and the happiness it brought Matt. Since then we've evolved our dynamic to include full time chastity for him, and other things. We've stopped having sex but our love and relationship have never been stronger. I have one regular man I meet with now and we meet a few times a week and its been fantastic.

    
      Matt didn't know it, but he was married to a natural born cuckoldress with a dominant streak. He's clearly one of the lucky ones, as it doesn't always work out when you share your cuckold fantasy with your wife.
    

    
      My wife got a boyfriend while I was deployed and I loved it.
    

    Before leaving for my first deployment I told my girlfriend (my now wife) my fetish for Hotwife and cuckold lifestyle. She was skeptical but after our first threesome with one of my friends she loved it. Up until my deployment we had only had the occasional threesome with one of my friends but before I left I told her that she could fuck other guys if she wanted to. I said it would really turn me on and give me something to jack off to. My girlfriend said she wouldn’t because she’d feel too guilty.

    About a month into deployment on a call with my girlfriend she tells me she went out with some girls in her platoon (my wife was also in the military) she said she met a hot guy that danced with her and was buying her drinks and at the end of the night they made out. I got very excited and asked if she wanted to see him again, making it clear I was very into it. She told me he’s been texting her and wants to take her out on a date. I told her she should go especially since she was so attracted to him. Before ending the call she made sure again that I was ok with her date, I very much was.

    After the weekend when I got a chance I called her, excited to here what happened. She said they didn’t end up going to dinner but she invited him over to our apartment Friday night. She said they talked for a while before eventually making out on the couch. Her on top of him. After she told me she took him to the bedroom and they had sex. She told me his dick was big and felt really good and that they fucked multiple times that night while drinking and watching tv.

    I was so hard hearing this as soon as the call was over I went to the porto john and jacked off. For the rest of deployment was her meeting up with this guy for dates or just to fuck. On occasion at his place she would also fuck his friends.

    
      I like the extra addition at the end where he reveals that his wife would happily fuck her boyfriend and his friends when she'd go over to his house. How many of you would be into your wives cuckolding you with multiple guys on the same night?
    

  
    A Selection of Erotic Cuckold Audio Files from June

    Once again, let's take a trip around the world of erotic audio. Here are the best files from June. I promise there are at least one or two you'll love.

    Your Wife's Date Last Night - You'd enjoy a blowjob from your wife while she told you about the date she had last night, wouldn't you? Yeah, I'll bet you would. Well, that's what you get in this audio, and the artist is exceptionally talented so I highly recommend you give it a listen. The oral sounds are really quite convincing and add a significant layer of pleasure to the whole thing. Enjoy!

    Therapy for the Cuckold - Two talented audio artists have collaborated on this beautiful trio of files about a therapist and a cuckold's girlfriend working together to make him more accepting of his place. The unique thrill offered by these files is that you're listening to your girlfriend talk to another woman about how she sees you and how she wants you to behave. As you might expect, it's really quite humiliating to hear just how worthless she thinks you are as a man. If you have the time, listening to all three parts should prove utterly enthralling. Click the links below to listen:

    Click for: Part 1 - Part 2 - Part 3 

    Cruel Cuckolding Phone Sex - Your wife is on the phone with her lover. She's talking to him about how good he fucked her the last time they were together. She's also talking to him about how pathetic you are. Then it becomes clear that you're between her legs and eating her pussy as she talks to him. You're doing your part as her cuck. You're being a good boy and she's going to make it wondrously humiliating for you.

    The voice artist is talented and there's just a hint of an accent that makes it fun, too, so I think you'll enjoy this one. It's nearly 20 minutes long, too.

    She Confesses to Cheating on You - You're away from home and working hard on a new job. Your beautiful wife is lonely without her husband and she couldn't quite contain that loneliness. She went out to a club. She met a guy. She was too turned on to resist him. She took him back to your place. She fucked him. She fucked him all night and she let him cum inside her. She let him breed her pussy. She masturbates while telling you about it and you can't help but stroke, either.

    The delivery is sensual and flirty and though there's humiliation baked in, it's not of the overt and harsh variety. Instead, it's the beautiful sort that most cuckolds crave, where their wife quite simply and obviously states why she fucked someone else.

    Mistress Pegs Her Good Boy for the First Time - If you want to venture outside of cuckolding for a touch of gentle femdom and pegging play, I recommend this audio file. It features your seductive, sensual mistress guiding you through a beautiful session of bondage, submission, and anal pleasure through a slow strapon fucking. She's making love to you, really, and you offer your submission by offering your ass for her pleasure. It's beautiful and the artist is exceptionally talented.

    What if...I Had a Cock! - A spectacularly talented audio artist reads you a story about exploring a particularly naughty, wonderful fantasy where she has a cock. A real cock. A girl cock that gets so hard for you. A girl cock that you suck, that you stroke, that you pleasure, that fucks you. A girl cock that fucks you in multiple positions. A girl cock that cums so hard for you.

    This will really only interest those into role reversal, pegging, and perhaps trans women, but the audio artist is so talented that I figured I'd include it. It's like having a really naughty bed time story read to you and if you have the time and it sounds thrilling, I recommend a listen.

  
    A Servant to Her Ambition - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "It's open!" Moira called out mere moments after Tanner knocked on her door.

    He was surprised she'd leave her door unlocked - she lived alone in the city, after all - but he stepped into the apartment and a moment later was greeted with the sight of his girlfriend - not his actual girlfriend, of course, since they were merely playing the part of a couple to help advance her career - in a matching black lace bra and panty set that made her breasts look spectacularly good.

    "Enjoying the view?" Moira asked as she put her hands on her hips.

    Tanner snapped to attention, smiled, and nodded. "Yes, absolutely."

    She smiled - ever so slightly, but it was absolutely a smile - and said, "Make me breakfast. Three eggs. Scrambled with butter. You'll find chives in the dairy drawer. Chop them and sprinkle them over the top."

    Moira walked away and Tanner set about making breakfast. He didn't give her order a second thought. He simple did as instructed, as he'd done in almost every way in the month since he'd fallen under her spell and agreed to her plan to somehow destroy Mark, her closest rival for a promotion at work.

    Tanner still wasn't clear on how their relationship could reasonably lead to Mark's downfall - and he'd asked - but Moira had clearly decided he didn't deserve to know the full plan. Tanner probably should have been more concerned, but he was far too enamored with his coworker, thanks in large part to his unyielding desire to do precisely as she instructed, even when she pushed him beyond what he thought his boundaries were.

    Moira's breakfast came together quickly, and though three eggs didn't seem like nearly enough food, that wasn't Tanner's decision, so he plated the dish, sprinkled the chives over the top of it, and called her back to the kitchen.

    Much to his delight, she remained in her bra and panties as she returned, though she'd added a pair of two inch black pumps that made her look even more alluring.

    "Very good," Moira said after taking a bite. "It seems that you have many uses, Tanner. You deserve a little reward for a job well done. You may worship my asshole while I eat breakfast."

    He approached his beautiful coworker, took a moment to lean in to catch a whiff of the scent of her shampoo, and then sank to his knees behind her as she ate while standing at the kitchen counter. Tanner gently pulled aside her thong, spread her ass cheeks, and pressed his face between them.

    Moira offered a quick, quiet moan - seemingly to acknowledge him more than anything - and carried on eating as Tanner lost himself in the joy of licking her perfect, smooth, tight asshole. He'd already been treated to the delightful pleasure of giving her a rimjob on a few occasions - including once while she masturbated to an orgasm - and though he didn't quite understand why it was so thrilling, Tanner couldn't help but get turned on as his tongue flicked back and forth over her anus.

    "That was excellent," Moira said as she set the plate on the counter. "Clean up while I get dressed and then we can leave for work."

    She walked away, leaving Tanner on his knees with a smile on his face and a mild erection in his pants. He stood, adjusted his cock to relieve the mild ache, and loaded the plate into the dishwasher before cleaning the pan and setting it on the drying rack.

    Tanner wiped down the kitchen counters - he saw no reason not to keep busy while Moira got ready - and had just finished when she stepped into the kitchen fully dressed and ready for work in a tight-fitting skirt and a beautiful white silk blouse. Her hair was pulled to one side and she wore simple, small hoop earrings that added an air of sophistication.

    "You're so beautiful," Tanner said. "Just astonishing."

    Moira flashed a brief smile once more - a smile that made Tanner feel like he was riding high, as he wondered if she was growing fond of him - and replied, "Thank you. It's important to look good for work, especially if you want a promotion. In fact, I'd like you to start putting in a little more effort, Tanner. We need to look like we belong together, so you'll have to get better at styling your hair, you'll have to get your suits pressed, and you'll need to start working out so you look better in your suits."

    "Of course," Tanner replied. A month ago he might have objected to an order like that from a woman he wasn't actually dating, but his relationship with Moira had proved just as pleasurable as any real relationship Tanner had been involved in at any point in his life, so he was willing to go along with whatever she wanted in the name of making her happy.

    She approached with a decidedly seductive smile on her face and reached out to caress his cock through his slacks. "Did it excite you to eat my ass while I had breakfast, Tanner?"

    He nodded as his erection returned thanks to her delicate, confident touch.

    "Put in the effort I desire of you and I'll reward you more often, Tanner," she said. "You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    Moira leaned in and for a moment Tanner thought she might kiss him. Her lips didn't find his, but much to his delight, she did offer a soft, quick kiss on the neck. It was enough to send a potent shiver of pleasure down his spine, though, and when she squeezed his cock Tanner closed his eyes as a smile broke across his face.

    "When was the last time you came?" she asked.

    "Almost a week," he answered. She'd insisted on Tanner surrendering control of his orgasms to her and so far he'd been able to resist the urge to cum without her permission.

    Moira smiled. "Is that why it doesn't take much for you to get hard?"

    He nodded.

    "Well, we can't have you walking around the office with an erection, can we?" she asked.

    "I suppose not," Tanner said.

    Moira stepped back, held his gaze, and smiled. "Strip from the waist down."

    Tanner stood there, dumbfounded.

    "Do as you're told, Tanner," she said sharply. "I'll be right back."

    Despite having no sense of what Moira had planned, Tanner removed his shoes, pants, and underwear, leaving him half naked and still erect in her kitchen. He stood there with his hands by his sides until Moira returned with a red lace thong dangling from her finger.

    "Put this on," she said.

    His hand slowly extended towards the panties and Moira thrust them into his palm. The lace felt impossibly soft against his skin and he stared at her, hoping that she'd tell him she was just kidding, that she hadn't just instructed him to wear her panties.

    "They're tight," Moira explained. "They'll contain your cock even when you get excited at work. Put them on right now, Tanner."

    Tanner looked down at his cock, but he didn't step into the panties.

    "Our relationship can be rewarding or unpleasant, Tanner," she said. "I'd rather it be rewarding, but if you're not willing to do as you're told, I have no problem making things unpleasant for you. I could simply decide to destroy you while I destroy Mark. Or, I could follow through on my promise to bring you along with me as I improve my station at work. It's entirely up to you."

    It wasn't a compelling argument so much as it was a compelling threat, but Tanner had no doubt in his mind that Moira would follow through on it. She might even take pleasure in it, as there was little evidence she saw anyone as anything other than a pawn in the game of career advancement she was playing. Ultimately, Tanner decided it was wise to be the sort of pawn that was rewarded by the queen instead of being sacrificed to benefit her.

    He stepped into the panties and slowly pulled them up his legs. He felt the soft lace against his cock a moment before the thong slipped between his ass cheeks and nestled tightly against his anus.

    Moira stepped back, smiled, and said, "Your little dick looks good in panties, Tanner. Almost like it was made to be clad in delicate, feminine lace."

    Tanner wasn't going to say a word, for he had no interest in becoming the sort of man that wore panties to work every day. The risk of being caught felt far too significant.

    "Put your pants back on," she said. "And hurry up. I won't be late."

    Tanner dressed hurriedly, tucked his shirt into his pants, and asked, "Do I look good?"

    "Not nearly good enough - like I said, you need to try harder - but you look as good as you're currently capable of looking," she answered. "Now let's go."

    Tanner was glad he'd found parking right in front of her building, as it saved them valuable time on their way out. He drove with a heavier foot than usual and they pulled into the office parking garage with a few minutes to spare, ensuring they'd be at work on time.

    "Hey," Moira said as Tanner reached to open his door.

    He turned to see what she needed and was stunned to feel her lips against his. Her fingers moved to the back of his neck and moved in gentle, slow circles as her tongue slipped into his mouth. He moaned and his cock grew to a near-instant erection in his pants as Moira offered a genuinely passionate kiss for reasons Tanner couldn't begin to fathom.

    "What was that for?" he said when she finally pulled away.

    Moira turned to look out the windshield and Tanner's gaze followed. He saw Mark standing and staring into his car. It hadn't been a real kiss. At least not one generated by real feelings. It had been designed to enflame her target's jealousy. Judging by the look on Mark's face, it had worked like a charm.

    "Kiss me," Moira said as she turned to Tanner. "Lean over and kiss me."

    He followed her instructions with gusto, leaning across the front seat, offering a brief smile as a deep sense of glee washed over him, and kissing the astoundingly beautiful woman he was in a fake relationship with.

    As they kissed, Moira took Tanner's hand and placed it on her inner thigh. He took that as an invitation to caress her impossibly soft skin. His fingers worked their way as far under her skirt as they could go, stopping halfway up her thigh. She even moaned into his mouth, filling Tanner with a sense of confidence.

    "Wow," he said as the kiss finally broke.

    Moira's gaze was focused out the windshield, though, and Tanner turned to see Mark was now standing at the front of his car. The look on his face was a mixture of deep annoyance and anger, and Tanner couldn't help but wave to the man who was clearly bothered by the fact that Moira wouldn't fuck him.

    Mark lifted his middle finger, slammed his hand down on the hood of Tanner's car, and walked away. "That was fun," Moira said.

    "No kidding," Tanner replied as his still-erect cock throbbed while the taste of Moira's lipstick danced on his tongue.

    "How would you feel about making me cum?" Moira asked.

    "I'd love that," he answered. "Here?"

    Moira lifted her ass off the seat and unzipped her skirt. She carefully pulled it down, folded it, and set it on the dashboard as Tanner stared between her legs and admired her exceedingly sexy panties.

    "Did I...did kissing me turn you on?" Tanner asked.

    Moira smiled and slipped a hand into her panties. She masturbated and he could hear the wetness between her labia. "It was a good kiss, but I don't want to mislead you, Tanner. I don't want you to think you have a real chance with me. You don't. You're not the kind of man that can satisfy me. You're a tool - a useful tool, to be sure - but you're just a tool to me. You can benefit from being my tool, of course, but that's all you'll ever be to me."

    For some reason, Tanner found the notion arousing.

    "It was fucking with Mark that turned me on more than anything," she said. "It was the anger in his eyes. It was the ease with which I manipulated him by kissing someone he correctly views as inferior to him."

    Tanner felt a twinge of pain at the casual insult, and yet he felt no desire to argue with her. Mark was, in many ways, a better man than Tanner.

    "I want to run this company some day, Tanner, and that's certainly a big part of why I'm working to ruin Mark...but I find the idea of taking him down, of slowly destroying him, immensely arousing," she continued. "I like the sense of power it gives me. It makes my pussy tingle, Tanner, so even though it was a good kiss - both were good kisses, in fact - it was the notion that the kiss was helping to lead Mark down a path of his own destruction that turned me on more than anything."

    Tanner's brain was a little foggy thanks to the arousal coursing through him, but he wasn't blind to the notion that Moira was a dangerous woman and that disappointing her could have deeply unpleasant consequences that he'd very much wish to avoid.

    "Now, I'd like you to make me cum before we go to work," she said. With that, Moira crawled into the backseat, leaned against the door, and spread her legs. "Where do you think you belong right now, Tanner?"

    He joined her in the backseat, got into position between her legs, and watched as Moira pulled her panties aside to reveal her slippery, plump, perfect-looking pussy lips.

    "Worship me," she instructed. "Make me cum."

    Tanner pushed his tongue between her pussy lips, mostly out of a selfish desire to taste her juices. He closed his eyes and moaned as her sweetness coated his tongue and he basked in the notion that he'd played even a small part in generating that wetness.

    Moira grabbed two handfuls of his hair right as Tanner switched his attention to her clit. He worked her sex organ in a slow, steady rhythm just as she worked his hair, running her fingers through it, grabbing it, pulling on it, and generally making a mess of the admittedly low-effort styling he'd done that morning.

    That wasn't the slightest bit important in the moment, though. Making her cum was all that mattered, for Tanner loved the idea of his car being filled with the orgasmic moans of the woman he couldn't resist, despite her insistence that he was nothing more than a tool to be used for her advancement.

    "Fuck, that's good," she said. "Eat my pussy. Make me cum, Tanner. Make me cum while your little dick throbs in those panties you so happily wore for me. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you know that it's your duty to follow my orders, to be good boy for me, to be the tool I need you to be to achieve my desires."

    Tanner slipped two fingers into Moira's pussy to stimulate her g-spot and he was soon rewarded with a chorus of orgasmic moans as she made a further mess of his hair. She rested her feet on his back as her thighs trembled on either side of his head. Juices dripped from her pussy and soaked the fabric of his backseat. He'd have to clean that later, but in the moment it put a smile on his face.

    "Well done," Moira said with a smile.

    "It was my pleasure," Tanner replied.

    She gently pulled the panties back over her pussy, sat up, and crawled over Tanner and into the front seat to put her skirt on. He backed out of the car, made sure his cock wasn't making an unsightly bulge in his pants - the panties were doing their job, leaving him free to be stiff without being noticed - and soon enough they were walking towards the elevator.

    They rode in silence and Moira gave his ass an appreciative squeeze as the doors opened for their floor. She grabbed his hand, stepped into the office, and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.

    "Let's have lunch today," she said. "Maybe we can do that again."

    Tanner couldn't help but smile. "You mean...what we just did?"

    Moira nodded, kissed him on the cheek once more, and walked away.

    Tanner stood there for a few moments with a goofy grin on his face and then headed for his cubicle. He was just about there when Mark rounded the corner with a cup of coffee in his hand. Annoyance - and perhaps a touch of anger - instantly washed over his face.

    "You're a little late, aren't you?" Mark asked.

    Tanner looked at his phone - he was ten minutes late - and smiled.

    "Unbelievable," Mark said. "I just don't...I mean, what the fuck? What the fuck is going on with you two? I just don't get it. You're just...you're just...nothing. I mean, you're nothing. You're just a fucking nothing of a man and yet she wants to go at it in the car with you? You fucking get laid in the parking garage and I get nothing at all. What the fuck?"

    Tanner thought of his hair, of how Moira had seemingly worked to make a mess of it. He smiled. It wasn't passion on her part. It was a purposeful attempt to ensure that Mark thought they'd fucked. She was trying to make him jealous. Tanner wasn't sure what her endgame was, but it seemed - at least in part - to be to shatter the foundations that Mark's confidence was built on.

    "It was an excellent morning," Tanner said. "And well worth being a little later for, as I'm sure you can imagine."

    For a moment it looked like Mark was on the verge of throwing his coffee into Tanner's face. "Fuck you, man," he said instead.

    Tanner smiled. "You know, that's close to what Moira said to me this morning. She didn't want me to fuck myself, though." It thrilled him to play along with Moira's scheme and it was easy to understand why she got off on it, as there was something deeply satisfying about seeing the intense, growing frustration on Mark's face.

    It looked like Mark was about to unleash a torrent of rage. He managed to bottle it up, though, and walked away.

    "Have a good day," Tanner called out after him. He got no response, but it felt awfully good.

    It would have felt better if Tanner had actually gotten laid that morning - and if he weren't wearing a pair of panties that Moira had instructed him to put on - but he was the only one who knew that, so there was no reason he couldn't enjoy his small victory over the biggest asshole in the office.

    With the thrill of that victory still coursing through him, Tanner had a hugely productive morning, ripping through a few lingering projects he'd been putting off and replaying the pleasure of making Moira cum in his car the entire time.

    "Hey there," Moira said with a soft, seductive smile as she stepped into his cubicle a few minutes short of noon.

    Tanner brightened immediately - try as he might, he couldn't quite dispel himself of the notion that Moira might actually come to like him instead of just using him as a tool - and replied, "Hey. How's it going?"

    "How far away is your place?" she asked.

    "Half an hour," he answered. "Why?"

    Moira made a playfully pouty face. "That's a little too far away, isn't it? I was kind of hoping we could...well, you know...have a little fun during our lunch break."

    Tanner was astonished. Had the orgasm that morning been so good that she wanted another? Had she somehow come around to the idea that he could actually fuck her with some measure of skill, that he could perhaps give her an orgasm with his cock?

    "I'm sorry," Mark said as he barged into the cubicle. He pointed at Tanner while offering an incredulous look and said, "This guy. This fucking guy...he's good enough that you want to have a fucking quickie at lunch?"

    She hadn't wanted to fuck him. She'd just wanted to fuck with Mark. Of course, Tanner now knew that it turned her on to do so, and there was no reason not to try and stoke the flames of her desire.

    He held out his hand and Moira took the hint, approached, and sat in his lap. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her neck, and while it was almost certainly inappropriate office behavior, displays of affection for your partner weren't against company rules.

    "He is good enough," Moira said. "I'd say he's better than most...and certainly better than anyone else in this cubicle."

    "Not true. Not fucking true," Mark replied. "And I can prove it. I can prove it right now if you like. Let's all go back to his place, or your place, or wherever the fuck. I don't care. I'll show you I'm better. I'll show you that he's nothing but a pathetic excuse for a man, that you've been missing out on real pleasure." He stepped closer, leaned down, and said, "I'll show you what it's like to get fucked by a real man."

    Tanner was certain that Mark believed every word he said. There was a good chance he was right, too, as he'd absolutely had more practice at pleasuring women than Tanner had.

    "A tempting offer," Moira replied. "But not nearly tempting enough."

    Mark stood up and for a moment a look of surprise registered on his face. Tanner was a little surprised, too, as Moira had seemingly suggested that Mark could actually come up with a tempting enough offer that she'd actually let him fuck her.

    "You two enjoy your lunch...or your quickie, or whatever the fuck you decide to do," Mark said before walking out of the cubicle.

    Moira leaned back, turned her head, and softly kissed Tanner's neck. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the delicate, quick-spreading sense of arousal that moved through him, and he very nearly moaned when her tongue danced over his skin, bringing his cock to an erect state in the panties he'd worn for her.

    "What do you think he'd do if he saw your pretty little panties?" she whispered. "How would he react if he knew that you're a little bitch for me, that you wear panties for me, that you listen to me fuck other men, that I've made it perfectly clear that you'll never get a chance to fuck me, that your cock will never go anywhere near my perfect pussy?"

    She moved her ass over his lap, deepening his arousal while her words made the humiliating nature of their relationship perfectly clear, perhaps to remind him of his place in case he'd gotten his hopes up.

    "I think I'd like to cum again, though," she said softly. "Would you like to make me cum, Tanner?"

    "More than anything," he admitted.

    "And what if I wanted to make you cum in your panties?" Moira asked as she ground her ass into his crotch a little faster. "Would you let me do that, Tanner? Would you spend the rest of your day with a load of cum in your pretty panties?"

    "Yes," he said without really thinking about it. He was far too turned on to think clearly, so Tanner let instinct and lust guide him.

    Moira stood, turned around, bent over, and kissed him on the lips. It was soft and delicate and immensely arousing, in part because it felt so intimate, which clashed harshly with her pointed reminder that he would never be permitted to fuck her.

    "Let's go," she said. "Let's find somewhere for you to take me cum...and then I'll make you nut in those cute little panties of yours and you can spend the rest of the day being reminded of your place."

    Tanner stood and followed Moira out of his cubicle and towards the elevators. Despite knowing that he was committing to a certain level of discomfort for the rest of the day, he didn't care. His lust lured him out of the office and into the parking garage. It guided him to driving to a hotel just a handful of minutes away. It made him pay for a room. His lust made him strip to his panties as she unzipped her skirt, presenting him with a view of her pussy behind encased in tight, delicate lace for the second time that day.

    "Sit," Moira said as she pointed to the couch against the room's far wall.

    Tanner sat as she approached while unbuttoning her blouse, revealing the bra he'd seen her in that morning. His cock throbbed in the tight confines of his panties as his gorgeous, confident, exceedingly seductive fake girlfriend sauntered towards him.

    "If you were a different kind of man, I'd fuck you," Moira said as she straddled Tanner and rested her panty-clad pussy against his crotch. "In fact, I'd probably be on my knees in front of you. I'd stroke your cock and look up at you, though you'd probably have your eyes glued to my ass."

    She was right, as her ass looked fantastic.

    Moira began to move her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy over his cock, albeit with two layers of delicate, feminine fabric between them. "The ironic thing is, I'd fuck you if you were a slightly less detestable version of a man like Mark. Strong, confident, experienced, and undoubtedly in possession of a big cock."

    She leaned forward and Tanner kissed her breasts through the black bra that held them. She moaned and moved her hips a little faster, generating an intense kind of pleasure between his legs and seemingly doing the same for herself, at least if her moans were any indicator.

    "He is a better man than you," she said. "He could absolutely fuck me better than you. He'd fuck me with confidence and authority. He'd fuck me until I came on his cock - that's very important for a man like Mark - and then he'd make sure he took what he wanted. He'd make sure that my pussy made him cum hard, Tanner. And it would be his right to claim that orgasm, for a man that makes me cum on his big dick is more than welcome to use my pussy to unleash his load."

    Moira leaned back, ran her fingers through Tanner's hair, and then slipped three of them into his mouth. He closed his lips around them and sucked as she penetrated his face. In and out her fingers went, all while she rode him faster. The friction between his legs was pure bliss and he was absolutely certain an orgasm was right around the corner.

    "I'm close," Moira said in a voice dripping with lust. "Cum for me, Tanner. Cum in your cute little panties. Blow your fucking load while you dream of my pussy, while you dream of the thing you'll never be worthy of, you naughty little bitch."

    Tanner closed his eyes and leaned back as Moira fucked his face with her fingers and aggressively ground her pussy into his crotch. His dick was painfully stiff in the panties, but he was close to an orgasm and it seemed that he was as close as he'd ever be to having sex with her.

    "Cum for me," she demanded. "Cum in your panties. Make a fucking mess, Tanner."

    Tanner groaned around her fingers as she rode him with incredible speed. He groaned from the sheer, intense, overwhelming pleasure of it. He groaned and then his loins tensed up and he held his breath for a few moments of utter perfection before cum spurted into the red lace panties.

    Moira shoved her fingers into his mouth and came right alongside him. Her body trembled in orgasmic pleasure for the second time that day as Tanner felt the heat and wetness of his load surrounding his cock and balls inside the panties.

    When she'd finished cumming, Moira pulled her fingers from his mouth, rubbed them over Tanner's face, and climbed off his lap. She looked between his legs, laughed at the mess he'd made, and buttoned her blouse back up.

    "Get my skirt," she said. "Help me into it."

    Tanner dropped to his knees, grabbed her skirt from the floor, and crawled to Moira. She stepped into it and he pulled it up her legs, zipped it up, and looked at her as she smiled down at him.

    "You will not, under any circumstances, clean the mess in your panties," she instructed. "You will wear it all day long. You will feel it surrounding your useless little dick and those cute balls of yours. Do you understand?"

    He nodded. The cum in his panties was a further reminder of his place, and one he wouldn't try and clean.

    "Get dressed," she said. "I'm hungry. You're buying me lunch."

    Tanner was happy to do so, as he'd come to enjoy spending any amount of time with Moira. As it turned out, she was smart and funny and fun to be with. Though he knew it was unwise, Tanner had developed feelings - of a sort, at least - for Moira and thus he jumped at any opportunity to spend time with her.

    "You know, I think it's just about time for you to watch someone else fuck me," she said as they left the room.

    "What?" he asked.

    She smiled. "You've heard me get fucked. You've played with my pussy. You've fingered me and tasted me. I think, though, that you need to watch. I think it will help you understand just how good it feels to fuck me, how good I am in bed, how good I make a worthy man feel. It will help you pretend to be my boyfriend, and drive Mark insane with jealousy, which is exactly how I need him to feel to make my plan work. So, this weekend you'll watch someone else - someone far superior - fuck me, and I think you'll do it in those panties you're wearing right now."

    Though the whole thing sounded humiliating, Tanner wasn't about to argue, for he'd gotten to a point where he was strangely attracted to the kind of humiliation Moira offered.

    So he was going to watch someone else fuck her and he was going to do it while wearing a pair of cum-stained panties. He was probably going to enjoy every second of it, too.

  
    A Servant to Her Ambitions - Part 1

    “Good morning, Moira,” Tanner said as the exquisitely beautiful woman that worked two cubicles down from his stepped into the elevator.

    “Good morning, Tanner,” Moira replied with a quick smile. “Did you forget to press the button for our floor?”

    “Oh, gosh, yes, I did,” Tanner said. “Sorry.”

    Moira leaned towards the panel and pressed the button as Tanner admired the way her skirt hugged her ass just a little bit tighter. He tried not to stare too long – to get caught would have been terribly embarrassing – but Moira’s ass was so beautiful. She was clearly a woman that worked out.

    “So, how’s work going?” Tanner asked.

    Moira looked over her shoulder and eyed Tanner for a moment before saying, “I appreciate your attempt to be social, Tanner, but I think we both know I’m going to be your boss before long so I don’t really see any point in us getting to know each other all that well. I’ll be better at my future job if I see you as a pawn to be moved around for the company’s benefit. No offense.”

    Moira turned her gaze to the elevator door once more and Tanner watched her shiny, soft brown hair sway gently in the aftermath of her swift movement.

    “None taken,” he said. Moira was right. She was absolutely going to get promoted above Tanner and it wasn’t going to take long for it to happen. He’d been at the company for five years and in less than a year she’d already risen to his level as a middle manager. She’d blow right past him before long and it was quite likely he was never going to rise above his current station, barring some sort of accident in HR that labeled him as more ambitious and talented than he was. Tanner was fine with that, though. His life was simple and fairly uninspired, but he liked it that way.

    “Enjoy your day at work,” Tanner said as the elevator doors opened and Moira strode towards her cubicle with purpose. She offered nothing in response and he took a few moments to stare at her butt once more.

    “Take a picture, Tanner, it’ll last longer,” a familiar voice said.

    Tanner looked up to find Mark, a coworker he had a particular dislike for, standing just outside the elevator. “What?” Tanner asked when his brain failed to come up with any sort of interesting response.

    Mark laughed and stepped into the elevator. He turned and they both stared at Moira’s ass. “You don’t have a chance with her, buddy. A woman like that would never, ever fuck a guy like you. A woman like that needs a real man and I think we both know you’re just not the type. Now get your ass to work.”

    Mark was not Tanner’s boss. Not yet, at least. Like Moira, he’d joined the company a year ago and was quickly working his way through the ranks. He too would almost certainly surpass Tanner at some point. That was not an outcome Tanner looked forward to. He could see it being quite pleasant to work for Moira, harsh as she could be. Mark was just an asshole. Every moment with him was like spending time with a particularly arrogant bully who took pleasure in belittling those he saw as less than him.

    Despite that, Tanner left the elevator without saying a word. He walked to his cubicle, sank into his chair, and turned on his computer to get started on killing time until Moira’s morning coffee break.

    Each morning at 10:15 Moira would leave her cubicle and head to the office kitchen – a lavishly-stocked and surprisingly well-designed room with numerous coffee and tea drinks, foul-tasting kombucha on top for the health nuts, and a variety of snacks to keep the brains of the office drones firing on all cylinders – and each morning at 10:15 Tanner found a reason to at least catch a glimpse of the brunette goddess as she prepared her coffee, which she always made with a teaspoon of sugar and a dash of cream.

    On this particular morning Tanner planned on making a coffee of his own. Moira almost certainly wouldn’t deign to talk to him – and if she did it likely would be a quick dismissal like in the elevator – but Tanner didn’t care.

    At 10:14 Tanner pushed his chair away from the desk, stood, and made his way towards kitchen. Moira didn’t look up from her computer as Tanner walked by, but he didn’t think she would. He merely hoped.

    “Well, look who it is,” Mark said with a cocky smile as Tanner walked into the kitchen. “My future employee.”

    “Your future employee?” Tanner asked as his mood instantly soured.

    “Tanner, you’ve been here what, five years? You haven’t exactly proven yourself to be an all-star in that time. You’re more like a sad little cog in the machine that will stay right where you are, get increasingly bad performance reviews, and eventually get dropped like a hot potato when the company realizes they could pay a 22 year old half of what they pay you and get better performance,” Mark said.

    “Fuck you, Mark,” Tanner said.

    The look on Mark’s face darkened as he stepped closer with a cup of coffee in his hand. For a moment Tanner wondered if his coworker was about to lose his cool and throw the hot liquid in his face.

    “You know what, Tanner?” Mark hissed. “I’ve just decided that I’m going to speed up the timeline. I’m going to make it my mission to get you fired the moment I get promoted above you. I’ll fill your performance reports with bad feedback. I’ll make sure you don’t get credit for the one good idea you have every year. I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure you end up on the street. I’ll make sure they don’t even offer you severance.”

    “Good morning, gentlemen,” Moira said from the doorway.

    “Ah, another future employee of mine,” Mark said as he stepped away from Tanner and smiled. “I can’t wait until both of you are working under me.”

    Mark directed a lascivious stare Moira’s way. It likely would have been enough to get him a warning if someone from HR had been there to witness it. Moira didn’t seem the slightest bit bothered by it, though.

    “I think you manage to fool some people into thinking you’re confident, Mark,” Moira said as she walked towards the coffee maker. “I know the truth, though.”

    “Oh yeah?” Mark asked. “What’s that?”

    Moira pulled a mug from the cabinet and poured a cup of coffee. “That you’re a sad, insecure, angry little boy who knows that no one likes him. That’s why I see it as quite unlikely you’ll retain your employment here after I’ve been promoted above you.”

    Mark looked genuinely angry, which Tanner took to mean that Moira had hit the nail on the head in her assessment of a man who did appear to be exceptionally confident.

    “I had other plans for you, Moira,” Mark said, “but I can see that you’re not the kind of woman that can work well under a man like me. You just don’t seem to know your place. I guess you’ll have to join Tanner on the street as soon as I claim that promotion that you foolishly think you’re entitled to.”

    Mark didn’t wait for a response. He strode out of the kitchen with a smile on his face and a cup of coffee in his hand, though Tanner was certain he seemed rattled.

    “We could report him to HR, you know,” Tanner said. “I’d be happy to be corroborate your complaint. Saying that kind of stuff might get him fired.”

    Moira gently stirred a spoonful of sugar into her coffee as she said, “HR isn’t your friend, Tanner. They work for the company. They don’t give a shit about you, me, or Mark. They only care about protecting the bottom line. They’d be just as likely to put warnings in our files as they would to fire Mark. It’s kind of you to offer, but Mark won’t be a problem. I’ve dealt with men like him my whole life and I won’t have any trouble crushing him like the bug that he is.”

    “Oh, okay,” Tanner said.

    Moira sucked the spoon clean in a surprisingly sensual way before flashing a quick smile at Tanner. “Feel free to stare as I walk out.”

    “What?” he asked.

    “At my ass,” she said. “Feel free to stare at my ass as I walk out. You deserve a little reward.”

    Tanner was a little embarrassed that Moira clearly knew about his propensity for staring at her ass, but that didn’t stop him from doing as she suggested. He stared while she walked out of the room and it was a glorious treat to do so.

    Tanner stepped into the elevator at the end of the day and smiled like he always did. To him, finishing a work day was a small victory and the prospect of going home was a reason to celebrate. The fact that Moira snuck into the elevator a moment before the doors closed only broadened his smile.

    “Did you have a good day?” Tanner asked.

    For a few moments Moira faced forward and offered no response. Then, she spoke up. “I spent most of my day figuring out how I’m going to destroy Mark, so yes, I’d say I had a good day.”

    It was the sense of joy in her voice that sent a chill down Tanner’s spine. Moira had never seemed like the kind of woman to trifle with, but this felt a little different.

    “He’ll fire you, you know,” Moira said.

    “I don’t think so,” Tanner replied. “He was just being an asshole.”

    The elevator doors opened into the parking garage and Moira stepped out before turning to Tanner. “You’re wrong. Mark is the kind of man that takes pleasure in ruining the lives of others. He’s a sociopath. He will absolutely fire you, and it’s possible he’ll go above and beyond to ruin your life. It wouldn’t surprise me if he tried to make it difficult for you to get a job somewhere else.”

    “Do you really think so?” Tanner asked.

    “He’ll do the same to me,” Moira said. “That’s why I spent my day figuring out how I’m going to destroy him.”

    Tanner stepped out of the elevator and the doors gently shut behind him. “Did you come up with a plan?”

    Moira smiled. “I did. I’m going to need your help, though.”

    “My help?” Tanner asked.

    “Would you like to join me for a glass of wine?” Moira asked.

    Tanner was so stunned by her invitation that he couldn’t find the words to accept.

    “Come,” Moira said as she walked towards her car.

    Tanner followed wordlessly as Moira pulled a set of keys from her purse and unlocked the doors.

    “Get in,” she said.

    Tanner opened the passenger door and slid into the sleek luxury car. The leather felt impossibly soft as he put on his seatbelt and the engine roared to life.

    “I love this car,” Moira said as she backed out of her space, put in drive, and gunned it. She worked her way out of the parking garage at remarkable speed and drove with the same aggressive style as they completed the short commute to her building.

    “You can relax,” Moira said as she pulled into her parking space and turned the car off. “I don’t bite. I promise, I’m going to help you and there’s a good chance we’ll have some fun along the way.”

    “Okay,” Tanner said in a voice that came off as far too timid for his liking. He was awed by Moira. There was even something about the way she drove with such command that struck him as impossibly powerful.

    Moira opened the door, effortlessly exited the car, and said, “Let’s go have that glass of wine.”

    They rode the elevator to the 16th floor of her building and stepped into a small but exceptionally well-appointed apartment. Moira put her bag on the small table in her dining nook and turned towards the kitchen. “Is red okay?” she asked.

    “Sure,” Tanner said as Moira walked into her kitchen and opened up a bottle of red wine. Even her skill at opening the bottle awed him.

    Moira poured two glasses, picked them up, and said “Come,” as she walked towards the couch. “Sit with me.”

    Tanner sat next to her and Moira crossed her legs in an inviting manner as she handed him a glass of wine. He took a sip, savored the exceptional taste, and took a moment to consider the sense of whiplash he was feeling. Ten hours earlier Moira had blown him off in the elevator, effectively telling Tanner that it wasn’t worth attempting a friendship because soon enough he’d be under her control at work. Now they were seated on her couch enjoying a glass of wine in a situation that felt very much like the end of a first date.

    “Are you attracted to me, Tanner?” Moira asked.

    Tanner nodded.

    “Good. That will be useful,” she said. “I’m not going to go into all the details of my plan, but I will share that it involves taking advantage of the fragility of Mark’s massive ego to lure him into making a mistake and getting himself fired.”

    “Okay,” Tanner said. “I’m not sure I understand how I fit into that plan, though.”

    “You and I are going to have a relationship,” Moira said.

    Tanner nearly choked on the sip of wine he’d taken.

    Moira laughed and added, “Not a real relationship, Tanner. I hope it’s not overwhelmingly offensive for me to say that you’re not my type. That’s the point, though. I want to confound Mark. I want him to be driven mad by the idea that you’re having sex with me.”

    “Am I…are we…” Tanner stammered.

    “No, we’re not going to be having sex, Tanner. I’m confident that you’re not the kind of man that could actually satisfy me. I don’t mean to be cruel, but there’s no need for me to subject myself to the displeasure of having you inside me when I can accomplish my goal by making Mark think that I’m letting you fuck me,” Moira explained.

    “Oh, okay,” Tanner said.

    “Don’t make that face,” Moira replied. “This isn’t about serving your sexual needs, Tanner. It’s about saving your job. It’s about preserving the career that you’ve put, well, let’s be honest, a fairly minimal amount of work into. If you’re not interested in that we can finish our glass of wine and be done with it.”

    Tanner didn’t want to lose his job. Moira was mostly right that he didn’t work nearly as hard as he could have on his career, but the idea of having to find another job – or of being blackballed out of his industry by a vengeful asshole like Mark – was untenable.

    “No, I’m sorry,” Tanner said. “I’m on board.”

    Moira smiled and sipped her wine. “How do you feel about eating pussy?” she asked.

    Tanner’s eyes went wide and he took a moment to process the truly shocking question before answering. “I like it,” he said.

    Moira took his glass and placed it on the coffee table with hers before standing up, unzipping her skirt, and pushing it over her hips.

    She sat on the couch, gently spread her legs, and said, “That’s good to hear, because I’d like you to eat my pussy.”

    Tanner stared between her legs and admired the outline of her labia in the black lace panties Moira wore. The idea of going down on her was unquestionably appealing, but the situation felt so strange that he couldn’t quite commit to it.

    “I might have been unclear. You’re going to eat my pussy and you’re going to make me cum. You’re going to do so because we need to have shared an intimate experience to make it more believable that that we’re in a relationship. I want you to walk into work tomorrow and be unable to think of anything other than how good it felt to make me cum. I’m not going to let you fuck me and I’m not going to give you a blowjob or a handjob. All that’s left is for you to eat my pussy, so that’s what you’re going to do. Now stop acting like a teenager that’s seeing a girl in her underwear for the first time and get on your knees. My pussy isn’t going to eat itself,” Moira demanded.

    Tanner slid off the couch and moved between her legs as Moira edged her bottom closer to the edge.

    “Pass me my glass of wine,” she said.

    He reached back to pass her the wine and turned his gaze between her legs once more.

    “Take my panties off,” Moira demanded.

    Tanner reached up and pulled off her panties, exposing Moira’s beautiful pussy. She’d shaved most of her pubic have save for a small strip above and her lips looked tight, like they were protecting the treasure that waited inside.

    “Now eat my pussy until I cum,” she said.

    Tanner moved between Moira’s legs and put his tongue to work. He quickly found his way to her clit and listened for the telltale moan of pleasure that would let him know he was doing a good job.

    “Right there,” Moira said. “That’s good.”

    Tanner looked up to see Moira take a sip of wine and swallow before leaning back and resting her head against the couch cushion. She spread her arms and a satisfied smile broke across her face as he considered how impossible the ending of his day would have seemed that morning. That idea that he’d end up between Moira’s legs and licking her pussy wasn’t even remotely among the options for how his evening could have played out.

    “That’s it,” Moira said before moaning a little louder. “Eat my pussy like a good boy. Eat my pussy and make me cum.”

    Tanner’s cock throbbed in his pants as he tended to the perfect pussy in front of him. He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around the notion that he was between Moira’s legs and tasting her pussy, but the painful erection between his legs was proof that he thoroughly enjoyed making her feel good.

    Moira was not a quick cummer, but Tanner refused to relent. He licked her pussy feverishly and slipped two fingers inside her for a little extra pleasure as Moira sipped her wine and unleashed a steady stream of moans. It was only when her hand moved into his hair and she took a tight grip that Tanner figured she was close.

    “Right there,” she said breathlessly. “Right there. Eat my pussy. Eat it like a good boy. Eat my pussy and make me cum.”

    She picked her feet up and placed them on Tanner’s back before pulling his body closer. Her thighs closed around his head and she pulled hard enough on his hair for it to hurt, though not in an uncomfortable way. There was something sort of kinky about it that he quite liked.

    When Moira came her legs sprang open and she held Tanner’s head between her legs. He looked up to see the wine in her glass sloshing around as her arms vibrated with pleasure.

    “Excellent work, Tanner,” Moira said when she finally released her grasp on his hair. “There’s a good chance I’ll let you do that again.”

    “It was my pleasure,” he replied from between her legs.

    Moira smiled and finished her wine before placing her glass on the coffee table. “Tomorrow we’ll have to report our relationship to HR. You’ll let me do the talking. Do you understand?” Moira asked.

    Tanner didn’t entirely understand her plan – he couldn’t quite see how the two of them pretending to have a relationship was going to make Mark do something stupid – but it didn’t matter. He was happy to go along with whatever Moira wanted, especially if it meant spending more time between her legs.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Good. Now there’s one more thing I’d like you to do for me,” Moira said.

    “Anything,” Tanner replied from between her legs.

    “I want you to masturbate tonight and I want you to think about me. In fact, I want you to think about fucking me. I want you to imagine being inside me when you cum. Will you do that for me?” Moira asked.

    Again Tanner couldn’t believe the situation he’d found himself in. All he could do was nod.

    Moira picked up her panties and offered them to Tanner. “Take these,” she said. “Stroke yourself with them. Use them to help you think of me.”

    Tanner took the panties and slipped them into his pocket.

    “You can leave now. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Moira said.

    Tanner wasn’t sure why he expected Moira to invite him to stay longer, but her dismissal felt a little hurtful. He didn’t linger on his knees for long, though. Instead, he stood and revealed the boner making a tent in his pants. It garnered little more than a quick glance from Moira.

    “I’ll see you tomorrow,” Tanner said as he pulled out his phone to order a ride home.

    “Make sure you think of me, Tanner. Make sure I’m the center of your fantasy, okay?” Moira asked.

    “I will,” Tanner said. Even if she hadn’t ordered it Moira would have been at the center of his masturbatory fantasy that night. Going down on her had been far too thrilling for that not to be the case.

    Tanner left Moira’s apartment with a smile on his face. He still wasn’t sure about her plan – or the parts she’d shared with him, at least – and why she’d picked him to help carry it out, but Tanner was too caught up in his desire to think about it too much. He just wanted to get home and masturbate while the experience of going down on her was still fresh in his mind. He’d worry about everything else later.
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    “Does this feel good?” Tanner asked as he looked up at Moira.

    She had a glass of wine in one hand and an iPad in the other. For a few seconds her eyes remained on the tablet screen, as if she hadn’t heard his question. When she finally dragged her attention away from the article she was reading, Moira smiled and said, “It does. It doesn’t feel as good as it could, but that’s why you’re down there. You need to get better at eating pussy if you’re going to spend time between my legs.”

    “I don’t mean to sound ungrateful or anything, but why am I spending time between your legs if our relationship is fake?” Tanner asked. “I mean, can’t we just act like we’re dating? Won’t that be enough to get Mark to believe…well, whatever you need him to believe so you can get him fired?”

    Moira put her iPad on the couch and reached down to caress Tanner’s face. Her skin was warm and impossibly soft-feeling and he couldn’t help but smile. Their relationship was fake, but Moira was impossibly beautiful and Tanner couldn’t help but enjoy the rare moments when she touched him in an affectionate manner.

    “That feels nice, doesn’t it?” Moira asked.

    “It does,” Tanner said.

    “It’s a small thing, but when I touch you like that it actually helps deepen our relationship. It helps you generate warm feelings towards me. It makes you more likely to smile at me when we see each other in the office. It makes you more likely to want me to touch you again, to crave it, in fact,” Moira explained. “That sort of thing is going to be important if we’re going to be believable as a couple. Remember, this isn’t going to work if we can’t make Mark genuinely jealous.”

    “I get that,” Tanner said. “I just don’t understand why I’m going down on you. Why aren’t we snuggled up on the couch and watching a movie together? Why can’t I spend the night so you can fall asleep in my arms? Why don’t we go to the park and spend an hour walking and holding hands? Why can’t we make out? It seems like there are easier ways to build the sort of intimacy you’re talking about.”

    Moira looked genuinely disgusted, like Tanner had suggested they jump into a dumpster and dig through garbage as a way to deepen their bond.

    “First, I’m not that kind of woman. None of the things you mentioned appeal to me. I have quite literally never been that kind of woman. I don’t like falling asleep in a man’s arms. I don’t like cuddling up on the couch. I don’t really even like watching movies. I can’t imagine anything worse than spending an hour in the park. That’s not what I want out of life, Tanner,” Moira said.

    Those were all the things Tanner had enjoyed about previous relationships, though he couldn’t help but note that none of those relationships had survived, so perhaps his approach wasn’t as strong as it could have been.

    “There’s something else you’re forgetting,” Moira said.

    “What’s that?” Tanner asked.

    “Even if I was into all of those things you mentioned, I wouldn’t be into doing them with you, Tanner,” Moira answered. “I’m not attracted to you. I don’t see you and think that I’d love to be naked with you. I don’t think that I’d love to kiss you, or feel your hands on my body. I don’t think that I’d love to have your cock inside me, so even if I wanted to fall asleep in a man’s arms, you’re the last man I’d pick.”

    Tanner’s shoulders slumped as Moira’s words hit him like a slap in the face. She wasn’t the kind of girl he usually dated, and yet he couldn’t help but feel a deep kind of attraction to her. Despite knowing that their relationship, such as it was, was entirely fake, Tanner still came to her apartment when she beckoned him. He still did as she desired. It’s why he was on his knees between her legs. It’s why he’d spent the previous fifteen minutes licking her pussy.

    “Don’t look at me like that,” Moira said. “I was perfectly clear we wouldn’t have a real relationship, Tanner. The fact that you seem to have deluded yourself into thinking we’re going to be anything like a real couple is not my problem. Let me make this clear, though: I will never fuck you. I will never go down on you. I will never go on a date in the park with you. I will never hold your hand for an hour. I will never fall asleep in your arms. I will never cuddle up on the couch with you. Do you understand that?”

    Tanner nodded. “Yes, I understand.”

    “You’re not enough of a man,” Moira sneered. She grabbed a handful of Tanner’s hair and pulled him back between her legs. “Which means you need to eat my fucking pussy and make me cum. You need to make me feel good so when I see you at work tomorrow I’ll think of how you ate my pussy like a good little bitch and got me off. Do you understand?”

    Tanner was too busy eating her pussy to answer the question, but her message was loud and clear. He wasn’t man enough for her. Moira wasn’t attracted to him. They would never have a real relationship. She didn’t even really want him going down on her. She was just having him do it so she’d have some positive association with him when they saw each other at work.

    Despite the relative cruelty of her message, Tanner was turned on, and turned on to the point of being erect. Almost painfully erect.

    “Eat that pussy,” Moira said as she tightened her grip on his hair. “Eat that fucking pussy, bitch boy.”

    Tanner moaned. He found it oddly thrilling to be talked to like that, but it was Moira’s obvious arousal that thrilled him more than anything. She was getting off on talking to him like that. She liked calling him a bitch. Tanner was absolutely certain of it.

    Moira pulled back on Tanner’s hair and looked down at him. “Are you hard?”

    He nodded.

    “You’re even more pathetic than I thought you were. I just told you there’s no chance you’re going to fuck me or feel my mouth on your cock and you’re fucking hard?” Moira said.

    Tanner saw the wild lust in her eyes. He’d never met a woman that found even the slightest bit of pleasure in anything remotely kinky, but it seemed that Moira was most definitely an exception to that rule.

    “Get back to work. Eat my fucking pussy. Make me cum, you worthless little bitch,” Moira said.

    She pulled Tanner back between her legs and he went to work on her pussy. He licked and sucked on her clit and Moira’s moans filled her apartment. He looked up to see her eyes were closed and she had a look of genuine pleasure on her face. Tanner doubled his efforts and it wasn’t long before Moira climaxed. She screamed, held his head between her legs for a few moments, and then pushed him away from her pussy. Tanner watched her face contort as the obvious pleasure of her orgasm moved through her body.

    “Wipe that shit-eating grin off your face,” Moira said when she opened her eyes. “Don’t pretend that you did anything special. I could have cum just as fast using my finger.”

    “Of course,” Tanner said as he did his best to wipe the grin off his face. He couldn’t quite help the sense of joy and wonder he felt. It was all a little confusing, but it seemed like Moira was a more complicated woman than he’d imagined. Tanner couldn’t help but want to get to know her a little better, even if it meant getting yelled at a great deal more.

    “I want you to jerk off to me tonight,” Moira said. “I want you to think about me when you do. Do you understand?”

    “Of course,” Tanner said.

    “Take my panties with you,” Moira instructed. “Use them when you masturbate. Sniff them. Rub them on your cock. Use them to remind you of me. I’ll never fuck you, but if you jerk off with my panties at least you it can feel like some part of me is with you.”

    Tanner picked up the black lace panties he’d stripped off of Moira half an hour ago. He ran his fingers over the impossibly soft material and studied the delicate design.

    “Sniff them,” she said.

    Tanner held the panties under his nose and inhaled deeply. He detected a hint of Moira’s perfume and the distinct scent of her pussy, which he’d just become intimately familiar with while worshiping her.

    “Leave,” Moira said. “Now.”

    Tanner stood, put his shoes on, tucked her panties into his pocket, and headed towards the door. “Thank you for letting me go down on you,” he said. “I really enjoyed making you cum.”

    “Goodbye, Tanner,” Moira replied.

    Tanner left her apartment and ordered an Uber as he rode the elevator to the lobby. He waited at the curb with a smile on his face and a hand in his pocket. He ran his fingers over the delicate lace of her panties and kept himself in a state of low level arousal by thinking of the scent of her pussy and the delight of worshiping her until she climaxed all over his tongue.

    Tanner received a text from Moira a few minutes into the ride: “Smell my panties again. Right now.”

    “I’m the Uber,” he texted back.

    “I know. Take my panties out of your pocket and sniff them. Do as you’re told, Tanner,” she replied.

    Tanner reached into his pocket and pulled the panties out. He ran his fingers over the material and glanced at the driver, who happened to be a woman. It shouldn’t have made a difference, but sniffing panties in front of a woman was so much more humiliating.

    “Did you do it yet?” Moira texted. “Don’t disappoint me, Tanner. Sniff my panties. Smell my pussy on them. Smell the pussy you just worshiped like a little bitch.”

    Tanner lifted Moira’s panties to his nose. He inhaled deeply. The driver glanced in her rearview mirror. It was dark so it was possible she didn’t see Tanner breathing in the scent of a woman’s panties, but he couldn’t be sure. Tanner expected he’d feel pure humiliation, but instead he experienced exhilaration. He felt a strangely wonderful surge of pleasure between his legs and his cock reached a half-erect state without the slightest bit of direct stimulation.

    “I did it,” he texted to Moira. “Why did I enjoy it so much?”

    “Because you’re a little bitch,” Moira replied. “A little bitch I’m going to have some fun with. Text me when you get home.”

    He hadn’t been instructed to do so, but Tanner inhaled the scent of Moira’s panties twice more on the ride home. Each time the driver looked in her rearview mirror and quickly looked away.

    “Thank you,” Tanner said when she dropped him off.

    “Have a good night, panty boy,” the girl said.

    Tanner shut the door and stood on the street for a few moments as he felt another wave of unexpected arousal. He wondered what the girl thought of him as she drove away. For some reason, he liked the idea that she thought he was some sort of panty-loving deviant.

    Tanner headed into his building and up to his apartment. The moment he stepped inside he pulled out his phone and texted Moira to let her know he was home. His phone rang. She was calling.

    “Hello?” Tanner said.

    “Put me on speaker and then go to your bedroom and strip,” Moira demanded.

    Tanner tapped the speaker button and practically ran to his bedroom.

    “Now strip,” Moira said.

    He put the phone and her panties on the bed and stripped. “Okay, I’m naked,” he said.

    “Good. Now pick up my panties, wrap them around your cock, and stroke yourself until you’re nice and hard,” Moira instructed.

    Tanner was already half hard so it didn’t take long to get all the way there. Moira’s panties felt incredibly soft and sexy against his cock and he couldn’t stop thinking about how good they’d looked on her and how part of them had rested against the perfect pink folds of her pussy all day long.

    “I’m hard,” Tanner said.

    “Good, now think about me, Tanner,” Moira instructed. “But don’t think about me as you’ve experienced me. Instead, think about me on top of you. Think about sitting on my couch without any clothes on. Think about me straddling you. Think about me taking your cock into my pussy.”

    Tanner moaned as he stroked his cock with Moira’s panties. His fingers had been in her pussy along with his tongue. He knew what it felt like. It wasn’t hard to imagine how it would feel to fuck her.

    Moira’s voice was impossibly lusty as she continued. “Think about how wet and tight my pussy would feel around your cock, Tanner. Think about my tits bouncing in your face as I rode you. Think about kissing, licking, and sucking on them. Think about me moaning for you.”

    Moira moaned loudly as Tanner pictured everything she was describing.

    “You’re close, aren’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Tanner said. “I’m close. I’m so close.”

    Moira voice was harsh as she said, “Forget that little fantasy, Tanner. You’ll never deserve to feel my pussy. Jerking off with my panties is as close as you’ll ever get. You’re not worthy of me. You’re not worthy of my pussy. You’re not worthy of that pleasure.”

    Tanner groaned. “Fuck…Moira.”

    “Cum in my panties, Tanner. You deserve that. It’s as close as you’ll ever get to cumming in my pussy. Unload in my panties. Do it. Do it now,” she demanded.

    Tanner wrapped her panties around the head of his cock and unloaded. He cried out and put a hand on the bed to maintain his balance. He heard Moira unleash a delighted laugh.

    “Thank you,” Tanner said as the vestigial pleasures of the orgasm worked their way through his loins.

    “Oh, it was my pleasure,” Moira said. “I’ll see you at work tomorrow, Tanner. Remember, we have an appointment with HR first thing in the morning. We’re officially becoming a couple.”

    She hung up before Tanner could say anything. He stood up and headed to the bathroom. Her panties were a cummy mess and Tanner grabbed a handful of toilet paper to try and scoop some of it out. He cleaned his cock, emptied his bladder, and took Moira’s panties with him as he headed to bed. He put the panties on the nightstand, put on his underwear, and crawled into bed.

    Tanner stared at the ceiling and considered his evening as he waited for sleep to come. He’d never been so confused about a woman. Moira seemed to enjoy having him go down on her and she actually seemed to enjoy verbally berating him, but she kept insisting she wasn’t attracted to him and that he would never, under any circumstances, enjoy much in the way of physical pleasure with him.

    She had, however, given him an orgasm, even if it had been in a secondhand kind of way. He couldn’t tell if she was simply serving her needs or if she had some understanding of Tanner’s needs that even he couldn’t comprehend. The upside was that he’d just enjoyed a great orgasm and that tomorrow he’d officially have a girlfriend, even if it was a strange, semi-fake relationship. If that kind of relationship meant more nights like the one Tanner had just experienced, he was on board.
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    Moira was waiting for Tanner when he stepped off the elevator. She looked radiant - as always - in a skirt, a delicate-looking blouse, and a pair of heels. She wore her hair in a high, tight ponytail and Tanner immediately thought of how he'd eaten her pussy the night before, how she'd cum on his tongue, how she'd verbally abused him while he'd done it.

    He thought of how she'd called him after he'd gotten home and talked him through masturbating with her used panties. How she'd filled his head with thoughts of fucking her - of having the sex she'd been quite clear they'd never have because their relationship was fake - and how she'd instructed him to cum in her panties while he pictured being inside her.

    "Good morning, sweetheart," Moira said with a surprisingly warm, kind smile as she approached, took his hand, and gave Tanner a soft kiss on the cheek.

    For a moment he was stunned she was treating him like her actual boyfriend. Then she squeezed his hand hard enough for it to hurt - apparently he wasn't reacting quickly enough - and Tanner snapped to attention, smiled, and said, "Good morning. I missed you."

    She smiled - though Tanner saw a hint of annoyance in her eyes - and said, "We have our appointment with HR. We don't want to be late."

    They walked hand-in-hand through the office, drawing more than a few stares from their coworkers. Tanner didn't want to believe that the stares were because Moira seemed far too good for him, though it was hard not to hear her voice uttering words to that effect, words she'd showered him with the night before while he'd tended to her pussy in an effort to associate him with her pleasure.

    "Whoa, whoa, whoa, what's this?" Mark asked as he stepped out of the break room, eyed them both, and took a casual sip of his coffee. He glanced at their hands - which were still joined - and said, "I'm sorry, are you two a couple?"

    Tanner smiled and put his arm around Moira. He pulled her close and replied, "We are. A happy couple, in fact."

    Mark looked at Tanner for a split second before turning his attention to Moira. "Seriously? You're fucking this loser? I mean, seriously, Moira? He's beneath you."

    "Who should I be fucking, Mark?" she asked.

    Mark stepped back, spread his arms, and said, "You're looking at him. I promise, Moira, I can deliver. I can absolutely, positively deliver in a way Tanner could only dream of. I would have you screaming my name, Moira. Screaming my name."

    Moira stared at Mark for a few moments and then turned, smiled at Tanner, and kissed him. She kissed him in a manner he figured would never happen. She kissed him like they were a real couple, like she felt real desire for him, like she wanted to communicate that desire more than anything. She kissed him with such passion and skill that Tanner was very nearly erect by the time it was over.

    "You couldn't make me scream your name if your life depended on it, Mark," Moira said as she took Tanner's hand and led him past the office's resident asshole.

    "There's no fucking way he's better than I am," Mark yelled as they walked away.

    "He's right about that, you know," Moira said once they were out of earshot. "I can't have him knowing that, of course. He needs to believe that you're good, that you can actually satisfy me. He needs to be jealous, and I'm pretty sure we accomplished that."

    "With the kiss?" Tanner asked. "Because that was a good kiss, Moira. A really good kiss."

    They stopped just outside of HR and she said, "I'm a good kisser, Tanner, and if you were actually worthy of fucking me I'd blow your mind in bed, too. That won't ever happen, of course, but just know that if it did, you'd never forget it."

    Tanner desperately wanted to make that happen. He wanted to fuck a woman as beautiful and confident as Moira. He wanted to see her breasts bouncing in his face as she rode his cock. He wanted to live out the fantasy she'd described the night before. He wanted it so badly he was more than happy to go along with the destructive game she was determined to play with Mark.

    "Now let's get this over with," Moira said.

    Tanner followed her into HR, they sat at the desk of an overweight man with glasses that were far too small for his face, and they filled out an overly long series of forms designed solely to prevent the company from being caught up in a lawsuit if Tanner and Moira were to break up in some spectacular fashion. It was almost as if the process was designed to discourage people from trying to date their coworkers, but they made their way through it and emerged an hour later a couple officially blessed by HR.

    "We should go to lunch together," Moira said as they reached Tanner's cubicle.

    He felt a giddy smile cross his face. "Okay. That sounds great. Like, go out to lunch?"

    "You need to stop acting like an eager puppy," Moira scolded him. "You're my boyfriend, not the lovesick teenager that I'm deigning to spend a little time with. Fucking act like it."

    "Right. Sorry," he replied while instinctively casting his gaze downwards.

    "And look me in the eye, Tanner," she instructed. "Remember, we need to make Mark jealous, which means we need to be a convincing couple. It can't seem like you're some pussy whipped little lap dog."

    Tanner wanted to tell her that he was absolutely her pussy whipped lap dog - at least based on how she treated him - but that was unwise. He understood her point and he knew he'd agreed to go along with her plan, even though he didn't entirely understand that plan.

    He looked her in the eye, but he couldn't help but gaze at her breasts. Her blouse was buttoned up, but they still looked spectacular. She was the kind of woman that exuded sexiness without even trying, which made her fairly irresistible, especially to a man like Tanner who didn't have much experience with someone so gorgeous.

    "You want me, don't you?" Moira asked.

    She had a smile on her face when he looked up. "Of course I do," he said.

    "Even though you know you'll never have me," she replied softly.

    Tanner nodded. He knew there was something pathetic about admitting it, but it was true and he saw little harm in admitting the truth.

    "I guess I can use that to my advantage," Moira said. "After all, that desperate desire in your eyes will make most people think we're fucking, and it will absolutely make Mark think we're fucking."

    She stepped closer, caressed his face for a moment, and kissed him. It was yet another incredible kiss, and of course Tanner's cock stirred to life once more. Despite Moira making it perfectly clear she'd never fuck him, Tanner's body simply refused to believe it. Instead, it chose to cling to the idea that sex with Moira was entirely possible, thus the arousal coursing through him as the kiss ended and she walked away.

    Tanner stared at Moira's ass until she turned the corner. Even when she was gone he stood there with a smile on his face. He could still taste her tongue and feel just a hint of her lipstick on his lips.

    "I don't get it."

    Tanner turned to see Mark standing there with his arms crossed.

    "I just don't fucking get it," he said. "What the fuck does she see in you? I mean, what the fuck? You're a fucking loser, Tanner. You're a do nothing loser who will never, ever do anything with his life. What does she see in you?"

    Tanner smiled. "Perhaps, Mark, you should be asking what she doesn't see in you. I mean, she knows you're interested. She knows you'd be more than happy to take a crack at satisfying her. And yet, she wants nothing to do with you and everything to do with me. So, I wonder if she can tell that you're actually a fucking dud, Mark?"

    Tanner was stunned at the confidence he suddenly possessed. Never in his life had he been willing to talk to a guy like Mark in that way, and yet there he was doing it without issue.

    Mark looked furious. He even clenched his fists for a moment. Then he gathered himself, smiled like he hadn't felt that anger, and said, "Fuck you, loser," before walking away.

    Tanner stepped into his cubicle, sat at his computer, and got to work with a giddy smile on his face. Even though his relationship was fake, it felt real enough to make him happy for the moment.

    
      
    

    Tanner's phone rang and he saw Moira's name on the screen. He popped in his earbuds and answered.

    "Do you remember what my pussy felt like, Tanner?" she asked. "Do you remember how hot and wet it was when you put your fingers inside me?"

    He set his beer on the coffee table, sat up straight, and answered, "Yes, I do. It was just last night. Of course I remember. It was perfect, Moira."

    "And do you remember how I tasted, Tanner?" she asked.

    He wasn't sure what had inspired the call or why her voice was brimming with lust, but Tanner was more than happy to be walked down the particular path they were on, especially after she'd treated him to an impromptu make out session after work. It had happened because Mark came out of the building as they were about to go their separate ways and was clearly designed to further his jealousy, but Tanner was more than happy to accept any kind of kiss from his pseudo girlfriend.

    "You tasted sweet," he answered. "Your pussy was sweet...and perfect, Moira."

    "And do you think you could imagine how it would feel if I sucked your dick, Tanner?" she asked before unleashing a moan that reverberated around his brain and send a shockwave of pleasure between his legs. "Do you think you know how it would feel if I wrapped my lips around your unimpressive dick and gave you a blowjob?"

    "I...actually, I'm not sure I can imagine how it would feel," he replied. "I don't think I've ever gotten a blowjob from a woman like you, Moira."

    She was silent for a few moments before asking, "A woman like me?"

    "Someone so confident and sexy. I imagine that kind of woman - a woman like you - knows how to give a blowjob a man would never forget," he answered.

    Moira moaned and then Tanner heard the sound of kissing, which didn't make any sense. He turned up the volume on his phone and listened closely as the kissing transformed into something that sounded distinctly like a blowjob.

    "Moira?" he asked. "What...what is that?"

    She moaned again, but this time it sounded like she was doing so with something in her mouth. Then a deeper, distinctly male moan filled Tanner's head.

    "Are you...are you with someone?" he asked.

    "Yes," Moira answered. "I'm a woman with needs, Tanner, and we both know that you can't meet them. I've made that perfectly clear, though you don't seem to fully understand that."

    Tanner listened to the distinct sounds of a blowjob. A wet blowjob, at that. Moira was almost certainly putting on a show. He wasn't sure where she was or who she was with, but there was no question she was giving a blowjob. Tanner wasn't sure why she'd called him, though. Was she trying to punish him? Was she trying to turn him on?

    "Close your eyes, Tanner," Moira said softly. "Imagine me on my knees in front of a tall, muscular, gorgeous man. Imagine my hand wrapped around the base of his big, beautiful cock. Imagine my lips pressed against the head. Imagine me showering his gorgeous dick with kisses."

    The sounds of kissing filled Tanner's ears as he closed his eyes and follow Moira's instructions. He saw her on her knees. He saw her holding a long, thick cock and kissing it. His dick got hard as he did so, for it was impossible not to be drawn into a place of desire thanks to the soundscape Moira had crafted.

    "Take your dick out, Tanner," she said. "Masturbate for me. Stroke your pathetic cock. Think of me sucking dick while you do. Think of those pretty lips that you kissed today wrapped around another man's cock."

    Tanner hastily pulled out his cock as he listened to Moira give a blowjob. The guy moaned and Tanner closed his eyes, wrapped his fingers around his stiff dick, and masturbated slowly as the soundscape of pleasure filling his ears grew far more enticing.

    "Fuck, baby, that feels so good," the guy said. "Your mouth is fucking amazing."

    The blowjob got louder. Moira made it wetter. She sucked harder. It sounded like she was stroking him, too, and Tanner imagined her head bobbing up and down and her hand moving in time with her lips as she worked to make the man sitting in front of her experience the most intense pleasure imaginable.

    "Do I give good head?" Moira asked.

    "You give the best fucking head," he answered. Then he laughed, seemingly from the sheer joy of getting a blowjob from the brunette goddess. "I swear, Moira, you give better head than any woman I've ever been with."

    She took him in her mouth again. He moaned and she sucked as the sounds of a wet blowjob filled Tanner's ears. Moira moaned too and Tanner had to slow his strokes for fear of losing his load long before Moira instructed him to do so.

    "Do you wish I was sucking your dick, Tanner?" Moira asked.

    "Yes, more than anything," he replied. "Fuck, Moira, more than anything."

    "I'll bet you do, Tanner," she said. "That's never going to happen, but I want you to imagine it. I want you to lose yourself in it. I want you to keep your eyes closed and imagine that I'm sucking your cock, Tanner. I want you to imagine that you're the man sitting on my couch. I want you to imagine that you're the kind of man that's worthy of a blowjob from a woman like me."

    That proved easy for Tanner, as the desire to be on the couch with his dick in her mouth outweighed everything else. All he had to do was close his eyes and he could practically feel her lips on his cock as he masturbated. He turned the volume up a little louder and drowned out every other noise as he worked himself into a lusty frenzy.

    "I wanna ride your cock," Moira said.

    Tanner was so caught up in the fantasy that he almost lost his load at the idea of Moira uttering those words to him. He moaned, released his cock, and leaned forward to try and prevent his cum from escaping.

    Moira laughed. "Aww, Tanner, do you wish I was saying that to you? Do you wish I actually wanted your useless little dick inside me?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    She laughed again. "That's good, Tanner. Hold on to that desire. Let it fill you. Let it flow through you, even at work. Let everyone in the office see how badly you want me. I want them all to think that you're fucking me, that I'm letting you experience my perfect pussy, and that you're completely and utterly enamored with me."

    He already was. A few kisses - a few exceptionally hot kisses - was all it had taken to leave him enamored with her.

    "Oh, fuck, baby," the guy said. "Your pussy feels so fucking good."

    "I'm sitting on his cock, Tanner," Moira said softly. "My tits are in his face." She moaned. "Oh, fuck, he's sucking on my tits, Tanner. Just like you wanted to do. His cock is in my tight, wet, perfect cunt and he's sucking on my tits. I want you to imagine it, Tanner. I want you to imagine being in his place and I want you to listen as I let him enjoy my pussy, as I cum all over his dick."

    Tanner got up and rushed to his bedroom. He grabbed Moira's used panties - the ones she'd given to him the night before - and hopped in his bed. He held the panties to his nose and inhaled as he listened to the sounds of sex. They didn't smell quite as good as they had the night before - he'd cum in the panties, after all - but her scent was still on them and it was intoxicating.

    "Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me," Moira said between moans. "Your big dick feels so good in my pussy. So fucking good."

    Tanner heard Moira bouncing on her lover's cock. He heard the wetness of her pussy. He heard her ass dropping onto his thighs over and over. He heard her beautiful, lusty moans as she got fucked by a man she'd deemed capable of satisfying her and a strong sense of jealousy washed over him along with the intense desire.

    "I wish I was fucking you, Moira," he said.

    "I know you do," she replied. A loud moan filled his ears. "But you don't deserve to fuck me, Tanner, and you never will. You're nowhere near good enough. You're nowhere near man enough for me. You couldn't fuck me to a great orgasm if your life depended on it. You're just a toy for me to use as I see fit."

    "Moira...can I cum?" he asked. "Can I cum in your panties?"

    She moaned and rode her lover faster. "You're such a dirty little bitch. I love that you're playing with my panties, you little freak. No cumming, though. Not yet. Not until I cum. Not until he cums in my pussy."

    Tanner wrapped her panties around his cock, closed his eyes, and stroked slowly as he imagined Moira riding his dick. He knew that's what she wanted. He knew that was the point of her phone call. She wanted his head filled with thoughts of sex with her. She wanted him to make everyone at work - and Mark especially - feel like he was utterly enamored with her, like they were having all kinds of wild, wondrous, deeply pleasurable sex. So that's what he imagined, and it felt fucking fantastic.

    "Fuck, I'm close, baby, I want you to cum inside me," Moira said.

    Tanner had no idea if she was having unprotected sex with the guy, but he loved the idea of actually cumming inside her and there was something really hot about imagining the other guy doing the same.

    "Cum in me," she said. "Fuck...cum in my pussy!"

    Moans, grunts, and groans of pleasure filled Tanner's ears as Moira and her lover came together. Tanner's orgasm followed a moment later as he wrapped her panties around the tip of his dick and unleashed. He moaned right alongside her and in his mind he was the one cumming in her pussy. He wasn't worthy of it, but it felt so good to imagine.

    Moira kissed her lover and moaned into his mouth. "You were incredible, as always," she said. "I swear, you fuck me so good. You fuck me like a woman wants to be fucked, like I need to be fucked. It's nice to have a man I can count on to make my pussy feel so good."

    "Anytime, babe," the guy replied. "You fuck better than any woman I've ever been with. Call me anytime."

    "Did you cum, Tanner?" she asked.

    "I did," he replied. "And it was amazing."

    "Mmm, that's good," she said. "Now I want you to do something for me."

    "Anything."

    "I want you to taste your cum, Tanner," Moira instructed. "I want you to run your finger through the mess you made in my panties and I want you to suck your finger clean."

    Tanner stared at the mess he'd made in her panties and asked, "I don't...I don't want to do that, Moira."

    "I don't give a fuck what you want," she replied. "You're going to do as you're told, Tanner. You're not going to like it - no man does - but you're still going to do it. You're going to do it because I'm in control, Tanner. You're going to do it because I'm going to bring you with me when I get promoted, and we both know I'm your only real chance for advancement at work. So do as you're told. Be a good little bitch and taste your cum for me."

    She was right about his chances for promotion, and Tanner couldn't help but think that tasting his cum was actually a small price to pay for what would end up being a significant pay raise.

    He ran his finger through the mess he'd made in her panties and held it up. His skin glistened with a thin layer of his cum and Tanner took a deep breath and went for it. He popped his finger in his mouth and sucked it clean. The bitter saltiness of his cum danced on his taste buds, but it wasn't nearly as bad as it could have been.

    "Is that the sound of a good boy tasting his cum?" Moira asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "We're going to do more of that in the future, Tanner," she said. "I like an obedient boy, after all. For now, though, you can enjoy the rest of your night. I'll see you at work tomorrow."

    The call ended and Tanner set her panties aside, closed his eyes, and smiled. Despite her promise of making him eat more cum, Tanner was excited about the future, if for no other reason than Moira was an unpredictable woman and it turned out that he needed a little of that in his life.
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    "Are you excited?" Moira asked as the elevator doors closed and they smoothly began their descent to the parking garage.

    "I don't know," Tanner replied. He was just a few hours away from watching Moira have sex with another man and he'd spent the better part of the past few days thinking about it. Tanner still wasn't sure if he was excited, though.

    Moira stepped closer and grabbed his ass. She squeezed it possessively and to the point of causing just a hint of pain. Tanner liked that, though. He smiled and then she leaned in, kissed his neck, and whispered, "I think we both know you're going to enjoy yourself, Tanner. You're going to enjoy being dressed in panties like a little bitch and watching as a real man fucks me."

    His cock stirred to life, though Tanner couldn't tell if it was from the sensual nature of the kiss, the fact that his cock was currently encased in a pair of her used panties, or the display of dominance on Moira's part.

    Instead of interrogating his desire, Tanner shifted the conversation. "I heard you talking to Mark. In the break room. When it was just the two of you."

    She smacked his ass hard enough for it to hurt. "Naughty boy," Moira said, though she had a slight smile on her face. "And what did you learn from your eavesdropping?"

    Tanner had gone to the break room in search of a fresh cup of coffee. He'd heard Mark's voice and had stopped just outside the door, mostly because he wanted to avoid talking to the biggest asshole in the office.

    "I don't get what you see in him," Mark had said. "I mean, he's pathetic. It's so obvious. It's been obvious since he started working here. I'm not sure he's ever been promoted, and I think we both know he's not going anywhere, Moira. He's a fucking dud, and for some reason you're dating him when you could be dating me."

    "Oh, is that what you want, Mark? To date me? You could at least do me the courtesy of being honest and say that you want to fuck me," Moira had replied. Then, her voice turned decidedly seductive as she added, "That is what you want, isn't it? That's what you think about when you see me, isn't it? You think about lifting my skirt over my hips, bending me over your desk - or perhaps a desk in that corner office you crave - and fucking me, don't you?"

    Tanner had thought about stepping into the break room to put an end to the conversation, but he was far more interested in hearing how it would play out. He knew he was little more than a pawn in the game Moira was playing with Mark and he couldn't help but want to get a little taste of how she played that game when he wasn't around.

    "That office is going to be mine, Moira," Mark replied as Tanner stood outside the break room with an empty coffee mug in his hand. "And I will bend someone over that desk and fuck her. I'm willing to admit that I'd like it to be you, and I'm absolutely certain that I'd fuck you better than Tanner."

    "Me too," Moira replied.

    Mark was silent.

    "Does it surprise you that I know you'd fuck me better than my boyfriend?" Moira asked.

    "It does," Mark answered. "I'm not sure why a woman like you would settle for anything but the best."

    "Are you saying you're the best?" she asked.

    "Damn right I am," Mark said without a moment's hesitation. "I'm the best you'll ever have, Moira."

    "I do like a confident man," she replied. "And I'm guessing there's a very good reason that you're so confident, that perhaps you've given more than a few women the kinds of orgasms we all crave."

    Tanner knew that Moira wasn't actually his girlfriend, but that didn't stop him from feeling an intense sense of jealousy as he stood outside the break room and listened to the their conversation.

    "That's all true," Mark said. "So how about you let me fuck you, Moira?"

    "Mmm, you know what's also true, Mark? That my pussy is better than any you've ever fucked. That I will make you cum harder than you've ever cum before. That my pussy is the sort that's well worth the wait, and that's well worth putting in a little effort to enjoy," Moira replied in that same seductive tone. "You haven't made the effort yet. All you've done is brag about how good you'd fuck me, but there are lots of guys out there that can fuck me good."

    "But Tanner isn't one of them, right?" Mark asked.

    "No, he's not," Moira replied. "He's very useful for other things, though. He's got a world class tongue, and he likes doing as he's told, so he satisfies certain other desires that I have."

    "Doing as he's told, huh?" Mark said. "Is that the kind of man you're into?"

    Tanner could almost hear the smile on Moira's face as she said, "That's one kind of man that I'm into. I'm also into the kind of man that wants to bend me over a desk and fuck me so hard that I can't help but cum all over his cock. But like I said, you haven't earned that, Mark. There are a dozen men in this company that could give me that and thousands more in the city that could do the same. I wonder if you can find another way to impress me, to turn me on, to show me that you deserve the chance to bend me over and take my pussy from behind."

    Mark laughed. "You are not what I expected. But challenge accepted, Moira. I will fuck that pussy of yours."

    "And if you do, I will make you cum like no woman ever has," Moira replied.

    Tanner heard her heels on the tile floor of the break room and he rushed back to his cubicle. He'd never gone back for another cup of coffee. Instead, he'd spent the rest of his day alternating between thoughts of the sex he was going to witness that night and the implications of what Moira had said to Mark.

    "I'm not sure what I learned," Tanner said as the elevator doors opened to the parking garage. "But...I just...I have to say, I don't love Mark knowing that you think that I can't fuck you worth a damn, and I really don't love him knowing that I like doing as I'm told."

    Moira took his hand and Tanner's pulse quickened, just as it did every time she touched him. "I don't really care what you think, Tanner. Remember, your job is to do as you're told. As I'm sure you heard Mark say in our little break room conversation, you're not going anywhere at this company. You're not getting promoted above your current station. At least, you're not getting promoted if you're on your own. If you do as I desire, if you do as you're told, I'll bring you with me. I'll promote you. I'll make sure you're taken care of. You just have to be a good boy for me."

    Tanner wanted to - he really did find pleasure in doing as Moira instructed - but he hated the idea of Mark knowing that their relationship wasn't what it seemed. "I know...I just, I just wish you hadn't told Mark those things."

    Moira released his hand and walked to the passenger side of his car. Tanner pulled the keys from his pocket and unlocked it, but she didn't get in. He stood there for a few seconds before figuring she wanted him to open the door for her. Tanner approached, but Moira stood in front of the door and refused to move.

    "On your knees," she said.

    Tanner looked around the parking garage. "Here?"

    An angry look crossed her face. "Tanner, it's your job to do as you're told. It's not your job to question my instructions. It's not your job to think in any particular way. So if I tell you to get on your knees, then you are to get on your fucking knees, no matter where I tell you to do so."

    Tanner fell to his knees, looked up at Moira, and said, "I'm sorry."

    "You should be," she replied as that angry look crossed her face once more. "I don't think you realize how lucky you are, Tanner. There are men that would kill to be in your position, that would do anything to offer their obedience to a woman like me. I think you don't quite understand that you're one of those men, Tanner. That you're destined to be an obedient little bitch for a woman like me. If I didn't need you to ensure my victory over Mark, I would have tossed you aside already, and if you can't cease questioning me, I'll punish you in a manner you'll find thoroughly unpleasant."

    It was the look on her face - coupled with her words - that filled Tanner with genuine fear, in part because he didn't want their relationship - strange as it was - to end, and in part because it seemed as though she'd absolutely dole out a deeply unpleasant punishment.

    "I'm sorry, Moira," he said. "I'll be better. I will."

    Tanner heard footsteps in the parking garage. They were close. It could have been anyone - lots of other companies had office space in the building - but that didn't stop him from worrying that someone would see him on his knees. He resisted the urge to stand up, though. He remained on his knees and despite his desire to check and see if it was anyone he knew, Tanner kept his gaze focused on Moira.

    "Tonight, I may ask you to do something - or many things - you're deeply uncomfortable with. Are you going to be good for me, Tanner, or are you going to hesitate and make me punish you in front of the man that's going to fuck me?" she asked.

    "I'll be good for you," he answered. "I will."

    The footsteps were getting closer.

    "Open your mouth," Moira instructed.

    Tanner opened his mouth and she placed two fingers on his tongue.

    "Suck," she said.

    Tanner closed his lips around her fingers and sucked as she moved them in and out of his mouth. The footsteps were close enough that it would only be a few moments before someone - whoever it was walking to their car - would see Tanner on his knees with his fake girlfriend's fingers in his mouth.

    "Well would you look at that," Mark's distinct voice said.

    Moira looked towards their coworker and smiled as Tanner remained on his knees while sucking on her fingers. He wanted to pull back, to get up, to get in his car, to back over Mark and drive out of the parking garage. He wanted the floor to open up and swallow him whole. He wanted to escape that moment in any way possible, but he remained on his knees and he kept on sucking as Moira began to fuck his mouth deeper with her fingers.

    "Hello there, Mark," she said.

    "Is this another thing he's good at?" Mark asked.

    Moira smiled. "I told you he's very good with his mouth, though if I'm being honest, I haven't yet fully explored just how good he might be with his mouth."

    Tanner squirmed from the intense discomfort he felt, but he remained obedient. He sucked on her fingers. He looked up at her, mostly because he couldn't bear to even try and glance Mark's way.

    "I have to admit, though," Moira continued, "I'm eager to see if Tanner's mouth and lips can be as versatile as I'd like them to be."

    "Is that right?" Mark asked. "Do you have a plan for finding out if his mouth can be versatile?"

    Moira smiled and looked down at Tanner. The lust in her eyes seemed genuine and it wasn't lost on him that she seemed to be implying that she wanted his mouth to be used for more than eating pussy and sucking on her fingers. He couldn't imagine she actually wanted that, though. She must have been playing some sort of game with Mark, though Tanner couldn't fathom the purpose of that game.

    "I haven't come up with a plan just yet, but I'm sure something will come to me," she answered. "Until then, I'll continue to have fun with my boyfriend."

    Tanner's heart soared. He knew it was bullshit, and yet he still felt joy at being referred to as her boyfriend. That joy deepened when Moira pulled her fingers from his mouth, offered a hand to help Tanner to his feet, and kissed him like he was her boyfriend, including a heavy dose of tongue that quickly brought his cock to an achingly stiff state in the used panties he'd worn to work that day.

    "Take me home," she said after the kiss.

    "Happily," Tanner replied.

    He turned, briefly saw a mixture of jealousy and amusement on Mark's face, and rushed to the driver's side of the car. Mark was gone by the time Tanner got in, started the car, and put his seat belt on.

    To his delight, Moira leaned over, caressed his crotch with her delicate, talented fingers, and kissed his neck. "You did very well," she said softly. "My pussy is wet, Tanner. It's wet because you were a good boy for me. It's wet because you sucked my fingers like a good little slut, and because you kept doing so even though Mark was standing there watching."

    She bit his earlobe and pulled gently as Tanner moaned, though that moan was in part because she'd called him a 'slut,' which proved far more arousing than he expected, and a great deal more arousing than he was comfortable with.

    "Are you going to be good for me tonight?" she asked.

    "Yes, I will. I promise," he replied.

    "Good. Now take me home," she instructed.

    With arousal coursing through his body - and a beautiful ache between his legs - Tanner backed out of the space and drove Moira home with the intention of doing exactly as she instructed that night, no matter what that entailed.

  
    A Sexy Surprise from Your Beautiful Wife

    “I have a surprise for you,” your wife says.

    It’s your birthday and she’s just emerged from the bedroom wearing a white satin robe and black high heels. She’s holding an elegantly wrapped gift with a pretty blue bow around it. She hands it to you.

    You take note of how sexy she looks with her blonde hair teased out and her lips shiny with red gloss. You can’t help but wonder what’s underneath the robe, either.

    “Open your gift, honey,” she says.

    You tear your eyes away from your lovely wife and open the gift to find a beautiful leather-bound photo album. You run your hands over the soft cover and look up to see her smiling at you.

    “Take a look,” she says.

    You open the album and see a beautiful picture of your wife wearing the same outfit she has on right now. She’s giving the camera a seductive look. As you’re staring at the picture she kisses your neck and runs her hands up your leg, brushing her fingers against your cock.

    “Happy birthday, baby,” she whispers.

    You turn the page and are greeted with another astounding picture, this time with the robe gone and a sexy blue lace bra and panty set revealed. At that moment your wife stands and drops the white satin robe, revealing the same underwear.

    You move to put the album aside and take her into your arms, but she stops you. “No,” she says while sitting down next to you. “I want you to experience your whole gift before we have a little fun.”

    Your cock is half hard now. She’s not usually the kind of woman that dresses up in lingerie for you. She looks breathtaking and you can’t help but want her.

    You do as she requests and slowly flip through the photo album while she runs her hands over your body. She strikes a series of increasingly arousing poses and seems to get more confident as the photo shoot progresses.

    Then you arrive at a picture where she’s on her knees in front of the camera. Her eyes are full of lust as she looks into the lens. Her shiny red lips are parted ever so slightly. It looks like she wants to give a blowjob. You can’t find another way to interpret the picture.

    “Do you like that picture, birthday boy?” she asks in a sultry tone as her hand moves between your legs again. “Oh, I guess you do!” she says when her fingers find your erection.

    Again she kisses your neck. She lightly nibbles your ear lobe and whispers, “You’re going to love the next one.”

    You flip the page and see your wife in the same pose, only this time there’s a big cock in front of her. For a moment, it doesn’t register. All you feel is pure shock.

    “It was supposed to be a simple boudoir shoot,” your wife says. “He was just going to take some naughty pictures of me so I could surprise you for your birthday. It became something more.”

    You flip to the next photo and your wife has her shiny red lips wrapped around the photographer’s cock. Her eyes are filled with lust as she looks into the camera. She’s giving another man a blowjob.

    “I cuckolded you for your birthday,” your wife whispers into your ear as she unzips your pants. “I hope you like your present.”

    “I do. I really do,” you say.

    You turn the page and in the next naughty photo your wife has the photographer’s big balls in her mouth. His long, thick cock rests on her face. She looks overwhelmingly slutty.

    “Holy shit,” you say, expressing your delight at how utterly naughty she’s being for the other man.

    She kisses your neck. “I was such a slut for him, honey. I couldn’t resist. I had to have him.”

    You turn the page and reveal another photo. This one has your beautiful blonde wife on her knees on the chair with her panties pulled aside. She’s spread her pussy lips open and is looking back at the camera with desperate need in her eyes.

    “I begged him for it,” she says in a sensual whisper. “I begged him to fuck me.” She plays with your cock, stroking you slowly. “Do you like that, honey? Do you like that I begged someone else to fuck me?”

    “Yes,” you say as your dick tingles with intense pleasure.

    “I think you’ll really like the next picture,” she says.

    You turn the page and see a picture of your wife having doggystyle sex with her photographer. His big dick is halfway inside her. Another man’s dick is in her pussy and it looks genuinely perfect. The photo is a close up on her ass so you can admire how good it looks in the blue lace panties while he pushes into her.

    You turn to yet another picture and this time you see the doggystyle sex continuing, only he’s zoomed out to capture all of your wife’s lithe body. Her head is turned to look back at him and you see pure lust on her face.

    “His cock felt so good inside me,” your wife says as she runs her soft red lips along the skin of your neck. Her touch makes you tingle. “Better than yours ever has.”

    She knows just how to turn you on. She knows exactly what’s going to make her cuckold husband horny. What a naughty girl she is.

    In the next picture she’s on her back in the chair and her legs are spread wide. The photographer’s cock is balls deep inside her.

    “He went so much deeper than you ever have, honey. He reached places your cock has no hope of ever going. That’s why I came so hard,” she whispers.

    “He made you cum?” you ask. You want to hear her say it. You want her to talk about it, to tease you with the notion that someone else made her cum so much harder than you ever have.

    “Flip the page,” is all she says.

    You turn the page and see that the photographer has captured an image of your wife experiencing an orgasm. Her face is contorted in the most beautiful way. Her pleasure is obvious. She’s cumming on his big cock. She’s experiencing pure sexual joy.

    “Yes, he made me cum. His big cock made me cum, and more than once. Have you ever done that?” she asks, knowing full well that the answer is no.

    “No,” you say.

    “No, of course not. This little cock isn’t made for making women cum, is it? It’s made for disappointing women, I suppose,” she says, delightfully humiliating you as you browse a photo book full of pictures of her fucking another man.

    “We’re almost done,” she says.

    The next picture is of her pretty face. The photographer’s thumb is in her mouth and she’s sucking on it like it’s a cock. It’s astoundingly sexy to see her being so wild, wonderful, and openly sexual with him.

    “Just one more,” she says.

    You flip the page and see a beautiful picture of your wife’s pussy. The photographer’s cum is dripping out of it. Her lips are open from the good fucking he gave her so you can see how wonderfully messy it looks inside.

    “He came inside me, honey. Another man filled your wife’s pussy with his thick load. You love that, don’t you?” she asks while stroking your cock faster.

    “Yes, I love that he came inside you. I love that you had another man’s cum in your pussy. Fuck, I love it!” you say as she brings you to an orgasm. Your cum flies into the air and lands on the floor in front of you as she moves the photo album out of the way.

    “Happy birthday, honey,” your wife says after you’ve finished.

    Happy birthday, indeed.

  
    A Sub-Blog for My Femdom Patrons

    Hello Everyone,

    I wanted to let you know about a sub-blog I've just started on the Private Blog. It's called Inside Our Female Led Marriage. It's only accessible to my femdom patrons.

    The idea is to take you inside the female led marriage of a couple. It will be written from the wife's perspective and is modeled on the Tumblr microblogging style with shorter posts and lots of pics and gifs.

    My goal is to fill it with kinky femdom-fueled content and to find a distinct, arousing voice for the character, Sarah. There will be frequent updates and I hope it provides you with extra thrills in addition to the femdom stories.

    Also, if you haven't yet checked them out, there's 57 femdom-only posts on the Private Blog. Click here to read them all (they don't show up in the main feed as I don't want to annoy people that don't subscribe at the femdom tier).

  
    A Submissive Vacation - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Prior to our vacation, I'd never gotten fucked outdoors. I'd given several handjobs - I had an early boyfriend that loved hand stuff - and two blowjobs that I can remember, but I was never terribly interested in having sex outdoors. It's easier for a guy. For me, though, getting fucked outdoors almost certainly means walking around with cum dripping out of me for quite some time and that's not terribly appealing if you're hiking, or, even worse, swimming.

    I got fucked on the golf course, though. I sucked quite a bit of dick, too.

    Before that, though, there was quite a bit of teasing. I rode in Alec's cart and Tim rode with Erica. The teasing came in the form of having to watch my husband fool around with another woman. This wasn't Erica dominating Tim. This was Erica making out with him, letting him play with her tits, letting him finger her. This was Erica stroking his dick through his shorts and at one point pulling it out and giving him a quick blowjob.

    The jealousy was unexpected and a bit maddening. In hindsight, I understand that it was part of Erica's domination of me, but I couldn't see that at the moment. All I saw was my husband having a grand time fooling around with a gorgeous, elegant older woman.

    "How does it feel?" Alec asked as I stared across the eighth fairway and watched Erica's head bobbing up and down in my husband's lap.

    "Terrible. It feels terrible."

    Alec put his hand on my leg. His touch was surprisingly calming. "Erica's taken a liking to your husband, though that doesn't surprise me. She's always enjoyed playing with a pliable man, and Tim is nothing if not pliable."

    We were quite some distance away, so I didn't have a great view, but Erica really seemed to be putting in a great effort to pleasure Tim. He even had a hand on the back of her head, though that must have been at her urging as I couldn't have imagined Tim taking the initiative with a dominant woman like Erica.

    "Does it make you want to run across the fairway with a club in hand?" Alec asked.

    I shook my head.

    "Does it make you want to run over and join her in pleasuring your husband's cock?"

    "A little."

    Alec reached up and caressed my face. I turned my attention from the blowjob and looked at him. He was a handsome man, though not as good looking as Tim. He was far more commanding, though. He exuded that sense without saying a word, without doing much of anything. It made him damn near irresistible.

    "We have a little time," he said. "The foursome behind is playing slowly. Why don't you suck my cock, Alice."

    I unzipped him. I freed his cock. I dropped my head to his lap and took him in my mouth. I gave him a blowjob in a golf cart. I felt like I was in a porn movie, only it was real. It was all real. I got wet as I blew him. Soaking wet. His hand moving down my back and grabbing my ass several times helped with that. I like Alec's touch. I like the confidence inherent in it.

    That was the second time I'd had him in my mouth on the course. The first was in a sand trap on the fourth hole. We were largely hidden and he pushed me to my knees and fucked my face for a short while. When he was done I looked up to see Tim watching from the green with a putter in hand. Erica then moved behind him, kissed his neck, and he turned his head to face her. Their tongues met for a kiss while my knees dug into the sand and jealousy surged through my body.

    I attempted to connect with Tim on the green at the eleventh hole. He was standing over his ball on one end of the green and Erica was all the way on the other end. I approached my husband and ran my hand up his back. I felt a touch of sweat and he turned his head and smiled at me.

    "It seems like you've been having fun with Erica," I said.

    I'm pretty sure he could sense my jealousy as he seemed hesitant to answer.

    "It's okay. You're just doing as you're told. There's no harm in that."

    Then I leaned in to kiss him. He pulled away.

    "Sorry," Tim said. "Erica said I can't. She said I'm hers until she says otherwise."

    Jealousy flowed through me. I looked across the green at Erica and she waved. Then she beckoned me over. I did as I was told.

    "Kiss my shoes," she said.

    I fell to my knees and kissed her shoes as instructed. When I'd done so, I looked up at Erica. She placed her fingers against my lips and I opened up. She penetrated my mouth and I sucked on her fingers like I knew she wanted. I saw a cart drive by but their view was likely blocked by Erica's body. It didn't really matter if they saw me, though, because I didn't care. I was doing what felt good.

    I sucked cock again on the twelfth fairway. This time Alec had me on my knees in the grass next to our cart. His hands were in my hair. He was thrusting in and out of my mouth. I suppose I wasn't really even sucking his cock. I was getting face fucked. I certainly felt submissive and in a fairly incredible manner.

    He slapped my face with his dick a few times, fucked my mouth until I was drooling, and then put his cock away. I gasped for air and watched him hit his approach shot. I pulled out a club and hit one of my own, though I fell far short of the green.

    It was on the fifteenth hole that I got fucked. I'd hit a ball off the fairway and was searching for it. There was a fairly large boulder in the desert area off the rough. I ended up with my hands against the boulder and my shorts around my knees as Alec took me from behind.

    Tim and Erica were there to watch.

    "Look at your beautiful wife, Tim," Erica said. "Look at her taking my husband's dick. Look at her taking it without complaint. Look at her enjoying it, in fact."

    I couldn't see them. I was facing the rock. I was enjoying getting fucked, though. My pussy was absolutely soaked. It wasn't the kind of enjoyment where I'd have an orgasm - that would have required more clit stimulation - but it did feel good to have Alec's big cock moving in and out of my pussy.

    "Please, cum inside me," I begged at one point.

    "You'd like that, wouldn't you, you little slut?" Alec asked.

    I've never been the kind of girl that liked name calling during sex. I'd become that kind of girl since I'd met Erica and Alec, though. My pussy gushed as he called me a slut.

    "Yes, I want it. Please, I want your cum inside me."

    "Listen to your slut wife," Erica said to my husband. "Listen to her begging for his load in her pussy. Does she beg you like that, Tim? Do you ever feel like she's genuinely desperate to have you pump your seed into her wet, needy little cunt?"

    "No," he answered.

    I'm sure I'd done some version of begging for him to cum inside me at some point. Men like hearing that. Women like saying it, too, though it had probably been some time since it had happened.

    Alec pulled out before cumming inside me. I was genuinely disappointed. My pussy felt empty, too.

    I turned around to see Erica and Tim kissing passionately. I was frustrated and jealous and disappointed and horny as hell. I'd been that way for hours. It was a day of being teased by the couple that had taken such delight in controlling Tim and me.

    We finished our round and stopped into the restaurant on the property for a drink. I sat next to Alec and Tim sat next to Erica on the patio. Alec ordered for all of us and our drinks appeared with remarkable speed. We toasted to an especially good round of golf.

    "I believe that young man over there is interested in you, Alice," Erica said as she gestured to her right.

    I turned my head and saw a good looking guy in shorts, a collared shirt, and a hat sitting at the bar. He raised his glass and smiled at me. He was good looking enough that I found myself smiling back at him without even thinking about it.

    "I wonder if he'd enjoy getting his dick sucked," Erica said.

    My head whipped towards her. She was smiling, but I couldn't tell if she was delighted at having worried me or if she actually planned on having me offer my mouth to the guy at the bar.

    "What do you think, Tim? Should I send your pretty wife to the bar to offer that handsome young man a blowjob?" she asked.

    "No," Tim answered.

    "Why not?"

    I looked at my husband, but he was looking at the guy at the bar.

    "I don't know why, I just don't think you should."

    "Is it because he's young and handsome, Tim? Is it because you're worried he'll have a bigger, better dick than yours and that your wife will suck it and wish it was the dick that she got to fuck all the time? Is it because you know my husband has no interest in taking your wife from you but the gentleman at the bar might want more than just a blowjob from her?"

    Tim looked at me and then at Erica. He nodded. "Something like that. It just...something about the idea of her blowing that guy makes me feel bad."

    Erica leaned over and kissed him softly. Then her lips parted. She offered her tongue. Her hand moved to the back of Tim's head. They were kissing like they were one step away from fucking right there at the table.

    Watching them kiss made me want to blow the guy at the bar. How crazy is that? In just a few days I'd become the kind of woman that would suck a stranger's cock. In that moment, I liked that I'd become that kind of woman. It was exciting. Thrilling, even.

    Erica turned back to me and smiled. "Go offer that young man a blowjob. Make it clear that you're a cock and cum hungry slut that wants to make him feel good, that wants to swallow his load."

    My pussy actually tingled as she said it. It's crazy how good it felt. It's crazy what it said about me. Even crazier was that this part of me had lain dormant for so many years as if I'd been waiting for someone like Erica to come along and unleash it.

    I smiled at Tim, got up, and walked over to the bar. I sauntered, really. Men like a sway in the hips. They like a swinging ponytail, too, and mine was definitely swinging.

    "Can I sit here?" I asked, though I sat without waiting for his answer. "I'm Alicia."

    He looked surprised that I'd come over. "Hi, Alicia, I'm Todd."

    I smiled. "It's nice to meet you, Todd. You're very handsome, you know."

    Again he looked surprised. "And you're very beautiful. Very, very beautiful."

    He glanced past me at the table I'd come from. When our eyes met once more he seemed curious, and perhaps a touch confused.

    "This is a little bit unusual," I said. "As I'm sure you know. I could explain it if you'd like, but I could also just take you to your car and suck your cock."

    His eyes went wide. Surprise. Pure, perfect surprise. A touch of disbelief, too.

    "Really?" he asked.

    I nodded. "Again, I know it's unusual, but suffice it to say that I'm playing a naughty game with the woman over there. She's in control. I do as she says, and she told me to come over here and offer you a blowjob. In fact, she told me to make it clear that I'm a cock and cum hungry slut and that I really, really want to suck your dick and swallow your load."

    That's when I put my hand on his leg. For a just a moment he tensed up. Then I leaned in and kissed him. It was a really good kiss, actually. The kind that happens when there's physical chemistry with someone.

    "What do you say, Todd?" I asked softly. "Will you let me suck your cock and swallow your cum?"

    I'd be willing to be he'd never had a girl ask him that particular question, not in that way, not while caressing him through his shorts.

    "Yes," he answered, though I could hear the nervousness in the utterance of that single word.

    We got up and walked arm-in-arm out of the restaurant and through the parking lot.

    "Where are you from, Todd?"

    "Virginia," he replied. "I'm here on vacation."

    "You came alone?"

    "No, me and my dad came. He hurt his back yesterday, though, so he's back at the hotel. We had a tee time here this morning and he insisted that I use it. It's a really nice course."

    "It is," I replied.

    "Are you here on vacation?"

    "Yes, my husband and I came to do some hiking."

    He stopped. "You're married?"

    I nodded. "My husband was the one sitting next to the other woman at the table. The one making out with her. Like I said, it's a strange situation. If it's any consolation, though, my husband isn't upset that I'm about to suck you off. He's not thrilled about it, but you have nothing to worry about, and you're going to make me very happy by getting in the back seat of your car and letting me pleasure you until you've flooded my mouth with your thick cum."

    "Holy shit," he said. "You're amazing."

    I felt giddy. It was in part because of what I was about to do, but it was also in part because Todd was cute and charming and a little bit shy. It was honestly so much better than if I'd been ordered to suck off some alpha asshole type that would have grabbed my hair and fucked my face like he was God's gift to women.

    I kissed Todd in the parking lot. I kissed him for quite some time, actually, and I felt him get nice and hard for me. His hands moved over my body and he moaned a fair amount. It made me wonder if he hadn't been with a woman in a long time. He was good looking enough to have very little trouble picking women up, but maybe he just wasn't the kind of guy that was interested in that sort of thing.

    His car - it was a massive SUV, actually - was close by and we were in his back seat in no time. The windows were helpfully tinted - just a little - and I found myself in Todd's lap and making out with him rather ferociously before long.

    He wasn't an inexperienced man. He had my shirt and bra off in no time. He touched me with expertise, working my tits and my ass in ways that drove me wild with desire. When he got his mouth on one of my breasts he did wonderful things, sending waves of pleasure to my loins and causing a wealth of moans to reverberate through the car.

    I wanted to fuck him. I didn't, of course. I hadn't been told to, so I didn't.

    Instead, I got off his lap, took off his shorts, and gave him a long, slow blowjob. It was probably a good ten minutes of sensual cocksucking. I sucked his balls some, too, and there was plenty of kissing with my hand moving up and down his shaft. He moaned the whole time and it was absolutely enthralling to hear his pleasure.

    He got his fingers in my pussy at one point. That felt good. Really, really good. It made me want to fuck him in even more, so much so that I resolved to get his contact information with the hope that Erica would let me - or instruct me, I suppose - to have sex with the good-looking man I was blowing.

    "Alicia...fuck...I'm cumming," he announced.

    His cock head swelled up in my mouth and then the first of many volleys of cum hit my tongue. The load was massive enough that I figured he'd gone quite some time without an orgasm. That made getting him off feel even better.

    "Holy shit," he said afterwards. "Holy shit, that was amazing. That was the best blowjob I've ever had."

    I sat back on my knees and smiled. "You know, I'm not sure I've ever enjoyed giving a blowjob quite as much as I enjoyed that one."

    "Really?"

    I nodded. "Yes, really."

    "Can I...can I go down on you?" he asked.

    "That's sweet, but like I said, the other woman at the table is in control and she didn't say anything about you making me cum. I would, if you're okay with it, like to get your number, though, so I can get in touch just in case I'm allowed to have more fun with you."

    Todd gave me his number. He also gave me a long kiss before I left his car and headed back to the restaurant. I took my seat next to Alec and saw that Tim had likely been stressed while I was gone. It was all over his face. I found it oddly charming.

    "You were gone for quite some time," Erica said. "Did you enjoy yourself?"

    I nodded. "I did. I was a good cocksucker, too. A good slut. I made him feel good. Really good. I took my time. Then I swallowed his load and got his number just in case you were generous enough to let me play with him again before our trip is over."

    Tim didn't care for that. Erica liked it, though, and she reached over to stroke Tim's dick under the table, perhaps to calm him.

    "I imagine you can earn that pleasure," Erica said. "You'll have to be a good slut for me, though."

    "I will be. Nothing would make me happier."

    Oddly enough, that was true. It hadn't been before that week, but it had become my reality with Erica and Alec, and what a fantastic - if short-lived - reality it was.

  
    A Submissive Vacation - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "Has she ever done that for you, Tim?" Erica asked.

    She was referring to the fact that I had Alec's cock in my throat. That my nose was buried in his pubic hair. That I'd somehow managed to swallow every inch of him without gagging so hard that I needed to pull back. I'd deepthroated him at Erica's instruction, of course, and my pussy tingled as I accomplished what had felt like an impossible goal just five minutes earlier.

    "She's tried," my husband confessed. "She's never succeeded before, though."

    "That's because you failed to properly motivate her, Tim," Erica said in a gently chiding tone. "You failed to see your wife's submissive nature. You failed to dominate her, to unlock the part of her that gets wet at the mere prospect of offering her submission to a dominant force."

    I pulled back, gasped for air, and took Alec's cock in my throat once more. I held it there until I felt my body panic at the lack of air moving into my lungs and pulled back again. I repeated the process over and over because that's what Erica had instructed me to do and I was, in that moment, completely enthralled to the dominant woman in the knee high latex boots and the red lace bodysuit.

    "Do you think you could deepthroat my husband's cock, Tim?"

    I was caught off guard by the sudden burst of arousal that rushed through my body and I moaned around Alec's cock.

    Erica laughed softly. I heard a kiss. I glanced over to see her nuzzling Tim's neck as she stroked his cock just a few feet from where her husband was getting his dick sucked by an eager slut. Me. I'm the eager slut.

    "I think your wife would like to see you try and swallow cock, Tim," Erica said softly. "I think she'd like you to get on your knees and take my husband's stiff, long, thick, wet dick in your mouth. I think she wants you to submit like she's doing. I think she probably understands that you're not a dominant man, that you'll never be a dominant man. I think she understands that you might find great pleasure in embracing what you really are on this vacation."

    I continued deepthroating Alec's cock. My husband offered no response, though I could see out of the corner of my eye that he was hard.

    I pulled back and gasped for air. I needed a break. My jaw ached. My lungs burned. Some of my saliva had made its way to Alec's balls so I dropped down and sucked them clean while stroking him. He was coated in thick mucus from the back of my throat and the sounds of the stroking were surprisingly sexy.

    "Would you like to fuck me, Tim?" Erica asked.

    I seized up with jealousy. For a moment my lips tightened around Alec's balls and he groaned in pain. I pulled back immediately.

    "I don't think your beautiful wife likes that," Erica said. "But it wouldn't be up to her. It would be my choice, Tim. She would have to sit and watch while you fucked me, while you bathed your cock in my perfect cunt, while I milked you of a thick load, while I gave you the best orgasm of your life."

    I couldn't move. I couldn't speak. My fingers had ceased their movement up and down Alec's shaft. I was jealous, but there was a small part of me that hoped that Erica would push me in that direction, that she would make me submit to the unpleasant experience of watching my husband have sex with someone else.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Tim?"

    Tim glanced at Alec, who offered nothing more than a smile. He often seemed more than happy to be a passenger as his wife played out her fantasies, and of course Alec almost always benefited.

    "Yes, I want to fuck you," he answered. "You're beautiful and sexy and perfect, Erica. Of course I want to fuck you."

    Erica smiled, turned Tim's head towards her, and kissed him. I'm fairly certain the kiss was intended to make me jealous. It was slow and deep and passionate. It was the kind of kiss that people share when they're overwhelmed with desire for each other, when they're moments away from surrendering to that desire and having beautiful sex.

    "Alice, my cock should be in your throat," Alec said. "Don't tarry or Erica will punish you."

    I returned to deepthroating. I swallowed his cock. I buried my nose in his pubic hair. I held it there as I listened to my husband moan into another woman's mouth. For some reason, the jealousy made me want to be a better cocksucker. It made me want to hold Alec in my throat a little longer. It made me play with his balls as I blew him. It made me wrap my fingers around his shaft and stroke him as I pulled back to catch my breath.

    "I love sucking your cock," I said with a smile. I kissed the head. "I love having it in my throat. I love that I feel like such a good little slut when I blow you, Alec."

    He put a hand on the back of my head and pushed down hard. His cock slipped into my throat in an instant and my stomach lurched as I nearly lost my battle with my gag reflex.

    "My wife is gifted, Alice. She can spot a submissive from a mile away. She saw it in you even though you'd never seen it in yourself. Remember that when this trip is over. Remember how good it feels to submit. Consider that it might be worth finding someone at home, someone that can dominate you - man or woman - and offer yourself to them so that you may feel the kind of pleasure my wife has unlocked for you."

    My body was rebelling against the cock in my throat when I heard a knock at the door.

    "Our guest is here," Erica said. "He has excellent timing. Alice, would you please answer the door?"

    I pulled back, wiped the saliva from my lips and chin, and stood. I hesitated, though, as I was naked and concerned about greeting a stranger without a hint of clothing on.

    "It's okay," Erica said. "I invited your friend to join us."

    It took a moment to realize she was talking about Todd, the guy I'd blown in the golf course parking lot. I smiled and caught the jealousy on Tim's face, though he was getting a handjob at that same moment so his jealousy couldn't have been that strong.

    "Thank you," I said to Erica.

    She smiled and I turned and headed for the door. I looked through the peephole to confirm that it was Todd and then turned the handle. I hid most of my body behind the door and greeted him with a smile.

    "Please, come in," I said.

    Todd stepped into the spacious, multi-bedroom rental and I let the door close. I struck a pose for him and was delighted when his eyes roamed over my body. He stuffed his hands in his pockets like he was suddenly a bit uncomfortable and I thought it was so damn cute that I closed the distance between us and kissed him.

    He relaxed as our tongues entwined. His hands moved over my back and then grabbed my ass. I moaned into his mouth as he kneaded the flesh of my backside and I couldn't help but press my body even tighter against his. I felt his erection press into me and moaned even louder.

    "I'm glad you came," I said. "I imagine we're going to have some fun."

    I took Todd's hand and led him into the living area. Alec was sitting naked on the couch and his glorious cock was hard and still soaked with my saliva. Tim sat a little further down and Erica was next to him with her delicate fingers wrapped around his cock.

    Erica offered a welcoming smile. "Welcome, Todd."

    She released Tim's cock, got up, and sauntered towards the young man standing next to me. Todd shuffled a little closer and I took his hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. He had nothing to fear from the admittedly intimidating woman crossing the living area, but a gentle touch from someone he knew was hopefully enough to calm his nerves.

    "Thank you for..."

    Erica cut him off with a kiss. He gripped my hand tighter and let out a surprised groan, but soon enough he'd welcomed Erica's tongue into his mouth and her hand was between his legs and stroking him quite vigorously through his jeans.

    "Don't be nervous, Todd," she said with her hand resting on the side of his face. "You're going to have fun tonight. You're going to fuck the beautiful girl standing next to you. You might even get to fuck her multiple times."

    Todd looked at me and offered a genuinely giddy smile. Again he struck me as impossibly cute, and in the best way possible. I wanted to kiss him, to undress him, to spread my legs for him, to let him have me...but I hadn't been instructed to do any of that, so I remained next to him with my fingers entwined with his.

    "Tim, why don't you come shake the hand of the man that's going to fuck your wife tonight," Erica said.

    Tim stood and came towards us. His cock was still hard, though he seemed a bit embarrassed to be naked. He offered a handshake he remained silent while doing so.

    "Tim has watched my husband fuck his wife, but I get the feeling that he's a little more insecure at the idea of you fucking her," Erica explained. "Perhaps because you're young and vibrant and Alice is clearly attracted to you. I suppose that would make any man jealous, and Alice hasn't even experienced the pleasure of having your cock in her cunt yet, which might deepen her attraction."

    Tim didn't say anything, but it seemed to me that Erica was spot-on in her analysis of his mindset. She was right about me being attracted to Todd, too. There was a reason I hadn't objected to the notion of sucking his cock in the parking lot. I loved my husband, though, and Tim had nothing to worry about.

    "Why don't you get undressed, Todd," Erica suggested.

    "Oh...uh...well..."

    I turned towards him and kissed his neck. He stopped talking and moaned softly. "It's okay. I promise, I'll be the only one you're thinking about. I'll make you feel so good tonight, Todd. If Erica gives me permission, at least."

    "Oh, you have my permission," she replied.

    I smiled at Erica and took Todd's hand in mine. I placed it on my bare breast. He squeezed my flesh as I desired and then I guided his hand between my legs. His fingers entered me and I moaned softly.

    "I'm yours tonight. My body is yours. My tits are yours. My pussy is yours. My mouth is yours. I'll give you what you crave, Todd, and I'll do it while my husband watches."

    "I have to admit, I kind of like that idea," Todd said. "Of your husband watching, I mean."

    I smiled. "Imagine me on my back on that rug. Imagine my legs spread. Imagine my body being open to you. Imagine taking me right there as he watches. Imagine my wet pussy milking your cock. Imagine me begging you to cum inside me, Todd. Imagine me begging you to flood my tight little pussy with your seed."

    I couldn't believe how turned on I was. I felt it from head to toe. My body was tingling in the most beautiful manner.

    "Actually, Alice, why don't you undress our guest," Erica said, amending her earlier instruction to Todd.

    I obeyed without hesitation. I took my time, though. I ran my fingers over Todd's chest as I unbuttoned his shirt. I leaned in to kiss him as I helped him out of the shirt and then tossed it aside. I fell to my knees to loosen his belt, unbutton his pants, and lower them to the floor. I untied his shoes while wiggling my ass and he kicked them off before peeling off his socks. I leaned in to kiss the bulge in his tight underwear. I mouthed it, too. I moaned while taking the head of his cock between my lips through the soft, thin material of his boxer-briefs.

    "I want you in my mouth again," I said. "I want to suck your cock so badly, Todd." It was true. I was wet at the idea of blowing him while my husband, Erica, and Alec watched.

    "Isn't it amazing to hear your wife talk like that, Tim?" Erica asked. "Isn't it beautiful to witness her expression of her true desire? Don't you love that she feels free enough in this moment to let her inner slut come out and play?"

    Todd's eyes went wide for a moment at the word 'slut.' It was cute. He was impossibly cute. He seemed like an innocent, like someone who shouldn't have joined us that night, and yet despite his gentle discomfort he was hard as a rock in his underwear and I was certain that he'd satisfy me as many times as he could that night.

    "I don't know if it is," Tim answered.

    I smiled at Todd. "I want to make you feel good, Todd. I want to do whatever it takes to make you feel good. That's what my inner slut craves. Your pleasure."

    He lowered his underwear and his cock popped free. My mouth actually watered a little.

    I turned and looked at Tim. Erica was standing behind him, kissing his neck and gently stroking his dick.

    "I want to suck his beautiful cock, Tim," I said. "I want to take him in my mouth, in my throat. I want to make him feel so good. I'm desperate for it."

    "When was the last time you felt that desperation for your husband's cock, slut?" Erica asked.

    "I can't remember."

    I stared at Tim as I wrapped my fingers around Todd's cock. I could tell that my husband's feelings weren't pure in that moment. I could also tell that Erica was working to keep him from tumbling over the precipice and into a pit of misery. I felt great affection for her in that moment, for she seemed to understand that what I wanted - more than anything, really - was to have lots of sex with Todd and to do it in front of my husband. That was, to my surprise, a significant contributor to the arousal coursing through me.

    "Pleasure him, Alice," Erica instructed.

    I took Todd's cock in my mouth. He moaned immediately. He closed his eyes. His head rolled towards the ceiling. I ran my hands up his thighs, his stomach, and to his chest. I ran them back down as I swallowed every inch of him. Alec was bigger, so deepthroating Todd proved to be rather easy, at least comparatively.

    "Holy fuck," Todd said in a manner that delighted me. I was sucking his dick so well that he couldn't contain his delight, his pleasure, his lust.

    "Tim, would you like to be in my pussy while you watch Todd fuck your wife?" Erica asked.

    "Yes," he answered without hesitation.

    "You're not allowed to cum without permission. Do you understand that?"

    "Yes, I do."

    I felt jealousy with another man's cock in my mouth. It was solid proof of how little control we have over our feelings and how they're often completely irrational. Thankfully, the jealousy wasn't overwhelming.

    "Sit on the couch, Tim," she said. "I'll ride you nice and slow."

    They moved to the couch while I busied myself by blowing Todd. I was playing with his balls as I deepthroated him and I had a hand on his ass to keep him in place. I liked squeezing his tight backside as I took him in my throat. I liked that I could taste his precum. I liked that he was enjoying the blowjob so much.

    "Let him have your pussy, Erica. Right on the rug like you described," Erica instructed from the couch.

    I crawled towards the rug on my hands and knees. I looked towards the couch to see Erica had straddled Tim and was working his cock into her pussy. I saw Alec watching all of it unfold while slowly masturbating. For a moment I felt a bit bad for him - like he'd been left out - but he seemed enthralled with the fun unfolding in front of him.

    I rolled onto my back and enjoyed the sensations of the soft rug against my skin. Todd came closer, dropped to his knees between my legs, and lowered his body on top of mine. We shared a deep kiss as I guided his cock into my pussy. He moaned into my mouth while bottoming out inside me and then began to thrust.

    He started slow, which surprised me. I figured his desire would lead to hard and fast fucking from the start, but Todd managed to restrain himself. He was thinking of me, I imagine, as most women need a bit of a warm up to get loose and ready before they get pounded.

    "Your cock feels so good inside me," I said. "I've been dreaming about this since I met you, Todd, since I sucked your beautiful dick in your car, since you came in my mouth, since I swallowed your cum. I've been fantasizing about you fucking me, about Erica letting me have you, about this moment right here."

    He smiled and fucked me faster. "I bet I've been fantasizing about it even more. I'm pretty sure I haven't gone more than a few minutes without thinking about you since we met, Alice."

    He groaned in pleasure and I kissed him. I couldn't see what was unfolding on the couch, but I could hear my husband moaning. Erica, too. They were fucking. My husband's cock was in another woman's pussy, and yet I wasn't the slightest bit bothered by that in the moment because the sex with Todd was even better than I'd been expecting.

    It wasn't long before I reached that place of arousal where it feels like a certain kind of madness has overtaken you. I surrendered to it fully. I ran my fingers through his hair. I grabbed a tight fistful a few times. I smacked his ass once or twice. I moaned. I begged him to fuck me harder. I told him over and over how good it felt. He said the same to me.

    "Todd...I want you to cum in my pussy," I said. "Fuck...I need you to cum in my pussy!"

    "Isn't that beautiful, Tim?" Erica asked my husband. "She's so connected to him, so filled with desire for him, so lustful for him that she needs him to flood her womb with his seed. You may cum as he cums inside her, Tim."

    My toes curled as my orgasm neared. "Todd...please...cum in me!"

    Todd granted my wish. He came in my pussy. I climaxed as he unleashed. I held him tighter than I'd ever held a man. I felt pleasure that I was fairly certain I'd never felt before, at least not during missionary sex.

    I was speechless for a short span of time. I listened to Todd groaning as his orgasm went on and on in the most beautiful manner. I listened to Tim groaning, too, and Erica moaning softly as she welcomed his cum into her pussy.

    I kissed Todd deeply when his lips found mine. I sucked gently on his tongue when it entered my mouth. I held his head in my hands and silently communicated how much I'd enjoyed having sex with him.

    "You'll need to clean your mess from my pussy, Tim," Erica instructed. "Then you'll need to clean the mess from your wife's pussy."

    "Why?" he asked.

    "Because I said so, Tim."

    Todd looked at me and smiled.

    "Is he doing it?" I asked.

    He looked up. "He is."

    "Pull out, crawl forward, and feed me your dick," I said. "I want to suck it clean."

    That request produced a giddy look from my lover. He pulled out, crawled forward until his cock was over my face, and then guided it between my lips. He moved his hips forward gently until I'd taken the entire length. I sealed my lips hard around his shaft and he pulled back as I sucked every bit of cum and pussy juice off of him. Todd repeated the process several times and then pulled out and sat across my chest. I ran my hands over his thighs and listened to Erica's moans as Tim cleaned her pussy.

    "I think this is the best night of my life," Todd said.

    I laughed and gripped his cock, which was still half hard. "It's just beginning," I replied.

    He fucked me twice more before the night was over. The last time was in our room. Erica sent us away. It was a far more romantic kind of sex. I fell asleep in his arms afterwards. I woke up in his arms.

    It was beautiful, though it did complicate things a bit between Tim and me. That's for the next entry, though. I'll be back soon.

  
    A Submissive Vacation - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    It was nearing noon on the second to last day of our vacation. I was poolside with Erica. Tim was golfing with his friends. Alec was golfing with a would-be business partner. In other words, there was nothing sexual on the menu. It was simply a time to relax and enjoy one of the final days of our trip.

    Two cocktails - both of a tropical persuasion despite us being in the desert - rested on the table between my chair and Erica's. I'm not usually someone who drinks before dinner, but the rules change on vacation.

    I mention the cocktail because it loosened my lips enough to inquire about Erica's sexual predilections, or more specifically, about her enjoyment of domination.

    "What do you get out of it?" I asked as if we were having a conversation about her domination. We weren't, which is why she gave me a confused look. "Sorry, I was in my head there. The domination, I mean. What do you get out of it? Why do you like it so much?"

    She smiled and lifted her sunglasses until they rested on the top of her head. "What do you get out of submission?"

    A sensible reply. "Pleasure. Unexpected pleasure, in fact."

    "There's your answer."

    "But I usually end up getting fucked." There was no one within earshot at the pool, for what it's worth. I wasn't drunk enough to be spouting off like a sailor on leave. "I get to have an orgasm with a cock inside me. That doesn't seem to be the case for you."

    Erica's gaze stretched over the pool and towards the splendor of Zion, which was all around us. Then she smiled and looked back at me. "The orgasms you've had while under my care and control, would you say they're better than the vanilla orgasms you've had in your life? The ones you had before you met me?"

    "Yes, absolutely."

    "And those other orgasms, the ones before I woke you up to your true desires, they often occurred with a cock inside you, didn't they? With your husband's cock or with the cocks of the men you dated before him?"

    I nodded.

    "And yet, those orgasms weren't as satisfying as the ones you had while in submission to me, so I would argue that it's not the cock that was responsible for the intense pleasure you've felt over the past handful of days. Instead, it's the fact that being in submission enhances your pleasure, makes every thrust of a cock feel better than any thrust before it, makes your body tingle from head to toe before you have an orgasm that makes you scream."

    As she talked, I tried to imagine what my sex life with Tim would look like when our vacation was over. I felt an unexpected sense of dread at the notion that we'd go back to the kind of sex we used to have. It wasn't bad sex, mind you, but the orgasms were nothing like the ones I'd experienced on our vacation.

    "Alice?"

    I'd drifted away. "Sorry. I was...well, it's not important. I understand what you're saying. At least I think I do."

    "What am I saying?"

    "That the arousal I experience in submission is the same that you experience in domination. Or at least that they're similar. You feel the tingling from head to toe. You feel like your whole body has come alive. Your clit throbs and every little touch is far more satisfying than when you're having, as you termed it, vanilla sex."

    Erica reached over and squeezed my hand. I was gripped by a surprising urge to kiss her, though I resisted it. I did, however, lift the back of her hand to my lips to kiss it. That drew a stare from a guy across the pool, but I paid him no mind.

    "Our waiter is quite attractive, wouldn't you agree?" she asked.

    "I would." He was tall and handsome and his shirt was a bit too tight, though I suspect that was purposeful given how well-developed his arm and pectoral muscles were.

    "He looked you up and down as he came over to take our order," Erica said. "Did you notice that?"

    I smiled. "I did."

    "I did too, and I considered ordering you to suck his cock."

    I felt the tingle of arousal. The sort that starts low in my stomach and spreads outwards. The sort that I've only really felt while under Erica's control. It was like her dominance freed me to do the sorts of things I might have found enthralling were I a less controlled person.

    "My pussy got wet when I thought about it," she continued. "It got wet because I knew you'd do it. It got wet because I get off on having that kind of power over someone, Alice. That turns me on more than anything ever has or ever will. I like to play out that power in a variety of ways, though I admit that the most exciting of those ways is to convince a married woman to give herself to my husband. The orgasms driven by that form of conquest are more powerful than any I've ever had."

    I'd given myself to her husband in that way. I'd given him my mouth and my pussy. I'd let him cum inside me. I'd done so before Tim was even on board with our naughty vacation play. I'd literally cheated on my husband for the sake of offering my submission to Erica. While I wasn't aroused by her side of the equation, I could certainly understand where feeling that kind of power would make her pussy drip.

    "I would have done it," I said.

    Erica reached over and took my hand. "I know, sweetheart. You'd have fucked him, too. You're mine. I've got you wrapped around my finger. I'm fairly certain you don't even realize how submissive you are. You just know that it feels good."

    I watched the waiter serve someone on the other side of the pool. I felt the dampness between my legs as I thought about sucking him off at Erica's instructions.

    "It's my job to manage your submission, though," she continued. "When I've gotten you to a place where you'll do anything for me, I need to make sure that I'm in control of myself, that I don't put you at risk, and while I see no outward signs of risk with the waiter, there's very little reason to have you welcome yet another cock into your precious holes on this vacation, not when you have my husband, your husband, and Todd to play with."

    I was a little disappointed, if I'm being honest, but I took her point. She was right that I was willing to do damn near anything to please her and that I'd do it without a second thought. That wasn't necessarily good, and I found myself feeling a wealth of gratitude towards Erica for guiding me through my sexual discovery.

    "I'm a little worried about what happens after this vacation," I said.

    "Why is that?"

    "Well, now that I've discovered this part of myself, I'm not sure I'm going to be satisfied with the kind of sex Tim and I used to have."

    Erica smiled. "You won't be. There's no chance. Now that you've reached greater heights of pleasure, you won't want to come down to the heights you used to reach. You'll still enjoy making love to your husband, of course, but you'll crave submissive pleasure, too. You won't need it every day. Maybe not even every week. But you'll need it."

    She'd confirmed my fears so matter-of-factly that I was a little taken aback. There was also an undercurrent of panic bubbling up inside me. It was thrilling to submit, but it wasn't worth losing my marriage.

    "Don't worry, Alice," Erica said. "I can help you find someone to submit to. You'd be surprised at how many women like me are out there. I know quite a few of them. I can find one in your area. I can find many, in fact. You just have to find someone that you have chemistry with, and of course you'll need to convince your husband that your sex life needs to change, that this wasn't just something you were doing on vacation."

    That part would be difficult. Tim hadn't been thrilled after Todd came inside me. I imagine it was rather humiliating for him to have to clean Todd's cum from my pussy. He hadn't said so, but Tim's not nearly as submissive as I am so I assume he didn't love it.

    "I was surprised you let Tim cum inside you," I said, referencing the fact that Erica had fucked Tim and encouraged him to unload in her pussy. She'd made him clean his mess, of course.

    "It was good for him to cum while he watched someone else fuck you," she replied.

    I'd been on my back with Todd's cock in me. It was a blissful experience and the memory put a smile on my face.

    "As much as he resented having to do it, it was good for Tim to clean Todd's cum out of you, too. It's always good for a man to engage in an act of submission after he's cum. It helps keep his ego in check. To be honest, one of the reasons I enjoy dominating women is that their egos are rarely an issue. It feels like work to manage that with a man, and I don't love it."

    "Will I get to fuck Todd again before our vacation is over?" I asked.

    Erica ran her fingers up my inner forearm and I smiled at the simple, relaxing pleasure of her touch. "Perhaps. You'll have to earn it, though."

    "How?"

    She smiled. "Have you ever had anal sex?"

    I shook my head.

    "It can be quite unpleasant. For someone like me, though, there's pleasure in watching someone submit themselves to something unpleasant."

    I was surprised at the excitement at felt at indulging in Erica's desire to watch me submit to an unpleasant sexual activity.

    "My husband would enjoy having anal sex with you," she said. "Especially if your husband is watching. Even more so if your husband has sucked his cock to ready him for taking your anal virginity."

    She wasn't asking if I wanted to give Alec my ass. I had no expectation that she would ask, either. Why bother? If she told me to do it, I would.

    "Finish your drink," Erica said. "Then we'll go to my room. You'll lick my boots and rub your cunt all over them and lick them again. You'll worship my ass and my pussy. You'll make me cum multiple times. Then I'll prepare you to have your ass taken by my husband. Tim will watch. He will do as he's told. You will both submit. Then, if you're lucky, I'll give you permission to fuck Todd again if you'd like."

    I could feel the arousal from head to toe. All I'd done was sit there while Erica described how the rest of my day would unfold and yet I was soaked with desire, so much so that there was a little wet spot in my bikini bottoms. I marveled at her ability to turn me on in that manner and I vowed to be a good submissive for her, to serve her desires, to indulge in her desire to give my ass to her husband.

    ---

    Anal sex is not pleasant. Maybe it would be with lots of practice and a smaller cock, but Alec is large and I'd had no practice at all outside of Erica's fingers working me after a thorough cleaning.

    I did surrender my ass, though. I did so after hours of one on one time with Erica that included cleaning her gorgeous latex boots with my tongue, worshiping her ass, eating her pussy, and giving her multiple orgasms while I was denied the chance to cum (despite begging for orgasms).

    Tim was resistant, of course, but Erica lured him into a state of desire with her soft kisses and well-spoken words of dominance and he ended up on his knees with Alec's cock in his mouth while I watched. I was permitted to masturbate as my husband blew another man and I did, though I wasn't allowed to orgasm.

    Once Alec was hard I was ordered to worship him alongside Tim. He stood above us while we sucked and licked his dick and balls together. We kissed each other, too, and I was surprised at how intimate it all felt, like Tim and I were engaging in the most beautiful acts of foreplay with each other, except it was another man that was the focus of our attention.

    I ended up on my hands and knees while Tim was beneath me. Alec took my ass from behind and Tim tended to my clit with his tongue. I made sure he stayed hard, too, stroking and occasionally sucking his cock at Erica's instruction.

    Despite the steady clitoral pleasure, the anal sex still hurt a little. It's not something I would ever want for my pleasure. It was, however, enthralling to do it for Erica and Alec's pleasure. To hear him groan as he took my ass made my pussy wet and my clit throb. It made the ministrations of Tim's tongue all the more satisfying as he drew me closer and closer to an orgasm while a fat cock slid in and out of my asshole, plunging into the depths of my rectum repeatedly in pursuit of his pleasure.

    Alec came in my ass as Erica masturbated while watching from the couch. She came soon after, her moans being the loudest of the evening.

    After Alec pulled out, Erica had him slide a plug into my ass. Soon after we left their hotel room. The plug was still in my ass. It remained there as Tim and I fell into bed and began kissing. It remained there as I got on top and took him in my pussy. I was fully aware of the plug and the fact that another man's cum was in my ass as I rode my husband's cock to a wild orgasm. Tim came in me at roughly the same time and I collapsed onto him as an entire day's worth of sexual arousal had finally been released, leading to an overwhelming level of exhaustion.

    I fell asleep with the plug in my ass and Tim's cum leaking out of me. It was well after midnight when I woke up and ambled to the bathroom to clean myself. I cleaned the plug, too, and left it on the counter before crawling back to bed.

    The next morning I woke to the feel of Tim's erection pressing into my ass. I smiled as he kissed my neck and tried to work himself into my pussy.

    "No," I said. "Sorry, but Erica said you can't have me today. I'm Todd's today."

    Tim rolled away and I heard the frustrated groan. He looked annoyed when I rolled over.

    "What's wrong?"

    I figured he'd say something about Erica and her being in control and him wishing he could just fuck his wife. Tim had something else on his mind, though.

    "I don't...this stuff with Todd...I don't know, I just don't like it."

    He was jealous. It was kind of cute, though I made sure not to say that. Minimizing his feelings was not the right move. Instead, I inched closer until my naked body was pressed against his and then softly kissed his neck. I stroked his cock, too, and when I felt precum dripping from the tip I knew it was safe to play with him a little.

    "Was it hard to lick Todd's cum from my pussy?" I asked.

    "Yes."

    "I enjoyed watching you do it, Tim. I liked seeing you between my legs. I liked seeing you push your tongue deep into my wet cunt to search for his cum, to lick it out of me, to swallow it, to have it in your stomach. I like that we've both swallowed Todd's cum, actually. It really turns me on when I think about it."

    "Really?"

    I nodded and kissed him. "I like that you were so eager to do as you were told, too. I like that you wanted to be good for Erica, to offer her your submission, to be a good boy for her."

    He groaned.

    "I know you're not as submissive as I am, Tim, but you are submissive. It does turn you on to do as you're told, especially when it's a woman like Erica telling you what to do. A gorgeous, confident, experienced domme that exudes control."

    He arched his back a little and I really wanted to fuck him. I was under orders not to, though, so I resisted.

    "Erica was clear last night. You're not allowed to fuck me today. In fact, you're going to spend very little time with me today as I'm going to spend my day with Todd. I'm going to play the part of his girlfriend as we go golfing. I'm going to kiss him, and flirt with him, and caress his cock a little on the course. I'm going to suck his dick in the car on the drive back to his hotel room. I'm going to get naked and stay naked in his room for as long as he wants. I'm going to take his cock in my mouth and my pussy as often as he wants me. I'm going to let him fill me with his cum. I'm going to exhaust him and make sure that I live forever in his memory as the girl that gave him the best orgasms of his life."

    Tim's dick felt remarkably hard in my hand and he was producing more precum than usual.

    "Do you like him?" Tim asked. "I mean, like, if you and I weren't together, is he the kind of guy you'd date?"

    At least he wasn't being coy about his jealousy. "The old version of me would have dated him, yes."

    "The old version of you?"

    "The one that didn't know herself very well. The one that existed before we came here. Now I understand myself - or at least the sexual part of myself - better than I ever have and a guy like Todd wouldn't be right for me. I need someone like you, Tim. Someone willing to explore his kinky side as I do the same, and you're willing, Tim. You sucked cock last night. That's not something you would have considered a month ago, or even a week ago, but last night you did it. Then you licked my clit while another man fucked my ass and you liked it. That's progress. That's not something Todd would do no matter how much I like him."

    I did like him. Todd was absolutely the kind of guy I would have dated if I weren't married. I was married and in love, though, so there was no point in thinking about that.

    "What if Todd wants to see you after this week? What if he wants to, I don't know, take you on a vacation or have you come visit him?"

    I'd not given any thought to that sort of thing and I was surprised that Tim had, but then it struck me that perhaps he wasn't revealing a concern so much as a desire, so I decided to see which was true.

    "I'd like that," I said.

    He turned to me with a gentle sense of alarm in his eyes.

    I smiled and kissed him softly. "It would be fun to be Todd's girlfriend for a week. To go out to dinner with him. To fuck him after dinner. To fall asleep in his arms with his cum still leaking out of me. To suck his cock in the morning and ride him to a slow, beautiful orgasm. To make breakfast for him. To spend the day with him. To watch a movie curled up together on his couch. To suck his dick during that movie and swallow his cum. To take him back to his bedroom afterwards and get him hard again so he can do as he pleases with me."

    Tim was aroused. There was no question about it. He liked the idea. I'm sure some part of him hated it, of course, but he was turned on as I whispered those notions.

    I was turned on, too, and I found myself wondering if that sort of thing was possible. There's no reason my whole sex life had to be about submission. It could also be about having fun with Todd while Tim stayed at home. It could be about finding a boyfriend while I had a husband. It could be about anything, which was the thing that excited me the most.

    "Do you want to cum?" I asked.

    "Yes."

    "Then tell me that you want me to date Todd," I said. "Tell me that you're turned on by the idea. Tell me that you like the notion of me being another man's girlfriend."

    "Fuck...Alice...please..."

    "I know you like it, Tim. I know that it's probably difficult to think about, but I know you like it. I know it turns you on. So say it. Say you want me to be Todd's girlfriend today. Say you want me to be his girlfriend at some point in the future, too, that you want me to visit him, to wear pretty things for him, to satisfy him, to let him satisfy me."

    "Yes, I want that!"

    I pulled the sheets back and stroked Tim until he had a loud orgasm. Cum spilled over my hand and onto his stomach, chest, and legs. He made a glorious mess and it was thrilling to have been responsible for it and to have made a breakthrough of sorts - sexually speaking, at least - along the way.

    What I knew with certainty was that my sex life would never be the same after our week's vacation in Zion National Park. I wasn't yet sure what shape it would take, but there was a very good chance I'd be visiting Todd at some point later in the year, and that alone was enough to thrill me. Perhaps I could arrange a visit to see Erica and Alec, too.

    There was still fun to be had on vacation, though. A whole day of fun with Todd, and my pussy was already wet at the thought of being with him.

  
    A Submissive Vacation - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    I began our last day of vacation by making my husband cum - you can read about that in my previous entry - while teasing him about the fact that I was going to spend the day as another man's girlfriend. Tim had a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm and then we hopped in the shower so I could begin getting ready.

    Erica had instructed me to go with a sporty look. Not too much makeup. Put my hair into a ponytail. Wear a sleeveless white blouse and a white pleated skirt, though not scandalously short.

    I readied myself as she'd instructed, gave Tim a kiss goodbye, and headed up to Erica and Alec's villa. She answered the door naked and I was taken aback. She exuded confidence though - dommes tend to do that - and stepped aside to invite me into the room. I did so and the moment the door shut I found myself pushed against the wall as Erica's tongue invaded my mouth. I wanted to touch her, but I kept my hands to myself as she ran her fingers under my skirt and into my panties.

    "You're already wet," she said as her lips brushed against my neck.

    "Tim and I fooled around this morning. I made him cum while I talked about spending my day with Todd."

    She fingered me slowly and deeply, rubbing my clit with her thumb as her lips found mine once more. This time I sucked on her tongue, eliciting a smile from the woman who'd unlocked my submissive side.

    "You will be an ideal girlfriend for Todd today. You'll be flirty and supportive. You'll offer good conversation. You'll cheer him on when he does well on the course. You'll suck his dick at least once and you'll make him cum at least twice. One of those orgasms will be in this tight pussy of yours. You'll make sure he knows that he's a better lover than your husband. You'll make sure that he ends his vacation feeling as happy and confident as he ever has," she instructed me.

    If I'm being honest, it all made my pussy tingle, in part because I would be doing as Erica desired and in part because I'd be making Todd happy, and I'd actually grown somewhat fond of him.

    "I like him, you know," I said.

    She smiled. "I know you do. That's why I had you invite him here. That's why I'm letting you spend the day with him today when I could be having you service my cunt and Alec's cock. I'm a generous domme. Plus, I want you to be happy, Alice, and both you and Tim will be happier if you embrace the idea that you can be someone else's girlfriend for a little while, that you can liven up your lives by expanding your sexual boundaries even when you're not on vacation."

    Erica kissed me once more as her hand moved over my chest. She played with my tits through my blouse, teasing me with remarkable skill and leaving my pussy in a soaking wet state.

    "Now, get on your knees and eat my pussy until I cum on your face," she demanded.

    I did so happily. Erica situated her foot between my legs and instructed me to grind my cunt on her as I ate her out. I wasn't permitted to cum, but I left her villa in a state of overwhelming desire.

    Todd was waiting in his car. I was borrowing Erica's clubs for the day and they were already loaded up. I wasn't much of a golfer, of course, but Todd was going to give me a few pointers. I kissed him as soon as I got in. I kissed him deeply, in fact, and was delighted to find his cock was hard for me when I caressed him through his shorts.

    "I'm so excited to spend the day together," I said as he pulled away.

    He smiled. "Your husband's okay with this?"

    "Well, I hope it's not too much to say that I jerked him off this morning while telling him how much I was looking forward to being your girlfriend for the day. He liked the parts where I talked about how I intend on pleasuring you today, as that's something a good girlfriend does for her boyfriend."

    Todd looked about as giddy as a man ever had. Despite the fact that he'd happily fucked me while Tim, Erica, and Alec watched, I couldn't help but wonder if he was less sexually experienced than most guys his age. Either that or he was a man of purer, more innocent kind of spirit. I liked it, though. I liked being able to make him so happy with little more than the suggestion that I was going to tend to his sexual pleasure.

    "I hope it's okay to say that I really like the idea of you being my girlfriend, Alice," Todd remarked before glancing my way for a moment.

    "I could visit, you know," I said, echoing what Tim and I had talked about that morning.

    "Visit?"

    "Yeah. Fly out to you. Be your girlfriend for a long weekend. It's not a replacement for a real relationship, of course, but until you find one of those, well, the two of us could have some fun every so often."

    As we pulled up to a stop sign he looked over and studied my face like he was trying to discern the seriousness of my offer. "Really?"

    I nodded. "I obviously like having sex with you, Todd, but I also like you, and I'm entering a new phase in my life - and my marriage - where I'm pretty sure we're going to open things up. I'm going to find someone like Erica to dominate me. I'm going to see other men outside of my marriage. Tim might find a dominant woman to play with. I think it would be fun to have you as someone I can escape with for a little while, a vacation boyfriend, I guess. I know I can't offer you everything you'd want, but I can offer you many of the pleasures that come with a relationship."

    "I'd love that," he said.

    I kissed him, of course. I felt something lovely, too. A sense of warmth. Emotional warmth, really, like perhaps I liked Todd even more than I thought. Now, I don't want you thinking I have any plans on leaving Tim, though. This isn't like that. This is just a woman fully exploring a world of possibilities she didn't even know existed.

    It would have been lovely to climb in his lap and fuck him right then and there, but the driver behind us was impatiently honking their horn so I moved back to my seat and headed towards the golf course.

    I considered blowing Todd in the course parking lot, but I liked the idea of him being horny while we played, so I abstained.

    Our clubs were loaded onto a cart and we were lucky enough to be sent off as a twosome. Todd hit a near perfect drive from the first tee and I actually felt a little bit giddy as I watched it fly through the air. When he looked over I actually clapped and bounced a little. It was the sort of thing a woman in her early 20s might do because she really wants a guy she likes to know that she's into him. Still, it clearly made Todd happy to see me so excited for his success. He came over, put his driver in his bag, and took me into his arms for a kiss that felt decidedly victorious.

    I wasn't as successful with my driver, but I did manage a pretty good strike. I waited until the third hole to ask Todd for a little help. At first he tried to do so like we were at an actual golf lesson. Then I suggested that he get behind me and show me that way. I made sure to press my ass against his crotch as we practiced my swing over and over again.

    "I'd like it if you fucked me from behind today," I said as we'd finished the final practice swing. Then I turned my head and kissed him. "Do you like fucking a girl from behind?"

    "I do."

    I wasn't sure if that was true - again, Todd struck me as something of an innocent - but pretty much every guy likes fucking a girl from behind, at least from time to time.

    "I have to admit, I kind of wish your cock was inside me right now," I said as we stood in the tee box with his stiff cock pressing into my ass through his shorts. "I wish your hands were on my tits as you filled me over and over. I wish I could hear you moaning as you got closer and closer to cumming in my tight little cunt."

    He looked around and then kissed me. He grasped my tits while doing so and he squeezed them hard. It felt so fucking good and my pussy was wet enough from our little exchange that I'd soaked my panties.

    "We should go," I said as a cart with an older couple neared the tee box.

    We rushed to our cart and headed off. I kissed Todd's neck and stroked his dick as he drove to my ball. I wanted to blow him right there on the course. I didn't, but I did send Tim a quick text to let him know that Todd was helping to improve my golf game. I made sure to include the detail of him showing me the proper swing technique while behind me. I also made sure to let my husband know that I'd expressed my desire for Todd to fuck me doggystyle and that he'd promised to do so.

    "Is he a better golfer than me?" Tim texted a few holes later.

    Todd noticed the text come in.

    "It's my husband," I said as we waited for the group in front of us to finish on the green. "He wants to know if you're a better golfer than he is."

    I could see immediately that Todd very much wanted to be the better golfer. For my part, I really liked that he wanted to be better than Tim at something. I liked that sense of competition coming off of him.

    "For what it's worth, you are better than him," I said before leaning in to kiss his neck, "and not just at golf."

    I was being a little unfair to Tim, but he wasn't there so it didn't matter, and to be honest, sex with Todd was better than sex with Tim, but that was really just because it was new.

    We made out for a little while - with my stroking his dick, of course - and then I texted Tim to let him know that Todd was, in fact, a better golfer. I also added that Todd's dick was bigger, you know, just for fun.

    There was a moment on the back nine where we found ourselves in a sand strap and on a down slope. We were, in other words, completely hidden from anyone else on the course and there was desert on the other side of us.

    I took the opportunity to get on my knees in the sand trap. I had Todd's cock in my mouth a moment later. I probably shouldn't have done it, but I couldn't resist. It was so fucking hot. I sucked his cock as he held onto his sand wedge and did his best not to moan too loudly. I was tempted to make him cum in my mouth, but again I thought of keeping him horny for the rest of the round, so instead I gave him head for a minute and then stood, tucked him back in his pants, and gave him the deepest kiss imaginable.

    "You're amazing," he said with pure wonder in his eyes.

    In that moment I learned just how much I like being with a man when he's in the lust phase, when his cock is doing most of the thinking for him. That phase can last for months. Hell, if you dole out the sex slowly enough it can last for a year or more. I know some women don't really like that, that they feel like the man just wants them for sex, but to be honest, there's nothing wrong with that. If you want a man, it feels really fucking good when he wants you, and Todd wanted me. He wanted me in every way. Plus, Todd wanting me made my husband want me even more, so I was, in that moment, a woman living her best life.

    We made it to the end of the round without any more cocksucking, though Todd's fingers found their way into my pussy for a short spell as we again waited for the group in front of us to finish.

    "You're so wet," he said as he entered me.

    I smiled and then leaned over to kiss his neck. "Wet for you, Todd," I whispered. "Wet for your cock. Wet for how good you're going to make me feel later today."

    I sucked his fingers clean when they left my pussy. I held his gaze while doing so. I saw his eyes go wide.

    "I was thinking I'd suck you off on the ride back to your hotel," I said. "I really want to swallow your cum. Would you be okay with that?"

    "Alice...you're amazing," he replied with a smile. "Yes, obviously, I would be okay with that."

    Again I was tempted to suck his cock. I was tempted to mount him, make out with him, and grind on his lap, too. I was tempted to indulge in many pleasures, but the group in front of us finished up and we continued with our round.

    As we came off the 18th green, Todd asked if I wanted to get a drink before we headed back.

    "No. I want your cock in my mouth as soon as possible," I answered.

    He liked that answer. We got the clubs in the car. He opened the passenger door for me - such a gentleman - and we made out a little as he lifted my skirt and groped my ass.

    I had his dick in my mouth before we pulled out of the parking lot. He has a really nice cock. I don't know if I've mentioned that yet, but he does. It's long and just the right thickness. It fits nicely in my mouth while stretching my lips a little, which you wouldn't necessarily think is a good thing, but it actually turns me on to know that I'm sucking on a really beautiful cock.

    Todd came five minutes into the drive. We were at a red light. He let loose a loud series of moans as he emptied a massive load in my mouth. He rested his hand on the back of my head as he came. It felt instinctual, like he wanted nothing more than for me to swallow his load and he couldn't help but move his hand there to encourage that. I had no intention of pulling away, though. I took it all and I swallowed. I tucked his cock back into his pants, sat up, and smiled at the guy watching from the car next to ours.

    "I like swallowing for you," I said.

    He laughed in a joyful kind of way. "Well, I like absolutely everything about you, Alice."

    It was a sweet thing to say and it made me feel surprisingly good. I then took out my phone and texted Tim to let him know that I'd just swallowed another man's cum, that I'd be taking at least one more of Todd's loads that day and that it would end up in my pussy. I told him that I wanted him to masturbate as he thought about me sucking Todd off in the car and that he wasn't allowed to cum. I then tucked my phone into my bag as a smile settled across my face.

    We got back to Todd's hotel and I noted that the pool was quite a bit nicer than the one at our resort. We then bought me a swimsuit at the hotel shop, changed into it in his room, made out a little, and then headed down for a swim.

    We swam, we had cocktails, we swam some more, we made out a little, and eventually we made our way up to the room. We were kissing as soon as the door shut behind us and we slowly made our way to the bed. We kissed a great deal more and I worked Todd's swimsuit off. I was between his legs before long and I looked up before taking him in my mouth.

    "Is this really what you're like as a girlfriend?" he asked.

    I took as much of him into my mouth as I could, held it there for a few seconds, and then pulled back. I stroked his spit-soaked shaft as I said, "It's what I'll be like as a married woman with a boyfriend. That's the fun of it, though. I can be purely sexual. I can surrender to the slutty part of myself that really wants to make a man like you feel good. I can be the girl that just wants to have a great time because I'm not thinking long term. Though, to be honest, I'd probably be this way if we were dating for real. It wouldn't last because it never does in a long term relationship, but I do believe that the current version of me would absolutely be the kind of girl that wants to pleasure her man's cock while also pleasuring herself."

    He was in my mouth again after that and I sucked slowly and with as much skill as I could. I didn't want him cumming in my mouth, but I did want him desperately horny for my pussy.

    After a little while I backed out of the bed and did a quick striptease as Todd stroked himself. I masturbated while standing and watching his hand move up and down his shaft.

    "I liked when my husband had to eat your cum out of me, Todd," I said as a shudder of pleasure moved through me. His hand slowed and he moaned. "I liked that you fucked me so good in front of him and then Erica made him eat your load like a good little bitch."

    "Fuck...I've never met anyone like you, Alice," Todd said.

    "You liked it too, didn't you?" I asked. "Maybe not quite when you watched it unfold, but you've thought about it since, haven't you? You've thought about my husband licking your load from my pussy, haven't you?"

    He nodded. "I've cum thinking about it, actually."

    I smiled and crawled into the bed. My pussy settled over his cock and I rubbed the plump head over my soaking wet labia. Then I sat down. I took him inside me and watched the pleasure dance across his face.

    "This isn't going to be the only time we fuck today," I whispered. "You're going to fuck me right before I see my husband again."

    I rode him slowly. I kissed his neck. I sat up a little, leaned forward, and fed him my breasts. I moaned and ran my fingers through his hair as his tongue worked my nipple with astonishing skill.

    "In fact, you're going to drive me to my hotel, find a spot in the parking lot, and fuck me in your car. You're going to blow your load deep in my cunt and I'm going to go straight to our room and feed your cum to my husband. I'm going to make him my little cum slut. I'm going to make him eat your fucking load out of me, Todd!"

    I came. It was the most unexpected orgasm of the entire trip. I'd clearly gotten lost in the thrill of making my husband dine on another man's seed. It put a smile on my face as my body shuddered with intense pleasure, and, to my delight, Todd joined me in cumming. His moans were louder. Delightfully so, in fact. His hands moved over my body before he gripped me hard and held me close against his chest. I felt warm and happy and safe with his cum spurting in my pussy. I did think of my husband, though, and smiled as I thought of him eating another of Todd's loads later that day.

    When Todd loosened his grip, I lifted my hips, moved back, and sucked his cock clean, which put a smile on his face. I was definitely working to make sure he remembered me, that I stood out from all the other women he'd fucked in his life.

    "You're...you're incredible. I mean, I know that's not terribly descriptive, but it's just so true. You're incredible, Alice."

    I smiled, crawled forward, and settled my body against his. I closed my eyes and let the post-orgasmic bliss settle over me. I felt his cum gently dripping out of me, which only made me happier.

    "I would like you to visit me," Todd said. "After this, I mean. I'd love to have my out of town girlfriend stop by every now and then. That would be..." he laughed, "well, it would be incredible."

    It looked like I'd found myself a boyfriend. Now all I needed was a domme at home and my sexual journey would be well on its way to continuing the fun that had started in Southern Utah.

  
    A Sunday of Service - Part 1

    "Good morning, my love," Piper whispered as Jack felt the warmth of his wife's perky breasts against his back. "I crave your tongue."

    Jack smiled, as he couldn't think of a better way to wake up on a Sunday morning. Piper kissed the back of his neck and wrapped her arm around him. Her fingers danced through his chest hair as her lips slowly made their way from his neck to his shoulder. He was half hard by the time Piper rolled him onto his back.

    "Will you give me your tongue?" she asked.

    "I'll give you anything," Jack answered.

    Piper moved to her knees, slowly pulled her delicate satin and lace nightie over her head, and straddled his chest. She lowered her hips until he felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy against his skin.

    "Anything?" Piper asked as she rocked back and forth, leaving a thin layer of her juices on his chest.

    "Anything at all," he replied. "Serving you is my purpose, Piper."

    That put a smile on her face - as it almost always did - and Piper dragged her hips forward, sat on Jack's face, and said, "Make me cum."

    Jack ran his hands up her body and grasped his wife's perfect, perky breasts as he offered her clit the gentle massage she preferred when sitting on his face. On occasion she liked him to work her sex organ faster and with greater vigor, but she always instructed him to do so if that was the case.

    Piper closed her eyes, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and moaned before uttering, "That's it. That's a good boy. Make me feel good. Worship my pussy, Jack. Fulfill your purpose. Serve me. Make me feel good. Meet my needs and make me cum all over your face."

    Jack's hands roamed over her body as his tongue continued its slow, rhythmic massage of Piper's clit. Her juices spread over his lips and chin as her moans grew louder, offering confirmation that he was indeed fulfilling his purpose as her submissive husband.

    Piper reached back and took Jack's stiff cock in her hand. She looked down at him and smiled as her fingers danced up the shaft before encircling the head and teasing it with the deft skill she'd shown from the very first time she'd offered him a handjob on their fourth date.

    "Mmm, you're so hard," she said. "Is that because it's been so long since your cock has enjoyed the pleasure of the pussy you're worshiping right now?"

    Jack nodded from beneath his wife, though he was fairly certain it wasn't a question that required an answer. Piper knew he'd gone nearly a month without being welcomed inside her. That wasn't uncommon, of course, as she expertly utilized denial to enhance both his submission and the thrill she experienced at dominating him.

    Piper released his cock, leaned forward, and grasped the headboard for leverage as she began to ride Jack's face. She rocked her hips back and forth, doing so slowly while Jack tried his best to keep his tongue on her clit. Pleasure washed over her face as Piper's breathing got lower and heavier.

    "Make me cum, baby," she said between moans. "Be a good boy and make me cum on your face."

    He grasped her ass, squeezed it hard, and worked Piper's pussy as best he could. Her hips slowed and her thighs began to tremble. He began to gently suck on her clit, doing exactly as she'd trained him to help put her over the top and provide the most pleasurable climax imaginable for the woman he worshiped with every fiber of his being.

    Piper sat back, rested her hands on his thighs, and let out a long, low, beautiful moan as she came. She slid her hips forward and her clit rested against his nose as Jack indulged in his desire for her juices and pushed his tongue as deep into Piper's pussy as he could. The sweetness of her satisfaction danced on his taste buds and he watched the joy of a fantastic climax wash over her face in what felt like slow motion.

    "Thank you, my love," Piper said before lifting her pussy from Jack's face and sliding back until she came to rest across his crotch.

    He felt her plump labia against the shaft of his cock and fantasized of being welcomed inside her, though Jack knew it was unlikely that she'd grant him that sort of pleasure.

    Piper ran her finger over his lips and smiled. "Your tongue is a marvel, Jack."

    "You taught me well," he replied. The truth was, Jack hadn't been particularly good at worshiping Piper's pussy when they first met. It was her tutelage that had given him the skills he now possessed. Her tutelage and a great deal of practice, as Jack had given his wife a few thousand orgasms with his tongue over the decade their marriage had spanned.

    "I suppose I did," she said softly as her lips neared his. "It was certainly worth the effort, as I'm the happiest married woman I know, and I suspect your talented tongue and your eagerness to use it is a big part of that."

    She kissed him and offered her tongue as Jack's cock throbbed. Piper moved her hips back, bathing his stiffness in the wetness of her pussy as her labia moved over the top of his shaft. He felt the heat of her wet flesh against the tip of his cock and for a moment Jack thought his wife might allow him inside her, but it wasn't to be as Piper lifted her hips, denying him the pleasure he craved more than any other.

    After a lengthy, deeply satisfying kiss, Piper sat up, rested her pussy across Jack's stomach, and said, "I'd like you to shower with me. We have a few hours before we need to leave for church, so we can take our time. You can thoroughly clean every inch of my body, and make sure you shave my pussy."

    Jack smiled, for he only shaved Piper's pussy when she was going to cuckold him.

    "Does that make you happy?" she asked.

    He nodded. "You know I love to wash and worship your body, and I cherish when you allow me to prepare your pussy."

    Piper smiled, leaned down, and rewarded Jack with a soft, lingering kiss as she deftly rubbed her pussy over the head of his cock. He knew she wouldn't let him inside her, and yet he yearned for it.

    "Let's go," she said.

    Piper climbed off of him and sauntered towards the bathroom as Jack took a moment to admire his wife's slender, naked body. He then followed with his stiff cock leading the way, stepping into the shower to begin what would be a lengthy session of preparing her to look beautiful for the man whose cock she intended on inviting into her body after church.

    
      
    

    Piper and Jack went to church each and every Sunday. They listened to the sermon, prayed along with the rest of their churchgoing friends and neighbors, and stood to sing hymns that praised the Lord.

    Jack couldn't help but find it just a little bit thrilling that he and Piper lived a life that most of the members of the church would have strongly disapproved of. She was the unquestioned head of their household. She was free to explore sex with other men if she so desired, which would have been especially upsetting to most of the people they worshiped with on Sundays.

    Jack found further delight in the fact that Piper had met her current lover, Bryan, at church. He'd moved to town six months ago and they'd struck up an immediate friendship at the first mass Bryan attended. In only a month's time that friendship had progressed to something far more sexual.

    Their first encounter, in fact, had been in Bryan's car as Piper gave him a blowjob while he drove her home from church. Jack had an errand to run and he'd offered to drop Piper at home but she'd enlisted her new friend to do so instead. They weren't even out of the church parking lot before Piper had his cock in her mouth and she'd swallowed his cum by the time Bryan pulled into their driveway to drop her off.

    Church had gotten a lot more exciting since then. Jack was fairly certain that Piper and her new lover did a good job of hiding their lust for each other while around the other parishioners, though it was entirely possible that other people knew and simply chose not to say anything. Jack didn't really care either way, as he found it endlessly arousing to know that his wife felt such intense desire for another man in the church, and that her desire was often satiated after the service, sometimes in decidedly naughty ways, like when she made Jack drive around town while she and Bryan fucked in the backseat.

    On this particular Sunday, Jack imagined his wife's desire would be at least somewhat contained thanks to the orgasm he'd given her that morning. That didn't dampen his excitement for how the day might unfold, though.

    They arrived to church early and Piper immediately rushed off to talk to her friends, which meant Jack was alone when Bryan showed up. As always, he was immaculately dressed and he offered the same confident smile he always flashed when seeing Jack. Of course he was confident, though. He was fucking Jack's wife, and doing so in a manner that satisfied Piper so thoroughly that she had little use for Jack's cock. She'd been quite clear about that fact with Bryan, too, no doubt boosting his confidence.

    "Jack, it's good to see you," Bryan said as they exchanged a friendly handshake.

    "You too," Jack replied. It was, in fact, good to see him, because the mere sight of Bryan unleashed all sorts of pleasant feelings in Jack, most of them related to memories of watching his wife have sex with the man whose hand he was shaking, and the fact that Jack would almost certainly get to indulge in that pleasure after Church.

    It also helped that Bryan was a good man. It wouldn't have been difficult for him to make Jack feel small, but he never did that - outside the bedroom, at least. Instead, they'd become friends who could indulge in a bit of small talk or even engage in a deeper conversation of the time allowed.

    "Bryan, how nice to see you," Piper said as she stepped into her lover's arms for a friendly hug. There was no question she pressed her body a little too tightly against his, but it was unlikely anyone other than Jack was watching closely enough to notice.

    "Good to see you too, Piper," Bryan replied as his eyes quickly scanned her body, soaking in her beauty in the lovely blue and white dress she'd chosen for that particular Sunday. Piper enjoyed being alluring to her lover, but she wasn't so bold as to do so at church and draw the ire of half the congregation.

    A few more of their friends approached and they all engaged in the usual small talk before church. As almost always happened, someone asked Bryan if he was seeing anyone - he was quite the eligible bachelor - and as always he told them he wasn't. As always, someone offered to set him up with one of her single friends - in this case, someone that was supposedly quite beautiful - and as always Bryan politely declined.

    Jack wondered - as he did every time the conversation played out - if Piper felt any jealousy or annoyance at the idea of her lover seeing another woman. He wondered if that was part of why Piper seemed to put so much effort into ensuring Bryan's pleasure, though it also seemed possible that she merely wanted to return the favor, given that Bryan provided her with such intense satisfaction.

    Bryan sat with them - something he largely avoided doing to try and dampen any potential suspicions about their relationship - and of course Piper sat next to him. Jack tried his best to pay attention to the sermon, but his wife's proximity to her lover - and the fact that Piper and Bryan seemed to find countless ways to touch each other - proved distracting.

    It wasn't that they were being particularly overt, as neither Bryan nor Piper had any interest in upsetting the members of their church with the knowledge of their extramarital activities. It was simply the notion that Jack knew his wife was thinking about her lover - and about fucking him - while sitting there in church. The pastor was reading bible verses and Jack was certain his wife was imagining blowing Bryan, or sitting on his cock and taking him into her slick pussy until he filled her with his cum, and that proved astoundingly hot.

    "Are you okay?" Piper asked as they filed out of the pew to get in line for communion.

    "Yes," Jack whispered. "It's just...well, you know, distracting."

    She smiled. "But you like this kind of distraction, don't you?"

    Jack nodded.

    Piper stepped forward before turning towards him once more, leaning in, and gently kissing Jack on the cheek before whispering, "My pussy is soaked, Jack. Soaked for him. I can't stop thinking about having him inside me. I think I'm going to have to have him more than once today. I'm going to invite him to spend the rest of the day with me. I'm going to invite him to use my body for his pleasure as many times as he wants."

    Jack was suddenly faced with a problem far more dire than distraction as his wife's seductive whispering had lured his cock to a half-erect state. He looked down to make sure he wasn't sporting an obvious bulge and was relieved to find that it wasn't all that noticeable.

    Again Piper stepped forward along with the rest of the people in line and again she turned towards Jack, this time with a decidedly naughty smile on her face. "Did I do that?" she asked quietly.

    "You did," Jack replied.

    The look on her face made him nervous, for it seemed as though Piper was thoroughly amused that she'd managed to arouse her husband in church.

    "You'll get to watch," she said. "Most of it, at least."

    Jack knew that no one else would understand what she was saying, but he couldn't believe she'd made no effort to prevent anyone from hearing.

    She stepped closer, smiled, and whispered, "Though sometimes you enjoy it when I make you do chores while he has me, don't you? You like hearing me scream another man's name while you're folding the laundry or cleaning the bathroom, don't you?"

    Jack's pulse raced and his cock grew a little more. He was certain the bulge was noticeable. He needed Piper to stop, and yet he didn't ask her to. He just couldn't resist her attempts to turn him on, especially since they were so effective.

    "That look on your face answers my question," she added. "Maybe I'll make you cook for us today. Would you enjoy that, Jack?" She leaned in closer and whispered, "Would you enjoy cooking for your wife and the man that's going to fuck her - and cum inside her - all day long?"

    "Yes," Jack admitted as his cock reached a fully erect state. He could no longer move forward. He slipped into one of the pews and sat down. He felt foolish, and yet a deeply pleasurable sense of desire coursed through him.

    Piper smiled, turned, and proceeded towards the altar to receive communion. Jack watched his wife - and her lover - both receive a small piece of bread and sip a bit of wine before exchanging a knowing smile and heading back to their pew. As soon as his erection faded Jack took his communion and joined them back in the pew, albeit with a healthy amount of precum having leaked into his underwear.

    The service came to a close without further distraction - outside of a bit of incidental touching in the pew - and Jack held Piper's hand as they walked out of the church. As always, they spent a little time talking with their friends before everyone slowly disbursed, heading to their cars and filing out of the parking lot to head home for whatever pleasures awaited them on the last day of the weekend.

    Jack, Piper, and Bryan were among the last to leave and he happened to park a few spaces down from theirs, which is probably why Piper saw little issue in getting into her lover's car.

    She didn't say a word to Jack, but she didn't need to. He knew to follow them home and he strongly suspected that Piper had plans for offering her lover a bit of pleasure on the way.

    Jack backed out of the space after Bryan and followed him out of the parking lot. They were a few blocks from the church when Jack watched his wife unbuckle her seat belt and lean over. Her hand moved between Bryan's legs and though Jack couldn't see, he was certain his wife was playing with her lover's cock mere minutes after they'd emerged from church.

    It wasn't long before Piper's head dropped into Bryan's lap. They pulled up to a red light soon after and Jack got as close as possible so he could see his wife's head bobbing up and down as she gave another man a blowjob. Jack marveled at her passion for Bryan, at her overwhelming desire to make him feel good, to give him pleasure, to have his cock inside her. He felt jealous and turned on and he desperately wished he was in the backseat of Bryan's car so he'd have a better view and could enjoy the sounds of his wife's eager cocksucking.

    Jack would have masturbated had he not been forbidden from doing so without Piper's permission. Her well-delivered dirty words in church had left him in a state of wild desire and watching her head rhythmically bobbing up and down in Bryan's lap only deepened that desire, leaving Jack in a headspace of maddening lust that had his cock throbbing.

    The light turned green and Bryan pulled away as Piper continued sucking his cock. Jack followed, keeping a safe distance while wishing he was in the car with them. He told himself that he'd get to watch soon enough, that he just had to make it home and every pleasure he craved would be his.

    They pulled up to another red light and Jack changed lanes and came to a stop next to Bryan's car. He looked over and saw a smile on the other man's face as Piper's blonde hair bounced while she sucked him vigorously. Jack caught a view of her mouth and hand moving up and down Bryan's thick shaft and he saw the slickness of his wife's saliva coating the long, thick shaft.

    Piper looked up and smiled as she stroked Bryan's big dick. She blew Jack a kiss and right before the light turned green her mouth returned to the task of fellating the man that would spend the day fucking her. It was a beautiful demonstration of her passion for the man she'd first welcomed into her mouth five months ago and it was, in a way, a gift for Jack, who experienced the bliss of arousal as he watched his wife and her lover drive away.

    Jack followed them all the way home, catching a few more glimpses of Piper's cocksucking along the way. He parked on the passenger side of Bryan's car and got out mere moments before Piper opened the door. She stepped into his arms and pressed her lips against Jack's, offering a sloppy wet kiss and the taste of her lover's cock and precum as her tongue pushed deep into his mouth.

    "Fuck," was all Jack could say as she smiled at him.

    "You love me, don't you?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "And you're going to do as you're told today, aren't you?" she said.

    "Yes, of course. It's my place to serve you, Piper."

    She rewarded him with another kiss, this one longer and deeper than the first. She pressed her lithe body against his, too, gently grinding her hips into his crotch and offering just enough stimulation to make him moan.

    "Get inside and prepare the bedroom," she instructed. "When you're done, strip and wait on your knees by the bed. Don't play with your cock."

    "Of course," Jack replied.

    He rushed into the house to do as his wife desired. It was, after all, his place to serve Piper, and when she gave an order he followed it without hesitation.

    Jack was always rewarded for offering his service and submission, and he intended on following all of his wife's orders on that particular Sunday, for he craved the many rewards that a day with her lover offered.

  
    A Sunday of Service - Part 2

    As instructed, Jack had prepared the bedroom for the arrival of his wife and her lover. He'd quickly tidied up, turned down the sheets, and left a pair of towels on the nightstand. Once he was finished, Jack stripped and dropped to his knees by the bed, and though he was tempted to play with his cock - he was always tempted - he refrained from doing so.

    While he waited, Jack heard both conversation and laughter coming from down the hallway. Much to his surprise, Piper and Bryan managed to resist the allure to rush right to the bedroom to satisfy the lust that had no doubt been generated during the blowjob she'd given on the ride home. Jack couldn't help but wonder if teasing him was part of the purpose behind delaying their arrival in the bedroom.

    Eventually - after ten minutes of flirty talk in the living room - Jack heard footsteps approaching. His wife and her lover stepped into the bedroom still dressed in their Sunday best and they both looked down at him and smiled, for he was a cuckold in his place, dutifully waiting on his knees with his hands clasped behind his back as he'd been taught.

    "Bryan, would you unzip my dress?" Piper asked.

    Bryan approached, reached up, and slowly pulled down the zipper with one hand as he brushed Piper's blonde hair aside with the other. He leaned down and kissed her neck, eliciting a soft moan. Once he'd unzipped the dress, Bryan slowly pushed it from her shoulders and it fell to the floor, leaving Piper in her bra, panties, and heels.

    Bryan's strong hands moved down her arms and rested on her waist as he kissed his way from one side of her neck to the other. He pulled Piper close and Jack watched his wife gently grind her ass into her lover's crotch, moaning as she did so, no doubt because she felt his erection.

    Jack watched his wife close her eyes and he couldn't help but hope that she was briefly fantasizing about the pleasure of having her lover's cock inside her.

    "Would you like to prepare my pussy for him, Jack?" Piper asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied from his knees.

    Piper stepped out of her lover's grasp and approached her husband. His cock tingled with desire as she neared him with long, slow steps and an exaggerated sway in her hips. She reached out, ran her fingers through his hair, and smiled before saying, "You may remove my panties."

    Jack reached up, ran his fingers over Piper's smooth thighs, and then slipped them into the waistband of her delicate panties. He pulled them down slowly, revealing the pussy that he'd carefully washed and shaved in the shower that morning. Her labia were swollen and her clit had already emerged from its hood, signaling her readiness to get fucked.

    Jack knew that his tongue served little purpose in that moment, for Piper was wet enough to be penetrated with ease, even by a cock as large as Bryan's. She was offering him a gift, though, as Jack always took pleasure in licking his wife's pussy prior to her lover entering her.

    "Be a good cuckold and prepare me for my lover," she said.

    Piper gently pulled Jack's head between her legs and he extended his tongue and ran it over her pussy lips and inside her. Bryan stepped behind her in that same moment and Jack watched another man unhook his wife's bra before cupping her breasts and softly playing with her flesh as their lips met for a deeply passionate kiss with a wealth of tongue.

    Jack felt the jealousy that always came in those moments. He wanted to be the man kissing his wife. Of course he did. He wanted to be the one playing with her breasts. He wanted to be the one she was eager to fuck.

    Jack let the jealousy float by, for it wasn't his place to be overcome by that jealousy. Instead, it was his place to do precisely as his wife desired, to serve her needs above all else, to follow her instructions.

    "Take your clothes off," Piper whispered to her lover.

    Bryan took her nipples between his fingers and pulled gently on the stiff flesh. She closed her eyes, leaned into his body, and let out a truly wondrous moan that made it perfectly clear how much she enjoyed being touched by him in that manner.

    As Piper took a tight grip on Jack's hair and rubbed her wet pussy over his face, Bryan released her nipples, stepped back, and stripped, revealing his strong, muscular body and the big cock that had provided Piper with so many orgasms over the past six months.

    "Thank you, cuckold," Piper said as she released her grip on Jack's hair and stepped back. Her fingers encircled Bryan's cock and she stroked him slowly, luring a drop of precum out of the tip.

    To Jack's delight, Piper sank to her knees and looked up at her lover as she stroked his cock and played with his balls. She kissed the plump head, swirled her tongue around it, and enveloped him with her soft lips.

    "Oh...fuck," Bryan said as a smile crossed his face. He watched for a few seconds before turning his attention to Jack and asking, "Does it make you jealous when she sucks my cock like that, cuck?"

    "Yes," Jack answered as arousal coursed through his body. Though Bryan and Jack had become friends over the past six months, their dynamic in the bedroom - or any sexual situation - was far different than when they were clothed, as Bryan took it upon himself to help deepen Jack's submission through occasional doses of dirty talk and light humiliation.

    "Why don't you kiss her?" Bryan suggested. "Enjoy a taste of my cock on her lips and tongue."

    Jack's pulse quickened as he inched closer to his beautiful wife, who'd swallowed most of Bryan's cock by that point and was gleefully holding it in her mouth.

    Piper looked up at her lover and slowly pulled back, letting his spit-soaked cock depart her mouth and leaving a trail of saliva that coated her bottom lip and chin. She turned to Jack, smiled sweetly, and said, "Would it make you feel good to kiss me after I've had his cock deep in my mouth?"

    Jack nodded.

    Piper considered him for a few moments and said, "I suppose you've earned a kiss. You did a good job preparing the bedroom for us and you managed to keep your hands off your desperately hard dick as you watched me suck Bryan's superior cock."

    Piper took Jack's hand and pulled him close. She smiled, tilted her head, and leaned in. Their lips met for a delightfully wet kiss and her tongue made its way into Jack's mouth a moment later. He moaned, both at the intense passion behind the kiss and at the distinct taste of precum that Piper shared with him.

    It wasn't the first time they'd shared that sort of kiss, but it remained just as thrilling as the first time Piper had offered such a treat. There was just something so kinky about kissing her and tasting her tongue and lips mere moments after they'd been wrapped around another man's cock.

    "Thank you," Jack said softly as the kiss ended.

    "You're welcome, cuckold," Piper replied. "Now, I know you'd love to watch, but Bryan and I are going to work up quite an appetite as we fuck and I'd like lunch to be ready for us the moment we're done. So, it's time for you to leave. I'd like you to remain naked, though. And remember, no masturbating. I don't care if you get turned on listening to another man fuck me in our bed while you're busy making us lunch. No touching your cock."

    "I won't masturbate," Jack said. "I promise. I'll be good."

    Piper reached up, gently caressed his face, and smiled. "I know you will, Jack. You're always such a good boy for me."

    The love in her eyes, the smile on her face, and the tenderness in her voice filled Jack with an intense kind of joy, for all he really craved in life was being a good boy for his wife, as serving her was the only thing that really mattered.

    "Go now," she said.

    Jack stood as Piper took Bryan's cock into her mouth once more. She looked up at the man she was so eager to satisfy and it was as if Jack had already left the room, for neither of them paid him even a shred of attention.

    That was how it was supposed to be, though. Piper was in control. Her needs were the ones that mattered most, the ones that Jack yearned to serve, and if that meant leaving the bedroom while she and her lover fucked, that was how it had to be, even if Jack was desperate to watch Bryan's cock slide between her pussy lips and deep inside her.

    So Jack left for the kitchen to prepare the lunch that his wife and her lover would enjoy after what he imagined would be a long, thoroughly satisfying fuck that would satiate the desire they'd cultivated throughout church and on the drive home.

    It was while Jack was busy surveying the ingredients in the refrigerator that the first moan reached his ears. It meant the blowjob was over. It meant another man's cock was inside Piper's pussy. It meant she was on the way to experiencing the orgasm she craved, the kind of orgasm that Jack was genuinely incapable of offering her, the kind that Bryan gave her each and every time they were together.

    Jack closed his eyes and listened as the cool air from the fridge encircled his legs. He felt his cock return to its erect state as he imagined Piper on her back with her legs spread as Bryan fucked her with long, slow, deep thrusts. That was almost always how they started, mostly to give her pussy a little time to get used to his impressive size before he picked up the pace. They typically shared deep, passionate kisses during that time, their tongues entwined as Piper's hands moved all over her lover's body and as Bryan played with her breasts and occasionally reached down to grab her ass and give it a good squeeze while bottoming out inside her.

    Jack would have been content to sit at the kitchen table, close his eyes, and listen to the sounds of sex emanating from his bedroom, but he had a job to do, and he knew Piper would withhold his reward - most likely an orgasm at the end of the day - if he disappointed her by failing to follow her instructions.

    For that reason, Jack pulled the ingredients for grilled chicken sandwiches from the fridge and got to work. He fired up the grill, sliced the chicken thinly, coated it in a flavorful spice rub, and sliced what remained of the baguette they'd picked up at the bakery just a day prior.

    "Fuck me," Piper cried out as Jack thinly sliced a perfectly ripe tomato. "Fuck me, Bryan. Fuck me harder!"

    Jack set the knife on the cutting board and closed his eyes. Piper moaned louder and he could hear the bed frame squeaking from the strain of Bryan's powerful thrusts. They were probably still in missionary, only now Piper's pussy had gotten used to Bryan's size and he could fuck her harder and he was certainly doing so. Jack pictured Piper's legs spread wide. He imagined the sounds of hard, wet sex as the big dick pummeled her pussy.

    Jack opened his eyes, looked down, and saw his stiff dick nearly pressed into the kitchen counter. He desperately wanted to be in the bedroom. He wanted to see Bryan's cock filling Piper's pussy. He wanted to watch another man fuck his wife. He wanted to witness her pleasure, but it wasn't permitted, for it wasn't Jack's place to do as he desired, it was his place to do as his wife commanded, because his ultimate purpose was to serve her needs above all else.

    Jack picked up the knife, finished slicing the tomatoes, and sprinkled each with a bit of sea salt. He set them aside on a plate and sliced half a head of iceberg lettuce as thin as he could. As he did, the sounds of sex stopped. They were switching positions. Jack paused, closed his eyes, and listened.

    It took a few seconds, but soon Piper's moans resumed. This time, though, they were slower and deeper. She was on top. She was on top and she was taking her time with Bryan's cock, no doubt grinding back and forth as she bathed him in the slickness of her juices and ground her clit into his pelvis, engulfing them both in what Jack imagined was a sense of pure, perfect bliss.

    Cowgirl was Jack's favorite position to watch. He loved to be on his knees in the bedroom, looking up at his wife as she rode her lover's cock, using it for her pleasure and providing Bryan with the joy of her tight, perfect pussy. He loved to see Bryan's hands reach up to play with her tits. He loved the way Piper would put her hands over Bryan's and encourage him to do as he pleased with her flesh, to squeeze it and knead it and pinch her nipples, all in the name of giving them both what they needed.

    "Your cock feels so good inside me," Piper said loud enough for Jack to hear all the way in the kitchen.

    Jack smiled as he ran the knife through the lettuce. Piper was talking to Bryan, of course, but he was fairly certain she was talking to him, too. She wanted him to feel the ache of desire, to feel a deep sense of longing for what he'd been banned from watching. She wanted him to feel just a little bit of pain as he cooked for her and her lover while she got fucked in their bedroom. It worked, too, as Jack's dick throbbed painfully and a very particular kind of jealousy - cuckold jealousy, as he'd come to think of it - coursed through his body.

    Jack set the lettuce aside, squirted a healthy dollop of mayo into a ramekin, and added a little bit of garlic powder and salt to up the flavor. He turned on the oven so it would be ready to toast the bread when the time came and then grabbed the chicken and headed outside to put it on the grill.

    "Bryan...fuck...I'm cumming!" Piper cried out.

    Jack stopped at the door to the deck and smiled. That jealousy returned, but it was a good thing. His wife was in the midst of a deeply pleasurable experience. She was cumming on another man's cock. She was cumming hard. She was getting what she craved. That's what mattered. Jack wanted to be there. He wanted to see the look on Piper's face as she climaxed with another man's dick buried deep inside her, but being denied what he wanted was a part of his life and Jack had embraced that reality.

    He stepped out onto the deck, closed the door, and opened the grill. Jack laid each piece of chicken onto the hot grates and listened to it sizzle. He felt the warmth of the sun on his bare ass and made sure to keep his stiff dick away from the heat, all of which was a decidedly odd experience that managed to put a smile on his face. Six months ago, his life was vastly different, and yet he wouldn't change anything, for offering his service to Piper brought Jack greater pleasure than anything he'd ever experienced.

    The sounds of sex were distinctly different when Jack returned to the kitchen. They were fucking in doggystyle. He heard Bryan's body slamming into Piper's ass. He heard her moaning the way she did when she was taking a particularly hard, vigorous fucking. He heard Bryan moaning, too, which meant he was close to cumming.

    Jack put the bread into the oven to toast it as the sex got even more vigorous. He pictured Piper on her hands and knees in their bed, a position she hadn't let Jack fuck her in for years, a position that Bryan got to fuck her in whenever he wanted. He imagined Bryan's hands on her hips, though sometimes he liked to grab a handful of Piper's hair for leverage, too. He imagined her tits bouncing gently with every thrust and her ass rippling from the strength her lover used as he fucked her.

    "Cum inside me!" Piper cried out. "Bryan...baby...cum inside me! Cum in my pussy!"

    Jack pulled the bread out of the oven and set it on the plates. He gripped the edge of the kitchen counter as jealousy and pleasure mixed inside him. He loved that Piper was getting fucked, that she was enjoying another man's cock, but he desperately wished he could be there to watch, to witness her pleasure, to witness Bryan's pleasure as he barreled towards unleashing his seed inside her.

    "Oh, fuck!" Bryan screamed.

    The sounds of sex stopped. Bryan was cumming inside Piper. Another man was cumming in Jack's wife. He told himself not to masturbate. He forced himself to hold off on doing the thing he desperately craved in that moment, for there was nothing he enjoyed more than the moment Bryan came inside Piper. It was the purest, most beautiful, most perfect representation of his status as a cuckold and he adored being there to witness it.

    Jack grabbed another plate, headed onto the deck, and retrieved the now-cooked chicken. He turned off the grill, stepped inside, and set the plate on the counter to let the meat rest.

    "Jack!" Piper called out.

    Jack rushed out of the kitchen and towards the bedroom. He stepped through the doorway and saw his wife cuddled up with the man that had just cum inside her. Bryan's cock was still mostly erect and coated with a shiny mixture of pussy juice and cum.

    Piper looked at Jack's stiff cock, smiled, and ran her fingers through Bryan's chest hair before kissing him on the cheek. "I think he enjoyed listening," she said.

    Bryan smiled. "The cuck always enjoys listening, doesn't he?"

    Piper nodded. "I think he enjoyed that I kicked him out of the bedroom, too. I think he enjoyed cooking for us while you were fucking me. I think he enjoyed sacrificing the joy of watching for the chance to serve us."

    Jack's cock throbbed. She was right, of course. He had enjoyed making that sacrifice. He'd thoroughly enjoyed it.

    "Jack, I'd like you to clean my lover's cock before we have lunch," Piper said. "A damp washcloth should do the trick."

    Jack nodded and headed for the bathroom. He retrieved a washcloth, ran it under the water, squeezed it out, and returned to the bedroom to see Piper and Bryan indulging in a long, slow, shockingly passionate kiss with a wealth of gentle tongue play.

    As they kissed, Jack crawled between Bryan's legs and ran the washcloth up and down his big cock. It was not unlike giving a handjob, just with a thin layer of cloth between them. Jack made sure to do a thorough job - he'd failed to do so in the past and Piper had been upset with him - and all the while his wife and her lover kissed like they were utterly enamored with each other.

    When Jack had finished, Piper sat up and leaned forward to inspect his work. Satisfied that he'd done a good job, she placed a kiss on the head of Bryan's cock and got on her knees to crawl towards Jack.

    "You cleaned his cock perfectly," she said. "Just as you're supposed to." Her fingers encircled Jack's stiff dick and she asked, "Tell me, cuckold, does it make you happy to clean the cock of the man that just fucked your wife?"

    Jack nodded as his loins tingled with delight from his wife's slow, teasing handjob.

    "And did it make you happy to cook lunch for us while he satisfied my desires in our bed?" she asked.

    "Yes, very much so," Jack replied.

    Piper leaned in, stroked his cock a little faster, and kissed Jack's neck. "And would it make you happy to crawl under the table and clean his cum out of my pussy while he and I have lunch?" she whispered.

    An involuntary moan escaped Jack's lips as he imagined being granted such a pleasure. "Yes, I'd love that. That would make me very happy, Piper."

    She released his cock - which was close to cumming - and said, "Very good then. Return the washcloth to the bathroom and meet us in the kitchen to serve us lunch."

    Jack rushed into the bathroom, set the washcloth on the counter, and followed his wife and her lover - both of whom remained naked - to the kitchen. He finished preparing their sandwiches - including one for himself that he would eat later - and set them on the table.

    Piper pointed to the floor and Jack fell to his knees. He crawled under the table and watched as she spread her legs and scooted her hips forward until she sat at the edge of the chair. Jack crawled between her legs, pressed his tongue into her pussy, and dined on another man's cum while his wife and her lover enjoyed lunch.

    Neither of them acknowledged his presence under the table. Instead, they ate their lunch and talked as if they were like any other couple, discussing the friends they'd seen at church, what their work weeks looked like, their favorite TV show, and numerous other topics.

    All the while, Jack was bathed in bliss as he dutifully licked Bryan's cum out of his wife's pussy. It was a large load and Jack's dick was so hard it hurt, as serving Piper in that particular manner was among his favorite things to do. In fact, it was a beautiful reward and he was thrilled she'd seen fit to offer him such a pleasure so early in the day.

    Perhaps it meant that Piper would be especially generous on that particular Sunday, that she might let Jack clean her pussy multiple times and that she might give him the kind of orgasm he craved before the day was over. He could only hope.

  
    A Sunday of Service - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "That was excellent," Bryan said as he pushed his chair away from the table and spread his legs.

    "It was," Piper replied. A moment later she too pushed her chair away, depriving Jack of the joy of licking her pussy, which had long since been cleaned of her lover's cum.

    Jack crawled out from under the table with the taste of cum on his tongue and looked up to see a smile on his wife's face.

    "You've become an excellent cook since I started seeing Bryan," she said.

    "I just want to make you both happy," Jack replied from his knees as he glanced at his wife's lover, catching a smile on Bryan's face. "That's what makes me happy."

    Piper reached out and caressed his face in a gentle, loving manner. "You're a very good boy, Jack. You've been a very good boy from the moment I took control. You approach your days of service with the kind of attitude every wife would no doubt love her husband to have, and you always make my life better."

    "That's all I want to do," Jack replied.

    Piper looked at Bryan, smiled, and returned her gaze to Jack. "I'd like to have sex again. All that wonderful work your tongue did during lunch has left me feeling rather desperate for a good fucking. What can you do to make that happen? How can you be a good boy for me in this moment?"

    Jack knew that his cock - despite its erect state - would be of no interest to his wife, so he turned to Bryan. Her lover's cock was flaccid and it was quite clear what he could do to help. He'd done it before. He'd never come around to finding it pleasurable, but he'd certainly done it.

    "I could fluff Bryan's cock," Jack said.

    "Yes, you could," Piper replied. She ran her fingers through his hair and down to the back of his neck, almost like she was petting him. "But you don't really enjoy doing that, do you?"

    "No," he answered.

    "But you wouldn't let that stop you, would you?" she asked. "You'd crawl between his legs and take his cock in your mouth like a good boy because you want to serve, to tend to my needs, to make me happy."

    Her touch felt deeply relaxing, so much so that Jack barely considered how little he'd enjoy sucking the cock between her lover's legs. Instead, he thought of how desperately he wanted to please the woman he loved so deeply.

    "Do it for me, cuckold," Piper instructed. "Fluff him. Get him hard for me. Get him nice and hard for my pussy."

    Jack crawled towards Bryan. He felt the cool tile of the kitchen against his knees. He felt the genuine humiliation inherent in the act of crawling between another man's legs with the purpose of fluffing him.

    "May I...may I suck your cock?" Jack asked - as his wife had taught him to do - while sitting back on his knees between the other man's legs.

    Bryan smiled, but he offered no answer for a few moments, instead staring down at Jack and holding eye contact. "Is that what you want, cuck? Do you want to suck my dick?"

    "Yes," Jack admitted. He wanted to...and he didn't want to. It was always an odd experience when Piper ordered him to fluff her lover, as he never truly wanted to have a cock in his mouth, and yet he always wanted to serve his wife's needs. "I want to suck your dick. I want to get you hard for my wife. I want to serve both of you."

    Bryan took his flaccid cock in his hand and said, "Why don't you start with my balls? They got a little sweaty when I was fucking your wife and I'd like you to clean them before I let you take my cock in your mouth."

    Jack leaned closer and the scent of Bryan's balls reached his nose a few moments before his mouth reached the hairy, wrinkled flesh. He took one of the sizable testicles between his lips and sucked slowly and gently, taking care not to cause his wife's lover any pain as he served by sucking the sweat from the sack.

    "Mmm," Piper moaned from behind him. Jack heard the unmistakable sound of his wife playing with her pussy. He imagined her fingers plunging between her plump labia and exploring the hot, wet flesh between them. "I do love watching him serve you," she said. "I love watching him acknowledge his place."

    Jack looked up at Bryan and saw a smile on his face. He'd seen that smile countless times and had come to understand that it was caused by a sort of pleasure that Jack would never experience, for it was generated by the very particular joy of effectively subjugating a married man and making him submit in the most humiliating way imaginable. Of course Bryan was smiling, especially since Piper found such pleasure in watching Jack offer up his mouth.

    "Both balls, cuck," Bryan said.

    Jack dutifully switched to Bryan's other testicle, taking it in his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, and gently cleaning every bit of sweat from it. The distinct - and somewhat unpleasant - taste of balls now filled his mouth, though it only served to deepen Jack's pleasing sense of submission, for a little bit of suffering proved rather thrilling in service to his wife.

    "You may suck my cock now, cuck," Bryan said.

    Jack's dick throbbed as the order was delivered. He found pleasure in hearing those words from the man that would spend most of the day fucking his wife. He found it thrilling that Bryan had been given such control in their home. Piper's moan thrilled him too, as she clearly got off on the notion of her lover wielding such power over her husband.

    "I love watching his head bob up and down in your lap," Piper said as she watched from behind Jack. "I love knowing that his mouth is filled with your dick, that he's sucking like a good boy because he wants my lover to get hard for me, because he wants to play a part in his wife's satisfaction, in giving me what I crave, and what my husband knows he can't provide."

    Jack loved that too, to the point that he sucked with greater vigor while listening to his wife explain precisely why it sounded like she was masturbating with such fury.

    Bryan rested a hand on the back of Jack's head and applied gentle pressure, eliciting another moan from Piper. "Your husband has become an excellent cocksucker. Better than most women, to be honest."

    "His drive to serve is strong," Piper noted before unleashing a long, low moan. "Making his superiors feel good is what drives him more than anything else."

    It was the absolute truth. From the moment Piper had taken control in their marriage he'd experienced a level of pleasure he hadn't thought possible. He'd experienced it over, and over, and over again, too, sinking ever deeper as her relationship with Bryan blossomed.

    Piper's chair moved and Jack felt her hands on his back. Her touch was soft, right up until she reached his ass. Then she gave it a good squeeze, kissed the back of his neck, and said, "I want you to put him inside me, cuckold. I want you to guide another man's cock into your wife's pussy, and I want you to remain on your knees while I fuck myself with his big cock. I want you to use that talented mouth of yours to enhance our sexual pleasure. I know you like to watch, but you need to work if you want to be in the same room with us as we fuck."

    Piper stood and straddled Bryan's stomach. They kissed as Jack continued to fluff her lover's cock. Bryan was already hard, but Piper seemed content to indulge in kissing him and feeling his strong hands move over her body as Jack kept on sucking dick like a good cuckold.

    "Put him inside me," she said.

    Jack dutifully guided another man's cock - a cock he'd just sucked like a good cuckold - into his wife's pussy. He watched her labia part for the impressively thick shaft and listened to them both moan as Piper fully sank down onto her lover's dick, taking every beautiful inch inside her.

    Though he wanted to watch, Jack wasn't going to defy his wife, for he knew she'd dismiss him from the kitchen if he didn't do as she desired. He leaned in, spread her ass cheeks, and rimmed her beautiful asshole, eliciting a loud moan as Piper began to move her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy over Bryan's cock and milking him with her heat and wetness.

    "That feels good, cuckold," Piper said. "Eat my ass while his cock fills me. Serve me, baby. Serve me like a good boy."

    Jack squeezed her ass and picked up the pace of his eager licking, flicking his tongue back and forth over her tight, puckered hole while Piper's moans got louder, reverberating around their kitchen.

    Though he would have enjoyed licking his wife's asshole for the entirety of her ride on Bryan's cock, Jack had been instructed to serve them both, so eventually he pulled his face from between her perfect, smooth ass cheeks, dropped a little lower, and set about sucking on Bryan's balls.

    "Oh, shit," Bryan said.

    "Is my cuckold being a good boy?" Piper asked.

    "He is," her lover answered.

    Piper moaned - and loudly - and that simple gesture was enough to thrill Jack. She was moaning because he was serving, because he was putting her pleasure and the pleasure of her lover above his own. He did, however, have at least a little bit of a view of Bryan's cock filling her pussy as she'd begun bouncing on his shaft, taking every inch deep inside her while they both let loose a series of wondrous moans.

    Jack switched to worshiping her asshole once more, devoting his tongue to the pleasure of her flesh while his dick throbbed in a state of extended denial. Piper slowed her riding and came to a standstill as the sound of passionate kissing filling the room. Jack wasn't sure why she was stopping, but he relished the opportunity to fervently devour her asshole.

    Then she stood up and Bryan's cock slipped out of her pussy and slapped against Jack's face. He grabbed the base instinctively and watched his wife spin around and look down at him.

    "Put him inside me," she said.

    Jack smiled and guided the head of the cock to his wife's pussy. She sat down on it, this time in reverse cowgirl, and she held his gaze the entire time. He connected with her, staring into her eyes while another man's dick filled her pussy.

    "I'm going to ride him nice and slow," Piper said, "and as I do, you're going to suck on my clit, cuckold. You're going to help me cum with another man's cock inside me. You're going to be a very good boy and offer the assistance I desire."

    "I'll do anything for you, Piper," Jack replied.

    She smiled and dropped her pussy onto Bryan's cock. He groaned - of course he did, as her pussy was perfect - and she leaned back, put her hands on the chair, and began to take him for a ride. Jack wasted no time in doing his part as he leaned in and licked and sucked on his wife's throbbing clit while another man's cock filled her.

    It wasn't often that they fucked in reverse cowgirl, but it was Jack's favorite position to participate in. There was nothing quite like looking up at his wife and seeing the intense pleasure on her face as she was quite literally filled with someone else's cock. Equally as enthralling was the opportunity to lick and suck on her clit, to offer her that pleasure while she had another man's dick inside her. To be even a little bit responsible for her intense satisfaction was a dream.

    "I'm close, cuckold," she said. "I'm going to cum on his cock. I'm going to cum all over his big cock, and you're going to help."

    She rode him a little faster and Jack's head bobbed up and down to keep his tongue on her clit. Her moans got a little louder and then Piper closed her eyes and rolled her head towards the ceiling. Bryan reached up to take her tits in his hands and squeezed them hard, eliciting a loud and lovely moan.

    "I'm cumming," she said. "Fuck, Bryan, I'm cumming!"

    Of course it was his name she called out while cumming. He was the one inside her. It was his cock that was deep in her pussy, that was stretching her and reaching places inside her that Jack's cock had never been.

    As she came, Piper sat on Bryan's cock, taking every inch inside her and resting there as her body trembled with pleasure. Juices leaked out of her and Jack immediately went to work, licking them off of Bryan's shaft and balls because it was his place to serve.

    "What a good cuckold," Piper said. "Are you going to clean his cum out of me, too? Are you going to use that tongue of yours to devour his load like a good cuck?"

    Jack nodded.

    Piper smiled and started to ride her lover once more. Jack knew better than to lick her clit this time, though. Instead, he focused his attention on Bryan's balls, sucking and licking with great fervor in an attempt to his wife's primary sexual partner the kind of pleasure he deserved.

    "Cum inside me," Piper said as Bryan played with her tits. "Cum in my pussy. Cum in my married pussy and I'll feed your load to my cuckold."

    Jack felt Bryan's balls jump in his mouth. He sucked a little harder, swirling his tongue around the testicle in his mouth as a loud moan came from the man inside Piper. More followed, and soon enough his shaft was pulsing as he injected his hot, thick, creamy cum into her pussy while she kept on riding him, working his cock with her pussy to ensure the most pleasurable orgasm imaginable.

    "That's it, baby," she said. "Fuck...fill my pussy. Fill my wet pussy with your load."

    Bryan did so for a surprisingly long time, especially given it was his second orgasm in less than an hour. When he was finished, Piper settled onto his dick and looked down at Jack.

    "You just ate a load out of me, but would you like another, cuckold?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," Jack replied.

    "You know the rules," she said. "You need to clean his cock first. You can use a towel if you like, but since you're already on your knees, why not just use your mouth?"

    She lifted her pussy from Bryan's cock and it flopped out of her and bounced in front of Jack's face. It was covered in a thin sheen of cum and pussy juice and he didn't hesitate to take it in his mouth. He sucked the head clean and then licked his way up and down the shaft as some of Bryan's cum leaked out of Piper's pussy as she sat across her lover's stomach.

    Jack finished cleaning the cock that had just fucked his wife for a second time that day and almost immediately pushed his tongue inside her. He moaned when the cum hit his taste buds and closed his eyes as his cock throbbed from the pleasure of serving her in such a kinky manner.

    "He loves your cum," Piper said.

    "Yeah? You think so?" Bryan asked.

    She laughed softly. "He certainly cleans it out of me like he loves it, and I do think he's grown to love it over time. I think he knows it's a beautiful act of service and submission, that it shows us both that he not only knows his place, but that he embraces it, that he understands that he's the kind of man that sucks cock, cleans my pussy, cooks for us, and does chores when you're in the house and satisfying me."

    "Maybe we can go to my house next weekend," Bryan suggested. "I have a few chores that I'd love to have him do while I'm fucking you."

    Jack looked up to see them kissing as Bryan handled her tits in a soft, gentle manner, playing with her perky flesh like he owned it.

    "That sounds like a great idea," Piper said. "Make sure you have plenty of work for him to do. He's quite good and he'll finish quickly, especially if he's listening to us fuck."

    "I will," Bryan replied. "I'll make sure to keep the cuck busy all day long while I satisfy his wife."

    Jack was a little embarrassed at how hard his dick felt at the notion of doing chores for Bryan while he and Piper fucked. He couldn't help it, though.

    "Don't get too far ahead of yourself, though," Piper said before kissing her lover softly. "The day is still young, after all, and I expect you to satisfy me at least a few more times before I let you go home."

    Bryan smiled like a man who was going to spend his entire day fucking a gorgeous, horny married woman. "I'm yours for as long as you want me," he said.

    Jack smiled too, for there were few things he enjoyed more than spending a day serving his wife and her lover.
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    Jack walked into the living room and paused for a moment as he stared at his wife and her lover cuddled up on the couch. Piper had put on a sundress and she looked impossibly beautiful with another man's arm around her.

    "Can I get you anything?" Jack asked as he approached with his cock dangling between his legs. They'd dressed but he'd been instructed to remain naked, an act that made him feel just a little more submissive.

    Piper looked up at Bryan and ran her fingers over his chest as she smiled like a woman completely lost in a deep sense of lusty appreciation for the man that had already satisfied her twice on a beautiful Sunday.

    "I don't need anything," she said. "How about you, baby?"

    Bryan kissed her softly and let his lips linger before parting them slightly. He offered his tongue and Jack's cock grew as he watched his wife suck on the flesh of the man who'd deposited two loads of cum into her pussy that day. Both of those loads now rested in Jack's stomach as he'd done his duty as his wife's eager submissive cuckold.

    "Actually," Bryan said with a confident grin, "my car's a bit dirty. It could use a thorough washing."

    Piper turned to Jack and glanced at his cock - which was almost fully erect at that point - before meeting his gaze and smiling. Jack wasn't sure what his wife found so delightful, but it seemed that she was turned on as Piper's hand made its way between Bryan's legs and gently caressed his cock through the thin material of his pants.

    "Is there some reason you're standing there with that look on your face, cuckold?" Piper asked. "Shouldn't you have already asked - begged, even - for the chance to wash Bryan's car?"

    Jack looked down at his cock and for just a moment he marveled at how hard he was. "Yes, I'm sorry," he said. "Bryan, may I clean your car? It would make me happy to do that for you while you...while you satisfy my wife."

    "I like that you're a grateful cuck," Bryan replied. "That you understand that I give your wife something you can't, and something that she desperately desires and that she absolutely deserves. And I really like that you've come to understand your place, cuck. So yes, you may wash my car. You'll do it by hand, though. No taking it to the car wash. I want you to do it right there in the driveway with the knowledge that I'm going to be fucking your wife as you clean my car."

    "Of course," Jack replied.

    He turned to leave but Bryan stopped him. "Actually, cuck, there's something I want you to do before you go."

    Jack spun around and he couldn't help but look at the impressive bulge in Bryan's pants. Piper's gentle touch had clearly generated a wealth of arousal and he was now sporting an erection.

    "I want you to suck my dick before you go," Bryan said. "I want you to be able to taste it as you're washing my car."

    Piper kissed her lover's neck and moaned as she unzipped his pants. She offered no resistance to his demand. If anything, she seemed turned on by it.

    Jack approached the couch and fell to his knees in front of Bryan. Piper freed her lover's cock and her fingers moved up and down the thick, veiny shaft as her lips met Bryan's and they shared a deeply passionate kiss. A drop of precum appeared at the tip of the impressive cock Piper offered pleasure to and Jack stared at the glistening fluid.

    "Start with the precum," Piper said softly. "Think of it as a sweet little reward for getting on your knees like a good cuckold."

    Jack leaned in and the musky scent of Bryan's cock and balls filled his nose. He was surprised to experience a kinky thrill as the smell filled his nose. He wrapped his lips around the very tip of Bryan's dick and licked up the precum. The sweet taste danced on his tongue and Piper stroked the shaft and moaned as both she and Bryan looked down at Jack.

    "Now suck my dick while your wife watches, cuck," Bryan demanded.

    Piper moaned again. It was possible she was putting on a bit of a show for her lover, but her pleasure sounded real to Jack. In fact, it sounded like she was getting off on the idea of her lover demanding that her husband submit to bisexual service.

    Jack offered his submission. He sucked Bryan's cock. He moved his lips as far down the shaft as he could and he sucked hard while moving his tongue back and forth. A taste he couldn't quite place - perhaps a mix of Piper's pussy, Bryan's cock, and a little of his cum - filled Jack's mouth, furthering his sense of submission and making his dick throb in a pleasing manner.

    "He's a natural cocksucker," Bryan said.

    "He's a good cuckold," Piper replied.

    Jack looked up to see his wife and her lover kiss. Their tongues mingled as he gave a blowjob, as he sucked on the thick cock that would soon be inside his wife, that would fuck her while Jack was busy washing another man's car like a dutiful submissive. It was all so arousing, so thrilling, so humiliating.

    "Excellent work, cuck," Bryan said after at least a few minutes of vigorous cocksucking on Jack's part. "You can go clean my car now. I'll take your wife to your bed and I'll fuck her like she needs to be fucked, like you've never been able to fuck her. When you're done you can come in and clean my mess out of her pussy."

    "Thank you," Jack replied as he stood. Uttering those two simple words proved to be deeply humiliating and he felt a shudder of kinky pleasure rush through his body the moment they left his lips.

    Jack turned and walked towards the bedroom to get dressed, for he couldn't very well stand naked in the driveway.

    "Hold on a second," Bryan called out.

    Jack turned back towards the couch. Piper's mouth was now wrapped around Bryan's cock. Her eyes were closed and she moaned softly as her head bobbed up and down in his lap. Bryan didn't need to get any harder. It seemed that Piper simply wanted to offer him the pleasure of her mouth.

    "I want you to wear a pair of your wife's panties as you clean my car," Bryan said. "Used panties, in fact. I want you to feel the delicate lace encase your cock as you wash my car while I pound her pussy."

    Bryan was taking a greater level of control than usual. Jack wasn't sure why, but he couldn't help but find pleasure in it. Piper's moan - which was loud and lusty - indicated that she found pleasure in it too. For that reason, Jack didn't argue.

    "Of course," was all he said before turning and heading to the bedroom.

    Jack rummaged through the dirty laundry and found a pale yellow lace thong. He stepped into it and pulled the delicate fabric up his legs until it rested tightly against his cock and balls. It was the first time he'd worn anything like a thong and it felt odd against his asshole. It moved a little with each step, too, though it wasn't an entirely unpleasant experience.

    Jack put on a t-shirt, a pair of shorts, and his sneakers and turned to leave the bedroom. Before doing so, though, he stopped and stared at the bed. The sheets were still a little rumpled and he couldn't help but imagine his beautiful wife on her back with Bryan's cock moving in and out of her pussy. It was absolutely going to happen and there was something so powerfully erotic about the notion of being ordered to wash Bryan's car while sex unfolded in the bed Jack shared with his wife.

    "You should really be outside, cuck."

    Jack turned to see Bryan and Piper step into the bedroom.

    "He's right," Piper added. "Time to go, honey."

    She crawled into the bed and the bottom of her sundress naturally lifted, exposing her ass and pussy as Jack walked out of the room. He looked to the bed to see Piper staring at Bryan and shaking her ass. In that moment it felt as if Jack didn't exist, as if he was little more than the servant they ordered around. In that moment, that was as close to the truth as anything else and it was oddly arousing to come to that realization.

    Jack left the house as the first moans emanated from the bedroom. He gathered a bucket and sponge from the garage, poured a bit of liquid soap into the bucket, and went around the side of the house to get the hose. He stopped as the faint sounds of sex reached his ears. The bedroom window was closed, but Piper was moaning loud enough - she must have been getting fucked exceptionally well - that Jack could hear.

    His cock throbbed in the panties Bryan had ordered him to wear and Jack felt a fresh rush of humiliation at the notion that he'd offered no argument to the instruction. Somehow his cock got harder, and though Jack was tempted to lean against the house and enjoy the faint sounds of sex, he turned on the water, grabbed the hose, and headed for the driveway.

    Images of Piper and Bryan fucking filled Jack's head as he hosed down the car he'd been assigned to hand wash. He filled the bucket next and then dipped the sizable sponge in it and set about scrubbing. He couldn't remember the last time he'd bothered to wash a car himself - it was so much easier to pay the relatively modest cost of a car wash - and it was impossible to escape the notion that he was cleaning another man's car and that he was doing so while that other man fucked his wife.

    "New car?"

    Jack looked up to see his neighbor Dave standing just a few feet away with his hands on his hips. "Sorry, what?" he asked.

    Dave nodded at the car and said, "I haven't seen this car before. Is it new?"

    Jack couldn't very well give the actual answer. He couldn't admit to his neighbor that he was washing the car of the man his wife had taken to fucking multiple times a week over the past six months. There was a part of him that considered spilling the truth, though, and the mere notion of it proved far more arousing than expected.

    Right as he was about to say something the faint sound of a moan - an orgasmic moan, at least to Jack's ears - drifted through the air. For just a moment Dave's eyes went wide. He glanced towards the house but he didn't say a word. Time seemed to slow as Jack watched his neighbor process the evidence available to him, evidence that suggested that someone else was fucking Jack's wife as he washed an unfamiliar car in the driveway.

    "No, it's not a new car," Jack answered with a smile. "It actually belongs to a friend."

    He wasn't sure why he said it, why he was so drawn to admitting that he was washing another man's car, why he was actually turned on at the notion of Dave knowing that Piper was fucking someone else in that very moment.

    "Oh...uh..." Dave stammered as he seemed to realize that his attempt to be neighborly had turned into an uncomfortable situation he didn't really want to be a part of.

    "Obviously, he's a very good friend," Jack continued.

    Another moan floated through the air. Jack recognized it. It was the kind of moan Piper always unleashed at the tail end of her orgasm. It was more of a primal scream, really, as if she couldn't help but let the world know she'd just had a climax so potent that she couldn't help but shout to the heavens about it.

    "Oh, okay, well, you have a good day," Dave said as he turned and walked away.

    Jack felt the precum in the panties he'd put on at Bryan's instruction. He felt the absolute proof of his arousal, and of the intensity of that arousal. He wasn't the slightest bit certain why he found it so thrilling to have basically admitted that he was washing another man's car while that man fucked his wife, and yet Jack was unquestionably turned on.

    That arousal stayed with him as he painstakingly washed the entirety of Bryan's car. He did so with great care, going over every surface with the sponge and scrubbing especially hard when he found a spot that just didn't want to come clean with ease. When he was finished, Jack gave the car a thorough bath with the hose and then hand-dried it, for it wouldn't have been right to leave water streaks if it dried in the sun.

    Satisfied with the car's exterior, Jack stepped into the house to grab the vacuum and enjoyed the sounds of slow, sensual sex emanating from the bedroom. He imagined Piper on top. He saw her taking Bryan's cock for an erotic ride, milking him with her pussy in the hopes of extending his pleasure, of rewarding him for being such a good lover, for offering her the wealth of satisfaction she'd experienced over the past six months.

    Though he wanted to stay and listen, Jack retrieved the vacuum and headed for the driveway. He thoroughly cleaned the inside of Bryan's car, sucking up every bit of dust and dirt he could find as he continued to imagine Piper riding her lover's cock without a care in the world.

    When he was finished, Jack stepped back and surveyed his work with a surprising sense of pride. He felt good about the act of service he'd just engaged in. It made him far happier than he had any reason to be, and he suddenly hoped he'd be given another task of the same manner before the day was over.

    Jack emptied the soapy water in the bucket, returned the hose to its place by the side of the house, and grabbed the vacuum before heading inside. He listened to the continued sounds of sex, but instead of joining his wife and her lover in the bedroom, Jack resolved to clean the house. It wasn't particularly dirty, but he wanted to serve, to do his duty as a good cuckold, and so he cleaned while another man fucked his wife in their marital bed.

    It wasn't until Jack heard the orgasmic moans of both his wife and her lover that he was tempted to make his way towards the bedroom. Even then he resisted, though, for they hadn't requested his presence and he wanted to give them the time they desired to enjoy each other to the fullest.

    Eventually, though, Piper's voice rang out. "You can come to the bedroom, cuckold!"

    Jack did so with haste. He'd already enjoyed so many cuckold pleasures that day, but he craved more. He stepped into the bedroom to see Piper and Bryan's naked bodies entwined on Jack's side of the bed. It was a small thing, but he loved that they'd apparently fucked where he'd be sleeping that night.

    "Did you wash my car?" Bryan asked.

    "I did. I vacuumed the inside, too," Jack replied.

    Piper offered a smile. "What a good cuckold. Do you think he deserves a reward?"

    Bryan nodded.

    Piper rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Jack's pulse quickened as he thought of once again being welcomed between her legs to clean Bryan's cum out of her.

    "I want to see you in my panties," she said.

    Jack hastily stripped, kicking off his shoes and removing his t-shirt and shorts, leaving in standing there in the yellow lace thong that encased his cock.

    "They're adorable," Piper noted with a smile on her face. "It was such a good idea to have him wear panties while he cleaned your car...and while you fucked me. Wasn't it a good idea, cuckold?"

    Jack nodded as his dick throbbed in the panties.

    "Did it feel good? Did you enjoy wearing my panties while another man fucked me in our bed?" Piper asked.

    The arousal spread from his loins to the rest of his body as Jack nodded once more. His fingers tingled just a bit as he thought of their neighbor walking up and almost immediately understanding that Jack was being cuckolded while washing another man's car. "Yes, I did," he answered.

    "I think you should suck Bryan's cock clean before you clean my pussy," Piper said before turning to her lover. "Would that be okay?"

    Bryan smiled. "Of course. Get to work, cuck."

    Jack moved towards the bed and crawled between Bryan's legs. The thong stretched against his asshole as he took the other man's half-hard cock into his mouth and sucked it clean. The same musky smell filled his nose, but this time the taste was far more potent. It was sweet and salty and really quite delicious, in a wondrously kinky manner.

    "Look at him," Piper said. "Look at how passionately he's sucking your cock. I think he really did like cleaning your car in my panties. I think he might have loved it."

    "I think you're right," Bryan replied. "I think I was right to make him clean my car, just like I was right to think that it would be fun to have him do chores at my place next weekend. I think we absolutely have to do that now."

    Piper kissed him as Jack continued to lick and suck the cock that had just fucked his wife. They were right. He'd loved cleaning Bryan's car. He'd loved doing it in his wife's panties. He'd loved the sense of submission.

    "You can clean my pussy, cuckold," Piper said.

    Jack hastily moved between his wife's legs, laid on his stomach - and pressed his panty-clad cock into the bed - and pushed his tongue inside her. He cleaned yet another load of her lover's cum out of her pussy and he did so gleefully. He moaned, he licked ravenously, and he couldn't help but gently rub his cock into the bed, enjoying the beautiful friction the panties provided.

    "Mmm, that feels so good," Piper said softly.

    Jack buried his tongue as deep inside her as he could and scooped up a thick dollop of cum. He savored the taste on his tongue before swallowing. He closed his eyes as the cum slid down his throat, leaving a thin coating behind. It was such a kinky delight to be able to consume another man's seed from his wife's pussy and in the moment it felt as though Jack's desire to do so would never be satiated.

    "I'd like you to make us dinner tonight," Piper said. "I think I'd like steak, in fact, so you'll need to go shopping. Will you do that for us, cuckold?"

    "Yes, of course," Jack replied.

    "Good. You can go as soon as you finish cleaning my pussy. I want you to keep my panties on, though. I like the idea of you being out in the world in a pair of my underwear while I'm at home with the man that satisfies my pussy," she explained.

    Jack liked that idea, too, and as he pushed his tongue back into his wife's pussy he couldn't help but experience a hint of excitement at the notion that someone might spot his panties as he shopped. It probably wouldn't happen, but it would certainly spice up his shopping experience, and there was nothing wrong with adding a little more spice to an already excellent Sunday.
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    Sometimes, Piper and Bryan invited Jack to enjoy a meal with them, especially when he'd be the one to prepare the meal. This particular Sunday, though, wasn't one of those times. It seemed that they were in a more romantic mood than usual, so Piper had instructed Jack to return to the kitchen and enjoy his dinner alone while they ate in the dining room. He was also to act as their waiter for the evening, checking in on them every once in a while to ensure that their glasses were filled with wine and to offer more of the side dishes he'd prepared.

    Jack did as instructed. He waited on his wife and her lover, popping into the dining room every five minutes or so to quickly check in on them before returning to the kitchen table and enjoying his dinner, which was exquisitely prepared.

    It felt as though Piper was on a date with a boyfriend. Jack couldn't hear what they were saying, but the conversation was animated and peppered with outbursts of laughter in the way it is when two people are truly connecting with each other. It seemed like the perfect end to a day filled with sexual pleasure for both Piper and Bryan, though Jack suspected they'd fuck at least once more before Bryan went home.

    When they'd finished eating, Jack cleared their plates and Piper instructed him to fill their wine glasses once more and bring them to the living room as she and Bryan planned on watching a movie.

    Jack opened another bottle of wine, filled their glasses, and brought them to his wife and the man that was acting very much like her boyfriend. They were cuddled up - Bryan had his arm around her - and they looked like a deliriously happy couple. They shared a tender kiss as Jack set the glasses on the coffee table. He watched Bryan's hand move up Piper's arm. He watched her lips part as her lover caressed her face. Their tongues entwined in the most beautiful manner and Piper moaned before caressing Bryan's crotch.

    Jack thought they might skip the movie and get down to fucking, but they didn't. Instead, they remained curled up on the couch throughout the film and they even invited Jack to join them. He poured himself a glass of wine, sat on the smaller couch opposite his wife and her lover, and divided his time between the movie and admiring the way the woman he loved more than any other was curled up with another man.

    There were little moments of affection shared between them throughout the movie, and each one sent a little wave of arousal through Jack's body. He loved the way Piper would kiss Bryan's neck and caress his thigh, and the way Bryan would gently run his hands over her breasts, teasing Piper before their lips met for a quick kiss. They were clearly working to arouse each other, but they were in no rush to get to the part where their clothes came off and they fucked once more.

    When the movie ended, Jack was certain he'd be called into action in some manner. When Piper straddled Bryan and kissed him passionately, it seemed even more likely.

    Then, Piper took Bryan's head in her hands and asked, "Would you spend the night?"

    Bryan's eyes went wide for just a moment as he registered the same level of surprise Jack felt. "Are you sure?" he asked.

    Piper smiled and nodded. "Yes. I want to fall asleep in your arms, Bryan. I want to sleep with you in the bed I share with my husband. I want him to sleep in the guest room in those cute panties you put him in. And, I really want you to fuck me in the morning before we enjoy a breakfast prepared by my cuckold."

    Bryan's smile matched hers - it might have been even more gleeful, in fact - and he ran his hands under Piper's shirt and up her back. His fingers moved down once more and he grabbed two handfuls of her ass before saying, "I'd love to spend the night, and I'd love to fuck you tomorrow morning before enjoying a breakfast prepared by your obedient, panty-clad cuck husband."

    Jack felt as though his marriage was changing before his eyes. He wondered if Piper had planned to have Bryan spend the night all along or if it was a spur of the moment thing. He wondered if his willingness to wear her panties - at Bryan's instruction - had changed the way she felt about him. He wondered if Bryan would start spending a great deal more time with Piper, if he might end up sleeping over far more often.

    As he pondered those thoughts, Jack felt a deep sense of arousal spread through his body. That was partly informed by watching Piper grind in Bryan's lap as they kissed, but that wasn't the only cause of his lust. He was turned on at the idea of another man spending the night in the bed he shared with his wife. He was turned on at the idea of having to sleep in Piper's panties while she likely slept naked in another man's arms. Perhaps he shouldn't have been turned on by those things, but he had no control over his desires.

    "I'd like you to prepare the bedroom for us, cuckold," Piper said as she turned to Jack. "Put fresh sheets on the bed and get the old ones in the laundry. Make sure you take a toothbrush, toothpaste, and anything else you might need into the guest bathroom, too, as you won't be permitted into the master bedroom after Bryan and I fuck once more."

    "Of course," Jack replied as he stood. He headed out of the living room while Bryan and Piper continued their lusty foreplay. They kissed as he took her shirt off and skillfully unhooked her bra, freeing her breasts and taking them in his hands, eliciting a moan as Jack departed the living room.

    Jack grabbed a fresh set of sheets from the linen closet and stepped into the bedroom he shared with his wife. He stood there and smiled as a wave of pleasure washed over him, a wave caused by the simple thought of his wife sleeping in another man's arms in the bed that had previously been reserved only for Jack and Piper.

    He pulled back the comforter, removed the sheets, and tossed them onto the floor before putting on a fresh set. He made sure the bed looked absolutely perfect, changed the pillow cases, and put the comforter back in place. Once he was finished, Jack surveyed the bedroom, smiled at how nice the bed looked, and grabbed the dirty sheets to put them in the laundry.

    Once he'd started the load, Jack headed for the master bathroom to gather the things he'd need to get ready for bed that night. He thought of Bryan and Piper brushing their teeth in the bathroom just like a couple would. He thought of them crawling into bed together, of them sharing a goodnight kiss, of them talking like a couple does before bed. All those thoughts made Jack's cock throb in his panties and he couldn't help but smile despite the general sense of angst he felt at the sudden shift in his marriage.

    Jack brought everything to the guest bedroom, set it all on the bed, took a deep breath, and headed back to the living room to see how he could be of service to his wife and her lover.

    As he approached, Jack heard Piper moaning in a decidedly lusty manner. When he stepped into the room he saw her sitting on the couch with her legs spread and Bryan's fingers moving in and out of her pussy. Her eyes were closed, her lips were parted, and Bryan was kissing her neck ass she filled the air with the sounds of sensual pleasure.

    Jack watched for a few minutes before Piper opened her eyes and smiled at him. "Is the bedroom ready for us, cuckold?"

    He nodded.

    "I want to see you in your panties," she said. "Strip."

    Jack stripped and tossed his clothes onto the floor. He took a few steps towards the couch and Piper motioned for him to spin around. Jack felt deeply self-conscious as he did so, but he wasn't about to disobey his wife.

    "He looks cute," Piper said. "And it really looks like he just belongs in panties, like he was made to wear them while he serves us. I think I might have to get him a few pairs of his own that he can wear while you're here, or while we're at your place."

    "I think that's a fantastic idea," Bryan replied.

    Jack felt his cock throb at the suggestion, though he experienced a wave of angst, too. It felt like things were changing at a remarkably swift pace and he didn't feel entirely prepared to handle the changes.

    "Come here, cuckold," Piper said. "Get on your knees in front of Bryan."

    Jack approached the couch and dropped to his knees in front of his wife's lover. Piper reached over and caressed Bryan's cock through his pants. The bulge was considerable and quite obvious, though that was no surprise given how aroused he must have been after a wealth of foreplay between the two of them.

    "Take his pants off," Piper instructed.

    Jack reached up and carefully removed Bryan's pants. He pulled off his underwear, too, exposing the long and thick cock that had spent a great deal of time inside Piper that day.

    "Bryan and I have decided to take our relationship to the next level," Piper explained as she stroked his cock. "It's fair to say we've been lovers, or, I suppose, fuck buddies up until now. The truth is, though, that hasn't been an accurate description. We've been more than that. We've developed feelings for each other. It's fair to say we've been dating - to a certain degree, at least - for a while now. We're making it official, though. From here on out, Bryan's my boyfriend and I'm his girlfriend."

    Jack looked up at his wife and her boyfriend and nodded.

    "It will be a little different than most relationships, of course, seeing as how I have a cuckold husband," she continued. "But don't worry, Jack, we're going to include you. You're an integral part of our relationship, in fact. You're going to start accompanying me when I go to my boyfriend's house. You're going to serve us both when you do. You're going to do chores for him while he's fucking me in his bed. You're going to cook for us. You're going to clean us both when we're done fucking. You'll do the same when we're in our house, of course."

    Jack's cock throbbed as Piper described his future. He wanted to crawl closer and suck Bryan's cock to show his support of the changes she wanted to make, but he remained on his knees and listened dutifully.

    "The most significant change, though, is that we're going to be seeing a lot more of each other," she said before turning to Bryan, smiling, and leaning in to kiss him. "We'll still spend Sundays together, of course, but we'll see each other at least once or twice more each week. We'll see how things develop after that. Who knows, though, we might end up spending a great deal of time together if this relationship goes where I think we both hope it will go."

    Jack felt like his marriage was changing at light speed, though it wasn't really the case. Piper and Bryan had been dating - or pretty close to it - for months at that point. They were really just making it official. It seemed like they were making Jack's place in their triumvirate clearer, too. His Sundays of service were going to expand to other days of the week, and it seemed possible that his future might entail a great deal of service.

    Piper turned to Jack, scooted towards the edge of the couch, and leaned down to kiss him softly. He rested his hand on her knee and rubbed her skin in soft, slow circles as her tongue swirled in his mouth. She moaned and Jack did the same as his wife offered him a few beautiful moments of connection.

    "I see that you're hard in your panties," she said. "Does that mean you're excited for this? For me to have a boyfriend? For Bryan and I to see more of each other?"

    Jack nodded. "And I'm excited to serve you both. I...it feels good to do that. It feels right to me."

    She caressed his face and kissed him on the cheek. "It feels right to me, too. And you know what else would feel right?"

    "What?" Jack asked.

    "If you'd suck my boyfriend's cock like a good cuckold," Piper replied with a smile.

    She sat back and Jack moved forward until he was inches from Bryan's cock. He looked up at the man who'd be dating his wife from that day forward and he felt a shiver of submissive pleasure rush through his body.

    "Go ahead, cuck," Bryan said. "Suck my dick. Show us both that you're excited to be of service to us."

    Jack parted his lips and took the head of Bryan's cock in his mouth. He gave a blowjob, but he did more than that, too. He showed his support for his wife's decision to deepen her relationship with the man that had showed her such intense sexual pleasure since their first time together. Without saying a word he told his wife and her boyfriend that he was excited about his place in their relationship, that he was ready and willing to serve.

    Jack sucked cock as Piper turned her boyfriend's head and kissed him. She carefully unbuttoned his shirt and ran her fingers through his chest hair, moaning for him. Then she put a hand on the back of Jack's head and pushed, urging him to take more of her boyfriend's cock.

    Jack swallowed everything he could. He struggled to take more than half the cock, and as he did he resolved to get better. He wasn't sure how often he'd be giving blowjobs, but if he was going to be a good cuckold then he was determined to learn how to suck cock better. He'd learn to take it all, to deepthroat Bryan's dick in service of getting him hard to fuck Piper. He'd learn to do so to clean Bryan's dick, too, for that's what a good cuckold would do.

    "Suck his balls a little, cuckold," Piper instructed.

    Jack did his duty. He served Bryan's balls. He swirled his tongue around them and sucked each into his mouth. He offered pleasure and stroked Bryan's cock at the same time. His wife looked down at him and smiled at his obedience, and perhaps at the sight of her husband with another man's balls in his mouth.

    "Do you think he's earned an orgasm today?" Bryan asked.

    Piper kissed her boyfriend's neck and said, "He has, but I think I'm going to deny him the chance to cum. I don't want him to lose that service-oriented mindset. He can cum tomorrow night when he gets home from work."

    Jack felt a touch frustrated at the notion of being denied, but he was in no place to argue. After all, he was on his knees between another man's legs, wearing a pair of panties, and sucking on a big set of balls that would soon unleash a load of cum into his wife. That wasn't the behavior of a man who could successfully argue that he deserved to cum.

    "How do you feel about taking me to the bedroom - to our bedroom, at least for the night - and fucking me?" Piper asked.

    "I can't think of anything I'd rather do," Bryan replied.

    Piper looked down at Jack, smiled, and said, "That's enough, cuckold. Bryan's going to fuck me now. I'd like you to join us. You'll wait on your knees at the foot of the bed. You'll keep your hands behind your back, and of course you'll keep your panties on. If we require anything of you, one of us will offer instructions. If we don't, you'll wait until we're finished and then clean us both when we give you permission. Once you've cleaned his cock and my pussy, you can go to the guest bedroom. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do," Jack replied. "And thank you for letting me serve you."

    Jack watched from his knees as his wife and her boyfriend stood, held hands, and walked out of the living room. Jack watched them go and marveled at how happy they both seemed before standing and following. Despite his desire to masturbate, he would keep his hands behind his back as he watched them fuck. He would serve them if they requested it and he would clean them when they were finished.

    He would be a good cuckold and offer his service for their pleasure, and it seemed that he would do so with a great deal more frequency in the coming weeks and months.

    It was a big change, but Jack was excited, for being a good cuckold - and being of service to his wife and her boyfriend - was the thing he enjoyed most in the world.

    The End.

  
    A Surprise for Her Cuckold

    “That’s it, cuck. Eat that pussy. Get it nice and wet for me,” your wife’s bull says.

    Your wife is on the living room couch. She’s naked. Her legs are spread. Her fingers are in your hair. She’s moaning.

    “Show your wife that you know your place. Show her that you accept that I’m the real man in your marriage,” her bull says.

    This is what you do. This is your place. You accepted that notion months ago. It was clear the first time he fucked her that he was better. He made her cum so much harder than you ever have.

    It took a while, but you came around to the idea that he was sexually superior to you. You couldn’t really argue with the notion, in fact.

    “You know your place, don’t you cucky?” your wife says sweetly as she runs her fingers through your hair and over your face. “You know that you’re nothing compared to him, right? You know that he’s shown me what it’s like to fuck a real man, right?”

    You look at your wife and nod as you continue to worship her pussy. You won’t stray from your duty. You have to do your part.

    Your wife looks up at her bull. “Is that for me?” she asks.

    You know she’s talking about his cock. You know he’s standing behind you stroking it. You know he’s naked and your wife is admiring his muscular body. You know part of the reason she’s wet is because she’s thinking about having him inside her.

    Her bull doesn’t respond. You imagine he’s smiling at your wife as he thinks about plunging his cock into her wet married pussy and offering her the satisfaction that you’ve always failed to provide.

    “Does her pussy feel nice and wet, cuck?” her bull asks.

    You nod again but your tongue stays where it belongs. You continue licking. Your wife moans. You’re not sure if she’s thinking about the big cock that’s going to fuck her or your tongue.

    You hear a strange noise. It sounds like someone popping the top on a bottle. You look up at your wife as your tongue pushes into her pussy. You see her smile.

    You hear the sound of wet masturbation. Her bull is stroking his cock. He must be using some kind of lube.

    You feel cool liquid splash on your back and over your ass. “Oops. Sorry about that,” her bull says as he continues to masturbate.

    “Keep licking me like a good cucky,” your wife says.

    You do as you’re told, even as you feel the cool liquid drip slowly down your ass crack.

    “That’s it. Just like a good cucky,” she says as you press your tongue into her pussy and spread your saliva around.

    There’s movement behind you. You figure it’s almost time for you to step aside so your wife can get fucked by the man that’s opened her eyes to the true pleasures of sex.

    Then you feel her bull’s hand on your lower back. You instinctively pull away from your wife’s pussy and move to look behind you.

    “No, no, no,” your wife says as she grabs two fistfuls of your hair and pulls you back into your place between her legs. “This is your place. You belong right here between my legs. Don’t worry about what he’s doing.”

    Her voice is soothing, but you can’t help but worry about what’s happening behind you.

    You feel her bull spread your knees wider. You feel him get on his knees behind you. Panic rises in you.

    You try and pull away again, but your wife’s grip is impossibly strong. If you move your head even a little you feel shooting pain. If you moved it too far she’d likely pull your hair out before she let go.

    “This is the next step,” your wife says.

    You feel more of the cool liquid against your ass crack. It drips down your hole. You feel the same sense of panic rising again.

    You feel something soft rub up and down your ass crack. There’s no mistaking it. Your wife’s bull is rubbing his cock against you.

    Despite knowing it’s going to hurt, you try and pull away from your wife’s pussy. You don’t know what he’s planning, but it seems like he’s going to fuck you.

    You quickly learn just how strong your wife is. She holds tight onto your hair and keeps you between her legs despite your thrashing.

    “This is the next step in your cuckolding,” she says. “This is the only logical step. This is what has to happen.”

    She’s referring to you getting fucked. She’s saying it has to happen.

    “He’s going to take whatever’s left of your manhood,” your wife says. “He’s going to fuck you. He’s going to ruin you.”

    Her voice is soft and soothing. Her pussy smells so good. Her thighs are so warm on either side of your head. You feel your resistance begin to melt.

    “There’s no point in fighting it,” she says. “This was inevitable from the first time he fucked me. He showed me that you weren’t a real man. He showed me that you weren’t worthy of my pussy. He showed me that you weren’t worthy of acting like you’re a real man. This is what has to happen, cucky. You have to take it in the ass. You have to let him take what’s left of your manhood.”

    You give in and resume licking your wife’s pussy. You return to your duty as her cuckold. You’re going to let him take your manhood.

    Your wife looks at her bull. “Go ahead. Take his manhood. Ruin him,” she says.

    You feel pressure against your lubed up asshole. You feel pain as the head of his big cock moves inside you. You want to stay quiet, but you can’t. You unleash a groan of agony as you lick your wife’s pussy.

    It hurts. Of course it hurts. He’s quite large and your asshole has never been penetrated before. He’s taking his time, though. He’s going to ruin you as a man, but he’s not going to send you to the hospital with a destroyed anus.

    “That’s it, cucky,” she says. “Let him take your manhood. Let him fill you with his big cock. Let him show you what it’s like to get fucked by a real man.”

    He bottoms out in your asshole. You lick your wife’s pussy. She moans. You wonder if she’s turned on at the sight of another man fucking her husband.

    After giving your ass a little time to get used to his size, her bull begins to fuck you. His long, thick cock slides in and out of you at a slow, rhythmic pace. You feel his pubic hair against your ass with every thrust.

    You can’t help but continue to moan in pain as he fucks you. His cock is too big. He’s taking your anal virginity and you’re simply too tight.

    “It always hurts the first time,” your wife says. “It’s supposed to hurt, cucky. It’s a reminder that your place is beneath my bull. It’s beneath me. You’re less than him. He’s far more of a man than you are, which means you take it up the ass. It means that you suffer the pain of losing your anal virginity. It means that you get fucked like a bitch and he gets to cum in your ass.”

    The idea of him cumming inside you triggers a desire to run from it. You try and wriggle free, but your wife tightens her grip on your hair once more.

    “You didn’t think he was going to pull out, did you cucky?” she asks. “The lesson needs to be complete. You need to understand that you’re a cum dumpster if that’s what he or I wants you to be. You need to understand that it’s your place to take my bull’s cock and cum if that’s what he or I wants. You need to understand your place.”

    The fight leaves you. The pain has lessened just a little. He’s picks up the pace and fucks you a little faster. Your wife moans as you go back to licking her pussy. You accept your place.

    “That’s it, cuck,” her bull says. “Take my cock. Take it up the ass like the little bitch that you are. Take it up the ass like a faggot does.”

    You want to protest, but there doesn’t seem to be any point. You’re on your knees getting fucked in the ass by a man. You’re not screaming in agony. You’re not thrashing about as best you can to run away. You’re taking it. You’re doing as you’re told. You’re accepting your place.

    Your wife pulls your head up and away from her pussy. She looks down at you. “I want to hear you beg for it, cucky,” she says. “Beg for his load. Beg him to cum in your ass.”

    You hold your wife’s gaze, but you can’t quite form the words. You can’t let them spill from your lips. You can’t beg another man to cum in your ass.

    “This is your place,” your wife says. “Our marriage is never going back to the way it was. I’ll divorce you before I do that. There’s no point in fighting your place, cucky. Just accept it. Accept that you’re a cum dumpster. Beg him for his load. Beg him to fill your ass with his thick, potent seed.”

    You notice that you’re erect. You’re getting fucked and your dick is hard.

    “Please, cum inside me,” you say.

    “That’s a good little cucky,” your wife says. “More.”

    “Please, cum in my ass. Fill me with your seed. Make me your cum dumpster,” you say.

    Her bull fucks you harder and faster. You wince as pain emanates from your asshole. He’s not going to stop now. He’s going to cum inside you.

    “Please, fuck my ass and cum inside me,” you say. “Put me in my place. Fill my inferior ass with your superior cum.”

    Your wife pushes you between her legs once more. You resume licking her pussy. Her bull fucks you hard. The sound of his body slamming against yours fills the room.

    He buries his cock inside you. He grunts in a familiar way. Normally he’s cumming in your wife when he makes noises like that. This time he’s cumming in you. He’s filling your ass with his seed. He’s showing you your place. He’s making you the ultimate cuckold.

    Your wife cums on your tongue. She cums as her bull unloads in your ass. She cums as you’re shown your place as a cum dumpster.

    You do not experience the ultimate pleasure of an orgasm. They haven’t given you permission and it’s not your place to cum without permission.

    Your wife’s bull pulls out. You feel his cum leak from your asshole.

    “What do you say?” your wife asks.

    “Thank you for fucking me,” you reply.

    You’ve learned your place. You’re a cock slut and cum dumpster. You’re whatever your wife and her bull say you are. You’re a good cuckold.

  
    A Surprisingly Willing Wife - Part 1

    Before you asked your wife to cuckold you, you considered all the potential outcomes. You considered that she might get furious, that she might be weirded out, that she might not understand it at all, that she might be cautious but interested, and that she might actually be on board.

    The last one seemed the most far-fetched. Despite that, you forged ahead. You had to at least ask about it. You’d been fantasizing about being cuckolded for so long that you couldn’t hold it in anymore. You figured that even if she said no that the idea might take hold in some way and she might at least play with your fantasy a little.

    Much to your surprise, she wanted to a lot more than that.

    “So you think it would be incredibly hot if I fucked someone else?” she asked after you explained your fantasy. She had a big smile on her face.

    You stared at her for a split second before nodding and saying, “Yes.”

    “Then I want to fuck Matt,” she replied immediately.

    You stared for more than a split second. Matt’s your best friend. Matt was the best man at your wedding. Matt’s at your house all the time.

    “Wait, what?” you said. It was the best you could come up with. You were still trying to process your wife’s request and the way she had your best friend’s name on the tip of her tongue.

    “Did you think you’d get to pick the guy?” your wife said. You noticed just a hint of annoyance in her voice.

    “No…it’s not that…it’s just, I mean, Matt’s my best friend,” you said. You felt a little shaken.

    “I know that. He’s also the guy I want to fuck,” your wife said. She moved a little closer and caressed your knee. “He’s the one I want to cuckold you with.”

    You looked down at her hand. You were a little surprised she was being so overt and aggressive with her desire. You couldn’t help but get hard.

    You looked up at your wife. You saw genuine lust in her eyes. You saw her desire for your best friend.

    “Why Matt?” you asked.

    “Because he’s tall, handsome, muscular, and he’s got a big cock,” your wife answered.

    You knew Matt had a big cock. You’d been friends long enough to have a few locker room experiences together. You weren’t sure how your wife knew.

    “How do you know Matt has a big cock?” you asked.

    She smiled. “Girls talk, honey, and I’ve talked to a few of the girls Matt’s dated. We live in a small town. Word gets around, and the word is that not only does he have a big cock, but he uses it exceptionally well.”

    “What about my cock?” you asked.

    “Your cock is lovely, honey. It really is. But it’s not exactly big, is it? It’s perfectly normal. If you’re giving me permission to fuck someone else, I want something better than normal. I want Matt’s cock,” she explained.

    Now you were fully hard. Your wife was talking about her desire for your best friend’s big cock. She was talking about your perfectly average cock and how she wanted something better.

    Ultimately, lust won out over common sense. Once the seed was planted, you knew you weren’t going to be able to stop thinking about Matt fucking your wife. You knew you were going to fantasize about it, then start talking to her about it, and then you’d end up doing it anyway.

    You decided not to wait until that inevitable point. You decided to go for it.

    “So, how do we do this?” you asked.

    “I’m glad you asked,” your wife said. “Matt’s over here a lot, and while you might not notice it, I see him stealing little glances at me from time to time. I think he wants me as much as I want him.”

    “He stares at you?” you said.

    “He does, honey. So do a lot of men. You lucked out when you married me,” your wife said with a smile. “What I’m thinking is that the next time he’s over I’ll put on something a little more suggestive than usual. Something low cut, maybe a dress so I can show off my legs too.”

    “You do have great legs,” you said.

    Your wife smiled and lifted her legs into your lap. You pushed up her pants and ran your fingers over her calves, offering her a light massage.

    “I think I’ll have to make the first move. As much as Matt might stare, he’s not going to try and fuck his best friend’s wife. If he thinks I’m interested, he’ll at least think about it. Then I can tell him that you’re interested too. My guess is that he’ll go for it, especially when you come in and tell Matt that you want him to fuck me.”

    Her foot moved between your legs and played with your hard cock. You groaned as your wife expertly manipulated your erection.

    “That is what you want, right? You want your best friend to fuck me? You want Matt to cuckold you?” she asked.

    You nodded. You were too far gone to deny it. You’d already imagined Matt’s cock inside her. You’d already imagined her cumming on his big dick.

    “He’s coming over this Saturday, right?”

    You nodded again. Her foot felt so good between your legs that you could barely speak.

    “Here’s what we’ll do. When he’s scheduled to arrive I want you to be at the store. I’ll let him in and work my magic. I’ll get him all hot and bothered, and then right before you get home I’ll let him know that you want him to fuck me.”

    “That sounds like a good plan,” you said.

    “Here’s what will really make it work,” your wife said excitedly. “When you’re out you’re going to buy a box of Magnum condoms for Matt to use. Then, when you come home, you can pull the box out and make it perfectly clear that you want him to fuck me. That’s what a cuckold would do, right? He’d buy condoms for someone else to use with his wife, right?”

    “He would,” you said. You were a little astounded at your wife’s ability to devise such a naughty plan. Then something occurred to you. “This isn’t the first time you’ve thought about fucking Matt, is it?”

    A big smile broke across your wife’s face as she said, “That may or may not be true. It would be very unladylike to admit such a thing.” 

    She pulled her foot from your lap and moved closer. She kissed your neck softly and whispered, “Though I’m soaking wet right now, so I’ll let you draw your own conclusions.”

    The gentle tickle of her breath on your neck gave you delightful goose bumps.

    “Maybe you could help me with my sudden desire,” she whispered before lying on the couch and unbuttoning her pants. She pulled them off, revealing the wet spot in her panties.

    Your wife slipped a hand under the waistband and played with her pussy. You could hear the wetness from a few feet away. She moaned.

    “Are you thinking about him?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she admitted. “I’m thinking about Matt. I’m thinking about him fucking me. Do you like that?”

    You took off your pants and revealed your hard cock. You stroked and said, “Yes. I love that.”

    “Is that what a cuckold wants? Does he want his wife to fantasize about another man’s cock?” she asked.

    “That’s what I want,” you said. “That’s what I’ve wanted for years.”

    Your wife took off her panties. She revealed her surprisingly wet pussy and her puffy pink lips. She masturbated as you watched and stroked your cock.

    “I wish you’d told me earlier,” she said. “Because I’ve been fantasizing about your best friend’s big cock for years. One of the girls he dated even showed me a picture of it. It’s beautiful, baby. It’s beautiful and I’ve been thinking about having that big cock inside me for years.”

    You weren’t sure if your wife was being honest, but you loved it anyway. You loved how naughty she sounded. You loved how turned on she was. You loved that she was going all in on your cuckold fantasy.

    “Will you eat my pussy, baby?” your wife asked. “You’re so good at that. You’re so good at making me cum with your tongue.”

    You released your cock from your tight grip and moved between your wife’s legs. You pushed your tongue into her wet pussy. You licked her eagerly and listened to her moan.

    “That’s so good,” she said. “Eat my pussy. Eat the pussy that your best friend is going to fuck this weekend. Eat the pussy that Matt is going to fill with his big cock on Saturday.”

    The lust in her voice was real. She wasn’t just playing along for you. You were eating her pussy and she was thinking about your best friend fucking her. She was imagining another man’s big cock inside her as you were licking her clit. You’d confessed your cuckold fantasy and she was helping you live it.

    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out. She held your head between her legs. You licked her clit furiously. You worked to make her cum. You worked to make your beautiful wife feel good while she dreamed about your best friend’s cock in her pussy.

    “I’m cumming!” she screamed. She released your head and you looked up. You saw the joy on her face. You saw the orgasm wash over her. You suspected it wasn’t the first time she’d cum while fantasizing about Matt’s cock. It was the first you were aware of though.

    “That was incredible,” your wife said. 

    She sat up and kissed you softly. She straddled you. She rubbed her wet pussy along the head of your stiff cock. She teased you with it.

    You tried to put yourself inside her, to fuck your wife, but she stopped you. “Don’t,” she said softly. “I’ll decide.”

    She kissed you again. She let the tip of your cock penetrate her pussy. She was exceptionally wet. The heat of her pussy felt remarkable around your cock.

    “What if I end up loving his cock?” she asked. “What if I find fucking him so much better than fucking you?”

    She sank down onto your dick. Her pussy swallowed you whole and squeezed you tight.

    “What if he fucks me better than you do?” she asked. Her voice was filled with lust as she began to ride you.

    “What if I prefer fucking your best friend over fucking you? What if I only want his cock inside me from now on?” your wife said.

    Every word turned you on. Every word brought you closer to orgasm. Every word thrilled you. You wondered if she was asking the questions for real or if she was just trying to turn you on, or if she was doing both. There was no way of knowing. You just wanted to enjoy the sex.

    “I hope you do,” you said. You went for it. You went all in. “I hope you love his cock.” She bounced on your dick. “I hope you love fucking him. I hope you want him all the time.” She moaned as she rode you. “I hope you go through the entire box of Magnums on Saturday night.”

    Your wife smiled as she rode your cock. She milked you with her pussy. “I hope we do too,” she said.

    You came inside her. You grabbed her ass and held her on your cock as you released your semen. She ran her fingers over your back and kissed your neck.

    You couldn’t wait for Saturday night.

  
    A Surprisingly Willing Wife - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    It’s Saturday night. You’re at the drugstore. You’re walking towards the condoms. You’re going to buy a big box of Magnums for your wife and Matt to use. You’re likely less than an hour from officially becoming a cuckold.

    Your wife was dressed in an exceptionally tight, low cut sweater and a pleated black miniskirt when you left. She wasn’t being subtle. It seemed like the right choice and you couldn’t help but get a little excited when she gave you a soft kiss before you walked out the door.

    A few minutes ago she sent you a text. She said that the plan was going well, that she was certain Matt was interested, that her cleavage and her little skirt had done the job.

    You’ve picked out everything else on her list. You’re looking at the box of Magnums. It feels like buying them is a big deal, like you’re taking the final step. Once you go home with those condoms, there’s no backing out. You could certainly walk away, but you know your wife isn’t going to. She’s been excited all week.

    You read her text again. Matt wants her. She wants him. She’s excited. You grab the box of condoms. You take your stuff up to the front register. The 20 something girl gives you a look of disbelief when you put the condoms on the counter. It’s a little humiliating. She’s right though. Those condoms would be way too big for you. They’re going to be perfect for Matt, though.

    Your heart pounds hard in your chest as you drive home. You know this is what you want, but you’re still a little nervous. Mostly you’re not sure what Matt is going to think of you. Is this going to mess up your friendship? Is he going to think you’re a freak? Is your wife wrong and Matt is going to walk out the moment you hand him the condoms?

    You pull into the driveway. This is it. You’re about to commit to this. Once you walk through the front door, you’ve committed. You’re either going to be a cuckold or your best friend is going to think you and your wife are total freaks.

    You grab the bag of stuff from the drugstore and step out of the car. You walk up the front steps. You look through the front window for a moment. You see Matt and your wife sitting on the couch. They’re exceptionally close. Her hand is on his knee. It looks genuinely intimate.

    That’s when you decide that this is absolutely what you want. Your wife hasn’t been the only one that’s been excited all week. You’ve been thinking about it constantly, though you’ve refrained from masturbating.

    You walk through the front door. Matt and your wife look up. Your best friend pulls away from your wife. You can see he feels a little uncomfortable, which makes sense.

    You follow the plan. You reach into the bag from the drugstore and pull out the box of Magnum condoms. You hand them to Matt.

    He takes them and looks up at you. “Are you sure about this?” he asks.

    “I am,” you say.

    Your wife has already made it perfect clear that she wants Matt to fuck her. That was her part while you were at the store. You’re the last domino. Now it’s up to Matt.

    He looks at your wife and then up at you again. “I’ll be honest, man. I’ve wanted to fuck your wife for years. She’s gorgeous. She’s sexy as hell. I know she’s great in bed. So if you’re really into this, I absolutely want to do this.”

    “We already kissed, baby,” your wife says as she looks up at you. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t resist. Honestly, it’s amazing I didn’t have his big cock in my mouth when you came home.”

    Your cock grows as your wife confesses her naughtiness. You’re not fully erect, but it’s enough to make a small bulge in your pants.

    “See, he’s into this,” your wife says. “In fact, I’ll bet he’s into this in ways you and I can’t even understand. We can put on a very naughty show for him, though.”

    Your wife kisses Matt again. You step back and sink into the armchair across from the couch. You watch your fantasy come to life.

    Matt’s hand caresses your wife’s soft, milky white thigh as they kiss. She moans and spreads her legs for him. His fingers move towards her pussy. He’s not wasting any time. She wore the skirt for a reason. She wanted him to have easy access as soon as they started fooling around. Now he’s taking advantage.

    Your wife reaches between Matt’s legs and strokes his cock. You can see the bulge. Kissing her is more than enough to get him hard.

    They stop kissing for a moment and your wife looks over at you. “Take your cock out, baby,” she says. “This is for you too. You should be masturbating. Just don’t cum too quickly.”

    You haven’t taken your cock out yet because you’re a little embarrassed. You know Matt is a lot bigger than you. You know your wife thinks your cock is normal and that he’s definitely not normal.

    You can’t very well refuse her, though. You unzip your pants and pull out your cock. As you do, she unzips Matt’s pants and pulls out his cock. She wraps her fingers around it. She strokes him as you stroke yourself.

    Your wife looks at you once more. “Do you see what I mean?” she says.

    You nod. He’s not just big. He’s huge. He’s twice your length and more than twice your thickness. He absolutely needs Magnum condoms.

    Your wife kisses Matt once more. She strokes his cock as she does. He moans into her mouth. She’s making him feel good. Your wife is making your best friend feel good while you watch. It’s a wild head trip that has your dick rock hard. Precum drips from the tip.

    “I have to suck your cock,” your wife says.

    She gets on her knees in front of Matt. She flips up her skirt so you can stare at her ass. You can’t see her mouth around his cock. All you can see is her head bobbing up and down. It’s surprisingly erotic.

    Matt’s hands move into her hair. He groans as your wife blows him in your living room. You watch her head bob up and down.

    Matt looks at you. He pushes your wife’s mouth deeper onto his cock. You see the lust overwhelm him. You see a hint of aggression there. You see that he’s relaxing into this, that he’s going to give you the show you want.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife?” he asks.

    “Yes,” you say as your stroke your cock.

    The sounds of a wet blowjob fill the room. The fact that your best friend is receiving that blowjob from your wife makes your cock throb in your hand.

    Matt pulls your wife’s mouth off his cock and asks her, “Do you want me to fuck you?”

    “Fuck yes,” she says. She turns around and smiles at you. You see saliva running down her chin. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me for years, Matt.”

    He smiles and guides her mouth back onto his cock. Now you see his confidence in full bloom. You see him taking control. You see the man that your wife wanted to fuck, the man her friends told her about.

    Matt fucks your wife’s throat. He pushes his cock down it. You hear her gag. You see him smile. She doesn’t pull away, though. She doesn’t seem to mind it.

    She reaches back and plays with her pussy. She likes it. It’s turning her on to have his cock pushed down her throat.

    She gasps for air when he pulls her mouth off his cock once more. Matt stands up and lifts your wife to her feet. “Let’s go to the bedroom. That’s where a proper fucking takes place, after all.”

    Your wife takes his hand and they walk towards the bedroom. “Bring the condoms, baby,” your wife says.

    You can see the gleeful bounce in her step. She’s excited to get fucked by your best friend’s big cock. She’s excited to have him buried inside her.

    Your wife is busy stripping when you reach the bedroom. Her body looks breathtaking, as always. Matt can’t help but step forward and touch her. He fingers her pussy. He gropes her perky breasts.

    She moans with every touch. She’s desperate for him. She needs him inside her. She needs your best friend’s big cock in her pussy.

    “Give me the condoms,” your wife says.

    You hand her the box. She tears it open eagerly and pulls out a condom. She rips it open with her teeth and falls to her knees. You watch as she slowly, tenderly rolls the Magnum condom down your best friend’s big cock.

    She strokes his freshly-wrapped cock slowly. Her other hand plays with his big balls. Your wife looks up at him and says, “I need you inside me, Matt. I need you to fuck me. I need you to give me what I’ve been missing.”

    She looks at you. She looks at your cock, which is still hard as a rock. Matt looks at your cock. He smiles. He knows he’s bigger. He doesn’t need to say anything. Everyone in the room knows he’s bigger.

    “How do you want me?” your wife asks.

    You feel weak in the knees. She’s offering him her body. She wants him to do as he pleases. She wants to be fucked. She doesn’t want to make love to him. She doesn’t want to fuck him. She wants to be fucked. She wants to be taken. She wants this strong, confident, well-hung man to take her and do as he pleases with her.

    “I want you on your hands and knees in your bed, facing your husband,” Matt says.

    Your wife stands up and gets into position. She looks up at you. She smiles. Matt moves into the bed behind her. Your wife’s mouth opens and she moans as the massive cock slides into her pussy.

    Your best friend’s cock is inside your wife. He slowly fills her. He grabs her hips and thrusts in and out. He takes it easy at first. He knows she needs to get used to his size. He knows that you’re the only man that’s fucked her in the last 10 years. He knows she needs to stretch out a little.

    “Fuck me, Matt,” your wife says. “Give me that big cock.”

    She’s telling him to do what he wants. She’s telling him that she’s ready, that he doesn’t need to be gentle.

    He gets the message. He starts to fuck her harder. His grip on her hips tightens. The sound of hard doggystyle sex fills the room. You listen as their flesh slams together over and over. You listen as your wife’s moans get louder.

    You watch her hair sway with every thrust. You watch the way her tits swing. You watch the way her lips part to release the loudest, lustiest moans you’ve ever heard.

    Then you watch her cum. You watch another man make your wife cum as he fucks her from behind. You can’t stroke your cock because you’ll cum too.

    “Fuuuck!” your wife says as the orgasm rips through her.

    Matt holds his cock balls deep inside her. You see a look of complete satisfaction on his face. He didn’t cum though. That look is because he made your wife cum and he knows that he made her cum harder than you have in a long time, maybe ever.

    Matt leans forward and grabs a handful of your wife’s hair. He pulls back. Her head snaps back. “Tell your husband how good that felt,” he says in a low voice.

    Your wife looks at you. Her face is red with exertion and pleasure. Her breathing is heavy.

    “I haven’t cum like that in years,” she says. “You haven’t made me cum like that in years.”

    Your knees feel weak. Your wife’s words are well-directed. She might not be an experienced cuckoldress yet, but she knows how to turn you on. 

    Matt pulls out and flips your wife onto her back. He slides back into her in an instant. He’s fucking her once more. He’s fucking her hard and fast. He’s pounding her.

    You have a remarkable view. You can see his cock sliding in and out of her. You can see how big he is. You can see how much bigger he is than you.

    You can see that your wife is completely lost in getting fucked by his big cock. All it took was a few thrusts for her to be enthralled once more. She loves taking his big dick. She loves the way he pounds her. She loves the way he makes her feel.

    She’s moaning now. She’s moaning loudly and lustily. She’s moaning sensually. She’s moaning because it feels so good to get fucked by his big cock. She’s moaning because she’s going to cum again.

    “Are you going to cum on my big cock?” Matt asks.

    He’s growing more confident with every passing minute. He’s in his element. He’s fucking your wife. He’s bringing her pleasure. He’s doing it while you watch.

    “Yes!” your wife says as she arches her back.

    Matt looks up at you. “You hear that?” He smiles. “When was the last time you made your wife cum twice in one day?”

    You can’t think of the answer. It’s definitely been years and you’re fairly certain you’ve never made her cum twice with your cock. It was almost always with your tongue and fingers.

    “Fuck me harder, Matt!” your wife says. “Pound my pussy!”

    She’s completely lost in her lust. She’s awash in desire. She’s getting fucked and it’s all she cares about. She’s about to cum and it’s all she can think about.

    “Fuuuuck!” she says as she cums again. Her body writhes under Matt. He keeps pounding her. He makes sure she has a massively pleasurable orgasm. He makes sure she’s never going to forget his cock.

    Matt pulls out and lies in your bed. Your wife reaches out and caresses his chest. She smiles at him. He’s given her two thunderous orgasms in a short span of time. She’s enamored with him.

    She reaches over and pulls the condom off his cock. It looks huge in its fully expanded, used state. Your wife walks towards you with the condom in her hand.

    She kisses you. Her tongue tastes good in your mouth.

    She looks down at your cock. Your eyes follow hers. She puts Matt’s used condom on your erection. It doesn’t come close to fitting, but you suspect that’s the point.

    “It looks so cute,” your wife says.

    She strokes you. She moves the latex condom over your cock. You know Matt’s precum is acting as the lube. You know your wife is going to make you cum into the condom your best friend used to fuck her. You know it’s only going to take a few seconds.

    You could stop her. You could walk away. You don’t, though. This isn’t what you planned, but this is what you want. It’s humiliating in the perfect way. It’s what you crave. You’re surprised your wife is doing it, but you’re not angry. You’re horny.

    You groan as she strokes you faster. She kisses you lightly. “Cum for me,” she whispers.

    You do as your wife desires. For a few seconds there’s an intense build up of pleasure between your legs and then your cock explodes into the condom. She keeps stroking you. Every time her fingers touch the head of your cock it makes you shudder with delight. It’s unbelievably pleasurable. It’s perfect in every way.

    When you’re done cumming, your wife pulls off the condom and hands it to you. She kisses you softly once more.

    “Would you mind giving Matt and me some time alone?” she asks softly.

    You nod. You’ve already cum. It wouldn’t be nearly as fun to watch. You’re not really in a position to say no, either. You take the cum-filled condom and leave the room. You leave your bedroom so your best friend can fuck your wife.

    You suspect this isn’t the last time he’s going to fuck her. There’s no way this is going to be a onetime thing. You know that your marriage just changed.

  
    A Taste for Her Obedient Cuckold

    The question is a simple one: Did she cuckold you tonight?

    She almost certainly did. She went on a date, after all. She wore that red dress that no man could possibly resist. She wore an elegant, expensive red lace bra and panty set beneath it. She was exquisite from head to toe.

    Still, she didn't say if she cucked you when she came in. Instead, she kissed you on the cheek, told you she missed you, and then walked past you and settled onto your living room couch.

    You detected a man's smell on her, but that's not proof of cuckolding. They could have danced. They could have kissed. They could have fooled around in numerous ways that wouldn't include him entering her.

    "You're wondering if I fucked him, aren't you?" she asks as you step into the living room.

    "I am."

    She smiles and beckons you closer. You approach and your wife points to the floor. You fall to your knees.

    "I like it when you do as you're told," she says softly.

    "And I like doing as I'm told."

    She leans closer and caresses your face. "There's nothing quite like an obedient cuck. Always so eager to do my bidding. Always happy to tend to my pleasure, to put my satisfaction above his own, to deny himself that which he craves in the name of ensuring his wife gets to have what she craves."

    Her touch is soft and it relaxes you while her words turn you on.

    Your wife crosses her legs and says, "Kiss my toes."

    Her toenails are painted red and they look exquisite. You kiss each of them. She offers her other foot. You kiss five more toes.

    "It feels so good when you kiss my feet. Take my shoes off. Shower my feet in kisses, my love. Turn me on."

    You carefully remove her heels. You hold the heel of her foot in your hand and deliver dozens of soft kisses. You use your tongue a little, too, and your wife moans. She seems to have a direct connection from her foot to her clit and you've been tasked with regularly kissing her feet since that connection was discovered.

    "Mmm, that feels so good," she says. "You can't satisfy me like he does, of course, but I love that there are ways you can make me feel good that he doesn't. I'm sure he'd kiss my feet if I asked him to, but you get off on doing it and I love that."

    You do get off on it. There's something so hot about being on your knees and kissing her feet. It feels subservient in a manner that provides an enormous thrill.

    "You may kiss my legs," your wife instructs. "You must stop at my knees."

    You kiss your way up and down her calves. You caress her soft skin. The satin of her dress brushes against your face as you reach her knees and you inhale deeply in the hopes of breathing in the smell of sex. You're not close enough to her pussy to tell, though.

    As you kiss her legs, your wife slowly pulls up her dress, revealing more and more of her thighs and eventually offering you a view of the red lace that covers her pussy. You see a wet spot, but that doesn't mean anything. Your wife always drips with desire when she's with him. Sometimes she drips with desire by merely thinking of him.

    "You may kiss my thighs, cuckold," she says.

    You moan. You like the slight touch of aggression in her voice when she calls you 'cuckold.' You like the smile that follows. You like that your wife has settled so nicely into her role as a cuckoldress to an obedient cuckold husband.

    She runs her fingers through her hair as you kiss her warm, soft thighs. She moans when your tongue dances over her flesh. You inhale deeply as you approach her pussy and the scent of her desire fills your nose. You still can't tell if she got fucked, though. It was only her third date with him, after all, and she doesn't always fuck on the third date.

    "I'm so turned on," you say.

    "I know you are, cuckold. You've probably been turned on all night, sitting at home and fantasizing about your wife enjoying another man's cock, about him satisfying me in ways you can't."

    You want to masturbate, to pursue your pleasure as your wife reminds you that you're sexually inferior to the men she fucks. You refrain, though, as you haven't been given permission. Instead, you run your fingers over her legs, starting at her toes and working all the way up as you kiss her thighs, going from one side to the other and letting your lips linger against her skin as she moans.

    Then your wife takes your head in her hands and pushes you back as she leans forward. Her lips near yours and she smiles. 

    "Your wife sucked another man's cock tonight," she whispers.

    You stare at her lips. You imagine them wrapped around someone else's dick. You've been granted the pleasure of watching such a thing a few times and the imagery pops into your head. Another man's hands in her hair. A look of intense pleasure on his face. A steady stream of moans. Your wife's hand around the base of his remarkably stiff shaft as her lips move up and down, her saliva coating his shaft as it departs her mouth.

    "Please, kiss me," you say.

    "Even though I had someone else's dick in my mouth?"

    "Because you had someone else's dick in your mouth."

    She smiles. "You're such a fucking cuck."

    She kisses you. Her tongue probes deep into your mouth. You moan and run your fingers up her outer thighs. She moans as her tongue dances all around your mouth. You wonder if she made him cum with her mouth or if it was merely foreplay.

    "You kiss better when you know I've sucked dick," she says. "That's so fucking hot."

    "It turns me on."

    She leans back. She inches her hips forward. Her panty-clad pussy approaches.

    "Smell me."

    You lean in. You press your nose against her panties. You inhale deeply. It smells like sex. Like she got fucked. You can't be certain, of course, but the smell is potent. At the very least she was aroused for a long time. Long enough to soak her panties and generate a wealth of scent, some of which no doubt lingers in her pubic hair.

    "You smell so good," you say. "Like desire. Like sex."

    She smiles and puts a hand on the back of your head. She pulls you closer. She rubs your face over her panty-clad pussy. Some of her wetness seeps through the red lace. Your tongue snakes out of your mouth and tastes her.

    "Take my panties off," she says.

    You remove her panties. You rest your chin on the edge of the couch cushion. You watch as your wife rubs her fingers over her pussy. She's wet. Her labia are enflamed. The smell is even more potent now. She got fucked. You're nearly certain of it.

    "My pussy is so wet," she says. "I never get this wet for you, cuckold. Never. You don't turn me on the way my boyfriends do. I get so excited when I'm out with a real man. When he tells me how beautiful I look. When he kisses me. When he touches me. When I feel how hard he is for me. When I take his cock in my mouth. When he moans as I suck him. When he puts his fingers in me. When he licks my clit. When he tells me how badly he wants to fuck me."

    "Did he say that tonight?"

    She nods.

    "Did you let him fuck you?"

    She puts her fingers in your mouth. You taste her pussy juices. She pulls her fingers free and puts her hand on the back of your head. She pulls you close.

    "Taste my pussy, cuck."

    You put your tongue inside her. You taste her sweet juices. You taste latex. You taste a condom. It's faint, but you taste it. Your wife got fucked. She cucked you. She let someone else inside her.

    You moan and she pulls you closer. Her pussy lips part. Her wetness coats your lips, your chin, and even your cheeks. She's spreading the evidence of your cuckolding over your face.

    "This is your favorite part, isn't it cuck?" she asks. "You love putting your tongue where another man's cock went, don't you? You love devouring your wife's cunt after she's given it to a superior man, don't you?"

    "Yes," you say, though it's muffled by her pussy.

    She grabs a handful of your hair and pulls back. You feel her wetness on your face as you try and lean forward to once again drive your tongue into her pussy.

    "He fucked me twice," she says. "The first time was so good that I couldn't help but suck him until he got hard again. He fucked me better than most of my boyfriends have, cuck, and light years better than you've ever fucked me."

    Your mouth returns to her pussy. You taste her. You lick her clit. You suck on it a little. She moans.

    "That's a good cuckold," she says. "Tend to me with your tongue. Soothe my sore pussy lips. Give me another orgasm while I think about having him again."

    You lick her clit until she cums and your wife holds your head in both hands as the climax rips through her, leaving her trembling and with a satisfied smile on her face.

    "Would you like to cum, cuck?" she asks.

    "Yes, please."

    "Would you like to fuck me?"

    Your eyes go wide. It's been a long time since you've been in her pussy.

    "More than anything."

    She laughs. "It's so cute that you thought there was a chance I'd let you fuck me." She laughs again and you feel a gentle twinge of humiliation. "Only real men get to fuck me, cuck, and I think we both know that you're not a real man. Certainly not an alpha male. You like to lick my pussy after someone else has fucked it and you can't come close to satisfying me with your cock. Why would I let you fuck me?"

    "You wouldn't," you say as your cock rages with desire. Sometimes the humiliation is painful, but it's almost always followed by pleasure that makes you want nothing more than to remain a cuckold to your beautiful wife.

    "You can cum on my feet as long as you lick up your mess," she says.

    You stand and take off your pants. You drop to your knees and stroke furiously as your wife rubs her toes over the tip of your cock. She's made you clean your mess before and it's never pleasant, though the thought of it does arouse you, right up until you cum, that is.

    "I think my new boyfriend is going to be around for a while, you know," she says. "There's a very good chance that he'll be allowed to cum inside me at some point, which means that you'll be allowed to clean his cum out of me and I know how much my little cucky loves that, doesn't he?"

    You nod furiously.

    "Just imagine me coming home with a thick creampie inside me and sitting on your face. Just imagine his hot cum coating your tongue as I grind on your face and tell you how happy it makes me that you're such an eager cum slut for me."

    Your cock throbs in your hand. She holds her feet together because she can tell that you're close to blowing your load.

    "Cum on my feet," she says. "Cum on my feet and then lick it all up like an obedient cuck should."

    Your loins tense up. You hold your breath. Pleasure explodes from between your legs. Cum shoots from your cock and coats your wife's feet. It splashes onto the floor. It gets on her toes. It makes a wondrous, spectacular mess and you watch and admire the impressive volume that you've produced, no doubt due to the two week denial period you've endured.

    "Lick it up, cuck," she says. "Show me that you're willing to be a cum slut for your wife. Show me that you're a good cucky boy, that you'll eat any cum I tell you to, that you're eager for the time when I let my boyfriend cum inside me."

    You back up and bend over. You clean your cum off your wife's feet. You think about cleaning her pussy. You think about how hot it was the last time you were allowed to do so. You hope that her new boyfriend really does stick around for a while, that he's worthy of being her long term lover and cumming inside her on a regular basis.

    Whatever happens, though, you resolve to continue being a good, obedient cuck for your beautiful wife.

  
    A Taste of Her After Someone Else Has Had Her

    Freedom. That’s what you gave your wife. Complete and total freedom to do as she wants. Much to your delight, she takes advantage regularly.

    This is what she did today. That massive cock was inside her. She pursued her pleasure while you were at work and she did so until she was completely satisfied.

    Her freedom means your pleasure, which is why she wanted to play when you got home from work.

    She was there waiting when you came through the door. She looked breathtaking in those sexy white heels and that pretty little dress. She smiled at you. It was the kind of smile that let you know she’d been a naughty girl.

    “Do you want a taste?” she asked.

    You closed the distance between the two of you and dropped to your knees. Your wife lifted her leg and giggled with delight as you yanked down her panties and licked her pussy.

    “That’s so good,” she moaned.

    She was still wet from her afternoon tryst. Her pussy lips were still pink and puffy. She still tasted like sex.

    She didn’t let you finish her. She only gave you a taste. Then, she pulled you to your feet and led you to the bedroom. She had you sit while she got on her knees in the bed.

    She pulled up her skirt and flashed her perfect ass. She rubbed her fingers over the pussy you were just licking.

    “Did you enjoy tasting my pretty pussy, honey?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Does it taste better after another man’s big cock has been inside me?” she asked.

    You nodded again.

    “Does it make your cuckold cock hard to know that I was getting fucked in our bed while you were busy working to pay the bills?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Does it turn you on to know that his dick is so much bigger than yours, that he fills me like you’ve never been able to fill me, that he makes me cum so much harder than you’ve ever made me cum?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Do you want more?” she asked.

    You nodded. She flipped over and stripped, exposing her lithe body. She beckoned you closer with a finger.

    You stood and approached her slowly. You saw a smile break across her face as you approached. You saw the utter delight she took in teasing you and turning you on. You saw how badly she wanted you between her legs.

    “Are you going to eat your wife’s pussy like a good cuckold?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    You took your place between her legs, as you’ve done so many times before. Your cock was rock hard. You could feel the precum leaking into your pants and making a delightful, sticky mess.

    “Eat me,” your wife said. “Be a good cuckold and eat my pussy. Make me cum.”

    You had to do as you were told. You couldn’t resist. You had to make her cum. You had to show her your talented tongue. You had to make her shudder in pleasure.

    “Good boy,” she said as you devoured her pussy and licked up the juices of the sex she’d had with another man, just like an eager cuckold husband should.

  
    A Teasing Handjob

    “Don’t wait up for me.” 

    Those were her instructions last night. She knew she’d be out late. She knew it would be late enough that she wouldn’t want to play with you when she got home.

    You didn’t wait up. You fell asleep. Hours later, your wife returned home. It was a little after 3 a.m. when she pulled back the sheets and slipped into the bed.

    She cuddled up next to you. She kissed your neck. She was naked. Her breasts felt wondrously soft and sexy pressed against your back.

    “Good night,” she whispered before rolling away.

    That was enough to make your cock hard. You knew better than to try and initiate something, though. You knew your wife would give you what you craved in the morning. It took a little while to fall asleep, but eventually you drifted off.

    You woke up to the feeling of your wife’s hand between your legs. She had her fingers around your cock. You were already hard.

    “Good morning,” she whispered.

    “Good morning,” you said as a big smile crossed your face.

    Your wife stroked your stiff cock and kissed your neck. She moaned. You moaned in response.

    “How was your night?” she asked.

    You laughed. “Not nearly as entertaining as yours, I suspect,” you said.

    Your wife pressed her lips against yours and pushed her tongue into your mouth.

    “I bet you’re right,” she said. “After all, I got fucked three times by my bull’s glorious big cock. Did you fuck anyone last night?”

    “No, I didn’t,” you said.

    “Of course not,” she said before softly kissing your neck once again. Her lips felt impossibly soft against your skin. “A cuckold doesn’t fuck, does he?”

    “No, he doesn’t,” you answered.

    Your wife’s fingers moved to your balls. She caressed them. She rubbed them over your taint. She got close to your asshole before pulling away and teasing the head of your cock.

    “Did you think about me while I was gone?” your wife asked.

    “Yes,” you answered. “You were all I could think about.”

    She gathered the precum at the tip of your cock and rubbed it over the head. She worked her fingers over the sensitive underside of your dick and made you moan.

    “What did you think about?” she asked.

    You turned to your wife and kissed her as she continued to play with the stiff, throbbing head of your dick.

    “I thought about you going down on him,” you said. “I thought about you getting on your knees and offering him your mouth.”

    “Mmmm,” your wife said. “You know I love sucking his big cock. I love how thick he gets in my mouth and how he throbs for me. I love the way he moans and runs his fingers through my hair as I’m blowing him.”

    It was your turn to moan.

    “You love that I refuse to suck your cock, don’t you?” your wife asked.

    “I do,” you said. As strange as it always sounded, you did love that you were denied blowjobs while your wife had a bull to satisfy her needs.

    “You love that the superior cock in my life is the only one that deserves my mouth, don’t you?” she asked.

    You felt your dick throbbing in her hand. You felt your balls tighten as your load brewed inside them. You felt a sense of genuine bliss wash over you. This was your favorite part of being cuckolded. You craved the teasing. You craved her skillful manipulation of your hard dick.

    “Yes, I love it,” you answered. “I fucking love it.”

    Your wife kissed you. She stroked you as her tongue darted in and out of your mouth. She moaned for you. She moaned like she was getting fucked. She moaned so you would think of her with another man’s cock inside her.

    “He has such incredible stamina,” she said. “He fucked me three times. Three times his beautiful cock got hard for me. Three times he pounded my married pussy.”

    “How many times did you cum?” you asked.

    “I lost count,” your wife answered. “You know I can’t help but cum when he’s inside me. It happened so many times I didn’t bother counting. At one point I was just a puddle of pleasure and he kept pounding me. He kept making me cum. He’s incredible. He’s just incredible.”

    You imagined your wife on her back with her legs spread. You imagined a look of bliss on her face as her bull pounded her. You imagined her eyes closed and her body completely open to him as he did what he wanted with her and gave her numerous deeply pleasurable orgasms.

    “My pussy craves him, you know,” she said. “I get wet when I think about him. So fucking wet. Gushing wet.”

    “Are you thinking about him right now?” you asked.

    Your wife kissed your neck and chest before saying, “Of course.”

    “Are you wet?”

    She let your cock go and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs and said, “Why don’t you see for yourself?”

    You rolled onto your side and played with her perky breasts. You teased her nipples and then let your fingers slowly roam down her taut stomach and between her legs. You rubbed over her labia and then between them. Your fingers disappeared inside her with ease.

    “Mmmm, can you feel how wet I am for him?” she asked.

    She was soaked.

    “Yes,” you said.

    Your cock throbbed without being touched. Your wife was soaking wet for another man. She was probably wet from teasing you too, but you knew her lust was driven by her desire for the man that had fucked her the night before.

    “If I told you to fuck me right now, would you do it?” your wife asked.

    “Of course,” you said with an unmistakable sense of anticipation in your voice.

    She pulled your fingers from her pussy and took them in her mouth. She sucked them clean. Her tongue was an instrument of pleasure and you couldn’t help but imagine how good a blowjob would feel. You couldn’t help but imagine her bull enjoying that pleasure.

    “You know I’m not going to let you fuck me, right?” she asked while pushing you onto your back and rolling onto her side. Once again her body was pressed against yours. Once again her fingers were wrapped around your cock.

    “I know,” you said.

    “You know that my pussy is reserved for him now, right?” she asked.

    “Yes, I know,” you said.

    She kissed you passionately. She kissed you like you imagined she kissed her bull when they were together. She kissed you like a woman that wanted to be fucked.

    “You like being denied my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

    You groaned as she stroked your cock with a tight grip.

    “You love that you’re my husband and you’re not allowed to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. I fucking love it,” you said. Your orgasm was approaching.

    “I love that you love it,” your wife said. “I love that you’re such a kinky cuckold. I love that you haven’t fucked me in three months and you’re still such a loyal, dedicated husband. I love that you’re willing to give up my pussy.”

    You’re willing to do anything to make your wife happy, especially when it means she’ll take your dick in her hand and give you a long, sensual, teasing handjob.

    “Did he cum inside you?” you asked.

    “Of course he did,” your wife said. “He came inside me three times. That’s three more times than you’ve cum inside me in the last three months. My pussy is his, sweetheart. It’s his to do with as he pleases, which means he gets to cum inside me when he wants to.”

    You closed your eyes and thought about him cumming in your wife’s pussy. You thought about his cock exploding inside her as he buried it deep in her cunt. You thought about his shaft and balls pulsing as he injected his hot semen into her.

    You thought about your wife climbing into bed with someone else’s cum in her pussy. You thought about her snuggling up next to you with his seed deep inside her. You thought about the fact that you’re not allowed to cum inside her when she has a bull.

    “Do you know why he gets to cum inside me?” your wife asked.

    You nodded. You knew exactly why. You wanted to hear her say it, though. Hearing it was your favorite part of the cuckold handjobs she’d give you.

    She kissed you. She kissed and sucked on your neck. She nibbled your ear lobe a little. Arousal spread from your loins and filled your body. Your fingers and toes tingled.

    “He gets to cum inside me because he’s better than you,” she whispered. “Much better than you, in fact. He fucks me like I need to be fucked, like any woman needs to be fucked. He makes me cum so much harder than you ever have. He makes me cum like a woman deserves to cum.”

    She tightened her grip on your stiff, slick cock. She stroked you faster.

    “He’s better than you,” she whispered one more time.

    “Fuck,” you said. “Oh fuck!”

    You came on your stomach. The semen spurted out of your cock and landed on your skin in thick ropes. Your wife giggled in pure delight. She’d made her cuckold husband cum. She’d reinforced your place in the marriage. She’d made sure you knew that her pussy was not yours to fuck. It was his to fuck.

    “I love you,” you said.

    “I love you too,” your wife replied as she released your cock from her grip and cuddled up next to you.

    You felt the warmth of her body against your skin. You felt the warmth of your cum on your stomach. You smiled joyfully. You were a happy cuckold.

  
    A Treat for Her Cuckold

    “Honey, I’m home,” she calls out.

    Her cuckold meets his beautiful wife at the door and falls to his knees, as he’s been trained to do.

    “Were you a good boy while I was gone?” she asks.

    “Yes mistress,” he answers. “I finished all the chores you left for me. The bathroom is clean, the dishes are done, and your laundry is finished.”

    “I suppose you deserve a reward, then. Do you want your reward, cucky?” she asks.

    “Yes please,” he says while nodding vigorously.

    She reaches into her purse and pulls out two cum-filled condoms. “Look cucky, he filled two condoms with big loads for you.”

    He salivates as he stares at the condoms. He looks at the thick cum in the tip of each and imagines how good it’s going to taste when she dumps it on his tongue. He wants it more than anything.

    “Please mistress. Please feed me his cum,” the cuckold begs.

    “You know I love hearing you beg for it, cucky. You’re such a good boy for your mistress,” she says with a naughty smile.

    “Alright cucky, open up. Open that cum loving mouth of yours and stick your tongue out,” she orders.

    The cuckold opens his mouth. He sticks out his tongue as ordered and waits for his rewards.

    She smiles. Years of training have gotten him to this place. He used to resist. Now he gets on his knees and begs to have another man’s cum poured into his mouth.

    She upends the first condom and lets the semen drip onto his eager tongue. A wave of pleasure spreads through the cuckold’s body. This is his reward. This is what he craves. He absolutely loves eating someone else’s cum from a condom. He loves that his wife pours it into his mouth.

    “Good boy. Now swallow his first load for me,” she says. He does as ordered and takes another man’s load down his throat and into his stomach.

    “One more to go, cucky. You’re such a lucky boy tonight. He fucked me so good the first time I had to have him inside me again. I couldn’t leave before I made him bust another nut into a condom and now you get to swallow them both,” she says while caressing her cuckold’s neck.

    “Thank you, mistress. Thank you for fucking him twice and bringing home two loads for me to eat.” He means it, too.

    “My pleasure, cucky,” she says before upending the second condom and letting the slimy seed spill onto his tongue.

    “Good boy,” she coos. “Swallow him, cucky. Swallow his seed. Take him into your stomach. Very good! You have two loads inside you now. How does that make you feel?”

    “It makes me feel good, mistress.”

    “Does it make you feel like a cum slut?” she asks.

    “Yes mistress, it makes me feel like a cum slut,” he answers.

    “Are you a cum slut?” his mistress inquires.

    “Yes, I’m a cum slut. I’m your cum slut,” the cuckold replies.

    “Yes you are,” she says with a smile.

  
    A Treat from Your Roommate's Girlfriend

    You step into the living room and see your roommate’s girlfriend sitting on your black leather armchair. She’s wearing that lovely black lace halter top and while her legs are crossed, it seems quite clear that she left her panties back in the bedroom.

    You feel like you’ve entered a room you shouldn’t be in. “Oh, I’m sorry,” you say.

    She tilts her head just a little and smiles. Her big blue eyes light up. “That’s okay,” she says. “Why don’t you come a little closer?”

    “I…I don’t think I should,” you say.

    “Ryan already left,” she replies, referring to your roommate. “He won’t be home for hours. Some work emergency.”

    You stand at the edge of the living room. It wasn’t your roommate you were worried about. It’s the idea of being so close to his nearly naked girlfriend that worries you. That seems like a foolish idea bound to end in trouble.

    “Do you like my top?” she asks.

    You nod.

    Her smile is warm and affectionate and you can’t help but feel like some sort of invisible force is luring you into the room. You want to be close to the beautiful girl your roommate has been dating for the past four months.

    “I’m thinking of breaking up with Ryan,” she says. “He’s a good guy and the sex is great, but we’re not made for each other.”

    “I’m sorry to hear that,” you say.

    She smiles and runs her fingers down her chest, over the black lace that clings to her breasts, and down her stomach. Her legs part and her fingers deftly cover her pussy as she leans forward. “It means we won’t see each other again,” she says. “It means you won’t get to listen to Ryan fuck me while you beat off in bed. That makes me a little sad.”

    “I…I don’t…that’s not…” you stammer.

    “It’s okay,” she says. “You don’t have to deny it. I’m not mad. I like knowing that you’re lying in bed and pulling on your cock as Ryan fucks me. I like knowing that my moans are enough to make you cum.”

    You take a step into the living room.

    “It’s true, isn’t it?” she asks. “You stroke yourself as you listen to us fuck, don’t you?”

    You nod.

    “It’s a shame you never got to watch,” she says. “Ryan is quite skilled. I bet you’d enjoy seeing him make me cum.”

    She smiles and leans back in the chair. Your eyes move between her legs. Her fingers still cover her pussy.

    “I always make him cum, you know,” she says.

    “I know,” you reply. “I can hear his moans too.”

    You’ve heard them fuck often enough to know what it sounds like when Ryan gets off. He’s quite vociferous when his climax arrives and his voice always gets a little lower. Sometimes it seems like the walls are rumbling.

    “Ryan fucked me before he left,” she says. “It’s a shame you were out jogging. You could have listened. You could have stroked yourself while I moaned for him.”

    You take another step towards her and she smiles.

    “Do you think about fucking me while you listen?” she asks. “Do you think about being the man that’s making me moan?”

    The answer comes to mind, but it’s embarrassing, so you say nothing.

    She smiles and says, “Do you think about something else? Are you the kind of guy that would prefer to watch someone fuck me?”

    You look at her and offer a smile of your own.

    “Why don’t you come a little closer and get on your knees?” she asks.

    Your steps are hesitant, but you approach your roommate’s girlfriend and fall to your knees.

    “Now why don’t you lower your shorts and take your cock into your hand,” she says.

    You untie your jogging shorts and pull them down. You wrap your fingers around your cock just like she suggested.

    “Now kiss my thighs,” she says.

    Her fingers still cover her pussy as you lean closer and kiss the warm, soft flesh of her thighs. She moans and you look up to see a smile on her face and her beautiful blue eyes focused on you.

    “I’ve thought about this moment,” she says.

    “Really?” you ask as your fingers move up and down your stiff shaft.

    “I have,” she says. “I’ve thought about having you between my legs after he’s fucked me. I’ve thought about that eager look in your eyes. I’ve thought about you being a good boy and putting your tongue inside me. That’s why it’s such a shame that I have to break up with Ryan.”

    You kiss her thighs once more. You close your eyes and relish the opportunity to show affection to this enchantingly beautiful girl.

    “Do you want to kiss my pussy?” she asks.

    “I do,” you reply.

    “Even though you know Ryan just fucked me?” she asks.

    You look up at her. You see the smile on her face and the sparkle in her eyes. If she’s going to break up with your roommate, there’s no reason to hold back.

    “Because Ryan just fucked you,” you say.

    Her smile brightens. “That’s what I thought,” she says. “Come closer.”

    You crawl just a little closer.

    “Kiss my fingers,” she says.

    You kiss her fingers and look up at that beautiful smile of hers. She lifts her index finger, exposing just a hint of her pussy. She presses it against your lips and you take it in your mouth.

    “I wish we’d done this sooner,” she says. “I think we could have had so much fun.”

    You moan around her finger. There’s something so kinky about the way she gleefully penetrates your mouth with it.

    “Do you want to eat my pussy?” she asks. “Do you want to do what we both know you’ve always fantasized about?”

    You nod with her finger still in your mouth. She smiles and pulls her hand away, revealing her pussy in all its splendor.

    You look up at her and she says, “Go ahead. Eat my pussy. Taste your roommate.”

    You have fantasized about this moment. You’ve fantasized it while listening to them have sex. You’re not sure why, but over and over your brain has directed you to fantasizing about your roommate’s girlfriend spreading her legs and letting you eat her pussy after he’s been inside her.

    You press your lips against her freshly-fucked pussy. You push your tongue as deep inside as you can. You find the juices inside her. You find the thick cream you know he left behind. You bathe your tongue in the salty taste. You lick up your roommate’s juices. You lick up her juices. You lick it all up as she moans in pleasure. You lick it up as she runs her fingers through your hair.

    “That’s a good boy,” she says. “Clean me up.”

    You devour her pussy. You devour his seed. You lick up every drop and you stroke your cock as you do it. It throbs in your hand and the pleasure is intense beyond words.

    When you’re done she lifts your head from between her legs and says, “Would you like me to make you cum?”

    You nod.

    “Will you clean up your load too?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    “You may cum inside me,” she says.

    You stare at her for a moment. It seems too good to be true. She smiles at you.

    “Go ahead,” she says. “Fuck me. Fuck me and cum inside me. Think of it as a little gift. Just make sure you make me cum when you’re cleaning your load out of me.”

    You move closer and slide your cock inside her perfect pussy. It’s hot and wet and you fill her with ease. It’s not lost on you that she assumes you’re not going to make her cum with your cock, but you don’t care. The fact that she’s not moaning much doesn’t matter. The fact that she doesn’t seem to be experiencing much pleasure doesn’t matter. All of it only serves to turn you on more.

    “He’s better,” she says. “But you already knew that, didn’t you?”

    You groan.

    “Of course you did. That’s why you wanted to lick up his fucking load,” she says.

    You push your cock inside her and you cum. You empty your load into her beautiful, slippery pussy.

    “That was quick,” she said. “Make sure you take your time as you’re cleaning me out.”

    You pull out and drop your head between her legs. You get to work cleaning up your load.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Clean me again and then work my clit until I cum.”

    You do as you’re told.

  
    A Trio of Intensely Sexy Cuckold Audios

    I thought you might enjoy these audios from an exceptionally talented audio artist that likes to play in the hotwife/cuckold field. Her name is KSWifey and you'll find links to three of her audios below (the descriptions are hers):

     	You Wanted a Hotwife - "...after a long, really naughty day, a wife calls her hubby back to their bedroom to tease and replay the story of her erotic time away with another man..." 
 	The Cuckold and The Hotwife - Come in, take a seat and watch and listen as your wife gets ready to go out for an evening with another man. This was your fantasy after all, you confessed it, and now driven by her own lust, she's ready to go out and make it a reality. Do you approve of what your hotwife is wearing beneath her dress? 
 	Your Cheerleader Girlfriend - "...you love your girlfriend, but you're having second thoughts on your choice for college.  You see, you both were high school sweethearts, though when you were accepted to this one school, and she chose another, the distance is starting to get to you.  Then add that she made the cheerleading squad as a freshman.  They say college is all about experimentation - it's amazing how quickly things can change with the good girl you once knew...."


    I hope you enjoy them :)

    
      

    

  
    A Trip to the (Sex) Toy Store

    “Are you sure about this?” Jack asked.

    “Honey, what are you so worried about?” Willow said as she brushed a few stray hairs out of her eyes and looked at her husband with a smile on her face.

    Jack nervously adjusted his glasses – an absentminded habit that cropped up more when he was feeling anxious – and scanned the storefront of the sex shop they’d just pulled up to.

    “I honestly don’t know,” he said. “This just feels weird to me. Is it weird that it feels weird to me?”

    “Honestly?” Willow said as she took his hand in hers. “A little. I mean, I feel like most men would be excited that their wives wanted to go to a novelty shop and buy a sex toy, and yet you seem like you’re freaking out.”

    Jack adjusted his glasses again. His wife was right. He was freaking out, but he wasn’t sure why.

    “Jack, honey, look at me,” Willow said.

    Jack pulled his gaze from the storefront and looked at his wife. He stared into her pretty blue eyes and at her cute little nose. He admired her freckles and the way her soft red hair framed her face. He knew she was better looking than him, that he likely married a little bit above his number. Maybe that had something to do with his nervousness.

    “You have nothing to worry about,” Willow said. “We’re going to go inside. We’re going to look at some of the sex toys. We’re probably going to go home with one and then we’re going to play with it. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

    “It does,” Jack said. “It really does.”

    “Good,” Willow said before she leaned close and gave him a kiss that included a surprise visit from her tongue. It left Jack feeling a little bit aroused, which he suspected was the purpose.

    Jack watched his wife get out of the car and got a great look at her ass when a strong breeze blew her loose, lovely sundress up around her waist. She giggled while struggling to push the dress down and scampered towards the front door as Jack joined her.

    “Are you ready?” Willow said as she grabbed the door handle.

    Jack nodded and his wife pulled the door open and walked into the store. He followed close behind and was surprised that the inside was far less seedy than he expected. The store was brightly-lit with well-organized shelves, signs directing customers to the department of their choice, and a soundtrack of pleasing classic rock setting the mood for it all.

    “Let me know if I can help you with anything,” a voice said.

    Jack turned and saw an exceptionally good-looking guy standing behind the register with his phone in front of him.

    “Oh, thank you,” Willow said as she gently tugged at the hem of her dress.

    The guy smiled and Jack was quite certain his wife blushed a little. His insecurity flared up as there was no question the man behind the register was better looking and in far better shape than Jack.

    “Actually, could you direct us to the toys?” Willow asked.

    “Sure,” the guy said as he came out from behind the register. “I’m Caleb, by the way.”

    “It’s nice to meet you, Caleb. I’m Willow and this is my husband Jack,” Willow said.

    “Good to meet you both,” Caleb said as he led them towards their destination. “It’s nice to see a couple my age in the store, to be honest. Most of the time it’s older couples. People our age tend to go online to find what they’re looking for these days.”

    “We considered that,” Willow said. “I don’t know why, but I wanted to do it in person. I feel like we’d end up having to order half a dozen different toys to get the right one if we were ordering them online.”

    Caleb laughed. “I think you’re right. We get a surprising amount of people that come in trying to return a toy they ordered online, like we’re some kind of clearing house for when you fuck up your Amazon order and don’t want to go through the hassle of shipping it back.”

    “See, honey?” Willow said. “We made the right decision.”

    “So, these two aisles here encompass our toy selection. You can find almost anything you could possibly want, so it really comes down to what you’re looking for. There are vibrators of all kinds, dildos designed for penetration, anal toys for guys and girls…”

    “What makes an anal toy different for guys than for girls?” Willow asked.

    “Good question,” Caleb said. “The ones designed for guys are made to stimulate the prostate and help offer a different kind of pleasure.”

    “How interesting,” Willow said.

    Jack marveled at the confidence and ease with which his wife was talking about sex toys. He couldn’t quite get over his sense of shyness at the idea of buying an aid to improve their sex life, but she seemed fully on board and was even indulging in conversation with Caleb.

    “So, if you don’t mind me asking, who are we shopping for?” Caleb asked.

    “Oh, I don’t…” Jack began.

    “For me,” Willow said, cutting her husband off. “We didn’t really come with anything specific in mind, other than we were looking for something to add a little flavor in the bedroom.”

    “Okay,” Caleb said. “I don’t mean to pry and you can stop me if I’m getting too personal, but have you watched any videos that feature toys you really like, or even videos that inspire a certain kind of desire in you?”

    “A certain kind of desire?” Willow asked with a flirty kind of curiosity in her voice that flared up Jack’s insecurity.

    “Again, stop me if I’m crossing a line here, but just as a for instance we have a fair number of couples who come in here looking for a toy like this,” Caleb said as he pulled a package with a rather large black dildo inside from the shelf. “They’ve generally watched interracial videos online – Blacked.com is a very popular provider of that kind of content – and they come looking for a way to recreate that kind of lust without actually introducing another man into their marriage.”

    “Wow,” Willow said as she reached out and ran her fingers over the packaging. “There are women that can take something this size? That thing is huge.”

    “There are women that find great pleasure in taking something this size,” Caleb said. “And there are women with husbands that find even more pleasure in watching their wives take something this size.”

    Jack stared at the toy and felt a kind of insecurity he knew was ridiculous. No one had a cock that big. Almost no one, at least. That didn’t stop him from feeling a little bad about the decidedly average size of his cock, though.

    “We haven’t watched any videos,” Jack said.

    “Actually,” Willow interjected, “I’ve watched some.”

    For a few moments the most awkward silence Jack had ever experienced hung in the air. He looked at Caleb and at his wife, both of whom steadfastly refused to meet his gaze.

    “Oh, well, okay then,” Jack said. “What kind of videos?”

    Willow smiled at Jack and said, “I’m sorry. I really should have told you before.”

    “No, no, it’s okay,” he said. “Like you said in the car, most men would be thrilled that their wife wanted to come to a sex toy shop and buy something for them to play with. Most men would also be thrilled to know their wives had watched any kind of porn, let alone enjoyed it.”

    “He’s right,” Caleb said. “If you found something that turns you on there’s no reason you should be apologizing for it.”

    Jack was a little annoyed that the stranger they’d just met was trying to finish his thought, but Caleb happened to be right.

    “Well, I keep coming back to videos with girls enjoying, well, men of a certain size,” Willow said.

    Jack knew the sense of insecurity that filled him wasn’t misplaced. His wife had just confessed to watching big cock porn videos. She’d seemingly confessed to getting turned on by them and he figured there was a good chance she was masturbating to those videos too.

    “Is that what you’d like, then?” Caleb asked.

    “I would,” Willow said as she directed her gaze towards the floor and tugged at her dress. She seemed a little embarrassed to be asking for such a thing.

    “It’s okay,” Jack said as he took his wife’s hand. He felt a little embarrassed that she was basically asking Caleb to find her a bigger cock to fuck, but he loved her desperately and he wanted Willow to have what she needed. “You don’t have to feel bad about this, honey. You deserve to have what you want.”

    Willow looked up at him and smiled as a wave of emotion swept across her face. “Thank you,” she said.

    She turned to Caleb and said, “I’d like a big toy, and I don’t mean to sound racist or anything, but I don’t really like the black ones.”

    Caleb laughed and said, “It’s not racist. You’re free to like whatever you want.”

    He moved down the aisle and stopped in front of a selection of toys that seemed to be what Willow was looking for.

    “Do any of these seem appealing to you?” Caleb asked.

    Willow stepped in front of the selection of toys and bent over. Her dress rode up and her soft, smooth thighs were exposed. Jack stared and then looked up at Caleb and saw the other man doing the same thing.

    “It’s okay if you want one that’s more lifelike,” Caleb said.

    Willow turned back and looked at him. “Why do you say that?”

    Caleb smiled and said, “Because you keep staring at them. You wouldn’t be the first woman that’s come in here looking for something to satisfy her needs, Willow. It’s perfectly understandable that you’d want a more lifelike dildo to better simulate a big cock sliding in and out of you.”

    Jack’s eyes went wide as the tone in Caleb’s voice changed from professional to borderline pornographic. What he’d said seemed entirely over the line, too. He was basically talking dirty to Willow, which was beyond unacceptable.

    Jack was going to say something, but his wife’s reaction tempered his anger. Willow didn’t seem the slightest bit offended. In fact, it seemed like Caleb’s words had the opposite effect.

    She stood up and turned to Caleb before saying, “How do you know that’s what I want?”

    “I’ve worked here for a little more than a year now, Willow. I’ve seen a few thousand couples come in. I’ve seen hundreds of women like you searching for something that will give them what they need, what their husbands can’t give them.”

    Neither Caleb nor Willow looked at Jack. They acted like he wasn’t there, though they were very clearly talking about him.

    “In your experience, is a toy enough to satisfy those women?” Willow asked.

    “Not in my experience, no,” Caleb said.

    “How do you know that?” Willow asked.

    Caleb finally glanced at Jack. A confident smile crossed his face and he reached out, grasped Willow by the waist, and pulled her a little closer.

    “Because a toy can’t replace the feeling of a big cock fucking you. It can’t replace the feeling of a man between your legs. It can’t replace the feeling of offering yourself to someone who knows how to use his big cock to give you the kind of pleasure every woman craves,” Caleb said.

    Jack adjusted his glasses and clenched his fists as he tried to contain the fury building inside him. He wasn’t sure if he was more annoyed with his wife or with Caleb, but they were both subjects of his ire. Why was Willow letting Caleb touch her? Why was he hitting on Jack’s wife right in front of him?

    “How do you know that, Caleb?” Willow asked. “How do you know that a toy can’t satisfy a woman the same way a cock can?”

    “Because a lot of the women that come in here with their husbands come back. Only they come back alone. They come back seeking something other than a toy,” he said.

    “What are they seeking?” Willow asked as she reached up and rested her hand on Caleb’s chest.

    “They come here for me, Willow. They want me to fuck them. They want me to give them what their husbands can’t. They want me to show them what it feels like when someone with a big cock fills them,” Caleb said.

    “And what do you do?” Willow asked as her hand slowly moved down Caleb’s chest and over his stomach.

    “I fuck them,” he answered.

    Jack’s fury had quickly transformed to confusion centered on himself. Why wasn’t he doing anything? Why was he standing there watching his wife throw herself at another man? Why was he standing there as Caleb openly tried to seduce Willow?

    “Does your husband satisfy you, Willow?” Caleb asked as he slowly lifted the hem of her dress.

    “No, he doesn’t,” she answered.

    “Is that why you’re here?” Caleb asked as he exposed Willow’s panties. “Are you looking for the kind of satisfaction your husband can’t give you?”

    Willow nodded as Caleb pushed his fingers into her panties.

    “Would you like to pick one of these toys and take it home?” Caleb asked. “Would you like to pick out a nice big cock and fuck it as your husband watches?”

    Willow moaned as Caleb played with her pussy, all while Jack stood there watching and doing nothing to stop any of it.

    “No? That’s not what you want?” Caleb said as Willow let her fingers drift between the other man’s legs. “What is it you want, Willow?”

    Willow turned and looked at Jack, giving him a perfect view of Caleb’s fingers working in her panties. He saw that his wife was groping the other man’s rather large cock through his jeans, too. She was basically already cheating on him and he still wasn’t doing anything.

    Then Willow glanced at Jack’s crotch. He looked down and saw a bulge there. He’d been so consumed by his anger and confusion that he hadn’t noticed he’d gotten hard.

    Willow turned back to Caleb and said, “I want you to fuck me. And I want my husband to watch.”

    Caleb took Willow’s hand in his and led her towards the register. He walked past it, pushed open the door that said “Employees Only” and pulled her into a deep, sensual kiss as Jack followed close behind.

    Caleb worked Willow’s panties off and she managed to get his pants off with surprising ease. He picked her up, set her on the desk, and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy.

    “Tell me what you want,” Caleb said.

    “Fuck me,” Willow answered. “I want you to fuck me. Please. Please give me your cock. I need it. I need it so badly.”

    Jack stood by the door and watched as Caleb slid his cock into Willow’s pussy. He watched another man fuck his wife and he did nothing. He saw her legs wrap around the other man and he did nothing. He saw Caleb thrust into his wife’s pussy over and over and he did nothing.

    “Take your cock out,” Willow said as she turned to Jack. “Jerk off while he fucks me. Don’t be scared of it, baby. I can see how hard you are. I can see that you like this. Just have some fun with it.”

    Caleb fucked her harder and faster as Willow looked back at the man inside her. She pulled his shirt off and ran her fingers over his muscular arms and chest.

    “You’re so fucking hot and your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” Willow said between lusty moans.

    Caleb pulled Willow’s dress over her head and she swiftly unhooked her bra and tossed it at Jack. It fell at his feet.

    Jack had never fucked his wife like Caleb was fucking her. He’d never fucked her with such aggression and power. He’d never taken her on a desk. He’d never fucked her in such a desperate, wild, unhinged manner. He’d never made her moan like she was moaning with Caleb inside her. She’d never wrapped her legs around him like that. She’d never seemed so intent on having him inside her.

    Jack unzipped his pants and pushed them to his ankles. He spit in his hand and wrapped his fingers around his cock. He masturbated as he watched something far hotter than a porn unfold in front of him. He separated himself from the anxiety and humiliation he was feeling and simply enjoyed the sight of his wife having truly great sex.

    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Willow said. “Make me cum, Caleb. Make me fucking cum!”

    Caleb found another gear and fucked her harder and faster. He pounded Willow’s pussy and the room filled with the sounds of his body slamming into hers.

    “Oh, fuck! I’m cumming!” Willow screamed.

    Caleb fucked her right through the orgasm and then buried his cock inside her. They kissed as she kept her legs wrapped tightly around him.

    “That was exactly what I needed,” she said. “I can’t believe how good that felt.”

    They kissed again and Caleb began to move his cock in and out of her.

    “Do you want more?” he asked.

    Willow nodded and pulled her legs back, opening as wide as possible to accommodate him. Caleb rested his hands on the desk and began to pump his cock in and out of her slippery pussy with great power.

    Willow turned to Jack and asked, “Are you going to cum, honey?”

    Jack nodded at his wife as he stood there and stroked his cock.

    “I want you to cum when he cums inside me, okay?” she said.

    Jack nodded again and Willow turned her attention to Caleb.

    “Cum inside me when you’re ready,” she said. “It’s the least I can do for you after the orgasm you gave me.”

    Caleb looked at her and smiled before indulging in a passionate kiss.

    “You like that, don’t you?” Willow asked. “I’ll bet you like cumming in another man’s wife. I’ll bet you like it even more while he’s watching.”

    Caleb smiled, looked over at Jack, and buried his cock in Willow’s pussy. His face contorted with pleasure.

    “Fuck yes. Give it to me. Cum inside me,” Willow said.

    Jack spurted on the floor. Pleasure rushed through his body and he felt a sensation of the purest bliss as he spilled his cum while someone else climaxed inside his wife.

    Caleb pulled out and some of his cum followed as Willow stayed on the desk with her legs spread.

    “Can I come back next week?” Willow asked.

    “Absolutely,” Caleb said as he pulled his pants up and put his cock away. “Bring your husband, too. You’re right, it’s more fun with him watching.”

    “I will,” Willow said as she looked at Jack. “Isn’t that right, honey? You’re coming back with me, right?”

    Jack looked at the cum he’d sprayed all over the floor and at his wife and her messy, leaking pussy.

    “Yes, I’m coming back,” he said.

    They wouldn’t be going home with a sex toy, but Willow had certainly found what she was looking for.

  
    A True Cuckold

    You have desires. Of course you have desires.

    You'd love to have lots of sex with your wife. You'd love to be able to cum inside her. You'd love to have the kind of access to her body that he has.

    You'd love all of that, but you love your wife more and you're a true cuckold, which means you're willing to put her desires above yours.

    That's why this moment, when she's cuddled up with her boyfriend after they've made love to each other, that's why this moment makes you happier than an orgasm ever could.

    You know that she's experiencing a moment of pure bliss right now. She'd cuddled up in the strong arms of the man that just tended to her pleasure, that just made love to her like no man ever has, that just gave her an orgasm that carried her to another plane of existence for a few brief moments.

    You know that you're not capable of that. You're a true cuckold, though, so you helped her find a man who is capable of that. You encouraged her to date him, to sleep with him, to develop a real relationship with him so that she could connect on a level where she gets to have the most satisfying sexual experiences of her life.

    She sees him a lot. He makes love to her more often than you do. Much more often, in fact. You're okay with that, though, because you know he provides her with the satisfaction she craves.

    He spends many nights in your bed and you sleep in the guest room. You're okay with that because you're a true cuckold and you know that falling asleep in his arms is what makes your wife happy.

    He cums inside her and you're not allowed to. You're a true cuckold, though, so you're okay with that because you know that having his cum inside her makes your wife happy. Blissfully happy.

    It's not always easy to be a true cuckold, but you're dedicated to it, to your wife's happiness. Your life's truest pleasure comes from knowing that she's as happy as can be. That's what makes you a perfect husband for her.

  
    A Tryst in the Pool House

    You sit up in bed and look at the clock. It’s a little after 1 a.m. You’re not sure what woke you up.

    You hear someone downstairs. You look at the other side of the bed and see that your wife isn’t there. You breathe a sigh of relief. There hasn’t been a break-in. Your wife is just getting a glass of water or dealing with another bout of insomnia.

    Your head falls to the pillow and you close your eyes. Sleep feels like it’s going to come quickly. Then you hear the back door open. Why is your wife going outside?

    You hop out of bed and walk to the window that looks out on the backyard. You see your wife standing there in a black satin robe and the nightie she wore to bed. You remember how good it felt when you cuddled up next to her to say good night. You remember the arousal you felt. You remember how she gently turned you down when you tried to initiate sex.

    You watch your wife gingerly walk across the soft green grass of your backyard. She’s approaching the pool house.

    Your friend Justin is staying in the pool house. He’s been there for almost a week. He’s moving to town and using your place as a base of operations while he finds an apartment. Why is your wife going to the pool house?

    You watch from the bedroom window as she approaches the French doors that lead into the pool house. She lifts her hand and gently knocks.

    A light comes on in the pool house. Your wife runs her fingers through her hair and tosses it back.

    Justin pulls aside the curtain and sees your wife. He smiles and opens the door. His head turns on a swivel as he instinctively searches the backyard, as if he’s trying to make sure no one is watching.

    You press your head against the window. You’re almost certain that your wife is at the pool house door for a very specific reason. It’s not likely Justin texted her at 1 a.m. because there was a problem with the sink or the shower wasn’t running.

    Your fears are confirmed when your wife steps into his arms and they kiss. It’s not a casual kiss. It’s the kind of kiss that lovers share. In that moment, you know that your friend is fucking your wife. You’re almost certain it’s happened before. This is just the first time they’ve been caught.

    You consider your options. You have a key to the pool house. You could let yourself in and scream at them. You could punch Justin. You could throw him out onto the street.

    You could do nothing. You could let your wife cheat on you. You could let her fuck your good friend without doing anything.

    You could watch. You could sneak out through the back door like your wife did. You could tip toe across the lawn. You could look through the curtain, which is still open just a little. You could embrace the fact that your dick is hard. You could follow your lust and see what happens.

    You put on a robe and walk downstairs. You stand at the back door and look out. You look across the yard at the pool house. You know your wife is doing something dirty with your friend.

    You take a moment to consider what you’re about to do. Do you really want to watch your wife fuck someone else? Do you really want to see her get lost the pleasure of having your friend inside her?

    Your cock answers for you. It’s hard. In fact, you feel a strangely pleasurable tingling sensation between your legs. It’s arousal, but it’s different than usual. It’s more powerful. Much more powerful, in fact.

    It’s that arousal that compels you to open the door and step out onto the lawn. It’s that arousal that compels you to cross the soft, wet grass and stop in front of the pool house door.

    All you have to do is take one step to the left and you’ll see whatever is happening inside. The light is still on. The curtain is open enough to let you look inside. It’s pitch black in the backyard. They won’t be able to see you.

    Your heart pounds. You feel a little lightheaded. You feel a strange compulsion to stroke your cock. You resist the urge. Masturbating in your backyard feels like a step too far.

    You take that step to the left. You look into the pool house. You see Justin standing in front of the couch you bought a year ago. You see your wife on her knees in front of him. You see his hand in her blonde hair. You see his eyes closed and his mouth open. You see her head moving back and forth.

    You’re watching your wife suck Justin’s cock. There’s no question about it. She’s on her knees with another man’s cock in her mouth. She’s giving a blowjob.

    You’re erect. You’re rock hard, in fact. You hear Justin groan. He’s groaning because your wife is sucking his cock.

    You’re jealous. She hasn’t sucked your cock in months, maybe longer. Nowadays it only seems to happen on your birthday and a few times during the year when you’ve been a particularly good husband.

    She’s sucking Justin’s cock, though. By the look on his face, she’s doing it vigorously, too. She’s offering him the kind of blowjob she used to offer you. You can see she’s got a hand working him too. Perhaps she’s stroking his shaft or playing with his balls while her mouth works him. Either way, she’s making him feel great while you’re watching from outside the pool house.

    Your wife stands. Justin kisses her. It’s a passionate kiss. It’s beautiful. It’s the kind of kiss you wish you shared with her more often. Your hand moves closer to your crotch. It’s getting more difficult to resist masturbating.

    Justin slips the satin robe off your wife’s shoulders. They kiss as his hands move over the nightie. He caresses her lower back and ass. He plays with her breasts.

    Her hands are moving between his legs. She’s jerking him off as they kiss. She’s stroking the cock she just sucked. There’s no question they’re going to fuck. They’re not just fooling around. They’re not getting to know each other. They’ve been having sex behind your back and they’re going to do it again.

    Your wife steps back. She pushes the straps of her nightie off her shoulders. It falls to the floor and lands at her feet. She’s naked. She took her panties off before she entered the pool house.

    Justin pulls off his shirt. He’s naked. He’s in better shape than you are. His dick is a little bigger than yours, too. You feel overwhelmed with jealousy. Your insecurity flares up. Is she fucking him because he’s in better shape? Is she fucking him because his cock is bigger?

    Your wife approaches Justin. He takes her into his arms. They kiss again. Their bodies seem to fit together so well. His hands move over her back and ass. Her hands move over his skin. They seem to be made for each other.

    The passionate connection you’re witness to drives you crazy with jealousy, but there’s just as much lust in there. Your dick is so hard it hurts. You decide you’ll set it free. You’re not going to masturbate. You just want it to stop pressing against your pajama pants.

    It feels good to let it out. You rub the head just a little. The pleasure is electric. There’s something about watching your wife with your friend that thrills you. It’s naughty.

    Justin picks her up and sits on the couch. They continue kissing as she grinds in his lap. He’s not inside her yet, but his big dick is rubbing against her pussy.

    Your wife reaches down and guides the head of Justin’s cock inside her. She opens her mouth. You hear her moan. Justin fills her. He’s inside your wife.

    She sinks down onto his cock. You watch it disappear inside her. You watch someone else fuck your wife. You watch him fuck her without a condom. They didn’t even make an effort to look. They’re not bothering with protection. They don’t care. They’re completely lost in their desire for each other. They just want to fuck. They just want to get off.

    Your wife begins to ride him. They kiss as she does. He plays with her tits. His hands caress the soft, perky flesh. He gently rolls her nipples between his fingers.

    The sex is slow and sensual. You play with the head of your cock. You’re not going to masturbate in full, but it won’t hurt to touch it a little. It feels so good. You’re watching your wife slowly, sensually ride his dick and it feels so fucking good just to touch yourself a little.

    Your wife leans forward. Justin takes her nipple into his mouth. She tilts her head back and moans. Another man is fucking your wife and sucking on her breast. He’s making her moan as he does it. He’s making her feel so good.

    Your wife rides him faster. He moves to her other nipple. He squeezes her ass and helps her ride him. Her moans are getting louder. You can hear them. You can hear it all.

    Your wife is cumming. She’s cumming on Justin’s cock. You’ve seen her recent orgasms. You know they haven’t been as good as the one she just had on your friend’s dick.

    Her pace slows. They share a remarkably deep, sensual kiss. It’s the kind of grateful kiss a woman gives a man after he’s made her cum in a way she knows she’ll remember for a long time. It’s the kind of kiss your wife hasn’t given you in years.

    She rests her forehead against his. She says something. You can’t hear it. You wonder what she said. Did she thank him for a great orgasm? Did she tell Justin that he’s so much better than you? Did she tell him she has to rush back to your bed to make sure she doesn’t get caught?

    They kiss again. Justin stands up and moves your wife to her back. He’s still inside her. They start having sex again. Her legs wrap around his waist. He’s making love to her. They’re kissing. Her hands move all over his back. His cock is doing wonderful things to her. It’s making her feel so good.

    You stroke yourself. Your wife just had an orgasm. You see no reason to deny yourself the pleasure you crave. If she gets to feel good then you should get to feel good.

    Justin fucks her harder. He fucks her faster. You have a good angle. You can see his cock moving in and out of her pussy. It’s beautiful. It’s so beautiful.

    Your legs tremble. You feel lightheaded. Your dick is hard. Your balls are tight against your body. Justin is pumping your wife’s pussy with his big cock. He’s fucking the woman you love. He’s fucking the woman you bought a house with.

    Your wife holds his head in her hands. She says something. She says it again.

    You know what she said. You know what she said and it turns you on. You run your hand over the head of your dick. You stroke. You feel the pleasure.

    “Cum inside me.” That’s what she said. Your wife told Justin to cum inside her. She told another man to cum in her pussy.

    Justin fucks her faster. He kisses her. He pushes his cock into her pussy and holds it there. He does what your wife wanted.

    You feel an intense surge of pleasure between your legs. There’s an explosion of lust. You cum hard. You have to work not to cry out. You stroke yourself through the orgasm. The pleasure is unlike anything you’ve ever experienced.

    Justin is still inside your wife. They’re kissing. You’re watching. You’re cumming. You feel jealous. You feel turned on. You feel deeply satisfied.

    You put your cock back in your pajama pants and cross the lawn once more. You let yourself into the house and go upstairs. You climb into bed. You lay there and stare at the ceiling.

    You just masturbated to your wife fucking someone else. You jerked off and had an incredible orgasm. You found immense satisfaction in it. You feel embarrassed. You feel satisfied.

    In your post-orgasmic bliss, sleep comes quickly. You dream of the sex you watched. You dream of how beautiful it was. You dream of the orgasm you had.

    You wake up with a smile on your face. Morning light fills the bedroom. You roll over and see your wife in the black satin nightie. You cuddle up next to her.

    She stirs. “Good morning,” she says.

    “Good morning,” you reply.

    Your wife presses her ass into your crotch. She’s almost never amorous in the morning these days. You press your crotch into her ass. She moans.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” she asks.

    “What?” you say.

    “Last night. Did you enjoy the show?” she asks again.

    What else could she be asking about? Does she know that you watched her and Justin fuck? Did she see you? Were you wrong about the backyard being dark enough to hide you?

    “What?” you say again.

    You don’t want to admit you watched. It would make you sound like a pervert.

    Your wife rolls over. She kisses you softly. Her fingers trace down your arm and between your legs. She grasps your cock, which is already half hard.

    “Your cum was all over the pool house door, darling. It was quite a mess, in fact. So, I ask again, did you enjoy the show?”

    You’ve been caught. There’s no escaping it.

    “Yes, I enjoyed the show,” you answer.

    Your wife releases your cock. “Good. There’ll be an encore performance tonight. Same time. Same place. I hope you’ll attend.”

    She gets out of bed. You watch her walk into the bathroom. You know you’ll attend. After last night’s orgasm, you can’t resist.

  
    A Vacation Quickie

    You are in a state of total relaxation. You’re sitting poolside at the little Caribbean resort you chose for a well-deserved vacation. You’re so relaxed that you’re right on the verge of falling asleep as you soak up the sun.

    You’re at the smallest of the three pools at the resort. It’s early in the day, so it’s just you and your wife.

    Occasionally, a young, exceptionally fit black man in an all-white outfit of shorts, a polo shirt, and sneakers comes by and offers anything you might need, from fresh towels to bottled water to a drink.

    He stops by as you’re entering your blissful state of relaxation. You don’t move, preferring instead to sink deeper into your nap.

    “Can I get you anything?” he says.

    Your wife, whose body looks exceptionally good for someone in her late 30s and who chose a rather skimpy white bikini for the morning’s sun session, says, “I could use a little help, if you don’t mind.”

    “Of course, ma’am,” he replies.

    “My husband is asleep and I don’t want to wake him, but I really need another coating of sunscreen on my back. Would you mind helping me with that?” she asks.

    You open your eyes and glance towards her. You try your best not to move. You have sunglasses on so neither your wife nor the young man assisting her can tell that you’re watching to see what he’s going to do.

    “Absolutely,” he says.

    Your wife hands him the bottle and turns so her back is facing him. He squirts some of the lotion into his strong hands and gently rubs it into her back.

    She looks at you. You flash the slightest smile. You want her to know you’re watching and that you’re okay with anything she might want to do.

    “There you go, ma’am,” the pool attendant says.

    “Thank you so much,” your wife says. “You know, would you mind terribly doing the back of my legs. I always have such a hard time making sure I get complete coverage.”

    “Of course, ma’am,” he says while taking the sunscreen from her again.

    Your wife lies down on her stomach and turns back to him to say, “You can call me Emma.”

    “Of course, Emma,” the strong, exceptionally handsome black man says before squirting more of the sunscreen into his hands.

    He rubs the lotion into the backs of her calves. He’s taking his time. It’s more like he’s giving a massage. Your wife moans quietly.

    You continue to watch while pretending you’re asleep.

    The pool attendant squirts a little more lotion into his hands and rubs them together before moving to the backs of your wife’s thighs. He rubs them slowly.

    Your wife instinctively spreads her legs a little. To you, it seems clear that she’s urging him to go higher.

    “I’m sorry, I didn’t ask your name,” she says.

    “It’s Samuel,” the handsome young man says.

    “Do you have experience as a masseur, Samuel? Your hands are exceptionally talented.”

    He smiles and says, “Not professional experience, but I’ve found that being able to give a good massage can be very helpful...” he trails off.

    Your wife reaches back and pulls the soft white material of her bikini between her ass cheeks, exposing her soft, milky white flesh.

    “Well, Samuel, if you wouldn’t mind using your skilled hands to make sure I have coverage back here, I would be grateful,” your wife says as she moves her fingers over her ass.

    You see Samuel smile. You imagine he can’t help it. A beautiful woman is asking him to rub her ass. Of course he’s happy.

    He applies more sunscreen to his hands and rubs your wife’s ass. She moans again, and this time there’s no question he can hear it.

    You watch as he skillfully moves his fingers over her ass. He starts where her thighs meet her butt and then moves all the way up to her lower back.

    After a minute, your wife flips over and smiles at Samuel. “This is a clothing optional resort, isn’t it?” she asks.

    “Yes it is, ma’am,” he answers.

    “I said to call me Emma,” your wife says playfully. She sits up, reaches behind her back, and unties her bikini. She pulls it over her head and frees her breasts, which are milky white, large, and still perky.

    She smiles and looks at Samuel. He says nothing, but he does take a moment to admire her breasts.

    “Would you mind helping me with these, Samuel?” your wife asks.

    Samuel looks over at you. He seems a little nervous.

    “Oh, don’t worry about him,” she assures him. “He wouldn’t wake up if a meteor struck the resort.”

    Samuel sits on the edge of the lounge chair. He squirts a little sunscreen into his hands and rubs them together. He looks at your wife, hesitates for a moment, then reaches out and works the sunscreen into her breasts.

    She closes her eyes and moans. She’s not hiding her desire now. “God, that feels so good, Samuel. This is what my vacation has been missing.”

    You can see that your wife has Samuel in her web. He’s doing far more than spreading sunscreen over her breasts. He’s massaging them. He’s playing with them. He’s paying attention to her nipples. He’s trying to arouse her. In other words, he’s giving her exactly what she wants.

    “Samuel, are you allowed to take a break from your job here at the pool?” your wife asks.

    “Yes, ma’am. I’m due for a break, in fact,” he answers. There’s confidence in his voice.

    Your wife sits up and her hand moves between Samuel’s legs. She strokes his cock. You can see the bulge. It’s quite large.

    “How would you feel about taking your break in my room?” she asks.

    “I would enjoy that very much,” he says.

    “Let’s do that, then,” your wife says. “I’m staying in room 112. Meet me there in five minutes.”

    She gathers her bag and her bikini top and walks towards your room. Her breasts bounce with every step. You stay still on the lounge chair.

    When enough time has passed, you hurry towards your room. It’s on the ground floor and you know there’s a spot outside you can watch from without being seen.

    In a few minutes you’re in that spot. Your wife has kindly left the curtains open for you. You have a perfect view inside the room.

    You see your beautiful wife on her knees in front of Samuel. You see her sucking his cock. You see his big black dick disappearing between her lips and sliding remarkably far down her throat.

    You see his strong hand on the back of her head. You see him close his eyes, tilt his head back, and enjoy the exceptional pleasure your wife is providing him.

    His cock falls from her mouth and your wife strokes him. Her hand moves swiftly up and down the slick, thick shaft as she looks up at him and smiles. She says something, but you’re too far away to hear it. You imagine she’s telling him how gorgeous his cock is and how badly she wants it inside her.

    He smiles at your wife and moves to the edge of the bed. He sits and she immediately takes his balls into her mouth. She sucks on them lustily. She licks them eagerly while her hand continues to move up and down his shaft.

    Your beautiful wife stands up and gets on her hands and knees in the bed. She looks out the sliding glass door. She knows you’re watching. She knows you’re her eager cuckold. She knows you want her to be doing this.

    You see the look of pure pleasure on her face as Samuel slides into her from behind. She closes her eyes and her big tits begin to swing as he fucks her. Her mouth opens. You wish you could hear her lusty moans. You know how good it sounds when someone else is fucking her.

    She puts her head on the bed. Her ass jiggles with every thrust into her. Samuel is fucking her hard. He knows what your wife wants. He knows what a white woman coming to the islands needs. He knows that she wants his big black dick deep in her pussy and she wants to be fucked like her husband never fucks her.

    You see your wife cum. You love when she has an orgasm in doggystyle. You’ve never given her one of those. Only other men provide her with that pleasure. That fact makes your cock hard.

    Samuel pulls out. He gets on his back, likely at your wife’s direction. You watch her straddle his bare cock and take it into her pussy. You watch her bounce on his big dick. You watch her fuck herself on another man’s cock while you’re standing in the bushes.

    His dark hands move over her milky white ass, only this time it’s far different than at the pool. This time he’s inside her. This time he’s working towards an orgasm. This time he’s getting ready to cum in your wife’s pussy.

    You see her throw her head back. You see him reach up and play with her milky white tits. You imagine how good his hands look on them as your wife is having her second orgasm with his big black cock inside her.

    She moves to her back. He slides inside her. She wraps her arms and legs around him and pulls him close. They kiss. He’s fucking her hard and fast. He’s pounding your wife’s pussy while you watch.

    It’s not long before you see him cum inside her. Your wife looks out the sliding glass door. She’s searching for you again. She knows you’re watching. She wants you to know that he’s cumming in her pussy. He stops thrusting. You see his mouth open. You see him moan in pure joy.

    They kiss and cuddle for a few minutes. You hope they’re making plans for him to sneak into your room again. You hope your wife is going to spend the rest of your vacation getting fucked by this young man.

    Soon, he dresses and leaves. You run across the short span of grass and hop over the wall to the patio of your ground floor hotel room. You open the sliding glass door and look at your beautiful wife.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” she asks.

    You quickly strip off your bathing suit and tee shirt. You toss them aside and climb between her legs.

    You push your cock into her juicy, cum-filled pussy. His cum surrounds your erection. It feels warm and slippery.

    “Fuck me, baby,” your wife says. “Fuck my stretched out pussy.”

    You groan and pump your cock into her cunt. She feels much looser than last night when you fucked her. Samuel’s big black cock has stretched her out.

    “How does his cum feel? How does it feel to have his slick, sticky, mess cum around your cock as you fuck your wife’s slutty pussy?” she asks.

    “It’s so fucking hot,” you say. “Fuck, I love your slutty, cum-filled pussy.”

    You pound her harder.

    “Add your cum, cuckold. Add your cum to my sloppy, slutty cunt. Add your mess to his and then clean it all out of me,” she says.

    You groan and pump your seed into your wife’s pussy. You add your cum to the mess Samuel left inside her. You bury your cock in there and feel your balls twitching as spurt after spurt leaves your body.

    “I hope you don’t mind, but I made plans to see him again. You know I can’t resist a big black cock,” your wife says as she kisses your neck and runs her fingers over your back.

    “You know I don’t mind, especially if you let me fuck you afterwards.”

    “My pussy is always yours to enjoy, baby,” she says, “especially when it’s filled with someone else’s cum.” 

  
    A Vacation with Her Bull

    
      A Vacation with Her Bull was written way back in the summer of 2019, so there's a very good chance you haven't read it yet. I think you'll enjoy it, as it encapsulates so much of the cuckold experience, from voyeuristic pleasures to the joy of fluffing and creampie cleanup. Plus, there's a little bit of femdom play, too. You'll find links to all 7 chapters below.
    

    Everyone loves going on vacation, but it’s even better when that vacation includes your wife’s bull. After all, what could be better for a cuckold than watching your wife enjoy a week of romance and passion and wild, deeply-satisfying sex with a superior man?

    That passion and pleasure is what ‘A Vacation with Her Bull’ is all about. Luke is the cuckold and he goes on vacation with Celeste and Michael, his wife and her bull, and he plays the part of the good cuckold. He serves as their bellman at the hotel. He fetches them drinks at the pool. He sucks cock and cleans pussy whenever he’s called upon to do so.

    There are times when it’s made perfectly clear to strangers that Luke is a cuckold and that his wife has chosen to go on vacation with a superior man that fucks her far better than her husband ever could, and Luke loves every second of it.

    There’s also Marie, a dominant woman they meet on their vacation that adds a little extra spice to their week as she shows Luke that there’s joy to be found in an even deeper level of submission.

    If you’ve ever wanted to go on vacation with your wife and her bull, I’m certain you’ll enjoy this cuckold story. I’ve listed links and descriptions of all seven chapters below, so if you’re already a supporter at the Cuckold Stories level you can click the links to start reading today.

    Here are the chapters:

    Part 1 – We get right to the action as Luke (the cuckold) is driving Celeste (his wife) and Michael (her bull) to the airport so they can all go on a weeklong vacation to a beautiful Hawaiian resort. They fuck in the car while Luke listens – and watches a little – from the front seat.

    After flying in coach while Celeste and Michael fly first class, Luke drives them to the resort and then does most of the work of a bellhop as he takes their bags up to their room. He’s then put to use as a cuckold cocksucker, preparing his wife’s bull to fuck her. Afterwards, he gets to clean up.

    Part 2 – Luke’s day begins beautifully as his wife comes into his room – it’s adjoining the room she’s sharing with her bull – and feeds him a fresh load of cum that was just fucked into her tight pussy.

    Later that afternoon, a beautiful woman named Marie introduces herself to the trio and quickly spices up their vacation. She takes on the task of cucksitting Luke for the day and introduces him to anal play in the process.

    Part 3 – Michael and Celeste fuck on an empty beach as Luke watches from his towel. He’s not allowed to masturbate, though. He’s only allowed to watch and clean up the mess afterwards, just like a good cuckold.

    That evening, Marie joins them for dinner and exerts more control over Luke. She convinces Celeste and Michael to come and watch as Luke offers his mouth to a complete stranger, pushing him deep into submission and showering him in the joy of cuckold humiliation.

    Part 4 – Luke gets a small taste of public humiliation as he, Celeste, and Michael go to a botanical garden and stroll the grounds. His wife acts like she’s in a couple with her bull and they end up fucking while Luke watches.

    That night they watch the sunset together – well, Luke watches from the car while Celeste and Michael enjoy a bit of romantic time on the beach – and then Luke sucks cock on the drive home. Celeste gets so horny that she pulls over and does a cuckold 69 with her husband while her bull fucks her from behind.

    Part 5 – Marie takes charge. She feminizes Luke and fucks him with her strapon while Celeste and Michael watch. She guides her cock into his ass slowly and gently, showing him that there’s great pleasure in submission. Much to Luke’s delight, his wife is so turned on by watching that she ends up fucking Michael.

    Part 6 – Luke experiences the bliss of waking up next to his naked wife. She’s been awake for a while, though. Long enough to have fucked her bull and taken his load in her pussy. Now, for the second time on their vacation, she’s going to start her husband’s day by feeding him another man’s cum.

    They spend their afternoon at the pool, where Luke serves as their cuckold. He gets them drinks, offers foot rubs, and makes sure they have absolutely everything they need. He also admits to being a cuckold to one of the resort employees, who finds it utterly amusing. Celeste gets it in her mind that she wants her cuckold to suck her bull off, so that’s what happens.

    Part 7 – Luke plays the part of a voyeur cuckold as he watches from afar as Celeste and Michael hike to an empty beach and make love in front of the ocean. When they’re done, Celeste comes to Luke and has him clean her pussy before offering him a handjob and making him eat his load.

    The story ends beautifully, with an affirmation of love between Luke and Celeste, an affirmation that also includes reinforcing his place as her cuckold, which is everything they both want.

  
    A Vacation with Her Bull - Part 1

    “Are all the bags packed?” Celeste asked.

    “Yes, dear,” Luke answered. “I’m ready to go whenever you are.”

    “Well then, we should get going, shouldn’t we?” Michael said as he wrapped his arms around the slender, beautiful brunette.

    Celeste smiled and stepped into the warm hug offered by her bull. They kissed as Luke, Celeste’s loyal and loving cuckold husband, watched. The obvious sensuality of the kiss was enough to make his cock stir to life. As much as Luke had misgivings about going on a vacation with his wife and her bull, it felt helpful to be reminded that he was absolutely going to enjoy himself, even if it was a little humiliating.

    “You’re driving, cuckold,” Michael said as he tossed Luke the keys.

    Luke watched his beautiful wife and her tall, handsome, well-built bull walk hand-in-hand out of the house. Celeste looked up at Michael as they walked out of the front door and Luke saw the joy on his wife’s face.

    They were already kissing in the backseat by the time Luke had locked up the house and climbed into the driver’s seat.

    Luke started the car and put it in reverse. When he turned around to make sure he didn’t run anyone over, Luke saw his wife stroking her bull’s cock through his pants. He couldn’t help but stare for just a moment. It amazed him that Celeste was still so aroused by the man that she’d been fucking for six months.

    “I can’t wait to spend a whole week enjoying your beautiful cock whenever I want it,” she said.

    “Do you want to enjoy it right now? It’s at least 30 minutes to the airport,” Michael said.

    By the time Luke had backed out of the driveway and put the car in drive, his wife had straddled her bull in the backseat. Soon, her moans of pleasure and the sounds of her slippery pussy being filled with a thick cock filled the air.

    “Fuck, Michael, I love your cock,” Celeste said.

    Luke loved listening. He loved looking in the rearview mirror and seeing his wife’s brown hair bouncing up and down as she took her bull’s big cock. He loved that he got to spend the next ten minutes listening to his wife and her bull fuck in the backseat as he navigated his way through morning traffic.

    After making Celeste cum twice, Michael emptied his load inside her while Luke listened. His wife groaned and urged her bull to fill her with his cum. As always, Michael did just that.

    Celeste climbed off of her bull, pulled her panties over her pussy, and slid back across to the other side of the backseat and put her seat belt on.

    “That was incredible,” she said. “You’re incredible.”

    “There isn’t a woman in the world I’d rather fuck, Celeste,” Michael said. “You have a genuinely perfect pussy.”

    Celeste giggled like a girl completely lost in lust and Luke reached between his legs to shift the uncomfortable erection that had been throbbing for the last ten minutes.

    When Luke heard the click of a seat belt being released, he quickly glanced in the rearview mirror. He figured Celeste was going after her bull for a second round. He was wrong.

    “Honey, my panties are filthy,” she said while leaning between the two front seats. “Would you mind cleaning them?”

    Celeste held her cummy panties in front of Luke’s mouth. She expected him to lick her bull’s semen out of them, to clean up the mess with his eager tongue. After six months of cuckolding him, she knew he wouldn’t refuse. She knew he’d see it as his reward.

    “Of course, my dear,” Luke said.

    He kept his eyes on the road while dutifully licking another man’s cum from his wife’s panties. He listened to her giggle as Michael’s thick cum was transferred from the soft cotton of Celeste’s underwear to his tongue. He swallowed it all, too. Luke suspected someone in one of the cars around them was watching, but he didn’t really care. He just wanted to be his wife’s good cuckold.

    “Good boy,” Celeste said after Luke had cleaned Michael’s cum from his wife’s panties.

    Luke’s cock throbbed harder. It always turned him on to lick up Michael’s semen. He enjoyed it even more when it was leaking from his wife’s pussy, but anytime he got a chance to devour her bull’s cum, Luke found it thrilling.

    Fifteen minutes later, Luke’s erection had finally subsided as he pulled into the departures area. He hopped out of the car and unloaded Michael and Celeste’s luggage. 

    “We’ll see you on the plane, cuckold,” Celeste called out as she and her bull walked off with their bags.

    Luke climbed back into the driver’s seat and drove the car to long term parking. He’d volunteered to drop his wife and her bull off so they could enjoy the first class lounge while he dealt with parking the car and taking the shuttle.

    Just as Celeste had said, Luke didn’t see his wife again until he was boarding the plane. She and Michael were already comfortably ensconced in their first class seats as he walked past them into coach.

    “Have a good flight, cuckold,” Celeste said softly as Luke approached.

    She then turned to Michael and pulled his lips to hers for a slow, soft kiss. She was doing it to tease her husband. Luke knew she was trying to give him an erection. It worked, too. He had to hold his carry-on in front of him.

    “What a beautiful couple,” the older woman walking behind Luke remarked.

    He didn’t say anything. He just had to concentrate on getting to his seat and trying to get his erection to go down. He silently agreed, though. Celeste and Michael were a beautiful couple. It was one of the things that simultaneously aroused and bothered Luke. It had always felt like his wife belonged with the other man more than she belonged with him. It drove him a little bit crazy, but often in a good way.

    As he settled into his window seat, Luke wondered what their weeklong vacation was going to be like. Would it feel like he was on vacation alone? Would Celeste want him to act as her servant for the week? Would he end up listening to loud sex through the hotel walls every night as he pulled on his small cuckold cock? Would he be publicly humiliated in front of the hotel staff and other guests?

    Celeste and Michael hadn’t really shared any plans with him. They’d both assured Luke he would have fun, but that didn’t give him a clear idea of what awaited him. He couldn’t wait to find out, though.

    
      

    

    Luke thought he might get the pleasure of watching his wife and Michael fuck as they drove from Honolulu to the North Shore. Instead, he was treated to something a lot closer to a romantic display.

    Celeste and Michael held hands in the backseat and marveled at the beautiful scenery passing by. Much of the drive took them up the coast and offered gorgeous views of lush greenery on one side and beaches and the beautiful ocean on the other.

    There were a few tender kisses between the couple, but it seemed that they were saving their lust for their arrival at the hotel. That didn’t stop Luke from remaining half hard for most of the drive. Even seeing Celeste hold her bull’s hand was enough to inspire the cuckold lust that fueled him.

    Luke checked them in at the hotel. The bill was going on his credit card, after all. He could see the pretty girl at the front desk trying to assess the situation. She glanced at the ring on Luke’s finger and seemed to notice that Celeste was wearing a ring and Michael wasn’t.

    Luke wondered if she knew that he was there with his wife and the man that had been fucking her for the past six months. He wondered if the pretty girl with the flower tucked behind her ear knew he was a cuckold and he was going to spend a week on vacation with her wife and her bull.

    If she knew, she didn’t let it show. She checked them in and offered Luke a smile as she handed him the keys for both rooms and pointed him in the direction of the elevators.

    Luke stepped behind the luggage cart that was piled high with bags and slowly pushed it towards the elevators as his wife and her bull walked in front of him. He was well aware that he was acting like a bellhop. He felt a little of the humiliation they likely intended for him to experience.

    They rode the elevator to the top floor and Luke followed his wife and her bull as they strolled hand-in-hand down the hallway. He pushed the luggage cart into the room behind them and began unloading their bags as Celeste pulled open the sliding glass door and stepped out onto the roomy balcony.

    “It’s beautiful,” she said while gazing out at the expansive ocean view.

    Michael followed her onto the deck as Luke continued to unload their luggage. He paused briefly to watch his wife and her bull share a tight embrace and a long, sensual kiss. He saw Celeste eagerly sucking on her bull’s tongue as she unzipped his pants and pushed them down.

    Luke’s erection returned. He wasn’t sure if his wife was going to fuck on the balcony, but she was definitely stroking her bull’s cock out there.

    “Come here, cuckold,” Celeste said in a demanding voice.

    Luke set the suitcase in his arms on the bed and walked towards his wife and her half naked bull.

    “What can I do for you?” Luke asked.

    “What do you think you can do?” Celeste said. There was just a hint of annoyance in her voice, like she was surprised Luke was even asking. “You can suck his cock like a cuckold is supposed to.”

    Luke dropped to his knees without hesitation. It had been months since he’d given his first blowjob and he was quite comfortable sucking Michael’s cock.

    Celeste released her bull’s cock from her grip and Luke replaced her fingers with his own. He wrapped his lips around the thick, throbbing head and did his job as a fluffer. He sucked cock because it’s what his wife expected of him. He sucked cock because he knew it would make her happy.

    As Luke gave a blowjob, Michael worked his fingers into Celeste’s panties and pushed them into her pussy. The sound of her wet desire soon filled Luke’s ears. His wife was being finger fucked just a few inches away.

    Celeste moaned into her bull’s mouth as they kissed. Luke sucked cock like a good cuckold. His knees felt sore against the hard tile of the deck, but he didn’t consider stopping. His job was to suck cock when his wife or Michael demanded it. They’d trained him well.

    “Eat her pussy, cuck,” Michael demanded as he grabbed a handful of Luke’s hair and pulled him off of his big cock.

    Luke moved between his wife’s legs and ate her pussy. It wasn’t necessary. She was already soaking wet. Luke knew it was more symbolic than anything. He was doing his job to prepare them for sex. He was being the cuckold they’d trained him to be.

    “That’s enough, cuck,” Michael said as he pushed Luke aside, spun Celeste around, and bent her over the railing.

    Luke’s wife looked back at her bull, smiled, and said, “Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me while he watches. Show him why you’re the only man that gets to enjoy my pussy on this vacation. Show him why his little dick is never going to fuck me again.”

    Luke felt a strong temptation to pull out his cock and masturbate on the deck, but he refrained. He knew he wasn’t allowed to unless his wife or Michael gave him permission.

    Instead, he watched as Michael pushed his cock between Celeste’s pussy lips and inside her. He watched a well-endowed man fuck his wife.

    “That’s it, fuck me. Fuck me hard, Michael. Pound my pussy,” Celeste urged him. 

    She’d never talked dirty with Luke. It was fucking Michael that had unlocked this animalistic side of her. With Luke she’d never enjoyed being taken from behind, either. She’d hated it, in fact. Michael changed that for her. She loved doggystyle sex with her bull.

    Michael fucked Celeste just as she desired. He grabbed her hips and fucked her hard. He made her moan with pleasure as she gripped the railing. He filled the air with the sounds of flesh slapping together and a wet pussy being stretched by a big cock.

    In just a few minutes Celeste had an orgasm. Luke watched her legs tremble as the pleasure overtook her. He watched Michael hold tightly onto her, ensuring she didn’t tumble over the deck as she nearly lost control of her body from the overwhelming pleasure rushing through her.

    When she’d finished, Celeste had Michael sit in one of the chairs out on the deck. She sat on her bull’s cock in reverse cowgirl.

    “Suck his balls, cuckold,” Celeste ordered.

    Luke crawled between his wife’s legs and sucked on her bull’s balls. They were sweaty from the humidity in the air and the effort of fucking Celeste. That didn’t stop him, though. Luke licked off all the sweat. He bathed Michael’s big balls with his eager tongue. He even licked the other man’s taint.

    When Michael groaned, Luke knew his load was coming. He knew that soon he’d be eating that load.

    “Keep sucking his nuts, cuckold,” Celeste said as she reached down and held Luke’s head between her bull’s legs.

    Luke knew his wife loved seeing him service her bull. She’d found it hugely arousing the first time he’d done it and her lust for it had never faded. It’s why he was always so eager to use his mouth to pleasure Michael.

    “I’m cumming,” Michael growled as he emptied his balls inside Celeste for the second time that day.

    Moments later, when he’s finished, Celeste pulled Luke’s head between her legs, climbed off of her bull, and fed her husband a fresh load.

    Luke lapped at his wife’s cum-filled pussy and licked up the other man’s spunk. He devoured every delicious drop of it. He let the thick, salty seed flow onto his tongue and down his throat.

    When he’s finished cleaning the load, Celeste sat on Michael’s stomach, spread her legs, and made Luke lick her clit until she came. He found it thrilling to provide his wife with an orgasm, even if doing so with his tongue was a reminder that his cock was incapable of giving her pleasure.

    Celeste gently pushed his head away as her climax finished. Michael wrapped his arms around her and played with her breasts as Luke looked up at them.

    “Does it feel good to have a belly full of Michael’s cum, cuckold?” she asked.

    “It does,” Luke answered.

    The genuine truth in his answer is what made his cock throb. It did feel good to have Michael’s cum in his stomach. It felt good to be in his place on his knees in front of his wife and her bull.

    “What a good boy you are,” she said.

    Luke knew that was how people often talked to their pets. He knew it was a way of putting him in his place. That’s why he liked it.

    “Why don’t you get situated in your room?” Celeste said as she stood up. “Michael and I are going to explore the hotel a little before we go to dinner. You’re free to do as you please until after we’ve eaten, okay?”

    “Yes dear,” Luke answered as he stood up.

    He did as he was told and unpacked his luggage in his room. He was still erect and buzzing with desire. He had Michael’s cum in his stomach. It was the only thing he’d eaten since they’d gotten on the plane. He found that notion exceptionally arousing.

    Luke was jealous, too. He hadn’t been invited to explore the resort with Celeste and Michael. They were going to do it alone, as a couple. It made sense that they’d want to spend time as a couple on vacation, but that didn’t stop Luke from feeling that sense of jealousy. Of course, his cock was still hard as a rock. Jealousy was something he’d gotten used to as a cuckold. It was something that had begun to fuel his desire.

    Luke decided he was going to explore the hotel, too. It was a sizable place with multiple pools, four restaurants, two golf courses, and several beaches, so there was plenty to see. If he happened to see his wife and her bull he could take a moment to watch them. Perhaps Luke would find it thrilling. Perhaps he’d find himself with an erection fueled by his jealousy. It wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world.

    
      
        
          Click here
        
      
       to read the next part of the story.
    

  
    A Vacation with Her Bull - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Luke woke up to see his naked wife stepping through the door linking their adjoining rooms. He glanced at the clock and saw it was still the middle of the night.

    “Wake up, cucky,” Celeste said in a sweet, soft voice. “I have a treat for you.”

    Luke pulled back the covers and exposed the erection in his underwear. He’d been enjoying a naughty dream when his wife’s appearance pulled him from his slumber.

    “I see someone’s excited. Does the idea of being fed more of Michael’s cum turn you on that much?” Celeste asked.

    “It does,” Luke said. He’d been dreaming about watching his wife and her bull fuck. It was really a melding of the experiences he’d had over the past six months. It was utterly thrilling to wake up and find that a version of his dream was about to come true.

    Celeste straddled Luke’s head and lowered her pussy onto his mouth. A thick stream of Michael’s cum slipped out of her.

    “Eat his cum, cucky,” Celeste said. She always called him cucky when she was in a particularly playful mood. Clearly, getting fucked by her bull and enjoying what must have been a powerful orgasm was enough to put her in a playful mood.

    Luke pushed his tongue into his wife’s wet pussy and fished out her bull’s cum. He licked up everything he could find. He swallowed everything that touched his tongue and relished the fact that it was the third load of semen he’d consumed in the past 24 hours.

    “You’re such a good boy,” Celeste said in a soft, loving voice as she reached down and ran her fingers through her husband’s hair as more of her bull’s semen flowed out of her.

    Luke moaned and reached up to grasp his wife’s ass. He pulled her closer, smothering his face with her freshly-fucked pussy. A delighted moan escaped her lips as Celeste rubbed her cunt all over Luke’s eager mouth.

    When she was finished feeding him her bull’s load, Celeste climbed off of Luke’s face and laid down next to him. Her fingers danced over his chest and his erect cock, teasing him through the thin material of his boxer shorts.

    “Can you believe everything that’s happened in the past six months?” she asked.

    “I really can’t,” Luke said. “I mean, I’d fantasized about so many of these things, but I never imagined actually doing it.”

    Celeste pulled down Luke’s boxers and wrapped her soft fingers around his erect cock. 

    She kissed his neck and whispered, “You never thought you’d actually eat another man’s cum from my pussy?”

    Luke groaned. Goose bumps raised on his arm and leg as arousal surged through him. “No, I never did.”

    “You like it though, don’t you?” Celeste asked as she stroked him faster. “You like that Michael and I have made you into a cum slut.”

    “Yes…fuck yes,” Luke answered. His balls ached with desire. His cock felt harder than it had ever been. It turns out that a day of cuckold play was more than enough to leave him thoroughly aroused.

    Celeste sucked on Luke’s ear lobe, something that had always driven him crazy. For some reason, the sensation of her lips around that little bit of flesh was intoxicating in the best way possible.

    “You never imagined I’d make you a cocksucker, did you?” Celeste asked.

    Luke loved the way she’d worded it. He loved the idea that his wife had made him a cocksucker. It was mostly true, too. He hadn’t been on board with that at the start. She and Michael had skillfully trained him to accept his place as a fluffer. They made it entirely about pleasing them, and Luke had come around eventually.

    “I didn’t,” Luke admitted. He turned to face his wife. She looked impossibly beautiful. “I didn’t even want to be a cocksucker. You showed me that it was my place, though. You showed me that I was meant to be a cocksucker for you and Michael.”

    Celeste kissed him. She stroked his cock as their tongues danced. Luke felt connected with his wife in a way that pleased him deeply.

    “Thank you for being a good boy,” Celeste said as she released Luke’s cock and pulled back. “Thank you for being a good cocksucker and a naughty little cum slut for me. Thank you for accepting your place in our marriage.”

    “Wait, please, Celeste. Don’t go. Please, let me cum,” Luke begged. He was so certain she was going to let him get off and now it appeared as though Celeste was going to leave his room and go back to her bull’s bed.

    “I’m sorry, cucky. You’ll just have to wait.”

    Luke didn’t say anything as his wife left. He groaned in frustration as the door shut behind her. He couldn’t help but feel annoyed. He desperately wanted to cum. He knew if he reached down and stroked his cock he’d let his load loose in just a handful of seconds. He didn’t do it, though. He held back. He knew Celeste would ask him if he’d cum. He knew he wouldn’t be able to lie to her if he had. Instead, he embraced the frustration and waited for his erection to go away so he could fall asleep again.

    
      

    

    The view from the hot tub was breathtakingly beautiful with palm trees, a beautiful sandy beach, and the endless ocean all available for Luke to admire. He wasn’t paying attention, though. Instead, he couldn’t look away from his wife and her bull.

    It was just the three of them in the hot tub and Michael and Celeste were getting hot and heavy. The kissing was intense and their hands were roaming freely. Luke found it particularly arousing to watch the other man play with his wife’s tits so eagerly. Not surprisingly, he had a throbbing erection fueled by cuckold lust.

    It was the appearance of another hotel guest that pulled Luke from his revelry. “I hope you don’t mind if I join you,” a lithe brunette in an elegant black bikini said as she slipped into the water. She wasn’t asking permission. She was simply letting them know she was getting in the hot tub.

    “Of course not,” Celeste said.

    “I’m Marie,” she said while casually waving at the three other swimsuit-clad occupants of the hot tub.

    “I’m Celeste, and this is Michael,” Celeste said. She didn’t bother to mention Luke’s name.

    For a few moments, silence hung in the air. Marie interrupted it when she leaned forward and said to Celeste and Michael, “You don’t have to stop on my account. I certainly wouldn’t object to watching two beautiful people have a bit of naughty fun in front of me.”

    Much to Luke’s surprise, Celeste looked a little embarrassed. “Oh, no, we couldn’t.”

    “Your husband certainly seems to enjoy watching,” Marie said as she casually pointed to the obvious erection Luke was still sporting.

    Michael smiled and put his arm around Celeste. He pulled her close in a way that struck Luke as possessive.

    “What makes you think he’s her husband?” Michael asked.

    “I know a cuckold when I see one,” Marie said as she moved closer to Luke.

    Celeste’s hands disappeared under the water as she smiled at Marie. It seemed to Luke that his wife was intrigued by the beautiful woman that had so eagerly joined them.

    “Really?” Celeste said. “How is that?”

    Marie boldly caressed Luke’s leg under the water. He didn’t move. He simply stared at his wife as the other woman touched him.

    “I’ve had cuckolds of my own over the years,” Marie said. “I’ve been worshiped by eager, submissive, inferior men that want nothing more than to embrace their place in service of a beautiful woman that has decided to enjoy what she deserves. I imagine you’ve made the same decision, Celeste.”

    Celeste answered by turning to Michael and offering him a deep, intense kiss. Luke could see their tongues dancing. They were being obvious about it. Michael pushed his fingers inside Celeste’s bikini and played with her nipples.

    Marie’s hand moved up Luke’s leg. He assumed it was okay to let Marie touch him. His wife hadn’t said anything, after all.

    “I suppose you’re right, I have made that decision,” Celeste said as Michael continued to play with her tits. She looked at her husband. “I decided that I deserved better.”

    “Of course you did,” Marie said as she grasped Luke’s cock through his bathing suit, “as any woman of your beauty and intelligence would. You’ve always known your husband doesn’t measure up, that he can’t hope to provide you with the pleasure you crave.”

    “That’s right,” Celeste said. She looked at Luke once more. There was a hungry kind of lust in her eyes. “Luke’s never been able to give me what Michael gives me.”

    The hot tub was hidden from public view by bougainvillea bushes and a handful of palm trees, which is why Luke wasn’t surprised when Celeste straddled her bull as he and Marie watched.

    Just a few moments later a look of pure joy came over Celeste’s face. It was obvious she had Michael’s cock inside her.

    “It’s beautiful when a woman embraces her power, isn’t it Luke?” Marie asked as she squeezed Luke’s cock.

    “It is,” he answered.

    Luke felt like he could barely speak. He was nervous his wife was going to get caught having sex in the hot tub. He was intensely aroused as another, obviously dominant woman played with his cock while his wife and her bull fucked. The experience was overwhelming, but in a way he found intensely pleasurable.

    Less than a minute later Celeste climaxed on her bull’s cock. She did her best to keep quiet and then slowly disengaged from his erection and cuddled up next to him. Michael clearly hadn’t finished. Luke assumed it was because Celeste didn’t want her bull’s cum floating in the hot tub when the next guest came along.

    “It would be a shame to leave a man like him unsatisfied, don’t you think?” Marie said.

    Celeste smiled and stroked Michael’s big cock under the water. “It would,” she agreed.

    “If you’d like, I could look after your cuckold while you take the real man in your life up to your room to satisfy his needs.”

    “That sounds like a wonderful idea,” Celeste replied.

    “You don’t mind if I take him to my room, do you?” Marie asked.

    Celeste looked at her husband. A devilish smile crossed her face. “Of course not. You seem to know what you’re doing with a cuckold. Feel free to have fun with him. I think you’ll find that he’s very well-behaved, though of course he could always use more training.”

    Luke wasn’t included in the conversation. It was obvious that his feelings in that moment didn’t particularly matter to his wife. He’d never felt more like a cuckold.

    “We’re going to have so much fun,” Marie said as Luke watched his wife and her bull depart.

    
      

    

    “Have you always known you were destined to be a cuckold?” Marie asked as she looked down at Luke.

    At her request he’d fallen to his knees in her hotel room. He couldn’t resist her. His wife has left him in the care of this beautiful woman and he knew it was his duty to do as he was told.

    Luke shook his head. “No,” he said. “It wasn’t until a few years into our marriage that I realized I couldn’t satisfy Celeste.”

    “You’re lucky she’s a smart woman, you know,” Marie informed him. “You’re lucky she chose to take advantage of your natural weakness and make you her cuckold. You’re lucky she’s trained you to be a good servant to her and her bull.”

    Luke hadn’t ever thought of it that way, but Marie was right. Celeste could have left him. She could have found a man like Michael and married him, but she’d decided that wasn’t for her. She’d chosen to have the best of both worlds.

    “She didn’t have to train you in worshiping pussy, did she?” Marie asked.

    “No, she didn’t,” Luke said. He was proud of that fact. He’d always been a dedicated, skilled pussy worshiper. He’s always seen to his wife’s needs in that department.

    “Show me,” Marie said as she pulled aside her bikini bottoms.

    Luke crawled forward and licked the beautiful, perfectly shaved pussy in front of him. His heart pounded and his cock throbbed. It was the first time he’d gone down on someone since he married Celeste. It was the first new pussy he’d seen or tasted in more than a decade.

    “Very good,” Marie commented as she reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair. “You were right. Your tongue doesn’t need any training.”

    She moved her hips and rubbed her clit over Luke’s tongue and lips. He felt like he was being used and it made his small cuckold cock throb. It was exactly what he wanted.

    Before she reached a climax, Marie gently pushed Luke’s head away from her pussy and stepped back. “What do you think your wife is doing right now?” she asked while walking towards her suitcase.

    Luke took a moment to consider the question. “She’s probably giving Michael a blowjob.”

    “Do you like it when your wife sucks her bull’s cock, Luke? Do you like seeing her offer him that pleasure?”

    Luke nodded. “I like it very much.”

    Marie reached into her suitcase and pulled out a long, cylindrical vibrator and a bottle of lube.

    “When was the last time she sucked your cock?”

    “It’s been years,” Luke admitted. Long before she’d met Michael, Celeste had ceased using her mouth to pleasure Luke.

    “That’s because you don’t deserve to get your cock sucked, isn’t it?” Marie asked.

    Luke loved how readily she let such filthy words spill from her lips. “It is.”

    “It’s because your little cock isn’t worthy of a woman’s mouth. That’s the reality of being a cuckold. Your cock isn’t worthy of a woman’s pussy, either. Your cock isn’t worthy of anything, really.”

    It wasn’t a question. Marie was humiliating Luke. His cock throbbed. If he hadn’t been so aroused he might have found it objectionable. Instead, he found it thrilling.

    “Why don’t you take your swimsuit off and get on your hands and knees in the bed?” Marie said. It sounded like a suggestion but Luke knew it wasn’t. He knew his wife had left him in this woman’s care and that he was to follow every order or there would be consequences.

    “Does your wife fuck you, Luke? Does she stretch your ass with toys or a strapon? Does she have her bull fuck you?” Marie asked.

    “No, she doesn’t,” Luke answered.

    “Well then, this is going to be a little uncomfortable for you.”

    Luke felt a cool sensation on his asshole. Marie rubbed her fingers over his exposed hole and penetrated him.

    The pain of his first anal penetration, even if it was just a finger, made Luke leaned forward involuntarily. His body was trying to get away.

    Marie gave his ass a hard, quick smack and pulled him back. She pushed a second finger inside him. Luke gritted his teeth and took it. Thankfully, it wasn’t overwhelmingly painful.

    Marie pulled her fingers out and quickly replaced them with the dildo. It slid into Luke with relative ease – it wasn’t terribly thick – and he moaned as it filled him.

    “Every good cuckold should learn to take it up the ass, Luke,” Marie said. “You’re not a real man, after all. You’re just a little bitch that lives your life in service to your wife. You’re a cocksucker for her, aren’t you?”

    Luke wasn’t sure if Marie was guessing or if she knew that he’d been trained to suck cock, but there was no point in lying to her about it.

    “Yes, I’m a cocksucker for her.” He groaned as Marie pushed the toy deeper inside him. The fullness was an odd sensation, though it wasn’t without at least a little pleasure.

    When the toy began vibrating in his asshole, Luke couldn’t help but moan. “See, it’s not so bad getting fucked, is it?” she asked.

    Luke moaned again. He didn’t want to come right out and admit it, but she was right. It didn’t feel so bad. It felt kind of good.

    “If you’re a cocksucker for your wife and her bull, you might as well learn to take it up the ass, Luke. Perhaps she’ll let you service Michael with your asshole as well as your mouth. Perhaps she’ll find you a boyfriend to fuck the rest of your manhood out of you. Perhaps she’ll buy a nice big strapon and pound this little asshole of yours until she makes it into a boy pussy.”

    Luke felt the precum dripping from his cock. It felt like the vibrations of the toy were turning his insides into a mass of pure pleasure.

    Just as he had fully embraced the joy of being fucked, Marie pulled the toy from Luke’s asshole.

    “Thank me for fucking you,” she demanded.

    “Thank you for fucking me,” Luke said immediately.

    “Should I tell your wife how much you enjoyed being fucked, Luke? Should I tell her that you’d probably enjoy having Michael’s big cock in your ass, that you might even enjoy it if she found you a boyfriend or a nice big strapon to pound you?” Marie asked.

    Luke said nothing. He tried to imagine Celeste’s reaction to that. She’d never penetrated his ass. She’d never even mentioned it. He wondered if Michael would want to do that sort of thing.

    “Do you want me to keep it our little secret, Luke?” Marie asked as she leaned closer and rubbed Luke’s bare ass. When her fingers danced over his asshole, he moaned. “Maybe your wife will let me cucksit for you again before the vacation is over? Maybe I can fill your tight little asshole again? Wouldn’t you like that?”

    “Yes, I would,” Luke admitted. Part of him couldn’t believe what he was saying, but the whole day had felt like a strange head trip. He never imagined he’d end up in a stranger’s hotel room with a toy up his ass, after all. He thought he’d spend his vacation alone or servicing his wife and her bull. Now he wasn’t sure what his vacation would entail.

    “I think she will, Luke. I think your wife likes the idea of another woman cucksitting for you. I think she likes being able to spend time with her bull without thinking about you.”

    Luke suspected Marie was right. He knew Celeste wanted him on this vacation, but she probably loved the idea of getting to enjoy time alone with Michael, too.

    “What do you think they’re doing right now, Luke? Do you think Michael is fucking your wife? Do you think she’s having another orgasm on his big cock? Do you think she’s begging him to cum inside her?” Marie asked as she rubbed her fingers over Luke’s asshole.

    “I hope so,” he answered.

    “Of course you do. Every good cuckold does. You understand that your wife deserves a bigger, better man than you. You understand that your cock is worthless to her now, that she needs him to satisfy her, and that she deserves that sort of satisfaction, don’t you?” Marie asked.

    “I do,” Luke admitted. His cock was still dripping precum. Marie’s verbal humiliation was enough to drive him absolutely wild with lust.

    Marie turned on the vibrator and slipped it inside Luke’s asshole once more.

    “Think about his cock fucking her Luke. Think about it while I fuck you. Think about what you and your wife have in common right now. Think about how you’re both sluts for a good fucking.”

    Luke let his mind wander. He imagined his wife being taken from behind by Michael. He imagined the big cock sliding in and out of her pussy. He felt the toy slide in and out of him.

    “Thank you,” he said to Marie.

    “My pleasure, slut,” she replied.

    As crazy as it seemed, Luke hoped his wife would let Marie cucksit for him again. He wanted more of what this beautiful woman offered. He was desperate for it.
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    Luke marveled at the entirely empty beach. The resort was fairly large, but Oahu’s North Shore was empty enough that half a mile from the hotel there wasn’t a soul walking the sand.

    The emptiness of the beach only enhanced the emotions running through Luke as he walked behind his wife and her bull. Michael and Celeste were acting like a couple, and more than that, they were acting like Luke wasn’t there.

    He’d been saddled with a bag carrying their towels, water bottles, and a few snacks and they’d all set off towards what was supposed to be a lovely, private cove where they could enjoy a dip in a calm pool of warm ocean water.

    Luke battled with the same mixture of feelings that had lived in his head from the moment Celeste began her relationship with Michael. He was jealous that his wife was acting like another man’s girlfriend. He was hugely turned on by that fact, too, especially when they stopped to share lusty kisses or Michael reached over and squeezed Celeste’s ass, which her skimpy bikini bottoms left mostly exposed.

    Luke felt a little embarrassed that he was being treated like a pack mule as they walked down the beach. That also left him rather aroused, especially when he stopped to consider it. His wife and her bull were going on a little mini date down the beach and he was coming along to be their manservant.

    A small part of Luke hoped that they’d be eager to get into some naughty fun on the beach so that he’d get to watch them have sex outdoors. He even hoped he’d get the chance to join in the fun somehow, hopefully tending to his wife’s pussy with his mouth.

    Eventually they reached the cove. It was small and entirely private, as promised. Luckily, they were the only people there, giving them total freedom to have fun. Unsurprisingly, Celeste pulled off her bikini top almost immediately. She didn’t scamper into the water though. Instead, she pressed herself against Michael’s body and they shared a long, intensely passionate kiss as Luke watched.

    By the time they were done, his cock was stiff. Celeste looked over and smiled as she saw her husband’s eager erection.

    “Would you lay out our towels, cuckold?” Celeste asked.

    “Of course, my dear,” Luke said as he pulled their towels from the bag and carefully laid them in the sand. He made sure to lay Celeste and Michael’s towels close together while leaving a fair bit of sand before putting his down. He knew what was expected of him.

    Celeste and Michael took their places on the towels and almost immediately resumed kissing. Luke sat and watched from just a few feet away and the view was incredible. 

    He watched Michael play with his wife’s nipples and listened to Celeste moan. He saw his wife reach between her bull’s legs and stroke his thick cock through the thin material of his swimsuit. He felt jealousy and overwhelming desire.

    When Celeste spread her legs, Luke expected to see Michael move on top of her. Instead, she turned to her husband and said, “Get me ready, cuckold.”

    Luke crawled between his wife’s legs, pulled aside her bikini bottoms, and licked her pussy feverishly. He ran his tongue between her labia and tasted her juices. He spread his saliva around, ensuring she would be ready for Michel’s cock the moment it pressed against the entrance to her body.

    “He’s such a good boy, isn’t he?” your wife said.

    “You’ve trained him very well,” Michael added.

    Luke felt proud. He liked that his wife thought he was a good boy. He liked that he was making her happy by servicing her pussy. He even like that Michael thought of him as a well-trained cuckold. It’s what he was, after all.

    “That’s very good, cuckold. You may go back to your towel and watch Michael fuck me. Keep your hands off your little cock, though.”

    Luke wouldn’t have masturbated. He knew better than to do that without his wife’s consent. He knew his place as her cuckold.

    Michael pulled off Celeste’s bikini bottoms and moved between her legs. They kissed as the bigger, stronger, better looking man guided his thick cock inside Luke’s wife. She moaned into her bull’s mouth as the thickness invaded her. She spread her legs wider, encouraging the other man to fuck her.

    Luke couldn’t help but concentrate on the way Celeste kissed her bull as they had sex on the beach. It was sensual and passionate. It was deep and beautiful. He tried to think if she’d ever kissed him like that, and he wasn’t sure if she had. It made Luke feel inferior. It made him feel like a cuckold. It made him feel like having Michael in her life was exactly what Celeste needed.

    There was no question that Celeste enjoyed her bull’s cock. The way she moaned as they fucked was all the proof Luke needed. He loved how she wrapped her legs around him as her orgasm approached. She broke their kiss, pulled Michael’s head into the crook of her neck, and cried out as a climax spread through her body. Luke’s dick throbbed as he watched it all. He never got tired of seeing another man make his wife cum.

    They took a short break as Celeste recovered from her orgasm. During it, they shared tender kisses. Somehow, it was even more beautiful than when they’d fucked. It was romantic. It filled Luke with jealousy and lust.

    “Cum inside me,” Celeste whispered.

    That was Michael’s signal to fuck her once more. He began to thrust and she moaned. Once more, Luke watched another man fuck his wife. This time, he watched knowing that he’d almost certainly be offered a creampie to clean up before long. Michael was going to empty his balls inside Luke’s wife and it was his duty to clean the mess, to show that he knew his place by devouring the superior man’s seed.

    It was just a few minutes before Michael groaned and climaxed inside Celeste. She ran her fingers over his muscular back and through his hair as he released his seed. Luke saw joy on her face. He wasn’t sure if it was because Celeste was thrilled that she’d made her bull cum or if she loved the idea that her husband would soon take his place between her legs to clean up the mess. He hoped it was the latter notion that truly thrilled her.

    When Michael pulled out, Celeste looked at Luke and smiled. “Your duty awaits, cuckold,” she said.

    Luke moved between her legs without hesitation. He took a moment to admire his wife’s freshly-fucked, cum-filled pussy. It was beautiful beyond words. Michael’s cum was thick, as always, and had just begun to leak from her.

    “Clean me,” Celeste said. Apparently, Luke had taken a little too long to stare.

    “Of course, my dear,” he said before beginning the ritual of cleaning her bull’s cum.

    Luke placed his tongue at the base of his wife’s pussy and licked upwards while pushing inside her. He was rewarded with a healthy dollop of thick semen, which he immediately swallowed. He’d long since grown accustomed to the taste of Michael’s cum and had come to enjoy it.

    It was the mere act of eating someone else’s cum from his wife’s pussy that thrilled Luke most of all. It was Celeste’s insistence that he do it, and that he recognize that Michael was a superior male that possessed cum that her cuckold husband had to consume. It was submitting to that desire and to his place in his marriage that thrilled Luke so much.

    “You’re such a good cuckold,” Celeste said as Luke finished cleaning his wife’s pussy.

    “Thank you,” he said. 

    He meant it, too. Luke felt genuinely grateful for the chance to clean Celeste’s pussy and for how she involved him in his cuckolding. She could have simply taken up with another man and kept him in the dark. Instead, she made him watch, regularly fluff Michael, and clean most of the loads of cum that ended up inside her. She made sure he was intimately involved and Luke loved it.

    “Let’s go for a swim,” Michael said as he held out his hand for Celeste.

    Luke sat on the towel and watched as his naked wife and her bull scampered into the water. He watched them swim and play. He saw them laugh. He saw them kiss. He was fairly confident he’d see them have sex again if they stayed in the water long enough. Celeste was insatiable when she was with Michael. He seemed to inspire a kind of desire in her that no man in her life had inspired before.

    Luke felt lucky to be married to her.

    
      

    

    “Thank you for joining us for dinner, Marie,” Celeste said as they all sat down at the resort’s lovely beachside restaurant. The sun had long since set and the moonlit ocean water looked lovely from their table for four.

    “It’s my pleasure, truly,” Marie said. “I had such fun playing with your cuckold the other night, after all.”

    Celeste smiled. “Yes, he mentioned that. He was quite enthusiastic about the anal pleasure you showed him, weren’t you cucky?”

    Luke felt a little embarrassed to be discussing the topic at a public restaurant. He worried that their waiter would come by at any moment and hear all the dirty details of his lust for submission.

    Marie reached over and grasped Luke’s hand. “There’s no need to be embarrassed. Many cuckolds like you are deeply familiar with the pleasures of receiving anal penetration from a dominant woman, or even a dominant man.”

    Celeste giggled and said, “Would you like that, cuckold? Would you like a nice cock in your ass?”

    Luke couldn’t tell if she was genuinely asking or if Celeste was simply enjoying his discomfort and the ability to humiliate him in concert with another woman.

    “I suspect he would,” Marie answered for him. “At least if our little adventure in my room is any indicator. I think he’d make a fine anal slut.”

    Celeste giggled louder. She was clearly delighted at the ease with which Marie humiliated Luke. Michael couldn’t help but smile, either. Luke imagined it must have felt good to be the bull at a table with two beautiful cuckoldresses and a submissive husband.

    The waiter stopped by soon after and everyone placed their orders. Luke went last, of course. A few minutes later he returned with four glasses and a bottle of wine.

    As the waiter poured their wine, Celeste turned to their guest and asked, “Do you currently have a cuckold, Marie?”

    Luke immediately looked at the waiter. He saw the young man take note of the question, but it wasn’t anything more than a quick look. He was clearly smart enough not to openly judge the people that would be tipping him a little later in the evening.

    “I do,” Marie said as she picked up her glass and took a sip. “He’s a lovely boy. He’s been mine for almost half a decade now. He’s exceptionally well trained.”

    “Are you married?” Michael asked.

    “No. Marriage has never been right for me, to be honest,” Marie answered. “He is a beautiful, willing submissive that lives to serve my needs, one of which is a certain amount of independence.”

    Celeste leaned forward. She looked utterly fascinated by the skilled, obviously experienced cuckoldress sitting across from her.

    “I feel like I could learn so much from you,” Celeste said.

    “I’m happy to share,” Marie said. “To me, there’s nothing better than an eager, submissive male that’s willing to serve your every need.”

    Celeste looked at her husband and smiled. Luke could see the lust in his wife’s eyes. He could see that she was considering how Marie could help her take their marriage deeper into submission and cuckoldry. He was a little nervous, though his cock had stirred to life.

    “Luke is certainly willing to serve. Wouldn’t you agree, Michael?”

    Michael looked at Luke and a confident smile crossed his face. It was the same smile Luke had seen so many times since his wife had taken a lover.

    “It didn’t take much prodding to get him on his knees for my cock,” the bull said.

    “No, it certainly didn’t,” Celeste said as she giggled.

    “Do you like sucking cock, cuckold?” Marie asked.

    Luke felt everyone’s gaze fall upon him. He considered the question. The truth was, he did like it. At first, he liked submitting. He liked that it made Celeste happy to see her cuckold husband with Michael’s cock in his mouth. Since then, Luke had developed a sense of pride in his skill as a cocksucker. He genuinely liked wrapping his lips around Michael’s cock and offering him pleasure, in part because it meant he would watch his wife get fucked and in part because the act itself provided him with joy.

    “I do,” Luke answered.

    “Have you ever fucked your husband, Celeste?” Marie said.

    “I haven’t,” Celeste answered as she reached over and took Michael’s hand in hers. “To be honest, I’ve been so preoccupied with enjoying Michael’s cock that I haven’t put a great deal of time into taking Luke deeper into submission.”

    “I can certainly understand that. Michael seems like quite a specimen,” Marie said as she admired the bull. “There’s no need to take Luke deeper into submission, to be honest. You can keep things exactly as they are and I suspect you’ll have a wonderfully happy marriage. If you want to take him deeper, though, fucking him would be a wonderful idea. I promise that bending him over and taking him from behind with a thick strapon cock will put Luke in a beautiful submissive place.”

    “Would you enjoy that, cucky?” Celeste asked her husband.

    Luke felt his asshole tingle. He remembered how much he enjoyed Marie fucking him with her toy. He remembered how good it felt to submit to her. He knew it would feel even better if it was his wife doing the fucking.

    “Yes, I would enjoy that very much,” Luke answered.

    “I’d certainly enjoy watching that,” Michael chimed in.

    “You should absolutely have Michael watch,” Marie said. “Your cuckold will feel a deeper sense of submission and humiliation if a stronger, more capable man is there to watch as he takes your cock up his ass.”

    For a moment, Luke considered the utter absurdity of their dinner conversation. He was absolutely certain no one else at the restaurant was talking about the joys of a wife anally penetrating her husband while the man that fucked her watched.

    “Have you and Michael ever watched your cuckold suck someone else’s cock?” Marie asked.

    “We haven’t,” Celeste said as a broad smile broke across her face. She clearly liked the idea.

    “Would you like for me to arrange that? We could do it after dinner, in fact.”

    “I’d love that,” Celeste answered.

    Luke knew they weren’t going to ask for his permission before arranging for him to suck a stranger’s cock. He knew he could argue against it and that it wouldn’t matter. If his wife wanted to watch him suck dick, it was going to happen. Ultimately, he wasn’t going to say no, even if he wasn’t thrilled at the idea.

    Luke also knew he’d be lying if he said he didn’t like the idea. He did. His cock was half hard under the table. He liked the idea of his wife, her bull, and Marie watching him give a blowjob. He liked how naughty it seemed.

    “I guess you’ll be having a load of cum for dessert, cuckold,” Marie said.

    Celeste laughed and Luke couldn’t help but get excited.

    
      

    

    “On your knees, cocksucker,” Marie ordered.

    They were on an empty, moonlit strand of beach a good distance away from the resort. There was a chance someone would come upon them, but Luke had no reservations about doing what he was told.

    There was a tall, good-looking, shirtless man in a swimsuit standing in front of Luke. Celeste and Michael were a few steps away, watching eagerly.

    “Free his cock,” Marie demanded.

    Luke reached up and untied the man’s swimsuit before pulling it down and freeing a long, thick, flaccid cock.

    “Would you like to direct him?” Marie asked Celeste.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” Celeste demanded.

    Luke crawled closer. The sand felt soft against his knees. He took the flaccid cock in his hand and brought it to his lips.

    Just like that, Luke was blowing a total stranger. He didn’t know the man’s name. He didn’t really know what he looked like. He just knew he had a big cock.

    “Good boy,” Celeste said before a quiet, sensual moan escaped her lips. “I underestimated how much I would enjoy this. I’m already wet.”

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? I must admit, there are few things I enjoy more than seeing a submissive cuckold suck cock on command,” Marie added.

    Luke found genuine joy in pleasing the two women standing on the beach with him. He knew there was an element of insanity to what he was doing. After all, he was sucking the cock of someone he’d literally just met. He didn’t care, though.

    He liked that the stranger was getting hard in his mouth. He liked that the well-hung man had begun to moan. He liked that he was doing a good job.

    “He’s quite the talented cocksucker, Celeste. You’ve trained him well,” Marie commented.

    Celeste moaned. Luke couldn’t see his wife, but it sounded like she was masturbating. Perhaps Michael was using his fingers to pleasure her.

    “Play with his balls, cuckold,” Celeste demanded. “Show him how much you care about his pleasure. Show him that you know what you’re doing, that you want him to cum in your mouth.”

    Luke did as he was told. He played with the other man’s balls while his wife, her bull, and Marie watched. He did everything he could to make the other man cum. He found great pleasure in the fact that he was going to swallow a stranger’s cum on a moonlit beach. It felt spectacularly naughty and he loved that.

    It wasn’t long before the stranger was groaning louder. Luke assumed his orgasm was approaching. He felt a sense of pride.

    “You can fuck his face,” Celeste said. Her voice was heavy with lust.

    The stranger grabbed Luke’s head with both hands and did as his wife suggested. He fucked the cuckold’s face aggressively. Luke gagged over and over, though he didn’t try to escape. He took it. He acted like the submissive cuckold he was.

    Eventually, the stranger groaned loudly and held his cock in Luke’s mouth. A heavy stream of cum flowed.

    “He’s cumming in your cuckold’s mouth,” Marie announced.

    “Fuck!” Celeste cried out. It sounded like she was cumming too.

    Luke held the cum in his mouth after the stranger finished. He waited for permission to swallow.

    A few moments later, Celeste said, “Swallow his cum, cuckold.”

    Luke swallowed. The thick semen slid down his throat and landed in his stomach. He enjoyed the sensation of having sucked someone else off. He enjoyed that his wife had seemed to find it so pleasurable.

    “Michael looks quite engorged, Celeste,” Marie said.

    Luke turned and watched as his wife pull down her bull’s shorts to expose Michael’s massive cock. Celeste then walked towards her husband and bent over. Her hands came to rest on Luke’s shoulders. Her lips were so close to his.

    “Fuck me,” Celeste said to her bull before she turned to Luke. “You’re going to eat two loads of cum for dessert.”

    Luke couldn’t wait.
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    Luke couldn’t help but glance in the rearview mirror as he navigated the Kamehameha Highway. He was driving Celeste and Michael to Waimea Valley, a beautiful botanical garden with a waterfall that promised to deliver a little bit of romance for the couple in the backseat.

    Each time Luke looked in the mirror he was greeted with something that delighted the cuckold in him. He saw his wife offering a giddy smile to her bull. He saw them share a soft, slow kiss. He saw his wife sucking on her bull’s tongue as that kiss turned into something a little naughtier.

    He saw Celeste’s arm moving in a manner that suggested she was stroking Michael’s cock, perhaps over the shorts he wore. Each glance made Luke feel like their Uber driver instead of Celeste’s husband, which was precisely what they were going for.

    Luke guided their rental car down the road that took them to the entrance to Waimea Valley and all three of them hopped out of the car. He walked behind his wife and her bull as they approached the window to purchase tickets.

    “Three adults, please,” Celeste said before she pulled Michael close for a soft kiss.

    “That’ll be fifty four dollars,” the woman at the register said after waiting a moment for Celeste to cease kissing the man at her side.

    Celeste smiled and said, “Oh, my husband will pay,” before once more taking Michael’s hand in hers and walking away.

    Luke stepped to the window, pulled out his wallet, and offered his credit card to the woman standing at the register on the other side of the glass. She took the card, ran it, and handed Luke the receipt along with a pen for his signature.

    After signing, Luke passed the pen and receipt back and the woman looked up and asked, “So if you’re her husband, who’s the guy she’s kissing?” There was a smile on her face.

    Luke decided to throw caution to the wind. It’s not like he could be arrested for saying something a little bit filthy and it’s not like they lived in Hawaii, so he didn’t really care. “He’s the man that makes her cum,” he answered.

    A look of shock registered on the woman’s face before she smiled once more. “Your wife is a lucky woman,” she said.

    “You have a good day,” Luke said as he took a pamphlet and turned to follow his wife and her bull into the botanical garden.

    Celeste was still holding hands with Michael. She couldn’t seem to keep her hands off of him, though that wasn’t exactly surprising to Luke. Celeste tended to be extra affectionate after a particularly good orgasm, and Michael had already fucked her once that morning. Luke woke up to the sounds of lusty moans, in fact.

    As they slowly strolled through the beautifully maintained botanical garden, Luke felt very much like a third wheel. That was the point, of course, and it was effective. He mostly walked behind Celeste and Michael and he kept his distance as they shared a series of intimate moments while admiring the spectacularly beautiful flowers and the lush ferns, bushes, and trees that dotted the environment.

    At one point they followed a path down a steep hill and to the riverside. Celeste turned to Michael and pulled him close for a deeply passionate kiss. Her hands roamed over his body and one found its way between his legs. The lust was obvious, and Luke couldn’t help but get excited as he watched his wife fool around with her bull. He wondered if they were going to go further than simply kissing.

    “Luke, I’m feeling rather parched,” Celeste said. “Would you mind going to the snack shop and getting us a couple of waters?”

    “Of course,” Luke said.

    He promptly turned around and headed back up the hillside and to the paved path that would lead him to the snack shack. Luke took a moment to look back before his wife and her bull were out of view and he happened to see Celeste drop to her knees in front of Michael. His wife was going to suck her bull’s cock while he was gone, and she was going to do it in a place where she could very well get caught. That clearly didn’t bother her, though. It might have even turned her on. 

    Either way, Luke was a little disappointed that he hadn’t been permitted to watch. He was certain that Celeste had purposefully sent him away, probably as a means of teasing her husband and denying him the pleasure of witnessing her lust for the man that had proven so skillful at making her cum.

    On his way to the snack shop, Luke couldn’t help but imagine his wife offering Michael her mouth. He’d seen it so many times before, it was easy to conjure an image of the other man’s big  cock between her lips.

    Thankfully, Luke had chosen a tight pair of briefs that morning. They contained his erection – small as it was – well enough that he didn’t need to worry about embarrassing himself by walking around with a hard-on as he openly fantasized about his wife sucking someone else’s cock in the botanical garden.

    Luke purchased two bottles of water at the snack shop and quickly walked back to the spot where Celeste and Michael were hopefully still getting hot and heavy.

    As he made his way down the dirt hill and through the thick bushes Luke heard his wife’s distinctive moan. He pushed through a group of leafy branches and emerged on the other side to see Michael sitting on the edge of a rock. Celeste was in his lap and they were very clearly having sex.

    Luke watched from afar as his wife climaxed with someone else’s cock inside her. It was as thrilling as ever and made a little more arousing since Celeste was getting fucked in what was essentially a public place.

    Michael and Celeste kissed as she rested in his lap with his cock buried inside her. The look on her face was one of pure delight, as it always was after a pleasurable orgasm provided by her bull.

    “Come here, cuckold,” Celeste said as she looked up at her husband.

    Luke walked over as his wife and her bull disentangled and she dropped to her knees in front of Michael. Once more her lips wrapped around his big cock and by the time Luke reached his wife’s side she was eagerly, sloppily sucking on another man’s dick.

    Luke stood and watched as he awaited further instructions. He felt jealousy surge through his body as Celeste sucked cock vigorously. It had been ages since she’d pleasured his cock in that way, and yet here she was doing it to Michael’s big dick mere moments after experiencing the thrill of her own climax.

    Michael groaned and Celeste stopped sucking. Luke knew the other man was cumming in his wife’s mouth. It didn’t happen all that often – usually Michael climaxed in Celeste’s pussy or Luke’s mouth – and he found it exceptionally arousing.

    When Michael finished, Celeste stood up and approached her husband. She pulled his lips to hers and they shared a sloppy cum kiss. Celeste’s tongue pushed her bull’s load into Luke’s mouth. She reached between his legs and stroked her husband’s throbbing cuckold cock through his shorts as a heavy, thick load of cum flooded his mouth.

    Luke welcomed his wife’s tongue and her bull’s load into his mouth. He savored the salty flavor and the messiness of it all. He found it particularly thrilling to enjoy a quick, teasing over-the-shorts handjob as they kissed.

    “Swallow,” Celeste said as their lips parted.

    Luke looked into his wife’s eyes and let her bull’s cum slide down his throat. He swallowed because it’s what she craved. He swallowed because not doing what she wanted was inconceivable. He swallowed because he was a cuckold.

    
      

    

    “Pull in here,” Celeste said as they approached Sunset Beach.

    Luke pulled the car into one of the available parking spaces and took a moment to admire the beautiful view. It was obvious where the beach got its name.

    “Would you get us a towel, cuckold,” Celeste said as she and Michael got out of the car and headed towards the beach.

    Luke did as he was told, as always. He retrieved a towel from the trunk and followed his wife and her bull to the beach. He dutifully laid out the towel for them and watched as they sat next to each other. Michael put his arm around Celeste and pulled her closer.

    “You can wait at the car,” Celeste said.

    As he walked up the short, sandy incline to the parking lot, Luke grappled with a genuine sense of jealousy. He knew this is what their vacation would entail. He knew he was going to spend quite a bit of time being treated like a servant. He even knew it was going to be difficult.

    That didn’t stop him from feeling jealous, though. The feeling only intensified when Luke reached the parking lot and sat on the hood of the car. Celeste and Michael were sharing a kiss. The light of the setting sun reflected off the ocean and made it all look even more romantic. Michael was primarily a sexual partner for Celeste, but clearly they were using the vacation to deepen Luke’s cuckold feelings and enjoy each other in more than just a sexual manner.

    Despite the somewhat uncomfortable feelings roiling inside him, Luke had an erection. His cock was hard as he watched his wife and her bull fool around once more. He hadn’t gotten any relief after Waimea Valley. Celeste had stroked him through his shorts, but after he’d swallowed Michael’s cum she’d gone back to her bull’s side and left him alone to contemplate his place in her life. It had led to more arousal, more desire, and more precum dripping from his cock.

    Now he was hard again. Luke was watching his wife kiss another man on the beach and his dick was stiff with desire. As more couples arrived, his sense of lust only increased. He was the only man watching his wife kiss someone else. He was the only third wheel on the beach. Everyone else was experiencing the beauty of romance with their chosen partner while Luke was experiencing the very particular beauty of being a cuckold.

    If the beach hadn’t been so crowded, Luke was certain that Celeste and her bull would have fooled around. She couldn’t keep her hands off of Michael, and that kind of lust on her part almost always resulted in an orgasm for one or both of them.

    Instead, they had to limit themselves to kissing and a little bit of casual fondling, all of which thrilled Luke. It was as if he was feeling his wife’s unquenched desire to once more have her bull’s cock inside her. Luke wanted it too. He wanted to watch, to experience Celeste’s pleasure from afar.

    After sunset, Michael picked up the towel and they walked arm-in-arm up the beach and towards the parking lot.

    “Give me the keys,” Celeste said as they reached him.

    “What?” Luke said. He’d done all the driving on their trip and her request confused him.

    “I’m going to drive us back to the hotel and you’re going to do your duty as a cuckold,” she said as a naughty smile crossed her face.

    Luke looked at his wife and then at Michael before her intention sunk in. Once it did, he reached into his pocket and pulled out the keys.

    Celeste took them and climbed into the front seat as Luke slid into the back with Michael. Once they were on the road, Luke reached over and unzipped the bull’s shorts to pull out his cock, which was still half hard.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Be a good cocksucker for my bull. Show him how much you appreciate all the pleasure he gives your wife,” Celeste said from the front seat as Luke took Michael’s thick cock into his mouth.

    This is what his wife desired. She wanted Luke to offer his mouth to Michael to get him worked up before they got back to the hotel. She wanted Luke to embrace his place as her cuckold and suck cock like she’d taught him to. Luke wasn’t in any position to say no. He didn’t even consider it. He knew his place, and so he sucked cock for the entire ride home.

    Luke’s jaw ached by the time they pulled into the hotel parking lot. They self-parked to give Michael’s cock a few minutes to soften before heading up to their room.

    “He’s gotten a lot better,” Michael said as he pulled his cock back into his shorts and zipped up.

    “Does it make you happy to be a good cocksucker, cuckold?” Celeste asked.

    Luke nodded at his wife. He knew it was a little bit crazy to admit, but it did make him happy. He liked being a good cocksucker for her.

    “Are you hungry for more cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Luke answered from the backseat.

    “Good, because I’m going to feed you Michael’s creampie,” Celeste said as she hopped out of the car.

    Luke and Michael followed and after a short walk and an elevator ride they were back in the hotel room.

    “Get naked and get on your back in the bed, cuckold,” Celeste demanded.

    Luke stripped swiftly and got on his back. Celeste got on top, forming a cuckold 69. Luke could feel his wife’s hair brush against his thighs and stiff cock, though she denied him the pleasure of touching his throbbing erection.

    Michael took his place behind Celeste and rubbed his cock over the entrance to her exceptionally wet pussy. He slipped into her in one long, slow thrust and Luke’s wife moaned as the bigger, better man filled her.

    “Fuck me, Michael. Show him how a real man fucks his wife,” Celeste said.

    Luke always found these moments irresistible. He liked when his wife found her dominant side and offered a dose of verbal humiliation. It made watching so much more arousing.

    In this case, there was no question that Michael possessed a bigger cock and that he fucked Celeste better than Luke could ever manage. It was the third time that day he’d pounded her married pussy and Luke had never fucked her more than once in a day. It was perfect proof that Celeste simply couldn’t resist the other man’s cock.

    After a day of watching his wife enjoy lust and romance with her bull, Luke’s cock was rock hard without being touched. He could feel Celeste’s breath on it as she moaned for Michael, but she still refused to stroke or suck him. He enjoyed the beautiful agony of being so close and being completely denied what he craved.

    Instead, Luke had to concentrate on the show happening inches from his face. Celeste’s pussy looked perfect as it opened around Michael’s thick, throbbing cock. Each thrust stretched her out and produced a lusty moan and wet, slippery sounds while she took a good pounding.

    “Cum inside me, Michael,” Celeste said. “My cuckold is hungry. Give him a nice load to eat for dinner.”

    Michael fucked Celeste harder. Luke felt little droplets of juice from her pussy drip onto his nose and forehead. He saw her bull’s testicles tighten up and his shaft pulse. Michael’s orgasm was imminent.

    “That’s it, cum inside me!” Celeste cried out as Michael pumped yet another load into her married pussy.

    When he pulled out, Michael quickly pushed his cock between Luke’s lips for a cleaning. He sucked like he’d been trained to. He did his job as a cuckold, and his reward was Celeste sitting on his face and feeding him from her pussy.

    “Eat it all up, cuckold. Eat his load like a good boy. Eat your dinner like the cum slut we both know you are,” Celeste said as she moved her wet pussy over Luke’s mouth.

    Cum flowed out of her and onto his tongue. It slid down his throat with ease. Luke savored the salty taste. He savored being a cum slut, as his wife called him. He savored being exactly what she wanted him to be.

    “Lick my clit,” Celeste demanded after the last of Michael’s semen had dripped out of her.

    Again Luke did as he was told and before long Celeste had cum on his face. He’d eaten a load and provided his wife with an orgasm. Luke couldn’t have been happier and he felt an intense form of bliss spread through his body.

    “You may go to your room, cuckold,” Celeste said after she crawled off of her husband and stood at the foot of the bed. “Michael and I are going to dinner. You can order room service if you’d like, or you can simply enjoy the load of cum you just consumed. Either way, you are not to masturbate or cum without my permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, of course,” Luke said as he gathered his clothes. His cock throbbed painfully, but he wasn’t going to masturbate unless Celeste granted him permission. He was hers to control, especially on vacation. “Enjoy your dinner.”

    “We will, cuckold,” Celeste said as she took Michael’s hand and led him to the bathroom. 

    The shower turned on moments later as Luke moved to his room and collapsed into the bed. He decided to do as his wife suggested, at least for a little while. He was going to savor the taste of Michael’s cum and embrace its presence in his stomach. He liked that. He liked how much it made him feel like a cuckold. There would be time for dinner later. For now he was going to lie naked in bed and let his cock throb as he digested another man’s cum.
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    “Put these on,” Marie said as she held up a pair of crotchless lace panties.

    Luke took them from her and looked over at his wife, who was sitting on the couch with Michael by her side. Celeste didn’t say anything, though. She’d ceded control over her husband to Marie, the woman wearing the long, thick black strapon cock that would soon be in Luke’s asshole.

    “Put them on, Luke. I don’t want to redden your ass, but I will if you disobey me,” Marie informed him in a harsh, domineering voice he found intoxicatingly sexy.

    Luke pulled the crotchless panties up his legs. His cock was soon encased in the soft material and his asshole was exposed, leaving him ready to be penetrated by the beautiful dominant woman in his wife’s hotel room.

    Marie reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of stockings. “Put these on too. I like my bitch boys to look pretty when I fuck them.”

    Luke took the black stockings from Marie and carefully pulled them on. He was surprised at how good the nylon felt against his legs, and despite his hair, they didn’t look half bad, either.

    “I think he likes the stockings, Marie,” Celeste commented from the couch.

    “Most boys like him do. It helps them embrace their submissive nature and accept the fact that they’re not anything like the men that fuck their wives. Wouldn’t you agree, Luke?”

    Luke nodded. He was about to get fucked by a woman he’d met just a few days earlier. His wife was sitting on the couch and gently playing with her bull’s big cock through his pants. He’d sucked that cock numerous times on their vacation. He’d sucked off a stranger, too. Admitting that he enjoyed putting on a pair of stockings was nothing.

    “Yes, I agree,” he said. “They feel so much better than I thought they would.”

    “Do they make you crave my cock, Luke?” Marie asked as she stroked the black strapon protruding from her pelvis.

    He nodded. He was a little nervous about getting properly fucked in the ass for the first time, but the excitement was undeniable. He wanted to know what it felt like to be taken from behind. He wanted to experience that kind of submission.

    “What do good sluts do, Luke?” Marie asked as Luke finished putting on the second stocking.

    Luke watched as the dominant beauty stroked her cock. He knew what was expected of him, so he fell to his knees in front of her. The nylon made the carpet feel even softer against his skin.

    “They suck cock,” he answered while looking up at the woman that would soon fuck him.

    “That’s right. So be a good slut and suck my cock,” she demanded.

    Luke reached up and grabbed the base of the strapon to steady it as he wrapped his lips around the head. He sucked cock just like he’d done so many times before, only this time was different. This time it was going to end with him getting fucked in the ass.

    “You’ve trained an excellent cocksucker, Celeste,” Marie said as she pushed her black dick deeper down Luke’s throat.

    “I’m quite proud of him,” Celeste commented. “It’s so nice to know that I can always use his mouth to get Michael’s cock nice and hard for my pussy. Plus, once he’s taken my bull’s dick in his mouth he can’t really argue that he should have any right to fuck me, should he?”

    “No, he certainly can’t,” Marie said as she laughed at the cocksucking cuckold dressed in stockings and panties. “You know that a cuckold like you doesn’t deserve pussy, don’t you?”

    Luke nodded at her from his knees. He didn’t want to take his mouth off the strapon stretching his lips. He wanted to continue servicing the beautiful woman standing in front of him. He wanted to be a good boy for her.

    Marie’s hands moved to the sides of Luke’s head and she forced her cock into his mouth and down his throat. She made him gag and held him in place, refusing to relent until he was slapping her thighs in hopes of getting to breathe again.

    When she relented, Luke gasped for air as a long, thick string of spit and mucus trailed from his lips to her strapon.

    “Again,” she said while lightly slapping his cheek.

    Luke wrapped his lips around the strapon and again Marie penetrated his throat. This time he suppressed his gag reflex for a little longer. He still choked, though. He hadn’t yet fully mastered the art of the blowjob.

    When she pulled out of his throat, Marie admired her black cock and said, “Look at how wet you’ve made my cock. I think you’re ready to get fucked like the slut you are.”

    Luke looked up at her and moved only when Marie pointed to the bed. He quickly got on his hands and knees. He made sure to face Celeste, just as Marie had instructed. She wanted his wife to be able to watch as he took it in the ass for the first time.

    “Tell me what you want, slut,” Marie said as she moved behind Luke.

    “I want you to fuck me with your big black cock,” he answered while staring into his wife’s eyes.

    Celeste unzipped Michael’s pants and pulled his cock out. She wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft and stroked him slowly, eliciting a moan of pleasure while holding her husband’s gaze.

    Luke tensed up as he felt Marie rub the head of her spit-soaked strapon against his asshole. She pressed against him and tried to enter his body, but he wouldn’t let it happen.

    “You need to relax, Luke. You need to let me inside you. You need to submit to a long, hard, deep anal fucking like a good slut does. Remember, your pleasure is of no concern here. You’re getting fucked because it’s what I want and it’s what your wife wants.”

    Luke did his best to relax as he watched his wife play with her bull’s big cock. 

    “Look at her, Luke. Look at the lust in her eyes. Can’t you see how much she’s enjoying this? Can’t you see how badly she wants you to get fucked? Can’t you see how badly she wants me to make you my anal slut?” Marie asked.

    Celeste leaned over and kissed Michael. She sucked on her bull’s tongue and stroked his dick. She played with the precum pouring from the tip.

    She broke the kiss and looked over at her husband. “Be a good slut for me, honey. Be a good cuckold and let her fuck you. Let her show you what it’s like to be taken from behind by a big cock. Maybe you’ll understand why I love it when Michael fucks me like that.”

    Luke finally unclenched and Marie slipped inside him. He felt an immediate sense of discomfort as his anus stretched in a way it wasn’t accustomed to. Plus, it felt like he had to go to the bathroom. He knew that was because he was full of cock, though.

    Marie’s soft hands moved over his lower back and the lace of the panties he wore for her as she drove her big black strapon cock into his asshole.

    “Take it,” she said softly. “Take it like a good cuckold. Take it just like your wife takes it from her bull.”

    Luke thought of all the times he’d watched Celeste have doggystyle sex with her bull. She thought of how Michael always fucked her with such power, like he was literally taking her pussy as his property. He thought of how Celeste always looked completely drunk on the cock inside her and how she seemed to find such pleasure in being fucked like her husband had never fucked her.

    “Fuck, this is so hot,” Celeste said as she lifted her dress.

    Michael’s hand moved between her legs as they both watched Luke take dick from behind.

    “You’re soaking wet,” Michael said.

    “I know. It’s watching Marie take control of him and fuck him like a little bitch. It’s watching him get on his hands and knees to offer his asshole to her. It’s watching him dress up like a little slut so she can pound his asshole and stretch him out.”

    Luke felt precum dripping from his cock. He wasn’t even hard. He was just so turned on he couldn’t help but produce a bit of liquid. He loved the feel of the strapon in his ass. He loved the feel of being dominated.

    “Harder,” Luke said.

    “What’s that, slut?” Marie asked.

    “Please, fuck me harder. Pound me. Give me your big cock,” he replied.

    He’d heard Celeste utter those same words when Michael was fucking her. He wanted to be like his wife. He wanted to take cock like she did. He wanted to lose himself in taking a pounding just like she did.

    “Of course I’ll fuck you harder, slut,” Marie said.

    She grasped Luke’s hips and delivered on her promise. She pounded him harder and faster. The full length of her strapon pounded into him over and over. Each thrust caused Luke to moan and he could hear that he sounded like a girl in a porn film.

    “I can’t take it. I need you inside me,” Celeste said as she stood up and quickly stripped.

    “Why don’t you join your husband in the bed,” Michael suggested.

    Celeste looked over and smiled. She bounded to the bed and got on her hands and knees behind Luke.

    Michael stripped just as quickly and moved behind her. He rubbed the head of his cock over her wet pussy and Celeste’s eyes closed as she moaned.

    “Please, Michael, fuck me. Give me your big cock. Take my pussy.” He eyes opened and she looked at Luke. “Give me what my cuckold husband has never been able to give me. Give me something only a real man can give me.”

    Luke stared into his wife’s eyes as she humiliated him. He embraced the anguish he felt. He embraced that it seemed as though he was entering a new phase of his cuckoldom. He was dressed in women’s lingerie and getting fucked by a strapon. His wife was about to get fucked next to him. In that moment, they were more like slutty girlfriends on vacation than they were husband and wife.

    Michael’s cock slid into Celeste’s pussy from behind and her eyes closed as she moaned. Luke saw the deep, pure satisfaction on her face. He saw her absolute joy at finally having her bull’s cock inside her. He felt jealous, humiliated, and thoroughly aroused at the same time.

    Celeste’s hand found Luke’s and she grasped it tightly. Her eyes shot open and she looked at him. She leaned closer and he did the same. They shared a beautiful kiss. He felt deeply connected to her in that moment.

    “This is what you were always meant to be,” Celeste whispered.

    “I know,” Luke said.

    It was agonizing to admit it, but he knew it was true. He wouldn’t have gone along with all the changes in their marriage if it wasn’t meant to be. He wouldn’t have encouraged her to find a bull. He wouldn’t have sucked Michael’s cock and cleaned his cum with such ease. He wouldn’t have submitted to Marie. He wouldn’t have blown a stranger on the beach. He wouldn’t have dressed in lingerie and gotten on his hands and knees to take a strapon from behind.

    “I want your ass,” Michael said to Celeste. “I want you and your cuckold to take it anally at the same time.”

    Celeste looked at Luke and then turned around to look at Michael. “Take it,” she said. “It’s yours.”

    Michael smiled and pulled out of her pussy. He spit on her asshole and rubbed it in with his fingers before placing the slick head of his cock against her tight opening.

    Celeste kissed her husband again. She moaned into his mouth as her bull penetrated her asshole.

    “Fuck,” she said. “He’s so fucking big, baby. He’s so big and he’s in my asshole.”

    Luke had never been permitted to even touch his wife’s asshole, let alone penetrate it. She’d been very clear about her lack of desire for that kind of penetration. Apparently it took a different kind of man to interest her in that sort of play.

    “How’s that feel?” Michael asked.

    “It’s good,” Celeste said. “It’s so good.”

    Celeste pulled Luke’s lips to hers once more. She seemed to feel deeply connected to him once they were both taking it anally.

    “I can’t help but want to give him everything,” Celeste said. “He deserves it. He deserves my ass. He deserves my pussy. He deserves my mouth. He deserves whatever he wants because he’s a real man.” She moaned and her tits bounced with every thrust into her asshole. “Unlike you.”

    Much to his surprise, Luke felt an orgasm approaching. He couldn’t believe that getting fucked could actually get him off.

    “She’s fucking you good, isn’t she?” Celeste asked.

    “She is,” Luke admitted. “She’s going to make me cum.”

    Marie laughed. “Only a true slut cums from a good ass fucking. You’re lucky to be with such a good little submissive slut, Celeste.”

    “I know,” Celeste added as she laughed.

    Luke closed his eyes and concentrated on the feelings in his loins. He felt every inch of the strapon as it stretched his anus relentlessly and pushed deep inside him, seemingly rearranging his insides with every thrust.

    He felt the delightful pressure on his prostate with every thrust. Slowly but surely he moved closer to his orgasm. His cock and balls began to tingle as the pressure built. He knew it wouldn’t be long.

    “Please, harder,” he begged through loud, lusty moans. “Please, pound me. Pound my ass.”

    “Look at you. You’re such a little whore,” Celeste said as she too moaned from the ass fucking her bull was giving her.

    Marie found a reserve of energy and unleashed her strapon on Luke’s asshole. She fucked him harder and faster, just like he wanted, and it wasn’t long before he was cumming.

    “Oh! Oh my God! I’m cumming!” he cried out as his seed slowly leaked from his soft cock and onto the comforter beneath him.

    Just a few moments later Michael groaned and unleashed his cum in Celeste’s asshole. She smiled gleefully as another man came inside her. She seemed to find great pleasure in satisfying her bull.

    “Lick your cum off the bed, cuckold,” Marie ordered. “Then tend to your wife and her bull. Anal sex can be quite messy, you know.”

    Celeste laughed as she watched Luke lick the puddle of his cum from the bed.

    “Make sure you get every drop of his cum from my ass, cuck,” Celeste demanded.

    Luke dropped to his knees next to Michael, looked at the bull’s big cock, and resolved to do his duty as a cuckold, even if it meant tasting his wife’s ass. That was his place and he was never more certain of that than after being ass fucked while dressed in panties and sexy black stockings.
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    Luke woke to the feeling of his wife’s fingers moving over his chest and stomach.

    “Good morning,” she whispered as he opened his eyes.

    It took a few moments for Luke to realize she was naked, that the flesh pressing against his shoulder was his wife’s breast.

    “Did you sleep well?” Celeste asked.

    Luke nodded. He’d slept exceptionally well after a wild evening that included taking a hard, deep pegging from Marie and eating an anal creampie from his wife.

    “Are you hungry?” she asked.

    The question confused him. Had she ordered breakfast in bed? Was she asking him to breakfast instead of Michael, her bull?

    Then, a naughty smile slowly crept across Celeste’s face, revealing that she had a different kind of breakfast in bed in mind.

    “Yes,” Luke answered.

    Celeste pulled the pillow out from under his head and Luke slid down the bed a little, giving her plenty of room to straddle his face.

    “You’re such a good cuckold,” she said as her pussy hovered over his mouth. “Now, beg me for it.”

    “Please, feed me Michael’s cum,” Luke said. His cock had already gotten stiff at the mere thought of getting to eat another of her bull’s loads. “Please, sit on my face and let me clean your pussy.”

    Celeste smiled and sat down on Luke’s mouth. Her pussy lips spread and cum flowed onto his tongue.

    “Mmmm, good boy. Clean him out of me,” Celeste said as she rested her hands against the wall and smiled.

    The load was bigger than usual. Luke surmised that they must have had a long, slow lovemaking session after waking up, giving Michael time to build up a massive supply of cum before unleashing it inside her.

    He imagined the bull’s cock moving in and out of his wife’s pussy as he licked her. He imagined seeing her open up for the bigger man. He imagined seeing Celeste’s legs wrapped around him as they kissed and fucked in the hotel bed.

    Celeste lifted her pussy off of Luke’s mouth and looked down at him. “Do you love his cum?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” Luke said. “I love it even more when you feed it to me.”

    It never ceased to thrill him when Celeste sat astride his face and let her bull’s cum leak into Luke’s mouth. It felt like the perfect, filthy encapsulation of his role in their marriage and of what she’d made him into since they embraced cuckolding.

    Celeste smiled gleefully as she sat down on his face once more. He pushed his tongue inside her in a desperate search for more semen. He wanted to clean everything out of her. He wanted to show his wife that he appreciated being given the chance to devour someone else’s seed out of her perfect, freshly-fucked cunt.

    When Celeste moved her hips so her clit was over Luke’s tongue, he knew she was ready to cum. Michael had almost certainly given her an orgasm – perhaps more than one – when they fucked, but Celeste was always eager for more.

    Luke appreciated being given the chance to get her off. He knew Michael was far superior to him when it came to sex, but his tongue was always ready to show Celeste a good time and offer her the stimulation she clearly craved.

    “Make me cum, cuckold,” Celeste said in a breathy voice. “Eat my pussy and make me cum.”

    She grabbed a handful of his hair and began to grind her cunt over his mouth. She rode him, much like she would ride her bull’s cock. Luke felt submissive and thoroughly aroused, and before long his wife was trembling on top of him and moaning with her eyes closed as an orgasm spread through her body.

    “Thank you for letting me make you cum,” Luke said after Celeste climbed off his face and laid next to him.

    “You’re welcome,” she replied.

    It was such a small piece of interplay, but he loved it. He loved thanking her for the chance to make her cum. He loved that she treated it like it was a privilege she’d granted him.

    “Michael and I are going to relax by the pool after breakfast. We’d like you to join us, just in case we need you to order us drinks or fetch more towels. Meet us there in an hour,” Celeste said.

    “I’ll see you there,” Luke said.

    
      

    

    When he arrived at the pool, Celeste and Michael were already settled on a couple’s lounge chair that offered space for two and allowed them to cuddle up, hold hands, and kiss with ease. Luke set his towel on a lounge chair that rested a few feet away from theirs.

    “Can I get you anything?” he asked after laying out his towel.

    “He really knows his place, doesn’t he?” Michael said.

    “He does,” Celeste added before giving her bull a soft kiss on the lips.

    Luke stood and watched as he tried his best not to get hard.

    “I’d like a drink,” Michael said. “A piña colada.”

    “I’ll have one too,” Celeste added as Michael’s hand moved gently over her exposed thigh.

    Luke smiled at his wife and her bull and said, “I’ll be right back with those.”

    He made his way to the poolside bar and placed an order for two piña coladas. He could have ordered one for himself, but he knew Celeste wanted him to be attentive as they relaxed poolside. She wanted to put him in his place, to make him feel like a cuckold and a servant.

    “So, are you really married to her?” a female voice asked as Luke watched the bartender pour the ingredients into a blender.

    He turned and saw a cute girl in a bikini. It took a moment, but he recognized her as the girl from the front desk on the day they’d checked in.

    “Yeah,” Luke said as he followed the girl’s gaze to the lounge chair Michael and Celeste were sitting on.

    “Because it looks like she’s his wife,” the girl added.

    Despite his eager embrace of being a cuckold, Luke hadn’t gotten comfortable with publicly acknowledging it. Most people couldn’t begin to understand why he would find it appealing. He decided that instead of avoiding it or stammering because he couldn’t quite find the right way to describe it, he’d just embrace it. 

    “It’s more like he’s her very good friends with benefits, or maybe even her boyfriend,” Luke explained as he watched his wife lean over and share a particularly lusty kiss with Michael.

    “So that dude fucks your wife and you’re totally okay with it?” the girl asked.

    “Yes,” Luke admitted. It felt good to come right out and say it to someone. It felt so good that he could actually feel his cock stirring to life. He sat on a bar stool to hide the impending bulge.

    “Did you pay for him to come on vacation with you?” she asked.

    “I did,” Luke answered.

    The girl giggled. “So you actually bought that dude a plane ticket and a hotel room so he could spend a week banging your wife in Hawaii?”

    Luke found it equal parts delightful and dismaying that he was fully erect as he admitted his status as a cuckold to the cute, bikini-clad girl sitting next to him.

    “That’s absolutely true,” he said.

    “That’s fucked up, man,” she added.

    Luke knew the girl thought he was a freak. He knew she saw him as pathetic. She’d almost certainly made the worst assumptions possible about him, and he couldn’t blame her. He was ordering drinks for his wife and her bull and watching them flirt and kiss at the pool. He’d paid thousands of dollars to bring Michael on their vacation. Most men would have filed for divorce long ago, but Luke had eagerly cleaned Michael’s cum from his wife’s pussy that morning.

    “I suppose it is,” Luke said as the bartender placed the two drinks in front of him. “But my wife and I are happier than we’ve ever been, so I guess a fucked up marriage is what works for us.”

    He picked up the drinks, nodded at the girl from the front desk, and walked off. He was still a little hard, but his bathing suit was loose enough in the crotch to hide his slightly engorged cock.

    “Here you go,” Luke said as he handed the drinks to his wife and her bull.

    “Thank you, cuckold,” Celeste said. She took a sip and smiled. “It’s delicious.”

    Luke felt like a waiter and it thrilled him more than he expected.

    “Honey, would you mind rubbing my feet?” Celeste asked as she wiggled her toes at him. “They feel really sore for some reason and it would make me so happy if you’d be a good boy and give me a massage.”

    Luke moved to the end of their double lounge chair, sat down, and took his wife’s bare foot in his hands. He rested it on his thigh and gave the massage she’d requested. She smiled and leaned over to kiss Michael.

    “That feels incredible,” Celeste said as Luke worked his fingers over her toes and down the sole of her foot.

    “We really are in paradise,” Michael added. “There’s a beautiful pool and a gorgeous ocean view, and we have a personal butler to attend to all our needs. What could be better, especially since our butler is an accomplished oral artist, too?”

    “He is, isn’t he?” Celeste marveled as she turned to her bull and smiled at him. “His talented tongue made me cum just an hour ago.”

    Luke continued to massage his wife’s feet as he watched the two lovers stare into each other’s eyes. He liked the idea that they seemed to be bonding over his willingness to submit to their desires, whatever they might be.

    “It’s too bad we’re not at a swingers resort,” Michael said.

    Celeste giggled. “Oh yeah? Why is that?”

    “Because, I could have the cuck suck me off right here at the pool,” the bull answered.

    He reached between his legs and adjusted his cock, which was clearly in a semi-erect state.

    “Mmmm,” Celeste said. She might have been putting on a bit of a show, but it certainly seemed like her voice was thick with lust. “That would be lovely. I could sip my drink and watch my dutiful cuckold husband suck my bull’s cock.”

    Her hand found its way to Michael’s knee and she delicately moved her fingers up his leg before letting them brush over the slightly obvious bulge in his swimsuit.

    “Would you cum in his mouth?” Celeste asked.

    Luke looked around. It was still early and the pool area was sparsely populated, but he was nervous that they were bordering on the kind of interaction that would get them kicked out of the hotel. Thankfully, no one seemed to be intently staring at them, though he did see a few people glance over with slightly perplexed looks. He couldn’t blame them. It probably looked rather odd to see him massaging Celeste’s feet while she engaged in romantic touching and obvious flirting with another man.

    “Is that what you’d want me to do?” Michael said to Celeste. “Would you want me to cum in your cuckold’s mouth while you enjoyed a frozen cocktail?”

    Again Celeste let a lusty moan escape her lips. “That would be divine,” she said. “And I suppose I’d be free to masturbate if we were at a swingers resort. I could play with my tight little pussy while my cuckold sucked your cock and swallowed your cum, and then I could put him to work between my legs to finish the job.”

    Celeste moaned, Michael smiled, and Luke continued to massage his wife’s feet. He shifted to make sure the erection that had sprung up in his pants didn’t show. He couldn’t help but imagine what they were describing, and as the images filled his head the arousal followed. It was intoxicating.

    “I guess we know where our next vacation is going to be,” Michael said before laughing.

    They continued to kiss and touch as Luke massaged his wife’s feet. Occasionally he’d look around the pool and see someone staring or pointing at him. Thankfully, no one came by to suggest they leave. Instead, Luke got to feel the humiliation of willingly being cuckolded, of massaging his wife’s feet while she gave all her attention to another man.

    Eventually, Celeste pulled her feet away and leaned forward. Luke stared at her cleavage in the skimpy bikini she’d worn before looking into his wife’s pretty eyes as she said, “You know, all that talk of you sucking Michael’s cock has me hot and bothered and I just can’t get the idea of it out of my head, so why don’t we go back to our room so you can be a good cuckold for me.”

    It wasn’t a suggestion. It was an order, albeit delivered in a sweet and soft tone, and Luke was happy to comply with it. As Michael and Celeste left the pool area hand-in-hand, he picked up the things they’d brought and followed behind them, once again acting like their servant.

    He pushed the elevator button for them, selected the floor, and let them into the room. When they both stood at the end of the bed, he correctly interpreted that they wanted Luke to remove their clothes, which he happily did.

    Michael and Celeste then took their place in the bed and Luke dutifully crawled between the bull’s legs and got to work.

    “Good boy,” Celeste said as her fingers trailed down her stomach and between her legs. “You’re a very good boy.”

    Michael’s cock was already erect. There was no question he’d been turned on by the verbal play and casual touching at the pool, as it didn’t take Luke very long to suck him to a thick, throbbing erection.

    “He really has found his place as a cuckold cocksucker,” Michael said.

    “He certainly has,” Celeste said. 

    A moan followed and Luke felt an undeniable thrill. Prior to Michael’s introduction to their life he’d never considered giving a blowjob. Now he found it arousing. It wasn’t so much the act of sucking cock that gave him an erection, though. It was doing it for his wife. It was submitting to her desire and to her bull. It made him feel so much like a cuckold.

    For a few minutes, the room was filled with the sounds of wet cocksucking, Michael’s satisfied moans, and Celeste’s lusty masturbation. Her pussy was soaking wet as her fingers moved over her clit and occasionally pushed inside. Luke wanted to join them in experiencing pleasure, but he knew that he needed permission to masturbate.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Michael said. “I’m gonna flood the cuck’s mouth with my load.”

    “Get ready, honey,” Celeste said in a voice that sounded sweet while being on the edge of laughter. She clearly found a certain kind of joy in her husband’s burgeoning desire to suck cock and swallow cum.

    The head of Michael’s cock expanded in Luke’s mouth and a thick rope of cum shot onto his tongue. He sealed his lips tight around the erection and took every drop of the load as the bull filled the hotel room with his loud groans of deep satisfaction.

    “Show me his load,” Celeste demanded.

    Luke looked up at her, opened his mouth, and showed his wife the cum that had collected on his tongue.

    “A good cocksucker always swallows,” she said sweetly. “Go ahead, enjoy your reward.”

    Luke closed his mouth and swallowed. The cum moved to the back of his mouth and down his throat. The aftertaste was strong. His cock throbbed. The bliss of sucking off his wife’s bull felt like a pure shot of cuckolding delight.

    “Now finish me,” Celeste said.

    Luke crawled between his wife’s legs and pressed his lips against her perfect pussy. He licked feverishly, embracing his place as a cuckold that eagerly services his wife and her bull.

    In less than a minute he’d provided Celeste with her second orally-driven orgasm of the day. She held his head in place and cried out in pleasure as another beautiful climax ripped through her body.

    “You can leave now,” Celeste said after she’d come down from her orgasm. “I’ll let you know if we require your services later in the day.”

    Being dismissed was humiliating, but Luke found pleasure in it. It made it perfectly clear that they really were using him. His mouth had been responsible for their pleasure, and the moment they’d both experienced the orgasms they wanted, he was sent away.

    “No cumming, cuckold,” Celeste called out as Luke let himself out of the room.

    It didn’t have to be said, but he liked that Celeste wanted to make sure he knew not to play with his cock until she gave explicit permission.

    Luke opened the sliding glass door in his room and stepped out onto the deck. He settled into a chair, looked out at the ocean, and smiled. He was blissfully happy. Being a cuckold was everything he wanted. He had a load of someone else’s cum in his stomach. He could still taste the semen on his tongue. He could taste his wife’s wet pussy. He could still hear their moans of pleasure. It was a perfect afternoon.

  
    A Vacation with Her Bull - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Luke had been forbidden from being anything other than a voyeur as Celeste and Michael walked along the beach just south of the resort.

    “You can watch, but we don’t want to notice you,” Celeste had instructed earlier that day.

    It was their final day of vacation. Early the next morning they’d be up and on their way to the airport and Luke’s wife and her bull wanted to enjoy a bit of time together before they had to go back to real life.

    They were kind enough to give Luke a little of what he wanted, though. That’s why he was alone, walking far enough behind them that they looked like two strangers holding hands and occasionally stopping to kiss as the waves crashed behind them.

    Michael and Celeste were headed to a far more private part of the beach, almost certainly because they intended on having some very romantic fun once they were away from the potentially prying eyes of other resort guests.

    Luke had been given the option to stay at the hotel, but he wanted to see his wife and her bull have sex on the beach, even if he couldn’t stay close to the action.

    Eventually they made their way through a brief patch of jungle and onto a beach that was as empty as had been advertised. There were a few private homes far away on the other end of the sand, but Celeste and Michael had a strip of sandy oceanfront space all to themselves. Luke was more or less in the jungle, though it was close enough to the water for a nice breeze to be blowing.

    He watched Michael lay out a large towel before they sat on it. They cuddled up together and looked out at the ocean for a few minutes, though it didn’t take long before they started kissing. Luke’s wife never could keep her hands off her bull for very long when she was alone with him.

    It was different watching from afar. Celeste didn’t have to devote any of her energy to teasing, taunting, or humiliating Luke. Instead, all of her focus was on Michael and the intense pleasure of being with him, or so it seemed to Luke as he watched from afar.

    The kissing seemed romantic and Luke found it thrilling to see Michael’s hands move all over his wife’s body. To see the way Celeste responded as the other man played with her breasts in her skimpy bikini top was wildly arousing, though it was even better when Michael’s hand disappeared into her bikini bottoms and his fingers began to play with her pussy.

    Luke was too far away to hear anything, but he imagined his wife’s sensual moans at the thrill of being touched by the man that always made her cum so hard. He imagined hearing the juiciness of her pussy as Michael’s fingers moved in and out of her. He imagined her lustily declaring her desire for his cock.

    As Michael played with her, Celeste pulled on the strings of his swimsuit and pushed her hand inside it. She had no trouble finding his long, thick, fully erect cock and pulling it out. Her hand moved up and down the shaft as they kissed.

    Luke reached down and rubbed his dick through his swimsuit as he watched his wife climb on top of her bull and take him inside her. She leaned down and kissed Michael while slowly, sensually grinding on him.

    It struck Luke that his wife was making love to her bull on the beach. He wasn’t witnessing the usual eager, aggressive fuck. Instead, it was slow and beautiful, like they were trying to commit every second of it to memory so they could always recall the beautiful Hawaiian vacation they’d taken together.

    After a beautiful cowgirl fuck on the towel, Michael deftly lifted Celeste and they switched to missionary without his cock ever slipping out of her. Luke watched his wife wrap her legs tightly around another man and the lovemaking continued. There was beautiful kissing, lots of touching, and the kinds of deep thrusts that always thrilled Celeste.

    It was while on her back that Luke’s wife had an orgasm. He could see it on her face. Her eyes were closed, her head was tilted backwards, and her mouth was open. She was moaning as the pure bliss of a climax spread through her.

    After a short break, the missionary sex began once more. Now Michael was fucking her a little harder and faster. He was working up to his orgasm, to flooding Celeste’s pussy with his cum.

    She ran her hands through his hair and over his back. They kissed sensually. Luke imagined his wife encouraging the other man to cum inside her. He imagined his wife telling Michael how badly she wanted his seed deep in her pussy.

    It wasn’t long before it happened. Celeste wrapped her legs tight around him, Michael buried his cock inside her, and then he closed his eyes and opened his mouth to moan. Luke continued to play with his cock as he watched someone else cum inside his wife. He felt like a voyeur in the best way possible. He wanted to cum, but he knew better. Celeste would be annoyed if he released his load without permission.

    A few minutes later they disentangled and Celeste stood up. She untied her bikini top and pulled off her bottoms, leaving her naked on the beach. Luke thought she was going to take a quick dip to clean up. Instead, she started walking towards him.

    Luke never looked away from his wife as she crossed the expanse of sand between them. As she approached, he could see some of Michael’s cum had run out of her pussy and was dripping down her legs.

    Celeste didn’t stop until she was standing over Luke. She took a wide stance and looked down at him. “Clean his mess,” she said.

    Luke said nothing. He knew that the proper response was to do as he was told. He licked the sticky cum from her thighs first and then made his way between her legs. He pushed his tongue into her pussy from underneath and was rewarded with more of Michael’s hot cum. He took it into his mouth and swallowed. He ate the other man’s load like a good cuckold, which is exactly what he wanted to be for his wife.

    When he was finished, Celeste joined Luke on his knees. She moved closer, until her lips were inches from his.

    “Does his cum taste good?” she asked. “Do you like tasting my bull?”

    “Yes,” Luke answered. “I love it.”

    Celeste untied Luke’s swimsuit just like she’d untied Michael’s. She reached in and pulled out his cock and began to stroke him.

    “I love that you’re such a good cuckold for me, Luke,” Celeste said as her soft, skilled fingers moved up and down his shaft. “I love that you’re such an eager cocksucker and cum slut for me and Michael. I love that you’re such a good boy.”

    Luke could feel the warmth of her breath as she delivered the cuckold-flavored sweet nothings. He felt deeply connected with his wife in the most thrilling way.

    The sound of Celeste’s hand moving swiftly up and down Luke’s precum-soaked cock blended with the crashing waves and his moans to form a beautiful symphony that enveloped him.

    Celeste’s lips pressed against his and her tongue darted into his mouth. They shared a cum-flavored kiss as she stroked him faster and with a tighter, more pleasurable grip.

    “Cum for me,” Celeste whispered. “Cum in my hand.”

    She kissed him again. Luke found her eagerness to share the taste of her bull’s cum intoxicating and moments later he moaned and unleashed his load. Celeste held out her hand and caught most of it as Luke nearly doubled over in pleasure.

    “Eat it,” Celeste said as she lifted her hand moments after Luke had released his last shot of cum.

    He looked at his wife and at the pool of thick, creamy cum in his hand. He opened his mouth and Celeste gently poured the cum onto his tongue.

    “Good boy,” she whispered. “Now swallow.”

    Luke swallowed his own load. It slid down his throat, joining Michael’s in his stomach.

    “We’re going to spend a little more time on the beach. I want you to go back to the hotel. Okay?”

    Luke nodded. “Will I see you later?”

    “If it’s what I want,” she said.

    Luke expected nothing less, and despite having just climaxed he found it arousing.

    
      

    

    It wasn’t until sunset that Luke saw his wife again. She and Michael had spent nearly six hours alone and he’d felt a powerful kind of yearning as he wondered what they were doing together. It wasn’t often that he felt genuinely jealous as a cuckold, but given the romantic nature of the sex Celeste had enjoyed with Michael earlier that afternoon, Luke couldn’t help but feel like she was bonding with another man.

    He received a text shortly before the sky began to turn pink: “Meet us at the pavilion.”

    Celeste was referring to the wedding pavilion; a small, lovely structure built just a stone’s throw from the ocean. It was a perfect spot to get married, as evidenced by the near-daily weddings the hotel hosted.

    When he stepped out of the hotel’s back entrance, Luke saw Celeste and her bull dancing in the pavilion. She was wearing a short, simple white sundress with a pink flower in her hair. She looked utterly perfect and again that sense of jealousy returned.

    As he moved closer, Celeste and Michael shared a romantic kiss as their slow dance continued. Luke heard music playing from someone’s phone. If he’d been a passerby, he would have been convinced that they were a happy couple celebrating their honeymoon or preparing to get married.

    “You’re such a lovely couple,” a young woman said as she walked by with her boyfriend, echoing Luke’s thoughts. “Are you getting married here?”

    “Maybe someday,” Celeste said. “For now we’re just enjoying the opportunity to dance in a perfect spot.”

    “Have a nice night,” the woman said as she took her boyfriend’s hand and walked away.

    Luke could barely bring himself to approach. He wasn’t sure if Celeste was just being polite and making conversation, having a little fun, or genuinely entertaining the idea of something more with Michael. He felt overwhelmingly jealous though.

    As he stood and watched, Celeste leaned into Michael and they continued to dance. For a moment, the idea that she’d fallen completely in love with her bull filled Luke’s head and he nearly screamed.

    Instead, he walked closer and his wife turned and smiled. “Luke, honey. Oh my gosh, you look so worried.” A delighted laugh escaped her lips as she turned to Michael. He had a smile on his face too.

    “Did you hear what I said and get worried?” she asked.

    Luke nodded. He felt silly, but he couldn’t help it.

    “Would you give us a minute, Michael?” Celeste said.

    The bull nodded and walked away, taking a seat on a bench the resort had placed just a few yards from the ocean.

    Celeste approached and pulled Luke close. Soon, they were dancing to the music. She pressed her body close to his and let her fingers move through his hair before they entwined behind his neck.

    Celeste kissed him softly. Her lips were warm and perfect. For just a moment her tongue darted into his mouth, adding a hint of naughtiness to what was otherwise a soothing gesture.

    “I love you, Luke,” she said.

    “I love you too,” he replied. His heart rate finally started to come down.

    “I’m not going to leave you for Michael. He’s wonderful and he obviously provides me with pleasures I never imagined possible, but he’s a bull. He’s not a husband. You don’t have to worry,” she assured him.

    “I’m sorry,” Luke said. “There was just something about the way you had sex this morning and the way you were dancing with him in the wedding chapel.”

    Celeste had a huge smile on her face as she added, “And then you heard me say Michael and I might get married some day.”

    “Yeah, and I kind of freaked out.”

    Celeste laughed as she pulled Luke in for another kiss. “You’re adorable,” she said. “Truly adorable.”

    They danced more and it felt good to hold his wife, even if it was just for a few minutes.

    “You’re a cuckold, Luke. There’s no question about that. You don’t do the things you do because I force you. You do them because they bring you pleasure, just like giving my body to Michael gives me pleasure. There’s no reason for either of us to fight it. You’re a cuckold. I’m a hotwife. Michael is a bull. We have a perfect relationship. It won’t last forever, but when it goes south I’ll simply find another bull. You and I are always going to be together.”

    Despite wishing it weren’t the case, Luke had an erection. It was his wife’s simple stating of the obvious realities of their life that brought it on. She was right, of course. He didn’t suck Michael’s cock because she forced him. He did it because some part of him liked it. He liked the submissiveness. He liked the humiliation. He liked making his wife happy.

    More than anything, he liked what they had. He liked being of service to his wife and her bull. He liked that he rarely got to fuck her anymore. He liked that someone else did it far better than him. He liked being able to clean up afterwards.

    “Thank you,” Luke said. “I guess I let myself forget all of that. I just let it get away from me. It was the romantic stuff that panicked me, obviously.”

    Celeste pulled Luke closer. She was being subtle about it, but she was absolutely trying to arouse him by rubbing her crotch against his erection.

    “Michael and I don’t do romance all that often, but it happens sometimes. Usually you’re not there to see it. We were romantic most of the day today, for instance.”

    Celeste kissed her husband and pressed her body tightly against his. His cock throbbed.

    “His cum is leaking out of me right now, in fact,” she whispered.

    Luke groaned.

    “We made love on the beach again. It was beautiful, Luke. I came three times and then he climaxed inside me. We kissed as his cock went soft in my pussy. I can still feel the last of it leaking out of me. None of that means I’m going to leave you, though. It just means that I’m going to enjoy my freedom to the fullest. You’re a cuckold. I’m a hotwife. I can do as I please and I intend to.”

    Luke smiled. “I love you, Celeste. I’m sorry for freaking out.”

    “You don’t need to apologize, sweetheart. I love you too.” Celeste stepped back and looked at the tent in Luke’s pants.

    “Michael and I are going to go to dinner and then we’re going to make love again. You won’t see us again until tomorrow morning when you come to take our bags down to the lobby. This night is for us. Okay?”

    Luke nodded. “Of course,” he said.

    His sense of panic had dissipated. He felt whole again. He felt secure that his wife loved him, that she loved that he’d embraced being her cuckold.

    Celeste kissed him again. It was a long, stunningly sexy kiss that left him with a renewed, excited erection.

    “You may cum tonight,” she said. “As many times as you’d like. We have to go back to real life tomorrow, after all. There won’t be nearly as much cuckolding.”

    “I love you,” Luke said.

    Celeste smiled and turned to walk to Michael. Before departing the pavilion she turned and said, “I love you too, cuckold.”

    The end.

  
    A Very Bisexual Vacation - Part 1

    “So, what’s the deal with those two?” Teri asked as she lifted her drink and gestured towards the two exceptionally fit guys sitting across the pool.

    Mark had noticed, too. “I honestly don’t know,” he said. “At first, I would’ve sworn they were gay, but they seem to be ogling women too, so I don’t know.”

    “They’re kind of acting like a couple, right?” Teri added.

    “They really are,” Mark said with a sense of wonderment in his voice.

    It was the third day of their vacation and they’d finally settled into the slower pace of the Caribbean island they’d picked for their getaway. It was an all-inclusive resort and they’d splurged for a private bungalow that overlooked the ocean, giving them a chance to completely relax after a hectic, overwhelming year that included insane hours at work and the loss of Teri’s father.

    “Why don’t you walk over there?” Mark suggested. “I’ll watch and see if they check you out.”

    Teri smiled, put down her drink, and slid off the poolside lounge chair she’d been relaxing in. She looked stunning in her white one piece swimsuit. Mark couldn’t help but stare at her ass as she walked away from him.

    The guys sitting across the pool directed their attention to Teri almost immediately. Mark watched as they openly ogled his wife while she walked towards them like a model working the runway.

    Then, she stopped. They were talking to her. Teri laughed and leaned forward, likely offering a view of her cleavage to both the guys.

    After a few minutes of lively-seeming conversation, Teri finished her lap around the pool and returned to her chair beside Mark.

    “It turns out that they’re a couple,” she explained. “A very open-minded couple. They called themselves pansexual, which by their definition means they’re basically into everyone.”

    “Well, I guess that explains that,” Mark said before taking a sip of the fruit-flavored cocktail he held in his hand.

    “It does. It also explains why they asked if we were interested in having a little fun together tonight,” Teri said as looked across the pool at the two handsome gentlemen.

    Mark looked at his wife. “A little fun?”

    She waved at her new friends before turning to her husband and saying, “That’s what they said, though they weren’t really being coy. It wasn’t clear if they wanted to fuck me or fuck both of us, but they definitely wanted to have that kind of fun.”

    “An unexpected development,” Mark said.

    “I know. It would be different, wouldn’t it?” Teri said as she let her fingers drift slowly over her stomach and down to her thighs.

    Mark could see his wife was intrigued by the idea of playing with the two men across the pool. He could see why. They were both good looking and well built. They appeared to be the kinds of men that took charge in the bedroom, which is something Teri always couldn’t get enough of.

    “Honey, are you thinking of inviting your new pansexual friends to our bungalow?” Mark asked.

    Teri turned to him, bit her lower lip suggestively, and nodded. “Would that be crazy?” she asked.

    “Crazy? No. A little unusual? Sure. We’re on vacation though, and it’s not like we haven’t been a little wild before,” Mark said.

    He flashed back to the foursome they’d had with a swinging couple in Las Vegas and the brief foray into cuckolding they’d enjoyed half a decade ago when Teri found herself enamored with a new coworker.

    “I don’t know how it would go or what they’re into,” Teri said. “Would you be okay with anything happening?”

    Mark thought of the times he’d fluffed the man that had spent six months as Teri’s bull. He thought of the creampies he’d cleaned up. He felt his cock stir to life as old memories came flooding back.

    “I’m flexible,” he answered.

    A quiet moan was the only response Teri offered. Moments later, she stood up and once more made her way to the other side of the pool. A short conversation ensued and the two guys glanced over at Mark a handful of times as they talked with Teri. She left them with a giddy smile on her face and a bounce in her step. It seemed as though they had a date scheduled.

    
      

    

    Teri had changed into a bikini and a sheer cover up in anticipation of the fun they had planned that evening. Their bungalow featured a small, heated plunge pool and she’d informed the two gentlemen – Todd and Matteo – that they should wear their swimsuits in case they were struck by the desire to take a dip.

    “You seem awfully excited,” Mark said. Teri seemed to be buzzing with a sense of desire. He hadn’t seen her like that in years.

    “I am,” she admitted. “I can’t help it. I think it’s just that I have no idea what’s going to happen tonight. I got the impression that Todd and Matteo have tried just about everything with just about everyone and that they’re open to doing whatever feels right.”

    “What feels right to you?” Mark asked as he tried to get a sense for what how his wife wanted the evening to go.

    Teri looked at him and smiled. She sauntered across the room, letting her cover up fall open to reveal her taut, tanned body in the skimpy bikini. Mark was certain she was trying to be seductive and there was no question it was working.

    “I want us to be wild,” she whispered. “I want us to embrace the opportunity that’s fallen into our laps. I want us to explore and experiment. Will you do that for me?”

    Teri’s lips were close enough to Mark’s that he could feel her breath on his skin. Again he flashed back to the period in their lives when she’d cuckolded him. He remembered how much he enjoyed the sense of submission that often dominated his mind during the six months she enjoyed with her bull.

    “I’ll do anything for you,” Mark answered. He felt that submissive lust again. He wanted to reconnect with it, if only for one night.

    Teri pressed her lips against his. She opened her mouth and her tongue gently slid past Mark’s lips and into his mouth. Her fingers moved between his legs and played with his cock, which was soon alive with desire.

    “We’re going to have so much fun tonight. I just know it,” Teri said as she stepped back. “So much fun.”

    Mark couldn’t help but feel the same way. Whenever his wife tapped into this particular vein of naughty energy, the results were almost always deeply satisfying.

    Just a few minutes later, a knock on the door announced the arrival of their guests.

    “Welcome,” Mark said as he opened the door and ushered them in.

    Todd and Matteo both offered firm handshakes and eye contact as they greeted Mark and he couldn’t help but admit that they were both better looking and fitter than he’d noticed when watching them from across the pool. His wife’s interest in a night of fun made even more sense.

    “Welcome, gentlemen,” Teri said as they walked into the expansive living area of the bungalow. She had a big smile on her face and was holding a pose clearly designed to make her body look even hotter.

    “Your wife is very beautiful,” Matteo said to Mark in a slightly-accented voice that he found oddly pleasing.

    “Yes she is,” Mark said as he stood next to the handsome, dark-skinned man and admired his wife.

    “Drink?” Teri suggested.

    “Absolutely,” Todd added.

    “Are Mai Tais good with everyone?” Mark asked as he moved to the small bar area.

    “Absolutely,” Matteo chimed in. “Feel free to make them strong, too.”

    Todd mixed four strong Mai Tais and put them on a tray as Teri opened the sliding glass door that led to the plunge pool. She wasn’t wasting any time.

    “We’re going to end up in the pool anyway, right? We might as well start there,” she said.

    Todd and Matteo laughed as they followed her out with Mark right behind carrying the drink tray. Everyone stripped to their swimsuits, grabbed a Mai Tai, and slipped into the warm water.

    Mark took no offense when his wife sat next to Todd, leaving him to slide into the pool next to Matteo.

    “My husband spotted your wife on our first day here,” Matteo said. “He couldn’t stop talking about how beautiful she was.”

    “It’s true,” Todd added as he turned to Teri. “You have no idea how excited I was when you strolled by us at the pool today. I just had to talk to you. It turns out it was the right move, because here I am sitting next to you in a private pool.”

    “A toast to good fortune, then,” Teri said.

    She and Todd clinked glasses as Mark and Matteo did the same.

    “You don’t mind that another man desires your wife, Mark?” Matteo asked.

    “I don’t,” Mark replied.

    “Mark has experience being a cuckold,” Teri added. It seemed as though she wanted to be perfectly clear that she was open to getting fucked and that Mark wouldn’t put up a fight if that’s where the night went.

    “Do you?” Todd asked.

    “It was years ago, but yes,” Mark said. “It’s been on my mind today, actually.” He took a long sip of his drink, as if to find the courage to share what felt like a deeply intimate secret. “I remember those days more fondly than I thought, it turns out.”

    “Tell us more,” Matteo said as he turned and rested his arm on the wooden deck directly behind Mark’s head.

    “Well, Teri met a man she just couldn’t get out of her head. He was a coworker,” Mark began. “One night, after we’d shared a bottle of wine, she confessed her desires, in particular that she’d been having dreams about having sex with him and that she’d wake up and make herself cum while imagining fucking him in our bed.”

    “My, my, what a vivid imagination your wife has,” Matteo said as he smiled.

    “Mark got excited when I told him about my fantasies and my naughty masturbation sessions,” Teri said. “I noticed his lust and I went for it. I pushed him to imagine Jeremy – that was his name – fucking me. That was the first time we both masturbated thinking about me having sex with someone else.”

    Mark watched Todd’s hand move to Teri’s knee under the water. He couldn’t help but feel excited.

    “It didn’t take long for it to happen after that. Teri’s not the type to deny herself something she wants.”

    Teri smiled at her husband as Todd rubbed her leg, his fingers slowly inching their way up her thigh.

    “It wasn’t just me sleeping with another man though, was it honey?” Teri said.

    Mark shifted on the concrete seat in the pool. He felt a little uncomfortable at the idea of admitting the things he’d done for Jeremy and his wife.

    Matteo moved his hand to Mark’s shoulder and said, “Mark, we’re as open-minded as any two people on the planet. I promise, there are no judgments here.”

    Mark looked at him and smiled sheepishly. There was something undeniably appealing about Matteo.

    “I don’t know how much either of you know about the cuckold fetish, but we went pretty far down the road in the six months Teri was with Jeremy. He played the part of her bull and I found myself eagerly submitting to his dominant desires,” Mark explained.

    Matteo’s hand moved to the back of Mark’s neck and his strong fingers offered a gentle massage. A pleasing sense of relaxation spread down his back and arms.

    “Does that mean you have experience sucking cock?” Matteo asked.

    Mark was surprised at the direct, dirty nature of the question and Teri answered before he could.

    “Quite a bit of experience, in fact. Though it’s been a long time since he got to show off the skills he picked up as an eager cuckold cocksucker for Jeremy and I,” she said.

    Todd’s fingers reached Teri’s bikini line as the words left her lips and she instinctively spread her legs for him. He wasted no time, pulling aside the thin material that covered her pussy and running his fingers over her lips.

    Teri moaned as she stared into her husband’s eyes while another man played with her pussy under the water.

    “Did you enjoy watching another man fuck your wife, Mark?” Todd asked.

    Mark nodded as he continued to stare at Teri. The look of pleasure on her face was intoxicating. Memories of his six months as a cuckold filled his mind. He’d forgotten just how much he enjoyed that time in their lives.

    “Did you enjoy sucking another man’s cock, Mark?” Matteo asked as he gently pulled Mark closer.

    “I did,” he said. Though he never expected to utter those words, they were true. By the end, he’d grown to enjoy the act of sucking Jeremy’s cock. He’d even sucked him off a few times when Teri wasn’t available to play.

    “That’s good,” Matteo added.

    “Do you enjoy sucking cock, Teri?” Todd asked as he pushed two fingers inside her.

    Teri gasped in pleasure and closed her eyes as Todd skillfully worked her cunt. “Yes,” she finally said.

    Matteo stood up, turned to face Mark, and said, “Take my swimsuit off, Mark.”

    He did so without question. Mark knew what was coming next. He knew he’d have Matteo’s cock in his mouth before long. He knew it the moment the subject of his cuckolding came up.

    Matteo moved to the edge of the pool and sat on the wooden ledge. His feet dangled in the water as he spread his legs.

    “Show me how much you like sucking cock, Mark,” Matteo said in a soft but thoroughly commanding tone.

    Mark didn’t say anything. Instead, he moved between the thick thighs of the dark-skinned man and gave a blowjob. Matteo’s cock was half hard when it entered his mouth, but soon enough he had him fully erect and throbbing.

    “I want to see your mouth on my cock, Teri,” Todd said from across the plunge pool. “Be a good cocksucker just like your husband.”

    “With pleasure,” Teri replied.

    Mark felt Matteo’s steady hand on the back of his head as he bobbed up and down in the Latin man’s lap. Small waves emanated from his body as he moved in the water while blowing someone he’d just met. His cock throbbed in his bathing suit as his submissive tendencies emerged.

    “He’s good,” Matteo said.

    “She’s good too,” Todd added.

    They both laughed delightedly. “I think we picked the right couple,” Matteo said.

    Mark tried to swallow more of Matteo’s cock. He wanted what he’d said to be true. He wanted him and Teri to be the right couple for them. He wanted to see to someone else’s sexual pleasure and so he tried to deepthroat the man in his mouth.

    “Fuck, that’s incredible,” Matteo said in response, even as Mark gagged. “Do it again. Gag on my dick.”

    Mark heard the sound of gagging coming from across the pool. Teri was trying to deepthroat Todd. She was trying to match him, like they were competing to see who the best cocksucker was.

    “You two are incredible,” Todd said.

    Matteo gently pushed Mark’s head out of his lap and slipped into the pool. He had Mark sit next to him and said, “Stroke my cock, Mark.”

    Mark did as he was told and looked across the pool to see Todd slipping into the water. He didn’t want Teri to stroke his cock, though.

    Instead, the muscular man pulled Mark’s wife into his lap and pushed his cock into her pussy. Just like that, she was having reverse cowgirl sex with another man.

    “She looks beautiful with his cock inside her, doesn’t she?” Matteo asked as Mark continued to stroke his cock.

    Mark looked at his beautiful wife. He saw the look of pure, lusty pleasure on her face. He saw the other man’s hands playing with her perky tits. He heard her joyful moans.

    “She’s perfect,” Mark said, “Especially with your husband’s cock inside her.”

    Mark thought nothing of the fact that he was watching his wife get fucked while he stroked someone else’s cock. He was completely caught up in the moment. It felt like his entire body was alive with a kind of desire he hadn’t experienced in years.

    “Take off your bathing suit, Mark,” Matteo instructed.

    Mark released the other man’s cock, untied his bathing suit, and slipped it off. He tossed it onto the pool deck and looked down at his dick, which was rock hard.

    Before he had a chance to take Matteo’s cock in his grasp once more, the muscular Latin man grabbed Mark and pulled him into his lap. He felt the thick, throbbing head of Matteo’s cock press against his asshole.

    “Have you ever been fucked, Mark?” Matteo asked.

    Teri’s eyes went wide as she watched while riding Todd’s big dick. Mark couldn’t tell if she was turned on or horrified by what was about to happen.

    “No,” Mark said, though he made no effort to wriggle from Matteo’s grasp.

    “Then this might hurt a little,” Matteo said.

    Mark felt pressure against his asshole. It was soon followed by pain as Matteo’s cock pushed inside him. He gritted his teeth and held his wife’s gaze.

    “Oh my God,” Teri said. “That’s so fucking hot.”

    Mark groaned as Matteo’s cock slid into him. Being underwater seemed to help as it didn’t feel nearly as painful as he’d expected.

    “Do you like watching your husband get fucked, Teri?” Todd asked as he watched the show unfolding in front of him.

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” she answered. She bounced harder on Todd’s big cock, fucking herself as she watched her husband take another man deep inside him.

    Matteo held Mark’s hips and slowly guided him up and down on his cock. With each thrust the pain receded and a deep sense of pleasure grew. Much to his surprise, Mark was enjoying getting fucked.

    “This feels so good,” he finally said.

    “What feels good, Mark?” Matteo asked as he pulled Mark down onto the full length of his cock.

    “Getting fucked,” Mark replied. “It feels so good to get fucked, to have your big cock inside me.”

    Teri moaned and closed her eyes. Mark watched her body tremble. She was cumming. There was no question about it. She was watching another man fuck him and she was cumming.

    “It looks like your wife enjoys it too, Mark. It’s a shame you didn’t let Jeremy fuck you all those years ago,” Matteo said as he began to fuck Mark faster.

    “I know,” Mark said. It was the only thing that came to mind.

    “Don’t worry. We can make up for that tonight,” Matteo whispered.

    The long, thick Latin cock was rapidly sliding in and out of his ass. His head swam with a kind of lust he wasn’t sure he’d ever experienced. It was like he’d taken a particularly strong dose of a very good drug.

    “Now you see why I liked fucking Jeremy so much,” Teri said as she watched with Todd’s cock still buried inside her.

    Matteo groaned behind Mark. He fucked him harder and faster. Water splashed around him as his asshole stretched out around the other man’s big dick.

    “He’s going to cum inside you, honey,” Teri said.

    Mark didn’t move. Instead, he squeezed his asshole nice and tight around the big cock inside him. He wanted to make Matteo feel even better. He wanted to encourage the other man to cum inside him.

    Matteo grunted loudly and pulled Mark down onto his cock. His fingers dug into Mark’s hips and the big cock pulsed inside him.

    Another man was cumming in his ass. He’d sucked cock. He’d watched his wife fuck another man. Now, he was taking a load up his ass. Teri had been right to think the night was going to get wild.

    After he’d finished cumming, Matteo wrapped his arms around Mark’s body and held him tight. His cock was still hard and still buried deep in Mark’s asshole.

    “We’re just getting started,” he said.

    “I hope so,” Teri added from across the pool.

    Mark was ready for anything.

    Part two coming soon…

  
    A Very Bisexual Vacation - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “How do you feel?” Teri asked her husband.

    She was sitting next to him in the hot tub. Matteo and Todd had excused themselves to give the couple a little time together.

    Mark looked at his wife, who was still in her bikini bottoms. He glanced at her perky breasts. He thought about how another man’s cock had been inside her just minutes ago. He thought about how good it looked and how turned on he’d been by it.

    “I feel incredible,” Mark answered.

    It was the absolute truth. It felt a little strange to say it, given that Matteo had just fucked him and cum inside him, but it was true. He’d just had a fully bisexual experience and he’d loved it. The fact that it was a foursome with his wife getting fucked at the same time certainly made it better. The fact that Matteo had taken the dominant role made it better too. He’d thoroughly enjoyed it.

    Teri smiled and moved closer. She kissed her husband and her fingers moved under the water to encircle his cock and stroke him slowly.

    “It was so hot, baby,” she whispered. “Watching him do what he wanted with you. Watching you let him have you. I can’t even explain how hot it was.”

    Mark smiled. Part of him still couldn’t believe what had happened. He’d watched Teri cuckold him with Todd, and it seemed like moments later he was fully in on the action with Matteo’s thick cock buried inside him.

    “I loved watching you,” Mark said. “You looked so sexy riding Todd’s cock.”

    “I know you like watching,” Teri replied as a smile broke across her face. “I remember all those years ago. I remember what a good, eager cuckold you were. I remember how much you loved watching my bull fuck me, how eager you were to serve us.”

    Mark remembered too. He remembered sucking cock for his wife and her bull. He remembered cleaning up. He remembered how hot it was to see Teri get completely lost in the pleasure of having someone else’s big cock fucking her pussy.

    Teri kissed him as she played with his cock under the water. Her tongue pushed past his lips and into his mouth.

    “Let’s go inside, baby. I need to get fucked again,” she whispered.

    Mark watched his wife stand up and step out of the plunge pool. She untied her bikini top and pushed her bottoms down and offered her hand. Mark took it and they strode slowly into the bungalow.

    Todd and Matteo were sitting on the couch and each had a fresh Mai Tai in his hand. They were naked and both had long, thick-looking flaccid cocks resting between their legs.

    “Is the happy couple ready for more?” Todd asked as his eyes moved from Teri to Mark and back again.

    Teri looked at her husband and then back at the two men sitting on the couch in front of them. She smiled and said, “You can do whatever you want with us.”

    They hadn’t discussed such an offer, but Mark felt a rush of excitement as the words left his wife’s lips. It was exactly what he wanted. His cock was still hard. His balls were tight against his body. His asshole wasn’t even sore despite the fucking it had just received.

    “Mark, why don’t you eat your wife’s pussy for us,” Matteo said.

    Mark turned to Teri and dropped to his knees. She widened her stance to allow him between her legs and her hand gently guided his head to her cunt.

    “That’s good Mark,” Todd said. “Very good.”

    It seemed that the two men were taking a more dominant stance now that the first round of pleasure had ended.

    Mark loved worshiping his wife’s pussy, but it felt better to do so on the command of someone else. It was doubly thrilling knowing that he would soon be watching someone else fuck his wife once more.

    “Come here, Teri,” Todd said as he held out his hand.

    Teri stepped away from her husband, depriving him of the pussy he so desperately wanted to continue worshiping.

    “Stay there, Mark,” Matteo instructed as Teri straddled Todd on the couch.

    Mark stayed on his knees and watched as his wife’s pussy stretched open around another man’s cock. He watched the plump head and thick shaft disappear inside her.

    Todd’s hands grasped Teri’s ass and then moved slowly over her back as she slowly rode him. It was an erotic display that Mark couldn’t look away from. The way Teri moaned with someone else inside her was a beautiful soundtrack to the slow, sensual sex he was witness to.

    “Put your tongue in your wife’s asshole, Mark,” Matteo instructed from the couch. His cock had come alive once more and he was slowly stroking himself as he watched.

    Mark crawled towards the couch and reached up to spread his wife’s ass cheeks. He leaned in and did as he was told. His tongue licked back and forth over her asshole, eliciting joyful moans as Teri experienced pleasure from two men.

    “Does his tongue feel good, Teri?” Matteo asked.

    Teri groaned and said, “It’s incredible.”

    “Isn’t that what your husband is best suited to do? Isn’t he best as an ass eating cuckold?” Matteo asked.

    “Yes!” Teri said.

    Mark felt the intended erotic humiliation. Matteo was putting him in his place in a way he found irresistibly arousing. He stepped up his eager eating of Teri’s asshole and she moaned louder.

    “Suck his balls, Mark,” Matteo said.

    Mark reluctantly pulled his tongue from between Teri’s ass cheeks and turned his attention to Todd’s testicles. He licked the hairy flesh and then took each into his mouth, running his tongue over it as he did.

    “Your husband is so obedient,” Todd said.

    Teri laughed and bounced harder on the cock inside her. Mark hoped she was turned on by his willing submissiveness.

    “Eat his ass, Mark,” Matteo demanded.

    Mark licked the space between Todd’s balls and asshole before turning his full attention to the anus of the man fucking his wife. It didn’t feel quite as appealing as rimming his wife, but Mark still gave it his all. He ate another man’s asshole and he did so vigorously. He offered pleasure because he knew that’s what they wanted from him and he was too turned on to say no.

    Mark only stopped rimming Todd when Matteo grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him away from the ass he was eagerly eating.

    “Suck my cock,” the tall Latin man demanded as he pressed his thick, throbbing dick against Mark’s lips.

    Mark opened wide and did as he was told. He let the big cock fill his mouth and move down his throat. He gagged on it and gasped for air when Matteo pulled out and laughed.

    “You’ve been well-trained, Mark,” Matteo commented. “You opened up like a good boy. You barely struggled when I made you gag. I think you might be a natural born cocksucker. I think you and your wife should consider taking up cuckolding again.”

    Matteo looked at the sex happening on the couch and smiled. “It seems like Todd is giving her something that she clearly needs, maybe even something that her husband doesn’t offer her. Do you think that’s true, Mark?”

    Mark looked up at the man standing above him and nodded. He’d felt that way when Teri first cuckolded him years ago. He wasn’t sure why she didn’t want to try it again and they’d never had an in depth conversation about it.

    Matteo pushed his cock into Mark’s mouth again. He grabbed his head with two hands and fucked his face, pumping his long, thick shaft in and out of the eager, open mouth that had been offered to him.

    “Stand up,” Matteo demanded when he pulled his erection from Mark’s mouth.

    Mark did as he was told and when the other man pointed to the bed he walked over without hesitation.

    “On your hands and knees, Mark,” Matteo said.

    Mark knew he was going to get fucked again. His asshole twitched at the notion of being stretched once more by the thick cock that had already left one load of cum inside him.

    As he took his place in the bed, Mark saw his wife climb off of Todd’s cock. She too walked to the bed, getting on her hands and knees from the opposite side.

    Todd moved behind Teri as the married couple waited to be used by the two men they’d just met. Mark looked into his wife’s eyes and saw a kind wild, unhinged lust that he’d only witnessed when she’d had a bull.

    “Do you want me to fuck your husband, Teri?” Matteo asked as he rubbed the head of his cock over Mark’s asshole.

    “Yes!” she said while staring into Mark’s eyes. “Fuck him. Use him. Pound him.”

    Mark couldn’t help but get caught up in his wife’s lust. He felt a deep need to be fucked. He loved that the question wasn’t directed at him, as if he had no choice in the matter. As long as Teri wanted it, he was going to get fucked.

    Matteo’s cock slid into Mark from behind just as Todd penetrated Teri. Just like that, both husband and wife were being fucked.

    Mark closed his eyes and groaned as the big dick slowly filled him. Matteo was taking his time.

    “Fuck me,” Teri said. “Fuck my married pussy. Give me what he can’t.” She was into it. She’d become the woman she was when she’d previously cuckolded Mark.

    “With pleasure,” Todd said as he smiled, gave Teri’s ass a hard smack, and grabbed her hips to get leverage for the hard, deep pounding he gave her pussy.

    Mark looked into his wife’s eyes as they both took cock from behind. He felt a surprisingly deep kind of connection with her. It was odd, but he felt like he was more in love with her in that moment than he’d been in years. They’d both given in to their deepest, wildest, dirtiest sexual instincts and they were having a foursome in their hotel room as a result.

    “Does his dick feel good, baby?” Teri asked.

    “Yes,” Mark answered.

    Matteo fucked Mark harder. He groaned as a hint of pain mixed with the surprising pleasure emanating from his asshole.

    “Do you like it hard, baby?” Teri asked. It seemed like she was getting more turned on. Mark couldn’t tell if it was from the cock pounding her or the fact that he was being used by another man.

    “Yes!” Mark said. “Harder. Fuck me harder.”

    Mark was lost in his lust. He knew it would hurt if Matteo fucked him harder, but he wanted it to happen. He wanted to see his wife’s lusty smile. He wanted to see the pleasure on her face as another man took his ass and used it aggressively.

    Matteo did as Mark desired. He fucked him harder. He spanked his ass. He pounded him with his long, thick cock. It did hurt, but the look on Teri’s face was worth it. The moan she let loose was doubly worth it.

    “I’m cumming!” Teri cried out.

    Mark couldn’t help but smile. He knew Todd’s cock had something to do with it, but he knew his willingness to take whatever Matteo wanted to give him was part of it too. He knew that his being a submissive bisexual thrilled his wife. He remembered from the days with her bull.

    Todd pulled out of Teri’s pussy and gave her a smack on the ass. She got the message and moved to the side. Mark looked up and saw the other man coming at him.

    There was no hesitation. Mark opened up and Todd’s slick cock pushed past his lips and onto his tongue. He sucked his wife’s juices off of it and did his best to relax and let the spit roasting play out.

    “Fuck, that’s so hot,” Teri said as she reached between her legs. Mere moments after an orgasm she was in pursuit of another one. It thrilled Mark to see that his willingness to be used by two men at once turned her on.

    “Most men wouldn’t give it up like this, Teri,” Todd said as he fucked Mark’s mouth like it was a pussy.

    “They wouldn’t,” she agreed. “But most men aren’t like my husband. Most men aren’t willing to do whatever it takes to make their wife happy. Most men aren’t willing to let go of everything in pursuit of making the woman they married happy.”

    She moved closer and reached between Mark’s legs. Her fingers wrapped around his cock and stroked him with a tight grip.

    “My hubby is a good boy, though. He wants to make me happy, even if that means getting fucked like he’s a whore in a porn video.”

    Mark felt overwhelmed in the best way imaginable. He had a thick cock inside him from both ends and his wife’s soft fingers around his turgid erection. Teri’s softly whispered dirty talk was the final element that put him over the top and turned it into one of the most satisfying sexual experiences of his life.

    “Maybe it’s time you made your husband a permanent cuckold,” Todd said as he continued to pummel Mark’s mouth with his thick cock. “Maybe this is his true calling.”

    Teri’s moans filled Mark’s ears as she masturbated. “I think you might be right,” she said. “He didn’t put up a fight. He let Matteo take his ass twice. He let you take his mouth. He’d probably let you take him back to your room and double team him all night long if that’s what I wanted.”

    Something clicked for Mark in that moment. Teri was right. If it’s what she wanted, it’s what he would have done. He wouldn’t necessarily have welcomed it. He might not have loved it, but if he’d known that his wife wanted him to offer his body to two men for the night, he would have done it without question.

    “He likes that,” Teri said. “I can feel his cock getting stiffer. Fuck, my husband is such a naughty slut.”

    “He’s about to be a cum slut,” Matteo said, signaling his impending release.

    “Fill him,” Teri said. “Use him.”

    Mark felt the cock in his mouth swell up. Moments later, it ejaculated. Multiple shots of hot, thick cum landed on his tongue and he swallowed as quickly as he could.

    Matteo groaned, pushed his dick deep into Mark’s ass, and exploded inside him. Another load filled him. Mark was being fed cum from both ends.

    Teri climaxed as she watched the two men use Mark. She let go of his cock and played with her tits with one hand while furiously rubbing her clit with the other. She kicked her feet out and arched her back as the climax spread. Her screams of pleasure filled the room, drowning out all other sounds.

    When Matteo and Todd pulled out, Mark felt a deep sense of emptiness for a few moments. It was over. He’d been used. He had cum dripping out of his ass and a load in his stomach. He could still taste it on his tongue.

    After her orgasm, Teri moved to kiss Mark. It was a slow, post-coital type of kiss where her lips lingered against his.

    “Thank you,” she whispered. “That was an incredible orgasm.”

    Though Mark hadn’t been directly involved in her orgasm, he knew he helped inspire it. He knew that watching him get fucked by Todd and Matteo had lifted his wife to a higher plane of sexual pleasure. He took pride in that.

    “My pleasure,” he said.

    “I am going to make you my cuckold,” she said before kissing him again. “They’re right. It’s what you were made for.”

    Mark knew it was the truth. There was no point in fighting it. He was a cuckold. He was her cuckold.

    The end.

  
    A Very Generous Secret Santa

    "What's this?" Lilly asked as she ran her fingers over the little red dress Seth had laid out on the bed.

    "It's a gift."

    She smiled. "For me?"

    Seth shook his head. "For my Secret Santa."

    "You bought this dress for another woman?"

    "No. I bought it for you."

    "But you said...Seth, I don't understand."

    He moved behind his wife, brushed her dark hair aside, and kissed the nape of her neck. "This year, I drew Raul's name for Secret Santa."

    Lilly moaned softly as Seth kissed her neck once more.

    "You know Raul," he said. "Tall, dark hair, big arms. He's the one you were ogling at the pool party last summer."

    "Yes, I know Raul. He's the one you asked me to talk about when we fucked after that pool party. The one you asked me to fantasize about as I rode your dick."

    Seth slipped his hand into his wife's leggings and grabbed her ass. She moaned and he moved his hand around front and rubbed her pussy, eliciting a lower, longer moan.

    "I also bought you a lingerie set. A bra, panties, garters, stockings. You'll wear it along with the dress. I'll drive you to the hotel I selected. I'll take you up to the room I booked. Raul will be there waiting for us. I'll give him his gift and he'll make use of it for as long as he wants."

    Lilly was wet. His fingers slipped inside her with ease. She moaned as he played with her pussy and slipped his hand into her bra. She turned her head and they kissed as she reached back to massage his stiff cock.

    "Are you going to watch Raul enjoy his gift?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "You're going to sit in the corner and watch like a good cuck?"

    "Yes."

    They'd discussed his fantasy countless times since the pool party. They'd had countless orgasms while discussing it. They'd never talked about actually making it a reality, but it seemed that Lilly was fully on board with doing so.

    Her embrace of his gift for Raul had left Seth with a raging erection that he desperately wanted to tend to. He pulled Lilly's leggings down to her knees and bent her over the bed, pressing her face into the soft fabric of the dress. He slipped his fingers into her from behind while unzipping his pants.

    "When are you giving me to him?" she asked.

    "Tomorrow night."

    Lilly stood and pulled her leggings up.

    "What are you doing?" he asked. "I want to fuck you."

    "Not until you've been cucked."

    "What? No. I want to fuck you. I want to cum."

    "I don't care. You'll enjoy tomorrow night more if it's been a few days since your last orgasm."

    "That's not true."

    She smiled. "It is true, Seth. You always enjoy your fantasy more when it's been a few days since you've cum and you're absolutely going to enjoy your fantasy becoming reality more if you've been denied the climax you clearly crave. So, put your dick away, and if it comes out again or if you masturbate I will refuse to be given away as Raul's Christmas gift."

    Seth looked down at his cock and felt a huge wave of frustration wash over him.

    "If, however, you manage not to cum before tomorrow night, I'll happily let myself be given as a gift. I'll put in a great deal of effort to look as hot as possible, too, and I will be the woman of Raul's dreams. I will let him use me however he wants. I'll let him do as he pleases with my body as you watch from a chair in the corner of the room like a good cuck."

    Seth was more turned on than he'd ever been, which made it all the more difficult to agree to her terms. He did, though, for making his cuckold fantasy a reality was far more appealing than having an orgasm that night.

    ---

    Lilly looked astoundingly hot. Breathtakingly so. She looked good enough that Seth found himself thinking that maybe she was a bit too excited about her night with Raul, which is why he found himself regretting the whole thing as they approached the room he'd booked.

    "I think...wait, I think we should go home. I think this was a mistake. I'll just text Raul and tell him I changed my mind."

    "It's too late for that, Seth," she said with a smile. "I'm excited about this, and you are too. I'm sure that you're nervous, but you've been talking about this fantasy for months and I'm sure you've been thinking about it for a lot longer than that. You don't have to watch, though. I'm more than happy to let Raul have his way with me without you in the room."

    It was the phrase 'have his way with me' that filled Seth with desire. It conjured an image of Lilly being little more than a fuck toy for Raul, of his cock pounding her pussy in every imaginable position. In an instant Seth was awash in lust and though the angst remained, he took his wife's hand and led her to room he'd booked for the evening.

    He knocked and a few seconds later the door opened. Raul had clearly put in some effort to look good, just as Lilly had. He wore a nice pair of slacks and a dark blue button up. His shoes were elegant and freshly shined. He'd put work into making sure his hair looked good, too.

    "Is this my gift?" Raul asked as he smiled at Lilly.

    "It is," Seth answered.

    Raul extended his hand and Lilly took it. "You're exquisite, Lilly. The most exquisite woman I've ever had the pleasure of gazing upon."

    "I wanted to look good for you."

    He smiled. "Can I take that as confirmation that you're okay with being my gift for the evening?"

    Lilly stepped closer, pressed her body against his, and kissed Raul with a level of passion and desire that caught Seth off guard. The kiss went on for quite some time, too, as their tongues clearly engaged in an erotic dance.

    "You can take that as confirmation," she said softly. "I assume I can take your erection as confirmation that you're excited about your gift?"

    Raul smiled and led Lilly into the room. Neither of them looked at Seth. Instead, the door nearly closed before he stuck his foot out and pushed his way inside just in time to see Raul pull Lilly close for another kiss, this one even deeper. His hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass, which looked genuinely breathtaking in the tight red dress.

    Raul groped her ass hard. He smacked it, too, and then gently pulled up the back of the dress to grab two handfuls of her soft flesh, all while Lilly moaned while seemingly sucking on her tongue.

    After the kiss, Raul pulled her dress back down and said, "Would you like a drink? I took the liberty of ordering champagne on your husband's dime."

    "I'd love that."

    Raul pulled the bottle of champagne from the ice bucket on the dresser, popped the cork, and poured two glasses. Seth noted that neither of them had bothered looking his way since they entered the room and Raul certainly hadn't poured him a glass of champagne.

    "Come," Raul said as he took Lilly's hand and led her towards the couch. They sat together and she crossed her legs and sipped her champagne.

    Seth marveled at the way his wife looked at Raul like she was absolutely smitten with him. It seemed to him that she was acting in the manner a high class escort does - or at least how he imagined that would go - as she seemingly wanted Raul to believe that there was nothing in the world that Lilly cared about other than tending to his needs.

    "I know I've said it already, Lilly, but you're stunningly beautiful," Raul said.

    "I'm glad you think so. I didn't know this night was going to happen, but I've thought about something like it happening since last summer. Since that pool party we were all at. I can't tell you how many times I've imagined being yours for a night, Raul. Being your plaything. Being the object of your lust. Being the woman that satisfies you, that tends to your needs, that tends to your cock."

    Lilly rested her hand on Raul's leg and ran her fingers towards his crotch. He smiled as she found his cock and stroked him before leaning in for a kiss. Again their tongues entwined, only this time Seth was nursing an erection as he watched from the other side of the room. It was his wife's talk of wanting to be Raul's plaything that had gotten him so aroused.

    "I'm going to enjoy making you my plaything," Raul said as he leaned back and closed his eyes while Lilly kissed his neck. That went on for a short while before Raul looked at Seth and said, "You know, this room is really missing a coffee table or an ottoman. Something I can rest my feet on while your beautiful wife strokes my cock and kisses my neck."

    Seth wasn't sure how he was meant to respond to that statement, so he said nothing.

    "Why don't you be our coffee table, cuck?" Raul suggested. "Why don't you come over here, get on your hands and knees, and let me and your wife rest our feet on your back while we enjoy our champagne."

    Seth was taken aback, so much so that he couldn't quite form a sentence. "I...I don't...I'm not..."

    "Do as you're told, cuck," Lilly said rather sharply. "You don't want to be a bad Secret Santa, after all. You want to make every effort to make sure that Raul enjoys your gift to the fullest. So get over here and do as you're told."

    Seth's pulse raced as he slowly walked towards the couch. He felt the most significant sense of humiliation he'd ever experienced, and yet arousal coursed through him as he watched his flawlessly beautiful wife kiss Raul while playing with his cock through his slacks.

    Seth dropped to his knees in front of the couch, turned to his side, and fell forward. He made sure his back was straight as he looked towards the couch and saw both Raul and Lilly lift their feet to rest them on his back.

    "I didn't give you permission to look at us, cuck," Raul said with a smile. "Look at the floor."

    Seth's face burned with humiliation as he turned his gaze to the floor. He remained there while Lilly and Raul talked, flirted, drank their champagne, kissed, and fondled each other. He yearned to look, but he'd ceded any sense of control over the situation to Raul and embraced his place as a cuck.

    "A good plaything is happy to suck cock," Raul said at one point. "So tell me, Lilly, are you a good plaything?"

    "I want to be," she replied softly. "For you, that is. I want to be the plaything of your dreams, Raul. And yes, I'm very happy to suck your cock. I'll make you feel good."

    Seth heard Raul's zipper being lowered. He heard his wife reach into the other man's pants. He heard her kissing the cock she'd no doubt freed. Then he heard her sucking it.

    "Oh, fuck," Raul said. "I've been dreaming of this too, Lilly. Ever since that pool party. You looked so fucking good in that bikini. I couldn't stop thinking about you. Now my cock is in your mouth. This is shaping up to be the best Christmas gift I've ever gotten."

    Lilly had pulled her feet from Seth's back, but Raul was still using him like an ottoman while he listened to his wife give a blowjob. He listened to her moan. He listened to her suck. He listened to her stroke. He listened to her do everything she could to make Raul feel good and his dick throbbed despite the fact that he'd been reduced to little more than furniture.

    "You're a world class cocksucker, Lilly," Raul said. "But I want to see the lingerie you wore for me. Stand up and have your cuck help you out of that dress."

    Lilly stood and Raul pulled his feet from Seth's back. He joined his wife in standing and moved behind her to unzip the tight red dress. He pushed the straps from her shoulders and worked the soft material over her hips before it fell to the ground. Lilly stepped out of it while Seth retrieved the dress and draped it over the back of the desk chair.

    Lilly was dancing for Raul when Seth turned his attention their way. Her hips swayed as she ran her fingers up her torso, over her breasts, and through her soft blonde hair. Raul's cock remained stiff as he finished the last of his champagne and set the glass on the floor.

    "Are you wet?"

    Lilly nodded, spun around, and bent over. She shook her ass in Raul's face and he reached up to smack it hard, eliciting a delighted squeal from Lilly.

    "Come over here and take her panties off, cuck," Raul ordered. "Do it from your knees."

    Seth rushed over, dropped to his knees, and removed his wife's panties. He'd put them on over her garters, a decision that proved wise as she was free to remain largely in her lingerie set while freeing her pussy for Raul's pleasure.

    "Now sit on my cock," Raul said.

    Lilly smiled and backed up. She sat in Raul's lap and lifted her hips. She reached down and guided the head of his cock to her pussy lips.

    "Wait!" Seth said as he reached into his pocket. "You have to use a condom."

    Lilly's smile grew bigger and brighter as she dropped her pussy onto Raul's back cock. "I wouldn't be a good plaything if I didn't give him the option of cumming inside me, would I? And you wouldn't be much of a Secret Santa if you had all sorts of rules about how Raul is allowed to use your wife, would you?"

    Seth shook his head as Lilly began to ride the long, thick cock now buried in her pussy.

    "If Raul wants to cum inside me, he can," she said. "If he wants to cum on my face, he can. If he wants to cum on my tits, he can. If he wants me to lie in the bed so he can cum over every inch of my body, he can. You gave me to him, Seth. You made me his plaything. His fuck toy. I'm his to do whatever he wants with and that makes my pussy so fucking wet."

    Raul grasped her breasts as Lilly rode him hard. Despite the angst coursing through him, Seth couldn't keep his eyes off the beautiful union of his wife's body and Raul's cock.

    They fucked like that for a few minutes before Raul lifted her off his cock and set her on the couch next to him. "Eat her pussy, cuck."

    Seth crawled forward and plunged his tongue into his wife's pussy. He was all in. He wanted it. He fucking craved it.

    "Look at him," Raul said. "Devouring your cunt so soon after I've been inside you."

    "It's fucking hot," Lilly replied.

    They kissed as Seth tongue fucked her pussy. Raul roughly grasped one of her breasts and played with it, eliciting a moan into his mouth.

    "Who do you belong to tonight?" he asked.

    "You," she replied. "I'm yours, Raul. I'm your fuck toy. I'm your plaything. Do whatever you want with me."

    Lilly grabbed Seth's head with both hands and pulled him close enough to smother him with her pussy.

    "Are you going to cum?" Raul asked.

    She nodded. "Is that okay?"

    "No."

    Lilly pushed Seth's head back and kissed Raul. She climbed into his lap and guided his cock inside her. She rode him with wild abandon and Seth tried to think of the last time his wife had fucked him in that manner. Nothing came to mind.

    "Can I cum on your cock?"

    "Yes."

    Raul pulled down the cups of Lilly's bra to free her breasts. He grabbed both and squeezed them hard. He pulled on her nipples. She threw her head back and rode him wildly, right up until the point that her legs started shaking.

    "Suck on her toes, cuck," Raul ordered.

    Seth sucked on his wife's toes while she came with another man's cock inside her. He kept them in his mouth while she and Raul kissed in the aftermath of her climax. He kept on sucking until Raul told him to stop.

    He stood with Lilly's pussy still impaled on his cock. He walked to the bed, crawled onto it, and set her down while keeping himself inside her. He began to fuck her slowly as they kissed. She wrapped her legs around him and moaned into his mouth. Seth crawled closer to watch from the foot of the bed.

    "Get naked and get on your knees in the corner of the room, cuck," Raul ordered as he looked back. "You can watch, but you can't touch your dick. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will not move unless ordered to. Do you understand?"

    Seth nodded, stood, stripped, and hustled to the corner of the room to drop to his knees.

    "It makes me wet when you boss him around like that," Lilly said. "Fuck...I can't believe how much it turns me on."

    Raul fucked her harder after that. Clearly he too was aroused by bossing around Seth. To his great embarrassment, Seth felt the arousal too. His dick was hard. His balls were tight and tingling. His body hummed with wild desire, all because he'd lost control over what he thought would be a fairly simple night of his wife having good sex with another man.

    Lilly had her second orgasm not long after Raul ordered Seth into the corner. He didn't stop fucking her, though. He pounded her right through the orgasm and kept on going. Right as it seemed like the stimulation was too much for her, Raul pulled out, crawled forward, and pushed his cock into her mouth. He pinned Lilly's wrists to the bed and began to fuck her face. He went slowly and pulled out to let her catch her breath every now and then, but he was absolutely using her like a fuck toy, which is precisely what Lilly wanted to be.

    After a few minutes of oral, Lilly's face was covered in saliva and precum, mostly from Raul slapping it with his dick while she caught her breath. Seth figured his wife might want a break, but he was wrong about that.

    "Please, Raul, fuck me. Put your dick back inside me. Use my pussy."

    He smiled, moved back into missionary, and slid inside her. He kept her wrists pinned to the bed, pulling them together to keep them down with one hand. He fucked her harder than he had before. He fucked her so hard that Seth figured she couldn't possibly be enjoying it, but Lilly was moaning like he'd never heard her moan before.

    Lilly came for a third time before Raul finished, but it quickly became clear that he wanted it that way. After her orgasm, he pulled out, backed out of the bed, and looked at Seth.

    "Get over here, cuck. Crawl to me."

    Seth crawled despite the sense of humiliation coursing through him. He stopped in front of Raul and watched as he stroked his cock.

    "I'm going to cum on your face, cuck. I'm going to give you a facial while your wife watches."

    Seth turned to see that Lilly had crawled to the edge of the bed and was smiling.

    "You should beg for it, cuck," she said.

    Seth looked up at Raul, whose cock was slick with pussy juice and precum. "Please...please cum on my face."

    Raul stroked his dick faster and Seth found himself getting even more turned on.

    "Please, Raul, cum on my face."

    The cock swelled up and a moment later a thick rope of cum launched from the tip. It landed across Seth's forehead, cheek, and nose. His head snapped back for a moment before he moved it back into place to receive the rest of the load.

    "Lilly, get down here and suck my cock clean," Raul instructed.

    She crawled out of the bed and took his dick in her mouth as Seth watched. She sucked lustily, like she deeply appreciated the orgasms that Raul's cock had provided her.

    "Now lick all that cum off your husband's face and share it with him," Raul said. "After you're done, you can crawl back into bed with me as the cuck crawls back to his corner."

    Lilly took her time cleaning Seth's face. She'd lick up a little and then kiss him deeply, lick up a little more and spit it into his mouth, then go back to licking and kissing. Soon enough, though, only a thin sheen of saliva - and likely a little cum - was left on his face. His cock still raged with desire and Lilly looked positively blissful.

    "I love that we're only getting started," she said to him.

    Lilly crawled back into the bed and settled next to Raul. He put his arm around her, pulled her close, and reached down to give her ass a good squeeze and a smack.

    "Has anyone ever had your ass?" he asked.

    "No," she answered. "A finger once or twice, but no one's ever taken my ass."

    Raul smiled as Seth settled into the cuck corner. "Maybe I'll be the one to take it. If not tonight, then maybe next time."

    "Next time?" Seth asked.

    "I've cum three times already, cuck," Lilly replied. "Of course Raul gets to have me again if he wants me. If he was terrible in bed maybe I wouldn't be interested, but he's not, so I'm going to be his to play with and you'll just have to deal with that."

    Seth had completely lost control and he was okay with that. He smiled as he sat on his knees in the cuck corner. His cock was still hard as he watched his wife take Raul's soft cock in her hand and stroke it.

    "Can I suck your cock until you're hard for me?" she asked.

    "You may."

    Lilly kissed her way down Raul's chest and stomach. She took his flaccid cock in her mouth. She sucked him slowly. She kissed and sucked his balls. She stroked him. She worked him to get him hard so he could fuck her yet again.

    Seth didn't need to be in control. His fantasy - or a version of it, at least - had become reality and it was just as arousing as he'd hoped it would be. More humiliating, too, but that was a small price to pay for the pleasure he felt.

  
    A Very Good First Date

    “Are you sure about this?” your wife asked as you pulled up to the bar where she was due to meet the man she’d chosen to cuckold you with.

    “I am,” you said. “Are you?” You put the car in park and looked at your radiantly beautiful wife. She’d put in a great deal of effort to look good for her potential bull and that effort had paid off.

    “I’m nervous,” she replied. “Really nervous, in fact.”

    You took her hand, squeezed it gently, and said, “He’s going to love you, I promise. You look more beautiful than you ever have and he’s going to find you utterly irresistible.”

    She smiled and leaned over to give you a kiss on the cheek. “I don’t think I could do this without you by my side,” she said. “I don’t think I’d feel comfortable. Promise you’ll be there for me. Promise you won’t even leave me to go to the bathroom.”

    “I’ll be there the whole time,” you said. “I promise.”

    Your wife smiled and you got out of the car and headed into the bar. You found her potential bull sitting at a booth in the corner. Three drinks sat on the table. He’d ordered for you. You slid into the booth and your wife slid in next to you. You both smiled at him and your wife nervously sipped her drink.

    “You look stunning,” he said to your wife. “Your pictures didn’t do you justice.”

    She smiled shyly and said, “Thank you. I was…to be honest, I was a little nervous you’d be disappointed with me.”

    He reached across the table and took her hand in his. “I find it hard to believe you’ve ever disappointed a man. You’re far too beautiful for that. I’d think most men would think themselves lucky to spend even a few moments with you.”

    Your wife blushed at his well-delivered compliments, though you suspected that his good looks had something to do with her blushing as well. Your wife wasn’t the only one whose pictures didn’t do her justice.

    “How would you feel about sitting next to me?” he asked.

    Your wife didn’t even bother glancing your way. She simply moved to the other side of the booth without saying a word. He put his arm around her and pulled her close. She looked so small next to him and the smile on her face made it obvious that she thoroughly enjoyed being that close to him.

    “I hope you don’t mind that I ordered you a drink,” he said.

    “No, I like that you ordered for me,” your wife replied. “I like…I like when a man takes charge.”

    Your loins came to life at your wife’s comment, which struck you as decidedly sexual, like she’d already decided that she wanted the evening to end with him becoming her bull.

    “Is your husband that kind of man?” he asked.

    Your wife glanced at you, smiled, and looked back at him before she said, “No, he’s not.”

    He smiled, reached up to caress your wife’s face, and leaned in. Their lips met for a kiss and you watched your wife open her mouth to signal that she’d welcome his tongue. The kiss deepened in an instant and she moaned. His hand moved from her face to one of her breasts as you watched with rapt attention and a stiff cock in your pants.

    “Did you enjoy that?” he asked at the conclusion of the rather lengthy, lusty kiss.

    “Yes,” your wife said softly.

    He turned to you and asked, “And did you like that?”

    “Yes,” you admitted.

    “Is your dick hard?” he asked.

    You looked at your wife and saw a seductive smile on her face. “Yes,” you answered.

    “So is his,” she replied as it seemed perfectly clear that her hand was between his legs.

    Your wife’s potential bull – likely bull, at that point – looked at you and said, “Go pull the car up to bar’s entrance. Your wife and I will be right out.”

    Your wife’s desire to have you stay with her kept you in your seat as you looked at her for some sign that she wanted you to do as he requested. “You can go,” she said. “Don’t worry.”

    You nodded and slipped out of the booth as he kissed your wife once more. This time he slipped his fingers down the top of her low cut dress and into the lace bra she’d put on for him. You watched him play with her breasts in the middle of a crowded bar for a few moments and then walked out and headed for the car. You got it started, backed out of the space, and pulled up to the entrance like you were their Uber driver. A few minutes later your wife and her bull – it seemed inevitable at that point – walked out. They shared yet another kiss on the curb and then he opened the door for her and they both got in the backseat.

    “Take us to your place,” her bull instructed.

    You put the car in drive and they started kissing before you’d hit the gas. You kept the music off and listened to a mixture of moans and kissing sounds as your cock throbbed while it seemed that your cuckolding was beginning to unfold in your car.

    Your wife unzipped his pants – the sound of a zipper being lowered was unmistakable – and said, “Can I?”

    “Of course,” he replied.

    You couldn’t see it, but you were certain you heard her freeing his cock from his pants. Soon after you heard the distinct sound of her hand moving up and down his shaft.

    “You’re so big,” she said.

    “Yes, I am,” he replied. “And your hand feels so good.”

    “Yeah?” she asked.

    “It does. Do you like the idea of making me feel good?” he asked.

    “I do,” your wife replied.

    “Then I’d like you to take me in your mouth,” he said.

    A moment later the sound of a blowjob filled your car. You gripped the steering wheel as your arousal threatened to become a distraction.

    “That’s good,” he said. “That’s exceptionally good, in fact. You really do want to make me feel good, don’t you?”

    Your wife moaned around his cock, but it seemed that she was unwilling to pull her mouth from it. The blowjob continued for the entirety of the relatively short ride back to your place, though her bull managed to pull up her dress and finger your wife’s exceptionally wet pussy as well, ensuring that you were the only person in the car not receiving any direct pleasure.

    You pulled into the garage, turned the car off, and looked into the backseat to see your wife greedily sucking his cock as he plunged his fingers into her pussy. You reached down to play with your stiffness through your pants and you would have been happy to stay there watching that beautiful show all night long.

    “Let’s go inside,” her bull said.

    Your wife reluctantly let his cock fall from her mouth and straightened her dress before they got out of the car and headed for the door.

    “Can I get anyone a drink?” you asked once you were all inside.

    “No,” he said. “We’re going to the bedroom. I intend on fucking your wife several times tonight, so you can serve us a drink after the first time.”

    Your wife took his hand, led him up the stairs and down the hallway to your bedroom. He removed her dress and she happily unhooked her bra as he lowered her panties. His fingers penetrated her while they kissed. He played with her breasts and grasped her ass with his free hand and she seemed to melt into him.

    “Get in the bed,” he said. Your wife did as instructed and he added, “Play with your pussy.”

    She masturbated as he stripped. Her eyes wandered over his muscular chest and arms while he removed his pants and freed his big cock. She spread her legs as he walked towards the bed. He moved between them and her fingers found his cock and stroked him while they kissed.

    He slipped inside her and your wife closed her eyes and moaned. He filled her slowly as she wrapped her arms around him.

    Her eyes opened and she looked at you. She smiled at the sight of the bulge in your pants and moaned as he began to fuck her slowly. “You can leave,” she said, “and close the door on your way out.”

    Your mouth fell open as your wife banished you from your bedroom so she could cuckold you. You stood still as if your feet were encased in concrete, in large part because you didn’t want to leave. You wanted to watch.

    “Do as you’re told,” he said with his cock buried inside your wife. “If she wants you to watch, she’ll let you know. Now leave and close the door on your way out.”

    An unexpected sense of pleasure coursed through your body as you turned and left the bedroom. You closed the door, leaned against the wall, and sank until you were seated on the floor. You listened to your wife’s moans as another man fucked her. You rubbed your cock through your pants, but you didn’t bother taking it out. After all, he’d said he intended on fucking her multiple times that night, so perhaps you’d get a chance to watch and masturbate before the night was over. You could only hope.

  
    A Very Happy Valentine's Day - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Holly wrapped her fingers around the mug of steamy coffee as she admired the beautiful view from Jared’s deck. “Is this how you start every day?” she asked.

    “When I’m not in a rush,” he replied.

    Holly sipped her coffee – which was exceptionally well made – and looked over at Jared. His hair was tousled from a night in bed, but somehow he looked even better than when he’d picked her up for their date. Perhaps that was the three orgasms Jared had provided the night before talking, though. A man tends to look better to a woman after he’s left her body trembling with pleasure, after all.

    “You’re a lucky man,” Holly said with a smile.

    Jared turned and reached out to take her hand in his. “Yes I am,” he replied. “And I feel luckier on this particular morning than most.”

    The smell of coffee had lured Holly out of bed and she’d thrown on one of Jared’s shirts and a pair of socks and ambled towards the kitchen. He’d greeted her with a smile, poured each of them a cup of coffee, and then grabbed a blanket so Holly could wrap herself up as they stepped out onto the deck on a surprisingly warm February morning.

    “How are you feeling about last night?” he asked. “Things can look and feel a little different the morning after.”

    Holly smiled as Jared squeezed her hand. “I feel good. Last night was perfect. The date was great. The sex was even better. I slept like a baby, too. The whole thing really was perfect, Jared. I have no regrets, if that’s what you’re asking about.”

    “Good,” Jared said. “I don’t either, of course. I’d repeat last night a hundred times out of a hundred if given the choice.”

    Thoughts of the sex they’d had the night before led to a surge of arousal as her body quietly demanded that she indulge in those pleasures once more. Holly pulled on Jared’s hand and leaned over the edge of her chair. He smiled and leaned towards her. Their lips met and he reached up to caress her face as they shared a soft, sensual kiss.

    With her lust further enflamed, Holly stood and Jared joined her. She led him into the house, set her coffee cup on the table, and turned to step into his strong arms. They kissed against, but this time it wasn’t slow and sensual. This time the kiss was imbued with the lust they both felt. Jared’s hands roamed down Holly’s back and he grasped her ass and picked her up. She wrapped her legs around him and Jared set her on the kitchen counter before Holly pulled off his t-shirt.

    “I want you,” she said. “I need you.”

    Jared stepped back, slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties, and pulled them off. They fell to the floor as he stepped between Holly’s legs once more. Their tongues danced as she loosened his belt – he’d had the good sense to put on pants before going outside – and unbuttoned his jeans. Her fingers pushed into his underwear and Holly moaned when she found his stiff cock. She loved that he was so hard for her, that his desire matched hers.

    “Let me get a condom,” he said as his pants fell to the floor.

    Holly pushed Jared’s underwear down and pulled his cock inside her pussy. “Just don’t cum inside me,” she said.

    “Are you sure?” he asked.

    Holly wrapped her legs around Jared and pulled him deeper into her pussy. She watched the pleasure wash over his face and found great joy in the idea that he couldn’t help but want to fuck her the moment he felt her heat and wetness surround his thick shaft.

    “Fuck me, Jared,” Holly said.

    He smiled and their lips met. His cock moved in and out of her as he grabbed her ass and pulled her right to the edge of the kitchen counter. Holly moaned into his mouth as his thrusts filled and stretched her pussy and his pelvis slammed into her clit over and over, pushing her ever closer to a wondrous climax.

    “Jared…you feel so good inside me,” Holly said between moans. “Oh my god, you feel so fucking good inside me.”

    Jared held Holly closed as he fucked her to a climax that rivaled the three she’d had the night before. It was different, and in the best way possible. He’d made love to her on Valentine’s Day, but the morning after he was fucking her. They’d surrendered to their animalistic desires – desires that Holly hadn’t felt with a man in years – and it produced a screaming orgasm that bounced off the walls of Jared’s kitchen.

    As her heart raced from the joy of cumming so hard, Holly reached down to pull Jared’s cock from her pussy. She stroked his slick shaft and kissed him, producing a wondrous array of moans from the man that had satisfied her so thoroughly.

    “Would you like to cum in my mouth?” she asked.

    “I’d love that,” Jared said.

    Holly slid off the counter, dropped to her knees, and took Jared’s cock in her mouth. She looked up at him and held eye contact as she worked the head with every bit of skill she could muster. Holly played with his balls and stroked his shaft, doing everything she could to deepen his pleasure and offer an orgasm he’d be sure to remember.

    “I’m close,” Jared announced not long after Holly had fallen to her knees.

    “Cum for me,” Holly said while stroking him. “Cum in my mouth. I want to swallow for you, Jared. I want to swallow your cum.”

    She took him in her mouth and he climaxed a moment later. His moans of pleasure filled the kitchen just as hers had, and when he was finished Holly swallowed just as she’d declared a desire to do.

    “You’re incredible,” he said.

    “Why thank you,” Holly replied as she stood. “You mentioned cooking me breakfast. Is that offer still on the table?”

    “It certainly is,” Jared said with a smile. “French toast is my specialty, and I promise you it’s exceptionally good. How does that sound?”

    Holly gave him a kiss on the cheek, grabbed his ass, and said, “That sounds perfect. I haven’t had French toast in years. I can’t wait.”

    “One thing,” Jared said. “Promise me you won’t put pants on. You look amazing in my shirt and nothing else.”

    Holly smiled, put on her panties, and replied, “As you wish. But, I’d like you to cook shirtless.”

    “I can do that,” Jared said.

    Holly poured herself another cup of coffee, added a little bit of sugar, and took a seat at the kitchen table to watch a gorgeous, shirtless man cook for her. She couldn’t think of a better way for her morning to have started.

    
      
    

    “We need to talk,” Donovan said as Holly stepped into the house after breakfast at Jared’s.

    “We do?” she asked. “About what?”

    Frustration – and perhaps a touch of anger – showed on Donovan’s face before he gathered himself and answered, “About what you did last night.”

    Holly readied an angry reply but thought better of it. It was true that Donovan had set her up on her Valentine’s Day date, but he couldn’t have been prepared for what she’d done with Jared. Holly didn’t feel bad about that – she felt very good about that, in fact – but it wasn’t entirely fair to be mad at Donovan for reacting poorly to the fact that she’d spent the night in another man’s bed.

    Instead of snapping at her husband, Holly approached him with a smile on her face and stopped just short of pressing her body against his. “Do you know what I did this morning?” she asked softly.

    “No,” Donovan replied.

    Holly leaned closer and let her lips brush against his neck. She let out a soft moan and whispered, “I cuckolded you. I fucked another man. I came with his big cock buried deep in my tight, married pussy. I told him how good his cock felt inside me and then I filled his kitchen with my screams of pleasure as he made me cum harder than I’ve cum in years.”

    Donovan didn’t reply, but Holly could hear that his breathing had gotten heavier. She kissed his neck and reached between his legs, where she found that his cock had reached a half hard state.

    “We had breakfast after I cuckolded you. He cooked for me. He’s an excellent cook, by the way. We ate together. It was kind of like a second date. Then I asked him to shower with me. I wanted to feel his hands all over my wet, naked body. I sucked his cock in the shower. Then I stood up, turned around, and offered him my pussy again. He took it. He fucked me while I played with my clit and I had another incredible orgasm,” Holly explained.

    Donovan was rock hard by the time Holly was done and she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He moaned as she took him in her hand and stroked him slowly.

    “Five times,” Holly said. “Another man had me five times in the past twelve hours. I gave my body to him five times. Do you know why, Donovan?”

    Donovan said nothing, but he shook his head.

    Holly smiled, leaned in once more, and whispered, “Because you gave me to him. You set up the date. You told me to spend Valentine’s Day with another man. You picked the right man, too. He’s smart, charming, funny, handsome, muscular, and incredible in bed. I cuckolded you because it’s what you wanted, Donovan. You wanted it badly enough that you picked someone you knew I’d fuck. Now I’m not interested in your complaints about what I did last night, and I’m not going to listen to you tell me that you’re not turned on right now. I know you’re turned on.”

    Donovan hesitated for a moment before saying, “Yes, I am. I’m turned on.”

    Holly kissed his neck and moaned a little like she was getting fucked. “What do you want, baby? What do you want to do with your wife now that you’ve been cuckolded?”

    “I…I want to kiss you,” Donovan answered.

    “Jared came in my mouth this morning,” Holly said. Donovan’s eyes went wide and she felt his cock throb in her hand. “Do you still want to kiss me?”

    Donovan nodded and Holly smiled, titled her head, and pressed her soft lips against his. He moaned and she pushed her tongue into his mouth. She’d swallowed Jared’s cum before breakfast, but Donovan didn’t know that. He probably assumed he was kissing the lips that had just recently been wrapped around another man’s cock.

    “Was that a good kiss?” Holly asked.

    “Yes,” Donovan answered breathlessly.

    “Now what do you want?” she asked.

    “I want to fuck you,” Donovan said.

    Holly smiled. “You want to fuck the pussy that Jared spent last night and this morning satisfying? You want to fuck the pussy that another man stretched so many times over the past twelve hours?”

    A look of desperation crossed Donovan’s face as Holly continued to tease his stiff cock. “Yes, Holly, that’s what I want.”

    Holly brushed past her husband and walked upstairs and towards the bedroom. He followed and she stripped while walking down the hallway, leaving her clothes in a trail behind her. Donovan hastily stripped as he entered the bedroom and once he was naked Holly directed him to his back in the bed.

    “Tell me what you want,” she said.

    “I want to fuck you,” Donovan replied.

    Holly straddled his thighs and took his stiff cock in her hand. She stroked him slowly and offered a devilish smile. “It felt so good to have Jared’s cock inside me. He’s bigger than you, Donovan. Longer and thicker. He was so deep inside me. It was incredible to have a man go to places that your cock has never been.”

    Donovan closed his eyes, moaned, and arched his back as Holly watched the head of his dick get bigger and turn purple as more blood rushed to his crotch.

    “This morning he fucked me without a condom,” Holly said. “I was so desperate to have him inside me I didn’t want to wait while he ran to the bedroom to get one. I just hopped on the kitchen counter and told him to fuck me.”

    Donovan’s eyes shot open and he asked, “Did he…did he cum inside you?”

    Holly smiled and stroked him a little faster. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? I can feel it, Donovan. I can feel your dick throbbing. I can feel that you’d love if Jared’s cum was dripping out of my pussy.”

    “Please, Holly, I need to fuck you,” Donovan said. “Please take me inside you. Please.”

    “No,” Holly replied. “You don’t deserve to fuck me.” For some reason, she didn’t want to let Donovan inside her. Maybe she was punishing him for setting her up on a date without telling her. Maybe she just didn’t want to spoil the memory of the great sex she’d had with Jared. Maybe she just wanted to see how far she could push Donovan. Holly wasn’t acting in a well thought out manner. She was just acting on instinct and it felt good. “Jared’s the only man I want in my pussy.”

    Donovan’s body seized up and cum launched from the tip of his cock in heavy spurts. Holly watched in utter fascination as his face contorted in ways she’d never seen before, indicating he was having an orgasm like the ones she’d had with Jared’s cock inside her.

    “Did you enjoy that?” Holly asked.

    Donovan nodded. “Did you really mean that? About Jared being the only man you want inside you?”

    “I’m not sure,” Holly said, which was the truth. Sex with Jared was unquestionably better than sex with Donovan, so it seemed perfectly reasonable that she wouldn’t want to fuck her husband. “What do you think I should do?”

    Donovan smiled. “You should do what makes you happy.”

    “I guess I will,” Holly said. “I’m going to see him at work, you know. I might not be able to keep my hands off of him. I might end up fucking him every day.”

    “If that’s what makes you happy,” Donovan replied.

    Holly couldn’t help but want to test her husband’s resolve to continue his cuckolding. Perhaps she would explore just how much fun it would be to fuck Jared as often as she desired. Perhaps her Valentine’s Day gift would end up being far more generous than Donovan intended. Only time would tell.

  
    A Very Happy Valentine's Day - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “You don’t normally wear underwear like that to work, do you?” Donovan asked from the closet doorway.

    Holly turned to her husband, saw the lust all over his face, and smiled. “That’s right,” she said. In lieu of an explanation as to why she’d upgraded from her relatively plain underwear to a matching black lace bra and thong set, Holly said nothing, preferring to let Donovan speculate as to why she was suddenly wearing date night underwear for a normal day at work.

    “Wh…why the sexy underwear?” Donovan asked after a lengthy pause.

    Holly’s gaze remained on the bevy of outfits she had to choose from, but she couldn’t help but smile, mostly because she could hear the desire in Donovan’s voice, which meant he was thinking about his cuckolding. “I suspect you have a guess as to why I’m wearing underwear like this. Why don’t you tell me what it is?”

    “Jared?” he replied, uttering the name of the man Holly had cuckolded him with.

    Holly glanced at her husband and asked, “Would it excite you if I was wearing this underwear in the hope that Jared would see it?”

    Donovan nodded and stepped into the closet. He reached out and ran his fingers over her thong and then moved behind Holly. He brushed her hair aside and kissed her neck, sending a delightful wave of pleasure down her spine. When he pressed his hips against her, Holly felt her husband’s half hard cock, indicating that he was most certainly excited.

    Holly pushed her ass into his crotch and turned her head to find her husband’s lips. They kissed as his hands moved up her stomach and grasped her breasts through the thin lace of the bra she hoped that Jared would see before the work day was over.

    “Is it safe to say that the prospect of being cuckolded still excites you?” Holly asked.

    “Like you wouldn’t believe,” Donovan answered.

    “Even though it’s moving a lot faster than you thought it would?” she asked.

    Donovan nodded and they kissed again. Holly reached back, unzipped her husband’s pants, and freed his cock. She rubbed the tip over her ass and felt a little bit of his precum leave a wet spot on her smooth flesh.

    “You’re so excited that you’re dripping,” she said.

    “I know,” Donovan replied. “Sorry. I can’t help it. I just keep thinking about you with him. I keep imagining what it looked like and how you must have sounded.”

    Holly stroked his cock and felt a little more of his precum on her ass. “It was even hotter than you’re imagining. He’s incredibly good in bed, Donovan. He really is. He might be the best I’ve ever had.”

    Donovan groaned and Holly felt his cock swell up in her hand. She suspected she could have made him cum with very little effort, but she didn’t intend on giving Donovan that pleasure until later that day.

    “I can’t get dressed with your precum all over my ass,” she said as a naughty idea popped into her head.

    “Sorry,” he replied. “Let me grab a tissue.”

    Holly’s grip on his cock remained firm as she smiled and said, “Actually, I had a better idea. Why don’t you use your tongue to clean up your precum?”

    Donovan stepped back, looked down at her ass, and then met Holly’s gaze once more. “Really?” he asked, though Holly saw no hesitation on his face. It seemed that he was asking more because he wanted to be sure that he wasn’t about to fall for some sort of prank, like Holly had concocted a situation to embarrass him.

    That’s not what she wanted, though. She was simply feeling naughty and emboldened by the sex she’d had with Jared and the aftermath with Donovan that had shown her that her husband was far naughtier than she’d ever imagined.

    “Yes,” Holly said with a smile. “I want you to get on your knees and lick your precum off my ass.”

    Donovan looked like Holly had just uttered the sexiest words he’d ever heard. It was as if he felt a deep level of arousal throughout his entire body. After a few moments he dropped to his knees, studied her ass for the wet spots his precum had left, and then leaned forward and cleaned up his mess.

    “Mmm,” Holly said as her husband’s lips and tongue moved over her ass cheeks to clean up the residue of his desire.

    Donovan remained on his knees and continued to kiss her ass long after he’d finished cleaning up his minor mess. There were only so many spots of precum, after all. He didn’t stop kissing, though, and when he reached up and ran his fingers over her outer thighs it felt good enough that Holly was inclined to let him remain on his knees for a while longer.

    Seemingly emboldened by her willingness to let him continue his small act of worship, Jared kissed his way towards the strip of lace that ran between Holly’s ass cheeks. He kissed closer and closer to her anus as if he was on a mission to visit a part of her body that Holly had never imagined a man’s tongue touching.

    Donovan grasped her ass cheeks, spread them apart, and hesitated. Holly looked over her shoulder to see him staring at the part of her body he’d just exposed. She saw a mixture of wonder and desire on his face, like he’d long fantasized about the moment he was in the midst of.

    “Kiss it,” Holly said.

    Donovan looked up and she saw joy on his face, as if two words from Holly had made a fantasy come true. Donovan leaned forward, buried his face between her ass cheeks, and kissed her repeatedly. Her anus was still covered by the lace of her thong, but Holly felt the pressure of Donovan’s lips and the warmth of them against the flesh the underwear left exposed.

    “Mmm,” Holly moaned. “Baby, that feels good.”

    Donovan unleashed a moan of his own in response and Holly reached back, slipped her finger beneath her thong, and pulled it aside, exposing her asshole to her husband.

    “Kiss it,” Holly said once again.

    Donovan looked at her asshole and then up at her. Holly saw that same sense of lust, but there was a little hesitation, too, like he was nervous about actually embracing something that clearly turned him on.

    “Make me feel good, Donovan,” she said. “Kiss my ass.”

    Donovan offered his gleeful smile once more, turned his gaze back to Holly’s asshole, and then pressed his face between her cheeks and kissed her ass. It felt better than she expected, though she’d heard women talk of the pleasure of a rimjob before so she wasn’t sure why she thought it wouldn’t be delightful.

    Once he’d kissed her ass, Donovan couldn’t seem to resist using his tongue. He found a way to bury his face even deeper between her ass cheeks and he went to town giving her a rimjob. It felt good enough – and the whole thing was kinky enough – that Holly reached down and masturbated. She was wet – something about it was clearly exciting – and she slipped a finger into her pussy for a bit of lube before playing with her clit.

    “Baby, oh, wow, that feels so good,” Holly said. A burst of pleasure followed and she couldn’t help but want to go a little deeper. “It feels so good when you eat my ass like that.”

    Donovan moaned between her cheeks. He liked the dirty talk. He was, as Holly was discovering, a far kinkier man than she ever imagined.

    “Donovan, baby, I’m close. Keep eating my ass. Fuck, just keep eating my ass like that,” Holly said as her finger danced furiously over her clit. She wasn’t lying, either. She was close. Close enough that her orgasm came about just a few seconds later. Her thighs trembled, her ass cheeks tightened around Donovan’s face, and she came hard. His tongue worked her hole right through the end of her orgasm and then Holly stepped away, pulled her thong back into place, and turned around to smile at her husband.

    “That was lovely,” she said. “Thank you.” Donovan stood and leaned in like he was going to kiss her, but Holly put her hand up and leaned away. “Sorry, but you don’t get a kiss right after eating my asshole.”

    “Fair enough,” he said with a laugh.

    Holly glanced at the raging erection that he now sported and added, “I’m sorry I don’t have time to take care of that, either, but maybe I’ll have something fun to talk about when I get home from work today and I can make you feel good then.”

    Donovan’s eyes lit up as he no doubt thought of her and Jared cuckolding him once again. “That would be amazing,” he said.

    “Good. Then let me get dressed for work,” Holly replied.

    Donovan smiled and left the closet as Holly turned back to her clothes in the hope of picking something a little bit sexier than what she usually wore to work. She wanted Jared to notice her, after all. More than that, she wanted him to want her as much as she wanted him. With any luck, that would mean Holly really would cuckold Donovan again before the day was over.

    
      
    

    “You look incredible,” Jared said as he stepped into the otherwise empty break room.

    She smiled and asked, “You think so?” Holly knew that she looked good, though. She couldn’t dress anywhere near as sexy as she wanted, but a slightly tighter skirt and a fitted blouse ensured that her curves were on display in a more obvious manner than usual. Plus, she went with a three inch pair of heels to make sure her legs and ass looked incredible.

    Jared looked behind him to make sure no one was coming and said, “I’d love to take you right here.”

    Holly leaned against the counter and replied, “Oh yeah? How would you do it?”

    Jared smiled and approached slowly as he said, “I think I’d take you from behind first. I’d walk over there, hike up that tight skirt of yours and push a hand into your panties while we kissed. I’d make sure you were nice and wet for me – though I suspect you already are – and then I’d spin you around, slide into your pussy, and take you from behind.”

    Holly felt a little weak in the knees as she imagined Jared doing every bit of that. For a moment she considered hiking up her skirt and seeing if he’d do it despite knowing that they’d both get fired if they got caught. She didn’t, though. Holly wasn’t crazy. She was just horny.

    “It’s a shame we’re at work,” Holly said. “Because I’m not sure I can think of anything I’d enjoy more than you bending me over this counter and taking me.”

    Jared stopped halfway across the room, pulled out a chair at the table, and sat. “After I bent you over and took you from behind I think I’d come and sit here. I think I’d pull you into my lap and have you take me inside that perfect pussy of yours. I’d have you ride me until we both came.”

    Holly felt pulled towards Jared, as if their connection was magnetic. She resisted the urge to straddle him and grind in his lap, for even fooling around while clothed would likely have ended her employment, if not his as well.

    “Jared, I want you,” Holly said. “I need you. I know it’s only been a few days, but I need you again.”

    “There’s a Holiday Inn nearby,” he replied. “I could book a room.”

    “Do it,” Holly said as her desire transformed into something akin to desperation.

    Jared pulled out his phone and booked the room as Holly imagined how good it was going to feel to have him inside her again. She grabbed her phone from the counter and sent a quick text to Donovan letting him know that she was going to cuckold him over her lunch break.

    “Done,” Jared said. “I’ll go check in. You follow in five minutes so we’re not too obvious about what we’re doing.”

    Holly watched him get up and leave and she restrained herself from running over and quickly kissing him before he went. Instead, she grabbed her phone, went back to her desk for a few minutes, and then headed out like she was going to lunch. Food was the last thing on Holly’s mind as she drove to the hotel, though. It was as if her need to be fucked by Jared had usurped all other needs. Food could wait, for she needed to be naked with Jared. She needed to have him inside her again. She needed to cum all over his big cock again.

    Jared had texted the room number as soon as he’d checked in, so Holly moved through the lobby and into the elevator without stopping. She got off on the fifth floor, made her way to room 512, and knocked softly.

    The door opened a moment later and Jared pulled her inside. Their lips met before the door shut. They kissed fervently as Jared hiked up her tight skirt and pushed a hand into her panties while they slowly moved into the room. Holly moaned into his mouth as he slipped two fingers between the plump folds of her labia and explored her wetness.

    They bumped into the TV stand and Jared smiled as he pulled his fingers from Holly’s pussy. He spun her around, bent her over, and unzipped his pants. A moment later she felt his cock press against her pussy lips.

    “Fuck me,” Holly said as she gripped the edges of the chest-high TV stand in preparation for being taken from behind. “Jared, please, fuck me. I need it so badly.”

    Holly moaned as Jared’s cock slid into her from behind. He filled her slowly and soon enough his body was pressed against hers as every inch of him had disappeared inside her.

    “Is this what you wanted?” Jared asked.

    “Yes,” Holly said with a smile. She turned her head and Jared kissed her while his cock remained deep inside her. “Now fuck me.”

    Jared did just that, starting slowly as Holly got used to his size. It didn’t take long before he was fucking her hard, though, and Holly couldn’t help but moan loud enough that the guests in the neighboring rooms absolutely would have heard. She pushed her hips back to meet every thrust and the sounds of their bodies slamming together reverberated around the room as the TV stand shook from the force of his thrusts. Holly was wet enough that she could hear the slipperiness of the sex, too. Her body clearly wanted Jared. It craved him in a way she hadn’t craved a man in a long time.

    Holly’s legs were trembling with pleasure by the time Jared pulled out and quickly took his pants off. He moved towards the room’s desk, pulled the chair out, and sat down. His big cock glistened with her pussy juices as it pointed towards the ceiling and Holly sauntered towards him with a naughty smile on her face and a desperate need to feel him inside her once again.

    Holly straddled Jared and sank down onto his cock. She moaned as his thickness filled her and they kissed while she gently moved her hips back and forth over his erection. “This might become a habit,” she said softly.

    “You might be right,” Jared replied. “I’m not sure I can see you at work every day and not lose my mind thinking about fucking you.”

    Holly smiled and lifted her pussy from his cock. She watched the pleasure move across his face as the heat and wetness of her body milked his stiff shaft. “Does my pussy feel that good?”

    “Your pussy is perfect, Holly,” he said. “And so are you. You’re beautiful. You’re sexy. You’re incredible in bed. I can’t think of a better woman to have a wild fling with.”

    Holly bounced on Jared’s cock, slamming her clit into his pelvis each time. He grabbed her ass and helped her bounce faster, bringing them both closer to their climaxes. Holly came first. She sank down on his cock and gently ground her clit into his pelvis while her body trembled as the pleasure of an intense orgasm emanated outwards from her loins.

    “Next time, we’ll use condoms and you can finish inside me,” Holly said. “This time, though, you can finish in my mouth.”

    She lifted her pussy from Jared’s cock, sank to her knees in front of him, and took his slick shaft into her mouth. Holly looked up at the man that had just provided her with an intensely pleasurable orgasm and worked his cock with wild abandon. She sucked and stroked and played with his balls, too, ensuring that less than a minute passed before he filled the hotel room with his moans of pleasure while unloading in her mouth.

    Holly’s lips remained sealed around Jared’s cock until he’d finished and then she pulled back, swallowed, and kissed the head softly. “This was exceptionally fun,” she said.

    Jared laughed. “I know. I don’t think I can afford a hotel room every day, so perhaps we’ll need to find the willpower to wait until after work to fuck.”

    Holly kissed the head of his cock again and took him in her mouth. She sucked as Jared moaned – he was probably sensitive after his orgasm – and then looked up at him with a gleeful smile after his cock popped out of her mouth. “I’m not sure I can spend a whole day thinking about how good you fuck me without satisfying my desire. But you’re right, we might have to find a way.”

    “I wish we could blow off the rest of the work day and stay here,” Jared said. “I’d love to spend all day in bed with you.”

    “We’ll do that this weekend,” Holly replied. “I do want to keep my job, so we should get back to work, even though it would be fun to lie in bed and enjoy your cock all day long.”

    Holly stood, fixed her panties and skirt, and went to the bathroom to make sure she didn’t look like a woman who’d just gotten fucked. She did her best to fix her hair and makeup and make sure her blouse was in place and then she left Jared behind so they weren’t walking through the lobby at the same time.

    The girl behind the front desk gave Holly a funny look as she walked out – she almost certainly knew what Holly had visited the hotel for – but it didn’t matter. A funny look was a small price to pay for the orgasm Holly had just enjoyed.

    “I just cuckolded you again,” Holly texted Donovan once she was in the car. “I’m going back to work with the taste of Jared’s cock and cum in my mouth since I swallowed for him after he’d fucked me to a great orgasm. I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.”

    Holly tossed her phone on the passenger seat, backed out of her space, and headed back to the office with a bright smile on her face and a pleasurable post-orgasmic tingle between her legs. Once again she was grateful for Donovan’s bold and daring Valentine’s Day present.

  
    A Very Happy Valentine’s Day – Part 1

    “This is a little strange, isn’t it?” Holly asked as she ran her fingers over the soft material of her red dress while Jared backed out of the driveway.

    Jared chuckled. “I suppose so, yeah. I mean, I’ve never had a guy ask me on a date on his wife’s behalf. I’ve never been on a date with a married woman, either. At least not knowingly.”

    Holly’s husband Donovan had arranged – unbeknownst to her – for her to go on a Valentine’s Day date with Jared, the man she’d spent the past six months flirting with at work. She’d always seen it as fairly harmless fun, but when Donovan shared that he’d arranged for a date, Holly was surprised at how eager she was to accept her husband’s Valentine’s Day gift.

    “Did he tell you that I didn’t know he’d asked you?” Holly asked.

    Jared put the car in drive but kept his foot on the brake as he offered a surprised look and said, “No, he did not. In fact, Donovan told me that you were on board. He said you were thinking about opening up your marriage and that you’d picked me as the guy you wanted to go on a date with.”

    “He lied about that detail,” Holly said. “I found out yesterday. He had a giddy look on his face when he told me, too, like he was so excited to have gotten away with something he knew he shouldn’t have done.”

    Jared smiled and hit the gas. “So, if you don’t mind me asking, why did you agree to the date?”

    “To be fair to Donovan, the idea of me going on a date with another man isn’t an entirely new one. It’s not something I’ve ever done and to be honest, it’s not something I ever thought I would do, but the idea really turns him on, so sometimes we talk about it as a form of foreplay or even during sex,” Holly said. She immediately felt self-conscious for talking about her sex life, but Jared didn’t seem to mind. If anything, his smile got a little bigger.

    “So, by going on this date you’re making your husband’s fantasy a reality?” Jared asked.

    Holly thought about it for a moment before saying, “Yeah, I guess I am. I hadn’t thought about it that way, but you’re right.”

    They pulled up to a stop sign and Jared turned to Holly and said, “If you don’t mind me asking, how have you thought about it? I mean, if it isn’t about fulfilling your husband’s fantasy, what’s it about?”

    For some reason Holly felt a little embarrassed to admit her attraction to Jared. “Well, uh, I guess it turns out that all my flirting at work was actually a manifestation of my attraction to you.”

    Jared smiled before turning his attention to the road and once again hitting the gas. “That’s certainly why I flirted with you,” he said.

    “You’re attracted to me?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Jared said. “Holly, you’re smart, beautiful, sexy as hell, driven, confident. You’re the total package. I didn’t hesitate to accept Donovan’s offer when he brought it up. It’s strange to go on a date with another man’s wife, but I’d do just about anything to go on a date with you.”

    Jared had always struck Holly as the sort of guy that would have no trouble getting a date with just about any woman he wanted, so she could barely contain her sense of giddiness at the idea that she was the one he wanted.

    “Well then, I guess I should give Donovan a little bit of credit for being a skillful matchmaker,” Holly said.

    Jared laughed and added, “I guess we should.”

    “He didn’t mention where you were taking me,” Holly said.

    Jared glanced at her, smiled, and replied, “That’s because I didn’t tell him. I’m taking you back to my place. I scoured the web looking for the perfect restaurant, but nothing struck me as perfect. Then I hit on the idea of cooking a meal together. I figure we’ll open a bottle of wine and take our time preparing the perfect filet mignon dinner. How does that sound?”

    “It sounds perfect,” Holly said with a smile. “Absolutely perfect.”

    “Do you do much cooking?” Jared asked.

    Holly laughed. “Not really, no. I can handle the basics. Making pasta. Putting together a simple salad. Grilling a burger. But I don’t really do anything complicated.”

    “Good,” Jared said. “I can teach you a little bit, then.”

    “I’d like that,” Holly replied as she imagined Jared getting up close and personal as he showed her the finer points of preparing the kind of meal that would impress a date. That thought brought about a surprising surge of desire and Holly then imagined Jared’s body pressed up against hers as he showed her the proper way to use a knife to slice through vegetables. It was an oddly vivid thought that left her feeling an impressive kind of warmth between her legs.

    “You really are an irresistible woman, Holly,” Jared said. “I’ve thought so since your first day at work.”

    Holly smiled at the compliment and asked, “Are you saying you would have asked me out if I wasn’t married?”

    “Absolutely,” Jared replied. “I was disappointed when I saw the ring on your finger. Crushingly disappointed, if I’m being honest. I guess that’s why I’m more excited about this date than any I’ve been on in years.”

    Holly suspected that Donovan had no idea of Jared’s feelings for her. All he knew was that she’d been engaged in a bit of friendly flirting with a guy at work and Donovan had turned that flirting into a fantasy that Holly had enjoyed playing along with. In his desire to see that fantasy come to life, Donovan had inadvertently set Holly up with someone that had much more than a crush on her.

    “Did you tell Donovan any of that?” Holly asked.

    “No,” Jared said.

    She smiled. “Why?”

    “Because I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t have agreed to the date if he knew how badly I wanted you,” Jared replied.

    Holly felt that same warmth between her legs. “You want me?” she asked.

    Jared glanced at her and nodded. “I do. I have since I met you, Holly.”

    Holly had fantasized about Jared countless times, but Donovan was her focus during those fantasies. She’d found it thrilling to indulge in Donovan’s desire because it allowed her mind to wander a little, but something else was happening in Jared’s car. Suddenly, the fantasy was very real. After all, Donovan hadn’t set out any rules about what could unfold that evening. He’d just sent Holly on a date without saying a word about what he hoped she would or wouldn’t do.

    “Well, I guess we’ll see how this date goes,” Holly said. “Maybe you’ll get to have me.”

    Jared pulled up to a red light and looked over at Holly. He smiled and his eyes quickly glanced at her cleavage – the dress was low cut enough to show off a little bit of her milky white breasts – and Holly briefly considered leaning over and kissing him. She resisted the urge, though. She wasn’t sure yet if she wanted to give herself to him. She wanted to let the evening play out.

    
      

    

    Holly smiled and rested her head against Jared’s bare, muscular chest and listened to the rhythmic beating of his heart. She closed her eyes as the joyful sensations of a great orgasm continued to work their way through her body long after she’d climaxed.

    The ringing and buzzing of Holly’s phone pulled her from that post-coital revelry and she rolled over and saw Donovan’s name on the screen. “It’s Donovan,” she said.

    “Should you answer?” Jared asked.

    Holly laughed. “It’s nearly midnight. He’s probably worried. So yeah, I guess I should answer.” She plucked the phone from the nightstand, tapped the green button, and said, “Happy Valentine’s Day.”

    “Holly, hey,” Donovan said. “I was getting worried.”

    Holly felt a touch of annoyance and asked, “Why? I told you I’d text you when the date was over.”

    “Sorry, yeah, I know, but it’s nearly midnight and I guess I was just a little worried that something might have happened to you,” Donovan replied.

    Holly turned and looked at Jared. She ran her eyes over his bare chest and his remarkably hard stomach and smiled as she thought of the incredible orgasms he’d given her over the past hour in his bed. “Something did happen to me,” she said.

    “What?” Donovan asked with what sounded like genuine worry in his voice.

    “Another man made me cum,” Holly answered.

    Donovan was silent on the other end of the call as Jared smiled and rolled towards Holly. He pulled the covers back and his lips found her neck as he took one of her breasts in his hand and demonstrated his exceptional ability to touch her in a way that produced instant, intense arousal.

    “Are you there?” Holly asked as Jared’s kisses made her tingle in all the right ways.

    “Ye…yes,” Donovan answered.

    Holly moaned as Jared kissed his way to her breasts and took one of her nipples into his mouth. He ran his tongue back and forth over her sensitive flesh and her pussy came alive with desire.

    “What’s…what’s going on?” Donovan asked.

    “We’re in Jared’s bed and he’s trying to turn me on,” Holly said. “It’s working, too.”

    Donovan was silent again as Jared kissed his way back up Holly’s chest until his lips found hers. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth and moaned, knowing full well that Donovan could hear it.

    “Holly…did you really…did you really have sex with him?” Donovan asked.

    Jared kissed her neck and moved towards her other breast before taking Holly’s nipple in his mouth and once again delighting her with the skilled work of his tongue.

    “I did,” she said. “Jared brought me to his place for our date, the date that you set up, so we could cook together. We drank wine and prepared one of the most delicious meals I’ve ever had.”

    Jared kissed his way down Holly’s stomach and pulled the covers aside to settle between her legs. He looked up and smiled before softly kissing her thighs and inching ever closer to her pussy.

    “There was music playing and we danced and kissed while prepping the meal. It was the most romantic date I’ve ever been on, Donovan. I can’t thank you enough for setting this up,” Holly said. “It’s truly a beautiful Valentine’s Day gift.”

    Holly heard Donovan breathing on the other end of the line, but she couldn’t tell if he was turned on or distressed.

    “After dinner, he took me to his bedroom. He undressed me and I did the same for him. We made love twice, Donovan. It was beautiful both times. I came so hard both times. Jared came so hard both times.”

    Holly moaned as Jared’s tongue found her clit. His tongue moved gently over her excited flesh and waves of pleasure emanated outwards from that sensitive spot between her legs.

    “He’s between my legs. He’s going down on me again. He wants to make love to me again, Donovan,” Holly said. “Jared wants to make love to your wife one more time on Valentine’s Day.”

    “Holly…I don’t…this isn’t what I thought would happen,” Donovan said.

    Holly moaned louder as Jared slipped two fingers into her pussy and found her g-spot almost immediately. He licked her clit rhythmically, deepening her pleasure with each pass of his tongue and ensuring that she would be utterly soaked by the time he slid his cock inside her for the third time that night.

    “That doesn’t matter now,” Holly replied. “Try not to worry about what you thought would happen. We’ve fantasized about this so many times. Try to think about how much you’ve enjoyed your fantasies. Try to think about how much it turns you on to think about me having sex with Jared. Try to think about all the times you’ve cum while thinking about that very thing.”

    Donovan moaned and Holly did the same thing as Jared’s tongue moved faster over her clit.

    “I’m going to spend the night with Jared,” Holly said.

    “What? No, Holly, you can’t do that,” Donovan replied.

    She laughed. “I can, Donovan, and I’m going to. I’m going to fall asleep in Jared’s arms. That’s the only way this date can end. That’s the only way I want this date to end.”

    “But…but that’s not what I wanted,” Donovan said.

    Jared looked up and crawled forward. He reached towards the nightstand and grabbed a condom. Holly watched him tear open the wrapper and roll it down his cock.

    “You said my date with Jared was your Valentine’s Day gift to me,” Holly replied. “If it was truly a gift for me, shouldn’t I get to enjoy it however I desire?”

    Donovan was silent for a few seconds as Jared rubbed the head of his cock around Holly’s pussy lips. He teased her clit with it, drawing out a sensual moan as her body cried out for him to fill her once again.

    “I want you inside me,” Holly said.

    Donovan moaned and Jared filled Holly with a slow, deep thrust as he lowered his body on top of hers. They kissed as he began to make love to her for a third time that night.

    “God, that feels so good,” Holly said.

    “Yeah?” Jared asked. “Better than when he makes love to you?”

    “Yes,” Holly answered without giving it a second thought. It was true. Sex with Jared was better than sex with Donovan. She heard Donovan moan and groan and she was almost certain her husband was having an orgasm.

    They kissed as Jared’s thrusts got a little faster and harder. His cock bottomed out inside her each and every time and he seemed to hit a place that Donovan had never gone, providing an extra level of pleasure that Holly had never experienced.

    “I’ll see you tomorrow, Donovan,” Holly said. “I love you, and I love your Valentine’s Day gift more than I can possibly explain.”

    “I love you too,” Donovan said.

    Holly hung up on her husband, tossed her phone aside, and wrapped her arms around the man inside her. They shared a deeply passionate kiss as his cock moved in and out of her body at the perfect pace. Every thrust was a moment of joy. Every point where their bodies touched came alive with pleasure. Holly’s entire body was alive with a kind of pleasure she’d forgotten even existed, and she had Donovan to thank for that.

    “You’re incredible,” Holly said to the man inside her. “You’re absolutely incredible, Jared.”

    “I could fuck you all night long, Holly,” he replied with a smile. “I swear, I’ve never had such good sex.”

    Holly wrapped her legs around him and said, “You can have me as many times as you want me tonight.”

    The thought of continuously making love to Jared was enough to put Holly over the top for the third time that night. She came hard with his cock inside her and Jared kissed her neck as he slowed his thrusts while she filled his bedroom with her loud, lusty moans of pleasure.

    “I can’t believe how good it feels to cum with you inside me,” Holly said as she came down from her climax. “It’s unbelievable.”

    Jared caressed her face and kissed Holly softly before saying, “Sex with you is even better than I thought it would be, Holly. This has been the best date of my life, hands down.”

    Holly smiled and said, “Let’s see if we can make it a little better. Let me finish you with my mouth this time.”

    Jared’s eyes went wide and he smiled before pulling out and rolling onto his back. Holly pulled the condom off his cock, crawled between his legs, and took him in her mouth. She felt possessed by a powerful need to make him feel good, to show him that she could do more than simply lie on her back with her legs spread while he made love to her.

    “Oh, fuck me,” Jared said. “Holly, that’s amazing.”

    Holly looked up at him as her tongue and lips worked the head of his cock. She bobbed up and down, taking half of his sizable shaft in her mouth over and over. Jared’s smile turned to a look of intense pleasure and he closed his eyes. Not long after his cock expanded in her mouth and he climaxed, spilling his seed onto Holly’s tongue. She kept her lips sealed tight around the head, caught everything he had to offer, and swallowed when he was finished.

    “Holy shit,” Jared said.

    Holly crawled closer and laid next to him with her head once again on his chest. This time his heart was pounding and smiled as he ran his fingers through her hair and down his back.

    “Can I stay the night?” she asked.

    “Of course,” he replied. “I’ll make you breakfast in the morning.”

    She smiled. “I was hoping you’d say that. Maybe we’ll have time for more fun tomorrow morning, too. I have a feeling that Donovan would enjoy knowing that you’d been inside me right before I came home to him.”

    “Well, he deserves a Valentine’s Day present – even if it’s a little bit belated – too, doesn’t he?” Jared replied.

    “He certainly does,” Holly said. Donovan was the reason Holly was in another man’s bed completely enveloped in a sense of perfect, pure bliss, so there was no question he deserved a Valentine’s Day present, and no question she’d make sure he enjoyed it.

  
    A Very Naughty Halloween Party - Part 1

    “What do you think?” Zoey asked as she sauntered out of the bedroom in her Jessica Rabbit costume. Her breasts practically spilled over the top of the strapless red dress and her long pink hair swayed just a little with every sultry step she took in her strappy three inch heels.

    “Holy shit,” Pat said as he straightened his posture and let his eyes wander over Zoey’s body. “I don’t know if people know who Jessica Rabbit is anymore, but I know you look really fucking good, so I’m not sure it’s going to matter.”

    Zoey smiled. “You really think I look good?”

    Pat stood and nodded as he approached his girlfriend. “You look amazing.”

    “You look really cute, by the way,” Zoey said.

    Pat looked down at the Roger Rabbit costume Zoey had bought for him and replied, “I look like an idiot. You’re going to be strutting around the party like a goddess and I’m going to be the dumbass in the huge rabbit ears and the gigantic blue and yellow polka dot bowtie.”

    Jessica reached up and slipped her gloved fingers under his red suspenders and pulled back gently. She leaned in and her shiny red lips approached his. Her voice was impressively seductive as she said, “I like those big bunny ears, and that bowtie, and these suspenders. I like that you were willing to dress up for me. Who knows, by the end of the night Jessica might be in the mood to have some very naughty fun with Roger.”

    She titled her head and Pat was certain Zoey was going to kiss him. Her lips lingered achingly close to his for a handful of seconds and then he leaned it. Zoey pulled away and smiled, seemingly delighted in her ability to tease him.

    “Oh, it looks like Roger is already eager to have his way with Jessica,” she said while glancing down at the bulge in Pat’s crotch.

    “Yeah, wow, look at that,” he said.

    “If you’re a good rabbit tonight I’ll take care of that for you when we get home, okay?” Zoey said.

    Pat smiled. It seemed that his girlfriend was using Halloween as a chance to play the part of a buxom seductress, and he had no problem with that. She looked fantastic and she seemed to exude a kind of sexual confidence she didn’t normally possess.

    “I guess I’ll have to be a good rabbit, then,” Pat said.

    Zoey squeezed his cock through his red pants and smiled. “We have a party to go to. Grab your keys and let’s go.”

    Pat grabbed his keys and they headed for the garage. He opened the passenger door for Zoey and watched as the slit up the side of her dress opened, leaving her right thigh almost entirely exposed as Zoey got in the car. Pat took a moment to stare before closing the door, taking a deep breath to try and control his growing sense of lust, and getting behind the wheel.

    “That dress is amazing,” he said. “Where did you get it?”

    “Etsy, believe it or not,” Zoey replied. “Hand sewn, in fact. I gave her my measurements and she created it from scratch. That’s why it fits so well.” She paused for a moment and ran her fingers over the bare skin of her thigh. “You like the slit, don’t you?”

    Pat nodded as he tried his best to keep his eyes on the road. “That’s my favorite part.”

    “I suspect that’s going to be every guy’s favorite part,” Zoey said.

    Pat glanced at Zoey and saw a smile on her face. “Oh, well, yeah, I guess you’re right about that.”

    “Does that bother you?” she asked.

    “That other guys are going to stare at you in that costume?” Pat replied. “No, not at all. Or, well, I don’t know. Does it bother you?”

    “I’ve never really been the kind of girl that dressed up in something sexy for Halloween. I always went with something cute, or something that I thought was clever that most people struggled to understand,” Zoey explained. “I don’t know why, but something changed this year. Maybe I’m just more confident. Whatever the difference is, I know that I couldn’t help but think about wearing a costume that drew attention.”

    “Attention from guys,” Pat stated.

    “It does bother you,” Zoey replied, though Pat heard what sounded like a little bit of joy in her voice, like she was a little bit delighted at his jealousy.

    “No, it doesn’t bother me,” he said. “At least, not in a bad way. I’m not going to insist that you put a sweatshirt on, or anything. I think it’s just a healthy kind of jealousy, maybe. My girlfriend looks super hot and other guys are going to be staring at her and…well, you know.”

    Pat pulled up to a stop sign and looked over to see Zoey running her fingers over the exposed skin of her thigh. It struck him as remarkably erotic and he felt a stirring of desire between his legs.

    “Other guys are going to be staring and what?” Zoey asked. “You didn’t finish your thought.”

    Pat thought it was obvious, which is why he hadn’t finished his thought. “They’re going to be staring and thinking about…well, about, you know, about what guys think about when they see a beautiful girl in an insanely hot dress.”

    Zoey smiled as Pat’s eyes wandered to her thigh once more and watched as her fingers continued to slowly dance over her smooth skin. A car pulled up behind them and honked, drawing Pat’s attention back to the road. He hit the gas and Zoey chuckled.

    “Are you saying that guys are going to be thinking about fucking me, Pat?” Zoey asked.

    Pat was a little stunned at both her directness and the relative crudeness of her language – Zoey wasn’t the kind of girl that talked like that – but she was right on the money. “Yes, that’s what I’m saying. Other guys are definitely going to be thinking about that. The single guys for sure.”

    “And that makes you jealous?” Zoey asked.

    “A little,” Pat answered. “Like I said, it’s not in a bad way. It’s not like I’m so overwhelmingly insecure that I can’t handle other guys fantasizing about my girlfriend, but there is some healthy jealousy there.”

    “You know, sometimes girls like that,” Zoey said.

    “Like what?” Pat asked.

    “They like knowing that guys are thinking about them in that way,” she clarified. “They like dressing up in something sexy and knowing that guys want to fuck them, especially hot guys.”

    Pat glanced over to see that Zoey’s dress had ridden up a little, exposing more of her thigh. Her fingers were still moving in slow circles over her skin and he couldn’t help but wonder if she was a little bit turned on. “Are you one of those girls?” he asked.

    She didn’t answer and Pat pulled his eyes from the road one more time to see a smile on his girlfriend’s face.

    “Zoey?” he said.

    “I never thought I was one of those girls,” she answered. “It used to make me a little bit uncomfortable, to be honest. I think I always felt like I’d be a disappointment to a hot guy if he actually fucked me, like somehow the sex would be bad and he’d end up regretting it.”

    “That definitely wouldn’t be the case, Zoey,” Pat reassured her. “You’re incredible in bed.”

    Zoey reached over and rubbed his leg. “I know I am,” she said. “Now I know that, at least. Being with you has given me confidence, Pat. That look on your face every time you cum makes me feel like I’m great in bed. That look you have when I take you in my mouth makes me certain that I’m exceptionally good at giving head, too.”

    “So, are you saying that you like it when guys stare at you like they want to fuck you?” Pat asked.

    “Yes, that’s what I’m saying,” Zoey said as her hand traveled up his thigh. “I hope that doesn’t bother you.”

    Pat looked down to see that Zoey’s fingers were absolutely traveling towards his crotch. She found his cock and stroked him through his ridiculous red costume pants and he gripped the steering wheel a little tighter as an unexpected sense of pleasure erupted between his legs.

    “I wore this costume because I want to be wanted, Pat,” Zoey said. “Ultimately, I want you and I’m going to have you when the party is over, but I want guys to stare at me. I want girls to be jealous of me. I honestly wouldn’t mind getting hit on, at least if the guy is hot.”

    Zoey’s over-the-pants handjob had left him hard, but Pat wasn’t sure he was entirely on board with his girlfriend’s plan to be an object of lust for every hot guy at the party.

    “It seems like you don’t mind the idea of guys checking me out,” Zoey noted. “It kind of seems like you’re excited by it.”

    Pat wasn’t sure she’d believe him if he denied it. He wasn’t sure if he’d believe it either. What she was doing felt good, but he knew it wasn’t just her touch that had him turned on. It was like putting on the Jessica Rabbit costume had turned Zoey into an entirely different girl, and for whatever reason, Pat found that girl exceptionally arousing.

    “I guess I don’t mind,” he said. “I mean, you’re right, my cock isn’t exactly putting up a fight, is it?”

    “It’s not,” Zoey replied as she stroked him a little faster. “In fact, your cock feels hard as a rock. If we weren’t going to a party I’d take it out and offer you a little assistance, in fact.”

    Pat looked at his girlfriend with genuine surprise in his eyes. Zoey had never offered much of anything in the car, and now she was talking about making him cum. “Seriously?”

    “Absolutely,” Zoey said. “That feels like something Jessica Rabbit would do. If she made her man hard as a rock I think she’d drop her head into his lap and show him the kind of pleasure every man wants. I think she’d help relieve him of the strain of having such a stiff cock and I think she’d happily swallow the result of her oral efforts.”

    Pat suddenly found it a little difficult to keep a clear head. All he could think about was seeing his girlfriend’s pink hair bobbing up and down in his lap. Was there a chance he’d get a blowjob on the drive home from the party?”

    “That will have to wait, though,” Zoey said as she pulled her hand from between his legs. “I wouldn’t want to mess up my pretty lipstick and I think you might be a little less interested in me having flirty fun at the party if you’ve already had an orgasm.”

    “What does flirty fun mean?” Pat asked.

    “It means if a hot guy comes up to me and tells me I look incredible in this dress that I might do a little bit of flirting with him,” Zoey explained. “I might tell him that he looks good in his costume. I might make an effort to let a little more of my leg show so he can get a glimpse at my thigh and dream of being the man to take me home so he can see what’s under my dress.”

    “Wait, what?” Pat asked. “Aren’t I going to be the man to take you home?”

    “Of course you are,” Zoey assured him. “But the other guys don’t have to know that. They can think they have a chance at taking me home. They can dream of being the one to fuck Jessica Rabbit.”

    “Jesus, Zoey, what’s gotten into you?” Pat asked.

    Zoey unbuckled her seat belt and leaned over. She grabbed Pat’s still-hard cock and kissed his neck before unleashing a sultry moan that made his balls tingle with pleasure. “Don’t worry, baby,” she whispered. “I’ll be a good girl. I’ll just do a little flirting, maybe a little bit of harmless touching.”

    “Touching?” Pat asked breathlessly.

    “Mmm, I can’t help it if a guy wants to reach out and run his fingers over my thigh,” Zoey said. “The dress kind of invites that sort of desire, don’t you think? If I’m close with a guy and he happens to let his fingers brush over my soft, smooth skin, I can’t really control that. All I can do is enjoy it.”

    Pat’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed as Zoey stroked him slowly through his pants.

    “I might dance with a guy, if he asks nicely,” Zoey said. “Would you be okay with that?”

    “I…I think so,” Pat answered.

    “Yeah? You’d be okay with a hot guy dancing with me? You’d be okay with his hands moving all over my body and this dress?” she asked.

    Pat groaned. “Yes, I think so, yes.”

    Zoey kissed his neck, released his cock, and moved back to her seat. She put her seatbelt on, took a deep breath, and said, “This is going to be a hell of a party.”

    Confusion reigned in Pat’s mind. Why was he so turned on? Was he really okay with Zoey flirting, touching, and dancing with other guys, or was she just insanely sexy as Jessica Rabbit and had managed to lure him into a place of crazy desire with just a little bit of touching? Was she actually planning on doing any of those things, or was she just having fun teasing him?

    As they neared their destination, Pat couldn’t help but try and get a little clarity. “So, are you really going to do any of that stuff you talked about, or were you just having a little fun?”

    “It was fun, wasn’t it?” Zoey asked.

    “Wow, there’s a ton of cars parked on the street,” Pat said as they neared their friend’s house. “This is a way bigger party than I thought it would be. I don’t really see any spaces.”

    “Would you mind dropping me off and finding a space? I can’t walk half a mile in these heels and this dress,” Zoey said.

    Pat pulled up in front of the house and said, “You didn’t answer my question. Were you just teasing me, or are you really planning on doing any of that stuff you talked about?”

    Zoey smiled, leaned over to give him a soft kiss on the cheek, and whispered, “What would Jessica Rabbit do?”

    She got out of the car and Pat stared at her incredible ass in the sparkly red dress. She still hadn’t answered his question, since he had no idea what Jessica Rabbit would do. Would she flirt? Would she dance? Would she slink off to a dark corner of the party with a hot guy and let him try and seduce her?

    A few people were hanging out on the porch and Pat watched as every single one of them stared at Zoey. One of the guys broke away from the group he was talking with and walked right up to her. The smile on his face and his body language made it perfectly clear he was flirting. Zoey made it perfectly clear she was thrilled to have his attention. Just like that, it seemed obvious that Zoey hadn’t just been teasing, that she planned on having the kind of fun she’d described.

    Pat tightened his grip on the steering wheel, put the car in drive, and hurried to find a parking space. He really wanted to get to that party, though Pat wasn’t sure if that’s because he wanted to stop his girlfriend from flirting with other guys or if he wanted to be there to witness her having the kind of fun she seemed to crave.

  
    A Very Naughty Halloween Party - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Pat was half a mile down the street before he found a parking space. He knew there was no chance of catching Zoey before she disappeared into the party, but he rushed towards the house anyway. His costume garnered a few smiles and one chuckle from a tipsy-looking guy, all of which served to annoy him in the jealous state Zoey had put him in before sauntering into the house dressed as Jessica Rabbit.

    “Roger Rabbit!” someone called out as Pat stepped into the shockingly crowded party.

    He turned to see someone wearing a black jumpsuit and a skeleton mask – a decidedly uncreative costume – and asked, “Have you seen Jessica?”

    “You mean that fine ass girl in the red dress and the purple gloves?” the skeleton asked.

    Pat nodded.

    The skeleton laughed and said, “Everyone’s seen her, dude.” He seemed like he’d had more than a few drinks, or that perhaps someone had heavily spiked the cup of green punch he held in his hand.

    “So, is that a no?” Pat asked.

    “Last I saw her she was chatting with a cowboy,” the skeleton said. “Dude was working her over, too. He was definitely hoping to draw down on her, if you know what I mean.”

    The skeleton turned away and Pat looked around the crowded living room for some sight of Zoey. He figured the pink hair would make her impossible to miss, but she was nowhere to be found.

    He turned to head for the kitchen when a cute brunette in a rather revealing cheerleader costume stepped in front of Pat, pulled on his suspenders, and let them go. They snapped into his chest and Pat cried out from the sudden shock of pain. The cheerleader laughed, gave him a kiss on the cheek for reasons Pat couldn’t understand, and walked away.

    Pat rubbed his chest as he made his way through the main floor of the house, searching for Zoey’s pink hair and red dress. He saw a whole host of interesting, creative costumes – and a small handful of girls that had gone full out with the sexy looks – but he didn’t spot his girlfriend.

    “Pat! You made it!” someone called out as Pat reached the kitchen. “Here, buddy, let me get you a drink.” It was Dan, Pat’s good friend and the party’s host, and he was dressed as a Squid Game contestant. “Whoa,” Dan said as he came over with a cup of green punch in his hand, “what’s up with you? This is a party, man. Why the serious look?”

    Pat grabbed the drink and took a long sip. The punch was so sweet he almost gagged before the taste of vodka kicked in, making the whole thing a rather unpleasant experience.

    “Wait, are you Roger Rabbit?” Dan asked.

    Pat nodded as his eyes darted around the kitchen.

    “Wait! Was Zoey the Jessica Rabbit I saw walking around the party?” Dan asked.

    “Yes,” Pat said with a sudden sense of urgency in his voice. “Where did you see her? Where did she go?”

    Dan put his hands up. “Damn, dude, take a breath. It’s a party. People are supposed to mingle. You don’t need to keep a tracker on her.”

    Pat took a deep breath as he realized that he probably seemed like an insane, jealous boyfriend that was annoyed his girlfriend had put on a sexy costume. Dan didn’t know what Zoey had said in the car, though. He didn’t know that she’d basically threatened to fool around with another guy.

    “Normally you’d be right,” Pat said. “But she was in a weird mood when we drove over here and I feel like she might do something…I don’t know, destructive.”

    “Okay, fine,” Dan replied. “Do you promise you’re not going to throw any punches, though? This is my fucking house and I don’t want anyone destroying my shit, okay?”

    “Of course, of course,” Pat said. “I promise. I just…I don’t know, I just want to find her.” Pat wasn’t really sure what he’d do if he saw Zoey doing…something, anything with another guy.

    “Check the backyard,” Dan said. “More people showed up than I expected so I had to offer up a little more room. No shouting, though. I gotta be a good neighbor.”

    Pat nodded and headed for the backyard. He stood in the doorway and scanned the darkly lit, grassy space, but he didn’t see Zoey’s pink hair, red dress, or purple gloves as his eyes moved over the yard. Then Pat spotted the cowboy. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and leaning against the fence on the far side of the yard. He was talking to someone, too. It must have been Zoey.

    Propelled mostly by jealousy and a little bit of liquid courage, Pat headed for the cowboy. He was a few steps away before he spotted Zoey, who had a smile on her face as she looked up at the cowboy.

    “Zoey, hey, I was looking for you,” Pat said.

    Zoey turned and smiled and Pat could see that her chest was flushed red in a way it hadn’t been in the car. “Hey, honey.”

    “Well, hey there, Roger,” the cowboy said with a smile on his face as he surveyed Pat’s costume. He looked back to Zoey and added, “That’s a hell of a costume you put together for your…boyfriend, is it?”

    “Yeah, this is Pat, my boyfriend,” she said.

    Pat stuck out his hand and the cowboy turned to him, adjusted his hat, and shook. Pain exploded from Pat’s hand as the cowboy put him in what felt like a death grip. He tried his best not to show that it hurt, but eventually Pat had to pull away, bringing a smile to the cowboy’s face.

    “Well, it was a pleasure meeting you, Miss Jessica,” the cowboy said as he tipped his hat. He glanced at her breasts in the strapless dress for just a moment and added, “I should be moving along now.”

    The cowboy departed and Pat rubbed his hand as he leaned against the fence. Zoey didn’t bother tending to his pain, though, as she was too busy watching the cowboy go.

    “Is that punch?” Zoey asked.

    Pat nodded and handed her the cup. Zoey took a drink and offered a rather joyful smile.

    “Having fun?” he said.

    Zoey’s smile somehow got bigger before she stepped closer and kissed her boyfriend. Her sweet, sugary tongue pushed into his mouth as she pressed her body against his. It took just an instant for the pain in Pat’s hand to disappear as a beautiful bulge showed up between his legs.

    “I’m having a great time,” Zoey said with her body still pressed tightly against his. “You seem like you’re a little stressed out, though. You shouldn’t be stressed out, baby. You should be enjoying yourself. It’s Halloween. People are dressed up and having fun. They’re drinking, and dancing, and…”

    “Flirting?” Pat asked.

    Zoey kissed him again and replied, “Yes, flirting. Flirting is fun. It’s harmless, too.”

    “And what about the touching you talked about,” Pat asked. “Was there touching?”

    “What if there was?” Zoey replied. “What if that sexy cowboy wanted to touch your girlfriend? What if he ran his fingers over my forearm and gave me goose bumps? What if he brushed my hair away from my face and made me lean in just a little bit closer because I wanted him to touch me again?”

    Pat wanted to tell his girlfriend that he wasn’t okay with any of that, but his persistent erection made it awfully hard to sell that notion.

    Zoey smiled and kissed him yet again. This time her lips lingered against his, though. This time her tongue moved in wondrous, sensual ways that made his cock so hard it was actually a little uncomfortable.

    She stepped back, looked down into his cup, and said, “We’re all out of punch. I should really go get some more, and you should probably stay here. We can’t have you walking around the party with a boner in your bright red pants, can we?”

    “Zoey, what are you doing?” Pat asked.

    Zoey smiled, adjust her dress to ensure her breasts were sitting high on her chest, and reached out and grabbed his cock. Pat’s eyes went wide as she stroked him in his pants – and in public – and smiled. “Jessica’s going to have a little bit of harmless fun,” she said.

    She released his cock and walked back towards the house with an irresistible sway in her hips. She’d also ensured that Pat couldn’t follow, as she was quite right that it wouldn’t work to walk around the party with a boner.

    Zoey stopped at the back door and turned towards Pat. She smiled, bent over a little to show off her incredible cleavage, and blew him a kiss. Someone reached up as if they were grabbing it out of the sky to steal it from Pat and Zoey laughed before disappearing inside with the cup in her hand. Pat knew she wouldn’t be coming back with any punch, though. She was searching for her cowboy, for the hot guy she’d referenced in the car.

    Despite his desperation to get back to the party, Pat’s boner refused to soften. Each second felt like an hour as he stared at the grass and waited for the bulge in his pants to go away. By the time it did there was a small precum stain in the front of his pants, but Pat couldn’t worry about that. He turned and headed inside. Someone commented on his costume, but he didn’t have time to stop. He needed to find his girlfriend yet again.

    Pat searched the entire house, but to no avail. He was on the verge of giving up when he happened to glance out the front window and spotted a purple glove. Pat maneuvered to get a better view and saw Zoey and the cowboy sitting on the front porch. Her leg was crossed and most of her thigh was exposed as the dress’s slit parted to allow her soft, smooth, perfect skin to emerge.

    Pat watched the cowboy’s hand move to Zoey’s knee. He saw her smile at his touch and move just a little bit closer. The cowboy smiled and pushed his hat back. Zoey looked up at him, smiled, and moved one of her gloved hands to the back of his neck. His lips moved towards hers and Pat stood by the window and watched as his girlfriend kissed another man.

    The cowboy’s hand moved up Zoey’s thigh as they indulged in a long, exceptionally sensual kiss. Pat was close enough to see that there was tongue involved and for some reason he found it powerfully arousing. His cock had been hard in the backyard, but not like it was as he watched Zoey kiss another man. His eyes darted between the kissing and the cowboy’s hand moving up her thigh.

    When Zoey uncrossed her legs and opened them as far as the dress allowed Pat had to put a hand against the windowsill to keep his balance as his legs turned to jelly. The cowboy’s hand moved to Zoey’s inner thigh, and while he couldn’t get to her crotch thanks to the dress, he almost certainly would have if she’d been wearing something a little looser.

    After what seemed like forever, the kiss ended. Zoey studied the cowboy’s face as his fingers continued to dance over her inner thighs. She said something to him and he pulled his hand from between her legs. Zoey got up and he shifted his body and watched her go. Pat caught a glimpse of the bulge in his tight jeans and felt an immediate sense of inadequacy. The cowboy was sporting an impressive cock.

    The cowboy stood after a few moments and followed Zoey. His jeans were tight enough that his erection slid right down a pant leg, making it possible for him to move around in a dark house without poking someone in the ass with his dick. Pat wasn’t afforded such a luxury thanks to his loose red pants, so he turned to see Zoey enter through the front door and head towards the back of the house once more. The cowboy followed and Pat remained by the window as he waited for his still-throbbing erection to subside.

    Once it did, Pat set off to find his girlfriend, though now he wasn’t sure if he wanted to stop her from doing something or if he was just following a sense of erotic curiosity.

    Pat’s search yielded nothing, at least until he heard a decidedly sexual moan coming from the hallway that Dan had marked off with yellow police tape. Pat stood on the other side of the tape and wondered if Zoey would really have taken her desire to have fun as Jessica Rabbit to the most extreme conclusion.

    Pat had to know, so he ducked under the tape and tiptoed down the hallway. He passed two bedrooms and rounded the corner as the noises got louder. The door to the third bedroom was open a crack and Pat approached slowly.

    He peered in and his breath caught in his chest as a deeply pleasurable tingling sensation erupted from between his legs. Zoey was on her hands and knees on the edge of the bed. The dress was up around her waist. The cowboy was standing behind her. His jeans were around his ankles and his cock was buried inside her as he held Zoey’s hips.

    Zoey had a hand between her legs and she seemed to be playing with her clit as the cowboy rode her. Her head was up and her moans were loud and lusty. Pat knew those moans, too. His girlfriend was having a damn good time with the cowboy’s cock inside her.

    It felt fucked up, but Pat suddenly wished his costume pants had a zipper. He’d never wanted to masturbate quite as much as he wanted to in that moment. It wasn’t just that his dick was hard. It felt like his whole body was alive with pleasure and he was certain that masturbating would feel like the best thing in the world.

    “I’m cumming,” Zoey cried out. “Oh my God, I’m cumming!”

    The sense of surprise in her voice struck Pat as particularly erotic. It was as if she couldn’t believe she was having such a good orgasm, like the cowboy had fucked her to a far better climax than she’d experienced in a long time.

    It didn’t take long for the cowboy to start grunting and groaning. Pat watched the other man bury his cock in Zoey’s pussy as he had his orgasm. She looked back with a smile on her face, but she stared right at the doorway. It was dark in the hallway so Pat assumed she wouldn’t be able to see him, but Zoey didn’t look away.

    “Come on in, Roger,” she said.

    Pat stood stone still as he considered his options. He could run into another bedroom. He could run into the bathroom. He could run out of the house and go home. Or, he could step into the bedroom his girlfriend had just gotten fucked in and take a chance that he’d get to have the orgasm he most definitely craved.

    Pat pushed the door open and stepped into the bedroom. Zoey glanced at his crotch and smiled at the bulge she saw. The cowboy pulled out and Pat’s dick throbbed when he saw that Zoey had been fucked bareback.

    “Thank you for the orgasm,” Zoey said to the cowboy.

    He put his cock back in his jeans, tipped his hat, and said, “Any time, ma’am. You have a good evening.” He walked past Pat with a big smile on his face and shut the door, leaving them alone in the bedroom.

    Zoey remained on her hands and knees as she looked at Pat and said, “You can have me if you want me.”

    Pat didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed the suspenders off his shoulders, dropped his big red pants, and stepped behind Zoey. He slipped his cock into her cum-filled pussy and he fucked her hard and fast.

    “Fuck me, baby,” Zoey said. “Fuck my sloppy pussy.”

    Pat did as his girlfriend desired and came inside her in less than a minute. He closed his eyes and savored the intense pleasure of finally releasing an evening’s worth of lust in the span of just a handful of seconds.

    “I told you it would be fun for me to do a little flirting,” Zoey said.

    Pat laughed. “I guess you were right.”

    “If you wouldn’t mind fetching me a towel of some kind,” Zoey said. “I can’t have all that mess leaking into my panties.”

    “Of course,” Pat said as he pulled out, put his pants back on, and set out to find something to soak up the two loads of cum that would soon be dripping out of his girlfriend’s pussy. It was not something he’d imagined he’d do at the Halloween party, but that didn’t stop him from smiling as he thought of how thrilling his night had been.

    The End.

  
    A Very Naughty Secret Santa - Part 1

    “Danny! Hold the elevator!”

    Danny saw his cubicle mate Wyatt rushing towards the elevator and for a moment he considered having a little fun with his friend and letting the doors close, but at the last second he stuck his foot out and the elevator opened up.

    “Thanks,” Wyatt said as he stepped through and pushed the button for their floor.

    “Did you run from the parking garage?” Danny asked as he noted his friend’s heavy breaths.

    “I did,” Wyatt replied. “I burnt the fuck out of my eggs this morning so I had to remake them. Threw off my whole schedule.”

    Danny chuckled. “How do you burn eggs?”

    “I asked myself that same question, Danny. It turns out that all it takes is turning the heat up too high and then getting distracted by the fact that the beautiful girl you DM’ed on Instagram actually messaged you back,” Wyatt replied before he broke into a giddy smile.

    “And does this beautiful girl know that you work in a cubicle? That you don’t make nearly as much money as you should given where you went to college? That you can’t even cook something as simple as eggs without burning them?” Danny asked playfully.

    “She certainly does not,” Wyatt answered. “All she knows is what she sees on my feed, so to her I love the outdoors, my dog, and expensive-looking desserts that I eat at lovely outdoor cafes. To the world of Instagram, I am perfect boyfriend material.”

    Danny laughed. “And what happens when she meets you and finds that you don’t go outdoors all that much and that you can’t really afford more than a few expensive-looking desserts a month because your job doesn’t pay all that well?”

    “That’s a problem for future me to deal with, Danny,” Wyatt replied with a smile. “Present me enjoys the thrill of the chase, my boy. Now, that’s enough reminding me of just how boring our jobs are, Danny. I don’t like to think about it until we step off of this elevator.”

    The elevator doors opened and Danny gestured for Wyatt to step onto the office floor first. He followed his friend and they made their way towards their cubicles – they each had their own very small space – to begin another day at their admittedly boring but still rather easy job.

    Danny had the good fortune of possessing a cubicle that faced the wall, giving him far more privacy than most people at the company were afforded. The location also granted him the freedom to be a little lazier than most of his fellow employees as he was in far less danger of being caught aimlessly browsing the web.

    Danny kept a clean desk, so he noticed the elegantly wrapped box sitting in front of his keyboard the moment he stepped into his cubicle. He set his bag on his l-shaped desk, pulled out his chair, and dropped into his while studying the small box.

    The box was light as a feather when Danny lifted it and a gentle shake offered no clue as to what rested inside. Inside the tag it read, “To Danny from your Secret Santa,” in elegant, feminine handwriting.

    Danny stood, looked over the wall of his cubicle and asked Wyatt, “Are we doing Secret Santa this year?”

    “No, why?” Wyatt replied.

    Danny held up the box wrapped in shiny red paper and said, “I found this on my desk. It says it’s from my Secret Santa.”

    “What are you waiting for? Open it up,” Wyatt insisted.

    Danny wasn’t entirely sure what he was waiting for, so he tugged on the ribbon and carefully unwrapped the beautiful paper, revealing a small white rectangular box.

    “Open it up, man,” Wyatt said as Danny stared at the box that rested quite nicely in his hand.

    Danny carefully lifted the top, pulled aside the white tissue paper, and revealed a pair of red lace panties. He immediately set the box on his desk to avoid having anyone else see what was inside. Wyatt rushed out of his cubicle and into Danny’s and they both stared at the underwear in the small gift box.

    “Dude, someone sent you panties,” Wyatt said. “Sexy panties, too.”

    Danny plucked the panties from the box and held them up to reveal that they were boyshorts, a style he happened to find particularly appealing. He looked inside the box in hopes of finding a note that would explain who the gift was from, but there was nothing to be found.

    “Who are these from?” Wyatt asked. “Do you have a secret girlfriend? Are you carrying on with someone at the company? You know they frown on interoffice relationships.”

    “I don’t have a girlfriend,” Danny replied. “Secret or otherwise. I have no idea who these are from. My name was on the tag, though, so they’re definitely for me. It doesn’t make a damn bit of sense, though.”

    “Smell them,” Wyatt said.

    “What?” Danny asked incredulously. “Why would I do that?”

    Wyatt shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Isn’t that what people do with panties?”

    Danny looked up to see his manager coming their way and he quickly stuffed the panties back into the box and put it and the wrapping paper into his bag. Wyatt rushed back to his cubicle and they were both hard at work by the time Roger stopped by to blather on about a meeting they were required to attend just before lunch.

    “Make sure you’re not late,” Roger said as he turned to leave.

    “Of course,” Danny replied.

    Once Roger was out of sight, Wyatt’s head popped over the cubicle and he asked, “So, are you going to try and solve the mystery of the panties?”

    Danny shook his head. “How would I do that? Go around the office waving them around and asking if anyone happened to misplace a pair of red lace women’s underwear? I’d look like a crazy person, and I couldn’t ask any of the women in the office without offending someone, or any of the men for that matter, so I think I’ll just have to chalk it up to a very strange occurrence and move on with my life.”

    Wyatt looked disappointed, but there was nothing Danny could do about that. “Fair enough,” Wyatt said. “Maybe your Secret Santa will deliver another gift that might make the first one make sense. That would be fun, wouldn’t it?”

    “I suppose it would,” Danny replied with a nod, though he wasn’t expecting anything else.

    Wyatt disappeared back into his cubicle and Danny set about working, though he quickly found himself scanning eBay for interesting items and browsing NBA stats on ESPN.com as he could rarely work more than thirty minutes without getting terribly bored and needing a break.

    Given his boredom, Danny was thrilled when his phone buzzed to life on his desk, indicating a text message had come in. “Did you enjoy my gift?” it read.

    The text was from an unfamiliar number and Danny was surprised to find his heart beating a little bit harder as he read it. “Who is this?” he texted back.

    “I wore them for you, Danny,” his Secret Santa replied. “I wore them all day yesterday. I know boyshorts are your favorite.”

    Danny stared at his phone and read the message over and over. How did the sender know that boyshorts were his favorite? He’d only ever expressed that preference to a few ex-girlfriends. Was it possible one of his exes was screwing with him?

    “Stacy, is that you?” Danny texted as he thought of the slightly unstable redhead he’d dated a few years prior.

    “No,” his Secret Santa replied. “We’ve never met before, Danny. You don’t know me, but I know you very well.”

    Danny stood and looked around the office in a futile attempt to identify who was on the other end of the mystery texts. Whoever the sender was, they weren’t obvious enough to be staring in Danny’s direction as they messaged him.

    “What do you want?” Danny texted as he sat back down again.

    “I want to have fun with you, Danny,” they replied. “And I’m pretty sure you’ll come to realize that you want to have fun with me.”

    Danny’s fingers hovered over the keyboard on his iPhone screen, but he wasn’t sure what to say. He felt unnerved by the mystery texts and the sender’s assertion that they knew him very well. It seemed possible, as they’d managed to suss out his affection for boyshort panties. That could have also been pure luck.

    “Tell me, Danny. Does it excite you that I’ve gifted you a pair of panties that spent an entire day resting against my perfect pussy?” they texted.

    Danny’s heart skipped a beat. How did she – assuming it was a woman texting him – know that he harbored a secret desire for used panties? It was a desire he’d never acted on, meaning he was the only person who knew about it.

    “Danny?” she texted. “It would be unwise of you to ignore me.”

    Fueled by the ominous, barely veiled threat, Danny replied, “I’m not sure what you want from me.”

    “A little cooperation, to start,” she texted a moment later. “Remember, Danny, I know you very, very well. I know how much you love boyshort panties. I know about your naughty little obsession with used panties. I know that sometimes you can’t help but feed that obsession while you’re at work, you naughty boy.”

    Danny felt his chest tighten as if the mystery woman on the other end of the messages had tied him to his chair and pulled the rope tight.

    “Now tell me, does it excite you that I’ve gifted you a pair of panties that spent an entire day resting against my perfect pussy?” she asked.

    Danny’s hands shook as he replied, “Yes.”

    “And would it excite you even more to know that I masturbated in those panties, Danny? Would it excite you to know that my sweet pussy juices leaked into those pretty lace panties?” she texted.

    “Yes,” Danny replied. He wasn’t sure how, but she knew him exceptionally well. He was thrilled by the idea that those panties had rested against her pussy, that she’d masturbated in them, that they were soaked with her juices.

    “Do you want to wrap those panties around your cock and masturbate with them, Danny?” she texted.

    Danny’s cock leapt to life at the suggestion. He’d long fantasized about that very thing – and he’d done it a few times when he’d managed to snatch a pair of panties belonging to a girlfriend – but it felt humiliating to admit it to a total stranger.

    “You will cooperate with me, Danny,” she texted after a minute without a response. “Remember, if I know all this about you, it won’t be difficult to make sure that other people know too. Do you think you could keep your job here if all your dirty little secrets came out?”

    Danny was immediately engulfed in a sense of panic unlike any he’d ever felt. His mind raced as he considered the array of aberrant-seeming desires he harbored. If she knew about his lust for used panties, perhaps she knew about the other thoughts that overtook his mind when he lost himself in the pursuit of an orgasm.

    “Sorry for the delay,” Danny replied. He was too nervous to argue with a stranger that might hold exceptional power over him. “Yes, I want to masturbate with the panties.”

    “Put my panties in your pocket and go to the bathroom closest to the elevator,” she instructed. “You’ll find my second gift in the middle stall.”

    Danny reached into his bag and pulled out the red boyshort panties. He ran his fingers over them and quickly lifted them to his nose and inhaled. They smelled of perfume with a hint of the unmistakable scent of a woman’s body. Danny stuffed them into his pocket, stood, and headed for the bathroom.

    Danny glanced at every female coworker he passed on the short walk to the bathroom. He didn’t want to stare, but he tried his best to see a sign that one of them was manipulating him via text. He saw nothing, though. Most happily greeted him with a smile and a few offered a wave, but none looked as though they were unfolding some grand, kinky plan that might involve completely ruining Danny’s life.

    He stepped into the bathroom, checked each stall to make sure it was empty, and stepped into the middle one. Another elegantly wrapped box – this one in green paper with a red bow – rested on the toilet seat. The tag read, “To Danny from your very naughty Secret Santa.”

    Danny picked up the box and sat on the toilet seat. He ran his fingers over the smooth, soft material of the bow and admired the skillful folds of the wrapping paper.

    When his phone rang, Danny nearly dropped it on the bathroom floor as it shocked him out of his revelry. The number was the same one that had texted him. She was calling.

    “Hello?” Danny said as he held the phone to his ear.

    “Hello, Danny,” a soft, seductive voice replied. “Did you find my gift?”

    “I…I did,” he answered.

    “Did you open it?” she asked.

    “No. Should I?” he said.

    “Mmm, you should, Danny. It’s a very special gift that I made just for you,” she replied before offering a sensual moan.

    Danny tugged on the bow and tore the perfectly folded wrapping paper until he was staring at a small white box just like the first one. He lifted the lid and pulled away the tissue paper to find a pair of green lace boyshort panties.

    “Do you like them, Danny?” she asked.

    “They’re…yes, they’re very sexy,” he replied.

    “Good, Danny,” she said. “Take them out of the box, but be careful. There’s a special surprise in my panties and I don’t want you ruining it.”

    Danny gently picked up the panties and unfolded them. He felt something warm and wet in the gusset and his cock and balls tingled with excitement. Had she given him a fresh pair of panties?

    “Wait, is that…what is that?” Danny asked as he opened the panties and stared at a rather thick white liquid resting in the gusset.

    She giggled. “It’s cum, Danny. I’m having a naughty little affair with my boss and he loves to fuck me after he’s had his morning coffee. I snuck into his office and blew him while he was answering emails and then I took his big, beautiful cock for a ride until he filled me with that thick, creamy load of cum you’re looking at.”

    Danny stared at the cum as he felt the warmth and wetness of it soaking through the panties he held in his hand.

    “Does it turn you on to be holding my cum-filled panties, Danny?” she asked.

    Danny couldn’t take his eyes off the cum-filled boyshorts in his hand. Somewhere, deep in the recesses of his brain, he knew it was gross to be holding panties filled with another man’s cum, but that part of his brain wasn’t working at the moment.

    “You could lie and tell me it doesn’t, Danny, but don’t forget that I know more about you than most people,” she said. “Don’t forget that I know exactly how naughty you are. And most importantly, don’t forget that I’m your Secret Santa, and that all I really want is to give you the best Christmas gifts you’ve ever gotten.”

    “Yes, it turns me on,” Danny answered. He wasn’t sure how, but the woman on the other end of the line knew that Danny harbored a rather lurid cuckold fantasy that he’d often blended with his lust for used panties. He was, in a way, staring at a dream come true while sitting in the middle stall of the company bathroom.

    “I want you to do something for me, Danny,” she said in a tone that continued to be absurdly seductive. “I want you to take your pants off. I want you to free your cock. Right now, Danny.”

    Danny set the cum-filled panties in the box and did as the voice on the phone said. “I did it.”

    “Good. Now take my pretty red panties out of your pocket, wrap them around your cock, and masturbate for me, Danny,” she instructed.

    Danny reached down, freed her red panties from his pocket, and wrapped them around his half-hard cock. The instant pleasure brought out a moan that he quickly stifled and it took no time at all for Danny to reach an erect state.

    “Now think about me on my knees between my boss’s legs, Danny. I know you don’t know me, but picture your fantasy girl. Picture a pretty brunette in a tight skirt, a pair of lovely three inch pumps, and a soft blouse that’s just a little too tight. Picture my lips stretched around my boss’s cock while you masturbate with my panties, Danny,” she instructed.

    Danny had no trouble doing that very thing. A scene came alive in his head. He pictured one of the corner offices occupied by the company’s executives. He pictured a man sitting behind his desk looking at his computer screen while a beautiful brunette’s head bobbed up and down in his lap. It was as if he could hear the sound of cocksucking as his cock throbbed from the sheer pleasure of the soft lace moving up and down his shaft.

    “Are you turned on, Danny?” she asked softly. “Is your cock hard for me?”

    “I’m so turned on,” he replied. “This feels so good.”

    “Retrieve my cum-filled panties, Danny,” she instructed.

    He plucked them from the box and held them up as his gaze focused on the still warm cum that lingered in the gusset.

    “Picture me lifting my skirt over my hips and pulling those pretty panties down my long legs, Danny. Picture me straddling my boss in his chair and taking his big, spit-soaked cock into my hot, steamy, tight little pussy. Picture my luscious lips stretching out around his thick shaft as he opens my blouse and plays with my big, soft tits. Picture me bouncing hard on his dick and begging him to cum inside me. Picture me acting like a good little slut for my boss and working a nice big load out of him,” she instructed.

    “I’m close,” Danny said as he did exactly as his Secret Santa instructed.

    “Clean his mess, Danny,” she said. “Clean his cum out of my panties. Lick it up like the little cuckold bitch you’ve always wanted to be.”

    Danny’s cock surged and his balls tightened as she delivered the instructions he’d long fantasized about hearing from a woman. He lifted the panties towards his mouth, but he couldn’t compel his tongue to do as she wanted.

    “Do it,” she said. “Eat the cum that filled my perfect cunt, Danny. Be a good cuckold for me. Be a good little cuckold and eat a real man’s load while you jerk off with my panties.”

    Danny closed his eyes and did it. He ran his tongue through the cum-filled panty gusset and he coated it in the salty taste of another man’s load. It lingered against his taste buds for a few moments before he swallowed.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Lick up his cum and blow your load like a pathetic cuckold would. Make sure you cum into my panties, though. Be a good boy and fill them with your creamy load, Danny.”

    Danny came harder than he’d ever cum before. His legs kicked out as he spurted into the panties while the woman on the other end of the line moaned in delight.

    “Catch it all, Danny,” she said. “Catch all your cum in those pretty panties.”

    Danny caught it all and smiled as a steady stream of orgasmic aftershocks pulsed outwards from his loins and through the rest of his body.

    “Did that feel good, Danny?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “I can be a very good Secret Santa for you, Danny,” she said. “I have so many naughty gifts left to give you. You just have to do as you’re told. Can you do that for me, Danny?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Good. Before you leave the bathroom, you need to put on one of the two pairs of panties I’ve given you. The choice is entirely yours. You can wear the ones soaked with your cum, or the ones soaked with my boss’s cum. You will wear one pair, though, and you’ll send me a picture of you in them both in the bathroom and at your desk just to prove that you’ve done as I instructed. Oh, and if you want to clean the red panties before you put them on, you’ll do so with your tongue. Do you understand, Danny?” she asked.

    Danny didn’t want to do as she said – it sounded both humiliating and a little disgusting – but he strongly suspected he wasn’t really being given a choice. He could likely say no, but she clearly had a great deal of information about him he didn’t want getting out and he wasn’t sure if she’d shy away from using it.

    “Yes, I understand,” he said.

    “Good. Enjoy the rest of your day, Danny. I’ll have another Secret Santa gift for you tomorrow,” she replied.

    The call ended and Danny stared at the two pairs of panties in his hands. After brief consideration, the Danny decided that he didn’t want to wear a pair of truly cum-soaked panties, which meant he either had to wear the green panties, or he had to lick his cum from the red panties.

    As gross as it was, Danny opted to clean the red panties rather than encase his cock in the remnants of someone else’s cum for the rest of the day. It was unpleasant to do so after his orgasm, but he licked up his load quickly, put on the panties, and put the green pair back in the box. He briefly considered throwing them away, but to do so might have angered his Secret Santa, and Danny couldn’t quite bring himself to toss something so delightful in the trash anyway.

    Danny washed his hands, checked himself in the bathroom mirror, and took a deep breath. He unbuttoned his pants to show off the panties – and felt a strange mix of humiliation and excitement as he saw his cock encased in red lace – and then snapped a picture as the woman on the phone requested.

    Danny then headed back to his desk while trying his best to look as though something utterly insane hadn’t just happened to him.

    “Everything alright?” Wyatt asked as Danny sat in front of his computer.

    “Yeah, why?” Danny asked.

    “You were gone for a while,” Wyatt replied.

    “No, I’m good, thanks,” Danny said.

    He grabbed his phone from his pocket, turned away from Wyatt’s cubicle, and pulled his pants down a little to grab a picture of the panties. He sent the picture and a quick text to his Secret Santa: “Thank you for the gifts. You’re right. They’re the best I’ve ever received.”

    She replied with a smiley face and added, “There are so many more to come, Danny. I promise, we’re going to have so much fun.”

    Danny felt an invigorating mixture of nerves and excitement at the idea of his rather boring life being suddenly upended in an entirely unpredictable manner. He didn’t know who his Secret Santa was, but he looked forward to seeing what she had planned next.
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    “Danny,” the security guard at the front desk said as Danny approached.

    “Alan, hey, how’s it going?” Danny asked.

    “Good, good,” Alan replied. “I have a package for you.”

    “A package? Really?” Danny asked.

    Alan rifled through the small collection of packages under his desk and handed Danny a small box.

    “Thanks,” Danny said. “Happy holidays, Alan.”

    Alan smiled. “You too.”

    Danny had never received a package at the front desk and it didn’t have a mailing label on it, which meant it was almost certainly dropped off by someone. Danny was eager enough to reveal the contents of that he cut it open with his keys and peered inside while waiting for the elevator.

    There was a smaller, elegantly-wrapped box waiting inside and Danny immediately turned and headed back for the front desk. “Alan, sorry, but do you know who this package was from? Who dropped it off, I mean?”

    “No, sorry. It was actually on the desk when I got here. Someone must have left it with the night shift,” Alan said. “Is everything okay?”

    “Oh, yeah, of course,” Danny said as he tried to backtrack on the eagerness that had been obvious in his voice when he’d come over. “It doesn’t say who it’s from, so I was just curious. Thanks.”

    Alan nodded and Danny headed back to the elevator bank and stepped in as the door opened. He would have opened the gift, but he had no doubt it was from his Secret Santa and there was no way of knowing what was inside, so he certainly wasn’t going to open it in front of everyone on the elevator.

    Danny made his way to his desk, breathed a mild sigh of relief that Wyatt hadn’t gotten into work yet, and tore open the gift as quickly as possible. “What is this?” he asked himself as he stared at the tapered blue cylinder with a small flared handle at one end.

    Danny nearly dropped the item when it began vibrating in his hand. He studied it to see if he’d somehow turned it on by accident, but he couldn’t find a button to activate it. The vibrations stopped a moment later and when his mild panic faded Danny realized he was almost certainly holding a sex toy of some sort.

    His phone ran and he pulled it out his pocket and saw the words ‘Secret Santa’ on the screen. He’d entered the mystery girl’s number in his phone to make it easier to know when she was calling.

    Danny tapped the green button and said, “Hello?”

    “Do you know what it is, Danny?” she asked.

    “No,” he answered.

    “Aww, I’m a little disappointed. Though I suppose I should be happy because I get to show you just how much fun it is to play with your ass,” she said.

    Danny stared at the toy and its purpose became obvious. The top end was thin and smooth and the tapered cylinders got larger as it neared the bottom. It was, in a way, like a string of anal beads had been bred with a dildo, and the flared handle almost certainly meant it was designed to go inside someone’s rectum.

    “Please,” Danny said. “Don’t make me do this.”

    “Danny, didn’t I make you feel good yesterday? Didn’t I give you the most incredible gift?” she asked.

    “Yes, you did,” he admitted. “Don’t you think there’s a chance that I’m going to give you another great gift today?”

    “But…this is a…this is a butt plug, right?” he whispered.

    “Technically it’s a vibrating butt plug,” she said. “And you’re going to wear it and I’m going to control when it vibrates.”

    Danny felt his asshole tighten at the mere mention of wearing the item he held in his hand.

    “I left another present for you in the top drawer of your desk,” she said.

    Danny reached out and hesitated for a moment. Any number of things could be in that drawer. There was no way out, though. He was committed to whatever game the woman on the other end of the phone wanted to play, so Danny opened the drawer and saw a red lace thong resting in it.

    “Aren’t they pretty?” she asked.

    “Are they yours?” Danny replied as he felt a little bit of excitement rush between his legs.

    “Of course they are,” she said. “You don’t think your Secret Santa would give you a pair of panties that she hadn’t worn, do you?”

    “No, I guess not,” Danny answered.

    “I wore them to bed last night,” she said. “I masturbated in them before I went to sleep, Danny. I masturbated just for you. I held my vibrator against them and I soaked them with my juices as I thought about you eating that thick, creamy load of cum from those pretty panties I wore while my boss fucked me. Isn’t that just the most delicious thing, Danny? Don’t you love that I came in those panties? Don’t you love that they’re soaked with my juices?”

    “Yes,” Danny answered as he plucked the panties from the drawer and ran his fingers over them. He couldn’t believe it, but he held them under his nose and inhaled deeply. Her scent was all over the panties and it filled him with a potent kind of lust.

    “You’ll find a little bottle of lube in your drawer too, Danny. Take it, the butt plug, and the panties to the bathroom. Lube your ass and the plug and then slip it inside you. Then, put the panties on. I’ll call you in five minutes. I expect you to be done by then,” she said.

    The call ended and Danny found the lube in the drawer, stuffed it, the panties, and the butt plug in his pocket and headed for the bathroom.

    “Hey, Danny,” Wyatt said as he rounded the corner. “I got you a coffee.”

    Wyatt extended the cup in hand and Danny did his best not to slap it away so he could get to the bathroom. “Wyatt, thanks. Could you leave it on my desk, though? I…well, I really need to get to the bathroom.”

    “Whoa, no problem, man. Don’t let me stop you from a bathroom emergency,” Wyatt said.

    Danny didn’t love that Wyatt now thought he was suffering from a bowel issue, but he didn’t have time to argue. He rushed to the bathroom, locked himself in the same stall he’d masturbated in the day before, pulled the three items from his pocket, and dropped his pants.

    “Okay,” Danny said softly. “You can do this. Do you want to do this? Probably not. But you definitely can do this, so why not do it? Why not just put this thing in your ass.”

    He popped the top on the bottle of lube and squirted some onto his fingers. It was thicker than he expected and exceptionally slick, though that seemed like a good thing given where it was going to be used. Danny took a deep breath, reached back, and rubbed the lube over his asshole. It was the first time in his life he’d touched that area for anything other than cleaning purposes and it felt exceptionally strange.

    Danny lubed the toy next, took an even deeper breath, and reached back. He pressed it against his asshole and was astounded at how easily it slipped inside him. The deeper he went the more difficult it was, but Danny was determined not to cross his Secret Santa, for she unquestionably had the means to get him fired.

    The toy was a little uncomfortable once it rested inside him, but it wasn’t painful. It was odd – though also oddly thrilling – to feel something inside him in that way, but it wasn’t unpleasant.

    Danny knew he should have been more concerned about wearing a pair of panties for the second time in two days, but he wasn’t. He didn’t want to fully embrace it, but he was actually a little bit excited to do so, especially since he knew his Secret Santa had worn them and, if she was to be believed, that she’d cum in them. It certainly smelled as if that was the case, at least.

    Danny stepped into the panties and pulled them up until they were snug against his crotch. The lace felt warm and soft outside of one part that was a little bit crusty, no doubt from the juices created by her masturbation.

    Danny bent over to pull up his pants when the vibrator turned on. He shot straight up and his eyes went wide as an array of sensations unlike any he’d ever experienced emanated from his backside. It was, much to his surprise, hugely pleasurable. It felt like the vibrations were tickling something utterly delightful inside him and while he didn’t get hard, Danny did feel as though he might very well cum if the vibrations went on long enough.

    The vibrations stopped and a moment later Danny’s phone rang. He pulled up his pants, pulled it from his pocket, and answered with a breathless, “Oh my god.”

    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “It feels incredible,” he replied.

    “I knew you’d be the kind of naughty boy that I like to play with, Danny,” she said.

    Danny wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to be thought of as a naughty boy, though it was hard to deny that he enjoyed the feeling of the toy vibrating in his ass.

    “Don’t clam up on me now, Danny,” she said. “And don’t deny that you’re a naughty boy. You have a vibrating butt plug up your ass and you’re wearing my soiled panties. And, most of all, you like it, don’t you?”

    Danny closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and admitted, “Yes, I like it.” The vibrator turned on and he leaned against the stall’s wall as the pleasure once again emanated from his asshole.

    “You know what I like, Danny? That I have total control,” she said. “I can give you pleasure whenever I want. I can make that little toy vibrate when you’re at your desk, when you’re in a meeting, when you’re talking with that boring boss of yours, when you’re talking with your friend in the next cubicle, when you’re eating lunch, whenever I damn well please.”

    For some reason, Danny hadn’t considered just how much power he’d given her by putting the toy in his ass. If she was watching him closely, she could make his day exceptionally difficult.

    “Don’t you have a meeting with your entire department today?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” Danny admitted as the vibrations of the butt plug made it exceptionally difficult to talk or think.

    “I wonder what would happen if I turned on this little toy while you were in that meeting? Do you think your boss would notice that you were writhing in your chair? Do you think your coworkers would notice? Do you think you’d have an orgasm if I left it on for the whole meeting, Danny? Do you think you’d cum in your pretty red panties in front of all your coworkers and your boss?” she asked.

    Danny was absolutely certain he’d cum. He wasn’t sure what was happening inside him to make that a certainty, but the sensations he felt were guaranteed to lead to an orgasm, and he couldn’t have that, not while in a meeting.

    “Please, don’t do that,” he said.

    The vibrator turned off and the woman on the other end of the line giggled softly. “A few months ago my boss bought me a vibrator that he controlled. It wasn’t for my ass, of course, but it was the same intent. He got such a thrill out of turning it on and watching me writhe as it offered my clit an intense kind of pleasure. He’s a man that likes to be in control, of course, and it turns out that I’m a woman that likes to be in control. That’s why I picked you to play with, Danny. You’re a man that wants to surrender control, whether you know it or not.”

    “Please just don’t make me cum during my meeting,” Danny said.

    “Do I have control over you, Danny?” she asked.

    “Yes, you do,” he admitted. It was true, so there was no point in denying it.

    “I like that, Danny. It turns me on. It makes me want to play with my pussy, but I can’t really do that at my desk, can I?” she asked.

    “No, I guess not,” Danny replied.

    “I could get fucked,” she said.

    Danny thought of the dirty talk she’d offered him the day before while he was masturbating. She’d painted a rather lurid picture of having sex with her boss and it had proved to be a powerful source of arousal that had led to an exceptional orgasm.

    “Right now, you mean?” Danny asked.

    “My boss is always in the mood to fuck me,” she explained. “Even if he’s on the phone, I just have to walk in there and get on my knees in front of him and he’ll get off the line. Once I’ve got my lips around his cock he can’t resist me. I really like that. It does make me feel like I have a little bit of control over him, though I suppose any man is willing to surrender just a bit of control to the woman that happily makes him cum, especially if she’s not interested in breaking up his marriage and getting into a real relationship.”

    “Your boss is married?” Danny asked.

    “He wouldn’t be fucking me if he wasn’t, Danny,” she said. “He wouldn’t be so desperate for pussy that he’d fuck someone that works for him if he wasn’t married and bored out of his mind because he neglected his wife a little too much for her to be willing to fuck him with any sort of regularity.”

    “Do you like fucking him?” Danny asked.

    “I love fucking him,” she answered. “I love his cock. I love how hard he fucks me. I love how aggressive he gets right before he’s about to cum inside me. In fact, I love it so much that I need it right now. Would you like to listen, Danny? I could bring my phone in with me and you could listen as my boss fucks me. Would you enjoy that?”

    “Yes,” Danny answered.

    “I’m going to turn your little vibrator on, Danny,” she said. “I don’t want you touching your cock and I don’t want you pulling out the toy. I want you to listen to me getting fucked. Think of it as me cuckolding you if you’d like. With any luck, you’ll cum in your panties and make a sticky, nasty mess.”

    The vibrator turned on and Danny sat down in the stall as that same sense of pleasure once again ripped through his body. His Secret Santa hadn’t mentioned it, but Danny took off his pants. For some reason he wanted to look at his cock in the red lace panties. He knew it was weird, but he couldn’t resist.

    “Are you there?” Danny asked. She didn’t answer and he assumed she’d muted him.

    A moment later he heard a door open and a man’s voice. It sounded like her boss was on a business call. The door shut quietly and the man’s voice got louder. Danny didn’t recognize it, but he worked at a big company and it was entirely possible he’d never met the woman on the phone or her boss.

    Danny wasn’t sure where her phone was, but it was close enough to her that he heard a zipper being lowered. Not long after he heard the sounds of a quiet blowjob and he imagined his Secret Santa sucking on her boss’s flaccid cock.

    “I’m sorry, I’ll have to call you back,” he said. A moment later he added, “What are you doing?”

    “What does it look like I’m doing?” she asked. “I need to get fucked, baby. I need to feel your big cock inside me. I need you to bend me over your desk and pound me like you’re so good at doing. So I’m sucking your cock. I’m giving you my mouth and I’m making you feel good so you’ll give me what I need.”

    The sounds of a far more vigorous blowjob filled Danny’s ears and he closed his eyes and leaned back. He could have fought the pleasure of the experience his Secret Santa had created, but he saw no point in that. If she wanted to make him feel good, then he was going to go with it.

    The bathroom door opened and Danny’s eyes shot open. “Danny?” Wyatt called out. “Are you in here?”

    “Uh, yeah,” Danny said. “I’m here. What are you doing here?”

    “I just came to check on you. It’s been a while, man. I know maybe it’s a little weird, but if you’re seriously sick you should probably go home,” Wyatt said.

    Danny was a little touched at Wyatt’s concern for him, but the continued vibrations in his ass made it difficult to focus on that. Instead, he wanted to get his friend out of the bathroom as quickly as possible. “Thanks, man. I’m good. I really am. Honestly, I’m just taking a little extended break. I didn’t sleep well last night and I couldn’t really get it up for another day at work, so I’m doing a little slacking in here where I can’t get in trouble.”

    Wyatt laughed. “Alright, man. I hear you. Have fun in here. I’ll see you back in the cubicle farm when you’re ready.”

    The bathroom door shut and Danny’s focus returned to the blowjob happening in his ear. His Secret Santa sounded like she was an oral artist. At the very least her boss seemed to love it because he couldn’t stop moaning.

    “Stand up,” he said. A moment later he added, “Now be a good girl and bend over my desk.”

    “Yes, sir,” she replied.

    “Mmm, you know you shouldn’t wear skirts this tight to work,” he said. “They’re inappropriate.”

    “But I like wearing tight skirts,” she replied. “I like that they make you want me. I like that you want to fuck me when you see my ass and hips in one of my tight skirts.”

    The sound of a hard smack filled Danny’s ears and she cried out, though it sounded largely playful, like they were indulging in a game of mildly kinky foreplay.

    “They do make me want to fuck you,” he said. “They make every other man in the office want to fuck you too.”

    “But you’re the only one I want,” she replied. “You’re the only one my pussy craves.”

    Danny looked down to see his cock throbbing in her panties. They didn’t provide nearly enough room for him to fully grow, so it was a little painful. He suspected that was part of her plan, though. It wouldn’t surprise him at all to know that she wanted him to suffer a little while enjoying an erotic audio show.

    “Please, fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me hard.”

    Danny heard what he assumed was her skirt being pulled up around her waist. A smack on the ass followed and she moaned. They weren’t going particularly hard – probably because someone would hear if they were – but it seemed as though they were both turned on by it.

    “Fuck me, sir,” she said.

    A moment later her moan filled Danny’s ears. The sounds of sex soon followed. He pictured his Secret Santa – or the version of her he’d conjured in his head – bent over with her hands pressed against the desk while her boss pounded her from behind. The sound of rhythmic thrusting made it clear she was being fucked fast and hard and in Danny’s mind it was the most beautiful thing in the world.

    “Harder,” she said. “Please, fuck me harder. Fuck my tight little pussy harder. Stretch me out with that big cock of yours. Stretch out my tight little cunt!”

    Danny pressed his hands against the sides of the bathroom stall to keep himself from masturbating. He felt an orgasm building, but he desperately wanted to make it happen faster by grabbing hold of his cock and jerking off. He just wanted to cum to a surprisingly kinky version of his cuckold fantasy that was playing out in real time.

    “Oh my god, that feels so good,” she said. “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

    Danny’s loins tightened up as he looked down at his cock. The sight of it in panties struck him as particularly kinky in that moment and it felt like he was seconds away from cumming and making a spectacular mess.

    “Tell me what you want,” his Secret Santa’s boss said.

    “Cum inside me,” she begged. “Please, cum inside me.”

    Danny’s orgasm washed over him a moment later. He watched as his cock bounced in the panties and filled them with cum. The heat of his juice spread over his flesh and down to his balls, making an even bigger mess than he expected. For the second time in two days, Danny had cum in a pair of panties, but instead of freaking him out, that notion provided quite the thrill.

    The grunts and groans on the other end of the call made it obvious that Danny’s Secret Santa had just taken a creampie. Her moans of delight made it seem as though she found it quite pleasurable to have done so.

    “Thank you, sir,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” he replied. He gave her ass one last smack and said, “Now get out of my office. I need to finish that call.”

    “Of course, sir,” she said.

    Danny closed his eyes and took deep breaths. The vibrator turned off and a moment later she asked, “Did you enjoy that?”

    “I did,” Danny said. “I came. Thank you.”

    “You’re welcome, Danny,” she replied. “I’m your Secret Santa. It’s my job to give you gifts you’ll appreciate. I came too, but I’m greedy and I want another orgasm. You’re going to give it to me, too.”

    “How?” Danny asked.

    “You’re going to clean my pussy, of course,” she said.

    Danny sat up straight. “I am?” he asked.

    “You know the supply closet that’s all the way at the end of the hallway on the far end of your floor?” she asked.

    Danny nodded to no one at all and said, “I do.”

    “Go there. Right now. You’ll find a blindfold stuffed behind a box of printer paper. Put it on and get on your knees. Text me when you’ve done it. If I found that you’ve cheated in an attempt to see me, I’ll end your career. Do you understand, Danny?” she asked.

    “I do,” he replied.

    “Good. Go quickly now. I don’t want too much of his yummy cum leaking out of me,” she instructed.

    Danny stood, stuffed the male underwear he’d worn to work into his pocket, and rushed out of the bathroom. He tried his best to walk calmly as he made his way to the supply closet in question, but he almost certainly had a wild look in his eyes. Danny couldn’t contain it, though. Even though he’d just cum he was hugely excited to live out another fantasy of his. He was going to clean a real creampie. It was so much hotter than licking cum from her panties. Danny couldn’t wait. He just hoped his Secret Santa was serious about her intentions to have him lick up her boss’s load.
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    Danny knew it was insane to do as his Secret Santa demanded. He knew it was particularly insane to do it in the office. It’s not like the supply closet was secure. They could easily be discovered. He could be fired in an instant if someone walked in on him cleaning a creampie from a coworker. Danny didn’t listen to the sane part of his brain, though. He listened to his cock. He listened to the hum of desire that rushed through his body.

    Danny walked as calmly as he could to the supply closet. He did his best to make sure no one was paying close attention and then slipped inside, searched behind the printer paper boxes until he found the blindfold his Secret Santa had mentioned, and then got on his knees and sent a text message that he’d done as she asked before putting the blindfold on and waiting.

    Danny’s heart felt like it beat a little harder with every second that passed. The supply closet door wasn’t locked. Anyone from the office could walk in and discover him waiting on his knees like a weirdo.

    The door opened and Danny held his breath. He didn’t hear someone scream in surprise or laugh, so he figured he was safe. The door shut and Danny heard someone else breathing. He wasn’t alone.

    “Hello?” he asked.

    “Show me your panties,” she said.

    Danny loosened his belt and unzipped his pants to reveal the panties he’d put on her at her instruction.

    “You look pretty in them, Danny,” she said.

    Even in person her voice didn’t sound familiar, leaving Danny completely bereft of any evidence as to the identity of his Secret Santa.

    “Thank you,” he replied. “For the gifts, and the compliment, I suppose.”

    “You’ve enjoyed my gifts?” she asked.

    “I have,” he said. “They’re…well, they’re a little humiliating…”

    “But you like being humiliated, don’t you Danny?” she interrupted.

    It felt pointless to lie to her. He was wearing panties she’d given him. He was wearing a butt plug she’d given him. He was on his knees in an office supply closet because she wanted him to clean another man’s creampie out of her pussy. “Yes, I do,” he admitted.

    “I’ve known for months, Danny,” she said. “You really, really shouldn’t browse those naughty sites at work. Even when you think you’re being careful, you’re not being careful enough. I don’t know that anyone else cares enough to dig as deep into your history as I did, but it’s still quite the risk. Though I suppose it’s been rewarding for you, hasn’t it? After all, you just had a rather thrilling orgasm, didn’t you? You just filled those pretty panties with your sticky load, didn’t you?”

    Danny thought of the orgasm he’d had in the bathroom stall. He thought of the incredible sounds of cocksucking and sex he’d listened to as his Secret Santa and her boss fucked. He thought of his cuckolding-by-phone and the orgasm that had come with it, an orgasm fueled by the vibrating butt plug he’d worn at her behest. It was, without question, among the best orgasms of his life. His body was still humming with the pleasure of it. Danny felt a sense of gratitude towards the woman standing in front of him. She’d humiliated him, of course, but she’d also set him free, in a way.

    “Can I look at you?” he asked.

    She responded by slapping him. It wasn’t a particularly hard slap, but it caught Danny completely off guard and nearly made him topple over. “No, you may not,” she said. “You are not in control, Danny. I am. I’ve given you gifts that you’ve enjoyed, but I’ve given them because I’ve enjoyed them more. It’s intoxicating to have control over a man. I get wet just thinking about the things I can make you do for my pleasure. I might make you do something you don’t want to do, Danny, and I crave my anonymity. I don’t want you to know who I am. I want to be free to walk by you in the office and look at the man I’m in control of without you having any idea it’s me that has you almost literally by the balls.”

    Danny opened his mouth to apologize and the vibrating butt plug turned on. Again that beautiful form of pleasure spread through his loins as the toy stimulated his rectum – and seemingly his prostate – in the most incredible way.

    “That feels good, doesn’t it Danny?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “Now, tell me, are you ready to be a nasty little cum slut for me?” she asked.

    Danny nodded vigorously. It felt spectacularly dirty to be talked to like that, but it was such a turn on. He’d cum just a few minutes ago and already he could feel the stirrings of lust building in his loins.

    “Then beg for it, Danny,” she said.

    “Please, let me clean your boss’s cum out of you,” he begged. “Please, let me lick every drop of his load from your pussy. Please.”

    Danny heard the sound of a zipper being lowered and he was certain the sound of her skirt falling to the floor followed. Danny felt her hand against his face before her fingers traced over his lips. He opened his mouth and she slipped a finger inside. Danny closed his lips around it and sucked instinctively.

    “Take another,” she said before pressing a second finger against his lips. Danny took it without hesitation as the vibrator in his ass and the kinky pleasures of sucking her fingers while in a pair of her panties led to an ever-increasing sense of lust.

    “Would you like it if they were covered in his cum?” she asked.

    Danny nodded with her fingers still in his mouth and a moment later his Secret Santa pulled them away. He heard what he assumed was her hand pushing into her panties and the sounds of wetness – of her playing with her cum-filled pussy – reached his ears. There was something so sexy about that sound, something that made him want to crawl forward and do whatever he could to consume the load dripping out of her.

    “Look at you,” she said. “You look like a desperate cum slut. Is that what you are, Danny? Have I already turned you into a desperate cum slut? Have I tapped into your kinky side so successfully that you’ve turned into a filthy little cum-craving slut?”

    “Yes,” Danny admitted as he surrendered himself to the whims of his Secret Santa. Her fingers pushed into his mouth and he tasted another man’s cum for the first time in his life. It was bitter and salty and, in its own way, delicious. A shock of pleasure rushed down his spine as he sucked her fingers clean and gave himself over to the idea that he was, in fact, a filthy little cum-craving slut.

    “I knew you were naughty, Danny, but I had no idea how much fun it would be to play with you,” she said. “I think I’ve been taking it too easy on you. I think it’s time to push you harder. I think it’s time to explore just how far you’re willing to go to do what I want, and to keep your job, I suppose.”

    Her fingers pulled out of his mouth and she put a hand on the back of Danny’s head and pulled him closer. He crawled towards her and his lips soon pressed against her panties.

    “Lick them,” she said. “Taste his cum through them.”

    Danny licked her cum-soaked panties voraciously. He ran his tongue over every inch he could get access to and he tasted the cum that had leaked through them. He did his best to massage her clit in the process in the hope that he could make his Secret Santa feel good.

    “I’ve swallowed his cum a few dozen times,” she said. “Like any man in power, he loves it when a woman gets on her knees in front of him. I’ve always enjoyed the taste of his cum, though, so it’s not so bad. What do you think of it, Danny? Do you enjoy the taste of his thick, salty cum?”

    “Yes,” Danny said.

    She laughed. “You really are a cum slut. Oh, Danny, we’re going to have so much fun together. You’re going to be my dirty little plaything because you just can’t resist, can you? Even if you know it’s insane to do what I want, you can’t resist. You’re wearing panties and a butt plug at work. You’re licking my cum-soaked panties in a supply closet. You’re just a pathetic little submissive looking for someone to take control of him.”

    It wasn’t a question. It was her judgment of him after just a handful of interactions, but Danny wasn’t sure she was wrong. He probably could have refused her requests. He didn’t have to wear her panties. He didn’t have to wear the butt plug. He didn’t have to cum in her panties. He didn’t have to do any of it, but it hadn’t taken much to convince him to do any of it.

    “Now you get your reward, Danny,” she said. “Now you get to clean my boss’s cum out of my pussy.”

    Danny heard her panties being moved aside before she put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him between her legs once more. His tongue snaked out of his mouth and pushed between her plump, perfect labia. He found the river of cum flowing out of her and he soaked up every drop of it. He moaned into her pussy as he drank the cum of a man he’d never met from a woman he’d never actually seen. He lived out his wildest fantasy and it filled his body with the most intense pleasure.

    “That’s it,” she said breathlessly. “Be a good little cum slut for me, Danny. Devour his fucking load. Eat it like I’ve eaten it so many times. Eat every drop of it for me.”

    Danny devoured every drop. He licked until he couldn’t taste the saltiness of her boss’s cum anymore. He licked until he’d finished the job she’d given him and then he kept on licking because she hadn’t told him to stop.

    “I want to cum, Danny,” she said. “Keep using that tongue of yours. I’m going to fuck your face a little.”

    She grabbed a handful of his hair and rubbed her pussy all over his face. She soaked him in a mixture of her juices and the remnants of her boss’s cum. She did so while her grip on his hair tightened and her moans grew lower and a little louder. She did so until her thighs began to tremble from pleasure, and then she climaxed. Danny wished he could see her face, but knowing that he’d given his Secret Santa an orgasm was more than enough to thrill him.

    She stepped back, laughed, and said, “You’re an absolute mess. Hold on a second.” Danny waited as it sounded like she took her panties off, making him think she was about to offer him yet another gift. Instead, she surprised him by rubbing the panties all over his face. She wasn’t trying to soak up the juices she’d left on him, though. Instead, she was spreading the cum that had leaked out of her pussy onto his face. She was making an even bigger mess of him.

    “Now you look perfect,” she said. “I have no idea how you’ll clean yourself up before anyone sees you, but that’s not really my problem, is it? Plus, shouldn’t a cum slut have a little bit of spunk on his face when he’s finished being used?”

    Despite his concern over being covered in someone else’s cum, Danny couldn’t help but feel gratitude for the woman that had seen fit to unleash his deepest fantasies. “Thank you,” he said. “For being my Secret Santa. I don’t know who you are, but I like the way you think.”

    “We’ll see if you feel that way when I decide to really push your limits, Danny,” she replied. “Because it’s not really any fun for me if I’m not pushing you to go deeper into that dirty brain of yours.”

    Danny listened as she got dressed – it was the sound of the zipper that made it obvious what she was doing – and he fought off the urge to remove the blindfold and see who had been directing him the past few days.

    “You know, you looked awfully good with my fingers in your mouth. You sucked with such eagerness. I couldn’t help but wonder what you’d look like with a real cock in your mouth,” she said.

    Danny tried to raise an objection to the notion – he wasn’t the slightest bit interested in doing that – but she walked out of the supply closet and slammed the door shut. The vibrating plug turned off a moment later and Danny pulled the blindfold off and considered running into the hallway to try and see her, but he wasn’t going to do that with cum on his face. Instead, he quickly took off his shirt and tie, lifted his undershirt over his head, and used it to soak up as much of the sticky cum as he could. He got re-dressed as quickly as possible, opened the door a sliver to see if anyone was in the hallway, and then rushed to the bathroom to clean his face.

    As he rubbed the remnants of cum off with warm water Danny wondered if his Secret Santa was just teasing him about having a real cock in his mouth or if she was going to try and push him into doing it. He couldn’t do it. He just couldn’t. That was far beyond anything he’d ever fantasized about and she must have known that, so of course she wouldn’t make him do that.

    At least that’s what Danny hoped.
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    A rather forceful knock on his door pulled Danny from the near-slumber he’d fallen into on his couch and he sat up and groaned in irritation at having to answer. His phone rang an instant later and his heart jumped when he saw it was his Secret Santa calling.

    “Hello?” Danny said as he stood and approached the front door.

    “Did you receive my gift?” she asked.

    “Your gift? No, though someone just knocked on the front door,” he replied.

    “That’s my gift, Danny. Retrieve it. Open the box. See what I picked out for you,” she said.

    Danny opened the front door and bent down to pick up the rectangular cardboard box resting on his doormat. He checked to see if anyone was watching and then shut the door and headed for the kitchen.

    “What did you get me?” he asked while retrieving a pair of scissors to slice through the tape that held the box closed.

    “I think you’re going to enjoy it,” she replied.

    Danny opened the box and pushed the soft tissue paper aside to find a sex toy. It was shaped like a cock – a very realistic cock, including a mushroom head and veins running down the shaft – and it was fairly large.

    “What is this?” he asked.

    “What does it look like?” his Secret Santa replied.

    “It looks like a cock,” Danny said.

    She laughed softly. “Then that’s what it is. It’s not just any cock, though. That beautiful cock you’re staring at has been inside me, Danny. It was inside me an hour ago, in fact. I bought it because it’s the perfect cock. It’s the perfect length and thickness. It fills me and stretches me and makes me feel good when I don’t have feel like putting in the effort to fuck a real man. So I fucked that beautiful cock tonight, I came all over it, and then I packed it in that box, called a messenger, and had it delivered to your door.”

    “Why?” he asked.

    “Because I want to play, Danny,” she answered. “Because I want to play a naughty, thrilling little game with you. Because I want you to show me how eager you are to do exactly as you’re told. That’s why.”

    Danny stared at the cock resting on a bed of tissue paper and an image of moving in and out of her pussy – the pussy he’d cleaned just a few days ago – popped into his head. He saw the head moving past the labia he’d licked and sucked on. He saw every inch of the shaft filling his mysterious Secret Santa and it proved to be a rather intoxicating bit of imagery.

    “I want you to take the box to your bedroom, Danny,” she instructed.

    Danny grabbed the box, tucked it under his arm, and headed for his bedroom. Any resistance to his Secret Santa had long since departed his body as it had proven useless to offer up anything but his willingness to do exactly as she desired.

    “I’m in the bedroom,” he said.

    “Good boy,” she replied. “You still have the pretty panties I gave you, don’t you Danny?”

    “I do,” he answered.

    “I knew you would. I want you to strip and put them on for me, Danny,” she instructed.

    “I’m going to put you on speakerphone,” Danny said as he did just that and set the phone on the bed. He stripped as quickly as possible and retrieved the panties she’d given him from the back of his underwear drawer. “I have the panties,” he noted.

    “Hold them under your nose, Danny,” she instructed. “Tell me what they smell like.”

    Danny walked to the edge of the bed and held the panties under his nose. He inhaled deeply and said, “I can smell a hint of perfume and something that must be…well, your pussy.”

    “Do you like the smell of my pussy, Danny?” she asked in a remarkably seductive tone.

    “I do,” he answered as his loins tingled in the most wonderful way.

    “And we both know you like wearing my used panties, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” he admitted.

    “So put them on for me,” his Secret Santa instructed. “Put on my used panties. Be a good boy and put on a pair of pretty panties.”

    Danny stepped into the panties and slowly pulled them up his legs. His skin tingled from the soft lace and his heart pounded from the kinky thrill of once again dressing in panties at the instruction of his dominant Secret Santa. Danny’s cock came to life as it was encased in the delicate, feminine material and he felt his balls tingle with submissive delight.

    “They’re on,” he said.

    “I want to see,” she replied.

    Danny looked at his phone to see a FaceTime request and his heart leapt in his chest as he thought he might finally get to see his Secret Santa. He accepted the request but her camera must have been blocked because her screen was black.

    “Stand in front of the mirror, Danny,” she instructed. “Show me how good you look in my pretty panties.”

    Danny picked up his phone and headed for the floor length mirror that hung on his bathroom door. He stepped in front of it, held up the camera, and heard a delighted giggle from his Secret Santa.

    “It seems like your cock belongs in panties, doesn’t it Danny?” she asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” he replied.

    “Stroke yourself in those pretty panties,” she instructed.

    Danny reached down and played with his cock in the panties. He stroked himself through the soft material and the growth was instant. The feminine underwear were tight enough that there wasn’t much room to expand, though, and his cock ached with a desire to be free.

    “Return to your bed, Danny,” his Secret Santa instructed. “And remove the toy from the box.”

    Danny walked over with his phone in hand. He reached into the box, grabbed the toy at the base, pulled it out and held it up.

    “It’s remarkably lifelike, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “It really is,” he said.

    “Though it’s not like your cock, is it Danny?” she said. “Yours is quite a bit smaller, isn’t it? Even when you’re hard as a rock, you can’t compare to the cock in your hand, can you?”

    “No,” Danny replied.

    She laughed softly. “Of course you can’t. A man with a cock like the one you’re holding almost certainly wouldn’t be into the kinks that you’re into, Danny. He wouldn’t have any desire to feel inferior. He wouldn’t want to watch someone else fucking his wife or girlfriend. He wouldn’t want to clean someone else’s cum from a wet, messy, freshly-fucked cunt. He’d want to be the one depositing his load into a tight cunt for someone else to clean up.”

    Danny’s cock throbbed in the panties as she bathed him in a thrilling sense of humiliation. Every word she said stuck him as the absolute truth, as if she saw him clearer than anyone he’d ever met.

    “Get on your knees, Danny,” she instructed.

    He fell to his knees with the dildo in one hand and his phone in the other.

    “I want you to set your phone on the nightstand while you ensure that I have a good view of you,” she said. “Will you do that for me, Danny?”

    Danny reached over and leaned his phone against the base of the lamp on his nightstand and checked to make sure his Secret Santa still had a good view before moving back into position by the side of the bed.

    “Very good, Danny,” she said. “Now, I want you to imagine that I’m in your bedroom. I want you to imagine that I’m sitting in your bed. Will you do that for me?”

    Danny nodded and pictured a beautiful girl in his bed. “Yes, of course.”

    “Now I want you to picture a naked man sitting on the edge of your bed and looking down at you. I want you to picture me behind him and running my hands over his bare chest as I kiss his neck,” she instructed. “I want you to look between his legs and see the cock that you’re holding in your hands, Danny. I want you to hold that cock up. I want you to hold it right where his cock would be.”

    Danny reached up and rested the dildo against the bed. He imagined it belonging to his Secret Santa’s boss, the man she’d fucked while Danny listened.

    “What would you say if I wanted you to be a cocksucker for me, Danny?” she asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” he answered as he stared at the lifelike dildo in front of him.

    “Are you sure you don’t know, Danny?” she replied in a sultry tone. “Are you sure you didn’t feel a little bit of excitement when I uttered that word? Are you sure you didn’t feel a desire to lean forward and take that big, beautiful cock into your mouth like a good cocksucker would?”

    Danny’s heart pounded as he stared at the rubber cock and listened to his Secret Santa fill his head with decidedly naughty thoughts.

    “What if I was in your bedroom, Danny? What if I was kissing and caressing my lover, whose cock was inches from your face? What if I told you that I wanted you to be my cocksucker? Would you do it, Danny? Would you be a cocksucker for me? Would you take him in your mouth because it’s what I wanted? Would you suck a big, beautiful cock because I ordered you to?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Danny answered as desire coursed through his body.

    “Then take that cock in your mouth, Danny,” she replied. “Suck it for me. Suck it while I watch and play with my pussy.”

    Danny looked towards his phone but her end of the FaceTime call was still dark. He looked back at the toy, crawled forward a little, and leaned closer until his lips hovered inches from the tip.

    “Kiss it, cocksucker,” she said softly. “Kiss the head of the big, beautiful cock that fucked me an hour ago. Kiss it and taste my pussy on it.”

    Danny pursed his lips and kissed the cock.

    “Close your eyes and imagine it’s a real cock, Danny,” she instructed. “Imagine a real man – not some pathetic, panty wearing bitch – is sitting in front of you. Imagine I’m right behind him with my hands moving all over his gorgeous body. Imagine you’re kissing a real man’s cock.”

    Danny closed his eyes and did as she instructed as he kissed the head of the cock.

    “Now take him in your mouth,” she said. “Be a good cocksucker for me and take him in your mouth.”

    Danny parted his lips and wrapped them around the head of the cock. A distinctive tasted hit his tongue and he was certain it was her pussy. It had to be. He moaned in response.

    “That’s a good boy,” she said. “Moan while you’re sucking his dick. Show him how much you like it. Show him that this is what you were meant to be. Show him that you were meant to be on your knees in panties with his big cock in your mouth. Show him that he’s the real man in the room and you’re nothing but a little bitch to be commanded as I desire.”

    Danny reached down to play with his cock through the panties. He couldn’t resist. He was so turned on that he had to.

    “Are you masturbating?” she asked.

    Danny pulled his mouth from the cock, looked at the camera, and nodded. “Yes. Is that okay?”

    “It is,” she replied. “After all, if sucking cock turns you on there’s no reason you shouldn’t be able to play with your pantied cock. But you’re not allowed to cum until I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Danny said.

    “Good, now take that dick in your mouth again,” she instructed. “Suck the rest of my juices off of it. Pleasure him. Show him that the only thing you care about is getting him ready to fuck me again.”

    Danny turned back to the rubber cock, took it in his mouth, and closed his eyes as he sucked. His lips moved up and down the veiny shaft and he used his tongue like girls that had gone down on him had done. Saliva dripped out of his mouth and down the cock, leaving it nicely lubed and making it a little bit easier to give what he thought might have been a fairly good blowjob.

    “You’re a natural, Danny,” she said. “And you’re making me wet. You’re a natural cocksucker and you’re doing such a good job for me that I’m getting all wet watching you suck like a dirty little slut.”

    Danny moaned.

    “You like that, don’t you? You like being called a dirty little slut, don’t you?” she asked.

    He moaned again.

    “Well that’s what you are,” she said. “That’s what you’ve let me turn you into. I made you a cum eating slut just a few days ago. I made you a panty slut a few days before that. Now I’ve made you a dirty little cocksucking slut. You’re my little plaything, Danny, and you’re going to do whatever I want or I’m going to expose your perversions to the world.”

    Danny rubbed his cock furiously through the panties and moved up and down on the dick in his mouth with remarkable speed. His jaw ached a little and he suspected he wouldn’t be able to go on for much longer, but none of that mattered in the moment. All that mattered was that she’d turned him on in a way few women ever had.

    “Tell me that you’re a filthy little cocksucker, Danny,” she said.

    He turned to his phone, gasped for air, and said, “I’m a filthy little cocksucker. I’m your filthy little cocksucker.”

    “Yes you are,” she replied. Then, the blackness went away and Danny had a view of her pussy. He marveled at how beautiful it looked in close up and how wet she was. Her fingers appeared a moment later and plunged inside before she furiously rubbed her clit. “This is what happens when you’re a good boy and you suck that toy for me. Just imagine what’s going to happen when you suck a real cock for me.”

    Danny moaned and rubbed his cock even faster through his panties.

    “Tell me that’s what you want, Danny,” she instructed. “Tell me you want to suck a real cock for me.”

    “I…I want…I want to suck a real cock for you,” he said before unleashing a long, low moan. He was close to cumming.

    “Are you close, cocksucker? Are you about to blow a load in your panties while thinking about sucking dick for me?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “Good. Take your dicklet out of your panties. I want you to cum all over that toy I gave you. I want you to cum all over the toy that was just in my pussy and then I want you to suck it clean like a good little bitch receiving the warm, creamy reward he worked so hard for with his whore mouth,” she said. “Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Danny said.

    “Then do it, Danny. Jerk off onto that toy and then suck your cum off of it,” she instructed.

    Danny yanked his panties aside, wrapped his fingers around his stiff and precum-soaked shaft, and stroked furiously. He held the toy in front of his dick and his loins tensed up. The sounds of masturbation emanated from his phone – she was clearly enjoying being in control – and he cried out in pleasure as an orgasm ripped through him. Cum quickly coated the fake dick – some of it landed on the bedroom floor – and Danny felt wondrous waves of sexual satisfaction pushing outwards from his loins. He smiled and leaned forward as he got a little lightheaded from the intensity of his climax.

    “Suck it clean,” she said as her fingers continued to move over her clit. “Suck it clean right now, Danny.”

    Danny lifted the toy to his lips and took it in his mouth. He sucked his cum off the shaft and she moaned.

    “What a good little cum slut you are,” she said. “A cocksucker and a cum slut. That’s it, eat your reward. Eat that load. Eat that creamy cum from his big, beautiful cock. Prepare yourself for when you actually do this for me, Danny. Prepare yourself to be a cocksucker and a cum slut for real!”

    She climaxed a few moments later and Danny watched her pussy spasm as a thin trail of her juice poured out of it. He leaned closer with the toy still in his mouth so he could appreciate every little detail as her moans of sexual joy filled the air.

    “Thank you, Danny,” she said softly.

    “Thank you for the gift,” he replied.

    “I’m a good Secret Santa, aren’t I?” she asked.

    “Yes, you are,” he admitted.

    “I want you to keep practicing with that toy,” she instructed. “It won’t be long before you’re on your knees and sucking a real cock for me and I don’t want you to disappoint the man you’ll be blowing.”

    “Okay,” Danny said. “I won’t disappoint you. I promise.”

    “I know you won’t,” she replied. “We’ll talk again soon, cocksucker. Have a good night.”

    The call ended before Danny could say goodbye and he stood, set the toy on the nightstand, and sat on the edge of the bed. Part of him couldn’t believe what he’d just done and part of him couldn’t wait to do it again. He wondered if she was serious about him sucking a real cock, too. How could she possibly pull that off? How could she convince another guy to let a stranger blow him? How could any of that happen?

    Danny wasn’t sure, but he was a little bit curious to find out.
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    “Boss is coming,” Wyatt said from the next cubicle over. “Make sure it looks like you’re working.”

    Danny had been daydreaming a little – his Secret Santa had messaged him that morning and told him to wear a pair of panties to work – and he was thankful for the warning as he turned his attention to his computer and the boring spreadsheet that had sent his brain into a world of fantasy.

    “Danny,” Roger, his boss, said as he stopped at the edge of Danny’s cubicle. “Did you apply for another job in the company?”

    Danny spun around in his chair and shook his head. “No. Why?”

    “Because I was just told to send you up to the VP of Marketing. Apparently he requested a meeting with you. Do you know anything about that?” Roger asked.

    “I really don’t, Roger,” he replied to his boss, who seemed genuinely put off that Danny was potentially leaving his position.

    “Well, you really should get going,” Roger said. “He’s two floors up. Just ask for Mr. Williams.”

    Danny smiled as he stood and walked past Roger. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but he wasn’t going to argue with a chance to move up in the company. It wasn’t until Danny was standing in the elevator that he wondered if his Secret Santa had arranged for him to leave his desk. It seemed entirely possible that Danny wasn’t going to a meeting with Mr. Williams. It seemed possible that Mr. Williams didn’t even exist and that Danny was walking into some sort of cleverly-designed trap that would end with him eating someone else’s cum or sucking on a dildo to the delight of his Secret Santa.

    Danny rode the elevator two floors up, stepped off, and stepped into the hive of cubicles. He knew the VP of Marketing wouldn’t be at a cubicle, so Danny made his way towards the offices with windows and beautiful views. He spotted a pretty young woman in a rather tight blouse and made his way towards her.

    “Can I help you?” she asked with a charming smile.

    “Yes, apparently I have an appointment with Mr. Williams,” Danny said with a distinct lack of confidence in his voice as he was still at least somewhat certain that this whole thing was a sham.

    “Danny?” the young woman asked.

    “That’s right, yes,” he replied. “That’s me. I’m Danny.”

    She chuckled at his nervousness, stood, and said, “Follow me. And don’t be nervous. Mr. Williams is a perfectly nice man.” Danny followed her towards a corner office and she opened the door and gestured for him to step inside. “Mr. Williams, your two o’clock is here.”

    Mr. Williams stood and came out from behind his desk as Danny entered the office. They exchanged a strong handshake and he gestured for Danny to sit.

    “So,” Mr. Williams said as he returned to his chair, “you must be wondering what you’re doing here.”

    “I am, Mr. Williams,” Danny replied. “I don’t have any experience in marketing, so I’m not really sure how I could be of any use to you.”

    “You can call me Garrett,” he said. “And I think you’re underestimating just how useful you can be, Danny. I’ve been told that you’re a quick learner and that you’re very good at following instructions. Is that true?”

    “Uh, yeah, I guess so,” Danny replied as he wondered if his Secret Santa was the one who’d told Garrett those things. Who else would have?

    Garrett leaned forward, smiled, and said, “For instance, if I told you to stand up and take your pants down, would you do that for me, Danny?”

    Danny leaned back as he suddenly felt rather nervous. “Uh, well, that doesn’t really seem appropriate for the office.”

    “No?” Garrett asked with a smile. “Is that the only reason you don’t want to take your pants down, Danny?”

    Danny thought of the lace panties he was wearing. Did Garrett know about them? Had he been called into this meeting because his Secret Santa was playing out the next part of her plan? “Uh, well, Garrett, I’m not really sure what you want from me here. I…I’m not really comfortable taking my pants off, though.”

    “Actually, I think it would be better if you called me sir,” he said.

    Danny stared across the desk in silence as he felt unable to do much of anything. He knew it was unwise to leave – Garrett was much higher in the company than he was – but he wasn’t about to admit that he was wearing panties and he certainly wasn’t going to take his pants off.

    Garrett sat back and smiled and a moment later the door opened. Danny turned to see a leggy, beautiful blonde in a short skirt, high heels, a tight blouse, and a jacket step into the office. She locked the door and shut the blinds, closing them off from the rest of the floor before moving towards the desk.

    “Hello, Danny,” she said in a voice he recognized. “It’s nice to finally meet you.”

    Danny was staring at his Secret Santa. He was staring at the woman that had lured him into a lusty game that he’d found deeply pleasurable. He was staring at the woman he’d happily sucked a dildo for and the woman he’d gleefully cleaned of her boss’s cum. Danny’s head whipped around and he looked at Garrett, whose cum he had almost certainly consumed.

    “Amber, welcome,” Garrett said. “It’s kind of you to join us.”

    Amber stopped behind Danny and put a hand on his neck before gently running her fingers through his hair. “Has Danny been a good boy?” she asked.

    “Not really,” Garrett replied. “I asked him to take his pants down, but he refused.”

    Amber grabbed a handful of Danny’s hair and pulled back until he was looking up into her eyes. “Is that right, Danny? Did you refuse Garrett’s request?”

    “I did,” Danny admitted.

    “Why? Don’t you understand that you have no power in this situation? Don’t you understand that you’ve broken so many company rules that you’d be fired if I revealed even half of your activity?” Amber asked.

    Danny opened his mouth to speak but she put a finger over his lips. “Shh. No more talking. Stand up and take your pants down. Show Garrett your pretty panties. Show him what kind of man you really are.”

    Amber kept her grip on his hair and pulled up hard enough that Danny had to stand to keep the pain at bay. Amber turned him so he was looking right at her – and away from Garrett – and then she said, “Take your pants off, Danny. Do as you’re told. Remember, I’ll have no trouble getting you fired if you’re not willing to play the game I want you to play. You’re nothing to me other than a way to have a little fun.”

    Ultimately, it was Danny’s excitement – at being pushed into submission, at playing more with the beautiful and kinky girl standing in front of him – that led him to unbuckle his belt and drop his pants. They fell to the floor and the cool office air surrounded his ass while Garrett no doubt stared at his pantied bottom.

    “Look at that,” Garrett said with a chuckle. “You were right. You convinced a man to wear panties for you without ever meeting him.”

    “Danny likes being told what to do,” Amber said with a smile. “He’s a good submissive. He gets off on being controlled. He’s worn a butt plug for me too. He’s cleaned your cum out of my pussy. He’s sucked on a dildo like it was a real cock while I watched. He got off on being called a cocksucker.”

    “Is that true?” Garrett asked.

    Amber turned Danny around until he was facing her boss and said, “Answer him.”

    “Yes, it’s true,” Danny answered.

    Garrett looked annoyed before he asked, “What did I say you should call me, Danny?”

    Danny’s mind raced for an answer before he remembered Garrett’s last instruction. “Yes, sir, it’s true.”

    “See,” Amber said as she reached down and grasped a handful of Danny’s panty-clad ass. “He’s a good submissive.”

    “We’ll see about that,” Garrett replied.

    Amber released Danny’s ass and her fingers found their way between his legs, where she massaged his cock through the delicate lace of the panties she’d given him. He turned to see a seductive smile on her exceedingly beautiful face.

    “It’s nice to finally meet you face to face, Danny,” Amber said.

    He nodded in agreement as the pleasure exploding between his legs made it exceptionally difficult to utter a single word.

    “Remember how much you enjoyed sucking that dildo for me, Danny?” Amber asked.

    He nodded again.

    “You’re going to take it one step further today,” she said. “You’re going to suck a real cock for me.”

    Danny’s chest tightened at the implication that he’d go down on Garrett. He’d already tasted the man’s cum, but blowing him felt like an entirely different thing.

    Sensing his hesitation, Amber leaned in and kissed Danny’s neck as she massaged his cock to a fully erect state in the panties. “Don’t even think about refusing me, Danny,” she whispered. “That’s not an option for you. You’re under my control whether you want to be or not. But, I think we both know you like being under my control, so why not put aside your fears and become the cocksucker we both know you’re destined to be. Go, get on your knees in front of my boss.”

    Amber released his cock and stepped aside. Danny looked towards Garrett and saw him push his chair back and spread his legs. For a moment, Danny considered leaving and blowing up his life. Amber was right, though. He liked being under her control. He liked doing as he was told. As scary as it was, he liked the idea of dropping to his knees between Garrett’s legs and putting his mouth to work.

    Danny moved past Amber and dropped to his knees in front of her boss. He looked up and saw a confident smile on Garrett’s face. “May I…may I do what Amber wants me to do, sir?” Danny asked as he couldn’t quite find the courage to utter the actual words.

    Garrett looked at Danny for a few moments before turning his attention to Amber. “I have to hand it to you, you were right about this one. You have him wrapped around your finger. I’m impressed. Come over here.”

    Amber quickly moved to her boss’s side and Garrett reached up, slipped his fingers behind her neck, and pulled her lips to his for a deep kiss. Amber opened her mouth and welcomed her boss’s tongue while Danny watched from his knees as his cock throbbed in his panties.

    “I want you to direct him,” Garrett said.

    “Of course, sir,” Amber replied with a smile. She turned to Danny and said, “Unzip his pants. Take out his beautiful cock.”

    Danny reached up and did as instructed. He removed Garrett’s cock from his slacks and genuinely marveled at how big it was as his hands fell to his sides.

    “He’s a lot bigger than you, isn’t he Danny?” Amber asked.

    “He is,” Danny replied as he looked up at his beautiful Secret Santa.

    “It’s going to make your jaw ache to suck his cock,” she explained. “But you’re still going to do it, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” Danny answered.

    “Good. Now take him in your hand and kiss the head of his plump, perfect cock,” Amber instructed.

    Danny did as she desired and watched as Garrett reached up and unbuttoned Amber’s blouse. He slipped his hand inside and she moaned as he played with her breasts, using her soft flesh for his pleasure, though it seemed to provide her with quite the thrill as well.

    “Take him in your mouth, Danny,” Amber said. “Don’t try to suck more than the head right now. Keep it simple. Just slowly move your mouth up and down the beautiful, plump, perfect head of his cock and swirl your tongue around. Do some good sucking, too. Let him feel the pleasure of that suction. Let him feel how eager you are to be a good cocksucker for me.”

    Amber leaned down and kissed Garrett again as Danny did what his Secret Santa wanted. He swirled his tongue around the head of the cock. He sucked as he pulled off and he used his tongue as his mouth moved back down. He did it over and over, sucking and licking and doing everything in his power to give pleasure while an intense sense of humiliation – he was on his knees and sucking cock while wearing panties, after all – filled his body.

    “Are you wet for me?” Garrett asked.

    “You know I’m always wet for you,” she replied. “You know my tight little pussy craves your big cock all day long.”

    “I want him to gag on me,” Garrett said. “Then I’ll let you ride me.”

    Amber laughed softly. “You heard him, cocksucker. It’s time to gag. It’s time to show that you’re a true submissive. Swallow as much of his cock as you can. Take him until it feels like you’re choking.”

    Danny spread his lips a little wider and pushed down on Garrett’s thick, spit-soaked shaft. A few inches disappeared into his mouth before he felt his gag reflex trigger. He pulled back instinctively and Amber put a hand on the back of his head and pushed down hard. Danny gagged immediately and his body panicked, but Amber was strong enough to prevent him from pulling away.

    “That’s it,” Garrett said before letting out a deeply satisfied moan. “Fuck, I love the feel of a throat spasming around my cock. There’s nothing better.”

    “It’s a good thing you’re bringing Danny onto your team,” Amber replied. “You’ll have an eager cocksucker that you can call into your office whenever you want. I’m sure he won’t put up a fight, not with the dirt I have on him. I’m sure he’ll be your good little gagging slut whenever you want him to, especially if you’ll let him watch as you fuck me from time to time.”

    Amber released her grip on the back of Danny’s head and he pulled back and gasped for air as saliva ran down his chin. Garrett laughed as he lifted Amber’s skirt, pulled aside her panties, and slipped two fingers into her pussy, which seemed to be soaked with desire.

    “Ride me,” Garrett said. “Reverse cowgirl. That way the little bitch can lick your clit if you want.”

    “Mmm, that sounds delicious,” Amber said as she moved in front of Garrett, grabbed his cock, and guided it into her exposed, slippery pussy.

    Danny watched as a version of the cuckold fantasy he’d long held played out in front of him. A woman he lusted after – and had some sort of relationship with – was taking another man’s cock in her pussy. She was doing so inches from him, offering Danny a breathtaking view of her penetration.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Amber asked as she reached out and grabbed a handful of Danny’s hair while Garrett’s cock bottomed out inside her pussy.

    “I can’t believe how beautiful it is,” Danny replied before looking up at her. “Thank you. For this, I mean. Thank you for letting me watch.”

    Amber laughed and pulled his head between her legs. “You’re not going to watch. You’re going to use your mouth. I want you to suck his balls first.”

    She released her grip on his hair and Danny went about sucking on Garrett’s balls while Amber rode him. Juices dripped out of her pussy and Danny sucked them up while massaging the hairy, wrinkled testicular flesh with his tongue. He lost himself in submissive bliss, moaning and groaning while he pleasured another man as his own cock dripped precum into a pair of pretty panties.

    “How does that feel, baby?” Amber asked. “Is he sucking your balls like a good little bitch?”

    “Damn right he is,” Garrett answered. “It feels fucking good, too, though that pussy of yours feels even better. You know that, though. You know how perfect your cunt is. You know it makes my cock feel good every time I fuck you.”

    Amber moaned and sat down on Garrett’s dick before grasping the edge of his desk and moving her hips in a slow circle. She milked his cock as Danny sucked his big balls, the two of them combining to give their boss – Amber had hinted that Danny did indeed have a new position at the company – as much pleasure as possible.

    Amber then leaned back and began to ride Garrett vigorously, in the manner a woman did when she wanted her man to cum. “Suck my clit, Danny,” she instructed. “Suck my clit and help me cum right when Garrett unleashes his load in my tight cunt.”

    Danny swiftly moved his mouth to Amber’s clit and he licked and sucked as instructed. Her moans filled the office – Danny wondered how it was possible that no one heard them – and Garrett soon joined her in offering non-verbal exultations of pleasure.

    “Cum inside me,” Amber implored her boss. “Cum in my tight little cunt. Cum inside me so I can make this naughty little bitch lick it up.”

    That seemed to put Garrett over the top as he pulled Amber down onto his cock and unleashed a series of grunts and groans. Danny went double time on Amber’s clit and he succeeded in getting her off just a few moments after her boss began unleashing his seed inside her. The sounds of two beautiful orgasms filled the room and Danny remained on his knees with his cock still dripping precum into his panties.

    “Beg for his load,” Amber said.

    Danny looked up at her and saw a devious smile on her face. “Please, Amber, let me lick his cum out of you. Feed me his load from your pussy. Please, please, let me lick up his cum.”

    “You’re such a good little bitch,” she said with a smile before lifting her pussy from Garrett’s cock and sitting on his stomach. “Now clean me.”

    Danny pushed his tongue deep inside her and moaned as he bathed his taste buds in Garrett’s cum. He scooped up as much as he could and swallowed as pleasure rocketed through his body.

    “You can jerk off, but only if you cum in the panties,” Amber said.

    Danny reached down and stroked his cock through the panties, for he wasn’t about to turn down a chance to release the intense desire that had built up in him as he surrendered to Amber and Garrett’s demands.

    “Fuck, eat that fucking load, you nasty little bitch,” Amber said. “And get used to it, because from now on you work for Garrett and you’re going to be eating a lot more of his cum.”

    “Damn right,” Garrett chimed in. “You’re mine now, Danny. Once I told Amber I was looking for a good little bitch on my team she trained you up nicely.”

    “Yes I did,” Amber said as Danny pushed his tongue deep inside her again and found yet another dollop of thick, creamy cum to swallow. “And you’re going to be a good little bitch for us, aren’t you Danny?”

    Danny looked up at her and nodded. “Yes, I’ll be good.”

    Amber smiled, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him to her pussy once more. Danny finished cleaning Garrett’s load out of her and jerked off furiously into his panties as the reality of his situation began to sink in. He had no idea what his actual new job would be, but he didn’t really care. Work was about to get a lot more interesting.
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    “Good morning,” Amber said as she stepped into Danny’s new cubicle. “How’s your first day going so far?”

    “Good, I guess,” Danny answered. “So far it doesn’t feel all that different from my old job. I’m sitting in front of a computer and working with spreadsheets.”

    Amber offered a slightly unsettling smile and stepped into the cubicle until she was close enough to Danny that he could smell her perfume. She reached up, grabbed a handful of his hair, and slowly tightened her grip until it hurt. Then she pressed two fingers against his bottom lip and he promptly opened his mouth. Amber pushed her fingers into his tongue and said, “Suck like a good little slut.”

    Danny wrapped his lips around her fingers and sucked as instructed. Amber pulled back on his hair until he was looking straight up at the ceiling, all while slowly fucking his mouth. At one point she pushed her fingers deep and held them there until he gagged. He coughed and a bit of spit spilled from his mouth and rolled down his neck.

    “Did this ever happen at your old job?” Amber asked.

    Danny shook his head.

    “I know it doesn’t seem that different at first glance, but trust me when I say that you’ve entered a whole new world, Danny,” Amber said as she leaned closer. “I think we both know it’s a world that you’re going to enjoy working in, but that’s only if you’re dedicated to being a good boy. Are you dedicated to being a good boy, Danny?”

    He nodded as Amber fucked his face with her fingers, picking up the pace and making his gag reflex trigger just a little with every thrust into his mouth. Finally, Amber pulled her fingers from his face, wiped them on his cheeks, and released her grip on his hair. She stepped back as Danny reached up to clean his face while sucking in a deep breath of air to fully fill his lungs.

    “I’m confident you’ll come to see that it’s a privilege to work for Garrett,” Amber said. “And while I’m not your Secret Santa anymore, I want you to understand that you’re still mine, Danny. You’ll do as you’re told, and if you don’t you’ll be punished, and to be honest, I don’t really like doling out punishments, so if you prove to be too disobedient I’ll simply ensure that you get fired. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” he answered. “I’ll be good, Amber. I will.”

    “Good,” she replied. “Then follow me.”

    Amber turned to leave the cubicle and Danny hopped to his feet and followed closely behind her. They walked to the break room where she poured a cup of coffee and added a dash of cream and spoonful of sugar. They left as soon as the coffee was prepared and Danny once again followed his new coworker into Garrett’s empty office, where she set the mug down next to his keyboard.

    “On your knees,” Amber ordered as she turned back to Danny.

    He dropped to his knees without hesitation and Amber smiled as she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Danny stared up at her long, smooth legs and the black lace panties that covered her pussy.

    “Garrett will be here soon. He’s already texted to let me know that he needs to clear his mind, which means he wants to start his day with an orgasm,” Amber said. “My pussy will provide him with that orgasm, just as his cock will provide me with the pleasure I crave. You will be here on your knees to watch, and if your service is required, you will offer it. Garrett is a dominant man and he finds great pleasure in ordering a submissive to service him, so you will suck his cock without hesitation if he craves it. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Danny answered. “I understand.”

    Amber smiled and pulled her panties aside, exposing the pussy that Danny had cleaned so gleefully in the closet. “Eat my pussy, Danny,” she instructed. “Get me nice and wet for when Garrett arrives.”

    Danny crawled closer and placed his lips against Amber’s pussy. She was already wet – perhaps from her display of dominance in his cubicle – but he licked with great vigor, soaking her with his saliva and gently working her clit to ensure extra arousal.

    “Well, well, what’s this?” Garrett asked as he stepped into his office.

    Danny turned to look back at his boss, but Amber grabbed a fistful of his hair and quickly returned him to her pussy.

    “I want to make sure you’re taken care of, baby,” Amber said. “So I made sure that Danny got my pussy nice and wet for you.”

    Garrett moved past Danny and stepped behind Amber. He took off her jacket and set it over his chair before unbuttoning her blouse and slipping a hand into her bra. She moaned and her grip tightened on Danny’s hair as Garrett kissed her neck while playing with her nipple.

    “I like that you’re so eager to please me,” Garrett said.

    Amber moaned again. “You know I am. I always have been, from the first time I got on my knees for you. It’s always made me feel good to satisfy your desires, Garrett. You know how to make me feel good in a way no man ever has.”

    “What about this little pussy eating bitch?” Garrett asked. “Doesn’t he make you feel good?”

    Amber pulled back on Danny’s hair and he looked up at her. “Of course he makes me feel good. I like having control of him. I like that he does what he’s told. I like that he eats pussy, sucks cock, cleans cum, and wears panties for me. I like that he’ll do all sorts of other things for me, too. But he can’t fuck me like you can. He’s not a real man. He’s just a little bitch, and I use him like a little bitch is supposed to be used.”

    Garrett looked down at Danny and smiled. “Are you wearing panties right now?”

    Danny nodded. Amber had made it clear that he was to wear panties to work every day and he wasn’t going to take the risk of defying her.

    “You really are a little bitch, aren’t you?” Garrett asked.

    “Yes, sir, I am,” Danny answered. He felt no shame in admitting it, either. Amber had successfully trained that sense of shame out of him.

    “Amber, darling, would you mind if I used your little bitch to get my dick wet?” Garrett asked.

    Amber smiled and stepped aside before dragging Danny by the hair until he was inches away from Garrett’s cock. “You heard what he said, bitch. Take his cock out. Suck him until he’s wet and stiff for me. Suck him like a good little whore.”

    Danny reached up and unzipped Garrett’s pants. He freed his boss’s cock and quickly wrapped his lips around it. He sucked voraciously because it was his job to do so. He sucked because he wanted to please Amber and because he wanted to make Garrett happy. He sucked because he’d become every bit the little bitch they said he was.

    “Make him throat it,” Garrett said.

    Amber put a hand on the back of Danny’s head and pushed hard. Her strength was impressive and he did his best to let Garrett’s cock into his throat without choking on it. His eyes watered and he gagged a few times and there was a little bit of choking, but he managed to do exactly as Amber wanted, which was all that mattered.

    “Is your dick hard in your pretty panties?” Amber asked. “Does sucking cock for me turn you on?”

    “Mmm hmm,” Danny uttered as the stiff cock stretched his lips.

    “I like seeing this side of you,” Garrett noted. “It makes me think you have what it takes to move up in this company, Amber. As you know, the higher you get the more cutthroat you need to be, and watching you dominate this little bitch makes me think you could easily dominate in a negotiation, or in the board room.”

    “I’m certain I could,” she replied. “I enjoy submitting to your desires, but give me a man that needs to be dominated and I know I’d get off on putting him in his place, even when it comes to business.”

    Amber pushed on the back of Danny’s head once again and held it there, making him choke on the stiff cock in his mouth for just long enough that he felt the very beginnings of a sense of panic begin to emanate through him. She pulled away right as he was about to lose it and he gasped for air.

    “Will you fuck me, baby?” Amber asked. “Will you bend me over your desk, fuck my tight little pussy, and cum inside me so I can feed your load to this pathetic little bitch?”

    Garrett smiled, took Amber’s hand, and led her behind his desk. He bent her over, pulled her panties aside, and slid into her pussy with one swift movement.

    “He’s ten times the man you’ll ever be,” she said to Danny. “You pathetic little bitch. You could never fuck me like this. You’d be better off bent over this desk, taking it up the ass. Would you like that, Danny? Would you like it if I arranged for you to be fucked by a real man? Would that turn you on?”

    Danny shook his head. The idea of getting fucked by a man filled him with fear and a touch of revulsion. It felt like it was miles beyond sucking cock, though he wasn’t sure that was really true.

    Amber closed her eyes and moaned as she reached between her legs to play with her clit while Garrett fucked her hard. He put his hands on her shoulders and pulled back for leverage, delivering harder thrusts while Danny watched.

    “Think about it, panty boy,” Amber said with intense lust in her voice. “Think about being right where I am. Think about submitting your ass to a real man. Think about getting fucked hard like the little bitch that you are. Think about me whoring your ass out to a man and playing with my pussy as someone pounds you and fills you with their fucking load.”

    Danny couldn’t help but think about it, as if Amber had control over his mind and could direct his thoughts with little more than a few words. It was her lust – the sense of wild desire that the idea seemed to inspire – that Danny got most caught up in, though. He felt a need to stoke that lust, to play into it, to try and produce more of it, so he followed her directions and thought about it.

    “I’m close, baby,” Garrett said. “You want me to cum inside you?”

    “Fuck yes I do,” Amber replied. “Cum inside me so I can feed my little bitch.”

    She smiled as Garrett fucked her harder. Her fingers seemed to be moving over her clit at a wild pace as she no doubt barreled towards an orgasm of her own.

    “Oh, fuck,” Garrett said as he buried his cock inside her and unleashed. A series of joyous, deeply pleasured looks came over his face while he came inside Amber. She joined him in climaxing and Danny watched them both with a stiff erection in his panties and a sense of both jealousy and desire coursing through him.

    “Thank you, baby,” Amber said as Garrett kissed her on the cheek and pulled out.

    “Thank you,” he said with a big smile. “You’re incredible, Amber. Every single time, you’re incredible.”

    “Clean his fucking cock,” Amber said as she looked at Garrett’s stiff shaft, which was coated with her slippery juices and a little of his cum. “Right fucking now.”

    Danny crawled over and sucked the big cock clean. He took it in his throat without prompting and when he was finished it looked as good as new.

    “I’ve turned you into a dirty little slut, haven’t I?” Amber asked.

    Danny didn’t know how to answer, so he simply stared up at her.

    She stepped closer and spread her legs a little. Her pussy lips looked wet and puffy from the vigorous pounding. Danny knew there was cum inside her – cum that he desperately craved – and he couldn’t wait for her to invite him to clean it all up.

    “Beg for it,” Amber insisted.

    “Please, let me clean your pussy,” Danny begged. “Let me clean his cum out of you. Let me be a good little bitch and clean Garrett’s load out of you.”

    Amber smiled and chuckled as she turned to Garrett. “I think he really means it. I think he’s every bit as desperate as he sounds to eat your load.”

    “I think you’re right,” Garrett replied. “And I think that means you won’t have much trouble getting him to agree to take it up the ass when you’re in the mood to watch your little toy boy get fucked.”

    Amber stepped closer, grabbed a handful of Danny’s hair, and pulled him towards her pussy. “Clean his load, you disgusting little bitch,” she instructed. “Drink his cum out of my cunt, out of the cunt that your pathetic cock will never fuck. Drink every drop, and while you do, imagine a real man pulling your panties aside and pounding your ass while I watch. Imagine me whoring you out because it turns me on. Imagine me making you into my little fuck toy, because it’s going to happen, Danny. It’s going to happen when I want it to happen, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

    Danny wasn’t sure if the lust coursing through him was because he was cleaning Amber’s pussy or if he was actually turned on at the idea of her making him take someone else’s cock up his ass, but he felt it and it made him nervous. There was nothing to be done about it, though. She was right. If she wanted it to happen, it would probably happen. Danny had given in to each and every one of her desires up to that point. Why wouldn’t he give in to yet another of her desires, even if it was massively humiliating?

    
      
    

    Danny was in bed and absentmindedly flipping through Instagram when his phone rang. He was going to send it right to voicemail – it was nearing midnight – but then he saw Amber’s name and he picked up immediately.

    “Amber?” he asked.

    She moaned like she was getting fucked and Danny felt an immediate rush of lust between his legs. “I was just thinking about you,” she said.

    “You…you were?” he asked.

    “Mmm hmm,” Amber replied before morning again. She wasn’t getting fucked, but Danny was fairly certain she was masturbating.

    “What…what were you thinking about?” he asked.

    “Take out the toy I bought you, Danny,” Amber instructed, skipping over his question entirely.

    Danny leaned over and opened the nightstand. The lifelike dildo waited inside and he grabbed it at Amber’s instructions. “Okay, I have the toy,” he said.

    “I have a surprise for you, Danny,” Amber said. “You’re coming on the sales trip next week. Garrett thinks you might be useful for closing a deal and at the very least he says you need to learn about how these trips work, so you get to come.”

    Danny didn’t understand why that news would have Amber masturbating, but he was certainly excited. “That’s great news,” he said.

    “Yes, it is,” Amber replied. A moment later she moaned again. “Do you know why that’s great news, Danny?”

    “Um, no, I don’t think so,” he answered.

    “It’s great news because it means you’re going to get fucked, Danny,” she said. “You have no idea the kind of debauchery we get up to on these trips. They’re entirely about sex. Even the selling is about sex, and there’s always a few freaks that would love to get down with a little bitch like you, Danny. I’ll have no trouble whoring you out. You’re going to get fucked, Danny. You’re going to get mounted from behind and fucked in the ass like the little bitch that you are.”

    Danny wanted to say something in protest, but he couldn’t find the right words, mostly because he knew there was no point. If Amber wanted him to get fucked, then that’s what was going to happen, in part because she had the power to ruin his life and in part because he liked doing what she wanted, even if it was humiliating.

    “You need to practice, Danny,” she said. “If you don’t, it’s going to hurt when your get fucked for the first time, and I don’t want that. I want to be able to whore your ass out multiple times if I want, so you need to be a good little bitch and practice.”

    Danny looked at the toy he still held in his hand and his asshole tightened reflexively. He was almost certain Amber intended for him to practice with the dildo and the idea horrified him.

    “Tell me that you want to get fucked like a little bitch, Danny,” Amber said before unleashing an incredible moan.

    It sounded like she was close to cumming and Danny couldn’t help but want to help her get the rest of the way there, so he did what she wanted. “I…I want to get fucked like a little bitch, Amber,” he said. “I do. I want to get fucked for you. I want to make you happy. I want to let you whore out my ass. I want to get fucked like the little bitch you’ve turned me into.”

    “Oh, fuck!” Amber cried. The moans that followed were unquestionably the kind Amber made when she was cumming. They went on for an exceptionally long time, too, which filled Danny with a certain kind of pride. “That was lovely, Danny. And you are going to get fucked next week, and I do want you to practice. So, we’re going to FaceTime and I’m going to help you fuck yourself for me. I’ll make sure you cum, too. Don’t you worry. Now, are you wearing panties?”

    “I am,” Danny admitted.

    Amber chuckled. “Such a little bitch. How delicious. Are you ready to play, Danny? Are you ready to do as you’re told and fuck your ass so you’re ready when a real man takes you next week?”

    Danny took a deep breath, tapped the FaceTime button, and said, “Yes, I’m ready.”

    He wasn’t ready. He knew he wasn’t. He also knew he was getting fucked whether he like it or not, so he was going to practice at Amber’s instruction and he was going to have an orgasm that he was certain would be thoroughly enjoyable. So it wouldn’t be all bad.

    “Then let’s get to work,” Amber said. “Soon enough you’ll be my little anal bitch and I think we both know you’ll love it.”

    All Danny was certain of was that he’d soon find out if she was right about that.
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    “Close your mouth,” Amber said as Danny stared up at the impossibly high ceiling of the hotel lobby. “You look like an idiot.”

    Danny closed his mouth – he hadn’t realized it was hanging open - and offered an apologetic look.

    "Is this the first time you've been on a business trip like this?" she asked.

    "Yeah," Danny replied. "I don't think anyone from my previous department got to go on trips like this."

    "Okay, well, the company doesn't fuck around with stuff like this. They pay for top dollar accommodations, which is why we're at this hotel. They want to give off an air of wealth and success, which is why we'll be eating at a Michelin starred restaurant tomorrow night. The potential clients need to be wined and dined. Then, of course, they need to be satisfied. But we'll talk more about that later. For now, let's get up to our room," Amber said as she grabbed her suitcase handle and walked with purpose towards the elevators.

    "Our room?" Danny asked as he hurried to catch up with her.

    "Yes, we're in the same room," she replied. "That's by my choice, though. I wanted my little bitch close by so I could keep an eye on you, and to be honest, I also want to make sure I take full advantage of the opportunity to use you while we're away."

    Danny had no objection to the idea of being used by Amber, though he was curious as to what she meant by that. "Use me?" he asked.

    Amber pressed the button for the elevator, looked at him, and smiled, but she didn't say a word. The elevator doors opened and they both stepped inside. Amber hit the button for their floor and as the doors were shutting she looked at Danny and said, "Get on your knees, bitch."

    He dropped to his knees before the doors even shut and Amber smiled.

    "Crawl closer," she demanded.

    Danny crawled towards her and once more looked up at the woman that had so deftly taken control of him.

    "Tell me that you're going to be a good little bitch for me on this trip," she said. "Tell me that you're going to do exactly as you're told."

    "I will. I'll be a good little bitch," he replied. "I'll do exactly as I'm told, Amber. I will."

    She reached out and ran a finger over his lips. Danny desperately wanted to suck on it, but he refrained from being too eager. "I know you will," she said softly. "After all, I trained you. I turned you into the servile little bitch you've become. I made you a cocksucker. I made you a panty boy. I made you a naughty little anal slut, didn't I?"

    Danny nodded as he thought of fucking himself with the toy Amber had purchased for him. She'd talked him through it on the phone and filled his head with wild, wondrous dirty talk while he'd stretched out his asshole. By the end of the night he really did feel like an anal slut.

    "Stand up," Amber said.

    Danny did so and the elevator came to a stop. They departed and he followed Amber to their room, which was far bigger than Danny expected. "Is this a suite?" he asked while staring at the sizable room with his jaw once again hanging down.

    "Of course it is," Amber answered. "If we're going to entertain in the room - and we will certainly be doing that tomorrow night - a suite is a necessity. You can't impress people if you're asking them to squeeze into a small room that can barely fit a bed. That's why the company always pays for the best, Danny."

    Danny smiled as he approached the balcony and pulled the sliding glass door open. He stared out at the remarkably beautiful view and turned to Amber with that look of wonder on his face once more. That's when he caught a view of the bedroom - which was separated from the living area with a set of French doors - and noted there was just one king size bed. "One bed?" he asked.

    "Just one bed," she replied with a smile. "You get to sleep with me, Danny. Though I think we both know you won't be fucking me, don't we?"

    Danny nodded.

    "My pussy is Garrett's to enjoy, not yours. My pussy is yours to clean, of course, and I suspect you'll be doing that more than once on this trip, but my pussy is not yours to fuck, Danny. It will never be yours to fuck. You're not remotely worth of that," Amber said.

    "Why aren't you staying with Garrett, if you don't mind me asking?" Danny said.

    Amber set her suitcase on a stand in the bedroom and explained, "My relationship with Garrett is both professional and sexual. We don't really have a personal relationship, though, and that's the way we both like it. To be honest, I'm not sure how well we'd get along as an actual couple, so we never stay in the same room when we travel. Plus, I like to be able to play a little when we go away. Usually I find a guy like you and turn him into my little bitch for the weekend, but I don't need to do that this time. Now I can just play with you, Danny."

    Danny wasn't going to argue with that. Amber could do as she pleased with him.

    "Speaking of which, take your clothes off," she said. "Let me see those panties of yours."

    Danny stripped at her command, leaving his clothes in a heap on the floor as he stood there in a pair of Amber's panties.

    She smiled at the sight of his cock in red lace and took off her jacket and tossed it on the bed as she approached. "I wouldn't exactly say that you look good in panties - no man really does - but I love seeing you in panties, Danny. I love that they're symbolic of my control over you, of your willingness to submit, to be a good little bitch for me. Plus, a pair of panties really is fitting for your cock, which is truly unimpressive."

    Unimpressive as it was, Danny's cock was half hard by the time Amber neared him, and when she reached out and took his panty-clad shaft into her hand and offered a bit of pleasure he reached a fully erect state in no time.

    "Did you know that Garrett fucked me on the plane?" she asked.

    Danny shook his head. They'd flown first class and while he knew that Garrett and Amber both went to the bathroom around the same time, Danny hadn't suspected that they'd fucked.

    "He did," she said. "He likes to fuck me on the plane whenever we travel. I like it too, to be honest. It's not particularly comfortable in such a small space, and yet there's something so hot about surrendering to Garrett's desires and giving him my pussy until he floods me with his load. Plus, I like feeling him leak out of me for the rest of the flight."

    "Is he...is he still leaking out of you?" Danny asked.

    Amber smiled as if that was exactly the question she was hoping he'd ask. "Why, Danny? Do you feel hungry? Would you like a little snack before dinner? Would you like to eat Garrett's cum out of my pussy?"

    "Yes, more than anything," Danny admitted.

    "I've turned you into a cum slut, haven't I?" Amber asked. "A desperate, filthy little cum slut that will do just about anything to eat a real man's load out of my pussy."

    Danny nodded. "Yes, I think you have."

    "Get on your knees, cum slut," Amber instructed.

    Danny fell to his knees and looked up at the woman he took such pleasure in submitting to.

    She turned around, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Unzip my skirt."

    Danny did so and pulled it over her hips, exposing Amber's perfect ass with a thong sliding down the crack. She stepped out of her skirt, spun around once more, and Danny stared right at the wet spot in her black panties.

    "Do you see what you want?" Amber asked. "Do you see what you crave, you dirty little cum slut?"

    "Yes," Danny admitted. "I want to clean your pussy, Amber. I want to lick his cum out of your panties. I want to lick it all up."

    She offered a genuine smile - Danny liked that his willingness to be a cum slut brought her joy - and then sat on the edge of the bed they'd share later that night, spread her legs, and gestured for him to crawl towards her. Danny did so happily and took his place between Amber's long, smooth, sexy legs.

    "Lick my panties," she instructed.

    Danny leaned forward, extended his tongue, and ran it over her wet panties. He got yet another taste of his boss's cum and it thrilled him. His cock throbbed in the used panties he wore and he licked again, and again, and again.

    "You're like a dog," she said. "Like a dirty little dog that just wants to lick, only it's cum that you crave."

    Danny licked until Amber gently pushed him away from her panties, stood, and pulled them down. She sat once more, turned the lovely lace underwear inside out, and presented Danny with the sticky, cum-soaked gusset. "May I lick it clean?" he asked. "May I lick Garrett's cum out of your panties?"

    "You may," she replied.

    Danny leaned closer and licked ravenously. He really was the dirty cum slut she accused him of being, and he didn't care. Every movement of his tongue turned him on. Every little taste of another man's cum thrilled Danny. It made his cock throb. It made his body ache with desire. He was living the fantasies he'd had for so long and he had Amber to thank for that.

    After he'd satisfied her, Amber tossed her panties onto the bed, spread her legs, and said, "You've got me in the mood to cum, Danny. It turns out that I really like watching my personal cum slut clean another man's load out of my panties. I guess I like having total control over a man."

    "Thank you for taking control of me," Danny replied.

    Amber smiled and reached out. Danny thought she might caress his face, but instead she grabbed a handful of his hair. Her grip was tight enough that it hurt, but in state of arousal he occupied, that only served to thrill Danny. Amber slowly pulled him towards her pussy. She refused to let him dive in completely. Instead, it seemed that she preferred to tease him with the sight of her wet, sloppy, puffy labia and her pink insides before she'd let him plunge his tongue inside her and clean the mess out of her.

    "Beg for it," she demanded.

    "Please, Amber, let me clean your pussy," Danny said. "Let me clean the rest of Garrett's cum out of you. Let me make you cum while I act like the cum slut you've turned me into."

    "Mmm," Amber said before pulling him deeper between her legs and pressing his face against her pussy. "I have turned you into a cum slut, haven't I? I've turned you into the perfect toy for me, Danny, and over the next few days you're going to do things you never imagined, and you're going to enjoy every second of it."

    Danny's tongue probed her pussy for cum. He found hidden little pockets of it inside Amber and he swallowed over and over. He made sure to give her clit attention, too, for it was important to pleasure the goddess sitting in front of him with her legs spread wide open.

    "That's it," she said. "Suck the cum out of my cunt. Worship my messy pussy. Clean me like a good little bitch. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you're eager to do whatever the fuck I want."

    Danny licked until Amber had a loud orgasm. Her legs closed around his head for a few moments before exploding open. Her thighs trembled as the pleasure rushed through her body and her face contorted in the most beautiful way, like she was experiencing the truest, deepest pleasure of her life.

    "Thank you," Amber said. "You were an exemplary cum slut, Danny. Now, I know that you're hard as a rock, but you are not to masturbate. You are not to pursue your pleasure unless I give you permission, do you understand?"

    "I do," Danny answered. "I do."

    "Good. I need to freshen up before dinner. It's just us and Garrett tonight. Tomorrow we'll entertain our prospective clients," Amber informed him. "While I'm freshening up, I'd like you to be on your knees behind me, eating my ass like a good little bitch."

    Danny wasn't given a choice, but he wouldn't have objected if he was. He crawled behind Amber as she grabbed her makeup from her suitcase and walked to the bathroom. He placed a towel beneath his knees, settled behind her, and spread her ass cheeks so he could rim her for as long as she wanted. It was an exquisite pleasure, and Danny couldn't help but feel thrilled at the idea that he'd get to spend a great deal of time with Amber over the next few days and that she'd likely find a variety of ways to use him for her pleasure.

    
      
    

    "Danny was on his knees in this elevator earlier today," Amber said as she, Garrett, and Danny stepped onto the elevator after a long, exceptionally satisfying dinner that included a few drinks for each of them.

    The doors shut and Garrett pulled Amber close and said, "Was he? What was he doing on his knees?"

    "He was doing whatever the fuck I told him," she replied with a smile. "Danny's a well-trained little bitch. He does as he's told because he knows that I control him. He's also put aside any pretenses about being a real man, or even a normal man. He's a fucking freak and he knows it. He gets off on being humiliated and abused."

    "That's why he's a perfect addition to our team," Garrett noted.

    "Show him your plug," Amber said.

    Danny dutifully lowered his pants, bent over, and pulled his panties aside to show the butt plug he'd been wearing for the duration of their dinner. Amber had inserted it just before they'd left and Danny could see the delighted smile on her face every time he shifted uncomfortably during their meal.

    "You intend on expanding Danny's horizons tomorrow, don't you?" Garrett asked.

    "I do, and he needs to be prepared for that," Amber answered. "I'm not sure which of the clients will be a freak, but I know that one of them will, and the freaks always love to get crazy. They'll jump at the chance to bend Danny over and fuck him like the little bitch that he is."

    Garrett laughed as the elevator doors opened. He stepped off with Amber and Danny rushed to pull his pants up and follow after them.

    "Did they spring for a suite for you?" Garrett asked.

    "Of course," Amber replied. "They always do. Are you going to fuck me in that suite, or would you like me to come to yours?"

    "I'm going to fuck you in your suite," Garrett answered.

    Amber pulled out her key, waved it in the front of the lock, and they stepped into her suite with Danny following close behind.

    "Strip, Danny," Amber instructed the moment the door shut behind him. "Strip down to your panties."

    Danny stripped as they both watched. Garrett seemed amused and Amber seemed to have come alive with the power of domination once again. Danny was simply delighted that he could bring her such pleasure merely by following her orders.

    "How about a different kind of foreplay tonight?" Amber suggested. "I think Danny would like to practice his cocksucking on you, Garrett. How would you feel about taking a seat out on the balcony so you can enjoy the view while Danny sucks your dick like a good little whore?"

    "I can't think of anything I'd rather do," Garrett answered.

    "Follow him," Amber instructed as Garrett headed for the balcony. "Suck his dick like a good little whore. Make sure he feels good. I'll join you in a moment."

    Danny followed Garrett onto the balcony and dropped to his knees the moment his boss sat down. Danny felt a little self conscious - it was likely that someone could see him from another room - but that didn't stop him from doing what Amber had ordered. He freed Garrett's cock, took it in his mouth, and sucked like a good little whore.

    "Amber found a diamond in the rough when she discovered you," Garrett said as Danny sucked cock. "She found you all on her own, too. I had no idea she was digging through the internet histories of people on the company Wi-Fi. I had no idea she was searching for someone she could dominate and manipulate as she saw fit. She was, though, and she found you, Danny. Now she's got you trained to do exactly as she desires, and I can see that she's just beginning to explore her dominant side. I have a feeling you might not know what you've gotten yourself into, but perhaps you're just beginning to explore how much you enjoy being a submissive slut, and there's nothing wrong with that."

    "How's my little whore doing?" Amber asked as she stepped out onto the deck.

    "He's doing a spectacular job," Garrett replied. "For someone who doesn't have much experience sucking cock, Danny is quite impressive. You really have found yourself a valuable resource, Amber. It's not often that you discover someone who's willing - and eager - to do anything and everything you say. Don't let this one go."

    Amber moved behind Danny and pulled his panties aside. She slowly pulled the plug from his ass and he moaned around the thick dick in his mouth at the odd mixture of pleasure and pain that resulted from having it pulled out of him.

    "I was thinking we'd spit roast Danny," Amber said. "A spit roast of a sort, at least."

    Garrett laughed. "Did you bring that just to fuck him?"

    Danny wanted to look back to see what Amber had in her hand, but he suspected it was a dildo. Perhaps it was the same dildo he'd used on himself before he left. He didn't look back, though, and he didn't need to, for he felt the toy against his asshole just a few moments later.

    "Relax, Danny," Amber said softly. "A good whore - a good anal whore in particular - needs to stay relaxed when someone's trying to use him. So concentrate on the dick in your mouth. Concentrate on making it feel good. Who knows? You might end up spit roasted by a couple of freaks tomorrow and I don't want you freaking out or getting too tight as you're being pounded from both ends. I want you to take it like a good whore, like the whore I've trained you to be."

    Danny tried to focus entirely on the cock in his mouth. He pulled his thoughts away from his asshole and the potential for pain that felt like it was about to erupt. He felt the toy move inside him. He thought of it being attached to a man and it was far less horrifying than he expected. Danny was still fearful, of course, but he wasn't terrified. If Amber wanted him to be a whore, to get fucked in the ass, to give himself over to the debauchery she wished to host in their hotel room, then that's what Danny would do.

    "That's it," Amber said as she pushed the toy deeper inside him. "Open up like a good little anal whore. Open up like a good little toy, Danny. Remember, I own you. Your purpose is to serve me. If I tell you that you're going to be used like a fuck toy tomorrow night, that's what you're going to do. If I want to watch you get spit roasted while I play with my cunt, that's what you'll do. You'll take it all for me, Danny. You'll take it like a good whore."

    "God damn," Garrett said before moaning as his cock throbbed in Danny's mouth. "You're fucking incredible, Amber. I love seeing this side of you. I'm a little worried for my job, though. You might be able to snake it right out from under me."

    "I don't want your job, Garrett," Amber replied as she started to fuck Danny's ass faster. "If I try to move up, I'll take over another department. You've been good to me. You might end up working for me some day, but you've been good to me."

    "I need to fuck you, Amber," Garrett said. "I need to feel that perfect, tight pussy of yours again."

    "Take the toy, Danny," Amber instructed. "Fuck yourself with it. And while you do, eat my fucking ass as I ride Garrett."

    Danny reached back, secured the toy, and continued to fuck himself at the pace Amber had used. Each thrust hurt a little, but she'd been kind enough to add a little lube to the toy before penetrating him, so the pain was lessening as time went by. Plus, it was now joined by the joy of being cuckolded by Amber. He watched her lift her skirt and sit in her boss's lap. Danny watched her pussy swallow the cock he'd just fellated like a good whore. He watched her begin to ride and then he crawled closer, pressed his face between her perfect ass cheeks, and rimmed her tight asshole like she wanted.

    "Fuck, what a good little bitch you are, Danny," she said. "Eat that ass while I ride his cock. And fuck your ass harder. I want to hear you moaning as you rim me."

    Danny fucked his ass harder. He fucked the dildo deeper. He fucked himself hard enough that the pain disappeared entirely. He wasn't sure if Amber was actually going to find someone to fuck him the next night, but Danny felt like he was ready, despite the exceptional fear he felt at actually getting fucked by a man.

    "Does my dick feel good?" Garrett asked.

    "Damn right it does," Amber replied. "I love a real man's cock. I love a long, thick cock that can stretch my pussy and reach so deep inside me."

    Garrett grabbed her ass and helped her bounce a little harder on his dick. "What about your little bitch?" he asked. "Would you ever let his cock inside you?"

    Amber laughed. "Not a chance in hell," she said. "Danny's not a real man. Danny's just a piss poor excuse for a man. He's just a little bitch, a little whore, a little cum slut that acts like a real man. I know what he is, though, and I've put him in his place. I've made him mine. I've taken control of him and I'm going to play with him however I see fit, but I will never let him fuck me."

    Danny found an odd sense of comfort in that. He never had to worry about disappointing Amber, at least not in that way. He only had to worry about doing as he was told and letting her use him as she saw fit, and there was pleasure in that.

    "Fuck yourself harder, Danny," she instructed while bouncing wildly on Garrett's dick. "Fuck your whore ass harder!"

    Danny fucked himself hard enough that he started moaning from the discomfort. That seemed to put Amber over the top, as she rode Garrett wildly on the hotel balcony. It wasn't long after that she came. Her ass cheeks tightened and pushed Danny's face out so he looked up to see Amber leaning back with her head titled towards the night sky. She unleashed a wild, lusty moan.

    "Suck my balls, Danny," Garrett instructed.

    Danny did so while pounding his ass with the toy, and that seemed to be enough to put Garrett over the top, resulting in the second creampie he'd left inside Amber that day.

    "God damn," Garrett said as his orgasm subsided. "I have to admit, I hope you end up working for me for a little while longer, Amber, because I absolutely love fucking you."

    Amber chuckled. "I'm not sure I could resist coming back to you for more of the pleasure you give me, Garrett, even if I don't work for you anymore. So don't worry, I'm sure you'll always get to enjoy my tight little pussy, and now you'll get to enjoy my slutty little toy, too."

    Amber lifted her pussy from Garrett's cock, spun around, and said, "Clean me, Danny. Be a good little cum slut and suck his load out of me. Then you can use that whore mouth of yours to clean his cock, too. Get to work."

    Danny did just that, all while fucking his ass with the dildo. He felt depraved doing so, but that's exactly how he wanted to feel, so Danny had no problem with that.

  
    A Very Naughty Secret Santa - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Amber had made it clear that the company went all out when it came to wooing potential clients, but Danny was still surprised by the way they seemingly burned through money at the sales dinner. The restaurant was absurdly expensive, Amber and Garrett encouraged the potential clients to order whatever they wanted off the menu - and to order multiple meals if they wanted to take one home for the next day - and to drink absolutely anything they wanted, including bottles of wine that carried prices that flirted with four figures.

    Danny wasn't about to complain, though, for he was having a great time. There was absolutely nothing wrong with a night of drinking and eating like they were kings that deserved to have the finest of all things presented to them for their pleasure.

    It was fascinating to watch Amber skillfully fend off the advances - mostly through clumsy attempts at touching and/or groping - of the potential clients. She couldn't outright tell someone to fuck off or slap them in the face, for that would result in a lost client. Instead, she had to gently tease them, to make it seem like she was available for whatever they had in mind without actually giving them a damn thing there at the table.

    "Are you going to do your part tonight, Danny?" Amber asked when a few of the potential clients had gone to the bathroom.

    Danny was fairly certain she was referring to the promised debauchery that would unfold in her hotel room a little later, and he nodded in response. "Yes, I'll do my part," he said, despite not really knowing what that meant outside of letting himself be used for the pleasure of anyone that wanted a piece of him.

    Amber rewarded him with a smile and then reached under the table, grabbed his cock through his slacks, and gave him a few quick strokes while no one was looking. He thought she might lean over and kiss him, but that was absurd. Of course she wasn't going to kiss him. Not at the dinner table. Perhaps not ever, for it wasn't Danny's place to be her romantic partner. It was his place to submit.

    After dinner - and after Garrett paid a multi-thousand dollar bill with the company credit card, they headed out to a club. More drinks were consumed, everyone did a little bit of dancing, and Danny watched as Amber skillfully worked all five of the men they were attempting to woo. He wasn't entirely sure what she was doing, but she paired off three of them with lovely girls from the club - all of whom seemed genuinely interested - leaving two that were still without entertainment for the evening.

    "Boys, I have something special in mind for you tonight," Amber said as they sat in a roped off section of the club that Garrett had paid extra to be allowed into.

    "Yeah?" one of the guys asked as his eyes lit up with delight. "What were you thinking?"

    Amber looked at Danny, smiled, and said, "I was thinking that we'd go back to my room and I'd see just how naughty you two are willing to get. See, I've been watching you all night. I think you're the kinds of guys that like to try something a little different, that like to really cut loose when you're on a work trip, that want something more than a quickie with a club girl."

    The guys looked at each other, smiled, and one of them said, "You're right about that. How'd you know?"

    Amber raised a glass of champagne - which had also cost an arm and a leg - and replied, "I'm very good at my job, boys. Someday, I'll be running the company. For now, though, it's my job to ensure that you two have the time of your lives tonight, so that's what I'm going to do. Now let's drink this insanely expensive champagne, get a little bit drunker, do some dancing, and then head back to the hotel for the night of your lives."

    They did just that. In fact, they finished one bottle of champagne and quickly ordered up another before finishing that. They danced - including with Amber - and while they got a little handsy, she had no problem redirecting their eager touch when necessary.

    Eventually, they all stumbled into an Uber, got a ride back to the hotel, and made their way through the lobby and into an elevator for the short ride up to their floor.

    "Danny, press the button for our floor," Amber instructed.

    Danny did so and both of the potential clients - Ivan and Felix - chuckled.

    "What's so funny, boys?" Amber asked with a sweet smile.

    "He's quite obedient, isn't he?" Ivan asked.

    The elevator doors shut and the car lurched to life as Amber said, "He is. In fact, Danny finds great pleasure in doing as he'd told, especially when I'm the one giving the orders."

    "Is that right?" Felix asked.

    "Danny," Amber said, "Get on your knees."

    Danny fell to his knees and both guys smiled.

    "Now crawl in front of Felix and kiss his shoes," Amber said.

    Danny crawled towards Felix and dropped down to kiss his shoes as instructed, eliciting a laugh from the men standing in front of him.

    "Now do the same thing for Ivan," she instructed.

    Danny moved in front of Ivan and kissed his shoes. The leather was warm against his lips and the smell was actually rather pleasant, making it a fairly simple task to complete.

    "Like I said," Amber added, "he's exceptionally obedient when I'm giving the orders. That's why we're going to have so much fun tonight. We get to play with my little bitch. We get to see just how far he can be pushed before he breaks, if he breaks. Who knows? He might not. He might prove to be an even more useful toy than I expected."

    "We've broken toys before," Felix said.

    "I'm sure you have," Amber replied. "That's why you two are in this elevator with me. That's why you're coming to my room. You're the ones that can be relied upon to let loose, to be freaks when there's fun to be had, and that's exactly what I'm looking for tonight. I want a pair of freaks to use my toy as I instruct."

    Ivan reached down and rubbed his cock through his slacks as a hungry look crossed his face. He was like a predator surveying his prey and Danny felt a chill rush down his spine as he wondered if he wasn't at all prepared for what was likely to unfold that night.

    "Danny, unzip Ivan's pants. Suck his cock for the rest of the elevator ride," Amber instructed.

    Danny knew there wasn't long left before the elevator doors opened so he hurried to unzip Ivan's pants and free his cock. He took the semi-hard shaft into his mouth, swallowed, and sucked with wild abandon. He even managed to deepthroat the shaft before it got fully erect, a fact that he was quite proud of."

    "God damn," Ivan said. "I have a feeling this is going to be one of the most interesting nights of our lives, Felix."

    "I think you're right," Felix replied. "And to think, I almost didn't come on this trip because I thought it would be boring and pointless, like the last one with your company was."

    "Well, they didn't send me last time," Amber replied. "Had I come, I assure you it would have been interesting, just like every business trip with us will be in the future if you decide to sign."

    "We'll see about that," Felix said as the elevator slowed. "After all, the night is just getting started and it takes a whole lot to keep us interested."

    Danny pulled back and tucked Ivan's cock into his pants right before the elevator doors opened.

    "Follow us," Amber instructed as she and the two men that would be using Danny that night left the elevator. He hopped to his feet, rushed down the hallway after her, and then followed into the hotel room. There was a bottle of champagne chilling on ice - Amber must have ordered it from room service while they were gone - and she quickly opened it and poured three glasses, giving one to Ivan and Felix and keeping the third for herself.

    "Danny, get naked and get on your knees," Amber instructed. "Felix's cock needs to be sucked by your whore mouth."

    Danny stripped as the guys drank champagne with Amber and then he fell to his knees, reached up to unzip Felix's pants, and freed a remarkably large flaccid cock.

    "Very impressive, Felix," Amber noted as Danny wrapped his lips around that flaccid cock and sucked like Amber had trained him. "And how does my little whore's mouth feel? Is he a good cocksucker?"

    "He is," Felix replied as his cock grew in Danny's mouth.

    "Ivan, why don't you remove your pants so Danny can suck your cock after he's gotten Felix hard?" Amber suggested. "And while you're doing that, I'll go change into something you gentlemen might find more visually appealing."

    Amber walked away as Ivan removed his pants, showing his willingness to do as she suggested. Danny marveled at her ability to control all three of the men in the room, though the other two likely didn't know they were being controlled so thoroughly.

    Once Felix was stiff, Danny moved to Ivan's cock and sucked vigorously, returning him to the erect state he'd reached in the elevator. Much to his surprise, Danny achieved an erection of his own while he was busy giving head. It seemed that no matter what Amber had him do - no matter how humiliating it was - she was able to turn him on because she knew that submission was the thing he craved more than anything else.

    "What do you think, boys?" Amber asked.

    Both guys whistled their approval and Felix said, "Damn, you look good, Amber. Are we gonna get a chance to fuck you tonight?"

    "I'm afraid not," Amber replied. "I think you'd both agree that I'm a different caliber of woman. I'm the sort of prize you get to claim after a long, healthy, profitable relationship with our company, not the sort of prize that's yours before you've even come on as a client. Danny, though, is your toy to enjoy tonight, and I'm fairly certain he'll be able to take whatever you want to dish out. He is, after all, nothing more than a whore to be used for my pleasure. Now why don't you both get naked so we can truly get this party started."

    Danny turned to look at Amber and saw that she'd changed into a remarkably sexy bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings set with a pair of four inch heels. She'd pulled her hair into a ponytail and she looked like a mixture of a lingerie model and a dominatrix, which was an accurate description of her role that evening.

    "Come to me, Danny," Amber said. Danny crawled towards the lingerie-clad goddess and stopped at her feet. He craned his neck to look up at her and she smiled, pushed two fingers into his mouth, and asked, "Are you going to be a good little bitch tonight, Danny? Are you going to do as you're told and help the company land new clients?"

    Danny nodded as Amber pushed her finger all the way to the back of his throat. He gagged just a little and she smiled as his throat spasmed around her invading finger.

    "Would you like to taste my pussy, Danny?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "Think of it as a little treat for being a good bitch so far," Amber said. "And just think of the treat I might give you if you show these two perverts the kind of pleasure they're looking for."

    Amber pulled her finger from his mouth and moved her lace panties aside, giving him a view of the most perfect pussy he'd ever seen. Danny crawled forward just a little more, pressed his lips against her pussy, and put his tongue to work. He licked up her sweet juices as Amber placed a controlling hand on the back of his head and held him in place. He worshiped her pussy for the short span of time she held him between her legs and then looked up at her with the sweet taste of it still on his tongue when she stepped away.

    "There's an ottoman in front of the couch, Danny," Amber said. "I'd like you to crawl on top of it, on your hands and knees, like a good whore. Do you understand?"

    Danny nodded, spun around, and crawled towards the ottoman. He got up on it on his hands and knees and he felt very much like he was on display, like a naked piece of meat to be used for the pleasure of those in attendance at their naughty little party, which is precisely what he was and what Amber wanted him to be.

    "Look at my little bitch," Amber said as she approached with a glass of champagne in her hand. She seemed to emanate dominant energy as she ran her fingers down Danny's back, squeezed his ass like she owned it, and then gave it a hard smack. She then rubbed two fingers over his asshole and for some reason he couldn't help but moan. "Mmm, it sounds like he's a bitch in heat. Are you boys ready to use my little bitch? Are you ready to have you fun with him?"

    "Damn right," Felix said.

    "You'll have to wear a condom when you fuck his ass, but you're welcome to use his mouth without protection, and please don't throw away your condom if you happen to cum in one of them, as I'd like to have fun with your cum and my little bitch," Amber explained.

    Ivan moved until he was standing in front of Danny, who looked up at him as best he could from his hands and knees.

    "Tell him what you want, Danny," Amber instructed.

    "I want you to fuck my face," Danny said.

    "And why is that, Danny? Why do you want Ivan to fuck your face with his beautiful cock?" Amber asked.

    "Because I'm your whore. Because I exist to make you happy, Amber. Because you control me, and what you want is for Ivan and Felix to have the time of their lives tonight," Danny said.

    "Good answer," Amber said before smacking his ass again. "Ivan, if you'd like to fuck his face, you may certainly do so."

    Ivan pushed his cock between Danny's lips, grabbed two handfuls of his hair, and almost immediately began to fuck his face. Danny had some practice sucking cock - he'd served Garrett several times - but he'd never really practiced taking an aggressive face fucking. It was unpleasant - there was no question about that - but he was surprised at the sense of satisfaction he felt in doing it. Yes, his face was getting pounded and he was gagging and occasionally choking, but he was doing what Amber wanted, he was being a good slut, and he was withstanding the brutal face pounding that Ivan delivered.

    "Felix, why don't you bring that big cock of yours over here," Amber said as her fingers returned to Danny's asshole and rubbed them in slow circles. "Mmm, that's it. Look at this beautiful slab of meat. I imagine you're going to make Danny here feel quite a bit of pain when you fuck him with that thing. Do you like the idea of making him suffer by fucking him, Felix?"

    "I do," Felix answered.

    "Why don't I dress your cock for you?" Amber said.

    "That would be nice," Felix replied.

    As Danny continued to withstand a vigorous face fucking from Ivan, he wondered how often people from their company went to these sorts of lengths to land business. Was this really how things worked on the higher levels, or were Amber and Garrett a fairly unique team that had no problem stretching the boundaries of morality in the name of landing a client?

    "There you go," Amber said as she presumably rolled a condom down Felix’s cock. "Now you're ready to fuck my little toy."

    Danny felt something wet against his asshole. Amber's fingers rubbed the liquid – likely her spit – over his anus. One finger dipped inside him and a second soon joined it. She was offering him a small kindness in trying to loosen him up just a little before he got fucked.

    "Take him, Felix," Amber instructed. "Fuck my toy. Make him yours. Use him."

    A moment later Danny felt incredible pressure against his asshole. Then there was pain as Felix slipped inside him. He moaned around Ivan's cock, which seemed to offer a certain level of pleasure, as Ivan also unleashed a moan.

    "God damn, he's tight," Felix said.

    "Enjoy that," Amber replied. "Enjoy my toy's tight asshole. Use it for your pleasure, Felix. And don't worry if you cum fairly quickly because he's so tight. You can fuck him as many times as you want tonight."

    Felix was at least a little gentle at first, probably because Danny's asshole was so tight it wasn't really possible to fuck him hard and fast. Eventually he picked up the pace, though, pounding Danny with incredible vigor and delivering pain with each and every thrust.

    Felix and Ivan settled into a rhythm after a few minutes of using him together. They used his mouth and ass at the same pace and Danny felt like little more than a pair of holes for their use, or really for Amber's use, since she was the one in control of everything. She was the one that had pimped him out, and the one he'd happily offered himself to.

    "Your dick is hard as a rock, Danny," Amber said after Felix and Ivan had been using him hard for a solid five minutes. He felt the joy of her fingers around his stiff shaft and moaned. "You really are a whore. How naughty."

    She was right. He really was a whore, and he proved it by getting used for the next few hours. Felix and Ivan fucked him in every imaginable way, pounding his mouth and ass all over the hotel room. They even took turns fucking him while he was bent over the balcony railing, moaning into the night air like the bitch in heat that Amber had labeled him as.

    By the time it was over, they'd each cum three times, leaving six condoms loaded with thick sperm, and leaving Danny sore and exhausted.

    "This was an evening to remember, Amber," Felix said as the guys headed out. "We'll touch base with Garrett tomorrow, but you have our business."

    "Absolutely," Ivan replied. "No one even comes close to you in customer service."

    They all had a laugh as Danny sat on the couch with a hazy smile on his face. They'd gotten the business, so not only had he made Amber happy, he'd probably helped his career in the process.

    Danny heard the door shut and turned to see Amber saunter towards him in that breathtaking lingerie. She had a giddy smile on her face and when she stopped at the edge of the couch she reached up, unhooked her bra, and set her perfect breasts free. Danny stared in amazement as she lowered her panties next, leaving her in a garter belt, stockings, and heels. She looked like a centerfold standing in front of him and his mind raced with the possibilities of what might happen next.

    "Come with me," Amber said as she picked up two of the used condoms and walked towards the bed.

    Danny stood and walked behind her. He watched Amber crawl into the bed and shake her ass at him - her utterly perfect ass - for a few moments before rolling onto her back. She upended one of the used condoms onto her breasts, gently coating her soft flesh and hard nipples with the warm, salty load that had rested inside the rubber. She upended the other used condom over her pussy, coating the part of her that Danny craved most in the sticky substance his ass or mouth had worked to liberate from Ivan or Felix's balls.

    "I want you to clean me, Danny," Amber said softly. "Start with my tits."

    Danny crawled into the bed and she smiled. When he got close enough, she reached out and her fingers moved to the back of his head and gently pulled him to her bosom. He didn't hesitate to clean her. He did so with unabashed desire. He licked and sucked every drop of thick, sticky cum off of her. He gave her nipples special attention - they were just so beautiful - and Amber filled the bedroom with genuine-sounding moans while he offered her every bit of pleasure she deserved and claimed the reward of getting to worship her body.

    "Clean my pussy, Danny," she instructed softly.

    Danny kissed his way down her body and settled between her legs. He stared at her perfect, cum-covered pussy for a few moments, looked up to see what struck him as a rather sweet smile on her face, and then set about slowly, sensually licking up every bit of semen.

    "Mmm, that's so good, Danny," Amber said as her fingers ran through his hair while her back arched. "Clean that yummy cum off my pussy, off the pussy you made so wet by being a good little whore for me tonight."

    Danny moved slowly to extend the time he got to spend between her legs. He licked and sucked every drop of cum off her and Amber seemed to find the whole thing hugely arousing. He thought she might cum, but for some reason she just didn't get there, and when he'd finished licking up his mess, Amber beckoned for Danny to crawl closer.

    "On your back," she instructed as he did.

    Danny rolled onto his back and Amber cuddled up next to him. He figured he might get a handjob, but then she sat up and straddled him. Her pussy - the pussy he'd just licked a full load's worth of cum off of - hovered above his cock for a few moments before Amber sat down on him.

    Danny was stunned with surprise and overwhelmed with the pleasure of her pussy - it felt better than anything he'd ever experienced - and he made his feelings perfectly clear with a loud moan.

    "I know I said I'd never fuck you," Amber said softly. "But I didn't think you'd be so willing to obey, Danny. I didn't think you'd go above and beyond to help me land a client. So you deserve a real reward, Danny. You deserve to fuck me. You deserve to be in my pussy. You deserve the pleasure of cumming inside me, especially since I've decided that you're going to be mine for a long, long time. We're going to do big things at this company, Danny, and we're going to do them together."

    Amber put her hands on his chest and began to rock her hips back and forth. Danny closed his eyes as he savored the reward she'd so generously offered. "I've never felt anything like this, Amber. Your pussy...it's..."

    "It's perfect, Danny," Amber replied. "My pussy is perfect. That's why Garrett loves it so much. That's why I wouldn't give to Felix and Ivan. They're not worthy of it. You won't normally be worthy of it, but every once in a while you'll make me happy enough that I'll fuck you, Danny. I'll give you my pussy. I'll let you cum inside me. All you have to do is keep being a good little toy for me, a good little bitch. You just have to keep following orders."

    Danny was too turned on to talk. He was moments away from cumming inside her. He would be a good toy for Amber, though. Of course he would. There was nothing else he wanted to be.

    "Amber...I'm...oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" he said as a beautiful kind of pleasure rushed through his body. He felt it from head to toe. It was, without question, the best orgasm he'd ever had. It was perfect in every way.

    Amber let him enjoy it - and made it even better - by slowly moving her pussy over his cock, milking every last drop of cum from his balls before she came to a stop.

    "Now I'd like to cum, Danny," she said. "And I'd like you to make me cum while you clean your load from my pussy. Will you do that for me?"

    "I'll do anything for you, Amber," he replied. It was true. He'd do absolutely anything for her, as long as it meant he got to keep serving her, for that was the only thing Danny really wanted. "I'm so glad you were my Secret Santa," he said with a smile.

    "Me too, Danny," Amber said. "I'm certain this is just the beginning of a beautiful relationship."

    Danny certainly hoped so.

    The End.

  
    A Visit to the Strip Club

    Jack saw the glow of the neon light before he saw the sign with the outline of the naked girl. "Where are we going?" he asked his girlfriend, who was behind the wheel.

    "You'll find out soon enough," she replied with a smile.

    She was right. It wasn't long before they got close enough that Jack saw the sign producing the neon light. He saw the outline of the naked girl. He saw the strip club's name emblazoned across the top of the fairly nondescript concrete building. The sign was big enough to be seen from the freeway, though Jack surmised that was the point. They were trying to advertise to the lonely, horny travelers with money to burn.

    It wasn't until they pulled into the parking lot that Jack was fairly certain his girlfriend was taking him to a strip club, but even then he had a hard time believing it was true. That's why he stayed glued to his seat even as Harper got out of the car.

    "Do you need help with your seatbelt?" she asked playfully.

    Jack fumbled with his seatbelt - his hands were shaking - but he managed to get out of the car. His legs didn't seem to want to work, though, as he stood and stared up at the sign.

    Harper came around the car, took his hand, and said, "Let's go inside."

    "Wait, Harper, what are we doing?" he asked.

    "You said you've never been to a strip club," she replied. "So, I'm taking you to a strip club."

    She pulled on his arm but Jack remained still. "Is this...I don't know, is this a trap, or something? What kind of girlfriend takes her boyfriend to a strip club?"

    "A great girlfriend," Harper replied. "Obviously. Look, Jack, it's cute that you're acting like you're nervous about this, but we both know you're going to enjoy yourself in there. What guy wouldn't enjoy a beautiful girl dancing for him?"

    Jack took a few steps towards the club and said, "I don't know about this. I guess I'm a little nervous that you're going to end up angry at me if I enjoy whatever is going to happen in there, but I'm also not sure that a strip club is for me, you know? I mean, it just seems weird, and maybe kind of pathetic. What kind of guy enjoys paying someone to dance for him?"

    "You won't be paying someone," Harper said. "I will. The lap dance you get tonight will be on me. Think of it as a gift."

    Harper wasn't like most girls he'd dated, so Jack wasn't entirely surprised she'd taken him to a strip club. Still, he couldn't quite get over his sense of nervousness. That didn't stop him from going inside, though.

    The club was dark, with the exception of the stage, which was well-lit with multi-colored spotlights that seemed to change depending on the performer. It was fairly crowded inside, too, and there was a wider range of guys than Jack expected. Some were the overweight, pathetic-looking types he expected, but there were plenty of good-looking guys that wouldn't have had any trouble picking up a woman at a bar. Jack wasn't sure why guys like that wanted to be at a strip club, but he didn't give it much though, especially since there was a particularly striking blonde on stage in a pair of thigh high latex boots, a g-string, and nothing else.

    "I told you you'd like it," Harper said.

    Jack turned to see a smile on his girlfriend's face and he felt a little embarrassed for staring at the girl on stage.

    "It's okay to stare, Jack," she added. "That's the whole point. You're supposed to appreciate what these women are doing. You're supposed to get turned on." She leaned a little closer, kissed his neck, and moaned in the way he always found so arousing. It worked like a charm, bringing his cock to a half hard state while he stared at the blonde dancing on stage.

    Harper took his hand, led them to the bar, and ordered two strong drinks. They bartender quickly delivered and Harper led Jack to a pair of seats away from the other patrons. They still had a great view of the stage and they were seated close enough that Harper could lean over and kiss his neck and cheeks with ease while Jack watched a steady stream of beautiful women in exceedingly skimpy outfits come on stage.

    "You're enjoying yourself, aren't you?" Harper asked after a particularly agile brunette ended her show.

    "Is that okay?" Jack replied.

    Harper reached over, put a hand on his knee, and smiled. "Jack, baby, I promise, I didn't take you here to fuck with you. I took you here because every man should go to a strip club once in his life, and because I was certain you'd enjoy yourself. I like that I was right about that. I like that you've been turned on from the moment we walked in here. I like that your cock has been half hard the entire time, that you can't keep your eyes off the stage and the beautiful women dancing up there."

    The remainder of Jack's anxiousness washed away as his girlfriend leaned over and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. He could taste the alcohol on her breath and he felt the beautiful haze of a good buzz that came from the exceptionally strong drinks they'd both been enjoying.

    The DJ announced the next performer - Brandy, he called her - and Harper turned her attention to the stage. Jack's gaze followed and he was greeted with the sight of a leggy redhead in a bra, panties, stockings, garter belt, and four inch heels. She strutted towards the pole with a smile on her face, bent over at the waist to flip her luminous red hair forward, and then whipped it back before a hair metal song came over the sound system, beginning her routine.

    "I wouldn't have guessed you have a thing for redheads," Harper said after a few minutes of the stripper's routine.

    "I...I don't know about...I'm not sure I have a thing," Jack replied, though he didn't take his eyes off of Brandy.

    Harper chuckled softly, leaned over, and ran her hand up Jack's thigh and between his legs. She grasped his cock - which was hard - and moaned softly. "Yes, you do," she said. "Which is why I'm going to get you a lap dance from this particular redhead."

    After the redhead's routine ended, Harper raised her hand to call the stripper over.

    "Would one of you would like a dance?" Brandy asked as Jack tried his best not to stare at her breasts, which remained free of her bra.

    "My boyfriend couldn't help but admire your beauty and talent," Harper said. "And I'd like to treat him to a lap dance. It's his first time, though, so be gentle."

    Brandy stepped in front of Jack, bent over, put her hands on his knees, and smiled. "Is it really your first time in a strip club?" she asked softly.

    Jack nodded.

    Brandy glanced between his legs, looked up, and said, "You really did enjoy my dance, didn't you?"

    Jack's voice wavered as he said, "Yes, very much so."

    She leaned closer and for a moment Jack thought she might kiss him. That was delusional, of course - stripper's didn't kiss the guys they were dancing for - but Jack's brain couldn't help but go there. "I can touch you, but you can't touch me, okay?" she said, making clear the rules of the lap dance.

    Jack nodded and Brandy stood up, whipped her long red hair back, and slowly moved her hips from side to side as she ran her hands up her torso and over her breasts, which looked impossibly perky but also appeared to be real, at least based on how Brandy was able to grasp them tightly in her hands. All Jack wanted was to be able to touch them, but he was going to follow the rules.

    Brandy ran her hands down her body and between her legs. She pressed her fingers against her panties, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and moaned like she found it intensely pleasurable to even tease her pussy.

    "She's good, isn't she?" Harper asked as she leaned closer to Jack.

    "She's exceptional," he replied.

    Brandy spun around and bent over. She put her hands on her knees and Jack had a perfect, close up view of her ass. He felt the urge to reach out and touch it, but he kept his hands at his sides as Brandy stood up once more. She looked over her shoulder while dancing, smiled, and then stepped back and sat in Jack's lap.

    He groaned the instant her ass touched his crotch. He was hard as a rock in his pants and Brandy moved her hips in just the right way to stimulate him. He suddenly understood why guys liked going to strip clubs. She was dry humping him and doing it with his girlfriend sitting right next to him. It was damn near like he was fucking someone else and doing it without having to feel like he was cheating.

    "Do you like that, baby?" Brandy asked.

    "Yes," Jack said as he gripped the edges of his seat to ensure that his hands stayed where they needed to stay and didn't roam towards Brandy's spectacularly tight, athletic body.

    Brandy turned to Harper and asked, "Your man sure is excited."

    "I know," Harper replied. "He gets excited easily. A kiss will do it. A little bit of stroking over his pants. Sometimes, even a dirty look will get him excited."

    Jack smiled. Harper was right about that. He'd always been easy to excite.

    "That must be nice," Brandy said softly as she moved her ass a little faster, dry humping Jack with such skill that he couldn't help but close his eyes and moan.

    "It usually is," Harper replied. "Though I do wish he didn't cum so quickly."

    Jack's eyes shot open and he looked at his girlfriend. She wore a decidedly naughty smile on her face, as if she'd thoroughly enjoyed sharing the fact that there were times when he had trouble holding his load.

    Brandy leaned back, reached her arm up and snaked her hand around the back of Jack's head, and asked, "Are you a minute man, baby? Does that dick of yours get too excited when your beautiful girlfriend lets you inside her?"

    Jack wasn't sure what to say. He was hugely turned on, and yet it seemed that Harper had chosen a very strange time to offer up a complaint about their relationship.

    "It looks like he's feeling a little shy," Harper said. "Or maybe he's just too turned on to talk. Maybe, in fact, he's worried about being a minute man right now. Maybe he's trying his best not to cum in his pants while you grind in his lap."

    Brandy put her hands on Jack's knees and slowed the movements of her ass. It wasn't any less pleasurable, though. Jack's cock still throbbed painfully and though he hadn't considered it, Harper was right that there was a distinct possibility that he'd cum.

    "You know, your man's dick doesn't feel very big," Brandy said.

    Jack groaned. Part of him wanted to push the stripper off his lap - it felt like things were taking a weird turn - but part of him was so turned on that he couldn't possibly stop what was unfolding in the strip club.

    Harper chuckled. "Oh, no, he's definitely not big. In fact, he's small compared to some of the guys I've dated. He's really small compared to the biggest guys I've ever been with."

    Brandy turned her head until her lips were inches from Jack's neck. He could feel the warmth of her breath against his skin as she ground her body against his. "So you've got a little dick and you cum too quick," she said softly. "It doesn't sound like you're much of a man."

    Jack moaned. He didn't want to. It was embarrassing to moan in that moment, and yet he couldn't stop it. It just rushed out of him, as if he found it all so pleasurable that he couldn't help himself.

    "He's certainly not much of a man in those ways," Harper replied. "He's a good boyfriend - a great boyfriend, even - but sometimes I can't help but fantasize about getting fucked by a guy with a nice big cock that can last exactly as long as I need him to last."

    "What?" Jack asked as he looked at his girlfriend.

    "You can't blame her, can you?" Brandy asked. "Even if she's happy in your relationship, you can't blame a girl for wanting to get fucked by a guy with a nice big dick that can stretch out her tight little pussy, can you?"

    Jack didn't have an answer, mostly because he couldn't compel his mouth to form a single word.

    "I think he's going to cum in his pants," Harper said. "I think my little-dicked boyfriend is going to cum in his pants while you grind in his lap."

    Brandy's lips found Jack's neck for a moment before she whispered, "You can touch me. You can take my tits in your hands. You can play with them. You're not a threat. You're just a little-dicked bitch boy whose girlfriend is going to cheat on him to satisfy her desire for a nice big dick in her tight little cunt."

    Jack took Brandy's breasts in his hands as she worked his lap with her ass. He played with the perfect, perky, all natural flesh. She moaned and kissed his neck again. His heart pounded as what she'd said replayed over and over in his mind. He knew he should have been upset, or annoyed, or even outraged. He was turned on, though.

    "Cum in your pants, Jack," Harper said softly. "Play with those big, soft tits and cum in your pants, just like the little dicked bitch boy you are."

    Jack came in his pants. He suppressed the wild grunts and groans that seemed so eager to depart his mouth, but he came hard and it felt spectacular. Brandy slowed her hips and settled into his lap.

    "Was that good, baby?" Brandy asked.

    "Yes," Jack answered.

    She stood up and Harper pulled a wad of cash from her purse and handed it to the beautiful redheaded stripper. "Thank you for that," she said.

    "Anytime," Brandy replied as she stuffed the money into her g-string.

    Brandy walked away and Harper turned to Jack, took his hand in hers, and asked, "So, did you enjoy your first visit to a strip club?"

    Jack nodded. His mind was racing with all manner of thoughts, but there was only one answer to her question. "Yes, I did."

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold

    You want to submit, don’t you? You want to submit to your beautiful wife and cuckoldress. You want to know what it’s like to completely devote yourself to someone else.

    I can’t quite make that fantasy your reality, but "A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold" offers you a chance to experience the thrills of dedicating yourself to your wife’s pleasure in every way.

    This second person cuckold tale (it’s about “you”) begins on Monday and features a story for each day of the week. Immerse yourself in a world of submissive pleasures as you serve your wife’s every need. You’ve already been exceptionally well-trained and now you get to experience the thrills of working hard to make your wife happy.

    Each day features wondrous submissive tasks, from cooking her breakfast to cleaning her body in the shower to worshiping her as a wondrous reward. You’re a cuckold, of course, which means you’ll do everything else that comes with the role (seriously, it gets kinky as hell).

    If you’re already a Patreon supporter at the Femdom level you can experience the joys of living with a wondrously dominant wife by clicking the links below to work your way through the week.

    Otherwise, become a Patreon supporter today (at the Femdom level) and start reading right away! I promise you’ll find the experience arousing.

    
      Warning: If you want to avoid spoilers, don’t read the summaries below. Just click the links and have fun spending a week as a sub cuckold to your beautiful dominant wife.
    

    Monday – The week begins with a detailed look at what a typical morning with your dominant wife is like. You make her breakfast, serve her in the bathroom, wash her in the shower, enjoy a little chastity teasing, and dress her for work.

    You arrive home from work before your wife to clean the house and prepare dinner. You serve her needs when she gets home and when her bull Liam arrives you watch as he helps relieve a day’s worth of stress.

    Tuesday – The second day of the week begins in the shower. You wash your wife and she decides to give you a little treat (that you'll love)

    Your wife returns from work (and a tryst with Liam) a little after 9 p.m. She invites you to the bedroom for a bit of clean up. You offer your wife a massage to help her relax and she treats you to a long, sensual session of verbal humiliation.

    Wednesday – Today you suffer. Today you receive your weekly punishment spanking that helps remind you that your wife is in control. There's a naughty little bonus, too.

    Later, Liam comes over and satisfies your wife's needs as only he can. Things get kinky as you are subjected to the kinds of things a good cuckold happily embraces.

    Thursday – Every so often your wife requires that you wear a pair of panties to work. Today is one of those days. She just wants to make sure that you understand your place in the marriage.

    On Thursday evening your wife offers you a reward for being a good cuckold. She dresses in lingerie and verbally humiliates you. That's not where your reward ends, though.

    Friday – Your wife, Liam, and your wife’s friends Sarah and Leonard all gather at your home on Friday evening. You’re there too, only you're locked in chastity and you’ve been tasked to be a servant for the evening.

    You will do as you’re told throughout the evening and there will be no boundaries. Afterwards, your wife rewards you for being a good cuckold.

    Saturday – You make your wife breakfast in bed and she gives you the privilege of worshiping her feet while she eats. You’re granted an even greater reward when you do a good job.

    You spend your evening acting as a chauffeur for your wife and Liam as they go on a date. You witness how much she enjoys spending time with him (and being naughty with him, of course).

    Sunday – You wake up in the guest bedroom. Liam slept in your marital bed last night with his arms wrapped tightly around your wife. They join you in the kitchen on Sunday morning and things get wild.

    You spend the rest of the day in the panties your wife wore to bed the night before. Your evening includes plenty of femdom play and a rare form of bliss on your part.

    Become a Patreon supporter today to read all seven parts of this femdom cuckold story along with hundreds more!

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Friday

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    
      Friday
    

    Your wife looks ravishing in a slutty, low cut black dress. Her stocking tops show when she moves. It’s not meant to be classy. Tonight’s gathering isn’t an elegant affair. It’s a chance for two couples to indulge in their dirtiest desires together.

    As much as you’d like to be, you’re not part of one of those couples. Instead, Liam will be your wife’s partner for the evening. Your wife’s friend Sarah and her husband Leonard will be the other couple. You’ll act as a servant for the evening, as is befitting your place as a cuckold.

    You’re naked except for the tight chastity device that imprisons your cock. It’s extra snug as your cock keeps trying to grow. This morning your wife informed you of the evening’s activities and you’ve spent all day fantasizing about the many pleasures of being a cuckold servant for a foursome where anything goes.

    You stand at attention in the bedroom, ready to serve your wife’s needs. She’s already called upon you to worship her asshole while she put her makeup on and you dressed her dutifully as she stood in the middle of the room.

    You feel every bit the submissive cuckold you are. You’ve done everything you can to fulfill your duties as her husband and she has treated you like an object, which you crave in moments like these.

    “As you know, you won’t be wearing any clothing tonight,” your wife says as she approaches. 

    She’s holding an inch thick leather collar in her hand. She gently places it around your neck and buckles it. She quickly slips a small lock through the ring and locks it. The leather is cool and soft against your neck.

    “You will, however, wear this collar. It is meant to symbolize my ownership of you and your service to me and my friends. I expect you to behave immaculately tonight. I expect you to offer my guests anything they require, including your body. Do you understand?” she asks.

    You nod. “Yes, my love,” you say.

    This isn’t the first time you’ve served at a gathering of this nature. It’s been a while, but you understand your part. You understand that you are largely an object tonight. You are designed for service, and nothing more. You may experience pleasure, but it will not be because someone is trying to give you pleasure. It will merely come from the joy of service to your superiors.

    The doorbell rings. Your wife smiles and says, “Our guests have arrived. Go and welcome them, my sweet cuckold.”

    “Yes, my love,” you say before leaving the bedroom.

    You welcome Sarah and Leonard to your home. They offer you little more than a cursory glance before breezing past you. Liam arrives just a few minutes later. He too treats you like little more than an object. They’ve all been informed of your place this evening. They all know that you are to be treated like the submissive cuckold servant that you are.

    As instructed, you stand in the corner of the room and wait until called upon. You refill drinks when someone raises a glass towards you. When your wife spanks you while walking away, you make no comment. You simply ingest the pain and move back to your corner. You are the ultimate submissive and you wouldn’t have it any other way.

    You know that there’s no choice. You’ve been trained for this, and furthermore, your wife will punish you painfully if you fail to obey. She’ll do it in front of her friends, too. She won’t hesitate. She’ll make you cry in front of them – it’s happened before – and because of that you wouldn’t even consider misbehaving. You act as you’ve been trained and it pleases you to do so.

    “Sarah would like to see you suck her husband’s cock, cuckold,” your wife says after everyone has enjoyed a few drinks.

    You rush across the room and fall to your knees in front of Leonard. You unzip his pants and pull out his cock. You look up at him while stroking his flaccid shaft.

    “Take him into your mouth, whore,” Sarah says.

    Your wife has a small handful of friends she invites to these gatherings. Sarah is unquestionably the most aggressive of them. She enjoys humiliating you more than most and her husband is always happy to play along with her desires.

    You lean forward and take Leonard’s growing cock into your mouth. You continue to stroke him as your mouth moves up and down his shaft.

    You can’t help but find it deeply pleasurable to serve him. There was a time when you experienced confused feelings about fellating a man, but those days have long since passed. Now it fills you with lust to have a man’s cock in your mouth. It pleases you to be of service to your wife, to Sarah, and to Leonard. It pleases you to know that Sarah is smiling, and that she’s getting wet because you have offered your mouth to her husband.

    “He’s gotten better,” Leonard says.

    “A whore’s training never stops, does it?” Sarah says to your wife.

    “Of course not,” your wife replies. “He’s a very good boy. More than anything, he wants to please. He wants to make me happy. He wants to make you happy, and he knows that being a great cocksucker will make me very happy.”

    Sarah’s pushes down on the back of your head. Leonard’s cock, which is stiff now, pushes into your throat. You gag a little, but you persist. You want to deepthroat him. You want to please her. You want to please your wife.

    “He has gotten better,” Sarah says.

    You can hear the sense of delight in her voice. She likes that you’re such an eager cocksucker. She likes that you’ve been trained to offer pleasure.

    “Would you like to fuck him, Sarah?” your wife asks.

    “Absolutely,” the lovely blonde answers.

    You continue to suck Leonard’s big cock as Sarah stands up. You know your wife is presenting her with a strapon cock. You know that you’re about to be spit-roasted. The idea of it thrills you. It feels so utterly filthy in the best way possible.

    Soon you feel lube being spread over your exposed asshole. A strapon cock presses against the opening. It slides into you. Sarah isn’t particularly gentle. She doesn’t care if getting fucked in the ass hurts you.

    “Take it, whore,” she says.

    Sarah pushes your head down on her husband’s cock. You gag on it while she pounds your asshole. You feel like a whore. You suspect that’s exactly what she wants. Sarah finds pleasure in degrading you. It’s been the same every time she’s attended one of these gatherings.

    You hear the sound of cocksucking. Your wife is blowing her bull. You hear his moans as Sarah savagely fucks your ass and makes you blow her husband. The party has started in earnest.

    “Do you like my big cock in your whore ass?” Sarah asks.

    You moan affirmatively around Leonard’s big cock. You know your place is to keep sucking him, so you don’t bother to relent simply to answer her question.

    “Fuck him harder, Sarah,” your wife says.

    You feel Sarah pound your ass even harder and faster. You feel that familiar sense of pain and pleasure centered between your legs. Sarah is not gentle. She has no intention of being gentle. To her, you really are a whore. You’re someone she gets to treat however she pleases. You exist for her pleasure.

    You hear the sounds of sex. Your wife is getting fucked just like you’re getting fucked. You wish you could watch, but you must attend to the big cock in your mouth. You must keep sucking. You must act as the submissive cuckold servant you are to be for the evening.

    Sarah pulls out of your asshole. She grasps your hair and yanks your mouth off of Leonard’s erection.

    “Clean my cock, whore,” she says.

    You give an ass to mouth blowjob. The strapon doesn’t taste particularly good, but it’s far from terrible. You cleaned yourself beforehand, knowing full well that someone would likely fuck you tonight.

    “Do you want to fuck him, Leonard?” Sarah asks.

    “Can I do that?” he says.

    “Of course you can,” your wife chimes in. “Tonight, his purpose is to be of service to us in any way we desire. If you desire to fuck him, then he will be happy to receive your cock.”

    Sarah releases your hair and pulls her strapon from your mouth. She loosens the harness and pushes it to the floor. She takes Leonard’s place on the couch and guides you between her legs.

    “You’re going to get fucked by a real man, whore,” she says with a devilish smile on her face. “Eat my pussy while he savages your ass.”

    Much like his wife, Leonard is aggressive when he slides his cock inside you. It feels like he too is determined to treat you like a whore. He might not fuck his wife roughly, but your pleasure is of no importance to him. What matters is getting what he wants, and what he wants is to pound your cuckold ass.

    You eat Sarah’s soaking wet pussy as her husband fucks you. You know your wife is watching. She’s seeing it all while Liam’s cock satisfies her wet pussy. Best of all, you know she likes it. She likes seeing her friends use your body for their pleasure. She likes that you have a cock in your ass while you’re eating pussy. She’s trained you for all of this.

    “Fill the whore with your cum,” Sarah says. “Cum in his worthless ass.”

    Leonard pounds you harder. Sarah’s words fill your head. You bathe in the humiliation she delivers. Your cock aches in its cage.

    Leonard groans as he pushes the full length of his big cock into your asshole. He’s cumming inside you. Sarah grabs your head and holds it between her legs. She climaxes along with her husband. You revel in the fact that you just made the horny couple cum. They treated you like a whore and used you for their pleasure.

    When Leonard pulls out, Sarah stands up and quickly replaces his cock with a butt plug. Your wife must have planned ahead.

    “Now you can absorb a real man’s cum, just like a good whore,” Sarah says.

    You’re on your hands and knees. Your ass is sore from getting fucked savagely by a strapon and Leonard’s cock. Your jaw is sore from sucking Leonard’s cock. You can taste Sarah’s pussy on your tongue. You feel like a whore.

    “Come here, my sweet cuckold,” your wife says.

    Her voice is soft and soothing. You turn and see her riding Liam’s cock in reverse cowgirl. She has a look of wild lust on her face. You know she’s close to cumming. You’ve seen that look before.

    “Suck Liam’s balls for me,” your wife demands.

    You crawl between Liam’s legs and take his balls into your mouth. You suck them just as your wife demanded. You run your tongue over the hairy, wrinkled flesh. You listen to him moan as his thick cock fills her.

    Your wife leans back into Liam’s chest. His hands move over her breasts and he plays with them. He moves her up and down on his cock.

    “Fuck, Liam, you’re going to make me cum!”

    You continue your dutiful worship of Liam’s balls. The taste is distinct but not altogether unpleasant. It tastes like manhood. You revel in the humiliation of having someone else’s testicles in your mouth while your wife gets fucked. You know this is your place. You know this is what your wife wants for you. You know this is what she’s trained you for.

    You have a load up your ass. You have balls in your mouth. Your wife is lost in the lustful joy of having someone else’s big cock inside her. She’s about to cum on that big cock.

    “Fuck! Yes, I’m cumming!”

    Your wife’s pussy sinks down on Liam’s cock as she cums. He plays with her breasts and they share a long, slow kiss. You continue to worship his balls because you haven’t been instructed otherwise.

    “That’s good, my sweet cuckold,” your wife says as she gently pushes you back from her bull’s testicles.

    You sit back on your knees and look up at her. You see the absolute joy on her face. You know your service makes her happy. You know that she loves it when you accept the humiliation she and her friends dole out. You know that your evening of service has just begun.

    
      

    

    Your wife’s lips press softly against yours. They part and her tongue moves gently into your mouth.

    “Tonight was beautiful, my sweet cuckold” your wife whispers as she caresses your face. “You were such a good boy for me.”

    You feel an overpowering sense of joy move through you. Nothing in your life makes you as happy as being of service to your wife.

    Your wife holds your gaze as she reaches between her legs and guides the head of her lifelike strapon to your asshole. You’re well-lubed and so is her toy, which is why she slides into you with ease.

    She smiles as you groan. It gives her pleasure to see that look of joy on your face when she penetrates you. Your strapon training has gone on long enough that you now find it immensely pleasurable to be fucked by your wife.

    Tonight is a little different, though. She’s not going to fuck you. She’s going to make love to you with her strapon. She’s going to make love to you as a reward for being a good boy. You can see the tenderness in her eyes. You can feel the slow, gentle movements of her hips as she pushes inside you. This happens, but only on rare occasions. It feels so good.

    Your cock is out of its chastity device. You haven’t touched it – you know better than to do that without permission – but you’re rock hard. Every time your wife thrusts her taut stomach rubs against your erection. It feels so good.

    “Did you enjoy tonight?” she asks in a low whisper.

    You nod. “I loved it,” you say.

    You’re not lying. When you serve at one of her gatherings you end up in the deepest form of sub space. Being used as little more than a sex toy never fails to get you there. It’s a form of pleasure you crave more than any other.

    “I loved every second of it,” you add.

    Your wife smiles and leans down to kiss you. Her tongue dances with yours as she makes love to your ass with her strapon. She slides in and out, in and out. The toy is just big enough for you to feel every bit of pleasure and it’s designed to stimulate your prostate. You’re fairly certain your wife wants you to orgasm.

    “Cum for me,” she whispers before running her tongue along the soft skin of your neck. “Cum with my cock in your ass.”

    You relax and enjoy your wife’s cock in your ass. You enjoy the complete role reversal. You enjoy being her submissive cuckold. You enjoy that this is your life now, that you’ll likely never fuck your wife again, that the only kind of sex you’ll have is with her cock inside you. You enjoy that even this simple act makes you feel beautifully submissive.

    Eventually, the pleasure is too much to resist. Eventually, you cum. It’s a different kind of orgasm. It builds slowly and plays out in a muted but deeply pleasurable kind of way. Cum slowly spills from your cock like a faucet that’s barely on. You close your eyes and a low groan escapes for the entire duration of your climax.

    Your wife holds her cock inside you as you orgasm for her. When you open your eyes once more you see her beautiful smile. You see how happy it makes her that you’ve had an orgasm with her cock buried in your body.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say.

    “You’re welcome, my sweet cuckold,” she replies.

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Monday

    
      Monday
    

    You wake up 30 minutes ahead of your wife’s alarm and quietly slip out of bed. As always, a chastity cage is all you’re wearing. You stay naked as you slip out of the bedroom and head to the kitchen.

    Your first duty of the day is to make coffee and breakfast. Today you prepare two scrambled eggs and a side of sliced fruit for both of you. You brew the coffee to be ready a minute before her alarm clock goes off. She likes it hot and with a hint of cream.

    You place the coffee and breakfast on a tray and carry it to the bedroom. Your wife has just woken up and she has a beautiful smile on her face as you walk into the room.

    “Good morning, my love,” you say.

    “Good morning, my sweet cuckold,” she says.

    You walk to her side of the bed and place the tray on her nightstand. She reaches out and her fingers encircle your chastity cage. Her skin is warm against the small slivers of flesh that are exposed through the metal bars.

    She lifts your cage and runs her fingers over your testicles. Each morning she likes to inspect her property to ensure that you haven’t tried to fiddle with it and gain your release. She grants you a maximum of two orgasms per month and she knows you crave more. There was a time when you tried anything to get out of your cage and she likes to make sure you haven’t reverted to those ways.

    She releases your caged cock and smiles at you. “Good boy. You may kneel.”

    You kneel on the floor beside the bed. It is from that position that you eat your breakfast as your wife enjoys hers in the bed.

    “Did you sleep well?” she asks.

    “Very well, my love,” you answer. “Did you?”

    “Like an angel. You did such a wonderful job with your tongue last night. You spent so long between my legs I lost count of the orgasms I experienced. You know I always sleep so well after a night like that.”

    “Of course, my love,” you say.

    If you’re a very good boy throughout the week, your loving wife lets you spend Sunday night between her legs. She lets you worship her pussy and bring her to as many orgasms as you can. You don’t always earn the pleasure, but it’s an evening of pure bliss when you do. Nothing makes you quite as happy as using your tongue to make your wife climax.

    After breakfast, you remain on your knees as your wife pushes aside the covers and steps out of the bed. She looks perfect in a white satin nightie and a pair of white lace panties.

    She stands next to you and runs her fingers through your hair. You close your eyes and quietly moan.

    “Turn,” she says.

    You do as you’re told and turn to face her. She lifts her nightie and exposes her panties.

    “Kiss me,” she demands.

    You lean forward and kiss her crotch. Your lips press against her panties. They’re impossibly soft.

    “Good boy,” she says before turning and walking towards the bathroom.

    You stand and follow.

    Your wife sits on the toilet and releases her bladder while you fall to your knees next to her. When she’s finished, she stands and pulls your head between her legs. You clean her pussy with your tongue. You lick up the remaining drops of urine.

    When you’re finished, she gently pushes your head away and you stand to start the shower. When the water is warm, you both step inside.

    You delicately wash her hair and body. She lets you pay special attention to her breasts because you find such pleasure in touching them. You were a good boy last week. Your cock throbs in its cage as you relish the gift you’ve been given.

    After you’ve finished washing your wife, you quickly clean your body and then turn off the water.

    You reach out and grab a towel to carefully, gently dry her body. When you’re done drying her breasts, she says, “You may kiss them.”

    Your excitement is palpable. It’s a rare treat to be allowed to kiss her breasts on a morning when she has to go to work. Her skin is so soft as you press your lips against it. She runs her fingers through your wet hair and moans quietly when you kiss her nipples.

    “You’re such a good boy,” she says.

    “Thank you, my love, for letting me tend to your body this morning,” you say.

    She smiles and kisses your cheek before stepping out of the shower and gently drying her hair. As she stands in front of the bathroom mirror, you take a moment to admire her body.

    “Stop staring,” she says. “You have work to do.”

    She’s right. You dry your body and then depart the bathroom, though not without some sadness. Simply being near your wife is enough to make you happy.

    You step into the closet and choose her outfit for the day. After years of training, you’re intimately familiar with how she likes to dress and which of her clothes go particularly well together.

    You choose a knee length black pencil skirt, a white sleeveless blouse, and a black jacket along with a pair of black high heels. You choose a sexy matching white lace bra and panty set. Your wife always wears elegant, expensive underwear to work. She says it makes her feel more powerful, and based on the number of promotions she’s received over the years, it must be working.

    Once her clothing has been picked out, you choose your own, though you remain naked. You are only allowed to dress once you’ve helped dress her.

    You wait outside the bathroom until she’s finished her hair and makeup. Your heart beats a little faster when she steps into the bedroom. Her hair is up and her makeup is simple but sexy. You feel a powerful need to worship her, though you know you will be denied that pleasure. You don’t beg for it. She offers it as a reward for good behavior.

    “You may dress me,” she says.

    You help her into the bra and panty set. Your cock throbs as you do. The lace feels so soft and running your fingers over her skin is always thrilling.

    Watching the skirt slide over her ass is intoxicating and she knows it. Your wife always makes a little bit of effort to tease you. She likes that your dick hurts in its cage. She likes that you crave her. You help her into the blouse and she tucks it in before you zip up her skirt. The jacket and heels come last, and just like that she’s transformed into the corporate vice president she is at work.

    “How do I look?” she asks.

    “You’re perfect, my love,” you answer. She knows you’re not just flattering her. It’s important that she looks good and she’s made sure that you’re always honest.

    She smiles and says, “Thank you, my sweet cuckold.” She steps forward and grasps your cock. “Remember, my property stays locked up all day long.”

    “Of course, my love,” you say.

    Her fingers move to your ass and she squeezes it tight. “I own this too,” she whispers. Before you can say anything, she pulls you close for a kiss. Her tongue moves into your mouth. She moans. It’s meant to arouse you. It’s meant to remind you of how much you desire her. It’s meant to remind you that she owns you.

    “Have a good day at work, my love,” you say as she leaves.

    Once she leaves, you’re permitted to dress and you do so quickly. You gather your wallet and keys and leave for work. Your wife dominates your thoughts as you drive to the office. You think of that kiss. You think of making her cum last night. You think of how good her pussy tasted and how much you crave it. You think of how long it’s been since your last orgasm. You wonder if she’s going to unlock you tonight.

    
      

    

    You always arrive home from work first. You make sure the house is clean and a few minutes before she’s due to arrive you pour your wife a glass of wine and wait at the front door.

    “Welcome home, my love,” you greet her as she comes in.

    She takes the glass of wine and offers her cheek. You kiss it softly and she walks past you. You follow your wife to the bedroom. You take her purse and any papers she’s brought home from the office.

    She stands in the middle of the room and sips her wine as you carefully undress her. She permits you to take your time because she knows how much you love her body, and how you treasure any chance to touch her.

    You unzip her skirt and run your fingers over her ass and legs. You gently pull it down and carefully lay it on the bed before taking off her jacket. You unbutton her blouse and slip it off.

    You sink to your knees and help her step out of her beautiful black high heels. You caress her feet. They’re soft and beautiful and her toes are painted a beautiful shade of red.

    Your wife sits on the bed and sips her wine. She lifts her foot and says, “Worship me.”

    You kiss her beautiful feet. Your cock throbs. Any chance to worship her is a gift. You take her toes into your mouth. You run your tongue over them. You clean them. You help relax them. You make her feel good.

    She closes her eyes and a quiet moan escapes her lips. You know you’re making her feel good. You hope she’s going to let you between her legs next. Licking her pussy is your life’s greatest reward.

    She pulls her foot away from you and crosses her legs. You won’t be licking her pussy. She seems tense.

    “Was work difficult, my love?” you ask.

    She smiles and says, “You’re sweet.” She takes a deep breath. “Yes, it was difficult. Nothing I couldn’t handle, but some days are more stressful than others.”

    “What do you need?” you ask. You’re desperate to help her.

    “I need to get fucked, and that’s one thing we both know you cannot provide,” she says.

    Your wife is an elegant, powerful woman, but she has needs, and it always thrills you when she expresses those needs in such direct and often crude terms.

    You try to provide everything your wife needs, but some things are beyond your abilities. You can lick her pussy tenderly and make her cum over and over, but you can’t fuck her like she needs. You’re not capable of it. Even if your cock wasn’t locked in a cage you wouldn’t be capable of it. You never have been.

    She found a solution for that, though. She cuckolded you. She trained you to meet her needs in every other way. Now you’re the perfect husband.

    “Liam is on his way over though,” she says. “He can give me what I need.”

    There’s just a hint of harshness to her voice. It’s meant to remind you of your place. It’s meant to ensure that you never forget why you’re locked in a cage and why you’ve been trained to submit to her. It feels good.

    “Is there anything I can do, my love?” you ask.

    “No, my sweet cuckold. You’ve done your part. Wait on your knees, in the corner. If I need anything, I’ll let you know. Otherwise, you’ll be called upon to clean up.”

    You move to your corner and fall to your knees. You’re permitted to face the bed, giving you the pleasure of watching your wife and her bull have sex.

    You wait there with your hands behind your back until Liam arrives. Your wife greets him at the front door and quickly leads him to the bedroom. She needs to get fucked and she’s not a woman that waits very long to get what she needs.

    You watch as they kiss and you can’t help but feel jealous. It’s the desire behind the kisses that gets you. Your wife doesn’t feel that kind of desire for you because you don’t fuck her the way he does. Her desire for you is different. She desires your service. She desires the way your tongue pleasures her pussy, but she does not desire your cock. She does not desire the intensely pleasurable release of sex with you. She desires that with him.

    You don’t have to watch. Your wife doesn’t require it. You can’t help it though. You can’t tear your eyes away from the sight of your wife kissing another man.

    As you watch, you wonder if she’s going to call you over to suck Liam’s cock. She frequently employs you as a fluffer as she’s found it’s an exceptionally effective way of putting you in your place.

    You’re a little disappointed when she doesn’t offer her bull your mouth. You like the humiliating sensations that course through you while you’re blowing him. You like the way he throbs on your tongue. You like tasting his precum. Most of all, you like how happy it makes your wife to see you be her eager cocksucker.

    There’s no oral sex for either of them. Your wife is horny. She needs to get fucked. She needs Liam’s cock to fuck away the frustrations of her day. She needs to feel him stretching her wet pussy. She needs what you can’t give her.

    She pulls off her panties and tosses them towards you. “Put them on, cuck,” she demands.

    She gets harsher when her bull is over. She finds pleasure in humiliating you while he’s in the room. Her typical loving demeanor transforms into something far more aggressive. That’s why being cuckolded is your favorite thing in the world.

    You crawl forward and grab her white lace panties. You stand and pull them up your legs. The soft material feels heavenly against your ass and cock. You can feel a little precum dripping from your caged dick.

    You move back to the corner and your wife climbs into bed and spreads her legs. She pulls Liam on top of her. They kiss once more as she reaches down and guides his big cock into her pussy.

    “Fuck me, Liam. Fuck me hard,” your wife says in a lusty voice.

    His big cock bottoms out inside her. She closes her eyes and arches her back. Her bull’s dick is inside her. This is when your wife is happiest. This is when she experiences the true sexual satisfaction that every woman deserves and that you’ve never been able to provide her.

    Liam fucks your wife as she desires. He fucks her hard. Every thrust is deep and powerful. She grunts and groans. Sometimes he makes love to her, but this isn’t one of those times. When your wife wants to relieve her stress, she demands to be fucked. She wants to feel like he’s using her pussy for his pleasure. She wants to feel just a hint of submission to his sexual needs.

    They begin in missionary, but on a night like to tonight they always do doggystyle. Your wife moves to her hands and knees. She offers him her pussy. He grabs a handful of her soft, long hair and pulls hard on it. She needs to feel that. She needs him to take her, to use her. She needs him to fuck her like her cuckold husband can’t.

    He pounds her hard. Her loud screams of pleasure fill the bedroom. You can hear how wet she is, even from your corner. You listen to her orgasm as he fucks her from behind. You remember how much she used to hate when you’d try and fuck here that way, before she locked up your cock and cuckolded you. You always feel a little jealous when you see Liam taking her pussy with such vigor in doggystyle.

    After your wife’s orgasm, Liam gets on his back on your side of the bed. She climbs on his dick in reverse cowgirl and looks at you.

    You hold her gaze as she begins to ride him. She stares into your eyes as she milks another man’s cock with her pussy.

    You know she wants you to watch and understand that she’s riding him because she wants him to cum inside her. She’s had the orgasm she craved. She’s relieved her stress. Now she’s working Liam’s big dick for his pleasure. She’s giving him the sort of sexual pleasure she hasn’t offered you in years.

    She wants you to feel jealous, and you do. Your wife’s pussy is perfect and you yearn to be inside her. You understand that it’s not your place, but you still crave it. You understand that you don’t deserve to fuck her because you can’t pleasure her like Liam does, but that doesn’t stop you from fantasizing about it.

    Eventually, her lusty reverse cowgirl cock riding makes Liam cum. Your wife sits down on his cock as he floods her pussy with his semen. She smiles at you. Now it’s your turn.

    “Clean me, cuck,” she says.

    You adore the bite in her voice when she calls you “cuck.” She reserves that term for when she’s fucking someone else. It’s a little harsher. It’s a little colder. It always makes your cock ache in its cage. It always makes you feel so submissive.

    You stand and walk towards the bed as your wife climbs off of Liam and spreads her legs. His seed drips out of her.

    You don’t hesitate. You’re too well-trained for that. You’ve cleaned hundreds of creampies from her pussy. You crave it.

    You move between her legs and lick your wife’s wet, cum-filled pussy. You relish the way she grabs your hair and holds you in position.

    “Eat his cum, cuck. Lick it all out of me. Show me that you know your place,” your wife says.

    Again you enjoy the harsh edge to her voice. You enjoy how domineering she gets when you’re worshiping her messy pussy. You love being her cuckold.

    “That’s it, cum slut. Lick it up. Swallow it. Take his seed inside you,” she demands.

    You do as you’re told. You consume her bull’s seed. You swallow another man’s cum, just like your wife has trained you to do.

    When you’re finished, your wife pulls back on your hair and lifts your head. You look into her eyes. “Thank him for fucking your wife. Thank him for filling me with cum so you could clean it up,” she says.

    You turn to Liam and say, “Thank you for fucking my wife. Thank you for satisfying her in ways I’ve never been able to satisfy her. Thank you for filling her with cum so I could lovingly clean it from her pussy.”

    “My pleasure, cuck” Liam says.

    He won’t be staying the night. He gets up, gets dressed, and gives your wife a quick kiss before leaving.

    “Come,” your wife says as she walks towards the bathroom.

    You take off her panties and step into the shower behind her. You’re going to clean her once more. You’re going to wash off the sweat of her fuck session with Liam. Then you’re going to give your wife a long, loving foot massage as you watch TV. If you do a particularly good job, she might let you kiss her pussy before bed.

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Saturday

    Click here to read the previous parts of this story.

    
      
    

    
      Saturday
    

    You wake up a little earlier on Saturday morning. It’s your job to prepare a beautiful breakfast in bed for your wife and you want to make sure it’s perfect.

    You’re naked – except for your chastity device – as you enter the kitchen and pull the ingredients for an omelet out of the refrigerator. You heat the pan to a perfect temperature, drop a bit of butter into it, and prepare breakfast for your wife.

    You brew coffee and fill a small glass to the brim with orange juice. You fold a mixture of freshly chopped vegetables into her omelet and add just a hint of the herbs you know she likes. When you’re finished, you’ve crafted an elegant meal to bring to your wife.

    You place it all on a tray and add a bud vase with a fresh flower that you cut from the garden. You smile at the artful breakfast you’ve created and walk down the hall to your bedroom. Your wife is awake and she smiles as you enter.

    “Good morning, my sweet cuckold,” she says.

    “Good morning, my love,” you reply as you carry the tray to her side of the bed and place it across her lap.

    “It’s beautiful,” she says.

    You sink to your knees and wait by the bed as your wife digs into the food you’ve prepared for her. She takes her first bite of the omelet, closes her eyes, and savors the taste as she slowly chews. Your heart soars. It brings you great pleasure to know that you’ve made her happy.

    Your wife pulls the covers back to reveal her beautiful feet. “Would you like to worship my feet while I enjoy the exquisite food you prepared?”

    You nod and crawl towards the end of the bed. You reach up and run your fingers over your wife’s beautiful feet. It thrills you to touch them. You feel your cock come alive in its prison. You don’t have a foot fetish, but the chance to worship any part of your wife’s body always fills you with desire.

    You gently kiss her toes. A quiet moan of approval escapes your wife’s lips between bites of the omelet you prepared for her.

    You suck on her toes. You softly run your tongue over her exposed flesh. You close your eyes and savor the fact that your wife has permitted you to worship her body. You love that she makes cute little moans when your tongue does something that makes her feel particularly good.

    When she’s finished eating, your wife puts the tray aside, grabs the cup of coffee, and tosses the sheets aside, exposing her body.

    She spreads her legs and you stare at her pussy. “You may worship my pussy,” she says.

    She sips her coffee and grabs her phone as you crawl between her legs. You lick her pussy as she catches up on social media.

    There’s something about licking your wife’s perfect pussy while she does something else that you find especially thrilling. She’s not concentrating on cumming. She’s thinking about whatever is on her phone and she’s happy to have you between her legs, enjoying your reward for being a good cuckold.

    You find joy in it because it takes longer this way. You know your wife is likely going to cum, but because she’s distracted you get to lick her pussy longer. You get to taste her sweet juices. You get to push your tongue inside her and lick her clit.

    Eventually, she starts to moan. She puts her phone on the bed. She puts her coffee on the nightstand. Her hands move to your head. She holds you between her legs.

    “That’s a good boy,” she says.

    This is your true reward. Making your wife cum is your favorite thing in the world. Licking her pussy until her whole body trembles with pleasure is what she’s trained you to do. It’s how a submissive cuckold gives his wife pleasure when he’s not serving her domestic needs.

    She holds your head in place and begins to move her pussy back and forth over your tongue. She’s fucking your tongue. She’s fucking your face. She’s using your mouth for her pleasure. It’s everything you want.

    Eventually, she cums. Her fingers dig into your skull as she holds you in place. She closes her eyes, tilts her head towards the ceiling, and cries out as an orgasm rips through her. It’s a beautiful climax. You can feel your caged cock dripping precum. You’re as happy as a cuckold gets.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say. You thank her because it brings you such pleasure to worship her pussy. You thank her because you recognize it’s a reward to be able to taste her, to make her moan, and to make her cum.

    “You’re welcome,” your wife says. “Come, let’s shower.”

    You follow her to the shower. You know she’s going to give you another reward as she lets you clean her beautiful body. She might even let you worship her ass afterwards.

    
      

    

    After showering with your wife and worshiping her ass while she dried and styled her hair you were dispatched to tend to your chores, as is the case on almost every Saturday afternoon.

    A household requires upkeep, and as your wife’s submissive cuckold, those tasks largely fall to you. You thoroughly clean every room, doing so while wearing only your chastity device because she prefers to keep you completely nude as a reminder of your place in the marriage.

    Your wife makes a point of relaxing while you’re cleaning the house, though she does find great pleasure in teasing you.

    She’ll pop into a room to give your ass a good squeeze or share a long, slow kiss with you. She likes to invade your mouth with her tongue and play with your asshole while she’s doing it. She likes to squeeze your balls and tap her fingers over your chastity device. She sees it as giving you little rewards for being a good cuckold and cleaning the house from top to bottom.

    Your wife inspects your work when you’ve finished. If you’ve done a bad job you’ll be reprimanded and made to rectify your failures. If you’ve done a very bad job she’ll put you over her knee and spank you.

    Thankfully, you’ve done a very good job today. The house is spotless from top to bottom and your ass is spared a vigorous, painful spanking. You’ve had your fair share of those in the past, especially when your wife was first training you to be her domestic servant in addition to her cuckold. You learned from those punishments. Now you almost always make sure you do your domestic work thoroughly.

    “You may massage my feet,” your wife says after finishing the inspection of the last room.

    She sits on the couch and you kneel in front of her. She offers her foot and you take in your hand. You’re grateful for a chance to touch her. You’re grateful that she keeps her legs spread and lets you gaze at her pussy in the sheer panties she’s wearing.

    “Do you like what you see?” she asks as you stare.

    “I do, my love,” you answer.

    “Do you crave my pussy?”

    “I do,” you say while rubbing her feet.

    Your wife closes her eyes and moans. She loves that you’re on your knees for her. She loves that you’re eagerly rubbing her feet. She loves that you crave her, that keeping you in chastity and cuckolding you has turned you into a subservient husband that spends his days deeply desiring his wife.

    “I have a treat for you,” your wife says. “You’re going to be my chauffeur tonight. Liam and I are going on a date and you get to drive us.”

    “Thank you, my love,” you say.

    You feel exceptionally excited. You’ve driven your wife on a date with her bull before. It’s thrilling. It almost always includes an erotic show in the backseat.

    
      

    

    Your wife looks irresistible in a pretty floral sundress. She pairs it with sandals. Tonight’s date with Liam is clearly going to be of the casual variety.

    “Come, my sweet cuckold,” your wife says as she opens the front door.

    You step out of the house and wait as she locks the door and hands you the keys. She climbs into the backseat and you in the driver’s seat. You drive to Liam’s house and watch as your wife hops out of the car to greet him. They share a romantic kiss on the sidewalk. Your cock aches in its cage. You like that your wife is kissing another man in public.

    To your surprise, your wife directs you to drive them to the local miniature golf course. The kissing continues in the backseat as you drive. They’re like high schoolers that have finally gotten a little time alone. Liam’s hands are all over your wife’s body. His fingers even find their way into her panties so he can play with her pussy while you take them to their destination.

    Your wife directs you to a parking space that gives you a surprisingly good view of the golf course. Now you understand why she chose this activity. She wants you to watch her date. She wants you to see her playing mini golf with Liam. She wants you to see her being playful and romantic with him.

    You bounce between feeling jealous and aroused as you watch. You know your wife is probably putting on a little bit of a performance, but when she acts like a woman lost in lust it creates a strong sense of cuckold angst in you.

    They’re playful as they go from hole to hole. They share kisses. Liam lifts up her skirt to grab her ass. They laugh together. Your cock aches in its cage as you watch. If you weren’t locked up you’d be seriously tempted to masturbate in the parking lot. There’s lust along with your anxiety, after all.

    They’re done in less than an hour. They’re holding hands as they walk towards the car. Your wife gives Liam a warm, joyful look. She’s having a genuinely good time with another man. It makes you insane with jealousy. It makes your cock ache with lust.

    They stop just outside the car and share another romantic kiss. Your wife’s hand moves to the back of Liam’s neck and plays with his hair as their tongues dance. His hands slowly lift up the hem of her dress so he can squeeze her ass in the sexy panties she chose for him. She clearly doesn’t care that people could be watching. She cares about teasing her cuckold and pleasing her man.

    “We want ice cream,” your wife says when they get back in the car.

    It’s a short drive to the nearest ice cream shop, but that doesn’t stop them from fooling around in the back of the car. Again Liam’s fingers find their way into your wife’s panties. This time he makes her cum. The car fills with her moans of pleasure.

    “You’re incredible,” your wife whispers to him after her orgasm.

    You feel an overwhelming sense of jealousy. It’s thrilling to see her with another man, but it’s not without difficulties. You want to be the one to make her cum. You want to be the one that she thinks of as incredible.

    You stay in the car as Liam and your wife hop and out and get ice cream. They sit next to each other at a picnic table and again they look like a happy couple on a date. They laugh together. They lick each other’s ice cream cones. They share sugary kisses.

    You expect them to come back to the car when they’re done, but instead your wife takes Liam’s hand in hers and they head off on a stroll around the park where the ice cream truck has set up for the evening.

    It’s impossible to take your eyes off of them. As much as the jealousy can feel agonizing, you want it. You need it. It’s become a part of the cuckold experience for you. Plus, it’s actually rather rare for your wife to indulge in a romantic date with Liam. You don’t want to miss out on this experience. You want to be the good cuckold she’s trained you to be.

    They take numerous opportunities to stop and kiss on their stroll. Your wife can’t keep her hands off of Liam. He’s already made her cum once, but clearly she wants more.

    When they get back in the car, Liam says, “You know, there’s a spot just up the road where we could pull off and enjoy a little bit of privacy.”

    “That might be fun,” your wife says. “We could give the cuckold quite a show.”

    “Yes we could,” Liam replies.

    He gives you directions. As soon as you drive away from the ice cream truck your wife straddles Liam in the backseat. She grinds on him as they kiss. Their loans of mutual lust fill the car.

    You hear Liam’s zipper come down. Moments later your wife moans loudly. She begins to bounce on the man in the backseat. You can’t see it, but you know his cock is inside her. You know your wife is getting fucked as you act as her chauffeur.

    You pull down the dirt road Liam directed you to. It’s exceptionally private as you pull into a space under the trees. You turn the car off and look in the rearview mirror. You see your wife’s hair bouncing up and down as she enjoys another man’s cock.

    Just a few minutes later your wife has a loud, deeply pleasurable orgasm on Liam’s thick dick.

    “You’re incredible,” she says again. “Truly incredible. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

    It feels like the comment is meant for you. You’re not sure if that’s true, but it feels like it is. You make your wife cum as often as she’ll let you, but comments like that make it clear that you don’t provide her with the orgasms she truly craves. Liam does that. His big cock does that. The way she gets worked up for him is incomparable.

    “Let’s give my cuckold a show,” your wife says.

    She opens the door and slips out. You watch as your wife and Liam walk to the front of the car. She bends over the hood and looks right at you through the windshield. Liam flips up her dress and pulls down her panties. He runs his fingers over your wife’s ass.

    Her mouth opens and she moans as his cock slides into her from behind. She keeps her eyes open and focused on you. You can’t look away. You won’t.

    Liam fucks your wife doggystyle as you watch. Her palms rest on the hood of the car as she braces herself against his hard, deep thrusts.

    You sit in the front seat, your cock throbbing in its chastity device. You desperately want to get hard, but you can’t. The device won’t let you.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    Liam fucks her harder. He fucks her faster. He makes her moan in the middle of the woods as she’s bent over the hood of your car.

    “That’s it, cum inside me!” she says.

    After Liam pulls out, your wife beckons you to step out of the car.

    “You know what to do,” she says.

    She remains bent over the hood. You get on your knees behind her. You spread her ass cheeks. You press your face between her soft flesh. You clean her cum-filled pussy.

    “That’s good, my sweet cuckold. Clean my messy pussy. Eat Liam’s cum.”

    You do as you’re told. You do it lustily. You do it like the hungry submissive she wants you to be. You swallow every drop. You lick the cum off her thighs. You lick it off her pussy lips. You lick it out of her.

    When you’re done, your wife stands up, pulls up her panties, and smiles at you. “Take us home,” she says.

    “Yes, my love,” you answer.

    You feel the wetness in your pants. Your locked cock has been dripping precum most of the night. You know you’ve already enjoyed your satisfaction for the evening. You know that Liam gets to cum, your wife gets to cum, and you don’t.

    That’s your place as a submissive cuckold.

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Sunday

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    
      Sunday
    

    Last night was a rare occurrence. Your wife asked Liam to spend the night in her bed, leaving you to sleep in the guest room.

    Thanks to rigorous training on her part, you know your place. You embrace it, in fact. That doesn’t stop you from feeling jealous from time to time though, and nothing triggers that jealousy quite like knowing another man is sleeping in your bed.

    Despite that jealousy, you know your place. You know that you are to wake up early and brew coffee but you are not to prepare breakfast because your wife often enjoys going out to brunch on Sundays.

    You also know that you are not to wake her when she invites a guest to spend the night in her bed. Instead, you are to do any chores that remain or simply ensure that the house is neat and clean. You are not to laze about on the couch or watch TV. As always, you are naked except for your cock cage. Those are the house rules, after all.

    An hour after you wake up, your wife and Liam leave the bedroom and make their way to the kitchen. She’s wearing his t-shirt from the night before and a pair of baby blue lace boyshort panties. He’s shirtless and in his briefs. The bulge in them is considerable even when he’s flaccid.

    She pours him a cup of coffee and sits in his lap at the kitchen table. They share sips and soft kisses. You wonder if she’s doing it to tease you. Your wife does love to tease you, especially when Liam is over. She likes to trigger the cuckold in you. She likes to make sure that you’re absolutely wild with lust.

    You watch them kiss as Liam’s hands move under the t-shirt to play with your wife’s tits. You listen as she moans while their tongues play. You see his bulge grow.

    When your wife finally pulls her lips from Liam’s, she turns to you and smiles. She points at the floor in front of them. She moves so she’s sitting in Liam’s lap with her pussy facing you as you sink to your knees.

    “Take out his cock,” your wife says.

    She lifts her hips so you can reach up and pull down Liam’s underwear. His cock is almost fully erect. It dwarfs yours, especially since you’re locked up in your little chastity device.

    “Take off my panties,” she says.

    You reach up and pull down her lace panties, exposing her perfect pussy. It excites you just to look at it.

    It wouldn’t take much for Liam’s cock to slide into your wife’s pussy. In mere moments they could be having reverse cowgirl sex while you watch from the floor.

    Instead, your wife looks down at you and says, “Suck his cock, cuckold.”

    You take Liam’s big dick into your mouth. You blow him because it’s what your wife told you to do. You pleasure him because you’re a submissive and you wouldn’t dream of disobeying her.

    You look up as you’re sucking cock and watch Liam’s hands move under your wife’s shirt once more. You see him playing with her perky breasts. She turns her head and they share a long, lusty, tongue kiss. He moans into her mouth as you suck his cock.

    “Is my cuckold a good cocksucker?” she asks Liam.

    He smiles and says, “You’ve trained him very well.”

    “You hear that, my sweet cuckold? Liam thinks you’re a good cocksucker. He thinks that pretty little mouth of yours has been well-trained to provide pleasure to real men.”

    Her words make your cock struggle to get hard. You wish you could break free from the device that imprisons you. You wish you could reach between your legs and masturbate with a cock in your mouth. You wish you could experience even a fraction of the pleasure your wife and her bull get to experience on a regular basis.

    You know better than to say anything. Your job is to service Liam’s cock until your wife tells you to stop and that’s exactly what you’re going to do.

    “Put him inside me,” she demands.

    You let Liam’s cock slip from your mouth and you guide it to your wife’s wet pussy. She sinks down onto him with ease. Every inch of his thick dick fills her. She begins to ride him slowly.

    You’re thrilled she’s letting you watch her enjoy her bull’s cock. You’re inches away. You can hear how wet she is. You can even feel her juices spraying onto your face as she gleefully bounces on him.

    “Suck his balls, my sweet cuckold,” your wife says.

    You suck Liam’s big balls. You run your tongue over them. You feel his pubic hair in your mouth. You feel the powerful taste of his manhood. It feels good to be of service to your beautiful wife and her bull.

    Your wife starts to moan louder. You know she’s approaching orgasm. Her hand comes down on the back of your head and she grabs your hair. She pulls it tight. She likes causing you a bit of pain as she’s getting fucked. It turns her on.

    She groans in orgasmic delight and just a few moments later you feel Liam’s testicles moving. He’s ejaculating inside her.

    “Would you like to eat Liam’s cum for breakfast?” your wife asks.

    You look up at her and nod. “Yes please.”

    “It’s the only thing you’ll be permitted to eat,” she says.

    She’s not going to make you eat his cum. She’s offering you a choice. You can consume another man’s seed or you can eat a proper breakfast.

    “I want to eat Liam’s cum for breakfast,” you say.

    Your wife smiles. It’s a genuine, beautiful smile. “Very good.” She stands and Liam’s cock slides out of her. She pulls you between her legs and you eagerly push your tongue inside her. “Eat your breakfast, my sweet cuckold. Eat it all.”

    You do as you’re told. Liam’s cock brushes against your chest as you devour his cum. It’s a fairly large load. It thrills you to know that it’s all you’re permitted to eat for breakfast. Your wife knows you so well. She knows how to make you feel like such a kinky cuckold.

    
      

    

    After cleaning Liam’s cum from your wife’s pussy, she had you put on the panties she was wearing. You’ve had them on for almost 12 hours now. You’ve seen a naughty smile on her face all day. It brings her such delight to put you in panties and to see that you no longer fight it. You’ve embrace that what she wants is all that matters in your life.

    “You’ve been a very good boy all day,” she says after dinner, “and I believe you deserve a reward. Would you like that?”

    “Yes, very much,” you say.

    Your wife grabs your panty clad ass and gives it a squeeze. She smiles and gives you a soft kiss. Her tongue gently probes your mouth. You feel as though you are completely under her spell.

    She takes your hand and leads you to the bedroom. With each step you feel your excitement building. There are so many possible rewards. You can’t help but hope that she’ll grant you an orgasm.

    “Stand there,” your wife says as she points to the floor next to the bed.

    You do as you’re told and watch her disappear into the closet. She emerges a few minutes later with a smile on her face and a strapon cock protruding from her pelvis.

    “My sweet cuckold deserves to have sex,” she says.

    Your wife walks behind you and reaches into the nightstand. She pulls out a bottle of lubrication and a condom.

    “Pull down your panties and bend over,” she instructs.

    You feel delightfully submissive at being told to pull down your panties. You do as you’re told, too. You bend over. Your ass cheeks part, and moments later you feel your wife’s fingers spread a thick coating of lubrication over your asshole.

    She tears open the condom and you look back to see her rolling it down the strapon dildo. Something about it strikes you as exceptionally sexy. Your loins come alive with desire.

    “Do you want my cock in your ass?” your wife asks. 

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    She smiles and slaps her cock against your ass. She’s picked a dildo that you know will feel good. It’s the perfect size for fucking you without a great deal of discomfort.

    “Please, fuck me,” you say. “Give me your cock.”

    Her cock slides into your ass in one slow thrust. She grips your hips tightly. You can feel your panties around your ankles.

    You’re getting fucked. Your wife is pounding you doggystyle. She chose the smaller strapon so she could give you a good hard fucking and she’s taking full advantage.

    You feel blissfully submissive. You’re bent over. Your face is pressed into the bed. Your ass is full of a strapon dildo. Your cock is locked in a little cage and dripping precum. You feel pleasure with each thrust as she stimulates your anus and tickles your prostate. Knowing there’s a pair of panties around your ankles is the final delicate touch that finishes off the blissful sense of submission.

    Your wife grabs your hair and pulls back. Your head snaps back and you groan. It hurts, but in the best way possible. You like feeling manhandled. You like feeling like she owns your ass. You like that pain as she fucks you harder and pulls on your hair.

    “Take it, slut. Take my cock. Take it like a good little slut,” your wife says. You can hear the exertion in her voice. You can hear the aggression and the obvious lust coursing through her as she pounds you. You know she finds pleasure in this. You know she likes dominating you and putting you in a submissive headspace.

    You feel as though you might cum. It happens from time to time. If it’s been long enough the consistent pressure against your prostate can bring about a very particular and thrilling form of orgasm.

    Your wife pulls out before you get the chance, though. She opens the nightstand and pulls out a butt plug. Your ass is quickly filled again.

    “Pull up your panties and get in the bed,” she says.

    You do as you’re told and your wife once again disappears into the closet. She emerges dressed in lace lingerie. She saunters towards the bed and looks breathtakingly beautiful.

    Your wife reaches into her nightstand and pulls out two vibrators. She climbs into bed and offers you one.

    “Let’s masturbate together,” she says.

    You look at the vibrator. You’re not quite sure what she wants you to do with it.

    “I want you to masturbate like a girl,” she says. “Pretend your little locked up cock is a clit. It shouldn’t be that hard since that’s really all it is when you’re in your chastity device and my pretty panties.”

    You look down at the panties and turn to your wife.

    “Go ahead, my sweet cuckold. Turn the vibrator on. Hold it against your clitty. I promise it will feel good,” she whispers.

    You do as you’re told. You turn the vibrator on and up to the highest speed. You place it between your legs and hold it against your locked cock.

    A strong sensation of pleasure moves through your loins. The toy makes the entire chastity device vibrate, which stimulates the nerves at the tip of your cock and along the small, flaccid shaft.

    “Oh my God,” you say.

    Your wife giggles and turns on her vibrator. You like that she takes such delight in your masturbatory revelation.

    “Does that feel good?” she asks in a soft, sweet voice.

    “It’s incredible,” you answer.

    It is truly incredible. You’ve spent most of your day in a state of arousal and this feels like the perfect way to end it. You’re not sure you’re going to cum, but the pleasure of masturbating with a vibrator is unquestionable. It’s so much hotter than you expected.

    Your wife moans as she kisses your neck. She’s masturbating too. Her vibrator is offering the same sort of pleasure as yours.

    You find a secret kind of thrill in the idea that you’re masturbating like a lesbian couple probably does. You’re both using vibrators. You’re both in pretty underwear. You’re moaning together. You’re kissing.

    That realization sends a deeper sense of lust surging through your body. For tonight, at least, your wife has turned you into her girlfriend. She just got finished fucking you with a strapon and now you’re masturbating together. You’re a little bit feminized with your locked cock and your panties. You’re using a vibrator.

    You turn and kiss your wife as the pleasure from the vibrator builds in your panties.

    “Are you going to cum in your pretty panties?” your wife asks.

    You nod. You’re almost certain it’s going to happen. You’re not hard – you can’t get hard – but you feel an intense kind of pleasure that makes you almost certain an orgasm will soon visit you.

    “Cum in your panties,” your wife says. “Cum like a girl.”

    For reasons you don’t entirely understand, that puts you over the top. An intense sense of pleasure surges through your loins. You feel the thrilling spasm of an orgasm. You feel cum spill from the tip of your cock and into the panties you’re wearing. You continue to hold the vibrator against your locked little dick.

    “I’m cumming!” you cry out.

    Your wife moans. You hear her lust. You hear her desire. Soon enough, you hear her orgasm.

    You turn your vibrator off. You feel the wet, sticky warmth of cum in your panties. It’s leaking over your balls and taint. It’s made a mess, but you love it.

    “Do you want to sleep in your panties?” your wife asks.

    You know that would mean sleeping in a slippery mess. It would mean sleeping in your cum, effectively.

    “Yes,” you answer. You like the idea.

    Your wife smiles. You can see she’s genuinely giddy. She loves that you’ve just tried something new and that you clearly had a good time. She loves that you just came in her panties, which now seem to be your panties.

    “We should do this again,” she says.

    “I’d love that,” you agree.

    If it means more orgasms for you, you’re entirely on board. You know she’s not going to leave you. Your wife loves you deeply. She loves to dominate you. She clearly loves putting you in panties. You’re okay with that though. You’re okay with going to any lengths for her. You’re her submissive cuckold, after all.

    You can’t wait to see what sorts of surprises and pleasures she has in store for you next week.

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Thursday

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    
      Thursday
    

    You’ve already completed your morning tasks for your wife. She is freshly-showered, dried off, and dressed for work.

    You open the dresser drawer that holds your socks and underwear. Sitting atop your briefs you see a pair of sheer pink panties.

    You’re not surprised by their presence. Your wife occasionally makes you wear a pair of pretty panties. She finds them an exceptionally effective way of reminding you of your place.

    For a moment, you run your fingers over the soft material of the panties she’s picked out for you. The lust you’ve come to associate with wearing women’s underwear fills your body. You experience a beautiful ache between your legs. Your wife’s tireless training has put you in a place where you find it legitimately arousing to put on women’s underwear.

    You’re so enraptured with the panties that you don’t notice your wife step behind you. She runs her hands over your naked body and whispers, “Put them on, panty boy. Show me how pretty you look in them.”

    Your wife grabs your hips and pulls you closer. You’re surprised by the strapon cock you feel against your ass. Again you feel a rush of excitement and arousal.

    “Yes, we’re going to have a quickie before I leave for work,” she says. “Now put your panties on, my sweet cuckold.”

    “Yes, my love,” you answer before pulling the pretty pink panties out of the dresser drawer and pulling them up your legs. As always, the softness of the material feels so good as it moves over your skin. Sometimes, you can’t help but wish your wife would make you wear panties every day.

    You turn around and see your wife standing at the edge of the bed. She points to it. She expects you to get on your hands and knees. This won’t be a romantic pegging. She’s going to pound your asshole like she so often does during these quickies.

    As you move into place, your wife quickly lubes up her strapon. It’s not quite as large as the one she fucked you with yesterday. Watching her hand move up and down the shaft is intensely arousing.

    Your ass is perfectly positioned at the edge of the bed as your wife moves behind you, pulls aside your pretty panties, and presses her cock against your asshole.

    “Do you want my cock?” she asks.

    “Yes, please, fuck me,” you answer.

    “You’re such a slut,” she says.

    Your locked cock throbs at the delight in her voice. She loves that you’re a slut for her. She loves that she’s trained you so well. She loves that you know your place, that you didn’t hesitate to get on your hands and knees to get fucked in the ass.

    “Take it, my sweet cuckold,” your wife says in a soft, sensual voice as she slides the full length of her strapon into you. She’s fucked you often enough that your ass rarely puts up a fight. You’re used to being penetrated now. You’re exactly as she said: A slut.

    Your beautiful wife grabs your hips and fucks you. You’re naked except for a pair of panties and the chastity device on your cock and you’ve got a rubber dick buried in your asshole. Just in case there was a chance you were going to forget your place in your marriage, taking her dick from behind is the perfect way of reminding you of what you are to her.

    As your wife fucks you harder, your locked cock begins to drip precum. It feels good. You wonder if you might have an orgasm.

    It’s not to be, unfortunately. It’s just a quickie. It’s just a hard, fast fucking to remind you of your place. 

    Soon enough, your wife pulls out. She slips out of her harness and leaves the strapon for you to clean. She puts your panties back in place, gives your ass a quick slap, and then leaves for work.

    “Enjoy your day, my sweet panty boy,” she says before heading out.

    You clean the strapon, as you know you’re expected to, and put it back in its place. You get dressed. You take great care to make sure your shirt is tucked in and your belt is tight. You don’t want anyone at work seeing your panties.

    Once at work, you can’t help but enjoy the way the panties feel. Every time you move the soft material brushes against your skin. You’re constantly reminded that you’re wearing delicate, feminine women’s underwear and that you’re doing so because your wife demanded it. She has total control in your marriage and you’ve never been so happy.

    As is the case on most panty days, your wife texts you and demands a picture. She wants you to send proof that you’re still wearing your pretty, feminine underwear. She wants to make sure that you didn’t decide to change into something else before you left.

    You slide your phone into your pocket and head to the bathroom. You lock the door behind you and pull down your pants. You snap a quick selfie showing off your locked cock in the sheer pink panties.

    You look at the picture of your locked up, panty-clad cock and feel an intense form of desire. It makes you wish you were at home with your wife. It makes you wish you could worship her, or watch Liam fuck her, or offer service to both of them.

    You send the picture to your wife and she quickly texts you back. She wants another picture, only this time she wants you sitting on the toilet with your legs spread, your panties pulled aside, and two fingers in your ass.

    You know there’s no choice but to do as she desires. You get into position, cover your fingers with spit, and shove them up your ass. You think of the pegging you took that morning. You feel the deep sense of humiliation you suspect your wife wants you to feel.

    You send the picture and she texts you back: “Good boy. Now get back to work.”

    You do as you’re told. As you sit at your desk, you think about what you’ve just done. You’ve taken unquestionably embarrassing pictures because your wife desired it. You’ve fingered your ass because your wife ordered you to. You’re still wearing a pair of feminine panties, all because she wanted you to.

    Though you feel humiliated, you’re also grateful, for your arousal is far more powerful than your humiliation. You’ve spent the entire day aroused. Being put in panties and strapon fucked was just the start. Being reminded of your place by being locked and pantied is a powerful aphrodisiac. Knowing that you get to go home from work and serve your wife’s desires is a beautiful treat. You’ve never been happier.

    
      

    

    “I think you deserve a reward for being such a good panty boy, my sweet cuckold,” your wife says.

    The sun has long since set. You prepared a lovely dinner for the two of you and cleaned the dishes as your wife watched TV. You felt joy at serving her needs all night long, as you have grown accustomed to doing.

    Now you’re in the bedroom wearing your chastity cage and panties. The rest of your clothes are in a pile on the floor. Your wife has changed into an astoundingly seductive, strappy black lingerie set. It clings to her beautiful body in all the right places. You’re not sure what sort of reward she has in mind, but you’re excited no matter what it ends up being.

    You watch as she sits on the edge of the bed and beckons you closer. You step forward and your wife pulls down your sheer pink panties. She deftly unlocks your chastity device and places the pieces on the nightstand. She slowly pulls up your panties until they’re nice and snug against your cock.

    Your lingerie-clad wife slides back in the bed. “Join me,” she says.

    You stare at her flawless body as you get into bed. It’s not lost on you that your wife looks rather commanding in her black lingerie and you look rather soft and feminine in your sheer pink panties.

    “Do you understand why you’re not allowed to fuck me anymore?” your wife asks as she grasps your cock and testicles through the soft, sheer material of the women’s underwear you’ve been wearing all day.

    Your cock stirs to life immediately. Any release from your chastity device is a reason to celebrate, and your wife looks utterly perfect in her lingerie.

    “Yes, I understand,” you say.

    “Would you tell me why?” she asks. A soft kiss on your neck sends a shiver of pleasure down your spine. You close your eyes and your cock grows fully erect as your wife continues to play with it through your panties.

    “Because I’m too small to please you,” you answer.

    Your wife removes her hand from your cock and says, “That’s right.”

    You can’t help but look down at your cock. It’s small. There’s no question about it. You think back to when she first brought up the idea of cuckolding you, how she made it clear that your penis wasn’t big enough to satisfy her. It was the first lesson she ever taught you.

    “You don’t deserve to fuck me, do you?” she asks as her fingers encircle your panty-clad testicles. She plays with them and once more kisses your neck. She’s deftly teasing and tempting you. She already has precum dripping from your cock and staining the front of your panties.

    “No, I don’t,” you answer. “My cock is too small to fuck you. I don’t deserve to be inside you. I don’t deserve to feel your perfect pussy.”

    You’ve done this before. Many times before, in fact. Your wife likes to reinforce the realities of your marriage. She likes to hear you declare how worthless your cock is. She likes to know that you’re well aware of just how inadequate you are between the legs.

    “That’s right, my sweet cuckold,” she whispers. “Your cock deserves to be in chastity. Your cock deserves to be in panties. Your cock will always be denied the pleasure of your wife’s pussy because you’re simply not worthy of fucking me.”

    Your wife has trained you so well that her humiliating words are a source of arousal for you. She’s putting you in your place, but in doing so she’s also making you desperate for an orgasm. She’s skillfully tapped into the part of your brain that craves submission. She’s putting you into cuckold subspace and ensuring that you will do anything to please her.

    “You don’t fuck anymore,” your wife says, and she’s right. You haven’t fucked her in a very long time. She’s made it clear that it’s no longer your place to do so, that she’ll always have a man like Liam to meet her needs for sex.

    “You get fucked,” she says.

    Your asshole tingles as you remember the pegging you took this morning. You’ve been fucked so many times you’ve lost count. Your wife has successfully flipped the roles in your marriage. You have no expectation of feeling her pussy anymore. Instead, you expect to be told to bend over and take it up the ass. That is your role.

    She plays with your cock once more. Being stroked in your panties feels so good. The material is so soft and every touch only deepens your sense of humiliation and submission. You know she’s putting you in your place.

    “You do deserve a reward, though,” she whispers. “Every good cuckold deserves a reward from time to time.”

    You hope she’s going to let you cum. You hope she’s going to give you the orgasm you crave.

    “You don’t deserve to cum, of course,” she says as her fingers release your hard cock. “No, that’s a reward that will always remain infrequent. You understand that, don’t you?”

    You nod. “Yes, my love. I understand.”

    “I’m going to let you make me cum,” your wife says as she straddles your head. Her lace-clad pussy is inches from your mouth.

    Any disappointment you felt washes away. Now, all you can think about is tasting your wife’s wet pussy and making her cum. It’s always a treat, especially on days when Liam doesn’t fuck her. Today, you’re the only man that’s going to make her cum.

    Your wife pulls aside the lace covering her pussy and lowers her loins onto your mouth. She rubs her wet cunt over your lips, but you don’t lick her. You’re waiting for permission because you’re a good boy.

    “You may worship me,” she says.

    Your tongue swiftly exits her mouth and licks her wetness. You run it back and forth over her clit. You want to make your wife cum. You want to worship her. You want to taste her. You want to soak up her taste.

    She moves her pussy over your mouth, letting you taste all of her. She’s giving you a reward. She could cum quickly if she wanted, but she’s going to make it last. She’s going to make sure that you get to soak up her juices. You love her even more for it.

    Eventually, she lowers her clit onto your tongue and you give her the orgasm she craves. Your cock throbs in the pink panties you’re still wearing. You don’t even think about reaching down to masturbate, though. You know your place. You know that she controls your orgasms.

    Her thighs tremble as she climaxes on your face. You can feel her juices on you as your wife pulls her lingerie back over her pussy and climbs off of you.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You’ve claimed your reward and you feel a sense of genuine satisfaction. You made your wife cum. You serviced her needs while ignoring your own. You’re well-trained enough to find that genuinely satisfying.

    After you’ve gone soft, your wife locks you in your chastity device once more. She disappears into her closet for a few moments and emerges with a sheer pink baby doll that matches the panties you’re wearing.

    “You’re going to sleep in this, my sweet cuckold. It’s a beautiful reminder of your place,” she says.

    You slip the baby doll over your head. It feels soft and delicate against your skin. She’s right, it is a reminder of your place. You’re going to sleep in lingerie, which is exactly what your wife’s sweet cuckold would do. You don’t fuck her. You get fucked. You don’t cum unless she tells you to. Your reward is to eat her pussy and make her cum. You are a good submissive cuckold.

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Tuesday

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    
      Tuesday
    

    It often sounds like your wife is purring as you massage her scalp in the shower. You do it as her conditioner is soaking in.

    It brings you such satisfaction to know that you’re making her so happy that she can’t help but make that noise. It only deepens your desire to serve her.

    She sounds particularly pleased today, and after you’re done washing the conditioner out of her hair she turns around and smiles.

    She lifts the chain that holds your chastity key over her head and unlocks you. Twice a week she lets you out in the shower to clean the cage and your cock.

    You stand there as she holds the components of your cock cage under the warm water. She soaps up her hands and cleans the steel. It’s a loving act that warms your heart.

    When she’s finished, she places the cage on a towel outside the shower to let it dry. Then she turns to your cock.

    “Remember, you’re forbidden from cumming,” she reminds you.

    “I know, my love,” you say.

    She soaps up her hands and smiles at you. She likes this part. She likes teasing your cock and balls. She likes giving you pleasure and locking you back up without providing the satisfaction you crave. She likes that it makes you feel more submissive.

    It doesn’t take long for you to get hard. Her soapy, soft, skilled fingers move expertly over your cock and balls with the dual mission of getting you clean and turning you on.

    You hold your hands behind your back and try to enjoy her manipulation of your genitals without enjoying it too much. You know you’ll be punished harshly if you cum. You still remember the lashing she gave your ass the last time it happened. Your bottom ached all day long at work.

    “Turn around,” your wife demands.

    You do as you’re told and her soapy hands move over your ass. They slide down your crack and over your asshole.

    This is a rare treat. She’s trained you to enjoy ass play. You can’t help but get excited when her fingers tease your asshole.

    She steps closer as her fingers gently move over your anus. Her wet, soft breasts press into your back. You close your eyes and groan. Your cock is hard as a rock.

    “Do you want me inside you?” your wife whispers.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    Her index finger pushes into your asshole. She thrusts it inside slowly. She moves it in and out. She’s finger fucking your ass.

    Her fingertip brushes against your prostate. It makes your cock jump. It feels so good. You ache with desire. It’s been two weeks since you were allowed an orgasm.

    “Do you want more?” she whispers.

    “Yes, please,” you answer.

    A second finger enters your asshole. Your wife’s free hand moves over your balls, up your chest, and to your neck. She gently squeezes it.

    She’s fingering your ass faster and harder now. She’s taking her claim to your body. She’s letting you know that she owns you.

    Just as you start to feel like you might have a prostate-massage-fueled orgasm, she removes her fingers from your ass and quickly washes them under the flow of hot water.

    She steps out of the shower and you turn and situate yourself so the water is hitting your cock. Your wife turns the knob and the water gets cold. Your stiff erection goes away. Your cock shrinks. She turns off the water and you step to the entrance of the shower. She puts you back in your chastity cage.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You know you’re going to spend the rest of the day in a state of heightened arousal. After two weeks without an orgasm, it’s hard to come down from being teased like that.

    
      

    

    Shortly after you arrive home from work your wife sends you a text: “I’ll be home late tonight. Please complete your chores and make yourself dinner.”

    Her instructions are simple and straightforward, as always. On most days you’re tasked with household chores. She works longer hours and has a more stressful job and you do more work around the house to compensate.

    You find pleasure in the simple delight of completing your chores. She’s trained you well. You know that when she walks in and finds the laundry done she will smile and give you the small reward of calling you a good boy.

    You do your chores dutifully. You wash and fold her laundry. You iron the clothes that need ironing. You make sure the bathrooms are clean and the trash cans emptied. You clean every surface in the kitchen.

    When you’re done, you prepare dinner and enjoy it alone. As you sit at the kitchen table and eat you think about what your wife is doing.

    She might be staying late at work. She might have gone to Liam’s place. She might have her bull’s cock buried inside her as you sit at the table and eat your dinner. The thought delights you. It makes your cock ache in its cage.

    You clean up after dinner, giving the kitchen a once over to ensure it looks good enough to please your wife.

    A little after 9 p.m. she arrives home. She greets you with a soft kiss and a smile before inspecting your work. She always makes sure you’ve done your chores to her satisfaction. If you have not you receive an immediate spanking that will leave your ass sore and ensure that you remember to do a thorough job next time.

    Thankfully, she’s satisfied today. “You did a wonderful job, my sweet cuckold,” she says.

    “Thank you, my love.”

    You follow her to the bedroom and undress your wife, as you do every night. As you’re about to take off her panties, she stops you.

    She pulls them off instead. You see that they’re full of cum. Liam’s cum.

    She hands you the panties and says, “You were a good boy today. You may eat Liam’s cum as a reward.”

    “Thank you, my love,” you say.

    “When you’re finished, please clean my panties,” she instructs you.

    You drop to your knees and lick her bull’s cum out of her panties. You savor the salty taste and thick consistency. She’s trained you to enjoy his loads and to treat them as rewards. Your body hums with arousal. Your cock drips precum as it yearns to escape its cage. Eating her bull’s cum always makes you feel this way. Your heart pounds hard in your chest.

    When you’re finished consuming Liam’s seed you take your wife’s dirty panties to the bathroom. Years ago she trained you to hand wash her delicates. She only wears elegant, expensive underwear and they are to be treated with respect. They rest against her pussy, which you love more than anything in the world, and you love being responsible for cleaning them.

    When you’re finished hand washing her cum-stained panties you hang them to dry and return to the living room. Your wife is enjoying a glass of wine and reading on her iPad.

    “May I massage your feet, my love?” you ask.

    “You may,” she says.

    For some men, giving a foot massage is a chore. They see it as a means to an end, as a way to interest their wives in something naughtier.

    That’s not the case for you. For you, it’s a beautiful act of service that brings you pleasure. You enjoy rubbing her feet. You enjoying being able to touch her, to run your fingers over her smooth skin. You love bringing her pleasure, and you know that she enjoys having her feet rubbed by her talented husband.

    You especially like it when she closes her eyes and groans. It’s like when she purrs in the shower. It’s the ultimate affirmation that you’re doing a good job.

    “Did you enjoy consuming Liam’s cum, my sweet cuckold?” your wife asks as you rub her feet.

    “Yes, I did, my love. Thank you for bringing it home,” you answer.

    She smiles. It’s a naughty, dominant smile that you’ve seen many times before. Her other foot moves between your legs. Her toes rub against your locked cock and balls.

    “How many loads would you say you’ve eaten since I trained you to be a cum loving cuckold?” she asks. That naughty smile crosses her face once more.

    “Hundreds, my love,” you answer.

    Your training began shortly after you were married. Your wife knew from the start what she wanted from her husband and she wasn’t shy about demanding you submit to her desires.

    Putting your cock in chastity and taking a bull was one of the first changes she made to your marriage. She trained you to consume her bull’s cum soon afterwards. You haven’t eaten every load one of her bulls have produced, but you’ve consumed most of them.

    She was adamant that it was a cuckold husband’s place to consume a bull’s cum. Over and over she drilled the idea of embracing your place in the marriage by eating the cum of a sexually superior man.

    At first, you found it unpleasant. You always found submitting to your wife thrilling, but eating her bull’s cum was difficult when she introduced the idea. Over time, you loosened up. You became eager to consume the seed of sexually superior men.

    Now you find it rewarding and arousing. It brings you joy to swallow the cum of the sexually superior men that fuck your wife.

    “Does it excite you to have a load of Liam’s cum in your stomach right now?” your wife asks as she continues to massage your chastised cock with her toes.

    You can feel the arousal building. Your cock can’t get hard, but you can still get turned on. Her dirty talk and a little bit of play with her feet is enough to do it.

    “Yes, it does, my love. It excites me very much,” you say. “Thank you for letting me swallow Liam’s cum.”

    You like saying it. You like thanking her for granting you the pleasure of eating her bull’s cum. You know that she likes it too. Her eyes light up as the words leave your lips.

    “Does it excite you that you’ve absorbed hundreds of loads of cum into your body? That you’ve swallowed more cum than most women do in their lifetime?”

    You think about all the cum you’ve eaten as her cuckold. You think about the loads you’ve swallowed from condoms, eaten out of her pussy, licked off of her various body parts, and licked out of her panties. It delights you to have consumed so much semen from other men.

    “Yes, my love,” you answer as she presses her toes into your testicles. She’s teasing you mercilessly and it feels so good.

    “I’ve trained you well, haven’t I?” she says.

    “I’m a lucky man,” you answer. 

    You feel that way. You know some men wouldn’t, but you do. From the moment your wife shared her desire to train you as her submissive cuckold husband, you were excited. She gave you the guidance you’d always felt you needed. She helped give your life the purpose it needed. She’s made you happier than you ever expected you’d be.

    “Come,” your wife says as she stands, puts her iPad on the coffee table, and leads you to the bedroom.

    You follow eagerly, as always.

    “Undress me,” she says when you reach the bedroom.

    You strip off the jeans and sweater she changed into after work. You unhook her bra and pull down her panties.

    “Strip,” she orders.

    You do as you’re told and soon both of you are standing naked in the bedroom.

    “I’m feeling particularly generous today,” she says. “So you’re going to get a second reward for being such a good submissive husband.”

    You smile. Rewards are common in your marriage – your wife is quite generous when you’re well-behaved – but it’s always nice to receive another.

    She lies face down in the bed and says, “You may worship my ass.”

    You feel a rush of excitement. Ass worship delights you, and each time your wife grants you permission to spread her cheeks and lick her asshole you feel joy.

    You climb into bed and take a moment to admire how perfect her ass looks. She has just a little bit of a bubble butt and when she’s on her stomach like this it looks even more appealing.

    You plant kisses on her ass cheeks, as is customary before a worship session. You pay respect to her body, which you crave with every fiber of your being.

    Then you reach up and spread her ass cheeks. You bury your face between them and extend your tongue. You lick your wife’s asshole. You run your tongue back and forth over it.

    You feel a sense of intense arousal between your legs. This makes you happier than you could possibly explain. You feel pure joy while worshiping her perfect ass.

    “Good boy,” your wife says. “You’ve become such a skilled ass eater.”

    You love that phrase. You love the idea of eating her ass. You love that she’s trained you to find it to be so rewarding. You love that you feel genuine lust while your tongue is running over her asshole.

    “You may penetrate me, cuckold,” your wife says.

    It’s a rare treat to be allowed to push your tongue into her asshole. It’s a treat she knows you crave. You accept her gift and stiffen your tongue. You press against her anus and it opens up. Your tongue slips inside her. You’re tasting your wife’s asshole. You’re genuinely eating her ass now. You’ve reached a place of pure submissive bliss.

    She reaches back and grabs your hair. She pushes hard on your head. She pushes you deeper. She smothers you with her ass cheeks while you’re eating her ass.

    “You’re such a nasty little ass eating whore for me,” she says.

    The aggression in her voice thrills you. It means you’re doing a good job. It means you’ve triggered the kind of dominance that turns her on. It means she’s getting all worked up because you’re being such a good ass worshiping submissive for her.

    “Fuck. Eat my ass, cuckold. Eat my ass like a good whore,” she demands.

    She lets go of your head. She reaches between her legs and plays with her pussy. You can hear the lusty masturbation. She’s still a little wet with the remains of Liam’s cum and her juices. You’ve driven her to needing another orgasm.

    You eat your wife’s ass eagerly. You push your tongue inside her and flick it back and forth over her asshole. You provide pleasure while she plays with her clit.

    She moans into the bed. “Bury your tongue in my ass, whore. Bury it deep. Taste my ass!”

    Your wife loves it when you taste her ass. She loves that you’re so eager to get your tongue into her hole. She loves that you find eating her ass to be so pleasurable, that you find it an even greater reward than an orgasm.

    Her ass cheeks begin to quiver around your face. She’s moments away from cumming. She moans again. She cries out. She’s cumming. Your wife is cumming and your tongue is buried in her asshole.

    She pushes your head away. “I know you’d eat my ass all night long if I let you, but it’s time for bed,” she says.

    She’s right. You’d tongue her asshole all night if you could.

    “Thank you for letting me worship your ass,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and caresses your face.

    “You’re welcome.”

    You follow her to the bathroom and get ready for sleep. Tomorrow holds another busy day of service to your beautiful wife. 

  
    A Week in the Life of a Submissive Cuckold - Wednesday

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    
      Wednesday
    

    Wednesdays are tough for you. This is the day you receive your weekly maintenance spanking. It’s a procedure designed to remind you who’s in charge in your home. It happens whether you’ve been good over the course of the week or not.

    Your wife takes you over her knee and she spanks your ass until it’s red and in genuine pain. It hurts because it’s supposed to. It hurts because she wants to remind you of your place. It hurts because that helps push you deeper into submission.

    Today is like most Wednesdays in that your wife has arrived home before you. It’s the only day of the work week where that occurs.

    She’s in the bedroom when you come home. You go to her. You know what’s expected of you today. You dread the pain that you’re about to suffer, but you know that it will be followed by moments of beautiful soothing that you crave.

    She will redden your ass. She will make you cry out. She might make you cry. When she’s done, she’ll gently rub your bottom. She’ll apply lotion to the reddened skin. She’ll tell you how much she loves you and how much she values your submission.

    “Strip,” your wife says when you walk into the bedroom.

    You take off your clothes and neatly fold them. She points to her lap and you take your place over it.

    It always feels humiliating to lay across her legs and offer your ass. Early in your training you fought it. You rebelled against the humiliation. Now you accept it. She’s in control in your marriage. She makes the decisions. You submit. It’s humiliating, but it feels good.

    She runs her fingers over your bare ass. It feels so good, but it also serves as a reminder of what’s about to happen. You know that pain will soon follow.

    Her fingers leave your ass and a moment later her hand strikes you. She doesn’t start lightly. The first swat is strong and swift. Pain spreads from the spot where she struck your ass cheek. She lifts her fingers off your flesh once more and strikes your other cheek.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say. She’s trained you well. You always thank her for training you to have the discipline you need to be a good submissive for her.

    Twice more she spanks your ass. The pain is building now. It hurts a little more each time she brings her hand down.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say once more.

    She rubs her hand over your ass. Her touch is soft and soothing.

    She spanks you again. Once on each cheek. You cry out. It’s more painful.

    “Why do you submit to me?” your wife asks.

    “Because it’s in my nature to do so. Because I crave your dominance. Because I need your guidance. Because I’m happy when I submit to your control,” you answer.

    She spanks you again. Your ass is on fire. The pain is intense.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say. “Thank you for disciplining me. Thank you for spanking me,” you say.

    Her fingers move between your legs. She plays with your locked cock and testicles. She teases you. Desire mixes with the pain you’re feeling.

    She spanks you again. Her hand comes down hard and fast on your exposed ass cheeks.

    Your voice cracks as you say, “Thank you, my love.”

    She rubs your ass. Her fingers move between your cheeks and dance over your asshole. You tingle with pleasure. You want desperately to give yourself to your wife. You want to give her everything she desires. You always feel this way when she spanks you. Nothing she does pushes you deeper into submission, into your desire to dedicate your life to fulfilling her needs.

    She spanks you again. When her hand comes down on each cheek you cry out in pain. You hope the spanking is over. She changes the length each week to ensure you never know what to expect.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say.

    You’ve reached a place of bliss. It happens sometimes when she spanks you. You can feel the pain from her repeated spanking spreading from your ass. It runs up your back and down your legs. It’s agonizing, but it creates a sense of clarity. It makes you feel a sort of love for your wife that brings you joy. She is everything to you.

    “You were such a good boy,” she says as her hands move over your red, enflamed ass cheeks.

    The spanking is over. You wife has achieved her goal. You are in a beautifully submissive mood.

    She opens a bottle of lotion and squirts some into her hand. She applies it to your reddened skin and rubs it in. Her hand moves in slow circles. It feels so good.

    “You’re always such a good boy for me,” she says in a soft voice. “Your submission means everything to me. When you give yourself to me like this, it makes me feel such deep love for you.”

    Already the pain is subsiding. Your feeling of submissive bliss is growing. Your wife’s hands feel so good on your ass. The scent of lotion fills your nose. Your heart soars with a thrilling sensation of overwhelming warmth and love.

    Your wife spreads your ass cheeks and squirts a bit of lotion onto your asshole. She works a finger inside you with ease and quickly adds a second.

    She often penetrates you after a spanking session. She wants to take advantage of the submissive place you’re in. She wants to take you deeper.

    You moan. Her fingers feel good in your ass. It feels good as they move inside you. It feels good to be penetrated by your wife.

    “This is your place,” she whispers. “It’s your place to be penetrated, to be filled. It’s not your place to penetrate.”

    “Yes, my love,” you say. You know your place.

    Your wife’s fingers depart your ass. A moment later you feel pressure against your anus. “Relax,” she says. A butt plug slides into you. “Good boy. Now stand up.”

    You stand up as you’re told.

    “Undress me,” she says.

    You carefully take off your wife’s work clothes. She’s impossibly sexy in her skirt and blouse. Her underwear is breathtaking, as usual. You feel your cock throb in its cage. You would do anything for a chance to worship her.

    “Get my strapon,” she says when you’re finished undressing her. “The big one,” she adds.

    You retrieve her strapon harness and the biggest dildo she has. It’s similar to Liam’s cock. She’s going to fuck you with it. You ass tingles in anticipation. You know it’s going to hurt, but you embrace that pain, especially since you’ll loosen up eventually and you might just have an anal orgasm if she fucks you long enough.

    You kneel in front of your wife and help her step into the harness. You slip the toy through the opening and tighten the straps. It’s not lost on you that you’re dressing your wife so she can fuck you with the big dildo now bouncing between her legs.

    “Bend over,” she says.

    You bend over and rest your arms on the bed. Your wife steps behind you and rubs your ass. She pulls out the butt plug. For a moment you feel empty. She squirts lotion onto her strapon and strokes it. You can hear the sound of her slippery fingers moving up and down the shaft.

    “Are you ready for my cock?” she asks.

    “Yes, my love. Please, give me your cock. Please fuck me hard,” you say.

    She’s trained your ass well. It used to hurt to get fucked. You used to hate it. Things have changed. Now you crave it. You love it. Sometimes it makes you orgasm.

    She rubs the head of her thick strapon cock against your ass and applies gentle pressure. It pops past your anus and inside of you.

    You hear a delighted moan escape her lips. That’s what thrills you most of all. Your wife likes fucking you with her strapon. She likes seeing your asshole stretch out around it. She likes that you take her dick because it’s what she wants. She likes that you submit to regular anal training.

    Her hands grasp your hips and she pulls back while thrusting forward. Her cock bottoms out inside you. The feeling is indescribable. You’re literally full of cock. Every thick inch of her lifelike strapon is buried in your ass.

    She fucks you with long, deep strokes. You feel empty as she pulls out and then you feel that blissful fullness once more as she thrusts inside you.

    Best of all, you can hear your wife getting worked up. You can hear her moaning a little with each thrust. She’s getting turned on because you’re taking her cock in your ass. She’s stretching your right asshole with her big dick and you’re taking every inch.

    “Fuck me,” you say. “Give me your big cock. Pound my ass.”

    “Don’t worry, my sweet little slut,” your wife says. You love it when she calls you a slut. Something about it feels so good, and so appropriate. You’re getting fucked hard. Your locked cock is dripping because you love taking it in the ass.

    She’s moaning louder. You know her dildo has a little nub on the base of it that rubs against her clit. You know she’s actually deriving intense sexual pleasure from fucking you. You know that soon your wife is going to have an orgasm as she pounds your ass. Nothing makes you happier.

    “Yes,” she says in a low, lusty voice. “Take my cock, slut. Take it like a good boy. Take my cock up your tight ass.”

    You moan for your wife. It feels good. You know she’s going to cum before you do, and that’s okay. It takes an awfully long anal pounding to make your little locked up dick drip jizz. Her pleasure is more important, anyway.

    “Fuck me harder,” you say. “Fuck me with your big cock.”

    Your wife tightly grips your hips. She thrusts hard and fast into your ass. She gives you what you begged for. She fucks you with her big cock.

    She groans. She fucks you faster. Her moans are getting louder. She’s going to cum.

    “I’m going to cum, slut. I’m going to cum in your ass,” she says. Technically, it’s true. She’s going to cum while she’s in your ass. She says it almost every time she fucks you. It always feels so kinky. It always makes you think of a man fucking you and stealing away what’s left of your manhood.

    She cries out and buries her cock in your ass. It’s deep. You feel that beautiful mixture of pleasure and pain. Your wife cums hard. She just fucked you and had an orgasm. Taking it up the ass from your wife made her climax. You sink even deeper into beautiful submission.

    
      

    

    A few hours later, you’re in your bedroom again. Now your wife is bent over the bed, just like you were.

    Liam stands behind her. His big cock slides into her pussy hard and fast, just like your wife fucked you.

    You’re on your knees behind him. You’re looking up at his big cock sliding into her pussy. You have the perfect view.

    You feel a mixture of jealousy and white hot desire. You haven’t been inside her in so long, and here he is fucking her.

    Her pussy looks so perfect. It’s so wet and the lips look so tight as they grasp his cock while he pulls out and pushes into her.

    The sounds of sex fill the room. Your wife’s moans are loud and lusty. Her pussy is wet and with each thrust beautiful slippery sounds drift to your ears.

    Liam pulls out of her pussy and turns. “Suck my cock, cuckold,” he demands.

    You quickly crawl towards him and wrap your lips around his big cock. You’ve been well-trained in the art of cocksucking and you have no trouble taking most of his dick down your throat.

    “Good boy,” your wife says.

    Liam grabs the back of your head and shoves his cock down your throat. You gag, just like he wants you to. His dick is too big not to choke on. It’s uncomfortable, but you don’t mind. It’s your place to do as he desires because that’s what your wife wants.

    Your wife plays with her pussy. You can hear the wetness as her fingers move over her clit and into her cunt. “God, I love watching you fuck his face,” your wife says. “He’s such a good little slut.”

    “Yes he is,” Liam adds. He pounds your mouth. You can feel his cock throbbing as it moves over your tongue and into your throat over and over. Sometimes you suppress your gag reflex and sometimes you choke.

    Liam pulls out and swiftly slides his cock back into your wife’s pussy. She cries out in pleasure. Her fingers remain on her clit. She rubs it while he fucks her from behind.

    “Fuck me, Liam. Fuck me!” she says loudly.

    “You hear that, cuckold,” Liam says as he concentrates on fucking your wife. “You hear how badly she needs it. You hear how desperate she is for my dick. She’s never been that way for you, has she? She’s never needed your dick inside her, has she?”

    You’re behind him once more. You’re watching from your knees as he fucks your wife.

    “No sir, she hasn’t,” you say. “My cock has never been able to satisfy her like yours can.”

    Sometimes, your wife likes to hear you humiliate yourself while Liam is fucking her. She likes to put you in your place, which is why you’re here instead of waiting in the corner.

    Your wife’s moans are getting louder. She’s rubbing her clit faster. She’s going to cum.

    “I’m going to make your wife cum, cuckold. She’s going to cum with my big cock inside her. Watch it, cuckold. Watch your wife cum with my big dick buried deep in her pussy,” Liam instructs you.

    You watch her pussy. You can’t look away.

    She moans louder. She stops rubbing her clit. She wants an orgasm from pure penetration.

    Liam grabs a handful of her hair. He pulls back on it. He slaps her ass. She likes it when he puts her over the top by getting a little rough. She likes to let loose sometimes, to feel a little bit dominated.

    “Yes, yes, yes,” your wife says. 

    She’s ascended to a place of pure desire. It’s a place you’ve never sent her to. It’s the place only her bulls have ever sent her to. It’s a place she goes when a strong man with a big cock is pounding her pussy. You’re not big enough. You don’t have a dominant bone in your body. Liam does, though.

    He’s fucking her faster now. You can see his balls tightening up. He’s about to cum inside her. They’re going to cum together.

    Your wife climaxes first. She screams loudly. It’s music to your ears. It’s the sound of pure satisfaction. It’s the sound she makes when she’s had a truly great orgasm. It’s the sound of a woman that’s been satisfied in every way.

    Liam cums soon after. He buries his cock in your wife’s pussy and ejaculates. He lets go of her hair and leans forward. He kisses her back while she moans joyfully.

    Liam pulls out and turns to you. “Clean it,” he says.

    You crawl forward and wrap your lips around his dick. You suck him clean like a good cuckold. You lick up all of his cum and your wife’s pussy juices.

    He walks away when you’re finished. You turn to your wife’s pussy. “Clean me,” she says. “Do your job. Show me you know your place.”

    She knows that you know your place. She taught you to remain there. She taught you what she expects of her cuckold husband. You embrace it, too. You love being put in your place. You love cleaning her messy, cum-filled pussy.

    You press your lips against her cunt and push your tongue inside. You lick up Liam’s cum as she purrs. It makes her feel good when you submit. It makes her happy to have a good hubby that does as he’s told. It makes her happy that you sucked her bull’s cock clean and that you’re eating his seed out of her pussy.

    When you’re finished, your wife stands up, turns around, and runs her fingers through your hair. Her pussy is inches away from your face. You can smell the sex emanating from her. It makes you happy in ways you cannot describe to be on your knees in front of her. She is your goddess. You relish the chance to serve her.

    “Thank you, my love,” you say. “Thank you for letting me watch. Thank you for letting me clean your pussy.”

    “You’re welcome,” she says before turning and heading to the bathroom. 

    She’s going to join Liam in the shower. You’re expected to change the sheets and make sure the bed is clean and ready to be slept in before they’re done. You always do what’s expected, just like a good submissive.

  
    A Week of Denial - Friday

    Aaron's sitting in a chair. His hands are his sides. Wendy's on top of him. He's inside her. Her pussy is wet and hot and perfect in every way. She's riding him. She kissing him. She's letting him suck on her tits. She's telling him how good his cock feels.

    Aaron's awake. He sits up. His dick is hard. It was a dream. A dirty dream.

    Wendy isn't in bed. She's not in the shower. Aaron smells something, though. Bacon. He smells bacon.

    The smell lures him out of bed and into the kitchen. He still has half a boner when he arrives.

    "It looks like someone's excited to see me," she says with a smile. "Either that or you really love bacon."

    Aaron admires his wife in a pair of hot pink panties with lace trim and a baby blue halter top. It's a fairly casual look and yet she's spectacularly sexy. She's riding a wave of confidence that's due in no small part to her multiple encounters with her bull that week.

    "I had a dream about you," Aaron says.

    "A good dream?"

    "A very good dream. We were having sex. In a chair. You were on top."

    "Did I let you cum inside me?"

    He shook his head. "I woke up before I got to that part of the dream."

    Wendy lifts the bacon from the pan and places it on the paper towels resting on an oval-shaped platter. She sets the tongs down, turns off the burner, and saunters towards Aaron.

    "Were we in a chair like the one behind you?" she asks.

    He nods.

    Wendy pushes on his chest and Aaron steps back and sits on the chair. She bends over and pulls his cock out of the opening in his underwear. She straddles him and Aaron grabs a handful of her ass in the pink panties - which feel stunningly soft - and squeezes as Wendy's tongue makes its way into his mouth.

    They kiss as she grinds in his lap. He moans into his wife's mouth as he thinks of the dream.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Aaron?" she asks. "Do you want to bathe your cock in the wetness of your wife's cunt?"

    "Holy shit, yes," he answers.

    Wendy stands, turns around, and lowers her panties. Aaron stares at her ass, which is breathtaking. She steps back and sits in his lap. His cock rubs over her ass cheeks as Wendy moves them from side to side.

    She lifts her hips and guides him inside her. He stares down at her ass and wonders if they've ever fucked in that particular position. He doesn't think they have, but he likes the view.

    "Sometimes I ride Edwin's cock in this position," she says. "He says my ass looks amazing when I do, and sometimes I like to give my bull what he craves. Do you know why I do that, Aaron?"

    "Because he fucks you so good?"

    She looks over her shoulder. "That's right, cuck. He gets to fuck me in positions he likes because he fucks me so good. More accurately, because he fucks me so much better than my cuck husband does."

    She rides Aaron a little and his cock throbs. Sex is always hotter for him when she offers up cuckold dirty talk.

    "That feels so good," he says.

    "I know it does," she replies. "Of course it feels good. It probably feels even better than it otherwise would because you haven't been allowed to cum all week."

    "Can I cum now?"

    "No," she says. Her pussy comes to a standstill with Aaron buried inside her. Wendy leans back and he wraps his arms around her. She kisses his neck as his hands move under her halter top to grasp her breasts. "You can play with my tits while I rub my clit, though."

    Aaron's in his wife. Deep in his wife. Her pussy feels so good. So wet. So warm. So tight. He can't fuck her, though. All he can do is wish that he could fuck her. He can get a small taste of the pleasure he craves, but he can't claim it. Not all of it. Just a small fraction.

    They kiss as Wendy masturbates with Aaron's cock inside her. He plays with her tits like she wants. She moans into his mouth and he does the same.

    "This is better than if you were fucking me, cuck," she says. "This is the kind of sex you should be limited to from now on. The kind where you're not actually fucking me. The kind where you're not actively reminding me that Edwin is a far better lover than you. The kind where you get a little bit of pleasure by being inside me and I get everything I crave."

    Aaron knows he would cum if he fucked his wife just a little. He could try, but it's not what she wants, and Wendy ultimately controls when Aaron gets to cum, so he doesn't do anything.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" she cries out.

    Her pussy spasms around his cock. It's almost like he's fucking her. It feels so good. It even inches him a little closer to an orgasm, but Aaron knows he won't get to climax. He knows it's just a tease.

    "Thank you, cuck," she whispers. "That was exceptional. Now let's have breakfast."

    She stands and Aaron looks down at his stiff cock. He's slick with her juices. He could wrap his fingers around it and jerk off. He'd cum in just a handful of strokes. He knows it. He doesn't, though. He tucks his dick back into his underwear and pours himself a cup of coffee before enjoying a lovely breakfast with his wife.

    ---

    "Will you take me to lunch today?" Wendy texts a few hours after Aaron's left for work.

    "Of course. Where do you want to go?"

    "The Italian place downtown. The one with the really nice outdoor patio under the tree."

    "Perfect," Aaron replies. "Now?"

    "Meet me there in an hour."

    Wendy's waiting outside the restaurant when Aaron arrives. She looks astonishing in a soft off-the-shoulder white sweater and a light blue pleated skirt. She wears four inch heels that look astoundingly sexy and her hair is elegant-but-sexy in a ponytail. She greets him with a soft kiss on the lips and he makes numerous comments about how good she looks.

    They're seated on the outdoor patio and everyone they walk by looks at Wendy. Aaron feels like a very lucky man.

    They order drinks at Wendy's insistence and get a light appetizer. They toast when the drinks arrive and as he's sipping Aaron feels his wife's foot between his legs. Her toes find his cock and she begins to massage it while smiling at him.

    "What are you doing?" he asks.

    "I want to make your cock hard," she whispers. "No one can see what I'm doing. The table cloth hides everything."

    Aaron's not so sure about that, but it feels really good so he's not going to complain.

    "I'm not wearing any panties," Wendy says.

    "Why not?"

    "Because sometimes it feels good to go commando. I like feeling the cool air on my pussy. I like the idea that if I wanted a man to play with my cunt that it would be easy to let him do so."

    "Are you planning on letting someone play with your..."

    The waitress returns right as Aaron is asking the question, so he clams up. She brings the appetizer and takes their orders for the main course. Aaron goes with something light.

    Wendy's foot remains between his legs as they eat and sip their drinks.

    "I've been so horny all week," she says. "I don't know what's gotten into me. I like it, though. I like thinking of ways to tease you. I like having you inside me while knowing I'm not going to let you cum. I like that Edwin is always ready to satisfy me. I like that I can cum all over his cock and let him pump his seed deep into my pussy while denying my husband the same kind of pleasure."

    Aaron's cock is so hard it aches and after ten solid minutes of teasing he can feel the precum building up in his underwear and making a hell of a mess.

    A car pulls up and Wendy smiles. Aaron looks over and sees Edwin behind the wheel.

    "I'll be back soon," she says.

    Wendy stands and leaves the restaurant. She gets into Edwin's car. Aaron watches from their table as his wife leans over and deeply kisses her bull. He sees Wendy's arm moving in a manner that suggests she's stroking her bull's cock.

    The car pulls away. Aaron watches it go. At the very end of the street he sees his wife's head disappear into her bull's lap. Wendy is in another man's car and sucking his cock while Aaron sits alone with a boner in his pants.

    The waitress comes back to ask if they’d like another round. Aaron declines. She tells him that their food should be out shortly.

    Aaron picks at the appetizer. He sips his drink. He feels a little jealous and a little foolish.

    Aaron quickly decides that there's no need for that. He's a cuck. He loves being a cuck. He loves that his wife is in such a horny mood that she decided to call her bull to pick her up for some sort of sexual rendezvous while Aaron waits at their lunch spot.

    Now he's thinking of Wendy getting fucked in Edwin's car. He's thinking of her slick pussy being pounded in the backseat. He's thinking of her sucking Edwin's cock voraciously to get him hard because she loves making her bull feel good.

    Five minutes after pulling away from the curb, Edwin's car pulls up again. Wendy leans over, kisses her bull once more, and emerges from the car carrying her purse. She makes her way back into the restaurant, sits across from Aaron, and smiles.

    "I hope I wasn't gone too long," she says.

    He sips his drink. "You weren't. Did you think about me while you were gone?"

    "Not once, though it's hard to think about anything when Edwin's perfect cock is inside me."

    Her foot finds its way between his legs once more. Her toes massage the head of his cock and he gets hard with ease.

    "I sucked his dick for a little while, of course, and then we pulled into the parking lot a few blocks away from here and he fucked me in the backseat. From behind. It was quite invigorating. I came exceptionally hard, too. Edwin really is something, cuck. He's an exemplary man. I didn't think I'd fuck him so often this week, but I just can't help myself. When I get horny it's him I truly crave. Don't get me wrong, I like teasing you, but when I really need to cum Edwin is the only man for the job."

    Aaron feels such pleasure that he can barely speak. Wendy knows exactly what she's doing.

    "Did he cum inside you?" he asks.

    She smiles. "No. That would have been too much of a mess. I made him use a condom."

    The waitress brings their food and clears away the dishes from the appetizer. Wendy looks at Aaron's perfectly cooked chicken resting atop a small bed of pasta and smiles.

    "I think your meal needs a little seasoning," she says.

    Wendy reaches into her purse and pulls out a used condom. In the blink of an eye she's upended it and emptied the cum onto Aaron's food.

    "That's better. Enjoy."

    Aaron picks up a knife and fork. He cuts a piece of the chicken. He twirls a bit of spaghetti on the fork and runs it all through the cum. He takes a bite. He tastes the cum, the chicken, the Italian seasoning, the marinara sauce.

    "You're such a good cuck," she says. "Your dick is hard while you eat another man's cum. Fuck, Aaron, you were always meant for this. That much is clear now. You were always meant to be cuckolded, to be a consumer of a bull's cum, to be an eager cleaner, to sit and wait while your wife gets fucked by a superior man."

    It seems like Wendy is still horny.

    "I think I was always meant to be a hotwife. I was meant to tease my cuck husband while offering my body to a superior man like Edwin. I was meant to experience the intense pleasure that comes with both sides of the hotwife relationship. I was meant to find genuine arousal in watching you eat my bull's cum while my pussy still tingles from the hard fucking he gave me."

    "Can I go down on you after lunch?" he asks.

    "I think I'd like that. We can drive to the same parking lot where Edwin fucked me. You can eat me out in the backseat while I tell you that he fucked me better than you. You can grind your dick into the seat and dream of being able to cum inside me. You can beg to fuck me and be denied because your dick doesn't come anywhere near offering the kind of pleasure Edwin's does."

    "I'd like that," Aaron admits.

    "Let's enjoy our food first, though."

    Aaron smiles and sips his drink. He digs into his food. His cum-flavored food. He'll enjoy it. He'll enjoy every bit of it. He'll enjoy eating his wife's pussy and being denied the pleasure of fucking her, too.

    After five days of teasing and denial, Aaron feels like he'd enjoy absolutely anything related to his cuckolding.

  
    A Week of Denial - Monday

    Aaron wakes up on Monday morning to the sound of the shower running. He sits up and sees steam seeping out from under the bathroom door. He smiles. Wendy loves to take an incredibly hot shower.

    He gets out of bed and slowly ambles towards the bathroom. A brief memory of Wendy and her bull taking a shower on Saturday night dances through Aaron's head and he smiles. He'd heard the moans and opened the door a crack to peer inside. Wendy had her hands pressed up against the wall and Edwin - her bull - had a strong grasp on her hips while he fucked her from behind. Aaron watched for a short spell and then left his wife and her bull to their passionate pursuit.

    "Good morning," he says while stepping into the steamy atmosphere of their recently renovated master bathroom.

    "Good morning," Wendy says from behind the foggy glass of the shower door.

    "Do you have room for me in there?"

    The door slides open and Aaron quickly disrobes and joins his wife. She smiles and presses her lean, wet body against his for a deep kiss. Her breasts feel wondrous against his chest and she moans into his mouth as he grabs her ass and squeezes.

    "Look who's already excited," she says, referring to the erection that's sprung up between Aaron's legs.

    "I can't help myself."

    "I know."

    She takes him in her hand and they kiss as she strokes him slowly. It feels exceptionally good.

    "I want you," he says.

    Wendy smiles. "It's a shame you're not a bull. If you were, I'd let you have me."

    "Like you let Edwin have you?"

    She nods. "He's a bull. He gets to have me when he wants me. You're a cuckold. You get to have me when I decide you're permitted to enjoy my pussy."

    Aaron smiles. "I love you so much."

    She laughs softly and kisses him. "You're such a cuck," she whispers.

    "Like you wouldn't believe."

    "I love you for it. Now get on your knees and eat my pussy."

    Aaron falls to his knees.

    "No touching your cock. Not unless I give you permission."

    Those are always the rules but Wendy likes to reaffirm them. Aaron likes it when she does that. He likes being reminded that she makes the rules, that she's in charge when it comes to his sexual pleasure.

    Aaron worships his wife's pussy. He gives her the pleasure she craves and he hopes that she's thinking of her bull as he gets her off with his tongue.

    After her orgasm, Wendy helps him to his feet and they share another deep kiss as she strokes his dick, which is still stiff.

    "Can I cum?" he asks.

    "No. I like it better when you're desperate, when you're horny, when you crave me."

    "I do crave you."

    She smiles and kisses him. They finish their shower together. Aaron changes into his work clothes as Wendy throws on a pair of pink athletic leggings and a cropped white sweater. She has the luxury of working from home, though Aaron is certain that her outfit is specifically chosen to arouse him. It works like a charm. He wants to touch her, to hold her, to caress her, to kiss her.

    Wendy makes them breakfast as Aaron makes the coffee. She makes sure to touch him as much as possible, pressing her body against his several times. She kisses him often, sometimes with tongue and sometimes for just a moment.

    "I want you so badly," he says as she turns off the burner and begins to plate the eggs.

    "I know," Wendy replies. "I like it when you want me. I like knowing that you're going to spend your day thinking about me. I really, really like knowing that you only get to have me when I give you permission."

    Aaron moves behind her and runs his hands under her sweater. He finds his wife's bare breasts and moans at the lack of a bra. She sets the pan on the counter, presses her ass into his crotch, and turns her head to kiss him. Aaron grinds his crotch into her ass and Wendy moans into his mouth.

    "I'm going to let Edwin have me again before I let you have me," she whispers.

    "Today?"

    She shakes her head. "He's out of town today and tomorrow. I'll be thinking of him, though. We'll probably have phone sex. If you're lucky I'll do that while you're here so you can eat my pussy as I fantasize about my bull fucking me."

    "I'd love that," he says.

    Wendy smiles, grabs the plates, and wriggles free from his grasp to deliver their food to the table. They sit and have breakfast. They talk about their respective days. There's no mention of sex. There's just good conversation.

    After breakfast they clear away the plates and do the dishes. Aaron then gathers his things and heads out for work. Wendy walks him to the door and pulls him close for a long, deep kiss that leaves him with a throbbing erection.

    "Think about me today," she says softly while caressing his cock through his pants. "Think about me and my bull. Think about me dreaming of him, fantasizing about him. Think about him doing as he pleases with my body and making me cum so fucking hard in the process."

    Aaron could cum right there. Just a few quick strokes is all it would take.

    "I want you. I'm so horny."

    "I know. You can't have me. You can't have an orgasm. All you get is denial, my love."

    Aaron heads to work with desire coursing through his body. He'll have to try hard to clear that out of his head so he can actually get something done at work. That's all part of the fun of the tease and denial play that they both get off on, though.

    ---

    "How's your day?" Wendy texts a little after 1 p.m.

    Aaron smiles. "Slow," he replies. "Boring, especially when compared to the fun we had this morning. Work just doesn't hold a candle to getting to go down on my wife in the shower, nor does it come close to comparing to making out with my wife before leaving for work."

    She replies with a frowning emoji.

    "I got bored with work too," Wendy texts. "Unlike you, though, I have the freedom to cure that boredom."

    "Yeah? How did you do that?"

    "I went lingerie shopping for Edwin. I wanted something sexy to wear for him the next time he fucks me. Something that would make him feel that animalistic desire to ravage my body."

    Aaron's pulse quickens. "Did you buy something?"

    "I did," she texts. "Would you like to see it?"

    "More than anything."

    A few minutes pass without Wendy sending anything. Aaron can't concentrate. He can't get any work done.

    "If I'm going to share a lingerie pic with you, I want something in return."

    He smiles. It's just a picture. He shouldn't have to give anything in return. That's the fun of their little game, though. He likes that she's demanding something. He likes that she understands how much he enjoys it when she takes control.

    "I'll do anything."

    "Yeah?" she asks. "Anything? Just to see a picture of me in the lingerie I'm going to wear for my bull? You know I'm not going to wear it for you, right? Not until he's fucked me in it."

    Aaron's cock stirs. He reads her text twice. He loves when she talks to him like that. "I'll do anything for the picture."

    "I want a massage tonight. Full body. At least a half hour."

    "I'll rub you for an hour," he replies.

    "Such a good cuck."

    The picture comes through. Wendy looks stunning. The lingerie is perfect. Her body is perfect.

    
      
    

    "You're so fucking hot," he says as his dick gets hard without being touched. "Edwin's so lucky. I'm so lucky."

    "So am I. I get a full body massage tonight just because I sent my cuck a simple picture. Oh, and I expect that massage to have a very happy ending, and of course it goes without saying that your dick won't come anywhere near my pussy tonight."

    He's hard as a rock. His body is humming with lust. He considers sneaking off to the bathroom to masturbate, but that would be a terrible decision on so many levels, so Aaron simply stares at the picture on his phone and imagines his wife getting fucked in that lingerie set. Luckily for him, he's witnessed such pleasures before and it's easy to replay them in his mind. He sees Wendy on her hands and knees being taken from behind. He sees her on top. He sees her on her back with her stocking-clad legs wrapped around Edwin's muscular frame.

    All of it is pure bliss.

    "You're a goddess," he texts his wife. "Thank you for the picture. I can't wait to see you tonight."

    It takes a little time, but eventually Aaron gets back to work. At least until Wendy texts him again a few hours later.

    "I just masturbated. I couldn't help myself. I kept thinking about Edwin, about him fucking me. I got so distracted that I had to clear my head."

    Aaron looks at the picture again. He stares at his wife in lingerie and imagines her getting fucked by Edwin. He imagines her moaning and cumming on her bull's big cock.

    "I recorded myself masturbating. Would you like to hear a little bit of your wife moaning as she thinks about her bull?"

    "More than anything," he replies.

    This time, Wendy sends the link (note: link goes to a short audio I uploaded) without asking anything of Aaron. He puts in his earbuds and taps the audio file. He listens to his wife moaning as she masturbates. He knows she's thinking about her bull. It thrills Aaron to know that his wife is masturbating and cumming while thinking about another man. He looks at the lingerie selfie while listening.

    "I wish I had the luxury of masturbating at work."

    "Even if you did, I wouldn't let you," she replies. "You're a cuck. You don't deserve to cum whenever you want. You only get to cum when I give you permission. I'll see you soon, baby."

    Aaron listens to the short audio file half a dozen more times. Then he sets his phone aside and gets back to work. He gets very little done, though his job isn't anywhere near important enough for that to matter.

    Wendy welcomes him home from work with a kiss. She's changed into a beautiful red and white sundress. She wears heels with it. He feels a sense of elation at coming home to such a beautiful woman.

    They make dinner together and, as with breakfast, there are many small affections exchanged. They kiss. They touch. She strokes him through his pants. He lifts her dress and caresses her ass.

    They eat dinner on the deck as the sun goes down. They drink wine. They talk. They laugh. Once they've finished eating, Wendy gets up and moves to sit in Aaron's lap. He runs his hands over her body and they kiss and drink their wine. She works his cock with her ass, keeping him a state of arousal that is enhanced with the kissing.

    Eventually they get up and clear away the dishes. Wendy takes Aaron to the bedroom. They both strip naked. She lies face down in the bed and he retrieves the massage oil.

    He works her body for nearly an hour. He does so because he finds it pleasurable to rub his naked wife. He likes getting to run his hands over her tight, fit body. He likes the way she moans when he hits a spot that feels especially good. He loves when she flips onto her back and lets him rub her thighs, stomach, and breasts. He gets excited and towards the end of the massage he's damn near fully erect.

    "This was amazing," Wendy says when it's over. "You went above and beyond, baby. I'm a very lucky woman."

    "I'm the lucky one," he replies. Aaron means it, too. His marriage is happier than he ever imagined possible and Wendy is the most incredible woman he's ever met.

    "You deserve a reward for doing such an amazing job."

    She rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. Aaron stares between them. Her pussy is wet. Her legs are still slick with the massage oil. She looks perfect in every way.

    "You get to fuck me," she says.

    Aaron crawls between her legs. They kiss. His cock grows to a fully erect, throbbing state.

    "You only get 20 thrusts, though," she says. "If you can cum in 20 thrusts, then you're welcome to cum inside me. If you don't finish, you must pull out after 20. Do you understand?"

    Aaron nods. He wasn't expecting that he'd get to be inside her. He's thrilled.

    Wendy reaches down and guides his cock into her pussy. He fills her slowly.

    "That's one," she says. "I'll keep count. You can go as slow or fast as you'd like."

    Aaron is certain he won't be able to cum in just twenty thrusts, so he goes slowly. He accepts the denial from the start and resolves to simply enjoy the warmth and wetness of his wife's pussy.

    They kiss as he slides in and out of her. Her tongue is active and eager and her hands move down his back until she grasps his ass.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she whispers.

    "It's perfect."

    "You earned this. You worked hard to make me feel good, Aaron, and you earned the right to spend a little time inside me. Not nearly as much time as my bull, of course, but a little bit of time."

    "It feels so good," he says as he's certain he's nearing the last of his allotted thrusts. "Can I have more?"

    "No," Wendy replies. "You don't deserve more. You're a cuck. A man like Edwin deserves more than you. He deserves as much of my pussy as he wants because he makes my pussy feel so much better than you do."

    Aaron is close to an orgasm. He's so close. Her dirty talk does wonders for his arousal.

    "That's it," she says. "You're all out of thrusts."

    He pulls out. It's agonizing to have to do so, but he pulls out.

    "Did you enjoy my pussy?"

    "I did. I want more of it, Wendy, but I enjoyed your pussy so much."

    "Well, you can have more, but it has to be your tongue that penetrates me. I expect at least two orgasms. You better get to work."

    Aaron lies on his stomach. His cock is uncomfortably hard and he has to shift his body to relieve the discomfort. He licks his wife's pussy. He tends to her clit. She runs her hands through his hair and moans. Her body is still slick with massage oil and she looks astoundingly beautiful.

    Wendy cums after a few minutes of oral worship. Aaron kisses her inner thighs as she comes down from her climax. He slips a finger inside her to probe for her g-spot. She moans softly.

    "I want to sit on your face," she says.

    He moves into position on his back. She climbs on top. She sits on his face. She rides his mouth. She rides it to yet another orgasm. She cums hard.

    Wendy drags her pussy down his chest and stomach and Aaron hopes she'll take him inside her again. She doesn't, though. She's just teasing. She climbs off of him and lies next to her husband.

    "I enjoyed teasing you today," she says.

    "Will you tease me tomorrow?"

    "I will."

    "Will you let me cum tomorrow?"

    "I might. I don't know yet. If you're good, maybe I will. Maybe I won't, though. That's the fun of this though, isn't it?"

    "Yes," Aaron says as he smiles.

    "I need a quick shower to wash all this oil off. Come help me so I can tease you a little more."

    Wendy gets out of bed and saunters towards the bathroom. Aaron watches her go and then joins her. Any chance to spend time naked with his wife is one he'll jump at, after all, even if it means more teasing, more denial, and more beautiful frustration.

  
    A Week of Denial - Saturday

    Aaron's huffing and puffing as he jogs next to his wife. She's in better shape than he is. That wasn't always true. It changed after she started seeing Edwin. She wanted to look good for him so she started running and working out with great regularity. Now she's in the best shape of her life.

    "Are you okay?" Wendy asks.

    He smiles and nods. He's not really okay, but he's not going to collapse.

    She pulls up and Aaron is grateful for the break. They're on the portion of the paved running/biking trail that runs through the forest. It's beautiful. There are trees and boulders and though they can't see it, Aaron can hear the sounds of a stream.

    "You look so good," he says between deep breaths. "Even all sweaty you look so good."

    She smiles. "You're only saying that because it's been almost a week since I let you cum."

    He laughs. "That's not true. I mean, I'm sure it's a contributing factor, but you do look good, Wendy. You're gorgeous."

    She kisses him. He can't hold it for long because he's still out of breath, but it feels good. He enjoys the feel of her sweaty body against his. She enjoys how her leggings feel like a second skin against her lithe body.

    "Fuck, I want you," he says.

    "I know you do. I can feel it."

    Aaron laughs. "My body can't control itself."

    Wendy looks over her shoulder. There's a massive boulder a few dozen yards off the trail. She takes Aaron's hand and leads him into the woods. They move behind the boulder. She lowers his shorts. They kiss as she strokes his cock. He lowers her leggings and rubs her pussy, causing Wendy to moan into his mouth.

    She spins around, presses her hands against the boulder, and sticks out her ass. "Take me," she says.

    Aaron can't believe his good fortune. He slips his cock into his wife's pussy, grabs her hips, and fucks her right there in the forest.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks.

    "Like you wouldn't believe."

    He leans forward. Wendy turns her head and they kiss as he fucks her from behind. Her pussy is hot and wet and tight and every thrust is a little moment of bliss.

    "Tell me when you're close," she says.

    Aaron fucks her harder. The sound of their bodies slamming together drifts through the air. They kiss. She moans. He moans. The whole thing is astoundingly pleasurable.

    "I'm close," he says.

    "Pull out."

    Aaron doesn't want to. He can't. He has to have her.

    "Pull out."

    He pulls out. He clenches his fists and lets out a frustrated groan. Wendy spins around and leans against the rock. She plays with her pussy. She bites her lower lip while staring at his stiff dick.

    Aaron strokes himself.

    "No touching," she says. "A cuck doesn't get to choose when he cums. His hotwife does."

    Aaron groans again, this time out of pure frustration.

    "You should be grateful I let you experience my pussy, Aaron. Some cucks don't ever get to fuck their wives. I'm generous in that way, though. I let you get a little taste from time to time and when I'm feeling especially generous I let you fuck me and cum inside me."

    "Can I do that now?" he asks.

    She laughs and then moans while her fingers dance over her clit. "No, you can't."

    Wendy climaxes while leaning against the boulder. Aaron stands there with his stiff dick still throbbing with desire.

    She pushes away from the rock and pulls up her leggings. She approaches Aaron and he bends over to pull up his shorts. Wendy stops him, though. She falls to her knees. She takes his cock in her mouth. She swallows it while looking up at him. Suddenly Aaron's body is awash in pleasure once more. He groans. He rolls his head back and stares up at the treetops and the blue sky behind them as his wife blows him.

    Then it's over. There will be no orgasm. Instead, Wendy pulls his shorts and underwear back up, gives the bulge a little kiss, and then stands. Her lips are pressed against his a moment later. Her tongue ventures into his mouth. She presses her body against his and Aaron loses himself in his desire.

    "I know you want me, but you're a cuck. You're lucky I even let you inside me. Usually I won't do that on a day when I know Edwin's going to have me. I was horny, though, and when I'm horny I get what I want, unlike you."

    Her teasing is merciless. Aaron is aroused and hugely frustrated. He wants to fuck his wife. He can’t have her, though.

    "Let's go home," she says.

    Wendy turns and walks back towards the trail. Aaron follows. His erection is still significant but it will go down soon. They'll run back home. He'll be exhausted. Wendy will likely have him shower with her. She'll likely have him tend to her pussy. She'll absolutely tease him, too, all because it turns her on to do so.

    ---

    Edwin sits on the couch. He's naked from the waist down. He has a look of pure pleasure on his face. There's a good reason for that, though.

    Wendy is on her knees between his legs. His cock is in her mouth. She's giving a slow, almost worshipful blowjob. Her mouth is doing wondrous things for her bull and it's obvious that she finds great pleasure in it.

    Aaron is in the living room. He's watching. He has a view of his wife and her bull. He can see Wendy's mouth offering pleasure to the man that will fuck her in their bed tonight, that will sleep in their bed tonight, that will fuck her again tomorrow morning.

    "Aaron, baby, come here," Wendy says.

    He gets up and moves towards his wife. He falls to his knees. She kisses him with her fingers wrapped around Edwin's cock. He finds it thrilling. He's a cuck. It's wildly arousing to kiss his wife mere moments after her bull's cock has been in her mouth.

    "I want to sit on your face while I suck his dick," she says. "I want you to leave my pussy soaking wet, cuck. Soaking wet for his perfect cock. Take your place beneath me."

    Aaron moves to his back behind his wife. He slides beneath her as she lifts her hips to make room for him. Her skirt is bunched up around her waist and her panties have long since been stripped away.

    Wendy sits on his face. He has a view of the underside of Edwin's cock. He sees his wife's soft, perfect lips surround the head. He sees those lips move down the shaft. He sees her hand play with his balls. It's an exquisite view and of course it helps reinforce his position as her cuck as he's tending to her pussy to get it nice and wet for when her bull fucks her.

    Wendy slides back until her pussy rests on Aaron's chest. She looks down at him. She strokes her bull's dick and plays with his balls with the same hand. Those fingers then end up inside Aaron's mouth. He sucks them clean while she smiles.

    "You're such a cuck," she says. "I fucking love it."

    Wendy sits on his face once more. She resumes blowing her bull. She tells him how she can't wait to have him inside her, how she love these nights when he stays over because she loves it when he wakes up in the middle of the night, wakes her up, and fucks her before they both fall back asleep.

    Eventually, Wendy stands up. Edwin does too. Aaron remains on his back beneath them as they kiss while she takes off her bull's shirt. He removes her skirt and top and they're both naked.

    "Follow us to the bedroom, cuck," Wendy says.

    Aaron follows. He watches Edwin put a hand on Wendy's ass as they walk down the hallway. He sees his wife look at her bull with delight on her face. She can't wait to get fucked. Aaron knows that look. He knows how much pleasure Wendy derives from having Edwin inside her. He knows that in this moment, Wendy craves the pleasure of her bull's cock more than anything.

    They get in bed together. Edwin moves between her legs. Edwin's inside her a moment later. They share a kiss as Wendy's body opens for her bull's invading cock.

    "Fuck...I've had your cock so many times this week but this still feels so fucking good," she says.

    Aaron can see that she means it. The look on her face isn't one you can fake. It's pure. It's real. She is a woman in the midst of a moment of deep satisfaction.

    Edwin fucks her as Aaron strips and falls to his knees by the side of the bed. He witnesses his cuckolding. He witnesses his wife's great joy at having her bull inside her. He witnesses how she seems to get more turned on with each thrust, how she's clearly already well on her way to an orgasm that will no doubt leave her feeling utterly perfect.

    They cum together. It's beautiful. Aaron finds himself utterly enchanted with the sight of his wife and her bull climaxing at the same time. He finds himself hugely aroused, too.

    Wendy and Edwin kiss and caress each other in the aftermath of their orgasms.

    "You're incredible," she says to him. "You really do fuck me like no man ever has."

    He kisses her neck. "You're an absolute goddess in bed, Wendy. It's a privilege to get to fuck you."

    The comment seems to delight her. They share a long kiss and then Edwin pulls out.

    Wendy looks towards Aaron. There's another man in his bed and he's on his knees next to it. He's a cuck.

    She swings her legs over the edge of the bed and sits up. Aaron stares at her thighs. They're closed and her pussy is hidden from view. He wants to see it, though. He yearns for it.

    "Stand up," she says.

    Aaron stands and Wendy spreads her legs. She slips three fingers into her pussy and they emerge covered in Edwin's cum. Wendy wraps those fingers around Aaron's stiff cock and strokes him slowly.

    The sound is wet and sloppy. Aaron looks down and watches his wife's hand move up and down his shaft. It feels impossibly good and the fact that she's using her bull's cum only makes it hotter.

    "Do you want to cum?" she asks.

    Aaron nods.

    "You want to cum like this? With my bull's load all over your dick?"

    "I don't know."

    She smiles and stands. She keeps stroking him. Her lips find his neck. She kisses him softly and moans. "Would you prefer sloppy seconds?"

    "Yes."

    "You'll have to wait until tomorrow morning if you want to cum via sloppy seconds. Are you sure you can wait that long, cuck?"

    She's still stroking him. It feels so fucking good. "I think so."

    Wendy releases his cock. She lifts her hand. Aaron opens his mouth instinctively. The fingers that were around his cock are now in his mouth. He sucks them clean. It tastes awful. It's hot, though.

    "Leave us now," she says. "We're going to fuck again, obviously. I want you to wait outside the bedroom door. No masturbating. Just sitting and waiting. Stay naked, too."

    Aaron leaves the bedroom. He shuts the door behind him. He sits in the hallway.

    He remains there for nearly an hour. Wendy and Edwin take their time. There's talking. There's kissing. There's foreplay. There's lots of moaning. Then, finally, there's the sound of sex. Lots and lots of sex. Judging by the stops and starts, Aaron guesses that they change positions a handful of times.

    Wendy cums multiple times during their second interlude. Edwin cums once and it sounds as if it's one hell of an orgasm. His moans and groans are low, loud, and it feels as though they vibrate the floor beneath Aaron's ass.

    "Come in here, cuck!" Wendy calls out a few minutes after Edwin's orgasm.

    Aaron stands and opens the door. His wife looks exhausted and a little bit sweaty. A marathon of great sex will do that to a woman, though.

    Wendy spreads her legs. "There's quite a mess for you to clean up."

    Aaron enters the bedroom and crawls between her legs. He wastes no time plunging his tongue into her pussy and bathing his taste buds in Edwin's load.

    "Drink up, cuck," Wendy says. "Fuck...eat his cum out of me. Eat his fucking load."

    Aaron eats another man's load from his wife's pussy. The act of it makes his dick hard. That and the pent-up arousal, of course.

    Once he's finished, Wendy sits up and kisses him. She likes the taste of her bull's cum too.

    "It's time for you to go to bed, cuck," she says. "We'll fuck again, of course, and you're more than welcome to listen from the guest room. You're even allowed to stroke your cock while Edwin satisfies me again. No cumming, though. Just tease yourself on my behalf."

    Aaron gets up and leaves the bedroom. His wife cuddles with her bull. He takes one last look before stepping into the hallway. Jealousy and angst course through him. Arousal is there too. It's always there.

    Aaron goes into the guest room. He pulls back the comforter and lies on the soft, cool sheets. He stares up at the ceiling and takes hold of his cock. He strokes slowly. They're not fucking again - that won't happen for a while - but Aaron has decided he's going to tease himself until it's time for bed. It might take a few hours, but Aaron loves being turned on and existing in a blissful cuckold mindset, so he has no problem with that.

    The teasing is part of the fun, after all.

  
    A Week of Denial - Sunday

    Aaron wakes up to the sounds of sex coming from the master bedroom. His body is quickly flooded with desire as memories of last night combine with the beautiful sounds of Wendy's moaning and the bed frame groaning under the weight of the writhing bodies on top of it.

    Though he could remain in bed, Aaron chooses to get up and walk the short distance to the master bedroom. The door is open a crack - it must have been purposeful - and Aaron sees Wendy on her back. She's naked and Edwin's muscular body is between her legs. He's thrusting deep into her pussy as they kiss.

    Aaron feels an intense version of jealousy as he stands and watches. His wife is completely enamored with her bull. She's fucking him in the bed she shares with her husband, but in that moment Aaron would have been utterly astounded if Wendy was thinking of him at all. Why would she be? There's another man's cock inside her. She's getting fucked in the way she clearly craves. Her brain and body are undoubtedly awash in pleasure, which leaves very little room for thoughts of her husband.

    That jealousy is soon overwhelmed by arousal, as is always the case when Aaron watches Wendy have sex with her bull. His eyes roam over their bodies, though he keeps coming back to Wendy's face. It is in her expressions that he can see the overwhelming pleasure she feels. He also knows that she really only makes those faces with Edwin, that it's a different kind of pleasure her bull offers her.

    "Cum in me," Wendy says. "Cum in my pussy, Edwin. Fuck, cum inside me!"

    Aaron can hear that his wife is on the verge of an orgasm and she clearly wants her bull to cum too. Judging by the pace and aggressiveness of Edwin's thrusts, he's close. Very close. The sounds of sex get louder. Aaron strokes himself as he watches, knowing full well that he isn't allowed to cum.

    Edwin cums first, though Wendy's orgasm follows a moment later. She's clearly been holding off. Pleasure washes over her body as Edwin collapses on top of her. Wendy wraps her arms around him, arches her back a little, and lets out a series of beautiful moans that indicate she's having a world class orgasm.

    Aaron watches with a stiff cock and both jealousy and pleasure battling inside him. There's nothing quite like watching another man cum inside his wife. It's the part of his cuckolding that triggers a truly primal reaction, like something unnatural is occurring as the woman he's married to has welcomed another man's seed into her womb. That violation of their marital bond is a source of great arousal for Aaron, though, and his cock always gets a little bit harder as he witnesses his wife's insemination.

    Edwin's cock remains inside Wendy as they share deep post-coital kisses. Her hands move over his body like she still craves him, like she can't get enough of him despite the fact that he's fucked her nearly half a dozen times since arriving last night.

    Eventually, though, Edwin pulls out and heads for the bathroom. Wendy watches him go and turns her attention to the door.

    "You can come in," she says.

    Aaron pushes the bedroom door open and steps inside. His cock protrudes from his boxers and Wendy glances at it and smiles.

    "Did you enjoy watching?"

    "I did."

    "And would you like to have your orgasm now?"

    "I would."

    Wendy beckons him towards the bed. "Lie next to me."

    Aaron does as his wife desires and she rolls onto her side. Her breasts press into his arm and her lips find his neck for a series of soft kisses, each followed by a delicate moan. Her fingers encircle his cock and she strokes him slowly and with a tight grip.

    "This has been an incredible week," she whispers.

    "I know."

    "I think I'm going to deny you more often," she says. "I think I like it better when you go a long time between orgasms. I like the desperation. I like the eagerness. I like the fact that I can make you do naughty things just for my pleasure."

    Aaron groans, in part because he finds the idea of continued denial frustrating and in part because he's turned on by it.

    "You were inside me more often this week than you've been since I met Edwin," she says. "That will continue...you just won't get to cum inside me all that often. You won't get to experience an orgasm all that often. You'll get more of me, though, and that's more than most cucks can say."

    "I know. I...I enjoyed this week," he replies.

    Wendy rolls onto her back. Aaron moves to his side and takes one of her breasts in his hand. He kisses her as his fingers move over her smooth stomach and between her legs. He plunges into her wet pussy and she moans into his mouth.

    Aaron pulls his fingers free and sucks them clean without giving it a second thought. Wendy watches his lips and smiles.

    "Does he taste good?"

    He nods.

    "Share it with me."

    They share a cum-flavored kiss. Wendy's tongue is active. Her hand moves the back of his head so she can keep him close for as long as she desires.

    "Put your cock inside me," she says. "Fuck me, Aaron. Fuck me for as long as you can last. Fuck me and cum inside me."

    Aaron moves between her legs. He guides his cock into her sloppy, well-fucked pussy. He plunges deep inside and holds it there as pleasure encircles him.

    "That feels so good."

    "My pussy is better after Edwin's had his way with me, isn't it? You prefer it sloppy and wet and filled with another man's load."

    Aaron thrusts in and out of her. She's soaked. Completely soaked. Her pussy feels looser than usual. The stimulation isn't quite the same, and yet he's so turned on that it actually feels better than usual.

    "Pull out and put your tongue inside me," she says.

    Aaron pulls out, scoots back, and briefly pushes his tongue into her pussy.

    "Now fuck me and kiss me."

    Aaron kisses his wife and guides his cock back inside her. Wendy grabs his ass with both hands while their tongues entwine.

    "Fuck me, cuck," she says. "Fuck your wife after a sexually superior man has had his way with her. Fuck your wife and cum deep inside her after he put so many loads of cum into my pussy."

    Aaron's getting close. He'd love for it to last, but a week of denial means that's not possible.

    "Cum in me, cuck!"

    Aaron thinks of her uttering those words - most of them, at least - to Edwin. He suspects she wanted it more with Edwin, that she truly craved his cum inside her. That thought turns him on and sends him over the top.

    "Oh, fuck!"

    Aaron cums in his wife. He buries his dick inside her and his body trembles from the release of a week's worth of pent up desire. His toes dig into the bed and his fingers grasp the sheets on either side of Wendy's head while she holds him close and showers his neck and cheeks in kisses.

    "Did that feel good?" she asks.

    "Better than good," he replies with a chuckle. "So much better than good."

    Aaron lifts his head and sees a bright smile on Wendy's face. It seems that making him cum has brought her some measure of joy.

    "I'd like to cum," she says.

    "Do you want me to play with your tits while you masturbate?"

    "No, cuck. I want you to eat my pussy. I want you to clean the mess out of me and work my clit until I have an orgasm."

    Aaron is not excited about that task.

    "Remember, cuck, that I'm in control of when you cum and I'll have no difficulty denying you for a few weeks if you can't find it in yourself to clean me right now."

    He pulls out. He moves back. He lays between her legs. He stares at her pussy. It's wet and messy and there's foamy white stuff all around as the result of agitating the cum that was already inside her.

    There's no point in delaying, though, so Aaron plunges his tongue inside his wife. He tastes the mixture of cum. It's gross. Exceptionally gross. He drags his tongue up towards her clit, swallows, and repeats the whole process.

    "That's it, cuck," Wendy says before grasping her breasts and arching her back. "Fuck, clean that mess out of me."

    It's not long before Aaron has given his wife an orgasm. She quivers in their bed. Moans escape her lips and float into the air. He feels a sense of pride at his willingness to accept the unpleasant task of cleaning two loads in the name of making his wife feel good.

    "I'm going to join Edwin in the shower," she says. "I'd like you to get started on breakfast for us."

    "Of course," Aaron replies.

    Wendy gets out of bed and walks to the bathroom. Aaron watches her go and then puts on some clothes and heads for the kitchen.

    It's been a hell of a week and it has ended in the most pleasurable way possible. Aaron knows Wendy is going to be true to her word and continue to deny him, but he can't help but find more than a little excitement in that notion. It was a thrilling week, after all, and Wendy was right that they fucked and fooled around far more often than usual. He didn't cum, but sometimes it's not all about cumming, especially for a cuck.

    Sometimes it's all about the tease and denial and he’s excited for more of both.

  
    A Week of Denial - Thursday

    Wendy always wakes up in a downright gleeful mood the day after she's been with Edwin and today is no different.

    She wakes Aaron by bringing coffee to the bedroom. It's the smell that lures him from sleep. He opens his eyes to see his wife standing by the bed in a pink satin camisole and matching pink satin panties. Her nipples are hard and poking through the thin, soft material. She has a bright, beautiful smile on her face.

    "Good morning," she says.

    Aaron sits up and grabs his mug. Wendy climbs into the bed next to him. She inches closer until her arm is against his. They sip their coffee together before she leans over and rests her head on his shoulders.

    "I take it you slept well," he says while putting his arm around her.

    "Like a baby. I always sleep well after Edwin's had his way with me."

    "And you always wake up so happy."

    "I do."

    She smiles brightly and kisses Aaron on the cheek. She lets her lips linger long enough that he wonders if she has naughty intent. She might, though after the kiss she goes back to sipping her coffee.

    "Any special plans for today?" he asks.

    "I have dinner with clients tonight. You'll be all on your own."

    "Aww, poor me."

    She laughs. "Yeah? Will you miss me?"

    "You know I will. It's not the same coming home to an empty house."

    She snuggles a little closer and then reaches across Aaron and puts her mug on his nightstand. She rests a hand on his chest and kisses his neck. This time, though, she moans softly and her hand moves down his chest.

    Her fingers slip into his underwear and take hold of his cock. She strokes him a few times as Aaron sips his coffee. He's not sure what Wendy's intent is, but it feels awfully good.

    "Did you get hungry at work yesterday, or was my bull's cum enough to hold you over until dinner?" she asks.

    "I got a little hungry. That only made me think even more about you feeding me his cum, though."

    She works his underwear down and frees his cock. Her fingers grip Aaron a little tighter and the stroking feels better.

    "I liked sitting on your face and feeding you his load," she says. "I liked that you were hard while I did it. I liked that your dick was hard as a rock while you drank another man's cum out of my pussy."

    He turns his head and Wendy kisses him. His hand finds its way to her breasts and he plays with them through the soft satin of her camisole.

    "Your dick is so hard," she says.

    "I want you so badly."

    Wendy moans softly. "Yeah? You want my pussy?"

    "More than anything."

    "And does it bother you that I'm not going to let you have me?"

    "No," he admits. "It...in a way, it turns me on."

    "You're such a cuck."

    "Yes, I am."

    She straddles him. She lowers her hips until his cock is pressed against her panty clad pussy. Wendy begins to move her hips back and forth. She teases the head of his dick with her panties. They feel so soft and there's a bit of heat emanating from them.

    "The panties feel good, don't they?" she asks.

    He nods.

    Wendy moves back, sits, and takes off her panties. She holds them in her hand and wraps them around Aaron's cock. She smiles and strokes him with the soft material.

    "Fuck, Wendy, that feels amazing."

    "Would you like to cum?"

    "Yes, more than anything."

    She strokes him faster and he gets closer to an orgasm.

    "I'll let you cum, but you have to do something for me."

    "What do I have to do?"

    "You have to wear the panties to work and you don't get to clean them. Your cum has to stay in them and you have to wear them all day."

    He's getting closer. If he cums he'll have to wear a pair of panties for the first time in his life and they'll be soaked in his load.

    "No," he says.

    Wendy pulls her panties away and leaves his cock throbbing and untouched. "Are you sure?" she asks.

    Aaron nods.

    She smiles and lowers her head to his crotch. She takes him in her mouth. She sucks him slowly and sensually. She brings him closer to the edge of climax and Aaron closes his eyes and moans at how fucking good it feels.

    "Are you sure?" she asks. "Because I'd be more than happy to make you cum, Aaron. You just have to do it into the panties and then put them on after your shower and keep them on for the rest of the day."

    He wants to cum. Of course he does. He just doesn't want to agree to her terms. It would be gross and humiliating and he might get caught, which would not be worth it.

    "No."

    She smiles, crawls forward, and kisses him with such depth that it catches him off guard. Aaron's arousal surges and for a moment he considers changing his mind. He can't, though. It's just too humiliating to even consider.

    Wendy takes him into her pussy. He groans into her mouth. She rocks her hips back and forth a handful of times. Every little movement lures him closer to an orgasm.

    "Are you sure?" she asks.

    "Yes, I'm sure. I can't wear the panties. I just can't."

    Wendy lifts her pussy from his cock, denying him the intense pleasure he craves. He feels the bedroom's cool air on his slick shaft. Wendy moves back until she's sitting between his legs. She reaches down and slips two fingers into her pussy and begins to masturbate.

    "Can I help?" he asks.

    She shakes her head. "You can sit right there and watch. No masturbating, though. Just watch your wife have an orgasm. That's something you should be used to, right cuck?"

    Aaron watches. He witnesses Wendy's pleasure. He wants to help. He wants to masturbate. He does none of that, though. He just sits and watches like she instructed him.

    She cums hard. She crawls forward to kiss him. She gets out of bed and heads for the bathroom.

    Aaron smiles and sips his coffee as his erection deflates. It's been five days since he was allowed to cum. He's not sure how long it will be before Wendy lets him get off again. He likes all the teasing, though. He likes it a lot.

    ---

    "Just finished dinner," Wendy texts a little after 8 p.m.

    "Long meal usually means good things, right?"

    "It does. Very productive."

    "I'll see you soon."

    "Actually, you won't. I'm heading over to Edwin's. I need what he can give me. It'll be quick, though. In and out, so to speak."

    Aaron feels jealous. That happens a lot, though. "Have fun," he texts.

    Fifteen minutes later, Aaron gets another text.

    "I was thinking about seeing Edwin before I left for dinner, so I put on something sexy for him. I thought you might like to see it before he takes it off and has his way with my body."

    [Image]

    Aaron stares at the image of his wife in the red lace bra and panty set. She looks stunning, as always. He finds himself aroused at the notion that the picture was taken in another man's bedroom, that his wife will soon be in the bed in the background of the image, that another man's cock will soon be driving in and out of her pussy in a quest to give her the kind of orgasm that she clearly craved, the kind that her husband couldn't give her.

    He's jealous and turned on. That happens a lot, though.

    "You look gorgeous. Edwin's a lucky man."

    "Yes, he is," she texts. "He knows it, though, and he's going to fuck me like I need to be fucked."

    Half an hour passes before Aaron hears from his wife once more.

    "On my way home. He gave me what I needed and more."

    Twenty minutes later, Wendy pulls into the driveway. She enters the house in a satin blouse and a pair of black pants. It's business attire, though she looks really good. Aaron knows that what lies beneath looks even better, though.

    She smiles and walks past him. Aaron follows his wife to the bedroom.

    "Strip," she demands.

    He removes his clothes while she stands and watches without removing a single article of her clothing.

    "On your knees."

    Aaron falls to his knees.

    "Masturbate."

    He strokes his cock and Wendy begins to strip. He gets hard with ease, though Aaron tries his best not to get anywhere near an orgasm.

    "Fuck, you look gorgeous," he says as she stands in front of him in the red lace bra and panties she wore for Edwin.

    "He thought so too. He even had me keep the panties on as I rode him."

    "Did he cum inside you?"

    "Of course he did."

    Wendy approaches Aaron and runs her fingers through his hair. He can smell the sex emanating from her crotch. He's pretty sure he can smell Edwin's cum, too. There's something intoxicating about it, though he wonders if only a cuck would feel that way.

    "What do you want right now?" she asks.

    "I'm not sure. I want to fuck you. I want to eat your pussy. I want to cum. I want you to share the details of the sex you had. I want...shit, I guess I want everything."

    "So greedy."

    "I can't help it."

    "Stand up."

    Aaron stands and Wendy caresses his face softly. Her hand moves to the back of his head and she guides him to her breasts. He takes her nipple in his mouth and sucks while swirling his tongue around it. She moans so beautifully as her fingers dance through the short hair on the back of his head.

    Wendy steps back and he stares at her lean, beautiful body.

    "What do you want?" he asks.

    "I got what I wanted, what I needed."

    "What only your bull can give you."

    "That's right, cuck."

    Wendy beckons him closer and sits on the edge of the bed. He moves towards her and she takes his cock in her hand. She strokes it and teases the head. His body trembles with desire.

    "I want you inside me," she says.

    Wendy backs up into the bed.

    "Take my panties off."

    He crawls between her legs and takes her panties off. He glances down and sees the cum in the gusset. His cock throbs and his pulse quickens just a bit at the notion that another man came inside his wife. No matter how many times it happens, the idea is always thrilling to Aaron.

    "Put your cock inside me, but no thrusting."

    He sets her panties aside, crawls forward, and guides his cock inside her. He buries it deep before Wendy pulls his lips to hers for a long kiss. Her tongue feels wondrous in his mouth, but Aaron can't really think of anything other than how good it feels to be inside her pussy after Edwin came in her.

    "I want you to fuck me," she says, "but you're not allowed to cum and you're not allowed to pull out unless I give you permission."

    Aaron smiles and begins to fuck his wife. He goes slowly, though, as he has no interest in breaking her rule and cumming.

    "Faster," she says. "I want to feel it, Aaron. Faster and harder."

    He fucks her harder. He fucks her faster. It feels so good. She's wet and loose, though, and he's thankful for that because it means slightly less stimulation.

    "How does it feel to fuck me after Edwin pumped his cum into my pussy?"

    "So fucking good," Aaron answers.

    "How does it feel to know that I went to him for a good fucking instead of you?"

    "It feels right."

    She smiles. "It is right, cuck. That's how it should be. The bull fucks. The cuck cleans up. You're lucky I've let you inside me."

    Aaron is hugely aroused. Every thrust feels incredible.

    "Wendy, I'm getting close," he says.

    "Don't cum. You won't like what happens if you cum."

    "What happens?"

    She smiles. "If you cum, I'm going to make you suck Edwin's cock on Saturday."

    Aaron stops thrusting.

    "Don't stop. Keep fucking me."

    He begins to thrust again, though now Aaron feels fear. He doesn't want to suck cock. Not at all.

    "It's scary, isn't it?"

    He nods.

    "To be honest, I'd find it hot, baby. I'd enjoy seeing my cuck husband wrap his lips around my bull's dick. There's a part of me that wants you to cum, that wants to make you cum in my pussy, that wants to give you that pleasure so you'll have to be a cocksucker on Saturday."

    "Please, don't."

    The idea of sucking cock is horrifying to Aaron, but her pussy feels so good and he's so turned on that he worries he might blow his load despite his massive misgivings.

    "My pussy sounds so sloppy," Wendy says.

    It does. It's a mess down there. That only makes the sex hotter for Aaron, though.

    "Are you sure you don't want to cum inside me, cuck?"

    "I want to...but I don't want to suck cock."

    She kisses him. She wraps her legs around him. She moans into his mouth.

    "I can barely feel your dick," she whispers. "Edwin stretched me tight little married pussy. He stretched it and he filled it with his hot load."

    Aaron's getting closer to an orgasm.

    "It's too bad he's not here. I'd let him fuck me again. I'd beg him for it. I'd beg him to fuck me because my husband's cock just isn't good enough."

    She's trying to get him to cum. It's cruel but so fucking hot.

    "Mmm, baby, are you sure you don't want to cum?"

    "No, I don't. I don't want to cum."

    She makes a pouty face. "Okay, you can pull out."

    He pulls out and feels a sense of relief. He looks down at her pussy and sees that it's become a creamy mess thanks to the sloppy seconds sex.

    "I want to ride your face," she says.

    Aaron gets on his back and Wendy straddles his face. She drops her sloppy pussy onto his mouth and she rides. She makes a mess of him. He can feel it. The cum and pussy juice gets everywhere. It's thick and foamy and gross, but there's also the intense pleasure of having his wife ride his face.

    Wendy cums hard and then climbs off his face and laughs. It seems that she can't help herself.

    "What a mess," she says. "What a beautiful mess."

    "I want you to sleep like that, baby," she says. "I want you to stay there on your back until all that cum and messiness and pussy juice dries and then I want you to sleep with it on your face."

    Aaron stays on his back as Wendy leaves the bedroom. His cock is still hard and no doubt covered in a mixture of Edwin's cum and Wendy's juices.

    What a humiliating way to end the day.

    Aaron knows he's a lucky man, though. He loves being a cuckold, after all.

  
    A Week of Denial - Tuesday

    Aaron wakes with a feeling of intense pleasure between his legs. It takes a few moments to realize that Wendy is stroking his cock.

    Her lips find the back of his neck and she moans. Her satin camisole feels wondrous pressed against his back. Aaron moans as he fully wakes up.

    "Good morning," he says softly.

    "Yes it is."

    Wendy rolls him onto his back and pulls the covers aside. She yanks his underwear off and pulls off the satin tap shorts that match her camisole. A moment later she's on top of him.

    Her pussy hovers over his stiff cock. She smiles and leans down. She kisses his neck and moans softly and beautifully.

    "I had a dream about Edwin," Wendy says.

    "A good dream?"

    She moans. "A very good dream."

    The very tip of his cock enters her pussy. It's a tease. Aaron is tempted to grab her ass and pull her down on his cock, but he knows that the fun will end if he does that. Wendy's in control, after all.

    "We were in a hotel," she whispers between kisses. "A gorgeous hotel in the mountains. He was sitting on the balcony. I was on my knees. I had his cock in my mouth. My fingers were wrapped around it. I was giving him a slow blowjob, baby. The kind that he really likes. The kind where it feels like I'm worshiping his perfect cock."

    Aaron moans. He's seen his wife give that kind of blowjob to her bull. "Did he cum in your mouth?"

    "No. I asked him to fuck me in the dream. He stood me up. He bent me over the railing. He took me from behind. He fucked me so hard, Aaron. He fucked me so hard and I came all over his cock. I begged him to cum inside me. He buried his dick in me and flooded my pussy with his cum."

    Aaron wants to be inside her. He needs to be inside her. "Can I fuck you?" he asks.

    Wendy smiles, grabs his hands, and pins them above his head. She takes him inside her. She sinks down and the heat and wetness of her pussy engulfs his erection.

    "You feel so good."

    Wendy slowly lifts her hips until just the tip remains inside her. She sinks down just as slowly. Aaron's body shudders with pleasure.

    "You don't feel as good as he does," she says while holding his gaze. "If you were Edwin I'd let you fuck me. If you were my bull I'd let you fuck me any way you wanted me. You're my cuck, though, so this is all you get."

    She rides him at an achingly slow pace. He can’t cum at that pace. He can feel the pleasure, though. He feels jealous of her bull, too, since Edwin would get to cum inside her if he was fucking Wendy.

    After a tantalizingly short time inside her, Wendy lifts her hips and drags them forward until she's sitting on Aaron's face. He eats her pussy until she cums. A few times she reaches back to give his dick a stroke or two. She smiles each time she does it because it delights her to tease him.

    After her orgasm, Wendy heads for the shower. She asks Aaron to join her. There's plenty of kissing and touching and cock stroking, though he doesn't go down on her.

    He volunteers to make breakfast that day. Wendy remains in the bedroom. She emerges having done her hair and makeup. She wears a black satin robe and stockings.

    "What's with the outfit?" Aaron asks.

    Wendy smiles and sits at the table as he brings over their food. "I'm having a FaceTime call with Edwin after you leave for work. We're going to have phone sex and I wanted to look good for him."

    "After I leave?"

    Wendy nods. "Sorry, baby. It was the only time he was available. He'll be on a plane by the time you get home from work."

    "What's under the robe?"

    She smiles. "Wouldn't you like to know."

    Aaron is denied the chance to see what's under the robe. He's sent off to work with a kiss and a bit of gentle cock stroking.

    He doesn't hear from Wendy for another two hours. He thinks of her the entire time. It's just phone sex, but even when Wendy is connecting with her bull via FaceTime Aaron gets turned on.

    "I came three times," she says when she finally texts. "He came twice. We chatted about life, work, etc, during his refractory period. Then he had me fuck myself with a dildo. The big one that I have. I fucked myself for him and told him how badly I wanted him inside me, how badly I missed him, how your cock just didn't measure up to his, how he's the only man that can truly satisfy me. Every word of it was true, baby. Every single word."

    Arousal stirs Aaron's cock, though he feels a touch of jealousy, too, as he wishes desperately that he had been there to witness that. He would have loved to see his wife put on a show for her bull, to see her fucking a toy and declaring her overwhelming lust for the man that has fucked her to so many body shaking orgasms.

    "Would you like to see what I had on underneath the robe?" Wendy texts.

    "More than anything."

    "I want something."

    "Anything."

    "Buy me something pretty. Right now. Go online and buy me something pretty. Something to wear for Edwin. Take your time. Make sure it's sexy."

    Aaron disconnects his phone from the company WiFi and brings up the Honey Birdette website. It's Wendy's favorite lingerie brand and he knows he can't go wrong ordering something from there.

    Though he's in a rush to see the lingerie she wore for the FaceTime call, Aaron takes his time. He probably should be working, but he can't possibly concentrate on work while his wife is offering the chance to see the lingerie she wore for another man.

    It takes a while, but ultimately Aaron settles on the Whitney corset, an exquisite and mostly sheer piece of lingerie that will look utterly breathtaking on Wendy. When combined with the panties it costs him nearly $400 and it's worth every penny to make her look beautiful for Edwin.

    Aaron makes the purchase, takes a screenshot of the confirmation page and of the Whitney corset page so she can see an image of what he's bought, and sends it to his wife.

    "That looks exquisite," she replies. "How generous of you, Aaron. You're such a good cuck. I love that you can be so generous when it comes to making me look good for my bull. Edwin will be so excited to see me in that. Hopefully it arrives by the end of the week so I can wear it for him while he stays at our house on Saturday night."

    "Any expense is worth it to make you happy, Wendy."

    She sends him a picture of her in the robe, the stockings, and a dark red lace bodysuit. It looks exquisite on her body. He stares. His dick gets hard as he imagines her fucking herself with a toy for Edwin's pleasure.

    
      
    

    Wendy sends an audio file (note: link goes to an audio file I created). "I thought you might enjoy listening to a bit of dirty talk. I recorded myself for you."

    Aaron puts in his earbuds and taps the screen. He listens to his wife talking dirty to Edwin. He imagines her fucking herself with a toy as she talks to him. His cock gets harder. It's a little more difficult than it was the day before. Another day has passed since his last orgasm, after all. Aaron wonders how long it will be before Wendy lets him cum again.

    He doesn't hear from her for the rest of the day. He listens to the audio countless times, though. He thoroughly enjoys every second of it.

    Wendy isn't there to greet Aaron when he gets home from work. She's left him a note. She says that she got an invite to go out to dinner with her friends and she accepted it.

    The note also includes instructions to hand wash the lingerie she wore that afternoon. Her pussy leaked quite a bit of wetness into it. Aaron smiles and texts his wife. He lets her know he got her note and that he's going to wash the lingerie.

    "It's nice to know that I get to go out with my friends while my husband hand washes the lingerie I wore for another man," she replies. "You make my life so much better, Aaron. There are some cute guys here, by the way. One of them already asked me to dance. I won't be fucking anyone, but I do think I'll do some dancing. Maybe even a little kissing. I might need your tongue when I get home."

    "My tongue will be ready," he replies.

    Aaron washes Wendy's lingerie before dinner. He wants to make sure it's done. He can't imagine disappointing her.

    He makes himself dinner. He puts on a movie and relaxes with dinner and a beer. He thinks of his wife dancing with another man. He thinks of her kissing another man. He loves that she's so free, so open, so vivacious.

    Wendy gets home a little after 10 p.m. Aaron greets her at the door. He can taste the alcohol on her breath when they kiss.

    "You're not the first man to kiss me tonight," she says.

    Wendy looks stunningly hot in a short skirt and camisole. Her nipples are hard and he's fairly certain she's not wearing a bra. Aaron is hard, too, and he wants to fuck his wife.

    "I want you," he says.

    "You can't have me," she replies. "But you can get on your fucking knees and eat my pussy."

    She pushes on the top of his head. Aaron falls to his knees. Wendy leans against the door and he lifts her skirt and pulls down her panties. His tongue finds its way inside her. She's soaked.

    "The guy I danced with was gorgeous. Ten years younger than me. A great kisser, too. I would have fucked him if I didn't already have a bull. I could feel his cock as we made out. I could feel how big it was, baby. It would have been so much fun to fuck him, to take him out to his car, suck his dick for a little while, and take him for a ride. Fuck, if Edwin wasn't coming back tomorrow I probably would have fucked him. I want to save my pussy for my bull, though. I want to be desperate for dick by the time I see him."

    Wendy cums soon after. She looks beautiful as she climaxes.

    Aaron moves to get up, but she stops him.

    "Take your cock out."

    He unzips his pants and frees his cock.

    "Masturbate. Slowly."

    Aaron stares up at his wife and strokes his dick. She lifts her shirt and reveals that she didn't wear a bra. She takes her breasts in her hands and plays with them. She moans. One hand moves over her stomach and under her skirt. Two fingers disappear into her pussy and emerge coated in her juices.

    "I'm still turned on," she says.

    "Can I eat your pussy again?"

    She shakes her head and rubs her clit.

    "Stand up."

    He stands. She lifts one leg and he slips an arm under it to hold her up.

    "Put your dick inside me."

    He inches forward and slips his cock into her pussy.

    "Hold it there."

    "Can I fuck you?"

    She shakes her head and masturbates.

    "Kiss me."

    They kiss. Her pussy feels so good. He wants to fuck her more than anything. It takes all his willpower not to thrust. He wants it so badly. He craves it. He needs it.

    Wendy cums with his cock inside her. She cums as they kiss. She cums on one leg while rubbing her clit. She cums while denying Aaron the pleasure of fucking her despite the fact that he's inside her.

    "Pull out," she says.

    He pulls out and she tucks his cock back into his pants and kisses him deeply.

    "Thank you," she whispers. "Those were two lovely orgasms."

    "I'm desperate. Can I cum?" he asks.

    She laughs softly. "No. Of course not. If you were my bull then you'd have already cum. You'd have fucked me up against the door. You'd have picked me up and pounded me. You'd have spun me around and taken me from behind. You'd have fucked me on the floor. You'd have unloaded in my pussy while I told you how much I loved your cock. You're not my bull, though. You're my cuck, which means you get teased and denied because it makes my pussy so fucking wet to do so."

    Wendy walks away. Aaron feels a desperate kind of love for her. He's frustrated, but he loves that frustration. He loves being her cuck. He loves everything about it.

    With any luck she'll let him cum tomorrow after she fucks her bull.

    Aaron might not be lucky, though. He might end up frustrated. That wouldn't be the worst outcome, though. It might be a hell of a lot of fun, in fact.

  
    A Week of Denial - Wednesday

    Wendy's spot in the bed is empty when Aaron wakes up on Wednesday morning. The shower isn't running, either.

    Aaron checks his phone. Wendy sent a text. She went for a workout. She wanted to get in a good sweat. She'll be back soon.

    Aaron showers and gets dressed for work. He's making breakfast when Wendy comes home. He's already got her post-workout smoothie ready to go. She smiles sweetly when she sees it on the counter.

    Instead of going for the smoothie, though, Wendy moves behind Aaron and wraps her arms around him. She's sweaty, but he doesn't mind getting some of it on his work shirt.

    Wendy kisses the back of his neck and immediately her hand moves between his legs. He puts aside the spatula as she moans and caresses his cock until he's hard.

    "I'm going to get fucked today," she whispers. "I'm going to get fucked multiple times."

    She's talking about Edwin, of course.

    "I'm going to get fucked and my husband's cock won't be anywhere near my pussy at any point today," she says. "Because my pussy belongs to another man today."

    Aaron closes his eyes, grips the counter, and groans.

    "Do you want to watch, baby? Do you want to watch my bull fuck me?"

    "Yes, more than anything," he replies.

    "It's a shame that his flight gets in around noon," she says. "I won't be able to wait until you're home from work, baby. I'm sorry. I have to have him. In fact, I'm going to pick him up from the airport and there's every chance he'll have me once before we even get home."

    "You're going to fuck him in the car?"

    "At the very least I'm going to blow him, but he might get so worked up that he has to pull over and have his way with me. Of course, he'll fuck me again. You know how he is, how virile he is, how much he enjoys fucking me."

    All Aaron can think about is his wife having sex with another man. That would be torturous for most men, but it's pure pleasure for Aaron. Multiple days of teasing and denial have made it so much easier for Wendy to get him worked up.

    "I can take a late lunch break," Aaron says. "Then I could come home and watch for a little bit. Would that be okay?"

    Wendy spins him around and he smiles. Her hair is in a ponytail and it always looks so fucking gorgeous like that.

    "My pussy is sweaty. Very sweaty," she says. "And I want to sit on your face for a little while."

    "Okay."

    "Don't agree just yet. I have a condition. The only way you're allowed to come home for your lunch break is if you agree not to wash your face after I ride it. I want the smell of my pussy to be on your face at work. I want you to smell me all day. I want you to smell the pussy that Edwin's going to fuck as much as he wants today. I want you to smell it and know that you're not allowed to have it."

    Aaron agrees without a moment's hesitation. The smell won't be overwhelming and it will be easy to stay far enough from his coworkers that they won't smell his wife's pussy on him.

    Wendy smiles and kicks off her sneakers. She takes off her leggings - she's not wearing any panties - and then turns and heads for the bedroom.

    Aaron follows and Wendy pushes him onto his back in their bed. She climbs on his face and sits down. She's not content to merely let him lick her pussy, though. Instead, she rides his face. She rubs her pussy and thighs all over it. She covers him in her wetness, in her sweat, in her juices.

    She moans throughout. She's using his face to stimulate her clit and she clearly takes delight in his willingness to submit to this very particular desire of hers. Aaron finds intense satisfaction in lying beneath his wife, though, so of course he's willing to do whatever she desires.

    "Mmm, baby, should I sit on your face like this after Edwin fucks me?" she asks. "Should I send you back to work covered in my pussy juices and his cum?"

    Aaron moans. He knows she won't do that - a face full of cum would be quite noticeable - but he's turned on by the idea of her sitting on his face after getting fucked by another man.

    "I know it's terrible, but I'm kind of turned on by the idea of that. Of making a mess of you, baby. Of making a mess of my cuck and sending you off to work while I fuck Edwin again."

    Aaron can tell she's getting worked up and he wonders if she'll cum on his face. More juices would flow from her pussy. He wouldn't mind it, though. He'd like it, in fact.

    Wendy lifts her pussy from his face before cumming, though. She pulls her hips back, looks down at him, and smiles. "What a beautiful mess." Wendy leans in and inhales. "I can smell myself on you. I can smell my pussy and my sweat. You'll be smelling me all day, baby."

    She's right. He can already smell her. It's a mixture of pussy and sweat. It's incredible. It's going to drive him mad all day long in the best way possible.

    Wendy gets up and walks out of the bedroom. Aaron follows. He needs to have breakfast quickly so he can make it to work on time. He'll need his boner to go away first, though.

    ---

    "Would you like to see what I'm wearing to greet Edwin at the airport?" Wendy texts a little after 11 a.m.

    "Yes, please."

    
      
    

    Aaron waits for the demand, but none comes. Instead, Wendy sends a picture of her in a short pleated skirt and a cropped white sweater. She looks amazing, as always. Aaron feels a touch of jealousy - the good kind that a cuck enjoys - as he considers that Wendy never wears short skirts for him. Those are only for her bull and he knows that Edwin's hands will be all over her ass, either at the airport as they kiss each other or in the parking lot or car.

    "You look amazing," he texts.

    "Thank you, cuck. I can't tell you how excited I am to see him. I swear I can feel it in my entire body. My pussy is soaked, too. It's soaked for him, cuck. It's been just a handful of days since I've seen him and I'm desperate for him. That's how you know he fucks me so much better than you. My body is literally craving him."

    "I love that you're so into him. I love that you're so into teasing me, too. This has already been an incredible week."

    "I love you, baby. I hope you can make him home for lunch. I'll be in touch when Edwin and I are close to home so you can leave work."

    It's close to 1 p.m. when Aaron hears from his wife again. That makes sense, though. The airport is more than an hour from their house and there's a decent chance that Wendy and Edwin had taken their time getting going as Aaron was quite certain that his wife's bull felt the same intense desire for her that she felt for him.

    "You should leave for home now," she texts.

    That's all Aaron needs. He grabs his stuff and heads for his car with plans to take a long lunch break. Once he's settled behind the wheel Aaron notices another message from his wife. She's sent an audio file. He connects his phone to the car's sound system and presses play.

    [Click to listen to the audio file]

    Aaron listens to the audio file several times on the way home. He loves the playfulness and lust in her voice. He loves thinking about her having sucked Edwin's cock in the car. He loves that she was so desperate to fuck him, to have him inside her. He loves that he's driving home to spend his lunch break watching another man fuck his wife.

    Wendy surprises Aaron by opening the front door as he approaches. She's in the lingerie she'd sent a selfie of on Monday. The black bra, panties, and stockings look even better in person.

    "Welcome home, cuck," she says softly. "Come in."

    Aaron steps into the house. Wendy shuts the door and steps into his arms. They share a kiss. A long, lingering kiss.

    "Can you taste his cock?" she whispers.

    Aaron smiles and runs his hands down his wife's back. He grabs her ass and squeezes it hard.

    "You get to watch him fuck me, cuck," she says. "You get to watch him ravage your wife. You get to watch him give me what I need, what you're not capable of giving me."

    "Can I masturbate?"

    "No," she says. "You'll have to keep your hands off your cock. You'll have to keep your clothes on, too. You only get to witness my pleasure. You don't get to feel any direct pleasure."

    Wendy strokes him through his pants and Aaron gets hard.

    "Well, I can give you pleasure," she says. "You just can't give yourself any."

    She steps back, turns, and heads for the bedroom. Aaron follows.

    Edwin is naked in the bed. His cock is stiff and slick with what Aaron presumes is his wife's saliva.

    "Hey, cuck," Edwin says with a smile.

    Aaron nods and watches his wife crawl into their bed and atop her bull. She pulls her panties aside. She straddles him. She rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips. She takes him inside her.

    Aaron walks to the foot of the bed and falls to his knees. This is his favorite position. He loves watching another man's cock fill his wife's pussy while she's on top. He loves seeing her labia stretch around Edwin's thickness.

    "How's the view, cuck?" she asks.

    "It's perfect."

    "No touching yourself."

    Aaron puts his hands on the bed and watches as his wife rides another man's cock. She does so slowly. She might be putting on a show for Aaron. She might be teasing him. She probably is. It feels fantastic, though of course it's insanely frustrating.

    "Fuck, I can't believe how much I've missed having your cock inside me," Wendy says.

    "The cuck didn't get the job done while I was gone?"

    She laughs. "He didn't really get the chance. A little teasing, but there's no point in even letting him try. He just isn't up to the task. He's a cuck. Not a bull. I need a bull."

    Wendy rides him faster. The sounds of sex get louder, as do her moans. Aaron's dick is still hard. He hasn't touched it, but it's hard as a rock.

    It's not long before Wendy has an orgasm. She arches her back and tilts her head towards the ceiling. She cums hard. Her orgasm is beautiful and Aaron loves that Edwin's long, thick cock has disappeared entirely inside Wendy as she has her orgasm.

    Wendy falls forward and kisses her bull. They do that for a few minutes before she rolls onto her back next to him.

    "Come lick my pussy, cuck," she says.

    Aaron crawls between her legs. He licks his wife's pussy while she and her bull kiss. She strokes Edwin's cock, too, and Aaron listens to the sound of her fingers moving up and down the slick shaft.

    "On your knees, cuck," she demands.

    Aaron sits back on his knees. Wendy shifts her body and takes Edwin's dick in her mouth. She swallows as much of the shaft as she can before her head bobs up and down for a minute. She pulls off and strokes him, collecting the saliva she left behind.

    "Take your dick out, cuck."

    Aaron unzips his pants and frees his cock. Wendy crawls towards him and wraps her slippery fingers around his shaft. She gives him a slow handjob with the saliva and precum from another man's cock.

    "Fuck, Wendy, that feels so good."

    She smiles and kisses him. The tongue that was teasing her bull's cock is now in Aaron's mouth. The hand that was around her bull's shaft is stroking Aaron's cock. He is second to her bull and she's making that perfectly clear.

    Wendy tucks his cock back into his pants and zips him up. "No touching, cuck. Get back on the floor."

    Aaron moves back to the bedroom floor as Wendy gets on her back. Edwin moves between her legs and guides his cock inside her. Aaron watches another man fuck his wife. Missionary is different from girl on top, but it's just as appealing. It's stunningly sexy to watch Wendy's body open up for Edwin's dick, to watch as she welcomes her bull into the place that only her husband should be allowed to go.

    Aaron's a cuck, though. He's given up the right to be the only man to fuck his wife. He did so happily. Watching is his reward for that.

    Wendy cums quickly. Edwin fucks her good, after all.

    He pulls out and she crawls towards Aaron. Edwin takes her from behind as she stares at her husband.

    "He's going to cum inside me, cuck," she says as Edwin pounds her. "He's going to cum in my pussy, in your wife's pussy. Do you want to be here when he does? Do you want me to let you stay in the bedroom?"

    "Yes, please."

    She smiles. "Then you need to agree that my bull's cum is the only thing you're going to eat for lunch."

    "I agree," he says.

    Wendy laughs. "You're such a cuck."

    Edwin cums inside her soon after. Wendy's smile is beautiful. Aaron knows that it brings his wife genuine pleasure when her bull cums in her pussy.

    "On your back, cuck," she instructs.

    Aaron moves to his back on the bedroom floor. Wendy stands above him. She squats over his face. He opens his mouth. He sees the cum start to leak out of her. A big dollop lands in his mouth. He nearly gags on it. He swallows, though.

    "Such a cum slut," Wendy says.

    She sits on his face. She reaches back and strokes him through his slacks while feeding him her bull's load. Aaron devours Edwin's seed. He feels aroused and humiliated at the same time.

    With each stroke of Wendy's hand, Aaron gets more turned on. It suddenly feels possible that he might cum, that the teasing might end.

    He gets close, but Wendy stops before his release. Aaron groans in frustration.

    "No orgasm for you, cuck," she says. "You don't deserve it. You deserve to be teased. You deserve to be frustrated. If you could fuck me even half as good as Edwin I'd have let you cum, but you can't, so you stay frustrated."

    She stands up and Aaron feels the wetness on his face.

    "Should I let you clean your face?" she asks.

    "Yes, please."

    "You'll have to thank Edwin for satisfying me," Wendy declares. "If you don't, you'll have to wear his cum and my cunt juices on your face for the rest of the day."

    She likes teasing him. She likes these little humiliations. Aaron likes them too, even if he feels deep discomfort sometimes.

    He gets to his knees. He crawls to the edge of the bed. He takes a deep breath as Edwin smiles.

    "Thank you, Edwin, for satisfying my wife," Aaron says. It feels strangely arousing to utter the words. "Thank you for making up for my shortcomings. Thank you for helping Wendy experience the pleasure she deserves. Thank you for giving her so many mind blowing orgasms."

    Aaron's dick throbs.

    "You're welcome, cuck," Edwin says with a smile. "I plan on fucking her again after you leave. Maybe even more than once. So she'll be well taken care of."

    "That makes me very happy."

    Wendy offers her hand and escorts Aaron out of the bedroom. She kisses him softly. He wants so badly to fuck her, to experience the bliss that Edwin just got to experience.

    "Do you think I can fuck you when I get home?" he asks.

    "No," she replies. "You don't deserve my pussy, cuck. Not today. Not on a day when Edwin has me."

    Aaron wants her even more.

    "Wash your face and go back to work. Think of me while you're there. I'll record the audio of Edwin fucking me and send it to you. You can listen while you sit at your desk, while you work as another man is fucking me in our bed."

    She turns and steps back into the bedroom. She shuts the door.

    Aaron stands there for a minute and listens to his wife laugh as she talks with her bull. He then washes his face and heads back to work. The rest of the day is going to feel impossibly long.

    That's the pain - and fun, to be honest - of being a cuck, though, and Aaron loves it.

  
    A Weekend in Vegas - Part 1

    Madison stepped into the black leather skirt, pulled it up her long legs, and reached back to zip it up. She smoothed the front, made sure her halter top was still in place, and then stepped in front of the floor length mirror on the back of the bathroom door and took a deep breath as she looked at herself.

    It was the first time in her life that Madison had dressed in such a revealing, openly sexy manner and she found it thrilling. She was fairly certain she looked good, though she'd know for sure when she saw Jake's reaction.

    Madison took a deep breath, opened the bathroom door, and stepped out into the hotel room. She saw the lights of Las Vegas out the floor to ceiling windows and smiled as they reminded her that they were in the one place in the world where no one would bat an eye at her outfit.

    "What do you think?" Madison asked as Jake turned his attention towards his wife.

    His face told her everything she needed to know before he'd even uttered a word. His eyes went wide and he sat up straight and tossed the remote control aside. He couldn't contain the smile that seemed so eager to dance across his face and he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and rushed towards her.

    "What do I think?" he asked. "Maddie, you look incredible. You look...you look so hot. I didn't even...I mean, I honestly didn't know you could look this hot. The skirt...the top...the high heels...I honestly didn't know you owned clothes like this."

    "I didn't, not until recently, at least," she said with a smile. "I mean, where would I wear clothes like this? Down to the bowling alley? To parent teacher night at school?"

    Jake laughed. "Yeah, I guess our life doesn't really have many opportunities to get dressed up like this, does it?"

    Madison shook her head. "I hope you don't mind that I took the opportunity. It's our first trip to Vegas, after all, so I figured I'd try something new."

    Jake stepped back and his eyes wandered up and down her body. Madison appreciated the desire on his face and she was pleased to note a little bit of a bulge in her husband's pants. She loved that she could turn him on with nothing more than a skimpy, decidedly sexy outfit. "If this is how you dress when we come to Vegas, we might have to come back a lot more often, Maddie."

    Madison laughed. "I'm glad you like it. But, to be honest, I'm a little nervous about going out dressed like this."

    "Why?" Jake asked as he stepped closer and took her into his arms.

    "I don't know...I don't dress like this, you know? You were right. I've literally never owned clothes like this. I know other girls dress like this all the time, so it's not like I'm doing something weird. It's just that it's so unfamiliar to me. I feel like a different person," Madison explained.

    Jake kissed her softly and said, "Well, I think you look insanely hot, Maddie, and it would be amazing to take you out looking like this. I mean, what guy doesn't want to go out in Vegas with an insanely hot girl? That being said, I don't want you to be uncomfortable all night, so you could change if you wanted to. I mean, I don't want you to change, just to be clear, but I won't be upset if you do."

    Madison loved that Jake was willing to lie for her benefit - but she knew he'd be disappointed if she changed. The truth was, she would have been disappointed with herself if she'd changed. She was nervous about going out in a skimpy skirt and an even skimpier top - a top that didn't allow her to wear a bra - but she wanted to take advantage of the fact that they were in Las Vegas. She wanted to make her husband happy, and to make herself happy by living it up a little.

    "I know I’m not much of a drinker, but I actually think I’ll be fine if I have a strong drink," Madison said as she took Jake's hand.

    His eyes went wide again. They almost never drank, but they were in Vegas and Madison wanted to cut loose. "Well then, I guess we should get you a strong drink. Let me put my shoes on and we can head out."

    Jake stepped away but Madison pulled him close for another kiss. Her lips lingered against his for a few seconds and when Jake opened his mouth Madison happily offered her tongue. It wasn't the kind of kiss they usually shared unless they were about to have sex, but she wanted to try something new. Jake moaned - which she loved - and he grabbed her ass through the soft leather of her skirt and pulled her close. Madison felt the bulge in his pants and a giddy sensation came over her as she imagined Jake being utterly enamored with her all night long and the sex they might have when they came back to the room.

    "Wow," he said after the kiss. "That was...that was really something, Maddie. I have to say, I really like the Vegas version of my wife."

    Madison was coming to like the Vegas version of herself too. She felt a little freer and looser - in a good way - than usual, as if she didn't have to worry what anyone other than her husband thought about her, which wasn't the way she approached life in the relatively small town where they lived.

    "Ready?" Jake asked after putting his shoes on and grabbing his wallet.

    Madison smiled, took his hand, and said, "I'm ready if you are."

    
      
    

    At first, the attention Madison garnered was jarring. Two guys got onto the elevator a few floors below theirs and they both stared at her. One of them stared for the entirety of the ride down to the lobby. Men - and a few women - stared as they walked through the lobby and towards the Uber stand outside the hotel. Two of the young valets stared, though their boss quietly chided them for doing so.

    "Are you okay?" Jake asked as the car pulled up.

    "Yeah, why?" she replied.

    Jake smiled. "Because people are staring at you. I like that they're staring at you - at my wife - but I just wanted to check in to make sure that you're okay."

    Madison kissed him on the cheek as their ride pulled up. "You're sweet. And yes, it's a little weird - different, more than anything - but I'm okay. And I like that you like it."

    Jake opened the door and Madison got in. The driver turned and looked over his shoulder and she saw his eyes dart to her legs as her skirt rode up a little, but he quickly looked away. It was the same thing most of the men that had taken a look did. Madison had never felt particularly sexy - the kind of sexy that makes men stare - and there was something about the attention that she enjoyed, especially with Jake by her side.

    The ride to the club was short and Madison was eager to get inside and get a drink - she was still a little nervous - which was why it was such a disappointment to see the long line they'd have to wait in to get inside.

    "Should we find a different place?" Jake asked as they stood in front of the club entrance and stared at the dozens of people waiting to get inside.

    "You two," the bouncer called out.

    "Us?" Jake asked.

    The bouncer nodded and beckoned them closer. "You can go inside. Just let me check your IDs."

    Jake pulled both their IDs out of his wallet - Madison hadn't bothered with a purse - and asked, "What about the line?"

    The bouncer looked at Madison, smiled, and said, "She gets to skip the line," before handing their IDs back to Jake. "Have fun in there."

    "What was that about?" Jake asked her as they stepped inside.

    Madison smiled. She didn't have any experience with being a sexy girl, but she understood well enough that a night club benefited from having sexy girls inside, even if those girls were married. She'd gotten to skip the line because she looked good, a fact that put a bright smile on her face and left her feeling rather giddy. "I'm not sure," she said, mostly because explaining that seemed pointless now that they were inside.

    "Drinks?" Jake asked.

    Madison nodded and he took her hand and headed for the bar. He ordered for them while she turned and studied the crowd. She'd never been in a club quite like it. She'd gone a few times in college, but it really hadn't been her scene, mostly because she always felt out of place. She was pleased to discover that she felt like she belonged on that night, though, that she looked just as good as most of the women the bouncers had let in.

    "Here," Jake said as he turned to Madison with a drink.

    She lifted the glass to her lips, tilted it back, and took a big sip. Too big, as it turned out, for the drink was astoundingly strong. The alcohol burned as it went down her throat and Madison nearly broke into a fit of coughing, but she managed to keep her composure. "Wow, that's strong," she said.

    The bartender - who happened to be exceptionally good looking - smiled and nodded and for some reason Madison offered him a decidedly flirty smile in return. She could scarcely believe she was doing it as it happened, and yet it felt good, especially when he offered a fairly flirtatious smile in return.

    "Let's find a table," Jake said.

    He took Madison's hand and they wound their way through the crowd of tables until they found an empty one tucked in the corner. Madison sank into the surprisingly plush and comfortable seat and took another sip of her exceedingly strong drink. Jake sat next to her and stared out at the crowd of people on the dance floor, all of whom seemed to be moving in time with the throbbing beat of the music.

    Madison moved closer to her husband and put a hand on his thigh. He turned to her with a smile on his face and she kissed him. She didn't wait for his lips to part this time, though. She probed with her tongue and he opened up to let her in his mouth. He moaned and she let her hand move up his thigh and towards his crotch as a wave of lust washed over her.

    "Wow," was all Jake seemed to be able to say as the kiss ended.

    Madison smiled, lifted the glass to her lips, and took another big sip. This time the alcohol went down without any issue. She could already feel the beginnings of a buzz, too. The drink was working its magic with exceptional speed, luring Madison into a joyful state.

    She leaned towards her husband, kissed his neck softly, and said, "Thank you for taking me to Vegas. I know it's only our first day, but I'm loving it."

    He looked at her, smiled, and replied, "Me too. I feel like we're going to have to come back often, because I think I really like the Vegas version of you."

    Madison liked the Vegas version of her, too. She kissed her husband again. She tasted the alcohol on his tongue as it slipped into her mouth. She moaned and she let her hand wander between his legs. For the first time in her life she touched his cock in a public place and she discovered that he was hard. A small part of her was tempted to leave immediately to go back to the hotel room, but the night was young and there was still so much fun to be had.

    "Let's dance," Madison said once she'd finished her drink.

    "Yeah?" Jake asked like he was surprised she was interested in hitting the dance floor.

    Madison nodded and he threw back the rest of his drink, stood up, and took her hand. They made their way through the tables and joined the rest of the crowd moving in rhythm to the slow, rather seductive-sounding beat of the song. Madison smiled at her husband as he reached out and ran his hands over her skimpy, soft halter top and towards her waist. He pulled her close and she looked up at him. His lips approached hers and they kissed while their hips moved in unison.

    As her body hummed with desire and the beautiful, floaty buzz produced by the drink she'd enjoyed, Madison saw the girl next to them grinding her ass into her man's crotch. He seemed delighted by it - he couldn't keep his hands off of her - and Madison felt inspired.

    She smiled up at Jake and slowly spun around. She backed into him and pressed her ass into his crotch just like the girl next to them was doing. She moved her ass in time with the beat and Jake put his hands on her waist and kissed her neck. Madison felt his stiff cock pressing into her body and a giddy smile crossed her face. Her husband wanted her. He craved her. He liked the sexy version of her that had stepped out of the bathroom in a leather skirt and a lovely halter top, and Madison loved that.

    She turned her head and they kissed right there on the dance floor. His hands moved up her waist and settled just under her breasts. He knew she wasn't wearing a bra and Madison couldn't help but hope that he'd play with her breasts right there on the dance floor, with dozens of people around them. The idea of it felt so naughty, so sexy, so utterly tantalizing. He didn't, though. His fingers pressed against the very bottoms of her breasts, but Jake wasn't bold enough to take them in his hands. Madison was surprised to feel a touch of disappointment, but she certainly didn't blame her husband for not groping her in public.

    They danced for half a dozen songs, grinding on each other in the most delightful way the entire time. It was only when Madison started to get sweaty that she took Jake's hand and led him back to their table.

    Once they were seated they shared a kiss and again Madison couldn't help but hope that Jake would let his hands wander to her breasts. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so turned on and she was seriously considering abandoning their night out early to go back to the hotel room.

    "I need to go to the bathroom," Jake said after a particularly passionate kiss. "Will you be okay on your own?"

    "Yes," Madison replied. "Give me the credit card, though. I want to get another drink."

    Jake pulled the card from his wallet and said, "Get me one too."

    Madison smiled, nodded, and gave him a quick kiss before Jake got up and slowly worked his way through the crowd and towards the bathroom on the far side of the fairly sizable club. She headed for the bar and ordered up two more drinks.

    As the bartender prepared the drinks, Madison spun around and watched the people on the dance floor. She wondered if she looked as good as some of the women, and if she'd managed to dance in the same way they did. She had a hard time imagining she did, though, as so many of the women seemed entirely comfortable with using their bodies as instruments of arousal in a way that Madison had never done before.

    "You're extraordinarily beautiful," a deep voice said.

    Madison turned to see an exceptionally good-looking man standing to her right. She wasn't sure how he'd gotten so close without her noticing, but she couldn't help but offer up a smile, as if he was so good-looking that she had no other choice.

    "Thank you," Madison replied as she reached up to gently brush her hair behind her ear.

    "It was a pleasure watching you dance with your husband," he said.

    "Really?" she asked. "You watched?"

    The bartender delivered their drinks and the man standing next to Madison picked them up and handed one to her. He raised the glass in his hand, smiled, and took a sip of Jake's drink. For some reason, Madison joined him in drinking, as if they were toasting. "I couldn't help but watch," he said. "You're the most beautiful woman in here."

    Again Madison couldn't help but smile. "You really think so?" she asked.

    He nodded. "I saw you the moment you walked in. You put every other woman in this club to shame." He sipped Jake's drink once more and added, "I'm Calvin, by the way. But you can call me Cal."

    Calvin extended his hand and Madison took it. "I'm Madison...but you can call me Maddie."

    They shook hands and then Calvin deftly led Madison away from the bar to where she and Jake had been sitting. He sat and set his drink on the table. She sat next to him without even thinking about it.

    "Is this your first time in Vegas, Maddie?" he asked.

    She nodded.

    He smiled and Madison felt a surprising rush of excitement. "Are you enjoying yourself?"

    "Very much so," she replied. "I feel so...so free here. We're from a small town...I don't usually get a chance to cut loose, to have this kind of fun."

    "That's a shame," Calvin said as he took another sip from Jake's drink. "A girl like you shouldn't be trapped in a small town. You should be out in the world, Maddie. You should be free to cut loose and have fun whenever you want."

    "A girl like me?" Madison asked with a smile. She couldn't help her curiosity, for she wasn't entirely sure what he meant.

    Calvin leaned closer and put a hand on her knee. "The world is a playground for a woman as beautiful as you, Maddie," he said as his fingers moved up her thigh, igniting an unexpected rush of arousal that left her tingling in all the right places. "You can have anything - or anyone - you want. It's a shame to limit your playground to a small town, not when there's so much fun to be had."

    "What about a man like you?" Madison asked as Calvin's hand remained on her thigh.

    "A man like me?" he replied with a knowing smile.

    "I think you know what I mean," she said, offering up a knowing smile of her own.

    His fingers moved to the edge of her skirt - he was halfway up her thigh - and then rubbed in small circles. "I do know what you mean. And the world is absolutely a playground for men like me, just like it's a playground for women like you."

    "So you can have anything you want?" Madison asked.

    Calvin smiled and nodded. "Anything at all."

    Madison's heart was pounding and her head swirled with a combination of arousal and alcohol. "And what is it you want?"

    Calvin leaned closer and she felt the warmth of his breath on her neck. "I want you, Maddie," he said softly.

    Madison's thighs parted as if they were acting of their own accord. Calvin's fingers moved under her skirt and towards her panties. His lips pressed gently against her neck and offered a soft, seductive kiss. Madison closed her eyes and moaned as arousal flooded her body. She bit her lip and moaned softly as Calvin pressed his fingers against her panties and rubbed in slow, gentle circles.

    Pleasure emanated outwards from Madison's pussy as Calvin had managed to find her clit. Her legs spread as wide as they could in the tight skirt and he kissed her neck again, this time letting his tongue dance gently over her skin.

    "Wait...stop," Madison said as she came to her senses. "I'm married...I can't...I'm sorry, I shouldn't...this is crazy."

    Calvin pulled his hand from between her legs and picked up Jake's drink. He took a long sip - finishing most of it - and said, "I could feel how wet you were, Maddie. You want me, just like I want you."

    He was right. She wanted him, but Madison felt terrible about that.

    "I'm going to be at the Moorea Beach Club tomorrow," Calvin said. "It's at Mandalay Bay. I'll be there most of the afternoon. Put on a bikini. Bring your husband. I promise, you'll both have a good time."

    Calvin leaned in and put his hand on her knee. He slowly ran his fingers up her thigh and Madison did nothing to stop him. His touch felt so good, and the desire in his eyes was enthralling. Some part of her loved that he so clearly wanted her. His lips neared hers. He tilted his head. His fingers found her clit once more and they moved in slow circles over it. Madison's lips parted and she moaned. She couldn't help it.

    Calvin kissed her. His lips were soft and warm against hers. He rubbed her clit a little faster through her panties and she couldn't help but moan into his mouth. He used the opportunity to offer his tongue and she welcomed it. She knew she shouldn't have, that she was being horrible to her husband in that moment, but that didn't stop her.

    Their tongues entwined as Calvin pulled her panties aside. He slipped a finger into her exceedingly wet pussy - he was right about her wanting him - and quickly returned to rubbing her clit.

    "Do you want me?" he asked while offering expert pleasure with his finger.

    "Yes," Madison answered. She felt so bad saying it, and yet it was as if she couldn't stop herself.

    "I can make you feel so good, Maddie," Calvin whispered. "I can make you feel pleasure like you've never felt before."

    Madison was going to cum. Her pussy was tingling with pleasure. She couldn't think straight. The only thing running through her brain was how badly she wanted to orgasm. Because of that, she felt distress when Calvin pulled his hand from between her legs. She wanted him to keep playing with her pussy. It was terrible of her, but she wanted him to make her cum.

    "I'll see you tomorrow, Maddie," Calvin said as he stood up. "And make sure you wear a bikini that puts this beautiful body of yours on display."

    He walked away before Maddie could say a word. He didn't look back, either. He melted into the crowd and disappeared from view as Maddie took deep breaths to try and get her heart rate back under control.

    She was quite certain she'd never been so aroused, but she felt equally certain she wouldn't be going to the beach club he'd mentioned. How could she do that to Jake, after all? She'd already been a terrible wife by letting another man kiss and finger her. How could she let her desire lead her down that path again?

    She wasn't going to do that to her husband. Instead, she was going to make sure he had the best orgasm of his life that night and then she was going to forget all about Calvin and enjoy the rest of their weekend in Vegas without any thoughts of another man.

  
    A Weekend in Vegas - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    The sound of a gentle knock on the door stirred Madison from her sleep. She opened her eyes to see Jake heading for the door with purpose.

    "I have breakfast for you, sir," the waiter said.

    "Thanks," Jake replied.

    "I can take it into the room if you'd like."

    "No, that's okay," Jake said. "My wife is still asleep, so I'll wheel it in. Thanks, though."

    "Enjoy your breakfast, sir."

    Madison smiled as the smell of coffee and bacon filled the hotel room. She opened her eyes and slowly sat up in bed as she watched Jake carefully move the plates to the small table in the corner of the room. "Breakfast in bed," she said. "What did I do to deserve such a treat?"

    Jake turned with a smile on his face and said, "Last night was amazing. Both at the club and, well, back here in our room, of course."

    Madison met Jake's smile with one of her own. He hadn't been the only one to enjoy the fun they'd had the night before. She felt more than a little guilty about having let another man finger her in the night club while Jake was in the bathroom, but that guilt had fueled a night of pleasure for both of them and Madison didn't feel nearly as bad about it as she'd expected to.

    Madison pulled the covers aside and got out of bed as Jake stopped setting up breakfast to admire her body, which was clad only in a pair of satin pajama shorts and a pink lace bra. She couldn't help but smile at the look on his face and the obvious lust that fueled the look.

    "Seriously, Maddie, last night was incredible," he said before taking her into his arms. "It was like I met a different side of you, like there's something about Vegas that freed a part of you to come out and play."

    Madison smiled and kissed her husband's neck as his hands wandered down her back and grabbed her ass through the thin, soft satin of her shorts. "I liked the way I was last night," she said softly. "And you're right, it was a different side of me."

    What Jake didn't know was that Calvin was likely responsible for unleashing that side of Madison, either because he'd turned her on in a remarkably intense manner or because he'd skillfully made her feel freer than she ever had, which undoubtedly led to the lengthy blowjob and multiple rounds of sex she'd offered Jake after they'd gotten back from the club. She'd even let him take her from behind, which wasn't something they ever really did. Even better, she found it fairly pleasurable.

    "Is someone excited?" Madison asked as she felt Jake's cock press into her stomach.

    "Sorry," he replied. "I just can't help myself."

    "No need to apologize," she said. "I like that you're excited. I like that you enjoyed last night enough that you can get turned on so easily."

    Jake kissed her and pushed a hand down the front of her shorts as their tongues danced. His fingers made their way between her pussy lips and he quickly discovered that she too was turned on. He moaned and Madison did the same, in large part because Jake played with her swollen, eager clit and sent beautiful waves of lust through her body as he did so.

    Though she'd promised herself she wouldn't think of Calvin, Madison couldn't help it. Jake's fingers felt good as they played with her pussy, but they made her think of the man that had done the same thing the night before. She thought of Calvin's lips against her neck, of the kiss they'd shared.

    Madison thought of the invitation he'd extended, too, how he'd invited her and Jake to the Moorea Beach Club. Madison had no idea what might unfold if she accepted that invitation and brought Jake along, but suddenly she had a deep desire to do so.

    "We should eat our breakfast before it gets cold," she said after a lengthy, deeply pleasurable kiss.

    Jake smiled. "Yes, we should. Sorry."

    They sat and Madison reached out and took his hand. "There's no need to apologize, Jake. I love that you want me, and I'm sure you could tell that I want you. That's why we're going to eat breakfast and then fool around in the shower. We'll get each other all worked up while we get clean and then you can have me again. In fact, you can have me any way you want me."

    Jake's smile transformed into something far more gleeful. "I swear, it's like you're a different woman in Vegas."

    "That might be true," she replied. "I kind of like this version of me, though."

    "Oh, me too," Jake said. "Me too."

    Madison took a bite of her eggs and decided that she wanted to throw caution to the wind. She wanted to go to the beach club. She knew it was a little bit crazy - she didn't really know Calvin and there was a chance things would go terribly - but Madison couldn't help but feel an overpowering sense of curiosity and desire and she couldn't bring herself to deny that desire.

    "I want to buy a new bikini," she said.

    "Really?" Jake asked with a mouthful of toast.

    Madison laughed. "Yeah. The ones I brought...I don't know, I just feel like they're kind of conservative, you know? Last night...it felt really good to be dressed the way I was. I kind of liked that people were looking at me, and the bikinis I brought are the kind that, well, the small town version of me would wear."

    Jake had a look of wonder in his eyes before a seemingly uncontrollable smile slowly crossed his face. "Yes, absolutely. What kind of madman would I be if I turned down my wife's desire to buy a hotter bikini?"

    Madison had no intention of doing anything with Calvin, but she liked the way she felt when she thought about him. She liked that a man like him desired her, and she liked that feeling that way made her even more attractive to Jake. She really liked the sex that resulted from feeling that way, too, so she saw nothing but upside in accepting Calvin's invitation and having a little fun that would make sex with Jake even hotter that night.

    
      
    

    "Wait, Maddie, this is a topless pool," Jake said as they waited in the short line to get into the Moorea Beach Club.

    Madison smiled. She hadn't bothered doing any research into their destination, but from what little she knew about Calvin, a topless pool made perfect sense. "Well, the sign says it's optional," she corrected her husband. "So, in a way, I'm giving you a gift, since I'm pretty sure you're going to get to enjoy the sight of many pairs of breasts."

    Jake looked surprised, but in a good way. "Who are you?" he asked with a smile on his face.

    Madison took his hand. "I know, right? There's just something about being on vacation, or about being on vacation in Vegas, I guess. It's not crazy though, right? I mean, we're just going to a topless pool. We're just going to hang out. It's not like we're going to an orgy. We're going to relax at an exclusive pool you have to pay to enter, and I suppose there's a chance I'm going to take my top off."

    Jake's eyes went wide. "Really?" he asked.

    Madison was fairly certain her husband liked the idea - she couldn't entirely read his expression, but she thought she saw excitement on his face - but she took his hand and said, "Would it be okay if I wanted to do that?"

    Jake nodded. "Yes, absolutely."

    They reached the front of the line, paid the rather exorbitant price to get in, and made their way into the pool area. As it turned out, there were multiple pools to take a dip in, along with scores of red lounge chairs, daybeds that looked impossibly comfortable, a handful of private-looking cabanas, and multiple bars to keep the patrons well-lubricated.

    "Wow," Jake said. "This is really nice. Nicer than I expected, actually."

    It wasn't yet hugely crowded, but Madison noted that most of the women were topless. She felt a touch of excitement at taking off her bikini top like everyone else had done, as if stepping into the private pool area had triggered a previously unknown exhibitionist side that couldn't wait to come out and play.

    Madison quickly scanned the crowd to see if she could find the mystery man that had fingered her the night before, but Calvin was nowhere to be seen. "Let's grab a spot in the sun," she said.

    They made their way to a pair of lounge chairs at the edge of one of the pools and Madison set their towels and her bag down before stripping out of her tank top and shorts.

    "You look amazing," Jake said as he eyed Madison's body in the red bikini they'd bought just a few hours earlier.

    She'd boldly gone with a thong bottom, leaving most of her ass exposed, though a quick look around the pool made it clear that Madison wasn't an outlier in making that choice. She expected to feel a touch of insecurity as she stripped to her bikini, but instead Madison felt confident, sexy, and more than a little turned on. She saw a few guys staring - much in the same way they'd stared the night before - and this time it felt even better. Gone was the self-consciousness she'd felt and in its place was a touch of arousal.

    "Would you untie my top?" Madison asked her husband.

    Jake nodded excitedly and stepped closer. Madison spun around and he deftly untied her bikini top - she could have done it, but it felt more exciting to have him do it - and she let it fall away, exposing her perky breasts to the warmth of the sun and the eager stares of the men sitting around the pool.

    "How...how does it feel?" Jake asked.

    "To be topless in public?" Madison replied to a nod from her husband. "Honestly, it feels really good. I hope that's not weird."

    "It's not," he said. "It's...it's really hot. Like, really hot."

    Madison was tempted to kiss him, but she didn't want to give her husband a raging erection in public, so instead she turned around, bent over, and arranged her towel on the lounge chair while giving him a view of her ass with the thong bikini bottom running down the crack.

    "Jesus," Jake said as he stared at her ass. "Okay, do you want a drink? I think I want a drink."

    Madison laughed. "I'll take a drink. Something frozen and fruity. We're at a beach club, after all." She turned to see Jake walk away with the beginnings of a bulge in his pants and she couldn't help but smile.

    After settling onto the lounge chair Madison put on her sunglasses, mostly because she wanted the freedom to let her eyes wander around the pool area without anyone knowing she was looking. She scanned for guys staring at her and each and every time she found one it sent a wave of pleasure through her body. She liked that men - and some women - were looking at her tits. She liked that some of those men were exceptionally good-looking and yet they still seemed to enjoy staring at her more than almost any other woman at the pool.

    "Hey," Jake said as he returned with a drink in each hand. "Sorry that took so long. I was talking with a guy at the bar. He said he rented one of the private villas - they're up on the third floor roof top deck and they apparently have a great view of the pools and the resort. Plus they have a private pool."

    "That sounds expensive," Madison replied.

    Jake nodded. "Yeah. Well, here's the thing. He invited us to hang out with him."

    Madison sat up and pulled her sunglasses off. "Is that something you want to do?"

    Jake handed her what looked like a piña olada as he nodded. "I kind of do. We don't have to, of course, but he seemed like a nice, perfectly sane guy. He's a little older than us, but not much. And we don't have to spend the whole day up there. We could just check it out and if he's weird we could say that we have reservations for something this afternoon."

    "Jake, you didn't tell me your wife was so beautiful."

    Madison looked up to see Calvin standing next to her husband with a charming smile on his face.

    "Oh, yeah, well, yeah, she is," Jake replied. "Maddie, this is Calvin. This is the guy who rented the villa."

    "Please, call me Cal," Calvin said as he extended his hand.

    Madison stood and took it. They shared a quick handshake as Calvin's smile somehow got a little more charming. He deftly rubbed his thumb over her palm, sending an impressively intense wave of pleasure up her arm and through her body before releasing her from his grasp.

    "So, what do you say? Like I told Jake, my friends were going to join me, but they bailed at the last minute and it’s too sad to hang out up there alone," Calvin explained. "Jake and I hit it off immediately and I'm sure we'll get along, Maddie, so why not check out the villa?"

    "I'd love to," Maddie replied. There was never a chance she was going to say no. The real challenge was not seeming too eager, for she'd felt an intense, unexpected kind of desire the moment she laid eyes on the man that had fingered her the night before.

    "Get your stuff," Calvin said. "Follow me."

    They did as he desired and made their way to the private elevator that took them to the villa, which was private, spacious, and exquisitely beautiful. "Wow," Madison said as she stepped out of the elevator. "This is...Cal, this is really impressive."

    His fingers brushed against her arm as he stepped past Madison and said, "It really is, isn't it? It's worth every penny. Now, what do you say we take a dip in the pool? It's awfully hot out, after all."

    Jake jumped in first, and when he did Calvin stepped next to Madison, gently grabbed her ass, and said, "I like your taste in bikinis, Maddie."

    "I bought it this morning," she replied. "I bought it for you." It was true, and saying it thrilled Madison. It turned her on, too, and she could feel the wetness building between her legs. She jumped in the pool a moment later, submerging her steamy pussy and her bare breasts in the cool water. Calvin jumped in after her and the three of them indulged in the unquestionable joy of having a hotel pool all to themselves.

    As they swam, Calvin played a dangerous game of touching Madison whenever Jake's attention was elsewhere. Sometimes it was as simple as letting his fingers brush over her stomach as he swam by. Other times the touching was far more intimate, like when he pressed his body against her from behind and took her breasts in his hands while Jake was underwater swimming from one side of the pool to the other.

    "Where's the bathroom?" Jake asked after a lengthy swim.

    Calvin pointed towards the elevator and said, "Head for the elevator and take a left just before you get there. You can't miss it."

    He watched Jake go and the moment he turned the corner Calvin once more moved behind Madison and took her breasts in his hands. "I knew you'd come," he said softly before kissing her neck. "I knew you enjoyed last night. I knew you wouldn't be able to resist."

    Madison felt his cock - which was at least partially erect - pressing into her ass as the most intense arousal she'd ever felt moved through her body. She didn't want to fully surrender to that desire - to admit that Calvin was right about her - but he was. Whatever resistance she'd initially felt about accepting Calvin's invitation had melted away the moment she'd gotten turned on that morning.

    "You shouldn't be touching me like that," she said softly. "He could see."

    Calvin kissed her neck again and his hand moved down Madison's stomach and into her bikini bottoms. "Then I guess I definitely shouldn't be playing with your pussy, should I?"

    "No," Madison said before a long, low moan escaped her lips. It was just a finger, and yet it felt so good. Her legs trembled under the water and every fiber of her being suddenly urged Madison to tell Calvin to free his cock - the cock she felt pressing into her - from his swimsuit so he could slide it into her wet pussy from behind.

    "Do you want me, Madison?" he asked.

    "Yes," she said. "But I can't have you. I'm married."

    "You might be surprised at what you can have," Calvin replied before pulling his hand from her bikini bottoms and floating away. A few moments later Jake emerged from the bathroom as Madison rested her arms on the edge of the pool and took deep breaths to try and come down from the intense desire Calvin had so deftly generated with his hands and lips.

    Madison couldn't quite calm herself, though, so she got out of the pool and headed for the bathroom. She locked the door, took a deep breath, and headed for the mirror. "You're married," she told herself. "You love your husband. You're being irresponsible. You can't let another man touch you like that, even if it feels harmless, even if you're in Vegas. Jake might be okay with you going topless, but there's no way he'd be okay with what you just did."

    Madison took a deep breath, resolved to find some way to excuse her and Jake from the private villa, and headed back to the pool where she saw that Calvin had gotten out and was standing in the sun with a drink in his hand while Jake was busy swimming laps.

    Madison picked up her piñacolada, took a long sip, and said, "I really think Jake and I need to leave."

    Calvin turned to her and his gaze drifted to her breasts. "It looks like you're getting a little too much sun," he said.

    Madison looked down to see that her breasts - which were normally quite pale - had gotten a little red. She wasn't sure it was the sun - she'd put on sunscreen, after all - but a sunburn was the last thing she wanted.

    Calvin appeared at her side with a bottle of sunscreen in his hand and a charming smile on his face. He popped the top and squirted some of the lotion into his hand and tossed the bottle onto a lounge chair.

    "What are you doing?" Madison asked.

    Calvin stepped behind her, pressed his body against hers, gently rubbed his hands together to spread the lotion around, and then grasped her breasts. Madison was astounded at his boldness, and yet his touch felt so good that a moment later she closed her eyes and her mind emptied of all other thoughts except for the pleasure she felt.

    "Your breasts are perfect, Maddie," Calvin said softly. "Just like the rest of you. You were the most beautiful woman at the pool. You put every other girl there to shame. You're perfect from head to toe, and I want you."

    Madison could feel his desire. His cock was stiff in his swimsuit and pressing into her ass. She could feel her desire, too. Her pussy tingled in the way it only did when she was overwhelmingly aroused. She expressed her desire by slowly grinding her ass into Calvin's cock, eliciting a moan from the man playing with her breasts in the most incredible way.

    Eventually - after a handful of seconds - the fog of lust cleared and Madison panicked. She opened her eyes and looked towards the pool to see Jake staring at her. He didn't say a word as their eyes met. He just stared with a look Madison couldn't quite decipher on his face.

    "Your wife's breasts are spectacular, Jake," Calvin said. "Her body is spectacular. Everything about her is spectacular."

    "I...I know," Jake replied.

    "Can you see the desire on her face, Jake?" Calvin asked. "Can you see the way she's moving her hips, the way she's grinding her ass into me? Can you see how much it turns her on to feel my hands on her perfect, perky tits?"

    Jake nodded, but he said nothing, nor did he move from his spot in the pool.

    "Are you hard, Jake?" Calvin asked. "Is that why you're still in the pool? Is that why you haven't moved despite the fact that another man is playing with your wife's tits?"

    Madison stared at her husband, who seemed unable to pull his eyes away from the spectacle of Calvin massaging her breasts. Then Jake nodded. It was subtle, but he admitted that he was hard, that Calvin was right.

    "I told you that you might be surprised at what you can have, Maddie," Calvin said before kissing her neck. It felt impossibly good and she closed her eyes and turned her head. He took the hint and his lips moved from her neck to her mouth. They shared a deep kiss as Calvin rolled her nipples between his fingers. Madison moaned uncontrollably into his mouth, expressing her intense desire.

    Calvin released Madison's breasts and his fingers moved down her torso. He lowered her bikini bottoms and she stepped out of them, leaving her naked in front of her husband and the man she'd met the night before.

    "I want to fuck your wife, Jake," Calvin said as he untied his swimsuit and took it off, exposing an exceptionally large, rock hard cock. "I'm certain that's what she wants, too. The question is, what do you want?"

    Madison approached Calvin and wrapped her fingers around his cock. She moaned - he was just so big - and stroked him while staring at the long, thick, rock hard shaft.

    "I...I want...I want you to fuck my wife," Jake said from the pool.

    Madison turned towards her husband and smiled. "Are you sure?" she asked.

    "Yes," Jake admitted.

    Calvin picked Madison up and carried her towards one of the lounge chairs. He set her down and she spread her legs instinctively. Calvin moved between them and they kissed as the head of his cock pressed against her plump, slippery pussy lips.

    "Do you want me, Maddie?" he asked.

    "Yes," she replied. "I want you to fuck me. Please, Cal, fuck me."

    He smiled and reached down to guide his cock between her pussy lips. Madison closed her eyes and moaned as he filled her. She felt a pleasure unlike any other as her body welcomed the biggest cock she'd ever taken. She felt naughty in the best way possible, and every inch of her was on fire with a desire that only a good, hard, deep fucking could quench.

    Calvin's cock bottomed out inside her and they kissed as Madison moved her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. She heard the sound of Jake getting out of the pool and his wet footsteps approached. For a moment she panicked at the idea that he'd come to his senses and was about to pull Calvin off of her, but when Madison opened her eyes she saw Jake taking his swimsuit off. He sat on the chair next to theirs, wrapped his fingers around his cock, and masturbated as he watched another man fuck his wife.

    "He likes it," Calvin said. "He loves his wife. He wants to see her experience a kind of pleasure she clearly craves. He wants his wife to have everything she deserves."

    "Is that true?" Madison asked her husband.

    Jake nodded. "It is. I don't know why, Madison, but I want this. It's...it's so hot, so beautiful."

    "Fuck me, Calvin," Madison said as she turned to the man inside her. "Fuck me while my husband watches."

    Jake groaned and Calvin gave Madison what she craved. He pulled out and slid back into her. He filled her over and over. He fucked her long and hard, increasing his pace as he went until she was quivering from the sheer pleasure of being fucked by a man that seemed to understand her body even better than she did, and he left her in a state of borderline-delirious bliss as he did so.

    "Do you want to see her cum all over my cock, Jake?" Calvin asked.

    "Yes, please, make her cum," he replied. "Make my wife cum on your cock."

    Calvin smiled. "You heard your husband," he said. "Cum for me, Madison."

    For a few moments, it seemed as if the whole world faded away, leaving just Madison and Calvin. She felt his body on top of hers and his beautiful cock moving in and out of her. She felt his pelvis slamming into her clit over and over, building ever-increasing pleasure with his thrusts. She felt an intense orgasm work its way outwards from her loins, and then it washed over her, sending her into beautiful convulsions of pleasure.

    Madison's screams filled the air as she came. Wave after wave of pleasure hit her as she clung to the man inside her while he slowed his thrusts, offering just a hint of stimulation each time he filled, helping put her over the top to experience the finest climax of her life.

    It wasn't until the pleasure began to fade that Madison noticed that Jake was cumming too. She looked over to see orgasmic joy on his face as cum erupted from the tip of his cock and spilled onto the concrete below. Madison smiled at the sight of her husband's pleasure, which seemed to be of a variety he rarely experienced.

    "I'd like to cum in your mouth," Calvin said.

    "Okay," Madison agreed without hesitation.

    Calvin pulled out and stood astride the end of the lounge chair. Madison sat up, inched her way towards him, and took his cock into her mouth. She stroked the shaft and played with his balls while sucking lustily on the plump head and her efforts put a smile on his face.

    "Are you ready?" he asked.

    Madison moaned around his cock, signaling her desire for his cum. She wanted to make him feel good, to give him what he wanted, for he'd given her the best orgasm of her life.

    A look of intense pleasure crossed Calvin's face and he moaned. The head of his cock swelled in Madison's mouth and erupted. Thick ropes of cum spurted on her tongue as she sealed her lips around the head and gently moved her tongue over the underside. The volume of cum nearly overwhelmed her, but Madison managed to take it all.

    "Show your husband," Calvin said. "Show him my cum on your tongue."

    Madison turned to Jake and opened her mouth without hesitation. She saw what looked like delight in her husband's eyes as he stared at the evidence she'd made another man cum.

    "Swallow for me," Calvin instructed.

    Madison did so without hesitation. She'd only swallowed a man's cum a handful of times in her life, but it felt surprisingly good as it slid down her throat and into her stomach.

    "Thank you," she said. "For...well, for all of that. I've never..." she hesitated a moment as she thought of Jake, "well, that was incredible."

    "Yes, it was," Calvin replied. "You're an exquisite woman, Maddie. More so than I think you understand. I look forward to fucking you again." He looked at her and then at Jake before adding, "You want me to fuck your wife again, don't you Jake?"

    "Yes," Jake answered. "I do."

    "And you want me to fuck you again, don't you Maddie?" Calvin asked.

    She nodded. "Yes, I do."

    Calvin smiled. "Then it's settled. You're mine for the rest of the weekend. Now how about we order lunch?"

    It was not how Madison expected their Vegas trip to unfold, and yet she couldn't imagine spending the next few days doing anything other than fucking Calvin.
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    "Okay, I think five is enough," Madison said as she yet another dress across her husband's arms. "One of those should work."

    "The real difficulty might be picking just one," Jake replied. "They're all going to look insanely hot on you, Maddie."

    They'd gone their separate ways from Calvin after spending the afternoon at the pool, but they were due to meet him that night for drinks. He hadn't said anything about Madison needing a new dress, but she felt compelled to upgrade to something sexier than the options she'd brought, as she couldn't very well re-wear the outfit she'd had on the first night.

    "Are you sure you're okay with this?" Madison asked as suddenly felt very bad about everything she'd done that afternoon.

    Jake answered by opening his arms and revealing that the dresses were covering a bulge in his pants. It seemed that he was more than okay with the fact that she'd fucked another guy that afternoon, that she'd swallowed his cum, and that she intended on fucking him again that night if Calvin was interested. "Yes, I'm okay with this. This afternoon was...honestly, it was the hottest thing I've ever experienced."

    Madison rushed into Jake's arms and kissed him. She very nearly made it a far lustier kiss than was appropriate in public, but she restrained herself, stepped back so he could once again cover his erection with the dresses, and said, "It really was, wasn't it?"

    "The look on your face when he was inside you, when he was...when he was fucking you, Maddie, it was just so hot. I don't really know if I could describe what I was feeling, but I can definitely say that I was more turned on that I've ever been. Without question," Jake said emphatically.

    "Then I guess we should make sure I look really hot for tonight, shouldn't we?" she replied with a smile.

    It seemed like Jake could barely contain his excitement. "Yes, we should, because I really, really want to watch again."

    Madison spun around and headed for the fitting rooms with Jake in tow. The attendant showed her to a room and Madison took the dresses from Jake and stripped.

    She tried on the two black dresses she'd picked out first. Both looked good, but they didn't feel right for the occasion. Black was a sexy color, but it was subdued, too, and Madison didn't want to feel subdued in Las Vegas. She wanted to stand out. She wanted Calvin to want her - and only her - the moment he saw her again.

    Madison had selected two dresses with strappy tops - straps that crisscrossed over her chest and did wonders to highlight her breasts - and both looked good, though the one in blue hugged her ass in a way she found hugely appealing. So much so that she decided it was worthy of giving Jake a look. Madison pulled a pair of three inch heels out of her purse and slipped her feet into them - dresses can't really be decided on until you've worn heels with them - and then stepped out of the fitting room and strutted towards her husband like a model on the runway.

    "Wow," was all Jake said as a look of wonder came over his face.

    Madison reached the end of the hallway, put her hands on her hips, and turned to the side, giving Jake a profile view, which was her favorite part of the dress. "You like it?" she asked.

    Jake nodded. "He'll like it too."

    The attendant looked up and Madison was a little stunned that her husband was more than happy to share with a stranger that she was trying on a dress for another man, which is absolutely what she was doing. His eagerness put a smile on her face, though, because Madison took it as a sign that Jake was just as excited as she was about the fun they were getting up to during the weekend in Vegas.

    "Well, there's a few more to try on, but this one is the current leader," Madison said before turning and strutting back to the fitting room.

    She took off the blue dress, carefully folded it, and set it aside as a potential option. Then she picked up the red dress, which was simultaneously her favorite and the one that scared her a little. It was short, backless, and low cut and the fabric was soft and thin. Madison took off her bra - the backless nature of the dress meant a bra was impossible - and stepped into it.

    She felt sexy the moment she pulled the straps over her shoulders. She adjusted the top of it to make sure her breasts looked good and marveled at how it didn't even reach to the middle of her thighs, leaving a wealth of skin exposed.

    Madison turned to look at herself in the mirror and she couldn't help but smile. The dress was flirty - the bottom was a little bit loose, which meant it moved a little as she walked - and it was thin enough that if her nipples got hard everyone would see them. The tops of her breasts showed and when she turned around the thin strips of fabric that crisscrossed over her back were unquestionably alluring. It was a bold dress, but it was perfect. It put the blue dress to shame and though Madison wondered if she would have the confidence to wear red, seeing herself in it dispelled any worries about going out in such a bold color.

    Jake's reaction sealed it, though. His eyes lit up the moment she stepped out of the fitting room. He drank in her body - with his gaze running from head to toe - and even as she approached he seemed unable to say anything.

    "This is the one, isn't it?" Madison asked as she spun around to give Jake a look at her full body.

    He nodded.

    "You know, I've seen a lot of girls try on that dress," the attendant chimed in, "but you're the only one that's ever actually pulled it off. I cannot tell you how jealous I am."

    "It's the one," Jake finally said. "That's absolutely the one."

    Madison was so excited she just wanted to get out of the dress and buy it, so she headed back for the fitting room, changed out of the dress, and gathered her things. She kept her heels on, though, as she thought her ass looked spectacular in them, especially when compared to the flats she'd worn for shopping.

    "Let's buy this dress," Madison said as she emerged from the fitting room with the red dress in one hand and all the rejects in the other. She handed them off to the attendant, smiled at her, and then she and Jake made their way towards the register.

    "I can't tell you how hot you looked in that dress," Jake said softly as they waited in line.

    "Do you think Cal will like it?" Madison asked. It was kind of the only thing she could think about, and she suspected she wasn't alone in that.

    "Yes, Maddie, Cal is going to go crazy for you in that dress," Jake said.

    She looked down to see that he'd sprouted an erection again and for some reason she wanted to have a little fun with him and see if she could make his cock even harder. "Should I wear it while he fucks me? Would that be hot, Jake? Would it be hot if Cal pushed this dress up around my waist and fucked me in it?"

    The bulge grew and Jake bent over a little at the waist in a seeming effort to hide his erection.

    "Here, you can hold my purse," Madison said with a smile.

    Jake took it as one of the registers opened up. Madison couldn't keep the smile off her face as she paid for the dress, for all she could think about was how good she was going to look for Calvin, and in that moment that's all she really cared about.

    
      
    

    Calvin wasn't the first man to stare at Madison as she walked through the Palms hotel – many men saw her before they found Cal - but it was his stare that turned Madison on. It was the look on his face that left her just a little weak in the knees as she thought about the sex they'd had poolside earlier that day. It was his stare that made her want to throw herself into his arms for a deep kiss.

    He'd told them to meet him at the Palms at 9 p.m. and he looked damn good in a blue suit that seemed to have been tailored for his body, which certainly contributed to Madison's sudden surge of lust. She wasn't sure what Calvin had planned, but she was willing to go along with just about anything he wanted the moment she saw him.

    "Somehow, you've managed to look even better than you did last night, Maddie," Calvin said with a smile as she and Jake approached. He reached out, put a hand on the small of her back, and pulled her close. Madison looked up at Calvin as she felt her body melt into his. He stared into her eyes for a few seconds and kissed her.

    Pleasure surged from between Madison's legs as his lips pressed against hers. She moaned softly and the very tip of his tongue brushed against her teeth, prompting Madison to part her lips. The kiss got hotter and heavier and she would have been just fine with it going on all night.

    Eventually, though, Calvin stepped back and said, "Jake, it's good to see you again."

    They shook hands as Madison tried to clear the fog of lust from her brain. It had grown so thick she'd actually forgotten her husband was standing right behind her while she happily made out with another man in public.

    Calvin put his arm around her waist and pulled her close as he said, "We're going to GhostBar. It's on the 55th floor. The views are incredible."

    His arm remained around her as they walked towards the elevators with Jake following a few steps behind. Madison felt like she was Calvin's girlfriend - and she noted more than a few jealous looks directed his way - and she loved it.

    They stepped into the empty elevator as the doors opened and Calvin hit the button for the 55th floor. Then, as someone else rushed to join them in the car, Calvin put up his hand and they stopped in their tracks. Without saying a word he managed to impose his will, a notion that left Madison tingling between her legs.

    The elevator doors closed and Calvin stepped behind Madison and kissed her neck. "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, Madison, and this dress is flawless on you." His hands moved down her arms and he grasped her waist as Madison closed her eyes from the gentle pleasure of his lips against her neck. He ran his fingers up her stomach and took hold of her breasts, grasping them without hesitation and electrifying her nipples, which were hard in an instant.

    "I want you, Cal," she said as the wetness built between her legs. "I can't believe how badly I want you."

    "And I want you too," he replied softly. "And I'm going to have you. I think I might even have you multiple times tonight. I'm not sure I can contain my desire."

    "You can have me as many times as you want me," she said.

    "Is that okay with you, Jake?" Calvin asked as he once again took Madison's perky breasts in his hands and played with them through the thin material of her dress.

    "Yes," Jake answered. "That's...yes, that's okay with me. I...I want Madison to have what she desires."

    "You married a good man, Madison," Calvin said. "And I can't wait to fuck you again, but first I want to show you off a little."

    The elevator doors opened and Calvin stepped to the side, put his arm around Madison's waist, and led her into the bar. He gave his name to the hostess and she checked her tablet, smiled, and led them outside onto an open air deck that offered genuinely breathtaking views of Vegas.

    The hostess led them to what Madison judged to be the best seats in the entire bar - they certainly had the best view - and set the cocktail menu on the table in front of them. "Your server will be right over to take your orders. If you're hungry, there's a selection of small plates you'll find on the back page of the menu."

    Calvin nodded and led Madison right to the edge of the deck and she took in the breathtaking view that made her feel a little bit giddy. The lights of Vegas struck her as genuinely beautiful from so high up, as every bit of grime and traffic had disappeared and she could simply appreciate the marvel of a place built with the express intent of providing pleasure.

    "This seems like the best seat in the house," Madison said. "I have to imagine it's in high demand. How did you manage to secure it for us?"

    Calvin kissed the back of her neck and whispered, "When I'm motivated, I tend to be able to get whatever I want, Maddie."

    She felt a shiver of pleasure rush down her spine before asking, "And what motivated you tonight?"

    "You did, Maddie. Just like you motivated me last night when I saw you in the club. The moment I laid eyes on you I knew I had to have you," he said as his hand moved down her stomach, over the bottom of her dress, and to her inner thigh. "And after I had you this afternoon, I knew I had to have you again. I couldn't let you leave before I experienced the pleasure of this flawless body of yours at least once more."

    Madison turned away from the beautiful lights and her lips found Calvin's. They shared a deep, passionate kiss as she felt his cock stiffen as it pressed into her ass. His fingers moved up her thigh and under her dress, where he teased her soft skin and stopped just short of her pussy.

    "Let's order a drink," Calvin said as he stepped back, took Madison's hand, and led her to a clean, elegant-looking couch clearly designed for two. Calvin sat first and put his arm around Madison the moment she joined him. She scooted a little closer and looked up at him for yet another kiss as she reveled in how good it felt to have his arm around her once more.

    "Jake, baby, how are you doing?" Madison asked as she looked at her husband, who was seated across from them with a smile on his face.

    "I've never been better," he answered. "This is so hot."

    The waitress showed up a moment later and Calvin ordered cocktails for him and Madison before Jake ordered for himself. She turned and headed away a moment later and Madison leaned into Calvin's strong body as she admired the joyful look on her husband's face.

    "So, Jake, did you know your wife had the capability - or desire - to have the kind of fun we've had today?" Calvin asked.

    Jake shook his head. "No, not at all. I mean, I've always known she was beautiful - incredibly beautiful, in fact - but I never knew she had this...well, I guess this kind of wild side to her. It's totally unexpected."

    "But you like it, don't you?" Calvin asked.

    "More than I can possibly explain," Jake answered as he looked at Madison. "I genuinely can't explain it. If I take a moment to think about it, it seems insane, and yet it's just such a turn on."

    The waitress arrived with their drinks and Calvin leaned forward to grab Madison's, leaving his on the table. He didn't hand it to her, though. Instead, he placed it on the couch's wooden armrest and turned back to Jake.

    "I've found that Vegas is a little bit magical in that way," Calvin explained. "That's why I love living here. People come from all over the world to have the time of their lives, and so many of them are willing to expand their sexual boundaries on ways you'd never imagine. I knew Maddie was one of those women the moment I saw her."

    "In the club," Jake said.

    Calvin nodded. "I could tell how much she enjoyed people looking at her in that exquisite outfit she chose, and it wasn't because Maddie was looking for validation the way an insecure girl does. It was because their stares turned her on, and I'll bet it was because their stares were slowly awakening a part of her that had long lain dormant, a part of her that wants to explore her sexuality, that wants to truly let loose and explore the many avenues of pleasure available outside of her regular life."

    Calvin then dipped two of his fingers into Madison's drink. For a moment she was utterly confused as to why he'd do that. His intent became clear as he pulled his fingers from the drink, let a few drops fall back into the glass, and turned towards her. He didn't say a word as he pressed his fingers against her lower lip. Madison opened her mouth instinctively and Calvin's fingers pushed onto her tongue. She closed her lips around them and sucked gently. As she closed her eyes, Calvin pushed his fingers a little deeper into her mouth as her tongue swirled around his flesh.

    "You see, Jake," Calvin said. "Only in Vegas would a woman as beautiful as your wife happily suck on my fingers in a bar. And I think we both know she's thinking about sucking on something else, don't we?"

    "Yes," Jake admitted.

    Calvin pulled his fingers from her mouth and asked, "What were you thinking about, Maddie?"

    She smiled. "I was thinking about having you in my mouth, about having your...your cock in my mouth."

    Calvin leaned a little closer and pushed his fingers into her mouth once more. This time, Madison sucked like she really was giving him a blowjob. She sucked with the express intent of trying to drive him wild and after Calvin pulled his fingers from her mouth he moved them between her legs and under her dress almost immediately.

    Madison parted her thighs, giving him silent permission to do as he pleased. Jake moaned a little - the sight of it must have turned him on - and Madison could barely contain her pleasure when Calvin's fingers slipped into her pussy.

    "No panties," he said with a smile.

    "I thought you might enjoy that," she replied. "And it turned me on not to wear them, to know that I was doing it for you."

    Calvin rubbed her clit and Madison had to work not to let out a loud moan that would have drawn the attention of every other person in the outdoor area of the bar. He kissed her and Madison offered her tongue in an insistent, eager manner. She wanted Calvin to know how badly she craved him, and how successful he'd been in turning her on.

    Calvin pulled back from the kiss and removed his fingers from her pussy. He held them in front of Madison and she leaned forward and took them in her mouth. She couldn't resist. She felt a feverish desire to suck them clean and to express her lust for him in doing so.

    "Isn't Vegas incredible, Jake?" Calvin asked as Madison sucked his fingers like she was giving a blowjob.

    "Yes, it really is," Jake answered.

    "Should I make your wife cum, Jake?" Calvin asked. "Should I make her cum right here while you watch?"

    "Yes," Jake said.

    Calvin pulled his fingers from Madison's mouth, reached under her dress, and slipped them into her pussy once more. She offered no resistance, as the only thing she could think about was how good she felt and how badly she wanted Calvin to do as he pleased in that moment.

    "This will be your first orgasm of the night, Maddie, but it won't be your last. I'm going to make you cum so many times you'll lose count. I'm going to leave you completely satisfied and utterly exhausted. I'm going to show you exactly how good a man can make a woman feel," Calvin explained as he fingered her while rubbing her clit with his thumb.

    It felt so good that Madison could barely think straight. She was on the verge of having an orgasm in a public place for the second time in two days and she loved it. She didn't give a damn if other people were watching. She didn't even give a damn about getting kicked out. She just wanted to cum with Calvin's fingers inside her.

    "I'm close," she said before biting her lip to suppress a moan.

    Calvin kissed her. His tongue slipped deep into her mouth and Madison sucked on it as pleasure spread like wildfire outwards from her pussy. She moaned into his mouth, gripped the couch's armrest tightly, and writhed next to Calvin as she came on his fingers. The kiss continued right through to the end of her orgasm and then Calvin pulled his fingers from her pussy and wiped them clean with a napkin.

    "Thank you," Madison said breathlessly. "That was...thank you for that."

    "My pleasure, Maddie," Calvin replied. "And remember, the night is just beginning."

    That put a smile on Madison's face. She believed Calvin when he said he was going to leave her completely satisfied and utterly exhausted and she couldn't wait to see how he planned on doing that.
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    Madison felt dazed - in the best way possible - in the aftermath of her orgasm. Calvin's hand rested on her knee as he gazed at her with a confident smile on his face.

    "Your wife looks particularly beautiful right after she's cum, doesn't she, Jake?" Calvin asked as he looked towards Jake, who couldn't tear his gaze away from Madison.

    "She does," he answered. "She looks...she looks perfect."

    "And did you enjoy watching me make your wife cum, Jake?" Calvin asked.

    "I did," he admitted. "I don't...it's weird, but I did."

    "It's not weird," Madison said. "It's different. I wouldn't argue with that. But it's not weird, Jake. It wouldn't feel so good if it was weird, right?"

    Jake smiled and looked at Calvin's hand, which still rested on Madison's leg. His fingers were still wet with her juices, too, and she felt a sudden urge to put on a bit of a show for her husband, who was so clearly enamored with the idea of his wife having fun with another man.

    Without saying a word, Madison lifted Calvin's hand from her legs and brought his fingers - the ones soaked with her juices - to her lips. She smiled at Jake and then took those fingers in her mouth. It felt deeply sexy to do so and a sense of wild desire washed over her as Madison swirled her tongue around Calvin's fingers and soaked up her sweet juices.

    "Are you hard, Jake?" Calvin asked.

    "Yes, I am," he admitted.

    Calvin turned to Madison, smiled, and said, "Go sit in your husband's lap."

    Madison took his fingers deep in her mouth and stared into Calvin's eyes as she sucked on them for a few moments longer. Then, she released them from the tight grip of her lips, stood up, and sauntered towards her husband. Madison bent over - giving Calvin a view of her ass as her dress rode up a little - and kissed her husband softly on the lips before spinning around and sitting in his lap.

    "Is he hard, Maddie?" Calvin asked.

    Madison nodded as she subtly moved her ass over Jake's lap, eliciting a moan from her husband.

    "Kiss him," Calvin instructed.

    Madison turned her head and saw the lust in her husband's eyes. She smiled and leaned a little closer. His lips searched for hers but she pulled back, teasing him just a little. Then she kissed him. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth and noted the desperation she felt behind it, desperation she hadn't felt when Calvin kissed her. She liked that Jake was desperate, though. It helped wash away any guilt she felt over the fact that she'd fucked another man on their vacation, for Jake was clearly just as into it as Madison was.

    "Do you like that your husband is so turned on, Maddie?" Calvin asked.

    "I love it," she answered. "I really do." Madison kissed Jake again, this time without prompting. She offered her tongue in the same desperate manner and Jake moaned as she moved her ass over his crotch a little faster. His hands found their way to her waist and crept up her torso, though he resisted the urge to play with her breasts.

    "Do you want to fuck your wife, Jake?" Calvin asked.

    "Yes, I do," Jake answered.

    Calvin smiled. "Do you also want to watch me fuck your wife?"

    For just a moment Jake looked surprised, as if he was caught off guard by the answer that played in his head the moment Calvin asked the question. "Yes, I do."

    Madison reached up to caress her husband's face and leaned in to kiss him. This time she waited for Jake to offer his tongue and she captured it between her lips and sucked on it just as she'd done with Calvin. She moved in his lap like she was a stripper working a client, in part because her body was flooded with desire and she just couldn't help herself.

    "Feel your wife's pussy, Jake," Calvin instructed.

    Jake hesitated - probably because they were in public - but not for long. His fingers made their way to her leg and moved under her dress and towards her pussy. He slipped one inside her with ease and Madison was thrilled to hear him moan as he no doubt discovered that she was still exceedingly wet.

    "Is she wet?" Calvin asked.

    "She's soaked," Jake answered.

    Calvin leaned forward and grabbed his drink from the table. He took a long sip, smiled, and asked, "And who do you think she's wet for, Jake?"

    Madison was certain she felt Jake's cock get a little bit harder as Calvin asked the question.

    "I...I think she's...I think..."

    As Jake stammered, Madison gently pulled his hand from between her legs and kissed the tip of the finger that had been inside her. She took it in her mouth and her tongue swirled around it. Jake closed his eyes and moaned as she seemingly saved him from the anxiety-producing question Calvin had posed.

    "Jake, baby," she said softly, "it turns me on that you watched him fuck me this afternoon by the pool. It turns me on that you watched him cum in my mouth. It turns me on that you watched him finger me tonight, that you watched him make me cum. It turns me on that you watched me suck his fingers clean. All of that turns me on."

    Madison sucked his finger into her mouth once more, cleaned every last bit of her juices from it, and then took both of Jake's hands in hers and placed them on her breasts. He took the hint and played with her perky, soft flesh through the thin material of her dress, luring her nipples into a rock hard state in just a few moments.

    "But I think we both know I'm wet for him," Madison continued. "I think we both know that I want more of what I had this afternoon, that I want to feel him inside me, that I want more of that sense of incredible pleasure he made me feel when he fucked me."

    Madison grabbed the arms of the chair and used them as leverage to grind her ass into Jake's lap. She saw a familiar look of pleasure on her husband's face, one that usually indicated he was nearing an orgasm.

    "I want that too," Jake admitted.

    "Do you want to be mine tonight, Maddie?" Calvin asked.

    Madison felt a wave of pleasure wash over her body as she looked at Calvin. "Yes," she admitted. "Yes, Calvin, I want to be yours tonight. I want you to make me yours tonight."

    Jake groaned beneath Madison and squeezed her breasts harder. She moved her hips faster over his lap, pleasuring his stiff cock in the process. A quick glance towards the rest of the bar made it clear a few people were watching, but no one had bothered to come over to tell them to stop, so Madison kept it up.

    "Is that what you want, Jake?" Calvin asked. "Do you want me to make your wife mine tonight? Do you want me to spend the night giving her the pleasure she so desperately craves? Do you want me to fuck your wife until she's cum so many times she can't see straight? Do you want me to fuck her until her pussy is sore?"

    Jake nodded vigorously, but he seemed incapable of uttering a single word in response.

    "Then that's what I'll do," Calvin said before taking another sip of his drink. He swallowed slowly, smiled, and said, "I'll make your wife mine tonight. I'll fuck her like no man has ever fucked her. I'll make her mine and I'll send her back to you a very happy woman."

    Jake moaned and said, "Maddie, you have to stop. I'm...I'm close to..."

    "Don't stop, Maddie," Calvin instructed.

    Madison turned to Jake and kissed him as she ground her ass into his cock. She took his tongue into her mouth and gently sucked on it as he moaned. She knew what she was doing. She knew she was driving him to an orgasm. She knew it was going to make a mess in his pants, and yet she didn't want to stop. She wanted to push him over the top, to help him pursue the pleasure he clearly felt.

    Jake grunted and said, "Oh, fuck. Oh, Maddie, fuck."

    She watched his face as he came in his pants. She watched the intense pleasure he experienced and she couldn't help but smile as she thought of how turned on he must have been to cum in public. Just like she'd been turned on as Calvin played with her pussy.

    "Maddie, come here," Calvin said as he extended his hand.

    Madison got up, crossed the short distance between her and Calvin, and sat next to him. She reached across him to grab her drink and took a sip before sharing a boozy kiss with the man that had already made her cum multiple times that day.

    Calvin put his hand on her knee and moved his fingers in slow circles. "I got us a room," he said. "The view is just as beautiful. I'd like to take you there. I'd like you to spend the night with me. I'd like to send you back to your husband tomorrow morning."

    "Would that be okay with you, Jake?" she asked.

    Jake stared at her and Calvin for a few moments and nodded. "Yes, it would."

    "Your husband's a very generous man," Calvin noted.

    Madison smiled at Jake as she moved a little closer to Calvin and put a hand on his knee. "Yes, he is. More generous than I ever knew, in fact."

    Jake looked a little unsure about his decision, but he didn't say a word about it. Instead, he looked down at his pants and said, "I really need to get cleaned up." He stood, did his best to try and hide the wet spot in his pants, and headed for the bathroom.

    "How did it feel to make your husband cum in his pants?" Calvin asked as Jake walked away.

    Madison looked up at the man she was so enamored with, smiled, and said, "Honestly, I felt kind of powerful. I think I get why some women actually like stripping. There's something kind of intoxicating about being able to make a man lose control like that."

    Calvin leaned a little closer and said, "Are you going to try and make me lose control tonight, Maddie?"

    She boldly ran her hand up his leg and grasped his half hard cock through the thin material of his slacks. "I think I am." She stroked him and smiled as Calvin got hard. He leaned closer and they shared another deeply passionate kiss. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it once more, this time eliciting a moan while she offered what amounted to a handjob.

    "You're an incredible woman, Maddie," Calvin said. "Smart, beautiful, and far sexier than you know. Passionate, too."

    "I want you, Cal," she replied softly. "I want you to do what you said you'd do. I want you to make me yours tonight."

    "I intend to, Maddie. I intend on making sure you have a night you'll never forget," he said. "Then you can give your husband a morning he'll never forget."

    Madison kissed him again. She couldn't help it. She wanted to be connected with him, to feel his tongue in her mouth, to make him moan as she played with his cock. She wanted to feel her lust deepen, to feel her pussy somehow get even wetter. She lost herself in it, to the point that she felt a little dazed by the time the kiss came to a conclusion.

    "Oh, hey," Madison said with a hint of surprise in her voice as she turned to see Jake back in his seat with a drink in his hand. The kiss must have gone on for far longer than she thought.

    "Hey," he replied with a smile. "That was...that was passionate."

    Madison felt just a little shy, like she'd unleashed a level of passion she didn't want her husband to see. She looked away and sipped her drink as she pulled her hand from between Calvin's legs.

    "It was beautiful, though," Jake added. "And, well, really hot."

    Madison looked back at her husband with a smile on her face. "You really don't mind?" she asked. "That I feel such...such desire for him?"

    Jake shook his head.

    "Your husband is a unique kind of man, Maddie," Calvin said. "And you're a lucky woman to have him. And, I suppose, I'm a very lucky man to have met such an exquisitely beautiful, sexy, talented woman to spend a little time with."

    "Talented?" Madison asked.

    Calvin smiled, glanced at Jake, and said, "When you took me in your mouth, Maddie, by the pool, when you sucked my cock, you made me feel such spectacular pleasure. That takes talent."

    Madison felt herself sinking into her desire for Calvin once more. "I just wanted to make you feel good," she said. "I don't...it was just this feeling, this need, really, to make you feel good. The moment I took you in my mouth, I just wanted to make you feel good, Calvin."

    "You did an incredible job of that," he replied with a smile.

    "Calvin, take me to your room," Madison said. "I can't wait any longer. I want you. I need you. I need you so badly. Take me to your room and make me yours for the night."

    Calvin set his drink down, stood, and helped Madison to her feet. Jake stood as well and she was surprised - and pleased - to see a gentle bulge in his pants, indicating that he was already turned on again. Madison approached her husband, reached up to caress his face, and kissed him softly.

    "Will you really be okay tonight?" she asked quietly. "Because I don't have to do this."

    "Yes, I'll be okay," Jake answered. "And I want you to do this. I want you to have fun tonight. I want you to enjoy every second of your time with Calvin. Cut loose, Maddie. Live it up. Just come back to me in the morning."

    She smiled. "I wouldn't have it any other way, Jake. I love you so much."

    With that, Madison stepped away from her husband and into Calvin's arms. He kissed her - and kissed her passionately - and then put his arm around her and walked her towards the exit. She looked over her shoulder to see Jake watching, blew him a kiss, and then turned and headed inside, leaving her husband behind so she could spend the night with another man.

    Madison wasn't nervous, though. She was excited. She was overwhelmingly excited, in fact. Her pussy was soaked with desire. Her body was tingling. She was going to spend the night awash in pleasure and she couldn't wait.
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    Jake was sound asleep as Madison stepped into the hotel room a little after 7 a.m. She could still taste Calvin's cock on her tongue and his cum was slowly leaking out of her pussy and dripping down her leg. She stepped into the bathroom and smiled at her messy hair and makeup. She'd spent a good portion of the night and part of her morning getting fucked and it showed.

    Madison set the room key on the bathroom counter and headed for the bed. She kept her dress on as she crawled under the covers, snuggled up next to her husband, and kissed the back of his neck.

    "Good morning," she whispered as Jake stirred.

    "Maddie? Is that you?" he asked.

    "It is," she replied softly.

    Jake looked at the clock on the nightstand and then rolled over. Madison slipped a hand into his boxers and found his cock, which was already half hard.

    "Did you have a good night?" she asked.

    Jake smiled and reached up to run his fingers through her messy hair. "I had a little trouble falling asleep," he answered.

    "Oh yeah?" Madison asked playfully as she stroked Jake's cock to a throbbing erection. "Why is that? Was there something different about last night?"

    Jake kissed her lips softly and said, "My wife spent the night in another man's bed."

    Madison worked his underwear down to his knees and took his balls in one hand while she stroked his cock. "That's right. I did spend the night in another man's bed. Though I confess I didn't get much sleep."

    Jake smiled for a moment before he closed his eyes and moaned. "Was it good?" he asked. "Did Calvin give you everything you wanted?"

    "It was so much better than good, Jake," she answered softly. "The sex was incredible. Calvin was incredible. He made me feels things I've never...well, it was incredible."

    Jake opened his eyes and held Madison's gaze for a few seconds before saying, "He made you feel things you've never felt before?"

    Madison nodded as she hoped that Jake wouldn't find that notion too insulting. When his cock surged in her hand any worry she felt about admitting that Calvin was a better lover dissipated.

    Jake reached up to caress her face and they shared a long, beautiful, lingering kiss that slowly built into something deeply passionate. His hand moved into her dress and he gently played with her breasts as their tongues danced. Precum poured from the tip of his cock and Madison used it as lube while stroking her husband slowly.

    "Did he fuck you this morning?" Jake asked.

    "He did," Madison answered.

    Jake stared into her eyes as he released her breast from his grasp and slowly moved his hand down her torso and under her dress. His fingers danced up the outside of her thigh and he grabbed her ass before they kissed again. Madison welcomed Jake's tongue into her mouth and sucked on it, refusing to let go as he kneaded her ass with impressive skill.

    He released her ass and moved his hand to her inner thighs, applying gentle pressure in a seeming bid to convince Madison to spread her legs and grant him access to her pussy.

    "Jake," she said softly, "Calvin came inside me this morning. He came inside me right before I left, in fact. His cum is still dripping out of me. If your fingers...if they go where I think you want them to go, they're going to be coated in his cum."

    "He...he came inside you?" Jake asked.

    Madison nodded slowly as she felt Jake's cock throb in her hand. She knew he was turned on, that he liked that Calvin had cum inside her, though she wasn't sure he'd be willing to admit it. "It wasn't the first time he came inside me," she said. "He did it last night, too. Twice, in fact."

    "So...he came inside you three times?" Jake asked.

    Madison rubbed her thumb over the underside of his cock head and watched Jake's lips part so a moan could escape. "Yes," she said before spreading her thighs. "He came inside me three times." She paused for a moment and then smiled and added, "He came in my mouth twice last night, too."

    Jake's fingers moved between her legs and he gently rubbed her slippery, cum-soaked pussy lips as he asked, "You made Calvin cum four times last night?"

    Madison nodded and softly kissed her husband. She offered him just a hint of tongue before saying, "I made him cum four times last night and once this morning. He made me cum more, though. He made me cum so many times last night that I lost count, Jake. He fucked me all over his hotel room. He fucked me as many times as I could handle. He fucked me until my pussy was sore and then he fucked me again."

    Madison knew Jake was turned on - obviously he was, or he wouldn't have been okay with anything she'd done with Calvin during their trip to Vegas - but she was still a little worried that he might not enjoy just how wild she'd gotten the night before.

    "Madison...fuck..." Jake began. He didn't finish his thought, though. He just closed his eyes and moaned, which Madison took as a sign that her husband wasn't the slightest bit put off by the volume of sex she'd had with another man.

    "He showed me a side of myself that I didn't know existed, Jake," she continued. "He tapped into a part of me that I must have kept buried all these years, a part of me that's...that's insatiable, that can't get enough of...well, of the kind of pleasure Calvin can offer."

    Jake pulled away and Madison panicked at the idea that she'd pushed things too far. That panic lasted only a few moments, though, as Jake tossed the covers aside, yanked his underwear off, and rolled Madison onto her back. He moved between her legs, slowly lifted the bottom of her dress to expose her pussy, and sat back on his knees as he stared with a look of wonder on his face.

    "Wow," he said as his gaze remained fixed on her freshly-fucked - and undoubtedly messy - pussy. "It's...Madison...you look...is that...is that his cum?"

    Madison sat up and looked down at her pussy. Calvin's cum was everywhere - he'd unleashed a particularly large load inside her - and so she nodded at her husband and said, "He fucked me for a long time this morning. I think he built up a really big load before unleashing it inside me."

    Jake ran his fingers up her thigh - and through a streak of cum that had leaked out of her - and over her labia. Madison moaned softly when he brushed past her clit and then Jake slowly pushed two fingers into her pussy. His mouth opened and his eyes went wide, but he said nothing. He simply held his fingers inside her.

    "How does it feel?" Madison asked. "How does my pussy feel after another man fucked me and came inside me?"

    Jake's legs trembled as he pulled his fingers out and held them up. They both stared at the layer of cum and pussy juice that coated them and he said, "It feels...I don't know...it feels incredible. It feels perfect. It feels...naughty."

    Madison reached out to stroke Jake's stiff cock for a few moments and then took his wrist in her hand. She parted her lips, looked up at her husband, and asked, "Do you like that your wife was naughty last night? Do you like that I let another man have his way with my body, Jake?"

    He nodded and Madison took his fingers in her mouth and sucked them clean. The taste of Calvin's cum - a taste she was now intimately acquainted with - danced on her taste buds as Madison swirled her tongue around her husband's finger. She thought of offering the same pleasure to Calvin's cock, of how she'd done so numerous times the night before and how she'd given him a blowjob to wake him up that morning.

    "Did you...did you swallow for him last night?" Jake asked.

    "I did," Madison said. "Both times." She pushed two fingers into her pussy and added, "And it turned me on both times. I loved the look on his face as he was cumming in my mouth. I loved how much he seemed to enjoy it. I loved the look on his face when I swallowed for him, too. I loved how happy it made him to see another man's wife happily swallowing his delicious cum."

    Madison pulled her fingers from her pussy and sucked them clean as Jake watched with a wild look of desire in his eyes.

    "Did you masturbate last night?" she asked.

    "No," he answered.

    She smiled. "Did you think about me?"

    "All night," he said. "I couldn't stop thinking about you. I thought about you going down on him. I thought about you getting fucked. I thought about you having sex in every position imaginable. I thought about you cumming with his cock inside you. I thought about him cumming in your mouth. I didn't think about him cumming in your pussy, though. I didn't think you'd let him do that."

    "You don't mind that I did, do you?" she asked.

    Jake shook his head. "Not at all."

    Madison reached out and stroked his cock. "Do you like that I let him cum inside me, Jake?"

    He nodded.

    Madison gathered the precum from the tip of his cock and sucked it from her fingers. She smiled as the sweet taste filled her mouth and a look of wonder came over Jake, like he was enthralled with how dirty she was being.

    "Put your fingers inside me again," she said.

    Jake slipped three fingers into her pussy and rubber clit with his thumb. Madison leaned back and spread her legs a little wider as she moaned for her husband. "Your pussy is so wet...so messy," he said.

    "My pussy is soaked with Calvin's cum," Madison said before closing her eyes and moaning as she thought of Calvin cumming inside her. "I was on my back when he came inside me this morning. I could see his face. I could see how good it made him feel, Jake. I could see how much he enjoyed filling my pussy with his cum, and I know he found it particularly thrilling this morning because he knew I was coming back to you. He knew he was sending me to my husband with his cum dripping out of me."

    Jake fingered her a little faster and Madison moaned a little louder.

    "He started dripping out of me as I walked through the lobby," she said. "I could feel his cum running down my leg as I rode the elevator. I felt like..." she began before pausing to smile at her husband, "I felt like such a slut, Jake. I felt like a slut and I...I loved it."

    Jake pulled his fingers from Madison's pussy and held them up. She stared into his eyes as she took them in her mouth, sealed her lips tight around them, and sucked lustily. Jake leaned closer and Madison saw a hint of uncertainty in his eyes. He pulled his fingers from her mouth and stared at her lips for a few seconds before leaning in and kissing her.

    Madison parted her lips and offered her tongue, for she suspected her husband was exploring the thrill of kissing his wife so soon after she'd welcomed another man's cum - in this case another man's cum taken from her pussy - into her mouth. She moaned to ensure Jake understood that she thoroughly enjoyed his desire to kiss her and she reached out to play with his cock a little, providing a bit of extra pleasure.

    After the kiss, Jake sat back with a dazed look on his face, though Madison was certain it was a daze caused by a deluge of sexual arousal, not by a sense of embarrassment at what he'd just done. After all, Jake had proved himself to be remarkably flexible when it came to his and Madison's pursuit of pleasure over the course of their weekend.

    "His room had a balcony," Madison said. "After fucking me - and cumming inside me - the first time, he took me out on it. He'd ordered a bottle of champagne and we were wearing the bathrobes that were hanging in the closet. He poured us both a glass and we drank champagne and talked for a while about the thrill of trying new things, in particular about how much fun I was having exploring my sexuality with him."

    Madison scooted back until she was sitting against two pillows and spread her legs. She reached down and ran her fingers over her pussy lips as she continued, "After we'd nearly finished the bottle, Calvin said he wanted to see me strip and then dance for him."

    Jake's eyes went wide for a moment - perhaps because he imagined his wife dancing for another man - and he asked, "Did you?"

    Madison gently rubbed her clit and smiled at her husband before saying, "I did. I set my glass down, I stood up, and I danced for him. I danced as I slowly untied the bathrobe and then stripped out of it. I let it fall to the ground and I felt this incredible rush of excitement as Calvin stared hungrily at my naked body like he was seeing it for the first time all over again."

    Madison extended her foot and used her toes to play with Jake's cock, offering enough pleasure to make him moan. "I gave him a lap dance," she continued. "I've never done that before - I've never even considered giving one before - but it was so sexy. I don't know if I did a good job, but I felt good doing it and Calvin got hard for me as I ground my ass into his crotch. I could feel his big dick getting stiff through the bathrobe and I could feel my pussy getting wet for him, Jake. He'd already fucked me to an incredible orgasm and I needed him again."

    Jake's cock was dripping a steady stream of precum and Madison ran her toes through it and used the slippery fluid to lubricate his cock, which seemed to deepen his pleasure, as he closed his eyes and moaned. "This is so fucking hot," he said.

    Madison pulled her fingers from her pussy and gently sucked them clean, once again savoring the taste of Calvin's cum. Jake watched with his mouth slightly agape, like he'd never seen anything quite so arousing. She thoroughly enjoyed the ease with which she could intoxicate her husband, as he seemed far more aroused than she'd ever imagined possible.

    "After a nice long lap dance I stood up, turned around, and opened Calvin's robe. We kissed as I stroked his big, beautiful cock. He pushed his tongue into my mouth and I sucked on it while he moaned for me, which made me so fucking wet. Then, after the kiss, he looked down at his cock I immediately got on my knees," Madison continued.

    Jake reached down, took her foot in his hands, and lifted her toes to his lips. He kissed them softly before a smile crossed his face and then he surprised Madison by taking her big toe into his mouth. His tongue moved back and forth over it as he licked up his sweet precum while his eyes rolled back in his head.

    "Naughty boy," Madison said with a smile on her face. Jake seemed to enjoy that as he sucked a little harder on her toe. It seemed to Madison that her husband was in the midst of exploring a side of himself he hadn't known existed before this weekend and that he was having a damn good time doing it.

    "I took him in my mouth out on the deck," Madison continued. "He looked out at the strip, poured himself a little more champagne, and sipped it slowly as I sucked his cock. It was the first time I'd really gone down on him like that, where I was actually taking my time and really trying to turn him on with my mouth. I enjoyed it so much more than I thought I would, Jake. I got really wet sucking his cock. I even sucked on his balls a little, which is not something I ever thought I'd do."

    Madison pulled her toe from his mouth and rubbed it over his chest before plunging two fingers into her pussy, pushing them deep, and removing them once again. She pulled her dress down to expose her perky breasts and gently rubbed Calvin's cum over both of her nipples. She didn't say a word, but she looked at Jake and smiled.

    He took the hint, laid next to her, and engulfed one of her breasts in his mouth. Madison moaned as her husband's tongue moved back and forth over her stiff nipple, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her pussy.

    "I would have sucked him off out there on the deck," she said breathlessly, "but Calvin wanted to fuck me again. He told me to stand up and grab the railing. I did exactly as he desired and stared out at the city as Calvin finished his champagne and stepped behind me. He dropped his robe, rubbed the head of his dick over my pussy, and slipped inside me as I bent over."

    Jake kissed her neck and his lips found Madison's for a sensual kiss before he moved to her other breast and set about cleaning Calvin's cum from it. She could feel his stiff cock pressing against her thigh and leaving a trail of precum everywhere it went.

    "He fucked me hard, Jake," Madison said. "He held my hips tight and he fucked me hard while I moaned and stared out at the city lights. It was the hardest I've ever been fucked. Without question. There were a few moments where it actually hurt a little, but for some reason that didn't turn me off. I don't know why. I was just so caught up in it, in the pleasure of...well, in the pleasure of being slutty, to be honest."

    Jake swiftly moved between Madison's legs, grabbed her waist, and pulled until she was on her back and staring up at the ceiling. He crawled forward, slipped his cock inside her, and smiled at the pleasure of it.

    "I couldn't resist," he said. "I have to fuck you, Madison. I have to fuck my wife."

    She wrapped her legs around him and replied, "Then have your way with me, Jake. Fuck me."

    They kissed as Jake fucked Madison's sore, well-used, cum-filled pussy. It felt good. It felt great, even. There was something so hot about reconnecting with her husband after spending a night with another man, something that Madison loved.

    "Jake, baby, that feels so good," she said. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck your wife."

    "Did he cum inside you when he fucked you on the deck?" Jake asked.

    Madison moaned and held her husband close. "He did, baby. He came inside me as he fucked me from behind. And...fuck, Jake, he put a finger in my ass right before he came."

    "What?" Jake asked before groaning. "Really? He fingered your ass?"

    "He slipped his thumb into my mouth while he was fucking me. It was so fucking kinky and I sucked on it like a wild woman. The next thing I knew that thumb was in my ass," she explained as her clit came alive with pleasure.

    "Did it feel good?" Jake asked.

    Madison nodded. "I know it's weird, but it felt really fucking good. I have no idea why, baby, but it felt good when he fingered my ass and fucked my pussy at the same time, and I ended up cumming on his cock when he came inside me. I came as another man was fucking my pussy and fingering my ass!"

    Madison was moments away from cumming again, both from reliving the memory of her sex with Calvin and from the pleasure of having Jake inside her. Thankfully, he was ready to cum too. He fucked her hard and fast while they kissed and Madison wrapped her legs tightly around him right before they climaxed together.

    Their moans, groans, and grunts of pleasure filled the hotel room as Jake's body trembled from the intense sensations of his release. Madison kept her legs wrapped tightly around him until they'd both experienced the full joy of their climaxes. Only then did she release her husband from her grasp. Jake pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her before Madison cuddled up against his body and ran her fingers over his chest.

    "Calvin wants to spend the night with me again," she said. "I told him it was our last night here and that I wanted to spend it with you, so he said you could come too."

    "To his room?" Jake asked.

    "Yeah," she replied. "You could spend the night in the room with us. You could watch. You could probably participate. I don't really know what he has planned, and I'm okay if you don't want to do it. I was serious about wanting to spend our last night in Vegas together."

    "I'd like to do it, if that's okay," Jake said.

    Madison looked up at her husband and smiled. She would have been willing to forgo spending the night with Calvin, but it's not what she wanted. Jake had just given her what she wanted, though, and she loved him more than anything for that.

    "I was hoping you'd say that," she replied with a smile.

    Jake kissed her softly and said, "There's only one day left. We should live it up. Do you want to buy some new lingerie to wear for him? Or a new dress?"

    Madison felt giddy. "That's a great idea. Let's get breakfast, take a shower, and do a little shopping." It sounded like a perfect day and it was guaranteed to have a perfect end.
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    "Champagne, Jake?" Calvin asked as Madison walked towards the bathroom to change into the lingerie they'd bought that afternoon.

    "Sure," Jake replied.

    Madison smiled at the idea of her husband enjoying a glass of champagne with the man that had spent the weekend expanding her sexual horizons and providing her with a wealth of intensely pleasurable orgasms unlike almost any she'd ever had. "I'll see you soon, boys," she said before blowing them a kiss and stepping into the bathroom.

    Madison pulled the strappy pink bra, panty, and garter set from the delicate bag the lingerie shop had provided and set the pieces on the counter along with a pair of pink fishnets. She'd never worn anything like it, which made it seem like the perfect choice for their last night in Vegas, and her last night with Calvin.

    After stripping out of her skimpy dress - a dress that Calvin had thoroughly enjoyed when they met him for dinner - Madison's hands wandered over her body as she watched herself in the mirror. She felt beautiful and confident and she was delighted at how hard her nipples were and how wet her pussy already was for the sex she knew she and Calvin would have that night.

    Madison carefully put on each piece of the strappy pink lingerie set, putting on the pink fishnets last and then stepping into a pair of heels - Jake had insisted they get her a new pair that matched the lingerie - and taking a long look in the mirror to ensure she looked good from every angle. Madison was particularly pleased with how the straps of the lingerie set framed her ass and she hoped Calvin would be pleased too.

    When she emerged from the bathroom, Jake and Calvin were sitting on the couch and each had a glass of champagne in his hand. Their conversation ceased and they both looked her way. Jake's eyes went wide - almost as if he was surprised at how good Madison looked - and a hungry look washed over Calvin's face as his lips slowly curled into a devilish grin.

    Madison focused her attention on Calvin as she approached the couch, though it wasn't a conscious effort on her part. She simply gravitated towards the man she wanted to fuck that night, the man who'd be providing her with the pleasure she so desperately craved.

    "Your wife looks exceptionally sexy, doesn't she Jake?" Calvin asked.

    "She really does," Jake replied.

    Calvin smiled. "Did you help her pick out this lingerie?"

    "Yes," Jake said as his gaze remained fixed on Madison.

    She stopped in front of Calvin and ran her hands over her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs before slowly spinning around and bending over a little, giving him a view of her ass that she hoped he'd find intoxicating.

    "Did you want her to look good for me, Jake?" Calvin asked.

    "I did," he admitted. "I knew it's what she wanted...but I did like the idea of her looking good for you."

    Madison felt Calvin's hand on her ass. He squeezed her flesh and then delivered a swift, playful swat before his fingers moved between her legs and pressed against her pussy, massaging it gently through her delicate panties.

    "Did you want to look good for me, Maddie?" Calvin asked.

    She moaned and said, "More than anything, Cal."

    Calvin put his arm around her waist and pulled Madison into his lap. He lifted his glass to her lips and she sipped the champagne before turning her head and finding his lips for a sweet-tasting kiss. As their tongues mingled, Madison felt his cock grow to an erect state and press into her ass. She heard Jake moan softly, too, cementing his desire to witness the pleasure that was certain to unfold in the hotel room that night.

    "You look perfect, Maddie," Calvin said. "You're sexier than any woman I've ever been with, and you're far more passionate."

    Madison moaned as his hand moved between her legs and into her panties. He slipped two fingers between her labia and they moved into her pussy with ease thanks to the surplus of wetness. "You make me feel sexy, Cal," she replied softly. "You make me feel passionate. You've helped me find a version of myself - of my sexuality - that I didn't even know existed."

    Madison looked at her husband, saw the lust in his eyes, and reached over to confirm that he was turned on. He smiled when she found his erection and stroked it through his pants while Calvin continued to finger her pussy, pushing her ever closer to her first orgasm of the night.

    "I think you've also helped my husband find a version of his sexuality that he didn't know existed," Madison noted.

    "Is that right, Jake?" Calvin asked. "Have you enjoyed your wife's exploration of her sexuality this weekend? Has it turned you on to witness her enjoying my cock? Did it turn you on to watch her leave the bar last night? Did it turn you on to know that I was going to spend the night fucking her, satisfying her needs, and enjoying her body for my pleasure?"

    Jake responded with a long, low moan before he said, "Yes. Fuck, yes."

    "If you could choose, Jake, what would you want to see right now?" Calvin asked. "It could be anything at all, including your wife offering you whatever pleasure you crave."

    Madison leaned into Calvin, turned her head, and kissed his neck as he fingered her pussy with such skill that her legs began to tremble. She moaned while waiting for Jake to answer and she couldn't help but feel a touch of curiosity as to her husband's desire in that moment.

    "I want to see her go down on you," Jake said.

    Madison moaned at the idea of having Calvin's big cock in her mouth and he rubbed her clit a little faster in response, sending yet another wave of intense desire through her body.

    "That's a good choice, Jake," Calvin replied. "I'd certainly enjoy your wife giving me a blowjob. Is that something you'd enjoy, Madison?"

    Madison's voice was thick with lust as she said, "Mmm, I'd love to suck your cock, Cal."

    Calvin kissed her neck and Madison turned her head until her lips found his. Their tongues entwined before she captured his between her lips and sucked on it like she was already busy giving him head.

    Overwhelmed with desire, Madison slid off of Calvin's lap, spun around, and reached up to massage the bulge in his pants. "Can I do what my husband wants?" she asked. "Can I suck your cock, Cal? Can I make you feel good with my mouth?"

    "Of course you can," Calvin replied. "I can't think of anything I'd enjoy more than seeing the sexiest woman in Vegas take my cock in her mouth."

    Madison hastily removed Calvin's pants and pushed them aside. He inched his hips forward and she ran her fingers up over his thighs and between his legs. One hand encircled his testicles while Madison wrapped the other around the base of his shaft. She leaned in and kissed her way up to the tip before taking him in her mouth, swirling her tongue over the underside, and moaning loudly enough that it must have sent deeply pleasurable vibrations down his shaft.

    Madison looked towards Jake as she sucked Calvin's cock and she saw an entranced look on her husband's face. He seemed utterly transfixed with the sight of her lips wrapped around the long, thick shaft that had offered her so much pleasure over the past few days. It struck her that Jake had never looked like that while his cock had been in her mouth, though Madison had never put quite as much effort into blowing her husband.

    "Is it as beautiful as you hoped it would be, Jake?" Calvin asked. "Is watching your wife give me a blowjob everything you wanted?"

    Jake nodded vigorously. "It's beautiful, Cal. It's...honestly, I can't explain why it's such a turn on for me, but it is. It just looks so...it's just so hot to see her giving you head like that, to see her being so...passionate about it."

    Calvin's cock departed her mouth with an audible pop and Madison pressed her lips against the head and kissed it a handful of times before saying, "I love sucking his cock, Jake. It makes me so wet. It really does. I just get...I get so turned on giving him pleasure and thinking about how he's going to make me feel when he fucks me. Last night...the sex...it was among the best sex I've ever had and it's all I can think about right now."

    Jake looked at Calvin and asked, "Will you fuck my wife? Will you give her what she needs?"

    Madison wrapped her lips around Calvin's cock and sucked hard on the plump head. She moved her mouth up and down his shaft, giving a wet, passionate blowjob and eliciting moans from the man she hoped would soon slide his cock into her needy pussy and fuck her like she craved.

    "Of course I will," Calvin replied. "While she speaks highly of the pleasure I've given her, that's a two-way street, Jake. Madison's made me cum harder than I have in years."

    Madison felt a sense of pride at being able to provide a man like Calvin with such pleasure. She beamed with confidence as she stood, turned, and walked towards the king size bed she'd slept in the night before. She crawled into it, spun around, and looked at both men while on her hands and knees.

    Jake moved to get up, but Calvin interjected. "Stay there, Jake."

    Madison wasn't sure why, but she felt a brief, intense wave of pleasure wash over her at Calvin's command and the fact that Jake listened, as if her body liked that the man in charge was the one about to slide his cock into her pussy.

    Calvin unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside as he neared the bed. His stiff cock bounced slightly with every step until it rested just a few inches from Madison's mouth. She looked up at him, smiled, and leaned forward just a little to take him between her lips once more. Calvin moaned, put a hand on her head, and slowly fucked her mouth, moving his beautiful cock in and out while Madison swirled her tongue over the underside and sucked hard in the name of deepening his arousal so he'd have no choice but to take her from behind.

    Right when Madison's jaw started to feel sore, Calvin pulled out of her mouth and moved into the bed behind her. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with his thumb as Madison looked at Jake and smiled.

    "You can masturbate, Jake," she said. "I wouldn't mind and I know Calvin won't. There's no harm in playing with your cock while you watch him fuck me. In fact, it would turn me on."

    Jake smiled and took off his pants as Calvin slipped the head of his cock into Madison's pussy. She smiled at her husband and moaned as another man filled her.

    "He's inside me, Jake," she said. "His cock is inside me."

    "How does it feel?" Jake asked as Calvin's cock bottomed out in her pussy.

    "It feels so good, baby," Madison replied. "His cock feels so good in my pussy." She looked back at Calvin, smiled, and said, "Please, fuck me, Cal. Fuck my pussy. Fuck me hard while my husband watches."

    Calvin leaned forward and kissed her as he began to move his cock in and out of her pussy. Madison moaned into his mouth each time he bottomed out inside her.

    "You feel so good inside me," she said softly. "I love your cock, Cal. I love how good it makes me feel. I love how hard it makes me cum."

    Calvin picked up the pace a little as he kissed the back of her neck and shoulders. Madison pushed her hips back to meet each thrust, taking him as deep inside her as she could manage. "Do you want it harder?" he asked.

    "Yes, please," Madison replied as she looked at Jake once more. "Please, fuck me hard, Cal. Pound me like you did last night."

    Calvin kissed her once more and then lifted his body from hers, grabbed Madison's hips, and fucked her hard. The sound of his hips crashing into her ass filled the room and the sensations coursing through her body changed in an instant. Every thrust brought with it a mixture of clitoral and vaginal stimulation, but there was also the pleasure of being taken by a man like Calvin, of giving her body to him as he hammered her from behind. There was also the thrill of that happening while Jake watched with an awed look on his face.

    "Come closer, Jake," Calvin instructed. "Take your wife's hand and share a kiss as I give her what she needs."

    Jake hopped off the couch and rushed towards her with his stiff dick bouncing with every step. He dropped to his knees by the foot of the bed, took Madison's hand, and kissed her softly. She moaned to meet his desire and welcomed the urgent probing of his tongue as it slipped into her mouth.

    Calvin leaned down and kissed her neck and shoulders as his cock continued to pound her pussy and Madison felt an intense pleasure at being the object of affection for two men. Her loins tingled in the best way possible and once again she moaned into her husband's mouth, this time louder and with a kind of desperation that came from feeling so good she could barely contain it.

    "Is he making you feel good?" Jake asked as he slowly stroked his cock.

    "It's so much better than good," Madison replied before a loud moan burst forth. She turned her head and Calvin kissed her. There was something about welcoming his tongue in her mouth so soon after Jake's that felt spectacularly good, and it must have done so for Calvin, too, as he picked up the pace of his thrusts, bottoming out in her increasingly wet pussy with such intense frequency.

    Calvin reached around and slipped his thumb into her mouth after the kiss. She stared into Jake's eyes and thought of what she'd told him that morning about how Calvin had fingered her ass while they fucked on the balcony last night and how he'd made her suck on his thumb right before he'd done it. Madison felt such a rush of arousal as those thoughts danced through her head that she moaned wildly around Calvin's finger.

    Not long after, her mouth was empty and Madison felt Calvin's thumb rubbing over her asshole. It felt so strange to want something in her ass, and yet she did. She wanted Calvin to slip his thumb inside her ass while fucking her pussy. She wanted to feel that rush of naughty, kinky delight she felt the night before.

    "Please, Cal..." she said.

    "Tell me what you want, Maddie," he replied while burying his big cock in her pussy over and over.

    Madison looked at Jake, smiled, and said, "I want your finger in my ass."

    Calvin gave her what she wanted and Madison moaned. It hurt just a little, but it felt so good. There was something so dirty about it that she loved. It was like everything she'd done that weekend. It was completely out of her normal comfort zone and yet it turned her on like she wouldn't ever have imagined it could.

    "Is he...is he fingering your..." Jake asked before trailing off.

    "Yes, baby...fuck, he's fingering my ass and it feels so fucking good," Madison said.

    Calvin buried his finger as deep in her ass as it could go and did the same with his cock in her pussy. He bent over and his chest rested against her back as his lips kissed her neck softly. "What if we could both have you, Maddie? What if your husband and I could enjoy you at the same time?"

    Jake's eyes went wide and he stroked his cock a little faster, indicating he liked the idea.

    "Do you mean...one of you in my pussy...and one of you in my..."

    "Yes," Calvin said before she could finish her sentence. "Your husband in your tight, wet, perfect pussy...and me in your ass."

    Three days ago, the idea would have infuriated Madison. She would have been something far beyond insulted at the notion that she'd want two men inside her at the same time. A lot can change in three days.

    "Yes, I want that," she said.

    Calvin pulled out of her pussy and her ass and moved aside as Madison took Jake's hand and helped him to his feet. He crawled into the bed and rolled onto his back. She mounted him, took his cock in her pussy, and leaned down so they could share a soft, deep kiss.

    "Are you sure you want this?" Jake asked as Calvin moved behind her.

    He rubbed the head of his slippery cock over her asshole and Madison moaned from the sheer kinkiness of what they were about to do. It was, on some level, utterly insane, and yet she could feel her loins come alive with an intense kind of desire the moment Calvin applied even a hint of pressure against her anus.

    "I don't know why, Jake, but I want this," she said. "Is it okay with you that I want you both inside me?"

    "Fuck yes," Jake answered.

    Calvin pushed the head of his cock into her ass and Madison moaned as pleasure and pain emanated from between her legs. "Oh my god," she said. "He's inside me. He's in my ass. Fuck, Jake...fuck, it feels so...it feels so fucking good to have you both inside me."

    Calvin took his time filling her as Jake's cock remained buried in her pussy, which Madison could feel getting wetter as she got more aroused by the kinky turn their evening had taken. When she could feel his pubic hair against her ass - when he was all the way inside her - Calvin leaned down and gently kissed her upper back, shoulders, and neck.

    "Are you ready?" he asked.

    "Yes, please, I want you both to fuck me," she said.

    It started. They moved in and out of her ass and pussy slowly and sensually, filling Madison in a way she'd never been filled before and making her feels things - pleasure, really - that she hadn't known were possible. She closed her eyes and let the intense sensations between her legs spread to the rest of her body. Soon enough her toes and fingers were tingling and she was a little lightheaded in the most blissful way imaginable.

    "Harder," she said. "Fuck me harder. Oh...fuck, fuck me harder."

    They gave Madison what she wanted. They fucked her ass and pussy harder. They filled her body as she desired, sending her even deeper into that pleasurable headspace that she was quite certain she never wanted to leave.

    Then the first hint of her orgasm arrived. It was clear from that moment it would be a climax unlike any other Madison had experienced. Her legs began to tremble. Her fingers tightly gripped the bed sheets beneath her.

    "I'm close..." she managed to say. "Please...I want you both...I want you to cum inside me. Please, cum inside me."

    Madison closed her eyes and sank completely into the experience of having two men inside her at once. They fucked her harder and faster in pursuit of their orgasms and everything faded away except for the pleasure of the sex she was having with her husband and the man that had changed her view of sex, orgasms, and potentially her marriage.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Madison screamed as all those beautiful sensations of pleasure exploded into a climax more potent than any she'd ever experienced. The world went white and silent for a moment and then a series of wild, loud, lusty screams and moans poured forth from her lips, filling the room while the two men inside her quickly joined in, having their orgasms and flooding their holes with cum.

    Madison rested her head against Jake's shoulder as both he and Calvin showered her in soft, sensual kisses. They remained inside her, too, keeping their sexual triumvirate together as she bathed in the joy of the post-orgasmic tremors that continued to emanate from between her legs.

    "Thank you," she said softly. "Both of you. I've never had an orgasm like that."

    "Me neither," Jake added.

    Calvin laughed. "Same here," he said.

    "You'll make me cum again before we have to leave, won't you, Calvin?" Madison asked.

    "Of course I will," he replied. "We can fuck all night if you want."

    Madison smiled softly. She knew she wouldn't be able to handle that much sex, but she intended on enjoying her time with Calvin - and in Vegas - to the fullest before they got on a plane the next day.
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    Madison woke up with a smile on her face. For the second night in a row, she'd slept in another man's hotel room and she'd spent a good portion of that night with the other man's cock inside her. Of course she woke up with a smile on her face.

    Calvin was sound asleep next to her and Madison lifted her head to see Jake asleep on the couch. She smiled again, this time as she thought of the fun they'd had the night before, including when both men in the room were inside her at the same time.

    Madison gently slipped out of bed and tiptoed her way to the bathroom. She emptied her bladder as memories of all the sex she'd had during their long weekend in Vegas danced through her head. She'd had anal sex for the first time in her life. She'd gotten fucked outdoors for the first time in her life. She'd gotten fucked on a balcony for the first time in her life. She'd gotten fucked by the biggest dick she'd ever taken in her life and she'd absolutely gotten fucked harder than ever before.

    All told, it had been the most memorable few days of her life and Madison had no regrets about anything she'd done, especially since Jake also seemed to be having the time of his life.

    Madison flushed, tried to fix her exceptionally messy hair in the mirror, and headed back to bed with the intention of catching a few more hours sleep before they had to get up, go back to their hotel, and pack to catch their flight home.

    Jake was awake as Madison emerged from the bathroom. He too had a smile on his face, though she could only guess as to why. "Good morning," he said softly.

    Madison waved and returned her husband's smile as she neared the couch. She bent over to give him a soft kiss on the lips and Jake's fingers ran up her leg and over her inner thigh, stopping just short of her pussy. "Good morning," she whispered. "How did you sleep?"

    "Perfectly," he said. "It turns out that having two great orgasms in one night makes it easy to fall asleep." Jake had cum once in Madison and once while he watched Calvin cum inside her and she wasn't sure which of the orgasms he seemed to enjoy more. "How was it sleeping with Cal?"

    “It was wonderful," Madison replied. "I like falling asleep in his arms." She felt a little guilty for saying that to her husband, but Jake didn't seem to mind. In fact, he seemed to enjoy it, at least if the smile that crossed his face was any indicator.

    "I hope it's okay to admit that I liked watching you get into his bed to go to sleep," he confessed. "I really liked seeing him put his arm around you and pull you close."

    Madison dropped to her knees by the couch and reached under the blanket. She stared into Jake's eyes as her fingers moved over his stomach and between his legs and she couldn't help but smile when she found his half hard cock. "It's okay to admit that," she said softly. "It's okay to be turned on by that, in fact. This whole weekend would have been pretty miserable if you weren't turned on by my...well, my desire for Cal."

    Madison's fingers moved under the waistband of Jake's boxers and found their way to his stiff, bare cock and stroked him slowly. He moaned at her touch and she smiled at how little it took to get him to such an excited state.

    "What if I wanted a man like Cal in my life back home?" Madison asked.

    Jakes eyes went wide at the question, but his cock swelled up in her hand. "You mean...you mean you'd have sex with someone else at home?"

    Madison nodded. "I was thinking maybe I'd find a boyfriend of sorts. Someone I could see once in a while. Someone that could give me what Cal has given me this weekend."

    Jake looked conflicted, like he both loved and hated the idea. His cock remained exceptionally stiff, though. "A boyfriend?" he asked.

    Madison smiled and leaned in to kiss him. This time, though, she let her tongue slip into his mouth and stroked his cock a little faster, producing a moan that vibrated her lips. "I love you, Jake. And this weekend has only strengthened that feeling, I promise. Having a boyfriend wouldn't change that and it certainly wouldn't be about finding someone to replace you. It would just be about finding someone that gives me...well, that gives me what I've had this weekend with Cal."

    "Something I don't give you," Jake said.

    Madison expected to see a hurt look on her husband's face, but instead he looked excited. There wasn't even a hint of pain. There was only arousal. "Yes," she replied. "I'm not sure I could explain what, exactly, I just know that I want more of what Cal has given me. I don't need it all the time - I wouldn't want it all the time, in fact - but I do want it and I don't want to wait another year to come back to Vegas to find someone else like him."

    "You don't have to explain yourself, Maddie," Jake said. "I can't explain why I've enjoyed this weekend so much or why it turns me on so much to see you and Cal have sex - or to even think about you having sex with him - but it does. Everything about it turns me on. I mean, fuck, I got turned on watching you fall asleep with him."

    Madison felt a surprising sense of giddiness. She'd known she wanted to find a man like Calvin at home, but she hadn't known how exactly how much she wanted it until she'd been given permission to pursue such a pleasure. "Thank you, Jake," she said. "Thank you for being so understanding, for being so amazing."

    They kissed again, this time in a remarkably passionate manner until Jake replied, "We're not home yet. There's no reason Cal can't give you what you want one more time."

    "Would you like to watch him fuck me one more time before we go?" she asked.

    "More than anything," Jake answered.

    Madison gave Jake a quick kiss and then stood and headed for the bed. She slipped under the covers and reached down to stroke Calvin's cock through his underwear, just like she'd done for her husband. Unlike with Jake, though, Madison intended on taking Calvin into her pussy. She intended on satisfying him so he'd cum inside her one last time before they left as she was quite fond of the idea of having at least a little of him still in her pussy when they got on the plane.

    "Good morning," Madison whispered when Calvin opened his eyes.

    He smiled. "Mmm, yes, it is a good morning. A very good morning, in fact."

    "I was hoping you'd say that," she replied. "You gave me everything I could have asked for - and more - last night, but I was hoping you wouldn't mind me being selfish and trying to get just a little more this morning."

    "You can have anything you want, Maddie," Calvin replied.

    Madison pulled the covers down and helped Calvin out of his underwear. She wrapped her fingers around his big cock and kissed his neck as she felt the wetness gathering between her legs. She wanted Calvin in her mouth. She wanted to wrap her lips around his dick and show him just how much she appreciated everything he'd given her over the course of the weekend.

    "You know, you've inspired me, Cal," she said while slowly kissing her way down his chest.

    "I have?" he asked.

    Madison looked up and nodded. "I was just telling Jake that I'm going to look for a boyfriend when we get home, that I want to find someone that can give me what you've given me here in Vegas. So you've inspired me to change my life, to pursue what's going to make me happy."

    "And what have I given you, Maddie?" Calvin asked as she moved between his legs and showered the head of his cock in soft, worshipful kisses.

    "The best sex of my life," Madison answered without reservation. "The best orgasms of my life. An entirely new perspective on what sex can be, what it can feel like, how exciting it can be." She took his cock in her mouth and sucked slowly, swirling her tongue over the head until Calvin moaned from the intense pleasure. "You've given me confidence, too. I feel like an entirely new woman, Cal, and it's because of you. And I want you to take me, to have me, to enjoy me, to make me feel good, one more time before we have to go."

    "I can't think of anything I'd rather do," Calvin replied.

    Madison set about giving a slow, sensual blowjob. She wanted it to be the kind that Calvin would remember, so she maintained eye contact the entire time she gave him head. She sucked. She licked. She stroked. She made love to his cock with her mouth and tongue and fingers. She didn't want to make him cum, but instead to draw out giving him pleasure so he got to a place where he could think of nothing outside of his desire to fuck her.

    "You can come closer if you want, Jake," Calvin said. "You seem to be enjoying yourself, but I think the view of the incredible blowjob your wife is giving would be even better from up close."

    Madison heard her husband get off the couch and hurry across the room. She looked over to see him standing next to the bed with his stiff dick in hand. He was stroking almost as slowly as she was sucking, perhaps to make sure he didn't cum too quickly.

    "You don't mind that your wife wants to find a boyfriend when you get home?" Calvin asked.

    "Not at all," Jake replied.

    "Do you hope it will be someone that doesn't mind you watching?" Calvin asked.

    "I do," Jake said.

    Madison looked up at her husband as she stroked Calvin's spit-soaked cock and asked, "I love that you've enjoyed watching Cal fuck me this weekend, baby. I really do, and I'll make sure my future boyfriend is willing to let you watch." She licked her way from the base of Calvin's cock to the tip, sucked on the head a little more, and said, "I want you inside me, Cal. I need you inside me. Will you fuck me while my husband watches?"

    Calvin sat up and Madison crawled closer. Their lips met and their tongues entwined as he took her perky breasts in his hands and gently pulled on her nipples, eliciting a moan into his mouth as waves of electric pleasure rushed towards her pussy.

    "Take her panties off, Jake," Calvin said.

    Jake happily moved to the foot of the bed and helped Madison out of her panties.

    "Now put your tongue in her pussy for me," Calvin instructed.

    Madison smiled at the casual manner in which Calvin issued orders and she moaned when she felt Jake spread her ass cheeks, get in close, and stuff his tongue in her pussy. He managed to lick her clit a little, too, offering up gentle pleasure as she kissed Calvin while stroking his beautiful cock.

    When she couldn't take it anymore - when she just needed to have Calvin inside her - Madison pushed him onto his back, crawled forward, and sat on his dick. She took every inch inside her and then looked over her shoulder and slowly lifted her pussy from Calvin's big cock, watching Jake's face as she did so.

    "How does it look?" she asked.

    "It's beautiful," Jake answered. "Honestly, it's so hot, Maddie. I can't explain why, but it's just so hot seeing another man's cock inside you."

    Madison smiled, put her hands on Calvin's chest, and turned to look at him as she slowly worked his cock with her slick pussy. "I'm glad you came up to me at the club, Cal. I can't tell you how glad I am, in fact."

    "You were the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, Maddie. I couldn't resist you. I knew I had to have you, even if you were married," Calvin replied.

    Madison leaned down and kissed him as a huge wave of desire moved through her body. Calvin was good-looking, strong, and sexy. He was the kind of man most women would want, and he wanted her, a notion that made her wet, that made the sex she had with him so much hotter.

    As they kissed, Calvin ran his fingers down Madison's back and grabbed her ass. He held her cheeks tight and then slowly spread them open. She wondered if he might finger her like he'd done before, but he had a different plan.

    "Jake, eat her ass while I fuck her," Calvin instructed. "Tongue your wife's perfect asshole while I satisfy her pussy."

    Madison was certain Jake wouldn't do it. He didn't hesitate, though. He crawled into the bed and a moment later his tongue was flicking back and forth over her asshole while Calvin's cock moved in and out of her pussy.

    "How does that feel?" Calvin asked.

    All Madison could do was moan. It felt fantastic. It was thrilling and a little bit dirty, but there was also something so sensual about it, like Jake was making love to her asshole while Calvin satisfied her pussy.

    "She likes it, Jake," Calvin said as he began to fuck his cock up into her pussy. "She's going to cum even harder because you're eating her ass while I fuck her."

    Jake moaned and Madison felt the vibrations further stimulate her anus. She kissed Calvin with wild abandon as an orgasm began to build between her legs. She felt her thighs tremble and her toes curl. She grabbed two handfuls of the sheets while Calvin managed to fuck her harder and faster.

    "Cal...please, cum inside me," Madison begged.

    Jake moan and his tongue moved faster over her asshole, only adding to her pleasure. Calvin's moans and groans came faster and got louder. He was close. He was going to cum inside her yet again. He was going to give her yet another intensely pleasurable orgasm, the last one he'd offer before they went home.

    "Cal...fuck...I'm close," she said.

    They came together. Calvin buried his cock in her slick, needy pussy and came hard. Madison's loins tensed up for a few moments before an orgasm exploded out of her. Jake's tongue continued its beautiful work on her asshole, ensuring an even better orgasm, just as Calvin said it would, and her screams of pleasure filled the hotel room.

    "I'm going to miss you," Madison said softly. "I haven't known you for long, but you really have changed my life, Cal, and I'm going to miss you."

    He smiled, chuckled softly, and replied, "I'm going to miss you too, Maddie. More than you can possibly know. You're unlike almost any woman I've ever met."

    Madison rested her head on his shoulder and enjoyed the feeling of his hard, muscular body beneath hers. She closed her eyes and took a few moments to savor the sensations of his thick cock in her pussy, for she never wanted to forget that feeling.

    Then Madison lifted off his cock and rolled onto her back next to him. She sat up on her elbows and smiled at Jake, who was on his knees with a stiff dick between his legs and a giddy look on his face as he stared at her freshly-fucked pussy.

    Without saying a word Jake crawled closer and moved between her legs. He gently laid down and shifted his hips to free his stiff cock from being crushed against the bed. He stared at her pussy with a look of wonder on his face.

    "Do you like the sight of your wife's pussy after I've cum inside her?" Calvin asked.

    "It's beautiful," Jake answered with a nod. "It's...I've never seen anything like it."

    "Why don't you kiss it, Jake," Calvin suggested. "Kiss your wife's pussy."

    Jake looked up at Madison and she saw eagerness in his eyes. Calvin had correctly read his desire. "Go ahead," she said with a smile. "Kiss my pussy."

    Jake inched closer and pressed his lips against her pussy. He closed his eyes and let out a soft moan before kissing it again, and again, and again. His fingers found his cock and he stroked it slowly.

    "I think he likes it," Calvin said.

    "I think you're right," Madison replied.

    "Why don't you put your tongue inside her, Jake," Calvin suggested.

    Madison's eyes went wide. She couldn't imagine her husband would want to do that, and yet she was more than happy for him to do so if he desired it. "Go ahead," she said. "You can put your tongue inside me if you want. You can taste me. You can taste...him."

    Jake moaned and his tongue moved into her pussy. Then he moaned again, but this time it was different. This time it sounded like he'd just had a life-changing experience. He stroked his cock swiftly like he couldn't help it, like he was no longer fully in control of himself. He was in pursuit of his orgasm, driven by a desire that surprised Madison.

    "Wow," she said. "He's...wow...Jake...baby...lick my pussy. Lick my..."

    "Lick her messy pussy, Jake," Calvin interjected. "Clean her messy pussy. Clean your wife's messy pussy."

    Jake moaned and stroked his cock faster.

    Madison saw her husband's lust and reached to put a hand on the back of Jake's head. "Clean my pussy, Jake. Put your tongue deep inside me and clean my messy pussy. Clean Cal's...clean his cum out of me."

    Cum rocketed from the tip of Jake's cock, flew high into the air, and splashed on the bed between Calvin's legs. Several more ropes of sticky seed followed, all while he kept his tongue buried deep inside Madison, savoring every bit of the newfound pleasure he'd discovered.

    "It must feel good to give a man an orgasm like that," Calvin said.

    "It does," Madison replied. "It really does. And I plan on giving him many, many more just like it."

    Jake looked up, smiled, and then closed his eyes and rested his head on her thigh. He was a very happy man, and Madison was a very happy woman, and she was certain that their trip to Vegas would result in their marriage being a great deal happier - and more exciting - in the future.

    The End.

  
    A Weekend Trip with the Girls

    "Sorry about this."

    That was the first text you received.

    "Maybe I shouldn't be sending this, but I feel like you have the right to know."

    That was the second text you received.

    "Again, I'm really sorry, but this is Sarah...in the video...Sarah and some random fucking guy. I can't believe she did this to you."

    That was the third text you received. All three were from Sarah's friend, Melanie, and they were quickly followed by the video she'd alluded to.

    You didn't play the video right away. Based on the texts, it was going to feature Sarah doing something with a random guy, something she almost certainly shouldn't have been doing. You didn't want to see that.

    Sarah was away with her friends for a weekend bachelorette party. You suspected she'd be doing a little flirting - or that guys would flirt with her since she's a beautiful girl - but you were okay with that. Melanie insinuated that something far worse had happened, though, something that she felt the need to film to show you proof of it.

    You took a deep breath. You tapped your phone. The video played.

    Melanie's phone was pointed down a darkly-lit alley. There was a dumpster against one wall and two people near the other. One was a guy. The other was a girl. The girl was squatting in front of the guy. He had his hands in her hair and she quite clearly had his cock in her mouth. She was giving a blowjob in a fucking alley outside what was almost certainly a bar or club.

    At first, you didn't believe it was Sarah. It was too dark to tell who it was. Then Melanie zoomed in. She zoomed in and it became quite clear that was, in fact, your girlfriend giving a blowjob in an alley. She was cheating on you.

    The video ran for thirty seconds and you watched the entire thing. You watched Sarah give a rather vigorous blowjob that involved a great deal of sucking and stroking. You watched as her fingers moved up and down his shaft, as she twisted her hand at the tip of his cock to provide even more pleasure, as his fingers remained entwined in his hair, as he gently moved his cock in and out of her mouth while she worked in a seemingly desperate manner to try and make him cum.

    "Who is he?" you asked Melanie.

    "I don't know," she texted back. "Just a guy she met at the club. They were dancing really close and doing a little kissing, too. I followed them out of the club. It's just so awful what she did to you."

    "Did they fuck?" you asked.

    "No," she replied. "It was just a blowjob. It was over quick."

    Sarah sucked off a stranger in an alley outside a night club. She didn't even get fucked. She seemingly wasn't in pursuit of an orgasm. She just wanted to blow a guy, to suck his cock, and quite possibly to swallow his cum.

    "Thanks for letting me know, Melanie. I appreciate it," you texted back.

    "Sorry about this," she replied.

    You set your phone down, closed your eyes, and a moment later an image of Sarah sucking cock filled your head. It was after Melanie had zoomed in. You saw your girlfriend's hand moving up and down the guy's spit-soaked shaft. You saw her mouth moving over the head. You saw her sucking cock with the singular intention of making him cum in her mouth.

    You picked up your phone. You watched the video again. When it was over, you watched it again. Then you watched it again. And again. And again.

    It wasn't until the fourth time through that you noticed you were turned on. Without thinking you reached down and rubbed your dick through your pants as you watched your girlfriend suck a stranger's cock in an alley. By the seventh time through you unzipped your pants and took your dick out. You stroked as you watched her hand and mouth move up and down another man's long, thick, rock hard cock. Arousal spread through your body as you witnessed Sarah's desperation to give him pleasure, to offer him an orgasm in such a tawdry manner.

    Then you tossed your phone aside and zipped up your pants. You couldn't be turned on by her cheating. You just couldn't. You weren't that kind of man.

    You got up, changed into your workout clothes, and went for a late night jog around the neighborhood. Try as you might, you couldn't flush the images of your girlfriend sucking someone else's cock out of your head. You couldn't quite push away the desire that seemed insistent on making its presence known, either.

    After returning home you did push-ups until your arms turned to jelly. Then you followed up with enough sit ups to leave your abs burning. Still you couldn't make the imagery disappear. The video kept playing over and over in your head, and each time you pictured it you felt that same desire.

    You took a shower to wash away the sweat and you hoped - foolishly, really - that getting clean would somehow wash away the desire. It didn't, though. Instead, your cock got hard as you pictured Sarah sucking dick in an alley. You imagined the end of the video, the part that Melanie didn't film. You imagined him cumming in her mouth. You heard his grunts and groans as your girlfriend made a stranger unload on her tongue. You imagined her swallowing for him.

    You masturbated in the shower as those images filled your head. Pleasure and pain danced through your head and you cursed yourself for finding any measure of thrill in something you should have detested.

    You refused to cum, though. You got out of the shower, dried off, and changed into a t-shirt and a fresh pair of boxers. You grabbed your phone, locked up the house, and crawled into bed. That's when you saw the missed call from Sarah. It had come in while you were in the shower.

    "Hey, baby," she said in the voicemail. "I was just thinking of you. I miss you. Call me if you get this message."

    She sounded a little drunk and a little flirty, like she almost always did when she was horny. You told yourself not to call her back, to deliver a punishment of sorts by refusing to get in touch and perhaps making her think that you were angry, though she'd have no idea why you'd be angry.

    You were too weak to follow through, though. You called her. You couldn't resist. You were curious. You were horny. You weren't entirely sure what drove you, but you called her.

    "Hey, baby," Sarah said in that same flirty tone she'd used in her message.

    "Hey," you replied. "How's the bachelorette weekend going?"

    "Good," she said. "I miss you, though. I wish you were here."

    You felt a little annoyed - after all, she'd just cheated on you - but were you intrigued, too. There was something in her voice, a desperate kind of desire, that lured you in.

    "Oh yeah?" you asked. "What would you do if I was there?"

    "I can think of a few things," Sarah replied.

    You reached between your legs and freed your cock from your boxers. You took it in your hand and stroked slowly. "Yeah? I can think of a few things, too. What's the first one that comes to mind for you, Sarah?"

    "Mmm, well, there are so many good options, but I really want to feel you in my pussy, baby," she said. "And I want to be on top. If you were here, I'd have you sit on the couch I'm sitting on right now. I'd straddle you. I'd grind in your lap as you licked and kissed and played with my tits. I'd grind in your lap until you were desperate to be inside me."

    "I'm hard right now," you replied. "Hard as a rock." It was true. You'd been hard before she started in on her lusty little fantasy and thanks to her lurid description you were brimming with desire. "Are you wet?" you asked.

    She moaned. "I'm soaked."

    A few moments later you heard the sound of wetness. It was almost certainly Sarah's fingers moving and out of her pussy. You pictured her sitting on the couch in her hotel room with her legs spread and her fingers inside her.

    "Are you playing with your pussy, baby?" you asked.

    "Yes," she said. "I'm playing with my tight little pussy and I'm thinking of you."

    You were turned on, but you were also confused. Why would she suck someone else's cock and then call and tell you that she was missing you, that she wanted you? Did she feel guilty? Was she just trying to get you off because she kept on cheating that night and fucked a guy too?

    "Do you wish I was inside you right now, Sarah?" you asked.

    "Yes, baby, I wish you were in my tight little pussy right now," she replied. "I wish I was riding your dick. I wish my tits were bouncing in your face as I took your dick for a ride. I wish you were so deep inside me right now."

    You couldn't keep playing along. The dissonance was just too much.

    "What did it taste like?" you asked.

    The sound of her masturbation stopped. "What?" Sarah replied.

    You took a deep breath and paused for a moment. You had to commit. You had to confront her. "His cum, Sarah. What did it taste like when the guy you sucked off came in your mouth?"

    She said nothing. You heard nothing. You checked the phone to make sure she hadn't hung up.

    Then, finally, Sarah asked, "How...how did you know?"

    "Melanie sent me a video of it," you explained. "Of you in an alley with someone else's cock in your mouth." There was no anger in your voice. There certainly should have been, given what your girlfriend had done, but there was no anger in your voice. Instead, there was something else. There was a hint of desire. "Of you stroking and sucking his cock with such...with such desire, Sarah. Melanie sent me a video of you desperately trying to make another man cum in your mouth."

    For a few seconds, Sarah said nothing. Then you heard the sound of masturbation again. She moaned while fingering her pussy. Despite knowing that you should be infuriated by the whole situation, you wrapped your fingers around your cock and stroked.

    "I didn't know Melanie was watching, or filming," Sarah said. "I didn't know she'd followed me out of the club. I didn't know anyone was watching me suck his cock."

    Hearing her say those words. Hearing her utter them with such lust in her voice. It made your dick throb. It made precum pour from the tip. You used it to lube your shaft. You masturbated faster.

    "Are you stroking your cock?" she asked.

    "Yes," you admitted.

    "How many times did you watch the video, baby?" Sarah asked.

    "I don't know," you said. "I lost count."

    "Mmm, maybe you should watch it again," she suggested. "Maybe you should watch me suck that beautiful cock of his one more time. Maybe you should watch it and stroke that gorgeous cock of yours, baby."

    You put her on speakerphone and pulled up the video. "I'm watching it," you said before tapping the screen. The video played. Only this time, it played with the sounds of your girlfriend's moans in the background. It played with the sounds of her wet masturbation filling your ears.

    "Is your dick nice and hard, baby?" she asked. "Does watching me suck dick make you hard?"

    "Fuck...yes...Sarah...it does," you admitted.

    "It turned me on to suck his cock, baby," she said. "I danced with him in the club. I felt his hands all over my body. I kissed him. I felt his tongue in my mouth. I felt him get hard for me, baby. I felt his dick get so hard for me as we danced. I felt it pressing into me. I don't know what came over me. I just had to have him in my mouth. I had to suck his cock. I had to make him cum. I just had to."

    "Oh, fuck, Sarah," you said. "So you took him into the alley? Why not the bathroom?"

    The sounds of masturbation got louder and faster. "Honestly...because it was dirtier...because it felt so fucking naughty to blow a guy in an alley...because I kind of liked the idea of someone seeing me be so...so slutty, baby."

    You released your cock right before cumming. Your balls were tight. Your body was alive with pleasure. Your dick was as hard as it's ever been. You couldn't remember the last time you were so turned on.

    "I didn't see the end of the video," you said. "Did he cum in your mouth?"

    "He did," Sarah answered.

    You took your cock in your hand. "Did you swallow for him, Sarah? Did you swallow his cum?"

    She moaned. She moaned loudly. She fingered her pussy with incredible vigor, at least based on the sloppy sounds filling the air as you watched the video again.

    "Yes, I swallowed his cum, baby," she answered. "Fuck, I swallowed his cum and it felt so good. It felt so fucking dirty to suck another man's cock and swallow his cum in an alley like that. I was so fucking wet by the time it was over. My pussy was literally dripping. It was running down my leg."

    "You can fuck someone if you want," you blurted out.

    The sounds of masturbation stopped. "Really?" Sarah asked.

    "Yes," you answered. "Just use a condom. But yes, you can fuck someone if you want. As long as you tell me about it, that is. Just...just tell me about it."

    She started masturbating again. She moaned. "Are you sure, baby? Are you sure you wouldn't mind me fucking someone else? Are you sure you wouldn't mind your girlfriend bringing another man back to her hotel room, sucking his cock, and giving him my pussy all night long?"

    "Oh, fuck!" you cried out. "I wouldn't mind, Sarah."

    "Do you want me to do it, baby? Do you want me to fuck someone else?" she asked.

    "Yes!"

    She moaned long and loud. The sounds of masturbation slowed, like she was trying to extend her pleasure before cumming. "I think you should beg me to do it," she said in a soft, seductive ton. "I think you prove how badly you want me to do it, baby. I think you should beg me to fuck another man. Convince me that you're serious."

    "Sarah, please, I want you fuck someone else. I want you to do it tonight, or tomorrow night. I've never been so fucking turned on. My dick has never been so fucking hard. I want you to fuck someone else and then call me. Or fuck, film it. Film it and send me the video after you've let him have his way with your mouth and pussy," you said.

    She moaned so beautifully. She moaned like she'd never been so turned on. She moaned like she was on the verge of the same kind of orgasm it felt like you were on the verge of.

    "Okay, baby," she said. "I'll give you what you want. I'll bring a guy back to my room. I'll setup my phone to film it. I'll let you watch me suck his dick. I'll let you watch me give him my pussy however he wants it. I'll let you watch as he makes me cum all over his big dick."

    Thoughts of your beautiful girlfriend doing those very things filled your head as you had an orgasm unlike any other. It was the first time in your life it felt like your entire body was cumming. From head to toe you felt the pleasure and your cum spurted high into the air, all while you watch a video of Sarah sucking someone else's cock in a darkened alley outside a night club.

    Sarah came with you. It sounded like she came just as hard as you, too. The sounds of your heavy breathing - and hers - were all that filled the air for a short while after your orgasms.

    "Thank you for that," Sarah finally said.

    You chuckled. "No, thank you."

    "I love you, baby," she said.

    "I love you too, Sarah," you replied.

    "So, we just came back to the hotel for a quick refresh before we hit up another club, so I gotta go," Sarah said. "I'll be sure to film whatever fun I get up to before the night is over, though."

    In your post-orgasmic state, you were decidedly less certain of your desire for Sarah to fuck another man. You didn't say anything, though, for you told yourself that watching her actually fuck someone was bound to be even more arousing than watching her give a blowjob had been.

    "Have fun," you said.

    "I will," she replied.

    Sarah hung up. You played the video once more. You smiled. Even after your orgasm there was something remarkably hot about watching her give such a passionate blowjob. It was definitely going to be hot as hell to watch her fuck someone else. All you had to do was wait long enough for the video to arrive.

  
    A Well Trained Cuckold

    You’ve long since accepted your role as a cuckold. Years ago, when you first began this adventure, each new step along the way made you uncomfortable. The idea of sucking another man’s cock made you cringe, but when the time came you did as you were told and wrapped your lips around her bull’s big dick. You sucked him like a good submissive cuckold should.

    When she wanted you to clean up a load of cum for the first time you fought it. You thought it made you gay to swallow another man’s cum. Now you’ve learned it just means you’re submissive. You do what your wife tells you because it makes you feel good to follow her orders. When she’s proud of you for being a good cum cleaning cuckold, it makes you smile. It makes you feel warm inside. It makes you feel loved.

    The first time she laid out a pair of panties for you the very idea of putting them on caused deep humiliation. You resisted. You told her you wouldn’t. It was humiliating, of course, but that was the point. Your beautiful dominant wife was on a mission to make you the perfect submissive cuckold husband. A little bit of humiliation, a heavy dose of submission, and plenty of cock teasing and you were putty in her hands.

    Now she has you fully trained. When her bull comes over you eagerly serve them both. When she orders you to get on your knees you do so without hesitation. You don’t need to be told to suck his cock anymore. You do it reflexively. You’re a willing bisexual cuckold for her. You’ve gotten good at it too. Sometimes he cums in your mouth and makes you get him hard again so he can fuck your wife for an hour without unleashing his load.

    You’ve become the eager cocksucking cuckold your wife always wanted. You serve her every whim. You live to please her and the men she fucks. You love her more than life itself. She is your everything, and making her happy lifts your heart to the Heavens.

    When he’s done fucking her you always offer your mouth to clean him up. You suck her pussy juices and his cum off his rock hard dick, and if he’s feeling extra vigorous he’ll have you blow him until he’s ready to fuck her again. You’re such a good cocksucker, cuckold.

  
    A Wicked Domme - A Hooded Cuckolding

    Click here to read the previous entries in the A Wicked Domme series.

    
      
    

    You’re not her boyfriend. You’re not her husband. You’ll never be either. You’re just a toy to her. You’re a toy for her to play with. You’re a means for her to experience the dominant pleasures she craves. You come when she calls. You do as you’re told. She takes what she needs from you and sends you home. Enjoy.

    
      

    

    “You don’t deserve to watch,” your mistress says as she pulls the black leather hood over your head.

    You’re plunged into darkness. The smell of leather is almost overwhelming at first. It’s cool against your skin but you know it’s going to warm up as the evening wears on.

    “You’re not worthy of seeing his big cock fill my perfect pussy,” your mistress continues as she moves behind you and tightens the hood and affixes a small padlock to ensure that she’s the only person that can remove it.

    There are holes for your mouth and nose, ensuring easy breathing during your time as her hooded submissive cuckold.

    “You don’t deserve to see me drop to my knees for him. You don’t deserve to see my lips around his big cock. You don’t deserve to see me swallow everything he has to offer,” your mistress says as she moves in front of you once more.

    She reaches out and takes your cock in her hand. She strokes you. You moan in response.

    “You don’t deserve any of the pleasures a real man deserves,” she says. “You’re not a real man.”

    Your cock grows stiff in her hand as she humiliates you.

    “Aren’t you lucky that you found a woman like me that understands you? Aren’t you lucky that I know what you’re good for?” your mistress asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She releases your cock and moments later her fingers are at your lips. You part them. She fucks your mouth. You suck like you’re supposed to. You don’t need to be told. You’ve been well-trained by your domme.

    “Your mouth is useful,” she says. “Your mouth gives pleasure. Your mouth is a tool for me to use. Do you understand that?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    Your mistress pulls her fingers from your mouth. She moves away from you. The bedroom carpet muffles her steps. You’re not sure where she’s gone. For a moment, you panic. You’re engulfed in almost complete darkness. Even if you wanted to remove the hood you couldn’t.

    Your pulse races and you wonder if you might have a panic attack. Then you feel the soothing touch of your domme’s hand on her ass. She runs her fingers over it. She gives it a good squeeze and you squeal as pain and pleasure mix.

    Your mistress spreads your ass cheeks and you feel something cool and wet press against your asshole.

    “Relax,” she says softly.

    The toy slides into your ass. Your mistress pushes it in and out a few times. She’s fucking your ass with a plug. You moan. It’s pleasurable. A few moments later your mistress pops it into place and leaves it there. Now your ass is filled.

    “What will happen if I want to use your ass later tonight?” she asks.

    “You’ll use my ass, mistress,” you answer.

    She laughs, grabs your cock with a tight grip, and says, “That’s right. Because you’re my fuck toy, aren’t you? You’re a little bitch that does whatever your mistress says, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Get on your knees, cuckold,” she demands.

    You fall to your knees. She fucks her fingers in and out of your mouth a few more times. She seems to find great pleasure in doing so.

    “This is where you belong, you pathetic excuse for a man,” she says. “And remember, if you so much as touch your cock without permission I will beat you until you’re screaming for it to stop. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply.

    As eager as you are to masturbate, you know better than to defy your mistress when it comes to touching yourself. You know she can be vengeful when you’ve misbehaved and there’s nothing she hates more than when you masturbate without permission. You know you’re lucky she hasn’t put you in chastity for the evening.

    You don’t realize your mistress has walked out of the room until you hear her high heels on the hardwood floor of the hallway. Again you feel your pulse start to race. You’re alone. You’re in total darkness. You could leave, but there’s no way of getting your hood off until your mistress releases you.

    You take deep breaths. You know you’re about to witness – in a manner of speaking, anyway – your cuckolding. Your mistress is going to bring a man into her bedroom and fuck him while you wait on your knees. She’s probably going to use you in some way, too. You know it’s going to be pleasurable in the way that submitting to her has always been pleasurable.

    Your heart rate slows. You smile. You’d rather watch, of course, but you appreciate the inventive approach your mistress has taken by putting you in a hood. You appreciate that she puts thought into your domination and that she finds genuine pleasure in pushing you to deeper levels of submission to her desires.

    The sound of your domme’s heels is joined by a second set of footsteps as she approaches the bedroom. She has a man with her. Your cuckolding is about to begin.

    They say nothing to you. Why would they? You’re there to observe and to be of use as little more than a sex toy that deserves to be humiliated and abused.

    Instead, you hear them kissing. You concentrate on the sensual sounds that fill the air. Your mistress moans and her man replies with a satisfied groan.

    “It’s so nice to have a real man in my bedroom,” your mistress says.

    “He doesn’t get the job done?” her man asks.

    Your mistress laughs. “I know he has a cock, but don’t mistake him for a man,” she says. “He’s most definitely not a man. He’s a pathetic submissive creature. He doesn’t even deserve the pleasure of watching his cuckolding.”

    You hear his zipper being lowered. An appreciative moan comes from your mistress. He moans in response. She must be stroking his cock.

    “It’s so nice to play with a real man’s cock,” she says.

    You imagine her fingers moving up and down a long, thick shaft. He must be large. If he’s been given the pleasure of being brought to her bedroom to fuck her, he must be quite large.

    “Does he get to fuck you?” her man asks.

    Your domme’s laugh is loud, long-lasting, and real. She finds the idea of you fucking her genuinely hilarious.

    “No. He’ll never fuck me. He has no business fucking any woman, let alone a superior female like me. His cock can only disappoint. He knows that though. Don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    You hear movement. You hear the sound of your domme stroking the other man in her bedroom. She moans. It’s different, though. It’s slightly muffled.

    You hear wetness. You hear him moan. You hear your mistress gag slightly. She’s giving a blowjob. She’s blowing the other man. She’s blowing him and you can’t see it. Your cock throbs at the kinky form of denial.

    “Mmmm,” the man says. “You’re incredible. You’re fucking incredible.”

    You wish you knew what her mouth felt like. You wish you could imagine it. You can’t, though. Your mistress has never blown you and she never will. She’s made it perfectly clear that you’re not worthy of her mouth. You’re a submissive cuckold. You’re worthy of nothing other than humiliation, pain, and suffering.

    “I love your cock,” your mistress says.

    Those words have never been directed your way. You’ve never had a woman express her love for your cock. It doesn’t deserve that kind of love.

    You hear her hand move up and down the slick shaft she was just sucking on. You hear him moan. You’re engulfed in darkness.

    Your mistress sucks her man’s cock again. She makes it noisy and sloppy. She moans and gags. You don’t know if she’s doing it to tease you or because she wants to give him the kind of pleasure a real man deserves.

    She gasps for air and laughs, seemingly in pure delight. You hear her stroking him again.

    “I need you to fuck me,” she says.

    You hear footsteps around you and then you feel fingers against your lips.

    “Clean my fingers, cuck,” your mistress says. “They’re covered in my slimy spit and the taste of his cock. Suck them clean like a good bitch and be thankful that I didn’t make you suck his cock like the whore that you are.”

    You take her fingers into your mouth and suck them clean. You run your tongue all over her flesh and wrap your lips tight around them. You want to do a good job for the woman that fills you with submissive delight.

    “Good boy,” she says while patting you on the head. You feel like her pet.

    You hear your mistress climb into her bed. “Come and get it,” she says to her man. You imagine her legs spread in the bed as she looks up at him. You imagine a hungry look on her face. You imagine her overwhelming lust at getting fucked by a real man.

    “Show me how a real man fucks a woman. Make the cuckold listen as you pound this perfect cunt that he’ll never get to experience,” she says.

    You hear him get into her bed. You hear your mistress moan. He must be inside her.

    “That’s so fucking good,” she says. “God, I love your cock.”

    You hear the sound of their bodies coming together over and over as he thrusts inside her. You hear the moans of pleasure your mistress emits. You hear the wetness of her cunt as her man’s big cock slides in and out of her. You hear his grunts and groans as he satisfies her pussy.

    Your cock throbs as you stay enveloped in darkness behind the hood. Your pulse is racing and with each breath in through your nose you smell the leather. You resist the urge to try and pull the hood off so you can grant yourself the pleasure of watching your mistress get fucked.

    “Harder!” she screams. “Fuck me harder!”

    The pounding gets harder. The sound of flesh meeting flesh gets louder. Your mistress moans louder.

    “I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    You imagine a look of lusty joy on her face. You imagine a look a satisfaction on her man’s face. He just made a beautiful woman cum, after all.

    “Crawl towards my voice, cuckold,” your mistress says.

    You do as you’re told. You slowly make your way across the bedroom floor, carefully feeling your way so as not to bump into anything painful.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Come closer. Follow my voice.”

    You reach the edge of the bed and let your hands move up the wooden frame. You find the softness of her sheets. You touch the smooth flesh of her leg.

    “Come between my legs, cuckold. I want you to taste me. I want you to taste my well-fucked pussy. I want you to taste me after a real man has given me an orgasm while you waited on your knees like the worthless little bitch that you are,” your mistress says.

    You slowly move between her legs as your fingers roam from her calves, over her knees, and to her thighs.

    “That’s a good boy,” she says. “Come taste my pussy.”

    You feel the heat of her freshly-fucked pussy before you taste it. She guides your head into place and you extend your tongue and lick her. You can’t help but moan as she lets you lick her cunt.

    “How do I taste?” she asks.

    “Perfect,” you say before resuming your duties.

    “Doesn’t it feel pathetic to be so eagerly licking my pussy after another man has fucked me?” she asks.

    “No, mistress. It feels wonderful,” you answer.

    She laughs softly and continues to hold your head between her legs.

    “That’s enough,” your mistress says. She gently pushes your head back and sits up. Three of her fingers push into your mouth. “Are you my toy?” she whispers.

    You can’t speak, so you nod instead.

    “Yes you are,” she whispers. “You’re my pathetic little toy. You’ll do anything I say, won’t you? You’ll be a good little cuckold bitch boy for me, won’t you?”

    You nod again as her fingers hit the back of your throat and make you gag. She laughs and pulls them out. You gasp for air, but you only get a few seconds respite before something else pushes past your lips.

    “Suck his cock,” your mistress demands. “Suck his fucking cock like a good little toy.”

    You try to pull away but he grabs your head and pushes his cock down your throat. You choke and your mistress and her man laugh at you.

    “Don’t do that again, cuckold,” she says. “You’re here to do exactly as you’re told. Disobey me – or even attempt to disobey me – and I’ll beat you until you’re bruised and screaming.”

    Her man fucks your mouth. You gag on his cock over and over. You feel the deep humiliation of having a dick pushed into the back of your throat. You feel the humiliation they both clearly intended you to feel.

    “That’s enough. Get back on knees you pathetic excuse for a man,” your mistress hisses.

    You cough and fall to your knees. You wipe the spit from the hood and your chest. 

    “Look at you. Your worthless little dick has never been harder,” she says.

    You can’t look at yourself, but if you could you’d probably agree that your dick has never been harder. It certainly feels exceptionally stiff.

    “Do you want to eat his cum?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    She laughs. “Of course you do. You know how pathetic that makes you, right? You know that most straight men would outright refuse to eat someone else’s load. Most straight men would rather die than do it. Not you, though. You’re a little bitch. You’re a nasty little cuckold piece of shit and you want to devour his cum, don’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as your cock throbs and a beautiful kind of arousal spreads through your body.

    You hear kissing. You hear the sound of a wet pussy being fingered. You hear your mistress moan.

    “I need this big dick inside me again,” she says.

    You hear bodies moving in the bed. They’re getting into a new position. A few moments later the sounds of sex fill your ears. Your mistress is getting fucked once again.

    Again you wish you could pull off your hood. You wish you could see his cock sliding in and out of her perfect wet pussy. You wish you could see her breasts bouncing with every thrust. You wish you could see the look on her face as he pleasures her with his long, thick cock. You even wish you could see the cock that just made you gag.

    Your mistress has two more orgasms as you stay on your knees and listen. She screams for each. She experiences a kind of pleasure that you’ve never given a woman.

    “Cum inside me,” she says after what feels like half an hour of incredible, vigorous sex. “Give me your load.”

    It’s not long before her man’s moans indicate that he’s cumming inside her.

    “Time to clean up, cuckold,” your mistress says. “Come closer.”

    Again you crawl closer. Again you feel your way into the bed.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth. Two fingers push past your lips and onto your tongue. You suck them clean. You’re rewarded with the taste of cum. You hold the viscous fluid in your mouth for a few moments and swallow.

    “What a nasty little whore you are,” your mistress says with a vicious twinge to her voice. It delights you.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Clean this,” she says.

    His cock brushes against your lips. You open them. You take him onto your tongue. You suck his big cock clean. You do it because she wants you to. You do it because your mistress has demanded it. You suck the cum off his cock. A little more comes out of the tip of his dick and you swallow it.

    “Good whore,” she says.

    The word makes your cock jump.

    “Now clean my cunt,” she says. “Eat your reward.”

    Based on your level of arousal, it’s hard to argue with her categorizing his cum as a reward. You’re excited. You immensely turned on by the idea of getting to clean her pussy after another man climaxed inside her. You eat his cum eagerly. She laughs. She moans. You know it delights her that you’re so eager to submit and humiliate yourself. That brings you pleasure too.

    “Is there anything you won’t do?” your mistress asks.

    You offer no answer. You’re not sure there is one.

    When you’re finished cleaning her pussy, she pushes you back to your knees on the floor. She sits at the edge of the bed and spreads her legs. She lets you rest your head against her thigh.

    “Would you like to spend the night in my bedroom, cuckold?” she asks.

    You feel an overwhelming rush of joy. “Yes, mistress,” you say, making no effort to hide the excitement in your voice.

    “Good. Very good,” she says. “Stay there.”

    Your mistress stands and walks away. She returns soon after and hands you a pillow and a thin blanket.

    “You may sleep on the floor,” she says. “And I’ll be leaving the hood on all night long. I’m certain we’ll be fucking again before morning comes and you don’t even deserve a chance to see me having sex. Not tonight, at least.”

    A frustrated groan escapes your lips.

    “Awww, did you think I was going to let you sleep in my bed?” she says.

    “Yes, mistress. I’m sorry, mistress,” you say.

    “It’s kind of cute that you’re so deluded, cuckold. How easy it is for you to forget your place. You’re never going to sleep in my bed. Never. You’re not worthy of my bed. You’re not worthy of my body. You’re not worthy of my pussy. You’re not worthy of me. I keep you around because it’s fun to abuse you. I keep you around because you’re too pathetic to put up a fight when I abuse you however I desire. Do you understand that, cuckold? Do you understand that I’ll never see you as a man?”

    Her overwhelming rejection provides equal parts pain and arousal. “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “I shouldn’t have to remind you, but I’m going to,” she says. “Don’t you dare touch your cock while you’re in my bedroom. The punishment will be severe if you do. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Goodnight, cuckold,” she says.

    “Goodnight,” you reply.

    You lie down on the carpeted floor of the bedroom and pull the thin blanket over your naked body. Your mistress and her man are kissing and whispering to each other. They’re enjoying pillow talk while you’re sleeping on the floor in a leather hood. You wonder when she’s going to release you from your dark prison. Your cock is still hard. She’s right about you.

  
    A Wicked Domme - A Night of Cuckold Humiliation
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    “Do you think a woman has ever looked at your naked body and felt true desire?” your mistress asks as her eyes wander over your naked frame.

    “I’m not sure, mistress,” you answer.

    She steps closer and pokes you in the midsection. Her finger presses into your doughy flesh. “Really?” she asks. “Do you really think a woman has looked at this and thought that she absolutely had to have you?”

    “Probably not, mistress,” you answer.

    “I bet more than a few potential partners have looked at your naked body – especially this disappointing little dick of yours – and thought they’d made a huge mistake in going home with you or bothering to go on a date with you in the first place. I bet you’ve disappointed plenty of women,” she says.

    Your dick is semi-hard and it’s unquestionably small. It’s always been that way. There was a time when you had hope that it would get bigger, but when you passed out of your teenage years you let that hope go. You’re cursed with a small cock. That’s all there is to it.

    “Does it feel nice to know that as long as you’re a good boy you won’t disappoint me?” she asks.

    “It does, mistress. Thank you,” you reply.

    “You know that it pleases me to humiliate you. It pleases me to make you suffer. It pleases me to put you in your place,” she says.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    Your mistress steps behind you. You feel the warmth of her breath against your neck before she grabs your ass and squeezes it hard enough to make you wince.

    “My bull is coming over tonight,” she whispers. “I’ve picked out something for you to wear while he’s here. I think you’ll enjoy it, my little cuckold bitch. Let’s go to the bedroom so you can get changed.”

    You follow your beautiful mistress to the bedroom and see that she’s laid out a chastity cage, a butt plug, and a pair of panties on her bed.

    “Lock up your cock first,” she demands.

    You pick up the small pink chastity device and carefully place your cock inside it. You watch your genitals transform from something that looks remotely like a man to something that looks very much like a cuckold. Your cock has been rendered completely useless. You won’t get hard unless she gives you permission, and the fact that the chastity device is pink is just another way for her to humiliate you.

    “Your cock belongs in chastity,” she says. “A cock that useless has no business being free. It has no business getting hard. It certainly has no business filling a woman, as I’m sure you know. I can’t imagine you’ve ever made a woman cum with your cock. I can’t imagine you’ve done anything other than disappoint one woman after another, assuming you’ve found a girl kind enough to spread her legs for you.”

    You slip the padlock through the little hole and snap it shut. You don’t see the key around your mistress’s neck, but you assume she has it somewhere.

    She picks up the butt plug and says, “Open up.”

    You part your lips and your mistress slides the plug into your mouth.

    “Suck it,” she says. “Get it nice and wet. Cover it in your saliva like a good slut because this is the only lube you’re getting before this thing goes in your ass.”

    You run your tongue over the butt plug. You try your best to coat it in saliva. You get it nice and wet because you don’t want to experience any pain when she puts it in your ass.

    “Bend over and spread your ass cheeks,” she says.

    You bend over and your mistress rubs the spit-soaked plug against your asshole before applying pressure. You grit your teeth and moan in pain as your ass opens up, but eventually she penetrates you. There’s always a little bit of discomfort at first before you get used to the idea of having something in your ass.

    “Put your panties on,” she says.

    You pick up the embarrassingly frilly pink panties, step into them, and pull them up your legs.

    “You look pathetic,” your mistress says. “Truly pathetic.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. “Thank you for the panties.”

    She pulls you in front of the floor length mirror and you can’t help but think that you do look pathetic. You certainly don’t look much like a man. The panties are semi-sheer and you can see your cock in the chastity cage. You can see your little balls tight against your body. You can feel the plug in your ass. You are not looking at a man. You’re looking at a submissive cuckold that will never experience the many pleasures his mistress offers real men.

    “My bull will be here soon,” she says. “Greet him at the door.”

    You leave the bedroom and wait by the front door. The butt plug moves a little with each step. It still feels odd in your ass but just like the chastity device it serves as a perfect reminder of your place and how your mistress feels about you.

    You open the door before her bull knocks. “Welcome,” you say. “Please come in.”

    “Thank you, cuck,” he says.

    Her bull is a tall and well built. He emanates the qualities of an alpha male. You feel small next to him. You are small next to him.

    “Tell me, cuck,” he says. “Do you suck cock?”

    “I do as my mistress desires,” you say.

    “Does that mean the panties weren’t your choice?”

    “No. She picked them for me. I quite like them though,” you say. It feels hugely humiliating to admit such a thing to the man standing next to you, but you can’t help it. You do like the panties. They fit well, they’re incredibly soft, and wearing them fills you with the kind of cuckold-fueled desire that you crave.

    “Would you like anything to drink?” you ask.

    “No, cuck, I’m good. Why don’t we go to the bedroom? I think I’d like to see your lips around my dick. Let’s see if your mistress will order you to do that,” he says.

    You follow him to the bedroom and see that your mistress has changed into a lingerie set. Her legs look wondrous in stockings and the bra, panties, and garter belt make her look like a goddess. You can’t keep your eyes off of her, but she doesn’t look at you. She looks at the man that’s going to fuck her. She looks at the man that actually turns her on.

    “Good evening,” she says to him.

    “Wow,” is all he can say in return.

    “I thought you might like this,” your mistress says as she approaches her bull.

    You see the look of hunger in her eyes. You see that she truly desires him, that her body needs him, that she craves what he can give her. She has never looked at you like that. You provide her with certain pleasures – she enjoys dominating you, after all – but there’s a certain kind of pain in knowing that your mistress will never, ever look at you like she’s looking at him right now. She will never feel that primal hunger for you. She will never want to fuck you, unless she’s wielding a strapon.

    “You’ve found a good one here,” her bull says. “The last one didn’t seem interested in debasing himself with panties.”

    Your mistress finally glances at you. “Yes, he’s a wonderful submissive. He’s willing to do almost anything in the name of making me happy. It’s a rare quality.”

    You watch your mistress and her bull kiss. You see her press the lingerie-clad body you crave into him. You see that she feels genuine lust for this man. You’re jealous and a little bit humiliated that you’ve never inspired that kind of desire in any woman.

    “I want the cuck to suck my cock,” her bull says.

    “I thought you’d never ask,” your mistress replies. 

    She turns to you and points to the floor. You fall to your knees without hesitation.

    “Suck his cock,” she demands.

    Her bull turns towards you and you reach up to unzip his pants. You pull out his cock – which is already beautifully erect from the sensual kissing – and you wrap your lips around it. There’s no hesitation. There’s humiliation, but it doesn’t stop you. Of course you’re humiliated. You’re a straight man sucking cock. You’re doing it for your mistress, though. You’re submitting because it’s what she craves. You’re giving head because it’s what she needs from you and you don’t want to disappoint her.

    “Isn’t that incredible?” your mistress says. “I say three words and he wraps his hungry little lips around your dick. He willingly degrades himself for our pleasure. He offers his mouth and he doesn’t give a damn about anything other than making you feel good.”

    “You’ve trained him well,” her bull says. “Most cucks aren’t willing to go this far. Most aren’t willing to give head like little bitches. I bet he’d suck me off. I bet I could cum down his throat and he’d take it all.”

    “Maybe I’ll send him to your place someday,” she says. “Maybe I’ll tell him to put on his pretty panties and get his ass to your house so he can drop to his knees and worship your big dick like a good whore. He’ll suck you off, swallow your seed, and go home with the knowledge that he was a good faggot because I wanted him to be.”

    Your jaw aches from having to stretch your lips around his big cock. Your cock aches in its little pink cage from the pleasurable humiliation coursing through your body. Your mistress and her bull are clearly enjoying your service and that turns you on.

    “That’s enough, cuck,” she says. “Prepare my pussy.”

    You release the cock from your mouth and move to worship your mistress’s pussy. You pull aside her panties and press your lips against her cunt. You lick her. You gently suck on her labia. You spread your saliva and do everything in your power to turn her on. You want to fulfill your duty. Even more than that, you want to savor the taste of her pussy. You don’t get to enjoy it very often and there’s nothing better.

    “Does he like to watch?” her bull asks.

    “He certainly does,” your mistress replies as you worship her pussy. “He doesn’t get to fuck me – not with his cock, anyway – and he likes to see real men fuck me. He likes to see someone with a big cock pound my pussy. He likes to see me cum with someone else buried deep inside me. He likes to witness the kind of pleasure he can’t provide.”

    “I think he should have to earn the right to watch,” her bull says.

    “What did you have in mind?”

    “I want a rimjob,” he says.

    Your mistress reaches down, grabs a handful of your hair, and pulls your head from between her legs.

    “Do you want to watch?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply.

    “You know what you have to do, then,” she says. “Rim his ass. Make it good, too. If he doesn’t like it you don’t get to watch and you don’t get a second chance.”

    Her bull strips out of his pants and turns around. You stare at his ass. You feel no desire to rim his ass. You don’t want to run your tongue along his hairy crack. You don’t want to taste whatever sweat has built up during the day. You don’t want to subject yourself to the humiliation of licking a man’s asshole. You want to watch him fuck your mistress, though.

    “Do it, cuck,” he says. “Show your mistress what a nasty little bitch you are and eat my ass.”

    You’re quite certain he has no particular interest in a rimjob. He just wants to humiliate you. He wants to push you a little bit lower. He wants to make you feel like the cuck he thinks you are.

    You reach up and spread his ass cheeks. You stare at his hairy asshole. You take a deep breath and press your face between his cheeks. You give a rimjob. You flick your tongue back and forth over his asshole.

    He laughs. Your mistress laughs. They’re laughing at you. They’re laughing at your willingness to degrade yourself for a little bit of pleasure. They’re laughing at how badly you want to watch him fuck her. You don’t even get to orgasm. You’re locked in a cage, and yet you’re eating a man’s ass because you want to witness two other people having sex.

    “I guess he’s earned it,” her bull says after a long, thorough rimjob.

    “And I’m ready to get fucked,” your mistress replies.

    She pulls her panties down and hands them to you. “Wear these on your head, cuck. Put the gusset right over your nose. I want you to smell my pussy while he fucks me.”

    You put the panties on your head. You feel foolish, but you know that’s the point. You smell her pussy. You feel the wetness against your nose.

    Your mistress leads her bull to the bed. She moves to her back and he moves between her legs. They kiss as his cock slides into her. You see her lips stretch out around him. You see the way their bodies seem to fit together so well. You see the pleasure that each thrust brings her. You see how much he enjoys her pussy.

    You witness good sex. You witness the kind of sex you’ll never have with the woman you’ve dedicated yourself to. You witness her giving someone else the pleasure you want.

    Your cock aches in its cage. You’re dripping precum into the pretty pink panties. You’re wearing panties on your head. There’s a butt plug in your ass. You have the taste of cock and ass in your mouth.

    You’re a cuckold through and through. You’re a submissive cuckold and you’ve never been happier. You’ll wait all night on your knees. You’ll watch him fuck her. You’ll listen to the sounds of sex. You’ll soak up the sights of intense pleasure. You’ll take it all in like a good little bitch and you’ll do it because that’s what your mistress demands.

    You hope that your mistress will let you clean up and fluff between rounds. You hope that she’ll let you stay as long as her bull does. You hope that she’ll let you participate in their pursuit of pleasure.

    You hope you can continue to be a good submissive cuckold for her.
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    "It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” your domme asks as she lifts her skirt and shows you her pussy.

    It looks perfect. She shaved in the shower and there’s a small strip of hair about her clit. Everything else is smooth and soft-looking. In that moment, all you want is to taste her pussy. You want her to grant you the privilege of tasting her cunt.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    She’s close enough that you can smell the perfume she dabbed just above her pussy. She likes it to smell good when her lover goes down on her. She likes him to be utterly enchanted with her pussy just like you are. The only difference is that he actually gets to fuck her while you remain denied.

    “Does it turn you on, cuckold?” she asks. “Does it excite you to see my pussy?”

    You look up at your mistress. She’s exquisitely beautiful. She’s done her hair and makeup to be as seductive as possible. She wants to drive her lover wild with desire.

    “Yes, mistress. Thank you for letting me see your perfect pussy,” you answer.

    “You’re welcome, cuckold,” she replies.

    Your mistress drops the hem of her dress and her pussy disappears from view. She’s not wearing any panties. They’d only hit the floor the moment she and her lover reached the bedroom so there’s no point in even putting them on.

    “Does it make you jealous that another man gets to fuck my pussy tonight?” your domme asks. “Do you wish I’d let you inside me?”

    You know your mistress will never let you inside her. She’s made that perfectly clear from the start. Your cock doesn’t deserve her pussy. You’re too small. You cum far too quickly. You’re not enough of a man to deserve entrance to her body. You’ll never be enough of a man to deserve that.

    “Yes, mistress. I can’t help but feel jealous. You know I love your pussy. You know I crave it. I’ve never felt it around my cock, but I can’t help but want it,” you admit.

    Your mistress squats in front of you and reaches up to caress your face. Her touch is soft and soothing.

    “You understand that you will never, ever deserve to fuck me, don’t you?” she asks in a calm, quiet voice.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “You understand that your pathetic excuse for a dick has no business being in any pussy, let alone mine, right?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as your cock throbs.

    “You understand that you were born to serve the needs of your superiors, right? You understand that letting you serve me is a gift I’ve given you, and that you don’t deserve any other gifts from your mistress, right?”

    You feel yourself descending deeper into subspace. She’s right. Of course she’s right. Serving your mistress makes you happier than anything ever has.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. “Thank you for letting me serve you. Thank you so much.”

    She stands and points to the floor.

    “Kiss my boots,” she says.

    You drop to the floor and kiss her leather boots. The distinct smell fills your nose. You press your lips against the leather and kiss. You make sure not to leave any moisture behind. You kiss her boots all over as she quietly laughs at you.

    “You’re pathetic,” she says with a hint of vitriol in her voice. “You’d do absolutely anything I told you to, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say before moving to her other foot and kissing her sexy leather boot.

    “Enough,” she says.

    You sit up once more. Your mistress turns around and lifts her dress. She exposes her perfect ass and you stare at it. A sense of warm happiness spreads through your body as you admire her naked flesh.

    “Kiss my ass,” she says.

    You lean forward and plant soft kisses on her ass. Her flesh is warm. You let your lips linger against it. You enjoy the pleasant scent emanating from her body. It must be the soap she used in the shower.

    “Spread my ass cheeks,” your mistress says.

    You reach up and spread her ass cheeks. You stare at her asshole. It’s beautiful in every way.

    “Beg for it,” she demands.

    “Please, mistress, may I worship your asshole? May I kiss your perfect, beautiful asshole? May I make you feel good by using my tongue on your asshole?”

    “You may,” your domme says.

    You press your face between her ass cheeks, close your eyes, and worship her asshole. You feel the wrinkled flesh against your tongue. You feel her cheeks close around your face as you release them from your grasp. You feel the most perfect kind of joy when your mistress moans. Your tongue is making her feel good. You’re being a good boy.

    She reaches back. You hear the lust in her voice as she says, “Lick my shithole, cuck. Lick that nasty little hole and show me that you know your place. Show me that you’re little more than a piece of shit for me to use when I desire it. Show me that you know your needs don’t exist in my house. Show me that you’re nothing more than a tool for my pleasure.”

    You push your tongue into her asshole. You taste her insides. You let her dirty talk drive you to do dirty things. You relish the opportunity to lick the tight, beautiful anus of this woman that controls you. You submit to her.

    “That’s enough,” your domme says as she pushes your head away from her asshole and lets her dress fall once more.

    She spins around, points to the floor at the foot of the bed, and says, “Sit, right there, with your hands behind your back.”

    You sit against the elegant wooden bed frame at the foot of the bed and put your hands behind your back.

    Your mistress retrieves a pair of handcuffs from her dresser drawer. She kneels beside you. She cuffs you to the bed frame. There will be no escape until she returns. You’re stuck there until she deigns to release you from the cuffs.

    Your mistress stands in front of you and lifts her dress. She rubs her pussy. She pushes two fingers inside. She moans.

    She removes her fingers. They glisten with her juices. She rubs them over your lips.

    “Enjoy your night, cuckold,” she says before turning and leaving the room.

    You lick your lips. You taste your mistress. Your cock throbs. You feel grateful for the chance to be in her life. You hope she won’t be gone for too long.

    
      

    

    You lose track of time as you wait on the floor. Your wrists get sore. Your cock goes soft eventually. Precum continues to drip from the tip. You make a puddle on the bedroom floor.

    You’re not sure how long your mistress is gone, but she returns eventually. She walks into the bedroom with a smile on her face. Her hair and makeup is far messier than when she left. You know why. You know what happened. You know someone else fucked her.

    “He likes it a little bit rough,” your domme says. “I like it that way too.”

    She approaches you with a seductive smile on her face and a sensual sway in her hips. You look up as she stands in front of you.

    “Do you want to see my pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply. “Please let me see your pussy. Let me see your perfect, freshly-fucked cunt.”

    Your domme lifts her dress slowly. She reveals her soft thighs. She reveals just a hint of her labia. Finally, she reveals her pussy.

    It looks battered. Her labia are pink and exceptionally puffy. The area around her pussy is red from the hard pounding her lover no doubt gave her. Everything is wet.

    Your mistress slips two fingers inside her pussy, just like she did before she left. She pulls them out, bends over, and rubs her fingers over your lips. You know it’s not just her juices this time.

    “You may lick your lips,” she says.

    You do as you’re told. You taste her lover’s cum on your lips. You savor it the saltiness. You savor the reward your mistress has given you.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    “For what?” she asks as a sly smile crosses her face.

    “For letting me taste your lover’s cum,” you reply. “For letting me consume even a little of the seed of a superior man that’s permitted to fuck you. Thank you for letting me share in the joy of the pleasure you experienced this evening.”

    Your domme smiles. “He is a superior man,” she says. “Far superior to you. He’s better looking. He’s in better shape. He’s taller. His cock is far bigger and he most definitely knows how to use it. He knows how to take me to a place of the purest, finest bliss. He knows how to fuck me in a way that makes my head spin. He knows how to make me forget about everything other than the thrill of having his cock inside me and his body on top of me.”

    You wish you were a man like that. You wish you could fuck a woman to a blissful state. You wish you could do anything other than disappoint a woman with your cock. You wish you could fuck someone for more than a minute without cumming. You wish you weren’t such a sexual disappointment.

    You are, though. That’s why you’re so thankful for your mistress. She sees that you have value, even if it’s extremely limited. She sees that you’re willing to do as you’re told and suffer even extreme forms of abuse. She sees it and she takes advantage of it so you both benefit.

    Your mistress stands over you and slowly squats. Your cock is hard once more and you feel a genuine, inescapable sense of excitement as her pussy nears your crotch. For a fleeting moment you entertain the notion that she’s going to sit on your dick and take you inside her. You know it’s insane, but your brain puts the idea in your head anyway. It’s unavoidable.

    Your beautiful domme laughs at you. “You think I’m going to fuck you, don’t you?”

    “I can’t help it,” you say. “I know it’s not going to happen, but I can’t help but want it.”

    She grabs a handful of your hair and leans closer. “It’s never, ever going to happen. Other women might break and give you a pity fuck at some point, but I’m never going to do that. You will never, ever enter my body. You will never feel the exquisite pleasure of my pussy. You will always be denied that joy. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Open your mouth,” your domme demands.

    You open your mouth. She smiles and works her mouth for a moment. Then she leans forward and spits. Some of it lands in your mouth. Some of it lands on your chin.

    “Swallow,” she says.

    You swallow her spit. It’s gross, and yet your cock throbs harder.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    “For what?” she asks.

    “For giving me the gift of your fluid. Thank you for letting me swallow your spit,” you answer.

    You feel something drip onto your cock. You look down. Her dress blocks your view.

    “That’s his cum,” your mistress says. “A superior man’s cum is coating your cock. It’s dripping out of the pussy you’ll never fuck and covering you pathetic excuse for a dick.”

    It feels good. You should be grossed out, but you’re not. Instead, you’re turned on. You love that your cock is now coated with her lover’s cum. You love that it’s coated with the result of her willingness to let someone else have her pussy while steadfastly denying you access.

    Your mistress smiles as the cum drips out of her pussy and onto your cock.

    “This turns you on, doesn’t it? It thrills you that someone else’s spunk has coated your cock, doesn’t it?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She reaches between her legs. When her fingers return, they’re coated in cum.

    “Open up, cuckold,” she says.

    You open your mouth. She presses her fingers onto your tongue. You taste the other man’s seed.

    “Are you a cum slut for me?” your domme asks.

    You nod.

    “Do you crave the seed of a real man?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    “Suck it off my fingers. Suck his cum off my fingers and swallow it like the little cum piggy you are. Be the disgusting cuckold slut we both know you are and eat his seed,” your domme demands.

    You do as you’re told. You do it without hesitation. You suck his hot cum from her fingers. You suck up his cum because it turns you on. You suck his cum because she told you. You swallow. More of him is in your stomach.

    Your mistress spreads your legs and kneels between them. You look down and see that your cock is completely coated in thick cum.

    She wraps her fingers around your hard little shaft. She strokes you slowly. It sounds sloppy. It feels better than anything has ever felt.

    “Do you like that?” your domme asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    Like doesn’t begin to describe your feelings. You love it. Being jerked off with his cum as your lubrication is a kind of pleasure so perfect it can’t be described.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    She strokes you faster. You look down. You see that his cum is making a slick white mess on your cock. It seems to be getting creamier as she jerks you off, like when you whip egg whites. It no longer looks like cum. It looks like a bright white cream.

    None of that matters, though. What matters is the pleasure coursing through your body. Your legs are twitching. Your balls are tight. Your loins are filled with a kind of tingling pleasure that you wish you could spend the rest of your life experiencing.

    Then she stops. You look down. You feel a sense of panic. You’re inclined to beg her to finish, but you know better. You look up at your mistress and plead with your eyes.

    She uses her fingers to gather the messy white cream that his cum has turned into. She shows it to you.

    “Open up,” your mistress says.

    You open your mouth, though you’re not nearly as excited this time. The cream in her hands is made from his cum and some of your precum, but it doesn’t look appetizing.

    She puts her fingers in your mouth. “Suck them clean, you nasty little bitch,” she says.

    You do as you’re told. The taste and texture are unpleasant. That doesn’t stop you, though. You need to do as you’re told. You need to serve your mistress. You need to make her happy.

    “You’re eating another man’s cum,” she says. “You’re a pathetic cum eating cuckold. You’re a disgusting little cum pig. You’re nothing more than a cum dumpster.”

    Your cock throbs as she humiliates you. You crave more of it.

    “I was never going to let you cum,” she says. “You haven’t earned an orgasm. All you did was sit around all night like a prisoner. All that you’ve earned is the chance to consume the seed of a real man.”

    You swallow her lover’s seed. The aftertaste is strong and rather unpleasant. It doesn’t matter. You’ve done as your mistress desired. You’ve been a good boy.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say. “Thank you for feeding me his cum.”

    “You’re welcome, cuck,” she says.

    Your mistress stands and retrieves the keys to the cuffs. She unlocks you. You rub your wrists and soothe the ache.

    “Get out of my house,” she says. “Get dressed outside. I don’t want you in my home for a second longer than is necessary. Get out, now.”

    Her cruelty arouses you. You gather your clothes and rush out of the house. She slams the door behind you. You get dressed on the front steps. Your cock is still hard. You can still taste the other man’s cum in your mouth.

    You can’t wait to come back.
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    You wake from your fitful slumber in the cage when the garage door opener rumbles to life. You sit up and hit your head on the metal bars before remembering where you are. Your mistress made you dress her for a date. She humiliated you. She made it perfectly clear that you’re nothing more than a submissive toy to her. Then she put you in a cage and left.

    Now she’s returned. You suppress the urge to shout when you hear her come into the house. You’re in a dog cage but that doesn’t mean you have to act like a dog.

    Instead, you wait and listen. You hear the sound of her high heels on the hardwood floor. Your heart soars when you think she’s coming to set you free, but she isn’t. Instead, she walks into the kitchen. You hear the refrigerator open. You hear the ice machine.

    The TV turns on. You hear your mistress laugh. You’re not sure what she’s watching. All you know is that she’s not coming to set you free. You’re relatively certain she knows you’re there. She just doesn’t want to give you what you crave, not yet at least.

    She turns the TV off. You hear her walking down the hallway. She’s coming towards you. You stare at the doorway. You hope she’ll walk in and let you out of the cage. You hope she’s going to give you a chance to clean her up.

    She doesn’t, though. She walks by. You admire her legs in the black stockings you carefully put her in. You admire her body in the beautiful red dress you put on. She doesn’t even look into the guest bedroom. She doesn’t even look at you in your cage.

    You begin to panic. You wonder if you’re going to be kept in your cage all night long. You wonder if she’s choosing to punish you for some reason. You wonder if it was all a tease, if she has no interest in giving you even the slightest reward for good behavior.

    You hear her bedroom door open. She steps onto the carpet and the sound of her heels hitting the floor disappears. You wonder what her evening was like. Did she have the sex she craved? Did her date cum inside her, as he has so many times before? Is she considering letting you lick up his cum?

    It feels like forever, but it’s probably only a few minutes before your mistress appears in the doorway of the guest bedroom. She stands there and stares at the cage. You stare at her. You know it would be unwise to say anything until you’re spoken to, so you remain silent but hopeful.

    The red dress is gone. Her high heels have come off. She remains in the stockings and underwear you dressed her in. She looks breathtakingly sexy.

    Your mistress steps into the room. She saunters towards you, taking her time and drawing out each step. The sway in her hips is irresistibly sexy.

    She reaches the cage and sits on top of it. You look up and see the soft flesh of her ass poking through the square-shaped openings between the thin, black metal bars.

    “Kiss me,” she says.

    You kiss her ass through the cage. You kiss it over and over. You listen as your mistress laughs at you. You know how pathetic you seem. You’re caged and kissing her ass because it’s all you can have at the moment. You’re doing it without hesitation or argument. You haven’t said a word, in fact. You’ve simply obeyed.

    “Are you hungry?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer before kissing the flesh of her ass once more.

    Your mistress laughs again. She sits up and pulls aside her panties, revealing her asshole. When she sits down once more, the perfect wrinkled hole is exposed.

    “Worship my asshole,” she says.

    You push your tongue through the opening in the metal cage and lick her asshole.

    Your mistress laughs at you. “You’re pathetic,” she says. “A pathetic excuse for a man. You know that though, don’t you? You know that a real man wouldn’t be so eager to worship a woman’s asshole from a cage. A real man wouldn’t let himself be locked up in the first place. A real man wouldn’t stand for the kind of abuse I put you through. You’re not a real man though. You’re just a pathetic excuse for a man.”

    You say nothing. It’s not your place to respond. It’s your place to continue licking her asshole. It’s your place to do exactly as your mistress says.

    She stands up and turns around. She bends over and says, “Open your mouth.”

    You open your mouth and tilt your head back. Your mistress gathers her saliva and lets it slowly slip from between her lips. A long string of it lands directly in your mouth. You savor her fluid.

    “Swallow,” she demands.

    You swallow and say, “Thank you, mistress.”

    “You’re welcome,” she says. You see the smile on her face. You know it makes her happy when you submit. You know it thrills her when you do exactly as you’re told.

    Your mistress unlocks the cage and opens the door. “Come,” she says while gently tapping her thigh.

    You crawl out of the cage and follow your mistress. You know better than to stand. You know that she wants you to feel the humiliation of being treated like a pet. You know that she has no interest in making you feel like you’re her equal. You’re not.

    You follow your mistress into her bedroom. You watch as she turns around and hops into her bed. She spreads her legs wide open.

    “Kiss my feet,” she says.

    You move to her left foot. You press your lips against the soft black nylon and you kiss it. You hold her gaze while doing so. You see a smile cross her face. She enjoys your submission.

    “Suck my toes,” she demands.

    You take her nylon-clad toes into your mouth. You suck on them eagerly. You run your tongue over them. You take all five in your mouth at the same time.

    “Look at you. What an ambitious little submissive you are. You should be careful, though. If you show too much oral aptitude I might make you into a cocksucker for me. I might make you get down on your knees and worship a big dick until it cums in your mouth,” she says.

    You continue to suck on her toes. You can’t help but imagine sucking cock for your mistress. The idea fills your stomach with butterflies. You know you’d do it. You know you wouldn’t be able to resist. You’re straight, but you know if she told you to get on your knees and blow someone that you’d do it. You’d do anything for her.

    “Worship my other foot, bitch,” she demands.

    You crawl to her other foot. You kiss it. You lick it. You suck it. You taste the nylon. You taste a little bit of sweat that she built up over the evening. You take all five toes in your mouth again. Your mistress laughs at you.

    You try to imagine it from her point of view. You’ve spent your night in a cage. You crawled after her once she let you out. Now you’re on your knees sucking on her toes. All of that no doubt stands in stark contrast to the man that fucked her. He wasn’t in a cage. He didn’t suck on her toes. He didn’t let her call him a pathetic excuse for a man. All of it turns you on even more.

    Your mistress pulls her foot from your mouth. “Are you hungry?” she asks again.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “What are you hungry for?” she asks.

    “Cum,” you answer.

    She throws her head back and laughs at you. It’s a cruel, demeaning laugh. “You’re fucking pathetic,” she says. “What kind of man admits being hungry for someone else’s cum?”

    “I do, mistress,” you say.

    She slips her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulls them down just a little. She reveals the cummy mess that her date left inside her. Some of his seed has collected in the gusset of her underwear, but much of it is spread around her pussy lips. There’s still some dripping out of her, too.

    “Is this the cum you’re hungry for, cuckold?” she asks. “Is this what your eager little tongue wants to lick up? Is this what your dick is throbbing for?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    “Come closer,” she says.

    You crawl closer. Soon you’re inches away from her pussy. You can smell the sex. You can smell the other man’s cum.

    “What are you?” your mistress asks.

    “I’m your cum slut,” you say.

    She laughs and runs two fingers through her panties, scooping up some of her date’s cum. “Yes you are,” she says before pushing her fingers into your mouth.

    You close your lips around them and clean the cum. She pushes her fingers deeper into your mouth. She makes you gag on them and laughs.

    “Swallow his fucking cum,” she demands as her fingers leave your mouth.

    You swallow and your mistress smiles.

    “This is all you’re good for,” she says. “You’ll never, ever please a woman with your cock. You’re not even particularly good at eating pussy. You’re just a toy. You’re a pathetic excuse for a man that exists for me to abuse for my pleasure. Do you understand?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She turns the gusset of her panties inside out and says, “Clean my panties, bitch. Lick his cum out of them.”

    You lean forward and run your tongue through the gusset of her panties. You lick up his cum. You hold it on your tongue and show it to your mistress.

    “Swallow. Swallow his cum. Take him into your body,” she says.

    You swallow. His cum is salty and bitter on your tongue and it burns a little as it moves down your throat and into your stomach. The other man is inside you now. His seed is in your stomach.

    Your mistress presses her foot against your face and kicks. You fall to your back on the carpeted floor of her bedroom. She laughs and climbs off the bed. She stands over your head.

    She squats over your face. You see the thick globs of cum on her pussy lips. You know there’s more inside her.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth. Your mistress smiles and her pussy opens a little. Cum begins to leak out of her. It’s a slow journey, but eventually it reaches your mouth. It gathers on your tongue.

    “Gargle his load,” she says.

    You do as you’re told. You gargle the other man’s cum. It gets bubbly in your mouth. The salty taste spreads. It coats your cheeks and tongue.

    “Swallow,” she demands.

    You swallow the cum. You take more of him into your body.

    Your mistress sits on your face. She rubs her messy, cum-covered pussy all over you. She laughs as she smothers you in cum. When she lifts her hips again you can feel the slippery liquid on your cheeks, chin, lips, and nose. You’re covered in it.

    Your mistress smiles and says, “You’re disgusting.”

    Your cock throbs, just as it’s done all evening. You crave the humiliation she gives you.

    She sits on your face again. She rubs her messy pussy all over your skin again. She even rubs some of it on your forehead. She laughs loudly. She’s clearly delighted.

    “You’d like to make me cum, wouldn’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She pushes three fingers into her pussy and smiles at you. Her fingers emerged coated with thick cum. You open your mouth, expecting to clean them. Your mistress laughs and rubs her fingers on your face.

    “You don’t get to make me cum,” she says. “You don’t deserve it. You’re not worthy of giving me an orgasm. Not tonight.”

    She stands up and steps aside.

    “Now get the fuck out of my house,” she says.

    You stand up and look around the room.

    “What are you looking for?” she asks.

    “My clothes,” you say.

    “Did I say you could get dressed before you got the fuck out of my house?” your mistress asks.

    “No, mistress,” you answer.

    “No, I didn’t. So get the fuck out of my house. Right now. Your clothes will be here the next time I invite you over, if there is a next time.”

    She swats your ass. The sound of her flesh meeting yours fills the bedroom. You wince in pain.

    “Get out. Now!” she yells.

    You rush to the front door. You grab your keys off the hook. You run out of her house. You hear the door slam behind you. You quickly look around to make sure no one is watching. You run down the stairs and towards your car.

    Your face is covered in cum. Your ass still stings from the swat she delivered. You’re humiliated. Your cock is still hard, though. You unlock your car and jump into the driver’s seat. The leather is cool against your ass.

    Your phone, which you left in your car, buzzes. You look at it. There’s a text from your mistress. “Don’t you dare touch your cock. Not at all. No masturbating until I give you permission.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you text back.

    You start your car. You drive home. Your cock is hard the entire time.
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    "They’re pretty, aren’t they?” your mistress asks as she directs your gaze to the pair of sheer pink boyshort panties sitting on her bed.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. You mean it, too. The panties are exquisite. You imagine what they would look like on her. You imagine admiring her pussy through the sheer material. You imagine being told to drop to your knees to kiss her ass and pussy as she models the panties for you.

    “Would you like to smell them?” she asks.

    You look at your mistress and see a smile on her face. She seems genuine. “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    “Go ahead. No touching, though. Bend over and sniff them,” she says.

    You bend over and breathe in the scent of the pink panties. There’s no question they’ve been worn. The distinct scent of your domme’s pussy is on them.

    She moves behind you and her fingernails dig into your back before she scratches down to your ass. You wince in pain, but you manage not to cry out.

    “Sniff the panties, cuckold. Smell my pussy on them,” your mistress says as her fingers move gently over your ass and between your legs. 

    She grasps your balls and gives them a good squeeze. You groan in pain before she takes hold of your caged cock and pulls on it. Pain envelopes your genitals, but it’s good. Her scent fills your nose as she reminds you who’s in charge of your cock and balls.

    “You love the smell of my pussy, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    She squeezes your balls again and stands up. She moves to the side and delivers two hard swats to your ass. Each time you cry out. The pain is considerable, but it fills you with lust. You enjoy suffering for her.

    “Would you like to wear my panties, cuckold?” she asks as you remain bent over her bed.

    “No, mistress,” you say. She’s stressed that you are to be honest when she asks you a question. She’s often told you that the answer doesn’t really matter. You’re going to do whatever she wants anyway.

    She spanks your ass again. Pain rushes down your legs and up your back.

    “I guess it’s a good thing that what you want doesn’t matter one bit to me,” your mistress says. “Put the fucking panties on.”

    You stand up and take the soft, sheer pink panties in your hand. You step into them and pull them up your legs. The material feels good against your skin, particularly against the reddened, aching area of your ass that just received a spanking.

    “What do you say?” she asks.

    “Thank you for letting me wear your panties, mistress,” you reply.

    She steps back and says, “Spin around. Model those pretty panties for me.”

    You do as you’re told and your mistress offers an appreciative whistle. It feels humiliating.

    “You look pretty good in panties, cuckold. That makes sense though, doesn’t it?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She steps closer. Her fingers wrap around your caged cock and balls. She squeezes you tight. Her voice is laced with an irresistible kind of dominance as she says, “Don’t forget that you’re not a real man. You have a cock and you have balls, but you’re not a man. You’re just a little bitch. You’re a toy for your mistress and if I say you belong in panties then you belong in panties. Do you understand that?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Good.” She steps back and smiles. “Now I have a little treat for you.”

    Your mistress lifts the chain holding the key to your cock cage over her head. “Pull your panties down,” she says.

    You pull the panties down and expose your locked cock. Your mistress leans over and carefully unlocks the cage. She frees your dick and balls from each part and pulls the panties back up.

    “How does your worthless little dick feel in panties?” she asks.

    “It’s nice, mistress,” you say. The material is impossibly soft. It does feel nice against your cock.

    Your mistress steps close enough that you can feel her breath against your cheek. She gently plays with your cock in the panties. You get hard almost instantly.

    “You like wearing panties, don’t you?” she whispers.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. In the moment, you like it very much. Your dick is hard. Your mistress is touching you. She’s giving you pleasure and it feels incredible.

    “I’ll bet you’d like to cum,” she says.

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply.

    “A real man wouldn’t cum while wearing a pair of panties. You know that, right? Only a little bitch boy like you would eagerly put on a pair of panties and admit that he wanted to cum in them. Are you a little bitch boy? Do you want to cum in the pretty panties you’re wearing?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress. I’m a little bitch boy,” you say. “I want to cum in the pretty panties you let me wear. I want to cum so badly.”

    Your mistress bites down on your ear lobe. Pain courses through your head and down your spine. You hold your breath and your heart pounds as you soak it in.

    “You’re pathetic,” your mistress whispers when she finally releases your flesh from the grip of her teeth. “Get in the bed, bitch.”

    You get into the bed. Your mistress smiles.

    “How does it feel to be in my bed?” she asks.

    “It’s wonderful, mistress,” you say.

    “Enjoy it. This won’t happen very often.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Have you always known you have a small, worthless cock?” she asks while reaching out to play with your still hard dick in the pink panties.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “You’ve never made a woman feel good with this worthless little flesh nub, have you cuckold?” she asks.

    You think of your previous girlfriends. You think of the disappointed looks on their faces the first time you got naked. You think of the disappointed looks on their faces after sex. You think of how most of them would insist that you go down on them after sex.

    “No, mistress,” you answer.

    “You understand that you never will, right cuckold? You understand that you shouldn’t even call this a cock, right? You should refer to it as a clit, because it can’t serve the basic sexual function of a cock. It can’t please a woman. It can’t fuck her the way she needs to be fucked. All it can do is disappoint a woman. You get that, right?” your mistress asks as she squeezes your dick through the panties.

    You wince in pain before saying, “Yes, mistress.”

    “Do you still want to cum like a good little bitch boy?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress. More than ever, mistress,” you say.

    She releases your cock and opens the nightstand drawer. She pulls out a small toy shaped like an oval. She presses a button on the tip and it begins to vibrate.

    Your mistress climbs into the bed next to you. She presses her body against yours. Her hand moves between your legs and she holds the vibrator against your cock. She moves it up and down your shaft and then holds it against the underside of the head. Pleasure spreads through your loins.

    “This is how a bitch boy like you should masturbate,” she says. “You have a clit. Not a cock. You should masturbate like a girl does. You should use a vibrator to make your pathetic excuse for a cock cum.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as a warm, pleasing sensation fills your body.

    “You’re not a man so you don’t deserve to masturbate like a man. You don’t deserve to stroke your cock. You don’t deserve to do anything like a man would do it,” she says.

    Again she moves the vibrator down your shaft. She rubs it over your balls. You close your eyes and moan. It feels spectacularly good. When it returns to the head of your cock, you can feel your orgasm approaching.

    “You’re never, ever going to pleasure a woman, cuckold. Not with that sad little dick of yours. You’re never going to fuck a woman and give her an orgasm. You’re never going to expose your cock to a woman and see a joyful look on her face. You’re just going to see disappointment. Over and over you’re going to see a disappointed girl when you get naked with her the first time. You’re destined to be a cuckold. The only way a woman will ever marry you is if it’s perfectly clear that she gets to fuck whoever she wants, whenever she wants.”

    You groan. Your balls tighten up. Your cock strains against the panties, though there’s plenty of space in them. She’s right, after all. You’re quite small.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say, acknowledging that what she says is true. You know it’s true. You’ve seen that disappointment. You’ve let girls down with your small cock. You’ve been dumped because the sex just isn’t good enough.

    Your mistress laughs as she holds the vibrating toy against your little cock. “You’re pathetic,” she says in a low, sensual whisper. “Of course, that makes you perfect for me to play with. You’re a pathetic little submissive that would do anything for me, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” she says.

    “Tell me you know you can’t pleasure a woman, cuckold,” she says.

    “I can’t pleasure a woman, mistress,” you say. “My cock is too small.”

    “It’s not a cock,” she says.

    “My clit is too small,” you say. You feel the humiliation of admitting that your cock is so small and so worthless that it shouldn’t be referred to as anything more than a clit.

    Your mistress laughs. The vibrator is bringing you closer to an orgasm. You’re going to fill the sheer pink panties with your cum. You’re going to make a beautiful mess just like your mistress wants you to.

    “Are you going to cum in your panties?” she asks. “Are you going to cum like a girl, with a vibrator pleasuring your clit?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. “I’m going to cum like a girl.”

    Your words seem to vibrate in your brain. They take hold. They become the truth. It’s inescapable. You know you’re not a girl, but you’re not a man either, at least not in the traditional sense.

    “You’re such a little bitch,” she worships. “Worthless as a man. Completely worthless. You’re only good for being a little toy that I can abuse for my pleasure. That’s it. Just a worthless little toy for me to humiliate.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    You close your eyes. You feel an orgasm building.

    “Cum like a girl,” she whispers. “Fill your pretty pink panties with a hot load. Let your clit make a mess in your panties.”

    You groan and say, “Yes, mistress.” Your cock spasms and cum spills out. It’s not a cumshot. It’s a slow trickle of semen as the orgasm spreads from your loins. It’s an entirely different, equally thrilling experience. You’re cumming like a girl. You feel the warmth of your cum spread over the head of your cock and down the shaft.

    Your mistress pushes the toy into your panties and coats the tip with your cum. “Open up,” she says. You part your lips and the toy pushes between them. “Eat your cum like a good little bitch.”

    You close your lips. You suck your cum off the toy. You run your tongue over it. You clean it like she desires. You bask in the humiliation of doing something so nasty after you’ve had your orgasm and experience the pleasure you crave.

    She feeds you more cum from the toy. You suck it clean. You do it because it’s what your mistress wants. You do it because upsetting her is the worst thing you can imagine.

    “What a good little cum whore you are,” your mistress says. “What a delightful surprise.” You see a devious look on her face. “We’re going to have so much fun together.”

    You wonder what she means, though you know you’ll do whatever she wants. You can’t resist her.

  
    A Wicked Domme - Dressing Her for a Date

    You’re not her boyfriend. You’re not her husband. You’ll never be either. You’re just a toy to her. You’re a toy for her to play with. You’re a means for her to experience the dominant pleasures she craves. You come when she calls. You do as you’re told. She takes what she needs from you and sends you home. Enjoy.

    
      
    

    “You’re so beautiful, mistress,” you say.

    The goddess you’ve dedicated yourself to looks down at you and smiles. “And you’re a pathetic worm,” she says.

    “Yes I am. Thank you, mistress,” you reply.

    She steps closer. Her foot moves between your legs. Her toes tease your balls. She rubs them over your cock. You grow stiff almost instantaneously. Desire courses through you. Being on your knees in front of your mistress is a blissful experience for you.

    “You may dress me,” your mistress says as she sits on the edge of her bed.

    You reach for the stockings she’s picked out. They’re black with beautiful lace tops. You bunch one up and gently slide it over her foot and up her leg. You watch the nylon slowly, sensually encase her skin. You take your time, as you’re allowed to do.

    “Very good, cucky boy,” your mistress says. “My date loves stockings, you know. He loves to caress them. He loves to run his fingers all the way up to my stocking tops and touch my soft flesh. He loves to tease me and make my pussy wet.”

    You slide the other stocking up her right leg. Again you watch the black nylon slowly encase her soft, smooth skin. You feel a little jealous of the man she’ll be going out with tonight.

    Your mistress spreads her legs. “Look at it,” she demands. “Look at the pussy you crave.”

    You do as you’re told. Her pussy is perfect, as always. She’s shaved off most of her pubic hair, save for an inch-thick strip above her clit. You feel a strong urge to lean forward and taste her. You wish she would give you permission to pleasure her, to get her wet before she goes on her date.

    “It’s too bad you’re such a pathetic little worm,” she says. “If you weren’t, you’d be eating my pussy right now. You’d get me wet and then I’d welcome you into my bed to fuck me. I’d let you slide your cock inside me. I’d let you fill me. I’d let you pound me. I’d even let you cum inside me.”

    Her stocking-clad toes play with your cock. You shudder as an overpowering wave of pleasure moves through your body.

    “That’s not going to happen, though. Not for you. You’re just a cucky boy. Your dick is nowhere near big enough to satisfy me, and we both know you’d cum the moment you felt my perfect pussy around your cock, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. You’re quite certain she’s right. You wouldn’t last very long.

    She smiles and says, “You may dress me in my panties.”

    You pick up the black lace boyshort panties she’s picked out. Your mistress stands up and steps into them. You slowly pull them up her legs. Your fingers run over the soft nylon. Your cock throbs. It’s a pleasure to be able to touch her.

    “Do you like my panties?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. They’re beautiful. They make her look incredibly sexy.

    She points to her pussy and says, “Kiss me.”

    You lean forward and press your lips against her panties. You know her pussy is right beneath the black lace. You kiss it. A soft moan escapes her lips. It makes you feel good to make her feel good.

    “Stand up, cucky boy,” she says.

    You stand and look into her beautiful blue eyes. She smiles at you. She reaches out and takes your cock in her hand. She holds it. There’s no stroking, but it’s still deeply pleasurable.

    “When was the last time you had sex, cucky boy?” she asks.

    “Six months ago, mistress,” you say. That was the last time you had a girlfriend.

    “Why did your girlfriend dump you?” she asks.

    “Because the sex wasn’t good enough,” you say. Your ex-girlfriend had been quite explicit about that. She’d been enormously frustrated by the time she broke up with you and some of that frustration came out as she delivered the news that you’d no longer be dating. It had been painful.

    “You realize now that you’re never going to pleasure a woman, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer. “Thank you for showing me that truth.”

    Your mistress releases your cock and smiles. “You may dress me in my bra now.”

    You pick up the black bra. The cups are sheer. The material feels delicate in your hands. You hold it up and your mistress puts her hands through the straps. She spins around. You pull the bra straps over her shoulders and make sure the cups are in place. It’s as close as you’ve ever gotten to playing with her breasts. Your dick throbs. You attach the bra in the back.

    “You’re getting good at this, cucky boy,” your mistress says as she spins around and faces you.

    Your eyes drift over her body. Her breasts look sexy in the sheer bra. Her legs are perfect in the stockings. Her panties are mouth watering. You want the woman standing in front of you, and yet you know you’ll never be permitted to fuck her. You’re just a submissive cucky boy to her.

    “There’s a hair brush on the bathroom counter,” your mistress says. “Please retrieve it.”

    You rush into her bathroom and pick up the hair brush. You return with it in hand.

    Your mistress turns around. Her long dark hair flows to the middle of her back. “Brush my hair,” she says.

    You reach up and run the brush through her hair. It looks a little softer each time you do it. Her panty-clad ass is inches from your stiff cock. Your mistress backs up a few inches. She teases you by brushing her bottom against your dick. She laughs when you moan audibly.

    “I’ll bet you wish I’d bend over for you, don’t you cucky boy?” she asks. “I’ll bet you wish I’d bend over so you could pull my panties down and fuck me from behind, don’t you?”

    You take a moment to imagine that pleasure. You know it would feel incredible. You’d love to see her perfect ass as she bends over. You’d love to feel her wet pussy wrapped around your dick. You’d love to hear her moan as you fill her.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. Of course you’d love for that to happen.

    You run the brush through her hair once more and then she turns around. She takes it from you and smiles. “We both know you’d cum almost instantly though, don’t we?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. You know it’s true. You probably wouldn’t last more than a few strokes. You’d be so turned on you wouldn’t be able to stop it.

    She reaches up and caresses your face. Her touch feels soft and loving. She’s capable of both kindness and harshness and she knows that doling out both is a good way of keeping you on your toes.

    “Would you like a treat?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “On your knees,” she demands.

    You fall to your knees. You look up at your mistress. She smiles and turns around. She slips her fingers into the waistband of her black lace panties and pulls them down. She bends over. She spreads her ass cheeks. You look at her asshole.

    “Kiss it,” she says.

    You lean forward. You feel her soft, smooth ass cheeks on either side of your face. You pucker your lips and press them against her asshole. You kiss it, just like your mistress demanded.

    She laughs. “Kiss it again.”

    You kiss her asshole again. You wish she’d let you worship it. You wish she’d let you put your tongue inside her asshole.

    She doesn’t, though. Instead, she reaches back and gently pushes your head away. She pulls her panties back up. She turns around and smiles at you.

    “Get my dress,” she says.

    You stand up and walk towards the closet. You admire the red dress your mistress has chosen. You slip it off the hanger and carry it towards her.

    “What do you think?” she asks.

    “It’s beautiful, mistress,” you say. You’re absolutely certain she’s going to look breathtaking in it.

    “You may put it on me,” she says.

    You unzip the dress and lower it to the floor. Your mistress steps into it. You pull it up slowly. You take your time to work it over her ass and hips. She turns around. You zip it up. Your fingers brush over the soft skin of her back. Your cock throbs.

    You step back as your mistress turns around. The red dress fits her like a glove. It looks perfect with the black stockings she picked out.

    “Do you think he’ll want to fuck me?” your mistress asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    She steps closer. She reaches out and grabs your cock. She strokes you slowly and softly. You close your eyes and moan. The pleasure is intense.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer. You know you won’t be permitted to fuck her, but she always wants you to be honest.

    “You know that you don’t deserve to fuck me, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as her hand continues to move up and down your cock.

    “Good. That’s important, cucky boy. It’s important for you to understand your place in my life. It’s important for you to understand that you have no business being inside me. Your cock isn’t good enough. You’re not good enough. You’re not nearly man enough to give me what I crave. You’re perfect as a sub cucky boy, though,” she says.

    You’ve seen a picture of the man she’s going out with tonight. She’s been out with him before. She took a few pictures of them fucking. You know he’s bigger than you. You know he’s better looking. You know he’s more of a traditionally masculine man than you are. You understand why she’d want him to fuck her.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say. You’re grateful that she’s taken you on as her submissive. You’re grateful for the chance to dress her. You’re grateful that you get to be in her life at all.

    “Retrieve my high heels,” she says upon releasing your cock.

    You head back to the closet and pull out the high heels she’s chosen for the evening. You return to your mistress and fall to your knees in front of her.

    “Kiss my feet,” she says.

    You lean forward and kiss her feet. The nylon is soft against your lips. Your mistress purrs in delight as you submit to her desires.

    “Kiss my legs,” she says.

    You kiss your way up her legs. You kiss all the way to the hem of her dress. She reaches out and runs her fingers through your hair.

    “You’re a good cucky boy,” she says.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    “You may put my heels on,” she says.

    You slip her feet into the sexy black heels. You take your time. You watch her nylon-clad feet disappear into them. You caress her.

    “Stand up,” your mistress says when you finish.

    “I’m going to leave now,” she says. “But you’ve been a very good cucky boy tonight and I think you deserve a reward.”

    “Thank you, mistress,” she says.

    “Would you like to undress me when I get home?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress. I’d like that very much.”

    “Good,” she says. “You’ll have to wait in the cage.”

    “Of course, mistress,” you say.

    She takes your cock in her hand and leads you to her spare bedroom. There’s a large cage in the corner of the room. It’s meant for a sizable dog. She uses it to contain you when you’re granted the privilege of staying in her home while she’s out.

    “In you go,” she says.

    You fall to your knees and crawl in the cage. There’s plenty of room inside to stretch your legs. There’s a comfortable bed made for a dog to sit on.

    “Good boy,” she says. “I’ll see you when I get home.”

    She shuts the door, locks it, and turns to leave. You stare at her ass as she leaves. It looks perfect in the red dress. You feel proud to have dressed her and made her look so good, though you know the part you played was small. She’s a beautiful woman. She’d look good in almost anything.

    You wait in the cage. You know she’ll be gone for a while. You think about what pleasures might await you when she returns. You hope she’ll let you worship her pussy after her date has fucked her. It doesn’t always happen, but it’s such a thrill when it does.

    You can’t wait until your mistress returns.

  
    A Wicked Domme - Her Chastity Toy

    You’re not her boyfriend. You’re not her husband. You’ll never be either. You’re just a toy to her. You’re a toy for her to play with. You’re a means for her to experience the dominant pleasures she craves. You come when she calls. You do as you’re told. She takes what she needs from you and sends you home. Enjoy.

    Click here to read the previous entries in the A Wicked Domme series.

    
      
    

    You’re naked and on your knees, where you belong.

    Your mistress has gone all out today. She looks perfect in a pair of knee high black leather boots, a tight black leather skirt, and a black corset. Her hair is pulled back and the confident look on her face is irresistible.

    “How long has it been?” she asks.

    “Two weeks,” you say while holding her gaze.

    Your mistress steps forward. She extends her leg and the toe of her boot teases your balls. You feel the warm leather against your flesh. You groan.

    “Is that too long for my little cuckold bitch boy?” your mistress asks in a patronizing voice that you find oddly thrilling.

    “No, mistress,” you answer. It’s a long time, especially since your mistress ordered you to watch cuckold porn each and every day you were locked. She wanted you aroused. She wanted you turned on. She wanted you to be utterly insane with lust.

    “Kiss my boots, bitch,” your mistress says as she steps back.

    You fall forward and press your lips against the warm leather of your domme’s boots. You kiss them reverently. You feel good as you prostrate yourself in front of her. She is your goddess. She is your mistress. She is the source of your pleasure in life.

    You move to the other boot. You continue your kissing. You worship what she has offered you. You do it because it gives you pleasure to service her. You do it because you know, in a twisted way, that your mistress has your pleasure in mind.

    “Get on your back,” your mistress demands.

    You move to your back. The carpet feels soft against your naked skin. Your mistress kicks your legs open and steps between them. You feel a touch of anxiety. You wonder if she’s about to abuse your testicles in a way you’ll find deeply unpleasant.

    Instead, your mistress again teases your balls with her boot. She rubs them, steps on them lightly, and makes you moan. She steps on your locked cock and you feel it throb. Even a cruel touch from her is enough to inspire a certain kind of lust.

    “Who owns your cock?” she asks.

    “You do, mistress,” you answer.

    “That’s right. I do. It’s my property. I get to do as I please with it. I get to abuse it. I get to lock it up. I get to humiliate it. I get to forbid it from cumming,” she says as she steps harder on your cock. The pressure between your legs increases. It feels like you’re right on the edge of pain, but she doesn’t push you past that point.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “And what’s the one thing this cock is never going to do?” she asks.

    It’s as if you can see the power emanating from her. Your mistress absolutely loves dominating you. She loves putting you in your place.

    “Fuck a woman, mistress,” you answer.

    “That’s right,” she says. “Why is that?”

    It’s been two weeks since you’ve been out of your cage and permitted to have an erection, let alone an orgasm. It takes almost nothing to turn you on, so having your mistress dominate you so thoroughly and ask you such naughty questions is a surefire way to drive you wild with lust.

    “I’m never going to fuck a woman again because my cock is not worthy of pussy, mistress,” you answer. “My cock is not capable of satisfying a woman, and because of that I shouldn’t try to fuck a woman. To do so would be entirely selfish.”

    Your mistress takes two steps forward. Now she’s standing over your head. You look up her skirt, but you can’t see what you crave.

    “Do you want my pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer. You want it desperately. You want to taste it. You want to give her pleasure with your tongue.

    “Do you deserve to taste my pussy?” your domme asks.

    “No, mistress,” you answer.

    “No, you don’t,” she says. “You deserve nothing. You’re a pathetic cuckold with a tiny, worthless cock. Your tongue is your only redeeming sexual quality, and even that isn’t particularly skilled. When I let you taste my pussy, it’s a gift. When I let you make me cum, it’s a gift you should treasure.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “And you haven’t earned my pussy today,” your mistress says.

    She turns around, lifts her skirt, and sits on your face. You’re enveloped by her ass cheeks. Her thong presses against your lips. You’d like to worship her asshole, but you know better than to do so.

    “You want my asshole, don’t you cuck?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say, though your voice is muffled by her ass.

    Your mistress laughs at you. It’s humiliating, but you can’t help your desire. You desperately want to lick her asshole. You want to taste it. You want to worship it.

    “You’re pathetic. You’re a pathetic little ass eating cuck bitch,” she says. “You’ll do absolutely anything to make me happy, won’t you bitch boy?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She stands up. “You don’t deserve my ass. That’s how pathetic you are. You don’t deserve the pleasure of licking the nastiest part of my body.”

    She walks towards the bedroom door and says, “Come, cuckold.”

    She orders you around like a dog and you happily follow. You crawl behind her, knowing that if she wanted you to stand she would have said so. You follow her to the guest bedroom and she points to the bed.

    Your mistress pulls up her skirt and gets into bed with you. She straddles your waist and you feel the warmth of her skin against yours. You feel the heat emanating from her panty-clad pussy as she rests it against your locked cock.

    “What would you give to fuck me, cuckold?” she asks.

    Your eyes go wide. For just a moment you consider the idea of actually getting to fuck her. You consider how good it would feel to slide your cock into her slippery, warm, welcoming cunt.

    “I’d give anything, mistress,” you say.

    She leans forward. Her pussy presses into your locked cock. Her breasts look spectacular in the tight black corset.

    “Would you give up your ass?” she asks.

    You’ve taken her strapon countless times, so you know that’s not what she’s talking about.

    “To a man, mistress?” you ask.

    “Yes, cuckold. Would you let a man fuck you in the ass for the pleasure of feeling my perfect pussy wrapped around your worthless cock? Would it be worth it?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. Of course it would. How different would it be to get fucked by a guy when you’ve taken her strapon so often?

    “Would you take a load in your ass, cuck? Would you let a man fill your rectum with his cum in exchange for the pleasure of feeling my pussy?” she asks.

    As you’re considering the question, your mistress reaches between her legs and pulls aside her panties. You feel the wetness of her pussy on your locked cock. It’s an exquisite form of pain. You want to be inside her more than anything.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Say it, cuckold,” she demands.

    “I’d let a man fuck me and cum inside me for the chance to feel your pussy,” you say.

    Your mistress sits up and pulls her panties back over her pussy. She gets out of the bed and walks into the closet. She emerges holding a large vibrating massager.

    “It’s good to know you’re such a little whore,” your mistress says as she moves between your legs once more.

    She takes your locked cock in her hand and strokes it. Her skin feels warm and soft against the little spots of your flesh that poke through the steel bars of your cage.

    “It’s good to know that for the right reward you’re willing to do anything, that you’ll debase yourself like the nasty little piece of shit that you are just for a chance to feel my perfect pussy wrapped around this worthless little dicklet of yours,” she says.

    You moan as a beautiful, overwhelming, all-encompassing kind of arousal courses through your body. You crave the humiliation your mistress delivers more than anything else in life. You love it in every way. You’d give anything for it to continue in perpetuity. Even if she wasn’t willing to let you fuck her you’d debase yourself in any way she wanted just to spend more time with her.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    She turns on the vibrator and holds it against the tip of your locked cock. Pleasure shoots down the shaft and throughout your loins. Your grab the sheets and arch your back as your head turns towards the ceiling. You close your eyes and moan.

    “This is how a little bitch like you is supposed to cum,” she said. “Your little dicklet should be locked up and treated like a clit. You should masturbate like a girl does. You’re not a girl, of course. You’d be more useful if you were.”

    She moves the vibrator to your balls. You moan louder. Your body is desperate for release. Your cock has grown in the cage, but it can’t get any bigger. You feel a dull ache as you try and get hard in your prison.

    “When was the last time someone sucked your cock, cuck?” your mistress asks.

    “I don’t remember,” you answer. “It’s been years, mistress.”

    “Why do you think that is?” she asks.

    “Because I don’t inspire that kind of lust in women,” you say.

    Your domme smiles. “That’s right. Most women like going down on an alpha male. They like offering him pleasure because he offers the same. You’re not an alpha male, though. You’re not really even a beta male. You’re just a little bitch that probably shouldn’t even have a cock. I mean, what does your dick offer anyone? You can’t fuck a woman. You don’t deserve blowjobs. You shouldn’t even be allowed to masturbate. Your cock is really just for pissing.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “You’d still love a blowjob though, wouldn’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    She turns off the vibrator and her lips approach your chastised cock. She extends her tongue and licks it. You can barely feel it, but there’s just a hint of warmth and wetness that you find thrilling.

    You can see the lust in her eyes. She’s getting off on teasing you. She’s getting off on the control. That’s why she keeps you around. She gets off on your eagerness to be dominated.

    “Do you want a blowjob, cuck?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer.

    You know she’s not going to unlock you and suck your cock, but you still entertain a brief fantasy. You want her to give you head. You want it desperately. You want to cum in her mouth.

    Your mistress gets close to your cock once more. She gives the locked tip a kiss. She licks it. Then she takes you in her mouth. She swallows the cage skillfully and moans.

    “Oh my God,” you say.

    Pleasure and agony emanate from the space between your legs as your mistress gives you the first chastity blowjob you’ve ever received. You can’t believe it’s happening.

    You can’t get hard. You can’t experience the true pleasure of a blowjob from your mistress. You know that’s the point, though. She doesn’t want you to experience pleasure, at least in its purest form. She wants your pleasure to come from suffering for her. She wants your pleasure to come from knowing that she gets off on teasing you like this.

    Your locked cock leaves her mouth. It still feels wet. You relish the teasing pleasure you just experienced.

    Your mistress spins around and spreads her legs. Her pussy is inches away from your locked cock. She turns on the vibrator and holds it against her clit and your cock at the same time.

    She moans as you watch her masturbate. You know you’re not allowed to touch yourself. Not that it would help.

    The vibrations feel spectacular as they resonate down your soft, imprisoned shaft. It feels better knowing that she’s masturbating with you. You feel precum dripping from the tip of your cock. You see some of it fly into the air as it hits vibrator.

    “I’m never going to suck your cock, cuckold,” your mistress says as she stares at you. “You don’t deserve my mouth. You don’t deserve my pussy. You don’t deserve anything. A quick chastity blowjob is the best it’s ever going to get for you. You’re not worthy of anything more. Not from me. Do you get that?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    You both moan. You both experience beautiful, blissful pleasure.

    “You’re a toy,” she says. “A toy for my pleasure, just like this vibrator. That’s all you’re good for. That’s your only true purpose in life. You’re meant to be abused. You’re meant to suffer. You’re meant to suffer for me.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She moves back. You no longer feel the vibrations. You were so close to cumming. Your mistress probably sensed that. She doesn’t want you to get off. Not today. You don’t deserve an orgasm.

    “No cummies for you, cuck,” she says. “You’ll have to settle for watching me cum.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “No blowjobs. No sex. No pussy eating. No ass worship. Just a few seconds of a chastity blowjob and a little bit of vibration. That’s all you deserve. You’re a cuckold, and that’s all a cuckold deserves. Don’t forget that, bitch,” she says.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She closes her eyes, bites her lip, and then unleashes a long, low moan. Your mistress has an orgasm as you watch. She cums and you get nothing. That’s how it should be.

    When she’s finished, your mistress looks at you and says, “Get dressed and get out of my house, cuck.”

    You do as you’re told.

  
    A Wicked Domme – A Humiliating Orgasm for You

    You’re not her boyfriend. You’re not her husband. You’ll never be either. You’re just a toy to her. You’re a toy for her to play with. You’re a means for her to experience the dominant pleasures she craves. You come when she calls. You do as you’re told. She takes what she needs from you and sends you home. Enjoy.  

    Click here to read the previous entries in the A Wicked Domme series.

    
      
    

    You’re on your knees in your domme’s living room. You’re naked. Your cock is locked in a cage. It’s been two weeks since you’ve been released from chastity and allowed to cum. Your domme ruined that orgasm. It’s been a month since you had a full, complete, deeply pleasurable orgasm.

    “Would you like to cum today?” she asks.

    Your domme is dressed in a short leather skirt, knee high black leather boots, and a dark blue corset.

    You look up at her and nod. She steps closer as you admire the way the leather skirt clings to her legs.

    “Kiss my boots,” your domme demands.

    You bend over and kiss her boots. The leather is smooth against your lips. You like the way it feels to bend over before her. You like the way it feels to kiss her boots. You like the way the smell fills your nose.

    Your beautiful mistress steps back and turns around. You sit back on your knees and look at her ass in the tight leather skirt. It looks spectacular. Your cock throbs in the chastity cage.

    “Kiss my ass,” she says.

    You crawl forward and press your lips against her leather-clad ass. You kiss it softly. You kiss it all over. Your mistress laughs.

    “You’re such a bitch,” she says.

    She’s right. You’d do anything for her. It doesn’t matter what. If she were to make the request you’d do it, especially when it’s been a month since you’ve enjoyed a full orgasm.

    “That’s enough,” she says.

    You lean back and your beautiful domme turns around and looks down at you.

    “You’re pathetic,” she says.

    Every harsh word makes your cock tingle with delight. Your balls ache. You need to cum. You’ll do anything for that release.

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply.

    “Stand up,” she demands.

    You stand up and your domme reaches out and takes your locked cock in her hand. She caresses the flesh that escapes from the little openings in the steel. She plays with your full, aching balls and you groan.

    She lifts the chain holding the key to your cage over her head. She slips the key into the lock and turns it. Your domme smiles as she reaches down and slowly frees your cock from the cage that’s held it prisoner for the past two weeks.

    You stare at her ass in the leather skirt as she walks away with the pieces of your cage in her hand. She bends over and places them on the coffee table. Your domme lingers there, no doubt aware that you’re staring at her ass as the leather skirt stretches around it.

    “Do you like the view?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you answer. “Thank you.”

    She stands up and turns towards you. There’s a smile on her face. She likes that you thanked her for the chance to stare at her ass. She likes that you know it was a gift.

    Your mistress smiles and closes the distance between the two of you with a few steps. She reaches out and her fingers delicately caress your cock. You grow erect at her touch. It’s been so long since you experienced a genuine release that it’s impossible not to get stiff.

    Your dome leans closer. Her lips brush against your cheek as she whispers, “Does that feel good?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as you feel the tickle of her breath on your skin.

    Your mistress wraps her fingers around your erect flesh and strokes you. You close your eyes and bask in the overwhelming pleasure of being jerked off by the goddess standing in front of you.

    You cannot contain your moans. It’s so rare that your mistress touches your cock and she’s so skilled. She maintains the perfect pressure with her grip and she strokes you at the perfect speed.

    Your mistress releases your cock moment you begin to feel an orgasm building between your legs. She grasps your balls and pulls down hard enough to make you cry out in a beautiful, deeply-satisfying sort of pain.

    “Who owns your cock and balls?” your mistress asks.

    You hold her gaze and reply, “You do, mistress.”

    She releases your testicles and strokes your cock once more.

    “Yes, I do,” she says. “I own your cock. I own your balls. I own your ass. I own your mouth. I own you, don’t I?”

    She does. She owns you because you gave yourself to her. You offered your body willingly. You gave yourself to her because she offers you a kind of pleasure you’ve never experienced before. She makes you feel better than any woman ever has. She makes you feel better than you thought possible.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She leans close enough that you’re certain she’s going to kiss you. You can feel her breath against your lips. You can almost feel her skin against yours. The moment is electric. She’s stroking your cock even faster.

    Your mistress tilts her head like she’s going to kiss you. Her lips part. She strokes you faster. Her grip tightens on your cock.

    Then it all stops. She releases your cock and backs away. “Do you want to cum?” she asks.

    “Desperately, mistress,” you say.

    “How desperately?” she asks.

    “Please, mistress, I’ll do anything,” you reply.

    She smiles. That seems to be the answer she was looking for, but then she walks away. You turn and watch her move down the hallway. She opens the door to her office. You hear the cage being opened. A few moments later your mistress enters the hallway once more. A naked, hooded man crawls out behind her. His cock is also in a cage.

    You stand and watch as your mistress and the other submissive enter the living room. “At his feet, whore,” your domme says to the other man.

    You look down and watch him crawl in front of you. He rests on his knees and looks up at you and at your mistress.

    “Suck his cock, whore,” your mistress demands.

    The hooded man moves to take your cock into his mouth but you back away.

    “No!” you say. “I don’t want my dick sucked by a man.”

    Your mistress steps towards you, reaches out, and takes your balls in her hand. She squeezes them tight enough that you double over in pain.

    “Please, stop,” you say.

    “You said you wanted to cum,” she hisses. “You said you’d do anything to cum. Were you lying to me?”

    “No, mistress,” you say. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t lying.”

    “Then let the whore suck your dick!” your mistress demands. “Step in front of him and feed him your cock. Let him deepthroat your pathetic excuse for an erection and feed him your cum. Show me that you’re a good submissive. Show me that you weren’t lying when you said I owned your cock!”

    Your mistress releases your testicles from her grasp and you step towards the hooded submissive. He looks up at you and you stare into his eyes. For some reason, the idea of getting a blowjob from a man bothers you much more than the idea of giving a man a blowjob. You know you don’t have a choice, though. He either sucks your cock or your mistress is done with you.

    You press your cock into his waiting mouth. His tongue begins to work you immediately. He sucks on your erection. Your body fills with pleasure. You close your eyes and tilt your head back.

    Your mistress smacks your ass hard enough to make you cry out. “No! You watch him suck your cock. You watch that pathetic whore swallow your worthless little cock and work to make you cum. You watch every second of the blowjob you’re receiving.”

    You open your eyes and watch. You know that part of what bothers you is that you’re essentially watching yourself give a blowjob. You know other men have looked down at you like you’re doing to him. You know they’ve felt the same thing you’re feeling: That the submissive on his knees is pathetic. You know that means you’re pathetic.

    Your mistress moves next to you. She caresses your ass with her delicate fingers. She gives your cheeks a good squeeze.

    “How does it feel, faggot?” she whispers. “How does it feel to get your cock sucked by a man?”

    Two of her fingers move between your ass cheeks. She presses them against your asshole and rubs. It gives you pleasure. You don’t want it to, but it does.

    “It feels good, mistress,” you answer. You’re not lying. It does feel good. He’s a well-trained cocksucker.

    You wonder where he came from. Does your mistress own him as well? If so, does that mean you’re not doing a good enough job to keep her happy? Did she borrow him from another mistress?

    “You know that you’re a pathetic faggot just like him, right?” your mistress asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She slips a finger into your asshole. You groan, but not in discomfort. You groan because it feels good. You groan because you don’t want it to feel so good. You groan because you’re about to cum.

    “Feed him your load, faggot,” your mistress says. “Feed that hungry little cocksucker a load of your hot cum.”

    You have no choice. Your cock is being sucked by a skilled mouth. Your mistress is fingering your ass. Everything feels so good, and it’s been a month since you had a real orgasm.

    You cum in the submissive’s mouth. He stops sucking and receives your load. He takes every drop. He swallows and then opens his mouth to show your mistress it’s gone.

    “Get on your knees,” your domme says to you.

    You drop to your knees. You know what’s coming. Of course she’s going to make you suck his cock. Why didn’t you suspect something like that was going to happen?

    Your mistress unlocks his chastity cage and strokes his cock. “Do you want what you were promised?” she asks.

    He nods.

    He was promised your mouth. Of course he was. Your mistress offered him a blowjob if he sucked you off. Now you’re going to suck submissive cock.

    “Get on your hands and knees,” your mistress says as she looks at you. “Do it. Now!”

    You were wrong. You’re not going to suck the submissive’s cock. You’re going to get fucked. You just came in his mouth and now he’s going to take you from behind. You just unleashed a month’s worth of built-up lust and now, in the aftermath of that, you’re going to get fucked. The humiliation ripples through your body.

    “I would never let his pathetic little excuse for a dick into my body, but I have no problem letting him fuck you,” your mistress says. “You’re an even more pathetic excuse for a man than he is, after all. Don’t you dare fucking move. You stay there and you take the pounding he gives you until he’s filled his little condom with cum. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as you look at the carpet beneath you. 

    The humiliation feels potent as you hear him tear open a condom wrapper and roll it down his little dick.

    Your humiliation deepens as you feel him spit on your asshole. He presses his hard little cock against your entrance and pushes inside you. Your humiliation deepens as you hear him groan in pleasure at the thrill of fucking your ass.

    You wonder how long he’s been in chastity. You wonder if it’s been a month for him.

    “Look at you,” your mistress sneers. “Taking dick on your hands and knees like the worthless bitch that you are. Taking his pathetic little cock in your asshole. Doing exactly as you’re told because you’re just a worthless little toy for me to play with.”

    He grabs your hips and fucks you harder. He grunts and groans as he fucks your ass. His cock isn’t very big so it doesn’t hurt much. It’s humiliating, though. You’re being fucked by a pathetic submissive. You’re being fucked hard and fast. You’re being pounded and you’re just taking it. Your mistress is right.

    Your mistress steps in front of you and lifts her skirt. She pulls aside her panties and shows you her pussy. She spreads her lips. She’s wet. She’s wet from watching another man fuck you.

    “It makes me wet to see you get fucked like a faggot,” your mistress says as she pushes two fingers inside her cunt. “It makes me wet to see that you know you really are a worthless piece of shit.”

    You feel a sense of pleasure wash over you as your mistress masturbates. She’s wet. She must be telling the truth. It must really turn her on to see you get fucked by a hooded, small-dicked submissive.

    She’s wet enough that you can hear the sounds of her pussy along with sounds of the relentless pounding your ass is taking. She’s wet because you’re being a bitch for her. She’s wet because you’ve given up your body for her. She’s wet because you’re getting fucked without putting up a fight.

    “Use his ass to make your little dick cum,” your mistress says to the man fucking you from behind. “Fuck his tight little faggot ass and fill that condom with your load.”

    He grunts and pushes inside you. His fingers dig into your hips. He’s cumming into the condom.

    You look up and see your mistress cum. You feel the purest delight. There’s a man cumming in your ass and you feel joy. You’re responsible for your mistress’s orgasm. There’s no finer experience in the world.

    “Take the condom off his cock, faggot,” your mistress instructs you after her orgasm has passed.

    You spin around and pull the condom off the hooded submissive’s cock. You hold it up. The load is quite large. You suspect he’s been in chastity for a long time.

    “Eat it,” your mistress says.

    You stare at the load for a moment and then tilt your head back and pour the cum onto your tongue. Of course you do. There’s no choice. You just do as you’re told. You swallow his load because that’s what submissives like you do. You swallow his load because your mistress owns your mouth, your ass, your cock, and your balls. She owns you and you do as you’re told.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Now stand up so I can lock your worthless cock in its cage.”

    You stand up and soon you’re locked in your prison once more. You have a load of someone else’s cum in your stomach. Your ass is sore from the hard fucking you just received. Your humiliation is complete. You’re a happy submissive.

    “Get out of my house,” she says.

    Your clothes are in a pile by the door and you pick them up on the way out. You get dressed on her front stoop. You get in your car. You drive home while hoping your mistress will call you back to her service soon.

  
    A Wicked Domme – Fucking Your Mistress

    You’re not her boyfriend. You’re not her husband. You’ll never be either. You’re just a toy to her. You’re a toy for her to play with. You’re a means for her to experience the dominant pleasures she craves. You come when she calls. You do as you’re told. She takes what she needs from you and sends you home. Enjoy. 

    Click here to read the previous entries in the A Wicked Domme series.

    
      
    

    Your domme is naked and she looks spectacular. Her body is breathtaking from head to toe. Her hair is pulled back into a tight ponytail and she holds her hands on her hips as she looks down at you.

    You’re naked too, with the exception of the chastity cage that imprisons your cock. It’s been there for two weeks. Even looking at your naked mistress fills you with a sense of desire. You feel your balls begin to tighten. You feel that delightful tingle of lust between your legs. You feel that familiar, wonderful ache as your cock desperately tries to grow in its cage.

    “You like what you see, don’t you?” your domme asks as she takes a few steps closer.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    She traces her fingers over her breasts and gently pulls on her nipples before letting her hand drift down her stomach and between her legs. You follow her journey eagerly.

    “What do you like?” she asks.

    “You’re perfect, mistress,” you say. You believe it, too. She looks genuinely perfect as she stands in front of you. “Your breasts are utterly wondrous. Your legs are long and lovely. Your pussy looks like the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

    She smiles and a sweet, seductive laugh escapes her lips.

    “Does it make you sad that you never get to fuck my pussy, cuckold?” she asks.

    “No, mistress,” you say. “It’s not my place to fuck your pussy. I’m not worthy of it.”

    Your mistress smiles and steps closer. You have to crane your neck to look up at her now. Her pussy is just a few feet from you. The object of your affection and your overwhelming lust is so close, and yet so far away.

    “Open up,” your mistress says.

    You look up at her and open your mouth. She pushes two fingers onto your tongue and fucks your mouth. You close your lips around them and she smiles. When she pulls her fingers out they’re slippery with your saliva.

    Your beautiful domme moves her hand between her legs and rubs her pussy. She uses your saliva as lube and opens up. Her fingers disappear inside her now-slippery cunt. She was already a little wet. You can hear it. You can hear the juices of her perfect pussy as she plays with it while you watch.

    “Do you like watching me masturbate, cuck?” she asks.

    “I do, mistress. Thank you for letting me watch,” you answer.

    “I’ll bet you wish I’d let you eat my pussy, don’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “You don’t even deserve that though, do you? You don’t deserve anything. Everything I give you is a gift. You’re too pathetic to earn even the slightest reward. You’re just a sad little cuckold sitting on his knees, waiting for his mistress to offer a taste of her perfect pussy, aren’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as that beautiful feeling of submissive bliss spreads through your body. You feel more of the wondrous ache of chastity. You feel a mild urge to beg for a chance to taste her pussy, but you know better. You only beg if she tells you to.

    “My pussy needs relief,” your domme says. “It needs to be fucked.”

    You feel a sense of excitement. That almost certainly means your mistress has invited a bull over. It means that there’s a chance you’ll get to watch someone else fuck her and enjoy all the delights that come afterwards. Maybe she’ll even let you clean a creampie from her pussy.

    Your domme takes another step closer and grabs a handful of your hair. She pulls back and you look up at her. 

    “Would you like to fuck me, cuckold?” she says.

    You know she can’t possibly be asking for real, but you nod and say, “Yes, mistress. That would make me happier than I have any right to be.”

    Your mistress steps back and bends over as she maintains her grip on your hair. Her face is directly above yours and you see a glint of dominant lust in her eyes.

    “Open your mouth, cuck,” she says.

    You open your mouth and see her jaw working. She purses her lips and a long trail of spit escapes them. It lands on your tongue and more follows. Your mistress has just gifted you with her fluid. It tastes mildly unpleasant, but it fills you with glee. It’s a gift.

    “Swallow,” she demands.

    You swallow and say, “Thank you for spitting in my mouth, mistress.”

    Your domme stands up and laughs.

    “You’re pathetic,” she says.

    “Yes, mistress,” you reply, knowing full well how right she is.

    “But you deserve a little bit of pleasure. Every man does,” she says.

    You feel the hope run across your face. You feel the way your eyes open wide as you consider that your mistress might actually offer you some form of reward.

    “That’s why I’m going to let you fuck me,” she says.

    “Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress,” you reply.

    “On your feet,” she says while pulling your hair.

    Pain emanates from the top of your head and down your back as your mistress pulls with great strength to urge you to your feet. She doesn’t want to wait. You stand up and she smiles.

    “Do you like the idea of fucking me, cuck?” she asks as her fingers encircle your balls and tease them.

    “Yes, mistress. Very much so,” you reply.

    You can’t believe she’s actually going to let you fuck her, but you can’t help that your brain wants it so badly. You can’t help but fantasize about it a little. You can’t help but wonder exactly how good it would feel to sink your stiff cock into her perfect pussy for the first time.

    “Good. Follow me,” she says.

    Your mistress grabs your locked cock and leads you to her bedroom. You shuffle down the hallway after her and with each step your excitement grows. You can’t believe there’s a genuine chance she’s going to let you fuck her. You can’t believe that you might be inside her before long.

    Your domme steps into the bedroom and you follow her. Your eyes immediately drift to the strapon harness and long, thick black dildo resting on her white comforter.

    Your asshole clenches. There’s no way you can take something that big in your ass, even if doing so meant being rewarded with a chance to fuck your mistress.

    She releases your locked cock from her grasp and says, “Stay.” Your mistress spins around and moves to the bed. She picks up the harness and the black dildo and turns around with a smile on her face.

    You feel a sense of dread wash over you. That look can only mean one thing. Your mistress absolutely intends for that big black dildo to end up in your ass. She intends to destroy you with it and make you regret that you ever expressed a desire to fuck her.

    She takes a few steps towards you and extends the hand holding the strapon harness. “Put it on,” she says.

    You reach out and take the harness, though you can feel your confusion register on your face.

    Your mistress laughs. “You didn’t think I was going to let your pathetic little cock inside me, did you? You didn’t really think that’s what I meant when I talked about you fucking me, did you?”

    You hang your head as a wave of embarrassment washes over you. “Yes, mistress, I did. I’m sorry.”

    Her laughter grows louder. She seems genuinely bemused at your foolishness.

    “Why would I ever let your worthless little cuckold cock inside me? Don’t you understand that you’re never, ever going to have the privilege of fucking me? Don’t you understand that you’re nothing more than a toy to me? Don’t you understand that if I’m going to let someone fuck me then it’s going to be a real man that can actually make me cum when he fucks me?”

    She holds the black dildo higher and says, “Don’t you understand that this is the kind of cock I want inside me? It needs to be big, cuckold. A worthless little dicklet like yours can’t make a woman cum. That’s why you’re a fucking cuckold. That’s why you find it so thrilling to let me abuse you. That’s why you accept that your place is to be locked in chastity and used for my pleasure without any concern for what you desire. I don’t give a fuck about what you want sexually. I only care about what you can provide me. Do you understand that?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    You’ve been sufficiently humiliated, which is why the ache has returned. Your balls are tighter than they were before. The soft flesh of your cock is pushing out of the openings in your steel chastity cage. Your mistress has aroused you with her vigorous verbal humiliation.

    “You are going to fuck me though. In a way, at least. You’re going to wear this strapon harness and this big black dildo and you’re going to lay in my bed while I use it to cum. You’re going to be a good submissive cuckold bitch and do exactly as I tell you. Do you understand?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress.”

    “Good. Now put on the harness. Get dressed up for me,” she demands.

    You step into the harness and your mistress hands you the dildo. You slip it through the opening and she helps you tighten the straps to ensure you’re prepared to give her exactly what she needs.

    The base of the dildo rests against your pubic hair just above your caged cock. When you look down the big black dildo is the only thing you can see. It looks like you have a massive black cock.

    “Can you imagine what your life would be like if you had a cock that size, cuckold? Can you imagine the women you’d get to fuck if you weren’t burdened with the worthless little dicklet that rests between your legs?” your mistress asks as she strokes the toy.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say as you imagine her stroking your cock instead of the toy. What a wondrous treat that would be.

    “Get in the bed, cuckold,” she says. “And sit on your hands. If you touch me I’ll smack you so hard you’ll see stars.”

    You get in the bed as instructed and move your hands under your ass cheeks. Your mistress spits into her hand and strokes the toy, getting it nice and wet for her pussy. It looks like she’s stroking your big cock, only you can’t feel a thing. You’re locked in a cage, after all. The cock you’re wearing is what you’d like to have. Instead, you have a little dick that’s been put in chastity.

    Your mistress straddles you and rubs the head of your strapon over her pussy lips. It looks like she’s about to ride you, and in a way she is. You want to touch her so badly. You want to reach up and play with her breasts. You want to run your hands over her smooth thighs. You want to grab her ass and give it a good squeeze.

    You know she’d follow through on her promise, though. You know she’d smack you hard enough to make you see stars. You know this would end, too. She wouldn’t ride the toy. She might banish you from her house for weeks or even months, too. Your mistress doesn’t take disobedience lightly, after all.

    You do get to feel the warmth of her skin against yours as she straddles you though, and it’s wondrous. It’s everything you’ve fantasized about, only your dick is still locked in chastity and you know there’s no chance of it coming out. You’re not fucking her. Not in the way you want to be, at least.

    Your mistress sinks her pussy down on the strapon and you watch it fill her. You watch as she stretches out around it. You watch like you were the one fucking her. You’re not, though.

    The dildo fills your mistress and she rests with it inside her. She reaches up and pulls out the hair tie holding her ponytail in place. Her long, lustrous hair falls forward and brushes against her perky breasts. A lusty smile crosses her face. For a moment you feel like one of the lucky men that gets to fuck her.

    Your mistress puts two hands on your chest and begins to ride the strapon. She moans and slowly works her pussy with the toy. Her fingernails dig into your chest and you grimace in pain, but it’s so good. You want more of it. You’re fucking your mistress, only not really because you don’t get to feel any of the actual pleasure of sex. You get so many of the sensations but you’re missing out on the best one. That’s how it goes for a cuckold.

    “It feels so good,” your mistress says as she leans forward.

    Her long hair brushes against your face as her hands move to the bed on either side of your head.

    “It feels so good inside me,” she says.

    She begins to ride the strapon faster. Her lips move closer to yours. For a moment you’re convinced she’s going to kiss you and you’re as happy as you’ve ever been.

    “You’re never, ever going to fuck me like this, cuckold,” your mistress says with a devilish smile on her face. “Your cock will never, ever feel the perfect pleasure of my pussy riding it. Your cock will never be worthy of fucking me. You will never be worthy of that pleasure.”

    She rides the strapon harder. You can see that humiliating you turns her on. You can see she’s getting worked up. You can see she’s going to cum while she bounces on your strapon cock.

    “You’re not worthy of a woman like me, cuckold. You’re only worthy of being used and abused for my pleasure. Do you understand that?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    You have to work to keep your hands under your ass. You want to set them free to grab her ass or play with her breasts. You want to touch her as she rides the toy. You want to get a little closer to having sex with her, even though you know your cock will never experience the pure joy of entering her.

    Your mistress closes her eyes and rides the strapon harder. You feel some of her juices dripping off of it and into your pubic hair. You feel the heat emanating from her body as she gets worked up on her approach to orgasm.

    Your mistress lets out a loud, low moan and stops riding the toy. You feel her thighs vibrating with pleasure. She’s cumming on your strapon. This is as close as you’ll ever get to making her cum with your cock. It’s beautiful in every way.

    She used you as little more than a toy. You were only there to wear a strapon while she took it for a ride. You didn’t kiss her. You didn’t get to touch her. You didn’t do anything other than lay there and receive a bit of verbal humiliation while she went wild riding the toy.

    Your cock aches in its cage. She just gave you a submissive treat and you loved every second of it. Your mistress is a goddess. She is wondrous in every way.

    “Thank you, mistress,” you say.

    “You’re welcome, cuck,” she replies.

    She lifts her pussy off the toy and it hovers over the tip for a few moments. Then your beautiful mistress swiftly sits on your face. She rubs her slippery, soaking wet cunt from your chin to your forehead, covering you in her juices. She laughs at you when she sees how much of her slick wetness is on your skin.

    “I want you to sleep on the floor tonight, cuckold,” she says.

    “Thank you, mistress. Thank you so much,” you say.

    You love sleeping next to her bed on the rare nights when she allows it. It feels so nice to be allowed to be in the bedroom with her.

    “You’re welcome,” she says while climbing out of the bed. “Right now I need to piss and I don’t feel like using the toilet, so I need you to follow me to the bathroom.”

    You dutifully get out of bed and follow your mistress to the bathroom. You know what’s going to happen. You’re going to end up on your back. She’s going to squat over your face. You’re going to open your mouth. She’s going to piss in it. You’re going to be her toilet, and when you’re done you’re going to thank her for giving you the pleasure of drinking her piss.

    You can’t wait.

  
    A Wicked Domme – Humiliating You with a Friend

    You’re not her boyfriend. You’re not her husband. You’ll never be either. You’re just a toy to her. You’re a toy for her to play with. You’re a means for her to experience the dominant pleasures she craves. You come when she calls. You do as you’re told. She takes what she needs from you and sends you home. Enjoy.

    Click here to read the previous entries in the Wicked Domme series.

    
      
    

    You hear laughter from the living room as you pour two generous glasses of wine in your domme’s kitchen.

    Your beautiful mistress informed you that her friend is interested in the art of female domination and that she was hoping to learn a few lessons. You’re there to serve them both and to suffer the abuses both your mistress and her friend want to deliver.

    You carefully bring the wine to the living room and stand in front of your mistress and her friend as they converse. They make you wait a few minutes and you’ve been trained well enough to understand that it’s not your place to interrupt. They’ll turn to you and take the wine when they’re ready. Until then, you’ll stand there and hold it like a well-trained servant should.

    Finally, your mistress turns to you and holds out her hand. Her friend does the same. You bend over and offer them the wine.

    You see your domme’s beautiful friend eyeballing you. “Is he always naked when he’s in your home?” she asks.

    “Not always, no,” your mistress says. “Though I do prefer it that way. He understands his place better when he’s naked while I remain clothed, especially when he’s locked in that little chastity cage.”

    “The cage is absolutely delicious,” her friend says.

    “Isn’t it? It’s an absolute must if you’re going to take on a submissive. He must not have control over his orgasms. Submissive men like him simply can’t be trusted not to orgasm the moment they get an opportunity to pull on their worthless little dicks. If he wasn’t caged he’d be like a monkey, masturbating all over my house and leaving little puddles of semen everywhere.”

    Your domme’s friend laughs as she stares at your small, locked up cock. It’s already throbbing in the little metal cage your mistress chose for the day. It’s been a week since she gave you permission to cum and it doesn’t take much to get aroused.

    “What does he get out of all of this?” your domme’s friend asks.

    Your mistress turns to you and smiles. “Cuckold, tell my dear friend Sarah what you get out of being my submissive.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say before turning your attention to Sarah. “I get the deepest sense of fulfillment and happiness I’ve ever experienced in my life. I get to experience a kind of arousal and sexual satisfaction I’ve never experienced before. I get to feel the great satisfaction of making my mistress happy. Her joy brings me joy, and there’s nothing finer than making my mistress happy.”

    Sarah turns to your domme and smiles. “That is the most incredible thing. How long did it take to train him to be that way?”

    Your mistress stares at you and sips her wine. “Not as long as you might think. He was a little rebellious in the beginning. They all are. He came around quickly, though. The key is to be firm in your rules. The moment you bend or break even one rule you’ll never be able to train him to be what you want. If you’re firm, he’ll be the good boy you need him to be.”

    “Do you ever use his cock?” Sarah asks.

    Your mistress laughs. She’s not faking it, either. She finds the idea of you fucking her genuinely funny.

    “No, never,” she finally says. “His cock is genuinely worthless. Truly. First, it’s pitifully small. Second, he cums far too quickly. He’s like a teenage boy in that way. When he’s allowed to cum in my presence it never lasts more than a minute. Usually he spurts his pitiful little load in less than thirty seconds. No, he understands that it’s not his place to fuck me. He understands that he will never, ever fuck me. He understands that he is worthless as a sexual being, at least in the traditional male sense.”

    “So what good is he?” Sarah asks.

    “Oh, he’s good for many things,” your mistress says. “He eats pussy exceptionally well. He’s wonderful at worshiping ass, as well.”

    “You mean he licks your asshole?” Sarah asks.

    “Of course he does. It’s a reward for him, in fact. Isn’t it?” your domme asks you.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say. “I treasure being given the chance to worship your ass.”

    “How filthy,” Sarah says.

    “He’s a cocksucker, too,” your mistress says.

    “He’s gay?” Sarah asks as her eyes go wide.

    That devilish smile you love so much crosses your domme’s face. “Oh no. He’s quite straight, in fact. He understands that when he’s in my presence and under my control that he has no sexuality. He’s a tool for my pleasure. If I want to see him on his knees with a big cock in his mouth, that’s what he’ll do. If I want to see him bend over and take a cock in his ass, that’s what he’ll do.”

    Your mistress puts her glass on the coffee table and stands. She walks behind you and her fingernails trace down your back, scratching you lightly along the way. Sarah watches from the couch with a fascinated look on her face.

    Your mistress spreads your ass cheeks and rubs a finger over your asshole. That finger then finds its way to your mouth and she says, “Open up.”

    You part your lips and your mistress pushes two fingers into your mouth. You know what she’s doing. You know those fingers are going to end up in your ass.

    “He knows that his body is mine,” your mistress says as she spreads your ass cheeks once more. “He knows that if I want to fuck him, I will. It doesn’t matter what sort of implement I want to use. Whether it’s my fingers, a toy, a baseball bat, or another man’s cock, it’s his duty to take it.”

    Two fingers slide into your asshole. You groan and Sarah giggles in pure delight. You’re absolutely certain you see a flash of arousal on her face.

    “Isn’t that true, my little bitch boy?” your mistress asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say, though your voice is slightly strained from the discomfort of being vigorously fucked by two of her fingers.

    “Does he like it?” Sarah asks.

    “It doesn’t matter,” your mistress replies as she pulls her fingers from your ass. “That’s the true pleasure of being a domme. It doesn’t matter if your sub likes any particular thing you subject him to. What matters is that he enjoys submitting. What matters is that he enjoys being put in his place as inferior to his domme.”

    “Mmmm, there’s something about that I find so erotic,” Sarah says.

    “The power is intoxicating,” your domme says. “It’s an incredible aphrodisiac when a man gives himself over to you. It’s intoxicating to push him further and further and see that he can take even more abuse, that he’s willing to sink even lower if it means making you happy.”

    “I’m beginning to think I want that power,” Sarah says.

    “Would you like to fuck him?” your mistress asks. “I have a few toys available. You could pound his little whore ass and make him scream.”

    You can see that Sarah is genuinely aroused at the idea. There’s no mistaking the look in her eye.

    “I’d like that, yes,” she answers.

    Your mistress pulls open the coffee table drawer. Apparently, she planned for this eventuality. She pulls out a long, thick black dildo and a bottle of lube.

    “Get on the couch, cuckold. On your knees like the worthless little bitch you are,” she demands.

    You get on your knees. You rest your arms on the back of the couch. You feel the cool air on your asshole. You try your best to relax. There’s no reason for the dildo fucking you’re about to take to hurt any more than it has to.

    “What do you want, Sarah?” your mistress asks.

    “I want to fuck your submissive. I want to pound his ass with that big toy. I want to make him scream like the worthless piece of shit he is,” she says.

    There’s a kind of venom in her voice that makes you a little nervous.

    “Spank him,” your mistress says.

    An instant later Sarah’s hand strikes your ass. The sound of flesh meeting flesh is loud and you cry out, both in pain and from the surprise of the sudden violence. She hits you again and you can hear her breathing heavily.

    Your mistress applies lube to your asshole and the black dildo. “Here,” she says while handing the toy to Sarah.

    “Tell me what you want,” Sarah says.

    “I want you to fuck me,” you answer. “Please, fuck my ass.”

    “I can’t believe how hot this is,” Sarah remarks as she presses the toy against your asshole.

    It slides into you and you hear her moan of pure delight. It’s turning her on to fuck you. It’s turning you on to submit to Sarah and your mistress.

    You grunt as your asshole expands. It’s a little painful. Your mistress chose one of the big toys, after all.

    “Does it hurt, bitch?” Sarah asks.

    You grit your teeth and nod.

    “Do you want her to stop?” your mistress asks.

    “No, mistress,” you say. “I want her to fuck me harder.”

    Sarah fucks you harder. Pain emanates from your ass. You can hear her fervent desire, though. Sarah’s enjoying fucking your ass and that’s all that matters. You’re giving her pleasure by offering up your asshole. That is your place.

    When she pulls the toy from your ass you feel it gaping open. “That was incredible,” she says.

    “Do you feel it?” your mistress asks. “Do you feel the power? Do you feel the arousal that comes with it?”

    Sarah laughs and says, “Yes. It’s incredible. What a high.”

    “Get off the fucking couch, cuckold. On your knees,” your mistress demands.

    You always find it thrilling when she talks to you like a pet. You get off the couch and drop to your knees. Your asshole feels sore and your cock is leaking precum in its cage.

    Sarah and your mistress take their seats once more. They sip their wine and smile at each other. Sarah’s face is flushed red and she’s still breathing heavier than usual. She’s aroused and you feel responsible for that. It makes you smile.

    “Is he always around when you fuck another man?” Sarah asks.

    “No,” your mistress says. “He finds it a great pleasure to watch. That’s why it’s reserved as a reward.”

    “He likes watching you fuck someone else?”

    Your mistress turns to you and smiles. She reaches out and runs her fingers through your hair. She’s treating you like a pet. It turns you on.

    “He does. He likes being reminded of his place. He likes seeing me offer myself to a real man in a way I would never offer myself to a worthless, small-dicked cuckold like him. He likes seeing me suck a real man’s cock. He likes seeing me offer a real man pleasure. He likes seeing someone else’s big cock slide in and out of my pussy. Don’t you, cuckold?” she asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    You’ve seen her do all of those things. You imagine them as she goes down the list. Your cock aches. Your balls feel so tight against your body. You wish you were witnessing those pleasures right now. You wish precum was pouring from your caged dick as your mistress took someone else’s big cock in her pussy.

    “He’s always known he’s not a real man,” your mistress says. “He’s always known he was a poor excuse for a man and that he never really stood a chance at giving a woman the kind of pleasure she craves. When I cuckold him it makes him feel good. It makes him understand his exact place in the world. It makes him understand that he’ll never, ever be able to pleasure a woman. It makes him understand that serving a superior woman is his true calling in life.”

    “Does he help?” Sarah asks.

    Your mistress turns to you and asks, “Do you like to help, cuckold?”

    “Yes, mistress. Very much so, mistress,” you answer.

    “Do you like that idea, Sarah? Do you want a cuckold that will offer himself in service of your pleasure and the pleasure of the man you’ve chosen to welcome into your body?” your domme asks.

    “I do,” she says.

    Again you see the lust in her eyes. It seems that Sarah quite likes the idea of being a domme.

    “How do you like to help, cuckold?” your mistress asks.

    “I like to help in any way you desire, mistress. It makes me happy to serve your needs and the needs of the men that satisfy you,” you answer.

    “He’s a very good boy,” your mistress says to her friend. “What would you most like to see your cuckold do?”

    “I want to see him suck cock,” Sarah says immediately. It seems as though the lust is flowing out of her. “I don’t know why. The idea just turns me on so much.”

    “You like sucking cock for me, don’t you cuckold?” your mistress asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you admit.

    She doesn’t make you suck cock all that often, but you find it thrilling. It feels like an extreme form of submission. You have no desire for a man. There’s nothing about men you find attractive. And yet, when your mistress demands that you get on your knees and fellate someone so that he can fuck her, you do it without question. Not only that, you find a deep kind of submissive pleasure in doing it.

    “Sarah,” your mistress asks while reaching out and taking hold of her friend’s hand, “would you like to get fucked today? Would you like me to call someone over so you can watch the cuckold suck his cock for you? Would you like my cuckold to fluff a man for your pleasure?”

    Sarah smiles and says, “I’d like that very much.”

    Your mistress picks up her phone, makes a call, and with just a few words summons someone to her house. It takes less than ten minutes for him to arrive and during that time you wait on your knees while they converse.

    You’ve met him before. You’ve sucked his cock before, in fact. Your mistress greets him with a kiss on the cheek and introduces Sarah.

    “Oh my, you’re very handsome,” she says to the new man in your domme’s house. “And so muscular. I’ll bet you have a beautiful cock, too.”

    “He certainly does,” your mistress says. “You’ll find that he’s superior to the cuckold in every way, in fact.”

    “I look forward to it,” Sarah says.

    “Why don’t you take over, Sarah? My cuckold is yours. Direct him as you see fit,” your mistress says.

    Sarah grabs a handful of your hair and forces you to look up at her. “What are you?” she asks.

    “I’m your cuckold, mistress,” you answer.

    “Do you want to suck cock for me?” Sarah asks.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Most straight men would recoil at the notion of sucking cock, and yet here you are telling me that’s what you want to do. You realize that you’re not a real man, right? You’re just a little faggot bitch, aren’t you?” she says.

    The harshness in her voice turns you on. Her choice of words makes your cock ache.

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Say it, bitch,” she demands. Her grip on your hair has tightened. It’s genuinely painful.

    “I’m just a little faggot bitch and I want to suck cock for you,” you say.

    Sarah unzips the bull’s pants and pulls out his cock. Even in its flaccid state it puts your erect dick to shame.

    “Does it make you feel pathetic, cuck?” Sarah asks. “Do you feel like the small fraction of a man you really are when you see a beautiful dick like this?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you say.

    “Suck his cock, cuckold,” Sarah demands.

    You take the big cock into your mouth. You look up at Sarah as you do. You run your tongue over the fleshy underside of the head and swallow as much of him as you can. You’re giving a blowjob. You’re being the cocksucker your mistress said you’d be. You’re serving someone else’s needs while your dick remains locked up in chastity. You’re blowing a man that’s going to enjoy a beautiful, soaking wet pussy soon enough.

    “He’s good,” the bull says.

    You’re a good cocksucker. Before you met your mistress that wasn’t something you aspired to. You’d never thought about it. Now it thrills you to be thought of as a good cocksucker.

    “Swallow his dick, bitch,” Sarah says as she pushes on the back of your head.

    The cock disappears into your throat. You gag on it. She holds your head in place. She’s choking you with another man’s dick.

    “You nasty little bitch,” she says before yanking your head back and letting you breathe once more.

    Sarah strokes the cock that you’ve brought to an erect state.

    “You can take him to the guest bedroom whenever you’re ready to get fucked,” your mistress says.

    “I can’t wait any longer,” Sarah says before she looks down at you. “I need a real man to satisfy me. Thank you for doing such a wonderful job, cocksucker.”

    Sarah turns and walks towards the guest bedroom. The bull follows her.

    “Come here, cuckold,” your mistress says.

    Her legs are spread. Her skirt is up around her waist. Her panties are pulled aside.

    “You were very good,” she says as you approach. “You make a wonderful cocksucker. I should put your mouth to use more often in pleasing the men I bring home.” She scoots forward on the couch and her pussy comes closer. You can smell it. “Maybe I should rent out this mouth of yours. Maybe I should bring a couple of men home and have you suck them off. Maybe I should bring you to a gloryhole and have you swallow loads all day.”

    She pushes her fingers in your mouth as you hold her gaze. None of that sounds particularly appealing, but you’d do it if she ordered you to. You’d do anything for your mistress.

    “Worship me,” she says after pulling her fingers from your mouth.

    You lean forward. You worship her pussy as Sarah’s moans float from the guest bedroom. She’s getting fucked by the man you blew. He’s inside her wet pussy. He’s going to cum. You’re locked in a cock cage and you’re not coming out until your mistress unlocks you. When you do, you’re definitely not fucking anyone. You’ll be lucky if she lets you cum without ruining your orgasm. That’s your place, though.

  
    A Wild First Experience with a Bull

    David and Cecilia had reserved a small part of their profile on the swinger’s dating site to talk about their desire for an evening with a dominant man. Their curiosity about a full, kinky cuckolding experience inspired it:

    “We’d also like to try cuckolding. We’d like to meet a dominant man to be our “bull” and fuck my wife while I wait or watch. If it could involve elements of humiliation for me and overwhelming pleasure for her, that would be ideal. Please message us if that’s something you’d be interested in.”

    They had received several messages, but most were disappointing. The guys were either obviously fake or not the least bit dominant but just hoping to fuck someone’s wife. David and Cecilia were looking for something particular and they found it in Steven. His first message was simple:

    “I believe I’m the dominant bull you’re looking for. I have extensive experience working with cuckold couples, even newbies, and it would be a thrill to make your fantasy a reality.”

    Steven lived 2,000 miles away but traveled into town on business often enough that he perfectly fit their needs. After several emails back and forth and a phone call between the couple and their prospective bull they arranged a meeting at the bar of his hotel.

    Steven instructed that they were to show up at 7 p.m., that David was to be dressed in slacks, a button up shirt, and a jacket and that Cecilia was to be in a short dress that showed off her breasts. When they arrived, David was to text Steven, at which point the couple would order drinks and wait as their bull prepared himself for the evening.

    He’d made it clear that if the couple didn’t follow his instructions the evening would be over before it started, so after ordering a drink Cecilia excused herself to the bathroom and removed her panties. She surreptitiously handed them to David upon her return and he slipped them in his pocket and excused himself.

    The instructions were clear: David was to be wearing Cecilia’s lace panties when the bull arrived at the bar or he would go right back to his hotel room and there would be no pleasure for the couple that evening. David stepped into a stall, locked the door, took a deep breath, and removed his shoes and pants, leaving him naked from the waist down. He pulled out Cecilia’s panties and stared at them, giving himself a last chance to back out. He couldn’t say no to his wife getting fucked by a dominant bull so he put them on and pulled them tight against his cock and balls, noting that it felt better than he would have expected to wear panties.

    “Are they on,” Cecilia whispered when David came back from the bathroom.

    “Yes,” he said, keeping his answer to one word so as not to betray his excitement at wearing women’s underwear in a bar.

    David took a sip of his drink and asked Cecilia, “Are you still okay with this?”

    “Oh yes,” she said, a naughty smile crossing her face. “I’m already wet just thinking about it.”

    It took an hour for Steven to arrive and David and Cecilia were tipsy by the time he invited them to move to a booth in a dark corner of the bar with him.

    “David, did you do as instructed?” Steven asked, the tone of his voice effortlessly communicating his authority.

    David leaned to the side and pulled down his waistband, revealing the white lace panties he was wearing in place of his usual boxer briefs.

    “Very good. Cecilia, you look beautiful in your dress. Your pictures don’t do you justice,” he said.

    “Thank you,” she demurred, her gaze turning downward as the lustful attention of a dominant man made her feel wonderfully aroused.

    Steven swallowed the rest of his drink and set the glass down on the table while putting his left arm around Cecilia. He focused his attention on her and suddenly his alpha male charms were in full swing.

    His right hand found her knee and he began caressing her skin and inching his way up her thighs while his powerful gaze left her enraptured.

    “Your skin is so soft. Did you shave like I asked you too?” he asked while parting her legs with his hand and pushing closer to her pussy.

    “I did,” she said, her voice faltering as desire overwhelmed her.

    As Steven’s fingers reached her freshly shaved pussy he leaned in to kiss Cecilia. Their lips parted as they met and their tongues fiercely danced as he took David’s wife from her, at least temporarily, with one kiss. His fingers were inside her and his thumb rubbed her clit as they kiss and she couldn’t help but moan into his mouth.

    Steven was confident she would be an excellent hotwife for the evening based on the incredible wetness and heat he found between her legs, so he suggested they move up to his room and start the next phase of the evening.

    It was not part of the plan for David to join them in the hotel room. He was to wait in the bar and embrace being truly cuckolded for the first time. He had been clearly instructed to spend his night thinking about his wife getting fucked by a man with a bigger, better cock that would make her cum harder than she had in her life.

    Steven had separately emailed David and Cecilia, and in his conversations with David he had emphasized that it’s an entirely different experience for a woman to be fucked by a dominant alpha male and that Cecilia might feel differently about her husband after she had been with Steven.

    He was expertly playing with David’s mind, filling his head with the thoughts any cuckold experiences. Those thoughts were torturous and arousing at the same time, the kind of emotional concoction that drives a cuckold wild and leads to intensely satisfying masturbatory experiences and often powerful shame afterwards.

    Sitting in the bar David couldn’t masturbate. Instead, he had to slowly sip his drink and imagine his wife on her knees sucking Steven’s cock in his hotel room. He could see her trying to take as much of his thickness as possible into her mouth and then straddling him and sitting her soaking wet cunt down on him. He thought of the orgasms she’d have, her screams of passion, and the way all her desires, even those she didn’t know she had, would be satisfied.

    An hour after his wife and her dominant bull had left for his hotel room David received a text telling him they’d be down in five minutes and to order a White Russian. He beckoned the waitress over and placed his order, his foot tapping anxiously as he awaited the arrival of his freshly fucked wife and the man that had spent the past hour pleasuring her.

    Cecilia slipped into the booth first and snuggled up against her husband. She smelled strongly of sex, and though she had clearly tended to her hair it was still rather obvious she had been rolling around in bed.

    “He was amazing,” she whispered into his ear. “It was so much better than I expected.”

    David’s cock jumped as her lips brushed against his ear and confirmed what he hoped would be true. He desperately wanted this to work well. He wanted to be a cuckold, and a good first experience would ensure further play. His was had been fucked and fucked well by another man, a man that had exceeded her expectations.

    Steven followed her into the booth, sitting in front of the White Russian that had been ordered for him. He looked around to ensure they had privacy and surprised both members of the couple by pulling out a cum-filled condom and upending it into the drink. In mere moments his load had been emptied into the glass and as he stirred it both David and Cecilia knew what was coming next.

    Steven pushed the drink in front of David and said, “Drink my cum, cuckold.”

    David, stunned at the suggestion, turned to look at his wife and found an unexpectedly lusty look in her eyes.

    “Drink it, David,” she said. “Drink my bull’s cum.”

    David reached out a shaking hand and took hold of the glass, the cold condensation wet against his fingers. He brought it to his lips, paused to take a breath, and welcomed a small sip of the creamy drink into his mouth.

    The load in the condom was big enough that even the vodka and coffee liqueur couldn’t mask it. He could taste Steven’s cum in his mouth. It was overwhelmingly humiliating, especially since his wife and the man that had just fucked her were watching him intently.

    After swallowing the first sip of the salty sweet concoction David went right back for another, this time tilting his head back and letting half the glass flow into his mouth.

    “That’s good, cuckold. Drink my cum,” Steven said, his eyes fixed on Cecilia as she watched her husband consume another man’s seed.

    “What do you think of your husband drinking my cum, Cecilia?” Steven asked.

    “I think it’s exactly what a cuckold should do,” she answered.

    Cecilia was playing her part in David’s cuckold fantasy. She knew he wanted to hear these things, that even though they hadn’t known Steven was going to do this it was absolutely what David wanted. He craved cuckold humiliation and drinking her bull’s cum was the finest form of it.

    “Thank you for a wonderful evening Cecilia and David. You two are exactly the kind of cuckold couple I like to play with, so I’ll be in touch the next time I come to town. Goodnight.”

    With that, Steven left them alone in the booth and retired to his room for the night. The newly made cuckold and his hotwife embraced as David continued to sip from the White Russian spiked with another man’s cum.

    “I love you,” he whispered to his wife.

    “I love you too,” she said, returning his affection. “Why don’t we go home? I’d like you to lick my pussy and if you do a good job I’ll make you cum.”

  
    A Wild Night with Her Husband's Friend

    The moans were loud enough that Amelia wondered how Matt could still be asleep. He'd always been a heavy sleeper, though.

    Amelia was not so lucky. It didn't take much to wake her up and the distinct sounds of female pleasure coming from down the hallway were more than enough to drag her from sleep and into the waking world.

    There would be no hope of going back to sleep until the sex was over so Amelia let her mind wander a little. Was the girl actually enjoying the sex that much, or was she the sort to put on a performance to make sure the guy thought he was some sort of sex god?

    Either seemed possible, though Troy - Matt's friend and the owner of the lovely house they were staying at for the weekend - struck Amelia as the kind of man that might actually be something close to a sex god. He certainly possessed the confidence of a man that had given countless women exceptionally good orgasms. Either that or he was delusional about his capabilities.

    The three of them had gone out to a restaurant and Troy had slipped away from the booth after they’d finished their entrees. Ten minutes later he'd come back with a beautiful girl on his arm. Penelope was her name, though Amelia knew there'd be no reason to remember it as it wasn't likely the lovely girl would ever see Troy again after a night in his bed.

    They'd all had dessert together and then gone back to Troy's house. They'd had drinks on the deck and then Amelia and Matt had gone to bed while Troy and his new friend watched TV.

    Amelia would have enjoyed gossiping about Matt's friend, but he was asleep before she'd finished brushing and flossing. She climbed into bed and sleep came quickly for her too - they'd had quite a few drinks that night - but now Amelia was wide awake and listening as Troy fucked Penelope.

    She wondered if it wasn't the first time they'd had sex that night. Perhaps the first time had been downstairs and Amelia hadn't woken up. Perhaps she'd just been in a deeper sleep the first time.

    Amelia looked at her husband as Penelope got louder. She tried to remember the last time she'd moaned so loudly during sex. It was an unkind thought - Matt was a wonderful husband - but it popped into her head despite its uncharitable nature.

    The truth was, it had been a long time since Amelia had gotten fucked the way it sounded like Penelope was getting fucked. She was surprised to feel a yearning for that kind of sex, a yearning that slowly transitioned to arousal as the sounds of Penelope's moans continued to float down the hallway and into their room.

    Amelia looked towards the ceiling and then closed her eyes. She pictured the beautiful young woman on her back. She pictured her legs spread with Troy between them. She pictured his cock moving in and out of her.

    Just like that, Amelia was masturbating. It hadn't happened purposefully. Her hand had just made its way between her legs and into her satin shorts. Her finger was moving over her clit as Penelope's moans filled the air.

    In her head, Penelope was having the best sex a woman had ever had. Amelia was sure it wasn't that good, but she was fantasizing and there was no point in conjuring a dull fantasy.

    Then the fantasy shifted. It wasn't Penelope on her back in Troy's bed. It was Amelia. It was her legs spread. It was her pussy taking Troy's cock, which was utterly perfect in the fantasy. It was long and thick and reached just the right depth. It stretched her so nicely. He lingered just a little with each thrust to offer more stimulation for her clit. He fucked her perfectly and she was the one moaning wildly.

    The fantasy panicked her. Amelia pulled her hand from her shorts and slid it under her ass, as if doing so would prevent her from masturbating.

    The moans continued. Amelia kept her eyes open, but the fantasy still danced through her head. It wasn't Penelope getting fucked. It was her. It was Amelia. It was her pussy being filled by Troy's utterly perfect cock, even though Amelia had no idea what his cock actually looked like.

    She turned her head to look at Matt, hoping that seeing her husband would wipe away the fantasy. It didn't, though. Instead, Amelia experienced a moment of annoyance as she looked at Matt. She wondered why he couldn't fuck her the way Troy was fucking Penelope. She wondered why it felt like their sex life had become so boring. Her desire was so acute that she couldn't locate the good sense that would remind her that Matt was a wonderful man and a loving husband and that they actually had pretty good sex for a couple that had been together nearly ten years.

    Amelia turned away and stared at the ceiling once more. She pushed thoughts of Matt out of her head as he didn't deserve any scorn. He was a good man and a good husband. He deserved only her adoration.

    In that moment, though, Amelia thought only of Troy. She closed her eyes for a few seconds and she was in his bed again. Her legs were spread again. His hand was on her breast. His cock was inside her. His touch was gentle but firm enough to make her pussy even wetter. He kissed her neck. He told her how beautiful she was. He told her how good her pussy felt.

    Amelia opened her eyes. She had a hand on her breast and another in her shorts. She was masturbating again. She was close to cumming, too. She pulled her hand away. She looked at Matt and then carefully got out of bed to try not to wake him. She told herself to go to the bathroom, but instead Amelia tiptoed towards the door, opened it slowly, and stepped into the hallway.

    It was immediately apparent that Troy had not closed his door. The moans were just too loud. Amelia could hear the sounds of sex, too. She could hear Troy and Penelope's bodies meeting with every thrust. She could hear the gentle groaning of Troy's bed frame, which probably indicated he needed a new one before he broke it.

    Amelia told herself to go downstairs and get a glass of water. She told herself to get as far away from the sounds of sex as she could. Then she turned towards Troy's room and tiptoed down the hallway.

    Amelia stopped a few feet from his door. She leaned against the wall and closed her eyes. She let the sounds of sex wash over her. She felt her hand move into her shorts. She felt her finger move between her pussy lips and into the extreme wetness that her fantasizing had generated. She rubbed her clit as Penelope moaned so blissfully.

    "I'm cumming!" Penelope cried out.

    Troy fucked her right through her orgasm, which was stunningly loud and beautiful. Jealousy coursed through Amelia's body as she felt absolutely certain that she'd never had an orgasm like that. It probably wasn't true - Matt wasn't bad in bed - but in the moment Amelia's brain and body were convinced that she'd never cum the way Penelope had just cum.

    "You're incredible," Penelope said after a lengthy orgasm. "Just incredible."

    "So are you," Troy replied. "You're so beautiful and your body...your body is unbelievable."

    Amelia was surprised at how desperately she wished Troy was uttering those words to her, that she was the one on her back in his bed with his cock buried inside her as he showered her in erotic praise.

    "Yeah? And my pussy? Does my pussy feel good?"

    "So fucking good," he replied.

    "Would you like to enjoy my body in another position?" Penelope asked.

    "Would you be up for doggystyle?"

    She moaned. "I would."

    Amelia listened as they shifted positions. Not long after she heard Penelope moan.

    "You can fuck me harder," she said. "I can take it."

    Troy clearly took her up on that, as the sounds of sex got louder. His hips must have been crashing into her ass with every thrust.

    "Spank me."

    The sound of a hard smack on the ass filled the air. Amelia closed her eyes. She grasped one of her breasts. She slipped a hand into her shorts. She masturbated. She found herself in the fantasy again. She was in Troy's bed. She was on her hands and knees. She was being taken from behind. She wasn't sure she'd ever been taken in any position by Matt, but Troy was the kind of man that took a woman and that filled her body with arousal when he did.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels so fucking good," Penelope said. "Fuck me harder."

    Amelia was overcome with a desire to see them fucking. She knew it was crazy, but she had to see it. She inched closer to the door while leaning against the wall. Her heart pounded as she took a deep breath and leaned into the doorway.

    Troy and Penelope happened to be facing the door and they both looked at her immediately. Amelia froze as a crippling wave of embarrassment washed over her. She'd fucked up. She'd gotten greedy. She should have just gone downstairs, gotten a glass of water, and gotten back in bed. Now she'd been caught spying on Matt's friend and the beautiful girl he was fucking.

    Troy stopped thrusting, though he remained inside Penelope, who didn't looked even the slightest bit perturbed at Amelia's presence. Instead, her lips curled into a smile.

    "Why don't you come in?" she said.

    Amelia stepped into the doorway, but she didn't say a word. All she did was stare at the two naked people in the bed.

    "It's okay, Amelia," Troy said. "You can come in."

    Amelia couldn't move. She couldn't say a word. It felt like her feet were stuck in concrete.

    Penelope inched forward until Troy's cock slipped out of her and then she got out of bed and sauntered towards Amelia with a smile on her face.

    "I can see that you're turned on," she said before glancing at Amelia's nipples, which were hard and poking through her top. "I'm pretty sure you've been listening. I'm also absolutely certain that my pussy got a little bit wetter at the idea of you listening to us fuck while your husband is asleep in the room down the hallway, so why don't you come in and join us?"

    Penelope didn't wait for an answer. She took Amelia's hand and led her towards the bed as Troy grasped his slick cock and stroked it slowly, drawing Amelia's eyes towards it.

    To her amazement, his dick was just as perfect as it had been in her fantasy. The head was bigger than she'd imagined, but that only made it sexier. It immediately struck Amelia as the sort of cock that would bring any woman the kind of pleasure that Penelope had clearly experienced.

    Amelia was so awestruck by Troy's cock that she barely noticed Penelope undressing her from behind. Her shorts were pulled down and her top lifted over her head. It wasn't until Penelope kissed back of Amelia's neck and grasped her breasts that she fully recognized that she'd stepped deeper into this situation than she was prepared for.

    Amelia panicked for a moment, and then Troy crawled closer and kissed her. His lips parted and his tongue gently moved into her mouth and just like that she melted. Every bit of panic and angst went away and in their place was pleasure. Pure, warm, perfect pleasure.

    Pleasure that led Amelia to take Troy's cock in her hand and stroke it. Pleasure that led her to moan into his mouth as Penelope's hand moved down Amelia's stomach and between her legs.

    "She's soaked," Penelope whispered. "I think she wants you, Troy. I think she wants you inside her. I think her tight little pussy could use a good, long fucking from your perfect cock."

    Penelope was right. That's exactly what Amelia wanted.

    "Is that what you want?" Troy asked.

    Her fingers were still around his cock. She was still stroking him. Her brain screamed at her to tell him no, to back away, to get dressed, to run to her husband, to crawl into bed with him, to climb on top of him, to ride his dick until he came inside her so that she could wash away the guilt she already felt.

    Her brain lost to the overwhelming desires of her body. "Yes, that's what I want," she confessed.

    "He's going to fuck you so good," Penelope whispered. "He's going to make you cum so hard. You won't regret it, I promise."

    Troy backed up and Amelia crawled into the bed and towards him. They kissed. He groped her ass while she stroked his cock. He managed to pick her up - an impressive display of strength and skill - and set her on her back. Amelia was living out the fantasy she'd had while listening to them fuck.

    Troy rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips. They kissed as Amelia reached down to guide it inside her. She moaned into his mouth as he filled her slowly.

    "You're so tight," he whispered.

    "You're so big."

    "I'll take my time."

    He kissed her tenderly while fucking her slowly. He played with her breasts. He caressed her legs. His cock moved in and out of her. It reached depths that no man's cock ever had. It stretched her in ways Matt's cock didn't, though Amelia wasn't thinking at all about her husband in that moment. She wasn't thinking about anything other than how good it felt to get fucked by Troy.

    "That's so fucking hot."

    Amelia turned her head to see Penelope sitting in a chair by the bed. Her legs were spread and she was masturbating while she watched them fuck. For some reason, it made Amelia wetter to know that she had an audience.

    She turned to Troy and said, "Fuck me harder...and faster."

    Troy smiled, kissed her, and delivered. As he did, Amelia ascended to a place of pure bliss. The slow, deep thrusts felt good, but this was something else entirely. This was sexual perfection. This was bliss. This was being in bed with a god of a man who could deliver a woman to heights of pleasure that no other man could.

    The world fell away as Amelia took his cock. It was just her and him. It was his body and her body. It was his cock and her pussy.

    Then she felt her impending orgasm. She felt it coming. She knew right away it would be a climax unlike any other she could remember having. Her toes tingled and then the same happened to her fingers. Her loins heated up. Her pussy got wetter.

    "Troy...I'm close," she said.

    It wasn't until then that Amelia realized how loudly she was moaning. She couldn't help herself, though. She understood why Penelope had been so loud. It wasn't a performance. It was just great sex. Otherworldly sex.

    "Cum inside her, Troy," Penelope said.

    He groaned and so did Amelia. She wanted it. She needed it. She'd never needed anything like she needed him to cum inside her in that moment.

    "Cum inside me," she said. Even uttering the words turned her on. The idea of it made her whole body tingle. It made the pleasure of those pre-orgasmic moments even more significant.

    The build up to her climax had been slow, but then it arrived all at once and nearly overwhelmed her. It happened mere moments after Troy buried his cock inside her and unleashed a series of low grunts and groans while spilling his seed in her pussy. Amelia saw the look on his face and it triggered the most incredible orgasm of her life.

    She screamed. She couldn't help it. Then she moaned wildly as she wrapped her legs around him. Her fingers and toes went numb. Her pussy tingled and spasmed around the cock inside her. Her thighs trembled hard and then her whole body felt weak in that way that only happens when you've had such a good orgasm that you exerted most of your available energy in the climax.

    "Oh my god," she said softly. "I've...I've never cum like that. You're incredible."

    "So are you."

    Troy kissed her deeply with his cock still inside her and Amelia felt perfectly happy in that moment.

    "Someone's been watching," Penelope said.

    Troy straightened his arms to lift his body off Amelia's – though his cock remained inside her - and they both looked towards the door. Matt was standing there in his boxers. Amelia was certain that the look on her husband's face was the same look she had when she'd stepped into the doorway.

    "I think he enjoyed watching," Penelope added.

    Amelia saw the tent in her husband's underwear. She ran her fingers down Troy's back, grabbed his ass, and pulled him as deep inside her as she could. Matt's eyes followed her hands and he moaned softly as lured Troy's dick deeper into her.

    "Do you want me, Matt?" she asked.

    He nodded. Troy pulled out and rolled into his back next to Amelia. Matt stepped into the room, pulled off his underwear, and crawled into the bed and between her legs.

    She guided his cock inside her. She could barely feel him, but Matt didn't need to know that.

    "Fuck me," she said.

    It was over in less than thirty seconds. Amelia barely felt anything. That didn't stop her from feeling blissful, though, especially as Matt came inside her and buried his head in the crook of her neck.

    As he did, Amelia turned towards Troy and saw him smiling. She smiled back at him for she knew that he'd fuck her again before their visit was over. She suspected that he'd fuck her as many times as she wanted before they left and that Matt wouldn't put up a fight. After all, a man doesn't cum in less than thirty seconds unless he's hugely aroused.

    "Penelope," Troy began, "how would you feel about licking that cum out of Amelia's pussy and sharing some of it with her while I watch?"

    "It would be my pleasure."

    Amelia smiled as Matt pulled out and crawled to the foot of the bed. Penelope got up, kissed her, and then moved between her legs. She looked up, ran her fingers over Amelia's thighs, and plunged her tongue inside her in search of cum.

    Amelia figured they'd wait until morning to continue their pursuit of pleasure, but it seemed that Troy had other plans, plans that she was more than happy to go along with.

  
    A Wild Summer Serving a Trophy Wife's Many Naughty Needs - Part 7
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      It's been quite some time since I posted an entry in this particular series, so here's a brief recap: Lucas works at a country club as a summer job. He meets Mrs. Bannister, the new wife of one of the club's wealthiest members. He agrees to give her tennis lessons and finds himself caught up serving her sexual needs along with teaching her tennis. Lucas also asks out Sarah, who works at the club with him. This entry details their second date, which gets a whole lot kinkier than Lucas expected. Now enjoy :)
    

    "Lucas, honey, is that your date?" his mom asked with a smile as she peered out the big bay window that looked over the lawn and onto the street.

    "It is," he answered while running his fingers through his hair, smoothing his shirt, and looking himself up and down to ensure everything was in its place.

    When the beat up white pickup truck parked at the curb, Lucas had no idea it was Sarah behind the wheel. He felt a little foolish for figuring she'd drive something like a Jetta, though he couldn't help but smile when she got out, came around the passenger side, and leaned against truck with one foot pressed against the door. She was a vision in cutoffs and a white t-shirt with just a hint of her stomach showing, proving that she was the kind of girl that could seem irresistibly sexy while looking quite casual.

    "She's cute," his mom said. "I don't love that she didn't come to the door, but she's cute, Lucas, and it's obvious that you really like her."

    "It's only our second date," he said. "You can't blame her for not coming to the door."

    "Oh, don't worry, honey. I'm not judging. Plus, it's obvious she's a very modern woman given that she's picking up her boyfriend for your date."

    He felt undue irritation towards his mother. "I'm not her boyfriend. I don't know what I am."

    His mom smiled. "Lucas, honey, I can assure you that the girl standing at our curb wants to be your girlfriend, so why don't you go ahead and make it official at some point during this date."

    He found himself desperately wanting to believe that his mother was right, so much so that he gave her a hug.

    "Oh, well, that's nice," she said.

    "I love you, mom. I don't know when we'll be back, but you know, don't expect me for dinner."

    "Have fun, honey."

    Sarah lit up when Lucas exited the house. He thought for a moment about not showing his excitement, but tossed the idea away as impossibly foolish. Instead, he jogged towards her as she smiled and then pushed away from the truck as he neared.

    Lucas stopped a few steps from Sarah and was struck by a desire to hug and kiss her. They'd only been on one date, though, and he wasn't sure that was wise.

    "It's really good to see you," he said. "You look really beautiful."

    Sarah smiled and stepped into his arms. The kiss that followed was fairly short, though it was more than enough to stir Lucas's desire. "It's good to see you too," she said. "Now get in."

    Lucas got in and Sarah headed for the driver's side. He noted a duffel bag and what looked like a cooler sitting on the floor.

    "So, where are we headed?" he asked as the truck lurched to life.

    She smiled. "You'll see when we get there."

    Music came on and Sarah put the truck in drive and pulled away from the curb. Lucas glanced towards the house and saw his mom waving from the window. He raised his hand to return the wave and felt a little weirded out by her likely having watched him kiss a girl.

    They drove for fifteen minutes before Sarah pulled onto a bumpy dirt road. Lucas held on tight as the truck's shocks proved to be inadequate to the task of handling the terraing. He noted the smile on Sarah's face, though he couldn't tell if she like off-roading or if his sudden discomfort was the source of her amusement.

    After five rough minutes on the winding dirt road, Sarah pulled hard left, put the truck in reverse, and backed into a small clearing. Lucas looked over his shoulder and saw a creek behind them. Ferns grew on both sides of the creek and the area was dotted with wildflowers.

    "It's pretty, isn't it?" Sarah asked.

    He nodded as she got out.

    "Grab the backpack and the cooler."

    Sarah reached behind the driver's side and pulled out a bundle of blankets before slamming the door shut. He grabbed the backpack and the cooler as instructed and followed her to the back of the truck.

    Sarah lowered the tailgate and climbed into the back of the pickup like she'd done it a thousand times before. Lucas figured it would be easy but he picked a bad angle and nearly toppled onto his ass, prompting a fit of laughter from Sarah. He felt the redness on his face as she smiled and offered a hand. Lucas took it and entered the truck bed with ease.

    Sarah kissed him almost immediately. She even offered a bit of tongue and Lucas moaned because it felt so damn good.

    "Sorry for laughing," she said.

    He smiled. "It was worth laughing at. I was so confident. I was so wrong to be confident."

    She laughed again. "You looked so cute as you nearly fell."

    "Well, if nearly falling earned me a kiss then it was well worth it."

    She smiled and Lucas was tempted to tell her she was the most beautiful woman in the world. It was too cheesy a line, though, so he kept quiet as Sarah turned and spread the blankets over the rough surface of the truck bed. She sat and beckoned for him to do the same.

    It wasn't until he was seated next to her and staring out at the creek, the ferns, the flowers, and the forest that stretched out in front of them that Lucas had a full appreciation for just how beautiful it was. It also dawned on him that it was a remarkably private spot and that Sarah was the one that had chosen it. Suddenly he was nervous, his heart pounding at the notion of getting to fool around with Sarah, though perhaps it was presumptuous to assume that's what she wanted.

    "So, I packed us a picnic," she said before unzipping the bag and removing a baguette, thick plastic plates, silverware, and two sturdy-looking cups. Sarah then opened the cooler and produced a few cheeses, some sort of olive spread, a pasta salad, a fruit salad, and sliced deli meat.

    Four small cans of sparkling wine followed and she smiled in a somewhat sheepish manner. "I know you're not of age - drinking wise - so you don't have to have one of these. They're my favorite, though, so I figured I'd bring them."

    "I'd love one."

    They each cracked open a can of sparkling wine, shared a quick toast and a sip, and then set about trying the food.

    "This is really impressive," he said after a big bite of the pasta salad. "All of it, I mean."

    She smiled, took a bite of the sandwich she'd built from sliced turkey and brie, and turned to look out at the stream. "You put more effort into our first date than any guy I've ever been with. It's not a long list, of course, but I was impressed, Lucas, and I had fun. Like, a lot of fun. It made me feel like you really like me and...well, I really like you, so I wanted to make sure you that you felt it in the date I planned for us."

    "I feel it," he said with a smile.

    "This is one of my favorite places in the world. My parents’ house is pretty close by, actually, and first wandered here like a decade ago. I've spent so much time following the creek, exploring the areas around it. It's just so peaceful."

    Lucas understood that Sarah was showing him a part of herself by taking him to her spot. The gravity of it wasn't lost in him and he felt a little guilty for his continued involvement with Mrs. Bannister, including the fact that he'd gone down on her after their tennis lesson the day before.

    "So, how are the lessons with Mrs. Bannister going?" Sarah asked.

    Lucas nearly choked on his sandwich. "Shit, sorry," he said after a coughing fit.

    "You okay?"

    He nodded. The near-choking had been set off by a misinterpretation of her question. Lucas's mind had somehow been convinced that Sarah knew of the lessons that Mrs. Bannister had been giving him. Lessons in how to eat pussy. Lessons in how to kiss. Lessons in how to be good to a woman. That's not what she'd been asking about, though. Instead, she'd obviously been inquiring about the tennis lessons that Lucas was giving Mrs. Bannister.

    "Pretty good. She's definitely getting better."

    "I've heard things about Mr. Bannister," Sarah said.

    "What kinds of things?"

    "Mostly that he's an asshole. Angry type. Vengeant, I suppose. I heard that he got someone's club membership revoked because they'd flirted with his wife. The first one. That's a long way to go for a little bit of flirting."

    Lucas wasn't sure why Sarah was telling him that.

    "I've only seen him a few times," he said. "Though he does have a vibe. Mildly threatening, I suppose. He seems quite intent on Mrs. Bannister getting much better at tennis - he wants to win the club doubles championship - and I get the feeling he's not going to be happy if I fail to tutor her to that level of skill."

    Sarah stared off at the creek and then pointed excitedly. Lucas followed her gaze and saw a doe slowly moving towards the water. It lowered its head to take a drink and then froze. Its head popped up and it peered around as its ears twitched. Lucas knew enough to stay as quiet as possible and soon the deer returned to drinking.

    He and Sarah watched in silence for the next few minutes as the doe tended to its thirst, sniffed at the ferns, and then darted off into the forest.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    "I know, right? That kind of thing is why I love this place."

    "Yeah, I can see why. There's something incredible about that."

    She picked up her can of sparkling wine and he did the same. They raised them and took long sips. Lucas thoroughly enjoyed the taste and noted that it actually went quite well with all the food Sarah had brought. It made her seem more sophisticated and intelligent than he'd thought she was. He was delighted to have been proven wrong.

    "I've heard things about Mrs. Bannister," Sarah said while staring out at the creek.

    His heart was pounding like he'd just walked into an interrogation. "What sort of things?" he asked.

    Sarah's fingers inched closer before entwining with his. "Well, I've heard that she can be...affectionate with certain people. That sometimes she takes a liking to someone and...well, has her fun with them."

    Sarah scooted closer until her knee was touching his.

    "I can see the appeal," she said. "She's beautiful and sexy and confident. She's older but in a way that's probably hot."

    "I'm not...she's not that way with me," he lied.

    Sarah turned to him and Lucas saw the insecurity in her eyes.

    "I've seen...well, I've seen evidence of what you're talking about. Looks between her and some of the people that work at the house. That kind of thing," he said.

    Sarah leaned closer and Lucas stared at her lips.

    "I know this is only our second date, Lucas, and that you're not...you're not my boyfriend or anything...but I feel weirdly jealous of Mrs. Bannister, of the fact that you're spending time with her. I know you're getting paid...I know you're giving her tennis lessons...I know it's a job...but the things I've heard and the way she looks at you...it just makes me jealous."

    Lucas opened his mouth to try and soothe her jealous, but Sarah kissed him. A moment later she'd straddled him and their lips met again. His cock reached an almost instant state of erection as she began to rock her hips back and forth while their tongues indulged in a fervent dance.

    Sarah leaned back, smiled, and took her t-shirt off. She had on a pink lace bra...and then it too was gone. He stared at her breasts. Her perfect, perky breasts. She leaned forward and one of her breasts ended up in his mouth. Lucas moved his tongue back and forth over her nipple. He remembered the lessons Mrs. Bannister had tried to teach him. He was gentle with his affection. He let his hands roam over her body. He grabbed her ass in the shorts, but not too hard.

    "God you're good at that," Sarah said softly.

    Lucas switched to her other breast, looking up at her for a moment and catching the gleeful look on her face. Then he engulfed her nipple in his mouth and she moaned, this time louder.

    "Lucas...fuck..."

    She began to move her hips faster. Moans escaped her lips at a steady pace. He massaged her ass and moved from one breast to the other, providing affection in the manner Mrs. Bannister had insisted that women craved.

    Then Sarah had an orgasm. She stopped moving her hips. She buried her head in the crook of his neck and her legs shook as her moans turned borderline animalistic.

    "Wow," she said between heavy breaths. "That was unexpected."

    "Did you...did you cum?" he asked.

    Sarah sat back, smiled, and nodded. "Yeah. I haven't actually cum like that before. Just dry humping a guy. It was really good, though. Like, really, really good."

    She climbed off of him and settled next to Lucas. Her hand moved under his shirt and soon enough it was off. She pressed her body next to his. The summer air was sticky and he'd developed a sheen of sweat as she rode him.

    Sarah kissed his neck and caressed his cock through his shorts. 

    "Can I make you cum, Lucas?" she asked.

    He nodded and she deftly took off his shorts and underwear. Her fingers encircled his cock and she resumed kissing his neck while stroking him slowly. Precum poured from the tip and soon his shaft was lubed, leading to a tighter grip and faster stroking on Sarah's part.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked in the softest, most seductive tone he'd ever heard.

    "It feels really fucking good."

    They kissed and right as her tongue entered his mouth, Lucas felt his orgasm approaching. Soon enough he was moaning wildly as Sarah's hand provided a world class orgasm. He saw stars for a few seconds and was then greeted by her gleefully smiling face. Lucas liked that she took pleasure in giving him a good handjob. He figured that meant he might get more in the future.

    She released his cock and held up her fingers, which were dripping with his cum.

    "Shit, what a mess," he said. "Sorry."

    She laughed. "There's no need to apologize. I knew what I was getting into. I wanted to make you feel good. And it's not really a mess. It's just cum."

    Then, to his amazement, Sarah licked her fingers clean. He felt his eyes go wide - mostly because he figured she wasn't the kind of girl that would do that - and then he couldn't help but smile.

    "I can't believe I just did that," she said. Embarrassment seemed to wash over her.

    Lucas leaned in and kissed her. At first she seemed surprised, but when his tongue brushed against her lips she was more than happy to part them and welcome him inside. She moaned, too, and since he'd tasted cum before it didn't bother him in the slightest.

    "Well, that was unexpected," Sarah said with their lips still inches apart. "Nice, though. Really, really nice, in fact. Thank you, Lucas."

    "No, thank you. That was a hell of an orgasm you gave me."

    She kissed him on the cheek and ran her fingers through the cum on his chest. Then, while holding his gaze, she popped those fingers in her mouth. Lucas leaned towards her and Sarah smiled before kissing him. This time he tasted more of his cum. She moaned louder, too. It felt like they were exploring their sexuality in real time and Lucas could barely contain his excitement at having found a girl willing to travel down a kinky road with him.

    "This might be an exceptional summer, Lucas," she said before grabbing a napkin to wipe the rest of the cum from his stomach and cock.

    "I hope so," he replied.

    Sarah tossed the napkin aside, lifted his arm, and put it around her before cuddling next to him. He noted that she didn't bother putting her bra or shirt back on and he quite liked that.

    "Sorry if the jealousy stuff with Mrs. Bannister was off putting," Sarah said while running her fingers over his thigh. "I think it just means that I really like you."

    Lucas had noted the jealousy, of course, and he felt terrible because it wasn't entirely misplaced. He wasn't in a relationship with Mrs. Bannister, but he did offer her sexual service from time to time and she'd made him cum on more than one occasion.

    "I like you too, Sarah, and the jealousy doesn't bother me. It's kind of how it's supposed to be if you like someone, right? I mean, I'm pretty sure I'd be jealous if I saw an old picture of you with an ex-boyfriend."

    She lifted her head and looked up at him. "You think so?"

    He nodded.

    "What if I showed you a picture like that right now?"

    "Uh…Okay."

    She grabbed her phone and pulled up her photos. Soon enough Lucas was staring at a picture of Sarah in a bikini. She was standing next to a guy in a swimsuit. He had his arm around her. They looked to be at the beach. They both looked as happy as could be.

    "Yup. Jealous. Fuck. You dated him?"

    Sarah seemed happy and Lucas hoped it was because she'd just discovered that she wasn't the only one that was capable of feeling jealous. "Sophomore year. Six months. The picture was from spring break. We went to Florida. It was a lot of fun."

    Lucas suddenly pictured Sarah having lots and lots of sex with the guy in the swimsuit. He stared out at the stream as he pictured her in a cheap motel bed with the guy on top of her fucking her in the way that well-built college guys tend to do.

    "Lucas?"

    He snapped out of it. "Sorry. Shit. My imagination got the best of me."

    "Any chance you'll share what you were thinking about?"

    It seemed unwise, and yet he was nearly naked and she was topless and they were cuddling in her truck bed so he went ahead and shared. "Well, okay, my mind conjured an image of you and that guy having lots of sweaty sex in a cheap motel in Florida."

    She kissed him on the cheek. "It was a rental house, actually."

    Lucas felt jealous, but there was something else, too. He knew it was arousal. He blamed Mrs. Bannister for that, as she'd stoked the flames of a certain kind of desire that comes from watching someone else get fucked.

    "It was sweaty, though. The air conditioning didn't work great in the house and our room was on the third floor. It was hot in there."

    Lucas tried to puzzle out why Sarah was sharing the details of her sex life with an ex-boyfriend. Could she sense that he was a little bit turned on by it? Was she just the kind of girl that liked to keep a guy off balance?

    Then, as if he'd been possessed by someone else, Lucas asked, "Was it good sex?"

    She rested her hand on his chest. "It was."

    His heart was pounding harder than it should have been and Lucas suspected that Sarah could feel it. She didn't mention it, though.

    "He was the best of the guys I dated in college, actually. He really liked missionary sex. He liked to kiss me deeply as we fucked. I preferred being on top, but it was more like choosing between my two favorite ice cream flavors, you know?"

    His heart was beating harder. Her fingers remained on his chest.

    "Lucas?"

    "Yeah?"

    "Are you okay?"

    He nodded. "I am."

    Sarah ran her fingers over his chest and stomach. "I'm sorry. It was stupid of me to talk about me ex like that. It was stupid of me to even show you the picture."

    Lucas kissed her. He opened his mouth and she did the same. The kiss was deep and fierce. Her fingers moved towards his crotch. She took his cock in her hand and began to stroke him. He had a raging erection in no time.

    "Did he fuck you anywhere else on that spring break trip, or was it just in your sweaty room in the rental house?" he asked. Lucas couldn't believe the words left his lips. He attributed it to the gentle buzz he felt and he worried that he'd blown up his burgeoning relationship with one simple question.

    Sarah studied his face without saying a word, though Lucas noted that she kept stroking his cock.

    "We had a rental car," she said. "We weren't supposed to since no one was old enough to rent one, but someone's dad managed to get us one. He fucked me in the rental car one night. We'd gone out to a bar that serves spring breakers. After some dancing we stumbled out into the humid air and made our way to the car. He got me in the backseat. He was inside me before too long. It wasn't the most comfortable sex I've ever had, but I came really hard. He did too. Hard and deep inside me."

    Lucas felt an orgasm building. "That feels really good," he said while glancing at her hand. "You're really fucking good at that."

    Sarah laughed softly. "I'm good at other things, too. You'll probably get to find out just how good, in fact, as long as you don't turn out to be an asshole."

    "Did your spring break boyfriend know about all the things you're good at?"

    Sarah smiled and nodded. Lucas was following his desire - whether it was smart or not - and she seemed more than happy to go along with him.

    "I sucked his dick on the flight home," she said. "In the bathroom. It was a quickie. It was far from the first time he'd discovered that I'm good with my mouth, though. I liked sucking his dick. I liked swallowing for him."

    Lucas had his second orgasm. Sarah seemed even more delighted by it than the first and she kissed him as he started cumming. They cleaned up in much the same way they'd done the first time he'd cum and then she took her shorts and panties off and guided his hand between her legs.

    "Make me cum, Lucas," she implored him.

    Sarah was soaked and turned on enough that she climaxed quickly, all of which Lucas took as a very good sign.

    They made out for a little after her orgasm and then got dressed.

    "How about a walk along the creek?" she suggested. "You can tell me all about your college girlfriends."

    He chuckled. "It's a short list and there aren't many exciting stories, but I'll tell you everything."

    Sarah locked the truck and took his hand. "Well, we can spend the summer creating memories for you to draw on while you're at school this year, And who knows, maybe you'll return next summer with all sorts of fun stories to tell me."

    Lucas was giddy and Sarah seemed to sense it and pulled him in for a kiss. He lost himself in it to the point that they nearly toppled into the creek before finding their footing and having a long laugh.

    Then they set out on a hike along the creek and through the woods around it and Lucas shared the meager sexual tales he'd compiled during his first two years of college.

    The conversation branched out, too, and it turned into a long and genuinely fantastic second date that left Lucas feeling very much like he had to do whatever it took to ensure that he got to be Sarah's boyfriend for the remainder of the summer.
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    "Lucas, come in."

    It was unusual to see Mr. Bannister home in the middle of the day, which was why Lucas froze for a few moments. He stepped through the door and into the house, though. "Is Mrs. Bannister here?" he asked in a voice brimming with the nervousness he felt.

    "Of course, of course. She's just a bit late getting ready today."

    They walked through the foyer and into the kitchen, Lucas with his equipment bag slung over his shoulder.

    "So, Lucas, any luck with the ladies this summer?" Mr. Bannister asked before opening the fridge and pulling out a beer.

    "Uh...yeah, I'm dating Sarah, from the club. She tends bar."

    Mr. Bannister's eyebrows show up. "Good for you. She's a beautiful girl."

    There was something in his voice that put Lucas off. He didn't see Mr. Bannister as a threat to his relationship with Sarah, but he didn't love the idea that the man standing in front of him had lasciviously appraised the girl he was dating.

    "Yes, very much so," Lucas replied.

    "Have you gotten lucky yet?"

    Lucas was taken aback. "Uh, sorry, what do you mean?"

    Mr. Bannister took a long sip of his beer, set it on the countertop, and asked, "Have you fucked her yet?"

    There was a hint of malevolence in his voice, as if Mr. Bannister was purposefully trying to push Lucas's buttons. He panicked at the idea that Mrs. Bannister - Grace, as she insisted he call her - had revealed that she and Lucas had indulged in a variety of sexual activities as part of the tennis lessons he'd been giving her.

    "I'd rather not answer that question if it's all the same to you," he replied, though he couldn't hold Mr. Bannister's gaze while he said it.

    "And if I said it wasn't?"

    Lucas looked up and saw a hint of fire in Mr. Bannister's eyes. He felt as though he understood why the man standing in front of him was so successful, why he had a reputation as a ruthless negotiator. Mr. Bannister was clearly immune to the discomfort that most people felt when it came to conflict. In fact, it seemed entirely possible that he was thrilled by it, that he enjoyed pushing people into uncomfortable corners until he got what he wanted.

    "That would be your problem, I suppose," Lucas said.

    "I could make it your problem."

    Lucas was missing something. He had to have been. Why else would Mr. Bannister be acting like such an asshole?

    "Robert, darling, are you having a little fun with young Lucas?" Grace asked as she swept into the room in a pleated tennis skirt and a tight white tank top. She gave her husband a kiss on the cheek, snagged the beer bottle from him, and took a quick sip before setting it back on the counter. "Is he bothering you, Lucas?"

    "Oh, no, of course not," Lucas replied, though that wasn't even close to the truth. He was so relieved at Grace's presence that there seemed to be very little reason to even approach telling the truth.

    Mr. Bannister put an arm around Grace and pulled her close as he stared at Lucas. He offered what struck Lucas as the least happy-seeming smile ever and then ran his hand down Grace's back, flipped up her skirt, and grabbed a handful of her ass.

    "Honey, not in front of Lucas," she said.

    Mr. Bannister looked at his wife and kissed her. She seemed disinterested in returning his kiss, but he kept a tight grip on her ass and his lips pressed against hers, doing so until she opened her mouth, until she pressed her body more firmly against his, until she welcomed his advance. Her hand moved to his chest and then snaked around the back of his neck. He moved his hand into her panties and grabbed her bare ass, kneading it while Lucas stood and watched with both discomfort and a touch of arousal coursing through him.

    As the kiss ended, Mr. Bannister turned his attention to Lucas and smiled once more, though this time he seemed happy. "You're young, Lucas, so you don't yet understand that it takes more than charm and good looks to keep a woman like Sarah happy. It takes drive. It takes hard work. It takes success. It takes a willingness to sacrifice to achieve the things you want in life, because no woman worth a damn is interested in committing herself to a man who can't manage to scrape together a halfway decent career and a good salary."

    It seemed clear to Lucas that Mr. Bannister was espousing a deeply-flawed relationship philosophy, but he was in no position to argue, especially since the air still crackled with inexplicable tension.

    "He's young, honey," Grace said, "and you know very well that young men have to make mistakes before they can truly learn anything."

    Mr. Bannister shifted his wife's body until he was standing behind her. He looked at Lucas and grasped Grace's breasts hard. One of his hands then moved down her stomach and between her legs. He lifted her pleated skirt and pushed his fingers into her white cotton panties.

    "Robert...please," she said softly.

    Lucas heard the wetness. It was unmistakable. Grace was turned on. Lucas wasn't sure why, but he knew that a woman wasn't that wet unless she was genuinely aroused.

    "You're mine," Mr. Bannister whispered.

    Grace closed her eyes and moaned softly. "Yes, I am."

    Lucas was tempted to walk away, to abandon tennis lessons entirely, to go back to the country club and to the normal version of his life he'd been living before he accepted the task of teaching Mrs. Bannister. He remained still, though, in part because Mr. Bannister clearly wanted him to see what was unfolding in their kitchen and in part because he was more turned on than he'd expected.

    "Show me that you're mine," Mr. Bannister said.

    He pulled his fingers from Grace's panties and she grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to her mouth. She stared at Lucas while sucking on her husband's fingers. Then, to Lucas's surprise, Grace spun around and dropped to her knees in front of her husband. She lowered his shorts and underwear and took his cock in her mouth.

    Lucas couldn't see it - Grace's head was blocking his view - but the sound of a blowjob was distinct.

    "That's it," Mr. Bannister said as he put a hand on the back of his wife's head. "Suck my cock, Grace. Show me that you know who you belong to. Show me that you know who you're meant to please above all others."

    She moaned and Lucas felt his jaw drop. Mr. Bannister seemed to know that his wife enjoyed extracurricular pleasure with other people. It seemed that it was part of their sex life, that Lucas had been invited to witness Mr. Bannister reclaiming his wife in a way that must have turned him on immensely, at least based on the look on his face as he got his cock sucked.

    "Don't swallow," Mr. Bannister instructed.

    He had an orgasm not long after. Lucas stood and watched while one of the most powerful men in town came in his wife's mouth. Mr. Bannister climaxed while filling the kitchen with the grunts and groans of a man claiming his satisfaction from his willing - and perhaps even eager - wife.

    "You know what to do," Mr. Bannister said as he pulled out of her mouth.

    Grace stood, turned around, and approached Lucas. It took him a moment to realize that she intended on kissing him and that her mouth was almost certainly full of her husband's cum. He shook his head and tried to back away but he bumped into the countertop and a moment later Grace's lips were against his. Her tongue moved into his mouth and a torrent of her husband's cum followed.

    Grace stroked Lucas through his athletic shorts as she fed him another man's cum. She moaned, too, and he found himself surrendering to the pleasure that enveloped him.

    "Swallow, Lucas," she whispered.

    He swallowed. The cum burned going down his throat, though the humiliation of having swallowed Mr. Bannister’s semen while he watched was a great deal more unpleasant than the act itself.

    "Don't forget your place, young man," Mr. Bannister warned. "And don't forget just how hard you'll have to work to keep beautiful young Sarah interested. There are better men than you that want her, I can promise you that, and if you disappoint her then she might just turn to one of those men."

    With that, Mr. Bannister grabbed his beer, turned, and walked away as Lucas tried to puzzle out if the warning was based in anything real or if Mr. Bannister was merely trying to make him feel small.

    "Come, Lucas," Grace said as she took his hand. "We still have a tennis lesson to attend to."

    He let her lead him out of the house so they could cross the lawn.

    "Sorry about that," she said once they were outside.

    "Did he know all along? About...about the stuff we did together?"

    "He did. I tell him everything. It's a strange game we play, but it turns us both on. He fucks me better - considerably better - if he's asserting his dominance over me, sexually speaking, and nothing gets him into that place quite like knowing that I've been with another man. He likes the idea that he's bring his cheating wife to heal. I like that I get to have great sex with my husband and with other people. As I'm sure you know, I also like that I get to live this extravagant life because I'm willing to cater to my husband's sexual needs."

    That seemed to be the case with all the second wives at the country club. Rich men, it seemed, got bored of fucking their first wives after twenty years - give or take - of marriage.

    "I thought you said that he couldn't satisfy you," Lucas said as he remembered one of the first conversations he'd had with Grace. "Earlier this summer when I was working at the pool. I swear you said that he couldn't fuck you the way you need to be fucked."

    She smiled. "I lied, Lucas. I'm sorry about that. I wanted to have fun with you and I figured you'd be more likely to play if you thought of me as a lonely wife who wasn't getting what she needed from her husband."

    Lucas was stunned at her ability to lie with such ease, though he probably shouldn't have been. Grace was clearly a survivor, the kind of woman that did whatever she needed to do to achieve her goals. Part of him could appreciate that about her, though it served as a reminder that she wasn't worthy of any level of trust.

    "Today was not planned," Grace said after a few seconds of silent strolling through the grass. "I'd told him to leave you alone, if I'm being honest, though I suppose that's what propelled him to do what he did today."

    "Do you think he's going to try and fuck Sarah?" Lucas asked.

    Grace was silent for a handful of steps and Lucas stopped.

    "Is he allowed to fuck other people too? Or is that just you?" he asked.

    "He's allowed," she said. "He's more confident than he should be about his appeal to younger women, though. Despite what you might believe, most women my age - let alone Sarah's age - aren't interested in fucking an older man, even if he's fabulously wealthy."

    "Do you think he'll try and fuck Sarah, though?"

    "No, I don't," Grace replied. "But..."

    "But what?"

    She looked away for a moment. "I think he might feel a little bit threatened by you."

    "What? How could that be possible?"

    "I like you more than I like most of the guys I fool around with."

    The shock must have been evident on his face, at least based on the way Grace smiled at him.

    "Not like that, Lucas. I don't want to marry you or anything. You're sweet. You're kind. You're the kind of man I would have been interested in when I was your age. The kind of man I might have wanted to marry - when I was your age - if I hadn't grown up in abject poverty. I did, though, so I chased wealthy men. That's why I don't think you need to worry, though. Sarah likes you because you're a good man."

    They resumed walking to the tennis courts and Lucas felt some of his anxiety wash away. It was hard to imagine Sarah would actually be interested in fucking Mr. Bannister. She'd talked of how little she thought of the most of the men at the country club, of how sometimes she found it gross when they flaunted her wealth, though she certainly didn't mind a big tip from time to time.

    "How's it going with her, by the way?" Grace asked.

    "Good. Really good." They'd been going out for nearly a month by that point and each date seemed a little better than the previous one. They hadn't had sex yet, but Lucas thought it might happen soon.

    "Do you make her feel good, Lucas?"

    He smiled and nodded. "I do, unless she's faking her orgasms. I don't think she is, though."

    "No, I'm sure she's not. Have you had sex yet?"

    He shook his head. "I've gone down on her a few times. I've used my fingers, too. She's given me handjobs. It's been really hot. Like, really hot."

    Grace took his hand and squeezed it. "Good, Lucas. That's very good. I assume your relationship with her means that you're not interested in making me cum?"

    "Oh, uh, well..."

    "This is probably unkind of me, but you could fuck me if you wanted. I know I said I'd never let you have me in that way, but today was unexpected and unfair for you, so I'd be willing to let you fuck me in the pool house. In fact, you could fuck me any way you like."

    Lucas wanted to have sex with her. Of course he did. Grace was stunningly beautiful and he was young and horny. He couldn't do that to Sarah, though.

    "That's a tempting offer, but I can't."

    She smiled. "I figured you'd say that and I probably shouldn't have offered. I can't help myself sometimes, though. There's a part of me that craves chaos, clearly. I guess we'll have to stick to an actual tennis lesson today."

    Lucas gave the lesson, though he spent most of it in a state of arousal, fighting off his body's desire for the woman on the other side of the net. Grace flashed her tits at him a few times and her pussy once, so she wasn't making it easy on him. He resisted, though, telling himself that only a truly terrible boyfriend would have sex with Grace and go on a date with Sarah later that night, and Lucas didn't want to be a terrible boyfriend.

    ---

    "You know, I was kind of worried that restaurant would be stuffy," Sarah said as they stepped onto the sidewalk. Her fingers entwined with his and she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. "It wasn't, though. That back patio was so beautiful and the food was so good."

    Lucas had made a reservation at one of the nicest restaurants in town. He'd done so after a receiving an especially generous tip at work a few days ago. He'd spent every penny of that tip on dinner, but Sarah had seemed enamored with the experience from start to finish and it had been worth every penny.

    "I'm glad you liked it," he said. "You look beautiful in that dress, by the way."

    She laughed softly. "You've mentioned it a few times." Her smile was bright and beautiful. She might have been poking fun at him for mentioning the dress too often, but Lucas was certain that she liked that she'd captivated him.

    They kissed on the sidewalk. Lucas felt people walking around them, but he didn't care. He was caught up in the pleasure of a great kiss with a girl he had developed remarkably strong feelings for.

    "Do you have to be home at a certain time?" she asked.

    "No curfew.”

    Sarah smiled and took his hand. "Good. I want to take you back to my favorite spot."

    They'd driven to the restaurant in separate cars - Sarah had come from work so it made no sense for Lucas to pick her up - and she led him right to her truck. Lucas hopped in and spotted a sizable pile of blankets and a few pillows resting behind her seat.

    They shared a quick kiss before she brought the old truck to life, backed out of the space, and wound her way through the streets of their small town. They traveled the same bumpy dirt road - this time with less light as the sun had just passed the horizon - and pulled into her favorite spot by the creek.

    Sarah grabbed the blankets from behind her seat, hopped out, and quickly spread them over the truck bed. She met Lucas at the back of the truck and they shared a long, passionate kiss.

    "Follow me."

    Sarah crawled into the truck bed - offering a lovely view of her upper thighs and a hint of her ass as her dress rode up - and Lucas hopped up and crawled behind her. They settled next to each other and indulged in their mutual desire to make out. Their hands roamed slowly as a chorus of crickets and the occasional frog filled the night air.

    Lucas worked the straps of Sarah's dress from her shoulders and slipped a hand into her bra. She moaned as he touched her soft, perfect, perky flesh while an erection raged in his pants. She unbuttoned his shirt and helped him out of it before running a hand under the white tee he'd worn underneath. Her fingers danced over his stomach and chest as her tongue swirled in his mouth, her desire seemingly growing alongside his.

    Then, out of nowhere, Sarah pulled away.

    "Is everything okay?" Lucas asked as he wondered if he'd done something wrong.

    She looked out at the stream for a few moments and then met his gaze. "Has Mrs. Bannister tried to fuck you yet?"

    He was stunned, though his brain quickly went to work on the wisdom of telling the truth versus the risk of lying. The decision came quickly. "Yes. I said no, though. Why...why did you ask?"

    "Apparently, it's not a huge secret that she fucks other people. She kind of has that vibe, which is why I warned you about her early on, but I guess it's more than a vibe, at least according to one of the guys that works bar shifts with me."

    Lucas wanted to tell her everything, though he knew that was unwise. "They have a strange relationship. Grace and Mr. Bannister, that is."

    "Grace?"

    He saw a touch of insecurity in Sarah's eyes and wished he hadn't used Grace's first name. "She insists that I call her that. I think it makes her feel old when someone calls her Mrs. Bannister. I don't know."

    "What's strange about their relationship?"

    He took a deep breath. "Well, apparently they're both allowed to have sex with other people. When she does it, though, it seems like the point is to get her husband all worked up. She says he likes to reclaim her from the men she's fucked. She says it makes sex with him really hot and that he seems to find way more pleasure in it than a more...I don't know, normal kind of sex."

    Lucas thought of the blowjob he'd witnessed that morning. He thought of Grace sharing her husband's cum with him.

    "I should stop giving her lessons," he said. "I should just get myself out of that mess."

    Sarah moved closer and took his hand in hers. She leaned over and kissed his neck softly. "You should...but I don't think you can, Lucas. Mr. Bannister is not a good man. Not when someone makes him angry, and if Mrs. Bannister was annoyed at you...dumping her, I guess, he might take his vengeance. I've heard stories about him ruining people's businesses, about him hiring a private investigator to dig up someone's secrets and ruin their life, that sort of thing. Maybe you should just stick it out until the tennis tournament."

    Lucas turned to her. "Sarah...this morning...he made me watch as Grace gave him a blowjob."

    She studied his face like she was trying to tell if he was lying.

    "It wasn't until afterwards that she told me about the sex games they play in their marriage, that the blowjob while I watched was part of reclaiming her...or something. I don't really know."

    "Lucas, I want you to be honest with me," Sarah began, "have you done anything sexual with Mrs. Bannister?"

    He nodded. It was terrifying to do so because Lucas was certain that their relationship would end, but lying to her would have felt terrible and he was fairly certain she would have known.

    "What sort of things?"

    "I've gone down on her. Fingered her. She's given me handjobs. Some...I guess you'd say kinky stuff."

    "Kinky stuff?"

    "I watched...I watched her have sex with the pool guy."

    Sarah's eyes went wide, but he saw no anger on her face.

    "She...used the pool guy's used condom to give me a handjob."

    "You've never fucked her, though?"

    "No...but...today...after the blowjob..." he couldn't believe he was about to admit to what had happened, "she fed me her husband's cum. She kissed me. She stroked me through my shorts and pushed his cum into my mouth."

    Lucas looked away but Sarah rested a hand on the side of his face and directed his gaze back to hers.

    "I'm sorry," he said softly. "I...I'm so sorry."

    She moved her body closer, leaving no space between them. "It's okay."

    The surprise was evident in his voice as Lucas said, "Really?"

    Sarah smiled and straddled him. She leaned down and their lips met for a slow, deep kiss as she rocked her hips back and forth, bringing his cock back to life.

    "Grace said...she said that her husband might try and fuck you," Lucas added since he'd already shared everything else.

    She laughed. "I guess I can see why he'd try - given that I'm with you and he's a fucking maniac - but I wouldn't fuck him for a million dollars."

    Lucas felt a far greater sense of relief than he'd expected. Then a stupid question poured forth from his lips. "Why aren't you breaking up with me?"

    Sarah sat back and studied his face. Then, without saying a word, she unhooked her bra and carefully dropped, revealing her utterly perfect breasts. "That's a good question that I don't have an answer to, but I think that sometimes you shouldn’t try to understand attraction and arousal, especially when we're both going back to school in the fall."

    Lucas experienced a twinge of sadness at the idea that he'd be going to school far from Sarah - which he quickly ingested as a sign that he liked her a whole lot more than he thought he did - and then her breasts were in his face. He took her nipple into his mouth as a powerful surge of arousal moved through him. His hands moved down her back and he lifted the bottom of her dress and gripped her ass firmly. Sarah rocked in his lap and moaned loudly, her voice joining the chorus of crickets that surrounded them on all sides.

    "You really haven't fucked her?" she asked.

    "No, I haven't."

    Sarah studied his face. "And you really let her jerk you off with another guy's condom?"

    He was a little embarrassed to admit it while looking right at her. He nodded, though.

    "Did you cum?"

    He nodded again.

    "Did you cum hard?"

    "I did."

    She kissed him fiercely and Lucas was surprised that she lowered his zipper and freed his cock while their tongues danced. That surprise, however, was dwarfed by the one that followed as Sarah took him inside her. The sense of warmth and wetness that followed was breathtaking in the most literal sense as Lucas let out an embarrassing array of delighted moans and groans.

    "Lucas, have you had sex before?" Sarah asked.

    "No. I've done everything else...but I've never had sex."

    He felt his face turn red with embarrassment. Sarah washed it away with a soft kiss, though, and then she smiled.

    "So you must feel pretty good right now," she said. "Being inside a girl for the first time. That must be amazing."

    He laughed. "It really is."

    Sarah moved her hips back and forth and Lucas moaned as his body trembled from the stunning pleasure.

    "So you've gotten handjobs - obviously since I've given you a few - and you've gotten blowjobs?"

    "I have. Not many, but yeah."

    Sarah rocked her hips a little faster. "Is it weird that I'm a little jealous of the girls that sucked your dick? That I kind of wish I could be the first girl to give you a blowjob and the first girl to fuck you?"

    He shook his head, though Lucas wasn't really thinking clearly. He was too turned on for that.

    "I guess I can be a little possessive when I like a guy. Or maybe it's just you I'm possessive of. I don't know, Lucas. You fascinate me, though, and I find myself thinking about you a lot more often than anyone else I've been with."

    Her kiss was slow and deep and her pussy moved at the same pace over his cock, sending Lucas into a state of intense desire and pleasure that he wished would never abate.

    "I'd like you to cum inside me," she said. "I'm on the pill, so you don't have to worry."

    "Okay," he replied breathlessly.

    Sarah's lips found his and they kissed deeply once more. This time, though, she began to ride him, her pussy bouncing up and down on his cock.

    It felt different. More stimulating. More intense.

    His orgasm came soon after. He made noises he'd never heard himself make before. Guttural, almost animalistic noises. Everything else went quiet, though, like the whole world disappeared while he came inside of the first girl he'd ever had sex with.

    Sarah was all smiles when Lucas opened his eyes. "Was that good?"

    "That was...I mean, good is not nearly strong enough. That was a million times better than good. That was the best thing ever."

    "You're going to be obsessed with me now, aren't you?" she asked with a laugh.

    "I was already kind of obsessed, actually. You're amazing, Sarah."

    She seemed positively joyful and kissed him in that manner. Then she climbed off his cock and sat next to him. Lucas leaned over and kissed her neck as his hand slipped between her legs and worked its way up her inner thigh.

    "Can I make you cum?" he asked.

    "You can...but I'd prefer it if you did it with your mouth," she said. "You're very good with your mouth, Lucas. You can just lick my clit. You don't have to taste too much of yourself, though you don't seem to mind that."

    Lucas knew that most guys had no interest in tasting his cum. He wasn't sure why it didn't bother him - tasting other men's cum didn't either - but he was with a girl that seemed to like it, so he wasn't going to fight it. Instead, he embraced it.

    Lucas found his way beneath her legs, laid on his stomach, and went to work on her pussy. He ate plenty of his cum, too, licking it out of her with glee before swallowing it. Most of his attention was on her clit, though, and it wasn't long before she was moaning and groaning just like he'd done and doing so with both her hands on his head as her thighs parted a little wider and shook from what he hoped was an especially potent level of pleasure.

    "Kiss me," she said afterwards.

    They kissed and she sucked on his tongue like she was trying to taste his load.

    "We should hang out for a little while. Then we should have sex again. You'll last longer the second time, I promise."

    "That sounds amazing," he replied.

    He rolled onto his back next to her and Sarah cuddled tightly against his body as he looked up at the stars, smiled, and felt like he was, without question, the luckiest man in the world.

  
    A Wild Summer Serving a Trophy Wife's Many Naughty Needs - Part 9
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    ---

    "Two...shit...uh…two strawberry daiquiris," Lucas said as he consulted his notepad to make sure he didn't screw up the order.

    Sarah smiled. "Coming right up."

    He wanted to kiss her, of course. He wanted to kiss her, to take her clothes off, to carry her away to somewhere private at the club, and to make love to her again and again and again. That sort of thing was frowned upon, though, and so Lucas settled for staring at her butt in the white shorts that were the bottom half of her work uniform. He wore them too, along with a navy blue polo with the club's logo emblazoned on it.

    "How's your day so far?" his girlfriend asked.

    "It's hot as hell out there," he replied. "It's not all bad, though, because it means more wives by the pool, which means more drinking, which means more tips."

    Sarah flicked on the high-powered blender and its overbearing noise filled the air. He watched the frozen strawberries turn to a finely blended mixture along with the alcohol. He was suddenly quite thirsty and he reached behind the bar to grab the glass of ice water that Sarah kindly refreshed any time he drank it down.

    "She looks especially good today," Sarah said as she poured the frozen drinks into their glasses.

    Lucas almost asked who she was talking about. That would have been insulting, though, since they both knew she was talking about Grace, who was sitting poolside in a spectacularly sexy white bikini and sunglasses. It seemed that she cared even less about what the first wives thought on that particular day as she'd put in some effort to flaunt that she was younger and hotter than just about any other woman at the club.

    "She does," he replied.

    "She doesn't usually wear such revealing bikinis," Sarah noted.

    Lucas couldn't keep the surprised look off his face.

    "What?" Sarah asked. "It's not like I don't notice women. I don't want to fuck them, but I notice them, and Mrs. Bannister is absolutely looking hotter today than usual. So, you know, I wonder if one of the first wives did something to piss her off or if she's just in a bit of a nasty mood today."

    Lucas laughed.

    "Maybe you should ask her if everything's okay," Sarah suggested.

    He studied his girlfriend for any sign that she was fucking with him. "Are you serious?"

    Sarah set the drinks on his tray and rested her hand on top of his. "Yes, I'm serious. I know your relationship with her is...well, let's say complicated, but you're close with her and I don't know if that can be said about anyone else at the club. The first wives resent her, after all, and none of the husbands can befriend a woman that beautiful without making their wives angry. Plus, most men want to steer clear of Mr. Bannister. So maybe she's feeling a bit off and has no one to talk to about it. Or, you know, maybe she's just keen on looking hot. I mean, sometimes that's fun."

    "Yeah?"

    She nodded. "Yeah. I mean, I bought something yesterday that I look really hot in. I was thinking I'd wear it for my boyfriend, assuming he's going to take me somewhere nice for dinner."

    Lucas's thoughts went fuzzy for a few seconds as his mind conjured an image of Sarah on top of him from two nights prior. Her parents had gone out for the night and she'd taken him to her bedroom. It was the first time they'd had sex in a bed (the truck bed didn't count). They'd started in missionary but she'd quickly flipped him onto his back and taken his cock inside her. She'd rested her hands on his chest, closed her eyes, and tilted her head back as she rocked her hips back and forth over his cock, bathing him in the most incredible pleasure he'd ever experienced, all while rubbing her clit vigorously into his pelvis and eventually triggering an orgasm for each of them.

    "Lucas?" she asked.

    He shook his head. "Sorry. I was...I was thinking about a few nights ago."

    She looked around the bar to make sure they were empty and then leaned over the counter and kissed him. "I fucked you good two nights ago, didn't I?"

    They'd had a fair amount of sex in the week since she'd taken his virginity and Lucas liked that when Sarah was on top she tended to refer to it as her fucking him. He didn't have enough experience to know if that was a common thing, but he suspected it wasn't and he liked that it was one of Sarah's little quirks. In fact, it turned him on a little bit every time she said it that way.

    "Yes, you fucked me good," he said, sending a wave of arousal through his body.

    Sarah smiled. "Do you want me to fuck you tonight, Lucas?"

    He knew it wasn't how most girls talked. He loved it, though. "Yes, please. I want it more than I can possibly explain."

    She looked delighted. Completely and utterly delighted. They kissed again and then he took the tray and headed out to the pool to deliver the drinks to the women that had ordered them.

    Lucas took orders from a few others and made a point of stopping by Grace's lounge chair to check in on her as Sarah had suggested.

    "Good afternoon, Mrs. Bannister," he said as she pushed her sunglasses up on her head and smiled at him. "Is there anything I can get you?"

    "No, Lucas, I'm okay."

    She uncrossed her legs and Lucas glanced between them. He'd have been fired for staring at the bikini-clad pussy of any other member, but he knew that Grace liked the attention. He thought he saw a small wet spot and wondered if she'd been in the pool, if she was turned on, or if perhaps her husband - or another man - had fucked her right before she'd come to the pool.

    "Is...sorry, but is everything alright?" he asked.

    Grace studied him for a moment and then a smile slowly spread across her face. She sat up, set her book on the chair next to hers, and bent one knee while the other leg remained extended. "Why do you ask?"

    Lucas glanced into the bar and saw Sarah chatting with one of the club members. He wore shorts, golf shoes, a polo, and a white hat. Lucas looked back at Grace and saw that her nipples had seemingly gotten hard as they were visibly poking through her bikini top.

    "Well, I just...Sarah actually suggested that maybe something was off because...because usually you're not so overtly sexy when you come to the club pool. Usually you wear something a little more conservative, so, you know, maybe something happened that has you trying to make the first wives jealous, or something else entirely, I guess."

    Grace glanced through the glass windows and into the bar and smiled. "Your girlfriend is perceptive, Lucas."

    "What's wrong?" he asked.

    "You know, I believe that you really do care. That's very sweet of you, Lucas. Thankfully, it's nothing significant."

    Lucas waited as she once again glanced towards the bar. Grace then took a deep breath before looking up at him.

    "Robert's been in something of a mood for the past handful of days. A business deal went south. It's not like he needs the money or anything, but he gets upset when things don't go his way. I mean, he was a little bit annoyed with you and he made you watch as I sucked his cock. He made me feed you his cum, Lucas, and that was a tiny little thing. He cares more about his business than anything else in the world, me included. I knew that when I married him, of course, and I have no issues with that, but he can be erratic when he's in a bad mood."

    Lucas found himself inspecting Grace's body for any sign of abuse. "Did he hurt you?"

    She laughed. "Oh, Lucas, no. Robert's not like that, and even if he was, he's not mad at me. He might try and destroy the man on the other end of the deal that fell through, but he wouldn't hit him, nor would he ever hit me. No, instead, Robert's being a bit chaotic and he's...well, hornier than usual, I guess you could say."

    "Is that a problem?"

    She laughed once more. "Well, he fucked another man's wife yesterday. Another member's wife, in fact. Came inside her, too. Like he was claiming her. I know this because he came home and told me about while I sucked his cock. Sucked her juices off of him, in fact. It was not my favorite blowjob I've ever given, though I'm enough of a wild card that I actually got a little wet."

    Lucas looked around the pool and wondered if Robert had fucked any of the women relaxing in their swimsuits. It did strike him as an insanely chaotic thing to do, especially the unprotected part of it.

    "Now that I'm a little older than I was when Robert and I got married, I find the chaotic elements a little bit annoying. I really don't want someone trying to cave in his head with a golf club because he spilled his seed inside a married woman. I don't want that married woman thinking she has any right to my husband. I don't want to hear these bitches whispering behind my back that I can't satisfy my husband. It's all very tiresome."

    "Yeah, I can see that."

    She laughed. "You can't, Lucas, but you're still so young. You shouldn't be able to see it. Not for years to come."

    "So...if you don't mind me asking, why the bikini?"

    "Because I want every one of those bitches to know that I could have their husbands if I wanted them. I want them to think twice about gossiping because they worry that I might be crazy enough to seduce the men they're married to, to destroy their fucking marriages, to have them end up like the other poor first wives whose husbands tossed them aside for someone younger and hotter. I could do it, too. I wouldn't even have to leave Robert. I would just have to remind some of these men what it feels like to have good sex again, what it feels like to fuck a tight, lithe body, what it feels like to get your dick sucked by a woman that actually wants to please you...that would be more than enough to inspire a handful of divorces."

    Her nipples were harder and Lucas recognized Grace's increased arousal as a sign that she was just as chaotic as her husband could be. Their coupling made perfect sense in that way, and what appeared to be a classic older rich man marries a wealth young gold digger scenario might actually have been two people finding their perfect mate.

    "You like the chaos," Lucas said without thinking.

    Grace shot him a look.

    "Sorry. Sorry. I'm sorry," he demurred.

    Her face remained blank as she looked up at him from the lounge chair. Lucas held his breath as he waited for her response to his ill-considered comment.

    "I suppose I do," she said. "I did fuck Robert in his car on the drive over here. Well, I started by blowing him. Then I told him to pull over and I rode him while he played with my tits."

    "Is that why there's a wet spot in your bikini?"

    Grace nodded. "Yes. My husband's cum is leaking out of me."

    Lucas glanced between her legs again. He hated that his glance was accompanied by a stirring between his legs - it felt like a betrayal of Sarah - but he had no control over it.

    "You want to lick my pussy, don't you?" she asked.

    "No."

    Grace laughed. "Yes, you do. I can see it in your eyes, Lucas, and it's quite obvious that your shorts just got a little tighter. It's okay. It just means that I trained you well."

    There was something about the look on her face that left Lucas weak in the knees. She was so confident in the idea that she'd trained him...and she probably wasn't wrong. He hadn't eaten cum before he'd met her. Now, though, he'd eaten a fair amount of it. That wasn't entirely Grace's doing, though. Sarah had played a part.

    "I'll tell you what, Lucas," Grace said. "You can get me something. Or at least you can try."

    "Of course." He pulled out his note pad.

    "I wouldn't write this down."

    He looked up and saw that he would absolutely not be fielding a drink or food offer.

    "I'd like you to go inside and ask your beautiful girlfriend if there's any way she'd let you lick another man's cum from my pussy," Grace said. "I don't expect her to say yes, of course, but I do want you to ask."

    Grace knew that Lucas had spilled everything to Sarah, that he'd told her every single kinky thing he'd done with Grace over the course of the summer. It seemed that Grace was now using that knowledge to inject a bit of her own chaos into Lucas's life.

    "Okay, I'll ask," he said.

    Lucas tucked his note pad into his back pocket and headed inside. Sarah was making a drink and talking to the man at the bar and as Lucas approached he realized that it was Mr. Bannister. Lucas had swallowed the cum of the man now talking to his girlfriend. He felt a touch of panic, though for no particular reason. Sarah didn't seem the slightest bit uncomfortable and there was no reason to believe that anything untoward was happening.

    "Lucas!" Mr. Bannister called out from across the bar.

    "Mr. Bannister, it's good to see you," he said.

    Mr. Bannister laughed and slapped his hand on the bar. "I'm sure it is, young man. I'm sure it is." He sipped his drink - Lucas would have guessed a Scotch, though it seemed a bit early for the hard stuff - and gently set the glass on the bar before smiling at Sarah. "Don't you think that maybe you're too beautiful for him?"

    Sarah shook her head. "I do not. Lucas is full of surprises, Mr. Bannister, as I'm sure you know."

    The older man's face went blank for a second, but then he let out a hearty laugh. "So true, Sarah. So true." Lucas wondered if he was drunk or if he was simply infused with the chaotic energy Grace had described. "Have you ever been with an older man?"

    It was miles from appropriate conversation, but Mr. Bannister didn't seem to give a shit, and with good reason. It was unlikely that the offense of engaging in such conversation would cost him anything at the club.

    "I have," Sarah answered without missing a beat.

    "And?"

    She picked up a freshly-washed glass and dried it as she met Mr. Bannister's gaze. "It was quite good. Sometimes it was spectacular, and I learned a lot from him."

    "And how much older was he?"

    "Late thirties. He was my professor last year, actually. He taught my social sciences class. Half the girls in the class wanted him."

    "Were you one of them?"

    Sarah shook her head and set the glass down before picking up another to dry off. "I wasn't. He wanted me, though. He was charming and persistent. He wrote me little notes. He told me how beautiful I was. He told me he couldn't stop thinking about me. He told me that he wanted to spend time with me."

    Mr. Bannister looked fascinated, though Lucas was certain that he looked the same way. Sarah had never mentioned fucking her professor, so either she'd kept that a secret - and she had no reason to tell Lucas - or she was skillfully spinning a tale to mess with Mr. Bannister.

    "And you spent time with him?" Mr. Bannister asked before taking a sip of his drink.

    Sarah smiled and it struck Lucas as the product of a lovely memory. It was pure and genuine and filled with all manner of unspoken subtext. "I did. Quite a lot of time, as it turned out. I thought he might be the sort of man who wants nothing more than a quick thing with a younger woman so he can feel young and vibrant again, but it wasn't quick. It wasn't a relationship, of course - he was married and I was a freshman - but we saw each other with some frequency over a period of six months."

    Lucas was certain that Sarah had spoken of being disappointed by the guys at school, but it seemed that she'd been talking about the guys her age, not the professor that had shown her a good time.

    "And how does Lucas compare to your professor?" Mr. Bannister asked.

    Sarah looked over at him and smiled. "Very well, in fact. It's different. He's a lot less confident, but since I'm the first woman he's had the pleasure of having sex with, I can't expect him to be confident, can I?"

    Mr. Bannister chuckled and looked over at Lucas. "So my wife was telling the truth when she said she hadn't fucked you."

    Lucas nodded. Mr. Bannister had to have been drunk. He was the only one in the bar - it was quite early and everyone else was outside at the pool - but his boldness had graduated to being downright risky.

    "I'm the only one he'll be fucking this summer," Sarah said. "Isn't that right, Lucas?"

    He nodded while marveling at the surreal nature of the conversation happening in the bar.

    "And what about you?" Mr. Bannister asked as he turned his attention back to Lucas's girlfriend. "Is young Lucas the only man you'll be fucking this summer? Do you ever long for the confident touch of an older, more experienced man?"

    Lucas held his breath as he waited for the answer.

    "Young Lucas, as you call him, is better at satisfying me than my professor was," Sarah answered. "Much better, in fact. You see, older men tend to have egos. Great big egos that often get in the way of providing a woman with pleasure. My professor wasn't as bad as some are, but Lucas has no ego. All he has is a desire to explore the pleasures of sex with me, and that is a gift."

    Seemingly sensing that there was no point in pursuing it further, Mr. Bannister finished his drink, left a handful of bills on the bar, slid of his stool, and said, "Well, if you change your mind, please keep me at the top of your list."

    Sarah nodded and Mr. Bannister walked away. She watched him go and then bent over, took a deep breath, held it for a few moments, and shot up straight to let it all out.

    "Holy shit," she said.

    "Yeah. Wow. You just got propositioned. Does that happen often?"

    "Yes, actually. Not usually at the club, but it happens."

    She came over, stepped out from behind the bar, and kissed Lucas. She did so deeply, too, and in an instant he was hard. They weren't supposed to be kissing like that at work, but Sarah clearly didn't care in the moment and Lucas's arousal meant that he didn't care either.

    "Was that stuff about your professor true?"

    She nodded.

    "Wow. And was it, I mean, was it good?" he asked.

    She smiled and again it seemed to Lucas that it was imbued with happy memories. "It was. I could tell you more about it some time. It seemed like...I don't know, like maybe you were kind of interested in it while I was telling Mr. Bannister."

    "I guess I was, yeah."

    "Maybe we can take my truck out to my spot again and I can tell you all about it. Maybe we'll see which parts you like the best."

    Lucas wasn't sure why he was suddenly so excited for that, but he really was. "Oh, shit, I forgot, I was supposed to ask you something."

    "Yeah?"

    "Mr. Bannister...Grace, she said...fuck, this feels stupid now for some reason."

    Sarah kissed his neck. "What did your naughty older friend want of you, Lucas?"

    "She and Mr. Bannister fucked in the car on the drive over here. His cum is leaking out of her. She wants me to clean it. Or, she wanted me to ask you if I could clean it."

    Sarah looked past Lucas and out to the pool area. "She's awfully bold, isn't she?"

    "She is. Bold and largely uncaring. You were right about the bikini, by the way, though she said she wore it because she wanted to remind every woman here that she could have their husbands if she wanted them. She's just as crazy as her husband, if not more so."

    "And you got yourself all caught up in that web of crazy, didn't you?"

    He nodded. Lucas figured she might be annoyed with him, but Sarah smiled and kissed him instead.

    "You know," she began, "there was a part of me that was really annoyed with you and with her, but the more I thought about it, the more it seems to me that Mrs. Bannister primed you for being the kind of boyfriend you've been with me. I mean, she even gave you tips on where to take me on our first dates and how to...well, how to please me with your tongue. Plus, she definitely opened up the part of you that's...I don't know, a little more open-minded, let's say?"

    "You mean kinky?"

    Sarah's smile was irresistible. "Yes, that's what I mean. Sometimes I think of you as someone who was a virgin a week ago, not someone who got jerked off using another guy's cum-filled condom."

    Lucas's dick twitched at the memory of the handjob Grace had given him after he'd watched her get fucked by another guy. He'd been so turned on and the handjob had been so pleasurable that it was stuck in his brain as a source of everlasting erotic pleasure.

    "Tell me, Lucas, if you knew it wouldn't make me angry, would you want to clean her pussy?" Sarah asked.

    The answer came to him immediately, but Lucas didn't say anything right away. Then Sarah leaned in and kissed his neck. She'd discovered how much he enjoyed being kissed in a particular spot and now she did it all the time. It never failed to arouse him. "Yes," he said.

    "Mmmm, that's what I thought," she whispered. "I'll tell you what, Lucas. You can clean her pussy, but this is the last time you do that. Do you understand?"

    She gripped his cock while issuing her edict and Lucas nodded. Sarah stroked him a little through his shorts and then released her grip, kissed him on the cheek, and gestured for him to sit on a bar stool. He did so, mostly because he couldn't go out to the pool sporting an erection.

    "No cumming, either," she said. "I'm the only woman that gets to make you cum from now on. I mean, you can jerk off, obviously, but no orgasms with Mrs. Bannister."

    He nodded. "You're incredible, by the way. An absolute dream come true."

    She seemed about as happy as a woman had ever seemed. Then, without warning, she lifted her shirt and flashed a remarkably sexy bra at Lucas. It was sheer and delicate and featured beautiful lace trim and his cock surged back to life.

    "What was that?" he asked.

    "I told you I bought something that I looked hot in. I was going to wait to show it to you, but you deserved a little something, so you got a little flash. You'll have to take me to dinner to see me in it afterwards, though."

    "Does it come with matching panties?"

    "It does," she answered with a smile. "And I thought it would be fun to keep them on while I fucked you, Lucas. Would you enjoy that?"

    His dick was even harder. "Yes, but we need to stop talking about it or I'm going to be stuck on this stool with a boner all day long."

    She laughed. "Fair enough. I'll just busy myself slicing limes."

    Sarah did that as Lucas closed his eyes and thought about anything other than sex. It took some time, but his erection deflated. He then went to the pool, told Grace that he was allowed to clean her, and made a plan to meet her in the bathroom where he'd first eaten her pussy.

    She went first. He followed a few minutes later.

    Grace was on him the moment he entered the bathroom. She locked the door and pushed him up against it. She kissed his neck. She kissed him, exploring his mouth with her tongue. She guided his hand between her legs and pressed his fingers into her bikini bottoms. He felt the cum that had leaked out of her. It soon coated his fingers.

    Grace took them in her mouth. She sucked them clean and kissed Lucas deeply, sharing the taste of her husband's cum with him.

    "Get on your knees, Lucas."

    He fell to his knees in the bathroom. She pulled her bikini bottoms aside and directed his mouth to her pussy.

    "Clean me, Lucas."

    He plunged his tongue between her pussy lips. He pushed it as deep inside her as he could. He tasted the remnants of her husband's cum, of Mr. Bannister's cum, of the cum of the man that had just tried to fuck his girlfriend.

    Lucas grabbed Grace's ass cheeks with both hands and pulled her closer, squeezing her flesh tight in the process.

    "Oh, that's a good boy," she said. "A fucking hungry boy. It's too bad this is the last time you'll be doing this, Lucas, because you're awfully good at it."

    He moaned. It was the last time he'd be cleaning her pussy, but Lucas knew it was far from the last time he'd clean a pussy, as Sarah had already grown quite fond of him doing the same for her.

    "Lucas...fuck...make me fucking cum," Grace said breathlessly. "Make me cum!"

    Her thighs trembled as she pulled his hair. He winced, but he didn't stop eating her pussy and swallowing the cum he found. He kept it up right until she let go of his hair and stepped back.

    "That was incredible," she said. "As always, Lucas, you're so much fun to play with."

    Grace helped him to his feet and they kissed. He let his hands wander to her breasts while her tongue danced in his mouth and she offered a moan. It was likely for his pleasure only, but it worked like a charm.

    "Stay here," she said. "Lock the door behind me."

    Grace left the bathroom and he stayed, locking it the moment she departed. After a minute he started to worry she'd been fucking with him, that he could stay there all day and nothing would happen.

    Then there was a knock. Lucas opened the door a sliver and saw Sarah standing on the other side.

    He opened the door and she slipped inside and locked it. "Stay," Sarah said.

    He stayed and she walked around the corner. Half a minute later she called him to her.

    Lucas rounded the corner and saw Sarah sitting on the bathroom counter. She was naked. Her legs were spread. She was wet, too.

    "Fuck me, Lucas," she said. "Fuck me, cum inside me, and then go down on me."

    He had his cock out a moment later. He was inside her soon after. They kissed as she wrapped her legs around him. He fucked his girlfriend. He fucked her soaking wet pussy and wondered what had gotten her so turned on. Was it thinking about the professor? Was it Mr. Bannister? Was it that he'd cleaned Grace's pussy?

    "Lucas...fuck me harder," she said.

    Her hands moved through his hair and one came to rest on the back of his neck. She pulled him close for a wondrous, deep kiss as he fucked her harder.

    "Lucas...fuck...I'm cumming!"

    Lucas came inside his girlfriend. Her legs kicked opened and she moaned into his mouth, perhaps because she would have been too loud otherwise. He held his cock inside her and emptied his balls with pulse after pulse of pleasure working its way through his body as he expelled his seed.

    "Stay inside me," she whispered when he'd finished, wrapping her arms and legs around him at the same time. "Just stay inside me for a little while, then, if you want, you can go down on me and make me cum again."

    He smiled at the notion that she was now giving him a choice despite damn near ordering him to do it before he’d fucked her. "There's nothing I'd enjoy more,” he said, because it was true.

    She laughed softly. "You're incredible. An absolute dream come true."

    Lucas laughed with her. He'd go down on her. He'd clean her, too. Even though he'd just cum, he'd do it and he'd enjoy it. He wasn't sure why, but who cared about why? All that mattered was that it felt good and he was spending his summer doing what felt good.

  
    A Wild Summer Serving a Trophy Wife’s Many Naughty Needs - Part 1

    There wasn’t much that Lucas enjoyed about his summer job at the Brookville Country Club. He wasn’t among the few guys good looking enough to get laid. The members were generally terrible tippers. His boss was always an asshole who expected high level work for relatively low level pay. Most days were impossibly humid, ensuring that Lucas sweated through his clothes within a few hours of work starting.

    There was one thing that Lucas truly enjoyed, though: The second wives. Each summer a small handful of the doctors, lawyers, and Wall Street types that made up the bulk of the club’s membership would bring their much younger, much sexier second wives to the club for a summer full of lounging by the pool and day drinking. A few of them would indulge in a game of tennis or try her hand at golf, but most of the time they did their jobs, which was to look good and make all the other rich guys jealous. These women were the embodiment of trophy wives and for a 20 year old fresh off a rather dry year - sexually speaking – at college, Lucas was thrilled to spend his summer enjoying the views provided by the second wives.

    Unsurprisingly, the second wives were uniformly shunned by the first wives. They were a threat to the lifestyles of the women who had worked so hard to land their husbands in the first place. As a result, the second wives often spent their first summer at the club feeling a little bit lonely. Some of the bolder, better looking young men in Lucas’s position took advantage and spent their summers fucking the shameless gold diggers that showed up on the arms of wealthy older men, an arrangement that seemed to work for everyone. It was the dream of every young man at the club to end up in a situation like that, but Lucas had never come close to finding that particular pot of gold. Not until Grace showed up.

    Grace was also known as the new Mrs. Bannister. She’d married a powerful, exceptionally wealthy attorney, a man with a reputation for seeking vengeance upon those who’d wronged him. Mr. Bannister’s reputation was why most of the first wives were kinder to Mrs. Bannister, though they still refused to invite her to spend any time with them. That reputation is also why none of the more amorous of the employees attempted to fuck Mrs. Bannister. They had no desire to end up on the wrong end of a vendetta.

    Lucas had no intention of fucking Mrs. Bannister either. He certainly would have enjoyed it – she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen – but he had no confidence in his ability to seduce any woman, let alone someone so exquisite.

    Mrs. Bannister always seemed happy to flaunt her beauty. She eschewed the more traditional swimsuits – most of the first wives wore elegant one pieces – in favor of skimpy, sexy bikinis that drew attention to her breathtaking body. Her dresses and skirts were always short – though not scandalously so – and she rarely wore anything that wasn’t exceptionally tight. If she wore heels they were at least three inches high and her hair and makeup were always nothing short of flawless. She was clearly putting in the work to make Mr. Bannister happy and to enjoy the life of wealth and privilege he provided in exchange for her beauty.

    Owing to his lack of experience with women and his complete and utter awe at her looks, Lucas was a little nervous the first time he approached Mrs. Bannister to see if he could provide anything that would make her day at the pool more pleasant.

    “Can I get you anything, Mrs. Bannister? Would you like a fresh towel or another drink?” Lucas asked.

    She pulled off her sunglasses and smiled. “What’s your name?”

    “Lucas, ma’am,” he replied.

    “First, please don’t call me ma’am. It makes me feel like one of the bitter, nervous older women that seem so common around here. Call me Grace,” she said.

    Lucas smiled. “Okay, Grace. Can I get you anything?”

    “I’m quite alright,” she said. “I would like you to answer a question for me, though.”

    “Of course,” Lucas said as he lifted a hand to block the sun.

    “How long do these women hold a grudge?” Grace asked as she gestured towards the first wives seated across the pool.

    Lucas hesitated as he considered the wisdom of giving a real answer. He couldn’t see a scenario where being honest but polite ended in disaster, though. “It depends on how close they were to the previous Mrs. Bannister. Her good friends will hold a grudge forever. Those that weren’t as close to her will open up eventually, though it might take a few summers. In general, the first wives don’t tend to be all that welcoming to the second wives, though.”

    “Is that how you think of me?” Grace asked. “As a second wife?”

    “Oh, no, I’m so sorry, Mrs. Bannister. I didn’t mean any offense. I shouldn’t have said that. It’s just a shorthand the employees tend to use. That was rude of me. I apologize,” Lucas said.

    Grace laughed. “I’m just kidding, Lucas. I’m not a fool. I know what I am. I know how those women look at me. I know they see me as a threat to their marriages, and they probably should. Some of them haven’t worked as hard as they could to keep their husbands happy and they know there’s a good chance they’ll be replaced. Men can be awful, but they’re not complicated. If a man has worked hard and made a great deal of money he expects to have everything he wants in life, including a beautiful woman to fuck at the end of a long, stressful day.”

    Lucas had never heard a wife – first or second – talk like that at the club. They probably had those conversations privately, but he’d never been privy to one.

    “Do you think less of me for marrying into a life of comfort, Lucas?” Grace asked.

    “No, Grace, I don’t. My parents don’t fight much, but when they do it’s always about money and it can get ugly. In my time at the club I’ve seen that money doesn’t fix all your problems, but it certainly reduces some of life’s most significant stresses and I can see the appeal of marrying into that,” Lucas said.

    Grace offered a surprisingly sweet smile and said, “That’s very nice of you to say, Lucas. I think I believe you, too.”

    Lucas laughed.

    “I do wish my husband was better in bed, though,” she added.

    “Oh,” Lucas offered. He wasn’t sure how to respond to a moment of honesty like that and he wasn’t entirely sure if offering a response of any kind was smart.

    “Is that too much information, Lucas?” Grace asked.

    “No. Of course not. My job description quite literally is to make sure the members are happy, so if you need to talk about anything I’m here to listen,” he said.

    His boss reiterated that point over and over. While his actual job was to tend to the pool area, his true purpose was to do whatever the members wanted. They were the ones that paid enormous fees to join the club and they needed to be catered to.

    “I thought he’d be better,” Grace said. “I thought a man like that would fuck with power and vigor. I thought he’d be the kind of man that would take what he wanted in the bedroom. I thought that he’d fuck me well enough to get past the fact that he’s 25 years older than me and no longer in great shape. Unfortunately, I was wrong.”

    Lucas was quite certain he shouldn’t have that sort of information about Mr. Bannister, but he couldn’t very well walk away. He didn’t know Grace at all. Perhaps she was the sort to carry a grudge like her husband. With one word to his boss she could have him fired. They wouldn’t bother to verify whatever claim she made. They’d just kick him out.

    “He’s small, Lucas. Very small. I think it might be the reason he’s so aggressive at work. I think his whole life might be built around trying to make up for his underwhelming little penis,” Grace said. “He’s so small I can’t even feel him when he fucks me from behind. He barely gets the tip inside me. He cums so quickly, too.”

    “I’m sorry to hear that,” Lucas said. He wasn’t remotely certain if that was the right way to respond, but it seemed like a good approach.

    “Not as sorry as I am, Lucas. I knew it wasn’t likely that my husband would be able to completely satisfy my needs, but I figured the sex would be decent. I figured a strong, powerful man like him would be able to fuck, but he can’t. It turns out that his drive for power is all about making up for how worthless he is in bed,” Grace explained.

    Lucas was at a loss for words. He couldn’t imagine what Grace wanted to hear in that moment. What do you say to a woman who has just exposed her husband’s shortcomings?

    “What about you, Lucas?” Grace asked as she subtly spread her legs. “Are you a disappointment?”

    He quickly glanced at her long, tanned legs before directing his gaze back to her face. “What do you mean?”

    “Do you think you could satisfy a woman like me, Lucas?” she asked.

    “No, I don’t,” Lucas said.

    “You might be underestimating yourself, Lucas,” Grace replied.

    “I appreciate your confidence on my behalf, but I don’t think I am,” he said. “To be honest, I don’t have much experience and I’m not sure I’d be any better than your husband is.”

    “I think you’re right, Lucas,” Grace said as she spread her legs a little wider. “I think you’d probably fail to satisfy me if I asked you to fuck me. There’s more than one way to pleasure a woman, though, and it’s rather easy to educate a man in the many ways he can make me cum without using his cock.”

    Lucas was uncertain as to how to proceed. He knew that sexually servicing Grace fell outside the boundaries of his job. Mr. Bannister certainly wouldn’t appreciate that kind of service and he was the one that cut the checks to the club. It was also entirely possible she was just fucking with him and she’d dismiss Lucas in a few minutes and they’d both forget the conversation ever happened.

    “Would you be willing to let me teach you, Lucas?” Grace asked. “Would you be willing to spend your summer ensuring that I was a happy woman?”

    She seemed serious, but Lucas had no experience with women older than him and he found it impossible to tell if Grace was making a real offer or if she was playing an elaborate prank. Even if she was being serious Lucas wasn’t sure he wanted to agree to something so risky. Grace was unquestionably the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, but she was also married to a man with a nasty reputation and he figured that Mr. Bannister would have no trouble destroying any future Lucas might have seen for himself.

    “Isn’t it your job to make sure the members are happy?” Grace asked.

    Lucas nodded.

    “Don’t you think you might have fun learning how to make me cum, Lucas?” she asked. “That’s what I’m offering. I’m going to teach you how to make me cum. I’m going to show you how to satisfy me like I need.”

    “Yes, I’m sure I would have fun,” he said.

    “Is this young man bothering you?” a deep voice asked from behind Lucas.

    He turned to see Mr. Bannister standing there in his golf clothes. He was carrying a 7 iron – an odd choice for the pool – and holding it like he was prepared to strike down anyone that happened to be bothering his wife.

    “No, darling. Lucas has been very helpful, in fact,” Grace said. “It’s my first day here so I had lots of questions that needed answering.”

    “Is that right?” Mr. Bannister asked.

    “Yes, sir,” Lucas replied.

    The older man reached into his pocket, pulled out a wad of cash, and peeled off two $20 bills. He handed them to Lucas, clapped him on the back, and said, “Thank you, son. My wife deserves the absolute best, okay? All summer long. You give her the absolute best service.”

    “I will, sir,” Lucas said.

    “I’m going to play another nine holes,” Mr. Bannister said. “A client just called and asked if he could play as a guest so I’m going to take him out. Will you be okay hanging out by the pool for another few hours?”

    Grace lifted her beautiful body from the lounge chair, stepped into her husband’s arms, and kissed him. Her mouth opened and she welcomed his tongue. It was an entirely inappropriate display for the pool, but that seemed to be the point. Grace clearly understood how to keep her husband happy, at least in the early part of their relationship, and she was more than happy to offer herself up.

    “You take as long as you want,” Grace said. “I’m sure Lucas can help me with anything I need.”

    “You’re an incredible woman,” Mr. Bannister said.

    “And you’re an incredible man,” she replied.

    They parted and Lucas noticed a small bulge in Mr. Bannister’s shorts before the older man left for the golf course.

    When Mr. Bannister was out of earshot Grace turned to Lucas and said, “I want you to meet me by lady’s room just outside the pro shop in half an hour.” She laid on the lounge chair, put her sunglasses on, and smiled. It wasn’t a discussion. She’d given an order and she clearly expected it to be followed.

    “Can I get you anything else?” he asked.

    “No, I have everything I need for now. I’ll see you soon,” Grace replied.

    Lucas left Grace and made his way around the pool, tending to the needs of the other guests, most of them the wives of the wealthy men spending their days on the golf or tennis courts.

    “Did you see her kissing him like that? What a whore,” one of the first wives said as Lucas walked away after taking her drink order.

    “She’s just doing what he wants,” another added. “He’s the one you should be mad at. What a pig. His wife worked hard to help him get where he is and he just tosses her aside the moment he gets horny for some young piece of ass. It’s not the new girl’s fault. Hell, if I looked like her I’d grab a man like that and hang on for a few years to get a nice divorce settlement.”

    “She’s a whore,” the first woman said.

    Lucas headed out of the pool area and towards the bar to place the handful of orders he’d collected.

    “How is it out there today?” Sarah, the cute blonde bartender asked.

    “You know how the first few days are,” Lucas replied. “The first wives seem a little angrier than usual today, though.”

    “Have you seen the new Mrs. Bannister?” Sarah said before whistling appreciatively. “She’s going to spur more than a few divorces.”

    Lucas smiled. It seemed quite likely that the kind of lust Grace inspired in most men would lead to a few of the club’s members thinking they could trade up for someone younger and more beautiful than the woman they’d been married to for the past twenty years.

    “Give me five minutes on the drinks,” Sarah said.

    Lucas took a seat and contemplated the idea of actually meeting Grace. He still couldn’t tell if she was fucking with him or making a legitimate offer and he had no idea what she meant by pleasuring her without using his cock. Would he just be going down on her all summer? Would he be fingering her? Did she have something else in mind?

    After delivering the drinks and collecting a handful of tips Lucas returned the tray to the bar and took a deep breath. The moment had arrived. Either he was going to meet Grace as she’d requested or he was going to pretend the offer had never happened and hope that she wasn’t mad.

    Ultimately, it was a mixture of curiosity and desire that led Lucas to the location Grace had specified. It was that same mixture that led to his disappointment when she wasn’t there. Lucas figured she’d been having a little fun with him and he was about to leave when the door to the women’s bathroom opened and she yanked him inside.

    Grace quickly locked the door, leaned against it, and said, “I want you to make me cum, Lucas.”

    “Okay,” he said.

    Grace smiled and pressed on his shoulders, pushing Lucas to his knees in front of her. “Go ahead. Pull my bikini bottoms aside.”

    Lucas reached up and delicately pulled the fabric of her beautiful gold bikini aside, exposing a perfectly shaved pussy.

    “My husband likes it shaved,” she said. “His fondness for it is a little creepy, but it’s a small concession. Do you know how to eat pussy, Lucas?”

    He’d never heard a woman refer to it that way before – though he’d heard his friends say it countless times – and it thrilled him. “I’ve done it before,” he said.

    “Show me,” Grace replied.

    Lucas leaned closer and offered his tongue to the perfect shaved pussy in front of him as Grace lifted her right leg and pressed it against the wall behind him. He slipped his tongue between her labia to taste the flesh inside before turning his efforts to her clit. 

    Grace moaned as he offered her pussy a gentle tongue massage. He thought back to the lessons a girl had given him early in his sophomore year. She’d been very clear that a steady rhythm was important and that he shouldn’t treat her clit like he would treat his cock. Pussy licking wasn’t supposed to be rough. It was supposed to be kind and gentle, like he was making love to it with his tongue. Lucas had taken that lesson to heart and was happily putting it to use for Grace.

    “That’s good, Lucas,” she said between moans. “That’s very good.”

    Grace reached down and grabbed two handfuls of his hair as Lucas continued his rhythmic assault on her clit. She pulled tight enough for it to hurt, but he refused to relent. She moaned a little louder, which he assumed meant she was thoroughly enjoying herself and that she found it a little thrilling to pull his hair as he ate her pussy.

    “Use your fingers, Lucas. Put them inside me,” Grace demanded.

    Lucas reached up and slipped two fingers into her wet pussy. He moaned at how warm and slippery she was and took a moment to imagine how good it would feel to fuck her. He wasn’t confident he would last if Grace demanded he slide his cock into her, but he would certainly enjoy it.

    Grace tightened her grip on his hair and began to move his head subtly. She was directing his tongue and moving it just a little faster than he’d been doing. She was, in essence, using him as a sex toy.

    “That’s better,” she said. “That’s so good, Lucas. Use that tongue. Make me cum with that eager tongue of yours.”

    Lucas matched the rhythm she’d found and Grace closed her eyes and went silent as a look of splendid pleasure came over her face. A moment later she pushed him away from her pussy and bent over. She was cumming. She was definitely cumming. He saw her thighs vibrating and watched her knees buckle a little as she struggled to stay on her feet.

    After what felt like an exceptionally long time Grace stood up straight and smiled at him. She still had a handful of his hair and she pulled back to direct his gaze to her face. “Did you enjoy making me cum, Lucas?”

    “I did,” he said.

    “I have big plans for you,” she said. “We’re going to have a great deal of fun this summer, I promise. And don’t worry about my husband. He won’t find out. I’m very good at keeping secrets.”

    Lucas was going to worry about her husband. It was impossible not to. The man had a destructive reputation and he didn’t want to end up on the receiving end of Mr. Bannister’s wrath.

    “I won’t,” Lucas lied.

    “Thank you for the orgasm,” she said. “When you jerk off tonight I want you to think of me. Will you do that?”

    Lucas nodded.

    Grace smiled, released his hair, and pulled her bikini bottoms over her pussy.

    “Good. You should leave first,” she said.

    Lucas stood, made sure his boner wasn’t too obvious, and left the bathroom. He stood outside the door for a few moments to try and gather his thoughts. What had he just done? Did he just agree to spend the summer having an affair – of a sort, at least – with a member’s wife? What did she mean when she said she had ‘big plans’ for him? Did he make a huge mistake, and if so was there any way to recover from it?

    Lucas wasn’t sure about anything, but he could still taste Grace’s pussy on his lips and he quite liked it. At the very least, his summer was going to be a lot more interesting than he was originally expecting.
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    “Good afternoon, Grace,” Lucas said as he approached the exceedingly beautiful woman whose loins he’d tasted less than 24 hours prior. “Can I get you anything? A fresh towel? A drink, perhaps?”

    Grace smiled at Lucas and pulled her sunglasses off. “Did you enjoy the taste of my pussy, Lucas?” she asked.

    A sense of panic rose in Lucas’s chest as his head whipped around to see if anyone was in earshot. Grace’s laughter pulled his attention back to the beautiful married woman and he said, “Grace, please, I really don’t want to get fired. You can’t say stuff like that.”

    “Lucas, I’m no fool,” Grace replied. “I have no interest in igniting my husband’s temper, which is considerable. We’re all alone in this corner of the pool deck. As you know, most of the women here want nothing to do with me.”

    Lucas’s heart rate returned to normal and he tried his best to look as if he was doing his job instead of navigating what felt like a treacherous conversation. “Why do you keep coming back?” he asked.

    “Well, my husband insists that I come. He pays a great deal of money for our membership, after all. Plus, I like it here. It’s beautiful and exceedingly luxurious. They spend their member’s money quite well,” Grace said. She ran her fingers over her stomach and down one of her legs while flashing a seductive smile at Lucas. “There are certain other benefits to coming here, too.”

    Lucas watched her fingers move over her tanned skin and back up her leg before Grace put her sunglasses back on. “I enjoyed it,” he said.

    “What’s that?” Grace asked.

    “The taste of your pussy,” Lucas answered. “I enjoyed it.”

    Grace laughed and crossed her legs, drawing Lucas’s gaze between them. “Do you play tennis, Lucas?”

    The sudden change in topic through Lucas for a loop, but he recovered a moment later and said, “Yes, I do. I was on the tennis team this past year, actually.”

    “Excellent,” Grace said. “You’ll give me lessons, then.”

    “Oh, well, I’m not really qualified for that. You should ask the club pro. He could give you far better lessons than I can,” Lucas replied.

    Grace took her sunglasses off once more, looked up at Lucas, and said, “But he hasn’t committed to spending his summer learning how to make me cum, has he?”

    Lucas shook his head. “No, I suppose he hasn’t.”

    “You’ll give me private lessons at my home,” Grace informed him. “I’ll give you lessons too, Lucas. I’m sure it will be a very beneficial relationship.”

    Lucas wasn’t in a position to argue or bargain with her. The moment he’d met her at the ladies room the day before he’d committed himself to doing just about anything Grace wanted. “Of course. Let me know when you’d like your first lesson, I guess.”

    “Today,” Grace said. “After you get off you can come by the house. Don’t worry. My husband won’t be there. In the meantime, I’d love a glass of wine. Make it something expensive.”

    Lucas nodded and said, “Of course. I’ll be right back with a glass of wine.” He headed for the bar with a mixture of angst and excitement battling inside him. He wasn’t sure what Grace had planned for him, but Lucas was quite certain she was doing it for her benefit, which meant things could go very badly for him if he wasn’t careful.

    “What can I get for you, Lucas?” Sarah asked as he approached the bar.

    “A glass of expensive wine for Mrs. Bannister,” he replied.

    Sarah smiled. “You gotta love the wives that happily spend their husband’s money. One expensive glass of wine coming your way.” Sarah grabbed a bottle of red wine from the rack, opened it up, and offered a generous pour before sliding the glass Lucas’s way. “Hey, is everything alright? You seem a little distracted.”

    “You’re very observant,” he said.

    Sarah stepped closer and put her hands on the bar. “A bartender always is.”

    “Mrs. Bannister just asked me to give her private tennis lessons. She wants me to go by their house after I get off work,” he explained.

    “Damn,” Sarah said. “Be careful with that, Lucas. Sometimes the second wives get bored a lot quicker than the first wives, you know?”

    Lucas nodded. He was well aware that the wives of wealthy men could be quite destructive in their quest to alleviate the boredom that came with being a kept woman. “I’ll do my best to stay out of the line of fire,” he said.

    “You really should. Mr. Bannister has a way of ruining lives when he gets pissed,” Sarah replied.

    Lucas grabbed the wine and headed back out to the pool. The angst had deepened, but he didn’t see any way to escape getting wrapped up in whatever game Grace wanted to play. All he could do was go along with it and hope things didn’t blow up in his face.

    Mr. Bannister didn’t own a home. He owned an estate, complete with a long and winding driveway, acres of perfectly manicured grounds that included a tennis court, basketball court, and Olympic-sized swimming pool. Lucas pulled up to the massive mansion at the center of the property and took a deep breath as he soaked it all in.

    He got out of his crappy car, grabbed his racket and the tennis balls he’d bought for the occasion, and headed for the front door. It opened before he could find the doorbell and Grace greeted him with a smile. She was dressed in a tight, cropped t-shirt and a short, gleaming white pleated tennis skirt and Lucas couldn’t help but stare for just a few moments.

    “I look good, don’t I?” she asked.

    “Shit, I’m sorry,” Lucas said. “I shouldn’t have stared.”

    “Oh, you absolutely should have,” Grace said. “I work hard for this body, Lucas. It’s meant to be admired. I mean, it’s meant to keep my husband happy – that’s a second wife’s first job, after all – but I like that even someone as young as you thinks I look good.”

    “You do,” Lucas said. “Your hard work has clearly paid off.”

    Grace stepped aside and said, “Come in.”

    Lucas stepped into the foyer and the massive crystal chandelier caught his attention before anything else. He looked up at what seemed to be thousands of sparkling pieces and Grace stepped close enough for their arms to touch.

    “It’s hideous,” she said. “It’s my least favorite thing in the house and I’m on a mission to get rid of it. It cost a fortune, though, so Robert – that’s Mr. Bannister – is resistant. I’ve managed to cleanse the house of almost everything the first Mrs. Bannister bought, but this disgusting chandelier is still around.” Grace took his hand and Lucas’s pulse raced almost immediately. “Come,” she said.

    Lucas let her lead him through the foyer and the massive dining room and into the kitchen, which had a beautiful view of the backyard, the pool, and the tennis court.

    “Would you like anything to drink?” Grace asked.

    “No, thanks,” he replied as his eyes wandered over the biggest, most beautiful kitchen he’d ever seen.

    Grace opened the refrigerator and bent over and Lucas shifted his attention to her ass as the tennis skirt rode up, revealing she was wearing a rather skimpy white thong. He knew he shouldn’t have stared, but Lucas couldn’t help it.

    “If my husband was here he’d be quite upset with you, Lucas,” Grace said as she stood and smiled at him.

    “What? Oh, right, sorry. I was staring again,” Lucas replied as his eyes darted around the kitchen in an effort to stare at anything other than the beautiful, scantily clad woman he was about to offer a tennis lesson to.

    Grace laughed. “I’m kidding, Lucas. Well, sort of. Robert would definitely be pissed if he caught you staring at my ass like that, but he’s not here and I bent over like that so you could have a look.” She grabbed a bottled water, closed the refrigerator, and approached with a seductive smile on her face. Grace stopped just short of pressing their bodies together and reached out to grab his cock. “Have you thought about my pussy today?”

    Lucas nodded as he got hard in her grasp. “I have.”

    “Did you think about eating my pussy again, Lucas? Were you hoping I’d let you eat my pussy today?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Lucas admitted. “I thought about it constantly, actually.”

    “Get on your knees,” Grace said.

    Lucas dropped to his knees and looked up at her. Grace put her foot on one of the stools by the island and lifted her skirt. She pulled aside her panties, put a hand on the back of Lucas’s head, and pulled him between her legs.

    “Eat my pussy,” she said.

    Lucas’s cock throbbed as he did what the beautiful older woman demanded. She moaned and slowly moved her hips, rubbing her slick pussy over his tongue. After no more than a minute Grace stepped back, fixed her panties, and let her skirt fall. She helped Lucas to his feet and a moment later the maid walked into the kitchen.

    “Good afternoon, Celia,” Grace said.

    “Good afternoon, Mrs. Bannister,” the stout Latina maid replied.

    “This is Lucas,” Grace said. “He’s my new tennis instructor.”

    “Very good, Mrs. Bannister. It’s nice to meet you, Lucas,” Celia said.

    Lucas nodded. “It’s nice to meet you too.”

    “Well, we should get to it,” Grace said. She headed for the backyard and Lucas followed with his heart pounding hard. He’d been seconds from getting caught going down on Grace and potentially putting him in the crosshairs of one of the wealthiest, angriest men in town.

    “Holy shit,” Lucas said. “That was close.”

    “Not really,” Grace replied. “Celia wouldn’t say anything. My husband’s an asshole to her. I’m actually nice to her. I think she’d actually like the idea that I had some cute young guy servicing my pussy because my husband can’t fuck me worth a damn.”

    “Is it really that bad?” Lucas asked as they headed towards the tennis court.

    Grace looked at him and smiled. “Honestly? No. It’s just that I expected it to be better so I’m constantly disappointed. For some reason, I haven’t adjusted yet. It’s not like he’s going to get better, I just thought he would be, so every time we fuck I get a little bit annoyed.”

    Lucas couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea of marrying someone that would disappoint him sexually, but he knew life was far more complicated than he could understand, thanks in large part to his lack of experience.

    “My racket’s in the pool house,” Grace said. “Let me go grab it and I’ll meet you on the court.”

    Lucas watched Grace’s long, beautiful legs as she strode towards the pool house. He thought of being on his knees in her kitchen and tasting her pussy once again and it was enough to bring his cock back to life. Once again he reminded himself of how unwise he’d been to get into his current situation, but even if there was a safe way out, Lucas wasn’t entirely sure he’d take it. Grace was the most alluring woman he’d ever met and Lucas was certain the summer he was about to have would be among the most interesting of his life.

    “So, what’s your level of experience?” Lucas asked. “Tennis wise, I mean.”

    “Somewhere between beginner and intermediate, I guess,” Grace answered as they stepped onto the court. “I had a handful of lessons when I was younger and Robert and I have played a few times, but he’s a lot better than I am so it’s not all that much fun. The country club has a doubles tournament at the end of the summer and he wants us to enter it. It’s your job to make sure I’m good enough for us to stand a chance. Do you think you can do that, Lucas?”

    “If I’m being honest, I have no idea,” Lucas said. “I’ve taken a lot of tennis lessons in my life, but I’ve never given one.”

    “Well, how about this, Lucas. If Robert and I win that tournament, I’ll let you fuck me,” Grace said. “I’ll let you fuck me any way you’d like. I’ll even let you cum inside me. How does that sound?”

    “Like a really good reason to help you win that tournament,” Lucas said.

    “Let’s get started, then,” Grace replied.

    Given the lack of warning about his newfound status as a tennis instructor, Lucas hadn’t had much time to prepare. He’d spent most of the day thinking about how he could do the job effectively, and that meant the first session would be dedicated to figuring out how good Grace was.

    Unsurprisingly, she proved quite athletic. Her technique was sloppy, but she moved gracefully on the court as they warmed up with a few quick rallies and Lucas was convinced he’d be able to help her improve, though ensuring Grace was good enough to win the doubles tournament was something else entirely.

    “We need to start with your form,” Lucas said as he joined Grace on her side of the net after their warm up. “Let’s start with the grip.”

    Lucas demonstrated the proper way to grip the racket and worked through the basics he remembered from his first lessons. They practiced the proper forehand and backhand strokes, first at a relaxed pace before working their way up to full speed.

    “You know, I feel like I’m not fully getting it,” Grace said after a few minutes of swing practice. “Do you think you could show me?”

    “Of course,” Lucas replied as he picked up his racket.

    “No, not with your racket,” she said. “Show me, Lucas. Guide my hand.” Lucas dropped his racket and stepped closer. He reached for Grace’s hand but she pulled back. “Not like that, Lucas. From behind me. Your body needs to be one with mine. You need to teach me the movement.”

    “Oh, okay,” Lucas said. His heart rate picked up. He could see the look on Grace’s face. There was no question she intended on having a little fun. He stepped behind her and Grace pushed her ass into his crotch. He looked down to see her skirt riding up a little. If he hadn’t been wearing shorts, he would have felt the warm, sweaty skin of her thighs against his.

    Lucas leaned forward and ran his fingers down Grace’s forearm. He gently wrapped his hand around hers and pulled back slowly. He moved the racket through the air in a slow motion version of a forehand and followed through.

    “Just like that,” Lucas said.

    Grace looked back at him and smiled. Their lips were impossibly close and for a moment he thought she might kiss him. “You’re an excellent teacher, Lucas.”

    “Thank you,” he replied.

    Grace moved her ass a little and Lucas quickly reached a fully erect state. He was tempted to back away, but it seemed obvious that she was trying to get him hard. “Are you thinking about fucking me, Lucas?” she asked.

    “I can’t help it,” he replied.

    “Is this how you’d fuck me? From behind?” Grace asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Lucas said. “I guess I’d try to fuck you every way imaginable.”

    “Grace!” someone called out.

    Grace stood up and Lucas backed away and looked over his shoulder. He saw Mr. Bannister coming out of the house and towards the tennis court.

    “Welcome home, Robert!” Grace called back.

    Lucas looked down and saw the tent in his shorts. He panicked at the idea of Mr. Bannister seeing his erection. “What do I do?” he asked.

    “Sit on the bench,” Grace said. “Robert will barely pay attention to you, I promise.”

    Lucas grabbed his racket and rushed towards the bench. He hastily untied his shoe and pulled it off so he could act like he was on the bench to free a pebble from bothering the bottom of his foot.

    Grace met Mr. Bannister at the gate and stepped into his arms. They kissed and Lucas glanced at the couple to see Mr. Bannister lift his wife’s skirt and grab her ass. “You look good in this little skirt,” he said.

    “I wore it just for you,” she replied. “I knew you’d come home while I was getting my lesson. I knew you’d like seeing me on the court in this cute little skirt and this skimpy top.”

    Mr. Bannister smiled. “You know me so well.”

    “I love making you happy,” Grace said. “And I know it makes you happy to see your wife in something sexy.”

    They kissed again and again Lucas glanced over. Mr. Bannister grasped his wife’s ass and massaged her flesh. His fingers wandered a little lower and Lucas was almost certain Mr. Bannister was trying to play with her pussy.

    “How’s your instructor?” Mr. Bannister asked.

    “Lucas? He’s wonderful,” Grace said. “I’m confident we’ll stand a good chance at winning the doubles championship by the time he’s done with me.”

    “Should my wife be confident of that, Lucas?” Mr. Bannister asked.

    Lucas slipped his shoe onto his foot, looked up at Mr. Bannister, and said, “Absolutely, sir. Mrs. Bannister is a natural athlete and I think she can improve a great deal in a few months.”

    Mr. Bannister smacked Grace’s ass and said, “Excellent. I’m going to steal Mrs. Bannister away for a little while, Lucas. You wait here.”

    “Of course,” Lucas replied.

    Mr. Bannister took Grace’s hand and they walked towards the house. He flipped up her skirt and grabbed her ass a few times on the way there. She squealed in delight each time. There was no question what they were going to the house to do. Lucas sat back and took a deep breath. He was thankful that Grace had been right. Mr. Bannister paid him no attention once she’d distracted him with a kiss. All he cared about was fucking his wife.

    Lucas waited a short while and was about to kill time with a stroll around the grounds when he spotted Grace coming his way. She had a smile on her face and a bounce in her step, which struck Lucas as odd considering her complaints about sex with Mr. Bannister.

    “I hope it wasn’t terrible waiting for me,” Grace said as she stepped onto the court.

    “Not at all,” Lucas replied.

    Grace sat on the bench and spread her legs. She pulled up her skirt and revealed that she’d left her panties inside.

    “What are you doing?” he asked. “Mr. Bannister is inside. He could see.”

    “Robert has a dinner meeting with a client,” Grace said. “He came home for a quickie and he’s in the shower, where he’ll be for the next twenty minutes. It shouldn’t take you that long to make me cum, should it? Robert got me started – though of course he didn’t make me cum – and I’d like you to finish the job, Lucas. So get on your knees, crawl between my legs, and eat my pussy.”

    “But…but your husband, he was just…” Lucas stammered.

    “He was just inside me?” Grace said. “Do you not want to eat my pussy after my husband’s cock was inside me, Lucas?”

    “Well, it just, it seems, kind of gross, to be honest,” Lucas said.

    Grace pushed two fingers deep into her pussy, held them there for a few moments, then pulled them out and stood up. She closed the distance between her and Lucas in a few steps, lifted her fingers, and pressed them against his lower lips. “Open up,” she said. “Now.”

    Lucas opened his mouth and Grace pushed her fingers onto his tongue.

    “Clean them,” she said. “Taste me.”

    Lucas closed his lips around her fingers and sucked them clean as instructed. He didn’t taste anything abnormal, though.

    “Sometimes, Robert likes to cum in my mouth,” she said. “I think it makes him feel powerful. He likes to see me get on my knees. He even likes when I beg for it. I begged for it today. I got on my knees in front of my husband and I begged for him to cum in my mouth, Lucas. I was a good wife and I swallowed just like he wanted me to.”

    Lucas had a raging erection, though he didn’t entirely understand why. He thoroughly enjoyed the arousal coursing through his body, though.

    “Now, I’m going to sit on that bench and you’re going to make me cum, Lucas. You’re going to worship my pussy despite the fact that my husband’s cock was just inside it. Do you understand?” she asked.

    Lucas nodded and Grace pulled her fingers from his mouth, backed up, and sat on the bench. She spread her legs, pulled up here skirt, and revealed her bare pussy once more. This time, Lucas didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees, crawled between her legs, and went to work.

    Grace put a hand on top of his head, moaned loudly, and said, “That’s it,” she said. “Eat my pussy. Put your tongue where my husband’s disappointing cock just traveled. Finish the job for him, Lucas. Eat my wet pussy.”

    Lucas ran his fingers up and down her thighs as he massaged Grace’s clit with his tongue. She rewarded him with a low moan and he briefly considered reaching up to play with her tits. It seemed unwise, though. Despite it being the third time he’d gone down on her, they weren’t close enough for him to make a leap like that.

    “That’s it,” Grace said as her body began to tremble. “That’s it, Lucas. Make me cum. Eat my freshly-fucked cunt and make me cum. That’s it. Eat the cunt my husband just fucked and make me cum!”

    Grace climaxed on Lucas’s tongue a few moments later. A series of wild, wondrous moans escaped her lips as she leaned back and tilted her head skywards. Lucas leaned back on his knees and watched the beautiful older woman indulge in the pleasure he’d provided.

    “Thank you, Lucas,” Grace said with a smile on her face. Then, without warning, she leaned forward and kissed him. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and any resistance Lucas might have felt melted away. He knew Mr. Bannister’s cum has just been on Grace’s tongue, but Lucas couldn’t taste it. He couldn’t taste anything, really. The kiss was pure pleasure.

    “Wow, that was incredible,” Lucas said as Grace sat back.

    Grace looked between Lucas’s legs, smiled, and asked, “Lucas, do you have a girlfriend? Someone that could take care of that erection of yours?”

    “No, I don’t,” Lucas replied.

    “Why is that?” she asked.

    “It’s summer,” he said. “I had a girlfriend at school – though we broke up after spring break – and it’s not easy to find a girl here that’s willing to date for just the summer, you know?”

    “Have you asked anyone out?” Grace asked.

    “No,” Lucas replied.

    She smiled. “Well then, you don’t really know if it’s easy to find someone or not, do you? I’ll tell you what, Lucas. I’m going to help you find a girlfriend. You deserve a little bit of pleasure, after all.”

    “Okay,” Lucas said. He wasn’t sure about dating a girl while servicing Grace, but he wasn’t going to argue with her in the moment.

    “In the meantime, we should continue with my lesson. I do actually need to get better at tennis. Thank you for the orgasm, though,” Grace said as she stood up.

    “It was my pleasure,” Lucas replied. He grabbed his racket, collected the balls strewn about the court, and tried to clear his mind of any distracting sexual thoughts to get back to the tennis lesson.
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    Lucas was nervous as he pulled through the gate of the Bannister's estate and up the gravel driveway. It was his fourth time coming to the house to give Grace a tennis lesson and he'd been nervous each and every time.

    It wasn't the idea of teaching her to play tennis that made him nervous, though it probably should have, given that he wasn't actually a tennis instructor. Instead, his nerves were rooted in the knowledge that Grace would almost certainly want Lucas to provide her with some sort of sexual pleasure. He wasn't against that, of course, but if Mr. Bannister found out he'd almost certainly go out of his way to make Lucas's life a living hell.

    Sarah - the cute bartender at the country club that Lucas had a crush on - had warned him against agreeing to the tennis lessons. Lucas hadn't really had a choice, though. When the wife of one of the most powerful members of the club asks you to give her tennis lessons, you agree to do so without hesitation. Plus, he liked offering her sexual pleasure, most of which had come via his mouth and fingers.

    Lucas parked his decidedly crappy car next to the gleaming luxury sedan that Grace drove - no doubt purchased by her husband soon after their wedding day - and took a moment to survey the expansive, genuinely breathtaking house in front of him. Lucas felt a touch of jealousy every time he saw the house, in part because it seemed genuinely impossible that he'd ever come into possession of the sort of wealth needed to afford a home like the one Mr. Bannister had owned for more than a decade.

    Lucas also took note of a truck loaded down with what looked like pool cleaning supplies. It seemed that he wasn't the only outside contractor invited to the house that day.

    The housekeeper - a stout-looking Hispanic woman named Marta - answered the door a few minutes after Lucas rang the bell and gestured for him to come inside without saying a word.

    "The Mrs. is out back. By the pool," she said brusquely before moving past Lucas and into the kitchen.

    Lucas slung his tennis bag over his shoulder, made his way through the house, and headed towards the pool, which happened to be very near the tennis court. The grass looked green and remarkably lush - the Bannister's must have employed an exceptionally skilled gardener, as Lucas's parents never could manage to keep their lawn looking green or lush - and he was tempted to slip out of his shoes and walk barefoot through the grass.

    Lucas kept his shoes on, though, and was distracted from his momentary obsession with the grass by the sight of a tall, remarkably muscular young man exiting the pool deck carrying a wealth of cleaning supplies. His shirt was much tighter than it needed to be - though Lucas noted that he too would wear tight shirts if he had a body like the man approaching him - and he flashed a bright smile and nodded as he walked by.

    Lucas wondered if cleaning the pools of wealthy people was as terrible a job as he suspected. You'd spend your entire day awash in luxury that you'd likely never be able to afford and it was quite likely you wouldn't be treated with any sort of kindness by your customers.

    That thought washed clean out of his head when Lucas spotted Mrs. Bannister - or Grace, as she insisted he call her - relaxing in a lounge chair by the pool. She looked radiantly beautiful in a white bikini and her skin glistened with either a fine sheen of sweat or some sort of tanning oil. She had on a pair of sunglasses and her hair looked particularly shiny.

    Lucas thought she might be asleep, but as soon as he stepped onto the pool deck, Grace sat up and removed her sunglasses. She offered a bright, charming smile - the sort of smile that likely helped her attract Mr. Bannister in the first place - and crossed one foot over the other in a manner he found astoundingly alluring as his eyes were drawn to her long, toned legs.

    "Good morning, Lucas," she said.

    "Good morning, Mrs...er...Grace. It's nice to see you."

    She swung her legs over the side of the lounge chair and stood. Lucas's pulse quickened as she approached and he tried his best not to stare at her breasts, which bounced rather invitingly within the confines of her fairly skimpy bikini.

    "It's cute that you're trying so hard not to stare," she said, making it clear that Lucas had failed in his attempt to hide his desire. "I don't mind if you stare a little, though. I don't spend hours each day working out so that men won't stare at my body."

    It still felt weird to stare - especially now that she was just a few steps away from him - but Lucas did let himself enjoy one glance at her spectacular breasts, which looked even better in their slightly sweaty state.

    "Did you just finish a workout?" he asked.

    Grace smiled, looked down, and ran her fingers over the sweat that coated her breasts. She did so in a manner that struck Lucas as astoundingly seductive and he was unsurprised - though embarrassed - to find his cock stirring as he watched.

    "You know, I guess you could say that I did just finish a workout."

    Grace's fingers moved towards her lips, but before taking them in her mouth she smiled, stepped closer to Lucas, and pushed them onto his tongue instead. The salty taste of her sweat filled his mouth and he groaned when she reached out with her other hand and grasped his cock through his shorts, stroking him a handful of times until he sported a throbbing erection.

    "Did you see that gorgeous young man leaving?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "He gave me quite a workout. Two orgasms worth, in fact. It's the most vigorous sex I've ever had, though with a body like his, it shouldn't be surprising that he can generate quite a bit of power. It's not the kind of sex I always want to have, but it's nice to get fucked like that every two weeks when he shows up to clean the pool."

    She was sweaty because she'd had sex. Because she'd cheated on her husband. A fact she'd just admitted to Lucas, unless of course Mr. Bannister was well aware of his wife's extracurricular activities and was more than happy to let her pursue her pleasure as long as she gave him what he wanted.

    "Actually, I need a small favor from you, Lucas," Grace said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth.

    "Anything," he replied without hesitation.

    Her smile was bright and genuine. "You're such a sweet boy. I have two condoms I need you to dispose of. I'd flush them, but the plumbing in the pool house isn't great and there's a chance they'd come right back up. Robert isn't entirely unaware of the fact that I sometimes pursue my pleasure elsewhere, but he'd react very poorly if he was confronted with direct evidence of it, so if you wouldn't mind carrying the used condoms out with you when we're done? Perhaps you could tie them off and put them in your tennis bag?"

    "Of course," he said.

    Grace surprised Lucas by pressing her body against his and kissing him softly on the lips. He closed his eyes and for a few blissful seconds her tongue entered his mouth and swirled with his. Lucas's cock throbbed like it had never throbbed before and in that moment all he wanted was to have sex with the beautiful woman kissing him. Despite knowing it was an impossibility - she'd been clear they wouldn't be having sex - his body wanted no part of logic or reason in that moment.

    Grace stepped back with a satisfied smile on her face - she seemed quite delighted at his erection and perhaps at what must have been a look of total, blissful devotion on his face in that moment - and said, "You'll find the condoms in the trash bin in the pool house bathroom. While you're dealing with that, I'll change for our tennis lesson."

    She walked past him and into the pool house and Lucas followed with his tennis bag once more slung over his shoulder. He stared at Grace's ass the entire time and wondered if she was swaying her hips so significantly because she wanted to captivate him or if she simply walked like that all the time.

    "In there," she said while pointing towards the bathroom.

    Lucas wanted to follow her wherever she was going, but instead he stepped into the bathroom, set his bag down, and picked up the trash bin. As she'd said, two used condoms rested in the bottom of the plastic bag that lined the bin.

    It wasn't until that moment that Lucas realized he'd agreed to handle another man's used condoms and that he'd absolutely have to tie them off if he didn't want the pool guy's cum all over his tennis bag.

    He took a deep breath, reached in, and pulled out one of the condoms. He held it up for a moment and stared at the impressive volume of cum in the tip. Lucas considered upending it and pouring it into the sink, but he reasoned that he'd almost certainly get a little bit of cum in his tennis bag if he did that, so instead he tied off the condom and set it on the counter before reaching into the trash bin for the second.

    "Jeez," Lucas said as he held it up. This one had even more cum in it - it must have been the first one he'd used - and Lucas was hit with a gentle wave of jealousy as he thought about the pool guy fucking Grace. He thought of the condom in his hand moving in and out of Grace's pussy while wrapped around another man's cock. He wished it had been wrapped around his cock. He wished desperately he'd been the one to fuck her, perhaps in the bed in the pool house or on one of the lounge chairs.

    "Impressive, isn't it?"

    Lucas jumped in surprise and nearly dropped the condom as his head whipped around. Grace had changed into a tight white sleeveless athletic top and a remarkably short tennis skirt and he suspected she wasn't wearing a bra, based on the fact that her nipples were quite clearly poking through the material of her top.

    "He's cum in my mouth before," she continued. "He cums more than any man I've ever been with. There's something hot about it, though. Something that makes him seem so much more virile than other men. Do you cum that much, Lucas?"

    He shook his head and Grace reached out and stroked him through his shorts as she pressed her body against his. Her breasts felt wondrous - and he was now certain she wasn't wearing a bra - and his cock once again reached a remarkably stiff state with little effort on her part.

    "You're not really the sort of man my handsome pool guy is though, are you?"

    Lucas shook his head again and Grace leaned in and kissed his neck.

    "That's okay. To be honest, more women would prefer to be with a man like you - long term, I mean - than a man like him. With a guy like that you have to worry that he's going to cheat on you. Plus, getting fucked like that would get tiresome if you were taking it every day." She smiled. "Taking it a few times a month, though, is glorious, Lucas. So glorious that my pussy is still tingling with pleasure."

    She unzipped his shorts and freed his cock. Lucas's heart raced as Grace stared into his eyes and took him in her hand, offering slow, gentle strokes while her lips curled into a smile.

    "Does it feel good when I stroke your dick, Lucas?"

    "Yes."

    "Is it strange to be holding another man's cum while you get a handjob from a married woman?"

    "Very much so."

    Grace reached up and took the used condom from him. She stroked him a little faster and then in an instant she'd placed the used condom on his cock. With one hand she sealed it around the base of his cock and with the other she stroked the head while bathing it in the pool guy's thick load.

    "Please...don't..."

    Lucas was horrified, and yet it felt so good. He could have stepped away. He could have pried her hands from his cock. He didn't, though. He just stood there and watched as the cum-filled condom covered his cock while he got a handjob from a beautiful married woman.

    "Shh, Lucas. Don't fight it. You know it feels good. You know you like having his used condom on your cock. You know you like wearing the condom that another man used to fuck me. You know you like that your dick is bathed in the cum he produced while fucking my tight little pussy."

    She was right. He did like it. Or at least his body liked it. It felt so fucking good. So astoundingly hot. If she kept it up he was going to cum and he was going to cum hard.

    "Grace...I'm close..."

    "Then cum for me, Lucas. Let me give you this. Let me give you this gift. Let me show you the pleasures of trying something new, of stepping outside your boundaries, or surrendering to that part of you that's a kinky little freak."

    Lucas was getting a handjob with another man's cum-filled condom around his cock. It was kinky as hell. Was she right? Was he a kinky little freak? Did it matter? He couldn't think straight. He couldn't think about anything other than how good fucking good it felt.

    Lucas came in the condom. He pressed his hands against the bathroom wall to keep himself from falling and he came in the condom. He cried out and then clamped his mouth shut just in case anyone was close enough to hear.

    Grace leaned in to kiss his neck. Her breasts pressed into his body. It was glorious. Her lips were soft and her tongue so skilled as it danced over his skin. It was perfect. Utterly perfect.

    "Thank you," he said afterwards.

    Grace pulled the condom from his cock and held it up. Cum coated the entirety of the inside and his dick, too. "You're welcome," she replied. "Now tie this off and get it in your bag. I can't have my husband finding out that I made two different men cum today."

    The way she smiled made Lucas wonder if Mr. Bannister would have been angry at hearing that little bit of news or if he and Grace had a far stranger relationship than Lucas imagined.

    "When you're done, I'd like you to make me cum before we have our lesson."

    Lucas took the condom and smiled. "It would be my pleasure."

    "I know. You like putting your tongue where another man's cock has been."

    The notion made him uncomfortable, but before Lucas could voice his rejection of that notion Grace kissed him. It was a deep kiss. A passionate kiss. She grabbed his hand and put on her ass, too, washing away any argument about liking to put his tongue where another man's cock had been.

    "I'll be on the tennis court," she said. "You can eat my pussy there."

    She walked away - though not before lifting her skirt and revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties - and Lucas turned his attention to the condom.

    He tied it off and placed it in his tennis bag. He washed his hands and his cock in the bathroom sink - an odd experience, to be sure - and then waited a bit for his erection to fade before heading out to the tennis court to service Grace's pussy before he got down to the real reason he was there, which was to make sure she was actually good enough at tennis to ensure she and Mr. Bannister had a chance to win the doubles tournament at the end of the summer.

    Grace had Lucas drop to his knees on the court and then lifted her skirt and pulled his head to her pussy. He licked her clit while her fingers were entwined in his hair. He lost himself in the rather intense pleasure of making the woman standing above him quiver with orgasmic delight and he bathed his tongue in the sweet taste of her juices while she came - and came rather hard.

    Afterwards, Lucas offered an hourlong lesson - this time focusing on the finer points of her backhand - and was treated to a wealth of pussy and ass shots as her skirt kept flipping up. By the end he was nursing a partial erection - recovery times were quick at his age - and he was also quite pleased with the progress Grace was making.

    "You're getting better," he said as they both drank from ice cold bottles of water.

    She smiled. "I have a good teacher."

    Lucas was surprised to feel a genuine touch of pride, and a bit of shyness at the idea of being good at almost anything.

    "I hope I'm teaching you a few things about yourself," she added.

    He nodded. It would have been foolish to deny that fact.

    "You need to have actual sex, though, Lucas. With a girl. A girlfriend, ideally. Someone you can explore with. Someone say...cute and blonde and working as a bartender at the club?"

    "Sarah?" he asked.

    Grace nodded. "You're going to ask her out. Today, actually. You'll do it at the beginning of your shift. You'll walk right up to her and ask her if you can take her out for dinner."

    Lucas recoiled at the idea of doing something so nerve-wracking and so full of potential for rejection.

    "Don't make that face. You're going to ask her out and she's going to say yes. She likes you, Lucas. I've seen it. She's just not sure if you like her. So you're going to show her that you do by asking her out. You're going to take her out. You're going to be impressive. Eventually - though not on the first date - you'll have sex with her. You'll hopefully have lots of really good sex, aided by my teachings, which we'll get to as soon as you secure that first date."

    Lucas envied her confidence, as he was absolutely certain that Sarah would reject his request for a date.

    "If you don't ask her, I'll have to tell my husband that you showed me your cock in the pool house. He won't like that, Lucas."

    The look on her face made him absolutely certain she'd do it, and facing the anger of Robert Bannister was a far worse fate than being rejected by Sarah, which meant Lucas would be asking her out that day at work.

    "Okay, I'll do it."

    Grace kissed him on the cheek and let her lips linger for a few seconds. It was enough to make Lucas's cock tingle with desire.

    "Good boy," she said softly. "I promise, she'll say yes. Try your best to seem confident, but Sarah likes you enough that she might find it cute if you're hopelessly nervous, so don't worry too much. Oh, and when you take her out, make sure it's a decent place. You don't want it to be overly fancy or stuffy - you're young, after all - but no fucking fast food."

    "No, of course not."

    Grace smiled. "Good. Now off with you. Go ask that girl out. Show her that you like her, Lucas, and I promise you'll have the summer of your life."

    Lucas grabbed his tennis bag - making a note to dispose of the two used condoms as quickly as possible - and headed across the expansive and lush lawn and towards the house.

    Despite everything that had just happened - the kinky orgasm, the pussy licking, the relentless flashing of her pussy and ass - all Lucas could think about was Sarah and how overwhelmingly nervous he felt about asking her out.

    He'd do it, though. He had the motivation he needed, so he'd do it. Maybe she'd reject him, but he was going to do it even if the nervousness made him throw up afterwards. He was going to task her out.
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     Each time Lucas stepped into the bar that morning he felt his throat constrict and his pulse quicken. Each time he saw Sarah standing behind the bar the same thing happened. Each time he failed to ask her out as Mrs. Bannister had instructed.

    "Is everything okay today?" Sarah asked as noon fast approached and the volume of orders began to increase thanks to the fact that most of the first and second wives tried to get close to noon before they started drinking.

    "Uh...yeah, why do you ask?"

    She smiled in a manner that made his heart flutter a bit and Lucas wondered if she could see what he imagined was a rather stupid grin on his face. "You seem different." She lifted her hand and moved it in a slow circle like she was encompassing his body. "There's a nervous energy coming off of you."

    Lucas was impressed with her powers of observation. He'd been nervous all morning, and not because he was worried about disappointing Mrs. Bannister. He was worried because he wanted to go out with Sarah and he feared that she'd reject him.

    "Okay...yes...I'm nervous."

    "Why?" she asked before her lips curled into the slightest smile, as if she knew exactly why he was so nervous.

    Lucas took a deep breath, closed his eyes for far longer than he should have while having a conversation with someone, and then opened them once more and let rip. "I'm nervous because I really like you. Because you're beautiful and smart and funny. Because you're obviously pretty perceptive. I'm nervous because I want to ask you out."

    Sarah finished making the drinks he'd soon deliver to a group of four first wives - all of whom had spent most of their morning gossiping about one of the newest second wives spending her summer at the club - and then rested her elbows on the bar, leaned over, and smiled at him.

    "So, are you going to do it?"

    He stared at her dumbly. "Do what?"

    Sarah laughed. "Ask me out."

    She wasn't going to say no. Lucas was certain of it. She wouldn't have been smiling and laughing if she was going to turn him down. He felt a huge sense of relief. "Oh, right, yes, can I take you out...this weekend, I guess?"

    She smiled brightly. "Yes, you can."

    More relief flowed through Lucas. He felt the tension leave his shoulders and neck. He felt himself smiling as broadly as he ever had. Sarah beckoned him closer and he approached the bar. She pressed her hands on the shiny mahogany wood, lifted her body off the ground, and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. The split second when her warm, soft lips rested against his skin was pure bliss.

    "I was hoping you'd ask me out," she confessed. "I wasn't sure you liked me, but I was hoping you'd ask me out. So thank you for doing so. Where are we going on our date?"

    Lucas wasn't prepared for the question and he again he stared dumbly for a few seconds before saying, "I haven't figured that out yet. I'll make it good, though. I will."

    He grabbed the tray of drinks, smiled at Sarah, and turned to head back out to the pool deck.

    "I'm looking forward to it!" she called out.

    He looked over his shoulder and replied, "Me too!"

    Lucas then tripped and spilled all four drinks, shattering the glasses. Sarah came running out from behind the bar and laughed as she stood next to him. Her hand moved to his lower back and Lucas felt his cock stir at her touch. Then she kissed him on the cheek again and he very nearly sprouted an erection.

    "I'll take the blame for that," she said softly. "You clean up the mess and I'll make the drinks again. If you work quickly, no one has to know about it."

    Two kisses on the cheek in the span of just a few minutes bode well for their date, assuming Lucas didn't screw it up in one of a dozen different ways. Nervousness crept in again as the victory of securing a date transitioned to thoughts of how things could go wrong as Lucas cleaned up the glass and alcohol that soaked the hardwood floor by the bar's entrance.

    Lucas just had to make sure it was a good date, and if he was lucky he'd find a way to make it great. How he would do that was another story, but he had a few days to come up with the perfect idea.

    ---

    "So, did you pop the question?" Mrs. Bannister - or Grace, as she insisted Lucas call her - asked as she lowered her sunglasses.

    As always, she looked magnificent. On this particular day she wore a black bikini with gold buckles at her hips and between her breasts. Most of the women lounging by the pool wouldn't have been able to pull it off, but Grace looked spectacular.

    Lucas handed the beautiful married woman her drink and nodded. "I did. She said yes."

    The smile on Grace's face struck Lucas as genuinely joyful, like she took great pride in the fact that she'd helped him get a date with the girl he had a serious crush on.

    "When and where?"

    She sipped her drink and Lucas took a moment to marvel at the fact that Grace could look sexy doing something as simple as drinking.

    "This weekend and I'm not sure where," he said. "I don't...I haven't dated a lot, to be honest, and I'm not really sure what to do."

    Grace uncrossed her long, tanned legs and Lucas couldn't help but stare as he held the drinks tray behind his back. He thought of how he'd gone down on her just a few days ago and immediately pulled the drinks tray in front of his crotch to cover the bulge that formed in his shorts.

    "Well, it's been quite some time since I was your age, Lucas, but I'm certain that there's virtue in keeping it simple. When you get a little older - when you're pursuing a career and making real money - you might find that it's important to impress a woman by taking her to an expensive restaurant and driving her there in an expensive car, but you're young and free and not really making any money at all, so something simple that gives you plenty of time and space to get to know each other is probably the best choice."

    Grace sipped her drink and smiled as Lucas unabashedly glanced at her breasts. It was hard not to picture them naked, a sight that had played in his head on more than a few occasions as he'd masturbated to a furious orgasm while thinking about the older woman splayed out in front of him.

    "Have you been to that place on the beach with the fried fish? I think it's literally called The Fish Shack. They've got picnic tables in the sand, umbrellas, you order at the counter. The food is actually supposed to be really good and I'm pretty sure that when I was your age I would have loved sitting across from a guy I really liked at a place like that. Plus, you could go for a walk on the beach afterwards."

    Lucas knew they had bike rentals down at that beach, too, and he figured it might actually be great to spend the day biking along the beach, checking out the shops, maybe even popping into the charmingly retro arcade someone had just opened.

    "That sounds perfect. Thank you, Mrs...uh, Grace. I really appreciate the advice."

    She crossed her legs once more, sipped her drink, and said, "You're coming by the house for another tennis lesson tomorrow, right?"

    Lucas nodded.

    "Is it safe to assume you hope to kiss your date this weekend?"

    "Yes."

    Grace smiled, sat up, and looked up at him. "Then we'll have to make sure you're a good kisser. I promise, even if the date doesn't go perfectly, if you kiss her the way she wants to be kissed she will absolutely agree to a second date."

    Lucas was aware that he was playing with fire where Grace was concerned. Mr. Bannister could unleash hell on Lucas if he knew what was happening after - and sometimes before - the tennis lessons he was playing for. Sarah probably wouldn't have been thrilled to know that Lucas sometimes engaged in sexual play with one of the second wives. He couldn't cancel the lessons, though. It just wasn't an option. Plus, if Lucas was being honest, he found it exciting to do whatever it was that Grace wanted him to do.

    "Oh...okay," he said with a slight smile.

    She looked amused - perhaps at his discomfort - and then laid back, sipped her drink, and pulled her sunglasses over her eyes.

    "I'll check back in a little later," Lucas said.

    "Thank you, Lucas. I'm sure I'll want lunch soon enough. The pool guy was at the house today and as I'm sure you know I tend to get awfully hungry after he comes for a visit."

    Lucas thought of Grace and the muscular young pool guy having sex. He hadn't witnessed it, but she'd described the vigorous nature of the fucking that went on between them. He'd pictured it a few nights ago while masturbating and had experienced quite the thrilling orgasm. In that moment, standing there on the club’s pool deck, Lucas felt gentle tremors of that same pleasure emanating from his loins.

    "Of course. I'll bring you a menu in a little bit."

    Grace traced her finger along the outside of her glass, soaking up some of the condensation before placing it between her lips and sucking it clean. It struck Lucas as wildly sexy and awfully bold given the prying eyes of every other woman at the pool.

    "See you soon," she said softly.

    Lucas turned and headed back to the clubhouse with half an erection in his pants. The moment he stepped inside he closed his eyes, leaned against the wall, took a deep breath, and conjured images of professional golf, the most boring televised sport in the world. His heart slowed and his cock softened enough that he could head back out to the pool deck and see if anyone needed a refill.

    ---

    To Lucas's surprise, Grace answered the door when he knocked with his tennis bag slung over his shoulder. She pulled it open dramatically and held a pose for a few moments, presumably so Lucas would stare at her outfit of a short, light pink tennis skirt and a sports bra. Her feet were bare and her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and Lucas did stare because she looked just about perfect.

    He noted that her chest was flushed red and her cheeks had the same rosy hue. There was a fine sheen of sweat along her hairline, too, and he wondered if she'd just finished a workout.

    "Come in," she said after a moment. "It's Marta's day off, so it's just me today."

    Lucas felt an instant sense of excitement as he stepped into the otherwise empty house with the beautiful, flirty, sexually open woman who he found utterly impossible to resist.

    "You just missed Robert, actually. He woke up feeling more amorous than usual today so I treated him to something a bit naughty after he'd had his breakfast."

    Lucas wasn't sure why, but he hoped Grace was about to share what she'd done with her husband. She didn't say anything, though, instead leading Lucas into the expansive kitchen with its marble countertops, copper pots hanging above the stove, and gigantic refrigerator that Lucas assumed held all sorts of expensive and luxurious culinary wonders.

    Grace leaned against the counter and Lucas noted that her breasts looked especially arousing as she leaned back just a little. He met her gaze and was surprised to find a decidedly seductive look in her eyes as she studied him.

    "Have you gotten a blowjob yet, Lucas?"

    An instant sense of embarrassment gripped Lucas as he shook his head. To his great disappointment he'd yet to experience that particular form of pleasure.

    "My husband is very fond of blowjobs," she said with a smile. "In my experience, all men are fond of blowjobs, as I imagine you'll be after you experience it for the first time."

    Though the content of the conversation wasn't particularly arousing, Lucas still found himself getting turned on to the point that he'd sprouted a bit of bulge in his workout shorts. Grace took note of the bulge - and smiled at its presence - but offered no verbal acknowledgment of it.

    "I've always enjoyed giving head," she continued. "Not with every guy - some are way too interested in trying to make me choke on their cocks - but in most cases I enjoy it. I like the sense of power I have over the men I suck off, many of whom are really quite powerful themselves. If I do a good job, they become somewhat helpless, and the closer they get to orgasm the more desperate they are for what I can offer, for the pleasure of my mouth."

    Lucas was now sporting a full erection, due in large part to the massively erotic manner in which Grace shared her story. The fact that she was running her hands over her body at the same time also aided his body's quest for full arousal.

    "I know people assume I'm not attracted to Robert, that I'm just a gold digger. I am, though. He's a powerful man and I find that irresistible. It makes me want to get on my knees for him, but not because I want to submit. It makes me want to get on my knees to take control, to lure him into that place of arousal with a long, slow blowjob and to make him desperate for the kind of orgasm I can give him. My pussy gets so wet when I feel that power, when I wield it over my husband for however long I have him enthralled with me like that."

    Grace lifted her skirt and slipped a hand into her panties. She masturbated as Lucas watched from just a few feet away. He could hear how wet her pussy was and her nipples had stiffened and were now obvious through the thin material of her sports bra.

    She looked at him, pulled her fingers from her panties, and sucked them clean in the most erotic manner Lucas had ever witnessed. It was like she'd transformed into his own personal pornstar, though of course his cock had yet to get involved in the proceedings and there was no guarantee it would.

    "Have you thought about Sarah giving you a blowjob?" she asked.

    Lucas shook his head. He'd thought of kissing Sarah - he'd thought about it a lot, actually, especially after she'd kissed him on the cheek - but for some reason his mind hadn’t wandered to thoughts of anything more than making out with her.

    "You'd enjoy it if she did, though, right?"

    He nodded. Of course he'd enjoy that.

    Grace smiled and stepped closer. She lifted the tennis bag off his shoulder, set it on the ground, and moved behind Lucas. He felt her breasts press into his back before her lips brushed against his neck.

    "You know, I like that you haven't thought about her in that way, Lucas. It makes me think you're just as sweet as I've suspected since I first met you. It's that sweetness - that innocence - that makes you so much fun to play with, if I'm being honest."

    Lucas found that he couldn't quite manage to speak, mostly because Grace kept kissing the back of his neck and occasionally brushing her fingers against the straining bulge in his shorts.

    "If you make her feel good, Lucas, she'll want to make you feel good. Guys your age always make the mistake of thinking that girls don't want to try sexual things, don't want to have fun. They act like they need to trick them, or cajole them, that the girls are giving something up that they don't want to give up. It doesn't have to be that way, though. If you make her feel good - if you make her feel things no man has made her feel before - she'll want to make you feel good, Lucas. She'll want to show you that she can make you feel as good as you make her feel."

    Lucas suspected she was actually giving good advice and he tried his best to listen and soak it up as Grace lured him into an ever deeper sense of desire.

    "I want to make her feel good," he said. "I do."

    "I know you do," she whispered. "Because you've wanted to make me feel good since that day I had you go down on me in the bathroom at the club. You're good at it, too, but you can be so much better, Lucas. I'd be willing to help you with that, with getting better at making women feel good. Would you like that?"

    "Yes, I would. I would."

    Grace pushed him forward until Lucas's hands rested on the kitchen counter. Then she quickly spun him around and pressed her body against his. His cock pushed against her stomach and her breasts felt wondrous against his chest.

    "It starts with being a good kisser, with using your lips and tongue to arouse her, to show her that you're skilled, that you're passionate, that you want to connect with her on the deepest, most intimate level imaginable."

    Grace's lips were achingly close to his, but Lucas resisted the urge to lean forward and kiss her. He knew better than to do that. She was in control.

    "Do you want to kiss me, Lucas?"

    He nodded.

    "My husband's cock was in my mouth this morning, Lucas. His cock was deep in my mouth. His balls were in my mouth. I spent nearly half an hour pleasuring him as he sat on the living room couch. He came in my mouth, Lucas. No more than ten minutes before you arrived, my husband came in my mouth after half an hour of cock and ball sucking on my part."

    She leaned a little closer and he could feel her breath against his face.

    "Do you still want to kiss me, Lucas? Do you want to kiss the lips that were around another man's cock? Do you want my tongue - the tongue that was coated in my husband's cum - in your mouth?"

    "Yes," he admitted as his dick throbbed even harder. It was weird - fucked up, perhaps - but Lucas's desire to kiss her had only deepened as she'd described having pleasured her husband's cock and balls.

    "The first kiss with Sarah should be with an open mouth but no tongue," she whispered. "Try it."

    Lucas reached up and caressed the side of Grace's face, stared into her eyes for a moment, and then tilted his head and kissed her. His lips parted but he held his tongue back despite his desire to aggressively invade her mouth.

    "That's good, but a little softer. It feels like you're trying to crush my lips with yours. It should feel sensual, erotic."

    He kissed her again, this time softer.

    "Very good, Lucas. Now add just a little tongue. Just the tip. Think of it as an invitation to Sarah to let her tongue indulge in a bit of pleasure as well. If she wants it, she'll make contact."

    Again Lucas caressed her face and this time Grace smiled. He tilted his head and kissed her. He started with just an open mouth but then offered just a hint of tongue like she'd suggested. He did so twice before she offered hers. Their tongues met and danced a little and he couldn't help but moan at how astoundingly good it felt. To his surprise, he thought of Sarah as they kissed. He thought of how good it would feel to kiss her, to feel her tongue gently dancing with his, to caress her face.

    "That's very good," Grace whispered. "Now go a little deeper with your tongue. Keep it slow, though, and don't go too deep, and don't keep it in my mouth for too long. I don't want to feel like you're trying to explore the shape of my molars."

    They kissed again and Lucas felt his tongue go too deep and too fast. He pulled back and slowed down. Grace rewarded him with a moan and he couldn't help but think of her lips around Mr. Bannister's cock, of her tongue moving all over it, of her tongue being coated with her husband's cum. Any thoughts of Sarah had disappeared and in their place was a different kind of desire, one fueled by something Lucas didn't quite understand.

    He moved his hands to Grace's back and pulled her closer. He parted his lips a little wider and when her tongue moved into his mouth he sucked on it a little. It felt good and his cock jumped in his shorts before she pressed her hips forward, generating a rather pleasing kind of friction for the head of his stiffness.

    "That was fun," she whispered, "though I wouldn't recommend doing it with Sarah."

    "I know," he said. "I just...I don't know what came over me."

    "I think I do."

    She stepped back and took her sports bra off, exposing her flawless breasts.

    "I think you were thinking about me sucking Robert's cock. I think you wanted to feel my tongue in your mouth, Lucas. I think you wanted it in your mouth because you were thinking about the fact that my tongue had pleasured my husband's cock and balls just before you got here."

    Before he could say a word - or think much of anything - Grace pressed her body against his once more. She kissed him deeply, invading his mouth with her tongue in the manner she'd told him to avoid with Sarah. He understood why she’d given that advice. It was an overwhelming feeling, but in this particular case Lucas found it thrilling. He didn't entirely want to believe what she'd said - that he liked that she'd sucked cock just before him getting there and he wanted her tongue in his mouth - but it was hard to deny it based on how turned on he was.

    "I think you might be a little bit kinky, Lucas," she whispered.

    He wasn't even really sure what that meant, but he offered no argument.

    "Maybe your new girlfriend will be kinky too. Sometimes you get lucky with those things. If not, though, I can have fun with that part of you for the rest of the summer, at least."

    Grace lowered her skirt and her panties, leaving her naked in her kitchen while Lucas remained fully clothed. A million thoughts ran through his head, though the most prominent was that he'd very much like to go down on her again.

    "Can I go down on you?" he asked.

    Grace smiled. "In a way, yes. I'd like you to go down on me, but not my pussy. I'd like you to eat my ass, Lucas. I'd like you to lick my asshole while I masturbate. You can jerk off if you'd like, but if you cum I'm going to make you lick it off the floor. Do you understand?"

    Lucas wasn't sure if she was excited by the idea of him licking his cum off the floor or if she'd made the threat because she didn't want him having an orgasm. He didn't have much time to think about it, though, as Grace pushed him to his knees, spun around, bent over, and grabbed a handful of his hair.

    A moment later his face was between her perfect ass cheeks and his tongue was dancing over her asshole. He was surprised at how pleasant she smelled and the taste wasn't really objectionable, either.

    The arousal was unexpected, though. He was licking her asshole. He was doing something he thought he would have hated, something that he thought would have been disgusting. It wasn't, though. It was hot. It was enthralling to feel his tongue move back and forth over the wrinkled, tight flesh of her asshole. It was enthralling to think that he was licking the place on her body that was unquestionably the dirtiest.

    Lucas pulled his shorts and underwear down and freed his cock without thinking about it. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft and stroked slowly. His touch was explosively pleasurable, so much so that he moaned while licking the asshole of the beautiful older woman in front of him.

    "That's it, Lucas," she encouraged him. "Stroke your cock. Cum all over that gleaming floor while you eat my ass. Cum for me and then bend over and lick it up. Lick up your fucking load."

    She wanted him to cum. She wanted him to lick it up. That was clear. Lucas cumming would play a part in her pleasure and in the moment he wasn't inclined to deny Grace anything she wanted.

    Cumming came easily to him. It happened in an instant once she'd encouraged him. He licked her asshole furiously and unleashed on the floor, stroking his cock as his loins pulsed intensely, sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body as he nearly lost his balance and toppled over.

    Grace stood up, spun around, took a few steps forward, and pointed at the floor where a puddle of his cum rested. "Lick it up, Lucas. Lick it up while I masturbate."

    She hadn't cum. Her pussy was wet and her labia were plump. She was going to cum while he licked his load off the floor and for some reason Lucas found that enthralling. He bent over and ran his tongue through his cum. He licked up what he could. The taste was awful and the texture even more so. It didn't matter, though. He licked ravenously and then sucked up what his tongue couldn't corral.

    Grace came while he licked up his mess and Lucas felt an unexpected sense of joy at her climax. He kept licking up his load, too, doing so until he'd cleaned the floor.

    Then Lucas sat back on his knees and looked up at her as Grace smiled down at him.

    "Thank you," he said.

    "You're welcome. Now let me get dressed so we can start the tennis lesson." She paused for a moment and then added, "If you're lucky I'll let you lick the sweat off my pussy when it's over."

    A surprising shudder of pleasure moved through Lucas and he said, "I'd like that."

    "I know you would."

    Lucas marveled at her beauty, at her sexiness, at her seeming ability to read his mind and discern sexual desires he didn't even know he had. He stood, tucked his cock back into his pants, grabbed his tennis bag, and shifted his mind to thinking of the lesson and the ultimate goal of helping Grace compete for the club doubles championship with her husband.

    He knew it would prove difficult to concentrate - what with the promise of going down on her once the lesson was over - but Lucas would find a way and with any luck he'd claim a reward - a reward he never knew he wanted until Grace suggested it - when the lesson was over.
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     The date was going well. Very well, as far as Lucas could tell. He didn't have a wealth of experience with women, but Sarah seemed to be giving off all the signals of someone having a good time.

    They'd gone to the restaurant Mrs. Bannister recommended. They'd walked the beach a little. They'd rented bikes and rode along the shore path. They'd played pinball and air hockey. They'd talked through most of the date and there'd been quite a bit of laughter and more than a little incidental touching, which Lucas suspected was a good sign that Sarah was actually into him.

    "Want a taste?"

    They were sitting on a bench outside the ice cream shop. Sarah had a sugar cone with two scoops of strawberry ice cream and it was quickly melting. Lucas leaned over and gave it a lick. It tasted exquisite. A little better than his, actually, though Lucas was mostly focused on the fact that Sarah had been more than happy to let him lick her ice cream, which he took as a sign that she'd probably be more than happy to kiss him, though he acknowledged that might have been a stretch.

    "That's really good," he said. "I think it might be better than mine, in fact. Want a taste?"

    He offered his cone - which was vanilla ice cream with caramel ribbons through it - and Sarah took a lick. He couldn't help but stare as she did and when she smiled Lucas felt his loins tingle.

    "That's really good," she said with some of the ice cream still in her mouth. "I think we both made good choices."

    She returned to licking her cone and Lucas did the same with his. Sarah then scooted a little closer until their thighs were touching and looked up at him. He put his arm around her and she moved even closer and rested her head against his chest in a manner that filled Lucas with all manner of good feelings.

    He would have been content to sit there all afternoon with his arm around the girl he'd spent quite some time crushing on. Then she asked, "Want another taste?" while holding her ice cream slightly aloft.

    "I'd love one," he said.

    Sarah didn't offer the ice cream, though. Instead, she dragged her tongue through the ever-softening dessert, turned to him, and leaned in. Their lips met for a cold, ice-cream flavored kiss with her tongue gently invading his mouth.

    Lucas couldn't help but moan, both because she'd surprised him and because he was suddenly awash in arousal as a beautiful girl's tongue explored his mouth with surprising eagerness.

    "Wow," was all he managed to say as Sarah pulled back with a giddy smile on her face.

    "Good ice cream, right?"

    He laughed. "Yeah, it was absolutely the ice cream that was the good part of that kiss."

    "I want another taste of yours."

    Lucas licked his ice cream and this time he leaned in and kissed her. He felt something drip on his leg - probably her ice cream melting a little - but he didn't care. Kissing her was far more important. A tornado could have blown through at that moment and he wouldn't have stopped kissing her.

    "Wow," she said with a smile.

    "Yeah, really good ice cream. Really, really good ice cream."

    Sarah laughed at glanced at his leg and his gaze followed. Her ice cream had indeed dripped onto his knee. They both stared for a few moments and then she pulled a napkin from her pocket and wiped it up.

    "Thanks," he said.

    She moved closer and again he put his arm around her. They enjoyed their ice cream in silence as Lucas noted that his cock - which had gotten quite hard while kissing - was still fairly erect. The fact that he was breathing in a gentle, feminine, floral scent from Sarah's hair made it harder to contain his arousal, though he wasn't particularly concerned with going soft in that moment. He was sitting, after all, and no one noticed.

    "Can I confess something?" she asked.

    "Of course. Anything."

    She sat up looked at him, studying his face for long enough that Lucas felt a touch of discomfort. Then she smiled so brightly that it felt like the rest of the world melted away, that he had nothing to worry about because this beautiful girl sitting next to him clearly liked him.

    "You're a better kisser than I expected," she said.

    "Really?"

    Sarah nodded and licked the sparse remains of her ice cream, most of while now sat in the cone. "You're a little younger than me and most guys your age aren't all that good at kissing. They get really aggressive with their tongues, you know? Like they think the more aggressive they are the hotter it is, when it's really kind of the opposite."

    All Lucas wanted was to kiss her again. It was all he could think about. He wanted to feel her tongue in his mouth again. He wanted to feel her lips against his. He wanted to taste the sweetness of the strawberry ice cream on her tongue.

    "Well, I don't have a lot to compare it to, but you're a really good kisser, too," he said.

    She smiled. "Yeah? You haven't had a lot of girlfriends?"

    Lucas shook his head.

    "That's a little surprising, to be honest. You're cute. You make me laugh. And like I said, you're a good kisser."

    "Maybe it's just because I haven't had the courage to ask enough girls out," he replied.

    Sarah leaned in and kissed him softly, offering just a hint of tongue before saying, "Well, I'm glad you found the courage to ask me out."

    Lucas thought of Mrs. Bannister. She'd basically forced him to ask Sarah out. She'd suggested the date idea, too, or at least got the ball rolling on what their first date had eventually become. Though his relationship with Mrs. Bannister was decidedly unusual, in that moment Lucas felt a wealth of gratitude for her.

    "I'm glad I did too," he said.

    Sarah took a big bite of her cone and some of the ice cream spilled out and landed on her leg. For a moment Lucas considered bending over and licking up before good sense took over and he grabbed a napkin.

    "Sorry for the mess," she said.

    Lucas laughed. "Not a problem. Ice cream is a messy food on a hot summer day."

    Sarah swallowed and kissed him again. This time her hand moved to the back of his neck and her fingers danced through his hair in a hugely arousing manner. Their tongues swirled and he ran his hand under her t-shirt and caressed the small of her back, eliciting a soft moan that made his dick throb with desire.

    "When do the bikes have to be back?" she asked.

    "Another hour, I think," he replied.

    "Well, we should get our money's worth and ride a little bit more."

    Sarah finished off her cone and stood up, but Lucas was in no position to go anywhere.

    "Uhh, I just need a minute," he said with a touch of embarrassment in his voice.

    She stared at him for a few moments before smiling brightly and sitting back down. "I guess I shouldn't keep kissing you, then."

    "Not if you want to move from this bench anytime soon."

    "Eh, biking is overrated."

    She leaned in and kissed him again, luring Lucas's cock back into a fully erect state. Her hand moved to his knee and her fingers moved in slow circles over his skin. He was so turned on he could feel it in every fiber of his being.

    They kissed like that until someone from the ice cream shop came out and told them to knock it off. Lucas apologized and they both laughed as soon as the guy went back into the shop. She scooted a few feet away and he did everything he could to go soft before they got back on their bikes and rode them to the rental stand, arriving just a few minutes before closing as the sun raced towards the horizon.

    They made out again in the parking lot, this time with Lucas's cock pressed against Sarah's pelvis. He could feel the wetness of precum spreading in his underwear but he didn't give a damn. He was humming with desire, after all.

    "This was an excellent first date, Lucas," Sarah said as Lucas opened the front door of her car after a lengthy kissing session. "How would you feel about me planning the next one?"

    He was slightly taken aback, but in the best way possible. "That would be great."

    "How about Tuesday night?"

    "That would be amazing."

    Sarah kissed him quickly and got in her car. "I'll text you the details."

    She shut the door and he stepped back and watched her back out of the space. He waved before she pulled away and then he felt an overwhelming sense of joy wash over him. It had been the best date of his life and he wasn't sure he'd ever been kissed with the kind of eagerness and ferocity she displayed. He couldn't wait for their second date.

    "Lucas?"

    He turned to see Mrs. Bannister standing there in a black bikini and flip flops. She looked especially beautiful in the light of the setting sun as came over to him for a quick hug.

    "Mrs. Bannister...err...Grace, it's good to see you."

    "Was that Sarah driving away?"

    He nodded.

    "I take it the date went well?"

    "About as well as it could have, actually, and I have you to thank for that. So...thank you. Thank you very much, in fact."

    Grace stepped back and studied Lucas for a few seconds before a smile slowly crept across her face. "Oh, Lucas, it was a very, very good date, wasn't it? You really like this girl."

    "I do," he said.

    She approached once more and reached up to caress his face for a moment. "You're blushing. How cute. She really made an impression on you, didn't she?"

    He nodded.

    "I take it there was some kissing?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Any more than that?"

    He shook his head.

    "There will be, though, won't there?"

    "I think so."

    Grace smiled and again reached up to caress his face for a moment. "Make sure you're eager to offer her your tongue, Lucas. Make sure that when the time comes that you eat her pussy, that you show her that you're the kind of man that's willing to make her feel good even if it doing so doesn't involve your cock. Women of all ages appreciate that in a man."

    The idea of going down on Sarah excited him, though in the moment his mind was clouded with thoughts of going down on Grace, which he'd done a handful of times by that point.

    "My husband isn't usually generous enough to go down on me, though he's generous in so many other ways that I can't really hold it against him. Plus, I know other generous men, don't I? Men that like to eat my pussy even if it's sweaty or if another man has just been inside me."

    Lucas's cock was slowly returning to its erect state, only now he was standing in a beachside parking lot.

    "Are you thinking about the taste of my pussy, Lucas?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "You are good with your tongue...but you could be better. I could teach you how to be better. Would you like that, Lucas? Would you like it if I taught you how to be an expert with your tongue? Would you like to impress your girlfriend with your pussy eating skills?"

    He was struggling to think straight. It seemed unwise to be going down on Grace while dating Sarah, and yet Lucas knew that the older woman standing in front of him would be disappointed - annoyed, even - if he stopped doing as she desired. Plus, the idea of being truly excellent with his tongue seemed like a good way to impress Sarah.

    "Yes, I'd like that."

    Grace stepped closer and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. "Good. I'll be in touch, Lucas."

    She walked away and he turned and was surprised to see that her bikini revealed quite a bit of her ass. Her calves were sandy, too, like she'd actually spent some time at the beach. That shouldn't have surprised Lucas, but for some reason he thought of Grace as the kind of woman that only tanned at the country club.

    "Thanks again for the advice on the restaurant," he called out.

    She turned and waved. "You're welcome!"

    Lucas stared at her ass a little more and then headed for his car with thoughts of Sarah and Grace dancing through his head.

    ---

    "Text me your address."

    Grace had sent that just a few hours after seeing Lucas at the beach. He'd wanted to ask why she wanted it, but Lucas refrained from questioning her, instead choosing to send his address along.

    Half an hour later he received another text. "I'm parked just down the street. Come to me."

    Lucas was surprised, but he told his parents he was going out and headed to the sidewalk. He saw the outline of a luxury SUV idling down the street and hurried towards it. He looked inside to confirm that Grace was sitting behind the wheel and then got in.

    "Hey Mrs...hey, Grace. What's up?"

    She looked at him, smiled, and put the car in drive. Lucas buckled up as she pulled away from the curb and hit the gas, driving them away from his parent's house and through the quiet, tree-lined streets of their town.

    "My husband was quite amorous tonight. He had some sort of victory at work and he celebrated with his partners. He came home a little bit drunk and a whole lot horny. I let him have his way with me, of course. I even put on lingerie for him. A pink baby doll with frilly trim. He likes the really soft and feminine stuff."

    Lucas imagined Grace in a sheer pink baby doll and the picture in his brain seemed quite appealing.

    "I lured him to our bedroom, stripped him naked, and sucked his dick like a good wife does," she continued. "I got him nice and hard for me and then climbed on top. I told him how good his cock felt inside me as I rode him nice and slow. He played with my tits and he got a little rough, which is how I knew he'd end up taking me from behind before the night was over. Robert enjoys fucking me doggystyle when he's defeated someone like he did today. It's like he claims me as his prize."

    "Do you...do you like that?" Lucas asked.

    Grace glanced at him and smiled. "Yes, Lucas. I like it very much. I like that sense of being claimed, of being possessed. I like when Robert fucks me hard from behind and pumps his cum into my pussy."

    Lucas wasn't entirely sure why, but he was turned on.

    "But it does leave me sore, and I was hoping you could help me with that."

    Grace pulled down a dirt road that Lucas was fairly certain he'd never seen before. It was a bumpy-but-short ride to the edge of a moonlit meadow, which is where Grace stopped.

    "How...how could I help you with that?" he asked.

    She leaned over and caressed his face. "With your tongue, Lucas. You could use your tongue to soothe my sore pussy and I could teach you how to expertly please a woman, how to please that pretty girlfriend of yours, how to make her scream in pleasure when you crawl between her legs and eat her tight little pussy at some point in the near future."

    Lucas couldn't look away from Grace. She was so beautiful and she commanded him with such ease. He nodded in agreement and she smiled and got out of the car. He followed and she opened the back door and pulled out what looked like a blanket.

    Grace led Lucas into the meadow, set the blanket down, and sat. She spread her legs, pulled up her skirt, and gestured for him to drop to his knees between her legs.

    "Women like a little foreplay, Lucas, so caress my legs. Caress them and kiss them softly. Show that you're patient, that you care about my pleasure more than you care about getting into my pussy as quickly as possible."

    Lucas ran his fingers up her smooth, toned legs and his cock throbbed at getting to touch her in such an intimate manner. She moaned softly and he looked up to see a smile on her face as she unbuttoned her sleeveless blouse and exposed her breasts in a simple-but-sexy white lace bra.

    He dropped to his stomach between her legs and kissed her inner thighs just above her knees. He moved from side to side, slowly kissing as he worked his way closer to her crotch.

    "That's good, Lucas. My pussy is so sore. Robert fucked me so hard and I desperately need your tongue to make me feel better, to soothe me."

    Lucas had gone down on her before, but this felt different. It was more exciting for some reason. His heart was pounding and his cock was hard as his lips neared her panties.

    "Unless she's desperate, this is a perfect way to get her excited for your tongue, Lucas. It's part foreplay and part teasing because the truth is, it's not a bad thing for her to be a little bit desperate by the time your tongue finds her clit."

    Grace ran her fingers through his hair and said, "Now kiss my pussy through my panties."

    Lucas did as instructed and felt a touch of dampness against his lips. Her panties were wet. Wet with her juices. He licked his lips and went back for another kiss as a mildly salty taste registered on his tongue.

    "Now take my panties off, Lucas," she instructed.

    He slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them off. He set her underwear on the blanket and stared at her pussy as he fell to his stomach once more. It was dark so Lucas didn't have a perfect view, but her labia were clearly swollen, indicating that Mr. Bannister had actually fucked her hard that night.

    "Kiss my pussy," she said softly. "Kiss it before you put your tongue inside me. Kiss it all over, Lucas."

    He pursed his lips and kissed her swollen pussy. He kissed her labia. He kissed her clit hood. He kissed everything he could and her wetness soon covered his lips. He licked it off and tasted more of the saltiness he'd detected before.

    "Now lick my clit," she said. "Slowly. Gently. Not too hard at first. Introduce your tongue to her clit before you go wild. When you do, watch and listen. She'll tell you what feels good without using a single word if you're actually listening."

    Lucas ran his tongue over her clit, doing so gently as instructed. Grace moaned softly and he did it again, and again, and again. The more she moaned the more he wanted to please her.

    "A little harder now. A little more pressure," she instructed.

    Lucas applied more pressure with his tongue and in doing so he licked more of her pussy. He licked her labia and the very top of her opening. He tasted more of her. It was a little bit bitter and salty and for some reason it turned him on.

    "Lucas, that feels so good. This is how you should lick her clit. A nice, slow rhythm at first until she signals you to speed up. There's no reason to go wild mixing it up as a steady rhythm is usually what will make a woman cum when you're eating her pussy. Just remember, watch and listen. Watch and listen. If you're lucky she might actually tell you what to do, but most girls tell you through their moans and a little bit of touch. If she puts a hand on the back of her head you can be sure that you're making her feel good."

    Lucas licked Grace's clit with the same force and rhythm and a few moments later she put a hand on the back of his head and moaned. Her eyes closed and she rolled her head back and he was surprised at how good it felt to know that he was doing a good job eating her pussy.

    "Before you make me cum, Lucas, I want you to soothe my sore pussy a little more. Kiss and lick my labia."

    He did as instructed. He was as gentle as he could be, too. He wanted to soothe her pussy, to soothe whatever soreness her husband's vigorous fucking had caused. The fact that he got to soak up more of her juices while doing so only made it more thrilling.

    "Now Lucas, I want you to put your tongue inside me and lick me from bottom to top. Long, deep strokes that end with a little pressure on my clit. Do you understand?"

    He nodded and plunged his tongue into her pussy. He pushed it as deep as he could go and then dragged it upwards before ending with a bit of pressure for her clit.

    Lucas repeated the process and it wasn't until the second time in that he noticed a significant increase in juices on his tongue. The taste was far saltier, too. It took a few more licks for Lucas to realize that he wasn't just licking up Grace's juices.

    He pulled back and Grace grabbed his head with both hands. "It's okay," she said softly. "There's nothing to be scared of. You're just making me feel good, Lucas."

    "But...but...it's your husband's...it's his..."

    She nodded. "Yes, it is. You're licking up what's left of Robert's cum. The cum he pumped deep in my pussy as he took me, as he claimed me, as he made me his all over again. But it makes me feel good to know that you're cleaning up his load, Lucas. Better than you can imagine, in fact. It makes my whole body tingle. It makes my clit throb. It makes me want to cum so fucking hard to know that your tongue is buried inside me and bathed in his cum. It turns me on even more than when that handsome pool boy fucks me, Lucas. Don't you want to do that for me? Don't you want to turn me on like that? Don't you want to make me cum so hard?"

    He nodded. That's exactly what he wanted. In fact, Lucas's dick was still hard, which seemed impossible given that he'd just realized he had another man's cum - or at least the remnants of it - in his mouth.

    "Clean my pussy, Lucas," she said softly. "Clean my pussy and make me cum. Be the kind of man that's willing to do whatever it takes to make a woman feel good. Be the kind of man that Sarah will enjoy spending her summer having wild, wondrous sexual encounters with."

    Lucas went for it. He plunged his tongue inside her, knowing full well that he was bathing his taste buds in her husband's cum. He cleaned her pussy. He did so with long, deep strokes of his tongue and he made sure to tend to her clit, too. He was rewarded with a series of beautiful moans and a hand on the back of his head as Grace clearly approached an orgasm.

    "Fuck...Lucas...clean my messy pussy. Clean my husband's cum out of me. Clean my pussy and make me cum!"

    Lucas did just that. He gave her an orgasm. He gave her a loud, powerful orgasm as her thighs clamped down around his head and she pulled his hair. He gave her an orgasm as his dick throbbed painfully in his pants and pressed into the ground.

    "Thank you, Lucas," she said with a hazy smile. "That was exceptional."

    He wiped his mouth and replied, "You're welcome. I actually...I enjoyed that."

    Grace took her sleeveless blouse off and removed her bra. "Would you like to cum on my tits, Lucas?"

    He nodded.

    "I'll let you, but only if you promise to clean up your mess."

    "What...do you mean..."

    "With your tongue, Lucas."

    He stared at her breasts.

    "I'll be the one making you cum. With my hand. I'll make it good, I promise," she said.

    Lucas was astounded that she wanted him to cum on her breasts, though a moment later it occurred to him that what she probably wanted was to see him lick up his load.

    "Okay. I'll clean up my mess," he said. He was too turned on not to agree to a handjob.

    Grace got on her knees and motioned for him to stand up. Lucas stepped closer and she unzipped his shorts and pulled out his stiff cock. Her fingers were pure bliss as they wrapped around his shaft and stroked him slowly. She rubbed the head of his dick over her perfect breasts. She looked up at him and smiled. She talked dirty about how he was going to lick his creamy load off her tits.

    The handjob was blissful, but it didn't last very long. There was never really any hope of that. Lucas was too turned on. He came hard and with great volume on her tits and Grace smiled the entire time.

    When he was finished she instructed him to clean up his mess and Lucas did it. He didn't enjoy it, but he did it. He'd made a promise, but he was also genuinely fearful of disappointing Grace.

    When he'd finished she got dressed and led him back to her SUV. They got in and she drove him home. Before he got out she reminded him that he'd just swallowed the cum of two men and that he'd made her very, very happy by doing so.

    Lucas thanked her and went inside. Once in his bedroom he stripped and masturbated to the events of his day. Thoughts of Sarah and Grace danced through his head. He made himself cum twice more before the night was over and both orgasms proved astoundingly satisfying.

    In the aftermath of his climaxes Lucas felt guilty about fooling around with Grace not long after he'd been on a date with Sarah and he resolved to do something about that situation, which largely involved talking to Grace about no longer indulging in anything physical with her.

    Lucas wasn't sure she'd be particularly welcoming to that idea, but he had to try.

  
    A Wild Summer Serving a Trophy Wife’s Many Naughty Needs - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Excellent as always, Lucas," Grace said as she laid her racket in her tennis bag and picked up a towel to mop the sweat from her brow and exposed stomach.

    Lucas glanced at her breasts - they were practically spilling out of her top - but purposefully pulled his gaze away. He'd told himself that today was the day he was going to stop indulging in any sort of physical play with Grace as he wanted to be faithful to Sarah.

    "Is everything okay?" she asked. "You seem a little different today. A little nervous."

    He took a deep breath. "I wanted to talk to you about something."

    She waited a few seconds without him responding and said, "Well, have at it."

    Lucas took another deep breath. "I don't want to do anything...physical anymore. I just...I'm dating Sarah and it feels really bad to do anything with you. It feels like I'm cheating."

    "How do you know she's not fooling around with other guys? Are you two exclusive?"

    Lucas hadn't considered for even a moment that Sarah might be fooling around with other guys. He felt foolish for not giving it at least a little bit of thought, especially considering that he was engaging in an unorthodox, sometimes sexual relationship with the woman he gave tennis lessons to.

    "I'm not saying she is, of course. I don't really know her. But I've seen her flirt with other employees at the club. There's nothing to say that she's not getting a little action while dating you. Or it's entirely possible that she's dating multiple people at the same time. You're not exclusive, are you?"

    Lucas shook his head. "We're not, but to be honest, it still doesn't feel right to me. I just...even if she's hooking up with other guys, I don't feel right about doing stuff with you."

    Grace stepped closer and again he glanced at her breasts, in particular a large bead of sweat working its way down her chest.

    "That's very sweet, Lucas," she said with a smile before reaching up to caress his face. "You're a very nice young man. I think that's why I like you so much. You're sweet and good-hearted and Sarah is very lucky to have you."

    Lucas breathed a sigh of relief, though his cock had already stirred a bit from being so close to the astoundingly beautiful older woman.

    "Are you absolutely certain you don't want to eat my pussy again?" she asked.

    Lucas's cock stirred further. It was something about her voice and of course the rather thrilling memories of going down on her.

    "Are you certain you don't want me to lift my little skirt, turn around, and pull my panties down so you can lick my sweaty asshole like you did a few weeks ago? You got awfully hard doing that, Lucas, and my tight little pussy got so wet when I felt your tongue dancing over my asshole. I wouldn't mind you doing that right here on the court. I wouldn't mind you licking my asshole and then tending to my cunt with your talented tongue. I wouldn't mind giving you another lesson for when you eventually go down on Sarah."

    Grace reached between his legs and stroked Lucas's cock, which was already hard. Given how thin his shorts were it felt like she was gripping his bare cock and offering up a handjob.

    "You know, if we keep playing, I might see fit to pleasure you with more than just my hand, Lucas. I might let you enjoy my mouth before the summer is over. I might let you enjoy my pussy. In fact, I was thinking that as we got to the end of my lessons I might challenge you to a match. I was thinking I'd let you fuck me if you won. I was thinking I'd even let you cum inside me. Would you like that, Lucas? Would you like to take me in the pool house and fuck me until you'd flooded my tight pussy with your load?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Grace kissed his neck and Lucas felt pleasure rush down his spine and between his legs. Her lips were so soft and she kissed like a woman that knew exactly how to arouse a man.

    "Please...please..."

    "Please what, Lucas? Do you want me to jerk you off right here? Do you want me to make you cum in my hand and then feed you your load? Do you want me to let you cum on my ass before I make you lick it up?"

    Lucas stepped back and looked down at the tent in his shorts. "I'm sorry. I like you. I do. I just...I just want to be good to Sarah."

    "I know you do, Lucas, and I appreciate your desire to be a good boyfriend. I don't think you fully understand our situation, though. I asked you to give me tennis lessons because I want to play with you. I like making you eat my pussy and ass. I like teasing you. I like the way you stare at my tits. I like that you're so dedicated to making me feel good, that you're so eager to do as you're told. I'm not sure I'd be happy if I didn't get to enjoy that part of our deal, and if I'm not happy there's a very good chance my husband's not going to be happy."

    It was a threat. A gentle threat, but a threat nonetheless. Lucas wasn't sure what Mr. Bannister could actually do or if Grace would actually express her unhappiness to her husband, but he was fairly certain that it was unwise to find out just how serious Grace was.

    "I'll tell you what, though. I won't make you cum anymore unless you ask. How about that, Lucas? Sarah can be the only girl to give you an orgasm, assuming you can actually get that far with her."

    It was the best deal he was going to be offered, so Lucas took it. "That sounds good."

    Grace stepped closer and kissed him on the lips. Despite the fact that she'd just threatened him, Lucas couldn't help but melt into the pleasure he felt as her tongue moved into his mouth. He noted how different it was from kissing Sarah. Grace was far more confident and seductive, but that made sense as she was a woman with a great deal of experience.

    "My pool boy is coming over soon," she said. "He's going to fuck me, of course. Today, though, you're going to watch."

    Lucas wasn't sure what to say, so he remained silent.

    Grace stroked his cock again, this time with a lighter grip. "I want you to pay close attention, Lucas. I want you to see how he fucks me. I want you to try and learn, for he's very, very good and if you want to make Sarah happy, you should do everything you can to be very, very good when she finally spreads her legs and lets you inside her warm, wet, tight pussy."

    Lucas's mind raced with thoughts of having sex with both Sarah and Grace. It was both stressful and arousing and he really would have preferred to simply leave the grounds of the mansion and head back to the club to start his shift.

    "Ah, here he comes," Grace said as she looked past Lucas and waved.

    He turned to see the young, muscular pool guy walking across the massive lawn. He waved back Grace gave Lucas's cock a few more strokes, drawing his attention back to her.

    "I like to get fucked before he cleans the pool. He gets so sweaty doing his job that it's just a bit unpleasant. I want you to pack up all the tennis stuff and meet us over at the pool house. Feel free to let yourself in."

    Grace walked away and Lucas stared at her ass, which looked tremendous in a remarkably short tennis skirt. He then turned his attention to cleaning up the balls, towels, and rackets, which took a short while.

    When he'd finished Lucas put everything away - with the exception of his tennis bag - and then headed for the pool house. He was both intrigued and full of anxiety. He couldn't deny his interest in watching Grace have sex - she was beautiful, after all - but the idea of watching seemed so strange.

    Still, Lucas let himself into the pool house. He was greeted with the sound of a deep moan.

    "Fuck, Grace, that feels so fucking good."

    Lucas stepped into the main room and saw Grace on her knees in front of the pool guy, who was naked. His body seemed to have been chiseled from marble and Lucas felt an instantaneous and deep sense of inadequacy. If a man like that showed any interest in Sarah he couldn't imagine her turning down the chance to have fun with such a hard body.

    "Hey, man," the pool guy said. "I'm Aaron."

    "Hey, Aaron, I'm Lucas."

    "Yeah. She told me you were going to watch."

    Lucas felt deeply self-conscious, but then Aaron turned his attention back to Grace and Lucas was free to do the same.

    What he witnessed was remarkably arousing. Grace struck him as an exceptionally talented oral artist as she sucked and stroked while looking up at Aaron and holding his gaze. She seemed to love when he put a hand on the back of her head and guided her mouth a little deeper on his cock. She played with her pussy while sucking him, too, and Lucas could hear the wetness from across the room.

    "Lucas, come here," Grace said as she stroked Aaron's cock. "I want to sit on your face while I blow this gorgeous young man. You can practice your pussy eating."

    Lucas hesitated, but only for a few moments. He was turned on and there was very little point in fighting Grace, who was clearly a woman that got what she wanted, when she wanted it.

    He approached and she gestured for him to get on his back. He did so and she straddled his face and dropped her pussy onto his mouth. He looked up and saw the underside of the pool guy's cock with Grace's lips moving up and down the shaft. It proved a strikingly beautiful and arousing sight and his cock was soon throbbing in his tennis shorts while he ate Grace's pussy to the best of his ability.

    "He's eager to do as he's told, isn't he?" the pool guy asked.

    Grace stroked his cock and looked up. "He is. Though to be fair, so are you. It's just that I tell you to fuck my pussy with this big cock of yours."

    "Fair enough."

    Her lips encircled his cock again and Lucas surmised that Grace must have really enjoyed sucking dick. The guy was hard. He was ready to fuck. She was still busy blowing him, though, and she must have been doing so because it turned her on. Perhaps because he was young and gorgeous, or perhaps because she simply enjoyed giving a man pleasure with her mouth.

    Lucas did his best to provide pleasure with his mouth, too, and he was pleased whenever Grace moaned or when she moved her hips a little faster and began to grind on his mouth. He knew he could get her off - he'd done so several times - and he hoped that his practice with Grace would actually pay dividends with Sarah, that at some point he'd get to use his tongue on her and give her an orgasm.

    "I need you to fuck me."

    Grace stood, looked down at Lucas, and smiled before turning and heading for the couch. She laid down, spread her legs, and waited for the pool guy to put on a condom. The moment he'd done so, he moved between her legs and slipped inside her.

    They kissed as he fucked her slowly. Lucas had moved to his knees and was now watching with great intent. It still felt a little weird, but it was also incredibly hot, like a live porn show playing out in front of him.

    "Most women love this, Lucas," Grace said as she turned her attention to him. "This pace. This kind of attentive kissing and touching. I like it, too, but when I have a man like this gorgeous stud inside me, I prefer to take advantage of his strength and have him really pound me. Don't pound your girlfriend, though. She almost certainly won't enjoy that. Don't do it unless she asks you to."

    The pool guy then began to pound Grace. He fucked her hard and fast. Lucas watched her face and he would have sworn she looked uncomfortable at times, but then she did a great deal of moaning and quite a bit of grasping at his body as he hammered her pussy with such vigor. He didn't quite understand why someone would enjoy getting fucked in a way that provided some discomfort, but Lucas didn't have nearly enough experience to fully understand what women wanted from sex.

    "Oh, fuck, you fuck me so good!"

    "Yeah? I fuck that pussy of yours good? I make you feel good, Grace?"

    She nodded and kissed him. He grasped one of her breasts and somehow managed to fuck her harder, which Lucas was surprised by. Perhaps, though, untapped reserves of strength could be discovered when deep inside a beautiful woman an in vigorous pursuit of an orgasm.

    "Make me cum! Make me cum!" Grace screamed.

    Lucas stroked his cock a little as he watched. It was unquestionably hot. He felt a bit jealous, too, as he thought of how Grace had said she was considering letting him fuck her before the summer was over. Lucas had passed on that by requesting no more fooling around, but in the moment all he could think about was good it would feel to be inside her.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Grace said.

    The pool guy hammered her for a few seconds more and then buried his cock inside her. He was cumming too, and Lucas watched his face and wondered if he'd ever experienced the kind of pleasure the muscular young man was experiencing in that moment. It seemed like the best orgasm anyone had ever had, and yet he experienced that every time he showed up to clean Grace's pool.

    "Thank you for that," she said. "I swear, you have never disappointed me. Not once."

    They shared a quick kiss and then he pulled out, got up off the couch, and pulled the condom off and tossed it in the trash. He got dressed, expressed his thanks for the sex, and left the pool house.

    "Come here, Lucas," Grace said from the couch.

    He crawled towards her. He felt foolish, but getting up to walk a few feet was just as silly.

    "Did you enjoy watching?"

    "I did," he said.

    Grace caressed his face and leaned in to kiss him. Lucas couldn't resist. He let her tongue into his mouth, too, and when she reached down and caressed his cock, he moaned at the intense pleasure of being touched by someone so beautiful.

    "Did you feel jealous at all?"

    "I did," he admitted. "You're so beautiful and obviously having sex with you would be incredible. So yeah, I mean, of course I got a little jealous. How could I not?"

    She smiled. "That's good. I want you to want me, Lucas. I want you to want me desperately. I'm not going to let you have me, but I still want you to think about me, to think about fucking me, to wonder what my pussy would feel like around your stiff cock."

    Grace took his hand and guided it down her stomach and between her legs. She helped his fingers find their way into her pussy and Lucas couldn't help but push deep.

    "Can you feel that?" she whispered. "Wouldn't it be amazing to be inside me, Lucas? Wouldn't it be amazing to fuck me on this couch like he did? Wouldn't it be amazing to slide your dick into my hot, wet cunt and fuck me until you came?"

    He nodded.

    "Suck your fingers clean, Lucas."

    He pulled his fingers from her pussy and dutifully sucked them clean. She tasted good - sweet, almost - and he inadvertently let out a little moan.

    Grace the slipped her hand under the waistband of his shorts and grasped his bare cock. She stroked him while pulling him in for another kiss. Her tongue swirled in his mouth. Lucas felt a little guilty for already failing to stick to his desire not to be touched by her in a sexual manner, but he was too caught up in his desire to do anything other than enjoy how good her hand felt.

    "Lucas, you deserve to cum," she said. "But of course I can't be stroking your cock and getting you off. What if you had on a condom, though? Would that make it easier for you?"

    Lucas knew what she was suggesting. She'd done it before. He was so turned on that he wanted it. Obviously he was going against his stated desire to stop fooling around with Grace, but he just couldn't help himself. He told himself that it was entirely possible that Sarah was fooling around with other guys too, that he wasn't doing anything that was actually out of bounds.

    "Go get the condom from the trash, Lucas."

    He stood and hurried towards the trash bin. He grabbed the condom. He hurried back to Grace, who was now sitting on the couch. She urged him to sit and then lowered his shorts and underwear as he did.

    Grace took the condom and put it on his cock. She sealed her fingers around the base to keep the cum from leaking out. She gripped his shaft with her other hand and stroked him slowly.

    "It feels good to be bathed in his cum, doesn't it?"

    Lucas nodded. It was so strange and kind of fucked up, but it felt good.

    "Of course it does, Lucas. You're not quite like him. That's why I like you, though. He'd hate it if I gave him a handjob with a used condom, but you fucking love it. You get off on it. You like it when things get a little kinky. You like eating my ass. I'll bet you'd love to eat my pussy after my husband had fucked me and pumped his hot load inside me."

    Lucas groaned and came in the used condom. Grace kissed his neck and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the intense pleasure rocketing through his body. He felt like he was vibrating from head to toe and he couldn't get over how good it felt to cum with just a bit of extra kinky flavor added.

    "We should schedule our next lesson for the morning, Lucas. I'll have my husband fuck me before he leaves for work. You can come over and put your tongue in my messy cunt."

    It sounded less exciting in the aftermath of his orgasm, though Lucas could tell that Grace was thrilled by the idea.

    "Would you like that, Lucas?"

    "Yes," he answered, mostly because he knew she liked it.

    "Very well. I'll text you to let you know when our next lesson will be."

    She kissed him again, this time on the lips. It was slow and deep and it felt affectionate. Lucas loved it and he felt a touch of guilt, too, because Sarah should have been the only woman he was kissing.

    "When's your next date with Sarah?" she asked.

    "Tomorrow," he answered.

    "She likes you a lot, you know."

    "Really?"

    Grace nodded. "Sometimes I see her staring at you at the club. She can see you through one of the windows in the bar and she likes to watch you. I see her smiling. I think she really likes you. I suppose she might still be hooking up with other people, but I know she likes you."

    "I like her too."

    "Well, be good to her tomorrow. Be yourself. She likes you, after all. And, if you're lucky enough to get into her pants, be generous. Tend to her pleasure. Show her that you care about making her cum and I promise she will care about making you cum too."

    "I will," he said. "Thank you for the advice. And the orgasm."

    Lucas stood and peeled off the condom. He tied it off and set it on the bathroom counter while he washed his cock. He got dressed, grabbed the condom to put in his tennis bag - to make sure Grace's husband didn't find it - and then said goodbye and headed across the lawn and towards his car.

    He felt a little guilty about how quickly he'd gone back on his desire to stop fooling around with Grace, but he told himself that he and Sarah weren't actually all that serious yet. They'd only been on one date. They might get serious soon, though, and then he'd have to truly solve his problem. There was time to figure out a solution, though.

  
    A Wild Summer Serving a Trophy Wife’s Many Naughty Needs - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Under the stars in the back of Sarah's truck, Lucas gets the details of her freshman year dalliance with a professor and finds himself awash in pleasure as she talks about the joys of having sex with a fit older man that new how to please her.
    

    ---

    Sarah ran her fingers under Lucas's t-shirt and caressed his stomach, slowly inching her way towards his chest as she cuddled a little closer and kissed his neck.

    "What are you thinking about?" she whispered.

    That question didn't always come with an answer, but Lucas had one on that particular evening. "Your professor."

    Sarah moaned softly, leaving Lucas to wonder if she'd just recalled a fond memory of her professor - whom she'd spent most of her freshman year having sex with - or if she liked that he was thinking about a previous sexual relationship of hers.

    "What about him?" she asked.

    Lucas searched for a concise answer, but he failed in that quest. "I feel like I want to know everything."

    Sarah straddled him and Lucas looked up and noted that she looked especially beautiful in the moonlight. He could hear the stream trickling by, too, and despite the gentle discomfort of lying in the bed of her truck, it was a moment that had all the trappings of classic romance, only he'd just asked her to tell him about the sexual relationship she'd had with another man.

    "His name was Mark, though at first I knew him as Professor Sanders. As you know, he taught social sciences. He was young - for a professor - and handsome and you could tell that he worked out. His shirts weren't skin tight or anything, but he had broad shoulders and great posture and it seemed obvious that there was a really great body underneath his slacks and button ups."

    "Was there?" Lucas asked.

    Sarah smiled and slid her hips forward before slowly dragging them backwards. "There was," she answered. "It was one of the best things about being with him, actually. It might have been the reason I stayed with him until the end of the year. There's just something...well, it's hard to describe, but there's something so thrilling about a man with a strong, muscular body crawling on top of you, parting your legs, and sliding himself into you."

    Had Lucas not spent part of his summer indulging in unexpectedly kinky pleasures with Mrs. Bannister, he might have found his erection quite distressing. Instead, he let the arousal wash over him and pulled Sarah close for a kiss. Her tongue wandered into his mouth and he briefly sucked on it before offering his own. Her hips continued to move back and forth, though at a slow enough pace that it seemed she intended on sharing quite a few of the details of her sexual journey with an older man.

    "How did you end up...I mean, how does a relationship like that start?" he asked.

    Sarah sat up and Lucas ran his hands under her t-shirt and over her stomach. She smiled as he made his way to her breasts, cupping them through the surprisingly delicate-feeling material of her bra. He wondered if he'd seen it before or if she'd worn something new for their date. It would be a nice surprise when her shirt finally came off, though Lucas was in no rush.

    "At first it was just a lot of eye contact," she said. "I honestly didn't know that he was giving me special attention until a few weeks in. I just thought he made lots of eye contact with everyone. Then one of my friends pointed out that he seemed to have a crush on me. I told her she was insane, of course, and despite the fact that he was attractive I didn't really feel much of anything towards him."

    "So what changed?"

    She looked away like she was embarrassed. "It's sort of silly, but I actually felt flattered by the attention that I hadn't known I was getting. So many of the girls in class wanted him. I'd hear them talking about him on the way out. I don't know if any of them were actually serious, but it seemed like he wanted me over all these other girls and I just...I liked that. I didn't start dressing differently or trying to flirt with him or anything because I really didn't have any interest in actually, you know, fucking him, but I did start enjoying his class a little more. I started paying closer attention. I studied a little harder."

    "And how did it go from eye contact to something more?"

    Sarah leaned down and they shared a long, slow, deep kiss of the sort that someone initiates because they want you to know that they really, really like you, and beyond that, that they crave you.

    "You're an incredible kisser," Lucas said.

    "Mark said the same thing after our first kiss."

    Lucas experienced a surge of pleasure that was deepened by Sarah dragging her hips backwards and generating a wealth of friction over the head of his cock.

    "The kiss came a little later, though. It was a small class and Mark liked to meet one-on-one with every student outside of class. It's possible that he was using those meetings as a way of trying to find a student to fuck - he might not have been a great guy, let's be honest - but it's also possible he just liked trying to connect with his students to ensure they had as fruitful a year as possible. I don't really know. I just know that we connected in that meeting. We were at a coffee shop so there wasn't any obvious flirting or touching or anything like that, but it did feel like a first date."

    She kissed his neck and Lucas ran his hands down Sarah's back and grabbed his ass through her denim shorts.

    "Afterwards, when we were on the sidewalk in front of the coffee shop, he asked me if I wanted to meet him again the next week. He said there was a park nearby with a small botanical garden that he'd love to show me."

    "He asked you on a date?"

    "He did. I said yes. We spent two hours in the garden. That's where we had our first kiss. That's also where he explained that he was married, that he didn't normally kiss his students - I'm not sure if that was true - but that he felt something for me that he couldn't deny."

    Lucas ran his hands under her shirt and lifted it over Sarah's head, revealing a semi-sheer black bra that looked both sexy and expensive. He'd never seen it before. He suspected she hadn't worn it to work, either, and he liked that she'd changed into something special for their date.

    "Wow," he said. "Sarah, this is so fucking sexy."

    "Yeah? I bought it just for you."

    He kissed her fiercely and she moaned into his mouth. Lucas imagined it was the reaction she'd been looking for, one of pure passion and desire, one of lust driven by both her beauty and the gift - of sorts - that she'd given him by buying and wearing such an absurdly sexy bra.

    She sat up, ran her fingers through her hair, and smiled before grasping her breasts through the bra and slowly grinding back and forth on his crotch.

    "Mark used to buy me things like this," she said. "Things to wear for him. Things that turned him on. I loved the way he'd look at me when I wore something he liked. I loved how turned on he'd get."

    Lucas grabbed her ass and urged her to move a little faster over his crotch. Sarah resisted, though, doing so with a smile as she grabbed his hands and pulled them from her backside. She placed one on her breast and brought the other to her mouth, taking his index finger between her lips and sucking slowly.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    This time, two fingers disappeared into her mouth. Sarah closed her eyes and swirled her tongue around them as she sucked. She moaned, too, and the rocking of her hips continued, generating increasing pleasure via friction.

    "After our date in the botanical garden he proposed that we meet at a hotel a few days later," she said. “I wasn't naive. I'd had sex before. I knew what he wanted."

    "Is it what you wanted?"

    Sarah nodded. "Surprisingly, yes. I'd gone from not being the slightest bit interested in him to wanting him very badly, in that deep kind of way where your whole body feels it."

    "That's how I feel about you."

    Her smile could have lit up a room. "Yeah?"

    "All the time."

    Sarah unbuttoned her shorts and guided his fingers into them. He was inside her a moment later, bathed in her heat and wetness as she rocked her hips once more. This time, though, she was also rocking her clit against his fingers and generating what he hoped was blissful friction for herself.

    "What was the first time like?" he asked.

    "I was so nervous. He'd booked a really nice hotel, though. The nicest I'd ever stayed in. I remember wondering how he could afford it on a professor's salary, but I later found out his wife had family money. Looking back, it's a little gross that he was effectively using his wife's money to cheat on her, but I wasn't thinking about any of that at the time."

    "What were you thinking about?"

    Sarah looked away for a moment and Lucas noted how beautiful she looked in profile. He slipped his fingers deeper inside her, bringing her attention back to him as she moaned and began to ride him a little faster.

    "The previous few nights I’d masturbated to the idea of having sex with him," she said. "I was all in. I was nervous as hell, but that was mostly because I was worried I'd be a disappointment to him, somehow. I wore a nice bra and panty set and a sundress. He was in the room when I got there. He looked so good in jeans and a t-shirt. It was casual but the shirt was tight enough that you could really see his body."

    Lucas pulled her close and they kissed as he unhooked her bra. He cupped her bare breasts and then his lips found her neck, her shoulder, her chest, and finally her breasts. Sarah ran her fingers through his hair and moaned as he sucked on her nipple, flicking his tongue over it in a slow, deliberate manner like she'd told him she loved.

    "We talked for a little while. Then we made out. Then we undressed each other. I remember how hard my heart was pounding as I took his cock in my hand. He was already hard and he played with my tits as I stroked him. He told me how beautiful I was. He told me how badly he wanted me, how he'd felt something for me - something he couldn't explain - from the day I walked into his classroom. He told me he couldn't believe we were actually there, we were actually naked together, we were actually going to have sex."

    She shifted her body so Lucas could suck on her other nipple and he did so while imagining Sarah stroking an older man's cock while her pussy gushed with desire for him.

    "The first time was incredible, Lucas. It was just missionary, but I came really hard. Mark did too. I can still remember the way his body tensed up right before he came, the way his muscles seemed to grow, the way it felt to run my hands over him as he unleashed while deep inside me. I think it was the first genuinely great sexual experience of my life, which is probably why it stands out so much in my memory."

    Lucas worked her shorts off. It took some time, but eventually he had his hands on her ass. He squeezed hard while she ground her crotch over his, spreading the precum that had leaked out of him over his cock head and underwear and making a delightful mess that proved just how turned on he was.

    "We fucked three times that night," she said. "I gave him a blowjob for the first time, too, though I didn't make him cum in my mouth. It was foreplay, I suppose. He didn't ask for it or suggest it. He even said I didn't have to as I moved between his legs. I wanted to, though. The first orgasm he'd given me had been so good that I felt compelled to suck his cock. I'm really not sure why, I just did. I wanted, I guess, to show him that I was the kind of girl that would make sure he felt good."

    There was something about that notion that drove Lucas wild with desire. He liked the idea of Sarah putting in effort to make someone else feel good. He loved the idea of her body - all of it - bringing someone else pleasure. He couldn't understand why those notions drove him wild with desire, but there was no question they did.

    "Did you ever feel, I don't know, taken advantage of?" Lucas asked.

    "No. I wouldn't argue that he was a good guy - he was cheating on his wife, after all - but he didn't take advantage of me. We had lots of good sex. I had lots and lots of orgasms. I learned a lot, too. I mean, it was kind of a classic version of that sort of thing. He taught me a lot about sex and my body. He bought me pretty things. I stayed at nice hotels. We even went away for a weekend once. I have literally no regrets about it."

    Her smile made Lucas think that she was telling the truth, as it seemed to indicate that she was, in that moment, reliving a rather lovely memory of her time with her professor.

    "Do I really make you feel better than he does?" Lucas asked, referring to something Sarah had said to Mr. Bannister in the bar a few days ago.

    Sarah scooted back and Lucas figured she was about to take his shorts off, but instead she grabbed his legs and pulled until he was on his back, his head no longer resting against the pillows she'd set up in the truck bed. Sarah then crawled forward until she was astride his face. She pulled her panties aside, lowered her pussy to his mouth, put a hand on his head, and moaned as he immediately put his tongue to work.

    "I wasn't just saying that for Mr. Bannister's benefit," she said between moans. "I wasn't as effusive as I could have been about Mark's ability to pleasure me, but you do make me feel better than my professor did, Lucas. You make me cum harder. You're more talented that you should be, given your status as a virgin before I fucked you, but you make me feel things Mark never did."

    She grasped her bare breasts and Lucas took a moment to marvel at the fact that he was eating pussy in the middle of the woods on a Friday night. His life had gotten so much more interesting that summer and it filled him with an unyielding sense of happiness that he hoped would never fade.

    Sarah climaxed while riding his face and it seemed to go on for a blissfully long time. She dropped her hips lower and her pussy opened over his mouth and lips, spreading slick juices over his skin while he pushed his tongue as deep inside her as he could, soaking up the taste of her desire.

    Then, when she'd finished, Sarah guided a pillow under his head and laid next to Lucas. She kissed and licked his face clean before wiping it with her t-shirt, all while the sounds of crickets, cicadas, and the stream filled the air, driving home the point that Lucas was living his best life.

    "We stopped using protection a month after he first fucked me," Sarah said as she unzipped Lucas's pants and pulled his cock free. "He asked if I was on the pill. He asked if I'd be okay with him not using condoms as long as he got tested to show he was clean. I didn't hesitate to let him have me without a condom. I'd never done that before and I wanted to try it."

    "Did it feel good?"

    "It was incredible, Lucas. He liked it better. He fucked me harder. I liked being fucked hard by Mark. I liked having his muscular body on top of mine. I liked feeling enveloped in him as he fucked me, his arms around me, his body so much bigger than mine. I liked feeling like I was the reason for his pleasure, for his good moods when he came to class, for the burst of happiness he felt every time he had me. Of course, I really liked cumming on his cock, too."

    Lucas moaned and his hips pushed upwards. Sarah tightened her grip on his cock and stroked him.

    "As I was riding your face, Lucas...I thought about my professor, about him cumming inside me. I thought about how I've fed you some of your cum, about how you seem to like eating it, about how you have this kinky part of you that seems to be up for anything."

    Lucas sensed where she was going and the anticipatory pleasure of it made his cock throb.

    Sarah kissed his neck and then straddled him. His cock disappeared into the wet, hot confines of her pussy and she rested her hands on his chest and began to ride him slowly.

    "I thought about how hot it would be if...if I fucked my professor and then...if somehow you were there, Lucas, if you were there to offer your mouth, your face, for a ride. If I could feed you my professor's load...if I could ride your mouth after he fucked me..."

    Lucas saw her impending orgasm. It was obvious on her face. It was obvious in the stiffness of her nipples. It was obvious in her moans.

    "I would have done it. If somehow you and I were dating at college, if you were fucking your professor, if you wanted to ride my face with a pussy full of his cum...I would have done it!"

    Lucas's moans of pleasure drowned out the cicadas and crickets and stream. They even drowned out Sarah's moans as she came with him, as her body trembled from a powerful climax while he unleashed his load in her pussy, while he enjoyed the same pleasure her professor had enjoyed so many times during her freshman year.

    Sarah leaned down, kissed his neck, and moaned like a woman who was truly, deeply satisfied. "I know you would have done it, Lucas," she whispered. "You would have eaten his cum. You would have eaten Mr. Banniter's cum if I'd fucked him. You'd do damn near anything for me because you're kinky, because you're devoted to my pleasure, to exploring your pleasure through mine. That's why you make me cum harder than my professor ever did, Lucas. You're a much better fit for me."

    He squeezed her ass hard and she moaned and moved her pussy a little, grinding her clit into him.

    "Will you sit on my face right now?" he asked.

    "I'd love to. Will you clean your cum out of me?"

    He smiled. "I'd love to."

    She lifted her pussy, dragged her hips forward, and sat on his face. Lucas cleaned her and made her cum. Twice, in fact. He thought of it being someone else's cum inside her and he got so turned on that he was sporting another erection by the time he'd finished licking his mess out of her.

    They'd fuck again, but Sarah had more to tell him about her time with her professor, so she regaled Lucas with tales of sex in beautiful hotel rooms, trysts at the professor's house while his wife was out of town, blowjobs in cars, a sex-filled weekend getaway, and so much more, leaving him in a state of intense desire that would end with them fucking in missionary and him blowing his load deep inside her before she pushed him between her legs to clean her, to lick her clit, to make her cum a few more times before they drove home.

  
    A Wild Summer Serving a Trophy Wife’s Many Naughty Needs - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Lucas heads to the Bannister estate to give one of the last tennis lessons of the summer to Mrs. Bannister. He arrives to find her indulging in her desire for the pool guy. Then her husband shows up and some truly wild, kinky fun unfolds. Lucas watches and then he gets involved, of course.
    

    ---

    Lucas felt light on his feet as he walked across the expansive lawn of the Bannister estate and made his way towards the tennis courts. He'd had sex that morning, though, so he had good reason to feel like he was floating on air.

    Grace was supposed to be waiting for him on the tennis court and he saw her racket and bag, but she was nowhere to be found, at least for a short while as Lucas remembered her predilection for fooling around in the pool house. He walked that way and almost immediately saw Mrs. Bannister on top of a muscular young man.

    There was a time when he would have let himself in to watch - or even help in some manner - but Lucas had a girlfriend now and though Sarah knew about the things he'd done with Grace, she'd asked him to cease pursuing any sort of pleasure with the older married woman he'd been giving tennis lessons to all summer long.

    Instead of watching, Lucas returned to the tennis court, sat down, and pulled out his phone.

    "Mrs. Bannister is having sex with the pool guy," he texted his girlfriend. "Quite loudly, in fact. I guess today's lesson will be a bit shorter than usual."

    "Is this the same pool guy who produced the used condom that Mrs. Bannister gave you a handjob with?" Sarah asked.

    Lucas marveled at Sarah's open-mindedness and told himself that he'd lucked out when he met her, as he couldn't imagine another woman his age would have been even remotely understanding of the things he'd done with Grace.

    "That's the one," he texted.

    "There's a part of me that hates that you're still giving lessons to a woman that's made you cum so many times, but there's also a part of me that gets weirdly excited when I think about the stuff you've done with her. I don't really understand it, and yet I'm sitting here feeling a little something as I think about her sliding a used condom onto your cock and jerking you off."

    "Jerking me off while telling me that I'll never get to fuck her," Lucas texted.

    "She's missing out, to be honest," Sarah replied almost immediately. "You're good with your cock, Lucas."

    "Mine's nowhere near as big as the pool guy's cock is."

    He felt a pang of regret at sending the text. He liked having sex with Sarah and there was no need to remind her that his dick was slightly above average, that she could absolutely have someone bigger if she wanted.

    "Size isn't everything, Lucas," she texted. "I've had bigger, but I don't think I've ever cum harder with a guy than I cum with you."

    Lucas's cock stirred as he read the words 'I've had bigger' over and over again. He didn't even realize he was doing it at first. It's like his mind drew him there and compelled him to immerse his arousal center in the idea that his girlfriend had been fucked by a bigger cock.

    "Sorry if that came off as mean," she messaged, presumably because Lucas hadn't texted back in a few minutes. "I probably shouldn't have said that."

    He laughed. "It wasn't mean. I got a little turned on by the bigger thing. I couldn't explain why, but something about it struck me as really hot even though you said it wasn't necessarily better."

    His phone rang and Sarah's face popped up on the screen.

    "Hey," he said.

    "So...you liked it when I said I've had a bigger cock than yours?"

    Lucas's cock throbbed, though he was surprised at his sudden hesitation to answer. "Yes," he said after a few seconds of silence.

    A soft moan came from the other end of the call. "Maybe Mrs. Bannister is right. Maybe bigger is better. I haven't had sex with many guys, so maybe in a few years I'll have had more experience and I'll understand that there's nothing quite like having a long, thick cock to stretch out my tight little pussy."

    Lucas now had a raging erection and his shorts were doing a terrible job of hiding it. "Fuck...Sarah...you've got me so hard."

    She moaned - louder this time - and Lucas was certain he heard her masturbating.

    "Where are you?" he asked.

    "At work. In the bathroom. I locked the door."

    "Are you masturbating?"

    "Yes," she said. "You turn me on, Lucas. Your...openness. Your eagerness to explore, to try new things. Fuck...it really turns me on. Plus...I don't know, maybe I'd love getting fucked by a hot pool guy with a cock that put yours to shame."

    "I wish I was there with you."

    "Yeah? Given what we're talking about, I don't think I'd let you fuck me, Lucas. It wouldn't be right, would it? I mean, I should be thinking about having a fat cock in my pussy, right? I should be thinking about getting stretched out by some huge dick while you watch like you did with Mrs. Bannister."

    The sounds of masturbation got louder and Lucas pictured his girlfriend leaning against the bathroom counter with her shorts and panties around her knees and her fingers dancing wildly over her swollen, soaking wet pussy lips.

    "I'd watch," he said. "I'd watch and maybe finger you and kiss your neck. I'd tell you how hot I'd find it to be able to watch someone else fuck you."

    Lucas wasn't entirely sure he'd find that hot - watching his girlfriend have sex would be way different than watching Grace have sex - but Sarah moaned in a way that made it seem like she'd enjoyed the dirty talk.

    "Fuck...Lucas...I'm cumming. I'm cumming!"

    Lucas listened to his girlfriend have an orgasm. He pictured her face contorted in pleasure - he'd seen it countless times before - and though he wanted to pull his cock out and masturbate, he managed to keep his hands to himself.

    "Well, that was fun," Sarah said between heavy breaths.

    "It was. I think this might be the first time I've had phone sex."

    "Well...maybe we could, I don't know, do this sort of thing from time to time when we're both back at school."

    The thought was more exciting than he'd expected. "Is it weird that I'd find it pretty hot if you called me after you'd...well, after you'd fucked someone else?"

    "Some women would find that weird, but I just had an orgasm thinking about that basic thing, so I don't find it weird at all, Lucas. In fact, I'm excited about doing that very thing at some point in the fall. I have to go, though."

    "Yeah, of course. Have a good day at work."

    "I will, Lucas. And...I feel like if you want to go watch Mrs. Bannister get fucked, you can. You can even let her jerk you off with the used condom. You don't have to do any of that, but I've decided to be a little more open minded regarding fairly harmless stuff like a handjob."

    Lucas was about to say something when he heard footsteps behind him. He turned to see Mr. Bannister striding purposefully towards the pool house.

    "Oh, shit, Mr. Bannister is here," he said. "He looks...annoyed, maybe? I'm not sure what's going on, but I'll text you later with updates."

    "Okay, bye. Oh, and don't do anything stupid. Mr. Bannister's a vengeful maniac. Don't forget that."

    Sarah hung up and Lucas remained on the bench at the tennis court and watched Mr. Bannister make a beeline for the pool house without so much as glancing towards Lucas.

    Mr. Bannister gripped the pool house door handle, took a deep breath, and swung it open. He stood in the doorway with his hands on his hips and Lucas could hear the moans of pleasure emanating from the room in which he'd experienced a handful of orgasms by Grace's hand.

    Curiosity got the better of Lucas and he stood and slowly approached the pool house, tiptoeing his way towards the broad-shouldered man blocking the doorway as he watched his wife ride someone else's cock.

    "There's no need to stand in the doorway, Robert," Grace said in a teasing voice. "Why don't you come in, my love?"

    Mr. Bannister stepped through the doorway and Lucas hurried towards the pool house and leaned against the wall by the door, keeping himself out of sight of the three people inside.

    "Take your clothes off, my love."

    Lucas had expected anger from Mr. Bannister, but it seemed that something else was about to unfold in the pool house.

    "That's it, baby. Get naked for me. Get naked and get on your knees."

    Lucas inched towards the doorway and leaned ever-so-slightly towards it to look inside. He saw that Grace had switched to reverse cowgirl on the pool guy and that her pussy was impaled on his cock, though she wasn't riding him in the moment. Instead, she was watching her husband get naked as the young man inside her played with her tits.

    "What are you waiting for, Robert?" Grace asked. "I told you to get on your fucking knees. Now do it."

    Nothing Lucas had witnessed in their relationship made it seem like Mr. Bannister was in any way submissive or eager to take orders from his wife. It seemed that the opposite was the case, in fact, but Lucas's summer has shown him that someone's sexuality could be far more complicated than he ever imagined, his own included.

    Mr. Bannister fell to his knees in front of his wife and Grace smiled as she began to ride the pool guy's impressively large cock.

    "It's good to watch sometimes, isn't it?" she asked. "Especially when the man inside me is so much younger and hotter than you are, Robert. It's good to be put in your place from time to time, to realize that there are, in fact, better men than you out there. Men that can satisfy your wife's cunt in ways you can't."

    Mr. Bannister took his cock in his hand and began to stroke. In that same instant, an angry look washed over Grace's face.

    "Did I say you could jerk off?" she asked. "Did I say you could touch your worthless dick?"

    Lucas wondered whose kink they were playing to. Was it Grace getting off on humiliating her husband, or was it Mr. Bannister getting off on it? Or, was it perhaps the both of them that enjoyed reversing the roles they usually occupied.

    "No, you didn't," Robert said. "I'm sorry."

    "No, you're not. Not yet."

    Grace lifted her hips and the stiff young cock slipped from her pussy, which was the first time that Lucas noticed that she was having bareback sex. A condom handjob wouldn't have been possible.

    "Take him in your mouth," she said. "Suck my juices off of him."

    Mr. Bannister looked up at her and remained still. "No."

    She smiled and reached out with remarkable swiftness to grab a handful of his hair. She pulled him forward until the stiff cock rubbed against his face.

    "Open your fucking mouth and suck his dick clean," she demanded. "Do it, you nasty little pig. Suck his fat cock clean and then put it back inside me."

    Mr. Bannister's hand moved for his cock once more, but he corrected himself and tucked his arms behind his back. Then, to Lucas's utter amazement, he parted his lips and took the young man's dick into his mouth.

    "That's it," Grace said. "Suck that cock clean. Suck my juices off of it. Suck like a dirty little bitch. Show me that you know your fucking place, Robert. Show me that you understand that you're inferior to this gorgeous young man."

    Lucas felt his heart pounding and he looked down to see an impressive tent in his pants. He'd never witnessed anything like what was unfolding in the pool house but it was clear that he found it massively arousing, especially Grace's intense performance.

    "Put him back inside me and then lick my clit as I ride him," she demanded.

    Lucas watched one of the richest people in town grasp another man's cock and guide it inside his wife's wet pussy. Mr. Bannister then leaned forward and did his best to lick his wife's clit while the rode the pool guy.

    "This is your fucking place, Robert!" she cried out. "You suck dick for me. You lick my clit while a superior man fucks me. You do as you're fucking told because you're not nearly man enough to offer anything but complete and utter fealty to me."

    Grace soon experienced an orgasm more potent than any Lucas had witnessed over the course of the summer, making him think that the kink unfolding in the pool house was for her pleasure. Oddly, it made him think more highly of Mr. Bannister, who was clearly willing to do whatever it took to make his much younger, absurdly beautiful wife happy.

    After cumming, Grace remained still with the younger man's cock inside her. She was all smiles, though, and they were directed at her husband, who was on his knees and looking like the supplicant she'd turned him into for their pool house tryst.

    "Thank you, Robert," she said. "That was exquisite."

    "You're welcome," he replied.

    Grace looked towards the doorway. "Come in here, Lucas."

    He leaned away and froze. He contemplated running. He'd been caught, though, and it seemed likely that Grace had known he was there for quite some time, so Lucas stepped into the pool house with his undeniable boner leading the way.

    "You're not the only one that gets hard when a woman gets bossy, Robert," Grace said. "It seems that young Lucas is very similar, though it's yet to be determined if he possesses the fire that burns inside you that makes you such a conqueror when you put your mind to it."

    Lucas felt thoroughly embarrassed to have all three sets of eyes in the room directed towards him.

    Mr. Bannister stood and his posture seemed to change. He pushed his shoulders back and took his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly while looking at his wife and then at Lucas. No one in the room spoke and the only sound was that of Mr. Bannister's hand moving up and down his precum-soaked cock.

    "Tell me, Lucas," Mr. Bannister began, "would you rather have been me or the man inside my wife?"

    "You," Lucas admitted.

    "That's what I thought. Come over here and get on your knees."

    Lucas glanced at Grace and she smiled and nodded, though it was clear that the power dynamic in the room had shifted. Despite his nervousness, Lucas approached and dropped to his knees as instructed.

    Without warning, Mr. Bannister stepped forward and pushed his cock into Lucas's mouth. A strong hand found the back of his head and held it tight as Lucas tried to pull away. He couldn't, though, and he knew better than to bite down on the cock in his mouth. In fact, a natural instinct of some kind took over and Lucas began to suck on the cock in his mouth.

    "That's it, Lucas," Mr. Bannister said. "Suck my cock. Embrace the part of yourself that finds this perfectly natural, and if it's any consolation, this was going to happen at some point this summer. My wife is allowed to play, of course, but the men she plays with almost always have to pay in some way. You're young and fairly kind, so you're going to pay in humiliation. You're going to suck my dick. You're going to gag on it. You're going to let me use your mouth for as long as I desire."

    Mr. Bannister took Lucas's head in both his hands and began to thrust in and out of his mouth. As the face fucking unfolded, Grace began to ride the younger man inside her. She did so with great vigor, too, and the sounds of sex soon drowned out Lucas's gagging and the wet noises of the dick moving in and out of his mouth.

    "I think you already know this, Lucas," Mr. Bannister said with a smile on his face, "but when you find a good woman, it's worth going to any length to make her happy. Any length at all, because a good woman makes a man. A good woman makes life worth living. Perhaps young Sarah is that woman for you. She's certainly stronger than you are as I couldn't begin to charm her into taking my cock. I tried, too, beyond what you saw in the bar. I tried but she's not interested. I wouldn't let her go, Lucas. She might even understand that you had to let me fuck your throat, that your cock was hard as I did it, that you actually enjoyed being put on your knees and fucked in the mouth while you listened to my wife ride a stiff young cock."

    Lucas knew that he'd voluntarily entwined himself in the sex life of Mr. and Mrs. Bannister. He understood that he was on their level, kink wise, and that he did find genuine pleasure in just about everything he'd gone through that summer.

    "I'm going to cum down your throat, Lucas," Mr. Bannister said. "Then I imagine my wife will have you clean her cunt after he blows his load inside her."

    The face fucking got more intense for a few moments and then Mr. Bannister buried his dick in Lucas's throat and climaxed. The head was big enough to cut off most of Lucas's air supply, which made him panic. He couldn't pull away, though, so he tried his best to calm down, to take the load, to be the cum slut Grace had turned him into over the course of the summer.

    When he'd finished, Mr. Bannister pulled out and harshly slapped his dick across Lucas's face a handful of times. It hurt and furthered his humiliation, but that was the point.

    Mr. Bannister then got dressed and walked out as Lucas turned his attention to Grace, who was busy bouncing on a stiff cock in reverse cowgirl and playing with her clit.

    "Suck his balls, Lucas," she said. "Suck his big balls and help him build a load that he'll unleash inside me. Then you can clean his cock and my cunt and we can get to our tennis lesson."

    Lucas sucked balls as they fucked. He thought about Sarah. He wondered what she'd think of what he'd let happen to him, if she'd be angry or turned on or if she'd merely understand that he'd gotten in too deep with the Bannisters and was unable to pull out.

    He'd tell her as soon as the lesson was over. He had no interest in lying to her. He just hoped it wouldn't ruin the good thing they had going.

  
    A Wild Week in Paradise - Part 1

    “Here you are, sir,” the bartender said as he set a pair of strawberry daiquiris in front of Oliver. “Shall I charge it to your room?”

    Oliver nodded. “Yes, we’re staying in bungalow 12.”

    “One moment,” the bartender replied as he turned towards the register and quickly printed out a receipt.

    Oliver signed, added a tip, and picked up the daiquiris and headed back towards his wife Julia, who he’d left luxuriating alone in the hot tub. Oliver walked the winding path lined with tropical flowers and leafy bushes and came around the corner to find that a young couple – they looked to be in their 20s – had joined Julia.

    “Oliver,” she said as he returned with their drinks and slid into the hot water. “I’d like you to meet Leilani and Santiago.”

    “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Santiago replied in an accent that Oliver recognized as Brazilian.

    “You too,” Oliver replied.

    “I hope you don’t mind that we’ve joined you,” Leilani said.

    “He doesn’t mind,” Julia replied. “He tends to be a little shy, but he resolved to be as friendly as possible on this vacation, so any chance to meet someone new is one Oliver is certainly going to welcome.”

    Oliver chuckled. “She’s right, I do tend to be shy, but it’s not something I love about myself, so I’m trying to change it, and on the flight down we did talk about trying our best to be open to new adventures on this vacation.”

    “Is that because life at home is a little boring?” Santiago asked. “I don’t mean any offense, of course, but I know that sometimes vacation is a great way to interrupt a routine.”

    “I’m a teacher and he’s a manager at a software company,” Julia explained, “so I think it’s fair to say that sometimes life is a little boring. In truth, I think we’d both agree that we wouldn’t mind life being a little more interesting and vacation seems like a great place to get started on that.”

    “So, what have you done so far?” Leilani asked.

    Oliver took a big sip of his daiquiri and answered, “Not much, actually. Our flight was delayed so we got in late last night and today we had breakfast, explored the resort’s beaches, and then hit up the hot tub.”

    “Well, do you have anything interesting planned for the rest of your day?” Leilani asked.

    Julia shook her head and sipped her daiquiri. “We both tend to plan too much, so we figured we’d try our best not to plan anything this vacation.”

    Leilani smiled and said, “Why don’t we do something right now?”

    Julia looked at Oliver before turning her gaze back to the beautiful girl sitting on the other side of the hot tub. “What did you have in mind?”

    “Well, at this resort, clothing is optional at the pools and on the beaches, so why don’t you take your bikini top off?” Leilani suggested.

    Julia stared at the dark-haired girl and then looked back at Oliver. He was more than happy to see his wife expose her breasts in the hot tub, so he wasn’t about to offer any argument to Leilani’s idea.

    “Okay,” Julia said before taking a long sip from her drink. “Why the hell not?” She put her drink aside, reached back, and untied her blue bikini top. A moment later her beautiful, milky white bare breasts were exposed.

    “How does that feel?” Leilani asked as she reached up and loosened her bikini top, exposing her breasts. Oliver tried his best not to stare, though he did glance at the wonderfully perky globes of flesh.

    “I know it’s not a big thing, but it actually feels exciting,” Julia said. “I’ve never been topless in public before.”

    “And what do you think, Oliver?” Santiago asked. “Do you like that your beautiful wife is topless?”

    “I do,” Oliver answered with a vigorous nod. “Absolutely I do.”

    “Would you be willing to try something else?” Leilani asked as she smiled at Julia.

    “I don’t know,” Julia replied. “What did you have in mind?”

    Leilani pushed away from her side of the hot tub and gently floated towards Julia until she was seated right next to her. “I want to kiss you,” she said.

    Oliver nearly spilled his daiquiri as Leilani’s boldness caught him completely off guard. He glanced at Santiago but saw no such surprise on the other man’s face. Oliver expected to see the same level of surprise – and perhaps a bit of offense – on his wife’s face, but Julia looked oddly intrigued by the idea of kissing Leilani.

    “You want to kiss me?” Julia asked. “Really? Why?”

    “Because you’re beautiful,” Leilani answered. “May I? Kiss you, that is?”

    Much to Oliver’s surprise, Julia nodded. A moment later Leilani leaned in and her lips met Julia’s for a surprisingly tender kiss.

    “How did that feel?” Leilani asked.

    “Good,” Julia replied softly.

    “May I kiss you again?” Leilani asked.

    Oliver glanced at Santiago and saw that the young man’s gaze was fixed on the two beautiful, topless women, but of course they were.

    “Yes,” Julia answered.

    They kissed again, but this time Leilani’s lips parted and she offered her tongue. Once again Oliver was surprised that his wife happily opened her mouth and indulged in a far more intimate, sensual kind of kissing.

    Leilani’s hand moved under the water and found one of Julia’s breasts. Oliver felt his cock stiffen in his swimsuit as he watched his wife indulge in a bit of lesbian pleasure, which he was fairly certain she’d never done before.

    “Wow,” Julia said as the kiss ended and Leilani let her hand gently float to her side under the water.

    “It’s nice to try new things, isn’t it?” Leilani asked softly.

    Julia nodded and looked at Oliver. He smiled to indicate he was absolutely fine with what had just happened and Julia returned his smile with one of her own.

    “Would you like to touch me?” Leilani asked.

    Julia nodded. Their lips met once more and this time Julia’s hand roamed to Leilani’s breasts. The beautiful young woman moaned into Julia’s mouth as their tongues danced once again. Soon enough they were touching each other in a shockingly erotic display.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Santiago asked.

    Oliver glanced over to see the young man slowly rubbing his cock through his swimsuit. He felt no sense of judgment, though. If anything, he perfectly understood why Santiago would feel a desire to masturbate, for the erotic show unfolding in front of them was remarkably arousing.

    “It is,” Oliver answered after a brief pause. “It really is.” He turned his attention back to the girls and felt a deep rush of arousal at the sight of his wife eagerly making out with another woman.

    “Wow,” Julia said as they came up for air.

    “Do you feel good?” Leilani asked.

    Julia nodded and a bright smile crossed her face. “I feel really good.”

    “Can I ask you something?” Leilani said.

    Julia nodded once again.

    “Do you think my husband is attractive?” Leilani asked.

    Julia turned her attention to Santiago – who’d stopped stroking his cock but who sported a rather obvious erection – and smiled. “Yes, I do.”

    “Would you like to kiss him?” Leilani asked.

    Julia looked away from Santiago as if she felt a little embarrassed to be asked such a question in front of him.

    “It’s okay,” Leilani said as her hand moved to Julia’s breast once more. She took the hard nipple between her fingers and gently rolled it, eliciting a moan from Julia. “You don’t have to be embarrassed. Oliver raised no objection to my question. I don’t think he’d mind hearing that you’d find it pleasurable to kiss Santiago. Would you, Oliver?”

    Much to his surprise, Oliver shook his head and said, “No, I wouldn’t.”

    Leilani leaned in, brushed aside Julia’s hair, and kissed her neck before asking, “So tell me, Julia, would you like to kiss Santiago?”

    Julia closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and said, “Yes.”

    Leilani looked at Oliver and smiled. “Then go to him,” she said.

    Julia floated across the hot tub and as Leilani moved next to Oliver. Santiago flashed a charming smile as Julia settled in next to him.

    “Kiss him,” Leilani said. “Embrace trying something new on vacation and kiss my husband.”

    Julia smiled at Santiago and leaned in to kiss him. Oliver watched another man’s tongue slip into his wife’s mouth. He heard Julia moan.

    “Isn’t that beautiful?” Leilani asked softly as her hand found Oliver’s thigh under the water.

    He turned and saw a smile on her face. “I think so,” he answered.

    Leilani smiled. “I’m certain it’s beautiful. Look at them. Look at how much she’s enjoying it.”

    Oliver turned his attention back to his wife and saw that Leilani was unquestionably right. Julia was thoroughly enjoying her kiss – which had become something more than a kiss, really – with Santiago. His arm was around her and her body was very nearly pressed against his.

    “Touch her,” Leilani said. “Feel how hard her nipples are for you.”

    Santiago’s hand moved to Julia’s chest and he played with her breasts as Oliver stared. It wasn’t until Leilani moved her hand towards his crotch that he pulled his attention from the sight of his wife kissing another man.

    “What are you doing?” he asked.

    “Vacation is about letting go,” Leilani said. “It’s about exploring what feels good and doing so without worrying about any consequences. Or, at least it should be about those things.”

    Leilani’s hand stopped short of his cock and Oliver looked back at Julia to see his wife happily sucking on Santiago’s tongue.

    “Julia, feel my husband’s desire for you,” Leilani instructed. “Put your hand between his legs. Discover his lust.”

    Julia’s hand moved exactly where Leilani wanted it and she moaned as she discovered the bulge in Santiago’s swimsuit. Her fingers moved up and down the considerable shaft and Oliver couldn’t help but wish that Leilani would do the same for him.

    “Julia, I want my husband to feel your desire for him,” Leilani said. “Can he do that? Can his fingers explore between your legs?”

    Julia’s lips finally pulled back from Santiago’s, but her gaze remained on him as she said, “Yes.”

    Santiago smiled and kissed Julia’s neck as he slipped a hand into her bikini bottoms. A moment later she closed her eyes and unleashed a moan that Oliver recognized as one of sexual pleasure. The water distorted Oliver’s view, but he was relatively certain another man was fingering his wife in the hot tub.

    “Does she desire you?” Leilani asked her husband.

    “She does,” Santiago replied.

    Leilani’s hand moved between Oliver’s legs and she grasped his cock just as Julia had done for Santiago. “Isn’t it beautiful that your wife’s body has declared its desire for my husband? Isn’t it beautiful that she wants him so badly that she couldn’t resist welcoming his fingers inside her?”

    Oliver nodded. It felt insane to do so, but he wasn’t in his right mind. He was overcome with a kind of lust he’d never experienced before.

    “Santiago wants her, too,” Leilani continued. “He’s hard for her. His body has come alive with lust for your wife. Shouldn’t we let them have what they crave, Oliver? Shouldn’t we let them have each other?”

    Julia’s eyes opened and she gazed at Oliver. She didn’t say anything, but the look on her face made it obvious that she really did want Santiago, that their little dalliance in the hot tub was more than just an exceptionally naughty flirtation.

    “Yes, we should,” Oliver answered. Some part of him understood that it was insane to utter those words, and yet he wanted to say them. He wanted Julia to have what she craved. He wanted to take the leap into doing something truly wild on vacation.

    “Julia, sit on the edge of the hot tub,” Leilani said.

    Julia lifted her body out of the water and sat as instructed.

    “Oliver, remove her bikini bottoms,” Leilani said.

    Oliver floated across the hot tub, looked up at his wife, and slowly pulled down her bikini bottoms. She smiled and spread her legs as he moved to float back to where Leilani sat.

    “Actually, I want you to taste her,” Leilani instructed. “Put your tongue inside her. Taste her desire for my husband before she enjoys him.”

    Oliver didn’t hesitate. He took his place between his wife’s legs and put his tongue inside her. He tasted her sweet juices. He tasted her desire, a desire that would soon be satiated by Santiago’s cock.

    “Very good, Oliver,” Leilani said. “Now come sit by me.”

    Oliver did as he was told and Leilani floated towards her husband and removed his swimsuit. He stood and she gave him a brief blowjob, sucking and stroking his impressively large cock as he moaned quietly. Oliver’s attention was focused on Julia, though, and she couldn’t help but stare at the cock that would soon be inside her. The look on her face was one of pure hunger, almost as if she was a little jealous that Leilani got to have Santiago’s cock inside her first.

    “Enjoy her,” Leilani said as she backed away from her husband and sat next to Oliver once more. “Give her what she craves.”

    Santiago walked towards Julia and they kissed as she reached down and guided the tip of his cock to her pussy lips. She rubbed it over her wetness for a few moments and then he slipped inside her.

    Oliver sank down in the hot tub until he was up to his neck in the water. It afforded him the perfect view of another man’s cock entering his wife’s body. He couldn’t see Julia’s face, but he could see the union of her and Santiago and it proved to be an astounding sight.

    “Isn’t that beautiful?” Leilani asked as she too sank down in the water.

    “It is,” Oliver admitted.

    “Oh my God,” Julia said. “Santiago, oh my God.”

    “Does it feel good?” he asked.

    “It feels so much better than good,” she replied.

    “Would you like me to fuck you harder, Julia?” Santiago asked.

    She moaned. “Yes, please. Fuck me harder, Santiago. Fuck me harder.”

    Leilani reached over and stroked Oliver’s cock through his swimsuit as Santiago fucked his wife. Part of him couldn’t believe it was happening, and part of him had never been so turned on, which made it seem like it was absolutely the right thing to do, as if it was something they’d always been meant to do.

    Water splashed around as Santiago fucked Julia harder, and the longer it went on the louder she moaned. Oliver recognized those moans. His wife was approaching her orgasm.

    “She’s close,” he said.

    “Do you enjoy that, Oliver? Do you like that your wife is about to cum on my husband’s cock?” Leilani asked.

    Oliver groaned as his dick throbbed in his swimsuit. Leilani stroked him a little faster in response and he said, “Yes. Fuck, I have no idea why, but I like it. I really like it.”

    “Oh…oh my God…Santiago…” Julia said a moment before unleashing a series of wild moans as Oliver watched her pussy pulse around the long, thick cock that had provided the orgasm she was currently enjoying.

    Santiago slowed his thrusts as Julia climaxed and pulled out when she’d finished. He turned and Oliver couldn’t help but look at his cock, which was bigger than his and slick with Julia’s juices.

    “Julia, finish Santiago with your mouth,” Leilani instructed. “Show him that he deserves to feel as much pleasure as he made you feel.”

    Julia smiled, slid back into the hot tub, and directed Santiago to take her place sitting at the edge. He did so and she moved between his legs and took him into her mouth without hesitation.

    Santiago moaned and Oliver watched his wife’s head bob up and down in another man’s lap. Leilani leaned closer and kissed his neck before whispering, “Isn’t that beautiful, Oliver? She’s so grateful for the orgasm my husband gave her that she’s eager to have him cum in her mouth. She’s eager to swallow for him. She’s eager to show him that he deserves the same pleasure that he offered her.”

    “Yes, it’s beautiful,” Oliver said.

    Julia moaned and her head moved faster as if she was spurred on by Leilani’s words. Santiago moaned too, and the look on his face made it seem like his orgasm was fast approaching.

    “I’m close,” he said not long after.

    “Let him cum in your mouth, Julia,” Leilani said. “Take his seed on your tongue and swallow it when he’s finished.”

    Santiago grunted and groaned as Julia’s head stopped moving. She was taking another man’s cum on her tongue. Oliver couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe any of it. He couldn’t believe that his cock was so hard, either.

    Julia pulled off of Santiago’s cock, turned to face Leilani and Oliver, and swallowed. Oliver felt his cock throb painfully in his swimsuit as he watched his wife act in an entirely different manor from how she’d been for the duration of their relationship. It was like he was staring at a brand new woman.

    “Kiss your husband, Julia,” Leilani instructed.

    Oliver felt a moment of panic as Julia floated across the hot tub towards him. He didn’t act quickly enough to stop her, though, as her lips pressed against his. Her tongue brushed against his teeth as her breasts pushed against his chest. Oliver opened his mouth and the distinct taste of another man’s cum hit his taste buds. Julia sat in his lap and ground her hips against his crotch, stimulating his stiff cock as she pushed her tongue deeper into his mouth.

    Julia pulled back, smiled, and caressed Oliver’s face before turning to Leilani and saying, “Thank you.”

    “You’re welcome,” Leilani replied. “It was my pleasure, in fact. And, if you’re up for it, we’d like to see you again. Santiago and I have rented a boat for this afternoon. We’re going to take it to a snorkeling spot that’s supposed to be very nice, and, as it turns out, very private. I think we could all have a very good time together if you came. What do you think?”

    “We’d love to join you,” Julia answered without even glancing at Oliver.

    “Good,” Leilani said. “I think it would be best if your husband isn’t allowed to orgasm until we go on our little boat trip. Does that sound agreeable to you?”

    Julia looked at Oliver, smiled, and said, “Of course.”

    “Perfect. What do you say to another round of drinks?” Leilani replied. “I’ll go get them and we can all get to know each other a little better.”

    She got out of the hot tub without waiting for a response and walked off as Julia climbed off of Oliver’s lap and floated back across the hot tub. Santiago put his arm around her and she looked up at him and smiled in the way a woman smiles at the man that just made her cum.

    Oliver was still hard and still immensely aroused, so all he could think about was how much fun their little boat trip was going to be. The only frustration would be waiting until then to have the orgasm he so desperately wanted.
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    Oliver figured someone from the resort would be piloting the boat, but Santiago took the wheel and confidently steered them away from the dock and towards their destination as Leilani served drinks.

    “How did you convince them to let us take the boat alone?” Julia asked as Leilani sat next to her.

    “Santiago has a license to operate a boat like this,” Leilani replied with a smile.

    Oliver watched his wife stare at the man that had fucked her just a few hours ago and smile. “He’s a man of many talents, isn’t he?” Julia asked.

    Leilani smiled, leaned towards Julia, and kissed her neck before saying, “He certainly is. Just as you are a woman of many talents.”

    Julia seemed surprised at the compliment. “Am I?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” Leilani answered. “I watched you suck my husband’s cock, Julia. You showed exceptional talent. I watched you take his cock, too, and while that may not seem like a talent, it is.”

    Again Julia’s gaze focused on Santiago, whose back was to them as he paid close attention to his task of piloting the boat to its destination. She licked her lips like a hungry carnivore and turned to Julia to ask, “You really don’t mind that your husband fucked me?”

    Leilani offered a soft chuckle and replied, “Not at all. In fact, I love that my husband fucked you. I loved watching your lust for him blossom. I loved that you were so eager to explore your sexuality, and to let me guide you through that. And it wasn’t just that my husband fucked you, Julia. I love that you kissed me, that you let me touch you the way I did, that you seemed to respond to my touch even though you’ve never been with a woman before.”

    Leilani leaned closer, hesitated for a moment as her lips hovered achingly close to Julia’s, and kissed her again. Their mouths opened and their tongues danced almost immediately as Julia reached over and ran her fingers up Leilani’s bare things, stopping just short of their new friend’s crotch.

    “You’re a good kisser, too,” Leilani said as she pulled back. “An exceptionally good kisser, in fact, and that’s a talent, Julia. A talent that is often overlooked, but a talent nonetheless. I think you might be a far more sensual person than you’ve ever given yourself credit for.”

    Before Julia could say another word, Leilani stood and moved to sit next to Oliver. Julia turned to face them and just like that he was surrounded by two beautiful, attentive women.

    “Julia, did it surprise you that Oliver so thoroughly enjoyed watching my husband fuck you?” Leilani asked as she reached between Oliver’s legs and played with his half hard cock.

    “It did,” Julia said with a smile on her face. “I like that he enjoyed it, though. I certainly enjoyed it.”

    “And you didn’t mind that I played with your husband’s cock, did you?” Leilani asked as she brought Oliver’s to a full, throbbing erection.

    Julia shook her head. “No. I didn’t feel even a little jealous. Is that strange?”

    Leilani laughed. “Not at all. I’m different than most people, though. To me, almost nothing is strange when it comes to sex. I just don’t see the point in denying yourself something you crave. What do you think, Oliver? Should you or Julia deny yourselves something you crave?”

    “No,” Oliver said as Julia leaned a little closer and kissed his neck. “I…I don’t think so, no.” He couldn’t quite gather his thoughts thanks to the arousal coursing through him, but given how much fun they’d had in the hot tub, Oliver saw no reason for him or Julia to pass up on having more fun in that vein.

    “Are you turned on again, Julia?” Leilani asked.

    “Yes,” Julia replied.

    “Did my kiss and the way I touched you turn you on?” Leilani asked.

    Julia moaned. “Yes. And thinking about Santiago…about the way he fucked me, about how his cock felt.”

    Leilani kissed Oliver’s neck from the other side, putting him in a place of intense arousal as the two beautiful women treated him to one of the most arousing experiences of his life.

    The boat slowed and the sound of the engine went quiet as Santiago dropped the anchor and turned towards Oliver and the two beautiful women that were in the midst of doing everything they could to turn him on.

    Santiago smiled and headed towards the stern to sit next to Julia. She turned away from Oliver and quickly kissed the man whose cock had been inside her just a few hours earlier. Oliver couldn’t help but turn and watch as his wife’s body seemingly melted into the grasp of the handsome Brazilian man that had given her such a spectacular orgasm.

    “Can you see her lust?” Leilani asked as she stroked Oliver through his swimsuit.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Isn’t it exquisite? She’s only had him once and yet it seems that she can’t help but crave him,” Leilani noted. “Julia, get on your knees for Santiago.”

    Julia slipped off the bench and onto her knees without hesitation. She moved between Santiago’s legs and looked up at him with genuine lust in her eyes.

    “Tell me, Oliver, when was the last time your beautiful wife looked at you like that from her knees?” Leilani asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Oliver answered. “I don’t know if she ever has.”

    Leilani bit his earlobe and pulled hard enough that it hurt a little, and yet Oliver felt a surge of lust between his legs as his gaze remained focused on his wife.

    “Take his swimsuit off, Julia,” Leilani instructed. “Free my husband’s cock.”

    Julia reached up, untied Santiago’s swimsuit, and pulled it off. She stared at his cock – which was fully erect and impressively large – but her hands remained at her sides.

    “Do you see it, Oliver?” Leilani asked. “Do you see how badly she wants his cock? Do you see how badly your beautiful wife wants my husband’s cock in her mouth? Do you see how badly she wants him to fuck her again?”

    “Yes,” Oliver answered.

    Leilani untied his swimsuit and worked it over his hips, freeing his cock so she could wrap her soft fingers around it. Oliver groaned as she stroked him slowly, offering up intense pleasure while he watched his wife hungrily lick her lips while staring at Santiago’s cock.

    “What do you want, Oliver?” Leilani asked. “Do you want my husband to fuck your beautiful wife on this boat? Do you want him to pull her into his lap so she can take his big cock for a ride until she cums like she clearly craves?”

    “Y…yes,” Oliver admitted. Again he found himself unable to do much thinking as an unfamiliar kind of arousal enveloped his body.

    “Suck his cock, Julia,” Leilani instructed.

    Julia took Santiago’s cock in her mouth without hesitation. She moaned the moment the thick head passed her lips and Santiago quickly unleashed the kinds of noises a man makes when he’s getting his dick sucked by a beautiful woman.

    “Play with his balls,” Leilani said. “He loves having his balls played with. Make him feel good, Julia. Be a good girl for him. Make him feel good and he might give you what you want.”

    Oliver watched his wife play with Santiago’s balls as she sucked his cock. He marveled at Julia’s willingness – eagerness, even – to do exactly as Leilani instructed.

    “Oliver, I want you get on your knees behind your wife and feel her pussy. I want you to tell me if she’s wet,” Leilani said.

    Oliver slipped off the bench, moved behind his wife, and pulled her bikini bottoms down. He reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into her pussy, which was utterly soaked. Julia moaned and Oliver couldn’t help but imagine taking his wife from behind as she sucked cock. It struck him as an impossibly dirty thing to do, and yet there was an intense kind of arousal to be found in fantasizing about something like that.

    “Kiss your husband, Julia,” Leilani instructed.

    Julia sat back on her knees, turned her head, and kissed Oliver. Her tongue invaded his mouth as she gently ground her ass against his cock. Oliver wasn’t sure if she was teasing him purposefully or if she was so turned on that she couldn’t help it, but he didn’t care because it felt damn good.

    “Suck my husband’s cock,” Leilani said.

    Julia sank down once more and took Santiago’s cock in her mouth without hesitation. Oliver watched his wife’s head bob up and down in another man’s lap and looked down to see her perfect ass and his throbbing dick inches away from it.

    “You want to fuck your wife, don’t you Oliver?” Leilani asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Do you think that’s what she wants right now?” she asked.

    Oliver shook his head. That morning – before they’d met Leilani and Santiago in the hot tub – he would have said yes, but Oliver knew the answer. He knew that Julia wanted to feel Santiago’s cock inside her, as much as he wished it was his cock she craved.

    “Let’s remove the temptation, Oliver,” Leilani said. “Get on your knees to your wife. Crawl forward. Watch her suck Santiago’s cock from right next to her.”

    Oliver crawled forward as instructed and watched his wife’s mouth move up and down Santiago’s long, thick, slick shaft.

    “How does her mouth feel?” Leilani asked.

    “She’s exceptionally talented,” Santiago replied. “And passionate, which is even better. There’s nothing like a blowjob from a woman that genuinely wants to make you feel good.”

    Leilani slid closer to her husband and reached out to take his hand. “She’s an eager cocksucker, isn’t she?”

    “She is,” Santiago said.

    “Kiss your husband, Julia,” Leilani instructed. “Share the taste of my husband’s cock with him.”

    Santiago’s cock departed Julia’s mouth with an audible pop and she leaned over and kissed Oliver. Her tongue pushed into his mouth and while he wasn’t sure he could taste Santiago’s cock – he didn’t know what cock tasted like – there was no question that the essence of it was in his mouth. How could it not be?

    “Now suck his balls, Julia,” Leilani said.

    Julia did as she was told and Oliver felt an incredible ache between his legs as he watched his wife completely surrender to someone else’s desires.

    “Now kiss your husband again,” Leilani instructed. “Share the taste of my husband’s balls with him.”

    Julia kissed Oliver before he could react, and this time he could absolutely taste something different. It wasn’t unpleasant, but there was something undeniably dirty-feeling about it, as Oliver essentially had another man’s balls in his mouth while Julia’s tongue penetrated him.

    “Now kiss Santiago’s cock, Julia,” Leilani said as she leaned over, reached down, and grabbed Oliver’s dick to stroke it slowly. “Kiss it like you kissed your husband. Kiss it like you kiss someone you can’t help but desire.”

    Julia looked up at Santiago and did as Leilani instructed. She kissed the thick, throbbing cock like she was lost in lust with it. Her lips moved over the plump head and her tongue teased the sensitive flesh, putting a smile on Santiago’s face.

    “Now kiss your wife, Oliver,” Leilani said.

    Oliver expected that Julia would turn towards him, but she didn’t. “I can’t,” he said.

    “Of course you can,” Leilani replied. “Just lean over and kiss your wife.”

    Oliver leaned over and kissed Julia’s cheek. His face was perilously close to Santiago’s cock, but Leilani had gotten him so turned on that he put aside any discomfort he felt in the name of doing as instructed.

    “Her lips, Oliver,” Leilani said softly. “Kiss her lips.”

    “But…but she’s kissing his cock. I can’t kiss her lips,” he protested.

    Julia kissed her way to the tip of Santiago’s cock and remained there as her tongue and lips continued to work his soft flesh.

    “Look,” Leilani said. “Now you can kiss her lips.”

    It was technically true. Julia’s lips were available to be kissed if Oliver went over the top of Santiago’s cock. There was no way of kissing her without touching the other man’s erect shaft, though.

    “Do it, Oliver,” Leilani said with surprising force in her voice. “Kiss your wife. Kiss her over the top of my husband’s beautiful cock. Do it right now or I won’t let him fuck her again.”

    “Kiss me, Oliver,” Julia said. “Now.”

    Oliver took a deep breath and leaned closer. He felt the heat emanating from the head of Santiago’s cock as his lips approached it. He saw Julia’s lips curl into a soft, seductive smile, indicating her joy at his willingness to go so far beyond his sexual comfort zone.

    Oliver closed his eyes a moment before his lips touched Julia’s. A split second later he felt the soft, spongy flesh of Santiago’s cock head against his lips. Julia’s tongue danced into his mouth and Leilani slid off the bench and moved behind Oliver to stroke his cock faster.

    “Kiss his cock with her, Oliver,” Leilani whispered as she offered a slow, impossibly arousing handjob. “Kiss my husband’s big, beautiful cock while you kiss your wife.”

    Oliver’s lips followed Julia’s and a moment later he was running his tongue over the head of Santiago’s cock. His eyes remained closed tight, but he was absolutely crossing a boundary he’d never imagined he’d come anywhere near. Oliver was indulging in a little bit of bisexual foreplay and he was stunned to find that he didn’t find it even the slightest bit repulsive.

    “Now lick the shaft together,” Leilani instructed. “Lick from the base to the tip.”

    Oliver’s tongue followed Julia’s down Santiago’s shaft and back up again, all while Leilani teased his cock, keeping him in a place of wild desire.

    “Again,” Leilani instructed. “Make him feel good. Make my husband feel good before he fucks Julia again.”

    Oliver licked his way down and went a little too far as his tongue found the wrinkled, hairy skin of Santiago’s balls.

    “Do you want his balls, Oliver?” Leilani asked. “Did you like having the taste of them in your mouth when Julia kissed you? Do you want them in your mouth? Do you want to suck my husband’s big, beautiful balls before he fucks your wife? Then go ahead, do it. Take his balls in your mouth. Suck on them. Make them feel good while Julia sucks his cock. Do it. Right now.”

    Oliver did it without thinking and Julia moaned before the sounds of cocksucking filled his ears. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, and yet he found the experience intensely arousing.

    “Sit on his cock, Julia,” Leilani instructed.

    Julia stood, took her bikini bottoms off, and straddled Santiago. He grasped her ass as she guided the tip of his cock between her pussy lips and slowly sat down. Oliver watched all of it from between Santiago’s legs and he felt his heart pounding harder than it ever had.

    “Did I say you could stop sucking his balls?” Leilani asked.

    “No, sorry,” Oliver replied.

    “Take him in your mouth again. Suck his big balls while he fucks your wife,” she said.

    Oliver did as instructed and Santiago lifted Julia off his cock before dropping her down once more. Soon enough she was bouncing on him vigorously. Juices poured from her pussy and onto Santiago’s balls, giving Oliver an exceptionally flavorful treat to lick up.

    “We’re lucky to have met a couple like you,” Leilani said. “So eager to please. So happy to do as you’re told. So thrilled to explore something naughty and new. We’re going to have so much fun with you.”

    Oliver licked and sucked Santiago’s balls without a care in the world. If he’d stopped to think he would have known he’d gone way too far and given Leilani far too much control, but he didn’t stop to think. He just acted. He followed his lusty instinct as his wife bounce on another man’s bare cock.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Julia cried out. It sounded like a better orgasm than the first she’d had with Santiago’s cock inside her. Oliver felt simultaneously jealous and enormously aroused and he doubled down on his efforts to suck Santiago’s balls.

    “Keep riding him,” Leilani instructed. “Make him cum inside you, Julia. Make him cum in your pussy.”

    Oliver felt a sense of panic at the idea, and yet he didn’t say anything. He didn’t stop sucking balls. He continued to do as Leilani desired.

    Not long after, Santiago’s balls jumped in Oliver’s mouth as his moans filled the air. Julia sat down on his cock and moved her hips in small circles.

    “Lick up his cum,” Leilani said. “Now, Oliver. Lick up his cum as it leaks out of your wife.”

    Oliver looked up to see cum gently pouring from Julia’s pussy and down the shaft of Santiago’s cock. He moved to lick it up without hesitation. He heard Julia and Santiago kissing as he lapped up the thick, salty seed the other man had produced and did so without hesitation or shame.

    “That was incredible,” Julia said breathlessly. “I’m not sure I’ve ever cum like that.”

    “You can keep cumming like that if you want,” Santiago said. “We’re here all week, after all, and I think it’s clear that Leilani loves to play with an eager, obedient couple.”

    They kissed again as Oliver continued to clean the thick cum leaking out of his wife. There was a part of him that felt a little worried that he and Julia were getting in way over their heads, but he was far too aroused to give any credence to that thought. After all, they were on vacation, so no matter what they did it wasn’t going to follow them home. Oliver figured they might as well have as much fun as possible. What could be the harm in that?
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    The sun had just come up when Oliver got out of bed and slipped out onto the deck of their bungalow. He sat in the padded bamboo chair and watched the waves crash against the shore as he tried his best to stave off the encroaching sense of panic he felt at the things he’d done – at the things he and Julia had done – the day before.

    Oliver hadn’t objected in the moment. He’d been so caught up in the thrill of going along with what the sexy, seductive couple wanted that he hadn’t stopped to think that he and Julia had haphazardly crossed a host of boundaries they’d never even considered, let alone talked about. Julia had fucked Santiago three times yesterday. Oliver had given another man a blowjob and spent quite a bit of time sucking Santiago’s balls, too. He’d consumed two loads of Santiago’s cum. In the quiet of the morning, he couldn’t help but wonder if he’d made a mistake that would forever change his marriage.

    Oliver was lost in those thoughts when the sliding door opened. He looked over his shoulder to see Julia step out with a blanket wrapped around her. “Hey,” he said.

    “Hey. I woke up and your side of the bed was empty. Is everything okay?” she asked.

    Oliver reached out and Julia took his hand and let him pull her into his lap. He wrapped his arms around his wife and held her tight.

    “Oliver, are you okay?” she asked.

    “I was just thinking about yesterday,” he said. “About everything we did. About everything I did.”

    “It was fun, wasn’t it?” Julia replied.

    Oliver was a little surprised that Julia seemed unabashedly happy about what they’d done with Santiago and Leilani, though he quickly noted that he had no reason to believe she’d have any regrets, as she’d seemed quite thrilled to go along with everything the day before.

    “It seemed like you enjoyed yourself,” Julia said. “Is that wrong? Were you unhappy yesterday?”

    “No, no, I wasn’t,” Oliver replied. “I…I did enjoy myself.”

    Julia reached up and caressed his face in a remarkably tender manner. He stared into her eyes and she leaned forward and pressed her forehead against his for a few moments before softly kissing him.

    “Oliver, I’m not sure what’s going on in your head, but I don’t think any less of you after yesterday,” Julia said. “If that’s what you’re worried about. We both indulged in a bit of bisexual play. We both played with someone else – Leilani seemed quite fond of playing with your cock and obviously I fucked Santiago – and we both had orgasms that were out of this world. To me, I really don’t see anything wrong with what happened yesterday.”

    Oliver felt a sudden surge of gratitude towards his wife as he realized that the source of his anxiety had been a concern that Julia would see him differently, that having her husband get on his knees with her so they could suck someone else’s cock together would have done great harm to their marriage.

    “So, the fact that…well, that I did those things to Santiago, none of that bothers you?” Oliver asked.

    Julia smiled and kissed his neck. She moaned just a little – very much like she was getting turned on – and said softly, “Do you mean the fact that you sucked Santiago’s cock with me, that you sucked his big balls while he was inside me, or that you licked up his cum as it leaked out of me?”

    Oliver moved his hands under Julia’s t-shirt and up her smooth, warm stomach until he found her perky breasts. She shifted her ass until it was seated directly over his crotch and moved in slow circles as her head turned and their lips met for a deep kiss.

    “Oliver, that moment when you got on your knees next to me, that moment that Leilani clearly wanted to make happen, that moment when we sucked Santiago’s cock together…I can’t explain it, but that moment turned me on like I’ve never been turned on before,” Julia said as Oliver played with her breasts. “Even thinking about it right now has me turned on.”

    “Me too,” Oliver said. It felt strange – and perhaps a little dangerous – to admit it, but it was true. His arousal was undeniable and it had taken the form of a rather stiff erection that Julia could almost certainly feel pressing into her ass. “I want you, Julia. I want to fuck you.”

    “Mmm, I’d enjoy that, baby, but Leilani asked me not to,” Julia said.

    “What?” Oliver asked. “What do you mean?”

    “Last night, after Santiago fucked me in their bungalow,” Julia explained. “Leilani and I were alone for a little while you cleaned up in the bathroom. She asked me not to fuck you. She said it would be more fun that way.”

    “What would be more fun?” Oliver asked.

    “Whatever they have planned for us today,” Julia answered.

    Oliver couldn’t help but smile. “They want to see us again?”

    Julia stood and moved to the other chair on their little deck. She lowered her panties, spread her legs, and said, “Of course they do. We’re not the only ones that had fun yesterday, Oliver. They had a great time, in case you didn’t notice.” She reached down and slipped a finger into her pussy and said, “She didn’t say anything about you going down on me, though. How would you feel about tending to your wife’s needs with your tongue?”

    Oliver slipped off the chair and crawled towards Julia’s pussy. When he got close enough she put a hand on the back of his head and guided him to where he needed to be.

    “It was so hot when you did this for me last night,” Julia said as Oliver tended to her clit. “You knew I was dripping with Santiago’s cum and you crawled between my legs and went down on me anyway. I might be crazy, Oliver, but I think you loved it. I saw that look in your eyes while you were doing it. I saw how much you enjoyed it. There’s no reason to feel guilty about something you enjoyed that much, especially when I loved it too. We said we’d do something different on this vacation and we’re sticking to it, baby. We’re going to have fun with our new friends.”

    Oliver offered his agreement by licking his wife’s pussy until she climaxed. She was fairly loud, too, but there was nothing wrong with a woman expressing her joy at her husband’s eagerness to go down on her after a night of the kinkiest sex of their lives.

    
      
    

    Oliver spotted Leilani and Santiago at a table in the corner of the resort’s open air restaurant and raised his hand to wave. “There they are,” he said.

    Their new friends were seated on opposite sides of the table and they both stood as Oliver and Julia approached.

    “Thank you for joining us for breakfast,” Leilani said as she took Oliver into her arms for a surprisingly tight hug. He looked over to see that Santiago had done the same with Julia, only they also shared a shockingly romantic, lingering kiss that filled Oliver with a mixture of jealousy and incredible lust. “Sit, sit,” Leilani said.

    Santiago pulled out the chair next to his for Julia and so Oliver sat across from his wife and the man she’d fucked three times the day before.

    “So, how are you two doing this morning?” Leilani asked.

    “Well, Oliver was feeling a little insecure,” Julia said. “I think I managed to cure him of that, though.”

    Santiago reached over and ran his fingers over Julia’s arm as he asked, “Insecure? Why, Oliver?”

    Oliver suddenly felt a little foolish for how he’d felt, given that no one else seemed to think that anything they’d done the day before was even slightly out of the ordinary. “Well, the things we did yesterday, or the things I did…I’ve just never even considered doing any of that, let alone come close to even doing it. And…you know, they’re not things a straight married man is supposed to do.”

    Leilani took Oliver’s hand, squeezed it tight, and brought it to her lips to kiss the back of it. “Oliver, you’re far too serious. You shouldn’t spend any time thinking about what people think you’re supposed to do. You should only think about what you want to do, and when you’re on vacation you should really only think about doing what feels good.”

    “I agree,” Julia said.

    “Is that right?” Santiago asked.

    Julia smiled brightly at the handsome Brazilian man sitting next to her. “Yesterday taught me that there are pleasures far beyond my imagination available to me and that I’d be a fool to turn them down when they’re available.”

    “And what if I wanted to kiss you right now?” Santiago asked. “Would that be a pleasure you’d turn down?”

    Julia answered by leaning in and kissing Santiago with a level of passion that was unquestionably inappropriate for a hotel restaurant. No one seemed to care, though, and Oliver watched in utter fascination as his body responded with yet another surge of lust.

    “Passion is a beautiful thing, isn’t it Oliver?” Leilani asked.

    “It is,” he answered as he watched his wife welcome another man’s tongue into her mouth.

    “You can see the passion she feels for him, can’t you?” Leilani said. “You can see it in the way her body responds to him, in the way her mouth opens for him. I’m certain you could feel if your fingers managed to find their way into her panties, too.”

    The kiss – which had bordered on a make out session – ended and Julia stared into Santiago’s eyes for a few moments before turning her attention to Oliver and Leilani. Her chest was flushed red and she seemed to have a little difficulty sitting still at the table, as if her body was humming with an excess of energy.

    “The moment you kissed him, you felt everything your body experienced yesterday, didn’t you?” Leilani asked. “You felt an immediate desire to reach those heights of pleasure again, didn’t you?”

    Julia nodded and Santiago took her hand in his. “I felt a little of it the moment I saw the two of you. But it was like a dam broke when he kissed me.”

    “Can you still feel it?” Leilani asked.

    “Yes. It’s stronger now,” she admitted.

    Leilani glanced at Oliver’s crotch, smiled, and said, “Your husband feels it too.”

    “Do you?” Julia asked.

    Oliver nodded. He still felt a little embarrassed about admitting his desire, but he was hard. It was more than just an erection, too. He was in the midst of that same kind of full body lust experience that Julia seemed to be having.

    “Santiago,” Leilani began, “why don’t you take Julia back to our room. Tend to her needs. Tend to them multiple times if you need to. Give her what her body craves. You can have breakfast delivered the room afterwards.”

    Santiago smiled and stood. He offered his hand and Julia took it. She stood, looked at Oliver for a moment, and then walked out of the restaurant with another man.

    Oliver’s head turned as he watched his wife leave. “Should I…”

    Leilani interrupted him with a kiss. Her lips were warm and impossibly soft. A delicate, tropical scent filled his nose – from her shampoo, perhaps – and she reached up to caress his face as her tongue gently entered his mouth, shifting every bit of his focus to her.

    “Wow,” he said. “What was that for?”

    Leilani smiled. “You’re a good kisser, Oliver. You have lovely lips, and your tongue is quite talented. Also, you deserved a reward for letting your wife pursue her pleasure without letting your insecurity or selfishness get in the way. In fact, what would you say to leaving the restaurant and taking me back to your bungalow?”

    “I’d say that sounds like a great idea,” Oliver replied.

    Leilani stood and offered her hand. Oliver took it and they left the restaurant together. They held hands all the way back to their bungalow and Leilani kissed him again the moment they were inside. She was a little more aggressive than in the restaurant and Oliver was certain he was about to have sex.

    “Take your clothes off,” she instructed. “Lie down in the bed. Face down.”

    Oliver stripped and climbed into the bed as instructed. He looked over his should to see Leilani pull off her floral print sundress and reveal a total lack of underwear. She crawled on top of him, straddled his ass, and ran her hands up his back, offering a massage that sent him into an instant place of relaxation.

    “Santiago is almost certainly doing the same thing for your wife right now,” Leilani said. “She’s naked, on her stomach in our bed, and getting a gentle rubdown. He’s naked too, of course, and she can feel his cock brushing against her thighs, her ass, and her pussy lips. He wants to make her feel good, but he also wants to tease her a little. He wants her desperate for him by the time he slips inside her.”

    Oliver pictured his beautiful, naked wife in bed with Santiago. He pictured the Brazilian man rubbing her and luring her into a place of wild lust. He knew it would work, too.

    Leilani continued to rub his back with one hand as the other moved between his legs and played with Oliver’s balls. “You enjoyed yourself yesterday, didn’t you Oliver?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    Leilani repositioned his cock so it pointed downwards and she teased the underside with her fingers as she said, “I could see it in your eyes. I could see how much you enjoyed being on your knees with your wife. I could see that I’d helped you go to a place you’d always wanted to go. I could see that you just needed a little bit of a push to embrace an entirely different kind of pleasure. The kind of pleasure that comes from offering your mouth to a man like my husband.”

    Oliver groaned as his cock reached an intensely stiff state. Leilani dropped her body on top of his and her breasts pressed into the bare skin of his back as she kissed his neck.

    “Did it feel good to suck cock with your wife, Oliver?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” he admitted. Even admitting it felt good, which felt like a revelation.

    “I was right about you,” Leilani said. She kissed his neck and then her lips made their way down his back until she reached his ass. She kissed his cheeks and then spread them wide. Oliver felt her breath on his asshole and looked back to see Leilani press her face between his cheeks.

    “Oh, fuck,” he said as her tongue moved back and forth over his anus, offering the first rimjob he’d ever received. “Oh my god, Leilani.” It was an experience unlike any other, in part because it was so spectacularly naughty and in part because it felt so fucking good.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    “It feels spectacular,” he replied.

    Leilani rimmed him a little longer and then kissed her way towards his balls and up the shaft up his cock, which was still pressed into the bed. She licked the head as her fingers danced over his asshole, offering continued stimulation that Oliver suddenly felt was certain to make him cum.

    Then Leilani pressed one of her fingers against his asshole. The rimjob had left him wet and relaxed and she slipped inside him with ease. Oliver groaned, but it didn’t hurt. It felt a little strange, but there was something quite pleasant about it.

    “Santiago is inside your wife by now,” Leilani said as she kept her finger in his ass while crawling forward to lie next to Oliver. She resumed penetrating him and he and remained still as it felt shockingly good and he didn’t want it to stop. “She’s still on her stomach. He loves fucking a woman in that position. He loves how deep he can get. He loves how he can reach her g-spot with his cock and make her tremble with pleasure.”

    Oliver closed his eyes and thought of Julia taking Santiago’s cock in that position. He thought of the hard Brazilian body on top of her, of the big cock moving in and out of her pussy, of her moans of pleasure. It was such a strange thing to have someone else’s finger in his ass while he pictured those images, and yet it was unquestionably arousing. Leilani pulled her finger out and Oliver said, “Please don’t stop.”

    She kissed his neck and slipped two fingers inside him. “I don’t intend on stopping. My husband is fucking your wife and I’m going to fuck you. I’m going to hit your g-spot just like he’s hitting hers. I’m going to show you that it can feel good to get fucked, Oliver. I’m going to show you that it can feel so much better than you might expect to expand your sexual boundaries.”

    Oliver felt an electric charge of pleasure as Leilani’s fingers hit something inside him. It must have been his prostate. That must have been the g-spot she was talking about. He wanted more.

    “You looked so good with Santiago’s balls in your mouth, Oliver,” Leilani said as she vigorously finger fucked his ass. “You looked like an eager little slut, to be honest. You were slobbering all over them, like the only thing you cared about was making him feel good while he was fucking your wife like she deserves to be fucked.”

    “Leilani, fuck, I’m close,” Oliver said.

    “You cleaned up his cum like an eager little slut, too,” she said. “I like that about you, Oliver. I like that you’re willing to let yourself go when someone pushes the right buttons. I like that I know how to unleash your naughtiest side, the side you’ve always kept secret, even from yourself. You like that too, don’t you?”

    “Yes…fuck, Leilani, yes, oh, fuck, I’m cumming. Holy shit, I’m cumming!” he cried out.

    Oliver had an orgasm unlike any he’d ever experienced as Leilani worked his ass expertly with her fingers. His toes curled and his legs trembled as cum spurted from the tip of his cock and spread over the comforter, making an absolute mess. The pleasure pulsed outwards from inside him, from his prostate, and it slowly filled his body with an incredible sense of relaxation, as if she’d offered the finest happy ending to a great massage.

    “Did you enjoy that?” Leilani asked.

    “I did,” he said. “I loved that. You’re incredible, Leilani.”

    She laughed. “I know. You are too, though. Most men aren’t willing to embrace what actually turns them on. Most men are too scared of it. You’re not, though, and I like that about you.”

    “Can I make you cum?” Oliver asked.

    “You certainly can,” she said. “Let me wash my hands. Then I’ll sit on your face and you can make me cum. After that we’ll joined Santiago and Julia in our room. We’ll all order breakfast, and perhaps you can start yours by cleaning my husband’s cum out of your wife’s pussy.”

    Oliver smiled and watched the beautiful naked woman walk away. His day had gotten off to a very good start and he couldn’t wait to see what else their new friends had planned.
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    “Isn’t that beautiful?” Leilani asked as she ran her fingers over Julia’s bare stomach.

    “It is,” Julia replied.

    “Look at how eager he is to clean you,” Leilani added. “Look at how deep he’s pushing his tongue inside you to find every drop of cum Santiago offered you.”

    Julia moaned and closed her eyes as Leilani caressed her breasts and gently pulled on her nipples. Oliver was still astonished at his wife’s willingness to be touched by another woman in that way and it remained an exceedingly arousing sight. He’d cum less than thirty minutes ago but his loins had already come back to life and were humming with desire as he licked another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy.

    “Doesn’t it feel right?” Leilani asked. “Doesn’t it feel absolutely perfect to take Santiago’s seed inside you and for your loving husband to clean it out of you?”

    “Yes,” Julia said before yet another long, low moan escaped her lips.

    Leilani leaned down and took one of Julia’s nipples in her mouth as Oliver reached up and gently rubbed his thumb over his wife’s clit. He wasn’t sure if he could make her cum after Santiago had so thoroughly satisfied her, but he was certainly going to try.

    “Oh, god, that feels so good,” Julia said.

    “Do you want your husband to make you cum with his tongue?” Leilani asked.

    “Yes, please,” Julia answered.

    “Lick her clit, Oliver,” Leilani instructed. “Make her cum with your tongue after my husband made her cum with his beautiful cock.”

    Oliver pulled his tongue from Julia’s pussy and concentrated all his efforts on licking her clit. He massaged it softly, keeping a slow and steady rhythm and eliciting a series of moans as Leilani worked Julia’s breasts with a level of expertise that made him think she had a great deal of experience with women.

    It wasn’t long before Julia climaxed for at least the second time that morning – Santiago could have made her cum more than once – and Oliver found it almost as thrilling as the orgasm he’d enjoyed at Leilani’s hand. It struck him as utterly exquisite to watch his wife writhe and moan in pleasure as she climaxed from his tongue while another woman played with her breasts.

    “How beautiful,” Leilani said. “You two are such a lovely couple. Wouldn’t you agree, Santiago?”

    Oliver looked up from Julia’s pussy and towards the chair on which Santiago luxuriated with a smile on his face and a sizable, flaccid cock between his legs. “They’re far and away the loveliest couple we’ve ever played with,” he said. “They’re open and free and eager to try new things in a way I’ve really never experienced before. We’re lucky to have met them.”

    “We’re the lucky ones,” Julia replied in a dreamy voice.

    “Do you feel that way, Oliver?” Leilani asked as she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. “Do you feel lucky to have met Santiago and me? Have we made your vacation better?”

    “Absolutely,” Oliver said before offering a few soft kisses for his wife’s inner thighs.

    “And did it truly satisfy you to clean my husband’s cum from your wife’s pussy? Did it turn you on?” Leilani asked.

    Julia joined Leilani in looking at Oliver and he felt a moment of insecurity as he wondered if his wife would come to have misgivings about the things they’d indulged in on their vacation. He pushed that insecurity aside, though, and answered, “I can’t possibly explain why, but I loved cleaning his cum from your pussy, Julia. And yes, it turned me on.”

    “Do you need an explanation?” Leilani asked.

    “I…I don’t know,” Oliver said as he savored the warmth emanating from his wife’s thighs. “It just seems like a thing that most men wouldn’t like.”

    “That’s true,” Leilani said. “But that’s not a bad thing. In fact, it makes you special, Oliver. You’re a rare breed of man. Most would have been overcome with jealousy at the sight of their wife’s desire for another man. Most would have kicked us out of the hot tub the first time we met. You didn’t, though. You saw Julia’s desire for Santiago and you felt a little bit of desire yourself. You’re a rare man, Oliver, and Julia is a very lucky woman, as I’m sure she’s come to appreciate over the past few days.”

    Julia looked down at Oliver, smiled, and said, “She’s right. I have realized just how lucky I am to have you, Oliver. Most men absolutely would have freaked out at my attraction to Santiago. Most men wouldn’t have allowed me to have sex with him. Most men wouldn’t have generously crawled between my legs and licked Santiago’s cum out of me. Most men wouldn’t have found pleasure in making me cum after cleaning my pussy. But you did, and I am lucky to have you.”

    Oliver felt a sense of pure joy as Julia offered the assurance he needed, for he still had a nagging sense that he was making a terrible mistake by following what were very clearly his desires, even if he didn’t understand them. Thankfully, it seemed that Julia had no problem with his pursuit of those desires, for they seemed to align with hers.

    “We should order breakfast,” Leilani said. “I’m starving.”

    “Absolutely,” Julia replied.

    Leilani climbed out of the bed and sat across her husband’s lap as they perused the room service menu. Julia sat up and urged Oliver to crawl towards her. They shared a soft, lingering kiss and he ran his fingers over her stomach and gently played with her breasts as she took his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it, teasing his cock to a fully erect state.

    “Look who’s excited,” Santiago said.

    “Can you blame him?” Leilani asked. “He just had the pleasure of cleaning your seed from his wife’s pussy, and now she’s showing him just how much she loves him for doing that. Of course he’s excited.”

    “They really are a special couple,” Santiago added.

    “And I think they’re going to keep having fun with us, aren’t they?” Leilani asked.

    Julia turned, smiled, and said, “Yes we are. It’s vacation, after all. What’s the point if you’re not having fun?”

    Leilani laughed and tossed the room service menu onto the bed. “You two decide what you want. Breakfast is on us, though I plan on ordering mimosas for everyone. I think a morning like the one we’ve had so far deserves a bit of champagne, don’t you?”

    “Absolutely,” Julia agreed with a smile as she grabbed the menu.

    After giving Leilani their orders – she quickly made the call down to room service – everyone found at least a few articles of clothing to cover up before the delivery. They made space on the deck and sat peacefully in the warm tropical air as they waited for their breakfast to arrive.

    “Do you do this sort of thing – playing with other couples – on vacation, or is it more of a way of life for you?” Julia asked after a few minutes of small talk.

    “It’s more of a way of life,” Santiago answered as he took Leilani’s hand. “We love each other deeply, of course, and we’ve always had a great sex life, but we find such satisfaction in expanding our sex life to include other couples.”

    “I have a particular fondness for playing with couples that are at the beginning of their journey into sexual expansion,” Leilani added. “I find it so exciting to watch them discover just how satisfying it can be to open their minds and their bodies to entirely new sexual experiences. That’s why I’ve enjoyed playing with the two of you so much. It’s just intoxicating to be the one to help you through a new experience like this. I can’t tell you how much it turns me on.”

    Santiago smiled and leaned over to kiss his wife. “She’s not kidding,” he said. “I’m not sure there’s anything that turns her on more than guiding a new couple through this sort of play.”

    “She’s really good at it,” Julia said as she directed a decidedly flirty smile towards Leilani.

    “She is,” Oliver agreed.

    Julia took his hand, lifted it to her lips, and kissed the back softly as her gaze met his. Oliver saw a sense of appreciation in his wife’s eyes as if she was offering further proof that she was truly excited about everything they’d explored over the past few days.

    A knock on the door lured Santiago from his seat as he went to retrieve their breakfast. Leilani watched her husband go and turned her attention to Julia and asked, “Have you sensed that Oliver is a little bit nervous that you’re going to think less of him for what he desires?”

    “I have,” Julia said. “He confessed those feelings, too, and while I assured him it wasn’t the case, it does seem as though he doesn’t quite believe me.”

    “I’m sorry,” Oliver replied.

    “Oh, that’s okay, sweetie. You don’t have to apologize,” Julia said.

    “You really don’t,” Leilani added. “You’re like most men in this way, Oliver. You’re nervous about doing things that fall outside the traditional boundaries of masculinity. Most men – straight men, at least – don’t enjoy sucking cock or cleaning another man’s cum from their wife’s pussy. Of course you feel insecure about enjoying those things. And that’s okay, but you don’t have to. I know Julia feels like you don’t have to. Don’t you?”

    Julia turned to Oliver and kissed the back of his hand again. “She’s right. Those things that make you nervous, they turn me on.”

    Santiago returned with the delivery cart and four plates of food, each of which had a shiny silver cloche on it to keep their breakfast warm.

    “When you went down on Santiago with me, that turned me on,” Julia said as Santiago set their plates on the table they’d dragged onto the deck. “When you cleaned him out of me, that turned me on enough that I came really hard.”

    “I…I did like doing those things,” Oliver admitted. “I’ve liked everything we’ve done with Leilani and Santiago.”

    “That’s good,” Leilani said. “Perhaps you’ll be open to a continued exploration of the pleasures that can be achieved when you truly let go.”

    Oliver wasn’t entirely sure what that meant, but he was more than happy to let their new friends take the lead and try his best to enjoy whatever came along. “I will be. I’ll be open to just about anything, I think.”

    “Thank you,” Julia replied.

    Santiago poured them all a cup of coffee and set their mimosas on the table before he sat down and a few moments later they were digging into a well-deserved, exceptionally delicious breakfast. As they ate, the conversation drifted away from sexual topics and towards the sorts of things friends talked about, including their careers, their favorite travel spots, and much more. It was like sharing a meal with two good friends and by the time his plate was clear Oliver’s hunger had been satiated and he had a bright smile on his face.

    “You know,” Leilani began, “our shower is big enough for all four of us. There are two rainwater shower heads. What do you say we all get clean – and perhaps a little bit dirty – together?”

    “I can’t think of anything I’d enjoy more,” Julia said.

    Santiago stood, offered Julia his hand, and led her off the deck and towards the bathroom. Oliver watched them go until Leilani grabbed his hand, helped him to his feet, and stripped him naked right there on the deck.

    “Remember, your wife is turned on by your willingness to try new things, Oliver,” Leilani said. “Which means you have no reason to be afraid of your desires.”

    “I know,” Oliver said. “I won’t be afraid. Not anymore.”

    Leilani smiled and kissed him. She stroked his cock as their tongues danced and it wasn’t long before he was sporting a throbbing erection while standing on the rather public deck. Oliver didn’t give a damn about that, though, as the pleasure emanating from between his legs was all he could think about.

    “Come,” Leilani said before turning and heading into the room. She stripped on her way to the bathroom and Oliver stared at her utterly perfect ass, which bounced a little with each step thanks to the gentle sway in her hips.

    Julia and Santiago were already in the shower when Oliver entered the bathroom. He stopped and watched his wife kiss the handsome man as she stroked his cock. Their bodies were wet and her fingers moved up and down Santiago’s thick – and now hard – shaft with ease as she opened her mouth and moaned while his tongue penetrated her.

    “You can see why your wife enjoys his cock, can’t you?” Leilani asked as she took Oliver’s hand and led him into the expansive shower and under the water falling from above.

    “I can,” Oliver said as he fixated on the sight of Julia’s hand stroking Santiago. His cock was long and thick and it was attached to a gorgeous man with a great body. Of course Julia enjoyed his cock.

    “I enjoy his cock too,” Leilani said. “I love his cock, in fact, but sometimes I love sharing it with another woman even more, especially if sharing it can help that woman’s husband find his place.”

    “My place?” Oliver asked as he looked at Leilani.

    She pressed her wet, naked body against his and kissed his neck. “Your place was on your knees in front of Santiago when you blew him with your wife. Your place was between Julia’s legs after Santiago had cum inside her. Your place was to pleasure his balls as you watched him fuck her on the boat. Each time you were in your place, you were turned on like you’ve never been turned on before.”

    Oliver moaned as Leilani stroked his cock. “Where…where’s my place now?” he asked.

    “Mmm, it’s on your knees in this shower. It’s on your knees in front of Santiago and your wife,” Leilani said.

    She stepped aside and Oliver moved in front of Santiago and Julia and dropped to his knees. They both looked down at him and he stared at the thick cock that his wife was still slowly stroking.

    “Do you want to suck his cock?” Julia asked softly.

    “Yes,” Oliver admitted.

    “What do you want, Julia?” Leilani asked.

    Julia looked at Leilani and then at Santiago before smiling and turning her gaze to Oliver, who still waited on his knees on the shower floor. “I want to see my husband suck cock for me,” she said.

    Oliver’s dick throbbed as a shocking level of lust surged through his loins. He leaned forward and wrapped his lips around Santiago’s thick cock and Julia released it and put a hand on the back of his head to gently urge him to take as much of the shaft in his mouth as possible.

    “It’s beautiful when a man discovers his place,” Leilani said. “It’s even more beautiful when he discovers that his place is on his knees in front of my husband. I can’t tell you how much that turns me on.”

    “It turns us both on,” Julia added.

    “Isn’t that beautiful, Oliver? All you had to do is embrace your desire to suck my husband’s big, beautiful cock and now you’ve aroused both of the beautiful women in this shower. Did you ever imagine you’d possess the power to generate such desire in two women?” Leilani asked.

    Oliver let Santiago’s cock fall from his mouth and said, “No, but I love having that power,” before pushing the shaft up and taking the other man’s balls into his mouth. He sucked just like he’d sucked on the boat and he stroked the stiff head in the name of embracing his place and giving pleasure to all three of the people standing in front of him.

    “What do you want, Julia?” Leilani asked. “Do you want Santiago to fuck you?”

    “No,” Julia said as Oliver looked up at her. “I want you to eat my pussy as Oliver makes Santiago cum in his mouth.”

    Leilani moved behind Oliver and sank to her knees in front of Julia. A moment later her lips were pressed against Julia’s pussy and she went to work providing the orgasm she craved.

    “Suck his cock, Oliver,” Julia instructed. “Make him cum in your mouth. Make me feel good by making him cum in your mouth.”

    Oliver licked his way up the shaft of Santiago’s cock and took the plump head in his mouth. He sucked and stroked with every bit of skill he could muster, though it wasn’t much given his lack of experience.

    Santiago turned to Julia and they shared a deeply tender kiss that filled Oliver with a mixture of jealousy and lust. His cock throbbed as he gave vigorous head to a man he’d known for only a few days and he did so with an absolute determination to make that man cum in his mouth.

    “Your husband is pretty damn good as a cocksucker,” Santiago said.

    Julia moaned in response, as if hearing Oliver referred to as a cocksucker offered her an immense thrill. “Fuck, that’s so hot,” she said. “Feed him your cum, Santiago. Fucking feed him your cum while your wife eats my pussy.”

    Oliver sucked hard and reached up to play with Santiago’s balls and stroke his cock at the same time. He did everything he could do coax a load out of the tall, handsome man and soon enough he was rewarded.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Santiago cried out.

    Oliver kept his lips sealed around the head of the stiff dick in his mouth and caught the slippery load of cum on his tongue. The taste was far stronger coming directly from the source and it seemed thicker, too, but there was something intensely arousing about it that Oliver couldn’t begin to understand.

    “Leilani, oh, god, I’m cumming!” Julia cried out a moment later. She put her hands on Leilani’s head and held her in place as her thighs trembled from the pleasure of what seemed to be a body-shaking orgasm.

    Oliver pulled back and swallowed the cum that Santiago had unleashed in his mouth. He looked up to see both Santiago and Julia smiling at him.

    “Thank you, Oliver,” Julia said. “And thank you, Leilani. I can’t imagine how a morning could possibly be better than this one has.”

    Leilani laughed. “I know, right? And to think, the day is just getting started.”

    Oliver wondered what sort of fun the rest of the day had in store for them.
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    Julia’s fingers entwined with Oliver’s and he looked her way to see a bright smile on his wife’s face as she stared at the setting sun. They were seated beneath a pair of palm trees with the ocean waves crashing on the shore just a few dozen yards ahead of them. They each had a fruity drink nestled in the grass in front of them and Oliver felt just as joyful as Julia's smile indicated she felt.

    “You look so beautiful," Oliver said as he stared at his wife instead of at the sunset.

    She turned to him, smiled, and leaned over for a soft kiss. "Thank you," she replied. "I feel beautiful. Maybe that's a strange thing to say, but I do."

    Oliver smiled and picked up his drink for another hit of icy, fruity, delicious rum. He took a sip, smiled at the perfect construction of the cocktail, and said, "It's not strange. I feel like I've heard that women can get that glowy look that's so beautiful when they're having lots of particularly good sex. The kind that sets all kinds of hormones loose in their body."

    Julia lifted her drink, held it up like she was proposing a toast, and said, "I'm certainly having lots of good sex, so if that's a real thing then I must be glowing like crazy."

    They both laughed and Oliver moved a little closer to his beautiful wife. She rested her head against his shoulder and he put his arm around her while they both stared out at the sunset. Thoughts of the many sexual adventures they'd been on in the span of just a few days floated through his head and brought with them a torrent of arousal. Oliver remained more than a little surprised that he found it all so arousing - he never would have imagined he'd enjoy watching someone else fuck Julia, or licking someone else's cum out of her pussy, or sucking someone else's cock - and yet Santiago and Leilani had shown him that each and every one of those activities was able to bring him a wealth of pleasure.

    "Are you thinking about them?" Julia asked.

    Oliver laughed. "How did you know?"

    She turned to him and they shared a quick kiss before she said, "I was thinking about them, and about how...I don't know, crazy this whole thing has been, you know? We've done some really wild stuff, Oliver."

    "We have. We've certainly lived up to our promise to fully enjoy our vacation and say yes to whatever came our way," he replied.

    "And you've enjoyed yourself?" Julia asked as she looked into his eyes.

    He nodded.

    "I have too," she said. "So much more than I thought I would. So much more."

    Oliver felt a wave of desire work its way through his body and he leaned in to kiss Julia. She returned his lust with an equal dose of her own and their tongues mingled as a warm breeze picked up and carried with it the spray from the waves crashing on the beach in front of them.

    "What will happen after vacation?" Oliver asked.

    Julia smiled. "I don't know. I guess it depends on what we want to happen. Should we leave everything we do this week here on vacation, or should we bring some of it home with us?"

    Oliver stared at her lips, which looked soft and pink and a little wet with saliva from their kiss. As he stared, Julia kissed him again. Her passion seemed to have been enflamed a little more as she straddled him while their lips remained engaged and their tongues indulged in a lusty dance. Oliver ran his hands down the back of her lovely floral dress and moved underneath it to grasp his wife's ass in the skimpy bikini bottoms she'd worn in lieu of underwear.

    "Would you be okay if I wanted to find someone like Santiago at home?" Julia asked.

    "Someone like Santiago?" Oliver replied.

    Julia smiled and kissed him. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth and he felt his cock throb as she ground her hips into him. "Someone handsome, confident, fit, and blessed with a big cock. Someone that can fuck me like Santiago does. Someone that can bring me to the heights of pleasure that I experience when I'm with him. Someone that makes me feel like the free, uninhibited person I've been on this vacation."

    Oliver boldly reached down and slipped a hand into her bikini bottoms. His fingers found their way between Julia's pussy lips and he felt her wetness, a surefire sign of her exceptional desire for the kind of pleasure that Santiago could offer her. "Are you wet for someone like Santiago? Someone that fucks you like he does? Someone that makes you feel the things he makes you feel?"

    Julia moaned as Oliver found her clit. She clearly tried not to be too obvious about it, but he could see the pleasure on her face. "Yes, I'm wet for him. I'm wet for that kind of man, Oliver. I...I'm not sure I can just leave what we've done on this vacation behind. I'm not sure I can forget what I've learned about myself, about what I need."

    Oliver could have found Julia's desire insulting or hurtful. It could have made him feel as though he was less of a man, but it didn't. Instead, he thought of what Leilani had said about him finding his place. He thought of how he wasn't like Santiago. He just wasn't that sort of man. He didn't need to be, though. Julia loved him. She had no plans on leaving him. She simply wanted the freedom to fuck someone like Santiago, to incorporate that kind of play into their life at home.

    "You can find that kind of man at home, Julia," he said. "You can find someone like Santiago to fuck you, to satisfy you in the way I can't."

    Julia sat back as Oliver continued to finger her pussy. She smiled and reached up to caress his face. "You don't mind that he satisfies me in a way that you can't?"

    Oliver shook his head.

    "And what if I told you that all I really want right now is to go to their room and see if Santiago will fuck me while you watch?" Julia asked.

    "You'd rather fuck him than me?" Oliver replied.

    Julia nodded.

    "I hope you don't think it's weird, but I like that you want to fuck him instead of me," Oliver said.

    She leaned forward and smiled. "And what if I wanted to see you suck his cock first, Oliver?"

    "Is that what you want?" he asked.

    Julia ground her hips in his lap and Oliver worked her clit with his eager fingers. "I keep thinking about you in the shower," she said softly before kissing his neck. "I keep thinking about you getting on your knees and taking his cock in your mouth. I keep thinking about you sucking him off, Oliver. I keep seeing the look in your eyes when he came in your mouth. I keep seeing you taking his load. It turns me on. It makes me so fucking wet. I don't know why, it's just so hot to think about you sucking Santiago's cock."

    Oliver thought once again of how Leilani had insisted that being on his knees in front of Santiago was Oliver's place. Maybe she was entirely right about that. Maybe Julia found it so arousing because they had both truly found their place on vacation.

    "I'll suck his cock for you," Oliver said.

    Julia unleashed a moan that bordered on orgasmic, which both surprised and delighted Oliver. He loved the idea that he possessed the ability to thrill her in such a manner.

    "I'll be a cocksucker for you, Julia," he said.

    She moaned again, but this time Oliver's cock throbbed like it had taken a direct injection of lust, to the point that he was a little surprised at the intensity of it.

    "You should text Leilani," he said. "See if they're even in the room, or at the resort."

    Julia smiled and grabbed her phone. She sent a quick text and then tossed her phone into the grass and kissed Oliver. He leaned back and Julia happily joined him as they indulged in their desire for each other - and for the pleasures they'd explored on their vacation.

    They might have remained there for hours, kissing until the sun went down, had Leilani not texted back. "She says they're on their balcony enjoying the sunset with a bottle of champagne," Julia said. "She also says they'd be happy to have us join them."

    Julia hopped off Oliver's lap, finished most of her drink, and grabbed her phone. Oliver stood, checked to make sure his erection had faded enough that it wouldn't be overwhelmingly noticeable as they walked around the hotel, and then took his wife's hand. They headed inside, found the elevators, and did a little more kissing as they headed up to their destination floor.

    After a rushed walk down the hallway and a quick knock on the door they were greeted by Leilani, who had a glass of bubbly in her hand that she passed to Julia the moment the door shut behind them. "Welcome," she said before giving Oliver a quick kiss on the cheek. "I'd have offered you a glass, Oliver, but Julia texted that she had a special request of you, and it's awfully hard to drink champagne when your mouth is full of cock, isn't it?"

    "Go ahead and get naked," Julia instructed. "Then you can get on your knees on the deck and take Santiago's cock in your mouth."

    Oliver rushed to take his clothes off as Leilani took Julia's hand. Both women took a sip of their champagne and then Leilani leaned in and offered Julia a soft kiss on the lips. Oliver watched as he kicked off his flip flops and lowered his swim trunks.

    "Your lips are so soft," Leilani said softly.

    Julia smiled. "Yours too. I think I'd like to feel them again."

    Oliver marveled at the sight of his wife kissing a beautiful woman. She'd never even hinted at having a bisexual side, and yet she'd repeatedly indulged in that kind of pleasure with Leilani, making it seem as though she found something utterly thrilling about it. Judging by the way they were kissing in front of him - with what seemed to be genuine passion - Oliver wondered if they might end up looking for a flexible couple to play with when they got home, as it seemed that Julia wanted more than a man with a big cock and a hard body to fuck her. It seemed that she liked exploring a bit of pleasure with a woman, too.

    "Shouldn't you be on your knees in front of my husband, Oliver?" Leilani asked with a soft smile as she reached into Julia's dress and played with one of her breasts.

    Oliver wanted to stay and watch them fool around, but he knew that going onto the balcony and offering his mouth to Santiago was the fastest way to make Julia happy, so he turned away from the beautiful women indulging in a bit of lesbian foreplay and headed for the balcony.

    "Hello, Oliver," Santiago said. He was already naked from the waist down and his cock looked to be half hard. Perhaps he and Leilani had been fooling around a bit while enjoying their champagne.

    "Hey, Santiago," Oliver replied. He felt a little awkward just getting on his knees in front of the other man, so he stood with his hands clasped behind his back and tried to come up with some way to introduce the idea of giving head.

    "Oliver," Santiago said as he looked up at him and smiled, "We both know why you're here, and there is no shame in that. You've recently gotten in touch with a different side of yourself, a side that I imagine is a great deal more adventurous than you previously thought you were. Don't fear that side of you, Oliver. Embrace it. If you want to get on your knees and suck my cock, you should do it. If it would make you feel good to give me a blowjob before I fuck your wife, you should do it."

    Oliver moved in front of Santiago and dropped to his knees.

    "Your wife, Oliver, she is exquisite," Santiago said. "She's passionate, and beautiful, and she fucks like very few women I have ever been with. You know why?"

    Oliver shook his head.

    "It's almost like she's a virgin," Santiago explained. "I know she is not, of course, but I do believe this is her first time fucking a man that can truly satisfy her, a man that can unlock the animalistic part of her that craves wild, wonderful, passionate, deeply-satisfying sex. When I fuck her, that passion is unleashed, and she is like a goddess being born. It is an intense pleasure, and, I'm fairly certain it gets just a little bit better when she watches you suck my cock, so I think it's time for you to take me in your mouth."

    A week ago, Oliver would have been deeply insulted - and angered - by what Santiago had just said. After a few days of expanding his sexual horizons, though, he felt no anger, for Santiago was right. He did fuck Julia better than Oliver could. He had unlocked a part of her sexuality that had lain dormant for years. Plus, she really did seem to get more aroused after she'd watched Oliver suck cock for her.

    With all of that in mind, Oliver took Santiago's dick in his mouth. He gave a blowjob. He sucked slowly and sensually. He didn't want to make Santiago cum like he'd done in the shower. He wanted to get him hard, to excite him, to prepare him to fuck Julia. It was, in some ways, an utterly insane thing to be doing, and yet Oliver found it exquisitely arousing to be taking another man's cock in his mouth over and over.

    "Mmm, isn't that beautiful?" Leilani said.

    Oliver glanced towards the sliding glass door - with Santiago's cock still firmly in his mouth - and saw Julia standing there and watching. She was wearing her bikini - she must have stripped out of her dress - and Leilani was standing behind her and gently kissing Julia's neck. Her fingers were in Julia's bikini bottoms and she seemed to be working her clit, at least if the look of pleasure on Julia's face was any indicator.

    "It is," Julia replied.

    "Do you like that your husband has proved to be such an eager, skilled cocksucker for you, Julia?" Leilani asked.

    Julia moaned, a response that indicated she found great pleasure in Oliver's willingness to offer his mouth without considering anything other than his desire to make Julia happy.

    "His cock is hard, Julia," Leilani noted. "I think Oliver has found his place. I think he's finally found the thing that truly turns him on. It would be a shame to deny him that pleasure when your vacation is over, wouldn't it?"

    "Yes, it would," Julia said.

    The sounds of kissing reached Oliver's ears and he glanced towards his wife once more and saw her and Leilani locked in a passionate kiss. Julia's bikini top was now off and Leilani was playing with her breasts, eliciting a steady stream of moans as she did so.

    "She's ready to be fucked, Santiago," Leilani said. "Why don't you take her in the bed."

    Oliver let Santiago's cock fall from his mouth and watched the other man stand and move towards Julia. He took her hand and she happily went with him into the room.

    "Would you like to watch my husband satisfy your wife, Oliver?" Leilani asked. "Would you like to witness her pleasure as Santiago fills her with his cock?"

    "Yes," Oliver answered.

    Leilani offered her hand and Oliver stood to take it. She led him into the room and he saw Julia on her back. Her bikini bottoms were on the floor by the bed and Santiago's cock was inside her. They were kissing while one of his strong hands gently played with her breast as he fucked her slowly.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" Leilani asked.

    Oliver nodded as he witnessed a genuinely passionate scene play out in front of him. Julia and Santiago looked as if they'd become one. Her legs wrapped tightly around him as he moved in and out of her pussy. Her hands roamed over his back and ass as she seemingly did everything in her power to pull him closer, to urge him deeper inside her.

    "You should be rewarded for your willingness to let your wife expand her sexual boundaries," Leilani said as she took Oliver's cock in her hand and stroked him. She leaned closer and kissed his neck. Her lips found his earlobe and she sucked gently before unleashing a soft, remarkably seductive moan. "Would you like me to suck your cock while you watch my husband fuck your wife, Oliver?" she whispered.

    "Yes, please," he answered. He would have been mad to turn that down.

    Leilani stepped in front of Oliver, kissed him, and sank to her knees. A moment later her mouth engulfed his cock, but he kept his eyes on the sight of the passionate sex happening in the bed. It struck him that Julia didn't seem to notice he was there, as if she was so caught up in the pleasure of having Santiago inside her that she'd forgotten about anything other than the man slowly, sensually filling her pussy with his long, thick cock.

    "Santiago...you feel so good inside me," Julia said. "I love the way you fuck me, the way you satisfy me."

    She wrapped her legs tighter around him. Her fingers moved down his back and she dug them into his ass. His lips found hers and they shared a deeply passionate kiss as Oliver received an insanely pleasurable blowjob that was unquestionably enhanced by the sight of something so astoundingly erotic unfolding in front of him.

    "Will you cum inside me, Santiago?" Julia asked with what sounded like real desperation in her voice. "Please, cum inside me."

    Leilani sucked harder on Oliver's cock and reached up to play with his balls. He moaned at the intense pleasure of it and Santiago fucked Julia a little harder and faster as he no doubt worked towards his orgasm to grant her request and empty his load inside her.

    "Santiago...I'm cumming...oh my god, I'm cumming!" Julia cried out.

    Santiago fucked her hard for a few moments more and then buried his cock inside her and unleashed his load in her pussy. Oliver watched it all unfold - particularly the joy on his wife's face - and he came in Leilani's mouth. His legs trembled so hard he thought he might fall over, but he maintained his balance and enjoyed a truly thrilling climax.

    When he was finished, Leilani stood up, kissed him, and fed Oliver every drop of his load. He welcomed it, letting her tongue slip deep into his mouth to feed him his cum while she held his ass with both hands to keep him close.

    "Swallow," she said softly.

    Oliver swallowed his cum and then Leilani stepped aside. Santiago had pulled out and he and Julia were kissing in a soft, sensual manner.

    "Clean your wife's pussy," Leilani instructed. "Embrace your place."

    Oliver crawled between Julia's legs and she looked down at him as Santiago placed a strong hand on her breast and grasped her flesh like he owned it.

    "Clean me," Julia said. "Make me happy and clean my pussy."

    Oliver did just that, for in the moment nothing made him happier than the idea of embracing his place and cleaning Santiago's cum out of her satisfied, freshly-fucked pussy.
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    "This is beautiful, isn't it?" Julia asked as she moved a little closer to Oliver on their beach towel and stared out at the ocean.

    He put his arm around her, smiled, and said, "It really is."

    Santiago and Leilani were playing in the waves and the beach was otherwise empty, which was purposeful. They'd gone on quite a hike to find somewhere that would feel like their little slice of paradise, and they'd absolutely found it. Behind them were rocky cliffs that provided even more privacy and to their left were a series of tide pools that no doubt held all kinds of interesting sea life. There happened to be a particularly swimmable patch of water in front of them, ensuring they could experience whatever form of joy they desired that afternoon.

    "Let's join them in the water," Julia said as she took his hand and helped Oliver to his feet.

    They rushed towards the water and both leapt into a wave. The power of it nearly took Oliver's swimsuit down, but he rescued it just in time. He surfaced just in time to dive back under the next wave and he heard Julia's joyful cry as she did the same thing.

    They dodged the waves, did a little body surfing, and splashed in the water with their new friends until they'd gotten their fill and then everyone headed up the sand and collapsed onto the massive towels they'd brought from the hotel. Leilani opened up the picnic basket she'd put together and handed everyone a freshly-opened bottled drink that tasted sweet, fruity, and just a little bit boozy.

    "This is delicious," Oliver said as the drink washed away the ocean's saltiness from his tongue.

    "So, I'm curious about something," Leilani began with a smile on her face, "have you two decided if you'll play with other people back home, or will it be a onetime thing, or perhaps something you only do on vacations?"

    Julia looked at Oliver, smiled, and said, "I think we've decided we're going to keep doing this sort of thing when we get home. It might be hard to find the right couple - you two seem like a rare find - but this has been such an eye-opening experience for us that we don't think we can just give it up once we go home."

    Leilani reached over and ran her fingers over Oliver's arm in a rather suggestive manner. "And do you agree, Oliver? Do you want your real life to include the kind of fun you've had on your vacation?"

    "I do," Oliver said, knowing full well that he was saying he wanted his life to include things like cum cleanup and cocksucking. It wasn't a lifestyle he'd ever imagined, and yet he'd enjoyed every minute of the kinky sexual play they'd engaged in during their vacation.

    "Julia," Santiago said with a smile, "how would you feel about sitting a little closer to me?"

    Julia returned his smile - she seemed quite flattered at his request - and moved to sit next to Santiago, who looked as good as ever with his shirt of and his still-wet swimsuit clinging to his cock. Oliver sipped his drink as he watched his wife lean over and kiss the man that had fucked her so many times that week. She looked so comfortable doing it, like she and Santiago were always meant to be lovers. Her arousal was obvious, too, as it seemed that she couldn't wait to have the gorgeous man's tongue in her mouth.

    "It's such a simple thing, a kiss, isn't it?" Leilani asked.

    Oliver looked at her and saw a seductive smile on her beautiful face.

    "And yet, it has the power to arouse in a way that few things do," she continued. "In your case, it's not just being kissed that turns you on, is it Oliver? Watching your wife kiss my husband brings your desire to life, doesn't it? It lures it out slowly. You can feel it growing inside you, starting between your legs and then slowly spreading to the rest of your body."

    "I can," he admitted as he watched Julia lose herself in kissing Santiago.

    "Come here," Leilani said softly as she extended her hand.

    Oliver crawled across the towels towards her and she pulled him close and offered a kiss. Her lips were soft and pliant and they parted eagerly. Her tongue danced against his lips, disappeared for a moment, and then gently pushed into Oliver's mouth.

    "Of course," she said softly, "receiving a kiss is often the most arousing thing, isn't it?"

    Oliver nodded as he stared into her hypnotically beautiful eyes.

    "I'd like you to tend to my pussy, Oliver," Leilani said as she reached down and pulled her bikini bottoms aside.

    Oliver dropped down between her legs, kissed her soft, salty thighs, and pushed his tongue into her pussy. He tasted her insides - she seemed wet and eager - and turned his tongue's attentions to her clit to offer a gentle massage in the hopes of providing pleasure to the beautiful woman who'd opened his eyes to sexual joys he'd never imagined.

    "Julia, show Santiago how much you desire his cock," Leilani suggested.

    Oliver glanced over to see his wife remove Santiago's swimsuit before laying between his legs and taking him in her mouth. Oliver's cock got just a little bit harder as he listened to his wife give a blowjob. He didn't even think twice about the two of them offering oral sex on the beach, where someone could theoretically see them. That didn't matter in the moment. All that mattered was making Leilani feel good.

    "They're both so passionate, aren't they?" Leilani asked her husband.

    "Mmm, indeed they are," Santiago replied. "They're by far the most exciting couple we've ever played with. They've both managed to leave their inhibitions behind, which is a rare treat."

    "I wonder if we could push them just a little further," Leilani said.

    Oliver looked up to see a naughty smile on her face as she turned her attention his way and reached down to run her fingers through his wet, salty hair.

    "I want you to switch places with your wife, Oliver," Leilani instructed. "I want you to suck my husband's cock while she tends to my pussy."

    Oliver sat back on his knees and watched Julia try and deepthroat Santiago's cock before she too sat back on her knees. She looked at him, smiled, and asked, "Do you want this?"

    He nodded. "I do."

    "Me too," Julia said with a smile.

    "You should both get naked," Leilani instructed.

    Oliver stripped off his swimsuit and Julia did the same before they took their new positions. He moved between Santiago's legs, settled onto his stomach, and took the other man's cock in his mouth. He gave a blowjob - something he never would have done a week ago - and he gave it without hesitation or shame. He gave a blowjob because it felt good to do so, because Leilani and Santiago had shown Oliver that there was real joy in doing something that felt good, even if it was unusual, or outside the societal norm.

    "You're exceptionally good at that, Julia," Leilani said. "You eat pussy like you've done it before, and yet this week is your first experience with it. Do you think you'll eat pussy again in the future? Will you find a couple where the woman is eager to let you between her legs?"

    "I think so," Julia replied. "But, I don't know, because there's something about you, Leilani, that makes it so fun to play with you. There's something about your confidence that's irresistible, like I can't help but do whatever you suggest."

    "If you look hard enough, Julia, you'll find someone that will unlock your sexuality," Leilani replied. "And I wouldn't stop looking until you do. You're a vibrant woman and you deserve to live the fullest, most interesting life possible. You deserve to be with a woman that can unleash your bisexual side, and I think we both know you deserve to be with a man that can fuck you like Santiago does."

    "Mmm, I certainly do," Julia replied.

    Oliver felt a little jealous, but of course he did. His wife had experienced better sex with another man - with Santiago - and she'd ever had with him. That jealousy didn't feel anywhere near as caustic as it could have, though, for there was also a great deal of pleasure mixed in with it. Plus, Oliver had a stiff cock in his mouth and he assumed he was sucking that cock so it could fuck Julia.

    "What about your husband?" Leilani asked.

    "What do you mean?" Julia replied.

    "Does he deserve to be fucked?" Leilani asked.

    Oliver's body tensed up at the suggestion and he looked up at Leilani, who was staring right at him and had a naughty smile on her face.

    "Oliver, suck on my husband's balls," she said.

    Oliver hesitated, but he said nothing, and after a few seconds of staring into Leilani's eyes he surrendered, dropped down, and took Santiago's balls into his mouth.

    "Do you mean...do you mean Santiago would fuck Oliver?" Julia asked.

    "That is what I mean," Leilani replied. "He would take Oliver from behind. Your husband would get to experience the joy of being fucked by Santiago. Both of us know how wonderful that is, but Oliver hasn't experienced that yet. He doesn't know how good it feels to surrender his body to a man like my husband. He doesn't know how it feels to have a truly beautiful cock inside him, to give himself for the pleasure of that cock."

    Oliver couldn't believe they were even discussing the notion, and yet he hadn't actually fought it. Instead, he was sucking on Santiago's balls because Leilani had told him to do so. Did that mean he actually wanted it? Was the fact that his cock was still stiff a sign that he wanted it?

    "Come here, Julia," Leilani said.

    Oliver looked over to see his wife crawl towards Leilani. The two women kissed sensually and Leilani took one of Julia's breasts in her hand and deftly manipulated the flesh to elicit a series of moans as their tongues danced.

    "I think it turns you on to think of Santiago fucking your husband," Leilani said softly. "I think you want to see Oliver on his hands and knees with another man's cock inside him. I think you want to feel his tongue working your wet pussy as he gets fucked."

    Julia moaned before they kissed again. "Y...yes," she said softly. "I want that, Leilani. Is that terrible of me?"

    "Not at all," Leilani said. "It's beautiful of you. You're exploring what turns you on. Even better, your husband wants it too. He may not be ready to admit it, but he wants it. He wants you to watch him get fucked, Julia. He wants you to understand exactly what kind of man he is. He wants you to witness him being taken by my husband so you understand what kind of man he is, and what kind of man you need to find to service your deepest, most urgent sexual needs when you get home, because your husband can't meet those needs."

    "No, he can't," Julia said.

    Leilani kissed her again and then said, "Sit between my legs, Julia. Let me hold you and kiss you as your husband eats your pussy."

    Julia spun around and backed up until she was sitting between Leilani's legs. Oliver looked over Santiago's thigh to see his wife surrender to the beautiful woman who now held her in her grasp. Leilani kissed Julia's neck and reached between her legs to play with her pussy with one hand while she gently played with Julia's nipples with the other.

    "Crawl between your wife's legs, Oliver," Leilani instructed.

    He released Santiago's balls from his eager, sucking mouth and looked up to see a smile on the gorgeous man's face. Despite his fear of what was about to happen, Oliver crawled between Julia's legs and waited on his hands and knees.

    "Tell him what you want," Leilani said before softly kissing Julia's neck.

    "I...I want Santiago to fuck you," Julia said. She closed her eyes and moaned for a few moments before her gaze once more found Oliver. "I want to watch him fuck you while you worship my pussy, Oliver."

    Leilani slipped two fingers into Julia's pussy, gently fucked her with them, and then offered them to Oliver. He crawled forward and sucked Leilani's fingers clean, soaking up the sweet juices as Julia moaned.

    "What do you want, Oliver?" Leilani asked as she pulled her fingers from his mouth.

    He looked at Leilani and then at his wife, who was once again being fingered and whose face was a picture of pleasure. "I...I want Santiago to fuck me," Oliver answered.

    "Give him what he wants," Leilani said to her husband.

    Oliver felt Santiago move behind him. Something warm and wet hit his asshole - it seemed like spit - and then the impressively thick head of Santiago's cock pressed against his opening.

    "Tend to your wife's pussy, Oliver," Leilani said softly. "Give her pleasure while my husband fucks you and shows your wife exactly the kind of man you are."

    Oliver dropped his head between Julia's legs and his tongue found her clit. She put a hand on the back of his head and gently rubbed him as the pain at his asshole increased. Santiago was penetrating him. He was being fucked by a man. He knew he'd never be the same. He knew that Leilani was right, that Julia would see him in a different light after this moment. He also knew that Julia would - as Leilani had said - see him in a far more accurate light, for Oliver meant it when he said he wanted to get fucked.

    "Look at him," Leilani said. "Look at him taking Santiago's cock. Look at it filling him. Look at it fully transforming your husband into the kind of man he was always meant to be. Isn't that the most beautiful thing you've ever seen, Julia?"

    Julia moaned as Oliver's tongue continued its gentle assault on her clit. "It's so...it's so hot," she said. "It's just so sexy. Fuck, you were right, Leilani. It's so beautiful."

    "Fuck him harder," Leilani instructed.

    Santiago's fingers dug into Oliver's hips and the pace of the ass fucking increased. The big cock stretching his anus moved in and out of him at a remarkable pace, but the most incredible thing was that the pain began to fade. In its place was a surprisingly pleasurable experience. It felt like Santiago's cock was tickling something wonderful deep inside of Oliver, as if being fucked truly had transformed him and opened him up to a kind of satisfaction he'd never known was possible. Oliver wasn't sure if it was from the actual sex or if it was because Julia found watching so pleasurable, but he was enjoying himself far more than he'd expected.

    "Does it feel good, Oliver?" Leilani asked.

    "Yes," he said. "I don't...I don't know why, but it feels good."

    "It's because you finally know your place, Oliver," Leilani said. "You're the sort of man that gets fucked while his wife watches. You're the sort of man that offers to get fucked because he knows his wife will enjoy it. You're the sort of man that was meant to give himself over to his wife's pleasure, for that's where your greatest satisfaction will be found. It's a beautiful thing you've discovered on this vacation, Oliver, and Santiago and I are so happy we've been permitted to participate in your awakening."

    Santiago was fucking him particularly hard now and Julia was moaning wildly as Oliver tended to her pussy. He was certain that he was going to be responsible, in a very particular way, for two orgasms, and the notion thrilled him.

    "Cum in his ass," Leilani told her husband. "Finish his beautiful transformation into the perfect husband for Julia."

    Oliver sank into a strange form of bliss as Santiago pounded his ass hard while he licked his wife's pussy. Time felt like it melted around him as he thought only of what his tongue was doing and how it felt to get fucked with such vigor. He was being used from both ends, though in reality it was all for Julia's pleasure, for that was all that mattered.

    "I'm cumming!" Santiago cried out as he buried every inch of himself inside Oliver.

    "Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Julia screamed.

    Oliver took a load in his ass while making his wife climax on his tongue. He made two people cum and while his cock was still stiff, he felt no need to tend to his own orgasm.

    "You have a perfect husband, Julia," Leilani said softly as she held Julia in her arms. "He will do everything in his power to make you happy. You're a very lucky woman."

    Julia looked down at Oliver, caressed his face in a deeply tender manner, and said, "I know. And I couldn't be happier to have met the real version of my husband on this vacation."

    Oliver smiled. "It has been a perfect vacation, hasn't it?"

    Julia nodded and leaned down. They shared a remarkably tender kiss. He felt like he'd never been so in love with his wife, and that meant it really had been the perfect vacation.

    The End.

  
    A Work from Home - Your Home - Blowjob for Her Bull

    Your quality of life has improved measurably since your job instituted remote work. You have to go into the office one day a week, but you're free to work from home for those other four days and it's incredible.

    There's no more commute. There's no rushing through your morning routine to make sure you're at your desk at 9 a.m. sharp so your boss doesn't chew you out. There's no avoiding your least favorite coworkers so you don't get dragged into a boring conversation.

    Even better, working from home means spending more time with your beautiful wife. She's working to build her Etsy store, but it's part time at this point and your marriage has absolutely gotten stronger now that you're spending more time together. Plus, if you're having a stressful day there's really nothing better than spending a little time with your wife to help you relieve that stress.

    For most men that might mean trying for a handjob or a blowjob or even a midday quickie. You're not most men, though. For you, relieving your stress often comes from making your wife orgasm. It usually starts with you rubbing her feet or going for a full body massage, but eventually you end up between her legs with your tongue lapping at her clit while she runs her fingers through your hair and moans about what a good husband you are.

    The most significant benefit of working from home, though, is that you're now present when your wife's bull comes over for a visit. It used to be that she'd let you know he was coming over and would then follow up with a text - and if you were lucky, a picture - but then you'd have to wait until you got home to hear the details.

    Now you get to be there, though you don't always get to watch. Her bull is in control of that. You didn't argue that, though. You find it hot that he gets to decide if you watch while he enjoys your wife's body. You like the part of being a cuckold that requires you to surrender to certain realities.

    Your wife's bull comes over once or twice a week and he likes to mix up the fun they have. Sometimes he'll spend a few hours with her. Sometimes he'll bend her over your couch and fuck her furiously for five minutes before cumming, tucking his cock back into his pants, and walking out without saying more than a few words to her. Sometimes they'll watch a movie while intermittently fooling around before they fuck. Sometimes he takes her to your bedroom, locks the door, and has fun with her for a few hours while you listen to the wild moans.

    You enjoy all of it, but you always find it especially arousing when your wife's bull kicks you out of your home office so he can have fun with your wife. There's something so thrilling about him ordering you out of the room, about him taking your place at your desk, about him doing the things that most men would love to be doing with their wives, the things that you don't get to do because you're a cuckold.

    "He's coming over today," your wife told you at breakfast today.

    You smiled at her. "Do you know how he wants you?"

    She shook her head and returned your smile. You saw the excitement in her eyes. She likes that he never lets her know what sort of fun they're going to have.

    "He wants me in a bra, panties, stockings, and heels. He wants you to dress me, too."

    "I'd love to."

    She reached under the table and rubbed your knee. "My cuck loves to dress me for another man, doesn't he?"

    You nodded.

    After lunch, you cleaned the dishes while your wife showered. You went back to your desk as she did her hair and makeup, though you didn't get any work done.

    When she called you into the bedroom, you rushed to her. You saw the lingerie set on the bed. She approached with a smile on her face and you reached for her panties and fell to your knees to help her into them.

    "Before you do that," she said, "feel my pussy."

    You ran your fingers up her smooth legs and rubbed her pussy. You slipped inside her with ease and smiled as you felt the intense wetness her bull inspires.

    "That's for him," your wife said softly. "Thinking about him while I did my makeup was enough to leave me soaked, baby."

    Her nipples were hard.

    "I always get so excited for him. I can't stop thinking about him when I know he's coming over. I can't get anything done. I crave him so badly."

    "I know," you replied. "I love that you crave him like you do. I love that he makes you feel so good."

    "I get even more excited for him when you're here," she said with a smile as you moved your fingers in and out of her soaking wet pussy. "I love that my cuck is in the house as my bull fucks me. I love that you get to watch sometimes, though I also love that sometimes he sends you away because he wants me all to himself."

    You pulled your fingers from her pussy and sucked them clean as she smiled.

    "Lick my clit a little," she instructed.

    You put your tongue to work and your wife put a hand on the back of your head. She moaned in pleasure and while you desperately wanted to make her cum, you knew she wouldn't let you. That was his job, though he doesn't always make her cum. Sometimes he lets you do that after he's had his way with her.

    "You may dress me."

    It's always thrilling to dress your wife in the lingerie she's going to wear for another man. Every moment of it is exciting, in fact. As you put on her panties, you thought of him taking them off. As you put on her bra, you thought of him grasping her breasts through the thin material. As you put on her stockings, you thought of him caressing them as he fucked her tight, married pussy. It's the same every time and it fills you with the kind of arousal only a cuckold feels. Arousal based in denial and humiliation. Arousal that makes your body tingle and your cock as stiff as steel.

    "Back to work," she said once you'd finished dressing her.

    You stood and your wife kissed you deeply before sending you on your way back to the office. You sat and did your best to get some work done, but of course it was a struggle. You're just like her, really. Once you know he's coming over, you can't stop thinking about it. Your balls tingle in the delightful way that intense, low level arousal always causes. Your cock leaks precum from the unyielding desire. You wonder how he's going to take your wife. Will he fuck her? Will he make her give him head? Will he cum in her mouth, in her pussy, on her tits?

    Now you're sitting at your desk waiting. Waiting for another man to show up at your house to indulge in his desire for your wife. Waiting for your wife to welcome him to the house, to welcome him into her body in any way he sees fit.

    The doorbell rings and you stop work. You listen as your wife answers. You hear them talking. Then silence follows. You imagine them kissing. You imagine him playing with her tits, fingering her pussy, grabbing her ass, and whatever else he desires.

    Then he's standing in the office doorway. He's dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. The shirt clings to his muscular upper body in a manner that you're certain made your wife wet the moment she saw it.

    "Get up, cuck," he says.

    You stand and move out from behind your desk. He steps past you, pulls the chair back, and sits. He looks at you and smiles.

    "I'd like a drink," he says. "Whiskey. Neat. The good stuff."

    You turn towards the door and see your wife standing there. She's not looking at you, though. She's looking at him.

    "On your knees," he says from behind your desk.

    Your wife falls to her knees.

    "Crawl to me."

    She crawls across the carpeted floor. She brushes past you and moves between his legs. She looks up at him and he smiles in the way any man would in that situation. Your wife happily crawled to him like a naughty little pet and you're quite certain it turned her on to do so. She likes pleasing him. It makes her wet. It makes her pussy tingle.

    "My drink, cuck," he says.

    You walk out of the room and head for the kitchen.

    "You may take my pants off," her bull instructs. "You may kiss my cock through my underwear."

    He's in control. He's treating your wife in a manner you never have. He's treating you in a manner you've never treated anyone. He has you both turned on, though. He has you both eager to do exactly as he desires.

    You make your wife's bull a drink. You take your time, mostly because you want to wait as long as possible before entering the office again. You want to see how he intends on using your wife. You want to witness it at least a little in case he sends you away.

    You bring his drink to the office. You stop in the doorway and see him sitting in your chair. His pants are around his ankles. Your wife's head is bobbing up and down in his lap.

    He looks up at you and smiles. He says nothing, though. He looks back down at your wife and puts a hand on the back of her head. He pushes down and her head stops bobbing.

    You hear her gag. His cock is in her throat and her body is fighting against it. He looks up at you again and his smile is bigger this time. Your wife isn't fighting him. She's so eager to please him that she lets him choke her with his cock.

    He releases his grasp on her head and she pulls back and gasps for air. She looks up at him, wraps her fingers around his cock, and strokes him as she leans forward to shower the head in kisses. Kisses that you can hear. She moans, too.

    He extends his hand towards you. He wants his drink. You step into your office and bring him the drink like a good cuck. You hand it to him. He takes a sip and smiles.

    "Get on your knees behind her," he instructs.

    You fall to your knees behind your wife, who is still dressed in the lingerie she wore for her bull.

    "Put your fingers inside her, cuck," he says.

    You run a hand down her back and over her ass cheeks. You gently pull aside her thong and slip three fingers inside her.

    "What do you feel?"

    "She's wet," you answer. "Wetter than she was before, actually. Much wetter."

    Her bull smiles and your wife takes his cock in her mouth once more.

    "She gets wet when she sucks my cock," he says. "She enjoys pleasuring me so much that her pussy is soaked after choking on my cock."

    "I know," you answer as you continue to finger your wife's pussy.

    He runs his fingers through her hair. He grabs a tight fistful and begins directing your wife's mouth at a faster pace. The blowjob gets louder and messier. You're certain that your wife's saliva is leaking down his cock and balls and likely soaking into your chair.

    He fucks her mouth like that for a few minutes and then releases his grasp and says, "Kiss your cuck."

    She turns her head and smiles. Her eye makeup has run. Her chin is covered in saliva. She's a mess, but a beautiful, sexy mess. You lean in and kiss her. You kiss her voraciously and she pushes her ass back into your crotch, eliciting a moan as the pleasure of the friction makes your dick harder.

    "It does make me wet to suck his dick," she says. "To choke on his dick. To get face fucked. It makes me wet to make him feel good because he fucks me so good, baby. Because he fucks me so good that I get wet whenever I think about him, and a woman can't help but want to pleasure a man that makes her feel that good."

    "Does your cuck make you feel that good?" her bull asks.

    Your wife smiles as she holds your gaze. "No. I love you dearly, baby, but you and I both know you don't make me cum anywhere near as hard as he does. I suppose, though, that your willingness to be a cuck - your eagerness, in fact - is the reason that I get to have the best sex of my life with the man sitting at your desk."

    "And the reason that you get to worship a real man's cock," her bull says.

    Again your wife smiles, though this time you see the naughty twinkle in her eye that you love so much. She kisses you again, driving her tongue deep into your mouth. "You're a man, baby," she whispers. "You're just nowhere near the man he is, not when it comes to satisfying your wife's sexual desires."

    Your dick has never been harder. Your lips and chin are messy with the saliva she transferred to you. Your body hums with arousal.

    "Leave us now, cuck," her bull says. "She's going to take her time finishing me. She's going to suck my cock. She's going to worship my balls. I might even have her lick my taint. When I'm ready, I'll reward her with my cum. I'm feeling a bit hungry, though, so why don't you make us lunch while I enjoy your wife's eager mouth."

    "Bye, baby," your wife says as you stand and walk away.

    You look back and see that she's already turned her attention to her bull. She's looking up at him as she kisses and licks the head of his cock. She takes him in her mouth again. Her head begins to bob up and down as he picks up his drink, takes a sip, and then leans back, closes his eyes, and enjoys your wife's eagerness - and she's truly eager - to pleasure him.

    You leave the office and pause in the hallway. You lean against the wall and take a deep breath as you listen to the sounds of the blowjob happening at your desk.

    You try and think of the last time your wife blew you at your desk. You come up empty. You're not sure it's happened. That knowledge turns you on. You're a cuck. He's a bull. He's the one that should be getting blown in the middle of the day. You're the one that should be making him lunch while he gets his dick sucked by your wife.

    Your cock remains stiff as you head to the kitchen. You focus on the fact that you're about to make lunch for the man your wife is sucking off in your office. You smile at the thrill of it and you're determined to make sure the food is good. Exceptional, even, as he deserves that.

    You were going to make banh mi for dinner - it's your wife's favorite - but you decide to make it for lunch instead. You pull out all the ingredients - including those you prepared the night before - and get busy on preparing the food.

    While you cook, you hear him moan. You hear the sounds of the blowjob when it gets especially wet or she gags on his cock. You wonder if she's sucking his balls or if he's actually going to make her lick his taint. Because you can hear them, your cock remains hard throughout the cooking process.

    Just as you're ready to plate everything up, your wife comes into the kitchen. Her eye makeup and hair are impressively messy, but she's resplendently beautiful in her lingerie.

    She smiles - with her mouth closed - and approaches you. She presses her body against yours and reaches up to put a hand on the back of your neck. She pulls your lips to hers for a kiss.

    You know what's coming. You know she's about to share with you.

    Her tongue slips into your mouth. His cum follows. She sucked a load out of him and now she's sharing it with her cuck husband. You moan and grab two handfuls of her ass. You pull her body as tight against yours as possible as your tongues entwine and the taste of his cum fills your mouth.

    You could kiss her like that forever, but she pulls away after half a minute with a beautiful smile on her face. You both swallow, consuming her bull's cum like a happy cuckold couple.

    "That was incredible," you say.

    "I know," she replies.

    You reach out and pull her close. You push your fingers into her panties. You penetrate her pussy and rub her clit. She melts in your arms and you kiss her neck. You want to make her cum right there. You want to satisfy her as it seems clear that her bull was content to pursue his own pleasure today.

    "Not yet," she says. "That feels so good, but not yet."

    You pull your fingers free and she almost instantly takes them in her mouth and sucks them clean.

    "Did you make banh mi?"

    "I did," you answer.

    She kisses you slowly and deeply. Then she rests her forehead against yours and says, "I love you."

    "I love you too."

    "Let's eat on the deck."

    You, your wife, and her bull have lunch on the deck overlooking the backyard. It's a perfect day and the food is exceptional. She remains in her lingerie and her bull frequently reaches over to caress her thighs. You wonder if he intends on fucking her after lunch or if he simply enjoys touching her.

    "This was excellent, cuck," he says after everyone has finished their lunch.

    "Thank you."

    "I was planning on inviting your wife around to my place this weekend. It's supposed to be rather cold - unlike today - and I thought it would be nice to curl up by the fire with some wine. Maybe you'd like to come along and make dinner for us. I'd even be willing to let you watch as I fuck your wife by the fire."

    She looks at you with a smile on her face.

    "I'd like that," you say.

    "Good," her bull replies before pushing his chair back and heading for the door. "I'll be on my way, then. Make sure you take care of her pussy, cuck. She did exceptional work today and I think she's in need of relief."

    "I will," you say.

    He leaves. Your wife smiles and gets up. You both clean the dishes off the deck table and head inside. She grabs your hand and pulls you to the bedroom.

    "I'm going to sit on your face," she says. "You're going to make me cum. Then I'm going to ride your cock and make you cum."

    She pushes you into the bed and takes off her panties.

    "Oh, and you'll be making me cum a second time after your orgasm, so be prepared to clean your load out of me."

    You can't think of a better way to spend your afternoon.

  
    A Younger Man for Your Wife

    You're at a bar with your beautiful wife. She looks spectacularly sexy, and with good reason, for tonight she's agreed to cuckold you.

    She's going to let you choose the guy, too. You peruse the available men in the bar as you and your wife sip your drinks. You ask her what she thinks of certain men and she offers her opinion as you try and decide which one is going to make for the best night for the both of you.

    "How about him?" you ask as you nod towards a young guy with a charming smile. He's talking with his friends, but you've noticed that he keeps looking at your wife in the way a man tends to when he finds a woman irresistibly attractive.

    "The young guy?" she asks somewhat incredulously. You see her lips curl into a subtle smile as she looks at him while trying to make it seem like she's not staring. She might sound like she doesn't like the idea of fucking him, but you can tell she does. In fact, you're fairly certain he's the one your wife would choose out of every man in the bar, despite his being at least fifteen years her junior. "He's a little young, don't you think?" she asks.

    "I think he might be perfect," you reply.

    Your wife looks his way once more and they lock eyes. He smiles and confidently holds her gaze before she looks away and takes a long sip of her drink.

    "In fact, he's the one I want you to fuck," you say.

    Your wife sets her drink on the bar and once again her lips curl into a smile. It seems like she's trying not to look so happy, but she just can't help herself. "Are you sure you want such a young, virile man fucking your wife?" she asks. "Are you sure you want to give me to someone like that?"

    The stirring of lust between your legs confirms that's precisely what you want, and hearing your wife put it in those particular words only makes you want it even more.

    "Yes, that's what I want," you reply. "I want you to invite him back to our house to fuck you while I watch."

    Your wife slides off the bar stool, takes a moment to adjust her dress, leans over to give you a kiss on the cheek, and then heads towards her would-be lover with a seductive sway in her hips.

    He stares at your wife as she approaches and then steps away from his friends. Your wife greets him with a soft kiss on the cheek and his hands move to her waist as she whispers something in his ear. You see the surprise on his face - any man would be at least a little surprised to hear a beautiful woman proposition them in the middle of a bar - but he smiles and nods.

    Your wife takes his hand and heads for the door. She looks at you and nods and you practically fall off the bar stool in your rush to join them.

    "This is my husband," she says as all three of you walk out of the bar.

    "Nice to meet you," he replies.

    You nod but you're at something of a loss for words as you didn't entirely expect your wife to go through with it.

    "Darling, why don't you go get the car?" your wife suggests as she and her young lover stop at the curb.

    "Okay," you say. You head into the parking lot and turn around after a few steps to see your wife and the young man kissing. His hands move down her back and come to rest on her ass. She leans into him as her fingers play with the hair on the back of his head while her mouth opens to welcome his tongue. He confidently grabs two handfuls of her ass and you hear her moan into his mouth.

    You could stay and watch them kiss for hours, but you run towards the car, back out of the space, and pull up in front of the bar. He opens the back door for your wife and she climbs in. He joins her and a moment later they're back to kissing.

    You pull away and listen to the sounds of kissing and touching in the backseat. Your wife moans. He moans. You hear a zipper being lowered. You hear the sound of her hand moving up and down his shaft. You hear the stroking get a little wetter, presumably because he's dripping enough precum to lube his cock. You hear her moaning and the sound of wetness follows. You're certain his fingers have found their way into her pussy.

    "You're so hard for me," she says.

    "You're so beautiful," he replies.

    "Mmm, my husband doesn't get this hard anymore," she says softly.

    You're awfully hard in the moment. So much so that your dick hurts a little as it strains against the confines of your jeans.

    "I want you," he says.

    "We'll be at our house soon," your wife replies. "You can have me as many times as you desire."

    You're tempted to masturbate. You resist the urge, but you're not sure you've ever been so turned on. Your wife and her lover continue their foreplay right up until you pull into the garage and turn the car off.

    You open the back door and they climb out. Your wife takes his hand and heads into the house. You follow right behind them as she leads him to the bedroom.

    They kiss with desperate desire and strip each other's clothes off. His body is lean and muscular and your wife can't seem to keep her hands off of him. You can't help but feel a little self-conscious. You're not in bad shape, but the advantage of youth makes it easy for him to be in remarkably good shape.

    Your wife spins him around and pushes him into your bed. She kisses his chest and hard stomach in a surprisingly worshipful manner, communicating her desire for his beautiful body before taking his cock in her mouth and looking up at him while giving a remarkably passionate blowjob.

    It's been ages since your wife has sucked your cock that way. It seems that her desire for him has unlocked her eagerness to provide that sort of oral pleasure, for she's going all out to make him feel good. He's enjoying himself, too, as he can't help but moan loudly as she takes as much of him in her throat as she can.

    After a remarkable oral display, your wife stands and moves towards you. She helps you out of your pants while her eyes meet yours. She takes your stiff cock in her hand and strokes you a few times before asking, "Are you sure you want this? Are you absolutely certain you want me to fuck the gorgeous young man in our bed?"

    "Yes," you reply.

    Your wife releases your cock, takes your hand, and guides your fingers between her legs. You slip inside her and your eyes go wide at the wetness you find.

    "That's good, baby, because I'm not sure I would have been able to stop myself from fucking him," she says. "I haven't been this wet in a long time."

    You moan at the implication that he excites her more than you do. She gives you a kiss on the cheek, turns, and crawls into your bed and on top of him. They kiss as she reaches down to stroke his cock and rub the head over her pussy lips.

    You're certain she's going to sit on his cock, but instead he deftly flips your wife onto her back, moves between her legs, and guides his cock into her pussy. You can't help but notice that she didn't bother making him wear a condom, but it doesn't bother you. In fact, it's the exact opposite. You're not sure why, but you love that he didn't bother making her wear a condom. You love that he's about to have unprotected sex with your wife.

    Once he's inside her, he fucks your wife with astonishing vigor. He uses his strong, lean, young body for her pleasure and delivers the kind of deep, hard thrusts you no longer manage, sending your wife into a state of bliss as she closes her eyes and holds him tight while moaning in a way you're not sure you've ever heard.

    He's relentless. His thrusts don't slow. He doesn't tire. He fucks your wife with the same power, right through her orgasm, which comes on slowly and lasts far longer than you're used to.

    First her toes curl. Then her legs begin to tremble. They start to shake harder as she gets louder. It seems that she's losing control of her body, though in the best way possible, as she is soon screaming in pleasure while he continues to fuck her with his big cock.

    "Oh, fuck!" she screams. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming!"

    It's an orgasm unlike any you've ever seen her experience. It's better than any you've ever given her. It's long and loud and hugely powerful and when it's over she literally can't speak. All she can do is hold on to her young lover while his cock remains in her pussy and he kisses her softly.

    "That was...that was...I think that was the best orgasm I've ever had," she says.

    "I can go all night," he replies. "Hopefully it will be just the first of many orgasms I give you tonight."

    Your wife looks at you, smiles, and says, "You made the right choice, honey. You found someone far better than you to fuck me. I hope you don't mind if I invite him to spend the night with me in our bed so I can have him as many times as I want."

    "Of course not," you reply, though you're actually a little worried that the night has spun out of your control. There's nothing you can do about it now, though.

    Your wife looks at him, smiles, and says, "Let me ride you. Let me make you cum in my pussy."

    He smiles and happily rolls onto his back. Your wife climbs on top, takes him inside her, and rides him slowly. She's going to put on a show, and she's going to milk that big young cock of his with exceptional skill to make him cum inside her.

    Despite your anxiety about what you've unleashed in your wife, you're going to enjoy every second of your evening. You'll worry about everything else later.

  
    A Younger Man's Plaything - Part 1

    It's an exquisite thing to be desired in an overwhelming fashion, to know that you're on the mind of a man - a desirable man, of course - all day long. To know that his cock stirs and his balls tingle when he thinks of you. To know that you provide him with such overwhelming pleasure that he longer thinks of other women, even if one of those other women openly flirts with him. She might be beautiful, but he's so obsessed with you that he barely notices her.

    I'd venture to say that most women experience this phenomenon at some point in their lives. I'd go further to say that many women end up marrying the man that feels that way about them. I certainly did.

    At some point, though, the feeling fades a bit. That's just how life works. Unless you're married to a cuckold. Then you can recreate that experience over and over throughout your marriage.

    As a woman approaching my 40th birthday, I've found that recreating that experience with a much younger man is quite thrilling. In a way, it's safer, too, because there's no chance of something real - truly real - developing. The age difference is just too big. There is, however, a very real chance of a wild sexual infatuation developing and it can - and should - absolutely go both ways.

    I'm in the midst of an infatuation right now. The young man's name is Theo. We met two months ago. He was making drinks at this coffee place I stop into if I have time before work. I was wearing on a white silk blouse and a black skirt on the day we met. He called out my name after making my drink and told me I was the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. He also wrote his number on the cup.

    I texted him later that day. I told him I thought he was cute. I didn't get much work done that afternoon as we spent a few hours texting each other. He asked me out for a drink after work. I agreed. I told my husband I'd be late for dinner.

    We ended up having two drinks over the course of nearly two hours. After that we made out in the backseat of my car. I let him play with my tits and I stroked his cock a little, but no one's clothes came off. He must have told me a dozen times how badly he wanted me. I felt the same way, though I've found that with younger men it seems to work better if they're not entirely sure of how badly I want them, at least at first.

    Under normal circumstances, a woman is supposed to wait a handful of dates before she fucks a guy. Being a hotwife, though, changes the math on that equation, especially with a younger guy.

    I know that men of all ages are horny, but it's different with younger men. That's where the obsession comes from. They feel it 24/7. Their testosterone is going wild and in some cases they can barely control it.

    I met Theo for a date just a few days after our car makeout session. I wore a tight red dress. My hair was long and wavy. I went with smokey, sexy eye makeup and just a touch of lip gloss because - and I'm happy to admit this - I wanted him to think about my lips being wrapped around his cock.

    We had dinner. The conversation was far better than you'd expect. I think that's in part because Theo is an artist. He writes. He makes music. He paints a little. I'm not sure if he's ever going to find his way to turning his art into a career, but he has the mind of a dreamer and it makes him a great deal more interesting to talk to. Plus, he's almost entirely lacking in insecurity, which is a rare thing among men his age.

    After dinner I suggested that we go back to Theo's place. He seemed a little hesitant at first, but I assured him that I wouldn't be bothered if his apartment wasn't exactly dripping in luxury. I'd read his mind, as it turned out, and when we arrived it wasn't anywhere near as bad as I'd imagined it might be. Mostly it was messy with the detritus of artistic pursuits. Instruments strewn about, a spare bedroom filled with canvases and spilled paint, and notebooks stuffed with ideas strewn about.

    None of that mattered, though, because I wasn't at Theo's place to be impressed by the decor or his ability to keep a neat house. I was at his place to get fucked, and get fucked I did.

    I've been on dates with a few young men who are too timid to truly have a good time with. They ask for permission to kiss or touch me, they seem to want me to guide things, they seem nervous when the time comes to do something more than kiss. That doesn't work for me. I don't need a man to be aggressive, but I do need him to be decisive.

    Theo was decisive. So very decisive. He kissed me as soon as we stepped into his apartment, and it was the sort of kiss that feels like it encompasses the whole of you. My dress was tight, but the fabric was fairly flexible and Theo had it up around my waist before long. His fingers - his long, skilled fingers - found their way into my panties and into my pussy, where he discovered my wetness.

    "Can you feel how badly I want you?" I asked as he fingered me.

    "I can," he replied with a smile. A confident smile. The smile of a man who knew the beautiful older woman craved him. In hindsight, that smile was a signifier of a moment of transformation, where Theo completely understood that I was a woman that very much needed to get fucked by someone like him.

    He took my hand and placed it between his legs. His cock was hard and I stroked him as he stared into my eyes.

    "Show me how badly you want me," he said.

    I nearly fucking melted. I like that kind of confidence in a man. I like that sense that he's in control. Fuck do I like it.

    So I showed him. I got on my knees for him. I looked up at him as I unzipped his pants. I freed his cock as he looked down at me and ran his fingers through my hair. I took him in my mouth. I maintained eye contact at almost all times as I blew him.

    "Fucking hell, Samantha," he said.

    I thought maybe he'd keep talking, but he seemed to lose himself in the pleasure I offered. I like it when that happens for a man when I have him in my mouth. It makes my pussy wet to know that I'm pleasuring him like that, especially when I'm really attracted to him, because if I can make him feel that good then there's an excellent chance he'll want me again, and again, and again.

    As I sucked his cock, I ran my hand under Theo's shirt and over his abs. One of the really nice things about fucking younger men is that it's much easier for them to keep their bodies in great shape and I'd be lying if I said I wasn't into a guy with a hot body.

    I also took his pants and underwear off while on my knees and soon enough I had his balls in my mouth. In my experience, men like it when you suck their balls. It shows a commitment to their pleasure that they almost all thoroughly enjoy, especially if the ball sucking is combined with working the cock with a hand, which I always make sure to do.

    "Fuck, Samantha, I have to fuck you," Theo said while I was sucking on the head of his cock.

    "I'm all yours," I replied. "Take me however you like."

    Some men don't respond well to that sort of thing, but Theo didn't strike me as that kind of man. I was right about that. He took his shirt off, helped me to my feet, and spun me around to unzip my dress. It was on the floor a moment later. He took my bra off, cupped my breasts, and played with them with the exact right level of force as he kissed the back of my neck and slipped his cock between my legs. I moved my hips like I was fucking myself on his shaft - he wasn't inside me, mind you, but I was moving like he was - and Theo ran a hand up my back and into my hair for just a few moments.

    I moaned. It was fucking hot. I was actually so turned on I momentarily thought about putting aside the need for a condom in favor of having him inside me right then and there. I didn't do that, of course. I'm not crazy. I'm just telling you how worked up I was for Theo.

    "Theo, I need you to fuck me," I said as a result of that desire. "Right now. I need your cock inside me."

    He took me to his bedroom. He put on a condom. He peeled off my panties and we kissed while standing at the side of his bed. Then he spun me around. I felt his dick probing over my pussy lips from behind. I bent over and rested my hands on the bed. Theo slipped inside me.

    "Oh, fuck," I said.

    He was big. Much, much bigger than my husband, though I'm sure you already suspected that. He grasped a breast with one hand and ran the other up my back. He gripped my shoulder and I arched my back to make it easier for him to slide all the way into my pussy.

    Then Theo fucked me. He fucked me so good. It's hard to explain exactly what makes a man better at sex, but I would say that a great deal of it comes down to body control, which might also come down to whether or not the guy is in good shape. Theo had perfect body control. He fucked with speed and power and he managed to make it so that his dick slipped into me from the perfect angle for both my pleasure and his.

    This was not sex that lasted a long time. This was fast, furious, wild sex that was the result of a great deal of lust building up over the course of our date, and probably some left over lust from our hookup in the car.

    The combination of Theo's cock and a bit of clit rubbing was more than enough to give me the kind of orgasm that literally had my legs shaking as I gripped the bed sheets. Theo came too, and he did so in that way where he was all groans and grunts and his body was shuddering. I know I'm not alone - amongst women, that is - in really, really enjoying it when a guy cums like that while his dick is buried deep inside me. I like sucking a guy's cock to completion, too, but there's something so much hotter about my pussy being the thing that gets him off.

    He pulled out and I crawled into the bed and rolled onto my beck, mostly because my legs felt like jelly. I looked at Theo and saw a hazy, delighted smile on his face and a big load of cum at the tip of the condom, which he then pulled off before heading to the bathroom to toss it. He returned and crawled into bed with me. I cuddled up next to him and he put his strong arm around me. We kissed and I told him that I'd thoroughly enjoyed the fucking he gave me.

    "I hope you don't have any plans on leaving," he said. "Because I can't have you just once. I need you multiple times, Samantha. You turn me on so fucking much that I have to have you more than once before I let you go home."

    I smiled. "You can have me as many times as you want me, Theo."

    He had that same look as when I'd gotten on my knees to show him how badly he wanted me. Men like it when women are eager to make them cum, to satisfy their desires. Women like it when a man is eager to fuck them, to use them to satisfy their desires, or at least I do, especially when that man is hot and a great deal younger than I am.

    I'd like to think that I exhausted Theo that night. He fucked me four times in total. He came four times. There was plenty of foreplay, lots of cocksucking and stroking, a good deal of pussy eating - which Theo is remarkably good at - and just about every position you can imagine was one that we took advantage of. We fucked all over his apartment, too. It's not big so that's not hard to do, but I got fucked on a kitchen table for the first time in years.

    We'd gone in there for a drink of water after our second time. I'd put on my panties but was otherwise naked. He gave me a glass of water and I leaned against the kitchen table to drink it.

    "Why are you wearing panties?" he asked.

    I looked down, smiled, and said, "I don't know. I didn't think about it. I just put them on."

    He smiled too, though it was that wildly confident smile. "I'm not done with you yet, Samantha. I've only had you twice. I'm going to have you at least once more and there's no reason you should have panties on until I'm done with you."

    My pussy got wet. So very wet. I set the glass on the table and took my panties off. "Is that better?" I asked.

    I hopped on the table and spread my legs. I rubbed my pussy as Theo watched from across the room.

    "Your husband really doesn't mind that you're doing this?" he asked. 

    I looked down and smiled. He'd almost certainly noticed my engagement ring as I was masturbating with my left hand. "I know it's hard to believe, but my husband loves that I'm doing this. He loves that I fuck other people. He loves that I have great sex with other people. He's a cuckold. He stays faithful while I explore my desires with anyone I please. His cock gets far less attention than the cocks of the guys I cuckold him with and that's exactly how it should be. It's also exactly how he wants it. When I go home tonight, I'll tell him everything you did to me, everything I did for you, all the ways in which we pleasured each other. If my husband is lucky, I'll do so while I give him a handjob. If he's not lucky, I'll do so while he eats my pussy and makes me cum two or three more times."

    Theo set his glass down and walked over. I plunged my fingers into my pussy and then pulled them out just in time to suck them clean. He leaned in and we kissed. I pushed my tongue into his mouth to share the taste of my pussy with him.

    Then I put a hand on the top of his head and pushed down. He smiled and went to work on my pussy. I had two hands on his head before long. I had an orgasm not long after and I did so while Theo masturbated. By the time he stood up his dick was hard as a rock.

    "Go get a condom," I said. "You can fuck me as long and hard as you like with that gorgeous cock of yours."

    He rushed off to the bedroom. He returned wearing a condom. He slipped his cock inside me and he fucked me long and hard. It was a good ten minutes of pussy pounding, honestly, and every second of it felt fantastic. I had two more orgasms while he was inside me on the kitchen table. He came really fucking hard, too, and leaned forward as I fell back onto the table. I held him close and kissed him as his body vibrated from the pleasure.

    He pulled out, took off his condom, and tossed it in the kitchen trash. I smiled, slipped off the table, and dropped to my knees in front of him. I was, if I'm being honest, a little bit cock drunk and I wanted to do something memorable. So I sucked his dick clean. I did it in that worshipful way that men love. I kissed and licked and sucked on him like he had the world's most perfect and wonderful cock, like he'd provided me with pleasure unlike any other.

    We fucked again before I went home. This time on the couch. We'd watched a bit of TV together, though halfway through the episode I had his dick in my mouth. I sucked him with his hand on the back of my neck until he was rock hard. This time I ran off to get the condom. I rolled it down his dick, climbed into his lap, and rode him slowly. We kissed. He licked and sucked on my tits. I told him how good his cock felt inside me, how hard he made me cum, how badly I wanted more orgasms with his big dick buried in me.

    I had two more before he came for the fourth time that night. I'm pretty sure he could have gone again, but my pussy was sore and it was late, so we hung out for a little bit longer and then I got dressed and headed home to my husband.

    Seth was waiting for me as I stepped inside. As always he was smiling, though I could see that an evening of angst had taken a gentle toll on him. I stepped into his arms for a long hug and told him how much I loved him.

    Then I kissed him slowly and deeply until he was sporting a raging erection. His hands roamed over my body as we kissed and I'm certain he thought of the fact that a much younger man's hands had traveled to all those same spots earlier that night.

    "Theo was incredible," I said. "He gave me so many orgasms I lost count. He texted a handful of times as I drove home, too. He already wants me again, Seth. He already craves your wife. Theo and I are going to have a lot of fun together over the next few months. I'm going to be his sexual plaything and he's going to be mine. I'm going to satisfy his gorgeous young cock endlessly and he's going to satisfy my pussy in ways you've never dreamed of."

    Seth is a cuckold, so of course he was hard as a rock. His favorite thing, as you might expect, is when his wife is in an active sexual relationship with another man, and Seth knows that I'm most excited about being a hotwife when I have a sexy young man to enjoy.

    The question on this particular night was whether or not I was going to let my husband cum. Unfortunately for him, I'd decided on the way home that Seth wasn't going to have an orgasm.

    He didn't know that, though, and I kept the hope alive for him. I took him to the bedroom. I let him strip me naked and had him remove his clothes. We kissed as I stroked his dick and his hands again wandered over my body, this time playing with my tits and my ass as I moaned into his mouth.

    Seth likes to feel submissive, and while ours is not a female led marriage, I do like to give him what he wants so we engage in a bit of dom/sub play on nights when I cuckold him or when it comes to serving my pleasure.

    On this night, I sat on the edge of the bed and ordered my cuckold husband to kiss my feet. He sank to his knees and I watched as he bent over in a supplicant position and pressed his lips against my toes and foot. He even kissed my ankles, which I thoroughly enjoyed.

    I ordered him to kiss his way up my legs and to take his time. As he did, I shared the details of my evening. I told him how I'd sucked Theo's cock just inside the doorway to his apartment, how he'd told me to show him how badly I wanted him, how I got on my knees for a 25 year old and worshiped his dick with my mouth. I told my husband how I'd sucked Theo's balls to make it clear how badly I wanted him. I told Seth that I damn near let Theo take me bareback because I was so fucking turned on when he spun me around and slipped his dick between my thighs from behind.

    I had him kiss his way up my legs as I continued to share details from the evening and by the time his lips made it to my knees his cock was dripping with desire. I like teasing him. I like denying him. I know he likes it too, though there's also a bit of agony to it. That's the thing about being a cuckold, though. There can be a masochistic element to it, and I'm more than happy to play that up for Seth from time to time.

    I spread my legs a little and had him kiss my thighs a bit while I described how Theo had fucked me on his kitchen table. I made sure to play up that I let him have me for a solid ten minutes, that his cock satisfied me the entire time, that he never seemed to tire. Seth would have tired and I made sure to point that out. He moaned. He likes it when my young lovers are superior to him, and the great thing is that they're almost always better than him in some way.

    Before he even neared my pussy I put my fingers under Seth's chin and lifted it until he was looking up at me.

    "You won't be cumming tonight, my sweet cuckold," I said. "I'm too turned on. I need to cum again and I don't want to bother myself with tending to your orgasm. You'll have to wait until the next time Theo has me."

    Seth was excited and agonized, as he so often is as a cuckold. I had him stand up and then very slowly stroked his cock as we kissed. Then I backed up into the bed, laid my head on a pillow, and spread my legs.

    "Now worship my pussy," I instructed. "Make me cum as many times as I can handle while I think about being a sexual plaything for Theo. In fact, I think I'll text him and tell him that I already miss his cock, that my pussy can't wait until it gets to have him again."

    I sent that text and several more as Theo and I ended up in a full-blown sexting session as Seth went down on me. I made sure to note that my husband was eating pussy while I was sexting with Theo, just as a good hotwife should.

    It was a fantastically pleasurable beginning to a relationship that has since blossomed into one of the most sexually satisfying of my life. I'll tell you more about how we got to that place next time.

  
    A Younger Man's Plaything - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    When I was a young woman I sometimes found myself exhausted by the unyielding horniness of some of my boyfriends. I liked sex - I'm a hotwife, so obviously I'm the kind of woman that really likes sex - but there are times when it feels like your boyfriend thinks of you as nothing more than a hole for him to fuck and it can be a bit exhausting.

    Now that I'm older - nearing my 40th birthday, as I told you last time - I have a newfound appreciation for that unrelenting horniness, especially since the manner in which my marriage has evolved allows me to enjoy Theo as something of a side piece, to use a somewhat gross term for my benefit.

    After that first time when Theo fucked me until he was quite literally exhausted, I received daily messages from him expressing his desire for me. Now, I'm a married woman with a job so I wasn't able to meet him every day - nor would I have wanted to, if I'm being honest - but I did see him with regularity.

    I made him wait three days after our first sexual encounter. Then I joined him at his place after work. I wore a cropped tank top and jeans with nothing underneath. My outfit was on the floor mere seconds - literally seconds - after I walked in. Then I was on my knees. I took his pants off. I kissed and mouthed his cock through his underwear. He was wearing a pair of those tight boxer briefs and his bulge looked especially arousing so I took my time getting him worked up as he ran his fingers through my hair and told me how beautiful I was.

    "Do you think I'd look even better with your cock in my mouth?" I asked as I looked up at him while pawing at his bulge.

    "I do."

    I smiled and lowered his underwear. His big dick popped free. I love that moment. It nearly hit me in the face because I'd forgotten just how large he was. I kissed and licked the shaft. I kissed and licked his balls, too. I was teasing him and I'm sure he knew it because I couldn't stop smiling.

    "You taste good," I said.

    "Yeah? Even after a long day at work?"

    I nodded. He tasted like a man. That's the only way I can describe it. It was arousing, like his pheromones were designed to attract me. My nipples were hard and my pussy was wet. I wanted him.

    I opened my mouth to take him between my lips and he stepped back with a smile on his face. He stroked his dick and I was suddenly overcome with a need to have him in my mouth.

    "If you want it, come and get it," he said with a smile.

    We were playing a game. A naughty little game. I crawled to him. I was naked and on my hands and knees and crawling towards the cock of a man that was fifteen years younger than me. It was exciting, though. I could see some women being totally turned off by it, but I was fucking wet.

    As soon as I got close, Theo backed up again. Eventually he reached the carpet at the edge of his living room. I looked up at him and crawled closer while shaking my ass a little bit. I wanted to entice him, after all.

    He backed up a little more until my knees were on the carpet and then stopped. I leaned in to take him in my mouth, but he slipped his fingers between my lips instead.

    "Play with your cunt," he said. "And your tits."

    I rubbed my pussy and grabbed one of my breasts. He pushed a third finger into my mouth and moved them in and out as I held his gaze and got wetter. My nipples were remarkably stiff, too.

    "I've jerked off to you every night since I fucked you," he said. "You turn me on like no one ever has, Samantha. I got hard at work today because I thought about you. I damn near ran to the bathroom to jerk off so I could clear my head."

    I moaned around his fingers. It had been quite some time since I'd fully occupied a man's mind in that way and I loved it.

    Theo pulled his fingers from my mouth and I said, "I've cum while thinking about you, too, though I make my husband eat my pussy while I'm fantasizing about having your big dick inside me."

    "He doesn't fuck you?"

    "Not when I want to cum," I replied with a smile. "Once I've had a man like you, my husband can't really compare. I let him have my pussy from time to time, but not all that often. Believe it or not, he likes it that way. He likes that I get what I need from other men, from superior men."

    Theo stepped closer and put a hand on the back of my head. He guided his cock between my lips and pushed it as deep as I could take it. I gagged a little and spit up, but that's to be expected when you suddenly have a fat cock in the back of your throat.

    He kept a hand on the back of my head and fucked my mouth for a few minutes. It wouldn't be accurate to call it a blowjob. He was in my mouth, but I wasn't doing much of anything other than keeping my lips tight around his shaft while he used me for his pleasure. I like it when a man takes charge in that way and I was especially into it with Theo. I liked feeling like I was this young man's outlet for pleasure, like he saw me and my body as a way to experience the pleasure he craved so intensely.

    He pulled out and I could feel the saliva on my chin. I reached up to wipe it away and then grabbed his ass, leaned in, and took his balls in my mouth. He rested his cock on my face as I worshiped his sack, moving from one testicle to the other and treating them gently, moving my tongue in circles while sucking and moaning so he knew that I actually enjoyed having his balls in my mouth, which I really did.

    "Do you suck your husband's balls?" he asked.

    I leaned back and kissed the head of his cock. "No. I like sucking a real man's balls."

    Theo liked hearing that, which is why I said it. Seth probably would have liked hearing that, too, as he gets off on that kind of dirty talk. "Will you fuck me, Theo? Will you pound my married pussy?"

    He helped me to my feet, picked me up, and carried me to his bedroom, which was very sexy. He then tossed me into his bed like I weighed nothing at all, which was also very sexy. Soon enough Theo had a condom on and he was on top of me. We kissed as I spread my legs and guided his dick inside me. He started to pound me immediately. His thrusts were long and deep and he stretched my pussy really good. It was a bit uncomfortable for the first handful of penetrations, but then it was like a whole world of pleasure opened up in front of me.

    It was better than the first time. Maybe it was just a greater sense of comfort with him, but it was better. I came harder as he pounded me into his bed. I came hard a second time, too, right before Theo buried his dick inside me and had an orgasm of his own. I loved the way his body tensed up and the way he grunted and groaned while climaxing with his cock so deep in my pussy.

    He pulled out and rolled onto his back. I rolled next to him and he put his arm around me. I rested my hand on his chest and watched it rise and fall from his heavy breathing. I noted the rather large load resting in the tip of the condom and felt a bit of pride - misplaced, probably, but who cares - at having extracted that much cum from him.

    It's hard to fully explain, but there was something really exciting about being naked in bed with someone so much younger than me. I liked that Theo wanted me despite our age difference, as it's not nearly as common as an older man wanting a younger woman. I liked that he had such a big smile on his face. I liked that he kissed me with such depth once he'd caught his breath.

    Eventually we left the bedroom in search of water. I was tempted to put my panties on, but I stayed naked after thinking of how Theo had playfully chided me for putting me underwear on the first time I'd been at his house. He had his hands all over me in the kitchen. I liked that. I liked his touch. I liked that he was still affectionate despite having cum.

    We made our way to the living room and dropped onto the couch. I tucked my knees up against my chest and saw him glance at my pussy, which was exposed in that position. I hoped he was already thinking about fucking me again, though I had no idea if he intended on having me twice or if he had other plans that evening.

    His phone lit up on the coffee table. He leaned over to read the text. I noted a look on his face.

    "What is it?" I asked.

    "Oh, it's nothing."

    "Seriously, what is it?"

    "It's stupid."

    I was curious, mostly because he seemed just a bit embarrassed, though not in a way where it was something personal. At least I didn't think so, which is why I pressed. "What is it, Theo?"

    He laughed. "My friends and I were going to play Fortnite for a bit. That was before I knew you were coming over, though."

    I glanced at the TV and saw an Xbox resting beneath it. I could see why he was a little embarrassed, though didn't need to be. Seth plays video games. Mostly on his laptop, but he plays them and I've never had a problem with it.

    "You can play," I said. "It's been a while since I watched a guy play a video game, but there's no need for you to skip your friend time just because I'm here."

    He stared for a few seconds like he was trying to suss out if I was being honest. "Really?"

    "Yeah, really."

    He grabbed his phone and sent a text. Then he got up off the couch, turned on the Xbox, and grabbed a controller. He was wearing his boxers - I don't know why, but I liked that he had on underwear and that I was naked - and I admired his fit young body as he came back to the couch. He opened the coffee table drawer and pulled out a small headset that he put on.

    "You guys ready?" he asked.

    It took me a moment to realize he was talking to his friends, but of course that's what the headset was for. I'd heard of Fortnite, but I hadn't seen anyone play it until that day. It was pretty entertaining, to be honest, and Theo seemed decent at it. In the first game he made it to the final ten players and was then dispatched. I noted the genuine anger he seemed to feel at being eliminated and I appreciated his passion, which said more about how I felt about him than anything else.

    The second game ended very quickly for Theo. He was livid for a moment and then took a deep breath and set his controller down as his friends played out the rest of the game.

    I moved closer and kissed him on the neck to try and sooth his frustration. He took his headset off and turned to me. Our lips met and he quickly had a handful of one of my breasts as our tongues mingled.

    "Have you ever gotten your cock sucked while playing Fortnite?" I asked.

    He shook his head.

    I was suddenly quite intrigued at providing him with oral pleasure as he played the game with his friends, so I got on my knees and took his underwear off. I had his cock in my mouth a moment later and he put his headset back on.

    I took my time blowing him. There was no need to rush, after all. He was playing with his friends and I was amusing myself by trying to distract him with pleasure.

    It was when I started to taste his precum that it seemed to get difficult for Theo to focus. He seemed to be doing his best not to moan - he was on mic with his friends, after all - and he failed a few times.

    I actually heard someone ask - quite loudly - what the fuck the moaning was about.

    "Tell them," I whispered.

    He smiled. "I'm getting my dick sucked by this gorgeous married woman I've been fucking."

    My pussy tingled. I liked the idea of his friends thinking that I was cheating with Theo.

    "Yeah, she's older," he said. "Hot as hell, though, and she sucks dick like no one I've ever been with."

    I then swallowed his cock. All of it. It was not easy and I definitely gagged, but I swallowed it. My nose was in his pubic hair. He moaned loudly. He was obviously past caring that his friends knew he was getting his dick sucked and was probably more than happy to try and make them jealous.

    "Fuck, she's deepthroating me," he said with a smile. "Jesus Christ that feels good."

    It had been a long time since I'd been that interested in making a man feel good with my mouth. I like giving head and I go down on all the guys I fuck, but this was something else. This was me trying my best to make Theo like me, to make him want me even more than he already did. It was also, in a weird way, me trying to make his friends jealous that Theo had scored a hot married woman that would deepthroat his cock.

    "No, I don't think her husband gives it to her the way she needs," he said. "Why else would she be deepthroating my dick while I'm playing Fortnite?"

    I reached back to play with my pussy. I couldn't help myself. I wasn't sure I'd ever been so turned on sucking cock. The whole thing was hot, including Theo degrading my husband's sexual skill to his friends, which Seth would absolutely enjoy when I told him about it later.

    "Oh, fuck," Theo said. "Hold on, fellas."

    He took the headset off and I felt his cock swell up. I sucked hard on the head and he erupted in my mouth. I sealed my lips around the tip and took his load onto my tongue before swallowing when he'd finished.

    "Fuck, you're incredible," he said with a giddy smile.

    I kissed his balls while masturbating to an orgasm. I made sure to be loud about it so his friends would hear. Theo smiled, which made me think he enjoyed my extra effort to be noisy.

    He resumed playing Fortnite while I grabbed my phone and fired of a series of texts to my husband explaining what I'd just done for my much younger lover.

    Eventually I got tired of watching and wanted to play again, so I sat on the far end of the couch, turned towards Theo, and spread my legs. I played with my pussy and tits and quickly got his attention. He watched for a few seconds, saw me smile, and quit the game.

    "Gotta go, fellas. My girl wants some dick and I can't say no to that."

    His girl. I liked that.

    Theo tossed the controller and headset aside and crawled towards me. We kissed as I stroked his cock. He got nice and hard. I was tempted to let him inside me without a condom for a few thrusts, but I also knew that I wouldn't have the power to make him stop once he was inside me.

    Instead I had him get a condom. When he came back I was on my hands and knees on the couch. He moved behind me and slid into my pussy. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled back. He smacked my ass and he fucked me hard while I rubbed my clit. I knew Theo could be counted on to mount me and pound me like I wanted to be pounded in that moment and I came so fucking hard right before he buried his dick in my slick cunt and had his third orgasm of the day.

    I went home soon after, though not before kissing Theo deeply and thanking him for giving me exactly what I needed.

    Seth met me at the door. He kissed me deeply, too, and I stroked him through his jeans.

    "Did you miss me?" I asked.

    "Desperately," he replied.

    I took off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. My jeans came off next. My panties followed. I walked to the living room and got on the couch as I'd done for Theo. I looked back at Seth and said, "Theo fucked me from behind after I blew him while he played Fortnite. He grabbed my hair and spanked my ass and did as he pleased with my pussy while I masturbated to an orgasm."

    Seth took his pants off. His shirt followed. His cock made a tent in his underwear and I could see the precum stain.

    "You won't be fucking me from behind, of course," I said. "You won't be fucking me at all. You will, however, get on your knees and eat my pussy from behind."

    Seth smiled and fell to his knees. He crawled closer, reached up to spread my ass cheeks, and then leaned in. His tongue invaded my pussy and then found my clit. He licked and sucked and worshiped my hole from behind, which was more thrilling than you might imagine.

    "Your tongue is right where his thick young cock was, Seth," I said. "He pounded me hard from behind. He pounded your wife's tight pussy until he'd gotten what he wanted, until he'd had his third orgasm of the day. He was so deep in me, Seth, so much deeper than your dick has ever gone. That's why I fuck guys like Theo. They're bigger and better than you. They make me cum so much harder than you ever have or ever could."

    Seth moaned.

    "You can masturbate, baby," I said. "Just don't cum without permission."

    I heard him stroking his cock. I looked back to see his face between my ass cheeks. I like that look. I like that Seth was eating my pussy while Theo had gotten to fuck it.

    "I liked blowing him while his friends listened," I said. "I like that they knew an older, beautiful married woman was on her knees for him, that I was throating his cock while he played video games with his friends. I liked being an outlet for his desire, Seth. I liked being his plaything in that moment. I like that he doesn't want me to put any clothes on after he's fucked me, that he wants me naked so he has access to my body whenever he wants it. I like doing that for him, being naked in his apartment, being available to him however he wants me as long as I'm there."

    Seth moaned into my pussy.

    "Do you want to cum?"

    "Yes, please."

    "You can cum on my ass as long as you clean it up."

    Seth stood and slapped the head of his dick against my ass. I knew he wanted to be inside me, to fuck me from behind. He wasn't allowed to do that, though. Doggystyle wasn't for him.

    He jerked off furiously as I watched. His cock head swelled up and then erupted. He painted my ass and lower back with his hot load. It was a big one, too, owing to the fact that it had been a few days since I'd let him get off.

    He was breathing heavily and smiling blissfully by the time he was done. I was smiling, too, because I love seeing my husband cum. I love satisfying him by cuckolding him.

    He bent over to lick his cum off my ass and back. I masturbated while he did so. I had an orgasm as he ate his load off of me, which is a thrilling way for a hotwife to cum.

    I then had Seth use a wash cloth to clean the remaining residue of his load from my back. Then we went to the bedroom and cuddled as we talked about our days at work. Eventually we talked more about me and Theo. I ended up jerking Seth off to a second orgasm while telling him that I thought there was a chance that I'd be seeing an awful lot of Theo. He liked that. He liked that I was generous enough to make him cum again. He even liked licking his load off my fingers as I fed it to him.

    Things got even better with Theo, too, and I can't wait to tell you all about it.
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    Most women have little interest in being with a selfish man. Not over the long haul. It gets exhausting after a while. There is, however, a sweet spot where the selfishness isn't a problem so long as it's combined with certain other qualities.

    Take Theo, for instance. He has the selfishness inherent in so many young men. He wants what he wants and he doesn't spend a great deal of time thinking about what anyone else wants. When the thing Theo wants is my pussy, well, that works out very well for me because he's hot, he has plenty of skill in bed, and he wields a big cock that reaches places inside me that very few men have ever been. He might be selfish, but I can benefit from that because he fucks me so well.

    I don't have the time - or the inclination, for that matter - to give myself to Theo whenever he wants me. It feels good that he wants me so often, though. Really good. I get a text damn near every day asking if I'm available. I know he's just looking to get off - to nut, as he so often refers to his orgasm - but this isn't a case where I'm being used. I cum when I'm with Theo. I cum really fucking hard. Plus, I get the extra benefit of having more orgasms when I get home from cuckolding my husband with a much younger man.

    It was about a month - maybe five weeks - into my relationship (which is a term that I'm using loosely with regards to my young lover) that I discovered a different side of him. You see, it had been a week since I'd let him have me, mostly due to scheduling issues, work, life, etc. It happens.

    A week, as it turns out, was a little too long for Theo. I started getting frustrated texts. The sort where his selfishness was really showing.

    "What's going on, Sam? It's been a week. I feel like you're blowing me off."

    "Did I do something to upset you? I thought you like the way I fucked you? I thought you couldn't get enough of my dick."

    "I have other options, you know. I could fuck someone else. I'd really prefer to fuck you, but I don't have to."

    If I was Theo's girlfriend, those texts might have prompted a break up. I mean, who has the time or energy to deal with that sort of bullshit? I wasn't his girlfriend, though. I was his plaything. His fuck toy. He was mine, too, by the way.

    So I played it differently. I resolved to make it up to him, to make him feel so good that he'd forget all about his frustration.

    "I feel bad I haven't been available to tend to your needs," I texted. "I'm available tonight, though. I was thinking I could come over, show you my new lingerie, and spend the rest of the night letting you do whatever you wanted with me."

    A man of any age likes it when a woman makes that kind of offer. It's a real ego boost.

    "I don't know," he texted back. "I made plans with my friends. We're going to a bar."

    He was playing hard to get. How fun. "Are you going to try and pick up a girl, Theo? Some little cutie to take back to your place and fuck into oblivion? Do you think she'll make you feel as good as I do? Do you think she'll get on her knees and swallow your cock? Do you think she'll let you pull her hair and smack her ass as you savage her from behind? Do you think she'll let you pound her into your bed while screaming your name because you fuck her so good? Will fucking her be anywhere near as fun as fucking the married woman that gets wet just thinking about your dick?"

    I was all hot and bothered by the time I finished sending the text and it dawned on me that I liked fucking Theo a great deal more than I'd realized. I had gotten to a place where I was, I suppose, hooked on his cock and the way he made me feel when he used it. I mean, why else would I be so willing to do the things I'd done with him? Most women aren't into going over to a guy's house, deepthroating his cock, swallowing his load, and then going home without even getting naked. I'd done that for Theo on several occasions, though.

    "Are you wet right now?" Theo texted.

    "Yes."

    "Show me."

    We were playing a game. A game I enjoyed. I got naked from the waist down, spread my pussy lips, and took a picture. I was, indeed, visibly wet. I sent him the image along with a quick text, "This pussy is yours if you want it tonight. I'm not available for the rest of the weekend, though."

    He didn't text back for quite some time. I think he was messing with me. Punishing me for not being available for a week. It was working, too, as I was suddenly quite frustrated that I couldn't get what I wanted.

    "I'll get in touch if I don't find someone at the bar," he finally replied.

    It was harsh and I wasn't entirely sure if it was real or if he was fucking with me. I was annoyed, though. Frustrated for sure. I was also horny. "What bar are you going to?"

    He gave the name without hesitation.

    "Have fun," I texted.

    Now, I had options. I could have waited. I was pretty sure that Theo could find a girl to bring home if he was really determined, but I was also pretty sure that I'd make him feel better than any bar slut could and I was equally certain that he understood that. The thing is, Theo was a young man, and young men often make bad decisions out of spite and I wasn't certain of just how frustrated he was with me.

    In the end, the decision was easy. I'd go to the bar. I'd flirt with the guys there. Maybe I'd flirt with one of Theo's friends. I'd play the game he was playing. I'd see how it would make him feel.

    "What are you wearing?" was the first question out of Seth's mouth when I told him my plan. It's so nice to be married to a cuck. He just wants me to be happy. He wants me to have fun. He wants, perhaps most importantly, to emotionally join me on the journey as he gets to have a vicarious kind of fun.

    "Something classy but a little bit slutty," I answered. "I can't compete with the 25 year olds at the bar, but I can absolutely look like the kind of woman that would blow a younger man's mind if he could convince her to go home with him."

    "I'll be right back."

    Seth hopped to his feet and headed for the bedroom. He returned soon after holding a pleated black leather skirt, a red satin camisole, and a pair of strappy four inch heels. "You'd look amazing in this."

    I smiled brightly. My husband was helping me to look good for the young man I was trying to entice. He was helping me get laid. He was like my girlfriends would have been back when I was 25 years old. It was remarkably alluring.

    I changed into the outfit and Seth was right. I looked amazing. I considered a pair of stockings, but keeping my legs bare was a better choice. The skirt was fairly short and the heels were high enough that my legs looked really fucking good.

    "Good choice, sweetheart," I said. "Thank you."

    "It's my pleasure."

    "Do you think I can pull off going without a bra?"

    He stared at my breasts. They're not as perky as they were 15 years ago, but they still look pretty good. My nipples were hard and already poking through the satin, a surefire sign of my excitement.

    "I think you can and should go without a bra," he said. "It will make you irresistible."

    "Does that mean you want me, Seth? Am I irresistible to you right now?"

    He nodded.

    I took his hand and placed it on my breast. He smiled and touched me exactly as I'd hoped he would. I kissed him and offered my tongue. His other hand moved to my ass and pulled up the skirt so he could grasp my bare flesh.

    Seth got hard and I unzipped his pants to free him. I stroked him while we kissed and rubbed the head of his cock over the skirt a little. He moaned and I stepped away, in part because I didn't want precum all over my skirt and in part because I was going to give Seth a reward for helping me dress for my evening.

    "Sit on the couch," I said.

    He did so and I straddled him and took him inside me. I rode him slowly as we kissed. His hands moved all over my body and I was thoroughly aroused. So much so that cumming would have been easy. I held off, though. I did so purposefully. I wanted to be full of desire when I went to the bar. I wasn't going to let Seth cum, either. I was just going to drive him wild, to reward him with my pussy without offering the full reward that he probably deserved.

    "Does my pussy feel good?"

    He nodded and grabbed my ass firmly.

    "You know I'm going to give my pussy to a much younger man tonight. Theo...or one of his friends, I suppose. Either way, someone else is going to have an orgasm while buried deep in my pussy."

    I was riding him slowly at that point. I didn't want him cumming, after all.

    "I love that you're giving your pussy to another man tonight. To a younger man."

    "To a man that can give me what I need," I said. "That can give me what my husband can't."

    I stopped riding him entirely and it looked like there was a chance Seth was going to cum anyway. He managed to hold off, though, and I lifted my hips and stood in front of him.

    Seth inched forward until he was on his knees in front of the couch. I lifted the skirt and he leaned in and started eating me out. I let the skirt fall around his head and played with my tits as he massaged my clit.

    "That's it, baby. Get me all worked up. Make me horny for Theo's young dick. Make it so I'm out of my mind with lust for him."

    Seth did his job. A cuckold's job. He got his hotwife all worked up for her young lover. He made sure that I was determined to get fucked - and get fucked well - before I came home that night. He's a very good husband.

    I had Seth go down on me again before I left a few hours later. I was slick with desire and my nipples were rock hard as I got into the Uber. The driver gave me more than a few looks in the rearview mirror, though it was flattering instead of creepy.

    I strode confidently into the bar. I saw Theo before he saw me. I sidled up to a younger man sitting at the bar a long way from Theo. We flirted a little. He offered to buy me a drink and I gladly accepted. It was soon after the drink arrived that Theo finally saw me. I glanced at him and smiled and then turned my attention back to the young man that had bought me the drink. He was interested. He was cute, too. Fucking him probably would have been a great deal of fun. Not as fun as fucking Theo, though.

    I was a little surprised that Theo didn't come right over. He's a young man, though, so I shouldn't have been entirely surprised. Young men - and women, to be fair - like to play games. Ego-based games. I was playing one too, I suppose, though I think I was playing it with more skill.

    Maybe I was just being a bit awful. I'm not sure. I'm not sure I care, either. That's why I kissed the young man that had bought me a drink. We'd been chatting for half an hour. I'd finished my drink. I was a bit buzzed. I put a hand on his leg and watched his eyes go wide. I smiled at him. A decidedly flirty smile. He glanced at my breasts and perhaps my hard nipples poking through the red satin.

    I leaned in a little and that was all it took. He leaned in the rest of the way and kissed me. I closed my eyes. I parted my lips. His tongue pushed into my mouth. Not aggressively, though. Gentle. Seductive, really. It was, in fact, a remarkably good kiss. Good enough that my pussy tingled with desire. Good enough that I decided right then and there that I'd go home with the young man if Theo decided he wasn't interested.

    He was, though. He showed up as soon as the kiss was over. He was right behind me.

    "Sam," he said.

    Almost everyone else in my life called me Samantha. I liked that Theo sometimes shortened it to Sam. I looked over my shoulder at him. I didn't smile. I offered only a serious look with perhaps a hint of annoyance.

    "This isn't cool, Sam."

    He was right. It was decidedly uncool of me to have kissed another man in front of him. Theo had passed up on fucking me in favor of going to a bar with his friends, though, and he'd implied that he'd be looking for a girl to fuck while he was there.

    "No luck tonight, Theo?" I asked.

    The young man I'd kissed seemed to understand that something was happening between Theo and me and he kept silent. Perhaps he'd thought to himself that the kiss was good enough and he wasn't going to push. Perhaps he found Theo a bit intimidating.

    "What?"

    "Well, it seemed like you were coming to this bar in search of a cute young thing to fill with your cock," I said. "If you're over here, I have to assume you haven't had any luck in that endeavor."

    He was annoyed with me. Frustrated, too. I could see it. He might have been a little bit angry.

    "You're mine," he said.

    There was no anger in his voice. Just certainty. The confidence behind his words made me wet.

    "Is that right?" I replied.

    He nodded.

    "Show me," I said.

    Theo took my hand. He squeezed it tight. I slid off the bar stool. I followed him through the crowd. He took me into the bathroom, which was cleaner than you'd expect. He pushed me up against the door. He kissed me as his hand squeezed one of my breasts with remarkable strength. It hurt, but it felt good. It's hard to explain, though if you're a woman you might understand it.

    The kiss felt like him taking possession of me, like his tongue invading my mouth and claiming me. He was rough but in a way that actually made me feel safe, which sounds so strange to write but was absolutely true.

    His hand moved from my breast to my panties. He pulled them down to my knees with such force I thought he might rip them off me. His fingers invaded me, though he did so gently. It's unwise to injure the pussy you intend on fucking, after all.

    "This is mine," he said while fingering me deeply. "This pussy is meant to give me pleasure."

    My legs were trembling as Theo demonstrated the qualities that had drawn me to him in the first place. He'd never acted exactly in this manner, but his self-assuredness, his confidence, it was the driver behind the way he fucked. It was that selfishness, really, and it was intensely arousing in that moment.

    "Yes, it is," I replied softly. "My pussy is yours."

    He smiled. "Good." His fingers left my pussy and entered my mouth. I sucked them clean as I held his gaze. He unzipped his pants and freed his dick. I reached for it but he slapped my hand away.

    Theo pulled his fingers from my mouth, dried them on his shirt, and then ran them through my hair. For a moment I thought he was being tender, but then he gripped my hair tightly and spun me around. I pressed my hands against the bathroom door as he pulled back on my waist. I arched my back and he stepped closer and rubbed the head of his dick over my pussy lips.

    My heart pounded. I wanted him inside me, but he wasn't wearing a condom.

    "Theo, you have to put on a condom," I said.

    "I'm clean," he replied. "I get tested monthly."

    He pushed the head of his cock inside me.

    "I haven't fucked anyone other than you since I last got tested."

    He pushed another inch inside me. He kept filling me with one hand gripping my hair tightly and the other on my hip. He filled me until every inch was inside me. He'd taken me. He'd taken my pussy and made it his.

    He didn't pull out, though. He wasn't going to fuck me bareback without my consent. I believed him when he said he was clean. It would have been a monstrous thing to lie about and I'd never gotten that vibe from Theo.

    "Fuck me," I said.

    Theo did just that. He fucked me hard from behind. He kept one hand in my hair the whole time, but the other hand moved. He smacked my ass. He played with my tits, doing so while leaning forward so our bodies were pressed together. At one point he turned my head using his grip on my hair and kissed me deeply while his dick pistoned in and out of my pussy.

    "You want me to cum inside you, Sam?" he asked. "You want me to cum in your pussy?"

    I was getting fucked in a bar bathroom. I was getting fucked by a man fifteen years my junior. I was getting fucked bareback. It was so fucking hot.

    "Yes! Cum in my pussy!"

    I rubbed my clit as Theo blew his load inside me. I had an insanely powerful orgasm. I nearly collapsed on the floor and only remained standing because Theo put an arm around me and held me up.

    He stayed inside me for a short while and then pulled out, stepped back, looked down at his dick, and said, "Suck it clean."

    Unbelievably, I did it. I squatted in front of him and sucked his dick clean while his cum dripped out of me and onto the tiled bathroom floor. I didn't suck him for long, but I did it. It turned me on, too.

    I tucked him back into his pants, stood, and pulled my panties up. I stared at Theo, waiting for him to say something.

    "I'm taking you back to my place," he said. "You can tell your husband that you're spending the night."

    "Okay," I replied.

    He smiled, took my hand, and led me out of the bathroom. A few guys were waiting and they all looked at me. They knew Theo had fucked me. Most of them looked jealous, which made me happy.

    We got an Uber back to his place. We made out for most of the ride. He was in my mouth as soon as we stepped into his apartment. He fucked me on the living room floor. He came deep inside me.

    We fucked twice more before going to sleep and once more in the morning. His cum was still dripping out of me when I got home.

    I told Seth what happened, that I was now having unprotected sex with Theo. I told him Theo was clean.

    He did what many cuckolds would have done. He asked if he could eat my pussy. I told him it would taste like another man's cum. He told me that only made him more interested.

    I let him clean me. Then I let him fuck me. Then we spent a few hours in bed and we fucked again.

    It was a spectacularly good day and things with Theo got even more interesting in the weeks and months that would follow.
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    Seth ran his fingers over the soft, warm skin of my thighs and his lips soon followed. I smiled at his gentle act of erotic affection and reached down to run my hand through his hair.

    "You can kiss it," I said.

    He smiled and his lips moved closer to my pussy. He took his time, though, staying true to the rather lazy approach we'd taken to our Sunday afternoon. Eventually his lips found my pussy. He kissed it a handful of times and pushed his tongue inside me. His upper lip applied just a hint of pressure to my clit as Seth tasted me and I closed my eyes and subtly arched my back at the surge of pleasure that emanated from my loins.

    "Make me feel good, Seth."

    Again he took his time. First he teased me clit with gentle kisses. Then he flicked his tongue back and forth over it. Then, finally, he surrounded my throbbing sex organ with his lips and began to work me with slow, steady movement from his tongue.

    "Fuck...Seth...that feels so fucking good."

    His hand moved over my naked torso until he'd grasped one of my breasts. He gently rolled my nipple between his skilled fingers before moving to my other breast. I closed my eyes and let my husband work me with remarkable talent, though Seth had always been exceptionally good with his tongue and fingers. He doesn't fuck anywhere near as well as my bulls do, but he loves being cuckolded, so it's hardly a problem that he doesn't measure up in every possible way.

    "Can I fuck you?" he asked while I basked in the bliss of my approaching orgasm.

    I opened my eyes and looked at my husband, who laid between my legs with an eager smile on his face.

    "Please," he added when I offered no response.

    "I'm not the one you need to ask."

    Disappointment mingled with arousal. We were exploring something new and it wasn't without its drawbacks. There was profound arousal that accompanied the downsides of another man owning my pussy. Theo is that other man in case you've forgotten my young bull's name. And when I say he owns my pussy, I mean that he asserted his ownership of it and I agreed that he would decide who got to fuck me. Really that meant that he got to decide if my husband fucked me, hence both the disappointment and arousal as Seth's request was denied.

    "Samantha, please, I'm really horny," Seth said.

    I sat up and he moved to his knees. I kissed my husband, tasting myself on his lips and tongue. "I know you are. I know it's been two weeks since you've been inside me. I know you crave me. I know you want to feel my warm, wet, tight pussy around your stiff cock. I know you want to fuck me. I know you want to cum inside me."

    That's when I began to stroke his cock, which was remarkably hard. That's also when Seth began to moan in that way a man does when he has no control over the intense arousal coursing through him.

    "You have to ask for permission," I said before a naughty smile - one that I honestly couldn't control - crept across my face. I felt my pussy tingle, too. It turned out that I was really quite aroused at the idea of Theo controlling access to my pussy.

    "It's embarrassing."

    "I would imagine, yes."

    I teased the head of his cock with my fingers, gathering his precum in the process. Those fingers then ended up in his mouth and I smiled as Seth tasted his sweet juices.

    "What about a blowjob?" he asked.

    Theo hadn't said anything about owning my mouth, and yet I felt no desire to give it to my husband without my bull's permission. "I'm afraid you'll have to ask Theo."

    "A handjob?"

    I shook my head. I wanted Theo to have control over that, too. I wanted Seth to have to ask another man for permission to receive any kind of pleasure from his wife. Perhaps it was a bit cruel, but it made my pussy tingle.

    "You can masturbate," I said. "We could even masturbate together. I could tell you about how good Theo fucks me, about how much I love having him cum inside me, about how much I love having him own my pussy."

    I felt Seth's cock swell up in my hand and I ceased stroking him. The pleasure on his face made it obvious he'd come awfully close to cumming.

    "Try texting him," I said. "I know it's embarrassing, but it's been two weeks and you haven't tried yet, and I think we both know that I'm serious about this, Seth, so at some point you're going to have to ask my bull for permission to have any kind of sexual fun with me."

    It was fascinating to watch Seth grapple with a mixture of arousal and annoyance and/or embarrassment. It was hard to read his face - there was a lot going on - but I could see him battling with a bevy of emotions all at once.

    "I'll text him."

    He grabbed my phone - Seth didn't have Theo's number yet - and typed out a text. He didn't show it to me before sending it. He tossed the phone aside and we kissed. His fingers slipped into my pussy and he rubbed my clit with his thumb. His lips found my neck and worked their way to my breasts. He licked and sucked on my stiff nipples and arousal flooded my body all over again. I think he was trying to get me worked up enough to let him fuck me without Theo's permission, but it was a foolhardy endeavor as I was far more turned on by the prospect of Theo having control over my pussy.

    My phone dinged. I made no effort to grab it. I wanted Seth to read whatever my bull had said. I watched his face, though. I saw disappointment.

    I smiled and ran my fingers over the top of Seth's stiff cock. "What's wrong, baby?"

    "He says I'm only allowed to have you if I drive you over to his place and wait in the car while he uses your pussy."

    A warm, tingling sensation spread from my loins. I kissed my husband with depth and passion. He set the phone down and let his hands roam over my body as I did the same for him. I stayed away from his cock, though, instead choosing to fondle his balls and rub his taint a little bit.

    "Do you want to fuck me?" I asked.

    "More than anything."

    I got out of bed and rushed to the closet. I threw on the first sundress I found, skipping a bra or panties. There was no point. Seth followed my lead, though he put on underwear before stepping into his jeans. He tossed on a t-shirt, grabbed his wallet and keys, and we rushed out of the house.

    I felt like a teenager whose boyfriend had just told her his parents were going out for the night. That kind of excitement is damn near impossible to experience in a long term marriage, especially when you're inching awfully close to your 40th birthday. That's the beauty of being a hotwife, though. That's why I'm going to remain a hotwife for as long as possible. There's something so invigorating about feeling that way for even a little while.

    As Seth pulled up to Theo's apartment my excitement deepened. "I don't know how long this is going to take, but I wouldn't be entirely surprised if he wants me more than once, so try not to get impatient, okay?"

    "I'll try."

    He was going to fail. Of course he was going to fail. He was a cuckold - a willing and happy cuckold - sitting in the car outside his wife's bull's apartment while she got fucked bareback. He was going to be out of his mind with desire. How fun for me.

    I gave Seth a kiss and rushed out of the car. Soon enough I was knocking on Theo's door. My pussy was literally dripping wet. I could feel the wetness on my inner thighs.

    "Come in," he said with a smile.

    I was on him before the door shut. I wanted him. Fuck did I want him.

    "Somebody's excited," Theo said as I kissed his neck and stroked his dick through his jeans.

    "Seth got me all worked up before he texted you. Then I got even more worked up when you demanded that he drive me to you so you could fill me with your cum before sending me back to him."

    Theo was all smiles. "Yeah? You liked that?"

    I nodded.

    "So my ownership of your pussy is going well so far?"

    I liked hearing him say it. There was something so irresistible about this kinky game we were playing. "Very well."

    He put a hand on the top of my head. I dropped to my knees without resistance. I looked up while loosening his belt and unbuttoning his pants. I yanked his jeans down and leaned in to kiss the bulge in his tight underwear. When a man has a big cock, there's something really sexy about a pair of boxer briefs, about the way they cling to his shaft, about the way the head looks so good through the thin cotton.

    I mouthed his dick through his underwear while looking up at him. I did it because it felt fun and flirty and sexy. He seemed to like it, too, but what man wouldn't enjoy having a woman act like she was genuinely desperate for his dick?

    I lowered his underwear and took him in my mouth. I worked his cock until I was throating him. He put a hand on the back of my head and held me there while I fought off my gag reflex.

    "Fuck...you're fucking incredible, Sam," he said before rolling his head back and groaning.

    The blowjob went on for a few minutes longer before Theo helped me to my feet and led me to his living room. The rest of his clothes came off before he bent me over his couch, slipped inside me from behind, and grabbed a handful of my hair. He pulled back hard while pounding me doggystyle. He used me. That's the only way to describe it. He took my pussy and used it for his pleasure. He used it hard, too.

    It felt so fucking good. I came before he was even halfway through. I was so turned on by the whole thing that a little bit of clit rubbing was all it took to get me off. The orgasm was so strong that Theo had to wrap his arm around me to keep me upright while my thighs shook. He's a damn good bull.

    A few minutes later he buried his dick inside me and unloaded. He made so much noise that I was certain his neighbors must have heard. It made me feel good to know that I'd made him feel so good.

    When he pulled out, I spun around, dropped to my knees, and took him in my mouth. I was feeling grateful for the orgasm, for his willingness to play a naughty game of control with my pussy and my husband. I throated his cock and watched him tremble from the aftershocks of pleasure my mouth provided. I pulled back and kissed the plump head while I watched his chest heave from the exertion of fucking me and pumping his seed into my pussy.

    "Let's have a drink," he said. "I wanna fuck you again. I want to send you back to hubby with a spectacularly messy pussy."

    "I should have worn panties. Your cum's going to leak everywhere."

    "Stay right there."

    Theo spun around and headed for his bedroom. He returned holding a pair of my panties that he'd kept after a recent overnight visit. I put them on and smiled as his cum began to leak into them.

    "I'll make the drinks," I said. "You relax on the couch."

    I blew Theo a kiss and headed for the kitchen. I whipped up a pair of simple cocktails and returned to the living room. We enjoyed our drinks, we talked, we shared boozy kisses, and eventually his cock ended up in my mouth again. He sipped his drink while resting his hand on the back of my head and I sucked dick to get him hard for another go at my pussy.

    The second time was longer. I was on my back on his couch with the dress up around my waist.

    "God damn your pussy feels good," he said while sliding in and out of me.

    "Not as good as your cock feels."

    Theo smiled. "I like a woman that appreciates good dick."

    "Then it's no wonder you like me."

    He kissed me. He fucked me harder. I could feel how wet and messy it was as his previous load lubricated my pussy more than usual. I imagined we were making something of a mess out of his couch, but I didn't really care about that. I had a young, hard body on top of mine and a young, hard cock in my pussy and my cuck husband waiting in the car like a good boy.

    I came twice during the missionary session. Theo started to really pound me as he got closer to his climax, which is when my second orgasm rolled around. I do like it when my young bull really has his way with me. I don't know why, but I can't get enough of the fact that my pussy is the one that brings him pleasure. It's a potent sensation and it never fails to leave me soaked with desire.

    I held Theo close as he came inside me a second time. I like the way his body tenses up as he begins to unload and then begins to relax as the pleasure of his climax spreads outwards from his loins. I like how heavy he breathes and how for the first few seconds he mumbles incoherently, as if my pussy made him feel so good that he can no longer form a sentence.

    I left soon after we disentangled. He kissed me at the door and I walked out and into the hallway.

    There was a young man standing outside the neighbor's door. He looked at me and smiled.

    "Hey," I said as I walked by.

    "Theo's a lucky man," he replied.

    I didn't bother looking back, but it did make me smile as I considered that he'd heard us fucking, that he'd heard me making Theo cum loudly. I like that he seemed to feel a little bit jealous, too.

    "Let's go home," I said as I got in the car.

    Seth stared at me.

    "What?" I asked.

    He smiled. "Your hair's a mess. Your eye makeup is a bit of a mess. You look like a woman who just got very well fucked."

    I thought of the young man in the hallway. If he hadn't heard us fucking he certainly would have guessed we'd fucked based on how I must have looked. I couldn't help but smile and I leaned over and kissed my husband.

    "Let's go."

    He started the car and we headed back home.

    "How was it waiting for me?"

    "You mean waiting for your bull to finish fucking you?"

    I laughed softly. "Yes, that's exactly what I mean."

    "It was hard. It was also hot."

    I reached over and caressed his cock. "At least now you get to have me, and at least you've broken the seal on asking another man for permission to fuck me. It won't be as hard the second time, though I suppose at some point Theo will deny you. I'm sure it will be frustrating when another man tells you that you're not allowed to fuck your wife."

    Seth groaned and I smiled as his dick got harder. He liked being a cuckold. He liked it even when it was difficult. Sometimes it seemed like the difficulty of it was part of the fun. He's a bit of a masochist, I suppose, and that works out quite nicely for me because it can make cuckolding him even more fun.

    As we pulled into the garage, I unzipped Seth's pants. He parked and I freed his cock. I dropped my head into his lap a moment later.

    "Fuck...Samantha...fuck that feels good."

    I wasn't planning on sucking his dick, but the idea was just too tempting, so my head bobbed up and down in his lap as I kept my lips sealed tight around his cock and swirled my tongue all over, producing a series of beautiful moans in our car.

    "Wait...Samantha...I want to fuck you," Seth said after just a few minutes of oral pleasure.

    I popped up and kissed him. I was tempted to straddle him and do it right there in the garage, but fucking in the front seat is actually pretty uncomfortable, so we moved inside.

    Seth got naked with remarkable speed and lifted my dress over my head. I explained the appearance of the panties and explained that there was a wondrous mess of cum inside them.

    Then I pushed Seth onto his back, lowered my panties to the floor, and straddled my husband. He ran his hands up my thighs, over my sides, and to my back before pulling me close for a kiss. Our tongues entwined as I took him inside me. I remained still for a short spell while our kiss deepened, and then I sat up, put my hands on his chest, and smiled down at Seth as I rode him.

    "Theo's a generous man, isn't he?" I asked. "Sharing his pussy with you is kind of him, don't you think?"

    Seth nodded.

    "I like that my pussy is his now, Seth. It feels right. He fucks it better than you. Much better than you. So he should own it. He should decide who gets to enjoy it. He's the sexually superior man. You're the inferior."

    He was already close. That was the plan, though. I'd blown him in the car to get him close.

    "You're not going to last very long, are you?" I asked. "You like my pussy better when it's filled with a superior man's cum, don't you? You like it better when you've had to ask Theo for permission to fuck it, don't you?"

    Seth didn't say a word. Instead, he came inside me. He grunted and groaned and writhed beneath me as I watched with a giddy smile on my face. It feels good to give your husband an orgasm like that. Almost as good as making my bull cum like that.

    Seth was all smiles when he recovered. He'd cum quickly, but it was the quality of the orgasm that made him happy. I leaned down and we kissed softly and slowly.

    "I love you, Seth."

    "I love you too, Samantha."

    He held me close and I was more than happy to remain in his arms for quite some time.

    "Am I really going to have to ask Theo's permission anytime I want to have an orgasm with you?" he asked after a few minutes of relative silence between us.

    I sat up and smiled. "Yes. No bull lasts forever and he won't either, but I'm really turned on by the idea of my pussy belonging to him, so that's the rule from now on. You have to ask permission from my bull for a handjob, a blowjob, or sex with me, and as I'm sure you already know, you have to be prepared for Theo to make you work for it."

    What I liked most of all was that I was almost certainly going to benefit from whatever Seth had to do to earn the right to fuck me. I'd certainly benefited that night and I was eager for more.

  
    A Younger Man's Plaything - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Seth's lips brushed against my neck and his tongue slipped out of his mouth and danced over my skin. His hand moved to my knee and his fingers worked their way under my skirt and moved in slow circles over my thigh while inching their way towards my loins. He was, in other words, doing everything in his power to arouse me. He was succeeding, too.

    He rubbed me through my panties, finding that glorious place of desire in an instant - he's always been good at that - and generating more than enough friction to have me moaning into his mouth as I pawed at his bulge through his jeans.

    Then, in a flash, all thoughts of my husband disappeared from my head, despite the fact that he was pulling my panties aside to finger me. In place of Seth, I thought of Theo, the younger man I'd taken as my bull, though I suppose it's more accurate to say that I'd given myself to him. In the months we'd been seeing each other I'd happily given Theo domain over my body, at least where my husband's pleasure was concerned. Seth now had to ask Theo for permission to have sex with me, to get a blowjob from me, or even to enjoy a handjob from me. Plus, Theo was permitted to unleash himself inside me, a decision I'd arrived at a great deal quicker with him than any previous bull.

    Theo had become more...well, dominant as our relationship developed. Not the kind of dominance where he's spanking me because it turns me on, but the kind of dominance where he's in control when I'm with him, where he decides when I get to put my clothes on, where he decides what position we'll be fucking in, how long I'll be sucking his cock for, that sort of thing. He wasn't that way at first, but the longer we were together the more comfortable he seemed to get with taking that kind of control. And, if I'm being honest, I found myself increasingly eager to be under his control. I just find it so fucking hot.

    It might be terrible of me, but I continued to get wet at the mere notion that my husband was no longer allowed to have me without my bull's permission. Seth could arouse me, of course. He could finger me. He could kiss me. He could play with my tits. He could not, however, enjoy much in the way of direct stimulation of his cock without first getting Theo's permission. For his part, Theo almost always made Seth do something to earn that permission. It was sometimes as simple as giving me a massage before he was allowed to fuck me, but in recent weeks Theo seemed to be settling further into his control and having a little more fun with it.

    Just a few weeks back, Seth texted Theo for permission to have sex with me. Theo replied that Seth needed to bring me to his place so he could have fun with me first. He then added that Seth would be required to take Theo's truck to the self-service car wash and that he wasn't to bring it back until it was spotless both inside and out. My husband then washed my bull's car while I spent a few hours servicing my bull's cock with my mouth and pussy. Don't be mistaken, though, as I had a handful of blissful orgasms during that time. I wouldn't give myself to Theo if he didn't make me feel better than any man ever has. He does, though. The chemistry between us is just that good.

    On this particular day, though, Theo popped into my head in a way that doesn't usually happen when I'm fooling around with Seth. He's not that kind of cuckold, after all. He's quite good at turning me on and I really, really like kissing and touching him. I like teasing him. I like that intimate connection with him. In fact, it's a necessity for the health of our marriage.

    "Wait," I said right as Seth's fingers pushed deep inside me.

    He looked worried and pulled out immediately. "What's wrong?"

    I smiled and the worry washed away from his face. "I keep thinking of Theo. He's just...there, in my head. You're fingering me, but I'm thinking about him. That doesn't usually happen."

    "Really?"

    I shook my head. "I mean, I think of him in the context of you having to ask him for permission to have fun with me."

    Seth kissed my neck. I wasn't the only one that was turned on by the idea of my bull having control over my pussy. In fact, despite the often humiliating tasks he was saddled with, I’m pretty sure Seth was more into it than I was. He's a cuckold, though, so perhaps it was actually because of the humiliating tasks that he was so turned on by Theo's control. After all, for a cuck there's something indescribably thrilling about having to wash another man's car while that man fucks your wife, especially since that man is allowed to cum inside your wife. Can you imagine carefully vacuuming the inside of someone's truck while imagining the owner of that truck filling your wife's pussy with his cum while you're doing the vacuuming? Most men would be horrified. A cuckold like Seth, though, is aroused the entire time he's doing chores for another man.

    "But this feels different," I explained. "This feels like...this feels like my body is telling me that I need Theo."

    Seth leaned back. "Instead of me, you mean?"

    "I think that's what it means, yeah. Or maybe just that I'd prefer to have Theo, or heck, maybe just that the kind of thing we're doing right now usually results in Theo demanding that I service him in some way before you're allowed to have me and I've just gotten used to getting to have his cock inside me before I have yours inside me."

    Seth's face was a picture of desire. There was a bit of the usual angst, of course, but mostly he was turned on.

    I kissed him. I thought of Theo as my husband's tongue entered my mouth. Then I straddled Seth. I was so turned on that I lowered my crotch to his and began to grind on him while our tongues entwined. I pushed the straps of my dress from my shoulders and took off my bra. Seth's hands found my tits and his touch stoked the flames of my desire, leading to even more vigorous dry humping.

    "I want you so badly, Samantha," he said. "Please, can I just have you this once? Can I just fuck you without Theo's permission?"

    Part of me was curious if Theo would actually do anything if we broke the rule he'd set up. Would he break up with me? Would he do nothing at all because it was the sort of rule that only worked if everyone was on board with playing the game? Would he just forbid Seth from fucking me in the future?

    I didn't want to break the spell, though. I liked the rule. It made my pussy wet to think about it. It made me cum harder when Theo had his way with me because it lit up the part of me that clearly enjoyed offering something akin to submission to Theo.

    "No, Seth, you can't have me. You're a cuckold and my bull makes the rules. You know that. You know that I'm not willing to break them just to make you happy. You know that I don't want to ruin what I have with Theo just because you're desperate."

    I leaned forward and he took my breast in his mouth. He sucked and licked and I moaned as I moved my hips with even greater vigor. I was actually pretty close to an orgasm and would have little trouble getting off - which would further Seth's teasing - but it would have been so much more fun to cum on Theo's cock, which is why I got up, put my bra back on, and fixed my dress. Seth had a wet spot in his jeans and my pussy was utterly soaked. My body hummed with desire and I bet his did too.

    "You're frustrated, aren't you?"

    Seth nodded.

    I bit my lower lip and smiled at him. "It's hard to be a cuck sometimes."

    A twinge of desire crossed his face. As frustrating as it is, Seth likes being a cuck. It turns him on. It thrills him more than anything ever has.

    "You set me free, Seth. You made me a hotwife. You introduced me to the idea of fucking men that put you to shame, at least where sex is concerned."

    I saw his bulge grow a little. How thrilling.

    "Despite having plenty of experience with bulls, I've never met one like Theo. I've never been with a guy that makes me want to...well, surrender, I suppose. I like that he owns my pussy. I like that he gets to decide what happens with it. I like that he's in control. I'm getting wetter just thinking about it."

    Seth slid off the couch and onto his knees. He looked up at me and ran his hands up my thighs and under my dress. "Can I masturbate?" he asked. "I'm so fucking horny, Samantha."

    I was tempted to let him. It's not always the right decision to deny and frustrate a cuckold, after all. "No," I said. "I need to get fucked, and I want you pent up and horny while I'm with Theo."

    He looked both disappointed and excited.

    "If you want to have any fun with me today, you'll have to text Theo and ask him for permission. You might as well do it now so you can drive me over. In fact, why don't you text and tell him that I'm horny and that you'd like to drive me to him so he can satisfy me in ways you can't. Then you can ask him for permission to have fun with me afterwards."

    Seth pawed at his cock a little - he was turned on - and then he grabbed his phone and sent a text. I watched my husband dutifully text my bull and I felt a great sense of appreciation for Seth, for his willingness to embrace the part of him that craved humiliation. Some men wouldn't go anywhere near that sensation, and with good reason, as any fear of it being destructive is probably very well-placed. It wasn't destructive for us, though. To me, it only served to make our marriage stronger, to bring us closer together as we explored our mutual fantasy - hotwife and cuckold fun - together.

    "Why don't you kiss my feet while you wait for his response?" I suggested.

    Seth's eyes went wide with surprise and then his lips curled into a little smile. I'd caught him off guard, but I think he quite liked what I'd suggested. Proof of that notion followed as he bent over and began kissing my feet.

    I'm not especially dominant. I do like to find ways to tap into Seth's cuckold side, though, and I think he has submissive sensibilities. At the very least he's into humiliation and I suppose there's something humiliating - on a certain level - about kissing your wife's feet, especially after you've texted her bull for permission to drive her to his house so she can get fucked.

    Theo didn't respond for a few minutes and Seth kissed my feet the entire time. I quite liked it, if I'm being honest, and I likely would have invited him to use his lips and tongue on my pussy if I wasn't in a particular place with Theo at that time.

    Seth's phone buzzed on the coffee table and his head popped up. He read the message and looked up at me. "He said I can bring you over. He wants you in a short skirt, heels, and a top that shows off your tits. No bra, either."

    I smiled, turned, and headed for the bedroom to change. Theo occasionally made outfit requests, but not that often. I liked when he did, though. I liked dressing to please him. I liked how he looked at me when he first saw me, how the outfit - or my desire to dress as he instructed - turned him on and how I could see the fire of desire in his eyes. I also liked how he almost always took me immediately when I showed up dressed exactly as he'd instructed. I often ended up bent over his couch with his dick hammering my pussy from behind, though not before he used my throat a little. I thought about all of that as I changed into the outfit he'd requested. It's not often that a woman enjoys having a cock in her throat, but there's something about the way Theo holds my head and moans as I'm pleasuring him in that manner that actually makes me wet despite the somewhat unpleasant physical sensations I experience while giving him my throat in that way.

    "Holy shit," Seth said as I entered the living room in my outfit. My nipples were rock hard and poking through the thin top I had on and he spent a few seconds staring at them before coming over to kiss me. I welcomed his tongue into my mouth. I loved the feel of his hands moving over my body, too. I liked the way he played with my tits through the top, which was tight and made from a satin-like material that felt spectacularly soft.

    "Let's go," I said.

    On the drive over, Theo texted Seth. I picked up his phone to read it. I smiled.

    "While I'm fucking your wife, cuck, I want you to go out and buy condoms. They're not for me, though. They're for you. You can fuck her tonight, but you can't cum inside her. That pleasure is going to be mine - and only mine - from now on. I might let you earn that privilege every once in a while, but you can bet you'll have to do something truly special to have the chance to cum in your wife's perfect cunt."

    I laughed softly.

    "What?" Seth asked.

    "Theo texted. He's not going to let you cum inside me anymore. You have to use condoms."

    "What?" he asked, this time with a sense of alarm in his voice.

    "He makes the rules, sweetie, and he clearly wants to be the only man allowed to cum in my perfect cunt, as he put it in the text."

    Seth gripped the steering wheel hard. I leaned over and caressed his cock, which grew to an erect state in almost no time. He was turned on, but of course he was frustrated too. What man wouldn't be?

    "It is perfect, isn't it?" I asked softly. "My cunt, I mean. It's tight and wet and hot. It feels so good to slide your cock into me, to feel that wetness surround you, especially when Theo's cum is already inside me. There's nothing you love more than a good sloppy seconds fuck, is there cuck? Nothing that turns you on more than feeling Theo's cum around your dick as you slide in and out of me. You like being reminded that I gave my pussy to him before you, that he owns my pussy, that he can use it as often and as hard as he wants."

    Seth was harder now and he was moaning, too. I absolutely could have made him cum in his pants if I wanted to and I was tempted. I didn't, though. It's better that Seth be insanely horny when I'm with Theo.

    "Fuck, Samantha, I love all of that. You know I do...and now he's taking it away from me."

    "I know," I replied softly. "He did say that you can earn the right to fuck me bareback, though. I can't imagine it will be easy to earn that right, but you're willing to work for the things you want, right?"

    Seth nodded, though I could see his frustration. I was kind of turned on by it, though, or at least turned on by the fact that Theo so thoroughly enjoyed causing that frustration by utilizing the power I'd given him.

    Seth dropped me off and I gave him a kiss and headed into Theo's apartment building. I heard what sounded like an action movie - explosions, guns, etc - unfolding in his apartment as I knocked. I stood in the hallway for what felt like forever before he answered.

    "God damn," he said. "You look fine."

    I moved to step inside but Theo stopped me.

    "Show me your tits."

    I looked up and down the hallway, smiled, and lifted my shirt.

    "Play with them for me."

    I did as he requested, putting on a bit of a show in the process. A woman fondling her tits can look like nothing at all, but if she closes her eyes, bites her lower lip, and moans then it's fucking hot.

    "Get in here."

    I stepped into his apartment and Theo kissed me. My shirt was still up around my tits and his hand went to work. He was a little rough with them, but I always get turned on when Theo is a little rough with my tits.

    "I'm the middle of a match," he said. "Why don't you suck my dick while I finish up."

    I should not be turned on by the idea of sucking Theo's cock while he plays video games with his friends. I am, though. I don't know why. I really don't. I just am. I followed him to the living room, got on my knees, and took his dick out while he resumed playing. He turned up the volume, too, so the explosions and gunfire filled the living room once more. I paid little attention to any of it, though, instead focusing on sucking my bull's cock.

    Once the match was over, Theo told his friends that he was signing off because he was getting his dick sucked by a married woman whose pussy needed a hard pounding. I'd never met his friends, but they'd heard about me because it wasn't the first time I'd pleasured him while he played a video game. For what it's worth, my pussy tingled with delight every time he talked about me like that with his friends.

    He stood me up, put me on my back on his couch, pushed my skirt up around my waist, and stripped before sliding into me. The sex was hard and fast. He truly pounded me. He did so while the sounds of my wet pussy taking his cock filled the living room, joined by my wild moans.

    We came together. He buried his dick inside me and unleashed his load as I wrapped my legs around him and climaxed in a manner that left me lightheaded. It was an orgasm fueled by fooling around with Seth, by Theo controlling Seth via text, by all the pleasures of having a bull.

    Eventually, Theo pulled out and moved to the other side of the couch, dropping his ass onto the cushion and running his fingers up my legs. I moved my panties back over my pussy, got on my knees, and crawled towards him. I took his dick in my mouth, sucking my juices and his cum off of his shaft, which I swallowed whole. Theo put a hand on the back of my head and held me there while he groaned, though only for a few seconds.

    I settled next to him and rested my head on his shoulder. "You can join your friends for another match," I said.

    He smiled. "I know. Maybe later. We're going to my bedroom soon, though. I'm going to take my time with round two. I'm going to stretch out and wear out that pussy of yours. I'm going to send you home sore."

    I already wanted him again, but I settled for kissing his neck and fondling his balls.

    "Are you really going to make Seth use condoms when he fucks me?" I asked.

    "Damn right I am," he replied. "I don't really want anyone else cumming in the pussy that I own."

    I got even more turned on.

    "I know he's your husband, but that doesn't mean he deserves to fuck you bareback and cum in you. I deserve that, but he doesn't."

    "No, he doesn't," I said softly.

    Theo turned to me and we kissed. Somewhere along the way I straddled him. We made out. He played with my tits. He sucked on them. He got hard, eventually, and then we went to his bedroom. He spent the next hour having his way with me. He'd fuck me for a little while and then pull out and finger me hard until I came. He'd have me suck his dick for a little while and then we'd fuck again. I'd cum again. I'd suck his dick for a little while or I'd cuddle next to him and stroke him. It was like a long edging session that ended with him cumming in me once more. I was very sore after it was over, but I'd had half a dozen orgasms, all of them the kind that made my toes curl.

    Seth picked me up afterwards. The condoms rested on the passenger seat and I smiled and set them aside as I got in.

    "Did you have fun?" he asked.

    I turned my head and smiled at him. "More fun than you can imagine. At least half a dozen orgasms, Seth. A truly blissful afternoon, and now you get to have sex with my sloppy, stretched out pussy, though only if you're willing to wear a condom. Otherwise you can masturbate."

    He drove us home. I shared some of the details of how Theo had fucked me, of how I'd blown him while he played video games, of how I'd never done that for Seth and that I never intended on doing that for Seth.

    I sauntered into the house without waiting for Seth. I headed for the bedroom. I stripped and I was naked and in the bed with my legs spread by the time he showed up with the box of condoms in his hand.

    "How would you like to cum?" I asked as I gently rubbed my pussy.

    He stared at me. He stared between my legs. He rubbed himself through his jeans.

    "If you choose to masturbate, you'll have to do so in the bathroom. You won't be able to look at me. Theo's instructions, unfortunately. Either you fuck me with a condom or you cum alone and into the toilet."

    He glanced towards the bathroom. Then he stripped and put on a condom. He crawled into the bed. He slid inside me.

    "I can barely feel your cock," I said.

    He groaned.

    "Theo used me so hard today. He stretched me out, Seth. He stretched out my tight, married cunt as he fucked it relentlessly for nearly an hour. He made me feel so fucking good I almost forgot I was a married woman and not some 25 year old fuck toy that had fallen for the handsome artist."

    Seth groaned again and fucked me harder.

    "I like being his fuck toy, his plaything. I like giving myself to him. I like giving him whatever he wants. It makes me feel good, Seth. It makes me feel so good to make Theo feel good...because he fucks me so much better than you do...than you ever have."

    Seth buried his dick inside me and came. His body shook as I wrapped myself around him and held him close.

    "How was it fucking me with a condom?" I asked after he'd pulled out.

    "Really hot, actually," he answered with a smile. "I don't know if it will stay that way, but, you know, it was weirdly hot."

    I rolled onto my side and cuddled next to him. "Because you like it when Theo takes charge. You like it when he makes you do humiliating things."

    He nodded.

    "I do too, Seth. It makes me wet. It turns me on. I like that you know yourself, that you've embraced who you are, that you're not afraid to enjoy the pleasures that Theo has brought to our marriage."

    "Are you turned on right now?" he asked.

    "I am."

    "But I didn't make you cum?"

    "No, you didn't. That's not your fault, though. You were turned on. You didn't last very long. Plus, Theo really did stretch me out and leave me sore. I don't know that I would have cum even if it was him fucking me."

    He rolled me onto my back and kissed my neck. He ran his fingers over my labia and gently pushed two inside me. They emerged soaked with a mixture of juices and found my clit to rub it in small, slow circles.

    "Does that feel good?" he whispered.

    I nodded. His lips found my neck. I ran my fingers through his hair and moaned. I applied gentle pressure to his head and he seemed to understand that I wanted his mouth on my breast, as he kissed his way there and took a nipple between his lips.

    As he licked and sucked on my sensitive flesh, I closed my eyes and let the pleasure wash over me. My mind was largely empty except for the pleasure, for the lovely sensations working their way through my body. I ran my hand over Seth's upper back and shoulders. My fingers moved through his hair and came to rest on the top of his head.

    Then, for reasons beyond my understanding, I was hit with a very specific desire. I pushed on the top of his head. I used enough force to make my desire clear. Seth's lips relaxed their grip on my nipple and began to kiss their way down my body. I moaned each time he kissed me and I moaned louder as he approached my pussy. I tingled at the idea of him going down on me, of him tending to my messy cunt with his tongue.

    He found my clit. His lips moved over it. His tongue followed. I put a hand on his head. I watched him lick and suck on my clit and I felt electric surges of pleasure move through me as he tended to my desire.

    Then I lifted my hips. His tongue plunged into my pussy. He looked up. His eyes were wide. I reached for my clit and rubbed it with my index finger as I held my hips aloft a few inches. Seth got the message. He pushed his tongue deeper into me. He ate me out, quite literally, tasting Theo's cum as he did so.

    I was stunned at how aroused I felt in that moment and my orgasm arrived in just a handful of seconds. It was, surprisingly, more powerful than the ones Theo had given me. It was fucking incredible. It made my toes curl. It made me see stars for a few seconds. It left me completely exhausted.

    "That was so fucking hot," I said afterwards as my chest heaved from the exertion of cumming that hard. "So fucking hot, Seth."

    He looked delighted, which was good, because I'd just made him do something that few men would have been interested in.

    "You'll be doing that again," I said. "Fuck, you might be doing that a lot."

    I couldn't wait to tell Theo. I was pretty sure he'd love it. I pulled Seth close to cuddle with him, though, to kiss him, to tell him I loved him. He knew it, of course, but I wanted to say it, to make sure he heard it, to make sure he understood that I loved him even more because he'd just licked another man's cum from my pussy.

    That was a hell of a day. One rife with the most intense pleasure. One that proved why I would remain a hotwife for as long as humanly possible, as it provided the finest pleasure I'd ever known.

  
    A Younger Man's Plaything - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Sometimes, a hotwife finds herself willing to do things for her bull that she wouldn't do for her cuckold. Things that will thrill her bull, that will make him feel special, that will make it clear that her bull makes her feel things no other man has ever made her feel.
    

    
      That's the crux of the discussion in this entry as Samantha spends a few hours with Theo before he leaves for a Vegas trip with his friends. She satisfies him - and herself, of course - and the story winds its way to talk of the things she might be willing to do for him and only him.
    

    ---

    I didn't think Vegas bachelor parties were a thing anymore, but it turns out they are, at least for one of Theo's good friends, which is why I spent a long weekend awash in a surprising sense of jealousy. This story isn’t about that weekend, though.

    Seth drove me to Theo's on the Thursday before he left for the bachelor party. I spent two hours satisfying him - and myself, of course - while my husband sat in the car and waited like a good cuckold.

    It was after Theo's third orgasm inside me - making a real mess of my pussy, I must say - that I brought up the subject of what he might or might not get up to while in Vegas.

    "So, I just wanted to say that since you're young, and hot, and going to Vegas that I think you should be able to do whatever you want while you're there," I said.

    We were on his couch at that point. I had my panties on so his cum didn't leak everywhere, but otherwise I was naked and snug against his body. He had his arm around me and his other hand was on the remote as he browsed Netflix for something to watch.

    "I mean, I know I'm not your girlfriend or anything like that so maybe it's crazy that I'm even saying this, but I'm pretty sure you haven't been fucking other people since we got together."

    "I haven't been," he said.

    "Well, if you get the chance and you want to while you're in Vegas, I'm saying that it wouldn’t bother me."

    "Interesting."

    "Is it?"

    He pulled me a little closer and draped his hand over my breast. It was so simple, and yet I was so addicted to him that it turned me on a little to be touched in that casual-yet-possessive manner.

    "Most women wouldn't give their man permission to fuck someone else," he said.

    I was quietly thrilled at the implication that he was my man, that I was his woman. Again, something about the gentle possessiveness of it - going both ways, really - was strangely hot to me.

    "I mean, if you were going away for a girl's weekend there's no way I'd give you permission to get fucked," Theo said. "Hell, I make your husband work hard for permission to fuck you."

    I rested a hand on his thigh and was tempted to stroke his cock and see if I could get him hard for another round. I like that Theo has expanded his control to Seth, that he makes my husband do all manner of things in order to earn permission to fuck me, and that Seth almost always has to wear condoms because Theo wants to be the only man to cum in my pussy.

    "What if I asked nicely?" I said. "About fucking someone on a girl's trip, I mean? There's no way you'd let me stray a little if I was in Vegas or Nashville with my friends?"

    "Fuck no," he replied.

    I kissed his neck and whispered, "There's truly no way I could convince you? There's nothing I could do that would make it worth letting another man have his way with the pussy that you own?"

    It might seem silly, but I find myself perpetually aroused at the idea that Theo 'owns' my pussy. It's a mutually agreed upon thing, of course, but it really turns me on that he's relishes having ownership of it, and in particular of getting to decide if Seth is allowed to enjoy my pussy in any way.

    "I suppose I could be convinced," he said with a smile. "How would you convince me?"

    "I could let you control what I wear."

    "You already wear whatever I tell you to wear."

    He had a point. He didn't always give instructions on what to wear to his place, but when he did I always dressed to his specifications.

    "What if I offered to, I don't know, dye my hair in whatever way you wanted me to, or, shit, get a piercing that you select."

    I swear his cock had grown a little so I took it in my hand and stroked him. He moaned and turned to me. He studied my face and gripped my breast harder. He set the remote down and turned to me. He kissed me in a deep manner with his tongue exploring my mouth possessively. His cock got hard as I sucked on his tongue and I quickly reached a place where I wanted to get fucked again.

    "What if I wanted you to be a blonde?" he asked. "And not blonde highlights, but full blonde hair."

    "I'd do it," I said.

    "You'd look good as a blonde, you know."

    He'd started producing precum and I used it as lube while gripping his cock a little tighter to deepen his pleasure.

    "Have you fucked blondes before?"

    He nodded. "Actually, blondes are usually my type. You're something of an outlier."

    "So if you fucked someone in Vegas, she'd probably be a hot little blonde?"

    He smiled. "She would. With big tits and a tight ass. She'd fuck like a woman possessed."

    "Like a woman that understands she's getting good dick from a hot guy?"

    "Damn right."

    We kissed again and I straddled him. He took both my tits in his hands and squeezed hard while I took his tongue into my mouth and sucked.

    "What if I wanted you to get these pierced?" he asked while playing with my nipples. "Get nice barbells through both of them so I could see my mark on you every time you got naked. Hell, so your husband could see it, too, like I own these tits as well as your pussy. Or fuck, maybe I make you get them pierced and then forbid you from showing them to your husband unless he's earned the right to check out his wife's big titties and her newly pierced nipples."

    It probably shouldn't have been such a turn on to hear him talk like that. It was, though, and I don't really care if it's fucked up. There's something about the dynamic between me, Theo, and Seth that makes my pussy tingle all the time and it really gets ramped up when Theo goes down this kind of road, when he contemplates making real changes to my life because it turns him on to have that level of control.

    "I'd do it," I said. I meant it, too. Piercings heal, so it's not like it was a permanent thing he was asking for.

    Theo smiled and slipped two fingers into my mouth. I sucked dutifully and he grabbed my ass, squeezed it hard, and spanked me with enough force that I winced.

    "And what if I wanted you to get a tongue piercing?" he asked. "What if I wanted your blowjobs to be even better? What if I wanted kissing you to be a little more fun with a stud in your tongue?"

    Nipple piercings could be hidden in all but the tightest tops. A tongue piercing, though, would be obvious to almost anyone I had a conversation with. It's not something most women approaching their 40s do. In fact, it's the sort of thing that would freak out most women my age and would absolutely make me a subject of gossip. Still, after the healing phase, a tongue piercing can be taken out if need be.

    "I'd do it," I said. Thinking about the tongue piercing got me the hottest, which is admittedly a little fucked up as it was definitely the thing that would be impossible to hide for a while. I think Theo knew that, though, which is why he was pushing to see what he could get away with.

    He lifted me off his lap and put me on my knees next to him. He stood and stepped behind me as I looked back at him. He stroked his cock and ran his fingers over my lower back.

    "What if I wanted you to get a tattoo? Something tasteful, but something that would mark you as mine, that would remind you of me long after we've departed from each other's lives. Would you do that for me, Sam?"

    "I would," I said. I was less sure about that one - tattoos are pretty permanent - but it was still really hot to think about marking myself at Theo's request.

    He lowered my panties and slipped into me from behind. He buried himself in one swift thrust and then grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled back.

    "I was wrong," he said. "You could convince me to let you fuck some other guy on a girl's trip. You still have a lot to offer me, as it turns out. Now you've put those ideas in my head, though, and all I can think about is having a handful of your blonde hair or stuffing my cock in your mouth and enjoying how good a blowjob with a tongue piercing feels or pulling out of your pussy and cumming all over the tattoo that I chose to mark your body with."

    I had an orgasm right then and there. A hugely powerful orgasm fueled by my young bull's desire to have me show my devotion to him in a few very noticeable ways. I had no idea if he'd actually ask me to do any of those things, of course, but the idea of it was more than enough to fuel the climax.

    Theo came soon after, emptying his balls in me for the fourth time that night. He had me suck his cock clean after pulling out and I did so dutifully while thinking about kissing my husband with the lips that had just been around another man's cum and pussy coated dick.

    I got dressed, reiterated that Theo had my blessing to have fun in Vegas, and left his apartment to go back to my husband having been fucked four times by a younger, hotter, more skilled man.

    Seth saw me coming and hopped out of the car to open the passenger door for me. He smiled while doing so and for a moment I was overcome with love for my cuckold husband. I told him so and then explained that I'd been fucked four times, that I'd cum as hard as I'd ever cum, and that I'd sucked Theo's cock clean after the fourth time he came inside me.

    "Can I kiss you?" Seth asked.

    "You don't need to ask for permission to kiss me."

    His lips found mine. I leaned against the car and pulled him close. My tongue pushed into his mouth and he moaned. He probably couldn't taste Theo's cock or cum, but I knew he was turned on at the idea of kissing me so soon after I'd had another man's dick in my mouth. If he hadn't moaned his stiff dick would have told the tale of his desire all on its own and I was quite thrilled at the way it pressed into me.

    "Did he happen to mention if I could fuck you?" he asked.

    "He did. No sex for you, I'm afraid. He - and I, frankly - expect you to clean my pussy when we get home."

    His eyes lit up. He'd cleaned Theo's cum out of me several times since I'd first had him do it and though Seth hadn't come out and say it I was convinced that he thoroughly enjoyed it.

    "You can jerk off after you've cleaned me," I said.

    "Can you help?"

    Theo didn't always determine how Seth got to cum and whether or not I was involved, but sometimes he did and I always followed his instructions. Seth was often frustrated, but I know that he gets off on Theo's control just as much as I do. He's a cuckold, after all, and like many men that share his predilections, Seth is into humiliation, and what could be more humiliating than your wife's bull controlling exactly how you cum?

    "Not tonight. You'll have to jerk off into the toilet after you're doing cleaning my pussy."

    It wasn't what he wanted, but the look on Seth's face made it clear that the idea aroused him. He's such a cuck and I love him for it.

    "Take me home."

    Seth drove me home and I generously teased his cock while sharing some of the details of my night with Theo. I left out all the stuff about making changes to my physical appearance as I wanted to save those for a little later.

    We went straight for the bedroom after getting home. Seth undressed me - except for my panties - and I crawled into the bed. I had him undress and I let him masturbate a little as he stared at me.

    He then crawled into bed and I had him lick my pussy through my panties for a little while. Lots of cum had leaked out of me and having him lick my panties is way more thrilling than I would have imagined.

    It wasn't until he finally took my panties off and pushed his tongue into my exceedingly messy pussy that I brought up the changes Theo had talked about that night.

    "I told Theo that I'd be okay with him fucking someone else in Vegas," I began. "That led to a conversation about if he'd ever be willing to let someone else fuck me, like if I was on a girl's trip. He said he wouldn't be, that I was his, that my pussy was his, and that my husband was lucky he ever got permission to fuck me, let alone some random dude I'd meet in Vegas or Nashville."

    "You know, it's kind of crazy, but sometimes I do feel lucky that Theo lets me fuck you, or that you're still even interested in having me inside you."

    I caressed his face and smiled. "You are lucky. Theo fucks me so much better than you ever have, so it's not like having sex with you is this hugely pleasurable thing for me. Your tongue makes me cum harder."

    He moaned.

    "You deserve my pussy every now and then, though, if for no other reason than to make sure that you never forget how good it feels to be inside me, that you're always striving to convince my bull that you're worthy of a quick fuck every now and then."

    His tongue disappeared inside me, deeper than before. His upper lip rubbed against my clit and I closed my eyes and moaned at the tingling sensations coursing through my loins.

    "I don't want to fuck anyone other than Theo, but I pushed him a little on it, mostly because I was kind of turned on. I asked him if I could do anything to convince him to let me fuck someone else, to let me give his pussy to another man."

    Again Seth moaned and again he pushed his tongue inside me in search of my bull's cum.

    "At first I told him I'd dress however he wanted me to dress, but he pointed out that I already do that. Then I said I'd dye my hair for him or get a piercing that he selected."

    "Really?" Seth asked.

    I nodded. "He liked those ideas. Apparently, he really likes blondes. Most of the women he's fucked before are blondes."

    "Are you going to dye your hair for him?"

    "If he wants me to, yes. He didn't ask me to do it, though. It was all hypothetical. Still, if Theo texted me to say that he wanted me to be blonde when he saw me again, I'd make an appointment right away. I'd get it done exactly as he wanted it. He said, by the way, that he'd make me go really blonde. He said I'd look good, though."

    "You would. You'd look amazing as a blonde."

    I smiled. "You'd like it if I dyed my hair for my bull, wouldn't you?"

    He nodded.

    "And what if I got my nipples pierced for him? Would you like that, Seth? If I got these beautiful tits of mine pierced for the man that fucks me better than you do?"

    "That would be...that would actually be really hot."

    I pushed his mouth back to my pussy and he probed me once more.

    "Don't get too excited, because it sounded like if Theo had me get my nipples pierced that he planned on limiting your access to my breasts, maybe even making you earn the chance to see them and kiss them and play with them in the way we both know you enjoy doing."

    He kept eating my pussy, though there was a moan. I was turned on, too, and for a moment I considered breaking Theo's rule and letting Seth fuck me. He wouldn't have made me cum in all likelihood, but I wanted him inside me. Part of surrendering that control to Theo, though, is that sometimes I don't get exactly what I want, and so I put aside my desire for sex with my husband and concentrated instead of the blissful pleasure of him probing deep inside me to taste my bull's cum.

    "I hope he makes me dye my hair," she said. "It's such a small thing, but there's something so fucking hot about doing it for him."

    "Can I make you cum?" Seth asked. His lips glistened with Theo's cum and my juices and his eyes were alive with pleasure.

    "No," I said. "But you can listen to me masturbate as you jerk off into the toilet."

    It was harsh, but so fucking hot. I can see why Theo gets off on controlling Seth - and me, to a certain extent. It's exciting.

    "You've cleaned my pussy. Go to the bathroom, get on your knees in front of the toilet, and jerk yourself off into it. Spill your cum and flush it where it belongs. You can leave the door open just a crack so you can hear me moaning."

    Seth liked it. He did. I could see it in his eyes. I could see it in how stiff his cock was. I could see it in the way he rushed to the bathroom. He was more turned on at being denied and banished to the bathroom than he would have been at licking my clit until I came on his tongue.

    Once he was in the bathroom I reached between my legs and set about masturbating. I thought of Theo. I thought, in fact, of dying my hair blonde over the weekend and surprising him with it when he got back from Vegas. I thought of his hands in it as he fucked me from behind. I thought of it spread out beneath me on his bed as he took me in missionary. I thought about it falling over my shoulders and covering my tits as I rode his cock, as I did everything I could to please my bull because he pleases me in ways no man ever has.

    I had a huge orgasm as those thoughts ran through my head. I heard Seth cumming, too, as his moans escaped through the crack in the bathroom door and joined mine in the bedroom.

    The toilet flushed and Seth emerged from the bathroom, his cock still hard as a rock in the way that happens after you've cum while being immensely aroused.

    "Is your cum where it belongs?" I asked.

    He nodded and smiled. "Down the toilet, where it belongs."

    "And where does my bull's cum belong?"

    Seth crawled into bed and cuddled next to me. "Your bull's cum belongs in your pussy."

    I held him close and smiled. "I've decided I'm going to dye my hair this weekend whether Theo asks me to or not. He likes blondes, so he deserves to have a blonde, at least for a while. It will take most of Saturday to get it done right and it will be very expensive."

    "It's worth it," he said. "Damn near anything is worth it when the orgasms are as good as the ones we've both been having."

    It was a very good point, which is why I love my cuckold husband so much.

    I couldn't wait to show Theo my blonde hair. I couldn't wait for his reaction, for his desire, for the way he'd fuck me after he saw it. The anticipation was going to drive me wild, but I knew it would be well worth it.

  
    A Younger Man's Plaything - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Samantha has gone blonde for her bull while he's in Vegas and she's going to have some naughty teasing fun with her cuck before Theo gets to have his way with her.
    

    ---

    "So, Samantha, if you don't mind me asking, what's behind the change to blonde?"

    I looked in the mirror at Ally, my longtime hairdresser, and wondered if she could handle the truth.

    "Promise you won't judge me," I said.

    Her eyes lit up like I was on the verge of sharing something wonderfully juicy with her. She was right about that. "How long have you known me? You know I don't judge, not with all the stuff I've heard over the years."

    She was about halfway through the application of the dye - it was a lengthy process - but Ally had stopped all work and was holding my gaze in the mirror as she waited for me to reveal why I was changing my hair color.

    "It's for my boyfriend," I said before a delighted smile crossed my lips.

    Ally's jaw literally dropped. "Wait a minute. Are you..." she leaned in and finished in a whisper, "Are you cheating on Seth?"

    I shook my head. "No. I'm cuckolding Seth. He loves it. I swear."

    For a few seconds her face was pure surprise. Then it seemed as though she was looking at me with a certain kind of appreciation and maybe a bit of jealousy. "Hold on a minute. You have a boyfriend and your husband is on board with it? Is that what you're saying?"

    I nodded. "And my boyfriend is a whole lot younger - and hotter, if I'm being perfectly honest - than my husband. He's got other advantages, too, and they ensure that things are very exciting when we get together."

    Thinking of Theo - my younger lover - brought about a wave of arousal, leaving my panties a bit damp as I pictured his reaction to my blonde hair - Theo's preferred color - upon his return from a weekend in Vegas with his friends.

    "Is this the first time you've done something like this?" she asked.

    I shook my head as Ally returned to applying the dye. "I've been cuckolding Seth for years, actually. He loves it. It's incredible how much it turns him on, actually. This is the best it's ever been, though. The sexual chemistry with Theo is out of this world. And I know I called him my boyfriend, but that's probably not entirely accurate. We really just have sex."

    "You do look...I don't know, like you're glowing. I guess that thing that happens when someone's having really good sex. They just look younger and fresher and happier. I have to say, I'm jealous."

    I don't know if I actually looked younger, but there was no question that I felt it. That's the best thing about being a hotwife, though. When you find someone you have real sexual chemistry with, the benefits are plentiful.

    "So did Seth just...I don't know, did he just come out and ask you about doing this? How does a man share that kind of thing?" Ally asked.

    "It was slow, actually. Little hints dropped over the years. Slowly but surely I got the message that he was into this sort of thing and eventually I went on a date with another guy. It took some time to find our rhythm, but eventually we figured out how to best make this lifestyle work for us."

    "And now you're getting some from a younger, hotter guy with..." she leaned in and whispered, "with a big dick?"

    I damn near giggled, which is part of that youthful delight of dating while you're married. "Yes. Quite large. He uses it better than just about any man I've been with, too, so there's that."

    We sat in silence for a few minutes as my mind wandered to Theo and his Vegas trip. Was he hooking up with another woman? Was he balls deep inside someone in that very moment? Had he fucked someone the night before? Did he wake up in bed with her that morning? He wasn't my boyfriend so it was silly to feel jealous, but I couldn't help it despite the fact that I'd told him that I'd be okay if he fucked someone else.

    "The hair," Ally said all of a sudden. "You never finished telling me. You said the color change is for him?"

    I nodded. "Yeah. A few days ago I was at his place. We'd...well, we were recovering from having satisfied each other and somehow it came up that he preferred blondes, that I was actually something of a rarity as a brunette that he enjoyed being with."

    Ally didn't need to know all the sordid details of that night with Theo, like that I'd given him my blessing – not that he needed it – to fuck someone else or how Theo 'owned' my pussy and the idea of changing my hair had come up as part of a theoretical conversation about what I could do to convince him to give me permission to fool around if I was on my own Vegas trip with my girlfriends.

    "I'm in this place with Theo," I continued, "where I got really, really excited at the idea of going blonde for him. I don't know that I've really been with a man that...that satisfies me to such a degree that I'd be willing to dye my hair for him, or dress exactly as he desires, or...I don't know, get a piercing of some kind just because he thinks it would be hot."

    "Damn, you're not just getting good dick. This is a whole different level," Ally said with a sense of admiration in her voice. "I'm honestly not sure if I've been fucked like that. I mean, I've had plenty of good sex, but I don't know about that. Again, I'm a little jealous."

    "I'm a lucky woman."

    "Yes you are."

    ---

    "Wow," Seth said as I walked into the house with my newly-dyed hair. "Wow, Samantha, you look...you look so hot."

    I set my purse down and struck a few poses for my husband. I spun around, stuck my ass out a little - I knew it looked good in my leggings - and then looked over my shoulder in a come hither kind of way. That's when Seth rushed towards me. He grabbed His hands found my waist and pulled my ass into his crotch as his lips found my neck for a series of kisses that triggered my desire.

    "Do you think Theo will like it?" I asked as Seth's cock got hard and pressed into my ass. "Do you think my hair will please my bull and inspire him to fuck my brains out when he gets back from Vegas?"

    Seth moaned. "Yes. Your bull will love this. I don't know how he couldn't, especially if he's into blondes. You're the hottest blonde in the world."

    I'd actually been surprised at how good I looked when my hairdresser finished the coloring. I'll admit I'd been a little worried that I might look foolish, but Ally did a tremendous job making me look like a classy, sexy blonde, which is exactly what I wanted to be. I'm fairly certain I saw more guys than usual looking my way as I stopped into the pharmacy to pick up a few things, including a new box of condoms for Seth to use if and when Theo gave him permission to fuck me. In other words, my first day as a blonde was going very well.

    "I want you, Samantha," Seth whispered. "I want you so badly."

    I smiled. "I know. I can feel it. You can't have me, though. Theo gets to be the first man to fuck your blonde wife. He'll probably be the second, third, fourth, and fifth guy to fuck me, too, as I can't imagine him being willing to let you inside me for quite some time."

    "Can I go down on you?" he asked.

    I'd been debating the merits of denying myself. I liked the idea of being mad with desire by the time Theo came home. I also liked the idea of letting my husband make me cum several times while I thought about my bull reclaiming my pussy after a weekend away.

    "I'd like a massage," I said. "A long massage. If you're willing to do that, I'll let you make me cum once."

    "Of course. Nothing would make me happier."

    There were still a few days before Theo returned, so I figured I'd let Seth make me cum and then I'd go without until I saw my bull again. Then I'd let him have his way with me for as long as he wanted in damn near whatever way he wanted.

    Seth took me to the bedroom and undressed me, which was a delightful surprise. I got in bed and he started with my feet as I grabbed my phone and messaged Theo. I thought about taking a picture to show him my blonde hair, but I wanted it to be a surprise when he got home.

    "I hope your first night in Vegas was fun," I texted. "I've been thinking about you today and my pussy is soaked. I can't wait for you to get home and have your way with me. Until then, though, I hope you have fun and I want you to know that I'll be thinking about you as my husband goes down on me in just a little bit."

    "Did you text Theo?" Seth asked.

    I nodded. "I told him I was thinking about him and that I'd be thinking about him when you went down on me."

    "Yeah?"

    "Well I'm certainly not going to think about you, am I? Why would I picture my cuckold husband when I could picture my young, hot, big-dicked lover on top of me?"

    Seth groaned and I saw wild arousal in his eyes. The sex probably would have been good if I'd been willing to let him fuck me. It's better with Theo, but it's not like Seth is useless in bed. He probably would have cum quickly, though, as he lacks the stamina that Theo possesses.

    As he rubbed my legs, I asked, "You'd cum quickly if I let you fuck me, wouldn't you? You're so turned on that you'd blow your load in less than a minute, wouldn't you?"

    Somehow he got more turned on. Then he nodded. "Probably. I can't help it when I get all worked up like this."

    "That's why you're a cuck and why I have a bull like Theo to satisfy me. That's why he owns my pussy and you have to ask him for permission to have sex with your wife."

    The erotic energy coursing through my husband now looked as though it was threatening to overwhelm him.

    "Come here and kiss me," I said. "Grind on me."

    He was fully clothed so sex wasn't remotely a possibility, which is why I let Seth make out with me as he rubbed his crotch against mine. There was also the delightful pleasure of all the friction caused by his grinding. Our tongues danced, he kissed my neck, he played with my tits, and he unleashed a steady stream of moans.

    "Does that feel good, cuck?" I asked.

    Seth groaned. "Fuck yes."

    I smiled. "Do you think you could cum in your pants?"

    He straightened his arms and lifted his torso up to look down at me. "I feel kind of close, but I honestly don't know if I could cum in my pants."

    My phone dinged. "Get back to work," I said to Seth.

    He moved back to my feet - now with a wet spot in his pants from my pussy and his precum - and I looked at my phone to read Theo’s text.

    "I like that you think about me when the cuck is tending to your pussy. That's how it should be. I had a dream about you last night. You were here with me. You were in a slutty little dress. You were grinding on me in a club. Then you were riding my dick like a wild woman in my hotel room. You were begging me to pump you full of my cum. I gave you my load, of course. It was a good dream."

    My hand drifted between my legs as I read his message. My fingers slipped into my wet pussy and I rubbed my clit a little as I pictured being Theo's slutty little plaything on a Vegas trip. I would probably have felt a little ridiculous going to a club with a man so much younger than me, but I'll bet I would have gotten into the mood to have fun without much effort. There's something about dancing with a gorgeous, sexy man that has a way of making the rest of the world fall away, after all.

    "I'll ride your dick all you want when you get home, baby," I texted. "You know I will. I'll ride it all night long. I'll make you cum a dozen times."

    "I'm looking forward to it," Theo replied. "Nobody fucks you like you do, Sam."

    I couldn't help but wonder if he was saying that because he'd fucked someone and it hadn't been as good as he'd hoped. I wanted to ask, but I didn't want to come off as a jealous hotwife.

    "Did you have any luck last night?" I texted.

    Seth was working my thighs at that point and it felt spectacularly good. He was good at giving massages, though, which I imagine damn near every cuckold is good at. After all, if you're not going to serve your wife with your cock, you better get good at serving her with your hands.

    "You really want to know?" Theo replied.

    I was surprised to feel my heart pounding a little bit. It wasn't necessarily a bad feeling, though. It was, oddly enough, a little bit exciting. I couldn't begin to tell you why.

    "Yes."

    "I brought a girl back to my room. We fucked. Twice last night and once more this morning. She's hot and the sex was good. Not as good as being with you, though."

    "I'm happy to admit that it makes me feel good to hear that," I replied. "I'll bet she enjoyed your dick, though."

    "She did. She was a loud one. She was wild. Up for damn near anything. The orgasms were good, but not as good as you give me, Sam. Like I said, nobody fucks like you do. Nobody makes my dick feel as good as you do."

    "Did she suck your cock?" I asked as my fingers moved in and out of my pussy.

    "Yeah. To get me hard. You suck dick better than her, though. You know how to please a man with your mouth, how to make him feel like he's the only man in the world in that moment."

    "A man like you deserves to get his dick sucked like that," I replied.

    "Yeah?"

    I was so wet and so utterly engrossed in texting with my bull that I damn near forgot Seth was in the bedroom. If not for the constant pleasure and relaxation delivered by his hands I might have kicked him out so I could lose myself in my text conversation with Theo and rub myself to multiple orgasms.

    "I wish your cock was in my mouth right now. I wish I could suck your beautiful dick and rub my wet pussy until you told me to sit on you and ride you with my tight little cunt."

    A picture came through. Theo was in bed. His cock was in his hand. He was hard.

    "Look what you did to me," he replied.

    "Fuck...I know it hasn't been long, but I miss your cock so much." I handed my phone to Seth and said, "Take a picture of my pussy. No face. No hair, obviously. I don't want to ruin the surprise."

    He took the phone without question and snapped a few pictures. I picked the best of them and sent it to Theo.

    "Thinking of you has me all wet. I wish I was in that bed with you, baby. I'd be all over your cock. I'd spend all day serving your cock. I'd make you cum so many times you wouldn't be able to get out of that bed."

    I felt like I was in college again, like I had the endless sexual energy of a woman in her early twenties. That's what a good bull does for you, though.

    "We're definitely doing that I when I get back," Theo texted. "Your bed, though. Not mine. We can have your cuck serve us all day. Get us drinks and food and whatever else we need."

    I smiled.

    "Theo's coming here when he gets back. He's going to spend all day ravaging your wife's body in our bed and you're going to serve us like a good cuck. With any luck, he'll let you fuck me as a reward, though I wouldn't count on it. You don't exactly deserve the pleasure of my pussy, do you?"

    Seth shook his head. "I want it so badly, though."

    "I know you do, baby. I know you do."

    "Let your cuck make you cum," Theo texted. "Look at that picture of my dick. Think about having it in your mouth. Think about it in your pussy. Think about it cumming inside you over and over again when I get back. Cum hard while you think about me, Sam, and then don't cum again until I'm inside you."

    "Eat my pussy, Seth," I said. "Right now."

    I tapped the picture of Theo's cock. I stared at it as Seth's tongue tended to my clit while his fingers ventured inside me. I had an orgasm in less than a minute, just like my husband sometimes does.

    It felt really good, though I'll admit I was a little frustrated I wouldn't get to cum again until Theo got back. That's a good kind of frustration, though.

    "I came so quickly and so hard. Even thinking about you is enough to drive me wild, though. I can't wait to see you again, Theo. Have fun in Vegas."

    "I will," he replied. "See you soon, Sam."

    I set my phone down, looked at Seth, and then rolled onto my stomach so he could continue the massage.

    "Get to work, cuck," I said. "Just because you got to give me an orgasm doesn't mean you're getting out of giving me a massage."

    Seth got to work and I got to enjoy a long massage while thoughts of Theo danced through my head, keeping my pussy in a wet and eager state that would not be satiated until he got home in a few days time.

  
    Acts of Love - Cum Feeding Your Cuck While You're Intimate with Your Bull

    To an uneducated outsider, the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle might seem like an incomprehensibly cruel fantasy.

    After all, it's cruel to make your husband eat another man's cum from your pussy, or to lock your husband's cock in a cage for weeks at a time, or to make him watch as someone else gives you countless orgasms with a superior cock.

    However, those of us that understand the cuckold and hotwife lifestyle know that all of those things - and so many more - are acts of love, for they offer the cuckold - and his hotwife - indescribable levels of pleasure that would otherwise be impossible to achieve.

    In today's post, the act of love is born out of cum feeding, but it goes further. Instead of merely sitting on your cuckold's face and feeding him another man's load, you do so while indulging in intimate pleasure with your bull. Kissing. Touching. Sweet nothings whispered to each other. If your cuckold gets off on your intimacy with another man, he'll be deeply grateful for this act of love.

    ---

    You've just had sex with your bull. Blissful, multi-orgasmic sex.

    Your chest is heaving. Your fingers and toes are tingling a little. You're just a little bit lightheaded. Your bull's cum will soon be leaking from your pussy.

    You turn and smile at your cuckold, who waits on his knees on the floor at the side of the bed. You reach out and take his hand.

    "Did you enjoy watching, cuck?" you ask.

    He nods. "Nothing turns me on more than watching you cum on his cock."

    You squeeze his hand and then release it. You roll towards your bull and he turns his head and smiles a moment before your lips find his. Your body is awash in beautiful post-orgasmic hormones and you feel nothing but warmth for the man that has provided you with so many astonishing climaxes since he first entered your pussy six months ago.

    "You're incredible," you say while running your fingers through his chest hair.

    He smiles. "Nowhere near as incredible as you are."

    You laugh softly. "I'm going to feed him your cum."

    He kisses you. His tongue moves into your mouth. He likes when you feed his cum to your cuck. He likes that you reaffirm your husband's place by making him eat a superior man's load. He likes feeling like the superior man, and he should feel that way because he is. There's no question about it.

    "Assume the position, cuck," you say.

    Your husband crawls into the bed and gets on his back. His head rests near the edge of the mattress. You move to your knees and straddle him. You crawl forward until your pussy hovers over his face.

    Your bull gets out of the bed and comes around until he's standing just a few feet from your cuck's head.

    You look down at your husband. You smile as he stares at your pussy.

    "I hope you're hungry, cuck," you say. "He saved his load for a week."

    He doesn't get a chance to answer as you drop your pussy onto his mouth and begin to feed him. His tongue pushes deep inside you and he moans while receiving the superior man's load. He nourishes himself - his cuckold soul, so to speak - while you look at the man that just satisfied you in ways your husband can't.

    "Come here," you say with a smile.

    Your bull steps closer. You reach down and grasp his flaccid cock. You place it over your husband's face. You smile at the sight of it. You reach up and caress your bull's face. You run your fingers through his hair and pull his lips to yours for a long, slow, deep kiss.

    "I'm so lucky I found you," you say softly as your cuck's tongue continues to explore your pussy. "I'm so lucky I found a man so skilled in the art of satisfying a woman. I'm so lucky I found someone I connect with on a sexual and emotional level."

    He caresses your face. He runs his fingers over your neck, your shoulder, and your breasts. He smiles and takes one in his hand. Your cuck moans. More of your bull's cum pours into the mouth of the man you've been married to for more than a decade.

    "I'm the lucky one," your bull says. "I knew I could give you more than your husband ever has, but I didn't know I'd find someone that could give me more than any other woman ever has."

    Another man's cock is resting on your husband's face. That man's cum is sliding down your husband's throat. That man is standing right in front of you and in the moment all you can think is how lucky you are to have found him, how pleased you are at the deep connection you've forged with him, how happy you are that your husband encouraged you to go outside your marriage for your sexual satisfaction.

    "Will you stay the night?" you ask. "I'd very much like to fall asleep in your arms."

    "It would be my pleasure," he replies.

    You kiss. His cock has started to grow a little, though it still rests across your husband's forehead and nose.

    "Will you fuck me again before we go to sleep?" you ask. "Will you fuck me and cum inside me again?"

    "Nothing would make me happier."

    You slide back and sit across your husband's chest, though you maintain eye contact with your bull. "Fuck his mouth to get hard," you say. "Then my pussy is yours to do with as you please."

    Your bull smiles. Your husband opens his mouth. The superior man's cock passes his lips and slides into his throat. He is beneath both of you. He has accepted his place. He is a very happy cuck and you are a very happy hotwife.

    You reach back and play with your husband's stiff cock, confirming that he adores being put in the position he currently occupies.

    Cleaning your pussy while you indulge in your intimate desires with your bull thrills your cuck. Sucking cock so that you can get fucked again thrills your cuck.

    It might seem cruel to an outside observer, but to your cuckold it's an act of love to sit on his face and feed him another man's cum while you kiss, caress, and develop deeper intimacy with that man.

    It's always a good idea to show your cuckold just how much you love him.

  
    Acts of Submission - Pussy Worship

    Each entry in the Acts of Submission series will have two parts. The first part will be an exploration of the act of submission and how it benefits both the domme and her submissive. The idea will be to teach you how to be a better submissive. The second part with be a first person story designed around the particular act. It will be told as if we’re in a domme/sub relationship and will hopefully make you feel the joys of female domination (and cuckolding in later installments). I hope you enjoy it :)

    
      The Act
    

    As a true submissive, your pleasure should be derived from the pleasure of others. Your focus should be on making your domme feel good in whatever way she desires. You should yearn to see a look of ecstasy on her face without any concern for what will make you cum.

    Pussy worship is a beautiful form of submission, and it’s about more than going down on your domme. It’s about using your tongue (and possibly your fingers) to show her that the only thing you care about is her pleasure. It’s about worshiping her magnificent cunt and giving her the orgasmic ecstasy that she craves.

    It should go without saying that you are not to touch your cock during pussy worship (unless you’ve been given permission, of course). Remember, you’re a submissive. Your goal is to make your domme cum. It’s to give her pleasure without concern for your own. That means keeping your hands off your cock. 

    All your effort must be concentrated on her cunt. If you’re busy masturbating and thinking about your orgasm there’s no question you’re going to do a subpar job. So keep your hands away from your dick while you worship her pussy. Make sure that you’re paying attention to her moans and the way her body moves. She’ll tell you how to pleasure her without saying a word, as long as you’re attuned to her desires.

    Remember, your submission turns her on. A domme/sub relationship works because it goes both ways. Her dominance thrills you. Your submission thrills her. If you’re busy pulling on your cock while you go down on her, you’re not really submitting. That’s just you worshiping her pussy because it turns you on.

    If you want to be a good submissive, think only of her. When a worship session begins, fall to your knees while holding her gaze. You’ll see a flash of desire. You’ll see how much she enjoys your willingness to do whatever it takes to please her.

    When she says, “You may worship my pussy,” let her see the delight on your face. Let her see exactly how much it turns you on to be given permission to taste her cunt and to bring her the pleasure she deserves.

    Pay attention to your domme’s moans and try new things as you’re worshiping her pussy. Perhaps she likes to be fingered. Perhaps she likes to have her breasts played with or her ass massaged. If you’re on your knees and she’s standing, try running your fingers up and down her thighs to stimulate the many erogenous zones on her body.

    Let her do with you as she pleases. If she wants to pull your hair to guide you between her legs, submit to it. If she wants to sit on your face and smother you with her pussy, submit to it. If she wants to verbally humiliate you while you worship her cunt, submit to it. You are her toy. You are her submissive.

    Now how about a pussy worship story?

    
      The Story
    

    It was obvious you were submissive from the start, but ours wasn’t a domme/sub relationship from the start.

    I could tell you weren’t ready for it. Not at first, at least. You were still caught up in what you thought it meant to be a man.

    It was like you were concerned about having good sex stories to tell your friends instead of being concerned about achieving the highest level of pleasure.

    You came around, though. It took a while, but I got you there. I slowly weaned you off of the ideas of traditional masculinity in the bedroom. I showed you that there was great joy in submission. I showed you that being a good submissive would bring me more pleasure than any session of pussy pounding could ever hope to deliver.

    That’s how we ended up on the cusp of your first true pussy worship session. You were naked in my bedroom. You had your hands behind your back. Your cock was already hard. There was even a glistening drop of precum at the tip of your erection.

    I emerged from my walk-in closet wearing a black corset, black lace boyshort panties, black stockings, and a pair of knee high black leather boots with three inch heels. I still remember buying the outfit. I wanted to play the part for you. Plus, a dominant outfit always makes me feel powerful, especially when I see the reaction on your face.

    It was the first time you’d seen me dressed like that. Your eyes actually went wide as you stared at me.

    “Do you like what you see?” I asked from across the room.

    You nodded vigorously. “You’re beautiful,” you said.

    I walked towards you. I took my time. My steps were slow and deliberate. I could see your arousal building. I saw your eyes darting. I saw you fidgeting. I saw a mixture of nerves and desire.

    “It’s okay,” I said as I reached you. “You don’t have to be nervous.” My fingernails moved delicately over your chest and down your stomach. I dragged them over your erection. You winced as a hint of pain emanated from your pelvis.

    “Are you going to be a good submissive for me?” I whispered.

    You looked into my eyes. I saw a battle taking place. I saw you fighting with your male programming. I saw you trying to convince yourself that submission is what you craved. Then I saw you nod.

    I wrapped my fingers around your cock and gripped it tightly. I saw fright in your eyes. You wondered if I was going to hurt you. I could have crushed your cock in my hand.

    “That means no touching this,” I whispered. “Do you understand? Your cock doesn’t exist tonight. It’s nothing. My pussy is the only thing that exists. My pleasure is the only thing that matters. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” you said.

    I released your cock and the tension released from your body. I tenderly wrapped my fingers around your testicles and leaned closer. I kissed your neck, nibbled your earlobe, and said, “These are mine too and the cum in them is mine to control. You don’t get to orgasm until you’ve made me happy. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” you said in a voice that was thick with desire.

    I released your testicles and caressed your face. “You’re a good boy,” I said. I smiled as you shuddered. My words brought you pleasure.

    I kissed you. At first, it was soft. My lips pressed gently against yours. My tongue gently probed and you opened your mouth for me. I invaded. Your tongue danced with mine. I moaned. I felt the dominant desire building in me.

    “On your knees,” I said after pulling away from the beautiful kiss.

    You sank to your knees with your hands still behind your back. You looked up at me. You looked like a sweet little puppy dog waiting for a treat from its master.

    “What do you want?” I asked.

    “I want to worship your pussy,” you answered as you held my gaze.

    I reached out and ran my fingers through your hair. I took a tight grip and tilted your head back. I saw you wince in pain. It turned me on.

    “Why do you want to worship my pussy?” I asked.

    “Because your pleasure is all that matters to me,” you answered. “Because making you cum is the greatest pleasure I can imagine. Because hearing you moan as I worship your pussy would make me the happiest man in the world.”

    I felt the wetness building between my legs. You were turning me on. Your submission was intensely arousing.

    “Open your mouth,” I said.

    You did as you were told. I positioned my head over yours and worked the spit out of my mouth. It traveled the distance between us and landed on your tongue. You kept your mouth open like a good boy.

    “Swallow,” I said.

    You closed your mouth and swallowed my spit. You couldn’t help but smile. You felt my domination. I felt your submission.

    “You may take my panties off,” I said.

    You reached up and slowly pulled off the black lace panties I’d picked out for you. You exposed my perfect cunt. I’d shaved earlier that day, leaving just a strip of hair above my clit.

    “Your pussy is perfect,” you said with a sense of wonder in your voice.

    “Yes, it is,” I replied. “And it’s a gift to be able to worship it. Do you understand that?”

    “Yes, I do,” you answered. “I really do.”

    I could feel the submission emanating from you. It was the soft look in your eyes and the way you held your body as you rested on your knees. It was the desire I could feel. It was your need to worship me.

    I reached between my legs and put two fingers inside me. “Can you hear how wet I am?” I asked.

    You nodded.

    “That’s because of you,” I said as I pulled my fingers out and pressed them against your lips. You opened your mouth and sucked them clean. I pushed them to the back of your throat and watched you try not to gag. “Your submission turns me on. It makes me wet. It pleases me so much more than anything else.”

    You nodded with my fingers still in your mouth. You understood.

    I pulled my fingers from your mouth and said, “You may worship my pussy.”

    You leaned forward and pressed your lips against my cunt. Your tongue darted out and pushed inside me so you could taste my juices.

    I reached out and held the back of your head as I stood above you. I moaned as your tongue moved to my clit and you began to massage it with rhythmic licking.

    “That’s a good boy,” I said. “Make me feel good. Worship my perfect cunt.”

    It was your turn to moan. Your hands were still behind your back. You were being so good for me. You were immersed in the joy of submission. You were tasting my juices and trying to make me cum.

    “Use your fingers,” I said. “Put them inside me.”

    You pushed two fingers into my pussy. You searched for my g-spot, just as I’d taught you. You rubbed your fingers over it, fucking me in unison with your tongue’s talented licking.

    I closed my eyes and groaned. You brought me intense pleasure. You made me feel good by putting my desires above your own. You worshiped my pussy without question.

    “You’re going to make me cum,” I said. I was close. I’d been so turned on by our little domme/sub session that it wasn’t going to take long to get me off.

    You licked me faster. You fingered me deeper. You made me drip.

    I grabbed your head with both hands. I moved my pussy over your mouth. I fucked your face. Then I climaxed. I cried out in pleasure. My thighs trembled on either side of your head. I tightened my grip. You likely felt pain, but you kept licking me.

    Finally, as the orgasm exploded out from my pelvis I pushed your head away. I let the pleasure wash over me as I stood above you.

    “That was the best orgasm you’ve ever given me,” I said.

    I wanted the comment to sink in. I wanted you to think about all the times you thought you’d fucked me so well. I wanted you to understand that your submission turned me on so much more than a good fucking ever could.

    “Get on the bed,” I demanded.

    You hopped to your feet and climbed into my bed. I stepped closer and took your cock in my hand. I stroked you, using your precum as lube. You groaned in pure delight.

    “Did you enjoy worshiping my pussy?” I asked.

    “Yes,” you said as your hips involuntarily lifted towards the ceiling. “I loved it.”

    “Do you think you deserve to cum?” I asked while continuing to jerk you off.

    You looked at me with confusion on your face. “I don’t know,” you said.

    I let go of your cock and straddled you. My pussy rested against your stomach.

    “Let me answer for you,” I said. “You never deserve to cum. Any orgasm you have is a gift from me. I control your pleasure. I control your orgasms. If I want you to have one, you will. If I don’t, you’ll abstain.”

    I saw a mixture of agony and lust in your eyes. I saw the battle raging once again. You wanted to submit. You found pleasure in it. You wanted to cum, too. You wanted to push me off of you, grab your cock, and masturbate until you spilled your seed.

    “I understand,” you finally said.

    I smiled and sat on your face. I dropped my wet cunt onto your mouth.

    “Worship me,” I said.

    You looked up at me as my stocking-clad legs pressed against your chest. You caressed them as you worshiped my cunt. 

    “I can cum many times in a single session,” I said. “You’ll have to get me off more than once to deserve an orgasm. I hope you’re ready to worship all day.”

    I didn’t give you a chance to answer. I smothered you with my pussy. The look in your eyes told me you were ready to worship for as long as it took, though.

  
    Admit Your Inferiority

    
    I want you to repeat after me: “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed.”

    Let’s be honest: For most of you, that’s an absolute truth (and for those of you that don’t have a wife or girlfriend, you know it will be true in the future or it’s been true in the past). That’s just how it is.

    It’s not easy to accept that reality though. In fact, it’s among the more difficult things a man can do. Think about it for a second. You’re admitting that you’re incapable of doing one of the most basic things expected of a man.

    You marry a woman (or commit to her in a long term relationship) and you’re expected to be able to satisfy her in bed. You’re supposed to see that her sexual needs are met. The only problem is you can’t do it. You can’t fulfill one of the basic duties of manhood.

    So again, I want you to repeat after me: “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed.”

    I know it might hurt to admit that, but in the end you and your wife will be happier for it. Once you recognize that you can’t meet her needs you can go about ensuring that someone else does. You can take the next step in your relationship and admit that someone else is needed to give your wife the satisfaction she deserves.

    Why is it you can’t satisfy your wife? I want you to consider the reason (or reasons). Is it because your cock is too small? Can she just not feel you when you’re inside her? Is it because you cum too quickly? Do you spill your seed just a minute or two after entering her? Is it because you’re just worthless in bed? Do you not have any understand of what she needs, of how to make her cum? Is it something else entirely?

    Consider it. Think about it. Identify it. I want you to figure out exactly how you’re disappointing your wife. It’s important that you do.

    I want you to repeat after me: “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed because…” and then fill in the reason. Admit it.

    “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed because my cock is too small.”

    “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed because I cum too quickly.”

    “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed because I don’t know how to fuck her properly.”

    “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed because I’m a pathetic beta male that has no concept of what a woman needs from a man.”

    Do any of those sound right? Do they all sound right? This is important. This is the foundation of why you’re going to be a cuckold. This issue rests at the heart of why you want and need someone else in your bed to fuck your wife.

    Ultimately, when you take the first step and admit your shortcomings you’re a great deal closer to your dream of being a cuckold than you might realize.

    One more time. Repeat after me: “I can’t satisfy my wife in bed.”

    Good boy.

  
    Advice from a Mistress - Part 1

    Dear Ms. Bellamy,

    I’m sorry if this is an intrusion, but I was hoping you could help me with my boyfriend, Jacob. I love him. He’s truly a wonderful man. He’s kind, caring, smart, successful, handsome, and much more. He’s all the things a girl is supposed to want in a guy.

    It’s just that our sex life isn’t really what I want it to be. I feel this incredible urge to dominate him, I just don’t know how to broach the subject. He’s never really seemed like a guy that would be into that sort of thing and I’m afraid that if I come right out and tell him that I’m dominant and I want him to be submissive that he might just break up with me.

    I’ve also never really dominated a guy before. I’ve thought about it and fantasized about it (a lot), but I don’t have any experience with it. So, what do I do? Any help would be appreciated.

    Sarah

    ~~~~~

    Dear Sarah,

    Thank you for getting in touch. I’d be happy to help. I can’t promise you that my advice will work, but I’m more than happy to offer it and to keep in touch as you discover your dominant side with Jacob.

    I tend to lean towards showing rather than saying. What I mean is that I think you should simply try dominating Jacob to see how he responds. If he seems to find it an utterly abhorrent notion you might have to look for another man (as sad as that might seem). If he seems to find the experience arousing, then you have something of a green light to keep playing.

    I’ll give you the basics of something you can try. I’d do it on a day when you’re going to be together all day. Let’s say you make it this Saturday. You want to start by teasing him bright and early. Maybe wake him up with a little kissing or play between his legs. Stroke him, get him hard, get him excited, and then end it. Don’t have sex with him. Don’t get him off. Get him all worked up and then deny him (without saying that’s what you’re doing, of course).

    The goal is to repeat that process throughout the day. Make sure you’re together and make sure you keep him aroused. You know your boyfriend best, but it shouldn’t take much more than a few well-placed kisses, maybe a little bit of groping, etc. You don’t want him to be a walking boner all day long, but you do want him aroused and thinking about you.

    Then, as the day is nearing its end, you pay off all that arousal. You change into something you know Jacob likes and you tell him to get naked and get into the bed. You make him think that you’re going to blow his mind with the hottest sex of his life. He’ll be so aroused he’ll do anything you tell him to.

    Chances are good that he’ll try and do whatever you usually do. Maybe he’ll try and toss you onto your back and fuck you missionary style. Maybe he’ll try and get you to give him head and then ride him until he cums inside you. The key is to deny him whatever you usually do. Throw him off his game. If he reaches up to play with your breasts, grab him by the wrist and gently move his hand away. Tell him he doesn’t get to play with your breasts until you say he can. Make your voice soft and sexy. Make it like you’re playing a naughty little game, not like you’re punishing him for something.

    It’s important to decide what you want to do beforehand, at least to a certain degree, because it’s your first time dominating him. So, how do you want him to make you cum? Do you want to sit on his face? Do you want to ride his cock? Do you want him to finger you? Make that decision and then make him cum before he even gets close to losing his orgasm.

    I think your best bet is to make him cum with a handjob. That allows you total control and it lets you talk dirty to him in a super sensual way. You can whisper, kiss him, kiss his neck, etc. Then you can make him cum and he will end up feeling like you’ve been in control the entire time. With any luck, he’ll have a great orgasm that he’ll associate with your control and that dominance you showed off. Once a man has a great orgasm, he wants more, and that’s how you get started down the road to domination.

    Let me know how it goes. I always love to hear if my advice is at all helpful.

    Becca

    P.S. – You can call me Becca :)

    ~~~~~

    Dear Becca,

    Let me get this out of the way: Your advice worked like a charm. It was truly incredible. I had a better orgasm than I’ve had in months and I’m pretty sure Jacob came harder than he ever has.

    If it’s okay, I’d really love to tell you about it. I don’t have anyone to talk about this stuff with and the whole thing is just so exciting.

    So, I took your advice and did it on a Saturday. The planning started on Friday, though. I slept in this pink satin camisole and tap pants set that Jacob absolutely loves, and though I could tell he wanted to fuck me the moment I got into bed, I told him I was too tired for that. I promised I’d take care of him on Saturday, though.

    I feel like that made him even more excited when he woke up to the feeling of my hand around his cock. He was already hard (morning wood is so reliable) and he immediately had this giddy look on his face.

    “Good morning, sweetheart,” I said as I played with the head of his cock.

    He groaned a little bit and that giddy smile returned. I know I wasn’t really dominating him, but I kind of felt like it because I knew there was no way I was letting him fuck me. I had already decided Jacob wasn’t getting what he wanted on Saturday morning, which kind of felt like domination. Either way, it was really sexy for me. I was actually turned on enough that I would have loved to have him inside me, but I was determined to wait and see if your advice would play out.

    I teased him for a good ten minutes before looking at the clock and saying, “Okay, we have to get ready for breakfast.”

    That was the first moment when I thought there might be a problem. Jacob had this frustrated look on his face and for just a second I thought he might become one of those guys that yells about blue balls, cock teasing, etc.

    “I always make you feel good, don’t I?” I asked him. “Maybe I just wanted to tease you a little this morning before making you feel good later?”

    I didn’t give him a chance to react. Instead, I got out of bed, stripped, and got in the shower. Jacob actually tried to join me – I’m pretty sure he figured he could convince me to have shower sex – but I turned him down. He still had a boner when he walked away, though, so I don’t think he was too upset.

    After I showered and got dressed I gave Jacob a long, slow kiss in the kitchen and his boner returned.

    “What’s gotten into you today?” he asked.

    “I don’t know,” I said. “Is it a problem?”

    I reached out and played with his dick a little and he shook his head. “Not at all.”

    I felt more confident right from the start of the day. It seemed to emanate from the fact that I’d decided to dominate him. That was it. I’d decided I was going to be a dominant girl and it filled me with confidence. It was amazing.

    We went out for breakfast, which didn’t leave much room for teasing, though I did manage to play footsie under the table a little and I did pull him close for a long, coffee-flavored kiss after we left the restaurant.

    I might have gone a little overboard, because the truth is that Jacob kind of was a walking boner on Saturday. That didn’t upset me, of course. I liked it. I think he liked it too. He was certainly a little frustrated that I kept getting him hard without even taking his dick out, but I feel like he was actually pretty excited about all of it.

    The movie was the most fun. We went to a 5:30 showing and I picked seats in the back row. I don’t think I let five minutes go by without kissing Jacob or reaching over to play with his cock in his pants.

    I almost jerked him off in the theater, to be honest. I was having so much fun playing with him that I kind of wanted to just go for it. I kept myself in check, though.

    Jacob tried his very best to fuck me in the movie theater parking garage. There was no one else around so I can see why he wanted to do it, but he was all over me. We were kissing and he put his hand in my pants and found how wet I was. I couldn’t entirely blame him for thinking I was down to get fucked. I’d just spent two hours teasing him.

    “I need you to be good for me, Jacob. I need you to keep yourself in check just a little longer,” I said after a few minutes of vigorous foreplay in the garage. “I promise your patience will be rewarded.”

    I registered something on his face when I said I needed him to “be good for me,” and I’m pretty sure it was arousal. I think he liked the idea. It was enough to get him in the car, certainly.

    When we got home I pulled him to the bedroom, told him to get naked, and stepped into the closet to change into something sexy, as you recommended. Jacob is a fan of really feminine lingerie, so I put on a sheer pink baby doll that I absolutely love. It makes my breasts look spectacular, which I imagine is a big part of why Jacob loves it too.

    His dick was rock hard and he had a gleeful look on his face when I stepped out of the closet and walked towards him. You were right about how he’d be, too.

    He was halfway out of the bed by the time I walked over. He pulled me close and his hands were all over me. He was trying to direct the action. He was trying to fuck me.

    “No, no,” I said as I pulled his hands from my ass. “I asked you to lay in the bed.”

    He looked up at me with genuine confusion in his eyes, but it washed away and was quickly replaced by a smile. He moved to his back and watched as I straddled him.

    “Teasing you turns me on,” I said as I reached out and ran my fingers through the precum at the tip of his cock. “I don’t know why, but it does. I had so much fun today. You felt how wet I was. You felt how excited I got playing with you all day.”

    “It turns me on too,” he said. “Though I guess that’s obvious.”

    I moved a little closer and rubbed my panty-clad pussy over Jacob’s cock. I knew he could feel the heat emanating from me and the wetness that soaked my panties.

    “Fuck,” Jacob said as he reached down and tried to pull my panties aside.

    “No,” I said as I gently grasped his wrist.

    I grabbed his other wrist and pushed them above his head. Jacob didn’t offer any resistance. We kissed and I sucked on his tongue as he moved his hips upwards in a futile attempt to penetrate me.

    I sat on his chest and pulled my panties aside, showing him my pussy. I saw him stare. He licked his lips.

    I rubbed my pussy and pushed two fingers inside as Jacob watched. I’d seen it in a domination video that I found enormously arousing. I did the same thing the girl had done. I offered Jacob my fingers. It was so fucking hot when he opened his mouth and sucked on them. Our eyes met as he was doing it. I think that was the moment when I was completely confident Jacob was going to let me do what I wanted that night.

    I repeated the fun with my fingers a few more times before making my final move. I crawled forward a little and sat on Jacob’s face.

    “Make me cum,” I said.

    His tongue went to work immediately. It felt so fucking good, too, and it was more than just his skill at eating pussy or the fact that I’d been turned on for much of the day. It was the fact that I was sitting on his face. It was the fact that I was dominating him for the first time. It was the fact that he seemed so eager to play the part.

    I came in less than a minute. It was a mind-bending orgasm, too. I actually saw stars and for just a split second the whole world went white. How incredible.

    I sat on Jacob’s chest for a little as I recovered from the orgasm. He seemed a little dazed, too. It turns out it was his first time eating pussy in that way.

    I rolled off of him and he immediately tried to get on top to fuck me missionary style. I placed a hand on his chest and said, “No,” once more and he rolled onto his back.

    I wrapped my fingers around his cock and stroked him slowly. “Don’t worry,” I said. “I’m going to make you feel good. I promise.”

    I had him right away. He closed his eyes and moaned. Precum dripped from his cock.

    “I loved the way you ate my pussy,” I said. “I loved riding your tongue while you gave me exactly what I needed. I even love seeing some of my juices on your face right now.”

    I kissed his neck and licked a little bit of my juice from his skin. He moaned a little bit louder.

    “I loved it too,” he said.

    “That’s good,” I replied. “That’s so good, baby, because I think we’re going to do it a lot more often.”

    I took his groan to mean that he liked the idea and I certainly did.

    What I loved about stroking his cock was that I got turned on again, like almost immediately. I felt completely in control. He was on his back, his eyes were closed, I had his cock in my hand, and he was sort of whimpering a little, like an entire day of being aroused had reduced him to a regressed mental state.

    To be honest, it was kind of incredible. I could have cum again if I’d reached between my legs and masturbated. I wanted to make Jacob cum, though.

    “You were so good for me today,” I said. “I had so much fun playing with you and you made me cum so hard, Jacob. You made me cum so hard.”

    He moaned.

    “Do you want to cum, baby? Do you want me to make you cum?” I asked.

    “Yes, please, make me cum,” he said.

    I smiled and stroked him faster. I kissed his neck. I twisted my hand right at the top of the stroke, just like he loves.

    He groaned and his pelvis shot into the air as a huge rope of cum launched from the tip of his cock. It landed on his stomach as I kept stroking him. His body convulsed as the pleasure ripped through him. It was truly incredible.

    “That was unbelievable,” Jacob said after. “Thank you. Fuck, thank you so much.”

    The gratitude made me smile. That seemed like a good sign.

    So, all told, I’d say it was a big success. I do have a question, though. On Sunday morning Jacob was all over me and I ended up caving and we had vanilla sex. Missionary. It was really nice and I came, but it wasn’t a particularly good orgasm and it was nothing like the night before.

    Am I terrible for not really wanting to have vanilla sex with him anymore? Would it be a mistake to try and make everything about domination play from now on?

    Thanks for your help!

  
    Advice from a Mistress - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous part of the story.

    
      
    

    Dear Sarah,

    For now I think it would be wise to mix in a bit of vanilla sex along with the femdom play. Let me try and explain why.

    It’s quite likely that Jacob will be dealing with feelings he either doesn’t understand or doesn’t particularly want to feel. He almost certainly enjoyed the femdom play you initiated, but it’s the enjoyment of it that will likely generate those difficult feelings for him.

    In general, men believe they are supposed to be strong and tough and act like alpha males all the time. That tends to bleed into the bedroom, and having you sit on his face until you cum, tease his cock without letting him inside you, and generally take control runs counter to what is likely Jacob’s understand of what it means to be a man. Because of that, he’ll need a little time to adjust to the new approach to sex that you want to take.

    That’s okay, though. The truth is, you need time to adjust to it too. Plus, it’s nice to play things slow. Just think of all the fun you can have as a dominant girl. There’s years worth of stuff you can try. I promise.

    There are always ways to add just a little bit of femdom to the vanilla sex, too. If you’re having missionary sex, give his ass a few swats while he fucks you, or give it a possessive squeeze. If you’re on top, try something simple like insisting that he not thrust up into you. Make it so that he just lays there while you use his cock for your pleasure. It’s very close to vanilla, but it’s just a small step away.

    Feel free to stop having sex in any position you don’t like, too. If you do doggystyle just for him, then stop. Only do it if you want to do it. Ultimately, if he’s going to be a good submissive partner for you then he should find genuine pleasure in doing what makes you feel best.

    If you have any more questions, don’t hesitate to ask, and as with before, I’d love to hear about any progress you’re making with Jacob.

    Becca

    ~~~~~

    Dear Becca,

    So I tried that little trick you mentioned about getting on top and telling him not to do anything. Normally Jacob likes to play with my breasts, grab my ass, thrust up into me, etc. All of that feels quite good so it’s not like he’s doing something I hate, but it was actually quite fun to stop him from doing so.

    I put on a little bit of lingerie. I find that I quite like the way he looks at me when I emerge from the bathroom dressed in something fetching. The way his eyes seem to devour my body is exciting and it actually makes me feel kind of powerful. I hope someday he’ll look at me the same way when I emerge in a leather corset or a pair of thigh high latex boots.

    Today it was a bodysuit. I love a bodysuit. This one was made from black lace with a semi-sheer material across my breasts. I’d bought it just a few days earlier. Jacob did that thing where he stared like he was devouring me with his eyes.

    I stripped him naked and crawled on top of him. We kissed as his hands moved over the lingerie, exploring my body and eliciting the kinds of moans every man loves to hear from a woman.

    When I was nice and wet and he was nice and hard I pulled on the little snap to free my pussy and took Jacob’s cock in my hand. I sat across his thighs and stroked him as I smiled.

    “Do you want me to take you inside me?” I asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “Damn right I do.”

    I played with the head of his cock and rubbed the precum around, making it slippery and eliciting lusty moans from Jacob.

    “Will you do something for me?” I asked.

    “Anything.”

    I straddled his cock and rubbed the head over my pussy lips before taking just a little bit of him inside me.

    “Do nothing,” I said. “Don’t reach up and touch me. Don’t push your cock up inside me. Just lay there. Let me use your cock. Let me fuck you.”

    I saw this little flash of joy on his face. I can’t tell you how much it turned me on.

    “Okay,” he said.

    I sank down on his cock and rested my hands on his chest. I dug my fingernails into his skin just a little. I saw the flash of pain on his face. The smile that followed turned me on.

    I moved back and forth on his cock just a little. I gave him a taste of the pleasure of being inside me. I watched his face. I saw the joy he felt.

    I liked that I could actually see him fighting off his urges to do what we usually did. He lifted his hands off the bed and dropped them back down a few times. He reached up to pull my mouth to his for a kiss and then relented and stopped.

    “Just lay there, baby,” I said. “Just let there and let me fuck you.”

    I know they’re just words, but they turned me on. It felt like the littlest taste of the kind role reversal that makes things like pegging play look so hot to me. It wasn’t really that – his cock was still inside me, after all – but I was the one in control and he was the one passively laying there. That’s what made it feel so hot.

    Eventually I did more than just tease him with a little back and forth action. Eventually I rode him hard. I bounced furiously on his cock and it got wonderfully loud in the bedroom. It actually felt a little like I was using him. I know he found it pleasurable – he did cum, after all – but it was me kind of using him like a living dildo.

    I had a really good orgasm. Better than the orgasm I’d experienced during our vanilla missionary sex a few nights prior. It was fueled by just a bit of domination, like you said, and it was incredible.

    I took a short break after my orgasm and then went back at it to make Jacob cum. It didn’t take long, especially once I started telling him to cum inside me. That always seems to get him going. He did a little bit of thrusting when he was cumming, but that seemed reasonable to me. Men can’t really control themselves when they’re cumming.

    So, thanks for that bit of advice. It worked better than I thought it would have, honestly.

    Now I’m wondering how I take this to the next level. It seems like Jacob is turned on by the notion of being dominated, so how do I find out if that’s actually true?

    Sarah

    ~~~~~

    Dear Sarah,

    You’ve probably reached the point where it’s time to talk to Jacob about your desire to dominate him. He’s probably gotten the hint to a certain extent, so it might not be as surprising to him as you might think.

    I would start by telling Jacob that you’re really turned on by the idea of dominating him. Then share with him the fact that you’ve already done it in some small measure. Tell him how good the orgasms you had were. If he’s submissive – as I suspect he might be – he’ll find the idea of you having really good orgasms exceptionally appealing. He’ll want to provide you with more of those.

    If he’s supportive, tell him that you want to keep experimenting. Tell him that you want to try new ways of dominating him. Tell him that as long as he’s willing, you’re going to find new ways to expand your sex life and bring you both the kind of pleasure you crave.

    Then, if I may, I would suggest a game. First, talk to Jacob on a Saturday morning, or perhaps a Friday night after work. When you do, suggest that you want to play a dominant game all weekend.

    Tell him that for the weekend you’re going to be playing an orgasm exchange game where he gets to cum once for every 3, 4, or 5 times he makes you cum (you should choose a number that seems reasonable as you definitely want him to cum once or twice over the course of the weekend).

    Chances are good he’ll be into the idea. Once you know he is, you direct him to his place between your legs. You let him worship your pussy. You encourage him while he’s doing it. Remember, now you’ve openly admitted that you want to dominate him so it’s okay to be more open in doing so. Try out a little verbal play. See what he responds to. Does he like being called a good boy while he’s worshiping your pussy? Does he like talk that’s a little dirtier? What do you respond to? Is there one particular turn of phrase that turns you on more when Jacob is between your legs?

    After he’s gotten you off that first time, be sure to tease him. Pull out his cock. Play with it. Tease him about how he doesn’t get to cum until he makes you cum the prescribed number of times.

    The important thing with this game is your willingness to be in control. Jacob may be so desperate to cum that he tries to get you off 4 or 5 times in an hour. If that’s not what you want you need to have the confidence to stop him. You can’t let him dominate from the submissive position. You have to be in control.

    I wouldn’t recommend punishing him yet, but you’re allowed to get angry if Jacob refuses to actually act like a good submissive. I would recommend a conversation about it at this point, though. Remember, he needs to learn how to be a submissive like you need to learn how to dominate him. Neither of you is going to be great at it the first time you do it, so you have to give him space to grow along with you.

    Don’t worry too much about that, though. I promise you’ll have fun with it. I’d love to hear how the conversation goes and whether or not you had fun playing a little orgasm game over the weekend.

    Becca

    ~~~~~

    Dear Becca,

    I had 14 orgasms in the roughly 52 hour span from the time I proposed the orgasm game you mentioned on Friday night to right now as I sit down to write this email. That’s definitely the most orgasms I’ve ever had in that short a time span. Even better, they were all really, really good orgasms.

    So the conversation actually went pretty well. I did as you suggested and sat Jacob down after we’d had dinner on Friday night. I told him that I was really, really into the idea of female domination and talked about the little ways in which I’d experimented with it so far.

    He wasn’t as shy as I thought he might be about it. He was actually kind of excited. He talked about how much he’d enjoyed the first little game with the facesitting and the teasing handjob in particular. He mentioned how good his orgasm had been when I fucked him, too. Honestly, he didn’t really seem to have any misgivings about the notion of being dominated. I’m quite certain he’s not really familiar with what being a submissive means or whether or not he actually is submissive, but he was more than happy to go along for the ride.

    That’s when I proposed the game. I told him that he’d have to make me cum 5 times for every orgasm I was going to give him. Thinking about what you’d said, I told him that I had the right to refuse his desire to go down on me and that he couldn’t simply spend his weekend between my legs trying to lick me to dozens of orgasms. I told him he’d have to work for it.

    Then I told him to make me cum. He seemed a little surprised at the bossy tone of my voice, but I was feeling myself at that point and I wanted him to get to work.

    He dropped to his knees, he pulled my panties aside, and he ate my pussy like a good boy. By the way, I discovered that I really love calling him that. I can’t even tell you. It feels so good every time I say it and I don’t understand why. It doesn’t really matter, but damn is it good.

    It’s still so early, but I think I prefer a more sensual kind of female domination. I’ve never really enjoyed videos where the woman is yelling at the guy or beating his ass or abusing him verbally. It just doesn’t seem sexy to me, especially with someone I actually love and care about like Jacob.

    As a little aside, I watched a video this weekend – yes, in between all the orgasms Jacob was giving me – where a woman was slowly, sensually fucking her husband with a strapon while whispering all these sweet nothings into his ear. It was so hot! So, so hot! I don’t know if Jacob will ever be into that, but I absolutely must try it at some point.

    Anyway, it seemed like he enjoyed the “good boy” comments too. The first time I said it he moaned into my pussy. I discovered that I like getting just a little bit aggressive in grabbing his hair, too. That felt really good, honestly. It felt really, really good to do it as I got close to cumming. I know it’s as simple as feeling like I’m taking control of him, but that’s quite wonderful. Obviously, I like being in control.

    I did as you said after that first orgasm he gave me. I had him stand up, I pulled off his pants, and I wrapped my fingers around his cock. I stroked him as I looked up at him. I kissed the head of his cock. I teased him. Then I smiled and put his cock away. I told him he’d have to earn his orgasm. I told him he’d have to be a good boy four more times and then he’d get to cum like he wanted.

    It might have been a little mean, but I didn’t let him make me cum that fifth time on Friday night. I wanted him desperate when he woke up Saturday. He was, too.

    I’d gotten up earlier than him and was just finishing up making breakfast when he walked into the kitchen.

    He didn’t say anything. He spun me around, dropped to his knees in front of me, and looked up as he slipped his fingers into the waistband of my pajama shorts.

    I nodded and he pulled them down along with my panties. I loved that he’d waited for permission. It was a small thing but it felt like a huge step. Already he was being such a good boy.

    I wasn’t the slightest bit turned on before he came into the kitchen, but the sight of Jacob on his knees and desperately worshiping my pussy was enough to drive me crazy with desire. Before long I was reaching down and grabbing a handful of his hair. I pulled his face between my legs. I practically smothered him with my pussy. I loved the way he looked as I stood and he kneeled before me. I felt so powerful in that moment.

    I came hard. A little bit of juice leaked out of me, in fact. It was spectacularly sexy.

    “Stand up,” I said afterwards.

    Jacob stood up and I pushed his pajama pants down and grabbed his cock. I stood on my toes and pulled him closer. I took his cock between my legs and rubbed my pussy lips over it. We were essentially having outercourse. He couldn’t penetrate me from that angle. I was simply rubbing my pussy all over his dick. It was enough to make him cum, though. It took a few minutes, but after whispering in his ear about what a good boy he was being Jacob spilled his seed right onto the kitchen cabinet. He even cleaned it up afterwards.

    Jacob made me cum six times in total on Saturday. The last orgasm was right before bed, and while I could have waited until Sunday morning to make him cum, I felt like he deserved what he’d earned.

    This time I resolved to give him a handjob and make it take a little longer. Once again I changed into a sexy little lingerie set. I went with something soft and feminine. It was pink and oh so beautiful.

    I sprayed on a bit of perfume and climbed into bed with my naked boyfriend. His cock was already hard and pointing towards the ceiling. I wrapped my fingers around it as I kissed his neck and gently nibbled on his earlobe, which was spectacularly fun.

    “Tell me, Jacob, do you enjoy it when I’m in control?” I asked in a soft whisper.

    “Yes, very much so,” he said as I played with the head of his cock.

    “Really, or are you just saying what you know I want to hear?”

    “No, Sarah, I really enjoy it. I do. I promise. You don’t have to convince me. You don’t,” he said.

    I smiled and kissed him. I pushed my tongue into his mouth and he eagerly accepted it. He even sucked on it a little, which was so much hotter than I thought it would be.

    “Does that mean you like being a good boy for me?” I asked.

    Jacob groaned and, much to my surprise, had an orgasm. I was going to make the handjob last, but I clearly failed at that. It turns out Jacob really likes being a good boy for me. It turns out that spending a day worshiping my pussy was enough to get him to a place of extreme arousal and make him cum hard and fast.

    As I mentioned above, he made me cum 14 times, which means he never got his last orgasm. That was my choice, really. I could have let him make me cum again. I chose not to. He was definitely frustrated. We ended up having a little talk about it. We discussed that sometimes he was going to be frustrated. That’s just how it was going to go.

    Instead of letting him go down on me again we cuddled. It ended up being me as the big spoon, though. I ran my hands over him and said soothing things. I played with his cock a little to tease him. It actually felt like a whole new way of dominating him and I quite liked it.

    Thank you again, Becca. I’m sure I’ll be in touch again as more questions come up.

    Sarah
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    Dear Becca,

    Jacob kind of freaked out last night. I’d denied him for a week and I had him handcuffed to my bed (the cuffs were really fun, by the way). I was naked, he was naked, and I was playing with his cock. He was so, so hard and he was doing that thing I’ve come to love where he’d writhe and moan as I touched him. Even when he wasn’t talking it was like he was begging me to make him cum.

    I felt like I was just as turned on as he was. I felt genuine wetness between my legs. I could actually feel a few drops running down my legs. It was incredible.

    Then I touched his asshole. I’d been fantasizing about it for a little while, to be honest. Maybe it’s weird, but I just love the idea of Jacob giving me his ass, even in a small way. Something about it seems so naughty and I found myself getting crazy for it. So, I pressed my finger against his asshole while I was playing with his cock.

    “Sarah, no!” he said. He yelled, really. It was the look on his face that was worse, though. It was like I’d betrayed him, and I guess I kind of did.

    I think I probably could have apologized and gone back to teasing his cock, but I wanted to talk about it so I uncuffed him, apologized, and asked why it upset him so much.

    I didn’t get much out of him. His cock deflated pretty quickly and he wasn’t interested in playing. I apologized again this morning and he said everything was fine, but it felt like he was still mad at me.

    I’m not sure what to do here. Can you help?

    Sarah

    ~~~~~

    Dear Sarah,

    The bad news is that you made a mistake. The good news is that you can fix it.

    It sounds to me like you unknowingly hit one of Jacob’s limits. His reaction makes it seem like he’s not the slightest bit into anal play (don’t worry, you can fix that) and he likely felt some version of betrayal when you attempted to introduce anal play into your domination session.

    Essentially, you very lightly breached the trust that exists between a domme and her submissive. Thankfully you didn’t try to stuff a massive dildo in his ass or insist that he take your finger. Releasing him from the cuffs and apologizing was a good move. It showed Jacob that you recognized his discomfort and that you’re flexible enough to respect his limits.

    There were really two mistakes. The first was not sharing your desires with Jacob before you played. I know it can seem fun and sexy to surprise your submissive, but you’re so early in the process that you should really talk before you do something you’ve never done before. If you had shared your desire with Jacob he might have been able to overcome his fear of anal play.

    The second mistake was, of course, trying to play with his asshole. You saw the result of that and you learned your lesson.

    I said you could fix it and I firmly believe you can. Ultimately, every good submissive craves his domme’s pleasure more than anything. I believe Jacob is a good submissive and that he finds genuine pleasure in submission, which means it should be fairly easy to move past his fear of anal play, especially since that fear is likely rooted in outmoded notions of what it means if a straight man lets someone penetrate his ass. You just have to help Jacob push through those fears by letting him know that it would bring you great pleasure to introduce ass play to your relationship.

    I recommend first talking to him about it outside of the bedroom or a sexual situation. Share your desire with him and tell him that you’re not going to do anything that he’s not comfortable with. Then, make it clear – use a firm tone but try not to veer into being bossy –that you expect him to be open to expanding his sexual horizons. Make sure you reassure him that his pleasure is always on your mind and that if he offers his trust you’ll make sure to introduce him to a world of sexual satisfaction he never imagined possible.

    You’ve discovered that dominating Jacob brings you great pleasure. It might bring you the most intense sexual satisfaction you’ve ever experienced. As a submissive, Jacob is the same way. You’re showing him sexual pleasure like he’s never experienced before. However, he’s also required to be a great deal more vulnerable than you. He’s giving himself to you and trusting you not to push him too far. As his domme it’s your job to earn and maintain his trust in each session.

    Ultimately, the best way to guide your submissive to where you want him to be is to think about your mutual pleasure. The more time Jacob spends in that deeply satisfying state known as subspace, the further he’ll be willing to go for you.

    Don’t worry. You’ll get better as a domme. Just remember that earning your submissive’s trust is the most important element of being a good domme. Once you have his trust you can take him anywhere you want him to go. You have to earn it, though.

    Earn his trust and he’ll give you his ass. Eventually, he’ll beg for you to take his ass. Then, a whole world of wondrous possibilities will open up in front of you.

    I hope this helps,

    Becca

    ~~~~~

    Dear Becca,

    Thank you so much for your advice. It worked! It took a handful of conversations and a little practice, but last night I penetrated Jacob’s ass for the first time. It was really hot!

    What you mentioned about vulnerability really stuck with me. I think that’s part of what I like so much about dominating him. It was particularly true last night. Jacob was on his back and I’d oiled his cock and balls up to make it even more pleasurable for him. He was cuffed again and he looked sweet and a little bit scared and it was a massive turn on, mostly because he was willing to do it. He was happy to push through something that was a little bit scary and he was happy to do it for me.

    Let me rewind just a little, though. First off, you were mostly right about Jacob’s fears. In his case, it turned out he was really worried what I’d think of him if he liked anal play. Men can be so silly sometimes, can’t they?

    It required a few conversations for me to actually convince Jacob that I wouldn’t think of him as gay or bisexual or weird or a freak.

    It was during those conversations that I learned that part of the pleasure of dominating Jacob is in making him enjoy it. I kept thinking about how hot it would be to have him writhing in my hand and begging me to finger his ass or fuck him with a toy because he wanted it, not because he was offering it to me as a form of submission. The idea of transitioning him to that place made me feel genuinely powerful in that way that’s so fantastically arousing.

    Last night I put it all into play. I wanted to make it as pleasurable as possible for Jacob, so I dressed up in a black lingerie set. I’ve never worn anything like it before, but it was one of those bra, panty, garter belt and stocking sets that I feel like I only ever see on Instagram models. It looked surprisingly good on me and Jacob definitely thought so. He was practically panting when I stepped into the bedroom in it.

    He wasn’t cuffed at that point. I wanted my intentions to be a little bit of a surprise so I crawled into bed and we did some very sensual kissing as I got him worked up to a splendid erection. By that point I think he’d been almost two weeks without an orgasm – I never did make him cum after that first aborted attempt at anal play – so he was definitely ready to go.

    “I want to be in charge tonight,” I whispered as I squeezed his balls.

    “Okay,” Jacob said.

    I’m pretty sure he would have agreed to anything at that point, but I also took it as a good sign that he was willing to give me his trust.

    “Are you going to be good for me?” I asked.

    He nodded and I rewarded him with the kind of deep tongue kiss that he loves so much. I felt his cock throb in my hand and released him. I’m pretty sure he would have cum right there if I’d kept up the stroking.

    The handcuffs came out next. I probably use them too often, but I really love how they make it impossible for Jacob to do anything but lie there while I play with him. I suppose it would be even hotter if he could just leave his hands at his sides and not move them, but I don’t think he’s far enough in his submission to do that. I think he’d have a hard time controlling his desires at a certain point.

    I got the oil out, coated my hands, and took his cock and balls in my fingers. I stroked him slowly, doing it to tease more than to make him cum. I wanted him in that place of insane desire that I absolutely love. I can’t explain it, but I get so turned on when Jacob is like that. I guess that’s just my lust for power and/or control, because that’s the place where he seems ready to do literally anything I want.

    “Your cock is so hard for me,” I said.

    “Your hands feel incredible,” he replied.

    “Does that mean you want to cum, Jacob? Do you want me to give you an orgasm?”

    I love how little differences in language can change the meaning of something. It’s small, but saying that I’m going to give him an orgasm instead of saying I’m going to make him cum make it feel like a more dominant exchange to me. It makes me feel powerful and in control and I like to think it makes it clear to Jacob that I’m in control.

    “Yes, please, Sarah, please give me an orgasm. Please let me cum,” he begged.

    I know some dominant women – at least from what I’ve read – don’t really like the begging stuff. It seems like they see the guy as less than a man when he’s begging. I’m the opposite, though. It turns me on. It really, really turns me on. I love seeing Jacob writhing in bed and begging for what he craves. I love that I have the power to give it to him.

    “Only good boys get to cum,” I said.

    He let out this little groan that I know means that he likes something and he’s a little embarrassed to like it. I get it. Some men probably don’t want to like being called a good boy, but Jacob definitely likes it. I like it too. I like it when he’s my good boy. I like it when he gets a little embarrassed about it, too.

    I was struck by an idea as I played with him. I wanted to try a different way of getting to anal play. I released his cock and straddled him. I pulled aside my panties and rubbed my pussy over the head of his cock. I saw him have that reaction that men sometimes have when they’re desperate for sex. It was like I offered him a little taste of the most pleasurable thing in the world and then took it away.

    “Do you want to be inside me, Jacob? Do you want to feel my tight pussy around your cock?” I asked. I delivered it like I was a pornstar, too. It felt good, though. I was just as lost in my desire as he was, to be honest.

    “I do, Sarah. I do. I want to be inside you. Please, take me inside. Ride me. Fuck me,” he said.

    I’ll tell you, there was something really hot about hearing him ask to be fucked. I know he wasn’t actually asking me to fuck his ass, but holy shit did it turn me on. It clicked like that’s what he was asking for and I felt this explosive kind of desire.

    I sat on his cock. He was slick with oil and I was wet enough that I honestly didn’t feel all that much – Jacob has a nice cock but he’s not huge or anything – but it wasn’t about being penetrated. It was about having control over Jacob. It was about teasing him. It was about driving him absolutely mad.

    I didn’t ride him. I just sat on it. I just took him inside me. I gave him what he wanted, but not all of it. The look on his face was intoxicating. It wasn’t pain. It was more like agony. He was so close to having what he wanted – which was for me to fuck him – and yet I was still denying him.

    I reached back and played with his oiled up balls. I rubbed them and squeezed them and then I moved my fingers to his taint. Some of the oil had dripped down so it was nice and slick. I kept my eyes on his face for any sense of discomfort or fear, but I saw nothing.

    “Does that feel good?” I asked.

    Jacob nodded. He didn’t seem to want to say it, but I think he liked that I was so close to his asshole.

    I moved my fingers towards his asshole. I didn’t rub it, but I did rub all around it. I teased the flesh near his asshole.

    “Do you want to make me feel good, Jacob? Do you want to be a good boy for me?” I asked as my fingers continued their slow, circular motion around his asshole.

    “I do. I really do,” he said in that wildly lusty kind of way.

    I should say that I was hugely aroused at that point. My heart was pounding. My pussy was soaking wet. It was all at the idea of getting Jacob to give himself to me and let me take his ass. It was just going to be a finger, but there was something so fucking hot about the idea of him asking for it. I didn’t want to take it. I wanted him to tell me to take it. I wanted him to give me permission.

    I moved my hips back and forth just a little. I kept it nice and slow. I knew I was pleasing Jacob’s cock. I knew he could feel the extreme wetness and heat of my pussy. I knew by the look on his face that he was having a tremendously good time.

    “Sarah…please…” he said.

    I rubbed my fingers over his asshole. My touch was delicate. I just wanted to introduce him to the sensation. I moaned as I did so. I moaned because it turned me on. I moaned because I wanted him to know I was turned on. I moaned like I was on the verge of a great orgasm.

    “It turns me on,” I said. “It turns me on to play with your ass, Jacob. It turns me on that you’re willing to let me play with your ass.”

    I’m certain that Jacob would have grabbed my hips and started fucking his cock up into me if he wasn’t cuffed. He would have lost his mind and barreled towards his orgasm. Thankfully, it wasn’t possible. I was in control.

    “It turns me on too,” he said.

    “Yeah? Do you like it when I play with your ass?” I asked.

    “Yes!” he said.

    I’m not entirely sure he was being honest, but it didn’t really matter. He was willing to go there for me. I’m sure it’s just because he wanted to cum, but the fact that he was still lost in his pleasure while I was playing with his asshole was amazing to me.

    “I want more, Jacob,” I said. “I want you to be a good boy and let me have more. Can you do that for me? Can you be a good boy for me?”

    Jacob nodded and I rewarded him by riding his cock just a little. The joyful groans and lusty moans he released were thrilling.

    “Take it,” Jacob said.

    “Take what?” I asked.

    “My ass. Take my ass. Do what you want with it. It’s yours,” he said.

    I applied a little bit of pressure to his asshole. I felt him open up. The very tip of my finger slid inside and I pulled back.

    “Are you sure?” I asked.

    “Yes, please,” he begged. “Finger my ass. Please, finger my ass. Please, Sarah, finger my ass.”

    I was so close to cumming as the words spilled from his mouth. I’m fairly certain I’ve never been so turned on. I pushed my finger in his ass. There was plenty of lubrication thanks to all the oil so I moved inside him with ease.

    Jacob groaned, but it didn’t seem to be out of any sort of displeasure. He seemed to be enjoying himself. I started fingering him as I rode him. I reached down to play with my clit with my other hand. I fucked him in two ways.

    “Take it, Jacob. Take it in the ass,” I said. “Cum inside me while I’m fucking your ass.”

    I got a little lost in it. It was just a finger, but it felt so hot to say it. It felt so hot to think about fucking his ass with something bigger, too. I’m getting turned on just writing about it.

    I felt Jacob’s asshole tighten around my finger when he came. I joined him a moment later. I wanted him to know how pleasurable I found it. I wanted him to associate his orgasm and my orgasm with anal play. I wanted to open the door to going further in the future.

    In the present I enjoyed a fantastic orgasm. One of the best I’ve ever had, if I’m being honest, and I’d like to think it was the same for Jacob. I’d like to think the fact that I let him cum inside me was a good choice, too. It had to have been more pleasurable than a handjob. Plus, we both got to cum.

    All told I think it was a huge success. Thank you so much for your advice. It really did make a difference.

    I’m sure I’ll have more questions in the future, so I’ll be in touch.

    Sarah

  
    Advice; The Benefits of Dipping Your Toes into Cuckolding

    Cuckolding is one of the few kinks where the couple has to invite another person into the bedroom, and that’s a significant part of what makes it so difficult to integrate into a relationship. Suddenly, your twosome expands to a threesome, even if it’s just for one night. Things can get complicated with remarkable swiftness, especially since good sex and the relationship building that sometimes precedes it can lead to unexpected feelings and desires that might not be compatible with a healthy marriage (or long term relationship).

    That’s why, when I’m asked, I almost always recommend dipping your toes into cuckolding before you fully commit as a couple. I know some people are really impatient to just get to the real thing, but it’s my belief that your transition to the real thing will be a lot easier if you’ve had a little bit of practice beforehand. I’m not saying every couple has to adhere to this advice (that’s why I also advise lots and lots of communication since every couple is different), but in general I think it can be exceptionally helpful.

    There are a handful of ways I can think of to dip your toe into cuckolding that don’t involve inviting another man into your bedroom. You could:

     	Read Dirty Stories Together – I actually have experience with this one. My husband and I used to read Penthouse Letters to each other. We stumbled upon a book of them at the bookstore, bought it on the spot, and started reading that night. I don’t remember any outright cuckolding stories, but there was plenty of hotwife-style content that we both found enormously sexy. I clearly remember how turned on he used to get, which is why I ended up getting into writing erotica in the first place. I’d recommend choosing stories that run a lot closer to the hotwife dynamic, at least at first. They’re almost always about the wife having mind-blowing sex with another man, and as you know, a good cuckold puts his wife’s needs first because he knows that’s how he gets his needs met.
 	Use a Toy on Her – It’s nowhere near watching her have sex with another guy, but you might find it quite pleasurable to use a lifelike dildo on your wife (it also doesn’t have to be lifelike if she’s not into that). You might also find it pleasurable to watch her use one on herself. Please keep in mind that dildo penetration is usually not enough to make someone cum, so she’ll need clitoral stimulation as well. You can manage that though, right? Use your tongue or your fingers while you slowly, gently fuck her (go faster if it’s what she wants) and give her an orgasm while commenting on how hot it looks to see the toy slide in and out of her. She might get the hint and be willing to put on a show for you where she fucks herself while you watch and masturbate. Perhaps she’ll even be willing to segue into fantasy play and talk dirty about fucking a guy while she uses the toy.
 	Have Her Tell You an Ex-Boyfriend Story – If your wife/girlfriend has been with other men there’s a chance she has a memorable sex story to tell you. She’ll need to have some understanding of your cuckold fantasy to be into this, but if she does, it should be thrilling for both of you. If she’s comfortable, she should be able to get turned on while she tells the story and you both masturbate. You can also do it while having sex. Please take care not to get too lost in your quest for an orgasm. You want to make sure that she’s enjoying herself too. The way you go from fantasy play to becoming an actual cuckold is to make sure she’s having almost as much fun as you are.
 	Online Flirting – This one is a step further, but it’s also pretty easy to do some online flirting and dirty talking with another guy and it’s possible to be entirely anonymous. You can use the /r/dirtypenpals subreddit to find likeminded people to write with. You can sign up for a Fetlife account to chat with kinksters. You can use a dating app for some flirty fun. You could also just browse profiles and talk to each other about how much fun it would be for her to fuck one of the guys without ever getting in touch.
 	Mutual Fantasy Play – You can concoct a fantasy together. This works best if you’re both turned on and playing with yourselves (or each other). Once you’re worked up, you can start building a fantasy together. Talk about where she’d meet the guy and what he’d look like (Are you on vacation? Is she on a business trip?). Talk about how they flirt. Talk about how they’d have sex. Talk about whether or not you’re watching. There’s a chance she won’t be into that sort of thing, but if she is, you’re that much closer to your cuckold fantasy becoming a reality.


    I’m sure there are other ways of accomplishing the same goal, but you get the idea. Instead of jumping right into cuckolding, you’re giving both you and your wife a chance to get comfortable with the idea and to explore that there’s real pleasure to be found in it.

    I can’t promise that this will work, but I do believe it’s a far more acceptable way of introducing the idea of cuckolding to your partner. You’re not asking her to go out and fuck someone else. You’re simply asking her to consider the idea of your fantasy and to give you a little bit of pleasure while receiving plenty of her own.

    Don’t try and force it, though. Listen to her if she says she’s not interested. Try and find out how you could make her interested. Make sure you’re always putting her pleasure first as that’s a great way to show her that you’re not being selfish and that you’re actually interested in both of you enjoying your fantasy. Also, ask if she has any fantasies. Perhaps you’ll be surprised.

  
    Affirm His Superiority

    As a cuckold, your role in a sexual interaction can often be boiled down to providing pleasure. You will likely get to enjoy a wealth of pleasure, too, but in many cases your enjoyment will come from doing whatever is necessary to make your wife and/or her bull feel good.

    Often you'll be called upon to prepare your wife. That can mean many things, though if you're a lucky cuckold it will mean showering with her to clean her body, shaving her pussy to her bull's preferences, and dressing her in whatever manner he desires. By doing so you will have participated in your wife and her bull's pleasure before he's even arrived.

    You might also be called upon to prepare your wife with your tongue. This can happen while she and her bull are fooling around, while she's pleasuring him, or even before he arrives if she yearns to have his cock inside her pussy as soon as possible.

    There's a kind of preparation that many cuckolds fear, though. The kind that involves using your mouth to prepare the man that's going to satisfy your wife. The kind that involves you being a cocksucker, even if only for a short time to get him nice and hard before he slides into your wife's wet, needy cunt.

    I understand that fear. Most cuckolds are straight men. Of course they don't want to suck cock. There are also lots of bulls that have no interest in having their cocks sucked by a cuckold, so there's a very good chance you'll never have to confront that particular fear.

    I thought I might offer a different perspective on how to deal with that fear, though, and perhaps with the sense of revulsion you might experience when you wrap your soft, pretty lips around a real man's hard cock.

    You see, it's not that you're embracing your bisexual side when you offer oral sex to your wife's bull. It's not even necessarily that you're embracing your submissive side (though it often is for a cuckold).

    No, instead, think of it as affirming his superiority. You, as the cuckold, have been deemed inferior for any number of reasons. Your dick is too small. You cum too quickly. You tire too quickly to give your wife an orgasm. You're too selfish as a lover. You simply lack the skill to make her cum.

    He has no such issues. That's why your wife chose him to tend to her sexual needs. That's why he's the one that gets to fuck her, that gets to enjoy the wonder of her pussy, that gets to make her writhe and moan and cum so spectacularly hard. He's superior to you. You're an inferior sexual being.

    One way to demonstrate your acceptance of that fact is to get on your knees in front of the man that your wife has chosen to take your place as her primary sexual partner. You can affirm his superiority by doing the thing that no straight man wants to do. You can take him in your mouth and suck his cock until he's hard as a rock, just like an inferior man would.

    All of this goes back to a cuckold's primary duty, which is to provide pleasure. I'll explain. You see, there's a certain kind of bull that gets off - in an immense, overwhelming kind of way - on that feeling of superiority. He gets off on your wife recognizing his superiority, too. If she's found that kind of bull, I can promise you that both of them will get off on him feeling that kind of superiority, in large part because he's going to fuck her exceptionally hard after you've fellated him like a good cuck.

    You're familiar with how turned on you get when you imagine being cuckolded (or when it actually happens). For this particular kind of bull, the arousal he experiences at feeling superior to you is the same. It fills his body. It makes his dick hard as a rock. It imbues him with a desire to fuck your wife in a manner she's never been fucked before. It makes him want to take her from you, at least for a little while.

    Ultimately, affirming his superiority is about your wife's pleasure, for the better her bull fucks her, the greater her satisfaction is bound to be. That's why you should be more than willing to get on your knees to suck her bull's cock. That's why you should openly demonstrate your inferiority to him.

    Is that something you could do, cuckold?

  
    After Her Boyfriend Cums Inside Her

    Your wife isn’t the kind of woman that can fuck just anyone. She doesn’t enjoy feeling like a slut. She doesn’t enjoy lots of different guys. She wants a relationship with just one man outside her marriage, which is why she has a boyfriend.

    She’s kind enough to let you watch them fuck, though, and she loves you very much so you get to enjoy some of the pleasure of being a cuckold. You get to be up close to see his cock slide in and out of her pussy. You get to listen as she urges him to cum inside her. You get to hear their mutual groans of pleasure as he empties his seed into her pussy.

    You get to watch another man’s cum leak out of your wife’s pussy. You get to see the cum of the man she’s fallen a little bit in love with drip from her freshly-fucked hole.

    “How does it look?” she asks as you stare between her legs.

    “It’s beautiful,” you say.

    “Your cock is certainly hard,” your wife says as she looks between your legs. “You like watching my boyfriend cum inside me, don’t you?”

    “I do,” you say.

    “Is there something else you’d like?” she asks.

    You know what she’s talking about. You know what she’s offering. You want it. Badly.

    “Yes, there is,” you say.

    “What’s that?” your lovely wife asks.

    “I’d like to clean your pussy,” you answer.

    Your wife turns her pussy towards you, smiles, and says, “You want to clean this pussy?”

    “I do,” you say as your eyes remain fixed on the beautiful space between her legs.

    “You want to clean my messy pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say with an increasing sense of desperation in your voice.

    “Go ahead. Clean my pussy. Lick my boyfriend’s cum from my pussy,” she says softly.

    You smile and move forward. You lick her boyfriend’s cum off her asshole and run your tongue up into her pussy, swallowing everything you can. Your wife moans as she arches her back a little. You’re both enveloped in the pleasure of cuckolding as you devour his seed.

    “That’s so good,” she says. “Get me nice and clean so he can fuck me again.”

    You double your efforts. You know your wife likes to go multiple times with her boyfriend and you can’t wait to watch again. You can’t wait to watch his cock slide into her pussy again. You can’t wait to clean again.

  
    After Work Cuckolding Surprise

    You come home from work and your beautiful, buxom, stunningly sexy wife is waiting for you in her underwear. The smile on her face tells you that she’s been naughty while you were at the office.

    She saunters across the room and reaches up to undo your tie. She slings it over her shoulder and takes your hand, leading you to the couch. You sit at her direction and soon your vision disappears as your beautiful wife blindfolds you with your tie.

    “I was a naughty wife today,” she whispers into your ear.

    Her sensual words bring your loins to life. An image of your wife enjoying her lover’s big cock fills your mind.

    “Do you want to kiss me where he kissed me?” she asks.

    You nod and moments later her soft lips are pressed against yours. Her mouth parts and her tongue slips out. In mere moments you’re stiff. Your wife sucks your tongue, just like she did for her boyfriend.

    She breaks the kiss and in temporary blindness means you’re not sure what’s coming next. You feel her moving and her pierced nipple is soon pressed against your lips. You take it into your mouth.

    “That’s it baby. Suck my nipple just like he did. Turn me on just like he did. Make my pussy wet just like he did,” she encourages you.

    You do as she desires. You suck vigorously on her nipple and feel the flesh harden in your mouth. She moves and lets you enjoy the other one. You run your tongue over it and she moans sensually.

    Again she moves, this time presenting her taut stomach. You kiss and lick her belly and she moans. Her pussy is coming closer. What you truly crave is almost at your lips.

    You feel her panties press against your nose. “Do you want to kiss my pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say breathlessly.

    You feel her fingers reach down and pull aside the lace covering her cunt. The scent of sex fills your nose. It’s all enhanced by the blindfold over your eyes.

    “Kiss me,” she says.

    You kiss her pussy and lick your lips. You taste her juices. You taste sex.

    “Lick me,” she says.

    You extend your tongue and lick your wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. You taste the other man that was inside her. You taste her desire. She feels hot on your tongue.

    “Worship me,” she says.

    You double your efforts. You don’t want to disappoint her. You want to make her feel good. You want to devour her pussy. You want to soak up the evidence of her coupling with another man. You want to show her that you’re the cuckold husband she desires.

    “Make me cum,” she says.

    You wouldn’t dream of letting her down. You use your tongue to make her cum. Engulfed in blackness from the blindfold over your eyes, you worship your wife’s pussy and make her cum so soon after another man has enjoyed her. You bring her to a climax as your cock is dripping precum and staining the front of your slacks. You do your duty as a cuckold and you experience the pure, unadulterated bliss that comes from doing so.

    Maybe she’ll make you cum when you’re doing getting her off. Maybe not.

  
    After You Lock Him, Make Sure You Tease Him

    My experiences with chastity play have been positive across the board. The kind of arousal it creates for both my husband and I is incredible. I can’t recommend it highly enough.

    How you want to indulge in chastity play is your choice, of course, but to me, teasing is mandatory. It’s kind of the whole point, in fact.

    I’m telling you, a little bit of teasing of his locked cock will drive him absolutely wild with desire and result in a focused, eager-to-please husband that will do anything to make you happy. Plus, making you happy will make him happy. Your pleasure will become his pleasure as long as he’s locked up. What could be more fun than that?

    Just think about how much fun it would be to rub your pussy all over his locked cock. If he’d been locked for even a few days he’ll be twitching, trembling, and moaning beneath you. He’ll be willing and eager to do anything you ask.

    I like to start with this as a warm up. Then I sit on his face and have him lick me to a fantastically powerful orgasm with his eager tongue. When I’ve cum, play time is over. His cock stays locked, he stays frustrated but eager to please.

    How about a chastity blowjob? Most devices have a bit of open space to ensure air flow, which makes it really easy to tease him with this kind of play.

    He can feel your tongue and the heat and wetness of your mouth as you suck on his little cage. He can probably remember what it was like the last time you gave him a blowjob while he wasn’t locked up. He just can’t experience that full pleasure.

    You can play with his balls too. A little touching or licking goes a long way towards making him moan, writhe, and beg for some sort of release. Again, when you’re finished teasing him have your locked cuckold worship your pussy. Always have him worship your pussy.

    Masturbating with a vibrator as his locked cock rests against your pussy is a great way to drive him crazy. Show him exactly what he’s missing. Show him your beautiful breasts and her tight pussy. Pleasure yourself inches from his cock. If you use a vibrator, you can give him a thrill by holding it against his cock and your clit at the same time. He gets a little pleasure from the vibration while you’re cumming. What a wonderful way to tease him.

    Seriously, tease your locked up cuckold.  You will be enthralled at the results. As long as you let him out every once in a while he’ll be a very good boy for you.

  
    All She Wants for Christmas

    The tree is decorated and beautifully lit. There are beautifully wrapped presents beneath it. The stockings are hung over the fireplace. There’s a crackling fire burning. Your living room is the picture of a perfect Christmas.

    Normally, you’d be curled up with your wife and watching the fire as you enjoy an egg nog. Not this Christmas, though. This Christmas she’s curled up with another man. She’s curled up with the man you found for her. They’re enjoying the egg nog along with a bevy of soft, sensual kisses.

    Eventually their desire necessitates putting the egg nog aside so they can fool around. They complement their kissing with sensual touching. His hands drift under her sweater and hers drift between his legs. His fingers find their way up her skirt. Soon they’re both moaning as they pleasure each other, building an intense sense of desire.

    When she unzips his pants and pulls out his cock you know it won’t be long before they’re having sex. When her head falls into his lap and he groans you know your wife is giving him a blowjob. She’s pleasuring the man that’s going to satisfy her. She’s pleasuring the man that’s going to take your place, at least for one night.

    You’ve been a good husband. You got your wife the best Christmas present imaginable. Now be a good cuckold and enjoy the show.

  
    All That Matters is What Your Wife Wants

    You’d probably prefer to watch. You’d probably prefer to watch from right where you are as your wife straddles her bull and kisses him. You’d probably prefer to see his hands move over her body as she sucks on his tongue. You’d probably prefer to see her slide off his lap and between his legs to free his big, beautiful cock. You’d probably prefer to see her take his cock into her mouth. You’d probably prefer to see her head bobbing up and down as your wife offers him the pleasure he craves and the pleasure that a man like him deserves.

    That’s not what your wife wants, though. She doesn’t particularly care what you’d prefer and you should understand that all that matters is what she wants. You know what she wants? She wants you to get on your knees between his legs. She wants you to pull down his underwear as she bends over and kisses him. She wants you to free his cock as their tongues mingle.

    Your wife wants you to accept your place as a cuckold. She wants you to demonstrate that you understand that it’s your duty to suck her bull’s big cock if that’s what she craves. She wants to see you submit. She wants to see your lips around someone else’s superior dick. She wants to look in your eyes and see that you’re getting off on submitting. She wants to see that you’re turned on because you’re fluffing the man that’s going to make her cum.

    Yes, it’s humiliating. It’s humiliating to be a straight man with a cock in your mouth. It’s humiliating to give head to the man that has taken your place in the bedroom. It’s humiliating to do it while your wife kisses him. It’s humiliating to be dismissed from between his legs when your wife has determined that you’ve gotten him hard enough. It’s humiliating to watch from the floor as her pussy opens for him and she takes his long, thick shaft deep inside her. It’s humiliating to watch another man make her cum. It’s humiliating to clean up after he cums inside her.

    That’s what your wife wants, though. That’s how your cuckold marriage has evolved. Because you love her and because you’re a good cuckold, that’s what you’re going to do. Of course that’s what you’re going to do. You just want to be good, after all.

  
    All You Have to do is Suck It

    "What?"

    What more can you say after your wife tells you that you'll have to suck dick if you want her to make your cuck fantasy come true? How could your mind possibly register anything other than blank confusion?

    "You heard me," she says as he continues to kiss her neck. "Suck his dick for me and I'll cuck you."

    His strong hands lift the bottom of her shirt and you marvel at the contrast of his dark skin against her pale stomach. He lifts her shirt further and cups her perky breasts. Your wife's head turns and their lips meet. His tongue enters her mouth as one hand remains on her breast and the other slides down her stomach and into her panties.

    She moans into his mouth. It's faint, but you can hear the sound of her wetness as he fingers her. Your wife wants to fuck this man. She wants to fuck this gorgeous man you found for her. It seems entirely possible that she's very serious about making you suck his dick before she fucks him, though.

    Your wife turns her attention back to you as he continues to fondle and finger her. "Do you want this?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    Her eyes flutter and she smiles before moaning softly. "Are you sure?" she asks. Her eyes open. She stares at you. "Because if you really wanted this, you'd be on your knees by now."

    You fall to your knees. She smiles and steps out of the grasp of the black man that's going to fuck her tonight. She loosens his belt. Not long after, he's naked. Her delicate fingers are wrapped around his long, thick cock. She's stroking him as they kiss. She's getting him good and hard for your mouth.

    "Come closer," she says.

    You crawl towards them. You stare at his cock. You think of it sliding between the pink, puffy lips of your wife's pussy. You think of it stretching her out and reaching places inside her that no man has traveled.

    "Kiss it," she says.

    You can't. You can't bring yourself to do it.

    "Don't you want to see this big black cock in my tight little pussy? Isn't that what you've always fantasized about? Don't you want me to cuck you, baby? Don't you want me to become a slut for big black cock? Don't you want him to fuck my pussy so good that I agree to be black only?"

    You fantasize about all of those things. You know that they're ridiculous to a certain degree, but that's the whole point of a fantasy. It doesn't have to be real. Now, though, you're on the verge of some of your fantasies coming alive. And, embarrassing as it might be, the idea of your wife electing to be black only is arousing to you even though you know it's probably quite silly.

    "Suck his cock," she says. "Show me that you really want to be a cuck. Show me that you're willing to do what it takes to make your fantasy a reality. Suck on this big black cock."

    "Go ahead," he chimes in. "I promise, I don't mind. In fact, you won't be the first white boy that's sucked on this black dick. You won't be the first married man to show his wife who he truly is by sucking my dick."

    He kisses your wife as she strokes his cock. You watch their tongues entwine. You see him grasp her breast and play with the soft flesh, eliciting a wondrous moan. His fingers find their way into her pussy once more and now it's quite clear that she's completely and utterly soaked.

    "She wants it. She wants to get blacked," he says. "You gotta make it happen, though. You gotta suck dick. You gotta fluff me like a good little white boy. You gotta fluff the dick that's going to stretch your wife's cunt, that's going to fuck her good, that's going to flood her with my load."

    Nothing that's truly worth having is free. You have to work for it, right?

    The price of your cuckolding has been set. If you want to live out your fantasy, you need to suck dick.

    So you do it. You suck his big black cock. You take it in your mouth and you suck it.

    "That's a good cuck," he says. "Suck that fat cock. Get it hard. Get it wet. Get it ready to fuck your wife."

    "I didn't think he'd do it," your wife says.

    He laughs. "They always do it. Cucks can't help it. He probably doesn't even know it yet, but he loves sucking cock. I promise you that. Before long he'll be begging to give me head before I fuck you. He'll be begging to clean your pussy and my dick afterwards, too. He's a cuck. He can't help it."

    He's right. You're a cuck. You can't help but get turned on by this glorious shit.

    Now suck that dick real good and then watch him fuck your wife. Make sure you clean up afterwards, too. A good cuck always cleans up afterwards.

  
    Almost a Swinger, A Cuckold Instead

    “I’m nervous,” Grace said as she surveyed the dresses hanging in the closet. “Are you nervous?”

    “A little,” Cameron said as he pulled his nicest pair of jeans from a shelf. “No, that’s a lie. I’m really nervous. How could I not be? I’m glad we met them for coffee first. I’d be way more nervous if I thought there was a chance she’d see me and decide she had no interest in spending a second of time with me.”

    Grace turned to her husband and wrapped her arms around him. “You’re so cute,” she said, “but we both know Marie was into you from the moment we sat down. Didn’t she play footsie with you under the table?”

    Cameron smiled as he remembered the way Marie’s bare foot moved between his legs at their coffee meeting. She’d made her desires perfectly clear in that moment and now they were a few hours away from making their swinging fantasies a reality.

    “What do you think?” Grace asked as she held a little black dress against her body.

    “That’s the one that really hugs your hips, right?” Cameron asked. “I love that one. He’ll love that one.”

    Grace tuned to face the mirror at the back of the closet and tilted her head. “Do you really think so? Gosh, I’m so nervous, you know? I want to look good tonight. I want him to want me.”

    Cameron put on his jeans and moved behind his wife. He pulled her close and savored the warm, soft feel of her skin against his.

    “Adam is going to love you, baby. I saw the way he looked at you at the coffee meeting. He was totally eye fucking you. He’s going to give you exactly what you need tonight,” he said.

    The telltale ding of a text rang out from the bedroom and Grace hung the dress and wriggled from free Cameron’s grasp to check her phone.

    She made a face and said, “It’s Adam. Marie can’t come tonight. Her sister went into labor a month early and she flew to Florida to be with her.”

    Cameron was surprised at the level of disappointment he saw on his wife’s face. She seemed crushed at the idea of their swinging date not coming to fruition. A crazy notion struck him, and after letting the idea roll around his head for a few moments he went with it.

    “Ask Adam if he can come alone,” Cameron suggested.

    “What?” Grace said, though Cameron could see the flash of hope in his wife’s eyes.

    “I mean it,” he continued. “Ask Adam if he’s allowed to play without Marie there. That way he can come over and we can do a sort of modified evening where you get to have sex with him and maybe I get to watch.”

    “Are you sure?” Grace asked.

    “I am. Text him. Who knows if Marie is even okay with that sort of thing. At the very least it’s worth asking.”

    Grace looked down at her phone and tapped out a quick text. Just a few moments later a reply arrived.

    “He’s allowed to play alone,” she said. “Are you sure about this?”

    “I am,” Cameron said, though it wasn’t entirely true. “Tell him to come alone.”

    Grace sent another text, tossed her phone onto the bed, and practically skipped back to the closet before jumping into Cameron’s arms and kissing him.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    Cameron kissed his wife again and smiled, though he couldn’t help but feel a little insecure. It wasn’t that someone else was going to fuck his wife, though. That was already supposed to happen. It was how overwhelmingly excited Grace seemed to have sex with another man.

    
      

    

    “So, have you played alone before?” Cameron asked.

    Adam had arrived on time and impeccably dressed. He’d hugged Grace and offered a lingering kiss on the cheek before they moved to the living room to enjoy the bottle of red wine that rested on the coffee table.

    Grace had directed Adam to the couch and sat next to him, though there was still a little space between them. Cameron was seated across from them.

    “I have,” Adam said as he looked over at Grace. “There have been a few instances where the husband has been problematic, but otherwise it’s been a wonderful experience every time. In fact, I’ve found that most of the time the husband finds it deeply pleasurable to watch his wife indulge her desires for another man.”

    Cameron sipped his wine and wondered if he was that kind of husband. Would you really enjoy watching as Grace had sex with Adam, or would he end up feeling annoyed that Marie wasn’t there and he was nothing more than the third wheel to a sexual experience happening in front of him?

    “What do you think, honey?” Grace asked as she looked at him. “Are you the kind of husband that would enjoy watching his wife indulge her desire for another man?”

    Cameron smiled as his wife lifted the glass to her lips and took a long sip. They’d specifically picked red wine because it always seemed to inspire lust in Grace.

    “Do you desire him?” Cameron asked.

    Grace moved closer to Adam and reached out to caress his leg. The other man smiled at her touch.

    “Yes,” Grace answered. “I’ve wanted him since we sat together at that coffee shop and talked about the joys of swinging.” Her fingers moved up his thigh and a quiet moan escaped Adam’s lips. “I’ve fantasized about having him. I’ve climaxed while fantasizing about him.”

    The last bit was news to Cameron, but there was a distinct response between his legs as he considered that Grace had already imagined having great sex with Adam.

    “What were those fantasies like?” Cameron asked. “What were you doing?”

    Grace moved closer to Adam and looked at her husband as she said, “They were beautiful fantasies. They were steeped in deep, sensual passion and intense, overwhelming lust. They were about the perfect connection between two people that were meant to make love to each other.”

    Cameron watched as Adam reached out and gently caressed Grace’s leg while she talked about her desire for him. He watched Grace uncross her legs and part them as the other man’s hand slowly made its way up her thigh.

    “I need him, honey,” Grace said. “I have to have him. I have to be with him.”

    Cameron was surprised at how aroused he was. He’d achieved an erection without a hint of physical stimulation and it felt like his loins had come alive in that beautiful way that sometimes happens in face of an entirely new, thrilling sexual experience.

    “I want you to have him,” Cameron said.

    Grace turned to Adam and they shared a deep, lingering kiss that felt both like the culmination of a long, sensual build-up and the start of something entirely new. Her wine glass wobbled a little in her hand as her body melted into his while they remained joined at the lips.

    “Will you have me?” Grace asked him. “Will you make love to me while my husband watches?”

    Adam smiled and took Grace’s wine glass from her and placed it on the coffee table. He answered her question by kissing her once more, and as their tongues danced he effortlessly pulled Grace into his lap.

    Cameron watched as Adam lifted the bottom of Grace’s little black dress over her ass. He saw her smooth, milky white bottom and admired the way the black thong made her ass look so much more attractive.

    As they kissed, Grace began to grind in Adam’s lap. It was like he was already inside her and she was working him with what Cameron was convinced must have been her soaking wet pussy.

    When Adam grasped her ass cheeks and gave them a good squeeze, Grace moaned into his mouth. When Adam’s fingers pulled aside her thong and danced over her pussy lips and rubbed her clit, she pulled her lips from his, threw her head back, and let loose a low, deeply satisfied groan.

    As Cameron watched another man’s fingers disappear inside his wife’s pussy he felt a tidal wave of pure, beautiful arousal break over him. He’d been holding it back, seemingly unwilling to admit that he found the notion of Grace having sex with someone else arousing.

    He couldn’t hold it back any longer, though. He was watching something beautiful happen in his living room and he wasn’t going to pass up the chance to fully enjoy himself.

    Grace slid off of Adam’s lap and got on her knees in front of him. She deftly removed his pants and Cameron watched as they dropped around the other man’s ankles. He stared at his wife’s ass and at the way her pussy lips parted just a little.

    Adam moaned and Cameron looked up to see his wife’s head slowly moving up and down in the other man’s lap. He couldn’t see her lips around Adam’s cock, but it was still immensely arousing, if not more so. He watched her head move up and down. He saw the pleasure on Adam’s face. He saw the results of the blowjob his wife was giving to another man and it thrilled him.

    Grace lifted her head from his lap and Cameron heard the sound of his wife’s fingers moving up and down the other man’s slick shaft.

    “Come up on the couch. I think your husband wants to watch,” Adam said as he patted the cushion next to him.

    Grace turned around and smiled at Cameron. “Is he right, honey? Do you want to watch me give him head?”

    Cameron nodded.

    Grace climbed into the couch next to Adam. Her knees rested on the soft cushion and her head moved into his lap once more. Her lips opened around his rather thick cock and once again she was giving a blowjob.

    It was an entirely different experience to watch Adam’s cock actually move in and out of Grace’s mouth. That alone was thrilling, but it was the passionate manner in which Grace gave head that Cameron found so intoxicating. She seemed genuinely devoted to pleasuring Adam and Cameron knew it was due to her desire for him. She wanted to make him feel good because she wanted him to fuck her.

    “Isn’t it incredible, Cameron?” Adam asked. “Isn’t it thrilling to watch your wife give herself over to her desire for me?”

    Cameron nodded and watched as Adam’s caressed Grace’s ass before running his fingers between her cheeks and slipping them into her pussy. She moaned around his cock and Cameron soon heard the sounds of the other man’s fingers moving in and out of his wife’s soaking wet cunt.

    When Grace came up for air, Adam pulled her lips to his and they shared another deep kiss, though this time it was a little sloppier.

    “Let’s go to your bedroom,” Adam said.

    Grace turned to Cameron and smiled. “Is that okay with you?” she asked.

    He nodded and stood up, revealing the erection that had tented his pants. Grace glanced at it before walking over to her husband. She kissed him softly and then turned around and said, “Will you unzip my dress?”

    Cameron reached up to do as his wife requested and she worked the dress over her hips and left it on the floor as she offered Adam her hand and led him away.

    Cameron picked up Grace’s dress and brought it with him to the bedroom. He arrived to see his wife undressing the man that would be inside her before long.

    “I haven’t felt this kind of arousal in a long time,” she said while unbuttoning Adam’s shirt.

    He reached out and played with her breasts through the thin lace bra she’d worn for him.

    “That’s good. That’s how it’s supposed to be,” he said. “That’s the reason you open up your sex life. You have new, exciting experiences that enhance your marriage and help you and your husband discover that insane lust you felt every day when you were first together.”

    Grace pulled the shirt off and tossed it onto the floor. They kissed as she worked his pants off once more, this time for good. Adam pulled off his socks and Grace stepped back and fell into the bed as she eyed the body of the man that would soon be inside her.

    “Condoms?” Adam asked.

    “In the nightstand,” Grace said.

    Cameron took a seat in the armchair that sat in the corner of the room. He pulled his pants off and slipped his cock out of the opening in his boxer shorts. Grace looked over and smiled as she watched him masturbate to the sight of her in bed with her legs spread. She was offering her body to another man and Cameron found it intensely arousing.

    Adam rolled a condom down his cock and approached the bed. He leaned over and kissed his way up Grace’s soft, supple thighs. He reached up and rubbed her clit with his thumb before his tongue took over, soon Grace had her hand in the other man’s hair as she moaned.

    Cameron stroked his cock as he watched another man give his wife pleasure. He watched the little, sensual movements of her body and the listened to the way she moaned when Adam slipped his fingers inside her as his tongue continued its assault on her clit.

    Eventually, Grace lifted Adam’s head and said, “I need to feel you inside me.”

    Adam smiled and kissed his way up her stomach, taking a few moments to lick and suck each of her nipples before their lips met once more. Grace reached between the other man’s legs and took him inside her.

    Their kisses deepened as Adam slowly worked his cock into Grace’s wet pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and her hands moved over his back and down to his ass. She grasped it as he bottomed out inside her.

    Cameron watched the other man make love to his wife. He watched Adam’s long, thick cock slide in and out of Grace’s pussy. He saw the way her lips clung tightly to it when he pulled out and the way she opened up for him as he thrust into her. He masturbated slowly, stroking in the same rhythm that Adam used.

    “Oh, God, I’m cumming!” Grace cried out just a few minutes after Adam first entered her.

    She followed her declaration with a series of loud, lust-filled moans and wrapped her legs tightly around the man making love to her. At the moment of her climax her arms and legs fell to the bed and a look of the purest bliss crossed her face.

    “That was incredible,” Grace said as Adam slowed his thrusts and came to a stop with his cock still inside her. “That was truly incredible.”

    “You’ve discovered the joy of opening up your marriage,” Adam said. “And we’re just getting started.”

    Grace pulled his lips to hers for a long, beautiful kiss and then looked over at Cameron and smiled.

    “Can we try reverse cowgirl?” she asked Adam.

    “Of course,” Adam said as he pulled out and moved to his back.

    Grace situated herself over his cock and reached down to guide it inside her. Once the tip was in her still-wet pussy she looked at Cameron, smiled, and dropped onto it. Her eyes closed and her mouth opened to let out a moan as the other man filled her once more.

    Cameron stroked his cock faster. It felt like his wife was putting on a show for him and it was working. She looked absolutely perfect riding Adam’s dick like that.

    “Come here, honey,” Grace said between moans as Adam’s dick filled her pussy over and over.

    Cameron stood up and kicked his pants off before crossing the bedroom. Grace reached out and pulled him close enough for them to share a kiss while she rode Adam. She moaned as her tongue danced with his. 

    Grace wrapped her fingers around Cameron’s cock and stroked him as she bounced harder and faster on the man beneath her.

    “He feels so good inside me, honey. He feels so fucking good,” she said.

    Her slippery, soft hand felt spectacularly good on his cock and Cameron knew he wouldn’t last long.

    “I’m going to cum,” he said.

    Grace stroked him faster.

    “Me too,” she said with a smile.

    She reached between her legs with her other hand and played with her clit as she jerked Cameron off. The sounds of cock stroking, hot sex, and lusty moans filled the room.

    Cameron reached up and held his wife’s head in his hands and kissed her as he felt an incredible orgasm build between his legs. He knees wobbled and his loins tingled before he tensed up and cum exploded from the tip of his cock.

    Grace worked his cock slowly and milked the load out of him as she continued to ride Adam. She climaxed moments later and Cameron rejoiced in the idea of having an orgasm with his wife as another man filled her.

    When Grace released his cock Cameron stepped back and surveyed the mess he’d made on the bed. His cum was all over the sheets and a little had reached his wife’s stomach. She wore a blissful smile on her face though, no doubt because she too had just enjoyed an incredible orgasm.

    “I want him to finish,” Grace said as she climbed off of Adam’s cock and spun around. “You can watch if you want, but I know you just came so I won’t mind if you want to leave.”

    Cameron watched his wife straddle the other man, take him inside her, and lean down to kiss him. Adam’s hands grasped her ass and he began to fuck up into her pussy. It was still rather beautiful, but his arousal had disappeared after his orgasm so he decided to leave.

    He walked out of the bedroom with a smile on his face and the knowledge that Adam was right, that they’d just opened up their marriage and discovered just how much fun it could be to try new things with new people.

    With any luck the next time would include Marie and feature a beautiful foursome where they all explored their desires.

  
    Always be Generous to Your Hotwife

    Be generous to your hotwives, gentlemen. Always be generous.

    Buy her sexy things to wear for her bull.

    Book rooms at high class hotels.

    Pay for dinners at the best restaurants.

    Treat her like the goddess she is and she'll reward you in more ways than you can imagine.

    Try and remember that her willingness to cuckold you is a gift that she's giving you. Treat it as such and you'll reap every reward you crave, even if it means that you need to give up some of the things you enjoy to spend a little more money on your hotwife and her bull.

  
    Always with Her

    "You look stunning, Claire," Theo noted as he offered his hand to help his wife from the car.

    She smiled, took his hand, and did a little spin in her dress as she stepped on the pavement. Claire's hand lifted above her head as the bottom of her dress floated up, revealing her toned thighs and very nearly flashing her ass.

    Claire stepped into his arms and kissed her husband as the valet hopped behind the wheel and guided their car through the parking lot. "Thank you for taking me to dinner," she said softly. "It's been a while, hasn't it?"

    It had been. Life gets busy sometimes, and of course Claire had another man in her life that occupied quite a bit of her time. Theo knew of the other man as it had been his idea. His fantasy, really, for he'd longed to be cuckolded since before he and Claire had met. He'd kept his fantasies to himself for years, finally revealing them just a few months short of their fifth anniversary. It took a few more years before Claire was willing to entertain the idea of finding a bull, but she came around to it and bliss followed in the wake of her embrace of the hotwife lifestyle.

    It was a warm spring night and Theo had booked an outdoor table at the restaurant. The patio was situated under a massive pergola with vines running through the wood slats and Edison bulbs crisscrossing the area to aid in the sense of casual romance the restaurant was trying to convey.

    "I'm so glad we're finally eating here," Claire said as Theo pulled out her chair at their table for two.

    "Me too."

    She sat and he guided her chair forward before taking his own. The waitress arrived and they ordered a bottle of wine. Claire smiled brightly from across the table and Theo reached over to take his hands in hers.

    He was about to utter a romantic stanza or two when his wife's face contorted in a manner that conveyed what he thought was pain. It shifted quickly, though, and Theo was utterly confused as to why Claire would be experiencing sexual pleasure at the table.

    "Claire?" he asked.

    The look on her face faded and she smiled before glancing around the restaurant to see if anyone else had noticed. "I'm so sorry."

    "What was that?"

    "It was Luca."

    Luca was Claire's bull, but he was nowhere near the restaurant. In fact, he was on the other side of the country, which was why Claire was fully available to Theo on this particular Saturday night.

    "I don't understand," Theo said.

    Claire squeezed her husband's hands. "He got me a new toy. He told me to wear it tonight. He controls it through an app on his phone. He can turn it on whenever he wants and he can control the speed it vibrates at, too."

    The waitress arrived with their wine and Theo released his grasp on Claire's hands and sat back. He sipped the small sample the waitress poured into his glass and told her it tasted fantastic. She filled both their glasses and Claire's face momentarily contorted once more. She gripped the edge of the table while keeping her composure, but the waitress absolutely noticed. She didn't say a word, though.

    "Can I get you any appetizers?" she asked after setting the bottle in the metal stand next to the table.

    Claire was clearly fighting off the pleasure caused by the toy, so Theo ordered the calamari and the waitress walked away.

    "What kind of toy is it?" he asked.

    Claire closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. She gripped the table tighter and Theo assumed the toy was still going. Then, all of a sudden, her eyes opened and she let out a deep breath.

    "It's a vibrator and g-spot stimulator," she said. "It's called Lush. It looks like a clamp, really. A well-designed pink clamp. One end slides into me and the other rests against my pubic bone. It provides direct stimulation to my clit and my g-spot. It gives Luca the ability to control my pleasure from across the country, and it clearly gives him the ability to distract me while I'm out with my husband."

    Luca's imagination was the thing Theo liked best about him. He fucked Claire with regularity, of course, and claimed a great many orgasms with her, but he was unselfish. He considered his pleasure, her pleasure, and Theo's pleasure and he seemed to do so at all times. As much as Theo's evening had just taken an unexpected turn, he was actually quite thrilled at the idea of his wife's bull having an unseen presence at their romantic dinner.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked.

    "Oh, Theo, it feels spectacular," Claire said before leaning closer. "It's not as good as having Luca's cock inside me, of course, but I do think of him every time he turns on the vibrator, which I really like."

    "You think of him?"

    She nodded. "He asked me to. Well, told me to. You know how much I like it when he takes charge."

    "He knows it too. He's very good in that way."

    Her look was one of pure lust. "Yes, he is. Very, very good. So he instructed me to think of him every time he turned on the toy. He wanted my mind focused on his cock moving in and out of me, on him pounding me in the way I love to be pounded by my bull."

    Theo had to give Luca credit. This was a stroke of genius. He was about to say something when Claire's face contorted again. Theo's phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out and saw a text from Luca.

    "Good evening, cuck. I hope you don't mind that I decided to join you - in a manner of speaking - on your date. I think we both know that a typical Saturday night would end with your wife's pussy stretched out around my cock, with you naked on your knees in the bedroom and watching as I fill her, as I fuck her, as I satisfy her in ways you've only dreamed of satisfying her. I couldn't make that a reality this week, but I wanted to be there in spirit. I wanted to be in her thoughts, in your thoughts. I'll be with you the whole night, cuck, and if you're lucky I'll let you fuck your wife before the night is over. I wouldn't count on it, though."

    Theo was hard. Luca was fluent in the language of cuckolding. He often seemed to understand Theo's desires better than Theo did. With one text he'd made absolutely certain that Theo would now be thinking of his wife getting fucked by her bull every time the toy turned on.

    "Thank you, Luca," he texted back. "I'm so grateful for your presence in our life, for your imagination, for your desire to help us experience the kind of pleasure we all deserve."

    The toy turned off and Claire let out a deep breath. Again she looked around the restaurant. Theo suspected that a few of their fellow patrons had caught on to the fact that something was happening, but Claire hadn't been moaning or writhing. She'd simply looked a bit off.

    "You're welcome, cuck. Enjoy your dinner."

    Theo set his phone on the table. "Luca just texted me."

    "Yeah?"

    "He wanted to let me know that he would be with us for the entire night, in spirit at least. I thanked him for his willingness to tend to our pleasure."

    Claire reached across the table. "He's a good bull, isn't he?"

    Theo nodded.

    "And you're a very good cuck."

    He loved it when she called him 'cuck.' It never failed to send pleasure rocketing through his body.

    Throughout their dinner, Luca never waited more than five minutes before buzzing Claire. He adjusted the intensity of the vibrations and the length, sometimes giving her a quick jolt and sometimes buzzing her long enough that she very nearly climaxed. He made himself known over and over, to the point that dinner became about him, about their trio. They reminisced about their favorite moments of the past eight months - that's how long Luca had been in their life - and they were both thoroughly worked up by the time Theo handed the ticket to the young man at the valet stand.

    "You won't be able to fuck me unless Luca tells me to take the toy out," she said while caressing Theo's face.

    "I figured. I want to fuck you, of course, but there's also something kind of hot about Luca being in control."

    She kissed him softly. "I know. I think we both like it when he takes control, don't we?"

    Theo nodded. There had been a time when he would have been embarrassed to admit that, but that time had long since passed.

    "You need to call him as soon as we're in the car," Theo said. "He texted during dinner. I think he wants to have a little fun with us as we drive home."

    "How delightful."

    The car pulled up and Theo tipped the valet guy and opened the passenger door for his wife. She pulled out of her phone and called her bull – on speaker, of course – as Theo rushed to the driver's side and got behind the wheel.

    "Claire, darling," Luca's slightly accented voice said.

    "Hey, baby. We're in the car."

    "Did you enjoy your dinner?"

    She reached over and squeezed Theo's thigh. "We did. Very much so. We both enjoyed your presence, in fact. You were quite successful in ensuring that we both thought about you for most of our dinner, Luca."

    "Is that right, Theo? Did you think of me as my toy vibrated your wife's pussy?"

    "Yes," Theo answered as arousal slowly spread through him.

    "Remove your panties, Claire."

    Theo glanced towards his wife to see her lifting her dress and removing the red lace panties she'd worn special for him. He glanced once more to see the small pink toy protruding from her pussy. Then it turned on and she filled the car with a moan.

    "Imagine, Claire, that it was the two of us out to dinner," Luca said. "Like it was a month ago. Your cuck husband happily drove us to the restaurant and waited in the parking lot like a chauffeur."

    Theo had thoroughly enjoyed that night. Luca had sent him numerous selfies from the dinner. They'd sat together on one side of a booth and based on the selfies they'd been remarkably affectionate throughout their meal.

    "Mmm, I enjoyed that night, Luca. It was so hot to feel like your girlfriend."

    "You were my girlfriend that night, Claire. My irresistible girlfriend that I could not keep my hands off of."

    The vibrator was still going. Without her panties on, Theo could hear it. He could hear her wetness, too.

    "Do you remember the ride home, Claire?"

    She moaned and grasped her breasts through the dress. "I remember sucking your cock in the back seat while my cuck husband drove."

    Theo kept one hand on the wheel as he reached over and caressed her thigh. Claire grabbed his hand and he thought he might be in trouble, but soon enough his fingers were in her mouth as she sucked on them vigorously.

    "I think she misses your cock, Luca," Theo said. "She's sucking my fingers."

    He laughed. "Well, I'm sure it's not quite as much fun as sucking my dick, but it must feel good, cuck. Your wife has a wondrous mouth, doesn't she?"

    "She does," Theo agreed.

    "Of course, she won't be sucking your cock tonight. You're not worthy of a blowjob, are you cuck?"

    Theo's dick throbbed. "No, I'm not."

    Claire guided his fingers between her legs and against her pussy lips. He entered her alongside the toy and bathed his flesh in her heat and wetness.

    "Suck them clean, cuck," she said.

    Theo's fingers found their way into his mouth and he sucked her sweet juices off of them.

    "If I was there, Claire, my cock would be in your mouth right now. My hand would be moving down your back and pulling up your dress to expose your ass. My fingers would move over your smooth skin and between your legs. I would lower your panties. I would invade your wetness. I would make you moan around my cock as you did everything you could to pleasure me. Your cuck husband would be sitting in the front seat, desperate to pull over so he could watch you pleasure me. I would order him to keep driving, though, to take me to your home so I could fuck you in your bed, so I could make you cum on my cock while he watched, so I could fill your pussy with a real man's cum."

    "Fuck...Luca...I wish you were here. I wish I could have you tonight. I miss your cock. I need your cock, Luca."

    "Don't worry. I'll be back in three days. We can spend the night together. I can satisfy your every desire, Claire. I can fuck you long and hard and tonight you can fantasize about it while my toy tends to your pussy."

    The vibrations turned off and Claire took a series of deep breaths.

    "I want you to call me again when you get home," Luca said. "Until then, Claire, I want to tease your cuck's useless cock. Stroke him through his pants. Talk dirty to him. Tell him the things he wants to hear. Get him all worked up. Oh, and I want you to FaceTime me. I want to see you, Claire. I want to be able to show you how hard my cock is for you. Do you understand?"

    "I do, Luca. We'll talk soon."

    The call ended and Claire reached over and ran her fingers up Theo's thigh. She found his cock and stroked him while moaning like she was getting fucked.

    "I do wish Luca was in town," she said. "I love you, Theo. I love you desperately, but you don't fuck me like Luca does. It turns out that your fantasies were just your way of expressing your sexual inadequacy. They were your way of trying to care for me, of ensuring that I got what I needed, that I got what I wasn't even aware I needed. I didn't know I needed Luca until he filled my pussy that first time, until he fucked me to that first mind-bending orgasm while you watched, until he showed me that my husband was made to be a cuck."

    She unbuckled her seat belt and moved closer. Theo pulled up to a stop sign and Claire turned his head and kissed him with such vigor that the small hint of angst he'd felt immediately washed away.

    "I wish I was in the back seat sucking Luca's cock. Giving him head makes me so wet, Theo. It makes my pussy drip with desire. That's never happened before. Not once. It happens every time with Luca, though. I get him in my mouth and I get so fucking wet. I get desperate. I need him to fuck me. I need to make him feel good, to make him cum. I need to serve him the way he serves me, serves us."

    "I love watching you go down on him," Theo said. "I love seeing how eager you are to give him pleasure."

    The toy buzzed and Claire moaned. She gripped Theo's cock through his slacks but she stopped stroking him. Instead, she kissed his neck and moaned simultaneously. Her tongue moved over his skin a few times, too, and he thought for sure she was going to cum.

    The toy turned off as Theo pulled into their garage. Claire moved back to her seat, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath before laughing. "I love this toy," she said. "I fucking love it. I've been turned on for hours. It's incredible."

    Theo got out and rushed to the passenger side to open the door for his wife. As soon as she was standing she pulled him close for a deep kiss. She stroked him vigorously, too, keeping him hard as a rock and drawing quite a bit of precum from his cock.

    They went inside and both stripped in the bedroom. They were standing next to each other when Claire made the FaceTime call. Luca answered with a smile. He was shirtless and in a hotel bed.

    "My favorite couple," he said.

    "Our favorite bull," Claire replied.

    Luca tapped his phone screen a few times. The toy turned on. Claire's legs trembled.

    "Cuck, get on your knees behind your wife and eat her ass," Luca instructed.

    Theo did as instructed. He dropped to his knees and parted her perfect ass cheeks. He pressed his face between them and licked her tight hole as she filled their bedroom with moans. Her legs kept on trembling, too.

    "Luca, fuck, I miss that cock," Claire said. "I miss having you inside me. I miss the way you fuck me so deep and hard."

    Luca must have been fully naked and directed his phone's camera lens to his cock. Claire was moaning louder now and Theo could imagine that the sight of her bull's big dick would be more than enough to inspire his wife's overwhelming lust.

    "Get in your bed, Claire," he instructed. "Cuck, you remain on your knees on the floor. Your wife will let her feet hang over the edge of the bed and you can suck on her toes while I make her cum."

    Theo watched Claire get on her hands and knees in the bed and shake her ass at him for a few moments before she rolled onto her back. She inched forward until her feet hung over the edge and Theo crawled closer and took her big toe into his mouth.

    "Look at him," Claire said as she pointed the camera towards him. "Look at my good cucky boy. Look at him doing exactly as you instructed, Luca."

    "He's a good cuck. A very good cuck. He knows that it's his place to make his wife and her bull happy, to do as he's told, to follow instructions in the bedroom because he's nowhere near skilled enough to satisfy his wife in the way her bull can, even when her bull is across the country."

    Claire grasped her bare breast and squeezed it gently as she moaned. The toy vibrated wildly between her legs and Theo could see the wetness dripping out of her.

    "When I get home, I will come to you, Claire. I will come to your home. I will take you to your bedroom with your cuck husband following right behind. I will undress you. I will kiss you deeply. I will play with your tits and finger your slick pussy until you're out of your mind with desire."

    Claire moaned and grasped her breasts harder as Theo moved to her other foot and began sucking on her toes.

    "I will tell your cuck to prepare your pussy and he will obey like a good boy."

    "He always obeys you. It always makes me so fucking wet when he does."

    Luca moaned. He was stroking his dick. Theo could hear it. "I will crawl into the bed you share with your husband. You will take me in your mouth. You will suck my dick from your hands and knees and your cuck will crawl behind you and eat your ass. He will finger your pussy, too. He will serve you while you serve me."

    Theo loved when he was permitted to participate in his cuckolding. Sometimes he was only allowed to watch, but Luca was often generous enough to let him join in some way.

    "Then, Claire, I will roll you onto your back and you will spread your legs for me. You will beg for my cock."

    "Luca, please, fuck me. Please, I need you inside me. I need you to take my pussy. I need you to fuck me hard and make me cum all over that perfect cock of yours."

    "That's it, Claire. Close your eyes and let your imagination take over. Feel my cock inside you. Feel me kissing your neck as I fuck you slowly, as I stretch you out, as I reach those deep places that make you moan."

    Claire moaned. Theo saw more wetness dripping from her pussy. Her thighs were trembling a little.

    "Now imagine me fucking you harder, Claire. Fucking you the way you love to be fucked."

    "Luca, it feels so good. I can't help but run my hands all over your body as you pound me. Fuck...Luca...your cock feels so good in my married pussy! You fuck me so good! You fuck me so much better than my husband!"

    Claire climaxed wildly. She screamed in pleasure - genuinely screamed - and her body writhed as the toy's vibrations continued, albeit at a slower pace. Theo kept on sucking toes right through her orgasm.

    It wasn't until Claire had gotten a bit quieter that Theo heard Luca cumming. Her eyes were glued to her phone. She was watching her bull's cock spew semen into their air, in all likelihood, and probably imagining it spewing into her pussy instead.

    The toy stopped. A hazy smile crossed Claire's face. She looked like a very happy woman.

    "That was incredible, Luca," she said. "Thank you for that. Thank you so much. You made my night so much better." She looked down at Theo and smiled. "You made our night so much better."

    "I'll see you in a few days, Claire," Luca replied. "Oh, and cuck, you can fuck your wife if she's willing to have you."

    "Bye, Luca," Claire said. "I can't wait to see you."

    The call ended and Claire pulled the toy from her pussy and set it and her phone on her nightstand.

    "Come and take me, Theo," Claire said with a smile. "Enjoy my pussy."

    He crawled into the bed and she spread her legs. He entered her. He buried himself inside her and they kissed.

    "Fuck me, Theo."

    He began to thrust. It was bliss. He'd been turned on for hours and that made every thrust feel intensely pleasurable.

    "Do you wish he was inside you instead?"

    "Of course I do, cuck," she replied with a smile. "Luca fucks me so much better than you do. He makes me cum so much harder than you do. I'll always prefer his cock over yours. That's why you're a cuck."

    Theo came inside her and Claire wrapped her arms and legs around him. She held him tight as he grunted and groaned on top of her while the bliss of a cuck-fueled orgasm ripped through his body.

    "I love you, Theo," she said softly. "I love you more than you can comprehend."

    "I love you too, Claire. I love you madly."

    Even when he was across the country, Luca had found a way to make their night - and their marriage, really - so much better. That's why he was the perfect bull and why they were both so grateful to have him in their lives.

  
    An Act of Love for Her Cuckold

    An act of love can take so many forms.

    Getting her flowers while you're out doing errands is a beautiful act of love.

    Joining her in the shower to wash her hair - and massage her scalp while you're at it - is a beautiful act of love.

    Recognizing that she wasn't sexually satisfied - and that it was impossible for you to satisfy her - and suggesting that she find a bull and use him to get the satisfaction she craved was an act of love on your part. A beautiful act of love, in fact.

    Your wife loves you. She loves you deeply, in fact. Because of that, she offers countless acts of love when she cuckolds you.

    When she lets you dress her in the lingerie she's going to wear for him, it's an act of love. She knows it turns you on to pull those soft, sexy stockings up her legs. She knows it thrills you to help her step into those naughty panties before you pull them up her legs until they're snug against the pussy her bull will satisfy that night.

    When she lets you prepare her pussy for his cock, it's an act of love. She doesn't have to welcome you between her legs before they have sex. She could let him go down on her. She could let him finger her. She could masturbate while sucking his cock or kissing him. She doesn't, though. She lets her husband crawl between her legs. She lets you get involved in your cuckolding. She lets you feel the pleasure of preparing her pussy for a superior cock, a pleasure she knows that you crave. It's a beautiful act of love.

    When she lets you watch him fuck her, it's an act of love. She could insist that you wait outside the bedroom. She could go to his place. They could fuck in a hotel room. She doesn't do that, though. She invites him into your home. Into your bedroom. She invites you to watch. She lets you witness your cuckolding. She lets you see the pleasure on her face as he fucks her. She lets you listen to her joyful moans as she cums on his cock.

    When she lets him cum inside her, it's an act of love. She knows you're turned on by the idea of another man cumming in your wife's pussy. She knows that few things turn you on more than that. She could make him wear a condom. She could make him pull out before he cums. She doesn't, though. She welcomes his cum in her pussy. She does it because she knows how much it thrills her cuckold husband.

    When she lets you clean his cum out of her, it's an act of love. She's gotten her satisfaction by the time you crawl between her legs. She's had her body-shaking orgasm. She doesn't need more pleasure. She knows that her cuckold craves the pleasure of cleaning another man's cum from her pussy, though. She knows that you crave it more than almost anything, and she loves you, which is why she lets you crawl between her legs to lick his hot, sticky, thick cum from her pussy.

    Isn't it good to be loved in that way, cuckold?

  
    An Afternoon as Her Submissive

    Your afternoon begins on your knees. That’s where you belong. That’s where your wife needs you to be. You submit as she desires.

    “Worship my ass,” she commands as she and her bull enjoy sensual kisses. He reaches back and grabs your head. He holds it between her ass cheeks. He expects you to behave as your wife desires.

    You eat her asshole. You lick it eagerly. You serve her because you are her cuckold.

    “On your back, cuckold,” your wife demands.

    You take your place on her back and she takes her place on your face. You lick her pussy as a cuckold is supposed to. You tongue it lustily. You get her nice and wet.

    You hear the sounds of sensual cocksucking above you. You hear your wife offering her bull the oral pleasure he craves. You hear her offering him the pleasure that you’re never afforded. After all, your cock isn’t worthy of her mouth or her pussy. You’re her submissive cuckold. You don’t fuck.

    “Are you jealous, cuckold?” your wife asks.

    You nod. Of course you’re jealous. You’re always jealous. You want to feel her mouth around your cock. You want to be able to fuck her. You know you can’t, though. You know those pleasures are not yours to enjoy. You know they’re his to enjoy.

    “Then come closer,” she says.

    You do as you’re told. Her hand gently applies pressure to the back of your head. You open up. You suck her bull’s cock. You do as a cuckold should.

    “See, you don’t have to be jealous. You can suck cock too,” your wife says as a big smile breaks across her face.

    She likes that you’re a good cocksucker. She likes that you’re eager to eat her bull’s dick and get it nice and hard with your lusty mouth. She likes that you don’t fight her, that you know your place.

    She rewards you for your obedience with a cuckold 69. You get to watch as her bull’s cock slides into her pussy. You get to see your wife take another man’s bare dick in her slick cunt. You get to see her enjoy every thrust. You get to hear how wet she is. You get to lick his balls as he fucks her.

    You get to feel her hands over your caged cock. You get to enjoy her soft, skillful touch. You get a little taste of what her bull experiences. You can’t help but fall a little deeper in love with her.

    Your wife always makes full use of your eager mouth when she fucks her bull. That’s why she pulls you close and makes you worship her ass while she’s fucking him. That’s why she has you tonguing her asshole as she rides her bull’s stiff cock.

    “Lick his balls, cuckold,” she demands.

    You lick his balls. You suck on them. You take them into your mouth. You pleasure him because he pleasures your wife. You lick his nut sack because your wife craves it.

    “Clean his load out of me, cuckold,” your wife demands after her bull cums inside her.

    She sits on your face and his seed flows down your throat. Your nose is pressed between her ass cheeks as the semen leaks out of her and onto your tongue. You lick her. You taste him. You clean it all up. You do as a cuckold should.

    “Good boy,” she says. “Lick it all up.”

    You can’t imagine doing anything other than satisfying her desire.

  
    An Afternoon Cum Feeding

    It’s a beautiful Saturday afternoon. You’re sitting in the living room. There’s a baseball game on the TV, but you’re not paying attention. You can’t.

    All you can do is think about the sounds of sex emanating from your bedroom. Your beautiful wife is in there. Her boyfriend is in there. They’re fucking and you’re sitting out in the living room and listening.

    She doesn’t really like to let you watch. She likes to focus on the connection between her and her boyfriend. She likes to experience the pure, passionate pleasure of making love to another man in your marital bed.

    She loves to let you listen, though. She loves how it gets you all hot and bothered. She loves knowing that you’re sitting out in the living room with a throbbing erection as another man makes love to your wife.

    That’s what you’re doing, too. Your cock is hard as a rock as your wife’s beautiful moans fill the air. You’re being cuckolded and it’s incredible.

    Eventually, the beautiful noises coming from down the hall reach a crescendo as your wife and her boyfriend climax. Your cock throbs because you know he’s cumming inside her. You know he’s filling her pussy with voluminous ropes of cum.

    Now you get to experience your favorite part.

    You hear the bedroom door open. You hear your wife’s soft footsteps coming down the hallway.

    You turn your head. She comes around the edge of the couch and smiles at you. A blue cotton thong is all she’s wearing. You can see a little wet spot in the front of it.

    “Are you hungry?” she asks.

    You nod as your eyes move from the wet spot between her legs and up her body. You admire her perky breasts. You love that her long brown hair is a little messy. You love the look of satisfaction she’s wearing on her face.

    Your wife straddles your face. She pulls her panties aside. Her fingers move to the back of your head and she pulls you to her wet, messy pussy.

    “Eat his cum, baby,” she whispers.

    Her touch is gentle on the back of your head. Her voice is soft and sensual. This is a beautiful moment of intimacy between the two of you. This is your favorite things about being her cuckold, and it’s hers too. She loves feeding you her boyfriend’s cum. She loves what it says about your willingness to be her cuckold.

    It’s her lust for this that truly thrills you. You find joy in swallowing his cum, but it’s knowing that you’re making your wife so happy that you love more than anything.

    As she gently moves her pussy over your mouth, her boyfriend’s cum flows onto your tongue. You swallow everything she feeds you. You eat it like a good boy.

    “You’re such a good boy,” she whispers.

    You look into her eyes. You see the mixture of lust and joy that you’ve become accustomed to. You’re making her happy and that makes you happy.

    When you’re finished, your wife pulls her panties back over her pussy and leans down to kiss you softly. She tastes a little of her boyfriend’s cum and smiles.

    “I’ll be back in a little while,” she says.

    You watch her leave. You stare at her perfect ass. You know that she’s going back to her boyfriend. Soon they’ll be having sex again. He’ll cum inside her again. She’ll feed you again.

  
    An Afternoon in His Boss's Office

    Click to read the previous story in this series, An Afternoon on His Boss's Boat.

    
      
    

    "Wait!" Marie called out as Jordan grabbed his messenger bag, slung it over his shoulder, and headed for the door. He stopped in his tracks, spun around, and smiled as his beautiful wife approached in a satin camisole and tap shorts. Her breasts bounced in the most alluring manner imaginable and Jordan felt a gentle stirring between his legs as he thought of Marie riding his cock to a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm just a few nights prior.

    "You can't leave without saying goodbye," she said before reaching up to adjust his tie.

    "Sorry about that," Jordan replied. "We have a big potential client coming in this morning. I'm a little distracted."

    Marie adjusted the strap of his messenger bag and fixed the lapel of his jacket before saying, "I think it might be time to get you a proper briefcase, don't you think? The partners at the firm don't come in with messenger bags, right?"

    Jordan shook his head. "I've never seen one carrying a messenger bag. I guess you're right, I've just always thought of a briefcase as something an old man has."

    Marie laughed. "I think it's just something a professional man has. I wouldn't really know, I suppose, but I think it might be smart if you want to be a partner at the firm."

    "Do you really think that's still possible?" he asked.

    She smoothed his tie, leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek, and said, "Why wouldn't that be possible?"

    "Because my wife is having an affair with the man that's going to make that decision," he stated flatly.

    Marie responded with a smile. "I think we both know that's only going to help your case, Jordan. He's only fucked me a few times, but Terry is already enraptured with my pussy, and he knows that he won't get to enjoy it anymore if you're passed over for partner."

    Before Jordan could offer a response Marie leaned in to kiss him. She pressed her body against his and he ran his fingers down the delicate satin of her camisole and grabbed her ass.

    "You know how good my pussy is," she whispered. "You'd be willing to do just about anything for it, wouldn't you?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Terry knows how good my pussy is too," she said. "It's certainly better than his wife's pussy, and unlike her, I'm more than happy to suck his dick."

    Jordan marveled at his wife's dirty talk - and the fact that her dirty talk was backed up by her actions - and when she reached between his legs he moaned at the pleasure of getting his cock stroked through his slacks.

    "You just have to do your part to make sure you earn that promotion," she said. "Keep being the damn good lawyer we both know you are. Keep outworking everyone else competing for the partnership. And maybe upgrade to a briefcase instead of this messenger bag."

    "I will," Jordan replied as she continued to deftly work his cock with her fingers.

    "You still like that I'm fucking Terry, right?" she asked.

    Jordan nodded. It was not without complications and the occasional bout of uncomfortable and unpleasant feelings, but Marie was right when she surmised that he'd thoroughly enjoyed watching her and Terry fuck on the boat. He hadn't watched since then, but he'd enjoyed hearing about Marie's sexual rendezvous with Terry at a hotel and about the blowjob she'd given him in his car just a handful of nights ago.

    "I'll see when you get home, then," Marie said.

    She offered yet another kiss - this one deep, slow, and sensual - and then turned and walked away. Jordan stared at her ass in the satin tap shorts - it looked exquisite - and then headed out the door to begin his commute to work.

    ---

    "Good morning, Jordan."

    Jordan looked up from his coffee to see Terry stepping into the break room. As always, he wore an expensive, flawlessly-tailored suit, a freshly-shined pair of shoes, and a tie that likely cost as much as the car payments of most of his employees. His office look was a far cry from how he'd looked on the boat, but that only spoke to Terry's ability to play whatever part was necessary to get the job done.

    "Good morning, Mr. Jacobs," Jordan replied.

    Terry smiled, and while Jordan told himself that the smile meant nothing, he couldn't help but see a mild sense of something akin to gloating, as if Terry was enthralled with the fact that he was better at fucking Marie than Jordan was. That happened to be true so Terry had every reason to gloat - or at least to feel great confidence as a result of his skill - but it did make Jordan feel just a bit small to be reminded of his sexual shortcomings whenever he saw his boss.

    "Are you ready for the pitch meeting?" Terry asked.

    Jordan nodded. "Yes, Mr. Jacobs. I'm ready."

    Terry clapped him on the shoulder, smiled, and then leaned in as a serious look came over his face. "This is your chance to really prove yourself, Jordan. Most of the other partners will be in that meeting. Do a good job and you'll really give yourself a leg up."

    "I'll nail it, Mr. Jacobs," he said.

    Terry poured himself a cup of coffee, stirred in just a touch of cream, and took a sip. "I expect that you will." He smiled, walked away, and turned back just before stepping out of the break room. "Oh, and make sure to give Marie my best regards when you get home tonight."

    The smile that followed was absolutely meant to remind Jordan that his boss had enjoyed the pleasures of Marie's mouth and pussy multiple times in the past two weeks. It was likely also meant to remind Jordan that Marie had found relentless satisfaction in those same interactions.

    Terry walked out of the break room and Jordan leaned against the counter, took a deep breath, and finished making his coffee before heading back to his desk. He pulled out everything related to that morning's pitch and poured over it once more.

    Mostly, though, Jordan found his mind drifting. He thought of how Terry had come by the house and picked Marie up without her offering any hint as to where they were going. As it turned out, Terry wanted a blowjob and Marie was more than happy to suck him off in his car while he drove around town. She came back half an hour after leaving and offered Jordan a deep kiss that was unquestionably flavored with his boss's cum. If Jordan thought hard, he could still recall the taste of that kiss, a memory that brought with it an undeniable sense of arousal.

    A knock on his door startled Jordan out of his memory. He looked up to see a coworker - and a fellow competitor for the partnership - standing there with an urgent look on his face.

    "You ready, man?" he asked.

    Jordan nodded. "Yeah. I'll be right there."

    This was the moment. Yes, Marie was probably helping Jordan on his quest to be a partner, but if he blew this, he wouldn't stand a chance, no matter how many times his wife fucked his boss. Jordan stood, took a deep breath, grabbed his materials, and headed for the conference room.

    ---

    The meeting had long since ended. The day, in fact, was nearly over. Jordan hadn't heard anything from the higher-ups at the firm, but as far as he was concerned the pitch had gone exceptionally well. His part of it, at least.

    Six o'clock rolled around and Jordan still hadn't heard anything. Everyone else was leaving, though, so he packed up his things and headed for the elevators.

    "Jordan, I'm glad I caught you," Mimi - who was Terry's longtime assistant - said as she hurried towards him. "Mr. Jacobs would like to see you in his office."

    Jordan tried to read her face to tell if it was good or bad news that Terry had to share with him, but Mimi gave up nothing. Instead, she stepped into the elevator as it opened and pushed a button. She didn't even look at him as the doors closed, which filled Jordan with a sense of dread.

    He slung his bag over his shoulder, took a deep breath and tried to calm his nerves as he pressed the up button on the elevator to head to the next floor where all the partners had offices.

    Terry's office was far and away the largest and it also happened to be the most private as it was situated at the end of a fairly lengthy hallway. The blinds were drawn so Jordan raised his hand, paused for a moment to try once more to calm his nerves, and knocked on the door.

    There was a brief pause before Terry called, out, "Come in."

    Jordan stepped into the spacious office with impressive floor-to-ceiling glass windows on two sides and shut the door behind him. At first glance, Terry looked exceptionally happy behind his desk. Relaxed, even.

    "Jordan, come in," he said.

    As Jordan approached, Terry leaned back, rested his hands on the arms of his dark leather chair, and closed his eyes. He let out a moan that stopped Jordan in his tracks. He recognized that moan from the boat.

    "Mr. Jacobs...am I interrupting something?" Jordan asked.

    Terry opened his eyes, smiled at Jordan, and then reached under his desk for a moment before slowly rolling his chair back. His cock - which was stiff and slick with spit - came into view almost immediately. A moment later, someone crawled out from under his desk and quickly attached her mouth to Terry's cock once more.

    Jordan recognized his beautiful wife. He recognized the pretty blue sundress she was wearing. He recognized her soft, perfect, beautiful blonde hair. He even recognized the way she moaned while Terry's cock stretched her lips.

    "Marie texted to see how you'd done today," Terry explained. "I told her you knocked it out of the park. She said she wanted to come by to take you out to dinner to celebrate your success, Jordan. Isn't that nice of her?"

    Terry's hand rested on the back of Marie's head as her mouth bobbed up and down on his cock. To Jordan's ears the sounds of the blowjob had gotten noticeably louder, a fact that made it all the more arousing to stand there as his wife offered oral pleasure to another man.

    "To be honest, she was just going to meet you in the lobby," Terry said. "I'm the one that convinced her to come to my office. I'm not ashamed to admit that I had to have her, Jordan. I had to fuck your beautiful wife."

    Terry's cock left Marie's mouth with an audible pop before she looked over her shoulder, smiled at Jordan, and asked, "You don't mind that I feel the same way, do you baby? You don't mind that I had to have Terry, that I had to have his beautiful cock in my mouth, that I had to have him in my tight pussy?"

    Jordan shook his head. He didn't mind. They both knew he didn't mind. It was still embarrassing to admit that in front of Terry, but there was no point in denying it.

    Marie turned to Terry, kissed the plump head of his cock, and said, "See? I told you he wouldn't mind. He likes that you fuck me so good. He likes that you make me cum so hard. I think the thing he likes most of all, though, is that I want you so badly, that I want you more than I want him."

    Terry leaned down and shared a deep kiss with Marie. His hand slipped into the top of her sundress and she moaned as he played with her tits in a manner that struck Jordan as rather aggressive. That was one of the things Marie liked about Terry, though. He was a man that both knew how to take charge and got off on it.

    Marie took Terry's cock in her mouth once more and sucked with great vigor for a short spell before pulling off, standing, and coming around the desk and towards Jordan. She stepped into his arms and kissed him with the lips and tongue that had just been working his boss's dick. For his part, Jordan welcomed that tongue into his mouth and sucked on it with the full knowledge that he was, in a small way, tasting another man's dick.

    "Will you help me out of my dress?" Marie asked.

    She slowly spun around and pushed her ass into Jordan's crotch as he unzipped her sundress and pushed the straps off her shoulders. The dress fell to the floor, revealing Marie's flawless naked body - she'd clearly decided against wearing underwear of any kind - and putting a smile on Terry's face.

    "God damn you look good," Terry said.

    Marie leaned against Jordan and grasped her tits. The scent of her perfume filled his nose as she reached between her legs and played with what sounded like her exceedingly wet pussy.

    "You make me wet," she replied. "Sucking your cock made me wet. Feeling your hands in my hair made me wet. Tasting your precum made me wet." She looked over her shoulder, smiled at Jordan, and then turned back to his boss and added, "The idea of getting fucked by my husband's boss makes me wet, too, especially knowing that Jordan is going to stand there and watch."

    Marie stepped away from Jordan, sauntered towards Terry, and hopped on his desk. She spread her legs and Terry stared between them and smiled, no doubt at the sight of her eager, wet pussy.

    "I have to admit, Jordan," Terry began, "I like fucking your wife in front of you. I've fucked other men's wives before, but it's hotter with you watching. There's just something about knowing that you're witnessing the satisfaction that I give her, the satisfaction that you can't give her."

    "He can't even come close," Marie said.

    Terry stood, approached the desk, and slipped his cock into her pussy, eliciting a beautiful moan from Marie as he looked at Jordan. "It makes it better, Jordan. Fucking your wife would be thrilling no matter how it happened, but it's better with you watching. It was better on the boat and it's better right here, right now."

    He leaned down and kissed Marie as she wrapped her legs around him. He filled her with slow, deep thrusts as their tongues mingled and she moaned into his mouth.

    "Harder," Marie urged him. "Fuck me harder, Terry. Fuck my married pussy harder."

    Terry smiled at that and looked at Jordan. He held his gaze while fucking Marie harder. She leaned back and closed her eyes, giving Jordan a beautiful view of her face and her perky tits as they bounced with every vigorous thrust into her pussy.

    Terry grasped one of her breasts and squeezed it hard. Marie's lips parted and a long, low, beautiful moan followed. Terry released her flesh and pressed his thumb against her lower lip. Marie took it in her mouth and sucked vigorously while their eyes met. She seemed so lost in her pleasure and so eager to give Terry exactly what he wanted.

    Soon, Marie's moans got louder and more desperate. Terry fucked her harder and faster and he brought about an orgasm that had Marie grasping the edge of his desk as her thighs trembled and a long, low rumble of moans escaped her lips and filled the office.

    Terry leaned down and softly kissed her neck as Marie smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. She wrapped her legs around him and said, "You fucked me so good, Terry. I came so fucking hard."

    He leaned back, met her smile with one of his own, and pulled out of her pussy. Marie studied him for a few seconds and then slid off the desk, slowly spun around, and bent over.

    "Come closer," she said to Jordan.

    He approached the desk and she reached out. Jordan took his wife's hand and leaned over at her urging.

    "Do you want your boss to cum inside me?" she asked softly.

    Jordan's cock throbbed as he nodded. "Yes. I want him to cum inside you."

    Marie's lips parted and she moaned. Jordan looked past his wife to see that Terry had slipped his cock into her pussy from behind. He grasped her hips, looked right at Jordan, and began fucking her.

    "Kiss me, baby," Marie said. "Kiss me while he fucks me. Kiss me while he cums inside me, while he cums inside your wife."

    Jordan couldn't resist. He kissed his wife while Terry fucked her. Her lips were warm and soft. Her moans were irresistible. Her tongue mingled with his and she moved it in wondrous ways, deepening his desire in the process.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Terry cried out.

    His thrusts were fast and furious for a few moments longer and then he unleashed a series of grunts and groans while Marie moaned into Jordan's mouth. She grasped his tongue between her lips and sucked on it, keeping him connected with her while another man emptied himself into her pussy.

    Eventually, Terry pulled out and dropped into his chair. Jordan leaned back just a little and saw the joy on his wife's face. He hoped at least part of that joy was thanks to his willingness to play along, though he suspected that a far more significant part of it was that she'd just gotten fucked exceptionally well and had brought great pleasure to the man that had given her a world class orgasm.

    Marie reached back and slipped two fingers into her pussy. "He made a mess inside me," she said. "I can feel it. It's hot and wet." The wet, sloppy sound of penetration filled the air and she smiled. "Fuck, having his cum inside me is such a turn on."

    Marie pulled her fingers out and showed Jordan the slick cum that coated them. Then, she took those fingers in her mouth and sucked them clean as Jordan watched with an awed look on his face.

    "Would you kiss me now?" she asked before offering a flirty smile.

    Jordan saw his boss smile at him. He wanted to kiss her. It was embarrassing to do so in front of Terry, but he wanted to kiss her. So he did. Jordan leaned across the desk and kissed his wife. The faint taste of Terry's cum danced on Jordan's tongue and it delighted him. Again his cock throbbed as arousal surged through his body.

    "We still have to celebrate," Marie said as she caressed Jordan's face. "You did a good job today, after all, and you're well on the way to securing a partnership at this firm. Would you like to take me out to dinner, or should we just go home so you can enjoy my messy pussy?"

    "Let's go home," Jordan answered without a moment's hesitation.

    Marie smiled. "Hand me my dress."

    Jordan retrieved his wife's dress as she stood, turned around, and gave Terry a soft kiss on the cheek. "Thank you for satisfying me. I hope we get to do this again, and sometime soon."

    "We will," Terry replied.

    Marie pulled on her dress and Jordan zipped it up from behind. She waved goodbye to Terry, took her husband's hand and walked out of the office with him. Jordan pressed the button for the elevator and then Marie pulled him into her arms for a kiss that lingered until the doors opened.

    They stepped into the elevator. The doors shut and the car lurched to life right as Marie reached down, lifted the bottom of her dress, and scooped a thick dollop of cum off her thigh.

    "He's leaking out of me," she said.

    Jordan stared at the thick semen resting on his wife's finger and he felt a decidedly thrilling tingle between his legs.

    "You can lick it off my finger if you want," Marie said with a smile. "I think I'd enjoy seeing that, in fact."

    Jordan leaned forward and took his wife's finger in his mouth. He sucked the cum off of it as the elevator rushed towards the bottom floor. The taste of his boss's seed danced on his tongue as Jordan closed his eyes and let a wave of intense, full body arousal wash over him.

    "Fuck," Marie said softly. "That's really sexy. Good thing there's a lot more where that came from. I'll be feeding you his cum the whole ride home."

    She pulled her finger from his mouth as the elevator doors opened. Jordan moved his bag over his crotch - an odd way to carry it, but a necessity to hide his erection - and they headed for his car as he thought about the thrill of the ride home and the fun they were going to have as soon as they got to the house.

    As it turned out, it had been a very good day and it seemed like Jordan's future was suddenly a lot brighter.

  
    An Afternoon on His Boss's Boat

    "This is a big deal, right?" Marie asked as they pulled into the marina parking lot. "I mean, an invite to spend the day fishing with your boss is a big deal, right?"

    "Yes," Jordan answered. "I mean, I don't want to get my hopes up, but I'm pretty sure it's a big deal. I guess I could be wrong about that and he could have invited half of the prospective partners and I won't actually get to spend any time with him, but yeah, I think it's a big deal."

    Jordan found a space, took a deep breath, and reached over to take his wife's hand. She smiled and they both leaned in to share a soft, quick kiss.

    "You've got this," Marie said. "You deserve to be a partner, and if your boss can't see that then it's his loss."

    "Thank you," he replied. "I love that you believe in me, Marie."

    She caressed his face. "Of course I do. Now let's get on this boat."

    They got out of the car and Jordan grabbed their bag from the trunk. It was a warm day, but Mr. Jacobs had told them to bring extra layers just in case it got chilly out on the lake. Jordan felt a little foolish in the moment as the sun was beating down and he was certain he'd be sweating in a swimsuit, a t-shirt and flip flops, but he grabbed the bag anyway.

    "What's wrong?" Jordan asked as he noted an anxious look on his wife's face.

    "Was a bikini the wrong choice?" she said. "Should I have worn something more conservative? Is the wife of a partner at a law firm expected to dress in a classier manner?"

    Jordan couldn't actually answer her questions with any kind of confidence. He had no idea who else had been invited to go fishing with Mr. Jacobs. It could be that the rest of the partners and their spouses would be there. It could be that Mr. Jacobs' wife would be there. It could be that Marie would be the only woman in a bikini and - given that she looked exceptionally hot in a bikini - would immediately alienate all the other women.

    Jordan wasn't going to voice any of those concerns, though. "You know what? You look amazing, Marie. You have a great body that you work hard to maintain and there's no reason you shouldn't show it off a little."

    She smiled. "I do work hard."

    Marie was at the gym six days a week and she almost always did extra ab work at home. In some ways, it was an understatement to say that she worked hard.

    "You do," Jordan agreed. "And it's not like you're wearing one of those stripper bikinis that leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination. You're just wearing the sort of swimsuit any woman your age with your body would wear."

    Her smile was decidedly flirty as she approached and gave Jordan a kiss on the cheek. "You think I'm hot, don't you?"

    "You know I do," he answered. "You know there's almost nothing I'd enjoy more than fucking you in that bikini, because even though it's not scandalous you look really sexy."

    Marie kissed him with just enough fervor to lure Jordan's cock into a semi-erect state. "I love you, Jordan."

    He smiled. "I love you too."

    Marie unzipped the bag he was holding and pulled out a semi-sheer cover up that she skillfully wrapped around her waist. It was supposed to make her choice of bikini look a little more modest, but to Jordan she looked even sexier. He wasn't going to say a word, though, as he loved that Marie was so confident in her body.

    "Are we supposed to meet him at his boat?" she asked.

    Jordan was about to pull out his phone in search of the information on the boat slip when he heard someone call out his name. He spun around to see a broad-shouldered man standing on the dock in a swimsuit, t-shirt, and flip flops. It took a moment for him to recognize Mr. Jacobs, as he'd never seen him in anything but an expensive suit.

    "Mr. Jacobs, hey, how's it going?" Jordan asked as he took Marie's hand and approached his boss.

    "It's going well, Jordan, but I'm going to have to ask that you call me Terry. Mr. Jacobs is fine for the office, but the whole point of this excursion is to relax," he said.

    "Right, yes, of course, Terry. Do you remember my wife, Marie?" Jordan said.

    Terry smiled at Marie and nodded. "Of course I do. In fact, I remember how hard you made my wife laugh at the Christmas party last year. She very nearly did a spit take on someone else's dress."

    "That's right," Marie said as she shook Terry's hand. "Will your wife be joining us today?"

    Terry shook his head. "No. She gets the most terrible motion sickness. So it's just the three of us today. Follow me."

    Marie gave Jordan a knowing look, smiled, and squeezed his hand. He could practically see her bouncing with excitement. He felt it too. He was the only one at the firm who'd gotten an invite. It had to mean that he was being looked at for partner. He didn't believe for a second that the day was meant for relaxation, though. It was meant as a daylong interview, though of course Jordan had to seem as though he was relaxing.

    "I've got fishing poles, bait, food, and plenty of drinks," Terry explained as he led them down the dock. "Marie, do you do any fishing?"

    "I can't say that I do," she said. "No one in my family was ever into it so I never really got the chance. Some of Jordan's friends are into it, but none of their wives are so fishing has always been for the boys."

    Terry looked over his shoulder and smiled. "Well then, you can learn to fish today. I wouldn't say I'm an expert, but my dad used to take me so I've been doing it for more than thirty years now."

    They walked all the way to the end of the dock before Terry turned and gestured towards an elegant-looking, modestly-sized boat that looked utterly perfect for a day on the lake.

    "Wow, it's beautiful," Marie said with a smile.

    "Why thank you, Marie," Terry replied as just a hint of pride washed across his face. "It's really kind of humble, but this boat was the first thing I purchased when I became a partner at the firm and I can't bring myself to upgrade. I have done a little work on it to upgrade the quality of things here and there, but I honestly don't think I'll ever get rid of this boat."

    He gestured for them to step on and Jordan did so as he felt a certain kind of admiration for his boss. Like anyone else, Terry had worked his way up from a first year associate to partner, but he hadn't stopped there. He'd worked hard enough - and with enough skill - to become the firm's managing partner a year ago and to do so at just 42 years old. Jordan had heard stories of how cutthroat Terry had been to achieve that milestone, but he found it hard to believe given that he always seemed so kind around the office.

    "Have a seat and I'll get us out on the lake," Terry said as he approached the helm.

    A moment later the engines roared to life. Jordan smiled at his wife and leaned in to give her a soft kiss as the boat backed away from the dock.

    "Are you going to fish?" he asked.

    She nodded. "Why not, right? We're here. It's a beautiful day. I have two men that know how to fish that can teach me. Of course I'm going to fish."

    As soon as they were safely away from the dock, Terry pushed the boat forward at a more impressive pace and Jordan watched the scenery pass by. The area surrounding the lake was far more beautiful than he'd expected and it proved rather relaxing to simply sit and admire the view as Terry confidently piloted them to whatever fishing destination he'd picked out.

    Eventually, the boat slowed and came to a stop before Terry dropped the anchor and turned towards them. "Who's ready to do some fishing?"

    Marie excitedly raised her hand and Terry smiled gleefully, clapped his hands together, and headed below deck. He reappeared holding three fishing rods in one hand and a cooler in the other. Terry passed out the rods and opened the cooler to pull out a small plastic container filled with bait. Nightcrawlers, specifically.

    "Okay, so, there's no question it's a little gross," Terry said as he popped the top on the plastic container and pulled out one of the worms. "But, the worm goes on the hook."

    Marie looked a little grossed out as Terry hooked the worm, but she bent over and grabbed a nightcrawler out of the container before Jordan had a chance to. She hooked it quickly, too, and by the time she was done Marie had a delighted smile on her face.

    "Very good," Terry said. "Now, casting is actually pretty simple."

    He walked towards the stern and Marie followed as the worm slipped out of Jordan's hand and fell to the deck. He bent over to grab it and looked up to see his boss confidently teaching Marie how to cast. Terry demonstrated as she watched intently and then he stepped aside - giving her plenty of room - and gestured for Marie to give it a shot.

    On her first attempt, nothing happened. Terry laughed and pointed out that Marie's placement of her fingers made it impossible for the line to release. On her second attempt the hook plopped into the water no more than six feet from the boat, eliciting a laugh from Terry.

    He reeled his rod in, set it down, and then stepped behind Marie. "Let me show you," he said. Suddenly, his body was very nearly pressed against hers. His arms moved around her as he gripped both her hands, moved her fingers into place, and helped her cast. His body moved in time with hers and Jordan watched with a worm dangling in his hand and his mouth hanging open. There was no question in his mind that Terry was being inappropriate. It wasn't possible that he thought it was okay to touch Marie like that, to be so intimate with her.

    "Look at that," Terry said as he and Marie both watched the hooked nightcrawler fly through the air and land in the water a few dozen yards from the boat.

    Marie bounced joyfully and Terry's hands moved to her waist. Again Jordan was astounded, even more so when Terry gently pulled Marie's ass against his crotch.

    "That was amazing, Marie," Terry said as he stepped back.

    She looked over her shoulder, smiled at him, and replied, "Thanks for the help."

    "Jordan, how's it going with that worm?" Terry asked before chuckling. "You need help?"

    Jordan shook his head, grabbed the hook, and skewered the worm. Unfortunately, he managed to puncture his finger in the process. "Fuck!" he cried out. Jordan very nearly put his finger in his mouth to suck up the blood before realizing it was covered in worm guts.

    "Oh, shit, Jordan, are you okay?" Marie asked.

    He nodded. "Yeah. No, I'm fine. I just poked myself with the hook. Terry, would you happen to have any band aids?"

    Terry approached with a serious look on his face - like he'd just transitioned into crisis mode - and Jordan suddenly felt as though he needed to downplay what had happened.

    "Oh, no, just point me in the right direction. It's just a little cut. It's really nothing," he said.

    Terry's face relaxed and he said, "Head down the stairs. The first upper cabinet on the left has a first aid kit in it. You can wash your finger in the sink and you'll find band aids, antibiotic ointment, all the good stuff."

    Jordan nodded. "Okay. Great. I'll be right back."

    He set his pole out of the way and headed below deck. The small galley area was lined with cabinets on both sides and had a sink, a two burner stovetop, and a tiny refrigerator that could probably fit a few freshly-caught fish to keep them cold. Jordan opened the first cabinet he saw and pulled out the red bag with a white cross on it. He rifled through it with one hand - keeping the cut finger elevated to prevent blood loss - and pulled out a band aid and a tube of antibiotic ointment.

    Jordan washed his hands as thoroughly as he'd ever done, using plenty of soap and making sure to clean up every drop of blood and every little trace of worm guts. He dried his finger with a paper towel, opened a band aid, applied a dab of ointment, and bandaged himself up.

    When he was finished, Jordan rested his hands on the counter, took a deep breath to try and wash away the sense of irritation he'd felt at watching his boss get far too grabby with his wife, and then cleaned up and resolved to get in some fishing and relaxation.

    Jordan opened the door, ducked his head to step through, and stopped in his tracks as he looked up to see Marie and Terry standing side by side as they fished off the boat's stern.

    It wasn't the fact that they were standing side by side that halted Jordan's progress, though. It was the fact that Terry's hand was on Marie's ass. Her cover up was on the deck and Terry was openly running his fingers over her ass and grabbing a handful of it at seemingly random intervals.

    Though Jordan couldn't see Marie's face, there was nothing in her body language that denoted a sense of discomfort or fear. If anything, she was leaning towards Terry. Jordan found it utterly confusing. Was Marie simply able to control herself and not make a scene on a boat in the middle of a lake, or was she actually not bothered by the fact that Jordan's boss was groping her ass and doing so without even a hint of subtlety.

    Just as he was about to rush on deck and put an end to Terry's inappropriate behavior, Marie looked up at him, smiled, and said, "That feels good."

    Jordan experienced a tightness in his chest as it felt like his whole world had come unglued in an instant. Why would his wife say something like that? Was she lying? If she was, why would she lie? Her smile seemed genuine. Her voice sounded genuine.

    "Yeah?" Terry asked.

    Marie nodded. "It felt good when you showed me how to cast, too. It felt really good when you pulled my hips towards you, when I felt...when I felt your desire."

    Jordan's heart pounded and he heard a slight ringing in his ears. Nothing made sense. Nothing at all. Why was Marie doing this to him? Why was Terry doing this to him?

    "I want you to feel my desire," Marie said.

    Terry smiled and set his fishing pole down. Marie turned to him, giving Jordan a perfect view of his boss slipping a hand into his wife's bikini bottoms. Marie pressed her hips forward and her lips parted to unleash a soft moan as she closed her eyes.

    "Can you feel that?" she asked.

    "I can," Terry replied. "Is it for me?"

    Marie looked up at him, bit her lower lip, and nodded. Then her hand slowly moved towards Terry's crotch. Her fingers encircled a bulge in his swimsuit and she stroked it slowly. "Is this for me?" she asked.

    "If you want it," Terry answered.

    Marie moaned again, though this time it was louder. She gently tugged on the string of Terry's swimsuit, untying it slowly as he held his gaze. She slipped her fingers into the waistband and pushed down, exposing his pubic hair and an inch of his shaft before stopping.

    Marie turned and looked at Jordan. She smiled and lowered Terry's swimsuit the rest of the way, exposing his stiff cock before wrapping her delicate fingers around it.

    "Come here," she said.

    Jordan was frozen in place.

    "It's okay," she said. "You can come closer, baby. You don't have to be scared. This is a good thing, and I think you'll find that it excites you."

    She glanced at his crotch and Jordan looked down. He was hard. He'd gotten hard and he hadn't even noticed. It didn't make any sense. Why would he get hard watching his boss finger his wife's pussy? Why would that turn him on?

    "Come closer," Marie said.

    Jordan found the strength to move. He stepped on deck and approached his wife, who was now stroking Terry's cock vigorously.

    "There's a reason you didn't stop him when he was showing me how to cast, baby," Marie continued. "There's a reason you didn't move when you saw him pull my hips back. There's a reason you panicked and pricked your finger with the hook when you knew your boss was pressing his cock into my ass."

    Jordan shook his head. She wasn't right. She couldn't be right. He wasn't the kind of man that was excited by what was unfolding on the boat.

    "I want him," she said. "I've actually wanted him since the Christmas party. I never considered doing anything about it, of course - I'm not that kind of wife - but then you didn't do anything when he touched me like he did. You were just a few feet away while your boss made it perfectly clear he wanted me and you didn't do anything because it excites you, because you want this to happen as much as I do."

    "No," he said.

    Marie smiled, stepped away from Terry, and moved towards Jordan. She lowered her bikini bottoms, grabbed his hand, and placed his fingers against her pussy. They slipped inside her in an instant and her smile deepened.

    "You can feel it, can't you?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Marie stroked Jordan through his swimsuit like she'd done for Terry. "I can feel it too, which is why I'm going to let Terry have me, and I'm going to enjoy every second of it. I think you're going to enjoy it, too, but Terry tells me there's plenty of space to wait below deck if you're not interested in watching."

    She turned and walked back to Terry. She removed her bikini top, leaving her naked. She took Terry's shirt off, pressed her body against his, and kissed him. She did so with passion, too. Her mouth opened and her tongue danced with his in a manner clearly designed to inspire arousal.

    Terry's strong hands found her ass and squeezed it aggressively. She moaned into his mouth and reached down to stroke his cock, which was long and fairly thick and featured an impressively plump mushroom head.

    Marie kissed Terry's neck and her lips worked their way to his chest. She slowly dropped to the deck, kissing her way down his stomach as she did.

    "Don't," Jordan said as he watched his wife look up at another man while stroking his cock. "Please, Marie, don't."

    She looked at him, looked at the bulge that remained in his swimsuit, and then turned back to Terry and took his cock in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Terry replied as he reached down to run his hand through Marie's soft blonde hair. "That feels so fucking good. I've been dreaming about this. You weren't the only one to feel something at the Christmas party. There's just something about you, Marie. Something irresistible. And fuck are you good with your mouth."

    She swallowed half his cock, pulled back slowly until it popped free from her mouth, and said, "Just wait until you feel my pussy."

    A moment later he was in her mouth once more. She sucked slowly and seductively, working his dick like she was making love to it. She stroked, she kissed and licked the head, and she even took time to give his balls a little love.

    "Please," Jordan said.

    Neither of them looked his way. It was like he wasn't even there. Or, it was simply that his protests were unconvincing.

    After a lengthy blowjob, Marie stood and directed Terry to sit on the padded bench running along the stern. As soon as he did so, she straddled him and leaned closer so he could shower her tits in oral affection. Marie moaned as Terry kissed and licked and sucked on her perky breasts. She teased his cock with her pussy, too, rubbing her plump, wet lips over the spit-soaked head and taking a fraction of an inch inside her every now and then, eliciting a moan from the man working her breasts just like she'd worked his dick.

    "I want you to masturbate as you watch," Marie said as she looked over her shoulder. "I know you want to, Jordan, and there's no reason to deny yourself what you want." Marie reached down to guide Terry's cock into her pussy as she held Jordan's gaze and then added, "I'm certainly not denying myself what I want. Not anymore."

    She turned her attention back to Terry, kissed him, and began to slowly ride his cock. Jordan stood there and watched his wife's pussy rise up and down on another man's dick. He watched Terry enjoy the pussy that had exclusively been Jordan's for the past decade.

    Jordan's hand moved to his crotch. He grabbed his cock through his swimsuit and stroked it. The pleasure was astounding. It was heavenly. It was as if his dick had suddenly become twice as sensitive. It was painful, though. It shouldn't have felt good. Not in any way. It was terrible that it felt so good, and yet Jordan found himself untying his swimsuit and letting it fall to his ankles.

    He took his cock in his hand. It felt harder than it ever had. The head was already soaked with precum and the rest of the shaft soon joined it as he slowly masturbated.

    "Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me," Marie said.

    "You were right about your pussy," Terry replied. "Fuck, Marie, it's incredible. You're fucking incredible."

    She kissed him and bounced harder and faster on his cock. He wrapped his strong arms around her and Jordan couldn't help but note that their bodies seemed to meld into one as they pursued their pleasure while he watched.

    The longer they fucked, the more furiously passionate it became. They kissed with ravenous energy and Terry grabbed Marie's ass to help her bounce a little harder and faster on his dick. It was not the kind of sex that would last long. It was a furious pursuit of an orgasm they'd both apparently been fantasizing about for the past eight months. It was sex that would end quickly and loudly, which was just fine because Jordan had no chance of holding off on cumming.

    "Terry...fuck, you're gonna make me cum," she said. "I'm close...I'm close...fuck, I'm close!"

    They kissed for a few seconds more before Marie threw her head back and cried out. She screamed loud enough that someone else on the lake must have heard. It sent Jordan over the top and his knees nearly buckled from the pleasure of his climax. He spurted cum all over the deck, leaving it in streaks right as Terry pulled Marie down onto his cock and unloaded inside her.

    Jordan watched his boss's balls pulse and jump in their sack as he released his seed in Marie's pussy. To Jordan's dismay, it made the latter half of his climax even more potent. So much so that his knees actually buckled and he dropped down onto the deck. He fell forward and rested on his hands and knees for a moment as a series of intense shockwaves of post-orgasmic pleasure emanated from between his legs.

    After a few seconds, Jordan sat back on his knees and looked up to see Terry's cum slowly leaking out of Marie's pussy as they kissed. The thick white cream dripped towards the base of his shaft and over his hairy balls. It struck Jordan as the clearest sign imaginable that another man had just fucked his wife.

    "That was incredible," Marie said softly. "It was everything I hoped it would be."

    "Agreed," Terry replied. They kissed again before he said, "I hope it's not the last time we get to do that."

    She sat back, rocked her hips a little to tease his cock while it was still buried inside her, and said, "Not if I have any say in it. A girl doesn't turn down the chance for more orgasms like that one I just had, after all."

    She looked over her shoulder, saw Jordan on his knees with a softening cock between his legs and streaks of cum on the deck in front of him, and smiled before looking back at Terry.

    "Plus, I think Jordan liked watching so I don't think he'd put up a fight if his boss started having an affair with his wife," she added.

    Jordan was horrified at the notion, but only because Marie was right. He wasn't supposed to like the notion, though. He was supposed to hate it. He didn't, though. He'd cum incredibly hard and he already found himself wanting more.

    It seemed like that was exactly what he was going to get.

  
    An Anniversary to Remember

    You booked a weekend away for your tenth anniversary. You splurged on the most expensive, luxurious hotel you’d ever stayed at. The room featured a balcony with a breathtaking view of the city. Your wife put on the sexiest dress you’d ever seen her in for your anniversary dinner. She even wore the red lipstick you love so much.

    The elevator was crowded on the way down to the hotel lobby. You stood against the back wall and your wife happily stood in front of you. She leaned against you, pressing her ass into your crotch and subtly grinding on you, leaving you nearly erect by the time the doors opened into the lobby.

    She took your hand and led you towards the hotel bar. “Let’s get a drink before dinner,” she said with a smile before turning to the bartender. “Two glasses of champagne, please.”

    He poured two glasses and you plucked them off the bar and followed your wife to a plush seat off in the corner. She took a glass from your hand and you both enjoyed a sip of the expensive, bubbly drink while staring into each other’s eyes.

    “You’ve never looked more beautiful,” you said. “I’m a lucky man.”

    “Yes, you are,” she replied with a playful smile. “I’m a lucky woman, too.”

    You drank champagne and talked about the first decade of your marriage. You talked of how lucky you both felt to have found each other and to be in a thriving relationship.

    As your dinner reservation approached, you excused yourself to use the bathroom. After emptying your bladder you headed back to the bar. Someone had joined her. A handsome man in a tuxedo, in fact. He had a glass of champagne in his hand – your glass of champagne, in fact. He was chatting rather intimately with your wife. For a few moments you stood and watched before a touch of jealousy kicked in and you approached.

    Your wife saw you coming, smiled, and then turned towards the handsome man in the tuxedo. She leaned in and their lips met. She kissed another man as you strode towards her. It wasn’t a simple kiss, either. It was a shockingly passionate kiss. It was the sort of kiss you’d expected to share with her that night.

    Your wife stared at her new friend for a few moments after the kiss ended. A smile crept across her face before she looked up at you and said, “Happy anniversary, my love.”

    “What?” you asked as confusion reigned in your mind.

    Your wife smiled, turned to the man sitting next to her, and kissed him again. Her words reverberated in your mind as you watched her welcome another man’s tongue into her mouth. Why was she acting like what she was doing was a good thing?

    Their passionate kiss came to a close and she turned to you once more. She smiled and sipped her champagne as it dawned on you that your wife had somehow discovered your fantasy. That was the only explanation for what she was doing.

    “How did you…” you started to ask before trailing off.

    “You should really close your browser when you’re done masturbating,” she answered.

    You weren’t sure what to say. It felt embarrassing to admit your fantasy in front of a stranger, and yet your wife clearly knew that you loved the idea of her fucking someone else.

    She stood and approached with a seductive sway in her hips. “I canceled our dinner reservation. Instead, I’ll be making your fantasy come true. We can order room service after.”

    “That sounds good to me,” you said.

    She turned to the man in the tuxedo, offered her hand, and said, “Let’s go. I need you to fuck me while my husband watches.”

    He stood and took her hand. They left the bar with you following. They headed for the elevator, stepped inside, and kissed almost immediately as you hit the button for your floor. You watched your wife indulge in what seemed to be genuine passion for another man. You watched their tongues mingle and his hands move down her back until he had a firm grip on her ass. You listened to her moan into his mouth and you developed quite the erection while doing so.

    She took his hand and led him down the hallway towards your room. You waved the keycard over the lock and she opened it and stepped inside. Soon enough they were kissing again. He pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders and worked it down her body. His hands were on her breasts by the time the dress hit the floor. She worked his jacket off and unbuttoned his shirt. She took his pants off and her fingers found his cock as they stood naked in the middle of the room and kissed.

    “Get in the bed,” she said. He fell into the bed and your wife turned to you. “Get naked.”

    You stripped and she beckoned you closer. She pressed her body against yours and kissed you just as she’d kissed him. She stroked your stiff cock and moaned into your mouth.

    “I can stop anytime you want,” she whispered. “Just say the word.”

    “I want this,” you admitted.

    Your wife smiled. “I know you do.”

    She turned from you and crawled into the bed and between his legs. She took his cock in her mouth and he moaned. Your fingers found your cock and you masturbated as you watched your wife offer another man the pleasure of a blowjob.

    Part of you couldn’t believe it was happening. You couldn’t believe the thing you’d fantasized about for so long was suddenly your reality. You couldn’t believe your wife was on board with it and that she’d clearly put in the work to find someone worthy of her beauty and passion.

    She looked up at you and said, “Come here,” as her fingers moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft. You crawled into the bed and your wife smiled. “Watch.”

    She took him in her mouth again. Her lips looked utterly perfect wrapped around his thick cock. They moved over the head and down the shaft. They offered him the kind of pleasure you’d experienced so many times.

    His cock popped free from her mouth and your wife leaned towards you. For a moment you panicked, but not because you didn’t want to kiss her. You panicked because you worried what she might think if you wanted to kiss her. Then her lips met yours. Her tongue slipped into your mouth. You moaned for your wife as she kissed you moments after her lips were wrapped around another man’s cock. Suddenly you were riding high on the bliss of being cuckolded. Your wife was making your fantasy a reality in the most beautiful way imaginable.

    “I love you,” you whispered as she moved towards his cock once more.

    “I love you too,” she said before looking up at the man who’d be fucking her on your anniversary. She kissed her way up his stomach and chest until her pussy was poised over his cock. She looked back at you and said, “He’s been tested. He’s clean, so I’m going to let him fuck me bareback and cum inside me. Is that okay with you?”

    You nodded as your body practically trembled with desire. Your wife took his cock between her pussy lips and slowly sat down on him. They kissed as he filled her. She rode him slowly while you admired the beautiful sight of her pussy lips stretching around another man’s cock.

    Your wife sat up and his hands found her breasts. She rolled her head back and unleashed a wondrous moan of pleasure as her pussy moved back and forth over his stiff cock. She was in pursuit of her orgasm. You wrapped your fingers around your shaft and masturbated, though you held off on cumming.

    “Oh, fuck, your cock feels so good inside me,” your wife said, uttering the words you’d longed to hear from her lips for years. “You fuck me so good!”

    A few minutes later she climaxed. You saw her legs tremble as an orgasm washed over her. She collapsed on top of him and he wrapped his arms around her and ran his hands down her back. He grabbed her ass and she moaned before kissing him softly.

    “That was incredible,” she said. “You have a spectacular cock.”

    “Thank you,” he replied with a smile. “And you have a spectacular pussy.”

    Your wife sat up and said, “Would you be willing to fuck my pussy from behind?”

    “Of course,” he replied.

    Your wife dismounted from his cock and moved to her hands and knees facing you. She smiled and reached out to pull your mouth to hers. Your tongues danced and she moaned as he entered her from behind. You heard the sound of their bodies meeting over and over. She moaned louder into your mouth.

    “He feels so good,” she said. “He feels so fucking good inside me.”

    You stared into your wife’s eyes. You saw the pleasure wash over her face. You saw her joy at taking another man’s cock from behind. You saw her bliss at being taken while you watched.

    “Do you want him to cum inside me?” she asked. “Do you want another man to cum in my pussy on our anniversary?”

    You nodded. You were so turned on that it felt impossibly difficult to do something as simple as form a sentence.

    He fucked her harder and she moaned louder. She kissed you again as the pace of his thrusts reached a fever pitch.

    He groaned and his thrusts stopped. You looked up to see pure pleasure on his face. He was cumming in your wife’s pussy. Another man was unleashing in her on your anniversary.

    “Happy anniversary,” she said.

    “Thank you,” you replied. “I love you.”

    She smiled. “Would you like to clean up the mess?” You nodded and her smile brightened. “Let me sit on your face. Let me feed you his cum. Let me give you that gift on our anniversary.”

    You rolled onto your back. Your wife straddled your face. She lowered her pussy to your mouth. His cum flowed out of her and onto your tongue. You swallowed and explored her pussy to find more.

    He approached and kissed your wife. She moaned. “Will you fuck me again?” she asked.

    “I’ll fuck you as many times as you want,” he answered.

    She smothered your face with her slippery pussy. You wanted to masturbate, but the prospect of watching her get fucked again prevented you from doing so. Instead, you embraced the intense pleasure of cleaning a creampie from your wife’s pussy and let your cock throb untouched.

    “Baby, do you want to watch him fuck me again?” your wife asked.

    You nodded from underneath her pussy. You wanted to watch as many times as she wanted to get fucked. It was going to be a very happy anniversary.

  
    An Anniversary to Remember for Your Wife

    You love your beautiful young wife. She’s everything you want in a woman. She makes you happy in ways you never imagined possible.

    She loves you too. She loves you madly, in fact. Only, you’re not quite everything she wants in a man. You come up short in one department. You’ve even talked about it. She was honest with you. What you’ve got between your legs doesn’t quite give her what she craves. You’re really good with your tongue and fingers, but she wishes you had a little more to offer.

    That’s why you’ve arranged this surprise for your anniversary. You’ve talked with her enough to know that she’s not against the idea of enjoying someone else’s cock. A stunt cock, really. Just someone to fuck her like she needs to be fucked.

    Well, you found him. You found a man willing to fuck your wife with his big cock, and now you get to watch.

    You can see the difference immediately. At first you feel bad. You feel like you’ve denied your wife the pleasure she needs, and you’re right. You can’t make her moan like that. You can’t make her close her eyes, open her mouth, and let loose a loud scream of pleasure like that. You can barely stay inside her when you fuck her from behind.

    Jealousy comes next. You want to feel nothing but joy, but you can’t help but feel a little jealous. This man has something that you don’t have, and your wife wants it. She wants what he has and what you can’t give her.

    It doesn’t take long for any bad feelings to wash away and for excitement to arrive. You’re suddenly overtaken with a sense of joy. It feels good to know that someone else is fucking your wife the way she deserves and desires. It excites you to see her moaning, to see her pushing her pussy back on his cock.

    It’s not like that with you. She doesn’t push her young pussy back on your dick. She waits for you to fuck her and she doesn’t really get loud when you do. It’s different with him. She can’t wait to get that big dick inside her. She can’t wait to push her hips back and fuck herself with his monster cock.

    “He feels so good, honey! Thank you so much!” she says with a smile.

    You’ve given her a very happy anniversary and made yourself a cuckold in the process.

    Look at that. She’s cumming! Does she ever cum on your cock? Have you ever made her cum in doggystyle? Doubtful. Maybe she’s fake it, but chances are good you’ve never given her a genuine orgasm by fucking her from behind. That’s what he’s doing. He’s making your wife cum with his big dick.

    This is your gift to her. You’re giving her one of the best orgasms of her life – and certainly the best orgasm she’s had since you got married – and she couldn’t be happier.

    Do you think this will change things? Do you think having a thunderous orgasm with someone else’s cock inside her will change your marriage at all?

    It probably will, but that’s okay. Any change will certainly be one that makes her happier. Your wife having lots of incredible orgasms is a good thing, especially since you know she loves you. You know she’s madly in love with you, even more so know that you’ve given her the one thing she was missing in your marriage.

    You’re such a good cuckold husband.

  
    An Expertly Dominated and Humiliated Cuckold

    
      You ask your friend to sleep with your wife. He agrees. He also tells you that he's going to put you in your place while he satisfies your wife. What does that mean? Read on to find out.
    

    
      A few weeks ago…
    

    “I want you to fuck my wife while I watch,” you tell your friend.

    He smiles. “Are you a cuckold?”

    You nod.

    “A cuckold should be put in his place while he watches someone else fuck his wife,” he says. “I’ll fuck her, but I’ll put you in your place, too.”

    “Okay,” you reply. You have no idea what he intends to do to put you in your place, but you want to find out.

    ---

    Your friend is seated on your couch with a drink – that you prepared – in his hand. Your wife is seated next to him in a lovely low cut dress that makes her breasts look utterly spectacular.

    You’re seated across from them. Your left leg is bouncing nervously as your friend sips his drink and engages in casual conversation with your wife while his hand moves over the bare skin of her knee and her thigh.

    “So, do you want this as much as your husband does?” he asks, shifting the conversation to the reason you’re all sitting in the living room.

    Your wife looks at you, smiles, and turns to your friend. “I do,” she replies. “I didn’t at first, if I’m being honest. I was a little confused by his fantasy, but the more we talked about it, the more excited I got.”

    Your friend’s fingers move under the hem of your wife’s dress and caress the impossibly soft skin of her thigh. “And you want this with me?” he asks.

    She nods. “I like the idea of doing this with someone I know and trust. And…well, someone I’m attracted to.”

    Your friend looks at you and smiles. He takes a sip of his drink and his fingers move a little further up her thigh. You watch your wife spread her legs for him, signaling that she’s every bit as ready for this as she claims to be.

    “Do you like that your wife is attracted to me?” he asks.

    You nod.

    “Do you want me to fuck her?” he asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say as just a little of your desperate desire shows through.

    He looks at your wife and his fingers move further up her thigh, inching ever closer to her panties. “What do you think of your husband’s desire to watch another man fuck you?” he asks. “What do you think of a man that’s desperate to give his wife to someone else while he watches and strokes his cock?”

    Your wife looks at you as his fingers reach her panties. She spreads her legs a little wider and her mouth opens as a soft moan escapes. “I think his fantasy could be a very good thing for me,” she says. “Because I’m fairly certain you’re going to make me feel good.”

    He looks at you, smiles, and says, “I think his fantasy is pathetic. I think it’s a sign that he’s a weak man that understands that he can’t actually give his wife what she deserves.”

    Your wife moans and you look over to see that her eyes are closed and there’s a beautiful, lusty look on her face. His fingers are working between her legs and it seems that his comment has done very little to extinguish her desire. If anything, it seems like she might be even more turned on.

    “Do you think your fantasy is pathetic?” he asks you.

    “No,” you answer.

    He smiles, lifts your wife’s dress to her waist, and pulls her panties aside. You stare between her legs and watch as his fingers disappear between her plump, slippery pussy lips. Her thighs part further and you now have a perfect view of another man fingering your wife.

    “Get up,” he instructs.

    Watching him finger your wife is arousing enough that you can’t help but do as he says, for you don’t want to do anything that might risk your fantasy not coming true.

    “Strip,” he demands.

    Your wife moans louder and then he pulls his fingers from her pussy. She opens her eyes and he holds them in front of her face. Without prompting, she leans forward and sucks her juices from his fingers.

    “Take your fucking clothes off,” he says to you.

    You watch your wife suck another man’s fingers like she’s giving a blowjob and you strip. She reaches up to hold his hand, but only because she wants to take more of his fingers in her mouth. She swallows him over and over, indicating a kind of desire that catches you off guard.

    “She’s eager,” he says. “I wonder if your wife is actually desperate to be fucked by a real man.” Your underwear hit the floor and he stares between your legs at your now erect cock. “I can’t imagine you’ve been able to make her feel all that good with that pathetic thing between your legs.”

    You look down at your cock. You’ve never thought of it as pathetic, but your wife is sucking his fingers like a woman possessed and you can’t help but wonder if you’re nowhere near as capable of satisfying her as you think you are.

    Your friend pulls his fingers from your wife’s mouth, finishes his drink, and sets it on the coffee table. He leans over and kisses her while his hand moves between her legs once more. She opens her mouth and welcomes his tongue as two fingers slip into her slick pussy. She moans as he pleasures her while you watch with your cock now throbbing painfully.

    “Why are you so wet?” he asks with his lips hovering achingly close to hers.

    “Because I’m turned on,” she says.

    “Because you want me to fuck you?” he asks.

    She nods.

    “Because your husband can’t fuck you worth a damn?” he asks.

    She looks at him for a few moments and then moans as his fingers work a little deeper into her pussy. “Yes,” she says.

    Your cock throbs as she confirms that she wants him because you don’t satisfy her.

    He turns to you and her gaze follows. “Look at his stiff little cock,” he says. “Look at how hard he is. Look at how much he wants this. Look at how much his pathetic fantasy turns him on.”

    “I like that it turns him on,” your wife says. “I like that his little cock is so hard.”

    You groan, but not because your wife just confirmed that your cock is small. You groan because her confirmation turns you on.

    He kisses her again. He slips three fingers into her pussy and explores her insides as she moans into his mouth while welcoming his tongue into hers.

    He leans back, smiles, and stands. Your wife reaches for his crotch but he gently moves her hand away. His gaze turns towards you. “Get over here,” he instructs. “Get on your knees in front of me.”

    You look at him and then at your wife. You see desperation in her eyes. She moves a hand between her legs and plays with her pussy. You move towards your friend, propelled by a mixture of your desire and hers.

    He extends his fingers – which are still soaked with your wife’s juices – towards her. She leans forward and takes them in her mouth. She sucks like a woman possessed as you fall to your knees in front of your friend.

    “Take my pants off,” he says.

    You look towards your wife. Her eyes are closed as she fellates his fingers and masturbates. She seems completely lost in a kind of lust you haven’t seen her experience before. You look up at your friend and reach up, but you hesitate.

    “I told you I’d put you in your place,” he says. “I told you that’s what a cuckold deserves. You can accept it, or I can leave. It’s your choice.”

    You take your friend’s pants off, revealing a sizable bulge in his underwear. Your wife moans and you look over to see her staring at the bulge.

    “She wants my cock,” he says. “She wants to make your pathetic fantasy come true. She wants me to fuck her needy pussy and fill her with my cum. She wants to cum all over my cock. That’s what you want too, isn’t it cuckold?”

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “Then take my cock out and take it in your mouth,” he says.

    Your chest tightens and your hands fall to your sides as you stare at the bulge in his underwear. Now you know what he meant by putting you in your place. You’re so close to your fantasy becoming reality, but you’re not sure you can take that step.

    “Do it,” your wife says. “Take his cock in your mouth.”

    You can’t believe she just uttered those words. You see the desperation in her eyes, though. You see that she’s far more turned on by the idea of fucking him than you ever expected she’d be.

    You reach up and pull down his underwear. You free his long, thick cock. It bounces just a few inches from your face.

    “Suck my cock, cuckold,” he demands. “Show me – and your wife – that you’re just as pathetic as I think you are.”

    “Do it,” your wife says again. “Suck his cock.”

    You lean forward. You take him in your mouth. You suck on the head. You swirl your tongue around it.

    “Pathetic,” he says. “A fucking cocksucker. Just like I thought. This is how you put a cuckold in his place. You stuff your fucking cock down his throat. You make him do it in front of his wife. Now take me deeper, cuckold. Take me in your mouth until you choke on it.”

    He puts a hand on the back of your head, taking away any notion of you having a choice in the matter. You take his cock deeper in your mouth. You listen to your wife moan as you do it. You hear her masturbating.

    “What do you think about your husband now?” he asks.

    “I think he’s a cocksucker,” she says. “And I think it turns me on.”

    Her words thrill you. You try your best to suck his cock more vigorously. You choke on it. You gag on it. You spit up around his cock. You drool. You make an absolute mess of it. You are a cocksucker. You have a cock in your mouth, after all. What else could you be?

    “Get on your knees with him, then,” your friend says.

    Your wife joins you on your knees. She kisses your cheek as you suck his cock. He releases his grip on your head and you pull back. You turn to meet her lips and you share kisses over the tip of his cock. You lose yourself in the intense lust of your fantasy coming true in a far more vibrant version than you ever imagined possible.

    “You like being put in your place, don’t you?” he asks.

    You look up at him and nod. You do. Why bother lying about it?

    “Then suck my balls while your wife gives me head,” he instructs.

    You suck your friend’s balls. You can’t believe you’re doing it, but you do. You let him put you in your place. Your wife gives him head. She sucks his cock vigorously. You pleasure him together. Your relationship with him has changed forever – of course – but you don’t care. This feels good. It’s crazy, but it does.

    “Do you want me to fuck you?” he asks your wife.

    “Desperately,” she answers.

    “Then get on the couch,” he says. “On your hands and knees.”

    Your wife moves into the position he dictated. He slips his dick between your lips and pushes it down your throat one more time. You choke and spit up and his eyes light up as if he’s getting off on putting you in your place.

    “You’re going to eat my ass while I fuck her, cuckold,” he says. “Because that’s your place.”

    He turns towards your wife and approaches. He rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips while you watch. He teases her slippery cunt and she moans while pushing back to take him inside her.

    “Put your fucking tongue in my ass,” he demands. “Right now, or I won’t give your wife what she needs.”

    You crawl over. You spread his ass cheeks. You close your eyes and place your head between them. You lick his asshole. The taste is acrid, but it’s not terrible. It’s embarrassing, but for some reason that doesn’t dampen your desire.

    He fucks your wife while you eat his ass. You listen to her moan as you run your tongue over his wrinkled, hairy asshole. A bit of sweat builds up as he fucks her and when it trickles down to his asshole, you lick it up because that’s what he wants, what he’s demanded of you.

    After just a few minutes your wife has a wild, screaming orgasm unlike any you’ve ever heard. Her joyful noises reverberate around your living room and he keeps on fucking her.

    “Did that feel good?” he asks.

    “Yes,” she replies.

    “And what do you want now?” he asks.

    “I want to feel you cum inside me,” your wife replies.

    “While your husband eats my ass like a little bitch?” he asks.

    “Yes. I want you to cum inside me while my husband eats your ass like a little bitch,” she says.

    He laughs and fucks her harder. She moans for him. She tells him to pound her pussy, to fuck her hard, to cum inside her.

    It doesn’t take much longer for him to do exactly that. He buries his cock inside her while you eat his ass. He pumps his seed into her pussy while your tongue dances over his sweaty asshole. He fills her with his load and you love it.

    He pushes your head back and steps aside. You stare at your wife’s pussy lips, which are plump and slick and gaping open a little.

    “Eat my load out of her,” your friend says.

    Your wife looks back at you and smiles. She doesn’t say a word, but she doesn’t make any effort to move, either. It seems that she wants you to eat your friend’s cum from her pussy.

    You lean forward, press your lips against her labia, and put your tongue inside her. She moans and you push your tongue deeper. You find his cum and you scoop it out.

    “This is where a cuckold belongs,” your friend says. “Eating a better man’s load out of his wife’s pussy.”

    “Yes it is,” your wife replies. “Is that beautiful dick of yours going to get hard again for me?”

    “I’m sure it can,” he says. “Maybe I’ll have your husband suck it for a little while. How about that?”

    Your wife moans again. “That sounds good. Then I’m going to ride you and show you that my pussy is well worth coming back for.”

    It looks like you’ll be sucking more dick tonight, and it certainly seems like your wife intends on fucking your friend a great deal more. You’ll be put in your place far more often, cuckold. Isn’t that a wonderful thing?

  
    An Impromptu Cuckolding on Vacation

    Robert looked up from his book to see his wife untying her bikini. She pulled it off, dropped it on the ground in front of her, and rolled onto her stomach to soak up the warm Caribbean sun.

    “What are you doing?” he whispered.

    Nora looked up and said, “I don’t want tan lines. Don’t be such a tight ass, Robert. It’s a topless resort. I’m not even showing them off. I’m lying facedown.”

    “Sorry,” Robert said. Nora flashed an annoyed looked before resting her head on the towel and closing her eyes. He felt bad. He didn’t want to annoy her, but for some reason the idea of his wife going topless at the pool freaked Robert out a little.

    “Would you mind getting me a daiquiri?” Nora asked. “Strawberry, please.”

    “Of course,” Robert said. He put his book down and headed for the poolside bar. Their vacation hadn’t gone as smoothly as he’d hoped and he was willing to do just about anything to curry favor with Nora.

    Robert had booked a stay at the exceedingly expensive Jade Mountain Resort on a recommendation from a friend and the accommodations – which included a room with the most spectacular views he’d ever experienced – had far surpassed his expectations. Unfortunately, Robert’s hope that a beautiful resort would loosen his wife up a little hadn’t yet come to fruition. Outside a quick handjob on their first day, Nora hadn’t seemed particularly interested in any sort of intimate activities.

    “A strawberry daiquiri, please,” Robert said as the bartender approached.

    “Of course, sir,” he said. “Coming right up.”

    Robert watched the bartender pour rum, frozen strawberries, and ice cubes into a blender before hitting a button and whirring it together into the boozy delight that Nora would soon be sipping on. The bartender poured it into a glass, put a little umbrella in it, and placed it on the bar with a small white napkin underneath.

    “Are you staying with us?” the bartender asked.

    “Yes. Room 204,” Robert answered. He signed the receipt the bartender presented, grabbed the drink, and spun around to head back to his wife. Robert stopped when he saw Nora chatting with a shirtless man sitting in the lounge chair next to hers. Robert was certain that man hadn’t been there when he’d gotten up to get his wife a drink, but the look on Nora’s face made it seem like she found his company delightful.

    When Nora lifted her head and flashed her breasts at the other man, Robert set off across the pool deck and towards his wife. It seemed possible that Nora had simply forgotten she was topless, but Robert couldn’t help but think that she was purposefully showing her breasts to a total stranger and the idea freaked him out.

    “Who’s this?” Robert asked as he arrived with Nora’s drink.

    She offered an annoyed looked and reached up for her drink. Robert handed the daiquiri to his wife and she said, “Jose, the incredibly rude man standing in front of me is my husband Robert.”

    “Robert, it’s nice to meet you. Your wife is a wonderfully charming woman,” Jose said in an accent Robert guessed was Spanish.

    They shook hands as Robert wondered if Jose found Nora charming or if he simply liked the fact that a topless woman had gleefully flashed her breasts at him. “Yes, she certainly is,” he said.

    “Jose and I were having a lovely conversation when you interrupted us,” Nora said with such annoyance in her voice that Robert felt just a touch embarrassed.

    “Sorry,” he said. “That was rude of me.”

    “Yes, it was,” Nora replied as she turned to Jose. “My husband was generous enough to book us a room at this wonderful resort and yet it feels like he’s been unable to relax since we arrived. I’m not sure what the point of coming to a place like this is if you’re not going to relax.”

    “Robert, is this true?” Jose asked. “If so, that is truly a shame. This is the most beautiful resort in the world. The views are incredible! You should take a deep breath, enjoy the surroundings, and let the relaxation flow through you.”

    Robert sat on the lounge chair, put his feet up, and took a moment to consider if there was any truth to the idea that he couldn’t relax. He did feel a certain amount of stress, but he’d attributed that to a sense that Nora was frustrated with him. Perhaps, though, she was frustrated with his inability to enjoy the vacation they’d spent a small fortune on.

    “It’s true, Jose,” Nora said before Robert could answer. “It’s also true that it’s making it hard for me to relax.”

    “I’m sorry,” Robert replied. “I’ll do better.”

    Nora turned to him and said, “I certainly hope so. We both deserve a great vacation.”

    Robert was about to say something when Jose spoke up. “Nora, I’m fairly certain your back is getting a little too much sun. You should have your husband apply a little more sunscreen if you don’t want to get burned.”

    “Thank you, Jose,” Nora said as she put her daiquiri down and reached into her bag. Robert caught Jose staring at her breasts as Nora exposed them once again, though this time it seemed purely accidental.

    Robert reached out to take the sunscreen from Nora so he could apply it to his wife’s back, but she bypassed him and offered it to Jose instead. “Would you mind applying it?” she answered.

    Jose took the bottle without hesitation. “It would be my pleasure.”

    Nora dropped her head to the towel she’d bunched up as a pillow and Jose popped open the sunscreen and squirted a healthy amount into his hand.

    “Nora, what are you doing?” Robert asked. “I’m not comfortable with this.”

    “Grow up, Robert,” she said. “Jose has showed more care and concern for my needs on this trip than you have and I’ve only known him for five minutes, so he’s going to apply my sunscreen. You’ll just have to deal with it.”

    Jose rubbed his hands together and pulled his chair closer before reaching out and rubbing the sunscreen into Nora’s back. He moved his fingers between her shoulder blades and all the way up to her neck before traveling all the way down her back and letting his fingers gently slip just a tiny bit under her bikini bottoms.

    “Wow, Jose, that feels incredible,” Nora said. “You have very skilled hands. I swear, I already feel more relaxed.”

    “I worked as a masseur in college,” Jose said. “Two years. It paid very well.”

    “I can imagine. With hands like that, I’ll bet you got all kinds of tips,” Nora replied.

    Robert felt a little like he’d entered a surreal, alternate universe version of his vacation as he watched Jose’s hands move up and down the smooth, warm, bare skin of Nora’s back.

    “You know, the backs of my legs feel like they’re getting a little warm,” Nora said. “Would you mind applying a little lotion to them?”

    “Nora,” Robert said.

    “I don’t want to hear it, Robert. If Jose doesn’t want to do it, I’ll let you, but as long as he’s willing, I’d like to have him apply lotion to my legs,” Nora shot back.

    “Believe me, this is not work for me,” Jose said with a smile. He squirted more sunscreen into his hands, moved towards Nora’s legs, and reached out to apply another layer of protection.

    Robert watched Jose’s hands move up her calves and over the backs of her thighs. He stopped a few inches short of her ass before moving back to her calves. Robert couldn’t deny that Jose was doing a remarkably thorough job, but that didn’t help with the jealousy coursing through him.

    “You have the most incredible hands, Jose,” Nora said as she reached back and pulled her bikini bottoms until most of the material rested between her ass cheeks, creating an impromptu thong. “I was thinking I’d get a tan on my backside today. How would you feel about protecting me from getting a sunburn?”

    “Nora, no,” Robert said.

    “It would be my pleasure,” Jose replied. He squirted more sunscreen into his hands and rubbed it into her ass, completely ignoring Robert’s objection.

    “Oh, God, Jose, that feels incredible,” Nora said. Before she’d sounded like Jose was helping her relax thanks to his skills as a former masseur. Now she sounded like she was turned on and Robert couldn’t handle it.

    “Nora, this is inappropriate,” he said.

    “Jose, what do you do?” Nora asked. “If you don’t mind me asking.”

    “Of course not,” Jose replied. “I am a photographer.”

    “You must be a successful photographer if you’re staying here,” Nora said before unleashing a decidedly sexual moan as Jose continued to massage sunscreen into her ass.

    “I don’t want to sound immodest, but yes, I am lucky enough to have had a great deal of success,” Jose said. “When I saw the pictures of the rooms here, I couldn’t help but book one, you know? St. Lucia is so beautiful, so I booked a few jobs as well while I’m here.”

    Robert’s eyes went wide when Nora rolled onto her back, exposing her milky white breasts to Jose and every other person at the pool. No one else seemed to care, so Robert tried his best not to freak out.

    “You are an exquisitely beautiful woman, Nora,” Jose said as he let his eyes wander over her body.

    Nora smiled. “Thank you for saying so.”

    “I’m afraid those are going to get burned if they spend much time in the sun,” Jose added.

    Nora’s smile widened. “You could help me with that.”

    “I’m afraid I cannot,” Jose said.

    Robert breathed a sigh of relief a disappointed look crossed Nora’s face.

    “Not at the pool. Not in front of all these people. I’m afraid that if I were to touch your breasts I would not be able to control my desire. I’m not ashamed to say that I’m already quite enamored with you and to touch you further would only enflame my passion,” Jose said. “My room has a pool, though. There is a sundeck, too. I would be happy to host you and your husband if you would like me to continue to apply sunscreen to your beautiful body.”

    “I’d like that very much,” Nora said as she sat up and grabbed her bikini top. “And since Robert didn’t book one of the rooms with a pool, it should be doubly exciting.”

    “Nora, what are you doing?” Robert asked. “This is not okay. It’s not. I’m not okay with this. This is not the vacation I wanted.”

    Nora put her bikini top on and said, “I’m going to Jose’s room. He’s going to apply sunscreen to my breasts, my stomach, and perhaps my upper thighs. Perhaps he’ll invite me to rub his body. Perhaps I’ll go for a swim in his private pool. Perhaps I’ll do so without my bikini on. So many things could happen. You’re welcome to come with us. You’re also welcome to stay here.”

    Nora and Jose stood and walked away as Robert stared with his mouth agape. He was fairly certain Nora had just told him she was going to do something sexual with Jose and that she’d invited him to come and watch if he wanted. Robert had no intention of watching his wife do anything with Jose, but he wasn’t going to sit around and let it happen, so he got to his feet and rushed after her.

    “Nora,” he said after catching up. “You can’t do this. You can’t do this to me. You can’t do this to us.”

    “Do what?” Nora asked as she and Jose headed up the stone stairs and towards the rooms.

    “Whatever…well, whatever it is you’re going to do with Jose in his room,” Robert said. He stumbled and nearly fell before grabbing a handrail and catching his balance. He rushed after Nora once more and said, “Please, Nora, I’m sorry that I haven’t been relaxed since we got here. I’m sorry I’ve been pressuring you for sex. I’m sorry about whatever else I’ve done that’s made you want to do this, but you don’t have to. I can upgrade us to one of the other pool rooms. I can. I promise. I can massage you all night if you want.”

    Nora offered no response as they arrived at the door to Jose’s room. He waved his key in front of the lock and opened the door. Nora stepped in first, Jose followed, and Robert waited in the doorway. He considered going back to their room, but he couldn’t stomach the idea of walking away from his wife as potentially leaving her to do God knows what with someone else, so he stepped inside.

    “Oh my gosh,” Nora said as she approached the private plunge pool and stared out at the breathtaking view of the bay. “Jose, this room is beautiful. It’s absolutely beautiful.”

    Jose stepped behind her and reached up to untie Nora’s bikini top. Her hands remained at her sides as it fell to the ground. Jose stepped closer and pressed his body against hers as his hands moved to her waist.

    “Nora…please,” Robert said from the other side of the room. The door had closed behind him, but he hadn’t moved and it felt as though his feet were stuck in cement as he watched another man touch his wife in a plainly seductive manner.

    Nora turned her head and for a moment her gaze met Robert’s and he thought she might relent. She didn’t, though. Instead, she spun around in Jose’s arms and kissed him. He lowered her bikini bottoms as they kissed and she didn’t stop him. Instead, she untied his swimsuit and pushed it to the ground, leaving both of them naked as Robert remained at the door.

    Nora kissed Jose again and then stepped back and into the plunge pool. “Sit,” she said. Jose sat on the edge and his legs dangled in the water. Robert watched as his wife’s head dropped into Jose’s lap. He couldn’t see what she was doing, but he saw enough to know that her head was bobbing up and down. He heard Jose moan. Nora was giving a blowjob. All pretense of sunscreen and hanging out poolside had been tossed aside. Nora was sucking another man’s cock and Robert was standing a few yards away doing nothing at all.

    Nora’s head popped up and she looked over Jose’s shoulder and held Robert’s gaze for a few moments as a smile crossed her face. He saw her arm moving and suspected she was stroking the other man’s cock in what seemed to be her quest to give him pleasure.

    Jose reached up and directed her lips to his. They shared a deep kiss as Robert found the strength to take a few steps into the room. He had to stop Nora from going any further. It was bad enough that she’d given a blowjob and that he’d stood there and watched it happen. He couldn’t let her continue.

    “Switch with me,” Jose said. “I want to taste you.”

    Nora pulled her body from the pool and sat on the edge as Jose slid into the water. He dropped down and Nora moaned almost immediately. Robert stopped in his tracks. Another man was going down on his wife. Jose was eating her pussy and making her moan and Robert was just standing there.

    “Nora, please,” Robert said as he took another step towards the plunge pool. “Please stop this. Please just stop this.”

    Nora ignored him. Instead, she put a hand on the back of Jose’s head and spread her legs a little wider as her moans got louder. Robert stepped closer. He saw Jose between Nora’s legs. He saw his mouth pressed against her pussy. He saw that Jose had pushed two fingers inside Nora and was working to deepen her pleasure.

    Jose stood up and they kissed as Nora reached down and stroked his cock. The head was inches from her pussy. She was so close to fucking someone else and Robert just stood there and stared.

    “Nora, don’t,” Robert said. “Please, don’t.”

    Nora finally looked at him, though her fingers remained around Jose’s cock. “I’m just having a little fun,” she said. “It’s no big deal. I’m not going to leave you. I’m just going to fuck Jose. I’m going to get what I need from him. I’m going to chase the excitement I felt the moment he sat down next to me. I’m going to pursue what my body wants, what it’s wanted desperately from the moment he touched me. You can watch if you want. You can watch and masturbate if you want. You can leave if you want. It doesn’t really matter, because I’m doing this.”

    Before Robert could say anything, Nora placed Jose’s cock at the entrance to her pussy and he slid inside her. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed as he fucked her. The water moved in waves as Jose stood in the pool and fucked Robert’s wife.

    “Please,” Robert said in a barely audible voice. The fight had gone out of him. For some reason he didn’t feel the anger or disgust he was certain he was supposed to feel. Instead, he felt oddly intrigued by the sight of his wife having sex with another man.

    “Harder,” Nora said. “Fuck me harder, Jose. Fuck my married pussy harder.”

    Jose delivered. Water splashed out of the pool and Nora’s moans go louder. Robert felt a disturbing stirring of desire between his legs. He tried to push the arousal away. What sort of husband would find it arousing to watch his wife fuck someone another man?

    Jose kissed Nora with a fervent kind of passion as he fucked her. It seemed as though his body wanted to become one with hers, as if the heat of the moment had completely enveloped him and he’d lost himself in the joy of being inside her.

    “Nora…you feel perfect,” he said. “Your pussy, it feels perfect.”

    Nora moaned and they kissed again. She put her hands on the floor and leaned back. Jose grabbed her hips and fucked her with incredible vigor before leaning down and taking one of her nipples into his mouth.

    “Fuck…Jose…don’t stop fucking me,” Nora said. “Just keep fucking me. Just keep fucking my pussy.”

    Robert’s legs felt weak. He couldn’t stand any longer. He sat just a few feet from the pool and watched another man fuck his wife. Mostly he watched Nora’s face. He saw the pleasure wash over it. He witnessed just how much she enjoyed having Jose’s cock inside her. He felt jealous and insecure and sad and a lot hornier than he expected and he felt it all at the same time. He also felt the urge to masturbate, but Robert resisted. It would be too humiliating to surrender to his desire. He wouldn’t do it.

    Nora leaned forward again and wrapped her arms and legs around Jose. “I’m close,” she said. “I’m so close. Keep fucking me. Keep fucking me!”

    Robert couldn’t help but think that their bodies looked so beautiful as they entwined in that way. It was almost as if they were made for each other.

    “I’m close,” Jose said.

    “Don’t pull out,” Nora replied. “Don’t pull out!”

    Robert panicked, but only for a moment. Nora was on the pill, and it’s not like he’d found the courage to stop her from doing any of the things she’d done up to that point so he certainly wouldn’t find the courage to stop Jose from cumming inside her.

    Nora’s orgasmic scream arrived first and Robert watched the pleasure wash over her face. He felt a little bit of it himself, which was rather humiliating. Jose’s orgasm followed soon after. He grabbed Nora’s ass, buried his cock inside her, and unloaded. Robert watched his face. He watched another man cum in his wife. He watched it and he did nothing.

    Nora and Jose kissed as their bodies remained joined in the aftermath of their climaxes. “Thank you,” she whispered. “That was exactly what I needed. I think that’s exactly what I’ve needed for years now.”

    Jose chuckled. “It was entirely my pleasure, trust me.”

    “I’d like to have you again before we go home,” she said. “How would you feel about that?”

    “You can have me as many times as you want,” Jose replied. “You’re exquisitely beautiful, Nora, and you’re as passionate a woman as I’ve ever met. It would be my pleasure to be with you as often as you can handle.”

    Nora looked at Robert and smiled. “I’m going to keep having fun with him,” she said. “I’ll go back to normal when we go home, though, I promise. Plus, I’ll make sure you’re taken care of. He gets my pussy, but you can have my hand. Okay, sweetie?”

    Robert nodded. He wasn’t really okay with it, but there wasn’t much point in fighting it. Nora was going to do whatever she wanted.

  
    An Invitation to Play with Her and Her Bull

    Usually you watch. You sit at the foot of the bed and watch as another man’s cock satisfies your wife. You watch as he fills her pussy and brings her to one thunderous orgasm after another. She wanted tonight to be different.

    “Do you want to have a little fun tonight?” your wife asked as she was changing into the lingerie she’d picked out for her bull.

    “I think so,” you answered hesitantly.

    She smiled. “Well, just do what I say and I promise you’ll have fun.”

    You were in your usual position when her bull arrived. You waited on your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed. It gave you a perfect vantage point of the action happening in bed.

    You watched your wife kiss him passionately. You watched her tongue mingle with his and saw his hands roam over her body. You watched him play with her breasts through the sheer lingerie she’d picked out for him. You watched him gently rub her clit and finger her already-wet pussy.

    “Come here,” she said as they broke their kiss. “Get me wet for him.”

    You crawled between her legs and licked your wife’s pussy as she commanded. You ran your tongue from the base of her perfect cunt all the way to her clit. She was already wet, but you made sure she was soaked by the time you were done. You listened to them kiss as you licked her. You listened to her moan into his mouth. You listened to the sound of her hand moving up and down the shaft of his big cock as she stroked her bull.

    “Guide him into me,” she said, and for the first time you had another man’s cock in your hand.

    She straddled him as you held his cock. You helped guide him into her wet pussy, the pussy you’d just licked, and he filled her.

    “Now watch a real man fuck me,” she said once her cunt had swallowed the full length of his cock.

    You moved to your place on the floor at the foot of the bed. You watched intently as your wife rode her lover’s cock in cowgirl. You watched her tight ass bounce up and down. You watched as her pussy lips stretched around the incredible thickness of his dick. Up and down she bounced and each time he pushed deeper inside her.

    She stopped to switch positions. She moved into reverse cowgirl, offering you an ever better view of her pussy. She began to ride him. “Come here,” your wife said. “Lick my clit while he fucks me.”

    You rushed into the bed. You found her clit as she eagerly bounced on him. You matched her rhythm, moving your mouth up and down while he filled her from underneath you. You licked your wife’s clit while another man fucked her. You embraced being her cuckold. You embraced your place.

    “Good boy,” your wife said as she gently ran her fingers through your hair. “This is a cuckold’s place. Show me you know your place.”

    You showed her. You embraced your place between her legs. You embraced your place as her oral servant. You embraced your place and helped bring her to a beautiful orgasm as another man’s cock filled and stretched her pussy.

  
    An Obedient Cuckold Always Eats His Cum

    Ensuring your cuckold remains obedient requires constant training. He’s a man and like every man he’s prone to pursuing his desires above everything else. The short stories in this series will demonstrate a way for you to remind your cuckold of his place, thereby helping him remain obedient to you.

    
      
    

    “Are you allowed to masturbate while Cole fucks me, cucky?” Maya asked as she glared at her husband.

    “No,” Paul answered.

    “Did you think I wouldn’t see you pulling on your pathetic little dick?” she asked.

    “I’m sorry,” Paul said. “I didn’t cum. I just stroked it a few times. I just wanted to feel a little bit of pleasure while Cole was inside you.”

    “You know I hate it when you disobey me, cucky. You know I despise it,” Maya said. “You know the one thing I want from you is total obedience.”

    “I know. I’m sorry,” Paul said.

    “You should be. You’re lucky you didn’t cum, cucky. You’re lucky you didn’t spill your rancid seed without permission or I would have belted your ass until it bled. Do you understand that, cucky? Do you understand that what you want doesn’t matter? Do you understand that I’m in charge and that your duty is to do exactly as you’re told?” Maya asked.

    Paul nodded. “Yes, I do. I’m sorry.”

    Maya spread her legs and watched as Paul strained to look between them. She knew he wanted to see Cole’s cum leaking out of her. She knew her husband craved an invitation to crawl between her legs and lick up her bull’s cum.

    “What is it you crave, cucky?” Maya asked.

    “I want to clean you up,” he said. “I want to clean your beautiful pussy. I want to eat Cole’s load out of you. I want to be a good cuckold for you.”

    “It turns you on to eat his load, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “It does,” Paul said as he nodded vigorously.

    Long before she’d ever cuckolded him, Paul had craved the joy of cleaning a creampie from Maya’s pussy. He’d confessed to fantasizing about it constantly and Maya knew it remained his favorite part of being her cuckold.

    “You shouldn’t have masturbated, cucky,” Maya said. “If you hadn’t I would have let you crawl between my legs. I would have let you feed on Cole’s cum. I would have let you worship my pussy until I was completely clean and then I would have let you cum. You don’t get to feed tonight. You don’t get to do what you love most.”

    “Maya, please,” Paul said. He looked desperate and genuinely sorry, but it didn’t matter. He had to be punished. He had to be reminded of his place.

    “Stand up,” Maya said.

    Paul stood as Maya pulled on a pair of panties, depriving him of what he craved most. She opened the nightstand to retrieve one of the condoms she used to use with her bull and tore it open. “Put it on,” she demanded.

    Paul rolled the condom down his cock and Maya hung her legs off the edge of the bed and pulled him close. She spun Paul around and sat him between her legs before wrapping her fingers around his cock.

    “I’m disappointed in you,” she said as her fingers moved up and down his shaft. “I’m disappointed that even after all this time you don’t understand your role. I’m disappointed that you still struggle with obedience.”

    “I’m sorry,” Paul said.

    Maya kissed his neck and stroked him faster. She knew that giving him pleasure as she expressed her disappointment was likely sending mixed messages, but she had a plan. Paul wouldn’t get away with his disobedience. He would be punished.

    “His cum is spilling into my panties, cucky. The cum that you love to eat is going to waste. The cum that you crave is going to waste because you couldn’t help but yank on your dick. Doesn’t that make you sad, cucky? Doesn’t it disappoint you to know that you’ve wasted Cole’s load?” she asked.

    Paul groaned as Maya felt his cock throb in her hand. He was nearing his orgasm as she teased him with what he couldn’t have.

    “It’s too bad you have so little self control. Though I suppose that’s part of why I had to get a bull in the first place. You couldn’t help but cum almost instantly when I used to let you in my pussy, could you? You’d just spill that sad little load of yours almost immediately. You just couldn’t help it. You’re pathetic, Paul.”

    Paul’s breathing got heavier and his moans a little lower. Maya knew he was getting close. He knew his cock was about to unleash a load into the condom.

    “Cole’s going to fuck me again tonight. He’s going to fuck me again and you’re going to miss out on eating his load. You’re going to miss out on the cleanup you crave so badly. You’re going to miss out because you have no self control. You could have been feasting on my bull’s seed all night long, but instead you’re going to sleep in the guest room and listen to him pound your wife’s pussy, you pathetic fucking cuck.”

    Maya released Paul’s cock and grabbed his wrists. She pulled hard as he said, “No, Maya, please.” His orgasm was on the way. There was no stopping it. He wasn’t going to experience the pleasure, though. She’d ruined it and she held his arms tight so he wouldn’t be able to finish himself off.

    She watched his cum spurt into the condom and heard his agonized groans. Maya smiled at her successful attempt to ruin her husband’s orgasm. She’d gotten him so close to the pleasure he craved then she’d taken it away.

    Maya released his wrists and pulled the condom from his cock. “On your knees, cucky,” she demanded.

    Paul spun around and fell to his knees.

    “Open your mouth,” she said.

    He tilted his head back and opened his mouth.

    “Are you going to eat your cum like an obedient cuckold?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “You understand that I ruined your orgasm because you jerked off without permission, right?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul said.

    “Now you’re going to eat your load like an obedient cuckold, right?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Paul answered.

    Maya smiled and upended the condom. She poured Paul’s load into his mouth and watched him wince as the taste hit his tongue.

    “Swallow like an obedient cuckold,” she said. “Eat your load. Consume your seed even though you didn’t get to enjoy your orgasm.”

    Paul swallowed his cum.

    “Good boy,” Maya said as she handed him the condom. “Take this and put it in your mouth. Use your tongue to clean every drop of your cum out of it and don’t stop until you hear me cum on Cole’s cock again. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Paul answered.

    “Good. Get out,” she demanded.

    Paul stood and left.

    “You’re a harsh cuckoldress,” Cole said.

    Maya turned around with a smile on her face. “I could have made him suck your cock before he left,” she said. “He doesn’t like doing that after he’s had an orgasm. That would have made me a harsh cuckoldress.”

    “If Paul’s not going to suck my cock then who is?” Cole asked with a smile.

    “You know I love sucking your cock, baby,” Maya said as she crawled between his legs and took him into her mouth.

    “Yes I do,” Cole said with a satisfied smile. “You’re better than he is too, so I guess I’m lucky that you’re not as harsh a cuckoldress as you could be.”

    “Yes you are,” Maya said before swallowing him again. She was already eager for another round. Ruining Paul’s orgasm had filled her with lust and nothing satisfied her desire quite like a ride on her bull’s cock.

  
    An Older Man Cuckolds You on Vacation

    He invited you and your beautiful girlfriend to join him at his villa. He promised a beautiful view and a pool to relax by all day long. He barely looked at you. He only had eyes for your girlfriend.

    She wanted to go so badly that you couldn’t say no. You figured that she might go without you if you refused.

    You sat in the backseat of his car and she sat up front with him. He flirted with her. He caressed the smooth, tanned skin of her legs. She did nothing to stop him. You thought about saying something, but your girlfriend seemed to like the attention from the wealthy older man.

    When you arrived at his place, he continued to act like you weren’t there. He gave your girlfriend the attention she craved. He made her feel like the most beautiful woman in the world, so when he pulled her close, she was willing to share a tender kiss with him.

    You watched as his hands moved over her body while they kissed. You watched your girlfriend suck on his tongue as he played with her nipples. You watched him grope her ass. You listened as she moaned into the other man’s mouth.

    You did nothing to stop it. You simply sat there by the pool and watched. You watched as your girlfriend openly cheated on you. You watched as she made it perfectly clearly just how little she cared about your presence.

    You watched your girlfriend voluntarily sink to her knees and free his cock. You watched as she wrapped her perfect lips around his cock and gave him head. You felt an intense, almost overwhelming kind of jealousy. She hadn’t sucked your cock on vacation. She hadn’t seen fit to take you in her mouth, but she was more than willing to suck this stranger.

    It was more than that, though. She made love to his cock with her eager mouth. She gave him the kind of oral pleasure that every man craves. She gave him head because she wanted him to feel good, she wanted him to be rock hard, she wanted him to fuck her.

    He licked her perfect wet pussy. He did the same thing you’d done that morning. You woke her up by going down on her and now he was making her moan even louder than you had. Of course, you didn’t fuck her this morning. You just ate her out and then went about your day.

    As you watched him eat her out, you knew he was going to fuck her. You knew he was going to slide his cock into her perfect pussy and make her feel good. You knew she was going to go all the way with him.

    You contemplated walking away. You contemplated stopping her. You did neither of those things, though.

    Instead, you pulled out your cock. You were turned on. You were immensely aroused. There was no denying it.

    You jerked off as you watched your beautiful young girlfriend ride another man’s cock.

    “You can come closer if you want,” your beautiful girlfriend said. She saw you watching. She saw you stroking. She knew you were enjoying the view.

    You moved closer. You watched her ride someone else’s cock in close up. You watched her pussy lips grasp onto his erection as she bounced. You witnessed the overwhelming beauty of another man’s dick filling your girlfriend’s pussy.

    “I’m going to cum inside you, okay?” he asked as they switched positions.

    “Okay,” she agreed.

    Your girlfriend didn’t even think about it. She wanted him to cum inside her. She wanted his seed in her pussy. She wanted him to fill her with cum while you watched.

    You wanted it too. You were happy to see him empty his balls inside her.

    Afterwards, he invited her to spend the rest of the day with him. She accepted. You went back to your hotel. Maybe she’ll let you fuck her tomorrow. Maybe she’ll spend the rest of the vacation with him.

  
    An Unexpected End to a Double Date

    "Cody, how about you make us a round of drinks," Edwin suggested as they all stepped into the apartment. He turned to Rachel and Elise - their lovely dates for the evening - and added, "Cody makes a mean margarita. I swear, it's a perfect drink."

    "I'd love a margarita," Elise - the cute brunette that Cody had spent the evening lusting after - said.

    Rachel leaned into Edwin, put a flirty hand on his chest as he put his arm around her, and added, "I'd love one too, Cody. Make mine strong."

    Edwin unleashed the confident smile of a man that was absolutely certain he'd be getting laid that night, pulled Rachel a little closer, and said, "Make them all strong, Cody. Then come join us in the living room."

    "You got it," Cody replied as he turned and stepped into the kitchen. He'd hoped that Elise would follow him - they were on a date together, after all - but instead she followed Edwin and Rachel into the living room.

    Cody quickly gathered the ingredients to whip up a pitcher of margaritas and as he tried to think of the last time he'd gotten laid. It had been at least six months - perhaps longer - which represented the longest dry spell of his life. When Edwin had discovered the length of his dry spell he'd promised to get Cody laid that very night, and it seemed that he was about to follow through on that promise, as both girls were fun and affectionate, and they hadn't hesitated when Edwin invited them up to the apartment for a nightcap.

    After mixing up the margaritas - and adding extra tequila to make them strong - Cody salted the rims of four glasses and filled them to the brim. He placed them on a tray and headed for the living room with an eager smile on his face.

    That smile faded just a little when Cody saw that Edwin was seated on the couch with Rachel and Elise flanking him. He had his hand on Rachel's leg and his fingers were moving in slow, subtle circles over her bare skin and it looked as though she was thoroughly enjoying his touch. Cody wasn't entirely sure why his date was seated on the couch, though, especially since there wasn't any room for him to join them.

    He set the tray of drinks on the coffee table and everyone grabbed a glass. Cody sat on the loveseat and he figured Elise would join him, but instead she toasted with Edwin and Rachel and made no effort to move.

    "You were right, Edwin," Elise said. "Your roommate makes an exceptionally good margarita."

    "Cheers to you, Cody," Rachel added as she raised her glass.

    "Everyone's capable of being great at something," Edwin said as he nodded towards Cody.

    Elise looked at Cody and sipped her drink with a naughty twinkle in her eye. He couldn't help but hope that she was on the verge of joining him on the loveseat, but his hopes were dashed as she turned to Edwin and asked, "So what are you great at, Edwin?"

    It was the look on Elise's face that inspired the sense of jealousy that filled Cody as she asked her question, for it seemed perfectly obvious that she was flirting with Edwin. She was prompting him to flirt with her, too, and she was doing it Cody was in the same room, making it perfectly clear that she'd chosen her preferred partner for that night.

    "Ooh, I'd like to know the answer to that too, Edwin," Rachel added.

    Cody's shoulders sank as he realized that his evening almost certainly wouldn't be ending the way he thought it would, as it seemed that both Rachel and Elise were now competing for Edwin's affection. It was too embarrassing for Cody to get up and leave, though, so he decided he'd get drunk instead and he took a big gulp of his margarita as he waited for his roommate to answer the question.

    At first, Edwin didn't say a word. Instead, he ran his fingers up Rachel's leg and under her dress. He didn't stop until he'd elicited a moan, and while Cody didn't have a perfect view, he was fairly certain his roommate was playing with Rachel's pussy.

    "I've always believed that talk is cheap," Edwin said. "Cody could have told you he was great at making margaritas, but you wouldn't have believed him until he did it. I could have told you I know my way around a woman's body, but it's far better to show you that I can make your cunt wet without much effort, isn't it?"

    Rachel bit her lower lip and nodded. "Yes, it is."

    Cody couldn't believe what he was watching. He knew Edwin was good with women - his roommate had never gone more than a few weeks without getting laid - but to play with Rachel's pussy in front of Cody and Elise felt remarkably bold.

    Elise didn't seem nearly as astounded as Cody did. In fact, she seemed emboldened. She finished most of her drink, set the glass on the coffee table, and cuddled up next to Edwin before reaching between his legs and stroking his cock through his jeans. "Can I show you what I'm great at?" she asked.

    "Of course you can," Edwin replied with a smile.

    Cody watched as his date unzipped his roommate's pants and freed Edwin's cock. Elise smiled - presumably at the impressive size - and wrapped her delicate fingers around it. Edwin leaned a little closer and she kissed him with such vigor that Cody got a little excited, mostly from imagining himself being on the receiving end of that kiss.

    Elise dropped her head into Edwin's lap and took him in her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned, eliciting the same sound from Edwin, and with good reason, for he was on the receiving end of a blowjob from a beautiful girl while he was busy fingering the slippery pussy of a second beautiful girl. As far as Cody could tell, Edwin was the happiest man in the world in that moment.

    Though some part of him actually liked the idea of staying and watching, Cody couldn't bring himself to do it. It was just too humiliating. Half an hour ago he'd been certain he was getting laid that night. Now it seemed that Edwin was more than happy to claim both women for himself, proving that he was, perhaps, quite the selfish asshole.

    With Elise vigorously sucking cock and Rachel moaning like a woman on the verge of an orgasm, Cody downed the rest of his margarita, got up, and headed for the kitchen. He emptied the rest of the pitcher into his glass and headed for his bedroom. Edwin didn't get him a second glance as Cody left the living room, and why would he? He was getting his dick sucked and he was absolutely going to fuck at least one of those girls - and probably both - before the night was over.

    Cody shut his bedroom door, turned on the TV, kicked his shoes off, set his drink on the nightstand, and crawled into bed. He wanted to forget everything that had just unfolded in the living room, but he couldn't. He couldn't banish the imagery of his date - of the beautiful Elise - sucking cock so voraciously. She hadn't even given it a second thought. She'd just pulled out Edwin's cock and gone down on him while Cody was watching. She hadn't given a damn about hurting his feelings, and had instead made it perfectly clear that she'd rather share Edwin than fuck Cody.

    It wasn't long after Cody had retreated to his bedroom that the sounds of sex started, and it was clear Edwin hadn't bothered taking the girls to his room. Instead, they were loudly having a threesome in the living room. Cody heard his roommate's moans - he'd heard those before as Edwin frequently entertained women in his room - and he quickly became familiar with the sounds of pleasure from both Elise and Rachel, as it seemed that Edwin was working hard to make them both feel good.

    It was Edwin's stamina that impressed Cody most of all, for the threesome went on for at least half an hour, and it sounded as if that time was made up almost entirely of vigorous fucking, at least if the sounds made by Elise and Rachel were an accurate indicator of the pleasure unfolding in the living room.

    By the time it was over, Cody was drunk and miserable. He'd missed out on getting laid for the first time in six months and he'd experienced the added pain of being utterly rejected in favor of his roommate.

    Under that misery, though, was a wealth of desire that Cody chalked up to the endless deluge of sex sounds he'd listened to over the past half an hour. He hadn't touched himself but his cock was at half mast and he was seriously considering a quick masturbation session while looking at porn on his phone.

    Before he could make that decision there was a knock on his door. Before Cody could tell whoever it was to fuck off, the door opened and Elise stepped into his room. She wore a remarkably sexy-looking red lace bra and panty set - the underwear Cody would have thoroughly enjoyed taking off of her before fucking her - and her hair was an absolute mess, as a woman's hair sometimes is after she's been vigorously fucked.

    "What are you doing?" Cody asked.

    Elise shut the door behind her and slowly strode towards Cody's bed. "I feel bad," she said.

    "You should," he replied. "You could have...I don't know...you could have handled that differently."

    Elise stopped at the foot of the bed and nodded. "I know. That's why I feel bad."

    "You didn't answer my question," Cody shot back. "What are you doing?"

    "Edwin took Rachel to his room," Elise said. "I could hear her sucking his dick before I came in here."

    Cody couldn't begin to understand why Elise felt it necessary to share that detail with him, for he had no longer had any misconceptions about his roommate's sexual prowess. Edwin was clearly a different kind of man, one that would inspire a woman he'd just fucked to happily suck his dick until he was hard again.

    Elise crawled into the bed and Cody's pulse immediately began to race as he stared at her breasts in the lovely red lace bra. "They invited me to join them," she said softly. "I even considered going. Your roommate is quite gifted, as I'm sure you heard."

    Cody nodded. Elise smiled and her fingers moved between his legs. She rubbed his cock through his jeans and suddenly Cody was quite certain he would, in fact, be getting laid that night. He didn't even mind that he'd be the second man to fuck Elise, as six months was far too long to go without the most fundamental of human pleasures.

    "Why didn't you go with them?" Cody asked.

    Elise unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. His underwear followed and her fingers were soon wrapped around his cock, which had reached an impressively stiff state. Cody looked down and he couldn't help but note that Elise had no trouble wrapping her fingers all the way around his cock, while she'd struggled to do so with Edwin's due to his considerable size.

    "I thought I'd have more fun with you," she answered.

    "Really?" he asked, though Cody immediately regretted the sense of disbelief in his voice.

    Elise nodded, released his cock, and crawled forward until she sat across Cody's upper thighs. Her panty-clad pussy was inches from his cock and Cody was certain he could feel the heat emanating from between her legs.

    "You don't think we can have fun together, Cody?" Elise asked.

    "No...that's not what I meant...I just...I just..."

    "You just thought that since Edwin has a much bigger cock than yours and that since he's clearly so much more of a man than you are that any woman would prefer to fuck him than you?" Elise said.

    It was embarrassing, but that's almost exactly what Cody had been thinking. He didn't dare admit to that, though.

    "I have no intention of fucking you," Elise said. "Because you're right. If I wanted to get fucked again, I'd be in Edwin's room right now. I'd be sucking his cock with Rachel. I'd be doing everything I could to get him hard again so I could feel that big, beautiful dick of his inside me. But I don't want to get fucked again, Cody. I want to have a different kind of fun with you."

    "What...what kind of fun?" Cody asked.

    Elise reached down, took his cock in her hand, and stroked him slowly. Her fingers felt heavenly on his stiff shaft and Cody's body trembled with pleasure from her touch. "Edwin came inside me," she said with a smile on her face. "He was fucking me from behind on the couch. He had his hand in my hair. Rachel was kissing him and spanking my ass. His cock felt so fucking good inside me."

    Arousal surged through Cody's loins, though he told himself it was because of the handjob, not because Elise was describing the joy of having another man's cock inside her.

    Elise smiled and leaned forward. Her panties brushed against the tip of Cody's cock and he shuddered from the simple pleasure of being so close to her pussy. Her lips neared his and his heart pounded at the notion of being kissed by the beautiful, astoundingly seductive woman in his bed.

    Elise bypassed his lips, though, instead softly kissing his cheek and whispering, "I told him to cum inside me. I told him that if he did, I'd come in here and I'd sit on your face and feed you his fucking load."

    Before Cody could react, Elise had dragged her hips forward and dropped her panty-clad pussy onto his face. She'd skillfully pinned his arms beneath her knees and applied enough pressure that any struggle caused significant pain.

    "No, please, no," Cody said, though his words were muffled by the woman sitting over his mouth. He tried to wriggle free from her the grasp of her legs, but Elise clamped her thighs around his head, trapping him in place.

    "Don't fight me, Cody," she said before her lips curled into a devilish smile. "And don't pretend that you're not turned on by this. I saw that look in your eyes when I told you I wouldn't be fucking you. I saw how much you enjoyed hearing about how Edwin fucked me. I know that you want me to feed you his load."

    "No, I don't," Cody tried to say, but Elise was smothering him with her pussy and he couldn't utter a single intelligible word.

    She reached down, slipped her finger under the lace of her panties, and pulled them aside. She dropped more of her weight onto his face and closed his nostrils with her fingers, cutting off Cody's ability to breathe.

    Left with no choice, he opened his mouth. Cum poured out of Elise's pussy and onto his tongue. The overwhelmingly salty, bitter flavor bathed his taste buds and Cody swallowed instinctively. Edwin's cum coated his throat on the way down to his stomach and he thrashed beneath Elise, but there was no escape.

    "That's it," she said in a breathy voice. "Swallow his cum. Eat his load from my pussy, Cody. Eat your roommate's hot cum from my slick, well-fucked cunt."

    She leaned back, grabbed his cock, and stroked him slowly, gathering his precum to use as lubrication. A stunning level of pleasure exploded from between his loins and Cody felt his resistance towards cleaning Elise's pussy melt away. He stared up at her with what he was certain were lust-filled eyes and buried his tongue inside her as she offered him the intense joy of a slow handjob while subjecting him to the degrading pleasure of drinking another man's load from her pussy.

    "I knew you'd be into this," Elise said. "I knew I made the right choice in sharing Edwin with Rachel. I knew you were the kind of guy that would disappoint me if I fucked you and make me so very happy if I chose to explore my kinky side with you. And I was right. You're a nasty little freak. You just needed to be shown how much fun it is to be nasty."

    Cody moaned into her slick, messy pussy and a fresh dollop of Edwin's cum hit his tongue. It was thick and creamy and again his taste buds were awash in the bitter flavor of his roommate's cum.

    "Make me cum, Cody," Elise said as she closed her eyes and began to rub her pussy over his mouth, grinding her clit into his lips and even his teeth, and doing so with wild abandon. "Eat his thick fucking load and make me cum!"

    Cody didn't have to do much of anything to make her cum. He just had to surrender to what she wanted, and so he did. He let her ride his face while he drank Edwin's cum from her pussy. He let her rub her clit all over his mouth and he closed his eyes and lost himself in the pleasure of the handjob she continued to offer despite her lusty pursuit of an orgasm.

    Cody was the first to cum, and he came hard. He very nearly screamed into Elise's pussy as he climaxed and he couldn't help but feel truly astounded at how utterly overwhelming the pleasure felt.

    Elise released his cock, leaned forward, and dropped most of her weight onto his face while grinding her pussy on his mouth. She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and her thighs trembled as she let out a long, low moan and had an orgasm of her own.

    Cody watched the pleasure wash over her face and though he was being used - and used hard - he felt joy at helping the beautiful girl sitting astride his mouth have such a potent orgasm.

    When she was finished, Elise climbed off of Cody's face and cuddled up next to him. She rested her hand on his chest and moved her fingers in slow circles before offering a surprisingly soft, almost romantic series of kisses against his neck and cheek.

    "That was lovely," she said.

    "Yes, it was," he replied. "Actually, that was a lot better than lovely for me. That might have been the best orgasm of my life."

    Elise smiled and added, "Maybe I'll see if Rachel wants to come in a little later and feed you the load that Edwin's almost certainly fucking into her right now."

    Cody wasn't sure if she was serious about that, but he wouldn't have argued with another round of the fun he'd just experienced. After all, now that he'd gotten over the taboo nature of licking another man's cum from a girl's pussy, he wanted more.

  
    An Unexpected Night of Humiliation

    Five hours ago, Roger arrived home from work to find the house empty. That wasn't entirely unusual, but the lack of a text or even a handwritten note from his wife was unusual.

    "Where are you?" he'd texted after a thorough search of the house yielded only a small pile of clothes - seemingly the outfit she'd worn to work - on the bedroom floor.

    "I went out," Kelly had replied.

    He'd waited for more information - such as when she thought she'd be home - but Kelly offered nothing, prompting another text from Roger.

    "When will you be back?"

    "Late," was all she'd said.

    It's nearly midnight when a car pulls into the driveway. Roger gets up from the couch and looks out the window that surveys their considerable lawn, the driveway, and the street of their rather quiet suburban neighborhood. The car has a lit-up Lyft sign on the windshield and a woman - Kelly, presumably - gets out of the backseat. She waves at the driver and then heads for the front door.

    It's dark, but from what he can tell, the woman is wearing a black leather skirt, high heels, and a tight white top that highlights her breasts. It can't be Kelly. She doesn't dress like that. He's fairly certain she doesn't even own clothing like that.

    It is Kelly, though. That becomes clear as she steps onto the porch. It's also clear that she's had a bit to drink that night. Roger rushes for the front door and opens it before she has a chance to slip her key in the lock.

    "Are you okay?" he asks.

    She smiles as Roger takes note of the fact that her hair looks a little messier than he would have expected. The same could be said for her makeup. Her smile is genuine, though, so any worry of something horrible having unfolded while she was out washes away.

    "I'm better than okay," Kelly replies. "So much better."

    She steps into the house and into his arms. They kiss and do so with such depth that it catches Roger off guard. He's not entirely sure he likes the kiss at first, in fact, but Kelly moans as her tongue does wondrous things in his mouth and he can't help but get caught up in what feels like her desire. Suddenly, his cock is hard and his body is demanding that he bring his wife to their bedroom so he can fuck her.

    Roger takes her hand and pulls her towards the staircase, but Kelly doesn't move. He looks back and sees what he's fairly certain is annoyance on her face.

    "What's wrong?" he asks.

    "You think I want to fuck you?"

    He's taken aback by the aggression in her voice. "Oh, well, I just thought...the kiss...it did make me think you were interested. Plus, you know, sometimes when you've had a few drinks you get...well, hornier than usual."

    Kelly smiles. "That's true. I do. And I definitely had a few drinks tonight. More than a few, in fact."

    Roger's not sure what to say. There's something about Kelly's demeanor that has him feeling a bit nervous.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Roger?" she asks.

    He nods.

    "Is it because you like my outfit?"

    "I do. Is it new?"

    Kelly nods and bites her lower lip in a remarkably seductive manner. "I got a lot of attention in this outfit."

    He stares. He's not sure what to say.

    "Attention from men, Roger. Men that wanted me."

    Something's wrong. She's never like this. This isn't Kelly.

    "Come here," she instructs.

    Roger walks towards his wife. She pulls him close and kisses him again. She guides his hands to her tits and then to her ass. His cock gets hard as their tongues swirl, as he gropes her, as he feels the warm leather against her ass, as he imagines fucking her. He's confused, but he's thoroughly aroused, too.

    "Do you want me?" Kelly whispers.

    "Yes."

    "Good. Now get on your knees and kiss my toes, Roger."

    "What?"

    He steps back and looks at her toes. Her heels leave them fully exposed and her nails are painted an alluring shade of red that he's just noticed matches her lipstick.

    "Get on your knees, Roger," she says with remarkable force.

    "What? Why?"

    "Because it's what I want. Now do it."

    This isn't Kelly. This isn't how she behaves. There's something intriguing about it, though. Something a little bit irresistible. So, despite his misgivings, Roger falls to his knees.

    Her smile feels unexpected. She inches one of her feet forward. Roger notes how sexy her footwear is. "Kiss my foot, Roger. Soft kisses. Lots of them."

    He leans forwards. His hands press into the cool tile of the foyer. His lips fall to his wife's foot. He kisses her skin. He feels deeply self-conscious while doing so, but he continues to kiss her feet as she instructed.

    "Now my toes," she says. "All five of them. Then I'll offer you my other foot."

    He kisses her toes. She offers her other foot. He showers it in kisses. Some of the self-consciousness fades, though not entirely. Roger's not sure he would ever feel comfortable kissing his wife's feet in that manner.

    "Sit back and take your cock out," she demands.

    Roger sits up and looks at her. He's not sure he's ever admired his wife from this vantage point and she looks quite good as she stares down at him. Her arms are crossed. Her face is set quite seriously.

    "Do as you're told," she says.

    Roger unzips his pants. He frees his cock. It's half hard and he can feel the teeth of the zipper gently pressing into his flesh.

    "Masturbate."

    "What?"

    There's a flash of anger on her face. It scares him. He takes his cock in his hand and masturbates. He's not sure what's going on, but he's just curious enough to do as she desires, especially since touching his cock feels so good.

    She watches him masturbate and says, "Stop," after what feels like less than a minute.

    Kelly extends her foot and uses her big toe to collect the drop of precum at the tip of his cock.

    "Lick it up," she demands.

    Roger stares at her toe. The tip glistens with his fluid. He keeps staring. His wife has never issued a demand like the one that just left her lips - nor any of the others she's issued tonight - and he's confused and growing increasingly nervous, though she continues to stoke the intrigue that leapt to existence the moment he saw her exit the Lyft.

    "Do it, Roger," she says.

    He leans down. He licks his precum from her toe.

    "Pathetic."

    Roger feels something unexpected as that single word rains down on him. He feels a shock of arousal. He feels it spread outwards from his cock and balls. He feels his loins tingle in a manner he quite enjoys.

    "Masturbate."

    Roger sits up and resumes stroking his cock, except it feels better now. He can't explain why, but the same action of moving his hand up and down his dick feels better than it did just a few minutes ago.

    Kelly lifts her foot and rubs the underside of the tip of her heel over his cock. She leans back, balances herself against the door, and holds up her foot. Roger can see his precum on the black of her heel.

    "Lick it up," she demands.

    He's still masturbating. Her tone is both threatening and oddly enthralling. He looks up at her. It's not resistance that he feels, though. It's a fear of judgment. He wants to lick his precum off her shoe. He just doesn't want her to think of him as a freak for doing so.

    "I know you want to," Kelly says. "Do it, Roger. Be the pathetic man we both know you are. Lick your precum off the bottom of your wife's fucking shoe."

    He feels the arousal again. Kelly seems angry at him and that's worrisome, but Roger can't help the desire that is now coursing through his body. He leans forward. He licks his precum from the bottom of her shoe. It tastes awful. His dick throbs in his hand. His stroking feels better.

    Kelly's foot falls to the ground and she steps closer and grabs a fistful of his hair. She's gentle, but he can feel a touch of pain as she pulls back until he's staring straight up at her.

    "Men were interested in me tonight, Roger. Lots of men. Young men. Men my age. Older men. It was nice to be desired. It was nice to be touched."

    "What?" he asks as his chest tightens from a sudden onset of panic.

    "When a man is interested in a woman at a club, he asks her to dance with him. When a woman is interested in that man, she agrees to dance with him. When two people dance, they touch each other. If there's chemistry, they touch each other quite a bit, Roger."

    "Men...men touched you?"

    Kelly smiles. "They did, Roger. I danced with a handful of men tonight. I couldn't help myself. They asked and I said yes. I moved my body with theirs. I let their hands wander over me. I let them touch me as they desired, and I touched them too, of course."

    Roger can't remember the last time he took Kelly out for a night of dancing. It wasn't really something that married people did.

    It's at that moment that Roger notices that Kelly isn't wearing her rings. He stares at the finger they're supposed to be on, the finger they're always on.

    "Where are your rings?" he asks.

    She holds up her hand, looks at it, and smiles. "Oh, I guess I must have forgotten to put them back on after I showered. Silly me."

    Roger is certain she's lying. Kelly had gone out without her rings on purpose. She had to have.

    "Stand up," she says.

    He stands and Kelly wraps her fingers around his cock. She kisses him and does so with such depth that it nearly takes Roger's breath away. She steps back with a smile - a bright, naughty smile - on her face.

    "Yours isn't the only cock my fingers have touched tonight," she says.

    Roger is taken aback, but he restrains his desire to move away from his wife and do so at as rapid a pace as possible. She's holding onto his cock, after all, and it would probably hurt quite a bit to break free from her grasp.

    "What?" he asks.

    Kelly falls to her knees, taking Roger by surprise. His cock enters her mouth. She sucks on the head and he moans from the sudden rush of pleasure he feels. She strokes him, too, and she maintains eye contact the entire time.

    "Yours isn't the only cock that's been in my mouth tonight," she says.

    This time, Roger steps back and Kelly immediately stands. She moves towards him with incredible pace and he backs away until he slams into the wall. Her fingers are around his dick once more and now she strokes him swiftly, using her saliva and his precum as lube.

    "Your wife sucked another man's cock tonight, Roger. She got on her knees for him. She took him in her mouth. She sucked his dick while looking up at him. Your wife cheated on you. Isn't that humiliating?"

    It clicks. It all clicks. Roger can't believe he didn't realize what was happening. He can't believe he didn't see what she was doing, mostly because he can't believe his wife would actually do what she's doing.

    "Kelly...this isn't...this isn't what I was talking about."

    "No? Are you sure, Roger? You said you wanted me to humiliate you. You said it would turn you on. You said that you fantasize about it, that nothing turns you on quite like the idea of me humiliating you." She strokes him faster and Roger moans despite himself. "I'd say it worked, Roger. Your dick is harder than it's been in years. I made you kiss my feet. I made you lick your fucking precum off my shoes. I told you that I danced with other men. I told you that I stroked someone's dick. I told you that I sucked someone's dick. I did all of it because my husband is a pathetic fucking bitch who wants his wife to humiliate him so he can get off."

    "Please...stop."

    Kelly releases his cock and steps back. She unzips her skirt and it falls to the floor. She steps out of it and Roger stares between her legs. She's wearing blue panties with lace trim. They're soaked. He can see the wet spot. It's not small.

    "Admit it," she says. "This is what you want. This is what you fucking crave, Roger."

    He shakes his head and she steps closer.

    "Get on your fucking knees," she says.

    He shakes his head and she slaps him across the face.

    "On your fucking knees, you pathetic bitch."

    Roger's dick is so hard it hurts. He doesn't want to admit that Kelly's right, because this isn't what he meant when he confessed a desire for erotic humiliation. He wanted something milder, like a handjob where she tells him that she'd rather not have his cock inside her that night because he's not quite big enough to satisfy her.

    He falls to his knees. Kelly grabs a handful of his hair and pulls his face between her legs. "Smell it," she says.

    Roger's nose is against her panties as he inhales. He figures he won't smell anything, but he does. He looks up at her. "Did you have sex?"

    "I got fucked, Roger."

    His thighs tremble. His mind goes blank. His vision gets blurry for a few moments. "Wait? What?"

    "His cock was big, too. Much bigger than yours. He's the one I stroked. The one I sucked. The one I told to take me back to his place so he could fuck me with his big cock."

    Roger feels dizzy. He closes his eyes to try and calm down, but the dizziness gets worse. Kelly slaps him across the face and his eyes fly open.

    "I cucked you, Roger," she says. "With someone bigger and better. Someone that actually fucked me far better than you do, better than you have in years. I made your sick little humiliation fantasy come true, Roger. I can still feel him inside me, in fact. He stretched me so good with that big dick of his. And he didn't just fuck me once, by the way. He fucked me three times. He came three times. I came half a dozen times. I had the best sex of my life tonight, Roger, while you were at home like a little bitch. I got fucked by a real man while my pervert of a husband waited for me, texting every once in a while to ask where I am and having no idea that I was out getting my cunt filled by a gorgeous, big-dicked guy ten years younger than me."

    It feels like she just slapped him a dozen times. Instead, she'd merely laid bare just how thorough she'd been in working to humiliate him while she was gone. Kelly had done a great deal of work in five hours and a part of him is impressed.

    "I think it's time for us to go upstairs," she says.

    Roger stands wordlessly. He follows his wife upstairs, staring at her ass the entire time. He notes that it looks a bit red and he wonders if the guy she fucked laid his hands on her backside during their tryst. He wonders if Kelly liked it.

    "Did he spank you?" he asks without thinking.

    "He did," she replies at the top of the stairs. "It felt good. Really good, in fact. It feels good when a man - a real man, unlike you - spanks me during sex. I forgot how much I liked it, to be honest."

    "I could spank you."

    She laughs. "You could, but it wouldn't feel good, Roger. You're not a real man. You're a fucking cuck. A bitch. A little sissy. You're the one that deserves the spanking."

    His cock throbs. He hates himself for being so turned on. He likes that he's so turned on, though. It's the strangest night of his life.

    "Get naked," Kelly instructs as they enter the bedroom.

    Roger strips and she guides him to the bed and pushes him onto his back. She stands bedside and takes his cock in her hand. His shaft is slick and she strokes him with ease while holding his gaze.

    "You are pathetic, Roger," she says. "Your fantasy is pathetic. The fact that your dick is hard as a rock even though I fucked another man is pathetic."

    She seems serious and annoyed with him. Perhaps even angry. Roger holds out hope that she's putting on a show, though, that she committed to making his fantasy come true in the most over the top manner and she's not going to take her foot off the gas until he's had an orgasm.

    "I want you," he replies.

    Kelly smiles.

    "I want to be inside you. I want to fuck you."

    She laughs. "Too bad."

    His cock throbs.

    "Even if my pussy wasn't sore from the pounding it took tonight I wouldn't let you inside me, Roger. You don't deserve to fuck me. You're pathetic. Your cock doesn't deserve to be anywhere near my pussy. So dream the fuck on."

    He wants her even more now, but he refrains from asking again.

    "I'll bet you'd like to taste me, wouldn't you?" she asks. "I'll bet that's something a pathetic man like you would enjoy. Tasting his wife's cunt after someone else fucked it."

    "Yes, please," he answers. Any sense of shame has left him. Roger is pure desire now.

    Kelly laughs again and crawls into the bed. She straddles his chest. He can smell the sex from a foot away. It's incredible. He closes his eyes and inhales. A moment later his wife sits on his face. She lowers her pussy to his mouth. He opens his eyes and sees her smiling devilishly down at him. He puts his tongue inside her.

    "You fucking love it, don't you?"

    He nods as best he can.

    "You're so much more pathetic than I thought, Roger. I mean, I've always know you weren't a great lover, but that was always okay because you're good enough and you're an exceptional husband. This, though, this is something else. This is the kind of thing that makes a woman reconsider the man she married. I mean, you're as turned on as you've ever been and it's entirely because someone else's cock spent a great deal of time in my pussy tonight."

    He nods again.

    Kelly reaches down and grabs a handful of his hair. She rocks her hips back and forth over his mouth. She rides his tongue and moans gleefully. Then, to Roger's complete and utter surprise, she has an orgasm. A long, beautiful orgasm.

    When she's finished, Kelly releases her grip on his hair, slides back, and spins around. She backs up once more and lowers her ass onto his face. Her fingers encircle his cock and she begins to stroke him.

    "Put your tongue in my ass, you pathetic bitch."

    Roger does as she desires and Kelly strokes him faster. She tightens her grip. He moans while tongue fucking her asshole. He feels his balls tighten. He feels his desire build. He feels his orgasm coming.

    Roger cums. He can't see his cock, but it feels like a fountain of cum has erupted as his shaft pulses in his wife's hand and his loins contract and loosen in that massively pleasurable way that makes a man want to pursue a good orgasm at any cost.

    His body relaxes beneath his wife as the pleasure of his orgasm dissipates. Kelly lifts her ass from his face and crawls off of him. Roger looks down to see cum splattered all over his stomach and upper thighs.

    "Thank you," he says as she sits on his knees next to his prone body and surveys the splashes of cum.

    "You're welcome," Kelly replies, though her face is unreadable.

    A few moments of silence pass between them before Roger asks, "Did you really do that...did you really have sex with someone tonight?"

    She looks at him and nods. "Every word I uttered was true, Roger, including the parts about you being pathetic."

    Kelly gets out of bed and heads for the bathroom.

    "What's going to happen?" he calls after her.

    She stops and looks over her shoulder. "I'm not sure yet, but at the moment I'm leaning towards staying with you. I think I might like being married to a pathetic man. At the very least I'm going to take full advantage of being able to fuck anyone I want, whenever I want, and I imagine I'll enjoy sitting on your face and feeding you the taste of sex each time I do it. We'll see, though. If you prove too pathetic I'll kick you out, so maybe work a little harder to get promoted at work and do a little more around the house."

    She walks into the bathroom, shuts the door, and stars the shower. Roger stares at the ceiling. He tells himself that he'd debating whether or not he wants to be in the kind of marriage his wife succinctly described, but there's no debate needed. Roger wants it. He craves it.

    She's right, after all. He is pathetic and he loves it.

  
    An Unexpected Twist Ending to a Fantasy Threesome

    “Taylor? Are you home?” Gavin called out as he wandered through the living room and kitchen in search of his live-in girlfriend. Her car was in the driveway, but there was no sign of her in the house.

    “I’m upstairs!” Taylor called out.

    Gavin followed his girlfriend’s voice up the stairs and towards the bedroom, but it wasn’t Taylor he saw in their bed. Instead, it was her friend Sienna. She was dressed in a full black lace lingerie set, including an exquisite pair of black stockings.

    “Oh,” Gavin said as confusion reigned in his head. “Sorry, I…uh, what’s, what’s happening?”

    “It’s okay,” Sienna said with a smile. “You can come in. It’s your bedroom, after all.”

    Gavin stepped into the bedroom and saw Taylor standing at the foot of the bed in a black lingerie set that nearly matched Sienna’s.

    “Welcome home, darling,” she said.

    Sienna swung her long legs over the edge of the bed and both girls approached Gavin. His heart pounded with such speed that he felt like he might collapse.

    “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “A few weeks ago I asked you about your fantasies,” Taylor said. “Do you remember that, Gavin?”

    Gavin nodded and Sienna moved behind him and ran her hands down his back. Taylor stepped in front of him and reached up to slowly unbutton Gavin’s shirt.

    “What did you say your fantasy was?” Taylor asked.

    “Uh…a…a threesome,” Gavin replied. He remembered the conversation, though in his memory Taylor had been somewhere between nonplused and annoyed by his response.

    “That’s right,” Taylor said as she pulled Gavin’s shirt off and tossed it on the floor. “You said you fantasized about a threesome where you got to fuck two beautiful girls. You said you fantasized about two girls getting on their knees and sucking your dick together. Then they’d get on their hands and knees in bed and offer their pussies for your pleasure. Am I remembering your fantasy correctly?”

    “Yes,” Gavin said.

    Sienna pressed her body against Gavin’s back and kissed his neck. “That sounds like a very naughty fantasy. Do you think you could handle two beautiful girls sucking your dick, Gavin?”

    Taylor took off Gavin’s pants and underwear, revealing his stiff cock. “Would you like to find out, Gavin? Are you man enough to be with two girls at once?”

    Gavin nodded. It was his fantasy, after all.

    Taylor smiled and sank to her knees in front of him. She wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked hard. Her tongue swirled around the head and Gavin couldn’t help but moan as his loins came alive with pleasure.

    “Does that feel good, Gavin?” Sienna asked. “Does your girlfriend’s mouth feel good?”

    “Yes, fuck, yes,” Gavin replied.

    Sienna kissed his neck again and whispered, “Would you like me to get on my knees with Taylor? Would you like me to suck your balls while she sucks your cock, Gavin? Would you like us to make your fantasy come true?”

    “Oh, fuck, yes, I’d like that very much,” Gavin said.

    Sienna stepped in front of Gavin and fell to her knees next to Taylor. She looked up at him and smiled before sinking down and taking one of his balls into her mouth.

    All Gavin could do was moan. His fantasy was coming to life and it was so much better than he’d ever imagined. Both girls looked flawlessly beautiful and they were putting in an incredible effort. Gavin wasn’t sure what he’d done to deserve such pleasure, but he wasn’t going to question it.

    His cock slipped out of Taylor’s mouth and she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked as her gaze turned upwards. “Does it feel good to have your fantasy come true?” Taylor asked.

    Gavin nodded and moaned as his girlfriend concentrated the efforts of her fingers around the head of his cock.

    “Did I pick the right friend?” Taylor asked. “Does Sienna turn you on?”

    Gavin nodded again. He still couldn’t believe what was happening.

    “Did you ever imagine Sienna would be such a little slut?” Taylor asked.

    Sienna moaned as she took both of Gavin’s testicles in her mouth, but he wasn’t sure how to response to his girlfriend’s question.

    “That’s what you wanted, right?” Taylor asked. “You wanted two little sluts to do as you pleased? You wanted two dirty little sluts to offer you their bodies for your pleasure?”

    Gavin felt far more aroused than he should have as his girlfriend peppered him with questions. It felt wrong to want Taylor and Sienna to be his personal pornstars, and yet he couldn’t help but desire it, especially as both girls were currently offering the most intense pleasure he’d ever experienced. “Yes, that’s what I want,” Gavin said. It felt good to say it, to admit what he desired.

    “Should we kiss, Gavin? Would you like to see your two little sluts kiss?” Taylor asked.

    “Yes,” Gavin said. He felt more confident. “Kiss your friend. Kiss her for me.”

    Taylor grabbed a handful of Sienna’s hair and pulled back. She leaned forward and their lips met. Gavin watched their tongues dance and listened as both girls moaned.

    “Can I suck your cock, Gavin?” Sienna asked with a light sheen of saliva on her lips. “Please, can I swallow your cock like a good little slut?”

    Gavin smiled. “Yes you can. Go ahead, swallow my cock. Be a good little slut.”

    Sienna took Gavin’s cock in her mouth and Taylor put a hand on the back of her friend’s head. She pushed hard and Sienna gagged as Gavin’s dick moved into her throat.

    “What a good little slut you are for my boyfriend,” Taylor said. “What a good little cock whore you are.”

    Gavin closed his eyes as a kind of pleasure he’d never experienced emanated from between his legs. His cock moved in and out of Sienna’s throat as she pleasured him with ease. It was too much. It felt too good.

    “Wait…fuck, I’m close, please, stop,” Gavin said. He didn’t want to cum. The threesome had barely just begun. It was too soon.

    Sienna didn’t stop. Taylor wouldn’t let her. She pushed on the back of her friend’s head and Gavin’s cock moved in and out of Sienna’s mouth. She reached up to play with his balls and moaned like she was actually enjoying herself.

    “Fuck!” Gavin said a moment before unleashing his load. Sienna took every inch of his cock as Gavin unloaded. Pleasure shook his body and his knees nearly buckled. “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck. That was…holy fuck.”

    “Pathetic,” Taylor said.

    “What?” Gavin asked.

    Taylor looked up at him with a mixture of anger and disappointment in her eyes. “That was pathetic,” she said. “That took four minutes, Gavin. You blew your fucking load after four minutes.”

    Taylor released Sienna’s hair and the beautiful, lingerie-clad girl pulled off of Gavin’s cock, swallowed and looked up at him. “She’s right,” Sienna said. “That was pathetic. I thought you said you could handle your fantasy coming true, Gavin?”

    “I…I’m sorry,” Gavin said.

    “You didn’t even make it through foreplay,” Sienna said. “What the fuck? Taylor and I were both looking forward to getting fucked, Gavin. We were looking forward to being the dirty little sluts from your fantasy. We were hoping you’d bend us both over and pound our tight little cunts. Instead, you nutted down my throat like some kind of minute man loser. What the fuck, Gavin?”

    Taylor stood and helped Sienna to her feet. “This simply won’t do,” Taylor said.

    “I’m sure I can get hard again,” Gavin replied. “I can. It won’t take long. You could, I don’t know, you could make out or something. Or you could go down on me again. I’m sure I’d get hard again. I could give you what you need.”

    “No, Gavin,” Taylor shot back. “You can’t. That much is clear. Come here.”

    Taylor grabbed his wrist and dragged Gavin towards the bed. He followed and she yanked the nightstand drawer open, pulled out a pair of handcuffs he’d never seen before, and attached them to his wrist before Gavin knew what was going on. Taylor pulled his arm with remarkable strength and attached the other end of the handcuffs to one of the bedposts.

    “Get in the bed,” she said. “Right now.”

    Gavin got in the bed without argument. His cock was half hard but rapidly softening thanks to the confusion that had once again taken root in his head. “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “Your girlfriend planned for this,” Sienna said. “She knew you wouldn’t be able to deliver. She knew you’d never make it past the blowjob. She actually thought you’d last a little longer, but she was wrong about that. You spurted like a pathetic little bitch just because you were getting throated.”

    Gavin watched Taylor walk out of the room with a remarkable sense of purpose.

    “Where’s she going?” he asked.

    “Like I said, she planned for this,” Sienna replied. “She invited someone over. Someone that’s going to actually get to enjoy your fantasy.”

    “What?” Gavin asked.

    Sienna approached and gently ran her fingernails down Gavin’s chest and stomach. He winced at the pain and she smiled. “Taylor liked your little fantasy,” she said. “She’d never really thought about it before you mentioned it, but she liked the idea of doing something so slutty. The truth is, I liked it too, though I’ve always been that way.”

    “Really?” Gavin asked.

    “Taylor knew from the start that you wouldn’t last, though,” Sienna explained. “She knew you’d nut before you got in either of our pussies. She was absolutely certain of it, and she was right. You came too fast and she didn’t get what she wanted, Gavin. You deprived your girlfriend of enjoying her part of the fantasy. Thankfully, she planned ahead, like I said.”

    “What does that mean?” Gavin asked.

    Taylor stepped into the room with a tall, handsome, muscular, nearly naked man behind her. “It means I invited a real man to finish the job you started,” she said. “It means I found someone that wouldn’t nut just a few minutes into getting his cock sucked by two dirty little sluts.”

    Gavin panicked and pulled hard against the handcuff. “What the fuck is going on here?” he screamed.

    Sienna slapped him with surprising force. “Shut the fuck up, Gavin,” she said. “Taylor and I are going to complete your fantasy. Had you managed to hold your load it would have been you fucking us. You didn’t, though, so Oscar’s going to take your place.”

    Taylor approached the bed as Sienna moved towards Oscar and pulled his underwear off, freeing a rather massive-looking flaccid cock.

    “You’re going to want to fight this,” Taylor said as she reached out and caressed his face. “Any man would. You’re about to watch another man use your girlfriend, after all. You’re not going to fight it, though. You’re going to be good for me. You’re going to sit here and watch. If you want, you can masturbate. That’s why I left one of your hands free. If you can’t behave, I have another set of cuffs and a ball gag I’ll be happy to use to restrain you and shut you up. Either way, you’re going to watch me enjoy the rest of your fantasy.”

    “Wait,” Gavin said as Taylor turned and joined Sienna. The girls fell to their knees and a smile crossed his face, just as it had Gavin’s face earlier. “Taylor, please, wait. Don’t do this!” Gavin pulled against the handcuffs once more, but all he succeeded in doing was hurting his wrist. “Fuck!” he screamed.

    “You’re wet, aren’t you?” Sienna asked.

    “Soaked,” Taylor said. “I can’t believe how soaked I am.”

    Sienna looked up at Oscar and asked, “Are you going to last for us, or are you going to nut in less than five minutes like that pathetic loser in the bed?”

    “I’ll last as long as you need,” Oscar said. “Don’t you worry about that.”

    Sienna took his cock in her mouth and sucked ravenously as Taylor went after his balls. Gavin felt the urge to yank on the handcuffs again, but he’d learned his lesson. He was stuck. Taylor was going to have a threesome with another guy and there wasn’t a damn thing that Gavin could do about it.

    “Damn, I can see why you couldn’t hold out,” Oscar said as he smiled at Gavin. “These girls are hot as hell and they can do wondrous things with their mouths.”

    “Are we being good sluts?” Sienna asked.

    “Yes you are,” Oscar replied. “Why don’t you both suck my cock. Kiss it. Lick it. Suck the head together. Kiss over the head.”

    The girls did as Oscar suggested and Gavin couldn’t tear his eyes away from it. He watched his girlfriend and her beautiful friend kiss, lick, and suck on the other man’s big cock. He watched their tongues dance over the head and heard the girls moan as they gave pleasure to someone else.

    “Now take me in your mouth, Taylor,” Oscar said. “Deepthroat me if you can.”

    Taylor wrapped her lips around Oscar’s cock and swallowed nearly half of it in one go. Sienna turned and smiled at Gavin as she put her hand on the back of Taylor’s head.

    “Look at your girlfriend be a good little slut for another man,” Sienna said. “Look at her making your fantasy come true for another man. Look at her be a cocksucking slut for him.”

    Gavin tugged against the handcuffs, though absent any sense of urgency. He wanted to dissipate the energy building inside him, but there was nowhere for it to go. He had to sit there and witness the agony of his girlfriend having a threesome with another guy. He had to see Oscar live out the full version of Gavin’s fantasy.

    Sienna turned towards Taylor and Oscar and leaned closer. She kissed Taylor’s neck and whispered, “Swallow that cock like a good little slut. Swallow every fucking inch of it. Let it make your throat bulge you nasty little slut.”

    Much to Gavin’s surprise, Taylor moaned. It was like he was in different dimension. It seemed impossible that his girlfriend was actually into the debauchery playing out in their bedroom, and yet by all indicators she was turned on.

    “My turn,” Sienna said.

    Taylor pulled back and Sienna immediately wrapped her lips around Oscar’s cock. She swallowed him with ease and Taylor went after his balls. The girls worshiped him like they really were filming a porn video, and yet they both kept moaning.

    “Is your girl like this all the time?” Oscar asked.

    “No,” Gavin replied. “I don’t know what’s gotten into her.”

    “I like it,” Oscar said. “I guess I have you to thank for this. Had you not shot your wad I’d still be in the other room waiting. If you were more of a man I’d have missed out on this whole thing. Lucky me, I guess.”

    Oscar pulled back and Sienna unleashed a desperate-sounding moan like he’d just deprived her of her favorite thing in the world. “Open your mouths and put your tongues out,” he said.

    Both girls did as instructed and Oscar wrapped his fingers around the base of his thick shaft. He stepped closer and slapped his dick against each girl’s tongue. Then he stuffed his cock into Taylor’s mouth and fucked her face for a few moments before pulling out and doing the same with Sienna. He was using them as his playthings. He was doing whatever the fuck he wanted and the girls seemed entirely on board for it.

    “This could have been you, man,” Oscar said. “If you weren’t so fucking pathetic.”

    Taylor laughed and turned to look at Gavin. “He’s right. You could have fucked both our faces before you fucked our cunts, Gavin. You could have done whatever the fuck you wanted. Instead you’re handcuffed to the bed while another man uses us.”

    Oscar pulled back and stroked his cock as he looked down at Taylor and Sienna. They both opened their mouths as if on instinct and looked up at him. “Get in the bed, girls. On your hands and knees. Face him.”

    Taylor and Sienna stood and dutifully crawled into the bed. They both faced Gavin and he wished desperately that he could escape the situation.

    Oscar walked to the foot of the bed and looked at Gavin. “Who would you have fucked first?” he asked.

    Gavin looked away. He wasn’t going to answer. He wasn’t going to play their game.

    Taylor crawled forward and grabbed Gavin’s balls with such force that he screamed in pain. She squeezed hard and said, “Answer him. Remember, this is your fucking fault. If you hadn’t nutted down Sienna’s throat you’d be the one making the choice. Instead, you were a pathetic quick shooter, so now you’re going to watch. If you can’t handle that, this will be the last time I handle your balls. Do you understand?”

    Gavin turned to his girlfriend and withered almost immediately when he saw the serious, borderline angry look on her face. “Yes, I understand,” he said softly.

    “Now tell him who you’d fuck first,” she said.

    “Sienna,” Gavin admitted.

    “Typical man,” Taylor said as she moved back into position on her hands and knees next to Sienna. “You just can’t pass up the new pussy, can you?”

    “Don’t be mad at him,” Sienna said. “You’re just jealous because I get to feel that fat cock in my cunt before you do.”

    Taylor looked at her friend and smiled. “You’re right about that. I suppose I should be thankful. After all, if Gavin hadn’t cum too soon we’d both be taking his cock instead of that glorious slab of fuck meat that Oscar’s wielding.”

    Sienna was about to reply when Oscar sank into her from behind. She closed her eyes and parted her lips. A long, loud, low moan escaped as he started fucking her with power and speed. She was clearly wet enough to take it and he was eager enough not to give her even a moment to get used to his size.

    “Fuck, it feels so good,” Sienna said.

    Taylor looked over her shoulder at Oscar and asked, “How does her cunt feel?”

    Oscar looked at Gavin and said, “It’s perfect, man. It’s tight, wet, and hot. You have no idea what you’re missing out on.”

    “Poor baby,” Taylor said. “You have to sit there cuffed while the two girls you were going to fuck enjoy another man’s cock. It’s a shame you couldn’t hold your load, isn’t it?”

    Gavin tried his best to hide the fact that he was getting aroused, but Taylor spotted his growing erection.

    “Well, well, well, look who’s enjoying himself,” she said. “Go ahead and masturbate, Gavin. Neither Sienna not I will be touching your dick again for the rest of the night, so you might as well enjoy yourself.”

    “Stroke yourself, Gavin,” Sienna said. “Do it. Jerk off while Oscar uses me like a slut. Stroke yourself while he uses me like you thought you were going to.”

    “Fuck it,” Gavin said as he wrapped his fingers around his dick and stroked.

    Oscar pulled out of Sienna, quickly moved behind Taylor, and plunged into her pussy. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and let out a moan similar to the one her friend had emitted. It seemed that Oscar’s cock had a way of making women feel particularly good.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck my cunt. Fuck my tight little cunt while my boyfriend watches. Use it. Use my cunt for your pleasure. Use me like a fucking slut. Use me like he dreamed of using me.”

    Oscar leaned forward, grabbed a handful of Taylor’s hair, and pulled back hard as he used it for leverage. He fucked her with wild abandon, making her tits bounce. Sienna looked a little jealous, like she wished Oscar had seen fit to do the same for her.

    Gavin stroked his cock faster. His girlfriend was basically a pornstar in that moment. She was the embodiment of what so many men enjoyed when they fired up their favorite PornHub video. He was completely lost in the pleasure of it.

    Oscar leaned forward and put two fingers into Sienna’s mouth. She moaned in surprise and immediately started sucking like he’d fed her a cock. He pulled his fingers out and rubbed them between her ass cheeks. The look on her face made Gavin certain that Oscar was playing with her asshole.

    “Oh, fuck,” Sienna said with just a hint of pain on her face. Oscar had slipped a finger into her ass. “Fuck, yes, fuck, finger my ass. Finger my fucking ass.” Sienna reached back and played with her pussy as Oscar fucked one girl and anally fingered the other, deepening the mixture of arousal and jealousy that Gavin felt.

    “You can have my ass,” Taylor said. “Gavin’s never had it, but you can have it. Take it if you want.”

    Oscar pulled his fingers from Sienna’s ass and leaned forward. She wrapped her lips around them and moaned. Gavin got close enough to cumming that he had to stop stroking.

    “What a good slut you are,” Oscar said, eliciting yet another moan from Sienna. He pulled his fingers from her mouth and rubbed them over Taylor’s asshole. He spit on the head of his cock and then Gavin saw a look of pain come over his girlfriend’s face.

    “Take my ass,” she said. “Take my fucking ass.” She cried out and a look of pleasure crossed Oscar’s face. He was taking her ass. There was no question about it.

    Gavin couldn’t help but jerk off. He was so close, but it was too hot to resist. He’d never seen anything like what was unfolding in front of him. He had to pursue his pleasure.

    “Come here,” Oscar said as he gestured to Sienna. She turned around and crawled towards him. He grabbed a handful of her long, soft hair, pulled out of Taylor’s ass, and fed his cock to Sienna’s eager mouth.

    “Oh, fuck!” Gavin said as he climaxed. Cum rocketed from the tip of his cock and spilled onto his legs and the bed.

    Taylor laughed. “Jesus, Gavin. Fucking pathetic. You couldn’t even control your orgasm with your hand? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

    Sienna gagged on the cock in her mouth but she didn’t pull away. She kept on sucking. She followed through on her promise to be a slut for Oscar, which is precisely why Gavin hadn’t been able to hold onto his load.

    “Well, this dirty little party is just getting started,” Taylor said. “Maybe you’ll cum again. You’re certainly not going anywhere.”

    No, he wasn’t. Gavin only hoped his desire would return quickly, because it was a far less pleasurable experience to watch after he’d cum.

  
    An Unexpected Twist to a Fantasy Threesome

    “Taylor? Are you home?” Gavin called out as he wandered through the living room and kitchen in search of his live-in girlfriend. Her car was in the driveway, but there was no sign of her in the house.

    “I’m upstairs!” Taylor called out.

    Gavin followed his girlfriend’s voice up the stairs and towards the bedroom, but it wasn’t Taylor he saw in their bed. Instead, it was her friend Sienna. She was dressed in a full black lace lingerie set, including an exquisite pair of black stockings.

    “Oh,” Gavin said as confusion reigned in his head. “Sorry, I…uh, what’s, what’s happening?”

    “It’s okay,” Sienna said with a smile. “You can come in. It’s your bedroom, after all.”

    Gavin stepped into the bedroom and saw Taylor standing at the foot of the bed in a black lingerie set that nearly matched Sienna’s.

    “Welcome home, darling,” she said.

    Sienna swung her long legs over the edge of the bed and both girls approached Gavin. His heart pounded with such speed that he felt like he might collapse.

    “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “A few weeks ago I asked you about your fantasies,” Taylor said. “Do you remember that, Gavin?”

    Gavin nodded and Sienna moved behind him and ran her hands down his back. Taylor stepped in front of him and reached up to slowly unbutton Gavin’s shirt.

    “What did you say your fantasy was?” Taylor asked.

    “Uh…a…a threesome,” Gavin replied. He remembered the conversation, though in his memory Taylor had been somewhere between nonplused and annoyed by his response.

    “That’s right,” Taylor said as she pulled Gavin’s shirt off and tossed it on the floor. “You said you fantasized about a threesome where you got to fuck two beautiful girls. You said you fantasized about two girls getting on their knees and sucking your dick together. Then they’d get on their hands and knees in bed and offer their pussies for your pleasure. Am I remembering your fantasy correctly?”

    “Yes,” Gavin said.

    Sienna pressed her body against Gavin’s back and kissed his neck. “That sounds like a very naughty fantasy. Do you think you could handle two beautiful girls sucking your dick, Gavin?”

    Taylor took off Gavin’s pants and underwear, revealing his stiff cock. “Would you like to find out, Gavin? Are you man enough to be with two girls at once?”

    Gavin nodded. It was his fantasy, after all.

    Taylor smiled and sank to her knees in front of him. She wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked hard. Her tongue swirled around the head and Gavin couldn’t help but moan as his loins came alive with pleasure.

    “Does that feel good, Gavin?” Sienna asked. “Does your girlfriend’s mouth feel good?”

    “Yes, fuck, yes,” Gavin replied.

    Sienna kissed his neck again and whispered, “Would you like me to get on my knees with Taylor? Would you like me to suck your balls while she sucks your cock, Gavin? Would you like us to make your fantasy come true?”

    “Oh, fuck, yes, I’d like that very much,” Gavin said.

    Sienna stepped in front of Gavin and fell to her knees next to Taylor. She looked up at him and smiled before sinking down and taking one of his balls into her mouth.

    All Gavin could do was moan. His fantasy was coming to life and it was so much better than he’d ever imagined. Both girls looked flawlessly beautiful and they were putting in an incredible effort. Gavin wasn’t sure what he’d done to deserve such pleasure, but he wasn’t going to question it.

    His cock slipped out of Taylor’s mouth and she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked as her gaze turned upwards. “Does it feel good to have your fantasy come true?” Taylor asked.

    Gavin nodded and moaned as his girlfriend concentrated the efforts of her fingers around the head of his cock.

    “Did I pick the right friend?” Taylor asked. “Does Sienna turn you on?”

    Gavin nodded again. He still couldn’t believe what was happening.

    “Did you ever imagine Sienna would be such a little slut?” Taylor asked.

    Sienna moaned as she took both of Gavin’s testicles in her mouth, but he wasn’t sure how to response to his girlfriend’s question.

    “That’s what you wanted, right?” Taylor asked. “You wanted two little sluts to do as you pleased? You wanted two dirty little sluts to offer you their bodies for your pleasure?”

    Gavin felt far more aroused than he should have as his girlfriend peppered him with questions. It felt wrong to want Taylor and Sienna to be his personal pornstars, and yet he couldn’t help but desire it, especially as both girls were currently offering the most intense pleasure he’d ever experienced. “Yes, that’s what I want,” Gavin said. It felt good to say it, to admit what he desired.

    “Should we kiss, Gavin? Would you like to see your two little sluts kiss?” Taylor asked.

    “Yes,” Gavin said. He felt more confident. “Kiss your friend. Kiss her for me.”

    Taylor grabbed a handful of Sienna’s hair and pulled back. She leaned forward and their lips met. Gavin watched their tongues dance and listened as both girls moaned.

    “Can I suck your cock, Gavin?” Sienna asked with a light sheen of saliva on her lips. “Please, can I swallow your cock like a good little slut?”

    Gavin smiled. “Yes you can. Go ahead, swallow my cock. Be a good little slut.”

    Sienna took Gavin’s cock in her mouth and Taylor put a hand on the back of her friend’s head. She pushed hard and Sienna gagged as Gavin’s dick moved into her throat.

    “What a good little slut you are for my boyfriend,” Taylor said. “What a good little cock whore you are.”

    Gavin closed his eyes as a kind of pleasure he’d never experienced emanated from between his legs. His cock moved in and out of Sienna’s throat as she pleasured him with ease. It was too much. It felt too good.

    “Wait…fuck, I’m close, please, stop,” Gavin said. He didn’t want to cum. The threesome had barely just begun. It was too soon.

    Sienna didn’t stop. Taylor wouldn’t let her. She pushed on the back of her friend’s head and Gavin’s cock moved in and out of Sienna’s mouth. She reached up to play with his balls and moaned like she was actually enjoying herself.

    “Fuck!” Gavin said a moment before unleashing his load. Sienna took every inch of his cock as Gavin unloaded. Pleasure shook his body and his knees nearly buckled. “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck. That was…holy fuck.”

    “Pathetic,” Taylor said.

    “What?” Gavin asked.

    Taylor looked up at him with a mixture of anger and disappointment in her eyes. “That was pathetic,” she said. “That took four minutes, Gavin. You blew your fucking load after four minutes.”

    Taylor released Sienna’s hair and the beautiful, lingerie-clad girl pulled off of Gavin’s cock, swallowed and looked up at him. “She’s right,” Sienna said. “That was pathetic. I thought you said you could handle your fantasy coming true, Gavin?”

    “I…I’m sorry,” Gavin said.

    “You didn’t even make it through foreplay,” Sienna said. “What the fuck? Taylor and I were both looking forward to getting fucked, Gavin. We were looking forward to being the dirty little sluts from your fantasy. We were hoping you’d bend us both over and pound our tight little cunts. Instead, you nutted down my throat like some kind of minute man loser. What the fuck, Gavin?”

    Taylor stood and helped Sienna to her feet. “This simply won’t do,” Taylor said.

    “I’m sure I can get hard again,” Gavin replied. “I can. It won’t take long. You could, I don’t know, you could make out or something. Or you could go down on me again. I’m sure I’d get hard again. I could give you what you need.”

    “No, Gavin,” Taylor shot back. “You can’t. That much is clear. Come here.”

    Taylor grabbed his wrist and dragged Gavin towards the bed. He followed and she yanked the nightstand drawer open, pulled out a pair of handcuffs he’d never seen before, and attached them to his wrist before Gavin knew what was going on. Taylor pulled his arm with remarkable strength and attached the other end of the handcuffs to one of the bedposts.

    “Get in the bed,” she said. “Right now.”

    Gavin got in the bed without argument. His cock was half hard but rapidly softening thanks to the confusion that had once again taken root in his head. “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “Your girlfriend planned for this,” Sienna said. “She knew you wouldn’t be able to deliver. She knew you’d never make it past the blowjob. She actually thought you’d last a little longer, but she was wrong about that. You spurted like a pathetic little bitch just because you were getting throated.”

    Gavin watched Taylor walk out of the room with a remarkable sense of purpose.

    “Where’s she going?” he asked.

    “Like I said, she planned for this,” Sienna replied. “She invited someone over. Someone that’s going to actually get to enjoy your fantasy.”

    “What?” Gavin asked.

    Sienna approached and gently ran her fingernails down Gavin’s chest and stomach. He winced at the pain and she smiled. “Taylor liked your little fantasy,” she said. “She’d never really thought about it before you mentioned it, but she liked the idea of doing something so slutty. The truth is, I liked it too, though I’ve always been that way.”

    “Really?” Gavin asked.

    “Taylor knew from the start that you wouldn’t last, though,” Sienna explained. “She knew you’d nut before you got in either of our pussies. She was absolutely certain of it, and she was right. You came too fast and she didn’t get what she wanted, Gavin. You deprived your girlfriend of enjoying her part of the fantasy. Thankfully, she planned ahead, like I said.”

    “What does that mean?” Gavin asked.

    Taylor stepped into the room with a tall, handsome, muscular, nearly naked man behind her. “It means I invited a real man to finish the job you started,” she said. “It means I found someone that wouldn’t nut just a few minutes into getting his cock sucked by two dirty little sluts.”

    Gavin panicked and pulled hard against the handcuff. “What the fuck is going on here?” he screamed.

    Sienna slapped him with surprising force. “Shut the fuck up, Gavin,” she said. “Taylor and I are going to complete your fantasy. Had you managed to hold your load it would have been you fucking us. You didn’t, though, so Oscar’s going to take your place.”

    Taylor approached the bed as Sienna moved towards Oscar and pulled his underwear off, freeing a rather massive-looking flaccid cock.

    “You’re going to want to fight this,” Taylor said as she reached out and caressed his face. “Any man would. You’re about to watch another man use your girlfriend, after all. You’re not going to fight it, though. You’re going to be good for me. You’re going to sit here and watch. If you want, you can masturbate. That’s why I left one of your hands free. If you can’t behave, I have another set of cuffs and a ball gag I’ll be happy to use to restrain you and shut you up. Either way, you’re going to watch me enjoy the rest of your fantasy.”

    “Wait,” Gavin said as Taylor turned and joined Sienna. The girls fell to their knees and a smile crossed his face, just as it had Gavin’s face earlier. “Taylor, please, wait. Don’t do this!” Gavin pulled against the handcuffs once more, but all he succeeded in doing was hurting his wrist. “Fuck!” he screamed.

    “You’re wet, aren’t you?” Sienna asked.

    “Soaked,” Taylor said. “I can’t believe how soaked I am.”

    Sienna looked up at Oscar and asked, “Are you going to last for us, or are you going to nut in less than five minutes like that pathetic loser in the bed?”

    “I’ll last as long as you need,” Oscar said. “Don’t you worry about that.”

    Sienna took his cock in her mouth and sucked ravenously as Taylor went after his balls. Gavin felt the urge to yank on the handcuffs again, but he’d learned his lesson. He was stuck. Taylor was going to have a threesome with another guy and there wasn’t a damn thing that Gavin could do about it.

    “Damn, I can see why you couldn’t hold out,” Oscar said as he smiled at Gavin. “These girls are hot as hell and they can do wondrous things with their mouths.”

    “Are we being good sluts?” Sienna asked.

    “Yes you are,” Oscar replied. “Why don’t you both suck my cock. Kiss it. Lick it. Suck the head together. Kiss over the head.”

    The girls did as Oscar suggested and Gavin couldn’t tear his eyes away from it. He watched his girlfriend and her beautiful friend kiss, lick, and suck on the other man’s big cock. He watched their tongues dance over the head and heard the girls moan as they gave pleasure to someone else.

    “Now take me in your mouth, Taylor,” Oscar said. “Deepthroat me if you can.”

    Taylor wrapped her lips around Oscar’s cock and swallowed nearly half of it in one go. Sienna turned and smiled at Gavin as she put her hand on the back of Taylor’s head.

    “Look at your girlfriend be a good little slut for another man,” Sienna said. “Look at her making your fantasy come true for another man. Look at her be a cocksucking slut for him.”

    Gavin tugged against the handcuffs, though absent any sense of urgency. He wanted to dissipate the energy building inside him, but there was nowhere for it to go. He had to sit there and witness the agony of his girlfriend having a threesome with another guy. He had to see Oscar live out the full version of Gavin’s fantasy.

    Sienna turned towards Taylor and Oscar and leaned closer. She kissed Taylor’s neck and whispered, “Swallow that cock like a good little slut. Swallow every fucking inch of it. Let it make your throat bulge you nasty little slut.”

    Much to Gavin’s surprise, Taylor moaned. It was like he was in different dimension. It seemed impossible that his girlfriend was actually into the debauchery playing out in their bedroom, and yet by all indicators she was turned on.

    “My turn,” Sienna said.

    Taylor pulled back and Sienna immediately wrapped her lips around Oscar’s cock. She swallowed him with ease and Taylor went after his balls. The girls worshiped him like they really were filming a porn video, and yet they both kept moaning.

    “Is your girl like this all the time?” Oscar asked.

    “No,” Gavin replied. “I don’t know what’s gotten into her.”

    “I like it,” Oscar said. “I guess I have you to thank for this. Had you not shot your wad I’d still be in the other room waiting. If you were more of a man I’d have missed out on this whole thing. Lucky me, I guess.”

    Oscar pulled back and Sienna unleashed a desperate-sounding moan like he’d just deprived her of her favorite thing in the world. “Open your mouths and put your tongues out,” he said.

    Both girls did as instructed and Oscar wrapped his fingers around the base of his thick shaft. He stepped closer and slapped his dick against each girl’s tongue. Then he stuffed his cock into Taylor’s mouth and fucked her face for a few moments before pulling out and doing the same with Sienna. He was using them as his playthings. He was doing whatever the fuck he wanted and the girls seemed entirely on board for it.

    “This could have been you, man,” Oscar said. “If you weren’t so fucking pathetic.”

    Taylor laughed and turned to look at Gavin. “He’s right. You could have fucked both our faces before you fucked our cunts, Gavin. You could have done whatever the fuck you wanted. Instead you’re handcuffed to the bed while another man uses us.”

    Oscar pulled back and stroked his cock as he looked down at Taylor and Sienna. They both opened their mouths as if on instinct and looked up at him. “Get in the bed, girls. On your hands and knees. Face him.”

    Taylor and Sienna stood and dutifully crawled into the bed. They both faced Gavin and he wished desperately that he could escape the situation.

    Oscar walked to the foot of the bed and looked at Gavin. “Who would you have fucked first?” he asked.

    Gavin looked away. He wasn’t going to answer. He wasn’t going to play their game.

    Taylor crawled forward and grabbed Gavin’s balls with such force that he screamed in pain. She squeezed hard and said, “Answer him. Remember, this is your fucking fault. If you hadn’t nutted down Sienna’s throat you’d be the one making the choice. Instead, you were a pathetic quick shooter, so now you’re going to watch. If you can’t handle that, this will be the last time I handle your balls. Do you understand?”

    Gavin turned to his girlfriend and withered almost immediately when he saw the serious, borderline angry look on her face. “Yes, I understand,” he said softly.

    “Now tell him who you’d fuck first,” she said.

    “Sienna,” Gavin admitted.

    “Typical man,” Taylor said as she moved back into position on her hands and knees next to Sienna. “You just can’t pass up the new pussy, can you?”

    “Don’t be mad at him,” Sienna said. “You’re just jealous because I get to feel that fat cock in my cunt before you do.”

    Taylor looked at her friend and smiled. “You’re right about that. I suppose I should be thankful. After all, if Gavin hadn’t cum too soon we’d both be taking his cock instead of that glorious slab of fuck meat that Oscar’s wielding.”

    Sienna was about to reply when Oscar sank into her from behind. She closed her eyes and parted her lips. A long, loud, low moan escaped as he started fucking her with power and speed. She was clearly wet enough to take it and he was eager enough not to give her even a moment to get used to his size.

    “Fuck, it feels so good,” Sienna said.

    Taylor looked over her shoulder at Oscar and asked, “How does her cunt feel?”

    Oscar looked at Gavin and said, “It’s perfect, man. It’s tight, wet, and hot. You have no idea what you’re missing out on.”

    “Poor baby,” Taylor said. “You have to sit there cuffed while the two girls you were going to fuck enjoy another man’s cock. It’s a shame you couldn’t hold your load, isn’t it?”

    Gavin tried his best to hide the fact that he was getting aroused, but Taylor spotted his growing erection.

    “Well, well, well, look who’s enjoying himself,” she said. “Go ahead and masturbate, Gavin. Neither Sienna not I will be touching your dick again for the rest of the night, so you might as well enjoy yourself.”

    “Stroke yourself, Gavin,” Sienna said. “Do it. Jerk off while Oscar uses me like a slut. Stroke yourself while he uses me like you thought you were going to.”

    “Fuck it,” Gavin said as he wrapped his fingers around his dick and stroked.

    Oscar pulled out of Sienna, quickly moved behind Taylor, and plunged into her pussy. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and let out a moan similar to the one her friend had emitted. It seemed that Oscar’s cock had a way of making women feel particularly good.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck my cunt. Fuck my tight little cunt while my boyfriend watches. Use it. Use my cunt for your pleasure. Use me like a fucking slut. Use me like he dreamed of using me.”

    Oscar leaned forward, grabbed a handful of Taylor’s hair, and pulled back hard as he used it for leverage. He fucked her with wild abandon, making her tits bounce. Sienna looked a little jealous, like she wished Oscar had seen fit to do the same for her.

    Gavin stroked his cock faster. His girlfriend was basically a pornstar in that moment. She was the embodiment of what so many men enjoyed when they fired up their favorite PornHub video. He was completely lost in the pleasure of it.

    Oscar leaned forward and put two fingers into Sienna’s mouth. She moaned in surprise and immediately started sucking like he’d fed her a cock. He pulled his fingers out and rubbed them between her ass cheeks. The look on her face made Gavin certain that Oscar was playing with her asshole.

    “Oh, fuck,” Sienna said with just a hint of pain on her face. Oscar had slipped a finger into her ass. “Fuck, yes, fuck, finger my ass. Finger my fucking ass.” Sienna reached back and played with her pussy as Oscar fucked one girl and anally fingered the other, deepening the mixture of arousal and jealousy that Gavin felt.

    “You can have my ass,” Taylor said. “Gavin’s never had it, but you can have it. Take it if you want.”

    Oscar pulled his fingers from Sienna’s ass and leaned forward. She wrapped her lips around them and moaned. Gavin got close enough to cumming that he had to stop stroking.

    “What a good slut you are,” Oscar said, eliciting yet another moan from Sienna. He pulled his fingers from her mouth and rubbed them over Taylor’s asshole. He spit on the head of his cock and then Gavin saw a look of pain come over his girlfriend’s face.

    “Take my ass,” she said. “Take my fucking ass.” She cried out and a look of pleasure crossed Oscar’s face. He was taking her ass. There was no question about it.

    Gavin couldn’t help but jerk off. He was so close, but it was too hot to resist. He’d never seen anything like what was unfolding in front of him. He had to pursue his pleasure.

    “Come here,” Oscar said as he gestured to Sienna. She turned around and crawled towards him. He grabbed a handful of her long, soft hair, pulled out of Taylor’s ass, and fed his cock to Sienna’s eager mouth.

    “Oh, fuck!” Gavin said as he climaxed. Cum rocketed from the tip of his cock and spilled onto his legs and the bed.

    Taylor laughed. “Jesus, Gavin. Fucking pathetic. You couldn’t even control your orgasm with your hand? What the fuck is wrong with you?”

    Sienna gagged on the cock in her mouth but she didn’t pull away. She kept on sucking. She followed through on her promise to be a slut for Oscar, which is precisely why Gavin hadn’t been able to hold onto his load.

    “Well, this dirty little party is just getting started,” Taylor said. “Maybe you’ll cum again. You’re certainly not going anywhere.”

    No, he wasn’t. Gavin only hoped his desire would return quickly, because it was a far less pleasurable experience to watch after he’d cum.

  
    An Unexpected Wedding Night Surprise

    “Wow,” Drew said as his bride stepped out of the bathroom in a breathtaking white lingerie set. The sheer bodice teased the taut pleasures of her stomach and the lace that clung to her pussy made his cock twitch with desire. The little white lace choker around her neck was the perfect final touch.

    Willow smiled and approached the bed with slow, deliberate steps as Drew’s eyes roamed over her body. She leaned over and he stared at her cleavage as the wavy tendrils of her long, dark hair swayed gently.

    “How long has it been?” she asked.

    “Two weeks,” Drew replied. 

    The period of abstinence had been Willow’s idea. She said it would make their wedding night so much hotter and the sense of need coursing through Drew’s body made him think she was right.

    “It makes me so happy that you went two weeks without an orgasm,” Willow said as she crawled into the bed and moved between his legs. “In fact, you have no idea how happy it makes me.”

    Drew had some idea. They’d each gone two weeks without an orgasm, but Willow had thoroughly enjoyed teasing him on a near-daily basis. She’d taken to spending her days in as little clothing as possible and there had been a great deal of making out and groping, all of it seemingly designed to drive them both mad with desire.

    “I like making my wife happy,” Drew said.

    Willow unleashed a giddy smile. “And I love being married to a man that wants to make me happy.”

    She leaned down and kissed his thigh just above the knee. Her tongue danced over his flesh and Drew felt his cock come to life. Two weeks was the longest he’d gone without an orgasm since his very first climax, so it didn’t take much to drive him crazy with need.

    “Are you going to be a good husband, Drew?” Willow asked as she reached up and slowly pulled off his underwear.

    “I am,” he said.

    She tossed his boxers aside and leaned down to kiss his thigh once again, this time coming a great deal closer to his stiff cock.

    “Are you going to dedicate yourself to my happiness?” she asked between kisses.

    “You know I will,” he said.

    Willow wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock and softly kissed the head. Just a flick of her tongue over the sensitive flesh was enough to send a wild pulse of pleasure through Drew’s body.

    She tossed her hair back, looked up, and smiled before taking the head of Drew’s cock into her mouth and sucking hard. He gripped the bed sheets and closed his eyes as bliss enveloped his body. He savored every little movement of his bride’s tongue and the way she moved her hand up and down his shaft in time with her mouth.

    “It feels better after two weeks, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “It does,” Drew said as he admired the wild look of lust in Willow’s eyes.

    She released his cock and sat up on her knees, pulled aside the white lace of her lingerie, and rubbed her pussy.

    “It’s been two weeks for me, you know,” she said.

    “I do,” Drew replied as he watched his wife masturbate.

    Willow closed her eyes and her head slowly rolled towards the ceiling as she moaned. Drew wasn’t sure if she wanted him to join in or watch as she pursued her pleasure, so he decided he’d enjoy the show. He didn’t want to run the risk of cumming before he got to enjoy the wedding night sex he’d been looking forward to for the past two weeks.

    “My pussy is so wet,” Willow said as she slipped two fingers between the folds of her labia.

    Drew heard the wetness as his wife fingered herself. The sounds of her desire were intoxicating and he had to fight to keep his hands on the bed and away from his cock.

    “Do you know why I’m so wet, Drew?” she asked.

    “Because it’s been two weeks since we had sex?” he replied.

    Willow opened her eyes, looked down at him with a naughty smile on her face, and shook her head. “That’s not it,” she said. “Try again.”

    Drew’s mind was blank. He couldn’t imagine another reason his beautiful bride would be soaking wet. What else was there?

    “No guesses?” she asked.

    “No, sorry,” Drew said.

    “Will you lie flat on your back for me?” she asked.

    Drew was still confused, but he wasn’t about to refuse such a simple request, especially when he figured that Willow was preparing to lower her wet pussy onto his cock. He tossed aside the pillows he’d been leaning against and laid back until he was staring up at the ceiling.

    Willow straddled him, but she didn’t drop her pussy onto his cock. Instead, she continued her journey up his chest until Drew was staring up at his beautiful, lingerie-clad wife. Her wavy hair swayed as she looked down at him with a smile on her face.

    “I’m wet because I’ve decided you’re not cumming tonight,” Willow said as she continued to masturbate just a few inches from Drew’s face.

    “What?” he asked of a genuine sense of confusion.

    “I’ll be the only one that cums tonight,” she said. “You’re going to give me as many orgasms as I want and you’re not going to enjoy a single climax.”

    Drew was certain his wife was messing with him, but he didn’t find it particularly amusing. “Willow, what are you talking about?”

    “I know this is going to be hard for you,” she said. “But I’m in charge of your orgasms from now on. I’ll decide when you get to cum. I’ll decide when you get to have sex. I’ll decide when you get to experience the pleasure you crave and when you should be denied.”

    Drew wanted to believe she was messing with him, that she’d cooked up some sort of elaborate wedding night prank and she was going to sink her pussy onto his cock in a few moments and let him explode inside her. It was increasingly difficult to buy that explanation, though. The look on her face made it seem like she was entirely serious.

    “Willow, seriously, what are you talking about?” Drew asked.

    “Our marriage, sweetheart,” Willow replied. 

    She pulled her fingers from her slippery pussy and gently rubbed them over Drew’s lips. They felt warm and wet and her touch was enough to calm his mind and send a renewed wave of desire through his body.

    “I know it’s not what you expected, but I think you’ll come to understand that our marriage is going to work best if I’m in charge,” she explained.

    Drew opened his mouth to argue and Willow promptly pushed her fingers onto his tongue, making it impossible to say anything. The subtle taste of her pussy proved quite pleasant and for a moment Drew was content to keep quiet as Willow did as she desired with his mouth.

    “I’ll be making most of the decisions from here on out,” Willow continued. “I’ll ask for your opinion when I want to hear it, but that won’t happen often.”

    Willow pulled her fingers from his mouth and slid them back into her pussy, which was still quite wet.

    “Willow, I’m sorry, but I don’t understand,” Drew said. “I…have I done something to upset you? Did I say something wrong at the ceremony or at the party? Did I accidentally insult you? Why are you doing this?”

    “Drew, sweetheart, you’re wonderful. You’re the most amazing man I’ve ever met and you were wonderful at the party. You were so good to my friends and family. Your toast was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard. There’s a reason I chose you. You’re the perfect man for me. That’s why I know you’re not going to fight me on this. I know that you’re going to accept being in a female led marriage. You’re going to accept that I’m better as the decision maker, that I should even be making decisions for you, such as when you’re allowed to cum,” Willow explained as she pulled her fingers from her pussy and placed them into Drew’s mouth once more.

    He didn’t fight her. He could have turned his head or closed his mouth. He could have picked up his rather skinny wife and lifted her off of him so they could have a real conversation. He didn’t, though. Instead, he let Willow push her slippery fingers into his mouth. He let her move them in and out, kind of like she was fucking his face. He did so while his cock remained fully erect.

    “It won’t be so bad,” Willow said. “I promise. I’ll be a good wife. I’ll make sure you’re satisfied. I’ll make sure you’re happy. I’ll make sure we’re both happy. I think, if you’re being honest with yourself, that you like the idea of being in a female led marriage. You like the idea of your wife being in charge of everything, of having the burden of decision making taken away from you.”

    Drew couldn’t answer as Willow continued to slide her fingers in and out of his mouth. He felt an odd sense of comfort, though. He wasn’t sure she was right about him being happier, but he liked the idea of being freed from some of the more annoying day-to-day decisions that life often presented.

    Willow pulled her fingers from Drew’s mouth, leaned back, and placed her hands on his thighs. He stared at her pussy – it looked absolutely perfect – and hoped that she’d play with his cock despite her promise of denying him an orgasm on their wedding night.

    “I will be implementing some changes, though,” Willow said.

    Drew felt a little nervous as he asked, “Like what?”

    “You’ve hung out with your friend Dave for the last time,” she informed him. “He’s a misogynist, an asshole, and a bad influence. You will refuse all future contact with him. I won’t have my husband spending time with someone that thinks so little of women.”

    Drew was so stunned by her declaration that he said nothing. He’d clearly misinterpreted what Willow meant when she said she’d be making the decisions in their relationship.

    “That doesn’t seem fair,” Drew finally said.

    “Fair is not my concern, Drew,” Willow replied as she sat up and slid her pussy tantalizingly close to his cock. She leaned down, kissed his neck, sand added, “A female led marriage isn’t about fairness. It’s about both of us recognizing that I know what’s best and embracing that. It’s about you doing as you’re told and doing so without argument or hesitation. It will take some time for you to get to that place, but I’ll help you with accepting your new reality.”

    “How?” Drew asked, though he was a little fearful of the answer.

    “You’ll be punished,” Willow said.

    “Punished? What does that mean?”

    “When you fail to live up to my expectations you’ll be punished. I’ll have to figure out what kind of punishment motivates you, but you can expect to experience a greater number of days between your orgasms if you can’t do as you’re told. I will also use corporal punishment if necessary. I’d prefer not to take you over my knees and redden your ass, but I’ll do it if you can’t behave,” Willow explained.

    Drew wanted nothing more than for his wife to tell him that it was all a joke. He wanted her to slide back, sink onto his cock, and laugh about the terrified look on his face before fucking him. There was no indication she was joking, though. Willow seemed deadly serious.

    “I know it seems scary right now,” she said, “And it’s going to be hard at first. You’ll fight me because it’s not what you’re used to. Most men would be horrified at the idea of giving up control. You’re trained by society to believe that you should be in charge, and maybe some men should, but that won’t be the case with us. You won’t be in charge. You shouldn’t be in charge. I should be. I will be, and if you get out of line I will punish you harshly to ensure that you learn your lesson. Do you understand?”

    Drew felt himself nodding, seemingly before he’d decided to do so. The joyful smile that spread across his wife’s face was unexpectedly thrilling, like he was already reaping the reward of being good for her.

    Willow slid back a little further and dropped her pussy onto his cock, catching Drew off guard and enveloping his loins in the kind of pleasure he’d been fantasizing about for two weeks.

    “We’re still going to have sex,” she said while slowly lifting her pussy off his cock. “It will be less frequent than you’ll want, but it won’t be up to you. I decide when we have sex. I decide when or if you get to cum during sex. Technically, we’re having sex right now but you’re not allowed to cum. You’re not allowed to do anything other than lie there and let me do as I please.”

    Willow sank down on his cock again and Drew gripped the sheets. He wanted to grab his wife’s ass and fuck his cock up into her. He wanted to claim her pussy on their wedding night. He wanted to cum inside her. He did none of that, though.

    When Willow lifted her pussy from his cock Drew let out a frustrated groan. His bride laid next to him and kissed his neck as she ran her fingers down his chest and stomach. She grasped his balls and squeezed them hard enough for a hint of pain to develop.

    “There will be no complaints or you will be punished,” she said softly. “I will not be married to a disobedient man.”

    “I’m sorry,” Drew said.

    Willow released his testicles and caressed them. “It’s okay. I know you’re new to this. You’ll still be punished when you’re disobedient, but the punishments won’t be terribly harsh in the beginning. If a few months go by and you can’t get your act together, then I’ll truly make you suffer.”

    Drew still couldn’t quite wrap his head around what his wife was saying. Everything she described was foreign to his concept of marriage. There was no compromise. There was simply him doing what she wanted.

    “I’m not going to take a chance with your orgasms, though. You’ll be going into a chastity device tonight and you’ll come out only when I allow it,” she said.

    “What?” Drew said. “What does that mean?”

    “It’s a small, safe device for your cock to stay in. It prevents you from getting hard unless I unlock you and give you permission to get hard. There’s no better way for a wife to control her husband’s orgasms, which is why you’re going in one tonight,” Willow explained.

    “How often will I get to cum?” Drew asked as a sense of panic overtook him.

    “As often as I desire it. If you’re good for me, you’ll get to cum more often. If you’re very good for me you’ll get to fuck me more often. If you’re not, it could be months between climaxes.”

    Drew moved to sit up and Willow placed a firm hand on his chest and pushed him onto his back once more. She straddled him with surprising swiftness and squeezed her thighs around his torso in a mildly painful kind of way.

    “You’ll be required to make me cum on most days,” she said. “You’ll work to make it good, too. You’ll become an expert with your mouth and fingers and we might get a strapon for you to fuck me with if you’ve misbehaved and you’re not allowed out of your cage. Or, I could find another man to fuck me.”

    “What? No,” Drew protested. “Why would you do that? You don’t have to do that. I can take care of your needs.”

    Willow laughed. “I certainly hope you can, because whether I take a lover or not won’t be up to you. It will be my decision to make and if you can’t satisfy me then I’ll find someone that can and you’ll have to watch.”

    “Willow, no. Don’t. Don’t do that,” Drew said as a true sense of panic washed over him.

    “If you’re good for me, I won’t have to,” she said. “If you’re not, I’ll fuck someone else and you’ll stay in your cage until you learn to behave as I desire. Do you understand?”

    Drew nodded.

    “Good. Now I’m going to sit on your face and you’re going to make me cum while you think about everything I’ve said. I want you to embrace this, Drew. I want you to be a good husband for me and I promise I will be a better wife than you ever thought possible. It will be difficult at first – perhaps painfully so – but in time you’ll come to understand that accepting my leadership is the only way for you to be truly happy,” Willow said.

    She smiled and lowered her pussy onto his mouth. It felt like she was asking Drew to commit to so much more than making her cum, like his willingness to lick her pussy and get her off would also signal his willingness to accept being in a female led marriage.

    Drew wasn’t sure about anything in that moment, but he put his tongue to work. Willow seemed so confident and she was so reassuring about making him happy that he wanted to go along with it. He wanted to surrender control and let his beautiful, smart, driven wife take over. He believed her when she said the journey would be difficult, but he couldn’t resist her. He couldn’t say no. He wasn’t fully on board yet, but he was willing to go along on the journey.

    “That’s it,” Willow said. “Use your tongue to make me feel good. Show me how dedicated you are to my pleasure. Show me that you want to make me cum. Show me that you can be a good husband. Show me that you’re okay with this being the only kind of sex you get to have on our wedding night.”

    Drew moved his hands to her ass and gave it a good squeeze, eliciting a moan from his wife as she began to move her hips over his mouth. She was getting into it, which he loved.

    “Make me cum and then I’ll put you in your cage and we can begin your training as the perfect husband. We can begin our female led marriage in earnest,” Willow said.

    She was making it clear that she expected willingness on Drew’s part. If he made her cum, he was signaling his desire to do as she demanded. As scary as it seemed, Drew was caught up in it. He was ready. He kept working his wife’s clit and eventually she had a loud, lusty orgasm. Juices dripped out of her pussy and onto his face as her thighs trembled with pleasure and her moans filled the room.

    “Thank you,” Willow said as she climbed off of his face. She leaned down to give him a soft kiss and said, “Stay right here and don’t you dare play with your cock. I’ll get the chastity device and we’ll get you locked up so you can be good for me.”

    For a split second Drew contemplated stealing a little bit of pleasure. He knew he couldn’t cum in the short time it would take Willow to retrieve the device, but it would feel so good just to play with his cock a little. The threat of genuine corporal punishment was enough to make him refrain, though.

    Willow returned with a small, cock-shaped steel cage in her hand and smiled. “Once you’re locked up our marriage truly begins.”

    She crawled between his legs and placed the pieces of the chastity device on his stomach. She picked up a thin metal ring, held it up so Drew could see it, and said, “Do you accept that our marriage will be female led?”

    “I do,” Drew said.

    Willow slipped the ring over his cock and worked his testicles through it. She picked up the steel sheath that would hold his cock and said, “Do you accept that you will be punished for disobedience?”

    “I do,” Drew said.

    Willow placed the tip of his cock in the sheath and with a little bit of effort managed to fit every bit of his mostly-flaccid shaft inside. She picked up the lock and said, “Do you accept that I’m in control in our marriage, that I make all the decisions, and that it’s your duty to abide by my decisions?”

    “I do,” Drew said.

    Willow clicked the lock into place and crawled on top of him. They shared a long, deep kiss that brought with it a considerable rush of pain as his cock tried to get hard in its steel prison.

    “You’ve made me a very happy woman,” she said. “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Drew replied.

    Willow rested her head on his chest and he put his arms around his wife and gently ran his fingers over the soft, semi-sheer material of her bridal lingerie. He had no idea what his future held, but there was something undeniably exciting about that.

  
    An Uptight Girl Learns to Relax - Part 1

    
      Imagine if she was your girlfriend. Imagine if your friend did this to you. You might just  love it.
    

    ---

    Ian wasn't listening to the conversation. He'd lost interest the moment the subject turned to politics. Instead, he'd turned his attention to Julia, the newest addition to their friend group. She was dating Mark, a thoroughly boring man that Ian had never especially cared for. He was part of the group, though, and on this particular night he was hosting their little get together.

    From the moment they'd met, Julia had struck Ian as the most uptight woman he'd ever met. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and for the life of him he couldn't spot a single stray. Her skirt - which ended just above her knees - was entirely free of wrinkles. Her blouse - buttoned all the way up to her neck - was equally perfect-looking and she'd paired it with an unbuttoned cardigan that somehow never fell out of place.

    Julia's lips always seemed to be pursed and her eyes darted around the room as if she was hunting for anything that might have gotten out of place. Ian wondered if she suffered from a mild case of OCD or if a cellist – she played for the most prestigious orchestra in the city - needed to be particularly finicky about small details to be good at their job.

    As everyone else talked politics, Ian decided to conduct a small experiment. He leaned forward and set his drink on the coffee table without the use of a coaster. He leaned back and watched as Julia's gaze focused on his glass. Her lips pursed even tighter than he'd seen all night and her knuckles turned white as she gripped her glass with greater force.

    Ian expected an outburst, but instead Julia gracefully removed a coaster from the side table against the couch and slipped it under his drink without drawing anyone's attention.

    "Oh, shit, I'm sorry," he said quietly.

    Julia shot him a disapproving look as she took her seat next to Mark. Ian picked up his drink and took a sip as he studied her. She had remarkable posture and he was certain that she hadn't leaned back once all night. He was equally certain he hadn't sat up straight once all night. Perhaps that was why Julia fascinated him. She was, in many ways, his opposite.

    Though he shouldn't have done so, Ian couldn't help but wonder what Julia was like in bed. How could such an uptight woman loosen up enough to enjoy a good fucking? Was she the type that would only fuck in missionary and only with the lights out? Perhaps the opposite was true, though. Perhaps she was absolutely wild in bed because that was the only time in her life she could actually relax.

    Ian was tempted to push things and set his glass directly on the coffee table again, but that was too obvious and he wasn't especially interested in being annoying in front of his friends. He was fascinated with her, though, so when Julia retired to the kitchen to refill people's drinks, Ian followed.

    "Can I help?" he asked.

    Julia yelped and jumped.

    "Is everything okay?" Mark called out from the living room.

    "Yeah. I surprised your girlfriend. That's all. We're good." Ian turned to Julia and said, "Sorry about that. I didn't mean to scare you. And sorry about the coffee table thing."

    The tightness in her shoulders dissipated. "It's okay." She adjusted her glasses and glanced at the floor for a moment before rushing to the refrigerator.

    "Do I make you uncomfortable?" he asked.

    "No, not at all," she replied. "I'm just this way."

    Julia pulled a bottle of white wine from the fridge and grabbed a handful of ice cubes from the freezer. She struggled to remove the cork from the bottle and Ian saw the frustration on her face.

    He stepped closer, reached out, and put his hand over hers. She stopped and shot a look at him. He should have pulled his hand away, but he didn't it.

    "Let me help," he said.

    He was a good six inches taller than Julia and she had to stare up at him when he was that close. She seemed flustered, but that could have been because she'd been defeated by a cork.

    She released the bottle from her grasp, though, and Ian easily pulled the cork free. He reached past her and filled two glasses with white wine. His body lightly touched hers while he did so and Ian felt her tense up. He probably should have stepped back, but he didn't.

    Ian twisted the bottle as he finished the pour, set it on the counter, and stepped back. Julia took a deep breath, grabbed both glasses, and walked past him without saying a word.

    To his surprise, she returned to the kitchen in almost no time. She looked frustrated, though.

    "Everything okay?"

    "I hate politics."

    He smiled. "That might be one of the few things we share in common."

    For the first time that night, Julia flashed a smile. It was brief - a blink and you miss it kind of thing - but it was there.

    "Can you pass me a wine glass?" he asked.

    She nodded and he reached into the freezer for a few ice cubes. Ian didn't like white wine, but he was going to have a glass.

    "Maybe get one for yourself," he added.

    To his surprise, Julia did. He dropped the ice cubes into the glasses and reached for the bottle. This time, though, she grabbed his wrist to stop him. Her grip was firm - though he shouldn't have been surprised that such an uptight woman had such a tight grip - and he happily let her pour the wine. She emptied the bottle in doing so and set it on the counter before passing him a glass.

    "So, how did you and Mark meet?"

    "A mutual friend from the orchestra introduced us."

    It seemed like she wasn't going to elaborate, so Ian sipped his wine and tried to come up with another question. "How badly did you want to yell at me for putting my glass down on the coffee table?"

    Her look felt like it could bore a hole through his skull. "I wondered if you did that on purpose."

    "Why would you wonder that?"

    "Because I'm pretty sure you're an asshole."

    She was feistier than he'd expected. Also more observant. "You might be right about that."

    They both drank as they held each other's gazes. It was an experience unlike any other for Ian, which is why he had no interest in walking away.

    In the spirit of being an asshole, Ian asked, "My guess is that you fuck with the lights out and I'm almost equally certain that you're a missionary only kind of girl. Am I right about that?"

    He couldn't read her face. "Mark doesn't like you, you know."

    "And I don't like him," Ian replied. "He's boring. Impossibly boring. I suppose the missionary only might be his choice. I'm not sure he'd know what to do if a woman wanted to fuck in another position."

    The conversation in the living room had gotten louder, as tends to happen when politics comes up. Julia didn't seem to notice, though. Ian had clearly gotten under her skin. It's what he'd wanted, though he felt bad about it as he watched her blood pressure go up.

    "Mark is very good in bed, I'll have you know," she said.

    Ian laughed. "I refuse to believe that."

    "Fuck you," she shot back.

    Julia spun around and rested her hands on the counter. Ian watched her shoulders rise and fall like she was engaging in some sort of breathing exercise. When she spun around once more she seemed calm and collected.

    "I apologize for saying that. You're an asshole, but I shouldn't have talked to you like that."

    She picked up her glass and walked past him. Ian wasn't sure why, but he was possessed by a strong desire to fuck her. He wouldn't, of course - his friends would stop talking to him if he did - but he felt it and he was both confused and a little delighted by his sudden and surprising desire.

    ---

    Ian rarely ran into his friends out and about in the world. In a city of nearly ten million people, the odds were low. That's why it was such a surprise to run into Julia on a beautiful spring afternoon. He hadn't seen her in the three weeks since their kitchen confrontation, though he'd certainly thought about her.

    She was dressed in jeans, a pair of black flats, and a yellow blouse with the very top button left undone, much to his surprise. Her hair was pulled back into the tightest ponytail known to man and looked immaculate, as it always seemed to.

    Ian had a coffee in his hand - he'd just popped into a bodega - when he stopped at the sight of her. "Julia?"

    She turned and stopped in her tracks. Her face betrayed her distaste for him. "Ian."

    "You look beautiful," he said, in part because it was true and in part because for some reason he wanted to be inappropriate with her.

    To his surprise, Julia reached up and brushed a nonexistent hair behind her ear. Then her face tightened and she pursed her lips. "You shouldn't say that kind of thing to your friend's girlfriend."

    "You know, Mark and I wouldn't be friends if he wasn't part of our little group. Like I said, I don't really like him, so I suppose I don't really give a fuck what he might think about me telling his girlfriend that she looks beautiful, especially when it's true."

    Again Julia seemed flattered, though this time she refrained from trying to brush her hair behind her ear.

    "What are you doing in my neighborhood?" he asked.

    "You live around here?"

    Ian gestured to his building - which was just half a block away - and turned back to Julia, who was fiddling with the top button on her blouse. "I do, yeah. I've been in the building for four years now. A two bedroom with a really nice view of the river, actually. Do you want to come up and see it?"

    Ian was surprised by the sudden pounding of his heart. He didn't especially like Julia, and yet he wanted her to accept his invitation. As each second ticked by it felt more likely that they would end up in his apartment. That wasn't necessarily a good thing, though. Ian would lose his friends if he fucked Mark's girlfriend. He absolutely would. And yet, he couldn't help but want to do so. He wasn't even sure why. He just wanted it.

    "You can't tell Mark," Julia said.

    "I wouldn't dream of telling him."

    She smiled for a split second. "Then yes, I'd like to see your apartment."

    They turned and walked together towards his building. Ian nodded at the door man as they strolled through the lobby. He waved his keycard in front of the elevator and pushed the button. The door opened and they stepped inside.

    As soon as the doors closed Julia said, "I'm not sure about this."

    Ian set his coffee down, closed the distance between them, and kissed her. She melted into his body. Her mouth opened. His tongue went on an adventure and found hers more than happy to engage in an erotic battle.

    "Yes, you are sure," he said as their bodies remained tightly pressed together. "Just like I'm sure."

    The doors opened and Ian left his coffee on the floor. He took her hand and led her down the hallway. They were in his apartment soon after and Ian kissed Julia again.

    He spun her around and pulled her blouse from her jeans. He kissed her neck and ran his hands under the yellow blouse. His fingers found her surprisingly taut stomach and worked their way to her breasts. He gripped them hard through her bra and she moaned.

    "Can we go to your bedroom?" she asked.

    "No," he answered before unbuttoning her blouse and tossing it aside.

    He slipped a hand into one of her bra cups and grasped her bare, perky tit aggressively. He was being too aggressive, in fact, but Julia responded with a moan. He kissed her neck and sucked hard on the flesh. She gasped and his hand moved to her other bra cup to roughly play with her soft, perky flesh.

    "Please, can we go to your bedroom?" she asked.

    "No," he answered again. "I don't fuck like Mark and you don't get to fuck in the dark if you want me."

    She walked away and spun around. Her chest was flushed red with desire. So were her cheeks. She looked distressed, though.

    "I was right, wasn't I? You fuck with the lights off. You fuck in missionary. That's the only way you fuck."

    Julia nodded.

    "Take your bra off," Ian instructed. "I want to see your tits."

    Her hands remained at her sides.

    "Do it, Julia."

    She reached back. She looked away from him. She unhooked her bra but covered her breasts with her arm before tossing it aside.

    "I want to see your tits, Julia. Show them to me right now."

    Her arm fell to her side. She wasn't looking at him though. It seemed like she couldn't.

    "They're perfect," he said.

    Her head snapped towards him. "Really?"

    Ian closed the distance between them and picked her up. She squealed in delighted surprise and wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as Ian walked into his living room and sat on his couch with her in his lap.

    "That was really sexy," she said.

    They kissed again as Ian's hand ran up her back and into her hair. He grabbed a fistful of it, pulled back, and then leaned down and took one of her nipples in his mouth. Julia reacted like she'd never had her tits sucked on. At first she seemed surprise. Then, almost immediately she moaned and put a hand around the back of Ian's neck.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels so good!"

    After tending to both her tits - and producing a wild series of beautiful moans - Ian set Julia on the couch next to him and stood. He took off his shirt and kicked off his shoes. She stared up at him with hunger in her eyes, though she also draped her arm over her bare breasts once more.

    "Stand up," he said.

    Julia stood.

    "Take my cock out."

    She looked down and her delicate fingers found his zipper. Julia slowly lowered it as he lifted her chin until she was staring up at him.

    "Do you suck Mark's cock?"

    She shook her head.

    "Why not?"

    "I...I don't know. It...it scares me."

    He kissed her softly as she reached into his jeans. "You're going to suck my cock, Julia. You're going to get on your knees and take my dick into your mouth. You're going to make me feel good. You're going to show me that you want me to fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked."

    She seemed to melt down to her knees. She unbuttoned his jeans and they fell to the floor. His underwear followed. His cock popped free and her eyes went wide.

    "Mark's not very big, is he?"

    She shook her head.

    "Does it scare you?"

    "A little."

    "Pleasure me, Julia. Take me in your mouth. Suck my cock."

    She hesitated, but not for long. She seemed impossibly nervous, but Julia took Ian's cock in her mouth. She wasn't especially good at giving head, but she tried and Ian was so turned on that her technique didn't really matter. It was the rush of getting his friend's girlfriend to suck his dick that really thrilled Ian.

    "That's it," he said. "This is how you show a man that you appreciate him, Julia. You get on your knees and you suck his dick."

    She moaned and the vibrations sent gentle waves of pleasure down his shaft.

    "Suck my balls, Julia."

    She pulled back and looked up at him. "I've never done that before."

    "There's a first time for everything."

    Julia lifted his cock and stared at his balls. Ian knew that sucking them was unpleasant. They were hairy and they probably smelled a bit off. That was the point of sucking them, though. It was an act of kindness. A gift to show a man that you wanted to make him feel good.

    "Take them in your mouth. Suck them. Suck my balls."

    She did so.

    "Stroke my cock."

    Julia's fingers tightened around his shaft and she stroked him while sucking his balls.

    "Now moan for me, Julia. Moan while you suck my balls and stroke my fat cock."

    She moaned just like he wanted. She closed her eyes while doing it. Ian knew she was turned on and he suspected that she was enjoying herself, but it didn't much matter in that moment because he felt fucking good.

    "Stand up," he said.

    Julia stood and Ian kissed her. He unbuttoned her jeans while doing so. He lowered them over her hips and did the same with her panties. His fingers found their way into her pussy and she moaned. He pushed his tongue deep into her mouth and she took it and sucked on it. She was putty in his hands. He could do as he pleased with her. He was almost certainly doing things she'd never done before and he could feel the uptight girl melting away as Julia got more turned on.

    Ian pulled his fingers from her pussy and held them in front of Julia's lips. He didn't say a word. He wanted to see what she'd do. To his surprise and delight, she sucked on his fingers. She closed her eyes while doing so, but she sucked on them, swirling her tongue around and letting herself sink just a little deeper into the new parts of herself she was busy discovering.

    At his instruction, Julia got fully naked. Ian grabbed her ponytail and led her towards the window with a view of the river. He stepped behind Julia and placed her hands on the glass. He pressed on her lower back until she'd arched it a little. He then rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    "You need to use a condom," she said.

    "No I don't. You're on the pill. I'm clean. I don't need to use a condom."

    Ian pushed inside her. Julia sucked in a sharp breath.

    "Oh, fuck," she said.

    "I'm right, aren't I? You're on the pill?"

    "Yes."

    "And I was tested a week ago. I'm clean. I'm going to take you bareback. I'm going to cum inside you."

    Julia's legs trembled and Ian put an arm around her so she wouldn't topple to the floor. She was turned on. That much was obvious. She wanted him to take her.

    "Does Mark fuck you from behind?" he asked.

    "No, never."

    "Has anyone fucked you from behind?"

    "No."

    Ian ran a hand up her back and grabbed her ponytail. He pulled hard before thrusting inside her a handful of times.

    "Your cunt is tight, Julia."

    She moaned.

    "I like a nice, tight cunt. I like to stretch it out with my cock."

    He smacked her ass and began to fuck her. She moaned. She gasped. She pressed her hands against the window.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked.

    "Yes!"

    Ian fucked her harder. "Does it feel better than when Mark fucks you?"

    "Yes! Much better. It’s so much better!"

    Ian was not a good friend. He didn't care, though. He was lost in just as much arousal and pleasure as Julia was. In that moment nothing mattered other than cumming inside her, than claiming the pleasure he craved.

    While fucking her, Ian reached around to rub her clit. He felt Julia's legs tremble. She moaned louder. The window in front of her was fogging up thanks to her heavy breathing.

    "Do you want my cum in your cunt?" he asked.

    "Yes!" she screamed.

    Ian felt her orgasm approaching. It was the intense way her legs trembled. It was the way her fingers bent fruitlessly to try and grip the window. He buried his dick inside her and came. He rubbed her clit until an orgasm washed over her. Then he wrapped his arm around Julia to hold her up while they both climaxed.

    Afterwards, Ian pulled out and his cum spilled onto the hardwood floor. He laughed at the sheer volume of it.

    "I should clean that up," she said.

    "You should put on your panties and come sit on the couch with me," he replied.

    Julia did as he desired and soon they were sitting in their underwear on his couch. She was cuddled close to him and he was running his fingers through her blonde hair.

    "You can't tell Mark about this," she said.

    "I won't. I promise. I'm not a good guy, Julia, but I'm not as big an asshole as you might think I am."

    She looked up at him. "I know. I might be a bigger asshole than you. I just cheated on my boyfriend, after all, and I did it unprotected."

    Ian caressed her face and kissed her. To his delight, Julia was more than happy to receive the kiss and she even parted her lips to allow for a bit of tongue.

    "I'd like to do this again," Ian said.

    Julia looked away, though she remained cuddled tightly with him. "I would too. I don't know if I can, though."

    Ian directed her gaze to his. "Does Mark eat your pussy?"

    She nodded. "A little."

    "I want you to go see him after you leave here. I want you to insist that he go down on you. I want you to insist that he spend a fair bit of time between your legs."

    "You're not a good friend, Ian."

    "No, I'm not. Not to Mark."

    "And if I don't do that?"

    "Then I won't fuck you again."

    Julia studied his face for quite some time. "How will you know if I make him eat my pussy?"

    "I have a feeling that you're a very bad liar, Julia. That's a good quality, but I'm pretty sure I'll know if you're lying when you tell me if you made him do it or not."

    Then, to his surprise, Julia slipped her hand into his boxers and stroked his cock. "What if I want you to fuck me again right now?"

    "No more sex for you until Mark has eaten your messy pussy."

    She squeezed his dick hard enough for it to hurt and then pulled her hand free from his boxers. "I don't know if I can do that to him."

    "You can and you will. You'll probably cum harder than Mark has ever made you cum, too. Then you'll text me. You'll tell me you want to get fucked again. I'll tell you that I'll be in touch later in the week. You'll probably beg for me to fuck you sooner, but I won't. I'll make you wait. I'll make you desperate for it. Then I'll fuck you good, Julia. I'll make you forget Mark's name."

    Ian could see she was turned on. He was turned on, too, and he actually wanted to fuck her again in that moment. He refrained, though, as it was going to be a great deal more fun to tease her.

    "You're such an asshole," she said.

    "I know, and you're going to be my slut. Just you wait."

    She smacked his crotch and got up. She got dressed quickly. She left without saying goodbye. Ian was worried he'd pushed things a little too far.

    Three hours later he got a text. Julia had made Mark go down on her. He'd made her cum and it had, in fact, been the best orgasm he'd ever given her. They'd even done it with the lights on.

    "Do you want me to fuck you again?" Ian replied.

    "Yes."

    "Good. I'll be in touch sometime this week. Feel free to beg, though. It will turn me on and if you get me turned on enough I might just fuck you sooner than I'd planned."

    "You're such an asshole," she replied.

    Ian smiled and tossed his phone aside. He was an asshole. There was no doubt about that. He was going to have a great deal of fun being an asshole, though, and he was okay with that.

  
    An Uptight Girl Learns to Relax - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    
      It's been more than a month and your girlfriend can't stop cheating on you. It's the way Ian makes her feel. He's opening her up to a part of herself she didn't think existed. Now she's going to cheat in public.
    

    It was a little after 1 a.m. when Ian's phone buzzed on his nightstand. It roused him from a light sleep and he saw the text bubble on the lit up screen. Ian grabbed the phone and smiled when he saw Julia's name.

    "I'm in bed next to my sleeping boyfriend and I'm thinking about eating your ass," she'd texted. "That's not the worst part, though. The worst part is that my pussy is fucking soaked. What's wrong with me?"

    Ian smiled. "Nothing's wrong with you, unless of course you count the fact that you're dating one of the most boring men I've ever met." He nearly sent it before adding, "Are you masturbating?"

    "You're such an asshole," she wrote back. "And no, I'm not masturbating. I don't really masturbate."

    Ian was stunned. Why wouldn't she masturbate? Maybe that's why she always seemed so uptight.

    "Play with your pussy," he texted. "Right now. You don't have to cum. Just play with it a little. Reach under the covers, push your fingers into your panties, and rub that soaking wet pussy."

    He rested the phone on his chest and smiled. Ian didn't like Mark, but there were still times where he felt bad about what he was doing with Julia. Most of the time, though, he really liked having her as a plaything, and this was one of those times.

    "I moaned," she texted a few minutes later. "Mark nearly woke up. I can't be doing this."

    "You can and you will. Now close your eyes and think about me making you eat my ass, Julia. Think about how good it felt to have any sense of freedom taken away from you in that moment, about how I made you choose between eating cum and eating ass or I wouldn't be giving you any more of my cock. Think about how much you liked being made to choose, how much you liked surrendering control to someone that knows what to do with it."

    "You're such an asshole," she replied almost immediately.

    Ian smiled again. It had become something of a catchphrase for Julia, so much so that Ian wondered if she really even believed it anymore. He might have been an asshole - he definitely was, in fact - but so was she. After all, they'd first fucked nearly five weeks ago and Julia was still coming back for more.

    "Maybe next time I'll invite you over after a workout, Julia. Maybe I'll make you get on your knees and lower my shorts. Maybe I'll make you suck on my sweaty balls while I tell you what a fucking loser Mark is. Maybe I'll make you lick the sweat from my taint as a way of earning the pleasure of my cock in your slutty little cunt," Ian texted.

    He liked the idea of Julia reading it while in bed next to Mark. He liked the idea of making her take the small risk of her boyfriend waking up to discover that she was reading filthy texts from a supposed friend of his.

    Ian expected to be called an asshole again, but Julia surprised him.

    "Can I cum?" she asked.

    His dick stirred. He rubbed himself through his boxers. He considered telling her to come to his place so he could fuck her, but that was pushing it too far. Explaining why she left in the middle of the night would be impossible. Ian had an idea, though.

    "No. Not unless Mark makes you cum. In fact, not unless he lets you sit on his face. You can't make him cum, either. Only you get to get off. If you're not willing to sit on his face and deny his cock, you don't get to cum until I see you again. The choice is yours, Julia," Ian texted.

    He thought of her frustration and it turned him on. He thought of her riding Mark's face, too, and he quite liked that.

    "You're such an asshole," she texted.

    Ian sent back a smiling emoji and lowered his underwear. He took his cock in his hand and imagined putting Julia on her knees in front of him. He imagined making her kiss his cock through his gym shorts. He imagined making her lower them before having her suck and kiss his cock through his sweaty boxers. He imagined making her beg for the chance to suck his sweaty balls and lick his sweaty taint clean. He imagined making her do both of those things before bending her over and savagely fucking her pussy from behind.

    Ian gave himself an orgasm while those dirty thoughts danced through his head. It proved exceptionally pleasurable, too, and he was grateful to Julia for waking him up by sharing her frustrations.

    As Ian recovered from his orgasm, he got a text. "I came. Mark didn't. He was more into it than I would have expected, though frustrated that I didn't give him an orgasm. I'm going to let him fuck me tomorrow morning. I don't care what you say. I don't want him to be pissed at me."

    "Make sure you think about me while he fucks you, Julia. Make sure you say my name in your head as Mark's disappointing dick moves in and out of your tight little cunt."

    Ian smiled.

    "Oh, and sleep well, Julia. I had an orgasm, too, and it was exceptional. Thank you for that."

    "You're welcome," she replied before adding a smiling emoji of her own. "Sleep well."

    Ian set his phone on the nightstand, closed his eyes, and drifted off to sleep.

    ---

    "Have you ever sucked Mark's dick in public? Movie theater? Car? That kind of thing?"

    "No," Julia texted. "I've never sucked anyone's dick in public. I don't really like sucking dick all that much."

    "You like sucking my dick. Don't deny it."

    She didn't respond, which put a smile on Ian's face.

    "I'd like to get my dick sucked in a movie theater and I'd like you to do it, Julia."

    No response.

    "I'd like it to happen today, in fact. When’s your lunch break? I'll get us tickets. We'll get seated. You can suck my dick real quick, have some popcorn, and then get back to work before your lunch break ends."

    "I'm in rehearsal," she texted a few minutes later. "I really need to concentrate. I can't be thinking about sucking your dick."

    The fact that she'd texted him at all meant that Ian had a hold on her, a fact that he thoroughly enjoyed. He also took it to mean that he'd have little trouble convincing her to suck his dick at the movies.

    "We get a lunch break at 12:30."

    He smiled. "Tell me that you want to spend your lunch break with my cock in your mouth, Julia."

    "Fuck you."

    "Say it or you don't get to suck me off. Say it or you don't get fucked for at least a week, maybe longer."

    "You're such an asshole...but yes, I want to spend my lunch break with your cock in my mouth."

    "That's a good slut. Now try your best not to concentrate on your rehearsal. I'll text you the address of the theater closest to you. I'll be thinking of that warm, wet, slutty little mouth of yours, Julia. I'll be thinking about feeding you my cock and cum, about feeding Mark's girlfriend a thick load and then sending her back to work."

    She offered no response, which didn't surprise Ian. He set about buying two tickets for their movie theater experience and then hopped in the shower to get cleaned up.

    Julia was waiting in the lobby when Ian walked in. She smiled at him and nearly waved before seeming to think better of it. Her expression went blank as she overcompensated, making it look like she wasn't the slightest bit happy to be there.

    Ian walked up and surprised himself - and likely Julia too - by taking her into his arms and kissing her with remarkable depth. Her eyes remained closed for a few moments after the kiss and then it seemed that she couldn't help but smile.

    "Wow," she said.

    "Yeah, wow," he replied. There was electricity in that kiss. His dick had gotten half hard, too.

    Ian took her hand and pulled up the tickets on his phone. The young man scanned the codes, pointed out which theater they were going to, and looked towards the next afternoon matinee customer as Ian led Julia to the concession stand. He got a popcorn and a soda and they headed for their theater.

    The far corner of the back row was dark, which proved advantageous for Ian's purposes. He sat in the seat closest to the wall and Julia sat next to him.

    "Take the cardigan off," he instructed. "And open that blouse a little."

    Julia removed the cardigan and undid two buttons on her blouse. Ian reached over and slipped his hand into her bra. He squeezed the soft flesh of her breast roughly and Julia's eyes darted around the theater in a panic. She didn't stop him, though. She didn't even bother trying.

    "That bra is too plain," he said. "You need to start wearing sexier underwear, Julia."

    "Why?"

    "Because it's hard to feel sexy when you're in a cheap, old, ratty, crappy bra. It's fucking impossible, in fact, and you should feel as sexy as you are."

    Ian pulled his hand from her bra and Julia suddenly seemed quite shy.

    "You think I'm sexy?"

    "Yes. A little awkward at times, but that's probably because you lack confidence. When you step outside yourself, though, you exude sexiness. You just have to learn to live in that confident place, Julia."

    She turned to him and then inched a little closer. Ian lifted the arm rest and she scooted even closer. Her hand moved between his legs and Julia stroked his dick through his jeans as her lips found his neck.

    Arousal flooded Ian's body. He turned his head and Julia's lips found his is an instant. He closed his eyes as her tongue invaded his mouth. He set the soda in the holder and managed to set the popcorn on the floor between his legs while still kissing her. Ian's hand then moved into her blouse once more, grasping her breast and eliciting a moan as his fingers found her nipple.

    "I want your cock in my mouth," she whispered.

    "Have you ever said that to Mark?"

    She looked annoyed. "No."

    "Then say it again. Look me in the eyes and say it again."

    "I want your cock in my mouth, Ian. I want...I want to suck your dick in this movie theater and swallow your cum. I want...fuck...Ian, I want to feel like a slut. I want to feel like the kind of slut that cheats on her boyfriend by sucking dick in a movie theater."

    The trailers had begun, so Ian kissed her again and then unzipped his pants. Julia did the rest. She fished out his cock and her head fell into his lap. Her soft lips surrounded his throbbing dick and her tongue swirled over his plump flesh, igniting a firestorm of desire.

    Ian put a hand on the back of her neck and pushed down. He felt her throat tighten around the head of his cock and smiled at how fucking good it felt. He thought of poor Mark at work with no idea that his girlfriend was cheating on him, that she was throating another man's cock in a movie theater and that her cunt was soaking wet while she did it.

    As he relaxed his grip, Julia pulled back until just the head of his dick was in her mouth. He heard her breathing deeply through her nose. She was gathering herself to try again, to throat him once more. Ian didn't apply any pressure this time. He just let her go to work and she impressed him by once more taking him into her throat. He wondered if she'd been working on her technique or if she was simply a fast learner, because she was doing a damn good job of it.

    After some good throating, Julia got her hand involved and began to suck and stroke at the same time. Ian was glad for the high volume of the trailers as it hid the sounds of a sloppy blowjob coming from the back row.

    "I'm close," he said as the fourth preview began. "Get ready to take my load, slut."

    Julia moaned around his dick and Ian unleashed in her mouth. She sealed her lips tight around the head and took it all. He put both hands on her head, though he didn't push down. He just liked the sensation of control and she seemed more than happy to let him have it.

    When he'd finished, Julia sat up and visibly swallowed his cum. It put a smile on Ian's face. He fucking loved that Mark's girlfriend had just swallowed his load. She smiled at him and then tucked his cock back into his pants.

    Ian immediately leaned over and worked her skirt up her thighs. He reached between them, pulled aside her panties, and penetrated her with three fingers as Julia gripped his thigh with one hand and the arm rest with the other.

    "Fuck...that feels so good," she whispered.

    "You're soaked. I knew you'd be soaked. You can't help yourself. I've unlocked your inner slut and you can't help but want to let her come out and play, can you?"

    She shook her head. The movie started, which meant the theater was much quieter. Ian took it as an opportunity to work her clit while fingering her. He wanted Julia to moan loudly enough for someone to look back at her, to know that she was getting finger fucked in a movie theater.

    She didn't moan loudly. She did have an orgasm, though. Ian thought about denying her, but he liked making Julia cum and he was fairly certain that the more orgasms he gave her, the more willing she'd be to keep cheating on Mark with him.

    "Holy shit," she said after cumming. Her cheeks were pink and her chest was heaving from the exertion of the climax.

    Ian held up his fingers and Julia didn't hesitate to take them into her mouth as she stared at him. "You're a good slut," he whispered. "My good slut."

    She nodded, which made his cock stir. Ian probably could have cum again. It would have taken longer, but he probably could have fed Julia his dick once more and spewed yet another load down her throat. Her lunch break was ending, though, and as much of an asshole as he was, Ian didn't want her getting fired on his account.

    "You need to go," he whispered. "Lunch break is almost certainly over. Thank you for the blowjob, though."

    "Thank you for making me cum," she replied. "And...and for letting me suck your dick."

    He smiled. "Before you go, I want you to suck Mark's dick as soon as he gets home from work tonight. Throat him, in fact. Do it in broad daylight. In your living room with the curtains open. Throat his dick and swallow his cum. Suck his balls, too. Text me when it's over. Tell me if he enjoyed it."

    She seemed a bit uncomfortable with the idea, though Ian wasn't entirely sure why. Perhaps she was still a little shy about unleashing her newfound sexuality around Mark.

    "Do it or you don't get my dick for two weeks," he said.

    "Fuck you," she whispered before putting her cardigan back on. She stood up and turned like she was going to leave. Then she looked over her shoulder and said, "I'll text you tonight."

    Ian grabbed his popcorn from the floor and shoved a handful in his mouth as he watched Julia walk out of the theater. He couldn't help but want to travel ever further down what might be a fairly destructive path with her. He didn't really care about the destruction, though. He was having too much fun for that, and he suspected that Julia didn't care much either, so Ian was going to keep following his instincts in his play with his friend's girlfriend.

  
    An Uptight Girl Learns to Relax - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    
      Your sex life with your girlfriend has gotten better, but that's only because she's been fucking another man behind your back. He has a hold on her. She can't quit him. She can, however, get jealous when he fucks another girl...
    

    Ian was trying his best to listen to the conversation unfolding around him - it was about the mayoral race, he was fairly certain - but he couldn't bear to commit his full mental resources to it. Politics had never been his thing and the longer the conversation went on the more irritated two his friends - one a liberal and one a conservative - seemed with each other.

    It was right as their voices got loud enough to draw the attention of everyone else at the party that Ian attempted to intervene.

    "Whoa, whoa, let's take a breath," he said while noting the signs of arousal - not the sexual kind - in both of his friends. One had sweat on her brow and the other boasted an enlarged set of pupils that were not aided by any sort of substance.

    "Ian, honestly, what the fuck do you care?" Sarah asked.

    He smiled. "I don't and you know that. The question you should be asking, though, is why you care so much about something you have no control over. I'll bet your heart is pounding right now, and not in a good way. I'll bet your hand is a little sore from how tight you've been gripping your drink. I'll bet you feel like you need to get up, step outside, and get some air. It's worth getting worked up like that over important things, but in the grand scheme of things, the election of a new mayor won't have a gigantic impact on your life."

    She shot him a look and said, "You're wrong about that, Ian. A conservative agenda will drive this city into the fucking ground. It will be uninhabitable."

    Ian knew what Tom - Sarah's partner in argument - would say next. It would be some version of what she'd just said. He'd phrase it differently, of course, and he'd insist that he was making a different point, but he wasn't. They were both so fearful of what the opposite political side would do that they'd collectively lost their minds. Ironically, that fear was the one thing they shared in common and there was probably a way for them to bond over it. Of course, there was no chance of that and Ian suddenly felt like it was entirely pointless to put even an ounce of energy into calming them down, so he got up and walked away as they went back to arguing.

    As Ian searched for a new conversation to join he spotted Julia coming his way. She was adjusting her cardigan - of course she was wearing a cardigan - but noted that it wasn't buttoned at all and that her dress was tight around her chest and actually revealed a touch of cleavage, which was a very new thing for her. Ian's loins came alive immediately as he imagined fucking Julia in that dress.

    A moment later, Mark appeared. His cheeks were flushed red and he was fidgeting with the top button of his shirt. Ian smiled as he was fairly certain that Julia and Mark had just fucked and that they'd done so at someone else's house. He was stunned. Then, for a moment, he was proud of himself. It was twisted, of course, to feel that way, but he took credit for the fact that Mark had just gotten laid. After all, Julia had only opened up sexually after she'd begun her affair with Ian.

    "Mark, Julia," he said while raising his drink in a mock toast, "good to see you both."

    Mark nodded, took Julia's hand, and kissed her on the cheek.

    "Actually, I need to use the bathroom," she said. "I'll get us drinks afterwards. What would you like?"

    "Red wine would be great," he replied.

    Julia turned to head for the bathroom and Mark walked past Ian and settled next to Sarah and Tom, which made perfect sense. Mark wasn't especially political, but he was the kind of guy who wanted to seem like he was interested in important things like politics. He'd listen to their conversation, he'd mostly stay quiet, and every once in a while he'd offer his support when someone made what he suspected was a good point. Ian had seen it play out countless times at their gatherings and he knew that it was the sort of thing that made Mark less likable. He'd even seen people roll their eyes when they thought Mark wasn't looking.

    Ian watched the party from afar for a short while and then headed for the kitchen. He could have told himself he was doing so to escape, but that wasn't true. He was hoping to talk to Julia when she appeared to get drinks for her and Mark.

    To his delight, she smiled at him when she entered the kitchen. He returned her smile and she brushed her hair behind her ear and turned away.

    "Was the sex good?" Ian asked.

    "What sex?"

    He laughed. "Are you telling me that you and Mark didn't sneak away to have sex? That I didn't run into you right after you'd finished?"

    She grabbed two plastic cups - it wasn't a high end party - and filled them nearly to the brim with red wine.

    "Was it good?" Ian asked.

    Julia closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Ian couldn't help but stare at her breasts, which looked full and soft and perfect in the dress. He wondered if she was wearing a nice bra that pushed them up a little, if she'd purposefully dressed to look good, if she'd dressed to look good because she knew he was going to be at the party.

    "It was good for one of us," she replied.

    Then half of the wine in her glass disappeared down her throat.

    "Did he leave you hanging?" Ian asked.

    She nodded.

    "And are you feeling quite pent up?"

    "Yes," Julia admitted, though her voice was rather soft, like she was embarrassed to say it out loud. The rest of the red wine slid down her throat. She'd finished a full glass in two gulps. She quickly refilled it, though.

    Ian studied her for a handful of seconds and asked, "Did you fake an orgasm?"

    Her head whipped towards him and for a moment there was genuine surprise in her eyes. "How did you..." she began before trailing off. She gripped her plastic cup of wine but it remained on the counter.

    "Just a guess," he said. "An informed guess, I suppose. You see, I'm pretty sure that you've become, well, let's say awakened, sexually speaking. I'm also pretty sure that what was once a decent sex life with Mark has taken a downturn. I'd bet that he used to make you cum, let's say, half the time he fucked you. Now I'd bet that it's a lot closer to never. Maybe ten percent of the time."

    "Fuck you," she said, but her heart wasn't in it. She wasn't disappointed with him. She was disappointed with herself, or Mark, or the universe at large.

    Julia lifted the wine to her lips and this time she took a measured sip. She closed her eyes and a tremor of emotion worked its way through her before she looked at Ian.

    "He's fallen deeper in love with me," she began. "Since I started...since we started...since that first time. He's...I don't know, he's more devoted to me. He sends me loving texts multiple times a day. He gets me flowers. He buys me gifts. He did all of that to a certain degree before, but there's way more of it now. The thing is, it feels fucked up because you're responsible for it."

    "How so?"

    She sighed loudly and her shoulders sank. Another sip of wine made its way down her throat. She looked at the counter, ran her fingers over the smooth surface, and then looked at Ian once more. He noticed that her chest had turned a gentle shade of pink, like she was turned.

    "You've changed me. Sexually speaking. I'm more open and eager. I give him blowjobs. We fuck in different positions. We fuck outside of the bedroom. We fuck with the lights on. I wear lingerie for him. You opened me up sexually and then I opened Mark up sexually." She gulped the wine, took a deep breath, and looked over her shoulder before saying, "Our sex life - and our relationship, if I'm being honest - is better because I'm cheating on him with his asshole friend-but-not-really-a-friend."

    Ian wanted nothing more than to pull Julia close, push her to her knees, and slide his cock into her throat. He wanted her beautiful eyes to look up at him as he fucked her mouth, as he told her what a good slut she was, as he pushed his dick deep down her throat and climaxed while she played with her wet pussy. He wouldn't be doing that at a party filled with his friends, of course.

    "But your sex life isn't actually good, is it?" Ian asked. "Your sex life with Mark, that is. I think we both know that I make you cum every single time I see you. Multiple times, in fact. I think we both know that I give you orgasms even when I'm not with you."

    "You're such an asshole," she said. A moment later, Julia added, "And I really, really need your cock inside me."

    Ian couldn't help his excitement, which manifested in a slight bulge in his pants. He shifted his body to hide it - he didn't want someone to walk in and see it - and resisted the urge to pull Julia close, push a hand down the front of her dress, and shove his tongue in her mouth.

    "You should stop faking your orgasms," he said. "Mark will never learn of his inferiority if you keep faking your orgasms. He'll never adapt. He can't get better at fucking you, of course, but he could eat your pussy after he underwhelms you with his dick. He could use his fingers. He could let you use a toy while he's fucking you."

    She laughed. "Yeah, emasculating my boyfriend is a great way to keep him happy. Keep the suggestions coming, Ian."

    "Okay. Here's a suggestion. Ride his dick until he cums. Then immediately sit on his face and ride his mouth until you cum. If he complains about it afterwards, tell him that you deserve to have as good an orgasm as your pussy gave him."

    "He's got a point."

    Ian and Julia both looked towards the voice and saw Sarah standing at the edge of the kitchen.

    "Sorry. I should have knocked or something. I didn't hear much. Just the part about you sometimes faking orgasms with Mark," she explained. "And Ian's right. I've done that. Faked orgasms, I mean. It seems like the nice thing to do when you're in the midst of it, but then it's six months later and the sex still sucks because he thinks he's a god in bed or something."

    Sarah leaned towards the wall and her eyes went wide. She reached up to balance herself and Ian smiled. She was a little tipsy, which was probably why she was more than happy to offer up her thoughts on Mark and Julia's sex life.

    "Did you ever...can I ask, did you ever do the other thing he mentioned? The thing about..."

    "About sitting on his face after I sit on his cock?" Sarah asked.

    Ian realized that both women were tipsy and he could scarcely contain his delight at getting to witness the conversation. It was a million times more interesting than anything having to do with the mayoral race.

    "No, but I wish I had. To be honest, if a guy isn't willing to let you sit on his face, I'm not sure he's worth being with. You know?"

    Julia leaned against the counter, smiled, and said, "You know what? I think you're right."

    Sarah made her way to the counter with all the alcohol, positioned herself in the generous space between Ian and Julia, and silently made a drink. It was heavy on vodka with a few ingredients to take the edge off, though Ian couldn't imagine it would taste good.

    "Would you let a girl sit on your face, Ian?" Sarah asked.

    "I would," he replied. "I have, in fact, though not after sex."

    "Why is that?"

    "Because the women I'm with cum when I fuck them," he said.

    Sarah looked at Julia. "He's confident, isn't he? Do you think he should be that confident?"

    "I wouldn't know," Julia replied.

    "Is it terrible if I can't help but want to find out if he's earned that confidence?"

    Ian saw that Julia tried her best to hide the jealousy she must have felt. It was on her face, though. It only lasted a moment and Sarah might not have noticed, but Ian did.

    "You know I'm still here, right?" he asked.

    Sarah turned to him, sipped her awful drink, and smiled. "Ian, let's not pretend that you're some sort of chaste man. Everyone at this party knows that you're something of a man about town. That you fuck. The truth is, you have an excellent reputation, which is why I'm pretty sure that you've earned that confidence you displayed. I guess I'd have to sit on your face before sitting on your cock if I wanted to do both."

    She didn't seem drunk - tipsy at best - and the woman standing next to him seemed utterly unhinged compared to her typical self.

    "Well, I think I might leave you two alone," Julia said as she grabbed the two glasses of red wine she'd poured and departed the kitchen. She did manage to shoot Ian a look right before she walked out, though. It was too quick for him to fully parse, but he thought he saw both jealousy and a sense of desperation on her face, like she was pleading for him not to fuck Sarah.

    "You were right, you know," Sarah said as she inched closer.

    "Right about what?"

    "The politics stuff. I mean, I disagree that it's not important. In fact, that's a really fucking stupid way to think about it. But, you were right that I was way too worked up about something I have no control over."

    She kept moving closer until their arms touched. Then she looked up at him and stared at his lips, which was a near universal signal that she wanted to be kissed.

    "Sarah, are you drunk?" he asked.

    "No, Ian. I have control of all my faculties. I haven't had sex in two months. I haven't sat on a man's face in years. I know that you're probably the only guy at this party that could fuck me without it being a huge ongoing thing. I'm not going to get pathetic texts begging for another hook up. I'm not going to be berated if I don't get in touch with you. I'm only going to get what I need, which is a face to sit on for a while and a nice big dick to ride until I have a really great orgasm."

    It was an intriguing proposition, which was why Ian happily accepted. He left the party first, Sarah departed not long after, and they walked back to his apartment to have exceptionally good sex that included her sitting on his face and his cock. There were two more rounds after that, both ending in thoroughly pleasurable orgasms for them.

    Ian invited Sarah to spend the night, but she declined, got dressed, kissed him deeply, expressed her gratitude for his service, and left.

    After his refractory period had concluded, Ian was struck by a desire to be a little bit of an asshole, so he grabbed his phone and composed a text to Julia.

    "It's a shame I didn't fuck Sarah bareback. If I had, I could invite you over and make you suck her pussy juices off my dick before I pumped my load down your throat while telling you how hard she made me cum."

    His relationship - such as it was - with Julia had unleashed a chaotic side of Ian that he hadn't been fully aware of before indulging in his desire for her. He liked how he felt when he tapped into that chaos, though, when he pushed her buttons and her boundaries.

    "Fuck you," she replied just a few minutes later.

    "I want a picture of your pussy. Right now. Go to the bathroom, spread your lips, and take a picture for me. I want to see that you're wet, Julia."

    "Mark is sleeping right next to me."

    "I don't give a damn about your boyfriend. That much should be clear by now. I know you got wet at the thought of sucking Sarah's cunt juices off of my cock. I know that it triggered your slutty side, that the thought of it made you want to masturbate and I want to see the evidence."

    Ian didn't actually know if any of that was true, but he was fairly certain. He didn't have to wait long to find out. Julia took the picture. She was wet. Her pussy lips glistened with desire.

    "I want you to go back to bed. I want you to put your hand in your panties and masturbate. I want you to think about me as you do. Think about sucking my dick after I've fucked Sarah. Think about swallowing my cock. Think about me cumming down your throat. Think about me fucking you. Think about me pounding your tight cunt while you scream my name. You will masturbate for at least half an hour and you will not cum. You will not cum until tomorrow morning when you show up at my place."

    "Okay," was all she texted back.

    Ian expected to be called an asshole or told to fuck off, but it thrilled him that she'd simply surrendered. "Oh, and I want you dressed in as close to a slutty outfit as you own. Day slutty, I suppose. No night club stuff. A short skirt. A cropped t-shirt or sweater. That sort of thing."

    "You're such an asshole, Ian," she replied.

    He smiled. He'd grown to find the response rather charming. He was an asshole, but he also happened to be an asshole that she'd developed an obvious sexual affection for.

    "I'll see you tomorrow, Julia."

    She offered no response, but Ian knew she'd do as he told her. She liked doing as he told her. She liked the risk. She liked how naughty it felt. She liked being his slut.

    Julia showed up in a pleated mini skirt that barely reached mid thigh. She'd paired it with an exceptionally tight cardigan that also revealed a little of her stomach. She was carrying a bigger bag than usual and he could see an article of clothing poking out of it. She'd likely changed into the outfit she was wearing somewhere along the way. He smiled at her ingenuity.

    "Unbutton the cardigan," he said.

    "What? No. Please, let me in."

    He shook his head. "Unbutton the cardigan right now or you can turn around and go back to your boyfriend."

    Julia looked up and down the hallway and then hastily unbuttoned her cardigan. She had on a push-up bra that made her breasts look spectacular. Ian imagined them painted with his cum and made a mental note to ensure he remembered to finish on her tits for at least one of the orgasms he'd be having that morning.

    "Good girl," he said. "Come here."

    Julia stepped into his arms. They kissed as the door shut slowly. He lifted the back of her skirt and grabbed her ass with both hands. He ran his finger over the thin fabric of her thong and rubbed her asshole, eliciting a surprised moan into his mouth.

    "Did you do as I told you last night?" he asked. "Did you masturbate without cumming?"

    Julia nodded. "It was really fucking hard, you asshole. My panties were soaked by the time I was done. Like so wet I had to change them."

    His fingers found their way into her panties and slipped between her pussy lips. He grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled back to expose her neck, and leaned down to kiss her.

    "Fuck," she said softly.

    "What do you want, Julia?"

    "You, Ian. I want you. I'm...I'm such a fucking slut and the world's worst girlfriend, but I want you."

    "Tell me more, Julia. Tell me exactly what you desire."

    He was fingering her vigorously by that point and her eyelids fluttered as she moaned.

    "Ian...I want you to do whatever you please with me. I want you to use me. I want you to fuck me like Mark can't fuck me. I want you to show me just how fucking worthless my boyfriend is in bed. I want...I want you to fuck my throat and my cunt and I want you to fill me with your cum."

    He pulled his fingers from her pussy and slipped them in her mouth. Julia sucked dutifully and he kissed her neck while fondling her tits with his free hand. She was his to do with as he pleased. She was a toy for him to enjoy, though Ian found great pleasure in the notion that using her would also bring her great satisfaction.

    Ian took her hand and walked Julia to his living room. He removed her panties and instructed her to undress him. She did so slowly, showering his skin in kisses and caresses, though he forbade her from touching his cock, which he could see was all she really wanted.

    Ian then sat on his touch as Julia stood in front of him in her miniskirt, bra, and unbuttoned cardigan. She looked fantastically sexy and she seemed to feel that way, too, as there was not even a hint of self-consciousness.

    "Did it make you jealous that I fucked Sarah?"

    She nodded. "I know I don't get to be jealous. You're not my boyfriend. I understand that. I do. Still...I felt it. I...I don't know why, but I felt it. Like, a lot. I thought about sneaking out of the apartment last night. About coming over here. About begging you to fuck me so that you'd fall asleep thinking about me instead of her."

    "I still fell asleep thinking about you," he said, putting a bright smile on her face. "I was thinking about today. It makes me an asshole, Julia, but I liked making you jealous. I liked the idea that you were at home with your boyfriend and wishing that you were the one I was fucking instead of Sarah."

    Julia stepped towards him but Ian held up his hand. He then wrapped his fingers around his cock and began to masturbate as she watched.

    "Did you and Mark fuck again after the party?"

    "We did. I was horny."

    "And did you sit on his face after he disappointed you?"

    She shook her head. "I couldn't do it. I faked my orgasm again."

    Ian smiled. "You need to stop doing that, Julia, but it's not really my concern. In fact, it's probably better for me if your boyfriend continues to be a disappointment. That way you'll continue to want my cock, to want to give yourself to me, to want to cheat on that pathetic unknowing cuck."

    A twinge of guilt crossed her face. Ian held out a hand and Julia approached and took it. He pulled her into his lap. He guided his cock into her pussy. The guilt disappeared.

    "Ride it like a good slut," he said. "Ride it. Cum on it. Make me cum inside you. Then you can climb off it and suck your cunt juices and my seed off of my shaft. You can throat it. You can show me what a good girl you want to be for me. Then you can stay on your knees and keep on sucking until I'm hard again."

    Julia did everything he ordered. She rode him with wild abandon. She came twice while doing so. She made him cum inside her. She climbed off his dick and sucked it clean. She kept on sucking until he was hard again. She did so while occasionally pushing her fingers into her pussy, scooping out some of his cum, and shoving it into her mouth.

    Once he was ready to go, Ian had Julia get on her knees on his couch. He moved behind her and rubbed his dick over her pussy lips. He pushed the head inside her and quickly pulled out. He rubbed the head over her ass cheeks and pushed between them. He rubbed it over her asshole and her hips moved forward immediately.

    Julia didn't say anything, though. Ian slid his cock into her pussy once more and noted the residue of cum and cunt juice over her asshole. He reached down and rubbed his thumb over it. He had his other hand on her waist so Julia had nowhere to go.

    Then he pushed his thumb inside her. She moaned as he filled her asshole while fucking her pussy.

    "That's a good girl," he said.

    Ian thought of having anal sex with her, of splitting open her asshole with his cock. He thought of fucking Mark's girlfriend in the ass and it turned him on immensely. He liked that he'd get to have a hole that Mark didn't get to have. He liked that Julia would let him have her asshole, that she wouldn't necessarily want to but that she wouldn't fight it, either, that she'd give it to him because she wanted to make him happy.

    Ian resolved to take her asshole at some point. He'd work his way up to it, though, as he wanted it to be a decent experience for her.

    He kept his thumb moving in and out of her ass while fucking her pussy. He told her to rub her clit. He came inside her with his thumb in her ass. He came inside her while she came.

    When he was finished, Ian pulled out and Julia spun around and sucked his dick clean without being told.

    "You need to buy a butt plug," he said as she throated him. "You need to start wearing it regularly."

    She looked up at him. He saw the fear in her eyes.

    "Yes, I'm going to have anal sex with you," he said. "It won't be anywhere near as painful as you're fearing, though. We'll take our time. We'll work our way up to it. Then, when I take your ass, you'll give me an orgasm unlike any other and it will feel good to have done so. I think we both know it will feel good to give me a hole that Mark isn't allowed to have."

    She moaned, confirming his suspicions.

    "We're getting breakfast after this," he said. "You're wearing your slutty outfit. Then I'll bring you back here and fuck you a few more times. Then I'll send you back to your boyfriend so you can ride his cock and ride his face. I know you've done it before. I know you can do it again. He needs to understand that he doesn't always satisfy you, Julia. He needs to be put in his place."

    She moaned loudly at that and Ian resolved to push her harder to put Mark in his place in the future. He sensed that it would work to his advantage in some way. He wasn't quite sure how, but it was good to keep an open mind.

  
    An Uptight Girl Learns to Relax - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Julia has followed through on Ian's request and used a strapon on her boyfriend. She's made him take it. She's shown him the joy of surrendering to her. Now, as was promised, Julia is going to use the strapon on Ian. She's going to reverse their roles and have her way with him and he's not sure he's ready for it.
    

    ---

    "I hope you're ready to get fucked."

    Ian wasn't ready, but he was fairly certain that no straight man was ever truly ready to get fucked in the ass. He hadn't really expected Julia to follow through and fuck her boyfriend Mark with a strapon, so there was no reason to prepare.

    "How do I know you actually fucked him?" he texted.

    "I filmed it. I'll show it to you when I get to your place. Are you free tonight?"

    "You really want to fuck me, don't you?"

    "I think you need it, Ian. You need to surrender. You need to loosen up. You need to know what it's like to be bent over and pounded from behind. Your hole needs to be the source of someone's pleasure. And yes, I really want to fuck you," Julia texted.

    A picture came through soon after. A mirror selfie. Julia had the phone in front of her face, but it was her. He recognized her breasts and the small birth mark on her thigh. He didn't recognize the strapon she was wearing, though. It was shaped like a real cock - mushroom head and all - but it was purple. It was above average in size - compared to most men, at least - and it glistened with some sort of lube.

    "You opened me up in more ways than one, Ian. You've had all my holes multiple times. You've shown me the joys of sex in ways no man ever has. You've changed me for the better. I'm going to try and do the same for you with my cock."

    "Do you think you changed Mark?"

    "Time will tell. He liked getting fucked, though. It took a week of orgasm denial to get him to a place where he was horny enough to let me fuck him, but he liked it. He was nervous at first, but he warmed up to it, to the sense of surrender I always feel when you fuck me, Ian. Mark felt that and he liked it. He liked giving me his ass. He liked getting pounded. He liked hearing me moan - my strapon has a little nub that rubs against my clit - as I fucked him. He liked that I came while I was inside him. He liked that I kept on fucking him while jerking him off, too, and I'm damn sure he liked having an orgasm with my cock in his ass."

    Ian had never thought of himself as the kind of man that would enjoy that sense of surrender. He'd always been the one on the other side of that equation and he'd always gotten off on that. He couldn't help his curiosity, though, and there was no denying the arousal gathering in his loins.

    "So, are you free tonight?"

    "I'm on a date, actually. She stepped away to the bathroom," he replied. "I took her to dinner. Now we're at a cocktail bar. She's an elegant woman. The kind that's into the finer things in life. She's going to enjoy the finest cock in the city tonight as soon as we finish our drinks, though the sex won't be as elegant and high-minded as I'm sure she's used to. Luckily, she'll have better orgasms than she usually does."

    "You're such an asshole," Julia texted back.

    "Yes, and I'll bet you're jealous that it's not you that's going to spend the night with my cock exploring your holes."

    She offered no response.

    "I'm free tomorrow night, though," he texted. "Tonight, though, I want you to use that dildo on yourself. Spread your legs and pound your pussy with it while you think about me fucking someone else's tight pussy. Think about someone else pleasuring me the way you want to pleasure me. Cum while you're awash in jealousy, Julia. Surrender to it. Then you can work out all of those complicated feelings tomorrow night when you try and show me that you can fuck me in the same way I fuck you."

    "Go fuck yourself."

    Ian smiled. Her anger was almost certainly real. He knew she'd do what he wanted, though. She liked doing as he instructed when it came to sex. She got off on it, in fact. Ian wondered if he'd feel the same way when the tables were turned tomorrow night.

    "Hey, welcome back," he said as his date returned from a trip to the bathroom.

    She sat across from him, leaned forward enough to flash her incredible cleavage - no doubt on purpose - and unleashed a smile that made it clear she was ready to go home with him.

    "What do you say we finish our drinks and get out of here?" he suggested.

    "I'd like that."

    Soon enough she'd be on her knees with his hands in her hair and his cock in her throat. They'd use each other for a night, reaching heights of pleasure that few people ascended to. He'd fuck her again the next morning, too, rolling her onto her stomach in his bed and pounding her in that beautiful position while rubbing her clit, leading to the kind of thunderous orgasm that would leave her so exhausted she might just fall right back to sleep.

    It was going to be a good night.

    ---

    "Did you fuck yourself last night?" Ian texted the next morning with his date still fast asleep next to him.

    "I did," Julia replied. "Did you have a good time with whatever whore you brought home?"

    Her jealousy delighted him. "I did. I fucked her three times. She said she's never cum that hard before. Pretty soon she's going to wake up and I'll bet she crawls between my legs and sucks my dick to thank me for last night. I'll fuck her, of course, as a way of thanking her for being such a hot piece of ass."

    "You're a pig."

    "And you wish you were the one in my bed."

    "Fuck you."

    "I want a picture of your pussy. Right now. Spread your lips. Show me that I'm right, Julia. That you're thinking about me. That you wish you were waking up next to me after a night of taking my dick like a good girl. Show me that you'd prefer to wake up next to me instead of your boyfriend, that you'd prefer to suck my cock and then beg me to fuck you, to pound you, to make you cum, to cum inside you."

    His dick was half hard as Ian realized that he too wished that Julia was the one in bed next to him.

    She sent the picture not long after. It was clearly taken under the covers. She'd used the flash, though, and her pussy was exceptionally wet.

    "I'll see you at seven o'clock sharp," Julia said. "Be cleaned, lubed, and ready because I'm going to fuck you hard, Ian."

    He set his phone aside and smiled. His date stirred. She rolled towards him. Her hand rested on his chest and her lips found his cheek. She wished him a good morning and stroked his cock, noting that he was already hard for her. She didn't need to know that it was Julia he was hard for.

    Not long after Ian's cock was in his date's mouth. He thought of Julia - of Mark's girlfriend - giving him head. He got hard as a rock. He put on a condom, rolled his date onto her stomach, and fucked her vigorously from behind while she moaned into the pillow, her pleasure reaching a crescendo as she experienced a wild climax that left her body trembling.

    He came too, of course, doing so while he thought of fucking Julia and of getting fucked by her. It was a strange way to climax, but Ian couldn't ignore the thrill of it. His date seemed to notice, too, as she smiled brightly when he pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her.

    As they cuddled, he wondered if he'd actually enjoy getting fucked or if he was merely taken with the notion of Julia turning the tables, of her confidence having grown so significantly that she was now ready to take control, to dominate, to show him what it was like to be penetrated, to be filled, to be fucked until the person inside you had a mind-bending climax.

    In less than 12 hours Ian would know exactly how he felt about getting fucked by a woman.

    ---

    Julia arrived in a pretty yellow dress and a white cardigan sweater. She wore her glasses and her hair was pulled into a ponytail. She looked like the woman she used to be, the uptight girl that had undergone a sexual awakening with Ian. Julia was no longer that girl, though, even though she still dressed like her.

    She pushed into his apartment the moment he opened the door. Her tongue was in his mouth not long after as she loosened his belt and pushed his pants to the floor. She didn't go for his cock, though. Instead, she grabbed his ass and gave it a few hard smacks. She lowered his underwear and spread his cheeks. Her finger danced over his asshole and he tensed up.

    "You'll need to learn to relax, Ian," she said. "Otherwise it's going to hurt when I fuck you."

    "Damn...I'd say your transformation is complete, Julia."

    She couldn't help but smile. She stepped back and adjusted her glasses before loosening her ponytail and letting her blonde hair cascade over her shoulders. "You think so?"

    "I mean, I guess we're all transforming all the time, but the person you were six months ago is nothing like the person standing in front of me right now, at least where sex is concerned."

    Julia stepped closer, but this time she offered a simple kiss on the cheek. "I'm grateful for that, Ian. I like the person I am, sexually speaking. I'm a great deal more satisfied. I'm a great deal happier, too. More confident on top of all of that. I have no interest in being a shrinking violet anymore."

    He reached for her waist and pulled her close to try for a real kiss, but Julia slipped from his grasp.

    "I want you naked and on your knees when I get back."

    She walked away, disappearing into his bathroom and locking the door behind her. Ian had agreed to let Julia fuck him and he felt no particular desire to resist her instructions, so he stripped, stroked his cock a little, and then got on his knees in the living room.

    When Julia emerged, her hair was pulled into a high, tight ponytail. Her glasses were gone and she'd put on dark red lipstick. She wore a black lace bra, matching black lace boyshorts, and her purple strapon. She looked like an entirely different woman than the one that had showed up at his door just a handful of minutes ago and Ian's jaw dropped.

    "What do you think?" she asked.

    "You're gorgeous."

    Julia strode towards him and Ian took note of the leather ankle boots that might have been the sexiest part of her outfit. Then she was standing in front of him with her fingers around her cock. She stroked it slowly as he stared before directing his gaze upwards.

    While stroking, she grabbed her phone from her bag and pulled up the video she’d promised to show him. The camera was off to the side of the bed and Ian guessed that Mark had no idea he was being filmed. He was, however, being fucked. There was no question about it. He was lying on his stomach and moaning with Julia taking him from being with slow, deep thrusts.

    “I’m honestly a little bit surprised you actually did it,” Ian said.

    She tossed the phone aside and smiled.

    "I thought about making Mark suck my cock before I fucked him, but I don't think he would have done it. He would have felt too self-conscious, too afraid of what it might have meant, too nervous to look up at me while my cock entered the back of his throat. It's one thing to get fucked from behind, it's another thing entirely to look in the eyes of the person wielding the cock that's violating your mouth."

    Ian opened his mouth to say something but Julia cut him off by sliding her strapon past his lips and putting a hand on the back of his head.

    "No talking," she said. "Just suck."

    He wrapped his lips around her dick and sucked. It was the first time he'd had a phallus in his mouth and the unfamiliar nature of the experience filled him with a sudden sense of insecurity, mostly because he had no idea what he was doing. He sucked. He moved his tongue over the head of the rubber cock. He tried to look up at her, too, though it proved difficult to maintain eye contact and suck cock at the same time.

    "It's not that easy to be a cocksucker, is it?" she asked.

    He shook his head.

    "Don't worry, Ian. You'll get better. You'll learn how to please my cock. You'll learn not to gag when I push into your throat."

    With a sudden thrust her strapon hit the back of his throat and he gagged, his stomach lurching painfully as he backed away and then leaned forward while trying not to vomit.

    Before he'd fully recovered, Julia grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled back until it hurt, and directed her cock back into his mouth. She refrained from making Ian gag, though, letting him suck at his preferred pace while her face lit up with a kind of delighted arousal he wasn't sure he'd seen before.

    "You're a terrible cocksucker, Ian," she said. "Everyone is their first time. I can tell that you're dedicated to my pleasure, though, that you want to make me feel good, that you're going to be willing to work to make yourself into a world class cocksucker for me. I can tell that you'll work at it until you can deepthroat me with ease."

    Julia was repeating Ian's words - or a version of them - back to him. She was doing so with complete confidence, too, and her arousal was obvious. She was in her element, a once shy and reserved woman now blossomed into a sexual goddess of sorts, happily fucking his mouth with her strapon while holding a tight, controlling grip on his hair.

    The blowjob went on long enough that Ian's throat and jaw ached by the time Julia pulled back, wrapped her fingers around her spit-soaked shaft, and moaned. Her chest was flushed red and her nipples were hard enough to poke through the delicate lace of her top. Her eyes were alive with desire, too, and Ian was surprised to find that he was sporting an erection. The effort required to give the blowjob had distracted him from the arousal that had flooded his body.

    "I'm so fucking turned on," he said.

    "So am I," Julia replied. "More than I thought I'd be, if I'm being honest. I want to fuck you, Ian. I want to put you on your hands and knees and fuck you hard. I want to cum while I fuck you."

    "Please, Julia, fuck me."

    He wanted it. Before he'd been merely willing to do it, but now Ian wanted it. He wasn't sure why, but he wanted it.

    "Yeah? You want me to fuck your ass, Ian? You want me to slide my fat cock up your ass and fuck you like a bitch?"

    "Yes, please," he begged. "Please, Julia, fuck me."

    She laughed and then bent over and kissed him with surprising passion. Julia helped Ian to his feet, brought him to the couch, and put him on his hands and knees. She spanked his ass a handful of times, eliciting a painful yelp each time her hand struck his bare flesh. Then she spit on his asshole and rubbed it around. She spit in her hand, too, stroking herself to coat every inch of her cock in her saliva.

    Ian sucked in a sharp breath when he felt the head of her dick push against his asshole. "Oh, fuck."

    She kept pushing. The head popped past his anal ring and moved deeper. The shaft slowly stretched out his asshole, though it hurt. There was no question it hurt. Ian wished he'd worked with a butt plug beforehand to loosen himself up, but there was no fixing that oversight.

    "How does it feel, bitch?"

    "It hurts."

    She smacked his ass and his anus clamped down on her dick. She pulled out and Ian felt even more pain. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath to try and relax. The strapon slid into him.

    "Fuck this feels good," she said. "I took Mark while he was on his stomach. I should have made him get on his hands and knees so I could fuck him like a bitch. It feels so much better."

    Ian reached back to stroke his dick. He wasn't sure why, but it felt good to know that Julia was enjoying herself. Really fucking good. "Harder. Please, fuck me harder."

    She ran her hand up his back and grabbed a tight fistful of his hair. She pulled and he arched his back. The strapon suddenly felt better as she fucked him, as if a simple change in posture made the penetration easier. Ian began to move his hips back to meet her thrusts, to swallow her cock. He stroked himself faster, too, and his cock felt alive with desire.

    "Don't you dare fucking cum," she said. "I will beat your ass red."

    He released his dick and she fucked him harder. Julia was getting close. Ian could tell. He knew the rhythm. He recognized the heavy breathing. She put both hands on his shoulders for even better leverage. She was lost in the pursuit of her orgasm. She didn't give a shit about anything other than cumming. He was just a fuck hole in that moment. Her fuck hole.

    "Oh, fuck!" Julia cried out.

    She pushed every inch inside him and fell forward. Her body trembled as the soft lace of her bra pressed against his back. She kissed his flesh wherever her lips could find it and stroked his cock a little, keeping him in a state of intense desire as he felt a rush of satisfaction at having made her cum.

    Julia pulled out and stepped back.

    "Masturbate and cum on my cock," she said.

    Ian backed off the couch and turned to face her. She smiled as he stroked his dick. She put her fingers in his mouth and called him names. She gently slapped his face a few times, which proved strangely exciting.

    "I'm cumming!"

    He blew his load on her strapon, coating the top in his seed. Some of it dripped onto the floor and some landed on her stomach, but most of it was on her rubbed cock.

    "Back on your hands and knees," she instructed.

    Ian knew what was coming. He'd been drained of his arousal, but that didn't stop him from smiling at how inventive Julia was. He moved to his and knees on the couch. She slid her strapon into his ass with ease. She filled him with his cum. She came in his ass.

    Julia fucked him hard and had a second orgasm in almost no time. She pulled out and wiped the errant cum from his ass with his underwear. She stepped out of her strapon, leaving her in a bra, panties, and boots in his living room.

    "I'd like a drink," she said. "Feel free to make one for yourself."

    "You're incredible, Julia. In every fucking way."

    A bright smile greeted his response before Ian headed for the kitchen to make drinks. He returned with cocktails in his hand and set them on the coffee table before moving towards the bedroom to retrieve a pair of fresh underwear.

    "No," Julia said. "Sit naked. I'm going to fuck you again before the night is over. Missionary, I'm thinking. There's no point in getting dressed."

    Ian sat next to her. She kissed him. She rested a hand on his leg. They enjoyed their cocktails.

    He put on a movie, though they mostly ignored it in favor of conversation. Ian asked about Julia's work with the orchestra and she informed him of an impending promotion to first chair. She attributed her good fortune to her recent boost in confidence and rewarded Ian with a long, deep kiss soon after doing so.

    "You're good for me, it turns out," she said.

    "You're good for me too."

    She stared into his eyes for a surprisingly long time and then kissed him on the cheek. Her lips lingered there for a few moments before she rested her head on his shoulder.

    "I'd like to be your girlfriend, Ian," Julia said without preamble or fanfare.

    "I'd like that too," he answered without hesitation, as if it was strange that she wasn't already his girlfriend.

    As it turned out, though they might not have seemed like it at first glance, they were right for each other. Perfect for each other, even, which is why Julia broke up with Mark the next morning and started dating Ian seriously, starting a long and beautiful relationship that would make them both impossibly happy.

    It wasn’t a fairytale romance, but it was theirs, and it was perfect in its own way.

    The End.

  
    An Uptight Girls Learns to Relax - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    
      What if you discovered that your girlfriend had bought a butt plug? Would you think she wanted to try anal sex? Would you even consider that she bought it to loosen her up so another man could fuck her ass?
    

    "Ian?"

    The familiar voice pulled Ian's attention from the novel in his hand and he turned to see Mark standing at the end of the aisle with a stack of books in his hands.

    "Keeping the place in business?" Ian asked as he gestured towards Mark's would-be purchases.

    Mark's lips curled into a slight smile, but Ian could see the general disdain he knew that Mark felt for him. If only Mark knew that Ian was fucking his girlfriend that disdain would transform into something far more malignant. The notion put a smile on Ian's face and he tucked his book under his arm and strode towards his friend-but-not-really-his-friend and clapped him on the shoulder.

    "How's it going, Mark?"

    "Good. Good." He glanced at the book in Ian's hand and saw the cover, which featured a depiction of an alien planet. "I didn't figure you for a science fiction reader."

    "I'll bet you didn't figure me for a reader at all, Mark," he replied. "And fair enough. I don't come off as a particularly well-read man, and I suppose I'm not. I tend to lean towards fiction that high-minded folks like yourself won't go anywhere near."

    Mark might have wanted to disagree with the notion he was high-minded, but his arms were bursting with books the snobby set (the sorts of people who talked politics (and most other topics) like they understood anything about it) gravitated towards. Ian was being an asshole, of course, but since he'd started fucking Julia he had even less patience for Mark and he knew full well that he wouldn't spend a minute of time with him if they weren't tied together by their participation in a mutual friend group.

    "How's Julia?" Ian asked, amping up the assholery.

    Mark looked surprised at the inquiry. His eyes lit up, though, and Ian wondered if his efforts to make Julia a more sexual person had bled into her relationship, which would inevitably lead to more orgasms for Mark, or at least a greater variety of orgasms.

    "She's really good," he said. Then there was a flash of vulnerability. "Though I...okay, look, you and I aren't exactly good friends. We both know this. But, weirdly enough, I feel like I can ask you this question. Just try not to be an asshole about it."

    It was a moment of complete honesty between them and Ian found it refreshing. "I'll try, but no promises."

    Mark rolled his eyes, took a deep breath, and said, "I found a butt plug. Or what I learned was a butt plug when I took a picture of it and did the Google Lens thing to look it up." He looked at Ian with a hint of desperation in his eyes. "Oh, wait, sorry, I should say that it's Julia's. Or it has to be Julia's because it's not mine."

    Ian tried his best not to smile. He knew the butt plug was Julia's. He'd seen it. He'd put it inside her on a handful of occasions. He'd fucked her ass with it while pounding her pussy from behind. She'd bought the plug at his instruction, after all, so of course he was going to play with it when she came to his apartment to get a heaping helping of the kind of sexual treatment she'd come to crave since Ian first opened her up.

    "You still didn't ask a question," Ian said. "So I'm not really sure how I can help."

    "Oh, right. I just...what does it mean?" He leaned in and whispered, "Does she want to have anal sex?"

    Again Ian contained the smile that desperately wanted to rush across his face. He'd instructed Julia to buy the butt plug because he intended on having anal sex with her and he didn't want it to be painful. What he hadn't said was that he wanted her to open herself up a little more, to think of her asshole as more than just an emitter of waste, to think of it as yet another source of pleasure, if not for her then at least for Ian. So no, she didn't want anal sex. She was going to have it, though, and it wouldn't be long before she'd given up her anal virginity to him.

    In the moment, though, Ian grappled with giving Mark something approximating a genuine answer or trying to lead him to a place where he decided it would be a good idea to try and put his cock in Julia's ass. She wouldn't like that, of course, especially from her boyfriend. It seemed cruel, though, even for an asshole like Ian.

    "I'd say it's a sign that she's interested in anal play," Ian answered. "I mean, how could it not be? It might be that the toy isn't for her, though? Maybe it's for you. Maybe she wants to introduce ass play to your relationship."

    Mark recoiled at the notion, though his posture softened after he'd seemingly let the idea wash over him. "Is that something you'd do?"

    "Would I let a girl plug my ass? Yeah, I would. I haven't been with a girl that was into that sort of thing, but yeah, I would. It's just an ass. It's not like putting something in there changes your sexuality, you know? If anything, it might make you a little more open-minded about all things sexual and there's nothing wrong with being more open-minded about sex."

    Mark looked away and Ian noticed a slight smile on his not-really-a-friend's lips.

    "Have you already gotten a little more open-minded, Mark?" Ian asked. He knew the answer, of course. Prior to Ian convincing Julia to cheat, her sex life with Mark had been as vanilla as it gets, including almost always having sex in the dark and sticking largely to missionary. Now there was sex all over the apartment, there were multiple positions used, there was facesitting, there was even a bit of Mark tasting another man's cum in his girlfriend's pussy, though he didn't know that. Ian did, though, and it thrilled him every time he thought about it.

    "A little, I guess. I don't know. It's all driven by Julia. She's...different. Not in a bad way. But different."

    "Well, you could just ignore that you found the butt plug," Ian said. "Or hell, you could get one of your own."

    Mark shook his head. "No. I couldn't do that. No."

    "You can. Of course you can. You don't have to, but you can. But there is some risk, of course, since you don't know why Julia bought a butt plug." Ian studied Mark for a few seconds and then asked, "If she wanted to have anal sex, would you be up for it?"

    His eyebrows shot up. "Weirdly, I hadn't thought about it. I guess I would, though. I mean, it strikes me as kind of gross, if I'm being honest, but I think I'd still be happy to do it for her."

    "And what if she wanted you to be on the receiving end? What if the butt plug leads to a strapon leads to her taking you from behind?" Ian asked.

    Mark seemed a bit put off. "Never. No way. Why would you even suggest something like that?"

    "I'd do it," Ian said. "I mean, I'd try it, at least. Why not? What's the harm?" Ian was fairly certain he wouldn't like it, but he was fairly certain he really would do it.

    Mark looked away for a second and Ian could tell he was uncomfortable. He considered pushing it - there was bound to be a sex toy shop somewhere nearby - but he decided to let Mark go.

    "Alright, man, I'm going to get back to finding a sci-fi book and I'll let you get back to buying your high-minded literature," Ian said.

    Mark chuckled and it seemed clear that they'd actually bonded a little, that despite Ian's dislike for Mark that there was probably a road that would lead to some sort of genuine friendship between them. That wasn't really possible, though, not with Ian fucking Mark's girlfriend on a regular basis.

    "See you around, Ian," Mark said.

    Ian waved and watched Mark turn and head for the register. He pulled the book out from under his arm and resolved to continue his free reading session - the bookstore didn't exactly frown on it, but they couldn't have been excited that he testing out books before even considering buying - but instead he pulled out his phone and considered sending Julia a text. Should he let her know that her boyfriend had found the butt plug, or should he let her discover that on her own and struggle to come up with an explanation?

    Ian decided a warning was in order so he fired off a text and returned to reading.

    ---

    Ian was tucked into a booth in a darkened corner of the bar. In front of him was a tumbler with a single, massive ice cube surrounded by a mixture of dark liquor, brown sugar, and bitters. A twist of lemon rested on the rim of the glass and Ian hadn't yet tossed it onto the table. As it turned out, he liked a bit of visual flair with his drinks.

    A woman slid into the other side of the booth and for a moment Ian didn't recognize Julia. Her blonde hair was down and wavy. She'd done her makeup to accentuate her cheekbones and was wearing lipstick and eye shadow. She wore a skimpy black silk camisole and her nipples were quite clearly showing through the thin material. Ian had caught a glimpse of a dark red skirt that left quite a bit of thigh exposed. Julia had worn a slutty outfit at his behest in the past, but this wasn't that. This was sexy. This was the kind of sexiness he wasn't sure that Julia could pull off.

    "Damn," he said, bringing a smile to her face. "You look stunning, Julia."

    "So do you, for what it's worth."

    Ian had on slacks and a button up. He didn't often dress to impress, but he could pull it off when he wanted to.

    "Did Mark see you before you left?"

    She shook her head. "I think he would have been confused. He's out with a few friends tonight. A bachelor party, but the nerd version. They're playing board games and watching a movie, I think."

    Ian smiled. 

    "What? No snide crack about my boyfriend?"

    He shook his head. "No."

    "Is that because of your bookstore run-in with him?"

    "Maybe."

    Julia smiled and Ian felt her foot against his knee. She slid her hips forward a little and he smiled as the journey continued until her foot rested between his legs. Then, with a bigger smile, she asked, "I hear you'd be willing to let a woman fuck you with a strapon."

    Ian returned her smile. "Be honest, how did Mark share that bit of information with you? Was he smug? Did he act like I was a freak?"

    She shook her head. "I think, in a weird way, he looks up to you. You're far more worldly when it comes to women than he is and he's a bit envious of that. I think, more than anything, he was mystified by it. He can't quite wrap his head around the idea that a straight man would get fucked in the ass for any reason."

    Ian's cock was hard under the table, but a high-heeled footjob will do that to a man.

    "Did you mean it?" she asked.

    Ian nodded and Julia studied his face from across the table. "Are you getting any ideas?" he asked. It wasn't the conversation he'd pictured them having when he showed up at the bar, but the drink in front of him was his second and he was feeling loose.

    "Would it be weird if I did have ideas?"

    "No. I mean, given all the things I've done to you, I suppose I couldn't blame you for wanting to pay me back."

    She rubbed his cock harder and bit her lip. "I like the things you've done to me. I don't want or need revenge, Ian. I gave myself to you so you could do those things. I surrendered happily."

    "And now, perhaps because of the things I've showed you, you find yourself wondering if it might be fun to fuck a man? To stroke your cock and slide it into him from behind? To grab his hips and fuck him while he grunts and groans?"

    "Something like that, yes."

    Ian couldn't take his eyes off of her. Not only did she look sexier than she ever had, but she'd seemingly discovered a level of confidence she hadn't possessed before.

    "Are you wet, Julia?"

    "Yes."

    "And are you wearing your plug?"

    "Yes, I am."

    Ian slid out of the booth and stood by the table. Julia looked up at him and licked her lips. He gestured to where he'd been sitting and said, "Join me."

    Julia got up and slid past him, pressing her ass into his crotch in the process. She paused for a moment to extend the pleasure she offered him and then Julia stepped past him and moved into the booth. Ian joined her and rested his hand on her thigh.

    Their lips met a moment later and his fingers traveled up the smooth skin of her thigh. He found her panties quickly and pressed his fingers hard against them. He was greeted with warmth and wetness. An excess of wetness, in fact, signaling that perhaps merely dressing in such a sexy manner and strolling down the busy city streets was enough to dampen her loins.

    "What did Mark think of your plug?" Ian asked as his lips trailed over her neck.

    "He asked if I wanted to have anal sex."

    Ian moaned. "And do you?"

    She didn't answer at first. Instead, she moaned as Ian pulled her panties aside and slipped two fingers inside her.

    "Do you want my cock up your ass, Julia?" he asked.

    Her eyes were closed. Her back was slightly arched in her seat. "Yes."

    Ian pulled his hand from her panties and his fingers slipped into her mouth. Julia sucked them clean like she was fellating him and her hand found his bulge through his slacks, stroking it vigorously in the darkest corner of the bar.

    Eventually, Ian pulled his fingers from her wet, eager mouth and leaned away from Julia. She looked disappointed at first, but then she reached across the table, grabbed her drink, and took a sip.

    "Did Mark ask anything else about the plug?"

    She smiled. "He asked if I wanted him to wear it."

    "And what did you say?"

    "I asked if he'd be willing, after I got over the surprise of him asking, that is."

    Ian sipped his drink. "And was he willing?"

    She nodded. "Amazingly, he was. I guess wearing a plug is a lot different from getting fucked, at least in Mark's mind."

    Ian studied Julia and marveled at how different she looked from the bookish version of herself she usually presented to the world. The most incredible part, though, was that she seemed comfortable in her new skin. Ian wanted to believe it was because she was comfortable with him, because she liked dressing sexy for him, though he wasn't convinced that was the case.

    Julia threw back the rest of her drink and set the glass down with more force than was necessary. She swallowed hard, grabbed Ian's cock through his slacks, and said, "I've decided that I want to fuck you, Ian. Maybe not anytime soon, but I want it. I want to wear a cock. I want to bend you over. I want to slide into your ass. I want to pull your hair and spank you as I fuck you, as I call you names, as I make you take my cock until I'm screaming with pleasure."

    "Well, look how far you've come."

    "How far you've brought me," she corrected him.

    "Fair enough. I'll tell you what, you can fuck me right after you fuck your boyfriend."

    Ian spotted a fire in her eyes, though he wasn't sure if she was frustrated at his demand or eager to take on the challenge of convincing Mark to bend over and take it up the ass.

    "He'll do it for you, Julia," Ian said. "I saw it in his eyes when I talked to him at the bookstore. He might not enjoy it, but he's enamored with you and growing more so with each passing day. If you want to fuck him, Mark will bend over, spread his cheeks, and take it."

    She leaned over and kissed his neck. He could smell the alcohol on her breath. "Is that what you'll do, too, Ian? Will you bend over, spread your cheeks, and take it for me? Will you beg for it like a good slut?"

    Julia was throwing his words back at him and Ian was surprised at how turned on he was. He'd unleashed a monster of sorts when he'd shown Julia the joys of expanding her sexual boundaries beyond missionary in the dark and now he got to play with that monster.

    "We'll see," he said. "I suppose that's up to you. After all, if the person with the cock is compelling enough than they can get just about anyone to bend over and offer their holes."

    She kissed him fiercely. "I want you. I want your cock inside me."

    "Then let's go."

    They rushed out of the bar and got in an Uber. They touched incessantly on the ride and rushed into Ian's building and up to his apartment. He stripped off Julia's camisole and tossed it on the floor. Her panties followed, but the skirt stayed on.

    Ian pushed her to her knees and gathered her long hair in one hand. Julia lunged for his crotch but he pulled on her hair and kept her back. He unzipped his pants, freed his cock, and stroked himself slowly as she watched with genuine lust in her eyes.

    "Is this what you want, slut?" he asked.

    "Yes, please."

    Ian inched his cock closer and her lips parted. "Can you feel it, Julia? That tingling between your legs? That overpowering desire for a cock that makes you feel so much better than your boyfriend's dick does?"

    She nodded. "Please, let me suck it."

    Ian thought of Mark watching or listening to his girlfriend offer herself. It put a smile on his face and a charge of electric pleasure went off between his legs. He slid his cock into her mouth and kept going until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. Julia could deepthroat and she could do it well. She'd learned quickly, too, a surefire sign of her desire to please him.

    With a firm grip on her hair, Ian fucked Julia's mouth slowly and deeply. He gave her the opportunity to breathe every so often, but his rhythm was steady as her mouth and throat pleasured his cock and left him soaked in the thick saliva that came from deep in her oral cavity.

    Finally, Ian pulled back and released her hair. He helped Julia to her feet and she smiled at him. He couldn't resist kissing her. She stroked him vigorously as their tongues danced.

    "Please, Ian, fuck me," she said.

    "In my bedroom. On your hands and knees in my bed."

    Julia hurried to the bedroom and Ian followed. He undressed as he enjoyed the view of her ass with her skirt flipped up around her waist. He stroked himself and said, "Fuck yourself with the plug."

    Julia reached back, grasped the plug, and slowly moved it in and out of her ass. She moaned and he saw her wince a few times, but it seemed that her training with the toy had prepared her for what was about to happen.

    "I'm going to fuck your ass now," he said. "I'm going to cum in your ass, too. When I give you permission, you may rub your clit and have an orgasm. Then you're going to put the plug back in and go home to your boyfriend with my load in your rectum."

    Ian took the plug from her and set it on his nightstand. He crawled into bed behind her, spit on his cock, spit on her asshole, and then pushed himself inside her. She gripped the bed sheets and groaned as he filled her slowly.

    Ian pulled out and smiled at the sight of her ass gripping his cock. He knew it was wrong to take pleasure in having anal sex with Mark's girlfriend, but he fucking loved it. He loved that Julia was willing to give it up for him, that she was eager, even, to give him what he craved, what Mark would never have.

    "When you get home, I want you to clean the plug, empty your ass, and then give your boyfriend a blowjob. While you do, though, I want you to rub the plug around his asshole. I want you to lube it before you do so. I want you to slide it into him eventually. I want you to anally penetrate that little bitch and make him cum while you're doing it. Take his load in your mouth, swallow it, and then kiss him deeply while you work the plug in and out of him. Prime him for the ass fucking you're going to give him, Julia."

    She arched her back and moaned. "Can I masturbate?" she asked.

    "Not yet."

    Ian fucked her harder. Her ass was spectacularly tight and the view of his cock filling her was more than enough to bring him to the brink of a climax. "Play with your clit. Cum while I blow my load in your ass."

    Julia dropped her head and reached back to rub her clit. Ian fucked her face down, ass up and spanked her ass while doing so.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" he cried out before burying his dick in her ass and unloading. The notion that he was cumming where no man had cum before made the orgasm so much hotter. He pictured his seed spilling into her rectum, shot after shot flooding her anal canal while she filled his bedroom with wild, wondrous screams of pleasure.

    Ian pulled out and slipped the plug back inside her. He collapsed onto his back and Julia straightened her body in his bed and crawled towards him until her head rested on his heaving chest.

    "Do you want me to clean it?" she asked while grasping his cock at the base.

    "No."

    "I...I think I would, you know."

    He smiled. The bookish, shy, buttoned up girl was now offering to give an ass to mouth blowjob. It turns out that good dick was all she'd needed to find her true self, sexually speaking, at least.

    "That's not necessary," he said. "Though maybe next time I'll pull out and make you suck it clean before I cum in your ass."

    She situated her pussy against his thigh and moaned softly while rubbing her clit against him, leaving a trail of wetness on his skin.

    "Do you want to cum again, my little slut?" he asked.

    "I do."

    Ian slipped three fingers into her mouth and she rubbed herself vigorously against his thigh while sucking like she had his cock in her mouth. She came in less than a minute and he couldn't wipe the smile off his face.

    "It's time to head home," he said. "I expect a text confirming that you did exactly as I instructed. Before the night is over, you'll have penetrated your boyfriend's asshole for the first time. I won't be the last, though."

    Julia sat up and smiled at him. "I'm going to penetrate your asshole, too. Don't you forget about that. I will fuck you, Ian, and I will fuck you hard."

    Surprisingly, Ian was looking forward to it.

  
    Announcing Becca's Bitches

    Hello, my sweet femdom supporters!

    I'd like to let you know about Becca's Bitches, a new blog just for you:

    http://beccasbitches.beccabellamy.net/ 

    Head on over to check it out. The focus is going to be on femdom content, but my goal is to make it a little more interactive.

    Here's some of what you can look forward to:

    - Femdom tasks
- Writing tasks (through WriteForMe.org) - These are just short little sentences you have to write over and over. It should be fun and sexy.
- Keyholding
- Lots of naughty blogposts
- Video links
- Exclusive audio
- Cuckold Humiliation Handbook stories with pics and gifs
- Much more as I come up with naughty ideas

    I like the blog format because it allows me to create shorter posts built around sexy images and gifs and to explore quick ideas that don't really hold up to a full story.

    You'll have to link your Patreon account to access the content, but it should work with just one click (maybe two). Let me know if you have any problems, and if you have any ideas for other content I could add to the blog (especially ways to make it more interactive), please let me know.

    Enjoy!

  Another Man is Going to Make Your Wife Cum
Every wannabe cuckold thinks they’re ready for this. They think it would be the hottest thing in the world to watch someone else’s big cock slide into their wife’s pussy. They think nothing would be more arousing than listening to her moan as someone else fucks her. That’s certainly how it should be.It doesn’t always work that way, and you need to be ready for that. You need to be ready to feel an overwhelming sense of jealousy as she loses herself in having sex with another man. Look at that beautiful woman above. What if your wife looked like that with another man sucking her nipples and sliding his cock into her pussy?
You need to let go of your ego when you finally get to witness this moment. Let those feelings rise up in you and wash away. Concentrate on her pleasure. Concentrate on how erotic that is. You want your wife to cuckold you. You want her to cum hard on someone else’s cock. You want him to cum inside her.
Don’t be a bad cuckold. Don’t get jealous and anxious and angry that she’s having a good time. Be a good cuckold. Be the cuckold you know you can be. Be happy that she has someone else’s cock inside her. Be happy that he’s making her feel good. Be happy that he’s going to give her an orgasm and it’s probably going to be better than the ones you give her.

    Another Man Spices Up Our Vacation - Part 1

    Many years ago my husband and I bought a “Letters to Penthouse” volume at a bookstore with the idea of reading the stories to each other as a way to have a little naughty fun. It turned out to be my first exposure to his cuckold fantasy (though I’m not sure either of us really understood it was his fantasy at the time) as he always seemed to gravitate towards the stories with cuckold and hotwife-related themes. I see that experience as the beginning of so many wonderful things in my life, including this entirely unexpected and wonderful job of writing erotica for you.

    The Stories You Can Read Your Cuckold series is inspired by those stories we read each other all those years ago. You can read them to your partner or vice versa, or you can enjoy them as if someone was reading to you (if you’re a supporter at the Audio level you can listen to one story a month being read to you). They’re all confessions of wild, unexpected sexual adventures, just like the Penthouse letters were. I hope you enjoy them :)

    P.S. - Writing this one turned me on. Perhaps that's my body telling me how I should spend my next vacation :)

    
      
    

    I swear, if it wasn’t for the all-inclusive nature of the Sandals resort we stayed at, I’m absolutely certain I wouldn’t have had sex with another man while my husband watched. I can’t imagine the thought ever would have entered my head, but halfway through our vacation I was on my back in our bed with another man inside me.

    It started at the resort’s beach bar. They offered drinks and dancing and I’m pretty sure the whole point was to get people in the mood to have sex. The drinks were included – like I said, it was an all-inclusive resort – so I got a strawberry daiquiri and my husband got something with a whole lot of rum in it. We watched the other couples dance while downing enough liquid courage to get on the dance floor ourselves.

    About halfway through my drink my husband leans in and mentions that there’s a guy that’s been staring at me the entire time we’ve been in the bar. I try my best to be casual as I check out the guy that’s been checking me out. When I see how good looking he is I flash a flirty smile without knowing what I’m doing. He smiles back and I feel this rush like I’m in college again and flirting with a cute boy.

    I figured that’s as far as it would go, but the guy comes over. I have this moment of panic like I’ve done something terribly wrong and my husband is going to be mad at me for flirting. The guy is in front of us before I can gather my thoughts.

    “Your wife is very beautiful,” he says to my husband. “Would you mind if I danced with her?”

    “Not at all,” my husband says.

    The guy offers his hand and I turn to my husband. He smiles and nods towards the dance floor. It’s vacation and I’ve got just enough alcohol in me to ignore any potential consequences, so I take the guy’s hand and he leads me into the crowd of people dancing.

    He’s a good dancer. Like, a really good dancer. He dances in that seductive way some men – vanishingly few, in my experience – can dance. I can’t help but move my hips along with him. I smile when he tells me how beautiful I am. I feel desire when he reaches out and touches my hips. When he pulls me closer I offer no resistance. My husband sent me onto the dance floor, after all. He wouldn’t be upset that I’m actually dancing, would he?

    Then he spins me around and I’m staring at my husband as I dance with another man. At first I feel a little nervous that I’m going to see anger on my husband’s face. I don’t, though. He looks, well, turned on. I know him well. I know that look.

    “I think your husband likes that you’re dancing with me,” the handsome man whispers.

    He moves my hair to one side, exposing my neck. He pulls my hips back and my ass presses into his crotch. He leans down and plants the softest kiss on that spot right between my neck and shoulder. My legs turn to jelly for a moment. What a kiss.

    I look at my husband. All I see is arousal on his face and in his body language. I feel it too, though it’s not entirely clear which man I feel the desire for.

    He spins me around and we dance. Feeling emboldened by my husband’s tacit approval, I press my body into his and put my arms around his neck. We move in sync as I feel more of that same desire.

    I look up at him. He smiles at me. A new, slower song comes over the sound system. His hands move to my hips and we dance while staring into each other’s eyes. Eventually, I kiss him. I think of my husband watching as I open my mouth and welcome another man’s tongue for the first time since my first date with my husband. My whole body is alive with desire. I can feel his desire, too.

    The song ends and he leans down and whispers, “You’re a wonderful dancer. Will you dance with me tomorrow night?”

    “Yes,” I say.

    He kisses my neck one more time and says, “Go to your husband. Give him what he craves. Take what you crave from him.” He steps back and melts into the crowd.

    I turn and see my husband with that same wild look of desire in his eyes. I smile and walk towards him. Instead of saying anything I kiss him as I take his hand. I pull him towards the dance floor with our lips locked together. We move to the music as we kiss. If he had any concerns over me kissing another man, they’ve disappeared. I can feel his desire. I can feel mine, too.

    Not long after, we got back to the room. Neither of us mentions the other man, but I’m thinking about him and I’m pretty sure my husband is too as we have sex. I say that because it’s really, really good sex. It’s better than the sex we’ve had in recent years. It’s passionate and heated and vigorous and my orgasm is out of this world. Based on the noises my husband makes, his orgasm is exceptional too.

    We don’t speak about the other man in the aftermath of our orgasms. Instead, we cuddle in the bed. I run my hands through his chest hair and listen to his heart beating hard and he runs his hands down my back, occasionally caressing my bottom in a way I find quite pleasing.

    The next day we’re both more affectionate, though we don’t mention the man at the bar. He touches me more often and with greater sensuality. We kiss more often throughout the day. We both feel desire – his is always obvious, of course. I give him a little treat and play with his cock as we’re swimming, but we don’t go back to the room to have sex. I don’t want to. I want to wait to see what happens that night at the bar.

    It isn’t until after dinner that my husband mentions the bar. He asks if I want to go back. I tell him I do. Neither of us mentions my friend from the night before, though I’m certain we’re both thinking of him.

    We arrive at the bar at the same time. We order drinks. We’re both looking around the bar and trying not to be obvious about it. Our first drinks are finished by the time my new friend appears. He smiles at me. He moves towards us with purpose.

    He nods at my husband and sits next to me. He tells me he’s been thinking about me all day. I glance at my husband and tell my friend I’ve been thinking about him too.

    His hand moves to my knee and his fingers deftly work their way under my dress and up my thigh. He stops halfway to my crotch and every inch of my skin feels like it’s alive with pleasure. He leans closer and tells me I’m the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen. Even though it’s almost certainly not true, I believe him.

    He looks past me and at my husband. “Is she not the most beautiful woman in the world?” he asks.

    “She is,” my husband agrees.

    He leans closer and for a moment I’m certain he’s going to kiss me with my husband sitting just a few feet away. Instead, he smiles, takes my hand, and pulls me to the dance floor. I feel like I’m floating on a cloud as our bodies move together. I’m riding a little bit of a buzz from my drink, but it’s the desire that’s truly potent. I can feel it everywhere, through every inch of my body.

    His hands move freely over my body, though he’s not being lewd. We’re in public, after all. He teases with his touch, coming just short of grabbing my butt and openly groping my breasts as his fingers move around every erogenous zone he can get to.

    Over and over he leans in like he’s going to kiss me and pulls away at the last second. He’s teasing me. He’s trying to make me desperate. It’s working. Each time I feel my need for him grow. Each time he pulls away I want him a little more. I glance at my husband a few times and it seems that he feels the same way.

    We dance for a handful of songs before he takes me back to the bar. He orders a round of drinks. He toasts to my exquisite beauty. We drink and he leans in. This time he kisses me. I put my drink on the bar and reach up. My hand finds its way to the back of his neck as my lips part. I’m desperate for him in a way I haven’t felt in a long time. I know my husband is watching from just a few feet away and it seems that he’s just fine with me sharing eager kisses with my new friend.

    We talk, kiss, and finish our drink at the bar. My husband is a spectator throughout. My new friend takes my hand and I think he’s going to lead me back to the dance floor. He doesn’t, though. Instead, he leads me right out of the bar and towards the beach. My husband remains on his seat at the bar.

    We walk down the stone path and onto the beach. The moon lights our way as he takes me to a clustered stand of palm trees. He stops and I lean against one of the trees as he kisses me. He lifts the bottom of my dress and pushes his fingers into my panties. I make no effort to stop him. He runs his fingers over my labia, discovers my wetness, and gently penetrates me. He gathers my wetness and uses it to lubricate his fingers and my clit. He plays with me until I’m moaning into his mouth as an intense orgasm overwhelms me. For a few moments I’m incapable of thought or movement. All I can do is hope I don’t collapse into the sand as my legs shake and my toes curl.

    He pulls his fingers from my panties and I grab his wrist. I lift his hand to my lips and take his fingers into my mouth. I hold his gaze as I suck them clean. It’s the first time I’ve ever done that and it thrills me, especially because it seems to bring him such pleasure.

    I reach for his crotch but he steps away. I tell him I want to make him feel good like he made me feel good. He tells me to go to my husband. He tells me he’ll be at the bar tomorrow night. He tells me to meet him once again. Then he walks off down the beach as I lean against the tree and contemplate how disappointed I am that I didn’t get to make a stranger cum on a beach. My thoughts turn to the next night, to the pleasures it might hold.

    I go back to the bar. My husband is still sitting on the stool. He looks a little sad, but he perks up when he sees me. I wonder if he can tell that I’ve just had an orgasm. I join him at the bar. I ask the bartender for the bill, we pay, and I take my husband back to the hotel room.

    He asks where my new friend took me. I take my husband’s clothes off as I tell him everything. I stroke him until his heavy breathing makes it obvious he’s getting close. I push him into the bed and straddle him. I take him inside me. We kiss as I ride him. He lasts long enough for us both to orgasm. I’m thinking of my new friend as my husband cums inside me. I suspect he’s thinking the same thing.

    We kiss as I remain on top. I tell my husband that my new friend wants to see me again the next night. He tells me he wants the same thing. We cuddle and then shower together. He’s hard again by the time our shower is over. I take him back to the bed and we make love, this time for far longer. We both orgasm and I can’t help but think about what my new friend has in store for our next night at the bar.

    I’ll finish my story in the next part…

  
    Another Man Spices Up Our Vacation - Part 2

    Many years ago my husband and I bought a “Letters to Penthouse” volume at a bookstore with the idea of reading the stories to each other as a way to have a little naughty fun. It turned out to be my first exposure to his cuckold fantasy (though I’m not sure either of us really understood it was his fantasy at the time) as he always seemed to gravitate towards the stories with cuckold and hotwife-related themes. I see that experience as the beginning of so many wonderful things in my life, including this entirely unexpected and wonderful job of writing erotica for you.

    The Stories You Can Read Your Cuckold series is inspired by those stories we read each other all those years ago. You can read them to your partner or vice versa, or you can enjoy them as if someone was reading to you (if you’re a supporter at the Audio level you can listen to one story a month being read to you). They’re all confessions of wild, unexpected sexual adventures, just like the Penthouse letters were. I hope you enjoy them :)

    
      
    

    As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait until the next night to see my new friend again. Instead, he found me in one of the resort’s hot tubs.

    My husband isn’t a big fan of hot tubs – he overheats quickly – so he’s sitting in one of the two lounge chairs they’ve set out by the hot tub. The area is small and secluded and seems like it’s built for romance, much like the rest of the resort. I’m in the hot tub with a drink resting on the tiled edge, though most of the rum is already in my stomach. I’m warm, I’m relaxed, and I’m a little bit buzzed.

    I see someone walking up the path with a towel slung over his shoulder. The sun is behind him and it obscures his face. It’s not until he gets closer that I see that it’s my new friend. My husband looks up from his phone and watches in silence as my new friend kicks off his sandals, pulls off his shirt, drops his towel on the lounge chair and slips into the water.

    I think of the night before as he moves next to me. I think of his fingers in my panties. I think of the orgasm I had and the way my body shook. I think of the sex my husband and I had afterwards.

    “I can’t stop thinking about you,” he says as our bodies touch under the water. “I couldn’t wait until tonight. I had to see you again.”

    I want him. My body wants him. The encounters I’ve had with my husband the past two nights make me think he wants me to want my new friend. I lean in and kiss him. He kisses me back. It’s intense. It’s sexy. My desire is immediate. I moan as our tongues entwine.

    I straddle him in the hot tub. I move my hips like he’s already inside me, like we’re fucking in the water. I feel him get hard as we kiss. I feel his desire for me. It deepens my own. I want him. I need him. I crave him.

    “I want you,” I say to him. I don’t consider that I’m in public or that my husband is just a few feet away. I want him. My desire is all I can think about.

    His hand moves under the water and into my bikini bottoms. His fingers find my clit and he pleasures me like he did the night before. I moan immediately. I’m not sure why, but it feels better when he touches me. It’s like my body is more receptive to pleasure when he’s the one delivering it. We kiss as he continues to drive me mad with desire. I wonder if what he really likes is teasing me and making me desperate for him.

    I arch my back and pull aside my bikini top, exposing one of my breasts. He leans forward and takes my nipple into his mouth. My pleasure intensifies as his tongue moves over my flesh. I moan and I’m quite certain it’s too loud. I can’t help it, though.

    “Please,” I say, though I’m not sure what I’m asking for. Do I want him to fuck me? Do I want him to make me cum? My mind is so foggy with desire that I can’t think clearly.

    He pulls his fingers from my bikini bottoms, releases my nipple from the grasp of his lips, and gently spins me around in the water. I sit in his lap once more and look at my husband, who has a look of wonder on his face.

    My new friend reaches into my bikini bottoms once more. His fingers find my clit again. I moan again. The pleasure must be visible on my face. My new friend reaches into my bikini top. His touch is skillful. He is clearly a man with a great deal of experience in making women feel good. I am putty in his hands. I feel his erection pressing into my ass. He wants me. His desire deepens my arousal.

    My husband looks enraptured. He’s watching another man pleasure me and it seems like he couldn’t be happier. It makes me feel free to completely give myself over to my new friend.

    “Tell your husband you want me,” he whispers before kissing my neck.

    I look at my husband and moan as I feel my body nearing an orgasm. “I want him,” I say. “I need him.”

    My husband doesn’t say anything, but he doesn’t have to. I can see the arousal all over his face. It’s almost like he’s vibrating with desire. I suspect he’d enjoy masturbating to what’s unfolding in front of him, but he has the good sense to keep himself in his swimsuit.

    My new friend makes me cum in the hot tub. He expertly works my clit and my breasts with his fingers and I have a beautiful orgasm. It feels like it goes on forever and the pleasure ricochets from head to toe. I feel a sense of complete relaxation and joy as it comes to an end. He wraps his arms around me and holds me tight as his erection continues to press into my ass.

    He lifts me off his lap and I reach between his legs. I find his cock. I wrap my fingers around it and stroke him through his swimsuit. I want to make him feel good. I’m desperate to show him the pleasure he’s shown me over the past few days.

    He reaches down and lifts my hand from his cock. He smiles and says, “I’ll see you tonight.”

    He steps out of the hot tub and his swimsuit clings to his crotch. I get a glimpse of the outline of his cock before he turns away from me and grabs his towel. He’s as large as he felt in my hand. I’m disappointed that he’s walking away, but now I have something to look forward to for the rest of the day.

    After my new friend walks away, I get out of the hot tub and take my husband back to our room. I consider having sex with him but decide that I want to save myself in case my new friend wants to fuck me later that night. I give my husband a handjob instead. He cums quickly as we talk about him watching me in the hot tub.

    My new friend is at the bar when we arrive that night. I sit next to him and my husband sits next to me. Feeling confident, I kiss him and reach down to caress his leg. I want to make him desire me. I want to make him feel like he’s made me feel the past few nights. I want him to want me.

    He orders drinks. We flirt and talk and kiss as we enjoy them. My husband sits and watches. He doesn’t interject. I glance at him from time to time. Once again he seems enraptured. He likes that I’ve gotten completely caught up in my desire for another man. I don’t question it. I embrace it. It’s vacation, after all.

    We finish our drinks and my new friend takes me to the dance floor. We join the other couples but it feels like we’re alone. He’s the only one I can see. Our bodies move together, like we’ve known each other for years. He touches me like he did that first night. My desire is deeper, though. I know what he offers. I know how he can make me feel. Every time he touches me I want more of it. I crave him like I’ve never craved anyone.

    We kiss like we’re on our honeymoon. I feel his desire when he presses his body against mine. He wants me. I know he wants me. I need him. I need him to take me, to make love to me. I need to be with him.

    “I want you,” I whisper after a kiss. “I want you to have me, to take me, to make love to me.”

    He takes my hand and we depart the dance floor and the bar. I glance at my husband and smile. He remains in his seat.

    My new friend takes me to his room. He has a bungalow that overlooks the ocean. He opens the door facing the water and I can hear the waves lapping at the shore as he moves behind me and loosens the straps of my sundress. I look out at the moonlit ocean as my dress falls to the floor. I’m not wearing anything underneath.

    He remains behind me and kisses my neck as his hands move over my body. His fingers find my wetness and I moan as he penetrates me. My hands remain at my sides as I surrender to my desire for my new friend. I give my body to him. I want him to do as he desires for I’m confident that what he desires most of all is my pleasure.

    He gently spins me around and we kiss as I unbutton his shirt. He pulls it off and it falls to the floor as my fingers move over his muscular chest, down his stomach, and between his legs. I unbutton his shorts. They fall to the floor. I slide his underwear down. I wrap my fingers around his cock. It feels so good to touch him. He moans for me. I feel intense excitement as the head of his cock probes between my legs as we kiss. His flesh touches my clit and my body wobbles as I feel a sudden need to have him inside me.

    He picks me up as if I’m weightless, surprising me with his strength. He takes me to the bed and lays me on the soft white sheets. I wrap my legs around him as we kiss. I feel the head of his cock probing my pussy lips. He backs away and reaches for the nightstand. I tell him I’m on birth control and that as long as he’s clean he doesn’t have to use a condom. He smiles and comes back to me. Our lips meet. Our tongues entwine. He plays with my breasts as I reach down and stroke his cock. I rub the head over my pussy lips. I bathe him in my juices. He moans into my mouth.

    He slips inside me. He fills me slowly. The sensations of pleasure are exquisite. They emanate from my pelvis and fill my body. I tingle from head to toe in the most intensely satisfying way imaginable. He kisses my neck as he slides in and out of me. I wrap my arms around him and hold him close. I want to feel his body on top of mine. I want as much contact as possible as he makes love to me.

    The sex is slow and sensual. He draws it out, letting me indulge in the pleasure of having a new man inside me. The days of build-up pay off. The sex is so much better than I dreamed it would be.

    We cum together. My orgasm is intense and overwhelmingly satisfying. Again I’m thankful for the days of teasing and desire. The noises he makes while cumming inside me indicate that he too has enjoyed a thoroughly satisfying climax.

    He asks me to spend the night. I text my husband to say that I’ll be with my new friend until the morning. He supports my decision. We decouple and move to the deck of his bungalow. He pulls the room’s couch out for us to sit on. We cuddle up. We talk a little. We kiss a lot. Eventually I end up in his lap. We make love again. He cums inside me again.

    We make our way to the bed not long after. I fall asleep in his arms. I wake up to the sounds of the ocean, the sun’s light spilling through the still-open doors, and the feeling of his erection against my ass.

    He wakes up as I’m gently rubbing my backside against him. He kisses my neck and his hands move over my body. He touches me in all the right places. His cock finds its way to my pussy. He slides inside me. We make love in the spoon position. He cums inside me while rubbing my clit. I climax moments after him. He remains inside me until he goes soft.

    I bid him goodbye not long after. I go back to my husband. I wake him up with my mouth. I tell him my new friend climaxed inside me not long ago. He asks me to straddle him and take him inside me. We make love. It’s messy in the most beautiful way imaginable. He cums quickly. He tells me it’s the best orgasm he’s ever had.

    I spend the remaining three nights of our vacation with my new friend. We make love multiple times each night. My husband enjoys me again each morning. Each orgasm seems better than the last.

    We fly home happier than when we arrived. We discuss returning to Sandals in a year. My new friend will be there. We will meet again. We will surrender to our desires for each other. We will have a beautiful vacation.

  Another Man's Seed is Growing in Your Wife's Belly
This happens more than you might think, cuckold. When it comes to having a baby, a woman’s subconscious drives her to seek out superior seed. You know that’s not you, right? You’re going to be a wonderful father and a capable provider, but you know that a better, stronger man carries superior seed in his balls and that he’s the one that’s going to get your wife pregnant.Can you imagine the pleasure of that, cuckold? Can you imagine all the bareback sex you’re going to get to watch? Can you hear her moaning for him? Imagine her dressed in a breathtaking lingerie set as she welcomes her lover to your marital bed. Imagine her lying back and spreading her legs so he can see the wetness of her pussy and her swollen labia. Imagine her looking in his eyes and saying, “Cum inside me. Please, cum inside me and get me pregnant.”
You can, can’t you? Are you feeling a little something between your legs? Is your cock stirring to life? When you let someone else get her pregnant, you get to witness this sort of pleasure over and over. It usually takes lots of trying before his seed takes hold, so you’ll be in the bedroom pulling on your small cock plenty as your wife lets someone with a bigger, better dick fill her with his cum. You’ll get to see them cuddle afterwards. You’ll get to see her try and hold his cum inside her. You’ll get to see how badly she wants to be pregnant with his DNA reproducing with hers.

    Any Issues Using the Private Blog¿

    Hello,

    A quick question. I'm planning on adding lots of new content to the Private Blog starting next month and I'm getting error messages galore on the site, so I'm wondering if anyone is having issues accessing the content (I know one Patron is).

    Can those of you that have access give it a quick look and leave a comment if you're having issues accessing the content?

    https://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks 

    Thanks

  
    Anything to be a Star - Part 1

    "Can I get you anything? A water? Coffee? A soda?" the young woman behind the desk asked.

    Sarah looked up and smiled. She'd barely heard what the bright-eyed assistant had said. "No, I'm okay."

    "You don't have to be nervous," she replied with a smile. "I know that's not really a helpful thing to say, but Mark is really nice, and he loved your audition. He's not going to bite your head off or anything. You're just going to talk about the part."

    Sarah laughed, mostly at how obvious her anxiety was. She'd been tapping her foot for the past ten minutes and couldn't stop fiddling with her fingers, almost entirely because she was overwhelmingly nervous. She was sitting in the office of a massively successful movie producer who held the fate of her acting career in his hand. The director had loved her audition and apparently the producer had too, which was why she was moments away from a one-on-one meeting with him.

    "Thank you," Sarah said. "I think I just can't help it, you know? I've been in town for two years and this is by far the biggest meeting I've ever had. My boyfriend tried his best to keep me calm, too, but some things are just really hard to keep calm about."

    The receptionist smiled. "I understand. I totally understand. Just know, Mark is one of the good ones. He doesn't do the whole screaming producer thing. He's just a nice guy."

    Sarah nodded. "I appreciate you saying that. I do. I feel a little calmer, too, so thank you for that."

    The door opened and an actress that looked a lot like Sarah - which made perfect sense, given that they were up for the same part - stepped out of the producer's office, turned to say goodbye, and offered Sarah an entirely phony smile of the sort she'd seen from almost every other girl she auditioned against.

    "Sarah?" Mark – a handsome man more than twice her age that exuded success and power – said as he appeared in the doorway. "Come on in."

    Sarah stood, smiled, and tried her best not to seem nervous as she strode into the office. They shook hands and Sarah instantly regretted not wiping her palms to get rid of the sweat that made her nervousness so obvious.

    "Can I get you anything?" Mark asked before shutting the door. "Water? Coffee? Soda?"

    She shook her head. "No. Thank you. I'm good."

    The spacious office was decorated with proof of Mark's prowess as a producer. Framed Variety and Hollywood Reporter articles touting the opening weekend numbers of his most successful films hung on the walls. Numerous photos of him with some of the most powerful, successful directors and actors in Hollywood adorned the shelves where most people would have stored books. It was almost certainly a conscious choice to remind anyone that walked in that Mark was at the top of his field, and it certainly had that effect on Sarah.

    "So, Sarah," Mark began as he sat behind his shiny mahogany desk. "My preference is to get right to the point, so I'm just going to jump in. You absolutely smashed your audition. The chemistry read with Alex was terrific. You have the director's backing. You have my backing."

    It took a great deal of energy for Sarah to refrain from dancing around the room as Mark neared the moment where he offered her a part that would likely change her life.

    "The studio, though, is a little concerned," Mark said.

    Sarah's shoulders dropped and she tried her best not to look disappointed.

    "Not in the way you might think, though," Mark continued. "You see, they're thinking of this as a franchise. They want three, four, five of these movies over the next ten to fifteen years."

    Suddenly Sarah was beaming again. She was no longer on the verge of a life changing role. She was on the verge of a role that would set her up for the next decade, that would turn her into a movie star.

    "Now, the studio wants a fresh face for this part, but the trouble with that is we don't know much about the fresh faces in this town. We don't know if you're hiding a drug addiction, or you're going to lose your mind once you get famous and create a massive PR headache for the studio that will torpedo the franchise before it even gets off the ground," Mark said.

    "Oh, no, I'm not like that," Sarah replied.

    Mark held his hand up, casually and effectively shutting her up. "Everyone says that, Sarah. Literally everyone. I could tell you stories of the actors and actresses that have sat in that chair and assured me that they have their shit together, that they're not going to lose their minds if they get famous, and that have done that exact thing."

    Sarah wanted to argue her case. She'd never dabbled in drugs of any kind. She'd been with her boyfriend for five years. She was as stable as an actress could be, and certainly way more stable than the kinds of people Mark was talking about.

    "I will tell you this. The girl who was just in here, the one that also nailed her audition, she has a history of DUI arrests. Three of them before the age of 25, and she handled it poorly when I asked her about it. Very poorly, so she's out. You don't have any arrests at all, though," Mark said.

    Sarah tried her best to hide the smile that formed upon hearing that at least one of her competitors was already out.

    "In fact, your background check was pristine," Mark continued. "And your social media is clean, and from what I can tell, you and your...boyfriend...husband?"

    "Boyfriend," she replied.

    "You've been together for a long time, it seems."

    Sarah nodded. "Five years."

    "Good. That's very good. That's all very good. So here's what we're going to do, Sarah. Tomorrow night, I'm hosting a gathering at my house. A few of the decision makers from the studio are going to be there. You and your boyfriend are going to come. We're going to have dinner and drinks and you're going to impress them. If you do, the part is almost certainly yours. If you don't, the search continues. Okay?" Mark explained.

    Sarah stared at him for a few seconds before asking, "Wait, so...you're saying that if I do a good job tomorrow that I might secure the lead female role in a franchise movie?"

    Mark smiled. "I'm saying that if you do a good job tomorrow you're going to become a movie star, Sarah. Guaranteed."

    She couldn't contain her giddiness. It was impossible. It felt like the joy was going to burst out of her. Sarah leapt to her feet, raised her hands, and jumped in the air before dancing around the office.

    "Thank you, thank you, thank you," she said.

    "Don't thank me," Mark replied, though he too was smiling. "You still have a lot of work to do, Sarah. The studio execs can be hard asses. They're going to grill you. In essence, they're doing due diligence on a project they plan on spending hundreds of millions of dollars on, so they're not fucking around."

    Sarah took a deep breath and nodded. "I know. I know. I don't have the part yet. I have work to do. I do. But, I'm right for this. I am."

    "I agree," Mark said. "You just have to prove it. Be at my house at seven. Janet - my assistant - will give you the address. Attire is a dress and heels for you and a business casual for your boyfriend. You want to look classy and sophisticated, not slutty. Sorry to be so blunt, but I once had an actress show up to something like this dressed like a pornstar. It was not a good look."

    Sarah nodded again. "Okay. I'll wear the right dress. I will. I'll do everything right. I will."

    Mark stood, came around his desk, and shook her hand. "I'll see you tomorrow night, then."

    She very nearly hugged him, but that would have been unprofessional, so Sarah smiled and said, "Thank you," before walking out of his office, getting his address from the assistant, and heading home buzzing with joy.

    
      
    

    Sarah went all out to ensure the night was a success. She shelled out $1,000 for a red lace Balenciaga dress that fit flawlessly. She bought a new pair of heels that cost almost as much as the dress. She got her hair and makeup professionally done to ensure she looked absolutely perfect. She borrowed an absurdly expensive pair of earrings from a friend.

    Tom - Sarah's boyfriend - went all out, too. He got an absurdly expensive hair cut in Beverly Hills. He paid a fortune to have a suit tailored so he looked like the kind of guy that should be dating a movie star. He did his best to study up on the movie business so he could avoid looking like an idiot when the conversation turned towards Sarah's future that night.

    Their efforts paid off. The four studio execs - and their spouses - that showed up seemed utterly enchanted with Sarah. They grilled her just as Mark said they would, including going into some depth as to why she and Tom weren't married and if they had any plans on getting married (they did, but weren't in a rush since they were still just 25 years old). One of the execs went so far as to ask about Sarah's family and if any of them would be the sort to try and make a quick payday by selling unpleasant stories about her to the tabloids (she couldn't imagine anyone in her family doing such a thing).

    Sarah was exhausted by the time it was over, but she was also fairly certain she'd done a good job, as each of the execs offered effusive praise while saying their goodbyes. Ultimately, though, it was the look on Mark's face - a look he shared only after everyone else has left - that filled Sarah with confidence.

    "You nailed it," he said with a smile. "You absolutely nailed it. In fact, you nailed it so well that we need to pop a bottle of champagne."

    Sarah looked at Tom to see if he was okay with staying a little longer and he offered a smile. "That would be great," she said.

    Mark turned and headed for the kitchen. "Follow me."

    His house was in the Hollywood Hills and the sort that Sarah had only seen in movies. It was so big it seemed a little silly for just one man to live in it - Mark was divorced - and yet it was also the perfect place to host famous and powerful people and to seem like Mark absolutely belonged in that class of people. The infinity pool that overlooked Los Angeles was particularly alluring and Sarah had found herself fantasizing about owning a house just like Mark's on more than one occasion over the course of the evening.

    Once in the kitchen, Mark pulled a bottle of champagne from the refrigerator - it seemed he'd expected the night to go well - and poured a glass for all three of them.

    "A toast to you, Sarah," he said as they all raised their glasses.

    Sarah sipped the exquisite champagne and allowed herself to feel the sense of joy that had been bubbling under the surface for most of the day. It felt like she was on the cusp of realizing all of her dreams and that was a feeling unlike any other.

    "Come," Mark said as he grabbed the bottle of champagne and departed the kitchen.

    Sarah and Tom followed their host to his living room and out into the backyard. They walked past the pool to a meticulously designed outdoor lounge area with two plush couches and a fire pit.

    Mark gestured to one of the couches as he sat on the other. With the press of a button on his phone the fire came to life, adding an extra touch of beauty to an already perfect moment.

    "How do you feel?" Mark asked.

    Sarah took Tom's hand, squeezed it tight, and replied, "As happy as I've ever been."

    Mark turned to Tom, smiled, and said, "And how do you feel?"

    "I think I might be even happier than Sarah," he answered. "I know her better than anyone, and I know that she works harder than anyone and is just as talented and beautiful as any actor in Hollywood. She's not the kind of person to take an opportunity like this for granted. She's going to work harder than any other actor would. You will not regret casting her."

    Mark looked at Sarah and offered a smile that left her just a touch unsettled. "Well, I haven't cast her quite yet. I now have the studio's blessing, but they left the decision up to me."

    That unsettled feeling deepened. Mark's assistant had been so sure he was a good guy, that he wasn't the sort of producer that people told horror stories about, and yet Sarah couldn't shake the feeling that her evening was about to take an unpleasant turn.

    "You see, Sarah," Mark began before taking a long sip of his champagne, "I don't need money. Not anymore. I've made enough to last several lifetimes. I don't really need power, either. I have plenty of that. I can get just about anyone in town on the phone and they'll actually listen to what I have to say."

    He finished his champagne and while Mark leaned forward to grab the bottle from the ground and refill his glass, Sarah took the opportunity to steal a glance at Tom, who looked just as concerned as she did.

    "So," Mark continued, "I find myself wanting the things I'm not supposed to want, that I'm not supposed to have, that I'm not supposed to ask for."

    "What sort of things?" Tom asked.

    Mark sat back, stared at Tom for a few seconds, and then turned his attention to Sarah. Gone was the charming smile of a skilled producer. In its place was the hungry look of a predator.

    "There was a time in Hollywood when an actress had just one way of becoming a movie star," Mark said. "No one talked about it publicly, but everyone accepted it because the studios were owned by men, not corporate conglomerates. Times have changed, of course, and to be honest, I wouldn't have much trouble fucking just about any young actress I desired without promising her anything, let alone movie stardom."

    Mark fell silent and stared at Sarah in a way that felt deeply unsettling. His eyes moved slowly over her body and she suddenly wished she was wearing sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt to try and short circuit what felt like a predatory kind of lust.

    Then Mark turned his attention to Tom and smiled. "I imagine, Tom, that had I propositioned your lovely girlfriend at our meeting yesterday afternoon that she might have yielded to my desires and given me a blowjob right then and there in my office. She might have even agreed to bend over my desk so I could take her pussy from behind. After all, getting fucked is a small price to pay to become a movie star, don't you think?"

    Sarah looked at Tom and was surprised to find him nodding in agreement. She was stunned that he thought she'd even consider having sex in exchange for a part. She'd never do that. Then again, it wasn't just a part that Mark was offering. It was much more than a part. It was a career. It was as close to guaranteed movie stardom as she would ever get.

    "If I'm being honest, I thought about it," Mark continued. He smiled and took another sip of champagne before focusing his attention once more on Tom. "But that's boring. A quick fuck. A momentary exertion of power over someone. It just doesn't do it for me."

    "What does?" Tom asked.

    "I'm glad you asked," Mark replied. "You see, it's the fact that you're both so normal, so healthy - at least as far as I can tell - that intrigues me. You're a young, happy couple. You both had flawless background checks. As far as we can tell, no one has ever said anything bad about either of you on social media. You're also deeply in love."

    "Yes, we are," Sarah said.

    Mark didn't look her way, keeping his attention on Tom. "Most actresses would gladly betray their husbands - let alone their boyfriends - for a chance at stardom, but I'm not sure Sarah would. I think she might actually pass it up because she loves you so much, Tom. I don't think she'd want to hurt you."

    "I don't, I couldn't," Sarah said.

    Again Mark kept his attention focused on Tom. "That's why I want you to give her to me, Tom. I want you to convince your beautiful girlfriend - and future wife - to let me have her."

    Sarah looked at Tom to try and gauge his reaction to the appalling proposal Mark had just made, but his face was expressionless. "Tom," she said softly. "We should leave. Forget this. It's not worth it. Forget him."

    "It's not just that, though," Mark continued, completely ignoring Sarah. "Because I don't just want to have her, Mark. I want to have her while you watch, and I want her to put on a good performance. I want her to show me that she's a good actress, that she can play any part, and I want her to put on that performance while you're there to witness it."

    "Tom," Sarah pleaded, but he refused to look at her.

    "And, finally, I want to have her for the next three days. You'll both stay in my house. Sarah will sleep in my bed and you'll sleep in one of the guest bedrooms. Don't worry, though, if I want to fuck her in the middle of the night I'll call you into the bedroom so you can watch," Mark said. "If you make it through to Sunday night, Sarah gets the part and becomes a movie star in the blink of an eye. Not only will she get to be part of a new franchise, countless offers will roll in once the rest of the town hears that she's been cast. Her dreams will come true. Your dreams for her will come true. You'll both have everything you ever wanted."

    "And if I don't want to give her to you?" Tom asked.

    "You leave now, we cast someone else in the part, and Sarah joins a million other actresses trying to make their dreams into reality," Mark answered matter-of-factly. "I won't work against her success. I don't care enough to do that, but you both know how much of a struggle it is. You both know this is her only real chance."

    "Tom, let's go," Sarah said. "Honestly, let's go. Fuck this. Fuck him."

    Tom finally looked at her. She expected to see anger in his eyes, to see him working hard not to leap over the fire pit and choke Mark. There was no anger in his eyes, though. He looked conflicted, like he was seriously considering Mark's request.

    Then he stood and helped Sarah to her feet. She breathed a sigh of relief. Tom had come to his senses. That was the only thing that made sense.

    Tom stepped in front of Sarah and reached up to caress her face. He leaned in and their lips met for a tender kiss that left Sarah more confused than anything.

    "Everything you want is right in front of you, Sarah," he said softly.

    "No, Tom," she replied.

    He smiled. "Yes, Sarah. It's not some small part he's offering. This is career making. What he wants is awful, but it's also just a few days of awfulness. Despite what he said, this isn't my decision to make...but if it was...I'd do what it took to make your dreams come true, Sarah."

    Sarah was stunned, and yet, from a certain perspective, it made sense. Tom knew her better than anyone, which meant he understood better than anyone just how strong Sarah's drive was to achieve what Mark was offering. He understood it and it seemed that he was willing to make an incredible sacrifice for her to get what she wanted.

    "Tom...are you sure?" she asked while considering the notion in a far more serious manner than before, when she was certain that taking Mark's offer would break her boyfriend's heart.

    "Yes," he said. "If you want this...then I'm sure."

    "Even though...even though you have to watch?" she asked.

    Tom nodded.

    Sarah took a deep breath, gave him a soft kiss, and whispered, "Okay."

    Tom took her hand, turned around, and looked at Mark, who wore a victorious smile.

    "Take your wife's clothes off, Tom," Mark instructed. "Show me the body I'm going to enjoy this weekend."

    Tom stepped behind Sarah and slowly unzipped her dress.

    "Look at me, Sarah," Mark said.

    She didn't want to. Her husband was moments away from exposing her body to the man who was clearly taking great joy in exerting his power and something about looking at him as she was stripped naked felt deeply uncomfortable. She did it, though, as he'd been very clear that he expected her to show off her acting talents over the course of the weekend. He didn't expect her to enjoy it, just to act as if she did, and Sarah was an excellent actor.

    She looked at Mark and offered a seductive smile as Tom pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders, revealing the delicate lace bra she had on. The bra was supposed to be for Tom's pleasure. He was supposed to be undressing her so they could have a night of passionate sex to celebrate her casting.

    "That's very good," Mark said as he returned Sarah's smile while she stepped out of the dress. "Now take her bra off, Tom."

    Tom carefully unhooked her bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders. Sarah smiled and playfully covered her breasts, doing so in part because she felt self-conscious and in part because she wanted to put on a good performance.

    Mark smiled. "Such a tease. I like that, to a point, at least. Now take her panties off, Tom. Present your beautiful girlfriend's body to me. Let me see it all."

    Tom slipped his fingers into the waistband of Sarah's panties and slowly pulled them down. She let her hands fall to her sides and watched Mark's eyes roam over her body. He reached between his legs and stroked his cock through his pants as he stared.

    "Eat her pussy, Tom," Mark demanded. "Get it wet for me. Prepare her to be taken by my cock."

    Sarah thought Tom would refuse. She thought he'd balk at the idea of doing anything more than stripping her naked and being made to watch. He didn't, though. He stepped in front of her, smiled, and dropped to his knees.

    Sarah looked down at her boyfriend and their eyes met as he leaned in and licked her pussy. It took a few seconds, but she felt the pleasure. She felt it and she instinctively reached out and ran her fingers through his hair as a moan escaped her lips.

    "That's a good girl," Mark said. "Enjoy his tongue. Let him make you feel good before I fuck you, Sarah. Let him turn you on before my cock stretches your pussy."

    Sarah looked up to see that Mark had freed his cock from his pants. He was hard, and she could see why he referenced stretching her pussy, as he was impressively large, to the point that Sarah was certain his would be the largest cock she'd ever had inside her.

    "Don't worry, you'll get used to it," Mark assured her, seemingly because Sarah's face betrayed the mild sense of alarm she felt at having to take such a big cock. "And if your boyfriend does a good enough job, it won't hurt at all. It will be pure pleasure to ride this cock until I cum inside you."

    Sarah felt a touch of panic at the idea of fucking Mark without protection. Not because she was worried about getting pregnant or an STD. It was more that Tom was supposed to be the only man that would ever cum inside her again. He was the man she was going to spend the rest of her life with, after all.

    "I don't keep condoms in the house," Mark said. "There's no point to them. They inhibit pleasure, Sarah, and when I fuck a woman I do so to experience the finest pleasure possible."

    Despite everything Mark was saying, Sarah's pussy was soaked, almost entirely because of Tom's oral talent. He'd always been good with his tongue and his work was exceptional on that evening. She looked down at him and saw lust in his eyes. She expected worry, or angst, or pain of some kind, but it seemed that Tom had gotten caught up in going down on her, that his body expected that his cock would get to enjoy the fruits of his labor. That wasn't to be the case, though.

    "Are you turned on, Sarah?" Mark asked.

    "Yes," she admitted.

    "And are you going to ride my cock until I cum inside you?" he asked.

    Sarah wanted to offer a disgusted look, to make it clear that some part of her resented every single thing Mark had made her do. She refused to yield to that part of her, though. She'd committed. She was going to do what it took to get the part. She was going to put on a performance and she was going to claim the career she wanted.

    Sarah reached up and took her perky breasts in her hands. She let out a soft moan, looked at Mark, and said, "I can't wait to feel your big cock inside me. I can't to feel you stretch out my tight little pussy. I can't wait to bounce on that big dick of yours until you cum inside me." She paused for a moment and added, "And I can't wait to cum all over that big cock, baby."

    Sarah saw the flash of lust in his eyes. He knew she was putting on a performance, and yet it seemed that her performance was good enough that his body responded with desire.

    "You'll have to suck it first," Mark said. "Come over here. Get on your knees in front of me. Take my pants off. Worship my cock, Sarah. Show me how badly you want it. Show me that you're willing to be a good girl for me."

    Sarah stepped back and looked down at Tom. This was the last moment where they could turn back. All they'd done was have oral sex in front of Mark. It was nothing, really. But once she got on her knees for him, once she took him in her mouth, she wasn't going back.

    "I want this," Tom said. "I want you to have the career you deserve, Sarah. I want this for you, for both of us."

    She bent over and kissed him. "I love you, Tom," she whispered.

    Sarah stood, stepped around her boyfriend, and approached the producer she was on the verge of giving her body to. She smiled and then bit her lip playfully before slowly sinking to her knees in front of him. Sarah stripped him from the waist down, exposing the full length of his impressive cock and his big balls. She ran her fingers up his thighs, stopping just short of taking his shaft in her hand.

    The moment had arrived. It was time to commit. It was time to show that she was willing to do anything for the part she wanted, for the career she craved.

    Sarah committed. She leaned forward. She took Mark's cock in her mouth. She moaned as the taste of his precum hit her tongue. She stroked his shaft and played with his balls. She committed to a weekend of being used by the man in front of her. A weekend of being used while her boyfriend watched. A weekend that would ensure the rest of her life was everything she wanted it to be.
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    "That's a good girl," Mark said as Sarah wrapped her lips around his cock and offered the blowjob he'd demanded.

    She looked up and saw a deeply-satisfied smile on his face. It was the look of a man who'd gotten exactly what he'd wanted, who was basking in the pleasure of using his power to manipulate her into doing something she loathed.

    Mark ran his hands through her soft blonde hair and Sarah expected him to push down, to try and force his cock into her throat, but he didn't. Instead, he looked up at Tom - at her boyfriend - and said, "Your wife is an excellent cocksucker, Tom. There was a time when it was impossible for an actress to advance in Hollywood if she wasn't an excellent cocksucker. A toothy blowjob would ensure that an aspiring actress would be denied the chance at fame and fortune she so desperately craved."

    Sarah was tempted to bite down on the cock in her mouth, to punish Mark for being such a slimy piece of shit. She very nearly did it, too, before reminding herself that she'd committed to this, that she was going to spend the weekend giving herself to the man she was blowing, that she was going to sacrifice her dignity for a few days in exchange for years of good fortune.

    "Does she give you the pleasure of her mouth, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "Yes," Tom replied.

    Mark ran his fingers through Sarah's hair once more and said, "Look up at me, Sarah. Look up at the man whose cock your sucking."

    Sarah took a moment to gather herself and looked up at Mark. She batted her eyes and did her best to make it seem like she adored having his cock in her mouth.

    "You're so beautiful," Mark said. "I'd argue that you're even more beautiful with my dick in your mouth, but I suppose any man you were blowing would think the same thing. You're doing an excellent job, Sarah. Your performance, too. I know you don't want to be on your knees. I know you don't want to be sucking my cock, and yet you have me convinced that you love it, that giving me head thrills you."

    Sarah sucked hard on the head as she slowly backed off of it until the plump flesh departed her mouth with an audible pop. She flashed a bright, movie star smile and then pursed her lips and kissed the head. "You have a beautiful cock, Mark, and it's a pleasure to be on my knees in front of you. It makes me wet to give you pleasure, to worship this big, perfect dick of yours."

    He did have a great cock. There was no denying that, and it did make her job - which is unquestionably what it was - a little easier. If he'd been wielding a small, sad little dick it certainly would have been harder to sell the idea that she was enjoying any part of the weekend.

    "Tom, come over here," Mark ordered. "I want you to tell me if her pussy is still wet."

    Sarah looked over her shoulder and saw Tom crawling closer - he'd remained on his knees after worshiping her pussy to get her wet - but she saw no anger on his face.

    "Put your fingers inside her," Mark said.

    Tom moved behind her, ran a hand down Sarah's back, caressed her smooth, bare ass cheek softly, and then slipped two fingers into her pussy. There was no need to check her. She was still wet. Tom had done an exceptional job worshiping her pussy, after all.

    "She's still wet," he said.

    "Suck on my balls, Sarah," Mark instructed. "After all, a good blowjob is about more than simply showering attention on the cock head, and you need to give me a good blowjob before I fuck you."

    Sarah took the head of Mark's cock in her mouth, sucked hard for a few seconds, and then kissed and licked her way down the long, thick shaft. She saw a smile on his face - he was enjoying her performance - and then she felt his pubic hair on her chin. She kissed and licked her way around his sizable balls and then took one in her mouth.

    Sarah moaned as she sucked on the producer's testicle. She slowly stroked his cock, gathering the precum flowing from the tip to lube his shaft and closing her eyes. She did everything in her power to make it seem like the only thing she cared about in that moment was pleasuring his balls.

    "How does it make you feel to see your wife sucking another man's balls?" Mark asked.

    "I...I don't know," Tom answered with genuine uncertainty in his voice.

    Sarah slowly kissed and licked her way to Mark's other testicle and took it in her mouth. She sucked gently, rolling it between her lips and massaging the wrinkled, hairy flesh with her tongue, eliciting a soft moan from the producer.

    "Take off your clothes, Tom," Mark instructed.

    There was a pause before Tom said, "What?"

    Sarah looked up and saw a flash of annoyance on Mark's face. "Perhaps I didn't make it clear earlier. Just like your wife, you'll do as you're told this weekend, Tom. After all, you're a team - for this weekend, at least - and I expect you to demonstrate that you're just as dedicated to your wife's career as she is. It will be a necessity going forward - after all, there are a great many demands on a world famous actress and she needs a good support system at home - so stand up, get naked, and then get back on your fucking knees."

    Sarah bathed Mark's ball sack with her tongue, licking and sucking and filling the air with moans as she listened to her boyfriend stripping as instructed. She wanted to tell Tom he didn't have to do it, that they could just walk away, that he didn't have to commit to what might be a long and painful weekend. A small part of her wished that he'd pushed back, that he'd offered some sort of resistance to the producer's demands, but Sarah couldn't blame him for showing his commitment to her career.

    "Sarah, I want you to swallow as much of my cock as you can handle," Mark said. "And while she does, Tom, I'd like you to get on your knees next to her."

    Sarah looked back at Tom - and took note of his half hard cock - and watched him fall to his knees and move next to her. Their eyes met for a few moments before she turned back to Mark and continued her performance.

    She dropped down to suck on his balls a little more before slowly licking her way up his shaft. Her soft lips engulfed the head and she looked up at Mark while swallowing as much as she could take. Sarah got halfway down before gagging. She was surprised at the sense of disappointment that immediately coursed through her.

    "Keep trying," Mark instructed. "Remember, an actress needs to be an excellent cocksucker if she wants to succeed in my version of Hollywood. So try and swallow my cock, Sarah."

    She tried again. She closed her eyes this time, concentrating all her effort on controlling her gag reflex.

    "Play with her pussy, Tom," Mark said. "Give her a little pleasure while she tries her best to worship my cock like a good girl."

    Sarah moaned as Tom's fingers moved between her legs and rubbed her clit. She gagged on the cock in her mouth, but this time she didn't pull all the way off, instead pulling back just a little to gather herself before trying again. Tom kissed the back of her neck and moaned softly, offering whatever encouragement he could as beautiful waves of pleasure emanated from between her legs as his index finger moved in slow circles over her increasingly engorged clit.

    "Kiss your boyfriend," Mark instructed.

    Sarah pulled back and Mark's spit-soaked cock departed her mouth. She turned to Tom and he stared at her lips, which were soaked in thick saliva from the back of her throat.

    "Kiss your wife," Mark said.

    Tom leaned in and Sarah tilted her head and closed her eyes. She kissed her boyfriend, whose tongue slipped into her mouth. She loved him for committing to their task, to their roles for the weekend. She felt bad for him, too, for he'd almost certainly never imagined kissing her mere moments after someone else's cock had been buried in her throat.

    It felt good to be connected to her boyfriend even as she held another man's cock in her hand. The kiss felt like it had real passion behind it, too. Sarah felt her nipples get hard as desire coursed through her body, desire enflamed by the beautiful kiss Tom offered.

    "How does her tongue taste?" Mark asked.

    Tom turned his head and looked at the producer, who wore a confident smile. "It tastes good," he said. "Her tongue, her lips, it all tastes good."

    "Would you like another taste, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would you like your wife to take my cock in her mouth and suck on it like a good girl before she gives you another taste?"

    Sarah wouldn't have blamed her boyfriend for refusing to answer such a question. She wouldn't really have blamed him for getting up and walking away, as it seemed clear that Mark intended on using his position of power to play games with Tom over the course of the weekend.

    "Yes, I want another taste," Tom answered. "I want my wife to take your cock in her mouth and suck it like a good girl before she gives me another taste. I want that. I do."

    It wasn't the answer that surprised Sarah. It was the look on Tom's face. It was his ability to put on a performance, to convince their host - or captor, really - that he wanted it.

    "You heard your boyfriend," Mark said with a smile. "Give him a taste."

    Sarah took Mark's cock in her mouth. She sucked on the head and looked up at him, meeting his gaze as he reached out to caress her face.

    "Such a good cocksucker," he said. "Such an eager cock slut. If this were the old days, you'd already have been a star, Sarah. So many actresses got to the top of Hollywood using a mouth like yours to pleasure men all over town. They sucked, they deepthroated, and they swallowed the hot, sticky loads of as many men as it took. They whored themselves out because that's what they had to do to get what they wanted."

    Sarah swallowed his cock, getting nearly three quarters of the way down his shaft before gagging. To her surprise - and a little bit to her horror - she felt proud of how quickly and easily she'd progressed to very nearly deepthroating him.

    "Kiss him," Mark said. "Share the taste of my cock with your boyfriend."

    Sarah pulled off the cock and found Tom already leaning in for a kiss. Their lips met. Their tongues entwined. Tom moaned and Sarah reached over and wrapped her fingers around his stiff dick, giving her boyfriend a little bit of pleasure as a reward for putting on a good performance.

    "Give him a taste of my balls," Mark instructed.

    Sarah turned to the producer, dropped down, and sucked on his balls. She moved her tongue over the hairy flesh and took each testicle in her mouth for a little, sucking and moaning and stroking his shaft. She felt a little like the whore he'd implied she was, and yet the sense of disgust she'd felt earlier had largely disappeared.

    It was confusing, but Sarah tried not to think too much about it as she kissed Tom again. She pushed her tongue into his mouth, sharing the taste of Mark's balls with her boyfriend. He moaned for her and reached over to play with her pussy, offering the same pleasure she'd offered him.

    "It's time for you to give me your pussy, Sarah," Mark said. "It's time for you to ride me. It's time for you to show me how badly you want the part."

    Sarah stared into her boyfriend’s eyes, silently offering him one last chance to call it off. She held his gaze for a few seconds before Tom leaned in, kissed her softly, and said, "I want you to enjoy it. I want you to enjoy riding his cock, Sarah. Let yourself enjoy it. Let yourself cum on his cock."

    He was committed, so Sarah committed too. She stood and straddled Mark on the couch. She leaned forward and he took the hint and encircled one of her nipples with his lips. Sarah moaned and ran her fingers through his hair and to the back of his neck as he flicked his tongue back and forth over her erect flesh.

    Sarah reached down to guide his cock into her pussy, but Mark interrupted her. "No," he said. "I want your boyfriend to do it. I want him to put my cock inside you."

    As she looked over her shoulder, Sarah was prepared to tell Tom that they could stop all of it, that they could just forget about everything that had already happened and go home. There was no need to say anything, though. He already had his fingers around the base of Mark's cock. He was already guiding the tip to her pussy. He didn't need to be told.

    "Thank you," Sarah said.

    "I love you," Tom replied.

    She felt Mark's hands on her breasts. His fingers found her nipples and he rolled them gently, offering far greater pleasure than she'd expected. Sarah turned to him and moaned as she slowly sank down on his cock, taking another man inside her for the first time since she and Tom had begun dating.

    "Does it feel good?" Mark asked.

    She nodded. Part of her hated that it actually felt good. Part of her loved it, though, as it was going to make the weekend a lot easier to get through.

    "It does," she said. "Your cock...your cock feels so good inside me."

    Mark smiled, released her breasts, and grabbed her ass. He lifted her pussy off his cock and helped guide her down on it. He smiled and said, "Your pussy feels even better than I thought it would. It seems like I picked the right girl for the part, Sarah. An excellent cocksucker with a tight, wet, hot pussy. It's going to be a very good weekend for me. You might feel a little worn out by the time it's over, but I'm definitely going to enjoy myself."

    Mark released her ass and let his hands fall to his sides. He didn't say a word, but Sarah knew he wanted her to put on a show. He wanted to see the performance, to see if she could fuck him in a convincing manner.

    She grasped her breasts, rolled her head towards the night sky, and unleashed a long, low moan while slowly rocking her hips back and forth on his cock. She made every effort for it to look good, for her body to be as appealing as possible to the man she was riding.

    "Your cock feels so good inside me," she said, uttering a genuine truth. "You're so big, Mark. Fuck...you're so deep inside me."

    "That's a good girl," Mark replied. "Let yourself go. Enjoy my cock, Sarah. Enjoy that I reach places inside you that your boyfriend can't go. Enjoy that I'm thicker than he is. Embrace the absolute truth that every woman knows, that bigger is better."

    Sarah's pussy tingled with pleasure as she moved her hips faster, grinding her clit into his pelvis and working her insides with his long, thick cock. She tried not to think about the comparison between Tom and Mark, instead focusing on trying to make the producer feel good with her wet pussy.

    "Oh...fuck...I'm close," Sarah said as her orgasm neared. She felt bad for being so close to cumming on his cock. She didn't want Tom to have to see that, and yet she couldn't help it. It really did feel good to have him inside her and the more she rubbed her clit over his pelvis the closer she got to her climax.

    "I'm close too," Mark replied. "I'm close to flooding your pussy with my cum, Sarah."

    Sarah saw the smile on his face. She saw the joy that Mark felt at the notion of unloading in her pussy. She saw that it was more than the joy of an orgasm. She was certain that Mark's excessive pleasure was because he was about to cum inside another man's wife.

    "Cum inside me," she said. She wanted to fan the flames of that pleasure. "Cum in my pussy. Cum in my married pussy!"

    That did it. That put him over the top. Mark grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard as pleasure washed over his face. He grunted and groaned and Sarah continued to work her clit into his pelvis, for she was too far gone to stop. She needed to cum. She couldn't deny herself.

    "I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Pleasure washed over her. Pleasure, and a heavy dose of guilt. Guilt that she'd fucked someone else. Guilt that she'd let him cum inside her. Guilt that she'd practically begged him to cum inside her.

    The pleasure was intense, though. It left her toes tingling and her body thighs trembling. It left her body weak, to the point that she fell forward. Mark wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight and kissing her neck while his cock continued to pump hot cum into her pussy.

    Eventually, Sarah lifted her head and looked over her shoulder to check in on Tom. He was staring between Mark's legs. He was staring at the union of another man's cock and her pussy. He didn't seem angry, or dismayed, or disturbed. He was just staring.

    "Tom?" she asked.

    He looked up at her.

    "Are you okay?"

    Tom nodded. "Yeah. I'm okay."

    Mark grabbed her ass, lifted Sarah off his cock, and dropped her onto the couch next to him. He pulled her legs open and Tom stared between them.

    "Move your hips forward," Mark instructed. "Give your boyfriend a nice, close up view of your pussy."

    Sarah shifted her hips forward until her ass rested on the edge of the outdoor couch. Tom's gaze never wavered.

    "Put your tongue inside her, Tom," Mark said.

    Fear washed over Tom's face as he looked up at Sarah and then at the producer sitting next to her.

    Mark smiled. "This is part of it, Tom. You both need to prove your dedication to her career. You both need to perform this weekend, and if you can't, I'll find someone else for the part. Now put your fucking tongue inside her and lick up my cum. Lick it out of your wife's pussy. Lick it out of her and swallow it."

    Tom's gaze returned to her pussy, but he remained still. He looked nervous - and slightly disgusted - and it seemed possible that he'd refuse Mark's command.

    Sarah wanted to let Tom decide whether or not he wanted to lick another man's cum from her pussy, but she couldn't. Tom had committed, he'd urged her to commit, and she'd fucked another man and taken his cum inside her. There was no going back.

    "Tom," Sarah said, "I need you to clean my pussy. I need you to lick his cum out of me."

    Tom looked up at her and she saw the resistance in his eyes. She saw it and for a moment she felt genuine anger. She reached out, grabbed a handful of his hair, and slowly pulled him towards her pussy.

    "Clean me, Tom," she instructed.

    "Listen to your wife," Mark added as he reached over and took one of Sarah's breasts in his hand. "Clean her pussy. Lick my cum out of her and swallow it."

    Sarah felt his resistance. She felt him try and pull back. She tightened her grip on his hair. She wasn't willing to let him back out. Not when she'd already fucked Mark, not when his cum was deep inside her. Tom had pushed her to that place and now he had to follow through.

    He did, too. He surrendered. He committed. He put his tongue inside her. She felt it moving around in her pussy. She felt him searching for Mark's cum. She heard a distressed moan when he found it.

    "Swallow," Mark instructed.

    Tom did so. He swallowed the cum he'd found. A disgusted look crossed his face - he clearly didn't enjoy the taste - but his tongue returned to her pussy a moment later.

    "Now lick up every drop, Tom," Mark said as he rolled Sarah's nipple between his fingers. "Clean every drop of my load out of her."

    Tom's tongue returned to her pussy and Sarah felt Mark's lips against her neck. He kissed her softly and she closed her eyes and felt a surprising kind of satisfaction wash over her. Mark's touch ignited a hint of arousal, too, and she turned her head. Her lips met his and his tongue slipped into her mouth as Tom explored her pussy in search of cum to swallow.

    "I knew I picked the right girl," Mark said softly.

    Sarah couldn't help but smile. She was going to be a star. She was going to achieve everything she'd ever dreamed of, and it seemed that she might have a few excellent orgasms along the way.
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    "Kiss your husband," Mark instructed.

    Tom looked up at Sarah from his knees. His lips glistened with a mixture of her juices and the cum he'd just cleaned out of her pussy. She leaned forward, took his head in her hands, and kissed him softly.

    Tom's lips parted and Sarah welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She sucked on it, doing so gently and offering a soft moan to try and show - in some manner - just how deeply she appreciated his willingness to go along with Mark's demands.

    "Is he hard?" Mark asked.

    "Yes," Sarah replied as she looked between her boyfriend's legs and saw the erection their kiss had generated.

    Mark ran his hands down the bare, smooth skin of her back and grasped her ass. "Do you think he enjoyed cleaning my cum out of your pussy?"

    She studied Tom's face for a few moments and then shook her head. "No, I don't. I think he did it because he loves me. I don't think he enjoyed it, though."

    Mark grasped Sarah's ass cheek and squeezed it possessively. She was surprised at how good it felt, but perhaps she shouldn't have been. After all, she'd given herself over to the events of the evening and had already enjoyed one orgasm with Mark's cock inside her. She was quite certain she'd enjoy several more before they went home on Sunday night. It seemed pointless to try and fight what the producer wanted, after all. If she was going to give herself to him for a weekend in exchange for the stardom she craved so desperately, she might as well enjoy herself.

    "Are you prepared to show your love for your girlfriend over the course of the weekend, Tom?" Mark asked. "Are you prepared to do whatever it takes to ensure that she gets to star in my movie?"

    "Yes," Tom answered as he held Sarah's gaze. "I'll do whatever it takes."

    "We'll see about that," Mark said.

    Sarah looked back to see a decidedly dark-looking smile on Mark's face. She worried that he found just as much pleasure in degrading Tom as he did in fucking Sarah.

    "Take your girlfriend inside," Mark instructed. "There's a guest suite on the second floor. The two of you can clean up in the bathroom. Take a shower. Take a little time to reconnect. No orgasm for Tom, though. When you're done, come and find me in the master bedroom."

    Tom stood and helped Sarah to her feet. They gathered their clothes and she looked over her shoulder to see that same dark smile on Mark's face. She wondered what was going through his mind and if he already had the rest of their weekend planned or if he was improvising and pursuing whatever pleasure came to him in the moment.

    "We can still go home," Sarah said softly as they neared the house. "We don't have to do this."

    Tom opened the door and gestured for her to step inside. "I know," he said as Sarah stepped past him and into the producer's multi-million dollar home. "And we can absolutely go home if you want to, but I kind of feel like we should stick it out. I mean, the things we've already done...the things I've done...it just feels like it would be insane to give up now."

    Sarah felt bad. She felt terrible, in fact. Tom hadn't put up a fight in the moment but it seemed clear that he was at least a little bit shaken over what he'd done that night.

    "Tom, I'm so sorry," she said as she stopped a few steps short of the elegant marble staircase that would take them upstairs. "I don't...I shouldn't have pushed you."

    Tom took her naked body in his arms and held her close. "You didn't push me. I went, Sarah. I went where Mark wanted me to go and I went there freely. I did. You didn't pressure me at all. It's one weekend. One weekend and the rest of our lives are set up. Every actress in town would have done what you did. None of them would admit it, but they'd all have done it."

    Sarah stepped back and reached up to caress his face. "I don't think their boyfriends and husbands would have done what you've done tonight, Tom."

    She never imagined feeling a deep love for her boyfriend because he'd placed another man's cock inside her and cleaned that man's cum out of her pussy, and yet that's precisely what Sarah felt in that moment.

    "I don't know if I'll ever be able to thank you for what you did tonight and what you'll do over the rest of the weekend, but I'm so grateful, Tom. I really am," she said.

    They kissed and she felt his cock grow stiff once more as their tongues entwined. The fact that he could get aroused with such ease helped assuage her guilt at what had unfolded over the course of the evening, for it seemed to Sarah that he would have struggled to get hard if he was grappling with an overwhelming sense of embarrassment at what he'd done.

    "Let's find that shower," Tom said with a smile.

    He took her hand and they headed upstairs. It proved a bit difficult to find the guest suite Mark had mentioned - the house was huge - but eventually they stepped into an undeniably expansive, elegant, beautifully-furnished bedroom with a massive bathroom, a walk in closet, and a spacious balcony with a breathtaking view of Los Angeles.

    They set their clothes on the bed and stepped into a shower that was clearly built for multiple people to enjoy at the same time. It featured four different shower heads, a bench on each side, and enough room for half a dozen people to comfortably fit.

    Sarah soaped up her hands, turned to her boyfriend, and said, "Let me wash you."

    Tom turned around and Sarah ran her hands over his neck and shoulders, rubbing them slowly and deeply to try and wash away the tension she felt in his muscles. She moved her fingers down his back, working any tightness she found and soaping him up along the way.

    "I know I keep saying this, but we really can just go home. Even now," she said.

    Tom turned around and took her in his arms. He pulled Sarah close and their lips met for a long, slow kiss. His cock grew as their tongues mingled and Sarah took it as a sign that he wasn't thinking about going home.

    "Let me wash you," he said.

    Tom soaped up his hands and spun Sarah around. He washed her back, her ass - and between her cheeks - and down her legs before standing and turning her around. They kissed as he took her breasts in his soapy hands and worked them in a manner that sent delightful waves of pleasure through her legs.

    "Did you really cum when you were riding him?" Tom asked.

    Sarah looked up at him as his fingers moved down her stomach and between her legs. He found her clit and she bit her lower lip, held his gaze for a few moments, and nodded before a moan escaped her lips.

    Tom's face was expressionless, making it impossible to know if he was bothered by the fact that she'd climaxed while riding Mark's cock. He was still hard, though, so he couldn't have been too troubled.

    "Did you...did you like it?" he asked.

    Sarah wasn't entirely sure how to answer that. Part of her hated that she'd gone along with Mark's demands, that she'd given him her body in exchange for a part. She'd enjoyed the sex, though. His cock had felt exceptionally good, as had the orgasm it provided.

    "Yes...and no," she answered. "I know that's probably not helpful, but it's the truth. It's really...I mean, it's kind of awful that he's making us do this, and yet..."

    "And yet you enjoyed having sex with him, or at least the orgasm you had," Tom finished her thought.

    Sarah nodded and Tom sank to his knees. He soaped up his hands and ran them up and down her legs, doing so in a manner that seemed purposefully erotic, particularly when he neared her upper thighs.

    Tom looked up at her and Sarah reached down and caressed his face. He leaned closer and she put a hand on the back of his head. She couldn't help but want to draw him towards her pussy, and when he extended his tongue and licked her clit Sarah felt a warm sort of pleasure spread through her loins.

    "That feels good, baby," she said. "Just like it felt good...just like it felt good when you licked my pussy after Mark fucked me."

    Sarah wasn't sure Tom would want to hear that - she hoped he would, as she didn't want him to feel any shame about what he'd done - but the way his eyes lit up made it seem as though he enjoyed hearing it.

    Tom ran his hands up the backs of her thighs and slipped his tongue into her pussy as he held her gaze. Sarah was surprised to feel a deep connection with him in that moment, as if his willingness to once again go down on her - this time without being ordered to by Mark - was Tom silently expressing that he was truly on board with whatever they had to do over the course of the weekend.

    Sarah expected he'd give her an orgasm - it certainly felt good and she would have enjoyed cumming - but instead Tom stood up and kissed her again. It was a soft, tender, downright romantic kiss and she enjoyed how stiff his cock felt as it pressed into her pubic bone.

    "I love you, Sarah," he said. "No matter what happens over the next few days, I love you."

    "I love you too, Tom," she replied.

    They share a long, lingering kiss and then Tom turned off the water. They dried off, Sarah quickly touched up her hair and makeup using the surprising collection of supplies in the bathroom, and then they made their way to the master suite.

    "Come in," Mark called out from the bedroom after a gentle knock.

    Sarah took a deep breath, twisted the handle of the ornate door, and stepped into an expansive and beautiful bedroom. There were two balconies and the door to each was open. Mark stood on one without a stitch of clothing on his body. His cock was flaccid but still impressively long and thick and he held a glass of champagne in his hand.

    "Come, Sarah," Mark said as he extended a hand.

    Sarah glanced at Tom, smiled, and walked towards the producer that held the future of her career in his hand. As she stepped onto the balcony, Mark took her hand and pulled Sarah close. She looked up at him and he smiled before leaning over. Their lips met for a kiss and when he offered his tongue she opened her mouth and took it. Though it wasn't her first instinct, Sarah offered a soft moan as she remembered that it was her job to put on a performance, to ensure that Mark felt as though she enjoyed every moment she got to spend with him.

    To that end, Sarah let her hand drift down his chest and stomach and between his legs. She took his cock in her hand and stroked it slowly as they kissed and she was impressed when he grew to an erect state in almost no time. Despite his recent orgasm, Mark was virile enough to be ready - and eager - to have her again. Sarah moaned once more, only this time she wasn't acting. This time it was a lot closer to an involuntary moan as a sudden rush of arousal moved through her body at the idea of feeling him inside her again.

    "Did you miss me?" Mark asked.

    "I guess I did," she replied. "At least...well, at least my pussy missed you."

    Mark smiled and ran his fingers down Sarah's back before possessively grasping her naked ass. He turned his gaze towards Tom and Sarah followed. She saw her boyfriend standing in the middle of the spacious bedroom with a half hard cock and a mildly jealous look on his face.

    "Come here, Tom," Mark instructed.

    Tom hesitated for a moment before propelling himself towards them. He stopped in the doorway to the balcony and turned his gaze to the sight of Sarah's hand moving up and down Mark's stiff shaft.

    "How did you feel when she came on my cock?" Mark asked.

    Before Tom could say a word, Sarah moaned as Mark slipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit with a third. Without even thinking about it, she stroked his cock a little faster.

    "Jealous," Tom answered.

    "Jealous that I was fucking your girlfriend, or jealous that I was fucking her with a far bigger cock than yours? Or, I suppose, jealous that she seemed to be enjoying it so much?" Mark asked.

    Tom stared between Sarah's legs - at the sight of another man pleasuring her - and said, "All of it. All of it made me jealous. Though when she came that was the most difficult to watch."

    Mark chuckled. "She enjoyed herself on my cock, didn't she, Tom? Your beautiful girlfriend enjoyed cumming on my big cock, didn't she?"

    Tom seemed just a touch embarrassed - at least as far as Sarah could tell - as he nodded.

    Mark smiled and pulled his fingers from Sarah's pussy. He held them aloft for a few moments and then turned and placed them against her lower lip. She looked at him and took his slippery fingers in her mouth.

    "Look at your boyfriend," Mark instructed.

    Sarah turned her gaze to Tom while she sucked on the producer's fingers like she was giving a blowjob. She was putting on a performance. She was being the girl Mark wanted her to be in that moment, but she wasn't disgusted by it. She was, in fact, a little bit turned on.

    "What are you going to do when your girlfriend becomes one of the biggest movie stars in the world, Tom?" Mark asked.

    Tom looked confused. "I...I don't know what you mean."

    Mark's fingers moved in and out of Sarah's mouth and she sucked dutifully, doing so because she wanted to put on a good performance for the producer.

    "Everyone's going to want her, Tom," Mark explained. "Every man in the world is going to want your girlfriend. Men that most women would kill to fuck. Those men are going to want your girlfriend. They're going to flirt with her. They're going to woo her. They're going to do whatever they can to fuck her. Do you really think she'll be able to resist? Do you really think she'll be so dedicated to her boyfriend - and that unimpressive dick of yours - when the most eligible men in the world are trying to fuck her?"

    "I...I don't know," Tom answered.

    It was heartbreaking to hear, and yet Sarah couldn't blame Tom for feeling that way. After all, another man had just fucked her, and Mark was nowhere near as impressive as some of the men in Hollywood.

    "I think you'll enjoy it," Mark said. "I think some part of you will love that your girlfriend - and perhaps some day your wife - is off shooting a movie with one of the most famous men in the world. I think you'll enjoy thinking about her getting fucked by a movie star in his trailer, or offering this incredible mouth of hers to his big cock before he invites her to sit on it and take him for a ride so she can cum like she needs to cum, like she deserves to cum."

    Mark pulled his fingers from Sarah's mouth and she wanted to tell him to leave Tom alone, to stop taunting him. She didn't say a word, though, mostly because she could tell that the producer was enjoying himself, that taunting Tom seemed to be a part Mark's enjoyment.

    "I want you to sit, Tom," Mark instructed. "I want you to sit and lean against the balcony railing."

    Tom stepped out onto the balcony, turned around, and sat so he could lean against the railing. Sarah looked down at her boyfriend as she wondered what Mark had in store for them.

    "Now step in front of your boyfriend, grab the railing, and bend over for me," Mark said to her.

    Sarah knew what was coming next. She knew she was about to get fucked from behind. She stepped in front of Tom, looked down him, and then grabbed the railing and stuck her ass out. Tom looked up at her and smiled as he mouthed 'I love you.' Sarah offered a smile in return and felt Mark's hand moving over her ass.

    "Do you have a nice view of your girlfriend's pussy from there, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "I do," he answered.

    Mark rubbed the head of his cock over Sarah's pussy lips and she moaned. She pushed her hips back, too. It was partly a performance and partly her surprising, innate desire to feel him inside her again. Sarah couldn't believe how badly her body seemed to want Mark, a man who was being disgusting and abusive in so many ways.

    "Do you want me to fuck you, Sarah?" he asked.

    "Yes, please," she replied. "Please, Mark, fuck me."

    "And do you want me to fuck your girlfriend, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "Yes, please, fuck her," Tom replied.

    Sarah looked down to see her boyfriend staring at her pussy, or at the cock head that was moving all over her plump, slippery pussy lips. He seemed enamored with the sight of it, perhaps betraying that he too felt an uncommon desire for Mark to fuck her.

    The cock slid into her pussy from behind. It reached even deeper inside her than when she'd been on top. It filled her with ease, too, as she was even wetter than she'd thought.

    "How does it look, Tom?" Mark asked as he grabbed Sarah's hips.

    "It's...it looks...it's hot," Tom answered.

    Mark chuckled. "I want you to rub her clit while I fuck her, Tom. Help your girlfriend have the kind of orgasm she deserves while I fuck her tight pussy."

    Sarah watched Tom reach up and do as instructed. He offered no resistance and he looked as though he relished the chance to play with her clit. He was being supportive, in a way, because the extra stimulation would no doubt make the sex feel even better.

    Mark fucked her hard and fast from the go. He showed no interest in taking his time or extending the sex. He was using her. Plain and simple. She was naked and bent over on his balcony - with an exquisite view of Los Angeles - and he was fucking her doggystyle while no doubt basking in the very real power - the power that had convinced Sarah to give herself to him for the weekend - that he'd exerted and was thoroughly enjoying.

    "God damn you have a tight pussy," Mark said. "It won't be so tight after this weekend is over, but I'll be damned if I have ever fucked a pussy that feels tighter and better than yours."

    Sarah was stunned to feel a touch of pride and a little bit of lusty joy. She shouldn't have cared that Mark enjoyed her pussy, that it brought him pleasure, that it might have been a better pussy than the dozens of actresses he'd no doubt fucked over the course of his career.

    "Your cock feels so good inside me," Sarah said. Every word of it was true. "Fuck me harder, Mark. Fuck me harder!"

    Mark delivered, much to Sarah's delight. He fucked her harder and faster, too. He pounded her pussy while Tom rubbed her clit, sending beautiful shockwaves of pleasure through her body and hastening the arrival of another orgasm.

    "Do you want my cum inside you?" Mark asked.

    Sarah felt an unexpected thrill at the question. Yes, she wanted his cum inside her. In fact, she was suddenly quite desperate for it, like having him unload in her pussy was of vital importance to her pleasure.

    "Yes, please, Mark, cum inside me! I want your cum inside me! I need it!" she cried out.

    Sarah couldn't bear to look at Tom as she uttered those words. She was putting on a performance, but she knew that a part of her actually meant what she'd said.

    She gripped the railing tighter as her legs began to tremble from the strength of the orgasm building inside her. She unleashed a series of wild, beautiful moans before closing her eyes, looking skywards, and screaming in pleasure as she climaxed.

    Mark buried his dick inside her and his grunts and groans joined her screams as he unloaded in her pussy for the second time that night. The moment it happened Sarah's orgasm found a second life and another wave of pleasure moved through her. In the moment she both loved and hated that she'd cum a little bit harder knowing that Mark was pumping thick ropes of semen inside her.

    "Was that good?" Mark asked between heavy breaths.

    "It was great. It was...honestly, it was fucking great," she answered.

    He leaned forward and kissed her upper back and neck while cupping her breasts. "When I pull out, I want you to feed my load to Tom. When you're done, send him to the guest bedroom and join me in bed. We'll be spending the night together."

    Sarah turned her head and Mark's lips met hers for a remarkably deep kiss that she felt no urge to pull away from. The moment it was over he pulled out and walked away.

    Sarah looked down at her husband - who'd heard everything Mark had said - and he scooted forward a little, looked up at her, and opened his mouth.

    She smiled and said, "Thank you, Tom."

    "I love you, Sarah."

    She stepped forward, put a hand on the back of his head to guide his mouth between her legs, and fed him another man's load just like she'd been instructed to do.

    When it was over, Sarah helped Tom to his feet, kissed him softly, and told him to go to the guest room. She watched him leave Mark's bedroom before stepping off the balcony and turning towards the producer. He pulled the sheets back and invited her into his bed. Sarah took a deep breath, strode towards him with a gentle sway in her hips, and crawled into the bed. She cuddled up with the man that had already fucked her twice that night, kissed his neck, and closed her eyes.

    Sleep would come quickly, but Sarah felt almost certain that Mark wouldn't let her get through the night without extracting some sort of pleasure from her. She was committed, though. She'd do whatever it took to get the part.
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    For a moment, Sarah thought she was in her bed, that she hadn't fallen asleep in the bed of a powerful producer, that she hadn't woken up at 3 a.m. to the feel of that producer's stiff cock slipping between her thighs and rubbing against her pussy, that she hadn't welcomed him inside her for a quickie that ended with his load filling her pussy, that she hadn't surrendered herself to a weekend of serving as little more than the producer's plaything in exchange for a career-making part.

    Those thoughts drifted away as soon as Sarah opened her eyes. It was a little after 8 a.m. and sunlight streamed through the windows of Mark's massive bedroom. Sarah rolled onto her back and stared up at the ceiling before turning her head towards the man that had already used her body so thoroughly.

    "Good morning," Mark said with a smile. Sarah wondered how long he'd been awake and if he'd watched her sleep. There was something a little creepy about the notion that she'd slept under his watchful eye.

    She offered a slightly seductive smile, though. "Good morning."

    "How did you sleep?" he asked.

    Sarah thought of the sex they'd had in the middle of the night. She thought of the brief journey she'd gone on, from hating that someone other than her boyfriend was inside her to thoroughly enjoying the way Mark fucked her in the spoon position and rubbed her clit with such skill that she ended up having a rather noisy orgasm. She felt a surprising sense of appreciation at the fact that Mark could actually satisfy her, that he wasn't some obese man with a tiny dick she'd have to suffer through pleasuring all weekend.

    "I slept well," she replied before moving a little closer, rolling onto her side, and resting her hand on his chest. "Aside from that brief interruption to my sleep, of course," she added with a seductive smile.

    "I hope that wasn't too much of an inconvenience," Mark said before offering a smile of his own.

    Sarah saw a bulge forming in the sheets. She marveled at the producer's libido - she hadn't even touched his cock and already he was well on his way to another orgasm - and said, "I think you know it wasn't, unless it wasn't clear that you made me cum awfully hard."

    Sarah inched a little closer to Mark and kissed his neck as her fingers danced down his stomach and between his legs. She took his cock in her hand and moaned before flicking her tongue back and forth over his flesh and stroking him slowly.

    "You made me cum so much harder than I thought I would," she whispered. "Your big dick felt so good in my pussy, and you did such wonderful things with your fingers as you fucked me. You made me feel so good, Mark."

    Sarah was acting, but like any good performance, there was truth in it. She'd committed to her weekend as the producer's sexual plaything and she was going to make damn sure that he had as memorable a time as possible.

    "It's nice to see such a pretty young thing cum with my dick inside her," he replied. "And last night, in particular, it was nice to see that you came around to the pleasure I can provide, that you warmed up to it, Sarah. I know you didn't want me inside you at first. I know you would have preferred I let you sleep. I love that you took it like a good girl, that you let me into that tight little cunt of yours, that you let me fuck you and fill you with my cum."

    Sarah moaned, in part to make him feel good and in part because Mark was right. She would have let him fuck her either way, but she had come around to the pleasure of a 3 a.m. pounding from his big dick. She had let herself enjoy it. She'd gotten exceptionally wet and she'd cum exceptionally hard, filling his bedroom with wild moans loud enough that there was a chance Tom had heard.

    "And I could have made you wake up your boyfriend to feed him my load," Mark said. "But you did such a good job taking my cock that I figured I'd let him sleep."

    Mark's cock was hard as a rock in her hand and Sarah stroked him faster as she watched his face. She saw the pleasure he felt - the pleasure her hand provided - and she was certain she saw the thrill he experienced at wielding his power over her and Tom. Mark was right, though. He had spared Tom, for Sarah wouldn't have argued with feeding the producer's load to her boyfriend. She would have done it, as she wasn't going to do anything to jeopardize the part she'd already worked so hard for.

    "Speaking of your boyfriend, I'd like you to go to his room and wake him up with a blowjob," Mark instructed. "Tell him about the fun we had last night, about how you came right before I pumped another load of cum inside you. Don't let him cum, though. Just get him excited. Then, bring him in here. The two of you are going to suck my cock together. You're going to start my morning with an orgasm and then you're going to share my load like the good little sluts you are."

    Sarah knew Tom would do it - he was just as committed as her - but she felt terrible for him. There was nothing to be done about it, though. She gave Mark a kiss, got out of the bed, and walked naked out of the bedroom, down the hallway, and into the guest room that her boyfriend had slept in while she and the producer were in the same bed.

    Tom looked so peaceful as he slept in the king size bed. Sarah watched his chest rise and fall as she approached the bed and she hated that she had to wake him up and one again plunge him into the world of power games that Mark was determined to play.

    There was nothing to be done about it, though, so Sarah slowly pulled the covers from her boyfriend, crawled into the bed, and rubbed his cock through the thin material of his boxer shorts. Tom was half hard before he opened his eyes, looked down at her, and smiled. It seemed that he too experienced a moment where he forgot what they'd gotten themselves into, that he forgot he'd consumed another man's cum out of her pussy the night before.

    "Good morning," Sarah said with a smile as she pulled his underwear off and tossed them aside.

    Before Tom could say a word, Sarah engulfed his cock in the warmth and wetness of her mouth and sucked hard. She saw pleasure wash across her boyfriend's face and she moaned while swirling her tongue around the increasingly stiff head of his cock. Sarah sucked until he was throbbing and then she stroked him slowly while smiling at the confused look on her face.

    "Mark sent me in here to wake you up with my mouth," she said softly before kissing his slick shaft.

    "That was nice of him," Tom replied.

    "Not really," she said, "because he also wanted me to tell you about how he fucked me last night, in the middle of the night, actually."

    Before Tom could frown, Sarah took him in her mouth again. She bobbed up and down on his dick, sucking hard and making him moan from the pleasure she knew her lips and tongue could provide.

    "It was a little after three," she continued. "I woke up to feel of his cock sliding between my thighs and rubbing against my pussy lips. I didn't want him inside me, but I parted my thighs a little, reached down, and helped him rub the head of his cock over my pussy. His precum got me wet and then he slipped inside me, baby. He filled me with every inch of his big dick."

    Tom looked both uncomfortable and aroused as Sarah stroked and licked his cock while offering details of her nighttime interlude with Mark. Even though the producer wasn't in the room with them, she wanted to make sure she gave all the details, for she wasn't willing to take any chance that she might fuck up her chance at a life-changing role.

    "His cock...I know it's terrible of me to say, Tom, but his cock felt good inside me," she said.

    He moaned as Sarah rubbed her thumb over the underside of his cock head. She smiled, leaned closer, and ran her tongue back and forth over the same spot, eliciting yet another moan from her boyfriend.

    "Then his finger found my clit and he played with it while he fucked me as we spooned," she continued. "At first, he fucked me nice and slow. He stretched out my tight little cunt with every deep thrust. I started to moan, Tom. I moaned because he played with my clit with such skill and because his cock actually felt really good inside me."

    Sarah couldn't help but get turned on all over again as she thought of the fucking Mark had given her the night before. As she recalled every little detail, her memory of the sex became clearer and suddenly her pussy wanted more of what Mark had given her. There was something deeply uncomfortable about the realization, especially since she was alone with her boyfriend as she felt that desire for another man's dick.

    "He made me cum, Tom," Sarah said before sucking on the head of her boyfriend's cock. Her mouth bobbed up and down as she swallowed nearly all of his shaft each and every time. She played with his balls, too, right up until it felt like Tom was on the verge of an orgasm. Then Sarah pulled back, squeezed the base of his cock, and said, "He made me cum right before he came inside me again. He filled my tight little pussy with his load, pulled out, gave me a kiss, and then rolled onto his back and went to sleep as his cum started to leak out of me."

    Again Tom looked both uncomfortable and turned on and Sarah couldn't help but feel like there was something adorable about it. In a weird way, it made her fall just a little deeper in love with him, for she couldn't imagine there was another man in Los Angeles that would have been willing to suffer through the kind of weekend Tom was suffering through.

    "He said he thought about making me wake you up so you could clean his cum out of me again," Sarah said. "But he decided to let you sleep."

    "That was nice of him, I guess," Tom replied with a smile as he stared down at Sarah and his stiff cock.

    "Well, savor it, because it might be one of the few times this weekend where he's nice," she said. "The real reason I'm in here is to bring you to his bedroom. He wants us to...well, we have to suck his cock together, to make him cum, and we have to share his cum after he's had his orgasm."

    Sarah studied her boyfriend's face as she shared the bad news. She couldn't be certain, but she thought she saw just a hint of excitement in his eyes before a look of frustration took over.

    "I know it's a lot to ask," she said.

    "It's not," Tom replied. "I committed to this. It seems like he might take it a lot further than I thought he would, but I committed to this."

    Sarah crawled forward, pushed Tom onto his back, and kissed him. She took his cock into her pussy, sat down on it, and gently rocked her hips back and forth as their tongues mingled. She wasn't going to fuck him with any kind of vigor because she didn't want him cumming inside her, but she figured that feeling her pussy would be a nice reminder of what he'd get to have as soon as the weekend was over.

    "Once this is over, Tom, you can have me as many times as you want. You can have me in any position and I will wear any kind of lingerie you want. Hell, I'll buy out all of Victoria's Secret and model it all for you. I will. I'll make you feel better than any girlfriend has ever made her boyfriend feel," she said.

    Tom smiled. "I'm going to hold you to that."

    They kissed again before she lifted her pussy from his cock, got out of the bed, and offered her hand. "Come on. We have a job to do."

    Tom sat up, grimaced just a little, and replied, "Right. Yes. We have to suck cock together." He shook his head. "That's not a sentence I ever thought I'd utter."

    Sarah pulled him close and kissed him. "I know, and hopefully you'll never have to utter those words again once this weekend is over. Remember, though, that we have to put on a good performance."

    "I know," Tom said.

    Sarah felt terrible as they walked towards Mark's bedroom. She'd just told her boyfriend that he needed to pretend that he enjoyed sucking cock with her, that he was thrilled at the idea of sucking and licking a load out of another man and then sharing that load with her. That's what she wanted from Tom, though. She needed his performance to be almost as good as hers. They'd come this far and she wasn't going to stop until she'd secured the role Mark had promised.

    "Good morning, Tom," Mark said with a smile as they walked into the master bedroom. He'd pulled the sheets back and his cock stood at attention. "Did Sarah tell you what you'd be doing this morning?"

    "She did," Tom replied as they walked hand-in-hand towards the foot of the bed.

    "And how do you feel about that?" Mark asked with a smile on his face.

    Sarah looked at her boyfriend as they stopped at the foot of the bed. She worried she'd see an angry look on his face - Mark was damn near taunting Tom, after all - but instead, Tom seemed perfectly calm.

    "I'm willing to do whatever it takes to help Sarah," Tom said. "I love her more than anything and I know better than anyone that she deserves the part you're offering and that she'll absolutely nail it. If I need to suck your cock with her to ensure that she gets the part, then I'm more than happy to do that."

    Mark looked at Sarah, smiled, and said, "Your boyfriend loves you, Sarah. You're a very lucky woman."

    She squeezed Tom's hand. "I know I am."

    "Both of you can get on your knees right there at the foot of the bed," Mark instructed.

    Sarah and Tom fell to their knees as Mark crawled to the foot of the bed, swung his legs over, and sat. She looked up at his throbbing cock and felt a twinge of desire between her legs, as if her pussy had already become accustomed to the pleasures a man wielding a cock of Mark's size could provide.

    "I'd like you to take your time," Mark instructed. "I'd like you to demonstrate how badly you want to pleasure me. I'd like you to prove - with your mouths - how desperate you are to start your day by sharing a load of my cum, so make sure that whoever takes it in their mouth doesn't swallow as I want to see you two swapping it back and forth."

    Sarah looked at Tom and their eyes met. Neither said a word, but she was confident that he was ready to do as Mark desired, no matter how degrading it was. In that moment Sarah felt a powerful kind of love for her boyfriend and she had to resist the urge to kiss him, push him on his back, and take him in her pussy to reward him for his love.

    Instead, Sarah moved towards Mark's cock and licked her way up one side of his shaft. Tom took the hint and licked his way up the other side until their tongues met over the head. They looked into each other's eyes as they offered pleasure to the producer and Sarah was quite certain she saw Tom's lips curl into a smile of sorts.

    "That's good," Mark said. "Show me that you're both dedicated to Sarah's career. That you're both ready to do what it takes to earn the part. Show me that you can both be eager cocksuckers when the moment calls for it."

    They licked their way down and back up the shaft once more. They kissed and licked over the head and their tongues danced as Mark moaned. Then Sarah took the whole of the head in her mouth and moved halfway down the shaft. She felt Tom's hand move down her back and grab her ass and she moaned while sucking the producer's cock voraciously.

    Sarah pulled back and looked at Tom. His eyes went wide as he realized what she wanted him to do. He looked at Mark's cock, opened his mouth, and took the head between his lips. He moved down the shaft, though he couldn't take nearly as much as Sarah could. She ran her fingers down his back and grabbed his ass, squeezing it hard while he gave a blowjob.

    "Suck my balls while he works my cock," Mark instructed.

    Sarah did so without hesitation. She dropped a little lower, leaned in, and took one of Mark's balls in her mouth. She ran her tongue over the wrinkled, hairy flesh and moaned as she looked up at him to see a victorious smile on his face.

    Of course Mark felt confident in that moment. He had a couple on their knees in front of him. He'd convinced a straight man to surrender, to suck his cock in the name of securing a part for his girlfriend. He'd wielded his power expertly and gotten exactly what he wanted out of doing so and there were still two days left in the weekend, which meant Mark had all the time in the world to do whatever he pleased with them.

    "Now switch," Mark demanded.

    Tom released the cock from his lips and dropped down. Sarah watched her boyfriend take the producer's balls in his mouth and suck like he'd done it before. He offered pleasure without hesitation, showing his unrelenting dedication to her career, to her happiness. She looked up at Mark, stroked his cock a few times, and took the head in her mouth. She sucked hard, moving as far down his shaft as she could go and moving her tongue swiftly.

    "Fuck, you two are incredible," Mark said. "And Tom's far better than I expected. It's like he's a natural born cocksucker, much like his girlfriend, I suppose."

    Sarah half expected Tom to blow up with anger - perhaps even injuring Mark given that he had his balls in a fairly precarious position - but he didn't. He just kept on sucking, refusing to take the bait that the producer seemed quite intent on putting out there.

    "Suck my balls together," Mark instructed.

    Sarah took one testicle and Tom took the other. They sucked cheek to cheek, doing exactly as the producer instructed because they'd decided they were going to follow this thing through to the end to secure the role for Sarah.

    "This is so much better than a simple blowjob," Mark said with a smile. "This is worship. This is two good little sluts worshiping me like they were instructed to. This is two eager cock whores working to make me cum so they can share in the joy of the reward every good cocksucker craves."

    The producer's face was alive with excitement - something beyond pleasure, really - as he quite literally talked down to them. He was getting off on the power, but of course he was. The was the whole point of what he was doing. He had the power and he had no compunction about wielding it for his pleasure.

    "Now suck my dick together. Work the head. Make me cum," he instructed.

    They did so dutifully. They licked, kissed, and sucked ravenously. They acted like the cock whores Mark had labeled them as. They acted like they were desperate for the reward of his cum, like they were determined to prove they were good cocksuckers.

    They were on their knees for a long time. Sarah wasn't sure how long, but Mark had clearly meant it when he said he wanted them to take their time, to really work for his load.

    Eventually, though, his cock head began to swell up and his moans got lower and louder. He was close to cumming. They were close to completing the blowjob he'd made them give.

    "I want to cum in Tom's mouth," he said with a smile. "Get your lips around my dick, cocksucker."

    Tom did so without hesitation and Sarah rubbed his back and grabbed his ass before reaching between his legs to play with his half hard cock. She stroked him, offering pleasure while he did something he'd almost certainly never imagined himself doing.

    Mark grunted and groaned as his cock pulsed and his balls jumped. He was cumming in Tom's mouth and Sarah's boyfriend kept his lips sealed tight around the shaft. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, as if Mark had somehow saved up an extra large load for this exact moment.

    When he was finished, Mark smiled, looked down at Tom, and said, "Share my cum with your girlfriend. Share the reward you cocksuckers deserve. Take your time with it, too."

    Tom turned to Sarah with his lips closed and a load of cum waiting in his mouth.

    "Feel free to keep playing with his dick while you kiss him," Mark said. "No orgasm for him, though."

    Tom leaned closer and Sarah tilted her head. Their lips met and quickly parted. His tongue moved into her mouth and she moaned as the salty, bitter taste of Mark's cum filled her mouth.

    Sarah stroked her boyfriend's cock a little faster and moaned into his mouth as his fingers slipped into her pussy. They passed the cum back and forth and it began to turn foamy as their tongues danced. It felt like the entirety of her mouth - and part of her throat - was now coated in the producer's semen, but Tom's fingers brought her such pleasure that Sarah couldn't help but move towards an orgasm.

    "That's good," Mark said. "Share your reward, my little cocksuckers. Enjoy the taste of the cum you worked so hard for. Relish the fact that you were such good little cock whores for me that I let you take my load in your mouths."

    Sarah followed the path of pleasure the producer set out and moaned louder. She stroked Tom's cock slowly for fear of making him cum if she went any faster, but he was clearly trying to get her off.

    He managed it, too. Sarah came on his fingers as they continued to swap the messy, foamy cum back and forth. She practically screamed into her boyfriend's mouth before backing away as she came down from her climax.

    "You two can shower together," Mark said. "I'll see you downstairs for breakfast when you're done."

    He got up, sauntered to his bathroom, and took a piss as Sarah looked at Tom.

    "Shower?" she asked.

    He nodded, stood, and helped her to her feet. They walked hand-in-hand out of the master bedroom and towards the room where Tom had spent the night.

    "I love you," Sarah said softly. "More than anything, Tom."

    "I love you too," he replied. "More than anything."

    Sarah wasn't sure what the rest of the weekend would hold, but she was happy to have Tom by her side as they went through it, for she was confident that they could survive anything together. And, with any luck, it might include more of the same pleasure she'd already experienced. At least that's how she hoped the rest of the weekend would play out.
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    Sarah lifted her lithe, naked body from the pool and sauntered towards a lounge chair with a soft, fluffy white towel waiting on it. Mark watched her approach with a smile on his face and a flaccid cock between his legs. She offered a smile in return, in part because she was dedicated to delivering a convincing performance and in part because it had actually been quite pleasurable to swim naked in his beautiful pool.

    "It's a nice life, isn't it?" Mark asked as Sarah dropped her naked body onto the lounge chair, crossed her ankles, and closed her eyes.

    "It is," she replied. There was no arguing with that. She couldn't think of a better way to spend her weekends than relaxing naked by the pool, though she would have preferred to do it without a power-hungry producer that intended on using her body for his pleasure whenever he saw fit.

    "It won't be long before you can afford a life like this," Mark noted. "Your pay for the first movie will be shit, of course. It's always shit for the first movie. But, you'll get a big bump for the sequel and I'm sure your agents will be able to secure you a nice payday for a few more movies before this one even comes out. After all, everyone wants a piece of the hot young franchise star."

    Sarah very nearly offered a weak argument about how she hadn't gotten into acting for the money or the fame, but even she didn't believe that. She wanted to act, certainly, and she wanted to act in great projects, but the money and the fame were a big part of it, too. She wouldn't have accepted Mark's disgusting offer to serve as his de facto whore for the weekend if the money and the fame were meaningless.

    "The money's not shit for you though, is it?" Sarah asked. "I'll be making pennies and you'll be cashing an even bigger check than usual because of that."

    Mark looked at her and smiled. He held her gaze for a few seconds before letting his eyes wander to her breasts, over her stomach, and between her legs. "It's good to be the producer," he said. "If you want real money and a long career, you should into producing, Sarah. That's where the real power is, as I'm sure you know."

    He was so cocky that Sarah could barely stand it. He wasn't wrong, though. He was powerful. He could make or break her career, or the career of dozens - if not hundreds - of young actresses just like her. He could get away with using that power in a disgusting manner, too.

    "Tom!" Mark called out.

    Tom was still swimming - naked, too, as Mark had forbidden them from putting on their clothes - and he swam towards them in a manner that made Sarah think of him as an eager puppy being called by its owner.

    "Come here, Tom," Mark demanded.

    Tom lifted his body out of the pool and Sarah watched the water cascade down his chest and legs. She was hit with a sudden and somewhat surprising rush of desire, and if the situation was different she would have done everything in her power to lure her boyfriend's cock into her pussy. She suspected that wouldn't be happening, though, as Mark hadn't yet shown much in the way of concern for Tom's pleasure.

    "What can I do for you?" Tom asked.

    They'd spent the better part of the late morning and early afternoon at the pool and Tom had largely been utilized as a butler of sorts, fetching food and drinks from the house and bringing fresh towels when needed. Much to Sarah's surprise, Mark had yet to use either of them sexually since their double blowjob in the morning, though she suspected that was about to change.

    "I have a choice for you, Tom," Mark said.

    Unsurprisingly, Tom looked a little wary.

    "Would you rather eat pussy or suck cock?" Mark asked.

    "Eat pussy," Tom replied.

    "And what if I said I'd let you have an orgasm if you sucked my cock right now? Would that change your answer?" Mark asked.

    Tom looked at Sarah and then glanced between Mark's legs. "What...what kind of orgasm?" he said.

    "What kind would you prefer?" Mark asked with a smile.

    Tom looked at Sarah once more, but this time his gaze focused between her legs. "The kind where I get to fuck my girlfriend. That's the best kind of orgasm, after all."

    Mark took his flaccid cock in his hand and stroked it slowly. "So, you're saying that you'd crawl between my legs and suck my dick right now if I told you that you could fuck your girlfriend and cum inside her. Is that right?"

    Mark was playing a game. A power game. The kind of game he seemed to enjoy more than any other. It seemed so obvious to Sarah that Mark wanted to effectively force Tom into choosing to give a blowjob, that he found some sort of pleasure in that. She wanted to tell her boyfriend that he didn't have to do anything, that he could fuck her as many times as he wanted as soon as the weekend was over, but she knew it was best to keep quiet, at least in the moment. If she wanted the part, she needed to let Mark play his games as he saw fit.

    Tom looked conflicted, but only for a moment. "Well...no, I don't think so. I'm sorry...or, well, I'm not sorry. Not really. I just, I don't really want to suck your dick, and I can wait a few days to have an orgasm. You know?"

    Sarah figured Mark would be disappointed, but instead he had a big smile on his face. She wondered if he really cared either way, if the whole point of the question had been to fuck with Tom in some way, to stave off whatever form of boredom had turned Mark into the kind of man that got off on manipulating and controlling people.

    "Well, I'd really like to get my dick sucked," Mark said. "So one of you needs to put it in your mouth right now."

    Sarah rolled onto her side and reached out to caress the producer's leg. He released his cock and she smiled while wrapping her delicate fingers around it and stroking him slowly.

    "I'll suck your dick," she said. "You like the way I suck your dick, don't you?"

    Mark nodded. "I enjoyed the way your boyfriend sucked my dick this morning, though. He's far better at it than you'd expect from a straight man. He's got a natural talent for it, I'd say. That talent could come in handy for you, Sarah."

    "How do you mean?" Tom asked.

    Sarah wished he hadn't asked. He was playing into Mark's hands by doing so, as the producer was clearly delighted to share whatever dirty thought was in his head at the moment.

    Mark looked up at Tom, smiled, and said, "There are lots of gay men in Hollywood that would love to have fun with a cute straight guy like you, Tom. I'm far from the only man that's willing to use his power to get what he wants sexually, and there's a good chance that Sarah will find herself in the room with a man that's not at all interested in her, and that man might have the power to give her the part she can't stop dreaming about. Except, he won't want anything to do with her pussy or that pretty mouth of hers."

    Sarah had heard some of her guy friends talk about producers like that. She'd never heard of one her friends offering his mouth or ass in exchange for a part, but she knew that Mark was right, that there were powerful men in Hollywood that would have found the idea of fucking Tom a great deal more appealing than fucking her.

    "So, Tom, there might come a day when you're in a position to help your beautiful girlfriend - or perhaps she'll be your wife by then - by offering that mouth of yours just like you offered it to me this morning. And, the fact that you're quite good with your mouth might serve Sarah well. Though, you might have to offer that tight ass of yours if you really want her to get the part," Mark said before his lips curled into a delighted smile. He quite clearly enjoyed painting a particularly lurid picture for Tom.

    To Sarah's surprise, it looked like her boyfriend was contemplating whether or not he'd be willing to go that far for her. She was horrified for him, and yet a part of her was touched by his seeming eagerness to do whatever it took to help her achieve her dreams.

    "Sarah, I'd like it if you put your mouth to use," Mark instructed. "Right now."

    Sarah stood, gave Tom a soft kiss on the cheek, smiled, and then turned and crawled between Mark's legs. She took his stiff cock in her mouth and offered the blowjob he desired.

    "Mmm, fuck, I swear, I will never tire of getting my cock sucked by an eager, beautiful young actress," Mark said. "Though I have to say, having you here makes it better, Tom. Knowing that you're watching as your beautiful girlfriend sucks my dick makes it so much sweeter to enjoy her talented mouth."

    Sarah moaned as she swallowed Mark's cock over and over. She sucked on the head and swirled her mouth around it. She played with his balls, too, offering him every bit of pleasure she could. She was surprised at how much she enjoyed it. She felt a little bad for actually getting wet as she gave him head, but Sarah couldn't help it. Her body was in control of her arousal and having Mark's cock in her mouth was decidedly pleasurable.

    "Tell me, Tom, would you offer yourself to a gay man if it would benefit Sarah's career?" Mark asked as his cock surged in Sarah's mouth, making it clear that the producer found it deeply pleasurable to tease and taunt Tom in that manner. "I can't imagine it would be a big departure for you. After all, you've sucked my cock. Would it really be that different to suck a gay man's cock?"

    Tom was silent, but Sarah looked up to see a smile on Mark's face.

    "No...I suppose...I mean, I guess it wouldn't be that different," Tom finally answered. "But, the other thing, that would be different."

    Mark put a hand on the back of Sarah's head and pushed down. His cock hit the back of her throat and she gagged. Her eyes watered a little as she tried to cease the gagging. She had little choice, as Mark seemed determined to be amore aggressive in pursuit of using her throat for his pleasure.

    "Do you mean getting fucked, Tom?" Mark asked. "Is that the other thing you're talking about?"

    "Yes," Tom replied softly.

    Mark gripped Sarah's hair and used it to direct her mouth up and down on his cock. He pushed the head into her throat over and over, all while his gaze remained fixed on Tom. She wished she could save her boyfriend from the conversation he was being pushed into, but there was nothing to be done. Tom would have to cope.

    "Sarah seems to enjoy getting fucked," Mark said. "Wouldn't you agree that she enjoys having my cock inside her?"

    "Yes," Tom admitted.

    "So who's to say that you wouldn't enjoy it, Tom?" Mark asked with a hint of aggression in his voice. "After all, you didn't find it unpleasant to have my cock in your mouth, did you?"

    Tom sounded pained as he said, "No, I didn't."

    Mark pushed down on Sarah's head and held his cock in her throat. He held it there until she panicked and began pushing against his thighs. He held it for a few seconds more and then released his grip as she pulled back and gasped for air. Saliva poured from her mouth and coated his remarkably stiff cock and she looked up at the producer and saw a cocky smile on his face as he looked down at her.

    "Ride me," Mark said. "Reverse cowgirl."

    Sarah stood and spun around. She moved back until her pussy hovered above Mark's stiff cock. She guided him inside her, sat down, and adjusted her legs so she could ride him with ease.

    His cock felt good inside her, just like it had the day before. It was long and thick and it reached places that few cocks had ever reached. There was something else, too. Something that Sarah hadn't identified the day before. She still didn't fully understand it, but there was something about fucking someone that possessed genuine power - and that happily wielded that power - that she found far more arousing than she would have liked.

    "I take it you've never been fucked, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "No, I haven't," he answered.

    Mark slapped Sarah's ass and she yelped. Then she smiled as a surge of pleasure moved through her body. She noted Tom's half hard cock and was tempted to beckon him closer so she could pleasure him. That wasn't her choice to make, though, so she continued to bounce her pussy on Mark's big dick while her boyfriend watched.

    "Would you be willing to give up your ass for Sarah's career, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would you be willing to suffer the humiliation of being fucked for a man's pleasure in exchange for a role for your beautiful girlfriend?"

    Tom looked right at Sarah as she rode Mark even faster. He smacked her ass again and she moaned because his dick felt so good inside her.

    "Fuck, your cock feels so good in my pussy," she said, in part because she hoped to spare Tom from having to answer the question and in part because his cock really did feel good in her pussy. "You're so big. You're so fucking deep inside me."

    Mark grabbed her hips and helped her ride him faster as Tom's cock reached a fully erect state.

    "Answer me, Tom," Mark demanded. "And be honest. If a man like me - a gay version of me, that is - told you that he'd give Sarah the part of her dreams if you were willing to suck his dick, get fucked, and take his load up your ass, would you do it?"

    He didn't need to answer. Sarah saw the truth in his eyes and on his face. She saw that Tom was agonized by the answer, that he didn't want to utter the words and admit the truth.

    "Yes, I'd do it," Tom admitted.

    Mark lifted Sarah's pussy from his cock and said, "Get on your hands and knees on the other lounge chair. The one you were lying on."

    Sarah swiftly moved into position and watched Mark get up and move behind her. He grabbed her hips, pulled her back, and slid his cock into her from behind. He buried every inch inside her and held still.

    "I want you to rest your head on her ass, Tom," Mark instructed.

    Tom approached, got on his knees, and rested his head on Sarah's ass and lower back.

    "Now open your mouth," Mark demanded.

    Sarah couldn't see, but she imagined her boyfriend did as the producer instructed, as a moment later Mark's cock began to move in and out of her pussy. He seemed to go even deeper inside her than when she'd rode him in reverse cowgirl. It felt good, to the point that she couldn't help but moan and push her hips back a little to meet each thrust.

    Then Mark pulled out and Tom moaned. It was a muffled moan, though. Sarah looked over her shoulder and saw that Mark was quite clearly fucking her boyfriend's mouth.

    "That's it," Mark said. "Suck her pussy off my cock. Suck up those sweet juices, Tom. Suck it clean."

    Sarah felt bad for Tom. She knew he wasn't in agony, but she still felt bad for him. He was suffering for her, for the good of her career. He was taking whatever humiliation Mark wanted to dole out and he was doing it because he wanted Sarah to be happy.

    Mark's cock entered her pussy once more and he fucked her harder. He dug his fingers into her hips and pounded her with such aggression that it actually hurt a little.

    Then he fucked Tom's face again. He repeated the process over and over. He went from Sarah's pussy to Tom's mouth repeatedly, using them both like they were nothing more than toys for his pleasure, which happened to be precisely what they were for the weekend.

    Finally, after a lengthy fucking Mark pulled out, stepped back, and said, "Get on your knees in front of me. Both of you."

    Tom dropped to his knees almost immediately and Sarah rushed to follow. Mark pushed their heads together and stroked his cock in front of them. Sarah watched the head swell up as the producer's balls tightened a little. A moment later they leapt in their sack and the first rope of cum launched from the head.

    A dozen more followed as Mark sprayed them both with his load, grunting and groaning as he did so. He smiled, too, taking rather obvious pleasure in the fact that he'd just given them both a facial.

    "God damn," he said after his cock was spent. "You two are incredible."

    Sarah was surprised to feel a mild sense of pride at having provided Mark with yet another spectacular orgasm.

    "Kiss him," Mark instructed. "Then you can clean up. And after you're done, I'm ready for another drink, which Tom can retrieve."

    Sarah turned to her boyfriend and saw a smile on his face. She reached up and ran her fingers through some of the cum Mark had covered him with. In the name of putting on a good performance, she popped those fingers into her mouth and sucked them clean before leaning in to kiss her boyfriend.

    Tom moaned as Sarah shared Mark's cum with him. He moaned as their tongues danced and Sarah couldn't help but feel a lovely surge of arousal right alongside her boyfriend.

    "Once you bring me a drink you can eat her pussy, Tom," Mark said. "Feel free to make her cum."

    "I will," Tom replied with a smile.

    They kissed once more - this time for a great deal longer - and then Tom stood and helped Sarah to her feet. She grabbed a towel, wiped his face clean, and then did the same to hers.

    "Can I get you anything to drink?" he asked.

    "Sure. I'll take a cocktail. Surprise me," she answered.

    Tom turned and rushed inside as Sarah grabbed a new towel, set it on the lounge chair, and sat down. She stretched out her legs, closed her eyes, and smiled.

    She was in the midst of a weekend unlike any other, but the truth was, Sarah was largely enjoying herself. She worried a little for Tom, but he seemed to be enjoying himself, too, though perhaps he was putting on a performance.

    Either way, it wouldn't be long before the weekend was over and Sarah and Tom could move on to bigger, better things, including genuine movie stardom for her. That was an outcome well worth sacrificing for, as exchanging a few days of being a glorified whore for a lifetime of fame and fortune was a trade Sarah was more than willing to make.
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    "Don't forget my ass, Tom," Mark instructed.

    Sarah winced just a little as the producer instructed her boyfriend to wash his ass. It seemed likely that Tom had never imagined being in the shower with her and a powerful man that had taken control of both of them for the weekend, and yet there he was standing behind Mark with a bar of soap in his hands, carrying out the orders to thoroughly wash the older man's body.

    "And don't forget to wash my cock and balls, Sarah," Mark added with a smile.

    She ran her soapy hands down his chest, over his surprisingly firm stomach, and between his legs. Sarah smiled at the producer as she took his big cock in one hand and his balls in the other. She cleaned him thoroughly and she felt his flesh grow from her touch. Sarah smiled again, though this time it was genuine. Despite the mild disgust she felt at having given herself over to the producer, part of her liked that she could arouse him with such ease.

    "Get on your knees," Mark said when Sarah had finished cleaning his cock and balls. "Both of you."

    Sarah fell to her knees and saw Tom do the same thing. She looked up at Mark and awaited his command.

    "Wash my balls with your mouth," Mark instructed.

    Sarah lifted his heavy, half hard cock, leaned closer, and took one of his testicles into her mouth. She looked up at the producer, batted her eyelashes, and worked him with her mouth while gently rubbing the head of his cock and helping him to grow to a fully erect state.

    "Wash my asshole with your tongue, Tom," Mark said as he held Sarah's gaze. A smile - the cocky kind she'd seen so often over the past few days as the producer's house - crossed his face.

    Sarah couldn't see what her boyfriend was doing, but when Mark moaned she was fairly certain her boyfriend was dutifully licking a freshly-cleaned asshole. Tom had already sucked cock, worshiped balls, cleaned cum out of her pussy, and taken a load directly in his mouth that weekend, so licking a clean asshole clearly wasn't that big of an ask.

    "You're a lucky woman, Sarah," Mark said as he ran his fingers through her wet hair. "Your boyfriend is extraordinarily supportive. I'll admit that I've played with a few couples in the past, but I've never encountered a man willing to go to the lengths that Tom has traveled in support of your career."

    Sarah took both of Mark's balls in her mouth and sucked gently as she stroked his now stiff cock. She maintained eye contact, too, showing that she was eager to offer every bit of herself to him.

    "Should I fuck him, Sarah?" Mark asked.

    She shook her head. Tom had already admitted that he'd likely let Mark take his ass if the producer demanded it, but she didn't want that for her boyfriend. It seemed unimaginably humiliating, even if Tom was able to compartmentalize it as little more than making a sacrifice for the long term health of her career.

    "Take my cock in your mouth," he demanded.

    Sarah released his balls and slipped the head of his long, thick cock in her mouth. The producer took hold of her head with both hands and fucked her face with long, slow thrusts. She had to fight off her gag reflex each time he pushed in, but Mark went slow enough that Sarah could do it without too much of a struggle.

    "Stand up, Tom," Mark instructed. "Put your hands against the wall and stick your ass out."

    Out of the corner of her eye Sarah saw her boyfriend do as the producer instructed. Mark then grabbed Tom's ass and gave it a firm squeeze. He smacked it twice, too, though Tom kept silent.

    Mark pulled his cock from Sarah's throat, stepped back in the massive shower, and said, "Rim his asshole. Right now."

    Sarah crawled behind Tom, spread his ass cheeks, and pressed her face between them. She rimmed him vigorously as he stood with his hands pressed against the elegantly tiled wall. Tom moaned, too, and the idea that she was making him feel good - and perhaps doing so before he got fucked - made her just a little bit happier.

    "Will you fight me if I try and fuck you, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "No," Tom answered. "We...I agreed to this weekend, to do as I was told, as you wanted. I don't want you to fuck me, but I won't fight you."

    "And if I said that I wanted to fuck one of you in the ass," Mark said. "Which would you have it be, Tom? You, or your beautiful girlfriend?"

    Tom looked over his shoulder and down at Sarah, who was still busy rimming his asshole. "Me," he said. "It should be me. If you have to fuck one of us in the ass, make it me."

    Sarah felt intense love for her boyfriend in that moment. It was decidedly odd to experience that feeling while rimming his asshole in the shower belonging to a producer that was threatening to sodomize Tom, but she felt it nonetheless. She wanted to spin Tom around, swallow his cock, and fellate him until he flooded her mouth with his load. She refrained from doing so, though, for just like Tom she'd willingly ceded control to Mark.

    "Like I said, Sarah, you're a very lucky woman," Mark said. "Your boyfriend is clearly willing to sacrifice for you in a way few men are."

    "I know I'm lucky," Sarah replied as she rubbed small circles over Tom's asshole with her index finger.

    "Both of you on your knees," Mark instructed. "I do, in fact, intend on having anal sex with one of you before this weekend is over, but that can wait for later."

    Tom spun around and dropped to his knees next to Sarah. Their fingers entwined as they both looked up at Mark, who stepped closer and began stroking his cock furiously.

    "For now, you can take my load on your faces," Mark said. "Then you can help each other get clean. Make sure you do a good job, too, because we have a guest coming in an hour."

    Sarah tensed up. There had been no mention of anyone else entering the house and witnessing her willingness to whore herself and her boyfriend out for the weekend.

    "You'll be meeting your potential costar," Mark explained. "We haven't yet cast the man who will be playing opposite you, but I have a favorite for the role and he's coming over for a chemistry read."

    Tom kissed Sarah's neck and whispered, "It's okay, Sarah," as he squeezed her hand. "It will all be worth it, I promise."

    "Good chemistry between actors is important, Sarah. It's what makes most movies work, and having good chemistry with someone is often what makes a movie star, so I want to make sure there's something real between you and the man you'll be playing opposite of in the blockbuster we'll be making together," Mark said as he stroked his cock a little faster.

    Sarah's mind ran through countless potential scenarios. Was Mark going to have her do an actual script reading with an actor, or was he merely pulling someone else into his psychosexual game? Would Sarah be permitted to wear clothes? Would Tom be involved? Anything seemed possible with Mark in control.

    "Now beg for my load," Mark instructed.

    "Please, cum on my face," Tom said without hesitation.

    Sarah looked up at Mark and saw the lust in his eyes. She saw him getting off on the control he had over them. She realized there was almost no chance that he'd let her be professional with the actor coming over for a chemistry read. She was almost certainly going to get fucked by another man.

    "Cum on my face," Sarah said. "Cum on our faces. Let us share your load."

    The head of Mark's cock swelled up and a moment later a thick rope of cum launched onto Sarah's face. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and the shower filled with Mark's grunts and groans as he enjoyed yet another orgasm courtesy of Sarah and Tom.

    When he was finished, Mark pushed his cock into her mouth and Sarah sucked the head, gathering a few drops of cum from the tip and holding him between her lips until he pulled out with an audible pop.

    "Kiss your boyfriend," Mark instructed. "Share my load. Then you can get cleaned up for our guest."

    Mark stepped out of the shower as Sarah turned to Tom and shared a deep, cum-flavored kiss with him. She caressed his cock and balls, teasing his stiffness and keeping him in an aroused state in the hope that it would make having to share another man's cum a little less painful for him.

    "Don’t bother getting dressed," Mark said. "I want to see if there's real chemistry. None of the fake shit that actors so often resort to."

    Sarah's tongue entwined with Tom's as it became clear that she'd almost certainly be having sex with someone else that day. The guy was guaranteed to be hot and fit, though, so at least there was a chance the sex would be good.

    
      
    

    "Carter, come in," Mark said.

    "Hey, thanks for inviting me over," the young actor replied.

    Sarah and Tom were seated in the living room. They were both naked and her pulse raced as she wondered if Carter knew what was about to unfold.

    "Uh...what the fuck?" he asked as he stepped into the living room with Mark, who'd put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt to welcome their guest. "Mark, what the fuck?"

    Carter clearly hadn't been informed as to the nature of his chemistry read. Either that or he was an exceptionally good actor.

    "Mark, seriously, what's going on here?" Carter asked as he took a few steps back.

    Mark smiled, gestured towards Sarah and Tom, and said, "This is Sarah. She's already been cast in the movie because she's already proven her willingness to do whatever it takes to earn her shot at stardom. The man sitting next to her is Tom, her boyfriend, who's proven that he's willing to do literally anything to ensure that his girlfriend gets what she wants."

    Carter looked utterly dumbfounded as he looked at Sarah and then quickly looked away like he was embarrassed to be staring at a naked woman.

    "I need to leave," Carter said as he turned and walked away.

    "If you do, I'll make sure you never work again, Carter," Mark replied. "I'll make sure that all your dreams go up in smoke, that no producer worth a damn will take a meeting with you, that no director will audition you. I'll make sure that you have to give up on your dreams, that you have to go home with your tail between your legs because you were too afraid to fuck a beautiful woman in front of her boyfriend."

    Carter stopped, turned, and slowly approached the living room once more. He looked at Sarah, who offered a smile. Carter was, after all, exceptionally good looking and he seemed to be in remarkably good shape. Fucking him would almost certainly be pleasurable, and if that's what it took to secure the part she wanted, then that was actually far less difficult than anything she'd already done that weekend.

    "That's all I want, Carter," Mark said. "I want you to fuck Sarah while Tom and I watch. I want to see if there's real chemistry between the two of you. This will be the one and only time you fuck each other. I want the sex to stoke the flames of desire between you and I want that desire to be obvious when you're on camera together. I want the audience to feel your lust for each other, your desperation to be together. I want it to be in every frame of every scene you have together."

    Though he was going about it in an unconventional manner, Sarah couldn't help but agree with the idea that she and Carter should have crackling chemistry and that if they felt genuine sexual desire for each other that it would undeniably improve the movie.

    With that in mind, she stood and sauntered towards the young actor. Sarah hadn't been instructed to do so, but she took the initiative and it put a smile on Mark's face.

    "I promise, it won't be so bad," Sarah said softly as she reached up and ran her fingers over Carter's chest. "I can make you feel good, just like I know you can make me feel good."

    "I...I have a girlfriend," Carter replied.

    She smiled. "And I have a boyfriend. We have to make sacrifices if we want something that every other actor in Hollywood wants, Carter." Sarah's fingers made their way over his stomach and between his legs and she massaged his cock through his jeans. "You could pass up the opportunity of a lifetime, Carter, but there's no reason to do that. Not when Mark is asking you to do what you already want to do."

    It hadn't taken more than a few gentle strokes through his pants to bring Carter's cock to an erect state, which Sarah took to mean that he wanted her. She smiled, took his hand, and gently placed his fingers between her legs. He pushed inside her and for a moment his eyes went wide.

    "It's okay that you want me," she said softly. "I want you too. I felt it the moment you walked in. I think you felt it. I think you saw me and you wanted me, just like I wanted you, Carter."

    He fingered her a little faster and cupped one of her breasts with his other hand. Sarah unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down along with his underwear, freeing his cock and wrapping her fingers around his impressively thick erection.

    "I do," Carter said. "I want you, Sarah."

    It was possible he was acting, at least in part, but his cock was hard as a rock and his breathing had gotten faster and deeper. His body was awash in desire, desire for her, desire that Sarah felt in her loins.

    Sarah looked at Mark as she caressed the actor's big cock and asked, "Where would you like us to fuck?"

    "On the couch," Mark answered. "And feel free to take your time. I'm in no rush."

    Sarah turned her attention back to Carter, stepped closer, and kissed him. His hands moved down her back and he grasped her ass as desire coursed through her body. Their tongues mingled slowly as it felt as though their bodies were melding together in the way it tends to when you're truly clicking with someone.

    Their bodies remained pressed together and their lips hovered achingly close as the kiss ended. Sarah bit her lower lip and then stepped back and lifted Carter's shirt over his head. She smiled at the sight of his strong arms, well-built chest, and carved abs, and then took his hand and led him towards the couch.

    "Come to me, Tom," Mark instructed as Sarah and Carter approached. Her boyfriend smiled, stood, and hurried towards the producer.

    Sarah kissed Carter again. His hands moved over her body again. Her pussy gushed with desire as she stroked his cock, which felt as though it had gotten bigger on their stroll across the living room.

    "Do you really want me?" Sarah whispered.

    Carter nodded. "Desperately. You're gorgeous, Sarah, and sexy. So fucking sexy."

    She smiled, kissed his neck, and then slowly dropped to her knees, showering his chest and stomach in kisses along the way. Sarah looked up at Carter, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and stroked him slowly while kissing and licking the head. He closed his eyes and moaned and she was about to take his dick into her mouth when she heard the producer moan too.

    Sarah turned and saw Tom on his knees in front of Mark. She couldn't see the blowjob - all she saw was the back of Tom's head - but it was obvious Mark was getting his dick sucked. Sarah felt terrible for her boyfriend - it was deeply unfair that she was about to fuck someone else while he was made to suck dick - but there was nothing to be done about it.

    Sarah took Carter's cock in her mouth and sucked on the head. He moaned and reached down to run his fingers through her hair. She sucked a little harder, swirled her tongue around the head, and then pulled back, smiled at him, and said, "You taste good, and your cock is fucking gorgeous."

    Carter smiled and once again his lips parted and a moan escaped as she took him in her mouth once more. Sarah wrapped her fingers around his shaft and used her spit to lube him as she stroked and sucked at the same time. She offered his balls a bit of pleasure with her fingers, too, doing everything she could do lure Carter into a state of wild desire.

    After a long, teasing blowjob, Sarah stood and they kissed while Carter's fingers found their way into her pussy. She heard the faint sound of Tom sucking cock while arousal coursed through her body, but she was far too caught up in her lust for Carter to give her boyfriend much thought.

    "I want you," she said. "I need you to fuck me, Carter. I need your cock inside me."

    He smiled, picked her up, and set her on the couch. Sarah thought for sure that he'd slide his dick inside her, but instead he kissed his way down her body, showering her perky breasts with affection - and sending waves of pleasure from her nipples to her pussy - before making his way between her legs.

    Carter's strong hands moved over her body and up to her breasts as he licked and sucked on her clit, doing so in a slow and rhythmic fashion clearly designed to slowly lure her into a state of intense, overwhelming desire.

    As Carter ate her pussy, Sarah watched Mark pull his cock from Tom's mouth and walk towards the living room's other couch. The producer stripped, sat, and directed Tom to get on his knees and continue fellating him. Sarah's boyfriend took a moment to look her way and she saw a flash of jealousy in his eyes, jealousy that she hadn't seen prior to that moment. It made sense, though, as Carter was younger and far better looking than Mark. He was, in a way, more of a threat to Tom, though he had nothing to worry about, for Sarah had no intention of leaving her boyfriend.

    "On your knees, Tom," Mark instructed. "Right now."

    Sarah watched her boyfriend sink to his knees in front of the producer and resume sucking cock. As he did, she turned her attention to Carter, the gorgeous, muscular actor eating her pussy. Soon Carter would be inside her. Soon his big cock would fill her pussy with long, deep strokes. Soon he'd be fucking her to what she hoped was a body shaking orgasm, and Sarah couldn't help but lose herself in an overwhelming kind of desire.

    "Carter, please, fuck me," she said. "Please, I need you inside me. I need you to give me that big cock of yours."

    Carter smiled and kissed his way up her body. Mark moaned and Sarah heard Tom gag on the producer's cock. She didn't look his way, though. She was far too turned on to think about Tom in that moment. She was far too concerned with having Carter's cock in her pussy.

    Their lips met as Sarah reached down to guide Carter's cock between her pussy lips. An intense, unexpected kind of pleasure exploded outwards from her loins as he filled her. His cock felt better than Mark's. Far better. His body felt better on top of hers. His lips felt better against hers. Everything about fucking him better than fucking the producer.

    "Oh, fuck, Carter, that feels so good," she said while wrapping her legs around him.

    Carter moaned and pulled out slowly before filling her once more. Their lips met and they kissed as she ran her fingers up and down his back while his cock moved in and out of her body.

    In the moment, it felt like sex unlike any Sarah had ever experienced. It felt like her whole body was alive with pleasure. Everywhere he touched her felt good. Every thrust brought with it a deeper level of sexual joy and it was clear the orgasm she'd have on Carter's cock would be extraordinary.

    As Sarah lost herself in the pleasure of fucking Carter, she heard Tom moan. It wasn't a moan of pleasure, though. It was one of pain. It pulled her attention from the sex she was having and she lifted her head and looked towards her boyfriend.

    Tom was on his hands and knees on the couch. Mark was behind him. He was inside him. He was fucking him while watching his two would-be actors have sex. He was using Tom's asshole for his pleasure while enjoying the sight of his future stars indulging in their overwhelming need for each other.

    Again Sarah felt bad for Tom, but there was nothing she could do about it, and even if there was something she could have done, Sarah's body refused to let her spend more than a few moments considering her boyfriend's plight. The sex with Carter felt too good to think about anything else. She had to focus on the blissful sensations of his cock moving in and out of her, of his body on top of hers, of his lips moving over her neck, of his hands playing with her breasts as they fucked.

    "Carter, I'm going to cum," she said. "Cum with me. Cum inside me. Cum in my pussy!" She needed it. She needed him to cum inside her. She needed to feel her gorgeous would-be costar explode in her pussy.

    Carter fucked her faster in response. Sarah closed her eyes, wrapped her arms around him, and held him tight. She heard Tom moaning and Mark grunting in the background. Her boyfriend was almost certainly taking a load in his ass. He was doing it for her. He was making a sacrifice for Sarah while she got to enjoy a perfect fuck with another man.

    "I'm cumming!" Sarah cried out.

    "Oh, fuck!" Carter yelled.

    He buried his cock in her pussy and they came together. She held him as close as she could and listened to his heavy breathing and his wondrous grunts and groans. Her pussy pulsed with pleasure, sending waves throughout her body and leaving her fingers and toes tingling with delight as Sarah experienced an orgasm of rare quality.

    "Wow," she said as Carter's cock remained inside her. "That was...you were...that was really good."

    "It really was," he replied.

    "Yes, it was," Mark said from behind them. "Better than I expected, actually. I think I've found both my stars."

    Carter smiled and kissed Sarah. His tongue slipped into her mouth and she felt a wave of renewed arousal wash over her.

    "You can't have him again," Mark said, dashing Sarah's hopes that she and Carter would fuck again before the night was over. "Not until after the press tour, at least. You're free to do as you please once your obligations to the movie are over."

    Carter looked a little bit crestfallen and Sarah couldn't help but feel the same way. She knew it was a temporary feeling that would wash away soon enough, but she still would've loved to have him again.

    Instead, Carter kissed her once more, pulled out, and sat on the couch. Sarah looked at Tom, who was on his knees on the floor. His expression was blank, which made it impossible to know just how miserable or angry he was after the anal pounding he'd received.

    "Go clean her pussy, Tom," Mark instructed. "Carter, you may go."

    Carter looked reluctant to leave, but he knew better than to question the man that held the future of his career in his hand. As Tom crawled toward Sarah's pussy, her soon-to-be costar got up, got dressed, waved goodbye, and walked out.

    Sarah's body trembled as Tom kissed her thighs and pussy lips. She looked down at him and smiled right as he plunged his tongue inside her and searched for Carter's load.

    "Did you enjoy fucking your costar?" Mark asked.

    "I did," Sarah admitted. "It was...it was much better than I expected."

    Mark smiled and walked towards the couch. He sat a few feet from Sarah and reached out to run his hands over her calf. "The connection was obvious from where I sat, and it was far hotter to watch than I expected."

    Mark glanced at Tom and smiled as he watched Sarah's boyfriend dutifully lick another man's cum from her pussy.

    "Tom was better than I expected, too," he added. "He didn't hesitate to get on his hands and knees for me. I know it hurt when I took his ass, but he didn't try and run from it. He gave himself to me, Sarah. He let me have his ass. He let me fuck it hard. He let me cum deep inside him." Mark looked at her and smiled. "I wouldn't ever let him go, Sarah. He might prove to be a far greater asset to your career than you can imagine."

    Sarah looked at Tom and reached down to caress his face as he continued to clean her pussy. His tongue felt soothing and his dedication to doing exactly as Mark instructed filled her with love, for it had become increasingly clear that the producer enjoyed taking advantage of Tom just as much as he enjoyed taking advantage of Sarah."

    "I love you, Tom," she said. "I love you more than anything."

    "I love you too," he replied. "And I'll do anything for you, Sarah. Anything at all."

    "That's good," Mark chimed in, "because there's so much more time left for us to play and I have a few very naughty ideas that I want to explore."

    Sarah was a little nervous - the look on Mark's face made it seem like he'd only scratched the surface of his desires - but she couldn't imagine he could come up with anything she and Tom would be afraid of.
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    "Was the sex...the sex with Carter, was it good?" Tom asked.

    He and Sarah were naked - as they'd been for most of the time they'd spent at Mark's house - and curled up on a couch in the backyard. The sun had set and the lights of Los Angeles sparkled in front of them as she detected a touch of insecurity emanating from her boyfriend.

    "It was," Sarah answered. There was no point in lying. Tom would have seen right through that. The sex with Carter had been spectacular, after all, and she'd cum remarkably hard. "How does that make you feel?"

    Tom was silent for long enough that Sarah leaned back to study her boyfriend's face. He stared out at the city, though, almost as if he was refusing to look towards her.

    "Tom?" she asked.

    "Jealous," he answered. "It made me feel jealous to watch you and it makes me feel jealous to hear that the sex was as good as it looked like it was. And I suppose it makes me feel insecure, too, though that usually goes hand in hand with jealousy."

    He finally looked towards her and Sarah reached up to caress her boyfriend's face. If they were at home she would have crawled into his lap, kissed him until he was hard, and taken him inside her to show that fucking Carter hadn't changed the way she thought about him. That wasn't possible, though, for Mark had forbidden them from having sex without his permission.

    "It doesn't change how I feel about you," she said. "Just because it was good sex, I mean. I promise, Tom. I've had lots of good sex in my life, but I've only ever been in love with one man."

    He smiled and leaned over to kiss her. Mark hadn't forbidden acts of affection, so Sarah happily returned his kiss and let her hand drift between Tom's legs to stroke his cock as their tongues gently mingled.

    "I love you so much, Tom," she said softly. "Everything you've done this weekend has only made me love you more."

    "Yeah?" he asked as his cock reached an erect state in her hand.

    Sarah wondered if Tom was thinking about the fact that he'd taken gotten fucked by the producer. The fact that it had happened while Carter was inside her had almost certainly made it worse for Tom, but that was undoubtedly Mark's intention.

    "Even the...even though Mark..."

    "Yes, even though Mark fucked you," she finished his thought. Sarah stroked him a little faster and watched Tom close his eyes and moan. She leaned in to kiss his neck and moaned as Carter entered her mind. She thought of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy, of his hard body on top of hers, of the way he kissed her while they fucked. She wanted to push those thoughts out of her head, but it was just so thrilling that she couldn't quite do it.

    "I'm sorry he did that," she said. "I really didn't think he would. I know he'd mentioned other producers maybe wanting that from you, but I really didn't think Mark would do that."

    "I didn't either," Tom replied as he looked at her.

    She rubbed her fingers over the head of his cock and watched the pleasure dance across his face before asking, "Did it hurt? I've never had anal sex, but I've always heard that it hurts."

    "A little," Tom admitted. "He used plenty of spit so it wasn't anywhere near as painful as I thought it would be."

    Sarah was a little surprised Tom was still hard as they discussed the anal penetration he'd received from the producer, but she took his arousal as evidence that he wasn't traumatized by having been bent over, fucked, and filled with another man's cum.

    "Did it make it better or worse that you had to watch Carter fuck me while Mark was inside you?" she asked.

    Tom's cock swelled up in her hand and Sarah released him from her grasp for fear of making him cum. She caressed his balls instead, gently rolling them in her fingers before she leaned in to kiss his neck once more. For some reason, Sarah was suddenly awash in arousal and though she didn't understand it she couldn't help but try and stoke the flames of desire.

    "It was...actually, I don't know," Tom answered. "I didn't...I didn't hate watching you and Carter have sex." He moaned. "There was actually...there was something hot about it. I'm not really sure why. It was different than with Mark. It seemed like you weren't actually putting on a performance with Carter, and I know that should have actually bothered me, but outside of feeling a little jealous, there was something really sexy about it."

    Sarah saw a big drop of precum at the tip of her boyfriend's cock and she carefully gathered it with the tip of her finger. She held it up and they both stared at it before Tom leaned forward, took the finger in his mouth, and sucked his sweet juice off of it. Emboldened by his action, Sarah smiled added a second finger to his mouth before gently moving them in and out. Tom held her gaze and sucked slowly, putting on something of a show as she felt the beautiful warmth of arousal spread outwards from her loins.

    "I like that you enjoyed watching, Tom," she said. "That you thought it was hot. It was hot, and I wasn't putting on a performance. It was shitty of Mark to make Carter and I have sex, but it was really good sex. Great sex, actually."

    She pushed her fingers deep into his mouth and then slowly pulled them out before kissing him. Their tongues mingled ferociously and again Sarah was struck by a desire to straddle her boyfriend and take him inside her. The sex wouldn't have been as good as it was with Carter, but she would have found it deeply pleasurable to connect with Tom on that deeply intimate level, and to have him cum inside her.

    "I can't tell you how badly I want you right now," Tom said.

    Sarah smiled. "I feel the same way, baby. Once this is over you can have me as often as you want." She'd said it before, but Sarah figured it was the sort of thing that Tom would benefit from hearing as often as possible.

    "I'm glad you two still crave each other."

    Sarah whipped her head around to see Mark approaching them with a bottle of champagne in one hand and two glasses in another.

    "I'm fairly certain that most couples would have been destroyed by what you two have been through this weekend," he added with a smile. "Your bond is clearly stronger than most, though."

    "It is," Sarah replied as she gave Tom's cock a gentle squeeze.

    Mark stopped in front of them and filled one of the glasses with champagne. He handed it to Sarah and quickly filled the other. He then raised the glass and said, "A toast to our film, which now has its two leads. The studio is thrilled with the casting of Carter, by the way. You two are going to be fantastic together, Sarah. That chemistry you have - and the intense desire you're both going to feel to fuck again - is going to make this movie legendary. I'm absolutely certain of it. Audiences are going to clamor for the two of you to get together. They're going to fawn over every red carpet picture and every interview you do together. They're going to speculate about whether or not you've had sex, about whether or not you're cheating on poor Tom here with Carter. It's going to be so good for the movie."

    Sarah knew the producer was right and she couldn't help but think that having them fuck was a stroke of genius, especially since he'd forbidden them from doing it again. She knew the desire would be there, that she'd be thinking of it constantly while on set with Carter, that her body would crave him and that all of it would absolutely show up on camera.

    "And of course, you'll refrain from doing anything until you've finished promoting the film," Mark said.

    "Of course," she replied.

    He took another sip of his champagne, looked at Tom, and demanded, "Get on your knees, Tom. Suck my cock."

    Tom slid off the couch and onto his knees. He crawled towards the producer and took Mark's flaccid cock in his mouth. He did all of it without hesitation and Sarah watched with a sense of gratitude towards her boyfriend, who was once again showing his incredible dedication to her career.

    "I imagine you'll fuck Carter the moment you've finished the last of your press interviews," Mark said as his cock grew erect in Tom's mouth. "What do you think, Sarah? That will be a few years from now, of course, but do you think your obvious lust for Carter will lead you to indulging in an affair with him the moment you have my permission to do so?"

    "I...I don't know," she answered. "Wouldn't it be smarter to hold off until we've filmed the sequel?"

    Mark laughed. "Thinking like a producer. I like that. Well, I think it would be good to stoke the flames of desire a little. You two - or the three of you, I suppose, if you wanted to bring Tom along as a cuck - could go on a little vacation. You could rent a private island and spend a week fucking each other relentlessly. You could exhaust each other having the hottest sex imaginable, and then you could cut yourselves off until you've filmed and promoted the sequel to ensure that the chemistry is still there."

    Sarah closed her eyes and instinctively reached between her legs as she thought of having unbridled, wild, passionate sex with Carter, of having unfettered access to his cock and his gorgeous body for a full week. The thought of doing so right as she ascended to movie star status struck her as even more arousing.

    "How about it, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would you like to accompany your girlfriend and her costar as a cuck? Would you like to spend a week on a private island watching her and Carter fuck in every imaginable way? Would you like to spend a week licking his cum out of her pussy?"

    Sarah was surprised at the sudden and significant interest she had in hearing Tom's answer. She watched him pull back from Mark's cock, glance her way, and look up at the producer and she noted that Tom was still erect despite the fact that he'd spent the past few minutes with a dick in his mouth.

    "I...I think I would," he said. "I don't...I don't know if I like that I'd want to do that, but I think I would, actually."

    Mark stared down at Tom without saying a word. Sarah watched her boyfriend stare at the cock he'd just been fellating before taking it in his mouth once more. Mark smiled in the same manner she'd seen so many times that weekend. It was a victorious smile, one that communicated just how good he felt about having exercised his incredible power, demonstrated by the fact that Tom had resumed sucking cock without being told to.

    "And how about you, Sarah? Would you like to bring your boyfriend as a cuck for the week? Would you like it if he was there to watch as you satisfied your desire for a man like Carter and spent a full week exhausting his big, beautiful cock? Would you enjoy having Tom crawl between your legs to lick another man's load out of you a few dozen times?" Mark asked.

    She nodded. The idea sounded insanely hot, in fact. It might not have been in practice, but she actually loved the idea of being able to stay connected to Tom while indulging in her wild, physical desire for Carter.

    Mark finished his glass of champagne and Sarah did the same. The producer smiled, looked down at Tom, and said, "That's enough, Tom. You're becoming an exceptional cocksucker, but I'd like your girlfriend to make me cum. Don't worry, though, I'll let you lick my load out of her."

    Tom looked just a little put off by the producer's tone as he pulled back and crawled out of the way. Mark handed him the champagne bottle and his glass and sat next to Sarah on the outdoor couch.

    "Climb aboard," he said. "Ride me until I cum in your cunt."

    Sarah watched Tom pour a glass of champagne and take a sip before setting her glass on the ground, straddled the producer, and taking his long, thick cock in her pussy.

    As she sat down on it, Sarah couldn't help but feel thankful that she actually enjoyed sex with Mark. The weekend would have been far more unpleasant if he was the fat, disgusting version of producer, many of which she'd met in her few short years in Los Angeles.

    Mark reached up and roughly grasped her breasts. He squeezed them hard and she winced, though Sarah didn't slow down. She bounced on his hard dick and moaned as he squeezed her tits. She was putting on a performance, after all. She was playing the part of a willing, joyful slut and that meant she had to get off on anything Mark wanted to do to her.

    "Eat her ass, Tom," Mark instructed.

    Sarah looked over her shoulder and saw her boyfriend smile as he put aside his champagne glass, crawled closer, and spread her ass cheeks. He looked up, met her gaze, and returned her smile before pressing his face between her cheeks and vigorously running his tongue back and forth over her tight little hole.

    "How does that feel?" the producer asked.

    "Really fucking good," Sarah answered. It happened to be true. It felt spectacularly good, especially when combined with the genuine pleasure of having a really big dick inside her.

    Mark grasped her tits harder and Sarah groaned as a mixture of pleasure and pain worked their way through her body. Then Mark slapped one of her breasts. He did it hard enough that she yelped. He had a smile on his face, perhaps because she was still gleefully bouncing on his cock - making it clear he really could do just about anything to her and she'd go along with it - or perhaps because he had a sadistic side that he was unfurling.

    "Would you like to fuck your girlfriend, Tom?" Mark asked as he held Sarah's gaze.

    "Yes, more than anything," Tom replied.

    Mark smiled. It was the kind of smile that made Sarah nervous, like he was about to say something she didn't want to hear. "Go ahead and fuck her ass, Tom. Fuck her ass while I'm in her cunt."

    Sarah's asshole tightened reflexively at the idea of being double penetrated. Her whole body tightened, in fact.

    "I...I'd rather not do that, actually," Tom replied.

    Sarah breathed a sigh of relief.

    Mark squeezed her tits hard and pulled on her nipples. "I'm sorry, Tom. I didn't make myself clear. I wasn't offering you the chance to fuck your girlfriend in the ass. I was instructing you to do so. Put your cock in her ass. Double penetrate her with me. Do it hard, too. And make sure you enjoy it, because we're not stopping until you've cum in her ass."

    For a moment, Sarah was tempted to slap Mark across the face. Then she remembered that Tom had taken the producer's cock and cum in his ass, and that in doing so he'd made a huge sacrifice for her, and she felt a little foolish for acting as if it was an act unbecoming of her.

    She looked over her shoulder, caught her boyfriend's gaze, and said, "Do it, Tom. Fuck my ass. Double penetrate me. Enjoy yourself, too. You deserve it. You really do."

    Tom stood up and she reached back and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. Their tongues mingled and she moaned as Mark's cock felt spectacularly good inside her in that moment.

    "I mean it," she said softly. "I want you to fuck my ass. I want you to enjoy it. I want you to cum inside me. Just use lots of spit, please."

    Tom spit in his hand and covered his stiff cock in it. He spit in his hand again and she felt him rub it over her asshole. Mark then pulled Sarah close and kissed her. His tongue aggressively probed her mouth and she moaned as Tom's cock moved over her asshole. That moan turned to a groan - one infused with pain - as Tom penetrated her.

    "Oh, fuck," she said.

    "Does it hurt?" Mark asked.

    "Yes," she admitted.

    "Do you want him to stop, Sarah? Do you want to disappoint me?" he asked.

    She shook her head. "No. I want him to fuck my ass while you're in my pussy. I want you to double penetrate me. I want you both to cum inside me. I do."

    Mark pulled on her nipples, sending a wave of pleasure and pain through her body before taking her breasts in his hands. She expected more pain, but instead his touch was gentle. He caressed her soft flesh. He played with her nipples in a manner she found rather enjoyable. It helped temper the pain of being taken anally by her boyfriend, and Sarah was grateful for that.

    "Fuck me, Tom," she said as her boyfriend's cock bottomed out inside her. "Fuck my ass. Please, fuck my ass and cum inside me."

    It wasn't as painful as she'd imagined, but Sarah wanted it be over quickly. Thankfully, Tom was clearly too turned on to hold back. Once he was inside her - and once she'd given him permission to do as he pleased - he fucked her hard and fast. It hurt, but Sarah figured that it would end quicker that way and she offered no objection.

    The longer it went on, the more depraved it all felt. Sarah had two cocks inside her. She was acting like a pornstar, not an actress that was on the verge of becoming a movie star.

    Even worse, Mark's cock felt so good that she was actually enjoying herself. It wasn't torturous or miserably painful. It was a little uncomfortable and a lot pleasurable. The dissonance was damn near overwhelming, but Sarah resolved to wipe her mind of any concerns in that moment and simply enjoy herself.

    "It feels so good," she said. "It feels so good to have you both inside me. It feels so fucking good!"

    Mark smiled. "That's a good girl. Just enjoy it. Enjoy your boyfriend's cock in your ass. Enjoy giving him that pleasure, Sarah. Enjoy giving him what he deserves after he's done so much for you this weekend. Enjoy surrendering to the pleasure of being used, too. Enjoy having two cocks inside you, Sarah. Enjoy being a beautiful young thing that men crave, that they want to use, that they want to fill with their cum."

    There was something in his tone - and the look on his face - that Sarah didn't like, something that made her feel nervous. That feeling remained in the back of her head, but she did manage to lose herself in the intense sensations of being fucked by two men.

    "He's close, isn't he?" Mark asked. "He's fucking you a little harder. He's breathing a little heavier. Your boyfriend's about to cum in your ass."

    Sarah nodded.

    "It's nice that the first man to have your ass is someone you love, isn't it?" Mark asked.

    She nodded again.

    "He won't be the last man to have your ass this weekend, Sarah," he said before a worrying smile crossed his face. "And this won't be the last time you have two cocks inside you at the same time. I've invited some producer friends of mine over tomorrow and there's a very good chance you'll spend a fair amount of time with a cock in all three of your holes, Sarah."

    Tom grunted and groaned. He was cumming inside her. A look of pleasure crossed Mark's face. He closed his eyes and he too unleashed a series of grunts and groans as he unleashed in her pussy.

    Both men were lost in bliss as Sarah felt a sense of panic wash over her. It shouldn't have surprised her that Mark would arrange for what sounded like an orgy, but she was, in fact, surprised.

    There was no way it would be pleasant. Not for her and not for Tom. They'd get through it, though. They'd do whatever it took. They were far too close to give up, to throw away everything they'd worked for.

    "Did you enjoy yourself, Tom?" Mark asked.

    He didn't answer and when Sarah looked over her shoulder she saw a guilty look on her boyfriend's face. "It's okay," she said. "You deserved that orgasm."

    "I feel bad," he whispered, like he was embarrassed to admit it.

    "You don't have to feel bad," she reassured him. "Honestly, Tom, I didn't hate that. I really didn't. If you really wanted, I'd actually be up for having anal sex again in the future." Sarah wasn't entirely sure that was true, but Tom's cock wasn't actually that big so if she was going to have anal with anyone it would be him.

    He smiled - though she was fairly certain he didn't believe what she'd just said - and leaned forward to kiss her.

    "Yes, I enjoyed that," he said to Mark. "Thank you for letting me do that."

    "You're welcome," Mark replied with a smile. "Now, though, I need you to clean my cock, and when you're done with that I need you to clean my load out of your girlfriend's pussy. Then you can make her cum."

    Tom wasn't interested. Sarah could see it on his face. He'd just cum and he clearly wasn't in the mood to do some of the same things he'd spent much of the weekend doing.

    "Of course," he said despite his lack of interest.

    "I love you, Tom," Sarah said. She wanted to shower him with kisses, to hug him, to tell him a million times that she loved him, for she'd never been more certain of his deep, overwhelming love and affection for her.

    Tom smiled. "I love you too."

    Sarah lifted her pussy from Mark's cock and sat on the couch next to him. Tom fell to his knees and immediately went to work sucking the producer's big dick. Sarah smiled joyfully at her boyfriend's act of love.

    It would be over soon. They had one more day to get through. Just one more. Then Sarah would have the part. Hers and Tom's future would be secure. Just one more day was all it would take.
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    "Tom, did you enjoy fucking your girlfriend's ass last night?" Mark asked.

    It was early on Sunday morning and they were both on their knees in the producer's bedroom. He was standing in front of them with a confident grin on his face and his cock was half hard. Neither of them had offered any physical pleasure, though they'd rushed to his room upon being summoned and fallen to their knees without hesitation, which likely thrilled the man who so clearly enjoyed exercising his power.

    "Yes, I did," Tom answered, though he looked a little guilty as he admitted to the pleasure he’d experienced.

    "And Sarah, did you enjoy having Tom in your ass?" Mark asked.

    Sarah considered playing the part of a pornstar, or the kind of woman that would absolutely get off on taking a double penetration, but she figured that Mark was actually looking for honesty in the moment. "I can't say that I enjoyed the anal sex, if I'm being honest, though I did enjoy that Tom got to cum, and that he got to do so inside me."

    Mark smiled, looked down at Tom, and asked, "And did you enjoy when I fucked you in the ass, Tom?"

    "No," he answered.

    The producer's smile grew. "And yet you took it without fighting me. You got on your hands and knees as I instructed. You didn't try to crawl away when I slid into your ass. You didn't try and fight me. You didn't beg me to stop. You simply took it up the ass while a far better looking, fitter man fucked your girlfriend and came inside her. You stayed on your hands and knees and you took my cock and cum in your ass while another man filled Sarah's pussy with his cum."

    Mark's cock grew as he verbally humiliated Tom. Sarah reached out and took her boyfriend's hand in hers. She squeezed it softly and offered a smile as he looked her way. To her surprise, Tom didn't look particularly agonized by the degradation their host offered up.

    "If one of my guests this afternoon wants your ass, Tom, will you give it to him?" Mark asked. "Will you get on your hands and knees like you did for me? Will you let him use you like I did?"

    Tom looked up at the producer and nodded. "Yes, I will."

    Sarah wanted to wrap Tom in her arms and shower him in kisses. She wanted to push him onto his back and take him into her pussy, to fuck him to an orgasm that would wash away any terrible feelings that might be coursing through him in that moment. There would be time for that, though. There would be decades of time for that, in fact, as they were so close to embarking on a deeply exciting life that would be fueled by Sarah's impending stardom.

    "Will they...will your friends, do you think they'll want that?" Tom asked.

    He was nervous about it. Sarah could see it on his face. She didn't blame him, of course. She was nervous, too. Mark had made it fairly clear that she'd likely be in the middle of what amounted to a gangbang at some point that day, that her body would be a playground for the men he'd invited over and that she would be expected to act as though she was enthusiastic about being the center of attention. If Tom was also to be expected to act in that manner, his nervousness was unsurprising.

    "I'm not sure," Mark said. "There wasn't a boyfriend present the last time we did this sort of thing."

    Sarah was surprised - though she shouldn't have been - that she wasn't the first actress Mark had subjected to the sort of treatment she and Tom had gone through that weekend.

    "In that case, we all enjoyed the young actress's eagerness to please us, but I can't say how a boyfriend would have been treated were he there," Mark continued. "I have to say, I'm looking forward to seeing how it plays out. Aren't you?"

    He looked down at both of them and his voice fell silent as if he was awaiting a response. Mark then stepped closer, reached out, and ran his thumb over Sarah's lips before slipping it into her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and sucked like she was giving a blowjob. She put on a performance, just as she'd done for the duration of their time in the producer's house.

    "Take me in your mouth, Tom," Mark instructed.

    Tom dutifully crawled closer and wrapped his lips around the producer's cock. Sarah continued to suck on Mark's finger as she held his gaze and she moaned for him while arching her back and offering what she hoped was a lovely view of her ass.

    "My guests won't be here for...let's see, six hours," the producer said. "And I certainly intend on making good use of you before they arrive, starting right now. The question is, how do I want to cum?"

    Sarah and Tom continued to offer their mouths for Mark's pleasure and he looked down at both of them, smiling as he admired the way they sucked on his appendages.

    "Do I want to unload in your boyfriend's increasingly talented mouth?" Mark asked. "Do I want to let him start and finish me? Do I want to reward him for being a good cocksucker by letting him feel my hot cum spurt onto his tongue? I could even let you play with his cock, or get beneath him to suck on his balls or perhaps even eat his asshole while he blows me. That would be generous of me, wouldn't it Sarah?"

    She nodded, for it was at least somewhat true. Tom would probably appreciate getting his balls sucked on while he gave a blowjob, though she wasn't sure her boyfriend would enjoy a rimjob.

    "I could put you both to work sucking my cock like you've done before," Mark continued. "There's something exquisite about seeing a couple of eager cocksuckers on their knees, and you've both proven so eager on the previous days of our time together that I'm sure you'd be eager again."

    They would. Of course they would. They were on their final day. They were hours away from securing Sarah the lead in a major franchise movie, of securing the career she wanted. They'd suck Mark's cock and balls like their lives depended on it.

    "I could have you both worship my cock and balls and then get up and crawl into my bed. I could have you both wait on your hands and knees as I decided which of your holes I wanted to fuck. I could go back and forth, using you for as long as I desired. I could fuck your holes for an hour or two if I wanted," he said.

    It seemed to Sarah that the producer found great pleasure in thinking about the many ways he could use them. Almost as much pleasure as he took in actually using them.

    "Tell me, Tom, what would you prefer?" he asked.

    Tom pulled off of the producer's now-erect cock and answered, "I'm not really sure. I don't...I don't think I have a preference."

    Mark smiled, pulled his thumb from Sarah's mouth, and pushed his cock between her lips. She sucked dutifully and lustily, continuing the show she'd been putting on with his finger. Sarah maintained eye contact with the producer and worshiped his dick as he looked down at her and ran his fingers through her hair while a smile spread across his face.

    "Are you turned on, Tom?" Mark asked. "Does watching your girlfriend suck my cock turn you on?"

    Sarah was just as eager to hear the answer as the producer seemed to be.

    "I...I don't...I'm not sure..."

    "I need you to be honest, Tom," Mark said. "And after everything you've done this weekend, I don't think there's anything you could say that would make your girlfriend think less of you."

    He was right, and Sarah would have told Tom so if her mouth wasn't stuffed with the producer's cock.

    "I am a little turned on, yes," Tom admitted.

    A victorious smile crossed Mark's face. "And did it turn you on to watch Carter fuck your beautiful girlfriend?"

    "Yes," Tom answered softly.

    "There's no need to be embarrassed, Tom," the producer said. "None at all. You're hardly the only man who enjoys the sight of someone he loves getting fucked to a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm. In fact, I'd say that you're lucky."

    Sarah very nearly deepthroated Mark's cock, putting a smile on his face as he rested his hand on the back of her head and applied gentle pressure. His pubic hair brushed against Sarah's nose as her gag reflex triggered. Her eyes watered and she felt just a hint of panic as her body began to worry that she might not be allowed to draw another breath.

    "Fuck, Sarah, that was incredible," Mark said as he released her head and she pulled back and wiped the thick saliva from her lips. "Our guests will thoroughly enjoy that particular skill of yours."

    She smiled and kissed the head of the producer's thick cock before licking her way down the shaft and taking his balls in her mouth. She massaged them with her tongue and moaned while her fingers moved up and down his dick, pausing each time to gently tease the underside of his cock head.

    "Do you know why you're lucky that you enjoy watching your girlfriend fuck other men, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "No, I don't," he replied.

    Mark smiled at Sarah as she licked her way from the base of his shaft to the tip and took him in her mouth. "Your girlfriend is on the verge of becoming a movie star, Tom, and she'll be hugely famous before the movie is even released. Everyone will want her. Some of the most famous and attractive men in the world will want her. They'll crave her. Some of them will do damn near anything to have her."

    Sarah was a little embarrassed at the excitement she felt at that notion. She thought of the sex she'd had with Carter, of how good it had been, of how hard she'd cum with his cock buried deep inside her, of how badly her body already craved more of what he costar had given her.

    "And, more importantly, Sarah will give herself to some of those men. I suspect she'll be choosy - she doesn't want to be known as the kind of actress that sleeps around, after all - but she'll surrender to her desire from time to time. She'll certainly fuck Carter again once they're finished with the press tour, but I imagine he'll be far from the only famous man she'll welcome into her pussy, Tom, and I think there's a very good chance she'll let you watch, though you might have to settle for merely hearing of your girlfriend's sexual exploits with some of the most famous and attractive men in the world," Mark continued.

    Sarah knew the producer was taunting her boyfriend. He was getting off on it, too, as his cock had somehow gotten harder in her mouth and he was leaking quite a bit of precum. There was a chance Mark was right, though, that Tom would actually enjoy it if she was the sort of actress that fucked famous guys. If he enjoyed watching her fuck Carter then maybe he'd be the kind of guy that would love it if she explored her desires as they came to her.

    Mark pulled back until his cock popped free of Sarah's mouth and turned to Tom. He reached out and grabbed a tight handful of his hair, smiled, and then rubbed his dick over Tom's lips. He was in total control and Sarah reached out and rubbed Tom's back and ass in the hope that he might read it as her demonstrating how grateful she was that he continued to sacrifice for her.

    "Open your mouth," Mark demanded.

    Tom parted his lips and the producer's cock slipped between them. Sarah watched as Mark slowly penetrated her boyfriend's mouth, doing so until Tom gagged. Mark only pulled back an inch, though, before thrusting forward again. Tom gagged repeatedly. His eyes began to water as Mark slowly fucked his mouth while grasping his hair tightly. Sarah watched her boyfriend do as the producer desired and offer his complete submission. She felt love for Tom. Deep, overwhelming love and a healthy dose of gratitude to go along with it.

    "Will you let him watch, Sarah?" Mark asked as he continued to use Tom's mouth. "When you fuck other men - when you cuckold him - will you let him watch?"

    "Yes," Sarah answered. She'd considered denying that she'd end up fucking other men, but it seemed pointless. It was inevitable that she'd fuck Carter at least once - though it would be years in the future - and there was no question she found the idea of having sex with other people exciting. Her pussy was dripping wet, after all, and it wasn't because she'd given a blowjob.

    Mark looked down at Tom, pulled out, and rubbed his saliva soaked cock all over Tom's face. "You see, Tom? You're a lucky man. Your girlfriend is going to let you watch as she welcomes some of the most famous men in the world into her pussy. She'll let you watch as she sucks their cocks and as they tend to her wetness with their tongues and fingers. She'll let you watch as they fuck her multiple times - these are virile men, after all - and I think we both know you'll find it thrilling to see her have beautiful, body-shaking orgasms with the cocks of those men inside her."

    Tom didn't say a word, but Sarah couldn't help but notice that his cock was almost fully erect and that he'd achieved that state without any stroking. She couldn't specifically say what had turned him on, but there was no question Tom was aroused.

    "Both of you on your hands and knees in my bed," Mark instructed as he stepped back.

    Sarah and Tom both got on their feet and crawled into the producer's bed. She turned her head to see a smile on her boyfriend's face and Sarah took the opportunity to kiss him, offering a little tongue to thrill him.

    "I love you, Tom," she whispered.

    "I love you too," he replied.

    "You two really do belong together," Mark said as he crawled into the bed and slipped two fingers into Sarah's pussy. She smiled at Tom and moaned before the sound of a swift blow being delivered to her boyfriend's ass filled the bedroom. "Now, who should I fuck first?"

    A brief look of agony crossed Tom's face, no doubt because it seemed clear that he'd once again be fucked by the producer.

    "I think I'll start with your pussy, Sarah," Mark said.

    He was inside her a moment later. Sarah arched her back and moaned. She pushed her hips back to meet his thrust and her pussy swallowed the whole of his cock. It felt good. Mark's cock had felt good from the first moment he sank inside her on Friday night. It was a big part of what had made the weekend bearable, for getting fucked by the producer was actually quite pleasurable.

    "Kiss him," Mark instructed.

    Sarah turned to her boyfriend and their lips met for a kiss. Their tongues danced and she moaned into Tom's mouth as a sense of pleasure moved through her body.

    "Play with your clit, Sarah," Mark said.

    She reached back and masturbated as Mark fucked her from behind. Her clit was enflamed and even the slightest touch brought a wealth of pleasure with it. Her legs trembled and she felt her pussy getting wetter with every deep thrust.

    "Cum for me," Mark instructed. "Cum with my cock inside you, Sarah. Kiss your boyfriend and cum with another man's cock inside you."

    It didn't take long for Sarah to do as the producer instructed. She lured Tom's tongue into her mouth and kissed him fervently before unleashing a wild scream of pleasure as she climaxed. Her pussy spasmed around the cock buried deep inside it and she very nearly toppled over as her arms and legs trembled from the intensity of her orgasm.

    Mark pulled out of her pussy and Sarah looked over her shoulder to see him move behind Tom. The producer spit in his hand and spread the saliva over her boyfriend's asshole.

    Sarah watched Tom's face as his ass was slowly filled with another man's cock. She saw him wince in pain from the way his anus was being stretched. She saw him suck in a deep breath of air and let it out slowly. She saw him take cock for her, for her career, for their future. She saw him embrace what must have been a humiliating experience and she recognized the sacrifice Tom was making and felt only the purest love for him.

    "Does it hurt?" Mark asked.

    "Yes," Tom admitted.

    Sarah looked back at the producer and saw him smile before he brought his hand down on Tom's ass. He was getting off on it, on the power he wielded over her and Tom, and seemingly on Tom's willingness to suffer without complaint, for though he admitted that it hurt, he did nothing to try and escape the anal penetration.

    "Your boyfriend's love for you is deeper than most I've witnessed, Sarah," Mark noted.

    "I know," she replied before looking at Tom and reaching up to caress his face as the pace of the anal fucking sped up. "And I love him just as deeply."

    They kissed as Mark fucked Tom hard and fast. Every once in a while the producer would spank Tom's ass and in a few cases he gave Sarah's backside a good swat, too, causing a sharp pain each and every time.

    "I'm going to cum in your ass, Tom," Mark said before laughing.

    Sarah kissed her boyfriend again. She offered whatever love and tenderness she could while he prepared to take another man's load in his ass for the second time in two days. In the moment there was no way she could make up for what Tom was suffering, but Sarah did her best and she would make sure to reward him relentlessly once they were free of Mark's grasp.

    "I want you to beg for it, Tom," Mark instructed. "Beg for my cum in your ass."

    The look of agony returned to Tom's face. "It's okay," Sarah said as she tried to reassure him. With two words she tried to tell him that she wouldn't think any less of him when he did as the producer desired.

    "Please, cum in my ass," Tom said as he held Sarah's gaze.

    She caressed his face and smiled as Mark fucked him harder and faster. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the bedroom and Tom winced just a little with every thrust.

    "Please, cum inside me," Tom said.

    He truly sounded like he was begging, though Sarah suspected that was likely because he wanted it to be over, not because he was truly desperate to feel Mark cum in his ass.

    "Take it...take it!" Mark cried out.

    He buried his dick in Tom's ass and his grunts and groans of pleasure filled the bedroom. Sarah kissed her boyfriend and gently sucked his tongue into her mouth. She moaned while caressing his face and doing her absolute best to counter the unpleasant feelings that had to have been coursing through him.

    When he was finished, Mark pulled over, gave both their asses a good swat, and said, "You two can leave my room. Feel free to shower. Then I'd like you to make me breakfast and bring it up here. I'll eat in bed while you worship my cock and balls together."

    Mark turned and walked to the bathroom as Sarah and Tom backed out of the bed. She gave her boyfriend another long, deep kiss, stroked his cock a few times while their tongues mingled, and then took his hand and led him out of the bedroom.

    Sarah planned on showering with Tom and taking her time in tending to his body. She planned on sucking his cock, too, though she knew she couldn't make him cum.

    Then they'd make breakfast - and take their time doing so - before delivering it to Mark and tending to his genitals. Soon enough, though, the day would be over and they could get started on enjoying the rest of their lives.

  
    Anything to be a Star - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "It's almost over," Sarah said as Tom fell to his knees in front of her.

    She lifted her foot and he carefully slipped the black stocking over it and pulled it up her leg. "I know," he replied before putting on the second stocking and adjusting both so they looked even.

    "Are you nervous about this next part?" she asked.

    Tom grabbed the black lace panties Mark had provided and Sarah stepped into them. He pulled them up her legs, stood, and gave her a soft kiss on the neck, sending a gentle shiver of pleasure down her spine.

    "A little," he admitted. "I mean, I suppose it won't be all that different from anything else we've done, but it feels a little different given that two people we've never met are joining the...well, not the fun, but you know what I mean."

    Sarah looked at herself in the mirror as Tom helped her into the matching black lace bra and moved behind her to clasp it. Mark had invited two friends - both of them producers - over to indulge in the same sort of pleasure Mark had enjoyed the entire weekend. He'd essentially offered up Sarah's body for the pleasure of his friends and she was expected to offer herself without complaint in order to ensure her part in Mark's movie.

    Sarah wasn't sure if the producer - and the man that held the future of her career in his hands - was trying to push her so far that she'd finally tell him to go fuck himself or if he simply got off on seeing how much of a whore she was willing to be, but she wasn't going to fold now. She was going to go all the way. She was going to give her body to Mark and his friends and when the night was over she would have secured the future she dreamed of.

    "Are you nervous?" Tom asked.

    "Oddly enough, I'm not," she answered with a smile as Tom brushed her hair aside and kissed the back of her neck. "Given what's already happened this weekend, I don't think there's anything Mark and his producer friends could make me do that would be embarrassing, or overwhelming, or feel like it was just too much. I mean, I did a double penetration. That's the kind of thing only pornstars do, and I fucking did it."

    Tom looked a little embarrassed and Sarah suspected it was because he'd enjoyed taking her ass in that double penetration. She didn't mind that, though. Tom had arguably sacrificed more than she had over the course of the weekend - and would almost certainly be required to make more sacrifices that night - and Sarah had no problem with him enjoying the pleasure of her ass.

    "It's okay that you enjoyed my ass," she said, making it perfectly clear how she felt so Tom didn't get lost in a sense of guilt. "I like that you enjoyed it, in fact. It's probably going to happen again tonight and I'm going to enjoy it a lot less, I suspect."

    Tom put his hands on her waist and pulled her body against his. She felt his semi-hard cock press into her ass - Mark had forbidden Tom from putting on any clothes - and they smiled at each other in the mirror before Sarah turned her head and found her boyfriend's lips for a kiss.

    "You'll be good tonight?" she asked softly.

    Tom nodded. "I will. We've come this far. I'll do whatever it takes to get us the rest of the way there."

    They kissed again and Sarah felt his cock stiffen. Despite everything Tom had been subjected to that weekend, his desire remained intact.

    "Let's go," she said.

    Sarah took her boyfriend's hand and led him out of the bedroom and down the elegant staircase. They joined Mark in his expansive living room. He looked up at them and smiled - a victorious, cocky kind of smile - as his eyes wandered over her body.

    "You look exceptionally good, Sarah," the producer said. "Jack and Aaron are going to be impressed, which is a good thing for you, as they both do a great deal of producing. Perhaps your performance here tonight will help you secure another role or two and really build out that bright future you're working so hard to achieve. Would that make you happy?"

    "Yes, it would," Sarah answered with a nod.

    "And how about you, Tom?" Mark asked. "Would it make you happy if your beautiful girlfriend got to live out the Hollywood career of her dreams?"

    Tom nodded. "Yes, of course it would. I love Sarah more than anything. I want that for her."

    Sarah took his hand and squeezed it gently as Mark watched them from the couch.

    "Our guests will be here soon," Mark said with a smile. "I'd like you to greet them at the door when they arrive, Sarah. Make sure they understand your purpose here tonight."

    "I will," Sarah replied.

    Mark parted his lips as if he was going to say something but silence filled the room for a handful of seconds as his eyes wandered over her body while he rubbed his cock through the shorts he'd changed into. "What is your purpose here tonight?"

    "To offer myself for the pleasure of you and your guests," Sarah answered without hesitation. It was no different than a whore's purpose and she was well aware of that, but Sarah had long since agreed to whore herself out in the name of securing her future.

    "And you, Tom?" Mark asked.

    "My purpose is the same," he answered.

    The look on Mark's face made it perfectly clear that he found great pleasure in the control he had over Tom. Sarah felt bad that her boyfriend had gotten caught up in the producer's power play, but they were long past being able to do anything about that.

    "When Jack and Aaron arrive, I'd like my cock to be in your mouth, Tom," Mark explained. "I want them to walk into the room to see Sarah's loyal, dutiful boyfriend sucking dick. I want it to be perfectly obvious that they're free to do whatever the fuck they want with you, too."

    "Should I...should I do that now?" Tom asked.

    Mark nodded and spread his legs. Sarah leaned over to give Tom a kiss on the cheek and he looked at her, smiled, and then let her hand go and approached the producer. He fell to his knees between Mark's legs, reached up, and removed his shorts and underwear, freeing the cock that had spent quite a bit of time inside both of them that weekend.

    "You found a good one, Sarah," Mark said as Tom's lips engulfed his soft cock. "He does as he's told. He's willing to make immense sacrifices for you. He's even eager to be cuckolded, to let you explore fucking better men while he remains the faithful good boy you need him to be. Don't let him go."

    Sarah wanted to explain that she'd never cuckold Tom without first knowing that he truly wanted it and that she had no intention of ever asking him to make such extreme sacrifices for her ever again. It wasn't the right time to do any of that, though, and she was confident that Tom knew how she felt.

    "I don't intend on letting him go," she said as Tom's head bobbed up and down in Mark's lap. "I love him."

    Mark moaned. "And he clearly loves you too, Sarah, or else he wouldn't be on his knees devouring my cock the way he is."

    The producer was getting off on making Tom do things most men would never do. He was getting off on the power. Sarah could see it in Mark's eyes. He could see the intense lust he felt at making a straight man suck his cock.

    The doorbell rang. Without being told, Sarah turned and strode out of the living room. She took a deep breath and put a seductive sway in her hips. She entered the mindset of a woman determined to give pleasure, a woman whose sole purpose was to ensure the sexual satisfaction of the two men standing on the other side of the front door, for that was the part Sarah was about to play.

    At the door Sarah took another deep breath and reached for the handle. She opened it slowly, ran her hand up the door frame, and struck a seductive pose as the two older men - both looked about Mark's age - stared and smiled.

    "You must be Jack and Aaron," she said.

    "I'm Jack," the shorter of the two men - who also looked to have a little bit of a belly - said as he stared in a decidedly lascivious manner while a smile crept across his face. "And you must be Sarah."

    Jack stepped into the house and ran his fingers over Sarah's taut, smooth stomach. He smiled and his fingers wandered between her legs and pressed roughly against the black lace of her panties. It wasn't particularly pleasurable, but Sarah moaned nonetheless, for her pleasure didn't matter in that moment.

    "Mark's said such good things about you," Aaron shared as he stepped into the house. He was nearly a foot taller than Jack and seemed to be a great deal fitter. He smiled with a greater sense of confidence, too, and when he reached out and ran his hand down her thigh his touch was gentle. "I can't wait to find out if everything he said was true."

    "I assure you, it was all true," Sarah replied.

    Aaron leaned in and she closed her eyes and welcomed his kiss. Jack's rough hand grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard and Sarah moaned into Aaron's mouth. He took that as an invitation to offer his tongue and she promptly sucked on it while Jack slipped his hand down the back of her panties and between her ass cheeks. A moment later she felt him rubbing her asshole, though he made no move to penetrate her.

    Both men stepped back and Sarah smiled, took their hands, and led them towards the living room. The sounds of a blowjob reached her ears before they stepped into the room and both of the new arrivals stopped at the sight of Tom's head continuing to bob up and down in Mark's lap.

    "Is that your boyfriend?" Jack asked.

    "It is," Sarah replied.

    "I'll be damned," Aaron said. "Mark wasn't kidding."

    Mark laughed, put a hand on the back of Tom's head, and pushed down until every inch of his dick had disappeared. "Damn right I wasn't kidding. These two are dedicated, gentleman. They're willing to do whatever it takes to secure her the part I'm offering, and tonight, that willingness extends to the both of you. So, would you like Sarah or Tom to get you a drink? Would you like to get your dick sucked, or your balls worshiped, or your ass eaten? Just say the word and these two will do as you desire."

    Sarah had never felt more like a piece of meat, and yet Mark was right. She would do as any of the three producers in the house desired. She would do it because she'd committed to doing whatever it took to get the part that Mark was offering and she was so close she could taste it.

    "I'll take a drink," Aaron said.

    "Me too," Jack replied.

    Mark gently slapped the side of Tom's face and instructed, "Follow your beautiful girlfriend to the kitchen and get us all a drink."

    Tom stood, wiped the saliva from his lips, and turned towards Sarah. He nodded towards the two new arrivals and they both chuckled, perhaps at the sight of his half hard cock, or his watering eyes, or his still messy mouth.

    Sarah took Tom's hand as he approached and they made their way to the massive, magnificent kitchen. The moment they were out of the living room she stopped and kissed her boyfriend, doing so deeply and sensually as his cock hardened until it pressed into her stomach.

    "What was that for?" Tom asked.

    "A reward, I suppose," she replied with a smile. "It's going to be a long night and I don't want you to forget how much I love you and how grateful I am for everything you've done this weekend."

    Tom smiled. "I won't forget that, I promise."

    They stepped into the kitchen and Sarah pulled three glasses from the shelf as Tom retrieved ice from the refrigerator.

    "So, how are the new guests?" he asked.

    "I get the feeling that Jack really enjoys using a woman, like he doesn't really give a damn if she's having a good time or not. Aaron seems the opposite," Sarah noted. "I have no idea if either of them will be interested in using you, though."

    "Maybe I can convince Jack to focus his attention on me," Tom said, seemingly without giving the notion a second thought.

    As had happened so many times that weekend, Sarah wanted to take Tom in her arms and shower him in affection, for he'd proven once more he was as selfless as a man could be.

    "There's no need for that," Sarah replied as she reached out and caressed her boyfriend's face. "I'll be fine, no matter what happens. It's just a few more hours."

    They shared a soft, lingering kiss that brought Tom's cock back to an erect state and then finished making the drinks. Sarah grabbed two glasses and Tom followed her back to the living room, where all three men were sitting on the sizable couch. Each was given a drink and then Sarah and Tom stepped back, clasped their hands behind their backs, and awaited instruction.

    "They're so obedient," Jack said with a smile.

    "And they make a damn good drink," Aaron added.

    Jack's eyes wandered over Sarah's body - doing so rather slowly - before he turned his attention to Tom and unleashed the sort of cocksure smile that Sarah had seen so many times from Mark.

    "So, Tom, you're a cocksucker?" he asked.

    Tom nodded. He could have offered an explanation about how his experience in sucking dick had been limited to the past few days, but he seemed to choose the path of least resistance and kept quiet.

    "Do you know how to beg for it?" Jack asked.

    Tom was silent for a few seconds before he said, "Beg for...for cock, you mean?"

    Jack sipped his drink and nodded. "Yes. What else would a cocksucker beg for?"

    "Um, I don't have much experience with begging for it, but I feel like I could do it."

    Jack swirled the dark liquid in his glass while Mark and Aaron remained silent, seemingly content to watch the show unfold. "I'd like to hear you beg for the chance to suck my cock," he said. "Convince me that you're as eager to help your girlfriend's career as Mark says you are."

    Tom approached the couch and fell to his knees in front of Jack, who couldn't help but smile. "Please, sir, let me suck your cock. Let me give you pleasure. Let me use my mouth to give you pleasure. Let me offer myself to make you feel good, to do whatever it takes to satisfy you."

    Jack sipped his drink and stared down at Tom. He swallowed, pursed his lips, and said, "That's pretty good. You look and sound utterly pathetic, which is exactly how a cocksucker should look and sound, especially a man that's lowering himself to suck another man's dick like you are."

    Tom reached up and pawed at Jack's crotch. He leaned forward and mouthed the bulge through the thin slacks the producer wore, eliciting a smile and a look of arousal from Jack. "Please, sir, let me pleasure you," Tom said. "Please let me suck your cock. Let me show how dedicated I am to Sarah's career. Let me show you what a good cocksucker I've already learned to be."

    All three men laughed and Sarah understood why. To them, Tom was pathetic. He was a straight man begging to suck cock and he was doing it because the producers held all the power. Tom wasn't pathetic to Sarah, though. In that moment, he was a perfect boyfriend. An absolute god among men who was willing to make the ultimate sacrifice for her. With every word he uttered Tom earned her adoration, adoration that Sarah would be sure to show him once they'd left Mark's home.

    "Go ahead," Jack said. "Suck my cock. Make sure you fucking deepthroat it, too. I want to feel you gag on it."

    Tom hurriedly loosened Jack's belt and took his pants and underwear off as Sarah watched. She was surprised to feel wetness between her legs, as if Tom's eagerness to suck cock for her - to suffer for her, in a way - had unleashed an unexpected and rather intense kind of arousal.

    "Come here, Sarah," Aaron instructed. "Show me that your mouth is just as eager and talented as your boyfriend's."

    He spoke with a calm kind of confidence, but there was no question Aaron was a man used to being in charge. Sarah approached the couch and fell to her knees just as her boyfriend had. She removed Aaron's pants and underwear and freed a long, half-hard cock. Sarah smiled, took it in her hand, and stroked the producer as she listened to Tom gag on Jack's cock.

    "Take me in your mouth," Aaron said.

    Sarah leaned forward, kissed the head of his cock, and wrapped her lips around it. She looked up at Aaron, holding eye contact and putting on a performance. She made it seem like having his dick in her mouth was the most arousing thing imaginable, as if nothing turned her on more than being able to fellate him.

    It wasn't long before Aaron's cock was stiff and slick with her spit. Sarah deepthroated him at that point, doing so over and over and fighting off her gag reflex in the name of serving him like a whore is supposed to serve a man.

    Mark stood, lowered his shorts and underwear, and moved behind Sarah. She felt his hands move over her ass before he pulled her panties down to her knees and slipped two fingers into her pussy. Sarah moaned and saw Aaron's eyes light up with delight.

    "Her pussy is perfect," Mark said. "Tight and wet and honestly, she likes getting fucked."

    "Is that true?" Aaron asked as he looked down at Sarah.

    "Yes," she answered before showering the head of his cock in soft, wet kisses. "I've cum each time Mark's fucked me this weekend. I love getting fucked, and I hope you'll slide this beautiful cock of yours into my pussy before the night is over."

    Aaron reached out and ran his fingers through her blonde hair. "And what if I want to cum in your pussy?"

    Mark slid inside her at the same moment and Sarah moaned. She closed her eyes and sucked on the underside of Aaron's cock while Mark filled her with slow, deep thrusts, each one luring a moan from her before she looked up once more and said, "Then that's what I want, too. I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to flood my tight little cunt with your load, and if you're in the mood for it, I want my boyfriend to clean it out of me."

    Aaron's cock throbbed in her hand, revealing that he absolutely enjoyed the idea of Tom licking his load out of her pussy. Sarah took his dick in her mouth before he could utter another word, eliciting a loud, beautiful moan. She swallowed him while Mark fucked her harder from behind. The sound of his body slamming into hers reverberated around the living room and Sarah couldn't help but moan because it really did feel good to have a long, thick cock stretching out her pussy from behind.

    "That's enough," Jack said.

    Sarah glanced towards her boyfriend to see Jack standing and stripping. She wondered if he was going to come to her for satisfaction of some kind or if he had plans on using Tom further.

    "Up on the couch. Face down, ass up," Jack demanded.

    Sarah felt relief, which was quickly followed by guilt as it seemed that Tom was going to be on the receiving end of Jack's aggression. She saw her boyfriend climb up on the couch and get on his knees with his face down and his ass up, just as he'd been instructed to do.

    Aaron turned to the side and smiled. "Are you going to mount him?" he asked.

    "Damn right I am," Jack replied. "I'm going to mount him and fuck him like the bitch he is."

    Mark grabbed a handful of Sarah's hair, pulled back until Aaron's cock slipped from her mouth, and then turned her head. She met Tom's gaze and saw Jack moving behind him. She saw the pain on her boyfriend's face as Jack's fat cock slipped into him from behind. She saw Tom grit his teeth to fight through the discomfort of having his asshole stretched by something that clearly didn't belong in there.

    Jack then swung his foot around and placed it on the side of Tom's face. He pressed down, smiled in the manner of a man claiming a victim, and began to pound Tom's ass, eliciting a series of strained grunts and groans. Jack was clearly doing everything in his power to humiliate Sarah's boyfriend, and to do so right in front of her.

    As she watched, Mark slid his thumb into Sarah's asshole. He pushed it deep inside her and she too moaned. A moment later Aaron pushed two fingers into her mouth, probing her oral cavity just as her asshole was being probed. She was being used like a piece of meat, just like Tom was. They were both being objectified for the pleasure of the three powerful men in the room, but Sarah didn't give a damn. It was her job to perform, to play the part of the whore that enjoyed such treatment, so that's what she did.

    Sarah moaned around the fingers in her mouth. She pushed her ass back on the thumb and cock penetrating her holes. She watched Tom get fucked roughly and though it was a struggle given the foot pressing on the side of his face, Tom met her gaze and he too moaned. He played his part just as well as she played hers.

    "Let's switch," Aaron said.

    Mark pulled out of her pussy and soon enough he was sitting in front of her as Sarah watched Tom continue to take a rough pounding.

    "Is it hard to watch him get used like that?" Mark asked.

    "Yes," Sarah admitted, though it wasn't anywhere near as hard to watch as she'd thought it would be.

    "There are lots of men in Hollywood just like Jack and me. Men that want to use a good looking young guy like Tom. Men that want to push him beyond what's comfortable for him. Men that want to do it while his beautiful girlfriend watches. You're lucky you've found a man that's willing to surrender his body for you," Mark said.

    "I know," Sarah replied.

    "He really is a bitch," Mark said. "Just like Jack said he was. He's a bitch that gets off on another man fucking you, that likes cleaning cum from your pussy, that likes sucking on a dick before it fucks you, that likes surrendering his manhood."

    Sarah met Tom's gaze and smiled. "Yeah, but he's my bitch," she said.

    The smile that crossed Tom's face was one of contentment and joy, like he'd finally discovered his happy place, even if being in that happy place sometimes meant taking a cock in the ass.

    He wasn't the only one, though. Aaron slipped his cock into Sarah's pussy, but only for a few strokes before pulling out, lubing her asshole with his spit, and penetrating her with ease. Sarah moaned in response, turned her attention to Mark, and swallowed his cock. She returned to playing the part of the eager whore, of putting on a show for the producers in the room, for all she cared about in that moment was securing the role of a lifetime.

    
      
    

    "Sarah, Tom," Mark called out. "Before you go, come in here."

    Sarah looked at her boyfriend and saw in his eyes the same exhaustion she felt. Still, the day was almost over. Mark could only ask so much more of them. Even if he wanted to fuck her again - this time perhaps while bending her over the kitchen counter - Sarah could make it through that.

    "Come on," she said to Tom. "Just one more time."

    They walked hand-in-hand towards the kitchen and saw Mark standing at the counter with a pen in his hand and a smile on his face.

    "The role is yours," he said. "All you have to do is sign."

    Sarah felt giddy. Genuinely giddy. If Mark was being truthful, the paper in front of him held the key to the future she'd always dreamed of, to a future that millions of people dreamed of and almost no one actually got to achieve.

    Sarah let Tom's hand go and approached the producer. She looked down at the contract. The role was listed. Her name was listed. The movie was listed. Everything looked legit.

    "I should really have my agent look at this," she said.

    "He already did," Mark replied. "I sent it to him this morning. He negotiated fiercely. He’s a good agent. He got you a better deal than I originally offered. Turn your phone on. I'm sure you'll see a text or voicemail from him."

    Sarah hastily pulled her phone from her purse, turned it on, and saw that Mark had indeed sent the contract to her agent. She'd received a handful of texts and an excited - hugely excited, in fact - voicemail from him offering congratulations of half a dozen varieties. Most importantly, he informed her that it was a good contract and that she should absolutely sign it.

    "I may not be a good man, Sarah, but I am a man of my word," Mark said as he offered her the pen. "Sign the contract and the role is yours."

    Sarah took the pen, opened the contract to the last page, and signed. Her future was sealed. Her dreams were going to come true.

    "I'll see you for the table read," Mark said. "Until then, enjoy yourselves. Go on vacation. Have some fun."

    Sarah turned to Tom and hugged him as tightly as she ever had. They said goodbye to Mark and hurried out of his house. Tom got behind the wheel of their car and Sarah climbed in the passenger seat.

    For a few seconds, neither of them said a thing. Then they both let out a series of joyous whoops and shouts, celebrating the fact that everything they'd done that weekend had been worth it.

    Sarah leaned over and kissed her boyfriend. It was meant to be a quick kiss, but she was overcome by a feeling of intense love for Tom and she couldn't help but turn it into something far lustier. Their tongues mingled, she moaned, and her hand eventually moved between his legs and stroked him through his pants.

    "Do you think you could drive while I suck your cock?" she asked.

    Tom nodded.

    "Drive, then," she said.

    Tom pulled down the long driveway as Sarah unzipped his pants and freed his stiff cock. The moment they reached the street she leaned over and took him in her mouth. It was the first of many blowjobs she planned on giving him as just one of many ways Sarah planned on thanking her boyfriend for the many sacrifices he'd made in the name of helping her career.

    She had a lifetime to thank him, though, as Sarah planned on proposing to Tom the moment she got her paycheck for the movie. Mark was right about Tom being a rare kind of man, after all, and Sarah wasn't going to let him go.

    The End.

  
    Anything to Satisfy His Fiancée

    Reid's fateful decision began with an overheard conversation. He and his girlfriend Elise had rented a cabin with a group of her friends. He was in their bedroom and she was outside with two of her girlfriends.

    "So, you and Reid seem like you might be the real thing?" Reid heard someone ask. He looked towards the window. It was open a crack. He went over and peered out. Elise was sitting outside with a drink in her hand.

    "It is the real thing," Elise answered before a beautiful smile broke across her face. The smile quickly faded, though.

    "What's wrong?" one of her friends asked.

    Reid knew he was invading his girlfriend's privacy and that he should have shut the window or put his Airpods in. He moved so they wouldn't see him, but he kept listening.

    There was a pause before Elise said, "It's the sex."

    "What about it?"

    Another pause. "It's good...it's just not great, and maybe it's wrong of me to want Reid to be damn near perfect in every way, but...I don't know...I just wish the sex was great instead of just being good."

    In the weeks and months after the trip, Reid found himself motivated to give Elise the great sex she desired. He read up on techniques. He tried new moves and positions. He started working out more in the hope that an improved body might provide his girlfriend with the pleasure she craved.

    Reid couldn't very well ask her if the sex had gotten better, but he saw no difference in the quality of her orgasms or an increase in her desire for sex. Elise was in love with him, though, and the sex was unquestionably the best Reid had ever had, which is why he proposed shortly after their first anniversary as a couple. Elise accepted and they began planning the wedding.

    Despite his fiancée’s seeming willingness to marry a man that couldn't satisfy her in the way she desired, Reid couldn't bear the thought, so he broached the subject on a Friday night after consuming two glasses of wine, providing him with the liquid courage to do something potentially foolish.

    "Elise, I need to confess something."

    She'd been cuddled with him, but she leaned away in the manner someone does when they're expecting bad news.

    "Not like that," he said.

    "Like what, then?"

    "Last year, when we went on vacation with your friends to that cabin, I overheard a conversation. One between you and your friends. One where you said that you wished the sex between us was great instead of merely good."

    Regret washed over Elise's face.

    "No, no, don't feel bad," Reid said as he took her hand in his. "Really, don't feel bad. I'm bringing it up because I've tried to make the sex better and I'm pretty sure I haven't really succeeded. I wasn't going to say anything, but I can't help but wonder if there's just something else I could be doing that I just haven't thought of, so I'm asking."

    She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. "I've noticed you making an effort and it makes me love you even more."

    Reid noted that she hadn't mentioned that the sex had gotten better.

    "The truth is, I don't know what would make it great."

    "But you've had great sex before, right?"

    She nodded and looked away like she'd rather not be involved in the conversation.

    Reid pushed forward. "What made that sex great?"

    She didn't say anything.

    "Was it a size thing? I mean, I know I'm pretty average in that department."

    "I really like your cock," she said. "I do. It's really nice."

    Reid couldn't help but feel a little deflated as he was fairly certain that his cock being called 'nice' wasn't really a compliment. He pushed that aside, though.

    "I thought about the size thing. They sell these...extenders, I guess you'd call them. They're cock-shaped and the material is cock-like and the guy wears them over his dick to give himself more size."

    Reid saw the intrigue on Elise's face and decided right then and there that he was going to buy one. The conversation went on for a little longer but Elise's seeming lack of willingness to get into it ensured that little else was accomplished. Reid had a plan, though.

    He bought an extender. It arrived. He tried it on. It gave him another three inches of length and increased his thickness considerably. He wondered if it would be too big, but he was determined to at least try it with Elise.

    They went out to dinner that weekend. They came home and had a glass of wine. They fooled around on the couch. They headed for the bedroom. He stripped her naked and offered a massage that Elise happily accepted. He rubbed her from head to toe, concentrating on her erogenous zones to make sure she was thoroughly aroused.

    Once Elise was writhing in their bed, Reid excused himself to the bathroom, pulled out the extender, and fitted it over his stiff cock. He felt a little self-conscious in it, but he stepped out of the bathroom and approached the bed with confidence.

    "What's that?" Elise asked as she sat up and stared between his legs.

    "I know it looks a little weird, but I want to try it," he said.

    Reid crawled into the bed and kissed her as his fingers slipped into Elise's pussy.

    "You're soaked. I know you want to get fucked, Elise. I could take this thing off, but why not let me try it out and see if a bigger cock would make a difference for you."

    Elise moaned as he pushed his fingers deep into her and rubbed her clit with his thumb.

    "If you don't like it, just tell me and I'll stop right away, I promise," he said. "I just want to make you feel good, Elise. I want you to have great sex."

    She arched her back and he pulled his fingers free, rubbed her juices over the cock extender to lube it, and pushed the head between her pussy lips.

    To Reid's delight, Elise moaned. Her eyes remained closed, but she was clearly turned on. He slide more of his extended cock inside her. Her moan deepened.

    "Oh, fuck," she said softly.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked.

    Elise nodded, her eyes still tightly shut. He slid deeper inside her. His cock was hard inside the extender but he couldn't feel much. Oddly, Reid wasn't the slightest bit bothered by that as he found himself utterly enraptured by the sight of Elise moaning and writhing in a way she'd never done before.

    Reid filled his fiancée with the entire length and thickness of his extended cock and she let out a longer, deeper moan than had ever passed her lips in his presence.

    "Oh my god...it feels so good, Reid."

    "Yeah?"

    Elise finally opened her eyes. She nodded and he leaned down to kiss her. Their tongues danced as he pulled out and slowly filled her.

    "Oh...fuck..."

    She ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. He pulled out and filled her again, this time a little harder. Elise moaned and it struck Reid that he'd never made a woman sound like that. Not once in his life had he elicited a moan of that nature while inside a woman, while fingering her, while going down on her. He had no choice but to conclude that his recently enlarged cock was responsible for his fiancée’s obviously enhanced pleasure.

    "Fuck me, Reid," she whispered.

    Reid noted how stiff his dick felt inside the toy. He was delighted to find that his thrusts brought a bit of pleasure for his cock as precum leaked into the extender, thereby lubing it and allowing for a bit more movement. He probably wouldn't cum, but there was genuine satisfaction to be found.

    "Harder," Elise said. "Reid, fuck me harder."

    He fucked her harder and she moaned louder.

    "Do you like my big cock, baby?" Reid ventured, hoping she would respond.

    Elise kissed his neck. Her tongue danced over his flesh and she took his earlobe between her teeth for a brief nibble before sucking on it. Then she moaned and whispered, "I love your big cock, Reid. It makes my pussy feel so good. Now fuck me hard with this gorgeous new dick of yours!"

    Reid fucked his fiancée until she had an orgasm unlike any she'd experienced with him. He was absolutely certain of that. It was loud and beautiful and she appeared to ascend to a place of pleasure so significant that she could neither move nor speak with any clarity while the pleasure ripped through her.

    Once she'd recovered from her overpowering climax, Reid pulled out and Elise rolled onto her side, pressed her naked body against his, and carefully removed the extender before her fingers encircled his cock.

    "I think that might have been the best orgasm I've ever had," she said before kissing his neck and moaning softly. "Thank you, Reid. I can't explain how much I love you. I know for certain that I made the right choice when I accepted your proposal, though."

    They kissed and Elise's lips made their way down his chest and over his stomach before she engulfed his turgid erection in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck...Elise...that feels so good."

    Reid came in less than a minute, flooding her mouth with his cum and delighting when Elise happily swallowed afterwards.

    "You didn't have to do that," he said with a smile once she'd settled next to him once more.

    "No, I didn't. You didn't have to buy that wonderful toy and fuck me to that wonderful orgasm, either, so it turns out that we're both quite generous when it comes to making the person we love feel good."

    "I'm a lucky man," he said.

    "Yes, you are, and I'm a very lucky woman and I'm sure that neither of us will ever forget that."

    Though Elise never asked for it, Reid wore the extender to fuck his fiancée whenever possible. Her orgasms were consistently of that overpowering variety and she always took care of him afterwards via her mouth, hand, or on occasion her pussy.

    To Reid's delight, his orgasms were better too, even if he wasn't inside Elise for the majority of them. As it turned out, pleasing her was so enthralling for Reid that he achieved remarkable heights of arousal by fucking her with the extender, which in turn made his post-extender orgasms mind-bending.

    One particular orgasm, though, ended up being more powerful than any that had come before it.

    They were in a hotel for a romantic weekend getaway. They'd had sex on the balcony with Elise riding Reid in the extender. She had on a white satin robe with lace trim and she kept in on - but open - while slowly riding his cock, kissing him, and moaning until she threw her head back, moaned wildly, and had a body-shaking orgasm as his dick throbbed inside the extender.

    Elise stood, took his hand, and led Reid into the room. She removed the extender from his cock and they crawled into bed. His slick shaft ended up in her hand and she stroked him slowly while kissing his neck.

    "I love watching you cum with my big cock inside you," he said.

    "Mmm, and I love cumming on your big cock, Reid."

    He closed his eyes and moaned. He thought of the sex they used to have, the sex that provided Elise with far inferior orgasms.

    "You never answered my question," he said.

    "What question?"

    "When I asked you if you'd fucked a guy with a big cock before."

    Reid wasn't sure why he was bringing it up. He wasn't sure why he felt such intense arousal in that moment, either.

    "Reid..."

    He turned and saw concern on Elise's face. "Can you feel how hard my dick is?" he asked.

    "I can."

    "I know the answer, Elise, and while I don't really understand why, the answer excites me and for some reason I want to hear you say it."

    She smiled and nuzzled his neck. Then she moaned and kissed him in a manner he thoroughly enjoyed. "Yes, baby, I've been fucked by a guy with a big cock."

    Reid moaned.

    "Two past boyfriends, in fact. Both had gorgeous big cocks. As big as your extended cock, in fact."

    "Elise...did it feel good when they fucked you? Did you cum hard on their big cocks?"

    She tightened her grip on his precum-soaked dick and stroked him a little faster. "Yes, Reid, it felt incredible to get fucked by a big cock."

    Reid's body tensed up. A sense of pure bliss emanated from his loins. A powerful orgasm followed, his cum arcing high in the air before landing on his stomach and upper thighs. He grunted and groaned and his body writhed in a manner that felt completely out of his control until he went still with the exception of his heaving chest.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    Elise kissed him on the cheek. "Yeah...that seemed really good."

    He chuckled. "It was really good. Really, really good."

    That orgasm opened a new avenue of pleasure for Reid, one that Elise seemed happy to travel down with great frequency. Reid just had to bring up one of her ex-boyfriends and Elise would gleefully talk of how good it felt to have a long, thick cock in her pussy, of how hard she would cum on those cocks, on how grateful she was that Reid now had a cock like that.

    One night, a question occurred to Reid that he couldn't get out of his head. The wedding was two months away and he wondered if he was feeling jitters of some kind, which was why he let the question linger for a few days. When it failed to recede into the background, he let it loose.

    "Do you ever miss having sex with a real cock?" he asked.

    They were in bed when he popped the question. Elise was on her phone. They'd had sex earlier that day so it wasn't an erotic situation. He clearly caught her off guard, too, as she set her phone down and took a fair bit of time before answering.

    "Your cock - without the extender - spends a fair bit of time inside me, Reid, so no, I don't miss having sex with a real cock."

    "I meant...I meant a big cock, I guess. Do you ever miss it? Or does...does the fact that I like hearing about you having sex with your big-dicked ex-boyfriends ever make you think about...I don't know, about going the rest of your life without having a genuine big cock inside you again?"

    Elise closed the distance between them and rested her head on his shoulder. "What's going on, Reid?"

    "I don’t know…nothing."

    "Are you sure?"

    Reid closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Elise ran her fingers over his chest and kissed his neck in a soft, reassuring manner.

    "Do you want me to fuck someone else, Reid?" she asked softly.

    Reid's body reacted before his mind could. His pulse quickened. Arousal surged through his joins and his cock came to life. His hips lifted off the bed for a moment and he found himself moaning without thinking about it.

    "Reid?" Elise asked. "Is that what you want? Are you turned on by the idea of me fucking someone else? Someone with a big cock?"

    Her hand moved into his underwear. Her fingers encircled his cock and Reid moaned as she stroked him until he was hard.

    "Do you want your fiancée to fuck someone else, Reid? Do you want me to experience someone else's big cock in my pussy? Because it's okay if you do. Lots of men have that desire. You'd hardly be the only one."

    "Yes," he admitted, a previously unacknowledged desire unearthing itself as she whispered into his ear.

    Elise hastily pulled his underwear off, removed her panties, and straddled Reese, taking him into her surprisingly wet pussy.

    She rested her hands on his chest and rode him slowly. "I love that you're willing to admit that to me, Reid. I love it more than you can imagine. I love that you trust me enough to open up to me, to admit that you'd find it hot if I fucked someone else, if I fucked someone with much bigger cock than yours."

    Reid couldn't tell if she was turned on by his willingness to be honest or the idea of fucking someone with a bigger cock, so he asked.

    "Would you enjoy it, Elise? Would you enjoy fucking someone else? Someone with a bigger cock than mine?"

    She arched her back and her hips moved swiftly over his crotch, grinding back and forth and bathing him in her slick pussy. "Yes, I'd enjoy it, baby. I'd enjoy fucking someone else, someone with a big cock!"

    They came together and Reid lost himself in the overwhelming pleasure of such a thunderous climax. He felt as though he couldn't breathe for a few moments, though they also doubled as the most pleasurable moments of his life up to that point.

    "Holy shit," he said afterwards.

    Elise smiled gleefully and leaned down to cuddle with him as his cock remained inside her.

    "Thank you for that," he said. "That was really fucking hot."

    "It really was."

    A week later, Elise was out with her friends when Reid received a text: "I just ran into an ex. One of the guys I've talked about. I can tell that he'd happily take me back to his place if I indicated my interest. Do you want me to indicate my interest?"

    Reid's cock said 'yes' when it stirred to life while he read the text. His brain wasn't so sure, though. "I can't deny that the idea excites me, but is it also a really bad idea?" he replied.

    "There's only one way to find out," Elise texted. "And for what it's worth, I think I'd like to try it."

    Reid knew it was a risky choice, that it was possible his fiancée would have such good sex with another man that she'd decide it wasn't worth being married to someone with an underwhelming cock. The more he thought about it, though, the more turned on he got.

    "You should indicate your interest," he texted.

    "Thank you, Reid. I love you."

    "I love you too."

    Half an hour later Elise texted again. "We're on our way back to his place. Last chance to back out."

    "Enjoy yourself. Just come home to me."

    "I wouldn't dream of doing anything else, Reid, and I promise that I'll take care of you when I get home."

    "I can't wait."

    Reid spent the next two hours in a state of discomfort, mostly driven by anxiety. He paced the house. He watched TV. He wasted time on TikTok. He considered texting Elise a dozen times and each time he decided against it.

    Eventually she texted, "I'm on my way home. I think it would be best if you were naked and in our bed when I got there."

    Reid stripped and crawled into bed immediately. Fifteen minutes later, Elise walked into the room.

    "How are you feeling?" she asked.

    "Nervous. Turned on," he replied.

    Elise stripped and crawled into bed. She sat across his upper thighs and took Reid's cock in her hand. She pressed the head against her stomach and he smiled at the feeling of her pubic hair against his shaft.

    As she looked down at his cock, Elise smiled and said, "He was at least three inches longer than you. He was a lot thicker, too."

    "Was it good?" Reid asked.

    Elise took his cock in her hand and stroked him. She closed her eyes and a soft moan escaped her lips. "Good doesn't begin to describe it, Reid. It was spectacular. It was better than it used to be, in fact. It was perfect. It was genuinely perfect and I came so fucking hard and so many times that I actually lost count of my orgasms."

    She slid forward and took his cock inside her. She moaned, leaned forward, and kissed his neck before moaning softly.

    "I swear, Reid, I can barely feel cock right now."

    He groaned.

    "You like that, don't you?" she asked. "You like that his cock was so thick that I can barely feel you."

    "Yes."

    She rocked her hips back and forth, bathing him in heat, wetness, and pure pleasure.

    "It's so hot that you let me fuck him, Reid," Elise said. "I honestly didn't think you would and you have no idea how much it makes me love you that you let me do it."

    He grabbed her ass and squeezed it tight. He pulled forward and she took the hint and began to ride him a little faster.

    "I think he's gotten some experience since I last fucked him, too, because he's even better with his dick than he used to be."

    "Better than I am with mine?"

    She moaned. "Much better, Reid, but I think he's fucked a lot more women than you. I guess that big dick gives him plenty of confidence."

    Reid couldn't believe how turned on he was.

    "Do you want to fuck him again?" Reid asked.

    "I do. He wants me, too, and I'm pretty sure he enjoyed himself even more than usual because he knew he was fucking another man's fiancée."

    Reid flipped Elise onto her back with remarkable ease, putting a delighted smile on her face. He slipped his cock back inside her and began to fuck her with pace and power.

    "That's it, baby," she said. "Fuck me hard. Pound my stretched out pussy. Pound it as hard as you want."

    "Can you feel my cock now?" he asked.

    "No," she said. "He was so much bigger than you. He fucked me so much better than you. I can't even feel you inside me."

    Reid buried his dick in Elise and came so hard his vision went blurry. She reached between her legs, rubbed her clit for a few moments, and joined him in climaxing, a notion that made his orgasm just a little bit better.

    He remained inside Elise for a few minutes, pulling out only when he'd gone soft and his body had stopped trembling. Reid rolled onto his back and she cuddled next to him, nestling into the crook of his neck as he put his arm around her.

    "Do you think...do you think you want to be married to a woman that wants to fuck other guys?" she asked with genuine vulnerability in her voice.

    "I do. More than anything, in fact, because I'm pretty sure I'm only going to have orgasms like that if you're actively fucking other men, and I really want more orgasms like the one I just had."

    "Mmm, you've made your fiancée a very happy woman, Reid, and you're going to make me a very happy wife, too."

    "I'll make sure you're the happiest wife a man has ever had," he said. "I promise, Elise."

    Theirs was going to be a very happy marriage.

  Apologies
Hey everyone,I want to apologize for the lack of updates in the past week or so. My dog got really sick and died over the course of the past 7 days and it's been a struggle to get much done.
I will make it up to you, though. I've made 10 posts to the Tumblr in the last 2 days and I'm about to add another 6 caption posts to the Patreon. There will be more to come this week as well, to ensure that everyone gets their money's worth.
Thanks for your patience,
Becca

    Appreciation Comes in Many Forms

    Some men complain about a lack of blowjobs. Those men are almost certainly incapable of truly satisfying their wives. If you can't satisfy her, why would she put in the effort to satisfy you?

    No one is entitled to getting their dick sucked, after all. That's something a man earns. It can be earned in all manner of ways, of course, but the easiest way is to ensure that a woman wants to show her appreciation for your cock and how you use it. Some men are simply incapable of earning that sense of appreciation from a woman.

    A cuckold is often one of those men. Maybe he cums too quickly. Maybe his dick is just too small to satisfy his wife. Maybe he lacks the stamina or strength to fuck her like she needs to be fucked. Maybe they've been together so long that their sex life has gotten impossibly boring and she just doesn't get off the way she used to.

    Whatever the reason, sometimes a cuckold just can't make his wife cum in a manner that inspires appreciation. He just can't make her toes curl in a manner that makes her want to get on her knees for him.

    Luckily, a cuckold is almost certainly going to be enthralled with the idea of his wife wrapping her perfect lips around another man's cock. A cuckold might very well get off on the idea that the pleasure of a blowjob is no longer his to enjoy, that his wife will only offer that pleasure to the sexually superior man in her life, to the man that makes her toes curl while she screams his name as an orgasm of unparalleled pleasure rips through her body.

    A hotwife can feel deep erotic appreciation for her cuckold. It just doesn't come as a result of him using his cock to satisfy her. It might come as a result of him finding her an exceptional bull. It might come as a result of him booking a beautiful hotel so she can spend the night with her bull or as a result of her cuckolding buying exquisite lingerie or a beautiful dress to wear for another man.

    In those cases, a hotwife will show her appreciation by allowing her cuckold to watch as she offers her bull a blowjob. After all, a cuckold finds great pleasure in watching his wife's lips move up and down another man's cock. A much larger cock, in all likelihood. A long, thick, veiny cock that will eventually produce a voluminous load of cum that might end up in her mouth, in her pussy, or somewhere on her body if the bull likes marking the hotwife.

    Perhaps the cuckold will have earned a significant enough sense of appreciation that his wife will reward him with the joy of cleaning up. Perhaps they'll share a passionate cum kiss. Perhaps she'll spit her bull's load into her hand, grasp her cuckold's cock, and jerk him off slowly as she reminds him why he'll never get another blowjob from her.

    Appreciation comes in many forms, but when she shows her appreciation make sure that you make your gratitude known, as a grateful cuckold will continue to be rewarded by his hotwife.

  
    Are You a Good Cuckold¿

    It will start with something simple. Maybe she’ll ask you if it’s okay for her to be alone with her bull. You’ve been watching up to that point and she wants to try something a little different. She wants a little bit of alone time.

    “Why?” you ask.

    “I just want to try it,” she says. “I want to see what it’s like to just enjoy him. I love that you have so much fun watching me fuck him, but I want to try something different this time.”

    You want to be a good cuckold and a good husband, so you say yes. You watch your wife take his hand and lead him towards the bedroom. You watch her smile, blow you a kiss, and close the door. You listen to the sounds of sex. You imagine what you’ve seen before. You imagine him sliding into her pussy and eliciting those joyful moans you hear. It’s not nearly as exciting as watching, but you still find it thrilling.

    It doesn’t stop there, though. The more your wife is with him, the more confident she gets. She’s stepping into an entirely new lifestyle and it’s opening things up for her. It’s changing her. It’s making her more comfortable. She’s starting to embrace your fantasy and make it her own.

    She’ll ask you to take her lingerie shopping. At first you’ll make the mistake of thinking it’s for you, that she wants to give you a little treat for being such a good cuckold. It’s not, though. She wants to go lingerie shopping for him.

    “Why do you want me to go?” you ask.

    “Because I want you to help,” she replies. “I want you to help me pick out something beautiful for the man that’s been satisfying me. I want you to help me pick out something to seduce him in.”

    You want to ask what you’re going to get out of it, but you know that’s rude. You don’t want to be rude. You want to be a good cuckold.

    “I’ll model it for you,” she says. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Don’t you want to see me model the lingerie my bull is going to fuck me in?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    You’ll buy her the lingerie. You’ll imagine her wearing it for him. You’ll imagine her seducing him in it. If you’re lucky, she’ll let you watch. Maybe she’ll even let you pay for a hotel room so she and her bull can have a luxurious experience while they spend the night pursuing their pleasure. Maybe she’ll let you watch him fuck her in the lingerie and then send you home so you can spend the night alone in your bed while she spends the night in his arms.

    It probably won’t stop there. She’ll go further. Now that she knows you’re willing to do almost anything to make her happy, she’ll want to push it.

    She’ll deny you sex. She’ll tell you that she wants her bull to be the only man that gets to fuck her. She’ll tell you that he brings her such pleasure that he deserves to have sole access to her pussy. She’ll tell you that she doesn’t want to give you blowjobs anymore, either, that he’s the only one that deserves to feel the pleasure of her mouth.

    “But I love having sex with you,” you say in response.

    “I know you do, sweetheart, but this is what I want. It won’t be forever. He and I will part ways at some point. For now, though, I want him to be the only man that gets to enjoy my pussy and my mouth,” she explains.

    “But…” you say before trailing off. You know there’s no response. Not a real one, anyway. What can you say? He fucks her better than you do. Much better. That was the whole point of her finding a new man. It turns out that he fucks her so much better that she doesn’t want you to fuck her anymore. You could make a stink about being her husband and deserving her pussy, but you know that’s not true. You want it, but you don’t deserve it.

    She’s smart. She knows she can’t just cut you off. She knows that she needs to ensure that her cuckold is happy. Maybe she’ll do that by putting you in chastity. That doesn’t seem like it would make you happy, but it will. It will keep you in a state of wild arousal all the time, which will in turn bring its own sense of happiness.

    “Is it too tight?” she asks upon putting your cock in the new chastity device.

    “It’s a little tight,” you reply.

    “Does it hurt?” she asks.

    “No,” you say.

    Your wife grabs the cage and takes you into the bedroom. There’s a lingerie set laid out.

    “Would you like to dress me for tonight?” she asks.

    You look at the lingerie and at your beautiful wife. She strips. It was a rhetorical question. Of course you’re going to dress her. You’re going to do whatever she wants.

    She’s naked. She steps closer. She presses her body against yours. Her breasts feel spectacular against your chest. Your hands move to her ass and you squeeze the pliable flesh. She kisses you. Your cock surges in the cage.

    “I don’t want to hear any whining about getting out of your cage. Do you understand?” she asks.

    You nod. It already hurts. You know it’s going to be a difficult experience. You know that you’re a cuckold, though. This is your lot in life. You will do as you’re told.

    The cage gives her control over your orgasms. It makes you obedient. It makes you willing to do as she desires. It makes you a good boy, which is what she wants you to be.

    What if she wants more, though? What if she wants you to be a very, very good cuckold?

    She’ll probably want you to go further for her, particularly when she gets a taste of how good you are once you’re in chastity. The sense of control will be hard to resist.

    She might want you to start using your mouth. She might want you to step deeper into the role of being a cuckold. Will you do it?

    “I want you to suck my bull’s cock tonight,” she says. “I want you to get on your knees in front of him, take him in your mouth, and show him that you know your place as my cuckold.”

    “No,” you say, more out of reflex than anything else. The idea of sucking a man’s cock is as far from exciting as you can imagine.

    “Sweetie,” your wife says as she unzips your pants and frees your caged cock. “No is not an answer I like to hear from you. I like it when you’re a good cuckold. I like it when you offer me whatever I desire.”

    “I know,” you say as her touch turns you on despite the metal cage around your cock. “But I can’t do that. I can’t give a blowjob to a man.”

    “Yes you can,” she says. “You can and you will. If you don’t, you won’t come out of this cage for a long, long time.”

    You’ll end up on your knees. You know you will. You’ll end up with a dick in your mouth. You’ll end up sucking her bull’s cock. Of course you will. You’re a good cuckold. It’s all you want to be. You want to make her happy. You want to make him happy.

    She’ll want more. She’ll need more. She’ll need to push you deeper into your status as a cuckold. She’ll need to make you show just how loyal and loving you are. She’ll need you to show her just how willing you are to do whatever it takes to please her.

    “We’re going to have unprotected sex,” she says. “And I want you to clean up when we’re done.”

    “Clean up?” you ask, though you know what she’s talking about. Of course you do.

    “I want you to clean his cock and my pussy with that talented mouth of yours. I want you to be a good cuckold and eat his cum,” she explains.

    You were afraid she was going to say that. You’ve already sucked his cock, but it feels so much worse. It feels like you’re being asked to go so much deeper. You’re being asked to consume her bull’s cum, to swallow his load, to take that extra leap.

    “Will you be a good cuckold for me?” she asks.

    It’s not a question. You know it’s not. You know there’s only one answer.

    “Of course,” you say.

    “You’ll suck his cock clean when he pulls out?” she asks. “You’ll lick his cum from my pussy?”

    You nod.

    “After you’re done I want you to continue sucking him until he gets hard again. I want you to show me that you’re so dedicated to my pleasure that you’ll suck cock for as long as I need you to. I want you to show me that you don’t care if your jaw gets sore, that you just want to be a good cuckold for me,” she says.

    The more you give her the more she’ll want. The more of a cuckold you become the more of a cuckold she’ll want to turn you into. You’ll keep going, too. You’ll sink deeper and deeper because it’s what she wants. You’ll sink so low because you can’t resist. You can’t say no.

    “I’d like you to wear these tonight,” she says.

    Your wife is holding a pair of panties. They’re quite feminine. They’re soft and lacy and in a lovely baby blue color.

    “I’d rather not,” you say.

    Your wife smiles. She still finds your resistance to her desires cute. That might not always be the case. Someday she might simply take you over her knee and spank your ass for defying her. For now she simply smiles.

    “I know you don’t want to wear them,” she replies. “I didn’t buy them because I knew you wanted to wear them. I bought them because I want to see you in them. I want you to be a good cuckold and wear a pair of panties for me. I want you to wear them so you understand your place. I want you to be a panty boy while my bull fucks me. I want you to truly and completely understand that you don’t belong inside me anymore. I want you to wait on your knees in your chastity cage and panties and watch as another man fucks your wife and makes her cum on his cock.”

    She hands you the panties. You take them and strip. You pull them up your legs. You feel the humiliation as you do it. You see the smile on her face.

    You’re a good cuckold. You’ve done everything your wife desired and she might have more tasks for you in the future. She might have so much more that she wants you to do. She might have so many ways for you to prove that you’re a good cuckold.

    You’ll resist. You’ll fight a little. Then you’ll surrender and do as she desires like every good cuckold does.

  
    Are You Losing Her to Another Man¿

    You asked her to cuckold you. She said she’d do it, but she couldn’t just sleep with random guys. She needed to find someone she was into. She needed to have some kind of relationship with him.

    She assured you she wasn’t going to fall in love with him. She just wanted to have the kind of fun that you experienced early in a relationship. She wanted to date him, sort of. She told you she didn’t have to do it if you weren’t okay with what she needed.

    At first you weren’t sure what to do. You desperately wanted her to cuckold you. It was all you could think about. It had been an obsession of yours for years. It had been a source of intense, overwhelming arousal for you. Now she was offering to make your fantasy come true. It wouldn’t be exactly how you imagined it, but it would be a version of your fantasy and she didn’t seem the slightest bit freaked out by it.

    
      
    

    A few days after you agreed to do it her way she went on a date. She’d already picked someone out and he was more than happy to take your pretty blonde wife to dinner. 

    She officially cuckolded you on her third date with him. They went back to his place and she spent the night. She came home to you in the morning and shared all the blissful details and it was everything you’d fantasized about.

    Now they’ve been together for five months. They see each other two or three times a week. She talks to him every day. They text constantly. It’s starting to feel like it’s gone far beyond cuckolding you. It’s starting to feel like you might be losing her.

    She goes shopping to buy clothes to wear for him. She bought that pretty dress because it’s the kind he likes. She’s never worn it for you. She only wears it for him. She hums to herself when she puts it – or dresses like it – on. She does it because she’s thinking about him. She’s thinking about the way he kisses her and how she feels in his arms.

    
      
    

    You asked her about it last week. She spent the weekend at his house. She didn’t text you. She didn’t call you. She didn’t seem particularly interested in playing with you when she got home.

    “Has this gone too far?” you asked on Monday night.

    “What do you mean?” she replied.

    “I feel like you’re not really my wife anymore. I feel like you’re his girlfriend and I’m just the guy you live with,” you said.

    She took your hand and gave it a soft, sympathetic squeeze. You thought she was going to apologize, to tell you that she was going to end things with him, to tell you that she loved you more than anything.

    Instead, she said, “You’re the one that wanted this.”

    “I wanted you to sleep with someone else,” you protested.

    She smiled. “And I told you that I couldn’t just sleep with someone else. I told you I had to like him, to develop feelings of some kind. You can’t really be surprised that I’ve actually developed feelings for someone, can you?”

    You sat back and stared as her words sank in. “You’ve developed feelings for him?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she said. “And I’m seeing him again today.”

    
      
    

    He came to your house that day. You watched her run out front to meet him. You watched her leap into his arms. You watched them kiss as his hands moved to her ass. You studied her obvious desire for him. You saw that it was more than physical. It wasn’t just that she wanted to have sex with him. It was that she wanted to be with him, to exist in the same space, to be around the man that she’d developed feelings for.

    They couldn’t seem to keep their hands off each other as they played outside the house. They kissed. They shared conversation. There seemed to be no shortage of things for them to talk about, at least during the times they weren’t kissing.

    
      
    

    From the very start of her relationship with him you felt a sense of cuckold angst. Every man in your situation feels it. 

    Before her third date with him your wife told you they were going to have sex. She was absolutely sure of it. That was the first time you felt the powerful angst. You paced around the house the entire time she was gone. You barely slept that night. When she pulled into the driveway the next morning your heart pounded so hard you thought you might pass out.

    The angst disappeared when she kissed you that morning. She pressed her body against yours and her tongue slipped into your mouth. She kissed you with such passion that you knew she wasn’t going to leave you.

    That was then. Now the angst has returned and it seems much more reasonable than it did back then. Now it seems like you need to be worried that your wife has fallen for another man, that your marriage might actually be in jeopardy because you wanted – needed, really – to be a cuckold.

    
      
    

    Look at the way she kisses him. Look at the way she touches him. Look at the way his hands move over her body.

    They could be fucking already. They could have gone right to the bedroom, stripped, and surrendered to their carnal desires. They didn’t, though. They didn’t because they want to fool around. They want to experience each other. They want to be together before they have sex.

    You wonder if there’s anything you can do. You know your wife is right. You were the one that wanted this. You asked her to cuckold you. You told her it was your biggest fantasy. You told her it was okay that she needed to have more of a relationship with someone.

    You never thought it would go this far. You never thought your wife would lose herself in a relationship with another man. You thought she would be like the hotwives you’d read about online. You thought she would be like she was in your fantasies. You thought she’d fuck another guy and then come home and fuck you, or jerk you off, or suck your dick, or let you masturbate as she told you the dirty details of her encounters with him.

    That doesn’t happen as much anymore, though. She rarely has sex with you. She only occasionally shares the details. Most of the time she tells you to jerk off by yourself as you fantasize about her fucking him. You do it and you love it, but it’s not what it used to be. It’s not what you want it to be.

    
      
    

    She hasn’t looked at you since he got there. Her boyfriend has every bit of her attention. When he’s around all she wants to do is be with him. She wants to kiss him, to touch him, to talk to him, to laugh with him.

    She wants to have sex with him too. Of course she does. It’s not like they’re just friends. They have lots of sex. Great sex, too. That’s how it started. That was the original idea. She was going to have good sex with someone. It’s just that it has clearly blossomed into something else. There’s no denying it at this point.

    Just look at that. Look at how she styled her hair for him. Look at how wavy and perfect it is. Look at that beautiful dress. Look at those shoes that she bought for him. Look at how toned her legs look. She even works out more now that she’s with him. She wants to be beautiful for him. She wants to look good for him in a way she’s never wanted to look good for you.

    There’s a reason for that. You know there is. You know it’s because she has feelings for him. You know it’s more than her desire for him. You know it’s because their relationship is about so much more than sex.

    
      
    

    It’s about sex too. That’s why she just unzipped his pants and freed his cock. That’s why she pulled her panties aside. That’s why she took him inside her. That’s why they’re having sex in your house. That’s why they’re having sex while you watch.

    Their kisses are so beautiful as she rides him. It’s slow and gentle. It’s beautiful, really. It’s lovemaking. There’s no question it’s lovemaking. He’s filling your wife. She’s riding him with her slick, needy pussy. They’re making love on your living room floor and she doesn’t even know you’re there. She doesn’t care. She only cares about him.

    You feel like you’re losing her to him, but you can’t keep the arousal at bay. You’re watching your beautiful wife make love to the man she’s effectively been dating for the past five months and you’re hard as a rock. You don’t want to be. You want to keep a clear mind so you can plead with her to stop seeing him. You don’t want to be a cuckold anymore.

    You’re turned on, but you’re jealous of him. Immensely so, in fact. You wish she was riding you. You wish she looked at you like that. You wished she stared into your eyes while you made love to her. You wish she straddled you and sat on your cock. You wish she couldn’t keep her hands off of you. All of that is reserved for him, though. All of that is for the man she’s been dating for the past five months, not for her husband.

    You watch as jealousy, desire, agony, and pure lust populate your body. Your cock is hard. You know you’d cum if you masturbated, but you refrain from doing so. Instead you watch your wife and her boyfriend make love. You watch her cum on his cock. You watch him cum inside her. You watch them share in the joy of their connection.

    
      
    

    They cuddle up on the living room floor afterwards as you watch from the doorway. He puts his arm around your wife and pulls her close. She snuggles up next to him.

    “I love you,” she whispers.

    You feel lightheaded. You grab the door frame to hold yourself up.

    “I love you too,” he replies as he pulls her closer.

    It doesn’t mean you’ve lost her. It just means that he’s gained her love. Maybe she loves you both. Maybe she knows it’s just a short term relationship with him. Maybe she won’t leave you for him. Maybe you haven’t lost her.

    Do you still want to masturbate? Do you want to close your eyes, stroke your cock, and replay her words in your head? You do, don’t you? Go ahead. Embrace your desire. Hear those beautiful words she said to him as you indulge in self-pleasure.

    It feels good, doesn’t it? 

  
    Are You Prepared to be a Good Boy on Date Night¿

    “It’s time, sweetheart,” your wife says.

    You know what she means. It’s time to get her pussy wet. Her bull has arrived. It’s time for you to do your job. It’s time for you to prepare the cunt that another man is going to fuck.

    “Get me wet for him,” she says. “Make my pussy nice and slippery so his big cock can slide into me with ease.”

    You crawl into the bed and between her legs. You tend to her pussy with your tongue. You do your duty because you know your place as a cuckold.

    There was a time when you were reluctant to prepare your wife’s pussy for another man’s cock. You wanted to be the one fucking her. You thought you deserved to be inside her.

    You know better now. You understand that your cock can’t provide your wife with what she needs, which means you don’t deserve to be inside her.

    Instead, you do your duty when called upon. You lick her pussy and make sure it’s soaking wet so her bull’s big cock can slide into her. You show your wife and her bull that you know your place.

    Your duties don’t end with preparing your wife’s pussy, though. You must prepare her bull as well. You must show him that you know your place as well. You must wrap your lips around his dick and make sure that he’s rock hard and excited to fuck your wife.

    You used to refuse to do this. You told your wife there was no way you were ever going to blow a man. That doesn’t happen anymore. Now you wrap your lips around his dick and give him head. Now you embrace that you’re a cuckold and he’s a bull and that’s all that really matters. Pleasuring the superior man is your place.

    Tonight, like most nights, your wife joins in for a little fun. She likes to worship her bull with you. She likes to show him that you both understand that he’s the center of your sexual universe. She likes to show him that you’re both dedicated to his pleasure because he’s brought her such overwhelming joy since they’ve been together.

    Now it’s your job to fall to your knees and watch. Admire your wife’s passion for his cock. Admire her desire to have him inside her. Admire the pleasure she feels with someone else fucking her perfect pussy.

    Listen to the sounds of beautiful sex. Listen to the moans she emits. Listen to the way their bodies slap together. Listen to the way she encourages him to fuck her harder and faster.

    Most importantly, you must recognize that he gives her more than you ever have. He makes her feel better than you ever have. He is the bull. You are the cuckold. You’re on your knees watching because he’s better than you.

    When they switch positions and your wife sinks her pussy back down on his cock, she calls you over. “Eat my ass,” she says.

    You lick her asshole as her bull fucks his cock up into her. You run your tongue over that dirty little hole and you make her moan a little louder than she would otherwise. You give her pleasure because that’s your place. You accept that eating her ass is your job. You accept that eating her ass is all you deserve because you’re a cuckold and you’re not capable of giving your wife the true sexual satisfaction she craves.

    She treats you to a beautiful view when they switch to doggystyle. She lets you watch him slide into her married cunt from behind. She lets you offer her pleasure, too, by licking her clit.

    You watch his cock slide in and out of her pussy. You watch the way her cunt lips stretch out around his erection. You watch as he plunges deep inside her. You feel the juices dripping out of her pussy and onto your face.

    You lick her clit and make her moan. You are nothing more than a vehicle for her pleasure. You are a cuckold. You don’t deserve to cum. You don’t deserve to fuck her. You live in service to her needs.

    There’s one job left after he cums inside her.

    “Clean up his mess,” your wife says. “Lick his load out of me.”

    She moves to her back and spreads her legs. You climb between them once more. You end the evening where it began. You worship her pussy, only this time you do so because another man has filled it with his cum and you know it’s your duty as a cuckold to consume that superior seed.

    “Good boy,” your wife says. “Lick up his load. Swallow it all.”

    You do as you’re told. You lick up his load. You swallow it all. Your mouth is filled with the taste of another man’s salty seed. You cherish it.

    “Thank him for fucking me,” your wife says afterwards.

    “Thank you, sir, for fucking me wife. Thank you for satisfying her in ways I’ve never been able to satisfy her. Thank you for being her bull.”

    You depart the room soon after as your wife and her bull cuddle up in bed. You’ll be called back when they repeat the process in an hour or so, but for now they want a little alone time. It’s your duty to give it to them.

  
    Are You Prepared to Serve¿

    You say you want to serve. You say you want to submit. You say you want to do whatever it takes to make her happy. You say you're willing to make the sacrifices necessary to be a good submissive. Are you sure all of that's true? Are you sure you're actually ready to serve? Do you even know what it means to truly submit?

    A true submissive - the kind that would actually be able to make a dominant woman happy - does whatever his domme commands, even if it's not something he enjoys. Her needs supersede his own because making her happy is what makes him happy, even if he finds her desire unpleasant.

    In fact, there can be great pleasure in a man's willingness to do something for you that he wouldn't otherwise do. It's not quite forcing him, though. It's having such control over him that you can convince him to do the thing he doesn't want to do that's such an arousing treat.

    So, the question is, would you be willing to embrace that level of submission for the right woman? Would you be able to put your needs aside in favor of meeting her needs, even if they don't align with yours?

    Let's start with something simple. Let's say she decides she doesn't want to let you watch as she fucks another man. She's going to cuckold you, but she's not going to let you sit in the bedroom and watch his cock fill her pussy, despite your overwhelming desire to do so. Would you be willing to submit? Would you follow her orders and leave the bedroom? What if she didn't even want you in the house? Would you leave while she fucked another man in your bed?

    How about something that has nothing to do with cuckolding? What if your beautiful domme wanted you to drink her piss? There's a very good chance you have no interest in that. That's why she'd want you to do it, though. She'd want you to consume her waste - to piss directly into your mouth - because you don't want to. She'd want you to open wide, let her piss in your mouth, and drink it down precisely because you find the idea nauseating. Would you be willing to let her train you to drink her piss?

    And if she wanted to watch you suck cock for her? If she wanted to call you a cocksucker while you gave head to a man? If she wanted to call you a cocksucking faggot while you gave him a blowjob? Would you do it? Would you do it if even if she wasn't going to get fucked by that man? Would you do it even if she wanted him to cum in your mouth so you could swallow his seed? Would you let her turn you into a cocksucker simply because it made her pussy wet to do so?

    What if she wanted to fuck you? What if she wanted to put on a strapon and humiliate you by making you take it up the ass for her? What if she wanted you to suffer the pain of anal sex for her pleasure? Would you get on your hands and knees? Would you let her fuck you in the ass from behind while she spanks you and calls you a dirty whore?

    How about something simpler? What if she wanted you to act as a piece of furniture for her? What if she wanted you to get on your hands and knees so she could rest her legs on your back for hours while she watched TV? What if she wanted you to act as a piece of furniture for her and a friend while they acted like you weren't even in the room? What if she wanted you to be furniture while she and another man watched a movie, or enjoyed their wine and a light make out session while you were the coffee table? Would you submit yourself to that?

    What if she wanted you to suffer pain for her pleasure? What if she wanted you to take your pants and underwear down, bend over, and submit to a harsh spanking? What if your cries of agony made her pussy wet? Would you submit to that?

    What if she wanted a friend to spank you? Would you submit to humiliation and pain of a woman you've never met spanking your ass while your beautiful domme watched and masturbated? What if she watched and laughed?

    What if she wanted to watch a man fuck you? What if she wanted to see you taken from behind by a stiff cock? What if she wanted him to rob you of your manhood? What if she wanted him to take your anal virginity, to fuck you bareback, and to cum inside you, all for her pleasure? What if she wanted to see you completely surrender your sexuality to her, just because it would turn her on if you were to do so?

    She'll reward you for your submission. It's likely you won't be rewarded with many orgasms, but you'll be rewarded. From time to time you'll get to cum. You'll also get to watch her cuckold you. You'll get to worship her pussy. You'll get to give her orgasms. You'll get to worship her body.

    You'll get to enjoy all sorts of pleasures, provided you're willing to submit in ways you don't find pleasurable, for it's in that submission that she finds such joy.

  
    Are You Ready to Serve¿

    Date night has begun and you’re right where you belong. Your cock is locked. You’re wearing your collar, and you’re naked so they can both see your sad little dick in its cage. You’re on your knees with your hands behind your back in the submissive position she taught you.

    You can’t masturbate, of course, but you’re not allowed to touch your cock. You’re not allowed to play with your balls or try and get even a little stimulation. Your purpose tonight is to serve their needs in any way they require.

    For now you’ll watch your wife kiss the man that serves her sexual needs. He’s the man that fucks her and makes her cum. He’s the man that gets to feel her pussy. He’s the man that cums inside her. You’re the cuckold that watches and helps.

    You’re called upon to take your place between her legs and worship your wife’s pussy while her lover enjoys a glass of wine and watches.

    “He’s such a good little pussy boy,” her lover says.

    “I’ve trained him very well,” your wife comments as she grabs the back of her head and pulls you tighter against her pussy.

    “Why don’t you take out your cock?” your wife says to her lover. “Let’s have him get you ready next.”

    He does as she requests and soon you’re between his legs. Like a good cuckold you’ve become a cocksucker and you take him into your mouth without hesitation. You do as a cocksucking cuckold is supposed to and you fellate his much larger cock until he’s hard for your wife.

    You’ll be called upon to assist as they fuck, too. This isn’t really to help so much as it is to humiliate you. It turns them both on to see you with a big dick in your mouth. It makes your wife wet when you open up and suck dick. She loves that you’ve sunk so low. She loves that you’ve fully embraced your place as her sub cuckold.

    When you put him back inside her she has you lick her clit while he’s fucking her. Your tongue laps at the throbbing nub of flesh and she moans loudly as her first climax of the night comes over her.

    There will be more. She’ll cum again while you’re underneath her in a cuckold 69 and again when she’s riding her lover in reverse cowgirl. You’ll suck on his big balls and lick his shaft. You’ll blow him when he slips out of her. You’ll make him feel good and you’ll lick her clit too.

    When they’re done your most important task rests in front of you. His cum is leaking from your wife’s perfect pink, wet pussy and you need to clean it up. You need to lick up every delicious, sexy, sticky drop and you can’t miss any.

    Be a good boy and clean his cum out of your wife. Complete your role as her cuckold. Then you can go to the guest bedroom and they’ll call you back when they’re ready to fuck again.

  
    Are You Ready to Submit¿

    “Tell me what you are,” she demands.

    “I’m a submissive cuckold slut,” you say.

    “Tell me what you deserve,” she says.

    “I deserve to be locked up in a chastity cage. I deserve to service you and your bull. I deserve to consume his cum. I deserve to be denied any pleasure of my own,” you say.

    “You’re such a well-trained bitch,” she says.

    “Thank you.”

    “Suck his cock, faggot,” she demands.

    You part your lips and wrap them around his big black dick. You take him onto your tongue. You pleasure him. You do as she demands. She is your superior. He is your superior. You are theirs to play with. You submit gleefully. You accept your place.

    “That’s it, faggot,” he says. “Suck that dick. Show her what a good little bitch you are. Show her that you know your place.”

    She laughs as she watches you suck cock. She laughs as you pleasure another man for her. She laughs because you’re a good little bitch.

    “You’d suck him off if I let you, wouldn’t you?” she asks.

    He pulls his cock from your mouth. “Yes,” you answer. You would. You’d suck until you were told to stop or rewarded with a load of cum to swallow.

    “Worship me, cuck,” she says.

    You extend your tongue and lick her perfect pussy. You taste her wetness and feel her warmth.

    “That’s for him,” she says. “Your worthless little white dick doesn’t inspire desire in me. His big black cock does. That’s why you’re in a cage. That’s why he’s going to spend the night in my pussy. That’s why you’re denied pleasure. That’s why he gets to fuck me and cum inside me.”

    You can’t say anything in response. Your mouth is full of pussy. You feel the weight and warmth of her thighs against your head. When she moans your cock jumps. You love making her feel good.

    “Eat my pussy, cuck,” she demands.

    You lick her. You hear the sounds of a blowjob. You hear her worshiping his big black cock with her eager mouth. You hear her sucking the man that’s going to cuckold you.

    “Are you wet for me?” the bull asks.

    “He’s doing a very good job,” she answers.

    The bull steps behind her. His manly scent fills your nose as his cock and balls hover an inch above your head. Your wrists and feet are cuffed. You couldn’t leave if you wanted to. This is where you’ll stay until they decide otherwise.

    He slides into her pussy. You hear her moan. He buries his cock inside her. You feel his balls brush against your nose.

    He fucks her right above you. You hear the sounds of sex. You hear his flesh slamming into hers. You hear how wet her cunt is as it takes his big black cock. You’re filled with desire.

    “Lick my nuts, cuck,” he demands.

    You lift your head and stick out your tongue. You find his balls and lick them as he fucks her. You lick his shaft. You pleasure the man that pleasures her. You offer yourself. You are their toy. You are their whore. You are a cocksucker. You are a cuckold. You are whatever they want you to be.

    He fucks her harder and faster. They both groan. She cums first. He empties his load inside her soon after.

    “Open up, slut,” she says while her pussy hovers over your mouth.

    You open up.

    “Are you hungry?” she asks.

    “Yes, ma’am,” you say.

    She drops her cunt onto your face. The black man’s cum flows into your mouth. You eat it like a good cuckold should.

    “Fuck, he’s such a fucking cum slut,” she says.

    “Just like a cuckold should be,” her bull adds.

    She’s right. He’s right. This is your place. You’re a cuckold. You’re a cum slut. You’re a cocksucker. You’re whatever they want you to be.

  Are You Ready to Watch¿
Are you ready, cuckold? Are you ready to watch her pull down his jeans and briefs and take his big cock into her mouth? Are you ready to see your wife’s luscious lips sealed tightly around another man’s big, throbbing erection?Of course you are. And if you aren’t, it doesn’t really matter, because the time has arrived. You begged her to cuckold you, and now it’s time. You fantasized about it for years. You jerked off to the idea of her sucking someone else’s dick. You watched pornstars give blowjobs and imagined it was your wife. Now she’s about to become your favorite pornstar.
She’s going to pull down his pants and his cock, which is bigger than yours, will pop free. She’ll take him in her hand and look up at him. She’ll lick her lips and say, “I can’t wait to feel you in my mouth. I can’t wait to suck your dick.” He’ll reach out and guide her head to his cock. He’ll moan as she blows him.
You’ll watch and you’ll stroke your little cock just like a good cuckold should. You’ll feel an intense, nearly overwhelming sort of pleasure and you’ll feel warmth and love for your wife like you’ve never felt before. You love her. She loves you. And she loves his cock.

    Are You Sure About This¿

    “Are you sure about this?” your wife asks.

    She looks exquisite in the sheer black baby doll she just put on. The way it seems to gently caress her big natural breasts is irresistible.

    You nod and say, “Yes. I’m sure.”

    She chose a sheer black thong to go with her baby doll. It’s the kind of lingerie set that’s meant to make her intentions perfectly clear.

    “You can’t take it back once I go out there. The moment I open the bedroom door, the decision is made,” she says.

    You know she’s right. It’s why your heart is pounding so hard. It’s why you can feel an unfamiliar kind of arousal. It’s why it feels like your balls are literally tingling with desire. It’s why your cock feels like it’s alive with boundless lust.

    “I want this,” you say from your perch at the edge of the bed.

    Your wife holds out her hand. She wants you to go to her.

    You stand up and walk across the bedroom. She glances between your legs and no doubt sees the small tent that your excitement has created in your boxer shorts.

    Your hands move over the soft material of baby doll and grasp her waist. Your wife rubs your cock and you get stiff.

    “I guess you really do want this,” she says.

    “I do,” you reply.

    She kisses you softly. It’s a reassuring, loving kiss. It’s to let you know that she loves you deeply.

    “Okay,” she says.

    Your wife turns around, flicks the light switch on the wall, and plunges the bedroom into darkness. She opens the door and you hear the sounds of a late night talk show coming from down the hallway.

    She steps out of the bedroom and turns. She heads down the hallway and towards the living room. You step into the doorway and lean out to watch.

    You see your house guest sitting on the couch and laughing. He hasn’t seen your wife yet. She’s slowly making her way down the hallway. Your heart pounds harder. Your cock throbs. You have no idea how Vince, one of your closest friends from college, is going to react to your wife’s attempt to seduce him.

    Vince finally looks up when your wife steps out of the darkness of the hallway and into the living room.

    “Carrie,” is all he says.

    It’s obvious that your wife is there for him. She’s not stumbling down the hallway for a midnight snack or a glass of water. She’s dressed in seductive lingerie. She’s almost certainly wearing a seductive look on her face.

    “Vince,” your wife says.

    Vince sits up straighter. He lets his eyes wander over your wife’s body. You know right then and there that he’s going to fuck your wife. He’s not going to say no.

    “What about…” Vince begins.

    “He’s asleep,” your wife answers as she moves closer to your friend. “He’s a very heavy sleeper, too. It’s almost impossible to wake him up.”

    Vince says nothing as your wife steps in front of him. Her fingers move over the sheer lingerie. She teases her nipples and the soft flesh of her breasts. You’re almost certain you hear Vince groan.

    Your wife straddles your former roommate. His hands move under the baby doll and up her back. The connection is instantaneous.

    They kiss on your couch. Your wife grinds her hips into his lap. The passion is there. It’s obvious. It’s overwhelmingly sexy.

    Vince squeezes her ass and she moans into his mouth. His hands move under the baby doll and to her breasts. He plays with them. Your wife moans again. Your cock throbs in your boxer shorts.

    “You’re so fucking beautiful,” Vince says.

    “Does that mean you want me, Vince?” your wife asks.

    “I’ve wanted you since the moment I met you, Carrie,” he admits.

    They kiss again. You can see your wife’s jaw moving. You wonder if she’s sucking on his tongue. You love it when she sucks on your tongue.

    Your wife stands up and says, “Take your pants off.”

    Vince rushes to get his pants off. He’s all in. He doesn’t care about anything other than fucking your wife at this point.

    When his cock pops free, you can see your wife’s eyes go wide. He’s just as big as you told her he was. She didn’t quite believe you at first. Now she does. She looks down the hallway for a moment. She knows that you’re watching. She knows that you’re about to watch her go down on your friend.

    Your wife drops to her knees as Vince spreads his legs. She reaches up and takes his cock in her hand. You see the wonder on her face. She’s excited to have him inside her.

    Your beautiful wife leans forward and takes Vince in her mouth. You suppress a groan of pleasure as your hand moves up and down your shaft. You can’t believe what you’re seeing. You can’t believe that your fantasy is coming to life in your living room.

    “Fuck, Carrie, you’re incredible,” Vince says as his hands move through her hair.

    Your wife takes his cock deeper. He’s a little too big to completely swallow, but she’s putting on a show nevertheless. Vince doesn’t know you’re watching, but your wife does and she wants it to be sexy for you.

    “Oh my God. That feels so fucking good,” Vince says.

    He grabs a handful of her hair and uses it to guide her mouth. He’s testing to see if your wife is okay with a mild face fucking. She doesn’t offer any resistance. You know she likes it when a man takes charge.

    “Fuck yeah,” Vince says as he begins to fuck your wife’s mouth. He’s not aggressive. He’s not trying to make her choke on his cock. He seems to like being in control, though. He likes getting to be the one in charge. He likes that she seems willing to let him do as he pleases.

    Vince relaxes his grip when your wife pulls back. His cock slips from her mouth and she looks up at him. You see the lust on her face. She kisses her way down his shaft and takes his balls into her mouth. She licks and sucks them. She covers them in her saliva. Your wife is on her knees and sucking another man’s balls. Your dick has never been so hard.

    “You really know how to make a man feel good, Carrie,” Vince says.

    “Do you want my pussy, Vince?” she asks while stroking his dick with one hand and playing with his balls with the other.

    “More than anything in the world,” he says.

    Your wife lets go of his balls and pushes a hand into her panties. She looks into Vince’s eyes and moans. 

    “I’m so wet for you,” she says.

    You have to stop stroking. You’re so close to cumming that you can’t keep pleasuring yourself. You don’t want to spill your load before the good stuff happens.

    Vince pulls off his shirt and your wife runs her fingers up his muscular chest. She moans.

    “I need you inside me,” she says.

    You watch as she stands up, straddles him, and grabs his cock. She guides it into her pussy. It turns you on that she’s not using a condom. It thrills you that your friend gets to feel your wife’s beautiful pussy without the hindrance of a layer of latex between them.

    “Fuck, Carrie. Your pussy is perfect,” Vince says as he leans back and enjoys the married cunt that’s sinking down onto his dick.

    “So is your cock,” she says.

    Vince smiles and reaches up to pull off the baby doll. Your wife tosses it aside. Now she’s naked. Her thong is on the floor. The lingerie is on the floor.

    She leans forward and Vince takes her nipple into his mouth. She moans and begins to ride him. Your wife is having sex with another man in your living room. Someone else is fucking her. Your cock throbs painfully. It feels like there’s a small chance you might cum without touching yourself.

    “Oh, Vince!” your wife screams. You’re a heavy sleeper, after all.

    She’s not just putting on a show. You know what it looks like when your wife is experiencing genuine pleasure, and that’s what she looks like right now.

    She closes her eyes and leans back as she rides Vince’s big cock. He reaches up and plays with her big natural breasts. He gently pulls on her nipples and she cries out in pleasure.

    “Fuck, Vince, I’m gonna cum! You’re gonna make me cum!” your wife screams.

    Your wife cums on someone else’s cock. She cums on your friend’s cock. She cums hard, too. Afterwards, Vince’s big dick stays buried inside her as your wife leans forward and kisses him.

    “You’re incredible,” she says softly. “I haven’t cum that hard in a long time.”

    You find her comment unexpectedly thrilling. You’re not sure why. In the moment, you don’t really care. There’s no time to investigate. All that matters is that your wife just had a great orgasm on someone else’s cock and you’re enormously aroused. Pleasure is the only thing that matters in this moment.

    “Take me from behind,” your wife says as she climbs off of Vince’s cock and gets on her knees.

    She’s facing you. She looks down the hallway. You look into her eyes. Vince moves behind her and slides his cock into her wet married pussy. He fucks her.

    You watch her big natural tits bounce with every thrust. She closes her eyes and moans. She’s putting on a bit of a show. She’s doing it for him and for you. She wants the man inside her to cum. She wants her husband to feel good.

    Vince fucks her hard and fast. He leans forward to play with her tits. He gets a little rough with them, but your wife doesn’t seem to mind. She likes being a source of pleasure for him. She likes that he’s so turned on that he can’t help but pound her and play with her flesh.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    “Are you sure? What about…”

    Your wife cuts him off. “He’ll never know. Just cum inside me, Vince. I need it. I need your cum inside me.”

    Vince groans and fucks her harder. You slowly stroke your cock and play with your balls. You’re witnessing the most arousing experience of your life.

    Vince thrusts into your wife and holds his cock deep inside her. He grabs her breasts and squeezes them. He cums in her married pussy.

    Your wife smiles at you. She can’t see you, but she knows you’re watching. She knows that watching someone else cum inside her thrills you.

    Vince pulls out and sits on the couch. Your wife spins around and kisses him. “Thank you,” she says. “You were amazing.”

    Vince has a giddy smile on his face. He’s just experienced incredible pleasure. Of course he does.

    “It was my pleasure. Trust me.” 

    They share another kiss.

    “We’ll do this again,” your wife says as she collects here panties and lingerie from the floor. 

    Vince watches as she heads down the hallway. You step back into the bedroom. Moments later your wife steps through and closes the door behind her.

    She drops her lingerie and puts her arms around your neck. She kisses you fiercely as you both move towards the bed.

    “Do you want me?” she asks.

    “Desperately,” you answer.

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and smiles. “You’re so hard.”

    “I know,” you say.

    She gets in bed and spreads her legs. It’s too dark to see his cum leaking out of her, but you know it’s in there. You know another man’s seed is in your wife’s pussy. She gave herself to him. She practically begged him to cum inside her. It’s exactly what you wanted.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “But be quiet about it. He thinks you’re asleep.”

    You pull off your boxer shorts and get into bed. You move between your wife’s legs and sink your cock into her pussy.

    It feels loose and wet inside her. You know your cock is bathed in his cum. You know you’re using someone else’s semen as lubricant. That fact only deepens your arousal.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    Immediately you replay when she said it to Vince. You see her tits bouncing as he fucks her. You see her turning back to look at him and telling him to cum in her pussy. You see his smile.

    You can’t hold off. Sloppy seconds sex is so much hotter than you thought it would be. You cum inside your wife. You close your eyes, groan quietly, and collapse on top of her.

    Your wife wraps her legs around you. Her hands move through your hair and down your back.

    “That was beautiful,” she said. “We’re definitely doing it again.”

    You certainly hope so.

  
    Are You Sure You Want This¿

    “Are you sure about this?” your wife of fifteen years asks.

    You nod.

    She turns to the man she just met at the pool. They both smile. He pulls her closer and they share a long, sensual kiss.

    Your wife looks back at you as his hands slip into her bikini bottoms. He squeezes her ass and she asks, “Are you absolutely certain?”

    You nod again.

    Your wife looks at him and slowly sinks to her knees in front of the man she just met. She kisses his chest and the hard stomach that drew her to him in the first place. She removes the towel and his semi-hard cock pops free. She smiles up at him and kisses the tip.

    Once again your wife turns to you. “Are you sure you want this?

    You nod and she smiles before turning back to the man standing in front of her. She looks up at him and takes his cock into her mouth. He groans and leans against the sliding glass door of his hotel room. Your wife slowly swallows his semi-hard cock.

    She gives a beautiful blowjob. She maintains eye contact with him and offers her spectacularly talented mouth. She makes him hard. She makes him moan. You know how good her mouth feels. You know how good your wife is making him feel.

    Once he’s thick and throbbing your wife lets his cock fall from between her lips and stands up. She unhooks her bikini top and spins around. He lowers her bikini bottoms and pulls her body against his. He kisses her neck as he plays with her breasts.

    Your wife looks at you and asks, “Are you still sure about this?”

    Your erection is all the answer she needs, but you nod and say, “I’m absolutely certain.”

    Your wife takes his hand and leads him to the bed. She falls onto her back and he moves between her legs. He licks her pussy and she moans as her fingers move through his hair.

    “That feels so good,” she says.

    Jealousy courses through your body as you watch another man go down on your wife. He’s doing a good job, too. He’s getting her excited for his cock. He’s getting her excited to cuckold you on vacation. He’s getting her all worked up so she’ll have no choice but to welcome him inside her.

    She looks at you and smiles. “He’s incredible,” she says.

    You reach down and stroke your cock through your swimsuit. You see your wife smile. She plays with her beautiful breasts as he licks her pussy.

    “Are you absolutely, positively certain?” she asks.

    You nod.

    Your wife pulls him up from between her legs. He crawls forward and she takes his cock in her hand as they kiss. She guides him between her pussy lips. He slowly fills her. Another man is inside her. She’s cuckolding you.

    They kiss as she wraps her legs around him. “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck me while my husband watches.”

    He fucks your wife while you stand and watch. He fucks your wife with long, deep thrusts. He fucks your wife and gives her the pleasure she craves and deserves. He fucks your wife and he makes her feel so good.

    He makes your wife cum. You see her toes curl. You hear her moan. She cries out in pleasure. He buries his cock inside her and they kiss. They stay like that for a few moments before he moves to his back and she straddles him. She sits on his cock. She takes him inside her. She rides him like a woman determined to make a man cum.

    He reaches up and plays with your wife’s breasts as she rides him. You watch her pussy lips cling to his cock as she lifts off his erection and drops down onto it once more. You hear her moaning for him. You hear him groaning for her.

    He grunts loudly. He closes his eyes. He cums inside your wife. You see some of his cum leak out around his cock. You see your wife smile. You see him play with her breasts as he unloads inside her.

    She looks back at you and smiles. “Are you still certain?” she asks.

    You nod. Your cuckolding was beautiful.

    “I want him again,” she says.

    “Of course,” you reply.

    “I’ll meet you at our room later. Don’t masturbate,” she says.

    “Of course.”

    You turn and head towards the door. You hear your wife kissing the man she just fucked.

    “You were incredible,” she says.

    “That was the best sex I’ve had in a long time,” he replies.

    You leave the hotel room. You have no idea how long she’ll be with him. You only know that you’re going to have a great orgasm when she finally comes back to your room.

  
    Are You Sure You Want to Watch Me Suck His Cock¿

    It’s a big moment, cuckold. You know your wife has had his thick, throbbing cock in her mouth before, but you’ve never watched. You’ve fantasized about it, certainly, and you’ve masturbated to the idea countless times, but you’ve never actually seen his erection disappear into her mouth to receive the intense pleasure that is a blowjob from your wife.

    You can still remember the first time she went down on you. It was after your fourth date. You were on her couch kissing and pawing at each other. She was in a soft white sweater and the tightest jeans you’d ever seen. You figured something amazing was going to happen that night, and you were right.

    What you’ll never forget is the momentary look of disappointment that crossed her face when she freed your cock. You were still on the couch together and engaged in wet tongue kisses as she undid your belt, unbuttoned your pants, and reached inside to grab your stiff dick. You helpfully pulled off your jeans to give her a little more room to operate, and that’s when she saw you fully. That’s when the disappointment registered.

    You were nervous about it. You know you have a small cock. You know that four inches hard just doesn’t get it done for most women. It’s not the first time you’ve seen that disappointment on a woman’s face. It hurts every time. She was different though. You’ve had girls end the evening of fun because there wasn’t enough between your legs. You’ve had girls laugh at you. Not your future wife though. She got on her knees and offered you the most incredible blowjob you’ve ever had.

    When she was done your future wife stood, pulled off her panties, and pulled your face to her pussy. “Your turn,” she said, and you were hooked for life. You worshiped her pussy that night. You were enthralled with her. You discovered how quickly she cums with your tongue lapping at her clit. That night you knew you’d marry this woman if she’d have you. Lucky for you she wanted that tongue for the rest of her life.

    Now, for the first time, you’re going to watch your wife suck another man’s cock. She’s given head to other guys before, of course – you’ve been a cuckold for over a year now – but she’s yet to let you watch. That changes today though. You’re graduating to a new level of cuckoldry. You get to see those luscious pink lips around his dick. You get to see her suck a load of cum out of his heavy balls. You get to see her swallow another man’s cum. You might even get to share a cum-flavored kiss with your wife. Would you like that, cuckold?

    She was the one that introduced the notion of cuckolding. Usually it’s the man, but you’ve known from that night on her couch that she’s different from most women. That’s why you married her. When she proposed making you a cuckold, you couldn’t help but get excited.

    “You’re so good at making me cum with your tongue and fingers, honey, but I want a man with a bigger cock. I need a man with a bigger cock,” your wife said as she curled up next to you, pressing her lace-clad body against yours. She rubbed your cock through your shorts as she talked to you. You both knew there was no chance you’d say no.

    You wanted her to fuck other men. You wanted someone else’s big cock to invade your wife’s pussy and fill her like she desired. You wanted her to cum on another man’s thick erection. You got what you wanted, too.

    It happened for the first time a year ago. It was with a guy she met at the gym. She came home that night with a wet, loose pussy that you devoured as she told you all the dirty details. She went over every position they fucked in, how long he spent inside her (nearly an hour), and how many orgasms he provided her with his big dick (four). At the end of it, after you’d worshiped her pussy and tasted the juices of her lust for another man, she gave you a splendid handjob and brought you to climax while telling you exactly how much she loved his cock.

    Occasionally she lets you fuck her, but you know it doesn’t do much for her. You’ve come to enjoy going down on her more because you know it’s the only guaranteed way you can make her cum. You know that when you lick her beautiful pussy she’s going to have a fantastic orgasm. That feels good for a cuckold. When you stick your little dick inside her it does nothing for your fantastically beautiful wife.

    For a while you were on the fence about wanting to watch. It seemed arousing, but it made you nervous too. You wondered if it might destroy some small part of you and shake the foundations of your life. She wants you to watch though. She wants you to see what it’s like when she’s completely enthralled with another man and his big cock. That’s why you’re about to watch your wife blow her current lover.

    The handcuffs? Those are for you, cuckold. She wants to make sure you’re focused. There will be no masturbating while she’s giving him head. There will be no running away or trying to stop her. Not that you’d do something so stupid. Your hands will be cuffed behind the chair and you’ll sit there and watch as she sucks his cock until he cums in her mouth.

    Now that your hands are comfortably cuffed behind your back, your lovely wife is ready to offer her lover the oral pleasure he desires. From her knees she looks up at him, the lust obvious in her eyes. She unbuttons his jeans and pulls them down along with his briefs, his already-hard cock springing into view. He’s experienced your wife’s cocksucking talents before and he’s desperate to feel those pink lips around his shaft and her warm, wet tongue working him over.

    Are you ready, cuckold? Are you ready to see her part those lips and let another man’s dick, a bigger dick than yours, slide into her mouth? You don’t have a choice at this point, do you? Your wife is going to suck cock in front of you and she’s not stopping until a flood of hot semen fills her mouth.

    She looks good with his dick in her mouth, doesn’t she? Look at the way she stares up at him, showing her overwhelming desire to make him feel good. You miss that a little, don’t you cuck? You miss those pretty eyes staring up at you as your wife sucks your dick. It doesn’t happen all that often anymore. Why would it when she’s got a guy like him to blow? 

    Look at the way she works his balls with her fingers. Look at the way she keeps a tight grip on his shaft and uses her spit as lubrication while her head is bobbing up and down on him. Look at the way he guides her with a gentle hand on the back of her head. Look at your wife’s devotion to giving this man pleasure. 

    It makes your cock hard, doesn’t it cuckold? Watching your wife suck his dick leaves you stiffer than you’ve ever been, doesn’t it? You wish you could stroke your little cuck cock right now, don’t you? You’ll get your chance, but not until after she’s done being his cocksucking slut.

    He’s going to cum soon, cuckold. He’s going to release his hot seed in your wife’s mouth. She’s working him faster now. Her mouth is moving up and down his shaft at a remarkable pace. She’s desperate to make him cum, cuck. She wants him to cum in her mouth. She’s begging him with her eyes. 

    He’s cumming, cuckold. He’s cumming in your wife’s mouth. Another man is spilling his seed on your wife’s tongue. Look at her taking it all. Look at her lips nice and tight around his cock as he shoots rope after rope of hot cum in her mouth. She’s a perfect cocksucker. Your wife is a perfect cocksucking slut for her lover.

    She swallowed. His cum is in her stomach, cuckold. Another man’s cum is inside your wife. She’s coming over. Now is your chance for that cum-flavored kiss. Even if you weren’t interested you don’t really have a choice, do you? Your hands are cuffed to the chair and you’re not going anywhere. You’re going to taste his cum, cuckold. Her lips press tightly against yours. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. His cum is salty and surprisingly delicious. This is the best night of your life, and it’s just the beginning.

  
    Are You Sure You're Ready to Watch Them Fuck¿

    There’s another man on your couch. He’s here to fuck your wife and you’re going to watch. You’ve got your cock out and you’re ready for your fantasy to come to life.

    You watch as she lifts her skirt and exposes her panties. His fingers slip into the waistband and gently pull them down, exposing her ass to you and her perfect pussy to him.

    His hands drift over her ass and down her thighs. She quietly moans at the pleasure of his gentle touch. He moves a hand between her legs and slips a finger inside her. He rubs her clit and your wife leans forward, holding onto his shoulders for balance.

    He teases her skillfully and she responds by dropping to her knees. She needs to feel him in her mouth. You watch from behind as her head bobs up and down on his cock. You can’t see it all, but for some reason it’s even hotter. You know she’s giving him pleasure. It feels like she’s not paying attention to you at all. You love it.

    “I want to fuck you,” he says. “Sit on my cock.”

    You stroke faster as your stands up, straddles her lover, and sinks her wet pussy down on his dick. She throws her head back and her moan of pure pleasure floats through the air. When she’s taken every inch of his dick, his hands move over her body as they enjoy the stillness of this beautiful penetration.

    The sex begins with her grinding on his dick. Her hips move back and forth as her pussy milks his cock and she rubs her clit into his pelvis. His hands squeeze her smooth, sexy ass cheeks hard. She groans for him.

    When she’s all worked up your wife switches to riding his dick. He’s big, so when she bounces on it you can see the long, thick inches of his shaft moving in and out of her pussy. It’s an intense, arousing moment to witness.

    It’s good for her, too. She’s getting loud and lusty as his big cock fills her. She’s getting stretched out and fucked like never before.

    You stroke to the rhythm of her ride on his dick. You stroke faster as she gets closer to orgasm. You want to cum when she does. Your cock throbs in your hand. It feels so good to jerk off while she’s getting laid. It feels so good to be a cuckold for her.

    It’s coming. Your orgasm is coming. It’s building in your loins. Your dick feels so good. Every stroke is like a mini climax. You’re ready and she’s about to cum. Just as she throws her head back and lets out a scream of pure orgasmic pleasure, you release. Your cum flies into the air as your wife collapses onto her lover as the joy of her climax overwhelms her body.

  
    Are You Too Small¿

    It happens. Women marry men with small penises all the time. They fall in love and figure they can make it work, and usually it works pretty well. It’s always a little disappointing though. The sex is never quite as good as it could be. Everything else is good so it’s not worth abandoning the guy, but they really could use more pleasure in bed.

    Maybe he’s meant to be a cuckold. He knows his penis is small. You don’t have to tell him. He probably even knows you’re not as happy with it as you could be. He can see the look of disappointment on your face after another mildly pleasing sexual encounter.

    Talk to him about it. Tell him that you need something more. Maybe you can start with a dildo or he can wear a penis extender that gives him more size. You can finally feel that beautiful sense of fullness. A little further down the road you can upgrade your experience by bringing another man into the bedroom.

    By that point, your husband will be on board with his cuckolding. He will urge you to find someone bigger. He will urge you to have the kind of sex that you deserve. Then he’ll watch and he’ll truly understand. He’ll know that this is what you needed all along. Then your marriage will change for the better.

  
    Are You Truly Ready to Be Cuckolded¿

    You don't really know if there's chemistry until you've shared that first kiss. You might suspect it will be electric when your lips finally meet, but you can't know for sure.

    That's why your pulse quickens when he leans in. You want it to be good because you desire him. You want to feel that electricity because your body is telling you that he's good-looking, and smart, and in great shape, and that he'll almost certainly fuck you in the manner you crave.

    If it's a bad kiss, the relationship won't go forward. If it's a good kiss, though, a whole world of possibilities opens up in your mind. That moment - when it becomes clear that there's sexual chemistry between the two of you - is one of the most exciting elements of being a hotwife, because in that moment it feels like anything is possible.

    The question I have for you, dear reader, is if you're truly ready for your wife to experience that moment. Because once she does, she's not going to want to go back. She's not going to be okay with you saying that you've changed your mind, that you really just want to fantasize about cuckolding instead of having it become a real part of your life.

    Now, I know you're probably thinking that you're definitely ready for it. After all, this is your fantasy, and most men want their sexual fantasies to come true. But, are you really ready for it?

    What if she wants something that falls outside your fantasy? What if you want her to have a bull and she decides that she wants a boyfriend instead? What if she starts going on dates with him? What if she develops feelings for him? What if it becomes clear that she's going to fall in love with him? Would you be okay with that? Would you be okay with your wife delving into the world of polyamory and loving two men at the same time? Would you be okay with her wanting to spend as much time as possible with her boyfriend?

    What if it goes in an entirely different direction? What if your wife has started seeing a dominant man? What if he helps her discover her submissive side, a side that you're not capable of tapping into because you just don't have what it takes to truly dominate a woman?

    I'm sure you think you'd be into that. But, what if his desire to dominate extends beyond your wife? What if he wants to dominate you, too? What if he gets off on the idea of showing your wife that you're a submissive little bitch? What if he wants to make you suck his dick in front of her? What if he wants to fuck you in front of her? What if he wants to turn you into a little sissy cuckold that wears panties, sucks cock, and gets fucked regularly?

    Maybe that sounds terrifying. Or, maybe it sounds deeply exciting. Maybe what's so thrilling about cuckolding is that anything can happen. Maybe you love the potential for the unexpected to happen. Maybe that's the kind of excitement your life is lacking.

    I know that's certainly what makes every new encounter with a potential boyfriend or playmate so exciting for me. Who knows what might happen? Who knows what new sorts of pleasures I might discover? Who knows what I might learn about myself or my husband? It's all part of the fun.

  
    Are You Willing to Pay the Price¿

    Your wife is blessed with a spectacular pair of breasts. They're large and perky and they fill your hands when you're permitted to play with them.

    It's her breasts that first capture your attention when you walk into the bedroom on Saturday evening. She's naked in your bed and her D cups looks utterly mesmerizing, so you stand in the doorway and stare as she turns her head and smiles.

    "You're naked," you say.

    She laughs. "You're very observant."

    "Why are you naked?"

    She grasps her breasts and then runs a hand down her stomach and between her legs. She doesn't answer your question, but she does masturbate and you're treated to both the sight and the sound of your wife indulging in self-pleasure. She seems quite wet - based on the sound, at least - and you move to the foot of the bed so you can enjoy the view.

    You strip as your wife continues to masturbate and then you take your cock in your hand and stroke it until you're sporting a raging erection that you'd very much like to put inside her.

    You crawl into the bed and her eyes open. She stops masturbating and you stop moving towards her.

    "You want me, don't you?" she asks.

    You smile and nod.

    "I want you to answer a question for me."

    "Anything," you say.

    "Do you deserve me?"

    The first answer that comes to mind is 'yes.' Of course that's the first answer. But your marriage is unlike most. Your wife is free to pursue sexual pleasure with other men while you're not even permitted to flirt with another woman. You must remain faithful to her in every imaginable way.

    She pursues that pleasure because you're inadequate as a lover. It's not just that your cock is thoroughly average. It's that you're thoroughly average in almost all things sexual, so your wife had to step outside your marriage to get what she craved, sexually speaking.

    That makes the answer to her question more complicated. You're a good husband and a good man, so in theory you deserve to have sex with your wife. But, you're not capable of satisfying her with your cock, so perhaps you don't deserve to slip your dick inside her warm, wet, tight cunt. Perhaps you should be relegated to masturbating while you admire your wife's overwhelming beauty.

    "No, I don't," you answer. "I don't deserve you. But I want you. I want you desperately."

    "How long has it been since I let you have me?"

    "94 days," you answer without hesitation.

    "And when I last let you have me, what happened?"

    "I had a great orgasm."

    "And what else?"

    "You didn't cum. You didn't get close to cumming."

    She smiles. "And what else?"

    "You had to call someone else to finish you. You had to call a bull over. You made me clean my cum out of your pussy because you didn't want his dick to get soaked in my inferior load. Then you made me watch as he fucked you to half a dozen orgasms. You made me suck his dick clean between each of your orgasms. You made me clean his cum out of you after he'd finished inside you, too."

    "You didn't really enjoy any of that, did you? Not at the time, at least."

    You shake your head. "No. I didn't."

    "And why did I do all of that?" she asks. "Why did I make you suck his dick clean? Why did I make you clean his load out of me?"

    "Because I was selfish. Because I knew I didn't deserve you and I decided to fuck you anyway. Because I was greedy and horny and I surrendered to those desires instead of thinking about you."

    Your wife smiles, sits up, and shifts to her hands and knees before crawling towards you. She reaches the foot of the bed, sits up on her knees, and leans in to kiss your neck. Her fingers encircle your cock and she strokes you slowly while moaning like she's getting fucked. It makes you want her even more.

    "I know you enjoyed fucking me that night. I know my pussy is tight and wet and perfect. I know that because I have so many lovers that crave me, that will do damn near anything to have me."

    "It is perfect," you say as your dick throbs in her hand.

    "I didn't enjoy having sex with you that night. I don't think I'll ever enjoy having sex with you now that I know what's it like to have a superior man in my pussy. I know what it's like to be truly fucked, to be given the kind of pleasure every woman deserves. I know what it's like and I know you can't provide it, so of course I won't ever enjoy having sex with you."

    Her words should be hurtful, but your arousal only deepens as she utters them.

    "Can I touch you?" you ask.

    "Yes," she whispers.

    You take her breasts in your hands. You squeeze them. You caress them. They feel so good. Touching them makes you want her even more.

    "Do you deserve to fuck me?" she asks softly.

    "No, I don't. I don't deserve to fuck you. I'm not worthy of your pussy. I'm not worthy of having sex with you, of experiencing that pleasure."

    She moans. It turns her on to hear you say that, to hear you confess your inferiority. She crawls a little closer. You release her breasts and they press into your chest. They're warm and soft and perfect. She kisses you. You feel the top of your cock rub against her pussy lips. You're so close to being inside her, and yet you're nowhere near claiming the pleasure you crave.

    "Do you still want to fuck me?"

    "Yes," you admit. "It's been so long and it feels so good. Your pussy is just...it's just so perfect. It makes me feel so good."

    She smiles and backs away from you. She falls to her back and rests her head against the pillow. She spreads her legs and grasps her big breasts. She plays with them and moans while doing so. You remain at the foot of the bed because you haven't been given permission to join her.

    "Come lie next to me," she says.

    You crawl into the bed and your wife reaches for her phone. "I didn't tell you, but I met up with Rob yesterday."

    Rob is one of her regular bulls. His cock features a remarkably large head and your wife has always found it especially pleasurable to go down on him. She has described feeling a particular sense of pleasure at having that plump head in her mouth and at sucking on it like it's a lollipop made just for her.

    She pulls up a video on her phone. It starts to play. You see Rob kissing your wife in his car. You see her hand moving in his lap. You hear him moan and presume that she's jerking him off.

    Then it dawns on you that the video is being filmed from the back seat and that the camera is moving around in a manner that indicates someone is holding it.

    "Who's filming?" you ask.

    "Rob brought a friend."

    They stop kissing and Rob puts a hand on the back of your wife's neck. He guides her head to his lap. He does it with ease and confidence and she offers no resistance. Your dick throbs at the sight of someone else directing her like that, of someone else feeling such confidence in her desire for him that he pushes her mouth to his cock without even thinking about it.

    Her head bobs up and down in his lap and you hear Rob groan. He looks towards the back seat and says, "You're going to love her mouth, man. She's fucking incredible, and she loves sucking dick, too."

    "Did you really suck his friend's cock?"

    She kisses your neck. "I did."

    She hands you the phone. You take it and your wife wraps her fingers around your cock. She strokes you while avoiding the head and you watch the video as the guy in the backseat leans forward. He finds the perfect angle to capture the sight of your wife's mouth moving up and down Rob's cock.

    "You asked him to film?"

    "I did," she says. "I wanted to be able to show you. I know how much you like seeing me give pleasure to other men."

    She kisses you. You close your eyes and let her tongue wander into your mouth as you listen to her give a blowjob in the video. You listen to Rob moan while the sounds of sucking and stroking fill his car. You listen to him say, "I'm gonna cum in her mouth, but maybe she'll let you fuck her."

    You hear your wife moan in the video. The sounds of sucking get louder and more vigorous.

    "You like watching me suck dick, don't you?" she asks softly.

    "Yes. I do. Fuck, I really do."

    Her head pops up from Rob's lap and she looks into the backseat. "Get your dick out," she says to the guy holding the camera. "I'm coming back there the second I finish swallowing Rob's load."

    It always turns you on to see your wife's wild side unleashed and the video has captured that perfectly.

    You hear the guy behind the camera unzip his pants. You hear him stroking himself, too, and then your wife's head disappears into Rob's lap once more. She starts blowing him once more. He moans once more.

    It's not long before he's cumming in her mouth. You see her lips pull back until they're wrapped around the head. You hear him grunting and groaning as your beautiful wife strokes your stiff dick and kisses your neck. It's not often that she films herself sucking cock or getting fucked and it's thrilling to watch.

    "You like the taste of Rob's cum, don't you?" she asks.

    You've tasted him several times and you don't like it. Not at all. "No."

    She laughs softly. "I’m so sorry baby, it’s just that you’ve swallowed so much of it that I would have thought you liked it by now. I guess I forgot that you eat it because I make you, because you're an obedient cuck that understands that being an inferior man means that sometimes you have to eat the cum of superior men."

    She didn't forget. Of course she didn't. She just likes to taunt you, to tease you, to drive you wild. It's working and you can't help but get turned on as she reminds you that she's the one in control of so many things in your life, first and foremost your sexual pleasure.

    The guy in the video hands the phone to Rob, who turns it around and films your wife climbing into the backseat.

    "That's Paul," your wife says as she watches the video with you. "He has a gorgeous cock. The head's not as plump as Rob's, but it's long and really thick."

    You watch your wife unzip Paul's pants. You see her loosen his belt and work his jeans down over his knees. You see her take out his cock and lean down to kiss it. You see her gleefully take another dick in her mouth and suck with wild abandon.

    Rob makes sure to capture Paul's face in that moment that a woman he's only just met starts blowing him.

    "It feels fucking great, doesn't it?" Rob asks.

    Paul smiles. "I didn't believe you when you said she'd suck my dick, but man am I glad I came along for this. She's fucking incredible, man."

    Rob points the camera down and you see your wife's lips moving up and down the thick shaft of the other man's cock. You see her fondling his balls. You see Paul gather her hair and move it out of the way to ensure that Rob gets a crystal clear shot of her giving head.

    "When was the last time I sucked your cock?" your wife asks you.

    "I can't remember."

    She laughs softly. "You know why I don't suck your cock, right?"

    "Because I don't deserve it. Because I'm an inferior man. Because my cock can't satisfy you, because it can't even come close."

    "That's right. You're an inferior cuck, and inferior cucks don't get their dicks sucked. They get to watch their wives suck dick. Sometimes they get to suck dick themselves, but they don't ever get blowjobs."

    She squeezes your cock and slowly drags her fingers up the shaft. She reaches the head and the lubrication of your precum leads to a wave of pleasure from her touch despite the tightness of her grip.

    "How about you take that dick for a ride?" Rob asks in the video. "I've got condoms."

    Your wife looks at the camera as the cock departs her mouth. "You don't mind sharing my pussy with your friend?"

    "Fuck no. If you wanna ride that dick I don't mind at all. I'm happy to film it for your cuck hubby, too."

    "Give me a condom."

    You watch your wife take the condom from Rob, tear it open, and roll it down Paul's cock. You watch her straddle him, flip up the back of her dress, and guide him into her pussy. You watch his hands grasp her ass cheeks and help her ride him, though she goes slowly at first.

    "His dick was so thick," she whispers as her lips dance against your neck. "I needed to go nice and slow at first."

    The longer they fuck, the faster she rides him. Her pussy seems to get wetter, too, or at least it sounds exceptionally wet as she bounces in the backseat of Rob's SUV.

    Your wife kisses and caresses and teases you while you watch her have an orgasm on another man's cock. You watch her continue to ride that dick until Paul has an orgasm. You listen to her kiss him and tell him how good his cock felt inside her. You listen to her tell him that she wants his number so they can meet up again, so she can give him her pussy again, so she can make him cum again.

    She takes the phone from you once the video is over. She tosses it aside and straddles you. Her pussy settles against your balls and your cock head brushes against her pubic hair.

    "His dick was far superior to yours. If I took you in my pussy right now I'd barely feel you. I'd barely feel anything. You'd feel good, though."

    "Yes, I would."

    "Do you still want me even though you know I wouldn't enjoy having sex with you?"

    "Yes."

    She smiles and places your hands on her breasts. You do as any man would and play with them. You moan at how fucking good it feels to have her soft, perfect, perky flesh in your hands.

    "It must be hard being denied the thing that you crave," she says. "It must be hard knowing that I get to have any man I want while you're not allowed to even consider another woman. It must be hard knowing that your days of having sex with any sort of frequency are over, that a quick fuck a few times a year is probably all you have to look forward to for the rest of your life."

    "It is."

    She lifts her hips, inches them forward, and takes you inside her pussy. You close your eyes and moan at the intense pleasure of being bathed in her warmth and wetness.

    "Does that feel good?" she whispers while you play with her tits.

    "It's perfect."

    She kisses you softly. Her hips move at an achingly slow pace over your cock. You moan into her mouth as she teases you with her pussy.

    "I'll make you cum," she says, "but there will be a price to pay. An inferior man like you doesn't deserve to fuck his wife and cum in her pussy without paying for it. Are you willing to pay that price, cuck?"

    "What's the price?"

    She smiles. "It wouldn't be any fun if you knew what it was before you came inside me. It will be worse than last time, though, I promise you that."

    She rides you a little faster. You moan. It's been more than three months since you were inside her and the pleasure is so intense that it's hard to think straight.

    "Will you pay the price?" she asks.

    You know you shouldn't agree. You know it's unwise. You know she could make you do something you really, really don't want to do.

    "Yes, I'll pay the price."

    She begins to bounce on your cock. She rides you hard. She rides you fast. You experience the most incredible pleasure of your life as her tits bounce in your face while she tightens her pussy and milks you.

    You cum quickly. You cum inside her. You cry out in pleasure as the orgasm rips through your body and leaves you tingling from head to toe for a few seconds. It was worth it. It was absolutely worth it. Pleasure like that can only be experienced inside your wife and you're certain it was worth it.

    You see her smiling. She takes your head in her hands and kisses you softly.

    "I hope it was worth it," she says.

    "It was. Whatever happens next, it was worth it."

    "First, you're going to clean my pussy. Then, you're going to call one of my bulls - I'll choose which one - and beg him to come over. You'll tell him that you fucked me, but that you're an inferior man who can't satisfy his wife so I didn't come anywhere near having an orgasm. You'll beg him to come and satisfy me."

    "I will," you say.

    "When he gets here, you'll beg for the chance to suck his cock, to fluff him for me. You'll tell him that you need to be humiliated, that you need to suffer for having failed to satisfy me."

    You feel a touch of angst at the idea of doing that.

    "Once you've gotten him hard and wet with your mouth, you'll beg him to fuck you, to use your ass to continue fluffing his cock. You'll tell him that you need to feel a deeper level of humiliation, that you need to be punished further because you're such a failure as a man. You'll get on your hands and knees and beg him to take your ass from behind, to mount you and fuck you and take away what's left of your manhood."

    You can't do that. You can't possibly do that. You know, though, that you agreed to do whatever she wanted, that you agreed to pay the price for cumming inside her.

    "Then he'll fuck you. He'll use your ass to get himself good and ready to pound me. I'll watch all of it. I'll see you get fucked like a faggot and I'll play with my pussy. I'll watch him fuck the rest of your manhood away and put you in your place. Then I'll let him have me while you watch. You'll suck his cock clean when I tell you to. You'll clean him out of me. When it's over you'll thank him for letting you suck his superior cock. You'll thank him for using your ass to fluff himself. You'll thank him for satisfying me."

    She's riding you a little now and you can tell she's turned on at the idea of ruining you.

    "After all that, you'll ask him to spend the night in our bed. You'll tell him that I deserve to fall asleep in a real man's arms. You'll happily sleep in the guest room. Then, tomorrow morning, you'll wake up, make us coffee, serve it to us in bed, and fluff his dick like a good little bitch while we drink it. Then I'll ask him to fuck you bareback and cum inside you to take away that final bit of your manhood."

    It's a hell of a price to pay. It was worth it, though. Her pussy is perfect and it gave you the best orgasm of your life, so you'll pay that heavy price and you'll do so because sometimes a cuck has to suffer to claim the pleasure he craves.

  
    Aren't You Going to Stop Her¿

    You get home from a long, stressful day at work and as you’re dropping your briefcase and keys on the kitchen table, the sounds of sexual pleasure reach your ears.

    At first you hope it’s just your wife masturbating. She does that sometimes. It quickly becomes clear that’s not what’s going on. She doesn’t moan like that when she’s masturbating. She moans like that when she’s getting fucked.

    You gather your strength and head upstairs for what is certain to be an unpleasant experience. The moans are coming from the master bedroom and you walk slowly down the hallway. It sure sounds like she’s enjoying the sex she’s having.

    The door is open a crack and a gentle push opens it the rest of the way. Your wife is on her hands and knees facing the door. She looks up at you. She doesn’t stop though. In fact, she doesn’t even seem to consider it. The guy fucking her pussy doesn’t stop either.

    She just looks at you and you at her. You stare at your wife as someone else pounds her pussy. The look of pleasure on her face is mesmerizing.

    “Aren’t you going to stop me?” she finally asks.

    You say nothing. Nothing comes to mind. You know you should stop her, but for some reason you’re paralyzed.

    “Aren’t you going to do something? He’s fucking your wife,” she says with a devilish smile. “Another man is fucking your wife!”

    She pushes back on his cock as he pounds her. She moans louder. Her eyes roll back in her head. She’s taunting you.

    “I’m making you a cuckold in the bed you sleep in and you don’t give a damn,” she says, her voice getting louder.

    “Look at you. You’re getting hard. You pathetic cuck,” she yells.

    You look down. She’s right. You’re hard. You’re rock hard watching your wife get pounded. It’s a horrifying sight, but there’s no question you’re turned on.

    “Get on your knees,” she yells while pointing at the floor next to the bed.

    You hesitate for a second, but the look on her face compels you to your knees. You look up at her. She seems a touch surprised that you followed her orders, but she loves it.

    “Take your cock out, cuck. Take out your pathetic dick and jerk off while another man pounds your wife’s pussy in your bed,” she orders.

    By now you’ve given up on the idea of resisting. Instead, you embrace it. You embrace your arousal and pull your cock out. You look into her lusty eyes and stroke your dick.

    “That’s it, cuck. Stroke your dick as he fucks me. Stroke your pathetic cock as he fills me with his perfect dick. That’s it. Jerk off like a fucking cuck would,” she says, her words cutting and vicious.

    “Are you going to cum, cuck? Are you going to cum while he fucks your wife? Are you going to cum while someone else is inside me? Of course you are. Look at you. You’re going to squirt in a minute, just like you always do. Pathetic.”

    She’s being so harsh, and yet every word turns you on more. Your head swims with arousal. You want to stop and walk away. You want to pack a suitcase and move out. You want to be angry, but you’re too horny. Instead, you cum on the bedroom floor.

    “Pathetic,” she says while looking at your load on the hardwood. “Clean that mess up and then get the fuck out of here.”

    You do as you’re told.

  
    As Good as a First Date Can Be

    “Are you sure about this?” your wife asked as you pulled up to the bar where she was due to meet the man she’d chosen to cuckold you with.

    “I am,” you said. “Are you?” You put the car in park and looked at your radiantly beautiful wife. She’d put in a great deal of effort to look good for her potential bull and that effort had paid off.

    “I’m nervous,” she replied. “Really nervous, in fact.”

    You took her hand, squeezed it gently, and said, “He’s going to love you, I promise. You look more beautiful than you ever have and he’s going to find you utterly irresistible.”

    She smiled and leaned over to give you a kiss on the cheek. “I don’t think I could do this without you by my side,” she said. “I don’t think I’d feel comfortable. Promise you’ll be there for me. Promise you won’t even leave me to go to the bathroom.”

    “I’ll be there the whole time,” you said. “I promise.”

    Your wife smiled and you got out of the car and headed into the bar. You found her potential bull sitting at a booth in the corner. Three drinks sat on the table. He’d ordered for you. You slid into the booth and your wife slid in next to you. You both smiled at him and your wife nervously sipped her drink.

    “You look stunning,” he said to your wife. “Your pictures didn’t do you justice.”

    She smiled shyly and said, “Thank you. I was…to be honest, I was a little nervous you’d be disappointed with me.”

    He reached across the table and took her hand in his. “I find it hard to believe you’ve ever disappointed a man. You’re far too beautiful for that. I’d think most men would think themselves lucky to spend even a few moments with you.”

    Your wife blushed at his well-delivered compliments, though you suspected that his good looks had something to do with her blushing as well. Your wife wasn’t the only one whose pictures didn’t do her justice.

    “How would you feel about sitting next to me?” he asked.

    Your wife didn’t even bother glancing your way. She simply moved to the other side of the booth without saying a word. He put his arm around her and pulled her close. She looked so small next to him and the smile on her face made it obvious that she thoroughly enjoyed being that close to him.

    “I hope you don’t mind that I ordered you a drink,” he said.

    “No, I like that you ordered for me,” your wife replied. “I like…I like when a man takes charge.”

    Your loins came to life at your wife’s comment, which struck you as decidedly sexual, like she’d already decided that she wanted the evening to end with him becoming her bull.

    “Is your husband that kind of man?” he asked.

    Your wife glanced at you, smiled, and looked back at him before she said, “No, he’s not.”

    He smiled, reached up to caress your wife’s face, and leaned in. Their lips met for a kiss and you watched your wife open her mouth to signal that she’d welcome his tongue. The kiss deepened in an instant and she moaned. His hand moved from her face to one of her breasts as you watched with rapt attention and a stiff cock in your pants.

    “Did you enjoy that?” he asked at the conclusion of the rather lengthy, lusty kiss.

    “Yes,” your wife said softly.

    He turned to you and asked, “And did you like that?”

    “Yes,” you admitted.

    “Is your dick hard?” he asked.

    You looked at your wife and saw a seductive smile on her face. “Yes,” you answered.

    “So is his,” she replied as it seemed perfectly clear that her hand was between his legs.

    Your wife’s potential bull – likely bull, at that point – looked at you and said, “Go pull the car up to bar’s entrance. Your wife and I will be right out.”

    Your wife’s desire to have you stay with her kept you in your seat as you looked at her for some sign that she wanted you to do as he requested. “You can go,” she said. “Don’t worry.”

    You nodded and slipped out of the booth as he kissed your wife once more. This time he slipped his fingers down the top of her low cut dress and into the lace bra she’d put on for him. You watched him play with her breasts in the middle of a crowded bar for a few moments and then walked out and headed for the car. You got it started, backed out of the space, and pulled up to the entrance like you were their Uber driver. A few minutes later your wife and her bull – it seemed inevitable at that point – walked out. They shared yet another kiss on the curb and then he opened the door for her and they both got in the backseat.

    “Take us to your place,” her bull instructed.

    You put the car in drive and they started kissing before you’d hit the gas. You kept the music off and listened to a mixture of moans and kissing sounds as your cock throbbed while it seemed that your cuckolding was beginning to unfold in your car.

    Your wife unzipped his pants – the sound of a zipper being lowered was unmistakable – and said, “Can I?”

    “Of course,” he replied.

    You couldn’t see it, but you were certain you heard her freeing his cock from his pants. Soon after you heard the distinct sound of her hand moving up and down his shaft.

    “You’re so big,” she said.

    “Yes, I am,” he replied. “And your hand feels so good.”

    “Yeah?” she asked.

    “It does. Do you like the idea of making me feel good?” he asked.

    “I do,” your wife replied.

    “Then I’d like you to take me in your mouth,” he said.

    A moment later the sound of a blowjob filled your car. You gripped the steering wheel as your arousal threatened to become a distraction.

    “That’s good,” he said. “That’s exceptionally good, in fact. You really do want to make me feel good, don’t you?”

    Your wife moaned around his cock, but it seemed that she was unwilling to pull her mouth from it. The blowjob continued for the entirety of the relatively short ride back to your place, though her bull managed to pull up her dress and finger your wife’s exceptionally wet pussy as well, ensuring that you were the only person in the car not receiving any direct pleasure.

    You pulled into the garage, turned the car off, and looked into the backseat to see your wife greedily sucking his cock as he plunged his fingers into her pussy. You reached down to play with your stiffness through your pants and you would have been happy to stay there watching that beautiful show all night long.

    “Let’s go inside,” her bull said.

    Your wife reluctantly let his cock fall from her mouth and straightened her dress before they got out of the car and headed for the door.

    “Can I get anyone a drink?” you asked once you were all inside.

    “No,” he said. “We’re going to the bedroom. I intend on fucking your wife several times tonight, so you can serve us a drink after the first time.”

    Your wife took his hand, led him up the stairs and down the hallway to your bedroom. He removed her dress and she happily unhooked her bra as he lowered her panties. His fingers penetrated her while they kissed. He played with her breasts and grasped her ass with his free hand and she seemed to melt into him.

    “Get in the bed,” he said. Your wife did as instructed and he added, “Play with your pussy.”

    She masturbated as he stripped. Her eyes wandered over his muscular chest and arms while he removed his pants and freed his big cock. She spread her legs as he walked towards the bed. He moved between them and her fingers found his cock and stroked him while they kissed.

    He slipped inside her and your wife closed her eyes and moaned. He filled her slowly as she wrapped her arms around him.

    Her eyes opened and she looked at you. She smiled at the sight of the bulge in your pants and moaned as he began to fuck her slowly. “You can leave,” she said, “and close the door on your way out.”

    Your mouth fell open as your wife banished you from your bedroom so she could cuckold you. You stood still as if your feet were encased in concrete, in large part because you didn’t want to leave. You wanted to watch.

    “Do as you’re told,” he said with his cock buried inside your wife. “If she wants you to watch, she’ll let you know. Now leave and close the door on your way out.”

    An unexpected sense of pleasure coursed through your body as you turned and left the bedroom. You closed the door, leaned against the wall, and sank until you were seated on the floor. You listened to your wife’s moans as another man fucked her. You rubbed your cock through your pants, but you didn’t bother taking it out. After all, he’d said he intended on fucking her multiple times that night, so perhaps you’d get a chance to watch and masturbate before the night was over. You could only hope.

  
    Attend to Your Duties, Cuckold

    You watched in awe as he fucked your wife. You're not allowed in the bed when they have sex, but you're free to move around the bedroom as you see fit and you made sure to observe the sex from every angle.

    You watched from the foot of the bed and saw her pussy open up for his cock over and over. You saw their bodies meld in the most beautiful way imaginable, and your lovely wife was wet enough that you could hear it each and every time he filled her with his long, thick dick.

    You moved to the side of the bed to admire the look on her face as he satisfied her. You could see the pleasure, and of course you could hear it, too, as she couldn't stop moaning as he fucked her.

    Your favorite part, as always, was when he came inside her. This time, you watched from the side of the bed because you wanted to see the look of absolute joy on your wife's face when her bull unloaded in her pussy. Each and every time it seems to bring her the most incredible sense of joy when he cums in her, and each and every time it makes your dick throb when you witness it.

    "Did you enjoy watching?" your wife says when her bull finally pulls out and rolls off of her.

    "I did," you say from your knees at the side of the bed. "It was so beautiful. It's always so beautiful."

    Your wife smiles and reaches over to caress your face. "You're such a good cuckold," she says. "Waiting and watching silently like I've instructed you to. Never interrupting when a superior man is inside me. Never acting selfishly and masturbating while he fucks me. I love that you've come to understand and embrace your place, sweetheart. I love that you're such a wonderful cuckold for me."

    "I love that you cuckold me," you reply. "I love that you let me watch." Your eyes wander over her naked body and towards her pussy before you add, "I love that you...that you..."

    "That I let you clean my bull's cum from my pussy?" she says.

    You smile and nod. Your wife knows you so well.

    "You know that it's your duty to clean me before my bull fucks me again, don't you?" she continues. "I don't want my pussy to be a sloppy mess, so I need my cuckold to crawl between my legs and lick every drop of my bull's cum out of me so I'm nice and fresh for round two."

    "Yes," you reply as your loins tingle with desire. "I want to do my duty as your cuckold. I want to be good for you. I want to clean your pussy and leave it nice and fresh for him."

    Your wife smiles and spreads her legs. "You may do your duty, cuckold."

    You hop to your feet, rush to the foot of the bed, and crawl between her legs. She turns to her bull and they share a soft, tender, lingering kiss while you settle on your stomach. You kiss her plump, slippery pussy lips and give her clit just a little attention - eliciting a moan from your wife - before pushing your tongue inside her.

    You've done this so many times, but the taste is always overwhelming. You like that, though. It serves as a reminder that you are, without question, licking another man's cum from your wife's pussy, which thrills you more than anything you've ever experienced.

    You scoop his cum from her pussy and swallow it. You do it over and over, welcoming the thick fluid onto your tongue and taking it down your throat. You've long since lost track of how many loads of his cum you've swallowed, but you like that. You're doing your duty, after all. You're being a good cuckold, which entails being something of a cum slut for your wife and her bull.

    "You're being such a good cuckold for me," your wife says. "For both of us. Make my pussy nice and clean, sweetie. Make it nice and clean so he can fuck me again."

    You moan into your wife's pussy as you clean her. You love serving her needs. You love doing a good deed for both of them. You love being her cuckold.

    "You can clean me again after he's fucked me a second time," she says. "You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

    You look up at your wife and nod. You'd love that, and you're exceedingly grateful that she's going to offer you that pleasure. What a lucky cuckold you are.

  
    Bad Friends - Part 1

    “Why are we doing this again?” Hudson asked his wife as they slid into the booth at the Italian eatery they’d picked for lunch.

    “Because Brooke and Payton are my friends, that’s why,” Catherine said. “What’s wrong with having lunch with friends?”

    “There’s nothing wrong with that,” Hudson replied as he picked up the menu. “I’m just not sure why I’m here.”

    Catherine caressed his leg under the table. “They were bridesmaids at our wedding. They’re two of my best friends. We’re probably going to be friends forever. I’d like you to get to know them a little better. It’s been a year since we got married and you’ve barely made an effort with them. It’s time to change that. They’ll both be married some day. We need couple friends and they’ll be perfect for that.”

    She was right. Hudson hadn’t made much of an effort to get to know Brooke or Payton. He didn’t really like either of them, though he couldn’t entirely say why. They were both smart, successful women. They were good friends to Catherine. They helped pick out her wedding dress and arranged a bachelorette party that seemed to go spectacularly well. Still, Hudson didn’t really care for them.

    “Hey!” Catherine called out when her friends arrived.

    She waved and the girls came over. They were taking long lunches from work and they looked exceptionally good in similar outfits of skirts, blouses, and heels.

    Hudson stood up for the exchange of casual hugs and kisses on the cheek and the waiter appeared with two more menus. A bottle of wine was ordered and soon enough everyone had a glass in front of them.

    “So,” Catherine said as she leaned forward and smiled at Brooke, “tell me about last night. Was he everything you were hoping?”

    “Did you get what you were looking for?” Payton asked.

    Brooke slowly swirled the red wine in her glass as a smile broke across her face. “I got so much more than I was looking for,” she said.

    Delighted giggles filled the air as Payton and Catherine heard something that Hudson must have missed. He had no idea what they were talking about.

    “How much more?” Payton asked.

    “More than I’ve ever had before,” Brooke replied.

    The waiter dropped off a basket of breadsticks and took their orders as the ladies all exchanged smiles. Hudson still wasn’t sure what the hell was going on.

    Catherine leaned forward after the waiter had departed and said, “I don’t mean to be pushy, but give us the details, girl. What are we talking about here?”

    Brooke pulled out one of the breadsticks and said, “Like this, only an inch thicker and a few inches longer.”

    It finally hit Hudson. They were talking about the guy’s dick. In that same moment he realized why he didn’t really like spending time with Payton and Brooke. They were probably lovely people, but when they got together it was entirely girl talk. He had no interest in talking about some other guy’s dick or how well that guy fucked Brooke.

    Catherine seemed to have a deep interest, though. “Oh my God,” she said as Brooke demonstrated the size of the man she’d fucked the night before. “Lucky girl.”

    Brooke laughed and glanced at Hudson. “Jealous?” she said playfully.

    Catherine caressed her husband’s leg under the table. She gave it a light squeeze and said, “Of course not.”

    Payton chimed in. “I was with a guy like that a month ago. It was incredible. I swear, if I close my eyes I can still feel him. That kind of pleasure is hard to forget. Men like that are awfully hard to find, though.”

    Hudson couldn’t avoid feeling a little self-conscious. Payton and Brooke were talking about big cock like it was the best thing in the world, like any woman that was deprived of a big cock was living a less fulfilling life than she deserved.

    Hudson didn’t have a big cock. He’d measured it. He had an average cock at 5.5 inches when fully erect.

    “Do you remember?” Brooke asked Catherine.

    “Remember what?” Catherine replied.

    Payton looked right at Hudson as she said, “Do you remember what it’s like to get fucked by a big cock? Do you remember what it’s like to have a man slide into you and know that you’re going to experience a night of pure sexual bliss you’re not likely to ever forget?”

    Catherine hesitated for a moment. She rubbed Hudson’s leg, this time moving a little closer to his crotch in a way he found thrilling.

    “Yes, I remember,” she said.

    “It’s been a while though, hasn’t it?” Brooke said.

    They were talking like Hudson wasn’t there. Clearly his wife had shared his size with them and it seemed like she might have shared that it wasn’t as big as she would have preferred.

    “It has,” Catherine said. She didn’t seem embarrassed or shy about it.

    The waiter arrived with their food and quickly excused himself after offering parmesan cheese.

    “Do you miss it?” Payton asked her friend.

    “I do,” Catherine said.

    Hudson looked at his wife in disbelief. She’d just admitted to her friends that she missed getting to fuck a guy with a big cock. She was sitting right next to him and saying that she was unsatisfied with what he had to offer.

    “Do you ever use toys?” Brooke asked. “They make those in a bigger size, don’t they?”

    Catherine’s hand was inches from Hudson’s cock. He was half hard with excitement at her touch. The fact that she was doing it in a restaurant only thrilled him further.

    “They just don’t feel the same,” Catherine said. “It needs a man attached to it, you know? It needs to be pushed into me by someone strong. I need to know that it finds pleasure inside me.”

    Hudson hadn’t said anything. Nothing came to mind. It felt strange to chide his wife and her friends for talking about him while he was there. It felt even stranger to complain or to try and defend the size of his penis.

    “I’m still sore from last night,” Brooke said. “But it’s that beautiful kind of soreness. Every time I move I’m reminded that I got fucked by a gorgeous cock last night. I’m reminded of the orgasms he gave me. I’m reminded of just how good it feels to have a strong, capable, gifted alpha male between my legs.”

    Listening to her, Hudson couldn’t help but wonder if his wife was missing out.

    “Would you want to marry a man that would leave you sore after every sexual encounter?” he asked. He tried not to sound defensive.

    “I would,” Payton said. “Like Brooke said, it’s such a beautiful reminder of how good it feels to have a truly big cock inside you. I can’t even describe it. There’s just something about someone that’s long and thick that feels so good. Plus, the next time you get wet the soreness tends to go away.”

    “Wouldn’t you agree, Catherine?” Brooke asked. “Isn’t there something wonderful about waking up the next day and having an instant reminder that you had a big, beautiful, thick, throbbing cock inside you the night before? Doesn’t it just make you want to reach between your legs and play with yourself until you have another blissful orgasm re-living the good pounding you took?” 

    Catherine looked at her husband as her fingers moved between his legs. She played with his cock right there in the middle of the restaurant. Hudson was thankful they were in a booth.

    “Yes, all of that is true,” she said while holding her husband’s gaze. “There’s nothing like it. It’s the one thing men have no control over. They can get in great shape. They can develop incredible sexual technique. They can be tremendous at eating pussy. All of it pales in comparison to having a beautiful big cock and knowing how to use it.”

    Hudson was hard despite what his wife was saying. They’d never talked about it before, but she was clearly dissatisfied with his dick. He just didn’t get it done for her. He didn’t give her what she needed.

    “Do you fantasize?” Payton asked. “Does it help you get a little closer to that incredible feeling?”

    Catherine continued her under-the-table handjob as she looked at her friend. “You mean when we’re having sex?”

    “Yeah. Do you close your eyes and think back to a time when you had something more satisfying inside you?”

    Catherine’s fingers played with the head of Hudson’s cock through his slacks as she said, “I do. I wish I didn’t, honestly. I wish I could just welcome him inside me and enjoy it without any distractions. I can’t seem to, though. Someone else always creeps into my head.”

    “Someone that fucked you better?” Brooke asked.

    “Yes.” Catherine turned back to her husband, who was still rock hard. “Someone bigger and better. Someone that made my whole body tingle with pleasure when he fucked me. Someone that made my fingers and toes numb from the intense pleasure. Someone that still fills my fantasies.”

    Hudson closed his eyes and put down his fork. He felt deeply embarrassed. A little of it was from the utter humiliation he was experiencing. It was the fact that he was so thoroughly aroused that truly embarrassed him though. His cock was more than hard. It was absolutely throbbing in his pants. His wife’s deft touch was part of it, but there was something in what she was saying and how she was saying it that drove him wild in a way he couldn’t comprehend.

    “Maybe it’s time to rectify that,” Payton said. “For the long term health of your marriage.”

    “What do you mean?” Catherine asked.

    Brooke chimed in. “Find someone else to satisfy your sexual needs. Find someone to fill you like you crave. Find someone to give you the one thing that your husband can’t provide.”

    Catherine’s hand sped up. She stroked Hudson faster under the table. His eyes were still closed. He couldn’t bear to look at his wife’s friends.

    “You mean cuckold him?” Catherine asked.

    “Yes, absolutely,” Payton replied. “This is a perfect situation for that. Make him your cuck. Cherish him for all the other beautiful things he provides you and then find someone else to make you cum like you actually crave.”

    “Otherwise, it won’t last,” Brooke said. “You’ll resent him for being unable to make you cum like you deserve to cum. You’ll start to hate him. You’ll divorce him and go on a bender where all you do is fuck dudes with massive cocks. Why not just make that a part of your marriage?”

    Catherine released Hudson’s cock. His eyes opened and he looked over at her. He looked at her two friends. He saw that they were all staring at him.

    “What do you think?” Catherine asked.

    “I think this all feels kind of insane,” Hudson said.

    “I think you’re not being truthful,” Catherine shot back. “I think your cock is hard as a rock under the table. I think if I kept playing with it you’d cum in your pants.”

    “It’s okay, Hudson,” Payton interjected. “Lots of guys like being cuckolded. Most of them have small dicks just like yours.”

    “It’s not small,” Hudson protested. “It’s average.”

    Brooke giggled. “No one strives for average, Hudson. We all want above average in everything. We want greatness. We don’t want average, especially when it comes to a dick.”

    Catherine reached over and took Hudson’s hand in hers. “She’s right, honey. In this case, average just isn’t good enough. It isn’t nearly good enough, in fact.”

    Again all three women were looking at him. Hudson felt like he wanted to disappear.

    Catherine’s hand disappeared under the table once more. It found his cock, which was still hard. She stroked him through his slacks.

    “It’s okay, Hudson. Let your wife get what she needs with another man,” Brooke said.

    “Say it, Hudson. Say that you have a small cock. Admit it right here in front of all three of us. Admit that your wife deserves someone long and thick inside her. Admit that she deserves to cum as hard as she wants,” Payton added.

    Hudson’s mind swam with pleasure and agony. They’d spent the entire lunch humiliating him, both subtly and overtly. They’d worn him down. Catherine was giving him a public handjob and it seemed to be with the express purpose of convincing him to let her fuck someone else.

    “Say it, honey,” Catherine said as she leaned closer. “Say that I deserve someone bigger. Say that you have a small cock.”

    Hudson looked at each of the women at the table. They were all breathtakingly beautiful and they all looked at him in a sensual, seductive way. If it had been a porn video he’d end up in a foursome with the three of them going at his cock. It wasn’t a porn video, though.

    Hudson’s voice was barely above a whisper as he said, “I have a small cock.”

    “Say it louder, Hudson,” Brooke demanded.

    He looked at her and said, “I have a small cock.”

    “And what else?” Payton asked.

    “My wife deserves someone bigger,” he added.

    Catherine stroked him faster.

    “Do you really mean that?” she asked. “Do you really believe that I deserve someone with a bigger, better cock than yours? Do you really think that I should cuckold you?”

    Hudson wasn’t sure what he believed. He couldn’t think straight. His wife and her friends had put him under a spell of some kind.

    “Yes,” he said. “I love you and you deserve it. You deserve someone bigger.”

    “Aww,” both Brooke and Payton said at the same time.

    Catherine slid closer and pulled Hudson’s lips to hers. They shared a kiss that was far too intimate for a public restaurant, but he didn’t care. She stroked him faster under the table as her tongue moved in his mouth.

    “Thank you for being such a good husband,” Catherine said.

    She released his cock and almost immediately slid out of the booth.

    “I have to go.”

    “Go where?” Hudson asked his wife.

    “To get fucked, Hudson,” Brooke answered. “You just gave her permission and she’s going to take advantage before you change your mind.”

    “There’s a man waiting at a hotel downtown,” Payton added. “Your wife is going to spend the night with him. He’s going to fuck her like she needs to be fucked and he’s going to send her home feeling better than she has in years.”

    “What about me?” Hudson asked.

    “We’re going to take you home, Hudson. Catherine has requested that we stay with you tonight,” Brooke explained.

    “You’re going to have two babysitters. Lucky you.”

    Hudson was shell shocked. It had all happened so quickly. His wife was already out the door and in a car. She was going to get fucked. The whole thing had been planned.

    “As soon as we pay the bill and your little cock gets soft we’ll leave. You have some work to do tonight,” Payton said.

    “Work?” Hudson asked.

    Brooke smiled and reached across the table to take Hudson’s hand in hers. “We’ll explain it all when we get back to your house, Hudson. Don’t you worry your pretty little head.”

    There was nothing he could do to stop what had happened.

    “Let’s go, Hudson,” Payton said as she and Brooke stood up.

    Hudson looked at the two beautiful women in front of him. They weren’t going back to work, apparently. He was their project for the day. He got up and followed them out of the restaurant, resigned to his fate.

    He couldn’t believe he’d been manipulated with such ease.

    Part 2 coming soon…

  
    Bare is Better

    Having unprotected sex with strangers is stupid. We all know that. The risk inherent to such play isn’t all that much fun. You should insist that your wife use protection when she sleeps with someone new, even if you’d rather she fucked him bareback and took his load.

    You’re not the only one that wants her to have unprotected sex. She wants it too. She knows it’s not the smart choice so she’ll use a condom, but she wants to feel his bare cock inside her. Take it from me, bare is better.

    Every man knows it feels better. A condom is smart, but it’s nowhere near as pleasurable as fucking without one. Most women (I’d say every woman, but you never know) agree that it feels better, too.

    She wants to feel his bare cock slide into her pussy. She wants to feel that skin to skin contact. She wants to feel him inside her, not some latex-wrapped version of him.

    The pleasure is deeper when a woman is cuckolding her husband. She’s chosen the man about to slide his cock into her almost exclusively for his sexual characteristics. She picked him because he’s a sexually skilled alpha male with a big dick. It’s just hotter to know that he’s fucking her bareback.

    You all know that the brain is unquestionably a powerful sex organ and it’s the brain that drives part of the pleasure of unprotected sex. I speak from personal experience when I say that there’s an incredible rush in knowing that an alpha male that you’re not married to is about to push his bare cock into you.

    Knowing that there’s no barrier between you can be astoundingly hot. It’s the kind of thing that leads to those immediate orgasms that are rare and wonderful.

    That deeper form of pleasure can continue throughout the sexual experience. With every thrust your wife’s head will be swimming with the notion that she’s coupling with this man, that there’s nothing to stop him from filling her with his cum.

    Make no mistake: She wants his cum inside her. Her desire to prevent disease and an unwanted pregnancy will almost always supersede that desire, but it’s still there. That’s why having unprotected sex with a man that’s been given the green light to cum inside her will be so thrilling for your wife. She’ll have multiple orgasms as she thinks about the notion of his cum spilling inside her. She’ll beg for it. She’ll scream for it.

    Even if she doesn’t have it with her lovers, your hotwife loves bareback sex. She wants it. Find her a safe, sane, healthy man to have it with and you’ll make her very happy.

  
    BBC for Your College Girlfriend

    Another man is coming over to fuck your college girlfriend. The young, vivacious beauty that you’ve fallen madly in love with has decided that she needs someone else to satisfy her pussy. She’s decided she needs a nice big cock inside her.

    She wants you to have fun, though, so you get to eat her ass.

    “He’s going to fuck me just like this,” she says as you lick her tight little asshole. “He’s going to pound me doggystyle while you watch. He’s going to give me his big cock while you sit there and stroke your little dick.”

    “Now eat my pussy, cuck. Get me nice and wet for his big dick,” she says with a laugh.

    She loves that you’re being such a good boy for her. She loves that you’re not putting up a fight. Most guys would rage if their cute 22 year old girlfriend wanted to fuck someone else. You’re not most guys though, are you?

    No, you’re a cuckold. You can’t wait for her to fuck someone else. You want her to give her pretty pussy to another man while you watch.

    “Hold my hair back,” she says as her new man pulls out his big black cock.

    You do as you’re told and watch as your sweet girlfriend acts like a good slut for another man.

    “Can you see why I need your cock?” she asks after his dick falls from her mouth. “My boyfriend just doesn’t have what it takes to please me.”

    “Oh fuck,” she says as his big black dick offers her the kind of satisfaction she’s craved since you started dating. “He’s so much bigger than you. It feels so fucking good!”

    You’ve never seen anything like it. Your cock is pathetic in comparison. It’s undeniable. The sight of her shaved pussy taking every inch of his big black dick is breathtaking and humiliating at the same time.

    At least she lets you play with her tits as he fucks her. You love her tits. They’re incredible. You love sucking on them. You love touching them. You love the way she moans when you play with them. Now you love that you’re getting to fondle them as someone else is busy pounding her pussy.

    “I’m going to let him cum inside me,” she says.

    You groan. You love that she’s going to let him cum inside her. You love it so much. You wish you didn’t, but you can’t help it. You want another man to cum in your girlfriend’s pussy.

    “Fill me,” she says to the man fucking her pussy. “Give me your cum while my boyfriend watches.” It turns her on that you’re watching, that you’re her willing cuckold.

    He’s going to give her what she wants. He’s going to fill your girlfriend’s pussy with his hot load. Aren’t you a lucky cuckold?

  
    BBC Slut in Suburbia

    Audrey is the perfect suburban housewife. She’s beautiful, loving, passionate, a wonderful mother, and she always strives to meet her husband’s needs. She inspires envy in Jim’s friends. 

    Jim is the perfect suburban husband. He works hard, makes an extraordinary amount of money, loves his wife madly, and has never considered stepping outside his marriage. He inspires envy in Audrey’s friends.

    If only their friends knew that Audrey and Jim’s marriage was strengthened by a dark secret.

    Over the course of 13 parts, BBC Slut in Suburbia explores Jim’s awakening as a cuckold and his wife’s continued enjoyment of her black bull and the many ways he helps her explore the kinkier side of her sexuality.

    Become a supporter at the Cuckold Stories level you get access to all 13 parts, along with hundreds more. Below you’ll find a link to each part to help you get started if you’re already a member.

    Part 1 – Go back in time to when Jim and Audrey first met and fell in love, and to when Audrey first revealed her need for the kinds of pleasures only her bull could provide.

    They come to an arrangement: Audrey will continue to enjoy her bull and Jim will be her cuckold, though not in an active way. Jim can’t hold up his end of the agreement, though. He can’t resist. Soon, the part of him that wants to be a true cuckold wakes up.

    Part 2 – Jim and Audrey continue their exploration of his newfound cuckold desires. She tells him what it’s like to be with Malik, her bull, and she learns to enjoy giving her husband the details that seem to offer him such thrills. As it turns out, being married to a cuckold can be a lot of fun.

    Part 3 – It’s 2 a.m. when Audrey comes home from a night with her bull. Jim is up and he wants to play, so they indulge in beautiful dirty talk as Audrey teases Jim about Malik being far better at making her feel good. The next morning they have another cuckold-fueled encounter as Audrey gets even better at dirty talk.

    Part 4 – Jim gets to witness his wife enjoying her bull for the first time as they rent a hotel room. Malik comes over and he dominates Audrey, showing her husband just how different it is when she’s with the man that truly satisfies her.

    Part 5 – Audrey calls her husband at work and lets him listen as she plays with Malik and his friend Nate. When Jim gets home from work Audrey is there to offer him the kind of cuckold pleasure he’s come to crave.

    Part 6 – Audrey tells her husband that Malik’s been with cuckold couples where the husband is more involved. Then she teases and tempts Jim until he can’t help but agree that he wants to be more involved. He wants to explore cuckolding in a much deeper, more satisfying way.

    Part 7 – Jim is tending to a suburban barbecue with his neighbors while his wife is in the city with Malik. When she comes home the couple sneaks away to the bathroom to have a little fun before going back to their guests.

    Part 8 – Fresh off of being with Malik, Audrey teases Jim with dirty talk as they both get hot and bothered at the idea of her being with another man.

    Part 9 – Jim submits and offers his obedience to Malik as he gets to watch his wife and her bull. He does as instructed throughout.

    Part 10 – Audrey and Malik pretend to be a couple and Jim acts as their real estate agent as they tour massively expensive houses. Of course they end up playing naughty in those houses as Jim watches.

    Part 11 – Jim splurges and takes his wife on vacation, paying for a massive multi-room bungalow. He surprises her by inviting Malik along and things get wild as Jim crosses several new boundaries.

    Part 12 – The vacation continues as Jim acts as a waiter while his wife and her bull enjoy a romantic dinner on the beach. Later there’s a wild scene as a beautiful masseuse shows up and enjoys Malik before Audrey gets a turn. Jim watches and assists.

    Part 13 – The vacation comes to an end, but not before the resort's personal trainer comes over and joins them for a hedonistic afternoon.

    Become a supporter at the Cuckold Stories tier and you can read all 13 parts of BBC Slut in Suburbia along with hundreds more intense, arousing, deeply-satisfying stories. Plus, you get access to all previous tiers!

  
    BBC Slut in Suburbia - Part 1

    Audrey is the perfect suburban housewife. She’s beautiful, loving, passionate, a wonderful mother, and she always strives to meet her husband’s needs. She inspires envy in Jim’s friends. 

    Jim is the perfect suburban husband. He works hard, makes an extraordinary amount of money, loves his wife madly, and has never considered stepping outside his marriage. He inspires envy in Audrey’s friends.

    If only their friends knew that Audrey and Jim’s marriage was strengthened by a dark secret.

    
      

    

    Jim was 24 when he met Audrey. It was a humid summer day in Manhattan. He was still working his way up the ladder at an ad agency and he’s stepped out to pick up a quick lunch before getting back to work.

    Audrey was in line in front of him at the deli. She was wearing a pink and white polka dot dress with white high heels. Her long, wavy red hair looked perfect. Every time they moved forward in line a hint of her perfume tickled his nose.

    She seemed like she was coming from a fashion shoot. Every inch of her was perfect. Because of that, Jim was too nervous to say anything. He simply enjoyed standing behind her in line.

    He got his chance when Audrey reached the register. She reached into her purse and discovered she’d forgotten her wallet and had no means to pay for her food.

    “That’s okay. I’ve got it,” Jim said as he pulled out his credit card and handed it to the guy behind the register.

    Audrey turned to him and smiled. Jim felt weak in the knees. Her beauty was overwhelming and the way her red hair fell over her shoulders and framed her face made him want to drop to one knee and propose to her.

    “That’s very kind of you,” Audrey said.

    “It’s not a problem,” Jim said. He looked at the total, which was less than ten dollars. “You’re a cheap date,” he added with a smile.

    Audrey laughed and lingered by the register as Jim paid for his food. It seemed like she was waiting for him to say something, and when he didn’t, she went for it.

    “Do you want to eat with me?” she asked.

    Jim was momentarily stunned that someone so beautiful would want to eat lunch with him, but it didn’t take him long to recover and accept her invitation.

    The spark was immediate, and it led to a relationship that far surpassed any Jim had enjoyed previously. He knew early on that Audrey was the girl he wanted to spend the rest of his life with and Jim worked hard to seem worthy of her.

    Four months into the relationship, Jim discovered something that shook his belief that Audrey was the perfect woman for him.

    They were in her apartment. They’d just enjoyed a beautiful lovemaking session and Audrey had hopped in a quick shower to wash up before bed.

    Jim took the opportunity to look around a little. He was snooping and he felt a little bad about it, but he wasn’t planning on digging too deeply.

    He didn’t have to look far to discover something that disturbed him a little. When he pulled open the drawer to Audrey’s bedside table he was greeted by the sight of the largest dildo he’d ever seen. It was long, thick, and designed to look like a real cock. A black cock.

    Jim was so engrossed in examining the big black dildo that he hadn’t heard Audrey emerge from the bathroom.

    “What are you doing?” she said.

    Jim cried out in surprise and dropped the toy. He bent down to pick it up and quickly put it back in the drawer.

    “Sorry. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have…I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking,” he said.

    Jim expected Audrey to look angry, but there was worry on her face as she sat next to him. Her body was wrapped in a soft white towel and her damp red hair clung to her back.

    For a few moments, an awkward silence hung in the air between them. Finally, Audrey broke it. “I love you, Jim.”

    It was the first time she’d said it.

    “I love you too,” Jim answered. He’d known he was in love with her for months, but all his friends had advised against being the first to say it. He followed their advice for fear of freaking her out. “I love you so much,” he added.

    Audrey smiled as she wrapped the towel tighter around her body.

    “I know,” she said.

    Jim laughed. “Am I that obvious?”

    Audrey turned towards him and leaned in to give Jim a slow, soft kiss.

    “I don’t care about the toy, Audrey. It’s unexpected, certainly, but it’s just a toy. It might even be kind of fun to watch you play with it, though you certainly don’t have to,” Jim said. “Really, there’s nothing to worry about.”

    “You’re sweet, Jim. It’s one of the reasons I love you,” Audrey said. 

    Again she tightened the towel around her body. She seemed uncomfortable and Jim couldn’t figure out why.

    “What’s going on?” Jim asked.

    “I need to tell you something. Something very few people know.”

    Jim’s mind raced. What could she be hiding? He’d seen her naked, so he knew there weren’t any surprises there. They’d had enough sex for him to know it was great. He’d met her parents. He couldn’t imagine what kind of secret she was hiding.

    Audrey stood up and opened the bedside table drawer. Instead of pulling out the toy, as he’d expected, she pulled out a phone that had been taped to the underside of the table’s wooden top.

    For a moment, Jim entertained the insane idea that Audrey was a spy and that this was the phone her handlers contacted her on.

    “It’s easier just to show you,” Audrey said as she typed in her security code and brought up the phone’s home screen.

    She opened the photos app and Jim saw what looked like a great deal of interracial porn pictures and videos. He couldn’t believe it. Was Audrey a secret porn junkie?

    Audrey tapped one of the videos and turned her phone sideways. She handed it to Jim and he watched as a massively thick black cock fucked a white girl from behind.

    “Why am I watching this?” Jim asked. He was genuinely confused and Audrey wasn’t saying anything.

    “Listen,” she said.

    Jim turned up the volume and brought the phone closer. He listened as his girlfriend instructed. It took a few moments, but it clicked.

    “Is this…is this you?” he asked. It certainly sounded like her. It looked like her too. They didn’t have sex from behind all that often and his cock wasn’t nearly as big as the black guy in the video, but Audrey’s milky white skin was hard to mistake.

    “Yes,” she admitted in a quiet voice.

    Jim turned back to the phone. As his sense of shock washed away, he couldn’t help but notice how much different it was from when he had sex with Audrey.

    She was practically screaming in pleasure and the black guy was fucking her with a kind of vigor that Jim never offered. He didn’t particularly like that kind of sex. He enjoyed making love to her. The guy in the video clearly preferred the kind of hard, fast fucking he was watching, and it seemed as though Audrey loved it too.

    “Why are you showing me this?” Jim asked.

    Audrey took the phone from his hand and closed the video. She turned to Jim and the towel fell open, exposing her perky, milky white breasts and her carefully trimmed pubic hair. Jim couldn’t tell if she’d done it on purpose, but the tight grip she’d held on the towel clearly wasn’t important to her anymore.

    “That video was filmed three days ago,” Audrey said. “By my bull, Andre.”

    For a moment, Jim couldn’t breathe. It felt like Audrey had dropped a ton of bricks on his chest. He turned away from her and tried his best to calm down.

    Audrey reached out and took his hand. Her fingers were soft and warm. They felt so good. He took a breath. His pulse rate slowed.

    “So you’ve been cheating on me?” Jim asked.

    “Yes,” Audrey admitted. “Sort of. The truth is, I was seeing Andre before you and I met. I’ve been with him for two years.”

    Jim was stunned. “Wait, so you’ve been cheating on him with me?”

    “No,” Audrey said, confusing him further. “I’m not dating Andre. It’s purely sexual. He meets one particular need of mine.”

    Jim still felt like he was a long way from understanding what was going on, but considering the video and the big black dildo in Audrey’s drawer, he had an inkling.

    “What’s a bull?” Jim asked.

    “A man who provides me with sexual satisfaction and nothing more,” Audrey answered.

    Jim looked at her. He saw the anxiety on her face and in her eyes. “I don’t provide you with sexual satisfaction?” he asked.

    Audrey caressed his face. Her touch was impossibly alluring. “I love having sex with you, Jim. I really do. I even cum most of the time. It’s just that it’s not enough for me. I also need what Andre gives me.”

    “And I can’t give you what he gives you?” Jim said.

    A sympathetic look flashed across Audrey’s face before she said, “What do you think?”

    Jim looked at the toy sitting between them. He thought of the footage he’d watched. It would be understating it to say that Andre was bigger than him. There really wasn’t any comparison. Based on the footage, it was more than that, too. Andre fucked Audrey. He wasn’t making love to her. He wasn’t tender. He was pounding her pussy.

    “I understand,” Jim said. He felt defeated. For the first time he had to confront the fact that he couldn’t possibly give Audrey what she needed. “So what do we do now?”

    “Nothing has to change, Jim. I know that sounds crazy, but it’s true.”

    Jim considered the notion. On the one hand, it seemed impossible. How could he go back to normal while knowing that his girlfriend was regularly getting fucked by a black guy? On the other hand, she’d been fucking Andre long before they started dating, so things would quite literally be exactly as they had been. The only difference was that Jim would know his girlfriend was fucking someone else.

    “I know this is hard, and I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier. It’s just, I don’t think there’s a good way to break this kind of news to someone.”

    Jim couldn’t help but laugh. “No, I don’t think there is.”

    Audrey moved her hands between Jim’s legs. She rubbed his thigh in a decidedly suggestive way. “I love you Jim. I’m in love you with in a way I haven’t been with anyone else. I want to be with you forever. I really do. The problem is, I need Andre, or someone like him, too. I need what he gives me just like I need what you give me. I know it’s crazy and I know it’s asking a lot of you, but I need you to be okay with that.”

    Jim wondered if he could be okay with his girlfriend – and hopefully his future wife – always having another man in her life. Could his ego handle that? Could he be okay with knowing that she was finding sexual satisfaction with someone else’s cock inside her?

    “I think I could make that work,” Jim said.

    Audrey smiled and kissed him. She pushed Jim onto his back and hastily pulled off his pants. They made love again, and for the first time Jim had sex with his girlfriend while knowing she was actively in a sexual relationship with another man.

    
      

    

    After that night, the subject of Audrey’s interracial sexual dalliances rarely came up. It was no longer her secret, but it wasn’t openly discussed. That was the way she wanted it.

    To Audrey, being with Andre was an absolute necessity for her happiness, but she didn’t want it to be part of her relationship with Jim. It took him a few months to come around to the wisdom of her need to keep things separate, but in the end Jim couldn’t argue with the overwhelming happiness he experienced in his relationship with Audrey.

    He could never quite forget that she was actively involved with another man, but it didn’t bother him either. She was always willing and typically eager to have sex with Jim and most of the time she climaxed when they were together.

    Things changed a little when they moved in together, but only slightly. The most significant difference was that he almost always knew when she was seeing Andre.

    A text would come in on her “secret” phone, which she now kept out in the open, and Audrey would drop what she was doing and put herself together. She’d do her hair and makeup, pick out something sexy to wear, and give Jim a quick kiss before leaving.

    They never discussed what she was doing. She didn’t talk about it afterwards, and though they never set a rule, it was understood that they wouldn’t have sex right after she’d been with Andre.

    It continued after they got married. It continued after they moved to Westchester. Audrey took a break during her pregnancy, but after getting the all clear from her doctor she went back to enjoying her black bull regularly.

    Meeting her needs for big black cock rarely interrupted their life. Audrey always made sure their home was immaculate and that Jim’s needs were taken care of. She was always a gracious hostess on the occasions when he had to bring clients home for a little wining and dining. She never took any unnecessary risks, ensuring her secret would always remain between them and the small handful of bulls she was with over the past ten years.

    Everything would have remained perfect, but Jim didn’t hold up his end of the bargain.

    It began with a visit to xHamster. Jim wasn’t looking for anything in particular, but when he saw a video on the front page featuring a black guy fucking a married white woman, he couldn’t help but watch it.

    For a few minutes Jim stared at the interracial doggystyle pounding that was happening on his computer screen. He thought of Audrey in the woman’s position. He thought of his beautiful wife getting fucked by her black bull. He got aroused and then closed the browser before it went too far.

    Audrey had never expressly forbidden Jim from fantasizing about the sex she had with her bull, but Jim always thought it was a dangerous things. The more he fantasized about it, the harder it would be to keep the two halves of her sex life separate, and he was determined to keep them separate.

    He thought there was danger in blending those two separate parts of their lives, and for years he felt no desire to do so. Then things changed.

    At first, Jim would just watch short clips of amateur interracial sex. He’d feel a little bit aroused and then shut the browser. It was like a quick hit of a drug, but just like with drugs, he needed more.

    Before long he was masturbating to the interracial porn. He would picture Audrey in place of the amateur wife in the video and he’s stroke his cock while watching her get fucked.

    It was an infrequent thing at first. Once a month he’d give himself the pleasure of a quick masturbation session to an interracial sex video.

    Then he tried it while Audrey was with her bull. He was alone in the house. There was a bottle of lube on the desk. His pants were around his ankles. He pulled up an interracial video with a particularly large cock fucking a beautiful redheaded woman.

    The orgasm was intense beyond words. Jim couldn’t believe it. It was unlike anything he’d ever experienced.

    It wasn’t always possible, but from that day forward Jim tried to masturbate to interracial porn when his wife was with her bull. He always watched videos with long-legged redheads and black guys with huge cocks and he always came so hard.

    When it started to affect his sex life with Audrey, Jim knew he’d made a mistake. He just didn’t know how to correct it. She’d been clear about her desire to enjoy her black bull without having to involve Jim.

    He’d been indulging in his lust for amateur interracial porn for more than a year and he’d been fantasizing specifically about his wife and her bull for the past four months.

    Jim knew that telling her could start a massive fight and might have a genuinely negative impact on their marriage, but that was already happening to a certain extent.

    Their sex life had started to wane, and Jim knew it was because of him. When they made love, all he could think about was Audrey and her bull fucking. He wanted to talk to her about it, to indulge in his fantasy with her. He couldn’t though, and that affected his ability to cum. He would get frustrated that he wasn’t able to express his desire and would have trouble finishing.

    Jim could tell it was having an effect on Audrey. Each time he couldn’t cum she seemed genuinely upset. She’d ask him if she was doing something wrong, or if there was something extra she could be doing. She tried new lingerie. She tried using her hands and mouth more before they had sex.

    Jim felt terrible. He knew what the problem was. He knew what the solution was. He knew that he’d unwittingly embraced and nurtured a cuckold fetish. He knew that talking to his wife about the pleasure she experienced with her bull’s big black cock inside her is what he needed to cum. He knew there was no way to solve the problem without bringing it up.

    One night, after another disappointing round of lovemaking, Jim decided to rip off the band aid despite the potential consequences.

    They were both on their backs in bed. Audrey looked exceptionally beautiful in a black lace nightie that she’d worn specifically to get Jim charged up and eager to make love to her.

    He looked over and saw the disappointment and anxiety on her face. She wasn’t used to feeling like a failure. For so many years their life had been idyllic and Jim could tell Audrey was as stressed out by this run of sexual failure as she’d ever been about anything.

    “This is my fault,” he confessed.

    Audrey turned to him with a confused look on her face. “What do you mean?”

    Jim sighed and turned to his wife. He felt a surprising wave of emotion wash over him. He dreaded being a disappointment to Audrey.

    “I’ve been masturbating to interracial porn,” Jim said. “I’ve been watching amateur interracial videos and thinking about you. I know I wasn’t supposed to, I’m sorry.” He felt like he was on the verge of tears.

    Audrey rolled onto her side and snuggled next to Jim. She kissed his neck and caressed his face. Her soft, soothing touch was enough to help calm him down.

    “I never said you weren’t supposed to. I just didn’t think you were interested,” Audrey said.

    Jim was surprised, but as he ran through his memory, he couldn’t come up with an instance in which Audrey had forbidden him from thinking about her interracial affairs. Suddenly, he felt foolish.

    “Really?” he said, mostly to confirm his suspicions that he’d been an idiot.

    Audrey straddled him. Her long red hair slowly fell over her shoulders and gently brushed against Jim’s bare chest. She leaned down and kissed him.

    As Audrey’s tongue moved into his mouth, she moved her hips back and forth over his crotch.

    “All I want is to make you happy, Jim,” Audrey said.

    Jim’s cock was already stiff. Confessing his masturbatory habits had lifted a weight off of him and he was feeling rather amorous.

    “Really?” he said again.

    Audrey smiled and reached between their legs to free Jim’s cock from the boxer shorts he’d pulled on after their failed lovemaking session. She guided him into her still-wet pussy and sat down. Jim moaned as his cock filled her wetness.

    “Yes, honey. I want you to be happy, and if that means thinking about me having sex with my bull, that’s okay.”

    A blissful smile crossed Jim’s face as Audrey rode him with her slippery pussy.

    “So tell me, what kind of porn do you like to watch while you’re fantasizing about me?” Audrey asked with a lascivious smile.

    Jim couldn’t tell for sure, but it seemed like she was thrilled with his confession. The look on her face was bordering on joy. Perhaps she liked being the subject of his fantasies.

    “Redheads. It’s always redhead. I love seeing a beautiful, leggy redhead with pale skin fucking a black guy. It’s so fucking hot,” Jim said before he groaned at the intense pleasure of his wife’s wet pussy around his cock.

    “And do you think about me when you watch those videos?” Audrey asked. “Do you imagine it’s me getting fucked by a big black cock?”

    The lust in her voice was incredible. Jim could feel an orgasm coming on.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Yeah? Fantasizing about my bull’s big black cock in my pussy turns you on, baby?”

    Audrey’s pussy bounced hard and fast on Jim’s cock. Her breasts looked perfect in the black lace lingerie. The look in her eyes was one of unbridled lust. He couldn’t get enough.

    “I love his big black cock, baby. I fantasize about it too. I’m thinking about it right now, in fact. I’m thinking about the last time he was inside me, about how good he stretched me out that night.”

    Suddenly, her moans were different. They were a little deeper and lustier. Audrey closed her eyes.

    “Fuck me, Malik. Fuck me! Give me your big black cock. Make me cum. Fuck my married pussy,” Audrey cried out.

    Jim wasn’t going to last. Audrey had been with Malik, her newest bull, just a few days ago. He thought back to how he’d masturbated that night. Now she was helping him relive it.

    “Did he make you cum, baby?” Jim asked. “Did his big black cock make you cum so hard?”

    Audrey opened her eyes and looked at him as she bounced faster on his cock. She was milking him with her pussy. “Yes, Jim. He made me cum hard.” She studied his face for a moment and then smiled. “His big black cock me cum so much harder than your white dick ever has.”

    Jim groaned and climaxed inside her. “Oh fuck!” he cried out as his cum sprayed into his wife’s wet pussy.

    Audrey stayed on top and gently moved back and forth over Jim’s still-stiff cock. His cum slowly leaked out of her, making a mess.

    “Thank you,” Jim said.

    Audrey leaned down and kissed him before resting her head on his chest. He ran his fingers through her red hair and felt a renewed sense of warmth and love for his wife.

    “I wish you’d told me sooner,” Audrey said. “But now that I know, we’re going to have fun, I promise. You have no idea how much fun, in fact.”

    “I love you,” Jim said. She had no idea just how much he loved her.

    Audrey picked her head up and smiled at him. “You deserve the satisfaction you crave, Jim. Just like I do. It’s okay if that’s changed a little over the years.” She pressed her soft lips against his and kissed him lightly. “Like I said, we’re going to have fun, I promise.”

    Knowing his wife like he did, Jim had no doubt she was going to go above and beyond to make up for lost time and ensure they both got to experience the thrills they desired. He couldn’t wait.
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    “What’s it like?” Jim asked.

    It was a Sunday afternoon. Their son was with Jim’s parents. He and Audrey had the house to themselves for the next few hours.

    Audrey looked up at him. She had her lustrous red hair pinned up in that relaxed-but-still-insanely-hot kind of way.

    “What’s what like?” she said. “I’m not a mind reader, honey.”

    Jim smiled. “Sorry. I should know that after all these years together.” He paused. He knew Audrey was okay with him exploring his burgeoning cuckold fetish, but it still made him nervous. “What’s it like when you’re with him?”

    Audrey sat up. The smile on her face was joyful. Jim relaxed immediately.

    “That’s harder to answer than you might think,” she said while caressing Jim’s leg. “I can’t quite explain it because the thing I like most about being with Malik, and the guys before him, is that I don’t think about anything when he’s fucking me. It’s purely animalistic, if that makes sense.”

    “It’s not that way with me?” Jim asked.

    A sympathetic smile crossed Audrey’s face as she tilted her head and reached out to caress his face. “No, honey, it’s not. It’s beautiful with you, but it’s not the pure, unbridled, animalistic sex I have with Malik. You make love to me. He fucks me. I know it might sound like a copout, but it’s actually pretty hard to explain if you’re not a woman.”

    Jim took Audrey’s hand in his and pulled her close for a kiss. Her lips felt impossibly soft against his.

    “And you need what Malik gives you? What all the other bulls you’ve been with have given you?” he asked in a quiet voice. He was undeniably aroused.

    Audrey kissed him again. This time there was just a hint of tongue. She was playing with him in the best way possible.

    “I do,” she answered. “I’ve always needed what Malik gives me.”

    “Because I can’t give it to you,” Jim stated. He was surprised at how turned on he was. He was talking about his wife’s need for another man’s cock and it was making him hard.

    “No, you can’t,” Audrey said as she pushed her hand under the waistband of Jim’s pajama pants and grasped his cock. She kissed him again and said, “Is this turning you on?”

    “Yes,” Jim answered.

    Audrey’s grip on his cock felt magnificent. She stroked him slowly and softly. Every touch felt electric. Pleasure coursed through his body.

    “I still have videos, you know. We could watch one together, if you want,” she suggested.

    Jim had forgotten about the video she’d shown him all those years ago.

    “Really? You still film it?” he asked. He couldn’t quite hide the sense of anxiety that came over him. Videos like that seemed to make their way online with remarkable frequency and he knew it would be disastrous if it got out.

    “You don’t have to worry. You can’t see my face. Just his big black cock fucking my pussy.” Audrey stroked him faster as her dirty talk washed over Jim.

    Despite that, he couldn’t quite let all his worry wash away. “Why do you film it? Is it just for him?”

    “No, honey. Malik films it on my phone. They’re for me,” Audrey answered.

    Jim gave her a quizzical look. “For you?”

    Audrey released his cock from her grip and retrieved the phone she used just for her encounters with Malik.

    “Your wife masturbates, Jim, and this is what I masturbate to,” she said before climbing into the bed and pulling up the videos.

    Jim knew it was silly to be surprised that his wife masturbated, but he was. When she pulled up a video and he saw a big black cock sliding into her pussy from behind, it all washed away.

    It was one thing to watch an amateur interracial video on xHamster and get all hot and bothered. It was something else entirely to watch Audrey getting fucked.

    “Oh my God,” Jim said. “That’s incredible.”

    “I know,” Audrey replied as she turned up the volume.

    Jim heard his wife moaning as Malik’s big cock pounded her pussy from behind. He saw her milky white ass and her pink pussy lips. When Malik moved the camera up her body, he saw Audrey’s long red hair.

    “Do you want to keep watching him fuck me, honey?” Audrey asked. “Do you want to masturbate together while we watch Malik pound my pussy?”

    Jim didn’t even think about it. He yanked his pajama pants off, spread his legs, and stroked his cock.

    A delighted giggle escaped Audrey’s lips as she stripped and exposed the pussy that Malik was fucking with such vigor in the video. Soon her moans joined those of the beautiful woman getting fucked on the video.

    Jim couldn’t help but marvel at the utter insanity of the situation. He and Audrey were masturbating to a video of someone else fucking her from behind. He was watching another man’s big black cock invade her pussy over and over and he was absolutely going to cum to the sight of it.

    “Does he ever get tired?” Jim asked. The relentless pace of Malik’s thrusts into Audrey’s pussy was astounding.

    “Never. That’s why I love fucking him so much, baby. He can go all night. Even when he cums he’s ready for another round in no time. He’s incredible,” Audrey said.

    It was the lusty quality of her voice that turned Jim on. He loved what she was saying, but more than that he loved that Audrey seemed completely lost in the pleasure of watching herself get fucked.

    The Audrey in the video started moaning louder as Malik continued to pound her from behind. He reached out with his free hand and grabbed a handful of her long red hair. She moaned again.

    “You gonna cum, girl?” Malik asked.

    Audrey moaned louder. He grasped more of her hair and pulled back harder.

    “Cum on that dick,” Malik demanded.

    It seemed impossible, but he was fucking her harder and faster. Audrey was moaning louder as Malik drilled her pussy from behind while pulling roughly on her hair.

    Jim felt his arousal building as he watched his wife’s pussy get pummeled by a big black cock. He was going to cum just like she was.

    Suddenly, the Audrey on video screamed. It was loud and guttural. Malik let go of her hair and buried his cock in her pussy. She dropped her face onto the bed and continued to moan. Her ass started to twitch. It was an orgasm unlike any he’d ever seen her have.

    “Wow,” Jim said as he continued to stroke his cock. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”

    Audrey was rubbing her clit furiously as she watched the aftermath of her orgasm play out in the video. She moaned and said, “You’ve never made me cum like that.”

    That put Jim over the top. He grabbed his underwear and unleashed his orgasm into them.

    Malik’s cock was moving in and out of Audrey’s pussy again in the video. She was masturbating in their bed.

    “I love that watching him fuck me made you cum, baby. I fucking love it!” Audrey said as her fingers moved furiously over her clit. “Oh God, I’m cumming!”

    Jim felt like he was tingling all over. He didn’t want to say it, but the orgasm he’d just had was unlike almost any he’d ever experienced.

    
      

    

    “How do you guys do it, man?” Brian asked.

    “Do what?” Jim asked as he used the grill brush to clean up the remnants of the afternoon’s feast of hot dogs and hamburgers.

    “I’ve been watching you and Audrey. You guys are all over each other. I don’t get it. It’s been what, ten years?”

    Jim smiled as he finished cleaning the grill and closed the top. He hung the brush on its hook and looked across the yard at his wife. He knew the answer to Brian’s question, but he couldn’t say it. Talking about his wife’s love of big black cock at a neighborhood barbecue seemed like a terrible idea.

    Instead, Jim picked up his beer, took a quick sip, and said, “You know, I don’t really have an answer for you, man.” He suspected Brian was more interested in blowing off steam about his own marriage anyway. “Is everything okay between you and Melanie?”

    Brian took a long sip of his beer and turned to Jim. “Not really, man. We’re not fighting or anything. It’s just that the spark seems to be completely gone. I mean, I can’t remember the last time she seemed interested in sex.”

    Jim felt sympathy for Brian, but mostly he was thrilled that he and Audrey enjoyed such a vibrant sex life, and one that had dramatically improved over the last couple of weeks. There was a reason he couldn’t keep his hands off of her. Ever since they’d begun to explore Jim’s cuckold-fueled desires, things had gotten seriously hot between them.

    Jim snapped out of his reverie and looked at Brian. They’d come up together at the ad agency and had been friends for more than a decade. They moved to Westchester at roughly the same time. They knew each other well. Jim knew that Brian had gained weight over the years and that his passion for life seemed to have diminished. He suspected that was at least partly why Melanie wasn’t particularly interested in sex with her husband.

    As he was about to offer a thought, Audrey looked over and waved to Jim. “It looks like Audrey needs me, man.”

    “Yes, yes. Go see your beautiful wife.”

    Jim liked that Brian seemed a little jealous. He liked that Audrey was in better shape than most of the wives in their neighborhood and that she was almost certainly more open-minded when it came to sex.

    As he walked across the backyard, Jim wondered what the people at their little party would think if they knew the truth about his sex life. Would they shun him? Would they think he was pathetic for letting his wife have sex with other men?

    He was certain people wouldn’t understand it and that he would almost certainly be shunned. People wouldn’t come to parties like this if they knew he and Audrey openly embraced her having extramarital sex with black guys. Despite the inherent risks of what they were doing, Jim couldn’t bring himself to care enough to stop. He wanted more, in fact.

    “Hey honey,” Audrey said as Jim approached. She looked radiant in a yellow and white sundress that showed off her legs but was conservative enough not to upset the other wives in the neighborhood.

    “Hey. What’s up?”

    “Would you mind helping me restock the drinks?” Audrey asked as she pointed to the near-empty coolers.

    “Of course.”

    They slipped into the house and she quickly pulled Jim close for a long, lusty kiss. His cock stiffened as her tongue pushed into his mouth.

    “What was that for?” Jim asked.

    Audrey smiled. “I’m going to see Malik tonight.”

    Jim felt a little weak in the knees. Audrey hadn’t been with her bull since he’d revealed his growing lust to explore being her cuckold.

    “Really?” he said.

    Audrey pulled Jim closer and kissed his neck. “I’m going to have Malik’s big black cock in my tight little pussy tonight,” she whispered.

    Jim couldn’t believe how easily a handful of whispered words aroused him. His cock throbbed in his pants. It was almost painful.

    Audrey’s giddy smile was charming. Jim loved that she was so eager to play with his new desires. They were still figuring things out, but she was getting awfully good at the verbal element of his newfound fantasy.

    “You’re incredible, Audrey,” Jim said.

    He looked around to make sure no one had snuck into the house behind him and then pushed up Audrey’s dress and slipped his fingers into her panties. Her pussy was soaking wet when he slipped inside her.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    Audrey moaned quietly and whispered, “Thinking about Malik’s big black cock always makes me wet.”

    “You’ve missed him, haven’t you?”

    Audrey smiled and pulled Jim’s lips to hers. Her kiss was hungry and passionate.

    “More than you can imagine,” she said. “I need him, Jim. I need him inside me. I need him to satisfy me.”

    Jim was getting better at recognizing when Audrey was genuinely lost in her lust for Malik and when she was being naughty for his benefit. This was definitely the former. She was turned on thinking about her black bull and the things he was going to do to her.

    “I could do this all day, but we should probably get back to the party,” Jim said as he pulled his fingers from her panties.

    “You’re such a tease,” Audrey said.

    “Don’t worry, you won’t have to wait long to get what you want.”

    Audrey kissed him once more and then fixed her panties, pulled down her dress, and grabbed a box of Coke cans. “After he settles down,” she said, referring to Jim’s still turgid erection, “bring out the water bottles and beer, okay?”

    “Absolutely.”

    
      

    

    It used to be that Audrey would let Jim knowing she was going to see her bull and that would be it. She’d get ready on her own, give him a quick kiss, and leave. He’d know where she was going but wouldn’t give it much thought. To him, she was getting what she needed to make their marriage work, and that made Jim happier than anything else.

    It was different now. Now he wanted the details. That’s why he was in the bedroom as his wife prepared herself for an evening of sex with Malik.

    “Malik prefers a simple approach with hair and makeup,” Audrey said as Jim sat on the edge of the bed and watched. “I think he likes that he’s fucking a white housewife from the suburbs.”

    “I like that too,” Jim said.

    Audrey laughed as she stood in the bathroom doorway. She looked impossibly beautiful without a stitch of clothing on her body.

    “I know you do,” she said. She closed the short distance between the two of them with slow, sensual steps and an exaggerated sway in her hips.

    “Are you going to be thinking about me tonight while I’m gone?” Audrey asked as she ran her fingers over her soft, naked skin.

    Jim watched as she traced a path from her breasts to her pussy. “All of this is his tonight,” she said in a quiet, sultry tone. “Every bit of my body is his to enjoy. He can have whatever he wants.”

    Jim’s cock was hard. After their naughty play during the barbecue he’d been insanely aroused all day.

    “Another man is going to fuck your wife tonight, Jim. He’s going to fill my tight pussy with his big black cock.” She leaned forward. He could smell her perfume. “He’s going to make me cum so hard.”

    Jim’s body was completely awash in lust. Every word from his wife’s soft, sultry lips aroused him. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating. Part of him wanted her to stay so they could fool around. He knew she wouldn’t consider it, though. He knew that Malik gave Audrey something she genuinely needed.

    Audrey stood up, smiled at him, and walked to the dresser. She pulled out a matching yellow lace boyshort panty and bra set and slipped into it as Jim watched.

    “I’m going to be home late,” she said. “Malik is going to be out of town for a few weeks so we’re going to get our fill of each other before he leaves.”

    “Lucky him,” Jim said.

    Audrey reached behind her and affixed the bra strap before moving into the closet to pick out a pretty sundress. “Lucky me,” she said.

    “How do I look?” she asked after slipping into a pair of two inch heels.

    “Like a perfect housewife about to spend the night getting fucked by her black bull,” Jim said.

    Audrey grabbed her purse and gave Jim a quick kiss on the cheek. “Do you want me to wake you up when I get back? I’ll be too sore for you to make love to me, but there’s no reason we can’t have a little fun.”

    “I’d love that,” Jim said.

    “It’s a date.”

    Jim was fantasizing about her return before Audrey even left the house.
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    Jim woke up to low rumble of the garage door opener. It was a little after 2 a.m. 

    He hadn’t been asleep for long. After putting their son to bed, Jim couldn’t help but wonder what might happen when Audrey returned. Would she give him the details while he masturbated? Would she end up letting him make love to her? Would she give him a quick handjob and make him cum? Would he get to ask as many questions as he wanted?

    Audrey slowly opened the bedroom door, seemingly in an effort to make as little noise as possible. She smiled when she saw Jim was awake.

    “Hey, baby,” she said.

    Audrey gently closed the door and locked it before she approached the bed and leaned down to give Jim a soft, slow kiss.

    “Did I wake you up?” she asked.

    “I wasn’t asleep for long,” Jim said as he ran his fingers up the soft, milky white skin of his wife’s leg. “I’m kind of excited.”

    “Yeah? And why are you excited?” Audrey said as she stepped back and slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders. It fell to the floor and Jim watched as her beautiful, slender body came into view.

    “Because my wife just spent the night with another man,” he answered.

    “Really? Does it excite you when your wife is naughty like that?” Audrey asked as she reached back and unhooked her bra.

    Jim’s cock was hard under the sheets. Audrey’s breasts, which were normally pale and perfect, had pink marks on them, like they’d been squeezed exceptionally hard.

    Audrey followed his gaze to her breasts. “Malik can be a little rough,” she said as her fingers moved over the soft flesh. “With my blessing, of course.” A quiet moan escaped her lips as Audrey closed her eyes.

    Jim wondered if she was reliving a moment from her evening with her bull.

    Audrey’s fingers pushed into her panties. “Do you like that, baby? Do you like that my bull is rough with me?”

    Jim hadn’t considered the idea before, but it absolutely aroused him. He’d never been anything but tender with Audrey. It was the only type of sex that he found satisfying.

    “I do. I like it if you like it,” Jim answered as he reached under the sheets and into his underwear to play with his cock.

    “I love it,” Audrey said as she rubbed her pussy. She closed her eyes and moaned. “I need it.”

    Jim couldn’t believe the surge of pleasure that moved through him. He couldn’t believe how turned on he was at the idea of another man satisfying his wife’s desire for a rougher version of sex.

    “What else does he do that you love?” Jim asked.

    Audrey’s eyes opened and she looked at Jim. She bit her lower lip and played with her pussy. “He dominates me, baby. He makes me submit. He gives me what I need.”

    Audrey pulled down her panties. Her pussy lips were pink and swollen. It looked like she’d been assaulted between the legs.

    “When I’m with him, all I want to do is make him feel good. The moment I step into his apartment I want to serve him. I want to feel him inside me. I want to know that I’m making him feel good. I’ve always wanted that from the bulls I’ve been with,” Audrey said as she stood next to the bed.

    Jim was stunned and wildly aroused. It was like he was meeting an entirely different version of his wife. She’d kept this part of herself separate for nearly a decade. She’d had these needs met by another man and Jim had been happy to give her everything else she needed. Now the two versions of her were melding and he couldn’t have found it more arousing.

    “Audrey,” Jim said breathlessly. His cock was as stiff as it had ever been. He felt like he was on the verge of orgasm. His body felt alive with desire and pleasure. “I don’t know what to say.”

    A worried look came over her face. “Are you upset?” Audrey asked.

    Jim shook his head. “No. I’m the exact opposite. I’m aroused. I’m enchanted. I’m horny as hell. I’m in awe of you in every imaginable way.”

    Audrey breathed a sigh of relief as she smiled joyfully.

    Jim watched as she slid two fingers into her pussy and pulled them out. They were covered in her juices.

    “Malik likes it when I masturbate for him,” she said. “He makes me play with my pussy before he’ll fuck me. He makes me taste my juices.”

    Audrey wrapped her lips around her two slippery fingers and sucked them clean as Jim watched and slowly stroked his cock. She pushed her fingers back into her cunt and pulled them out once more. This time, she offered them to Jim.

    “Do you want to taste me, baby?” she asked.

    Jim nodded and opened his mouth. Audrey pushed her fingers inside and he sucked them clean. He thought he detected a hint of latex on them.

    “What else does he make you do?” Jim asked.

    Audrey smiled and pulled the sheets back, exposing Jim’s stiff cock. She climbed into the bed and laid down next to him.

    She rubbed her clit slowly and said, “He makes me worship his cock,” before arching her back and moaning. “He makes me worship his big black cock and tell me how badly I need him inside me.”

    Jim couldn’t get enough of her lusty tone and the way she was so eagerly playing with her pussy. “Do you like worshiping his cock?” he asked.

    Audrey turned her head and looked at him as she pushed three fingers into her cunt. “I love it, baby. I ache for it. I don’t know how to explain it, but I feel such intense pleasure when I’m on my knees with his cock in my mouth. I love how he moans when I suck him. I love knowing that I’m making him feel good. I love it so much.”

    Audrey closed her eyes again and fingered her pussy. For a moment it seemed like she’d disappeared, like Jim wasn’t even in the room with her.

    Jim felt like he was having an out of body experience for an entirely different reason. He was still astounded at experiencing this version of his wife. He couldn’t believe she’d been enjoying this kind of sex with her bulls for the entire time he’d known her. He couldn’t believe she had the ability to compartmentalize her sexual needs like this. He was beyond thrilled that he was finally getting to experience it. 

    “I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on, Audrey,” Jim said.

    “Yeah?” she said. “You like that I’m so eager to please my bull?”

    “I love it, Audrey. I do. I really do.” Jim felt overwhelmed. He wasn’t lying to her. He’d never been so turned on.

    “He makes me beg him, baby. He makes me beg him for the pleasure of having his big black cock in my white pussy. He makes me beg for it.” Audrey rubbed her clit as she shared the details of her submission. “Then he fucks me. He fucks me so hard.”

    Jim groaned as he stroked his cock.

    “He fucks your wife, baby. He fucks your wife’s tight married pussy. He stretches me out with his big black cock.” Audrey’s eyes were closed. Her voice wavered as she played with her pussy while sharing her lusty desire for her bull’s big black cock.

    “Oh, fuck. I’m cumming!” Audrey cried out. “I’m cumming, baby!”

    Jim watched in awe as his wife had a beautiful orgasm in bed next to him. He enjoyed the sight of her hard nipples and her pink pussy lips. He loved the wet sounds emanating from between her legs as she fingered her cunt.

    After her orgasm, Audrey smiled and rolled onto her side. She pressed her naked body against Jim’s and brushed his hand away from his cock. Her fingers wrapped around his erection and she stroked him slowly.

    “Do you like that Malik satisfied me tonight, baby?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” Jim said.

    “Do you like that he fucked me for hours? That he left my pussy pink, puffy, and sore?”

    Jim groaned as she stroked him faster. “Yes.”

    Audrey looked up at him. “Do you like that he makes me cum harder than you do?”

    Jim’s orgasm was close. Audrey was expertly bringing him to the edge of his climax. “Yes, I do,” he admitted.

    Audrey moved between Jim’s legs. She licked from the base of his cock to the head and briefly took him into her mouth. Jim couldn’t believe how good it felt.

    “Sometimes, Malik makes me do something very naughty,” she said.

    Jim looked down at his wife as she laid between his legs. All he wanted was to feel her mouth on his cock again. “What does he make you do?”

    Audrey ran her tongue over Jim’s balls and licked up his shaft once more. She smiled at him. “Malik makes me tell him that my husband can’t satisfy me like he can. He makes me tell him that your cock doesn’t come close to satisfying me like his does.”

    For a moment, it felt like Jim’s entire pelvis was alive with lust. He was absolutely certain he’d never been so aroused.

    When Audrey closed her lips around his cock and sucked hard, Jim couldn’t hold back. He came in her mouth. He came hard. He had the best orgasm of his life.

    Audrey swallowed when he was finished and smiled.

    “That wasn’t the only load of cum I’ve swallowed tonight,” she said.

    Jim had never been so thankful to have married her.

    
      

    

    The smell of coffee woke Jim up the next morning. He opened his eyes to see Audrey walking into the bedroom in a pair of pink satin pajama pants and a camisole. She had two cups of coffee with her.

    “Good morning,” she said while gently placing one of the cups on his nightstand. “How did you sleep?”

    “Perfectly,” Jim answered as he picked up the mug and warmed his fingers.

    Audrey carefully climbed into bed, making sure not to spill any coffee. She sat with her legs crossed and took a sip.

    “So, I just wanted to check in after last night. It certainly seemed like you had a good time, but things can change the morning after, and if there’s anything you need to talk about, I’m here to listen.”

    Jim was caught off guard by the wave of emotion that rose up in him. It was love. It was pure, beautiful love for his wife. The first thing she’d thought about in the morning was his well-being. She was just as perfect as he’d always thought.

    “What are you smiling about?” Audrey asked.

    “You, Audrey. I’m smiling about you.” For a moment Jim felt like he was going to cry. He was overwhelmed by his love for her. “You’re the most amazing woman in the world. You really are. I always knew I was lucky when I married you, but I didn’t know just how lucky.”

    Now it was Audrey’s turn to smile. “Wow, you really liked last night, didn’t you?”

    “I really did,” Jim said with a laugh. He sipped his coffee and enjoyed the heat and bitterness in his mouth. “I can’t imagine how I could have enjoyed it more, to be honest.”

    Audrey moved closer and snuggled up against Jim.

    “It was like meeting an entirely different version of my wife. I couldn’t believe some of the stuff you were saying and the things you did with Malik. Every bit of it was arousing, though. It was incredible.”

    “That makes me so happy, baby,” Audrey said as she snuggled closer. “It really does.”

    “Me too,” Jim said.

    Audrey put her coffee on the night stand and ran her fingers over the front of Jim’s boxers. “I’m still a little sore from last night, but I want you to make love to me. Would you do that?”

    Jim couldn’t put his coffee down fast enough. He pulled off his shirt and moved on top of his wife. “Nothing would make me happier.”

    Soon they were naked and he was inside her. Their lovemaking was slow and sensual. They were deeply connected, just as they always were when they had sex. It was beautiful.

    “It’s okay if you think about it,” Audrey said as Jim made love to her.

    He knew she was referring to the sex she’d had with Malik. She was giving Jim permission to surrender to his fantasies.

    “Yeah?” he asked.

    “Yes, baby, it is. You can think about his big black cock inside me. You can think about how good he made me feel. Just keep making love to me,” Audrey said before pulling Jim closer for a kiss. Her tongue danced with his. Her moans were soft and sensual.

    Jim let his mind wander as he made love to his wife. He imagined the other version of her, the one that found pleasure in submitting to Malik. It felt a little strange to be doing it as they were having sex, but he couldn’t deny the kinky pleasure of it.

    “Cum inside me, baby,” Audrey urged him as she moaned.

    A few moments later, Jim did as his wife desired. He came inside her, and for the first time he did so while imagining another man’s cock filling her, stretching her, and making her scream in wild, unbridled orgasmic pleasure.
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    “Audrey, this is incredible,” Jim said as he stepped into the hotel room.

    Audrey had been standing just outside Jim’s office building when he walked out of work that day. She looked perfect in a yellow and white sundress with a matching yellow ribbon holding her hair in a ponytail. After a slow, soft kiss on the sidewalk Audrey told him she’d booked them a hotel for the evening and that their son would be staying with his grandparents as they enjoyed a well-deserved night away.

    “And the view is astonishing,” Jim added as he walked to the floor-to-ceiling windows and stared out at Lower Manhattan.

    Audrey walked up behind him and wrapped her arms around her husband. “You work so hard, Jim. Sometimes you deserve a treat,” she said.

    He turned around and smiled at his wife. She’d clearly spent a great deal of time on her hair and makeup and she looked perfect. The dress and heels were lovely finishing touches, too. He felt overwhelmingly in love with her.

    “I love you,” Jim said before pulling Audrey close for a kiss.

    What began as something soft and gentle quickly turned passionate. Audrey eagerly accepted his tongue into her mouth and moaned as Jim’s hands moved over her body. He pulled up the hem of her dress and ran his fingers over the white lace boyshort panties she had on. They felt spectacularly soft and sexy.

    Jim wanted more, but Audrey stopped him. “Hold your horses,” she said. “I have a treat for you.”

    Jim smiled. “I like the sound of that.”

    “You have no idea how much you’re going to like it, my love,” Audrey said with a smile. She turned away from him and unzipped the suitcase to remove a little bag that Jim knew contained her lingerie. She always brought it with her when they went away.

    “I’ll be back shortly,” Audrey said before disappearing into the bathroom and closing the door behind her.

    Jim knew she was changing into something astoundingly sexy. She always did. Audrey never failed to look utterly breathtaking when she wanted to.

    When Audrey emerged from the bathroom the white lace boyshort panties had turned into a full lingerie set with a matching bra and a garter belt and white stockings. It looked astoundingly sexy against her milky white skin and her long red hair fell flawlessly over her shoulders and moved gently against her skin as she walked towards Jim.

    “What do you think?” Audrey asked as she put her arms around her husband’s neck and pulled him close. “Oh, someone’s excited,” she said as Jim’s erection pressed into her.

    “You look perfect,” he whispered.

    Just as Jim leaned in to kiss her, there was a knock on the door.

    “Let me get that,” Audrey said as she turned and walked towards the door.

    For a few moments Jim admired her ass and legs as she strode away from him. Then it occurred to him that it was insanely, even scandalously bold for Audrey to answer the door in her lingerie.

    Before he could say anything, Audrey had turned down the short hallway and pulled open the door.

    “Hey there,” said a deep voice. “Damn, you look good. Is that for me?”

    Jim was confused. Who would be talking to his wife that way?

    “You know it is,” Audrey said.

    Jim fell deeper into confusion. It was only when Audrey reappeared with a tall black man walking behind her that it became clear.

    Time slowed as Jim watched his wife lead Malik into the hotel room. The contrast between her pale skin and his exceptionally dark skin was astonishing.

    Malik put his arm around Audrey’s lingerie clad body and pulled her close as they stopped in front of Jim.

    “Jim, I’d like you to meet Malik,” Audrey said.

    Malik extended his hand and Jim reached out to shake it. “Good to meet you, man,” Malik said. “I’ve heard a lot about you. I like knowing that Audrey has a good man to go home to.”

    “Nice to meet you too,” Jim said, though he found it difficult to gather his thoughts. The whole thing was so surprising, including the fact that Malik was so polite. He wasn’t sure why, but he figured he’d be an asshole if they ever met. He seemed as far from that as possible.

    “I thought you might like to watch Malik fuck me,” Audrey said as she reached out and took Jim’s hand in hers. “I hope I wasn’t wrong.”

    Jim’s shock finally wore off and it dawned on him what was happening. Audrey was giving him a gift. She was giving him the most erotic, arousing gift imaginable. She’d arranged for a fantasy to come true.

    “You weren’t,” Jim said with a smile. “You definitely weren’t wrong.”

    “Good,” Audrey said. “Why don’t you sit in that chair over there?” She pointed to the comfy leather chair in the corner of the room. It was no more than six feet from the bed and would afford Jim a perfect view of the action.

    “Of course,” Jim said as he moved towards the chair.

    “You’re welcome to masturbate, honey. I just don’t want you to cum until I give you permission, okay?” Audrey said in a sweet, sultry voice.

    Jim felt a little embarrassed that she was giving him directions like that in front of Malik, but he acquiesced nonetheless. All he really cared about was seeing her have sex with her black bull.

    “Of course,” he said while unbuttoning his pants and pulling them down before he sat in the chair.

    The instant he sat down, Audrey turned to Malik and it was like she morphed into a different woman. Jim watched her bull’s strong, dark hands moved over Audrey’s milky white skin before he leaned down and kissed her.

    At first, it was a kiss like any other. It quickly shifted into something far lustier, though. It was as if Jim was watching his wife give herself to another man via her lips. It seemed as though Audrey melted into Malik’s arms, as if the most important thing in the world to her was being close to the man that would soon fuck her to multiple blissful orgasms.

    They were on the other side of the bed as Jim sat and stroked his cock. He was close enough to see the lust in his wife’s eyes, though. It struck him that she’d never looked at him like that. Years ago it might have shook him to see that lust directed at another man. On this night, sitting there and masturbating to this show, it only served to turn him on.

    “What do you want?” Malik asked.

    “I want you,” Audrey answered. “I need you. I need your cock.”

    Jim could hear the genuine desperation in her voice. Her uninhibited desire was an intense aphrodisiac for him.

    Malik’s fingers pushed down the front of Audrey’s panties. She moaned as he worked her pussy. Jim could see the front of her underwear bulge as Malik manipulated his wife’s cunt.

    “Are you wet for me?” Malik asked as he looked into Audrey’s eyes.

    “Yes. I’m wet for you. I’m desperate for you.”

    Jim saw her legs trembling. He believed his wife was genuinely desperate for her bull’s cock.

    “On your knees,” Malik said in a soft but utterly commanding voice.

    Audrey dutifully fell to her knees and looked up at her bull. Jim couldn’t believe how arousing it all was. She’d explained what it was like with Malik, but hearing about it wasn’t anywhere near as thrilling as seeing it in person.

    “What do you want?” Malik asked again.

    “I want to suck your cock,” Audrey said.

    Jim couldn’t believe how hot it was to hear his wife utter those words for another man. He knew it was true, too. Audrey absolutely wanted to suck Malik’s cock while her husband was sitting just a handful of feet away and watching.

    “Show your husband how much you love my cock,” Malik demanded.

    Audrey responded by undoing her bull’s belt, unbuttoning and unzipping his pants, and pulling them to the floor. There was a massive bulge in the navy blue boxer briefs he wore. Jim saw Audrey bite her lower lip. She was hungry.

    She freed Malik’s cock slowly. It was as if she wanted to take her time revealing it to Jim and to herself. A quiet moan escaped Audrey’s lips as the big black cock came into view.

    She wrapped her fingers around it and stroked her bull as she looked up at him. Jim loved seeing his pale, redheaded wife on her knees in front of this tall, muscular black man with a monstrous cock. He knew it was strange. He knew his friends in Westchester wouldn’t understand. He didn’t care. Enjoying this moment was all that mattered to him.

    Audrey was the one that moaned when she took Malik’s cock into her mouth. It was a genuine expression of her pleasure, too. Jim knew that moan. Sucking her bull’s big black dick was bringing his wife great satisfaction, and it was doing the same for Jim.

    His cock had never felt so hard. He was watching his wife fellate another man and he’d never been so stiff. He had to pace himself. If he masturbated with too much gusto he’d cum, going against her wishes. He needed to stroke slowly and simply soak up the pleasure of watching his wife and her black bull express their lust for each other.

    Jim was impressed with how much of Malik’s cock Audrey could take into her mouth. She couldn’t quite deepthroat him – likely because he was so thick – but far more of his long, thick shaft disappeared into her mouth than he thought possible.

    It only then that it occurred to Jim that his wife had an exceptional amount of experience sucking on massive black cocks. She’d had a black bull before they got married and she’d had one ever since. It was likely that she’d been fucked more by her black bulls than by her husband during the time they’d been together, and she’d certainly given them more blowjobs.

    Jim’s cock throbbed without him touching it as Malik moved his hands into Audrey’s lustrous red hair and pushed her deeper onto his cock. She gagged a little, but he kept pushing. Now, much to Jim’s surprise, she was actually deepthroating her bull. It was the most impressive and arousing thing he’d ever seen.

    “Do you like watching her gag on my cock, Jim?” Malik asked.

    “Yes,” Jim answered.

    Malik pulled his big black dick from Audrey’s mouth and looked down at her. His hand still held her hair tightly. “Do you like that, Audrey? Do you like that your husband is watching you be a slut for me?”

    “Yes, sir, I do,” Audrey answered.

    It was the first time Jim had heard her refer to Malik as ‘sir.’ It made sense. She’d been very clear that she enjoyed being dominated by her bull. Jim loved it.

    “Do you want to show him how you take my dick like a good slut?” Malik asked.

    “I do, sir. Very much so,” Audrey said.

    Jim remained astounded at the woman he’d married so many years ago. He couldn’t believe she was such an eager submissive.

    “Come here, Jim,” Malik said in the same commanding voice.

    Jim rose to his feet. He kicked off his pants and tucked his cock back into his underwear before walking over and standing next to his wife.

    “Feel her pussy,” Malik ordered.

    Jim looked at his wife and she quickly nodded. He pushed his hand into the front of her panties and rubbed his fingers over her pussy. They sunk into her with ease. Audrey moaned as Jim felt a level of wetness he’d never experienced before.

    “Does she get that wet for you, Jim?” Malik asked.

    Jim shook his head as he pulled his fingers from his wife’s pussy.

    “Do you understand why?” her bull asked as his eyes glanced towards Jim’s crotch.

    There was no comparing them. Jim’s cock was average, but Malik was enormous. Plus, he didn’t have it in him to dominate his wife like her bull clearly did. Jim understood why Audrey was wetter for Malik than she’d ever been for him.

    “Yes,” Jim said as he nodded.

    “Good,” Malik said as a confident smile crossed his face. “I’d like you to get on your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed, Jim.”

    Jim obeyed without hesitation. He felt confident Malik had no malicious intent and he could see no reason not to do as he was told.

    “Your husband’s very obedient,” Malik commented to Audrey.

    “It doesn’t surprise me,” she said.

    Jim couldn’t help but wonder what she meant by that as he waited on his knees. He didn’t have long to mull it over as Malik directed Audrey to pull off her panties and get on her hands and knees in the bed. Moments later they were face to face.

    Malik moved into the bed behind Audrey and Jim saw a look in his wife’s eyes he’d never seen before. He assumed it was a pure form of lust. It was the kind of desire that only her bull could inspire. It was beautiful.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife while you watch, Jim?” Malik asked.

    Audrey moaned. He must have put his fingers inside her.

    “Yes, please. Fuck my wife,” Jim said as he looked into Audrey’s eyes. She smiled at him.

    “Thank you, baby,” Audrey said.

    Moments later she closed her eyes, grasped the sheets, and groaned. Malik was inside her. Jim watched his wife’s face as her black bull fucked her. He watched the pleasure move over it in waves. It was incredible. It was so much better than the interracial porn he’d watched, which almost always concentrated on a big black cock fucking a tight white pussy.

    Being so close to his wife’s face was better. It revealed the truth. It showed exactly how much she enjoyed Malik’s cock taking her from behind. It was immediately clear that sex with her bull was completely different from sex with him, too. He’d never made Audrey look like that. He’d clearly never provided her with the kind of sexual thrill Malik was offering.

    Malik had started slowly, but soon he ramped up his the speed and strength of his thrusts. Soon he was pounding Audrey from behind. The sound of their bodies meeting over and over filled the bedroom, as did her intense moans.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Audrey screamed just a few minutes into the doggystyle session. “I’m cumming!” she cried out again.

    She buried her head into the sheets as Malik momentarily stopped his assault on her pussy. Jim had never made her cum that hard. He’d never made her scream like that. His cock throbbed as he considered that reality.

    “Do you want more?” Malik asked.

    “Yes, sir. Please, give me more. Fuck my tight white pussy,” Audrey said as she lifted her head once more.

    “Should I fuck your wife, Jim?”

    “Yes, please fuck my wife,” Jim responded.

    Audrey smiled and once more her face contorted in pleasure as Malik resumed the hard pounding of her pussy. Again the hotel room filled with the sounds of sex. Again Jim’s cock throbbed as he watched another man fill his wife.

    “Stroke your cock, baby. Nice and slow,” Audrey said at one point. “Stroke your dick as Malik fucks me.”

    Jim did as he was told. He sat on his knees and stroked his cock as another man fucked his wife. He watched her face. He listened to her moans. He saw her cum once more.

    After her second orgasm, Malik pulled out and moved to his back. When Audrey was ready, she spun around and climbed on top of him in reverse cowgirl. Jim was afforded yet another beautiful view.

    Something about the position struck him as especially arousing. He liked that Audrey was working Malik with her pussy. He could see her face. He knew she was putting in genuine effort to pleasure him by bouncing vigorously on her bull while he laid there and enjoyed the intense pleasure of a tight white cunt around his cock.

    Jim stroked more. He watched his wife’s pussy lips stretch around her bull’s big black cock. He saw her breasts bouncing in the white lace bra. He enjoyed the sight of her long red hair. He listened to Malik occasionally slap her ass.

    After Audrey’s third orgasm she rolled off of his cock and onto her back. She looked exhausted, but her bull wasn’t done. He moved between her legs and guided his big black dick into her pussy.

    Audrey moaned in pleasure as Malik filled her once more. From Jim’s vantage point it looked like the large black man completely enveloped his wife as he fucked her. It was yet another arousing sight in a night filled with them.

    The missionary pounding went on for ten minutes. Audrey had two more orgasms. It felt to Jim like his wife had completely given herself over to her black bull at one point. She was his to do with as he pleased, and what Malik wanted to do was fuck her relentlessly.

    Finally, Malik pulled out and Audrey quickly got on her knees in the bed as her bull stood. He stroked his cock in front of her and said, “What do you want?”

    “Please, cum in my mouth, sir. Let me swallow your seed,” Audrey answered before opening her mouth and extending her tongue.

    Jim took his hand off his cock. One more stroke and he would have cum. Instead, he watched in awe as another man launched a massive load of cum into his wife’s mouth. Audrey held it for a few moments and then swallowed with ease. Jim was certain she’d done it countless times before.

    “Thank you, sir,” Audrey said.

    Jim groaned. He came close to cumming without touching his cock. He couldn’t believe how submissive Audrey was being.

    “It sounds like your husband enjoyed the show,” Malik said as he laid in the bed once more.

    Audrey cuddled up next to him and laid her head on his muscular chest. They both looked down at Jim as she said, “Is he right, Jim? Did you enjoy the show?”

    “It was so much hotter than I thought it would be,” Jim answered.

    “And you want to cum, don’t you?” Audrey asked as she ran her fingers over Malik’s chest and stomach.

    Jim nodded.

    “I want you to wait, baby. The night is young, after all, and Malik always cums more than once. Do you think you can wait for me?”

    Jim desperately wanted to cum, but he knew it would be even better if he could wait, so he agreed. “Yes, of course.”

    “Would you mind getting us the room service menu, honey? All that fucking has left me starved. Why don’t we order dinner and a bottle of wine before round two?”

    Jim hopped to his feet. His hard cock bounced, but this time he didn’t bother to put it away. It felt good to have it out, just as it felt good to be of service and retrieve the menu for his wife. He wanted more of what he’d already experienced and he was eager to do anything that would make that happen.

    “Thank you, baby,” Audrey said as she took the menu from him. “Why don’t you sit in your chair while we figure out what we want?”

    Jim did as he was told and watched as his wife turned to Malik and kissed him softly before they went over the menu together.

    He felt strange in a way he didn’t mind. He was used to being the one in the bed with her, but he understood why it was Malik tonight. He’d been the one to fuck her to five orgasms in half an hour, and apparently it was going to happen again.

    Jim didn’t mind being in the chair while his wife was in bed with another man. He liked it. It felt like a perfect fit for the evening, and he knew there was more fun to come, including an incredible orgasm. Audrey had given him a beautiful gift and he loved her more in that moment than ever before.
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    Normally, Jim ignored calls to his personal cell at work. When he saw it was Audrey, he picked up immediately. He knew better than to ignore his wife.

    He popped in his ear buds and swiped right to pick up the call. “Hey honey,” he said.

    Jim heard the sounds of the city. Audrey had left Westchester and come to New York. He wondered if she was there to see him, if she had another surprise for him.

    “Hey. How’s your day,” Audrey said.

    “A little stressful, but not bad. How about you?”

    Jim thought he could hear the sound of her heels against the pavement. She was walking somewhere. He hoped she was coming to him.

    “My day is about to get a lot better.”

    There was a decidedly lusty tone in her voice.

    “Really? Why is that?” Jim asked.

    “Because I’m about to suck a big, beautiful black cock.”

    Jim’s dick stiffened as he conjured an image of his wife going down on Malik from their naughty hotel adventure. He saw her soft lips stretched around the big black cock. He saw her bull’s hands in her lustrous red hair.

    “How does that make you feel, baby?” Audrey continued. “Does it turn you on to know that while you’re hard at work your wife is going to be on her knees for another man?”

    Jim’s heart pounded as his cock throbbed. “Yes,” he answered. He didn’t want to say anything else. He didn’t want to run the risk of someone coming in while he was in the middle of confessing to his wife that the idea of her sucking her bull’s big black cock was the most arousing thing in the world to him.

    “I thought it might. Would it turn you on to listen?”

    “Oh my God, yes,” Jim said. He couldn’t contain his excitement.

    “Yeah? You want to listen to your wife worship another man’s cock?” Audrey asked in a stunningly sultry voice.

    “Yes, please,” Jim said. His voice wavered. Pure lust was all he felt.

    “You’re becoming quite the cuckold, you know,” she said.

    Jim knew it was true. In the week since he’d watched Audrey and Malik spend most of the night fucking in the hotel room it seemed as though his desires had deepened significantly. Seeing how much she enjoyed her bull’s cock and how much she enjoyed being dominated by him had been an eye-opening, thrilling experience for Jim and he found himself wanting more.

    “I know,” he said. “I hope it’s okay.” Jim felt a little insecure about it. He wondered if Audrey would begin to see him differently.

    “It’s more than okay, baby,” Audrey answered. “You have no idea how excited I am to have you listen. You know I love worshiping Malik’s cock, but it’s going to be so much hotter because you’re listening.”

    “I wish I wasn’t at work,” Jim said.

    Audrey’s tone was playful as she asked, “Why is that, baby?”

    “Because my cock is so hard right now and all I want to do is masturbate,” Jim said, momentarily forgetting about his desire to keep his dirty talk to a minimum. 

    Audrey giggled. “That’s part of the fun, baby. You just have to sit there and suffer. You have to listen to me suck his big black cock. You have to listen as I make him cum in my mouth. You have to listen, and that’s it. You can’t play with your cock. You can’t cum. You’ll have to wait until you get home for that.”

    “I love you,” Jim said spontaneously. He couldn’t believe how well his wife knew him and how she’d so quickly acclimated to teasing him in the most arousing way possible.

    “I know,” she said. “I’m at Malik’s place. I’m going to mute you so you can listen to your wife being a good cocksucker for her bull.”

    Jim listened as his wife entered Malik’s apartment building and made her way to the elevator. He heard the dings as the door opened at her bull’s floor. Audrey knocked on the door.

    “You just can’t get enough, can you?” Malik said as he greeted her.

    “You know I can’t,” Audrey answered.

    The sounds of sensual kissing filled Jim’s ears. His cock throbbed despite the jealousy he felt. The kissing was really the only thing that inspired that feeling in Jim. For some reason it felt more intimate than sex, especially the kind of sex Malik and Audrey had.

    “What do you want?” Malik asked.

    “I want your cock in my mouth. I want to worship you until you cum down my throat,” Audrey said.

    Jim felt an ache between his legs. He wanted to masturbate so badly. He couldn’t, but all he wanted to do was run to the bathroom and rub out a quick orgasm.

    He heard Audrey’s high heels on the hardwood floor of Malik’s apartment.

    “Take out my cock,” Malik ordered.

    “Yes, sir,” Audrey said. Her voice was sweet and sultry. It drove Jim crazy with lust.

    Jim heard his wife unzip her bull’s pants and unbuckle his belt. He heard what sounded like a slow handjob. Malik moaned.

    “May I suck your cock, sir?” Audrey asked.

    “You may,” Malik said. Jim knew her bull was smiling.

    He imagined his wife dropping to her knees in front of Malik, just like she’d done in the hotel room. He imagined his wife’s red hair swaying as she wrapped her lips around her bull’s big black cock.

    The sound of a blowjob hit his ears. Audrey moaned. Malik’s cock was in her mouth. Jim closed his eyes and tried to imagine it. He pictured his wife giving head to her bull. He saw her lips stretching wide around the incredible thickness of the other man’s cock.

    “That’s it,” Malik said. “Suck that dick.”

    Audrey gagged. Jim heard the wet sound of stroking. She must have let the big dick fall from her mouth to recover. The sound of sucking soon filled his ears once more.

    “Good girl,” Malik said. “Show me how much you love my cock. Show me how much you need it.”

    Audrey sucked her bull’s big black cock faster. Jim listened to the slippery, vigorous sounds of her oral work. He heard his wife sucking dick and his own erection throbbed painfully.

    “Suck my balls, slut,” Malik said.

    “Yes, sir,” Audrey said.

    Jim heard the sound of his wife’s mouth worshiping her bull’s big black balls. He heard her moaning. He imagined Malik’s massive black cock resting on her face as she worshiped his testicles.

    “You’re hungry for my cum, aren’t you?” Malik asked.

    “I’m desperate for it, sir,” Audrey replied.

    She sounded genuine to Jim. He loved it. He absolutely loved that his wife was on her knees and sucking her bull’s big balls while desperately wishing he would unload in her mouth.

    “How desperate?” Malik asked.

    “I’ll do anything, sir,” Audrey said.

    Jim felt his heart pounding. His wife’s complete and total submission to her bull turned him on more than anything ever had. He nearly lost control and stroked his cock in his office.

    “Eat my ass,” Malik demanded.

    “Yes, sir,” Audrey replied.

    Jim listened to the sound of his wife giving her black bull a rimjob. He worried he might cum in his pants. It felt so filthy. It felt like an even deeper form of submission. He couldn’t believe how hard his cock was. He couldn’t believe how turned on he felt.

    “That’s it. Be a good girl and eat that ass for me. Get your tongue up in there. Work for your reward, slut,” Malik said.

    Jim imagined his wife with her face buried between Malik’s ass cheeks with her tongue working feverishly over his asshole as she offered her submission to his desires.

    “Does your husband know how nasty you can be?” Malik asked.

    “He doesn’t know everything,” Audrey answered.

    Jim wondered if that was true. Was there something even dirtier than what he was listening to?

    “Open up,” Malik demanded.

    Jim heard what sounded like Malik slapping his cock onto Audrey’s tongue.

    “Does he know that I share this pretty mouth of yours?”

    “No, he doesn’t,” Audrey answered.

    Jim wondered if she was panicking. Did she want to keep that information – whatever it meant – from him? Was she okay with him hearing that Malik presumably invited other guys to enjoy blowjobs from his wife?

    “Would it bother him if he knew I was going to share your pretty mouth this afternoon?” Malik asked.

    “I don’t think so,” Audrey answered.

    She was right. It didn’t bother Jim. Maybe if he wasn’t in the throes of a wild, out of control form of arousal he might have been bothered. As it was, all he felt was desire. He wanted to masturbate. He wanted to be there to watch. He wanted his wife to be a slut for her bull.

    “Are you going to be a good slut and suck my boy’s dick when he gets here?” Malik asked.

    “Of course, sir,” Audrey answered. “You know I’m always a good slut for you.”

    Jim desperately wished he was there. He wanted to see his pretty redheaded wife on her knees in front of her black bull. He wanted to see the lust in her eyes as she informed Malik that she was willing to suck another man’s dick for him, that she was eager for her mouth to be shared.

    “You know that mouth of yours is too talented not to share,” Malik added.

    The sound of cocksucking filled Jim’s ears. He assumed Malik had shoved his big black cock into Audrey’s mouth.

    “Work for my nut, girl. Work for your reward,” Malik said.

    Audrey moaned. The sounds of sucking got louder and wetter. She was working for it. She was doing everything she could to make her bull cum.

    “Fuck yeah,” Malik said. “Here it comes. Get ready to swallow.”

    Audrey sucked faster and louder. Jim closed his eyes and listened. He imagined his wife working her bull’s cock feverishly. He imagined her sucking submissively in hopes of taking a thick cumshot in her mouth.

    Malik groaned. The sounds of sucking stopped. Audrey was taking her bull’s load in her mouth. Jim was listening as his wife was letting another man cum in her mouth.

    “Now swallow like a good slut,” Malik demanded.

    “Thank you, sir,” Audrey said.

    It thrilled Jim that his wife had thanked her black bull for cumming in her mouth. It felt spectacularly dirty.

    “No, stay on your knees. My boy is going to be here soon and you’ll be back down there anyway. You ready to suck some more dick?”

    “Of course, sir,” Audrey said.

    Jim had work to do, but he couldn’t hang up. He had to listen.

    
      

    

    “Welcome home, baby,” Audrey said as Jim came through the garage door.

    He rushed over to his wife, pulled her into his arms, and kissed her deeply. Her hand moved to the back of his head and her fingers played with his hair as their tongues mingled.

    “You’ve been dreaming about that kiss since our phone call ended, haven’t you?” Audrey asked.

    “Is that weird?” Jim said.

    Audrey answered his question with another kiss. This time her tongue pushed aggressively into his mouth and flicked back and forth. It was like she was fucking him with it. Jim loved it.

    “I only wish you’d gotten home sooner,” Audrey said.

    Jim’s cock was already hard. He’d stayed late at work to finish the project that had gotten delayed during the dirtiest phone call of his life and he’d spent the rest of his day feeling insanely, overwhelmingly horny.

    “Me too. I’m desperate for you, Audrey,” Jim said.

    Audrey smiled and led Jim to the bedroom.

    “Did you like listening to me suck cock this afternoon, baby?” she asked.

    “I loved it. I loved every second of it.”

    “Even when I sucked Nate’s cock?” Audrey said with a smile.

    Nate was the second guy that had showed up. He’d been a little rougher than Malik. He fucked Audrey’s throat aggressively and Jim’s cock throbbed as he listened to her trying her best to swallow the big black cock without gagging.

    “Especially when you sucked Nate’s cock. I don’t know why, but it really turns me on that you’re so submissive to Malik, and that you really seem to like submitting to him.”

    Audrey loosened Jim’s belt and unbuttoned his pants before pushing them to the floor. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him confidently.

    “I don’t like it, baby. I love it. I need it. It’s what satisfies me. It’s what makes me feel complete as a woman. It’s what makes me cum harder than anything else ever has.”

    Jim closed his eyes and moaned. He loved that his wife found such pleasure in submitting to another man. He loved that she so eagerly pursued a sexual relationship with that man and that she offered her body to him so wholeheartedly.

    “But you like that, don’t you? You like that I’m a slut for him when he wants me to be. You like that I want him to share me with his friends. You like that I swallowed two thick loads of cum today. You like that I have the semen of two men in my stomach right now.”

    Jim’s heart was pounding hard as he said, “Yes, I love it.” He was on the verge of an orgasm. He was too turned on to last. He knew he wasn’t going to make it long enough to make love to his wife. He couldn’t.

    “I told Malik you were listening the whole time. He loved it. He loves that you’re such an eager cuckold.”

    “I am,” Jim admitted. It was the absolute truth. He’d never been so satisfied sexually. He loved being her cuckold.

    “That’s why he said you shouldn’t be able to cum in me tonight. He said I shouldn’t give you a blowjob and I shouldn’t let you in my pussy. He said your cum should end up in the trash,” Audrey said as she slowed the speed of her stroking.

    It was a good thing, too, because Jim would have climaxed if she hadn’t. “Fuck, Audrey,” was all he said.

    “You like that, don’t you? You like that Malik doesn’t want you cumming inside me. You like that he thinks you should cum like a cuckold.”

    Jim felt his cock surge like it never had before. He felt so erect it bordered on painful. He wanted to cum so badly.

    “Please let me cum,” Jim said. He’d been turned on for hours. He needed to get off.

    Audrey grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on her bedside table and resumed stroking Jim’s cock.

    “Of course, my love. Just cum into these tissues. Cum like Malik wants you to. Cum like a cuckold and I’ll throw it right in the trash, where it belongs.”

    Jim felt drunk with desire. His balls were tight against his body. His cock was rock hard in his wife’s hand. Her words, originally from Malik, were like music to his ears.

    He groaned and climaxed into the tissues. His cum disappeared into the soft white material as he nearly lost his balance and toppled over. He rested his hand against the bed to prevent a collapse. As had happened so often in recent weeks, it was an orgasm so powerful it left his mind reeling for a few moments. It was perfect.

    When he’d finished, Audrey kissed his cheek and walked to the bathroom with the tissues in her hand. Just as she’d promised, his cum ended up in the trash.

    Even after his orgasm, it felt delightfully kinky.

    When she returned, all Jim could say was, “Thank you.”

    “Did you really like it?” Audrey asked.

    “I really did.”

    She kissed him softly. “I’m glad. Malik was certain you would, but I was a little nervous, to be honest.”

    Jim kissed his wife and asked, “You don’t mind that I liked it, do you?”

    Audrey smiled. “Anything that makes you happy makes me happy, baby.” She kissed him once more. “Believe me, I absolutely love that you liked it and I think we can have a lot more fun like this.”

    Jim hoped that was the case.
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    Jim was at the sink finishing up the dishes when Audrey wrapped her arms around him. She stood on her toes and kissed his neck before resting her head on his back and squeezing him tight.

    “Dinner was great,” Jim said. “You astound me, Audrey. Your talents are far-reaching, including a few I’ve only just learned about.”

    Audrey laughed and gave his ass a playful swat. She leaned against the counter and looked at him. Her red hair was up in a bun, though it still looked impossibly sexy.

    “So, are you still okay with the stuff that happened the other night?” she asked.

    “You mean after I got home from work?”

    Audrey nodded.

    Jim wondered if she was asking because she was concerned about it or wasn’t feeling entirely okay. He decided to answer honestly. “I can’t stop thinking about it, to be honest. It feels a little weird to be so preoccupied with it, but it was just so hot.”

    Audrey smiled and bit her lower lip. She always managed to make it look so alluring, like all beautiful women somehow took a class in that move.

    “We could do more stuff like that, you know. Malik said he’s had experience with couples where the husbands are more involved.”

    Jim stopped scrubbing for a second. “Involved?”

    “He didn’t go into a ton of detail, to be honest. He just said that most of the time husbands like you tend to get really turned on at the kind of stuff we did the other night. He actually said that was pretty tame, and that he could show me how to really have some fun with you and that he’d be willing to help, too.”

    Jim wondered what that would look like. Would it be more lusty verbal play like the night Audrey was talking about? Would it be more of Jim watching? He’d seen a few videos of cuckold husbands helping out, including giving blowjobs to the black bulls or cleaning up creampies. Did he want to do that?

    “Why don’t you ask him about it?” Jim said. “I mean, that whole day was incredible. Listening to you on the phone and then coming home to that extra bit of verbal play was amazing.” He went back to scrubbing the pot. “Is that something you’d be interested in? I mean, I know it was hot for me, but shouldn’t you be getting something out of it?”

    Audrey played with her long red hair and twisted her hips a little. She almost looked giddy. “Well, to be honest with you, I got really turned on the other night. Something about denying you my pussy and my mouth felt so hot. I got turned on when Malik suggested it, but it was even hotter actually doing it. I don’t really know why, it was just such a rush.”

    “Really?” Jim said. He was genuinely surprised, though he shouldn’t have been. His wife had been enjoying submissive sex with black men since before they’d been married. The fact that she was kinky about something else shouldn’t have been the slightest bit surprising.

    “Yeah. In fact, I’m getting kind of turned on right now, and one of the other things Malik said is that husbands like you should use their mouths a lot more often than they use their cocks. What would you think about using your mouth on my pussy right now?”

    Jim dropped the pot into the water and dried his hands. His cock was hard. He was thankful their son was already asleep.

    “Right here?” he asked.

    “I’d love to, but we should really go to the bedroom,” Audrey said with a smile before she scampered off.

    Jim followed and locked the door behind her. He moved to take his clothes off as Audrey stripped, but she stopped him.

    “Keep your clothes on. This is about my satisfaction, remember?” she said.

    Jim watched as his wife turned around, unbuttoned her jeans, and slowly pulled them off. She made sure to bend over and tease him with her ass. It made his cock ache a little. He already felt a desperate desire to fuck her.

    “Fuck, you’re so beautiful, Audrey.”

    She turned around and smiled before pulling off her shirt, unhooking her bra, and jumping into the bed. She spread her legs and said, “Come here, baby.”

    Jim climbed into the bed and moved between her legs. He saw a small damp spot in the front of the white panties she was wearing.

    “I can see how wet you are,” he said.

    He moved to pull off her panties, but Audrey stopped him. “Not yet,” she said.

    Audrey ran her fingers through Jim’s hair and then pointed to a spot on her inner left thigh. “Kiss me here,” she said.

    Jim softly kissed where she pointed. He kissed again and again. He flicked his tongue over her smooth, alabaster skin. His wife moaned.

    “Now kiss me here,” she said, pointing to the opposite thigh.

    Jim repeated his slow, soft kisses while his erection pressed uncomfortably into the bed. It felt good to be between her legs. He realized he didn’t spend nearly enough time there. He was always so eager to make love to his wife that his tongue didn’t pleasure her pussy all that often.

    “Now kiss me here,” Audrey said as she pointed to the wet spot on her panties.

    Jim pressed his lips against the white cotton and kissed his wife. He felt her wetness against his lips. He applied just a bit of pressure against her clit and she moaned. It felt good to elicit that sort of moan.

    “Take my panties off,” Audrey said.

    Jim pulled off her panties and took his place between his wife’s legs once more. Her pussy looked beautiful. The lips were plump and pink and the little strip of red pubic hair was perfect.

    Then an image of Malik’s cock sliding into her filled his head. For the first time he considered that he was about to lick a pussy that another man fucked with some frequency. He wondered if that’s why he hadn’t given his wife much oral sex over the years. Had he just been avoiding it because he didn’t really like the idea of possibly licking her after someone else had been inside her?

    How things had changed. Now he liked the idea. He loved it, in fact. He found it exceptionally arousing to think about going down on her after Malik had fucked her. He wondered if he’d done it in the past.

    “Your pussy is beautiful,” he said.

    “Yes, it is,” Audrey said as she ran her fingers though Jim’s hair.

    He loved the confidence in her voice. He loved that he was between her legs and thinking about another man fucking her. He loved that he wanted to lick her so badly.

    “May I lick you?” he asked.

    She smiled. It seemed as though she enjoyed it too, especially that he was asking permission to lick her.

    “Yes, you may,” she said.

    Jim felt an unexpected rush of desire as he ran his tongue from the base of Audrey’s pussy and up to her clit. He desperately wanted to taste her.

    “That’s it, baby. Lick my pussy. Make me feel good,” Audrey said. 

    She arched her back and reached down to tightly grab Jim’s hair. She moaned lustily. Her grip felt comforting to him. It felt so good to be in his wife’s grasp.

    Jim couldn’t stop thinking about Malik’s cock sliding in and out of her. He couldn’t stop picturing what he’d seen that night in the hotel. The missionary sex in particular filled his head. He saw his wife’s pussy lips stretching around her black bull’s big cock. He saw Audrey’s alabaster skin against Malik’s dark tone. He heard his wife moaning and begging for more.

    The louder she moaned, the more Jim wished Malik was in their bedroom. The more he wished he was licking her right after Malik had been inside her. His cock was so hard it hurt.

    It didn’t take long for Audrey to grab his hair with both hands and moan in orgasmic delight. “I’m cumming, baby. You’re making me cum,” she said.

    When she’d finished, Jim kissed her thighs once more and then curled up next to his wife. She rolled onto her side and snuggled next to him. He wished he was naked to fully enjoy the feel of her body against his, but there was an unexpected pleasure in remaining clothed and unsatisfied after she’d had her orgasm.

    “Tell Malik I want more, Audrey. I guess I can’t guarantee that everything will be fun and arousing, but it might be and I’m ready to try just about anything.”

    Audrey kissed his neck and reached between his legs. She grasped his hard cock through his jeans and asked, “And you’re okay not cumming tonight?”

    “Absolutely. That only makes the next orgasm better, right?”

    Audrey squeezed his cock and said, “Absolutely.”

    
      

    

    “Jim, baby, would you mind helping me?” Audrey called out from the bedroom.

    Jim hopped to his feet and excitedly walked down the hallway. Audrey was seeing Malik tonight and he was willing to do anything to help.

    “What can I do?” he asked upon entering the spacious master bathroom.

    Audrey had a towel wrapped around her waist and another over her hair. She’d just finished her shower.

    “Malik says that a good cuckold husband always helps his wife get ready for a visit with her bull, that he takes pride in ensuring she looks as good as possible for the man in her life that meets her sexual needs,” Audrey explained as she unwrapped the towel around her body and let it fall to the floor. “And my pussy needs to be shaved, and as my cuckold husband you need to be the one to do it, don’t you think?”

    Jim felt a little weak in the knees, though it was from pure arousal. His cock was stiff in an instant.

    “I agree,” he said.

    Jim reached for the razor and the can of shaving cream on the counter and sprayed a little of it in his hand before dropping to his knees in front of his wife.

    “Remember to leave a nice little strip above my pussy. Just like Malik likes it.”

    As Jim delicately moved the razor over his wife’s skin, he tried to contain his excitement. He couldn’t believe in just a few days she’d jumped into taking things a little further. He loved how much she cared for him and how much she clearly wanted him to explore his desires.

    “That’s good, baby. Make my pussy nice and pretty for Malik.”

    Either she was a natural or she’d practiced how to talk to him. It was a mixture of encouragement and very subtle, simple, almost kind domination.

    “Does it feel good to help prepare me for another man, baby?” she asked.

    Jim looked up at her. He felt a little vulnerable along with being intensely aroused. “It feels better than good, honey. It’s incredible.”

    He used the razor to carefully shave away the rest of her red pubic hair, leaving Audrey’s pussy smooth except for the customary strip.

    She handed him a wet wash rag and said, “Here. Wipe away the rest of the shaving cream so I can see if my pussy looks pretty for Malik.”

    Jim did as he was told and Audrey spread her legs and leaned over to look down. “It’s beautiful, Jim. He’s going to love it.”

    Jim stood up and Audrey pulled him close for a soft kiss. “Were you thinking about him fucking me while you were down there?” she whispered. Her fingers grasped his hard cock. “Were you thinking about Malik’s big black cock in your wife’s tight, white pussy?”

    Jim’s voice quivered as he said, “Yes, I was.”

    “Good. I was thinking about that too. I’m always thinking about Malik’s big black cock,” Audrey said as she reached between her legs and pushed two fingers into her pussy. “I’m already wet for him, baby.”

    She pulled her fingers out and showed them to Jim. “See?”

    He looked at them and said, “May I taste you?”

    Audrey answered by pressing her fingers into his mouth. He sucked on them as they stared into each other’s eyes. “Malik’s right. You’re going to be such a good cuckold,” she said.

    “Thank you,” Jim whispered as she pulled her fingers from his mouth.

    Audrey smiled. She plugged in her hair dryer and turned to Jim. “Malik says a good cuckold picks the lingerie his wife is going to get fucked in. Do you want to pick out a lingerie set for Malik to fuck me in, baby?” she asked.

    “I’d love that,” Jim said.

    “Good. You know where I keep my lingerie. Remember, Malik likes me to look like the classy suburban housewife that I am. Nothing too slutty,” she added.

    The hair dryer turned on as Jim left the bathroom and moved into the closet. He loved the way Audrey had put it, that he was picking out lingerie for her to get fucked in. 

    Over the years, Audrey had amassed a rather large selection of sexy underwear to wear for both Jim and her bulls. He enjoyed buying her new things too. She loved to put on something new for her husband and seduce him into a beautiful night of lovemaking. This was different, though. Jim knew how she had sex with her bulls and it was definitely not lovemaking.

    Jim savored the opportunity to look through her underthings and imagine Malik fucking her in all of them. He ran his fingers over the soft material and tried his best to remember what his wife looked like in each.

    Because she would be wearing it underneath her dress, he settled on a black lace bodysuit that showed off a great deal of cleavage and featured a simple snap at the crotch to give Malik easy access to her pussy. He pulled out a pair of elegant black lace top stockings to go with it and carefully laid it all out on the bed.

    He’d taken so much time that Audrey was sitting at her makeup table and had nearly finished. She almost always went with a simple look because her skin was typically without blemishes and didn’t need much in the way of makeup.

    “That’s a lovely choice, baby. Malik will love it,” Audrey said as she looked at him in the mirror. “Did it make you happy to choose a piece of lingerie for your wife to get fucked in?”

    Jim continued to be enchanted by the language she used. Malik must have coached her. Every word seemed carefully chosen to maximize his arousal and push him a little deeper into the cuckold experience.

    “I really did,” he said.

    A few moments later, Audrey put the finishing touches on her makeup and stood up. She walked towards Jim and gestured for him to sit in the bed. She pushed his legs open and stepped between them.

    “I’m going to get dressed now and then I’m going to leave for the city. I’m going to give my body to another man while you wait at home like a good cuckold husband,” Audrey said as she pulled Jim towards her.

    “These breasts are his to enjoy tonight, but you may kiss them right now,” she said.

    Jim kissed her breasts softly. He knew it wasn’t his place to suck on them or try and arouse her.

    She stepped back and bent over. “These lips are going to be wrapped around his cock tonight. This tongue is going to be covered in his cum tonight.” She pulled his lips to hers for a kiss where her tongue gently invaded his mouth before retreating.

    Audrey stepped back once more and traced her fingers over her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs. “This pussy is his to fuck tonight. It’s his to enjoy tonight. It belongs to him tonight. It won’t be yours to enjoy, even when I come home, though he may permit you to lick me. Would you like that, baby?”

    Jim looked up from her pussy and nodded.

    “I thought you might. I bet he’ll be willing to let you lick my pussy, or his pussy, I suppose.”

    Her words made Jim’s dick throb. Tonight, her pussy was Malik’s pussy. He was enjoying this entry into the deeper end of being a cuckold husband.

    Jim watched his wife pull on the stockings and bodysuit he’d chosen. She looked breathtaking. She chose a simple, classy black dress and pair of black pumps from her closet and in just a few minutes she was ready to leave.

    Jim stood as she approached one more time. “I want you to think about me while I’m gone, Jim, but I don’t want you to masturbate. I want you to be disciplined. I want you to think about Malik’s cock inside me. I want you to think about him making me cum. I want you to think about me begging for his big black cock. Will you do that for me?”

    “I will,” he answered.

    “I’ll see you when I get home,” Audrey said before giving him a peck on the cheek, picking up her purse, and leaving.

  
    BBC Slut in Suburbia - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Undress me,” Audrey said.

    Jim helped her out of the dress she’d worn for Malik. He delicately pulled down her panties and unhooked her bra.

    “Were you good while I was gone?” she asked. “Did you refrain from touching yourself?”

    Jim nodded. He wanted to masturbate while Audrey was fucking Malik, but he knew it would be far more exciting to wait until she got home. Plus, he didn’t want to disappoint her.

    “Did you think about me while I was gone? Did you imagine Malik’s big cock in my tight married pussy? Did you imagine him stretching me out?” Audrey asked as she ran her fingers over Jim’s crotch.

    “Yes, I did,” he admitted. “I had trouble thinking about anything else.”

    She leaned close and kissed his neck. Her lips were soft and delicate against his skin. “Good,” Audrey whispered. “That’s how it should be. A cuckold should be obsessed with his wife’s pussy and the man that’s fucking her.”

    Jim was. It was a relatively new experience for him, but he was unquestionably obsessed with his wife’s pussy and with the way Malik’s cock made her feel.

    “He used me tonight. He used me especially hard. He knew I was coming home to you. He knew I was bringing my body back to my cuckold husband. He knew you would want to know that I was a slut for him,” Audrey said.

    Jim’s cock was already rock hard. He couldn’t resist the allure of going deeper down into the rabbit hole of cuckolding. He wanted it desperately. He knew it was potentially dangerous, but he didn’t care.

    “I want you to kiss me everywhere his cock has been tonight. Would you do that for me, baby?” Audrey asked.

    Her voice was alluring and seductive. He couldn’t have resisted if he’d wanted to.

    “Yes. Nothing would make me happier,” Jim admitted. It felt strange to say so, but it was true. His mind was awash in arousal. Part of him knew it was crazy to be taking this leap, to go even deeper into cuckolding, but he wanted it.

    Audrey lifted her fingers to his mouth. “Kiss them. Kiss the fingers that stroked Malik’s cock. Kiss the fingers that gave another man pleasure tonight.”

    Jim kissed his wife’s fingers. He kissed them all over. She lifted her other hand to his mouth and he kissed that too. He thought about Malik’s size and how Audrey could easily wrap both hands around him to stroke, and how she absolutely couldn’t do that with his cock.

    Audrey stepped closer. He could feel the warmth of her breath on his skin. “Kiss my lips, baby. Kiss the lips that were wrapped around Malik’s big black cock. Kiss the lips that offered him pleasure.”

    They kissed softly. Jim imagined his wife sucking her black bull’s dick. He imagined her lips moving up and down the dark shaft. He couldn’t help but moan.

    “Taste my tongue, baby. Taste the tongue that pleasured his cock. Taste the tongue that licked his balls. Taste the tongue that licked his ass.”

    Audrey kissed him again. This time she pushed her tongue into Jim’s mouth. He tasted it. He sucked on it. She moaned in delight as he did.

    “Sit on the edge of the bed,” Audrey whispered.

    Jim stepped back and sat as she instructed. His wife stepped closer. Her hand found the back of his head.

    “Kiss my breasts, baby. Kiss the breasts that he fucked with his big black cock. Kiss the breasts that gave my bull’s dick the pleasure it craved.”

    Jim kissed his wife’s perky, milky white breasts. He imagined Audrey on her knees with Malik’s big black dick between her tits. He imagined Audrey working hard to make her bull feel good.

    “On your knees, baby,” Audrey said as she stepped back.

    Jim looked up at her as he fell to his knees.

    Audrey stepped closer and rested her hand on the top of Jim’s head. She looked down at him. Her face was soft and sweet.

    “Kiss my pussy. Kiss the pussy that Malik fucked tonight. Kiss the pussy that he satisfied with his big black cock. Kiss the pussy that he pounded so hard.”

    Jim leaned forward and kissed his wife’s pussy. He kissed the pussy that he’d shaved earlier that night. He kissed her pussy eagerly.

    Audrey stepped back and smiled. When she turned around, Jim was shocked. She bent over a little and said, “Kiss my ass. Kiss the ass that Malik fucked tonight. Kiss the ass that satisfied his big black cock. Kiss the ass that he stretched out.”

    Jim’s cock ached for release as he leaned forward and kissed his wife’s ass. He couldn’t believe she’d had anal sex with Malik, though it really shouldn’t have been surprising. She did anything her black bull wanted. It’s what satisfied her. Giving herself to him, submitting to him, is what thrilled Audrey above everything else.

    When she reached back and gently spread her ass cheeks, Jim did what he knew was expected of him. He kissed her asshole. He kissed the asshole that another man had fucked that night. He kissed the asshole that he’d never fucked.

    Audrey turned around and offered her hand. Jim took it and stood up. She kissed him. It was a passionate kiss. It was full of eager desire. She unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She stroked him with her exceptionally skilled fingers.

    “I love you, Jim,” she whispered.

    “I love you too, Audrey. More than you’ll ever know.”

    She smiled and helped Jim take off the rest of his clothes. They climbed into bed and Audrey pressed her body against his as her hand moved between his legs once more.

    They kissed again. Audrey’s tongue moved eagerly into Jim’s mouth. She moaned as his cock throbbed in her hand.

    Jim wanted to enjoy the pleasure of her hand forever. He wanted to lie there and think about Malik’s cock fucking her while she jerked him off.

    When he opened his eyes, Audrey was looking at him.

    “What is it?” Jim asked.

    Audrey’s fingers released his cock and moved over his balls. She teased him expertly.

    “I have a question for you,” Audrey said.

    Audrey rubbed her fingers up and down his shaft. It felt surprisingly good when she played with the head of his cock.

    “Now that you’re a cuckold, how would you feel about Malik cumming inside me?”

    An involuntary moan escaped Jim’s mouth. His hips subtly thrust upwards, like he was trying to fuck Audrey’s hand.

    “As you know, the one rule I’ve always had is that my bulls aren’t allowed to cum inside me. That was always for my husband. But things have changed. You’re my cuckold now, and Malik and I both agree that it makes sense for him to start cumming inside me. What do you think?”

    “I’d like that very much,” Jim said.

    It made sense to him too. As he’d dove deeper into cuckolding over the past few months it was impossible to avoid content about creampies. Jim was fascinated with it. He was aroused by it. He wanted Malik to cum in his wife.

    “Really?” Audrey asked. Jim could hear the excitement in her voice. It made him smile.

    Audrey wrapped her fingers around his cock once more. The leaking precum provided plenty of lube and she stroked him swiftly. He moaned as the sound of a handjob filled the room.

    Audrey leaned closer. She kissed him. Her voice was a low, lusty whisper as she said, “I can’t wait to have his cum inside me. You have no idea how long I’ve been wanted this. You have no idea how badly I want to feel Malik’s big black cock fill me with his seed. You have no idea how badly I want it leaking out of me.”

    That was enough to make Jim cum. It was his wife’s lust for her black bull’s semen that did it. It was incredible.

    “I’m cumming!” Jim cried out as he unleashed his orgasm. 

    Audrey kissed him as the thrilling spasms of his climax left Jim lightheaded and utterly satisfied.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “My pleasure,” Audrey said. “I love you.”

    “I love you too.”

    Jim couldn’t have loved his wife more.

    
      

    

    “Where’s Audrey?” Brian asked.

    They were setting up for another barbecue. Jim and Audrey had the biggest yard on the block, and having a pool meant that they tended to be the default gathering spot.

    “She got her hair and nails done this morning and I guess it went a little late. She was going to run by the store and pick up a few things, too. She should be here soon, though.”

    It was true, but it wasn’t the whole story. Audrey had gotten her hair and nails done and she was going to the store, but she had another stop to make too.

    She was fucking Malik. He’d texted her that morning to say that he was going to be nearby doing a little work and if she wanted to meet up for a quickie.

    Audrey couldn’t say no. Even if it meant fucking Malik in his car, she wanted it.

    Jim was thrilled beyond belief. He loved that his wife was going to mingle with their neighbors less than an hour after having someone else’s cock inside her.

    She showed up half an hour after the festivities had begun and beckoned Jim inside. “Honey, would you mind helping me?”

    “Would you man the grill for me?” Jim asked Brian as he handed him the tongs.

    “Absolutely. Go greet that beautiful wife of yours,” Brian said.

    Jim loved that his neighbor was so obviously jealous of Audrey’s exceptional beauty. He probably wouldn’t have been jealous if he knew about the reality of their relationship, though. Jim knew most men wouldn’t be so eager to be cuckolded.

    Jim tried his best to look normal as he rushed inside. He was excited beyond words, though. There was a real danger he was going to get hard in front of everyone.

    When he got inside, Audrey greeted him with an eager, passionate kiss. Her lips were soft and moist and her tongue was active in his mouth.

    Jim couldn’t help but get hard. Audrey looked down and saw his erection. She smiled and pulled him into the roomy bathroom on the main floor of the house. She shut the door behind her and turned around.

    “Malik’s cum is inside me,” she said. There was a giddy smile on her face. “It’s a huge load, too. I can feel it dripping out of me. I just came on his cock and I’m already turned on again. I swear, if he was here I’d demand he fuck me again.”

    It was the first time Malik had cum inside her. That’s why Audrey had gone to him so eagerly. She wanted it. She couldn’t wait for a better situation. She wanted Malik’s cum in her pussy.

    Jim’s cock was so hard it hurt.

    “That’s incredible,” he said. He felt so many things at once, he could barely process it all. More than anything, he was horny as hell. He loved that his wife actually had another man’s cum dripping out of her. He loved that he was no longer the only man with permission to do that.

    “Can I see it?” Jim asked.

    Audrey lifted the hem of her beautiful sundress and pulled down her panties a little.

    Jim stepped closer and saw a mess of cum in her underwear. It was astonishing how much Malik had cum.

    “It’s been leaking out of me for the last hour,” Audrey said. “I almost masturbated in the grocery store parking lot.”

    Jim impulsively reached out and slipped his hand into her panties. He rubbed a finger along her pussy and into Malik’s cum. He found her clit and rubbed it in circles.

    He pressed his lips against Audrey’s and kissed her as she moaned into his mouth.

    Jim wanted to make his wife cum. He wanted her to cum with Malik’s semen dripping from her pussy. He wanted to use another man’s load as lubrication for her pleasure.

    “God, Jim, you’re going to make me cum,” Audrey whispered. “Fuck, that feels so good. I can’t believe how good that feels.”

    Jim could see her thighs quivering. It felt good to give her pleasure like that, even if he knew it was largely fueled by the fact that she’d fucked Malik an hour ago.

    Just a few seconds later, Audrey climaxed. Jim kissed her again, mostly to ensure she didn’t scream loud enough for their guests to hear.

    Jim pulled his hand from her panties and moved to the sink to wash the cum off.

    Audrey surprised him by grasping his cock through his pants. He looked in the mirror and saw a naughty look on her face.

    She unzipped his pants and stroked him. He groaned and looked in her eyes. The connection was incredible.

    “Cum in the sink. Cum in the sink and wash it down the drain,” Audrey said as she jerked him off.

    “Cum in the sink like a cuckold should. Wash your cum down the drain while Malik’s cum drips out of my pussy.”

    It was the idea of cumming like a cuckold should that made Jim climax. He loved that Audrey was so naughty. He loved that her bull’s semen was inside her and making a mess in her panties and that his would be washed away down the drain, just like she said.

    Just as he climaxed Audrey’s free hand covered his mouth. She kept him quiet as a powerful climax rushed through his body and his cum spilled into the sink.

    When he was finished, Audrey turned on the hot water and they both watched his semen swirl around the white porcelain and disappear.

    “Just as it should be,” she said.

    Jim smiled. Even after an orgasm he found a little cuckold dirty talk to be thrilling.

    They washed and dried their hands as Jim’s erection softened. When they were finally ready to return to the party, Audrey paused in front of the bathroom door.

    “It was better than I thought it would be,” she said.

    “What was?” Jim asked.

    “Having him cum inside me. It was so much better than I thought it would be. I came so much harder just knowing that he was going to fill me with his cum. I came so much harder thinking about how much you were going to enjoy it. I can’t wait to do it again.”

    Jim smiled. As they left the bathroom and joined their friends and neighbors in the backyard, he thought about the fact that his wife had another man’s cum in her panties and pussy. It was leaking out of her. It was making a mess. It was from her black bull.

    Jim thought about how she’d just washed his cum down the sink. How she’d given him a quick and dirty handjob and washed away the evidence while her bull’s cum was still leaking out of her.

    He couldn’t wait for her to do it again either. He couldn’t wait to see what sort of cuckolding surprises awaited him in the near future.

  
    BBC Slut in Suburbia - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Is it really that much different?” Jim asked.

    Audrey smiled. She snuggled closer to her husband on the couch.

    “It is. It’s better. I’m not sure I could really explain it, though. It’s just so much hotter knowing that he’s going to cum inside me.” She rubbed his thigh and moved towards his crotch. “I’m accepting his seed inside me. For some reason, that really turns me on. Plus, and I think you probably understand this too, I like that it’s not my husband cumming inside me.”

    Jim understood. It had been three weeks since Malik had cum inside Audrey for the first time and she’d seen him more than usual since then. It was like she couldn’t resist. Something about having her bull’s cum inside her after all these years had supercharged the sex they had together.

    It had supercharged things for Jim, too. Every time Audrey got dressed to see Malik, Jim couldn’t help but watch with an erection. Part of it was that she was going to fuck someone else. A bigger part of it was that she was going to come home with someone else’s semen inside her. He couldn’t really explain it either. He just loved it.

    Audrey’s hand moved between Jim’s legs. She caressed his hard cock under the blanket that covered both of them.

    “His cum is still inside me, you know. I can still feel it leaking out of me.”

    Jim groaned quietly as she rubbed his cock. Their son had fallen asleep hours ago, but he didn’t want to risk waking him up.

    “It turns me on, baby. I can’t stop thinking about him. I can’t stop thinking about how good it felt to have him inside me, how good it felt when he finally filled me with a massive load of cum.”

    Jim threw aside the blanket and stood up. “Come on.” He held out his hand.

    A giddy smile crossed Audrey’s face as she took her husband’s hand and stood up. They scampered down the hallway like they were college kids eager to hook up for the first time.

    “Can I see?” Jim said as he locked the bedroom door behind him.

    Audrey jumped into the bed and turned to face her husband. She smiled at him and bit her lower lip.

    “What do you want to see, baby?” she asked.

    Jim walked towards the bed. Audrey spread her legs, letting the bottom of her dress ride up and showing off the wet spot in her pink satin panties.

    “I want to see your pussy,” Jim said as he unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. He kicked them aside and dropped his underwear next. His cock was stiff and already there was a drop of precum at the tip.

    Audrey ran her fingers over the soft, wet satin that covered her pussy. “You want to see this?” she asked. Teasing him clearly delighted her.

    Jim nodded as he slowly stroked his cock.

    “You know that there’s another man’s cum inside me. You might not like what you see,” she said. Again she smiled.

    Jim stood at the edge of the bed. “Please, Audrey. Let me see it.”

    Though Malik had cum inside his wife numerous times over the past three weeks, Jim hadn’t gotten to enjoy the evidence of it as much as he’d wanted. Often she stayed with her bull long enough for it to drip out of her, or she showered before coming home.

    Jim had started to wonder if it was on purpose. Was she denying him what he wanted to build his desire? Was she trying to drive him crazy?

    Audrey slipped her fingers under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down just a little. “I suppose a cuckold should see what another man has done to his wife’s pussy,” she said.

    Jim’s cock jumped. He loved it when she called him a cuckold. He couldn’t get enough of that part of their sex life, which had increased considerably in the last few months.

    “Is that what you want, Jim? Do you want to see what Malik did to your wife’s pussy?” Audrey asked with a lusty lilt to her voice.

    Jim nodded as he slowly stroked his cock. Audrey pulled down her panties. Her pussy was a wet, sticky mess. It had been a few hours since Malik had fucked her, so there weren’t thick globs of cum, but it was still breathtakingly beautiful.

    Jim’s cock surged in his hand. He felt a wonderful tingling in his balls. It was something he’d become accustomed to in the past few weeks. It was the purest form of pleasure.

    “It’s beautiful,” he said as he stared. He felt a genuine sense of awe.

    “I know,” Audrey said as she ran her fingers through the wet mess between her legs and rubbed her clit. She patted the bed next to her.

    Jim climbed into bed and laid next to his wife. They shared a long, slow kiss as they masturbated together.

    “You love that he’s cumming inside me now, don’t you?” Audrey asked.

    “More than you could ever know,” Jim said.

    Audrey smiled and kissed him again. “Oh, I know, baby. Believe me, I know. I might like it even more than you do.”

    She closed her eyes and moaned. Jim knew his wife was imagining Malik cumming inside her. 

    “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” he asked. “You’re thinking about Malik cumming inside you.”

    Audrey moaned. “Fuck, yes, I am.” She moaned loudly and then her hips pushed into the air. She cried out. An orgasm ripped through her.

    A smile slowly crept across her face. It was a look of pure satisfaction that Jim had grown quite fond of. He continued to stroke his cock.

    When Audrey pulled her fingers from her pussy they were slick and sticky. There was a thick, slippery coating on them. Much to Jim’s surprise and delight, Audrey sucked her fingers clean. She licked the mixture of her bull’s cum and her own juices off of them. She smiled again.

    “You’re incredible,” Jim said.

    Audrey smiled and rolled onto her side. She pressed her lithe naked body against Jim’s. “Yes, I am,” she whispered.

    Audrey gently pushed Jim’s fingers aside so she could take over. She stroked him as he closed his eyes and enjoyed the first rush of pleasure.

    “Do you want to kiss your incredible wife, Jim?” Audrey asked.

    He turned his head and looked at her. He nodded.

    Audrey pressed her lips against his. They kissed slowly and sensually. When her tongue gently slid into his mouth he was struck by the salty taste he expected. He was too turned on to find it gross. It was pure pleasure. He knew he was tasting a little of Malik’s cum and it thrilled him.

    “Malik said you would like that,” Audrey said as she stroked him faster. “He said every cuckold likes a little taste.”

    “He was right,” Jim admitted. He saw no purpose in denying it. Audrey had never made him feel embarrassed for his desires. She’d only ever made him feel loved.

    “Is there anything else he said I’d like?” Jim asked.

    “You’re such a naughty boy,” Audrey said as she released his cock. 

    Her fingers moved between her legs and into her pussy. They emerged covered in the same thick, slippery coating of juice. Audrey looked at Jim for a second, smiled, and then wrapped her fingers around his erection.

    She stroked him swiftly. She was jerking him off and using Malik’s cum as lubricant.

    Audrey leaned closer and kissed her husband. Her lips moved over his lips, to his neck, and against the soft skin of his ear lobe before she whispered, “He said you’d like this. He said you’d love having his cum all over your little cuckold cock.”

    Jim groaned. He knew his cock was small compared to Malik’s. He couldn’t help but find the comparison arousing.

    “Do you like it, baby? Do you like that Malik’s cum is all over your cock? Do you like that he pumped his load inside me and I’m using it as lube for a handjob?”

    Jim nodded furiously. His eyes were closed. He was concentrating on the intense pleasure between his legs. The handjob felt good, but it was the cuckold play that made it truly thrilling.

    “Can I make love to you?” he asked. He wanted to be inside her. He wanted to kiss his wife, thrust into her messy pussy, and add his cum. He wanted it so badly.

    “No, baby. You can’t,” Audrey said.

    “Why?” Jim asked. He was genuinely confused.

    “Because Malik says he doesn’t want you inside me on a day when he’s enjoyed my pussy,” Audrey said. “He says a cuckold’s cock shouldn’t be allowed unfettered access to his wife’s pussy, that he should only fuck her when her bull says it’s okay.”

    Jim wasn’t sure if it was because he was so turned on, but the notion thrilled him.

    “You don’t mind, do you baby? You don’t mind that Malik gets exclusive access to my pussy sometimes, do you?” Audrey asked as she worked the head of Jim’s cock with her fingers.

    Jim turned his head and smiled. “I don’t mind at all,” he said.

    Audrey kissed him. She moaned into his mouth. It sounded like she was immensely aroused at his willingness to go along with Malik’s suggested rule.

    “God, I can’t believe how much that turns me on,” Audrey said. It sounded like she was surprised at her desire. “I think I like cuckolding you even more than I realized.”

    That was the thing that put Jim over the top. It felt like a shift. A subtle one, but a shift. It felt like Audrey was coming around to doing more than fucking her black bull. It felt like she was coming around to involving Jim even more, and to playing with him in inventive and naughty ways.

    “Fuck, Audrey, I love you,” Jim blurted out as he climaxed. His cum spurted into the air and onto his stomach. The orgasm was incredible and it left him feeling spent in the most pleasing way possible, like all his energy had left with his ejaculation.

    “I love you too,” Audrey said as she kissed his cheek and gently ran her fingers through the cum on his stomach before cleaning it. “I love you so much.”
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    “Are you sure about this?” Audrey asked.

    She was as radiant as ever in a short pink sundress and white high heels. They were standing outside of Malik’s apartment. They were about to take big step in their cuckolding journey.

    “I am,” he answered.

    Audrey didn’t seem to believe him. “Are you really sure, Jim? This isn’t just watching. This is giving Malik a little more control. This is you submitting, at least in a small way. He’s not going to make you do anything crazy, but once we go in there, I think he’s going to expect that you do what he says.”

    Jim wanted to take this step. So far, everything Malik had suggested had thrilled Jim and he wanted more. He wanted to go further.

    It didn’t feel risky. Audrey had been with Malik for years. She trusted him implicitly and given how smart, savvy, and experienced she was with this sort of thing, Jim trusted him too.

    “I’m really sure, Audrey,” Jim said as he pulled his wife into his arms. “I know this is going to be different and I’m sure it will be a little scary, but I want this.”

    Audrey smiled and kissed him. It was a far lustier kiss than he expected and she didn’t relent until he had a full erection. Her giddy look when she pulled away confirmed to him that it was on purpose. She wanted him to have a boner when they talked into Malik’s apartment.

    Just a few minutes later they were standing at Malik’s door. He answered Audrey’s knock and quickly glanced at Jim’s obvious erection before stepping aside and welcoming them into his apartment.

    “Take your clothes off, cuckold,” he said before pulling Audrey into his arms and kissing her with a kind of deep, animalistic passion.

    Jim watched his wife kiss her black bull as he stripped. He’d told himself he was going to do as Malik instructed. There was no point in being there if he was going to hold back.

    Soon his clothes were folded and on the floor near the door. His cock was hard and his wife was still kissing her black bull.

    “Undress your wife for me, cuckold,” Malik demanded.

    Jim stepped closer and unzipped Audrey’s dress. As it fell to the floor she held her bull’s gaze. She didn’t look towards Jim. She barely acknowledged that he was there. It thrilled him.

    Jim deftly unhooked the white lace bra she was wearing and kneeled to pull down her white lace panties.

    “Stay on your knees, cuckold,” Malik said when Jim moved to stand up.

    He did as he was told. His heart was pounding and his cock was throbbing without being touched.

    Audrey and Malik kissed as Jim waited on his knees. He watched her bull’s strong black hands move over her lower back and squeeze her bare ass. He listened to his wife moan into another man’s mouth.

    “Kiss her ass, cuckold,” Malik said.

    Jim leaned forward and kissed Audrey’s smooth, milky white ass cheeks. It felt like a simple, beautiful act of submission. She was busy kissing another man and he was kissing her ass.

    Malik took Audrey’s hand and led her towards the bedroom. A few moments later he called out and said, “Follow, cuckold.”

    Jim stood and scampered after his wife and her bull. He liked the sense of being under someone else’s control. He liked that Malik was guiding this experience and that he didn’t have to think about anything other than enjoying his cuckolding.

    Audrey was facing Jim when he walked into the bedroom. Malik was standing behind her. His hands moved over her stomach and breasts.

    “Your wife is mine tonight, cuckold. She’s mine because I fuck her better than you do. She’s mine because I satisfy her in ways you can’t. She’s mine because I give her something you can’t give her,” Malik said as he grasped Audrey’s perky breasts and pulled on her nipples. “Isn’t that right, slut?”

    Audrey looked at her husband and nodded. “I’m his, Jim. I’m his because I need what he gives me. I need it more than you can ever know, more than I could ever explain. I need it from him because you can’t give it to me.”

    Jim felt a delightful sense of lightheadedness as her words sunk in and Malik’s fingers moved between his wife’s legs and into her pussy.

    She closed her eyes and moaned. Her knees buckled. One simple touch from her bull was enough to make Audrey weak with lust.

    Malik spun her around and pushed on her shoulders. Audrey fell to her knees and looked up at him. “Your cuckold wants to see you suck my cock, slut. Give him what he wants.”

    Audrey freed Malik’s cock from his pants and wrapped her soft pink lips around it. Jim watched from behind. He saw his wife’s head moving in front of her bull. He saw her hair swaying from side to side.

    “A cuckold belongs on his knees,” Malik said as he pointed to the floor next to Audrey.

    Jim fell to his knees as directed by Malik. The view from that close was incredible. He saw his wife’s lips stretched wide around her bull’s cock. He heard the wetness of her blowjob. He saw how she held eye contact with the man standing in front of her. He saw how badly she wanted to pleasure him.

    Malik grabbed a handful of Audrey’s red hair and pulled her head back. His cock slipped from her mouth, leaving a trail of saliva from her lips to her chin and down to her breasts.

    “Kiss your cuckold,” Malik said.

    Audrey turned to Jim, wrapped her fingers around the back of his neck, and pulled him to her lips. There was no hesitation. She wasn’t going to refuse Malik. She didn’t seem to care what Jim wanted.

    Her slippery lips pressed against his and her tongue pushed aggressively into his mouth. Jim wondered if the slight difference in taste was Malik’s cock. The very idea of it was enough to make his balls tighten and tingle with lusty delight.

    Malik pulled Audrey away by her hair and shoved his cock back into her mouth. He fucked her face, causing her to gag and spit up repeatedly. To Jim, it looked like she wasn’t really enjoying herself. She couldn’t help but play with her pussy, though, so Audrey must have found pleasure in it. That, in turn, turned Jim on. He loved that his wife was willingly submitting her mouth and throat to an aggressive fucking from her bull simply because she wanted to please him.

    “Are you ready to get fucked, slut?” Malik asked.

    Audrey looked up at him with the purest form of lust Jim had ever seen. “Please, fuck me, sir. Please give me your cock. Please give me what I need. Please give my little white pussy the stretching it needs.”

    This wasn’t the first time he’d witnessed his wife’s lusty desires for her black bull, but Jim still couldn’t believe how desperate she seemed. Now, though, it turned him on more than ever.

    “I want you to show your cuckold how you fuck yourself on my cock. Show him how you get what your pussy needs when you get on top,” Malik said as he pulled off his shirt and got on his back in the bed.

    “Face him,” Malik said as Audrey climbed into the bed.

    She spun around and quickly impaled her pussy in reverse cowgirl. Malik’s big black dick was balls deep inside her in no time.

    Malik put his hands at his sides and simply laid there as Audrey did the work. She bounced up and down on her bull’s big black dick as Jim watched from the floor. He had a perfect view and couldn’t help but stare at his wife’s pussy as it stretched so beautifully around her bull’s massive dick.

    “Does your cuckold’s little dick make you feel like this?” Malik asked.

    Audrey looked into Jim’s eyes and said, “No. It never has. It never will. He’s not capable of making me feel like this.”

    The sound of Audrey’s pussy slamming down onto Malik’s big black cock mixed with her words to create a decidedly dirty, thrilling effect for Jim. His cock dripped precum onto the floor beneath him as he stared.

    “Why doesn’t your cuckold make you feel like this?” Malik asked.

    Again Audrey looked at her husband. She held his gaze. Between moans she said, “Because he’s too small. Because he can’t last long enough. Because he can’t fuck me like you can.” She smiled and rode Malik harder. “Because he’s a fucking cuckold.”

    Jim nearly doubled over at the last sentence. Audrey delivered it with a kind of viciousness that he’d never heard from her. He couldn’t believe how much it turned him on.

    “That’s right. He’s a cuckold, and a woman like you needs more than a man like him can offer. Don’t forget that, cuckold,” Malik called out.

    Audrey rode her bull aggressively. She bounced hard on his cock. She worked him with her pussy. She stared at Jim the entire time. He couldn’t look away, either.

    Malik lifted Audrey off his cock and said, “Feed him your cunt, slut. Feed your cuckold.”

    Audrey quickly slid to the edge of the bed and grabbed Jim’s head. She roughly pulled him between her legs and rubbed her slippery pussy on his face.

    “Eat it, cuckold,” she said in an aggressive tone that Jim found intoxicatingly sexy.

    He did as ordered by Audrey and her bull. He ate her pussy. He licked her feverishly. He knew his task wasn’t to make her cum. It was to taste Malik’s cock inside her. It was to lick her after another man had fucked her.

    Jim embraced it. He embraced his place as her cuckold. He welcomed the arousal brought on by such a beautiful sense of humiliation. He was eating her pussy seconds after someone else had been inside her. He absolutely loved it.

    “On your back, slut,” Malik ordered.

    Audrey let go of Jim’s head and quickly moved to her back. She spread her legs. She looked at her bull’s big, bouncing black cock with wild lust in her eyes. She needed it inside her.

    Malik took his place between her legs, rubbed the head of his thick cock over her pussy lips, and looked at Jim.

    “Tell me what you want, cuckold,” he said.

    “I want you to fuck my wife,” Jim answered immediately.

    Malik smiled. “You hear that, slut. Your husband wants me to fuck you.”

    Audrey turned to Jim and offered a lusty look. “My husband knows what I need. He knows that he can’t give me what I need. He knows that only you can give me what I truly need from a man.”

    Jim took her words as he believed she intended: As pure fuel for his arousal. There was truth in them, of course. His wife needed to get fucked by her black bull. She had always needed it. Every black bull she’d had throughout the years had given her something that Jim couldn’t provide. Now he was getting to witness that.

    Malik slipped his cock into Audrey’s pussy and leaned down. He kissed her as his dick bottomed out inside her.

    Audrey wrapped her arms and legs around Malik. She held him tightly against her body. They melded together as they had hard, loud missionary sex.

    From the side, Jim couldn’t see his wife’s pussy being penetrated, so he watched Audrey’s face instead. Her eyes were closed and she wore a constant look of pure, primal pleasure as Malik fucked her.

    Each thrust elicited a quick, lusty moan from Audrey. Over time, they got a little louder as she moved closer to orgasm. It was a beautiful symphony to Jim. It was the sound of his cuckolding in its purest form.

    Before long, Audrey had her climax. What surprised Jim was that Malik was ready to cum soon after.

    He pounded Audrey’s pussy through her orgasm. She told him to keep fucking her. She needed him to keep fucking her.

    “You want me to cum in your wife’s pussy, cuckold?” Malik said.

    “Yes, please,” Jim answered immediately. “Please cum in my wife’s pussy.”

    Malik smiled and fucked Audrey harder. She wrapped her legs around him. “Cum inside me, Malik. Please, give me your cum. Give me your load. Fill me with your cum. Please, please, please, give it to me!”

    Jim knew the desire in her voice was real. He knew how much his wife loved having her black bull’s cum inside her.

    It wasn’t long before Malik climaxed inside Audrey. Her hands moved over her bull’s strong body as he filled her pussy with his seed just like she wanted.

    When Malik pulled out, he turned to Jim and said, “Get between her legs, cuckold.”

    Jim scrambled into the bed and moved between his wife’s legs. Malik’s cum had just begun to leak out of her.

    Audrey looked down at her husband and smiled. “How does it look, baby?” Her voice was full of the same sweetness he was used to.

    It was the first time Jim had seen her pussy so soon after Malik had cum inside her. He got to see the other man’s semen in its thick, sticky original state. He saw it leaking slowly from his wife’s pussy like a creamy river.

    “It’s beautiful,” Jim said as he looked up at his wife.

    “I’m going to be fucking your wife again, and I want her pussy nice and clean when I slide my cock back in there,” Malik said. “That means you have a job to do, cuckold. You need to clean that messy cunt.”

    For the first time, Jim felt a little worried. He hadn’t expected this. Mostly, he was concerned that Audrey would be unable to look at him the same way once he’d eaten another man’s cum from her pussy.

    Jim looked up at his wife. He needed to see how she felt. To his surprise, Audrey smiled sweetly and reached down to caress his face.

    “It’s okay, baby. This is the right thing for you to do.” Her voice was soft and soothing. “Go ahead, clean my pussy.”

    That was enough for Jim. He still felt a wild mixture of emotions and he wasn’t entirely sure he wanted to do it, but hearing his wife tell him to clean her pussy was what propelled him forward.

    He scooped up the first of Malik’s cum with his tongue. The taste was overwhelming at first. The texture was surprising too. Jim swallowed, though. He felt the cum slide down his throat. He tasted the residue it left behind.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Eat up that cum,” Malik said. “Swallow my nut like a good cuckold is supposed to. Get used to it, too, because there’s going to be a lot more of this from now on.”

    Jim looked at his wife as he licked her pussy. He saw in her eyes that what Malik said was true. He was going to be cleaning creampies a lot more often if they wanted to continue pursuing this version of cuckolding.

    Based on how hard his cock was, Jim definitely wanted it. Eating another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy had proved to be an exceptionally arousing experience. He wanted more. He was ready for more.
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    “How would you feel about trying something naughty today?” Audrey asked as she came down the stairs in a beautiful purple and white dress that Jim had never seen before.

    “Audrey, you look incredible,” he said.

    She smiled and stepped into her husband’s arms. They shared a kiss before she stepped back and spun around. The dress floated up and exposed her lack of panties. Jim saw his wife’s beautiful pussy and milky white ass and felt his cock come to life.

    “I’ll do anything you want,” he added, answering her question.

    “Good,” Audrey said. “Because Malik is on his way over.”

    Jim smiled. As far as he knew, Malik had never been to their house. “What do you have planned?” he asked while pulling Audrey close. His erection pressed into her stomach.

    “You really would be up for anything, wouldn’t you?” Audrey said as she reached between his legs and caressed Jim’s cock through his slacks.

    Jim nodded. Her touch felt so good.

    “Good, because you’re going to be a real estate agent for a day.”

    “Really?” Jim said as he gave his wife a questioning look.

    “Absolutely, and Malik and I are going to be the happy couple you’re helping to find a house. You’re going to drive us to open houses and show us the kind of homes we can afford as we plot our move to the suburbs.”

    Jim loved the idea. He loved everything about it. He loved going along as a third wheel of sorts while Audrey and Malik pretended to be a couple. He loved getting to play the cuckold husband in public, and being able to do it while no one else knew.

    “Where are we looking?” Jim asked.

    “Southport,” Audrey said. “Don’t worry, honey. It’s far away, and no one we know is looking to move anyway, so there’s next to zero chance anyone will see us. If they do, we’ll just pretend Malik is the real estate agent. Okay?”

    “You’ve got this all figured out, don’t you?”

    Audrey kissed him and took his hand in hers. She lifted her dress and placed his fingers against her pussy, which he’d shaved the night before.

    Jim ran his fingers along her labia and they easily slipped inside her. She was soaking wet and the heat of her pussy felt incredible.

    “Malik and I are going to be very naughty, honey, and all you’re going to be able to do is watch. I hope that’s okay with you,” Audrey whispered as Jim fingered her pussy.

    She knew it was more than okay with him. She knew it was the perfect day.

    Just as Audrey seemed like she was on the verge of an orgasm, her phone buzzed. “Malik’s here,” she said excitedly. She stepped away from Jim and fixed her skirt. “It’s time to play, baby.”

    Jim locked the door behind them and headed to the end of the driveway. To anyone watching it would have looked like they were getting in an Uber, at least until Malik stepped out of the car and climbed into the backseat with Audrey.

    Jim took the hint and got in the driver’s seat. By the time he’d buckled his seatbelt Audrey and Malik were locked in a passionate kiss. The sight of his wife kissing her bull never ceased to amaze and arouse Jim.

    “Drive, baby, and keep your eyes on the road. Malik and I are going to be doing things back here that you’re going to want to watch, but you need to keep us safe, okay?” Audrey said as she reached between Malik’s legs and caressed his cock.

    “Of course,” Jim said as he put the car in drive and began their journey.

    Audrey and Malik started kissing again. Jim kept his eyes on the road, but he glanced in the rearview mirror any chance he got.

    When Audrey moaned loudly, Jim looked back and saw Malik’s hand between her legs. He didn’t have a view of her pussy, but he knew she was getting fingered.

    “Fuck, Malik, I need to taste your cock,” Audrey said as Jim pulled onto the highway.

    His dick was uncomfortably hard as he heard Malik’s zipper being pulled down. An appreciative moan escaped Audrey’s lips, and then the sound of cocksucking filled the car.

    Jim was delighted beyond words. His wife was giving head in the backseat of a car he was driving. He was acting as a chauffeur and Audrey was sucking a big black cock with abandon. She’d transformed from his beautiful housewife into a wanton slut for her bull.

    When the sound of the blowjob ceased, Jim stole a quick look in the rearview mirror. He saw Audrey straddling her bull in the backseat.

    She moaned loudly as her pussy sank down on Malik’s big black cock. The sounds of sex filled the car. It was so much better than the blowjob.

    Jim could hear the wetness of Audrey’s pussy as she rode her bull. The sound of her cunt sinking down on Malik’s cock over and over was a potent source of arousal. It made his cock ache in a way he loved.

    “Oh my God, Malik. I love your cock,” Audrey cried out. “I love your fucking cock!”

    Moments later, Jim’s wife had an orgasm in the backseat. She came hard on her black bull’s big cock. She kissed him eagerly as she sank down onto his erection.

    “Thank you,” Audrey said. “I needed that so badly.”

    Jim smiled. He loved that his wife needed another man’s cock. He loved that he got to experience her need and her satisfaction.

    “I could finish you with my mouth,” Audrey said as she climbed off of Malik.

    “No, the cuckold is going to be swallowing my cum today,” Malik said.

    Jim glanced at the rearview mirror. Audrey was looking at him. She smiled. “You hear that, honey? You’re going to be our real estate agent and our cum eating cuckold today. That sounds like fun, doesn’t it?”

    “It does,” Jim agreed as he wondered when and how they were going to make him clean Audrey’s cum-filled pussy.

    When he pulled up to the first house, which Malik had programmed into his car’s GPS device, it seemed like it would be easier to have sex than Jim imagined. The place was large enough for them to easily sneak away and have a quickie.

    Jim parked and turned off the car. He grabbed the keys and they all walked towards the house together.

    Jim introduced himself to the real estate agent and introduced Malik and Audrey as the couple he was representing. As they talked, he took a moment to thoroughly enjoy how much it looked like his wife was in love with the tall, muscular, handsome black man she was holding hands with. They were playing the part of a happy couple exceptionally well.

    “It’s a big house, so feel free to take your time as you look around,” the real estate agent explained. “If you have any questions for me, I’ll be here or in the kitchen.”

    “Terrific,” Jim said as he followed Audrey and Malik through the house.

    Jim stayed behind them as they toured the impressively designed and roomy house. He couldn’t get over how much he enjoyed it looking like they were a couple. It felt like they were actually looking for a home to buy. They were acting just like Jim and Audrey had acted when they first started looking for homes when they were ready to move out of the city.

    When they reached the master bedroom, Audrey turned to Malik and said, “It’s so beautiful. Can’t you picture waking up here every morning?” She put her arms around his neck and kissed him.

    “Definitely,” Malik said.

    Jim assumed they were playing the part of a married couple for his benefit. They wanted him to feel like a cuckold, and to experience something more than watching his wife fuck her bull.

    “I can think of a few other things we might do in this room,” Audrey said as a naughty look came over her face and she reached between Malik’s legs.

    She turned to her husband and smiled. “Watch the door, honey.”

    Jim nodded and moved to the bedroom door. He shut it most of the way and peered out to make sure no one was coming. When he turned back, Audrey was bent over the beautiful king size bed and had her dress up around her waist.

    Malik unzipped his pants, pulled out his big black cock, rubbed it along her pussy, and pushed it inside her.

    Audrey moaned, though it was much quieter than usual. “Fuck me, Malik,” she said in a low voice.

    Jim was as aroused by the sex happening in front of him as he was by the situation. They were in someone else’s house. There were probably other people touring it. The real estate agent could absolutely walk in at any time, and yet his wife was bent over taking a big black cock in her slippery cunt.

    It only took a few minutes of deep thrusts for Audrey to cum. Jim watched as she covered her mouth to prevent her typically loud scream from notifying everyone in the house that she was having an orgasm.

    Malik pulled out and put his cock back into his pants. He turned and looked at Jim. “Lick her pussy, cuck.”

    Jim left his post at the door and got on his knees behind his wife. He licked her pussy as Malik instructed him to do. It tasted beautiful, and the way she quietly moaned only made Jim’s erection throb.

    Eventually, Audrey stood up and deprived Jim of his continued worship of her freshly-fucked pussy. “We have more houses to see, honey,” she said with a smile.

    After waiting a few minutes for Jim and Malik to lose their erections, they headed out to the car and drove to the next house, which was smaller but offered beachfront real estate.

    Again the real estate agent met them at the door.

    “Welcome,” he said.

    Jim shook his hand and introduced himself as the couple’s agent and explained that they were touring open houses in the area looking for the perfect place.

    The real estate agent turned his attention to Malik and Audrey, who were again holding hands and looking like they were deeply in love.

    “So where are you moving from?” he asked.

    “Brooklyn,” Audrey said. “We’re looking to start a family and we just can’t see doing that in the city.”

    Malik smiled and said, “Yeah, we’d really love to raise our little ones in a quiet, safe place like Southport.”

    Jim had to work to not get hard. For some reason, the idea of Malik getting Audrey pregnant was enormously arousing to him. He knew they weren’t serious, which was probably why it was such a turn on. It was pure fantasy and it was incredible.

    “Well, you two are obviously in love and we’d be lucky to have you as neighbors,” the real estate agent said.

    Jim wasn’t sure if the agent said that to every couple he met, but he liked the idea that his wife was convincingly playing like she was in love with her bull. It was another thrilling experience in a day full of them.

    The agent stepped aside and said, “Well, feel free to have a look around, and take your time. I’ll be here if you have any questions. Oh, and be sure to look outside. The house is lovely, but the backyard and the beach are really what will sell you on this property.”

    The house was breathtaking. Every room was elegantly furnished, all the design touches were outstanding, and it had been recently renovated and looked truly flawless.

    The agent was right, though. It was the backyard that really sold it. There was an ocean view from every angle, and it was so much more than an expanse of grass that led to the sand and ocean. It was a beautifully manicured garden that they stepped out into.

    Audrey took Malik’s hand as they walked through the trimmed hedges and blooming roses. She led him to an area that was hidden from view by a row of thick bushes and immediately dropped to her knees.

    She looked up at her bull and pulled out his cock to wrap her eager lips around it. She sucked his cock with abandon while Jim watched and kept his ears trained towards the house to hear if someone was coming.

    “It’s beautiful to watch, isn’t it cuck?” Malik asked.

    Jim nodded as he watched his wife worship her bull’s cock. Over and over the big black dick disappeared into her mouth. She gagged a few times, but mostly she deepthroated him skillfully.

    “She’s always been an incredible cocksucker,” Malik said as he reached down and gently entwined his fingers in Audrey’s red hair. He fucked here face, holding his cock deep in her throat. “It’s her desire that makes her good, cuck. She wants to please me. She wants to make me feel good. She wants me to know how much she loves my cock.”

    Malik released Audrey’s hair and his cock slipped from her throat. She gasped for air for a few moments and then wrapped her lips around the big black dick once more.

    “See? When she gets like this all she cares about is making me feel good with that mouth of hers.”

    Jim was mesmerized by the sight of Audrey working Malik’s big cock with her mouth. He felt a little jealous too, mostly because even when she went down on him it was never with that sort of passion.

    “Do you want me to fuck your wife, cuck?” Malik asked. “Do you want me to fuck her right here in the grass? Do you want me to nut in her pussy so you can clean it up?”

    Jim nodded.

    “Let me hear you say it, cuck.”

    “Please fuck my wife,” Jim said. “Fuck my wife and cum in her pussy so I can clean it up.”

    Audrey pulled her mouth off of Malik’s big cock and smiled at her husband. “Thank you, baby,” she said.

    She got on her back, pulled up her dress, and spread her legs. She looked so beautiful like that. She looked so welcoming and eager. She looked desperate to have her black bull inside her.

    Jim checked to make sure no one was coming and then turned his attention back to Audrey and Malik. He watched them have beautiful sex in the grass. He watched the big black cock slide into his wife and spread open her pussy. He watched every inch of it disappear inside her, which was enough to make his cock fully erect.

    He’d seen them fuck a few times now, but Malik’s physical prowess still amazed him. He fucked Audrey with rhythmic precision. Every inch of his cock disappeared inside her over and over again. He kept the same pace and eventually he brought Audrey to a massive orgasm, her third of the day.

    “Cum inside me,” she said soon after. “He’s hungry.”

    Audrey looked at Jim and smiled. He smiled back. He was hungry. He wanted more of the blissful cuckold feelings he’d gotten hooked on. He wanted to watch another man cum in his wife and be invited between her legs to clean it up. He wanted to do it outdoors.

    Soon enough, Malik exploded inside Audrey. He pumped her full of his thick seed, leaving a massive load that was slowly leaking out.

    “Come here, baby,” Audrey said with a big smile.

    She looked so beautiful on her back with her red hair spread out in the grass. Her legs were open, her pussy was pink, and there was a thick river of cum leaking from her.

    Jim moved between his wife’s legs and she moaned as he cleaned her pussy while Malik watched.

    “You had fun today, didn’t you?” Audrey said quietly as Jim cleaned her cunt. “You liked imagining Malik and I as a couple, didn’t you? I saw it in your face, Jim. I saw how much you enjoyed letting your imagination run wild.”

    Jim moaned as he cleaned more of Malik’s massive load from her. He swallowed every drop he could find, basking in the deep cuckold thrills as he did.

    “Your tongue feels so good, baby. It feels so good when you clean me like that,” Audrey said as she lifted her hips and rubbed her pussy over Jim’s lips and chin.

    When he was finished, Jim could feel the sticky juices on his face. He could see the erection in his pants and the precum stain at the tip. He felt like a cuckold in every way, especially since someone else’s cum was in his stomach.

    Audrey sat up and smiled at him. She caressed his face and gave his cock a quick squeeze through his slacks.

    “Malik and I are going to walk through the rest of the garden and take a walk down to the beach, okay baby? Why don’t you wait inside for us?” Audrey said.

    Jim smiled. It felt perfect, in a way. They were pretending to be a couple, so it made sense that they would send their real estate agent inside while they went for a romantic walk through the garden and on the beach.

    “Have fun,” he said. He waited in the grass for his erection to go down and watched as Malik and Audrey held hands and walked through the garden. They looked like a couple. He knew Audrey was doing it for him. She was giving him something to fantasize about later. She was playing into his desires.

    Those desires felt like they have shifted a little, or perhaps new desires had been uncovered. Jim was excited to see what adventures Audrey had planned next.

  
    BBC Slut in Suburbia - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Honey, this is unbelievable,” Audrey said as they stepped out of the car and into the lobby of the Amanyara resort.

    Jim had gone all out for this surprise vacation. He wanted to show his appreciation for all that Audrey had done for him since embracing his desire to be her cuckold. He had his own, decidedly naughtier motivations, too.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Jim said as they walked towards the check-in desk. “Wait until you see the room.”

    The well-dressed young lady at the front desk smiled and handed Jim a packet with the room keys and information about the resort.

    “The Tranquility Villa is ready for you, sir,” she said. “Feel free to explore the resort if you’d like. The bellman will drop off your things. Don’t hesitate to ask if you need anything. We’re here to help.”

    “Thank you very much,” Jim said as he took his wife’s hand.

    Before heading to the villa Jim had booked they took a little time to explore the resort. It was breathtaking at every turn. It felt overwhelmingly luxurious and private. They saw only a few other people as they moved through the property, which is exactly what Jim was hoping for.

    When they arrive at the Tranquility Villa, Audrey could barely contain her excitement. “Jim, this is incredible. This is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

    It was. It featured three different structures, each with a bedroom and living space, a completely private infinity pool, and several spots for dining and lounging. It was breathtaking and completely worth the expense, which was extraordinary.

    Inside the villa, Jim’s surprise was waiting. As he opened the door, Malik was standing there in a swimsuit and nothing more.

    “Oh my God,” Audrey said.

    Jim was delighted that he’d managed to genuinely surprise her.

    Audrey turned to her husband and asked, “What did you do?” The look on her face was one of pure delight.

    Jim smiled. “I hope this is okay. I thought the vacation might be a little more exciting for both of us if you could have fun with Malik while we were here.”

    Audrey hugged Jim as she squealed with delight. She kissed his cheek and then stepped back and looked at him.

    “It’s okay, honey. Go to him. That’s why he’s here,” Jim said. He knew what she wanted. He could see it in her eyes. It’s what he wanted too.

    Audrey smiled and rushed over to Malik. She jumped in his arms and they kissed. To Jim, it felt like a perfect moment. Things had come together exactly as he’d envisioned them when he talked to Malik about going to Turks and Caicos with them.

    Malik took Audrey’s hand in his and said, “Come on. This place is incredible. Your husband really outdid himself.”

    Audrey turned to Jim and smiled before she walked away with Malik to see every corner of the expansive, beautiful villa.

    Jim watched them walk away before grabbing his suitcase and wheeling it into the bedroom he’d be staying in. He unpacked his bathroom supplies and smiled as he heard Audrey giggle with delight.

    A splash followed and he turned to see Audrey and Malik in the pool. She was naked and they were soon locked in a beautiful kiss. Audrey put her arms around Malik and pulled herself closer.

    Jim’s cock was hard as he watched them. It was beautiful to see his wife cut loose and enjoy an intimate, erotic moment with her bull.

    Their faces stayed close as Audrey broke the kiss and reached into the water. Jim couldn’t see what she was doing, but he suspected his wife was guiding Malik’s big black cock into her pussy. The look of pleasure that soon washed over her face was proof of that.

    Jim stood at the entrance to his room and watched his wife have sex in the pool. He watched as the water moved away from them in waves while she bounced on the big cock inside her. He watched it all play out exactly as he’d imagined.

    Soon they climbed out of the pool and Audrey found her way to one of the soft, bed-like lounge chairs sitting poolside. She got on her hands and knees and looked at Jim from across the water.

    Malik moved behind her and easily pushed his cock into Audrey’s pussy. She moaned loud enough for her husband to hear. She moaned as she took dick from behind.

    Jim held his wife’s gaze. He couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to. He wanted this. He wanted to watch another man fuck her in the most beautiful resort they’d ever stayed at.

    Malik grabbed a handful of her long red hair. He pulled back. Audrey’s head tilted upwards. She moaned louder. Malik fucked her harder.

    The muscular, naked black man grunted and pushed his cock into Audrey. He was cumming.

    When he’d finished, Malik pulled out and looked at Jim. He beckoned him over. Jim walked towards the pool. “Clean her, cuckold,” Malik ordered.

    Jim took his place behind Audrey and cleaned her lover’s load from her pussy. He licked it all up. He pushed his fingers inside her to find more of it. He rubbed her clit as his tongue explored her cunt. He swallowed the thick, salty sperm. He ate the first of what he knew would be countless loads.

    When he was finished, Audrey moved to her back. Her hair spread out underneath her. She smiled and stretched. She looked positively giddy.

    “Thank you, honey,” she said. “Thank you so much for this.”

    “It’s my pleasure, trust me,” he said.

    
      

    

    Jim woke up the next morning to the sound of the shower running. He walked to the bathroom and saw his beautiful wife stepping into the water.

    “Good morning, honey,” she said with a smile. “Join me.”

    Jim stripped and stepped into the shower with his wife. She quickly pulled him close for a kiss before gently urging Jim to his knees.

    “Malik wants you to shave my pussy,” she said. “All of it. He wants me smooth for our naughty vacation.”

    Audrey handed Jim the razor and a bar of soap before she widened her stance. He kissed his wife’s pussy softly and then gently rubbed the soap between her legs before shaving her clean.

    He washed away the soap and admired his handiwork once Audrey was bare between her legs. Her hand found the back of his head and pulled him close.

    “Use your tongue, baby. Be a good cuckold and lick my pussy.”

    Jim’s cock throbbed as his wife offered instructions. He licked her pussy like she wanted. He acted like a cuckold. Soon he brought her to an orgasm.

    “Very good,” Audrey said. Jim stood up and she kissed him. Her tongue was active in his mouth. Her fingers wrapped around his cock and she stroked him as the water washed over their bodies.

    Just as Jim reached the peak of his arousal, Audrey released his cock. “You’ll have to wait for your pleasure,” she said. “Get cleaned up and join us for breakfast.”

    Jim watched her step out of the shower and dry off. He felt an overpowering sense of lust. He knew she was going to walk away and go to Malik. It turned him on even more.

    Jim did as he was instructed. He washed his hair and soaped up his body. When he was finished, he walked to the living area of the villa, which was in an entirely separate building. He quietly marveled at how massive the whole place was.

    As he walked over, Jim saw his wife’s head bobbing up and down in Malik’s lap. The black bull had his eyes closed and his hands in Audrey’s hair.

    Malik groaned as Jim walked into the room. “I’m cumming,” he announced. Audrey caught it all in her mouth.

    When Malik was finished, Audrey stood up and walked towards Jim. She picked up the cup of coffee set at his place and lifted it to her lips. Malik’s cum poured out of her mouth and into Jim’s coffee.

    “Enjoy,” Audrey said as she placed the cup in front of Jim once more.

    He looked at Malik and saw the bull smiling at him. “No milk. No sugar. Just cum, cuckold.”

    Jim looked at his wife and silently pleaded for help. All she offered was a smile. For a few moments, the room was silent except for the sound of the tropical birds outside.

    Jim picked up the coffee cup. He could see the cum swirling inside it. He held it to his lips, tipped it slightly, and sipped. It was the worst tasting coffee he’d ever had, but he couldn’t hide his delight at being made to drink Malik’s cum.

    “This is going to be the best vacation we’ve ever been on,” Audrey said as she sat and dug into her breakfast.

    Jim smiled. There was no question in his mind that she was right.

    
      

    

    Malik and Audrey had gotten ahead of Jim as they all paddled their kayaks towards the secluded cove the hotel concierge had directed them to.

    Jim watched his wife and her bull enjoy a slow, sensual kiss in the sand after they pulled their kayak ashore. His cock was stiff as he paddled up.

    “This is even more beautiful than she promised,” Audrey said as she took Malik’s hand and headed off down the beach.

    Jim felt a thrilling sort of jealousy as he pulled his kayak into the sand and grabbed the waterproof bag that held their towels. He watched Malik put his arm around Audrey and pulled her close as they shared a quick kiss while walking.

    They stopped at a spot that offered a particularly beautiful view and Jim quickly caught up. He pulled out two towels and set them on the sand. Audrey and Malik sat on one and Jim sat on the other.

    He looked over to see his wife lean into her bull. She moved her fingers over Malik’s broad, muscular chest and his arms as they both admired the view.

    Malik put his arm around Audrey and pulled her close. They shared a slow, tender kiss. Jim could see the black man’s tongue dancing with his wife’s.

    Audrey stroked Malik’s cock through his swimsuit. The muscular, dominant black bull and asked him, “Tell me cuckold, how far would you be willing to go to explore your desires? How deep will you dive to chase a more thrilling orgasm?”

    Jim hadn’t really considered the question before. Mostly he’d just followed his desire wherever it took him. He went along for the ride more than he actively pursued anything.

    He hadn’t really hesitated to eat Malik’s cum, which he had now done on multiple occasions. He hadn’t found it the slightest bit disgusting, either. He’d found it thrilling. He hadn’t hesitated to drink Malik’s cum in his coffee that morning.

    Jim looked at his wife as she played with her bull’s cock. He looked at Malik. “I’m sure I have a limit,” Jim answered, “but I don’t know what it is. Maybe I’m just not imaginative enough.”

    Malik’s fingers moved between Audrey’s milky white thighs and he pulled her bikini bottom aside, exposing her smooth pussy.

    “Eat your wife’s pussy, cuck. Get it wet and ready for me,” Malik demanded.

    Jim moved between Audrey’s legs and did as he was told. Her shaved pussy was beautiful and it thrilled him to be able to taste her.

    He heard Malik and Audrey kissing as he licked his wife’s pussy. She moaned into her bull’s mouth as Jim’s tongue moved over her clit.

    Jim continued to massage his wife’s pussy with his eager tongue as Malik pulled off his swimsuit, leaving him naked on the beach. Audrey’s hand reached over and she wrapped her fingers around the big black dick, stroking it slowly as she continued to kiss him.

    “That feels so fucking good, baby,” Audrey said.

    It felt like a perfect moment to Jim. His wife had her fingers around her bull’s big black cock. He was between her legs, eagerly dining on her wet pussy. Soon he would get to watch as Malik fucked his wife.

    Audrey’s fingers moved under Jim’s chin and she gently lifted his head from between her legs. He looked up at her. “Would you do something for me, baby?” she asked in a sweet, soft voice.

    Jim nodded.

    Audrey looked at the black cock in her hand. Her fingers moved to the base of the long, thick shaft. “Would you suck his cock for me?”

    Jim looked at Malik’s big cock. He stared at it for a few moments. He hesitated. He wasn’t sure he could do what his wife was asking. Now he knew what Malik was getting at with his questions. This had been planned.

    Audrey’s soft touch pulled Jim’s eyes from Malik’s cock and to her face. She smiled and leaned forward. They shared a soft kiss before she pulled back and whispered, “Please, baby. Suck his cock for me. Be a good cuckold.”

    Jim moved between Malik’s legs. He stared at the cock. He couldn’t look up at his wife’s bull. He feared he wouldn’t be able to do what Audrey wanted if he did.

    Instead, he opened his mouth and took the head of the big black cock in his mouth.

    “That’s it, baby. Suck his cock for me,” Audrey encouraged him.

    She leaned over and kissed Malik. She moaned into his mouth as Jim tried his best to take more of the big black cock onto his tongue.

    Part of him couldn’t believe he was actually giving a blowjob. Another part of him knew this kind of thing was exactly why he’d booked the vacation for them. He wanted something crazy like this to happen. He wanted to feel that sense of total freedom to break the rules and go beyond what he was comfortable with.

    “Okay, baby. You did a good job. You did suck a good job sucking his cock for me, but I need him inside me now,” Audrey said.

    Jim let Malik’s cock fall from his mouth and moved back. He watched his wife quickly strip out of her bikini and straddle her bull. He watched the big black dick move between Audrey’s pink pussy lips and fill her.

    Malik’s hands grabbed Audrey’s milky white ass cheeks as she rode him. They fucked passionately on the beach and right in front of him. He couldn’t move from the position he was in. He was transfixed watching his wife’s cunt stretch around her bull’s cock from just a few feet away.

    After Audrey’s first orgasm, they switched to missionary and Malik pounded her pussy. Her legs were spread and the sound of sex filled the air. It was fast, furious, and aggressive in the most beautiful way, and Jim had a perfect view once more.

    They timed their orgasms as Audrey climaxed while Malik pumped her full of his hot seed. As soon as he pulled out, Jim was put to work.

    “Clean me,” Audrey said with a smile on her face.

    Jim swiftly moved between her legs and licked up all the sperm. He noted that it was his second load of the day and it made him smile. He liked that he was being so naughty and nasty for his wife.

    He’d come to enjoy swallowing Malik’s cum. It clearly triggered his inner cuckold, bringing it to the surface and making his cock throb in the most delightful ways imaginable.

    After he was finished, Jim sat back on his knees and smiled at Audrey. She looked as happy as he felt.

    “Would you like to cum?” she asked.

    Jim nodded.

    Audrey played with her milky white breasts and pulled gently on her nipples. “Would you like to cum on my tits?”

    Jim nodded again.

    “Of course he would,” Malik said. “What man wouldn’t want to paint those beautiful tits of yours with his cum? A cuckold doesn’t really deserve that pleasure though, does he?”

    “I guess no,” Audrey said. She made an exaggerated sad face at Jim.

    “You could earn that pleasure, cuck. Would you like to earn that pleasure?” Malik asked.

    Jim was a little nervous, but given that he’d just sucked cock on the beach, he wasn’t sure how it could be more challenging than that. He nodded.

    Malik smiled. “Good. You can cum on your wife’s tits if you clean up your mess afterwards.”

    Jim knew he wouldn’t want to eat cum once he’d climaxed. He knew he’d find the idea disgusting the moment he’d let his orgasm go. In the moment, though, it turned him on.

    “Okay,” he agreed.

    “Go ahead, baby,” Audrey said. “Cum all over my titties. Make a mess and then clean it up.” She giggled with pure delight.

    Jim straddled her chest and stroked his stiff cock. In less than thirty seconds he’d sprayed his load all over her tits. It looked like a massive amount of cum spread out over her soft, milky white flesh.

    “Clean your mess, cuckold. Take the next step. Clean your mess,” Malik demanded.

    Jim leaned down and Audrey’s hand moved to the back of his head. She pulled him the rest of the way. He licked his cum off her tits. It didn’t taste good and it didn’t excite him since he’d just cum, but he did it anyway. He did it because he’d agreed to do it. He did it because it felt like the right thing to do.

    When he was done, he couldn’t wait for the next naughty adventure on their vacation.
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    “Can I get you anything else?” Jim asked after refilling Malik and Audrey’s champagne glasses.

    “That will be all, thank you,” Malik said.

    Normally, the romantic dinner for two they were enjoying at a beautiful secluded beach by the resort would have been staffed by a butler. At Malik’s request, Jim had made special arrangements with the Amanyara concierge that allowed him to be the waiter.

    From the moment he led them to the table on the beach Audrey and Malik had treated Jim like a member of the staff and he found it delightful. It was an entirely different cuckold experience he wasn’t the slightest bit used to, which was probably why it was so thrilling.

    He was to keep his eye on the table and come over to refresh their drinks and take away their plates when they finished. A member of the resort staff brought the food to where Jim waited and he served it to them. Thanks to the exceptional professionalism of the staff, they didn’t bat an eye at what was clearly a different situation than they were used to.

    Jim experienced the same kind of feelings he had during the real estate tour. He liked that it felt like his wife was one half of a couple with Malik, that it was different from the way she typically interacted with him. It had moved beyond being purely sexual and felt a little romantic, and for some reason that excited Jim.

    At one point, while they were waiting for the next course to arrive, Audrey reached out and took Malik’s hand in hers. She smiled at her long time lover in a way Jim had only ever seen her smile at him. He felt a strange and rather appealing sense of jealousy move through him.

    Shortly after they’d finished the dinner course, the sun started to move towards the horizon. The sky filled with hues of pink and orange. Audrey held up her champagne glass, which Jim had failed to notice was empty, and he rushed over to fill it.

    As he poured more of the bubbly liquid, Audrey turned to Malik and said, “This is so romantic. I just can’t get over it. Thank you for suggesting we have dinner down here.”

    Malik smiled and said, “Here, move your chair closer so we can enjoy the sunset.”

    Audrey stood up and Malik pulled her chair next to his. She sat down and he put his arm around her as Jim finished topping off both their glasses. He took a moment to admire his wife and her bull as they cuddled together while bathed in the fading light of the sun.

    Jim put the champagne bottle back in the elegant, ice-filled stainless steel bucket and moved back to his discreet spot near the entrance to the beach.

    The sunset was exceptionally beautiful, but he couldn’t pull his eyes way from his wife and her bull. The feelings rushing through him were powerful. It felt like a deeper form of arousal, like it was something primal coming alive. It was a perfect counterpart to the pure sexual pleasure of watching them fuck.

    The feeling only deepened when Malik and Audrey kissed. She lifted her head off his shoulder, he turned to her, and for a moment they paused while their lips were inches apart. Then Malik leaned forward and started a long, slow, astoundingly beautiful kiss.

    Jim witnessed the genuine passion between them and it made him uncomfortably hard. He’d never seen his wife kiss Malik like that. He’d never seen her experience that kind of desire for him. It was deeper than wanting to submit to him or wanting to be pounded by his cock. It was beautiful. It was the result of a genuinely romantic dinner on the beach and the most beautiful sunset in the world.

    They kissed as the sun set, taking a few moments here and there to appreciate its beauty before turning to each other once more. Jim watched it all and his cock throbbed the entire time. As the sun disappeared over the horizon, Audrey said something to Malik that Jim couldn’t hear.

    Moments later they stood up and walked hand-in-hand towards him. “Thank you for the excellent service,” Audrey said. “We had a lovely dinner.” She quickly smiled at him and then they walked past Jim and back to the villa.

    Jim felt a strong urge to follow, but it was his job to clean up. The resort staff would have done it, of course. Malik didn’t want that, though. He wanted Jim to complete his task of being their waiter.

    Jim did his job. He imagined his wife and her bull having beautiful sex at the villa while he busied himself cleaning up on the beach. His cock throbbed in the white linen pants he was wearing.

    After cleaning up the dishes and gathering the napkins and table cloth, Jim finally made his way back to the villa.

    He heard the sounds of sex as he moved closer. He watched from afar. Malik wasn’t fucking Audrey. He was making love to her. There was no question about it.

    Jim wasn’t sure if it was the first time they’d done that, but it was the first time he’d witnessed it. The sex was slow and passionate. The kissing was deep and sensual. It was beautiful beyond words.

    For some reason, Jim didn’t want to masturbate. He was unquestionably aroused, but it felt wrong to pull out his cock and stroke it as he watched. Instead, he went back to his room, laid on the bed, and let the sounds of his wife’s lovemaking with her bull lull him to sleep.

    
      

    

    “Honey, wake up,” Audrey whispered.

    Jim’s eyes opened. For a moment he saw the blurry outline of his beautiful, mostly naked wife. He blinked his eyes and his vision cleared. Audrey was sitting in his bed. She’d spent the night with Malik. Jim was certain they’d made love several times, based on how many times he’d woken up to the sounds of sex.

    Audrey caressed Jim’s face as he smiled at her. “Good morning.” She leaned down and kissed his lips softly. “Thank you for last night. It was so much more beautiful than I was expecting.”

    “Me too,” Jim admitted.

    “Yeah?” Audrey said. “Are you sure you’re okay? I know sex between Malik and me is usually different than that. Last night was kind of like the sex you and I have.”

    The thought had occurred to Jim. The notion had popped into his head numerous times, in fact. He made love to his wife and Malik dominated and fucked her, at least most of the time. Last night was different, but that’s what made it so hot.

    “I’m okay. I really am. It was incredibly hot, in fact. Different, but in a way I really liked, if I’m being honest,” he said.

    Audrey stood up and revealed she wasn’t wearing anything other than the tight white tee shirt Jim could see as she sat next to him.

    She climbed into bed and straddled him. Her shaved pussy looked perfect, and Audrey quickly brought it to Jim’s mouth.

    “Make me cum, baby,” Audrey said as she sat on his face.

    Jim licked his wife as she desired. He grabbed her ass and gave it a good squeeze while his tongue moved between her lips and over her clit. He worked to make her moan, to please her like she desired.

    Audrey reached down and grabbed his head. She closed her eyes and moaned. “That’s good, baby,” she said. “Lick me. Make me feel good.”

    She moved her pussy over his lips and tongue. She rode his mouth, and soon she had an orgasm.

    “Thank you,” Audrey said as she climbed off of him and stood by his bed. “We have a couples massage in 20 minutes. Freshen up and come join us.”

    Jim took a quick shower, brushed his teeth, and headed towards the two massage tables that were set up in the open space between two of the villa’s three buildings.

    He smiled at the idea that Audrey had booked them a couples massage, but it quickly became clear that’s not what she had done.

    Instead, Jim was going to be the one rubbing his wife and a remarkably beautiful blonde woman was going to be rubbing Malik.

    Jim took it as an opportunity to enjoy his wife’s body. He oiled his hands and rubbed them over her back and exposed bottom. Towels to cover their privates had been offered, but neither Malik nor Audrey took advantage.

    “That feels incredible,” Malik said as the fit, beautiful blonde rubbed his back.

    Jim tried to copy her movements, and while he was certain he wasn’t giving a great massage, Audrey moaned appreciatively.

    It was when the blonde masseuse suggested that Malik flip over that things changed. She gasped loud enough for them all to hear when his big black cock came into view. For a few moments she couldn’t look away. She just stared. Malik had a big smile on his face.

    “You can touch it,” he said.

    Jim looked at his wife. He wondered if she was jealous. As far as he knew, Malik didn’t fuck other women. Audrey didn’t seem jealous, though. If anything, she seemed turned on.

    “Go ahead,” Audrey said. “I assure you, it’s wondrous. You won’t be disappointed.”

    The cute blonde looked at Audrey and then at Malik before running her oiled fingers down his chest and wrapping her hand around his cock. She moaned audibly while stroking him. She was turned on at the mere sight and feel of his cock.

    Jim was the one that felt jealous, but not of the girl. He felt jealous of Malik. He was jealous of how good looking, muscular, confident, and well-hung he was. He was jealous that merely showing off his cock could convince a beautiful girl to at least partially lose her sanity.

    Malik grew in the pretty girl’s hand. Soon his cock was slick with oil and hard as a rock.

    “It’s incredible,” the blonde said as she applied more oil and stroked Malik faster.

    Jim took the girl’s hint and moved his fingers between his wife’s legs. He played with her pussy. He slipped two fingers inside Audrey and rubbed her clit with a third.

    “Take your clothes off,” Audrey said to the masseuse. “You’ve already come this far. Go all the way. See what it’s like.”

    The girl looked up. For a moment she hesitated, but lust won out. She released Malik’s cock long enough to strip and straddle him. She guided the head of the thick black cock between her legs and took him inside her. The oil and her obvious wetness made it easy for Malik to fill this beautiful, fit young lady.

    “Oh my god,” the masseuse said as she sank down on the big black cock.

    Jim moved three fingers into his wife’s slippery pussy. Audrey moaned as her eyes remained fixed on her bull’s big cock sliding into someone else’s cunt.

    “It’s so big,” the blonde girl said as she looked at Audrey. “It’s so fucking big. You’re so lucky.”

    “Yes I am,” Audrey said as she admired the sex happening on the massage table next to hers.

    The blonde girl rode Malik hard and fast. She bounced wildly until an orgasm ripped through her. She sat down and took every inch of the dick inside her as her legs trembled wildly.

    It took a few moments for her to recover and disentangle her body from Malik’s. She looked a little woozy in the best way possible.

    “Clean my cock, cuck,” Malik demanded.

    Jim looked at his wife. He wasn’t sure about sucking cock in front of a stranger.

    “Do it,” Audrey said.

    Jim pulled his fingers from his wife’s pussy and moved to the side of Malik’s massage table. He bent over and took the big black cock in his mouth.

    “Oh my god,” the masseuse said. “Is that your husband?”

    “It is,” Audrey answered.

    “That’s so fucking hot,” the blonde replied.

    “Yes, it is.”

    The sound of masturbation filled the air. Jim looked up as he sucked Malik’s cock and saw his wife lustily fingering her cunt.

    “That’s good, cuck,” Malik said. He turned to Audrey. “Get on this dick.”

    Audrey didn’t need to be told twice. She climbed on top of Malik’s cock and her pussy sank onto him. She rode wildly.

    “Eat her pussy, cuck,” Malik demanded. He wasn’t talking about Audrey, though. He was talking about the masseuse.

    Jim turned to the beautiful blonde and saw her hop on the massage table and spread her legs. She had a naughty look on her face. She beckoned him closer with a finger.

    “You like to do what you’re told, don’t you?” the blonde asked as Jim moved between her legs.

    “I do,” he answered before licking her pussy.

    The blonde moaned. “I could really use that kind of man in my life.”

    Jim felt oddly proud. He liked that this beautiful woman didn’t assume he was just a freak. She liked that he was so eager to please. She liked that he was eating her pussy shortly after sucking Malik’s big black cock.

    Jim couldn’t see his wife riding Malik’s cock. He was too busy eating pussy. He could hear it, though. He could hear Audrey’s lusty moans. He could hear the sound of slippery, oiled up sex. He could hear the moans that signaled an impending orgasm.

    “Your wife loves that big cock,” the blonde said. “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a woman love a cock more than she loves that black dick buried inside her.”

    Jim appreciated the commentary. He licked the masseuse’s clit. He wanted to make her cum.

    Soon, his wish was granted. The girl he was eating out had an orgasm. She pulled him close as her thighs trembled once more.

    Moments later, Audrey climaxed on Malik’s big black cock. She kept riding him, though. She was determined to make him cum. She bounced through her orgasm and pleaded for her bull to cum inside her.

    “Cum inside me,” Audrey said. “Give me your load. Give my cuckold something to clean up.”

    “You are a nasty boy,” the masseuse said.

    That was enough for Malik. He came inside Audrey. Shot after shot filled her.

    When he was finished, Audrey climbed off his cock, sat at the edge of the massage table, and spread her legs.

    “Clean that pussy, cuck,” the masseuse said. She’d caught on quickly.

    Audrey smiled. “You heard the woman. Clean my pussy.”

    Jim got on his knees and cleaned his wife’s cum-filled pussy as the beautiful masseuse and Malik watched. He devoured yet another load and he did it happily. He embraced being a cum slut on vacation. He embraced doing what felt good while they were thousands of miles away from him.
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    On their last full day of vacation, Jim woke up alone in bed, as he’d done every day but the first. Audrey had taken to sleeping with Malik and had enjoyed his cock in the middle of the night more than once.

    Jim splashed a little water on his face and walked to the villa’s main living area. He brewed a cup of coffee, poured a little cream in it, and sat on the couch overlooking the infinity pool. The sound of early birds chirping and the distant crashing of the waves against the beach made for a relaxing soundtrack.

    Audrey was the first to emerge from the room she shared with Malik. She was naked and her hair was pulled back into a ponytail. Jim couldn’t help but admire his wife’s lithe body and pale skin.

    “Good morning,” he said as Audrey approached.

    She leaned down to kiss him. He reached up and caressed her thigh and moved his fingers over her ass. Audrey moaned softly in response. Jim was amazed that it took so little to provide him with a half hard cock.

    “A very good morning to you,” Audrey said as she walked past Jim and brewed a cup of coffee for herself.

    A few minutes later Audrey returned and sat next to her husband. He loved that she was proudly, happily naked.

    “This has been an incredible week, honey. I can’t thank you enough for planning all of this,” Audrey said as she sipped her coffee.

    “Believe me, it’s been my pleasure,” Jim said. He smiled at how true that was. The entire week had been one long cuckold fantasy come to life, and it had all happened at the most incredible resort in Turks & Caicos. It had cost a small fortune, but it was well worth it.

    “I like this better, you know,” Audrey said.

    Jim gave her a quizzical look. “What do you mean?”

    “You being a cuckold. I like it better than what we were doing before. You know that I’ve always loved having a bull, but I really love having a cuckold husband.”

    “I like it better too,” Jim added.

    Audrey put down her coffee cup. She took Jim’s from his hand and put it down next to hers. She kissed him softly. Her tongue moved into his mouth. It was impossibly seductive. In just a few moments Jim was putty in her hands.

    “I like the naughty stuff, Jim,” Audrey whispered as she held her lips close to his. “I like it so much.”

    She reached between Jim’s legs and stroked his hard cock through his shorts.

    “I like seeing you suck Malik’s cock. I like that you’re willing to do that, that you don’t even hesitate. I like that you’re so eager to be a cuckold. It makes me so wet,” Audrey confessed.

    “I like the naughty stuff too,” Jim said. “I really like it, in fact. I don’t know why, but it feels incredible.”

    Audrey smiled and spread her legs. She applied gentle pressure to the back of Jim’s head, silently urging him to get on his knees.

    “I need to cum, baby,” she said.

    Her voice was soft and sweet, but there was a hint of dominance that Jim found thrilling. He eagerly got on his knees and placed his head between Audrey’s smooth, milky white thighs.

    Jim licked his wife’s wet pussy. He licked the pussy he’d shaved clean for her bull. He licked the pussy that had been fucked numerous times by another man on their vacation. He listened to her moan as his tongue moved over her clit. He felt her hands in his hair and the way she pulled him closer, like she wanted him to disappear inside her.

    Jim licked his wife to an orgasm, just as she desired. She moaned loudly. There was no reason to be quiet. She let anyone listening know that she was cumming.

    She gently pushed his head back when he’d finished. The smile on her face was one of pure, post-orgasmic bliss.

    Audrey leaned forward and kissed Jim. She played with his hard cock a little and said, “I know you probably want to cum, but Malik said he has something special planned today and you need to wait.”

    “Okay,” Jim said. She was right, he did want to cum, but he knew that waiting would almost certainly have a significant reward.

    Audrey smiled. “Yes, I definitely like it better when you’re a cuckold,” she said.

    
      

    

    It wasn’t long after their little oral adventure that Malik emerged from his room. He too was naked.

    Audrey stared and her fingers instinctively moved between her legs. Jim glanced at Malik, but it was his wife he watched.

    Seemingly without knowing, Audrey was masturbating. She was playing with her pussy as she stared at her bull. She was so turned on by the sight of him that she couldn’t help but rub her clit. Jim felt intensely jealous. He knew he couldn’t inspire that kind of lust in his wife. It simply wasn’t possible. Only Malik could do that.

    “I’d love a cup of coffee,” Malik said as he sat down next to Audrey.

    Jim hopped to his feet without thinking. After serving them dinner on the beach, it didn’t feel strange to make coffee for his wife’s bull.

    He stepped away for a few minutes, and when he returned Audrey was on her knees with Malik’s big black cock in her mouth.

    She had one hand playing with his balls while the other followed her mouth up and down his thick, glistening shaft to provide maximum pleasure.

    Malik took the coffee from Jim and enjoyed a sip as Audrey’s head bobbed up and down in his lap.

    Jim couldn’t help but stare. His wife’s devotion to her bull’s cock was impressive. He got the impression that Audrey would have stayed on her knees for hours if that’s what Malik found necessary.

    Jim’s revelry was interrupted by a gentle ringing that announced someone’s presence at the door to their villa.

    “Would you get that, Jim?” Malik asked.

    He wanted to stay and watch, but Jim left the beautiful view of his wife sucking cock behind to see who’d rung the bell.

    “Hi there,” Jim said as he opened the door. A tall, fit Hispanic man in a tight white polo shirt and shorts stood at the door.

    “Good to meet you, sir. My name is Marco. I work here at the resort,” the man said as he extended his hand. “Malik requested my presence at your villa this morning. May I come in?”

    Jim assumed Marco was part of whatever Malik had planned for today and stepped aside to welcome him to their villa.

    “Malik is right this way,” Jim said as he led the stranger to where his wife was giving her bull a blowjob.

    Marco barely batted an eye as he walked into the outdoor living area and saw Audrey bobbing up and down on Malik’s big black cock.

    At first, Jim was surprised that Audrey didn’t bother to look up. Instead, she continued sucking Malik’s cock. He wondered if she knew about whatever was planned for the day.

    Malik offered his hand and Marco shook it. They both smiled before Malik said, “Why don’t you put the cuckold to work?”

    Marco quickly stripped, revealing an astonishingly fit body and a big cock. He sat on the couch next to Malik and looked up at Jim while pointing at his dick.

    Jim knew what Marco wanted. He knew what Malik expected him to do. He knew he was supposed to get on his knees and suck cock just like his wife was doing. He was supposed to take this stranger’s big dick into his mouth and give a blowjob for as long as Marco wanted.

    “Suck his cock, honey,” Audrey said. She stroked Malik’s cock as she looked up at Jim. “Get on your knees and suck his cock. Do it.”

    Jim fell to his knees as his wife swallowed the big black dick in front of her once more. He looked to Marco and saw a cocky grin on the handsome man’s face.

    Jim leaned forward and wrapped his lips around the big dick. He sucked like he was supposed to. He gave head to a man he’d just met and he did it voraciously. He wasn’t anywhere near as good as his wife, but he tried. He almost felt like he was competing. He wanted to give a good blowjob.

    The very idea struck him as insane, though the fact that he was having that thought as a big cock moved in and out of his mouth made it clear there was nothing insane about it. Jim was sucking dick and he was doing it eagerly. He was giving a blowjob because it turned him on. He was doing it because it turned his wife on.

    “He’s better than I would have thought,” Marco said. “Nothing like his beautiful wife, I’m sure, but he’s pretty good.”

    Malik laughed. “He’s got a long way to go, but there’s plenty of time for that. He’s just getting started as a cuckold. There’s so much more training to be done.”

    Jim was simultaneously aroused and a little nervous at the idea that Malik was knowingly training him. He hadn’t done anything against his will, though. He’d eagerly sucked cock. He’d eagerly eaten cum from Audrey’s pussy. He’d eagerly gone down on the masseuse. He’d eagerly gone down on Marco. Perhaps Malik was just showing him his true sexual nature.

    “Let’s go somewhere a little more comfortable,” Malik said as he pulled his cock from Audrey’s mouth and stood up.

    Jim let Marco’s big cock fall from his mouth and watched as his wife walked hand-in-hand with her bull. They walked right into Jim’s room. They were going to fuck in his bed. Marco followed.

    Jim scrambled to catch up, and when he reached his room he saw Audrey on her knees between Marco and Malik.

    “In case it isn’t clear, I’m going to share you with Marco today. He’s going to stay for as long as he likes and we’re going to use you together while your cuckold helps in any way we desire. Do you understand?” Malik said.

    Audrey looked up at her black bull as she grabbed a cock in each hand and stroked the men that would be fucking her.

    “Yes, sir,” she responded.

    Jim loved that she was in full submissive mode. He hadn’t seen much of that on their vacation. It thrilled him to get a dose of it in such a sexy circumstance.

    “Good,” Malik said. “Get on your hands and knees in your husband’s bed.”

    Audrey stood up and got on her hands and knees as Malik instructed.

    Marco moved behind her and slid his long, thick, bare cock into her pussy. Malik rubbed his big black dick around her lips and Audrey opened wide and swallowed as much of it as she could.

    The two strong, dominant men spit roasted Audrey as Jim watched. He saw them use her. They fucked her hard from both ends and she took it all.

    She had an orgasm within the first minute. Her thighs trembled as Marco pounded his cock into her from behind. Jim couldn’t help but think back to the orgasm he’d given her with his tongue. It wasn’t nearly as strong as what Marco had just provided. Again he felt jealous. Again he felt like a cuckold.

    The two bulls switched places and Jim watched Audrey get spit roasted once more. Marco’s hands entwined in her long red hair and he fucked her mouth while Malik took her from behind and pounded every inch of his big black cock into her pussy.

    It looked like Audrey was in Heaven. It looked like being taken from both ends by dominant men was exactly what she craved. She didn’t stop moaning for a second. She was in the submissive place that she clearly desired and that Jim simply couldn’t offer her. Malik was ending their trip with a gift to Audrey more than to him.

    After Audrey’s second orgasm, Malik and Marco pulled out and she collapsed onto the bed.

    “Eat your wife’s ass, cuckold,” Malik ordered.

    Jim climbed into the bed and spread Audrey’s milky white ass cheeks. He ate her ass as ordered and he did so without hesitation.

    His wife moaned as Jim’s tongue moved over her asshole. He tasted a little sweat, but otherwise it was thrilling in every way. He loved making her feel good and he found it thrilling to have a chance to rim her, which he almost never did.

    “Get your tongue in there. Get her nice and wet,” Malik ordered as he and Marco sat and watched.

    Jim did as he was told. He pushed his tongue into Audrey’s asshole. As he did it, Jim realized he was preparing her for anal sex. One of the two men was going to fuck her ass and he was helping them.

    “That’s good, cuckold,” Malik said as he stood up and climbed into the bed. He motioned for Audrey to climb on his cock as Jim got out of the way.

    Once Audrey had sunk her pussy down on Malik’s big black dick, Marco moved into the bed behind them. He got into position and pushed the head of his cock against Audrey’s asshole. She moaned loudly.

    “Oh, fuck,” she said. There was genuine pain in her voice. Marco’s cock was big and it was sliding into a hole that was small and tight.

    “How does it look, cuckold? How does it look to see your wife getting double penetrated?” Malik asked.

    Marco’s cock finally pushed past Audrey’s tight anus and into her rectum. He filled her. Audrey had two big cocks balls deep inside her. She closed her eyes and moaned.

    “It’s beautiful,” Jim said.

    Jim watched as Audrey’s two bulls double penetrated her. They pushed in and out of her. They stretched her holes. They made her scream in pain and pleasure. They pushed her deeper into that place of submission that she seemed to crave.

    “Oh my God,” Audrey cried out after a few minutes of DP sex. “I’m going to cum!”

    A massive orgasm soon washed over her. Marco and Malik kept fucking her as Audrey’s eyes rolled back in her head. Malik pulled her closer to his chest. Jim watched as they used his wife’s holes while she seemed to relax into being fucked for their pleasure.

    Just when it seemed like Audrey was completely overwhelmed, Marco climaxed in her asshole. He pushed his cock deep and unloaded.

    When he pulled out, Malik turned to Jim and said, “Clean it, cuckold.”

    Jim hesitated for a moment. He wasn’t sure about eating an anal creampie.

    “Do it, baby,” Audrey said. She had a big, blissful smile on her face. “I love the naughty stuff.”

    Jim climbed into bed behind his wife. He saw Malik’s cock buried in her pussy. He saw how gorgeous her cunt lips looked stretched out around it.

    Her asshole was still gaping a little from Marco’s big cock and Jim pushed his tongue inside. He ate the cum that was leaking out. He tasted her asshole. He did as was expected of him as her cuckold. It didn’t taste great, but he didn’t care. He wanted to make his wife happy.

    When he was finished, Malik said, “Get on your back between my legs.”

    Jim did as he was told and Malik began to thrust his cock into Audrey’s pussy. He stared up at the tall ceiling and listened as his wife got fucked just a few inches away. He knew what was coming.

    Malik groaned and injected his cum into Audrey’s pussy. He filled her, and a few moments later she sat on Jim’s face.

    Audrey fed him her bull’s load. It flowed quickly from her stretched out cunt and onto his tongue. He swallowed it all. He licked her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her to lick up as much of Malik’s cum as possible.

    Audrey had another orgasm as she rode Jim’s face and fed him her bull’s load. He felt proud. He knew he couldn’t make her cum quite as hard as Malik or Marco, but he liked that being a naughty cuckold was enough to get her off.

    Jim had a blissed out look on his face after Audrey climbed off of him and collapsed into the bed beside him.

    “You two rest up. We’re just getting started,” Malik said.

    Jim looked at his wife. They both smiled. It was their last day of vacation. They were going to live it up.

    
      

    

    “That’s us,” Audrey said as the call for first class passengers came over the airport loudspeaker.

    She looked beautiful in a baby blue sundress and white high heels. No one in the airport could have known that she’d spent the previous day getting fucked by two men that used her to their heart’s content.

    Jim had booked Malik an earlier flight home. He wanted to be alone with his wife on the plane as a way of symbolizing their return to their more normal life at home. He knew things had changed, though. He knew he was more of a cuckold now than he’d ever been.

    After they’d settled into their seats, Jim leaned over and quietly asked his wife, “Do you know what Malik meant when he talked about training me?”

    Audrey smiled and kissed him on the cheek. “I don’t, to be honest, but my guess is that he’s going to push you to do things you never imagined.” She reached out and caressed his leg, moving surprisingly close to his cock with her delicate fingers. “And I have a feeling you’ll end up doing whatever he wants.”

    Jim suspected she was right.

    The End

  
    Be a Good Boy for Her Bull

    Your wife could have finished getting ready before her bull arrived. That's not nearly as much fun as making you entertain him, though, so she chose not to.

    It's not the first time she's done this. She likes putting you in the position of having to welcome him to your home, of having to serve his needs - whatever they may be - while she ensures that she looks good for him.

    He almost always makes you do something humiliating. He shows up at your house feeling confident and horny - and why wouldn't he, given that he's about to fuck another man's wife and pump his hot cum into her married pussy - and he likes to feel superior to you, and there's no better way of that than making you submit.

    Last time, he surprised you by tossing you his keys and telling you to take his truck to get washed while he fucked your wife in your bed. He was clear that you needed to go to the self wash where you'd be the one doing all the work. You did so without hesitation and he was kind enough to send you pictures of your wife sucking his cock and taking it from behind while you were busy cleaning his truck. He also made sure to remind you that he expected his truck to be spotless when you returned it or he'd make you go back out and clean it all over again.

    You did as you were told, of course, and when you returned home you were rewarded with the pleasure of cleaning his cum from your wife's wet, sloppy, freshly-fucked pussy. It was humiliating, but that's what you crave, which is why you were excited from the moment he tossed you his keys.

    Your wife was excited, too. That's why she leaves you alone with her bull. She likes it when he makes you feel like an inferior cuckold. She likes that she's giving her body to a superior man. She's going to be thinking of that in the bathroom. She'll be doing her makeup and dressing in her lingerie and she'll be thinking of how her bull is putting her cuckold in his place. It doesn't even really matter how he does it. She likes it all.

    His car pulls into the driveway and you watch him get out and head for the front door. You open it before he even arrives. He flashes a confident smile as he steps past you and into the house.

    "Can I get you anything?" you ask.

    He studies you for a few moments and says, "You know, I think I'd like you to call me sir tonight."

    "Yes, sir," you reply.

    "And I think you really should be naked," he says.

    You feel just a hint of discomfort at the notion of stripping for him, but you do as you're told, and you do so because there's some part of you that finds it thrilling.

    "Do you know how long it's been since I fucked your wife, cuck?" he asks.

    "Eight days, sir," you answer. "She's desperate for you."

    He chuckles. "Why? Haven't you been able to satisfy her?"

    You shake your head. "No, sir. I haven't." Your dick has started to come alive and he looks down and smiles. You haven't touched yourself. You haven't really thought of anything sensual. You've simply been subjected to a bit of dominance from him. That's enough to excite you, though.

    "Did she even let you in her pussy, cuck?" he asks.

    "No, sir," you answer. "She let me go down on her a few times, but she didn't let me make love to her. She hasn't let me make love to her in more than a month."

    He laughs and takes a step closer. Your heart beats a little harder. "Follow me, cuck."

    You follow as he walks into the living room and takes a seat on the couch. You stand naked in front of him with your hands behind your back.

    "On your knees," he instructs.

    You fall to your knees and he spreads his legs. He reaches down and rubs his cock through his jeans. You watch the bulge get bigger as he pleasures himself.

    "Unzip me," he says as he pulls his hand away.

    You reach up and unzip his pants. Your hands fall to your knees and you look up at him.

    "Take my cock out, cuck," he instructs.

    You've put his cock inside your wife before, so it's no trouble to reach into his pants and free it. You haven't touched him in a half hard state before and you're surprised at how soft the skin of his shaft feels.

    "What do you think, cuck?" he asks.

    "I'm...I'm not sure what you mean, sir," you reply.

    "What do you think of my cock?" he clarifies.

    You stare at his cock for a few moments and then look up at him. "I think it's...well, it's very big, sir. It makes my wife very happy."

    "Do you think your wife enjoys sucking my cock, cuck?" he asks.

    "Yes, very much so, sir," you answer. "She always seems very passionate when she gives you a blowjob, like it really turns her on to have you in her mouth, and to give you pleasure."

    "I think you're right," he says. "A lot of women are that way, cuck. They get turned on giving pleasure to a man that fucks them like they've never been fucked before. They like offering their mouths for his pleasure. They like turning him on with a blowjob and then swallowing him with their tight pussies until he cums inside them. Your wife is that way, cuck, as I'm sure you've noticed."

    You nod. "Yes, sir."

    "Would it turn you on to suck my cock, cuck?" he asks.

    "I...I don't think so, sir," you answer. You've touched his cock before and you've cleaned your wife after his cock has been inside her, but you've never given him a blowjob. You've never really thought about it, in fact. The idea just doesn't appeal to you.

    "I think it would," he says. "I think you'd be like your wife. I think you'd enjoy sucking the cock that gives her so much pleasure, cuck."

    "I...I'm sorry, sir, but I disagree," you say.

    He smiles. "I don't really care what you think. You're going to suck my cock and you're going to do it because you're a cuckold. It's your fucking place to do as you're told, isn't it?"

    You look up at him, hold his gaze for a few moments, and nod. "Yes, sir," you answer.

    "Good. Then take my cock in your mouth and suck it," he instructs.

    You inch closer, but you're not sure you can do it. He puts a hand on the back of your head and pulls you close until his dick is against your lips. His grip is so strong there's no chance of escape.

    "Take my cock in your mouth and blow me like a good cuck," he says. "Right now."

    You part your lips. You take the soft head of his cock onto your tongue. You take him into your mouth. You close your lips around the head. It doesn't taste of much and the flesh of the head is soft and smooth.

    "Suck my cock, cuck," he says. "Suck my fucking cock. Do as you're told."

    You swirl your tongue around the head. You swallow more of him. You pull back and suck as you're doing so. You repeat the process over and over. He gets hard in your mouth.

    You're giving a blowjob. You're sucking cock. You're a fucking cocksucker. You're making another man's cock stiff and you're doing it so that man can fuck your wife. How humiliating.

    "That's it," he says as he releases his grip on your head.

    You don't stop sucking cock. He told you to keep going until your wife emerged from the bedroom and that's what you're going to do.

    "Wow," your wife says as she enters the room.

    You look up and see her leaning against the wall in a strappy black bra, panty, garter, and stockings set. She's looking right at you and at the slick cock that was just in your mouth.

    "Look at you," she says. "Sucking my man's dick. Were you getting him hard for me, baby?"

    "He...he told me to," you answer as a feeling of deep embarrassment washes over you.

    "And I told you to do whatever he wanted," she replies with a smile. "And he wanted you to suck his dick like a fucking faggot, so that's what you did. You got on your knees, you took his cock into your mouth, and you gave him head until he was nice and hard."

    You're not sure what she thinks of what you've done. She seems turned on, but she's using some rather aggressive language to describe you. "Yes, I did."

    "You seemed to be enjoying yourself," she says.

    "Oh, I don't...I don't know about that," you reply.

    "Is your dick hard?" she asks.

    You look down. You're hard. There's precum at the tip, too. You look at your wife and nod.

    "Then don't stop doing what you enjoy," she says. "Keep sucking his dick. Show him how a good cuck behaves around a real man. Be a good little cocksucking faggot for him." She puts a hand in her panties and plays with her pussy. She's turned on. She might be massively turned on.

    "May I keep sucking your cock, sir?" you ask. She moans.

    "Yes, you may, cuck," he answers.

    You take him in your mouth. You suck his cock. You listen to your wife moan as you give a blowjob.

    She approaches the couch and sits next to her bull. They kiss and you look up to see her sucking on his tongue. "I love that you made him suck your dick," she says.

    "It was time," he replies. "Every good cuck ends up on his knees before too long, and it was absolutely time for your cuck to get his lips around my dick and show me that he understands who the real man in this relationship is."

    "Now he understands that you're the real man and he's nothing more than a cocksucking faggot when you're in the house," your wife says.

    Your cock is rock hard now. It scares you that she's calling you a faggot, but it makes your dick so hard. You try and suck more of him into your mouth. You can't quite do it, but they both moan as you gag.

    "How would you feel about pulling out of my pussy before you cum and unleashing down his throat instead?" she asks. "That would be so fucking hot to me."

    "Of course I'll do that," her bull replies. "Every cuckold should learn to take a load directly from the source, and today is as good a day as any for your cuckold."

    "Please, fuck me," your wife says. "I don't know if I've ever been so fucking wet. I need you to fuck me."

    He looks down at you and you pull off his cock. "Thank you for letting me suck your dick, sir."

    He smiles, stands up, and strips. Your wife stares up at him as she plays with her pussy. She doesn't look at you. In this moment, you're nothing more than the cocksucking faggot that turned them both on by using his mouth. Until he's ready to cum down your throat, she won't look at you, for you won't be useful to her until then.

    That turns you on too, though. All of this turns you on. You fucking love it. You crave it. You want more of it. You're going to get it, too, because tonight has changed your marriage.

  
    Be a Good Cocksucker for Your Wife

    
    I want you to conjure an image for me. Imagine your wife, your beautiful wife, riding another man’s cock. They’re doing it reverse cowgirl on your living room couch and you’ve pulled away the coffee table to leave plenty of space. Your wife calls you over and tells you to get on your knees.

    Now, I want you to picture that in your mind. I want you to imagine her pussy being filled over and over by someone else’s big cock. I want you to imagine you’re on your knees just a few feet away from the action. You can see this thickness stretching out her pussy lips. You can hear the sounds of their flesh slapping together as she rides him. The scent of sex fills the air.

    For a cuckold, this is a beautiful moment. Your wife has given you a close up view of her lover’s cock penetrating her. She’s riding him in reverse cowgirl because she wants to see your face as you watch enjoy another man. She finds watching you in these moments to be an intoxicating pleasure. She loves how much it turns you on, how much you enjoy being cuckolded.

    She wants more though. She wants you to prove your dedication to her. She gets off on your submission, so she’s going to make you do more than just watch.

    It begins with a simple request. She says, “Lick my clit.” You look up at her and she sees your hesitation. You both know that licking her clit means you’re tongue is going to be inches away from another man’s cock. In fact, there’s a decent chance you’ll come in contact with his shaft as she rides him.

    She doesn’t care. “Lick my clit, cuckold,” she demands, this time with a hint of anger in her voice. She expects you to do as you’re told. She expects you to lick her clit whether there’s another man’s cock inside her or not. She doesn’t care if it makes you uncomfortable or if you don’t want to be that close to his dick. You’re her submissive cuckold and you will do as you’re told.

    Let’s take a moment to consider something, cuckold. You eagerly worship your wife’s pussy after another man has fucked her. You gladly lick cum out of her. You can taste his cock inside her and on her pussy lips when you go down on her after they’ve been together. Is there really that big a difference if you’re doing it directly? If you taste a little of his cock while you’re licking her clit, is it all that different from tasting the residue of his cock on her labia or inside her? Of course not. Now lick her clit, bitch.

    You do as your wife told you. You lean forward and lick her clit. You hold your head in place as she rides him, so every time she bounces up your tongue comes into contact with her throbbing clitoris and you bring your cuckoldress a little extra pleasure.

    “Good boy,” she says. “I knew you’d be a good boy.”

    Her words fill you with warmth. You love being a good boy for her. You love when she rewards you for it. You’re basking in that warmth when she presses on the top of your head and pushes you down. She wants more.

    “Lick his cock, cuckold. Lick my lover’s big cock and clean my pussy juices off of him,” she says with unbridled delight in her voice.

    You know this is crossing a boundary you can’t come back from. I said there wasn’t a big difference between tasting his cock on her pussy and tasting his actual cock, but you know that’s not entirely true. You know that once you’ve licked another man’s cock on your wife’s orders she’s not going to look at you the same again. You know that once you lick his cock it won’t be long before you’ve sucked his cock, and who knows what could happen once you’ve done that.

    You also know you can’t resist. Your cock is as hard as it’s ever been. Your mind is overwhelmed with lust and you’re going to do what your wife is demanding with her insistent pressure on your head. She wants you to taste her lover’s cock and you’re going to do it.

    You relent and drop down and immediately your tongue comes in contact with his hard, slick, warm cock. It’s a new and thrilling sensation. The flesh of his shaft is exceptionally stiff and you can feel the veins against your tongue as lick like your wife commanded you to.

    “Good boy,” she says from above you. “Lick his cock, cuckold. Lick my juices off his cock like a good little cuckold slut.”

    Your cock jumps at her use of the world slut. You like that little dose of humiliation. You like being called her slut and you can’t help but enjoy acting like her slut. What else are you, after all? She told you to lick her clit and you did it. She told you to lick her lover’s cock and you did it with only a second of hesitation. What will she tell you to do next?

    Again you feel pressure on your head. Again she’s pushing you down. Where does she want you to go next?

    “Lick his balls, cuckold,” she orders.

    His balls. Your wife wants you to lick another man’s balls. Will you do it? You’ve already come this far, so why not? You’ve licked another man’s cock and tasted your wife’s cunt on it. Sure, it’s another step down the road to being a bisexual cuckold, but you’re already pretty far, so maybe you can take another step. Why not do it?

    This time you don’t fight it. This time you eagerly accede to her demand. You drop a little lower and lick her lover’s testicles. You feel his pubic hair and the wrinkled skin of his nut sack on your tongue. It’s not a pleasant feeling, but it serves as a sharp reminder that you’re licking a man’s balls like a good submissive cuckold should.

    “That’s it slut. Lick his balls. Lick those big balls and make them feel good. You’re such a good little slut,” your wife says from above you.

    She continues to ride her lover as she watches you lick his testicles. She’s immensely turned on at seeing her cuckold husband follow her commands and act like a good little slut boy. You’re making your wife happy, cuck. You’re making her happy by licking another man’s balls. How does that make you feel?

    Are you ready for the next step? It doesn’t really matter. You’re too turned on, too filled with overwhelming lust, to do anything other than follow your wife’s commands. You will submit to her desires no matter what.

    You know what’s coming next, don’t you? You know that when she pulls off his cock that you’re expected to suck on it. That’s why your heart skips a beat when she lifts her hips and his big, glistening dick slides out of her pussy. 

    It actually looks good, doesn’t it? You feel a surge of desire as it pulses. You don’t even wait for her command. You know it’s coming, so you take the initiative. You part your lips and wrap them around the head of his big cock.

    You’re sucking cock. You’re a cocksucker. The spongy flesh feels good against your tongue and lips. You try your best to keep your teeth off his stiffness since you know that no man likes a toothy blowjob. The taste on your tongue is a mixture of precum and your wife’s pussy juices. It’s the most delicious thing in the world.

    “I told you he’d be a good cocksucker,” you hear your wife say.

    She and her lover planned this. They planned on making you their cocksucker, on turning you into a bisexual cuck that will do anything as long as he’s horny enough. 

    You like it though, don’t you? You like having a big, throbbing cock that tastes like your wife’s pussy in your mouth. You like that she wants you to be a cocksucker for her. You like that you’re submitting to this man’s bigger, better cock. You like admitting that he’s superior to you. You like all of it.

    “That’s right baby,” your wife says. “You’re a good cocksucker, just like I knew you would be. You look so damn good with that big dick in your mouth. You can count on sucking lots of cock for me. Now that you’ve done it once there’s no reason you can’t do it over and over again like a good cuckold should.”

    In one evening, your life has changed. In one evening, you’ve become a cocksucker for your wife. You know she’s going to follow through on her promise. You’re going to be sucking dick all the time. That makes you happy though, doesn’t it? The idea of being a cuckold cocksucker, of dropping to your knees when your wife commands it, makes you rock hard between the legs, doesn’t it? You’re such a good boy.

  
    Be a Good Cuckold and Devour Her When She Comes Home

    It’s important to remember that your wife is likely going to be nervous the first time she comes home after cuckolding you. Despite what you might have said, she has no way of knowing how you’re going to react. You say it turns you on, but she’s probably worried that you’re going to freak out in some way.

    If you want her to keep cuckolding you, it’s of the utmost importance that you show her just how much you love what she just did. Wash away any insecurities she might be feeling. Replace those insecurities with the sense that she just made you the happiest man in the world.

    One of the best ways to do that is to devour her pussy (as long as she’s willing to let you down there). Show her that you’re so on board with what she just did that you want to taste it. Show her in a wild, passionate kind of way.

    Kiss her. See if you can taste the other man on her lips. Let your hands roam over her body just like his did. See if you can make her moan in that beautifully sensual way that a woman moans when she’s turned on.

    Put her on the table. Pull off whatever she’s wearing on her bottom half. Spread her legs. Fall to your knees. Taste her pussy. Devour it. Lick the hole that someone else just fucked. If she’s up for it, move to her clit. Give her pleasure. Show her that you’re more than on board with your cuckolding. Show her that it’s the most exciting thing in the world to you.

    What’s great about this is that you get to taste her pussy after she’s fucked someone else. You get to live out a little cuckold fantasy while showing your wife that you’re truly into being her cuckold. With any luck, it will quell any misgivings she has and convince her to cuckold you again and again and again.

  
    Be a Good Subservient Cuckold for Your Wife

    Don’t complain. If she says, “Suck his cock,” you take him in your mouth without hesitation. You suck his cock. You fellate him. You give him pleasure. You are subservient to your wife when she wants you to be. Don’t forget that.

    Do a good job, too. Suck his cock passionately. Suck his cock and get him hard for your wife because she wants you to. Make him stiff with that talented cuck mouth of yours. You know you can do it. You’ve mastered pussy eating. Now you’re going to master cocksucking.

    If she wants you to watch while she fucks her bull, you’ll do it. If she wants you to stay on your knees and stare at her pussy as his big cock stretches her out, that’s what you’ll do. If she wants you to keep your hands off your little dick, that’s what you’ll do despite your desperate desire to masturbate.

    A cuckold doesn’t always get to do what he wants. In fact, he rarely gets to do that. A cuckold does what his wife wants him to do. He does so dutifully, too.

    If she wants you to eat her pussy while she’s getting fucked, you’ll do that. You’ll use your tongue to pleasure her clit while the other man’s cock is deep inside her. You’ll do it because you know she loves that feeling of being stretched by a big dick while you’re licking her clit. She loves that you’re so eager to do it for her too. She loves that you’re such a naughty little cuckold.

    If she wants you to lick his cock or suck on his balls, you’ll do that too. If he wants you to do those things you’ll do it. Remember, you’re not in control. You’re a subservient cuckold. You’re a good boy that does what your wife desires. Don’t ever forget that.

    Your wife might enjoy having you eat her ass while she’s getting fucked. Maybe she enjoys the stimulation. Maybe she just enjoys humiliating you while a real man is fucking her. It doesn’t matter what her motivations are. What’s important is that you do as you’re told. Eat her ass like a good subservient cuckold should.

    If she wants you to lay there with your dick in a cage while she gets fucked by a big cock, you’ll do so. You’ll watch the other man’s big dick slide in and out of her. You’ll watch him stretch her pussy. You’ll watch him make her cum. You might even get to help if she decides to let you lick her clit. Maybe she’ll decide to have her bull fuck your mouth a little before he puts his cock inside her.

    If she wants to feed you his load directly from her pussy, you’ll do it. A subservient cuckold always eats a superior man’s load from his wife’s freshly-fucked cunt. He opens wide and he welcomes the seed on his tongue. He swallows it eagerly. He acts like a good little bitch and he eats every drop of the delicious seed.

    Always be a good subservient cuckold for her. Always do as she desires. Always show her that her pleasure means more to you than anything.

  
    Be a Loving Cuckold and Clean Her Tits

    You’re her loving cuckold, aren’t you? You love that she fucks other men. You love that she lets you watch and that she urges you to clean hot, sticky loads of cum off of her body and out of her pussy. You love everything about it. You can’t help it.

    “Do you want to clean him off my tits today, my sweet cuckold?” she asks.

    “Yes, please. Please let me clean your cum-covered tits,” you respond as she sucks and strokes her bull’s big cock.

    She knows what you want. She knows that you’ve become a voracious cum eater. She knows that you can’t help your desire for his seed. It satisfies you to lick his semen off of her. It makes you feel so good to have it in your stomach, where it belongs.

    “You’re such a good little cum slut for me, cuckold,” she says lovingly.

    You watch as your wife strokes her bull’s cock. You can tell he’s getting close to his climax. He’s about to cum on her tits. He’s moments from unleashing his sticky seed all over her perky, perfect breasts and you can’t wait.

    “Are you ready, cuckold?” she asks. You nod vigorously. “Beg for it.”

    “Please let me clean his cum off your tits. Please let me lick his superior cum off of your perfect, beautiful body. Please let me swallow his load,” you beg.

    “Good boy,” your wife says with a smile.

    She takes her bull’s cock into her mouth and covers it in her slick spit. She lets him fall from her mouth and takes a firm grip on his cock to jerk him off. Her eyes meet yours and she stares at you as the sound of her hand moving up and down his shaft fills your ears. He’s about to cum on her tits. Get ready to clean it, cuckold.

    Her bull groans. His hot, thick cum sprays out and lands all over her perky titties. He covers them as you watch. He makes an absolute mess of your wife’s perfect big tits.

    “Clean me, cuckold,” she says while pulling your head to her chest.

    You do your duty as her cuckold. You do what a good cucky boy is supposed to. You clean his load off her tits. You lick it up voraciously.

    His seed is thick and salty on your tongue as you run it over her breasts. You lick up the streaks of hot jizz he left on your wife. When you run your tongue over her nipples she moans and pulls you against her chest.

    She loves that you’re a willing cum eater. It makes her happier than you’ll ever know. She loves that you so eagerly devour semen off of her body. She loves that you really have become a cum slut for her. You love it too. You love knowing your place in the marriage. You love eagerly swallowing another man’s cum. You love being a cuckold.

  
    Be Careful What You Wish For

    Cuckolding doesn’t always turn out the way you want it to. Once you set it free from the world of fantasy and bring it into real life you lose control, after all. Your wife isn’t yours to do with as you please. In fact, once you convince her to cuckold you she’s free to do as she pleases, even if it doesn’t necessarily adhere to your exact desires.

    So, would it be worth it? Would it be worth living your fantasy of being a cuckold if your wife decided that she no longer wanted your cock inside her? Would it be worth the thrill of watching someone else fuck her if you knew that you wouldn’t be granted the privilege of doing so as long as she was with him?

    That’s for every cuckold to decide, but be careful what you wish for. Your cuckolding might end up being far less thrilling than you expect it to be.

    
      
    

    You watch your lingerie-clad wife kiss her boyfriend at the front door. You watch her hold on to him for a few moments longer before he heads home after a night of splendid sex.

    She turns and smiles at you before slowly walking past you and heading up the stairs to the bedroom you share with her. You follow, staring at her beautiful ass in that perfect little thong she picked out for him.

    You follow her down the hallway and stand in the bedroom doorway as she looks back and smiles at you. The sheets are still rumpled from the intense, deeply-satisfying sex she had with her boyfriend. You can still hear the echoes of their moans in your head.

    You step into the bedroom and grasp your wife’s waist. You pull her close and she presses her ass into your crotch as you kiss her neck. She moans quietly.

    “Did you enjoy watching?” she asks.

    “I did,” you say before kissing the soft, warm skin of her neck.

    “Is that why you’re so hard?” she says.

    You slip your fingers into her waistband of her panties and gently push them down as you say, “It is.”

    She reaches back to massage your erection through your pants. You groan at the pleasure of being touched after spending the past two hours watching another man enjoy every inch of your wife’s beautiful body.

    “Do you want me?” she asks. “Do you want to reclaim your wife?”

    “Yes,” you say as pleasure fills your body. You can’t wait to sink your cock into her pussy. You can’t wait to feel the warmth and wetness. You can’t wait to enjoy the pleasure of sloppy seconds as you fuck your wife after her boyfriend released two loads of cum inside her.

    She wriggles free from your grasp and spins around. She unzips your pants and pushed them to the floor with your underwear. Her fingers delicately wrap around your turgid shaft and she strokes you slowly as you stare into her beautiful blue eyes.

    “You’re thinking about it right now, aren’t you?” she asks. “You’re thinking about how good my pussy is going to feel when I let you inside me, aren’t you?”

    You nod vigorously.

    Your wife releases your cock, reaches back to unhook her bra, and frees her beautiful breasts before hopping in the bed her boyfriend just fucked her in. She spreads her legs and you look at her slick, puffy pink pussy.

    You pull off your shirt and climb on top of her. You press your loins against hers as you kiss. You wait for her to reach between your legs and guide you inside her, as she always does after her boyfriend leaves. It’s her way of giving you permission to reclaim her.

    She doesn’t reach between your legs, though. She lets you rub your cock against her pussy, but she refuses to reach down and take you inside her.

    Eventually you reach down, grab your cock, and press the head into her pussy. You can’t wait any longer. You’ve been at the peak of arousal for two hours. You have to fuck your wife.

    She reaches down, grabs your hand, and says, “No.”

    “Why not?” you ask.

    She pushes back and you pull your cock from her pussy. You see a smile cross her face as she begins to stroke you. Despite your desperation to be inside her, bliss spreads through your loins. Her touch feels spectacularly good.

    “You know what would happen if you fucked me right now?” she asks.

    You close your eyes and groan at the pleasure spreading through your body. “What?” you ask.

    “I wouldn’t feel a thing. Nothing at all. I’d feel you on top of me. I’d feel you banging against me over and over, but my pussy wouldn’t feel a thing. There’d be no pleasure in it for me. There would only be pleasure for you,” she says.

    Her fingers continued to move up and down your turgid shaft. Your cock pulses with joy at her touch.

    “Don’t I deserve pleasure?” you ask.

    “You do,” she says. “Which is why I’m going to give you a handjob. It’s why I’m going to let you play with my breasts. It’s why I’m going to kiss you.”

    She stroked you faster as you rest between her legs. It feels spectacularly good.

    “You deserve pleasure,” she says. “You just don’t deserve to fuck me.”

    She slides out from under you, deftly shifts you to your back, and lies next to you as her fingers wrap around your cock once more.

    She kisses you softly and as her tongue moves into your mouth her fingers stroke you faster. Your precum lubes your cock and the sounds of slippery stroking fill the air.

    “Will I ever get to fuck you again?” you ask.

    “My boyfriend and I won’t be together forever,” she says. “That relationship is not meant to last. Once it’s over you’ll be allowed inside me again.”

    She kisses you again as you contemplate the possibility of going months without fucking your wife.

    As much as you want to fight the notion, all you can feel is pleasure. The idea of being barred from her pussy fills you with lust. You know it’s crazy, but you can’t help it.

    Your wife sees it. She can tell you’re turned on. She kisses your neck, gently sucks on your ear lobe, and whispers, “You don’t deserve my pussy. You’re not good enough to make me cum. You’re nowhere near as good as he is.”

    You groan. She strokes you a little faster. She tightens her grip and provides that perfect kind of pressure. She teases the part of you that’s an unabashed cuckold. She knows just what to say.

    “My pussy is his now,” she whispers. “It’s his for as long as I’m with him. You don’t get to fuck me anymore.”

    You feel that beautiful explosion of pleasure between your legs as your wife brings you to a climax. You cum hard. You moan loudly. She slows her strokes as she milks a load out of you. She gives you the pleasure you crave while taking away your access to her pussy.

    “Thank you,” you say afterwards.

    “My pleasure,” your wife replies as she rests her head on your chest.

    Your marriage has just changed but you’re not nearly as sad as you could be. You still get to cum. You still get to enjoy your wife’s body. Perhaps, based on the orgasm you just had, it might be even more pleasurable.

    You can’t wait to find out.
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    “Wow,” Rowen said as he stepped into the hotel suite Katie had booked for the night. “This is beautiful.”

    What he didn’t say was that he was absolutely certain that Katie intended on letting him out of chastity and ending his punishment. He’d been locked up for a little over two weeks and she’d dedicated a portion of each day during that span to teasing him. Some days she spent the entire day teasing him in one form or another, though it almost always involved wearing something exceptionally skimpy or slutty and making sure there was plenty of contact between them.

    “It is, right?” Katie said as she stepped past him. “It was a little expensive, but I’m going to make sure we get our money’s worth.”

    She flashed a smile and flipped up the back of her impossibly short skirt, flashing her tight ass with a little g-string running down the crack. Rowen felt that now-familiar ache in his cage as his cock strained against the steel that had imprisoned it for two weeks.

    He followed his wife into the room, pulled the luggage rack from the closet, and hoisted their suitcase onto it. He’d seen Katie pack a fair bit of lingerie and he couldn’t wait to see which outfit she chose for the reward that would come at the end of his punishment.

    When Rowen turned around Katie was standing right there. She put her arms around him, smiled, and they shared a deep kiss. She pressed her body into his like the seductive goddess she’d become over the past few weeks and Rowen surrendered to the dull pain between his legs. It wasn’t pleasant, but the feel of his wife’s lips against his and her tongue in his mouth were both decidedly wondrous sensations.

    “Take your clothes off,” she whispered.

    Katie stepped back and stripped as Rowen did the same. His eyes wandered over her beautiful body and he felt a little self-conscious. He’d started working out in the past two weeks, but he was nowhere near as fit as his wife. She’d kept up a steady fitness regimen for years and he hadn’t.

    “Come. Let’s get in the shower together,” Katie said as she turned and headed for the spacious bathroom.

    Rowen followed and admired his wife’s body as she bent over and shook her ass while turning on the water. She turned and kissed him again and by the time Rowen opened his eyes the bathroom had filled with steam.

    They stepped into the water and kissed again. Katie’s tongue darted in and out of his mouth as she pressed her wet, slippery breasts into his chest.

    “You can touch me,” she said. “I’m yours.”

    Rowen’s hands moved over her body as he dreamed of his impending release. He grabbed his wife’s ass and squeezed it possessively. He ran his fingers up her back and stepped back so he could play with her perky, splendid breasts while she reached down to fondle his locked up genitals.

    “I like that you’ve stopped fighting me,” Katie said. “That you’ve learned to accept your punishment.”

    It wasn’t until Katie blew another man in front of him that Rowen realized how serious she was and how utterly unpredictable she could be. After watching her swallow Dave’s cum Rowen had decided he wasn’t going to fight it anymore. His wife was on a mission and she’d made it clear she was not to be messed with. Since that night he’d simply accepted the punishment she decided to dole out and it hadn’t been entirely unpleasant. The teasing was often painful, but he liked seeing his wife in sexed-up outfits and he didn’t mind the way she rubbed up on him, kissed him, and made him service her pussy with his mouth. It was a more active sex life than they’d had before she put him in the cage. It just didn’t involve his penis.

    “I do miss having a hard cock to play with,” Katie added as she played with Rowen’s testicles.

    She smiled at him and Rowen leaned down so they could share another kiss. Katie stroked his locked up cock, and while he couldn’t feel much it was still rather pleasurable.

    Katie fell to her knees in front of Rowen and he experienced a rush of anticipatory desire. The key wasn’t around her neck, though. She wasn’t going to unlock him. She couldn’t.

    “I miss having a nice, big hard cock to suck on,” Katie said before taking Rowen’s caged, flaccid dick into her mouth.

    He moaned and leaned against the wall as water cascaded down his chest. Katie was giving him a blowjob and it was actually rather pleasurable. There was an element of pain, though. He couldn’t get hard. All he could do was strain against the cage. He felt his flesh expand. He felt her mouth move over the little bits that poked out of the openings in the cage. He felt what he assumed his wife intended, which was an intense desire to be set free.

    “I kind of miss Dave’s cock,” Katie said with a smile. “I miss how big he was. I miss how much he enjoyed my mouth. I miss making a man feel good like that.”

    Rowen couldn’t quite discern his wife’s intentions. Was she just trying to tease him a little before letting him out of the cage and letting him inside her again? Was she trying to punish him one more time before letting him out? Did she actually miss Dave’s cock? Was she telling him that she was going to be blowing Dave on a regular basis from now on?

    “Do you miss watching me suck Dave’s cock?” Katie asked as she looked up at Rowen from her knees.

    “No,” Rowen answered. There was no point in being dishonest and there was no indication his wife actually wanted him to enjoy the fact that she sucked his friend off.

    Katie flashed a gleeful smile. She seemed to like that he hadn’t enjoyed watching.

    “That’s a shame,” she said. “At least you could have gotten a little bit of pleasure out of being in your cage if you had enjoyed watching me work a big, thick, creamy load of cum from Dave’s big, beautiful cock.”

    Rowen felt the pain his wife intended. He felt the light emotional blow she was clearly trying to deliver.

    Katie stood up, kissed him one more time, and said, “You saw me packing lingerie, didn’t you?”

    Rowen nodded.

    She ran her fingers over his wet chest and down his stomach. “I brought it for you, you know. I brought it to make you happy.”

    “Yeah?” he asked.

    “You’ve been so good the past few weeks. You’ve taken your punishment like a man. You deserve to see me in something sexy. You deserve to see your wife like she wants to be, like I’ll be for you once you’re out of that cage. After all, you wanted me to make an effort, right?” she asked.

    Rowen tensed up. He didn’t want to revisit the fight that had led to his punishment. He’d admitted his mistake several times over and he didn’t want to reignite his wife’s anger.

    “I’ll make an effort too,” he said, trying to short circuit any tension.

    “I know you will,” Katie said. “Because if you don’t, you’re going right back in the cage. A good sex life is a two way street, after all.”

    “Of course,” Rowen replied.

    Katie reached behind him, grabbed the little bar of soap, and said, “Wash me.”

    Rowen took the bar of soap and Katie spun around. He cleaned her back, her ass, and her legs and she spun around once more. Katie smiled as he ran his soapy hands over her breasts, cleaning them carefully and having a little fun with her nipples.

    “My turn,” she said while snatching the soap from his hands.

    Katie cleaned his chest and stomach before taking a great deal of time to lovingly, slowly soap up his locked cock and balls. It felt impossibly good and more than a little painful as his cock tried to grow in the cage.

    After cleaning his back and ass they both washed the soap off. Katie kissed him again before turning off the water and grabbing a towel from the rack outside the shower. She handed it to Rowen and said, “Dry me off.”

    Rowen carefully patted his wife’s body dry as he thought about the lingerie she was going to put on for him. More than that, he thought about what they’d do once she was in that lingerie. He thought about how she’d let him out of his cage and take him into her mouth. He thought about how she’d take him into her pussy and let him fuck her and fill her. He thought about how good it was going to feel to cum inside his wife again.

    Once she was dry, Katie stepped out of the shower, smiled at Rowen, and said, “I’m going to change into something naughty.”

    Rowen watched her go, grabbed another towel, and dried off as he let his imagination run wild. Would Katie pick a babydoll? Would she go with a chemise? Would she go with a bra, panties, stockings, and garter set?

    Rowen hung the towel and stepped into the bedroom to find his beautiful wife in a strappy black bra, panty, and garter set with lace top stockings and a devastatingly sexy pair of high heels.

    “Do you like it?” she asked.

    Rowen nodded as he soaked up the sight of the woman of his dreams. Despite being locked for two weeks he felt like the luckiest man in the world. After all, his wife had said that their sex life would be closer to what it used to be once the punishment was over. She’d said she would make an effort if he did. She’d said she wanted to cut loose, to let out the part of her that liked playing naughty and being a little bit slutty.

    “You can touch me,” Katie said.

    Rowen approached his wife and reached out to run his fingers over her lingerie-clad body. She moaned at his touch and he swelled up in the cage.

    “How does my body feel?” she asked in a soft, seductive voice.

    “Incredible,” he said. “You look incredible too. You look perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

    “I like dressing up like this, you know,” Katie said. “Some women don’t. Some women don’t like lingerie at all. Not me. I love it. I love the way it makes men feel. I love the way it turns them on.”

    Rowen reached between his wife’s legs and felt the warmth emanating from her pussy. She moaned as he rubbed his fingers over her panties.

    “I love the way it makes you look at me, Rowen. I love the way a good lingerie set makes you desperate for me,” Katie said. “I just wish you worked a little harder to make me desperate for you.”

    Rowen pulled his hands from between her legs and looked at his wife. There was something in her voice that made him wonder if she had some sort of punishment in mind.

    “I’ve started working out,” he said.

    Katie reached up and caressed his face. “I know you have. You have no idea how much I appreciate that.”

    She stepped closer and pushed hard on his chest. Rowen fell into the bed and moved backwards as Katie followed. She had a wild look in her eyes and if it weren’t for the lack of a key around her neck he would have been certain she was going to unlock him so they could fuck.

    Katie straddled him and leaned down. They kissed as she ground her panty-clad pussy over his cock, bringing about a beautiful kind of ache as Rowen dreamed of being inside his wife.

    “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked.

    Rowen nodded.

    “Do you think you’ve earned that, Rowen? Do you think you’ve earned the right to come out of your cage and fuck your wife?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Rowen said. He wasn’t entirely sure it was true – he had no way of knowing how much Katie expected him to suffer – but he was too desperate to fuck his wife to offer up a nuanced answer.

    “Would it surprise you to know that I don’t think you’ve earned that right?” Katie said.

    “Yes,” Rowen answered. He wanted to tell Katie that watching her suck Dave off had been more than enough punishment, but he kept that to himself.

    There was a light knock at the door followed by someone saying, “Room service.”

    Katie climbed off of him and strode towards the door. “You should get under the covers unless you want the delivery boy to see your locked up little dick.”

    It was clear Katie had no intention of covering up before answering the door and Rowen briefly debated trying to stop her. He wouldn’t make it in time, though, and then his locked up cock would be on display. Instead, he took her advice and pulled the covers over his body.

    Katie stepped out of sight and a moment later Rowen heard the door open. “Come in,” his wife said.

    “Oh, uh, are you sure?” the young-sounding man asked in a decidedly nervous tone.

    “I promise, I won’t bite,” Katie said.

    She reappeared a few moments later and a young man pushing a room service cart appeared behind her.

    He placed a champagne bucket, two glasses, and a plate of chocolate-dipped strawberries on the bureau that held the TV and grabbed the cart to back out of the room before Katie stopped him.

    “What’s your name?” she asked.

    “Tim,” he replied.

    “Tim, would you like to earn a very big tip?” Katie asked as the young man made every effort not to ogle her lingerie-clad body.

    “I guess,” he said.

    “You see, Tim, I came to this hotel hoping to get laid, but my husband can’t give me what I need,” Katie explained.

    Tim glanced at Rowen resting under the covers and looked back at Katie. “Why not?” he asked.

    “Rowen, darling, why don’t you show our young friend why you can’t give me what I need?” Katie said.

    “I’d rather not if it’s all the same to you,” Rowen replied.

    Katie’s voice was sweet as honey as she said, “I’m afraid I need you to show our young friend why you can’t give me what I need. I’m afraid it might be a long, long time before you get to enjoy my body if you fail to do as I desire.”

    Rowen didn’t want to show his locked cock to a total stranger. He didn’t want to show it to anyone. He knew it was unwise to defy his wife, though. He’d seen how motivated she could be to punish him and he didn’t want to inspire her to go further than she’d already planned.

    Rowen pulled the covers aside and watched Tim’s eyes go wide as he soaked in the sight of a man’s cock locked in a small cage.

    “You see, Tim,” Katie said as she stepped closer to the young man. Her fingers drifted between his legs and she found his cock and rubbed it slowly and softly. “My husband can’t give me what I need when he’s locked up like that, and since he was a naughty boy he has to stay locked up like that for a little while longer.”

    Tim turned to Katie as Rowen watched an obvious bulge grow between the young man’s legs.

    “Do you think you can help me, Tim?” Katie asked as she unzipped the young man’s pants and reached inside. “Would you accept my pussy as a tip? Would it make you happy to fuck me while my caged husband watches?”

    Tim nodded, though Rowen wondered if the young man could put together a coherent thought as Katie stroked his cock.

    “Yeah?” Katie asked as she stepped closer. “Will you fuck me, Tim?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    Katie dropped to her knees and took the young man’s cock into her mouth. Rowen watched from the bed and felt the same sense of frustration, annoyance, and anger that he’d experienced when Katie went down on Dave. This felt a little worse, though. He’d spent the night thinking he’d be the one getting a blowjob but it was obvious that Katie had never planned on releasing him.

    “Does that feel good, Tim?” Katie asked as she looked up.

    “It’s incredible,” he said.

    The young man was lost in his lust. Rowen could see it on his face. Katie could have asked Tim to do anything in that moment and he would have said yes without hesitation.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

    Tim nodded.

    Katie smiled, stood, and retrieved a condom from the suitcase. She quickly rolled it down Tim’s cock, took his hand, and led him towards the sliding glass door. Katie opened it, stepped out onto the balcony, and bent over.

    “Take me from behind, Tim,” she said. “Fuck me from behind while my husband watches. Fuck me like he wanted to fuck me. Use my pussy for your pleasure.”

    Katie looked at Rowen as she pulled her panties aside. Her gaze remained fixed on him as Tim stepped behind her and slid his cock into her pussy.

    “Fuck me hard, Tim,” she said.

    The young man did as Katie desired. He grabbed her hips and he fucked her hard and fast. He used the energy his youth afforded him to deliver a relentless pounding and Rowen watched it all. He watched from the bed like she’d cuffed him to it. He watched because he had no idea where the key to his cage was. He watched because he knew Katie would follow through on her threat and divorce him if he defied her desires to punish him. He watched because at some point she’d let him out and he’d get to be the man taking her from behind on a hotel balcony.

    Unsurprisingly, Tim finished quickly. After a few minutes of furious pounding he buried his cock in Katie’s pussy and cried out in pleasure.

    Katie stood up and Tim’s cock slipped out of her as she turned around. They kissed on the balcony as she worked the condom off his erection.

    “Did that feel good?” Katie asked.

    “That was incredible,” Tim replied.

    “Thank you for fucking me, Tim,” she said.

    “No, thank you,” he said.

    Tim put his cock back in his pants, nodded at Rowen, and took his cart out of the room.

    Katie closed the sliding glass door, dropped the used condom into the trash bin by the desk, and crawled into bed with her husband.

    “You’re going to make me cum,” she said.

    “I’d rather not,” Rowen said.

    It’s not that he didn’t want to make her cum. It’s that he didn’t want to lick her pussy so soon after someone else had fucked her. It seemed humiliating.

    “I don’t care,” Katie said. “You’re not in control.”

    She straddled his chest and reached down to spread her pussy lips.

    “Did you enjoy watching him fuck me, Rowen? Did you enjoy seeing another man pound your wife’s pussy? Did you enjoy seeing him use me for his pleasure?” she asked.

    “No,” Rowen said.

    Katie smiled and rubbed her clit. “It could have been you. I could have dressed up in lingerie for you. I could have bent over the balcony railing for you. I could have let you fuck me from behind. I could have let you cum inside me. It could have been you if you weren’t locked up. It could have been you if you weren’t being punished. It could have been you if you’d been a better husband.”

    “I’m sorry,” Rowen said.

    “I know you are. Now eat my pussy and make me cum,” Katie demanded.

    She sat on his face, leaving Rowen little choice. He could have protested. He could have refused to do as she desired. It was pointless, though. Katie was in control. He was going to see this thing through to the end. He was going to reclaim his wife at some point.

    He licked her pussy. He tasted the condom Tim had used to fuck her. He did as he was told. He suffered yet again for her and he hoped it was the last time he’d be punished.
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    Katie took her husband’s hand and said, “Come with me.”

    Rowen was about to unleash an exhausted sigh when he saw the look on his wife’s face. She wasn’t dragging him away for an annoying task. She was dragging him away for something fun. He got up and smiled as Katie pulled him down the hallway and through the bedroom door.

    “Will you do me a favor?” she asked while running a finger down his chest.

    “Of course,” he said.

    “Will you get naked for me?”

    Rowen nodded and reached up to take his clothes off as quickly as possible. He couldn’t remember the last time his wife if 15 years had dragged him to the bedroom for sex and he didn’t want Katie changing her mind.

    “Thank you,” Katie said as she played with his chest hair. “Will you lie in the bed for me?”

    Rowen turned, pulled the covers aside, and hopped into their four post bed.

    Katie approached with a smile on her face, gently opened the nightstand drawer, and pulled out a black satin sleeping mask. “Will you put this on for me?”

    Rowen took the sleeping mask from his wife and hastily pulled it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness.

    “I want to be a little but naughty tonight, Rowen. Will you do that for me?” she asked. “Will you let me be a little bit naughty?”

    “Yes,” he said as his heart pounded. Katie had never really been naughty, despite his constant pleas for them to spice up their sex life.

    Rowen heard the sound of something metal being pulled from the nightstand drawer and he tensed up. He wasn’t sure what his wife had in mind and he wasn’t particularly interested in suffering any sort of pain.

    “I want to be in control tonight, Rowen, so I’m going to cuff you to the bed. Okay? Will you let me do that? Will you let me cuff you?” she asked.

    “Absolutely,” Rowen said as his worry washed away. He loved that his wife wanted to indulge in a little BDSM.

    He felt the cool steel of the cuffs around his left wrist and heard her cuff the other end to a bed post. She repeated the process with his other hand and both his legs, leaving him spread-eagled and feeling more vulnerable than he expected.

    “It’s okay,” Katie said. “I’m not going to hurt you. We’re just going to have a little fun.”

    Rowen instinctively pulled against the cuffs. He wasn’t really trying to escape, he just wanted to know if it was possible. He quickly discovered it was not. He wasn’t going anywhere until his wife decided he could.

    “Do you remember that conversation we had a month ago, Rowen?” Katie asked as she ran her fingers up his thigh. “Well, I guess it was more of a fight. Do you remember that, Rowen?”

    The tone of her voice made him a little nervous, in no small part because Rowen remembered the fight. He’d expressed his frustration with their sex life in a fairly poor manner by largely blaming his wife and focusing on the fact that she no longer dressed like she used to. He complained that despite having a great body she rarely showed it off, instead choosing to wear loose sweaters and baggy pants. He’d complained that it seemed like she was trying to repel him instead of being inviting, which would have assisted their sex life.

    “Yes, I remember,” he said.

    Katie’s fingers traced over his stomach, which was quite a bit larger than when they’d gotten married. During their argument she’d been quick to point out that he was quite the hypocrite for criticizing her clothing choices while he’d done very little to maintain his body, which was entirely correct. Rowen had gotten so lost in his own frustrations that he hadn’t bothered to consider that his wife might not have been enamored with the idea of putting in a great deal of effort to look good for a man that didn’t seem willing to put in much effort to look good for her.

    “I’ve been thinking about that fight,” Katie said as she ran her fingers up his chest and caressed his face. “And I feel bad. I was so critical of you, and the truth is you were right. I don’t make as much effort as I used to. I always choose the more comfortable clothes over the clothes that look good. So I’ve decided I’m going to give you what you want. What you deserve, really,” she said.

    “Really?” Rowen said.

    “Absolutely,” she said. “In a way, I should be thanking you for talking to me about it, because you’re right, I do look good. I’ve stayed in great shape. I look better than most women my age and I look a lot better than most of our friends, if I’m being honest.”

    “Yes, you do,” Rowen said as he smiled. “You really do.”

    “I want you to stay here while I change into something, okay? I did a little shopping and I want to show you one of the outfits I bought,” Katie said as she patted his thigh and walked away.

    Rowen heard the closet door open as he tried to imagine what his wife could be changing into. She was a little older now so she probably wouldn’t dress like she was in her mid 20s, but there were so many ways for a woman her age to look hot. He couldn’t believe his good fortune and he was amazed that their fight, which had been exceptionally unpleasant, had resulted in such a wonderful turn of events that promised to spice up their sex life in a big way.

    A few minutes later Katie returned to the bedside and said, “There’s just one more thing I need to do.”

    Rowen felt a cool piece of metal slide over his cock and balls. “What are you doing?” he said.

    “There’s nothing to worry about, Rowen,” Katie said as she fitted what felt like a ring around his genitals. “This is necessary.”

    “Necessary for what? What are you doing?” Rowen asked.

    Katie took his penis in her hand and pushed it into what felt like a metal cage.

    “Ow, Katie, that hurts,” Rowen said. “Stop. Please. What are you doing to my cock?”

    “The first time is always the hardest,” Katie said.

    Rowen thrashed in the bed but the handcuffs made it impossible to move. The blindfold made it impossible to see. He was completely at his wife’s mercy and she clearly wasn’t going to let up until she’d accomplished whatever she’d set out to do.

    Rowen heard a quiet click and Katie released his genitals as she said, “There we go. How does it feel?”

    “How does what feel?” he asked.

    “Your cock, Rowen. How does it feel? Does it hurt? We can’t have it hurting. I don’t want to damage it,” Katie said.

    “Katie, what the fuck did you do?” Rowen asked as he thrashed even harder against the cuffs.

    “Rowen, if you answer my question I’ll take the blindfold off and let you see what I did. Now, how does it feel?” she asked.

    “It feels heavy and kind of cold, but otherwise I guess it’s fine,” he said.

    Katie lifted the blindfold off and Rowen stared down at his cock, which was encased in a small metal cage.

    “What the fuck is that?” he asked. “What did you do?”

    Katie smiled and leaned forward to show off her cleavage. Her big natural breasts looked absolutely splendid in a low cut red wrap top and what must have been a push-up bra. She wore a short, skintight white skirt with it and had put on a pair of high heels for the first time in what felt like years.

    “You look amazing,” Rowen said as his eyes roamed over his wife’s body. It was the kind of outfit that would invite criticism for being overtly slutty or even trashy, but Rowen loved it. It was how she used to dress in their younger days and it was how she looked in his imagination when he fantasized about her.

    “Thank you,” Katie said. “I feel amazing, too. I really do. I’d forgotten what it’s like to feel sexy, to be honest with you, so I really am thankful to you for that fight we had. It wasn’t pleasant, but the more I thought about it the more I wondered why I was working so hard not to feel sexy. It seemed like such a waste.”

    Rowen looked between his legs again and then back up at his wife. “What’s with the prison for my cock?”

    “That’s your punishment,” Katie said.

    “My punishment?” Rowen asked.

    “That’s right, Rowen. You were the epitome of a pigheaded male when you told me I needed to dress slutty for you. You thought if I put on a tight top and a short skirt our sex life would suddenly be hot again? Did you even consider doing a little work of your own, Rowen? How about doing a few sit ups? How about drinking a few less beers every week? You weren’t wrong, though. I was suppressing my sexuality. I was hiding my body, a body that I work hard to maintain. I’m not hiding it anymore. I’m going to show it off and the chastity cage is going to ensure that your dick doesn’t get to enjoy it,” Katie explained.

    “Take it off, Katie,” Rowen said. “Unlock me right now.”

    “No, Rowen. You’re staying in that cage until I decide you to get to cum, and if you find some way to unlock yourself I’m divorcing you. I’ve already had the papers drawn up. You’re going to accept your punishment and do your time or you’re never going to see this body again,” Katie said.

    Rowen was about to argue further when Katie straddled him. Her skirt rode up to reveal she wasn’t wearing any panties. It also revealed that she’d shaved her pussy.

    Katie saw him staring between her legs and said, “Do you like it? I’ve never shaved my pussy before. I kind of like it. It makes me feel like a pornstar.”

    Rowen looked up at her with utter disbelief on his face. The woman sitting astride him was acting nothing like the woman he’d known for the latter half of their marriage.

    Katie reached up, ran her hands through her dark brown hair, arched her back and began to ride Rowen like she actually was a pornstar. She moaned like she used to when they’d have sex, like she was thoroughly enjoying herself and well on the way to a great orgasm.

    “Katie, fuck, it hurts. Stop, it hurts,” Rowen said as he felt a sudden pain emanating from between his legs.

    “Awww, poor baby,” Katie said as she leaned forward. She kissed his neck and ground her pussy over his caged cock. She enveloped him in her wetness and Rowen groaned as the pain increased. “Isn’t this what you want me to be, Rowen? Don’t you want your wife to be a pornstar in the bedroom? Don’t you want me to sit on your cock and ride you like you’re God’s gift to women?”

    “Yes,” he said. “Does that make me an asshole?”

    Katie smiled and sat up again. She ran her hands over her breasts in the tight red top and then through her hair once more. “No, sweetheart. It makes you a man, and there’s nothing wrong with that. In fact, if you make it through your punishment I’ll be the woman you want me to be. I’ll be your pornstar in the bedroom. I’ll ride your dick and milk you with my pussy while I’m dressed like a whore. I’ll even cum on your cock. I’m not going to do it tonight, though. I’m not going to do it tomorrow now. I’m probably not going to do it this month or next month. A punishment isn’t effective if it’s not painful, right?”

    Rowen thrashed one more time. He put all his strength into it. He tried to tear the bed apart, but all he succeeded in doing was making his wrists sore.

    “Do you feel better now?” Katie asked.

    “Not really,” Rowen said.

    She leaned down and kissed him. He refused to engage at first. He wanted to show how upset he was. He wanted to punish her for trying to punish him. He couldn’t hold back, though. Her lips felt so good, and when her tongue brushed against them Rowen folded. He gave in. He opened his mouth. He kissed his wife. When she sucked on his tongue he groaned and felt that same surge of pain between his legs.

    “I need you to know that I’m serious about the divorce, Rowen. The papers are on the kitchen table and I have copies. If you can’t be a man about taking your punishment our marriage is over. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said. He still planned on finding some way out of the cage without pissing her off, but he certainly believed his wife was seriously annoyed and might actually follow through with divorcing him if he angered her enough. Rowen knew he didn’t want that outcome. He knew Katie tolerated a lot from him. He knew he wouldn’t come close to landing someone as beautiful as her, and it seemed that there was a rather dirty side of her that she was ready to unleash if he was willing to suffer through the punishment she’d dreamed up for him.

    “Good. I’m going to release you from the handcuffs and I’d like you to change into something decent-looking,” Katie explained.

    “Why?” Rowen asked.

    She climbed off of him, smiled, and said, “We’re going out.” She fixed her skirt, ran her fingers through her hair, and turned to the side to show off a truly mouth-watering profile view. “Don’t you want to take me out and show me off? Don’t you want to show everyone what a hot piece of ass you’re married to?”

    He couldn’t tell if she was fucking with him or trying to get him to say something stupid, but he definitely wanted to do those things. The pleasure of it was significantly dampened by the cage around his cock, but he absolutely wanted to take his beautiful wife out and show her off.

    “I’d like that, yes,” he said.

    Katie pulled a key from the nightstand drawer, walked to the end of the bed, and bent over to flash her beautiful cleavage as she unlocked his feet. “I know what you like, Rowen. We’ve been married for fifteen years. Of course I know what you like. I’m going to give it to you. I’m going to let you take me out and show me off. I’m going to put my beautiful tits on display in a bar. I’m going to make sure every man your age is insanely jealous of you.”

    Rowen couldn’t help but get aroused just thinking about it, producing a mild surge of pain thanks to the chastity cage.

    Katie freed his other foot and crawled into the bed to straddle him once more. She leaned forward and he got a close up view of her breasts in the beautiful red top as she unlocked his left wrist before moving to the right.

    “Are you going to be good for me, Rowen? Are you going to get dressed and take me out if I unlock you?” she asked.

    Rowen couldn’t think of another option. Plus, he’d almost certainly have some version of fun if they went out.

    “Yes, I’ll be good,” he said.

    Katie turned the key and freed his wrist. As soon as he was free from the cuff Rowen reached up and grabbed her tits, only to be rewarded with a viciously painful slap across the face.

    Katie glowered at him and said, “You said you’d be good, Rowen. Did I say you could grope me? Did I say you could treat me like a piece of meat?”

    “You said you’d be my pornstar,” he replied.

    “I said I’d do that once you served your punishment, Rowen. Don’t touch me like that again until I’ve given you permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes. Sorry,” he said.

    Katie climbed off of him and said, “Get dressed.”

    Rowen reached up to rub his face. There was some serious force behind the slap she’d delivered. Maybe she really was serious about punishing him.
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    “How do I look?” Katie asked as she put her hands on her hips and struck a pose.

    “You look incredible,” Rowen said as he felt a slight stirring between his legs.

    Katie was still in the tight, low cut red wrap top and white skirt and she looked amazing. She was flaunting her body for the first time in years and Rowen felt a mixture of pride, desire, and frustration thanks to the chastity cage that imprisoned his cock.

    She walked towards him with an exaggerated sway in her hips and pressed her body against his as Rowen admired how spectacularly perky her big breasts looked in the top. Katie reached between his legs to squeeze his locked up dick before looking up and kissing him.

    She moaned into his mouth and continued to play with his locked up dick and there was something about doing it in the parking lot that Rowen found intensely arousing.

    “Are you ready for this?” Katie asked.

    “Of course,” Rowen said. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

    “Men are going to stare, Rowen. Even if I’m on your arm they’re going to stare. They’re going to stare at my tits and my ass. They’re going to stare at my legs. They’re going to imagine taking me to the bathroom and bending me over the sink to fuck me while they play with my tits. They’re going to imagine bringing me to their cars for a wet, sloppy blowjob. They’re going to imagine using me for their pleasure,” Katie explained.

    “Jesus, Katie,” Rowen said.

    “Am I wrong?” she asked with a smile. “Isn’t that what men think about? Isn’t that what you’re thinking about? Wouldn’t you give anything for me to unlock your cock and take you back to the car to suck you off?”

    “Yes,” he answered. Of course he would have enjoyed that. Of course her revealing outfit made him want that even more. Of course it did.

    “It’s a shame you’re locked up,” Katie said. “It’s a shame I left the key at home, too. I could take you to the car right now. I could suck your cock and swallow your cum like a good wife should, right Rowen?”

    Rowen’s last blowjob in the car had happened so long ago he couldn’t really remember it, but he could certainly imagine what it would feel like and of course it would have been intensely pleasurable. There was always something so thrillingly naughty about his wife being willing to blow him in the car.

    “Are you ready to go inside?” Katie asked.

    “Yes,” Rowen answered as the ache from his chastity cage spread.

    “You know, I kind of like this cage. I can tease you all I want and you don’t get an unsightly boner,” she added before taking his hand and heading towards the door.

    Katie walked in with a sense of purpose and most eyes turned towards her. Rowen watched his wife’s ass for a few moments but eventually he turned his gaze to see what everyone else was looking at. Most of the men were staring at Katie’s breasts. Of course they were. She’d done everything she could to make them look spectacular and she’d unquestionably succeeded.

    Rowen noticed more than a few dirty looks from some of the women in the bar. That didn’t feel surprising either. Katie looked good enough to draw attention away from almost every other woman in the bar, including from more than a few men with rings on their fingers.

    She dragged him to a booth, gestured for Rowen to sit before her, and then slid in next to him. Her hand immediately found its way between his legs and again she began to massage his locked up cock.

    “Katie, please,” Rowen said.

    “What’s wrong, sweetie? You used to love it when I’d play with your cock in public. It used to get you all horny for me and then you’d take me home and fuck my brains out. You remember those days, don’t you? You remember how hard you used to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes, I remember,” Rowen said. He was in better shape in those days. His dick got harder and he had the stamina to last a lot longer. Those days had passed. “I still like you playing with my dick in public.”

    “Then what’s the problem?” Katie asked with a knowing smile.

    “It hurts,” he said. “My dick fucking hurts when you play with it in the cage. You know it, too. You know it fucking hurts.”

    “Just think of how much fun you’d be having if you weren’t locked up. I’d be playing with your dick. You’d be playing with my pussy in this skimpy skirt I’m wearing. You’d get me all turned on and I’d just have to have you. Hell, we might run out on our bill because I was so desperate for your dick,” Katie said.

    A waitress in denim shorts, boots, and a tight tank top sauntered over, placed two cocktail napkins on the table and asked, “Can I get you two anything?”

    “My man will have a beer – whatever you have on tap is fine – and I’ll have a whiskey. Neat, please,” Katie answered.

    The waitress smiled and said, “I’ll be right back with those.”

    “I’m sorry, Katie,” Rowen said.

    “For what, darling?” she asked.

    Rowen groaned as she continued to play with his imprisoned cock. The pain wasn’t significant enough that he absolutely needed it to go away, but there was something decidedly unpleasant about feeling desperately aroused without any hope of getting an erection.

    “I’m sorry for criticizing your clothing choices. I’m sorry for acting like the decline in our sex life was your fault. I’m sorry for being so selfish,” he said.

    “You should be,” Katie said. “But I’ve forgiven you and now I’m going to punish you. I appreciate the apology, but you’re not coming out of your cage until I say your punishment is over. Do you understand?”

    Rowen felt a deeply frustrated, but Katie had skillfully maneuvered him into a situation he couldn’t really escape from. Even if he found a way out of the cage she’d made a credible threat of divorce, which was a far worse fate than being locked up for a little while.

    Katie released his cock as the waitress returned with their drinks. She raised her glass and said, “A toast to your wife’s newfound confidence.”

    Rowen glanced at her cleavage and what seemed to be a genuine sense of happiness on his wife’s face and happily wet along with the toast. If he could make it through the punishment and actually get out of the cock cage it seemed like their sex life might actually reach that place of intense heat once again.

    Katie threw her drink down with one long sip, put her glass on the table, smiled, and took Rowen’s hand in hers. She lifted it to her lips and took one of his fingers in her mouth, swallowing every inch as her tongue danced over the flesh.

    “Katie…fuck,” Rowen said.

    “Will you do something naughty for me?” she asked as his slippery finger emerged from her mouth.

    Rowen was so enraptured with his wife in that moment that he would have done anything. He nodded and watched as she pulled his hand under the table, between her legs, and up her skirt.

    “Finger me,” she said. “Feel how wet I am.”

    Rowen slipped a finger inside her and Katie smiled before closing her eyes and letting out a quiet, subtle moan. She was completely soaked. She was so wet Rowen was a little surprised she hadn’t drenched her skirt. He pushed his finger deeper inside his wife and closed his eyes for just a moment as he got lost in the sheer pleasure of playing with her pussy in public.

    His eyes shot open when Rowen felt the cold steel of a handcuff around his wrist. He pulled his hand back, only to realize that Katie had handcuffed him to one of the metal legs of the table.

    “Katie, what the fuck?” Rowen asked.

    “I want to have a little fun and I want you to watch,” she explained. “And I think we both know that you’re not well-behaved enough to sit here like a good boy while I go flirt with someone.”

    “What?” Rowen said.

    “Rowen, honey, look around. Do you see how many hot guys are in this bar? Did you see how many of them stared at me when we walked in? Did you see how many of them wanted me?” Katie asked.

    Rowen had seen all of that and when they’d walked in it felt good. He’d felt like every guy in the bar wanted to fuck the woman on his arms, which had thrilled him.

    “Yes, Katie, I saw all that. I don’t understand why you’d want to flirt, though,” Rowen said.

    “Flirting is fun,” she explained. “It turns me on, which you should like. Don’t you want your wife turned on? Don’t you want me all hot and bothered?”

    “Not for another guy,” Rowen protested.

    “I’m not going to fuck another guy, Rowen. I’m just going to flirt,” Katie said as she slid out of the booth. “And you better be a good boy. Remember, I control your cock and I can keep you in that cage for a long, long time if you can’t manage to behave yourself.”

    Rowen pulled against the cuffs as he watched his wife walk away. Her ass looked absolutely splendid in the skintight white skirt and he felt a wild rush of desire. He wanted to fuck his wife. He wanted to finger her more. He wanted to feel her mouth around him. He wanted to do anything other than be locked up – in two ways, no less – in a bar while she went to flirt with someone else.

    Imbued with the confidence her new clothes provided, Katie walked right up to a young man that had come in after them. Rowen saw the young man’s eyes dart to Katie’s cleavage, because of course they did. Because no man can resist the appeal of a pair of big, perky-looking breasts, especially on a beautiful woman.

    Rowen watched his wife sit next to the young man at the bar. She leaned closer and laughed at something he said. She reached out and touched his arm, delicately running her fingers over his exposed skin. She said something, but Rowen was too far away to make it out. Her body language was entirely flirtatious, though. She was leaning in. Her breasts were on display. He was surprised she hadn’t spread her legs and invited the guy to fuck her right there on the bar stool.

    The younger man waved the bartender over and ordered Katie a drink as Rowen pulled against the cuffs again. He thought she’d flirt for a minute or two to make him jealous and extend his punishment a little, but now it seemed like she was settling into an extended session of flirtation with a younger, fitter, better looking man.

    The bartender delivered Katie’s drink and she clinked glasses with the younger man, took a sip, and leaned in to whisper something into his ear as Rowen seethed with jealousy. He watched the younger man’s hand move to the bare skin of Katie’s leg. He watched his wife smile and lean in. He watched another man move his fingers right to the edge of Katie’s skirt. He was inches away from her bare pussy and all Rowen could do was try not to lose his mind as he sat cuffed to an immovable table.

    To keep from losing his mind Rowen took a deep breath and tried to console himself with the fact that Katie had said she wasn’t going to fuck anyone. She was just going to flirt. She was going to have a little fun. She was going to take advantage of the fact that she looked unbelievably hot, and that’s very clearly what she was doing. He told himself that she’d come back to him eventually, that this was just part of his punishment.

    Rowen remembered when his wife was flirty all the time. He remembered back when it would take just one drink to turn her into a touchy, flirty, fun kind of girl and how it always ended in great sex. He couldn’t help but smile a little as he watched her from across the room. She’d become that girl again. She’d turned back the clock, only he wasn’t on the receiving end of her affections.

    After fifteen solid minutes of overtly flirtatious fun with the younger man sitting at the bar Katie spun around on the stool and leaned in to whisper something. It looked like she was getting ready to come back to Rowen. She was halfway off the stool when the younger man put his arm around her waist, pulled her close, and kissed her. Rowen pulled so hard on the handcuffs that pain shot through his wrist and up his arm.

    What started as anger towards the younger man quickly morphed into a deep sense of jealousy. Katie wasn’t pulling away. She wasn’t trying to escape his grasp. She was leaning into the kiss. She’d opened her mouth to welcome the younger man’s tongue. She did nothing when his hands moved to her ass and squeezed it. It was a hell of a first kiss and for the first time since she’d locked him up, Rowen truly felt like he was being punished.

    Katie stepped back from the kiss with a smile on her face. She said something to the younger man and he released her from his grasp. She gave him a kiss on the cheek and turned towards Rowen. She took slow, sultry steps with an exaggerated and impossibly sexy sway in her hips and a seductive smile on her face.

    Katie wordlessly slid into the booth, pressed her body against Rowen’s, and kissed him. Her hand found its way between his legs and she played with his locked cock as her tongue pushed into his mouth. He wanted to be angry, to bite her tongue and tell her to fuck off, but he melted under her obvious desire.

    “Let’s go,” she said.

    “I can’t go anywhere like this,” Rowen said as he pulled on the handcuffs.

    Katie reached into her purse, unlocked him, and slid out of the booth. She held out her hand and Rowen took it. The look of wild lust in her eyes was too much to resist.

    He left cash on the table and they scampered out of the bar as all eyes were once again on Katie. She unlocked the car, opened the back door, and pushed Rowen inside. She unbuttoned his pants and worked them off and he was certain that his imprisonment was about to come to an end. He was certain his wife’s punishment had been nothing more than a little game destined to last no more than a few hours.

    Katie climbed into the car, shut the door, and moved between his legs. She took his balls into her mouth and sucked voraciously. She ran her tongue over his flesh and Rowen moaned as a surge of desire rushed through his loins and made his locked cock ache.

    “Do you remember how you used to fuck me after a night at a bar, Rowen?” she asked before licking his balls again.

    “Yes,” he said. “Fuck…yes, I remember.”

    “Do you remember how good it was? Do you remember how horny I’d get, how desperate I was to have you inside me?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Rowen replied.

    Katie looked up at him, smiled, and said, “It’s a shame I had to put you in this cage. If you weren’t locked up you’d be inside me right now. I’d be riding you. I’d be milking your cock with my soaking wet pussy. I’d be bouncing on you in the backseat. I’d ride you until you flooded my pussy with cum.”

    “You could just unlock me,” Rowen said.

    Katie laughed and then dropped her head into his lap and took his caged cock into her mouth. She sucked and licked and Rowen cried out as a strange mixture of pleasure and pain washed over his loins.

    There was something beyond the physical discomfort of trying to get hard in the cage. There was a mental anguish at being unable to enjoy something he craved so badly. His wife’s mouth was a wondrous delight and yet he couldn’t enjoy the blowjob. He couldn’t get hard. He couldn’t cum. He couldn’t extract even an ounce of satisfaction.

    “Does it feel good when I suck your cock?” Katie asked.

    “Katie, please, unlock me,” Rowen said. “Please, I won’t be an asshole. I won’t. I’m sorry for what I did. I promise I’ll be better. Just unlock me, please.”

    “No,” Katie said flatly. “You haven’t come close to earning your release. You must be punished, Rowen, and I’m having far too much fun to let you out now. Did you see how much I enjoyed flirting with that cute young guy? Did you see how much I enjoyed kissing him?”

    “Yes, Katie, I saw that,” Rowen said.

    “Did it hurt, Rowen? Was it painful to see your wife kissing another man?” she asked with a naughty smile.

    “A little, yes,” he said.

    “Good,” Katie replied as she released his cock from her grasp and shifted her body until she was leaning against the door. She hiked her skirt up, spread her legs, and said, “Now make me cum. He made me all wet and I need you to get me off.”

    “No,” Rowen said.

    “It wasn’t a request, Rowen. You’re not in control here. You gave that up when you decided it was okay to tell me that I needed to dress slutty for you while you didn’t have to do a goddamn thing to keep our sex life hot. You gave up control when you decided you couldn’t be bothered to be anything more than a male cliché. Now eat my fucking pussy and make me cum all over your face,” Katie said.

    Rowen relented and moved between his wife’s legs. There was something about her anger that scared him a little, though he couldn’t deny feeling a little bit aroused at her sense of self-assurance. He just wished he could fuck that self-assured woman. Instead, he had to make due with being locked up and licking her pussy.

    “That’s it,” Katie said as he put his tongue to work. “Make me cum while I think about the way I just got kissed. Make me cum while I think about how he tasted and how good his hands felt on my ass. Make me cum while I think about him.”

    Rowen lifted his head to protest but Katie grabbed a handful of his hair and forcefully pushed down, smothering him with her wet pussy.

    “Eat my pussy, Rowen. No arguing. Eat my pussy and make me cum,” she said.

    Rowen gave up and did as he was told. If there was one thing he’d learned that evening, it’s that there was no point in arguing with Katie. She was determined to stay in charge and in that moment the only thing to do was make her cum.
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    “Hey,” Rowen said as he stepped out onto the deck with a beer in each hand.

    “Hey there,” Katie said with a smile.

    He handed her one of the beers and Katie took a long sip before gazing out at their expansive backyard.

    Rowen sank into the soft cushion of the deck chair next to hers, took a deep breath, and launched into the apology he’d rehearsed a dozen times.

    “I wanted to apologize,” he said. “For everything, really. For what I said during that argument a month ago. For how I’ve let myself go as the years have gone by. For neglecting you in countless ways. Really, I want to apologize for my many shortcomings as a husband.”

    “I appreciate that Rowen,” Katie said as she reached over and took his hand in hers. “I really do.”

    Rowen waited for his wife to say more and fought off the sense of frustration he felt when she sipped her beer and resumed staring out at the backyard as the rays of the setting sun darted through the trees.

    “Do you remember the last time I put on lingerie for you, Rowen?” Katie asked. “I mean real lingerie. Not just a slightly sexy pair of pajama shorts. I mean something seductive, the whole nine yards, you know? Stockings, a garter belt, a sexy bra, panties, fuck me heels. Can you remember the last time I did that?”

    Rowen had vague memories of Katie’s fondness for dressing up in lingerie and playing the part of a seductive goddess. They were old memories, though. He tried, but Rowen couldn’t recall the last time Katie had gone all out like that.

    “I can’t, actually,” he said.

    “I can’t either,” she replied as her gaze remained fixed on the trees. “I know that’s how it tends to go in long term relationships, but it still makes me a little sad.”

    “Me too,” Rowen said as he joined his wife in her wistful appreciation of the sunset and, in a larger sense, of the life they’d built together, a life that had put them in their beautiful house with a big deck and an expansive backyard lined with trees.

    After a few minutes of silence, Katie reached out and took Rowen’s hand in hers as she said, “I know you didn’t like watching me flirt at the bar, but I think you might like that it made me want to get dressed up in lingerie again.”

    “Really?” Rowen asked.

    Katie drained the rest of her beer and smiled as she leaned back and closed her eyes. “The way he wanted me, it made me feel sexy,” she explained. “The way he touched me, it made me feel desirable again. I haven’t felt that in a long time, and when I feel desirable I want to double down, you know? I want to go over the top. I want to dress up in lingerie and be completely irresistible. I want a man to lust after me. I like that feeling. That’s why I was so turned on in the car last night. That’s why I made you go down on me. That’s why I sat on your face when we got home.”

    Rowen’s cock came to life in the cage as he watched his wife surrender to the obvious arousal she felt. She wasn’t just spinning a tale for him. She seemed thoroughly aroused and he felt his body getting drawn into it despite his wish to avoid thinking about how she’d kissed someone else the night before.

    Katie looked over at him, smiled, and said, “Do you want to see me in lingerie, Rowen? Do you want me to put on something sexy for you?”

    “Yes,” he said. “Absolutely.”

    Katie stood up and headed for the sliding glass door. “Let’s go.”

    She was in the house and on her way to the bedroom before Rowen even got up. He rushed after her and saw her clothing strewn about the hallway as she’d seemingly stripped on the move.

    “Get naked,” Katie called out from the closet as Rowen stepped into their bedroom. “Get in the bed. I’ll be out in a moment.”

    Rowen stripped and hopped into bed as a kind of excitement he hadn’t felt in years ripped through his body. He looked down at his locked cock and smiled. Katie was going to let him out. Of course she was. She was going to decide that he’d been punished enough and set him free so they could have sex.

    Katie stepped out of the closet in a breathtaking black lingerie set and a pair of four inch heels. She ran her hand up the door frame, elongating her body and smiling at Rowen.

    “What do you think?” she asked.

    Rowen let his eyes wander over his wife’s body, taking in the sight of her sexy sheer stockings, the delicate lace garter belt, and the matching black lace bra and panty set that served to highlight how astoundingly sexy she was.

    “It’s perfect,” he said.

    Katie sauntered towards the bed, pausing after each step as Rowen felt his anticipation grow. At the foot of the bed she reached up and played with the small key that hung on a chain around her neck.

    “Is that my key?” Rowen asked.

    “It is,” Katie replied. “This is the literal key to your pleasure.”

    Katie crawled into the bed and straddled Rowen as he stared at the key that rested between her breasts.

    “Do you want me to unlock you, Rowen?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

    Katie dropped her panty-clad pussy onto his locked cock and moved her hips back and forth, teasing him with the warmth of her flesh and the soft material of her underwear. She leaned forward and the key dangled over his head as Rowen’s gaze focused on the splendid sight of his wife’s breasts in her bra.

    “It’s too bad I have no interest in unlocking you,” Katie said. “I’m sure you’d enjoy being in my pussy. I’m awfully wet. I bet you’d cum so hard if I sat on your dick and took it for a ride.”

    “Please, Katie, you can let me out. You can. You don’t have to keep up this punishment. Or, you can let me out and then put me right back in the cage after we’ve had sex. I don’t care. That’s okay,” Rowen said.

    “Rowen, sweetheart, it wouldn’t be much of a punishment if I let you out whenever you wanted to fuck me, would it? For it to be a punishment you need to suffer. I know that’s hard for you, but it’s supposed to be hard,” Katie explained.

    She reached down and pulled aside her panties before taking his locked cock inside her. She was right. She was soaked. Her pussy was hot and wet and even from inside the cage it felt incredible.

    “Katie…please, stop,” Rowen said. “It’s too much. It hurts.”

    “Aww, does your little locked up dick hurt when I take you inside me? Is my pussy hurting you?” she asked before laughing.

    “Yes, it hurts. Please. If you’re not going to let me fuck you, please just stop,” Rowen said.

    Katie didn’t stop. Instead, she began to move her pussy back and forth over Rowen’s locked cock. She sat back, closed her eyes, and moaned like she was getting fucked.

    “Why are you doing this?” Rowen asked. “Why did you get all dressed up if you have no intention of having sex?”

    Katie ignored Rowen’s plea and rode his locked cock a little longer before leaning forward once more. She had a big smile on her face as she said, “You know what else turned me on about last night?”

    “No, I don’t,” Rowen said a touch of anger in his voice.

    “Teasing you, Rowen. Getting you all worked up in your little cage. Knowing that you were turned on, especially in the car, and that you couldn’t get off. You couldn’t even get hard. Knowing that I’m getting turned on while you’re being punished. I fucking loved that. I love it even more right now,” Katie said.

    “Well I think it sucks,” Rowen said.

    “Do you want to make me cum?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Rowen answered despite his frustration. Despite knowing that he was being punished he liked the idea of getting to make Katie cum.

    “Good boy,” Katie said as she dragged her pussy up Rowen’s naked chest and dropped it onto his mouth. “Eat me out.”

    Rowen put his tongue to work as his cock continued to ache in its cage. He was frustrated and hugely aroused at the same time. He wasn’t sure he liked what his wife was doing, but it was hard to argue with the idea that it was an effective form of punishment.

    
      

    

    “Honey, can you get the door?” Katie called out from the bedroom.

    Rowen had spent most of his Sunday going through a long list of chores his wife had left for him and dragging his exhausted body off the couch to see who’d rung their doorbell proved to be a great deal more difficult than he imagined possible. Katie was right. He really had let himself go.

    “Dave, hey, what are you doing here?” Rowen asked as he saw his friend Dave standing on their front porch.

    “Uh, Katie invited me over,” Dave replied. “She didn’t tell you?”

    Rowen panicked as he wondered if Katie had mentioned it and he’d simply forgotten. “Oh, right, of course. Sorry, it’s been a long day. Come in, come in,” he said, choosing to pretend he knew what was going on over acting like the whole thing was a surprise. “Can I get you a beer?”

    “Sure, I’d love one,” Dave said.

    Rowen grabbed two beers from the refrigerator as he tried his best to remember if Katie had informed him of Dave’s visit. Was she going to make dinner for them? Were they going to order food? Was Dave there for an entirely different reason?

    “So, how’s it going, man?” Rowen asked as he handed Dave a beer and sat on the couch.

    “Not bad, man. Not bad. It’s been a while since we’ve hung out. It was nice of Katie to ask me over. I miss you guys,” Dave answered.

    “Dave! I’m so glad you made it,” Katie said as she stepped into the living room.

    Rowen turned to see his wife in a short, simple, astonishingly sexy sundress that he hadn’t seen on her in years.

    Dave got up off the couch and Katie took him into an embrace that struck Rowen as a little too tight and a little too lengthy.

    “It’s been too long,” Katie said. “It really has.”

    “Would you like a beer?” Rowen asked his wife.

    “No, I’m okay. It’s nice of you to ask though,” she answered with a sweet smile.

    Katie sat on the couch across from them and as they all engaged in small talk Rowen’s mind wandered. Katie wasn’t really in the habit of inviting his friends over for a get together and he couldn’t quite figure out why Dave was at their house. Was there some sort of master plan at work? Was she going to do something cruel like reveal the fact that she’d caged his cock?

    “How long have you two been friends?” Katie asked after the small talk had run its course.

    “Twenty years, I believe,” Dave answered.

    “You knew each other before we got married, right?” she asked.

    “Yup,” Dave replied. “We’ve known each other since college.”

    “If I asked you a question, would you be honest with me, Dave?” Katie asked as she leaned forward and flashed a sweet smile along with an unavoidable view of her splendid cleavage.

    Rowen noticed his friend tense up a little, as if Dave was preparing for an unpleasant interrogation.

    “Sure, Katie,” Dave said with just a hint of defensiveness in his voice.

    Katie laughed and sat back. “No, no, it’s nothing scary. I promise. I know Rowen’s not cheating on me and I know he never has. The man is a terrible liar.”

    She was right about that. Rowen couldn’t lie to save his life, at least not to Katie.

    “I want to know if Rowen used to brag about me,” Katie said.

    Dave sipped his beer and took longer than necessary to swallow before asking, “Can you be more specific?”

    Katie leaned forward and again flashed her cleavage. “Absolutely. I want to know if my husband, in his younger days, bragged about the blowjobs I’d give him.”

    Rowen watched his friend’s eyes go wide as Katie’s question caught him off guard. Dave absolutely would have done a spit take if he’d had any beer in his mouth.

    “Uhhhh…” he said before looking to Rowen for help.

    “Katie, honey, that doesn’t seem like a fair thing to ask Dave,” Rowen said.

    “Rowen, sweetheart, I’m not mad about it. I want to know if you were proud of your wife. I want to know if I blew your mind when we were first together. I want to know if our sex life was as hot for you as it was for me back then,” Katie explained before turning to Dave. “I promise, Dave, I’m not going to make it weird. I’m not going to yell at Rowen. We’re not having some kind of marital blowout. I’m just interested in knowing if my husband used to tell his friend about the fun we had in the bedroom.”

    Her explanation seemed to help Dave relax as he took a deep breath and said, “Okay. Yes, Rowen did like to brag about the things you’d do, particularly your skill at…well, oral sex, I guess.”

    “Why do you think he bragged about it?” Katie asked.

    “Honestly?” Dave said. “I was single at the time and I think he liked that he was with this goddess of a woman and I was stuck jerki…well, stuck taking care of myself.”

    “A goddess, huh?” Katie said with a huge smile on her face.

    “That’s the word he used,” Dave answered.

    “What do you think, Dave? Am I a goddess?” Katie asked with a seductive quality in her voice that seemed entirely inappropriate.

    “Yes,” Dave answered. “At least based on what Rowen used to talk about and most definitely when compared to my ex-wife. Yes, you’re a goddess.”

    Katie stood up and pulled her hair out of its ponytail. It cascaded down her shoulders as she took a few steps towards Dave, bent over, and rested her hands on his knees.

    “Would you like to find out if I’m a goddess, Dave?” she asked.

    “Wha…what?” he asked as his eyes darted from her breasts to her face. “What do you mean?”

    “Katie, honey, what are you doing?” Rowen asked.

    Katie ignored him, keeping her attention focused on Dave. “Rowen hasn’t been cheating, but he’s been a less than ideal husband in recent years and I’m currently in the process of punishing him for thinking it’s entirely my responsibility to see to the sexual health of our marriage. Last night we went to a bar and I did a little flirting and kissing with someone else while Rowen watched.”

    Katie dropped to her knees and reached up to spread Dave’s legs and rub his cock through his pants as she said, “Tonight, I’d like to continue Rowen’s punishment by sucking your cock while he watches. I want to give you the kind of blowjob a goddess gives. I want to make you feel good and swallow your cum while my husband sits there and watches like a good boy.”

    “Katie…” Rowen said before Katie shot him a fiercely angry look that shut him up.

    “Rowen won’t hold it against you if you let me do this, Dave. He knows he was wrong. He knows he deserves to be punished for what he did. He knows that when this is all over he’s going to get to have the kind of sex he craves again. He knows that this is just the price he has to pay to get there,” Katie explained as she slowly unzipped Dave’s pants. “So you don’t have to feel bad about letting your friend’s wife suck your dick. You don’t have to feel bad about him sitting there and watching. You don’t have to feel bad about the fact that he’s going to hate watching. You just have to let me do it. Just let me make you feel good.”

    Dave looked over at Rowen for a moment before Katie’s fingers slipped into his pants and found his cock.

    “Katie…” Dave said, but her mouth was around his cock before he could finish his thought. “Oh, fuck.”

    Rowen watched his wife suck another man’s cock and thought of what she’d said. She’d been fairly clear that he just had to get through the punishment and he’d come out on the other side of it enjoying the kind of sex they used to enjoy. He kept his anger and frustration at bay by thinking of his wife giving him a blowjob like the one she was giving Dave.

    “Does my mouth feel good, Dave?” Katie asked as she stroked his spit-soaked cock. “Am I sucking your cock like the goddess my husband said I was?”

    “Yes,” Dave said.

    Katie swallowed him again. She deepthroated him with ease, a skill that Rowen hadn’t enjoyed in many years. Again he was reminded of just how talented and imaginative Katie could be in bed and just how much their sex life had atrophied as the years had gone by. Judging by her willingness to deepthroat Dave’s cock, Katie was still in the mood to have fun like they used to, making Rowen think that he was largely responsible for how things had fizzled.

    “Are you jealous, honey?” Katie asked as she looked at Rowen and played with Dave’s big cock. “Do you wish I was sucking on your cock? Do you wish I was trying to make you cum in my mouth?”

    “Yes,” Rowen said as waves of jealousy and frustration washed over him.

    “Are you going to be a good boy and take your punishment?” she asked. “Are you going to sit there and watch me suck Dave’s dick until he cums in my mouth?”

    Rowen gritted his teeth and said, “Yes.”

    Katie licked and kissed the head of Dave’s cock as she stroked his shaft and played with his balls. “Are you going to cum in my mouth, Dave? Are you going to give me your load?”

    “Yes, fuck yes,” Dave said between moans.

    Katie took him in her mouth and sucked slowly and sensually, offering Dave yet another version of the kinds of blowjobs she used to give Rowen. It looked like she was worshiping his cock, like she was head over heels in love with it and all she wanted to do was make it feel good.

    “Katie, fuck, that feels incredible,” Dave said before a short laugh of the purest kind of joy escaped. “Rowen wasn’t lying. You’re a fucking goddess.”

    Rowen listened to Dave moan as Katie gave a genuinely great blowjob. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d shown his cock that kind of attention with her mouth. She went down on him occasionally as a prelude to sex, but it had been years since she’d done so with the sole intention of swallowing his cum.

    “Fuck, Katie, I’m cumming!” Dave cried out.

    Katie pulled back until her lips were sealed around the head of Dave’s cock and Rowen watched another man pump a load of cum into his wife’s mouth. He saw Dave’s shaft pulsing and heard his friend moaning like he was in the middle of the most pleasurable experience of his life. Jealousy coursed through Rowen as he witnessed it all, with just a touch of anger simmering underneath.

    Katie pulled her mouth off of Dave’s cock and swallowed as she looked up at him. The look of satisfaction on her face served to rub a little salt in the wound as Rowen seethed with jealousy.

    “Thank you for letting me suck you off, Dave,” Katie said.

    Dave laughed. “No, Katie, believe me, the pleasure was all mine. Holy shit,” he said while tucking his cock back into his pants. “Rowen is, or was, I guess, a very lucky man. If you ever need more help punishing him, don’t hesitate to let me know. I’d be happy to pitch in.”

    Rowen was more than a little annoyed with the way his friend seemed to be gloating after the blowjob. He was taking a little too much joy in the fact that Katie was punishing her husband.

    “I guess this is my cue to leave,” Dave said as he stood up, zipped up, and headed towards the door. “Thanks again, Katie.”

    “My pleasure, Dave,” she said.

    Katie stood up and pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders. It fell to the floor, revealing her naked body.

    “I want to cum,” Katie said. “Sucking your friend’s cock got me all hot and bothered.”

    Rowen told himself to go along with it. He told himself that he needed to get through the punishment and then everything would be okay.

    “Can I help with that?” he asked.

    “You certainly can. Lie on the floor. I want to sit on your face,” Katie replied.

    Rowen moved to the floor and Katie dropped her pussy onto his face. She took him for a ride and he put his tongue to use like his wife wanted as he remained determined to get through the punishment she’d decided to dole out.
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    “What do you think?” Katie asked as she stepped out of the closet in a short black leather skirt, a pair of four inch black high heels, and a low cut spaghetti strap top that offered up a wondrous view of her breasts.

    Rowen felt his cock come to life in the cage. He felt that now-familiar ache. He felt a deep, overpowering desire for his wife.

    “Does that look on your face mean you like my outfit?” Katie asked as a playful smile crossed her face.

    “It does,” Rowen said.

    “You’re going to take me out tonight,” Katie said. “You’re going to show me off in this naughty little outfit. You’re going to show the world how hot your wife is. I’m going to hang all over you and every man that looks at us is going to be jealous.”

    As Katie approached Rowen let his eyes wander to her cleavage. Her breasts looked so soft and splendid and after more than a month without an orgasm simply gazing upon them was enough to fill him with an intense, overwhelming, maddening kind of desire.

    “What no one will know is that your cock has been imprisoned,” Katie said as she unzipped Rowen’s jeans and reached inside. Her fingers found his caged cock and she teased the little bits of flesh that poked out. “They won’t know that you’re not able to get hard. They won’t know that despite how desperately you want to fuck me, you don’t get to until I’ve decided that you’ve been properly punished.”

    Katie kissed him as her fingers pushed a little deeper into Rowen’s pants and played with his balls. She teased and tickled his flesh and he moaned into her mouth.

    “Let’s go,” Katie said. “You’re driving.”

    Rowen knew there was no point in refusing. He’d gone along with everything Katie wanted up to that point and he had to be close to the point where she was going to release him. He grabbed his wallet and keys and they headed for the garage.

    Katie walked to the driver’s side door, put her hand on the window, and bent over. She stuck her ass out, looked back, and said, “You can touch it.”

    Rowen couldn’t resist. Katie’s ass looked absolutely perfect in the tight leather. He ran his fingers over it and squeezed. She looked back at him, bit her lip, and smiled.

    “I might let someone else touch it tonight,” she said.

    “Please don’t,” Rowen replied.

    “Why not?” she asked. “I had such fun fucking that young man at the hotel. I had such fun sucking your friend’s cock. I’m having such fun playing while you’re locked up in your cute little cage. Why shouldn’t I keep having fun?”

    “Because I’m your husband and I don’t like that you’re fucking other people,” Rowen said as he squeezed Katie’s ass hard enough to make her wince.

    She stood up, spun around, and grabbed his caged cock through his pants. “It’s too bad you were such a bad husband. You could have lifted my skirt, pulled my panties down, and fucked me doggystyle right here in our garage,” she said. “You could have emptied your balls into my pussy. Instead, I’m going to have to find another man to fuck me if I want to get laid tonight because your dick is staying in its cage.”

    Rowen groaned at the ache between his legs. His cock wanted to be hard. It wanted to be freed from its cage. It wanted to be buried deep inside Katie, and yet that wasn’t possible. His key was hidden somewhere in the house and he wasn’t coming out until she decided his punishment was over.

    “You’d love to see me on my knees right now, wouldn’t you?” Katie asked.

    Rowen nodded.

    “You’d love to see your wife sucking your cock. You’d love to look down and see my soft lips wrapped around your stiff dick tonight, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    Rowen nodded again.

    “It’s too bad you’re locked up,” Katie said before releasing his cock and heading towards the passenger side of the car.

    Rowen climbed in, opened the garage door, and headed out with a painful ache raging between his legs. Katie clearly found it delightful to tease him and there was very little he could do about it. He had to take it.

    They drove to a bar known for its live music and lively dance floor and Katie hopped out of the car before Rowen managed to turn it off. She scampered in front, did a little dance in the headlights, and met Rowen on the driver’s side for a deep, lusty kiss.

    “Let’s go have some fun,” Katie said.

    She took Rowen’s hand and dragged him towards the bar and whatever fate awaited him. The moment she pulled the door open Katie let go of his hand and rushed to the crowded dance floor. She blended into the crowd and Rowen momentarily lost sight of her until Katie raised her hands.

    Rowen wasn’t much of a dancer so he made his way to the bar and ordered up a couple of drinks. He turned and looked for his wife as the band tore through a classic rock song that had the 40ish crowd screaming joyfully as they bounced to the baseline.

    It wasn’t until the band segued into a slow song that Rowen spotted his wife again. She was dancing with a tall, athletic-looking black guy with surprisingly well-muscled arms and a massive pair of hands that quickly found their way to Katie’s leather-clad ass.

    Rowen was struck by an intense sense of jealousy that deepened when Katie and her dance partner shared a deep, sensual kiss. He saw his wife’s mouth open. He saw her welcome the other man’s tongue into it. He saw her sucking on it.

    The black guy whispered something into Katie’s ear that elicited a smile. She took his hand and led him towards the bar as the bartender delivered the two drinks Rowen had ordered.

    Katie took one and handed it to the man she’d just kissed. She took the other, they shared a quick toast, and threw them back.

    “This is my husband,” Katie shouted over the music.

    The black guy nodded at Rowen, who nodded back. He wasn’t sure what Katie had planned but he’d learned not to fight her desires. She always ended up getting what she wanted in the end so it seemed easier to roll with it.

    “Rowen, honey, this is Trent,” Katie said before taking Trent’s hand and pulling him a little closer. “Tell my husband what you told me.”

    Trent smiled, looked at Rowen, and leaned a little closer before saying, “I told your wife that I love fucking married white women. I told her there’s nothing like breaking in a tight, married white pussy that’s never taken a big black cock before.”

    Rowen shouldn’t have been surprised. Not after everything Katie had put him through since locking him in the chastity cage. She’d sucked his good friend’s cock right in front of him. She’d fucked a total stranger – who also happened to be half her age – and did it on a hotel balcony where she was almost certainly being watched.

    “Trent’s going to fuck me,” Katie said with a giddy smile on her face. “And you’re going to watch.”

    Of course that’s what was going to happen. Of course she was going to make Rowen watch another man fuck her. Of course she was going to make him watch her act like the slut he wanted her to be.

    “I’m gonna destroy her tight little pussy while you watch,” Trent said.

    Katie turned to the man she’d just met and kissed him again. Trent lifted the back of her skirt and squeezed her milky white ass with his strong hands as Katie ran her fingers all over his body. It was foreplay in the middle of a crowded bar and she clearly didn’t give a damn.

    Rowen did his best not to look around. He didn’t want to see the stares of the other patrons. Once again Rowen wished his punishment was over. He wished he was set free from his cage. He wished he was the one about to fuck his wife.

    Trent’s hands remained on Katie’s ass as she looked back at her husband, smiled, and said, “Are you ready to watch?”

    Rowen refused to nod. He refused to say anything. He wasn’t going to give his wife permission. He couldn’t.

    “Come,” Katie said. She didn’t seem to care that he refused to relent.

    She took Trent’s hand and walked him out of the bar. Her skirt was still up around her waist. Everyone could see the thong running down the crack of her ass. Everyone saw Trent’s hand reach down to give it a good squeeze. Everyone saw Rowen walk out behind his wife and the stranger she’d just picked up.

    Rowen pulled out the keys expecting that he’d be driving his wife home, but Trent had other ideas. He led Katie in front of the car, spun her around, and bent her over the hood. She pressed her hands against the warm metal and Trent pulled aside her thong, unzipped his pants, and pulled out a cock that was unquestionably huge.

    “What are you doing?” Rowen asked.

    “Whatever the fuck I want,” Trent said. “Are you gonna stop me?”

    Rowen looked at Katie, but she didn’t seem the slightest bit distressed. If anything she seemed turned on.

    “Are you going to stop him, honey? Are you going to stop Trent from fucking my tight little pussy?” Katie asked.

    Rowen watched Trent spit on his fingers and rub them around Katie’s pussy. She moaned in response to his touch but her eyes never left Rowen’s. He wasn’t sure what he wanted her to do. Was this a test? Was he supposed to try and stop it? Was he supposed to stand there and watch someone else fuck his wife in a parking lot?

    “You got a condom?” Trent asked.

    “No,” Katie said. “Just pull out. You can cum on my face.”

    Trent smiled and rubbed the head of his bare cock over her pussy lips. “That’s why I love fucking married white women. You’re all so desperate for a real man.”

    “I certainly am,” Katie said. “Now give me that big cock. Take my pussy. Stretch me out.”

    Trent pushed inside her and Katie said, “Holy fuck. You’re so fucking big!”

    “Take it for me,” Trent said as he grabbed Katie’s hips and buried every inch of his massive cock inside her. He leaned down, kissed her neck, and added, “Tell me you want this black dick. Tell me you want me to destroy your married white pussy.”

    Katie looked at Rowen, smiled, and said, “I want your big black dick. I want you to destroy my tight, married white pussy. Take it. It’s yours.”

    Rowen felt the sense of anguish he suspected his wife wanted him to feel. He felt the pain of watching her give herself over to someone she’d just met. He felt the intense pain of listening to her beg for the big black cock that was buried so deep inside her.

    Trent stood up, dug his fingers into Katie’s hips, and pulled out before burying his cock in her again. Katie screamed in pain and lowered her head to the car hood as she spread her hands out.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me while my husband watches. Fuck me while his useless dick throbs in its tiny little cage.”

    Trent did as Katie desired. He fucked her. He fucked her hard and fast. He fucked her hard enough that the sound of their bodies meeting over and over was all Rowen could hear.

    “Take your dick out,” Katie said as she looked up. “Show him how useless your cock is.”

    “Please,” Rowen said.

    “Do it,” Katie demanded as Trent pounded her from behind. “Show him your useless little white cock.”

    Rowen unbuttoned his pants and pulled on the zipper. He lowered his underwear and pulled out his cock and balls.

    Trent laughed and reached forward to grab a handful of Katie’s hair. He pulled back and said, “No wonder you found me in the bar. No wonder you practically begged me to fuck you.”

    “Harder,” Katie said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Trent pulled back on her hair for leverage and gave Katie what she needed. He pounded her pussy from behind and she filled the air with wild screams of lust.

    “He’s so fucking big,” she said to Rowen. “He’s so much bigger than you even when you’re out of that cute little cage. He’s so much bigger than any man that’s ever been inside my tight pussy.”

    “Get over here white boy,” Trent said.

    Rowen hesitated. He wasn’t sure what the man fucking his wife intended on doing and he wasn’t sure he wanted to find out.

    “Do as he says,” Katie said.

    Rowen walked towards the front of the car and Trent pulled out of Katie’s pussy.

    “Get on your knees with your wife,” Trent said.

    Katie fell to her knees and when Rowen hesitated she reached up and yanked on his balls, drawing him to his knees.

    Trent aimed his big black cock at Katie’s face and stroked. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out as Rowen watched while humiliation coursed through his body. His wife was acting like a complete whore. She was practically begging for a complete stranger to cover her in his cum.

    “Cum on my face,” Katie said as she reached between her legs to play with her pussy.

    Trent smiled, grunted, and unleashed a massive shot of cum across Katie’s face while Rowen watched from a few feet away.

    Then Trent turned and before Rowen could do anything a huge shot of cum landed on his face. His head snapped back as the black man laughed while unleashing more of his cum. Rowen tried to stand but Katie grabbed his locked cock and held him in place.

    “Take it,” she said.

    Rowen closed his eyes as several more shots of hot, sticky cum landed on his face.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Katie cried out.

    Somehow the experience of taking a facial from a man got more humiliating. Katie was getting off on it. Now Rowen was the only one of their trio not to experience an orgasm.

    “Kiss your husband,” Trent demanded.

    Katie’s lips found their way to Rowen’s as he gave himself over to it. He kissed his wife. He let her tongue push into his mouth. He tasted Trent’s cum on her lips. He tasted it inside his mouth. He tasted his humiliation.

    “That was good,” Trent said. “Hit me up if you ever want another hit of my dick.”

    Katie kissed Rowen again, this time as she teased his locked up cock. She moaned as their tongues danced and he couldn’t help but surrender to the intense desire that seemed to be emanating from his wife.

    “It’s almost over,” Katie whispered. “You’ll be out of your cage and in my pussy soon. Don’t worry.”

    Rowen smiled at his wife’s attempt to soothe him. It wasn’t quite enough to make the intense humiliation he felt disappear, but he appreciated the sense of love in her voice.

    “Let’s go home. I want to cum again, which means I have a date with your tongue,” Katie said. “Don’t clean up, though. I want you to wear his cum until we get home.”

    Rowen got up, got in the driver’s seat, and started the car as Katie climbed in the passenger seat. Her skirt was still around her waist and her pussy was still exposed. It looked pink and puffy in the dim light of the parking lot and despite knowing that someone else had just been inside her Rowen desperately wished he could fuck his wife.

    It wasn’t to be, though. He had to go home and eat her out for as long as she wanted. He had to earn his way out of his cage.
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    Katie looked incredible in a low cut leopard print top and a pair of wet look leggings that hugged her tight ass in a way no other item of clothing ever had. She encouraged Rowen to touch her as much as he wanted. She wanted him to grab her ass and pull her body against his as they danced at the bar. She wanted him to get turned on. She wanted him to be absolutely mad with desire, and despite knowing that it might end with her taking another guy home for yet another round of humiliating sex while Rowen watched, he couldn’t help himself.

    “How’s your locked up little guy doing?” Katie asked after two drinks and nearly an hour of thoroughly naughty dancing.

    “It fucking hurts,” Rowen answered with a smile on his face. He knew the routine by that point. He knew that Katie liked the low level suffering he experienced while locked in the cage. He knew it was his place to do as his wife desired until she was ready to let him out.

    Katie spun around and pressed her ass into Rowen’s crotch. She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. People watched, but Rowen didn’t care. He squeezed his wife’s wondrous tits on the dance floor. He felt the desire flow through him. He felt his cock swell up in its cage. He felt the pain that he knew Katie wanted to cause.

    “You’ve been so good,” Katie said when she spun around again. “You’ve taken your punishment so much better than I thought possible.”

    They kissed as Katie’s fingers danced through the short hair on the back of his neck. Her tongue was eager and active in his mouth and Rowen’s arousal reached new heights. He’d been in his cage for more than a month and he desperately wanted to be set free. He needed it. He couldn’t last much longer without losing his mind.

    “I think you deserve to come out of your cage,” she said. “I think you deserve to experience the pleasure that you crave. I think you deserve to fuck your wife tonight.”

    Rowen took a moment to study his wife’s face. He wanted to believe her, but it seemed entirely possible that promising to let him out of his cage was another form of punishment. He saw nothing in her eyes to indicate that she was deceiving him, though.

    “Really?” he asked.

    Katie nodded and a smile broke across her face. “You’ve served your time,” she said. “Today you get your release.”

    She kissed him again, this time with an even greater level of vigor. Her mouth was eager and her body moved against his like they were fucking on the dance floor. Rowen’s knees buckled just a little as a splendid kind of desire moved through him, inhabiting every inch of his body.

    “I want to suck your cock,” Katie said. “I want to feel my husband in my mouth. I want to give you the pleasure of a blowjob.”

    Her eyes were wild with desire. She was telling the truth. She wanted to give Rowen a blowjob. He couldn’t believe it.

    Katie took Rowen’s hand and dragged him out of the bar. He stared at her spectacular ass as they wound their way through the maze of cars in the parking lot. He pulled out the keys to unlock the car and Katie leaned against the door to the back seat and pulled the chain holding his chastity key over her head.

    “I want to taste you right here,” she said. “I need you in my mouth.”

    The genuine desire in her voice made Rowen push aside any fear of getting caught. He unzipped his pants and pushed them down to his knees, freeing his locked up cock. Katie smiled and squatted in front of him. She slipped the key into the lock and a few moments later the pieces of his chastity cage were on the ground and his soft cock was in her mouth.

    “Fuck, Katie. Holy fuck, that feels incredible,” Rowen said as he experienced his first erection in more than a month.

    Katie moaned around his stiff cock and swallowed it all. She looked up at him with her nose pressed into his pubic hair and Rowen marveled at the beautiful sight of his wife giving him head in public. He’d fantasized of being on the receiving end of this particular pleasure when he watched Trent get a blowjob in a parking lot and now it had become reality. Rowen was finally getting his dick sucked after so much denial.

    “Does my mouth feel good?” Katie asked when she finally let Rowen’s dick fall from between her lips.

    “It feels incredible,” he answered. “It feels perfect. Truly perfect.”

    “Drive us home,” Katie said. “I want you to fuck me.”

    She grabbed the pieces of his chastity device, got up, and rushed around to the passenger side of the car as Rowen pulled his pants up and climbed into the driver’s seat. He pushed the start button, put the car in reverse, and pulled out of the space. He was a man on a mission. His wife, who looked smoking hot, had just told him they were going to have sex after more than a month of teasing. Rowen was going to get home as fast as possible.

    Katie leaned over, unzipped his pants, and pulled out Rowen’s still-stiff cock. She stroked him slowly, teasing the head and keeping him in a state of intense desire.

    “You know what I thought about when I had you in my throat?” Katie asked.

    Rowen wasn’t sure he wanted to know, but he was absolutely certain Katie was going to tell him.

    “I thought about Dave,” she said. “I thought about being on my knees in front of your friend. I thought about blowing him while you watched. I thought about how much Dave loved having me suck his cock. I thought about swallowing his cum while you sat there like a good boy and watched. I thought about having another man’s load in my stomach while yours remained locked up in your balls because you couldn’t be a good husband.”

    She stroked him throughout her little confession, making it impossible for Rowen to feel anything but the most intense kind of arousal.

    “Does that bother you, sweetie? Does it bother you that your wife was thinking of another man’s cock while she was sucking yours?” Katie asked.

    “I’m not sure,” Rowen said. “I can’t really think right now.”

    Katie laughed and leaned down to take Rowen into her mouth. She swallowed his cock and he groaned while trying to keep his eyes on the road. The pleasure her tongue and throat provided was extraordinary.

    Then Dave popped into Rowen’s head. He saw his friend sitting on the couch with Katie between his legs. He saw his wife giving a blowjob. He saw her sucking another man’s cock. She’d planted the seed and it had blossomed in his imagination, as Rowen suspected she wanted it to. He was getting a blowjob and thinking of his wife giving head to someone else and there was nothing he could do to make the thought disappear.

    “What if I wanted to blow him again?” Katie asked as her head popped up from Rowen’s lap.

    He gripped the steering wheel tighter and asked, “Why would you want to do that?”

    Katie played with the head of his cock and Rowen groaned. He wished it wasn’t so easy for her to manipulate him, but after so long in the chastity device he couldn’t help but be overwhelmed with desire at every little touch.

    “Because it made me wet,” Katie said. “It turned me on to have Dave’s dick in my mouth. It turned me on to know that you were watching me blow your friend. It really turned me on to know that you watched me swallow his cum.”

    “I’d prefer it if you didn’t blow my friend again,” Rowen said.

    Katie gave him a kiss on the cheek and her head dropped into his lap again. She swallowed Rowen’s cock with ease and he smiled as pleasure enveloped his body. His only worry was that he’d cum before getting a chance to fuck his wife.

    Katie wasn’t giving head to make him cum, though. She was doing it to tease. She was working him slowly and sensually with her mouth. It seemed that she wasn’t lying about wanting to have sex with him.

    When they pulled into the garage Katie’s head came up from his lap and she asked, “Are you ready to fuck me?”

    “I’ve been ready for a month,” he said.

    She stroked him and kissed his neck as Rowen unbuckled his seat belt.

    “My pussy is so wet for you,” she whispered. “My pussy needs you. It craves you. You’ve been so good for me. You’ve taken your punishment like a man is supposed to and now you’re going to enjoy the reward. You’re going to plunge this stiff dick of yours into my cunt and you’re going to fuck me until you pump your seed deep inside me.”

    “Katie…fuck, please, can we go inside?” he said.

    Katie released his cock and got out of the car. She ran towards the door and Rowen followed as they rushed to the bedroom.

    She bent over, put her hands on the edge of the bed, and shook her ass before looking back at him. “Do you remember how Trent took me from behind? Do you remember how the young man from room service took me from behind? Do you remember how they fucked your wife so hard? Do you remember how good they made me feel?”

    Rowen remembered. He couldn’t forget. He’d never be able to wipe those images from his mind. Trent was aggressive and dominant. He took Katie’s pussy and made it his own for the short period of time in which his bare black cock was inside her. He remembered the sight of Katie bent over the balcony while Tim, the young man that had delivered their champagne, grabbed her hips and fucked her from behind.

    “Does it turn you on to think about that, sweetie?” Katie asked. “Is your dick throbbing a little harder because you’re thinking about someone else fucking your wife?”

    Rowen found everything arousing in that moment, especially when Katie reached back and slowly pulled down her wet look leggings, exposing her smooth ass.

    “Come closer,” she said. “Feel my pussy. Feel how wet I am.”

    Rowen stepped closer as Katie pulled the leggings down to her knees. He ran his fingers over the smooth, milky white flesh of her ass and between her pussy lips. He slipped into her with ease. She was soaked, just as she’d said.

    “Can you fuck me like they did?” Katie asked. “Can you pound my pussy like they did? Can you make me feel good like they did?”

    Rowen pulled his fingers from his wife’s pussy and pushed his pants around his ankles. He stepped behind her, slipped his cock inside her, and grabbed her hips.

    “Do you want it?” he asked.

    “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me like they did. Fuck me like those other men did while you were being punished. Fuck my tight pussy like they did,” Katie urged him.

    Rowen pictured his wife bent over the hotel balcony. He pictured Tim pounding her with youthful vigor.

    “Harder!” Katie demanded.

    Rowen dug his fingers into her hips and fucked her harder. He felt the strain it put on his body. He felt his shortcomings playing out in real time. Tim was younger and fitter than he was. The same was true of Trent.

    “Harder, damn it!” Katie cried out.

    Rowen couldn’t fuck her harder. He was already a little bit winded and he felt the strain in his abs and lower back.

    “Harder!” Katie yelled.

    Rowen buried his cock in his wife’s pussy and climaxed. He’d lasted less than a minute and it was a miracle he made it that long. He closed his eyes, tilted his head towards the ceiling, and let the joy of finally having an orgasm after a month envelop his body.

    When he opened his eyes Katie was staring at him. “Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

    “Very much so,” he said.

    “That’s good. You deserved that. You suffered through so much for me. You deserved to cum inside me. Unfortunately, I didn’t enjoy that. You didn’t come close to giving me what I needed,” Katie informed him.

    Rowen’s cock was still inside her, but he could already feel it getting soft. He wasn’t going to be ready to go again in just a few minutes. Not at his age.

    “Sorry,” he said. “It’ll be better next time. I’ll be able to last longer.”

    “I think we both know it wasn’t about how long you lasted, though that’s a problem too,” Katie replied as she leaned forward, causing Rowen’s cock to slip out of her pussy. “I think we both know that you couldn’t deliver because you’ve let yourself go.”

    She was right. As painful as it was to admit, she was right.

    “That’s okay, though,” Katie said. “We’ll get you locked back up and then you can start working on getting in shape so you can actually fuck me like I need.”

    “What? No!” Rowen said. “I’m not going back in the cage.”

    Katie smiled. “Rowen, honey, you’re going back in the cage or you’re going to be without a wife. I will not, under any circumstances, settle for underwhelming sex. We’re both still young enough that we should have great sex, so you’re going back in the cage and I’m going to have my sexual needs fulfilled by other men until you can get your flabby ass in shape.”

    “I can get in shape without being locked in chastity,” Rowen said.

    “I’m sure you can,” Katie replied. “But that’s not what I want.” She pulled her leggings up, turned around, and gave Rowen a kiss on the cheek. “Now, I’m going to give Trent a call. He’s going to pick me up and we’re going to drive somewhere nice and fuck in his car. I want you back in your chastity device by the time I get back. If you’re not locked in your device, I’ll sign those divorce papers I prepared, pack a bag, and move out. It’s up to you.”

    Katie walked out of the room, leaving Rowen in a state of stunned silence. There was no choice to be made, though. He was putting the chastity device back on. All he had to do was get in shape and he’d get to have what he wanted again. How hard could that be?

    The only real problem was that Katie would be fucking other people for however long it took Rowen to get in shape. He’d already suffered through that though. He’d watched her fuck Trent. He’d watched her fuck Tim. He’d watched her suck Dave off. He could keep doing that, especially if she would let him out every now and then for sex.

    “I’ll do it,” Rowen called out. “I’ll lock myself up. I’ll be locked up when you get home.”

    “I hope so,” Katie replied. “I’ll see you in a few hours.”

    Rowen pulled up his pants as he heard the front door open. It shut a moment later. Katie had left to fuck Trent. She was going to fuck another man because Rowen had failed her. Putting the chastity device back on was the only choice. He needed to be better for her. He was going to be better for her. That was the only choice.

    The End.

  
    Be Her Cuckold Panty Boy

    You look past the panties hanging off her toe and see the smile on your wife’s face. It’s a look of pure delight. She’s completely and utterly delighted at the idea of you wearing her panties while she fucks her bull. She likes the idea of her cuckold husband’s little dick getting stiff in a pair of her soft, feminine, white lace panties while a real man’s cock slides in and out of her pussy.

    It’s humiliating, so you hesitate to take the panties. You know she won’t let you watch if you don’t put them on, but you can’t quite bring yourself to fully embrace what it means to be a cuckold, at least in your wife’s eyes.

    “Put them on, cuckold,” your wife says. “His cock belongs inside me. Your cock belongs in my panties. There’s no point in fighting it. We both know it’s true. You haven’t fucked me in months and I’m not sure why I’d ever let you fuck me again now that I know what it’s like to be with a real man. So take my panties and put them on or you can wait outside the bedroom while he fucks me.”

    She’s the one in control. She has been ever since she cuckolded you the first time and saw how much you enjoyed watching. She saw that you came harder than you’d ever cum before. She saw how much the very idea of someone else fucking her turned you on. She saw that your arousal gave her the opportunity to take control, so she did.

    You take the panties from her toe. You run your fingers over them. You hold them under your nose and breathe in her scent. Lust surges through your body. You look up and see that your wife’s smile has brightened.

    “Put them on, cuckold,” she says once more. “Be a good little bitch and put on my panties so everyone knows who the real man of the house is.”

    You stand up and step into her panties. You pull them up your legs as she watches. She smiles brightly as the white lace envelops your cock. Your wife surprises you by sliding off the couch and falling to her knees in front of you.

    She reaches up and caresses your cock through her panties. She leans forward and kisses your leg. Her soft lips linger against your skin for a few seconds and it feels like absolute bliss. It’s been months since her mouth was that close to your cock.

    “Doesn’t it feel good to wear panties?” she asks.

    You nod. You’re caught up in the web of lust she’s spinning and you don’t want to leave. You just want to enjoy the pleasure currently rushing through your body.

    Your wife looks up at you and smiles before kissing your cock through her panties. All you can really feel is the pressure of her lips against your increasingly erect cock, but the visual is spectacularly arousing.

    “My bull is going to love seeing you in panties,” she says before kissing your cock again. “He’s going to love that you’ve accepted your place as the inferior man in our naughty little trio. I love it too, sweetheart. I love that you’re willing to be a good cuckold for me. You are, aren’t you? You want to be a good cuckold for your wife, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you say as your cock reaches a fully erect state. It aches in the confined space of your wife’s panties, but you don’t mind. You kind of like that aching sensation, in fact.

    Your wife reaches up and for a moment you think she’s going to free your cock from her panties and take it in her mouth. She doesn’t, though. Instead she rubs it like it’s her favorite pet.

    “That’s good,” she says. “Because things are going to change. You’re going to have to do more than just watch.”

    “I can do more,” you say.

    Your wife smiles and opens her mouth. She takes the tip of your engorged cock into her mouth through her panties. She sucks on it. It’s not exactly a blowjob, but it feels spectacular.

    “You’re a panty boy now,” she says. “And there are certain things that panty boys should be comfortable doing.”

    She sucks on the head of your cock again and for a moment you wonder if you could actually cum from that particular kind of pleasure. It feels good enough that you think it might be possible.

    “Like suck cock,” she continues.

    Your eyes go wide and you feel panic rise in your chest.

    “That’s right,” your wife says. “Panty boy cuckolds should suck cock. They should suck cock for their wives. They should suck cock for the superior men their wives fuck. So you’re going to suck cock.”

    “No,” you say.

    Your wife sucks the head of your cock through her panties once more. You groan. The pleasure is so intense you can hardly remain still.

    “Yes,” she says. “You’re going to suck cock tonight. You won’t have to do it for very long – not the first time, at least – but you’re going to do it.”

    You want to find the will to resist. You want to tell your wife that you won’t do it. You want to tell her that you can’t do it. You don’t say anything, though. You can’t.

    “You’ll suck cock for me?” she asks.

    You nod. Of course you will. You’re a cuckold panty boy, after all.

  
    Becca's Blog - The First Date

    The first part of finding a new boyfriend – the endless searching online – sucks. Most of the guys are flakes (or outright liars) or they’re interested in a quick fuck, which is wonderful for them, but it’s not what I’m searching for. So, I end up sifting through dozens (maybe even 100+) of guys before finding a select few that I actually want to chat with.

    Then we get to the fun part. There’s flirty texting. There’s sending the occasional flirty image (a nice cleavage or panty shot, for example). There were a few phone calls. I’ll admit that I like to draw things out a little because I really like all the stuff that comes before we meet. Plus, there’s a different kind of intimacy to a phone call.

    I spent most of December flirting via text, picture, and phone call with a small handful of guys that piqued my interest (and whose interest I’d piqued, of course). Over the course of the month, one of my flirty friends emerged as a favorite. It’s hard to quantify why, exactly, but attraction is a funny thing. They were all good-looking men, so it wasn’t that. They were all charming. They were all smart and funny, too. But Chris, the man I chose to meet for a date, stood head and shoulders above the others for no other reason than I felt more for him than I did for anyone else. Like I said, attraction is a funny thing sometimes.

    The date happened almost three weeks ago at this point. Chris suggested we meet at a Starbucks, grab drinks, and then go for a walk through the park in the late afternoon. The park has a path that runs above a valley, of sorts, and it offers the most incredible views of the horizon and, in the late afternoon, the sunset. I like a man that suggests a sunset stroll for a first date :)

    Now, this wasn’t a normal first date. I’m not looking for a real relationship with Chris. I’m a hotwife looking for a boyfriend/bull (essentially, a bull with a more significant emotional component). This first date would be like most, except we’d be assessing each other on a different level. It’s not, “is this person potential marriage material.” It’s, “does this person seem like they’d be the right fit for the very specific sexual relationship I’m looking to have.”

    It’s worth noting that Chris knew about my desires from the very beginning. I was perfectly clear that I was a hotwife with a cuckold husband and that I was looking for a man that had at least some experience with the world of cuckolding and that would be comfortable playing the part of a bull.

    
      An aside: I got a lot of messages from guys talking about how they’d put my husband in his place and show me what it’s like to get fucked by a real man, etc. Those guys all got deleted without a response. That’s fun for a fantasy, and I get that. In reality, a bull needs to be willing to mold himself to a couple’s needs, just like a couple needs to be able to mold themselves to fit their bull’s needs. It rarely works if it’s someone just unilaterally imposing his will. Anyone with any experience dominating knows that it’s a two way street, that even your submissive has needs that must be met to ensure that everyone experiences the pleasure they’re looking for. It’s a delicate thing, but it really only requires an open mind (and an ego that’s not too fragile) to make it work.
    

    I was a little nervous about the date from the moment I started getting ready. My husband (Adam is how I’ll refer to him from here on out, though I’ve changed everyone’s names for the sake of privacy, in case you’re wondering) was not. He was thrilled that I was finally going to cuckold him again (assuming things went well, of course). He popped into the bathroom over and over to watch as I did my hair and makeup and he stayed for the entire time as I got dressed.

    I wanted to look good, but it was chilly so I needed to have plenty of clothes on. I went with a fashionable, knee length, navy blue A-line skirt, a white turtleneck sweater, a cropped jacket over the sweater for a little extra warmth, and a pair of knee high black leather boots. I was going for comfortable, fashionable, and sexy in a sophisticated kind of way, and I’m pretty sure I pulled it off.

    I gave Adam a kiss (a long, lusty kiss), told him that I hoped he wouldn’t be the only man I’d be kissing that day, and left for my date.

    I was nervous – really nervous, in fact – as I pulled into the parking lot. I’m not entirely sure why – it’s not like it was the first time I’d gone on a first date with a potential boyfriend – but I was nervous. I was a little early so I got out and sat at one of the tables in front of the Starbucks.

    A black Audi pulled into a space a minute before our scheduled meeting time and I swear there was something about the way the guy drove that made me think it was Chris. I don’t know if someone can drive with confidence, but it seemed like that’s what he was doing. A moment later the man I’d been talking and texting with (including a few FaceTime calls) got out of the car and headed my way.

    A man can definitely walk with confidence, and Chris absolutely did. He had good reason to be confident, I suppose. He’s a successful man – he’d taken me on a tour of his house during one of the FaceTime calls and it was impressive – but it was more than that. He’s the kind of alpha male for whom confidence comes naturally. He’s the sort of man that expects good things to happen to him, because why wouldn’t they? It’s a self-fulfilling sort of thing, I think. He expects everything in life to go his way and he exudes the confidence that goes with that belief, so of course most things in life end up going his way.

    By the way, can you tell that I’m into Chris? That perhaps our date went well? That perhaps I was really into him before we even scheduled the date?

    I stood as Chris approached and he flashed the charming smile I’d seen countless times before. He greeted me with a hug – he’s tall and strong and he enveloped me in his arms in a way I really liked – and a kiss on the cheek.

    Chris told me how beautiful I looked and quickly let his gaze wander over my body to take me in. Then we he took my hand and led me into the Starbucks so we could place our orders.

    It’s a small thing, but there was something sexy about Chris taking my hand. He didn’t hold his out for me to take it. He didn’t think that I would find it offensive if he touched me without asking permission (to be fair, I wouldn’t have enjoyed it if he’d grabbed my ass, but only an idiot thinks it’s okay to grab a woman’s ass the first moment you meet her).

    We got our drinks and then got into Chris’s car – he walked around to the passenger side to open the door for me – and he drove to the park. After we found a space he turned to look at me, smiled, and made a point of telling me how beautiful I was. I thought for a moment he was going to lean over and kiss me. I wouldn’t have objected. He didn’t, though. As far as I can tell, he’s a gentleman in every way and he knows that the kiss should come towards the end of the date. Either that or he understands that a first kiss is even better if there’s a great deal of desire built up.

    We started walking with nearly an hour until sunset, which gave us plenty of time to walk and talk. We moved at a slow pace – we weren’t there for exercise, after all – and we talked the way people do when they’re first getting to know each other. We bounced from subject to subject, covering stuff that we hadn’t already discussed in the handful of phone calls we’d had over the previous six weeks. The conversation came easily, just like it had on the phone. There weren’t any of those awkward lulls that sometimes happen on a first date where you’ve suddenly run out of things to talk about. It just flowed and flowed as we walked.

    Some stuff about Chris that might be worth knowing:

    - He’s in his mid 40s.

    - He was married for fifteen years and got divorced four years ago.

    - He has a daughter and shares custody with his ex.

    - He doesn’t see himself getting married again.

    - He works as a financial planner.

    - He finds great pleasure in being the dominant partner in bed.

    - He’s explored his dominant side more thoroughly since his divorce and has experience with cuckold couples.

    I wasn’t necessarily expecting it to, but cuckolding didn’t come up. We’d talked about it a little in previous conversations – mostly our past experiences with it – but it didn’t come up, which I liked. I think it might have tainted the date a little if we jumped into talking about sex – talking about cuckolding is really the same thing as talking about sex – so it was nice not to think about it.

    As the sun neared the horizon Chris suggested we sit on a bench. He sat first and I followed. I sat close to him, but there was probably a foot of space between us. Chris looked down at the gap, then flashed his charming smile and put his arm around me and pulled me close. Just like that my body was pressed against his on the bench and his arm was confidently around me. I rested my head against him without even thinking about it. It just felt right. It felt good, too, like Chris understood that I like a little bit of romance in my relationships.

    It was a little bit cloudy that day and the sky lit up with pink, red, and orange hues as we watched without saying much of anything other than to comment on how beautiful it looked. Then, Chris shifted his body just a little and I looked up at him. He smiled, reached up to caress my face in that irresistible way some men do, and leaned in to kiss me.

    In truth, I’d been waiting for that kiss from the moment he got out of his car. It was a first date, but given all the flirting we’d done, it felt like something more than that. It was a great kiss. It started slow and gentle, as a first kiss often does. I can’t speak for Chris, but I felt arousal surge through my body, particularly when his lips parted and I felt his tongue for the first time. It wasn’t an invasion. It was just a tease, like he was trying to discover my interest in deepening our kiss. I showed my interest by parting my lips just as he’d done. Our tongues mingled for a few moments and then he pulled back. He caressed my face again and I smiled, closed my eyes for a moment, and gently leaned into his touch.

    When I opened my eyes Chris said, “You’re astoundingly beautiful, Becca.” He kissed me again. This time there was more passion behind it. It felt like he’d experienced the arousal that had flooded my body. It felt like he wanted me. It felt like a month and a half of flirting had led to the outpouring of desire present in that kiss.

    I suspect things would have gotten a great deal heavier were we not in public. There weren’t a lot of people around, but even the kissing we were doing might have inspired someone to comment if they’d come along. Had Chris let his hands wander – or had I let mine do the same – we likely would have inspired outrage, so we didn’t.

    Instead, after the kissing Chris put his arm around me, pulled me even closer, and we watched the sun go down. Once it had, we got up and walked back towards the parking lot. He alternated between holding my hand and putting his arm around my waist and pulling me close. I felt everything I’d missed because of my Covid-induced absence from being with another man. I felt giddy and hugely turned on. I wondered when I’d get to see Chris again. I wondered what would happen when I did. I wondered if we’d kiss more – or push it a little further – before the date was over.

    Back at the parking lot, Chris was once again walked me to the passenger side of the car to open the door for me. This time, though, he gently pressed me against the car and kissed me. His hand moved to my waist, slipped under my sweater and moved to my lower back. He applied just a little bit of pressure and I pushed my hips forward and felt his bulge pressing into me. I don’t fuck on the first date – I never have – but in this case I didn’t mind Chris making his desire for me perfectly clear.

    He stepped back with a smile on his face, opened the door for me, and shut it once I’d gotten in the car. I watched him as he walked to the driver’s side and I smiled at him as he got in. We stared at each other for a few moments and then he leaned over and kissed me, as I was hoping he’d do. He must have felt what I was feeling. He must have felt the chemistry between us.

    As we kissed, his hand moved to my knee. I parted my legs a little, inviting his fingers to travel up my thighs. He accepted the invitation and I moaned into his mouth. He was nowhere near my pussy – he didn’t even get halfway up my thigh – but it was like he’d tapped into a current of pleasure that ran right to my clit, because it felt fantastically good.

    I would have been thrilled to make out like teenagers in the car for the next hour, but it wasn’t long before the kiss ended. Chris started the car, smiled at me, and said, “I think we’re going to have fun together, Becca.”

    I agreed and he drove me back to my car in the Starbucks parking lot. I was feeling naughty and like I wanted to do something memorable – something that would make Chris want more – so after he pulled into the space next to my car I leaned over and kissed him again. It was a quick kiss, but it included just a hint of tongue to make sure he got one last hit of arousal. Then, I reached under my skirt, pulled my lace panties off, and placed them in his hand. I blew him a kiss, got out of his car, and got in mine. I looked over to see a smile on Chris’s face. I like to think I made an impression. I waved goodbye, backed out of the space, and headed home.

    I’d texted Adam that I was on my way home. He was waiting for me when I walked in. I didn’t say a word. Instead, I approached, took his hand, and pulled it under my skirt.

    “I gave Chris my panties,” I said. “I wanted him to feel how wet they were, how wet he made me on our date.”

    Adam’s pushed two fingers inside me and rubbed my clit with his thumb. He’s no fool. He knew what I wanted.

    “He’s a good kisser,” I said. “A very good kisser.”

    His eyes lit up. He looked at my lips.

    “You want to kiss me, don’t you?” I asked. He nodded. I pulled him close. We kissed as he brought me ever closer to an orgasm with his fingers. “Go down on me,” I said.

    Adam dropped to his knees and I lifted my skirt. He went to work and I came in less than a minute. It was an exceptionally good orgasm.

    We went to the bedroom so I could tell him about the rest of the date. We fooled around and then we ended up having sex. It was quick, though I managed to cum. Adam came right after I told him that I was almost certain that I was going to fuck Chris and that I was really looking forward to it.

    Oh, and Chris texted a little later to say that he noticed how wet my panties were. He’s a gentleman, but I opened the door to him being a little bit dirty when I gave him my panties and I love that he took the bait. I also really, really loved that he was thinking about how wet I was – and about me in general – because, in case you can’t tell, I was really eager to take the next step with him.

    Soon enough I’ll have another post for you and I’ll detail what that step was.
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    Becoming a Hotwife to Help a Friend - Part 1

    
      This story is a sequel to 
      
        
          Christmas is a Time for Giving
        
      
      , which I recommend you read (it's only three parts) before digging in.
    

    
      However, if you don't want to read that, here's a short synopsis: Jodie and Josh host their friend Connor for dinner and drinks and find that he's not handling his divorce well. It's more than a year later and he's still struggling to find his confidence. Jodie believes that a little bit of rebound sex with a willing, eager woman would help Connor immensely and she convinces Josh that she's the right woman for that. Over the three part story, Jodie and Connor indulge their sexual desires for each other while Josh deals with his unexpected enjoyment of his wife having sex with another man and the angst and jealousy that comes with such things.
    

    
      In this new story, Connor is now dating again, but he finds that it's much more of a struggle than he thought it would be. As it turns out, going more than a decade between dates has left him a little rusty. Thankfully, Jodie has a solution for that, too.
    

    
      
    

    “So, how was it?” Jodie asked as she gently swirled the wine in her glass and smiled at Connor. “How was the big first date?”

    She was referring to Connor’s first date since Jodie had embarked on a confidence-boosting sexual adventure with him. He’d enjoyed numerous evenings of sex with Jodie, but the whole point of that brief affair had been to restore his confidence and get him out into the dating world again, so he’d taken the plunge shortly after New Years.

    “Yeah, we’re dying to hear about it,” Josh said. “There’s nothing like a good – or bad, if I’m being honest – dating story. So lay it on us.”

    Connor looked a little pained before gazing into his wine glass and taking a sip. Josh suspected his friend’s first real, full-effort date in nearly a decade hadn’t gone particularly well.

    “It would be fair to say it went poorly,” Connor said. “And it was my fault that it went poorly. I wish I could say it wasn’t, but it really was.”

    “Oh no,” Jodie said. “What happened?” There was genuine concern in her voice, though Josh could understand why. Jodie had put in far more effort in restoring Connor’s confidence than most women would have. She’d enjoyed doing so – there was no doubt about how good the sex with Connor had been – but she’d always been clear that she wanted the best for Connor, and going on a bad date was far from the best.

    “Well,” Connor began, “I seem to have forgotten how to date. I totally forgot about doing all the little things you’re supposed to do when you’re, well, courting someone. I didn’t open doors for her. I didn’t really compliment how good she looked – despite her looking really, really good – and I’m pretty sure I was a little judgmental in a way that she found annoying. At one point, early in the date, I made some crack about lawyers, despite the fact that she’s a lawyer. I saw it on her profile, but I’d completely forgotten about it. She made her annoyance clear and I apologized, but it kind of went downhill from there.”

    Josh couldn’t help but laugh. “I’m sorry,” he said as Connor offered a hurt look. “I shouldn’t laugh. It’s just, you know, sometimes you have a shitty date and the best thing to do is laugh at it afterwards, you know?”

    Connor smiled, though he couldn’t quite bring himself to laugh. “Yeah, I don’t know, man. I had high hopes, you know? I mean, after…well, after everything Jodie did, I thought I was ready to get back out there and start dating again. Then I realized that I might be really bad at dating. I mean, maybe I’ll be better on the next one, but I feel like it might actually be pretty painful for a while. I just don’t know if I’m ready for that.”

    “You can’t get better at it if you don’t do it,” Josh said. “Don’t you just have to suffer the pain for a little while?”

    “I guess,” Connor replied, though he didn’t look convinced.

    “It’s also possible she just wasn’t the right girl for you,” Josh added.

    “She seemed like the perfect girl for me. We really clicked when we messaged on the app. We talked a little on the phone and that went really well too. Maybe you’re right, but it feels like I’m just rusty and maybe a little, I don’t know, scarred or fucked up from my marriage going so wrong. I don’t know,” Connor said.

    “Josh is right,” Jodie chimed in. “You need practice. You can’t expect to be good at something right out of the gate, especially something you haven’t done in a decade. However, I understand that you might not be interested in putting yourself through that kind of pain. I think I can help with that, though.”

    Connor raised his eyebrows and smiled and Josh could understand why. The last time Jodie had an idea about how to help Connor, he’d ended up fucking her more than enough times to satisfy one man. “How do you propose to help?” Connor asked.

    Jodie looked at Josh and flashed a quick smile before turning her attention to their friend and saying, “You can date me. You can practice how to date again with someone you’re already comfortable with. I can give you tips on what a woman is looking for, gently correct any mistakes you might make. What do you think?”

    To Josh, it seemed like Connor was trying his best not to look overly excited. “Well,” Connor said, “I think that would be pretty great if you’re actually willing to do that. What about you, Josh? Would you be okay with me taking your wife out on dates?”

    “Actually, I thought Josh might participate,” Jodie said. “I think he could help give you tips too. For instance, he could play the part of our Uber driver. Instead of ordering a car, we’ll just have him drive us. He can judge the conversation in the car, that sort of thing, to let you know how you’re doing. After all, if you have any hope of a goodnight kiss – or something more – you’ll have to be charming. I’m going to treat it like a real date, which means you don’t get what you want – what all men want – unless you impress me. If you forget to open the door, forget to tell me how beautiful I look, or spend the whole night talking about yourself, you’ll find that a kiss on the cheek is all you’re going to get.”

    Josh could see that Connor was a little excited. It was like Jodie had laid out a quest and his reward for completion would be getting to have sex with her. That seemed to be a quest that Connor was excited to undergo and Josh couldn’t help but admire his wife’s ingenuity. She’d correctly deduced that offering sex was the perfect way to get Connor to actually put some effort into getting good at dating. Josh wasn’t entirely sure how he felt about his wife going on dates with another man, though.

    “I think it would be smart to have Josh be a sort of silent third wheel on the dates, too. He could sit at a different table if you decide to take me to a restaurant or he could sit behind us if we go to the movies. He’ll be there, but he won’t actually participate in the date. He’ll just watch and listen and then give you feedback when it’s over. How does that sound?” Jodie asked.

    She wasn’t asking Josh, though. She’d just assumed he’d be on board. She was right about that, of course. Josh wasn’t going to put up a fight. It was a little embarrassing, but he felt a pleasing kind of arousal when he considered being the silent third wheel as his wife went on a date with Connor.

    “It sounds great,” Connor said. “I can’t thank you enough. Both of you.”

    Jodie smiled. “There’s just one thing left to do, then.”

    “What’s that?” Connor asked.

    “You need to ask me out,” Jodie explained.

    Connor put his wine glass on the coffee table, leaned forward, and said, “Jodie, may I take you on a date?”

    Jodie flashed a giddy smile and answered, “You may. You’ll have to plan it, though, and I expect you to make it good. Remember, I’m going to act like I don’t know you, like I haven’t already had you inside me. I’m going to act like a girl you’ve never met before. You need to impress me just like you’d need to impress any other girl you want to have a relationship with.”

    Connor picked up his glass, sat back, and said, “I’ll impress you, I promise.”

    “I’m looking forward to it,” Jodie replied.

    Josh wasn’t going to come out and say it, but he was looking forward to it too.

    “I haven’t had a meal that good in a long time,” Jodie said as she and Connor walked out of Ember, the exquisite and exceptionally expensive restaurant he’d chosen for their date. “You made a wonderful choice, Connor.”

    Josh walked out behind them – he’d enjoyed a solo dinner one table over – and he couldn’t help but agree. The food was spectacular. He wasn’t permitted to join the conversation – Jodie had made it clear she wanted him to listen during her date with Connor but that he wasn’t to participate as anything other than their stand-in Uber driver.

    “I hope you don’t mind,” Connor said, “but there’s somewhere special I’d like to take you for an after dinner drink.”

    Jodie looked at him and smiled. She seemed genuinely delighted at the idea, though Josh couldn’t tell if she was doing a bit of acting to reward Connor for his good dating instincts or if she was actually enjoying her date that much.

    “That sounds wonderful,” she said.

    “Excellent,” Connor replied. “Let me just order a car.”

    Connor pulled out his phone and not long after Josh received a text from his friend requesting a ride to an address Josh wasn’t familiar with. The text was an unnecessary touch, but Jodie had insisted that they all do everything they could to make the date feel as authentic as possible.

    They stopped at the curb and Josh walked past his wife and his friend on his way to the car. He stopped at the driver’s side door and looked back to see Jodie and Connor holding hands and smiling at each other. They seemed happy, just as they’d seemed the entire night. From Josh’s point of view, the date had gone exceptionally well so far. They had great chemistry, Connor managed to ask questions about Jodie that he didn’t actually know the answer to, and she did the same for him. They were actually getting to know each other a little better, just like a real couple would do.

    Josh got into the car, backed out of his space, and pulled up to the curb. He rolled the window down and said, “Connor?” just like an Uber driver would have.

    “That’s me,” Connor replied as he opened the back door and gestured for Jodie to get in. She got in and Connor gently shut the door and walked around the back of the car to get it on the other side.

    “Where are we going?” Jodie asked as Josh put the car in drive and pulled away from the curb.

    “I think it’s better if it’s a surprise,” he said.

    Josh glanced in the rearview mirror and saw a sweet smile on his wife’s face. He was convinced she wasn’t faking it. She really was enjoying her date with Connor, a fact that generated an entirely different kind of jealousy than what he’d experienced while watching Jodie have sex with his friend. It was a far more potent form of jealousy, in fact. A good date felt like more of a threat to their marriage than good sex had, though Josh wasn’t sure that was entirely rational. Plus, he believed that Jodie’s intentions were still good. She really did want to help their friend and she probably saw going on a date with him as a lot less meaningful than having sex with him. Something in Josh’s head kept telling him that the date was more meaningful, though. He couldn’t quite figure out why, but he heard a little voice warning him over and over again.

    “I know I already said this, but you’re exquisitely beautiful, Jodie,” Connor said as Josh neared their destination. “And you look incredible in that dress.”

    Josh looked in the rearview mirror to see his wife’s reaction. It actually looked like she was blushing a little, like she was utterly gleeful at Connor’s compliment.

    “Well, thank you, Connor. And I know I’ve already said it, but you look really good in that suit,” Jodie said.

    “We’re here,” Connor said as Josh pulled into Sutter Park, a beautifully-manicured green space perched on a hill that offered both a beautiful view of the town below and wide open skies above. “I figured we could do a little stargazing while we enjoy champagne.”

    “Champagne?” Jodie asked with a smile on her face.

    “I put a little something in our driver’s trunk when he picked me up. A little surprise,” Connor said.

    Josh popped the trunk and Connor got out of the car, ran around to open the door for Jodie, and grabbed the champagne and the picnic basket he’d left in the trunk. Josh rolled the window down and turned the car off as she watched his wife take another man’s hand and walk into a grassy clearing not that far from the parking space.

    Connor pulled a blanket out of the basket and laid it out before quickly popping the champagne and pouring two glasses. He and Jodie sat down, clinked their glasses, and directed their eyes skyward as they sipped the champagne.

    “This is really kind of perfect, Connor,” Jodie said.

    Connor reached over and took her hand in his as Josh watched from the car. He was thankful they’d stayed close enough that he could still hear them.

    “It’s what a woman like you deserves, Jodie,” Connor replied. “I know it’s our first date, but it was obvious from the moment we met that you’re remarkable in so many ways.”

    “You really think so?” Jodie asked as she turned her attention from the stars to Connor.

    “I do,” Connor said. “Being with you tonight, being on this date, I haven’t felt this good in a long time. It’s nice to feel this way again.”

    Jodie smiled and scooted a little closer to Connor. He put his arm around her and she put her head on his shoulder as they both sipped their champagne.

    “This is really good champagne,” she said.

    “It is,” he replied. “I’ll be honest, I was hoping to impress you.”

    Jodie laughed softly. “It’s working.”

    She lifted her head from his shoulder and Connor turned to look at her. “Yeah?” he asked.

    Jodie nodded and leaned in. She tilted her head and Connor leaned closer. His lips met hers and they shared a remarkably tender kiss. It wasn’t the sort of kiss that lovers would share. It was the kiss that two people on a first date would share. It was soft and slow and it lasted a handful of seconds before they both gently pulled back.

    “That was nice,” Jodie said quietly. Her lips remained close to Connor’s, like she wanted him to kiss her again.

    “Nice enough to do it again?” he asked.

    Jodie nodded and their lips met once more. Josh reached down to adjust his now-erect cock and alleviate some of the pain of it trying to burst through his jeans. Their soft, sensual kisses left him in an unfamiliar state of arousal. He’d been turned on when he watched them have sex, but this was different. It felt all-encompassing. His heart was pounding, he was a little lightheaded, and his toes seemed to be tingling. For some reason, watching his wife get swept off her feet by his friend had tapped into an unexpected kind of desire for Josh.

    Connor and Jodie alternated between talking and kissing for nearly an hour as they polished off the bottle of champagne while enjoying a romantic end to their date. By the time they came back to the car, Josh had a wet spot between his legs from the steady flow of precum departing his cock.

    Josh drove Connor back to his place and Jodie got out with him. For a moment Josh thought his wife was going to end the date by spending the night at Connor’s house. Instead, they shared an end-of-the-night kiss in Connor’s driveway. It was a long, sensual kiss that Josh interpreted as a sign of their mutual enjoyment of the night and their genuine passion for each other. Jealousy and lust mixed as he watched.

    “Can I take you out again?” Connor asked as the kiss came to an end.

    “I’d like that very much,” she replied.

    Just like that, Josh’s wife seemed to be going on a second date with another man.

    “I’ll call you,” Connor said.

    “I’m looking forward to it,” Jodie replied as she stepped away and turned towards the car. “Thank you for the wonderful date,” she added.

    “It was my pleasure, trust me,” Connor said.

    Jodie got in the backseat, Josh put the car in drive and pulled away. He wasn’t sure if he was still supposed to play the part of the Uber driver, so Josh stayed quiet as he took his wife back to their house.

    “Can you take me back to the park?” Jodie asked.

    “Of course,” Josh replied. He drove his wife where she desired and pulled into the same space he’d watched her and Connor from.

    “Can you open the trunk?” Jodie asked.

    Josh popped the trunk and Jodie got out of the car, grabbed the blanket, and said, “Join me.” He happily followed as Jodie laid the blanket on the grass and sat down. Much to his surprise, she kissed him the moment Josh’s butt hit the ground. It was a fervent, passionate kiss with an eager tongue. It was a kiss of pure lust, not the exploratory, first date sort of kisses she’d shared with Connor.

    “Lie down,” Jodie said breathlessly.

    Josh did as his wife desired and she straddled him and reached down to unzip his pants and free his cock as the bottom of her dress spread out around him. A moment later he was inside her.

    “Fuck me, Josh,” Jodie said. “Please, fuck me.”

    Josh grabbed his wife’s ass through the thin material of her dress and gave her what she wanted. Jodie leaned down to kiss him as he pumped his cock into her pussy. She put her hands in the grass above his head and let out a low, quiet moan as he lost himself in the pursuit of an orgasm. He couldn’t stop thinking about Jodie’s date and he wondered if she was thinking the same thing. Clearly, she’d had a good time. Clearly, all that kissing had turned her on. Why else would she have insisted on fucking him in the park instead of waiting another ten minutes for them to get home? His wife’s obvious desire for another man only served to fuel Josh’s passion, though.

    “Josh, oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” Jodie said. “Oh my god, I’m cumming!”

    She came on his cock as Josh chased his orgasm. He thought of how she’d spent nearly an hour kissing Connor and the desire it had clearly left her feeling. Josh imagined she was thinking about Connor while cumming on his cock and that put him over the top. He came in his wife’s pussy as she rode the bliss of her orgasm. They came together and they were almost certainly both thinking about the same thing: Connor.

    “I guess that was a good first date,” Josh said as Jodie collapsed on top of him and kissed his neck.

    “It really was,” she said. “And I can’t wait for the second date.”

    Given the pleasure he’d just experienced, Josh was certain he’d enjoy his wife going on another date with Connor. He was still a little nervous about it, though. He wasn’t going to stop her, but he couldn’t quite shake the nagging sense that Jodie wanted more than to help Connor get back on his feet in the dating world.
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    “It’s been a long time since I’ve dated someone,” Connor said, “but I feel like the second date is when you’re really supposed to impress a woman. You know?”

    Josh nodded, though knowing that Connor was talking about impressing Jodie made the conversation feel more than a little odd.

    “So,” Connor continued, “I was planning on cooking for Jodie. I had two questions, though. First, do you think that’s a good idea? And second, what kind of food does she like?”

    Josh sipped his beer, set it on the table, and sat back. “Yes, that’s a very good idea,” he said. “It would be a good idea no matter who you were dating, actually. Almost any woman is going to love that you can cook, assuming you can.”

    “I can,” Connor said with a smile.

    “Then I’d cook Italian,” Josh replied. “Nothing too heavy, of course, but Jodie loves Italian food. Plus, I feel like there’s something especially impressive about a guy that can whip up a quality Italian meal.”

    “Italian it is, then,” Connor said before taking a long sip of his beer. “So, are you okay with all of this? I mean, I guess the fact that you came out for a drink signifies you’re at least kind of okay with all of this, but I want to make sure, you know?”

    The answer to that question was far more complicated than Connor probably thought, and Josh wasn’t going to get into it with his friend. The truth was, he was both okay and not okay with it. He was turned on by the idea of his wife and his friend dating, fooling around, and fucking. He’d been turned on by the fucking from the very start, of course. He was also anxious about Jodie dating someone else, even if she said it was all for Connor’s benefit. Josh wasn’t a fool. He knew he was taking a risk by agreeing to Jodie’s idea to essentially be Connor’s dating coach.

    “I guess the honest answer is that I’m mostly okay with it,” Josh said. “It would probably be even weirder for us to have a long conversation about it, so maybe the answer will just have to be that it’s complicated.”

    “I can’t argue with that,” Connor replied. “I’m grateful, you know. I figured dating again would be easy. It felt easy the first time I did it. For some reason I didn’t expect to be so rusty, but I really am. I swear, it was like I’d never been on a date before that first time. I really did embarrass myself.”

    Josh couldn’t help but laugh and Connor soon joined in. It felt good to try and find the humor in what was a decidedly strange situation.

    “So, was there anything you noticed that I could have done better?” Connor asked. “On the date, I mean?”

    Josh grabbed his beer and took another sip as he considered how much help he wanted to offer his friend. He’d noticed a few things – nothing significant, though – and he could have pointed them out. Doing so would make it easier for Connor to get where he wanted to go with Jodie, though. Josh would essentially be helping his friend woo his wife, which was unquestionably bizarre, and potentially destructive. Despite that, Josh couldn’t resist the allure of helping Connor woo Jodie.

    “There were times when it seemed like your desire for her – to fuck her, if I’m being completely honest – was a little too obvious. Jodie wants to be desired, but when it feels like a purely physical thing, it can be a bit of a turn off for her. If you concentrate a little more on romance and a little less on your physical desire, you’ll find that her desire blossoms,” Josh said.

    Much to his surprise, he felt a stirring between his legs as he coached Connor on how to seduce Jodie.

    “It’s an odd thing, isn’t it?” Connor asked. “Trying to seduce a woman I’ve already had sex with. Quite a lot of sex, in fact.”

    Josh was well aware of just how much sex Jodie and Connor had enjoyed. He’d watched most of it. He couldn’t help but notice a sly smile on his friend’s face, almost as if Connor was thrilled to point out that he’d fucked Jodie.

    “Jodie’s on an entirely different mission this time,” Josh said. “She’s really trying to help you, and when you’re dating, it’s really rare for a woman that’s actually worth being with to give it up immediately. The ones you want to be with long term tend to make you work for it.”

    “I know,” Connor said. “And I’m appreciative. I really am. I can’t help but want her though, you know? It’s just a little more difficult because I already know how great the sex will be when we have it again.”

    Josh was a little embarrassed at the excitement emanating from between his legs, but he couldn’t help it.

    “You could ask deeper questions, too,” Josh said. “I know we’ve been friends for a while, but the truth is, there’s a lot you don’t know about Jodie. On the date you acted a little like you already knew everything there was to know about her, but you don’t. If you’re treating it like a real relationship, you should be eager to know everything about her. Part of the fun of dating someone, after all, is getting to know them in a genuine, deep kind of way.”

    “That’s good advice,” Connor said. “Thanks.”

    “My pleasure,” Josh replied. As odd as it was, he couldn’t help but find it exciting to help Connor try and seduce Jodie.

    “What do you think?” Jodie asked.

    Josh turned to see his wife in a blue lace bra and panty set. “Wow,” he said.

    Jodie smiled and spun around. “Does that mean you like it?”

    “Jodie, you look incredible,” he replied. She looked good enough that Josh felt a distinct stirring of desire between his legs and for a moment forgot that she was almost certainly showing him the underwear she’d have on for her date with Connor. “Are you wearing that tonight?”

    Jodie nodded. “That was my plan. I wanted to make sure you thought they looked good, though.”

    “They look perfect,” Josh said. “Are you planning on showing Connor your underwear tonight, if you don’t mind me asking?”

    Jodie smiled and stepped into the living room. She approached the couch with a seductive sway in her hips and straddled Josh. His hands moved to her ass and up the smooth, warm skin of her back as she settled into his lap.

    “It is our second date,” Jodie said. “If he plays his cards right, he might get to see me in my underwear. I have no plans on letting him fuck me – he’ll have to work harder for that – but our first date went really well and if our second date is the same, we both deserve a little bit of pleasure, don’t you think?”

    Josh’s erection probably answered the question for his wife, but he didn’t want to come across as too eager. Despite his desire, the whole thing still felt exceptionally odd. “What sort of pleasure were you thinking?” he asked.

    Jodie reached down and grasped Josh’s cock through his pants. “Well, I could give him a handjob,” she said.

    Josh slipped a hand into Jodie’s panties and found her pussy wet with desire. “And he could play with your pussy,” he said.

    Jodie moaned. “He certainly could. He’s quite good with his fingers, after all.” She unzipped Josh’s pants and pulled out his cock. Her soft fingers moved up and down his shaft as he played with her pussy. “You’re so hard, baby.”

    “I know,” Josh replied.

    “Does it turn you on to think about me having a little fun with Connor if our second date goes well?” Jodie asked.

    Josh’s first impulse was to deny that it turned him on. That would be a lie, of course, but there was a part of him that wanted to lie, mostly because he still found it a little embarrassing that he was so aroused by the idea of Jodie and Connor fooling around.

    “Yes, it turns me on,” Josh said. Ultimately, lying about it was silly. Jodie knew it turned him on. His dick was hard as a rock. Of course she knew.

    “You know, if Connor does a particularly good job he might deserve more than a handjob,” Jodie said. “After all, I’m trying to teach him how to date a woman. I should make sure he knows when he’s done a good job, shouldn’t I?”

    Josh nodded. “What did you have in mind?”

    Jodie smiled and slid off his lap and onto her knees in front of him. She kissed the head of Josh’s cock and said, “It wouldn’t be outrageous to give him a blowjob after a particularly good second date. He’d have to be very good, of course, but I’d be willing to go down on Connor if he showed me he was putting in real effort to romance me.”

    Jodie took Josh’s cock in her mouth before he could utter a word. His only response was to unleash a long, low moan at the pleasure of feeling her lips and tongue work him. He couldn’t help but imagine Jodie doing the same for Connor and it fueled a deeper level of pleasure as she fellated him.

    “I gave him advice on how to do that,” Josh said. “How to romance you, that is.”

    Jodie let his cock fall from her mouth and smiled before kissing the head again. “Oh yeah? Does that mean you want our friend to romance me?”

    “I want him to get better at dating,” Josh said with a smile.

    Jodie stroked his cock. “Of course. That’s what I want too.”

    They were both playing a little bit of a game. Jodie genuinely wanted to help Connor – and Josh was on board with that idea – but she wasn’t acting out of altruism. Not purely, at least. She was dating Connor because she liked it. She’d fucked Josh in the park after her first date with Connor because she was so turned on she couldn’t wait to get home. The whole thing was a naughty thrill, just like fucking him at Christmas had been a naughty thrill. Despite certain misgivings, Josh was on board with pursuing that naughty thrill. It seemed that neither of them was fully on board with admitting it was all about the thrill, though, and that was just fine with Josh.

    Jodie stood up, pulled aside her panties, and said, “Connor has a very talented tongue, you know. I’ll expect him to go down on me if I’m going to give him a blowjob. He’ll have to go down on me first, in fact. No woman wants to give it up to a man that can’t prove he’s dedicated to her pleasure, after all.”

    Josh sat up and slid off the edge of the couch. Jodie smiled as he leaned between her legs and used his tongue to pleasure her clit.

    “Would you enjoy it if he went down on me?” Jodie asked.

    Josh nodded as he continued to work his wife’s pussy with his tongue.

    “Then I hope Connor takes your advice,” Jodie said. “I suspect it was good advice, too. After all, you’d know how to romance me better than anyone, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes I would,” Josh said. He leaned in once again, but Jodie put a gentle hand on the top of his head and stepped back.

    “I need to get ready for my date,” she said. “Perhaps you and I can play after I get home. Assuming you’d enjoy that sort of thing.”

    Jodie turned and headed towards the bedroom without giving Josh a chance to answer, probably because she knew the answer. Of course Josh would enjoy that sort of thing.

    Five hours after she’d left, Jodie returned from her date. She offered a borderline-giddy smile and headed for the bedroom without saying a word. Josh couldn’t contain his curiosity. He leapt off the couch and rushed after his wife.

    He found Jodie sitting on the edge of the bed with that same smile on her face. She looked up at him and fell back into the bed.

    “I take it your date went well?” Josh asked. The insanity of the question wasn’t lost on him. Most married men didn’t ask that sort of question of their wives.

    Jodie let out a joyful squeal and sat up. “It was wonderful. It was better than wonderful. I don’t know what you said to him, but Connor took your advice to heart. He was so much more connected than on our first date. This time it didn’t feel like he was just trying to get me to have the kind of sex we’d had at Christmas. It felt like he was actually trying to romance me. We actually had a deep conversation. Multiple deep conversations, in fact. We actually got to know each other in a much deeper way. It was a wonderful date, Josh.”

    Josh leaned against the doorframe to try and help him cope with the unexpected sense of jealousy that had cropped up as his wife described her date. It wasn’t so much what she was saying that triggered it, either. It was the look on her face and her body language. Jodie seemed smitten in that way someone is smitten when they’ve found a real connection.

    When he offered no response, Jodie stood and closed the distance between them with a handful of slow steps. She took Josh’s hand in hers and brought it to her lips. She kissed it softly and then pulled him a few feet into the room. Her lips found his soon after. Her mouth opened and she moaned into his before their tongues mingled. Josh couldn’t help but wonder what Jodie had done with Connor. Had the wonderful nature of their second date meant she’d ended up fucking him? Had she given him a blowjob? Had they stuck to hand and finger play?

    “I want you,” Jodie said as she reached down and unzipped Josh’s pants. She pulled out his stiff cock and stroked him before asking, “Do you want me?”

    Josh nodded. Jealousy still coursed through his body, but now it was mixed with intense desire, so of course he wanted her.

    “Get naked,” Jodie said.

    Josh stripped and watched his wife do the same. She moved to her knees in the bed and Josh stepped behind her. He put his arms around her body and his hands moved to her perky breasts. He kissed Jodie’s neck as his cock slipped between her thighs. She reached down to play with the head and turned to kiss him. Their tongues mingled once more and Josh moaned as Jodie managed to make his cock feel spectacularly good with little more than a bit of gentle rubbing.

    “Your cock is so hard,” Jodie said with a deep sense of lust in her voice.

    “I’ve been thinking about you all night,” Josh replied. He moved a hand between Jodie’s legs and slipped his fingers into her pussy. She was soaked.

    “Have you been thinking naughty thoughts?” Jodie asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Mmmmm,” Jodie moaned as he played with her clit. “What kind of naughty thoughts?”

    Josh kissed her neck and said, “I thought about you and Connor pleasuring each other. I thought about him between your legs. I thought about him making you moan and scream in delight. I thought about you…fuck…I thought about you taking him in your mouth, about you pleasuring him.”

    Jodie fell forward and crawled into the bed, luring Josh in behind her. She rolled onto her back and he moved between her legs. She reached down and grabbed his cock. She pulled him towards her pussy and a moment later he felt the heat and wetness of her flesh around his erection.

    “Did it turn you on?” Jodie asked as Josh slowly filled her pussy. “Did you like thinking about me taking Connor’s cock in my mouth?”

    “Yes,” Josh admitted before unleashing a loud moan as he slowly fucked his wife.

    “He made me cum first,” Jodie said. “He made my fingers and toes tingle when he went down on me. I came so hard I was lightheaded for a few minutes.”

    Josh fucked her faster and they both moaned. “Did you go down on him?” he asked.

    “I did,” Jodie said. “He deserved it. He cooked a beautiful meal. He asked real, deep questions. He romanced me. He aroused me. He seduced me, Josh. He did so skillfully, too. He deserved my mouth, so I gave it to him.”

    Jodie grabbed his ass and closed her eyes as Josh fucked her harder. He felt his pent-up desire building towards its inevitable conclusion.

    “We fooled around on his couch. He stripped me to my bra and panties and went down on me. He made me cum so hard,” she said with a wild, lusty moan. “I kissed him afterwards. I stripped him of everything. Then I got on my knees between his legs. I went down on him. I made it good, too. I showed him that good things happen when he puts in the effort to romance me. I made love to his cock, Josh. I did. I used my mouth to make him feel better than he’s felt in a long time. I made it last, too. I wanted him to feel that bliss, to understand that it’s better when he really gets to know a woman, when he works to develop a relationship with her.”

    Josh couldn’t tell if she was thoroughly enjoying the sex or if she was getting off reliving her date with Connor. Considering the latter option produced a sense of anxiety, but a wave of intense lust came along with it. Josh fucked her harder and Jodie moaned louder.

    “He told me when he was about to cum,” Jodie said. “He was being polite. He was giving me the option not to take him in my mouth.”

    “Did you?” Josh asked.

    Jodie smiled and grabbed his ass again. She spread her legs a little wider and he responded by fucking her harder. “Of course I did. A good girlfriend swallows, doesn’t she?”

    “Oh…fuck!” Josh said. There was something about Jodie’s simple comment that produced an immense surge of lust. His orgasm was moments away.

    “Cum for me,” Jodie said. “Fuck, Josh, cum for me.”

    Josh couldn’t resist. He came in his wife’s pussy. He collapsed on top of her and she pulled him close. She ran her fingers through his hair and down his back before grasping his ass and holding him inside her.

    “Was that good?” she whispered.

    “Jodie, that was incredible,” Josh answered.

    Jodie kissed his cheek. “Good. That means we both had a great orgasm tonight.”

    “Can I make you cum?” Josh asked. He knew he’d climaxed too quickly for her to get off and he felt a little bit bad about it.

    “Would you be willing to do that?” she asked.

    Josh pulled out and rolled onto his side. He reached between Jodie’s legs and his fingers found her clit. He rubbed it in slow circles and she closed her eyes. “It would be my pleasure,” Josh said.

    “Mmmm,” Jodie said as she used a hand to direct Josh’s mouth to her breast. He offered every bit of pleasure he could muster while trying his best not to feel competitive with Connor. Josh failed at that, but he did manage to make Jodie cum.

    “That was lovely,” Jodie said afterwards. “Thank you.”

    “My pleasure,” Josh said. Jodie cuddled up next to him and kissed his chest. “So, when’s the next date?”

    “Next weekend,” Jodie answered. “I can’t wait.”

    Despite a mild sense of anxiety over the whole endeavor, Josh felt the same way.

  
    Becoming a Hotwife to Help a Friend – Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “You seem happier than usual,” Josh noted as his wife held a red lace dress against her body and smiled at herself in the mirror.

    “I feel happier than usual,” Jodie said as she spun towards him. “What do you think of this dress?”

    “I think it would look incredible on you,” Josh answered.

    Jodie spun towards the mirror again and a gleeful smile crossed her face. “I think you’re right. Here, will you hold it for me?”

    Josh took the dress from his wife and draped it over his arm with the four others she’d already selected.

    “Tonight is my third date with Connor, you know,” she said.

    “I do know that,” Josh replied. “Is that why you’re so happy?”

    “You know what happens on the third date, don’t you?” Jodie asked.

    Josh had a strong suspicion. The first date had included a great deal of kissing and fondling. The second date had included oral sex and orgasms. That meant the third date would almost certainly include full-on sex. “I think sex happens on the third date,” he answered.

    “That’s right,” Jodie replied.

    For some reason, Josh felt apprehensive about his wife having sex with Connor, though he couldn’t figure out why. They’d had plenty of sex around Christmas and that hadn’t bothered him at all.

    “Are you okay with that?” Jodie asked as she seemingly read the worried look on his face.

    “Yes,” Josh said. “Or, I should be, I guess. I don’t know why, but I feel a little strange about it. I can’t really explain it, though. I think it might be related to how happy you seem.”

    “You don’t like that I’m happy?” Jodie asked.

    “No, no, it’s not that. I love that you’re happy. It’s just, this feels like something…I don’t know, it feels like it’s about more than sex, you know? I mean, you weren’t this happy when you were having sex with Connor at Christmas, so it makes me feel like this is something else, or something extra, I guess,” Josh explained.

    Jodie stepped closer and reached up to caress his face. Her touch felt far better than Josh expected and he closed his eyes and sighed. A moment later her lips pressed against his and they shared a tender kiss.

    “I love you, Josh,” Jodie whispered. “I will always love you. You’re not going to lose me. I promise.”

    Josh opened his eyes to see his wife smiling at him. He felt a surprising rush of emotion that very nearly overwhelmed him. It seemed that Jodie had tapped into the source of his apprehension. “I guess I’m a little worried about that. It turns out that you dating Connor is a lot different than just having sex with him.”

    Jodie took his hand, kissed Josh’s cheek, and said, “It is. I know this might be a little dangerous to say, but it’s better for me. I liked having sex with him, but this feels different in a really good way. I feel…giddy. I know that might be silly – it’s not like this is a real relationship – but I feel all the sort of stuff that a person feels when those first few dates have gone really well.”

    “I can see that,” Josh replied. “That’s what worries me.”

    Jodie let out a sweet, soft laugh and said, “I can feel those things without wanting to leave you. I promise. If anything, I feel even more appreciative of you as a husband because you’re letting me feel these things. Plus, I’m still taking care of your needs, aren’t I?”

    They’d had sex three times since Jodie’s last date with Connor and each time Josh had cum spectacularly hard, in no small part because Jodie had become quite masterful with her dirty talk.

    “You are,” Josh said with a smile. His cock even came to life a little.

    “Good,” Jodie said. “Would you like to join me in the fitting room as I try on these dresses?”

    “Dresses for your sex date with Connor?” he asked.

    Jodie leaned in and kissed him. This time she offered a hint of tongue and Josh’s cock reached an erect state in a few short moments. “You know, I’m not going to have sex with him unless he earns it,” she said. “He doesn’t just get to have it. He has to prove he can romance me. He has to prove he really wants me, and not just what’s between my legs. If he does that, then I’ll let him take me home and into his bed. I’ll show him that being a good boyfriend comes with rewards. I’ll teach him how to be a good boyfriend for the next woman he dates. After all, that’s the point of this little exercise.”

    “Let’s find the right dress, then,” Josh said.

    He followed Jodie in the fitting area as conflicting desires and emotions battled in his brain. He was turned on by the idea of Jodie dating and sleeping with Connor, and yet that lust also brought considerable angst. It was clear that Jodie had moved beyond simply trying to teach Connor, that she’d developed feelings of some sort – even if they were minor – for him. Those feelings felt dangerous, and yet they inspired a confusing kind of desire, as well.

    As they stepped into the fitting room Josh wasn’t entirely sure if he wanted Jodie to end up sleeping with Connor that night or if he wanted his friend to screw up and find himself alone because he failed to prove that he was capable of romancing Jodie. In a way, it was a blessing that the outcome of the evening was entirely out of his hands.

    It was a little after 10 p.m. when Josh’s phone rang. He saw Josie’s name on the screen and his pulse immediately started to race.

    “Hey,” he answered.

    “Hey you,” Jodie said in a soft, sensual voice.

    “How was your date?” Josh asked.

    “Mmmm, it was incredible,” Jodie replied. “Connor took me to the most beautiful restaurant I’ve ever been to. He got us one of the three outdoor tables they offer. It was exquisitely romantic.”

    Jealousy surged through Josh’s body as he listened, and it was almost entirely based on the tone of Jodie’s voice. It was the same sense of happiness she’d exuded while they were looking for dresses, only now it was paired with a sense of sexual satisfaction, which meant she’d almost certainly fucked Connor.

    “The food was incredible, too. I thought the restaurant for our first date was amazing, but it was nothing compared to this. It must have cost a fortune, too,” Jodie continued. “And the conversation was actually incredible. Connor opened up about his divorce in a way he hadn’t done before. He shared so much with me. I feel like we got so much closer over dinner.”

    Josh shifted on the couch in an attempt to push away some of the discomfort he felt, but it was to no avail. He believed Jodie when she said he wasn’t going to lose her, but that didn’t stop the angst from returning.

    “I asked him to take me back to his place after dinner,” Jodie said. “We kissed at his car. It was an incredible kiss, Josh. I haven’t been kissed…well, it was a really good kiss.”

    Josh wanted to ask her to finish her thought, but he worried about the answer, as he suspected Jodie was going to say that she hasn’t been kissed like that in a long time. His angst only deepened.

    “Did you…did you go back to his place?” Josh asked.

    “We did,” Jodie said. “I’m there right now, in fact. I told him I was going to call you and I stepped out onto his deck. He’s inside making us drinks.”

    “So…wait, you haven’t…I mean, you haven’t had sex with him yet?” Josh asked.

    Jodie moaned quietly and said, “No, we had sex. I’m going to spend the night, though.”

    “So…I guess that means the sex was good?” he asked, though that wouldn’t have been a surprising outcome. The sex had been good before, after all.

    “Mmmm,” Jodie said. “It was great sex, Josh. So great that I’m going to make sure it happens again before we go to sleep. Would you like me to tell you about it?”

    “Was it…was it better than before?” Josh asked.

    “Yes,” Jodie replied. “Much better.”

    Josh’s hand moved between his legs and he rubbed his cock through his pants. Despite his angst, he couldn’t ignore the borderline-overwhelming sense of desire he felt.

    “Yes, I want to hear about it,” Josh said.

    “I almost started it in the car. I wanted to give him head as he drove us home, but I didn’t want to seem too slutty. I would have let him put a hand up my dress, though. I wouldn’t have been able to stop him, to be honest. That kiss was so hot, Josh. I was soaked and I would have spread my legs and let Connor play with my pussy as he drove us home if he wanted to,” Jodie explained.

    Josh took his pants off and spread his legs on the couch as the desire overwhelmed his angst. He pulled his cock out, wrapped his fingers around the erect shaft, and stroked slowly as Jodie continued.

    “We kissed as soon as we were in the house. He pressed me up against the wall and his hand moved under my dress as his tongue moved into my mouth. He felt my wetness through my panties. I’m sure of it. I was soaked. My panties were soaked. He must have felt my desire for him. Do you like that I wanted him, Josh? Do you like that I wanted Connor?”

    Josh groaned and a drop of precum appeared at the tip of his cock. “Yes, I do. I like that you wanted him.”

    “Are you masturbating?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Josh answered.

    “I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock right there in the foyer. I stroked him and he maneuvered his fingers into my panties. He filled my pussy and I moaned for him, Josh. He found my wetness, my desire for him, and I moaned. I moaned because I had to have him. I needed him. I needed to have Connor inside me,” Jodie explained.

    Josh moaned. He could still feel the angst, but it had long since lost out to his lust and there was no going back.

    “Connor led me to his bedroom – which is beautiful, by the way – and unzipped my dress. I stepped out of it and he marveled at the lingerie I’d picked out. He said I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen,” Jodie said.

    Josh felt an intense rush of jealousy at the delight and lust in Jodie’s voice. She wanted Connor to think she was beautiful. She wasn’t just rewarding him for getting better at dating. She wanted to look good for him and to inspire great lust in him. Josh was convinced Jodie had gone beyond being a good friend to Connor and lost herself a little in dating another man, but there was nothing he could do about it in the moment so he decided to vigorously pursue his pleasure.

    “Did that feel good?” Josh asked. “When he said you were beautiful?”

    “It did,” Jodie replied. “I like that he thinks I’m beautiful. I like that he wants me, Josh. I like that he’s put so much effort into romancing me.”

    “What happened next?” Josh asked.

    “I took his pants off,” Jodie explained. “I got on my knees in front of him. I gave him a slow, sensual, sexy blowjob as I looked up at him. He reached out and ran his fingers through my hair. His touch was so tender. It felt so good. It felt…romantic. It made me want him inside me. It made me need him inside me.”

    Josh stroked his cock faster as he imagined his wife giving Connor a slow, sensual blowjob. He felt his angst rising with every word she uttered, and yet he felt his orgasm approaching.

    “I stood up and took off my panties after the blowjob. We kissed and fell into the bed together. I spread my legs and Connor moved between them. He was going to go down on me, but I told him not to. I told him I needed him inside me. I needed to feel his cock inside me, Josh. I was literally desperate for it. Connor’s tongue is talented, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to have him,” Jodie explained.

    “Fuck…Jodie,” Josh said. “Did he give you what you needed?”

    “Mmmm, he did, Josh,” she said. “He got on top and I took him inside me. We kissed as he filled me. His thrusts were slow and sensual. They were exactly what I needed. It was perfect. Truly perfect. I can’t even explain how good it felt. Every thrust pulled me deeper into this intense, wonderful sense of pleasure. I felt…connected to Connor in a deep way, like in that moment our bodies were absolutely made to be together, to be joined like they were.”

    Jodie wasn’t describing the sort of sex she and Connor had enjoyed over Christmas. That was wild and borderline animalistic. It was purely physical sex. This was something else and that reality filled Josh with equal parts lust and jealousy.

    “He made love to me, Josh,” Jodie said, giving voice to Josh’s thoughts. “Connor made love to me.”

    The good and bad feelings bouncing around Josh’s head crashed together as Jodie made it perfectly clear that her night with Connor had been far different from their previous sexual encounters. Angst and lust blended as he stroked his cock. His desire deepened and his nervousness grew along with it.

    “Did you cum?” Josh asked. “When he made love to you, did you cum?”

    “Josh…I came so hard,” Jodie answered. “He made me cum so hard. My body shook. My toes curled. My head spun. It was an orgasm unlike…well, it was really good.”

    Josh couldn’t decide if he wanted Jodie to have finished her thought or if it would have hurt too much to hear her say that Connor had given her an orgasm unlike any she’d experienced in a long time. The surge of desire between his legs made him think he wanted to hear her say it, though.

    “Did he cum?” Josh asked.

    “He did,” Jodie answered. “He came inside me. I can still feel it leaking into my panties. It turns me on. I like that he’s leaking out of me. I like that he made love to me and came inside me. I like that it felt so good, that I came so hard with him inside me. I like that it was…that it was so good, Josh. I like that it was so good.”

    “And you’re going to make love to him again?” Josh asked.

    “Yes, I’m going to spend the night and make love to him again. Maybe twice. Maybe three times. I don’t know. I’ll go where my body wants to,” Jodie answered.

    Josh closed his eyes and stroked his cock. He groaned as an intense mixture of pleasure and angst reverberated through his body.

    “Josh,” Jodie said, “don’t cum. Wait until tomorrow. Wait for me. Wait until you can be inside me again. Will you do that for me?”

    Josh released his cock. It was frustrating to do so, but he saw the wisdom in waiting for her return. “Yes, I’ll do that for you.”

    “I’ll see you tomorrow morning,” Jodie said. “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Josh replied.

    Jodie hung up and he looked down at his stiff cock. Josh felt a strong urge to masturbate, but instead he put his pants on, zipped up, and headed to the kitchen to make a drink. He needed to calm down if he wanted any chance at falling asleep.

    Josh woke up to the sight of Jodie standing in the bedroom doorway. Sunlight filled the bedroom and illuminated her beautiful body. Her dress was on the floor and she looked breathtaking in the lingerie she’d worn for Connor.

    “Good morning,” she said.

    “A good morning indeed,” Josh replied.

    Jodie approached the bed with a smile on her face and asked, “Did you miss me?”

    Josh nodded and pulled the covers aside and exposed the erection making a tent in his underwear. “I dreamed of you,” he said.

    Jodie straddled him and leaned down. “Does that mean you want me?” she whispered.

    Josh moaned as she kissed his neck. “Yes,” he said. “I’m desperate for you.”

    “You sounded worried last night,” Jodie asked. “Were you worried about the same thing? That you might lose me?”

    “Yes,” Josh said. “You didn’t fuck Connor. You made love to him. It’s different. So I was worried. I was turned on too, though.”

    Jodie sat up and reached back to unhook her bra, freeing her breasts. She played with them as a smile crossed her face. “It was better,” she said.

    “Making love to him?” Josh asked.

    “Yes. It was better. Much better, in fact. It turns out that I’ve discovered something that thrills me, Josh. I’ve discovered something that gives me a kind of pleasure I desperately miss, a kind of pleasure I crave,” Jodie said.

    Josh felt a mild sense of alarm. It seemed like Jodie was saying she wouldn’t be ending her relationship with Connor anytime soon, whereas Josh had hoped that once Connor had proven he’d learned, Jodie might end it.

    “Jodie, I’m not so sure about this,” Josh said.

    Jodie smiled and reached down to free Josh’s cock from his underwear. She pulled aside her panties and took him inside her. The heat and exceptional wetness of her pussy enveloped him and Josh’s body shook with pleasure as he moaned.

    “I’m sure about it,” Jodie said as she gently rode his cock. “I’m sure I need this, Josh. I’m sure I’m going to keep dating Connor. I’m sure I’m going to keep making love to him. I’m sure you’re going to enjoy it, too.”

    Josh wanted to make Jodie stop, but he couldn’t find the strength to ward off his desire. He let it swallow him. He surrendered to the pleasure emanating from between his legs. Jodie rode him faster and he moaned as the beginnings of an orgasm took shape.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” Jodie asked.

    Josh nodded as he watched her breasts bounce.

    “That’s because Connor and I made love this morning,” she said. “That’s his cum. That’s Connor’s cum you feel around your cock.”

    For just a moment Josh panicked. It felt like too much. His panic didn’t last, though. It was almost instantly followed by intense desire, aided by Jodie riding him faster.

    “Fuck…Jodie, I’m cumming!” Josh cried out. He couldn’t fight his desire any longer. He unleashed his load inside her and she smiled and leaned down to kiss his neck while continuing to gently grind over his cock, providing that little bit of extra pleasure that made his body shudder with delight.

    “Was that a good orgasm?” Jodie asked.

    “It was great,” Josh replied.

    “There are plenty more where that came from,” she said. “We can both have what we want, Josh.”

    Josh wasn’t sure that was true, especially in the aftermath of his orgasm – cumming had a way of clearing his mind – but it wasn’t the right time to talk about it. Instead, he pulled Jodie close and they shared soft, tender kisses as he enjoyed the aftershocks of pleasure caused by every little movement of her pussy on his still-sensitive cock.

  
    Becoming a Hotwife to Help a Friend – Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “So, Josh, what’s up?” Connor asked. “You seem distracted.”

    Josh swirled the few ounces of beer that remained in his glass and looked up at his friend. Connor was right. He was distracted. He’d invited him out for a drink with a clear purpose in mind but he hadn’t yet broached the subject.

    “Hey, man, are you with me?” Connor asked.

    “Yes, I am, sorry,” Josh replied. He lifted the glass to his lips, swallowed the rest of his beer, and gently set it on the rough tabletop. “I wanted to talk to you about something.”

    Connor leaned a little closer and said, “Yeah, no shit. That’s been clear since we got here. What is it you wanted to talk about?”

    “You and Jodie,” Josh said.

    Connor leaned back but said nothing, leaving it up to Josh to carry the conversation forward.

    “I want you to stop seeing her,” Josh said.

    “Why?” Connor asked.

    Josh had held out a small hope that his friend would happily accede to his wishes, but he hadn’t planned on it. After all, what man willingly gives up great sex? “I’m not comfortable with it anymore. I know I was – I mean, I was basically on the first date with you – but I’m not comfortable with it anymore. It feels like Jodie has fulfilled her mission in teaching you how to date again and it’s time for it to stop.”

    Connor stared at Josh for a few uncomfortable moments before leaning closer and asking, “Does Jodie want to stop?”

    “No,” Josh replied. “And that’s the problem. She doesn’t want to stop. She wants to keep seeing you even though you clearly don’t need any help with dating. Not anymore, at least. You’ve gotten what you needed out of seeing her. You’re back on your feet, so it’s time for you to move on to someone who isn’t married to your friend.”

    “Did you ask her to stop?” Connor asked.

    “No,” Josh answered.

    Connor smiled. “Why is that?”

    Josh knew the answer, but he didn’t want to say it.

    “Is it because you know what she’d say, Josh?” Connor said. “Is that why you haven’t asked her to stop?”

    Josh couldn’t meet his friend’s gaze, but he nodded. He knew his wife was having too much fun dating Connor to stop. There was a chance she would have, especially if Josh pleaded with her, but it felt selfish to do so. After all, Jodie knew that Josh found it arousing, that he enjoyed rather spectacular orgasms of his own as a result of his wife dating his friend. That didn’t mean he was entirely comfortable with it, though, and Josh had decided he wanted it to stop before things got more complicated.

    “What are you really worried about?” Connor asked. “Because we both know you’re okay with Jodie having sex with me. You were okay with it when she and I were just fucking and you seemed to be okay with it when we started dating, too, so what’s your real concern?”

    Josh didn’t want to say it, but Connor clearly wasn’t interested in giving up his relationship with Jodie, which meant totally honesty was the only way to go. “I’m afraid I’m going to lose her,” he said.

    “To me?” Connor asked with a laugh.

    “Yes, Connor. To you. Or to someone else after you. I’m afraid Jodie’s gotten a taste for something better and that she’s going to decide she doesn’t need or want me anymore and that’s going to be it,” Josh said.

    “Okay, Josh, buddy, I think you might be creating a problem where there isn’t one. Has Jodie said or done anything to make you think she’s going to leave you? Has she indicated in any way that she’s doing anything with me other than having fun?” Connor asked.

    Josh shook his head. She hadn’t done anything of the sort, but Josh couldn’t shake the near constant sense of angst he felt at the idea of his wife and his friend dating, even if they were doing so under the guise of preparing Connor to enter into a serious relationship with someone else.

    “Then I don’t see the problem,” Connor said. “Jodie and I are having fun, and believe it or not, I’m still learning. It’s been a little over a month since that first date that you went on. A new relationship is so much different than being married. It’s the kind of thing you have to get used to, to get some practice at, and since things actually work really well between Jodie and me I figure that I might as well get practice with her.”

    Josh felt a little bit of anger building towards his friend. He’d hoped he could convince Connor to end things with Jodie, but it seemed as if he’d strengthened Connor’s resolve to keep dating her.

    “So you’re saying you’re not going to end things with Jodie?” Josh asked.

    “She doesn’t want it to end and I don’t want it to end. You’re the only one that does, and I’m pretty sure that’s just because you’ve suddenly gotten jealous. That’s perfectly natural, of course, but you weren’t jealous before and I know that you’re still getting off on it, Josh,” Connor said.

    “How…how do you know that?” Josh asked.

    “Jodie talks to me,” Connor answered. “She’s my girlfriend, after all.” A cocky smile followed that line, almost as if Connor was proud of the fact that he and Jodie enjoyed pillow talk. “She told me that you’re just as turned on by all of this as you’ve ever been. Was she lying?”

    “That’s not the point,” Josh said. “I’m asking you to stop dating my wife, Connor. I’m asking you to break up with her because I’m concerned that I’m going to lose her.”

    “You’re not going to lose her to me, Josh. I have no interest in taking anyone’s wife. I’m just having fun, and I think you know that. I think you know that Jodie is having fun, too. I think what’s really going on here is that you’re feeling some jealousy – and maybe a little insecurity – and apparently you’re afraid to ask your wife to stop seeing another guy,” Connor replied.

    “So, you’re going to keep seeing Jodie?” Josh asked.

    “Yes, I am,” Connor replied. “We have a good thing going and I know that you’re enjoying it too, Josh. I’m sure it’s weird, but so what? Life is weird. Why not just get on board with enjoying what comes your way? I mean, fuck, man, it’s not like this is going to last forever. A few more months, tops.”

    Josh wanted to keep arguing, but it was clear there was nothing he could say to change Connor’s mind. He also knew Connor was right, that Josh did find it arousing. Maybe it really was just insecurity driving Josh to try and end Connor and Jodie’s relationship.

    “Okay, well, I guess that’s that, then,” Josh said.

    “Look, man, this doesn’t have to be weird,” Connor replied. “I mean, it’s not weird for me, so I guess I’m saying it doesn’t have to be weird for you. Just enjoy it. I go on a date with your wife, I satisfy her, I send her home to you and she satisfies you. That sounds like a pretty good setup, doesn’t it?”

    Josh couldn’t tell if his friend was fucking with him or not. On the surface, what he said described how the last few dates had gone, and Josh had indeed ended the night deeply satisfied. But, he couldn’t shake the idea that Connor was screwing with him in some manner. He didn’t really have much to say, though.

    “Yeah, I guess it does,” he replied.

    “Good, so let’s get another round and talk about something else, yeah?” Connor suggested.

    “Yeah, that sounds good,” Josh said.

    “Thanks for staying late tonight,” Josh’s boss said as they walked through the parking lot.

    “No problem,” Josh said. It was a problem, of course, but he wasn’t going to say that. It was Friday night, which was also date night for Jodie and Connor, and Josh had already missed out on watching his wife get ready. As much as he felt deeply conflicted about the whole thing, he still found it thrilling to see Jodie beautify herself for a date. It was too late for that, though. In all likelihood, Jodie would be gone by the time Josh got home.

    “That’s good of you to say, but I think we both know it’s a pain in the ass to stay late on a Friday night,” his boss said as Josh reached his car. “Just know that I have a long memory when it comes to this sort of stuff. Your willingness to stay won’t be forgotten.”

    Josh smiled. That was the reason he’d stayed. A few extra hours of work for a leg up on a promotion was well worth it. “Truly, it was no problem. It was worth it to ensure we got everything done.”

    “Have a good weekend, Josh,” his boss said. “I’ll see you on Monday.”

    “I’ll see you then, sir,” Josh said while pulling out his phone and checking for any messages from Jodie. She hadn’t sent any since replying to his text telling her he’d be late, which he took as a good sign. Perhaps she’d still be home when he got there.

    Josh battled with his feelings on the drive home. He thought back to his conversation with Connor and the genuine sense of distress he felt at the idea of Jodie enjoying dating their friend a little too much. That sense of distress was in direct competition with the desire coursing through him as he rushed home. Josh wanted to see Jodie made up for her date. He wanted to see the effort she’d put in for another man, and yet that same effort is what contributed to his angst. It was all so confusing, but none of it stopped Josh from feeling more than a little horny by the time he pulled down their street.

    Josh was surprised to see Connor’s car in the driveway. Jodie hadn’t mentioned anything about being picked up for her date. Usually she just took an Uber. Josh parked on the street to avoid blocking Connor’s car, grabbed his bag, and headed for the front door.

    Josh heard what sounded like a movie playing in the living room as he let himself in. Suspenseful music filled the air and a shrill scream cut through the house. It sounded like a horror movie.

    “Hey honey,” Jodie said as Josh stepped into the living room to see Connor and his wife cuddled up on the couch.

    “Hey,” Josh replied as confusion reigned in his head.

    Jodie paused the movie and smiled at him. “Welcome home! How was work?”

    “Good,” Josh said as he tried to figure out what was unfolding in their living room. “What’s going on? What happened to date night?”

    “This is date night,” Jodie said. “Connor suggested we stay in tonight, like couples tend to do when they get a little more comfortable with each other. It’s good practice, you know? It’s an entirely different thing to stay in, watch a movie, that sort of thing.”

    Connor put his arm around Jodie and pulled her close. She turned and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek before looking back at Josh.

    “You’re welcome to join us for the movie,” she said. “Though, fair warning, we might not spend that much time watching the movie, if you know what I mean.”

    Josh couldn’t help but wonder if Connor was fucking with him in some way. He couldn’t imagine what that would be, but the sudden change in plans seemed purposeful.

    “Join us, Josh,” Connor said.

    Jodie and Connor were ensconced on the love seat, leaving no room for Josh, which was almost certainly purposeful. That meant he’d have to sit on the big couch all by himself or grab the armchair. Either way, Josh would feel very much like the third wheel on their at home date. His angst deepened, but so did his desire to watch Jodie and Connor fool around, which he was certain they’d end up doing before long.

    “Yeah, sure,” Josh said. “Let me just put my bag down and grab a beer.”

    Jodie hit play and the suspenseful music resumed as Josh headed for the kitchen. He dropped his bag on the table, grabbed a beer from the fridge, and returned to the living room to find Jodie and Connor kissing. He had his arm around her and she had a hand on his leg. Her fingers were moving in slow circles over his thigh as Josh dropped into the armchair and focused all his attention on his wife and her date. He could have watched the movie, but the kissing was far more interesting.

    “You’re such a good kisser,” Jodie said as they took a breather.

    “You really think so?” Connor asked.

    Jodie smiled and reached up to caress his face in a tender manner, triggering Josh’s angst. “I do. There’s something so…sensual about it. It’s like you’re trying to seduce me with your lips and tongue. I love it.”

    Connor turned his body to face her and moved a hand to her hip. “Well, I wouldn’t mind if a good kiss happened to seduce you.”

    Their lips met again. Jodie tilted here head and Josh watched his wife’s mouth open to welcome Connor’s tongue. Josh sipped his beer and reached down to adjust his cock as it reached a fully erect state. Connor’s fingers moved under the soft, off-the-shoulder sweater Jodie had chosen for their at home date. She shifted her arm to give him easier access and his hand traveled towards her breasts. Josh had seen Connor grope Jodie’s naked breasts, but for some reason it was hotter to watch his fingers move under her sweater.

    Jodie moaned loud enough for Josh to hear it over the sounds of the horror movie. Connor’s fingers must have found her breasts. He was probably playing with her nipples.

    “It feels so good when you touch me,” Jodie said.

    “Yeah? Does it turn you on?” Connor asked.

    Jodie smiled. “Like you wouldn’t believe.”

    Their lips met once more and Josh saw his wife’s tongue slip into Connor’s mouth. He sipped his beer to prevent a loud moan from escaping and rubbed his cock vigorously through his pants. Despite his angst, Josh couldn’t keep his arousal at bay. The show unfolding in front of him ranked high amongst the hottest things he’d ever seen, and for reasons he didn’t entirely understand.

    Jodie’s hand moved between Connor’s legs and she stroked his bulge. Josh watched her fingers move over the cock-shaped lump and felt a surge of lust and jealousy.

    “You’re so hard,” Jodie said.

    “You make me so hard,” Connor replied. “Your lips. Your tongue. Your touch. All of you. It all makes me hard.”

    The girl in the movie screamed but Jodie kept her attention focused on Connor. She seemed utterly enamored with him, and him with her. Josh felt like he’d been invited to witness a couple’s growing desire for each other and once again he felt that intoxicating, uncomfortable blend of angst and lust.

    They kissed as Jodie deftly unbuttoned Connor’s jeans and worked his zipper down. She pushed a hand into his underwear and he moaned, no doubt signaling that she’d found his cock. Connor’s hand continued to work under Jodie’s sweater and Josh wondered if she’d gone braless, thereby giving Connor easy access.

    “I want you in my mouth,” Jodie said.

    Connor pulled his hand from her sweater and worked his jeans over his hips and down to his ankles. Jodie wrapped her fingers around his thick cock, smiled, and kissed him again. She stroked his dick as their tongues mingled and Josh resisted the temptation to unzip and masturbate. He knew if he climaxed that his fun would be over and he’d probably find whatever else Jodie and Connor got up to rather miserable.

    Instead, Josh watched his wife kiss and lick the head of Connor’s cock. She took her time, offering him slow and sensual pleasure instead of simply enveloping him with her mouth. Josh’s angst deepened as it seemed like Jodie was a little bit in love with Connor’s cock and that all she wanted to do was make him feel a deep, wonderful sort of pleasure.

    Finally, Jodie wrapped her lips around the plump head and offered a blowjob. Connor groaned and unleashed a wide smile, as a man tends to do when a beautiful woman is giving him head.

    “Jodie, that feels incredible,” Connor said as he looked down at her head bobbing up in his lap. “You’re incredible. You’re just incredible.”

    Jodie didn’t stop. She didn’t look up. She just kept sucking Connor’s cock. Josh dragged his eyes from the blowjob to Connor’s face and saw his friend smiling at him. It felt like his smile was saying so much, like he was gloating a little, and Josh couldn’t help but think that Connor had every reason to gloat. After all, Josh had chosen to sit down and watch. He was masturbating through his pants. He was high on the lust coursing through his body, even if there was plenty of angst to go along with it. He was doing his best to take Connor’s advice and enjoy himself.

    After a few minutes of beautiful cocksucking, Jodie’s head popped up. She looked at Connor and said, “I want you. I need you.”

    Josh groaned. He didn’t want to. He didn’t want to let them know just how much it turned him on, but he couldn’t help it. Neither Connor nor Jodie looked his way, though. They were fixated on each other.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Connor said.

    Josh felt a touch of panic rise up in his chest. Were they going to fuck in the bed he shared with Jodie? Was she really going to take Connor to their bed?

    Jodie stood up and Connor pulled up his pants and joined her. She took his hand and they headed towards the master bedroom.

    Josh stood to follow, but Jodie turned and said, “Actually, it’s just going to be the two of us.”

    Connor offered a cocky smile and put his arm around Jodie as Josh sank into the armchair. They left the living room and a few moments later Josh heard the bedroom door shut. His wife and his friend were about to make love in his bed. Another man was going to cum inside Jodie in the bed Josh shared with her.

    Josh unzipped his pants, pulled out his throbbing cock, and masturbated furiously to the idea. The angst had been overwhelmed by his lust. He couldn’t help himself. He stroked his cock and he came hard. His loins pulsed with intense pleasure unlike almost any he’d ever experienced as cum spurted from the tip of his cock and made a spectacular mess on the floor at his feet.

    “Fuck,” Josh said as a smile crossed his face. He felt good. Spectacularly good.

    Then Jodie moaned. It made its way through the door, down the hallway, and to Josh’s ears. It was loud and lusty. The angst returned. Josh felt a little embarrassed that he’d cum so quickly and so hard at the idea that Connor had taken Jodie to the master bedroom to make love to her while Josh waited. He put his cock away, cleaned up his mess, and hit play on the horror movie so he didn’t have to listen to the sex unfolding in the bedroom.

  
    Becoming a Hotwife to Help a Friend – Part 5
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    “When was the last time I went down on you?” Jodie asked as she dropped to her knees between Josh’s legs.

    “It’s been a while,” he replied.

    She smiled and reached up to remove his pants and free his cock. “I’ve been a little busy dating Connor, haven’t I?”

    Josh nodded. “It’s okay,” he said. “You know I don’t mind that you’re dating him. I wouldn’t mind a little more time with you, but I understand that you want to help him.”

    Jodie leaned forward and kissed the head of Josh’s cock. Her lips felt soft and warm against his flesh and he let out a quiet moan as her tongue slipped out and moved back and forth over the underside of his cock head.

    “I think we both know it’s about more than helping Connor,” Jodie said. “I think we both know he’s ready to date other people. I’m just being greedy at this point.”

    Josh was surprised to hear his wife admit it, but he agreed. Connor was long past being ready to date other people. There was no question he’d recovered from the trauma of his divorce and he’d clearly managed to shake off whatever dating-related rust he’d gathered over years of marriage.

    “Am I being a bad wife by continuing to date our friend?” Jodie asked. “Am I being selfish by putting my desire for Connor above your needs?”

    Josh wasn’t entirely sure what his wife was up to. Her questions deserved genuine thought, but she was asking them while stroking and kissing his cock, leaving him thoroughly aroused. Still, it also seemed like she was offering him a way out. All he had to do was say that he wanted his wife back and there was at least a chance that Jodie would stop dating Connor.

    Josh couldn’t do it, though. Some parts of her relationship bothered him, but that relationship was responsible for some of the most satisfying sexual experiences of Josh’s life, many of which involved him watching as someone else fucked his wife.

    “No, you’re not being a bad wife,” he answered.

    Jodie smiled, took his cock in her mouth, and sucked with intense passion for a handful of seconds before asking, “Then what am I being, Josh?”

    She was toying with him. Josh knew it. He followed her lead, though. He went right where she wanted him to go. “You’re being a good wife,” he answered. “You’re getting what you want, but so am I. We’re both getting what we want. We’re both enjoying your relationship with Connor.”

    Jodie took him in her mouth again. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock and she stroked his shaft and played with his balls, bringing him closer to the climax he craved.

    “You don’t mind that he’s spending the night more often?” Jodie asked.

    Josh shook his head.

    “You don’t mind that he fucks me more often than you do now?” Jodie asked.

    “No,” Josh said.

    “You don’t mind that he cums inside me every time we’re together?” Jodie asked.

    Josh was close to cumming. Jodie had lured him right to the edge with nothing more than a bit of dirty talk and her exceptional oral talent. “No, I don’t mind,” he answered. “I…I like it. I love it, in fact. I love that he cums inside you.”

    Josh was moments from his climax when Jodie’s phone rang. She plucked it from the coffee table, smiled, tapped the screen, and released his cock. “Hey, baby. What’s up?” It had to have been Connor. “Tonight? I thought you had that thing with your sister tonight?”

    Jodie glanced at Josh and took his cock in her hand once more. She ran her fingers up his slick shaft and squeezed the head in a manner he found utterly intoxicating.

    “No, I’m not doing anything tonight,” she said. “I was having a little fun with Josh, but he can wait if you want to come over.”

    Josh felt a surprising sense of frustration at the notion that Jodie would effectively abandon him in favor of Connor.

    “I want Josh to watch this time, though,” Jodie said, brightening his spirits a little. “It’s not fair that we keep kicking him out of the bedroom. I want you to stay the night, of course, and I’ll kick him out when it’s time for us to go to sleep, but he deserves the pleasure of watching you fuck me.”

    Jodie leaned forward and looked up at Josh as she listened to Connor’s response. Josh couldn’t hear what his friend was saying, but it didn’t matter. What mattered was that Jodie was looking out for him, and that she saw fit to take him in her mouth for a few moments as Connor talked.

    “Okay,” Jodie said. “I’ll see you soon.” She hung up, kissed Josh’s cock once more, and then got up and walked towards the bedroom. “Are you coming?” she called out.

    Josh hopped off the couch and followed his wife like a loyal puppy would have. She made a beeline for the closet and he arrived in the doorway in time to watch her strip, pluck a black lace bodysuit from the shelf, and step into it. Her naked body transformed in the blink of an eye and Josh couldn’t help but feel jealous that Jodie saw fit to put on lingerie for Connor.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    “Perfect, as always,” he replied.

    “Don’t pout,” Jodie said. “I’ve only seen Connor once this week. You’ve had me plenty and now I’m going to give myself to him. We’re both going to get what we want, though. You get to watch and masturbate and you can cum whenever you want.”

    Josh felt a touch of excitement spread from his loins.

    Jodie stepped closer and took his cock in her hand. Her fingers moved up and down his shaft as she asked, “When do you think you’ll cum, Josh? What turns you on the most? Is it when he first slides into my pussy? Is it when he makes me cum all over his cock? Is it when he cums inside me?”

    “It all turns me on,” Josh admitted.

    Jodie released his cock and kissed him on the cheek. “I know it does, which is why you don’t have to be sad. I know it’s not the same as cumming in my mouth, but I think we both know you’re going to enjoy the orgasm you have tonight, don’t we?”

    “Yes,” Josh said, though he felt a little extra disappointment at the notion that the blowjob would have ended with a climax in her mouth.

    “I want to be waiting in bed for Connor when he arrives. Would you be willing to let him into the house?” Jodie asked.

    “Of course,” Josh said.

    Jodie smiled, gave his cock a quick stroke, and headed for the bed. Josh turned and watched his wife pull back the sheets and climb into the bed. “Go,” she said. “He’ll be here soon.”

    Josh tucked his cock back into his pants and left the bedroom as an image of Jodie in the black lace bodysuit remained in the forefront of his mind. A car pulled into the driveway as Josh stepped into the living room. Like any man, Connor moved with great speed when he was guaranteed to get laid.

    Josh waited for his friend to ring the doorbell and took his time going to answer it. He didn’t want to make it seem like his only purpose in life was to tend to his wife’s relationship with Connor.

    “How’s it going, man?” Connor asked as he stepped into the house and brushed past Josh.

    “Good,” Josh said despite his decidedly mixed feelings about his friend interrupting what would have been a lovely night with Jodie.

    “You alright, man?” Connor asked. “Are you okay with me being here?”

    Connor had opened a window and for some reason Josh decided to go through it. “Not entirely, no,” he said. “Jodie and I were…well, we were fooling around a little when you called. It was going to end really well for me and now, well now it’s going to end with me watching you fuck her, so I guess I’m not as good as I could be.”

    Connor studied Josh’s face for a few seconds and then smiled. “So she chose me over you,” he said. “Good to know.”

    He walked away, leaving Josh standing by the front door and feeling frustrated. It turned out that Connor hadn’t opened a window. He might have been curious as to why Josh didn’t seem excited, but he clearly didn’t give a damn.

    “Damn you look good,” Connor said.

    “Why are your clothes still on?” Jodie replied.

    There was a small part of Josh that was ready to walk out the door and leave his wife and Connor to have sex without him acting as their audience. That part of him quickly lost the battle unfolding in his head, though, as his still-considerable desire won out.

    Josh pushed away from the door and followed in Connor’s footsteps to the master bedroom. He stopped in the doorway to see his friend naked and on his back in the bed with Jodie between his legs. Her lips were wrapped around Connor’s cock just like they’d been wrapped around Josh’s earlier, only now Jodie was giving head with purpose. Her mouth and hand moved in concert up and down Connor’s shaft and he happily put a hand in her hair and helped her out with a little bit of downward pressure. Lust and jealousy formed an intoxicating mixture in Josh’s brain and spread through the rest of his body, leading to an obvious, painfully erect cock.

    “Come on in, man,” Connor said.

    Josh stepped into the room and stripped. He felt a little uncomfortable doing so – in a way he never had before – but Josh still got naked. He walked to the foot of the bed and dropped to his knees. Normally, Josh like to watch Jodie’s face when she fucked their friend, but the idea of seeing Connor’s face – and the thrill he was taking from fucking Jodie – was too much in that moment.

    “I need to be inside you, Jodie,” Connor said. “I need to fuck you.”

    Jodie sat up, crawled forward, and unsnapped her bodysuit, freeing her pussy as she straddled Connor. She rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips and sank down slowly, swallowing him inch by inch.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked. “Do I feel good?”

    “You feel better than any woman I’ve ever been with, Jodie,” Connor answered.

    Jodie leaned down and they kissed as Josh masturbated and watched his wife’s pussy gently ride Connor’s cock. He marveled at the beauty of her body welcoming another man’s cock and the sounds of kissing and the sensual moans coming from both of them were a potent aphrodisiac that made each stroke of Josh’s hand deeply pleasurable.

    “Do I make you feel good?” Connor asked.

    “You make me feel incredible, Connor,” Jodie answered. “You have since the first time we fucked.”

    Josh felt jealousy rise up in him, though it only fueled his desire as he watched his wife and his friend fuck.

    After a few blissful minutes of sex with Jodie on top, Connor deftly flipped her onto her back, slipped inside her, and took control. He fucked Jodie with slow, deep thrusts as Josh watched her body welcome him over and over.

    “I want you to be mine, Jodie,” Connor said.

    Jodie moaned. “You know you can have me as often as you want, Connor.”

    Connor fucked her harder. “I want more than that,” he said. “We’re good for each other, Jodie. We make each other feel things no one else ever has. I’ve never been with someone like you and I want you to be mine.”

    Josh stopped stroking his cock as his anxiety spiked.

    “Harder, Connor,” Jodie said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Connor’s ass tightened as he summoned the strength to fuck Jodie harder. The sounds of their bodies meeting reverberated around the bedroom and Jodie unleashed a series of loud, lusty moans as she neared an orgasm.

    “Be mine, Jodie,” Connor said. “Give yourself to me. Leave your husband and be mine.”

    Josh’s heart pounded as he stood up and prepared to throw Connor out of the house.

    “Stop,” Jodie said. “Stop right now. Pull out. Now.”

    Connor pulled out and sat back on his knees. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

    “Leave my husband?” Jodie asked. “Are you out of your fucking mind?”

    Josh smiled. There was real anger on her face. Connor had clearly misread her desire and pushed things too far.

    “But I’m in love with you,” he said.

    “I’m not in love with you,” Jodie shot back, “and I don’t believe you’re actually in love with me. You’re just having good sex, Connor. Really good sex, even, but that’s over now. Now get out of my bed and out of my house. Whatever relationship we had is over. I don’t want to see you again.”

    “Whoa, whoa, Jodie, what the fuck?” Connor asked. “I said one little thing and you’re just ending it?”

    “You heard her, Connor,” Josh said. “Time to go.”

    Connor shot Josh an angry look and replied, “Fuck you. This is between me and your wife.”

    Josh felt an unfamiliar level of rage rise up in him. He rushed forwards, grabbed a handful of Connor’s hair, and pulled him out of the bed. Connor cried out in pain and reached up to try and loosen Josh’s grip.

    “You’re not in control here, Connor,” Josh said. “Jodie is. She always has been. I’ve learned that I like it that way, but if you can’t accept that then you’re not welcome in this house, as she just made clear. It would bring me no pleasure to physically throw you out, but I’ll do it if you can’t be a gentleman and leave.”

    “Fine, fine, I’ll leave!” Connor cried out from his knees.

    Josh released his grip on Connor’s hair and watched him gather up his clothes and rush out of the bedroom.

    “Fuck both of you!” he called out from the hallway.

    A few moments later, the front door slammed shut and Josh turned to Jodie and said, “Well, that was an eventful way for this to come to a close.”

    Jodie smiled and spread her legs. “Come here,” she said.

    Josh happily crawled into the bed, took his place between his wife’s legs, and slid into her pussy. He didn’t mind being the second man inside her that night and he thoroughly enjoyed being the last man inside her.

    “I should have seen that coming,” Jodie said.

    Josh pulled out and slid back into his wife’s wet pussy. He groaned at the pleasure her body offered and he couldn’t help but think that she was so wet because she’d been excited for Connor’s cock.

    “It’s okay,” Josh replied. “It was good while it lasted, right?”

    Jodie smiled and wrapped her legs around him. “Yeah? Is that how you feel?”

    Josh nodded. It hadn’t been a perfect experience, but there was no question he’d experienced countless astonishingly pleasurable orgasms while watching his friend fuck his wife.

    “Me too,” Jodie said. “I liked fucking Connor. I liked dating him, too. I liked dressing up for him, holding his hand, kissing him, fooling around in public, and of course I loved fucking him.”

    Josh fucked Jodie harder. He wasn’t sure if she was purposefully trying to arouse him or if it was simply a byproduct of her desire, but he was thoroughly aroused.

    “Josh, I want to date other men,” Jodie said. “I think…I think I need to date other men.”

    “Oh, fuck, Jodie,” Josh replied. Her confession was simultaneously thrilling and anxiety-inducing. He fucked her harder, though.

    “Can I date other men?” Jodie asked. “Can your wife date other men?”

    Josh climaxed inside her. He buried his cock in Jodie’s perfect pussy and unleashed his cum. His body shook with pleasure as she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close.

    “Is that a yes?” Jodie asked.

    “Yes,” Josh replied. He couldn’t help but give his wife what she wanted, and if it meant more orgasms like the one he’d just had, Josh was happy to have her date other men.

    The End.

  
    Becoming His Roommate's Submissive Plaything

    “All done!” Brie called out as she stepped out of the bathroom.

    Todd popped his head out of his bedroom and saw his roommate walking away with a towel wrapped around her body.

    “Thanks!” he replied. The annoyance he felt was absent from his voice as Todd tried his best not to be rude despite Brie taking a thirty minute shower when she knew he had to get ready for work.

    He grabbed his towel and rushed down the hallway and into the bathroom. He pulled back the shower curtain to turn on the water and stopped when he saw an exceptionally large dildo attached to the wall by a suction cup. It was such an unexpected sight that Todd’s brain went blank for a few moments as it tried to process the idea that Brie had clearly brought the toy into the shower with her and had presumably used it, thereby explaining her exceptionally long shower.

    Todd didn’t want sexual thoughts about his roommate to enter his head, but he couldn’t help it. All he could do was picture Brie bent over in the shower and pushing her pussy back onto the dildo. He wasn’t sure that’s what she’d done with it, but he couldn’t think of another reason for it to be suctioned to the wall at what would have been the perfect height for a standing fuck.

    The idea of Brie enjoying what was essentially a solo standing doggystyle fuck was unexpectedly thrilling and led to a stirring between Todd’s legs. He’d never seen Brie naked but he couldn’t help but picture her wet body fucking the toy. He pictured her eyes closed, her mouth opened, and her breasts bouncing as she arched her back and pushed her pussy onto the toy over and over. He hadn’t heard any moans from his bedroom, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. Brie could have had a quiet orgasm in the shower that Todd was about to step into and he wouldn’t have known.

    Todd reached out and touched the toy. The surface was smooth and softer than he expected and it bounced a little. Again his mind filled with a conjured image of Brie pushing back on the toy. Why else would she have it in the shower if she wasn’t going to fuck it?

    He considered taking the toy off the wall and leaving it on the bathroom counter. Brie would probably be a little embarrassed that she’d left it, but it felt weird to shower with it stuck to the wall and Todd didn’t want to toss it in the garbage. He had no idea how much sex toys cost, but it seemed possible that Brie would be annoyed if he threw it out.

    Todd couldn’t quite overcome the mental image of Brie fucking the toy, though, so instead of removing the toy he removed his clothes and wrapped his fingers around his cock as he imagined his roommate fucking herself. He stared at the toy and he saw Brie pushing her pussy back onto it. He saw her breasts bouncing. He saw water cascading down her body. Todd hadn’t seen her naked, but he’d seen Brie in her workout clothes and he was absolutely certain she’d look amazing in the nude.

    “Oh my God!” Brie screamed as she opened the door. “Todd, what the fuck!”

    Todd turned away from his roommate and reflexively covered his cock. “What the fuck are you doing, Brie! I’m in here.”

    She backed into the hallway, shut the door halfway, and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t hear the shower running. I figured you were still in your bedroom.”

    Todd picked up his underwear and covered his cock as he sat on the toilet seat to recover from the heart-pounding shock of his roommate walking in on him masturbating.

    “Why weren’t you in the shower? Why were you jerking off in the middle of the bathroom?” Brie asked.

    It was a fair question that Todd didn’t want to answer. “Why didn’t you knock?” he replied.

    Brie was silent for a few moments and Todd hoped she’d walked away out of embarrassment.

    “It’s a lot bigger than you, isn’t it?” she asked, shattering his hope that he’d be free to shower and get ready for work.

    “What?” Todd asked, though he knew what Brie was referring to.

    She pushed the bathroom door open and he looked up to see that she still had the towel wrapped around her body. Again his brain conjured an image of Brie fucking herself on the big dildo that was still suctioned to the shower wall. Todd silently cursed himself for being unable to control his imagination and tried his best to hold Brie’s gaze and not let his eyes wander over her body.

    “The toy,” she said. “It’s a lot bigger than you, isn’t it?”

    Brie had seen his cock. She’d absolutely seen it, so Todd couldn’t exactly argue with her. Instead, he tried something different. “Why is it so big?” he asked.

    “Because bigger is better,” Brie replied.

    Todd didn’t have a response for that, so he chose to try and move on. “Would you like to take your toy and leave so I can shower?”

    “It doesn’t seem fair,” she said. “I mean, I’ve seen you naked and you haven’t seen me naked. Isn’t that going to upset the balance?”

    “Well, we don’t live in a ‘90s sitcom so I don’t think so,” Todd answered.

    “Really? You’re not going to constantly think about the fact that I’ve seen your cock? You’re not going to think that I’ve seen your hand wrapped around that cock, that I’ve watched you jerk off furiously while you stared at the big dildo that I pretty clearly used to fuck myself in the shower?” Brie said.

    All Todd could do was offer an open-mouthed stare. He’d known Brie for nearly two years and he’d never heard her talk like that. He’d met her boyfriends over that time and they all seemed like typical nice guys. She didn’t seem anything like the kind of girl that was capable of the sorts of dirty thoughts that ruled the minds of men, and yet it seemed like she was fairly comfortable with it since she’d accurately described what he was doing when she walked in.

    “Okay, so it’s possible that it will be a little weird for a while. I’m sure that will go away, though,” Todd replied.

    “I think the balance of power has shifted, Todd,” Brie countered. “I think it’s going to be difficult for us to be roommates from now on. I think there’s going to be a weird sexual energy between us. I think we need to fix that.”

    It was hard to tell Brie she was flat out wrong, mostly because Todd couldn’t stop thinking about her fucking the toy. Of course he was going to think about that when they saw each other in the mornings or watched something on TV together. Of course he was going to think about it when she had a boyfriend come over. It didn’t strike him as much of a problem, though.

    “I have an idea,” Brie said.

    “What kind of idea?”

    “What if we showered together?” she suggested.

    “You’re fucking with me, right?” Todd replied.

    Brie loosened the towel and let it fall to the floor. Todd couldn’t help but stare. She looked even better naked than he thought she would and it seemed like she was okay with him having a look.

    “I’m not fucking with you,” she said. “I think we should shower together. I think we should confront the fact that you were in here jerking off while thinking about me and just go for it. I think we should make it a onetime thing. We have a little fun together and then we forget about it. We go back to being roommates. How does that sound?”

    “It sounds insane,” she said.

    “Were you thinking about me while you were pulling on your cock, Todd?” she asked.

    He nodded. Of course that’s what he was thinking about. To try and deny it was foolish.

    “Are you going to keep thinking about me every time you step into the bathroom?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “We both know that, so why don’t we have a little fun with it? Why don’t you get in the shower with me and we’ll expend some of the pent-up energy we’ve got going here?”

    Todd wasn’t entirely sure what Brie was offering, though it seemed like an orgasm was on the menu and while he knew it probably wasn’t smart to accept her offer, he couldn’t turn it down.

    “Okay,” he said.

    Brie smiled and turned on the water. She gave it a few moments to heat up and then stepped into the shower. “Join me.”

    Todd stood up and stared at her body for a few moments. It looked even better when it was all wet. He let his underwear fall to the floor and joined his roommate in the shower. Brie smiled and closed the curtain.

    She reached out and wrapped her wet fingers around Todd’s cock, catching him off guard and eliciting an instant moan of pleasure as she stroked him with surprising skill. With her other hand Brie wrapped her fingers around the dildo and stroked it.

    “Do you see how much bigger it is?” she asked.

    Todd nodded.

    “It feels so good when it’s inside me, Todd,” she said.

    He moaned. The situation felt absurd and he couldn’t tell what Brie wanted from him, but Todd was so caught up in whatever plan she’d put in motion that he was happy to go along for the ride.

    “It feels good to be stretched by a nice, thick cock,” she continued. “That’s why I love this toy. I woke up horny this morning and I couldn’t help but bring the toy into the shower. There’s just something so sexy about being all wet and warm and fucking my pussy with this thick cock that I can’t resist.”

    Todd felt a kind of all-encompassing arousal he hadn’t experienced in a long time. He heard his groans reverberate around the bathroom.

    “Would you like to watch me fuck this toy, Todd? Would that turn you on?” Brie asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    Brie flashed a naughty smile and Todd was absolutely certain he was about to watch his roommate fuck the dildo while she jerked him off.

    “Will you do something for me, Todd? Will you do something before I fuck the toy for you?” she asked.

    “Anything,” he answered.

    Brie released the toy and stepped closer. The wet flesh of her breasts pressed into Todd’s chest and he groaned. For a moment it seemed like she was going to kiss him. Instead, she asked, “Will you suck the toy for me, Todd? Will you get on your knees and take it in your mouth?”

    Her fingers worked the head of his cock and Todd groaned.

    “I…do you really want me to do that?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Brie said. She brushed her lips against his neck. It wasn’t quite a kiss, but it was erotic nonetheless. “I want to see you on your knees with that big toy in your mouth. I want to see you sucking it. I want to see you sucking dick for me.”

    Brie kissed his neck as confusion reigned in Todd’s head. He couldn’t understand why his roommate had suddenly decided to weave this web of seduction. What was different about this particular day?

    “Please, Todd,” she continued. “Make me happy and I’ll fuck that toy for you. Just get on your knees and take it in your mouth and I’ll let you watch me fuck it while I jerk you off. Wouldn’t that be incredible?”

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Brie stepped back and released his cock. “Then do it,” she said. “Suck that cock for me. Get on your knees and suck that cock and I’ll give you what you want.”

    She ran her fingers up her slippery stomach and grasped her breasts. She moaned while playing with the perky flesh and Todd couldn’t help but fall to his knees. He crawled in front of the toy and studied it. The head was flared just like a real cock. It wasn’t real, though. It was fake. He could take it in his mouth without it being some sort of gay thing. He was just earning a handjob from his roommate.

    “Suck it, Todd,” she said. “Suck that big cock for me.”

    Todd opened his mouth and took the toy on his tongue. He closed his lips around it. He stretched his mouth as wide as it could go and he sucked the toy.

    “Fuck…that’s it,” Brie said.

    Out of the corner of his eye Todd saw Brie’s hand move between her legs. He saw her masturbating as the massive toy moved in and out of his mouth.

    “Suck that cock for me,” she said. “Fuck…Todd, suck that cock for me. Be a good little cocksucker. Be the little cocksucking bitch I always knew you could be.”

    Todd pulled back and said, “What?” He was confused and a little alarmed. Did Brie really think of him as a cocksucker?

    “Quiet,” Brie said as she moved her hand to the back of his head. “Less talking, more sucking. Especially if you want me to jerk you off.”

    She applied pressure and Todd opened his mouth and took the toy on his tongue again.

    “That’s it, Todd,” she said. “Don’t worry about anything other than sucking that cock. Just be a good cocksucker for your roommate. Be a good cocksucker and I’ll give you the reward you crave. Be a good cocksucker and I’ll jerk you off.”

    A sense of alarm and an overwhelming sense of pleasure comingled in Todd’s body as he gave head to the toy. He was so caught up in Brie’s wild desire that he felt willing to do whatever she wanted, but the idea of her thinking of him as a cocksucker still weighed on his mind.

    “Stand up,” she said.

    Todd stood and Brie pressed her naked body against his once more. She kissed his neck and deftly turned him until Todd’s ass faced the toy. Her fingers found their way around his cock and she stroked him softly as her lips found their way to his. They kissed and Brie’s tongue moved into Todd’s mouth, sending a huge surge of pleasure through his body.

    “Does it feel good when I jerk you off?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Todd said as his legs wobbled a little.

    “Do you want to make me feel good?” she asked.

    Todd nodded.

    Brie released his cock and grabbed a bar of soap from the dish that rested in the far corner of the shower. She rubbed it between her wet hands until she’d worked up a good lather and moved towards Todd once more. She reached behind him and he looked over his shoulder to see her stroking the toy and getting it soapy. She smiled and her fingers moved from the toy to his ass. She spread his cheeks and soaped up his asshole.

    “Bend over,” she said.

    There was no mistaking her intentions. She wanted Todd to fuck the toy. He wasn’t sure why, but it was clear she wanted it.

    He hesitated and Brie reached up, put a hand on the back of his neck and applied a surprising amount of pressure. Todd relented and bent over.

    “That’s good,” Brie said as one of her soapy hands found his cock. She stroked him and Todd groaned. “Now back up a little.”

    Todd stepped back as Brie jerked him off. He felt the toy slip between his soapy ass cheeks. He felt it press against his asshole.

    Brie stroked him with one hand and steadied the dildo with the other. “Take it in your ass,” she said. “Fuck the toy for me. Take it up the ass like a good boy for me and I’ll jerk you off. I’ll make you cum. I’ll give you what you crave if you’re good for me.”

    Brie’s hand felt spectacular on his cock and Todd hoped that if he delayed long enough he’d cum without having to take the toy in his ass. Brie caught on quickly, though. She released his dick and her hand fell to her side.

    “Fuck the toy and you cum. Refuse and I’m getting out of the shower right now and you’ll never see me naked again,” she said.

    Todd looked at his beautiful roommate and wondered if this really was a onetime thing or if they were about to embark on a sexual journey that he’d thoroughly enjoy. He decided it didn’t matter. There was no denying his level of arousal, so he chose to pursue his pleasure. He chose to do as Brie desired. He pushed his ass back on the toy. He felt it press against his asshole. He felt his body open up. He felt a sense of considerable discomfort as something quite large began to penetrate him.

    “I knew you’d be good for me,” Brie said as her fingers found their way to his cock once more. “I knew you’d take it up the ass for me. I knew you’d be the good little slut I wanted you to be.”

    Todd groaned as the toy filled his ass. It wasn’t anywhere near as painful as he thought it would be, though the intense pleasure of the handjob probably helped blunt the discomfort.

    “Take it all,” Brie said. “Be a good boy and take every inch.”

    Todd pushed back until he felt the wet tile of the wall against his ass. He had every inch of the toy inside him.

    “Now fuck your ass,” Brie said. “Fuck your ass with this toy just like I fucked my pussy. Think about it sliding in and out of me. Think about it making me feel good and make yourself feel good with it. Fuck yourself like a good little bitch. Do it.”

    Todd fucked himself like Brie demanded. He started slow but quickly picked up the pace. Each thrust was a little bit agonizing but she always managed to compensate by offering pleasure with her hand. His dick was stiff as steel and every touch felt tremendous.

    “You look like a fucking whore,” Brie said as she reached between her legs to play with her pussy. “You look like a good little whore taking a big cock in your ass. You look like a perfect little cock whore for me.”

    “Brie…fuck,” Todd said. There was something about the tone of her voice and the filthy words that spilled from her lips that he found impossibly arousing.

    “You like it when I call you a whore, don’t you?” she asked.

    Todd nodded. It felt humiliating to do so, but he couldn’t help it.

    “Only a true whore could take a cock this big on his first try,” Brie said. “You should be proud. You’re a good little anal whore.”

    Todd groaned. He was so close to cumming.

    “Tell me you’re a whore, Todd,” she said.

    “I’m a whore,” he replied without hesitation.

    Brie smiled and leaned closer. She kissed his neck and bit down on his earlobe hard enough for Todd to cry out in pain. It sent a shiver of pleasure through his body, though.

    “Tell me you’re my whore, Todd,” Brie said.

    “Fuck…Brie…I’m your whore,” he replied.

    She stroked him faster and played with her pussy with wild abandon. “Tell me you’re my dirty little anal whore,” she said.

    “Brie…I’m your dirty little anal whore,” Todd repeated.

    “Take it all in your ass, Todd. Bury the cock in your ass and hold it there,” Brie demanded.

    Todd pushed his ass against the toy and held it there as Brie stroked him faster.

    “Now cum like a whore,” she said. “Cum like a whore with a nice big cock in your ass.”

    Her grip tightened just a little and Todd couldn’t hold back. He came hard. His asshole gripped the toy inside him tightly and his loins pulsed as pleasure raced through his body. He put his hands on his knees to make sure he didn’t fall over and he sprayed shot after shot of cum onto the shower floor. The orgasm seemed to go on forever and it was potent enough that he barely noticed that Brie was cumming too.

    When she finally released his cock Todd pulled his ass from the toy and stood up. Heavy breaths escaped his lungs and his legs and abs twitched.

    “What the fuck was that?” he asked as confusion filled his mind once the post-orgasmic sense of clear-headedness took over.

    “The best orgasm of your life,” Brie answered. “Whore.”

    Todd tried to offer a rebuttal, but the words never came. He couldn’t effectively argue that she was wrong because he wasn’t sure she was.

    “You’re mine now,” she said.

    “What does that mean?” he asked.

    “Don’t worry. I’ll show you soon enough,” she replied.

    Her words felt a little scary but her smile was cheerful. Todd suspected he wouldn’t want to go wherever Brie intended on taking him, but he wasn’t sure he’d be able to resist.
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    Brie spent the three days following the incident in the bathroom acting like nothing happened. She acted like everything was exactly as it had been. They were just roommates again. Todd started to wonder if the whole thing had been some sort of wild fever dream, that he’d imagined his roommate seducing him into fucking his ass with a massive dildo and cumming hard.

    Then Saturday morning arrived. Brie was on the couch with a cup of coffee in her hand and her feet up on the ottoman. She glanced at Todd and offered a quick smile before saying, “Good morning.”

    “Good morning,” he replied. Todd still felt a little uneasy around Brie since he’d fucked himself at her behest. He tried his best not to act differently with her, but he felt a little bit embarrassed every time they interacted.

    “Join me,” Brie said as she patted the couch cushion next to her.

    Todd paused for a moment as a sense of unease washed over him.

    “It’s okay,” she said. “I won’t bite.”

    A nervous laugh escaped his lips before Todd said, “Sure. Let me just get a cup of coffee.”

    He moved towards the kitchen as Brie spoke, “Actually, I’d like you to sit with me right now.”

    Todd’s heart pounded a little harder as he and his roommate engaged in a mild staring contest. There was no particular reason he had to listen to Brie – she wasn’t his girlfriend and she had no real power over him – and yet Todd felt compelled to join her on the couch.

    “There you go,” Brie said with a smile.

    Todd sat next to her and Brie took a sip of her coffee before leaning a little closer. Her hair was pulled up into a top knot and she wore a zip up hoodie and a pair of skimpy shorts that combined for a casual-but-sexy look that Todd couldn’t help but appreciate now that he was seated next to her.

    “There’s something I want to ask you,” Brie said.

    She paused, so Todd filled the empty air. “Sure. Ask away.”

    Brie lifted the mug to her lips and took a long, slow sip as she held Todd’s gaze. She swallowed the dark liquid and smiled before asking, “How many times have you masturbated in the past three days?”

    The answer jumped to mind immediately but Todd felt uneasy about sharing it.

    “Once?” Brie asked. “Twice? Three times? More than once a day?”

    Todd wanted some sense of her motivation before he gave the answer. He had no idea if Brie planned on doing more of what they’d done in the shower of if it was a onetime thing that wouldn’t ever be repeated. Unfortunately, despite living with her for nearly two years, he didn’t know her well enough to read her face and discern her intentions.

    In the face of his continued silence Brie reached out and rubbed Todd’s leg. Her fingers quickly moved towards his crotch and Todd’s heart almost immediately started to pound.

    “We can have fun, Todd, but you’ll have to start being honest with me,” Brie said. “If you can’t be honest then we can go back to being roommates. It’s up to you.”

    Todd wasn’t sure what he wanted. He was still filled with conflicting feelings regarding what had happened in the bathroom. He’d had a shockingly good orgasm with the toy in his ass but the whole thing was unquestionably humiliating and he wasn’t sure he wanted to pursue climaxes driven by that sort of thing.

    “Four times,” Todd said.

    Brie’s fingers moved between his legs and she deftly massaged the bulge of his flaccid cock, quickly bringing it to life. She smiled as Todd tried his best not to groan. “See? Being honest has its rewards. Now, I have another question. How many times did you cum while thinking about having my toy in your tight little whore ass?”

    Todd couldn’t hold back his grown. Brie’s sudden turn towards aggression and the use of that simple-but-powerful word caught him off guard and sent a rush of pleasure through his body.

    “Answer me, Todd,” she said.

    “All four times,” he replied.

    Brie released his cock and sat back once again. She sipped her coffee, swallowed, and a broad smile slowly crossed her face. “Sit on the floor,” she demanded.

    “What?” Todd asked, mostly out of a sense of surprise.

    “Todd, you need to work on your listening skills. I told you to sit on the floor. The only response to that is to get off the couch and sit your ass on the floor,” Brie shot back.

    Todd slid off the couch and onto the floor as he was told. Brie rewarded him with a smile that seemed filled with a genuine sense of joy.

    “Kiss my toes,” Brie said.

    Todd stared at her toes and leaned closer. He pursed his lips and offered a quick kiss on her big toe.

    “Todd, if you want me to give you another orgasm like the one you had in the shower you’ll need to do a better job. This wishy washy bullshit isn’t cutting it for me. You need to commit to what I want or fuck off. Do you understand?” Brie asked.

    The harshness in her voice was like a swift slap across Todd’s face. “Yes, sorry,” he said. He offered what felt like a better kiss for her big toe and moved down the line, kissing each toe slowly and sensually and flicking his tongue over her flesh just a little. He moved to her other foot and Brie smiled before sipping her coffee.

    “I knew you could do it,” Brie said. “Now I want you to suck on my big toe. Suck on it like you sucked my toy in the shower. Suck it like a good little whore is supposed to suck.”

    Todd felt the same rush as she used that word again. His reaction felt completely out of his control, like Brie tapped into his subconscious each time she uttered it. He acted without thinking, wrapping his lips around her big toe and taking it into his mouth. He sucked like he’d sucked in the shower, only it was far easier thanks to her toe’s much smaller size.

    Brie turned her gaze towards the television and ignored Todd as he continued to suck her toes. He wasn’t sure if he’d disappointed her or if he needed to work harder to get her to look at him again so Todd tried everything. He sucked on each of her toes, moving his way down the line and putting his tongue to work in an effort to offer extra pleasure. Still Brie ignored him. He felt like he was a pet yearning for her attention and yet he couldn’t stop himself from striving for it.

    It was only when the show she was watching went to commercial that Brie looked at him again. “You haven’t had your morning coffee yet, have you?” she asked.

    Todd shook his head with her toe still in his mouth.

    “Would you like some of my coffee?” Brie asked.

    Todd nodded, again refusing to stop sucking on her toe.

    Brie smiled and gently pulled her toe from his mouth. “Thank you for being such a good little toe sucker,” she said. “You deserve a reward.”

    Brie stood up and pulled down her shorts as Todd’s gaze moved between her legs. He stared at her beautiful pussy and hoped she was about to offer him a chance to go down on her or, even better, a chance to be inside her.

    Instead, Brie squatted a little and moved her mug beneath her pussy. A moment later she unleashed her bladder, pissing in the cup as a smile crossed her face. She cut off the flow after what felt like an exceptionally long time and passed the cup to Todd.

    “Drink up,” Brie said.

    Todd looked into the mug and the smell of piss and coffee hit his nose. A moment of nausea passed over him as the idea of drinking it rattled around his brain.

    “Don’t disappoint me,” Brie said.

    “But…” Todd began before she cut him off.

    Brie bent over and a devilish smile crossed her face before she said, “Drink my piss, Todd. Be a good little whore and drink my piss.”

    It was like Brie had transformed into an entirely different woman from the one he’d been roommates with for nearly two years. He’d seen her with boyfriends and there had never been a hint of what she’d treated him to both in the shower and now in their living room. Had Brie been hiding this part of her all along? Had she been enjoying this sort of play in secret with other guys? Had Todd inspired some sort of change in his roommate?

    “But, it’s…” Todd began.

    “Shhhh,” Brie said as she placed a finger over his lips to keep him quiet. “I don’t want to hear you talk, Todd. A whore’s mouth isn’t meant for talking, after all. No, a whore’s mouth is meant for the pleasure of the person using the whore, and right now I’m that person. You can walk away if you want, but I think we both know you want to see what comes next. You want to know what else I have planned for you. I rewarded you when you were a good whore in the bathroom, didn’t I? You sucked cock and fucked your tight little ass for me and I rewarded you with an orgasm. That orgasm led to four more as you pulled on your dick while thinking about being a whore for me. Now I want you to do it again. I want you to swallow my piss like a good whore. I want you to show me that you understand what you are.”

    Brie moved her finger from Todd’s lips to the cup. She dipped it in the mixture of coffee and piss, held it there for a few moments, and gently pushed it pass his lips and into his mouth.

    “Suck,” she said.

    Todd did as he was told. Her finger was already in his mouth. He could already taste her piss. There was no point in resisting. Todd sucked her finger clean.

    “Doesn’t it feel good to do as you’re told?” Brie asked as she pulled her finger from his mouth.

    Todd offered a nod.

    “Good. Now drink my piss, Todd. Be a good whore and drink my piss. Lift that cup to your lips and take my piss and coffee into your mouth. Swirl it around. Taste it. Then let it slide down your throat. Take my piss into your body. Let it settle in your stomach. Let it become a part of you for a little while,” Brie said.

    Todd lifted the cup to his lips. He paused as the smell brought about another wave of nausea. Then he tilted the cup and a mixture of piss and coffee filled his mouth. The taste was awful – the piss nearly overwhelmed the coffee – but he did as he was told. He swirled it around like Brie wanted. He tasted her piss. Then he swallowed.

    “Again,” she demanded. “Drink it all. Drink my piss. Be a good whore for me and drink my piss. Show me how good you can be.”

    Todd emptied the cup into his mouth. He swirled it around. He swallowed Brie’s piss and the coffee. He let it slide down his throat and into his stomach.

    Brie took the cup from his hand and said, “Stand up.”

    Todd stood and Brie moved behind him. She deftly unbuttoned his shorts and pushed them to the floor along with his underwear. Her fingers found their way to his cock and in no time she had him stiff with desire.

    “A good whore deserves a reward,” Brie said. “Remember that, Todd. I will always reward you for being a good whore. It might not always be the reward you crave and it might not always come immediately, but I will reward you when you’re a good whore for me.”

    “Thank you,” Todd said as the bliss of being jerked off by his roommate spread from his loins to the rest of his body.

    Brie pressed two fingers against Todd’s lower lip and he opened his mouth. She pushed them onto his tongue and he sucked like he knew she wanted. Brie pushed her fingers to the back of his throat and Todd gagged. She held her fingers there and he gagged again.

    When Brie finally removed her fingers they were covered in a thick layer of Todd’s mucous. She reached back and pressed against his asshole.

    “Relax,” she said. “Open up for me like a good whore. Let me have your ass.”

    Todd tried his best to relax, but it was difficult with Brie stroking his cock and trying to finger his asshole. The lubrication of his spit proved to be enough to loosen him up, though, and eventually her fingers slipped inside.

    “That’s a good whore,” Brie said as she slid both fingers as deep inside Todd’s ass as they could go. “Moan for me as I fuck your ass. Moan like a whore is supposed to.”

    Todd moaned. He was too close to his climax to disobey. He wanted to cum more than anything, and if Brie wanted him to moan like a whore in a porn video then he was going to moan.

    “That’s it,” she said. “That’s a good whore.”

    “Brie, I’m close,” Todd said.

    “Good,” she replied. “Cum when you’re ready. Cum like a whore as you take it up the ass. Cum hard.”

    Todd closed his eyes and his loins seized up for that blissful moment right before his cock exploded. Everything seemed to move in slow motion. He felt the pleasure of her hand moving up and down his cock. He felt the sensations of pleasure and pain as she savaged his asshole with her fingers. He felt the mixture of humiliation and delight as his roommate guided him towards the sort of orgasm he never imagined he’d have.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Todd cried out.

    Brie released his cock and held her hand in front of the tip as it spasmed. Cum spurted out and she caught it all in her palm. Her fingers continued to work in and out of his asshole as more cum spilled from his cock.

    “Eat it,” Brie said as she held up her cum-filled hand. “Eat it now. Eat it like a whore.”

    Todd opened his mouth and Brie tilted her hand and poured the cum onto his tongue. She continued to fuck his ass with her fingers, though her pace had slowed.

    “Swallow,” Brie ordered as she emptied the last of the cum into his mouth.

    Todd swallowed and she pulled her fingers from his ass.

    “Get on your knees,” she demanded.

    Todd fell to his knees and turned to see Brie cleaning her fingers with a handful of tissues. She pulled her shorts off, sat on the couch, and spread her legs. The hand that had stroked his cock moved to her pussy and Brie played with her clit as Todd watched.

    “Did you enjoy your orgasm?” she asked.

    “I did,” Todd replied. “Thank you.”

    “Are you going to keep being a good whore for me?” Brie asked as her fingers moved faster over her clit.

    “Yes,” he replied. Even in his clearheaded, post-orgasmic state Todd knew he wouldn’t be able to resist playing the way Brie seemed to enjoy playing. He knew he’d be on board the next time she wanted to get kinky.

    “Come closer,” Brie said.

    Todd moved closer and smiled. His heart pounded as he thought of getting to taste his roommate’s pussy.

    Instead, Brie slapped him. He cried out, in part from the pain and in part from the shock of being slapped. She laughed and Todd wondered if he didn’t know his roommate at all.

    Brie’s fingers moved faster. Slapping him seemed to turn her on. Todd didn’t want to feel that pain again, but he kept his face right where she wanted it.

    “Tell me you’re my whore,” she said.

    “I’m your whore,” Todd replied.

    Brie slapped him again. She closed her eyes and moaned. Her legs began to tremble. “Fuck, I’m cumming!” she screamed.

    Todd watched his roommate orgasm and he couldn’t help but smile. He’d just been through the strangest sexual experience of his life, but it was unquestionably memorable and he felt at least a little bit responsible for the quality of the orgasm she’d just enjoyed.

    “You can get your coffee now,” Brie said. “Assuming you want a cup that isn’t flavored with my piss.”

    “Thank you,” Todd said.

    Brie smiled and watched him walk away. It seemed that she was still delighted with him, even after her orgasm. Todd still felt entirely unsure of what was happening between him and his roommate, but there was something about the unpredictable, wildly kinky nature of it that he wanted more of, which meant he was willing to go along with being a good whore for her.
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    “I’m bringing someone home. I don’t want you to bug us. Make sure you stay in your room until he leaves.”

    A few weeks ago Brie wouldn’t have sent a text like that. It would have been far more polite and far less demanding. A few weeks ago Todd wouldn’t have responded well to a text like that.

    Things change, though. Todd had gone to his room the moment he saw the text. Not long after Brie had come home with a man in tow. Now she was fucking that man and doing so in the living room.

    Their informal roommate agreement had included a provision about not having sex on the living room couch. It was a shared couch, after all, and no one wanted to discover someone else’s fluids on it, so they’d both agreed that all sexual activity beyond kissing and a little over-the-clothes touching would take place in their respective bedrooms.

    Brie was now flaunting that rule and she was doing so because she was in charge. That had been made clear after two humiliating sexual incidents in which she’d convinced Todd to do exactly as she desired. He could no longer assert he had equal rights as her roommate. It was fairly obvious he was willing to do whatever she said, especially if she was going to reward him with the kind of kinky sexual pleasure she’d now offered on multiple occasions.

    The sex was loud. Exceptionally loud, in fact, and Brie wasn’t shy about letting the guy know exactly what she wanted and how much she was enjoying herself.

    “Give me that big cock,” she said as Todd stared at the door and listened to the slightly muffled sounds of her voice. “Fuck my tight little pussy with that big cock.”

    The couch squeaked a little as they fucked so Todd could hear every thrust. Brie seemed to be moaning in time with the guy’s thrusts, too, at least when she wasn’t urging him to fuck her harder or faster.

    The sounds stopped after Brie had what sounded a lot like an orgasm. Her screams got louder and faster and then there was one long, loud scream that was almost certainly the sound of the ultimate sexual release unfolding between her legs.

    Todd figured it was over, but only a handful of seconds passed before the sounds of sex started up again. This time it was a little different, though. There was a far more distinct sound of flesh meeting flesh.

    “Spank my ass,” Brie demanded.

    The sound of a loud slap drifted into Todd’s bedroom. Brie cried out, though it sounded an awful lot like the sound of pleasure.

    “Do it again!” she said.

    Again the sound of a hard slap drifted to Todd’s bedroom. By that point he was sporting a mostly-erect cock, in large part because he couldn’t help but think of having sex with Brie. He hadn’t yet had the pleasure of being inside her but he’d seen her pussy twice and he’d gotten the chance to taste it so his brain often turned to thoughts of fucking her. They were always blissful thoughts. Now it was like he was listening to a particularly naughty porn video with Brie as the star and he couldn’t help but get hard.

    “Harder!” Brie demanded.

    More loud moans followed. The sounds of sex got louder. It was like Todd was in the living room with them. He considered masturbating, but something held him back from actually pulling out his cock and jerking off. He felt like Brie would get mad at him, though there was no guarantee she’d do anything other than take the guy back to her room and go to sleep once they were finished fucking.

    The unmistakable sounds of Brie’s man cumming soon emanated from the living room. He unleashed the sort of grunts and groans a man lets loose when he’s ascending great heights of pleasure thanks to his orgasm.

    Todd couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. Brie had certainly provided him with orgasms like that, but they hadn’t come via her pussy. They’d come via the pursuit of some kinky desire he couldn’t come close to understanding. Todd knew he’d be more than willing to go along with it if Brie wanted to explore more of that kink, though. He’d already taken a massive toy up his ass, tasted her piss, and eaten his cum, among other things. Each time he’d had a memorable orgasm and he wasn’t about to turn down a chance at another.

    It couldn’t have been more than a few minutes before Todd heard the apartment door open as Brie presumably ushered her conquest out. He didn’t know her to be the type to boot a guy out the moment they both came, but Todd suspected he didn’t really know Brie all that well.

    Brie didn’t bother knocking before entering Todd’s room. Instead, she burst through the door with a confident smile on her face. She wore a pair of strappy high heels but was otherwise naked and in one of her hands she held the condom her one night stand had used.

    “I see you enjoyed listening,” Brie commented as she glanced between Todd’s legs at the bulge in his underwear.

    Todd offered no response as his naked roommate walked towards him. Her legs looked astonishing thanks to the high heels and the way in her hips proved irresistibly sexy.

    “Take your clothes off for me,” Brie said.

    Todd pulled his underwear and t-shirt off, leaving him naked in his bed and bringing a smile to Brie’s face.

    She walked to the side of the bed, reached out, and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Todd felt a brief, wondrous spasm of pleasure between his legs at the skill and confidence of her touch.

    “Did you hear me cum, Todd?” Brie asked.

    “I did,” he said as his eyes remained glued to the sight of her hand moving up and down his cock.

    “He had a wondrous cock,” she said. “It was perfect, really. Long and thick and hard as a fucking rock, and I suppose the fact that he knew how to use it was just as important.”

    It had certainly sounded like the guy fucking Brie knew what he was doing.

    “Does a girl scream like I did when you fuck her, Todd?” Brie asked. “Does she have an orgasm that makes her see stars for a few moments? Does she feel like she’s completely lost control of her body for a few seconds because you’ve fucked her so good?”

    “I…I’m not sure,” Todd answered.

    Brie released his cock and smiled. “You’re not sure? Todd, you need to be honest with me or I’m going to walk out of here.”

    She stepped back and Todd watched as his roommate grasped one of her breasts and gently kneaded the flesh as a low, loud moan escaped her lips. She moved her hips slowly and subtly and he felt an intense, uncontrollable surge of desire. She looked impossibly sexy and his eyes wandered from her breasts to the glorious spot between her legs, where he saw her swollen, slippery pussy lips and wished that more than anything he could be inside her.

    “No,” Todd said. “I haven’t made a girl scream like that. I haven’t.” There was no doubt in his mind that he hadn’t ever fucked a girl to an orgasm like the one he’d hard Brie have. He’d never produced those sorts of screams. He wasn’t sure he was capable of it.

    “Of course you haven’t,” Brie said. “But that’s not what you’re good at, is it? You’re not the kind of man that’s built to fuck. You’re built to be a little whore, aren’t you Todd?”

    “I…I don’t know,” Todd replied.

    Brie’s fingers moved between her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs before she slipped three into her pussy. She bit her lower lip and fingered herself for a few moments before unleashing a moan.

    “I know, Todd,” she said. “I knew when you refused to kick me out of the bathroom. I knew you were meant to be a little whore. My little whore. I knew you’d let me play with you however I wanted. I knew you’d be a good whore for me. I knew you’d take that toy up the ass. I knew you’d drink my piss. I knew you’d eat your cum.”

    Todd could scarcely believe he’d descended to such depraved places in such a short time. In the span of just a few weeks Brie had convinced him to do absolutely everything she’d mentioned and she hadn’t even mentioned everything.

    “Get on your knees, Todd,” Brie demanded. “Get out of your bed and get on your fucking knees for me.”

    Todd swung his legs over the edge of the bed and slid onto the floor. He crawled towards Brie and sat back before gazing at her naked body.

    Brie pulled her fingers from her slippery pussy and pushed them into his mouth. They hit the back of his throat a moment later and Todd gagged, eliciting a laugh from his roommate.

    “You’ll need to get better at controlling your gag reflex,” Brie said.

    Her fingers moved in and out of his mouth, robbing Todd of the chance to offer a response. He didn’t back away, though. He remained on his knees and let her penetrate his mouth as she saw fit. He gagged over and over, each time failing to exert any control over his reflex.

    Brie bent over and smiled as she continued to fill Todd’s mouth. “You look good with your mouth stuffed,” she said. “You look like a naughty little cocksucking whore. It turns me on.”

    Brie pulled her fingers from his mouth and rubbed the saliva all over Todd’s face. She laughed at the mess she was making and he remained on his knees, unable to muster the strength to move and deprive himself of whatever she had planned.

    “Open your mouth,” Brie said. “Wide.”

    Todd opened his mouth and Brie placed the end of the used condom on his tongue. It was still a little wet and the cum inside made it feel warm.

    “Close your mouth,” she said.

    Todd closed his mouth around the condom that now rested on his tongue. The mixture of latex and pussy on his taste buds was oddly intoxicating and the look of lust in Brie’s eyes made him all the more willing to do as she desired.

    “This is what you’re good for,” Brie said. “You’re a plaything. You’re a toy to be used for my pleasure. Do you understand that now? Have the last few weeks made that clear to you?”

    Todd nodded. Though his feelings on the events of the last two weeks were decidedly mixed, pleasure always won out and Brie had succeeded in showing him a kind of pleasure he’d never experienced before.

    “Open your mouth,” she said.

    Todd opened his mouth and Brie pulled the condom out. She stepped forward, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled him between her legs. “Eat my pussy,” she demanded.

    Todd ate her pussy and tasted her slippery, freshly-fucked flesh. He pushed his tongue inside her, sucked on her labia, and licked her clit, eliciting more beautiful moans and making his roommate feel good.

    “That’s a good whore,” Brie said. “Use that tongue of yours. Taste me. Taste him. Make me feel good.”

    Todd looked up and saw a blissful smile on Brie’s face. Her eyes were closed and she maintained her tight grip on his hair with one hand while holding the condom in the other.

    She stepped back after just a few minutes, leaving Todd a little disappointed that he wasn’t granted the chance to finish her with his tongue.

    “You’d spend the rest of the night eating my pussy, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Todd replied.

    “Just like a good whore,” Brie said. “Always willing to put the pleasure of others above yours. Isn’t that right?”

    Todd wasn’t sure that had always been true, but it seemed to be the case with Brie. He was more than willing to let her have control, which seemed to mean putting her pleasure above everything else.

    “You know what you’ll never get to do, whore?” Brie asked. “You’ll never get to fuck me. Your cock will never get to enjoy my pussy because your cock isn’t capable of pleasing me. You’re not that kind of whore.”

    Todd hoped that wasn’t true, that she was just trying to get him worked up. He hoped that at some point she’d let him fuck her at least once.

    “Do you want to cum?” Brie asked.

    “Yes, please,” Todd replied.

    Brie looked pleased. “Good. I’m going to give you a choice. You can put this nasty, used, cum-filled condom onto your cock and jerk off using his cum as lube, or I can pour this cum all over that toy you fucked your whore ass with and you can fuck it while you jerk off. How would you like to cum?”

    Much to his embarrassment, both ideas struck Todd as exceptionally hot. He had to work to keep his hands at his sides instead of masturbating to a quick orgasm all over his bedroom floor as he thought about both splendidly kinky notions.

    “I’ll jerk off into the condom,” he said. It was humiliating, but taking the toy in the ass would have been painful, too.

    “Good choice!” Brie said. “Good to know that you’re turned on by the idea of bathing your cock in someone else’s cum, too.”

    Todd wanted to argue that he wasn’t turned on by the idea, that he’d just taken the least humiliating of the two offers, but he knew it didn’t matter. Plus, he might have lost that argument. His cock was still hard, after all.

    Brie lifted the condom and Todd expected her to offer it so he could jerk off and cum. Instead, she pushed two fingers into it and coated them in the other man’s cum. They emerged looking slick and slippery and she said, “Open up.”

    Todd stared at her fingers and hesitated. He knew what would happen the moment he opened his mouth. He knew he’d taste another man’s cum for the first time in his life.

    “Do it, whore,” Brie said in a harsh tone. “Open your fucking mouth so I can feed you a taste of his cum. Do it right fucking now.”

    There was something a little bit frightening about the look on her face and the tone of her voice, which is why Todd opened his mouth.

    A moment later Brie’s fingers were on his tongue. Todd closed his lips around them and sucked them clean. The cum was still warm and the taste was overwhelming. It was salty and bitter and a little bit disgusting, but it wasn’t enough to make him gag.

    “Every good whore enjoys the taste of cum,” Brie explained as she pushed her fingers deeper into his mouth. “They rarely enjoy it the first time, though. Don’t worry, you’ll learn to love it. You might even come to crave it. You might even come to think of yourself as a cum whore that can’t get enough.”

    Todd found her words exciting and a little disconcerting. He liked that Brie seemed to imply she was going to play with him in a long term kind of way. He wasn’t so sure he was crazy about the idea of their play getting increasingly kinky, though.

    Brie pulled her fingers from his mouth and dipped them into the condom once more. Todd expected he’d be fed again, but instead she handed him the condom and said, “Get on your hands and knees in your bed and put the condom on your cock. I want you facing away from me. I want to see that pretty little ass of yours while you’re jerking off and using his load as lube, you pathetic fucking whore.”

    Todd hopped to his feet and climbed into the bed. He put the condom on his cock and started stroking furiously. He bathed his shaft in the warm, thick, slippery seed of another man and groaned at the unexpectedly intense pleasures that emanated from between his legs.

    “How does it feel, whore?” Brie asked. “How does it feel to jerk off with your cock coated in someone else’s cum?”

    “It feels good,” Todd answered.

    Brie laughed and smacked his ass before running a finger down his crack and teasing his asshole. “A good whore should cum when he’s getting fucked,” she said. “He should be taking it up the ass when he unleashes his load.”

    Todd stroked his cock faster as he felt Brie’s fingers against his asshole. They were warm and slippery. She was going to fuck him with the fingers she’d coated in the other guy’s cum.

    “Please…” Todd said, but he couldn’t quite find the words to protest. He was so turned on and the idea of Brie’s cummy fingers filling his asshole only made his dick throb harder. It brought his orgasm closer and Todd couldn’t manage to turn down the chance to have an even better climax.

    “Please what?” Brie asked as she rubbed her slippery, cum-covered finger over Todd’s asshole. She wouldn’t fill him, though. She wouldn’t fuck him. Instead, she made him desperate.

    Todd wanted it. Once the idea lodged in his brain he couldn’t shake it. He wanted Brie to push her fingers into his asshole. He wanted her to push just a little of the other man’s cum into his asshole. He wanted to have that naughty experience. He couldn’t deny it.

    “Please…please put your fingers inside me,” Todd said.

    Brie applied pressure to his asshole and Todd moaned, but she stopped short of slipping a finger inside him.

    “Are you asking me to fuck you like a whore, Todd?” Brie asked.

    She wanted him to say it. Todd knew she wanted him to say it. Of course she did.

    “Yes…Brie…please, fuck me like a whore,” Todd said.

    He stroked his cock furiously and Brie slipped a cum-covered finger inside him. A second soon joined it. She slowly moved in and out of his asshole and Todd couldn’t help but moan. He closed his eyes and pleasure enveloped his body. His cock suddenly felt more alive, like his asshole was somehow connected to it and Brie’s penetration was the key to a truly breathtaking orgasm.

    “Cum for me, whore,” Brie said. “Cum while I fuck your ass. Cum while I push his jizz inside you. Cum while I lube your rectum with his fucking load.”

    Todd didn’t have a choice. Even if he’d wanted to stop it was too late. He was too turned on. He was completely and utterly overwhelmed with pleasure. His asshole tightened around Brie’s fingers and the head of his cock swelled up. Intense sensations built between his legs for a few moments before an explosion of pleasure radiated outwards from his pelvis. He filled the condom with his load, mixing it with the slippery mess the previous user had deposited. He groaned and grunted and fell to the bed, leaving his face down and his ass up as Brie continued to fuck him.

    “That’s good,” she said. “Enjoy that orgasm. Cum just like a whore should. Cum with my fingers up your ass. Cum while you’re getting fucked.”

    Todd’s body pulsed with the pleasure of an intense and overwhelming climax. Brie pumped his ass rhythmically with her fingers and seemed to take genuine pleasure in doing so.

    “Now take the condom off and dump that mess in your mouth,” she said. “A whore craves cum, after all, and you want to be a good whore for me, don’t you?”

    Todd pulled the condom off and sat up. Brie managed to keep her fingers in his ass and continued to fuck him gently as he held up the condom.

    “Drink it,” she said. “Drink it or we’ll never play this naughty little game again. Drink it or you’ll never see me naked or taste my pussy again. Drink it right fucking now, whore.”

    Todd lifted the condom, tilted his head back, and poured the cummy mixture into his mouth. He swallowed as quickly as possible while Brie fingered his ass harder and faster.

    “That’s a good whore,” she said before pushing her fingers as deep as possible one last time. They remained there for a few moments before Brie pulled them out and walked away. “Sleep well tonight, whore. We’ll play again soon.”

    Todd collapsed into the bed as a sense of humiliation mixed with the pleasure still coursing through him. There was a small part of him that wanted to turn Brie down the next time she wanted to play. Todd knew that desire would fade away, though. He knew his lust would always win out. He knew he’d do whatever she wanted, no matter how fucked up it was. He couldn’t resist.
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    “I thought we might play a little game tonight,” Brie said as she gently shut the bedroom door and turned towards Todd.

    He admired his roommate in the short, flirty cocktail dress she’d worn to attend a friend’s birthday party. Brie had invited Todd along, though she hadn’t been clear as to why. He didn’t know her friend, nor did he know anyone else at the party. He’d gone without hesitation, though, as Brie had promised him a reward. She hadn’t been specific as to what that reward would be, but given how intoxicating he’d found her particular brand of kink over the past month, Todd couldn’t pass up the chance for another taste.

    “What sort of game?” Todd asked.

    Brie smiled and approached him slowly. The bottom of her short dress swayed a little with each step and he couldn’t help but admire how good the exposed parts of her thighs looked. The four inch heels she’d chosen no doubt helped with that.

    “The sort of game where I put a blindfold on you,” Brie said as she unbuttoned Todd’s suit jacket before stepping behind him and working it over his shoulders and off his arms. She laid it over the back of a chair in the corner of the room and opened a drawer to pull out a black silk blindfold that Todd guessed didn’t just happen to be there. Whatever was about to unfold had been preplanned.

    “Is that the sort of game you’d be willing to play?” Brie asked as she stepped in front of Todd once more and moved a hand between his legs. She stared into his eyes while massaging the soft bulge of his cock and balls, helping it grow to a semi-erect state in very little time. She had, after all, forbidden him from climaxing for the past week, leaving him in a state of exceptional desire.

    “I think I’d be willing to play,” Todd said. “What are the rules of the game?”

    “There’s only one rule,” Brie replied. “You do as you’re told. If you can’t follow that rule, you’ll be punished. If you can, I promise you’ll enjoy yourself, even if you’re fearful of doing as you’re told.”

    Brie had proven unpredictable enough that Todd couldn’t venture a guess as to what she intended on having him do once he was blindfolded. It seemed that literally anything was possible. Despite his healthy fear of what she might require of him, Todd couldn’t help but agree to her terms.

    “I’ll play,” he said.

    Brie smiled and moved behind Todd. She placed the blindfold over his eyes and securely tied it around his head. It proved remarkably effective, blocking out all but the faintest light and leaving him completely blind.

    “Is that comfortable?” Brie asked.

    “It is,” Todd replied.

    He heard Brie step in front of him and felt her reach up and unbutton his shirt. She took her time, moving at what seemed to be a deliberately slow pace. She ran her fingers over his bare chest and stomach along the way, luring Todd a little deeper into the lust she’d generated by massaging his cock.

    Once his shirt was removed, Brie unbuckled his belt and pulled it through the loops. She stepped away for a moment and returned to remove his pants and underwear. His shoes and socks followed and just like that Todd was fully nude in the bedroom of a stranger’s house.

    Much to his surprise, Brie wrapped her fingers around Todd’s semi-erect cock and stroked him until he was hard. She offered soft, sensual kisses against his neck and occasionally unleashed a low moan that proved remarkably effective at turning him on. Before he knew it, Todd sported a throbbing erection. He’d even started dripping precum that Brie used to lube his shaft and stroke him a little faster.

    “Does that feel good?” she whispered.

    “It feels incredible,” Todd replied.

    “Good. Remember, if you do as you’re told you’ll be given a reward. If not, you’ll be punished,” she added.

    There was something about the way she said the word ‘punished’ that sent a chill down Todd’s spine. Brie hadn’t yet offered even a sliver of specifics on what that punishment would entail, but he suspected it would be something unimaginably unpleasant.

    “I’ll be right back,” Brie said.

    She released his cock and Todd listened to his roommate walk across the room. She opened the door and it closed a moment later. Todd feared doing anything he hadn’t been instructed to do, so he stood in place as the minutes passed by. He called Brie’s name a few times to make sure she wasn’t playing some sort of strange trick on him by pretending she’d left, but as far as he could tell he was naked and entirely alone.

    Todd’s cock was almost entirely deflated by the time the door opened once again. He heard the sounds of at least two sets of footsteps enter the room. Both people were wearing heels. Brie had brought another girl into the room.

    “Happy birthday,” Brie said.

    “Oh my god!” Elena, the birthday girl, exclaimed. “Is this for real?”

    Suddenly, excitement rushed through Todd’s body. Brie had given him to her friend as a present. She’d offered up her naked roommate because her friend wanted a simple, pleasurable sexual exchange for her birthday. He wasn’t sure why it was necessary to blindfold him for that, but it was the only thing that made any sense. Why else would Brie have brought her friend to the bedroom to see him standing there naked?

    “It’s real,” Brie said. “He’s yours. We can do whatever we want with him.”

    The girls stepped closer and Todd felt an unfamiliar set of fingers wrap around his cock.

    “Is she right?” Elena asked. “Can I do whatever I want with you?”

    “I’ll do whatever you say,” Todd replied. Brie had told him to do as he was told and that meant doing whatever Elena wanted. He was hard once again thanks to Elena’s surprisingly skillful hand work and the idea that he was going to get to fuck the pretty girl for her birthday.

    Elena released his cock and moved behind Todd. A moment later he felt her hand strike his ass with surprising force. Todd cried out and fell to his knees as a shocking burst of pain rushed down his leg and up his back.

    “Stand up,” Brie said. “Now.”

    Todd stood and said, “Sorry. She surprised me.”

    “I didn’t tell you to talk,” Elena said before she smacked his ass again.

    Todd’s instinct was to apologize, but he figured it would only earn him another smack on the ass.

    “Most guys would have taken the blindfold off by now,” Elena said.

    “Todd’s not most guys,” Brie said. “I told you. He’s different than most guys. For this, he’s better than most guys. I told you about the fun I’ve had with him. I told you how into it he is. He jerked off into someone else’s cum-filled condom while I was fingering his ass and then he swallowed it all. Didn’t you, whore?”

    “Yes, I did,” Todd answered.

    Elena smacked his ass again but this time Todd managed not to fall to his knees. He winced in pain and gritted his teeth, but he didn’t cry out or try to run away. He took it instead.

    “Get on your knees,” Elena said.

    Todd fell to his knees and she moved in front of him.

    “Open your mouth,” she demanded.

    Todd did as he was told.

    “Brie says you like having something in your mouth,” Elena said. “Is she right? Do you have an oral fixation, Todd?”

    He nodded. He’d certainly enjoyed the oral play that Brie had introduced him to.

    Elena pushed three fingers into his mouth and said, “Suck.”

    Todd closed his lips around them and sucked on her fingers just like he’d done for Brie. He moved his mouth up and down her fingers, taking them all and then pulling back until just the tips remained. He repeated the process over and over, keeping his hands behind his back the entire time. He sucked like he’d been instructed to and his cock throbbed as the same kinky kind of delight he’d felt with Brie once again surged through his body.

    Elena pulled her fingers from his mouth and said, “Tilt your head back and keep your mouth open.”

    Todd did as he was told. A moment later warm fluid entered his mouth. It was slippery and viscous and there was quite a lot of it. He was quite certain that Elena was transferring her saliva. She was slowly feeding him her spit. It was humiliating, but in an intoxicating kind of way.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    Todd did as he was told without hesitation.

    “This is incredible,” Elena said. “I swear, Brie, you know me better than any of my other friends. None of them would have thought to get me something like this for my birthday.”

    “I think we have a lot in common,” Brie said. “I’ve discovered I quite like playing with a willing man like Todd and I suspected you would too.”

    “Would you help me out of my dress?” Elena asked.

    Todd felt the same sense of hope he’d experienced earlier return. Perhaps Elena was the sort of kinky girl that got turned on abusing him. Perhaps she would desire his cock to help satiate the arousal she’d build up. Perhaps she would fuck him after all.

    Todd heard a zipper being lowered. He heard the dress coming off and he was quite certain he heard a pair of panties being lowered, though he couldn’t be sure with the blindfold on.

    “Sit with your legs in front of you,” Elena ordered.

    Todd sat with his ass on the rug and his legs in front of him. A moment later he felt Elena’s hand in his hair. She pulled back hard and he tilted his neck as she seemed to desire.

    “Stick your tongue out,” she said.

    Todd did as he was told. Elena rewarded him by rubbing her pussy over his tongue. He moaned at the delightful surprise of getting to taste a girl he’d just met.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” she demanded.

    Elena stepped closer, effectively trapping Todd’s head between her thighs. She pulled on his hair and he put his tongue to work, pushing it inside her and moving it from side to side in her pussy. He tasted her juices – she was quite wet – and she moved his head up and down, rubbing her clit over his nose in the process. A moan of pleasure escaped her lips, no doubt a result of the stimulation.

    “Would you retrieve the toy we talked about?” Elena asked.

    “Of course,” Brie replied. “I’ll be right back.”

    Elena stepped back, depriving Todd of her pussy and causing him to whimper. He was a little embarrassed such a sound escaped his lips, but it was representative of his feelings.

    “Brie says you seem to enjoy being called a whore. Is that true, Todd?” Elena asked.

    Todd wasn’t sure why, but every time that word left his roommate’s lips it aroused him. “Yes. It’s true,” he replied.

    “Yet, in a way, she hasn’t really treated you like a real whore, has she? She’s certainly used you for her pleasure, but whores get offered to other people, don’t they? I supposed tonight is really the first time she’s treated you like a true whore. I’m very thankful for that, because Brie is about to make one of my fantasies come true,” Elena explained.

    The door opened and once again two people walked in. This time Todd could hear that it was almost certainly a man that had joined them. The footsteps were heavy and the sound was very clearly made by a pair of hard-bottomed dress shoes.

    “Jeremy, this is the whore I spoke about,” Brie said. “How would you feel about fucking this whore’s mouth while Elena and I watch?”

    “I think I’d enjoy that very much,” Jeremy replied.

    Todd panicked and tried for the first time to escape his situation. His protest was met with a vicious slap across the face that sent him to the floor. Elena’s hands found their way into his hair once more and she slapped him across the face again.

    “You have no idea how much it arouses me to slap you,” Elena said. “So you can keep struggling if you want because I’ll keep slapping you until you’ve lost the will to fight. Or, you can do what we know you were going to end up doing anyway. Brie said she’s been training you. She said it should have been obvious that she was training you for this. Now get on your knees, open your mouth, and suck Jeremy’s cock like the whore we both know you are.”

    Todd moved to his knees with a little help from Elena’s tight-fisted grip in his hair. She released it a few moments later and said, “Open your mouth.”

    Todd’s heart pounded as he opened his mouth. Sucking on a toy or Brie’s fingers was vastly different from sucking a cock. Brie had certainly hinted at the idea that she wanted him to give head to a guy, but this felt different. Still, Todd thought of the punishment Brie had promised. What if the punishment was that she would simply stop playing with him? He couldn’t handle that. He had to keep playing with her. He had to get another hit of the kinky pleasures he now craved. Plus, his cock was still hard.

    “Do whatever you want with his mouth,” Elena said. “Just make sure you enjoy yourself.”

    “It’s nice to meet you, Todd,” Jeremy said as he stepped closer.

    Todd felt the head of the other man’s cock move around his lips. He felt an odd mixture of disgust and arousal and he couldn’t quite wrap his head around why those two emotions would compete in that moment.

    “I’m going to be using your mouth now,” Jeremy continued. “I’ve been told that you’ve never done this before. For that reason, I’ll do most of the work. What I want you to do is make sure you keep your teeth away from my cock, try your best to suck as I pull out, and make sure your tongue is active. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Todd replied.

    A moment later he had a cock in his mouth. He heard Elena moan the instant Jeremy’s dick pushed past his lips and onto his tongue.

    “Fuck,” Elena said. “That’s so fucking hot.”

    “I know,” Brie replied. “I knew this would be hot, but it’s so much better than I thought.”

    Todd tried his best to concentrate on their pleasure, especially when he heard the distinct sound of someone masturbating. He guessed it was Elena – she was the one that had stripped, after all – but he couldn’t be sure.

    “More tongue, Todd,” Jeremy said as he grabbed a handful of Todd’s hair and began to thrust in and out of his mouth. “Make sure it’s especially active when the head of my cock passes over it. Remember, a whore’s job is to give pleasure. That’s the only thing that matters. Your discomfort is of no consequence to me. I don’t give a damn what you’re feeling as long as you make me feel good.”

    It seemed clear that Brie had shared her mission to turn Todd into her personal whore, as both Elena and Jeremy were in on it and more than happy to play along.

    “How’s the whore’s mouth?” Brie asked.

    “It’s warm, wet, and willing, just like a whore’s mouth should be,” Jeremy replied.

    Todd heard both ladies moan and he was quite certain they were both masturbating. His jaw ached and he could feel drool dripping down his chin and onto his chest, but he tried his best to concentrate on the pleasure of the two women in the room.

    “Fuck…that feels good,” Jeremy said. His grip on Todd’s hair tightened and he began to thrust faster. Todd gagged a little with most thrusts, but he couldn’t pull away. All he could do was try and suck in as much air as possible each time Jeremy pulled out. He used his tongue vigorously and much to his humiliation, he tried as hard as he could to give the man standing in front of him an orgasm.

    “Where do you want me to cum?” Jeremy asked.

    “In the whore’s mouth,” Elena replied. “Cum in his mouth.”

    “Don’t you swallow, whore,” Brie added.

    Jeremy groaned louder and fucked Todd’s mouth harder. The sounds of gagging, moaning, and masturbation filled the bedroom. Eventually Jeremy pulled back until just the head of his cock remained in Todd’s mouth. It swelled up and a moment later erupted, sending several sizable shots of cum onto Todd’s tongue. He gagged and nearly spit up as one of those shots hit the back of his throat, but Todd managed not to lose any of the cum he’d been given by the man that had just face fucked him.

    Loud, wild, lusty moans came from one of the women. Someone was cumming and Todd was certain it was Elena. He’d heard Brie orgasm and she wasn’t quite as loud and her voice didn’t reach quite the same heights.

    “Fuck!” Elena cried out. “What a fucking birthday present that was. Thank you, Brie.”

    “My pleasure,” Brie replied. “Now get on your back, Todd.”

    Todd laid on the rug with the cum still in his mouth. He heard Brie walk towards him.

    “I promised a reward,” she said.

    Todd felt Brie’s dress around his thighs before she straddled him. She grabbed his cock and stroked it and then suddenly he was engulfed in the warmth and wetness of her pussy. He cried out from the sheer pleasure of it and Brie laughed in delight.

    “Doesn’t that feel wonderful?” she asked.

    Brie wasn’t moving. She was simply sitting atop his cock. Todd wanted to fuck her. He wanted to grab her, pull her onto him, and thrust up into her pussy until he unloaded. He wanted to release the incredible desire that burned in him, but he didn’t. Instead, he nodded. It was all he could do with a mouthful of another man’s cum.

    “Wouldn’t it be the most wonderful thing in the world to cum in my pussy?” she asked.

    Todd nodded again.

    “Wouldn’t that be an incredible reward?” she asked.

    Todd nodded once again.

    Brie lifted her pussy from his cock and he whimpered. “Unfortunately, you’re not worthy of that sort of reward. I will give you a handjob, though. Elena, would you help me with this?”

    “Of course,” Elena replied.

    Todd felt each girl grab one of his legs. They lifted until he was bent like a pretzel with his legs over his head and his cock dangling over his face. Brie removed the blindfold and Todd looked up to see both girls standing over him. Elena grabbed his balls and Brie wrapped her fingers around his cock. Together they immersed Todd in a world of pleasure, offering a sort of blissful dual stimulation.

    “He’s close,” Brie said. “His cock is hard as a rock. And look at all that precum dripping down.”

    Elena released his balls and moved her fingers between his ass cheeks. “May I?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Brie said. “I like it when my whore cums while he’s getting fucked in the ass.”

    Elena spit on her fingers and pushed two into Todd’s asshole. She penetrated him with ease and he couldn’t help but moan. Brie stroked him faster and Todd felt the telltale signs of an approaching orgasm. His loins seized up over and over in that intensely pleasurable way and then Brie tightened her grip. He couldn’t hold back.

    “Swallow,” Brie said. “Swallow as you cum on your face, whore.”

    Todd swallowed the thick, salty load of cum in his mouth a moment before an orgasm erupted from his cock. Hot spunk covered his face as pleasure emanated from between his legs. He grunted and groaned and bathed in the utter humiliation of cumming all over his face after having sucked cock and swallowed a load.

    The girls released his legs and they gently fell to the floor. Todd stared at the ceiling as the cum dripped down his cheeks and neck.

    “Happy birthday,” Brie said.

    Elena laughed. “Thank you for the present. Truly, it’s the best gift anyone has given me in years.”

    “I’m sure Todd would enjoy fulfilling your fantasies in the future, too,” Brie offered. “Just let me know if you want to play with him again.”

    “I’ll take you up on that,” Elena replied.

    Todd knew he wouldn’t be given a say in the matter. That was not his place. Clearly, Brie thought of him as her toy to play with. He wasn’t yet in a place where he wanted to argue with that, though. So far, he loved being her toy.
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    Todd yawned and ran his fingers through his messy hair as he headed towards the living room. He was up a little earlier than usual. A particularly vivid sex dream involving him, Brie, and Jeremy had pulled Todd from his sleep and left him unable to fall back into a state of slumber and he figured he’d get a start on the day.

    “Good morning,” Brie said the moment he opened the door.

    “Holy shit!” Todd said as she caught him off guard. Brie was seated in the lounge chair he’d brought with him when he’d moved into the apartment. She had a cup of coffee in her hand and she wore a black satin robe with lace trim that looked impossibly sexy as it rested against the soft skin of her thighs. “Uh, good morning,” Todd replied when he’d recovered from the fright of his roommate’s unexpected presence.

    “Did you sleep well?” she asked.

    “Well enough,” Todd replied as he moved towards the kitchen to pour himself a cup of the coffee that Brie had helpfully prepared.

    “Actually, I was thinking you’d start your day on your knees in front of me,” Brie said.

    Todd stopped and stared at her. He’d enjoyed himself every time he let Brie take control, but he wasn’t sure it was wise to do whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted it. Going down that road felt like it might end badly for Todd, as he still wasn’t entirely sure of Brie’s intentions. All he knew was that she seemed to find immense pleasure in his willingness to do whatever she wanted.

    “I think I’d rather just get a cup of coffee,” Todd said.

    Brie smiled and held his gaze as she took a small sip of her coffee. “I’m not sure why I should give a shit what you’d rather do. I told you to get on your knees in front of me and that’s what you’re going to do. Do you understand?”

    Brie spread her legs and the robe rode up, exposing her inner thighs and a pair of black satin panties. Despite his misgivings, Todd did as Brie expected of him. He walked over and fell to his knees in front of her.

    “I know it can be hard to do as you’re told,” she said. “Especially when you’re not used to someone else being in control. I’m sympathetic to that. I really am. But you’re going to do as you’re told, Todd. You’re already so good at it and I think we’d both agree that you enjoy doing as you’re told, don’t you?”

    Todd looked up at Brie and nodded. Each and every time she’d taken control he’d enjoyed himself. He’d been a little scared, but there was no question he’d enjoyed himself.

    “You enjoyed it when Jeremy fucked your mouth, didn’t you?” Brie asked.

    Todd thought of the face fucking he’d taken at Elena’s birthday party. The physical experience had been unpleasant – the gagging and the way his jaw ached weren’t exactly pleasurable – but the memory triggered instant desire.

    “I can see it on your face,” Brie said. “You don’t even have to answer. You’re thinking about the way Jeremy used you and you’re feeling desire. Aren’t you?”

    Todd nodded and Brie smiled.

    “I had a playmate like you before,” Brie said. “I never brought him here, which is why you didn’t know. He and I played at least once a month, sometimes more often. We explored our desires together. His was to submit. Mine was to dominate and control. Each time we played I pushed him to explore his desires a little deeper. Our relationship ended because he wasn’t willing to go as far as I wanted. I got bored with him.”

    “When did your relationship end?” Todd asked.

    Brie smiled. “A week before our little adventure in the bathroom. Do you remember that, Todd? Do you remember how you fucked your ass for me? Do you remember how you took that big toy up your ass without hesitation?”

    “Yes,” Todd said.

    “You did that because you were turned on, didn’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “You’re always turned on when I take control, aren’t you?” Brie asked.

    Todd nodded.

    Brie put her coffee mug on the small table next to the chair and leaned forward. She offered a soft, surprisingly sensual kiss and Todd couldn’t help but moan just a little. “I will always reward you for doing as I desire,” she whispered. “Always.” They kissed again and this time Brie offered her tongue. It moved into his mouth and he welcomed the sensual invasion.

    Brie stood and offered her hand. Todd took it and she helped him to his feet. He thought they might share another kiss, or she might reward him by taking him to the bedroom and fucking him, but Brie had other ideas.

    “Follow me,” she said.

    Todd followed as Brie led him to the bathroom. She took off her robe and the bra and panties she wore underneath. She gestured for Todd to do the same and he happily stripped.

    “On your knees,” Brie said.

    Todd fell to his knees. She stepped closer and reached between her legs. She spread her pussy lips and Todd’s cock stirred to life as he looked at the beautiful pink flesh between them.

    “I want to give you a reward,” Brie said. “Would you like that?”

    Todd looked up at her and nodded.

    “I’m going to let you drink my piss,” Brie said.

    That didn’t strike Todd as a reward, but he didn’t want to upset her, so he said nothing.

    Brie laughed. “I know it doesn’t seem like a reward, but it is. Someday you’ll understand that when I offer you the chance to drink my nectar it’s a reward that any man like you would kill for. Men like you find it deeply rewarding to feel a woman’s golden flow against their skin, so to be granted the pleasure of consuming my bodily fluid is doubly pleasurable.”

    Todd wasn’t entirely sure why, but he felt compelled to accept Brie’s reward. “Thank you for offering me your piss,” he said.

    Brie smiled and placed a hand on the back of his head. She guided Todd’s mouth between her legs and said, “Open wide and press your lips against my pussy so you can drink my nectar.”

    Todd did as he was told. His pulse raced and he felt the same sort of arousal that had filled him each time Brie had taken control. As always he was nervous and a little anxious, but there was no question the same desire was there. He still didn’t understand it, but it was there.

    “Here it comes,” Brie said softly.

    A moment later her piss hit Todd’s tongue. It was hot and acrid and his taste buds roundly rejected it. Todd tried to pull back but Brie held him in place.

    “Don’t fight it,” she said. “Accept my gift. Welcome my nectar into your mouth.”

    The flow stopped a moment later and Brie stepped back. Todd closed his mouth and looked up at her.

    “Drink my nectar,” she said. “Swallow. Accept my gift.”

    Todd swallowed the hot piss in his mouth. It burned going down. He stared into Brie’s eyes the entire time and an odd, wondrous sense of elation filled him.

    “Did you enjoy my gift?” she asked.

    Todd nodded. He had no comprehension of why he felt good after drinking her piss, but he did.

    “Would you like to drink more?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Todd said.

    Brie stepped forward and he opened his mouth and pressed his lips against her pussy. The flow began. Her piss filled his mouth.

    “Drink my nectar,” she said. “Accept my gift.”

    Todd drank her piss. The sense of happiness filled him once again. “Thank you,” he said.

    “You’re welcome,” Brie replied. “Now follow me.”

    Brie walked out of the bathroom and Todd stood to follow. She led him to her bedroom, pulled aside the covers, and crawled in. Brie rolled onto her side and opened her arms, gesturing for Todd to join her.

    “Come be my small spoon,” she said.

    Todd joined Brie in bed, rolled onto his side, and nestled his body against hers. The soft, warm flesh of her breasts pressed against his back. She bent her legs to match his and her hand moved over his torso and upper thigh before finding its way between his legs.

    “Does it feel good when I touch you?” Brie whispered as her fingers found his cock.

    “Yes,” Todd answered.

    Brie stroked him until he was stiff. She pressed her hips against his ass in a slow, steady motion.

    “Why am I this way?” Todd asked. “Why does all of this turn me on?”

    “You’re submissive,” Brie answered. “I can’t tell you why you are, but I know it’s what you are. You feel arousal like you’ve never felt before when you submit. You feel a sense of bliss, a kind of happiness that you didn’t know was possible when you surrender to me. I’m sure it scares you, but that’s only because you’re just learning about yourself. The more you surrender to me, the deeper your happiness will be. I promise, you’ll be amazed at how good I can make you feel.”

    Todd had heard talk of domination and submission, but he wasn’t at all familiar with it. His fantasies had never strayed all that far from standard stuff and he’d never really indulged in porn that featured anything more than blowjobs and sex. He couldn’t deny anything Brie had said, though. What he felt when she was in control was unlike anything he’d ever experienced.

    “There’s a toy in my night stand,” Brie whispered. “Take it out for me.”

    Todd opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a long, smooth vibrator.

    “I want you to suck on it for me,” she said. “Suck on it like you’re sucking cock for me.”

    Todd took the toy between his lips and pushed it in and out of his mouth. He closed his eyes and sucked hard just like he’d done with a real cock. He sucked because it’s what Brie wanted. He moaned as she stroked his dick a little faster.

    “You like being a cocksucker for me, don’t you?” Brie asked.

    “Mmmm hmmm,” Todd said around the toy.

    “You look so good with a dick in your mouth,” she said. “You look like you were born to suck cock, like it’s always been your purpose to be on your knees with a man in your mouth.”

    Todd moaned as Brie stroked him faster while pushing her hips against his ass.

    “Give me the toy,” she said.

    Todd pulled it from his mouth and passed it to Brie. She released his cock, took the vibrator, and turned it on at low speed.

    “I’m going to make you feel good,” Brie said as she reached down and worked the toy between Todd’s ass cheeks. The tip pressed against his asshole and Brie gently moved it around. He couldn’t help but moan. It felt good. “Do you want me to fuck you?” she whispered.

    “Yes, please,” Todd said. He pushed back against the toy and the tip slipped inside him. He moaned. It felt different than when he’d fucked the massive dildo in the bathroom. There was something a little bit romantic about it with Brie’s body pressed so tightly against his.

    “That’s good,” she whispered. “Take it for me.”

    Brie released the toy and moved her hips in a slow, thrusting motion. The toy moved in and out of his ass in time with her thrusts. She must have wedged the other end between her legs so she could fuck him. Her fingers wrapped around his cock once more and she resumed stroking him as the vibrator moved in and out of his asshole at a slow, sensual pace.

    “Does it feel good when I fuck you?” Brie whispered.

    “Yes,” Todd said. “It feels good. It feels so good.”

    “I can make you feel things you’ve never felt before,” she said as the toy continued to move in and out of his ass. “You just have to surrender. You have to give me control. You have to submit to my desires and I will show you a world of pleasure you never imagined.”

    Todd closed his eyes and let the intense pleasures of the moment move through his body. In that moment he felt as though Brie had taken possession of him. She was inside him. Her body was pressed tightly against his. She stroked his cock with such skill that it seemed as though she could make him cum any moment she wanted.

    “I’m yours,” he said.

    “Yes, you are,” Brie whispered.

    She kissed the back of his neck and stroked him faster. Her hips matched the pace of her fingers as Todd groaned at the sheer pleasure that moved through his body. He felt it from head to toe. He surrendered to it. He did as Brie desired.

    “Brie…I’m…oh, God, I’m cumming,” Todd said.

    Brie cupped the head of his cock in her hand and pressed her hips against his ass, pushing the toy as deep inside him as it could go. His body shuddered as he climaxed, spilling his seed into her hand and unleashing a series of low, sensual moans.

    Brie pulled her hips back and the toy slid from Todd’s ass. “Roll onto your back,” she said.

    Todd did as he was told and Brie quickly straddled his chest. He looked up at her beautiful breasts and the confident smile on her face and returned a giddy smile of his own.

    “You need to clean up your mess,” Brie said. “Open your mouth.”

    Todd opened his mouth and Brie reached down and poured his cum onto his tongue.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    Todd swallowed his load. Despite the unpleasant taste, nothing could get in the way of the orgasmic high he was riding.

    “Lick my hand clean,” Brie said as she offered the palm of her hand.

    Todd licked it clean like a dog accepting a delicious treat from its master. Each stroke of his tongue on her hand brought a salty delight and he devoured it, in no small part because Brie had a bright smile on her face. He was making her happy and Todd was still in a place where doing so brought him a wealth of joy.

    “I’m going to sit on your face now,” Brie said. “You’re going to make me cum, and then you’re going to make me cum again. How does that sound?”

    “Wonderful,” Todd said.

    Brie dragged her slippery pussy up his chest and over his chin before settling on his mouth. Todd put his tongue to work immediately. Brie moaned and he felt a renewed surge of desire. He knew she was giving him yet another gift. He found this one particularly pleasing.

    “Mmmm, you’re so good with your mouth,” she said. “Just like a submissive should be. Maybe I’ll use your tongue more often. Would you like that?”

    “Mmmm hmmm,” Todd said as he continued to massage her clit.

    Brie lowered more of her weight onto his face. She grabbed the headboard and moved her hips over his mouth, chin, and nose. She rode him, grinding her clit over his flesh and tongue as Todd did whatever he could to make her feel good.

    It was when Brie’s thighs began to tremble and her moans grew louder that Todd knew she was about to climax. By that point she was riding him with such vigor that he felt like little more than an inanimate object. Her eyes were closed, her head was tilted towards the ceiling, and she was lost in a lusty pursuit of her pleasure without a care in the world for the man beneath her. Todd found it thrilling.

    “Ohhh…fuck!” she cried out. Brie leaned forward and lifted her pussy from his face. Todd stared up at her breasts and admired the way they vibrated as pleasure ripped through her body.

    “That was lovely,” Brie said. She dropped her pussy onto his mouth once more. “Taste me until I’m ready to ride your face again. Just stay away from my clit.”

    Todd probed her pussy with his tongue and soaked up her juices as instructed. He tasted his roommate as she leaned over and grabbed her phone from the nightstand. Once again he was little more than an object, a piece of furniture to be rested upon until she was ready to use his tongue once more.

    Todd found it all thrilling and he knew that Brie was right. He was a submissive. He still wasn’t entirely sure what that meant, outside of the fact that he found it immensely pleasurable to do as his roommate desired. That was all he needed, though. He was now her willing plaything. He was ready to surrender.
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    “He seems more promising than your last playmate,” Erica said as she studied Todd.

    “He is,” Brie agreed. “Much more promising, in fact. I think it helps that he was new to the idea of submission when we first played. He’s experiencing the most intense pleasures of his life for the first time and I’m right there with him. It’s bonded us together. Hasn’t it?”

    Todd nodded as he looked up at his roommate and her friend. They were standing in the center of a rectangular room that Erica used to entertain her clients. The many tools of her profession adorned the walls. A series of whips and crops took up a fair amount of space. There were several sizable dildos along another wall, along with numerous pieces of BDSM furniture, each of which Todd had difficulty discerning the purpose of.

    “So, what made you think of me?” Erica asked as she moved towards Todd.

    “I want to continue to expand his horizons and I couldn’t think of anyone better to assist me with that,” Brie answered. “Plus, I know you don’t get to see many true submissives in here.”

    Erica smiled. “That’s true. Most of the men that pay me couldn’t actually handle surrendering control. In fact, most are such control freaks that they can’t handle anything other than the exact fantasy they’ve paid for.”

    Todd looked up at Erica as she stepped in front of him. He could see why men would pay her to live out a fantasy. She embodied the stereotypical look of a dominatrix. She wore black leather boots, a tight skirt, and a black corset. She was beautiful, but there was a harshness to her face, likely helped by the subtle application of makeup to heighten her cheek bones. Her hair was pulled into the tightest ponytail he’d ever seen, further enhancing the structural beauty of her face.

    “Is Brie right about you, Todd?” Erica asked. “Can you handle truly surrendering control?”

    “I think so,” Todd answered.

    “Tilt your head back and open your mouth,” Erica said.

    Todd did as he was told. Erica leaned over and pursed her lips. A moment later a long string of spit departed her mouth. It traveled slowly towards Todd’s tongue, eventually making contact and slowly collecting in the back of his throat. It was such a small, simple act, and yet Todd couldn’t help but feel a certain kind of joy. He suspected it was the joy of submission that Brie had talked about. He was experiencing pleasure from doing as Erica desired.

    “Swallow my fluid,” Erica said softly.

    Todd swallowed as instructed and Erica smiled.

    “Have you been fucked, Todd?” she asked.

    “With toys,” he answered.

    “Ah, yes, Brie described your first time playing with her. You jumped right into the deep end, didn’t you? I can see why she thought you had promise as a playmate. It’s rare for a man to be willing to offer his ass like that without any prior experience. You did, though, didn’t you? You took that big toy like the whore Brie wanted you to be, didn’t you?” Erica asked.

    Todd glanced at his roommate and saw a smile on her face. It filled him with a sense of unexpected joy. He thoroughly enjoyed making her happy. “Yes, I did.”

    “Is there something about being a whore that you enjoy, Todd?” Erica asked.

    “I don’t know,” he replied. “I don’t mean to be evasive, but I really don’t know. I wouldn’t say I particularly enjoyed the sensation of the toy in my ass that day, just like I didn’t really enjoy the sensation of having Jeremy’s cock in my mouth at Elena’s birthday party.”

    “But you did enjoy both of those encounters,” Erica said. “You enjoyed them immensely, in fact.”

    Todd nodded.

    “So it would be fair to say that you enjoy being a whore,” Brie interjected. “Wouldn’t it?”

    Todd looked up at his roommate and her dominant friend and nodded. He lacked any sort of understanding of his desires, but he could vividly recall how he’d felt during those encounters. The toy hadn’t felt good in his ass, but he’d been filled with arousal. Jeremy had fucked his face until he was gagging and his eyes were watering, but his cock had been hard as a rock. He’d enjoyed the experiences, even if the physical acts themselves were unpleasant.

    “Stand up and follow,” Erica instructed.

    Todd stood and walked behind Erica and Brie as they led him to the far side of the room.

    “This is a spanking bench,” Erica explained as she gestured to a piece of wooden furniture with a trio of leather cushions. “Please remove your clothes and take your place on the bench.”

    Todd stripped as instructed and crawled onto the spanking bench. He noted how soft the leather felt against his knees and chest as he laid facedown as instructed.

    “The design leaves you completely vulnerable,” Erica said. “Which is the point, of course.”

    She stepped in front of him and bent down to affix a strap to his wrist before moving to the other, effectively binding his arms in place.

    “All bondage is about helping you surrender control,” Erica continued as she moved behind Todd and affixed two more straps to his ankles. “I’ve found tools like this one to be especially useful in helping a submissive experience new pleasures that he might have otherwise resisted. I have no intention of making you do something you hate, but it’s important for a submissive to try new things.”

    Brie squatted in front of Todd and he lifted his head. His roommate’s eyes were lit up with the same kind of desire he’d seen so many times over the past few months. “How do you feel?” she asked.

    “Vulnerable,” Todd replied as he felt Erica pull a thick leather strap across his back and affix it to the other side of the spanking bench. He wasn’t going anywhere until the girls released him.

    “Good,” Brie said. “That’s how you should feel.” She reached up and ran her fingers down the side of his face. Her touch was soft and soothing and Todd closed his eyes. “Do you trust me, Todd?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    Brie’s fingers moved over his lower lips and Todd opened his mouth. She moaned softly and pushed her fingers onto his tongue. Todd closed his lips around them and sucked gently.

    “It turns me on when you submit, Todd,” she said. “I’m wet right now. Seeing you strapped to this bench made me wet. Witnessing your willingness to offer up your body made me wet.” Brie pushed her fingers to the back of his throat and Todd gagged. “You want to be a good whore for me, don’t you Todd?”

    He nodded as Brie began to fuck his mouth with her fingers. Her thrusts were slow and deep and they seemed designed to mimic the movements a man might use were he using Todd’s mouth for his pleasure.

    Todd felt Erica spread his ass cheeks. Something cool and slippery rubbed against his asshole. He groaned around Brie’s fingers as Erica penetrated him.

    Brie smiled and said, “Take it like a good whore. Let Erica open you up. Let her stretch out that cute little asshole of yours with her fingers. Let her get you ready.”

    Todd couldn’t help but wonder what he was being prepared for. Brie hadn’t told him anything about where they were going or what they’d be doing once they’d arrived. Every moment of his day had been a surprise, including the invasion of his asshole by a pair of lubed fingers.

    Brie pulled her fingers from Todd’s mouth and kissed him. He groaned with a mixture of surprise and utter delight. She reached up and held his face in her hands as her tongue moved into his mouth. The kiss felt unexpectedly passionate and Todd closed his eyes and lost himself in it as Erica added a third finger to his asshole.

    “Tell me you want to be a good whore for me,” Brie whispered.

    “I want to be a good whore for you,” Todd replied.

    Brie stood and unzipped her skirt. It fell to the floor and her panties soon joined it. She grabbed a handful of his hair, lifted his head, and moved closer until her pussy was pressed against his face. “Eat me,” she said.

    Todd put his tongue to work as Erica added a fourth finger to his asshole. He groaned at the mild pain of being stretched so wide and with such vigor. Her thrusts weren’t gentle, after all. She was fucking him and her fingers were almost as thick as the toy he’d taken that first time in the bathroom.

    “That looks so hot,” Brie said.

    “There’s something intoxicatingly sexy about fingering a man’s ass, isn’t there?” Erica replied. “I’ve always found it thrilling to open up a man that’s willing to offer his asshole.”

    Brie rubbed her pussy over Todd’s mouth and said, “My whore has been willing to offer his asshole from day one. That’s why I’ve enjoyed playing with him so much.”

    “Should I give him more?” Erica asked. “Do you think he can take it?”

    Brie moaned. “Yes, give him more. He’s a good whore. He’ll take it for me.”

    Erica pulled out of his asshole and Todd heard her squirt more lube onto her fingers. He felt the cool liquid against his ass once more. Erica slipped a finger inside him, slowly adding three more after it. She penetrated him once again. He fingers moved into his asshole with ease as he continued to massage Brie’s clit with his tongue.

    “Relax for me,” Erica said. “This is going to feel a little uncomfortable.”

    Todd groaned as he felt his anus expand. Erica was adding her thumb. She was going to fuck him with all five fingers. She was going to fist his ass.

    “Be a good whore,” Brie encouraged him. “Be a good whore and take her first. Give yourself to her. Give her everything.”

    Todd felt a little pain as Erica’s hand moved into his asshole, but it wasn’t the pain that made it such an overwhelming experience. It was the very idea that he had someone’s hand in his asshole. It was so far from anything he’d ever though he’d do that he couldn’t quite wrap his head around it. It was happening, though. He was being fisted. He had a woman’s hand in his ass.

    Brie moved her pussy up and down over Todd’s face. She was using his flesh as a sex toy, taking advantage of the friction he provided for her pleasure. “You look so good with a hand in your ass, whore. You look so fucking good.”

    Erica began to move her fist in and out of his ass. Her pace was slow, but each time her hand stretched his anal ring, Todd pulled against the straps as if his body craved release from the bondage. It wasn’t to be, though. He was strapped down. He was a submissive whore. He was being used for Brie’s pleasure.

    It was the sound of both women moaning that helped Todd find a place of calm. He thought of what Brie had said about surrendering himself to her and how she would guide him to the true pleasure of submission. Being strapped down and fist fucked was, in fact, a perfect example of her promise in action. Todd had surrendered his body to Brie and her friend and they were using it for their pleasure. The dungeon space was filled with their lusty moans as both girls were clearly getting off on using him.

    “Fuck him faster,” Brie said. “Pound his whore ass while he makes me cum.”

    Erica did as her friend suggested and Brie pressed her pussy against Todd’s face and rubbed wildly. He used his tongue when he could, but he was nothing but a bound toy for both of them. They used him as they saw fit and Brie ended up having a loud, lusty orgasm. Her joyful screams reverberated around the room as her thighs vibrated on either side of his head.

    Brie stepped back and Todd looked up to see genuine joy on her face. Erica pulled her fist from his ass and gave Todd’s bare bottom a swift spanking. He cried out in pain and Brie smiled.

    “Should I make the call?” Erica asked.

    “Yes,” Brie replied.

    Todd looked back to see Erica pick up her phone. She tapped the screen and held it to her ear as a smile crossed her face.

    “Hey. Can you come down? I have a treat for you,” she said.

    Todd knew better than to ask, but he couldn’t help but wonder who was coming to the dungeon. It was almost certainly going to be someone that would use him as a whore. After all, that seemed to be what brought Brie the most pleasure.

    There was a knock on the door less than a minute later. Erica answered it and Todd looked back to see a tall black man step into the room.

    “He’s yours,” Erica said.

    The black man smiled and stripped as he stared at Todd’s ass.

    “Look at me,” Brie said.

    Todd looked at his roommate. He could feel the worry on his face. He was almost certainly going to get fucked.

    “Yes,” she said. “Ty is going to fuck you. He’s going to use you like a whore and Erica and I are going to watch. He’s going to get hard in your mouth and then mount your ass and pound you until he cums. When he does, you’re going to drink his seed from the condom. You’re going to do all of it without complaint and you’re going to do it because you want to make me happy, and nothing will make me happier than playing with my tight little pussy as I watch Ty fuck your whore ass. Do you understand?”

    Todd glanced at the naked black man approaching him. He thought of taking Ty’s cock in his ass while Brie and Erica watched and masturbated. He smiled. The thought appealed to him. It thrilled him, in fact. It was humiliating that it thrilled him, but Brie wasn’t trying to humiliate him. She was showing him the joy of submission while using him for her pleasure. She was pushing his limits by offering him to a stranger while he was bound to a spanking bench. She was being the dominant woman she was.

    “Yes, I understand,” Todd said.

    A moment later Ty stepped in front of him, grabbed a handful of Todd’s hair, and shoved his big black cock into Todd’s mouth. He sucked vigorously because it’s what Brie wanted. Ty’s cock got hard between his lips. Eventually Ty resorted to fucking Todd’s face. His big black cock moved in and out, hitting the back of Todd’s throat over and over. He gagged, he spit up, his eyes watered, and he coughed the few times Ty pulled out. It was miserable, but the moans of the two women watching thrilled him. They made Todd feel like a good submissive, and the joy of that feeling overwhelmed any discomfort.

    “Fuck him, Ty,” Erica said. “Fuck his tight white ass. Feed him that beautiful cock of yours. Use his ass for your pleasure.”

    Ty pulled out of Todd’s mouth and grabbed a condom from a nearby table. Todd turned and watched him roll the rubber down his impressively long and thick shaft.

    “Look at me,” Brie said.

    Todd turned to look at his roommate and her dominant friend. Both women were leaning against another piece of BDSM furniture. Their legs were spread and their pussies were exposed. Todd could see that they were both wet.

    “A whore’s purpose is to use his body to make people cum,” Brie said.

    “You’re going to use your body to make all of us cum,” Erica added. “You’re going to be a good whore.”

    Todd nodded as Ty stepped behind him, spread his ass cheeks, and pressed the head of his big black cock against Todd’s asshole. He groaned as his body opened up and welcomed a man into his rectum for the first time.

    “Fuck,” Ty said. “He feels good.”

    “Fuck his whore ass,” Brie demanded. “Use him for your pleasure, Ty. Fuck him as hard as you want. He can take it.”

    Todd groaned as Ty filled him with every inch of his cock. He held his thick black dick inside Todd for a few moments before taking hold of his hips and fucking him.

    Brie moaned and Todd looked up to see his roommate’s fingers dancing over her beautiful pussy. He glanced at Erica and she too was masturbating furiously. Both women seemed immensely aroused by the sight of Todd taking black cock and he couldn’t help but get swept up in their pleasure. Much like his previous experiences, it wasn’t the physical act that brought him pleasure. Getting fucked didn’t feel particularly good and it was a little humiliating, but that didn’t matter.

    What mattered was that the two dominant women in the room were turned on by watching Todd take dick. They were both soaked with arousal. They rubbed their clits, fingered their pussies and filled the dungeon with beautiful moans of pleasure.

    “Fuck my little whore,” Brie said. “Fuck him hard.”

    Ty delivered such powerful thrusts that the spanking bench moved just a little with each one. Todd was helpless to do anything other than take it, which was exactly what Erica had intended. She’d put him in bondage and carried him to a deep place of submission along with Brie. She’d set him up to get fucked by a man for the first time and he was willingly taking it for the pleasure of his dommes.

    “Oh, fuck yeah,” Ty said between groans. “I’m gonna cum in this tight white ass.”

    Todd felt Ty’s cock swell up as the other man fucked him with increased vigor. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the dungeon and joined with the moans of the girls. Todd closed his eyes to fight through the extra pain of being pounded with such vigor.

    Ty groaned loudly and buried his dick in Todd’s ass. He was cumming. He was filling the condom with his load and Todd’s asshole had provided the pleasure.

    Brie and Erica came in quick succession. The sight of another man cumming while buried in Todd’s asshole seemed to do the trick for them. It was their orgasms that brought Todd a great sense of pleasure. He’d been a perfect submissive toy. He’d been a good whore, just like they’d said. He’d used his body to make everyone cum.

    Ty pulled out, yanked the condom off his cock, and handed it to Erica. “Thanks for calling me,” he said. “If this one ever visits again, don’t hesitate to call me down. You know I’m always happy to help train a new whore.”

    “Thank you for your services,” Erica said as she took the condom. She passed it to Brie and approached Todd to loosen the straps and free him from the spanking bench.

    “Are you hungry, Todd?” Brie asked as she held up the condom.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    Erica released the last of the straps and said, “Get on your knees.”

    Todd climbed off the bench and moved to his knees in front of Brie.

    “Do you want to drink his cum?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Todd replied.

    Brie placed the open end of the condom in Todd’s mouth and lifted the tip. Thick cum slid down the rubber shaft and onto Todd’s tongue. The taste nearly overwhelmed him before he recovered as it all slid to the back of his throat. Brie ran her fingers down the condom to get as much of the cum in Todd’s mouth as possible and then tossed it aside.

    “Cum is a whore’s reward,” she said. “It signifies that you’ve done your job. You’ve given pleasure. You’ve offered your body for your superior’s satisfaction. You should savor the chance to have that cum in your mouth. You should be thankful that I didn’t throw it away, that I’ve offered it to you. You should recognize that it’s a gift to swallow Ty’s cum. Do you?”

    Todd nodded.

    “You may swallow his cum,” Brie said.

    Todd did as instructed. He closed his eyes and swallowed Ty’s cum. The taste was unpleasant, but he tried his best to savor it. He felt it slide down his throat. He thought of it as his reward. He wanted to be a good submissive for Brie. He wanted to do as he was told.

    “Thank you,” Todd said. “For letting me swallow his cum. For letting me make him cum. For letting me be a good whore.”

    Brie smiled brightly, almost as if Todd’s expression of gratitude surprised her. “You’re welcome,” she said. “Now, Erica is going to use you for her pleasure. She quite enjoys punishing men, so she’s going to use some of those implements of pain you see hanging on the walls. You’re not going to enjoy it, but I expect you to endure it. Do you understand?”

    Todd glanced at the whips and floggers hanging on the wall. He was nervous, but he nodded.

    “Good. If you take your punishment like a good submissive I might reward you with an orgasm tonight,” Brie said. “Try and keep that in mind as you’re suffering.”

    “I will,” Todd replied.

    Erica stepped in front of him and looked down with a sadistic smile on her face. “Are you ready to suffer for me?”

    “I am,” Todd replied. He wasn’t going to enjoy it, but he was going to endure it. He was going to be a good submissive for Brie.
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    “I’d like you to attend a party with me,” Brie said.

    Todd looked up from his phone and smiled at his roommate. “I’d love that,” he answered.

    Brie smiled and dropped her lithe body onto the armchair across from him. “It’s a different kind of party,” she said.

    “What makes it different?” Todd asked.

    “The party is attended by people with sexual desires that most of the world considers abnormal. It could be described as a fetish party, though it’s far more sexual than most,” Brie explained. “Dominant men and women bring their submissives and indulge in the pleasures of sharing.”

    Todd put his phone aside and leaned forward. Brie had certainly caught his attention. “Sharing?”

    “Yes,” she replied. “You would attend as my submissive and at this particular party that would make you my property. I would share you with anyone I desired and you would offer yourself without question or hesitation.”

    Todd’s heart leapt in his chest and he felt a telltale sort of tingling between his legs. “Who would you share me with?”

    “Anyone I pleased, Todd,” Brie said. “That’s the whole point. I might share you with a cruel mistress that wants to whip your ass until you’re bleeding. I might share you with a dom that wants to make you gag on his cock before he unloads down your throat. I might decide I want to see you play with another submissive. I might make you suck another sub’s cock. I might give you the gift of fucking a beautiful submissive’s wet pussy until you spill your load inside her. I wouldn’t count on that, of course, but I watched it happen at last year’s party.”

    “You went last year?” Todd asked.

    “I took my previous submissive,” Brie replied. “He said it was the best night of his life.”

    “Who…who did you share him with?” Todd asked.

    Brie smiled and pulled off her pajama shorts, exposing her pussy and drawing Todd’s gaze between her legs. “If I told you that, it would spoil the fun. The thrill of the evening is in pushing your limits, Todd. It’s in making you prove that you’re the submissive you think you are. You don’t get to know what’s going to happen before we arrive. You go, you do as you’re told, and you end up experiencing the true freedom that comes with total submission to your domme.”

    “I want to submit,” Todd said. “I want to go.”

    “I know you do,” Brie replied. “Now get on your knees in front of me.”

    Todd stood and crossed the room. He fell to his knees in front of Brie and she pushed two fingers into his mouth. He sucked on them as he knew he was expected to.

    “Erica will be there,” Brie said. “She’ll bring a submissive of her own. Perhaps we’ll make you two play together. Perhaps I’ll have you bend over to take a sub’s little cock up your ass. Perhaps I’ll make you beg to get fucked by a sweet little submissive just like you.”

    Todd thought of his evening with Brie and Erica. He thought of the pain, of the pleasure, of the big black cock that had taken his ass, of the cum he’d consumed shortly thereafter. He thought of the orgasm he’d enjoyed later that night. It had been among the best he’d ever experienced. He wanted more of that. Much more.

    “We’re going to have so much fun tomorrow night,” Brie said. “I promise, it will be a night you’ll never forget. Now worship my pussy and make me cum.”

    Todd did as instructed and Brie’s moans filled the living room. She closed her eyes, put a hand on the back of his head, and held him in place as he consumed the juices leaking from her pussy and massaged her clit on his quest to provide his roommate and domme with a wonderful orgasm.

    “Take your clothes off,” Brie instructed.

    “Here?” Todd asked.

    They were parked outside a massive, fairly nondescript-looking warehouse. A steady stream of people in a various states of undress entered the building, each offering their invitation to the burly man standing at the door.

    “I understand your apprehension,” Brie said. “Most people aren’t comfortable being naked in public. Once we get inside you’ll see that most doms keep their subs naked. It should be quite a feast for the eyes, in fact. You likely won’t be fucking any of the beautiful young women on display inside, but you can certainly look. Now, take your clothes off.”

    Todd stripped as instructed, leaving him dressed only in the small, slightly painful steel chastity cage Brie had placed on his cock before they’d left. Once he was naked, she reached over to cup his locked cock and balls. Todd turned to face his domme and she smiled, leaned in, and surprised him with a kiss. Almost immediately he lost himself in the pleasure of feeling her warm lips against his. It wasn’t until her tongue entered his mouth that he felt the pain of his cock trying to get hard in its cage.

    Todd groaned as his cock ached and Brie pulled back with a smile on her face. “The cage is one way of letting everyone in there know that I own you.” She released his cock and reached into her purse, which rested at his feet on the passenger side of the car. Brie pulled out a thin leather collar with a metal ring at the front and deftly placed it around his neck. Todd looked towards the window and she secured the collar, further cementing her ownership of him. “This collar is yet another symbol that I own you. You will wear it proudly, and when we’re inside, you will behave as if you are my property. You will do as you’re told without argument. You will not embarrass me. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Todd said. His cock continued to ache in its cage. Brie had never been so dominant and he found it deeply pleasurable to consider the idea of being her property, at least for the evening. He was determined to do exactly as she instructed, even if he found it unpleasant.

    “Let’s go,” Brie said.

    She grabbed her purse, got out of the car, and tossed it in the trunk. Todd felt a little self-conscious as he left the relative safety of the car, but outside of a few glances, no one bothered to stare at the naked man in the parking lot, mostly because he wasn’t alone in his nudity. Todd spotted several more submissives with little to no clothing on, including many that wore collars just like his.

    “Come,” Brie said. She took his hand and they walked towards the warehouse. Brie presented her invitation to the man standing at the door and he waved them inside. “It might be a little overwhelming at first,” she said. “It’s okay if it is. I’ll be right by your side.”

    Overwhelming was a good word for Todd’s experience the moment they stepped through the double doors and into the warehouse. The first thing he saw was a collared, leashed submissive man getting fucked from behind by a massively thick cock. The sub wore a look of pain on his face, but he offered no resistance. He simply took the cock as his mistress sat on a plush couch and masturbated with a blissful look on her face.

    Todd’s gaze turned to a girl on girl show unfolding just a few feet away. Two women dressed in head to toe latex were pleasuring each other in a 69 while two men and a woman watched. None were masturbating, though the men sported erections in their slacks.

    Brie squeezed Todd’s hand and pulled him deeper into the main area of the warehouse. He witnessed a variety of sex acts, from the simple pleasures of fellatio and cunnilingus to far more fetishistic pleasures, including a naked girl receiving a brutal-looking flogging and filling the air with genuine screams of pain, much to the delight of the mistress wielding the instrument of suffering.

    Low, throbbing electronic music provided a soundtrack to the acts of debauchery unfolding all over the room, though Todd liked that it wasn’t anywhere near loud enough to drown out the sounds of pleasure and pain emanating from all corners.

    “This is just the tip of the iceberg,” Brie said as she pulled Todd close and grabbed his ass. “Look that way and you’ll see that they’ve segmented the warehouse and built numerous rooms for people to explore their kinks with just a touch of privacy, though you’re never really alone here, since the whole point is to meet other kinky people.”

    “Brie!” a lovely-voiced woman said.

    “Erica!” Brie said as she stepped into her dominant friend’s embrace.

    Todd watched them hug before turning his attention to a lovely young woman in a thick leather collar. She wore a pair of black high heels and elbow length latex gloves, but was otherwise naked and he couldn’t help but take in her breathtakingly sexy body.

    “It’s nice to see, Todd,” Erica said.

    “It’s nice to see you too,” Todd replied.

    Erica turned to her submissive and said, “This is Kelly. She’s been a client of mine for nearly a year now. We’ve been working to help her embrace her submissive side so she can experience the kind of pleasure she’s only dreamed of. She’s come so far and tonight is a reward of sorts.”

    “Is that right?” Brie asked as she stepped closer and ran her fingers over Kelly’s naked body.

    “Yes, ma’am,” Kelly replied. She was clearly nervous, though Todd saw the arousal wash across her face as Brie touched her.

    “May I?” Brie asked.

    Erica nodded and Brie’s fingers moved between Kelly’s legs and slipped inside her pussy. The lovely blonde closed her eyes and moaned as Brie skillfully worked her clit and cunt at the same time.

    “Would you like to taste her, Todd?” Brie asked.

    Todd nodded and she beckoned him closer. Brie pulled her fingers from Kelly’s pussy and pressed them into Todd’s mouth. He stared into his domme’s eyes and sucked them clean, savoring the sweetness of the blonde girl’s juices.

    “Todd, would you like to worship this beautiful girl’s asshole?” Brie asked.

    Todd nodded as she moved her fingers in and out of his mouth.

    “How lovely,” Erica added.

    Brie smiled, pulled her fingers from his mouth, and said, “Get on your knees. Spread her cheeks. Eat her ass like the filthy little fuck that you are.”

    Todd’s cock swelled in the cage as he moved behind Kelly and fell to his knees. He reached up, parted her perfect ass cheeks, and pressed his face between them. She moaned as his tongue went to work on her smooth asshole.

    “How does that feel?” Erica asked.

    “It’s good,” Kelly replied.

    She moaned again, though this time Todd was certain it was from Brie’s fingers moving into her pussy once more.

    “Who owns you?” Erica asked.

    “You do, mistress,” Kelly replied. “You own me. I’m yours. I’m your property tonight.”

    “And you’ll do as you’re told?” Erica asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Kelly answered. “I’m yours to do with as you please. I won’t argue. I’ll do as I’m told. I’ll be good for you, I promise.”

    “The words every domme wants to hear,” Brie said as Todd pushed his tongue past Kelly’s anal ring and into her rectum. “You’ve trained her well.”

    “Yes, I have,” Erica replied. “And tonight we’re both going to enjoy the fruits of my labors, just as you are with Todd, I’m sure. After all, there’s nothing in the world quite so thrilling as when a submissive gives their body for the pleasure of their domme, is there?”

    Kelly moaned as Todd tongue fucked her ass and Brie worked her pussy. He felt her legs and ass tremble and a sense of pride enveloped him.

    “That’s enough, Todd,” Brie instructed. “We don’t want this lovely girl cumming before her domme gives permission.”

    Todd pulled back and waited on his knees for further instructions.

    “You know, it seems to me that Todd has done a wonderful job preparing Kelly for anal sex,” Erica said. “It would be a shame not to take advantage of her slippery, relaxed asshole, wouldn’t it?”

    “It certainly would,” Brie answered. “Has she experienced anal sex before?”

    “Answer her,” Erica instructed.

    “I’ve taken mistress’s strapon, but a man has never had my ass,” Kelly answered.

    “You look nervous, dear,” Brie said.

    “My apologies,” Kelly replied. “But I feel nervous. I fear the pain. I can’t help it.”

    Erica moved to Kelly’s side and rubbed her lower back. She kissed the young blonde’s neck and said, “It will hurt. There’s no avoiding that. Suffering for me is part of your duty, though. You’ll offer your ass because it’s what I want and you’ll find pleasure in that. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Kelly answered.

    Erica looked down at Todd and a smile crossed her face. “I have an idea,” she said. “Todd has some experience with anal sex. What if he gets fucked while Kelly watches as a way of warming her up to the idea? She could even help by preparing Todd’s asshole and fluffing a man until he was ready to fuck your submissive. Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

    Brie moved to Kelly’s side and looked down at Todd, who remained on his knees with his cock still aching in its cage. “That would be a perfect way to start the evening,” she said. “Wouldn’t you agree, Todd?”

    He nodded. It wasn’t his place to disagree, but the idea sounded hotter than he thought it would.

    “Very good,” Erica said. “Come.”

    Erica took Kelly’s hand and walked away. Brie gestured for Todd to stand, but instead of taking his hand she grabbed his caged cock and followed Erica. Each time Brie got a little further ahead of him she tugged on his cock, causing a surge of pain and pleasure as they made their way through the debauchery unfolding in every corner of the party.

    Erica led them into one of the smaller, cordoned off areas of the party, though there were still a dozen people playing various naughty, dom/sub flavored games. They stopped at a leather-bound spanking bench and Erica looked at Todd and said, “Bend over and present your asshole.”

    Todd did so without hesitation. He ass cheeks spread as he bent over and he felt the cool air against his exposed asshole.

    “Rim him,” Erica instructed.

    A moment later Todd felt Kelly’s latex-clad fingers on his ass cheeks. She spread them open, pressed her face between them, and offered a rimjob. He moaned at the kinky pleasure of having a beautiful girl’s tongue moving over his asshole.

    “That’s a good girl,” Erica said. “Make sure his asshole is soaked with your saliva. Get your tongue in there, too. Remember, you’re not above any of this. You’re my property tonight. You’ll do as you’re told or you’ll be whipped.”

    Kelly smartly offered no response, instead choosing to continue the rimjob.

    “Look what I found,” Brie said.

    Todd looked back to see a naked man with a long, thick, half-erect cock standing next to Brie.

    “Well chosen,” Erica said. “Kelly, this man needs to be hard before he can fuck Todd. Be a good girl and suck his cock.”

    Kelly’s tongue departed Todd’s asshole and he watched as she wrapped her lips around the stranger and gave a beautiful blowjob.

    “Are you responsible for her cocksucking skills?” Brie asked.

    Erica smiled and ran her fingers through Kelly’s blonde hair. “I am. She was fearful of it before we met. We started with my strapon and graduated to real men after a few months. She’s an expert now. And she takes great pleasure in it, as you can see.”

    Todd didn’t have a great view from his position on the spanking bench, but it looked to him like Kelly found a great deal of pleasure in giving head. She kept eye contact with the guy the entire time and she couldn’t seem to stop moaning.

    “You may play with your cunt,” Erica instructed. “No orgasms, of course.”

    Kelly kept one hand around the base of the cock in her mouth and reached between her legs to masturbate with the other.

    “Fuck,” the guy said. “If his ass feels half as good as her mouth, my night is getting off to a beautiful start.”

    Brie laughed. “I’m quite certain you’ll thoroughly enjoy his ass,” she said. “You can use him as hard as you like.”

    “I’m ready,” the guy said.

    “Put a condom on his cock,” Erica instructed.

    Kelly took the condom from her mistress, tore it open, and rolled it down the stranger’s cock.

    “Now fuck my property,” Brie said.

    Todd’s heart pounded as he watched the stranger approach his ass. His cock ached in its cage, though he was certain that was because Brie had just referred to him as her property.

    The stranger pressed the thick head of his cock against Todd’s ass and slipped inside him. He took his time, gently filling him with every inch. It hurt, but it could have been worse.

    “Isn’t it beautiful, Kelly?” Erica asked. “This is a submissive offering his body. He’s giving his asshole to this man for his pleasure. He’s doing so for Brie’s pleasure. He’s doing so for my pleasure. He is behaving as his domme desires, which means he is serving his purpose. Isn’t that beautiful?”

    “It is,” Kelly said.

    Todd looked back to see that she was transfixed on the sight of the other man’s cock entering his ass. She seemed to find a certain amount of pleasure in it, in fact. Erica stepped behind Kelly and reached between her legs. Her fingers entered the submissive’s pussy and Kelly moaned.

    “Does he look like a whore to you, Kelly?” Brie asked.

    “Yes,” Kelly said between moans.

    “That’s because I want him to be a whore,” Brie replied. “I wanted him to give up his ass to a stranger and he bent over and did it without question. He did it to make his domme happy. He did it because he’s a good submissive.”

    Kelly moaned louder and Todd looked back to see a rapturous look on her face. Erica was no doubt skillful with her fingers, but Todd was convinced that his submission provided Kelly with a great deal of the pleasure she was feeling.

    “Pull out of his ass,” Brie demanded.

    The stranger pulled his cock from Todd’s asshole.

    “Suck his cock clean,” Brie said.

    Todd moved back and dropped to his knees. He looked at the latex-wrapped cock in front of him. He knew it had just been in his ass. He knew it wouldn’t taste good. He knew it didn’t matter. He had to do it. He had to suck the cock clean.

    Todd took the long, thick shaft in his mouth. He tasted latex. He tasted a little of his ass. He gagged for a moment, and then he kept sucking.

    “Look at him,” Erica said. “Look at him sucking that cock like a filthy whore. Look at him sucking that cock because his domme told him to. You want to be good like that, don’t you Kelly?”

    “Yes,” Kelly said.

    “Good,” Erica replied. “Then get on the bench. Offer your ass. Be a good whore.”

    Kelly stepped away from Erica and laid on the spanking bench as Todd continued to suck the cock that had just been in his ass.

    “Fuck her ass,” Erica said. “Be gentle at first. Then fuck her as hard as you want. Fuck her until you cum.”

    The stranger pulled his cock from Todd’s mouth and moved behind Kelly. He pressed the head of his dick against her asshole and slowly filled her. She cried out in agony, but she didn’t move. She was a good submissive. She took it.

    “Come here,” Brie demanded.

    Todd crawled towards his domme.

    “Open up,” she said.

    Todd looked up and opened his mouth. Brie leaned forward, gathered the spit in her mouth, and let it gently move past her lips and onto his tongue. Her fingers followed and she pushed them deep enough that he gagged. Todd heard Kelly’s moans get louder. She was getting fucked harder.

    “You were a good boy,” Brie said. “You showed Kelly how to be a good submissive. You showed her how to please her domme. You deserve a reward. You may eat my pussy.”

    Brie pulled up her skirt and Todd reached up to move her panties aside. He pressed his lips against her pussy and worshiped her. He listened to Kelly’s moans and the sounds of sexual pleasure emanating from elsewhere in the room. He felt Brie’s hand on the back of his head. She held him in place. She held him where he was happiest.

    The man in Kelly’s ass began to grunt and groan. He was getting closer. Kelly’s agonized moans grew louder. He was fucking her harder. He was increasing the pain emanating from her asshole. Todd was familiar with that sensation and he empathized with her. Of course, he was also a little jealous of the pleasurable sensations she was no doubt experiencing. After all, Kelly was offering her domme the ultimate pleasure by giving up her body for someone else’s sexual satisfaction.

    “Fuck!” the stranger cried out. His thrusting stopped. He was cumming in the condom. Kelly’s ass had gotten him off.

    “I’d like the condom,” Brie said.

    Not long after she stepped away from Todd, depriving him of her pussy. He looked up at her and she smiled, upended the condom, and poured the thick cum into his mouth.

    “I think the whores should share in the reward their hard work produced,” Erica said.

    “What a splendid idea,” Brie said. “Kiss her. Share his creamy load with your fellow whore.”

    Todd turned and Kelly fell to her knees. She crawled towards him and reached up to guide his lips to hers. Her gloved hand remained on his face as her tongue invaded his mouth. She greedily shared the cum with him. It bubbled between their mouths, making a spectacular mess.

    “Swallow, whores,” Erica said.

    Todd and Kelly leaned back and swallowed the foamy, cummy mess that filled their mouths. She smiled delightedly and he did the same.

    “I need to get fucked,” Brie said.

    “Me too,” Erica replied.

    “Get up, Todd,” Brie demanded. “You’ll be fluffing for me. Let’s go find a real man to satisfy my needs while you watch.”

    “Come, Kelly,” Erica said.

    Brie turned to her friend and smiled. “It was lovely seeing you, Erica. Perhaps we’ll catch up later.”

    “I can’t wait,” Erica replied.

    Brie took Todd’s hand and they headed off to find a real man to fuck her.
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    “How does your ass feel?” Brie asked as she gently swirled the dark liquid in her glass.

    “Good, actually,” Todd replied from his knees.

    Brie sipped the Scotch and reached out to run her fingers down the side of his face. Todd heard the sounds of sex from behind him – the couple they’d seen fooling around when they walked into the room was almost certainly fucking now – but he kept his focus on Brie and waited for her next command.

    “How did it feel to get fucked for an audience?” she asked.

    “It turned me on,” Todd answered. His cock tingled in its cage as he thought of the anal pounding he’d taken no more than thirty minutes ago. The combination of the rimjob from a beautiful submissive and being used like he was little more than a toy had made it a far more thrilling experience than he’d expected. “It really turned me on, in fact. By the time he pulled out my cock was dripping precum in its cage.”

    “Do you wish he hadn’t pulled out?” Brie asked. “Do you wish he’d fucked you to completion? Do you wish he’d used your ass for his ultimate satisfaction?”

    “I do,” Todd answered. It was true. It was fucked up, but it was true. The idea of a stranger using his ass for the ultimate pleasure – and doing so while his domme watched – thrilled Todd in ways he didn’t understand.

    Brie leaned forward and he admired how beautiful her body looked in the kinky outfit she’d worn to the party. “You know, you’ve already exceeded my expectations as a submissive. I thought I’d have more trouble training you to be exactly as I desired, but it turns out you’re far more pliable than most men.”

    “It’s all because of you,” Todd said. “I can’t imagine being this way with any other woman. You’re just so…well, I want to serve you. I do.”

    Brie caressed his face once more before sitting back and taking a slow sip of her drink. “Kiss my boots,” she instructed.

    Todd dropped his head to the ground and kissed Brie’s boots. The couple fucking behind him had gotten louder. The woman sounded like she was approaching her orgasm and the there were little moans of pain interspersed with the pleasure. Todd wondered what the guy was doing to cause that pain. Was he pulling on her nipples? Was he in her ass and the mere act of being fucked was making her suffer?

    “Is her ass tight?” Brie asked.

    “It’s fucking perfect,” the guy said.

    Todd smiled and continued to kiss Brie’s boots. The girl getting fucked in the ass moaned louder as the guy taking her from behind used her for his pleasure. Todd felt a little jealous, mostly because he’d found such pleasure in being in that position not long ago. Much to his surprise, he found it rather satisfying to be taken with such animalistic vigor, as if his asshole existed for no other reason than to bring pleasure to a stiff cock at his domme’s urging.

    “Are you going to cum in her ass?” Brie asked.

    “Yes I am,” the guy answered.

    “I’d like to see my sub clean that creampie,” Brie said. “How would you feel about that?”

    The guy laughed. “I’d be more than happy to have your sub eat her cum-filled ass.”

    “Do you hear that, Todd?” Brie asked. “You’re going to get to eat out a filthy, cum-filled asshole. Doesn’t that excite you?”

    Todd looked up from her boots and nodded. “Yes. Thank you for thinking of me.”

    Brie smiled. “You know I’m always thinking of you.”

    Todd returned to kissing her boots as the girl screamed from the vigorous ass fucking she was receiving. She didn’t ask her dom to stop, though. She took it like a good submissive. She took it like Todd would have taken it.

    “Fuck, take it, slut!” the guy cried out before grunting and groaning. The sounds of sex had stopped. He was cumming in her ass. There was no question he was unloading in her rectum.

    “It’s your turn,” Brie said.

    Todd sat up and turned around to see the dom pull his cock from his sub’s ass. “I want him to suck my cock clean,” he said.

    “You heard him, sub. Suck his filthy cock clean. Taste her ass on it before you eat his cum from her tight little hole,” Brie instructed.

    Todd crawled forward, wrapped his fingers around the base of the slippery, slimy cock, and took it in his mouth. A medley of tastes exploded on his tongue. The mixture was mildly unpleasant and there was no question he could taste the girl’s ass. Todd couldn’t ignore the pleasure he felt, though. He was doing something disgusting and yet he was turned on. His brain was lit up with delight. He wanted more, so he deepthroated the cock in his mouth and kept his lips sealed tight around it when he pulled back, sucking every drop of nastiness from it.

    “Damn,” the guy said. “You’ve trained your sub well.”

    “Thank you,” Brie replied. “He’s a more willing submissive than I expected, which makes him remarkably easy to train. Our very first session together – which he didn’t even know was a session – I convinced him to fuck his ass with a rather large dildo, and to be honest, it didn’t take much convincing.”

    The guy laughed and stepped aside as he gestured to his submissive’s ass. “Go ahead and clean my mess out of her.”

    Todd crawled behind the naked submissive girl, spread her ass cheeks, and pressed his face between them. He pushed his tongue into her freshly-fucked ass and fished for cum. He found some and greedily swallowed it.

    “Go ahead and push my cum out of your ass,” the guy instructed. “It’s deep in there and he’ll need a little help.”

    Todd placed his lips around her asshole and flicked his tongue back and forth as the girl pushed the cum out. She was quite literally feeding him from her asshole and Todd couldn’t get enough of it. He’d fully descended into the place of submissive bliss that Brie clearly wanted him to be and was willing to do whatever she craved in the name of her pleasure.

    “Does it feel good to have a submissive cum slut eating my load from your ass?” the dom asked.

    “It does,” the submissive girl replied. “It’s…it’s nasty, but in a way I really like.”

    He stood and approached his submissive. “That’s because you’re a nasty girl, just like I trained you to be. Now open up.”

    Todd continued to clean the anal creampie as he heard the girl’s mouth being stuffed with what he assumed was a soft cock. She gagged a little and moaned and from the way her body moved, Todd assumed the dom was fucking her mouth on a quest to get hard again so he could continue using her holes for his pleasure.

    Before long Todd had cleaned every drop of semen from her ass. He released her smooth cheeks, sat back on his knees, and admired the hole he’d just devoured.

    “You’ve been quite the little slut tonight,” Brie said. “You ate ass vigorously. You got ass fucked like a whore. You sucked cock. You cleaned a filthy creampie. Watching you embrace your nature as a submissive slut has me quite wet. I think it’s time I get fucked. Let’s find a nice big cock for you to fluff. Come.”

    Brie stood and Todd got to his feet and followed her out of the small, sectioned off room they’d entered for their viewing party. She wound their way through the party and once again Todd witnessed an astonishing array of sexual pleasures unfolding. He saw a girl chained up and receiving a vigorous flogging that had tears streaming from her eyes. He saw a double anal penetration of a male submissive, with his mistress wielding a strapon and a guy adding a second cock to the mix. He saw a girl on her knees with four guys around her, all of whom were jerking off, presumably in preparation of soaking her face in cum.

    Each successive sexual display built Todd’s lust further. He found himself thinking of being in the position of each submissive. Would he want four people to cum on his face? Yes, he would. Could he take a double anal penetration? Probably not, but if Brie wanted it he’d try. Could he receive a flogging while chained up? If Brie wanted him to, he would have. There was something about the environment of the sex party that made Todd feel as though he’d do just about anything in the name of his domme’s pleasure.

    Brie led him into a larger sectioned-off room and surveyed the attendees inside. Her gaze focused on a leather-clad woman sitting on a couch with a leashed, collared, and hooded submissive man standing next to her. Todd quickly saw what had drawn Brie’s interest: the submissive had an impressively large flaccid cock hanging between his legs.

    “Come,” Brie said as she walked towards the leather-clad woman.

    “Is your submissive available for play?” she asked.

    “He certainly is,” the woman answered. “Would you care to take advantage of his gifts?”

    “I would,” Brie replied. “Does he fuck well?”

    “He’s been trained to fuck for your pleasure,” the domme replied. “He’ll last as long as you need and fuck you as hard as you desire. His body is meant for the pleasure of others and he’s more than happy to offer his services.”

    Brie eyed the naked, hooded submissive’s body and smiled. “He certainly seems built to offer pleasure. May I?” she asked.

    “You may,” the domme replied as she handed off the leash.

    “On your knees, Todd,” Brie demanded. “Suck his beautiful cock until it’s hard for me.”

    Todd dropped to his knees and wrapped his lips around the third cock he’d encountered at the party. This one was far larger than the first two, but he sucked with great vigor because he wanted to please his mistress.

    Brie knelt behind him and ran her fingers down Todd’s back as she said, “He’s going to be inside your domme soon. He’s going to fuck my pussy with that glorious cock of his. He’s going to go where you don’t deserve to go. He’s going to go where you’ll never deserve to go, Todd. You’re simply not meant for providing that kind of pleasure. Your cock isn’t worthy of my pussy, and even if it was I think we both know you couldn’t fuck me worth a damn.”

    Todd heard the lust in her voice. He understood that Brie found pleasure in humiliating him, that she was getting herself worked up just as much as she was helping to push him deeper into a place of submissive bliss.

    “Choke on his cock,” Brie demanded. “Do it.”

    Todd took as much of the massive cock into his mouth as he could. He felt it push into his throat. His gag reflex triggered and he choked just like Brie wanted. She didn’t seem satisfied with that, though, as she pushed on the back of his head, making it impossible for Todd to pull back. The sub in his mouth groaned, no doubt from the pleasure of feeling a tight, wet throat around the head of his cock.

    “That’s it,” Brie said. “Show me that my pleasure is all that matters. Choke on his dick until you can’t breathe. Choke on the big, beautiful dick that’s going to be in my pussy before long.”

    Todd felt a sense of panic creeping in. He couldn’t breathe. He pressed against the sub’s thighs. His choking got worse. He spit up around the cock. Then, finally, Brie released his head and Todd pulled back. He gasped for air as his domme laughed in delight.

    “Suck his balls. Now,” she demanded.

    Todd lifted the massive cock, dropped a little lower, and went to work sucking on the sub’s big balls.

    “How long have you had him?” the other domme asked.

    “Only a handful of months,” Brie replied.

    “I’m impressed. He’s quite dedicated to your pleasure,” she said.

    Brie ran her fingers down Todd’s back and gently grabbed his ass in a manner he found quite pleasing. “Yes, he is. I’m a lucky domme.”

    Todd licked and sucked the big balls in his mouth with greater vigor. He loved that Brie felt lucky to have him as her submissive and he didn’t want to disappoint her. He wanted to give her everything, to be the absolute best submissive possible.

    “Is he sucking your balls like a good sub slut?” the domme asked.

    “He is,” her submissive replied. “His mouth is quite talented, in fact.”

    It would have seemed insane to him six months ago, but the comment filled Todd with a sense of pride. He liked having a talented mouth if it benefited Brie. He liked that he was good enough to offer pleasure while sucking balls.

    “Are you ready to fuck her?” the domme asked.

    “I am,” her sub replied.

    “Would you mind if I took advantage of your sub’s tongue while you enjoyed my sub’s cock?” the domme asked Brie.

    “Not at all,” Brie replied as she stood up. “Feel free to use him as you desire.”

    Brie tugged on the sub’s leash and he walked away. Todd turned to see Brie heading towards an unoccupied couch and he would have continued to watch had the beautiful, leather-clad domme not grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his attention to her.

    “You don’t get to watch,” she said. “You can listen to your domme getting fucked by a cock that’s far more gifted than yours and you can do so while you’re eating my pussy.”

    She lifted her ass off the couch, slowly worked the leather skirt up around her legs, and presented her bare pussy.

    “Now crawl between my legs and put your tongue to use like a good boy,” she said.

    Todd did as he was told. Not for a moment did he consider disobeying her, despite his desire to watch Brie have sex with the well-hung submissive.

    “Mmmm,” the domme said as Todd’s tongue found her clit. He licked rhythmically, applying gentle pressure at an even pace. As he ate pussy, Todd heard the familiar sounds of Brie’s moans. The sub’s cock was in her pussy. It must have been. She was getting fucked. He felt an odd sense of jealousy, though not because someone was fucking her. It was because other people were probably watching and Todd couldn’t.

    “She’s on her back,” the domme said. “She has a tight grip on my sub’s leash. Her legs are spread. He’s between them. His cock is inside her. He’s fucking her with long, deep thrusts. It seems that she wants to start slow, likely so her pussy can get used to the size of his massive cock.”

    Todd groaned. He wished he could watch. He wished he could see Brie’s pussy lips open around the massive cock. He wished he could witness her pleasure, even if he wasn’t the one providing it.

    “He’s fucking her harder,” the domme narrated. “She’s just reached that point of bliss that he provides to almost everyone. Her pussy is used to his size now, and she wants it harder and faster. She wants him to pound her vigorously. She wants him to give her everything he’s got.”

    Todd heard the moans. He heard the sounds of flesh meeting flesh. The sub was fucking her hard enough that everyone in the room probably heard it.

    “Just like that. Keep eating my pussy just like that,” the domme said. “Make me cum while he makes your domme cum.”

    Todd did as instructed. He continued to worship the beautiful pussy in front of him. He pushed two fingers inside her to deepen the pleasure and she rewarded him with a wondrous, lusty moan. She put two hands on his head and pulled him closer, nearly smothering him with her cunt.

    Brie’s orgasmic scream reached Todd’s ears not long after. She was cumming on the massive cock Todd had serviced. He took a small amount of pleasure in the part he’d played in making Brie’s pussy wet, as she’d been very clear that his willingness to be a good submissive turned her on.

    The domme’s thighs trembled around Todd’s head. Her fingers entwined in his hair and she pulled hard enough for it to hurt. Her orgasm was approaching, filling Todd with a sense of joy. She came a few moments later. Her moans were low and lusty and he slowed his tongue’s movement and looked up to see a smile on the domme’s face.

    “Very well done,” she said. “You should be proud of your skill as a submissive.”

    “Thank you,” Todd replied.

    “Was he good for you?” the domme asked.

    Todd looked back to see Brie standing behind him with a smile on her face and the sub’s leash in her hand.

    “He was absolutely perfect,” she said. “Few men have fucked me with such skill. Thank you for letting me enjoy him.”

    “It was my pleasure,” the domme replied. “And your sub has a wonderful tongue that I used for an orgasm. Thank you for offering him.”

    “My pleasure,” Brie replied as she offered Todd her hand. He took it and she helped him to his feet and stepped closer to offer a surprising, soft kiss. “Now, I want to give you a much-deserved reward. Would you like that?”

    Todd nodded, though he knew that reward could take many forms.

    “Good. Follow me,” Brie said.

    Todd followed Brie out of the room and through the party as he wondered how she intended on rewarding him. Would he be allowed to orgasm? Would he get to fuck someone? Or, would Brie take a far kinkier route and reward Todd by letting him experience a new level of submissive bliss? Only time would tell.
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    “Isn’t that exquisite?” Brie asked as she paused to admire the sight of a male submissive being taken from behind by a man. His face was buried between the legs of his domme and she wore a giddy smile, presumably because her sub was busy eating pussy as a man took his ass.

    “It is,” Todd agreed. It wasn’t so much that he wanted to be bent over and fucked, but he could appreciate the beauty of the submissive offering himself for the pleasure of his domme. It was, after all, what Todd had spent most of his evening doing.

    “Look at how easily he takes the cock,” Brie said. “I’d guess that he’s had quite a lot of practice.”

    The sub took every inch of the long, thick cock in his ass with ease. The thrusts were hard and fast and there was no resistance. There was complete and total surrender to the notion that the sub’s body was nothing more than a vehicle for the pleasure of his domme.

    “He serves her so well,” Todd commented.

    Brie turned to him and smiled. “He’s very well-trained. Just like you.” She stepped closer and grabbed Todd’s ass. Her lips found his neck and she offered soft, sensual kisses before gently sucking on his flesh. In just a few short moments Todd felt the most delightful kind of pleasure rip through his body.

    “Does he want a turn?” the domme getting her pussy licked asked. “My sub will take any cock.”

    Brie turned to the beautiful domme, smiled, and said, “No, thank you. I’m sure my sub would enjoy having a tight hole to fuck, but he hasn’t earned that pleasure yet.” Brie looked up at him and added, “I’ll let you out of your cage before the night is over, but for now you’re still going to serve like a good submissive should. Do you understand?”

    “Of course,” Todd replied. “That’s my place. I’m yours to do with as you please.”

    Brie took his hand and pulled Todd away. She led him down a dark hallway and stopped in the doorway of a small, darkly-lit room where a lithe blonde girl in a collar was on her knees in front of two men.

    “Brie,” Erica, her dominant friend, said. “How wonderful to run into you again.”

    Todd looked closer and recognized Kelly, the girl he’d served cock with earlier, on her knees. She had her lips around one cock and her fingers around another. She switched from one to the next, sucking and stroking and offering pleasure to the two lucky men that stood in front of her, all while her domme watched from the comfort of a soft black leather couch.

    “I was hoping we’d find you,” Brie said. “I’d like to see our subs work together again.”

    “Kelly is more than willing to share if you’d like to put Todd to work,” Erica replied.

    Brie released Todd’s hand and took a seat next to Erica. The two dommes held hands as Brie pointed to the floor next to Kelly, signaling that she wanted Todd to get on his knees and join the beautiful blonde girl in servicing the men in front of her.

    Todd immediately sank to his knees and Kelly released the cock in her hand. He wrapped his fingers around it, leaned forward, and took the thick, throbbing head in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the spongy flesh and immediately heard the man moan.

    For a moment Todd let himself consider the notion that he was willingly sucking a complete stranger’s cock. He hadn’t been coerced to his knees. He’d simply been told what to do and he’d done so without hesitation. He’d wrapped his fingers around the cock. He’d wrapped his lips around it. He was sucking and stroking with vigor, all because he wanted to make Brie happy. That was it. He wanted to satisfy her desires as a domme, and that meant doing exactly as he was told.

    “I’m close,” the man in Kelly’s mouth said.

    Todd sucked and stroked harder. Kelly had clearly done the work of getting both guys close and he wanted to finish it off.

    “Cum in her mouth,” Erica instructed.

    “Cum in his mouth when you’re ready,” Brie added.

    Todd felt two strong hands on his head. The cock in his mouth started moving faster and pushing deeper. In the blink of an eye the blowjob had turned into a face fucking. He offered no resistance, though. It wasn’t his place to do so. Even when he gagged he didn’t try to pull away. He suppressed his gag reflex and welcomed the dick deeper into his throat.

    “Fucking whore,” the man in Todd’s mouth said. “You’re a fucking cock whore. Oh…fuck, take it you disgusting whore.”

    Todd heard the man in Kelly’s mouth moan. He was getting off. He was cumming on her tongue. He couldn’t see her, but he was certain the beautiful blonde submissive had her lips sealed tight around the cock in her mouth. She wasn’t going to disappoint her domme by letting even a single drop escape.

    “Get ready, cum whore. I’m gonna unload down your fucking throat,” the man in Todd’s mouth said.

    The cock filled Todd’s mouth entirely. His nose was buried in the other man’s pubic hair. His throat stretched out around it and he couldn’t breathe as he listened to the man grunt and groaned. He was cumming, but Todd couldn’t taste it. His mouth had been bypassed. The cum was sliding down his throat and into his stomach. He was nothing more than a cum dumpster in that moment.

    The guy pulled out and Todd gasped for air for a few moments before looking up and saying, “Thank you for cumming down my throat.”

    “You’re welcome,” the guy said before turning and walking away like he’d just used a piece of meat for his pleasure.

    “Kiss him,” Erica said. “Share the load you just earned with him.”

    Todd turned to see Kelly’s lips approaching his. She put a hand on the back of his head, pulled him close, and pushed her tongue into his mouth. Cum hit his taste buds and he groaned at the bitter taste and the pure, kinky delight of sharing a load with a beautiful girl.

    “Now swallow,” Erica said. “Both of you.”

    Todd swallowed the cum Kelly had shared with him and she did the same. A smile crossed her face as their eyes met.

    “Did you enjoy that, Kelly?” Erica asked.

    “I did,” she replied. “Thank you for letting me pleasure them.”

    “Would you both like to pleasure more men?” Brie asked. “Would you like it if we invited a group of men into our little room to play with you?”

    Todd and Kelly looked towards their dommes and nodded in unison.

    “I do enjoy whoring out a submissive,” Erica said. “Don’t you?”

    Brie smiled at Todd. “I do. I can’t wait to see you taking cock from both ends, Todd. You’ll do that, won’t you? You’ll suck dick as you get fucked in the ass, won’t you?”

    “I’ll do anything you desire,” Todd answered.

    Erica stood up, walked past Todd and Kelly, said, “I’ll be right back,” and left the room.

    Todd turned to Kelly and allowed his eyes to wander over her mostly naked body.

    “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Brie asked.

    Todd looked at his domme and nodded.

    “She’s not yours to enjoy, though,” Brie said. “You know that, right? You know you’re not worthy of such a beautiful girl.”

    “I know,” Todd replied. He desired Kelly, but her exquisite beauty and her status as another domme’s submissive made it unlikely he’d ever get to have her.

    “Do you desire him, Kelly?” Brie asked.

    “No, I do not,” Kelly answered.

    “But you’d let him fuck you if your domme demanded it, wouldn’t you?” Brie replied.

    Kelly nodded and for a moment Todd considered how pleasurable it would be to fuck her. Despite his submissive nature, he would have thoroughly enjoyed taking her from behind, just as he’d watched another man do earlier in the evening.

    “Just like Todd, you understand that your body is meant for the pleasure of your domme, that the deepest satisfaction you can experience comes from making Erica happy,” Brie said.

    Kelly’s eyes lit up. Todd knew how she felt, for he felt the same way. Brie had shown him that it was his purpose to serve, that life’s greatest pleasures came to him when he gave himself over to her desires.

    Erica returned with four naked men behind her. “Look what I found,” she said. “Can you believe these exquisite men were unoccupied?”

    Brie stood and approached the men Erica had brought with her. “Hardly,” she said while her fingers danced over a particularly impressive set of pectoral muscles. “Are you gentlemen eager to be occupied? Are you willing to use the two lovely subs you see waiting on their knees?”

    All four men smiled and nodded as Todd waited on his knees next to Kelly. He knew what was about to unfold. He was going to suck cock. He was probably going to get fucked. All four men were likely to cum and Todd’s cock was likely to remain in chastity throughout. If he was going to gain his release, it would only happen once Brie was completely satisfied.

    “Get to work, subs,” Erica said.

    “You heard her,” Brie added. “Use your talented mouth and hands, Todd. Service those beautiful cocks.”

    Todd crawled forward and reached up to wrap his fingers around the two flaccid cocks in front of him as Kelly did the same. He leaned closer and took one in his mouth. He swallowed every bit of the flaccid shaft and sucked slowly and sensually. He used his tongue skillfully and soon enough he’d gotten one man stiff. Todd moved to the other cock, sucking with the same vigor as he listened to Kelly do the same.

    “Look at them,” Erica said. “Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?”

    “I haven’t,” Brie replied. “Like you said, there’s nothing quite like whoring out a submissive, especially when they’re so well-trained. Neither of them even hesitated. They simply put their mouths to work. They’re dutiful whores, aren’t they?”

    Todd pulled back and the cock slipped from between his lips. He stroked both men and looked from one dick to the other, ensuring that they were both stiff and eager. He glanced over and saw that Kelly was sucking one man’s balls and Todd happily did the same. He sucked one set of testicles and moved to the other, showing the men that he was every bit the whore his domme suggested he was.

    “Eat their asses,” Brie said.

    The guys turned around and Todd spread the first pair of cheeks and pressed his face between them. He ran his tongue over the hairy asshole. He tasted sweat and something slightly acrid, but he didn’t care. He was doing as his domme desired and it thrilled him.

    Todd moved from one ass to the other and saw Kelly had her pretty face buried between a pair of hairy cheeks. He liked that he was joined in his submission by someone else, like they were a team willing to degrade themselves to whatever degree their dommes desired.

    “Would you like to fuck our whores, gentlemen?” Brie asked.

    “Absolutely,” one of the guys said. The other three offered their agreement as Todd ran his tongue back and forth over a stranger’s asshole, sinking ever deeper into his submission.

    “Why don’t two of you take a seat on that couch over there,” Erica said. “The other two can mount the whores from behind and fuck them as you see fit.”

    Todd and Kelly watched from their knees as two of the naked, well-hung gentlemen walked to the couch and sat. They spread their legs and beckoned for the submissives to come closer. Todd crawled towards the waiting cock and Kelly soon joined him. Before long they were both giving head once more. The sounds of cocksucking and beautiful moans of pleasure filled the room.

    Todd felt a cool liquid land against his asshole. A thick finger rubbed it around and he moaned while voraciously sucking the cock in his mouth. The finger was quickly replaced by a thick cock head. He man behind Todd applied pressure and gently slipped inside him. It hurt, but only a little.

    Kelly moaned and Todd felt the urge to look her way. He wanted to see the beautiful blonde being spit roasted, but it wasn’t an option. He had to keep serving the cocks inside him. He had to suck. He had to get fucked. He had to do as Brie desired, for all he wanted was to make her happy.

    “This is your place, Todd,” Brie said. “You’re nothing more than a toy for my pleasure. You’re mine to use as I see fit. If I want you to be a whore for two total strangers, you’ll do it. If I want you to spend the rest of your night sucking cock and getting fucked, you’ll do it. If I want you to swallow a dozen loads of cum, you’ll do it. You’re mine. I own you.”

    Brie’s words penetrated Todd’s psyche, sending him deeper into a place of the purest submissive bliss. The world fell away and all he felt was a desire to satisfy her, which meant making the men inside him feel good. The fact that he was getting fucked only meant that he was satisfying Brie, which was all that mattered. Todd was a submissive through and through.

    “Is my toy satisfying you?” Brie asked.

    “He is,” the man fucking Todd’s ass said. “He takes cock like a pro.”

    The stranger buried his cock deep in Todd’s asshole with every thrust. He felt the man’s pubic hair against his ass. He felt his balls slapping against him. He was indeed taking cock like a pro, like he’d been taking it for years.

    “And how about my toy?” Erica asked.

    “She’s perfect,” the man getting his dick sucked by Kelly said. “They’re both perfect. You’ve trained them well to be of service to their dommes.”

    “Why don’t you both fuck her,” Erica suggested. “Really stretch out her holes. Show her what it means to be a whore. Take your pleasure.”

    The sounds of sex ceased to Todd’s right and the couch shifted a little as Kelly climbed into the lap of the man that had been in her mouth.

    “That’s it,” Erica said. “Sit on his cock, darling. Take him inside your pussy. Let him feel your warmth and wetness. Let him feel your desire to be a good whore. Now take her ass.”

    “Todd, watch her,” Brie instructed.

    Todd looked up to see Kelly sitting on one man’s cock with another taking her ass from behind. They filled her holes and held steady as her body adjusted to an entirely new experienced.

    “How does it feel?” Erica asked.

    “Overwhelming,” Kelly answered.

    Erica laughed. “Good. Now use her. Fuck her. Take your pleasure. Fuck her holes hard until you’re satisfied.”

    The man in Todd’s ass pounded him as he watched Kelly take a double penetration. His eyes remained fixed on her face, which showed a mixture of pleasure and discomfort. He wondered if she was experiencing the joy and agony of being a submissive. Having two men inside her no doubt hurt, but she was offering her body for the pleasure of others, which would bring her great pleasure. Todd couldn’t help but feel a little jealous, though he knew a DP would likely cause significant pain if he tried it.

    “Fuck,” the man in Todd’s ass said. “I’m close.” He fucked him harder and Todd returned to the cock in his hand. He sucked it like a good whore, for he wanted to make both men cum. They deserved the pleasure that Brie wanted them to have, after all, and he was determined to offer it.

    Brie moaned like she too was on the verge of cumming and it filled Todd with joy. He was making his domme feel good. She’d whored him out because it turned her on and now she was in the midst of a quest for her sexual satisfaction.

    “Use him,” Brie said. “Use my property. Use my toy. Use my whore for your pleasure. Cum while you’re pounding his ass.”

    Kelly cried out as the double penetration continued. It sounded like they were fucking her harder as they too pursued their orgasms.

    The man in Todd’s ass buried his cock deep and climaxed. He dug his fingers into Todd’s hips and came hard, filling the condom he’d put on with a thick load. Todd tried his best to deepthroat the cock in his mouth as a sense of wild excitement came over him.

    After cumming, the man in Todd’s ass pulled out, leaving him gaping. He let the cock fall from his mouth, looked up, and said, “Will you fuck me?”

    Brie moaned like Todd had just flicked his tongue over her clit. She clearly liked that he was being the whore she wanted him to be.

    “Absolutely,” the stranger said. “Get on your knees on the couch.” He got up, put on a condom, and waited for Todd to move into place. Todd did as instructed and soon enough he had another cock in his ass. He looked over to see Kelly in the throes of a DP. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She moaned and groaned and it looked as though she’d transitioned to feeling something closer to pure pleasure.

    “Are you going to cum?” Erica asked.

    Kelly nodded.

    “What a good whore,” Erica said. “You may climax as they use your holes.”

    Todd grabbed the back of the couch as the man fucking him delivered hard, powerful thrusts. He pushed back against each. He wanted to be the best whore possible. He wanted to be the source of pleasure for him.

    Kelly screamed as she came. It was a noise of sexual joy unlike almost any Todd had ever heard. His chastised cock bounced with every thrust into his ass. He wished he could cum, but he wasn’t close. He wouldn’t climax until Brie let him out of his cage.

    “Harder,” Brie said. “Fuck him harder. Fuck him harder!”

    The man in Todd’s ass followed her instructions. He dug his fingers into Todd’s hips and delivered hard, deep thrusts. Todd pushed back each time, taking every inch of the big cock in his asshole. He offered his body for the pleasure of another man because his domme wanted it. He did it because he was a good submissive, because he’d been trained to do as his domme desired.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” the man fucking Todd said. He thrust his cock deep and held it there as his shaft pulsed, sending spurts of semen into the condom wrapped around it. Todd rested his head on the back of the couch and smiled.

    The man pulled out and Brie said, “Get on your knees on the floor. Right now.”

    Todd did as instructed and Brie sat in front of him. She spread her legs, presented her pussy, and said, “Eat me, whore.”

    Todd crawled forward and ate his domme’s pussy. He licked vigorously as the men fucking Kelly got louder. They were close. They must have been. She moaned for them.

    “You’ve been such a good whore tonight,” Brie said. “And I’ve learned just how much I enjoy watching you get fucked. I think I’m going to make that a regular thing. I think I’m going to make sure your ass gets taken quite often, subby. I hope you’re ready for that. I hope you’re ready to be fucked like a whore with great frequency.”

    Todd looked up at her and nodded as his tongue continued to dance over her clit. He would do anything for Brie. He would submit as she desired. He would offer his body to anyone she deemed worthy of having it.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” one of the men fucking Kelly said. The other soon joined him. They finished their DP by cumming hard. Todd glanced her way to see a deeply-satisfied smile on Kelly’s face. The men inside her pulled out and she sank to her knees on the floor as Erica sat in front of her.

    “Worship my pussy,” she said.

    Todd and Kelly worshiped their dommes together. They ate pussy as instructed and they did so without a hint of concern for their pleasure. The needs of their dommes were all that mattered.

    Brie came first. Her legs trembled and she gripped the soft leather of the couch with both hands as an orgasm washed over her body. She moaned in pure, wondrous delight and then looked down at Todd with a sweet smile on her face.

    “Come here,” she said. “Kiss me.” Todd crawled closer and his lips met hers. They shared a long, tender kiss as she caressed his face. “Would you like to cum?”

    “Yes,” Todd replied.

    Brie reached into her outfit and retrieved his chastity key from a hidden pocket before slipping it into the lock. She smiled and gently turned it. The lock popped open and Todd’s pulse raced as Brie slowly freed him from the cage that had confined his cock for the duration of the evening.

    They kissed as Brie stroked his cock. “You’re a beautiful submissive,” she whispered. “You’re far superior to my previous sub. I think I’m going to keep you for a long, long time.”

    “Thank you,” Todd said. “I’ll always be good for you, I promise.”

    Brie smiled. “I know you will, and I’ll always take care of you.”

    “He can fuck her if he wants,” Erica said. “He deserves a reward, after all.”

    Brie looked over at Kelly and Todd followed his domme’s gaze. The beautiful blonde submissive was busy eating pussy and helping Erica towards her orgasm.

    “Would you like to fuck her, Todd?” Brie asked. “Would you like to feel that perfect, tight, wet pussy of hers around your cock?”

    “Yes,” Todd said. He wasn’t sure if the dommes were teasing him or if it was actually possible he was about to fuck Kelly.

    “Go ahead,” Brie said. “Take her from behind. Use her pussy for your pleasure.”

    Todd rushed to move behind Kelly. He ran his fingers over her smooth, perfect ass and rubbed his cock over her pussy lips before slipping inside her. He groaned at the intense pleasure of being inside a woman once again.

    “Fuck her,” Erica said. “Use her for your pleasure. Use her just like those men used you, Todd.”

    Todd fucked Kelly from behind. He fucked her with wild abandon. Her pussy felt spectacularly good. He knew it was due to his pent up desire, but that didn’t matter in the moment. All that mattered was that he was fucking a beautiful girl from behind and her pussy felt perfect in every way.

    “Does his cock feel good?” Erica asked her submissive.

    “No,” Kelly replied. “He’s nowhere near as big as the other men that have had me.”

    Brie and Erica both chuckled, but Todd was undeterred. He was too close to his orgasm to care that Kelly didn’t enjoy his cock. He knew she was taking it because her domme wanted her to. Though he also knew she probably found some pleasure in being fucked by someone she didn’t particularly desire.

    “Tell him to cum inside you,” Erica said. “Look back at him and tell him to cum in your pussy.”

    Kelly looked back and Todd met her lusty gaze. “Cum inside me,” she said. “Cum in my pussy. Use it for your pleasure, Todd. Use my pussy and fill me with your cum.”

    She was convincing enough that Todd believed she wanted it. He fucked her harder and a few moments later groaned as he unleashed his load in her pussy. His body trembled from head to toe as he experienced and orgasm like few others he’d ever had.

    “Clean up your mess,” Brie instructed. “Then I’ll lock you up again and we can get back to playing. There’s so much more fun to have before our night is over.”

    Todd pulled out and sank down behind Kelly. He pushed his tongue into her pussy and fished for his load. He licked out what he could as a post-orgasmic sense of clarity came over him.

    There might have been a time when Todd would have panicked at the idea of further play at the party. He’d just climaxed, thereby sapping some of his desire. He wasn’t panicked, though. He was excited. He was a true submissive, and after a short while his desire would return and he would find great pleasure in doing whatever Brie desired. She’d shown him his place. She’d opened his eyes to the many joys of submission and he wasn’t going back to his former lifestyle. He would never go back. He was hers now.

    The End.

  
    Beg Her For it and She Might Let You Have It

    You watched her get ready. You watched her pull those sheer pink panties up her legs. You watched her prepare to seduce another man.

    “I’ll be back late,” she said before leaving. “I’m going to be a very naughty wife tonight.”

    She gave you a kiss on the cheek. You felt some of her pink lip gloss linger against your skin.

    She was out for hours. You knew what she was doing. She was flirting. She was enjoying a few drinks. She was picking out the man that would fuck her. She was being the hotwife you wanted her to be. She was making you the cuckold you wanted to be.

    She came home with a smile on her face. She sat on the couch. She pointed to the floor in front of her.

    “If you beg me for it, I’ll let you taste me,” she said.

    You looked at her perfect pussy through the panties. You knew someone else had been inside her. Your wife gets what she wants, and when she wants to get fucked, she gets fucked.

    “Please, let me taste you,” you said. “Let me taste your pussy. Let me taste the sex you had.”

    “Not good enough,” she said.

    You crawled closer. You pressed your nose against her panties. You took a deep breath. You smelled the sex she’d had with another man.

    “Please, let me show you what a good cuckold I can be. Let me show you that I know my place. Let me show you that I believe in your freedom to fuck whoever you want, whenever want.”

    “And why am I free?” she asked.

    “Because I can’t satisfy you like you deserve. Because my dick is too small. Because I cum too quickly.”

    Your wife smiled. “That’s true.” She stood up. “Come to the bedroom.”

    You followed behind her.

    She stripped and sat on your face. You could smell the sex. You could smell that another man had been deep inside your wife’s pussy.

    “Taste me. Worship me. Soothe my sore pussy with your tongue, cuckold,” she said.

    You did as you were told. You worshiped your wife’s pussy. You licked the cunt that had been fucked by another man. You showed her how much you craved her. You showed her that you could be a good boy for her.

    “That’s it, baby,” she said. Her moans were deeper. They were louder. You were making her feel good.

    “Make me cum. Make me cum while I think about his cock inside me. Make me cum while I think about how much better he was than you. Make me cum while I think about what a lucky hotwife I am.”

    You exist to make your wife happy, so you did as you were told. You made her cum. You licked her perfect pussy until she was trembling above your head. You tongue fucked her clit until she sat on your face and smothered you as a climax ripped through her.

    “Good boy,” she said.

    She climbed off of you and walked to the bathroom. She turned the shower on. There would be no orgasm for you. That’s not what a cuckold deserves.

  Beg Him to Fuck Your Wife
I want to hear the words, cuckold. I want to hear you beg him to fuck me. I want to hear you declare your desire to see another man’s cock in your wife. If you beg for it, he’ll do it. If you beg him, he’ll fill your wife’s cunt with his cock.Say it. Say “I want you to fuck my wife.” Say “My wife needs your cock inside her. Please give her what she needs.”
Good boy. What an obedient cuckold you’ve become. Do you understand why I need him? Do you understand that it’s because your cock is inadequate? Do you understand that it’s because you never quite fuck me the way I really need?
Of course you do. I’ve said it enough times now, haven’t I? I’ve told you how much better it is when he fucks me. I’ve explained that his dick is bigger and he uses it better. You know it all by now.
Does it turn you on to beg him to fuck me? Does it make your cuckold cock hard to ask another man to fill your wife’s pussy with his big cock? I hope it does, cuckold. I hope it makes your brain swim with lust. I hope it makes you hard.
Now I want you to watch. Watch him undress me. Watch me suck his cock. Watch him bend me over and fuck me like you’ve never been capable of doing.

    Begging for a Breeding

    Nash has his arm around Anika's waist as they wait for the elevator. Anthony stands a few feet away from them and to an outside observer it would look like he doesn't know the couple standing next to him. He does, though. He's married to Anika. He's madly in love with her, in fact. He's a cuckold, though, and tonight he's going to watch his wife and her bull have sex in the hotel room that Anthony paid for.

    The elevator doors open and Nash and Anika enter first. Anthony takes a moment to admire how good his wife looks in the pleated faux leather skirt and white tank top she wore to the bar where they spent the past two hours. He then steps into the elevator, hits the button for their floor, and urgently taps the close door button in hopes that no one else will join them on their ride.

    Anthony steps to the other side of the elevator car as his wife steps into Nash's arms and kisses his neck. Anthony has already watched his wife and her bull make out in the bar, but it's hotter when they kiss in the elevator. He knows it's because they're that much closer to fucking, to stripping each other naked and indulging in the desire that's built up over the week since they last saw each other.

    "Turn around, cuck," Nash demands. "Face the fucking wall."

    Nash likes to take control. He likes to boss Anthony around. He likes to humiliate him. He does it for his pleasure, but in the six months Anika’s been with her bull she's come to find it increasingly arousing when Nash humiliates Anthony.

    "You're so bad," she says playfully. "You know he likes to watch."

    "He's a fucking cuck," Nash replies before a loud smack fills the elevator. Anthony can't see, but he suspects his wife's bull has lifted her skirt and brought his hand down on her bottom. "He doesn't always get to do what he likes. If he could fuck his wife worth a damn maybe he would, but he can't so he has to do what I say."

    Anthony hears them kissing. He hears his wife moan. He's fairly certain he hears her being fingered, too. Then there's the sound of sucking and Anthony assumes that his wife is cleaning her pussy juices from her bull's finger.

    Nash likes when Anika acts in a submissive manner towards him. It's not a dom/sub relationship, but he is a take charge man in the bedroom and he expects that Anika will do as he desires, that she will put in effort to please him. Luckily, Anika has yearned for a man like that - Anthony is not that kind of man - and it always turns her on to act in whatever manner Nash craves. He's an imaginative man, so he tends to shift his desires for her behavior, keeping her on her toes and ensuring that boredom never even approaches their nights together.

    "Who does your pussy belong to?" Nash asks.

    "You. It belongs to you," Anika answers before moaning. The sound of fingering fills the elevator as the doors open. Anthony can only see the silver wall in front of him, but he catches a glimpse in the reflection of his wife and her bull leaving.

    "Come, cuck," Nash says.

    Anthony has an erection and it's created a bulge in his pants as he follows his wife and her bull out of the elevator. It's not the first time that's happened, though, and strangers have seen the bulge before. Anthony has long since stopped caring, especially when they book an out-of-town hotel like they've done tonight.

    Nash has his arm around Anika's waist once more, but this time his fingers move southwards and he pulls up the back of her skirt, showing off her ass with the delicate white thong running down the crack. Nash's sizable hand grasps her cheek and squeezes it hard. He does this often - Nash always demands that Anika wear skirts and dresses - and Anthony has always assumed that the bull is partly showing his dominance and partly getting off on the fact that a beautiful woman is more than willing to let him grab her ass in public.

    They enter the room and Anthony has to rush to make sure the door doesn't close in his face. He steps inside to find his wife pressed against the wall with Nash's lips sealed against hers. She's grabbing at his cock and he's fingering her pussy as their tongues entwine. She's moaning quite a bit and it seems that Nash is expertly driving her to the brink of arousal.

    He steps back and looks at Anthony. "Take her panties off, cuck. Hands behind your back. Teeth only. And don't you dare try and taste her pussy. You don't get to enjoy that unless I give you permission. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, sir," he replies.

    Nash smiles. He likes it when Anthony is deferential to him. He's been vocal that half the fun of being with a cuckold couple is getting to put the husband in his place through domination and humiliation.

    "Oh, and cuck, you'll be sucking my dick tonight," Nash adds.

    Anthony has sucked cock before. It's humiliating each and every time, though, and he always worries that doing so will irrevocably change the way Anika sees him, that it will impact their marriage in some hard-to-measure fashion. In his heart, though, Anthony knows that his marriage changed the day he asked Anika to cuckold him, that she saw him differently the moment he explained that he would be massively turned on if he could watch as someone better fucked her to far superior orgasms than the one Anthony can provide her.

    Anika is still leaning against the wall, though her chest and cheeks are flushed red and her nipples are rock hard. Anthony falls to his knees in front of her and she helpfully gathers her skirt and lifts it as he clasps his hands behind his back.

    With some effort, Anthony manages to remove her panties with his teeth. He pulls and pulls and pulls and eventually the white thong rests on the floor. He looks up to see his wife's shaved pussy - he shaved it earlier that day in the shower - and notes the puffiness of her labia and the way she's already opened up for her bull, her body displaying its desire for the man that will fuck her to multiple orgasms that night.

    "Should I let him taste you?" Nash asks from his seat at the foot of the bed.

    Anika looks down at her husband and ruffles his hair. "No," she says. "It's what he wants, and sometimes a cuck doesn't deserve what he wants." She laughs and Anthony is tempted to tell her how much he loves her. He holds his tongue, though, as it doesn't fit with the vibe of the evening.

    Nash holds out his hand and Anika walks towards him while Anthony remains on his knees with his hands clasped behind his back. He watches his wife sit across her bull's thigh. They kiss as Nash's hand slips under her tank top so he can grasp her breast in the thin lace bra she has on.

    "I want your cock," Anika says softly before kissing her bull's neck. "I want it inside me. I need it inside me."

    Nash smiles and looks towards Anthony. "Does she ever say that to you, cuck?"

    "No. Never."

    Nash laughs. "It's good to be a bull."

    His hand moves up Anika's back and he grabs a handful of her blonde hair. He pulls down and she winces while exposing her neck. Nash leans in and kisses her soft flesh, his tongue dancing over it. He clamps down and sucks hard, leaving a red mark behind. It will bruise a little. He's marked her, as he so often likes to do, and that mark will be on display tomorrow morning as you all leave the hotel.

    "I need to pee," she says.

    Anika stands and heads for the bathroom.

    "Follow her, cuck," Nash orders. "Clean her pussy when she's done. No toilet paper for her."

    Anthony crawls after his wife. He admires the leather ankle boots she paired with her skirt and notes how astoundingly sexy they are.

    Anika sits on the toilet as Anthony waits in the doorway. "Come and kiss them," she says while pointing to her boots.

    He crawls into the bathroom and bends over to kiss his wife's boots while she pisses. It's humiliating, but it's supposed to be.

    "This is what you were meant for, isn't it?" she asks as Anthony sits up. "This is what really turns you on. Letting another man boss you around. Letting him fuck me however he wants. Blowing him before he pounds me. Watching - or not watching, if he denies you - as he satisfies me. This is the kind of sex life you've always wanted, isn't it?"

    "Yes," Anthony admits.

    Anika stands and he leans forward and cleans the droplets of piss from her pussy. She puts a hand on the back of his head and says, "I didn't know it, but this is the kind of sex life I've always wanted, too, so thank you for sharing your fantasy with me, cuck."

    The taste of piss lingers on his tongue as Anika walks out of the bathroom. Anthony follows on his knees. He's not sure if he needs to continue crawling, but Nash didn't give him permission to get up so he doesn't want to take the chance.

    Anika is bent over the desk when Anthony crawls into the room. Her skirt is up around her waist and Nash is standing next to her and fingering her from behind. He runs his hand over her ass cheeks, caressing them while she moans and occasionally looks back at him to silently plead for his cock to take her pussy, to claim what's his.

    "Did you cum this week?" Nash asks.

    "No, of course, not," she replies

    He instructed her not to during their last meeting and though she wanted to cum, Anika was good for her bull.

    "I'm desperate," she says. "I need you inside me, Nash. I need you to fuck me, to take my pussy, to make it yours like you always do."

    He smiles. Anthony wonders what it must be like to fuck a woman with such skill that she displays such intense desperation for your dick. He's never had that experience. He's a cuck, though, and he always has been, even if he wasn't always in touch with his desire.

    "Come here, cuck," Nash says. "Take my dick out. Fluff me for your wife's needy cunt."

    Anthony crawls towards the bull. He unzips his pants. He reaches inside. He frees the thick cock that will soon fill his wife's pussy. Anthony used to hesitate when ordered to suck cock. He's used to it now, though, so he takes the dick in his mouth without hesitation.

    "Look at your cocksucking husband, Anika. Look at what a cock whore he's become. Look at how desperate he is to get me hard and wet for your cunt. Look at how fucking pathetic he is."

    Anthony moans around the dick in his mouth. That moment - when he expresses his pleasure - is the most humiliating of the evening. Far more so than licking droplets of piss from his wife's pussy or turning to face the wall in the elevator at Nash's command. He's turned on while sucking dick and that feels deeply humiliating, but it's supposed to.

    Nash spanks Anika's ass. He does so over and over, the sound of his big hand meeting her vulnerable, soft backside reverberating around the room. She stifles her cries of pain, but Anthony can hear them. It's not a brutal spanking - Nash isn't into that kind of play - but it borders between pain and pleasure and that enhances the thrill of it for both of them.

    "That's good, cuck," Nash says. "Now back up. Rest your head right next to her thigh and keep your mouth open."

    Anthony positions himself next to his wife and Nash slides into her pussy from behind. His thrust is hard and deep and fast and she cries out both in surprise and a touch of discomfort at her pussy being stretched to its limits so suddenly.

    He grabs her hips as she steadies herself against the desk. Nash fucks her hard and fast and one hand moves up her back and into her blonde hair, grabbing a fistful and pulling back for leverage.

    Then he pulls out and turns towards Anthony. "Suck it, cuck."

    Anthony takes the glistening cock in his mouth. He sucks his wife's juices off of it. His cock throbs as he humiliates himself. He's a cocksucker. He's a cuckold cocksucker that will do damn near anything his wife's bull commands.

    The cock pulls out of his mouth and slides back into Anika. Her moans resume. They fuck furiously. Anthony can see that his wife yearns to rub her clit, but she must ask permission to pursue her pleasure and she hasn't done so yet.

    Anthony cleans the cock half a dozen times as Nash fucks for a minute, pulls out, gets his dick sucked clean, and resumes fucking. There's an urgency and aggressiveness to the sex on this particular evening that has everyone in a higher state of arousal. Anthony can feel it coursing through his body as he always does when he fully surrenders to the joys of being a cuckold.

    "Cum," Nash instructs Anika.

    She plays with her clit while getting fucked from behind. She cums in less than ten seconds. Her screams fill the room. Her legs shake. Her pussy drips juices onto the carpet. Anthony watches knowing full well that his wife has never climaxed in that fashion with him, that surrendering herself to Nash arouses her to such a degree that she can have an orgasm that takes over her body, blinds her for a few moments, and leaves her completely spent.

    Nash pulls out and steps back. He gestures for Anthony to suck him clean and the cuckold does so. The blowjob is quick and Nash then strips naked and sits in the desk chair.

    "Strip her naked, cuck. You may use your hands."

    Anthony stands and removes his wife's clothing, leaving her lithe body naked and for the taking.

    "Strip him naked, Anika. Tease him a little. Take your time with it."

    Anika smiles at Anthony and kisses his neck as she unbuttons his shirt. She runs her hands up his stomach and pushes the shirt from his shoulders. It falls to the floor and her lips find his for a quick kiss. As much as he wants to touch her, his hands remain at his sides for he has not been given permission to touch her. She unbuttons his jeans and sinks to her knees. She helps him out of his shoes and socks and then lowers his pants. Anika looks up, smiles, and leans in to mouth his cock through his tight boxer briefs. She offers a series of kisses and the pressure she applies is remarkably pleasurable.

    Soon enough, he's naked. His cock springs free and stands rigid at attention. He is thoroughly aroused and though he wants his wife to take him in her mouth, she refrains from doing so.

    "Come to me," Nash says.

    Anika stands and walks to her bull. She sits in his lap and he cups one of her breasts as her lips near his. They share a deep kiss as Nash's strong hand moves over her body, touching and teasing her and eliciting soft moans into his mouth as their tongues entwine.

    His fingers enter her pussy and he asks, "Would you like me to cum inside you tonight?"

    A moment passes before Anika moans. She doesn't answer, though. Anthony feels a sense of panic. They agreed months ago that Nash didn't have to use condoms, but he pulls out because Anika is not on the pill.

    Nash rubs her clit with his thumb as three fingers push deep inside her. Anika kisses his neck and Anthony admires the beauty of their naked bodies in the desk chair.

    "Do you want me to cum deep in your womb, Anika?" the bull asks softly.

    She nods. It's subtle, but she nods. Anthony holds his breath as his stomach tightens. Is Anika saying what he thinks she's saying? Is she asking her bull to do that which only a husband is supposed to do?

    "I want to hear you say it," Nash instructs.

    Anika looks at him. She studies his face. She reaches up to caress it, her fingers moving slowly over his stubble. "I want you to cum deep in my womb," she says. "I want you...I want you to give me your seed."

    Anthony's legs tremble. He shouldn't be turned on by his wife's declaration. He is, though.

    "How long have you wanted it?" Nash asks.

    "Months," she answers.

    Nash stands with Anika in his arms, a simple display of his strength. He carries her to the bed and sets her down. His strokes his cock as she stares at it, her legs quivering with anticipatory desire.

    "Prepare her pussy, cuck," Nash says. "Show me that you want it too."

    Anthony stares at his wife and her bull. He looks down at his cock, which is raging with desire and has already dripped a fair amount of precum onto the carpet. He slowly moves towards the bed. He stares between his wife's thighs as Nash steps aside.

    "It's okay to want this," Anika says. "To want him to give me his seed. To want his seed to take hold inside me. I want it, Anthony. I've wanted it for a long time. I know you want it too. This is how it should be. This is the right thing. He's the bull. You're the cuck. If anyone is going to seed me, it's him."

    Anthony lowers his mouth to his wife's pussy and pushes his tongue inside her. She's already wet, of course, and his tongue is not needed. The purpose of preparing her is to show his submission, to show that he supports her desire for Nash to seed her womb.

    "He agrees," Anika says. "Though he's always known, I think, that this day would come. You owned my pussy from the moment you entered me. It was always yours to seed and that's more true than ever."

    Anthony is permitted to worship his wife's pussy for a few minutes and then pushed aside. Nash moves between her legs and slides into her. He fills her with a slow, deep thrust.

    The sex is slow and passionate. Nash has clearly decided that the first time he seeds her is going to be a lot closer to making love than fucking. He kisses her. He runs his fingers through her hair. He plays with her breasts, but in a gentle manner.

    "Tell me what you want," he says as he begins to speed up his thrusts.

    "I want you to cum inside me."

    Anthony watches from the floor at the foot of the bed. His wife's legs are spread. Her pussy is wet as Nash's cock stretches it with every thrust.

    "Tell me what you want," he repeats.

    "I want you to seed my womb. I want you to breed me, Nash. I want you to breed my pussy!"

    Anthony very nearly strokes himself without permission. He's more turned on by the prospect of another man impregnating his wife than he imagined. He clasps his hands behind his back to prevent unauthorized self-pleasure.

    "Nash, baby, please, breed me!" Anika cries out. "Please, give me your seed. Give me your baby!"

    Nash cums inside her. Guttural sounds emerge from his lungs as Anika wraps herself as tightly around him as she can manage while accepting his seed in her unprotected womb. It takes a moment for Anthony to realize that his wife is cumming, too. He was so focused on the cum being planted inside her that he hadn't seen her pussy spasming around the cock deep inside it.

    "That was incredible," she says. "That was...I don't think I've ever cum like that before."

    Nash lifts his head and kisses her. "It feels different when your body is receiving the thing it truly craves."

    They kiss again as Anthony watches from the foot of the bed. His marriage has just changed again. His life has changed. He will now be raising another man's baby. It might take a while for Nash's seed to take hold, but it will. Anika will be pregnant with another man's baby. Her bull's baby.

    Nothing will ever be the same, but that's not a bad thing.

  
    Begging to Clean

    “What the fuck are you waiting for?” she asks as you stare at the outline of her pussy lips in those panties. “His load is in there. It’s waiting for you, cuck. It’s waiting for you to lick up with that eager, slutty, cum-loving tongue of yours. So what the fuck are you waiting for?”

    You listened from outside the bedroom as he fucked your wife. You sat against the door as the sounds of her orgasmic pleasure filled your ears. Sometimes she lets you watch, but today she wanted to have him all to herself. Plus, sometimes she likes to deny her cuck the things he loves, and in this case that meant you didn’t get to watch.

    Now you’re in the bedroom. You’re on your knees at the foot of the bed. Her bull is in the shower. He’s done his part. He fucked your wife. He made her cum twice. He came inside her perfect, tight little cunt. He filled her with his load. He left a treat inside your beautiful wife. Now it’s your turn.

    Your wife’s voice carries a hint of dominance as she says, “Crawl to me, cuck.”

    You crawl into the bed and stare at the glorious space between her legs as you approach. You see a wet spot form in her panties. You know that he’s starting to leak out of her.

    “Take your place between my legs,” she demands.

    Your wife leans back against the pillows and you drop to your stomach between her legs. She smiles and exposes her big, perky breasts. She plays with her soft flesh as you stare while desire builds in your loins.

    “Are you a good cuck?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Are you certain you’re a good cuck?” she asks.

    “Yes, I’m certain. I’m a good cuck. I am,” you answer. You certainly want to be. You’ve always wanted to be. Nothing thrills you more than being a good cuck for your wife.

    “Then beg for it,” she says. “Beg to clean the mess he left inside me. Convince me to pull aside my panties and let you feast on my cunt.”

    You love when she’s in a mood like this. You love the way she talks to you when she’s just been fucked by her bull and she still has those waves of intense pleasure rushing through her body.

    You look up at your wife and say, “Please let me clean your cunt.” She smiles as the words leave your lips. You see the pleasure wash over her face. She loves it when you beg.

    “More,” she says.

    “Please let me clean your messy, cum-filled cunt. Please let me be a good cuck and clean the sloppy pussy that another man filled with his thick load,” you beg.

    You wife smiles and reaches down to pull aside her panties. You crawl forward. You place your lips against them. You push your tongue inside her. You feed on the thick cum dripping out of her.

    “That’s a good cuck,” she says before unleashing a long, low groan. “Clean my fucking cunt.”

    You push your tongue deeper inside her. You find more of his seed. You think of how exciting it was to listen. You picture him fucking your wife as his orgasm builds. You picture his cock sliding in and out of the pussy you’re eating right now. You picture him burying his shaft inside her and unloading. You picture him shooting his cum deep inside her.

    She grabs a handful of your hair and begins to move her hips. She’s fucking your face. She’s rubbing her clit over your flesh. She’s using you for her pleasure. She leaves a thin, slick residue of his cum and her pussy juices on your face. She does so gleefully. It turns her on to make a mess of her cuck.

    She cums hard as your tongue dives for more of his semen. You drink every drop you can find as her thighs tremble on either side of your head. It feels joyful to have made her cum. You embrace that pleasure.

    “On your back,” she says. You roll onto your back and your wife straddles your head. She sits on your face. “I’m going to feed you the rest of his cum. Open up.”

    You open your mouth and she sits down on it. Gravity does the work that your tongue couldn’t complete. It pulls the cum from the deepest parts of her pussy and it slides into your mouth. She feeds you her bull’s load. You drink it all like a good cuck.

    “Would you like to watch him fuck me?” she asks.

    You nod as cum continues to pour into your mouth.

    “You’ll have to fluff him,” she says. “You’ll have to earn the right to watch.”

    You nod again. You’ll do it. You don’t care. You want to watch him fuck your wife. You’ll fluff him if that’s what it takes.

    “You’re a good cuck,” she says.

    Yes you are.

  
    Begin a Regular Cum Feeding Practice

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    For the purposes of this idea, cum feeding is the act of you literally feeding your cuckold a load of semen from your pussy. It specifically involves you sitting on his face and letting the sperm seep out of your body and into his mouth.

    It’s obviously very similar to him cleaning a creampie, but this act feels more dominant. This is him submissively lying on his back while you straddle his face and feed him from your pussy. It will have a different mental impact on him, and you want that.

    You don’t even have to have a lover to do this. You can feed your cuckold his own loads if you haven’t begun sleeping with anyone yet. Verbal play during the cum feeding can be very helpful. Ask him if it tastes good. Tell him that he’s a good boy for eating semen out of your body. Tell him how much you love feeding him a yummy load.

    The Story:

    “Don’t you want to be a good boy for me?” your wife asked as she sat astride your stomach.

    Your naked, throbbing cock was pressed against her soft, warm ass cheeks. She’d promised you would have sex, but she wasn’t yet willing to take you inside her.

    “I do,” you answered. “But…this feels like too much.”

    Your wife smiled and leaned forward. She moved her hips back and her pussy lips brushed against your cock. You were so close to filling her. You were so close to being inside her. You were so close to the orgasm you craved.

    She kissed your neck and whispered, “But it’s what I want, my love. I want you to eat your cum. I want to feed it to you. I want you to open wide and let me feed you the thick load you’re going to leave inside me.”

    You were torn. Her words were astoundingly arousing. Your cock throbbed as she whispered. The idea of your wife feeding you a load of cum from her pussy was unquestionably thrilling, except you knew it wouldn’t be thrilling once you’d cum. You knew you’d probably hate it.

    She sat up and looked down at you. She rubbed her slippery pussy over your cock, teasing you mercilessly.

    “It’s not going to taste as bad as you think, my love,” your wife said. “I’ve swallowed your cum. I know it doesn’t taste terrible.”

    You weren’t sure if she was telling the truth or if she was simply saying what she felt like you needed to hear. Maybe it didn’t matter, though. After all, she did swallow your cum from time to time. She never complained about it.

    Your wife took you inside her pussy. She swallowed you with her perfect, warm, wet cunt. She took the full length of your average-sized cock with ease. Then she sat there. She didn’t move. She didn’t ride you. She didn’t let you fuck her.

    “You like that, don’t you?” she asked. “You like how perfect my cunt feels, don’t you? You like how warm and wet it is, don’t you?”

    You nodded. Of course you liked it. You loved it. It was your favorite thing in the world.

    “Well, if you want to feel my perfect cunt ever again you’ll agree to my terms,” your wife said. The look on her face was stern and serious. “I’m going to feed you your cum, my love. It’s happening or you’re not fucking me ever again.”

    From your wife, that threat made more sense than it would in most marriages. She’d already been cuckolding you. She had other men to fuck her. She had other men to satisfy her needs. She didn’t need your cock. She granted you the pleasure of her pussy because she knew how much you enjoyed it. It wouldn’t change her life much to deny you her pussy, though.

    “Okay,” you said. You had to relent. You knew she’d carry through on her threat, and eating your cum was a far better sentence than being denied your wife’s pussy for the rest of your marriage.

    She leaned forward and kissed you. As her tongue invaded your mouth, her pussy began to bounce on your cock. She milked you expertly. Instantly you ascended to a place of pure, overwhelming pleasure. You’d never felt something so delightful.

    “Your pussy is perfect,” you said while your wife continued to work you with her tight cunt.

    “I know,” she whispered before kissing you once more.

    As much as you dreaded actually being fed your cum from her cunt, you couldn’t help but think about it as you fucked her. The closer you got to your climax, the more arousing it seemed. You knew that arousal would disappear the second you came, but you couldn’t help it.

    “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” your wife asked. “You’re thinking about being fed your load. You’re thinking about me sitting on your face and making you eat your cum from my perfect cunt, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” you admitted.

    “It turns you on, doesn’t it? You like the idea of being a cum slut for me, don’t you? You like the idea of being fed sticky, salty, yummy cum loads from your wife’s cunt, don’t you?”

    “Fuck…yes!” you said as you climaxed inside her.

    It was an orgasm fueled by your kinky desires. It was fueled by the notion that your wife was going to sit on your face and make you eat your cum.

    She wasted no time. The moment you were done your wife climbed off your cock and sat on your face. Cum flowed from her cunt and into your mouth.

    “Eat it, slut,” your wife said. Her harsh words delighted you, even in your post-orgasmic state. “Eat your cum like a good boy.”

    Thick, salty cum flowed onto your tongue. It slid down your throat. You ate your load. You consumed your seed. You let your wife feed you. You didn’t have a choice.

    “That’s it,” she said as her fingers moved through your hair. “Swallow your cum. Swallow it all.”

    You did as you were told. You did it like a good boy. You offered your submission to her. You did as your wife desired.

    She didn’t move. She didn’t ride your face. She simply let your cum flow out of her cunt and into your mouth. She fed you, quite literally.

    Despite your lack of desire, a wonderfully submissive sensation moved through you. You looked up at your wife. You saw the confidence in her eyes. You saw her lust at her overwhelming sense of control and power. You saw how good she felt.

    When she was finished feeding you, your wife rode your face to an orgasm. Your cock hadn’t made her climax, but your tongue skillfully offered her the pleasure she needed.

    Afterwards, she moved to her back in your bed and you cuddled up next to her. “I love you,” you whispered.

    “I love you too,” she said, “and I’ll be feeding you every one of your loads from now on. You’re going to clean up your messes like a cuckold should.”

    
      

    

    Your wife was true to her word. She fed you every load you released, including those via masturbation. She made you into her cum eating cuckold husband. She made you consume so much semen that you came to crave it.

    Sexual release became about eating your cum just as much as it was about achieving that overwhelming sense of pleasure. Your wife trained you to accept your place as a cum-devouring cuck and she did it with ease.

    Of course, she did so with a plan in mind. She did so to wear you down. She did so because she wanted you to eat her bull’s cum as well and it wasn’t much of a leap from eating your loads to eating his.

    You’d previously fought the idea. You’d never been interested in that particular part of the cuckold fantasy. You never found it arousing in porn and you never relished the idea of doing it with your wife’s bull. She wanted to change that. She wanted to deepen her control. She wanted to deepen your submission.

    That’s how you ended up in bed with your wife and her bull. She’s between the two of you. He’s on your side of the bed and you’re on hers.

    She kisses you and says, “Are you excited to watch my bull fuck me?”

    You nod and run your fingers over your wife’s naked body. She gently removes your hand and says, “I’m not yours tonight, cucky. I’m his. You need permission to touch me. Please keep your hands to yourself.”

    You let your hand fall to the bed. You watch as your wife turns to her bull and kisses him. You watch as his hands move over her body. You watch as he does exactly what you want to do. It makes your cock throb that you’re denied that pleasure.

    You watch as your wife kisses her way down her bull’s body and takes his cock into her mouth. You watch her give him a blowjob. You watch her offer a pleasure that has since been denied to you as well. It’s been months since you enjoyed her mouth.

    Your wife’s bull moans as she blows him. You know exactly how good he’s feeling. You know how talented her mouth is. You know she’s a gifted cocksucker and that she’s only gotten better since he entered her life. She’s driven to please him just like you’re driven to please her.

    Your wife looks up at you as his cock slips out of her mouth. She strokes his wet shaft and smiles at you. “Are you hungry, cuckold?” she asks.

    At first, you’re not sure what she’s asking. She licks the head of his cock and continues to stroke him. She looks at you with a lusty twinkle in her eye. You know what she’s referring to. You know she intends on feeding you. You know she intends on feeding you his cum.

    You shake your head. No, you’re not hungry. Not for his cum, at least.

    Your wife swallows her bull’s cock once more. She moans as he slides into her throat. She plays with his balls. She strokes him lustily.

    “If you’re not hungry, you’ll have to leave,” she says.

    She’s giving you a choice. You can eat her bull’s cum or you can leave. You don’t want to leave, though. You want to stay and watch. You want to witness your wife’s pleasure as she enjoys her bull’s big cock. You want to witness her fucking another man.

    “I’m hungry,” you say. You’re nervous, but the reward of witnessing your cuckolding far surpasses your fear at having to eat his load.

    “Play with your little cock, cuckold,” your wife demands as she straddles her bull and sits on his bare cock. He slides into her with ease. Her eyes close and she moans. “He feels so much better than you,” she says.

    You stroke your cock just like she told you to. You watch your wife bounce on his big dick. You watch her fuck herself with another man’s erection. You watch her pursue the pleasure she craves.

    Her eyes open and she looks down at her bull. “Your cock is perfect,” she says before leaning down and kissing him. They make out while she rides him.

    She cums hard in just a few minutes. She doesn’t stop, though. She keeps riding him. She has another orgasm. You watch it all. You see the look of pleasure on her face. You see her pure joy at getting stuffed with another man’s dick. You see how much she enjoys having him deep inside her.

    After her second orgasm, your wife whispers to him. “Cum inside me,” she says. “My cuckold cum slut is hungry.”

    Your cock throbs as she says it. Once again you’re turned on at the idea of eating cum. The hornier you get, the better it sounds. Part of you is still disgusted, but you can’t help it. Your wife has trained you to be a cum slut. She’s trained you to devour semen. She’s fed you dozens of loads. What difference will one more make?

    “He needs to eat. My little dicked cucky boy needs to eat a real man’s load. He’s had lots of his own cum, but he needs yours now,” your wife says as she rides her bull faster. She’s milking his cock just like she’s milked yours so many times.

    Her bull groans and cums inside her. He unleashes his seed as a joyful smile crosses your wife’s face. She looks at you and says, “It’s time to eat, cum slut.”

    For a moment you consider sliding off the bed and running away. You could do it. You’re not tied down. You don’t, though. You can’t. You won’t risk disappointing her.

    Your wife climbs off her lover’s cock and sits on your face. His cum immediately flows into your mouth. “Eat it, cum slut,” she demands.

    You taste his load. It’s different than yours. His cum is thicker. It’s saltier, too. There’s something about it that tastes surprisingly good, though. You expected it to be genuinely unpleasant and it’s not.

    His load is much bigger than yours. So much more cum than you’ve ever eaten flows out of your wife’s pussy. You have to swallow over and over as you’re being fed another man’s load.

    “You like eating a superior man’s load, don’t you cucky?” your wife asks. She knows you can’t answer her. You’re too busy being fed her bull’s semen. She just wants to humiliate you. “Eat it all up, cum slut. Swallow it down. Take his load inside you. Let it slide down your throat and into your stomach. Let his seed fill you.”

    The imagery your wife conjures with her dirty words makes your cock throb. It makes you want to reach down, jerk off, and cum. You don’t, though. You concentrate on finishing your job.

    By the time your wife climbs off your face, you feel as though you’ve eaten an astonishing volume of cum. You can still taste him on your tongue. You can feel him in your throat. You know a thick load of his seed is in your stomach.

    “Thank you,” you say to your wife. It feels like the right thing to say. After all, your cock is still rock hard. You’re not sure you’ve ever been so aroused. She was right to train you to be her cum eating cuckold. She was right to make you devour your semen for so long. She was right to make you eat her bull’s cum.

    “My pleasure, cum slut,” she says. “We’re just getting started, too. You’re going to be eating his cum and your cum from now on.”

    You can’t wait.

  
    Behaving Badly at the Company Christmas Party

    To everyone else in the office, Emma was the uptight girl that wore pants and a buttoned up cardigan to work every day. She was the girl that would report a violation to HR, not the girl that would come even remotely close to committing a violation. Her presence in the break room usually quieted conversations as her coworkers worried that they’d step over a line and end up getting reprimanded.

    Emma was the kind of girl that stayed in her office during the annual company Christmas party. She’d stay at her desk, diligently working through spreadsheets and put in a few extra hours. Every year a few people would poke their head in and ask if she was going to join the party, but for the most part people were happy to be able to enjoy themselves without worrying about the office snitch watching over them.

    This year would be different, though. This year, a very particular person at the company took an interest in Emma. His name was Brad. He’d been hired onto the sales team in early March. He’d quickly set himself apart, earning impressive commissions and helping the company surpass its revenue goals.

    Brad was an exceptionally handsome man, so when he knocked on Emma’s door and popped his head into her office she didn’t offer her typical uninterested attitude.

    “Hey there Emma,” Brad said as he slipped her office. He was carrying a drink in each hand. “I’ve been told you don’t usually participate in the company party and I took it upon myself to convince you to cut loose a little.” He flashed the charming smile that helped him close so many deals. “I guess it’s the salesman in me. I can’t resist a challenge.”

    Emma was disappointed in her inability to resist Brad’s charms. She actually felt her heart flutter a little when he smiled at her and she was flattered at the notion that he wanted her to join the party.

    “I appreciate that, Brad,” Emma began, “but parties aren’t really my thing. I just end up feeling awkward because I’m not all that good at conversation. Even when I try it seems that I either bore or annoy people.”

    “That can’t possibly be true,” Brad said. “I mean it. It can’t be true. You seem a little shy, but there’s something magnetic about you, Emma. There really is. I can’t keep my eyes off of you whenever you walk around the office. I really can’t.”

    Emma cursed herself for blushing. It made it impossible to hide the fact that she was flattered by Brad’s obvious, overt flirtation.

    “I get it, though. Parties can be awkward, especially if you’re not great at making conversation.” He flashed that smile again. “There’s a solution to that, though. A time-honored, almost perfect solution.”

    He’d captured Emma’s curiosity. She had to ask. “What’s the solution?”

    Brad offered one of the glasses in his hand. “Alcohol, of course.” He held eye contact with Emma and flashed his smile again.

    Emma reached out and took the glass. She brought it to her nose and inhaled. It smelled of cinnamon and a hard-to-define kind of sweetness.

    “What is it?” Emma asked.

    “Eggnog,” Brad replied, “but not just any kind of eggnog. This is my special recipe and I promise that if you take a sip you’ll agree that it’s the best eggnog you’ve ever tasted in your life.”

    Brad sat on the edge of Emma’s desk as she contemplated sipping the drink. She rarely drank anything other than wine, and that was almost always on a dinner date or cuddled up on the couch with her husband Jacob.

    Again Emma surprised herself by lifting the glass to her lips and taking a sip. “That’s delicious,” she said.

    A victorious smile crossed Brad’s face before he took a sip of his.

    “I’ve been perfecting the recipe for the past ten years,” he said. “Every year I tinker with it just a little. I’m a bit of a perfectionist, I guess.”

    Emma took another sip as she smiled. Being one herself, she always liked perfectionists.

    Feeling bold, Emma lifted her glass and said, “A toast to all the perfectionists out there.”

    Their glasses clinked lightly and they both took a sip. When Emma looked down she was surprised to see she’d already put back half the glass. She could already feel the beginnings of a buzz.

    “How much alcohol is in this?” she asked.

    Brad smiled and leaned closer. “That’s what makes this the best eggnog you’ve ever had. It’s crazy strong, but you can’t even taste the alcohol.”

    “No, I can’t,” Emma said as she smiled. She could already feel the sense of giddiness that always accompanied a boozy buzz for her. She took another sip.

    “You’re quite the salesman, Brad. You convinced me to do something I haven’t done in the five years I’ve been at this company. This is the very first drink I’ve had at the Christmas party.”

    Brad stood up and flashed that charming smile. Emma felt her heart melt a little. It was followed by a brief pang of guilt. Her husband was at home and here she was feeling attracted to one of her coworkers.

    “That’s just the first part of my pitch,” Brad said as he offered his hand. “I also think you’d enjoy it if you took my hand and let me lead you out to the party. Believe it or not, people are having fun out there.”

    Emma could hear the Christmas music playing and the faint sounds of conversation and laughter made their way through the thick glass of her office windows.

    “Besides, there’s no way to get a refill on your drink unless you go out there,” Brad added.

    Emma took Brad’s hand and stood up. She was a little unsteady on her feet and Brad deftly put his arm around her waist until Emma found her balance.

    “Are you good?” he asked.

    Emma looked into his piercing blue eyes and smiled. “I’m great,” she said.

    “Are you ready to take the plunge, Emma? Are you ready to join the company Christmas party?” he asked.

    Emma nodded and they made their way towards her office door. Brad opened it and the din of the party washed over her. A few people looked her way, but most of Emma’s coworkers continued dancing and drinking. She smiled. They really did look like they were having fun.

    “Do you want to dance?” Brad asked.

    There was an upbeat song playing and Emma could feel it in her hips. Yes, she wanted to dance. She answered Brad by moving amongst her coworkers and getting right into the flow of the music. She was dancing at the company party. She was having fun.

    “You go Emma!” one of her coworkers called out.

    Several others cheered as she closed her eyes and embraced the fun. She wondered why she hadn’t done it sooner. Brad moved behind Emma and they danced together. He must have put his drink down somewhere because both his hands grasped her hips at one point. He pulled her closer. Emma’s eyes went wide as she felt his crotch press against her ass. She looked around but no one else seemed to notice. It was too crowded in the space they’d cleared out for dancing for anyone to be studying Emma’s movements.

    What surprised Emma most of all was that she did nothing to stop it. She didn’t try and pull away. She didn’t try and pull Brad’s hands from her hips. Instead, she threw back the rest of the eggnog in the glass and continued to dance. She let the music move through her. She let Brad guide her hips. She let him grind his crotch into her ass.

    When Emma felt Brad’s erection pressing into her ass she still didn’t stop it. For a brief moment her husband passed through her mind. She imagined Jacob sitting on the couch with takeout in front of him and a movie on the TV. He knew she always stayed until the end of the party even if she didn’t participate.

    Just as quickly the thought of Jacob disappeared. It was replaced by a pure, beautiful kind of arousal. It was replaced by the absolute joy of finally cutting loose after so many years of denying any desire to yield to the small part of her wanted to get wild.

    When the song ended Brad released Emma’s hips and she spun around to offer him a smile. She resisted the urge to look between his legs to see the erection that had been pressing into her ass for the past few minutes.

    “How about another eggnog?” Brad suggested.

    Emma nodded as a slow song came on. The company Christmas party was open to significant others, so dozens of people paired off and danced together. Emma felt a mild pang of desire to be dancing like that. She wasn’t quite inebriated enough to think that dancing with Brad was a good idea, though. That would surely raise eyebrows among her coworkers.

    Brad led her to the food and drinks table and deftly poured them both another glass of his eggnog. They clinked their glasses once more and each took big gulps before turning to the dance floor and admiring the couples indulging in their romantic desires.

    Emma rested her hand on the table and Brad’s soon came to rest on top of it. “Would you dance with me, Emma?” he asked.

    “I can’t,” Emma replied. “I’m married. People would talk. It wouldn’t look good.”

    Despite the rejection, Brad flashed his smile. Emma felt herself melt a little. If he asked again she wasn’t sure she’d have the power to say no.

    “What if we were alone?” he asked. “Would you dance with me then?”

    Emma nodded without thinking about it. Her body seemed to be a little ahead of her brain. It must have been the eggnog.

    “Meet me in the break room,” Brad said as he drank the rest of his eggnog, put the cup on the table, and walked away.

    Emma’s heart pounded as she considered the insanity of what she was about to do. She threw back the rest of her eggnog and walked towards the break room. Brad was right, they’d be alone in there. The blinds were already shut so no one would see.

    As she walked over, Emma reasoned that Jacob wouldn’t be mad that she shared a little dance with a coworker. It’s not like it was cheating on him to dance, and if it was then she’d already done it once so there seemed to be little harm in doing it again.

    The break room was mostly dark as Emma stepped through the door. She closed it most of the way and said, “Brad?”

    “I’m here,” he said as he stepped into a sliver of light streaming in through the blinds.

    Emma tried to ignore the fact that she felt an incredible sense of arousal as she walked towards Brad. She tried to ignore the fact that she knew she shouldn’t be stepping into his arms and dancing with him.

    Brad pulled her body against his and they slow danced. He led the way and Emma gladly gave herself over to following. It felt remarkably good.

    As they danced, Brad’s hands moved over Emma’s lower back. He let his fingers brush over the top of her ass a few times, but he never got fresh. Emma kept hoping he would just grab her ass and kept chiding herself for even having desires that bordered so closely on infidelity.

    By the time the song ended, Emma felt an undeniable dampness between her legs. She was a little disappointed when Brad stepped back and moved towards the door. She figured he would let himself out and she would follow a few minutes later now that their moment had ended.

    Instead, Brad shut the door and locked it before turning back to Emma. He closed the distance between them in two longs steps, took her head in his hands and pulled her lips to his for a slow, sensual kiss.

    Emma gave herself over to it. She didn’t think about it. She just did what her body wanted. She welcomed Brad’s kiss. She welcomed his tongue into her mouth. She welcomed the feeling of his erection against her stomach.

    Emma felt dazed in the best way possible after the kiss. She felt a kind of need she couldn’t quite explain, so again she let her body dictate her actions.

    That meant reaching between Brad’s legs and unzipping his pants. It meant pulling out his cock and stroking it. It meant making it perfectly clear that she wanted to fuck her coworker.

    “Are you sure about this?” Brad asked.

    Emma replied by kissing him as she played with his cock. She moaned into his mouth. She sucked on his tongue when he offered it. She’d never been so sure about anything.

    Brad unbuttoned her cardigan and tossed it aside. Emma stepped out of her heels and Brad unbuttoned her pants and pulled them down.

    He picked Emma up and led her to the break room couch. He peeled off her panties and quickly undid his belt and stripped out of his pants.

    Emma spread her legs as she watched Brad get naked. She’d never been so overcome with desire. Her husband never entered her mind. All she could think about was having Brad inside her. She didn’t even think about using a condom. She just needed to get fucked.

    Brad moved between Emma’s legs and she grasped his cock. She stroked him. She rubbed the head of his surprisingly thick cock over her pussy lips and soaked it in her juices. She placed him inside her and wrapped her arms around Brad.

    “Fuck me,” Emma whispered.

    Brad pushed his cock into her wet pussy. Emma moaned as her legs wrapped around him. She wasn’t used to such a big dick.

    “Slow, slow,” Emma said as Brad tried to push deeper inside her. “You’re so big. You have to go slowly.”

    Brad kissed Emma and played with her breasts as he worked his big cock into her pussy. She returned the kiss with fervent desire and reveled in the intense, nearly overwhelming pleasure of having something so big inside her.

    “Oh my God, Brad, you’re so fucking big,” she said as he bottomed out inside her.

    “Are you going to be okay?” he asked. There was genuine concern in his voice. Emma found it touching.

    “I’m going to be so much better than okay,” Emma said. She’d completely given herself over to her wilder desires. She had another man’s cock inside her. She was cheating on her husband. If she was going to do it, she was going to do it right. She was going to have a great orgasm. “Now fuck me.”

    Brad did just that. His cock plunged in and out of her wet pussy. The sounds of wet sex and lusty moans filled the break room. The couch squeaked a little with every thrust. Emma couldn’t help but get a little bit louder as she approached her orgasm.

    “Brad, fuck, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” she said as an orgasm ripped through her body in such a strong fashion that it caught her off guard. Emma was genuinely breathless for a few moments as someone besides her husband made her cum for the first time since their first date.

    Brad waited until Emma’s orgasm relented and then moved to pull out. She quickly wrapped her legs around him and grabbed his ass. “No,” she said.

    “Are you sure? I’m not wearing a condom,” he replied.

    Emma kissed him and moved her hips. She fucked herself with his cock. “It’s okay,” she said. “You can cum inside me. I’m on the pill.”

    Brad smiled and resumed fucking Emma. He delivered deeper, harder thrusts as he pursued his orgasm. Emma lost herself in the surprising pleasure of being pounded so hard by such a big cock. It didn’t take long to get to a place where another orgasm felt imminent.

    It felt as though their bodies had melded together on the break room couch. It felt as though Brad had tapped into some part of her that Jacob had never reached. Two orgasms in just a few minutes was not something Emma was used to.

    When Brad unleashed a groan that signaled his impending orgasm, Emma felt a sense of genuine joy. She was happy that this handsome, charming man was going to cum inside her. Giddy, even.

    “Cum inside me,” she said between sensual moans. “Cum inside me, Brad.”

    Brad pounded her harder and Emma let a second orgasm wash over her. She wrapped her arms and legs tightly around Brad’s beautiful body and he pushed his big cock deep into her pussy and unleashed his seed. It was the final part of her act of wild infidelity. Knowing he was unloading inside her only made Emma’s orgasm better.

    Brad stayed inside her for a few minutes as they kissed. Emma relished the feeling of his thickness stretching out her pussy even as he slowly went soft.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “It really was,” Brad replied.

    Emma kissed him and he returned her fervent desire.

    “I’m glad you sold me on attending the party,” Emma said.

    Brad smiled before saying, “Not as glad as I am.”

    He pulled out and offered a handful of napkins to Emma to clean up the mess leaking out of her. A few minutes later they were dressed and ready to re-enter the party.

    Emma thought of her husband. She decided he didn’t need to know. It was a onetime thing. She wouldn’t fuck Brad again, at least until next year’s Christmas party.

  
    Being Hot Makes Halloween so Much More Exciting

    
      Stacy's never really been the hot girl, but after a year of working out and eating well, she's ready to debut her hot body at Halloween, choosing a tight catsuit as her costume. Her boyfriend loves the new look, but so do a lot of other people at the party and it turns out that Stacy kind of loves all the attention.
    

    ---

    Stacy nearly toppled over as she climbed the wooden stairs up to her friend's porch. Ryan slipped his arm under hers and helped Stacy keep her balance before she shot upright, took a deep breath, and tried to wash away the nerves that had suddenly gripped her.

    "You okay, babe?" he asked.

    She smiled at him - and his over the top pirate costume that looked utterly perfect - and nodded.

    "You sure?"

    "Just a little nervous," she said.

    "About the costume?"

    It was sweet that he remembered her misgivings about dressing in the skintight Catwoman costume. It was, after all, a massive departure for Stacy, who usually wore a costume that was some sort of clever joke and that managed to largely hide her body. The past year, though, she'd gotten into great shape through endless workouts and a much stricter diet and she wanted to show it off, hence the revealing, low cut costume that fit like a second skin and showed off her breasts.

    "You look insanely hot," Ryan reaffirmed. "I mean, I'm sure you know that, but you look insanely hot and I feel like the luckiest guy in the world to be on your arm tonight."

    She laughed and swatted him playfully. "You'll be getting lucky tonight," Stacy said. "Don't worry about that. First, though, let's go have some fun."

    Ryan took her hand and they stepped into the purple and orange light of their friend's house for what Stacy hoped would be the debut of an entirely new version of herself.

    ---

    "Holy shit."

    "Who's that?"

    "Is that Stacy? She looks amazing."

    "What a slut."

    "Oh, fuck, I'd love to go home with her."

    Ryan heard all that and more as he and Stacy walked through the party. Despite the somewhat dark lighting it seemed that very few people failed to get a look at Stacy. Based on an informal survey on their journey through the house – which was laden with frightening Halloween decorations – Ryan was certain that Stacy looked hotter than anyone else at the party. He'd always known she was beautiful, but it was different being with the girl that literally everyone was staring at. Ryan was well aware that most of the guys would have fucked Stacy if given the choice and he felt both thrilled and more than a little insecure at the idea that she was with him, that she'd be going home with him, that he'd be the one to fuck her in that catsuit.

    Halfway to through the house, Stacy was pulled aside by a group of her friends, all of whom fawned over her, saying again and again how hot she looked. Ryan promised he'd get his girlfriend a drink and slipped away to find the refreshments.

    It was dark even in the kitchen, but Ryan grabbed two cups and filled them from a bowl labeled 'Halloween punch.' He took a sip and sweet flavors danced on his tongue, mixing with what he was fairly certain was vodka. He made a mental note to caution Stacy against drinking the cocktail too quickly as it was probably a lot stronger than it tasted.

    He set about to find his girlfriend, going back to the room where her friends had pulled her aside. Stacy was nowhere to be found, though, so he ventured onwards, eventually coming across her in a room bathed in dark purple light. She was talking with a tall, handsome-looking man in what looked like a Zorro costume. For a moment Ryan smiled at the classic nature of his outfit, but then it became obvious that the guy was flirting with Stacy and flirting hard. He kept leaning closer and whatever he was saying seemed to thrill her as her body language indicated a certain level of interest, which was the exact opposite of what Ryan wanted to see.

    Stacy looked his way as he approached with the drinks in his hand and quickly brushed her hair behind her ears.

    "Dave, this is my boyfriend, Ryan," she said as Ryan passed her the cup. Stacy took a big sip and he noted that nearly half the punch was gone when she'd finished.

    "Ryan, good to meet you," Dave said as he extended his hand.

    Ryan shook it and felt a touch of pain as Dave squeezed his hand with what seemed to be every bit of strength he could muster. It was the sort of move that men sometimes pulled when they were trying to assert their dominance, like they were two gorillas in the jungle competing for the affection of an available female.

    "I like your costume," Ryan noted before sipping his drink. "A classic is always a good choice."

    Dave stepped back and swept his cape to the side in an impressive flourish and then looked at Stacy and said, "I'm an excellent swordsman, too."

    He wasn't being the slightest bit subtle, but Stacy seemed delighted as she offered a flirty smile before taking Ryan's hand in hers.

    Dave bowed with another flourish and said, "I shall leave you two to your drinks."

    He turned and walked away as Ryan glanced at his girlfriend's cleavage in the catsuit. He looked up to find her staring at him with a smile on her face.

    "Your tits look amazing," he said before it occurred to him that it was a bit crass to utter that particular sentence.

    "I know," she replied, catching him off guard.

    "It seems like I'm not the only man to have noticed how hot you look in your costume. It seems like Zorro there was quite interested in showing you just how much of an expert swordsman he was."

    Stacy was clearly flattered by Dave's interest in her and it seemed to Ryan that she wasn't making much effort to hide it. He pulled her closer, moving his hand from the small of her back to her ass. He squeezed her backside through the thin, soft, shiny material of her catsuit and leaned in for a kiss. Stacy met his lips without hesitation and she was the one to offer her tongue, letting it slide into his mouth and moaning as she did so.

    "I'm sorry if I was being a little too flirty with him," she whispered before kissing Ryan's neck. "I've never been the girl that guys see and immediately come over to talk to. I just kind of ended up flirting with him without even thinking about it."

    She pressed her body against his and Ryan squeezed her ass harder. They kissed again and her tongue moved even deeper into his mouth. Whatever misgivings he's had about her flirting floated away as arousal swept through him. If flirting with Dave resulted in kisses like that, Ryan couldn't very well object, especially since they portended the best sex of his life when they left the party.

    "I'd like to keep making out with you, but I really need to pee," Stacy said softly.

    "Want me to hold your drink?"

    She sipped it and shook her head. "It's really good, so I'm taking it with me. I'll be back, though."

    Ryan stared at her ass as Stacy walked away. Then he took a deep breath, sipped his drink, and waited for his boner to fade before venturing into the party.

    ---

    Stacy plucked her cup from the bathroom counter, took a sip, and checked herself in the mirror to make sure her hair and makeup still looked good. Then she stepped back, turned to the side, and admired herself in the catsuit. It might have been the first time in her life she'd done that in front of a mirror and she was beyond pleased with how she looked and felt.

    A knock on the door pulled Stacy from her brief foray into self-involvement and she stepped out of the bathroom - garnering a stare from the guy dressed as a police officer on the other side - and slid past him.

    Standing in front of her was a tall, lean blonde woman in a red catsuit. She had on red horns and Stacy could see a tail attached to the back of her costume. The red and black pitchfork in her hand confirmed her costume as something in the realm of a devil and her breasts looked just as spectacular as Stacy's.

    "Holy shit, I'm sorry for staring," Stacy said with a laugh.

    The girl waved away any concerns. "Oh, don't worry about it. Honestly, I wouldn't put them on display if staring made me uncomfortable. I'm sure you know what I mean."

    Stacy glanced down at her own breasts and her lips curled into a bright smile. "You know, it's the first time I've worn something like this for Halloween...or really any other occasion, and I wasn't actually prepared for all the staring."

    "And?" the girl asked.

    "I like it," Stacy admitted. "I really, really like it."

    "Well, you look hot as hell," the girl said as she stepped back and let her eyes wander over Stacy's body. "I think you might look even better than I do."

    "Oh, no, definitely not. The red looks incredible on you. I don't think I'd have the confidence to wear that color and you're absolutely pulling it off. You look stunning."

    The girl bit her lip in a remarkably flirty manner and once again her eyes wandered over Stacy's body. This time, though, she went slower and there was something decidedly primal about it, like she was sizing up a meal.

    "It looks like your cup is almost empty," the girl said. "How about we get another drink?"

    Compelled by a force she didn't entirely understand, Stacy nodded.

    The girl took her hand and pulled Stacy close. Their breasts very nearly touched before she said, "I'm Brittany."

    "It's nice to meet you, Brittany. I'm Stacy."

    Brittany smiled, leaned in just a little, and softly kissed Stacy on the cheek. "You're exquisite, Stacy."

    She turned, put her arm around Stacy, and walked like that through the party. Stacy had gotten a great many stares when she entered, but now she was walking side-by-side with another beautiful woman in a catsuit and it seemed as though every single person in the room was looking at them. Stacy liked it, though, and she suspected that Brittany liked it even more.

    As they stepped into the kitchen, Stacy felt Brittany's hand on her ass. She gave it a good squeeze and an electric charge of pleasure followed, leaving Stacy aroused and a little bit confused.

    "Your boyfriend's cute," Brittany said as she took Stacy's cup and opened one of the lower kitchen cabinets.

    "Do you know Ryan?"

    Brittany pulled three bottles out and set them on the counter. "No. I saw the two of you kissing earlier, though."

    Stacy felt a little self-conscious as Brittany looked over her shoulder and smiled.

    "You seem like a good kisser," Brittany said.

    Stacy's face suddenly felt remarkably warm. "I'm pretty sure I am. With Ryan, at least."

    "And if Zorro had tried to kiss you before your boyfriend showed up? What would you have done?"

    Stacy watched Brittany make two cocktails of some sort - with three different forms of liquor - as she considered the question. The right answer, of course, was that she wouldn't have kissed him. Stacy was fairly certain that it wasn't the honest answer, though, and she was embarrassed at the realization that she very much would have enjoyed kissing someone other than her boyfriend.

    "It's awful, but I...I'm pretty sure I would have let him kiss me," she said as Brittany approached with a drink in each hand. Stacy took hers, lifted the cup to her lips, and ventured a small sip. "Wow, that's amazing. Where did you learn to make drinks?"

    "I tended bar to pay for graduate school."

    Brittany lifted her cup and took a long sip. Stacy did the same as they locked eyes. Brittany set her cup on the counter and inched closer. Her hand moved to Stacy's lower back and she applied gentle pressure, pulling her closer.

    "I'm going to kiss you now," she said.

    A moment later Stacy was kissing a woman. A beautiful woman. A beautiful woman with soft lips and a talented tongue.

    "Oh...wow," Stacy said afterwards. "That was..."

    She didn't finish the sentence. Instead, she kissed Brittany. She really went for it, too, offering her tongue and grabbing Brittany's ass with both hands, squeezing it tight and massaging it like Ryan often did with her.

    "You're a very good kisser, Stacy...just in case you were wondering," Brittany observed with a smile. She leaned in, kissed Stacy's neck, and added, "My pussy is soaked."

    "Mine too," Stacy said without hesitation.

    Brittany picked up her drink, took Stacy's hand, and led her out of the kitchen and through the house. They headed up a darkened stairway and down the hall. Stacy offered no resistance as a bedroom door opened and Brittany stepped inside, releasing Stacy's hand and gesturing for her to follow.

    Stacy knew what would happen in the bedroom, for she'd have no power to resist her desires if she stepped inside and shut the door behind her.

    She took a sip of her drink, stepped inside, and shut the door.

    ---

    "Dude!"

    Ryan turned to see someone dressed up in a black suit with a thin black tie. He had long, stringy-looking hair and a scraggly beard. His face looked bruised and scratched up, too, like he'd been in a terrible fight. It wasn't until he got close that Ryan recognized the man coming at him as one of his best friends.

    "Alex, shit, I didn't even recognize you," he said as they embraced.

    "It's a good costume, right?"

    "Well, I guess."

    Alex looked offended as he stepped back. "Dude, I'm John Wick!"

    "Oh, shit, right. That actually is a good costume." It actually was.

    "Yeah, you're not the only one that seems confused, though. I don't know why I thought this would be a costume that any of the girls here would be impressed with."

    Ryan smiled. "Does that mean you're over the break up, or at least you're ready to try and get over it?"

    Alex nodded vigorously. "Fuck yes that's what it means, man. I'm pretty sure I screwed up with the costume, though, and it seems like some of the women here aren't even into dudes, so I suppose my chances were already low."

    "What do you mean?"

    "Somebody said he saw two insanely hot chicks in catsuits go upstairs to fuck."

    "Wait, what?"

    Alex seemed delighted. "Yeah dude. They were apparently making out in the kitchen and then they went upstairs to fuck. Maybe their boldness will convince other women that it's okay to hook up at this party, which means I should definitely not be talking to you. No offense or anything."

    Ryan felt like he'd been smacked across the face. Stacy hadn't come back from the bathroom and he wasn't aware of two other women in catsuits at the party. Was she cheating on him? Was she fucking a woman? What the fuck was going on?

    "You okay?" Alex asked.

    Ryan nodded. "Yeah, yeah. Get out there, man. Try and rebound. You deserve it. Good luck."

    Alex clapped him on the shoulder, chugged his drink, and spun around and headed off like a man on a mission. Ryan stumbled backwards, hit the couch, and fell onto it. The soft cushion felt like it was going to swallow him before he settled in. He looked into his cup, found it nearly empty, and stood to refill his drink as he contemplated the idea that Stacy had fucked a girl. Was that something he'd actually be mad about, or was it the hottest possible thing that could have happened that night?

    The answer seemed to be a little bit of both as Ryan ultimately settled on the notion that he'd wished Stacy had extended him an invite to witness the sex she'd had with a woman, assuming it was her that had gone upstairs and assuming they'd fucked after going upstairs. After all, what man didn't want to watch two beautiful women have sex?

    "Dude, somebody went up there and listened outside the door and apparently there was some serious moaning coming from in that room," someone said as they walked into the kitchen with a plastic cup in hand.

    "I'd give anything to have watched that. The chick in the black catsuit looked hot as hell."

    Ryan filled his cup with the Halloween punch and took a long sip. He was jealous. He was turned on. He wanted to watch. He wanted to leave. He wanted to find Stacy and fuck her. He wanted to dump her.

    A sudden need for fresh air struck Ryan and he rushed out of the kitchen. He pushed his way through the crowded rooms, spilling some of his drink in the process. He spotted the front door and headed towards it. He was nearly there when someone grabbed him.

    Ryan turned to see Stacy behind him. Somehow she looked even more beautiful than before.

    "You're so hot," he said.

    She smiled. The distance between them closed. Her lips found his. They kissed. She tasted different. Sweeter, somehow. He moaned and his cock got hard as a rock.

    "I know you went upstairs," he said. "It seems like everyone at the party knows."

    Her body remained pressed against his as she looked up and studied his face.

    "Did you have sex with a woman?" he asked.

    Stacy nodded and he detected no guilt on her face.

    "Was it good?"

    "It was great," she answered. "She made me squirt. I've never done that before. It felt so good. She taught me how to make her squirt, too. We kind of made a mess, but it was really hot."

    Ryan swayed a little and wondered if it was the effects of the alcohol or the arousal that left him a little uncertain on his feet.

    "Are you okay?" she asked.

    "I would have enjoyed watching," he answered.

    That seemed to catch her off guard. "Yeah?"

    He nodded.

    "But you're...you're not mad?"

    Ryan shook his head. He felt no anger. Not even a little. He knew that was weird, but he wasn't going to lie about his feelings in hopes of inspiring some sort of guilt-driven response from his girlfriend.

    Someone approached and Ryan saw Dave - or Zorro, as he'd labeled him in his mind - step out of the shadows and move towards them with purpose. Stacy looked over her shoulder and shifted her body to face the man in the mask and the cape.

    ---

    Stacy's pulse quickened as Dave approached. The world around her went soft and fuzzy as all of her energy focused on the man coming towards her.

    A moment later she was in his arms. His lips found hers. His hands moved to her hips, to her lower back, to her ass. His tongue entered her mouth. Any resistance she might have felt washed away under a tidal wave of desire and her body sank into his.

    "Wow," she said softly enough that only he could hear it.

    "I want you. I know you have a boyfriend, but I want you. I've wanted you from the moment I saw you."

    Stacy felt his cock pressing into her, confirming the intensity of his desire. They kissed again and she noted that Ryan hadn't uttered a single word of objection.

    "You'd have to be willing to let him watch," she said.

    Dave glanced over her shoulder and smiled. "I'd be okay with that."

    Stacy stepped out of his arms and turned to face her boyfriend. She reached out and found Ryan's erection. Her lips neared his neck. She kissed him and sucked softly on his skin.

    "He wants me and he's happy to let you watch," she whispered. "Would you like that?"

    Stacy stroked her boyfriend's cock through his pants as she waited for his answer. She was surprised at just how badly she wanted Ryan's permission to have sex with the man standing behind her.

    "Yes, I'd like that," Ryan said.

    She released his cock, turned, and took Dave's hand. For the second time that night, she was going upstairs to have sex with someone other than her boyfriend.

    ---

    Ryan followed wordlessly. He felt people staring. He knew that they'd talk about the fact that Stacy was going upstairs with someone else, that Ryan was walking behind them like a puppy. He didn't care. He was too turned on to give a shit about anything other than watching.

    They made their way into a bedroom. Ryan locked the door behind them. He found a chair. He sat down. He watched as Stacy and Zorro kissed furiously. He watched his girlfriend remove another man's pants.

    "Ryan," she said.

    He watched Zorro kiss her neck.

    "Ryan, baby."

    He looked up. "What?"

    "My catsuit. It unzips at the crotch. It's hard for me to do, though. Will you do it for me? Will you unzip me?"

    Ryan stood. His boner seemingly led him across the room. Stacy and Zorro kissed as Ryan searched for a zipper. He found it at her lower back. He tugged and her catsuit opened. He had to get on his knees to fully unzip her, exposing her pussy and offering easy access, though he suspected it was made that way to allow for easy trips to the bathroom.

    Once she was unzipped, Zorro spun Stacy around and kissed her neck as he played with her tits. Ryan stared at her pussy, which looked enflamed and utterly soaked.

    "Eat her out," Zorro said. "Get her pussy nice and wet for me, man."

    Ryan was going to object, but Stacy grabbed his head and pulled his mouth to her pussy. He offered no resistance. He did as his girlfriend desired. He tongue fucked her pussy, getting her even wetter than she already was. Without thinking about it, Ryan masturbated while doing so. He stroked himself through his pants while preparing his girlfriend's pussy for another man's cock. It was objectively insane, and yet his dick was as hard as it had ever been.

    They stepped away and Stacy got in the bed. Zorro pulled a condom from a well-hidden, zippered pocket in his pants, stripped them off, and soon had his sizable dick wrapped in latex.

    "I'm so fucking wet," Stacy said as she watched the cock approach the bed. "I'm so fucking wet for you."

    Zorro smiled and kissed her. Ryan remained on his knees for reasons he didn't entirely understand. He stroked himself through his pants. He watched another man enter his girlfriend. He saw Stacy arch her back and moan as the cock filled her with one long, slow thrust.

    "Oh my god," she said. "You're so fucking big."

    Zorro looked towards Ryan and smiled. "It looks like she's getting what she really needs."

    Stacy grabbed his head and pulled his attention to her, kissing him deeply as they began to fuck. She arched her back a little with every thrust, lifting her pussy to meet his cock. She moaned into his mouth and then the sounds of her pleasure filled the room as Zorro kissed her neck.

    "Fuck me harder," she said. "Give me that big cock harder!"

    Stacy came soon after and Ryan watched in utter fascination as his girlfriend seemed to have an orgasm unlike any he could remember giving her.

    Zorro slowed his thrusts as she came on his cock. They kissed as her chest heaved from the exertion of climaxing so hard.

    "I want you from behind," he said before pulling out. "Face him."

    ---

    Stacy got on her hands and knees facing her boyfriend. She was a little nervous to meet Ryan's gaze, but when she looked at him there was only the purest form of arousal in his eyes.

    Dave slid into her from behind. She moaned at his size - it actually hurt a little for that first thrust - and extended her hand towards her boyfriend. Ryan crawled closer and their fingers entwined as Dave began to fuck her hard.

    "Does it feel good?" Ryan asked.

    Stacy nodded. "It's so fucking good."

    Dave fucked her differently than Ryan or any other man she'd been with. He fucked her harder. He fucked her with more authority. His cock was bigger, too, and it felt different than any man ever had. It was incredible, though. It was fucking incredible.

    "Can I kiss you?" Ryan asked.

    She nodded. He shifted his body so his lips could reach hers. Their tongues entwined. Dave fucked her harder. She moaned into her boyfriend's mouth as an orgasm began to build between her legs.

    "Oh, fuck, it feels so good," she said with her lips achingly close to her boyfriend's. "He's fucking me so good, baby."

    Her head snapped back as Dave grabbed a handful of her hair.

    "Tell him I fuck you better," he demanded.

    Stacy moaned as her pussy tingled. It shouldn't have turned her on to think of uttering those words to her boyfriend, but it did. It was terrible. It was also incredibly hot.

    "He fucks me better than you do," she said.

    Dave fucked her harder. Stacy's pussy lit up with pleasure.

    "Ryan, baby, he fucks me so much better than you do!"

    Dave came. Stacy came. He let go of her hair and she collapsed onto the bed. He lowered his body on top of hers and kept his fat cock inside her. She trembled form the pleasure and Ryan ran his hand over her upper back, caressing the soft material of her catsuit.

    Dave pulled out and smacked her ass. "That was so fucking hot. I gotta give you my number so we can do this again."

    Ryan had her phone and he pulled it from his pocket and handed it to Dave. Stacy remained face down in the bed and smiled at the idea of having sex with Dave again. It seemed like Ryan was on board and after the orgasms she'd just had, Stacy wasn't going to object.

    Dave dressed and left the room. Ryan locked the door behind him.

    "You can have me," Stacy said. "However you want me."

    She rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Ryan took off his pants and approached with his stiff cock bouncing slightly with each step. He crawled between her legs but stopped to lower his head and gently kiss her pussy.

    "Do I taste good?" she asked.

    "Really fucking good."

    He kissed and licked her a little and Stacy moaned.

    "Would you sit on my face?" he asked. "And then on my cock?"

    "I'd do anything for you, especially since I've had the best sex of my life tonight and all because you're the most incredible boyfriend in the world."

    Ryan didn't seem bothered by the fact that he wasn't the one to have given her the best sex of her life. That honor went to Brittany and Dave, both of whom made her cum in equally thrilling but entirely different ways.

    Stacy sat on her boyfriend's face. She came on his face, too, leaving him soaked in her juices. She rode his cock after that, taking her time and offering him an orgasm that she was certain surpassed all others.

    Afterwards, they cuddled in silence until Stacy gathered the courage to ask a question.

    "I'd like to fuck Dave again. Brittany, too. How would you feel about that?" she asked.

    "You can fuck anyone you want, baby. I know it's probably pretty weird of me to be on board with that, but you can fuck anyone you want."

    Stacy smiled and told herself that she needed to go shopping. It turned out that showing off her body had a great many benefits, which meant her entire wardrobe needed an update. Maybe it would be a fun couple's activity, just like her fucking another guy had been a fun couple's activity.

  
    Being Locked Changed Everything

    You asked her to put you in chastity. You bought the little plastic device and asked her if she’d be willing to hold the key.

    At first, she didn’t understand. Why would a man want to inhibit his ability to get hard and have orgasms? Why would he want his wife to have complete control over his sexual pleasure?

    She loves you though, so she did it. She put your cock in that chastity cage and locked it. It didn’t take long for your wife to understand why it would be a good thing for her.

    The desperation crept in within 12 hours. It wasn’t desperation to be released though. It was desperation for her pussy. It was desperation to please her. You went down on her feverishly that night. You worshiped her pussy like you’d never done before, and brought her to an incredible climax.

    She didn’t ask if you wanted to be released. She didn’t ask if you wanted an orgasm. She simply thanked you for making her cum. She understood what you needed. She understood that she could have a great deal of fun with your cock locked up.

    It wasn’t long before you were servicing her multiple times a day. Your talent at licking her pussy got to the point where you could get her off in just a few minutes. She’d make you worship her pussy before you left for work. She’d have you licking her as soon as you got home and she’d have you make her cum again before bed.

    The time between releases got longer and longer. It went from a few days to a week to two weeks to a month. She was learning how to be your keyholder and how to tease you perfectly. How knew how to drive you crazy with lust while preventing you from getting despondent about your lack of orgasms.

    Amazingly, it was her idea to involve another man in your marriage. The conversation was simple. She told you she needed sex to feel fully satisfied. She told you that your tongue was wonderful, but she missed having a big cock inside her. She told you that you were a much better husband with your cock locked up and she didn’t want to ruin that by letting you out to fuck her.

    Then she invited a man over. She made you strip naked and watch as they fooled around. She made you watch as her lips wrapped around his big cock. She made you watch her suck him. Then she made you watch them fuck. She made you come closer. She kissed you as he pounded her from behind. She told you how good he was, how big his cock was, how amazing it felt inside you. She cuckolded you. She made you her chastised cuckold husband and you’ve never been happier.

  Bi Cuckold Sucks Cock for His Wife
When your wife first brought up the idea of you sucking cock, you didn’t want to seem too excited. You didn’t want her to know that you’d been fantasizing about it for years. You had though. You’d dreamed of being on your knees and wrapping your lips around a big dick as she watched. You’d dreamed of sucking cock for her, of getting a man hard and watching as he slipped that thick erection into your wife’s pussy.Your erection gave you away when she first mentioned it. You’d long since entered into the cuckold lifestyle, and she wanted more. She wanted to take the next step, which was to have you fluff her bull.
“I want you to be a fluffer for me,” she whispered as her lips brushed delicately against your neck. “I want you to suck his cock,” she continued. “I want you to be a cocksucker.”
It was the last part that really got you. That’s when your cock jumped. Without saying a word you had revealed your desires.
“Oooh,” she cooed. “Does my baby like that? Do you like the idea of being a cocksucker for your wife?”
She gently wrapped her fingers around your erection and stroked you slowly. “Do you want to suck cock for me, honey?” she whispered into your ear.
She wanted to hear you say it, to admit your desires. Your wife wanted to hear her cuckold husband admit that he wanted to be a cocksucker.
“Yes, I want to suck cock for you,” you finally admitted. 
She stroked you faster. “Good boy,” your wife said before nibbling your ear lobe.
Soon afterwards you came. Your cum shot into the air and landed on your stomach as your wife continued to whisper sweet nothings about you sucking dick into your ear.
Now you’re about to go down on another man for your wife. You’re about to have a thick, throbbing cock in your mouth. You’re about to taste his precum on your tongue. You’re about to suck dick, cuckold.
He knows what you’ll be doing tonight. He’s looking forward to seeing you on your knees with his cock in your mouth. He likes it when a cuckold submits to him.
You watch him and your wife fool around on the couch. The way she kisses him always turns you on. She plays with his cock through his pants and he fondles her perky tits. You’re hard too, though you’ve been forbidden from masturbating until your wife gives you permission. She doesn’t want you spilling your load before you’ve had a chance to suck cock.
When she finally pulls herself away from him, your wife looks over at you and says, “Are you ready to suck cock, cuckold?”
The moment has arrived, cuck. “Yes,” you say.
“Good,” your wife says as she stands and walks towards the bedroom. Her bull follows closely behind her and you behind him. Your heart pounds in your chest with each step. You’ve long fantasized about sucking cock in front of your wife, but the idea of actually doing it is nerve wracking.
The time for hesitation has passed, though. You’ve committed to this, cuckold. You’ve committed to sucking the cock that’s going to fuck your wife. You’re taking the next step in your cuckolding. You’re about to have your first bisexual encounter.
Your wife and her bull are kissing as you enter the bedroom. Her hand is wrapped around his erect cock and she’s stroking him gently and rubbing her thumb under the head. He moans into her mouth as she offers him the kind of intense pleasure every man craves.
You’re about to do the same. She breaks their kiss and turns to you. “Come here, honey,” she says. You take a hesitant step towards your wife and she smiles. “It’s okay, baby. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. I want you to do this. You want to do this. You know you do.”
She’s right. You know she’s right. You’re still scared though. You’re about to have a man’s cock in your mouth. You’re going to taste his precum. You’re going to feel the spongy crown of his dick on your tongue. You’re going to give a blowjob.
“Good boy,” your wife says as you move in front of her. “On your knees,” she orders in a sweet, gentle tone.
You fall to your knees and look up at your wife. You see lust in her eyes. She’s eager to have her husband be a cocksucker. She’s eager to see you sucking her bull’s cock. She turns him towards you and suddenly there’s a thick, throbbing dick just a few inches from your face.
“Suck his cock, cuckold,” your wife orders. She entwines her fingers in your hair and pulls you forward. You open wide and the head of his cock disappears into your mouth. Your lips close around it. You have a cock in your mouth, cuckold.
You run your tongue under the thick head and your wife’s bull moans. “That’s a good boy,” your wife says from above you. “Suck his cock like a good little cuckold should.” Her words of encouragement make your dick throb. It turns you on to suck cock. It turns you on to be a cocksucking cuckold.
You push as far down on his cock as you can go before pulling your head back. He briefly pops out of your mouth before you engulf his erection again. You move your tongue back and forth over the underside of his cock as you blow him, as you work over another man’s erection to get it good and hard for your wife.
Her fingers tighten in your hair and she pulls your mouth off his cock. “How does it feel to be a cocksucker?” your wife asks you.
“Good. It feels good,” you say, but she doesn’t seem satisfied. “It feels good to be a cocksucker,” you say.
That’s what she wanted to hear. “Get back to work,” she says with a satisfied smile on her face.
You follow her orders, opening your mouth and once again taking his cock onto your tongue. It’s a little easier now. You can fit more of him in your mouth now that he’s lubed with your spit. You move up and down the shaft faster, sucking cock like a true slut.
“Does it feel good?” your wife asks her bull.
“Your husband’s a natural born cocksucker,” he answers.
You’re a natural, cuckold. You’re a bisexual cuckold cocksucker, and you love it. You’ll be doing this much more often from now on. You’ll be on your knees eating cock as often as your wife wants it. You’ll fluff him every time he comes over to pound your wife’s pussy. Maybe you’ll even suck him off from time to time. You’re a cuckold and now you’re a cocksucker.

    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 1

    I was in a good mood. A really good mood, in fact. I could feel it as we made dinner. It was like I was floating around the kitchen, and there were times when a smile would just break across my face for no apparent reason.

    My husband, Russell, noticed it too.

    "You seem like you're in a great mood," he said. "Did you get a promotion? Did we win the lottery?"

    I felt the elevated sense of happiness, but until Russell mentioned it, I hadn't really thought about why. It had been a perfectly normal day at work - an office job tends to result in a lot of perfectly normal days - and it hadn't come with a promotion, a lottery win, or anything else truly spectacular that might make someone feel like they're on cloud nine.

    It hit me the moment Russell mentioned it, though. There was really only one reason why I'd be in such a good mood, and when I realized it I felt kind of silly. I was also worried that sharing the honest truth might run the risk of upsetting my husband.

    "Okay, don't be mad," I said. Of course, a worried look immediately came over his face, just like it does for everyone who's just heard their partner tell them not to be mad. "Someone asked me on a date today. At the grocery store after work. We'd passed by each other a few times, we'd smiled at each other each time, and then the third time we passed by each other he stopped and asked me out."

    I know it might sound silly, but that was absolutely the reason I was in such a good mood. You see, the guy that asked me out was the sort of man that I assumed could get just about any woman he wanted. He was well-dressed in an expensive-looking suit, he was fairly tall, he was exceptionally good-looking, and he looked to be in great shape. Those are the things that a woman tends to judge a man on in a first impression kind of way, and he ticked off every box. Because of that, my confidence went through the roof the moment he asked me out, and that boost in confidence put me in a great mood, even if I hadn't put two and two together at the time.

    Now, to Russell's reaction. I expected he might be a little jealous and perhaps a little annoyed in the way that men sometimes are when their wives or girlfriends attract the attention of another man. I thought he might ask me why I smiled at the guy, or if I'd done more than smile at him.

    He didn't seem jealous, though. He didn't seem annoyed, either. Instead, it seemed like he was trying his best not to show any reaction at all, like he was suppressing whatever had come up for him.

    "What did you say?" was the first thing he asked.

    The question caught me off guard, to the point that I took a few seconds before answering. I mean, why would it even be a question? Did Russell really think I would accept another man's request for a date?

    "I told him I was married," I finally answered.

    "Oh," Russell replied, and I swear there was the briefest flash of disappointment in his eyes. It was the most confusing thing. "What did he say to that?"

    I can still remember how disappointed Jesse - that's the guy from the grocery store - looked when I told him I was married. It was overt, not like the brief flash on Russell's face. I assumed that was because he was the sort of man that was rarely turned down when he asked a woman out, which is probably why he was confident enough to do so in the middle of a grocery store before we'd even properly met. His disappointment didn't last long, though.

    "He said it was a shame - that he was certain we'd have fun together - and then gave me his number and told me to call him if I changed my mind," I explained.

    "Fun together?"

    I smiled as I thought of the way Jesse had looked at me when he'd uttered those particular words. He'd let his eyes wander over my body and he'd done so in an overt manner, making it perfectly clear that he was drinking me in from head to toe and doing so with a slightly lustful look on his face. He was, in a not so subtle way, making it perfectly clear what he meant by 'fun together.'

    "I think...well, I mean, I don't want to speculate about what he meant," I said, mostly because it seemed unwise to explain to my husband that another man had clearly meant that he thought the sex would have been exceptionally good.

    Russell smiled and moved towards me, closing the short distance between us. He reached out and grasped my waist before running his fingers over the soft material of my skirt - I was still dressed in my work clothes - and caressing my ass.

    I wouldn't say I was confused by Russell's seemingly sudden desire for me as a response to someone else asking me out. After all, that kind of jealousy-infused sexual desire is pretty common, I think. If someone else wants something you have, you tend to value that thing even more, after all.

    "So, you're in a good mood because another man asked you out?"

    Both his hands were on my ass at that point and his voice was laden with desire, so much so that I couldn't help but absorb some of it. I nodded.

    Russell held my gaze for a few moments and then he unzipped my skirt. I offered no resistance as he worked it over my hips and pushed it to the floor. My panties followed and then he lifted me onto the counter - a display of desire and strength that I found enthralling - and stepped between my legs.

    He leaned in and kissed my neck. It felt incredible. Electric, really, like one simple kiss had set loose a tidal wave of desire that washed over me.

    "Why did he put you in such a good mood?" Russell asked as he slowly unbuttoned my blouse while showering my neck in soft, seductive kisses. "Was he good looking?"

    I moaned, in part because Russell's lips felt so good against my neck and in part because I didn't really want to answer the question. I wasn't worried about him getting angry, but it seemed so odd to tell him that I found another man so attractive while we were in the midst of foreplay.

    "Natalie...was he good looking?" Russell asked, making it perfectly clear that he wanted an answer.

    "Yes," I answered. Jesse was a very good looking man. If I'm being honest, he was probably the best looking man that had ever asked me out. Of course I was flattered. Of course I was riding high when I got home.

    "And it felt good?" Russell asked. "You liked that a good-looking man asked you out? Is that why you're in such a good mood?"

    By that point, I was aroused in an uncommon manner. It was the sort of desire where I could feel it throughout my body. Russell's seeming desire - he kept on kissing and touching me in a manner designed to turn me on - was a big part of that, though. There was something about what had happened at the grocery store that turned him on, too, and he was very clearly working his way to fucking me. Because of that, I let go of any nerves about answering his questions or sharing my feelings about what had happened.

    "Yes, it felt really good," I said. "It felt good when he smiled at me. It felt good when I saw him checking me out after we'd passed each other. It felt good knowing that he was attracted to me, that he...that he...that he wanted me."

    Russell's fingers moved between my legs and into my pussy. He penetrated me slowly and rubbed my clit with his thumb. I reacted like he'd just set off a bomb between my thighs. The pleasure was just so intense that I couldn't help but moan, and moan loudly. I was, as it turned out, far more aroused than I thought, as my clit was clearly engorged and eager for pleasure that my husband's thumb provided.

    "You're soaked," he said.

    I moaned. I don't think he was looking for a response. He seemed to like that I was wet, though, as there was genuine delight in his voice when he said it.

    "Did you get wet when you realized he wanted you, Natalie?" he asked. "Did you get wet when he asked you out, when he said that you two could have had fun together?"

    "Yes," I answered. It was the unvarnished truth. In any other situation I would have lied, or at least shaded the truth. I was too turned on to think straight, though, so I simply offered the truth.

    With his fingers still inside me, Russell tried to take his pants off. He couldn't quite do it, though, so I reached down to help, knowing full well that he intended on fucking me.

    I was astonished when I wrapped my fingers around his cock. We'd been together eight years at that point and I knew my husband's cock exceptionally well. I knew how it felt in my hand. I knew how the head felt, how the veins felt, even how his balls felt. That's how I knew he was harder than any time I could remember. He felt a little thicker, too, like more blood had rushed to his cock than at any point in our relationship.

    He pulled his fingers from my pussy and I placed the head of his cock between my labia. He took his time working his cock inside me - I was soaked, but his dick was dry - and when he first bottomed out in my pussy our eyes met as he remained still with every inch of his shaft buried in me.

    "Did you want him, Nat?" he asked. "Did you get wet because you wanted him?"

    "Yes," I said.

    It was true. I wasn't saying that I wanted to cheat on Russell or that I even considered accepting the guy's invitation for a date. I was just saying that my body wanted him.

    At that point it wasn't a surprise that Russell liked my answer. It was, however, a little bit of a surprise that he fucked me with such vigor in response to my answer. It felt incredible, too. I was sitting on the kitchen counter with my legs wrapped around him and he went at my pussy hard, filling me with his exceptionally stiff cock while kissing my neck before his lips found their way to mine. Our tongues indulged in a deeply erotic dance and I even sucked on his a little, mostly because I know how much he likes it.

    "Tell me you wanted him," Russell said breathlessly.

    "I wanted him," I replied.

    He fucked me harder. "Tell me you wanted to fuck him."

    He was pounding me. He pounding my exceedingly wet pussy on the kitchen counter and he was doing so while quite clearly thinking about me having sex with someone else, or at least desiring sex with someone else. In the moment, though, I wasn't thinking about any of that. I was just as caught up in my desire as Russell was.

    "I wanted to fuck him," I said. "Russell, baby, I wanted to fuck him!"

    Our eyes met as he reached up to caress my face. I smiled and he traced his thumb over my lower lip. It was a simple move, and yet there was something about it that struck me as exceedingly sexy. I responded by taking his thumb between my lips and sucking on it as I held his gaze. I swirled my tongue around it. I took it all in my mouth. I sucked hard and Russell moaned as his cock continued to move in and out of my utterly soaked pussy.

    He pulled his thumb from my mouth and kissed me. He ran his fingers down my back and grabbed my ass, squeezing it hard as he fucked me a little faster.

    "Tell me you wish you were fucking him right now," Russell said.

    I moaned for him. I moaned because his cock felt so good inside me. I moaned because I was close to an orgasm. I moaned because there was something so wildly naughty about what he was asking me to say that I couldn't help but find it arousing.

    "I wish I was fucking him right now," I said. "I wish I'd told him to forget about a date. I wish I'd dragged him out to his car. I wish I was sitting on his dick in his backseat right now. I wish it was his hands all over my ass. I wish my tits were bouncing in his face as I rode his big dick."

    For a split second I worried I'd gone way too far, that I'd let my lust guide me down a dangerous and potentially destructive path. Then Russell came inside me. He buried his cock in my pussy and he came. Much to my delight, he had the good sense to reach down and use his thumb to rub my clit, bringing me to the orgasm I so desperately craved. It took just a few seconds, meaning that we came together, our bodies entwined with me on the counter and Russell standing between my legs.

    We stayed like that for a few minutes. Neither of us said a word as the sounds of our heavy breathing filled the kitchen. Finally, Russell stepped back and pulled out of me. His cum followed, spilling onto the kitchen floor in a manner that made me laugh. I grabbed a few paper towels and held them against my pussy to prevent any further leakage and smiled at my husband, who suddenly looked a little nervous.

    "So...that was..." he began before trailing off.

    I stepped closer, kissed him on the cheek, and said, "That was amazing. Thank you."

    His shoulders relaxed and he quite literally breathed a sigh of relief. Clearly he'd been worried that he'd gotten carried away, that urging me to confirm my desire for another man had - after my orgasm, at least - left me feeling annoyed, or angry, or just weirded out. In that moment, standing there in the kitchen, I felt none of those things. Admittedly, some of those feelings would come later, but in the moment all I felt was a lovely sense of post-orgasmic bliss.

    "I guess we should finish dinner," Russell said.

    I nodded. "Let me get cleaned up.” I gestured to the mess of cum on the floor, “And if you wouldn't mind cleaning the floor."

    Russell nodded and I kissed him on the lips, held it for a few seconds, and then headed for the bathroom. It wasn't until I'd sat down on the toilet to let his cum leak out of me that I took any time to process what had just unfolded in the kitchen.

    The simplest interpretation was that Russell found himself turned on at the notion of another man asking me out and followed that down a path of pleasure that included him enjoying the idea of me fucking that man.

    It also seemed possible that Russell had enjoyed the idea of me being...well, a bit slutty, I suppose you could say. After all, he'd insisted that I tell him I wanted to fuck the guy, and he'd cum as I described acting in a decidedly slutty manner by dragging Jesse to his car and riding his cock without having said more than a few words to him.

    In the moment, though, I had no idea what had been going through Russell's head as we fucked. I did know, however, that I found the whole thing arousing enough to have a fantastically pleasurable orgasm, so no matter what he'd been thinking, I wasn't in a place to judge or be insulted. After all, I'd happily been led down that naughty path and I'd been the one to take the fantasy to a far naughtier place.

    As you'll see in future installments, our little adventure in the kitchen wasn't a one time thing. It was, in fact, the start of something new in our marriage. Something that introduced us to a whole new world of unexpected pleasures that proved thrilling - and at times a little dangerous, at least for the health of our marriage - to explore.

    I hope you'll come back for the next installment :)

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    27.

    Does that seem like a big number to you?

    What if I tell you that it's the number of guys I've been with since I became a hotwife? Does it seem like a big number now?

    What if I tell you that I've racked up that number over five years? Does it seem a little smaller? Or does it seem bigger?

    If I'm being honest, I don't have much of an opinion on the number. It's definitely more than most women, but most women aren't hotwives. Most women get married and stop fucking other guys. I got married, stopped fucking other guys for a little while, and then started cuckolding my husband when it turned out that we shared a mutual affection for the idea of me being able to step outside the marriage to pursue my pleasure.

    I plan on telling you about some of the experiences with those 27 guys - writing about all of them would take far too much time - but for today I thought I'd focus on how I found the first guy.

    If you remember, last time I detailed the very beginnings of this lifestyle. To recap: A hot guy asked me out in the grocery store. I turned him down, but simply being asked lifted my mood to such a degree that my husband - Russell, in case you forgot - noticed. I shared the fact that I'd been asked out by a good-looking guy and before long Russell was fucking me on the kitchen counter while asking me to tell him that I wished I was fucking the guy from the grocery store.

    In the days and weeks after that first encounter, the idea of me fucking someone else became the predominant theme of our sex life. At first, Russell was always the one to bring it up. I was turned on by it, too, but in those early days I still felt a little wary of introducing the idea, mostly because I didn't want to hurt Russell's feelings. I know, it's kind of silly, but as a woman you learn pretty early to be wary of damaging a man's ego, because sometimes that damage can't be undone.

    As it turns out, I didn't need to be wary. Russell rarely waited more than a few minutes before bringing it up. I found the notion so hot that I always played along, too. I was honestly more than happy to fantasize about another guy - for the first few weeks it was always the guy from the grocery store - and my pussy always got exceedingly wet, which I took as proof of just how much I enjoyed what had become our mutual fantasy.

    The sex was really good, too. It was like we'd turned back time to when we were first together and were desperate to fuck. There were a handful of days in that early period where Russell fucked me multiple times, which was absolute proof of just how intensely arousing the whole thing was for both of us. I never declined his desires, either. I always welcomed him into my pussy for a round of thoroughly vigorous sex as we both fantasized - and talked dirty about - me having sex with another man.

    The one thing we didn't do for the first few weeks was talk about me actually doing it. As in, we never had a conversation that went beyond fantasy. We just got turned on, fucked, and then went about our life as if everything was normal.

    That changed about three weeks into our little adventure. I was the one to bring it up. It was a Saturday morning and we'd just finished breakfast.

    "So...this fantasy we've been talking about...do you actually want me to do it?" I asked.

    "Yes," Russell answered without a moment's hesitation. "Nat, yes, I want you to do it."

    "Russell, I'm being serious." I was probably being a bit unfair in treating him like he was being hasty, but it felt like he wasn't really thinking about the implications of actually going through with it. "This isn't the sort of thing you just jump into, you know?"

    "I do know that. I do. And I know you think I'm being impulsive - at least based on the look on your face that's what you think - but I'm not. I think about this all the time, and not just in some fantasy kind of way. I consider what might happen. I play out the bad outcomes. I play out the good outcomes."

    "So what are the bad outcomes?" I asked.

    "You leaving me is the worst possible outcome," he answered in an instant. "There's also the risk of picking the wrong guy and the sex being horrible or traumatic in some way. There's the possible risk of pregnancy, I suppose, though that seems easy enough to prevent. There's also the risk of it not coming close to matching the thrill of the fantasy, and that one goes for both of us."

    It seemed that he had thought about it. Quite a lot, in fact. Certainly more than I'd thought about it, as I hadn't considered the notion of the sex being terrible or traumatic in some way. I just figured that I'd have no trouble finding someone that could fuck me exceptionally well.

    "Sorry," I said. "For acting like you weren't thinking about it, I mean. You've clearly given this a great deal of thought."

    He reached out and took my hand. "You don't have to apologize, Nat. I don't blame you for thinking that I'm acting like a typical man and letting my dick make all the decisions. I mean, there's still a chance that I'm doing that, by the way. I know that I'm not entirely capable of thinking clearly on this subject. It just turns me on so much. Even thinking about it in a less fantasy-oriented way turns me on because all I can think about is the fact that you might actually do it, that someone else might actually fuck you, that you might actually cum with someone else's cock inside you."

    I smiled as I felt myself being lured down a path of desire, mostly because Russell was clearly traveling that path ahead of me. "Is that what you like thinking about?" I asked. "Me cumming on someone else's cock?"

    He nodded. "That's not the only thing, though. I like thinking about someone else cumming while he's inside you. I mean, I like thinking about you making someone else cum in a number of ways, if I'm being honest, but there's something so hot about your pussy making another man cum, about him fucking you and having this incredible orgasm because you're so hot and because you make him feel so good."

    Russell wasn't alone in finding that notion arousing. I certainly did. What woman wouldn't get at least a little bit turned on at the idea of making a man feel so good that he had a massively pleasurable orgasm while inside her?

    "Is it turning you on to think about that?" I asked.

    Russell nodded.

    "And it's a little bit hotter because we're talking about me actually doing it?"

    "Yes," he said. "Are you...I mean, are you actually thinking about doing it?"

    I nodded. I'd been thinking about it for the past week. I'd been indulging in little fantasies of what it would be like. I'd been worrying a little, too, though as I mentioned I hadn't followed the path of worry nearly as far as Russell had.

    "I was thinking we could sort of dip our toes in the water," I suggested.

    "How do you mean?" Russell asked.

    "A dating profile," I said with a smile. "Tinder, I was thinking. We'd take some pictures - no face, just body to start - and I'd make it clear that I was looking for something really specific. Not a relationship. Just someone to fuck me. I'd say that I was looking with my husband's knowledge."

    "You could say that you're a hotwife, or looking to become one," he suggested.

    "A hotwife?" I asked.

    There was a flash of embarrassment - at least that's what I think it was - on Russell's face before he looked away for a moment. "Yeah, I've been...well, doing online research, I guess you could say. Into this fantasy. I wanted to see if other people were into it."

    Now, of course, I know all about the lifestyle Russell and I were about to embark on. But in the moment, neither of us knew anything so it made perfect sense that he'd have put some work into researching it.

    "Are they?" I asked.

    He nodded. "It turns out it's actually pretty popular."

    "And a hotwife?"

    "That's the term in this, well, lifestyle, I guess. It's a woman who sleeps with other men outside her marriage, and whose husband remains faithful," he explained.

    "And that's what you'd do?" I asked. "Remain faithful to me while I have sex with other people? That's what you want?"

    He nodded. "I can't even...I don't know that I can explain just how badly I want that, Natalie. I want to be a cuckold."

    "Is that what the husbands are called?"

    "Yeah. I've seen some references to the husband being called a stag, too, and his wife being a vixen, but hotwife and cuckold seem to be the far more popular terms," he explained.

    I remember really enjoying the notion that we'd essentially stumbled into a lifestyle, or at least a way of playing in our marriage that lots of other people were into. It made it feel safer for some reason, I think because there was some proof that it was a workable thing.

    "Well, I like the notion of being a hotwife. I like the term, too, to be honest. Hotwife. It has a nice ring to it," I said. "So, would be up for taking a few pictures of your potential hotwife so I could make a Tinder profile?"

    I'm not sure I've ever seen such a delighted look on Russell's face. "Yes. I'd love that, Nat. What kind of pictures?"

    "Well, I was thinking we'd do three or four. Maybe one in a date night type of outfit - a nice top and a pair of jeans, maybe. Maybe one in a tight dress. Maybe a few lingerie pictures? I know that's probably a little unusual, but I'm not looking to date. I'm looking to fuck," I said.

    That delighted look on Russell's face transitioned to pure lust as he no doubt thought about me fucking someone else, or perhaps he was just thrilled at the idea of me taking lingerie pictures so other men could look at them while fantasizing about fucking me.

    "That all sounds really good, and if you get a lot of awful responses you could always take the lingerie pictures down," he suggested.

    I stood, leaned over, and kissed him softly. "Let me go get ready. Then you can take some naughty pictures of your hotwife." I made sure to reach down and give his cock a quick squeeze through his pants and I was delighted to find him sporting an erection. I considered fucking him right there on the kitchen table, but I figured the photo session would be a lot more exciting if we were both swimming with desire.

    I headed for the bathroom to get ready. I wasn't going to show my face, but I wanted to make sure my hair looked good since it would show up in the pictures. I did some quick styling - I kept it long and a little bit wavy - and then changed into my sexiest pair of jeans, three inch black heels, and a delicate, semi-sheer white blouse with a white lace bra underneath. Honestly, I looked really good. It was the kind of outfit that would have just about every man that looked at my profile practically begging to hook up with me.

    "Russell!" I called out.

    He came running - literally running - and his eyes devoured me the moment he stepped into the bedroom. "Nat...holy shit, you look so hot."

    "Yeah?" I asked. "Is this the kind of outfit that would make a man want to fuck me?"

    Russell nodded and I couldn't help but smile at his obvious erection.

    I handed him my phone and said, "Take some pictures."

    I struck a variety of poses as Russell snapped pictures with my phone. I channeled my inner hot girl, showing off my assets as best as I could as my body buzzed with a mixture of excitement and pure lust. I got hotter and hotter as I thought about guys on Tinder seeing my pictures and wanting to fuck me. I even thought about them masturbating to the pictures and the idea of fucking me and it wasn't long before my pussy was utterly soaked.

    "Let's take some lingerie pics," I said.

    I stripped out of the blouse and jeans, stepped back into the heels, and modeled a white lace bra and panty set for Russell. I was certain I looked good - I'd checked in the mirror, of course - and Russell seemed to agree as he just stood there and stared while I posed.

    "Do I look good?" I asked playfully.

    "Better than good. So much better than good," he said.

    "Do you want to fuck me?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    "Good. That means that other guys will want to fuck me, too," I replied. "That means I'll have lots of options to pick from for when I become a hotwife for the first time. For when you become a cuckold."

    He liked that. In fact, it seemed like he loved that. I wasn't really familiar with the terms or their meaning at the time, but it was obvious that Russell had a deeper familiarity and that he found something thrilling about the notion of being a cuckold.

    "Take some pictures," I said.

    Russell lifted my phone and snapped a wealth of pictures of me in the white lace lingerie and heels. Again I channeled my inner hot girl, posing in every way I could think of to try and get the perfect image. If was going to commit to being a hotwife, I wanted to do it well, and to be honest, I liked the idea of really hot pictures meaning that I got to choose from some really hot guys. There's nothing wrong with wanting to fuck a hot guy, right?

    We took pictures in a tight, low cut red dress and a black lace bodysuit, and by the time we were done my pussy was utterly soaked. Like, completely and utterly soaked. It was incredible. Russell was turned on, too, and he was all over me the moment we finished and he set my phone on the bed.

    I was in the black lace teddy and his hands felt so good on my body. He kissed my neck and played with my tits and rubbed my clit through the thin lace of the lingerie and I was tempted to let him fuck me, but I wanted to delay our pleasure just a little. I wanted to get the profile up first.

    "Come," I said as I wriggled free from his grasp and crawled into the bed. "Let's set up my profile."

    I looked through all the pictures and picked four favorites. I downloaded Tinder. I uploaded the pictures and typed out a brief, informative profile that laid out exactly what I was looking for.

    "Are you ready?" I asked.

    "Yes," Russell replied.

    I went live with it. I put myself out there. I published my pictures and my profile. I made it clear to the world that I was looking to become a hotwife. I set my phone down, turned to Russell, and kissed him. I reached between his legs and stroked his cock through his jeans. Our tongues entwined and he moaned as his fingers found their way to my pussy and rubbed me through the lace of my bodysuit.

    Then my phone buzzed. Then it buzzed again, and again, and again, and again. I turned away from Russell and picked it up. I smiled. The messages were rolling in. There was interest. There was lots of interest.

    I know that every woman on Tinder gets lots of interest from guys. I absolutely know that. That didn't stop it from boosting my confidence, though. Just seeing all those messages was incredible. It turned Russell on, too. He looked at the long list of guys that wanted to fuck his wife and he moaned. He played with my pussy. He kissed my neck. He made it clear that he wanted me.

    I couldn't help but read some of the messages. Most were disappointing, but I was prepared for that. I've dated, after all, and most men can't be bothered to come up with a decent way to introduce themselves at a bar, let alone on an app.

    It was easy to delete the disappointing messages, though. What was thrilling was to read the ones where the guys had put in some thought. I was particularly enthralled with the guys that talked of being with married women before and of how much they enjoyed fucking another man's wife and giving her something that her husband couldn't. I wasn't at all disappointed with Russell's performance in the bedroom, and yet I found myself drawn to the notion of a man trying to fuck me better, to show me a kind of pleasure I hadn't experienced with my husband.

    "Some of these men are quite confident they'd fuck me better than you do," I said without really thinking about it. I was just so caught up in the excitement of it that the words spilled from my lips.

    Russell moaned. He unsnapped my bodysuit and worked two fingers into my pussy. He entered me with ease as I was truly soaked with desire.

    "Is that something you want?" I asked as Russell acted like he was about as horny as a man can be. "Do you want someone to fuck me better than you do, Russell?"

    "Yes," he admitted. "I want...I do, Natalie. I want you to have great sex with someone. The kind of sex that makes you want more, that makes you desperate for more, that makes you want to go back to him over and over."

    His fingers felt good, but in the moment it was his arousal, his lust, his desire that turned me on more than anything. I wasn't really sure what that kind of sex would feel like - Russell was good in bed, after all - but I'll admit that I was more than willing to entertain the idea of finding someone that could fuck me better. I mean, what woman wouldn't want that?

    I brought up another message. It was from a man that claimed to have experience with hotwives and cuckolds. It was, he said, his favorite kind of sex:

    Hey gorgeous. Love your pics. Insanely hot.

    I've played with hotwives before. I can give you what you want. I can fuck you like you deserve to be fucked. I can fuck you in a way that your husband doesn't, or can't. I can make sure you're both happy. I'd be more than willing to let him watch, too. We could even let him participate if you're up for it. In my experience, cuckolds love to participate.

    I've got nine inches. It's pretty thick, too. I promise it will make you feel things you've never felt before, and I promise I'll be gentle at first. Before long, though, you'll be screaming in pleasure. I guarantee it, and I guarantee your husband will love that you took a big cock.

    I'm happy to chat. I'm happy to meet up at a coffee shop before we get to the good stuff. Let me know.

    Is it really shallow of me to have felt an instantaneous sense of intrigue - and desire, if I'm being honest - when he mentioned his cock? Russell's average. Quite literally, in fact, at a little under six inches. Is it terrible that I actually got a little bit wetter thinking about taking a really big cock?

    "Read this," I said as I handed the phone to Russell.

    I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock as he read it. I stroked him and kissed his neck. I moaned and to be honest, I moaned like I was already getting fucked by that nine inches because that's what I wanted Russell to think about. I couldn't help myself.

    "What do you think?" I asked.

    "You should message him back. You should meet him for coffee," Russell said breathlessly.

    I kissed his neck and moaned. "Do you want me to be with someone bigger than you, Russell?"

    He moaned and took his pants off. He kicked them aside with surprising force. He rolled on top of me, pulled his shirt off, and guided his cock into my pussy. I moaned and arched my back a little as he filled me. It felt good. Really good. My clit was super sensitive and every thrust was like a little explosion of pleasure going off between my legs.

    "Is that what you want?" I asked. "Do you want your wife to fuck someone with a bigger cock, Russell? Do you want someone else's big dick to fill my pussy?"

    "Yes!" he said. "Fuck, Nat, yes, I want that. I fucking love that idea. It's so fucking hot."

    I was already close to cumming and I'm pretty sure Russell was too. Most of the time a woman doesn't want her man to cum really fast, but in that moment I had no problem with it.

    "I'm going to message him. I'll meet him for coffee. If we click, I'll fuck him, Russell. I'll take his big cock. I'll see if he's true to his word and can give me something you've never given me. I'll see if he can fuck me better than you do. I'll cuckold you, Russell. I'll cuckold you with his big cock."

    Russell fucked me with incredible strength and pace and then he came inside me as he unleashed an incredible array of grunts and groans. I came too. I came hard, in fact. Really hard. It was spectacular, and it was fueled by this incredible sense of desire that we'd discovered.

    I cuckolded Russell with that guy and his nine inch cock. He was the first of the 27 men I've cuckolded Russell with over the past five years and next time I'll give you every dirty detail of that first encounter, and a few of the encounters after that.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "So, Russell, do you think your wife is turned on?"

    Jared - the guy with the nine inch cock I'd met on Tinder - was the one asking the question. We were tucked into a booth in a bar. Jared and I were sitting next to each other and Russell was sitting across from us. After a few weeks of chatting and sending pics and videos back and forth, it was our first time meeting. Jared and I had done a little bit of touching and kissing in the booth - to Russell's delight - and I was absolutely turned on.

    "I think so, yes," Russell answered.

    "We should probably find out, shouldn't we?" Jared asked. He practically oozed confidence and he'd done so from the moment we walked into the bar. He hugged me like we'd already been on a handful of dates, like I'd already surrendered my body to him, like he'd already proven that he could fuck me far better than my husband. He took my hand without hesitation and led me to the booth. He had me slide in and sat next to me without even looking towards Russell, who seemed genuinely excited that I was more than willing to go along with whatever Jared wanted.

    "I guess we should," Russell replied.

    Jared's hand disappeared under the table and he rested it on my thigh for a moment. "Spread your legs," he instructed while staring across the table at my husband.

    I did as I was told and Jared's fingers made their way under my dress - he'd requested, or demanded, perhaps, that I wear a dress and I'd done so happily - and moved towards my panties. I felt my pulse quicken as a man I'd just met touched me in the most intimate place on my body. He pressed his fingers against my pussy, rubbing it gently through my underwear as I bit my lower lip and let out a soft moan inspired by the genuine pleasure I felt in that moment.

    Jared deftly moved my panties aside and worked a finger into my pussy. I'm certain he had no doubt that I was turned on, but he probably found it thrilling that I was completely and utterly soaked.

    Jared then pulled his fingers from my pussy and held them aloft. It was easy to see that they were soaked with my juices, which offered absolute proof that I was turned on, that I was, in fact, eager to fuck the man sitting next to me. A few weeks of teasing had gotten me to that place of desire and his skillful touching and kissing in the bar had only amplified my lust for him.

    "I think she's turned on, Russell," Jared said. "What do you think?"

    Russell stared at his fingers and nodded. "I...I agree. She's definitely turned on."

    Jared wiped his fingers clean on a napkin, turned to me, and said, "Take your panties off. Give them to your husband."

    I reached under the table and removed my panties without hesitation. I held them up for a moment and then passed then to Russell, who balled the panties up in his hand.

    I've never really been the kind of woman that gets off on doing what a man wants, but there was something so exciting about following Jared's instructions. Part of it was that sense of confidence I mentioned. Part of it was that he seemed so at ease with taking the dominant role, and part of it was that it was fun to see the look on Russell's face every time I did exactly as Jared wanted.

    "Now play with your pussy," Jared instructed. "Masturbate for me. No cumming, though."

    I reached under the table and slipped two fingers into my pussy to soak them. Once they were lubricated, I rubbed my clit in slow circles. I masturbated in public for the first time in my life and I did so without hesitation because a man I barely knew had instructed me to do so, which only served to make it hotter.

    Jared looked at me and smiled. I moaned - it was loud enough in the bar that no one else would have heard - and then he leaned in and kissed me. I closed my eyes and welcomed his tongue into my mouth. I felt his hand move to my breast. He squeezed it possessively through the thin material of my dress and the lace bra underneath. He managed to work my nipple a little and I moaned into his mouth, in part because his touch felt good, in part because masturbating felt so fucking good, and in part because I knew I was kissing another man while my husband watched and there was something so fucking hot about that.

    "Stop masturbating," Jared instructed.

    I reluctantly pulled my hand from between my legs and rested it on the table. He smiled and slipped his fingers into the top of my dress and my bra. He played with the bare flesh of my breasts and I moaned as I looked towards Russell, who looked utterly entranced by the scene playing out in front of him. You can't blame him, though. He's a cuckold and another man was fondling his wife's tits in a bar. Of course he was entranced.

    "Do you want me, Natalie?" he asked.

    I nodded.

    "And do you want me to fuck your wife, Russell?" Jared asked.

    "Yes, I do," Russell admitted.

    Jared looked at me and smiled as he rolled one of my nipples between his fingers. "My place or yours?" he asked.

    "Yours," I answered.

    Jared pulled his hand from my dress, looked at Russell, and said, "You're driving. Leave cash on the table for our drinks and let's go."

    Russell hastily pulled out his wallet as Jared took my hand and slid out of the booth. I followed and he took me in his arms. His strong hands grabbed my ass and his lips met mine for a lingering kiss. I took his tongue into my mouth and sucked on it. I did it without really thinking, too. It just felt like the right thing to do in that moment.

    "I want you to get naked as soon as we get in the car," he said after the kiss. "Do you understand?"

    I nodded and Jared took my hand and led me out of the bar with Russell following behind us. I was honestly a little weak in the knees at that point. Jared was unlike any man I'd ever been with. He exuded such confidence that I found him irresistible, and there was something undeniably attractive about his desire to take control and the ease with which he did so.

    We walked to our car and Jared opened the door to the backseat and gestured for me to get inside. I crawled in, sat in the middle, and took off my dress. Honestly, my heart was pounding as I did it. There was something so exciting about stripping in a bar parking lot, and doing it for this tall, handsome man sporting a big cock that was damn near certain to end up inside me before the night was over.

    I tossed the dress into the front seat and my bra soon joined it, leaving me in only the strappy three inch heels I'd picked out in hopes of making my legs and ass look really hot for Jared.

    "She looks good, doesn't she?" Jared asked as he leaned towards Russell, who was standing next to him and staring into the backseat.

    "She does," my husband answered.

    "Are you sure you're ready to be cuckolded?" Jared asked. "Because once I get in that car with your wife, there's no stopping it. I'm going to fuck her. I'm going to fuck her more than once, in fact. So you need to be certain that you want this."

    "I do," Russell replied. "I want you to cuckold me."

    Jared smiled and looked at me. "And what about you, Natalie? Do you want this? Do you want me to fuck you?"

    I answered by getting on my hands and knees and crawling towards him. I reached out and rubbed the bulge in his pants as I looked up at Jared. I wanted him. I was as excited as I'd been in years. I could feel it coursing through my body. I wanted him desperately. "Yes, I want this. I want you. I want you to fuck me in front of my husband. I want you to cuckold him."

    Jared unzipped his pants and freed his cock right there in the parking lot. I took it in my hand without thinking. I moaned as I felt the thickness and stared at the impressive size. He wasn't even hard and he was unquestionably bigger than Russell.

    "Take me in your mouth," Jared instructed as he stepped closer.

    I did so without hesitation. I was naked and on my hands and knees in the back of my husband's car and I sucked another man's cock. I closed my eyes and gave the best head I could. I stretched my lips around the plump head and moved down the shaft. I felt Jared get hard in my mouth and I moaned as I stroked the full length of his impressively long dick. My pussy tingled as I thought of having him inside me. He would have been the biggest cock I'd ever taken.

    "That's good," Jared said. "Now sit behind the driver's seat so I can join you."

    I reluctantly let his cock fall from my lips and backed into the car. I sat behind the driver's seat as instructed and Jared joined me in the backseat. Russell rushed to the other side of the car and got in.

    Jared put a hand on the back of my neck, smiled, and guided my mouth to his cock. He did so with complete confidence that I would comply, that I would offer no resistance. He wasn't wrong. I happily surrendered to his desire to feel my mouth around his big cock. I took him between my lips and I sucked. I blew him as Russell started the car and got directions to Jared's house. My head bobbed up and down in Jared's lap as my husband drove us to his house so he could be cuckolded for the first time.

    As I gave head, Jared's hands moved over my body. He grasped my bare ass, he played with my tits, and he fingered my pussy. He even rubbed my asshole a little. That made me nervous, but he didn't try and penetrate me back there. Instead, he offered just a hint of stimulation before his hand continued to roam. Every little touch turned me on, and I imagine that was his intent. He wanted me desperate with desire by the time we got to his place, and it worked, too.

    I sucked Jared's cock for the entirety of the drive back to his place. I sucked and I stroked. I kissed the head. I licked up and down the shaft. I really did worship his cock, mostly because I was completely lost in an overwhelming sense of desire that was the result of so many different kinds of pleasure that had unfolded over the course of our evening.

    "We're here," he said.

    My head popped up and I saw that we were parked in the driveway of a lovely home.

    "Let's go," he added.

    Jared tucked his cock back into his pants, opened the door, and got out. He offered his hand, but I didn't take it. I was naked and I could see the neighbor's houses.

    He looked into the car and said, "Don't be nervous, Natalie. It's a quick trip to the front door. You'll be inside in no time."

    "Can I just put on my dress?" I asked.

    Jared shook his head. "There's no point. You won't need your dress once we're inside. You won't need it again until after I've thoroughly enjoyed your beautiful body. Now, take my hand and let's go inside so I can show you what it's like to cum with nine inches of cock buried in your tight little pussy."

    I took his hand. I let him help me out of the car. I walked naked towards his front door. He put his hand on my ass and squeezed it hard while fishing his keys from his pocket. He gestured for me to step into the house after opening the door and I did so eagerly. He followed and Russell brought up the rear before shutting the door.

    "That wasn't so bad, was it?" he asked.

    I shook my head. I felt a little vulnerable in the nude, but there was something oddly appealing about that. I don't know if it was Jared's intention, but leaving my clothes in the car - meaning I'd be naked for the entire time I was in his house - made me feel a little like a sex object, like my entire purpose in being there was to be fucked. Some women would have hated that feeling, I'm sure, but in the moment I really liked it. It made my pussy tingle. It made me want to be fucked. It made me want to satisfy the strong, handsome, dominant, big-dicked man standing in front of me.

    "Russell, take your clothes off," Jared instructed without looking towards my husband.

    I thought Russell might resist, but he stripped without a word until he was standing there naked. I could see precum dripping from the tip of his half hard cock and it put a smile on my face. He was just as eager as I was.

    Jared took my hand and led me upstairs, down the hallway, and into his bedroom with Russell right behind us. I pawed at Jared's pants in an effort to free his cock and hasten its entry into my pussy, but he stepped back and smiled.

    "Russell, get on your knees in front of your beautiful wife and eat her pussy," Jared instructed. "She'll need to be exceptionally wet to take my cock with ease."

    Russell stepped in front of me, smiled, and dropped to his knees. I looked down at him as he crawled forward and then leaned in and put his tongue inside me. Even a little clitoral stimulation in that moment felt fantastic and I moaned for him as I reached down and ran my fingers through his hair. Inspired by Jared's sense of control, I took a handful of that hair and I pulled just a little. I saw Russell wince and I felt this intense rush of pleasure. Suddenly that mild clitoral stimulation felt even better.

    "You're getting my pussy ready for another man to fuck," I said while simultaneously taking pleasure in that very notion. "Does that excite you, Russell?"

    He leaned back and nodded as I saw his stiff cock. He was, as it turned out, even more excited than I thought he'd be. I pulled his mouth back to my pussy and looked up to see Jared removing his clothes. His body was impressively sexy, with broad shoulders, a well built chest, and muscular arms. His cock had looked quite large in the car, but it looked more impressive when he was naked. It looked good enough that I stared at it as my pussy tingled with genuine desire for him.

    "I need you to fuck me," I said as my husband spread his saliva all over my pussy. "Jared, please, I need you to fuck me."

    "Do you think she's wet enough, Russell?" he asked.

    "Yes," my husband answered.

    Jared smiled. "Then your job is done for now. Stay on your knees, though, and make sure you don't masturbate while I'm fucking your wife."

    It was unexpectedly pleasurable to hear Jared issue orders to Russell. I can't even explain it. It was just hot. As Jared approached, my pulse quickened. I was desperate to have him inside me and the closer he got the more excited I got.

    He pulled open the nightstand drawer and removed a condom. He handed it to me and I held his gaze while tearing it open. I reached out and rolled it down his long, thick, remarkably hard cock.

    Jared picked me up like I weighed nothing and crawled into the bed with me in his arms. He set me on my back and stared into my eyes while rubbing the head of his cock over my pussy lips.

    "Fuck me," I said. "Fuck me in front of my husband. Cuckold him. Please."

    Jared guided his cock inside me. I groaned the moment the head penetrated my pussy. I groaned again as he slowly filled me. I closed my eyes and arched my back as I experienced something entirely new. His cock reached places inside me Russell's had never gone. It stretched my pussy like Russell's never had, like no man's cock ever had.

    "How does it feel?" Jared asked as he bottomed out in my pussy.

    "Unbelievable," I replied. "It feels...Jared, it feels so good. Fuck, I can't believe how good it feels. Fuck me. Please, fuck me."

    He fucked me slowly at first. He gave me time to get used to his size. Slowly but surely he picked up the pace and slowly but surely the level of pleasure I felt increased. I'm not exaggerating when I say that the sex was unlike any other I've had. I was certainly more turned on than I'd ever been - which made it feel better - but size matters. I learned that lesson that night. Without question, size matters.

    "Harder," I said as the pleasure grew. "Please, Jared, fuck me harder."

    His lips found mine as he fucked me harder. I moaned into his mouth. His tongue penetrated me and I wrapped my arms around him and sucked on it while he fucked my pussy with long, hard, deep thrusts.

    I was as wet as I'd ever been and I could hear it with every thrust. Were his cock any smaller the pleasure of it might have been blunted by my wetness. Thanks to his size, I still felt every thrust and it was astoundingly hot.

    "Jared, I'm close," I cried out as my orgasm neared. My thighs began to tremble. Then that shaking worked its way down my legs. My loins tingled with pleasure. I felt a little lightheaded.

    Everything tensed up in the way it does in those few moments before an orgasm. This time, though, it felt like the room went silent in a way it never had before, like my body drew everything inwards in anticipation of a massive climax.

    Then I screamed, "Fuck!" and came on his cock. I grabbed two handfuls of the sheets and for a moment it felt like I lost control of my body, like the orgasm was so powerful that the only thing I could do was ride it out. Jared fucked me right through my climax, pumping his big cock into the depths of my pussy and hammering my clit until I'd worked my way through the most satisfying orgasm of my entire life.

    He kissed my neck as his cock came to rest inside me. I slowly wrapped my arms and legs around him and smiled with my eyes still closed so tight.

    "How was that?" he asked softly.

    "You were right about fucking me like no man ever has," I replied. "About making me cum harder than I've ever cum. I can't believe how good that was, Jared. I can't believe the orgasm I just had."

    He pushed himself up and smiled down at me. We shared a kiss and then he pulled out and rolled onto his back. I immediately cuddled up next to him and rested my hand across his chest as I looked at his incredible cock.

    "Did you enjoy watching, Russell?" Jared asked.

    I'll admit that I actually sort of forgot Russell was watching. That's what a great dick can do to a woman, though. I looked down to see a dazed, delighted look on my husband's face and I smiled. It was safe to say he'd enjoyed himself.

    "I loved that," Russell said. "I can't even describe how much I loved that, how hot that was. Nat, baby, watching you cum on his cock, watching you have an orgasm like that, it was just...it was incredible."

    "Would you like to lick her pussy?" Jared asked.

    I couldn't imagine Russell would say yes. Why would he want to put his tongue where another man's cock had just been? He nodded, though.

    "Yes, I'd love that," he answered.

    "You should let him," Jared said. "Most cuckolds love to taste their wives after they've been fucked. They can't get enough of it, in fact. He'll probably have to stay away from your clit, but I promise he'll find it hugely rewarding if you let him put his tongue in your pussy right now."

    Now, of course, I understand that Russell loves to taste my pussy after I've fucked someone else. It's among his favorite things in the world, in fact. I didn't understand it back then, but I wasn't put off by it, either. I was in a great mood in that moment and I saw no reason not to give my husband what he craved, so I spread my legs and invited him between them.

    "You can lick my pussy," I said.

    Russell crawled into the bed and stared at my pussy like he'd never seen anything so beautiful or so arousing. He laid between my legs and kissed my thighs. He kissed my labia, too, doing so delicately and moaning like merely pressing his lips against my flesh was enough to thrill him.

    "See how much he likes it?" Jared asked as Russell pushed his tongue into my pussy and moaned.

    "I do," I answered as I reached down to stroke his big cock. There was something about seeing Russell eat my pussy that made me want to get fucked again.

    "As I'm sure you already know, a cuckold's desires - and needs - are different from most men. I have enough experience to know that when a woman gives her cuckold what he craves he's just about as happy as a man can be, and there's nothing a cuckold craves more than his wife's pussy after she's been with someone else," Jared explained.

    Based on the look on Russell's face, I believed every word of it.

    "Some day you'll have unprotected sex with another man - maybe even me - and that man will cum inside you. You might think that your cuckold would hate the idea of licking that man's cum out of you, but I promise he won't. I promise that Russell will experience the most incredible, intense pleasure of his life by plunging his eager tongue into your pussy and licking another man's hot load out of you. I promise his dick will throb like it never has before if you let him clean someone else's mess out of your pussy," Jared said.

    It felt impossible to believe. It really did. And yet, Russell moaned. He had his eyes closed - maybe because he didn't want to look at me and tacitly admit that he'd get off on eating someone else's cum from my pussy - but it struck me as undeniable that my husband would have gotten off on eating someone else's load out of me.

    "I have to admit that I like the idea of you cumming inside me," I said. It was true. The moment Jared said it I felt this lovely little thrill. I'm not sure why. Perhaps it was nothing more than a very natural attraction to having a man like Jared cum inside me. Whatever it was, I was turned on. "For now, though, I'd really like you to fuck me again, Jared, and I'd really like to make you cum."

    "Why don't you show me how you ride dick?" he suggested.

    I smiled as Russell backed away, seemingly understanding that it was once again time for him to watch.

    I straddled Jared, guided his cock into my pussy, and looked over my shoulder. I saw Russell on his knees on the bedroom floor with his gaze fixed on the union of my body with Jared's. He couldn't have been more excited, which in turn thrilled me.

    I fucked Jared as best as I could. I rode him like a woman determined to put on a show for her man - in my case, for two men - and I did so with the intention of making him cum and of trying to give him an orgasm that approached the pleasure of the one he'd given me.

    I did a good job, too. I made him cum hard, at least based on the look on his face and the noises he made. I came right along with him, too, claiming my second orgasm of the night. I'll admit that I entertained the idea of him cumming inside me while he was in the midst of his orgasm and it absolutely made my climax more pleasurable.

    I claimed three more orgasms from Jared before the night was over and made him cum once more. Russell enjoyed his orgasm after we got home.

    I'm not sure how my first time as a hotwife - and Russell's first cuckolding - could have gone better. Things with Jared remained hot and heavy for a few months after that, too, and I learned a great deal about being a hotwife and about Russell's desires as a cuckold. Those lessons continue to be valuable to this day, and I'll share a few of them next time.
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    Fucking one person for a long period of time doesn't really get boring, but it definitely gets predictable. It's still sex and it's still wonderful in just about every way, but there's no denying that after a certain amount of time - and it's probably different for different couples - it gets predictable.

    I didn't really think about that before I got married. I hadn't been with a guy long enough for it to get predictable. And, if I'm being honest, I wasn't really all that bothered when things between Russell and me got predictable. But, that predictability did make me appreciate just how much fun it is to be a hotwife.

    You get all the unpredictable, exciting stuff that comes at the beginning of a relationship while also getting all the good stuff that comes out of a long term relationship with someone you love and trust with every fiber of your being.

    Jared, as it turned out, was an excellent choice for my first time. He understood his role. He got that we weren't in a real relationship, that it was almost entirely sexual. He got that it was about spicing things up for Russell and me, which in a lot of ways meant that it was Jared's job to pursue his pleasure, and that by doing so he'd help ensure that I got what I wanted, which would ensure that Russell got what he wanted.

    As I've learned, that kind of relationship tends to burn out fast - it basically goes awry as soon as things stop being hot and exciting - but that's perfect. That's how this sort of thing is supposed to go. That's what ensures that it stays at the height of hotness while you're with someone.

    "Hey, where are you?" Jared texted one night while Russell and I were out to dinner.

    "Who's that?" Russell asked.

    "Jared," I replied. "He wants to know where I am."

    By that point, nearly three weeks had passed since my first encounter with Jared. He'd fucked me five more times in that span and each and every time had been spectacularly good. So good that I thought about Jared every day and that my pussy frequently got wet when I thought about him. So good that if I'd been single I likely would have found my way into Jared's arms on a daily basis, mostly because my body was always screaming at me for more.

    "I'm on a dinner date with Russell," I texted.

    "Where?" Jared replied.

    I looked up at Russell and smiled. "What's he saying?" my cuckold husband asked.

    "He wants to know where we are. He didn't say, but I imagine he's hoping to have a little fun," I answered. "What should I tell him?"

    "You should tell him where we are," he said without a moment's delay.

    That was the answer I was hoping for. I let Jared know where we were and I waited for his response.

    "I'm on my way. I'll be there in ten minutes. Meet me out front," he texted.

    I set the phone down and looked up at Russell. He looked excited. Almost as excited as I felt. I could actually feel my pussy tingling. That's how good the sex with Jared had been to that point. The mere thought of getting to fuck him was enough to turn me on in that overwhelming kind of way where it gets really hard to think straight.

    "He said he's on his way. He wants me to meet him out front in ten minutes," I said.

    "Are you going to do it?" Russell asked.

    I studied his face for a moment to make sure he was actually as excited as he seemed and then I nodded. His eyes lit up and he smiled.

    "What should I do?" he said.

    "You should wait here while Jared has his way with me," I answered.

    That got Russell going. I could see it on his face.

    "Are you hard?" I asked.

    He nodded.

    "Because you like the idea of being cuckolded while we're on a date?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "You know he's probably going to fuck me in his car, right?" I asked.

    Russell nodded.

    I was just as excited as my husband, if not more so. I could feel the heat and wetness between my legs. It was partly from knowing that I was about to have an orgasm on a really big cock, but it was also from the pure excitement of it. Had the night gone as I'd expected, Russell and I would have gone home and had lovely sex made more arousing by the dirty talk about Jared. That would have been nice, but I was so much more turned on by the notion of meeting Jared, getting in his car, and doing whatever came next. The thrilling part was not knowing what would come next. All I knew is that it would include Jared's cock being inside me.

    I smiled at my husband, reached under the table, and carefully removed my panties. There's a good chance someone saw, but I really didn't care in the moment. I bunched them up in my hand and passed them across the table.

    "I think Jared will like it if I'm not wearing any panties when I get in his car," I said. "Don't you?"

    He nodded.

    I picked up my wine glass and chugged half of it as I held Russell's gaze. "Well, it's just about time," I said before setting the glass down and sliding out of the booth.

    I leaned over, gave Russell a kiss, grabbed my phone, and walked out of the restaurant. I waited a few minutes at the curb before Jared pulled up. I opened the door, got in, and saw that his cock was already out and rock hard for me.

    I smiled at the sight of the long, thick, beautiful cock that had spent a fair amount of time inside me over the past three weeks and then I looked up at Jared and said, "I'm so glad you texted."

    "Yeah?" he asked as we remained parked at the curb.

    I nodded, spread my legs, and pulled up the bottom of my dress to show him my pussy. Jared reached over, rubbed my labia for a few moments, and then effortlessly slid three fingers inside me.

    I moaned as he worked my pussy with one hand on wheel. I smiled at him and then looked once more at his cock, which was rock hard and truly beautiful. To me, at least. I was obviously horny as hell, but it really was a beautiful cock.

    With a smile on his face, Jared pulled his fingers from my pussy and fed them to me. I sucked them clean and reached out to stroke his cock. It felt a little dangerous to do so while parked in front of the restaurant, but I wasn't thinking clearly.

    After pulling his fingers from my mouth, Jared ran them through my hair and placed them around the back of my neck. He smiled and then pulled my head towards his lap. I offered no resistance. I wanted him in my mouth and I was actually turned on at the idea of sucking him in public.

    "Fuck," he said as my lips encircled the head of his cock. "Fuck, Natalie, that feels so fucking good."

    My head bobbed up and down in his lap. Anyone walking by would have seen a woman in a short dress sucking dick like a wanton slut, and in that moment, that's precisely what I was.

    The car slowly rolled forward as I sucked Jared's cock. I stroked his thick shaft while working the head with my tongue and covering him in my saliva. I gave pleasure like a woman possessed, right up until the car came to stop.

    I looked up to see that Jared had pulled into a space. I smiled at him and we shared a kiss as he ran his hand down my back, pulled up my dress, and slipped three fingers into my pussy. The sounds of my wetness filled the car as he fingered me and I sucked his tongue into my mouth and moaned while working my fingers over the remarkably plump head of his cock.

    "Will you do something for me?" I asked.

    "Anything," he replied.

    I grabbed my phone, unlocked it, and handed it to Jared. "Will you get a video of me sucking your cock? Just of my head bobbing up and down. I want to send it to Russell so he knows what I'm doing with you while he sits in the restaurant."

    Jared nodded and I returned to sucking his dick. I really went for it, too, moaning and making it wet and sloppy so it would make for the best possible video.

    "Done," he said.

    I took the phone and sent the video to Russell. I smiled as I thought of him watching it while he sat in the booth waiting for my return. I was certain it would turn him on and that it might send him outside to try and find us, so I added a text letting him know that I wanted him to stay put and that I'd come back to him as soon as I was done getting my pussy satisfied by Jared's big cock.

    "Did you bring condoms?" I asked.

    Jared nodded. "In the glove compartment."

    I smiled, grabbed a condom, and tore the wrapper open. I kissed Jared as I rolled it down his shaft. Our tongues mingled and I stroked his latex-wrapped dick, luring him ever deeper into the same wild state of desire that had enveloped my body the moment he texted me.

    "Let's get in the backseat," he said.

    I crawled back first and Jared quickly joined me. I straddled him and we kissed as I guided his cock between my pussy lips and sat down on it. I moaned into his mouth and began to rock my hips back and forth, giving myself a few moments to get used to his size.

    Then I took him for a ride. This was not a slow, sensual fuck. No one that has sex in a car is looking for something slow and sensual. No, this was a fast, furious fuck designed to make us both cum as quickly as possible.

    I bounced on his dick and Jared grabbed my ass and helped me with that. He lifted me off and I slammed my pussy back down on him. I worked him hard and perfect fucking pleasure coursed through my body as I did it.

    "Fucking hell, Natalie," he said. "Ride that dick. Ride my fucking dick!"

    I rode it hard. I rode it to a screaming orgasm. I rode it until we were both trembling from the pleasure of a fast, fantastic climax.

    I kissed him after we'd both cum. I kissed him and gently moved my hips back and forth, milking that last little bit of pleasure out of him. As I sat back, a smile slowly crept across Jared's face and he spread out his arms and looked up at me like I was a goddess.

    "God damn you fuck like few women I've ever met," he said.

    "Thank you," I replied. "You too, by the way. Your dick is second to none. Absolutely perfect, which is what I'm going to say to my husband when I go back in the restaurant."

    Unsurprisingly, that put a smile on his face. I've learned over the years that the best bulls are the ones that really like fucking a married woman, and really, really like the idea that they do something better than that married woman's husband. There's just something about that notion that seems to turn on the kinds of bulls that fuck me the best.

    I lifted my pussy from Jared's cock and sat next to him. I smiled at the cum-filled condom and then reached over and said, "Let me get that for you," while pulling it off.

    I crawled into the front seat and Jared followed. I fixed my dress while holding the used condom in one hand and then he backed out of the space and drove me to the front of the restaurant once more. I leaned over, gave him a kiss, and grabbed my phone.

    "Thanks for the orgasm," I said.

    "My pleasure, believe me," he replied.

    I got out of the car with the intention of throwing away the used condom, but in a moment of kinky inspiration I decided instead to bring it into the restaurant. I carefully tucked it in my hand to make sure it wasn't obvious and then I headed inside.

    Russell smiled as he saw me approaching. His excitement was really kind of adorable.

    "I watched the video a dozen times," he said before I even got to the table. "That was so hot. Did you finish him with your mouth?"

    I shook my head.

    "Did he fuck you?" he asked as I stood next to the table.

    "He did," I replied before sliding into my side of the booth. "Come sit next to me."

    Russell did so without hesitation, rushing to the other side of the booth and sliding right up next to me.

    "He had his cock out when he pulled up. I got in the car and showed him my pussy," I explained. "He fingered me and made me suck his fingers clean. Then he put a hand on the back of my head and pulled my mouth to his lap."

    I set my phone on the table and reached between Russell's legs. I smiled as I found his stiff cock and I teased him over his pants.

    "I bet someone saw," I said. "I bet someone saw your wife's head bobbing up and down in Jared's lap. I bet they saw me sucking his cock."

    "Oh, fuck," Russell whispered.

    "Do you like that?" I asked. "Do you like that someone might have seen me sucking another man's dick out in front of the restaurant? Do you like that a stranger might have seen me being so fucking wanton?"

    He nodded.

    "I put a condom on his cock and we got in the backseat so I could ride him," I explained. "I rode him hard and fast, baby. I rode Jared's big, beautiful, perfect cock so hard with my tight, wet, married pussy."

    Russell loved when I referred to it as my married pussy. He loved those subtle, lovely little reminders that he was being cuckolded, that his wife was giving herself to another man.

    "I came so hard on his big dick," I said. "And he came so hard buried in my tight pussy."

    I felt a little wet spot in Russell's pants. He hadn't cum, but he was absolutely leaking precum and it was incredible.

    "I took this with me," I said as I opened my hand and showed him the used condom. I grasped the open end and held it up. Russell's gaze focused on the load of cum waiting in the tip.

    "Fuck, Nat, that's...I don't know why, but that's so fucking hot," he replied.

    It was. I don't know why either, but it was definitely hot. It was naughty and dirty and sexy as hell. In the moment, as I held it there, I was struck by an idea.

    "I would have finished him with my mouth, you know," I said. "I wanted to get fucked, but if all Jared wanted was to get his cock sucked, I would have given him what he wanted."

    Russell looked enraptured.

    "I would have found it hot, if I'm being honest," I continued. "To be called away from a date with my husband to suck another man's dick...there's something really dirty about that, and I really like that."

    "Me too," Russell admitted.

    "I would have swallowed for him," I said as I held up the condom. "I would have swallowed his load, just like any good hotwife. I would have rewarded Jared for being such a good bull by sucking him off and swallowing his cum."

    Then I did what felt wondrously naughty in that moment. I upended the condom and poured the cum into my mouth. I did so quickly and then let Russell get a look at the thick cum resting on my tongue. Then I swallowed.

    "Holy shit," he said. "Nat...fuck...that was..."

    I leaned closer and he stopped talking. He stared at my lips as they approached his. "How would you feel about kissing me right now?" I asked as my pussy tingled with unexpected desire.

    "I...I'm not...I don't know..."

    I spread my legs, took Russell's hand, and placed it between my legs. His fingers found their way inside me and I moaned. "I want to kiss you," I said. "I just swallowed my bull's load and I want to kiss my husband. I want to kiss you while you play with the pussy that my bull just fucked."

    He leaned in, closed his eyes, and kissed me. I offered my tongue immediately. I offered it while thinking about the fact that it had just been coated with Jared's cum. My pussy was on fire. Every little bit of pleasure for my clit brought an explosive kind of satisfaction with it.

    I was so turned on as we kissed that I came. It took less than fifteen seconds of kissing and pussy play and I had an orgasm. Honestly, it might have been a better orgasm than the one I had on Jared's cock, though of course the first orgasm had led directly to the second, so it's not really possible to disentangle them.

    "Did you just cum?" Russell asked after I'd moaned into his mouth while climaxing.

    "I did," I said with a smile. "My second orgasm in less than ten minutes. I'm having a very good night."

    He laughed softly. "Yes you are."

    "I'll make sure you have a good night, too," I said. "That will have to wait until after dinner, but I promise you'll cum just as hard as I did."

    "Yeah?" Russell asked.

    I nodded, leaned in, and kissed him again. I shared the taste of Jared's cum with him once more and despite my recent climax I got turned on all over again. It was revelatory, really, as that night helped show me a new side of myself, one that took pleasure in some of the naughtier, kinkier sides of cuckolding.

    We'd start exploring that a great deal more often in the months after that night, but I'll save those stories for next time.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "Are you thinking about him?" Russell asked.

    My husband was between my legs. He was working my pussy with his tongue and he was doing an exceptionally good job. The expectant, excited look in his eyes made it perfectly clear what he wanted to hear me say.

    "Yes," I answered. It just so happened that I was thinking about my bull, mostly because at the time I was utterly enthralled with Jared. It was like he'd rewired my sexual systems so that almost all of my desire was focused on him, at least when I was concentrating on cumming, and with Russell between my legs I was absolutely concentrating on cumming.

    "I like that," Russell admitted. "That he's not here and you're thinking about him."

    "Instead of thinking about you?" I asked.

    My husband nodded. We were still early enough in our cuckold and hotwife explorations that the answer surprised me just a little. It shouldn't have, of course, but I was still learning and it was just a bit unexpected that Russell would find it arousing that my mind was on another man, a man who happened to be out of town that weekend.

    "I wish he was here," I said. "I wish he was between my legs instead of you."

    Russell moaned. He slipped three fingers into my pussy and gently licked my clit as he managed to find my g-spot, offering a little extra pleasure that could only be provided by digital stimulation.

    "Is missionary your favorite position with him?" Russell asked.

    I closed my eyes, arched my back a little, and moaned as he returned to gently licking my clit. I was fairly certain he'd pulled back just a little on the pace of stimulation because he wanted to draw out my orgasm. He was doing so selfishly - the dirty talk clearly aroused him - but I had no problem with that. I felt fucking fantastic in that moment and there was nothing wrong with drawing out my orgasm a little longer.

    "To be honest, baby, I like them all," I answered.

    "Even doggystyle?" he asked with genuine surprise in his voice.

    I looked down at my husband and smiled. His surprise made perfect sense, as I rarely let Russell take me from behind. It's hard to explain, but doggystyle was better with my bull. I'm not entirely sure why, though I suspect it has something to do with my inherent desire to please Jared, and in the pleasure of being fucked by an alpha male. I don't know if that makes any sense, but sometimes sex and the satisfaction that comes from it can't really be explained. It just felt better when Jared fucked me from behind than when Russell did.

    "Yes, even doggystyle," I said as I reached down and caressed my husband's face. "It's better with Jared. Much better. His cock reaches deeper into my pussy. It's not just that, though. It's...it's something else. There's just something about him that makes being taken by him - even taken from behind - feel so good."

    "It does look like you enjoy it," Russell replied, referencing the handful of times he'd watched Jared fuck me doggystyle.

    I sat up and leaned down to kiss my husband. He fingered me as I lured his tongue into my mouth and gently sucked on it. He got to his knees and crawled forward a little, making it seem as though he thought I'd let him fuck me.

    "Do you want me?" I asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "And what if I don't want your cock inside me?" I asked my husband.

    He held my gaze as I watched both arousal and what looked like a touch of worry wash over his face. I wanted to be inside his head in that moment, to know exactly what he was thinking and feeling as he contemplated the idea that I was going to deny him the chance to fuck me.

    "That would...I don't know, that would turn me on and disappoint me at the same time. It's...it's weird."

    I smiled. "It's certainly different, but this whole thing is different, isn't it?"

    I put a hand on the back of his head and guided him between my legs once more. I denied him without saying a word and Russell went back to work licking and fingering my pussy.

    "Before he left, Jared asked me to keep my pussy just for him," I explained. "He said he'd find it a turn on if I denied you while he was gone, if I denied myself, too. He wants me to be desperate for his cock by the time he returns, Russell."

    Jared moaned and the vibrations made my clit throb with desire. He pushed his fingers deeper inside me and then looked up and asked, "So, are you going to let me make you cum?"

    "Jared didn't say anything about denying myself an orgasm," I replied. "He just said no cock, though I'm already pretty desperate for him and I suppose I might be out of my mind with desire for him if I couldn't cum until he got back."

    I would have been. Since I'd first cuckolded Russell I'd been cumming almost every day and my sex drive was sky high. Denying myself for five days - the duration of Jared's trip - would have been maddening, though not necessarily in a bad way.

    "Is that what you want? Should I deny myself? Should I wait until Jared can make me cum?" I asked.

    Russell seemed to give the question genuine thought before he nodded. "Yes, you should. The sex with him...it would be so much hotter, wouldn't it? I mean, if you were desperate for him? If you were out of your mind with desire for him?"

    I nodded. As it turned out, Russell was right. I really was desperate by the time Jared got back from his trip.

    
      
    

    "You missed me, didn't you?" Jared asked.

    We were at a bar. We were seated next to each other in a booth in the corner. Russell was sitting across from us. I was in a short skirt, a cropped halter top, and a pair of four inch heels. I hadn't bothered with panties or a bra. I honestly would have preferred that Jared just come to our house where I could have greeted him without a single article of clothing on my body, but he insisted that we meet him for a drink.

    "Like you wouldn't believe," I replied. It turned out to be far more difficult than I'd anticipated to go five days without an orgasm. It got more difficult when I informed Jared that's what I was doing and he started sending naughty texts and insisting on talking multiple times a day. The content of those conversations was entirely sexual, too. We even video chatted and masturbated, though of course I wasn't allowed to cum.

    Jared sipped his drink, swallowed, and then leaned over and kissed me. His tongue slipped into my mouth and I tasted the vodka instantly. Somehow, it made the kiss hotter. My hand drifted between his legs and I stroked his cock in a downright pornographic manner. I honestly would have blown him right there in the bar had he asked me to do so.

    "Your wife seems eager to get fucked," Jared said as he looked across the table at Russell.

    "I know. She is," he replied. "She spent the past five days fantasizing about you, about how you make her feel. She's desperate for you."

    I didn't entirely realize it at the time, but we were both making it perfectly clear to Jared that he was in control, that he had what I wanted, and that what I wanted was what Russell wanted too. It wasn't a menacing form of control, of course, and Jared wasn't a fucking asshole who would abuse it. He seemed to find it thrilling to draw things out, though, and to make me show him just how desperate I was.

    Jared looked at me and let his eyes wander to my breasts. My nipples were hard and quite obviously poking through the thin material of my halter top and the sight of them seemed to please him.

    "Show me your tits, Natalie," he instructed.

    The booth was fairly dark and while the bar was busy, no one was paying any particular attention to us. Normally, I would have turned down such a request - I never would have done something like that for Russell - but I barely hesitated for Jared.

    I lifted my top and held it up as both he and Russell stared at my tits. Then Jared leaned over and took one in his hand. I let go of my shirt as he kissed me. Again his tongue moved into my mouth, this time aggressively. It was a wildly over the top kiss, but it felt so fucking good. He was touching me and kissing me like we were already in the bedroom, but we were in public. I was letting a man - a man I wasn't married - play with my tits in public and my pussy was utterly soaked because of it.

    "Do you like watching me play with your wife's tits, cuckold?" Jared asked.

    "Yes," Russell answered as Jared continued to manhandle my breasts - in a way that felt spectacularly good - in the bar.

    Jared's hand moved between my legs and under my skirt. I parted my thighs and his fingers found their way inside me. He buried them deep and I moaned as his thumb found my clit. He rubbed it in slow circles and as he penetrated me as I grabbed the edge of the table with my tits still exposed.

    "Do you think she'd let me fuck her in the bar bathroom, cuckold?" Jared asked.

    "Yes, I do," Russell answered.

    I would have. I would have let him fuck me anywhere he wanted me.

    Jared looked at me as his fingers worked my pussy and I moaned and said, "You can have me anywhere you want me, Jared."

    Up to that point in my life I was not the sort of woman to say that to a man. I'd never really been sexually enamored with a guy, though. I'd had good sex - Russell and I had good sex - but I'd quite clearly never had sex I would describe as great. I think, honestly, that the sex with Jared reached that level - a level of greatness - almost entirely because I was cuckolding Russell by fucking Jared. That added an extra layer of mental pleasure to the whole thing, triggering some part of my arousal center that had never come alive before and filling my body with a kind of desire that had never come to the surface.

    Jared was getting off on my desperation for him. I could see it on his face. He felt the same kind of arousal I felt. He was drawing it out because it turned him on so much.

    He pulled his fingers from my pussy and held them up. I sucked them clean without being asked and as I did so Jared said, "I think it's time to go."

    I pulled my shirt back over my tits, fixed my skirt, and slid out of the booth after Jared. He put his arm around me, pulled me close, and then rested his hand on my ass as he walked out of the bar with Russell close behind us.

    We stopped just a few steps outside the bar and I looked up at Jared, who had a smile on his face. "Take your shirt off, Nat," he instructed.

    We were still quite a ways away from the car, but I didn't hesitate. I took my shirt off and handed it to Russell, leaving me topless in the parking lot. I saw two guys walking towards us and they both whistled as they stared at my tits. Jared took my hand and stepped off the curb and into the parking lot. I went right along with him and my pussy actually tingled, mostly from the unexpected thrill of being half naked in public because my bull had demanded it.

    "I like showing you off," Jared said. "It really fucking turns me on, Nat."

    "I like turning you on," I replied.

    Russell unlocked the car and Jared and I got in the backseat. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock and I took him in my mouth without being told.

    "Take us back to your house, cuckold," Jared instructed.

    I sucked his dick for the entire drive back to our house. I could have made him cum - I'm very good with my mouth - but I needed to get fucked and I didn't want to wait, so I made it a slow, teasing sort of blowjob. Jared wasn't the only one that could drive someone crazy with lust, after all.

    "How does it make you feel to listen to your wife sucking my dick while you drive us back to your place, cuck?" Jared asked.

    "It turns me on," Russell answered. "My dick is hard. Hard as a rock."

    I moaned. I liked that Russell was comfortable enough with my bull to be honest.

    "When we get to your place, I'm going to take your wife to the bedroom and fuck her," Jared said. "I'm going to satisfy her pussy. I'm going to give her what she's been craving so desperately, what you can't give her."

    I moaned again, this time because I was truly desperate for Jared's cock.

    "Would you like to watch me fuck her, cuck?" Jared asked. I could hear the arousal in his voice. He was getting off on the control, on mine and Russell's willingness to give him that control.

    "Yes, I would," Russell replied.

    "Then you'll have to put my cock inside her," Jared said.

    It was an utterly unexpected request and Russell didn't say a word in response. I chose not to say a word, either, mostly because I wanted to let Russell figure out just how far he was willing to go in the name of playing along with Jared's desires.

    "Is that something you're willing to do, cuckold? Will you take my cock in your hand and guide it into your wife's pussy?" Jared asked as he ran his hand down my back and grabbed my ass. He gave it a swift smack and added, "You don't have to, of course, but I'm afraid you'll have to wait outside the bedroom if you're not willing to do what I want."

    Again, I could have intervened. Jared wasn't an asshole. If I'd told him to let Russell watch without having to touch his cock, Jared would have. I wanted to let my bull push Russell's limits, though, or at least try to. Plus, if I'm being completely honest, I found the idea kind of hot from the perspective of diving deeper into this kink.

    "Yes, I'll...I'll put your cock inside her," Russell finally answered.

    I moaned around Jared's cock. I moaned because I wanted my husband to know that his decision excited me.

    Russell pulled into the garage not long after. Jared didn't bother putting his cock away as we got out of the car and walked into the house. He stripped my skirt off the moment we stepped inside, leaving me naked except for the pair of heels. He got naked soon after, meaning Russell was the only one with any clothes on as we stepped into the bedroom.

    "On your hands and knees in the bed," Jared instructed.

    I crawled into the bed and looked back at him. I shook my ass and smiled. I spread my knees a little wider and felt my pussy lips open as if they were begging Jared to fuck me.

    "Get me a condom, cuckold," Jared said.

    Russell opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a condom. He handed it to Jared and watched as the bull tore it open and rolled the rubber down his glorious shaft.

    "You know what, cuck, I want to see you eat your wife's ass before I fuck her," Jared said.

    Russell hurried towards the bed, crawled behind me, and went to work rimming me. It wasn't something I was familiar with at the time, but it felt fucking fantastic. There was something kind of dirty about it, but I was so turned on that I wasn't the slightest bit put off by that. If anything, the opposite was true.

    "That's good, cuck," Jared said.

    Russell backed away and I looked over my shoulder to see Jared crawl into the bed. He rubbed the head of his cock over my pussy lips and I resisted the urge to push my hips back and take him inside me.

    "Put me inside her," Jared instructed. "Put my cock in your wife's needy pussy."

    Russell crawled into the bed next to Jared and rested a hand on my ass. He looked down at my bull's cock, took a deep breath, and wrapped his fingers around it. My husband grabbed another man's cock and guided it into my pussy and I felt a sudden and fantastic rush of pleasure as he did so. It was utterly unexpected and fantastically thrilling and the penetration that followed felt better because of it.

    "Oh my god," I said as Jared took me from behind. "Jared, baby, your cock feels so good. Fuck...five days is too long without you. It's too long without this perfect cock of yours."

    Jared grabbed my hips and fucked me hard. I closed my eyes and moaned as I took each thrust into my pussy. At first there was a touch of pain as I got used to his size, but it wasn't long before it was pure bliss.

    Then Jared pulled out. I whipped my head around to see him looking at Russell. "On your back, cuckold. With your head at this end of the bed." Russell moved onto his back and Jared looked at me and smiled. "Get into a 69 with him."

    I smiled as I realized what my bull was doing. I moved on top of Russell and played with his cock through his pants as he remained clothed while Jared and I were naked.

    "Put my inside her, cuck," Jared instructed.

    A moment later my bull's cock entered me once more. This time, though, Russell was watching from beneath me. He moaned and I can only imagine what it must have looked like from just a few inches away. I saw a wet spot appear in his jeans as his cock leaked precum, both from my gentle stroking and no doubt from the thrilling sight of another man's cock entering me.

    "Lick her clit, cuckold," Jared said. "Lick your wife's clit while I fuck her."

    He commanded Russell with such ease and confidence, and it was effective, too, as I felt my husband's tongue on my clit just a moment after that command was issued.

    "Oh, fuck," I said. "That feels so good, baby. Lick my clitty while he fucks me. Make me feel good while my bull pounds my pussy."

    I was wet. Soaking wet. Wet enough that I was probably dripping a bit on Russell's face, which was so fucking hot.

    "Cum for me, Natalie," Jared instructed.

    I was close. Really close.

    "Fuck me harder," I begged.

    Jared did so. He fucked me harder and a little faster. He rested a hand on my ass while doing so. I pushed back to meet his thrusts as the pleasure built in my loins.

    Then Jared pressed his thumb against my asshole. It wasn't enough pressure to penetrate me, but it was enough to make me think of being taken anally, even if it was just a finger.

    For some reason, that put me over the top. I don't know why. Maybe because Jared was the only man I'd ever been with who was bold enough to even try and play with my asshole. Maybe because it just felt good. Maybe because it was naughty and a little extra kink was enough to put me over the top.

    "Oh, fuck!" I screamed.

    My legs trembled. I fell down to my elbows because my arms were suddenly weak. I came and I came hard on Jared's cock. I actually felt my pussy pulsating around his shaft as Russell's tongue gently lapped at my clit, ensuring I had the most thunderous, thrilling orgasm of my life.

    I rested my head against Russell's leg and closed my eyes as the aftershocks of pleasure continued to emanate from my pussy. I smiled from the sheer pleasure of the orgasm and then Jared ran his hands up my back and leaned forward to kiss my upper back, shoulders, and neck.

    "Did you enjoy that?" he asked.

    "That was exquisite," I replied.

    "Do you want more?"

    "I do," I answered. "I want you to fuck me as many times as you want me, Jared."

    He pulled out and I rolled onto my back. I was pleased to see a look of utter delight on Russell's face. Clearly, he'd enjoyed the unique show Jared had put on for him.

    "I'm going to want a drink after I cum," Jared said. "And it won't be long before your wife's pussy gives me an orgasm, cuck, so why don't you run along to the kitchen and make me that drink."

    Is it bad that it turned me on to hear Jared talk to Russell like that? It doesn't really matter if it's bad or not, I suppose, because it really fucking turned me on.

    Russell did as my bull desired, too. He got up, gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, and headed out of the bedroom to make my bull a drink. Jared then crawled into the bed, pulled me into his lap, and slipped his cock into my pussy.

    "Ride me," he said. "Make me cum. See if you can make yourself cum, too."

    I did both and it didn't take me all that long. It was the first of three orgasms for Jared that night, all of which I took great pleasure in providing.

    As it turned out, five days of denial had turned me into something of a wanton woman, which made the sex better for both of us. Russell enjoyed himself, too, though I didn't let him cum until after Jared had left. That made his orgasm better, though, which meant all three of us ended the night happy and completely satisfied, which is exactly how a good session of cuckolding should end.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Before I became a hotwife it would be fair to say that I had a casual relationship with fitness. I ate well, went for walks almost daily, and occasionally went for a jog, but I never really took it seriously. I looked good in the way a woman can still look really good even if she doesn't work out all that often, but there was something about becoming a hotwife that made me want to take working out a great deal more seriously.

    So, I got after it. I started running. I started bodyweight resistance exercises. I got a gym membership, though that only lasted a month. I'm not entirely sure why, but it just wasn't for me.

    Instead, I developed a routine of going to the park that's a relatively short drive from our house. This park is a little different than most in that the city made an effort to craft a running path around it and they installed several stations meant for bodyweight exercises. There were spots for pull-ups, dips, sit-ups, that sort of thing. It proved quite popular for the more fitness-minded citizens and I thoroughly enjoyed running with stops for a set of pull-ups and push-ups. By the end I'd be a sweaty mess with sore muscles and it was really quite fantastic.

    It made a difference, too. After just a few months my body was noticeably fitter. Tighter, really. I didn't get super muscular or anything, but I absolutely looked better. I felt better, too, and I'm certain it made sex with Jared better. There's no question a fitter woman can take a harder pounding from her bull, and that it actually feels better to take a harder pounding.

    There was also the lovely bonus of the flirting that happened while I worked out. At some point - when I got a great deal more confident, I think - I started leaving my engagement ring and wedding band at home, which significantly increased the volume of flirtation.

    For most married women, it probably would have been an annoyance to be tired and sweaty and have men come up to flirt. I almost never felt that way. Every once in a while a guy would severely overestimate his attractiveness and take a shot at flirting, but most of the guys that came up to me were fit and good-looking and there's nothing wrong with that.

    It's worth mentioning that about a month into cuckolding Russell my sex drive spiked. I don't know if I'd just gotten more comfortable with the whole thing or all the good sex with Jared and the orgasms from Russell's tongue had led to a wild release of hormones, but I'd reached a place where I was almost always in the mood for sex.

    That's where Cole comes in. I met him while working out. I was doing pull-ups, actually. I saw him watching. He was sweaty, breathing heavily, and standing there with his hands on his hips.

    "You're up," I said as I set my feet on the ground and let go of the bar.

    "What?" he asked.

    "I assume you're waiting to do a set of pull-ups," I replied with a smile. "Unless of course you were just standing there checking me out."

    He laughed. "Well, if I'm being honest, I had no intention of doing any pull-ups. I was just taking a break, in fact, and it just so happened that I took a break at a spot with a particularly good view."

    He was good looking. Really good looking, in fact, and he was in exceptionally good shape. He was wearing a tank top and doing so with well-earned confidence as he possessed a pair of arms that had clearly been thoroughly worked out. They were the sort of arms that lead a woman to make bad decisions, as there's something primal about having a man like that on top of you, about running your hands over his muscular arms as he slides his cock into you, as he fucks you in search of his pleasure and in the hope of providing you with the pleasure you crave.

    "The view's not so bad from here, either," I said.

    That took him by surprise, but I suppose most women aren't all that aggressive when it comes to flirting. There was something about him, though. Something I found utterly irresistible despite the fact that he was covered in sweat.

    "I'm Natalie, by the way, but you can call me Nat," I added.

    He approached, extended his hand, and said, "I'm Cole."

    As we shook, I pondered if I wanted to fuck Cole. I was certain he'd be more than happy to fuck me right then and there if it's what I wanted. We women are lucky in that way, as men are often so desperate to get laid that we can make it happen without much effort.

    "It's nice to meet you, Cole," I said before moving to where he'd been standing and added, "Now, I think it's only fair that I get to watch you do a few pull-ups."

    He smiled, stepped under the bar, and reached up to grab it. He tucked his feet and ripped off a set of ten pull-ups with what seemed to be almost no effort. I'm not unlike most women in that a display of strength can be quite impressive and more than a little arousing, and the fact that I got to enjoy the view of his arms as he worked through the pull-ups only made it more arousing.

    "Very impressive," I said when he finished.

    He looked just a little bashful before smiling. "Thanks."

    I approached, reached out, and ran my hand over one of his arms. His muscles were taut after the pull-ups and there was something genuinely arousing about touching him.

    "How would you feel if I kissed you?" I asked.

    He opened his mouth to answer but he didn't get a word out. My lips found his and his hands immediately moved to my waist. He pulled me close and I happily pressed my body against his. I opened my mouth and his tongue found mine. I moaned and his hands moved to the top of my ass before he squeezed it through the thin, smooth material of my leggings. I felt his cock grow and press into my stomach as the kiss deepened alongside my desire.

    "Wow," he said softly as our lips remained close after the kiss.

    "Yeah. That was good, wasn't it?" I asked.

    "Better than good."

    He kissed me again. This time he grabbed two strong handfuls of my ass and squeezed hard. I leapt up and wrapped my legs around him. He supported me with ease and kept his grip on my ass as I felt his now-stiff cock press into my crotch. My pussy tingled with desire and I was unquestionably wet.

    "How would you feel about fucking me, Cole?" I asked.

    He smiled. "I can't imagine anything I'd enjoy more."

    And so he fucked me. With great skill. Twice.

    ---

    "You look happy," Russell said as I stepped into the living room. "Good workout?"

    I smiled. "I got fucked."

    There's nothing quite like telling your cuckold that you just got fucked. The look on his face is perfect, and then his eyes wander over my body as he searches for some sort of visual confirmation that another man has been inside me. If my leggings hadn't been navy blue he would have been a wet spot between my legs. Not because Cole came inside me - I'm not insane - but because my pussy was completely and utterly soaked.

    "You saw Jared?" he asked.

    I shook my head. "I fucked someone new. Someone I met while working out. Someone I wanted from the moment I laid eyes on him. Someone I'd never met before. It's the first time in my life I've had sex like that and it was incredible."

    Russell stood and rushed towards me. He stopped just short of pressing his body against mine and reached out to run his fingers over my hip. I watched his hand shake a little, no doubt from the excitement.

    "His name is Cole," I said. "He fucked me exceptionally well. Twice, in fact, which is why I was gone for so long."

    Russell's fingers moved between my legs and he pressed against my pussy. I moaned softly and watched a bulge form in his jeans.

    "That wetness you can feel, that's because I was so turned on, because he fucked me so good, because my pussy is still so wet," I said.

    I reached out and caressed Russell's dick, quickly bringing him to a fully erect state and eliciting a handful of moans from my cuckold husband.

    "Do you like that I fucked someone new?" I asked. "That I fucked a man I'd only just met?"

    Russell nodded.

    "I'll never go back, Russell," I said. "Today settled it for me. It's not just that I found a perfect fuck buddy in Jared. There are lots of men out there that can fuck me like I need to be fucked. More than that, though, it's such a turn on knowing that I can have anyone I want while my husband stays loyal to me."

    He felt hard as a rock, a notion that I very much enjoyed.

    "And the fact that you're turned on makes me very happy," I added. "Because it means you don't mind if I act a little slutty from time to time. Do you?"

    He shook his head.

    "Would you like to hear the details?"

    "More than anything," Russell said.

    I took his hand, turned, and led him to the bedroom. I took off his shirt and kissed his neck and chest while pushing his pants to his ankles. He leaned in to kiss me and I said, "I had his cock in my mouth. Twice, actually. Are you sure you want to kiss me after I had another man's cock in my mouth, baby?"

    He kissed me. Of course he did. Hearing that I'd sucked Cole's cock deepened his desire to feel my tongue in his mouth. As we kissed I freed his cock from his underwear and he moaned as I stroked him, much to my delight.

    "He was a lot bigger than you," I whispered. "Longer and thicker. My jaw got a little sore as I sucked his dick, but there's something so arousing about giving head to a man with a cock like that."

    Russell moaned like he was on the verge of an orgasm so I released his cock and pushed him into the bed. I took off my sports bra but kept my leggings on as I crawled on top of him and straddled his upper thighs.

    "I met him in the park. We fooled around a little. Kissing. Groping. He played with my tits a little. Then we went to his car. We kissed. He played with my tits again and managed to get a hand down the front of my leggings to finger me. I think he liked how wet I was for him, Russell. I think he liked how turned on I was at the idea of getting fucked by him," I said as I ran my hands over his crotch.

    "Where did you fuck?" he asked.

    "Patience," I replied with a smile. "Before we fucked, I sucked his cock. In his car, actually. He got behind the wheel but I told him not to start it. I told him I wanted him in my mouth. I freed his dick. I bent over. I gave him a blowjob in the parking lot, baby. I sucked another man's cock right there. I couldn't help myself. Plus, if I'm being honest, I wanted to see if he'd act like a controlling asshole and try and push my head down on his dick. He didn't, though. He just let me work him over and soon enough I had him moaning wildly. When he touched me, he ran his hand down my back, slipped his fingers into my leggings, and fingered me. He gave me pleasure while I pleasured him, baby, so I told him to take me home."

    "Did you suck his cock while he drove?" he asked.

    I nodded. "I couldn't help myself. I didn't go crazy, but the truth is, I get really turned on blowing men like Cole and Jared."

    "Men...men like them?" Russell asked.

    I smiled. "Strong. Confident. Sexy. Well-hung. Alpha male types, baby. I'm probably not alone in that. As it turns out, there's something really hot about giving head to that kind of guy."

    I was sort of implying that Russell wasn't that kind of guy, but that also happened to be the truth. I love my husband deeply, but I wouldn't call him an alpha male and I wouldn't want him to be, either. I'm clearly the kind of woman that needs to be married to a man that leans towards being a beta male. As it turned out, though, Russell seemed quite thrilled at the idea of not being that kind of man, at least based on how he was moaning and how much precum he was producing.

    "He took me right to his bedroom when we got to his house," I continued. "We stripped each other naked and he grabbed a condom from the nightstand. I've never seen a guy dress his dick faster. He picked me up, put me in his bed, and crawled on top of me."

    In that moment I felt like I was on my back again in Cole's bed. I saw him on top of him. I felt myself reach up to caress his arms and he guided his cock inside me. I heard myself telling him to fuck me hard.

    "He fucked me hard, baby. He fucked me so hard," I said as I took Russell’s cock in my hand and stroked him slowly, mostly avoiding the head but for a little bit of teasing. "I couldn't stop touching his body. My hands were all over his muscular arms and his hard chest and his incredible ass. It was such a turn on to get fucked by a man like that, by someone so powerful and in such good shape. I came so fucking hard, Russell. I came so fucking hard all over that big cock of his."

    The head of Russell's cock swelled up and a big drop of precum appeared at the tip. I licked it up, crawled forward, and kissed my cuckold husband. I fed him the sweetness of his precum and gently rubbed my ass against his dick, offering him the pleasure of the smooth, soft material of my leggings against his stiffness.

    "After I came, I had Cole get on his back. I straddled him. I took him inside me. I put my hands on his muscular chest and I rode him, baby. I rode him like a good girl. I rode him to make him cum. I rode him until we came together, in fact. I loved watching his face as he came with his cock buried deep in my tight, wet pussy. I loved how good I was making him feel. And of course I loved how fucking hard I came on his dick," I said.

    I rolled off of Russell, lifted my hips, and pulled my leggings off. He looked down to get a view of my pussy but there was no need to strain as I straddled his chest, leaned back, and gave him a good view.

    "How does it look?" I asked.

    "Like you've been fucked," Russell replied with a smile. "It looks perfect."

    I reached down and gently rubbed my swollen labia as Russell stared. "Would you like to taste it? Would you like to taste the pussy that Cole fucked?"

    "Yes, please," he said.

    I slid my hips forward and dropped my pussy onto his face. His eyes went wide with delight and he pushed his tongue inside me. I couldn't feel much, if I'm being honest, but I didn't need to feel much in that moment. I wanted to give Russell what he craved. I wanted to thrill him, to arouse him, to bathe him in the taste of my pussy after another man had fucked me twice.

    "We got a drink of water - without any clothes on - after the first round. We got to know each other a little bit, too, and it turns out that he's quite a likeable guy," I explained. "He's actually a personal trainer - which would explain the body - and a few months removed from the breakup of a serious relationship. I'm the first woman he's fucked since they broke up, actually, and he was quite gracious in thanking me for helping to pull him out of a bit of a funk. As it turns out, Russell, my pussy healed some of Cole's emotional pain."

    By that point I'd started riding Russell's face and the pleasure of grinding my clit against his lips, chin, and even his nose proved to be quite lovely.

    "We ended up chatting - still naked, which was fun - on his couch and at some point his cock ended up in my mouth again. At first I was on my knees on the couch with my head bobbing up and down in his lap and then I moved to my knees in front of him. Honestly, I wanted to look up at him as I sucked his dick. I wanted to look in his eyes as I gave him pleasure and it was kind of intoxicating. I ended up fingering myself as I gave him head, though it wasn't really necessary as I was already plenty worked up and eager to get fucked again," I said.

    I was pretty close to cumming on Russell's face, but I figured he deserved the ultimate pleasure, so I slid my pussy down his chest and stomach - leaving a trail of wetness in the process - and took him inside me.

    "I got up and told him to stay on the couch. I went to his bedroom and got a condom. I came back, opened it up, and rolled it down his cock. I straddled him, took him inside me, and rode him slowly as we kissed. His hands moved up and down my back. He squeezed my ass. He sucked on my tits. He played with them. We were connected while he was deep inside my pussy and it felt so fucking good, Russell. It was the opposite of the wild, frenetic pussy pounding I'd taken in his bed. It was slow and beautiful and passionate and I came so fucking hard that my fingers went numb for a few seconds," I explained.

    Russell was close. Really close. I was riding him slowly and he was still close to unloading inside me.

    "And of course he came too," I said before leaning down to kiss his neck. "Cole came while his cock was buried in your wife's pussy, Russell. The pussy you're enjoying right now made another man cum twice today. A man with a gorgeous, muscular body and a big cock."

    "Bigger than mine?" he asked.

    "Much bigger than yours," I replied. "His cock was much bigger than yours and he made me cum so fucking hard."

    Russell came. He came hard. I managed to cum, too. It was an exceptionally good orgasm. Not quite as good as the two Cole had given me, but it's awfully hard for a cuckold to compete with the thrill of fucking a new man.

    "Was that good, baby?" I asked between soft kisses against his neck.

    "It was incredible, Nat," he said. "Thank you. Fuck, you're amazing."

    I smiled, sat up, and rested my hands on his chest. "You're amazing, too, Russell. I wouldn't get to have this kind of fun if you weren't on board with it."

    "I'll always be on board with it," he said. "I really will, Nat. It's so fucking hot. I just...it's just so fucking hot."

    A hotwife needs a good cuckold and it turns out that I've got a great one, which means I'm a very lucky woman.

    Stumbling onto Cole was a stroke of good fortune, too, as there's nothing quite like getting fucked by a personal trainer. Perhaps I'll share more about that next time.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     As you might remember from last time, I met a personal trainer. His name is Cole. We met in the park and fucked soon after. It was the first time since the start of my hotwifing journey that I'd fucked someone so soon after meeting them. It was exquisite, though.

    It wasn't a one time thing. It kept up. For a short span of time, Cole occupied a significant percentage of my mental energy. That's what happens when you're getting fucked really, really well, though. That's what happens when you have orgasms that are far and away the best of your life. There's no choice but to think constantly about the man giving you those orgasms. Your mind will literally not let you think of anything else for an extended period of time.

    Well, at least my mind wouldn't let me.

    I thought of my husband, too. Of course I did. I'm not a monster. I didn't think of him fucking me, but I thought of giving him what he wanted, which was to be a cuckold. Thankfully, that was remarkably easy to do given that I was fucking Cole multiple times a week.

    After the first time after our meeting at the park, it was three days before I texted Cole. Half an hour later I was at his place. Half an hour after that his cock was inside me. I spent two hours with him. I was naked the entire time. He fucked me three times in that span and I had him in my mouth twice. He went down on me, too, and proved that he's quite adept with his tongue. When we weren't fucking we were talking, which again proved far more compelling than I thought it might.

    When I got home I sat on Russell's face and let him eat my pussy while he masturbated. I gave him the details of the sex I'd had with Cole. He didn't last very long - of course he didn't - and I found myself feeling quite thrilled at the idea that my husband could cum so quickly while hearing about the great sex I was having with another man. He'd cum quickly when I'd told him about the fun I'd had with Jared - my first bull - but he was cumming quicker with talk about Cole.

    The sex was better with Cole - a fact I was quite clear about - and I wondered if that made it better for Russell. Did he enjoy it more because another man was making me cum even harder than Jared had? Was he getting off so quickly - and having such great orgasms - because I was now having the best sex of my life and I was having that sex outside our marriage?

    Russell confirmed that he loved that the sex was so good for me, that it turned him on like nothing else to hear me talk about how good Cole fucked me and about how deeply satisfied I was after seeing him. The quality of the sex also seemed to make it even more pleasurable for Russell to eat my pussy after Cole had been inside me, and I'd quickly grown to love feeling my husband make love to my pussy with his tongue after another man has had his way with me.

    Cole couldn't even wait 24 hours before texting me again. I was at work. He told me he couldn't stop thinking about me. He didn't ask to fuck me - he knew I was at work - but he said he wanted to let me know that I was on his mind.

    I told him that I was just about to go on a lunch break and that I'd love to spend my lunch with his cock inside me. I was at his place twenty minutes later. His cock was in my mouth no more than a minute after I walked in the house. I gave him a longer blowjob than I needed to, but my pussy dripped the entire time. It honestly felt good to have him in my mouth, to pleasure him, to look up at him and see the absolute wonder and desire in his eyes as a married woman sucked his cock so voraciously.

    While I was blowing him, Cole noted that it turned him on to see my engagement ring. The hand wearing it was wrapped around his dick and moving up and down his shaft in time with my mouth. The diamond probably sparkled as it moved. It probably served as this intensely arousing reminder that another man's wife was on her knees in front of Cole, that I was sucking his cock on my lunch break because he fucked me so much better than my husband that I couldn't resist him, that I wanted him again less than 24 hours after he'd fucked me to multiple orgasms.

    He fucked me to two orgasms in the span of five minutes. We did it on his couch. I was on my back. He was between my legs. His cock - which was dressed in a condom - pounded me. I ran my fingers over his exquisite biceps and his muscular chest and I swear to you I came harder because I was being fucked by a man with a gorgeous, near perfect body. It made the sex better. It made me cum harder.

    It wasn't long - a week and a half after our first time - that Cole offered his personal training services. Free of charge, of course. I took him up on the offer. I was more than happy to get in great shape while having lots of great sex, and I can tell you from experience that it was easy to push myself when I knew that my gorgeous personal trainer was going to give my pussy a workout after we'd finished our session.

    We'd train at the park or at the gym. We'd train hard, too. He'd push me to take my body right to the brink of exhaustion. I'd let him push me in a way I probably wouldn't have let any other personal trainer. I liked the idea of getting in great shape, to be honest, in part because I wanted Cole to be fucking someone with a great body, just like I was getting fucked by someone with a great body. I wanted the sex to be as good for him as it was for me, mostly because I was completely hooked on him at that point and I really, really didn't want it to end.

    After most of our training sessions we'd go back to his place. Sometimes it would be for a quick fuck, but on the weekends we'd luxuriate in our desire for each other. Instead of fucking right away we'd get in his shower - which was remarkably roomy - and wash each other. I'd run my soapy hands over his muscular body and he'd do the same for mine. I'd clean his cock and he'd clean my tits and my increasingly tight ass.

    I swear, his body felt sexier in the shower. Maybe that's just because he was wet and his abs and pecs looked better when they were wet, but it was always such a turn on to shower with him.

    Sometimes we'd shower for a long time. We'd get clean. We'd kiss. We'd get each other all hot and bothered. Sometimes I'd end up on my knees, looking up at him and sucking his cock slowly and sensually as he leaned against the tiled wall and moaned while telling me how good it felt. In those moments I liked that the only thing I was wearing was my engagement ring and wedding band. The symbols of my marriage were on display while I broke the vows I'd made on my wedding day and offered my mouth to another man - a superior man, really - while my husband waited for me to return home to sit on his face and give him the details of the sex I'd had with another man.

    Eventually we'd leave the shower, get dry, and have great sex. Sometimes Cole would fuck me incredibly hard. He'd usually do that in missionary. He'd pin my hands above my head and pound my pussy. There were times when it would get so close to being uncomfortable, but I always came so fucking hard. There's just something about having a strong, gorgeous, perfectly muscular man on top of you delivering such forceful thrusts because his body was built for that.

    Russell thoroughly enjoyed my relationship with Cole. He liked every part of it, honestly. He liked that I was getting in better shape. He liked that I was more confident, both because I was getting in better shape and because I was getting fucked by a gorgeous, fit man that likely could have landed just about any woman he wanted.

    The first time I had a training session and a quickie with Cole, I offered to shower before I sat on Russell's face. I'd gotten exceptionally sweaty during my workout and the subsequent sex, after all, and I couldn't help but imagine that I didn't smell wonderful.

    I told Russell that and his eyes lit up. He didn't say anything. Instead, he pulled me close and kissed me while trying to help me out of my leggings. Before we could even get to the bedroom he was on his knees and his tongue was lashing at my pussy. His eagerness was...it was incredibly hot, to be honest. Maybe that sounds weird, but in the moment I found it quite a turn on that he was licking my sweaty, freshly-fucked pussy, and that he was so turned on doing it. What would have horrified most men was a source of great arousal for my husband, which is precisely why this particular version of our relationship works so well, by the way.

    Eventually we went to the bedroom and I sat on Russell's face and told him that Cole had thoroughly satisfied my pussy, that he'd fucked me so good that my body trembled when I came on his cock. I told him that I'd satisfied Cole, too, that I'd made him cum so hard he couldn't speak. I did so while Russell couldn't say a word because his face was smothered by my wet, sweaty pussy, something he enjoyed so thoroughly that he came after just a few minutes. I rode his face a little longer and had an orgasm of my own, too.

    Russell was not banned from fucking me while I was with Cole. I usually left it up to him and most of the time he wanted me to sit on his face, and when I did he would cum really quickly. He's like a lot of cuckolds in that way, especially with regards to tasting the pussy that another man has just fucked. He gets so excited that he can't help himself.

    We did still have sex, though. Russell usually came even quicker than when I sat on his face and it was almost always because of the dirty talk. I found that I could regulate his speed based largely on what I said and how I said it. I can't explain how much I enjoyed that sensation, in no small part because the quicker he came the more powerful his orgasm seemed to be. It was the kind of thing where he was so turned on, was so thoroughly enjoying himself that he couldn't help but have a mind-bending climax while inside me.

    It won't surprise you to hear that Russell loved to hear that Cole was better than him, that Cole fucked me better. That was the subject matter that turned him on more than anything else when I was with Cole.

    One night, about a month into my relationship with Cole, I'd spent most of Saturday with him. We'd trained in the early afternoon and then gone back to his place for lunch, a long shower, and a whole lot of hot sex all over his house.

    Then, just after the sun had gone down, I came home. Russell was on the couch. His cock was half hard as I'd texted to let him know I was returning after being thoroughly fucked by my trainer.

    I didn't say a word to my husband. I smiled and headed for the bedroom. He followed and caught up to me just as I walked through the doorway. He kissed my neck and slipped his fingers into the waistband of my leggings, lowering them while kissing his way down my back. His lips felt soft on my ass cheeks as I stepped out of the leggings and though I normally would have walked towards the bed, I stood in place as Russell showered my ass and the backs of my thighs in soft kisses.

    "Your lips feel so good, baby," I said softly. "My pussy could use some of those kisses."

    "Oh yeah?"

    "Mmm hmm. Cole fucked me hard, baby. He fucked me long and hard today. Three times. He pounded my married pussy three times. He stretched me out with his big cock and he fucked me so hard I might be bruised down there tomorrow, so I could really use those sweet, soft lips of yours. And of course I'd love to feel that tongue of yours inside me."

    Russell twisted my hips and I spun around and looked down at him. I saw the lust in his eyes I'd been expecting and when he leaned in to kiss my pussy I grabbed a handful of his hair and prevented him from getting close enough to press his lips against my wet, plump flesh.

    "I want you naked first," I said. "And in the bed. I get to choose when you kiss my pussy."

    Russell smiled, stood, stripped, and crawled into the bed. His cock was hard as a rock and pointed skywards with a big drop of crystal clear precum at the tip. I approached slowly and reached out to run the tip of my index finger up the underside of his shaft, stopping just short of scooping up the precum.

    "Did you miss me while I was getting fucked by my trainer?" I asked, with a heavy emphasis on the word 'fucked.'

    "I did. It was all I could think about."

    I crawled into bed and situated myself between his knees. I bent over and kissed the tops of my husband's thighs before looking up at him, smiling, and asking, "Did you think about his cock in my mouth?"

    He nodded and I enveloped his cock. I took just about all of it - I'd actually gotten better at giving head since I'd started cuckolding Russell - and he closed his eyes and let out a beautiful groan.

    "Mmm, I like that I can swallow almost all of your cock, baby," I said as I stroked him. "I can't do that with Cole. He's too thick for that. Much, much too thick for that."

    That elicited another groan, which put a smile on my face. I'm sure some women would hate that their husband got so excited when being unfavorably compared to another man, but I loved it. I loved that just a few words could excite Russell to such an incredible degree.

    I swallowed his cock again, doing so quickly and offering just a few seconds of pleasure before pulling off and kissing my way up his body. My lips found Russell's and our tongues entwined while my pussy hovered over his cock. I dropped down and gave him a little taste of being inside me. I was met with a low moan into my mouth and I was tempted to just ride him, but I know that Russell loves to taste my pussy so I crawled forward until it hovered over his mouth.

    "Cole fucked me three times today," I said. "He pounded this pussy three times and he made me cum so fucking hard, Russell."

    "Harder than I make you cum?"

    I nodded and sat on his face. I leaned back, grabbed his cock, and stroked him slowly as he pushed his tongue inside me. I moved my hips a little and managed to grind my clit on the tip of his nose, which felt wondrous and signaled that it wouldn't take me long to cum once I was determined to do so. It turned out that all the foreplay with my cuckold husband had gotten me quite worked up.

    "I love feeling Cole's body on top of mine," I said. "I love seeing his taut muscles as he fucks me. I love to touch them, to touch him, to feel his power, Russell. I love to feel his incredible strength as he has his way with my body, as he fucks me however he pleases, as he makes me cum over and over with that perfect cock of his."

    I felt his dick swell up in my hand and stopped stroking him. I didn't want Russell cumming quite yet. I leaned forward, lifted my pussy from his face, and then slowly slid down his chest. When I felt his cock brush against my ass cheek I lifted my hips and took him inside me.

    "I can barely feel you, baby," I said softly as I smiled down at my husband. "I can barely feel your dick in my pussy. Cole pounded me so hard and so long with that big cock of his that I can barely feel you."

    He was already close. I'd have to cum quickly. It wasn't a problem. I moved my hips back and forth, grinding my clit into his pelvis until I was close. Then I started riding him.

    "Cole fucks me so much better than you do," I said breathlessly. "I wish he was in our bed right now. I wish I was riding his dick. I wish I was bouncing on his cock in our bed while you watched from your fucking knees!"

    He came in me. I came too. I came so fucking hard. It was beautiful. I collapsed on top of him. He held me close. He kissed my neck. I kissed his. Our lips met and we shared a long, deep kiss complete with plenty of post-orgasmic moans.

    "You could invite him over here, you know," he said. "I'd love to watch."

    "You could start training with us," I replied. "I think Cole would love to train you, to train both of us. I think he'd probably love to train you while knowing that he's going to fuck your wife when it's over. I think he'd probably be happy to have you watch, too. Plus, it couldn't hurt to get in better shape."

    Russell didn't say anything, but I could see that he was excited by the idea. Perhaps he was just waiting a little before answering because he didn't want to seem too excited.

    "Okay," he said. "I'd...I think I'd like that."

    "I know you would," I replied with a smile. "You can join us tomorrow. Cole's going to push you, though. Just like he pushes me. Then we'll go back to his place and you can see how he treats your wife's body after we've worked out."

    Excitement flickered across his face. He'd just cum, but Russell was already eager to have more cuckold-fueled fun.

    "I promise, you'll love it."

    He did, too. I'll tell you about it next time.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Cole was waiting for us as we pulled into the parking lot. He had on a t-shirt that was just tight enough to show off his chest and a pair of workout shorts. He looked a little bit sweaty like he'd already gotten some work in and I couldn't help but get turned on the moment I saw him.

    "Are you ready for this?" I asked.

    Russell pulled into a space, put the car in park, took a deep breath, and replied, "Yes."

    Cole is in much better shape than my husband, but he's a personal trainer so of course he is. I've benefited from Cole's profession in two distinct ways. First, he's training me and I'm getting in the best shape of my life. Second, fucking a man as fit as Cole is hugely pleasurable in numerous ways, starting with the fact that his body is genuinely arousing to look at. Plus, he just has more energy and power when he fucks me and it feels so damn good.

    I was thinking about all of that as I got out of the car and rushed towards him. I stepped into his arms and kissed him without thinking about it. He ran his hands down my back and casually grabbed my ass through the thin, skintight material of my leggings and I felt his cock stir just a little as I lured his tongue into my mouth.

    "I missed you," I said.

    Cole smiled. "I missed you too and I'm really looking forward to today."

    "The part where you train me and my husband, or the part where we all go back to your place and you fuck me while he watches?"

    "Both, though if I'm being honest, the second part is a lot more exciting."

    I kissed him again and then stepped back and introduced my husband to the man who'd been tending to my sexual needs for the past few months. Cole was as confident as could be - as you'd expect - as he shook Russell's hand and I was impressed with my husband's ability to seem genuinely happy to meet my bull. I suppose he's a cuckold, though, so of course he was happy to meet the man who'd given me so many incredible orgasms.

    "So, Russell, how hard are you willing to go today?" Cole asked.

    "I'm ready for you to exhaust me," he answered. "I don't want to get injured, obviously, but you can push me as hard as you want."

    I smiled as I thought of Cole pushing me as hard as he wanted. He trained me that way, but he fucked me that way, too. Sometimes it seemed like he was trying to fuck me hard enough that I'd ask him to stop. I never did, though. I liked being fucked hard by Cole. I liked the sense that he was sometimes fucking away his stress while he was inside me. Plus, it actually made me cum really hard to get fucked like that, so I'd have to have been insane to ask him to stop.

    Cole worked us both hard that afternoon. We sprinted. We did push-ups and pull-ups. We did a whole host of body weight exercises. We did more sprinting. Cole did everything with us, too, and I think he enjoyed the fact that he was in much, much better shape than Russell.

    I think I enjoyed the sit ups the most, though that was because Cole was kind enough to hold my feet, which meant every time I sat up I got to stare into the eyes of the man that's given me so many incredible orgasms. We shared a few kisses, too, and I know that Russell stopped a few times to admire his wife welcoming another man's tongue into her mouth.

    After one of the sprinting sessions Cole walked over to Russell and initiated a brief conversation that I loved.

    "She's getting in good shape, don't you think?" he asked.

    Russell nodded. "She really is."

    "Let me ask you, does she dress more confidently all the time now? I only ask because I've noticed that these days she wears outfits that are far more revealing than she used to. Even her workout clothes are the sort of thing only the most confident of women wear."

    Russell and Cole both stared at me and I honestly felt every bit of the confidence he ascribed to me, in part because both men were very much lost in their desire for me. In that particular moment I felt quite powerful, actually, as I probably could have pushed Russell to his knees to worship my sweaty pussy while I made out with Cole, and what hotwife wouldn't enjoy that sort of fun.

    "Oh, yeah, she's definitely more confident in how she dresses. For sure," Russell agreed. "Though she definitely wears the most revealing stuff when she sees you. She likes to look really good for you."

    I could see that both Cole and Russell were turned on as they each indulged in the pleasure afforded to them by their positions in the sexual hierarchy of our trio. Russell enjoyed that I wanted to look good - and really sexy - for my bull and Cole enjoyed that I wanted to look better for him than I often looked for my husband. I was wet just thinking about these two men being turned on because of me.

    "What's your favorite kind of look?" I asked Cole.

    He took a moment to consider his answer while staring at me and said, "Short skirt, heels, and a tight top. Actually, do you remember that top you wore where one side was a long sleeve and the other side was sleeveless? It had a...I guess you call it a keyhole to show off your cleavage?"

    I remembered that top very well. It was the sort of thing I never would have worn prior to starting my training sessions, but it felt damn good to put it on and flaunt my body for Cole. We'd gone out to dinner that night and I'd given him a blowjob on the drive home. He hadn't finished in my mouth - I'd blown him because I wanted him out of his mind with desire by the time we got home - and he fucked me incredibly hard on his couch, doing so while I kept the top on because he liked it so much. I'd worn it with jeans that night but I made a note to pair it with a short skirt the next time we went on a date.

    "I do remember that top," I said as I sauntered closer to my men. I caressed Cole's arm - which was sweaty and so very sexy - and smiled. "I remember how much you liked it. I remember how you couldn't keep your hands off of me as we walked into the restaurant. I also remember sucking your dick for the entirety of the drive home that night."

    You have no idea how arousing it is to say that sort of thing to another man while your husband is standing right there. What's even better is that I'm absolutely certain that both men were aroused by it.

    Cole pulled me close for a kiss and I heard Russell groan while it happened. I could feel Cole's desire, both in the growth between his legs and the way his strong hands moved over my body. He was into me. He was humming with desire.

    "Do you remember fucking me on your couch that night? Do you remember how hard you pounded my pussy?"

    He nodded.

    "I came so fucking hard that night and I'm hoping you'll fuck me like that again today, that you'll show my husband what it looks like when I get what I actually need from a man."

    Cole looked like he was contemplating fucking me right then and there. Instead, he kissed me and grabbed my ass hard.

    "I am going to fuck you like that," he said. "But first there's more training to do."

    I liked that he was drawing it out. I liked that he was trying to exhaust us, too.

    We trained more. We trained harder. We did more sprinting and more body weight exercises. There was more kissing and dirty talk, too, because we were all horny at that point and I just couldn't help myself.

    Eventually the session ended and Cole put his arm around me as we walked back to the parking lot. Russell was behind us and I looked over my shoulder a few times to see him utterly enraptured with the sight of another man's arm around his wife.

    "I'll drive Nat," Cole said. "You can follow us, Russell."

    "Of course," he replied.

    I got in Cole's car and he leaned over and kissed me. His fingers made their way between my legs and he rubbed my pussy through the thin material of my leggings as I moaned into his mouth.

    "I want you so badly," I said.

    He smiled and started the car. As he backed out of the space I leaned over and stroked his stiff cock through his shorts. I looked back to see that Russell was behind us and smiled. Then I freed Cole's cock from his shorts and took him in my mouth.

    "Oh, fuck, Nat, that feels so good."

    I wanted Russell to know I was sucking Cole's dick. I wanted him to know that I was giving my bull a blowjob in the car, which was something Russell hadn't experienced in a long, long time.

    I sucked Cole's cock slowly and I did so for the entire drive home. He ran his hand over my back and grabbed my ass on several occasions and once he slipped his fingers under the waistband of my leggings and they found their way into my pussy, which was completely and utterly soaked. I moaned around his cock and Cole mentioned once again how fucking good my mouth felt.

    Once we got back to his place I sat up, wiped the saliva from my lips, and smiled at Cole, who got out his car and headed for the door. I waited for Russell to get out and stride towards me. I noted the bulge in his shorts and I kissed him the moment he reached me. I kissed him with the lips that had been wrapped around another man's cock. I offered him my tongue and he sucked on it like a good cuck.

    I smiled and walked away. He followed and we stepped into Cole's house. He took me in his arms and kissed me hard. He lowered my leggings as he did so and I was delighted when Russell stepped closer and pulled them the rest of the way down.

    I looked over my shoulder just as he dropped to his knees and helped me out of my sneakers and leggings. He moved to get back up and I said, "Stay down there."

    He looked up at me and smiled as Cole kissed my neck. I saw lust in my husband's eyes.

    "Baby, I want you to eat my ass."

    Cole spread my cheeks and Russell stared between them. He looked up at me once more and then back at my asshole. Then he leaned in and went for it. I moaned as his tongue flicked back and forth over my sweaty asshole. I moaned because it felt good, but more so because Russell hadn't really hesitated to do what I wanted and that he was doing something that couldn't have been terribly pleasant.

    I pushed Cole's shorts down and stroked his cock. I rubbed the head over my pussy lips as we kissed. I delighted in having my bull's cock in my hand while my husband was worshiping my asshole. It felt like a perfect cuck and hotwife moment and it made my pussy drip.

    "Russell, baby, I want to sit on your face as I suck Cole's cock."

    Russell groaned – in a good way – pulled his face from between my ass cheeks, and dutifully rolled onto his back. I stood astride his face, smiled down at him, and dropped to my knees. I settled my pussy on his mouth and then looked up at Cole.

    "How would you like to get your dick sucked by another man's wife while he watches?"

    "I can't think of anything hotter," he replied.

    Cole stepped closer and I took him in my mouth. I looked up at him, holding eye contact while pleasuring his long, thick, stiff cock. I rode Russell's face a little, too, dragging my hips back and forth and no doubt spreading my juices all over. It was another perfect cuck and hotwife moment as I had my lips around an admittedly superior cock while Russell was in the submissive position of letting me ride his face and tongue for my pleasure.

    "Can you take it all?" Cole asked.

    I tried. He put his hand on the back of my head to help, though I couldn't quite get there. I gagged a little, but I have to admit there was a certain kind of pleasure in attempting to deepthroat Cole, especially when a look of genuine glee spread over his face as I did it.

    "Nat, I need to fuck you," he said after a few more attempts to swallow his cock. "I'm so fucking turned on. I feel like I've been turned on for hours. I have to fuck you."

    I looked down at Russell while stroking Cole's spit-soaked cock. "Do you hear that, baby? He needs to fuck your wife. He needs to pound my tight little pussy, to claim his pleasure while you watch."

    Russell buried his tongue inside me and moaned. I dropped a little more weight on his face, moved my hips back and forth to spread my juices all over, and then stood up and took Cole's hand.

    "Let's go to your bedroom," I said. "You can come too, Russell."

    I'd been to Cole's bedroom several times by that point so I led the way. We kissed once we were through the door and stumbled towards the bed. I fell into it first and he crawled on top of me. We kissed as I stroked his cock. He played with my tits and kissed my neck. He fingered me deeply, discovering how astoundingly wet I was in the process.

    "Russell, baby, open the nightstand drawer and get me a condom," I instructed.

    Cole kissed me as my husband did as instructed. Our tongues danced and I heard the condom wrapper being torn open. I liked that my cuckold was taking a little bit of initiative and being as helpful as possible.

    "Thank you, baby," I said as I took the condom from him and sat up to roll it down Cole's cock. Once he was fully dressed I laid down, spread my legs, and guided him inside me.

    "Fuck me as hard as you want," I said. "Show my cuckold what it looks like when his wife gets the pounding she needs."

    Cole needed no further encouragement. He did as he pleased with me. He had his way with my body. He fucked me with incredible power and speed. It felt like he was trying to pound me through the mattress and onto the floor. It was astonishing. It was the kind of sex that leaves a woman feeling sore the next morning, but in the moment it was the kind of sex that leads to a truly mind-bending orgasm.

    At one point I looked over at Russell and offered my hand. He took it and I smiled as Cole continued to pound me. I squeezed my husband's hand and turned my attention back to my bull. I held Russell's hand, though. I stayed connected with him as Cole used my pussy for his pleasure, though of course Cole made me feel really fucking good, too. The man knows how to fuck a woman. He knows how to use his cock to give pleasure and he did so while Russell watched and held my hand like a good cuckold.

    I came first, but Cole wasn't far behind. I came while holding Russell's hand. I squeezed it hard and told my bull that I was going to cum. Then my pussy exploded with pleasure and pulsed around the dick that was still moving in and out of me with great vigor.

    Just a few moments later Cole buried his dick inside me. His body tensed up for a split second and I wrapped one arm around him and pulled him close. Then all those beautiful grunts and groans - the kind every man unleashes as he's cumming while inside a woman - filled the air as I enjoyed that second layer of satisfaction, of knowing that I'd made a strong, sexy, alpha male like Cole cum. Fuck that felt good. That always feels good. That's one of the hidden pleasures of being a hotwife, in fact, especially if you can find a man like Cole to fuck you. You get to feel like you've given this incredible, near-perfect example of manhood the most breathtaking pleasure of his life and there's something so deeply satisfying about that.

    As Cole finished cumming I looked at Russell, smiled, and squeezed his hand once more before letting go and wrapping both arms around the man inside me. Cole lifted his head and smiled before our lips met for a deep post-coital kiss that filled me with warmth and happiness.

    "I swear, fucking you gets better each time we do it," Cole said.

    "My pussy is still tingling from how good that felt," I replied.

    We kissed again and he gently moved his hips, providing little shocks of pleasure to my clit and making me moan into his mouth.

    When Cole pulled out I sat up and removed the used condom from his cock. I held it up for a moment and noted the impressive volume of his cum before turning to Russell and extending my arm.

    "Would you throw this out, baby?" I asked.

    I knew what I was doing. I knew it was more than a simple task to ask my husband to toss another man's used condom in the trash. I also knew it would thrill him even if his first reaction was some measure of embarrassment.

    He took a moment, but Russell took the condom from me. He got up and walked into the bathroom. I watched him look at the condom for a few moments and then he dropped it in the trash bin before quickly washing his hands.

    Cole then laid next to me and I curled up with him, resting my hand on his muscular chest. I was facing away from Russell as he approached the side of the bed and I shifted my body a little more so my ass was fully exposed.

    "Russell, baby, how would you feel about licking my asshole a little more?" I said. "It felt so good when you were doing it before and I'd really, really like it if you'd do it again."

    I felt his hands on my ass a moment later. He spread my cheeks and pressed his face between them. His tongue danced over my asshole and I looked up at Cole and smiled before our lips met for a kiss.

    "I think he liked watching you fuck me," I said. "And I think he'd like watching again." I took his cock in my hand and stroked him slowly. "I was thinking I'd enjoy sucking your dick while he eats my ass. It won't take you long to recover, will it?"

    Cole smiled. I knew it wouldn't take him long because he almost always fucked me more than once before sending me home. He knew I was saying it for Russell's benefit.

    "It won't take long at all," he said. "Especially if you keep kissing me and stroking my dick."

    So I kissed him. I stroked his cock. It was slow, lovely foreplay and my husband licked my asshole the entire time. It was exquisite, and before long I had Cole's cock in my mouth. I moved between his legs and had Russell eat my ass from behind while I was blowing my bull. Honestly, it was insanely hot and something I intend on doing plenty more of in the future.

    Oh, and Cole and I had sex twice more that night. I had Russell throw out his condom each time and then we went home and I gave him a long, slow handjob while talking dirty about the sex he'd watched me have.

    He said it was the best orgasm of his life. I knew I could do better, though, that I could make cuckolding even hotter for him.

    I did make it better for him. For both of us, really. I learned slowly how to be a good hotwife and I have stories to tell.

    Until next time.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     I woke up to the sound of the shower running. I looked at my phone and saw a text from Cole telling me that he couldn't wait to see me that night. I smiled and my pussy actually tingled a little as I thought of getting fucked by my bull.

    I got up and headed for the bathroom. I stripped and dropped my t-shirt and panties on the floor. I slid the shower door open and smiled at my husband. "Mind if I join you?"

    Russell smiled and nodded and I stepped into the shower and almost immediately pressed my body against his. We kissed and his cock grew until I could feel it pressing against me. I took him in my hand and stroked him slowly while sucking on his tongue.

    "How long has it been?" I asked.

    "Four days."

    Denial is tough for a cuckold, but it also enhances his pleasure, which is why I'd taken to denying Russell the typical volume of orgasms he'd gotten used to over the first half year of me fucking other people. I still got him off once or twice a week, but as things had progressed with Cole I'd slowed the frequency from the three or four times a week he’d been cumming beforehand and the result had been better orgasms and more significant arousal for my husband.

    "I woke up thinking about my bull," I said.

    Russell moaned, though that was probably because I was teasing the head of his cock.

    "I woke up wet, baby," I continued. "Wet for Cole. Wet for Cole's cock."

    I pushed Russell to his knees and pulled his mouth to my pussy. He went to work right away and I noticed that he was stroking himself.

    "No touching your cock," I demanded. "Just concentrate on my pussy."

    He ran his hand up the back of my legs and grabbed my ass. I moaned as his tongue lapped at my clit. His fingers found their way inside me and he managed to locate my g-spot for a little extra stimulation.

    I didn't want him to make me cum, though. I wanted to be pent up for my date. I stepped back and helped Russell to his feet. I took his cock in my hand again. I guided it between my legs. I rubbed it over my pussy lips and watched the pleasure on his face.

    Then I spun around and faced the wall. I looked over my shoulder. He stared at my ass so I shook it for him. "You want me, don't you?" I asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "You want to put your cock in your wife's cunt and fuck me hard until you've flooded me with your cum, don't you?"

    "Please," was all he said.

    I pushed my hips back and Russell directed his cock inside me. I looked over my shoulder and saw the pleasure on his face. It felt so good he closed his eyes and of course he moaned so beautifully. He was smart enough not to fuck me, though. I hadn't told him to, after all.

    "Does it feel good?" I asked.

    "Fuck yes."

    "Bury it inside me, but don't pull out."

    Russell grabbed my hips and filled me with one slow thrust. He leaned in and kissed my neck as the steam swirled around us. I turned my head and my lips found his. I could tell Russell wanted to fuck me. He kept pulling out just a tiny bit and then pushing back inside, like it was taking every bit of his self control to resist the urge to have his way with me.

    "Who does that pussy belong to today?" I asked.

    Russell groaned.

    "Tell me, Russell. Who does my pussy belong to today?"

    "Cole," he answered. "Your bull. Your pussy belongs to your bull today."

    He pulled out without being told and I smiled. A little while back I'd established that Russell wouldn't be fucking me on days when I was with Cole. I wanted my pussy to be pristine for my bull, so of course I couldn't let me husband have it. That proved thrilling and frustrating for Russell, but I've come to understand that those two emotions often work in tandem to create the best cuckold experience.

    "And what about my mouth?" I asked as I turned around and stroked Russell's cock. "Whose cock gets to enjoy my mouth today?"

    "Your bull's cock."

    He was so fucking hard. Harder than usual. By that point his face was pure arousal, too. Russell wasn't a reluctant cuckold. He loved it. Sometimes he experienced angst and frustration, of course, but he loved being a cuckold.

    "That's right," I said. "My mouth belongs to my bull today. You're lucky I let you kiss me on days like this. You're lucky I let you feel even that little bit of pleasure."

    "I know," he answered with a smile.

    I rewarded him with a kiss, of course. A long, slow, deep kiss. Then I had him wash my body and shave my pussy. I don't always have Russell help prepare me, but since I was already in the shower I figured I might as well put him to work. The fact that his dick stayed hard throughout was proof that he thoroughly enjoyed himself.

    "Would you like to dress me in my lingerie later?" I asked.

    "I would," he answered. "I'd love that, actually."

    I kissed him on the cheek, gently smacked his ass, and told him that I'd absolutely let him do that.

    "Could we...could we buy you something new?" he asked.

    I smiled. What a delight. "Something for me to wear for Cole? 

    Russell nodded.

    "Would that excite you?"

    He nodded again.

    "Then yes, we could buy something for me to wear for my bull."

    He was excited. Genuinely excited. So I got ready, we got dressed, and then we went out for breakfast and did some lingerie shopping. It had actually been a little while since I'd bought something brand new and I was surprised at the variety of brightly-colored options there were.

    I'm usually a classics girl, but I tried on this orange bra, panty, and garter belt set. The material was semi sheer with these lovely designs that were tactfully laid out to cover my nipples and pussy and it looked really hot. As it turns out, orange is a good color for me. My eyes really popped and my hair looked better.

    I'd originally planned on letting Russell see everything after I'd tried it on - the stuff that fit well, at least - but when I was in the fitting room I pivoted to a strategy of denial. Russell helped pick everything out so he had a sense of how I'd look in it, but I thought it would be more fun if Cole was the first man to see me in the lingerie and that Russell would only get to see it after my bull had fucked me in it.

    I emerged from the fitting room with the orange lingerie set in my hand and I saw the disappointment on Russell's face. He stood and I kissed him on the cheek and whispered, "Sorry, baby. I decided that Cole deserves to see me in the lingerie first. He's the one we're buying it for, after all, so he should get to enjoy it before my cuck husband does."

    I then kissed his neck and moaned softly enough that only he could hear it. I pressed my hips forward and was thrilled to feel Russell's erection pressing gently into my stomach.

    "Let's go. I want you to pay for this," I added. "It's only fitting that you pull out your credit card to buy the lingerie that another man's going to fuck me in tonight."

    It was symbolic, of course, but I know that Russell enjoyed actually pulling out his credit card and paying for the lingerie that Cole would fuck me in. I know him well enough to see when he's aroused, even when he's trying to hide it.

    "What would you have done if I'd told the girl at the register that you were buying me the lingerie to wear for another man?" I asked as we walked towards the car.

    He looked at me like I was crazy and I saw a touch of fear in his eyes. "I...I don't know. I suppose...I mean, probably nothing. It..."

    Then he looked away and I saw just a little hint of arousal on his face. I stopped in the middle of the parking lot, stepped closer, and kissed his neck softly. I heard him moan and I whispered, "It would have turned you on a little bit if she knew you were a generous cuckold who'd taken your wife shopping to buy her something sexy to her bull will fuck her long and hard tonight, so her bull will make her cum on his perfect cock over and over and over until her pussy is sore and she's completely exhausted. You would have liked it if that beautiful girl knew that you were that kind of cuckold."

    "Yes," he admitted.

    I boldly grabbed his cock through his pants to confirm that he was hard and released him just as quickly. I kissed him, too, offering my tongue and making it last long enough that someone honked at us. I laughed as we scurried out of the way and got into the car.

    I leaned over to kiss Russell before he could even start it. I stroked him through his pants, too. I considered pulling his cock out and going down on him during the drive home, but there was a good chance that would result in an orgasm.

    Instead, I opted for more cuckold teasing. As Russell pulled out of the parking lot I leaned over, caressed his cock once more, and said, "You know, if I'd gone shopping with Cole I'd have his cock in my mouth by now."

    Russell gripped the steering wheel hard and moaned.

    "I'd have unzipped his pants the moment he got behind the wheel. I'd have been sucking his cock by the time he pulled out of the parking lot. I'd have moaned as he put a hand on the back of my head to gently guide my mouth down onto his cock."

    For what it's worth, it was true. I'd given Cole a handful of blowjobs in the car and there was something about it that made my pussy really wet. I think it's in part because I didn't give my husband blowjobs in the car and in part because there's something about sucking the cock of a man like Cole that really gets me going.

    "My pussy would be wet, too," I continued. "Soaking wet. I'm getting wet just thinking about sucking his cock."

    Russell's dick was hard and I saw a little wet spot in his jeans as he dripped precum.

    "Of course, he wouldn't cum in my mouth. He'd hold off until we got back to his place so he could pound my tight, married pussy with his big dick and cum that way."

    "Fuck...Nat...if you don't stop I might cum in my pants."

    It was tempting to see if I could make that happen, but I stopped. I didn't want Russell cumming until I got home from my date. I did, however, finger myself a little bit and I let Russell lick them clean when I was finished.

    I did a little work around the house once we got home and then I started getting ready for my date. I went for an overtly sexy look with my hair and makeup and I'm pretty sure I pulled it off, at least based on the dumbfounded look on my husband's face when I called him into the bedroom to dress me.

    I was really horny by that point and I considered having Russell worship my pussy to give me an orgasm, but I held off. I wanted Cole to be the one to make me cum.

    Russell dressed me as I talked about how eager I was to get fucked, how badly I needed my bull's cock inside me. I let him kiss my pussy a few times through my panties, but otherwise he had to focus on the task at hand.

    I made Russell promise that he wouldn't masturbate while I was gone and then Cole pulled into the driveway. I gave Russell a kiss on the cheek and met my bull outside his car. He pulled me into his arms for a long, deep kiss and his hands found my ass in the short, flirty sundress I had on.

    I told him I'd been thinking about him all day and he told me the same. The kiss had gotten him stiff and it thrilled me to feel him pressing into me as we kissed.

    I was tempted to suck his dick on the way to the restaurant. I was tempted to make him cum in my mouth, in fact, but I held off.

    Dinner was exquisite and afterwards we walked down the street to an ice cream shop. We held hands as we walked. It was a simple thing, but it felt romantic in the moment. Cole pulled me close and put his arm around my waist a few times. I liked that feeling. I liked the sensation of being his girlfriend in that moment. I liked it more than I thought I would, actually, and stopped to kiss him a few times on our walk to the ice cream place.

    We each got a cone and enjoyed it outside. We shared ice cream flavored kisses. He shared a few stories about the worst personal training clients he's ever had and I told him how grateful I was for his particular talents in that arena as I was in the best shape of my life.

    "Believe me, I know," he replied with a smile.

    He knew because he saw me naked a great deal. He knew because he fucked me hard almost every time he saw me naked. He knew because I could actually take a harder fucking than I'd been able to when we first got together.

    I did suck Cole's cock on the drive back to his house. I'd been thinking about it since driving home with Russell and I couldn't resist. It wasn't a blowjob meant to make him cum, but I went at it for most of the drive. Honestly, I like having him in my mouth. I also know that men tend to think quite fondly of women that suck their dicks in the car and I really, really like the idea of Cole thinking of me as often as possible.

    He picked me up the moment we got in his house. He carried me to the bedroom while we kissed. My pussy got wet - just as it always does - at the ease with which he hoisted me off the ground and carried me. It's like I weigh nothing at all when he’s holding me in his arms like that.

    Cole set me on his bed and crawled on top to kiss me. He pressed his crotch against mine and moved his hips in a way that generated glorious friction. I was eager to get fucked, but I'd put on lingerie just for him and I wanted to make sure he saw it, so I rolled him onto his back and got out of the bed.

    I did a little striptease for my bull while he hastily removed his pants. I danced for him while he stroked his cock. I got even more turned on doing it, mostly because of the look in his eyes. Cole wanted me and he wanted me desperately.

    "What do you think of the lingerie?"

    "It's really fucking hot," he answered.

    "Russell helped me pick it out."

    "Really?"

    I nodded. "It was his idea, actually. He's getting more and more into being a cuck. He was all hot and bothered as we shopped for it. I was going to model it for him, but I decided that you deserved to see it first, that you deserved to fuck me in this sexy lingerie before my husband gets to see me in it."

    Cole stood up, took his shirt off as quickly as he could, and grabbed me. He picked me up and turned to toss me into his bed. He pulled a condom from his nightstand and put it on his gorgeous, throbbing cock. He was desperate for me and I felt the same way.

    I spread my legs in the bed as I watched him put on the condom. His chest and arm muscles rippled as he did so. His body was so fucking taut and I wanted it on top of me so badly. I was genuinely soaked with desire.

    He was inside me moments after crawling between my legs. His lips found mine and we kissed wildly as he fucked me. I was wet enough that I didn't need any time to get used to his size. I was ready to be pounded after a whole day of thinking about him.

    Cole fucked me especially hard that night. I think it was the lingerie, though even more so I think it was the notion that Russell had helped pick it out and that I'd denied him the chance to see me in it until my bull had done so.

    I had three orgasms that night. Cole had two. Both were loud and vigorous. Both were the sort that makes a man develop a complete obsession with the woman that made him cum that hard. I like that Cole feels that way about me, because I feel that way about him.

    Cole drove me home after we'd sufficiently recovered from our second fuck. My hair and makeup were a little messier than when I'd left, but that's the exact kind of thing a cuckold wants to see when his wife walks in the door.

    I gave Cole a long kiss as he pulled into the driveway. Long enough that his cock got hard again. I contemplated giving him a blowjob in the car, but his third orgasm of the night probably would have taken too long so instead I promised I'd make him feel good the next time I saw him.

    Then I went inside to my husband. Russell was waiting for me in the living room. He stood as soon as I came in. I smiled and gestured for him to sit.

    I took my dress off, though he didn't get a striptease. He did stare at me the same way Cole had, though. I think I looked even better in the lingerie than Russell had expected.

    "What do you think?" I asked.

    "It's perfect. Did he like it?"

    I nodded and sauntered towards my husband. I straddled him and he ran his hands up my sides and back. "He loved it. He loved that you helped pick it out, too, and he loved that I didn't let you see it, that I wanted him to be the first man to see me in the lingerie and to fuck me in it."

    "Yeah? He loved that?"

    I kissed him. Deeply. "Yes. He fucked me even harder than usual because of it. He fucked me until my pussy was sore. He fucked me so good and so hard and he made me cum twice, baby. I had two unbelievable orgasms tonight. Two orgasms with my bull's cock inside me."

    I got off his lap and took Russell's pants and underwear off. I removed my panties and straddled him again. I took him inside me. I was sore, but I wanted him to cum in me.

    "Now that Cole's had his way with me, you can have my pussy," I said.

    Russell moaned and I felt his body tremble a bit.

    "You'll never fuck me first on a day I'm going to see him - he deserves a pristine version of my pussy - but there's no reason you can't be the second man inside me, Russell. Does it feel good to be in my pussy after Cole had his way with me? After he fucked me so hard and made me cum the way he did?"

    Russell nodded and it wasn't entirely clear if he could speak.

    "Should I ride you, baby? Should I make you cum inside me?"

    "Yes, please."

    I rode him slowly. I wanted him to be able to enjoy it. I also felt the soreness, and I knew that riding him hard might actually be a bit uncomfortable.

    "I want you to take me shopping again before my next date with Cole. I want you to buy me a dress so I look really hot for him on our date. I want every guy in the restaurant to be jealous of Cole because I'm on his arm. I want you to buy me a dress that makes Cole spend the entire night feeling like he's desperate to fuck me. If you do, I'll bring him back here and fuck him in our bed while you watch, baby. I'll fuck him in our bed and invite him to sleep the night."

    Russell came inside me. I didn't cum, but I wasn't expecting to, nor did I need to. My bull had tended to my needs and I wanted to make sure my cuckold got what he wanted.

    I kissed him deeply after all his grunts and groans subsided. I caressed his face. I told him I loved him. He told me the same.

    "Are you really going to invite him to spend the night here?"

    "I'd like to," I answered. "I don't have to, but I'd like to."

    He looked up at me. His eyes were so full of vulnerability. "I'd like that too," he answered.

    "Good. I'll set it up for next weekend."

    I kissed him. I stayed in his lap until he was nearly soft inside me. We got cleaned up together and then shared a glass of wine as I went on my phone and started looking up dresses to give him an idea of how I wanted to look for my date.

    That date went well, by the way. So did the night at our house. I'll tell you about it next time.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "You look so beautiful, Nat."

    Russell uttered those words as I emerged from the bedroom in the dress he'd bought me for my date with Cole. It was a deceptively simple little black dress, but it was the way it hugged my body that would draw stares. It certainly did wonders for my breasts, pushing them up and together in a manner that would have Cole working hard not to openly ogle me, though I don't mind when Cole stares.

    "You look so beautiful, Nat."

    That was Cole when I opened the door - he picked me up at our home - and he uttered those words while his eyes roamed over my body in a manner that turned me on.

    I stepped out of the house and into his arms. We shared a kiss. The kind of kiss you share with your bull, and really only when that bull has fucked you with exceptional skill. It was the kind of kiss you probably shouldn't share with another man when your neighbors might see, but I was so overcome with desire for Cole that I didn't think about anything other than kissing him.

    "You're so fucking hot, Nat."

    That's what Cole said after the kiss. That's what he said with arousal flooding his body, at least based on the erection I felt pressing into me as we kissed. He wanted me. He craved me. The dress certainly helped, which was the whole point of it.

    Cole took my hand and I turned to wave goodbye to Russell. "We'll be back in a little while. Please make sure the bedroom is ready for our arrival."

    I blew my husband a kiss and Cole led me to the passenger side of his car, pulled me into his arms for another kiss, and opened the door for me. Russell shut the door and presumably got to work making sure the house was nice and neat for when Cole and I returned. I like the idea of him having a bit of cuckold business to take care of and I was fairly certain he'd find it arousing - and perhaps a bit angst-inducing - to prepare the bedroom for me and Cole to spend the night.

    "Are you certain about me spending the night?" Cole asked as he backed out of the driveway.

    "Absolutely. Russell's excited, though it's okay if you're not entirely comfortable with it."

    He looked at me and smiled. "To be honest, the idea of fucking you in the bed you share with your husband is insanely hot to me, as is spending the night and fucking you the next morning, hopefully."

    "Good, because I might be even more excited than you are."

    He put the car in drive and headed for the restaurant. We spent the drive talking - about his job, my job, etc - but I was distracted by a desire to have him in my mouth. I get that way with Cole. There's something about the kind of man he is. About how strong he is. About how handsome he is. About how desirable he is. It makes me want to pleasure him, to show him that I'm the kind of woman worth dedicating energy to. I'm well aware that men like having their cock sucked, and that a woman that's willing to give blowjobs is the kind that remains in a man's memory for a long time.

    I didn't suck his cock on the drive to the restaurant. I did give it a few strokes when at red lights, though, and merely touching his gorgeous dick was enough to leave me wet for it, which is really something.

    We took our time with the meal. We ordered drinks and appetizers and entrees and dessert. We were there for nearly three hours. We sat on the same side of the booth, too. I don't normally do that, but I wanted to be close to Cole. I wanted to be able to kiss him. I wanted to feel his hand on my leg. I wanted to be able to breathe him in.

    We walked hand-in-hand to the valet stand and I caught the young man glancing at my breasts. I wasn't annoyed, though. They looked exquisite. So did my ass - thanks in part to the four inch heels I'd chosen - but he couldn't see my ass.

    Cole put his hand on my backside as we waited for the car. He gave it a good squeeze. I turned and stepped into his arms. We kissed - made out, really - until the car pulled up. He was hard - I could feel it pressing into me - but he must have been wearing tight enough underwear not to create a scandalous bulge as he walked me to the car.

    I did suck his dick on the drive home. I couldn't resist. I texted Russell that we were on our way and the moment we pulled out of the parking lot I leaned over and unzipped Cole's pants. His gorgeous dick was in my mouth soon after.

    You know what's fascinating? I fucking loved it when he put his hand on the back of my head. That's not the kind of thing I typically like, but with a man like Cole it felt good. He didn't apply much pressure, but there was a gentle bit of guidance and he absolutely dictated the pace at which I sucked his cock. I was soaked - and I mean soaked - by the time he pulled into the driveway.

    "I'm so fucking turned on," I said as my head popped up from his lap.

    "Me too, though I just got a fantastic blowjob from a beautiful woman, so it's not surprising that I'm out of my mind with desire."

    I kissed him deeply. I stroked his dick a little, too. I damn near dropped my head into his lap and sucked him off, but I wanted his first orgasm to happen while he was inside me.

    "Let's go inside."

    I tucked Cole's cock back into his pants and we made our way into the house. Russell was waiting in the living room and he looked nervous. That wasn't a huge surprise. He'd watched before, but this was different. I was going to get fucked by another man in the bed I shared with my husband.

    "Russell, baby, would you open a bottle of wine and pour all three of us a glass?" I asked.

    He did so as Cole and I sat on the couch. He put his arm around me and I smiled and kissed his neck. It felt good to be so close to him. It made me want him even more than I already did.

    Russell returned with two glasses of wine and handed them off to us. I thanked him and noted the gentle look of discomfort on his face before he turned and walked back to the kitchen. Another man had his arm around me in our living room, so of course Russell felt a bit uncomfortable.

    Eventually he returned with the third glass of wine and took a seat in the armchair positioned across from the couch. Something about it felt right. I was on the couch with my bull's arm around me and Russell was seated alone with his eyes fixed on both of us.

    "Are you excited about tonight, Russell?" I asked after a bit of small talk.

    He nodded.

    "You like being a cuckold, don't you?"

    "Yes, I do," he admitted.

    "And you like that Cole is going to spend the night in our bed, don't you?"

    Russell nodded.

    "And that he's going to fuck me in our bed?"

    "Yes. It...it turns me on."

    I sipped my wine and caressed Cole's leg. I did so until my fingers found his cock. I stroked him a little and he got hard, just as I'd hoped he would.

    "I sucked his dick in the car," I said. "The whole drive home, actually. I had my bull's big, beautiful cock in my mouth for the whole drive home and you wouldn't believe how wet it made my pussy, Russell."

    He sipped his wine while staring at me. He shifted a little in the armchair, too, doing so in a manner that made me think his cock had begun to grow with excitement.

    "I think you should come over here, Russell, and feel how wet my pussy is."

    "Really?"

    I nodded and turned to Cole. "Would you mind pulling up my dress so my husband can discover how wet my pussy is for you?"

    Cole was more than happy to do so. He offered up a bright smile and then reached over and worked the bottom of my tight dress up to my hips, leaving my smooth thighs and lace panties exposed. Russell stood, set his wine glass on the coffee table, and came over to fall to his knees in front of me.

    "Use your fingers," I said.

    He ran his fingers up my thighs and pressed them against my panties. I moaned softly and watched as he pulled my underwear aside and gently inserted a finger, probing as deep as he could and no doubt experiencing the immense wetness.

    "You're soaked," Russell said.

    "For him. I'm soaked for him."

    Cole leaned over and kissed my neck. His hand moved to my stomach and then slowly traveled towards my breasts. He grasped one of them through the dress and I closed my eyes and moaned as Russell began to finger my wet pussy. It was an exquisite moment where two of the most important men in my life were completely focused on me.

    I turned my head and kissed Cole. Our tongues indulged in a passionate battle as I moaned into his mouth. Russell leaned forward and kissed my legs. His lips made their way to my pussy and his tongue pushed inside me before he began to gently work my clit. I put a hand on his head and pulled him closer. I felt my pussy lips open around his face. I moaned at the idea of rubbing my wetness all over him while kissing the man that would fuck me in our marital bed that night.

    The work of both men quickly got me to a place where I needed to get fucked and I said so. Russell backed away and Cole stood. He helped me to my feet and unzipped my dress right there in the living room. He worked it over my hips and he took the wine glass from my hand, set it on the coffee table, and instructed me to lead him to the bedroom.

    I did so with an exaggerated sway in my hips. I looked over my shoulder a few times, too, each time smiling with delight as I saw the lust in Cole's eyes. My bull wanted me. He craved me. He needed me. His dick was hard for me.

    He caught up to me and kissed my neck from behind as we entered the bedroom. He grasped my breasts through the lace bra and squeezed hard enough to make me feel his strength and desire. I moaned and turned my head. My lips found his and our tongues entwined in a beautiful, erotic dance.

    I spun around in his grasp and saw Russell standing in the doorway.

    "Get naked, cuckold," I instructed. "I think you should watch from your knees."

    Russell began to strip as I turned my attention to Cole. He took his shirt off while I handled his pants. It wasn't long before he was naked and I was on my knees in front of him.

    I took him in my mouth. I looked up at him - at my gorgeous, muscular, naked bull - and showed my appreciation for his cock by worshiping it with my mouth. I held his gaze as much as I could - a man loves it when a woman looks up at him as she's pleasuring his cock - and he filled our bedroom with moans of pleasure. He put a hand on the back of my head at a few points during the blowjob and each time it felt good. I like his guidance. I like when he guides me in how to best pleasure him. It never fails to make me wetter.

    When I finally released his cock from my mouth, I turned to see Russell on his knees just a few feet away. His dick was hard and he had a look of absolute wonder and lust on his face.

    I crawled towards him and we kissed. My tongue went deep into his mouth. I'm sure he couldn't actually taste Cole's cock - it doesn’t taste of much of anything - but the idea that I was sharing the taste of another man's cock with him was a massive turn on. Russell moaned and I gave his dick a few strokes so I imagine he enjoyed it.

    After the kiss I stood and took off my panties and bra. I crawled into the bed I share with my husband. I rolled onto my back and looked at my bull. I played with my tits and rubbed my pussy as Cole stroked his cock, which was slick with my saliva.

    "There are condoms in the drawer," I said while gesturing to the nightstand. "Russell bought them for us a few days ago."

    "He's a good cuckold," Cole replied with a smile.

    "Yes, he is, and now he gets to experience the reward of watching another man fuck his wife in our marital bed."

    Cole's dick jumped at that. He liked the idea of fucking me in the bed I share with Russell. I liked it too. I fucking loved it.

    I watched Cole put a condom on his gorgeous cock. I smiled as he crawled into the bed. We kissed and I grabbed his dick to guide it inside me. I couldn't wait any longer. I had to have him in my pussy. I had to give myself to him. I had to let him take my pussy and fuck it hard in my marital bed.

    Cole slid into me with ease. I was so wet that I didn't need the usual handful of thrusts to get used to his size. I was ready to be fucked and fucked hard.

    He delivered. He fucked me so good. Every thrust was pure bliss. Every time he bottomed out inside me it was like fireworks went off in my body as my pussy stretched and my sensitive clit was bombarded with pleasure.

    I was turned on from head to toe in that rare kind of way that only happens when everything is perfect. This was one of those cases. I had a gorgeous, insanely fit man on top of me. My husband was on his knees and watching with his hard dick in his hand. I was getting fucked in my marital bed by a man I wasn't married to. It was kinky and beautiful and sexy and perfect in every way.

    I came in less than a minute. I wrapped myself around Cole and relished the feeling of his muscular body on top of mine. I came so fucking hard I saw stars.

    Then I spread my legs and told him to keep fucking me. He did so without hesitation and fucked me to another orgasm, this one just a handful of minutes later.

    I needed a short break after that one. Cole pulled out and rolled onto his back. I took his cock in my hand and stroked him while looking at Russell, who was watching intently from the floor.

    "Russell, baby, why don't you come put your tongue in my pussy for a little bit."

    He moved to the foot of the bed and crawled between my legs. He put his tongue inside me as I kissed Cole and stroked his dick.

    "You fuck me so good, Cole. You fuck me so hard and so deep. You fuck me so much better than my cuckold husband."

    I felt Cole's dick throb in my hand. It turned him on to hear that he was better than Russell. Of course it did. What man wouldn't be turned on by that sort of thing?

    "I want to ride your cock, baby," I whispered. "I want to ride your cock and make you cum so fucking hard while my husband watches."

    Russell backed out of the bed and I straddled my bull. I took his dick inside me and looked over my shoulder to see my husband watching from the foot of the bed.

    "Does his cock look good inside me?"

    "It's so fucking hot, Nat."

    "No cumming while you watch," I reminded him.

    He nodded and I turned my attention back to Cole. I took him for a ride. For a long, slow ride. I put on a show, really. I kissed him. I leaned back. I played with my tits while bouncing on his cock. I ground my hips back and forth. I had him play with my tits. I kissed him again. I leaned forward enough that he could suck on my tits. It was so fucking hot.

    We ended up cumming together. I wasn't expecting to get off a third time, honestly, but when I saw the look on Cole's face as he came I felt such intense pleasure that I had a third orgasm.

    I loved, loved, loved the idea that he was cumming while inside me as my husband watched, that he was cumming while inside me while we were fucking in my marital bed. It was the thing that drove the intense pleasure that night, that drove the best orgasms I'd ever had.

    Afterwards, I climbed off his cock and removed the condom. I extended my hand and Russell took it from me. He turned to head for the bathroom but I stopped him.

    "Don't throw that away," I said. "Wait for me in the bathroom."

    He nodded and walked into the bathroom. He shut the door and I rested my head on Cole's chest.

    "You're incredible," I said. "Like no man I've ever been with. You fuck me so good, Cole."

    "You're like no woman I've ever been with, Nat. I swear I cum harder with you than I've ever cum before. There's really something to this whole cuckolding thing."

    I lifted my head. "Yeah? You like being my bull? You like cuckolding my husband? You like showing him that you fuck me better than he does?"

    Cole nodded. "I love it and I want to keep doing it. And, for what it's worth, I really like doing it in your home. There's something so hot about that."

    I kissed him. "I think we should both get tested. I think it would be way hotter if you started cumming inside me."

    He groaned. "Fuck, that would be amazing."

    "I know, right?"

    We kissed. Deeply, this time. I played with his dick and balls a little. I briefly considered trying to get him hard again and fucking him while Russell waited in the bathroom. There would be plenty of time for more sex, though.

    Instead, I gave Cole another kiss and then crawled out of the bed and headed for my husband.

    "Hey, baby," I said as I stepped into the bathroom, closed the door, and leaned against it. "Did you enjoy watching?"

    "I loved it."

    I walked towards him and took the condom. I slipped it onto his stiff cock and stepped behind him. I reached around and kissed the back of his neck while slowly stroking my husband with another man's used condom around his dick.

    "I was just talking to Cole," I whispered. "We decided that we're going to start having unprotected sex, that he's going to start cumming in my pussy as soon as we both get tested."

    Russell groaned and I stroked him faster.

    "I haven't told him this yet, but I've also decided that you'll be wearing condoms from now on when you fuck me. Cole is the only one that's going to cum in my pussy, in your wife's pussy. You're no longer allowed that pleasure."

    Russell came and he came really fucking hard, at least based on the way he was grunting and groaning and how his body was damn near trembling. It felt so fucking good to get him off like that.

    I released his cock, stepped to the side, and kissed him on the cheek.

    "Did you enjoy that?"

    He nodded as he gripped the edge of the counter.

    "Clean yourself up," I said softy. "Then excuse yourself from the bedroom. I'll call you back if I want you to watch again, but I think Cole and I are going to spend some time alone now. If you hear us fucking you're allowed to masturbate. You're even allowed to cum. You aren't allowed to enter the bedroom again unless I give you permission, though. Do you understand?"

    He nodded, though I could see that in his post-orgasmic state he wasn't nearly as excited as he'd been before. Of course he wasn't, though.

    "Kiss me."

    Russell turned his head and we shared a long, deep, beautiful kiss.

    "I love you, Russell."

    "I love you too, Nat. I love you madly."

    I smiled, caressed his face, and left the bathroom. I crawled into the bed and curled up with Cole.

    We were kissing when Russell came out of the bathroom. I glanced his way, but that was all he got. Just a glance. My attention was focused on my bull. Cole would be inside me soon after Russell left. He'd remain inside me for quite some time as we went slowly. I'd cum twice more before he climaxed.

    We fucked again before falling asleep and again the next morning. I let Russell watch the morning sex and he then offered to make us breakfast.

    All told, it was a perfect date night and a perfect morning after.

    Things got even more exciting after that, especially once we started having unprotected sex. I'll share more about that next time.

  
    Birth of a Hotwife - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    I know some hotwives have no taste for blowing their husbands once they've found a good bull, but that's not been my experience. I will say, however, that the purpose of a blowjob is different with the two men in my life.

    With Cole - my bull - a blowjob is about pleasuring him. It's about showing my appreciation for him. It's not an entirely selfless act - I get quite wet when I'm sucking his cock - but more than anything it's designed to pleasure him, especially the kind of blowjob that ends with him cumming in my mouth. I like to seal my lips tight around his dick, make sure I get every drop of his cum, and then swallow somewhat dramatically so he knows that I've eagerly consumed his seed. Again, I want to show my appreciation and every man likes it when a woman swallows his cum.

    With Russell - my husband - a blowjob is about teasing him. It's about driving him wild with desire. It's about getting him close to cumming and then denying him that pleasure. I don't deny him an orgasm entirely, but I do deny him the pleasure of cumming in my mouth. That's because cumming inside me in any way is now the purview of my bull, and my cuckold husband finds great pleasure in that. He finds angst, too - he's like most cuckolds in that way - but that's all part of it.

    After Cole and I got tested - and came back clean - he was free to cum inside me, and for about a month after that we fucked constantly. Nearly every day. Before that I'd been somewhat restrained in my pursuit of sexual pleasure with my bull, but I couldn't help it once he started cumming inside me. It felt biological, to be honest, like my body recognized that an incredible man was now giving me his cum and it demanded that I get as much of it as I could. I was on the pill, of course, but the body doesn't know that. It just wants more of that superior seed, and so I had it deep in my pussy damn near every day for a solid month.

    It slowed down after that, but the sex remained just as hot. In fact, I'd argue that it got hotter because there was more desire built up between us after a few days without fucking.

    The cuckolding also made it way hotter. As it turns out, Cole was way more into cucking my husband than he ever imagined he'd be. At first I think Russell was something of an impediment for Cole. He came around, though, and is now fully on board with the thrill that comes from knowing that he fucks me better than my husband. He really does, too. His body is hotter. His cock is bigger. He's unquestionably more skilled in bed. He really is. I cum harder with him. I cum more often with him. I'm also quite a bit more eager - maybe even desperate - to make Cole cum.

    Now, I don't want you thinking that I overlook my husband's pleasure, because I don't. In that first month of unprotected sex, I tended to Russell with great frequency. I liked to mix it up, though.

    Sometimes I'd come home, drag him to the bedroom, and masturbate while he watched the cum drip from my pussy. Russell would masturbate, too, and he would dutifully wait for my permission before cumming and when I gave it he'd have these fantastically loud, overpowering orgasms. Sometimes I would straddle Russell with my messy pussy hovering right over his cock. Cole's cum would drip out onto it and I'd make Russell use it as lube to masturbate. He would do so with delight, of course, and he'd always cum hard as he did. Sometimes I would simply curl up next to my husband, take his cock in my hand, and stroke him while whispering into his ear about another man's cum dripping from my pussy, about how good Cole had fucked me, about how I preferred Cole's cock to Russell's, about how Russell might never get to cum inside me again because I'd found a sexually superior man to satisfy me.

    It was after the first month of unprotected sex with Cole that I began to pleasure Russell with my mouth more often, hence the opening of this entry.

    The first of these teasing blowjobs happened on a Friday night. I'd come home from a date with Cole - we'd fucked at his house - and Russell was in the middle of a movie when I strolled in.

    "Would you help me out of my dress?" I asked.

    He hopped to his feet to unzip the black dress - with a wondrous plunging neckline - I'd worn for my bull. It fell to the ground, revealing my bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. I turned to see a look of pure lust on my husband's face. I put my hands on my hips and struck a pose and his eyes wandered over my body like he couldn't quite decide where to focus his attention.

    "Cole liked it too," I said. "I kept the whole outfit on while he fucked me. Even the panties. He took me from behind. I rode him. We fucked missionary style. He came inside me three times. My pussy is an absolute mess."

    Russell was hard, of course. A good cuckold gets hard when his wife tells him of the sex she had with her bull.

    "Why don't you sit on the couch, my love."

    Russell smiled and found his way to the couch. He turned off the movie and I sauntered over and crawled into his lap. He ran his hands up my stocking-clad thighs, over my hips, and then cupped my breasts.

    "This bra is so sexy," he said. "It feels so soft and your tits...they look perfect."

    I smiled and leaned forward to kiss him. I lured his tongue into my mouth, sucked on it a little, and began to move my hips back and forth over his crotch, luring him into a state of stiffness.

    "I want to make you feel good, Russell," I whispered.

    We kissed again. This time my tongue invaded his mouth and went deep. He grabbed my ass and I rode him faster, grinding my pussy against his crotch and no doubt leaving a bit of Cole's cum behind. It was leaking out of me, after all, and my panties weren't nearly thick enough to soak it all up.

    "I want you in my mouth, baby. I want to suck your cock."

    I leaned back and he looked excited, though there was a hint of confusion, too.

    "Yes, I said those words to my bull tonight. And I gave him a blowjob, too, before climbing on top and taking him into my cunt. Maybe I'll do that for you, too, though of course you'll have to wear a condom. A cuck doesn't deserve the pleasure of cumming in his wife's pussy. He doesn't deserve to have sex that feels anywhere near as good as it does for my bull."

    Russell moaned without being touched. He really was a cuck, and he seemed to become more of one the more I fucked my bull, which was a very good outcome for me.

    I climbed off his lap and dropped to my knees. I thought of having done the same thing for Cole that night, though I'll admit that I felt more excitement about doing it for my bull. How could I not, though? My body knew it would soon be receiving a load of a superior man's cum, so of course it provided me with a higher level of excitement.

    I did want to please Russell, though. A good hotwife is concerned about her cuck's sexual satisfaction, after all. It's different than a bull's satisfaction, but it still matters. It's still vastly important, in fact.

    I freed Russell from his pants and underwear and settled between his legs. He ran his fingers through my hair and I smiled and kissed the head of his stiff cock. I licked it, too, a little like I was licking a lollipop. Then I took him in my mouth. He shuddered and moaned from what I imagine was a fairly intense kind of pleasure.

    "Does my mouth feel good?" I asked.

    "Fuck yes."

    I smiled and sucked him again. "Cole loves my mouth. He says I give the best blowjobs he's ever had. He says my pussy makes him feel better than any woman's ever has, too."

    Russell moaned as I rubbed my lips over the underside of his dick.

    "I can't tell you how good it makes me feel when he says stuff like that," I added. "I like being a source of such incredible pleasure for him. I like that he's dedicated himself to me, that I'm the only woman he fucks, that I'm the only woman he does on dates with. He could have other women. He could have his personal training clients. Almost any of them would fuck him. He only wants me, though."

    I saw the angst on my husband's face and my pussy tingled.

    "Are you okay?" I asked playfully. "Does it bother you that my bull likes me so much?"

    "It worries me a little."

    I took his balls in my mouth and ran my thumb over the underside of his cock head. I couldn't remember the last time I'd sucked his balls. I do it for Cole almost every time I go down on him, but again, that's a gift, that's me showing him how badly I want to please him. It's different with a cuck.

    I licked and kissed my way up Russell's shaft and again rubbed my lips over the underside of the head. "Why does it worry you?" I asked.

    "Well, what happens when he tells you he loves you? What happens if he asks for more than you're already giving him? What happens if he decides that he wants you all to himself?"

    I smiled. "I'm your wife, Russell, and that's not going to change. I could see Cole wanting more of me - and I might give him more of me - but he won't get to have all of me. I don't want that. I want to be a hotwife to a cuckold husband. I want to fuck my bull, let him cum inside me, and then come home to you to give a teasing blowjob, to fuck myself with a toy while you watch, to drip his cum onto your cock while you jerk off with his load."

    Before Russell could say anything, I took the whole of his cock into my mouth. It tickled the back of my throat, but he wasn't as long as Cole and it was easy to swallow him.

    "Holy shit," he said. "Fuck...fuck...fuck that feels good."

    I pulled back before he could get near his orgasm. I stroked his cock, though I kept my hand away from the head.

    "It's so much easier to swallow your cock than Cole's," I said.

    Russell moaned.

    "Though it's not really the size that makes you a cuckold. It's more the demeanor. A bull takes charge in bed. You like being told what to do. Cole moves me into the position he wants me. He takes me. You like the opposite. You like me to make the calls, to choose the position, to take you. You're very feminine in that way."

    He opened his mouth and I was sure he was going to object, but nothing came out.

    "It's okay," I said. "It makes you a good husband, to be honest, and Cole being the way he is makes him a good bull. I'm lucky in that way. I get to have it all. You don't get to have it all and neither does Cole, though I think you both get to have what you crave most."

    I slipped a hand into my panties while sucking my husband's cock. My fingers emerged covered in Cole's cum and I pulled my mouth free and spread the semen over Russell's shaft.

    "Cole would never be turned on by having your cum spread over his dick...but you are," I said. "I know you are. I know you like masturbating with it. I know you loved when I would jerk you off with a condom filled with Cole's cum...I know you like jerking off when his load drips out of me and onto your shaft, and I'm pretty sure you're going to enjoy seeing me suck his cum off your dick."

    I did just that, wrapping my lips around his shaft, swallowing him whole, and sucking up the cum I'd spread over his stiffness in the process. Russell moaned, though he kept his eyes open this time. He kept them squarely fixed on me as my lips moved slowly up and down his shaft.

    "His cum tastes good, you know," I said. "I've swallowed a lot of it since Cole started fucking me so maybe I'm just used to it, but I like it. It tastes better than yours, actually."

    Russell groaned, though I don't know if he was jealous or turned on. I put my hand back in my panties to collect more cum. This time, though, I didn't spread it over his cock. Instead, I popped one finger into my mouth and sucked it clean. Then, I smiled and offered Russell the other finger.

    He stared at it. There wasn't much cum on it and it wasn't anywhere near as thick as when it had freshly departed Cole's cock, but it was still another man's cum and I had no expectation that he'd eat it.

    "I can't," he said.

    "But it tastes so good," I replied softly before kissing the head of his cock. "And it's something a cuck would do."

    "Is it?"

    I didn't really know if that was true, but I found myself increasingly excited at the idea of Russell tasting some of Cole's cum, in part because I was pretty sure that Cole would get turned on when I told him about it.

    "Of course it is. A cuck should absolutely be willing to taste a superior man's cum."

    Russell groaned. "Is he...is Cole really superior to me?"

    "When it comes to making your wife cum? Yes, he absolutely is. That's why he's my bull. That's why you're my cuck. That's why he gets to cum in my pussy and my mouth and you get to cum in your hand or in a condom. He is a sexually superior man, Russell."

    His cock got harder. I could see it. I licked the head. I kissed it. I ran my lips over it. I know he liked how it looked, too, because he had this gleeful smile on his face as he watched.

    "Taste his cum, cuck," I said. I wanted it at that point. I'd actually gotten pretty turned on thinking about him doing it.

    Russell went for it. He took my finger into his mouth. He sucked the cum off of it. The taste was unpleasant, but there was very little cum so it's not like he recoiled in horror.

    "Fuck...that made me wet," I said.

    "Really?"

    I nodded and took him in my mouth.

    "I'll taste more."

    I had him hooked. Not on cum, of course, but on pleasing me, on arousing me. He's a good cuck, after all, and the core thing that all good cucks share in common is a desire for their wives to experience blissful pleasure.

    I plunged three fingers into my pussy and presented them. There was more cum this time. A lot more, which is why he hesitated. I took him in my mouth, though, and sucked hard on the head of his cock. A moment later my fingers were in his mouth. He sucked voraciously.

    "I want you to cum while you're tasting his load," I said as a wild surge of arousal worked its way through my body. "I want you to fucking lick it out of my panties while you cum."

    I stood up and took off my panties. I handed them to him. I got on my knees and took his cock in my hand. I stroked him with a tight grip.

    "Do it," I said. "Lick his cum from my panties like a good cuck."

    I was feverish with arousal and I'm pretty sure Russell could see it. Either that or he was feverish, too, because he licked the gusset of my panties and absolutely bathed his tongue in Cole's cum.

    I tightened my grip and stroked him faster. I watched his face. I saw the pleasure. I saw my husband on the verge of an orgasm with my bull's cum on his tongue. I masturbated with my free hand.

    We came together. Russell's cum rocketed into the air - is height a signifier of pleasure? - and I closed my eyes as I felt an intense kind of pleasure work its way through me. My toes curled into the carpet beneath them and I gently bit down on his leg right above the knee for reasons I can't explain. It was all very hot, though, and I had a big smile on my face when I looked up.

    "Cum tastes awful," he said.

    I took my panties from him and licked the gusset. "Not to me...and it won't stay awful to you, I promise. You'll come to love it just like I have."

    He didn't say a word, probably because he'd just had an orgasm and had no interest in eating cum. That was too bad, though, because I'd gotten off on it and I'd become a hotwife that very much wanted to see her cuck eat my bull's cum.
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    Blindfolded and Cuckolded

    “Hey,” your wife says as she pokes her head into the living room. “Are you up for a little game?”

    You’re not sure what she’s talking about, but you’re certain you’re going to like it.

    “Absolutely,” you say.

    She smiles and says, “Follow me,” before turning and heading down the hallway towards your bedroom.

    You were hoping that’s where you’d end up. You get up and follow as she suggested, and when you step into the room you see an armless chair from the dining room sitting in front of the bed.

    Your wife is standing in front of the chair and she gestures for you to sit. You don’t see any other clues in the room that might indicate what sort of game she has in mind, but you’re still hopeful it’s going to end with a thoroughly pleasurable orgasm for you.

    You sit in the chair and your wife bends over and places her hands on your knees. You take a moment to stare at her cleavage, which looks as beautiful as ever.

    She kisses you softly and you to caress her hips and pull her closer. She grabs your arms and gently pushes them away.

    “No, no,” she says.

    The kiss is over and she walks behind you and pulls open the top drawer of the dresser. She pulls something out of the drawer that sounds distinctly metal. It’s not until you feel cool steel against your wrist that you realize your wife is cuffing your hands behind the chair. She cuffs your right wrist, loops the other cuff through the two of the rods that make up the back of the chair and then cuffs your left wrist.

    It’s a little uncomfortable to have your arms pulled behind you like that, but that all fades away as your wife straddles you.

    “That’s better,” she says before kissing you once again. This time, the kiss goes on for a great deal longer. It’s an active, eager kiss. It’s the kind of kiss that kicks off foreplay, only your hands are bound behind your back and you can’t touch your wife. You’re completely at her mercy.

    She takes off her tank top and stands up to rub her naked, perky breasts over your face. She lets you suck on one of her nipples and you flick your tongue over it. She moans quietly.

    “That feels so good, baby,” she whispers as her hair brushes against your forehead while you pleasure her.

    She sits in your lap again and begins to grind on you. It feels like she’s a stripper working a client with a lap dance.

    “You’re so hard for me,” she says as a naughty smile crosses her face.

    “You’re incredible,” you say.

    Your wife has always had a sexually adventurous side, but this kind of play hasn’t been common in your marriage in years. Your sex life has gotten a little stale, in fact, which is why you’re so hard. The kind of heat emanating from your wife hasn’t been present in your bedroom in a long time.

    “You really think so?” your wife asks as she leans forward.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She kisses your neck and gently nibbles on your ear lobe. You feel lust surge through you.

    “Do you think I’m beautiful?” she asks.

    You nod vigorously.

    “Do you think I’m sexy?” she asks as she slides down your thighs and unzips your pants. Her fingers push inside and wrap around your hard cock. The pleasure is intense and immediate.

    You moan and say, “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met. That’s why I married you.”

    She pulls out your cock and teases you with her fingers. She runs them up and down the shaft and pays special attention to the head of your cock.

    “You don’t act like you think I’m beautiful or sexy,” she says. “You don’t try and seduce me. You don’t buy me flowers. You don’t buy me lingerie anymore. You don’t do much more than try and slip your cock in me a few times a week for a hard fucking and an orgasm that arrives a little too quickly.”

    “I…I’m sorry,” you say.

    Everything she said is true. You still think she’s beautiful and insanely sexy, but you’ve stopped trying to show her you believe it. You’ve let your sex life become routine.

    “I can do better,” you say.

    Your wife moves in closer and kisses you softly. It’s a beautiful, sensual, connected kiss. It’s a loving kiss.

    “It’s not your fault. At least not entirely. We both let it happen. We can fix it, though. We just need to try a little harder.” Your cock is stiff in her hand as she strokes you. You can’t help but hope that something far more pleasurable is about to happen.

    Your wife lets your cock go and stands up. “That’s why you’re handcuffed to that chair.” She pulls down the sporty little workout shorts she’s wearing and reveals her exposed pussy. She’s naked in front of you. She looks perfect.

    “You look incredible,” you say. You feel great desire for your wife. You want her to sit on your cock and ride you. You want to fill her pussy.

    “Thank you,” she says before moving behind you once more. She reaches into the top drawer of the dresser and this time she emerges with a long, silver silk sash. She turns around and pulls the sash over your eyes and ties it behind your head. 

    Just like that, you’re blindfolded. A bit of light comes in from the bottom of the blindfold, but you can’t see anything.

    Your wife works your pants and underwear off, leaving you half naked on the chair. Instead of straddling you, she gets on her knees in front of you. She takes your cock in her hand and kisses the head.

    “Don’t you miss the kind of passion we used to have?” she asks as her fingers move up and down your shaft.

    “Of course I do,” you say.

    “I miss it too, and I’m willing to do anything to get it back,” your wife says, and you detect a hint of something troubling in her voice, like she has something planned beyond cuffing and blindfolding you.

    Then she takes your cock into her mouth. The instant you feel the warmth and wetness surround the head of your erection you forget about everything. You simply bask in the pleasure of being blown by your wife, which is something hasn’t happened all that often in recent months.

    “Are you willing to do anything to find that passion again?” your wife asks.

    “Yes, of course,” you say, though you’re not entirely sure what you’re agreeing to.

    Again she takes you into her mouth and again pleasure floods your body.

    “That feels incredible,” you say.

    “I know,” she answers. She strokes you and you hear the wetness of your spit between her fingers and your cock.

    She stands up and you’re certain she’s going to sit on your cock. You’re certain that this little bit of blindfolded kink is your wife’s plan to bring back the passion that has receded from your sex life.

    She doesn’t, though. You hear her moaning. You hear wetness. You’re quite certain she’s fingering her pussy.

    Moments later, her fingers brush against your lips. They’re wet. “Open up,” your wife says.

    You open your mouth and she pushes two fingers onto your tongue. You instinctively close your lips and suck her fingers clean. You’re not sure if it’s what she wanted, but it feels surprisingly good to do it.

    “Do you like it when your wife is a little bit naughty?” she asks you. “Do you like it when I handcuff you, blindfold you, suck your cock, and make you taste my pussy?”

    “Yes. Absolutely. Fuck yes,” you say.

    The blindfold heightens everything. You listen for any clue as to what’s happening in your bedroom and what your wife has planned. You listen to see if she’s moving, playing with her pussy, or preparing another surprise. It heightens your arousal, too. You’re starting to wonder how long your wife planned this little adventure and if she did any research on how to bring the passion back to a marriage where the sex has gotten a little stale.

    “Do you remember my toy?” your wife asks. “The one you used to love watching me play with?”

    An image of the toy pops into your head. It was a vibrator shaped like a real cock. It had a flared, mushroom head and veins down the shaft. It wasn’t quite pornstar-sized, but it was pretty big and you always did love watching her play with it. You used to masturbate as she filled her pussy with the toy. She’d play with her clit and have the vibrator on to enhance her pleasure as it moved in and out of her.

    “I do,” you answer.

    Your wife moans. You hear the sound of a wet pussy being played with. Is she fucking herself with the toy?

    “Do you wish you could see me right now?” she asks. It sounds like she’s in the bed. “Do you wish you could see my toy sliding in and out of my tight little pussy?”

    You groan involuntarily. That’s exactly what you wish you could see. Even if your hands were still cuffed behind you it would be an absolute delight to watch your wife’s cunt open around the toy.

    “Yes,” you answer. “Please, take the blindfold off. Let me watch.”

    Your wife moans. You can hear the toy sliding in and out of her pussy. You can hear the incredible wetness. You can picture it in your mind, but it’s nothing like watching.

    Then it stops. Your wife runs her fingers over your thigh and strokes your cock as she leans close enough for you to feel her breath on your neck.

    “I’ll be right back,” she whispers.

    You sit and wait. You feel a kind of madness envelope you. It’s the result of your overwhelming desire and your inability to move or see anything. Wherever your wife went, you can’t hear her. You have no idea what she’s planning and she’s been so unpredictable today that anything could happen.

    You hear her giggling from down the hallway. She says something, but you can’t quite make it out.

    “Honey? Did you say something?” you call out.

    No answer comes back. You hear the bedroom door open. You hear movement of some kind, but you can’t quite make out what it is.

    Then you hear the unmistakable sound of kissing, only you’re not being kissed. Two people are kissing in your bedroom. You tilt your head back to try and see out the bottom of your blindfold but it’s useless.

    You hear a distinctly male moan. There’s another man in your bedroom and he’s kissing someone. You hear a female moan. You’re not sure if it’s your wife. You desperately hope it’s not.

    “Your cock is so hard,” the woman’s voice says.

    It’s your wife. There’s no question it’s your wife. It’s your wife and she just commented on the erect state of someone else’s cock.

    The man moans. You hear what sounds an awful lot like your wife’s hand moving up and down someone else’s cock.

    “I can’t wait to have you inside me again,” she says.

    Again! Your wife has fucked this man before? She’s been cheating on you?

    “What the fuck is going on here!” you yell. You struggle in the chair. You thrash your arms as you genuinely try to break free.

    Your wife straddles you and grabs your balls. She squeezes them hard enough that you cry out in pain. Soon, your entire pelvis is awash in agony.

    “That’s enough,” she says in a stern voice that borders on angry. “This is happening. This has already happened. Several times, in fact. Now it’s going to happen with you in the room. Now you’re going to witness it. Now you’re going to discover how I’ve decided to bring passion back to our marriage.”

    “What the fuck are you talking about?” you ask.

    “Jealousy, baby. I want you to feel insanely, overwhelmingly jealous. I want you to sit in this chair while another man fucks me and I want you to listen to how good it makes me feel. I want you to listen to how hard he makes me cum and I want you to be overcome with jealousy.”

    “You’re insane,” you say.

    “I’m not insane,” she shoots back. “I know how men work.” She releases your testicles and takes your cock in her fingers. She strokes you and leans closer. You feel her breath on your cheek as she whispers, “I know this is going to work, and if it doesn’t, I don’t give a fuck. I’m not living in a passionless marriage. So you’re going to suffer through this and either our marriage will be stronger for it or it will come to an end.”

    You’re astounded at your wife’s fiery response. She seems a little insane, but your cock is hard in her hand. You want to believe it’s because she’s stroking you and she already had you turned on before she left the room, but you’re not sure. Perhaps you’re a little turned on at the idea that you might not know your wife at all.

    She lets your cock go and stands up. Moments later you hear her kissing the other man again. You hear her stroking his dick. You hear her moaning for him. There’s a part of you that’s thankful for the blindfold. The other part of you feels like it’s cruel. In your mind, his cock is much bigger than yours and he’s much better looking than you. If you could see him, maybe you’d discover those things weren’t true.

    The sound of cocksucking reaches your ears. Your wife is blowing the other man. She’s probably on her knees in front of him. She gags a little and then the cocksucking resumes. He groans. Your wife is offering him pleasure. She’s offering him what he desires, what she just gave you.

    “I love your cock,” she says as you hear her hand moving up and down his slick shaft. “I fucking love it.”

    You feel the jealousy. You can’t help it. Your wife is expressing her love for someone else’s dick, a dick that has presumably been inside her before.

    “I need your cock,” she says. “I need it inside me. I need you to fuck me while my husband sits there and listens.”

    “My pleasure,” the man says.

    His voice sounds familiar, but you can’t place it.

    You hear them move into the bed. You wonder what position they’re using. It drives you crazy to think about it. Someone else is about to fuck your wife and there’s nothing you can do.

    “Please, don’t,” you say. “I’m jealous. I am. I swear. I feel it. I feel the jealousy.”

    You want it to stop. You’re not lying. You feel jealous.

    “Fuck me,” your wife says.

    A loud moan follows. He’s inside her. You didn’t hear her open a condom. There’s a good chance someone else’s bare cock is inside your wife’s pussy. He’s fucking her.

    You thrash in the chair again. You only do it for a few moments. It’s better than letting the frustration turn to tears of agony.

    “He’s fucking me,” your wife says. “He’s giving me his big cock. He’s giving me what I need. He’s pounding my tight little pussy. He’s giving your wife what she craves, honey. Another man is giving me what I need.”

    You hear the bed move with each thrust. You hear her little moans as he fucks her pussy. You hear the low, lusty sounds of pleasure coming from the other man.

    For some reason, your cock is still hard. You wish it would go soft. You wish your erection would disappear. It won’t, though. You’re not sure why arousal is still coursing through you.

    The sounds of sex have stopped. “Get on your back,” your wife says. You hear her lover moving in your bed. His ass is on your bed. His balls are likely resting against your comforter.

    You feel your wife’s hands on your thighs once more. She’s standing in front of you. She reaches behind your head and unties the blindfold. The light hurts as it hits your eyes. You squint for a few moments.

    You see your beautiful naked wife in front of you. Her hair is already messy from getting fucked on her back. You look between her legs and see her pink, enflamed pussy lips.

    “I see you’re still hard,” she says before reaching down and stroking you. “Does this turn you on? Do you like having a naughty wife?”

    “No. Fuck no,” you say. “Stop this right now. Please. I’ll be better, I promise. You don’t have to do this.”

    “I’m not stopping,” she says. “And I don’t think you want me to stop. I think you want me to get in our bed, impale my pussy on his cock, and ride him until I have a loud orgasm. I think you want to see another man make me cum.”

    “No, I don’t,” you insist. “No fucking way.”

    “Your cock tells me otherwise,” she says. “Now be a good boy and watch quietly. I don’t want to have to hurt you again.”

    Your wife turns around, climbs into the bed, and does exactly as she said she would. She impales her pussy on the big cock waiting for her. She blocks your view of his face. You still have no idea who’s fucking your wife.

    She leans forward while riding him. You see her pussy lips grasp onto his cock. You see that he’s bigger than you. Quite a bit bigger. The jealousy returns. It’s agonizing, but your dick is still hard.

    Your wife is getting louder. She’s riding him hard and fast. He reaches around to grab her ass and gives it a good smack. She cries out gleefully. She likes it. He smacks her ass again.

    “Make me cum,” she says. “Make me cum with your big cock.”

    Is she taunting you? Is she trying to drive you crazy? It seems like it’s working. You’re furiously jealous and yet your dick hasn’t softened even a little.

    Your wife has the orgasm she said she would. She tosses her head back and cums on the cock that’s buried deep inside her. She’s louder than she is with you. She seems to be enjoying it more. It seems that the other man is fucking her better than you do. You feel insanely jealous.

    Your wife leans forward and kisses him. He caresses her back and neck. She moans quietly and says, “That was incredible, as usual.”

    He’s fucked her enough that she can say something like that. You’re jealous and angry. You’re bound in your bedroom and your wife still has someone else’s cock inside her.

    “Do you want to cum inside me?” she asks.

    “Of course,” he answers.

    “No!” you call out. “Stop it. You’ve made your point. That’s enough of this.”

    Your wife climbs off of the man inside her and gets on her hands and knees facing you. She’s not putting a stop to it. She’s offering him her pussy.

    “Mark?”

    Your coworker moves behind your wife and slides his cock into her pussy. The man that got promoted over you grabs her hips and pulls back. The man that undermined you at work and took the job you deserved buries his big cock in your wife’s pussy.

    “Hey buddy,” he says as a cocky smile crosses his face.

    You look at your wife. She’s smiling too. She picked him on purpose. Of course she did. She wants to make you jealous. She wants to make sure that you never take her for granted.

    “Cum inside me, Mark,” your wife says. “Flood my pussy while my husband watches.”

    You thrash in the chair once more. There’s no point. You’re not getting free until your wife unlocks the handcuffs.

    “With pleasure,” Mark says.

    He takes a tighter grip on her hips and pounds her faster. The room fills with the sounds of hard sex and your wife’s moans. You see her tits bounce with every thrust. She closes her eyes and takes it. She likes it. She likes giving him her pussy while you’re watching.

    After a few minutes, Mark grunts and buries his cock inside your wife. His eyes close and a look of pure joy crosses his face as he cums inside her. You know it’s sweeter because it’s your wife. You know he takes greater pleasure in filling her with cum while you watch.

    “That was incredible, as always,” your wife says as he pulls out. 

    She spins around and they kiss. She gives you a perfect view of someone else’s cum spilling out of her pussy.

    After a few minutes of cuddling and kissing, Mark gets dressed and your wife walks him to the front door. You sit in the chair, still cuffed and unable to move. Your cock is still hard. Your body is humming with feeling. You’re not sure if you’re angry or horny.

    Your wife returns. She pulls a key from the dresser drawer and unlocks the handcuffs. She moves into the bed and looks at you.

    “What are you going to do?” she asks.

    You stand up and look at your wife’s lean, naked body. You smile. “I’m going to fuck my wife,” you say.

    “Come and get it,” she says while spreading her legs.

    You climb into bed and bury your cock in your wife’s messy pussy. You grab her breast and knead the flesh with just a little too much force. You like the pained look on her face. You kiss her and fuck her harder.

    “Fuck me,” she says. You can hear the lustful joy in her voice. You’re giving her what she wants.

    It feels so good. Her pussy is wet, sloppy, and perfect. Her body writhes beneath you. Her moans are unlike any you’ve heard in years, with the exception of when Mark fucked her. The passion is there. The passion is intoxicating. You want more of it. You want to get to know the crazy side of your wife.

    Her insane plan worked. You’re more in love with your wife than you’ve ever been. 

  
    Blissful Cuckolding at the End of a Long Work Week

    The house seems to be empty when you come home from work. You loosen your tie, set your things on the kitchen table, and turn towards the refrigerator. That's when you see a note taped to the door.

    "I'm sorry you had a rough day. Come to the bedroom for a bit of stress relief."

    You smile and immediately head for the bedroom. The door is shut. Another note is taped to it.

    "You must be naked when you enter our bedroom. You're allowed to look at me, but you're not allowed to touch. You must fall to your knees at the side of the bed and you must do so with haste."

    You strip out of your suit and leave it on the floor. You lower your underwear and kick them aside. You note that your cock is already half hard and you delight in your wife's generosity in planning something naughty for your Friday evening.

    You pause as you open the door and gaze upon your wife. She's lying in bed wearing a white lace camisole and matching panties. The fabric is tight against her lean body and it looks as though she styled her long dark hair in the wavy manner you find so irresistible.

    "Welcome home," she says with a smile. "Now get on your knees like a good boy."

    Arousal courses through your body. Your cock grows as you hurry into the bedroom and fall to your knees just a few feet from the bed. You catch a whiff of your wife's perfume and your cock throbs with erotic anticipation.

    She doesn't wear that particular perfume for you. She wears it for her bull. For the man she gives herself to when she's in need of a long, hard fucking of the sort that you're not quite capable of delivering.

    Your wife smiles. "Do you like my perfume?"

    "I do," you admit.

    You want to crawl into the bed and between her legs. You want to pull her panties down with your teeth and plunge your tongue between her labia. You want to taste her. You know better than to indulge without her permission, though.

    "It smells nice, doesn't it?"

    You nod and feel your hunger deepen. Your wife sits up and swings her legs over the side of the bed. Her toes nestle into the carpet and she rests her hands on her thighs before leaning forward. Her cleavage comes into view and soon her lips are remarkably close to yours.

    "You work so hard," she says softly. "You deserve a reward."

    Your heart is pounding. Your cock throbs. You crave your reward, whatever it might be.

    Your wife reaches over and slowly opens her nightstand. She pulls out a strip of black silk and dangles it in front of your face. It smells of her perfume. She smiles and places the strip of silk over your eyes before trying it behind your head and leaving you awash in darkness.

    "Did you know that it's been two weeks since I last saw my bull?" your wife asks.

    "Yes."

    She laughs softly and runs her fingers through your hair. "Of course you know. You find so much pleasure in watching me get fucked, don't you, my love?"

    "More than I can explain."

    Her fingers move over your lips and come to rest on your tongue. "Suck," she whispers, her lips suddenly quite near your ear.

    You close your lips around her fingers and suck. You do so slowly and gently, running your tongue over her flesh and moaning. You mimic the way she sucks her bull's cock, the way she moans so wildly as she pleasures him. You do so because it turns you on.

    "Your mouth is so talented," she whispers while pushing her fingers deeper. "It always has been, though. I can still remember the first time you went down on me, in fact. You ate my pussy like no man ever had. You opened my eyes to an entirely different way to experience great heights of sexual pleasure. You're an artist, my love."

    Her compliments mean the world to you and you moan around her fingers as a way of thanking her for sharing them.

    She pulls her fingers free, turns your head, and kisses you deeply. Her tongue meets yours and her fingers encircle your cock, giving you a brief but blissful handjob as she lures you ever deeper into your desire.

    "Can you taste him on my lips?" she asks.

    "No."

    Her lips brush against your neck. "Do you wish you could taste him?"

    "Yes. More than anything."

    "Good, because I haven't had him yet. I thought about inviting him over while you were at work - I know you like receiving naughty pictures of me getting fucked by a superior cock while you work - but I thought I'd let you experience my pleasure in person instead."

    "Thank you," you say softly.

    She kisses you briefly and stands. "Remove my panties."

    You reach out and run your fingers over her thighs. Her skin is warm and impossibly soft and she moans quietly at your touch. You slip your fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pull them down.

    She moves closer and you feel the warmth emanating from her body. You caress her flesh and find that it's her ass facing you.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    You lean forward. Your lips find her soft ass cheeks. You plant a series of kisses, showering her in affection.

    "Spread my cheeks."

    You grasp her beautiful, perfect ass cheeks and spread them.

    "I want you to make out with my asshole, my love," she says softly. "Shower my hole with affection."

    You lean forward. Your face moves between her ass cheeks. You extend your tongue. You find her asshole. Your tongue dances over her tight, wrinkled flesh. You take to heart her instruction to make out with her asshole. You moan. You move your lips around it. You move your tongue around it. You penetrate her gently. You taste her tight hole. You relish the opportunity to do so and you cherish your wife for her willingness to let you do this thing that thrills you so thoroughly.

    You hear footsteps and for a moment a sense of panic overwhelms you. Then you remember that her bull is coming over.

    "Don't stop," she says. "Keep worshiping my hole."

    You resume making out with her asshole as you hear his footsteps behind you.

    "You look like a very happy girl," her bull says.

    She moans. "I am. My cuck is eating my ass and my bull will soon be kissing me."

    You feel him moving behind you. Now he's next to you. You hear them kissing. You hear her moan into his mouth.

    You hear wetness. He's fingering her. He has to be.

    "Fuck...that feels so good," she says.

    The fingering gets louder and more vigorous.

    "It's been too long since I had you inside me. Two weeks is too long to go without your cock."

    "I'm glad you feel that way," he replies. "Because I've missed you too. I've thought about you constantly. About how good you make me feel. About the bliss of sliding into your tight married pussy. About how good it feels to fuck you while your cuck is in the room."

    They kiss again. Your dick throbs. You yearn to masturbate, to pleasure yourself, but you refrain. Instead, you worship your wife's asshole while blindfolded. You listen to her make out with her bull. You listen to him finger her wet pussy. You imagine her pawing at his bulge. You imagine him playing with her tits in the delicate white lace of her camisole.

    She steps away, depriving you of her asshole. You wait on your knees. You hear his belt being loosened. You hear him kick his shoes away. You hear his pants fall to the floor. You hear your wife's hand moving up and down his cock as they kiss once more.

    "He wants to taste you," she says.

    "Is that right?"

    "Yes. Will you let him taste you? Will you let my cuck taste your cock?"

    "Of course I will."

    You feel the head of his cock against your lips.

    "Pleasure him, my love," she says. "Take him in your mouth. Taste him. Suck him. Fluff him. Do it for me."

    You part your lips. You take the spongy head of his cock in your mouth. Your head is spinning. Your cock is hard as a rock. You have another man's dick in your mouth and it feels so good.

    You give him a blowjob. You swirl your tongue around his cock. You fellate the man that fucks your wife more often than you do. You suck the cock that satisfies your wife in a far greater fashion than you've ever managed. You play your part as a good cuck and you suck the dick that will soon be deep inside your wife, that will pound her, that will give her multiple blissful orgasms while you wait on your knees by your marital bed.

    You feel her lips against the back of your neck and her hands move over your chest. She moans softly and her fingers encircle your cock.

    "I love watching you suck dick for me," she whispers. "I love that you're so eager to pleasure him before he fucks me. I love that you're such a good cuck."

    You moan around his cock. He puts a hand on the back of your head. He pushes his dick deeper into your mouth. You fight off your gag reflex and listen to him moan.

    "You're going to keep your blindfold on while he fucks me," she says. "I want your other senses to be heightened as you're cuckolded tonight. I want you to listen carefully to my pleasure as his big cock pounds my pussy. I want your sense of taste to be heightened as you clean him from me after he's cum inside me. I want your cuckolding to feel entirely different tonight. Do you understand?"

    He pulls his cock free and you hear the bed frame groan softly.

    "Yes, I understand," you say.

    Your wife's lips find yours. She kisses you deeply and moans.

    "Mmm, his cock tastes good, doesn't it cuck?" she asks.

    "It does," you reply.

    It's quiet for a few moments. Then you hear the bed frame groan once more. You hear him moan. You hear the wetness of sex, of penetration. You're fairly certain she's on top, in large part because it's slow.

    "Fuck," she says softly. "I love your cock. I love how deep you reach in my pussy. I love how you stretch me out."

    You've seen her ride him before and now you're picturing it. The way her pussy lips stretch to receive him. The way she swallows him whole as she sits down on him. The way her pussy leaves his cock slick with her juices of desire as she rides up off of him.

    He smacks her ass. She moans. She begins to ride him faster. She moans louder. You're certain she's going to cum while on top of him.

    "Fuck...baby...I'm cumming!" she cries out.

    Her first orgasm is almost always quick. His cock makes her feel so good. Cuckolding you makes her feel good. All the foreplay gets her so worked up that she can't help but get off in just a minute or two. She's good for lots of orgasms, though.

    They shift in the bed. Soon enough she's moaning again. They're in missionary. You recognize the sounds. He's fucking her harder and faster. She's moaning louder. So is he.

    "Fuck me hard, baby," she says. "Pound my pussy. Pound it hard. Leave me sore so my cuck can soothe me with his tongue."

    They kiss. She smacks his ass. They moan, grunt, and groan. She cums a second time and then a third. They fuck in missionary for quite some time. They enjoy every second of it, though, as their wild, lusty moans are undeniably pure and perfect.

    It's not like when you fuck her. That's usually over pretty quickly. Your wife likes that - she's said she couldn't handle really long fuck sessions all that often - but you know she loves the kind of sex her bull gives her. She loves that he has such incredible stamina. She loves that she really is sore when he's done with her. She loves that his cock is long and thick and that it does things to her pussy that your considerably smaller cock can't. She loves that he leaves her completely exhausted by the time he goes home. She loves everything her bull does for her.

    "Cum in me!" she cries out as he nears his orgasm. "Cum in my pussy so I can make my cuck clean up your mess!"

    He cums inside your wife. You clasp your hands behind your back to resist the urge to masturbate. You listen to his guttural, animalistic grunts and groans as he empties his balls in the pussy that's supposed to be yours and yours alone. 

    The sounds of orgasmic pleasure fade and all that's left is soft post-coital kisses and the occasional whispered words of affection.

    Eventually he pulls out and you hear him roll onto his back.

    "Are you hungry, my love?" your wife asks.

    "I am," you answer.

    "You may crawl between my legs and feast on my pussy."

    You stand and feel your way into the bed. You find your way between her legs and run your fingers up her thighs before settling onto your stomach. You inhale deeply and the pungent odors of sex and cum fill your nose.

    "You smell so good," you say.

    "Only a cuck would say that."

    You smile and kiss her thighs. You work your way towards her pussy and the smell gets stronger. You kiss and lick her labia. You taste the sex. You taste his cum. The saltiness dances on your tongue and lights up the part of your brain that can't get enough of the pleasures of being a cuckold.

    "Clean him from me," she says softly. "Clean my messy pussy. Consume his seed so he can fuck me and fill me again."

    They don't always fuck twice and the thought that they will leads you to plunge your tongue into her pussy. You feast on his load. You feast on her wetness. You clean him out of her. You fill your mouth with his cum and swallow greedily like the cum slut you've become.

    "Mmm, you look so good licking his mess out of me," she says. "Like this is what you were always meant to do, my love."

    You hear kissing. You hear her moan into his mouth. You wonder if he's playing with her tits.

    You feel her hands in your hair. You wish you could look up and see his tongue in her mouth and his hand moving over her body. You cannot, though. You're blind because it's what she wanted tonight and all you want is to be a good cuck for her.

    "You like it when he eats your cum out of me, don't you?" she asks.

    "I fucking love it," he admits. "It's so fucking hot."

    "I want my cuck to suck your dick after he's done cleaning me. I want him to get you hard again. I want him to play his part tonight, to be a good fluffer."

    You're going to suck cock again, but first you need to finish cleaning his seed from her well-fucked cunt. You plunge your tongue deeper. You rub your lips against her clit.

    All the stress of your work week has already disappeared and the night is still young. You're grateful to be married to a woman like her and you resolve to show your gratitude by offering to sleep in the guest room so she can spend the night in her bull's arms. You'll make them breakfast tomorrow morning, too, and you'll happily fluff and clean up afterwards if they should choose to fuck again before he leaves.

    It's good to be a cuck, isn't it?

  
    Bonus Audio - A Naughty Phone Call

    You get to be on the receiving end of that phone call as your girlfriend tells you all about the naughty fun she had while giving you jerk off instructions.

  
    Bonus Audio - You Can't Be My Boyfriend, But You Can Be My Cuck

    We're not dating anymore. You just weren't enough of a man for me. You're not good enough.

    There could be a place for you in my life, though. What would you be willing to do for a chance to taste my pussy? What would you be willing to do for a chance to worship me one more time?

    I want you to stroke your cock as we talk about whether or not you could be my cuck.

  
    Bonus Audio - Your First Pegging

    Don't worry, I'll be gentle.

  
    Breakfast for Her Cuckold

    “On your back. Now,” she demanded.

    You laid on your back in the kitchen. Your wife stood over your head.

    “Are you hungry, cuckold?” she asked.

    “Yes,” you replied.

    “Are you willing to eat my pussy for breakfast?” she asked.

    You knew she meant forgoing whatever you planned to eat for breakfast. You knew you’d go to work without a meal if you ate her pussy. You knew you couldn’t say no.

    “Yes, I want to. I want to eat your pussy for breakfast,” you said.

    Your wife smiled and pulled aside her dress. She squatted over your face and you watched her perfect, smooth pussy approach your mouth. You watched the delicious treat that is her cunt come towards you.

    “Eat me,” she said.

    You extended your tongue and licked her perfect smooth pussy. You licked it feverishly, like a good cuckold is expected to.

    “That’s a good boy,” she said. “Enjoy your breakfast. Eat my beautiful pussy. Make me cum.”

    She tasted wondrous. Far better than anything you could have prepared for yourself. Her pussy is the most delicious thing in the world. It’s a treat unlike any other. You’d give up food for a week if she’d let you worship her for all three meals.

    “Your cock doesn’t do much for me, but your tongue is wondrous,” your wife said. “At least you’re not entirely worthless when it comes to making me cum.”

    You moaned as she humiliated your skill in bed. You moaned into her pussy, but you never stopped licking her. You never stopped worshiping. You kept on licking because that’s what a good cuckold does.

    “Do you want to make me cum?” she asked.

    “Yes please,” you said before returning to her clit.

    Your wife’s delighted giggle made you feel good. It made you feel like you were being a good cuckold. It made you feel like you were making her happy.

    Your wife moaned as she began to ride your mouth a little. She moaned as your tongue brought her closer to orgasm. Finally, she moaned as you made her cum so beautifully.

    She stood up and said, “Remember, no food for you. Pussy is all you get for breakfast.”

    You smiled and stood up. Your wife kissed you on the cheek and gently ran her fingers over your crotch, teasing your erection through your jeans.

    “I’ll be home late tonight,” she said. “I’m going to see my bull after work. Maybe I’ll bring home dessert.”

  
    Call in the Cuckold

    She's on her back. Her body tingles with pleasure. She still feels a little lightheaded. She has a smile on her face and her breasts rise and fall with each deep breath she takes. She's just been fucked - and fucked well - and she's a very happy woman.

    Her stomach and chest are covered in streaks of his cum. He pulled out after getting her off. He painted her body with his thick load. She sits up on her elbows and looks down at it. She smiles. She likes that her boyfriend fucked her and came all over her in the bed she shares with you, her husband.

    "Look at the mess you made," she says.

    He laughs. "I know. A week without an orgasm means a lot more cum, I guess."

    "You know, I have to say, I like it when you cum on me," she says. "It's like you're claiming your territory." She means it, too. She likes the idea that he's claiming her and that he's doing it in your bed. She likes that idea that he's marked her with his load, that you're going to walk into the bedroom and see his cum all over her and understand that she let him do that, that she welcomed his sticky seed all over her beautiful body.

    "I do like feeling that you're mine," he says.

    "When you fuck me like that, it feels like you're making me yours," she replies as she thinks of how good it felt to have him inside her. After a week without him it was as if her body had forgotten just how good it feels when he fucks her.

    Your wife smiles at her boyfriend and then looks down at her cum-covered body. She sees the thick white cream on both of her breasts and the small puddle that's pooled in her belly button.

    "It still feels so warm on my skin," she says. "I feel like I'd be okay just lying here and letting it dry on me, but the cuckold deserves his pleasure too. Would you call him in?"

    Your wife's boyfriend takes another look at her body - at the body he covered in his thick cum - and backs out of the bed. He heads for the bedroom door, opens it up, and leans out. "You can come in, cuckold," he yells down the hallway.

    He turns and smiles at her as he walks towards the bed. He leans over and gives her a soft kiss on the lips. "Where do you want me?" he asks.

    "Right next to me," she replies. "You're my boyfriend, after all, and tonight this is our bed. You'll be sleeping next to me while he's sleeping on the couch. You should stay right next to me as he shows you what kind of man he is."

    She hears your footsteps and turns as you step into the bedroom. You stop in the doorway and she watches your eyes move over her cum-covered body. You're naked - just as you were when she sent you out of the bedroom after preparing her pussy - and your dick is hard. You were listening to her moans, though, so of course your dick is hard.

    "Come in, cuckold," she says softly.

    You step into the bedroom as your wife turns to her boyfriend and kisses him. She reaches up to caress his face as their tongues entwine. She moans softly and feels a surprising surge of desire, in part because she knows her cuckold husband is standing right there as she indulges in a kiss with her boyfriend while covered in his cum.

    She could keep kissing him - she could do it for hours - but she relents and turns to see you standing by the side of the bed. There's a shiny drop of precum at the tip of your stiff dick and your wife reaches out and scoops up the slick, shiny liquid with her finger tip. She smiles and holds up her hand. You lean forward, part your lips, and take it in your mouth without hesitation.

    "Such a good cuckold," she says. "Doesn't his cum look so beautiful on my body?"

    You nod as she continues to push her finger in and out of your mouth.

    "It felt so good when he came on me," she continues. "I'd just had a perfect orgasm - the kind you're not capable of giving me - and I told him to pull out and cum all over me. I told him I wanted to give my cuckold a treat. Do you want a treat, cuckold?"

    "Yes," you say as she pulls her finger from your mouth.

    She smiles at you and turns to her boyfriend. "Does he deserve a treat?"

    "He's a good cuckold," her boyfriend replies. "He made sure the bedroom looked good for us. He ate your pussy until you were nice and wet for me. He sat on the couch like a good boy while I fucked you in the bed you share. He deserves a treat."

    She kisses him. Her lips part. His tongue invades her mouth and she sucks on it. She reaches down and plays with his cock, which is bigger than yours even though he's almost completely flaccid.

    After the kiss, she caresses his face and stares into his eyes. She has feelings for him, in part because he's so much better than you've ever been in bed and in part because she really likes him.

    She looks towards you once more and glances between your legs. She sees that your dick seems to be even stiffer than it was when you first walked into the bedroom. She gathers the precum resting at the tip once more, but this time she takes her finger into her mouth and sucks it clean while you watch.

    "Did you masturbate while you listened to my boyfriend fuck me in our bed?" she asks.

    "No," you reply.

    "He's right, you really are a good cuckold," she says. "You know better than to masturbate when you haven't been given permission. You know that you're not allowed to even touch your cock unless I give you permission."

    You nod and she smiles. She likes that you understand and follow the rules she laid out nearly a year ago when she first started cuckolding you. She likes that you're such a good cuckold for her.

    "Does his cum look beautiful on my tits?" she asks.

    Your eyes move to her breasts and you nod. "They look perfect covered in his cum. They look like...well...”

    "Like he claimed my tits as his own by covering them in his cum?" she says.

    You nod and a groan escapes your lips. It seems that you thoroughly enjoy the idea of your wife's boyfriend claiming her breasts as his own. It seems that you share that in common with your wife.

    She takes one of her breasts - the one closest to you - in her hand and squeezes it softly. "I want you to clean his cum off my tits," she says. "You can start with this one. Bend over. Take it in your mouth. Bathe your tongue in the taste of his seed. Show us both exactly what kind of man you are and lick his thick cum from my breast."

    You bend over. Your lips approach her breast. You stare at the glistening, thick white cum as your mouth nears it. She moans the moment your lips touch her soft, cum-covered flesh. You flick your tongue back and forth over her nipple and she releases her breast and puts a hand on the back of your head.

    "That's it, cuckold," she says softly. "Clean my tits. Lick up his load. This is your place. Clean my boyfriend's cum from my perfect, perky tits. Swallow his salty seed. Take a real man's cum into your body."

    It delights your wife when you do as you're told. She watches you swallow his cum and then lick up the last remnants from the breast she offered you. You lick and suck on her nipple just a little more and then move to her other breast. You're ravenous as you lick up his cum. She smiles and runs her fingers through your hair.

    "He's so eager to eat your load," she says.

    "I know," her boyfriend replies. "I like it. I like that I get to fuck you, to make you cum, and to cum on your beautiful body and that he's so eager to clean up every drop while knowing there's no chance you're going to let him inside you."

    She puts a hand on the back of your neck and applies gentle pressure, making sure you know that it's your duty to continue cleaning her breasts until she gives you permission to stop.

    "He no longer deserves to be inside me. He never really deserved it in the first place. I just didn't know any better." She turns to her boyfriend. "Then I met you. Then I had you inside me. Then I learned just how inferior my cuckold husband has always been, and why you deserve to fuck me and the best he deserves is to clean your cum after you've fucked me."

    You moan and your wife smiles. She shares a kiss with her boyfriend while you're busy sucking and licking her nipple and she can't help but moan into his mouth. It feels good to have her eager cuckold working so hard to turn her on, just like it feels good to have her boyfriend's tongue in her mouth.

    She turns to you and lifts her hand from the back of your neck. "Are my tits clean, cuckold?"

    You lift your head, study both of her breasts to ensure they're clean, and nod. "Yes. They're clean."

    "My stomach is still quite messy though, isn't it?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer.

    "And would you like to lick it clean?" your wife asks. "Would you like to run your tongue through my boyfriend's warm, sticky cum and lick it up? Would you like to swallow the rest of his load like a good cuckold?"

    She sees the desperate desire in your eyes. She knows how badly you want it. "Yes," you say. "I want to clean every drop of him off of you."

    "Crawl between my legs," she instructs.

    You quickly move between her legs and your gaze fixates on her taut stomach.

    "His cock looked so beautiful right before he came. It was slick with my pussy juices and the head swelled up as he stroked it. Then his beautiful cum shot from the tip as his moans - those moans I love to hear - filled our bedroom. I'm sure you heard them from the couch. I'm sure you knew that another man was having an orgasm in our bedroom. I'm sure it turned you on," she says.

    "It did," you reply.

    "Lick up his cum," she instructs. "Lick it off my stomach. Lick up my boyfriend's load."

    She watches with a smile on her face as you crawl forward, drop down, and run your tongue through the cum on her stomach. She sees it disappear into your mouth and watches you swallow. She sees that look on your face as the taste of it fills your mouth and she can't help but smile.

    "Lick it all up," she says before reaching down to run her fingers through your hair. "Lick up my boyfriend's cum. Lick up a real man's cum. Lick it up while your dick drips precum onto the bed."

    You lick fervently. You suck up the cum that your tongue can't collect. The more of his cum you eat, the more turned on you seem to get, a notion that puts a smile on your wife's face, for she thoroughly enjoys that her husband has become such a cum slut.

    "Did you enjoy that?" your wife asks once you've cleaned every drop of her boyfriend's cum from her beautiful body.

    "Yes," you answer. "Thank you for letting me lick his cum off your beautiful body."

    "You're welcome, cuckold," she says softly. "Would you like to put your tongue in my pussy and keep me wet until he's ready to fuck me again?"

    You nod vigorously.

    "Go ahead," she says. "Don't lick my clit, though. I know you want to try and make me cum, but that's not your job tonight. That's his job, a job that he's far better suited to than you are."

    "Of course," you reply.

    You kiss your way down her body and settle between her legs. She feels your tongue push between her pussy lips and moans softly before turning to her boyfriend.

    "You'll fuck me again, won't you?" she asks.

    "Absolutely," he replies. "Maybe this time you can let your cuckold watch. I'm sure he'd enjoy seeing another man fuck his wife in the bed you two share."

    She looks down at you. She sees the lust in your eyes. She knows he's right. "Maybe he'd enjoy seeing that man cum in my pussy, too. Maybe he'd enjoy cleaning my pussy after a real man fucks me in our bed. Maybe it would be a perfect treat for my cuckold before I send him to the couch."

    She kisses her boyfriend. She feels you lick her pussy feverishly as you witness her passion for him. She takes her boyfriend's cock in her hand. He's already getting hard for her. It won't be long before he's inside her again, before he's fucking her while you watch, before he's pumping his cum deep into her pussy so you can clean it.

    What a lucky cuckoldress she is.

  
    Can You Guess¿

    You're not the sort of cuckold that gets all the information. Your wife found it too much of a bother to keep you constantly updated on who she was dating, how many men she was dating, and which man she was going out with on a particular night.

    There's upside to it, though. Sometimes you can guess based on which lingerie she wears. Sometimes you can tell by the way she smells when she comes home from being fucked by one of her bulls. Sometimes, though, you can't tell and you get to play this wonderfully naughty game.

    Your wife leads you to the bedroom. She has you undress her. She lets you kiss her soft skin as you remove her dress. She sits on the edge of the bed and you fall to your knees like a good cuckold.

    "I see that you're already excited," she says while glancing at the stiff dick between your legs.

    "I can't help it," you confess.

    "I know, cucky. I love that you're this way. I love that you're so excited at the prospect of licking a real man's cum from my tight, messy cunt. I love that you accept that this is the only way that you get to penetrate me, that you embrace this particular form of pleasure that only a cuckold could truly appreciate."

    You lean closer. You kiss her milky white thighs. She runs her fingers through your hair.

    "You've eaten so much cum," she says softly. "You've cleaned so many loads from my pussy. You've licked so many loads off my tits, my ass, my stomach. You've even taken loads directly from my bulls. You're such a good cucky boy. Such an eager cum slut."

    Your dick is hard as a rock and you moan as your wife's feet find your shaft and begin to tease you.

    "I want you to fuck my feet as you clean his cum out of me, cucky," she says softly. "If you guess right, you get to cum. If you don't, you'll have to satisfy yourself with only the pleasure of cleaning my well-satisfied cunt."

    You begin to fuck her feet as your wife pulls her panties aside. You plunge your tongue inside her. You taste the cum. You taste his seed. You imagine his cock deep inside her and pulsing wildly as she provides him the kind of pleasure you haven't experienced in many years, the kind of pleasure that can only be experienced inside a tight pussy.

    "You're such a good cucky boy," she says softly. "I love watching you clean my pussy. I love that you're so eager to embrace your place, that you're such a cum slut for me."

    You moan loudly. You're desperate to cum. You hope that your guess will be correct. You hope desperately that you know whose cum you're eating.

    "Do you have a guess, my love?" she asks.

    You look up. The taste of semen dances on your tongue as his load coats your mouth and throat. "Is it Derrick's cum?" you ask.

    She smiles. "I'm so proud of you, cucky. You're so good at knowing whose load you're eating, like a true cuckold cum dumpster. You may cum."

    Your wife guides your mouth back to her pussy and you resume cleaning her while fucking her feet vigorously.

    You climax hard, leaving your load on her feet and the hardwood floor. As soon as you're done cleaning her pussy, she puts your mouth to work cleaning up your mess. Like a good cuckold cum dumpster, you clean every drop and thank her once you're done.

    "Clean yourself up and then fetch my pajamas," she says.

    You happily do so. You're a cuck, after all, and there's no greater pleasure than doing whatever you can to make your wife happy.

  
    Can You Handle Her Passion for Him¿

    She desires him deeply. She desires him more than you might have thought. You should have been prepared for this though. You knew this was possible.

    Still, doesn’t that make your heart pound a little faster? Not necessarily in a bad way, either. She likes kissing him. She likes the way his tongue invades her mouth. She likes connecting with him in that way. She loves how wet it makes her. If you could feel her right now she’s be soaking wet.

    When you watch them kiss like that, does it make you a little bit insecure? There’s something romantic about it, isn’t there? It’s deeply passionate and sensual. It’s deeply connected. It’s really rather beautiful.

    This is how it goes sometimes. When she finds a man that she connects with in a deeper way, she wants to make love to him. She doesn’t just want to fuck. She wants to spend more time with him. She wants a connection. Can you handle that?

    She still loves you and that’s not going to change, but there’s something deeply satisfying about being with him. She closes her eyes as he fills her. She moans for him. For a little while, she forgets you’re even in the room.

    Maybe she starts fucking him when you’re not there. She asks you ahead of time, of course, but she wants to spend some time alone with him. She wants to connect with him.

    You come home and find her riding him on your living room couch. They’re lost in a deeply passionate kiss and they don’t even look up when the door shuts. It actually feels a little strange for you to stay and watch. You leave her to enjoy her lover’s cock. She deserves it.

    This is what you want. You want her to have such great sex with someone else that she can’t stop thinking about him. You want her to fantasize about having his big cock in her pussy.

    Sometimes you might feel a little left out. That’s okay. It happens. Don’t worry, she hasn’t forgotten about you. She loves you. She knows that you’re the reason she’s getting to play with him, after all.

    Ultimately, this is where it always ends up. Her pussy on your mouth. Your tongue inside her. Your tongue pleasuring her clit. Whether you’re licking his cum out of her, reclaiming her after hot sex, or just offering your wife pleasure, she’ll always come back to her cuckold husband.

  
    Can You Taste Him Inside Her¿

    You know where she’s been. You know someone else has been inside her. You know another man’s cock filled your beautiful wife today. You know she brought her pussy home to you. You know this is your favorite part of being her cuckold.

    “Can you taste him?” she asks as your tongue runs along her pussy lips and flits over her clit.

    “Can you taste my boyfriend?” she asks as her fingers move through your hair.

    You look up at her. You see the tenderness and love in her eyes. You fall a little deeper in love with your beautiful wife. She’s giving you such a beautiful gift by letting you go down on her after another man has fucked her.

    This is her favorite part too. Don’t forget that. She loves that you’re so eager to go down on her even when you know he’s been inside her. She loves that you’re such a loyal, loving cuckold.

    You can taste him, too. They’re not to a point where he’s cumming inside her yet, but of course you can taste him. He spent a great deal of time inside her, so of course there’s some residue of him on her.

    “Can you taste my boyfriend’s cock?” your wife asks as she gently rides your tongue with her pussy.

    You look up at her. Your eyes are wide with lust. She knows you can taste him.

    It’s a good taste, isn’t it? It’s a beautiful reminder that your wife has been with another man. It thrills you to no end. It makes your cock hard. It makes your mouth water. It makes you feel like the cuckold you love being.

    “Will you make me cum, baby?” your wife asks as she grinds on your tongue. “Will you make me cum while you taste him inside me?”

    You push your tongue inside her. You soak up the taste of your wife and her boyfriend. You soak up the distinct, indescribably beautiful taste of sex.

    She closes her eyes and plays with her perky tits. Is she thinking of him? Is she’s replaying the afternoon of hot sex she just had with another man, or is she concentrating on the pleasure of her husband’s tongue licking her well-fucked pussy?

    It doesn’t matter, does it? Either is incredibly hot. Your wife is riding your face and you’re eagerly eating her pussy not long after another man gave her the kind of beautiful pounding she craves.

    You could spend all day worshiping her pussy. You could lick her perfect, slick cunt for hours. Nothing would make you happier.

    Of course, it also makes you happy that licking her freshly-fucked pussy is going to make your wife cum. You want to hear her orgasm. You want her to writhe and moan above you as the intense pleasure rips through her body.

    It’s good to be a cuckold, isn’t it? You get to taste her pussy after another man has been inside her and you get to be the last guy to make her cum today.

  
    Can You Taste Him, Honey¿

    You know where she’s been. You know someone else has been inside her. You know another man’s cock filled your beautiful wife today. You know she brought her pussy home to you. You know this is your favorite part of being her cuckold.

    “Can you taste him?” she asks as your tongue runs along her pussy lips and flits over her clit.

    “Can you taste my boyfriend?” she asks as her fingers move through your hair.

    You look up at her. You see the tenderness and love in her eyes. You fall a little deeper in love with your beautiful wife. She’s giving you such a beautiful gift by letting you go down on her after another man has fucked her.

    This is her favorite part too. Don’t forget that. She loves that you’re so eager to go down on her even when you know he’s been inside her. She loves that you’re such a loyal, loving cuckold.

    You can taste him, too. They’re not to a point where he’s cumming inside her yet, but of course you can taste him. He spent a great deal of time inside her, so of course there’s some residue of him on her.

    “Can you taste my boyfriend’s cock?” your wife asks as she gently rides your tongue with her pussy.

    You look up at her. Your eyes are wide with lust. She knows you can taste him.

    It’s a good taste, isn’t it? It’s a beautiful reminder that your wife has been with another man. It thrills you to no end. It makes your cock hard. It makes your mouth water. It makes you feel like the cuckold you love being.

    “Will you make me cum, baby?” your wife asks as she grinds on your tongue. “Will you make me cum while you taste him inside me?”

    You push your tongue inside her. You soak up the taste of your wife and her boyfriend. You soak up the distinct, indescribably beautiful taste of sex.

    She closes her eyes and plays with her perky tits. Is she thinking of him? Is she’s replaying the afternoon of hot sex she just had with another man, or is she concentrating on the pleasure of her husband’s tongue licking her well-fucked pussy?

    It doesn’t matter, does it? Either is incredibly hot. Your wife is riding your face and you’re eagerly eating her pussy not long after another man gave her the kind of beautiful pounding she craves.

    You could spend all day worshiping her pussy. You could lick her perfect, slick cunt for hours. Nothing would make you happier.

    Of course, it also makes you happy that licking her freshly-fucked pussy is going to make your wife cum. You want to hear her orgasm. You want her to writhe and moan above you as the intense pleasure rips through her body.

    It’s good to be a cuckold, isn’t it? You get to taste her pussy after another man has been inside her and you get to be the last guy to make her cum today.

  
    Caught and Punished

    
      What happens when your girlfriend - who's a little controlling - walks into the bedroom to find your masturbating when you shouldn't be? Well, you might be surprised at the outcome. Read on and find out.
    

    You didn't hear your girlfriend coming down the hallway. You didn't have time to put your cock away before she stepped into the bedroom. You tried, of course, but she saw your stiff dick the moment she opened the door.

    "What are you doing?" she asked.

    "I'm sorry."

    "You didn't answer my question."

    You looked away. "I was...I was masturbating." The answer was obvious, of course, but she wasn't asking because she was confused. She was asking because she wanted you to admit to what you were doing.

    "Why?"

    You took a deep breath. "You look so good in that outfit. The sweater. The leggings. It's...I don't know, it's irresistible. I know it's like, comfortable loungewear or whatever, but you look so hot that I just...I just got really horny. I tried to fool around a little on the couch, but you turned me down so I figured I'd just take care of myself."

    You found the courage to look her way. She looked beautiful, of course, and a touch frustrated, though she didn't seem anywhere near as angry as you would have thought.

    "I wore this for you," she said.

    "What?"

    "I know you like this look. I wore it for you. I wore it to turn you on."

    "But..."

    "Just because I didn't fuck you the moment you wanted to have sex doesn't mean I wasn't interested. It just means that I wanted to watch my show before we fucked."

    "Shit. I'm sorry."

    She moved towards the bed with surprising quickness and pulled aside the sheets you'd hastily covered your cock with. Her fingers encircled your stiff shaft and she stroked you slowly, using your precum as lube and delivering far greater pleasure than your hand provided.

    "It feels good, doesn't it?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    "My mouth and my pussy would feel even better."

    You nodded again.

    She released your cock, stepped back, and stripped out of her leggings and panties, leaving her in the soft pink sweater you found so alluring. She bent over the bed once more and you glanced at her cleavage as she leaned in and kissed your neck.

    "I was going to give you my mouth and my pussy," she said. "I was going to suck your cock and then get on top and ride you slowly until you had a massive orgasm inside me. I was going to make you feel so good."

    "I'm so sorry I masturbated."

    She kissed your neck and caught you off guard by slapping your balls. Your body folded forwards as pain rushed through your loins.

    "I know it's hard, but I was clear about your orgasms."

    "Yes, you were."

    "I decide when you get to have one. Not you. Me."

    She raised her hand and you instinctively covered your balls. She directed an angry look at you and though it filled you with fear, you moved your hands behind your head. She slapped your cock with such power that you doubled over again.

    "Fuck, please, I'm sorry."

    Your girlfriend took your hand and guided it between her legs. You slipped your fingers inside her and were greeted with remarkable heat and wetness. You felt a powerful sense of regret as it could have been your cock inside her if you hadn't been so impulsive and selfish.

    "Can I go down on you?"

    She walked away, leaving your fingers glistening with her juices. She opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out a toy you'd never seen before. It was a cock. There was no other way to describe it. It looked exactly like a stiff cock, right down to the mushroom head, the veins down the shaft, and even the flesh-like color.

    "What's that?" you asked.

    She laughed. "What the fuck does it look like?"

    "A cock."

    "That's what it is."

    She moved to the side of the bed and held the toy in front of your cock. "Notice a difference?"

    "It's...it's bigger."

    "It's much bigger."

    It was at least two inches longer than your cock and quite a bit thicker. She wrapped her fingers around it and stroked. You watched and felt an unexpected sense of jealousy as she stroked an inanimate object.

    Your girlfriend clutched the toy against her chest for a moment and straddled your stomach. She took the rubber cock in her mouth and sucked, closing her eyes as she gave a remarkably erotic blowjob while playing with her tits. You reached up to do the same but she slapped your hand away.

    The toy left her mouth and she turned it towards you. The plump head of her lifelike dildo slowly approached your lips. You turned away at the last moment and it pressed against your cheek, leaving a smear of her spit behind.

    Your girlfriend grabbed a handful of your hair and forcefully turned your head until you were facing her. She pressed the toy against your lips but you refused to open your mouth.

    "You will suck it for me," she said. "You will take your punishment like a good boy and suck this cock for me."

    "Please, no," you replied.

    "If you ever want to fuck me again, you'll open your mouth and take your punishment."

    You knew your girlfriend well enough to understand that she likely meant it. At the very least, you'd go months without fucking her if you refused to suck the dildo. You quickly reasoned that it wasn't a real cock, that it was just a piece of rubber, that it wouldn't change anything about you to take it in your mouth.

    You parted your lips. She pushed the toy into your mouth. She pulled out until just the tip remained and then penetrated your mouth once more.

    "That's it," she said. "Suck that cock for me. Suck it like a good little bitch."

    She began to rub her pussy on your stomach, leaving a slick trail of desire in her wake. She fucked your mouth with the toy. You sucked as best as you could, though it seemed that she didn't really need you to do much of anything other than sit there and receive the dildo.

    "You fucking cocksucker," she said in a voice filled with lust. "Suck that fat dick before it slides into my tight little pussy."

    Despite - or perhaps because of - the aggressiveness in her voice and her every movement, you reached for your cock, pulling your hand away at the last minute. You were turned on. Your jaw ached and your chin was wet with saliva, but you were unexpectedly aroused at the intensity of her behavior and the punishing nature of the face fucking she was delivering.

    Just as you felt like you couldn't take any more, your girlfriend pulled the toy from your mouth and set it on your chest. She lifted her hips, moved forward, and sat down on the dildo.

    "You got it nice and wet for me, cocksucker," she said. "Your pretty mouth got it wet and hard."

    The toy filled her just a few inches from your face and you watched intently. It was unlike anything you'd ever seen. Again you nearly reached for your cock before instead choosing to keep your hands busy by running them up her back.

    She lifted her hips until just the head remained inside her and sank down once more. She closed her eyes, reached under her sweater to grasp her tits, and moaned while doing so. You wondered if it felt that good to have the toy inside her or if she was putting on a show.

    "Holy shit," she said. "It feels so fucking good."

    Your girlfriend began to ride it faster. She lifted her sweater over her head and tossed it aside before her hands returned to her breasts. She rolled and played with her nipples. She squeezed her perky flesh.

    The toy was slick with her juices every time she lifted her hips off of it. She was turned on. There was no question about it. She was having sex with another cock while sitting across your chest and she was getting off on it.

    "Rub my clit," she said. "Help me cum, you selfish little bitch."

    Your thumb found her clit. You moved your hand up and down as she rode the toy, rubbing her sex organ throughout and helping her get closer and closer to the climax she clearly craved.

    Then she sank down on the dildo, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and filled the bedroom with wild orgasmic moans.

    "Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she screamed.

    After a lengthy climax, she leaned back and placed her hands on your thighs with the toy still inside her. She had a hazy, happy look on her face, though she dug her fingernails into your flesh, seemingly on purpose.

    "That's the first time I've used this toy," she said. "A friend of mine has one. She recommended it. She said that it's really good when she's looking to get stretched."

    Her fingers found your cock and she stroked you slowly.

    "You know that you don't stretch me, right?"

    You shook your head.

    "Your cock feels good inside me, but you're not thick enough to stretch me, to give me that truly full feeling, and sometimes there's nothing better than that feeling."

    You shouldn't have been turned on at the idea that a toy could satisfy her in ways you couldn't, and yet you were.

    "Did you enjoy watching me ride that fat cock?" she asked. "Did you enjoy seeing your girlfriend get her pussy stretched so good that she had a massive orgasm?"

    "Yes," you admitted.

    "Well, I guess this worked out even better than I'd imagined."

    She lifted her pussy from the toy and it fell forward. The tip hit your chin and rested there as she moved backwards, taking your cock inside her.

    You groaned and she rested a hand on your chest and used the other to pick up the dildo and direct the tip to your lips.

    "You're going to suck cock while I ride you," she said. "You're going to suck my juices off of him."

    "Him?" you asked.

    She smiled. "My other boyfriend. The one with the much bigger dick. The one that's going to fuck me when I need to be stretched, when I'm craving the kind of orgasm that only comes from being fucked deep by a massive cock."

    You groaned and the cock pushed into your mouth. You closed your lips around it. You sucked while she rode you.

    What might have started as a punishment had transformed into something else. You were inside her, after all, and now she wasn't pounding your mouth with the toy. She was gentle with it, moving it slowly so you could actually suck on it, so you could clean her juices off of it.

    "That's it, cocksucker," she said. "Show my other boyfriend that you're grateful for him, that you appreciate that he can make me cum in ways that you can't."

    Your dick throbbed inside her. You moaned around the cock in your mouth.

    She leaned forward and kissed your neck while riding your dick and pushing the toy in and out of your mouth.

    "Some day, I'm going to find a real man with a cock like this and you're going to use your pretty mouth on him, too. You're going to be a good cocksucker for your girlfriend. You're going to get him hard. You're going to watch him stretch me. You're going to suck him clean when he's done fucking me to multiple orgasms."

    Your loins tensed up. Pleasure ripped through your body. You came inside her. She kept the cock in your mouth as you moaned around it. You licked. You sucked. You experienced what you were certain was the best orgasm of your life.

    After your climax, she rolled off of you and pulled the toy from your mouth. She placed it against her pussy lips and plunged it inside.

    "You didn't make me cum," she said. "So I'm going to use his big cock. Come and suck my tits. Help him get me off."

    You rolled over and did your job as your girlfriend fucked herself silly with the fat cock that stretched her like yours couldn't.

    It wouldn't be the last time you helped her cum while a fat cock stretched her pussy.

  
    Caught Stroking by Your Roommate's Girlfriend

    
      It’s late. You’re in bed. You’ve been masturbating to the sound of your roommate fucking his breathtakingly beautiful blonde girlfriend. She’s been a major part of your fantasies since they started dating and when you see her around the apartment you can’t help but imagine her naked, on her back, with your roommate’s cock inside her.
    

    
      Tonight, they finished quicker than usual and you haven’t quite cum yet. You close your eyes and stroke as you imagine your roommate fucking his beautiful blonde girlfriend’s perfect pussy.
    

    
      You smile and enjoy the intensely pleasurable sensations of moving your hand up and down your shaft. Your hand is slippery with the spit you used as lube and the precum that’s flowing steadily from the head of your cock.
    

    
      Then, you hear a quiet, cute giggle. You open your eyes and your roommate’s girlfriend is there. You left your door open so you could listen to them fucking. She must have slipped in as you were lost in your little fantasy.
    

    
      It looks like she has something she wants to say…
    

    Don’t stop on my account. Keep stroking your cock. I don’t mind watching. I kind of like it, to be honest.

    It looks so hard and the head is so red, like it wants to explode. Is that what you want? Do you want to explode and spray your cum all over?

    Were you listening to your roommate fuck me? I’ll bet you were. I’ll bet you were listening and stroking that cute cock of yours while your roommate pounded my tight little pussy.

    Ooh, you like that, don’t you? You like a little bit of dirty talk, don’t you? Your roommate does, too. He likes it when I tell him to fuck my tight little pussy with his big cock. He likes it when I tell him how much I love his cock, how he’s so much bigger than most of the guys I’ve been with.

    He’s certainly bigger than you are. I’ll bet you knew that already though, didn’t you? I know he wasn’t celibate before we started dating. I know a guy like him has no trouble finding a girl to go home with him. 

    That’s certainly how he and I met. Did you listen the first time? Did you listen as he bent me over the end of his bed and fucked me from behind? Did you listen as he made me scream in pleasure while his big cock filled and stretched my pussy? Did you listen as he made me cum three times?

    Have you ever made a woman cum three times in one night? I’ll bet you haven’t. I’ll bet that’s not the kind of thing your cock is capable of.

    Ooh, look at you! Are you stroking faster because you’re turned on? Are you stroking faster because you’re thinking about your roommate fucking my tight little pussy from behind?

    Or are you stroking faster because you’re thinking about how his cock is so much bigger and better than yours? Is that it? Is that what’s got you so excited? That a man like him gets to fuck a girl like me and that a man like you doesn’t deserve this perfect body?

    I’ve seen you staring at me, you know. You think you’re getting away with ogling me, but I see you. I see the way you ogle me. I see how you fantasize about me. I know you do. Don’t try to deny it. I know you crave me.

    You can’t have me though. You know that, right? You know that you’re just not the kind of guy that gets to be with a woman like me.

    We might be able to come up with an arrangement, though. I could see having a little fun with you. Would you like that?

    Tell me, would it turn you on to be able to worship my pussy? Would it make your dick throb even harder if I spread my legs and let you go down on me?

    That’s what I thought. You’d love to be able to lick my pretty cunt and listen to me moan. You’d love to feel my legs tighten around your head and hold you close. You’d love to make me feel good with your tongue.

    You’re good with your tongue, aren’t you? You’re the kind of man that knows he needs to be exceptionally talented with his tongue if he’s going to have any chance of keeping a girl around, aren’t you?

    I could use a good boy to worship my pussy. It’s the one thing your roommate isn’t particularly good at. He doesn’t really need to be, though. He’s got that big cock and that beautiful body, after all, and I’ll take a big cock over a talented tongue every time.

    Of course, if I can have both, I might as well, right?

    Can I have your tongue? Can I use your tongue whenever I want it? Can I count on you to be a good little pussy eating boy for me?

    He fucks me, you eat me out. That sounds like a good arrangement, doesn’t it?

    I can see you like the idea. I can see how hard that cute cock of yours is. I can see how much you like stroking it for me.

    I like watching, you know. I like it when a good boy like you does what he’s told. I like that you’re staring at me with such lust in your eyes. I like that you clearly want to do as you’re told. There’s plenty of use for a man like you.

    My hand is certainly never going between your legs, so you’ll have to be comfortable doing it yourself when we play together, and only when I give you permission.

    Does that feel good? Does it feel good to stare at me and play with your cock and balls?

    Think about what you just heard. Think about me cumming on your roommate’s big cock. Think about me cumming so hard that I filled your apartment with loud, lusty moans. Think about me begging him to fuck me harder.

    Could you hear me telling him how badly I wanted his big cock inside me? Could you hear me telling him I never wanted him to stop fucking me?

    You could, huh? That turned you on, didn’t it? Do you like fantasizing about being him, or do you like the idea that you’ll never be him? Does it turn you on to think about how you’re just not the kind of man that’s going to make a girl scream those things?

    Look at all that precum! Wouldn’t it be fun to lick up some of it for me? It doesn’t taste bad. It’s sweet.

    You know, it turns me on when you do what you’re told. It really does. I like to be dominant sometimes, and your roommate is not the kind of man that likes to be dominated, so I can’t play with him. You’ll be my little toy though, won’t you?

    Mmm, that’s so hot. You’re turning me on, you know. I might have to let you eat my pussy right now. Would you like that? Do you want to crawl between my legs and taste me?

    Do you know what else you’d be tasting?

    You do, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes. You know what’s inside me. You know what he left inside me. We’ve been dating for six months. We don’t use condoms anymore. Why would we?

    Would you be willing to lick his cum out of me? Would you be willing to do that in exchange for the pleasure of getting to taste my perfect pussy?

    Yeah, you would? You’d clean my pussy?

    Then why don’t you crawl between my legs?

    There you go. Get into position. Kiss my panties. Feel the wetness. Feel the heat. Now look at me and tell me you want to clean his cum out of me. Tell me you want to clean up your roommate’s mess.

    Good boy. You have no idea how turned on I am. You’re going to make me cum, too. You’re going to clean up his cum and you’re going to eat my pussy until I cum.

    Good. Now get to work. Eat that cum. Clean up that creampie. Lick his mess out of me like a good boy.

    That’s it. Get it all. Feel it on your tongue. Savor the taste. Savor all that salty cream. Savor that sticky, delicious seed inside of me.

    I can hear you stroking your cock. This turns you on, doesn’t it? It turns you on to be eating his cum out of my pussy. It’s worth it, isn’t it? It’s worth eating your roommate’s load just to taste my cunt, isn’t it?

    Of course it is. Look at you. You couldn’t be happier. Fuck, what a good boy you’re going to be for me.

    Lick my clit. Make me cum and then you can let your load loose. Do it. Make me cum. Make me cum like a good boy. Make me cum while you think about the hot load of semen that’s now in your stomach.

    Fuck, that’s so hot. You’re my little cum cleaner. You’re my lusty little cum eating boy. Yes. Make me cum. Make me cum!

    That’s it! That’s it! I’m cumming!

    What a good boy. We’re definitely doing that again. Many times, hopefully.

    

  
    Changes to Becca's Private Blog

    It turns out that Patreon has a Wordpress Plugin that lets you create Patron-only content on your blog. So, there will no longer be a password for the Private Blog. Instead, you just click a button to connect your Patreon account to the blog and as long as you're a supporter you can access all the new posts. I also changed to a different theme that looks a little better.

    In case you don't know it, here's the link to the private blog:

    
      http://beccabellamy.net/beccascucks/
    

    You need to be a supporter at the $25 tier or higher to access the private posts.

  
    Chastity Devices; Steel or Plastic¿

    If you're into chastity (or have ever considered it), I'm curious about the sort of device you'd choose for yourself.

    If you browse chastity pictures or watch videos, is there a type of device that turns you on a little bit more?

    To me, there's an enormous difference between the two. The plastic devices (or those made from other materials that look like clear plastic) seem like more of a prison to me and offer less contact skin contact during a teasing session.

    The steel devices are often like metal bars around the cock and can be better for teasing because they allow plenty of contact without allowing the cock to get hard.

    I'm curious if you have a preference. Also, if you're in chastity (or you enjoy it from time to time), what sort of device do you use?

  
    Chastity Gives Her Control...What Might She Do With It¿

    It didn’t take your wife long to recognize that your marriage had two significant issues that were closely tied together. The first was your inadequate cock and the second was your inability to keep your hands off of it.

    You were just too focused on your dick and your orgasms. You weren’t focused nearly enough on her needs. That’s how you ended up locked in your chastity cage.

    There wasn’t any negotiation. Your wife presented the chastity device, she put your small cock in it, and she locked it. That was it. There was no escape for you. There was no argument. It just happened, and you did nothing about it. You accepted your fate.

    “This is the best thing for both of us, honey,” she explained. “I think we both know that you masturbate too much and that you don’t make me cum nearly enough, and this is a perfect solution to that. Now I control your orgasms.”

    She took pride in her property. She enjoyed having you stay naked for long parts of the day while you were at home. She enjoyed playing with your locked cock and teasing you. She enjoyed driving you crazy with lust and ensuring that you were always ready to do as she desired.

    She would grab your cock and balls and kiss you. She would hug you while her fingers danced over your cage. She would make you moan and groan in pure delight. She would make you beg for release and then deny you.

    She would demand that you go down on her before she’d even consider releasing you. She would make you worship her pussy until she came, and then she’d make you wait a few minutes and do it all over again.

    Soon, things had shifted. Soon, your wife was cumming far more than you were. Soon, she had trained you to think about her orgasms before your own.

    “Doesn’t this feel right?” she asked during one teasing session. “Don’t you like the insane desire you feel? Don’t you like how often you’re getting to make me cum? Don’t you like making me happy?”

    She looked up at your as her fingers moved over your smooth balls and she played with the little bit of flesh that pushed out of the tip of your chastity device.

    “It does,” you admitted. It did feel right. It felt good. It felt so good to forget about your orgasms and concentrate solely on her pleasure.

    It was after three months of chastity play that your wife said something that would change your marriage forever. She was riding your eager tongue with her smooth pussy. Your cock was locked tightly in its cage and straining against the confines.

    “I’m going to take a lover,” was what she uttered.

    She lifted her pussy off of your face and you said, “What?”

    “Yes dear, I’m going to take a lover. I want to have sex again but I don’t want your cock inside me. You’re not nearly good enough at fucking me and I prefer you chaste and submissive, not begging to fuck me all the time like it was before I locked you up.”

    That’s how another man ended up in your bed. That was it. As with your chastity, there was no discussion. There was simply your wife deciding she wanted something and it becoming a reality. There was no fight from you. There was simply submission.

    You found it more pleasurable than you thought you would, though. You liked watching her ride another man’s cock. You liked seeing the pleasure on her face. You liked watching her cum while your cock remained locked in its cage.

    You liked seeing that your wife had an incredible sex drive, and that she really was getting her needs met by someone that could provide her with a far more pleasurable experience than you could. You liked that another man was cumming while fucking her and you couldn’t even get hard.

    “This is better, isn’t it?” she would frequently ask. “Doesn’t it feel right to have your cock locked up while I get to enjoy another man? Doesn’t it feel right to think about my pleasure above everything else?”

    You always agreed. It did feel right. It was right. She deserved to experience the pleasure she craved. She deserved to have the marriage of her dreams.

  
    Christmas Gifts for Her Bull - Part 1

    "Trevor, can you help me?" Abby called out from the bedroom.

    "I'll be right there," Trevor replied as he pushed his desk chair back, hopped to his feet, and rushed towards the sound of his wife's voice. He found her standing in the closet and looking up at the top shelf, which she was too short to reach. "What can I do for you?"

    Abby pointed to a plastic bin filled with wrapping paper and said, "You can get that down for me, sweetheart."

    Trevor reached up and easily pulled the box from the top shelf. "Where to?" he asked.

    Abby smiled, turned, and said, "To the kitchen."

    Trevor followed his beautiful wife - who looked particularly good in a pair of red leggings and a loose, cropped t-shirt - to the kitchen, where he set the box of wrapping paper on the table. "Did you manage to do a little Christmas shopping without me knowing?" he asked.

    Abby opened the box and ran her fingers over the rolls of paper, studying each for a few moments in her quest to find the right one. "I haven't done any shopping," she said, "but I am wrapping a gift for someone."

    She leaned forward and Trevor caught a glimpse of his chastity key dangling between her breasts. The simple reminder of her control over his cock - he'd been in chastity for nearly six months now - offered a small, wonderful thrill that led to a lovely little surge of lust between his legs.

    "Who's the gift for?" Trevor asked. "And if it's not something you bought, what is it?"

    Abby pulled out a roll of red and green paper decorated with delicate gold snowflakes and looked up at him with a smile. "It's a gift for Shane."

    Shane was Abby's bull. They'd been together for nine months, a period that she often described as the most satisfying of her life. Trevor felt the same way, though his satisfaction took a different form than his wife's, given that his orgasms had been rather severely restricted since Shane came into their life.

    "What sort of gift?" Trevor asked. "If you don't mind me asking, that is."

    Abby offered a devilish smile, the sort Trevor had seen a great many times since his wife first cuckolded him. "Actually, it's just the first gift I plan on giving Shane this Christmas. I feel so grateful to have him in my life and I want to show my gratitude throughout December. I know he has his choice of women - there are lots of wives like me out there, after all - and I want to show him that I appreciate that he continues to choose to be with me. So, I'm going to give him the key to your cock."

    Trevor watched Abby lift the chain holding his key over her head and place it into a small box resting on the kitchen table. "Wait, Abby, I don't...I don't know about this."

    Abby closed the box, cut a piece of the wrapping paper she'd selected, and began wrapping Shane's present. "I do," she said. "And it's not really your choice, Trevor. You're a cuckold. You're not in control. You do as you're told. Your job is to support me and do what you can to make me happy."

    "But..." Trevor began, but he didn't really have an argument. He just couldn't help but feel nervous about Shane having control over his cock.

    Abby smiled, gave Trevor a soft kiss on the cheek, and turned her attention to the gift. She wrapped it carefully, ensuring it looked exceedingly elegant and topping it off with a red bow. "It's perfect," she said. "I'll give Shane the gift when he comes over tonight. I expect you to be supportive, Trevor. In fact, by tonight I expect you to have adopted the mindset that this key is a gift from both of us, that we're both deeply grateful to Shane for the difference he's made in our lives and for the happiness he's brought us."

    "I will be," Trevor said. "I know he's brought joy to our lives. I do, Abby. I know he's made us both happy, and I'll be a good cuckold. I promise."

    Abby turned to Trevor and pressed her lithe, remarkably beautiful body against his. He ran his hands down her back and over the soft, tight material of her leggings, gently caressing her ass while she subtly ground her hips against him, igniting the kind of lust that made his dick throb in its cage.

    "I know you'll be a good cuckold, Trevor," she said softly. "You have been from the start. You made a few mistakes and there were a few hard lessons you had to learn, but you've always been a good cuckold."

    "Thank you," Trevor replied.

    Abby smiled and reached down to grab his caged cock through his pants. "Shane might be a different kind of keyholder than I've been, though. In fact, I'm almost certain he will be. You'll need be prepared for that, Trevor. He might make you do things you've never done before to earn your release. He might push you further than you've ever gone. In fact, I can't help but hope that's exactly what he's going to do."

    Somehow, Trevor felt both fear and arousal at the idea of his wife's bull pushing him further - as a cuckold - than he'd ever gone before.

    "Now, I want you to help me get ready for my bull's visit," Abby said as she continued to play with Trevor's caged cock through his jeans. "I bought a naughty little Christmas outfit for tonight and you're going to dress me in it. First, though, you're going to worship my ass while I do my hair and makeup."

    Trevor smiled. "That sounds incredible."

    "I know it does, cuckold," Abby said. "I know you better than anyone, after all, so I know that you love licking my asshole while I make myself look beautiful for a superior man."

    She was right. Trevor loved pressing his face between her round, perfect ass cheeks and worshiping her tight asshole while she worked hard to look beautiful for the man that would spend the night giving her screaming orgasms.

    "Strip," Abby demanded.

    Trevor stripped as quickly as possible, leaving his clothes in a pile on the floor. Abby smiled, grabbed his caged cock, and led him out of the kitchen and towards the master bathroom, dragging him behind her like his cock was a leash. Trevor smiled, for he loved nothing more than Abby taking control like the cuckoldress she'd become over the past nine months.

    Trevor would do his part to make his wife look beautiful for her bull, and when she presented Shane with the key to his chastity cage, Trevor would do his part to be a good cuckold, just as his wife wanted him to be. It would almost certainly be uncomfortable for him in one way or another, but it was Trevor's duty to be a good cuckold, so that's what he was going to do.

    
      
    

    Abby looked exquisite in a short, tight red chemise that barely covered her ass and highlighted her big, perky breasts and her rock hard nipples. A pair of red lace top stockings made her legs look irresistibly sexy and the strappy, four inch red high heels ensured her ass was tight and utterly breathtaking.

    Trevor dressed her in every piece, just like a good cuckold was supposed to do. He reveled in his wife's willingness to let him prepare her for a night with her bull and he took his time in dressing her, both to ensure she looked perfect for Shane and to indulge in the thrill of running his fingers over her flawlessly beautiful body.

    "Thank you, cuckold," Abby said with a smile as she looked at herself in the mirror.

    Trevor felt a lovely ache between his legs as his wife called him 'cuckold.' It was how both she and Shane referred to him when they were together, and sometimes Abby would refer to him as such when she was particularly aroused by thoughts of Shane's cock offering her the satisfaction she craved.

    Abby turned to Trevor, smiled once more, and said, "Shane will be here soon. Go make him his drink. I want you to serve it to him the moment he sits down."

    "Of course," Trevor replied. He headed for the kitchen to make an old fashioned, Shane's favorite drink. Doing so was among the first cuckold tasks he'd been assigned and he'd long since mastered the art of crafting the drink to Shane's liking.

    Shane arrived on time - as he always did - and Trevor met him at the door. The drink was already resting on the coffee table and Shane smiled as Trevor led him into the living room and gestured towards it.

    "You've made an excellent drink, cuckold," Shane said after taking a sip. He glanced between Trevor's legs and smiled at his caged cock before adding, "And I see that your cock is exactly where it belongs."

    "It is," Trevor replied with a nod as he clasped his hands behind his back. There was a time when he felt awkward standing naked in front of Shane, but that time had long since passed, largely the result of Trevor having so much experience being naked and chastised around the man that satisfied his wife's sexual needs.

    "Hey, baby," Abby said as she entered the living room with the gift she'd wrapped in one hand. She joined her bull on the couch and set the gift in his lap. "I got you an early Christmas gift."

    Shane set his drink down, leaned back to soak in the sight of Abby in her lingerie, and then pulled her lips to his for a long kiss. Their tongues mingled as he moved a strong hand over her body, playing with her tits for a short spell before reaching down to grab her ass and rub her pussy a little through the delicate red lace panties she had on. By the time he was finished, Abby looked as though she was already on the verge of an orgasm.

    She looked at Trevor - the first time she'd done so since stepping into the living room - and said, "I'm already soaking wet for him, cuckold. One kiss and a little bit of touching was all it took for him to get me wetter than you've ever been able to get me."

    Trevor's cock surged in its cage and he looked down to see his flesh poking through the bars as it tried in vain to get hard.

    "Should I open this lovely gift now?" Shane asked.

    "Absolutely," Abby replied. "I think you're going to love it."

    Shane removed the bow from the top and carefully unwrapped the box as Abby ran a hand up and down his thigh, teasing the bulge of his cock a few times, no doubt in an effort to ensure her bull remained excited to fuck her.

    Shane opened the box, smiled, and lifted the necklace that held Trevor's key. He studied it for a few moments and then looked up and asked, "Is this your key, cuckold?"

    Trevor nodded.

    "And it's mine now?" Shane asked as he looked at Abby.

    "It is," she said. "You deserve it. You deserve control over my cuckold. You deserve to decide when he gets to come out of his cage, when he gets to have an erection, and when he gets to have an orgasm. You deserve to decide when - or if - he gets to enjoy my hand, my mouth, or my pussy. You deserve that, Shane, because you're so much more of a man than he is and you satisfy me in ways my cuckold has never been able to satisfy me."

    Shane didn't say a word, but Trevor was certain his wife's bull loved the gift. His smile had steadily grown as Abby explained the reasoning behind her gift and the bulge in his pants seemed to get a little bigger, too, like he was turned on by the level of power he'd just been gifted.

    "I'll treasure this gift," Shane said as he lifted the chain over his head and tucked the key under his shirt. "And I'll absolutely treasure the power it gives me over you, cuckold."

    Trevor suddenly felt a little nervous about what his wife had done and what it might mean for him, for Shane was right that he now wielded a considerable level of power over him, assuming that Trevor was interested in having an orgasm any time soon.

    "Take my pants off, cuckold," Shane ordered.

    Trevor thought Shane would stand up - he'd removed the bull's pants on a few occasions, but only when Shane was standing - but he didn't move. Instead, he put his arm around Abby and pulled her close while staring at Trevor without saying another word.

    "What are you waiting for, cuckold?" Abby asked. "The man that controls your cock told you to do something. Why aren't you on your knees doing it? I know you've watched me do the same thing more than once. I know you've seen how much it excites me to remove his pants and free his beautiful cock. It's time for you to do the same thing."

    Trevor moved towards the couch and stopped in front of Shane. He dropped to the floor, and for the first time in his life he was on his knees between another man's legs.

    "Did you hear the excitement in her voice, cuckold?" Shane asked as Trevor reached up to loosen his belt and unbutton his jeans. "Did you hear how it turns your wife on to think of you obeying me?"

    Trevor nodded as he unzipped Shane's jeans and pulled them down.

    "Take my shoes off, cuckold," Shane said. "Then take my pants all the way off."

    Trevor untied Shane's shoes and carefully removed them before doing the same with his pants.

    Abby moaned and said, "I like seeing you in control of him. It makes me wet."

    Shane smiled and replied, "I guess that means giving me his key was, in a way, giving yourself a gift, too."

    Abby turned her head to look down at Trevor and unleashed a devilish smile. "I guess it was, because my pussy is tingling with desire and he hasn't even pulled your cock out yet."

    "Take my underwear off, cuckold," Shane demanded.

    Trevor's hands shook a little as he reached up and slowly pulled down Shane's underwear. He stared at the bull's long, thick cock as every inch was revealed and he couldn't help but marvel at how plump the head was. He'd seen in countless times, but there was something about witnessing it from that particular angle that made it look even bigger.

    "Take me in your hand, baby," Shane said. "Stroke my dick while your locked up cuckold watches."

    Abby moaned and kissed Shane's neck as she took his cock in her hand stroked him slowly. He turned his head and their lips met for a deep, passionate kiss where she seemed eager to suck his tongue into her mouth and hold it here for as long as possible.

    "Do you like sucking my cock, baby?" Shane asked.

    "You know I do," Abby replied. "I love sucking your cock. I love having a real man's cock in my mouth after so many years where my cuckold's little dick was all I had to play with. I love making a real man - making you - feel good with my mouth."

    Shane looked at Trevor and asked, "Do you think your cuckold would enjoy making a real man feel good with his mouth?"

    Trevor's eyes went wide and his pulse raced as he leaned back instinctively, putting as much distance as possible between him and Shane's cock.

    "No, I don't think he would," Abby answered as she too looked at Trevor. "But, if you want my cuckold to suck your cock, then he better do it if he wants to be released from that little chastity cage any time soon."

    Trevor watched his wife's hand move up and down the cock that had given her countless orgasms since she first cuckolded him. He'd watched it enter her mouth and her pussy time and time again, but he'd never imagined he'd be called upon to do anything more than guide it inside her from time to time, and in those instances he had his hand on it for no more than a few seconds.

    "I'm in control, cuckold," Shane said. "And I think that you should suck my cock. I think you should wrap those lips of yours around a real man's cock. I think you should blow me while your wife watches. And, I think she's a little bit desperate to see her cuckold show us both that he's a cocksucker."

    Shane reached over and spread Abby's legs. He pulled her panties aside and slipped three fingers inside her with ease. Trevor could see the wetness on her labia and all over Shane's fingers when he pulled out. Abby was soaked.

    "Suck my cock or you're not coming out of that cage for a long time, cuckold," Shane said as he continued to finger Abby. "You won't be watching me fuck your wife, either."

    Trevor silently pleaded with Abby to step in, but she simply said, "He's in charge, cuckold. Do as you're told or suffer the consequences."

    Trevor took a deep breath and leaned forward. He stared at the plump head of Shane's cock as his wife's hand moved up and down the shaft. His heart was beating at an alarmingly fast rate as he leaned just a little bit closer and considered parting his lips and doing as his wife's bull - and his wife, it seemed - wanted him to do.

    "Suck my cock, cuckold," Shane instructed.

    Trevor closed his eyes, opened his mouth, and took the plump head of Shane's dick between his lips. The flesh felt softer than he expected and he tasted the sweetness of the precum that had been gathered at the tip.

    "Oh, fuck," Abby said softly. "Swirl your tongue around, cuckold. You have to do more than just take him in your mouth. You have to pleasure him. You have to give him the pleasure a real man deserves."

    Trevor didn't want to. It was humiliating enough to have a cock in his mouth, but the idea of actually trying to give pleasure to Shane felt like too much.

    "Make me feel good, cuckold," Shane said. "Make a real man feel good. Suck my dick before I fuck your beautiful wife. Right now."

    Trevor's eyes were still closed tight - it felt less humiliating if he didn't have to look at Shane - and he girded his strength and swirled his tongue around the cock head. He took a little more of it in his mouth and sucked hard while pulling back. He gave a blowjob. It was impossibly humiliating, but he gave a blowjob. He pleasured a man with his mouth. He pleasured the man that had been fucking his wife for the past nine months.

    "That's a good cuckold," Shane said. "That's a very good cuckold. You've just earned yourself an orgasm. I think I'll let you jerk off into my condom after I fuck your wife and fill it with my load, as long as you keep sucking my cock until I tell you to stop."

    Trevor's humiliation deepened as he felt genuine excitement at the notion of being permitted to jerk off with Shane's condom. He'd done it before and the orgasm that followed had been hugely pleasurable.

    "Isn't he generous, cuckold?" Abby asked as she continued to stroke the base of Shane's cock while Trevor sucked on the head. "You did as you were told and now you're going to be rewarded. Doesn't that feel good? Aren't you happy that I've given him control of your cock and that he's going to take advantage of that control?"

    Trevor moaned around the cock in his mouth, but he still kept his eyes closed. He couldn't look at his wife or her bull. He just kept on sucking. He gagged a few times and he had to pull off and gasp for air once, but he kept on sucking right up until Shane told him to stop.

    After that, Trevor backed away from the couch and watched his wife take over. She gave her bull a beautiful blowjob - truly making love to his cock with her mouth - and then rolled a condom down the shaft and climbed on top and rode him wildly until climaxing in a manner that seemed to leave her whole body shaking.

    That was just the start of the evening's fun, too, as Shane fucked Abby to a handful of orgasms - including after they moved to the bedroom - before pumping his load into the condom.

    As promised, Shane let Trevor masturbate into the condom. Abby watched while cuddled up with her bull and they both offered gentle verbal humiliation that helped put Trevor over the top into the same kind of body-shaking orgasm his wife had enjoyed.

    "What do you say to my bull?" Abby asked as Trevor walked to the bathroom to dispose of the condom.

    He stopped, turned, and said, "Thank you for letting me cum."

    Trevor couldn't stand to look at them a moment longer, though, and he quickly headed into the bathroom, dumped the condom, and locked his cock back up, where it would remain until Shane decided he deserved another orgasm.

  
    Christmas Gifts for Her Bull - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "What do you think about this one?" Abby asked as she held up a sheer red baby doll with fuzzy white trim.

    Trevor imagined his wife's body in the lovely piece of lingerie and smiled. "You'd look amazing in that."

    Abby studied his face for a few moments and asked, "What are you thinking about?"

    "You on top. Your hands on his chest. Him inside you. You slowly moving back and forth on him, milking him as your fingernails gently dig into his skin. Him reaching up to play with your breasts in that soft, sheer material. You closing your eyes and moaning because his strong hands feel so good when they touch you like that," Trevor explained.

    Abby smiled gleefully. "You have quite the active imagination, cuckold."

    Trevor's cock stirred ever so slightly as Abby used the term almost exclusively reserved for bedroom play. "I can't help it," he said. "Especially when we go lingerie shopping for Shane."

    Abby handed Trevor the baby doll and he draped it over his arm as she turned and looked through a shelf of green lace bodysuits. "I do love to look good for him, and I know you love to dress me up and make me look good for him, cuckold."

    Trevor's cock ached in its cage more as he thought of the joy of dressing his beautiful wife for her bull. It was among the most arousing things he'd ever done and he cherished each opportunity he was given to help in her preparations for sex with the superior man she'd welcomed into their lives. "I'm grateful that you let me dress you, Abby. I really am."

    She turned and held one of the bodysuits against her body. It featured a beautiful plunging neckline that seemed as though it would reach all the way to her belly button and Trevor had no trouble imagining how astoundingly hot it would look on her. "Would you enjoy dressing me in this so Shane could fuck me, cuckold?" she asked.

    Trevor was a little worried that he'd double over from the aching pain between his legs if Abby kept teasing him, and yet he couldn't bring himself to ask her to stop, for he craved the arousal. "I'd love nothing more," he answered.

    "And what do you imagine me doing with Shane while dressed in this particular piece of lingerie, cuckold?" Abby asked.

    Trevor pointed to a pair of green high heels on the shelf and said, "I imagine you wearing that bodysuit and those heels. You're on your hands and knees in our bed. Shane is inside you from behind. He's leaning over and kissing your neck as he fucks you with long, slow strokes, filling and stretching you like I've never been capable of."

    Abby approached and gently laid the bodysuit over his arm. "And where are you as he's doing this, cuckold?"

    "I'm on my knees," Trevor answered. "I'm looking up at you. You're looking down at me."

    She leaned in, kissed his neck softly, and asked, "And am I happy, cuckold?"

    Trevor nodded. "Your bull is fucking you while your cuckold husband watches. Of course you're happy. You tell him you want it harder, though. You tell him you want him to pound you."

    Abby's lips lingered against his neck and her tongue danced over his flesh. Trevor closed his eyes and groaned at the aching of his cock in its cage. Were he not locked he'd have sported a full, throbbing erection, without question. "And does my bull fuck me harder, cuckold?" she whispered. "Does he fuck your wife's tight pussy nice and hard while you watch?"

    "Yes," Trevor answered. "He grabs a handful of your hair and he pounds you just the way you like, Abby. He pounds you hard while I watch. He pounds you harder than I've ever pounded you and he makes you cum all over his cock."

    Abby stepped back, smiled, and glanced between his legs as she asked, "Does it hurt?"

    "Yes, but I like it," Trevor answered.

    "It's a shame Shane's in control of your cock now," Abby said. "Otherwise there's a chance I would have let you out when we got home. Maybe I'd even have let you inside me to enjoy my pussy a little."

    "Really?" Trevor asked.

    "Of course. I still let you fuck me from time to time. Or, I did before my bull took control of your cock. Now it's not really up to me if you get to fuck me. It's up to him," Abby said.

    The smile on his wife's face made it perfectly clear how much she loved that her bull was now in control of her husband's cock. Despite that reality coming with a sense of frustration, Trevor liked it too. Three days had passed since Shane had taken possession of his key and Trevor hadn't come out of his cage once in that span. Abby had teased him relentlessly, though, doing so at Shane's instruction, and that had served to keep him in a state of constant arousal.

    "I suppose you could ask him for the chance to fuck me," Abby continued. "Though I imagine he'd make you beg for it, and even then he might not let you out."

    Trevor knew she was right. Shane would absolutely make him beg for it and he'd find pleasure in it. "I...I don't know if I can do that," he said. "Begging another man for the right to...to have sex with you."

    "Well, if you decide you're willing to beg, let me know," Abby said. "I'll get him on the phone. In the meantime, I've decided on the next gift I'm going to give him. It's actually why we're shopping for lingerie."

    "Really?" Trevor asked. "What's the gift?"

    "I'm going to let him fuck me without protection," Abby said with a giddy smile. "From now on, he can cum inside me whenever he wants. He doesn't have to, of course, but I've decided that he deserves to enjoy my pussy to the fullest, and that means not using a condom."

    Trevor felt a little weak in the knees as he thought of another man cumming in his wife's pussy. He had no objection - none whatsoever - to the idea, as it was far too arousing to object to.

    "Part of the gift is that I'll be making you use condoms if Shane ever decides to let you fuck me again," Abby continued. "But I think that's fitting, don't you? More pleasure for him and less pleasure for you seems right, doesn't it?"

    The pain between his legs was so significant that Trevor bent over in a futile attempt to try and relieve it. Abby reached out and ran her fingers through his hair. Her gentle touch put a smile on Trevor's face and he stood up and was quickly rewarded with a kiss from his wife.

    Her hand made its way between his legs and her tongue slipped into his mouth as she grabbed his caged cock through his pants and massaged it right in the middle of the store. Trevor's pain deepened, of course, but that meant his arousal had deepened too and he couldn't help but enjoy the surge of lust working its way through his body.

    "Let's do a little more shopping and then I'll try everything on," Abby said. "I'll model it for you, too, so you can help me choose what lingerie I wear for the first time my bull cums in my pussy."

    Trevor was so turned on he couldn't manage to say a word. All he could do was follow his wife as she selected a handful of naughty items to try on for Shane. Each time she laid something over his arm Trevor imagined her wearing it while Shane's bare cock moved in and out of her pussy and each time he felt the kind of desire - of pure, perfect lust - he knew was unique to a cuckold, for most men didn't dream of someone else cumming in their wife. Trevor did, though, which is why he couldn't wait for Abby to give her bull his next gift.

    
      
    

    Shane was on his back in the bed Trevor shared with his wife. He'd just rolled a condom down his long, thick, stiff cock and he had a smile on his face as he watched Abby approach in the sheer red baby doll with fuzzy white trim. She'd tried on half a dozen options, but both she and Trevor had agreed that the baby doll looked best and that Shane would love it.

    "I have another gift for you," Abby said as she crawled between her bull's legs and reached out to take his big, beautiful balls in her hand.

    "Oh yeah?" Shane asked. The key to Trevor's cock still hung on the chain around his neck and he reached up to run his fingers over it as he smiled. "I've thoroughly enjoyed the first gift you gave me. As it turns out, I get off on having power over your cuckold husband."

    Abby looked at Trevor, offered a devilish smile, and said, "I get off on it too, so I suppose I gave us both a gift when I gave you his key, and I suppose this next gift will end up being for me, too."

    Abby bent over and showered Shane's thighs in soft kisses, moving from side to side while playing with his balls and gently stroking his thick, latex-wrapped cock. Her lips slowly moved towards his crotch until she was showering his balls with kisses. She looked up at him, took one in her mouth, and sucked it slowly and gently while playing with the plump head of his cock.

    "Fuck, that feels so fucking good," Shane said.

    Abby sucked a little longer and then her head popped up from his crotch as she wrapped her fingers around the base of his dick and slowly pulled the condom off. "I've decided that you deserve the ultimate pleasure for Christmas," she said. "We're no longer going to use protection when we fuck. You're welcome to cum in my pussy as often as you want."

    Shane looked just as happy as Trevor figured he would. After all, unprotected sex feels better. Much better, in fact. More than that, though, Shane had just been granted permission to cum inside another man's wife, which Trevor could only imagine was a hugely pleasurable thing.

    Abby crawled forward and kissed her bull as she rubbed his cock head over her swollen, slippery pussy lips. Shane's hands moved down her back, gently brushing against the soft material of her baby doll before he grabbed two handfuls of her ass and squeezed hard.

    "Do you want me?" Abby asked softly.

    "More than anything," Shane replied. "I want your pussy, Abby. I want to feel that perfect pussy of yours wrapped around my dick. Do you want me?"

    "You know I do," she answered as the head moved between her pussy lips. "You know I crave your cock, Shane. You know your cock makes me feel things no man ever has. You know you fuck me so much better than my cuckold ever has. You know you satisfy me in ways no man ever has. You know I dream of your cock."

    Abby put her hands on his chest as she welcomed every inch of her bull's bare cock into her pussy. Trevor watched with his mouth agape and his eyes wide open. He saw the pleasure on his wife's face. He saw it on Shane's face, too. They were having unprotected sex for the first time and it felt just as good as it seemed they'd both imagined it would.

    "There's one more part to your gift," Abby said.

    "Oh yeah? What's that?" Shane asked.

    "My cuckold doesn't get to cum inside me anymore," she replied. "If you agree to let him out of his cage to fuck me, he'll have to use a condom. He doesn't deserve the same pleasure you do, so he doesn't get to cum in his wife anymore. Only you get to enjoy that."

    "Mmm, I like that," Shane said. "You're damn good at giving gifts, Abby." He looked at Trevor and added, "Don't you agree, cuckold?"

    "I do," Trevor replied.

    Abby lifted her slick pussy off of Shane's cock and slowly sunk down on it. She did it over and over, picking up the pace as she went. Trevor could hear how overwhelmingly wet she was from his place on the floor and he could see the absolute joy on the faces of his wife and her bull.

    "I'm going to have to have you multiple times tonight, Abby," Shane said as he began to thrust up inside her as Abby dropped down onto his cock. "I can't fuck this pussy of yours just once. I can't cum in it just once. I have to fuck you and fill you over and over."

    Abby dug her fingernails into his chest and moaned. "I was hoping you'd say that, baby, and you can have me as many times as you want. You can fuck me until your balls can't produce any more cum. You can fuck me until I'm sore, until I can't fucking walk right. My pussy is yours to enjoy, Shane. It's yours to enjoy because you fuck me so much better than my cuckold husband ever has."

    Shane's strong hands found their way to her breasts and Abby lifted her pussy and held it there as he fucked his cock up into her with remarkable speed. She was on top, but he was fucking her. He was in wild pursuit of his orgasm - and she hers - and it seemed to Trevor that they were both close to cumming.

    He was about to watch another man cum in his wife for the first time. His heart was pounding and his mouth hung open. He could feel precum dripping from his caged cock and his balls tingled in anticipation of the beautiful moment about to unfold in front of him.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Shane cried out. "I'm cumming in that pussy, baby! I'm cumming in that tight cunt!"

    He buried his cock inside her and Abby sat down on it and ground her hips wildly for a few seconds before she too had a hugely powerful orgasm. Had Trevor been allowed access to his cock he too would have cum, but instead he watched his wife and her bull enjoy their pleasure while his dick throbbed in its cage.

    "Fuck!" Shane yelled after his orgasm has subsided. "That was so fucking good."

    Abby collapsed on his chest and turned her head to look at Trevor. "I love the way you fuck me, Shane, and I love that your cum is inside me right now. I fucking love that."

    Shane too turned to look at Trevor, smiled, and said, "You're going to clean my cum out of her, cuckold. I don't wanna be fucking a messy pussy all night, so you're going to crawl between your wife's legs and eat my cum out of her."

    Trevor looked at Abby, who offered a smile, seemingly giving her approval.

    "Isn't that generous of him, cuckold? Don't you feel lucky that my bull is going to let you worship my pussy after he's fucked me?" Abby asked.

    "Yes," Trevor answered as a mixture of humiliation and pleasure coursed through his body. "I...I am grateful, Shane. Thank...thank you for letting me worship Abby's pussy after you've satisfied her...after you've...you've cum inside her."

    "You're welcome, cuckold," Shane said. "And I like that you're grateful. That's the kind of attitude that will convince me to unlock you at some point. Who knows? Maybe I'll let you fuck your wife after I'm done with her tonight. She won't be able to feel your pathetic dick once I've stretched her out, but if you clean up like a good cuckold I might consider letting you have a little bit of this sweet pussy."

    Abby lifted her head and kissed Shane deeply. Their tongues mingled and she moaned into his mouth, ensuring Trevor remained in a state of erotic bliss as he watched his wife express her affection for the man that had just unloaded in her pussy. "You're such a generous bull," she said. "Maybe you could have him spit a little of your cum into the condom he's going to wear so his little dick could be surrounded by a real man's seed while he fucks me?"

    Shane chuckled. "That sounds like a perfect idea. Now why don't you climb off my dick so the cuckold can get between your legs and do his job."

    Abby did as her bull desired and Trevor stood to crawl between her legs. For the first time he cleaned her messy pussy and he enjoyed every second of it as his dick throbbed so beautifully in its cage. He was, after all, living out a fantasy. It wasn't like the blowjob he'd given just a few days prior. This was his dream and it was so much better than he'd imagined.

    He'd clean every load they offered that night and he'd do so because he craved the reward of being able to fuck Abby, even if he had to wear a condom with another man's cum inside it to do so.

  
    Christmas is a Time for Giving

    “That was pretty rough,” Josh said as his wife nestled her body next to his on the couch.

    “No kidding,” Jodie replied.

    They’d hosted her friend Connor for dinner and it had quickly become clear that he wasn’t anywhere near recovered from his divorce.

    “I mean, you’d think that a year and a half would be enough time to get back on his feet after the divorce,” Josh said as he put his arm around Jodie and pulled her close. “I’m not saying he should be perfect or anything, but I feel like most divorced guys get past a year and are eager to get out there and try dating again.”

    Jodie sighed as she snuggled up next to him. “I’m a little worried, to be honest. This felt like more than the kind of holiday-fueled sadness I was expecting. It seems like he might be falling into a hole he can’t get out of.”

    Josh found it hard to disagree with his wife’s assessment. No matter what they’d tried, they couldn’t get Connor to engage in even the simplest kind of conversation. Josh spent most of the dinner wondering why Connor had even bothered to come over.

    “Is there anything we can do?” Josh asked. “How do you help someone like that? Does he need a rebound?”

    “A rebound?” Jodie asked.

    “Yeah. A rebound, you know? Someone he can have fun with. It seems like he needs his confidence restored and I know that nothing can restore a man’s confidence like good sex.”

    Jodie looked up at him and said, “Really? Can it be that simple?”

    Josh laughed. “Honey, you should know by now that men are absolutely that simple. For some guys, a divorce completely shatters their confidence. They can barely function afterwards. I know it sounds crazy, but good sex can often get a guy back on track.”

    Jodie seemed dumbfounded by the notion, but she wasn’t a man. Josh knew it wasn’t that simple for all guys, but more often than not it took just a little bit of good sex to get a divorced guy back in action and ready to date.

    “Do you have any particularly slutty friends that might be willing to have a little fun with Connor? He’s a good looking guy and it seems like he works out. Maybe you have a friend that might find it appealing to…well, heal him in a manner that might provide plenty of mutual pleasure,” Josh said.

    “Is that what you’d want if you and I ever got divorced?” Jodie asked playfully as her hand moved between his legs. “Would you want a kind, generous woman to take care of your cock and heal your wounded ego?”

    Josh smiled as his cock responded to Jodie’s gentle, skillful touch. “I’d want you,” he said. “You’re the best I’ve ever had, far and away.” He was being honest. None of his past girlfriends compared to his wife.

    Jodie unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, which had reached a fully erect state. Her head moved into his lap and she took him into her mouth. Josh closed his eyes and moaned as pleasure spread through his loins.

    “Fuck, Jodie, that feels incredible,” he said.

    Her head bobbed up and down in his lap as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and used them in concert with her exceptionally skilled mouth to work Josh’s cock. In just a few minutes he’d unloaded into her mouth.

    Jodie swallowed his cum as she sat up and smiled. Josh leaned closer and they shared a soft kiss. “You’re incredible,” he said. “It’s too bad you’re married. You’d be the perfect antidote to what ails your friend.”

    Josh put his cock back in his pants and moved to his knees in front of Jodie. He reached under her skirt, pulled off her panties, and went to work on her pussy. He wasn’t going to be the only one to have an orgasm. She deserved to cum too.

    
      

    

    “You know I love you, right?” Jodie asked from across the kitchen table. 

    They’d just sat down for breakfast and Josh had only enjoyed a few sips of coffee. He registered the loaded nature of his wife’s question but he wasn’t ready for what followed.

    He offered her a quizzical look and said, “Of course. Is there some reason you’re asking such a strange question so early in the morning?”

    Jodie looked gleeful, like she had a delightful secret to reveal. “Yes, in fact, there is.”

    Josh sipped his coffee and smiled. His wife’s delight was infectious. “Do tell,” he said.

    “I found someone to be Connor’s rebound,” she said.

    Josh’s eyes went wide. It had been only a few days since their dinner with Connor. He was impressed with Jodie’s dedication to her friend’s needs and her speed at solving his problem. “Really? Who?”

    “Me!” Jodie said.

    The excitement in her voice confused Josh for a moment. To him, it didn’t match what she was actually saying.

    “Wait, what?” was all Josh could manage to say in response.

    “Well, it’s like you said. I’m the perfect antidote to what ails Connor. Why shouldn’t I be the one to help him? It’ll be my Christmas gift to him.”

    Josh dropped his fork on the plate and stared at his wife. He genuinely couldn’t believe what she was saying.

    “That’s not what I meant. That’s not even close to what I meant,” Josh said. “What is going on here? Is this for real? Is this a prank?”

    “I’m aware that it sounds like a crazy idea,” Jodie replied. “I really am. It’s just that I think it’s a really good idea and I think it might be kind of perfect. I help Connor get his confidence back and then send him on his way to another woman.”

    Josh still felt like it must have been a prank. He looked around to see if Jodie had setup her phone to film the conversation.

    “Jodie, sweetheart, you’re talking about fucking another guy, right?” Josh asked.

    “I was thinking I’d start with a blowjob and see how it goes,” Jodie said.

    “How much have you thought about this?”

    Jodie smiled and said, “The idea popped into my head that night, to be honest with you. It happened while you were going down on me. For some reason it just clicked. It took you just a few minutes to cum when I was giving you head. I thought that if it was the same for Connor then it might take me just a few minutes to help turn his life around and that seemed like a really small investment.”

    Josh couldn’t believe that the idea actually made some sense to him. “Okay, so it doesn’t seem like the worst idea in the world, but it still involves you giving someone else a blowjob. And it might involve you having sex with Connor, right?”

    “It might, but only if the blowjob proves ineffective at helping Connor find his confidence again,” Jodie explained. “Plus, what’s the big deal about a blowjob? If you really think about it, what’s the big deal? It’s a cock in my mouth for a few minutes. It’s cum in my mouth. I swallow and it’s all over. I brush my teeth and use a little mouthwash and it’s like it never happened before.”

    Her logic was hard to poke a hole in. It wasn’t like Jodie was saying she was going to cheat on him with Connor. She was telling him exactly what she was going to do. She was being perfectly up front about it. She wasn’t interested in a relationship with the other man. It was strictly a sexual transaction.

    “Jodie, this seems crazy. It really does. I mean, where are you planning on doing this? Are you going to his place? Are you getting a hotel room?” Josh asked.

    Jodie smiled. She knew she’d made progress with him. She could clearly see that Josh’s resolve was weakening.

    “Connor’s coming here,” she said. “It will happen right in our living room. Tonight.”

    “Tonight? What? Did you already plan it? Does Connor think he’s coming over tonight to get his cock sucked?” Josh asked.

    “No. He thinks he’s coming over for drinks and dinner. The blowjob is going to be a surprise.” Jodie got up from her chair and sat in Josh’s lap. “I need you to be here when he gets here. I need Connor to know that you’re okay with me giving him a blowjob.”

    “I’m not okay with it!” Josh said as he wrapped his arms around his wife. He couldn’t resist touching her.

    Jodie leaned closer and kissed him. Her lips felt impossibly soft and the kiss was rather erotic.

    “We both know you’re okay with it, honey. You’re acting like you’re not because you think that’s what a man is supposed to do, but you’re okay with it. I’m doing a favor for a friend. I’m giving him a Christmas gift. That’s it. I’m going to make him feel good. I’m going to make him feel desired. I’m going to suck his cock and swallow his cum and then I’m going to send him on his way. That’s it. We both know that you’re secure enough to deal with that.”

    Josh knew her last point was right. He knew he wouldn’t be the kind of guy that would find it impossible to look at his wife after she’d blown someone else. That wasn’t how his ego worked. He knew Jodie loved him. He knew her little plan was almost certainly because she actually wanted to help her friend.

    “Okay,” Josh said.

    Jodie kissed him again. “Thank you. I appreciate this. I really do.” She kissed him once more, this time offering a little bit of tongue to thrill Josh. “Connor will be here at seven.”

    Josh couldn’t believe he’d agreed to it. He couldn’t believe his wife was going to suck someone else’s cock in their house that night.

    
      

    

    Jodie was dressed in a sexy, off-the-shoulder red sweater, a leather skirt, and semi-sheer black tights with knee high leather boots when Josh got home.

    “You look incredible,” Josh said as he felt his loins come to life.

    “Thank you,” Jodie said. “I figured I’d get dressed up a little. After all, this is about helping Connor feel confident and nothing will make a man feel confident like a beautiful, well-dressed, sexy woman offering him an orgasm, right?”

    Josh couldn’t argue with that. He felt more confident knowing that he was married to someone like Jodie.

    “Would you mind turning on the tree lights and putting on a little Christmas music while I pick out a bottle of wine?” Jodie asked.

    “Sure,” Josh said as he considered the insanity of what was about to happen in his house. He’d mulled it over all day and he still couldn’t believe he’d agreed to it. He couldn’t imagine many other men even considering it, let alone saying yes. He’d done it though, and now it was about to play out.

    “Would you get that, honey?” Jodie called out when the doorbell rang.

    “Sure,” Josh said as he flipped on the tree lights and headed towards the front door. “Welcome!” he said while stepping back and gesturing for Connor to step into the house.

    “Thanks for having me over again,” Connor said. “You guys are really good friends.”

    Josh could hear the sadness in his voice. Of course he couldn’t get laid. There wasn’t a woman in the world that would want to fuck someone that exuded depression like Connor did.

    “No problem, man. We love having you over,” Josh said as he thought about the real reason Connor was there.

    “Connor!” Jodie called out as she left the kitchen with a bottle of wine and three glasses in her hand. “Welcome!”

    Josh followed Connor into the living room and watched his wife give the other man an exceptionally tight, friendly hug that bordered on sensual. It seemed like Jodie wasn’t going to wait long before enacting her plan.

    “Sit, please,” Jodie said as she motioned to the loveseat.

    Connor took a seat and she sat right next to him before pouring them both a glass of wine. Josh poured himself a glass and sat on the much larger couch across from them.

    “How about a toast?” Jodie suggested.

    “Of course,” Josh replied.

    “To friendship,” Jodie said as she raised her glass.

    Josh and Connor raised their glasses and everyone enjoyed a sip of the red wine Jodie had picked for the evening.

    “So, Connor, I have something to confess,” Jodie said as she leaned a little closer.

    “Oh? What’s that?” Connor said as his eyes drifted over Jodie’s body, which looked astoundingly sexy in her carefully chosen outfit.

    “Well, I lied to you about why you’re here tonight. I said I wanted you to come over for dinner, but there’s another reason you’re here,” Jodie explained.

    Josh was amazed at the performance his wife was putting on. Every word was laced with just a touch of lust and she was leaning slightly towards Connor while sitting close enough that their arms and legs were touching just a little. He was watching a form of seduction in action and he couldn’t help but be a little impressed.

    “Why…why am I here?” Connor asked before taking a sip of wine.

    Jodie turned and looked at Josh for a few seconds before smiling and turning back to her friend. “You’re here because I need something from you,” she said.

    “What could I possibly have that you need?” Connor asked.

    Jodie reached out and gently caressed Connor’s leg. He looked down at her fingers and then at Josh. He seemed nervous, so Josh offered a reassuring smile.

    “I need you, Connor,” Jodie said as she leaned closer. “I want you.”

    Connor looked at Josh again. He was clearly nervous that something terrible was about to happen.

    “He knows, Connor. That’s why he’s here. He’s okay with it. I told him all about it. I told him that I need you. He’s a good husband and he wants me to have what I need,” Jodie said as she deftly took the wine glass from Connor’s hand and placed it on the coffee table.

    Connor turned and looked at her. Josh saw the desire on the other man’s face. Of course he did. Jodie was offering herself to him. Why wouldn’t Connor be filled with desire for her?

    “Really?” Connor said. It seemed as though he couldn’t quite wrap his head around the situation.

    Jodie pulled Connor’s lips to hers. He seemed surprised and resisted her lust for a few moments, but it wasn’t long before Connor embraced Jodie’s seeming desire. He returned the kiss with equal fervor. His hand moved to her knee and he caressed her legs. When Jodie parted her thighs, Connor let his fingers wander towards her crotch.

    The kiss caught Josh off guard. There’d been no talk of kissing. Jodie had only mentioned the blowjob and the possibility of sex.

    It took a few moments, but he talked himself out of stopping everything. He reasoned that kissing made perfect sense. Jodie’s mission was to restore Connor’s confidence by making him feel desired. Kissing was a big part of that. Josh also found it surprisingly sexy to watch his wife kiss another man.

    “I want you, Connor,” Jodie said in a voice that was dripping with lust.

    Connor answered by deftly pulling Jodie into his lap and kissing her again. He pulled up her skirt and grasped her ass through the tights as Jodie moaned into his mouth.

    Josh couldn’t believe the sad, seemingly depressed guy he’d spent an evening with was the one sitting across from him. He couldn’t believe Jodie was so clearly right about a little bit of desire curing Connor of his complete lack of confidence.

    Between kisses Connor pulled off Jodie’s sweater and tossed it on the floor. He unhooked the black lace bra she’d chosen for the evening and it too landed on the floor. Josh watched as the other man clearly fondled his wife’s breasts, which was something else that hadn’t been mentioned as a possibility.

    Josh was no longer certain Jodie was putting on a show. It seemed like she was into what was unfolding in their living room. Her moans were the same as when they had sex. She was kissing Connor feverishly and happily grinding in his lap.

    It was the ache of an erection between his legs that made Josh decide to go along with whatever happened. He was having fun watching his wife fool around with someone else. It seemed crazy and he knew it absolutely was on some level, but it was beautiful too.

    That’s why he didn’t do anything when Connor tore open Jodie’s tights and pulled her thong aside. That’s why he enjoyed it when Connor pushed two fingers into Jodie’s wet pussy and made her moan as she continued to grind in his lap.

    “I need you, Connor,” Jodie said as his fingers worked inside her. “I need you to fuck me.”

    Josh’s eyes went wide as his wife uttered those words. She’d mentioned sex as a second option, not as a first. He knew it meant Jodie was turned on. It wasn’t about Connor’s confidence anymore. At least not entirely. It was about her getting fucked while restoring his confidence.

    By that point Josh wanted to watch. His dick was so hard it would have been embarrassing to try and stop them while sporting an erection that made a major tent in his pants. Instead, he sipped his wine and resisted the urge to masturbate.

    Connor responded to Jodie’s request by picking her up and laying her on the couch. He stripped out of his pants in a surprisingly swift manner and a big cock popped free. Jodie moaned when she saw it. Josh felt a mild pang of anxiety, though he wasn’t much smaller than Connor. It was more that his wife was displaying lust for anyone’s cock that made him anxious.

    “Fuck me, Connor. Please, fuck me,” Jodie said.

    Connor smiled and moved between her legs. He teased her pussy with his cock, but he didn’t put it inside her.

    “You want me to fuck you while your husband watches?” Connor asked. “You want him to see you cum on my cock?”

    Josh couldn’t believe the change in Connor’s personality. He couldn’t believe that he’d so quickly become the man that was now between Jodie’s legs.

    “Yes. Please. Fuck me while Josh watches. Make me cum on your cock while he watches,” Jodie said in a voice that vibrated with desire.

    Connor smiled and plunged his cock into Jodie’s wet, waiting pussy. She closed her eyes and cried out in pleasure as another man filled her. Josh watched with an erection that had grown painfully hard. He reached down and rubbed it through his pants. Even the simplest touch felt good.

    “Harder. Fuck me harder!” Jodie demanded as she wrapped her legs around Connor.

    The other man did as Jodie desired. The sounds of sex got louder. The moans of the two people fucking filled the room. Josh knew his wife’s plan had gotten out of hand. He knew it seemed to have worked, too.

    As he watched, Josh thought back to the last time he’d had that kind of desperate, wild, unbridled sex with his wife. It had been years. It seemed to be the kind of sex that faded in a long term marriage. He wondered if that was why he found it so appealing to watch. He already knew he’d be fantasizing about the next time he masturbated alone.

    Connor seemed to have boundless energy for fucking Jodie. He pounded her at the same deep, steady rhythm for a solid five minutes before she announced her impending orgasm.

    “Fuck, Connor, you’re going to make me cum. You’re going to make me cum while my husband watches!” Jodie said.

    Josh wondered if she found the idea arousing or if she knew that Connor seemed to like it. He didn’t really care either way. He found it oddly arousing too.

    “Cum on my cock,” Connor said. “Cum on my big cock while I cum inside you.”

    Jodie couldn’t hold back. She wrapped her arms and legs around Connor and climaxed on his cock. She screamed loud enough that Josh thought the neighbors might hear. It was beautiful.

    Connor’s orgasmic moans joined hers moments later as he climaxed inside her. Josh was thankful his wife was on birth control. That made it easy to find an odd, kinky kind of joy in the fact that another man was filling her with cum.

    They kissed in the aftermath of their orgasms. Jodie smiled brightly at the man that had just made her cum and wiped a little sweat from his forehead. Connor offered a joyful smile too.

    “That was incredible,” Jodie said. “You were incredible. You really were. That was exactly what I needed.”

    “It was my pleasure. Truly,” Connor said. “It was exactly what I needed too.”

    Jodie smiled and they shared a soft kiss.

    “Do you think you might need it again sometime?” Jodie asked. “Maybe sometime soon?”

    “I think I might need it again very soon. I might need a lot, if I’m being honest,” Connor answered.

    “Me too,” Jodie said.

    Josh’s cock was still hard. For some reason his level of arousal hadn’t dissipated. His wife was talking about starting a sexual relationship with someone else and he was still turned on. He couldn’t find the desire to interject. He was okay with Jodie and Connor becoming lovers.

    “This is going to be a much better Christmas than I expected,” Connor said.

    “It will be a very merry Christmas indeed,” Jodie said as she pulled him close for a long, beautiful kiss.

    Josh hoped he’d find a way to enjoy the holidays as much as his wife and her new lover were planning to.
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    “I’m sorry, you want him to spend the night?” Josh said in a hushed tone as he pulled a list of delivery menus out of the kitchen drawer.

    “Yes,” Jodie said.

    She’d just gotten cleaned up and dressed after fucking his friend Connor on their couch and Josh was still dealing with an array of complicated feelings that had come up as he witnessed his wife enjoy the sex far more than he’d expected her to.

    “What does that mean?” Josh asked.

    “I want to sleep with him,” Jodie said. “I was thinking he could spend the night in our bedroom. I think it would really help his confidence to get to sleep next to a woman again, especially a woman that appreciates what he has to offer.”

    Josh leaned against the counter and took a moment to try and gather his thoughts. “Wait, you want Connor to spend the night with you in our bed. Really?”

    Jodie smiled and nodded.

    “And you’re really trying to tell me this is about building his confidence? That you’re just being altruistic, here? Really?” Josh said.

    “That’s what this was about,” Jodie said. “Connor was ruined by his divorce. You saw it. I came up with a plan to help him, to help our friend. That plan seems to have gone pretty well. You can’t argue with that, right? I mean, you saw how confident he was, didn’t you?”

    Josh couldn’t argue with that. The moment Connor had gotten over the strangeness of fucking his friend’s wife he seemed to find his confidence with ease. “Yes, he was confident. Doesn’t that mean you did your job? Why would Connor need to spend the night with you in our bed?”

    “Because,” Jodie said. “One little burst of confidence isn’t going to undo the damage of a painful divorce. It just isn’t. He needs more help, and since he’s already here and he already fucked me, I can’t see a downside to offering a little more help. I mean, why not, right?”

    Josh was incredulous. “Why not? Because I don’t want you to, that’s why not. We agreed to help him, but we never talked about it being more than once. We never really talked about it being sex, either. We talked about it being a blowjob and maybe sex. It sure seemed like you couldn’t wait to have Connor fuck you.”

    Jodie closed the short distance between them in the blink of an eye and reached between Josh’s legs. She found his cock, which was still half hard from the show he’d witnessed, and grasped it. Her fingers moved up and down the shaft through his pants and she smiled.

    “I know you enjoyed watching,” she said. “I saw how hard you were. I saw the excitement in your eyes. I saw how turned on you were when it was over, how much you enjoyed the fact that I let Connor cum inside me.”

    “You practically begged him for it,” Josh said, though he knew any sense of anger and indignity he’d tried to conjure was absent from his voice.

    Jodie unzipped his pants and her fingers worked their way inside. She stroked him and Josh closed his eyes as the pleasure hit him. “Why don’t we just agree that we both enjoyed what happened between Connor and I?”

    It felt foolish to argue with her on that point. Josh had enjoyed it, at least partially. There was no question he’d been aroused and it had all happened so quickly and been so overwhelming that he hadn’t really been able to think about anything.

    “Okay,” he said. “We can agree on that.”

    Jodie smiled as her hand continued to move up and down his shaft. She played with the head and Josh moaned. As much as he might have wanted to, he couldn’t control it. Her touch felt so good.

    “I am being selfish,” Jodie said. “I want him to spend the night because I want him to fuck me again. I want to feel what I felt again. I want to feel it over, and over, and over. I know I’m being selfish, but I wouldn’t have mentioned it if I didn’t think you’d enjoy it too. Wouldn’t you enjoy masturbating as Connor fucked me? Wouldn’t you enjoy stroking your cock as you watched him fill my pussy?”

    Josh gripped the edge of the kitchen counter and tried not to think about how much he’d enjoy that. He wanted to be able to tell Jodie that there was no way he’d find it thrilling to watch his friend fuck his wife again, but that would have been a lie. Josh felt almost exactly the same as Jodie. He wanted to see it again. He wanted to feel that thrill again. He wanted to ride that same high he’d experienced. In fact, he was convinced it would be better the second time.

    “Yes, I’d enjoy that very much,” Josh said.

    Jodie pulled her hand from his pants and kissed him. Her lips lingered against his in the most pleasing way imaginable and she gave him the small gift of grinding her crotch into his, offering up a lovely thrill that made him want to put her on the counter, pull her panties off, and fuck her.

    “If you agree to let Connor spend the night, I’ll agree to let you watch him fuck me again,” Jodie said.

    “Tonight?” Josh asked.

    She smiled. “No, not tonight. Tonight I’m going to take it upon myself to rebuild Connor’s confidence, and I’m going to do so by giving him my body in our bedroom. I’m going to tell him that I want him to spend the night in our bed while you’re in the guest room. I’m going to make him feel like a man, Josh, and I’m going to let him have me as many times as he can handle. When I’m done, he’ll feel like a man again. I’m going to make him forget all about that bitch ex-wife of his.”

    Josh couldn’t help but picture Jodie and Connor in their bed. He saw them fucking. He saw them using every position imaginable. He saw Jodie screaming in pleasure as someone else provided her with one incredible orgasm after another. He felt jealous, and anxious, and horny as hell.

    “When do I get to watch?” Josh asked.

    “I’m going to need at least a week, maybe two, to fully rebuild Connor’s confidence. There will be plenty of opportunities for you to watch, sweetheart. Don’t worry about that. For now, we need to order some food. We promised Connor dinner, and since he’s going to be staying the night he’s going to need sustenance. We both are,” Jodie said. “Let’s keep it simple, though. How about pizza?”

    “Sounds good,” Josh said. He probably could have put an end to the whole thing. It didn’t seem like Jodie was going to fuck Connor without his permission, after all. He didn’t want to, though. Josh wanted to go on a crazy, wild journey for a few weeks. What could go wrong?

    Jodie gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and said, “Thank you. I promise, you’re going to enjoy this.”

    Josh couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t approach sleep. All he could do was stare at the ceiling in the guest bedroom. He couldn’t hear anything in the master bedroom, but he was certain his wife and his good friend were kissing, or touching, or turning each other on in a dozen other ways.

    Josh thought of the moment Jodie had taken Connor’s hand and led him out of the living room and towards the master bedroom. It was the smile on her face that he kept seeing over and over. She was joyful. Completely and utterly joyful, and she felt that way because she was taking someone else to their bedroom. She was going to fuck someone else. In her words, she was going to let him fuck her as many times as he could handle.

    It was as they walked away that Josh questioned his decision for the first time. What had he been thinking? Why had he given his wife permission to fuck his friend as often as she desired for the next few weeks?

    “Is this for real?” Connor had said as they headed upstairs.

    “It is,” Jodie had replied. “And you can have me as many times as you want me.”

    It was his wife’s words that helped Josh remember why he’d agreed. It was soon after she spoke them that he pulled out his cock and stroked himself. He didn’t cum right there in the living room, but he considered it. Instead, he stoked the fires of the desire that had been revealed when he watched Connor and Jodie fuck the first time. Every time he pictured his friend’s cock entering his wife’s pussy Josh experienced intense arousal. It was such a simple thing, and yet it was more than enough to drive him to a place of overwhelming need.

    After a bit of clean up Josh headed for the guest bedroom. He waited in the hallway for a few minutes to see if he could hear anything. He even considered walking to the master bedroom door and pressing his ear against it in the hopes of hearing his wife and his friend have sex. He thought better of it, though.

    Soon enough Josh ended up in bed. That’s when he first discovered that he wasn’t the slightest bit sleepy. That’s also when he first started staring at the ceiling.

    Eventually, Josh heard a moan. He looked at the clock. Nearly an hour had passed since he’d gotten in bed. What had Jodie and Connor been doing in that time? Had they been talking? Were they fooling around that long before they got to fucking? Josh’s mind raced, and then he heard the second moan. They were both Jodie’s and she was being loud enough that he could hear her down the hallway.

    Josh pictured his wife in their bed. She was on her back and naked. Connor’s hand was between her legs. He was playing with her pussy as they kissed. They were taking their time. The first time in the living room had been like an explosion where they both blew off the steam of too much desire. Now they were taking it slowly. Connor was playing with her pussy and kissing her. Jodie moaned when her lips were free and his fingers did a particularly good job of working her clit.

    Another moan reached Josh’s ears. He got out of the bed and opened the door. He’d closed it in hopes of sleeping, but now he wanted to listen. He crawled under the covers once more. A hand slipped under the covers and he pushed his boxer shorts down. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked slowly.

    A deeper moan drifted down the hallway. It was Connor. Josh pictured Jodie with her hand around his cock. He pictured his wife stroking their friend’s long, thick cock. He pictured them kissing. He pictured Connor playing with Jodie’s breasts as they kissed.

    Connor moaned again, this time longer and louder. Josh thought he heard his friend say something, but he couldn’t make it out. He pictured Jodie between his friend’s legs. He pictured his wife giving a blowjob. He saw her soft, talented lips stretched around Connor’s thick shaft. Josh stroked his cock as the splendidly lusty thoughts danced through his head. He felt a little strange for being so turned on, but he was past the point of feeling bad about it.

    Jodie moaned again. Josh was certain he heard the bed squeak. It rarely did that, but every once in a while they had sex in a particular part of the bed that seemed to make it squeak. It seemed that Jodie and Connor were having sex in that part of the bed.

    Josh pictured his wife on top. He saw Connor’s hands on her breasts as Jodie moved her hips over his cock. He saw her eyes closed and her head thrown back. He saw her back arched and her hands behind her as she worked Connor’s cock with wild abandon.

    Connor said something. Josh couldn’t make it out, but he imagined his friend saying, “Your pussy feels so good.” It’s what Josh often said, because Jodie’s pussy often felt so good.

    Josh stroked his cock as a steady stream of moans drifted down the hallway. He listened to his wife and his friend fucking. He closed his eyes and he pictured Jodie on top. He stroked faster as precum dripped from the tip of his cock and lubed his hands.

    It was obvious when Jodie came. Her screams were loud. Josh imagined the walls in the bedroom vibrating. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d made her scream like that. He told him that having sex with someone new made it hotter. It wasn’t necessarily that Connor was better.

    The sounds stopped after Jodie’s orgasm. Josh’s hand moved up and down his shaft, but he didn’t bring himself to orgasm. He waited. He hadn’t heard Connor cum. He assumed the sex would continue.

    It wasn’t more than a minute before it did. The bed squeaked louder. They must have switched positions. Josh imagined Jodie on her back with her legs spread. He imagined Connor between them. He pictured what he’d seen on the couch. He pictured Connor’s cock sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy. He pictured another man fucking his wife with wild abandon. He pictured Connor pounding his dick into Jodie over and over.

    They both moaned. A blissful mixture of sensual sounds escaped under the door of the master bedroom and made their way to Josh’s ears as he masturbated in the guest bedroom. Arousal encircled his body, spreading head to toe. He felt a wonderful tingling sensation between his legs and a touch of lightheadedness.

    Connor’s moans got louder. The bed squeaker louder and faster. He must have been pounding the hell out of Jodie. Josh couldn’t remember the last time he’d been so aroused, and yet he didn’t want to cum. He wanted to stay immersed in the arousal. He wanted to stay in that place forever.

    Eventually Connor climaxed. The sounds were unmistakable. For the second time that night another man had cum in Josh’s wife. He laid there and stared at the ceiling. His cock was hard. His body hummed with arousal. He still didn’t want to cum. He wanted to savor the arousal. He wanted it to last forever.

    Josh closed his eyes and imagined Connor and Jodie kissing in the aftermath of their orgasms. Connor’s cock was still inside her. Some of his cum had started to leak out. She was running her hands up and down his back as they kissed. Every once in a while she’d offer her tongue or suck on his. She’d giggle in the delighted way she sometimes did after an orgasm.

    The sound of the bedroom door opening pulled Josh from his fantasy. He yanked his hand out from under the covers and rolled onto his side to hide his erection if it happened to be Connor going to get a glass of water.

    “Josh?” Jodie said softly.

    He rolled over and saw his naked wife standing in the doorway. “Jodie?” She was little more than a silhouette thanks to the backlighting from the hallway, but she was a very sexy silhouette.

    “Did I wake you up?” she asked.

    “No, I was awake,” Josh said.

    Jodie laughed quietly and brought a hand up to her mouth. She playfully nibbled her finger and then traced it down her chest, over both her breasts, and down her stomach. “Could you hear us?” she asked.

    Josh couldn’t quite see if she was playing with her pussy, but he liked the idea that she was still excited enough to want to touch herself. “I could,” he said.

    “Did it excite you?” she asked.

    “It did,” Josh said.

    He heard the sound of wetness and it was obvious Jodie’s fingers were moving between her legs. She was playing with herself. She was masturbating while she thought about Josh listening to her fuck his friend.

    “He fucked me so good,” Jodie said before unleashing a moan. “He was even better the second time. He’s already more confident. He’s already well on his way to being the kind of man that will have no trouble finding another woman, a woman that’s worthy of him. He’s going to need more help though, Josh. He’s going to need me to help him find his confidence. He’s going to need a woman that’s willing to give herself to him, to make sure he understands that he’s an incredible man with so much to offer a woman.”

    Josh reached under the covers and stroked his cock. He couldn’t help but get caught up in Jodie’s desire. She clearly wanted to fuck Connor as much as she could. He obviously gave her something she’d decided she needed more of. It made Josh nervous, but he couldn’t help the arousal he felt.

    “Helping him is important,” Josh said as he pulled back the covers. There was no point in hiding his desire.

    “Yeah? You want me to help your friend? You want me to help him find his confidence again?” Jodie asked.

    Josh saw that her fingers were moving faster. He wondered if she was getting all worked up again. Was it possible she was going to have yet another orgasm?

    “I do,” Josh said. “I think you should do whatever it takes to help Connor find his confidence. You should do what you can to help him heal from the trauma of his divorce. You should give yourself to him to help him become the man he once was.”

    “You’re such a good friend,” Jodie said.

    “You should go to him now,” Josh said. His cock surged in his hand as the words left his lips. “You should let him have you again. You should show him that you crave him. Help him build his confidence.”

    Jodie moaned and reached up to play with her breasts as her fingers continued to dance over her clit. “Thank you, baby,” she said.

    Josh stroked his cock furiously as his wife turned and headed towards the master bedroom once more. He heard the door open and Jodie said, “I need you inside me again. I need you to fuck me again, Connor. I need you to give me that perfect cock of yours again. I need you to make me cum again.”

    Josh came as Jodie professed her desire for Connor. Thick dollops of semen landed on his stomach as he groaned just like his wife and her new lover had while they were climaxing. He wondered if Jodie could hear him, if it brought a smile to her face to know that she’d helped Josh have an orgasm.

    Connor’s moans drifted down the hallway. Jodie had left the door open. Josh stared at the ceiling again, this time with a smile on his face. He’d just had an unexpectedly great orgasm. Perhaps he’d recover in time to masturbate again as Jodie and Connor fucked.
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    “Alright, Connor, it’s time to fess up,” Brandon said. “You’re getting laid, right?”

    Josh, Connor, and two of their friends were having a round of after lunch drinks on Christmas Eve, just as they’d done for eight years running. The other two guys had noticed that Connor’s demeanor had improved markedly in the past week. Josh knew why, of course, but he wasn’t about to say. He was curious what Connor would say, though.

    Connor flashed a knowing smile. “Why would you ask that?”

    Brandon laughed and smacked the table. He looked at Todd, who was seated to his right, and said, “I told you, man! I told you he was getting laid. Finally, he got up off the mat and found a girl to have a little fun with. Man, congratulations.”

    Todd and Brandon raised their glasses and Josh felt compelled to join in. It was unquestionably strange to be toasting the fact that his friend had spent the past week fucking his wife, but Jodie had been serious about her desire to restore Connor’s confidence and she’d set about doing it on daily basis.

    “You don’t have to share all the dirty details, but we want to hear something, man,” Todd said. “We’re all married. Our sex lives are boring now. We all remember what it was like to be with a new girl and we need to live vicariously through you. So let’s go, give us a little something. Just a little taste.”

    Connor looked a little sheepish, but only Josh knew why. There was a good chance Connor felt a little awkward about talking about Josh’s wife in front of him. The fact that Josh had now watched them fuck a few times might have made it a little more awkward, though he and Connor hadn’t really talked about that.

    “She’s incredible,” Connor said. “The best I’ve ever had. Far and away, and I’m not just saying that because she’s the first I’ve had since my divorce. Kristi was incredible, too, if you remember. Right up until she decided that we were no longer right for each other.”

    “Wow,” Brandon said. “The best you’ve ever had, huh? Man, talk about luck. The rebound is almost never that good.”

    “So, is there a relationship here?” Todd asked.

    “No,” Connor said. “It’s just sex. It’s really, really good sex, but it’s just sex.”

    An image of Jodie riding Connor’s cock on their couch popped into Josh’s head. He saw his wife’s slick pussy lips stretched out around his friend’s thick shaft. He saw Connor’s hands on her ass. He heard Jodie’s moans. He shook his head to clear the image and sipped his beer. He didn’t want to end up with an erection, after all.

    “I don’t know man,” Brandon said. “That look on your face makes me think it’s more than sex for you. You like this girl, don’t you?”

    Josh sipped his beer and studied Connor’s face. He hadn’t really considered that his friend might develop feelings for Jodie that went beyond lust, be he hadn’t really been looking for it. He assumed their little experiment would run through the New Year and end.

    “Nah, man,” Connor said. “It’s not like that. It’s really not. It’s just sex. It’s just lots of really, really good sex with the most insatiable women I’ve ever met. I think that’s all you’re seeing on my face. I’m fairly certain I’m not going to meet a woman like her again, and I guess I can’t help but want it to continue. I mean, how often do you get to have one truly great sexual experience after another?”

    “Not that often,” Brandon said. “Certainly not once you get married.”

    An image of Jodie and Connor having sex in the kitchen popped into Josh’s head. He’d been out shopping and had walked in on them doing it. Jodie was wearing a skirt that she’d pushed up around her waist and Connor still had his pants on. They hadn’t bothered to get naked. They’d been so eager for each other that she’d hopped on the kitchen table and welcomed him into her pussy. They didn’t stop when Josh came in, either. They fucked until they’d both cum and then Jodie welcomed her husband home with a kiss on the cheek as Connor excused himself to the bathroom.

    “We’re happy for you,” Josh said. He didn’t want to be the only friend to remain silent. “Things got pretty bad there after the divorce. It’s good to see you finding your confidence again. Maybe after this little sexual adventure you’ll be ready to date again.”

    “Don’t do that until you’ve had as much fun as you can with this incredible woman you’ve found,” Todd said.

    “He’s right, man. There’s no rush to end something good. How long do you think it can go on, this purely sexual relationship of yours? I mean, women aren’t usually into that sort of thing in the way men are,” Brandon added.

    Connor glanced at Todd and said, “I don’t know. I’d like it to go on for as long as possible though. You guys are right. This sort of thing doesn’t come along all that often and I’m in no rush for it to end.”

    Josh wondered if his wife had made it clear that she intended to restore Connor’s confidence and move on. It seemed like she hadn’t, as Connor obviously hoped he and Jodie would be fucking well into the New Year.

    It dawned on Josh that he and Jodie hadn’t really talked about it since that first night. He’d just assumed she would stick to the plan, but he hadn’t confirmed that. Instead, he’d gone along for the ride. He’d watched them fuck. He’d listened to them fuck. He’d heard about it afterwards. He hadn’t, however, had sex with his wife since she first welcomed Connor into her body. He hadn’t thought to complain about it since their relationship was going to be so short-lived, but now Josh wasn’t sure.

    “Let’s get another round to celebrate our man coming out of his shell after his divorce,” Todd said.

    “I’ll always drink to a friend enjoying the best sex of his life,” Brandon added.

    “Here, here,” Josh said, though he didn’t feel anywhere near as passionate as his friends seemed to. Instead, he couldn’t help but feel a little worried. He needed to talk to Jodie.

    The Christmas tree was beautifully lit. Elegantly-wrapped presents rested beneath it. A fire crackled in the fireplace. Jodie was naked and on her back on a fuzzy red blanket she’d laid out on the living room floor. Her legs were spread. Connor was between them. His cock was inside her. They were kissing. They were moaning together. His thrusts were slow and deep.

    Josh watched from the loveseat on the other end of the living room. He had a view of Connor’s ass thrusting. He saw the other man’s cock sliding in and out of his wife. He was quite certain he wasn’t watching them fuck. He was watching them make love. He wasn’t sure if they’d had that sort of slow, sensual sex before. He felt jealousy. He felt arousal. His cock was hard but he’d kept it in his pants. He sipped a glass of champagne and enjoyed the lovely buzz it gave him.

    Jodie wrapped her arms around Connor. She pulled him close as he continued to thrust in and out of her body. Josh looked between her legs. He saw the cock entering her rhythmically. He saw her open for him again and again. He heard her beautiful moans of pleasure. He wondered if Connor had lied in the bar. Had he developed feelings for Jodie? Was their lovemaking a sign of that, or were they just trying something different because they were on the floor in front of a fire on Christmas Eve?

    “I’m close,” Connor said.

    Jodie moaned and wrapped her legs around him. Their bodies seemed to meld into one. They moved together. They made love together. Josh reached down and rubbed his cock through his jeans. He wasn’t going to masturbate, but he couldn’t seem to resist the allure of touching himself a little. Despite his jealousy, it was intensely pleasurable.

    Jodie’s moans grew louder. Connor’s did too. “Cum inside me,” she said softly. “Please, cum inside me.”

    Josh closed his eyes as a powerful wave of arousal washed over his body. His cock surged in his pants and his balls tightened a little. His toes tingled for a moment. Had he been masturbating he probably would have cum. He’d heard his wife ask Connor to cum inside her before. He found it more arousing on this particular night, though he couldn’t say why.

    Connor’s thrusts sped up. He was close. They kissed as Jodie’s hands moved up and down his back. They moaned together. She was close too. Connor grunted and buried his cock inside her. Jodie came. They came together.

    Jodie held him close as she kissed Connor’s neck and face. His cock remained inside her. Josh sipped his champagne and watched the romantic scene play out in front of him.

    “You’re one in a million,” Connor said.

    Jodie reached up to caress his face. She smiled and they shared a quick kiss. She whispered something that Josh couldn’t hear. He wondered if she’d done that on purpose.

    Connor remained inside her. Jodie’s hands continued to move over his body. They continued to kiss. It seemed like they couldn’t bear to part. Josh finished the rest of his glass of champagne and fought off a desire to get up and physically pull Connor off of his wife.

    Was Jodie working to build his confidence? Was she continuing to carry out the mission that had started this whole thing? Was she committed to sending Connor back into the world as a more confident man that would find a good woman after his divorce? Was it possible that Jodie had developed feelings for him? Was Josh sitting in his living room and watching his marriage dissolve while nursing an erection? Was he the world’s greatest fool for doing so?

    Connor slowly pulled out and Josh breathed a sigh of relief. That sensation was short-lived, though, as Connor filled Jodie once more. She moaned as his cock slid into her slippery, cum-filled pussy and Josh leaned forward as he wondered if they were really going to have sex again.

    “I want you,” Jodie said. “I want you all the time. I crave you. I need you. Fuck me again, Connor. Don’t pull out. Stay inside me. Fuck me again. Fill me again. Cum inside me again.”

    Josh clenched his fingers until they were balled into tight fists. He had no intention of using them, though. It was the only way to try and process his frustration. It seemed like his wife was being genuine as she spoke those lusty words to Connor, but it was possible she was simply doing what she’d set out to do. Perhaps she really was trying to restore his confidence, to rebuild it and then take it to greater heights.

    Her desire seemed to spur Connor’s as he gave Jodie what she wanted. His cock moved in and out of her. They enjoyed another round of slow, sensual sex in front of the fireplace and the Christmas tree. Jodie had asked Connor to fuck her, but it didn’t seem like fucking to Josh. It seemed like lovemaking. It drove him mad with jealousy and an undeniably potent kind of lust.

    Josh couldn’t resist playing with his cock. He wanted to, but he couldn’t. He had to indulge. He had to pleasure himself. He had to indulge in his desire. He managed to keep his cock in his pants, though. He rubbed it through his jeans. He enjoyed the pleasure of constant, wondrous stimulation. He reached new heights of desire as he lost himself in the agony and pleasure of watching his wife and his friend make love in front of the fire.

    Eventually, Connor and Jodie climaxed together. Josh stopped just short of cumming in his pants as he watched his wife welcome Connor’s load inside her once more. Their moans filled the living room with the crackling fire providing a lovely soundtrack.

    This time, Connor pulled out when they’d finished. He rolled onto his back and Jodie looked towards Josh. She glanced between his legs and saw his hand moving up and down the outline of his cock. She smiled and leaned over to give Connor a kiss.

    “I’ll be thinking of you tomorrow,” Jodie said. She and Josh had already agreed that she wouldn’t see Connor on Christmas day. Josh had insisted on it and Jodie had been more than happy to grant his request.

    Connor smiled. “I’ll be thinking of you too.”

    “Would it be okay if I called you?” Jodie asked. “It would be nice to hear your voice. Maybe we can have a little fun even if we don’t get to see each other.”

    Jealousy surged through Josh’s body as Jodie expressed her desire to be with another man on Christmas Day. She wasn’t going to go back on her word to spend the day with Josh, but it seemed perfectly clear that she wanted to be with Connor.

    “It’s late. I should get going,” Connor said. He and Jodie shared a long, lingering kiss and then Connor got to his feet, got dressed, and headed towards the front door.

    Josh remained on the loveseat and watched his wife – who’d changed into a bra and panties -walk Connor to the door to give him yet another long, lingering kiss. It reached such a place of passion that Josh was convinced they’d end up having sex again, perhaps on the floor right by the door. Instead, Jodie bid her new lover adieu and returned to the living room with a smile on her face.

    “How are you feeling?” Jodie asked.

    “I don’t know,” Josh replied. “Or, well, I guess I do know, it’s just confusing. I’m jealous. I’m a little anxious. I’m turned on. It’s weird.”

    Jodie sat next to Josh and took his hand in hers. She placed it on her thigh and Josh let his fingers move over the soft, warm flesh that had been pressed against Connor’s body mere minutes ago. “Why are you jealous?” she asked.

    “Because it seems like something has developed between you and Connor,” Josh explained. “It seems like there’s something happening there, you know? I mean, you guys were making love tonight, and you did it twice. You basically told him you wished you could spend tomorrow with him.”

    “And that makes you jealous?” Jodie asked.

    “Of course it does,” Josh said. “You and I haven’t had sex since you started up with Connor and you just told him you wish you could spend Christmas with him. Why wouldn’t that make me jealous?”

    “You were also turned on?” Jodie asked.

    Josh sighed. “Yes. I was.”

    Jodie leaned closer and Josh’s fingers traveled up her thigh, nearing her panties. She reached out and caressed his cock through his pants. Her hand felt far better than his. “Why were you turned on?”

    “I don’t know,” Josh said. “It doesn’t make any sense. A man isn’t supposed to be turned on by what I was watching. I was, though. I was turned on the first time and I’ve been turned on every time since.”

    “And did it turn you on when I told Connor I wanted to hear his voice tomorrow? Did it turn you on to think of me having phone sex with Connor on Christmas Day?” Jodie asked. “Did it turn you on to think that I was so desperate for Connor that I couldn’t go a day without connecting with him in some day?”

    Josh nodded.

    “Maybe that’s why I said it,” Jodie said as she rubbed Josh’s cock a little faster. He let his fingers drift between her legs. He felt the wetness of Connor’s cum in her panties and rubbed where he thought her clit was. “Maybe I knew it would turn you on. Maybe I said it to make Connor feel good and to turn my husband on. Maybe I was helping both the men in my life.”

    Josh wanted that to be true. He wanted Jodie to have thought of him while in the throes of passion with Connor.

    Jodie stood up and unhooked her bra. It fell to the floor and Josh stared at her perky breasts. Her chest was still flushed red from the two orgasms she’d had with Connor’s cock inside her. She offered her hand and Josh stood as he took it. Jodie unbuttoned his shirt and ran her fingers over his bare chest. They kissed as she unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants. They fell to the floor and Josh stepped out of them as Jodie opened her mouth and beckoned his tongue to dance with hers.

    Jodie stepped back, lowered her panties, and dropped to the floor in front of the fireplace. She looked exquisite on the fuzzy red blanket, especially when she spread her legs. “Make love to me,” she said.

    Josh took his underwear off and dropped to his knees. He moved between Jodie’s legs and she reached down, took hold of his cock, and guided him inside her as they kissed.

    “You’re my man,” Jodie said. “You always will be.”

    Josh filled his wife and she wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as he began to thrust in and out of her. He knew Connor had cum inside her twice and he knew his cock was almost certainly bathed in the other man’s cum, but that only served to enhance his pleasure.

    “I love you, Josh. I’ve been having fun with Connor and I’d like to continue having fun with him, but I love you and I always will. You have nothing to worry about,” Jodie said.

    “I love you too,” Josh said as he made love to his wife. He kept his thrusts deliberately slow. Going too fast would have meant an exceptionally quick orgasm. “I love you more than anything.”

    Jodie kissed him. She moaned into his mouth. She grabbed his ass with one hand while the other danced through the hair on the back of his neck. Josh picked up the pace. He chased the pleasure coursing through his body.

    “You feel so good inside me,” Jodie said. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

    Josh gave himself over to the thrill of the moment. Images of Connor and Jodie having sex on the blanket filled his head while he felt the pleasure of his wife’s soaking wet pussy around his cock. He felt her legs around him and saw her legs around Connor. He felt her hands moving over his body and saw her hands moving over Connor’s body.

    “Jodie…fuck,” he said.

    Jodie moaned. “Cum inside me. Please, cum inside me.”

    Her moans grew louder. So did his. Josh’s senses folded inwards until all he could feel was the bliss happening between his legs. In and out. In and out. His wife’s wet, cum-soaked pussy hugged his cock. It milked him. It coaxed out more of his desire. Josh closed his eyes and came inside her. Pleasure vibrated through his body. Jodie moaned along with him. She grabbed his ass with both hands, holding him deep in her pussy while she climaxed with him.

    Jodie put her arms around Josh and pulled him close. “I love you,” she said. “I’m sorry I made you jealous. You have no reason to be jealous. You’re mine and I’m yours. Forever, Josh. Connor is a fun, but he’s not the man I want to be married to. That’s you and it always will be.”

    “Thank you,” Josh said as Jodie continued to hold him so close and so tight that he couldn’t move. “I’m sorry I got jealous. I never should have doubted you.”

    “You don’t have to apologize,” Jodie said.

    They kissed and Josh couldn’t help but moan as Jodie practically sucked his tongue into her mouth. She still seemed utterly voracious, even after three rounds of sex with two different men.

    “I plan on sending Connor back into the dating world after New Years, if that’s okay with you,” Jodie said. “I really do want him to get back on his feet and I think if I build him up enough he’ll have no problem finding someone incredible.”

    “That’s okay with me,” Josh said.

    Jodie smiled. “Good. Now I want you to make love to me again.”

    Josh was more than happy to oblige.

    The End.

  Cleaning a Creampie in a Cuckold 69
You’re staring at the bedroom ceiling. You can see the dust that’s accumulated on the still blades of the fan above your head. You can hear the sounds of a blowjob, but it’s not your cock on the receiving end. It’s your wife’s bull that’s enjoying her exceptional talents.You were ordered to get on your back in bed and wait and you did so without hesitation. There’s a reward coming for you and you’re determined to be patient. Your cock is hard though, and you have to remind yourself not to grab it and jerk off furiously. Even listening to your wife blow another man is enough to make you want to cum.
“Fuck you’re good,” you hear her bull say. “You’re so fucking good.”
You know your wife loves hearing that. She loves hearing this alpha male with the genuinely impressive cock tell her she’s making him feel good. She even loves it when he calls her a cocksucker. That was something new. She never enjoyed that kind of verbal play with you but it turns out when her bull does it your wife gets wet.
“Okay,” he says. “I’ve gotta fuck you. Get up there.”
You hear him lightly smack her ass as she gets into position. You know she has a smile on her face. You don’t have to see it. You know your wife is excited to have his cock inside her.
You’re excited too, because you’re about to enjoy one of your favorite things in the world. You feel the bed shake as you stare at the ceiling. Soon your view of the fan is replaced by your wife’s body as she crawls over you. You see her face, her long hair, her breasts, her taut stomach with the sexy belly button ring she got for her bull, and finally her shaved pussy. It comes to rest right over your face.
A small part of you wishes she would stroke or suck your cock, but you know she won’t. This isn’t about your pleasure, at least not in that way. Instead, your dick is left to throb and drip precum.
Once she settles above you, you’re free to stare at your wife’s shaved pussy. It looks wet and her labia are wonderfully swollen with desire. “Lick my clit, cuck,” she says and you obey immediately.
You lift your head off the mattress and gently lick your wife’s exposed clit. It’s already enjoyed stimulation from her bull’s fingers as they played on the couch, but your tongue is far more skilled. You love licking her clit. You love making her cum with your tongue, but for now you’ll be denied that pleasure. For now you’re meant to tease her a little, to get her even hornier for what she really craves: His big cock.
She moans as you lick her, and for a few moments you believe that you’ll be given permission to make her cum. Then, without warning, his cock appears above you. His balls brush against your forehead as he slides into her pussy. This is the only sign you get that you’re supposed to stop licking her clit and let your head fall to the mattress again.
You really love this part. You watch as the head of his cock parts her pussy lips. She opens for him and it almost looks like her cunt is trying to swallow her bull’s big dick. He pulls out slowly and you can see his thick shaft and plump head are slick with her juices. Those are juices of desire. That wetness is the surest sign that your wife wants his cock inside her. You revel in that. You love that she desperately wants another man to fuck her.
He pushes deeper on his second slow thrust. Now half his cock is inside her. That’s when she lets out that low groan you’ve gotten used to. He’s stretching her. He’s filling her so much better than you ever do. He’s filling her in a way no man ever has. She lifts her head and arches her back. She wants him deeper inside her.
He pulls out again, and again you see her wetness on his shaft. On the third thrust he pushes the full length of his big cock inside your wife. His balls brush against your nose as he bottoms out inside her. You feel an urge to lick them, but you resist. You won’t do so unless you’re commanded to.
“Fuck me,” your wife begs. “Please fuck me. Pound my tight little pussy. Stretch me out while my husband watches.”
Her bull loves hearing your wife beg. He loves hearing her demand to be fucked while you watch. He’s not the kind of guy that’s going to deny her that pleasure.
You watch in awe as he begins to fuck your wife in earnest. Slowly he picks up his rhythm. Every thrust is deep, and each time it’s a little bit faster. He takes his time reaching the pace your wife craves, but he’s there soon enough.
She’s wet enough that each deep thrust makes a little of her cunt juice drip onto your face. You keep your mouth open and eagerly drink it. You want to taste every bit of her that you can.
Over and over he pounds your wife’s pussy. The room is filled with her loud, steady moans. She’s entered a place of pure bliss, a place that you’ve never taken her. You’ve entered your own version of that place.
Nothing triggers those deep, pleasurable cuckold feelings like seeing in extreme close up the way a bigger cock attached to a strong man that knows how to use it can genuinely fuck your wife in a way you’ve never managed. He does it effortlessly and brings her to a place of such intense pleasure that you’ve never approached. You can’t do what he’s doing. You know you’re inadequate in this way and you embrace it. It turns you on to embrace it. It turns you on to have to confront your sexual inadequacy in close up.
“Lick my clit, cuck,” your wife demands between moans.
You pick your head off the bed, extend your tongue, and lick your wife’s clit. His balls move over your face as he thrusts into her. It’s deeply humiliating, but you’d do anything to make her happy.
“Oh fuck!” she screams as you continue to massage her clit. “I’m cumming!”
As her body shakes with pleasure you cease licking as her bull buries his cock inside your wife and holds it there. He gives her a few moments to recover and then immediately begins fucking her again.
As you watch from below you can tell he’s getting close. His balls have gotten tighter and his dick looks harder. He’s going to cum inside your wife soon. He’s going to deliver one of his thick, yummy creampies and you’re going to eat it out of her.
He buries his cock inside her and groans loudly. He’s cumming in your wife. You can see it in the way his balls and the base of his shaft pulsate. He’s shooting rope after rope of thick cum inside her, and soon it will be sliding down your throat.
When he pulls out you go to work. You don’t need permission for this. You know that your job is to lick up his cum. Your job is to clean the superior man’s seed from your wife’s pussy. This is your favorite part of being a cuckold. This is what makes your small cock throb more than anything.
At first you taste nothing. You slip your tongue inside her but there’s no cum to lick up. His big cock deposited his load so deep inside your wife that it takes a little time for it to make its way to you. She leans back just a little bit to help it along and then it begins to flow.
You’re rewarded with a thick dollop of cum on your tongue and you moan as it easily slides down your throat and comes to rest in your stomach.
“Clean me, cuck. Clean my bull’s cum out of me. Clean up every drop. Be a good little cum slut for me,” your wife encourages you as she takes a gentle grip on your stiff dick.
You ravenously devour his seed, which is now flowing freely from inside your wife. You press your lips tightly against her cunt and stick your tongue as deep inside as you can. You’re like a man possessed. Eating his cum is your only purpose at that moment. You want nothing more than to swallow the seed his superior cock produced.
Eventually, when you’re nearly finished, your wife sits up and smothers you with her pussy and ass. You continue to explore her cunt for more cum, licking as deeply inside as you can manage while her ass surrounds your face.
It’s a fittingly humiliating finish. When she climbs off, your face is covered in a mixture of their juices. She’s standing next to him with his arm around her. She smiles at you and they both have a quick laugh before heading to the shower to get clean together.
You bask in the pure bliss you’re feeling. There is truly nothing more satisfying than cleaning another man’s seed from your wife’s satisfied, well-fucked, cum-filled pussy. 

    Cleaning a Facial from Your Wife

    “Hey baby,” your wife says. “He’s on his way over.”

    She looks good in that tight dress. That lusty look on her face tells you everything you need to know. Her bull is coming over. You’re going to watch your wife get fucked.

    “Get on your knees for me,” she says.

    You do as you’re told and she lifts her dress. Her ass is perfect, as always.

    “Do you want to worship my ass, baby? Do you want to worship my pretty asshole before my bull gets here?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    Your wife lets those lovely ass cheeks bounce before she looks back and smiles. “Go ahead, cucky boy. Eat my ass.”

    She pulls her little pink g-string aside and you move between her ass cheeks. You run your tongue over her asshole. You listen to her moan. It makes you smile. You love eating your wife’s perfect ass.

    When her bull shows up, he wants to see you worship her booty. He wants to see your tongue inside her. He wants to see you accept your place. He fucks her, you worship her ass. He gropes her beautiful butt, you put your tongue inside it. He’s the man in the house. You’re the submissive cuckold.

    Of course you do as you’re told. You lick her asshole while he plays with those sexy cheeks. You listen to her moan and giggle as you eat her ass. You listen to them kiss. You listen to her unzip his pants and pull out his cock.

    You stay on your knees as your wife takes her bull’s cock into her eager mouth. You’re so close. You can see it all. You can hear how wet she makes the blowjob. You can see that she doesn’t come close to gagging. She’s an expert cocksucker for him. She’s the perfect slut.

    “Do you like watching me suck his cock, cucky boy?” your wife asks.

    You nod. You love watching her suck his cock. You love how lusty she gets for him. You love how badly she wants to please him.

    She looks into your eyes as he fills her pussy from behind. She loves that you’re watching from your knees. She loves that you’re being such a good boy. She loves that you know your place.

    “You’re such a good cuckold,” she says. “You’re such a good husband.”

    You can’t look away. You can’t help but stare into her eyes and at her mouth as it opens to moan in pleasure. This is your happy place. This is perfection. This is your favorite thing in the world.

    When her bull invites you to stand up and take a look at how he’s fucking your wife from behind, you can’t resist. You love the way her ass jiggles as he slides into her pussy. You love the way she completely offers up her body for his pleasure. You love how spectacularly slutty your wife gets when her bull comes over.

    He pulls out and your wife gets on her knees. She sticks out her tongue and he nuts all over her pretty face.

    When he’s finished, she turns to you and smiles. “Come here, cucky boy,” she says.

    You drop to your knees beside her. She smiles again and pulls your mouth to hers. You share a salty, sloppy cum kiss. You share in the beautiful taste of her bull’s load. You share like a good cuckold is supposed to. Then you swallow.

  
    Cleaning an Interracial Creampie for the First Time

    You're sitting on a surprisingly stiff couch in the lobby of an expensive hotel. You've spent the past half hour watching people come and go. You've yet to see your wife, but according to her text - the text that had you hurry to the hotel - she'll soon step off the elevator to accompany her date out of the hotel.

    For that reason, you've been watching the elevators closely. Each time the doors slide open you pulse quickens a little as you hope to see your beautiful wife and the man she's been fucking for the past three months step out.

    He's the first man she's cuckolded you with and the sex has been far better than she ever imagined possible. She never had any particular complaints about your sex life, but as it turned out that's simply because your beautiful wife didn't know what she was missing.

    Caleb showed her. He opened your wife's eyes to a whole new world of pleasure. He makes her cum in ways she truly didn't know were possible, that she couldn't have imagined until his big black cock entered her pussy for the first time. Once it did, she was awakened to the true joys of sex.

    You'd long fantasized about being cuckolded, but it proved far hotter than you imagined, and that's without it being the perfect version of your fantasy. You always dreamed of watching, but your wife doesn't permit that. In fact, Caleb thinks your wife is cheating on you. Your wife insists that Caleb finds it far hotter to fuck a married white woman who he believes is going behind her husband's back because she can't get enough of his black dick.

    You'd love to watch, but you're not going to argue with her. After all, the best orgasms of your life have all come in the past three months and they've all been fueled by the fact that your wife can't get enough of her lover's big black dick, that Caleb makes her cum harder than any man ever has, that she thinks about him all the time. Luckily for you, she's more than happy to share all of that while she strokes your cock or takes you for a long, slow ride with the pussy that's been fucked by her lover's long, thick, incredible black dick.

    Finally, it happens. The elevator doors open. Your blonde wife steps out in a beautiful pink sundress and white heels. She's holding hands with a tall, good-looking, well-dressed black man. She looks up at him and smiles as they stroll across the lobby. Your gaze remains fixed on them, though you can't help but imagine what they were just doing. You picture them naked together. You see his body on top of hers. You see his cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she calls out his name.

    Halfway across the lobby he lets her hand go and puts his arm around her. He pulls her closer. They look like a happy couple as they both smile brightly.

    You turn and watch as they step out of the hotel. Caleb hands a ticket to the valet, who runs off to get his car. He turns to your wife and places his strong hands on her waist. She looks up at him and smiles - he's quite a bit taller than her - and they share a deeply passionate kiss. You watch your wife part her lips and welcome his tongue into her mouth. You see his hands move to her ass and grab it through the soft, thin material of her sundress.

    His car pulls up and he moves towards it. Your wife grabs his hand and pulls him closer for another kiss. It's more desperate than the last, and for a moment you wonder if she's going to lure him back up to the hotel room to fuck her once more.

    He doesn't, though. He smiles, steps away from your beautiful wife, and gets in the car. She watches him go and waves as he pulls away. She stares at the car for a few seconds and then turns back towards the hotel and walks into the lobby once more.

    She stops, turns to you, and extends her hand. You get up off the couch and rush towards her. You take her hand and she gives you a soft kiss on the cheek.

    "I missed you," you say.

    She smiles and you walk towards the elevators. "I hope it's not too upsetting if I say that was a little too preoccupied to have thought much about you for the past few hours."

    It's the opposite of upsetting. It's exciting. She knows that, though. You like that she can't get enough of Caleb, that she thinks about him all the time, that she gives herself fully to him when they're together. It's one of the reasons she doesn't want you watching. She likes being able to concentrate completely on her lover when she's with him and she likes being able to give you the same treatment after she and Caleb have parted ways.

    The elevator doors open and you step inside. Your wife hits the button for the sixth floor and the doors slowly close. The elevator lurches to life as she pushes you against the wall and offers a kiss. Her lips part. Her tongue moves into your mouth. Your moan as she presses her body against yours. You think of Caleb's tongue in her mouth. You think of his hands on her ass. You think of his cock inside her. You think of how you'll soon step into the hotel room where another man fucked your wife.

    The elevator doors open and she takes your hand and leads you into the hallway. You watch her blonde hair bounce a little with each eager step she takes. You enjoy how good the dress looks on her and you love that she bought it to look good for Caleb, and that looking good for you was a secondary concern.

    Your wife leads you into the hotel room where she and Caleb fucked. The bed sheets are a mess - a surefire sign that they had a good time - but the room is otherwise quite elegant. Two champagne glasses and a bottle rest on the coffee table in front of the couch. You see a trace of lipstick on one of the glasses and you instantly imagine that same lipstick on Caleb's big black cock, for you know that your wife loves pleasuring him with her mouth.

    "Would you like a glass?" she asks. "We didn't finish the whole bottle."

    She grabs the bottle and pours herself a glass. She picks it up and takes a sip while staring into your eager eyes.

    "Or is there something else you'd rather do?" she asks.

    Your beautiful wife walks towards you with the glass of champagne in her hand, offers a soft kiss on the cheek, and sits on the edge of the bed.

    "Is there something you'd enjoy drinking a great deal more than champagne?" she asks while parting her legs. Her dress rides up, exposing the milky white skin of her inner thighs.

    You fall to your knees and your wife smiles and takes another sip from her glass. You crawl closer and take your place between her legs. It's hardly the first time you've done so, but today is different than any other time you've reconnected with her after being cuckolded.

    You run your hands up her thighs and push her dress around her waist. Your gaze fixates on the semi-sheer pink panties she wore for Caleb, panties that he no doubt enjoyed pulling off before plunging his big black cock into her white, married pussy.

    "Did he..." you say while staring at the wet spot in her panties.

    "Did he cum inside me?" she asks.

    You look up at your wife and nod.

    "Yes, Caleb came inside me," she says. "He came inside me twice, in fact."

    You run your thumb over her panties and feel the wetness. He's leaking out of her. He's soaking into her panties.

    "My black lover came in my tight, white pussy," she continues. "He buried his big black cock in your wife's married cunt and he came. He unloaded. He filled me twice."

    Your heart is pounding. It's the first time Caleb has cum inside her. It's the first time any man has cum inside her since you started dating.

    "And I won't ever go back to having protected sex with him," she says.

    "Really?" you ask.

    She shakes her head. "It was so much better. I honestly didn't think sex with Caleb could get any better, but it was." She sips her champagne, swallows, and her lips curl into a bright, beautiful smile. "Knowing that we were having unprotected sex, that he was going to cum inside me, that I was offering him the pleasure of actually filling my married pussy with a load of his thick, hot cum...that made the sex so much better for both of us."

    You slip your fingers into the waistband of her panties, look up at your wife, and ask, "May I?"

    She sips her champagne, swirls the bubbly liquid in the glass, and says, "Are you going to do what we talked about?"

    "I...I want you," you reply with a nod. "If it's okay with you."

    "Caleb said he's fantasized about cumming inside me since he first fucked me," she says. "He said he loves the idea of me going home to my husband with his load still dripping out of me. I think he loves the idea of claiming my pussy as his." She runs her fingers through your hair and smiles. "I like that too. I like the idea that Caleb claimed my pussy and made it his when he came inside me today. It was already his, I suppose, but now it feels official."

    You want nothing more than to pull her panties down. You want to gaze upon the pussy that another man claimed. She hasn't given you permission yet, though. She's teasing you.

    "You can take my panties off," she says.

    You pull her panties down. You gaze at her messy pussy. You see the coating of cum on her labia. You see some of it matted in the closely-trimmed blonde pubic hair that surrounds her pussy.

    "I thought about you when he came inside me," she confesses.

    "You did?" you ask.

    She nods. "I thought about this moment. About you doing what we agreed you would do. About you living out this fantasy."

    You look at her pussy once more. You've long fantasized about this. Long before she actually cuckolded you. "I want this. It makes me nervous, though."

    "Why?" your wife asks.

    You look up at her and see sweetness in her eyes and a soft smile on her face. "It's...it feels like crossing a line, you know? Will you look at me differently after this? Will you think less of me?"

    She leans forward and kisses you softly while caressing your face. "I hope this doesn't come as a surprise, but I already think of you differently. Not in a bad way, but differently. I looked at you differently the moment you confessed your cuckold fantasy. How could I not? I never imagined being with a man that wanted his wife to fuck someone else. I never imagined being with a man that would find such pleasure in that. And I certainly never imagined being with a man that desperately wanted to clean someone else's cum out of my pussy. But I'm with that man, and I love you deeply even if I see you differently than I used to."

    She kisses you again and sits up. You crawl a little closer and lean in. The smell of sex and cum fills your nose and it's so intense it nearly overwhelms you.

    "Clean me," she says softly. "Clean the mess that Caleb left inside me when he claimed my pussy as his. Reclaim it in the way a cuckold does. Reclaim me with your tongue."

    You kiss her thighs, moving from one to the other as you inch closer to her pussy. Your heart is pounding and your cock is hard as a rock in your pants. You think of Caleb's cock moving in and out of the pussy that you're inches away from. You think of him doing so without protection. You think of your wife begging him to cum inside her, to flood her with his thick load.

    You lick her labia. The bitter, salty taste of Caleb's cum dances on your tongue. It's not nearly as unpleasant as you imagined, though.

    "Do you like it?" she asks. "Do you like the taste of Caleb's cum?"

    "I...yes, I do," you answer. It's strange. It doesn't taste good, and yet you like it.

    She smiles. "I do too."

    You love the reminder that she's tasted his cum, that she's sucked him off and swallowed for him. You can't help but think of how you haven't been granted the pleasure of a blowjob from your wife since she started seeing Caleb, that she decided early on that it would be fun to reserve her mouth for the man that fucked her so much better than you.

    "Keep cleaning," she says.

    You clean her labia. You lick and suck every bit of cum from her pussy lips and you do the same for her pubic hair. She moans and sips her champagne as you do and when you look up at her you see lust in your wife's eyes.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she instructs. "Taste the pussy that Caleb satisfied today. Taste the pussy that he filled with his load. Taste the pussy that was stretched out around his big black cock in this bed."

    You plunge your tongue into your wife's pussy. The taste of cum is stronger. Much stronger. You feel the viscous fluid on your tongue. There's still so much of him inside her. Arousal floods your body. It's utterly intoxicating. You pull your tongue and his cum into your mouth. You've just licked part another man's load from your wife's pussy.

    "Show me," she says.

    You open your mouth and she leans over and smiles.

    "Fuck...that's hotter than I thought it would be," your wife says. "Now I know what he sees when I take his load in my mouth and show it to him before I swallow." She smiles and runs her fingers over your lips. "He likes knowing that a married white woman is eagerly swallowing his load before going home to her husband. He really likes knowing that I kiss you when I get home, that I give you a little taste of his cock and cum after sucking him off like a greedy little slut."

    You swallow his cum. You swallow it just like your wife has done countless times in the three months she's been seeing Caleb. You open your mouth to show her that it's empty and she grabs a handful of your hair and pulls you back to her pussy. You push your tongue back inside her. You scoop up more of his cum.

    "Fuck, clean his load out of me," she says. "Swallow it all. Swallow every drop of his cum."

    You do as you're told and you watch and listen as your wife gets increasingly aroused. You feel her pussy getting wetter as you do her bidding. You love that she seems just as into this kinky pleasure as you are.

    "I hope you're ready to do this a great deal more often," she says. "Like I said, I'm not going back to having protected sex with him. He's going to cum in my pussy every time he fucks me, and he said he wants me more often. I told him he could have me whenever he wants me. All he has to do is text and I'm his. I told him he could come by and visit me at home while you're at work, that he could fuck me and cum inside me in our bed. I told him he could fuck me on your side of the bed, in fact, so he's going to be doing that at least a few times a week from now on. You're going to be hard at work making money to support me and I'm going to be on my back in our bed with a big black cock in my pussy."

    You rub your dick through your pants as you clean what's left of his cum from your wife's pussy. You swallow every drop as she gets increasingly aroused while offering up that spectacular dirty talk.

    "Are you finished?" she asks.

    "Yes, you're clean," you reply.

    Your wife finishes her champagne and hands you the glass. You return it to the coffee table and when you turn back she's taken her dress off and is naked in the bed.

    "Do you want me?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    You stand and strip as your wife watches and gently rubs her clit. She plays with her tits and moans for you and your dick gets harder as you dream of being inside her.

    Once you're naked you crawl into the bed, but she puts up a hand and stops you. "What do you think you're doing?" she asks.

    "I thought...I want to fuck you," you say.

    "And you can fuck me," she replies, relieving your momentary panic, "but you need to put on a condom."

    You sit back on your knees. "What?"

    She reaches down and spreads her pussy lips. "This is Caleb's pussy now. You don't get to cum inside it anymore. Only he does. So if you want to fuck your wife, you'll need to wear a condom. I bought some for you, though. You'll find them in the nightstand drawer."

    She says nothing more and you're quite certain she's serious. You're banned from fucking her without protection. You're banned from cumming inside her.

    For some reason, it turns you on. You rush to the nightstand. You pull out a condom. You roll it down your cock. Your wife welcomes you between her legs. She takes you inside her. She lets you fuck her.

    "Fuck, you feel so good," you say.

    "Mmm, I know," she replies. "And your dick doesn't feel anywhere near as good as Caleb's does."

    You fuck her faster and harder. "Do you prefer his cock?"

    "Yes," she answers without hesitation. "And it's not even close. You don't compare to him. You can't fuck me anywhere near as well as he does. You can't make me cum like he does. That's why he gets to cum inside me. That's why he's going to start fucking me in our bed while you're at work. That's why you're going to clean his load out of me every time he breeds me. That's why you're going to use a condom for as long as Caleb and I are together."

    You wish you could last longer, but you can't. You cum. You cum in the condom. You cum because it all feels so fucking good.

    Your wife wraps her arms and legs around you. She pulls you close. She kisses your neck and cheek. She purrs like she's as happy as she's ever been.

    "I love you," she says softly. "I love you so much."

    "I love you too," you reply.

    You've never loved your wife more.

  Cleaning Cum Off Her Engagement Ring
Dean’s wife knows that nothing turns him on more than being a cum eating cuckold and she likes to give him the gift of consuming her bull’s semen as often as possible. She knows he craves humiliation play too and that being reminded of his place as a submissive cuck husband turns him on and has the added benefit of helping him embrace his role in a deeper, more meaningful way.They’ve recently begun having her bull, James, cum on her engagement ring so Dean can clean it off like a good cuckold. Last weekend, after a particularly vigorous pounding of her married pussy, Serena’s bull pulled out and unleashed his semen on her stomach and hand, making sure to coat the ring completely.
“Come here baby,” Serena said to Dean, beckoning him to the bedside so he could do his cuckold cum cleanup duty.
Lifting the ring towards her husband’s mouth she said, “Look at all that thick, delicious cum on the beautiful diamond you bought me. Why don’t you clean it off?”
Dean leaned forward and wrapped his lips around the ring as the taste of James’s thick semen hit his tongue. His cock stiffened at the act of consuming another man’s cum and of doing it off of her ring. He cleaned her fingers and the few drops of cum that had landed on her hand before moving to her stomach and sucking up the rest of her bull’s seed.
Serena ran her fingers through his hair as he did his cuckold clean up duty and moaned softly. As he gently licked her clean Dean could hear the sound of kissing as his wife and her bull enjoyed an intimate moment. 
That was a week ago and James was due by the house in two hours for another Saturday night adventure. Dean was busy helping Serena get ready for another evening of pleasure by washing her hair and shaving her pussy in the shower.
While on his knees removing every bit of hair from her pussy Dean felt his wife’s hand on his head, urging him to look up at her so she could say, “Are you eager to clean James’s cum off of my engagement ring tonight?”
Dean looked up at his wife and answered earnestly, “Yes dear. I love that you let me clean his cum that way.” He meant it.
Serena, turned on by the thought of her husband licking another man’s cum off the symbol of their marriage pulled Dean to her pussy and ordered him to eat her out, “Make me cum.”
Dean feverishly made love to his wife’s pussy with the warm shower water running down his back. She came quickly, so powerful was her arousal at dominating her cuckold husband.
Serena greeted James at the door in the lingerie her husband had picked out for the evening and he was suitably aroused. His cock was thoroughly erect after a passionate kiss in the doorway and soon he felt the mouth of his eager lover wrapped around him. 
Dean watched his wife suck another man’s cock and felt the much smaller erection that had appeared between his legs. Thinking about his wife blowing James always made him hard, so seeing it in action was more than enough to make him throb without the need for masturbation. He truly loved that his wife had taken so strongly to cuckolding him and that she relished being with sexually superior men.
Serena pulled her mouth from James’s cock and invited him to the bedroom to give her the fucking she craved. After a week without her bull’s big dick inside her she’d become quite desperate to feel that intense pleasure once again.
“I want you to wear a condom tonight,” she told him while pulling a Trojan out of the nightstand and opening the package.
James agreed without hesitation. Two months ago she’d had him wear a condom and after he’d filled it with cum she pulled it off and emptied it into Dean’s mouth. 
“Open up, cuckold,” she’d said while upending the cum-filled condom and slowly squeezing out her bull’s seed. The drops landed on Dean’s tongue one by one as she made a point of taking her time. She wanted her cuckold husband to savor the taste of another man’s semen on his tongue and to feel the humiliation of being fed a load out of a used condom.
Dean assumed they’d be replaying that scenario tonight and he was at least partially correct. After rolling the condom down her bull’s cock Serena spread her legs and invited him to slip inside her and fuck her to the orgasm she so desperately desired.
As always Dean watched from his knees, slowly stroking his cock at the sight of another man entering his wife’s wet cunt and pounding her to a thoroughly pleasurable climax. 
The sex was deeply passionate and furiously arousing for all three people in the bedroom. Serena experienced multiple orgasms with her bull’s cock inside her and after exploring several positions over a thirty minute period James released his semen, filling the condom with several thick shots of cum.
Serena carefully pulled it off of him, freeing his slick and still stiff cock and holding the used condom like it was filled with liquid gold. To her husband that might as well have been the case. Dean expected Serena to order him to open his mouth and receive the load, but instead she slipped her engagement ring off and dropped it into the condom.
The ring he’d bought her, the symbol of their love and marriage, was now swimming in another man’s cum. Serena said nothing. She approached her husband and let the condom swing in front of his face.
“Open up,” she ordered and he obeyed without hesitation.
She placed the cum-filled end of the condom in his mouth, making him taste the mixture of latex and her pussy juices. 
“Suck on it, gently.”
Dean did as she asked by closing his lips around the condom and gently sucking like he had one of her nipples in his mouth. He could feel the engagement ring as he rolled his tongue and his arousal built as the anticipation of getting to consume James’s semen slowly increased.
“My engagement ring is swimming in his cum, honey. It’s completely covered in his thick, yummy seed. It’s right where it belongs,” Serena said.
Soaking her ring in cum and taunting her husband left Serena enormously aroused and in need of another orgasm, which James was happy to provide. 
She tied off the open end of the condom to prevent anything from spilling out and left it in her husband’s mouth before telling him, “Hold this while I fuck James again.”
Serena turned away from her husband, still on his knees and now with a used, cum-filled condom in his mouth, and moved to her bull and his big cock. She took him into her mouth immediately, sucking as much of his length down her throat as she could manage without gagging. His hand instinctively went to her head and his eyes closed as he let out a deeply satisfied moan. 
Dean watched his wife suck her bull’s cock and he couldn’t help but think that she’d never given him head like that. Back in the days when she was willing to take him into her mouth she’d never seemed eager or terribly interested in it. She did it as a matter of course because girlfriends blow their boyfriends. It was different with her bull though. She sucked his cock because it turned her on.
By the time she pulled her eager mouth of his throbbing, spit-soaked dick Serena was overcome with feverish lust and she quickly straddled James and sat her slippery cunt on him. Dean watched his wife passionately ride another man’s cock, an incredible orgasm washing over her quickly. She would have another before James released his semen inside her, his second orgasm of the night filling Serena’s willing womb.
Her pussy looked well-fucked and sloppy as Serena approached her husband. She took the condom from his mouth and pulled him aggressively between her legs, smothering him and rubbing James’s cum all over his face. 
“Clean me,” she ordered with irresistible aggression in her voice. 
Dean licked eagerly and each stroke of his tongue brought with it the strong taste of another man’s cum. He swallowed every bit of semen he could find, eventually cleaning her out and satisfying his beautiful wife.
He looked up as she pushed his head away and saw Serena untying the condom. She was going to feed him another load of cum and make him clean her soiled engagement ring.
“Open up, my love,” she said with surprising sweetness.
Dean tilted his head back and stuck out his tongue, rolling it slightly to cradle the cum he was about to receive. Serena held the condom over her cuckold husband’s mouth and slowly let the semen inside it drip out. 
“Swallow James’s cum, honey.”
Dean’s cock jumped at her command. She was ordering him to swallow another man’s cum while that man sat just a few feet away and he did it without question. James’s semen slid down his throat, leaving a thick film behind that he’d be tasting long after his jizz eating adventure was over.
“Now I want you to clean the ring. Be sure not to swallow it, of course,” she said.
Dean used his tongue to carefully extract the cum-covered engagement ring from the condom and take it into his mouth. He gently swirled his tongue over it, sucking off the thick cum and mostly cleaning it. To finish the job he grabbed the ring in his fingers and carefully cleaned every bit of it.
Once it looked free of cum he presented the engagement ring to his wife and it wasn’t lost on him that he was on his knees and sliding it onto her ring finger after having sucked semen off of it.
She extended her hand and admired the ring, now with only the slightest residue of her bull’s cum on it and said, “Thank you, my love. What a wonderful husband you are.”
Dean smiled, satisfied that he’d done his job as a cuckold husband. The taste of cum was fresh in his mouth, his wife had experienced sexual bliss, and her bull was certain to return next week and let them play all over again.

    Cleaning Her Breasts is Your Reward

    Your wife’s bull loves her tits, and with good reason. They’re spectacular. You love her tits too, though your access to them is far more limited than it used to be. Her bull loves them so much that he likes to keep them for himself. Your wife is on board with that – he fucks her far better than you ever have – and you are too. After all, as a cuckold, there’s often great pleasure to be found in denial. You’re still granted access sometimes, though. In fact, last night you were granted access.

    Your wife invited your bull over to spend the night. They enjoyed dinner together, had a glass of wine afterwards, and then did a little fooling around on the couch. He fingered her perfect, slick pussy and she played with his cock as they kissed. Eventually she ended up with her lips wrapped around his magnificently thick erection, all while you sat there and watched from across the room. You were sporting an erection of your own, of course, but you kept it in your pants, as is customary until your wife gives you permission to masturbate.

    Her bull called you over to worship her pussy while she was giving him head and you did so gleefully. She was already slick with desire for him, but you find great pleasure in playing your part. You made her moan with your tongue, just as she made him moan with her talented mouth. The sounds of foreplay filled your living room and you couldn’t help but find a little bit of joy in the idea that only one man in your house would be fucking your wife’s pussy that night and it wasn’t you.

    They headed for the bedroom after a lengthy foreplay session and you followed. Your wife and her bull undressed each other and she sank to her knees to have him in her mouth again. He didn’t need a blowjob to be ready to fuck her, but your wife finds great pleasure in sucking her bull’s cock. She often moans like she’s getting fucked when she does it and sometimes she can’t help but play with her pussy. She’s told you that she feels intense pleasure at the idea of making him feel good, which is why she gets so turned on giving him head. You understand the feeling. You experience that same sensation of pleasure when you make your wife feel good.

    Eventually, your wife got into the bed and spread her legs. Her bull took his place between them. They urged you to come closer and you placed him in her pussy. It thrilled you, just as it always does. You stepped away and dropped to your knees to watch them have sex. Your wife gave you permission to take out your cock and masturbate. You unzipped and stroked slowly as he slid in and out of her body.

    At first it was slow, sensual sex. They kissed passionately. Their bodies melded as they pursued their deep desire for each other. His cock filled her over and over. She held him close. Her tits pressed into his chest. Her hands moved over his back. She grabbed his ass and urged him to fuck her harder, just as she always does when her orgasm is approaching.

    She climaxed on her back less than five minutes after he’d entered her. You watched her face during her orgasm, just as you always do. You watched it contort in a beautiful manner as he offered her the kind of satisfaction you’ve never been able to provide.

    Your wife climbed on top and rode him to yet another orgasm. This one took a little longer, but it seemed even more pleasurable. Plus, you got to enjoy the sight of her bull playing with her tits. He loves to have his hands all over them as she rides him and he gleefully pursued that pleasure as she bounced on his cock.

    After a short recovery period, your wife rolled onto her side and he slipped into her in the spoon position. You watched his hands move over her body as her gaze met yours. She smiled as he fucked her slowly and sensually. She beckoned you to come closer. You crawled forward and she took your hand in hers. She lifted your fingers to her lips and took one into her mouth. She sucked slowly and sensually as he fucked your wife’s pussy. She moaned around your fingers as he fucked her a little harder. You stroked your cock and dreamt of the pleasure of being in her mouth, a pleasure that was almost always reserved for her bull.

    “I want to cum on your tits,” he said.

    He pulled out and your wife rolled onto her back. He straddled her, slid his slippery cock between her breasts, and fucked them. She held them together around his shaft and licked the head of his dick when it reached her mouth. She moaned for him.

    “Cum on my tits,” she said. “Cum on my big, beautiful tits, baby. Cover them in your load.”

    He groaned, pulled back, and unleashed a thick load on her breasts. He moved his cock from side to side, coating her soft flesh with his creamy seed. Your wife smiled and moaned like it was the hottest thing she’d ever experienced.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” he said. “You’re so fucking hot.”

    “So are you,” your wife replied as she ran her finger through the cum and sucked it clean. “And I got two orgasms out of it. I guess I’m the lucky one.”

    He rolled off of his wife and onto his back in your bed. She turned to you, smiled, and said, “I want you to clean my tits. I want you to clean my bull’s cum off my tits. Will you do that for me?”

    You nodded and your wife sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. She spread her thighs and you crawled between them. Her cum-covered breasts were inches from your face and they looked spectacular.

    “Isn’t it beautiful?” she asked.

    “Yes,” you replied.

    She reached out and ran her fingers through your hair. She applied gentle pressure to the back of your head, pulling you to her breasts. You parted your lips and took one of her nipples into your mouth. You licked the cum off of it and your wife moaned. She reached between her legs and played with her pussy as you did your duty as her cuckold.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Clean up his mess. Be a good cuckold and clean up his cum.”

    You cleaned the soft, warm flesh of her breast. You licked up every drop of cum you could find and you swallowed without hesitation.

    Your wife guided you to her left breast and you repeated the process. Her moans grew louder and you could hear her fingers moving in and out of her slick pussy as you cleaned the cum from her perfect, big, perky tits.

    “You’re being such a good cuckold,” she said softly. “I love that you’re cleaning his cum, baby. I love it so much.”

    You finished cleaning his load from your wife’s breasts and looked up at her. You saw the pleasure on her face as she masturbated furiously. You saw that she was going to cum soon.

    She leaned down and kissed you. Her tongue darted into your mouth as she moaned. She shared the taste of your bull’s cum.

    “I’m cumming,” she said. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    You watched her climax. You watched the contortions of pleasure on her face. It thrilled you to provide her with such joy.

    “You may cum,” she said after her orgasm had passed. “Cum in your hand.”

    You stroked your cock furiously. Your wife held your head in her hands and kissed you. You held your hand in front of your cock. You climaxed as her tongue danced with yours. You moaned into her mouth and she moaned in response.

    “Was that good?” she asked.

    You nodded. “It was great.”

    “Good. Now eat your cum,” she said.

    You lifted your hand to your mouth and poured the cum onto your tongue. You swallowed and your wife smiled.

    “Very good,” she said. “He’s spending the night. The guest room is already made up for you. I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

    “Thank you,” you said.

    Your wife smiled and rolled into your bed to cuddle with her bull. You stood and walked out of the bedroom, closing the door behind you to give them some privacy. You washed your hands and headed to the guest bedroom so your wife could spend the night with her bull in your bed.

  
    Cleaning His Boss's Creampie

    “Does he flirt with every woman like that?” Marie asked as Simon zipped up her red dress.

    Simon gently kissed his wife’s neck. “No,” he said. “He really seemed to like you.”

    He looked at his wife in the mirror and couldn’t help but feel lucky. She was astoundingly beautiful with long, wavy brown hair and a slender body that she worked hard to keep in great shape. The wives of most of his coworkers had long since given up on keeping in shape and embraced the plumpness that afflicts so many women after 40.

    “He knew I was your wife, you know,” Marie said as she turned around and looked into Simon’s eyes. “He knew he was flirting with an employee’s wife. That doesn’t bother you?”

    In truth, it had bothered him a little. David was the head of one of the city’s most powerful law firms and when he set his sights on something he usually ended up getting it. At the company’s Christmas party Marie had caught his eye and he’d been aggressive in his flirtation.

    Simon pulled his wife close and kissed her. He surprised himself with the passion behind it and seemed to surprise her too. When he broke the kiss they simply stared at each other for a few moments, soaking up the silence. Finally, Simon spoke. “I’d be lying if I didn’t say it bothered me a little.”

    Marie reached between her husband’s legs and caressed the erection she knew she’d find there. “It doesn’t bother you that much though, does it?” she asked with a devilish smile on her face.

    “I guess not,” Simon answered before kissing her again. If they weren’t already late for the party he would have torn the dress off of her and fucked his wife right on the bedroom floor.

    “We should get going,” she said.

    Simon groaned and Marie smiled. He knew she liked it when he was sexually frustrated. She said it made him more attentive. She wasn’t wrong. He couldn’t keep his hands off of her on the way to the car and spent the drive to David’s house caressing Marie’s legs.

    Every spring, David invited the lawyers at the firm to his home in the country for a lavish party. It was seen by most as a chance to impress the boss and improve their odds at making partner, which is what everyone was ultimately chasing. Everyone knew it was also a chance to screw up, as more than a few members of the firm had seen their employment ended shortly after the spring party in years prior.

    Simon felt confident as he pulled up to his boss’s home. He’d worked exceptionally hard the previous year, turned in a remarkably high number of billable hours, and had always felt like David was fond of him.

    Simon handed the keys to the valet and took Marie’s hand as they ascended the stairs to the front door. David was there to greet them. “Simon, Marie, welcome to my home.”

    Simon smiled. “Thank you for having us sir. Your home is as breathtaking as ever.”

    “And so is your wife,” David replied as he leaned forward and greeted Marie with a lingering kiss on the cheek. His hand found its way to the small of her back and slowly moved down to briefly grasp the upper half of her butt through the tight material of her red dress.

    A quiet squeal of surprise escaped Marie’s lips as David’s hand slipped off her ass and moved to greet Simon. “You’ll find drinks and food inside and I’m sure we’ll have time to connect once the rest of the guests have arrived,” David said as he ushered the couple inside.

    Once they were out of earshot Marie whispered to her husband, “Did you see that?”

    Simon couldn’t have missed it. David wasn’t exactly subtle when he grabbed Marie’s ass. It seemed like whatever drove his flirting at the Christmas party was still very much alive. He could tell his wife was a bit distressed, too.

    They stopped at the bar to order drinks and as the bartender busied himself preparing their order, Marie turned to her husband. “Well, are you going to do anything about this?” she whispered. “Or are you just going to let your boss do whatever he wants with me?”

    Simon wasn’t sure what to say. He was certain he’d be fired if he got angry at David for touching his wife like that and he was smart enough to know that a wrongful termination suit would fail. David was one of the city’s most powerful lawyers.

    Marie didn’t seem nearly as upset as Simon might have thought. She seemed frustrated that he hadn’t done anything in the moment, but he suspected she understood the predicament they were in. “What do you want me to do? We both know what will happen if I tell him to knock it off. You know people have been fired for less.”

    As their drinks arrived David showed up, surprising them both. “Sorry to startle you,” he said with a smile. “Marie, I hope you don’t mind but I need to steal your husband for a bit. I’d like to introduce him to a prospective client I’ve invited. I need him to work his magic.” He turned to Simon and said, “You’ll be the point man on their account and I need you to convince them you’ll be able to deliver.”

    “Of course. Take him away,” Marie said before lifting her glass and taking a sip of champagne.

    Simon smiled at his wife and walked away with David. He shook hands with the two gentlemen he was introduced to and was distressed to see his boss walk right back towards Marie.

    While doing his job and wooing the new client he kept an eye on the bar, where David was clearly hitting on his wife. A surge of jealousy washed over him as he watched Marie laugh and lean closer to David. He reached out and caressed her arm as he whispered something into her ear, eliciting another joyful laugh.

    “What do you think about that?” the client said, and Simon realized he hadn’t been paying attention. He’d been too focused on the sight of another man trying to seduce his wife.

    He took a shot in the dark and said, “I think that sounds smart. Why don’t you give me the details?”

    For a few tense moments he wondered if he’d blown the account. He was relieved to see the client smile and launch into a long-winded recitation of details. Simon turned from the bar and from the sight of David and Marie flirting. He knew he’d lose the client and likely his job if he didn’t devote his full attention to the conversation.

    An hour later he entered the party again. Simon was certain he’d locked down the client’s business and was free to focus his energy on finding his wife and ensuring she was okay.

    He spotted her in the backyard and began to make his way to her when David interrupted him. “Simon, can I have a moment of your time?” his boss asked.

    “Of course,” he said and followed David into his personal library. Shelves lined every wall and each was stuffed with a breathtaking array of books. Simon knew his boss had read them all.

    “Sit, please,” David said as he gestured to one of the two leather chairs in the room. He poured them each a drink and handed one to Simon. “I’ve just been informed we have a new client. Well done.” They toasted and each took a sip of the expensive scotch.

    “Thank you, sir,” Simon replied as he savored the strong, smoky of the alcohol.

    “There’s something else I want to talk about,” David said as he leaned forward. He met Simon’s gaze and offered a serious look before saying, “I’ve decided I want to fuck your wife.”

    Simon choked on the sip of scotch in his mouth and spit it back into his glass. “What?” he said in a shocked tone.

    “Marie is stunningly beautiful Simon, and I want her, and you know that I usually get what I want. I’ve already talked to her about it and she seems amenable,” David said with a cocky smile.

    “You talked to my wife about fucking her? Are you crazy?” Simon tried to tamp down his anger. He wanted to thrash the man sitting in front of him, but he knew his employment hung in the balance. He also knew that David would likely ensure that no other firm in the city would hire him if he declined to let him fuck Marie.

    Was he telling the truth about talking to her? Was Marie really okay with letting David fuck her? Simon took a deep breath, put his drink down, and stood up. He buttoned his jacket and turned to his boss before saying, “Let me talk to her.”

    “You do that. Afterwards I’d like you both to meet me in the master bedroom. You’ll find it upstairs and to the left. It’s the last door.” David leaned back and took a long sip of scotch. The smug, satisfied look on his face infuriated Simon.

    Simon found Marie in the backyard. She politely excused herself from the conversation she was having and joined her husband to address the panicked look on his face.

    Before Simon could ask a question, she spoke, “You spoke to David, didn’t you?” Simon nodded. “He wasn’t lying, honey. I told him I was okay with having sex with him.”

    Simon was speechless. His mouth hung open. In an hour his wife had shifted from being annoyed that David had groped her to being willing to sleep with him. Finally, he managed to ask, “What changed? I don’t get it.”

    “Simon, I’m not an idiot. We both know that David holds the keys to your future. If he wants to ruin your career, he can. If he wants to make you a partner, he can do that too. If fucking him is what it takes to make you partner, I’m more than happy to do it. It’s not like he’s hideous or too disgusting to consider having sex with. He’s a handsome, fit, powerful man. Plus, he’s not exactly lacking down there,” she said while pointing to her husband’s crotch.

    “How do you know that?” Simon asked.

    “We did a little more than flirt while you were indisposed with your new clients,” Marie said with a smile.

    Simon felt like his head was spinning. “What does that mean?” he asked in a raised voice.

    “We kissed a little,” Marie said. “He managed to get a hand up my dress, too. He’s a very charming man, you know. And like I said, he’s very powerful. That can be hard to resist, though I can’t say I put much effort into resisting him.”

    Simon let his anger get the better of him and threw an accusation at his wife, “Is this because I didn’t stop him from groping your ass? Is this some weird way to get revenge for that?”

    “I’m not going to fuck someone for revenge, Simon, but let’s not pretend this is going to be some major humiliation for you,” Marie spat back.

    “What does that mean?” he said.

    “You liked it when he flirted with me at the Christmas party. You couldn’t keep your hands off me that night. You couldn’t keep your hands off me in the car ride over here. You like the idea of your boss fucking your wife, don’t you?” Marie said, her voice rising as her sentence came to an end.

    “No,” was the only answer Simon could manage. He stood and offered Marie his hand. “Let’s go. We might as well get this over with.”

    Hand in hand, Simon and Marie made their way through the party and upstairs. They walked down the long hallway and opened the last door. The master bedroom was massive and well-appointed, and David stood there waiting for them.

    “Welcome,” he said as he stepped forward and took Marie’s hand. She let go of her husband and walked towards the bed with his boss. Simon watched as his wife shared a slow, tender kiss with another man.

    He watched David’s hands move over Marie’s body. He saw another man gently play with his wife’s breasts and squeeze her ass. He listened to her moan and saw her melt under his confident touch.

    “Simon, come over here and help your wife out of her dress,” David said in a commanding tone.

    Simon hesitated for a moment and it was Marie that spurred him to action. “Honey, please help me with the zipper,” she said.

    Simon stepped forward and pulled on the zipper until it reached her lower back. He helped her slip the dress over her shoulders and down her toned body. He stepped back as she pushed it down her legs and stood there in her bra, panties, and high heels. Marie looked up at David before stepping towards him.

    “I’m yours,” she said.

    David smiled and pulled his employee’s wife towards him. He kissed her again, this time unhooking her bra as his tongue explored her mouth. He played with her breasts and she moaned, especially when he gently pulled on her nipples.

    “Simon, take her panties off for me,” David ordered.

    This time, Simon didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, fell to his knees, and pulled off his wife’s panties, revealing her shaved pussy. He couldn’t help but notice her swollen lips and the obvious wetness between them. She was unquestionably aroused.

    David spun Marie around so she was facing her husband. She looked down at him as he looked up. Their eyes met and in that moment they both embraced the reality of what they were doing. It sunk in that they were crossing a boundary they’d never even approached.

    A smile spread across Marie’s face and she said, “I see you’re enjoying yourself a little more than you might be willing to admit. At least your cock can’t lie.”

    For a split second Simon had no idea what she was talking about. When he reached between his legs and found an erection, he knew and felt deeply embarrassed.

    “See, I was right about him,” David said.

    “Yes you were,” Marie answered.

    “Simon,” his boss began, “there’s one more detail I forgot to mention. I won’t be using a condom with your wife and you’ll be cleaning my cum out of her when I’m done. There will be no hesitation on your part, or you can kiss becoming a partner goodbye. Do you understand?”

    Once again, Simon’s head spun. He looked up at Marie and David and a wave of dizziness washed over him. He was forced to sink to the floor to stop the spinning.

    “He understands,” Marie said. “Don’t you honey?”

    Simon nodded. He understood he was choosing his career over everything else in that moment. He understood it would almost certainly have long-term ramifications on his marriage, but it seemed as though they were long past the point of return. It seemed as though Marie had made the choice for him, in fact.

    “Honey, look up at me,” Marie said. Simon obeyed and was greeted with a look of warmth from his wife. “I know this is going to be hard for you, but it’s for the best.” David’s hands slipped under her arms and he began to play with Marie’s breasts. She closed her eyes and let a moan escape before turning her attention back to her husband. “I want you to lick my pussy, honey. I want you to get me ready for him.”

    Reluctantly, Simon moved closer to his wife’s smooth pussy. He could see how wet she was and knew she didn’t need him to get her ready. He knew she wanted him to participate, to tacitly agree to what was about to happen by offering his tongue. He obeyed.

    “Good boy,” she said as her fingers entwined in his hair and pulled him tight against her pelvis. “Eat me.”

    When she was satisfied with his work, Marie pushed Simon’s head from between her legs and turned around. She put her arms around David’s neck, kissed him passionately, and said, “Fuck me.”

    David picked her up, placed her in his bed, and quickly stripped. Once naked, he turned to Simon, revealing his rather large cock to the soon-to-be-cuckold, and said, “I want you to stay right there and watch me cum in your wife.”

    He held Simon’s gaze for what felt like ages, though it was no more than a handful of seconds. Finally, unable to stand the silence, Simon offered, “Yes, sir.”

    With that, David turned and climbed into bed. He moved between Marie’s legs and rubbed the thick head of his cock around her swollen pussy lips.

    Simon watched as another man slowly sank his impressively large cock into his wife. He witnessed his cuckolding and did nothing about it. He stayed there on his knees, transfixed by the sexual spectacle unfolding in front of him. The sight of Marie’s pussy lips stretching around the big dick was particularly enrapturing. He was certain she’d never had to open quite so wide to accommodate his cock.

    From his vantage point on the floor Marie seemed immediately lost in lust. She wrapped her legs around David and pulled him deeper inside her. Her moans were guttural and passionate. “Oh God, fuck me,” she urged him.

    As he watched, Simon couldn’t deny the arousal he felt. He knew he should be infuriated at watching his wife fuck another man. He knew he should throw David to the floor and beat him senseless, but he didn’t want to. He wanted to masturbate. More than anything, he wanted to pull out his cock and stroke it.

    He wouldn’t, though. He knew that doing so would be the ultimate proof that he was a willing participant in all of this and he wasn’t able to go that far. Instead, he watched his wife fuck another man.

    He watched them switch positions as Marie rolled over and got on top. Once again he marveled at how thick David’s cock was and how it seemed to force his wife’s pussy to stretch wide around it as she rode him. She bounced rhythmically and her body swallowed the foreign cock over and over.

    When Marie climaxed Simon had to fight off another wave of desire to pull out his cock and masturbate. He wanted so badly to satisfy the growing sense of desire in his loins. He refused though, again forcing all his energy on the sight of David’s cock penetrating his wife’s pussy.

    Soon after they switched to missionary again Simon heard his boss declare, “I’m going to cum inside you.”

    Marie responded by wrapping her legs around him and practically begging him to fill her with his cum. “Cum inside me David. Fill me with your cum. Fill my pussy with your cum!”

    David thrust deep into her one last time and groaned. Simon watched his balls contract over and over. He knew that each time meant another shot of semen into his wife’s pussy. He felt an almost-nauseating rush of pleasure as David came in his wife. It sickened Simon to think that watching his boss seed his wife turned him on, but he couldn’t deny it.

    When David pulled out, his cock was wet with a combination of cum and Marie’s juices. He admired his handiwork for a moment and Simon couldn’t help but stare too. His wife’s pussy was red, puffy, and gaping from the big cock that had just been pounding it.

    “Get to work,” David ordered.

    Simon slowly crawled towards the bed and moved between Marie’s legs. He saw a thick stream of cum leaking from her pussy and towards her asshole. He looked up at his wife and was surprised to see a look of joyful anticipation on her face. She wanted him to do this.

    “Clean me, honey. Lick up all of David’s cum,” she said in a soft voice as her fingers moved to the back of his head.

    The moment had arrived. Marie pulled Simon toward the mess between her legs and he couldn’t stop it. He was going to clean another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy. He extended his tongue and licked up a dollop of cum. He nearly gagged on the taste. It was bitter and so much saltier than he expected.

    “Swallow it,” Marie ordered. Simon hesitated. She pulled hard on his hair. “I swallow your cum, don’t I? It’s not that hard.”

    Simon swallowed. Immediately his tongue and throat were coated with David’s cum. He fought back the urge to gag and used his tongue to retrieve another helping of cum from Marie’s pussy. The second one went down easier than the first. Soon he was eagerly cleaning her cunt of someone else’s seed.

    “That’s a good boy. Get every drop,” Marie said as she began to gently press her hips forward. She moaned as Simon began to lick from the base of her pussy to her clit. He suddenly felt an overwhelming urge to make her cum, as if that would somehow wash away the fact that another man had fucked her, given her an orgasm, and ejaculated inside her.

    A few short minutes later Marie was trembling in post-orgasmic bliss and her pussy was clean of David’s cum. Simon’s face was a sticky mess and his mind was awash with arousal, humiliation, and a touch of anger.

    “Feel free to use the shower if you’d like to get cleaned up,” David said as he put his clothes back on. “Then join the party again. There are some important people I’d like to introduce you both to.” He smiled as he looked at the married couple in his bed. “Keep this up and you’ll be partner before you know it, Simon.” With that he turned and walked out of the bedroom, leaving Simon and Marie to clean up and consider how one afternoon at David’s house would forever change their marriage.

  
    Cleaning is Divine
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    Like a good cuck, you fall to your knees in front of her without hesitation. You lean forward and kiss the soft, exposed flesh of her thighs. She smiles and parts her legs.

    The smell of sex fills your nose. You close your eyes and your loins stir.

    "Do you crave my pussy, cuck?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    She shifts her hips forward and you lean in until your nose is pressed against her panties. You inhale deeply. You smell sex. You smell cum. You smell your cuckolding.

    "Breathe it in, cuck," she says. "Stroke yourself and breathe in the scent of another man's cock and cum in my pussy."

    You unzip. You free your cock. You stroke yourself as you inhale the scent emanating from her pussy.

    She pulls her dress up around her waist and inches her hips forward once more, presenting herself to you.

    "You may remove my panties, cuck, but you may only do so with your teeth."

    You slowly pull her panties down with your teeth. The scent of cum and sex gets stronger. You're salivating now. You've been trained to crave this moment and you can no longer control your desires when given the chance to clean her messy pussy.

    "Plunge your tongue inside me, cuck," she instructs.

    You lean forward. You push your tongue inside her. His cum dances on your taste buds. It's bitter and salty and delicious. Your dick throbs in your hand. You moan into her messy pussy. She puts a hand on the back of your head and moans.

    "Mmm, this is your place, cuck. You don't fuck me. You clean me after another man has fucked me. You lick his thick, salty seed out of me and you stroke your worthless little dick."

    You clean her pussy and rub your lips against her clit. Your wife moans as you provide her with the kind of pleasure only a cuck can offer. A real man wouldn't clean someone else's cum out of her pussy, after all.

    She grabs a handful of your hair and pulls your head from between her legs, depriving you of the pleasure of cleaning her.

    "You've become such an eager little cum slut," she says softly.

    You watch her finger move in slow circles over her clit. She adds a second and soon they're both inside her.

    Her fingers emerge from her pussy soaked in a mixture of her juices and his cum. She leans forward and you part your lips. Her fingers slide into your mouth and you suck them clean.

    "I've trained you to be a good cuck, haven't I?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "Mmm, you look so good sucking his cum off my fingers."

    She moans as her fingers push deeper into your mouth, triggering your gag reflex for a moment. That puts a smile on her face, especially when you refuse to pull away.

    "Do you love cleaning my pussy, cuck?"

    "Yes."

    She smiles. "Is it your favorite part of being my cuck?"

    You nod. "I get so turned on tasting him inside you."

    "Mmm, do you think you'd be willing to work for the chance to clean my pussy?"

    "Yes."

    "Good, because I want to watch you suck his cock."

    You tense up as she pulls her fingers free and guides your mouth to her pussy. Your tongue slides between her labia and you bathe your taste buds in his cum once more. The tension falls away as you indulge in cleaning her messy pussy.

    "Don't worry, cuck," she says. "Watching you suck cock won't make me think any differently of you. I've already made you a naughty little cum whore. Becoming a dirty little cocksucker is just part of a cuck's natural evolution. Before long, you'll be an expert at getting my bull's dick hard for me and sucking it clean like a good little cucky boy."

    You were once afraid to clean another man's cum out of her. Now it's the thing that turns you on more than any other.

    You might be scared of being a cocksucker for your wife, but you know she's right. You know you'll end up loving it, because a cuck loves doing whatever it takes to make his hotwife happy.

    "Now make me cum, cuck. Clean his fucking load out of me and make me cum like a good boy."

    You do as you're told, because a good cuck always does as he's told.

  
    Cleaning Up After a Good Cucking

    “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” your wife screams.

    She’s in your bed. Her bull’s cock is inside her. You’re watching from just a few feet away. You’re watching someone else pound her pussy. You’re watching someone with a bigger, better cock satisfy your wife in ways you can’t.

    “Oh my God!” she screams. “You feel so fucking good inside me!”

    He pounds the pussy that you shaved just a few hours ago. He pounds the pussy that you licked just a few minutes ago. He pounds the pussy that you’re not allowed to fuck anymore. Why would she let you inside her when she can have him?

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum inside me. Make a mess in my pussy. Make a mess for my cuck to clean up.”

    Your wife wants you to lick up her lover’s load. She wants you to get on your knees between her legs and devour someone else’s semen. She wants you to be a good cum eating cuckold for her.

    He grunts and his cock empties into your wife’s pussy. He pumps his cum inside her. He fills her with a thick, salty, creamy white load as she moans.

    Her delight is genuine. She likes knowing that her bull’s cum is inside her. She likes knowing that the superior man has filled her pussy. She likes knowing that you’re standing there watching as another man nuts in her perfect cunt.

    You like it too. Your cock is rock hard as you watch. This is your favorite thing in the world. This is what you crave more than anything. You love seeing another man cum in your wife’s wet pussy.

    “Will you clean me, honey?” your wife asks. “Will you clean his cum from my pussy?”

    You nod and her bull steps aside. You fall to your knees between your wife’s legs. She spreads wide for you.

    “That’s a good boy,” she says.

    You move between her legs. You extend your tongue. You lick her cum-filled pussy. You taste his load. You lick him out of her. You devour another man’s seed.

    She runs her fingers through your hair. “You’re such a good cuckold,” she says. “Make sure you get it all. Make sure you eat all of my bull’s cum.”

    You have every intention of doing so. You like doing your job. You love being a good cuckold. You love knowing that he gets to fuck her and you get to lick his cum out of her. You love knowing that your willingness to be a cuckold makes your wife happy.

    You even love that he’s going to cuddle up in bed with her after you’re done. You’ll leave the room and make them lunch. You’ll bring it to them. You’ll do the dishes afterwards. You’re a good cuckold, after all.

  
    Cleaning Up After Her Boss

    You never imagined being a house husband. You never thought you'd be the one staying at home while your wife climbs the corporate ladder. You never thought your days would be consumed with getting your son and daughter off to school, doing the laundry, cleaning the house, and making sure dinner is taken care of when your beautiful, successful wife gets home from work.

    That's become your life, though. You're a happy house husband married to an increasingly successful woman that loves you dearly and appreciates that you were willing to sacrifice your career in the name of supporting her on her quest to run the company she works at (or one very much like it).

    You're always at the door when she comes home. You greet your wife with a smile. You take her coat and hang it the closet. Today is no different.

    "Welcome home, my love," you say.

    Your wife looks beautiful in a satin blouse and a tight, knee length skirt that hugs her hips and ass. She dresses a little sexier than most women at corporate jobs, but that approach has always worked for her, as she's risen up the ladder quite quickly.

    You take her coat and hang it in the closet. You take her purse and give her a soft kiss on the cheek. "Did you have a good day at work?" you ask.

    She smiles. "It was a little stressful, to be honest."

    "Can I help you with that? A massage, perhaps? Or an orgasm?"

    She leans in and kisses you on the cheek. "Actually, I already found a way to deal with the stress. My boss helped me out, as he's done so many times over the past six months."

    Your cock stirs to life.

    "There is something you can do for me, though," she continues.

    "Anything," you reply.

    She smiles, leans in like she's going to kiss you, and then walks away. "Follow me," she instructs.

    You walk behind your beautiful wife and admire the gentle sway in her hips, the way her heels make her calves look remarkably sexy, and the way her skirt clings to her ass. She's an alluring, confident, sexy woman and you're absolutely certain she attracts attention at the office. She's certainly attracted the attention of her boss, a married man who nonetheless finds your wife irresistible.

    "Help me out of my skirt," she instructs upon entering your bedroom.

    You shut the door, set her purse down on her dresser, and approach your wife. You run your hands down the back of her delicate satin blouse, rest them on her hips for a moment, and then carefully unzip her skirt. You lower it to the ground and fall to your knees while doing so. Your wife steps out of the skirt, spins around, and looks down at you.

    For a moment you stare up at her beautiful face, but eventually your eyes wander between her legs. You stare at her black satin panties. You admire their delicate lace trim and you inhale an intoxicating scent that's a mixture of her perfume and the unmistakable smell of sex.

    Most alluring of all, though, is the sizable wet spot in the gusset of her panties. The wet spot that proves what you already knew: That your wife's boss fucked her and came inside her. That's how she relieved her stress. That's how she often relieves her stress, though it's not always her boss that fucks her. Sometimes it's one of her boyfriends. On rare occasions - when she's out of town for business - it's a random hookup, though only a few men are allowed to cum inside her.

    "I'm so happy you found a way to relieve your stress," you say as you look up at your beautiful wife.

    She smiles, reaches down to run her fingers through your hair, and then gently pulls your head between her legs. You press your lips against her panties and extend your tongue to lick her panties as you've done so many times before. You taste a mixture of your wife's wetness and her boss's cum. His is saltier than any other you've cleaned out of her and you recognize it instantly.

    "You're such a good house husband," she says softly. "So dutiful. So happy to support your wife, to make whatever sacrifice is necessary to ensure my happiness and success."

    She gathers a handful of your hair and her lips curl into a devilish smile. She exerts a bit of pressure and you feel mild pain as she pulls you deeper between her legs. Your tongue moves back and forth over her panties and soon her boss's cum coats your taste buds. She hasn't yet offered you the real treat, though.

    "Do you want it?" she asks.

    You nod as best as you can. Your wife takes half a step back, reaches down, and pulls her panties aside. A moment later your mouth is pressed against her pussy. You push your tongue as deep inside her as you can. You taste her boss's salty cum. You taste her sweet juices.

    "Today, he ate my pussy," she says. "He had me sit on his desk and he went down on me, baby. He fingered me, too. His tongue is almost as talented as yours."

    You never really feel jealous when someone else fucks your wife, but you feel it when someone else eats her pussy. It's like they're encroaching on your territory. You know she likes having her pussy eaten, though, so you never complain. Plus, your wife is exceptionally generous in that she lets you go down on her most days.

    "After he'd gotten me good and wet he stood, unzipped his pants, and very nearly slipped his cock inside me," she says. "I made him stop, though. His dick looked so good that I had to have it in my mouth. I had to give him a blowjob, baby. I had to show him how much I appreciate that he fucks me so good with that big cock of his."

    You swallow her boss's cum and work your wife's clit. She closes her eyes, tightens her grip on your hair, and moans as you lick her throbbing sex organ.

    "He sat in his chair and I got on my knees for him. I looked up at him and kissed my way from the bottom of his shaft to the top. I told him how much I love his big cock. I told him how good it feels when he fucks me. I told him that it always relieves my stress when he gives me the pleasure of his perfect dick," she says.

    You plunge your tongue back between her pussy lips. You find more of his load. You move your tongue around inside her. You search for as much cum as you can find and you swallow like the greedy cuckold you've become.

    "I gave him a great blowjob," she says. "I sucked his cock like it was the most important thing in the world to me in that moment. I made him feel so good, baby, and when I was done he was out of his mind with desire for me. That's part of the reason I love sucking cock so much. It always makes a man so eager to fuck me hard, which is how I need to be fucked. I need a nice big cock to pound my pussy hard. I need to feel taken so I can completely let go, so all the stress can wash away."

    "Did he make you feel taken?" you ask.

    She nods. "He did. He put me on his desk. He spread my legs. He slipped his cock inside me. He fucked me hard while we kissed. He fucked me as hard as he's ever fucked me, baby. He fucked me hard and he made me cum just like I needed to cum. It felt so fucking good. I came all over that big cock of his and then I begged him to cum inside me, to flood my pussy with his seed. I begged him for it and I told him I would go home and feed his cum to my house husband."

    You feel a sense of elation as you devour your wife's cum-filled pussy. You feel far happier than when you brought in an income, when you worked all day and returned home exhausted. Your wife is happier too and it's almost entirely because you've both found your place in your marriage. She's the breadwinner. She's the alpha of the household. You're the loyal, supportive, caretaking beta of the household and you've never been so satisfied with your life.

    "Make me cum," your wife demands.

    You turn your attention to her clit. You work it with your tongue as you look up at her. She holds your gaze and the eye contact is exhilarating. You feel as though you're serving your purpose and doing so brings you immense pleasure.

    You make her cum. It happens quickly, just as it always does when you're cleaning another man's cum out of her, especially when she's come home from work. Unlike most women would be in her situation, your wife is turned on by the fact that you're a willing house husband. She likes that you've taken on that role, that you're so supportive of her career ambitions. She likes that you're so eager to help her relax after a long day, that you want nothing more than to soothe her worries and tend to her pussy even if it's brimming with another man's load.

    "Thank you, my love," your wife says. She steps back, smiles, and asks, "Would you like to cum before dinner?"

    "Very much so," you reply.

    "Stand up and strip," she says.

    You stand and hastily remove your clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor as your wife takes off her panties and holds them up. You see that some of her boss's cum had leaked out and is now resting in the gusset of her satin underwear. Your wife's gaze follows yours and she smiles, though of course she knew very well that his load had leaked out of her and collected in her underwear.

    "Come here," she says.

    You step closer and your wife reaches down and wraps the cum-filled part of her panties around your stiff cock. His semen is still warm from resting against her pussy on the drive home. Your legs tremble and your cock tingles with pleasure as she strokes you slowly.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks.

    You close your eyes and nod. It feels exquisite. It feels like the most pleasurable handjob any man has ever received.

    "Do you like that another man's cum is in my panties?" she asks. "That another man fucked your wife and that I begged him to cum inside me?"

    "Yes," you answer.

    "And do you like that his cum is now providing the lubrication for this handjob?" she asks.

    "I do."

    She leans in and you feel the soft satin of her blouse against your arm. Her lips find your cheek and she offers a series of seductive kisses while moaning. She strokes you faster, luring you towards an orgasm that you know will feel utterly breathtaking.

    "You're such a good house husband," she whispers. "Staying home all day to do my laundry and clean our home. Cooking breakfast for me and buying groceries to cook our family a beautiful dinner. Offering me whatever form of relaxation I need when I get home from a long day at the office. Doing whatever it takes to support your loving wife in her career, including eating a superior man's cum from my well-fucked pussy."

    "I'm close," you announce. She doesn't like it when you make a mess with your cum, so you must announce your impending orgasm each time you're ready to unload.

    She moans, strokes your cock furiously, and then, right before you blow your load, she covers the head with her panties and catches every drop of your sticky spunk. She makes sure to tease your dick as you're cumming, providing you with an intensely powerful orgasm that leaves you lightheaded and smiling dumbly, like you're the luckiest man alive.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," you say afterwards.

    "No, thank you," your wife replies as she steps back and holds up her messy panties. "It would make me happy if you wore these for the rest of the night. They'll serve as a nice reminder of your place, and we both know that sometimes you need a little reminder after you've had an orgasm."

    You take the panties from her and step into them. The cummy mess is warm and sticky against your cock and balls, but you understand the need for a reminder of your place. She's right, after all. Sometimes, after you've cum, you're a little less accepting of your place as a house husband.

    Wearing her cum-filled panties corrects any drifting of your mind quite quickly, though, and you can't wait to get to the kitchen and prepare a meal for your family.

    "I'm a lucky man," you say.

    She kisses you softly. "And I'm a lucky woman. Now get dressed and go make us dinner."

    "Of course, my love," you reply.

    You get dressed. You leave the bedroom. You prepare dinner for your family. You're a good house husband and you'll continue to be for as long as your wife desires it.

  
    Cleaning Up After Her Boss Has His Way with Her

    You never imagined being a house husband. You never thought you'd be the one staying at home while your wife climbs the corporate ladder. You never thought your days would be consumed with getting your son and daughter off to school, doing the laundry, cleaning the house, and making sure dinner is taken care of when your beautiful, successful wife gets home from work.

    That's become your life, though. You're a happy house husband married to an increasingly successful woman that loves you dearly and appreciates that you were willing to sacrifice your career in the name of supporting her on her quest to run the company she works at (or one very much like it).

    You're always at the door when she comes home. You greet your wife with a smile. You take her coat and hang it the closet. Today is no different.

    "Welcome home, my love," you say.

    Your wife looks beautiful in a satin blouse and a tight, knee length skirt that hugs her hips and ass. She dresses a little sexier than most women at corporate jobs, but that approach has always worked for her, as she's risen up the ladder quite quickly.

    You take her coat and hang it in the closet. You take her purse and give her a soft kiss on the cheek. "Did you have a good day at work?" you ask.

    She smiles. "It was a little stressful, to be honest."

    "Can I help you with that? A massage, perhaps? Or an orgasm?"

    She leans in and kisses you on the cheek. "Actually, I already found a way to deal with the stress. My boss helped me out, as he's done so many times over the past six months."

    Your cock stirs to life.

    "There is something you can do for me, though," she continues.

    "Anything," you reply.

    She smiles, leans in like she's going to kiss you, and then walks away. "Follow me," she instructs.

    You walk behind your beautiful wife and admire the gentle sway in her hips, the way her heels make her calves look remarkably sexy, and the way her skirt clings to her ass. She's an alluring, confident, sexy woman and you're absolutely certain she attracts attention at the office. She's certainly attracted the attention of her boss, a married man who nonetheless finds your wife irresistible.

    "Help me out of my skirt," she instructs upon entering your bedroom.

    You shut the door, set her purse down on her dresser, and approach your wife. You run your hands down the back of her delicate satin blouse, rest them on her hips for a moment, and then carefully unzip her skirt. You lower it to the ground and fall to your knees while doing so. Your wife steps out of the skirt, spins around, and looks down at you.

    For a moment you stare up at her beautiful face, but eventually your eyes wander between her legs. You stare at her black satin panties. You admire their delicate lace trim and you inhale an intoxicating scent that's a mixture of her perfume and the unmistakable smell of sex.

    Most alluring of all, though, is the sizable wet spot in the gusset of her panties. The wet spot that proves what you already knew: That your wife's boss fucked her and came inside her. That's how she relieved her stress. That's how she often relieves her stress, though it's not always her boss that fucks her. Sometimes it's one of her boyfriends. On rare occasions - when she's out of town for business - it's a random hookup, though only a few men are allowed to cum inside her.

    "I'm so happy you found a way to relieve your stress," you say as you look up at your beautiful wife.

    She smiles, reaches down to run her fingers through your hair, and then gently pulls your head between her legs. You press your lips against her panties and extend your tongue to lick her panties as you've done so many times before. You taste a mixture of your wife's wetness and her boss's cum. His is saltier than any other you've cleaned out of her and you recognize it instantly.

    "You're such a good house husband," she says softly. "So dutiful. So happy to support your wife, to make whatever sacrifice is necessary to ensure my happiness and success."

    She gathers a handful of your hair and her lips curl into a devilish smile. She exerts a bit of pressure and you feel mild pain as she pulls you deeper between her legs. Your tongue moves back and forth over her panties and soon her boss's cum coats your taste buds. She hasn't yet offered you the real treat, though.

    "Do you want it?" she asks.

    You nod as best as you can. Your wife takes half a step back, reaches down, and pulls her panties aside. A moment later your mouth is pressed against her pussy. You push your tongue as deep inside her as you can. You taste her boss's salty cum. You taste her sweet juices.

    "Today, he ate my pussy," she says. "He had me sit on his desk and he went down on me, baby. He fingered me, too. His tongue is almost as talented as yours."

    You never really feel jealous when someone else fucks your wife, but you feel it when someone else eats her pussy. It's like they're encroaching on your territory. You know she likes having her pussy eaten, though, so you never complain. Plus, your wife is exceptionally generous in that she lets you go down on her most days.

    "After he'd gotten me good and wet he stood, unzipped his pants, and very nearly slipped his cock inside me," she says. "I made him stop, though. His dick looked so good that I had to have it in my mouth. I had to give him a blowjob, baby. I had to show him how much I appreciate that he fucks me so good with that big cock of his."

    You swallow her boss's cum and work your wife's clit. She closes her eyes, tightens her grip on your hair, and moans as you lick her throbbing sex organ.

    "He sat in his chair and I got on my knees for him. I looked up at him and kissed my way from the bottom of his shaft to the top. I told him how much I love his big cock. I told him how good it feels when he fucks me. I told him that it always relieves my stress when he gives me the pleasure of his perfect dick," she says.

    You plunge your tongue back between her pussy lips. You find more of his load. You move your tongue around inside her. You search for as much cum as you can find and you swallow like the greedy cuckold you've become.

    "I gave him a great blowjob," she says. "I sucked his cock like it was the most important thing in the world to me in that moment. I made him feel so good, baby, and when I was done he was out of his mind with desire for me. That's part of the reason I love sucking cock so much. It always makes a man so eager to fuck me hard, which is how I need to be fucked. I need a nice big cock to pound my pussy hard. I need to feel taken so I can completely let go, so all the stress can wash away."

    "Did he make you feel taken?" you ask.

    She nods. "He did. He put me on his desk. He spread my legs. He slipped his cock inside me. He fucked me hard while we kissed. He fucked me as hard as he's ever fucked me, baby. He fucked me hard and he made me cum just like I needed to cum. It felt so fucking good. I came all over that big cock of his and then I begged him to cum inside me, to flood my pussy with his seed. I begged him for it and I told him I would go home and feed his cum to my house husband."

    You feel a sense of elation as you devour your wife's cum-filled pussy. You feel far happier than when you brought in an income, when you worked all day and returned home exhausted. Your wife is happier too and it's almost entirely because you've both found your place in your marriage. She's the breadwinner. She's the alpha of the household. You're the loyal, supportive, caretaking beta of the household and you've never been so satisfied with your life.

    "Make me cum," your wife demands.

    You turn your attention to her clit. You work it with your tongue as you look up at her. She holds your gaze and the eye contact is exhilarating. You feel as though you're serving your purpose and doing so brings you immense pleasure.

    You make her cum. It happens quickly, just as it always does when you're cleaning another man's cum out of her, especially when she's come home from work. Unlike most women would be in her situation, your wife is turned on by the fact that you're a willing house husband. She likes that you've taken on that role, that you're so supportive of her career ambitions. She likes that you're so eager to help her relax after a long day, that you want nothing more than to soothe her worries and tend to her pussy even if it's brimming with another man's load.

    "Thank you, my love," your wife says. She steps back, smiles, and asks, "Would you like to cum before dinner?"

    "Very much so," you reply.

    "Stand up and strip," she says.

    You stand and hastily remove your clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor as your wife takes off her panties and holds them up. You see that some of her boss's cum had leaked out and is now resting in the gusset of her satin underwear. Your wife's gaze follows yours and she smiles, though of course she knew very well that his load had leaked out of her and collected in her underwear.

    "Come here," she says.

    You step closer and your wife reaches down and wraps the cum-filled part of her panties around your stiff cock. His semen is still warm from resting against her pussy on the drive home. Your legs tremble and your cock tingles with pleasure as she strokes you slowly.

    "Does that feel good?" she asks.

    You close your eyes and nod. It feels exquisite. It feels like the most pleasurable handjob any man has ever received.

    "Do you like that another man's cum is in my panties?" she asks. "That another man fucked your wife and that I begged him to cum inside me?"

    "Yes," you answer.

    "And do you like that his cum is now providing the lubrication for this handjob?" she asks.

    "I do."

    She leans in and you feel the soft satin of her blouse against your arm. Her lips find your cheek and she offers a series of seductive kisses while moaning. She strokes you faster, luring you towards an orgasm that you know will feel utterly breathtaking.

    "You're such a good house husband," she whispers. "Staying home all day to do my laundry and clean our home. Cooking breakfast for me and buying groceries to cook our family a beautiful dinner. Offering me whatever form of relaxation I need when I get home from a long day at the office. Doing whatever it takes to support your loving wife in her career, including eating a superior man's cum from my well-fucked pussy."

    "I'm close," you announce. She doesn't like it when you make a mess with your cum, so you must announce your impending orgasm each time you're ready to unload.

    She moans, strokes your cock furiously, and then, right before you blow your load, she covers the head with her panties and catches every drop of your sticky spunk. She makes sure to tease your dick as you're cumming, providing you with an intensely powerful orgasm that leaves you lightheaded and smiling dumbly, like you're the luckiest man alive.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," you say afterwards.

    "No, thank you," your wife replies as she steps back and holds up her messy panties. "It would make me happy if you wore these for the rest of the night. They'll serve as a nice reminder of your place, and we both know that sometimes you need a little reminder after you've had an orgasm."

    You take the panties from her and step into them. The cummy mess is warm and sticky against your cock and balls, but you understand the need for a reminder of your place. She's right, after all. Sometimes, after you've cum, you're a little less accepting of your place as a house husband.

    Wearing her cum-filled panties corrects any drifting of your mind quite quickly, though, and you can't wait to get to the kitchen and prepare a meal for your family.

    "I'm a lucky man," you say.

    She kisses you softly. "And I'm a lucky woman. Now get dressed and go make us dinner."

    "Of course, my love," you reply.

    You get dressed. You leave the bedroom. You prepare dinner for your family. You're a good house husband and you'll continue to be for as long as your wife desires it.

  
    Cleaning Up After Your Roommate

    Your roommate is in the shower when his girlfriend shows up at your apartment. You let her in and take just a moment to admire her body in the pretty blue and white floral print sundress she has on. She walks past you and the scent of a delicate, floral perfume fills your nose. She's the kind of girl you've always fantasized about being with, and yet you know she's miles out of your league.

    "Eric's in the shower," you say.

    She smiles and drops onto the couch.

    "Can I get you a drink?" you ask.

    "A glass of water would be nice," she replies.

    You retrieve a glass from the cabinet and fill it as you stare at her legs, which are now crossed, revealing a hint of the smooth skin of her thigh. You bring the glass of water and sit on the other end of the couch.

    "Why are you sitting so far away?" she asks with a smile.

    "Oh, uh, I...I don't know, I guess it just seemed a little weird to sit so close to Eric's girlfriend," you answer.

    She sips her water and scoots down the couch, getting close enough that her leg is almost touching yours. "You know," she says with a smile, "I know you jerk off while you listen to your roommate fucking me."

    You lean away and a horrified look crosses your face, but only because she's right. You're not going to admit that, though, so instead you deny it. "I don't do that," you say. "That's crazy. Who would do that?"

    She smiles, leans in, and says, "I'm going to go join Eric in the shower. We'll fool around. I'll suck his dick a little. He'll finger me or eat my pussy a little. We'll get out and dry off. We'll go to his bedroom. He'll fuck me hard. He'll make me cum. You'll sit here and listen and you'll get turned on because we both know you want to fuck me. I don't think you should masturbate, though."

    You're still not willing to admit that you masturbate to the sound of her fucking, so you keep your mouth shut.

    "Instead, I think you should wait. I think you should listen and get all turned on like you normally do. Then, I'll tell Eric I need to go to the bathroom, but I'll come to your room instead," she explains.

    Your eyes go wide, betraying your interest in her plan.

    "I thought you'd like that," she says. "I'll come to your room. I'll let you stare at my tight little pussy. Then I'll let you crawl between my legs. I'll let you eat my messy pussy. I'll let you lick your roommate's thick cum out of me while you jerk off. I'll let you be a good little creampie eating bitch while you beat off that disappointing little dick of yours. Doesn't that sound like something you'd enjoy?"

    You nod. You have no idea why, but that absolutely sounds like something you'd enjoy.

    She leans a little closer and plants a soft kiss on your cheek. Then she stands up and pulls her sundress over her head, revealing her naked body. It's the first time you've ever seen it and it's breathtaking. "Don't masturbate," she says. "Just listen. Rub your dick a little through your pants if you want. But keep your load. Hold it. Just listen to Eric enjoying this beautiful body and then I'll come and feed you his cum."

    She walks out of the living room. You hear the bathroom door open. It shuts a moment later. You listen. It takes a few minutes, but Eric's moans reach your ears eventually. He doesn't give a damn about being quiet when he's with her. Sometimes you wonder if he likes taunting you with the fact that he's getting laid and you're not. She moans loudly too, presumably while he's working her pussy with his tongue or his fingers.

    The shower ends. They head to the bedroom. You imagine her naked body in Eric's bed. The sounds of sex fill the apartment. You imagine your roommate's beautiful girlfriend on her back with Eric between her legs. His cock is inside that beautiful pussy you just saw. His hands are playing with those perfect, perky tits you gazed upon. You can hear her moans. They're loud and beautiful. You can hear his grunts. You play with your cock a little. You're hard as a rock, but it's not solely because of what you're listening to. It's because you're thinking about what's going to happen when the sex is over.

    You hear Eric cum. That's usually the time that you cum, but not today. Today you hold your load because she asked you to. A few minutes later, she appears in the living room. She's naked. Her hair is messy. Her pussy lips look enflamed.

    "Are you coming?" she asks softly before heading across the living room and into your bedroom.

    You're nervous. Your heart is pounding. You get off the couch. You go to your bedroom. You see her in your bed. Her hair is spread out on your pillow. Her legs are open. Her breasts look perky and soft. She smiles.

    "Come clean my pussy," she says. "Come lick your roommate's cum out of me."

    You shut the door. You walk towards the foot of your bed. You stop and stare at her pussy. You see a little of his cum resting at the entrance as if it's ready to drip out of her.

    "Take your clothes off," she instructs. "I want you playing with your cock as you eat his load out of me."

    You feel a little self conscious, but you strip. She watches and smiles at the sight of your cock, but you can't tell if she's amused or if she finds the sight of it pleasing. It doesn't matter either way, though, because you're not going to fuck her. Eric already did that. You're going to clean up after him.

    "Crawl between my legs," she says. "Put your tongue in my pussy. Taste your roommate's load. Lick it out of me."

    Your heart pounds as you crawl into your bed and lie between her legs. You stare at her pussy - it looks exquisite in close up - and then you push your tongue inside her. You bathe your taste buds in Eric's cum. The taste is better than you thought it would be and it feels good for reasons you don't understand. It feels really good, in fact.

    "That's it," she says with a lusty smile. "Clean my pussy. Lick his cum out of me."

    You push your tongue deeper inside her. You bathe it in your roommate's cum. You scoop some of it up and take it into your mouth.

    "Show it to me," she says.

    You open your mouth and show her the white, thick, sticky cum sitting on your tongue.

    "Swallow it," she instructs.

    You swallow your roommate's cum. You can't believe you're doing it, but you do. It slides down your throat. It comes to rest in your stomach. You just ate some of your roommate's cum.

    "Fuck, do it again," she says.

    You push your tongue deep inside her once more. You collect his cum. You show it to her. You swallow.

    "You're a dirty boy," she says with a smile. "I like a dirty boy. Keep being a dirty boy. Keep eating his load from my cunt."

    You do as you're told. You push your tongue inside her. You find every drop of his cum that you can. You lick it all up. You swallow. You masturbate as you're doing so and your dick has never been harder or felt better. You're turned on in ways you can't even comprehend and you love it.

    When you're finished, she sits up and surprises you with a wild, passionate kiss. She offers her tongue like she wants to share in the taste of his load with you. You're harder now.

    "I want to cum," she says. "And I want you to eat my ass to help me get there."

    She lies down, pulls her legs back, and exposes her asshole. You've never given a rimjob, but you don't hesitate to lick the wrinkled little hole she just presented to you. You run your tongue all over it. You lick ravenously and she plays with her clit and moans softly.

    Her asshole tastes good. You're not sure why, but it does. Your dick throbs as you rim her and watch her finger dance over her clit. Her soft moans fill your bedroom and it feels like an honor to help her experience this joy.

    "Put your tongue in my asshole," she says.

    You penetrate her ass without thinking. It tastes worse, but you don't give a damn. You just want to be a dirty boy for her. You want to be the kind of guy that can make her cum, even if you're not using your cock for it. You don't care. You just want to satisfy her.

    You get your wish. You make her cum. Her pussy spasms and more of your roommate's cum drips out of it. It runs over her taint and towards her asshole and you lick it up while she's busy climaxing. When she's finished, she sits up and smiles.

    "Lie down," she says.

    You lie next to her. She takes your cock in her hand. She strokes you slowly and with a tight, perfect grip.

    "We're going to do this again," she says ."We're going to do it every time Eric fucks me, in fact. You're going to be my eager little cum cleaner."

    "Okay," you reply with a nod.

    "If you do what I want, I'll give you a handjob every time," she says. "All you have to do is clean his thick cum out of my cunt and eat my ass when I demand it. Do that, and I'll jerk off this pathetic little dick of yours and make you cum every time."

    You nod as your dick throbs in her hand. You're getting close to cumming and it feels spectacularly good.

    "I'll never fuck you," she says. "So don't bother fantasizing about that. You're nothing but a cum dumpster to me. You're just a toy that I can play with. Do you understand that? You're just a cum cleaning, ass eating toy for my pleasure."

    You nod and then close your eyes and cum. Her hand ensures that your orgasm feels spectacularly good as your loins spasm in the most thrilling manner.

    When you open your eyes you see a smile on her face. Her cum-covered fingers approach your mouth and you open wide. She shoves them onto your tongue and you suck them clean without even thinking about it.

    "We're going to have fun, dirty boy," she says. "Lots and lots of fun."

    She gets up and leaves your bedroom. You smile with the taste of cum in your mouth. You can't wait to have more fun.

  
    Cleaning Your Roommate's Load

    The dorm elevators open and you see your roommate standing there with a smile on his face. His eyebrows lift when he sees you and his smile shifts, as if he’s just gotten a little more confident.

    “Hey man,” he says before stepping out of the elevator and clapping you on the shoulder. “Your girlfriend’s waiting to see you. She looks good, too. I’ll be gone for a few hours, so have fun.”

    “Thanks,” you say before stepping into the elevator. Your roommate looks over his shoulder as he heads for the building’s exit. He flashes that smile again and you can’t help but feel like he knows something you don’t. You press the button for your floor, the door shuts, and you think about that smile as you ride the elevator.

    You step into your room and find your girlfriend in your bed. She’s furiously texting and it seems like she doesn’t even know you’re there, which gives you a few moments to admire how good she looks in her short shorts and cropped t-shirt. Her hair is pulled into a simple ponytail that somehow manages to look incredibly sexy.

    She sets her phone aside and smiles at you. You approach the bed, drop your bag on your desk, and get on top of her. You kiss. Her tongue invades your mouth. She tastes a little different than usual, but you’re not sure why and you’re too turned on to care.

    She takes her t-shirt off and you stare at her perfect, perky breasts. She almost never wears a bra because she doesn’t have to. You take her breasts in your hands. You kiss them. You lick them. You suck on her nipples. She fills your room with her soft, seductive moans as she runs her fingers through your hair.

    You move to take her shorts and panties off but your girlfriend grabs your wrist and says, “I know you want to go down on me, but I need to tell you something. I was a bad girl. A very bad girl. I fucked your roommate and I let him cum inside me. If you go down on me, if you put your talented tongue inside me, you’ll be eating your roommate’s cum. Do you want that? Do you want to clean your roommate’s cum out of my pussy?”

    The stirring of lust in your loins catches you off guard. You know you’re supposed to be angry with her for cheating on you. For a moment you wonder why you’re not, but your arousal overwhelms everything

    Your girlfriend unbuttons her shorts, lifts her hips, and pulls them off along with her panties. She tosses them aside and spreads her legs. You gaze at her pussy and see that her labia are pink, puffy, and slippery.

    “It’s okay,” she says. “I want it too. I want you to bury your tongue in my pussy and lick up his cum. I don’t know why, but I want it. Now do it. Clean me.”

    She pushes on the top of your head and you drop down and put your tongue inside her. You taste the saltiness of your roommate’s cum. Your girlfriend moans in a way you’ve never heard before.

    “He fucked me good,” she says, “but this is even better. Fuck, this is so much better. Oh, my god, clean my fucking pussy. Clean his cum out of me. Lick it all up.”

    She plays with her clit while you push your tongue inside her. You watch the pleasure wash over her face. You feel her thighs trembling on either side of your head. You get caught up in her lust and bury your tongue even deeper inside her to find more of his cum. You commit wholeheartedly to cleaning her pussy.

    “I’m cumming!” she cries out. She has an orgasm unlike any you’ve ever seen. It seems to envelop her entire body, as if the pleasure is bouncing from head to toe. She smiles and looks down at you. “Wow,” she says. “Just…wow. That was amazing.”

    You smile and kiss her thighs. It feels good to have made her cum like that.

    “Get naked,” she says. “You deserve to cum after giving me an orgasm like that.”

    You get up and strip as quickly as possible. Your girlfriend gets out of the bed and kisses you as her soft fingers stroke your cock.

    “Get in bed,” she says. “I’m going to ride your cock and make you cum inside me.”

    You get on your back in the bed. She straddles you. She takes your cock inside her. She feels warm, wet, and perfect in every way. It feels better knowing that your roommate already fucked her, that someone else’s cum is engulfing your cock.

    Your girlfriend leans down and kisses your neck. She moans softly as her pussy moves over your cock. “I love that you licked up his cum,” she whispers. “I love that you didn’t even hesitate. I love that I cheated on you and that you couldn’t help but want to lick his load out of me. I love that you’re a filthy little freak like I am.”

    Sex has never felt so good. You’ve never been so turned on. She kisses you. Her tongue invades your mouth. She moans and rides you faster.

    “I’m going to fuck him again,” she says. “And you’re going to eat his cum again, aren’t you?”

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You cum inside her. Your moans fill your room. Your orgasm is unlike any you’ve ever experienced. It’s better. It’s far better. You wonder if it’s how her orgasm was.

    “That was amazing,” you say.

    She smiles. “I know, right? We definitely have to do that again.”

    Yes, you do.

  
    Close the Bedroom Door

    Your wife looks so beautiful sitting astride her boyfriend’s lap. She looks so beautiful as they kiss, as she gently grinds against his body, as she builds that beautiful sense of desire between her legs.

    You watch the way his hands move over her back and grasp her ass as they kiss. You watch the way she tilts her head and opens her mouth to accept his tongue. You watch the way her tongue darts into his mouth. You listen to her soft, sensual, sexy moans as she gets increasingly aroused.

    She rests her forehead against his, caresses his face, and whispers, “I missed you so much. A week without you is too long.”

    He smiles and kisses her again before saying, “I missed you too. I missed your beautiful body. I missed the way your lips feel against mine. I missed everything about you.”

    You feel that sense of angst that’s become your constant companion since your wife asked if she could start dating other people. You find it immensely arousing to see her so deep in lust with another man, but you can’t help but worry about losing her. You love your wife desperately and you’re not sure what you’d do without her.

    That doesn’t stop your cock from throbbing in your pants, though. You’re not allowed to masturbate while you watch, but if you were you’d certainly pull your cock out and stroke as you watched her kiss, caress, and express genuine lust for the other man in your bed.

    “Will you spend the night?” she asks.

    “I’ll spend the weekend if you’ll have me,” he replies.

    Your wife giggles and kisses him in that soft, loving way that fills you with an intense kind of jealousy. That jealousy is tempered by your desire, of course. This is what you’ve come to crave. You love seeing your wife kissing another man. You love witnessing her passion for him.

    You watch your beautiful wife climb off of his lap and unbutton his pants. He leans back as she pulls them off along with his underwear. His stiff cock pops into view and you see your wife smile as she tosses his pants aside and wraps her fingers around his erection.

    “I missed your cock,” she says. “I missed the way it makes me feel. I missed the way it makes me cum.”

    “It missed you too,” he says.

    Your wife takes him in her mouth as she strokes his shaft. She offers a remarkable blowjob, giving him the kind of pleasure you haven’t received from her in a long time. Of course, there’s a good reason for that. You haven’t earned that kind of pleasure. You haven’t been worthy of it because you don’t make her cum anywhere near as hard as he does.

    “Fuck,” he says. “You’re incredible.”

    His moves his hands through her hair and down her back. He grabs her ass and gives it a good squeeze as she continues to fellate him. You hear the sounds of her hand moving up and down his spit-soaked shaft. You hear his moans.

    The most arousing thing is your wife’s complete and utter dedication to pleasuring him. Her eyes are closed and her rhythm is steady and sensual as his cock fills her mouth over and over again. You can see that in that moment all she cares about is making him feel good.

    Your wife has a smile on her face when she lifts her head from his lap. He leans forward and they kiss as he grabs her ass, picks her up, and places your wife on her back.

    His kisses his way down her body. He slips his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulls it down, exposing her beautiful pussy.

    He goes down on your beautiful wife as she reaches between her legs to play with his hair. She closes her eyes, arches her back and moans as his tongue massages her clit.

    You feel a renewed sense of jealousy as he eats her pussy. That’s what you’re best at and it’s clear he’s damn good at it too. He also fucks her far better than you do, which means he’s capable of giving her absolutely everything. You can’t help but feel a sense of deep insecurity at the idea that this man is superior to you in almost every way.

    That’s the moment when your wife looks over at you. She smiles and says, “He’s so good at eating my pussy, baby.”

    She knows you’re jealous. She also knows that you’re turned on. She knows that being a cuckold is a mixture of pleasure and pain and that you find some kind of joy in watching him make her pussy feel so good.

    He kisses his way up her stomach and your wife unhooks her bra and frees her breasts. He kisses the soft flesh and sucks on her nipples, eliciting loud moans.

    His lips find hers once again as he takes his place between her legs. She reaches down and guides him inside her. He slowly buries every inch of his cock in her pussy and holds it there.

    Your wife turns to you and says, “Honey, we’re going to make love and we’d like to do that without you watching. I’m sorry, but I’d like you to leave so I can be alone with my boyfriend.”

    It’s the notion of them making love that triggers your cuckold angst. You know there’s a difference between fucking and lovemaking. You know lovemaking is indicative of a different kind of feeling. You know your wife has developed feelings for this man. Of course she has. How could she not?

    “Okay,” you say as you turn to leave.

    “You can listen if you want,” she says. “But please shut the door on your way out.”

    You leave the bedroom and gently pull the door shut. You’re a little bit hurt that she won’t let you watch and for a moment you contemplate walking away.

    Then you hear her moan. You hear that beautiful sound that has become the ultimate aphrodisiac for you. He’s making love to your wife and she’s moaning as his cock slides in and out of her. They’re making love in the bed you share with her. They’re making love in the bed that he’s going to sleep in tonight. You can’t walk away.

    You sit against the door and play with your cock. You stroke at the speed that you imagine he’s thrusting in and out of your wife’s pussy. Her moans grow louder. Every once in a while it sounds like she’s saying something, but you can’t make it out through the door. You imagine she’s telling him how much she loves his cock.

    You wonder if your wife is falling in love with her boyfriend. You wonder if he’s going to end up replacing you at some point. You wonder if you’re insane for letting all of this happen.

    You can’t help the arousal you’re feeling, though. You can’t help your intense desire. There’s a part of you that wants all of that to happen. You want her to fall in love with him. You want him to take your place. You want him to spend more nights in your bed with your wife.

    You hold off on cumming. You know there’s a chance your wife is going to call you into the bedroom to clean her creampie when they’re done. You’d much rather cum after you’ve done that. You’d much rather cum while you’re fully immersed in being a good cuckold for your wife.

  
    Close Your Eyes and Picture Her Pleasure

    Close your eyes and let her guide you through the pleasure she experienced while she was with her bull.

    Let her walk you through the fun she had with him. Let her help you get off as she talks about how he got her off.

  
    Cocks Like Yours Should Be Locked Up

    “Oh, sweetie, this outfit isn’t for you. Did you think I was getting dressed up for you?” she says while stroking your little dick.

    You did think she was dressing up for you. She giggles as her fingers move up and down your shaft.

    “No, sweetie. I’m dressed up for him. He’s coming over soon. I wanted to make sure I looked good for him. I always want to look good for him. You know that.”

    She does like to look good for the man that’s taken your place in the bedroom. She loves it when he’s overcome with desire the moment he walks into your home.

    “I do have a little surprise for you, though.”

    Your girlfriend spins around, grabs something from a coffee table drawer, and returns holding a little metal chastity cage.

    “What’s that?” you say.

    “It’s a cage for your little cuckold cock. Isn’t it cute?” she asks.

    You don’t think it’s particularly cute. You think it looks like a prison.

    “This is where your little cock belongs now, sweetie. My bull and I have decided that it would be better for everyone if you stayed in chastity. That way you can concentrate your efforts on serving my bull and I when he’s here.”

    “But what about my orgasms?” you say.

    “You’ll have an orgasm when I decide you get to have one,” she says.

    Your girlfriend lips the cage over your cock and locks it in place. It’s snug against your dick and there’s no question it feels like a prison.

    “Besides, it’s not like you’ll be without pleasure,” your girlfriend says before taking your newly imprisoned cock into her mouth.

    You feel the warmth and wetness of a blowjob. You feel her fingers playing with your balls. You feel her tongue moving over your flesh.

    You feel agony, too. Your cock immediately tries to get hard, but it can’t. There’s no growth in the cage. You stay soft. It hurts a little to try and get stiff.

    “This is your new home, sweetie,” she says. “Yes, things are going to change a little. But don’t worry. Change is good.”

    Your girlfriend smiles, stands up, and leads you to the bedroom. She strips off her bottoms and spreads her legs. She guides your head between them.

    “Worship my pussy,” she says.

    Her legs close around your head. You lick her pussy. You worship her. Your cock throbs in its cage.

    “You’ll be doing a lot more of this from now on,” she says. “My bull and I have decided that this is a cuckold’s place, that you’ll need to do a lot more of this. You need to worship pussy. You need to clean his loads. You’ll be worshiping his cock, too.”

    You tense up at the idea of sucking cock. That’s not something you’ve ever really thought about.

    Your girlfriend laughs as her thighs clamp down around your head. “You’re going to do it, sweetie, or you’re not coming out of your cute little cage.”

    She has you right where she wants you. Get used to doing what she wants, cuck.

  
    Cocksucker Training for Her Cuckold

    I’m sure you know what’s expected of you as my cuckold. I’m sure you understand that you’re going to be a cocksucker for me. You’re going to fluff my bulls and show me that you know your place and you’re going to do it without hesitation because you understand what it means to be my cuckold.

    You need to practice, though. You need to be trained to be a good cocksucker. You need to learn how to use that pretty mouth of yours like a good whore. That’s why we’re going to start with you sucking on my strapon.

    My cock is pretty, isn’t it? Does it turn you on to see me stroking it? Do you like that you’re going to be on your knees with my cock in your mouth soon? Are you getting a little bit excited at the idea of being a good little cocksucking cuckold slut for me?

    I hope you are. Why don’t you get on your knees? Good boy. Now I want you to tell me how eager you are to be a cocksucker for me. Say, “I want to be a cocksucker for you, Mistress Becca.” Good boy! It makes me happy to hear you say that.

    You know how this works. You’ve seen plenty of blowjobs even if you haven’t given one before. Wrap your hot little whore lips around my dick and suck me. Blow me like a good boy. Suck my strapon cock and show me what a good little cucky boy you are.

    There you go. Doesn’t that feel good? Doesn’t it feel natural to have a cock in your mouth? Make sure you don’t drag your teeth along my shaft. No man likes that. A blowjob is supposed to be pure pleasure, not painful. You need to make it pleasurable, cuckold.

    Imagine my bull standing over you as you suck his cock. Imagine him looking down at you as you blow him. Imagine the sense of submission you’ll feel. Imagine his confident smile as he watches a pathetic, small-dicked cuckold husband get him ready.

    Imagine this, cuck. Imagine me holding his beautiful cock and demanding that you blow him. Imagine me making you into the cocksucker we both know you’re destined to be. This is where your cocksucker training is going to lead. This is why you’re practicing. You’re sucking my strapon so you can suck his dick eventually.

    Don’t you want to be him? Don’t you want to be on your knees between my bull’s legs and sucking his long, thick, beautiful cock with your whore mouth? Don’t you want to suck his dick and then place him inside me so you can watch as another man fucks me from just a few inches away?

    That’s why you need to practice. You need to develop expert cocksucking skills. You need to show me that you know how to use your pretty little mouth like a good boy. You need to learn to be the best cocksucker possible and then I’ll put you on your knees in front of a real man and have you blow him.

  
    Collared and Fucked

    When I put the pink collar around your neck, you knew your Saturday night was going to be a little different than you’d expected.

    “On your knees,” I said.

    You fell to your knees like a good boy. You looked up at me with those big, pretty eyes. You waited silently for your order.

    I pulled my panties aside and showed you my pussy. I showed you the object of your affection. “Worship me,” I said.

    I pulled you close and you licked my perfect pussy. You tasted your mistress. You used your tongue to make my clit feel good. You made me moan like a good boy is supposed to.

    I didn’t let you make me cum, though. I wanted to cum a different way. I wanted to cum while dominating your tight ass.

    “Get my strapon,” I commanded.

    You hopped to your feet and retrieved my long, thick black strapon cock. You didn’t have to ask. You knew to put it on me. You knew to pull the harness up my legs and pull the straps tight. You knew to dress your mistress so she could use your little asshole like a pussy.

    “Suck my cock,” I ordered.

    You fell to your knees once more and wrapped your cocksucking lips around my dick. You gave good head, just like I’d trained you. You sucked and slobbered. You gagged like a bitch. You spit up and lubed my cock so it would slide into your ass nice and easy.

    “Do you want me to fuck you?” I asked after pulling my cock from between your whore lips.

    “Yes, please, Mistress. Please fuck my ass,” you begged.

    “You’re such a slut,” I said as I slapped your face with my slippery black cock.

    “Yes, Mistress. I’m your slut, Mistress,” you said.

    “Stand up and bend over. You’re going to take my cock from behind, just like a good little bitch should,” I said.

    You stood up, bent over, and pulled your ass cheeks apart, just like I’d trained you. You waited as I slipped two fingers into your ass. You moaned, just like a bitch in heat. You wanted my cock in your ass. You’d been trained so well to be my bitch.

    “Please, Mistress. Please fuck my ass,” you begged as I teased you with the head of my cock.

    You moaned as I opened you up with the thick head of my big black cock. You groaned as I pushed deep inside you.

    I laughed as I listened to the slutty sounds coming from your mouth. I slid my cock deep inside you. I took your ass. I owned you.

    Then I fucked you like a bitch. I pounded in and out of your ass. I made it my pussy. I took ownership of it. I made your legs quiver as I pounded you hard and deep. I made you beg for more. I made you act like a slut as I showed you how a good boy gets fucked by his Mistress.

    Then I pulled out and made you suck my cock clean.

    “Get on your knees. Suck my cock, slut,” I demanded.

    You did so without hesitation, just like you’d been trained. You tasted your ass on my cock. You sucked like a slut and then you begged for more.

    Your night of submissive pleasure was just beginning.

  
    Collared Bisexual Cuckold Used at a Sex Party

    “Is that too tight?” Marie asked as she tightened the inch thick leather collar around Kurt’s neck.

    “No. It feels good,” he said as she clicked the lock in place, ensuring he’d remain collared for the duration of the evening.

    Marie moved in front of her husband and examined the clear plastic chastity device she’d used to imprison his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and pulled hard, ensuring it wouldn’t slip off at the first sign of excitement. Kurt winced at the mild surge of pain in his groin. 

    “Sorry, sweetheart,” Marie said. “But we can’t have you masturbating tonight, can we?”

    “No ma’am,” he answered.

    “Are you clear on your responsibilities tonight?” she asked.

    “Yes ma’am,” Kurt answered.

    “Good. Don’t disappoint me. You have an important part to play at the party and I won’t be happy if you fail to live up to my expectations,” Marie said in a stern voice.

    A determined look came over Kurt’s face. “I won’t disappoint you, I promise,” he said.

    Marie smiled. “I know. I’ve trained you well. Now go get dressed. We’re leaving in five minutes.”

      

    Kurt’s heart pounded as Marie pulled into the driveway of an elegant Tudor-style home. His wife had trained him for what he was about to experience, but he’d never been to a party like this and he couldn’t help but succumb to his basic fear of the unknown.

    Marie parked and Kurt hopped out of the car and hurried to the driver’s side to open the door for her.

    “Thank you,” Marie said as she stepped out of the car. She reached into her purse and pulled out a four foot leash that she attached to Kurt’s collar. She tugged gently on it while moving towards the door. “Come,” she ordered.

    Kurt followed his wife’s lead to the front door of the large, beautiful home. He stood behind her as she knocked and waited for their host to let them in.

    “Welcome,” the tall, handsome man said with a smile as he opened the door and stepped aside to welcome them to his home.

    Marie stepped through the doorway and Kurt followed, led by the leash. As soon as the door shut behind them, Marie turned to her husband and said, “Strip.”

    Kurt dutifully stripped, leaving his clothes in a pile as Marie led him deeper into the house. He felt exposed, and rightfully so. Every inch of his body was on display, including his locked cock.

    Marie led her naked, collared, chastised husband into a spacious room with a ceiling that stretched three stories high and was populated by five men and four women, including the man that had answered the door.

    They were all exceptionally good looking and dressed as if they were attending an exclusive gathering strictly for the upper classes. In a way, they were.

    “Ladies and gentlemen, may I introduce this evening’s cuckold and his wife, Kurt and Marie,” the man that answered the door said as everyone in the room turned their attention to the naked, collared cuckold husband standing attached to a leash in his wife’s hand.

    “Very nice,” one of the women said.

    “Indeed,” a man with a Scotch in his hand added. “Has he been trained?” he asked Marie.

    “Absolutely,” Marie answered. “I promise, he won’t disappoint you. He knows his role and he’s prepared to fulfill it in any way you desire.”

    One of the men put his drink down and walked over to Marie and took the leash from her. He leaned forward and kissed Kurt’s wife with surprising fervor. Marie leaned into the kiss, letting her body melt into his and letting her tongue dance with the other man’s.

    “Let’s see how well-trained he is,” the man said before turning to Kurt. “On your knees, cuck,” he said.

    Kurt fell to his knees as ordered and looked up at the well-built man standing in front of him.

    He yanked on the leash, pulling Kurt closer to him. The man unzipped his pants and reached into them to free his cock. He looked down at Kurt and said, “Suck it, cuck.”

    Kurt took the soft cock into his mouth and offered oral pleasure while the rest of the guests watched. He could feel their eyes on him as he sucked dick like Marie had trained him.

    The man holding Kurt’s leash moaned and said to the rests of the guest, “He’s excellent. Well done, Marie,” he said before pulling his now-erect cock from Kurt’s eager mouth and putting it back in his pants.

    A tall, elegant blonde took Kurt’s leash and asked, “Is he as good at eating pussy as he is at sucking cock?”

    “Better,” Marie said.

    The blonde lifted her dress and pulled Kurt between her legs. “Worship,” she said, and he did as ordered.

    She was already wet as Kurt’s tongue moved between her labia to taste her juices before concentrating on her clit. The beautiful woman standing over him moaned and pulled harder on the leash, urging Kurt to press his face against her pelvis as he worshiped her pussy.

    After releasing the tension on the leash and letting Kurt catch his breath, she turned to Marie and said, “You’re right. What a talented mouth he has. You’re a lucky woman.”

    Marie smiled before turning to the man Kurt had blown and taking his hand in hers. They walked out of the room, leaving Kurt under the control of the beautiful blonde he’d just worshiped.

    “Stand,” she said with a hard tug on the leash. Kurt hopped to his feet at her order. “Come,” came another command as she led him out of the room and down the hall.

    They came to an open bedroom and the tall blonde led him inside. Two men and a beautiful brunette followed, closing the door behind them.

    “On your knees, cuck,” she ordered. Kurt fell to his knees and watched as the men and women around him disrobed.

    One of the men stepped closer to Kurt, put his hand on the back of the collared cuck’s head, and ordered, “Suck my cock.”

    He wasn’t gentle. He pushed his half-hard cock into Kurt’s mouth and fucked his face. He was using him as nothing more than a fluffer to get him hard for the wet pussy that awaited him. As he’d been trained, Kurt offered his tongue and lips for the man’s pleasure and managed to restrain his gag reflex.

    When he was fully erect and surging with desire, the man pulled his cock from Kurt’s mouth and moved to the bed where the beautiful brunette waited with her legs spread. Kurt would have watched them have sex, but his mouth was soon filled by another cock.

    Again he was face fucked for someone else’s pleasure. The second man was gentler, but the end result was the same. He was using the collared cuckold’s mouth for his pleasure. He was using Kurt like little more than a whore. The second man’s cock departed his mouth and moved to the woman waiting to be fucked.

    Kurt found it thrilling to watch the two couples having sex, but he felt a hard tug on his leash moments later. He turned and found a beautiful redhead in an elegant gown standing in the doorway.

    “Come, cuck,” she said.

    Kurt stood and followed her down the hallway. He entered a bedroom behind her and saw a second beautiful woman and two naked men with large, erect cocks waiting for him.

    “Get on your hands and knees in the bed, cuck,” the redhead said as she passed Kurt’s leash to one of the naked men.

    Kurt did as he was told without hesitation. His locked cock bounced as he climbed into the bed and waited on his hands and knees.

    The elegantly dressed ladies sat on a red leather couch against the wall as the two naked men moved into the bed with Kurt.

    Before he could think about what was happening, Kurt had a cock at his lips and another pressing against his asshole.

    It was the first time Kurt had been fucked by a man, but he took it in stride. Marie had pegged him regularly over the years, ensuring that the cock in his ass didn’t cause nearly as much pain as it could have.

    “She really has trained him well,” the redhead said.

    “Yes, he’s quite the slut, isn’t he,” the other woman replied.

    They both laughed as the men fucking Kurt used him harder. The big cock in his ass pounded him savagely, though it still wasn’t a struggle to take it. His asshole opened up to every deep thrust, just as the cock in his mouth pushed into the back of his throat over and over. Marie had trained him for all of it and he was a willing, eager slut because it made his wife happy.

    When the men using his body pulled out, Kurt felt a twinge of sadness. He enjoyed being used. It turned him on to submit for the pleasure of others.

    Thankfully, they were just switching places. Soon, the cock that had been in his ass filled Kurt’s mouth.

    “Clean my cock, slut,” the man demanded.

    Kurt did as he was ordered. Though Marie had cleaned his ass before they’d departed, he could still taste a hint of himself on it. It only served to arouse him.

    “Look at him,” the redhead declared. “He’s absolutely depraved.”

    Kurt couldn’t see them, but he could hear both ladies masturbating. They were taking great pleasure in the debauchery happening in front of him. He liked that they were going to get off to him being used like a piece of meat. 

    “Cum in his mouth,” the redhead said as she moaned lustily. “The whore deserves a reward, after all.”

    A whore. That’s what he was, at least for the night. He didn’t put up a fight for any of it. He eagerly wore his wife’s collar and leash. Kurt eagerly ate pussy and now he was sucking cock and getting fucked and he couldn’t have been happier about it.

    The man in his mouth groaned and unloaded. His seed spilled onto Kurt’s tongue and he swallowed as quickly as possible. Marie had taught him that if he wasted a man’s cum there was the potential for a severe punishment. He assumed he’d be viciously belted if he let even a drop of their cum fall to the floor.

    After the first man had finished, the second pulled out of his ass and stuffed his big cock into Kurt’s mouth.

    “Are you hungry, cuck?” he said while pounding Kurt’s face.

    There was no chance to respond, of course, but Kurt would have affirmed his thirst for the man’s cum. He wanted to receive it all. He wanted to drink it like his wife had trained him.

    Moments later the man in Kurt’s mouth climaxed, feeding him a second load of cum. “Take it, cuck,” the man demanded as he pushed his dick deeper into Kurt’s mouth.

    As he’d been trained, Kurt swallowed it all. He did it without hesitation. He did it eagerly. In the span of just a few minutes he’d swallowed two loads of cum and he would have swallowed more if it was available to him.

    The two elegant, masturbating ladies climaxed soon after Kurt swallowed the second load. They’d watched him behave like a depraved whore and it had gotten them off. For a moment, Kurt considered just how kinky they were to find pleasure in such a thing. Of course, he likely found even greater pleasure than they did. After all, his caged cock was steadily leaking precum.

    After her orgasm had passed, the redhead stood up and took hold of Kurt’s leash. “Come, cuck,” she demand while tugging on it.

    Kurt followed behind her as they walked down a long hallway. He admired the woman’s beautiful dress and her confident stride. It made him think of Marie.

    When they reached the end of the hallway the redhead opened the door and ushered Kurt through before closing it behind him.

    Kurt’s eyes were drawn to a wall of TV screens, one of which showed a replay of what he’d just done. He saw himself being spit roasted by the two men. It looked even more depraved than it had felt.

    There was a large cock pounding his ass with surprising speed and force and another hammering his eager mouth. For a moment he couldn’t believe it was him on the screen.

    Marie’s voice broke through the silence. “Come here, cuck,” she said.

    Kurt walked towards her voice and found his wife and the man she’d left with sitting on a large red leather couch in front of the wall of TV screens.

    “On your knees, cuck,” Marie ordered. Kurt did as he was told. “We’ve been watching. You’ve been a very good boy.”

    Kurt looked up at his wife and the man next to her. Marie reached over and unzipped her companion’s pants to free his cock.

    “Kenneth enjoyed your well-trained mouth earlier, cuck, and he’d like to enjoy it once more. Would you like to suck his cock?” Marie asked.

    “Yes, ma’am,” Kurt answered as he moved between Kenneth’s legs.

    He took the man’s large, rather beautiful cock between his lips and offered more of the oral pleasure he’d provided earlier. A pleasing sense of calm came over Kurt as he sucked dick once more. It felt even better knowing that his wife was watching and that she was proud of her husband’s cocksucking skills.

    Kenneth’s cock was long, thick, and rock hard in Kurt’s mouth. He used his tongue to explore it while he gave head and found it delightful. The mushroom head was perfectly shaped and the veins along the shaft throbbed. Every once in a while he’d get a drop of precum on his tongue and he’d eagerly swallow the sweet liquid.

    “Good boy,” Marie said as she pulled Kurt off Kenneth’s cock by his hair. “Now it’s my turn to enjoy this magnificent cock.”

    Marie wasn’t talking about giving head, of course. She was talking about getting fucked, and Kurt watched as his wife pulled up her dress, pulled down her panties, and straddled Kenneth to impale her pussy on his erection.

    From his knees, Kurt was afforded a beautiful view of his wife fucking another man. He saw her pussy lips stretch around the thick erection and he heard the sound of her wetness being filled. He heard her joyful, lusty moans and the sound of her impending orgasm.

    It didn’t take long for Marie to cum. Kurt hoped it was because she’d been so aroused watching him service the other guests.

    A series of loud, lusty moans signaled his wife’s climax and soon Marie climbed off of her lover and turned to her husband. “He needs to finish, cuck. Use your mouth.”

    Kurt eagerly wrapped his lips around Kenneth’s cock and sucked for all he was worth. He was on a mission to extract a load of cum from the big dick and he wasn’t going to stop until he’d been given his reward.

    “You’re such a good cocksucker, cuck. I hope you’ve enjoyed tonight, because we’ll be coming back quite often. The parties are going to get bigger, too. Soon you’ll spend all night being the depraved whore you were in that bedroom. You’ll get fucked, you’ll suck cock, and they’ll fill you with cum,” Marie said as she watched her cuckold husband give a blowjob.

    Kurt looked over and saw his wife spread her legs and masturbate. She’d just climaxed and already she wanted more. It thrilled him that the source of her arousal seemed to be his slutty behavior.

    “We’ve been searching for a cuck like you for a long time, Kurt,” Kenneth said as he enjoyed the oral sex being performed on him. “It’s hard to find a man so willing to submit. Most run away when it’s time to get fucked, but you offered up your ass just like a good whore should.”

    Kurt couldn’t deny he enjoyed being called a whore. He loved it. It made his cock stiff. It made him tingle with desire. He wanted more of it. He wanted to be their depraved, cock loving whore as often as they wanted to use him.

    “Get ready, cuck. He’s going to feed you another load. He’s going to give you the reward you’ve earned,” Marie said between low, lusty moans. She was close to cumming too.

    Kenneth groaned as his cock exploded in Kurt’s mouth. Volley after volley of hot cum landed on his tongue and Kurt swallowed it greedily. He was the whore his wife had trained him to be and he wouldn’t have it any other way. He’d swallowed three loads of cum and he didn’t feel anywhere near satiated.

    After a few moments, Kurt let Kenneth’s softening cock slip from his mouth. The satisfied man pulled it back into his pants and zipped up.

    “I expect the others will be back at it, cuck. Why don’t you leave your wife with me and see if they have any use of your mouth or ass,” Kenneth said.

    Kurt stood and walked out of the room. He tingled with delight at the idea of being used as a piece of property for the rest of the evening. He hoped Kenneth was right and that the others would use him.

  
    College Changes Everything - Part 1

    Joel’s older brother Spencer had warned him that college would be different. He’d warned him that going from a high school with 800 students to a college with more than 20,000 was going to be like entering a whole different world.

    Joel hadn’t taken much of the advice to heart, mostly because Spencer had started the conversation by urging him to break up with Julia, which he had no intention of doing.

    They’d been dating for three years by the time they graduated high school. They were Joel and Julia. Everyone in school knew them as a couple. They were in love with each other and they had a plan. They’d go to college together, get engaged after graduation, and spend the rest of their lives together.

    To Joel’s mind, Spencer was being an enormous asshole when he suggested that they break up. That’s right when he launched into talking about college being entirely different from high school, and that’s when Joel mostly tuned out.

    At first, Joel thought his brother was an idiot. College didn’t seem all that different from high school. It was bigger, sure, but he was still hanging out with Julia every day, and now it was a lot easier to have sex. To him, it seemed like a better version of high school.

    It was just a few weeks into their freshman year that Joel got a taste of what his brother was talking about. He’d grabbed a sandwich for a quick lunch between classes and was sitting on a bench on the enormous, grassy quad eating it when he spotted Julia. He waved, but she didn’t look his way because she was so engrossed in conversation with someone else.

    That someone else was a guy. He was a tall, muscular guy. Joel didn’t recognize him, but at such an enormous school that didn’t mean anything. He looked like an upperclassmen, though. Joel was too far away to hear what they were saying, but even from halfway across the quad it was obvious they were flirting.

    There was lots of laughing and touching. Julia reached out and touched the guy’s arm a few times. He even put her arm around her. It was in a totally friendly kind of way, but it was also the sort of thing that hadn’t happened once in the three years they’d dated at high school. Everyone knew he was with Julia at high school. They wouldn’t have flirted with her like that. They certainly wouldn’t have touched her like that.

    What made it even worse is that Julia flirted right back. She touched the guy. She laughed at whatever it was he was saying, which Joel couldn’t have imagined was that funny.

    Joel lost his appetite as he watched. He thought about running over and introducing himself to the guy, but Julia had always hated when he acted jealous. He knew it would only start a fight.

    Instead, Joel went to class. That didn’t stop him from thinking about it though. He couldn’t stop picturing Julia and that guy flirting. He couldn’t stop thinking about how big the guy was. Joel was in good shape, but he wasn’t muscular like that.

    Later that night, Julia greeted Joel with her trademark sunny smile. It’s what first drew him to her. He fell in love with it the day they met. Ever since he’d worked hard to make her smile as often as possible. It brought him joy every time she did.

    “Hey,” Julia said as she wrapped her arms around him and pulled Joel into a tight, warm hug. He loved her hugs, especially when they were alone. They way she pressed her pelvis into him always felt like foreplay and it never failed to help his cock come to life.

    “Is your roommate out?” Julia asked as she unzipped Joel’s pants and reached inside to play with his cock.

    “Yes,” Joel said before a moan escaped his lips. After three years together, Julia was exceptionally well-versed in how to please him.

    “Good, then get your clothes off. I need you to fuck me,” she said.

    He loved how forward Julia could be when she was horny. Joel had planned on bringing up her flirting, but he figured it could wait. He wasn’t going to turn down the chance to fuck his beautiful blonde girlfriend, especially when he had the room to himself.

    Joel stripped as he watched Julia do the same. Even in a fairly plain bra and panty set, she looked amazing. She’d been a cheerleader in high school and her body was exceptionally fit and tight. It never ceased to arouse him.

    Julia smiled as she climbed into Joel’s standard issue dorm twin bed and spread her legs. She rubbed her pussy as he approached.

    “I can’t believe how wet I am. Get over here and fuck me,” she said before flashing that smile he loved so much.

    Joel got on top and Julia reached between his legs and guided his turgid cock inside her. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned as he pushed the full length into her warm, wet pussy.

    “Fuck me, Joel,” she moaned.

    Soon, the sounds of sex filled the small dorm room. His thrusts were slow and deep, just like Julia enjoyed. They’d done this enough to have it down to a science, and as typically happened, they timed their orgasms to happen at almost the exact same time.

    Afterwards, as they lay naked in the small bed, Joel brought up the flirting he’d witnessed. He thought it might have been bad timing, but he couldn’t help himself. After his orgasm, all he could think was that Julia had been so horny because she’d been flirting with someone else. It was driving him crazy.

    Joel did his best to sound casual as he asked, “Hey, who was that guy I saw you walking across the quad with?”

    “Oh my God. Are you jealous?” Julia asked.

    Apparently he’d failed to remain casual. “No. Of course not,” Joel assured her. “It’s just…well, it looked like you were flirting pretty heavily with him, is all. I know you don’t like it when I’m jealous, but it looked like more than a friendly conversation.”

    Julia smiled and turned to snuggle up next to Joel. She ran her fingers over his chest. “That was Quinn,” she said. “I met him at the sorority mixer I went to.”

    “You went to a sorority mixer?” Joel asked. It was news to him.

    Julia sat up. “I didn’t tell you about that?”

    Joel shook his head. She hadn’t. He had a moment of panic.

    “I’m sorry, baby. It was a pretty low key thing. Those kinds of crazy parties you see in movies don’t really happen anymore, at least not here. Anyway, I’m thinking of pledging to a sorority and I wanted to check it out. I met Quinn at the party. His frat was co-hosting.”

    “Wait, you’re thinking of pledging a sorority?” Joel asked. It felt like the news was coming hard and fast.

    “Yeah, I am,” Julia said. There was a hint of irritation in her voice. “We’re at college, Joel. We’re supposed to try new things. It isn’t just another four years of high school. Plus, sororities are a great way to make lifelong friends and build contacts that can be incredibly helpful with career building.”

    Joel was dumbfounded. Julia was clearly thinking about the future more than he was. Career building? He hadn’t given much thought to anything other than having sex with her and trying his best not to fail any classes.

    “Anyway, I met Quinn at the mixer and we got along really well. He’s a really nice guy and he had a lot of good advice,” Julia said. The irritation had left her voice.

    “Good advice?” Joel was incredulous. He could hear the jealousy in his voice, and yet he couldn’t stop it.

    Julia laid down again and looked at the ceiling. “Yeah. He’s a junior. He’s been where we are. He was just talking about some of the mistakes he’d made and how he wished he’d been a little more open-minded about the experiences college has to offer.”

    “What does that mean?” Joel asked.

    Julia sighed. “I love you Joel, but we’re not in high school anymore, and I don’t want to act like we are. We’re away from home, we’re on this huge college campus with all these new people, and we’re here to learn. I want to do that. I want to expand my horizons. I want to try new things.”

    “Are you breaking up with me?” Joel asked.

    Julia sat up again. She laughed and that big, beautiful smile broke across her face. “Oh my God, Joel. That’s insane. No, I’m not breaking up with you. I want us to experience those things together. I love you, baby. I don’t want to break up with you. Don’t be crazy.”

    Joel felt a little better, but he wasn’t entirely sure he believed Julia.

    “I was pretty far away, but it sure seemed like you were flirting with Quinn,” Joel said.

    Julia smiled. A brief, dreamy look came over her face, like she was reliving a particularly happy memory.

    “Would that be the worst thing in the world?” she asked.

    It was not the answer Joel had expected. He didn’t have an immediate response.

    “I mean, I did just let you fuck me, didn’t I? And it was good, wasn’t it?” Julia whispered as she ran her fingers over Joel’s stomach and between his legs.

    He couldn’t argue with her. She did let him fuck her and it was good. “Yeah, it was,” he answered.

    “Then what’s the harm with a little flirting?” she whispered as her fingers gently massaged his balls.

    Joel wasn’t quite thinking straight, but he couldn’t find a massive flaw in her logic. If it was just flirting, what was the harm?

    “Nothing, I guess,” he answered.

    Julia kissed his cheek, snuggled up next to him, and closed her eyes. His roommate wouldn’t be home for a while, so there was time for a quick naked nap.

    
      

    

    “So what kind of party is this?” Joel asked as he watched Julia pick through the dresses hanging in the tiny closet in her dorm room.

    “They haven’t really told us. It’s for the pledges. All they said was to wear something nice,” Julia said as she pulled a blue and white sundress out of her closet and held it against her body. “What do you think about this?”

    “I love that dress,” Joel said. “Is Quinn going to be there?”

    A week had passed since Joel saw Julia flirting with Quinn on the quad, and he couldn’t quite let it go. It didn’t help that he knew they were still hanging out and that she wasn’t shy about flirting with him.

    Julia smiled as she stripped to her underwear and pulled the dress over her head. “Would you zip me up?” she asked.

    Joel hopped to his feet and delicately pulled the zipper up.

    “Yes, Quinn is going to be there,” Julia said as she reached back and caressed the front of Joel’s pants. “It’s a combined party for the pledges of the sorority and the frat, so he has to be. Does that bother you?”

    Her fingers had succeeded in exciting Joel. Julia turned around and unzipped his pants. She pulled out his hard cock, took a firm grip, and stroked him as her eyes stared into his.

    “Like I told you, there’s nothing going on with Quinn beyond a little harmless flirting. I’m at college and I want to have a little fun. You know I’m committed to you, Joel.” She looked down at his hard cock and ran her fingers over the tip, collecting the precum that had leaked out. “And you know that I take care of you.”

    That part was certainly truthful. Joel knew that Julia was a remarkable girlfriend in that way. She was always eager to have sex and was generous when it came to handjobs and blowjobs too. He knew she was more generous than the girls some of his friends were dating, too.

    Joel knew Julia had to leave for her party soon, but he hoped there was a chance he’d get to experience an orgasm via her skilled fingers. Given that, he was a little disappointed when she released his cock from her grip and tucked him back into his pants.

    “I promise I’ll take care of you tonight,” Julia said as she zipped his fly. “And I’ll make sure to tell you about any naughty fun I have at the party.”

    “What does that mean?” Joel asked. Was she planning on doing something more than flirting?

    Julia flashed that smile that always melted Joel’s heart. “It’s a sorority party, Joel. The whole point is to have fun, and it’s going to be packed with cute guys. I’m sure I won’t do anything more than flirt with a few of them, but you never know.”

    Joel couldn’t tell if Julia was messing with him or if she genuinely intended to fool around with someone at the party.

    “The look on your face is perfect. I wish my phone wasn’t across the room,” Julia said before cracking up.

    “Oh my God. You’re fucking with me?” Joel said. He couldn’t help but laugh along with her. She really had him going for a minute.

    “I do have to get going, though, so it’s time for you to leave. I’ll text you when I’m on my way back from the party. My roommate went home for the weekend so we can have all the naughty fun we want tonight. How does that sound?”

    Joel couldn’t think of a better way to spend his Saturday night. All he had to do was kill time until Julia was home from the party. “That sounds amazing,” he said.

    Julia pulled him close for a surprisingly passionate kiss that finished with a big smile. “I love you, Joel. Keep your cock in your pants until I get home. I’m going to want it inside me, okay?”

    “I love you too,” he said. “I promise I’ll be good and wait for you.”

    Julia gave his ass a good squeeze as Joel walked out. He smiled. Maybe his brother was wrong. Sure, college was going to change things, but maybe it was going to be for the better. He was certainly enjoying it so far.
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    As she’d promised, Julia texted Joel when she was on her way home from the party. He was at her door before she arrived.

    “I might be a little excited,” he said with a smile when she walked up.

    “We should get inside then,” Julia said.

    “Wait, are you drunk?” Joel asked.

    Julia smiled and swayed just a little as she fumbled with her keys. “It’s possible that someone spiked the punch at the party and that I’m a little tipsy, but I’m definitely not drunk.”

    Joel laughed as he helped his girlfriend unlock her door. He opened it up and she pushed through first with him right behind.

    “So, how was the party?” he asked.

    Julia put her hands above her head and spun around. Her dress flew up, revealing that the panties she’d worn to the party were no longer on her.

    “What happened to your panties?”

    Julia gave him a quizzical look before pulling up her dress and staring between her legs. “Oh! That’s right! Quinn has them.”

    The jealousy returned, though Joel did his best to suppress it. “Why would Quinn have your panties?”

    Julia giggled. “Because I gave them to him.”

    “Why?”

    Seemingly sensing his growing annoyance, Julia moved closer and tried to unzip Joel’s pants. This time, he wasn’t having any of it.

    “Julia,” he said while swatting her hand away. “Why did you give Quinn your panties?”

    Julia made a pouty face that Joel found utterly charming. It annoyed him how she could disarm his anger with such ease.

    “Simple. Because he won a bet. He won my panties fair and square.”

    Joel felt like he was a fish stuck on the end of her hook. Some part of him knew that she was setting the bait for him and that he shouldn’t take it. He had to, though.

    He wanted to have a little fun though, so he moved behind Julia and unzipped her dress. He slipped it off her shoulders and down her lean, athletic body as he took the bait. “What was the bet?” he asked while caressing her ass and running his fingers over her inner thighs.

    Julia turned around. She looked marvelous standing there in a bra. Joel looked down at the little strip of pubic hair above her pussy and the way her thighs looked so trim and sexy. He felt an urge to go down on her.

    A shy look came over Julia as she turned her body and bit her lower lip. Joel was pretty sure she was still teasing. She was pretending she was a little embarrassed to answer, but he wasn’t buying it.

    He reached between her legs and slowly ran his fingers over her pussy lips. He didn’t have to work hard to find the wetness of desire between them.

    “What was the bet, Julia?” Joel asked as he slipped his middle finger inside her.

    She moaned and looked up at her boyfriend. “He bet me that he could turn me on with one kiss,” Julia answered.

    “And he won the bet?” Joel asked as he moved his finger deeper inside her and rubbed Julia’s clit with his thumb.

    He wasn’t entirely sure why he was doing it. His girlfriend had basically admitted she’d kissed another man, and mere hours after she’d told him she wasn’t going to do anything more than flirt.

    “He did,” Julia said as she reached out and unzipped Joel’s pants. This time he didn’t fight it.

    “Does that mean he’s a good kisser?” Joel asked. Again, he couldn’t understand why he was pushing forward with this. Why was he turned on? Why was he fingering his girlfriend’s pussy after she admitted to cheating on him, even if it was just a kiss?

    Julia looked up at him. She had a beautiful, lusty look on her face. Joel liked that he was making her feel so good.

    “Yes, he’s a good kisser,” Julia answer before closing her eyes and moaning. “Really good.”

    Joel pulled his fingers from Julia’s pussy and kissed her. Her tongue eagerly danced with his as she unbuttoned his pants and quickly pushed them to the floor.

    “Fuck me, Joel,” she urged him.

    He picked up his girlfriend and laid her in bed. He moved between her legs and pushed his cock into her wet pussy. She wrapped her legs around him.

    They kissed as Joel fucked her harder and faster than usual. He needed to cum.

    “I’m cumming!” Julia cried out less than a minute after he’d entered her.

    Joel’s orgasm wasn’t far behind. He was aroused in a way he didn’t quite understand and he didn’t care. He just wanted to cum. He’d worry about everything else later.

    “Cum inside me,” Julia urged him. He always loved hearing her say that. They’d been having sex for years, but it still turned him on.

    Joel groaned and pushed into his girlfriend. He unleashed his cum and she wrapped her arms around him and kissed his neck as spurt after spurt of semen fled his body.

    “That was really hot,” Joel said afterwards as they lay side by side in her twin bed.

    Julia reached over and took Joel’s hand in hers as she quietly moaned in response.

    For a few minutes they stayed like that. Joel tried not to think about what had driven his arousal, though he couldn’t deny that there were things at work he didn’t quite understand. He kept thinking that Julia had come back to him, that he was the one she fucked at the end of the night, so it didn’t really matter if she’d kissed someone else. It made him feel better.

    Then, out of nowhere, she said, “Quinn asked me on a date.”

    At first, Joel was too shocked to say anything. “He knows you have a boyfriend, right?” he finally said.

    “He does. I told him the first time we met, in fact. He still asked me on a date.”

    Joel looked over. She was smiling. He hoped it was because she was still riding a high of sorts from the orgasm, though he knew that almost certainly wasn’t the case.

    Joel felt like it was safe to assume she’d turned down Quinn’s offer, but he had to ask. “What did you say?”

    Julia turned to Joel, squeezed his hand, and said, “I said yes.”

    
      

    

    “I know you don’t want me to do this, Joel,” Julia said as she stood in front of the floor length mirror in her dorm room. “You’ve made your opinion clear.”

    She looked radiant in a short, light pink dress with a pleated bottom and a tight waist. It was low cut enough to show a little cleavage but still be relatively modest. Her blonde hair looked incredible in long, loose curls.

    “You’re acting like I’m insane for objecting to my girlfriend going on a date with another guy. That’s not crazy. There’s no man on the planet that would be okay with this,” he argued.

    Julia turned to him and asked, “How do I look?”

    “You’re incredible, Julia. You’re beautiful beyond words, honestly. You know that. Why can’t I be the one taking you out on a date tonight?”

    Julia crossed the room and bent down to kiss him on the cheek. Her flowery perfume filled his nose. It was intoxicating. Joel felt impossibly jealous.

    “You want to marry me someday, right?” she asked.

    Joel nodded and said, “Yes. You know I do.”

    “And I love that about you. I really do. I love that you’re so eager to be with me, that you’re so loyal,” she said before walking back to the mirror.

    “But?”

    “But I need to explore. I need to see what it’s like to go on a date with someone else. You’re literally the only guy I’ve been on a date with, Joel. I’m young and I want to explore a little. I’m not going to do anything crazy. I’m not going to sleep with him or anything. I just want to go on a date with him. That’s it,” Julia explained as she picked up her little purse and slung it over her shoulder.

    She turned to Joel and smiled. “I’m loyal too. I know that seems crazy to say, but I am. You’re the one I’ll be inviting back to my room after the date, not him. You’re the one that will get to be with me tonight, not him.”

    That made Joel smile. It seemed insane, but there was actually some logic to her argument, and he sort of understood her desire to see what it was like to go on a date with someone else.

    “Okay,” Joel said as he stood up. “Sorry for hassling you about it.”

    Julia laughed and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “You don’t have to apologize, Joel. You’re not wrong. This is strange, and most guys wouldn’t be okay with. That’s why I love you though. You understand me and you’re not going to try and force me to be something I’m not.”

    Joel stole a quick kiss before they stepped out of the room and Julia locked it behind them.

    “I don’t think this will go too late,” she said as they walked out of the building. “I assume you want me to text you no matter what time it is when we finish?”

    “Of course,” Joel said.

    “I’ll see you later tonight, then,” Julia said as she turned and walked off in the opposite direction.

    
      

    

    “So, what was it like to go on your first date with another guy?” Joel asked.

    They were sitting in his bed. It was a little after midnight. He’d kicked his roommate out to go down the hall and study. Julia looked absolutely perfect. All Joel wanted to do was kiss her, but he held off. He was genuinely curious to hear about the date.

    “It was really good,” Julia said as she looked down at the bed and traced circles on the sheets with her fingers.

    Joel thought she seemed a little hesitant, like she was actually concerned about upsetting him for the first time since this all began.

    “I can take it,” he said.

    “Take what?” she quickly replied.

    “Whatever it is you’re afraid to tell me.”

    Julia smiled. It was a soft, easy smile and Joel could see her relax along with it.

    “I guess it’s hard to explain. I don’t know if it’s just that it was different from going out with you or if he was doing something special, but I really liked being with him.”

    Joel felt his heart start to pound harder. He felt genuinely jealous, though he’d agreed to let her go, so he couldn’t very well be angry.

    Julia reached out and caressed his face. “You don’t have to worry, silly.” She leaned forward and kissed him. The passion behind it caught him off guard. “I’m still yours. I’m always going to be yours,” she said. “I just enjoyed being with him for a little while tonight.”

    “Where did he take you?” Joel asked as he took Julia’s hand in his.

    “We went to this cute little restaurant first, and then he took me to a club to go dancing.”

    “Dancing, really?” Joel said as he imagined another man dancing with his girlfriend. The jealousy returned, though there was a slight stirring between his legs that he wasn’t entirely comfortable with.

    “It was so much fun, Joel. It was kind of sexy, too,” Julia said as she ran her fingers over Joel’s arms. “He’s so confident. I really liked the way he moved with me on the dance floor, and the way his hands moved over my body…and the way he kissed me.”

    Joel’s cock was hard. It wasn’t so much what Julia had done with Quinn as the way she was describing it. The desire in her voice was intoxicating.

    “You kissed him again?” Joel asked. He realized how silly it sounded as soon as the words left his lips, but he wanted to hear her confirm it.

    Julia hesitated and then looked up at him. “I did more than kiss him,” she said.

    “Really? What did you do?” Joel asked. He was trying to hide the sense of excitement he felt, though he wasn’t sure he was doing a good job of it.

    “After the club we went back to his place. He has an off-campus apartment. It’s a studio, but it’s actually pretty nice.” Julia ran her hands up Joel’s thighs and between his legs. She felt his erection. She smiled.

    “He put on a movie and we sat on his couch. I don’t think we watched more than a few minutes before he kissed me again.”

    Julia hesitated as she stroked Joel’s cock through his pants. “Is that all you did?” he asked between heavy breaths.

    “No,” she said. Before continuing, Julia unzipped Joel’s pants and pulled out his stiff cock. She took it in her hand and stroked him as she looked up at her boyfriend. “His hand made its way to my legs, so I spread them for him. His fingers moved up my thighs. I didn’t stop him, even when he got to my panties. I wanted him to play with my pussy, Joel. I wanted to see what it was like to have another man’s fingers inside me.”

    Joel felt a powerful kind of arousal surge through him. His brain was fogged in with desire. He might have objected to all of it if he wasn’t so turned on, but he didn’t object to any of Julia’s confession.

    “Did he finger you?”

    Julia stroked Joel faster. “He did. He pulled my panties aside and slipped a finger inside me. I was so wet for him, Joel.”

    Joel closed his eyes and enjoyed the feeling of his girlfriend’s hand moving up and down his cock. “Did it feel good?” he asked.

    “It felt incredible. He was kissing me and fingering me and he played with my clit perfectly. It all felt so good.”

    Joel knew the answer to his next question, but he wanted to hear Julia say it. “Did he make you cum?”

    “He did, baby. He made me cum so hard.”

    Joel groaned and came hard as Julia shared that final detail. He imagined her on Quinn’s couch. He imagined his tongue in her mouth. He imagined his fingers in her pussy. He imagined another man making his girlfriend cum and it brought him to an astonishing orgasm.

    “Oh, fuck,” Joel said breathlessly as the intense pleasure of the orgasm radiated through his pelvis.

    Julia delicately cleaned up the mess he’d made and gave Joel a soft kiss. He thought she looked a little scared, like she was worried he’d be angry now that he’d had his orgasm.

    Instead, Joel was curious. “Did you…did you make him cum?” he asked. It felt painful to even unload the inquiry, but he had to know.

    “No. I didn’t. I felt kind of bad, but I couldn’t do it.”

    Joel felt a sense of relief. He knew it was silly, but it felt better knowing that Julia hadn’t touched someone else’s cock that night.

    “I did agree to another date though. I hope you don’t mind.”

    Given that he’d just had an orgasm hearing about her first date with Quinn, Joel knew he couldn’t very well argue about her going on another date with him. At least not in the moment. If he was going to object to it, that would have to wait.

    Instead, he put his cock back into his pants and cuddled in bed with Julia. Her perfume smelled perfect. Her hair was impossibly soft. Her lithe body felt good against his in the pretty dress. She’d come back to him and was in his arms at the end of the night, and that was all that mattered.
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    Joel wanted to be open-minded. He wanted to believe Julia when she said she was in love with him and wanted to end up with him, but he couldn’t get all the way there.

    She was clearly still into him. They were still seeing each other. They were still having sex. She’d given him a great handjob just two nights earlier. Granted, she’d been recalling the details of her date with another guy when she’d done it, but it was still an intimate, arousing act that had given him an orgasm.

    That’s what confused Joel. Julia was still eagerly and openly enjoying being with him. It’s just that she seemed to be enjoying being with Quinn, too. Her reasoning made sense, at least to a certain degree. If they really were going to get married after college and be together forever, it wasn’t unreasonable that Julia would want to explore a little before all that happened.

    Joel knew he probably wasn’t going to find a way to fully embrace what Julia was doing. He told himself he was okay with that. He reasoned that as long as she was still coming back to him, it was all okay.

    Those thoughts were running through Joel’s head as he walked back from class on a bright, unseasonably warm Wednesday afternoon. It was more crowded than usual on the grassy quad he was strolling across, but that didn’t stop him from spotting Julia almost all the way across the verdant expanse.

    Joel raised his arm and waved, but she wasn’t looking his way. In fact, she seemed rather determined to reach her destination from his vantage point.

    He watched Julia walk right into the arms of another man and kiss him. Joel moved closer as the kissing continued far past what would have been considered friendly.

    She was kissing Quinn in the middle of the quad. Given the size of the school it wasn’t likely any of his friends would see it, but it bugged Joel that his girlfriend was kissing someone else in public.

    It didn’t seem to bother Julia or Quinn, though. She looked incredible in a pair of insanely skimpy denim shorts and a semi-sheer white tank top that clearly showed off the white, lace-trimmed bra she had on underneath. It wasn’t the kind of outfit she would just have thrown on. Joel was convinced that his girlfriend had dressed with the idea of pleasing Quinn in mind. She wanted to look good for him.

    Joel watched as they held hands and found an empty bench. Quinn put his arm around Julia and they kissed again. He was just close enough to see that they were absolutely using tongue. They were full-on making out on the quad, in front of everyone.

    Joel felt shocked as he sat in the grass and watched. She wasn’t cheating on him, so he couldn’t really be angry. He’d essentially given her permission to do what she wanted. He hadn’t put up a fight when Julia told him she’d agreed to a second date with Quinn. He didn’t encourage it, but he didn’t shut it down, either.

    Joel couldn’t look away from the sensual spectacle unfolding across the grass. He watched as Quinn caressed the soft skin of Julia’s legs. He watched as the muscular upperclassmen’s hands moved up her thigh and to the edge of her shorts.

    As he watched, Joel wondered if Julia was thinking about her last date with Quinn. Was she imagining Quinn’s fingers in her pussy and how he made her cum? Was she wishing they were alone so it could happen again? Was she thinking about doing something more with him? Did her plans for experimentation and exploration include having sex with Quinn?

    Realizing he was driving himself insane, Joel left. He couldn’t watch anymore. Even though he’d essentially given Julia permission to fool around with Quinn, he didn’t want to witness it. He just wanted to leave.

    
      

    

    “You’re mad, aren’t you?” Julia said as she straddled Joel in his bed.

    “No, I’m not mad. It’s just…I don’t know, it’s just that I thought…I don’t know what I thought.” He was struggling to make sense of his feelings.

    “Tell me how you felt, Joel. Were you mad? Were you jealous?”

    Joel nodded. “Yes, I was jealous,” he said. He felt stupid saying it. “I was. I was jealous.”

    Julia smiled and leaned down to kiss him. It was a quick, soft peck on the lips. “It’s okay to be jealous. It would be kind of weird if you weren’t, to be honest.”

    She laid down next to him and snuggled against his body. “You don’t have anything to worry about, I swear. I know it’s probably really weird to watch your girlfriend kissing someone else, but it’s not like I’m going to leave you for him. I’m just spreading my wings a little.”

    Joel laughed. “I know. You’ve mentioned that a few times. It’s college, right? You’re supposed to experiment.”

    Julia jokingly jabbed him in the side and giggled. “Are you making fun of me?”

    “No, of course not,” Joel said as he laughed again. It felt like his stress was melting away.

    For a minute, they rested in his bed without saying a word. Julia ran her fingers over the soft cotton of Joel’s t-shirt and he caressed her soft blonde hair.

    He finally broke the silence, giving voice to something that he’d been wondering about since he’d walked off the quad.

    “Do you want to have sex with him?”

    Julia’s hand moved under his shirt and caressed Joel’s stomach as she said, “I don’t know.”

    “How could you not know?” Joel asked.

    Julia sounded a touch incredulous as she answered, “I haven’t thought that far ahead, Joel. I’m honestly just sort of going with what feels good right now, and today it felt really good to make out with Quinn on the quad. I know you think I’m a broken record, but right now I’m not going to pass up on the things that make me feel good. This is the time to do that, before life gets infinitely more complicated.”

    “So you didn’t get turned on while you were kissing Quinn?” Joel shot back.

    Julia sat up. Joel expected an angry look, but instead it was a decidedly lusty smile. “What makes you say that?” she said while straddling Joel once more. “Of course I got turned on. He’s a really good kisser, Joel.”

    Julia leaned down and kissed Joel again, this time with far greater intensity. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and she reached down and unbuttoned her shorts, deftly slipping out of them while they kissed.

    “In fact, I’m still turned on,” Julia whispered as she grabbed Joel’s hand and guided it between her legs.

    He slipped his fingers into her panties and pressed them against her pussy lips. They pushed inside her with ease. She was soaking wet. The heat was incredible.

    “Wow, he must be a really good kisser,” Joel said. The strangeness of talking about another man’s talent for kissing while fingering his girlfriend wasn’t lost on him.

    “He is,” Julia said as she eagerly unzipped Joel’s shorts and pulled out his cock.

    She pulled aside her panties and sank down onto his erection. “He’s a really good kisser,” she said while riding Joel.

    There was a small part of him that wanted to stop. He didn’t want to fuck his girlfriend while she was thinking about someone else, but there was no chance of stopping. Her pussy was perfect. It was warm and wet and tight, and he couldn’t stop. He had to fuck her. He had to cum inside her.

    Julia seemed determined to do the work, so Joel laid in his bed and enjoyed the intense and perfect pleasure of his girlfriend’s pussy bouncing on his cock.

    “Yes, Joel,” she groaned. “Fuck me.”

    “I’m close,” Joel announced.

    Julia leaned down and kissed him. She moved her hips back and forth over his dick. Her clit rubbed into his pelvis. She moaned into his mouth.

    “Yes, Joel. Cum inside me,” Julia said.

    Moments later, Joel did as she requested. Her orgasm followed almost immediately after.

    “That was so good,” Julia whispered after she collapsed onto him.

    “It really was,” Joel said as he caressed her hair.

    It really was. Sex with Julia always was. That was one of the reasons why, despite the strangeness of her sort of dating another guy, Joel wasn’t worried. If she wanted to experiment, that was okay.

    
      

    

    “Wow, a ponytail. You never wear your hair in a ponytail,” Joel said as Julia emerged from the bathroom.

    “Quinn said he loves the way ponytails look on girls.”

    Joel felt a little jealous. “Oh, really. Well, that makes sense, I guess.”

    Julia smiled at him. “I wear my hair the way you like it when I’m with you, don’t I?”

    “Yeah, sure, of course,” Joel stammered. “But I’m your boyfriend.”

    Julia stepped into a pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh and zipped it up. “Well, this is my second date with Quinn and we’ve had a few, well, meet-ups too.”

    “Are you saying he’s your boyfriend too?” Joel asked. Now he was definitely feeling jealous.

    Julia turned to him as she pulled on a soft, fuzzy white angora sweater that left a little of her flat, smooth stomach exposed. “I don’t really know what he is. I’m just saying that I want to do my hair the way he’d like it.”

    She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled.

    Despite what he’d told himself after the last time they had sex, Joel was still jealous. He tried his best not to be, but Julia was acting like Quinn’s girlfriend. She was taking great care with her outfit and she was clearly picking something sexy because she wanted to arouse him. She was even doing her hair as Quinn had basically requested. That was the sort of stuff a girlfriend did for someone. At the very least, it was the sort of stuff a girl did for someone she wanted to be dating.

    “I know you already know this because I’ve said it so many times, but you have nothing to worry about,” Julia reassured him as she put on a coating of pink lip gloss and check her hair one last time.

    “I know,” Joel said. He really wanted to believe it, but he couldn’t quite get there. He told himself it was perfectly natural to feel a little jealous as he watched his girlfriend work hard to look good for another man.

    “Where are you guys going tonight?” he asked.

    “His place,” Julia said. She smiled when Joel looked a little panicked. “He’s cooking for me.”

    Joel felt a little panicked. That was the kind of date a man made if he thought he was going to have sex, especially if the food was even halfway decent.

    “I don’t plan on having sex with him,” Julia said, as if she was reading his mind. Then she smiled. “I mean, you never know what’s going to happen, but I’m certainly not planning on it.”

    Joel wasn’t certain if she was messing with him or preparing him for what might happen when she stopped by his room after the date. He didn’t want to ask, either.

    “I’ll see you afterwards?” Julia asked as she picked up her key and purse.

    “I’ll be waiting,” Joel said as he let himself out of her room and headed back to his dorm.

    
      

    

    Joel opened his door and pulled Julia in. She smiled at his excitement, but when he went to kiss her, Julia leaned back.

    “What?” he said.

    “I’m not sure you want to kiss me,” she answered.

    For a moment, Joel was utterly dumbfounded. Then it clicked.

    “Oh.” He stepped back and looked at Julia. She was just as sexy as when she’d left for her date. The sweater looked particularly alluring. “Is that because you,” he said before trailing off. He couldn’t quite get the words out.

    “I went down on him,” Julia said. She searched Joel’s face for a reaction. “We can kiss, of course. It doesn’t bother me. I’m just not sure if you want to.”

    Joel could barely hear what she was saying. His brain was slowly trying to process what she’d just revealed. She’d gone down on someone. She’d had someone else’s cock in her mouth. It felt so much different than her kissing Quinn, or even getting fingered.

    “Joel, are you okay?” Julia asked. She looked bemused more than concerned, though.

    “Yeah. I’m sorry. Yeah, I’m okay. I’m a little shocked, I guess.”

    Julia stepped closer to him. She kissed his neck and ran her fingers through his hair. It was a simple, seductive set of moves that worked wonders.

    “I’m still yours, Joel,” she whispered. “Going down on Quinn doesn’t change that. I still came back to you.”

    Joel wanted her, badly. His cock was hard. Her whispered words, her soft kisses, and the way her hands moved over his body had done their job.

    He kissed her. He parted his lips and her tongue darted into his mouth. He couldn’t really taste anything. It was like a normal kiss, only he knew someone else’s cock had been in her mouth not that long ago.

    “Was that okay?” Julia asked.

    Joel liked that she was checking in. He kissed her again in response.

    “Do you want me to go down on you, Joel?” Julia said as she pulled out his cock. She stroked it and looked up at him. Her eyes looked so big and full of lust.

    Joel nodded, though he likely would have said yes to anything at that point. It didn’t really bother him that his was the second cock Julia would be pleasuring that evening.

    She pushed Joel into his wooden desk chair. She quickly yanked down his shorts and underwear and got on her knees.

    Her mouth felt astoundingly good on his cock, which was throbbing with lust. Joel figured it was the way she’d seemingly tried to seduce him that aroused him so much. Whatever it was, the blowjob she was giving him felt absolutely perfect.

    Joel closed his eyes and enjoyed the thrilling sensations happening between his legs. Julia was working him more vigorously than usual. She was doing something with her hand he hadn’t experienced before. The way she twisted it while stroking upwards on his cock was incredible.

    “Does it feel good?” Julia asked as Joel’s cock slipped from her mouth. She smiled up at him while stroking his stiff flesh.

    “What’s that thing you’re doing with your hand?” Joel asked.

    “You like that?” Her naughty smile thrilled Joel. “That’s something Quinn taught me. He said every guy loves it.”

    Joel was simultaneously grateful and annoyed. It felt really good, but he wasn’t crazy about someone else teaching his girlfriend blowjob and handjob tips.

    “Did he teach you anything else?” Joel asked, though he was feeling jealous more than curious.

    “Don’t be jealous,” Julia said before taking Joel’s dick in her mouth once more.

    He looked at his girlfriend as she worked his cock. Her hand and mouth worked in concert and the pleasure she gave him was intense. Still, he couldn’t help but marvel at the insanity of his girlfriend telling him not to be jealous when she’d given someone else a blowjob no more than a few hours ago.

    “What?” Julia said as she stroked him.

    Joel was staring intently. “Did he…did he finish in your mouth?”

    “Do you mean did I swallow his cum?”

    Joel nodded.

    “Yes. I swallowed for him.” Julia smiled and briefly swallowed Joel’s cock once more. When she came up for air, she said, “A good girlfriend always swallows.”

    Despite himself, Joel felt an incredible rush of lust at the intimation that she was Quinn’s girlfriend. There was a heavy amount of jealousy mixed in too.

    Julia took him into her mouth once more and really went to work. She’d clearly decided it was time for Joel to cum. He wondered if she was going to swallow for him too.

    It didn’t take long for the answer to arrive. Joel felt that familiar, incredible build up of pleasure between his legs as Julia brought him to the edge of climax and then pushed him over.

    He came in her mouth and she swallowed, just as he figured she would. She collected the last few drops from the tip of his dick, swallowed those too, and smiled.

    “He tastes a little better,” she said before laughing and stepping into the bathroom to brush her teeth.

    Joel couldn’t help but laugh too. Mostly it was because the situation was entirely absurd. His girlfriend had given head to two men in one night. She’d swallowed two loads, and he’d been entirely okay with it. He was a little worried that he might have liked it, at least a tiny bit. 
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    “Quinn asked me to be his girlfriend,” Julia said. “To start dating him for real.”

    She and Joel were walking back to his room after having seen a movie. They’d spent most of their time making out. He wasn’t sure he’d have been able to recount the details of the plot if someone asked him.

    They kept walking, but Joel’s mind raced as he considered what she’d said. “Aren’t you my girlfriend?” was his response.

    “Of course, silly,” Julia said as she squeezed his hand.

    Joel let out a sigh of relief. For a moment he thought this was how Julia was choosing to break up with him.

    “Does that mean you turned him down?” he asked.

    “No, I said yes,” Julia said.

    Joel stopped on the sidewalk. “How can you be his girlfriend and my girlfriend at the same time?”

    Julia smiled and pulled Joel closer. She kissed him on the cheek. It felt soothing. “If you think about it, that’s what I’ve already been doing. I’ve been on three dates with Quinn. I’ve…well, I’ve had some naughty fun with him, too. I’m basically his girlfriend. It’s the same with you. We just went on a date, didn’t we?”

    Joel considered her argument. Her logic was sound. She was effectively dating them both.

    “Nothing’s going to change, Joel. Quinn and I are just making it official. He wants to call me his girlfriend. He wants to introduce me to his friends as his girlfriend. Things won’t change between us though,” Julia assured him.

    “I believe you,” Joel said. “It just feels different. I just don’t see why you have to be his girlfriend to get what you want out of this. I mean, I totally get that you want to explore while we’re at college, and that Quinn seems like a really good way to branch out and have some fun before we get married, but how does officially being his girlfriend accomplish that? Isn’t that just doing the same thing you and I are doing?”

    “Yes and no,” Julia said as she ran her fingers up Joel’s arm. “Yes, it would be doing the same thing you and I are doing, since I’m your girlfriend and I’m going to be his girlfriend too. But, being his girlfriend is exactly the kind of exploring I want to do. You’re the only guy I’ve ever dated, Joel. I want to try dating someone else. I want to see what it’s like.”

    Joel felt frustrated. He just didn’t see why she needed to actually date someone else. “But why? You know what it’s like to date someone. You’ve been dating me for three years.”

    Julia smiled at him. She brushed away the hair that had fallen into her eyes. “You’re making my point for me, Joel. I want to see what it’s like to date someone else. I want to see how differently Quinn does things. I want to see how he romances me. I want to see what he’s like when we’re in an actual relationship and not just hooking up. I know he’s only two years older than you, but I kind of want to see what it’s like to date an older guy, too.”

    Joel felt anxious. It felt like Julia was slipping away from him.

    “Come here,” she said before pulling him into a hug.

    Joel ran his fingers through her hair as she squeezed him tight. The faint, floral scent of her shampoo was lovely. He caressed her back. The light sweater she wore felt impossibly soft against his skin.

    “You have nothing to worry about, Joel. In fact, this is only going to strengthen our relationship. I know that seems crazy, but it’s true. If we got married without me knowing what it’s like to date another man, I’d always wonder. This way, I won’t have to wonder.”

    “Okay,” Joel said. “I know it’s not actually my decision to make and you don’t need my permission, but I’m okay with you being Quinn’s girlfriend if that’s what you want.”

    Julia looked up at Joel and smiled. Her arms were still wrapped tightly around him. They shared a slow, sensual kiss. It made his cock hard.

    “Thank you, Joel. It’s not what I want, though. It’s what I need. I know it’s unusual, but I hope you understand that.”

    He nodded. “I do. I really do.”

    “Good, because now I need something else. I need you to take me back to your room and fuck me. Will you do that for me, Joel?”

    He smiled. “I’d do anything for my girlfriend.”

    
      

    

    “How was astronomy class?” Joel asked.

    “Boring. So boring. I don’t know why I thought astronomy would be interesting,” Julia before taking a bite of her salad.

    Joel laughed. “I told you. At least it’s not hard, though.”

    Julia laughed along with him before a worried look came over her face.

    “Is everything okay?” Joel asked.

    “Yes. I’m sorry, but one of Quinn’s friends is coming over. She knows I’m his girlfriend. She doesn’t know I’m yours too, and I’d rather she didn’t. I going to introduce you as my friend from high school, okay?”

    Joel didn’t particularly like what she was proposing, but it didn’t seem worth fighting it. “Okay.”

    “Hey, Sarah,” Julia said as she stood up and gave Quinn’s friend a hug. “This is my friend Joel. We went to high school together.”

    Joel shook her hand. “Nice to meet you, Sarah.”

    “That’s so cute. You guys went to the same college. Did you do that on purpose? Do you have a crush on Julia, Joel?” Sarah asked in a tone that annoyed Joel to no end.

    He offered up his best fake laugh and took a bite of his sandwich.

    “So, Julia, are you excited about the dance this Friday?” Sarah asked.

    Joel looked up. “Dance? Is the school having a dance?”

    “No, the sorority is hosting a dance with Quinn’s frat,” Julia said before turning back to Sarah. “And yes, I’m so excited. I haven’t picked out a dress yet, but I’m going shopping later today.”

    “Well, don’t be afraid to pick something sexy. This isn’t a high school dance. You want to impress Quinn, don’t you?” Sarah said.

    The genuinely excited look on Julia’s face was a little disconcerting to Joel. There was no question she wanted to look good for Quinn. He felt a little jealous, mostly because Julia hadn’t gone out of her way to look good for him since they got to school. Instead, he’d been treated to lots of pajama pants and hoodies. Julia looked cute in pajama pants, but Quinn was getting her best effort.

    “You know I do,” Julia said. “I’ll make sure to pick something suitable for a man like Quinn.”

    There was something about the way she referred to Quinn as a man that stirred Joel’s sense of jealousy.

    “Well, good luck on your shopping trip. I’ll see you Friday,” Sarah said as she moved to leave. “It was nice to meet you, Joel.”

    “Nice to meet you too,” Joel said as he waved goodbye.

    “Sorry about that,” Julia said as she sat down across from him once more.

    The annoyance in Joel’s voice was obvious as he asked, “A dance?”

    There was a flash of anger in Julia’s eyes as she looked across the table. “Do you have a problem, Joel?”

    “Why didn’t you tell me about the dance?” he asked, though the annoyance had mostly drained from his voice.

    “Forgive me Joel, but now that I’m Quinn’s girlfriend, you’re not going to get daily updates on my schedule. You don’t need to know exactly where I am and what I’m doing with him. It’s not really your business,” Julia said.

    There was an edge to her voice that convinced Joel to keep his objections to himself. She was right, anyway. There was no reason he needed to know when and where Julia was at all times. She was his girlfriend, but they weren’t married.

    “Sorry,” he said. “You’re right.”

    Julia reached across the table and took Joel’s hand in hers. “I know this is hard. I’m asking a lot of you. I’m asking you to be okay with something that most college guys wouldn’t even consider. I know that. You’re amazing, Joel.”

    He smiled. She knew exactly how to make him feel better.

    “You know, my roommate’s at class for the next hour. You want to go back to my room and fool around a little?” he asked.

    Julia smiled, stood up, and led him out of the cafeteria.

    They rushed across campus and up to Joel’s room. As soon as the door closed behind them they pulled each other’s clothes off. They kissed feverishly as Joel ran his hands over Julia’s perky breasts. She moaned into his mouth as he played with her nipples.

    “Go down on me, Joel,” Julia said as she gently pressed on his shoulders.

    He’d always loved her confidence when it came to sex. Julia never minced words and she wasn’t the slightest bit shy about demanding the pleasure she craved. It wasn’t surprising to hear her demand that he use his tongue on her pussy and he happily fell to his knees as Julia sat on his bed and spread her legs.

    As he stared at her neatly trimmed pussy, Joel thought of Quinn. He didn’t want her other boyfriend in his head, but there it was. A question popped into his head. It seemed like a stupid question that might annoy Julia, considering the situation, but he asked it anyway.

    “Does Quinn go down on you?” Joel asked as he kissed his girlfriend’s soft thighs.

    “He does,” Julia said while running her hands through Joel’s hair.

    Joel licked her pussy. She moaned softly. “Is he good?”

    Julia gently grasped Joel’s hair and tilted his head back. He looked into her eyes. The confident smile on her face was arousing.

    “He’s very good, Joel. He’s only done it a few times, but his tongue is exceptionally talented.”

    Joel didn’t ask the next question that came to mind. He didn’t want to know if Quinn was better than him at eating Julia’s pussy. He wasn’t sure he could handle it if he was.

    Instead, Joel went down on his girlfriend with renewed vigor. He worshiped her pussy as she sat on the edge of his bed. He massaged her clit with his tongue and pushed two fingers inside her. He listened to her moan. For a while, he completely forgot about his hard cock and his desire to fuck her and he thought only about getting her off.

    While going down on her was usually a form of foreplay for them, Joel took it all the way. He made her cum with his tongue. He licked and fingered Julia until her thighs quivered on either side of his head and she cried out in orgasmic pleasure.

    “Wow. Joel. That was incredible,” she said breathlessly.

    Joel sat back on his knees and smiled at her. Her approval felt good.

    Julia leaned forward and smiled. “I guess a little jealousy isn’t a bad thing, is it?”

    “What do you mean?” Joel said, trying his best to pretend like this desire to make her cum with his tongue wasn’t motivated by competing with Quinn.

    Julia laughed as she moved to her back in bed. She spread her legs and looked at Joel. “I assume you want to cum. Would you like to fuck me?”

    Joel hopped to his feet and moved between her legs. Julia reached down and stroked his cock. It felt impossibly good. For a moment, Joel wondered if Quinn’s cock was bigger than his. He banished the thought and slipped into his girlfriend’s wet pussy.

    “Fuck me, Joel,” Julia said as she wrapped her legs around him and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss.

    Joel did just that. He fucked his girlfriend hard. Her pussy was soaking wet. His cock was alive with pleasure as her warmth surrounded him. It felt so good.

    Despite the pleasure of fucking his girlfriend, Joel once again thought about Quinn. Julia knew if Quinn’s cock was bigger. She’d gone down on him. Joel hadn’t asked, though. He’d thought about it, but he didn’t want to know. He thought about Quinn going down on the pussy he was currently inside of. He thought about another man making his girlfriend cum.

    Try as he might, Joel couldn’t banish the rush of wild thoughts from his head as he fucked Julia. He wanted to, but he couldn’t.

    It didn’t stop him from cumming, though. He was too turned on. Going down on her had thrilled him. Making her cum with his tongue had left his dick stiff with desire.

    Soon, Joel came inside Julia. His groan was long and low. It was a spectacular orgasm. It felt like his entire body was cumming.

    Julia kissed him softly and ran her hands over his back as Joel rested on top of her. His breathing was heavy and his heart was racing.

    “That seemed really good,” she said.

    “It was.” Joel didn’t like the idea that it was so good because he was filled with jealous thoughts about Quinn. “It really was.”

    Afterwards, while they laid in his bed, Joel kept thinking about Quinn. Mostly he kept wondering if Julia’s other boyfriend was bigger than him. He knew that the answer to that question was easy to get. He just had to ask it.

    It took a while, but Joel finally blurted out the question. “Does Quinn have a bigger cock than I do?”

    Julia turned her head and looked at him. She took his hand in hers and said, “Yes.”

    Joel turned and looked at the ceiling. He wasn’t sure if meant anything. Is that part of what Julia found appealing?

    “Does that matter?” Joel asked.

    “I don’t know,” Julia said. “You’re the only guy I’ve been with.”

    Joel knew that was the case. She was the only girl he’d been with too. It made him feel a little less anxious.

    “I guess I’ll know soon enough,” Julia added.

    Joel turned to her and said, “What do you mean?”

    Julia laughed and rolled onto her side. “Quinn and I are going to have sex, Joel. I don’t know when, but it’s going to happen. I’m his girlfriend, after all. Eventually, we’re going to have sex. When we do, I’ll know if it matters that he’s bigger.”

    Joel’s anxiety returned with a vengeance. It had clearly been wishful thinking, but he hadn’t considered that Julia would actually have sex with Quinn. In hindsight, of course that’s what she was going to do. Her desire for experimentation wasn’t going to be limited to foreplay. Of course she’d want to sleep with someone else before she married Joel.

    That didn’t stop him from feeling anxious about it, though.

    “I love you, Julia,” Joel said as he pulled her closer.

    “I love you too, Joel,” she said.

    Joel knew she was being honest. He knew Julia was in love with him. He knew she wanted to marry him after college. He also knew she wanted to have sex with Quinn. He’d have to learn to deal with that.
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    “Where are we going?” Joel asked as he and Julia walked through the mall.

    “Victoria’s Secret,” she answered.

    Joel felt a rush of excitement. “Really? That’s amazing,” he said.

    Julia smiled and took Joel’s hand in hers. “I think you might be misunderstanding why we’re here, honey.”

    She stopped walking and held both of Joel’s hands. Julia looked into his eyes and said, “Quinn and I are going to have sex and we’re here so I can buy something pretty to wear for him.”

    Joel felt like he’d been kicked in the chest. For a few moments, he had trouble breathing. He couldn’t speak.

    Julia caressed his face. “I know it’s hard to hear,” she said. Her voice was soft and soothing. “But it can’t be that surprising, honey. After all, Quinn and I have been officially dating for almost a month now. I wouldn’t be much of a girlfriend if I refused to have sex with him, would I?”

    “Julia, are you sure about this? Isn’t this going too far?” Joel pleaded as they stood in the middle of the mostly empty mall.

    Julia smiled and caressed his face again. She pulled his lips to hers for a slow, soft kiss. “This is exactly where things need to go, Joel,” she said. “You and I are different, and that’s good. You don’t mind not having sex with someone else before we get married. I do. You know I love you like crazy, but I want to experience another man before I commit to one person for the rest of my life.”

    “But it’s our freshman year. You have so much time to experience another man. Couldn’t you wait a little longer?” Joel pleaded. He knew his argument didn’t really make sense. There wasn’t any real difference between Julia having sex with someone else now and doing it two years from now. It might actually be worse if she waited. All Joel could think about was that he didn’t want his girlfriend to have sex with someone else.

    “Joel, honey, I want to have sex with Quinn,” Julia said in a soft, kind voice. “He wants to have sex with me, too. He’s made that clear, and as much fun as I’m having with him, I want more. I want to have sex with him. I want to see what it’s like to have him inside me. I want to see what he’s like as a lover.”

    “Do you want to see if he’s different than I am?” Joel asked.

    Julia’s smile was sweet and sympathetic. “I do, Joel. I’m curious. I really am. I want to have sex for the pleasure of it, of course, but I also want to know what it’s like with someone knew. Think of it as a science experiment.”

    For most of Julia’s exploration, Joel had managed to stave off any sort of jealousy. It helped that she almost always came to him after a date with Quinn – though that wasn’t happening quite as often in the last month – and that they still had plenty of sex.

    He wasn’t staving off the jealousy now, though. It was close to all-encompassing. The strange thing was, on some level he understood Julia’s desire. He didn’t feel a need to experience sex with someone else, but he understood why she might want that. He believed her when she said it would ultimately make their relationship better. Now, though, he’d begun to worry that it would simply end their relationship.

    “Was it too much to bring you to the mall?” Julia asked. “Should I have just done this part myself?”

    The answer probably should have been a resounding ‘Yes,’ but Joel actually liked that she’d brought him along. He liked that Julia wasn’t hiding this from him. He knew it was strange beyond belief to go lingerie shopping so his girlfriend could look sexy for someone else, but he took it as a sign that she was being honest when she said she loved him and that she wanted to be with him. She was just exploring and she wanted him to be a part of that, too.

    “No,” Joel said. “I know it’s a little weird, but I like that you asked me to come along. Let’s go. I won’t be weird, I promise.”

    He took Julia’s hand and they walked into the Victoria’s Secret to go lingerie shopping so she could seduce her other boyfriend.

    
      

    

    After trying on a dozen options at Victoria’s Secret, Julia went with a classy, exceptionally sexy black lace bra and panty set with a matching garter belt and black lace top stockings.

    “Quinn has a lot more experience than I do and I figure he might like a more sophisticated look,” she said after emerging from the dressing room in the black lingerie.

    Joel felt strange saying it, but he agreed. “That’s the one,” he said.

    Now they were back in her room as she was getting ready for her date with Quinn. She wore a tight, low cut black dress with the lingerie underneath. Her hair was pinned up in an elegant style.

    “You look incredible,” Joel said. Jealousy roiled inside him. Part of him hated that his girlfriend was doing all this to have sex with another man. Part of him hoped she would do this, get it out of her system, and then they could go back to dating like a normal couple.

    “Thank you, Joel. I appreciate that. I hope Quinn feels the same way,” Julia said as she looked at herself in the mirror.

    Joel sensed a hint of insecurity coming from her. He walked over to his girlfriend and put his arms around her from behind. 

    He looked at her in the mirror and said, “You’re beautiful beyond words, Julia, and you already know that Quinn likes you. What are you worried about?”

    It felt so strange to be helping his girlfriend calm her nerves before she left to have sex with another guy.

    Julia wriggled free from Joel’s grasp and turned around. She kissed him softly and looked up at him. “What if he doesn’t like having sex with me? What if I’m a disappointment to him? We haven’t talked numbers or anything, but I know he has a lot more experience than I do. What if it’s boring or bad?”

    Joel felt an overwhelming sense of sympathy for his girlfriend. He’s rarely seen her so vulnerable and insecure.

    “As someone with a great deal of experience in having sex with you, I can tell you that the outcome you’re imagining is literally impossible.”

    Julia smiled and rested her head against his chest.

    Joel caressed her blonde hair as he continued. “I mean it, Julia. You’re incredible in bed. I know I don’t have a lot of experience either, but I don’t need lots of experience to know that having sex with you is genuinely mind-blowing. Quinn’s going to love it, I promise.”

    As he held Julia in a tight hug, Joel considered the utter, absolute insanity of what he’d just done. He could have used Julia’s insecurity as an opportunity to try and scuttle this whole thing. He could have tried to convince her to give up on the idea of dating Quinn and having sex with other people before they got married.

    He couldn’t do it, though. He just couldn’t. He knew Julia needed this. He knew she needed to explore something new. More than anything, he wanted her to be happy.

    “Thank you, Joel. You’re an incredible boyfriend,” Julia said before she gave him a light kiss on the lips. “That’s why you’re the one I want to marry.”

    “After you explore, of course,” Joel said before smiling at his girlfriend.

    “Yes, after I explore. Speaking of which, it’s time for me to go.”

    Joel’s heart pounded. His girlfriend was about to have sex with someone else. Before the night was over, he was merely going to be her first, not her only sexual partner.

    “Will I see you later tonight?” he asked.

    “No. Unless it’s a disaster, I’m going to spend the night at Quinn’s place.”

    Joel was crestfallen, but he tried his best to hide it. “Tomorrow, then?”

    “Absolutely,” Julia said as she moved closer and gave Joel a long, sensual kiss. “I promise. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

    
      

    

    Joel kicked his roommate out the minute Julia’s text arrived the next morning. She was coming over and he wanted to be alone with her.

    He opened the door to see her smiling brightly. She was in the same outfit from the night before, though he noticed a run in her stocking.

    Joel stepped aside and Julia slipped past him into the dorm room. He noticed a joyful bounce in her step.

    Joel wasn’t quite sure how to start a conversation about his girlfriend’s sexual encounter with another man, so he just blurted it out. “So, how did it go?”

    Julia spun around and smiled joyfully. She jumped up and down a little bit. She bunched up her fists and then ran her hands down the front of her dress.

    “It was incredible, Joel. It really was. I don’t even know how to explain it. It was so good.”

    In that moment, Joel realized he’d been secretly hoping for it to be terrible. If Quinn had been a terrible lover or Julia hadn’t enjoyed it one bit, it would have solved his problems. This was a different outcome, though.

    Julia rushed over to him and pulled Joel to her for a passionate kiss. Her hands moved fervently over his body and her tongue pushed into his mouth. He was aroused in seconds.

    “I know I was nervous before I left, but you were right. Quinn loved it too. I mean, we had sex four times, so he must have loved it, right?”

    “I’d say that’s a good way to measure his enjoyment, yes,” Joel answered.

    He smiled at her, but inside he was freaking out. Four times? He’d never fucked Julia four times in a day. He’d never fucked her three times in a day.

    “Are you okay?” Julia asked.

    Joel was clearly failing in his efforts to hide his dismay. “Yeah. I mean…I don’t know. I’m sorry, I don’t want to be a downer. I’m just feeling a little anxious, is all. If the sex was that great with him, does that change anything for us?”

    Julia answered by kissing Joel again. Somehow, this kiss was even more erotic than the first. She unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and had him stiff in moments.

    “It doesn’t change anything, Joel. It just means that I get to have a little more fun. You’re okay with that, right?” Julia asked as her fingers deftly moved over his erect shaft.

    Joel nodded. He was lost in his lust for her.

    “Quinn fucked me this morning before I left, but I’d be okay with it if you wanted to fuck me. Do you want that, Joel? Do you want to fuck your girlfriend?” Julia whispered.

    “Yes, I want to fuck you,” Joel said.

    Julia turned around and said, “Unzip me.”

    He unzipped her dress and watched it fall to the floor. Julia turned around and modeled her lingerie for him before pulling down her panties and pushing Joel into his bed.

    She pulled off his pants, straddled him, and took his cock into her pussy.

    “He had to use a condom,” she said. “You don’t.”

    Her pussy felt incredible. It was so wet and warm inside her. Julia moved her hips back and forth over Joel’s stiff cock. She was doing all the work.

    She closed her eyes and Joel couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking of Quinn. He tried to banish the thought from his head, but it remained.

    The insecure thoughts didn’t stop Joel from enjoying his girlfriend’s pussy. He played with her breasts in the black lace bra and squeezed her tight ass. He listened to her moan as she started to ride him. He soaked in every bit of sensation available to him.

    Then, he came inside her. It was quicker than usual. It felt better than usual, too.

    “Fuck, Julia. Fuck!” Joel cried out as the orgasm ripped through him.

    Julia leaned down and kissed Joel as his cum began to spill from her pussy. Her tongue slowly, sensually mingled with his as her hands ran through his hair.

    Joel had cum, but he knew Julia hadn’t. He didn’t say anything, but there was a pit of anxiety in his stomach. Quinn had clearly made her cum. She wouldn’t have enjoyed herself that much if he hadn’t. He’d probably made her cum that morning. Joel had just failed to do so. He tried not to worry about it, but he couldn’t help it.

    “That was lovely,” Julia said.

    Joel kissed her. He hoped that she wasn’t directly comparing him to Quinn. He hoped that she’d think about all the other times they’d had sex and he’d made her cum. He pulled her close and tried his best not to let the insecure thoughts overwhelm him.
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    “You don’t mind if I go see him, do you?” Julia asked. “It won’t be long.”

    Thanksgiving break had just ended and they’d come back to school together. It had been almost a week since Julia had seen Quinn, so Joel wasn’t surprised that she wanted to be with him. That didn’t stop him from feeling a little insecure, though.

    “Of course not. He’s your boyfriend, after all,” Joel said without a hint of the jealousy that roiled inside him.

    Julia gave him a kiss and headed off as Joel walked back to the dorm. He pulled his coat tighter around him – it was unseasonably cold, as if winter had pushed fall out of the way – and considered his girlfriend’s growing attachment to another man.

    Joel expected Thanksgiving break to be a welcome respite from Julia dating two guys. He figured they’d get to spend lots of time together and reconnect without the distraction of a second relationship for his girlfriend.

    He was wrong. Julia carved out time every day to talk to Quinn and she ended up having phone sex with him on multiple occasions, according to what she’d shared with Joel.

    “He has needs, baby, and I can’t have him hooking up with some ex-girlfriend at home, can I? I have to be a good girlfriend and make sure he gets what he needs, don’t I?” Julia had said when Joel asked her why she was having phone sex with Quinn.

    Her reasoning made sense, but it felt like more than that to Joel. It felt like Julia wanted it, like she needed to connect with Quinn in some way. To him, it felt like she had moved beyond a little bit of exploring with him and that Julia had begun to develop real feelings for someone else.

    It was because of those feelings that Joel had decided he and Julia needed to have a conversation. He needed to put his feelings on the table and express to her that it felt like she’d gone too far with her need to explore.

    After just a few hours, Julia had texted him that she was on her way to his place and a few quick knocks on the door announced her presence.

    “Hey baby!” Julia exclaimed as she walked past him and sat on the edge of his bed. Her joy was infectious, at least until Joel remembered it was because she’d just had sex with someone else.

    His first instinct was to ask her how it was, but he held back. It had begun to feel a little weird to inquire about the great sex she was having with another guy. Besides, Joel was determined to have a conversation with her.

    Just as he was about to launch into sharing his feelings, Julia introduced her own version of an important conversation.

    “Joel, we need to talk,” she said.

    The joyful look on her face had disappeared and been replaced by something far more serious. Suddenly, Joel was worried that this was it. This was the end.

    Joel sat at his armless, mostly uncomfortable wooden desk chair and tried not to sound panicked as he said, “Okay. What about?”

    Julia looked up at him and said, “Quinn and I talked about something over Thanksgiving break and I wasn’t sure about it until today, so I didn’t say anything.”

    Joel felt his heart pounding. It still felt like she was about to break up with him and bring the entirety of his world crashing down.

    “What is it?” Joel asked. This time he could hear the nerves in his voice.

    “We talked about having unprotected sex. I mean, I’m still on birth control, of course, but we talked about him not having to wear condoms anymore.”

    Joel felt the tension leave his body. He couldn’t believe he’d gotten so worked up over something so small.

    “Oh, well that doesn’t seem like a big deal, I guess,” he said.

    Julia smiled. “It’s good to hear you say that, but that’s not all of it.” She hesitated for a moment and then continued. “We also talked about him being the only man that gets to have unprotected sex with me.”

    It took Joel a few moments to fully process what she was saying. Then it felt shocking. Julia had been on birth control for most of their relationship. He’d used condoms only a few times, and it seemed that she was saying he’d have to wear them if he wanted to have sex with her.

    “So, you’re saying that I’d have to wear a condom to have sex with my girlfriend?” Joel asked. He tried to remain calm and collected and keep any sort of outrage out of his voice.

    Julia nodded. “Yes, that’s what I’m saying.”

    “What if I don’t want to do that?” he shot back.

    Julia stood up, sauntered towards Joel, and straddled him in the wooden chair. She kissed his lips softly, caressed his face, and said, “I’m sorry honey, but it’s already happened. I know it’s not fair, but this is something I need.”

    Joel looked down. He knew he wasn’t going to see a wet spot between her legs, but his eyes instinctively darted between her legs.

    “Yes, he came inside me,” Julia said before gently lifting his chin and pulling Joel’s eyes back to hers.

    “Why?” he asked. “Is it really that different? Did you really need to experience that with him?”

    The sympathy in her eyes was almost too much to bear. He didn’t want Julia to feel bad for him. He just wanted her to be his and his alone once more.

    “It is different, baby. It feels better without a condom, for me and for Quinn.” She moved her hips ever-so-slightly over his crotch. “I can’t really explain it, but it feels better knowing he’s going to cum inside me. It makes the sex feel so much more intimate and beautiful. It might sound crazy, but I had better orgasms knowing he wasn’t using a condom and that when he was finished his cum was going to be inside me.”

    Joel silently scolded himself for getting hard while Julia ground her hips into his crotch and talked about Quinn cumming inside her. He could scarcely believe it was happening.

    She noticed his erection. Her hand moved between their legs and she played with him through his jeans.

    “Does this excite you, Joel?” Julia asked as she grasped his cock.

    “No. Having my girlfriend in my lap excites me, but I’m certainly not turned on by the idea of Quinn cumming inside you,” he said.

    Julia leaned down and kissed his neck as she stroked his cock through his jeans. She let loose a lusty moan. It sounded like she was getting fucked. Joel couldn’t believe how turned on he was.

    “Are you sure, baby?” Julia asked. Joel couldn’t believe she was pushing him like this. She rarely even talked about Quinn while they were together. This was something entirely new.

    “Yes, I’m sure,” Joel said, though his voice quivered. He didn’t think it turned him on, but his cock was rock hard and he felt a little lightheaded. There was no question he was overwhelmingly aroused. Maybe the fact that Quinn’s cum was inside his girlfriend was turning him on a little.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” Julia asked before kissing Joel’s neck again. Her tongue was doing such wonderful things as it moved over his skin.

    “Yes, please,” Joel said. He wasn’t sure he’d ever wanted to fuck her more.

    “You’ll have to wear a condom. Only Quinn gets to cum inside me.”

    Joel’s cock jumped at her words. He was distressed and wildly aroused. He didn’t want the idea of being demoted to condom-wearing status to turn him on, and yet it seemed like that might be the case. He tried to push it to the back of his mind and focus on the pleasure of having sex with his girlfriend instead.

    “I know. I’ll do it. I’ll wear a condom,” he said.

    Julia stood up and reached into her purse. She pulled out a small box of condoms and opened it up. Joel wasn’t surprised that she’d come prepared for this. After all, she knew that Quinn had cum inside her. She’d made the decision to go ahead with her plan without consulting Joel.

    “Get naked, baby,” Julia said.

    For some reason, Joel found the sight of her tearing open the condom to be hugely arousing. His heart pounded as Julia turned to him and deftly rolled the prophylactic down his shaft. She gently stroked the head of his cock as they kissed. It felt heavenly.

    “Are you ready to fuck me?”

    Joel nodded and pulled Julia’s sweater over her head. She smiled and unbuttoned her jeans. Joel looked between her legs and saw the wet spot in the pink cotton panties she was wearing. He knew it was Quinn’s cum.

    He’d fucked Julia after she’d been with Quinn before. Numerous times, in fact. This felt different, though. His heart was pounding harder than it ever had. His cock was stiffer. He was more turned on and he couldn’t figure out why.

    He felt weak in the knees when Julia slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down. Joel saw the remains of her boyfriend’s cum in them. He saw the sticky white fluid. He felt short of breath. Someone else had cum in his girlfriend. Until that moment he hadn’t realized how significant it was going to feel to him.

    Julia took Joel’s hand and stepped backwards until she reached his bed. She moved to her back and spread her legs. She didn’t need to say anything. She was inviting him to fuck her.

    Joel climbed into the bed. He looked at her pussy. It was messy. Much of Quinn’s cum had leaked into her panties, but some of it remained on the skin around her pussy and there was a small trickle leaking out of her.

    “Come here, baby,” Julia said as she held out her hand. She was urging Joel to take his place between her legs.

    He did so, but for the first time he felt like the other man. He knew it wasn’t entirely true, but it felt like Quinn was her boyfriend and Joel was a guy she was seeing on the side. The mess of slippery cum between her legs was what made him feel that way.

    What surprised Joel the most was the arousal he felt. He was far too caught up in the moment to analyze any of it. He just knew he was turned on. He knew his cock was so hard it was almost painful. He knew that it felt impossibly good when he laid on top of Julia’s naked body.

    She kissed him as her hand moved between their legs and grabbed his latex-wrapped cock. She guided him to her pussy and gently placed him inside. “Fuck me, Joel,” she whispered.

    It was impossible not to notice the difference. Just a day ago he’d had unprotected sex with Julia in his bedroom at home. His parents had gone out and they’d used the opportunity to unleash their desire for each other. Her pussy felt warm, wet, and perfect, just as it always did.

    This was different. The layer of latex between them was unmistakable. It made a difference. It made a big difference. There was no wetness to feel. The sense of heat wasn’t the same. The sense of pleasure wasn’t the same.

    Julia wrapped her legs around Joel and pulled him close. “Fuck me, Joel,” she said again. Her lips brushed against his neck and she nibbled on his ear lobe. Arousal surged through him.

    The sex felt different and was less pleasurable, but that didn’t stop Joel from enjoying it. He was so turned on it would have been impossible not to enjoy it.

    With each thrust, Joel could hear the wetness of Julia’s pussy. He could hear his cock moving in and out of someone else’s cum. He couldn’t stop thinking about. Quinn’s cum was inside her and he was fucking her. He was essentially using someone else’s semen as lubrication.

    When he first slid into her, Joel tried to fight off the wild feelings spinning in his head. He tried to concentrate his arousal on having sex with Julia, on the sensations of sliding in and out of her. It ended up being too much work to keep everything else out. He just wanted to cum. He wanted to completely give himself over to the pleasure of it.

    He let everything flood his mind. He let the sensations of using someone else’s cum as lubrication turn him on. He let the idea that he was using a condom and Quinn got to cum inside her be a source of arousal. He let the squishy sounds of sex with a cum-filled pussy turn him on.

    Less than two minutes after he’d slid into her pussy, Joel filled the condom with cum. He groaned and pushed his cock into Julia as he climaxed. His loins came alive with pleasure as the joy of his orgasm spread outwards. It was astoundingly pleasurable.

    “Oh my God,” Joel said as he collapsed on top of her.

    Julia wrapped her arms around him and ran her fingers through his hair as she kissed Joel’s neck and cheek.

    “That was so good, baby,” she said, though Joel knew it couldn’t have been that good for her. She almost always needed more than two minutes to cum.

    Joel pulled out and sat back on his knees as Julia smiled at him. He looked between his legs and saw Quinn’s sticky cum in his pubic hair. It felt humiliating.

    “It’s okay, baby,” Julia said as she sat up. “I know it’s different. I know it’s a little strange. But it’s okay.”

    She gently pulled the cum-filled condom off his cock and dropped it into the trash bin next to his desk. Joel couldn’t help but feel another rush of humiliation at watching his cum fall into the garbage while Quinn’s cum had been injected into his girlfriend.

    Julia rose to her knees in front of Joel and kissed him softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she asked.

    Two answers sprung to Joel’s mind. Yes, it was terribly humiliating to fuck his girlfriend as another man’s cum was leaking out of her. No, it wasn’t bad at all. In fact, it had been an exceptionally powerful, satisfying orgasm that he wanted to experience again.

    “No. It was actually pretty good,” he said. He couldn’t disappoint her, and at least part of it was really good.

    “Good,” Julia said. “Why don’t we take a shower and get cleaned up. Then I’ve got a date with Quinn.”

    “You’re seeing him again?” Joel asked as they walked into the bathroom and Julia turned on the water.

    “Of course,” she said. “He’s my boyfriend, after all. He wants to take me somewhere nice for dinner as a Thanksgiving celebration of sorts for just the two of us. I think it’s sweet of him.”

    “I’m still your boyfriend too, right?” Joel asked. He felt like he was oozing insecurity.

    “Of course,” Julia said as she took his hand and pulled him into the shower.

    Joel had never felt less sure of it, though.
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    Joel was excited to be home for Christmas, mostly because it meant he could have Julia to himself again.

    He wanted to be a supportive boyfriend, and as strange as it was, he could understand her desire to try new things at college, even if those new things included having sex with someone else. Joel was determined to marry Julia, and if she needed to see what sleeping with another guy was like before she could commit to that, he was willing to support her.

    Despite all of that, Joel couldn’t help but feel jealous. His girlfriend was having regular sex with someone else. She’d even started making him wear condoms so Quinn could cum inside her. It felt a little humiliating, but he pushed onwards because he wanted to be a good boyfriend, and more than anything he wanted to eventually be Julia’s husband.

    Now he had three weeks for things to feel normal again. They were far away from college. They were back home where they’d fallen in love.

    Even better, Joel’s parents and brother went out of town his first weekend back from school. He had the house to himself, which meant it would be easy to reconnect with Julia.

    Joel wasn’t much of a cook, so he ordered takeout from their favorite restaurant and had it ready when Julia showed up on Friday night.

    Joel opened the door with a smile. Julia looked lovely in a soft white sweater and a pair of jeans. She had on knee high black leather boots that looked exquisitely sexy.

    They embraced and shared a soft, sensual kiss as Joel gently closed the door. He felt elated. It was wonderful to have his girlfriend in his arms and to know that she wasn’t going to leave because she had a date with Quinn.

    Joel figured they’d sit down for dinner, but Julia surprised him by pulling his lips to hers for another kiss. He let his hands roam over her body and she pushed her hips against his.

    A naughty smile crossed Julia’s face as she took Joel’s hand and led him upstairs. He followed eagerly. He knew what was about to happen.

    She led him to his bedroom and they kissed again. Joel couldn’t believe how excited he was. It felt like he was reclaiming Julia from Quinn.

    The feeling only deepened after they stripped together. Julia pulled him on top of her in bed and didn’t bother putting a condom on Joel’s erect cock. Instead, she placed him inside her and urged him to fuck her.

    For the first time in what felt like forever, they made love without Joel having to think about Quinn. He got to enjoy the pure pleasure of his girlfriend’s warmth and wetness. He got to enjoy the way her hands moved over his body and her lusty moans as his cock filled her.

    Joel got to enjoy making her cum. He got to hear her say, “Cum inside me,” again. It was all so beautiful.

    When they’d finished and were cuddling in his bed, Joel had a giddy smile on his face as he stared at the ceiling and enjoyed the warmth of Julia’s body against his. He loved that she was going to stay the night, that they could just relax and enjoy their time together.

    Joel wondered if Julia felt the same way, or if she was thinking about Quinn. He didn’t want to ask, mostly because he feared her other boyfriend might be on her mind.

    Unfortunately, Joel got the answer on Saturday night. They’d spent a wonderful day together – and had fucked twice – and Joel had hopped into a quick shower before bed.

    When he got out, he heard Julia talking. He wrapped a towel around his waist and slipped out of the bathroom. He felt bad about trying to eavesdrop, but he couldn’t help it.

    “I miss you so much,” was the first thing he heard.

    For a few moments Joel held on to the hope that she wasn’t talking to Quinn.

    Her voice lowered as she said, “Yes, I miss your cock.”

    Joel’s heart sank as he stood outside his bedroom door. He had to remind himself that Julia wasn’t cheating on him, that she was dating Quinn too, and that she had every right to talk to him. As jealous as it made him feel, it wasn’t even ridiculous for her to tell Quinn that she missed his cock. It was exactly what he would have wanted to hear if Julia was on the phone with him.

    “What do I miss about it?” Julia said. She sounded a little shy. “Well, I miss how good it feels inside me. I miss how big it is. I miss how hard it makes me cum.”

    Joel had heard all of that before. He’d heard that Quinn fucked his girlfriend exceptionally well and provided her with the kind of pleasure she craved.

    He was jealous, but something else was going on too. He was aroused. He was erect. There was a bulge in the front of his towel.

    This had happened before. It had never felt this explicit, probably because he’d never listened to Julia have a naughty conversation with her other boyfriend before. Still, Joel couldn’t deny he’d experienced arousal and even orgasms that had been at least in part fueled by thinking about her relationship with Quinn.

    “Do you miss my pussy?” Julia asked. “Do you miss how good it feels when you slide your cock inside me?”

    Joel wasn’t sure what to do. Julia was clearly getting turned on. Her voice was full of lust as she talked to Quinn.

    He could keep listening. He could masturbate quietly. He could go back to the bathroom, put his clothes on, and watch TV in the living room until she was done with her phone call.

    Those were all viable options, but Joel chose another. He dropped his towel and walked into the bedroom. His cock was fully erect for a third time that day.

    Julia looked up at him. She smiled.

    “Do you miss my mouth, Quinn? Do you miss the way I suck your cock and make you feel good?” Julia asked. She was looking right at Joel as the dirty words poured from her mouth.

    Joel wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked. He couldn’t resist.

    “I miss feeling your thick, throbbing cock in my mouth. I miss the way you moan when I go down on you. I miss how turned on you get as I’m sucking your cock,” Julia continued.

    She held Joel’s gaze as he stroked his cock. Her eyes were full of lust. He wasn’t sure he’d ever seen such a naughty look on her face.

    Julia pulled back the covers and pushed a hand into her panties. She moaned as her finger made contact with her clit.

    “Yes, I wish you were here right now. I wish you were in Joel’s bedroom with me. I wish your big cock was in my pussy, pounding me hard. I wish you were inside me, Quinn,” Julia said.

    Joel watched his girlfriend’s fingers move swiftly in her panties. She was rubbing her clit furiously. He stroked his cock to the naughty show she was putting on in front of him.

    Joel stepped closer. He let go of his cock and reached down to pull off Julia’s panties. She looked at him and stopped rubbing her clit.

    Joel moved between her legs to put his cock inside her. He wanted to fuck his girlfriend while she was talking to Quinn. He wanted to claim her pussy while her other boyfriend thought she was thinking only of him.

    Julia denied him, though. She didn’t want his cock inside her at that moment. She wanted to think of Quinn inside her.

    A naughty smile crossed Julia’s face as she played with her pussy once more. Joel felt certain that denying him excited her. He saw the lusty look on her face. He knew that smile wasn’t because of something Quinn said.

    Joel was too turned on to walk out. He was awash in desire despite having two orgasms that day. He wanted to do more than masturbate. He wanted to play, to participate with Julia.

    He dropped to his knees in front of her. He moved between Julia’s legs and she pulled her fingers away. Her pussy was soaking wet.

    Joel stroked his cock as he stared at Julia’s slippery pussy. He felt aroused and jealous at the same time. He wanted to have her all to himself, and yet it turned him on that she was talking to Quinn and was obviously aroused at the idea of having her other boyfriend’s cock inside her.

    Julia moaned and smiled. Quinn had clearly said something that turned her on.

    “I need you, Quinn. I need you so badly,” she said. Her gaze met Joel’s as she said, “I need your big cock inside me.” She moaned as Joel’s cock throbbed. “I wish you were here right now. I wish you could fuck me. I wish you could cum inside me.”

    Joel continued to masturbate. He was getting closer to an orgasm. Part of him didn’t want to cum. He didn’t want to cum because Julia was having phone sex with Quinn. Part of him didn’t want to stop, though. It was too arousing.

    Julia smiled at Joel and pointed to her pussy. He knew she didn’t want him to fuck her. He assumed she wanted him to go down on her. She wanted him to lick her pussy while she fantasized about having Quinn fuck her.

    Joel felt a strong pull to get up and leave. There was a part of him that knew he shouldn’t do what she wanted, that he should walk out.

    That part of him lost. He licked Julia’s soaking wet pussy while she had phone sex with Quinn. Joel masturbated and went down on his girlfriend as she talked dirty to another man.

    “Are you stroking your big cock and thinking about me, Quinn?” she asked.

    Joel licked his girlfriend’s pussy feverishly. He was committed now. He wanted to make her cum. It didn’t matter that she was thinking about someone else. At least he was the one between her legs.

    “Yeah? You’re thinking about how good my wet pussy feels around your cock? You’re thinking about how badly you want to fuck me?” Julia moaned. Her breathing was heavier. She was getting close to cumming. “Fuck me, Quinn. Fuck my pussy. Fuck me with your big cock. Make me cum with your perfect cock.”

    Joel was hit with a rush of insecurity as his girlfriend called someone else’s cock perfect. She’d never said that about his cock, but Quinn’s was apparently worthy of that description. It made him insanely jealous, and yet his own cock was stiff in his hand and he still licked Julia’s pussy eagerly.

    “Yes, Quinn, cum for me. Cum inside me!” Julia cried out.

    Joel felt a surge of lust course through his loins. He spilled his cum on the floor in front of him as he licked Julia to an orgasm. He couldn’t help it. Something about her telling Quinn to cum inside her was too much to resist.

    Moments later, Julia climaxed. Joel had done his job, though after his orgasm he felt noticeably less excited about her having phone sex while he was going down on her. Still, it was a remarkably strong orgasm. It was getting harder to deny that he wasn’t at least a little bit turned on by Julia’s exploration with another man.

    
      

    

    Julia seemed to sense Joel’s shifting reality, as the rest of their Christmas break together included more phone sex sessions with Quinn while Joel watched and listened along with subtle dirty talk designed to remind him that she was dating another man, fucking that man regularly, and letting him cum inside her.

    Despite all of that, Joel was still surprised when Julia told him she would be going back to school early to spend time with Quinn. It was a Thursday night. They were driving back from a movie.

    “You can spend the whole semester with him. Why do you have to leave three days early?” Joel said in response to Julia’s news.

    “I don’t have to, Joel. I want to,” she said. “I want to be able to spend three days alone with Quinn. You had me all Christmas break and I want to give him a little bit of time to enjoy me too.”

    Joel wanted to be annoyed or even angry. He wanted to take a little time for that, but the way Julia had phrased her response made it impossible not to get a little aroused. She wanted to give Quinn time to enjoy her, which Joel heard as Julia wanting to have lots of uninterrupted sex with Quinn.

    “You want to have time alone to fuck him, you mean,” Joel said.

    Julia reached over and caressed Joel’s leg. “That’s part of it, yes. You know that’s part of it, Joel. You’ve been listening to some of our phone calls. You know I miss him, and that I really miss one particular part of him.”

    Her touch and suggestive talk combined to give Joel an erection. He didn’t want it, but there it was. It couldn’t be helped.

    “I also want to spend time with him. It’s about more than just the sex. I want to cuddle up with him and watch TV. I want to go on dates with him. He and I have never really had three days to just hang out together. We’ve always had classes to go to and I’ve always had you to go to. This way, we can enjoy each other without interruption.”

    That was the part that really made Joel jealous. Julia wanted to do couple things with Quinn. She was leaving Joel behind to do them. Of course, that jealousy was currently tempered by the throbbing erection in his pants.

    “Why don’t you pull over right here?” Julia said as she pointed to a commuter parking lot with a smattering of cars. “Pull into one of those spaces in the corner.”

    Joel didn’t know what Julia had in mind, but he wanted to find out. He pulled into a space that was mostly shrouded in darkness thanks to the tall evergreen tree behind it.

    As soon as the car was in park, Julia unzipped Joel’s pants and pulled out his cock. She leaned over and kissed him as her fingers wrapped around his erection and stroked him.

    “I know you’ve enjoyed listening to my calls with Quinn, Joel. I know it turns you on. You can’t deny it anymore,” she said.

    She kissed him again, this time swirling her tongue in his mouth and moving her fingers over the head of his cock to collect the precum.

    “I like it, Joel. I like that it turns you on. I like that you get so hot and bothered when I talk dirty to Quinn and tell him how badly I miss his cock.”

    Joel moaned. It still felt a little too scary to actually admit it his lust to Julia, but her hand felt so good on his cock that he couldn’t help but moan a little.

    Julia kissed him deeply as her grip tightened and she stroked him faster. Joel knew he was going to cum soon. He wanted to let his load loose.

    “This time tomorrow night it’s going to be Quinn’s cock in my hand. I’m going to tell him how badly I missed him. I’m going to stroke him until he gets hard and then I’m going to straddle him and sit down on his cock.”

    Joel moaned loudly. There was no point in holding back. The idea that Julia would be getting fucked by her other boyfriend tomorrow night was impossibly arousing.

    “Does that turn you on Joel?” Julia asked.

    She stroked him faster.

    “Does it turn you on that Quinn is going to fuck me tomorrow night? That you’re going to be at home while I’m at his place with his big cock in my pussy?”

    Joel couldn’t fight it any longer. “Yes! Fuck, yes, it turns me on. It does. I hate it, but it does,” he admitted.

    Julia kissed him again. She moved her tongue into his mouth. She stroked him furiously.

    Joel moaned into his girlfriend’s mouth and came in her hand. She loosened her grip but continued stroking him, sending waves of delight through his body.

    “Julia,” he started, but she cut him off by pressing her finger against his lips.

    “You don’t have to hate it, Joel. I like it, so you should too. Remember, I’m not leaving you for Quinn. I’m staying with you while I have fun with him. You should be able to have fun with it too, even if it makes you jealous sometimes.”

    Julia grabbed a handful of napkins from the glove compartment and cleaned up the mess Joel had made as he contemplated what she’d said.

    “Yeah, okay, you’re right” he said. It felt like his mind was opening up to the possibilities. He turned to Julia and said, “I love you.”

    “I love you too. Don’t forget that,” Julia replied. “Now I need to get home. I’ve got to get packed up for tomorrow.”

    “Of course,” Joel said with a smile. He was still jealous. He would have to work on feeling like this was all a good thing.
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    Joel hadn’t heard from Julia in the three days since she’d left. He arrived on campus on Sunday night wondering if he’d get a chance to see her.

    He was delighted to find Julia waiting for him at his door. “Hey, stranger,” she said with a smile.

    They shared a quick kiss before Joel unlocked the door and pulled her inside. He felt a strong desire to fuck her and he suspected it was in part because he knew what she’d been doing with Quinn. He wanted to remind her that he was her boyfriend too, and that he was capable of having good sex with her.

    Julia seemed less interested, though. She happily got into bed with him, but her interest didn’t seem to extend beyond cuddling.

    “I’m sorry, Joel,” she said. “I know you probably want to have sex, but I’d really rather wait if that’s okay with you.”

    He was disappointed, but he wasn’t going to force himself on her. “Of course it’s okay. Is it okay if I ask why?”

    Julia’s fingers moved under Joel’s shirt and she caressed his chest. It felt exceptionally good, though he knew it wasn’t an erotic touch. It was meant to soothe him.

    “Are you sure you want to know?” Julia said.

    That was enough to give Joel a good idea of what the answer was. It almost certainly had something to do with Quinn.

    He thought about it for a few moments and said, “Yes, I want to know.”

    Julia took a breath and continued to move her fingers over Joel’s chest and stomach before she said, “I’ve been having sex all weekend. Like, truly. We haven’t done much else besides have sex since I got here on Friday.”

    Joel knew that’s what was coming. He knew the answer would be something along those lines. He knew Julia had come back early to have uninterrupted time with her other boyfriend, so of course that involved having lots of sex.

    “Was it good?” Joel asked. Immediately he felt silly. Of course it was good. Why would she have fucked him all weekend if it wasn’t good?

    Julia ran her fingers over Joel’s crotch, moved closer, and whispered, “It was spectacular.”

    Now she was trying to arouse him. She was rubbing his cock with purpose. There was no mistaking her intention. It worked, too. Joel got hard. He wondered if she was teasing him on purpose. Did she show up at his room just to give him an erection and leave him high and dry?

    “I lost count of how many times he fucked me,” Julia continued. “I lost count of how many times he came inside me and how many times he made me cum.”

    Joel was throbbing now. His cock had gotten rock hard in an instant and now it ached with desire.

    “Can you believe that, Joel? He made me cum so many times that I honestly couldn’t tell you the number. You’ve never done that.”

    Joel groaned. He didn’t want to. He wanted to be annoyed with her for essentially saying that Quinn was better than him. He wanted to be frustrated that she was clearly trying to tease him and drive him crazy with a sort of lust that he didn’t really want to be feeling.

    Much to his delight, Julia unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his exposed, erect flesh and stroked him slowly.

    “I made a decision this weekend, Joel. It was right after yet another incredible orgasm. It was right as Quinn came inside me again.”

    Joel tensed up. Alongside the unbelievable pleasure of getting his cock stroked by his beautiful girlfriend, he felt a little anxious. Was she about to reveal something he didn’t want to hear? Was she about to break up with him?

    “What did you decide?” he asked.

    Julia sat up a little and looked at him. She ran her fingers through his hair and down his cheek. She leaned forward and kissed him. It was impossibly tender and it felt so good combined with the slow handjob she was giving him.

    “I decided that as long as I’m with Quinn, he’s the only man that’s allowed to fuck me,” she said.

    “What?” Joel said.

    Julia stroked his cock faster. She kissed him again.

    Joel was annoyed, but he couldn’t resist the pleasure of her handjob. He couldn’t resist kissing her back as her tongue moved into his mouth.

    “I know it’s going to be hard,” she whispered. “But I want it to be this way, Joel, and if you want to stay with me, it needs to be this way.”

    Julia stroked him faster. His cock was dripping precum and she deftly used it as lubrication. He knew she was using his arousal against him. He knew she was taking advantage of his desire to deliver this annoyingly bad news in a way he might find more palatable.

    “I need you to tell me that you understand, Joel,” Julia asserted in a soft, seductive tone.

    Joel tried to fight it. He felt the urge to surrender, to give himself over to the part of him that wanted to be denied her pussy. Part of him argued that the smart thing to do was walk away from all of it, to let Quinn have Julia.

    That part of him lost, though. He was too turned on. He’d slowly come around to the kinky, thrilling side of Julia being with someone else. He’d let it become a source of arousal for him. He’d let it fuel some of the best orgasms of his life. Now he couldn’t go back.

    “I understand,” he said.

    Julia smiled and kissed him. She caressed his face. She was loving and tender.

    “That makes me so happy,” she whispered.

    Julia released his cock and hopped out of the bed. “I have to go,” she said.

    “But what about me?” Joel asked.

    “You’re welcome to finish yourself,” Julia informed him with a cheerful smile. “I’d rather you didn’t, though. I’d rather you found a way to deny yourself until tomorrow. I want to be the one to make you cum.”

    “But why can’t you make me cum right now?” he shot back.

    Julia offered a devilish smile and said, “Because I don’t want to.” She turned, picked up her bag, and walked out the door, leaving Joel in his bed with an erection that he desperately wanted to stroke.

    He knew where Julia was going. She would be back at Quinn’s in no time. She would be fucking the man that had fully claimed her for himself. Joel closed his eyes and stroked his cock. He thought about Julia going down on Quinn. He thought about her climbing on her boyfriend’s cock and riding him. He thought about another man cumming inside her.

    Joel almost came. It felt so good. He didn’t want to deny himself. He did, though. He decided to wait. He figured it would be even better when Julia finally gave him the orgasm he craved so badly.

    
      

    

    Joel’s phone buzzed right as he was walking out of his first class on Monday. It was from Julia: “Meet me on the quad in 15 minutes. We’ll go back to your room from there. I’m going to make up for last night.”

    Joel felt a lusty surge between his legs. He knew she was going to give him the orgasm he’d been promised.

    He rushed to the quad, arriving with 5 minutes to spare. He was too excited to pass the time on his phone. His eyes kept darting around as he looked for his girlfriend.

    Finally, she showed up all the way across the quad. She was walking with Quinn. He had his arm around her. Joel flashed back to the first time he’d seen them together. Back then, they were just friends. This time it was much different.

    Julia leaned into Quinn as she walked. His hands moved over her back and squeezed her ass every now and then. They stopped to share kisses, and not the quick and friendly kind.

    Joel expected they’d split at some point and Julia would come over to him, but instead they sat on a bench, just like a couple would. They caressed each other. They kissed. They laughed. They were a college couple relaxing on the quad between classes.

    Amidst his jealousy and anxiety was a growing sense of arousal. Joel tried to push it down. He wanted it to go away. He didn’t want to feel like he was getting turned on watching his girlfriend make out with her new boyfriend. 

    Joel breathed a sigh of relief when Julia and Quinn said goodbye, though it was due in part to his growing erection. If they’d spent any long kissing and caressing each other he would have developed a full-on throbbing boner that would have made it impossible to go anywhere.

    Julia walked towards Joel with a blissful smile on her face. She knew exactly where he was sitting. She’d probably seen him and purposefully put on the little show with Quinn for him.

    Joel stood as she approached. He pulled her close for a hug and she offered a soft, sweet kiss on the cheek. He couldn’t help but feel like it was purposeful, like she was teasing Joel by not allowing his lips to touch hers.

    “I owe you an orgasm,” was the first thing she said.

    Joel smiled and nodded. “I suppose you do.”

    Julia took his hand and they walked towards his dorm.

    “Did you like watching?” she asked.

    The answer didn’t seem obvious. Part of him liked it. Part of him found it distressing. Instead of answer, Joel asked a question. “Why does it turn me on? Isn’t that insane? Isn’t it crazy that I watch my girlfriend kiss another guy and actually get hard? Doesn’t it mean that I’m out of my mind?”

    It felt like a brain dump, like Joel was releasing his real frustrations with the way their relationship had gone since they’d arrived at college.

    Julia squeezed Joel’s hand and said, “Does it matter?”

    He stared ahead and contemplated the question as they approached his dorm. “I guess not,” was the only answer that came to mind.

    Once they reached his room, Julia gave Joel the kind of kiss he craved. It had the same level of desire he’d seen when she kissed Quinn. The way she pressed her body into his as her tongue gently probed his mouth gave Joel an erection.

    Julia unbuttoned Joel’s pants and pushed them to the floor with his boxers. He stepped out of them and she wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “Did you cum last night, Joel?” Julia asked as she stroked him.

    “No,” he answered.

    The giddy smile on her face was exactly what he’d been hoping for. Julia seemed genuinely joyful that he hadn’t succumbed to his desires and stroked himself to an orgasm the night before. Her happiness felt rewarding in an unexpected way.

    She kissed him again, more vigorously than before. She stroked his cock faster. He shuddered with pleasure and his knees felt weak.

    “Let’s get in bed, baby,” she whispered.

    Joel pulled off his shirt and got on his back in the small dorm bed. Julia slid her lithe body in next to his and once more her fingers wrapped around his erect cock.

    She kissed his chest and moved up to his neck. Her tongue danced over his flesh. His cock throbbed in her grasp.

    “I slept at Quinn’s last night,” Julia whispered. “He fucked me twice this morning, including once right before we left for the quad. His cum was dripping out of me when I hugged you. His cum is still dripping out of me.”

    Joel groaned. It felt like his crotch had come alive with desire. There was a genuine tingling sensation between his legs. He loved it.

    “That turns you on, doesn’t it? You like that someone else’s cum is in your girlfriend’s pussy, don’t you?”

    Joel looked at her. He knew what she wanted him to say. He knew Julia wanted him to admit what was the absolute truth. He knew he wanted to admit it, too. There was no point in trying to hide any of it.

    “Yes. Fuck yes. It fucking turns me on. It does.”

    Julia giggled. It was the sound of pure delight.

    Her fingers moved swiftly up and down Joel’s cock. She had a perfect grip. The pleasure was intense in every way. He was ready to cum.

    “I’m going to cum, Julia,” Joel said.

    “Do it, Joel. Cum for me. Cum while you think about Quinn’s cock inside me. Cum while you think about him kissing me. Cum while you think about his load dripping out of me,” she encouraged him.

    The most intense, overwhelming sense of pleasure Joel had ever experienced came over him. He thrust his hips upwards and cried out. He closed his eyes and cum rocketed from his cock. He felt the hot splash of it on his stomach.

    Julia slowly stroked Joel’s cock and played with his balls as he came down from his orgasm. It felt like she was proudly enjoying the fruits of her labor as she rubbed some of his cum into his shaft.

    “That was the kind of orgasm Quinn gives me every time,” Julia said.

    Absent a sense of wild desire, Julia’s simple statement felt a little more painful to Joel than she probably intended. It did help make it clear why she liked fucking Quinn, though. It was hard to argue with her experiencing that sort of pleasure.

    “You’re a lucky girl,” he said.

    Julia smiled. “I know.”

    It felt like a strong confirmation that Julia wouldn’t be ending her relationship with Quinn anytime soon. She felt lucky to be with him. He gave her the best orgasms of her life.

    Given that Joel had just experienced a stunningly pleasurable orgasm, he didn’t feel like he was in a position to argue with any of it. He knew that the moment he got turned on again he’d want more of what she’d just given him. He knew he was going down a potentially dangerous rabbit hole, but he couldn’t stop himself.
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    “I just thought we’d be doing spring break together,” Joel said. He was trying his best not to sound whiny, but he knew he wasn’t succeeding.

    “We are doing it together,” Julia said.

    “Inviting me to come along with you and Quinn isn’t the same thing as doing it together, Julia,” Joel said.

    Quinn and his friends were renting a house and he’d invited Julia to come along. She’d readily accepted the invitation before even telling Joel.

    “Quinn is okay with it, Joel. He doesn’t think it will be weird. I don’t think so either, unless you purposefully make it weird.”

    Things had changed in the two months since they’d returned to school from Christmas break. Julia and Joel had deepened their exploration of the cuckold dynamic that had emerged in their relationship, and as much as he hated to admit it, Joel couldn’t help but find intense sexual pleasure in that exploration.

    He hadn’t had sex with Julia in more than a month. He’d been relegated to handjobs and the occasional blowjob, and while he occasionally felt sad about it, the overwhelming thrills of his cuckold-fueled orgasms superseded any desire Joel had to pull back.

    Julia seemed to be enjoying the new shape of their relationship a great deal, too. She seemed to find pleasure in giving Joel handjobs as she talked dirty to him and reminded him of the fact that she had regular, unprotected sex with Quinn.

    For Joel, Julia’s spring break plans felt like a bridge too far. She’d been very clear that all of Quinn’s friends simply thought of him as Julia’s high school friend, not her cuckolded boyfriend. They’d all think he was invited along as a friend. They wouldn’t know that he’d spend the whole week being cuckolded in close up.

    When Joel was honest with himself, it was that element of the potential spring break trip that worried him. He wasn’t sure he could handle watching Julia and Quinn interact. He wasn’t sure he could watch them acting like a couple while he was there alone. He didn’t know how he’d react.

    “Joel, honey, you don’t have to go. You can stay here while Quinn and I go on spring break. You can stay here while we spend a week having a great time. You can stay here, almost all alone, while my boyfriend and I have all kinds of naughty fun.”

    Julia moved closer and reached between Joel’s legs. She massaged his cock with her skillful fingers.

    “Or, you can come with us. You can come and take this little game we’re playing to the next level. You can get an up close and personal view of your girlfriend with another man.”

    Joel’s cock was already hard. He felt a little deflated. He couldn’t really argue with Julia if it was so obvious that the idea of going on spring break as a sort of third wheel aroused him. Julia moved even closer and unzipped Joel’s pants. She pulled out his cock and stroked him. Her fingers felt so good.

    “You can lie in bed and listen to Quinn fucking me. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you like to stroke your cock in the room next to ours as Quinn fucks your girlfriend?”

    “Yes,” Joel admitted.

    Things had changed so much in just two months. Joel had spent the first semester at school hoping that his girlfriend was just going through a phase. She wanted to try new things. She wanted to have sex with someone else for the first time in her life.

    The change began in earnest over Christmas break. Joel couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t contain his desire. He liked eating his girlfriend’s pussy as she talked dirty to Quinn. He liked the idea that someone else was fucking her. It confused him, but he liked it.

    When they’d returned, Julia had pushed it forward. She’d pushed him fully into cuckold territory. She’d made Joel admit how much he liked it. Since then they’d only gone further. Julia hadn’t forced it on Joel, though. He’d willingly gone with her. He wanted it. He didn’t know why, but he wanted it. He couldn’t figure out why it turned him on so much, but there was no question it did. There was no point in denying it.

    “Then it’s decided. You’re going on spring break with us.”

    Julia let go of Joel’s cock. She clearly had no intention of finishing him off. Instead, she lifted her dress, pulled off her panties, and sat on the edge of the bed. She didn’t even have to say anything. Joel knew what she wanted. He got on his knees and ate his girlfriend’s pussy. He ate the pussy he hadn’t fucked in a month. He ate the pussy that another man regularly fucked. He ate it eagerly.

    
      

    

    Joel was surprised at just how jealous he felt watching Julia hold Quinn’s hand in the airport. It was more than that, of course. It was that she was acting like Quinn’s girlfriend while Joel had no one to hold his hand, lean against him, or kiss him.

    They walked on the plane together and sat next to each other. Joel’s seat was far from theirs. He was alone on the plane and Julia was next to another man.

    Joel wasn’t angry. He knew what he was getting into when he agreed to the spring break trip. He knew he was going to feel jealous. He was surprised at how strong the feeling was, though. As they completed the short flight to Florida, he wondered if the week would be more painful than he’d imagined.

    Thankfully, Quinn’s friends were wonderful. They seemed happy to have Joel there and treated him like one of the group as they all got settled into the surprisingly nice rental house. As Julia had promised, Joel’s bedroom was next to the one she and Quinn would be sharing.

    Prior to leaving, Julia had reinforced the idea of Joel getting to listen as she and Quinn fucked. She’d given him a few thrilling handjobs while talking about it, which left him primed for pleasure as he sat in bed after they’d all partied together on the first night of spring break.

    He’d already watched Quinn and Julia dancing, kissing, and pawing at each other. It made Joel thankful he wasn’t the only single person on the trip. It would have felt impossibly lonely. Instead, he got to pretend that he’d be looking for someone to hook up with like the other single guys on the trip. Of course, that wasn’t true. He was a cuckold. He had a girlfriend, she just happened to have a boyfriend.

    Thanks to all the flirting and fooling around, Joel was hugely aroused by the time he climbed into bed. He’d stripped to his boxers and was stroking his cock and waiting for the fun to start in the room next door.

    At first it was just talking and laughter. Again Joel felt jealous. It made it perfectly clear that Julia was actually dating Quinn. She actually liked him. She wasn’t just fucking him. She would have moved on long ago if that was the case.

    Thankfully, Joel didn’t have to wait long for the muffled conversation to turn to something more. Quinn’s moan of pleasure was the first that he heard. Joel imagined Julia going down on the other man. He imagined Quinn enjoying the pleasure of a blowjob, something Julia was quite good at. The jealousy returned, but this time it was the engine behind a powerful surge of arousal that made Joel’s cock throb and drip precum.

    Next it was Julia’s turn to moan. Quinn must have been doing down on her. Joel imagined his girlfriend with her legs spread and someone else eating her pussy. He imagined Julia getting wet and thinking about Quinn’s cock inside her. He imagined her urging the other man to fuck her.

    It was just a few minutes later when it became obvious that they were fucking. They were both moaning and the bed was definitely moving and banging into the shared wall between their rooms.

    The walls were thin enough that Joel could occasionally make out something Julia said.

    “Fuck me, Quinn,” came through at one point. Joel stroked his cock faster. He pictured the sex in his mind. He pictured his girlfriend on her back with someone else inside her. He pictured Julia getting fucked and it turned him on like nothing else ever had.

    As much as he didn’t want to admit it, Joel had to come to terms with the idea that he absolutely loved listening to Julia fuck someone else. The level of arousal coursing through him was unexpected, and in the best way possible. He really was a cuckold. He still didn’t understand it and he still found the very notion of it disconcerting, but there was no denying his overwhelming desire.

    It was when Julia said, “Cum inside me, Quinn,” that Joel lost his load. He grabbed a tee shirt he’d brought just for the occasion and unleashed his seed into it. Quinn was cumming in his girlfriend and he was cumming into a shirt. It felt fitting.

    
      

    

    Over the course of the week, Joel routinely had to tell himself not to stare at Julia in a sexual way. He was supposed to be her friend, not her cuckolded boyfriend. Quinn’s friends would have noticed – and likely been annoyed – if Joel was continuously looking at Julia like she was the source of his sexual pleasure, which was the truth.

    Instead, Joel was stuck feeling an intense form of desire for his girlfriend while having to make sure that desire didn’t spill out in an obvious way. Thankfully, there were times when he and Julia managed to be alone for a few minutes.

    One such occasion happened on the third day of spring break. They’d all gone to the beach – which was walking distance from the house – and Julia and Joel ended up alone on their towels as everyone else ran to the ocean to cool off.

    “You look incredible,” Joel said as he briefly admired Julia in the skimpy white bikini she was wearing.

    Julia smiled at him. It filled Joel with desire. “Thank you,” she said. “Have you been listening to Quinn and I fuck?”

    Joel was still a little astounded at how dirty Julia had gotten over the past few months. He loved it. It never failed to arouse him, too.

    “I have been,” he admitted.

    “And you’ve been cumming, haven’t you?” Julia asked.

    Joel felt a little embarrassed. He knew he didn’t need to. It’s what Julia wanted for him. It’s what she’d promised him.

    “Yes, I have,” he said.

    “Good,” Julia said. “You like it, don’t you? You like listening to Quinn fuck me. You like hearing how good it makes me feel, don’t you?”

    Joel felt his cock getting hard. It made him nervous. He didn’t want everyone coming back from the water and seeing him with a boner. Still, he wanted to pursue his desire.

    “I love it,” he admitted. It was the absolute truth. Each night Quinn had fucked Julia and each night Joel had listened while masturbating. It was his favorite thing about spring break so far.

    Just then Quinn and a few of his friends came out of the water and headed towards the towels. Joel was disappointed that his conversation with Julia had to come to an end.

    Julia waved at Quinn as she said, “Don’t cum tonight. You can still masturbate – I want you to, in fact – but don’t cum, okay?”

    “Okay,” Joel agreed. There was no time to think about it. Quinn was almost to the towels.

    “Hey babe,” he said while dropping down next to Julia. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close as she giggled. Soon she was wet with salt water and locked in a soft, slow kiss with him while Joel watched. He had to look away for fear of getting a full-on erection and embarrassing himself.

    He wondered why Julia didn’t want him to cum that night. Did she have something planned, or was she just playing with him? Joel couldn’t wait to find out.

    
      

    

    As had happened on every night of spring break, Quinn and Julia fucked as Joel listened from his room. He listened to the bed shaking and banging into their shared wall. He listened to his girlfriend moaning for another man. He listened to the little bits of dirty talk that made their way to his ears.

    He listened as Julia urged her other boyfriend to cum inside her. He listened as Quinn groaned and emptied his seed into her pussy. He masturbated during all of it, but at Julia’s request he refrained from cumming.

    After Julia and Quinn had finished, Joel sat in bed and slowly stroked his erection. He replayed the lusty sounds of sex in his mind and imagined Julia with her legs spread and Quinn’s cock buried inside her. He imagined the wild looks of pleasure that must have played out on her face.

    He was mid-stroke when there was a soft knock on his door. Joel panicked for a moment before he heard Julia’s voice quietly say, “It’s me. Open up, Joel.”

    He leapt out of bed and unlocked the door. Julia looked perfect in a pair of panties and a tee shirt. She pushed the door open and walked past him before climbing into Joel’s bed as he stood there and ogled her. Her hair looked a little damp with sweat, no doubt from the vigorous fucking she’d just received.

    “Are you going to join me?” Julia asked.

    Joel wasn’t sure what was going on, but he wasn’t about to turn down a chance to spend a little time in bed with his girlfriend.

    Julia moved over and patted the mattress next to her. Joel gladly took his place next to her. He felt an urge to try and fuck his girlfriend, but instead he waited for her to take the lead.

    “Did you enjoy listening?” Julia asked as she caressed Joel’s face and pulled him closer.

    “I did,” he whispered.

    She kissed him softly and parted her lips so their tongues could play. Joel moaned quietly into his girlfriend’s mouth and she into his. Her hand moved between his legs and she wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock.

    “Did you enjoy playing with your cock as Quinn fucked me?” she asked.

    Joel’s dick throbbed as Julia stroked him. “Yes,” he answered.

    She kissed him again. Her tongue entered his mouth again. Her hand moved up and down his shaft, gathering his precum to use as lubrication.

    “He came inside me, you know,” she whispered.

    “I know,” Joel said as he groaned. He tried to keep quiet.

    “Do you want to see it?” Julia asked.

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” Joel answered. He didn’t need to think about it. The answer was immediate. He absolutely wanted to see it. He wanted to see it more than she knew.

    Julia let go of Joel’s cock and moved to the other end of the bed. She pulled off her panties and spread her legs. Her fingers moved between them and Julia spread her pussy lips. Joel saw Quinn’s cum. He saw it leaking out of her.

    “Can I masturbate?” Joel asked. He wasn’t entirely sure why he thought he needed Julia’s permission. For some reason, asking felt kinky. He liked the idea of getting her permission.

    “You may,” Julia answered.

    Joel stroked his cock and stared between Julia’s legs.

    “Quinn always cums inside me,” she said. “He always fills me. He always gives me his load.”

    Julia pushed two fingers into her pussy. Joel heard the wetness. He heard his girlfriend playing with another man’s cum.

    “I love it, Joel. I love it when he cums inside me. I love the way his cock swells up just before he unloads. I love how he collapses on top of me while his seed is spilling in my pussy. I love that he’s cumming inside me and you’re not.”

    “Fuck,” Joel said. He felt arousal surge through him. He felt his cock throb just like Quinn’s had. He felt jealous and turned on.

    Julia smiled as she pulled her fingers from her pussy. They were sticky with a thin layer of Quinn’s cum. Julia brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean. She held Joel’s gaze while doing it. She made it into a lascivious show.

    “I prefer his cum,” Julia said after pulling her fingers from her mouth.

    Joel couldn’t hold back. He came hard. The build-up of the day’s pleasure was too much to resist. He released his seed as Julia smiled. He had a beautiful cuckold orgasm.

    “That was incredible,” he said.

    “Yes, it was,” Julia answered as she pulled her panties back on and gave Joel a quick kiss. “Sleep well, cuckold,” she said before leaving.

    Joel smiled. It was the first time she’d actually called him a cuckold. He felt confused and a little aroused despite having just climaxed. He wanted more. 
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    On the plane ride home from Florida, Joel couldn’t help but think about the journey he’d been on throughout his first year at college.

    He knew Julia didn’t set out to cuckold him or help him explore that particular facet of his sexuality. It just happened that way. She’d explored her desire to have sex with someone else and in doing so she’d accidentally showed Joel a side of himself he didn’t know existed.

    Now he was more convinced than ever that he wanted to end up with Julia. He wasn’t sure he wanted to be a cuckold for life, but he knew that part of him would always find it sexually exciting.

    As that realization washed over him, Joel felt a whole new sort of anxiety set in. He wondered if Julia really wanted to be with him or if she’d soured on the idea of being married to a man that seemed to enjoy being cuckolded.

    It wasn’t until a few days later that Joel finally got a chance to ask her about it. They had an hour before their next classes and they’d stopped by his room.

    “Can we talk about something?” Joel asked. He could hear how tentative he was being. He couldn’t help it. He was nervous.

    “What’s up?” Julia asked. Her eyes were soft and sweet. She seemed genuinely concerned.

    “Well, we haven’t talked about it in a while…so I was wondering if you’ve thought about our future at all. Like, do you still see us ending up together? Things have changed a lot in the past few months, so, you know, I figured I’d ask.”

    Julia looked down at her hands. She rubbed them together slowly before looking back up at Joel. “Can I be honest?”

    Joel felt a rush of nerves. That didn’t seem like a good sign. “Of course,” he said.

    “The truth is, I don’t really know what I want at this point. It’s still our first year of college. I’m 19 years old. If I’ve learned anything this year, it’s that I don’t really know myself that well and that I don’t want to make any massive plans for the future until I get there.”

    Julia took a deep breath before taking Joel’s hands in hers.

    “I love you, Joel. I really do. I know this year has been filled with unexpected surprises, but I really love you and I don’t see any reason why we’d break up. So that’s not what I’m doing. I’m just saying that I’m not really comfortable committing to marrying you three years from now. I mean, who knows where we might be in three years, right?”

    In some ways, nothing had changed. Julia had been saying some version of that same thing since the year started. She hadn’t been as clear six months ago, but she had been clear that she wanted to experience new things and that she wasn’t interested in tying herself down before her freshman year was over.

    “Can I be honest?” Joel asked.

    “Of course,” Julia said as she squeezed his hands.

    “Nothing has changed for me. I mean, of course, a lot has changed, but nothing has changed about my long term desires. If anything, I feel like we’re even better suited for each other. It’s pretty clear that I really enjoy what we’re doing, sexually speaking, and I still think you’re the most incredible woman I’ve ever met.”

    Julia leaned forward and kissed him. “You’re sweet,” she whispered.

    Joel wasn’t sure what that meant, though Julia had been clear she wasn’t going to provide him with the answers he wanted because she didn’t have them.

    “I’m not going to break up with you, if that helps. I can’t see why I would do that. I’m having way too much fun,” Julia said.

    Joel found that it helped immensely. He smiled and kissed her. He wanted to do so much more, but they both had class. His desires would have to wait.

    
      

    

    “I don’t know why you’re so nervous,” Julia said as she walked with Joel.

    “Really? I mean, we’re about to do something we’ve never done before. Doesn’t that make you nervous?” he asked.

    “I’m about to get fucked by Quinn. I’ve done that more times than I can count, Joel. Yes, you’re going to be watching, but it’s not like you have to do anything. You just have to sit there and watch. You just have to be a cuckold, which is what you’ve been doing for months, really.”

    It was the absolute truth. Joel had openly accepted his status as a cuckold to his girlfriend. He’d known she was fucking Quinn for months. He’d received dozens of cuckold handjobs. He’d gotten off to the idea of his girlfriend having sex with another guy. Still, he was nervous about watching for the first time.

    “I guess you’re right,” he said.

    Julia squeezed his hand. “It’s okay to be nervous,” she said as they approached Quinn’s building. “You don’t have to be though. It’s going to be fun, I promise.”

    It had been Julia’s idea. Joel found it undeniably arousing, but he’d still been nervous about it from the start. He couldn’t help it.

    Still, he’d pictured them having sex so often that it felt like a natural progression to actually see it in person.

    They stepped into the lobby of Quinn’s building and Julia pressed the button for the elevator. As they waited, she pulled Joel close for a long, slow, sensual kiss. He was hard by the time she was finished.

    “Don’t worry,” she whispered.

    Joel covered his crotch as a couple stepped out of the elevator. He made his way on and Julia hit the button for Quinn’s floor. Just a few moments later they were standing at her other boyfriend’s door.

    “Come in,” Quinn said.

    Julia had spent countless hours at Quinn’s apartment, but Joel had never been and he was surprised at how neat and well-appointed it was. It certainly didn’t look like a college student lived there.

    There was a bit of stilted conversation as they all sat in the living area. It seemed that Quinn was feeling a bit awkward about being watched.

    For that reason, neither Joel nor Quinn objected when Julia took control of the proceedings. She stood up in front of Quinn and slowly unbuttoned her dress before letting it fall to the floor, revealing the black lace bodysuit she and Joel had picked out.

    “Do you like it?” Julia asked as she spun around and shook her ass a little for Quinn.

    A hungry, lusty look came over his face. All his energy was focused on the lingerie-clad beauty in front of him. “You look incredible,” he said.

    “It’s all for you, Quinn,” Julia said. “I’m all yours tonight. I’m all yours whenever you want me.” Julia ran her fingers over her body. “This is all yours.”

    Quinn reached for Julia and she straddled him. His hands moved to her ass and squeezed it as they shared a deep kiss.

    Any discomfort Joel might have been feeling quickly washed away as a tidal wave of lust came over him. Arousal is all he felt from that point on. It was so much hotter than he’d imagined seeing his girlfriend grind in another man’s lap as they kissed.

    Joel watched as Quinn moved his hands from Julia’s ass to her lace-clad breasts. She moaned into his mouth as he deftly played with her nipples, something Joel knew his girlfriend loved.

    Julia didn’t seem in the mood for extended foreplay. Instead, she hopped off of Quinn’s lap to undo his belt and yank off his pants and underwear, revealing a rather large, rock hard cock. She fell to her knees and Joel watched in amazement as she seemed to inhale the dick in front of her.

    Joel’s dick throbbed as he watched Julia expertly bob up and down on Quinn’s big cock. The sound of wet, sensual sucking soon filled the room. It was then that Quinn looked up at the other man in the room. A smile of casual confidence crossed his face. It was a smile that said, “Your girlfriend is sucking my cock and we both know she has no intention of doing anything with your dick tonight.” Or at least that’s what Joel saw in the smile.

    Julia looked over at Joel when she finally relented and let Quinn’s cock fall from her mouth. She stroked him and said, “He’s big, isn’t he?”

    Joel nodded. He didn’t want to say anything. It felt weird to admit it, even though it was obviously true.

    “He feels so good inside me, Joel. He feels so good when he fucks me. Do you want to see that? Do you want to see Quinn fuck me? Do you want to see him fuck your girlfriend?” Julia asked.

    Joel nodded again.

    “I need you to say it, Joel.”

    For just a moment Joel marveled at how different Julia was. When they began their freshman year, he was the only guy she’d ever slept with. They were madly in love and planning on getting married when they graduated. They had their future mapped out. Now she was on her knees in front of someone else and instructing him to tell her how badly he wanted to see the other man fuck her. It was astounding.

    “I want to see Quinn fuck you,” Joel said.

    Julia smiled and turned back to Quinn. “You heard him. How do you want me?”

    Quinn stood up and pulled off his shirt, leaving him fully naked. Joel was impressed at how well-built he was. He couldn’t help but see why Julia might want someone like that on top of her and inside her.

    Quinn picked Julia up and put her down on the couch. She reached between her legs and unsnapped the bodysuit, exposing her pussy. She was wet and eager to be fucked.

    From where he sat, Joel could see Julia’s pussy perfectly. He could see Quinn’s cock move between her legs and slowly slide into her. He couldn’t see his girlfriend’s face, but he could hear her moan. He could see her hands moving over Quinn’s back. He could see the deep, insistent thrusts of the other man’s cock sliding into the girl he loved.

    “Fuck me, Quinn. Please, fuck me hard,” Julia said.

    The lust in her voice was beautiful. Joel couldn’t help but soak it in. It felt like he got more aroused with each thrust. It felt like his desire grew just as Julia’s seemed to grow as Quinn fucked her.

    The room filled with the beautiful sounds of sex. Julia and Quinn both moaned. They kissed. The sound of her wet pussy taking a big cock drifted to Joel’s ears. He felt jealous. He felt wildly aroused. He felt like he wanted to fuck her and yet he understood that Quinn was better, that she preferred him, that she wanted Joel to be her cuckold.

    Julia’s first orgasm was both the high point and the low point of the evening for Joel. As he watched her cum, it became clear that he’d never given her an orgasm like that. The way her body reacted to Quinn and the noises she made were entirely unique. He’d never seen or heard her like that before. It was proof that being with Quinn wasn’t just about being with someone new. He was doing something better. Joel found it arousing and a little depressing at the same time.

    After her climax, Quinn got on his back on the couch and Julia got on top. She surprised Joel by taking her other boyfriend inside her in reverse cowgirl. She wanted to look at him as she got fucked by someone else.

    “How does it look, Joel? Do you like watching Quinn fuck me? Do you like being cuckolded in person?” Julia asked as she bounced up and down on the other man’s dick.

    Joel’s gaze darted from his girlfriend’s face to her pussy. He watched Quinn’s thick cock stretch her pussy. He looked into her beautiful eyes and saw the lust there. He saw the satisfaction. He saw how much she was enjoying having him watch.

    “It’s beautiful, Julia,” Joel admitted.

    “Why don’t you take your cock out? Why don’t you masturbate just like you did on spring break? Stroke your cock while another man fucks me. Stroke your cock while you watch me satisfy him with my pussy.”

    Joel couldn’t say no. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was mesmerized by the sight of Quinn’s cock filling his girlfriend and by her insistence that he sink deeper into his cuckolding. She wanted Joel to go all the way and he couldn’t resist.

    Again Joel marveled at how quickly things had changed. He hadn’t heard of cuckolding when their freshman year began. He hadn’t even considered Julia being with someone else. The idea of her cheating horrified him, as it would have for any other 18 year old.

    Now he was jerking off to his girlfriend riding someone else’s dick. He was jerking off to Julia fucking someone that she was openly, eagerly dating. He was jerking off to Julia getting fucked by someone she had developed real feelings for. He couldn’t believe he was doing it. He couldn’t believe any of it was happening.

    Quinn groaned beneath Julia. He fucked his cock up into her pussy. He fucked her harder and faster. “He’s going to cum inside me, Joel. He’s going to cum in my pussy. Will you cum with him? Will you cum as he cums inside me?”

    Joel nodded. There was no sense in saying no. He’d come too far. He wanted to orgasm. He didn’t care about anything else. He just wanted to cum.

    Quinn reached up and played with Julia’s perky tits as she rode him. He groaned louder. Then, he stopped thrusting. He was cumming.

    “He’s cumming, Joel!” Julia said in a loud, lusty voice. “He’s cumming inside me. Blow your load. Let it loose. Cum for me.”

    Joel did as his girlfriend desired. He came for her. He came hard as someone else came inside her. He came like a cuckold. It was an incredible orgasm, and it wouldn’t be his last that evening.

    
      

    

    “How long will you be gone?” Joel asked.

    “A month,” Julia said.

    She was going to Europe with Quinn. They were going to spend the first month of summer break traveling together. Joel wasn’t invited. He wasn’t sure what to say.

    “We’ll see each other when I get back, Joel. I promise. We’ll have two weeks to spend together.”

    Joel looked up. “Two weeks? That’s it? It’s at least two months before school starts again.”

    Julia looked away for a moment. She turned back to Joel and took his hands in hers. “I know. I’ll be spending the rest of the summer with Quinn. His family has this huge vacation home on a lake. They spend their summers there and he invited me to go. I couldn’t say no.”

    “You could go a little later. You could spend a month with me. You could spend six weeks with me and still have plenty of time with Quinn,” Joel said. He felt a sense of desperation, like everything had gotten away from him.

    “I’m not breaking up with you, Joel. I swear, I’m not. We’ll still talk and text. We’ll still be in touch. You’ll still be my cuckold.”

    Joel experienced an odd, uncomfortable mixture of arousal and anxiety as she uttered the word. She didn’t call him her boyfriend. She called him her cuckold. Julia clearly seemed to think of him as her cuckold more than her boyfriend.

    “I want to be Quinn’s girlfriend for the summer,” she said. “I want him to be my boyfriend, and I want you to be my cuckold.”

    “How can I be that if I don’t even get to see you?” Joel asked.

    “Like I said, we’ll talk on the phone. I’ll send you pictures. I’ll give you the dirty details that I know you love so much.”

    Joel couldn’t deny loving the dirty details that Julia provided him. The orgasms that resulted from her lusty handjobs filled with dirty talk were unquestionably powerful. He’d begun to watch them have sex more often since that first time, too, and he never failed to cum hard when he did.

    “Are you sure you’re not breaking up with me? I love you, Julia, but you can just do that if you need to. It would probably be better, honestly. I’d rather not spend the whole summer dreaming about you only to find out that you’re going to dump me as soon as we get back to school.”

    Julia pulled Joel close and kissed him. It was a deep, beautiful kiss. It was passionate and intense. It was the kind of kiss that a girl gives to a man she loves, even if that man doesn’t get to have sex with her anymore.

    “I’m not dumping you, Joel,” she said. “You’re my cuckold, and I’m convinced that I want you to be that forever.”

    Joel looked up. He was genuinely surprised. It seemed like Julia had changed her mind and was looking towards the future.

    “Really?” he asked.

    “Yes,” she said. “It might not be the future you planned, but I think it might be more exciting than the one you had imagined, at least if your orgasms are any indicator.”

    Joel felt ecstatic. He wasn’t being dumped. He was being cuckolded. As much as he disliked the anxiety that came with cuckolding, he couldn’t deny the sense of sexual satisfaction that came with it. He’d never experienced anything like it.

    “I’d love to be your cuckold,” he said.

    Joel didn’t know if it was realistic. He didn’t know if he’d last the summer, let alone the rest of college and the rest of his life, but he was eager to try.

    The End

  
    College Cuckolding - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "What do you think about this?"

    Chloe stepped out of her bathroom in a pink lace bra and panty set and sauntered towards Owen, who was sitting in her bed and staring at his phone. He snapped to attention as soon as he looked up, though, and she could see the instant spark of lust in his eyes.

    "Wow. Is that new?"

    Chloe smiled and nodded.

    "And...and this is for your date with...with Chad?"

    "It is."

    "Because he's going to see you in it. In this lingerie."

    Chloe saw both anxiety and arousal wash over her boyfriend's face and she couldn't help but find it adorable. She also experienced a touch of arousal herself, so much so that she considered hopping in his lap and fiercely making out with him.

    "That's certainly the plan. We go back to his room. He sees me in my lingerie. I take off my lingerie. He fucks me. I cum hard on his big cock. He cums hard thanks to my tight pussy. Maybe we fuck a second time. Then I come to you and you get to see me in my lingerie."

    Owen was hard. He hadn't even touched his cock and he was hard. He was hard because it turned him on that she was going to have sex with Chad that night. That she was going on a date with another guy, that she was going to go back to that guy's room, that she was going to fully surrender to her ever-increasing desire for the football player she was dating on the side.

    Chloe approached the bed and Owen swung his legs over the side and ran his fingers over her stomach. She watched and moaned softly as he cupped one of her breasts and smiled.

    "You're so sexy," he said softly. "So fucking sexy."

    Chloe lifted his chin until Owen was staring up at her and said, "And I'm yours. I'll be Chad's for a little bit tonight, but then I'm yours again. When I come back to you, you can have your way with me, Owen. Another man will have had his way with me first, of course, but you get to be the last man to fuck me tonight."

    "Can I fuck you right now?"

    Chloe was tempted to let him. Had Owen slipped a hand into her panties he would have discovered how wet she was. She very nearly surrendered to her desires, but ultimately Chloe chose to delay her gratification.

    Instead of turning Owen down outright she decided to have a little fun with him. She leaned down and kissed him. She lured his tongue into her mouth. She stroked his cock while he reached out and played with her pussy through her panties. She moaned into his mouth because it felt so fucking good.

    Then Chloe got on her knees. She ran her hands up Owen's legs and stroked him through his jeans. "This is what Chad is going to see tonight," she said softly. "Your girlfriend on her knees in front of him. Your girlfriend stroking his cock through his jeans. Your girlfriend desperate to have his cock in her mouth."

    Chloe loosened Owen's belt and yanked his pants off along with his underwear. His cock popped free and she wrapped her fingers around it and stroked him slowly.

    "I'm going to tell him that I want to suck his cock, that I like sucking his cock. I'm going to tell him that it makes me wet to suck his cock."

    A thick drop of precum appeared at the tip of Owen's dick and Chloe leaned forward and sucked it into her mouth, flicking her tongue back and forth over the head of his dick a few times to tease him.

    "Do you like that, Owen? Do you like that I'm going to suck another man's cock tonight?"

    Owen nodded. "It turns me on."

    Chloe rewarded his honesty by taking him into her mouth and swirling her tongue around the head of his dick before sucking hard. She moved up and down his shaft, offering the same kind of blowjob she intended on giving Chad that night. Of course, she had no intention of making Owen cum. She wanted him desperately horny by the time she returned from her date.

    "He's going to experience that tonight," she said while stroking his spit-soaked shaft. "He's going to feel your girlfriend's mouth on his cock."

    "Aren't you...aren't you his girlfriend too?" Owen asked.

    It was the look on his face that made her think he was turned on by the notion of her being Chad's girlfriend too. They'd been going on dates. They'd been hooking up. By most definitions she was his girlfriend, though she didn't really think of herself that way. Still, it was fun to play into Owen's fantasies.

    "Yes, I guess I am his girlfriend too. I guess I have two boyfriends."

    "One of whom starred in a football game last weekend."

    Chloe smiled. Chad had apparently played quite well, so much so that the coach had given him the game ball. Chloe wasn't a huge football fan, but she understood enough to know that Chad had stood out. She also understood that he was the kind of guy that didn't have much issue finding girls to date or fool around with and she thoroughly enjoyed that Chad was so interested in her.

    "Do you...do you like that he's on the football team?" Owen asked.

    Chloe sucked the head of his cock into her mouth for a few seconds and then looked up at her boyfriend and smiled. "I didn't at first. In fact, that worked against him. But now...I can see the appeal of dating a football player. Someone big and muscular and manly. Someone that other girls want to be with."

    That sparked Owen's jealousy and Chloe kissed him. She stroked his cock while doing so and he moaned into her mouth.

    "You're my real boyfriend, though," she whispered. "You're the one I want to be with, the one I enjoy the most. Don't worry."

    "Okay," he said.

    He was still going to worry. Chloe could see it on his face. That was okay, though. A little worry and jealousy was a good thing, especially if it came with a wealth of arousal, which she was certain Owen experienced whenever he thought about her and Chad.

    "Now I just want to make sure that you're okay with me fucking Chad tonight," she asked before stepping back, turning around, and showing off how good her ass looked in the panties. "I mean, I really want to fuck him. I want to see if it's as good as I think it's going to be. But if you're not comfortable with it, I suppose I could call off the date or I could just give him a blowjob again."

    Owen wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked himself slowly. "No, I want you to fuck him," he admitted. "I...it sounds crazy coming out of my mouth, but that's what I want. I want you to fuck your other boyfriend."

    "Good. Then let me show you both of the dresses I had in mind and we'll see which one you like best. Stop stroking, though. I don't want you cumming until I get back from my date."

    Owen released his cock and smiled. He might have been frustrated, but he liked that she was going to make him wait. Chloe was going to make sure his orgasm was incredible, though. She was going to make it all worth it for him. Owen had nothing to worry about on that front.

    ---

    "I really like you, you know," Chad said as they strolled towards his dorm.

    Chloe smiled. The date had gone well. Chad had picked another excellent restaurant for dinner and had followed it up with a round of indoor mini golf that proved surprisingly fun, especially since there were so many spots where they could make out for a bit.

    "I like you too," she replied.

    "Yeah?"

    Chloe was surprised to see a hint of insecurity from Chad. "Yeah. Have I done something to make you think I don't like you?"

    He shook his head. "No. You're just...I don't know, you're not like other girls, you know? Or most other girls that are interested in me, I should say."

    "Because I'm not a football groupie?"

    "I mean, that's part of it, yeah. You're smart. You're confident. You're...I don't know...sexual, I suppose. Or more embracing of your sexuality, maybe?"

    Chloe smiled as she thought of the fact that she fully intended on having sex with two men that night and that one of those men was going to be massively turned on by the fact that she'd fucked someone else before him.

    "I'll be honest, I didn't think I'd like you when you came up to me at the frat party. I figured you'd be just another jock, that you'd only be interested in hooking up with me, that if we did that you'd move on as quickly as possible to some other girl as you try and get as many notches on your belt as possible."

    "There are definitely guys like that on the team."

    Chloe squeezed his hand. "You're not like that?"

    "Not really, no. I mean, I'm not a virgin or anything, but I'm not really into racking up as many hookups as I can. It's just not as much fun."

    He put his arm around her and Chloe's pussy tingled. It happened every time he did that. There was something about his strength, about how...how manly he felt. It wasn't lost on her that it was vastly different from when Owen put his arm around her. Chad doing so triggered something primal in her, something that made her want him in an almost overwhelming manner.

    "Has it been fun to be with me?" she asked.

    Chad smiled. "Oh, yes, absolutely."

    "And are you looking forward to having fun tonight?"

    "Is that what we're going to do?"

    Chloe stopped and stepped into Chad's arms. She smiled at the feeling of his strong hands on her lower back. "Yes, that's what we're going to do tonight. In fact, you're going to fuck me tonight. You're going to show me what it's like to get fucked by the star of the football team. You're going to show me what it feels like to have that big cock of yours inside me, and I assume you're going to do a good job of making me cum so hard that I won't be able to resist coming back for more."

    That was enough to get Chad hard and the kiss that followed left Chloe wet while he throbbed in his jeans, at least based on what she could feel pressing into her stomach.

    "We should hurry back to your room," Chloe said. "Otherwise I might ruin my panties."

    Chad took her hand and they headed towards the dorm once more, though this time with a little more urgency. They made out in the elevator on the way up to his floor and she stroked his cock a little through his pants. They rushed down the hallway and he let them into the room and tossed his keys and wallet on his desk before picking Chloe up and setting her in his bed.

    There was something thrilling about his ability to lift her like she weighed nothing at all. It added to the already considerable arousal coursing through her and when Chad's lips found hers the kiss was deep and slow and beautiful.

    Chloe rolled him onto his back and ground her hips back and forth while kissing her other boyfriend. She kissed his neck and nibbled his earlobe and listened to him moan while his stiffness rubbed against her pussy through multiple layers of clothing.

    Then Chloe backed out of the bed and took her dress off. Chad sat up and stared at her in the pink lace bra and panty set she'd modeled for Owen. His eyes lit up with desire and she decided she'd keep her heels on because it was just a little bit hotter to fuck a girl wearing heels.

    "You should take your pants off," she said. "I want to suck your cock."

    She'd uttered the words that every man loves to hear and Chad removed his shoes and pants with remarkable speed and skill. His dick was long and thick and the head bulbous and beautiful. The veins running along the underside of the shaft looked especially plump and Chloe felt her pussy tingle as she stared at the cock that would be spending quite a bit of time inside her that night.

    Once he'd freed his dick, Chloe crawled into the bed and went to work. She wrapped her fingers around the base and kissed her way up the shaft. She licked and sucked on the head while looking up at Chad and she saw him smile and moan.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked.

    "Fuck yes."

    "Yeah? You like it when I suck your dick?"

    He nodded. "I thought about the last blowjob all weekend while we were away for the game. Fuck...I jerked off to it multiple times. I just closed my eyes and thought about how fucking good you made me feel...it was amazing, Chloe."

    "I hope my tight little pussy can make you feel as good as my mouth does."

    She took the head in her mouth before Chad could say a word. He didn't need to respond, though. Chloe knew her pussy would make him feel good. She knew it would make him feel better than her mouth could. That didn't stop her from sucking Chad's cock as foreplay, though. She sucked and stroked and played with his balls and she made sure to put her ass up and shake it a little so he could see it in the panties and perhaps experience just a bit more arousal as a result.

    "My pussy is so wet for you," she said softly. "So wet and so needy, Chad. My pussy is so desperate for your cock."

    "Let me get a condom."

    He leaned towards his desk and opened the top drawer to pull out a condom. Chloe snatched it from him, tore it open, and gently rolled it down his dick. She then gave his balls a few kisses before pulling off her panties and straddling him.

    Chloe rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy as pleasure danced across Chad's face. "Do you want me?" she asked. "Do you want to be inside me, Chad? Do you want to be inside my tight little pussy?"

    "Oh, fuck, Chloe, I want you more than I've ever wanted anything."

    She smiled. That was probably a lie, but Chloe liked that he was so turned on. She liked the feeling of control she had at being on top, too. This gorgeous, muscular man was beneath her and desperate to be inside her and she was in control of his pleasure in that moment.

    Of course, Chloe was horny too. Desperately so, which is why she sat down on his cock and rested her hands on his chest.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    "I know. Your dick feels so fucking good inside me. God damn."

    It did feel good. It felt great, in fact. He was so thick and he was deeper than Owen went. Chloe smiled as she thought of her boyfriend sitting alone in his room while she rode another man's cock. The thought was enough to make her body tremble with pleasure and she suddenly felt as though she could cum in an instant.

    So Chloe went for it. She rode Chad's cock hard and fast and she did so until she had an incredible orgasm. Chad's hands were on her tits as she came and she reached up, placed her hands over his, and encouraged him to play with her perky flesh while she rolled her head towards the ceiling and let the orgasm roll through her body. Wave after wave of pleasure emanated from between her legs and Chloe's toes tingled from the intensity of the climax.

    "Wow," she said. "Just...wow. That was...fuck you made me cum so hard."

    That was partly true. It was also partly true that thinking of Owen fueled the greatness of her orgasm, which Chloe made a note to mention. Owen deserved to hear that his eagerness for her to fuck other people had turned Chloe on to such a degree that she had a genuine body-shaking orgasm.

    Chloe then lifted her hips off of Chad's cock, rolled onto her back, and spread her legs. "Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me hard and make me cum again."

    Chad smiled, moved into position between her legs, and went to work.

    ---

    Chloe felt like she was floating as she walked to Owen's dorm. The sex had been better than good. Maybe even better than great. Chad was skilled and generous as a lover and he possessed the cock and body of a god, all of which resulted in a series of incredible orgasms for Chloe, all of which were enhanced by thoughts of Owen dutifully waiting while another man had his way with her body.

    Chloe heard her boyfriend rush to the door moments after she knocked. He yanked it open and scanned her body like he was looking for signs that she'd just had sex with someone else.

    She stepped into his room and took off her dress before he'd even shut the door. She kept the heels on like she'd done for Chad. Owen stripped after locking his door and took Chloe in his arms.

    "I thought about you," she said. "I thought about you so many times tonight."

    "Yeah?"

    She nodded. "It made me cum harder to think about you. It might sound strange, but I really did have better orgasms on Chad's cock because I was thinking about you."

    "You...you fucked him?" Owen asked.

    Chloe wrapped her fingers around his dick as he grabbed her ass. "I did. Multiple times, in fact. I actually lost count of how many times he made me cum." She kissed him deeply and slowly. "The sex was incredible, Owen. Some of the best sex I've ever had."

    "Why does that turn me on so much?" he asked with a smile.

    "I don't know, but we should take advantage of that."

    Chloe moved towards his bed and crawled onto her hands and knees. She looked over her shoulder and Owen approached and pulled her panties down to her ankles. His fingers worked their way into her pussy and he moaned while stroking his cock.

    "Does my pussy feel good?"

    "Yes. You're so wet."

    "I've been wet for hours. That's what happens when you have really good sex with a really hot guy, though."

    Owen groaned and rubbed the head of his dick over her pussy. Chloe smiled at the look on his face and then pushed her hips back. In an instant, Owen's cock was inside her. They didn't really have a lot of doggystyle sex, but she figured she'd let him enjoy it for a little.

    "Fuck me," she said.

    Owen grabbed her hips and did as instructed. He fucked his girlfriend from behind with Chloe pushing her hips back to meet his every thrust.

    "His cock felt so good inside me tonight, Owen. He's so long and thick. He was so deep in my pussy. He stretched me out so good."

    Owen moaned and fucked her harder. He ran a hand up and down her back and then smacked her ass as he really got into it. Chloe was thrilled by his eagerness to take her, to make her his, to fuck her hard.

    Then Owen stopped, put his arm around her chest, and pulled Chloe up. His cock remained inside her as she turned her head and kissed him with Owen's chest pressed against her back.

    "Does my pussy feel good?"

    "Yes."

    She moved her hips and teased his cock. "Chad thought so too. In fact, he thought it felt so good that he fucked me three times before I left. He had his way with my body, with your girlfriend's body. He fucked me however he wanted. He fucked me so good, baby. He fucked me so good and he made me cum so fucking hard."

    Owen pulled out and moved Chloe to her back. He slipped inside her once more and they kissed. He fucked her and her clit came alive, offering a burst of pleasure with every little bit of friction his thrusts offered.

    "Fuck me, Owen. Fuck me and cum inside me."

    Owen fucked his girlfriend. He fucked her hard and fast. Her pussy was a little sore from the pounding Chad had offered, but Chloe knew she was going to cum yet again.

    "God, your pussy feels so good," he said. "I fucking love that someone else was inside you tonight. It's just so...fuck...I don't know, it's just so fucking sexy."

    "He was in my mouth, too. Do you like that, baby? Do you like that he was in my mouth? Do you like that I sucked his cock more than once to get him hard for my tight little pussy? Do you like that I sucked his fat cock and then it stretched out my tight little pussy so good and made me cum so fucking hard!"

    That put Owen right over the top and he buried his dick inside her and came. Chloe managed to get there too and she wrapped her arms and legs around her boyfriend while bliss spread through her body. Her pussy pulsed with intense pleasure and she couldn't help but smile at how utterly fantastic her entire night had been.

    After a few minutes of little more than heavy breathing and the occasional soft kiss, Owen lifted himself up and asked, "When are you seeing him again?"

    "He invited me to the game on Saturday and he wants to see me after."

    "Are you going?"

    Chloe smiled and nodded. "I'm going to watch my boyfriend play football. Actually, you could come to the game if you wanted. I think it might be fun to sit next to one boyfriend while the other one is on the field. We'd part ways afterwards and I'd go and fuck Chad, but of course I'd come see you when we were done."

    "That sounds like a lot of fun, actually, so I'd love to go."

    She kissed him. It sounded like a perfect way to spend a Saturday.

  
    Coming Home After a Night Out with Her Boyfriend

    A car pulls into your driveway. The driver gets out and opens the back door. A beautiful woman in a floor length red gown with a slit up one thigh steps out, exposing the soft, smooth skin of her leg in the moonlight. A man in a tuxedo gets out after her. He takes her hand and leads her towards the front door.

    The woman is your wife. The man is her boyfriend. He took her to a charity fundraiser attended by some of the wealthiest people in the city. He is among those people. Afterwards, he took her to a hotel room where they spent a few hours enjoying each other. Now he’s returning her to you, her loving cuckold husband.

    He walks her to the front door as you watch from the window. They share a few words. He reaches up to caress her face. He leans closer and they share a kiss. It’s a deeply passionate kiss. It’s the kind of kiss that two lovers share. Their fingers entwine as they kiss. He steps back and she holds his hand for a moment longer before saying goodbye.

    Your wife watches him walk down the front steps and into the waiting car. The driver gets in the front seat and pulls away. Your wife waves goodbye before pulling a key from her purse and unlocking the door. You rush from the window to meet her. As she steps into the house you reach the foyer. She is a vision of flawless beauty. Her hair is long, wavy, and shiny. Her lips are still red – she must have reapplied her lipstick – and her dress looks absolutely perfect, just as it did when she left.

    “Did you miss me?” she asks with a smile.

    “I did,” you reply. “Very much so. You were all I thought about.”

    She moves closer. You watch the way the fabric of her dress moves in subtle waves, exposing her leg with each step. You can see why he selected it for her. It’s perfect. You can also see why it costs the equivalent of a month of your salary. It’s exquisitely made.

    “Did you have a nice night?” you ask.

    Your wife approaches with a smile on her face. She takes your hand and places it on her hip as she steps closer. She leans in and you smell the perfume she wears for him. “I had a perfect night,” she says. She kisses your neck. Her lips are soft and her touch is delicate. You’ve spent your night pining for her touch and a subtle tease is enough to send goose bumps rushing down your arm.

    “Come,” your wife whispers. She leads you up the stairs. You admire the way the thin, soft fabric of her dress brushes against her flawless ass, which looks especially good thanks to the red high heels he bought for her.

    Your wife leads you down the hallway. She takes two steps into the bedroom and stops. She pulls your hand around her waist. You press your body against hers. You kiss her neck and she reaches up and caresses the side of your face.

    “You thought of me while I was gone?” she asks.

    You kiss her neck. She purrs. “I did,” you reply.

    “What did you think about?” she asks.

    You hold her hips in your hands and pull back gently. You moan as your cock presses into her ass. She moans in return. Your hands move up her torso. You touch the sides of her breasts – she’s not wearing a bra under the dress – and you gently cup her soft, perky flesh.

    “I thought of you dancing with him,” you say. “I thought of you sharing champagne with him. I thought of you sneaking away to a dark corner of the party to kiss him. I thought of his hands on your body as you kissed him. I thought of your desire for him.”

    “Did that turn you on?” she asks.

    You pull back on her hips again. You press your cock into her ass. You make your desire perfectly clearly. “Yes,” you answer. “It always turns me on to think of you with him.”

    She escapes from your grasp and spins around. You step closer and reach out. You find her waist and pull her close once more. Your foreheads gently press together as your hand moves past her hips and down her thigh. You find the slit in her dress and your fingers caress her smooth skin. You slowly move up her thigh.

    “Did you think of me?” you ask.

    “No,” she answers.

    Her answer makes you moan in pleasure. It’s one word, and yet it makes you feel such wondrous things. Your fingers move between her legs. You press them against her panties. You feel the dampness there.

    Your wife presses her body against yours, pinning your fingers between her legs. She kisses you as you massage the area between her legs. Her tongue darts into your mouth. Yours does the same. She moans.

    You run your fingers to the top of her panties and push them past the waistband. They move through her pubic hair and find their way between her labia. Your fingers slip into your wife’s pussy. They find heat and wetness. They find her boyfriend’s cum.

    She moans into your mouth. You offer your tongue and your wife sucks on it. She’s voracious. She always is when she returns home from a night with her boyfriend.

    She steps back and reaches down to grab your wrist. She pulls your fingers from her panties. She lifts them to her mouth. She sucks her boyfriend’s cum and her juices from them. You watch as your cock throbs painfully in your pants. Her eyes light up with lust as she tastes her boyfriend’s seed.

    “He tastes so good,” she says as your fingers slip from her mouth.

    Your wife slowly steps back. She reaches the bed and sits. She spreads her legs. You see her red lace panties. You see the wet spot in them. Her fingers move into her panties and she masturbates as you watch. Her eyes close. Her mouth opens. She moans.

    “Are you thinking about him?” you ask.

    She nods. Her eyes are still closed.

    “What are you thinking?” you ask.

    “I’m thinking about the hotel room, about sharing a glass of champagne while admiring the most spectacular view of the city I’ve ever seen,” she says as her fingers continue to slowly move in her panties. “I’m thinking about the way he looked at me, about the hunger in his eyes. I’m thinking about the way he kissed me, the way his lips devoured me, the way his hands moved over my body. I’m thinking about his need for me and about how desperate I felt for him.”

    She pulls her fingers from her panties. Her eyes open and she smiles at you before taking them in her mouth and sucking them clean.

    You step closer and your wife smiles. She reaches up and grabs your shirt. She pulls on it and you bend over. “Will you kiss me?” she asks.

    You nod. She pulls your lips to hers. She kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. You taste him. She moans. You know it thrills her when you’re willing to taste him on her lips and tongue. You know it drives her wild that you’re willing to be dirty like that.

    “He was in my mouth tonight,” she whispers as your lips hover close to hers. “I was on my knees in this dress. I unzipped his pants. I pulled out his cock. I devoured him like a good girlfriend does. I swallowed him. I looked up at him and I saw the lust in his eyes as I gave him what he craved.”

    She kisses you again. You think of your wife pleasuring her boyfriend as her lips part and her tongue moves into your mouth. You think of her tongue moving over the head of his cock. You think of her lips sealed tight around his shaft. Your cock aches.

    She pushes you back and stands up. She reaches up and loosens the simple knot that keeps her dress on. It falls to the floor, revealing her breathtaking body.

    “I was his tonight,” she says. “Willingly, happily, eagerly. I was his to do with as he pleased.”

    You step closer. You reach out and caress the soft skin of her hip just above her panties. Your fingers move to her lower back and you step closer. She looks up at you as her breasts press into your chest.

    “What did he do with you?” you ask.

    She smiles. “He made love to me. He made love to your wife. Twice.”

    Her words are carefully chosen and skillfully deployed to thrill you. Her hand moves between your legs and she unzips your pants. Her fingers venture inside and she finds your cock, freeing it from the confines of your clothing. She strokes you.

    “Did you think about that while I was gone?” she asks. “Did you think about him making love to me?”

    Your heart pounds in your chest. You’re nearly breathless as you say, “Yes.”

    “Did you enjoy thinking about that?” she asks. “Did it turn you on to think of your wife willingly giving her body to another man?”

    “Yes,” you say. The pleasure is so intense that you’re lightheaded for just a moment.

    She releases your cock and pulls your shirt over your head. She unbuttons your jeans and they fall to the floor. Your underwear follows. You step out of them and kick your clothes aside.

    Your wife kisses you as her fingers find your cock once more. The kiss is tender and she strokes you slowly. She’s in no hurry to make you cum.

    “We climaxed together,” she says. “I was on my back. He was between my legs. His thrusts were slow and deep. We kissed as he made love to me. We were one. We were connected in the most beautiful way possible. I came first. A moment later he came inside me. He flooded my womb with his seed.”

    You moan as she fills you in on the naughty details of her evening. You picture his cock inside her. You picture them both cumming. You picture another man releasing his seed inside your wife.

    “Do you want me?” she asks.

    “Desperately,” you answer.

    She smiles, releases your cock, and falls into the bed. You admire her perfect body. You think of him on top of her, between her legs, inside her. You think of his lips on her breasts, on her neck, on her lips. You think of them both moaning as he makes love to her.

    “I’m yours,” she says.

    You smile and crawl into the bed. You slip your fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly pull them off. Her pussy is soaked. Her labia are shiny from their combined juices.

    “Take me,” she says.

    You crawl into the bed once more. You kiss her stomach. Your lips slowly make their way up her body. You take one of her nipples in your mouth and she moans while her fingers move through your hair and down your back. You kiss her breasts. You pleasure both her nipples. You drive her wild.

    She can’t take it anymore. She pulls your lips to hers. She kisses you. Your tongues entwine as she reaches between your legs and finds your cock.

    “I need you inside me,” she says. “I need you to make love to me.”

    She guides your cock to her pussy lips. She takes you inside her. She grabs your ass. She makes you fill her.

    You groan as her pussy swallows your cock. The folds of warm, wet flesh milk you with every thrust. Your wife kisses you. Her hands move over your body. You run your fingers through her hair as you kiss. She wraps her legs around you and you reach down to caress her thighs as you make love to her. Your thrusts are slow and deep. You want to savor the sensations coursing through your body. You know it has to end, but you want it to last.

    You think of them as you make love to her. You think of another man between your wife’s legs. You think of her passion for him. You think of her desire for him. You think of her need to have him inside her. You think of her need to have him cum inside her. It deepens your desire. It enhances your pleasure.

    “I can’t stop thinking about you and him,” you say.

    “That’s okay,” she replies. “Let your mind go there. Let your desire guide you. Let those thoughts bring you pleasure. Think of him between my legs. Think of him inside me. Think of his cock filling me. Think of me moaning for him.”

    She pulls you close and moans. You think of her moaning for him. She wraps her legs tighter around you. You think of her doing it for him. You think of him sliding in and out of her.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. Her voice is wild with lust. Her moans get louder. “Please, cum inside me.”

    You think of her saying it for him. You can’t hold back. Your thrusts pick up speed. Your moans get louder.

    You cum inside your wife. You keep thrusting. You spill your seed in her womb, mixing it with his. Your wife cums with you. She holds you tightly against her body as she climaxes. It feels like she never wants to let you go.

    She kisses your face and neck in the aftermath of your mutual climaxes. Her lips are soft and they linger against your skin for a few moments each time. You smile. You feel deeply in love with your wife.

    “I wonder which of you is going to get me pregnant,” she says.

    You groan. Her words are thrilling in ways you can’t comprehend. You just know that it turns you on. If you hadn’t just cum you’d make love to your wife again.

    “I hope it’s me,” you say.

    She kisses you. It’s passionate. Ever since she went off birth control her desire seems unquenchable.

    “Will you make love to me again?” she asks.

    “Of course,” you say. You’ll make love to your wife as many times as she desires.

  
    Coming Home After She's Been with Someone Else

    You were out with your friends but your wife sent a simple text and lured you home: “I just got fucked.”

    You made an excuse and left the moment you read the text. You rushed home. You ran to the bedroom. Now you’re standing in the doorway.

    “Welcome home,” your wife says.

    She’s naked except for a pair of black stockings. She’s lying on her side in your bed. Her curves look particularly appealing as she smiles as you. There’s a used condom resting on the nightstand. She wasn’t lying. She got fucked. Someone else was inside her. Someone else’s cock spent part of the evening sliding in and out of your wife’s perfect, wet pussy.

    “Take your clothes off,” she says.

    You strip. Your clothes end up in a rumpled pile on the bedroom floor. Your wife smiles as she glances between your legs and sees your erection. You can’t help your excitement. You never know when your wife is going to cuckold you and it’s always immensely thrilling when she does.

    “Come closer,” she says.

    You step into the room and approach the bed. Your wife reaches out and runs her fingers over your shaft.

    “I was a naughty girl while you were out with your friends,” she explains. “I invited one of my friends over. I told him my husband was gone and I needed him to fuck my married pussy. I told him I needed him to satisfy me.”

    She cups your balls and gently squeezes them. You groan and a drop of precum appears at the tip of your cock. Your wife leans forward and her lips surround the head. She sucks up the precum and swallows it.

    “That’s the second cock I’ve had in my mouth tonight,” she says. You groan and she giggles in delight. “You like that, don’t you? You like that your wife had another man’s cock in her mouth tonight, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    She stands on her knees and moves closer. You’re face-to-face. She strokes your cock and her lips approach yours. “I love sucking his cock,” she whispers. She pauses for a moment and then leans closer and kisses you. The lips that were wrapped around another man’s cock are now pressed against yours. The tongue that pleasured his cock is now in your mouth.

    She kisses your neck. “Tell me that you like that I suck cock for other men,” she whispers.

    She’s teasing you. She’s luring you deeper into the pleasure she knows you’re feeling. She loves doing this. She loves being naughty with another man and then making you admit that it turns you on like nothing else can.

    “I like that you suck cock for other men,” you say.

    She rewards you by stroking your cock faster. Your shaft is slick with your precum and you can hear the wetness as her fingers move up and down your stiffness. She kisses your neck and sucks on your flesh. You think of another man’s cock being on the receiving end of that pleasure. You moan and your wife does the same.

    Your wife releases your cock and slowly falls back into the bed. She rests on her elbows and spreads her legs. Your eyes drift over her stockings and the creamy flesh of her thighs before you gaze upon her pussy. It looks slippery and freshly-fucked.

    “He fucked me in our bed,” she says.

    Your eyes travel up her taut stomach, over her perky breasts, and you meet her gaze. She smiles and you see that naughty glint in her eye.

    “While you were out with your friends another man’s cock was inside me,” she says.

    She lifts her foot from the bed and teases your cock with it. You groan. It feels good.

    “Get on your knees,” she says. You fall to your knees. She wiggles her toes and says, “Kiss my feet.”

    You kiss her nylon-clad feet. You kiss them all over.

    “Suck on my toes,” she says.

    You wrap your lips around her toes. You suck on them through the stocking. She moans and you look between her legs. You see her pink, enflamed pussy lips.

    “Think about him fucking me,” she says. “Suck on my toes and think about his cock inside me.”

    You picture another man’s cock moving in and out of your wife’s pussy. You picture him fucking her. You picture him satisfying her. She moans for you. She knows you’re thinking about it and she wants you to hear the way she moaned for him.

    “Kiss my legs,” she says.

    You work your way up her legs. You press your lips against the nylon over and over. She moans for you.

    You get all the way to her stocking tops before she stops you. You want to feel her naked flesh against your lips but she won’t let you. Not yet.

    “He prefers fucking me in our bed,” she says. “Do you know why?”

    You shake your head.

    Your wife smiles. “He likes knowing that he’s the only man that actually satisfies me in our bed. It turns him on to know that he’s better than my husband. He likes knowing that he fucks me in our bed more often than you do.”

    “May I taste you?” you ask.

    “You may kiss my thigh,” she says.

    You kiss her thigh. You kiss it over and over. She giggles. Your desperation delights her. “You’re such an eager cuckold,” she says. “What else do you want to taste?”

    “Your pussy,” you say

    “You want to taste the pussy that another man fucked?” she asks.

    You nod and move to her other thigh. You shower it in kisses. She smiles and unleashes a quiet moan. Your kisses feel good.

    She closes her eyes. “You want to taste the pussy that he satisfied with his big cock?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “You want to taste the pussy that came all over his big cock?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    Your wife arches her back and moans like she’s still getting fucked. Again you picture his cock filling her. You picture her legs spread wide and wrapped around him. You picture him moving in and out of her perfect pussy. You picture another man satisfying your wife and it makes your dick throb with desire. You want to stroke. You want to hump the mattress. You want to get off somehow, but you’re not in control. On these nights, she’s the one that decides when you get to orgasm.

    “Taste me,” she says. “Taste my pussy. Put your tongue inside me. Taste the pussy that another man fucked tonight.”

    You crawl forward. You lower your body onto the bed. Your cock rubs against the sheets. You spread your precum over them. You kiss your wife’s slippery pussy lips. You lick your lips clean. You taste her juices, their sweat, and the condom. You put your tongue inside her. She moans. She loves having her cuckold between her legs after she’s been fucked by another man. She loves letting you reclaim her as only a cuckold can.

    “Do I taste good?” she asks.

    You nod with your tongue still inside her.

    “My pussy tastes better after someone else has fucked me, doesn’t it?” she asks.

    You think of him fucking her. You think of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy as you taste it. You think of him satisfying your wife and you devour her.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She sits up and pulls your lips to hers. She kisses you. Your tongue invades her mouth. You share the taste of her pussy. She sucks on your tongue. She moans. Your cock throbs.

    “Get his condom,” she says.

    You turn and look at the nightstand. You see the used condom. You see his cum in it. You reach out and grab it. You turn back to your wife and she smiles and takes it from you.

    “Would you like to fuck me?” she asks. “Would you like to fuck your wife after another man has been inside me?”

    You nod. She reaches down and slips the used condom on your cock, bathing you in his cum. She wraps her fingers around the tip and strokes you. Her grip is tight and you can feel his cum squishing around your cock head. You groan and your mouth opens as an intense kind of pleasure explodes from between your legs. 

    “Does it feel good to be in the condom that fucked your wife?” she asks. “Does it feel good to be bathed in the cum of the man that satisfied me tonight?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    She releases your cock, lies back, and spreads her legs. A smile crosses her face. “You can fuck me, but only if you wear his condom,” she says. “It’s only fair since you’ll be the second man inside me, and we both know you’re the lesser man.”

    She knows what to say to turn you on. She knows how to lure you inside her, how to drive you wild. She knows that you’re turned on by the notion that you’re not as good as he is. You like that another man fucked her better than you do. You like knowing that you’re not going to make her feel anywhere near as good as he did when you slide into her. You can’t help but be turned on at the idea that she’ll be thinking of him as you fuck her. She’s ensured that you’ll be thinking of him, too, since your cock will be bathed in his load as you fuck her.

    You move between her legs. You slide into her pussy. She reaches down and grips the base of your shaft to make sure the condom doesn’t come off as you thrust in and out of her.

    She smiles as you slide into her and moan like you’ve just had the single most pleasurable experience the world has ever known.

    “Does that feel good?” she asks. “Does it feel good to be the second man in my pussy tonight?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Does your cock like swimming in his cum?” she asks.

    You fuck her harder. “Yes,” you say. His cum is warm and thick. It’s making the sex better. It’s so much kinkier and it feels so much better.

    Your wife looks into your eyes and says, “He fucks me better than you. That’s why you’re wearing his condom. That’s what a cuckold deserves. If you can’t fuck me like I need you don’t deserve the pleasure of being bare inside me. You deserve to wear another man’s used condom. You deserve to be bathed in his fucking load. That’s what your cuckold cock deserves.”

    You fuck her harder. She moans for you. You can see it in her eyes. She’s enjoying herself. You’re not sure if it’s the sex or the dirty talk or some combination of the two, but she’s having fun.

    “You can fuck me as hard as you want and you still won’t be as good as him,” she says. “You just don’t have it in you. You’re not capable of it. You can’t make me feel like he does. You can’t come close.”

    You’re close to cumming. You’re so close.

    “That’s right,” she says. “Blow your fucking load. I can see you want to. Don’t worry, I don’t need you to last. I have him. You can be a minute man because he can fuck me like I need. Go ahead, spill your seed. Do it. Blow your load. Be a minute man!”

    You cum in the used condom. You add your cum to his. Your wife pulls you close. She runs her hands through your hair and down your back. She wraps her legs around you. She kisses your neck as your cock pulses in the used condom.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “You’re welcome,” she replies. “When you’re ready, I want you to go down on me. I want to cum again.”

    You remain inside her for a little longer. Her embrace feels too good. You want to enjoy it just a little longer.

  
    Coming Home after She’s Been with Someone Else

    You were out with your friends but your wife sent a simple text and lured you home: “I just got fucked.”

    You made an excuse and left the moment you read the text. You rushed home. You ran to the bedroom. Now you’re standing in the doorway.

    “Welcome home,” your wife says.

    She’s naked except for a pair of black stockings. She’s lying on her side in your bed. Her curves look particularly appealing as she smiles as you. There’s a used condom resting on the nightstand. She wasn’t lying. She got fucked. Someone else was inside her. Someone else’s cock spent part of the evening sliding in and out of your wife’s perfect, wet pussy.

    “Take your clothes off,” she says.

    You strip. Your clothes end up in a rumpled pile on the bedroom floor. Your wife smiles as she glances between your legs and sees your erection. You can’t help your excitement. You never know when your wife is going to cuckold you and it’s always immensely thrilling when she does.

    “Come closer,” she says.

    You step into the room and approach the bed. Your wife reaches out and runs her fingers over your shaft.

    “I was a naughty girl while you were out with your friends,” she explains. “I invited one of my friends over. I told him my husband was gone and I needed him to fuck my married pussy. I told him I needed him to satisfy me.”

    She cups your balls and gently squeezes them. You groan and a drop of precum appears at the tip of your cock. Your wife leans forward and her lips surround the head. She sucks up the precum and swallows it.

    “That’s the second cock I’ve had in my mouth tonight,” she says. You groan and she giggles in delight. “You like that, don’t you? You like that your wife had another man’s cock in her mouth tonight, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    She stands on her knees and moves closer. You’re face-to-face. She strokes your cock and her lips approach yours. “I love sucking his cock,” she whispers. She pauses for a moment and then leans closer and kisses you. The lips that were wrapped around another man’s cock are now pressed against yours. The tongue that pleasured his cock is now in your mouth.

    She kisses your neck. “Tell me that you like that I suck cock for other men,” she whispers.

    She’s teasing you. She’s luring you deeper into the pleasure she knows you’re feeling. She loves doing this. She loves being naughty with another man and then making you admit that it turns you on like nothing else can.

    “I like that you suck cock for other men,” you say.

    She rewards you by stroking your cock faster. Your shaft is slick with your precum and you can hear the wetness as her fingers move up and down your stiffness. She kisses your neck and sucks on your flesh. You think of another man’s cock being on the receiving end of that pleasure. You moan and your wife does the same.

    Your wife releases your cock and slowly falls back into the bed. She rests on her elbows and spreads her legs. Your eyes drift over her stockings and the creamy flesh of her thighs before you gaze upon her pussy. It looks slippery and freshly-fucked.

    “He fucked me in our bed,” she says.

    Your eyes travel up her taut stomach, over her perky breasts, and you meet her gaze. She smiles and you see that naughty glint in her eye.

    “While you were out with your friends another man’s cock was inside me,” she says.

    She lifts her foot from the bed and teases your cock with it. You groan. It feels good.

    “Get on your knees,” she says. You fall to your knees. She wiggles her toes and says, “Kiss my feet.”

    You kiss her nylon-clad feet. You kiss them all over.

    “Suck on my toes,” she says.

    You wrap your lips around her toes. You suck on them through the stocking. She moans and you look between her legs. You see her pink, enflamed pussy lips.

    “Think about him fucking me,” she says. “Suck on my toes and think about his cock inside me.”

    You picture another man’s cock moving in and out of your wife’s pussy. You picture him fucking her. You picture him satisfying her. She moans for you. She knows you’re thinking about it and she wants you to hear the way she moaned for him.

    “Kiss my legs,” she says.

    You work your way up her legs. You press your lips against the nylon over and over. She moans for you.

    You get all the way to her stocking tops before she stops you. You want to feel her naked flesh against your lips but she won’t let you. Not yet.

    “He prefers fucking me in our bed,” she says. “Do you know why?”

    You shake your head.

    Your wife smiles. “He likes knowing that he’s the only man that actually satisfies me in our bed. It turns him on to know that he’s better than my husband. He likes knowing that he fucks me in our bed more often than you do.”

    “May I taste you?” you ask.

    “You may kiss my thigh,” she says.

    You kiss her thigh. You kiss it over and over. She giggles. Your desperation delights her. “You’re such an eager cuckold,” she says. “What else do you want to taste?”

    “Your pussy,” you say

    “You want to taste the pussy that another man fucked?” she asks.

    You nod and move to her other thigh. You shower it in kisses. She smiles and unleashes a quiet moan. Your kisses feel good.

    She closes her eyes. “You want to taste the pussy that he satisfied with his big cock?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “You want to taste the pussy that came all over his big cock?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    Your wife arches her back and moans like she’s still getting fucked. Again you picture his cock filling her. You picture her legs spread wide and wrapped around him. You picture him moving in and out of her perfect pussy. You picture another man satisfying your wife and it makes your dick throb with desire. You want to stroke. You want to hump the mattress. You want to get off somehow, but you’re not in control. On these nights, she’s the one that decides when you get to orgasm.

    “Taste me,” she says. “Taste my pussy. Put your tongue inside me. Taste the pussy that another man fucked tonight.”

    You crawl forward. You lower your body onto the bed. Your cock rubs against the sheets. You spread your precum over them. You kiss your wife’s slippery pussy lips. You lick your lips clean. You taste her juices, their sweat, and the condom. You put your tongue inside her. She moans. She loves having her cuckold between her legs after she’s been fucked by another man. She loves letting you reclaim her as only a cuckold can.

    “Do I taste good?” she asks.

    You nod with your tongue still inside her.

    “My pussy tastes better after someone else has fucked me, doesn’t it?” she asks.

    You think of him fucking her. You think of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy as you taste it. You think of him satisfying your wife and you devour her.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She sits up and pulls your lips to hers. She kisses you. Your tongue invades her mouth. You share the taste of her pussy. She sucks on your tongue. She moans. Your cock throbs.

    “Get his condom,” she says.

    You turn and look at the nightstand. You see the used condom. You see his cum in it. You reach out and grab it. You turn back to your wife and she smiles and takes it from you.

    “Would you like to fuck me?” she asks. “Would you like to fuck your wife after another man has been inside me?”

    You nod. She reaches down and slips the used condom on your cock, bathing you in his cum. She wraps her fingers around the tip and strokes you. Her grip is tight and you can feel his cum squishing around your cock head. You groan and your mouth opens as an intense kind of pleasure explodes from between your legs.

    “Does it feel good to be in the condom that fucked your wife?” she asks. “Does it feel good to be bathed in the cum of the man that satisfied me tonight?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    She releases your cock, lies back, and spreads her legs. A smile crosses her face. “You can fuck me, but only if you wear his condom,” she says. “It’s only fair since you’ll be the second man inside me, and we both know you’re the lesser man.”

    She knows what to say to turn you on. She knows how to lure you inside her, how to drive you wild. She knows that you’re turned on by the notion that you’re not as good as he is. You like that another man fucked her better than you do. You like knowing that you’re not going to make her feel anywhere near as good as he did when you slide into her. You can’t help but be turned on at the idea that she’ll be thinking of him as you fuck her. She’s ensured that you’ll be thinking of him, too, since your cock will be bathed in his load as you fuck her.

    You move between her legs. You slide into her pussy. She reaches down and grips the base of your shaft to make sure the condom doesn’t come off as you thrust in and out of her.

    She smiles as you slide into her and moan like you’ve just had the single most pleasurable experience the world has ever known.

    “Does that feel good?” she asks. “Does it feel good to be the second man in my pussy tonight?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Does your cock like swimming in his cum?” she asks.

    You fuck her harder. “Yes,” you say. His cum is warm and thick. It’s making the sex better. It’s so much kinkier and it feels so much better.

    Your wife looks into your eyes and says, “He fucks me better than you. That’s why you’re wearing his condom. That’s what a cuckold deserves. If you can’t fuck me like I need you don’t deserve the pleasure of being bare inside me. You deserve to wear another man’s used condom. You deserve to be bathed in his fucking load. That’s what your cuckold cock deserves.”

    You fuck her harder. She moans for you. You can see it in her eyes. She’s enjoying herself. You’re not sure if it’s the sex or the dirty talk or some combination of the two, but she’s having fun.

    “You can fuck me as hard as you want and you still won’t be as good as him,” she says. “You just don’t have it in you. You’re not capable of it. You can’t make me feel like he does. You can’t come close.”

    You’re close to cumming. You’re so close.

    “That’s right,” she says. “Blow your fucking load. I can see you want to. Don’t worry, I don’t need you to last. I have him. You can be a minute man because he can fuck me like I need. Go ahead, spill your seed. Do it. Blow your load. Be a minute man!”

    You cum in the used condom. You add your cum to his. Your wife pulls you close. She runs her hands through your hair and down your back. She wraps her legs around you. She kisses your neck as your cock pulses in the used condom.

    “Thank you,” you say.

    “You’re welcome,” she replies. “When you’re ready, I want you to go down on me. I want to cum again.”

    You remain inside her for a little longer. Her embrace feels too good. You want to enjoy it just a little longer.

  
    Coming Home from a Girl's Night Out

    “Well hello there,” Landon said as his wife strode confidently into the house.

    “Hello to you,” Kaylee replied as she walked towards him.

    “How was your night with the girls?” he asked while smiling at the slight, alcohol-induced wobble in her step.

    Kaylee was usually flirty after her monthly night out with her friends, but the look on her face as she straddled Landon on the couch was a little beyond flirty.

    “It was very, very good,” she said before leaning down and offering a surprisingly sensual kiss.

    Kaylee’s flirtiness was usually tempered by a sense of exhaustion, so Landon was caught off guard by the kiss and the way she ground her crotch into his lap. He quickly matched his wife’s sense of desire, kissing her with equal vigor and letting his hands roam over her body as she moaned into his mouth.

    “Did you miss me?” Kaylee whispered when she pulled back.

    “I did,” Landon said as he grabbed her ass and squeezed it through the short, tight skirt Kaylee had worn for her night out.

    She closed her eyes, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and moaned as her hips began to move once again as Landon marveled at his wife’s unbridled desire.

    Kaylee leaned closer, kissed Landon again, and said, “You aren’t the first man to grab my ass tonight.”

    It took a moment for that little nugget of information to register, but when it did Landon was mildly confused and more than a little concerned. He released her ass and sat up to ask, “Wait, are you saying you got groped tonight? Like someone was inappropriate at the bar?”

    Kaylee smiled, took his hands in hers, and placed them on her ass before kissing him yet again, this time with tongue.

    “No,” she said softly as her lips hovered just above his. “He wasn’t inappropriate at all. We were dancing and I wasn’t all that shy about wanting to be close to him. He took the hints I was offering and gave my ass a good squeeze.”

    Now Landon was genuinely confused. “Wait, what?” he asked.

    Kaylee pulled off her skimpy halter top and reached back to unhook her strapless bra, freeing her large, perky breasts. She leaned closer and Landon kissed the soft flesh instinctively. He couldn’t resist. His wife had perfect tits and even after six years of marriage he still found them hugely arousing.

    “Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted?” Kaylee asked as Landon kissed her breasts. “Haven’t you always told me you’d be okay with me having a little fun on girl’s night out?”

    “Yes,” Landon said. It was true. He’d confessed elements of his fantasy many times, though it had been a few years since he’d brought it up. “You’ve never shown any interest. That’s why I haven’t talked about it in so long. It seemed like it used to annoy you.”

    “What if I changed my mind?” Kaylee asked.

    “Then I’d be okay with that,” Landon answered.

    Kaylee leaned back and reached up to play with her breasts. She closed her eyes and moaned in an exaggerated, irresistible kind of way, like she already had a cock buried deep in her pussy and she was lost in the pleasure of great sex.

    “Does that mean you don’t mind that I danced with another man tonight? You don’t mind that he had his hands all over my body?” she asked.

    “That’s right,” Landon said. “I don’t mind.”

    “Does that mean you like it? Does it actually turn you on that I danced with him? Does it thrill you to know that he had his hands on me?” she asked. “Does it make your dick hard that he groped your wife’s ass tonight?”

    Landon nodded as Kaylee moved her hips over his crotch, effectively dry humping him while her big breasts bounced just inches from his mouth.

    “What if I told you that you weren’t the only man to kiss me tonight?” she asked.

    Before he could answer, Kaylee kissed him again. She pressed her lips hard against his and pushed her tongue into his mouth as her hand moved between his legs and stroked his cock. He couldn’t tell if she was turned on or if she was trying to blunt potentially bad news by turning him on. It wasn’t bad news, though.

    “If that was true it would be amazing,” Landon admitted.

    “So you wouldn’t mind if I’d kissed another man while he groped my ass in the middle of the bar?” Kaylee asked.

    “It’s not just that I wouldn’t mind, Kaylee. I’d like it. I know you can feel how hard I am. I know you can tell that I’d like it,” he said.

    “Would you mind if he played with my tits a little?” she asked.

    “Did he?” Landon replied.

    Kaylee smiled, stood up, spun around, and sat in his lap. She took his hands, placed them on her breasts, and said, “I was dressed, obviously, but he couldn’t keep his hands off of them. Just like you can’t. He spun me around on the dance floor, pulled my body against his, and let his hands move up my stomach and over my breasts. I moaned, baby. I couldn’t help it. I moaned and I pushed my ass against him as he played with my tits right there on the dance floor.”

    “Was he hard?” Landon asked as he sank deeper into his desire.

    “He was,” she said.

    Kaylee turned her head and they kissed as she moved her ass over his crotch and he played with her breasts. Her tongue darted in and out of his mouth and a few times she sucked on his, creating a hurricane of pleasure between his legs.

    “Do you like that your wife made another man hard?” Kaylee asked. “Do you like that I let him play with my tits while I ground my ass into his crotch and made him hard as a rock for me?”

    Landon’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed as Kaylee described making his fantasy come true.

    “Yes,” he said. “I love it.”

    She stood up, took a few steps back, and asked, “What if I did more than dance with another man tonight? What if I did more than share a few kisses and let him grope me through my clothes?”

    Landon sat up and considered her question as Kaylee offered her hand. He took it and stood up. She pulled him close and reached down to cup his hard cock through his jeans and stroke him.

    “What if I couldn’t resist going so much further than I thought I ever would?” she asked. “Would that bother you, or would that turn you on?”

    “I think it would turn me on,” Landon said as a surprising kind of desire emanated from between his legs. His cock felt alive in a way he’d never experienced before and even a little over-the-clothes play from his wife offered an otherworldly kind of pleasure.

    “You think?” she asked. “You’re not sure?”

    “It would,” he said. “It would turn me on. Are you saying that happened? Did you go further than you thought you would?”

    Kaylee smiled, took his hand, and led Landon to the bedroom. It wasn’t the slightest bit clear if she’d actually done more than dance with a guy or if she was teasing him and he wasn’t sure he cared. She was half naked, horny, and taking him to their bedroom. It seemed like an absolute certainty his night was going to end with an orgasm.

    “What if I got so turned on that I couldn’t resist doing something naughty?” Kaylee asked as she walked right past the bed and instead took Landon into the spacious master bathroom. She spun around and slowly took off his belt and unbuttoned his pants. “What if I took the guy I was dancing with to the bathroom because I just couldn’t help myself?”

    Kaylee pulled unzipped Landon’s pants and pulled them down before squatting in front of him and reaching into his underwear to free his cock.

    “What if I gave another man a blowjob tonight? What if I took him in my mouth and sucked him until he was mad with desire for me?” Kaylee asked. “Would that make you mad, or would it turn you on?”

    Before Landon could answer Kaylee wrapped her soft lips around his dick and ran her tongue over the underside of his throbbing head. She offered an explosion of pleasure and he immediately got lost in it, unleashing a deep groan as she swallowed most of his cock with ease.

    “So?” Kaylee asked as she stroked his cock and smiled at him. “How would you feel if I’d sucked someone else’s cock tonight?”

    “I’d be turned on,” Landon said. “I’d want to know what it was like. I’d want to know if he enjoyed it. I’d want to know if he came in your mouth.”

    Kaylee rubbed the head of his cock over her lips and smiled. “Are you sure?” she asked. “You wouldn’t be angry at me for being a naughty wife? You wouldn’t be annoyed with me for blowing another guy without telling you first? You wouldn’t be jealous?”

    “I’d probably be jealous,” he said. “But that’s not a bad thing.”

    Kaylee swallowed his cock once more and Landon groaned as he watched it slide down her throat until his wife’s nose was buried in his pubic hair.

    “And what if I was even naughtier?” she asked.

    “Were you?” he replied.

    Kaylee smiled and lifted Landon’s cock to kiss and lick his balls for a few moments before asking, “What if I needed more than to feel another man’s cock in my mouth? What if I needed to feel him in my pussy? What if I needed to fuck a stranger in a bar bathroom? Would you be angry with me?”

    Kaylee stood up, took hold of Landon’s cock, and pulled him towards the bathroom counter. They shared a long, deep kiss before she released him, turned around, bent over, and pulled her skirt up around her waist.

    “What if I bent over the bathroom sink and told him to take me from behind?” she said while shaking her ass. “Would it make you mad? Would you be mad if your wife got fucked doggystyle by a stranger? Would you mad if I gave another man my pussy tonight? Would you be mad if I let him fuck me until he filled a condom with his hot, thick load?”

    “Jesus Christ,” Landon said. “What’s gotten into you?”

    Kaylee laughed and said, “You didn’t answer the question, Landon. Would you be mad, or were you being honest about your fantasy?”

    Landon reached between his wife’s legs, pulled aside her thong, and ran his fingers over her pussy lips. She was soaking wet, but there was no way to tell if that’s because she was insanely horny or if it was a result of the sex she’d had with another man.

    “Would you be mad if I was wet because I’d fucked someone else? Would you be mad if my pussy was dripping wet because someone else had pounded me from behind and I’d had an incredible orgasm with his big cock buried inside me? Would you be mad if I fucked someone with a longer, thicker cock than yours and told him how good it felt?” Kaylee asked.

    Landon stepped closer and rubbed the head of his cock over his wife’s slippery, swollen pussy lips. She looked at him in the mirror and offered a seductive smile as he teased her.

    “Would you be mad if I told him it felt so good to have a nice big cock inside me? Would you be mad if I told him that he was bigger than my husband? Would you be mad if I told him he fucked my married pussy better than my husband has in years?” Kaylee asked.

    Landon slipped inside her and ran his hands up her back as Kaylee moaned.

    “Does that mean you wouldn’t be mad if you were the second man to fuck me tonight?” Kaylee asked.

    Landon met his wife’s gaze in the mirror, smiled, and fucked her hard. She closed her eyes and moaned as he watched her breasts bounce with every thrust.

    “Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck my married pussy.”

    Each thrust brought with it a burst of pleasure as the warmth and wetness of Kaylee’s pussy surrounded Landon’s cock. He still wasn’t sure if she’d actually fucked someone and he wasn’t entirely sure whether he wanted her to have cuckolded him or not. All Landon knew was that he was immensely aroused and fucking his wife felt better than it had in a long time.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Pound my pussy. Pound my tight little married pussy.”

    Kaylee was still putting on a little bit of a show. She was acting like she was in the bar bathroom with a stranger. She was acting like she was telling him to fuck her like her husband couldn’t. She was acting like she’d cuckolded him and she wanted him to go down that road with her.

    Landon went. He fucked her harder. He fucked her while imagining his wife bent over in a bar bathroom. He imagined her taking a stranger’s cock from behind. He imagined her screaming and moaning and having an orgasm.

    All of it ensured that Landon wasn’t going to last long. He felt his orgasm approaching not long after sliding into her pussy. He was too turned on and she felt too perfect.

    Kaylee reached between her legs and rubbed her clit as Landon pounded her. He watched her experience that extra burst of pleasure that would soon bring her to a climax. He held out as long as possible.

    “I’m cumming!” he cried out after just a few minutes. “Fuck, Kaylee, I’m cumming!”

    Kaylee furiously rubbed her clit and joined him in climaxing a moment after Landon’s first spurt of cum launched into her pussy.

    “Ohhhh, fuck!” she said.

    Landon held his cock inside her as some of his cum began to leak out and drip onto the bathroom floor.

    “That was incredible,” he said.

    “Yes it was,” Kaylee replied as she stood up.

    Landon slipped out of her and she grabbed a handful of tissues to soak up the mess leaking from her pussy.

    “I have to know,” he said. “Did you actually fuck someone tonight? Did you cuckold me?”

    Kaylee smiled, leaned in to give him a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, “Would that make you mad?”

    It seemed like a rhetorical question, mostly because she didn’t stick around for the answer. Instead, Kaylee turned on the shower, stripped out of her skirt and thong, and stepped into the warm water.

    “Seriously, Kaylee, did you fuck someone tonight?” Landon asked.

    “You didn’t answer the question, Landon,” she replied.

    “No, it wouldn’t make me mad,” he said.

    She stepped closer to the shower door, gently pressed her breasts against the glass, and said, “You’re not a cuckold, Landon. You will be soon, though.” 

    Landon smiled. Assuming it was true, that was the perfect answer. He’d gotten a taste and apparently he’d be getting the real thing soon enough.

  
    Coming Home to Sloppy Seconds Fun

    “Welcome home,” your girlfriend says.

    You’ve seen that look on her face. You know it usually means that she’s in the mood to play.

    “Hey,” you say as a smile breaks across your face. There’s nothing like coming home to that look from your beautiful girlfriend. Your cock stirs to life immediately as you think about the last time she welcomed you home with that look in her eyes and her pants around her knees.

    She kicks off her jeans and pulls herself into the bed as you step into the room and unbutton your shirt. It hits the floor a moment later and you work your pants off next. You climb into the bed as your girlfriend pulls off that skimpy little black top and bares her beautiful breasts.

    You lean down and take a nipple into your mouth. She moans and runs her fingers through your hair as you offer the kind of pleasure you know she craves.

    You share a deeply passionate kiss as your girlfriend reaches between your legs and wraps her fingers around your cock. “You’re so hard,” she whispers.

    “It’s not every day that I come home to a beautiful girl in her underwear,” you reply.

    She releases your cock, pulls her legs back, and deftly removes her panties without you having to move.

    “Do you want to fuck the beautiful girl in your bed?” she asks.

    “I do,” you reply.

    She takes your cock in her skilled fingers once more and pulls you inside her.

    “Holy shit,” you say. “You’re soaked.”

    Your girlfriend flashes a naughty smile as you sink into her pussy. She pulls your lips to hers and her tongue darts into your mouth. It’s the kind of kiss that feels designed to pull you deeper into your desire.

    “Do you like it when I’m soaked?” she asks.

    You fuck your girlfriend with slow, deep thrusts and say, “You know I do.”

    The harder you fuck her the sloppier it sounds. You’re not sure she’s ever been so wet. Her moans of pleasure fill the bedroom along with the sounds of your bodies meeting over and over.

    “Harder,” she begs you. “Fuck me harder. Pound me!”

    You fuck her harder. You pound her. Her pussy feels utterly soaked and you feel like you could stay buried inside her all day if she’d let you.

    “Pull out,” she says. “I want to get on top.”

    You pull out and look down at your cock. It’s covered in a mess of slick white cream. “What is that?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend pushes you onto your back and kisses her way down your chest. She wraps her fingers around the base of your slick, creamy, messy cock.

    “What do you think it is?” she asks.

    “I don’t know,” you say.

    She kisses the head of your cock and licks up a little of the cream. “Yummy,” she says. Then your girlfriend looks up at you and says, “It tastes like cum.”

    “What?” you say. “Why would it taste like cum?”

    She swallows your cock and sucks every bit of the thick cream off. For a moment you lose yourself in the pleasure of being in your girlfriend’s throat.

    You slip from between her lips and she quickly straddles you once more. Your cock disappears into her messy pussy and she leans down. Her lips hover an inch from yours.

    “Why would it taste like cum?” you ask.

    She smiles at you and whispers, “Because I was a slut today.”

    Your girlfriend moves her hips and her pussy slides up and down your cock.

    You groan before asking, “What does that mean?”

    She rides you a little faster and smiles. “It means I let someone else fuck me in this bed while you were at work.”

    Her pussy feels perfect. It’s wet and hot and slippery as hell. Your cock is hard as a rock. A deep, wondrous kind of arousal courses through your body.

    “I invited him into our bed and I let him cum inside me,” she says. “I was a dirty little slut.”

    She’s getting off on it. You can see it in her eyes. She’s getting off on confessing her infidelity. She’s getting off on the fact that you’re fucking her with someone else’s cum inside her. She’s getting off on the fact that you’re not stopping her.

    “You like that I was a slut, don’t you?” she asks.

    You answer with a groan. She puts her hands on your chest and throws her head back. You feel the same bliss she does. Her pussy feels so good. Knowing that you’re fucking the pussy someone else filled earlier that day doesn’t deter you. You can’t stop. You won’t want to stop. You just want to cum. You want to experience the joy of a great orgasm.

    “Fuck!” you cry out.

    “Cum inside me!” she says.

    You unload inside her. You fill her with cum. You spill your seed and make a spectacular mess just like your girlfriend desires. She cums right along with you.

    Afterwards she leans down and kisses you. “Tell me you like that you’re dating a dirty little slut,” she whispers.

    “I like that I’m dating a dirty little slut,” you say.

  Condoms Are for My Cuckold
Make no mistake, cuckold. She wants to have unprotected sex with her lover. She wants to feel his bare cock inside her. She wants that skin to skin contact. She wants it because it feels better. So much better. If you’re lucky, she’ll start having unprotected sex with her lover. She’ll let him cum inside her. Maybe she’ll even let you watch.Be careful what you wish for though, because she may decide that she only wants one man to cum inside her. That might mean that you’re condemned to using condoms if your wife is kind enough to let you fuck her. You’ll be denied the intense, overwhelming pleasure of getting to slide into her without a layer of latex between you. Instead, you’ll have to roll the condom down over your cock and have less pleasurable sex with your wife.
That’s a price you’re willing to pay though, isn’t it? As long as you get to watch your wife have sex with someone else, you’re okay with it. As long as you get to see someone else cum inside her, you’re fine having protected sex. As long as she has incredible orgasms with another man, you’re a happy cuckold.

    Confessions; I Fucked My Boss

    In the Confessions series I’ll play your naughty hotwife sharing the details of her many dirty dalliances with other men. The series will focus on exploring what happens when a wife is given total freedom to enjoy sex with anyone she chooses.

    
      
    

    I don’t usually wear stockings, a garter belt, and a sexy lace bra and panty set to work, so it’s not like this came out of the blue, if I’m being honest. The truth is, I’ve been flirting with my boss a little more than is professional and he was definitely flirting back.

    You’d already left for work by the time I was getting dressed and I genuinely felt my heart pounding in that good sort of way as I was putting on the stockings and lingerie. It was that same delightful feeling I get when I’m dressing up for a date night with a guy I know I’m going to fuck, only I was heading out to work.

    I was genuinely wet as I pulled up the little black lace panties I picked out for Jeremy. As I looked in the mirror all I could think about was him pulling them off and tasting me. I wanted him to feel my wetness with his tongue. I wanted his fingers to push inside me before he replaced them with his big cock and fucked me on his desk. I had my own lusty little fantasy in front of the mirror and briefly debated taking a few minutes to masturbate to orgasm before leaving for work.

    I decided I’d roll the dice and hope that Jeremy was the one that would provide me with an orgasm. I chose a slightly shorter, tighter skirt and a black satin blouse that was just a little bit snugger than usual to complete my outfit. I wanted him to notice without showing up to work like the office slut.

    There was a meeting in the conference room just after work started and that’s when I knew I was going to get my way. There wasn’t any flirting – I’m not interested in getting fired and openly flirting with the boss in front of other employees is a good way to lose my job – but I noticed him looking at me a lot more than usual. I managed to flash a smile at him a few times just to let Jeremy know that yes, I was dressed up for him.

    I think you’ll like this next part. His office assistant usually goes out for lunch, so I planned to stop by and drop off a report he’d asked about. Here’s the twist though: I’d pulled off my panties at my desk and slipped them into the folder. They were the first thing he saw when he opened it, and they were wet. They were so wet. I’d spent all morning fantasizing about fucking him, so I was soaked with desire. I’m sure he noticed.

    As I left his office I looked back just in time to see Jeremy open the folder and see the little present I’d left for him. For a moment our eyes met and I saw the lust I was hoping for. I walked away feeling quite confident he was staring at my ass.

    I didn’t get much work done after that. I really tried my best, but my mind kept drifting. I bet you’re not surprised. You know how I can be. I did consider a quick trip to the bathroom to masturbate and relieve some of the tension, but I wanted to wait. I wanted to be desperate for Jeremy’s cock by the time he pushed it into me.

    I got a call from Jeremy’s assistant saying that he wanted to see me at the end of the day. You wouldn’t believe how happy it made me (or maybe you would since you know how naughty I can be).

    Nothing was certain yet though, so I was professional about it. His assistant let Jeremy know I had arrived for our meeting and he excused her for the day, leaving us alone. That’s when I figured I was going to get what I wanted.

    Jeremy looked very stern as I sat across from him. “Becca, we need to talk about your behavior,” he said.

    “Oh? Have there been complaints?” I asked while flashing just a hint of a naughty smile at him. At that point I was hopeful, but I wasn’t entirely sure if he was actually interested in crossing professional boundaries and having the kind of fun I desired.

    “What do you think?” he said as his voice took on a flirtier tone.

    It seemed like we were dancing around what we wanted because it could mean trouble for both of us if we weren’t on the same page.

    “I suppose it would be fair to say I’ve behaved in an unprofessional manner,” I said in response to his vague question. “Is there anything I can do to make up for it?”

    That question seems fairly innocent, but if you were there you would’ve known it wasn’t. I might as well have asked if I could suck his cock. At least that’s what I was trying to say without being overt.

    Jeremy paused at that point. I could tell he was right on the cusp of going for it. I could tell he wanted me. That’s when I decided to go for it. I knew I was taking a risk, but I can’t describe how horny I was at that point. I’d been fantasizing about fucking him all day and I couldn’t go home without trying.

    In lieu of waiting for Jeremy’s response I stood and walked around his desk until I was standing in front of him. I put my hands on the arms of his chair and gently pushed it back, giving me room to get on my knees in front of him.

    “Becca…” was all he said. 

    He wasn’t fighting me and I didn’t stop. I looked up at Jeremy as I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, which was already half hard and even bigger than I’d hoped for.

    “I want this,” I said as I looked into his eyes and stroked him.

    “I want it too,” Jeremy said.

    That was my cue to take what I wanted, so I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around Jeremy’s cock. It felt so good when he groaned. You know how I love having an alpha male’s cock in my mouth. I love the sense that I literally have the key to his pleasure in my mouth. In that moment I get to do what I want with his cock. I get to control those moans of his. I get to control how hard I suck him, how tight my grip is as I stroke him. It makes me wet every time.

    “Fuck, Becca, you’re incredible,” Jeremy moaned as my head bobbed up and down on his cock. You would have loved it, honey. You would have loved watching your wife sucking her boss’s big cock in his office. I must have looked so slutty on my knees in front of him.

    You know I don’t always like it when a man grabs my hair and tries to fuck my face, but I didn’t mind with Jeremy. I ceded control and let him do as he pleased. It felt good when his fingers tightly gripped my hair and he began to thrust his big dick into my mouth. I gagged a little, but I suspect that’s what he was hoping for. It usually is when a guy does that.

    When he released my hair and came up for air and looked up at Jeremy to see the kind of wild lust I was hoping for. He was ready to fuck me. My boss was ready to enjoy the wet warmth of my pussy wrapped around his perfect dick.

    I stood up and did a little striptease while he watched and stroked his cock. I unbuttoned my satin blouse and tossed it aside, revealing the sexy bra I’d picked out for him. I turned around and unzipped my skirt, letting it fall to the floor while I bent over and pushed my ass towards him. I heard him groan. I love it when a man groans while he’s admiring my body. It’s always so flattering.

    I gave Jeremy a little lap dance to tease him. I rubbed his cock between my ass cheeks and let him feel the heat of desire emanating from between my legs.

    Then I bent over his desk. I pulled my panties aside, look back at him, and said, “Fuck me, Jeremy. Fuck me with that perfect cock of yours.”

    “I don’t have any condoms,” he said, which I thought was rather nice of him.

    “I’m on the pill,” I said. “It’s okay. You can cum inside me.”

    His eyes lit up at that. I like to think he was excited at the idea of cumming inside another man’s wife. Jeremy seems like the kind of man that would enjoy that, especially since he’s met you. Maybe he was thinking about the conversation you had at the Christmas party as he grabbed my hips and pushed his big cock between my swollen pussy lips.

    That first deep thrust felt so good, just like it always does. I always think of how much better it feels than when you’re inside me. Nothing compares to a long, thick cock, honey, especially your little dick.

    “Fuck me hard, Jeremy,” I said as he bottomed out inside me. “Give my pussy a good pounding.”

    He gave me exactly what I needed. His fingers dug into my hips as his big cock stretched me out from behind. It was so energetic and passionate. It was exactly the kind of sex I love having with a new guy. I could feel his desire for me with every thrust. I could feel his need to fill me with his big cock and to empty his load inside me.

    After a few minutes of hard doggystyle fucking Jeremy pulled out and had me sit on the desk. As soon as his cock was back inside me his lips met mine for a deep, passionate kiss as he fucked me. It felt so good. You know I love that kind of connection with a man. That kind of eager, lusty kissing makes the fucking feel even better to me.

    That’s why I came so hard. His big cock was pounding me. His pelvis was rubbing against my clit. His tongue was in my mouth. One of his hands played with my tits while the other was on my lower back. It was perfect, honey. It was everything I’d been fantasizing about all day, so I couldn’t hold back.

    “I’m cumming!” I moaned in a voice that was probably a little too loud. I couldn’t control it though. I was having a body-shaking orgasm and I had no control. I could actually feel my thighs trembling as Jeremy continued to fuck me.

    I didn’t need him to stop fucking me. I wanted him to keep pounding my pussy. I wanted him to cum inside me. I wanted to savor how good it felt to be stretched by a thick cock. I wanted it to last.

    When he started fucking me faster and groaning a little louder I knew Jeremy was about to cum. I knew he’d fill me with his seed before long.

    “Cum inside me,” I said. “Cum in my pussy.”

    When a man is fucking a married woman for the first time and he’s close, that’s almost always enough to make him cum. I’ve experienced it many times now. I know Jeremy liked hearing me ask for his cum. He liked that I wanted it inside me, that I was demanding it. He liked that I was gleefully letting him cum in me just before I was going home to you.

    Jeremy pulled me close as he buried his big cock in my pussy and climaxed. He groaned as his hands moved over my back. After he was finished we stayed in that position for another minute. I kissed his neck and he kissed mine. We caressed each other as his cum began to leak out of me. It was surprisingly romantic and sensual. It felt like the perfect end to a thrilling encounter.

    After I’d gotten dressed Jeremy pulled me into an embrace and kissed me with surprising softness. So many guys cum and are completely done. That didn’t seem to be the case with him.

    “I’d like to do this again,” I said. I wanted to make it perfectly clear that I wanted more, especially since it seemed like he did too.

    “I’m scheduled to go to a conference in Vegas next month. Maybe I could arrange for you to come with the team?” Jeremy suggested.

    “Now that’s an idea,” I said.

    Maybe I’ll have another naughty confession for you after the conference.

  
    Confronting the Guy That’s Been Banging His Girlfriend

    Harrison looked at his phone and checked the number on the mailbox to make sure he was at the right place. 221 Westwood Lane. That was the address he’d found in his girlfriend’s maps app. That was the address she’d gone to the night before. It was the address she’d gone to numerous times before if her maps history was any indicator.

    Harrison was absolutely certain that Ally was cheating on him. It wasn’t just that she’d gone to the same house numerous times. It was also that they’d stopped having sex nearly as often. It was that on some nights – the nights she visited 221 Westwood Lane – her panties were suspiciously dirty, as if she’d been on the receiving end of a rather vigorous fucking and couldn’t help but leak thick white juice into her underwear afterwards. It was that she seemed to do a lot more secretive texting than she’d done in the past.

    All the signs were there, and Harrison was at 221 Westwood Lane to confront the man his girlfriend was cheating on and put an end to it. He was going to make it perfectly clear to whoever lived in the house that Ally had a boyfriend that loved her very much.

    Harrison took a deep breath, got out of the car, and walked straight to the front door with long, purpose strides. He reached up and knocked loudly.

    The door opened and a decidedly average-looking guy stood on the other side. He was a little shorter than Harrison, wore a pair of thick-rimmed glasses, and didn’t appear to possess a particularly appealing physique. Harrison wasn’t in great shape either, but he couldn’t quite wrap his head around the idea that his girlfriend was cheating with the guy standing in front of him.

    “Hey,” the guy said. “Are you going to stand there and stare at me all day or are you going to tell me why you’re here?”

    “Oh, uh, I, well, I’m here because I’m pretty sure you’re fucking my girlfriend,” Harrison said.

    The guy smiled and said, “You’re Ally’s boyfriend?”

    Harrison nodded.

    “I’m Arthur, but most people call me Art. Come in, Harrison,” Art said.

    Harrison was a little thrown by Art’s exceedingly calm demeanor and the fact that he knew his name. “You know my name?”

    “Sure,” Art said as he stepped aside. “Ally talks about you sometimes.”

    “She does?” Harrison asked as he entered the house. The moment the door shut he wondered why he’d gone inside. That hadn’t been part of the plan. He was just going to yell at the guy fucking his girlfriend, tell him to knock it off, and leave. Now he was standing in the foyer of a nice-but-underwhelming house and wondering what the fuck he was doing there.

    Art laughed. “Yeah. Mostly she mentions you when she’s telling me how good my cock feels inside her. She talks about how I fuck her so much better than you do, about how I make her pussy feel so good and that you’ve never fucked her like I do. That sort of thing, you know.”

    Harrison clenched his fists as the anger he’d felt in the car returned. “Fuck you, man,” he yelled. “Fuck you! You need to stop fucking my girlfriend. Last night was the last time. Do you understand?”

    Art laughed again, further enraging Harrison. “You know, Ally was right about where you are last night. She was on her knees, though. My cock was in her throat. My hand was on the back of her head. I fucked her face before I fucked her pussy last night. She took every inch, too. I don’t know where she learned to deepthroat like that – I know your disappointing dick didn’t train her to swallow cock – but she’s damn good.”

    Harrison glanced at the floor as if he was going to see his girlfriend on her knees with a cock in her throat. He silently cursed himself for taking even a moment to picture it and looked up at Art with fury in his eyes. “Fuck you, man. Seriously, fuck you. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

    A menacing look came over Art’s face as he stepped closer and asked, “Isn’t that a question you should be asking yourself, Harrison? What’s wrong with you that drove your girlfriend to me? Why did she cheat with me in the first place? Why did she keep coming back after that first time? What have you failed to give her that she clearly needs?”

    Harrison’s plan had completely gone awry. He hadn’t counted on Art fighting back. He figured the guy Ally was cheating with would feel bad about fucking someone else’s girlfriend, apologize, and vow not to fuck her again. Clearly, it had been foolish to hope for that particular outcome.

    “Come with me,” Art said. Despite his better judgment, Harrison followed as Art turned and walked towards the living room. He stopped in front of the couch, looked at Harrison, and flashed a cocky smile. “Ally got on her hands and knees right here. She flipped up that cute little skirt she was wearing, pulled her panties aside, and begged me to fuck her. She begged for it, Harrison. Your girlfriend acted like a fucking whore and begged for my cock.”

    “I don’t believe you,” Harrison said. He couldn’t imagine Ally begging anyone for their cock. That wasn’t her. That wasn’t the kind of girl she was.

    “You know, whether you believe me or not doesn’t really matter, Harrison,” Art replied. “You mean nothing to me. You’re just a little bitch that can’t satisfy his girlfriend. I suppose I should be thankful – if you could actually fuck Ally like she wants she wouldn’t keep coming to me for good sex – but I’m not. I don’t give a fuck about you. You’re nothing but a worthless little bitch.”

    Harrison felt rage. Pure, white hot rage. He reached out to violently push the man that had been fucking his girlfriend, but Art grabbed Harrison’s wrist, twisted until searing pain ran up his arm, and pulled Harrison’s hand behind his back. With surprising strength, Art bent Harrison over and pushed his head against the couch cushion.

    “Don’t make me hurt you,” Art said. “It’s not my fault that Ally’s cheating on you, man. That’s your fault. Maybe it’s her fault. But it’s definitely not mine. If it wasn’t me fucking her, someone else would be.”

    Harrison tried to fight against Art’s tight grip on his wrist, but the pain deepened. He was now at another man’s mercy and he’d never felt weaker. “I just don’t get it,” Harrison said. “I mean, it’s not like I’m terrible in bed. I’ve been with other girls. They’d cum when we’d have sex. Most of them said I was good.”

    “They were probably lying,” Art said as he pulled hard on Harrison’s arm, sending him to his knees in front of the couch. “Turn around,” he demanded.

    Harrison moved to stand up and Art grabbed a handful of his hair and pushed down hard enough to make it perfectly clear that Harrison wasn’t going anywhere until Art gave him permission. He took a deep breath and spun around on his knees.

    “Look up at me,” Art said.

    Harrison looked up at the man his girlfriend had been cheating with and saw a cocky smile on his face.

    “I met Ally at a party I hosted two months ago. A good friend of mine knows your girlfriend and invited her. I knew right away that Ally wasn’t getting what she needed at home. You want to know how I knew?” Art asked.

    “Fuck you,” Harrison replied.

    Art slapped him across the face with such force that Harrison nearly toppled over. “I’ve had enough of your rudeness, Harrison,” he said. “Act like that again and I’ll beat your ass. Do you understand?”

    Harrison felt a little fearful as he looked up at Art and nodded.

    “Good. I’m not a cruel man, Harrison, but I’m not going to let a beta bitch like you behave like that towards me,” Art said.

    “Beta bitch?” Harrison asked.

    “Yes, Harrison. You’re a beta male. I’ve known you were a beta male since the first time I met your girlfriend. I could tell by the way she responded to me. It was like she was drawn to me. She wouldn’t have been like that if she were dating an alpha male. You see, a beta male can’t hope to please a girl like Ally. She needs more than simple, straightforward, boring sex. She needs to feel like someone else has taken control. She needs to be with an alpha male, Harrison,” Art explained.

    “That’s not…it can’t…that’s not true,” Harrison said, but he could hear the complete lack of conviction in his voice.

    “That first night, Ally ended up right where you are, Harrison,” Art said. “On her knees, looking up at me. She ended up there because it’s where I wanted her, just like you ended up there because it’s where I wanted you.”

    Harrison knew Art wasn’t lying. Ally had been on her knees in Art’s living room. Of course she had. Whatever else had happened that night had clearly satisfied her, too, because she’d kept coming back. “What…what happened that night?” Harrison asked. He had to know. He had to understand why his girlfriend kept cheating on him.

    Art smiled and unzipped his pants. “Why don’t I show you?” He reached into his fly and pulled out his cock. He wrapped his fingers around the long, flaccid shaft and stroked slowly. The cock grew to a genuinely impressive length and thickness before Art said, “Open your mouth.”

    Harrison shook his head.

    “That’s what she did at first,” Art said. “She fell to her knees voluntarily, but she hesitated when the moment came. She wanted it, though. I could see it in her eyes. I can see it in your eyes too, Harrison. You want to know what makes me so special. You want to know why your girlfriend can’t keep coming back. There’s only one way to find out, though. You need to do what she did. You need to open your mouth for me. You need to do it voluntarily, just like she did.”

    Harrison opened his mouth.

    “That’s good,” Art said as he stepped closer. “That’s just what your girlfriend did. She opened wide for me. She offered me her mouth because she understood that I could give her what you can’t.”

    Harrison stared at the head of Art’s cock. His heart pounded. He felt a strange tingling sensation between his legs. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but it felt good.

    “I’m going to put my cock in your mouth now,” Art said. He took a half step forward, placed the head of his cock against Harrison’s lower lip, and gently pushed it onto his tongue. “Now close your lips around my cock just like Ally did.”

    Harrison did as instructed. His heart beat harder. His cock came alive in a deeply pleasurable way.

    Art put a hand on the back of Harrison’s head and said, “Now use your tongue to make me feel good. Don’t move your mouth yet, though. Just your tongue. Lick the head of my cock.”

    Harrison followed Art’s instructions and licked the head of the big cock that rested between his lips. Lust swirled throughout his body. He felt a little lightheaded, but in the best way possible.

    “Now I’m going to fuck your mouth,” Art said. “Gently, though. I don’t want you to choke. I’m just going to move my cock in and out of your mouth while you keep using your tongue like that.”

    Harrison’s tongue kept moving as Art slowly fucked his mouth, just as he’d described he would. He pulled back until the very tip of his cock remained between Harrison’s lips and then pushed forward at a slow pace until Harrison couldn’t take anymore. It was all very gentle, and for some reason Harrison found it deeply pleasurable to be on the receiving end.

    “That’s good,” Art said. “You have more in common with your girlfriend than you probably know. She was being good just like you are. She felt good just like I’m fairly certain you feel. She liked being on her knees in front of an alpha male. She liked having my cock in her mouth. She liked surrendering control of her mouth to me. She liked that I used her for my pleasure. It turned her on. It made her feel good.”

    Art pulled out and held the shiny, spit-soaked head of his cock a few inches from Harrison’s mouth. He leaned forward to suck it once more but Art put a hand on the top of his head and held him in place.

    “Does it make you feel good to have my cock in your mouth, Harrison?” Art asked.

    Harrison looked up at him. His heart pounded so hard he thought he might pass out. “Yes,” he admitted.

    Art smiled and slid his cock back into Harrison’s eager mouth. He reached down, put a hand on the back of Harrison’s head and began to fuck his face once more. He moved a little faster, though he refrained from going deep enough to make Harrison gag, which he was grateful for.

    “That’s it,” Art said. “Surrender your mouth to me. Let me use you for my pleasure, Harrison. Be the beta male that we both know you are.”

    Harrison’s only response was to work his tongue and try and suck on Art’s cock when he pulled out. He wanted to do whatever he could to offer the alpha male pleasure.

    “Ally has surrendered her body to me, Harrison,” Art said. “I took her mouth that first night, but I’ve since taken her pussy and ass. I take what I crave from her and she gives it willingly. She experiences bliss when I fuck her. She experiences orgasms unlike any you’ve ever given her. She experiences what it’s like to be with a true alpha male. That’s why she keeps coming back. She wants what you’re experiencing right now. She wants to feel that sense of happiness at the notion of making me feel good. She needs it, Harrison, and I think you understand why. Don’t you?”

    Art pulled out and Harrison nodded. His cock was so hard it hurt. He couldn’t explain why he felt the way he felt, but there was no question he felt a pure, powerful kind of arousal.

    “I’m going to keep fucking your girlfriend,” Art said as he stroked his cock faster. “I’m going to keep using her mouth, her pussy, and her ass for my pleasure. I’m going to keep making her cum like she craves. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Harrison said as he stared at the throbbing head of Art’s cock.

    “Open your mouth,” Art said. “I’m going to cum.”

    Harrison opened his mouth without question. Art stroked his cock faster. The slippery sounds filled Harrison’s ears. The head of Art’s cock swelled up and Harrison closed his eyes. A moment later Art groaned and a thick rope of cum splashed across Harrison’s face. A dozen more followed, coating Harrison in another man’s semen. Some landed on his tongue and he swallowed it without hesitation. His cock continued to throb in his pants.

    “Open your eyes,” Art said.

    Harrison opened his eyes to see Art holding his phone. The flash went off as he snapped a series of pictures.

    “I’m going to fuck your girlfriend again tomorrow,” Art said. “When she’s on her way over, I’m going to text you. I want you to follow and wait outside. Park down the street so she doesn’t see your car. When she leaves, I’ll text you and you’ll come to me. You’ll offer yourself to me like she did and I’ll do as I please with you. If you fail to do as I desire, I’ll send these pictures to Ally and you can say goodbye to your relationship and any sense of dignity you might have had. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Harrison said. The threat wasn’t necessary, though. He would have done as Art desired without it.

    “Good,” Art said. “Get up and get out of my house. Keep my cum on your face, though. If you’re going to masturbate, make sure you drive out my neighborhood before you do. I don’t want you getting arrested wanking outside my house. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Harrison replied as he stood. He made sure he had his keys and headed out of the house. He looked around to make sure no one was on the street to see him running towards his car with cum on his face and then took off. He started the car, pulled up his maps app to find somewhere he could park and masturbate, and took off.
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    Ally was in Art’s house. His cock was probably buried inside her as Harrison pulled into a parking space a healthy distance away. Less than 24 hours after he’d let the guy his girlfriend was cheating with humiliate him, Harrison had returned. It was going to be different this time, though. Harrison was going to reclaim the dignity he’d lost when he’d sucked Art’s cock and let him cum on his face.

    The thing that bothered Harrison the most was that he’d masturbated just like Art presumed he would. He’d driven to a mostly empty commuter parking lot, found a space way in the corner, and masturbated with great fury, spilling his load into a handful of McDonald’s napkins he’d found in his glove box. The humiliation that followed was deeply unpleasant. Harrison had nearly broken down into tears as a tidal wave of disgust washed over him. A day later, he was ready to wipe away that humiliation and make sure that Art understood that he had no power over Harrison, compromising pictures be damned.

    “Your girlfriend just left,” Art texted nearly an hour after Harrison pulled into the parking space. “I used her hard today. She said she’s never had an orgasm like the one I gave her while my cock was buried in her ass. Your girl’s a slut. My slut. I want you at my door in less than five minutes or I’m sending her the pictures I took.”

    Harrison felt a deep sense of rage as he read the text, though some of it was directed inward for the mild stirring of lust he experienced. It was as if his body had betrayed him by feeling anything even remotely resembling desire while reading about another man using his girlfriend as his personal fuck toy.

    Harrison took a deep breath, started the car, and headed for Art’s house. He gave himself a quick pep talk once he’d found a space and walked towards the front door with purpose, just like he’d done the day before. This time was going to be different, though. This time he was going to assert his manhood and take back what Art had stolen from him.

    Art answered the door in his boxers, revealing his slender, somewhat unimpressive body. For a moment, all Harrison could do was stare as he wondered once again what Ally saw in the man standing in front of him.

    “Come in,” Art said.

    Harrison took a deep breath, located the pit of rage that still rested in his stomach, and stepped into the house with a fierce determination to reclaim his dignity.

    “Take your clothes off,” Art demanded as he shut the door.

    “What?” Harrison replied.

    “I made your slut girlfriend take her clothes off right here in the foyer and you’re going to do the same,” Art said. “Like I said, I’m going to use you like a slut today just like I used her, so I want you to take your clothes off right now.”

    Harrison clenched his fists as he felt his rage rise up.

    “You jerked off yesterday, didn’t you?” Art asked.

    “Wha…what?” Harrison replied as the rage dissipated. How could Art have known?

    “Answer the question, Harrison,” he said. “Did you jerk off after you left here? Did you park somewhere and pull on your pathetic, underwhelming cock until you spilled your load? Did you jerk off while thinking about my cock in your mouth and my cum spurting all over your face?”

    In an instant, the rage returned. It didn’t matter that Art somehow knew exactly what Harrison had done yesterday. If anything, that made the humiliation that fueled his rage worse. Harrison clenched his fists once more and stepped towards Art. He reared back to throw a punch – he needed to take control and establish physical dominance over the man that was fucking his girlfriend – but Art was faster. He slugged Harrison in the stomach, making him double over at the sudden, incredible pain.

    Art grabbed a handful of Harrison’s hair and pulled hard. “Look at me!” he demanded.

    Harrison groaned in pain and looked up at Art. “Fuck you.”

    “No, Harrison, that’s the exact opposite of what’s going to happen today,” Art said. “It’s time you wrapped your head around that. Your girlfriend is mine. She’s been mine since that first night I bent her over and fucked her like the slut she was destined to be. Now you’re mine. You were mine the moment you stepped into my house yesterday and showed me how fucking weak you are. You truly became mine when you jerked off in your car like some pathetic little bitch. Now take your fucking clothes off or I’m going to beat your ass and then send Ally those pictures. And you know what? I’ll put them online, too. The whole world will see what a pathetic cocksucking bitch you are.”

    Harrison’s stomach still ached from the punch and Art was pulling his hair so hard that pain rushed down his spine. He wasn’t going to win a fight against Art, and by trying to do so he’d put himself in a deeply compromised position. He wasn’t going to surrender, though. Instead, Harrison reached up, grabbed Art’s wrist, and took another swing. Art responded by kicking Harrison in the balls. He fell to his knees and cried out in pain.

    Art stepped towards Harrison and pulled his hair until he had to look up. “You’re barely a fraction of a man. No wonder your girlfriend is so desperate to be with someone that knows how to take control. She begged me to fuck her ass today, Harrison. She spread her tight little cheeks, showed me that smooth little hole of hers and begged me to take it for my pleasure. She’s so desperate to be with a real man that she begged me to pound her ass. Can you believe that?”

    Harrison closed his eyes and shook his head as he tried his best to breathe through the pain that now emanated through most of his body.

    “I’ll tell you what,” Art said. “You don’t have to take your clothes off yet. You can just suck my cock. You’re already on your knees. Pull my underwear down. Free my cock. Take it in your mouth.”

    Harrison’s hands shook as he reached up and pulled down Art’s boxers. He freed the cock that had been in his mouth a day ago and that had apparently spent time in Ally’s ass mere minutes ago.

    “Look at me,” Art demanded. Harrison looked up. “You’re like your girlfriend, Harrison. You need someone to take charge. You crave it. You can try and resist it, but you know it’s true. You’re excited by this. I can see it in your eyes. You had to take a literal punch to get to this place, but we both know that you’re eager to suck my cock, just like you were eager to suck my cock yesterday. So do it. Take my cock in your mouth.”

    Harrison’s gaze returned to Art’s half-hard cock. He felt the desire Art spoke of, just like he’d felt it the day before. He couldn’t begin to understand it, but it was there. A heavy dose of humiliation followed in its wake, but that didn’t seem to dissipate the desire. If anything, it enhanced it.

    Harrison reached out and took Art’s cock in his hand. He moved his fingers up and down the shaft. Art moaned and Harrison felt his own cock come to life. Why did he find it pleasurable to make Art feel good?

    “Take me in your mouth,” he said. “Be a cocksucker for me. Be a slut for me. Be just like your naughty little girlfriend.”

    Harrison leaned forward and took Art’s cock in his mouth. He closed his eyes because somehow that made it a little bit easier to give a blowjob and not feel quite as much humiliation.

    “That’s it,” Art said. “Surrender to it, Harrison. You need someone to be in control. You need to surrender. You need to be a good little bitch just like you girlfriend does.”

    As Art’s cock grew in Harrison’s mouth, an erection sprouted between his legs. Part of him wanted it go away and part of him wanted to fully embrace the desire bouncing around his body and jerk off.

    “That’s it, you fucking cocksucker,” Art said with an angry kind of lust in his voice. “Now choke on my dick. Take it in your fucking throat just like your naughty little girlfriend did. Do it. Right now.”

    Art grabbed two handfuls of Harrison’s hair and thrust forward. There was no choice but to gag as the cock invaded his throat. Art moaned and held his cock there, briefly cutting off Harrison’s air supply.

    Art pulled out, slapped his slippery dick on Harrison’s face, and said, “Now stand up and take your clothes off. I’m not going to tell you again. If you fail to get naked, I will send those pictures I took yesterday to your girlfriend.”

    Harrison stood up and took off his t-shirt as Art smiled and stroked his cock. Harrison quickly took off his shoes and socks and unbuttoned his pants. He took a deep breath. It was the moment of truth. Harrison wasn’t entirely sure what would come next, but it would certainly be humiliating. He still had the option of walking out. Art would definitely send the pictures to Ally and he might even post them online, but Harrison could probably deal with that.

    Harrison took the more dangerous route. He pulled his pants down and his underwear quickly followed. He was naked in front of Art.

    “What does that hard dick of yours mean?” Art asked.

    “It…it means…it means I’m turned on,” Harrison answered.

    “It means you’re a bitch,” Art said. “It means you’re my bitch. Now follow me.”

    Harrison felt a weird sort of heat spread from his face to his chest as he followed Art into the living room. It was humiliation. It was a physical response to the abject humiliation he felt at admitting that he was, in fact, Art’s bitch.

    “Get on your hands and knees in the middle of the rug,” Art demanded as he pointed to the floor. “Pose for me just like a bitch would before she gets mounted.”

    Harrison closed his eyes as a tidal wave of humiliation washed over him. His cock still throbbed, though. His heart pounded. It was as if each beat sent more desire through his body, desire that seemed to be fueled by his increasing degradation. He fell to his hands and knees on the surprisingly soft rug in the middle of the living room.

    “That’s right where your girlfriend was this afternoon,” Art said. “Though she was far more enthusiastic about offering her body to me than you’ve been. We can work on that, though.” Art moved behind Harrison and said, “Now put your face on the rug and reach back to spread your ass cheeks.”

    Harrison gently laid his face against the rug and reached back to spread his ass cheeks as ordered. He felt the cool air against his asshole and a shiver rushed up his spine.

    “You know,” Art said as he knelt behind Harrison, “you’re not the first man I’ve broken. I find it kind of intoxicating, to be honest. The rush of power I feel when I see a man resign himself to his need to be dominated by someone far more powerful than him is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. I knew Ally had a boyfriend when I seduced her. If I’m being honest, I was hoping you’d react the way you did. I was even more excited when I saw how weak you were. And now you’re face down, ass up in my living room. You’re about to take my cock in your ass, Harrison. You’re a broken man.”

    Art spit on Harrison’s asshole and roughly shoved two fingers inside him. He cried out, both from the suddenness of the penetration and the significant discomfort of having something in his ass for the first time in his life.

    “Shut the fuck up,” Art said. “I will not, under any circumstances, fuck a screaming bitch. Do you understand? You will keep quiet and you will take my cock without complaint. You will speak if spoken to, but otherwise you will take the fucking I want to dole out like the worthless little bitch that you are. Do you understand?”

    Harrison gritted his teeth as Art added a third finger and said, “Yes, I understand.”

    Art pulled his fingers from Harrison’s ass, spit once more, and stroked himself. “Beg for it,” he demanded.

    A potent wave of humiliation washed over Harrison once again, bringing with it a renewed throbbing between his legs. “Please, fuck me,” he said. “Fuck me like a bitch. Make me…make me your bitch.”

    Art laughed and slapped the head of his dick against Harrison’s asshole. “I made you my bitch yesterday. Today I’m just claiming your ass and making sure you know that I’m going to do whatever the fuck I want with you from now on.”

    To his great embarrassment, Harrison felt desperate for that. He’d come to Art’s house with a plan to reclaim his dignity, and now he was face down, ass up and ready to give away the last bit of dignity he possessed. He was all in. “My ass is yours,” he said. “Take it.”

    Art laughed again. “That’s just what your girlfriend said. I do love owning a couple.”

    He pressed the head of his cock against Harrison’s asshole and slipped inside. Intense pain emanated from the point of penetration, taking his breath away. Harrison remembered Art’s warning, though, and kept quiet. He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth and took the deep thrusts from the insistent cock that had so easily invaded his body.

    “That’s it,” Art said. “Take it like a bitch. Just like your slutty girlfriend. Moan for me like she did. Moan like a bitch in heat as I fuck your ass with my big cock.”

    Harrison moaned as ordered. Despite the pain, he felt a strange kind of pleasure. It wasn’t physical so much as mental, as if Art had been right about him all along, that Harrison really did find great satisfaction in surrendering to a man.

    Art grabbed Harrison’s hips and fucked him harder. “You take dick almost as good as your girlfriend, Harrison. She likes to play with her pussy while I fuck her ass. Would you like to play with your cock while I fuck you?”

    “Yes,” Harrison said.

    “Go ahead,” Art replied. “Play with your worthless dick while I fuck you. Be a good little bottom bitch.”

    Harrison reached back and played with his cock. His body came alive with pleasure after just a few strokes. He moaned with delight as the sensorial bliss of masturbating countered the pain of being fucked from behind by a man.

    “No cumming,” Art said. “You don’t cum unless I give you permission.” He smacked Harrison’s ass and laughed as he fucked him harder and faster. “That’s a good little bitch. My dick looks damn fine disappearing into your ass.”

    Art reached over and plucked his phone from the arm of the couch. “In fact, it looks so good I think I’ll take a video. Look back at the phone, Harrison. Tell me you’re a good little bitch that likes getting fucked by a real man.”

    Harrison moaned and stroked his cock faster. He looked back at Art’s phone. “I’m a good little bitch that likes getting fucked by a real man,” he said. Harrison had to slow his strokes as an orgasm nearly overtook him.

    “That’s right,” Art said. “That’s exactly what you are. You’re a good little bitch with my big dick buried in your ass. You’re taking it like a good little bitch, too. Soon I’m gonna dump my load inside you, Harrison. I’m gonna cum in your ass like I came in your girlfriend’s ass.”

    Harrison closed his eyes and groaned. The thought disgusted and thrilled him at the same time.

    “Is that what you want?” Art asked. “Do you want me to dump my load in your ass?”

    “Yes,” Harrison answered.

    “Look at the camera and say it,” Art demanded.

    Harrison opened his eyes, looked back at camera lens and said, “I want you to dump your load in my ass.”

    Art fucked him with great fury for a handful of seconds and then buried his cock in Harrison’s ass and unloaded. “Fuck…that feels so fucking good, bitch. Take my fucking load.” He pulled out and rubbed the head of his dick over Harrison’s gaping asshole. “I own this ass now, just like I own your girlfriend’s ass.”

    Humiliation and lust washed over Harrison as he continued to stroke his cock.

    “Stop jerking off, bitch,” Art demanded.

    Harrison released his cock and unleashed a frustrated groan.

    “Go home to your girlfriend,” Art said. “I want you to convince her to let you eat her pussy. I want you to push your tongue inside her as my cum leaks out of your asshole. When she gets close to her orgasm, I want you to use your finger to keep stimulating her clit while you use that talented tongue of yours to rim her ass, the ass that I fucked this afternoon. Do you understand me?”

    Harrison sat up on his knees and nodded.

    “Good. Now get your ass home and get to it. You can cum after you’ve rimmed her ass and tasted the remnants of my load leaking out of her. Do you understand?” Art said.

    “I do,” Harrison replied.

    Art flashed a confident smile. “Good. Then get the fuck out of here. I’ll text you when I want to use you again.”

    Harrison stood, tried his best to hold his asshole closed to keep the cum from leaking out, got dressed, and left Art’s house to head home and convince Ally to let him eat her pussy. He knew he didn’t necessarily have to do what Art said – though there would certainly be consequences if he didn’t – but he wanted to. He’d already given up his dignity so he figured that there was nothing wrong with pursuing his pleasure.

  
    Confronting the Guy That’s Been Banging His Girlfriend - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Harrison’s phone buzzed on his desk at work. He grabbed it and saw that Art had sent a text.

    “Your slut of a girlfriend is sucking my dick right now,” it read.

    Harrison felt the same rage he’d experienced countless times over the past few weeks. He’d come to recognize it as impotent rage. It was the kind that he couldn’t do a damn thing with or about. He’d tried. Twice he’d tried to assert himself with Art and twice he’d ended up with the other man’s cock inside him. Not only had he failed to assert himself, he’d been dominated physically and sexually. He’d submitted to the ultimate humiliation a straight man can suffer.

    “She’s fucking gagging on it,” he texted. “She looks so damn good with my dick in her throat. Her fucking eyes are watering. What a nasty slut she is.”

    Harrison read the text and gripped his phone so hard he thought there was a chance it would shatter in his hand. What was he supposed to text back? How was he supposed to react to something like that?

    He’d considered just breaking up with Ally. That felt like giving up, though. It felt like accepting that Art was better than him and that he didn’t stand a chance at regaining at least a shred of his manhood. Plus, for some reason he still really liked Ally. With the one notable exception of cheating on him, she was a really good girlfriend. They still had regular sex, despite Ally obviously not liking it as much as Harrison thought she did. Mostly, though, he just couldn’t let Art claim that victory over him. He couldn’t surrender like that.

    “I’m gonna fuck your girlfriend now,” Art texted. “And I’m gonna fuck her ass. I’m gonna fuck it hard enough that it hurts. It’s going to be agonizing for her. She’s gonna take it because she’s so desperate to be with a real man. She’s gonna suffer for me because you’re so fucking pathetic.”

    Harrison knew Art wasn’t lying. He was clearly a sadist and he didn’t give a damn about hurting someone if it meant getting his rocks off.

    “I know you’re reading these texts, you little bitch,” Art said. “You can save your girlfriend from a painful ass fucking if you want. All you have to do is ask me how.”

    Despite the fact that Ally was cheating on him, Harrison still cared for her and he wanted to save her from the painful anal fucking he knew Art would deliver. He’d experienced that painful anal fucking. He knew Ally didn’t deserve it.

    “How can I save her?” he texted.

    “There’s a gym down the street from my place,” Art replied. “A friend of mine is a trainer there. His name is Derek. Go to the gym. Tell Derek that Art sent you. He’ll take you into his office and fuck your face. He’ll cum in your mouth. He’ll take a picture with his dick lying across your face. He’ll send me that picture. When he does, I’ll fuck your girlfriend’s cunt instead of her ass. You have 20 minutes to get it done or I’m going to savage her asshole.”

    Harrison’s hands trembled as he read the text. He knew there was no time to waste, so he bolted out of his chair and rushed out of the office and into the parking lot. He hopped in his car and sped towards Art’s house. He was at the gym in eight minutes, leaving him twelve to make Derek cum.

    “Can I help you?” the girl at the front desk asked.

    “Yeah, I’m here to see Derek,” Harrison said in a rushed tone.

    “Do you have an appointment?” the girl asked.

    “Look, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be rude, but it’s important that I see Derek as quickly as possible,” Harrison said. The whole thing was humiliating beyond words. He’d driven like a maniac and was now acting like a crazy person so he could suck a stranger’s cock and he was doing it all to save the girl that was cheating on him from a painful anal fucking.

    The girl offered an offended look and it seemed like she was about to lay into Harrison when a tall, lean, insanely fit guy in a pair of tight shorts and a tank top approached. “Are you Harrison?” he asked.

    Harrison could barely maintain eye contact as he nodded.

    The guy smiled and said, “I’m Derek. You can follow me.”

    Harrison walked behind the trainer as they headed towards an office with Derek’s name on the door and “head trainer” right below it.

    “Close the blinds and lock the door,” Derek said.

    Harrison spun around to lock the door and closed the blinds as quickly as possible. He turned around to see that Derek was naked and leaning against his desk with his fingers wrapped around his alarmingly thick cock.

    “Are you gonna stare all day or are you gonna get to work?” Derek asked. He glanced at his watch and added, “By my count, you’ve got nine minutes left. You’re gonna have to work quickly if you want my cum.”

    Harrison looked back at the door and then towards Derek’s cock again as he quickly surveyed his options. He could walk out. He could leave Ally to the fate she’d chosen. She was with Art because she liked something about being with him. He wasn’t holding her prisoner.

    Harrison couldn’t do it, though. He couldn’t let that asshole win. He couldn’t let that cocky son of a bitch claim another victory over him, even if that victory would be obtained by making Ally suffer. Harrison couldn’t do it. He rushed towards Derek and fell to his knees.

    “Suck my balls while I stroke myself,” Derek said. “It’ll make it a little quicker. I love having my nuts sucked on, especially when I’ve spent the past five hours sweating. The taste is going to be horrifying.”

    Derek leaned in and the smell hit him first. It was like body odor, only ten times more intense. He retched before pushing aside the deep sense of displeasure he felt and taking one of Derek’s sweaty balls into his mouth.

    “That’s it,” Derek said. “Suck all that sweaty and stink off my balls like the pathetic fucking bitch Art said you’d be.”

    Derek moaned and Harrison felt like he wanted the floor to open up and swallow him. He was sucking a stranger’s sweaty, rank smelling balls and he was doing it in service of making that stranger cum in his mouth. It was humiliating, and yet he’d gotten on his knees voluntarily.

    “Open up,” Derek said once he was hard as a rock.

    Harrison opened his mouth and Derek’s big cock pushed past his lips and onto his tongue.

    “The only way I’m cumming in the seven minutes you have left is if I fuck your face,” Derek said. “You okay with that?”

    Harrison nodded. He’d just told a stranger he was okay with getting face fucked. He’d just done something that never in a million years did he imagine he’d do. Somehow, this was worse than Art fucking his ass the week before. So much worse.

    Derek stood up, took Harrison’s head in both his hands, and fucked his face as promised. He wasn’t gentle, either. He was rough, which Harrison took to mean that he got off on it. No wonder he and Art were friends.

    “That’s it,” Derek said. “Take it you fucking bitch. Take it like a good little bitch. Take my fucking cock. Take it like the pathetic married women that come in here looking for a muscular man to make them feel like they’re worth something. Look up at me and take it like the worthless little bitch that you are.”

    Harrison lost track of how long Derek used his mouth. The experienced ranged from unpleasant to agonizing, depending on how rough Derek was being in the moment. Harrison’s throat hurt. His jaw ached. His eyes watered constantly. His chin and shirt were covered in the thick saliva that dripped continuously from his mouth.

    Eventually, though, Derek came. He pulled back and climaxed on Harrison’s tongue, saying, “Don’t you fucking swallow. Art wants a picture of my load in your mouth.”

    Harrison didn’t swallow. He’d come that far. He wasn’t going to blow his chance to save Ally at the last minute.

    When he was finished cumming, Derek pulled out and laid his thick cock across Harrison’s face. He grabbed his phone and said, “Open your mouth, bitch.” Harrison did as instructed and Derek snapped a picture and sent it to Art. “You finished with one minute to spare. Not bad. Now get out of my office.”

    Harrison stood and looked down at his shirt, which was soaked in his slime-like mucous. He tried to wipe up the mess, but it was impossible without a towel.

    “I said get the fuck out,” Derek said. “Nobody gives a shit about the mess on your shirt. It’s not like it’s the first time they’ve seen a messy bitch leave my office.”

    Harrison’s shoulders slumped as he turned and headed for the door. He left the gym with his head down. He heard a few of the employees snicker and he saw a few people looking out of the corner of his eye, but there was nothing to be done about it. It was just more humiliation on top of what he’d already experienced.

    “Her pussy feels incredible,” Art texted as Harrison left the gym and headed for his car. “I’ve got her riding me reverse cowgirl. Her ass looks so good. I think I’ll give her a good spanking, leave her ass nice and red before I nut in her pussy.”

    Harrison couldn’t quite muster a smile at the notion that he’d saved his girlfriend from something far worse than a fucking and a spanking, but he actually felt good.

    “Hang out in the gym parking lot for a while,” Art said. “When I’m done with Ally I want you to come over.”

    Harrison got in his car, closed his eyes, and let the rage build inside him. He couldn’t let Art keep walking all over him. If he did, it would never stop. Art was a sadist. He’d destroy Harrison and Ally for his pleasure and then move on. Harrison had to put a stop to it.

    That’s when he thought of the tire iron in his trunk. It was extreme, but it’s not like he had to use it. He just had to be threatening. He had to make Art believe that he’d use it. He had to scare him off.

    Harrison smiled. He had a plan. It wasn’t necessarily a great plan, but it was a plan. It was a way to reclaim his manhood. It was a way to tell Art to fuck off forever.

    The text came thirty minutes after Harrison had finished with Derek: “Just pumped my load into your girlfriend’s pussy. Made her suck my cock clean and rim my ass before I kicked her out. She did it with a smile on her face. She is one nasty slut. I’m just about ready for another round, so it’s time for you to get your ass over here.”

    Harrison grabbed the tire iron from his trunk, tossed it in the front seat, started the car, and headed towards Art’s house. He turned up the music and psyched himself up to claim victory over his tormentor.

    Harrison pulled into Art’s driveway, grabbed the tire iron, and did his best to hide it behind his back as he approached the front door. He knocked decisively and the door pushed open. It seemed that Ally hadn’t shut it when she left.

    “I’m in the living room,” Art said.

    Harrison took a deep breath, tightened his grip on the tire iron, and stepped into the house where he’d twice been humiliated.

    “Hey there, motherfucker,” he said.

    Art was naked on his couch. His cock was half hard. It looked like he hadn’t moved since Ally left. He glanced at the tire iron as Harrison approached and smiled. “I heard you enjoyed sucking Derek’s sweaty balls. I heard you liked the taste. I heard you like being made to suck his nuts clean. If so, I could send you over there every day if you’d like. He works up a good sweat training all those desperate housewives.”

    “Fuck you!” Harrison screamed. He lifted the tire iron like he was going to use it and Art didn’t even flinch. Instead, he wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked. “What the fuck are you doing?” Harrison asked.

    “You’re gonna ride my dick just like your girlfriend did,” Art said. “Reverse cowgirl. You’re gonna milk it with that tight asshole of yours and I’m gonna nut inside you just like I nutted inside her.”

    “The hell I am,” Harrison said. “You’ve fucked Ally for the last time. You’ve fucked me for the last time. You’ve sent me to do some disgusting fuck sexual errand for one of your friends for the last time. Do you understand?”

    “Do we really have to do this again?” Art asked. “Can’t you just admit that you’re not man enough for Ally? Can’t you just break up with her and move on with your life?”

    “Fuck you!” Harrison screamed.

    In a flash Art leapt off the couch and punched Harrison in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him. He grabbed Harrison’s wrist and twisted hard enough that he dropped the tire iron. Art then pulled Harrison’s arm behind his back and applied downward pressure, guiding him to his knees.

    “It’s time to accept that you’re my bitch, Harrison,” Art said. “It’s time to accept that you like this. You got your face fucked today and you did it because you like it, not because you were trying to save your girlfriend. You came back here because you wanted me to abuse you, not because you were really going to beat me with a tire iron.”

    “Fuck you!” Harrison said.

    “Actually, it’s going to be the other way around,” Art replied. “And if you still want to act like you need motivation, I’m happy to provide it. Derek will gladly post that picture of you online. He’ll gladly send it to Ally. He’ll send it to your parents, to your brother, to your coworkers. I’ll post it on your company’s Facebook page and make sure you get fired. How about that, Harrison? Is that the motivation you need?”

    Harrison screamed as Art pushed him right past his breaking point. Never in his life had he felt so powerless and so humiliated. No matter how hard he tried, Art proved himself to be far more of a man than Harrison. He fucked Ally better. He was stronger. He was, somehow, skilled in combat. He was more confident. He had a bigger dick. He was certainly more successful.

    “You’re going to ride my cock in reverse cowgirl, just like a bitch should,” Art said as he released Harrison’s arm. “This time you’re going to do it while wearing your girlfriend’s panties.”

    Harrison looked up to see that Art had retrieved Ally’s panties from his coffee table drawer.

    “In fact, these are the same panties Ally wore while she rode my cock today,” Art said. “So put them on and get to work. We can keep fighting if you want, but I think we both know I won’t hesitate to kick your ass and destroy your life. I think we both know I’d actually get off on that if you’re not willing to do what I want, don’t we?”

    Harrison took the panties, stood, and stripped. He angrily tossed his clothes aside as a useless form of protest and stepped into the panties. He pulled them up and cursed himself for thinking that the lace felt just a little bite nice against his cock.

    Art popped the top of a bottle of lubrication and spread a healthy coating on his cock before sitting on the couch and stroking himself until he was hard.

    “Turn the fuck around,” he instructed. “And sit on my dick.”

    Humiliation coursed through Harrison’s body as he turned around, pulled aside Ally’s panties to expose his asshole, and sat down until he felt the tip of Art’s cock push between his cheeks.

    “There you go,” Art said. “Just like your dirty little slut of a girlfriend did.”

    Harrison’s asshole opened up for Art’s cock. It hurt, but not quite as badly as the week before. The extra lube almost certainly helped. It took some time, but eventually Harrison took every inch of Art’s long, thick dick.

    “Now put your hands on my knees and ride,” Art said. “Milk me with your asshole. Make my fucking dick feel good.”

    Harrison closed his eyes to try and fight off the overwhelming humiliation he felt. He was wearing his girlfriend’s panties and riding the cock of the man who’d just fucked Ally. He was doing so because he was, as Art said, not man enough. He was simply not man enough. He’d been defeated. He’d been beaten and threatened and he’d caved and given in to his overwhelming deficiencies as a man.

    Harrison rode Art’s cock. He was spanked as he did it. He was called all sorts of names. He was treated like nothing more than a sex toy, like he was a whore in a particularly humiliating porn video designed to appeal to the absolute worst parts of men.

    After what felt like an interminable amount of time, Art grabbed Harrison’s hips, pulled him down onto his cock, and emptied his balls inside him. “Take it like a good little bitch,” he said.

    Harrison closed his eyes and took it. He felt the other man’s cock pulsing in his asshole. He felt defeated. Broken. Remade into less of a man than when he’d entered Art’s home with a tire iron in his hand.

    “Now suck my dick clean,” Art said. “And when you’re done with that you’re going to eat my fucking ass just like your girlfriend did.”

    Harrison lifted his ass from Art’s cock, spun around, and stared at the slimy mess that coated this thick shaft. He felt no resistance. He’d been broken. He was Art’s bitch. He sucked his cock clean. He ate his ass. At Art’s instruction, he went home in his girlfriend’s panties. Art’s cum leaked into them the entire drive.

    Harrison sat in the driveway at home. He needed to find a way to un-break himself. He needed to restore some shred of his manhood. He just wasn’t sure how to do it.
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    Harrison’s phone buzzed and he glanced at it. Art had sent a text: “Wanna suck my dick?”

    “Fuck off,” Harrison replied.

    “Wanna sit on my dick?” Art texted.

    Harrison clenched his jaw as he stared at the text for a few moments and replied, “Fuck off.”

    “Babe, we’re supposed to be watching a movie. Who are you texting?” Ally asked.

    “Sorry,” Harrison said. “It’s just someone from work bothering me to help them with something. I told him that I’m not working on a Saturday night, though.”

    Ally looked up at Harrison and smiled. “Because spending time with me is more important?”

    Harrison put his arm around Ally and pulled her closer. “That’s right.”

    His phone buzzed again. Harrison grabbed it and saw that Art had sent a picture of Harrison riding his cock in reverse cowgirl. A deep sense of humiliation coursed through his body as he stared at the image. His asshole tightened as the memory of doing exactly as Art had demanded rushed back.

    “Are you sure you don’t wanna come over and take my dick for a ride? I think we both know you enjoyed it, you pathetic little bitch,” Art texted.

    “Fuck you,” Harrison replied. “I’m on a date with Ally and I’m not leaving. I’m not your fucking bitch. I’m done with that.”

    Harrison put his phone on airplane mode and turned back to Ally. “I put it on airplane mode. That’s the last text I’ll receive tonight.”

    Ally looked up and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Her hand moved to his thigh and a naughty smile crossed her face as she found his cock and gently massaged it.

    “Maybe we should forget about the movie,” Ally said.

    He smiled. “I was just thinking the same thing.”

    They shared a kiss as Ally stroked Harrison’s cock to a full, throbbing erection. He was moments away from rolling his girlfriend onto her back and initiating a heavy round of foreplay when her phone dinged.

    “Just a second,” Ally said. She snatched her phone from the coffee table, typed out a quick reply to the text that had come in, and then turned towards Harrison with a slight frown on her face. “I’m so sorry, but my friend just broke up with her boyfriend. It was really bad, apparently. I guess he cheated on her. She wants me to pick up some ice cream and go over there. Would that be okay?”

    “Yeah, of course,” Harrison said.

    Ally smiled and quickly straddled Harrison. She offered a deeply passionate kiss and he thought for a moment he might get to enjoy a quickie before she ran off to her friend.

    “Thank you,” she said. “You’re the best boyfriend ever.”

    With that she got up, grabbed her purse and keys, and headed out while Harrison sat on the couch with a painful boner between his legs. He grabbed his phone, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock with the intention of jerking off when a text came through.

    “She didn’t even hesitate to abandon you for me,” Art texted.

    Harrison felt like a fool. He hadn’t even considered that Ally was lying to him, but of course she was. She’d been lying to him for weeks. Why would she stop now?

    “Tell me, Harrison, how should I fuck the little slut you call a girlfriend? Should I fuck her face and cover it in my load? Should I pound her pussy so hard that she’s bruised tomorrow? Should I savage her asshole and dump my load inside her rectum? You pick, beta boy,” Art continued.

    Harrison tucked his still-hard cock back into his pants, zipped up, and grabbed his keys. He wasn’t going to be the beta male that Art thought he was. He was going to go Art’s place and confront him and Ally. He was going to tell them both to fuck off. It was the only thing that made any sense.

    Harrison rushed out of the house, hopped in his car, and got on the road. He squeezed the steering wheel with a death grip and cursed himself for not dumping Ally right after he found out she was cheating. He cursed himself for letting Art get the best of him time and time again. He did everything he could to build up the anger he knew it would take to tell both Art and Ally to fuck themselves, to tell them that they were better off with each other, that he didn’t give a fuck about them and that he was better off without Ally in his life.

    Harrison parked behind Ally’s car and stared up at Art’s place. His hands remained firmly around the steering wheel as his courage dwindled just a little bit. He thought of everything that had unfolded in Art’s house. He thought of how weak he’d been and how it had happened repeatedly. He wondered if Art would really follow through on his threat to send the incriminating pictures of Harrison to his work. Was he really that much of an asshole?

    Harrison considered leaving. He could just break up with Ally in some other way and move on with his life. There was no guarantee Art would stop harassing him, though. The texts might continue even after Harrison broke up with Ally. Harrison had to confront him. He had to make it perfectly clear that Art had no control over him.

    Harrison gathered his courage, got out of the car, and rushed towards the front door. He knocked with great force and tried not to think about the times he’d rushed towards Art’s door and almost immediately failed to be the kind of man he wanted to be.

    Ally opened the door. “Harrison?” she said with a shocked look on her face. “What are you doing here?”

    Harrison heard Art laugh from the living room.

    “I…I’m…” Harrison stammered.

    Art appeared at the edge of the living room. He was naked and his cock was hard and slick, presumably with Ally’s saliva. “I imagine he thinks he’s here to rescue you, or to claim his dignity, or something equally pointless,” Art said. “But who gives a fuck why he’s here? My dick belongs in your mouth, slut. Get over here and get on your knees.”

    Ally looked at Harrison for a moment and said, “Sorry.” She turned, strode towards Art, and fell on to her knees in front of him. Art put a hand on the back of her head and Ally took his cock in her mouth. Soon enough the sounds of a wet, gagging blowjob filled the air.

    “Get in the house and get naked, beta bitch,” Art demanded as he fucked Ally’s mouth.

    Harrison’s pulse raced and his knees felt weak as he stood in the doorway and watched his girlfriend offer her mouth to Art’s big cock. She hadn’t hesitated to go to him and get on her knees. She’d gone eagerly. She deserved to be dumped, but Harrison was pretty sure Ally wouldn’t give a shit about that. She deserved to be yelled at, but there didn’t seem to be any point in doing that while she was on her knees sucking cock.

    “What the fuck are you waiting for?” Art shouted. “Shut the door and get naked!”

    Harrison stepped into the house, shut the door, and stripped. He hated himself for doing it, but for some reason he couldn’t resist.

    “That’s it,” Art said. “Show me that you know what you are, Harrison. Show your girlfriend that you know what she’s known about you all along. Show us both that you’re nothing but a worthless, weak beta male.”

    Harrison couldn’t bear to look at Art as he stripped. He was doing exactly as Art described. He was admitting exactly what he was. If he wasn’t, he’d have walked out the door. Instead, he was pursuing what some part of him actually wanted.

    “Now get on your knees next to your girlfriend,” Art instructed. “Right fucking now.”

    Harrison took slow, small steps forward until he stood next to Ally. Humiliation coursed through him as he dropped to his knees and looked over to see Art thrusting in and out of her mouth.

    “Tell me that you want to suck my cock,” Art demanded as he looked down at Harrison.

    Harrison slowly dragged his gaze up Art’s body and saw the cocky smile on his face. It made him want to take a swing at the other man, but Harrison had been down that road too many times before. He knew how it would end. Art was better than him. He’d proved it over and over. That’s why Harrison was on his knees. There was no point in resisting anymore.

    “I…I want to suck your cock,” Harrison said.

    Ally moaned and Art’s smile got bigger.

    “Your girlfriend’s a little freak,” Art said. “She likes that I’m about to make her boyfriend suck my cock. She fucking likes it, Harrison. Can you believe that? She likes that I’m going to feed you my dick and make you choke on it.”

    Harrison looked down at the floor. He couldn’t bear to look at Art or Ally. He just couldn’t.

    “Look up at me,” Art demanded.

    Harrison couldn’t. He kept his eyes fixed on the floor.  Art reached out, grabbed a handful of Harrison’s hair, and pulled back hard. Harrison couldn’t help but look up.

    “Open your mouth,” Art said.

    Harrison kept his mouth shut. He couldn’t willingly humiliate himself. He just couldn’t. Art delivered a hard slap across Harrison’s face and Ally moaned louder than she had before. She reached between her legs and Harrison heard the quiet sound of masturbation as she played with her pussy. He opened his mouth like Art had instructed. It wasn’t worth getting slapped again.

    Art pulled his cock from Ally’s mouth and stepped in front of Harrison. He pushed the long, spit-soaked shaft onto Harrison’s tongue and said, “Suck my cock. Do a good job and I’ll fuck your face like we both know you want me to.”

    Ally moaned again. Harrison closed his lips around Art’s cock and gave a blowjob.

    “He’s hard,” Ally said.

    Harrison didn’t think he could feel a deeper sense of humiliation, but getting hard as he sucked cock in front of his girlfriend made it so much worse.

    “Of course he is,” Art replied. “A beta male finds pleasure in submitting to his superiors. Harrison likes sucking dick, even if he claims he doesn’t.”

    “He…he likes sucking dick?” Ally asked.

    “It’s not the first time he’s sucked my cock,” Art explained.

    Harrison sank deeper into his humiliation as Ally moaned.

    “I’ve been using him for a few weeks,” Art continued. “He comes over and tries to act like a man. He tries to tell me to stop fucking you. He takes a swing at me. Every time he ends up on his knees with my dick in his mouth or buried in his ass. He can’t just admit he wants to be a cocksucking beta bitch, so he acts like he’s trying to reclaim his manhood.”

    “But he was never really a man,” Ally added.

    “No, he wasn’t,” Art said. “He’s always been a beta bitch. You knew that. That’s why you got on your knees for me that first night. That’s why you let me take your body and do whatever the fuck I want with it. You need an alpha male in your life because you’ve been dating this worthless beta boy.”

    Ally moaned and said, “I do. I need you, Art.”

    “It turns out your boyfriend does too,” Art said. “Look at him. Look at what a cocksucker he is. He’s fucking blissed out with my dick in his mouth and when I fuck his face and make him gag on it he’s going to love it.”

    Art grabbed a second handful of Harrison’s hair and fucked his face. Harrison gagged and he felt his cock throb. He didn’t understand it. Was Art right about him? Was he really just a beta bitch that found pleasure in serving an alpha male? Was that really true?

    When Art pulled out, Harrison gasped for air. He looked over and saw lusty delight on Ally’s face as she played with her pussy.

    “I want you both on your knees on the couch,” Art said.

    Ally stood and looked down at Harrison. She offered her hand and a smile. He hesitated for a moment before reaching up and taking it. Ally led him to the couch and they got on their knees and looked at each other as Art approached.

    “I’m sorry I couldn’t resist him,” Ally said.

    “I couldn’t either,” Harrison replied. He knew it was the truth. He’d spent weeks trying to resist that it was the truth, but further resistance was pointless.

    “It’s nice to have my two sluts together,” Art said as he moved behind them. He delivered a swift smack to each of their asses and they cried out simultaneously. “I think I might keep you both. Use you hard until I’m ready to move on to someone new.”

    Ally moaned as Art slipped into her pussy from behind. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back hard enough for her head to snap back. She moaned like it thrilled her.

    “Tell me what you want,” Art demanded.

    “Fuck me,” Ally said. “Please, Art, fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

    Art did exactly that. He fucked Ally hard and fast from behind. He drilled her with such fury that the sounds of their bodies meeting reverberated off the living room walls. Ally’s tits bounced hard with every thrust and she closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and let out a moan that seemed like it would last forever.

    Art spit on his fingers and slipped three of them into Harrison’s asshole. He pushed them in and out, working the hole his cock had spent a fair amount of time in and working it vigorously. He fucked both of them at the same time and Harrison couldn’t help but feel like the slut Art seemed to think of him as.

    After a few minutes in Ally’s pussy, Art pulled out, stepped behind Harrison, and took his ass without hesitation. Harrison cried out at the searing pain that spread from his asshole, but he wanted it. It was humiliating, but he wanted it. Something had changed. He’d given up resisting it and now he wanted it.

    “Tell me what you want,” Art demanded.

    “I…I want…”

    “It’s okay,” Ally said as she took Harrison’s hand. “We both know what you are, Harrison. You can admit it. You can tell him what you want.”

    “I want you to fuck me,” Harrison said as he stared into Ally’s eyes. She smiled at his admission and he watched her reach down to play with her pussy yet again. “Fuck me hard.”

    Art grabbed a handful of Harrison’s hair and pulled back hard, making his head snap back. He smacked his ass and he fucked him with long, impossibly hard thrusts. The pain was astonishing at first, but it lessened with each thrust. Soon enough it became a dull ache and it was joined by a certain kind of humiliation-fueled pleasure at the idea of being fucked by a man in front of his girlfriend.

    “Is this beta bitch ever fucking you again, Ally?” Art asked.

    “No,” she said.

    “Of course not,” Art replied. “Now that you know what he is, you’re not letting his dick anywhere near your pussy, are you?”

    “No,” she said. “He doesn’t deserve my pussy.” She moaned. “My pussy is yours, Art.”

    Art laughed and smacked her ass. “I own both of you,” he said. “Say it. Say that I fucking own you.”

    “You own me,” Ally said.

    Art smacked Harrison’s ass. “You say it too, beta bitch.”

    Harrison closed his eyes and surveyed his body. Despite the ache in his ass and the humiliation of being fucked, he felt great, which only deepened his embarrassment. “You own me,” he said.

    “Damn right I do,” Art said. He pulled out and added, “Get on your fucking knees in front of me. Right now.”

    Both Harrison and Ally did as they were told. Art stroked his cock as he looked down at them.

    “Press your faces together. Cheek to cheek,” he said. “I’m gonna paint you both.”

    They did as they were told while Art masturbated above them. He smiled and his cock swelled up. He moaned and a moment later a shower of cum exploded from the thick head. He directed it onto both Harrison and Ally, covering them in his load.

    “Clean each other up and share my load,” he instructed. “Right now.”

    Ally turned to Harrison, licked a thick streak of cum off his face, and kissed him. Their tongues danced for a few moments and then he did the same for her.

    “Do it until you’re clean. Then you both worship me and get me ready for round two,” Art said.

    Ally smiled. She looked happier than Harrison had ever seen her. He’d never felt more humiliated, and yet he wasn’t sure he’d ever been more turned on. He would do as Art instructed. He’d almost certainly feel terrible about it later, but in the moment he’d do it and he’d enjoy it.
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    “So…last night was…last night was…different,” Ally said as she stared into the freshly-poured cup of coffee in front of her. It took a few seconds before she could look up and meet Harrison’s gaze.

    “That’s one way of putting it,” Harrison replied. Different didn’t feel like a strong enough word to describe a night where they’d both willingly surrendered to Art’s borderline sadistic desires and given up their bodies to provide him with multiple orgasms.

    They’d gone their separate ways when Art had released them from his service and Harrison figured he’d likely seen the last of Ally. He didn’t really want to date her anymore and he didn’t see the point in staying friends after enduring so much humiliation as a result of their relationship. Despite that, Harrison showed up when Ally texted and asked him to meet her for breakfast at their favorite diner.

    “How long have you known?” Ally asked. “About Art and me, I mean.”

    “A month, I think,” Harrison answered as he stirred a little sugar into his coffee. “I suspected something was going on and I found his address in your phone. I went over there to confront him, to tell him to stop…whatever you were doing with him. It didn’t go well.”

    Harrison was certain he saw the corners of Ally’s lips curl into the slightest hint of a smile, no doubt as she imagined Art humiliating Harrison with ease.

    “Does that make you happy?” he asked. “Are you getting off on the idea of Art beating me up and making me…making me do those things with him?”

    Ally looked up, studied his face for a moment, and said, “I think we both know that Art didn’t make you do anything, just like he didn’t make me do anything. You might want to cling to the idea that he made you do something, but I think we both know he didn’t. I think we both know that you kept going back there because Art gives you something you need. That’s certainly why I keep going back.”

    Harrison felt the urge to fight Ally’s insistence that he somehow enjoyed what Art had done to him, but he knew it was an argument he’d lose. If he’d dumped her after his first encounter with Art, he could have made the argument. He kept going back, though. Over and over and over he went back. He even went to the gym and surrendered to Art’s friend. He couldn’t very well argue that it was all happening against his will.

    “What does he give you?” Harrison asked.

    Ally smiled and sipped her coffee. “I don’t know, Harrison. I can’t explain it. I just know that I feel drawn to him. I guess it’s kind of like an addiction to something I shouldn’t want, you know?”

    Harrison nodded. He still couldn’t understand why he kept going back to Art’s, but he imagined someone that got hooked on a terrible drug probably felt the same way.

    Ally leaned forward and said, “It’s not like I find anal sex all that pleasurable. I mean, it hurts. I’m sure you know that. And yet I keep going back. I’ve actually begged him for it, Harrison. I’ve begged him to do something that hurts. The crazy thing is, the begging felt good.”

    She looked a little distressed, which was a feeling Harrison understood. He’d experienced that same level of distress every time he left Art’s place. He experienced doubt and anguish. He questioned his sexuality and his sanity. And yet he kept going back.

    “Why did you stay with me?” Harrison asked. “After you met Art, why didn’t you just break up with me?”

    “Because I like you,” Ally replied. “I know that’s a shitty reason, but it’s true. It’s not just that, though. Every time I went to see Art I told myself it would be the last. Every time I came home from his place, usually with his cum dripping out of me, I told myself I’d never see him again. That’s how I convinced myself that I didn’t have to break up with you.”

    “Okay, sure, I sort of get that, but it also seems pretty clear that I’m not the kind of guy that can satisfy you. Sexually, I mean,” Harrison noted. “I mean, Art says that he could see that you were unsatisfied the moment he met you. He says he could see that you needed an alpha male in your life, that your boyfriend was clearly a beta male who couldn’t…well, you couldn’t give you what you needed. So, if that’s true, why would you stay with me? Why would you want to be with a beta male who can’t satisfy you?”

    “Because…because it’s not all about sex,” Ally said. “Not for me, at least. Or, I guess I never thought it was all about sex for me. You’re a great guy, Harrison. You’re smart, kind, funny, hard-working, and on the road to being really successful. You’re the kind of guy that a woman wants to be with forever, you know? There’s no such thing as a perfect man, so I decided that I’d be okay with having good-but-not-great sex for the rest of my life. Because it’s not like you’re terrible in bed. You’re average. You’re not all that assertive and you’re not all that skilled, but you’re good enough, and good enough was acceptable for me because of everything else you offered as a boyfriend.”

    Harrison felt the energy drain out of him. He believed Ally – for the most part, at least – but he wasn’t sure it mattered. He might have learned something about himself during his experiences with Art, but it wasn’t something Harrison wanted to know. He didn’t want to be the guy that offered his body to an alpha male. He didn’t want to be the guy that got fucked by a random trainer at a gym, even if some part of him found that pleasurable.

    “Why did you ask me to breakfast, Ally?” Harrison asked. She looked a little disappointed, but Harrison couldn’t bring himself to care. If Ally was hoping that he’d be willing to get into a long discussion about the things they’d both done with Art, disappointment was inevitable.

    “Because I don’t want to lose you,” she said.

    Harrison barely avoided doing a spit take and spewing hot coffee onto Ally’s pretty dress. “I’m sorry, what?” he asked after swallowing. “You can’t be serious. You cheated on me. You’d still be sneaking out and fucking Art behind my back if I hadn’t found out.”

    The waitress showed up with their food and said, “If you wouldn’t mind keeping it down. Families eat here. You’re welcome to have a fight, of course – you wouldn’t be the first couple to have it out here – but we’ll have to ask you to leave if you can’t keep your voices low enough. Okay?”

    “Sorry,” Harrison said as he glanced up at the waitress. “I’ll keep it down. I promise.”

    “Enjoy your food,” the waitress said before heading back to the kitchen.

    “You’re right,” Ally said.

    Harrison looked up and asked, “About what?”

    “That I’d still be sneaking out to meet with Art,” Ally answered.

    Harrison stabbed the yolk of his sunny side up egg and watched it run towards the hash browns. “So why are you saying you don’t want to lose me? You’ve already lost me, Ally. You lost me the first time you cheated on me. I was just too stupid and insecure to realize it.”

    “Look at me,” Ally said.

    Harrison took a bite of his egg and sipped his coffee, all the while refusing to look at Ally.

    “Harrison, you can finish your breakfast, walk out of here, and never see me again,” she said. “It’s not like I can stop you from doing that. The least you can do is look at me before you do that.”

    Harrison looked up. He wanted to feel anger and hate. He wanted to feel the things a man was supposed to feel after his girlfriend cheated on him. He didn’t feel those things, though. He wasn’t entirely sure what he felt – though he was certain there was a bit of desire in there – but it wasn’t hate and it wasn’t anger.

    “Didn’t some part of you like – maybe even love – the things that Art did to you? Didn’t some part of you find it thrilling and exciting and naughty in a really good way to go to that gym and let Art’s friend do whatever he wanted with your body?” Ally asked. “Didn’t it feel good to embrace being a beta male? Didn’t it feel good to serve an alpha male’s needs?”

    A battle unfolded in Harrison’s mind and body as Ally asked her questions. He felt the humiliation he’d experienced each time he’d surrendered to Art. He felt something that might have been arousal. Whatever it was, it was the thing that kept drawing Harrison back to Art, the thing that propelled him to get on his knees or take it up the ass instead of simply running out of the house. Self loathing joined the battle, too, as Harrison couldn’t quite get over the notion that a straight guy wasn’t supposed to do anything with another man, let alone surrender so completely to the sexual desires of another man.

    “It doesn’t matter,” Harrison answered a few moments after Ally finished her question.

    “What do you mean it doesn’t matter?” she asked. “Of course it matters. How you felt about it is the only thing that matters.”

    “Ally, a straight guy, a guy that wants to marry a woman and have a family and all of that, that kind of guy can’t do the things I did with Art. That kind of guy certainly can’t enjoy having done the things I did with Art,” Harrison said.

    “But you’re willing to admit that those things weren’t done to you,” Ally replied. “Maybe the first time, but not after that, and certainly not the last time. Not when you got on your hands and knees and offered yourself to him right along with me.”

    Harrison shook his head. He wasn’t going to deny that he’d made that choice. He wasn’t going to say it out loud, either, but he wasn’t going to deny it.

    “What if we stayed together?” Ally asked. “What if we stayed together and did all those things you want – the marriage, the family, the normal stuff – but for a little while we also did the things that you’re not supposed to want.”

    “I can’t,” Harrison said.

    “I’m not supposed to want them either,” Ally said. “I know porn makes it seem like girls are supposed to want those things, but we’re not, and most of us don’t. We’re not supposed to want to be treated the way Art treats me. We’re not supposed to want to be called the names he calls me. We’re not supposed to want to be…to be used the way he uses me. We’re definitely not supposed to have incredible, overwhelming, life-changing orgasms when we’re treated that way. I do, though. So maybe you and I have more in common than you might think, Harrison. Maybe we’re meant for each other.”

    Harrison felt a certain desire to surrender to Ally’s suggestion. It was a powerful kind of pull that rose up from deep inside him. It felt primal, like it would be impossible to control if he actually surrendered to it.

    Ally looked past Harrison and smiled. She waved at someone. He turned around to see Art strolling towards their table with a smile on his face and his hands in his pockets. He walked right past Harrison and sat next to Ally.

    “What’s he doing here?” Harrison asked with obvious annoyance in his voice.

    “I invited him,” Ally said. “I won’t blame you if you want to walk away from all of this, Harrison, but I’m not ready to yet. I don’t want to. It feels too good, and I know I’d regret it if I walked away. I know that I need an alpha male like Art in my life, at least for a little while. I need to feed the desire I can feel deep inside me. I don’t want to deny it. I want to let it out, to set it free, to surrender to it. I think you want that too. That’s why I invited Art.”

    “I want those things you said the last time I saw you to be true,” Art said as he put his arm around Ally and pulled her close. “I know they’re true for her, but I want them to be true for you too, Harrison.”

    Art didn’t have to get specific for Harrison to know what he was talking about. Harrison had uttered the words ‘you own me’ to Art during their last meeting. It had happened while he and Ally were on the couch receiving anal sex from Art. They’d both gotten fucked, they’d both told him he owned them, and they’d both gotten on their knees to take his cumshot. They’d both sucked him again after that and started the whole cycle over. They’d ended up fucking for another two hours as they made Art cum until he was too exhausted to get off again. It was all thoroughly humiliating.

    “I’m right, aren’t I Ally? It’s still true for you, isn’t it?” Art asked.

    “It is,” she said. “You own me, Art. I’m yours to use however you desire.”

    Harrison silently cursed himself for feeling even a hint of arousal as his girlfriend uttered those words to another man.

    “How about you, Harrison?” Art asked. “I want you too. I want you both. I want to have fun with you. I want to use you both. I want to share you with my friends. I want to see just how depraved you can be. I want to show you that a beta male’s place is to serve the needs of his superiors. I want to show you your place in the world and I want you to enjoy it.”

    “I’ll still be your girlfriend,” Ally said. “We’ll still go on dates. You can even fuck me if Art gives you permission. Wouldn’t that be nice? You get to be a good little beta boy and you get to have me from time to time?”

    Harrison felt his resolve crumbling. He wished he could get up and walk out of the diner. He wished he could throw a cup of coffee in Art’s face and tell him to fuck off before storming out. He wished he could be the man he used to think he was. He couldn’t, though.

    Harrison leaned forward, looked at Art, and said, “You own me.”

    Art smiled. “I’m sorry, but I couldn’t quite hear you. Could you say that a little louder for me?”

    Harrison’s eyes darted around the diner. No one was looking, but he didn’t want to say it any louder. He didn’t have a choice, though. “You own me,” he said.

    A few people turned to look and Art smiled. “Yes, I do, and I’m going to use you until I’ve broken your spirit and turned you into the ultimate beta bitch. It won’t be long before all you can think about is serving the needs of a real man. All the fight will go out of you, and in its place will be a sniveling little bitch that just wants to make me happy.”

    “Excuse me,” the waitress said as she appeared at their table. “But we’ve gotten complaints from the other customers. You must keep it down.”

    Art looked up at her and smiled. “The little bitch sitting across the table from me will pay for the meal of anyone that complained. He’d be happy to pay, in fact. He’s a big tipper, too. While he’s paying, I’m going to take his girlfriend to my car and make her choke on my cock.”

    Art got up, took Ally’s hand, and led her out of the diner as Harrison watched them go.

    “Was he being serious? Are you really going to pay for the people that complained?” the waitress asked. Harrison nodded and she smiled. “Very good. I’ll bring you their checks.”

    Harrison gave his card when the waitress returned with five separate checks. She ran them all and he signed each receipt with a generous tip. He made sure he had his phone and wallet on him and headed for the parking lot. He spotted Ally’s head bobbing up and down in Art’s lap from a hundred feet away. They weren’t being subtle. Art wanted to show off and he didn’t give a damn if anyone found it offensive.

    Art lowered the window as Harrison approached and said, “Leave your car here. Your girlfriend’s gonna ride in back and you’re getting in the front seat. You’re gonna suck my dick the whole way back to my house just to show me how much of a beta bitch you are. Do you understand?”

    Harrison’s shoulders slumped as he nodded. Shame rushed through him as he felt a touch of excitement at the prospect of giving a blowjob in the car.

    “Then say it,” Art insisted as Ally’s mouth continued to move up and down his thick shaft.

    “I’m going to suck your dick the whole way back to your house to show you how much of a beta bitch I am,” Harrison said.

    Art laughed. “Pathetic. I can’t believe Ally wants to keep dating you, but I don’t pretend to understand women or beta bitches like you. I just know that you’re all meant to be used and used hard by real men. Now let’s go. Get your ass to the other side of the car and take her place sucking my cock.”

    Harrison walked around the front of the car and opened the passenger door. Ally scrambled into the backseat as Harrison got in. He didn’t bother hesitating. It would only result in him getting slapped or punched. Instead, he leaned over and took Art’s cock in his mouth. He sucked like he’d already sucked numerous times before.

    “Fuck yeah,” Art said as he put the car in drive. “This is your place, beta boy. It won’t be long before you stop questioning it. Trust me on that. I’m gonna make sure you know that you’ll never be anything other than a beta bitch that exists to serve men like me.”

    Ally moaned from the backseat.

    “You can play with that cunt, but you better not cum,” Art said. “Not without my permission.”

    “Of course not,” Ally replied.

    “Good girl,” Art said. “You’re both going to meet a friend of mine when we get back to my place. We’re going to fuck you together. We’re going to wear you out. And you’re not going to complain, either. And why is that?”

    “Because you own us,” Ally answered.

    Art put a hand on the back of Harrison’s head and pushed down until he choked. “That’s right. I fucking own the both of you.” He laughed as Harrison gagged. “And I’m going to take full advantage of that.”

    Much to his embarrassment, Harrison felt excited at the prospect of another degrading sexual experience with Ally. He couldn’t believe he’d fallen so far, and yet he hadn’t really fallen at all. He’d simply followed the path Art had laid out for him. He’d traveled it willingly. Maybe Ally was right. Maybe Art had simply helped Harrison discover who he was really meant to be.

    Maybe it really would be pleasurable to be used by Art and his friend for a long afternoon. Maybe Harrison really did want to be surrender completely and become the beta bitch Art insisted he was.
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    Harrison looked down at his phone and saw Ally’s smiling face as it rang. He moved his finger to send her to voicemail, but hesitated. He’d been ignoring her texts all day. He couldn’t ignore her call, too.

    Harrison answered, held the phone up to his ear, and said, “Hey.”

    “Why aren’t you answering my texts?” Ally asked.

    “Sorry. I’ve been busy,” he replied.

    “I want to see you,” Ally said. “I want to have date night. We could go to the movies.” Her voice got a little softer as she added, “Or we could watch a movie at home and…have a little fun.”

    Harrison winced. Ally had tried to initiate something physical between them a handful of times since their diner meet up with Art, but Harrison hadn’t been able to get it up. Literally. His cock refused to work. All he could think about as he and Ally were kissing was Art. He thought about Art’s cock in his throat. He thought about Art fucking him. Intense humiliation coursed through his body in a way he hadn’t even experienced when he’d been on the receiving end of Art’s cock and it made it impossible to find the desire he used to have for Ally. It made it seem impossible that Harrison would ever find that desire for a woman. Art had stolen something precious from him.

    “Yeah, I’m sorry, Ally, I can’t tonight,” Harrison said.

    The line was silent for a few seconds before Ally said, “You know, it happens to every guy. You don’t have anything to worry about, I swear. I’m sure it will be better this time. I’ll do all the work. You just have to sit there and enjoy it.”

    There was a time when Harrison would have given anything for a night like that. He would have loved to be on the receiving end of a blowjob from Ally. He would have loved to have her climb into his lap and ride his cock with her utterly perfect pussy. He couldn’t enjoy that now, though. He knew he’d watch Ally get on her knees and he’d think of being on his knees in front of Art and feel the potent rush of humiliation that would keep his cock soft. He knew a night like that would end in misery, Harrison hated feeling that particular form of misery and he hated Art for ensuring Harrison experienced that kind of misery.

    “I can’t, Ally,” Harrison said. “I really am busy.”

    “Where are you?” Ally asked.

    “I had to stay late at work,” Harrison replied. That was a lie, of course. He’d left work an hour ago. He was parked down the street from Art’s place. He hadn’t come up with a plan and it was entirely possible he wouldn’t come up with one, but Harrison was desperate in a way he’d never been. His life felt like it had been completely upended and he needed to fix it. There was no more bullshit in his head about saving Ally from an asshole. Harrison needed to save himself. He needed to reclaim what Art had taken from him.

    “Harrison, please,” Ally said. “I promise, I’ll make you feel good. I want to make you feel good.”

    Harrison knew he should hang up, but he couldn’t help but think that Ally was lying. “Do you?” he asked incredulously. “Because it seems pretty clear that you’d much rather make Art feel good. It seems like you don’t enjoy having sex with me at all, or you wouldn’t have fucked Art in the first place.”

    “Art makes mefeel good,” Ally said. “That’s why I keep going to him. That’s why I keep giving myself to him. He makes me cum harder than anyone ever has. I know it’s kind of fucked up, but I also know that you understand that better than anyone, Harrison. I know that Art has the same effect on you. I know he makes you feel things that you love. I know it.”

    Harrison wanted to throw his phone through the windshield, but not because he was mad at Ally. She was right. Harrison had let himself feel certain things while Art dominated and humiliated him. He’d surrendered to some dark part of his soul and he’d let it take over. It had ruined him, though. He couldn’t get hard for his girlfriend anymore. He felt something potent when he surrendered to Art, but it manifested into something caustic inside him and ruined Harrison’s ability to be a man.

    “Ally, I can’t feel that way. I can’t feel those things. I’m a man. Men can’t feel that way. They just can’t,” Harrison said. “I can’t.”

    Ally’s voice was quiet as she said, “Yes, you can, Harrison. And you can be with me too. You can have both of those things. I don’t think any less of you. I really don’t. I still want to make you feel good. I like doing that. I’ll put on something sexy for you. I’ll give you a lap dance. I’ll go down on you. I’ll suck you off, Harrison. I’ll let you cum in my mouth. I’ll swallow for you. I’ll make you feel good. I really will.”

    “Ally…I can’t,” Harrison said before hanging up. He dropped his phone into his lap, leaned back, and closed his eyes.

    A sense of hopelessness washed over Harrison as he sat in his car. Time and again he’d tried to reclaim his manhood from Art, and time and again he’d been rebuffed, and time and again he’d lost even more of his manhood in the process. He’d fallen so far as to have willingly given himself to Art. Harrison had surrendered to the darkest part of a desire he didn’t even know he had and he’d done it over and over again.

    A knock on the window startled Harrison out of his self-pity and his eyes shot open. He looked towards the passenger door to see Art bent over and smiling. Harrison instinctively reached over to lock the doors and prevent Art from getting inside, but he was too late.

    “Well, well, well,” Art said as he opened the door and climbed in. “Look who’s in my neck of the woods again. What are you doing here, Harrison? Did you miss me? Did you come to get your throat fucked? Did you come to bend over and offer me that tight ass of yours so I could pound you nice and hard and dump a thick load inside you before you go home to your slut of a girlfriend?”

    “Fuck you,” Harrison said softly.

    “What was that?” Art asked.

    Harrison turned his head to look at the man that had ruined him and felt rage rise up in him. “Fuck you,” he repeated, this time with great force in his voice.

    Art smiled as if he wasn’t the slightest bit scared of Harrison. “Actually, it’s been the other way around between us, Harrison. You’re the one that gets fucked. You’re the one I’ve turned into my personal fag. You’re the one who offers his mouth and asshole like you’re nothing more than a cock and cum dumpster.”

    “You fucking ruined me!” Harrison screamed.

    Art’s smile grew wider. “I ruined you? I showed you who you really are. I didn’t ruin you. I saved you. I saved you from years of misery disappointing one girl after another. I showed you the light, Harrison. You’re the one choosing to fight it. You’re a beta bitch. Just fucking embrace it. Ally still likes you. She still wants to be with you. She just needs to be with me – or a guy like me – too.”

    Harrison looked away as some of the rage dissipated. “I can’t get hard,” he said softly.

    “What’s that?” Art asked.

    Harrison directed his gaze out the windshield and said, “I can’t get hard when I’m with Ally. You ruined me. You stole my fucking manhood.”

    “I didn’t ruin you,” Art said. “You can still get hard. Take your dick out.”

    “What?” Harrison asked. “Are you out of your fucking mind?”

    “Take your dick out or I will slap the shit out of you in your own car, Harrison. Then, when I’m done, I’ll drag you out of your car and beat you up right in the street,” Art said.

    As much as it pained him, Harrison knew Art would do exactly that and he didn’t feel like getting his ass kicked again. He unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out.

    “Now stroke yourself,” Art said.

    Harrison took his soft cock in his hand and masturbated. He knew there was no chance he’d get hard, so he wasn’t sure what Art was doing. Unsurprisingly, after a minute of stroking Harrison was just as soft as when he’d started.

    “Close your eyes,” Art said. Harrison did as he was told. “Now think about being on your knees in front of me. Think about looking up at me and seeing my big dick bobbing in front of your face.”

    Harrison tried not to think about it, but with Art providing instruction it was impossible not to.

    “Now I want you to beg for it, Harrison,” Art said. “Like a fucking beta bitch would. Imagine you’re on your knees in front of me and beg for the chance to suck my dick.”

    Harrison clenched his jaw. He had a choice. Either he did what Art wanted, or he got his ass kicked in public. Harrison chose private humiliation over public pain. “Please let me suck your dick,” he said.

    “That’s not good enough. Beg like you mean it, you fucking beta bitch,” Art demanded.

    Harrison pictured himself on his knees in Art’s living room. He looked up at the imaginary Art. He saw the cock that had already been inside him countless times. He took a deep breath and surrendered to the scenario Art had concocted. “Please, Art, let me suck your alpha cock. Let me serve your cock. Let me be the beta bitch that I am.”

    “Look at that,” Art said. “It seems like you have no problem getting hard. You just need to tap into the real you.”

    Harrison opened his eyes and looked down to see his erect cock in his hand. The cock that wouldn’t get hard no matter what Ally did was now ready to experience pleasure. Art had managed to take a little more of Harrison’s manhood without laying a hand on him.

    “Now look at me and beg me to fuck your ass,” Art said.

    Harrison slowly turned his head to look at Art. He saw a confident smile on the other man’s face and a bulge between his legs. He wasn’t sure he could actually humiliate himself to such a degree.

    “Do it,” Art said. “We both know you want to. We both know you’re a fucked up little beta bitch that wants to go back to my place and take it up the ass. We both know you’re not getting whatever manhood you think you lost back. In fact, we both know you never had it in the first place. You were just pretending. I showed you what you really are, Harrison. You’re a worthless little beta male. You find pleasure in serving men like me. You want to suck my cock. You want me to pound your ass and flood it with my fucking load. You even want to do it while your slut of a girlfriend is watching. Now fucking beg me.”

    Harrison’s voice trembled as he said, “Please, Art, fuck my ass.” His hand moved up and down his cock and as the words left his lips he felt a rush of pleasure. The head of his cock swelled up and Harrison had to stop stroking for fear of cumming.

    Art smiled and got out of the car. Harrison breathed a sigh of relief as he was spared from having to surrender more of his manhood to the man that had already taken so much from him. Then the back door opened and Art climbed in.

    “Get back here,” he said. “You’re gonna suck my dick.”

    Harrison looked back to see Art take off his pants and free his cock from his underwear. He was already hard and it seemed that he had every intention of getting what he wanted.

    “We could go back and forth about it. I could slap you around a little. But what’s the point, Harrison?” Art asked. “We both know you’re going to end up on my dick. We both know my cum is going inside you. We both know I’ve turned you into a fucking beta cock whore, so get your ass back here and suck my fucking dick.”

    Harrison crawled into the back seat, took a few moments to position his body in a way that didn’t hurt, and took Art’s cock into his mouth.

    “That’s it,” Art said. “Suck my dick, Harrison. In fact, choke on my fucking cock. Humiliate yourself by choking on my fucking cock in your car. Now, every time you get in this car you’ll think about how I took what I wanted from you and you didn’t even put up a fucking fight.”

    Art put a strong hand on the back of Harrison’s head and pushed down. Harrison choked just like his tormentor wanted him to. The cock remained in his throat as his gag reflex triggered over and over. He didn’t try to fight it, though. He was ruined. He was everything Art said he was. He was just a beta bitch that was meant to serve his superiors.

    “You know, someday you’ll be able to deepthroat without choking,” Art said when he finally relented.

    Harrison gasped for air as a renewed sense of despair filled him. Was it really possible he’d suck so much cock that he’d get good at deepthroating? Did Art really plan on using him for that long?

    “Again,” Art said.

    Harrison didn’t need to be pushed down this time. He took Art’s cock into his mouth willingly. He took it into his throat. He gagged. He spit up. He took the humiliation. Why wouldn’t he? That was the kind of man he was, after all.

    “Now ride me,” Art said. “Reverse cowgirl. I don’t wanna look at your fucking face. I just wanna feel your beta ass milking a load out of me.”

    Harrison kicked his shoes off and lowered his pants. For just a moment he considered taking the beating that Art would certainly give him if he refused, but he didn’t have it in him to resist. His dick was still hard, after all. Some part of him was aroused, even if he was feeling so much humiliation that he couldn’t really parse the sensations in his body anymore.

    Art shifted a little so Harrison could get into position easier. He grabbed the base of Art’s cock, placed it against his asshole, and sat down. It filled him slowly and Art unleashed a moan that seemed to be imbued with the confidence that made him irresistible to girls like Ally.

    “God damn that’s good,” he said. “You notice how I slipped inside you with ease? Your ass is already getting used to cock. It’s turning into a beta pussy. That’s a good thing. It makes getting fucked a lot easier, Harrison. You’re going to appreciate that. Having a loose beta pussy might even mean that you come to love anal sex. You might even find yourself cumming with a cock up your ass.”

    Harrison rode Art’s big dick as he considered how utterly humiliating it would be to cum while getting fucked. It was bad enough that he was doing it. To experience such obvious enjoyment felt like it would leave him irreversibly ruined, if he wasn’t already.

    “Faster,” Art said.

    Harrison bounced faster and he did so without thinking. Art had ordered it so he did it. He was nothing more than a puppet for the man whose cock was buried in his ass. He was pathetic. He was every bit the pathetic beta bitch that Art repeatedly said he was. Harrison’s hard dick was the ultimate proof of that.

    “Fuck, beg me to cum in your ass,” Art demanded.

    “Please, Art, cum in my ass,” Harrison said. “Cum in my…cum in my beta pussy.”

    Art grabbed Harrison’s hips and pulled down. He unleashed a series of deeply satisfied moans. He was dumping his load in Harrison’s ass. He was doing whatever the fuck he wanted with Harrison and he’d gotten no resistance to it. He was right. Harrison was nothing but a beta bitch.

    “Get off my dick,” Art said when he was finished cumming.

    Harrison lifted his ass from the massive cock inside him and grabbed his underwear to get dressed. He couldn’t bear to look at the man that had just fucked him. He couldn’t bear to see the cocky smile on Art’s face.

    Once he was dressed, Art opened the door and stepped out of the car. He leaned over and said, “Go see your girlfriend, Harrison. She wants to make you feel good, so let her. She doesn’t have to know that I fucked you, but you can think about it while she’s sucking your dick or riding you. Think about my cock in your throat. Think about my cock and cum in your ass. Think about what a worthless little beta bitch you are. I’m sure that will help you get hard for her.”

    Art shut the door and walked away as Harrison buttoned his jeans, crawled into the front seat, and started the car. He pulled out and headed towards Ally’s place. He was going to do exactly as Art had suggested.

  
    Confronting the Guy That’s Been Banging His Girlfriend - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Harrison’s fingers lingered over his phone as he tried to come up with the perfect flirty message to send the girl he’d been chatting with on Tinder. A month had passed since he’d extricated himself from a deeply toxic situation with Art and Ally and Harrison was ready to move on to a much healthier relationship.

    The girl was cute and she seemed interested in him, which was absolutely perfect. Harrison needed something simple and fun to help him bounce back from the most tumultuous period of his life. He was hoping that a more straightforward encounter with a girl could help wash away the unpleasant experiences he’d gone through with Art, some with Ally right by his side.

    A loud, insistent knock on the door caught Harrison by surprise and he nearly dropped his phone before closing the dating app and heading for the door. He figured it was an overzealous delivery guy, so he was stunned into silence when he saw Art standing in his doorway.

    “Aren’t you going to invite me in?” Art asked after a few seconds of silence.

    Harrison continued to stare for a few seconds more before asking, “What?”

    “Aren’t you going to invite me in?” Art repeated.

    “No,” Harrison said as the fog of confusion lifted from his brain. “I don’t care why you’re here. I’m not letting you in. You can fuck off, Art. I want nothing to do with you.”

    Harrison tried to shut the door, but Art managed to slip his foot through, making it impossible to close. Harrison pulled back to shut the door harder and crush Art’s foot if necessary, but he never got the chance. Art stepped into the apartment, pushed Harrison right onto his ass with surprising force, and shut the door behind him.

    “What the fuck?” Harrison yelled. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

    Art stepped closer and looked down at Harrison. “Did you really think that breaking up with Ally would set you free?” he asked.

    Harrison moved to stand up but Art put a foot on his chest and pressed down hard, preventing him from moving.

    “Answer me,” Art demanded.

    “Yes, of course I did,” Harrison answered. “It was clear that I wouldn’t be able to escape from the bullshit with you as long as I was still with Ally, so I fucking broke up with her. It’s not like our relationship was going anywhere and it’s not like she loved me, so there was no point in staying with her.”

    “You made a mistake, Harrison,” Art said.

    “No, I didn’t,” he replied.

    “You did. You see, unlike most women, Ally doesn’t mind that you’re a beta bitch. She doesn’t mind that you can’t fuck her worth a damn. She was even willing to continue having sex with you, which is a minor miracle for a bitch like you. You still seem to be clinging to the idea that you’re not a beta bitch, but you are, Harrison. You’re a pathetic excuse for a man and every single woman you date will realize that at some point. You made a mistake in breaking up with the one woman that was willing to accept you for what you are,” Art explained.

    Harrison lifted Art’s foot from his chest, rolled away, and got to his feet before Art could kick him again. “Fuck you!” he screamed. He pushed Art in the chest, but the other man barely moved despite being smaller than Harrison.

    “Is that the best you’ve got?” Art asked.

    Harrison pushed him again, this time with more force. He managed to move him a little, but Art laughed in response.

    “Pathetic,” Art said. “You’re like every pathetic beta bitch in the world. You think you can do better. You think you’re a real man. You think you should be able to date any woman you want, that she’ll want to fuck you because you’re a nice guy. That’s fucking pathetic, Harrison. Women don’t want beta males. They just don’t. They want alpha males. They want guys like me. They don’t want losers like you, and you fucking dumped the one girl you’ll ever meet that was willing to be with a loser like you.”

    “She didn’t want me!” Harrison screamed. “She wanted you. Why the fuck would I want to be with a girl like that.”

    Art laughed uproariously and Harrison reared back to throw a punch. Art deftly dodged it and slugged Harrison in the stomach. He doubled over and gasped to reclaim the air that had rushed out of his diaphragm.

    “She did want you,” Art explained calmly. “She just didn’t want you in the way you wanted her to. She didn’t want you to be her primary sexual partner. She couldn’t have you be that, Harrison, because you couldn’t make her cum the way she wanted. She would have let you fuck her, though. She would have jerked you off from time to time. She would have taken care of your needs, but you were too much of a pathetic beta bitch to see that, so you broke up with her.”

    With his breath recaptured, Harrison stood up, clenched his fists, and prepared to try and throw another punch. The fight left him almost immediately, though. The rage he’d felt subsided and his shoulders sank. “What are you doing here, Art?” he asked with an obvious sense of defeat in his voice.

    Art smiled and stepped closer. “I miss you,” he said.

    Harrison was caught off guard by how genuine he seemed, mostly because it struck him as impossible that Art could feel much of anything.

    “I miss those pretty lips of yours,” Art said as she reached up and pressed his thumb against Harrison’s lower lip.

    “Please…” Harrison said in a soft, weak voice.

    “Shh,” Art replied as he pushed his thumb into Harrison’s mouth. “Don’t talk. Just suck. Remember, you’re a beta bitch. You’re happiest when you do as you’re told, especially when an alpha male is giving the orders.”

    A deep sense of embarrassment emanated through Harrison’s body as he sucked on the thumb in his mouth. Even more embarrassing was the sense of arousal that followed.

    “Ally isn’t the same since you dumped her,” Art said. “She’s not the same little slut I got used to fucking. It’s like she needs you around to understand what it’s like to get fucked by a real man. So I’m here to let you know that you’re going to get back together with Ally. You’re going to be a good beta boyfriend for her.”

    Harrison shook his head. It felt ridiculous to try and protest with Art’s finger deep in his mouth, but he couldn’t fathom getting back together with Ally and subjecting himself to the whirlwind of humiliation that would no doubt come with that.

    Art smiled and unzipped his pants. He pulled out his soft cock, pulled his thumb from Harrison’s mouth, and put a hand on the top of his head. He held it there for a few moments before applying considerable pressure as he hardened his gaze and stared into Harrison’s eyes.

    Somewhere, in the recesses of his mind, Harrison felt the desire to resist. That little voice shouted that he should refuse to fall to his knees, that he should punch Art in the gut, knee him in the face, and push him out the door while blood dripped from his freshly broken nose. Harrison knew that little voice was wrong, though. He knew that none of that would come to pass, that Art would deflect any blow and would return it, leaving Harrison doubled over in pain before he inevitably fell to his knees anyway. So Harrison decided to avoid the pain. He decided to fall to his knees. He decided to surrender to the part of him that knew he was a beta male, that knew he’d never find a girl that he could actually satisfy.

    “That’s right,” Art said as Harrison fell to his knees. “This is what you are, Harrison. You’re a beta male. You exist to serve superior men like me, and I’ve decided that you need to be with Ally to serve me. When she’s with you, she likes being a slut for me. She likes gagging on my cock and getting pounded in her pussy and ass. She likes it when I use her like a fuck toy and pump my load into her tight little holes. She gets off on it when she’s with her beta boyfriend, so you’re going to remain her beta boyfriend for as long as I want you to. Do you understand?”

    Harrison looked at the cock that now rested just a few inches from his face and then directed his gaze up at Art. “Yes, I understand,” he said.

    A confident smile broke across Art’s face. “I know it seems hard to believe now, but some day you’ll thank me for all of this. You’ll be on your knees just like this. You’ll be looking up at me just like you are right now. You’ll profess your gratitude to me for having broken you, for having helped you embrace your true self. Then you’ll open that pretty mouth of yours and suck my cock until I pump my load down your throat. You’ll swallow and then you’ll thank me for the opportunity to serve an alpha male. Your pretty little girlfriend will be right there, too. She’ll encourage you to show your gratitude and swallow my cum like a grateful whore should.”

    Harrison closed his eyes and took a deep breath as a deeper kind of humiliation than any he’d ever experienced washed over him. He felt that humiliation because he knew every word Art had spoken was true. He knew he’d do every single thing the alpha male standing in front of him had said. It was pathetic, but Harrison had surrendered to Art’s desires each and every time. Of course he’d fall to his knees and thank Art for having broken him. Of course he would.

    “Now take my cock in your mouth and get me hard, you worthless fucking beta bitch,” Art demanded.

    Harrison sunk lower and took the tip of Art’s soft cock into his mouth. He swallowed most of the flaccid shaft and sucked gently.

    “Eye contact,” Art demanded.

    Harrison looked up and held Art’s gaze as he brought the soft cock to an increasingly erect state.

    “You still need work as a cocksucker,” Art said. “But you’re going to get plenty of practice from now on. There’s no better way of breaking a beta boy’s spirit than by putting him on his knees every fucking day so he can suck a hot load of cum from a real man’s cock. You’ll be sucking lots of dick, Harrison. You and your girlfriend. I’m going to whore out your mouths and make sure you both understand your place. I’m going to break you even more than you’re broken right now, you worthless fucking beta bitch.”

    Art pulled his phone from his pocket, held it up, and snapped a picture of Harrison sucking cock. He didn’t trying to cover his face or look away. Instead, he surrendered.

    “I told Ally I was going to convince you to take her back,” Art said with a smile. “She wasn’t sure I could do it. She said you sounded serious when you broke up with her. She doesn’t know you like I do though, does she? She doesn’t see just how much of a beta male you are. She doesn’t see just how desperate you are to serve a real man. I see it though, Harrison. I see what you are. I see what you really crave, what really drives you. I see everything.”

    Art put a hand on the back of Harrison’s head and fucked his mouth like it was little more than a sex toy. The alpha male’s big cock pushed into Harrison’s throat over and over, causing his eyes to water and saliva to pour from his mouth. Harrison didn’t pull away or try to make it stop, though. He simply surrendered.

    “That’s it,” Art said. “Let me use your mouth like it’s nothing more than a hole for my pleasure. Just sit there like a little beta bitch and let me fuck your face.”

    Art’s phone dinged and he looked at the message while his cock continued to pummel Harrison’s mouth.

    “Ally’s delighted,” he said. “She’s on her way over here right now, in fact. She says she’s going to make you feel good for choosing to get back together with her. I suggest you embrace what your girlfriend is willing to offer this time, Harrison. We both know you’re going to be my beta plaything for as long as I desire. There’s no escape for you. You’re whatever the fuck I want you to be until I’m done with you. Once I am, you’ll be free to do as you please. Of course, by that point you’ll be so thoroughly broken that the only thing you’ll want to be is a beta fuck hole for an alpha male like me.”

    Art laughed as he buried every inch of his cock in Harrison’s mouth and held it there. He couldn’t breathe, but Harrison didn’t fight. A mild sense of panic set in, but he fought it off as Art unleashed a loud, deeply-satisfied groan.

    Harrison bent over and gasped for air when Art finally pulled out. Saliva dripped from his mouth and onto the floor beneath him. His throat ached, but he felt a kind of lust that made him hate himself for a few moments.

    “Stand up, take your clothes off, and offer me your asshole,” Art demanded. “Ally’s on her way over and when she walks in I want her to see me taking you balls deep.”

    Harrison stood, looked at the man who was determined to break him, and surrendered. He stripped, left his clothes and shoes in a pile on the floor, and walked towards the couch. He got on his hands and knees and looked back as Art approached with his massive, stiff, spit-soaked cock bouncing in front of him.

    “Beg for it,” Art demanded. “Beg like the beta bitch that you are.”

    Harrison took a deep breath and surrendered. “Please, fuck me. Fuck my ass. Fuck me balls deep. Fuck me and cum inside me.”

    Art brought his hand down on Harrison’s ass. He cried out in pain and another swift blow landed on his other cheek. Art spit in his hand, rubbed it over Harrison’s asshole, and unceremoniously slid inside him.

    Harrison cried out from the pain of being taken by something so thick. He closed his eyes, gritted his teeth, and let Harrison take him.

    “After I’ve broken you, you’ll crave this,” Art said. “Having a cock in your ass will make you feel complete. Getting fucked by a real man will satisfy you in ways you never imagined possible. You’ll finally have embraced your place as a beta bitch.”

    Art pulled out and drove every inch of his cock back into Harrison. He winced from the pain, but the second thrust was nowhere near as bad as the first. The third, fourth, and fifth were less painful too.

    Harrison heard the front door open. He looked to see Ally step into the living room. He saw a bright smile cross her face. She stripped and approached. Harrison watched her soft, perky breasts bounce as she came towards him. She got on her knees on the couch next to him. Her lips found his and her tongue invaded his mouth as Art’s cock invaded his ass.

    “We’re going to be so happy together,” Ally said. “Art is going to make sure of that. Doesn’t it feel good to know that he’s in control? Doesn’t it feel good to know what kind of man you really are?”

    Harrison surrendered. “Yes,” he said. “It feels so good.”

    Art buried his cock in Harrison’s ass and unloaded. He grunted and groaned as his cum decorated Harrison’s rectum. After a solid thirty seconds of orgasmic pleasure he pulled out, stepped back, and said, “Both of you get on your knees and clean my cock. Right fucking now.”

    Harrison backed off the couch and got on his knees along with Ally. She smiled at him and wrapped her fingers around the base of Art’s cock.

    “You first,” Ally said.

    Harrison looked at Art’s slick cock and surrendered. He took it in his mouth. He tasted himself on it. He took another step towards being the broken beta male Art intended on turning him into.

    The End.

  
    Connect with Her As They Have Sex

    You’re on your knees by the side of your bed. You’re looking up at your wife and her bull. He’s on his back and she’s on top. They’re kissing as she teases his cock by rubbing her pussy lips over the thick, throbbing head. He’ll be inside her soon. He’ll fill her like she needs to be filled. She’ll ride him until they both cum and you’ll get to watch it all.

    After a thorough bout of naughty foreplay, your wife’s pussy is soaked and the head of her bull’s cock is slippery with her juices and his precum. She sits back and smiles down at him as she reaches between their legs and guides the head of his cock between her plump pussy lips.

    She looks at you and takes him inside her. Her mouth opens and she moans while smiling. “He feels so good inside me,” she says softly. “I love his cock so much.”

    She sinks down, taking every inch of her bull’s thickness as she looks back at him. She puts her hands on his chest and slowly rocks her hips back and forth. He reaches up to play with her breasts and she moans as he gently pulls on her nipples, deepening her excitement.

    “Ride me,” he says. “Ride my cock while your husband watches.”

    Your wife smiles at her bull and rides him just like he wants. She goes slow at first, lifting her pussy until he’s almost completely out of her and sinking back down again. You have a nice view between her legs. You can see that his cock glistens with her juices when she pulls off of it and the sight of him disappearing inside her again is enough to make your cock throb with intense desire.

    She takes her time, but your beautiful wife picks up the pace, mostly because she can’t resist. She likes drawing out sex with her bull, but she has needs and when she gets turned on she can’t help but meet those needs.

    Soon enough she’s bouncing hard on his cock. Up and down her hips go as she digs her fingernails into his chest. The sounds of wet, wild, wonderful sex fill the bedroom and your dick – your much smaller dick – throbs between your legs as you witness your wife’s pleasure at having her bull’s cock inside her.

    Then, after a few minutes of vigorous fucking, your wife slows down. She leans back with his cock buried deep inside her and slowly moves her hips back and forth. She milks him with the wetness and heat of her flesh and he can’t help but smile.

    “God damn your pussy feels good,” he says.

    Your wife returns his smile. “Your cock feels even better. I swear, you’ve fucked me so many times and I still can’t get enough of your beautiful dick. I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of having it inside me.”

    He reaches up with both hands and grasps her breasts. He squeezes hard enough to elicit a loud moan from your wife and she leans back, puts her hands on his thighs, and rides him faster. You stare at the union of their bodies and marvel at how beautiful it is to see another man’s cock deep inside the woman you love.

    She works him like that for a few minutes before pulling her pussy off his shaft, moving back between his legs, and taking him in her mouth. She sucks her slippery, sweet juices off his cock and he entwines his fingers in her long, soft hair, guiding her up and down his dick in a manner that seems to thrill her.

    Never in your life has your wife given you a blowjob during sex. Never has she hopped off your cock and taken you in her mouth to enhance your pleasure like she’s doing for her bull. You feel a little jealous, but it only makes your dick throb harder.

    After a beautiful oral interlude, your wife climbs on his cock again. He slips into her soaking wet pussy with ease and she moans in the same way she does every time he fills her.

    “Come here, my love,” your wife says as she begins to ride him slowly. “Kiss me.”

    You stand and lean over to kiss your wife as another man’s cock fills her pussy. She reaches up and her fingers dance through the hair on the back of your head as her tongue slips into your mouth in a slow, tender, hugely erotic manner.

    The kiss ends, but your wife’s lips remain achingly close to yours. Her eyes open and you connect with her as she rides him a little faster.

    “Thank you for watching,” she says. “Thank you for always being here when my bull fucks me. Thank you for being such a wonderful cuckold and happily witnessing my pleasure with the other man in my life.”

    “I love you,” you say. “And I love watching you experience the joy that he provides.”

    Your wife smiles before a long moan escapes her lips. It seems like she’s getting closer to her climax.

    “I love you, my darling cuckold,” she replies. “Now kiss me again. Kiss me as I ride his cock. Connect with me as I connect with my bull.”

    You kiss your wife. It’s deep and passionate. It’s the kind of kiss that used to precede sex between the two of you, but now it’s the kind of kiss you often share while someone else is inside her. It’s a beautiful way to connect while someone else is fucking her. It always enhances the pleasure of watching and it seems to turn her on too.

    “Tell me you want him to cum inside me, baby,” she says. “Tell me you want my bull to flood my pussy with his potent seed.”

    Your foreheads touch as you say, “I want him to cum inside you. I want your bull to cum inside you. I want another man to cum in my wife. I want him to flood my wife’s pussy with his potent seed.”

    She rides him faster and reaches up to hold your head in both her hands. She moans and you can feel the warmth of her breath against your lips. Her bull grabs her hips to help her ride him faster and you reach down to play with her breasts, doing everything you can to enhance her pleasure.

    “I want him to flood your womb with his seed,” you say.

    Your wife moans. She fucks her bull faster. Her lips press against yours. She kisses you vigorously. You return her passion. She moans loudly. Her bull groans.

    They cum together. She drops her pussy onto his cock and her tongue dances wildly in your mouth as she unleashes a steady stream of moans. His grunts and groans fill the bedroom as he cums inside your wife.

    “That was beautiful,” you say.

    Her eyes open and she smiles at you. “Yes, it was,” she replies. “Thank you for helping to make it beautiful. Thank you for being a good cuckold.”

    She wraps her fingers around your cock and offers a few slow strokes. You know she won’t make you cum – that only happens after her bull has left – but it feels spectacularly good and you don’t mind that you’re not going to cum from it.

    “Will you get us a few damp towels so we can clean up?” your wife asks.

    “Of course,” you say. She releases your cock and you head to the bathroom to dampen a few towels and help her clean up after the beautiful sex you just witnessed. With any luck, you’ll get to watch again before the night is over.

  
    Consulting the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook - Part 1

    
      I thought it would be fun to get a little meta while telling a story of a wife coming into her own and demanding the pleasure she craves while humiliating her cuckold husband and showing him that there’s pleasure in denial, submission, and everything else that’s wonderful about having a dominant hotwife
    

    
      If you haven’t yet checked out the stories from 
      
        
          The Cuckold Humiliation Handbook
        
      
      , do so now.
    

    
      
    

    Peyton grabbed her iPad from the nightstand, pulled the covers over her body, and tapped the Patreon app icon.

    A few moments later Peyton was staring at The Cuckold Humiliation Handbook, a lengthy list of stories that had unlocked a wealthy of kinky desires she hadn’t known she possessed until a few weeks prior.

    She opened a story about a married woman flirting with other men while her husband watches. Peyton slipped a hand into her panties as she read the splendidly sexy tale and felt a beautiful, previously, unfamiliar kind of arousal fill her body. She smiled at the wetness that developed between her legs and the intense sense of satisfaction that spread through her as she read about a wife set free to explore her desires as she saw fit.

    Peyton climaxed before she made it through half the story. She closed her eyes and let the iPad rest against her chest as she experienced yet another wondrous orgasm fueled by thoughts of cuckolding her husband.

    After a few moments of basking in her post-orgasmic bliss she closed the app, turned off her iPad, and put it in her nightstand drawer.

    Peyton looked at her sleeping husband and marveled at Alan’s ability to stay in a deep state of slumber as his wife climaxed next to him.

    Though she’d done her best to try and ignore the growing sense that something needed to be done about her ailing sex life, Peyton couldn’t ignore it anymore. Her discovery of Becca’s writing and the delightfully kinky notion of cuckolding had made Alan’s shortcomings even more obvious and frustrating.

    Something had to be done and in that moment Peyton decided that she’d let her favorite series of naughty stories guide her.

    
      

    

    
      The Handbook Says: Tell Your Husband His Cock Isn’t Big Enough
    

    Peyton didn’t want to blindside Alan with her dissatisfaction, so she chose a slightly different route while following the same basic message as described in the Handbook.

    Armed with a desire for something bigger and better, she visited Adam & Eve and purchased the ‘So Real 8 Inch Realistic Dildo.’ It struck her as something close to the perfect cock, especially with the impressive thickness.

    She used the toy on the day it arrived. Alan was out golfing, which gave Peyton as much time as she needed to enjoy the new cock in her life.

    She’d bought a bottle of lube to go with it – it had been quite some time since she’d had something that big inside her and she figured lube would be helpful – and she had her toy and the lube on the nightstand as she got naked and climbed into bed.

    Peyton pulled up Becca’s story about a wife telling her husband his cock wasn’t big enough, played with her pussy while she read it, and then spread a healthy coating of lube over the toy as she prepared to fuck herself with something wondrously long and thick.

    The difference was noticeable immediately. From the moment the thick, mushroom-shaped head of the toy penetrated her Peyton felt the kind of fullness she’d been missing. It couldn’t compare to having an actual man attached to a cock that size, but it was a decent replacement for that sort of thing and it actually felt better than when Alan fucked her.

    The combination of the toy stretching her pussy and the sensual story was enough to give Peyton a massively pleasurable orgasm.

    As Peyton enjoyed the delightful post-orgasmic sensations a plan came together for how she was going to inform her husband of just how inadequate he was.

    
      

    

    Peyton put her plan in motion after she and Alan had shared a bottle of wine while they watched a Netflix movie.

    She was delightfully buzzed and could see that the wine was having a similar effect on her husband. Normally that kind of buzz led to a semi-satisfying sexual encounter. Tonight it was going to lead to an entirely different kind of encounter.

    Peyton took the glasses and empty wine bottle to the kitchen and then took her husband’s hand and led him to the bedroom.

    “I’d like you to get naked for me,” she said, “while I change into something a little more comfortable.”

    A delighted look crossed Alan’s face as he began to strip while Peyton released his hand and headed towards the walk-in closet.

    She selected Alan’s favorite lingerie: a simple black lace babydoll that made her breasts look spectacular and a pair of matching panties.

    The look on his face when she emerged from the closet was exactly what Peyton was hoping for. He seemed enamored with his wife and he’d taken the liberty of masturbating to get his cock nice and hard, which he’d rightfully assumed would mean he’d get to fuck her. He was wrong about that, though.

    Peyton approached the foot of the bed and smiled at her husband as she played with her breasts and rubbed her pussy through the sheer panties.

    “You like my little lingerie set, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Alan said as he reached out and stroked his cock.

    Peyton couldn’t help but compare his dick to the dildo she’d fucked just a few hours prior. Alan wasn’t exactly small – he was probably five inches fully erect – but he was far from big and he wasn’t particularly thick. If she was wet enough during sex there were times when she literally couldn’t feel him inside her. That was no longer acceptable.

    Peyton crawled into the bed and held her husband’s gaze as she sat across his thighs and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “Is your dick hard for me?” she asked.

    Alan nodded and groaned as she teased him with slow, sensual strokes.

    “Does your dick want to be in my pussy?” she asked.

    Alan nodded again. “Yes. Desperately,” he said.

    Peyton’s heart pounded hard in her chest as she prepared to put her plan in motion. This was the moment. Her marriage was going to change and there would be no going back once she did what she’d planned to do. She was okay with that, though. She wasn’t doing it on a whim. She needed to make the change. She couldn’t spend the next 30 years of her life having bad, boring sex.

    “What if my pussy doesn’t want your dick?” Peyton asked.

    Confusion washed over Alan’s face as he said, “What?”

    Peyton leaned forward and kissed Alan’s neck as she moved her panty clad pussy over the tip of his throbbing cock.

    “What if I need something bigger?” she whispered.

    Alan groaned as she continued to grind her pussy into his cock.

    “What if I need something that you can’t give me?”

    “Do you?” Alan asked.

    Peyton kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth in the process. He kissed her back as his arousal won out over any confusion he might have been feeling.

    She pulled open the nightstand drawer and pulled out her new toy after the kiss. She sat up and scooted back until she was seated across Alan’s thighs once more.

    Peyton held up the dildo she’d purchased and then placed it next to Alan’s cock. He looked down and a sad, sweet look crossed his face.

    Peyton was surprised at the size difference. She knew the toy was bigger, but it looked considerably larger when directly compared to her husband’s cock, with the thickness being the most remarkable difference.

    Alan’s cock hadn’t softened one bit, though he seemed unable to say much of anything.

    “Would you say this new cock is bigger than yours, honey?” Peyton asked.

    Alan nodded, though it seemed difficult for him.

    “Can you understand why it would be more satisfying for me to have this cock inside me?” Peyton asked as she held up the toy.

    Alan was slower to respond, but after a few moments he nodded again.

    Peyton pulled aside her panties and pushed two fingers into her pussy. She knew she was aroused, but she found the level of wetness between her legs surprising.

    “Can you hear that?” she asked. “Can you hear how wet I am?”

    Alan nodded.

    “Did you know that when I’m this wet I can’t even feel you inside me?” she asked.

    “No,” Alan said. “I didn’t know that.”

    “It’s true. When I get truly excited I can’t even feel your cock in my pussy,” Peyton said as she rubbed the head of the dildo over her pussy lips to get it wet. “I need more than that, Alan. I need to feel something inside me. I need to feel a nice big cock stretching my pussy when I get aroused like that. I don’t want to feel the disappointment of having you climb on top and thrust into me until you cum while I feel nothing at all.”

    Peyton sat down on the toy as her husband’s eyes remained glued between her legs.

    “Fuck,” she said as the dildo filled her. “I need this, Alan. I need to be filled. I need to be stretched. I need to be fucked by something bigger than what you offer.”

    Peyton closed her eyes and threw her head back as she moaned. The toy felt considerably better than it had that afternoon, and she knew why. It was because Alan was watching. It was because she was telling him exactly how she felt. It was because his cock was still hard, too.

    “Play with your cock, baby,” Peyton said. “Stroke yourself while I fuck this big cock. Stroke yourself while your wife satisfies her pussy with a nice big dick.”

    Peyton opened her eyes to see Alan doing exactly as she’d told him. His gaze was still directed between her legs as his fingers moved up and down his turgid shaft.

    “It feels so good, Alan. It feels so fucking good to have a big cock inside me,” Peyton said.

    When Alan stroked his cock even faster it emboldened Peyton.

    “It feels so much better than your cock does. It’s so much thicker and longer. It’s fucking your wife like she needs to be fucked, Alan,” she said.

    Alan groaned as Payton pumped the toy into her pussy. The sounds of wet sex filled the bedroom, joining her moans and Alan’s deeply pleasured groans.

    “Does this turn you on, baby? Do you like watching me fuck a nice big cock?” Peyton asked. “Do you like seeing your wife get fucked by the kind of cock that can actually pleasure her?”

    Peyton watched her husband’s face as he looked up at her. She found the look of pain mixed with pleasure that he directed her way intoxicating. She fucked her pussy faster. She moaned louder.

    “Your cock is so hard,” Peyton said as Alan refused to answer her. “You’re stroking yourself so fast, baby. Does that mean you like this? Does that mean you like knowing that your cock can’t truly satisfy me? Does that mean that you like knowing that I need something better than what’s between your legs to have the orgasms I deserve?”

    Alan nodded. It was subtle, like he didn’t want to admit it, but his continued masturbation was all the confirmation Peyton needed.

    “It’s better than you, Alan. This toy is better than you. It makes me feel better than you,” Peyton said. “This toy gives me what I need and you can’t. This toy fucks your wife better than your dick ever has.”

    “Fuck, Peyton,” Alan finally said.

    “Tell me you want me to cum on this big cock, Alan. Do it. Tell me you want to see your wife cum on the big cock pounding her pussy,” Peyton demanded.

    “Cum on the cock, Peyton,” he said. “I want to see you cum on that cock. I want to see you cum on that big cock.”

    “Thank you, baby,” Peyton said. “Thank you for recognizing that your cock is inferior. Thank you for recognizing that I need so much more than you can give me.”

    Peyton leaned back and drilled her pussy with the big toy. She looked down to see it disappearing into her body over and over. She smiled at the way Alan stared as he stroked his cock furiously.

    “Cum for me, Alan. Cum while you watch me get fucked by a nice big cock. Cum while you think about how long it’s going to be before I let your disappointing little dick inside me again,” Peyton said.

    “Fuck, fuck!” Alan said as he did as his wife demanded. His load shot in the air and landed on his stomach as the joy of his orgasm washed over him.

    Peyton’s orgasm soon followed. She buried the toy inside her and felt the way her pussy clung to it, the muscles attempting to milk a load out of a cock that could never actually cum inside her. She moaned at the idea of having a real man with a cock that big to fuck her. She screamed in pleasure at the notion of making that fantasy a reality some day. Her pussy pulsed at the promise of having a genuine big cock inside her before long.

    Alan certainly didn’t know it, but Peyton was absolutely going to cuckold him. She had a few more steps to take to get him there, but it was going to happen and there was no stopping it.
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    “Can we…can I watch you use the toy?” Alan asked.

    Peyton smiled. It had been a few days since her first foray into dominating and humiliating her husband and she’d purposefully shied away from mentioning it since then. She wanted to see how he reacted to the light dose of humiliation she’d offered.

    “You certainly can,” Peyton said as she stood up and took her husband’s hand in hers. They walked towards the bedroom as she asked, “Have you been thinking about it?”

    “I have,” he said quietly.

    Peyton pulled him into the bedroom and turned to face her husband as she pulled him close. “You don’t have to be embarrassed, honey. It’s supposed to be arousing. I mean, how many men get to experience arousal as a result of their shortcomings?” she asked as her hand moved between his legs and massaged his already-stiff cock.

    Alan groaned as Peyton kissed him softly. She felt a newfound kind of confidence at his eagerness to continue playing in the manner she’d introduced just a few days prior. It was time to enact the next piece of advice from The Cuckold Humiliation Handbook.

    
      The Handbook Says: Take Control of Your Cuckold’s Orgasms
    

    “There’s one condition to my willingness to fuck the toy for you,” Peyton said.

    “Anything,” Alan replied.

    She smiled, stepped back, and said, “You only get to cum if I give you permission. I control your orgasms.”

    The look on his face made it clear that Alan wasn’t entirely on board with the notion of sacrificing control over his ability to climax.

    Peyton countered with a striptease, slowly removing each article of clothing as her husband stared at her lithe body. His cock was still rock hard and she could see a little precum stain at the front of his pants.

    “Come here,” Peyton said as she sat on the edge of the bed.

    She spread her legs as Alan stepped closer and stared into his eyes while reaching out to take one of his hands and place it on her breast. His fingers immediately began to knead the soft flesh and Peyton closed her eyes and moaned. It felt quite good, especially when he concentrated his efforts on her nipple.

    Peyton unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock as he played with her tits. She moved her fingers up and down the erect flesh, rubbing the tip and using the precum to lube him and make Alan moan.

    “It won’t be so bad,” Peyton said. “Giving me control, that is. You won’t be able to cum exactly when you want, but you might find it’s even more fun this way.”

    Peyton reached up and pushed down on her husband’s shoulders. He took the hint and fell to his knees between her legs. His gaze focused on her pussy as Peyton let her fingers drift up the soft, smooth skin of her thighs and gently parted her labia.

    “Don’t you want to make me happy, honey? Don’t you want to satisfy your wife?” Peyton asked.

    Alan looked up at her and nodded as she reached out and pulled his mouth to her pussy.

    “Taste me,” she said.

    Peyton smiled, closed her eyes, and moaned as Alan ate her pussy with his skilled tongue.

    “Mmmm, your cock has never been worth much, but your tongue is spectacularly talented, dear,” Peyton said, eliciting a moan from her husband. “You like that, don’t you? You like being able to please me in some way since your dick is so worthless for making my pussy cum.”

    Alan slipped two fingers inside her and assaulted Peyton’s clit with his tongue, making her moan as she grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled hard.

    “You’ll get to do more of this if you give me control of your orgasms, honey. You’ll cum less, but you’ll get to worship my pussy more often. You’ll get to make me cum more often. You’ll get to feel like you’re not entirely useless as a sexual partner much more often,” Peyton said.

    She looked down at her husband, pulled his head away from her pussy, and asked, “Now, do you want to give me control of your orgasms? Do you want to sacrifice the ability to cum whenever you please in the name of making your wife happy?”

    Alan hesitated for a moment before nodding and saying, “Yes.”

    “Good. Now stand up and take your clothes off,” she said before crawling across the bed and pulling her toy from the nightstand.

    Alan was naked by the time Peyton turned around and she smiled and said, “Get in the bed, honey. Lay on your back with your legs spread. Don’t you dare touch your cock, though.”

    Alan got in bed and spread his legs. Peyton moved like she was going to straddle her husband and take his cock inside her, but instead she sat so they were arranged crotch to crotch. His cock was tantalizingly close to her pussy, but of course he wouldn’t be permitted inside her.

    Instead, Peyton rubbed the head of the dildo around her slippery cunt and then pushed it inside as Alan watched.

    “I can’t believe I waited this long to replace your cock,” Peyton said as she felt the bliss of the dildo stretching her out.

    She smiled as the pleasure and pain of humiliation washed across her husband’s face. She enjoyed the way his cock seemed to bob and bounce as arousal surged through him.

    Peyton pulled the toy from her pussy and held it up. It glistened with her juices as she looked at Alan and said, “My pussy gets wetter for this toy than it ever has for your cock. Isn’t that incredible? Doesn’t that tell you just how useless your dick is to me?”

    Alan reached down and wrapped his fingers around his cock and began to stroke. Peyton sat up, grabbed his wrist and squeezed tight enough for him to wince.

    “Alan, honey, we can either explore a way for me to achieve the sexual pleasure I crave or we can go our separate ways,” she said. “Do you understand what I’m saying?”

    Alan nodded.

    “My goal is to make this as satisfying for you as it is for me, but that’s going to happen on my terms, not on yours. You’ve spent the entirety of our marriage satisfying your needs without much concern for mine and I’m no longer okay with that. I understand that it’s going to take practice to learn how to please me, but I need you to commit to that practice or I will leave you. Do you understand?” she said.

    Alan released his cock and let his hand fall to the bed. Peyton wished she didn’t have to be so harsh with him, but his inability to make it more than a few minutes without selfishly pulling on his cock made it clear that Alan wasn’t nearly as committed to her pleasure as she needed him to be.

    “I’m sorry,” he said.

    “I know, but saying you’re sorry isn’t good enough, Alan. You have to act like you’re committed to giving me what I need and you have to trust that I’m going to give you what you need, even if it might feel like I’m denying you what you need.”

    Peyton stroked his cock slowly and watched as her husband’s emotional agony washed away. It was quickly replaced by a deep sense of pleasure as he closed his eyes and moaned.

    “Unfortunately, you don’t get to watch me fuck the toy,” she said. “That’s something you have to earn, and your inability to keep your hand off your disappointing cock means you don’t get to experience that treat. Instead, I’m going to sit on your face and you’re going to make me cum with the only part of you that’s worth a damn sexually,” Peyton said.

    She released her husband’s cock and swiftly sat on his face. Alan seemed surprised at the force with which she smothered him but he quickly put his tongue to use in offering Peyton the pleasure she craved.

    “That’s it, honey,” Peyton said. “Eat my pussy. Make me cum. Give your wife the orgasm she craves. Satisfy me.”

    Peyton felt a sense of power surge through her as she rode her husband’s face for the first time in a long, long time. She’d never ridden him with such dominant intent, either, and it felt remarkably good to simply demand that he make her cum without considering his need for a climax. He didn’t deserve a climax. He’d thrown away his ability to cum when he’d been unable to refrain from masturbating.

    Peyton closed her eyes, threw her head back, and had a beautiful orgasm on her husband’s face. She sat down and her pussy lips spread over his mouth and nose as her thighs trembled and the sheer joy of a dominant climax rushed through her body.

    When Peyton lifted her pussy from Alan’s face she laughed at the mess her juices had left behind.

    “That was a lovely orgasm, honey,” she said while laying next to her husband and reaching down to tease his cock.

    It dawned on Peyton that it was a perfect time to try something else from the Handbook.

    
      The Handbook Says: Practice Tease and Denial with Verbal Humiliation
    

    “Does that feel good?” Peyton said as she cuddled up next to Alan.

    “Yes,” he said.

    She stroked him slowly and mostly kept her fingers away from the head of his cock, ensuring he wouldn’t get anywhere near an orgasm.

    “Did it feel good to make me cum?” she asked. “Did it feel good when I came all over your face?”

    Alan moaned and said, “Yes.”

    Peyton kissed his neck and played with his balls before whispering, “And how does it feel to know that your tongue makes me cum harder than your cock ever has?”

    Alan didn’t have an answer for that, nor was Peyton expecting one. She liked that he couldn’t help but groan, though. She liked that he was experiencing deep, beautiful arousal as she explained that his dick couldn’t satisfy her.

    “How does it feel to know that you’ve been replaced by a dildo? That you’ve actually been surpassed by a dildo. That a long, thick rubber cock makes me feel better and makes me cum harder than this poor excuse for a dick you have between your legs?” Peyton asked as she slowly ran her fingers up the underside of her husband’s shaft.

    Peyton squeezed the head of Alan’s cock and precum slowly poured from the tip. She collected it with her fingers and gently rubbed the underside of his cock head, providing a wondrous sensation that made him tremble.

    “Your dick is so hard, honey. Does that mean you want to cum?” Peyton asked.

    “Yes, please,” Alan said without hesitation. “Please let me cum.”

    “I figured that’s what you wanted,” Peyton said with obvious delight in her voice. “The question is whether or not you deserve to cum.”

    Peyton squeezed the head of his cock just hard enough to make Alan wince.

    “I’m not sure you do,” she continued. “You were a bad boy, after all. You tried to masturbate just a few minutes after I told you I was in control. You just couldn’t keep your hands away from your cock.”

    “I’m sorry,” Alan said. “I won’t do it again, I promise.”

    “You shouldn’t make promises you can’t keep, honey,” Peyton said. “You really shouldn’t.”

    She collected his precum once again and swiftly stroked her husband’s throbbing cock with a tight grip. Alan’s hips pushed into the air and he cried out in pleasure as Peyton pleasured him.

    She released his dick and an anguished groan escaped her husband’s lips. Arousal coursed through her body, the result of teasing Alan and getting him to a place of such intense desire that he seemed to be on the verge of madness.

    “Close your eyes,” Peyton said.

    Alan did as he was told and she picked up the dildo. She rubbed her clit and moved the head of the toy around her pussy lips before sliding it deep inside.

    “Keep your eyes closed,” Peyton said. “I’m going to fuck my toy and you don’t deserve to watch.”

    Alan groaned, but he kept his eyes closed.

    Peyton was wet enough that she could fuck herself hard and fast with the dildo, generating wonderfully slippery sounds to go along with her moans of pleasure.

    Alan writhed in the bed next to her, seemingly driven by a deep desire to watch his wife fuck the toy she’d replaced him with.

    “Keep your eyes closed, honey,” she said. “I know you want to watch me satisfy my pussy. I know you want to watch this big cock stretching me out and filling me like yours never has. I know you want to see your wife get fucked by a cock that can actually satisfy her, but you don’t deserve that. Not today. Not after you disobeyed me and tried to play with your cock. You deserve to sit there with your eyes closed and your dick throbbing. That’s all you deserve.”

    Lust rushed through Peyton’s body as she humiliated her husband. She felt the same kind of power that she knew she’d soon be addicted to. She felt a deep, burning desire to turn him into the exact kind of man she needed him to be. Best of all, Peyton was completely certain that Alan would eventually become that man.

    She closed her eyes and imagined another man between her legs. She imagined him sliding in and out of her pussy. She imagined him fucking her like she desperately craved. She imagined him giving her the pleasure her husband couldn’t.

    “Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Peyton cried out. “This big cock is going to make me cum!”

    Peyton screamed in pleasure and buried the dildo inside her as she experienced a beautiful, body-shaking orgasm.

    “You can open your eyes,” Peyton said.

    Alan opened his eyes and looked between her legs as Peyton pulled the toy from her pussy and showed him how slippery it was.

    His refusal to tear his gaze from the dildo gave Peyton a naughty idea. With a smile she brought the toy to her lips and took it in her mouth. She sucked and licked it clean and fantasized about doing that same thing for another man. She thought about giving head to someone with a truly spectacular cock and was surprised and delighted to feel a surge of desire between her legs mere moments after cumming.

    Better still was Alan’s reaction. His eyes went wide as she gave the toy a blowjob and for a moment he lifted his hand from the bed and reached for his cock. He fought off the urge before Peyton had to stop him, leaving her to enjoy the fact that Alan wanted to masturbate while he watched her suck cock.

    Peyton pulled the toy from her mouth, rolled onto her side, held the toy between Alan’s legs and said, “If you had a dick this big I’m not sure I’d be able to stop sucking your cock. It’s too bad that you don’t.”

    Alan groaned and Peyton laughed before rolling away from him, putting the toy on the nightstand, and getting out of bed.

    “You won’t be cumming tonight,” she informed him. “And while I understand it’s going to be difficult, I expect you to refrain from jerking yourself off. I will be deeply disappointed if you masturbate. I refuse to stay with a man that cannot control himself in that manner. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” he replied. “I won’t masturbate.”

    “Good,” she said while approaching his side of the bed. She leaned down to give Alan a soft kiss and added, “I promise I’m going to help you experience a kind of sexual pleasure you didn’t know was possible. You’re just going to have to have faith in me. Okay?”

    “Okay,” he said.

    Peyton smiled, kissed him again, and got dressed. She wasn’t entirely sure Alan would keep his promise, but she would find a way to punish him if he didn’t. She just hoped it wouldn’t come to that. She hoped she could concentrate on the fun stuff, like getting her husband ready to be a cuckold.
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    "Those pants are incredible,” Alan said as Peyton took his hand in hers and stepped into the hotel lobby. “I feel like I’ve never seen those before. Are they new?”

    Peyton was wearing a pair of wet look leggings that fit like a second skin. She’d paired them with strappy black high heels and she knew her legs and ass looked incredible. The tight, low cut long sleeve top she’d picked out highlighted her breasts and the particularly helpful push-up bra she’d worn with them. There was a reason the bellhop had been especially eager to open the door for her. She looked damn good.

    “They are new. I bought them yesterday,” Peyton said as she strode across the elegant lobby and towards the bar that was their intended destination.

    “They look really, really good,” Alan said.

    Peyton couldn’t quite contain her smile. Alan wasn’t worth much in the bedroom, but she still enjoyed his attention and affection, especially when it could be used to deepen his willingness to be a cuckold for her.

    They stopped just outside the bar and Peyton guided Alan’s hand to her ass. “Go ahead,” she said. “Give it a squeeze.”

    Alan’s fingers grasped her flesh and squeezed as she watched his face. She took great joy in the look of pleasure that washed across it.

    “Doesn’t my ass feel amazing in that tight, soft, shiny fabric?” she asked. “Don’t these sexy leggings make you want to spend the night groping me?”

    Alan nodded as his hand remained on her ass.

    “That’s why I bought them,” she said. “Though, if I’m being honest, I’m not as interested in having your hands all over my ass as I am someone else’s.”

    “What?” Alan said as the look of pleasure washed away and was quickly replaced by anxiety.

    Peyton smiled and took his hand in hers once more as they entered the bar. She led them to a booth in the back and sat across from her husband.

    “You’re going to sit right there and I’m going to have a little fun at the bar,” she said.

    “Fun? What kind of fun?” Alan asked.

    “I’m going to have a drink or two. I’m going to talk to the bartender. I’m going to talk to any nice gentlemen that might come over because they find my outfit as arousing as you did,” Peyton answered.

    Alan stammered before saying, “Wait, Peyton…why are you doing this?”

    “I think I’ve been pretty clear about this, Alan. You’re not capable of giving me what I need and I’ve decided to do something about that. Tonight, what I need is to receive the attention of a handsome, strong, successful man. I need to feel his desire for me. I need to feel his eyes on me. I might even need to feel his hands on me and I’m pretty sure these sexy leggings are going to make him want to touch me,” she said.

    “Do you have a date?” he asked.

    “No, sweetie, but I’m a beautiful woman and I’m going to be sitting alone at a hotel bar. There will be no shortage of men eager to hit on me, and considering how much they charge for a night at this hotel they’re going to be exactly the kind of men I want to be flirting with,” Peyton explained.

    “Are you going to…” Alan began to ask before trailing off and wringing his hands.

    “Am I going to fuck someone? Is that what you wanted to ask?”

    Alan nodded.

    “No, sweetie. I’m just going to flirt. I’m going to have a little fun. I’m going to do exactly what I want and you’re going to sit right here and take it. It kind of sounds like the opposite of how our sex life has been up to this point in our marriage, doesn’t it?” Peyton said before sliding out of the booth and heading towards the bar. She didn’t bother looking back. She knew Alan wouldn’t put up a fight.

    
      The Handbook Says: Flirt Openly While Your Husband Watches
    

    As she made her way across the room and found a seat at the bar Peyton’s mind wandered to the splendidly sexy flirtation story she’d read just a few nights earlier. Alan was in the shower and she was on the living room couch with the iPad in her hand.

    Peyton had indulged her desires and masturbated as she read the story and fantasized about doing the same thing. She wanted to flirt with another man. She wanted to consider the notion of taking him to a hotel room and fucking him. She wanted to let her mind wander to that deeply satisfying place and she wanted to do all of it while her husband watched.

    Unsurprisingly, Peyton got what she wanted. She spent her evening flirting. Some of the men weren’t worth more than a few words, but a few gave her exactly what she was looking for, including Adam, the man she spent nearly two hours with.

    Peyton knew he’d be disappointed when she left without offering him more than a little bit of groping and kissing, but she wasn’t going to break her promise to Alan. She was there to flirt. She wasn’t there to fuck. She did take Adam’s number, though. He was a strong candidate to be the man she cuckolded her husband with.

    Peyton checked in on Alan throughout the evening, with quick glances and the occasional teasing text. It wasn’t until she joined him at the booth once more that she discovered just how much fun he’d been having though.

    As the evening came to a close, Peyton slid into the booth next to him and pressed her body against Alan’s. She caressed his leg, kissed his neck, and whispered, “Have you enjoyed watching your wife flirt with other men?”

    Alan groaned as Peyton’s hand moved between his legs. She was delighted and a little surprised to find a throbbing erection in his pants. She could feel a small wet stain that she assumed was from the precum that must have been leaking from his cock.

    “Mmmm,” she said, “You don’t have to say anything, honey. I have my answer.”

    Peyton stroked her husband through his pants and hoped that the booth would hide what she was doing from the view of the few customers left in the nearly-empty bar.

    “Look at me,” Peyton said.

    Alan turned to look at his wife and she saw the mixture of pleasure and anguish on his face. She knew to expect it. She knew Alan would be dealing with difficult feelings, in part because of the intensity of his arousal. He wasn’t supposed to be aroused after watching his wife flirt with other men, not by typical standards, at least.

    “What turned you on the most?” Peyton asked as she released his cock and stroked his leg.

    That pained look crossed Alan’s face again as it seemed like he couldn’t quite bring himself to answer.

    “It’s okay,” Peyton whispered. “You can tell me.” She kissed his neck softly and gently nibbled his earlobe. “Was it watching him touch me? Was it seeing the way he caressed my legs? Was it knowing that another man had his hands on my body?”

    Alan groaned and Peyton played with his cock through his pants once again. It delighted her that he was still hard as a rock.

    “Was that it, Alan?” she asked.

    “No,” he said.

    Peyton smiled. It was just one word, but it felt like progress.

    “You’re hard as a rock, Alan,” she said. “You were hard as a rock when I sat down. You were turned on watching me and I want to hear what you liked the most. I want to hear you say it.”

    Peyton considered unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock, but she knew it would be madness to do that in the middle of a bar.

    “I’m not going to make you feel good unless you tell me, Alan. I’m not going to give you what you crave unless you’re honest,” she said.

    Alan closed his eyes and groaned in a way that communicated a mixture of frustration and a kind of desire that was so overwhelming it made him a little uncomfortable.

    “It was the kissing,” he said.

    Peyton smiled and released his cock before turning her husband’s face so she could look into his eyes.

    “You liked watching me kiss him?” she asked. “You liked watching your wife kiss another man?”

    “I think so,” Alan answered.

    “You think so?”

    “I…it turned me on. It felt weird, though. It turned me on but there was something about it that hurt a little bit, too. There was something that felt strange about just sitting here and watching you do that without doing anything other than getting an erection,” he explained.

    Peyton kissed her husband. It was soft and slow at first, but she felt a torrent of desire unleash inside her and she needed more. She needed it to be a furious kiss. She needed to reward him for his honesty with something she knew he loved. When his tongue darted into her mouth Peyton sucked on it like Alan loved. She moaned for him. She played with his cock through his pants again.

    “Excuse me,” a deep voice said from behind Peyton.

    She turned to see the bartender standing at the booth.

    “I’m sorry to interrupt, but we’re a few minutes from closing. Can I get you anything else?” he asked.

    Peyton smiled. The bartender had watched her flirt all night. He’d watched her kiss Adam. He’d watched the other man touch her. She wondered if he’d made the connection that Alan was her husband and that they were playing a little game.

    “No, we’re all set,” she said. “Thank you for checking, though.”

    “Of course. Have a good evening,” he said before walking away.

    “I suppose we should go,” she said while reaching between her husband’s legs to check his erection. He was still hard, so Peyton added, “I’m going to go to the bathroom first, though. Just so you have a little time to cool off.”

    Alan was soft and ready to go by the time Peyton returned from the bathroom. She took his hand and led him out of the bar and to the valet stand.

    “You can touch me,” Peyton said as they waited for the car to be pulled up. “I know you’ve been thinking about it all night. Go ahead. Grab my ass. Give it a good squeeze. Feel what he felt.”

    Adam hadn’t been shy about his desire to caress Peyton’s legs, in no small part because he seemed drawn to the shiny leggings like a moth to a flame. Peyton had thoroughly enjoyed his touch. There was something so thrilling about a pair of strong hands grasping and kneading her ass, especially when they were kissing.

    Alan didn’t hesitate. He reached back and grabbed Peyton’s ass. He gave it a good squeeze and let out a little moan. She knew the thin, soft, smooth material of the leggings felt good. She knew men found it arousing. She knew it made her ass look spectacular, too.

    Peyton found it telling that Alan’s touch wasn’t anywhere near as strong and confident as Adam’s. There was something missing. She couldn’t quite identify it, but it felt like the thing that was always missing with Alan. There was just something about him that always failed to tap into her deepest desires, which is part of why he always failed to bring her to the sexual heights she craved.

    Alan released her ass when the car pulled up and Peyton walked around to the driver’s side, tipped the valet, and sat behind the steering wheel. She liked that she was driving, that Alan was in the passenger seat. It felt symbolic of the evening and of the plans she had for Alan and their marriage.

    The moment Peyton pulled away she said, “Feel my pussy, Alan. Put your hand in my pants and feel my pussy.”

    Alan looked at her and hesitated for a moment before leaning over and slipping his hand under the waistband of her skintight leggings. He pressed his fingers against her pussy and said, “You’re soaked.”

    “Do you know why, Alan?” she asked.

    Peyton wasn’t expecting an answer, but she took the moan her husband emitted as a sign that he knew exactly why she was turned on.

    “It wasn’t you that made me wet, Alan,” Peyton said. “It wasn’t the way you were groping my ass at the valet stand. I was wet long before all of that. It was the other men. It was the man that kissed me. It was the way he kissed me. It was the way he touched me. It was the way he made me feel so good. It was my desire for him that left me soaking wet.”

    Alan played with her pussy, demonstrating one of the few sex acts he was quite skilled at. Even in the awkward position of leaning across the center console to finger her in the car he managed to work her clit exceptionally well.

    “Do you want to make me cum, Alan?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “I’m going to be thinking about him if you do,” Peyton said. “I’m going to be thinking about his hands on my ass and his tongue in my mouth. I’m going to be thinking about the bulge in his pants. I’m going to be thinking about how he made me want him, Alan. I’m going to be thinking about fucking him. If you make me cum I’m going to be thinking about fucking another man while I climax.”

    Alan’s fingers didn’t stop moving.

    “Say it, Alan,” Peyton demanded. “Say you want me to think about fucking him. Say you want it or I won’t let you make me cum.”

    Alan unleashed a frustrated groan and Peyton smiled. She liked teasing him. She liked playing with him. She liked making him sacrifice for the small pleasure of getting her off.

    “I…I want you to think about fucking him while you cum,” Alan said.

    Peyton pulled up to a stop sign, closed her eyes, and unleashed a beautiful moan as pleasure rushed through her body.

    “Do you want me to think about his big cock in my pussy?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Alan said.

    Peyton checked to make sure there wasn’t a car behind them, released the steering wheel, and closed her eyes.

    “I’m thinking about it, Alan. I’m thinking about fucking him,” Peyton said as she pictured Adam’s big cock sliding in and out of her. “I’m thinking about fucking him in our car. I’m thinking about fucking him in the back seat. I’m thinking about having dragged him out of the bar and into our car to fuck him while you waited.”

    Peyton pictured it all. She pictured Adam sitting in their back seat with his cock pointing skywards. She pictured sitting on him. She pictured her pussy lips stretching out around his cock.

    Then she climaxed. “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Peyton screamed. Alan gently rubbed her clit as she trembled while the pleasure ripped through her. It was a better orgasm than Alan had given her in a long time.

    “That was amazing,” she said afterwards. “Thank you.”

    Alan pulled his hand from her leggings and reached down to unzip his pants.

    “What are you doing?” Peyton asked.

    “You said you’d make me feel good,” he replied.

    “I just did,” she shot back. “I let you make me cum, Alan. I let you make me cum while I told you how I wanted someone else to fuck me, which we both know turns you on. I made you feel good.”

    “But…” he pleaded.

    “I didn’t say I’d make you cum, Alan. I said I’d make you feel good and I followed through. Now you’re going to keep your cock in your pants and you’re not going to masturbate when we get home or it will be a very, very long time before I make you feel good again. Do you understand?” she asked.

    Alan slumped in his seat and let his hands fall to his sides. “I understand,” he said, though the disappointment was obvious in his voice.

    Peyton didn’t much care about that, though. Disappointment was going to be part of Alan’s life for a while as she trained him to be a perfect cuckold for her. She knew it turned him on, though. She knew that eventually he’d find his way to experiencing an entirely different and far more satisfying type of pleasure than he was used to. The road might be bumpy, but he was going to enjoy being a cuckold. She was going to make sure of it.
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    “Mmmm, look at how hard you are,” Peyton said as she rolled over and admired the tent her husband’s erect cock had made in their soft white sheets.

    “Yes, well, it’s been a while since I enjoyed the pleasure of an orgasm,” Alan replied.

    Peyton smiled at the lack of frustration in her husband’s voice. It seemed that he’d willingly accepted that she was now in control of his orgasms and that whining or trying to make her feel guilty for denying him would likely result in continued denial.

    Peyton cuddled up next to Alan and kissed his neck in the spot he loved. He moaned just like she was hoping he would.

    “Do you want me to make you cum?” she whispered.

    “I do,” Alan replied.

    Peyton moved her hand under the bed sheet and down her husband’s torso. She lifted the waistband of his underwear and her fingers moved through his pubic hair to grasp his cock. She stroked him slowly and looked up to see a smile cross Alan’s face as he groaned.

    “Does that feel good, sweetheart?” she asked.

    “It’s perfect,” he answered. “It feels absolutely perfect.”

    “I can make you feel good, can’t I?” Peyton asked.

    She kissed Alan’s neck again, cutting off his answer as he moaned in a seemingly uncontrollable manner.

    “There are so many ways I can make you feel good, aren’t there?” she whispered. “I can stroke your cock. I can suck your cock. I can take you in my pussy and milk your cock until you explode inside me.”

    “Yes, you can,” Alan said.

    Peyton hoped he was imagining each form of pleasure. She hoped he was thinking about how good it would feel to be inside her in that moment or how wondrous a blowjob would feel.

    “How many ways can you make me feel good, Alan?” she asked.

    He opened his eyes and Peyton looked up at her husband. “I’m not sure,” he said.

    “Well, your mouth makes me feel good. Your tongue is quite talented,” Peyton explained as she pushed Alan’s underwear down and freed his cock. “Your fingers are quite lovely too.” She squeezed his cock just a little tighter than was pleasant and Alan groaned in response.

    Peyton said nothing else as she resumed stroking her husband’s cock. She wanted to make it perfectly clear that Alan wasn’t able to fuck her like she desired. She wanted it in the forefront of his mind.

    Alan was the one to fill the silence. “What about my cock?” he asked. “What about when I fuck you?”

    Peyton smiled and leaned closer. She kissed her husband’s neck and gently sucked on his earlobe. She felt a shudder of pleasure move through his body and saw the goose bumps on his arms. His cock surged in her hand.

    “What do you think?” she asked softly. “Do you think you make me feel good when you fuck me?”

    Peyton saw her husband’s reluctance to answer the question and it made her smile. It meant that Alan knew the answer. It was right on the tip of his tongue. He just had to say it. He just had to admit it.

    “Not as good as you want to feel,” Alan admitted.

    “That’s right,” Peyton said. “You have many talents, but you’re not as talented between the sheets as I want you to be.”

    Peyton collected the precum at the tip of her husband’s cock and stroked him a little faster, offering up an intense burst of pleasure that brought forth a beautiful moan.

    “Do you think I deserve to have great sex, sweetheart?” Peyton asked.

    Alan nodded.

    She pulled back the sheets, exposing his stiff cock and his bare stomach and chest. “Will you say it for me?” Peyton asked as she kissed his chest. “I want to hear you say it.”

    Peyton wanted Alan to hear himself say it. She wanted him to give voice to his sexual inadequacy to help clear the way for her plan to cuckold him.

    “You deserve to have great sex,” Alan said.

    “Do you give me great sex, Alan?” Peyton asked.

    He shook his head.

    Peyton kissed his chest and ran her fingers over the head of his cock. “Say it for me, sweetheart.”

    “I don’t give you great sex,” Alan admitted.

    “You don’t fuck me the way I need to be fucked,” she said. “Say it.”

    “I don’t fuck you the way you need to be fucked,” Alan repeated.

    Peyton released her husband’s cock and pulled her shirt off, revealing her perky naked breasts. She moved between Alan’s legs and laid on her stomach before taking him in her hand once more. She was about to put another piece of advice from The Handbook to use.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Him Admit That You Deserve to Fuck Someone Else
    

    “You want your wife to have great sex, don’t you?” Peyton asked as she rubbed her thumb over the underside of Alan’s cock head.

    “I do,” he admitted.

    “But you can’t give me great sex,” she said. “This cock of yours isn’t quite big enough and you don’t quite fuck me well enough to make me feel what I need to feel. You can’t quite give me what I need, sweetheart.”

    Peyton smiled at her husband before pressing her lips against the head of his stiff cock and giving it a kiss. She licked the underside with her soft tongue and elicited the kind of wild moan she was looking for. Alan was completely at her mercy. He was so desperate for an orgasm that he was ready to do whatever it took to have one.

    “What can we do about that?” Peyton asked.

    She extended her tongue and licked Alan’s cock from the base to the tip. He closed his eyes and seemed to enjoy the sensations of pleasure that were no doubt coursing through his body.

    “I…I don’t know,” Alan said. “What about that big toy?”

    Peyton kissed the head of his cock and replied, “My toy is nice, but it’s not the same as having a man between my legs. It’s not the same as kissing someone while he fucks me. It’s not the same as feeling his body on top of mine, as grabbing his ass, as listening to his beautiful grunts and groans while he fucks me to an orgasm. It’s just not the same.”

    The look on Alan’s face told Peyton she was close to getting what she wanted. The words were on the tip of her husband’s tongue.

    “Maybe…” he said before cutting himself off.

    Peyton played with his balls and kissed the head of his cock again. “Go ahead. Say it.”

    “Maybe…maybe someone else could give you what you need,” Alan said. “Like the guy at the bar.”

    Peyton took Alan’s cock in her mouth and swallowed it. She buried her nose in his pubic hair and he unleashed a wild, wondrous groan of satisfaction. She felt him at the back of her throat and restrained her gag reflex to give him the reward he’d earned through that simple admission.

    “Do you really think so?” Peyton asked as she released his cock from the grasp of her eager lips.

    “If you think so,” Alan replied.

    “Do you think that’s what I deserve?” she asked. “Do you think I deserve to have someone else fuck me so I can experience the satisfaction I crave?”

    Alan hesitated so Peyton released his cock and stared at her husband. He looked at her with a wild, desperate kind of desire in his eyes.

    “Yes, it’s what you deserve,” he said.

    Peyton leaned closer and sucked on the head of Alan’s cock. A smile crossed his face as he closed his eyes. “That feels so good,” he said.

    “I want to feel that kind of pleasure,” Peyton said. “Don’t I deserve that?”

    “Yes. Yes, you do. You deserve that kind of pleasure,” Alan replied.

    “Tell me why,” she said.

    Peyton ran her thumb over the underside of his cock, applying gentle pressure and making Alan twitch with delight as she did.

    “Tell me why I deserve that kind of pleasure,” she said. “Tell me why I don’t get to experience that kind of pleasure right now.”

    “Because,” Alan began. “Because I can’t give you what you need. Because I don’t fuck you like you deserve.”

    Peyton smiled and sat up. She pulled aside her panties and moved until her pussy hovered just above Alan’s cock. She reached down and rubbed the head over her plump, slippery lips.

    “Does my pussy make you feel good, sweetheart?” she asked.

    Alan nodded.

    “Does your cock make me feel good?” she asked.

    Alan shook his head.

    “No, it doesn’t. Which means I’m giving you a beautiful gift every time I take you in my pussy. Do you understand that?” Peyton asked as she took the very tip of his cock inside her.

    Alan groaned loudly and lustily as Peyton teased him with her pussy.

    “Yes,” he said. “I understand. I do. I really do.”

    Peyton smiled. Her husband was putty in her hands, which meant it was time to get him to take the next step.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Him Beg to be Cuckolded
    

    Peyton took Alan’s cock inside her and slowly sat down on it as she watched the intense pleasure wash over her face.

    “Does that feel good?” she said.

    Alan nodded vigorously.

    Peyton smiled and slowly moved her hips back and forth. She milked her husband’s stiff dick with her pussy and watched him enjoy being inside her after a fairly long period of denial.

    She fell forward, kissed him passionately, and asked, “Do you want to cum inside me?”

    “More than anything,” Alan answered.

    “Do you deserve to cum inside me?” Peyton asked.

    “No,” Alan said. Peyton wasn’t sure he believed it, but Alan knew what she wanted to hear. He was already playing his part as she’d defined it.

    “I want something,” Peyton said. “If I’m going to let you cum inside me, I want something.”

    “I’ll do anything,” Alan replied. “Anything. I swear. I just want to cum inside you. Your pussy feels so good.”

    “I want you to tell me to cuckold you. I want you to tell me to fuck someone else. I want you to tell me to find another man to fuck,” Peyton said.

    She saw the sense of resistance on his face. She saw Alan’s hesitation at going that far. She rode his cock a little in response. She drew him deeper into her web of pleasure to wash away any sense of resistance that might have cropped up.

    “Beg me to cuckold you and I’ll give you a reward,” Peyton said as she leaned closer. She kissed his neck and slowly rode his cock. “It’s your destiny. You know it is. You know you liked watching me flirt at the hotel bar. You know you liked watching that man touch me. You know it turned you on. You know you were meant to be a cuckold. I just need to hear you beg for it. Plead with me. Tell me how badly you want me to fuck someone else and I’ll let you spill your load into my pussy.”

    Peyton sat up and held still. The battle raging in Alan’s head played out on his face as he seemed to ricochet from pleasure to pain to resistance to pleasure once more.

    “I want you to cuckold me,” he finally said.

    “That’s not good enough, Alan. I need you to make me believe it. I need you to make me believe that you want to be a cuckold. I need you to make me believe that you think I deserve someone better.”

    Alan groaned and Peyton hoped it was at the idea that he just wasn’t good enough for her.

    “Please, Peyton, I want you to cuckold me. I want you to fuck someone else. I want you to find the pleasure you need with someone else. I want you to fuck another man!”

    “Should I call Adam?” Peyton asked as she moved her hips back and forth, milking her husband’s cock. “Should I call the man I met at the hotel bar? Should I call him and tell him that my husband can’t fuck me worth a damn and that I need someone better to pound my warm, wet pussy?”

    “Fuck…Peyton…yes, you should,” Alan said.

    She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. Alan squeezed her flesh and played with her hard nipples just like she wanted him to.

    “Should I tell him to book a hotel room so we can spend the night together? Should I tell him that my pussy needs a real man after so many years married to a husband that can’t fuck me worth a damn?” Peyton asked.

    “Yes. Yes! Fuck…fuck!” Alan cried out.

    Peyton smiled as her husband climaxed. She’d barely been moving her pussy over his cock but it was more than enough to get Alan off. It was a good orgasm, too. She could see it on his face. He was lost in a wonderful kind of pleasure. It turns out that a little denial and a little dirty talk were more than enough to drive him wild.

    “I guess I’m going to cuckold you, then,” Peyton said as her mind turned towards the notion of cuckolding her husband.

    The first step was to find a suitable man. Then the real fun could begin.
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    “I know this is hard,” Peyton said as Alan’s fingers hovered over the keyboard. “It’s necessary, though. I think we both agree on that now. You’ve admitted as much several times and I think if you were honest with yourself you’d admit that you’re a little bit excited right now, wouldn’t you?”

    Alan looked at his laptop screen and then at Peyton. He nodded, though she could see he was unquestionably feeling a mixture of agony and excitement.

    “What do you think the message should say?” Peyton asked.

    “I…I think it should say that my wife is looking for someone new to have sex with,” Alan answered.

    Peyton reached out and caressed her husband’s leg. She watched his face and witnessed his excitement as her fingers neared his crotch. She was about to implement yet another piece of advice from Cuckold Humiliation Handbook, so of course he was excited, just as he’d been excited every step of the way.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Your Cuckold Find a Lover for You
    

    “Don’t you think it should start with something else, Alan? Don’t you think the men reading this message should understand why your wife is looking for someone new to fuck?” Peyton asked.

    She rubbed Alan’s cock through his jeans as the last words spilled from her lips and he closed his eyes and moaned at what seemed to be an obvious sense of pleasure.

    Peyton was determined to get Alan to embrace what she wanted. She wasn’t going to put the words in his mouth. She wanted him to humiliate himself.

    Alan typed and Peyton watched the screen to see the beginning of his message to her prospective sexual partners: 

    It’s recently come to my attention that I’m incapable of providing my wife with the sexual pleasure she craves and deserves. My lack of size, stamina, and skill in the bedroom has left her deeply unsatisfied and she deserves better. That’s why I’m looking for someone far superior to me to fuck my wife.

    “How about that?” Alan asked.

    Peyton unzipped his pants and reached inside to free her husband’s unimpressive cock and stroke him softly. “That’s wonderful,” she said as Alan moaned. “How did it feel to type that out?”

    “Strange,” he said. “I…I don’t know. It’s this weird mixture of good and bad.”

    Peyton leaned closer and offered him a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek. “I know,” she said. “Being a cuckold is going to be difficult for you. You’re going to have to confront your significant shortcomings as a husband while watching someone else make up for them. You’re going to watch another man fuck me. You’re going to watch me break my marital vows and you’re going to watch me do so because you have failed to give me what I deserve. But, you’re going to experience the most intense pleasure of your life while you do so. It’s going to be like riding the most intense rollercoaster you’ve ever been on and I’m going to be there every step of the way to help you, I promise.”

    Alan turned to Peyton and they shared a kiss. It started soft and reassuring, like Peyton was using the lip to lip contact to tell her husband that she still loved him. Somewhere along the way Alan surrendered to his desire and the kiss became something more. His lips parted. His tongue moved into her mouth and Peyton welcomed it as she stroked him faster. She wanted arousal coursing through her husband’s body as he finished his message and posted it to the various websites where they’d be searching for a man to fuck her.

    “I love you, Alan,” Peyton whispered. “You have shortcomings that make you imperfect as a husband, but there’s a solution to every problem. In this case, bringing another man into our marriage is that solution. I know you’re nervous about it, but I’m not going to leave you. Our marriage is going to change. That’s all. I’m going to have sex with another man and you’re going to watch. You’re going to be my cuckold in every way I desire and as long as you’re good for me I’m going to make sure it’s pleasurable for you.”

    Peyton released her grip on Alan’s cock and sat back with a smile on her face.

    “Are you going to be a good cuckold for me?” she asked.

    Alan nodded, though Peyton could still see the anxiety on his face.

    She pointed to the laptop screen and said, “What kind of man should we be looking for?”

    “The opposite of me?” he suggested with more than a little pain in his voice.

    “Does it hurt to say that, darling? Does it hurt to know that your wife needs someone that is almost the exact opposite of you in bed?” Peyton asked. It wasn’t entirely true – Alan’s deep desire to pleasure Peyton was a good quality – but he came up short in so many different ways where sex was concerned that searching his opposite was a good place to start.

    “It does,” Alan admitted. “I know it’s true, but it still hurts a little.”

    Peyton leaned closer and ran her fingertip over the underside of Alan’s stiff cock. She teased the tip gently and whispered, “Is that why your cock is so hard, Alan? Is it because you’re in pain, or is it because you’re thoroughly aroused at the idea of another man’s big, beautiful dick plunging into your wife’s pussy and making her scream in pleasure in a way you’ve never done?”

    Alan closed his eyes and a shudder of what looked like pleasure moved through his body as Peyton continued to tease him.

    “What kind of man do you want?” Alan asked.

    “I want someone tall, good-looking, and fit,” Peyton explained. “I want him to have a big cock – at least eight inches – and I want him to be able to last more than a few minutes once he’s inside me. I want a man that likes taking charge in the bedroom, though I don’t need him to be dominant or overly aggressive. I also want a man that has some experience with cuckold couples.”

    Peyton wasn’t going to say it, but she wanted someone with experience because she planned on having her eventual lover participate in Alan’s humiliation. She’d deemed it a necessity to help him be the best cuckold possible and she didn’t want to have to train two men.

    “Okay,” Alan said as his fingers began to move over the keyboard again:

    If you’re interested in showing my wife what it’s like to be with a real man you’ll need to be tall, good-looking, in good shape, and in possession of a big cock (at least eight inches). You’ll need to have at least some experience with cuckold couples and you’ll need to possess both the skill and stamina to give her the kinds of orgasms she’s been missing out on for the entirety of our marriage.

    Yes, her standards are high. She’s worth it, though. She’s beautiful, sexy, and in desperate need of a man to show her a kind of pleasure I never have. If you can give her that, I promise she’ll show you a kind of sexual pleasure you’ve rarely experienced. She’s that good.

    “What do you think?” Alan asked.

    Peyton felt an unexpected sense of joy. It seemed that the lessons she’d tried to teach her husband had taken hold. He seemed to understand that he’d consistently failed to give her what she wanted, and even more importantly he seemed to understand that she genuinely needed to be with someone better.

    “It’s perfect,” Peyton said. Once more she wrapped her fingers around Alan’s cock and stroked him. “Are you ready to post your little message? Are you ready to start the search for a man to fuck your wife?”

    Alan nodded between moans.

    “Go ahead,” Peyton said. “Post it to all the sites we picked.”

    She kept her fingers moving up and down Alan’s shaft as he posted on Reddit, Fetlife, SDC, and SwingLifestyle.

    “How does it feel to know that you’re a little bit closer to being a cuckold?” Peyton asked when he’d finished.

    She knew full well that Alan found it impossible to think clearly while he was getting a handjob. That would have been the case with almost any man. That was the point, though. She didn’t want him thinking clearly. She wanted him thinking about his orgasm. She wanted him thinking about how badly he wanted to cum, not how nervous he was about the idea of someone else fucking his wife.

    “I’m so turned on,” he said.

    Peyton smiled and leaned closer. “That’s good,” she whispered. “I want you to be turned on. I want your dick to be stiff as you think about someone else fucking your wife. I want you to be out of your mind with desire as you think about someone satisfying me in a way you have always failed to satisfy me.”

    A notification from Fetlife popped up and Alan clicked the message. It read:

    Do you think your wife would enjoy this?

    The sender had included a picture of an exceptionally large-looking cock with his fingers wrapped around the base. Peyton knew she wouldn’t be choosing him – a man that couldn’t be bothered to write more than a sentence was not worth her time – but he had provided her with an opportunity to have a little fun with her husband.

    “What do you think, Alan? Do you think I’d enjoy having that big, beautiful cock inside me? Do you think I’d enjoy having that massive cock pounding my tight, wet, married pussy?” she asked in a soft, seductive tone.

    Alan nodded as his eyes remained fixed on the picture of the cock.

    “Would you want to watch, Alan? Would you want to watch as I cuckolded you with that massive cock? Would you want to watch that cock stretch your wife’s pussy?” she asked.

    The desire was obvious in Alan’s voice as he said, “Yes. Peyton…yes.”

    Peyton released his cock before Alan could cum and he gripped the edge of the desk as a look of frustration briefly washed over his face. He wanted an orgasm but she wasn’t going to grant him that pleasure until she was ready.

    “Check the other sites,” Peyton instructed. “Let’s see if anyone else has messaged you.”

    Alan’s Reddit inbox featured quite a few lewd messages and links to pictures, but none of the guys seemed particularly serious. SwingLifestyle hadn’t produced anything in the handful of minutes since he’d made his post. SDC had produced a seemingly viable candidate, though.

    “He looks like an intriguing prospect,” Peyton said as she stared at the picture of a good-looking guy in a t-shirt and jeans. He had a smile on his face and a phone in his hand as he stood in front of the bathroom mirror. He’d managed to resist the urge to pull his cock out, too, which she took as a good sign.

    “What does he have to say for himself?” Peyton asked.

    Alan scrolled down to his message and they both read it:

    Though I’m open to all kinds of play, the most satisfying experiences I’ve had on SDC have come with cuckold couples. I love being the man that shows a married woman what great sex actually feels like. I love the look on her face when she has a great orgasm for the first time in years.

    I find it equally pleasurable to see a different kind of look on the cuckold’s face in that moment. There’s something so satisfying about seeing him realize that he truly cannot please his wife like I can. That moment changes a man’s life. It changes a marriage. I love participating in that moment. I love being the catalyst for that kind of change in a marriage.

    It takes time to know if I’m the right man for your wife, but I’d certainly like the opportunity to be that man. If we click I’m quite certain I can give her what you’ve failed to provide for the duration of your marriage. I can show your wife what it’s like to get fucked by a real man instead of a man that was always destined to be a cuckold.

    Let me know if you’re interested.

    Scott

    Peyton felt a flutter of desire spread from between her legs as she read the message. That was the kind of man she wanted to be with. She wanted someone with the confidence and skill to fuck her like Alan had never fucked her. She wanted to enjoy the kind of orgasm that would change her marriage forever.

    It was his apparent understanding of cuckolding that Peyton found most intriguing. She couldn’t help but imagine Alan watching her cum with Scott’s cock inside her. She imagined that look on his face as he witnessed her have an orgasm unlike any he’d ever provided. She imagined that moment where Alan truly understood just how inadequate he was as a lover.

    “Are you thinking about it?” Peyton asked her husband. “Are you thinking about that moment?”

    Alan turned to her and nodded. He looked intrigued and anxious.

    “It won’t be easy,” Peyton said. “Whether it’s Scott or another man that makes that moment happen, it won’t be easy for you. It will be painful. It will make you feel anxious.”

    She wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock and stroked him slowly.

    “You’ll be hard, though,” she said. “I promise. By the time you watch another man fuck me you’ll be hard as a rock. You’ll feel a kind of arousal you’ve never felt before. You’ll beg me for the chance to masturbate while he’s fucking me. I’ll deny you and you’ll feel enormously frustrated. You’ll wish you could cum while he makes me cum. You’ll wish you could climax while he cums with his big cock buried deep inside your wife’s pussy.”

    Alan was caught up in his lust again. Peyton’s slow stroking and dirty talk had led him to a place of wild desire. She knew she could make him cum whenever she wanted.

    “I want you to write him back,” Peyton instructed. “Tell him that we’re both interested. Tell him how eager you are for your wife to be with a man that can actually satisfy her. Tell him you’d like to arrange a video chat to take the next step.”

    Peyton rubbed her thumb over the underside of Alan’s cock head as he placed his fingers on the keyboard and wrote a reply:

    Scott,

    Thank you for your message. Though the idea of being cuckolded makes me nervous, I know that my wife deserves to be with someone better. She deserves the kind of sex that I now know I’ve never offered her. She deserves to have the kind of orgasm you described.

    For that reason she’d like me to arrange a video chat between the two of you. Please let me know if you’re interested.

    Alan

    He clicked ‘send’ and Peyton smiled as she leaned in and kissed her husband’s neck while teasing his cock.

    “You might have just sealed your fate,” she said. “You might have just ensured you’re going to be a cuckold. You might have just started a chain of events that will end with another man making me cum. How does it feel?”

    “It’s incredible,” Alan admitted.

    Peyton released her husband’s cock, stood, and pulled his chair back. She stepped in front of him, lifted her skirt, and pulled aside her panties.

    “Feel my pussy,” she said.

    Alan reached out and ran his fingers over her pussy lips before slipping inside her. Peyton knew she was wet. She could feel it seeping through her panties as she read Scott’s message. Her incredible desire for the kind of pleasure a man like that could offer sealed her intention to cuckold Alan. Any hesitation she’d had washed away. Now she was determined.

    “That’s because I want to cuckold you,” she said. “It’s because I want to feel another man inside me. I want to feel another man’s body on top of mine. I want to feel another man fucking me to the kind of orgasm I deserve.”

    Peyton stepped closer, straddled her husband in his office chair, and took his cock inside her. Alan groaned as a mixture of surprise and pleasure washed over his face.

    “I can barely feel you,” she said. “I could ride you for hours and your cock wouldn’t give me what I needed.”

    Peyton grabbed the back of Alan’s chair and rode him while thoughts of another man danced through her head.

    “Think of me riding someone else, Alan,” she said. “Because it’s going to happen soon. Today was the first step. Soon I’ll cuckold you. Soon someone else will fuck your wife. Soon someone else will satisfy me like you’ve never been able to satisfy me. Soon someone else will make me cum while you watch.”

    “Fuck…Peyton,” Alan said as he grabbed her ass and groaned.

    Peyton watched her husband have an orgasm. She watched the intense pleasure wash over his face. She felt his fingers dig into her ass while he unleashed his load inside her. All of it brought a smile to her face. A cuckold-fueled orgasm was a good orgasm, as far as she was concerned.

    “Was that good, honey?” she asked when Alan finally looked up at her.

    “It was amazing,” he said.

    She kissed him softly and whispered, “Savor it. You won’t get to enjoy my pussy very often once I cuckold you. Make sure you remember how good it feels.”

    Alan smiled, though Peyton detected a hint of anxiety in his eyes. She wasn’t sure if he was ready to be cuckolded, but it didn’t matter. It was going to happen. It was only a matter of time. She’d make it pleasurable for him, but some of the pain couldn’t be avoided. He’d just have to learn to deal with it.
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    “What do you think of this?” Peyton asked as she pointed to a strappy lingerie set on a mannequin.

    “That would look amazing on you,” Alan replied.

    Peyton couldn’t help but agree. The set seemed exceptionally well-designed and she was quite certain the straps would make her waist look slimmer and enhance the curves of her hips. It seemed like a lovely choice for her first night with Scott.

    “Would you do me a favor?” Peyton asked.

    “Of course,” her husband replied.

    “I don’t see this set anywhere on the shelves. Would you go ask one of the lovely employees to help us out?” Peyton asked.

    Alan smiled. “Of course.”

    He turned and headed towards the three employees that had congregated near the front of the store. Peyton watched with a smile on her face as her husband offered his assistance in picking out the lingerie that she would wear for his first cuckolding, as the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook had recommended she have him do.

    
      The Handbook Says: Go Lingerie Shopping for Your Lover
    

    Alan was well aware of their purpose at the store and though he’d seemed a little reluctant at first, she liked that he appeared to be fully on board.

    “What can I help you with?” a cute young blonde in glasses asked as she walked over with Alan just behind her.

    Peyton glanced at Alan and flashed a quick smile before turning to the girl. “My husband has generously offered to let me take a lover to make up for his…shortcomings in the bedroom and I was hoping to find something lovely to wear for the new man in my life. This little number caught my eye the moment we walked in,” she said while gesturing to the mannequin modeling the strappy lingerie set.

    The cute blonde seemed a little taken aback by Peyton’s public exposure of her husband’s sexual inadequacies, but she recovered quickly and smiled. “I think that’s an excellent choice,” she said. “To be honest, this is the most commonly requested piece of lingerie in the store. It’s particularly popular among the men who come shopping for gifts. They can’t seem to resist the straps.”

    Peyton glanced at Alan again. It seemed like he would have been okay with a sinkhole opening in the middle of the store and swallowing them all so he wouldn’t have to spend a moment longer with the stranger who’d just been informed of his shortcomings in bed.

    “Is that true, Alan?” Peyton asked. “Is this the outfit you would have picked if you were here buying me something to wear for you?”

    Alan nodded, though Peyton couldn’t entirely tell if he was being honest or if he just wanted the conversation to end so the sales girl would walk away.

    “Does that mean you’re disappointed I won’t be wearing it for you?” she asked.

    The cute blonde turned to Alan to see his response. Again he nodded.

    “Isn’t he a wonderful husband?” Peyton said as the sales girl turned back to her. “How many men would be willing to let their wives step outside the marriage for the sexual satisfaction they need? How many men would even be willing to admit they’re not good enough?”

    “Not many,” the blonde said. “I’ve dated a few guys that would have been better boyfriends if they were realistic about their shortcomings.”

    Peyton smiled. “It took Alan a while to come around, of course. No man goes into a relationship thinking he’s incapable of satisfying his partner. Thankfully, Alan has recognized that he wasn’t going to be granted the pleasure of staying married to me if he didn’t surrender his ego and let me meet my sexual needs with another man.”

    The cute blonde seemed utterly enraptured by Peyton’s semi-public humiliation of her husband. “You’re a lucky woman,” she said.

    “Yes, I am,” Peyton replied. “And I’d like to give my husband the treat of seeing me in this lingerie set before I wear it for my lover. I haven’t been able to find any on the shelves, though. Do you have any in the back?”

    “I’m sure we do,” the cute blonde said. “I’ll go look.”

    She walked away and Peyton walked towards Alan. She took his hand in hers and leaned closer to offer him a soft kiss.

    “You’re a good husband,” she whispered. “I love you. I love that you didn’t run away. I love that you’re going to buy me a sexy lingerie set to wear for Scott. I love that you’re going to embrace being my cuckold.”

    “I love you too,” Alan said.

    Peyton glanced down to see that a bulge had formed in his pants. “Are you excited?” she asked.

    Alan nodded.

    “That’s good,” she said. “A cuckold should be excited to see his wife model the lingerie she’s going to wear for another man. I want you to think about Scott fucking me when I step out of the dressing room in that strappy lingerie set. I want you to think about his cock filling your wife’s pussy. I want you think about me screaming his name. I want you to think about me spending the night in a hotel room with the man I’ve chosen to fuck because you’re not good enough to satisfy me.”

    Peyton leaned closer and kissed her husband again. She let her lips linger against his and felt the desire emanating from him.

    “Here you go,” the blonde said from behind them.

    Peyton spun around to see her holding three versions of the lingerie set.

    “I picked out three different sizes to make sure we get you one that fits,” she said.

    “How lovely, thank you,” Peyton replied.

    She saw the sales girl glance at Alan’s crotch and smile. Peyton hoped her husband noticed. She hoped the rather diminutive size of the bulge made him a little self-conscious. A touch more humiliation wasn’t a bad thing.

    “Come, darling,” Peyton said. “You deserve to see me in this lingerie before I wear it for another man.”

    Alan took his wife’s hand and they walked towards the fitting room. Peyton oozed confidence. She’d never felt sexier or more in control and she was close to turning her husband into the cuckold she wanted him to be.

    “When is Scott supposed to get there?” Alan asked.

    Peyton checked herself in the mirror to make sure everything was as it should be. The strappy lingerie set she’d picked out with Alan looked absolutely perfect. When paired with three inch heels it was even hotter than it looked in the store.

    “Ten minutes,” she answered. “You’re going to be good for me, right? You’re going to stay on the phone and listen while Scott and I have sex, right?”

    “I will,” Alan said, though Peyton could hear the hesitation in his voice. She didn’t blame her husband for his lack of excitement over listening to his cuckolding, but what Alan wanted didn’t really matter. Peyton wanted to execute yet another piece of advice from the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook.

    
      The Handbook Says: Let Your Husband Listen on the Phone While You Fuck Your Lover
    

    “Are you nervous?” Peyton asked as she spun around to make sure her ass looked good.

    “A little,” Alan answered.

    “Why?” she asked.

    “I know it’s not likely, but I’m nervous that you’re going to leave me,” he said.

    Peyton was momentarily stunned by his honesty and she couldn’t help but smile at the insecurity that no doubt informed his response.

    “I’m not going to leave you, Alan,” she said. “I wouldn’t have put this much effort into making you a willing cuckold if I was going to leave you. I would have simply left you.”

    “I know,” he said.

    “I know this is going to be hard for you. No man, not even one that’s at least a little turned on by the idea of cuckolding, is eager to listen to his wife fuck someone else. Not the first time, at least. I expect you to be good for me, though. I expect you to listen like a good cuckold should. I expect you to listen to my moans. I expect you to listen to the sounds of another man’s cock filling me. I expect you to listen when I cum on Scott’s cock. I expect you to listen when I make Scott cum. Do you understand?” Peyton asked.

    “I do,” Alan replied.

    “You know that I’m going to mute you on my end,” she said. “I don’t want to hear from you while I’m with Scott. I just want you to listen to your cuckolding.”

    “I know,” Alan said.

    Peyton tapped the FaceTime button on her phone and a moment later Alan’s face appeared. She turned the camera to face the bathroom mirror and said, “How do I look?”

    “You’re perfect,” he replied.

    Peyton smiled at her husband in the mirror. “Thank you,” she said before directing the camera between her legs. She pulled aside her panties and spread her pussy lips to show him the wetness that had already built between her legs. “That’s for him,” Peyton said. “That’s for Scott. That’s for the man I’m going to cuckold you with. That’s for the man that’s going to give me what you’ve always failed to provide.”

    Alan groaned. “I’m sorry I’m not good enough,” he said.

    “You should be,” Peyton replied. It was a little harsh, but she felt a certain kind of power coursing through her and she couldn’t resist. “For years you’ve enjoyed all the pleasures of sex while depriving me. That changes tonight, Alan.”

    “I know,” he said.

    Penelope lifted her phone and smiled at her husband. “We both know you’re going to be turned on tonight. You’re going to be rock hard as you listen to Scott and I have sex. You’re going to be dreaming of seeing another man’s cock sliding in and out of my pussy. You’ll watch soon enough, but tonight you’re going to listen and you’re going to masturbate while you do. You’re going to pull on that disappointing cock of yours but you’re not going to cum until I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Alan said.

    Peyton smiled. “That’s good, honey. I hope you enjoy listening.” She switched from FaceTime to audio, tapped the mute button, and walked into the room to place her phone on the nightstand.

    Not long after Scott announced his arrival with a knock on the door. Peyton felt butterflies in her stomach as she considered the enormity of what she was about to do. As much as she desperately desired genuine sexual satisfaction, it was a huge step to actually welcome another man into her life and body like she was about to do.

    “Welcome,” Peyton said as she opened the door and let Scott enjoy the sight of her lingerie-clad body. “Come in.”

    “You’re gorgeous,” Scott said.

    Peyton smiled and stepped backwards into the room. Scott followed as his eyes wandered over her body and Peyton couldn’t help but notice that he was even better looking in person. He seemed to be in better shape, too, though she’d soon find out just how true that was.

    When Scott reached out Peyton was more than happy to let him pull her close for a kiss. She titled her head and their lips met. Her mouth opened and she welcomed his tongue for a far more passionate exchange than she expected.

    “You’re a good kisser,” she said while pressing her pelvis into his. Scott’s bulge was obvious and thrilling.

    “So are you,” he said before kissing her again. It was livelier the second time and Peyton felt desire surge through her body.

    She responded by taking Scott’s shirt off as they kissed. She ran her fingers over his bare, muscular chest and his remarkably hard stomach. A moment later she was working Scott’s pants off. It was like a dam had burst inside her and a flood of desire came pouring out. Her need for the kind of satisfaction Alan couldn’t provide was far more significant than Peyton had anticipated. All it took was a genuine desire for another man to unleash it.

    Scott surprised Peyton by picking her up and dropping her into the bed. He kissed his way down her body, pulled her panties aside, and put his tongue to use.

    “Oh, fuck,” she said as he massaged her clit. “Scott…that feels so good…your tongue…it’s incredible.”

    Peyton thought of Alan listening as another man went down on her. She wondered if he was experiencing any sort of jealousy at the idea that someone else was offering up pleasure in the way he thought he excelled. Scott’s tongue was exceptionally talented and the way he slid his fingers into her pussy to play with her g-spot proved absolutely thrilling.

    Though she could have enjoyed Scott’s oral talents all night long, Peyton wanted her first orgasm to be with his cock buried inside her. For that reason, she interrupted his skillful work and said, “My turn.”

    Scott smiled and stood up as Peyton sat in the bed. She reached out to pull his underwear down and free his cock.

    Peyton reached out and wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft. She stroked him slowly, looked up at Scott, and said. “What a beautiful cock.”

    “It’s going to make you feel good, I promise,” Scott replied.

    Peyton stood and pushed him into the bed. “Not before I make it feel good.”

    She crawled between his legs, took him in her mouth, and offered a sloppy blowjob. She wanted Alan to hear it. She wanted him to picture his wife between another man’s legs. She wanted Alan to picture her lips wrapped tightly around another man’s cock and she figured that making it really noisy was a great way to accomplish that.

    “Holy shit, Peyton,” Scott said. “That’s unbelievable.”

    Peyton let his cock slip from her mouth and stroked his slick shaft. “Yeah? Do you like the way I suck your cock?”

    “I do,” Scott replied with a smile.

    “I like being with a man that has a cock worth sucking,” she said before swallowing Scott once more. His head fell to the bed and his moans filled the hotel room once more. Peyton meant what she’d said. Alan’s cock didn’t inspire her to want to give him head. It didn’t inspire any sort of desire in her. Scott’s did, though. It made her want to fuck him. It made her want to make him feel good. It made her want to take him in her mouth until he was overwhelmed with the need to fuck her.

    “Are you ready to fuck me?” Peyton asked.

    “You know I am,” Scott said.

    Peyton smiled and stood up. “I can’t wait to have this big, beautiful cock of yours inside me. I don’t think I’ve ever been this wet.”

    “Your husband doesn’t get you wet?” Scott asked.

    Peyton laughed. “No, Alan does not get me wet. He’s never been the kind of man to make his wife wet with desire. He’s lovely with his tongue, but his sexual prowess leaves quite a bit to be desired.”

    Peyton retrieved a condom and tore it open. She crawled into the bed and rolled it down Scott’s beautiful cock. She couldn’t help but think about how good it was going to feel to have him inside her.

    “I can tell you’re not like that,” Peyton said as she moved to her back and spread her legs. “You’re not the kind of man that disappoints a woman. You’re not like my husband.”

    Scott moved on top of Peyton and said, “I always leave a woman satisfied,” before they kissed.

    As his tongue invaded her mouth Peyton reached down to guide Scott’s cock inside her. She groaned as the sensations of having a truly thick man fuck her spread from her loins. There was just a hint of discomfort as she got used to his size, but the pleasure of actually cuckolding her husband overwhelmed it.

    The joy she felt was more than the physical act of having someone new inside her. It was also that Alan was listening. It was that she was in the act of cuckolding him while he sat at home and masturbated to the sounds of sex unfolding in a hotel room on the other side of town. It was the kinky delight of knowing that her husband was on board with Peyton seeking pleasure outside their marriage.

    “Fuck me,” Peyton implored him. “Fuck me. Make me cum. Give me what I’ve been missing.”

    The sex was everything Peyton wanted it to be. Scott was a skilled lover blessed with a big cock and plenty of stamina. He was passionate, too. He wasn’t just using Peyton’s pussy as a means to an orgasm. He was connected on every level. They kissed and his hands moved over her body as he filled her with his cock. He moaned. They talked dirty about how good it felt. They filled the hotel room with the many blissful sounds of pleasure, which meant that Alan’s head was filled with the same naughty soundtrack. That alone brought Peyton an extra measure of satisfaction.

    Peyton didn’t need to put on a show for Alan when she climaxed. The sounds that came out of her were natural, loud, and true. She had an astoundingly pleasurable orgasm on Scott’s cock and for a few moments she saw stars as her toes curled.

    “I think that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had,” she said afterwards.

    “Do you want another?” Scott asked.

    They kissed before Peyton said, “How kind of you to offer. Of course I do. I’d like to make you cum too. Multiple times if you’ll let me.”

    “We have all night, don’t we?” he asked with a smile.

    “We certainly do,” Peyton replied.

    Scott began moving in and out of her pussy again. Peyton smiled as she thought of Alan trying his best not to cum as he spent most of the night listening to his wife fuck someone else.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder. Pound my married pussy.”

    Scott smiled and kissed her as he delivered a hard fucking. Peyton spread her legs a little wider and let the sensations of pleasure move through her body. She was going to be sore tomorrow, but that didn’t matter in the moment. Enjoying her new lover’s cock was all that mattered. Everything else could wait until tomorrow.
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    “Alan, would you come to the bedroom?” Peyton called out.

    A few moments later she heard his footsteps in the hallway. Cuckolding might not have been purely pleasurable for Alan – Peyton was regularly humiliating him, after all – but she was confident she’d shown him a kind of pleasure he’d never imagined as she’d introduced him to the idea of being her cuckold.

    “Oh, wow,” Alan said as he stared Peyton’s naked body. It was, of course, her intention to activate his desire and capture his attention the moment he walked in the room.

    “I thought you might like to watch me put on lingerie for Scott,” Peyton explained. “I thought my cuckold husband would find it thrilling to see the kind of lingerie I wear for the man that actually fucks me like I deserve to be fucked.”

    Peyton studied Alan’s face and watched him go through what she imagined was a fairly common reaction for a cuckold. First there was the resistance. It registered as a mildly unpleasant look, like he was contemplating spending a weekend with his mother-in-law. That was the part of Alan’s brain that believed he shouldn’t find humiliation so arousing. The resistance didn’t last very long. It seemed to get shorter with each subsequent cuckold-inspired orgasm Alan had, in fact.

    Soon after the resistance, Alan’s undeniable lust took over. Peyton could see it in the way his lips curled into a smile, the way his eyes widened, and in the way his hands subtly moved towards his crotch, almost like he was instinctively trying to cover up the fact that he was aroused.

    Peyton sat on the edge of their bed and picked up a stocking. She bunched it up in her fingers, slipped her foot into the soft material, and slowly pulled the nylon up her leg. Alan’s eyes followed her fingers as she looked up and smiled at him.

    “I think you might enjoy watching even more if you were on your knees,” Peyton said.

    She wasn’t going to demand it. She just wanted to see if he’d be willing to sink to his knees. He was, of course. Peyton knew her husband was enraptured with her and the idea of being a cuckold. He wasn’t entirely comfortable with it yet, but she’d taken her time in exposing him to the various elements of The Cuckold Humiliation Handbook and his resistance seemed to crumble a little more each day.

    “Do you remember the last time I wore stockings for you?” Peyton asked.

    “I don’t,” Alan replied.

    Peyton didn’t either. She was quite certain it had been a long time, though. She enjoyed wearing stockings – there was something about them that made her feel sexy and a little bit powerful – but she’d never felt any particular desire to do so for Alan, not in recent years, at least. It felt different with Scott. Peyton wanted to look good for him. She wanted to inspire instant and hopefully overwhelming lust in him the moment he saw her. She wanted more of the sex they’d had the previous weekend. She wanted to get fucked like that again and she wanted to feel sexy while doing it.

    Peyton pulled the other stocking onto her leg and stood up to make sure they were even. Alan watched from his knees and Peyton felt what she imagined dominant women feel when they look down at their submissives. Alan emanated desire, but it didn’t feel like a desire to fuck her. It felt like a desire to do as she wanted. Perhaps the steady dose of cuckold humiliation she’d served up had helped tease out his submissive side.

    “Do you know how many times you’ve made me cum this week?” Peyton asked.

    “I don’t,” Alan replied. “Though it has to be a big number.”

    “Eleven times,” Peyton said. “You’ve made me cum eleven times this week.”

    It was Alan’s seemingly unquenchable desire to go down on Peyton that had her feeling especially confident about his acceptance of being cuckolded. He would have gone down on her more often if she’d allowed it, too. He would have skipped work to make her cum with his tongue and fingers.

    “How many times did you cum this week?” she asked.

    “I didn’t,” he replied.

    Peyton was well aware that withholding orgasms from her husband helped him accept his place as a cuckold. She didn’t want him to have a chance to feel any of the things that can plague a man when he’s trying something new, especially something that society tells him is against everything a man should desire.

    Peyton stepped closer to her husband and reached out to run her fingers through his hair. He looked up at her but she could tell he wanted to stare at her pussy. He wanted to gaze upon the object of his affection. He probably wanted to make her cum again.

    “You want to taste my pussy, don’t you?” she asked.

    “I do,” Alan replied.

    “Do you know why I’m not going to let you taste my pussy today?” Peyton asked as she ran her fingers down his cheek and under his chin.

    “Because Scott’s fucking you today?” he asked.

    “That’s right,” she said. “My pussy is his today. Do you know why it’s his?”

    “Because he fucks you better than I do?” Alan answered.

    “That’s right. He fucks me better than you ever have, in fact. You’re a wonderful husband in so many ways, Alan, but you’ve become a complete failure with regards to sex. I think we’ve discovered that your tongue is quite talented, but it just doesn’t compare to getting fucked by a man as skilled as Scott. That’s why you won’t taste my pussy today. That’s also why you’re going to thank Scott when he gets here,” Peyton explained.

    A look of distress crossed Alan’s face as Peyton shared the little nugget she’d been holding back.

    “What? Why?” he asked.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Your Husband Thank Your Lover for Fucking You
    

    “Because Scott has stepped up and done what you’re not capable of doing. He’s provided your wife with the kind of satisfaction I’ve been yearning to experience for years. He provided me with multiple fantastically pleasurable orgasms last week and he’s going to do the same thing tonight. Where you failed, he succeeded. For that reason, you’re going to thank him,” Peyton explained.

    She saw that merely considering doing so was humiliating to Alan. It pleased her immensely.

    “Don’t you think I deserve great sex?” Peyton asked.

    “I do,” Alan replied.

    “Do you understand that you can’t provide me with great sex?” she asked.

    Alan looked away for a moment and Peyton couldn’t help but smile as a sense of embarrassment registered on her husband’s face.

    “Yes,” he said, though his voice was significantly quieter.

    “Given that, aren’t you at least a little bit grateful to Scott for giving me what I need and what you, my husband, are completely incapable of providing me?” Peyton asked.

    Alan looked away again but Peyton grabbed his chin and directed his gaze upwards at her. She didn’t want him running from the humiliation. She wanted him to feel it, to embrace it, to surrender to it.

    “Yes, I guess I feel some kind of gratitude,” Alan admitted.

    “Gratitude should be expressed,” Peyton explained, “Especially when it’s the sort of gratitude a husband who’s useless in bed feels towards the man that is now fucking his wife.”

    Alan offered no response, though Peyton was quite certain she saw at least a little bit of lust in his eyes.

    “You’ll thank him when he arrives,” she said. “Scott deserves to know how you feel. He deserves to know that my husband is exceptionally grateful for the service Scott’s providing and you’re going to make that clear. Do you understand?”

    Alan nodded and Peyton stepped back. She spotted what she was quite certain was a bulge between his legs, confirming that Alan was indeed aroused.

    “If you thank him in a way I find satisfactory I’ll make you cum after Scott leaves tomorrow,” Peyton said.

    Surprise crossed Alan’s face before he said, “Tomorrow?”

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Your Husband Sleep in the Guest Room While Your Lover is in the Master Bedroom
    

    “Yes, darling. Scott will be spending the night in our bed and you’ll be in the guest room,” Peyton explained as she picked up the panties she’d selected for the evening.

    “But…I…” Alan said before trailing off.

    Peyton stepped into the panties and slowly pulled them up her legs. As she’d hoped, Alan’s eyes followed their path towards her pussy.

    “I know it might seem like too much, but I’ve already spent the night with Scott. I’ve already slept in his arms. I’ve already woken up and fucked him before getting out of bed. I’ve already done everything I’m going to do tonight and tomorrow morning. The only difference is I’ll be doing it in our bed while you’re in the other room.”

    Peyton picked up the lace bra that matched her panties and slowly put it on while Alan seemed to be engaging in an internal battle. His arousal was obvious and he couldn’t keep his eyes off her body, and yet he clearly wanted to argue with her about the merits of having Scott stay the night.

    “If it helps, you don’t have a choice in the matter,” Peyton said. “Scott has already proven he’s a superior lover and it seems perfectly reasonable to me that the superior lover between the two of you should get to spend the night in our bed. It’s not as if he’s moving in. He’s simply spending the night. He and I are going to fuck as many times as we can manage, we’re going to fall asleep together, and in the morning he’s almost certainly going to fuck me again before going home. At some point after he leaves I’ll treat you to an orgasm as your reward for being a good cuckold husband.”

    “What…what kind of orgasm?” Alan asked.

    Peyton smiled at her husband’s predictable-but-lovely focus on his orgasm. “I haven’t decided yet. It will depend on how well-behaved you are tonight. If you can’t contain the emotions you’re going to feel as I share our bed with another man, it may be a remarkably quick orgasm. I could even ruin your orgasm. If, however, you decide to try and be the best cuckold possible, you might find that I treat you to the best orgasm of your life.”

    That seemed to catch Alan’s attention as a smile slowly spread across his face. Peyton stepped into her high heels to complete her look and glanced at the clock. “Scott will be here in a few minutes. I’ll greet him and then I’ll let him know that there’s something you’d like to say. That’s when you’ll thank him. I expect I’ll take him to the bedroom after that. I’m already wet just thinking about him and my body’s not going to be okay with any delay before I get to have him inside me.”

    “Okay,” Alan said.

    Peyton extended her hand and helped Alan to his feet. She stepped closer and pressed her body against his before kissing his neck. Alan’s hands moved to her ass and Peyton let him squeeze it. He deserved a small reward for being better behaved than she’d expected. The fact that his cock reached a rock hard state in almost no time brought her no small pleasure, too. Peyton knew her husband’s willingness to be a cuckold hinged on his continued desire of the sexual rewards that came with it.

    “Come,” Peyton said.

    She took Alan’s hand and they left the bedroom together. She wanted to maintain contact for as long as possible to keep his mind focused on her and the pleasure that only she could provide as long as he was well-behaved.

    Scott pulled into the driveway just a few moments after they reached the living room, bringing a smile to Peyton’s face. She liked a punctual man.

    “Stay here,” she said. “And remember that Scott is going to spend his night giving me something you spent many years failing to give me. That’s why you’re grateful.”

    “Of course,” Alan said.

    Peyton turned and walked towards the front door, hoping very much that Alan was staring at her ass and admiring the way her hips swayed.

    The door bell rang a moment before Peyton reached for the handle and welcomed Scott to their home. The mixture of joy and lust that crossed his face the moment he saw her in lingerie was everything Peyton was hoping for.

    When he stepped into the house, took her into his arms and kissed her with the kind of passion she’d spent years yearning for, Peyton couldn’t help but think that they’d picked the right man to cuckold Alan with. She had no idea how long Scott would be in their lives, but there was no question he was the right man for the job at that moment.

    “I missed you,” Scott said as his hands moved to her ass and confidently squeezed her flesh.

    “I’ve been thinking about you all week,” Peyton said.

    They kissed again and she felt Scott’s now-stiff cock press into her. A wave of overwhelming need moved through Peyton’s body and for a moment she forgot all about Alan. She fought off the urge to pull out Scott’s cock, drop to her knees, and take him into her mouth, choosing instead to step away, take his hand, and lead him towards the living room.

    “Alan has something he’d like to say to you,” Peyton informed the man that would soon be inside her.

    “Oh really?” Scott said.

    “Don’t worry, you’ll like it,” she replied.

    Alan looked nervous and a little uncomfortable as they stepped into the living room. “Scott,” he said. “It’s nice to finally meet you.” Alan extended his hand and Scott took it as they shared a quick handshake.

    “It’s nice to meet you too,” Scott replied.

    “So, uh, I…well, I wanted to thank you,” Alan began.

    “Thank me? For what?”

    Peyton smiled. She suspected Scott knew what was about to happen and he was going to have a little fun and make it just a bit more humiliating for Alan.

    “For…for giving my wife the kind of sex she deserves,” Alan said. “I’ve…well, she’s made it clear that I’m not as capable in that area as I thought I was and I just want her to be happy, so I wanted to express my gratitude to you for…well, for showing her a kind of pleasure that I’m just not capable of showing her.”

    “It’s my pleasure, Alan,” Scott replied. “It truly is. To be honest, there are few things I enjoy more than fucking a married woman that’s been with a, shall we say, disappointing husband for so many years that she’s forgotten what great sex feels like. To see the pleasure on your wife’s face when I fuck her to the kind of orgasm she hasn’t had in a long, long time, well, that feels better than I can describe.”

    Peyton leaned into Scott and he put his arm around her while they both looked at Alan, who seemed to be utterly bathed in humiliation.

    “I really am grateful,” Alan said. “It’s hard for me, of course, but Peyton deserves what you can give her. She really does. She deserves everything she wants in life, but there’s no reason she should have to limit herself to having bad sex for the rest of her life.”

    “No, there isn’t, Alan,” Scott said as his hand moved down Peyton’s back until it found her ass. He gave it a good squeeze and she smiled before kissing his neck. “I’d like to thank you too. After all, if you weren’t willing to accept that you’re incapable of pleasing your wife, Peyton never would have come into my life. I wouldn’t have had the incredible sex I had last weekend and I wouldn’t get to spend the night in your bed, fucking your wife. So, truly, thank you, Alan. Thank you for being such a disappointment in bed and thank you for being willing to let another man make up for your shortcomings.”

    Peyton’s sense of arousal at listening to Scott humiliate Alan caught her off guard. She hadn’t expected to find it so hot to see someone else help Alan accept his place as a cuckold, but there was no denying the intense sensations between her legs.

    “I can’t wait any longer,” she said. “I need you to fuck me.”

    “It would be my pleasure,” Scott said.

    Peyton turned to her husband. “Alan, you can listen all you’d like, but I don’t want you touching yourself and I don’t want you trying to sneak a peek by opening the bedroom door. Tonight, it’s not your bedroom. Tonight it’s my bedroom and I’ve invited Scott to spend the night pleasuring me because you’ve failed to do so on so many occasions. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Alan said.

    Peyton kissed Scott with the kind of fervor a woman experiences when she’s out of her mind with desire. She did it in front of Alan because she wanted him to get a small taste of her feelings for another man. She wanted Alan to see that her desire was real and that Scott made her feel things that he didn’t, that he couldn’t, that he never had.

    “Come,” Peyton said as she took Scott’s hand. “I want to suck your cock.”

    The comment was for both of them. Every man wants to hear a woman utter such filthy words and Peyton happened to feel a rather potent desire to do that very thing. She wanted Alan to hear her say it, too, because she wanted him to picture her on her knees in front of Scott. She wanted it to be the first thing he thought about as she took Scott into the bedroom and closed the door. She wanted to trigger his cuckold desires and keep them going all night long as he listened to her fuck another man in their bed.
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    “Thank you for driving us,” Peyton said from the backseat. “It makes this feel kind of special, like we have a valet for the day.”

    Alan glanced in the rearview mirror and said, “You’re welcome.”

    Peyton wasn’t sure her husband was excited about acting as a driver for her and Scott, but he hadn’t put up a fight when she suggested it. The fact that he’d gone a week without an orgasm probably contributed to his willingness to play along and Peyton suspected Alan found pleasure in the idea of his wife spending quality time with the man that now served her sexual needs.

    “Is there a particular kind of lingerie you like on a woman?” Peyton asked Scott as she reached out and took his hand.

    He turned to her and smiled, and why wouldn’t he? They were headed to La Perla, home of some of the most expensive lingerie in the world and they were going shopping with the intention of buying a handful of sexy items for Peyton to wear for Scott.

    “I like bodysuits,” Scott answered. “Especially the ones that feel soft to the touch. I like how they enhance a woman’s femininity. You can’t go wrong with a bra, panty, and stockings set, either, particularly if you include a garter belt.”

    Peyton moved her hand to Scott’s knee and slowly made her way towards his crotch as she imagined modeling a bodysuit for him. She wanted to inspire that look of desire that always made her wet. She liked making Scott want her desperately, in no small part because it always made the sex better. The fact that it served to reinforce Alan’s place as her cuckold was a nice side benefit.

    “Alan, have I ever worn La Perla lingerie for you?” Peyton asked as her hand moved between Scott’s legs.

    “No, you haven’t,” he replied from the front seat.

    Peyton smiled at Scott and massaged his cock through his jeans. “Why do you think that is?”

    Alan slowed to a stop as Peyton unbuckled her seat belt and slid closer to Scott. Her hand remained between his legs and she brought his cock to a full erection.

    “Because I’ve never given you the kind of pleasure Scott gives you,” Alan replied from the front seat.

    Peyton smiled at her lover and said, “That’s right. Not once have you fucked me as well as Scott fucks me each and every time he’s inside me. Not once have you made me cum as hard as he makes me cum each and every time he fucks me. Not once have you given me the pleasure he gives me each and every time I’m with him.”

    Scott leaned closer and Peyton kissed him as Alan moved past the stop sign and continued towards their destination. As her lover’s tongue entered her mouth, Peyton wondered if her husband was having any difficulty keeping his eyes on the road. Alan was, after all, a cuckold, and despite the angst that came with that, he was deeply aroused by the idea of his wife being with another man.

    “Scott deserves to be with a woman that wants to look her best for him,” Peyton said as she looked towards the front seat once more. “He deserves to see me in the most beautiful lingerie in the world. You’ve never deserved that, Alan. That’s why you’re going to be our driver today. That’s why you’re going to carry my bags. That’s why you’re going to be our valet today.”

    Peyton felt an unexpected kind of thrill as she thought of executing yet another idea from the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook.

    
      The Handbook Says: Go Shopping with Your Lover and Have Your Cuckold Act as Your Valet
    

    What thrilled her most was that Alan hadn’t put up a fight. He’d happily gone along with it. Peyton had detected and unmistakable sense of excitement when she’d informed him of her plans for the day.

    “Do you understand your place today, Alan?” she asked.

    “I do,” he replied.

    The car stopped at a red light and Peyton kissed Scott again. She knew Alan wouldn’t be able to resist looking, whether in the rearview mirror or by turning his head for a close up view of his wife kissing another man. Peyton turned up the heat by vigorously playing with Scott’s cock through his pants. She wanted him excited, too, after all.

    “You like watching, don’t you?” Peyton asked as the car started moving again.

    “I do,” Alan admitted.

    “You like that I’ve made you a cuckold, don’t you?” she asked as her fingers moved over the bulge in Scott’s pants.

    Alan’s voice cracked a little as he said, “I do.”

    Peyton smiled. It must have been a little painful for him to admit that. She liked that he was willing to own his desire, though. He was a good cuckold in that way.

    “We’re here,” Alan said as he pulled into the parking lot.

    Peyton smiled and gave Scott a soft kiss on the cheek. “I can’t tell you how excited I am to find lingerie to wear for you.”

    “I bet I’m even more excited,” Scott said. “I already want to fuck you. I can’t imagine how I’m going to feel after you tease me by showing off that beautiful body of yours in the world’s sexiest lingerie.”

    Peyton unbuckled Scott’s seatbelt and opened the door. He slid out, adjusted his bulge, and she followed. They held hands and headed into the store as Alan brought up the rear.

    “Alan,” Peyton said as they entered the store, “I’d like you to pick out three bodysuits for me to try on. Don’t think of yourself when picking them, though. Think of what a man like Scott would want to see on me. Think of how I’d want to look for the man that provides me with the kind of sexual satisfaction you have always failed to offer. Can you do that for me?”

    Peyton watched a mixture of humiliation and arousal wash over her husband’s face. For just a few moments an internal battle played out externally. Scott’s hand moved to her waist and he pulled her close, asserting a level of ownership that she found thrilling as they both looked at Alan.

    “Of course,” Alan answered. “Thank you for giving me the opportunity.”

    Peyton smiled and her husband walked towards the bodysuits. She watched him confer with a tall blonde sales associate that looked very much like a supermodel. The girl looked over at Peyton and Scott, flashed a knowing smile, and led Alan towards the lingerie he would be choosing from.

    “How did you know he’d be into cuckolding?” Scott asked as they both watched Alan look through the surprising number of options.

    “I didn’t, really,” Peyton said. “I hoped he would be. He’s a wonderful husband, but he really is lacking in the bedroom and I couldn’t deal with it anymore. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life unsatisfied, which meant there were only two choices. Thankfully, Alan responded almost immediately to the idea of me being with another man. It turns out he and I might be perfect for each other.”

    “Really?” Scott asked.

    Peyton looked up at him and smiled. “He finds humiliation intoxicating. He finds it painful, too, but it always turns him on. His orgasms are more satisfying than they’ve ever been, and so are mine. We both win. He’s embarking on a lifestyle he probably never imagined, but he’s enjoying himself and it means that he gets to stay married to me.”

    “Would you really have left him?” Scott asked.

    Peyton nodded. “There was a time when I didn’t think that was the case, but after years of deep frustration with our sex life I’d grown desperate. I reached a place where I couldn’t stomach the idea of spending decades feeling unsatisfied. No one should have to accept that as their reality. I decided to make a change. Thankfully, Alan was willing to go along with it.”

    “Here he comes,” Scott said.

    Alan was on his way towards them with a trio of bodysuits over his outstretched arm. “I think these will look incredible on you,” he said.

    “I should try them on, then,” Peyton replied. She took Scott’s hand and led him towards the fitting rooms as Alan followed a few steps behind. “Scott, why don’t you wait here? I think it might be more fun if you don’t see me in the lingerie until you can have me in it.”

    “I think you’re right,” Scott said as he sat on the elegant, comfortable-looking couch just outside the fitting rooms.

    “Alan, I’d like you to come into the fitting room with me. I’d like you to see the lingerie that you’ll never get to have me in. I’d like you to see the body that you no longer get to enjoy as you desire,” Peyton said.

    Again that look of humiliation and arousal crossed Alan’s face. He nodded and followed as Peyton stepped into the fitting area and into one of the spacious rooms.

    “Sit,” she said.

    Alan sat on the padded bench and Peyton stepped closer and removed her clothes. She watched as Alan’s eyes roamed over her body. He spent a great deal of time staring at her breasts before his eyes moved between her legs and remained fixed on the area he hadn’t entered in quite some time.

    “Do you want me, Alan?” Peyton asked.

    He looked up at her and nodded.

    Peyton reached out and slowly caressed her husband’s face. He closed his eyes and let out a quiet moan. “Do you understand that you don’t get to have me?”

    “I do,” he answered.

    Peyton stepped closer and said, “Kiss me.”

    Alan’s lips found the skin just above her belly button and he planted a handful of soft kisses as Peyton ran her fingers through his hair and over the back of his neck.

    Peyton stepped back and said, “Get on your knees.”

    Alan slid off the bench and onto his knees. She put a hand on the top of his head and applied gentle pressure before saying, “Kiss me between my legs. Taste me. Use your tongue to turn me on.”

    Alan kissed Peyton’s pussy and pressed his tongue between her labia. She turned and looked in the mirror. Alan looked like an extension of her body, like his existence emanated from her pussy. It felt fitting of his status as her cuckold. It was where he belonged. It made Peyton feel powerful, like she had total control over her husband. Before long the excitement and the pleasure Alan’s tongue offered had her on the verge of an orgasm.

    Peyton stepped back, denying herself the pleasure of a climax. She wanted to save her desire for Scott. She wanted his cock to be responsible for her orgasm.

    “Thank you,” Alan said. “For letting me kiss you like that. Thank you.”

    There was genuine gratitude in his eyes and joy in his smile. “You’re welcome,” Peyton replied. “Now hand me the first bodysuit.”

    Alan remained on his knees and offered up a pink bodysuit. Peyton took it from her husband and stepped into the delicate item. The fabric was soft and thin and it fit her perfectly. Peyton ran her hands over her body and imagined Scott’s reaction to the bodysuit. The feminine color and material would please him and Peyton was quite certain he’d enjoy the way the semi-sheer lace showed off her nipples.

    “This is perfect,” she said. “You made a wonderful choice.”

    “The sales associate was very helpful,” Alan replied from his knees. “She said the color was perfect for you.”

    Peyton turned to her husband. “Did you tell her why another man had his arm around me as you were shopping for lingerie?”

    Alan nodded.

    “What did she say?” Peyton asked.

    “She said I was a good husband for putting my wife’s happiness above my own,” Alan answered. “She said you were a lucky woman to be married to a man like me.”

    Peyton felt an overwhelming sense of love for Alan in that moment. She was a lucky woman. After all, she got to have a great husband she’d be with forever, and now that he was a cuckold, her life would never be absent the sexual satisfaction she craved. For a moment Peyton considered letting Alan make her cum as a reward, but she decided against it. Instead, she resolved to reward him with an orgasm after she and Scott had fucked.

    “I am a lucky woman,” Peyton said. “And I am grateful for your willingness to be a cuckold.”

    “I know,” Alan said.

    Peyton ran her hands over her body and watched as Alan’s eyes went wide. “Think of his hands on my body,” she said. “Think of Scott touching me like this. Think of him touching your wife’s breasts in this beautiful pink lace. Think of his fingers between my legs. Think of him playing with my pussy through this beautiful, soft pink fabric. Think of him making me feel so good as he touches me. Think of how badly I want him, Alan. Think of Scott fucking me in this lingerie. Think of his cock sliding in and out of the pussy you crave so badly. Think of him making me moan as I wrap my legs around him.”

    Peyton watched Alan lose himself in the fantasy. His eyes glazed over and his mouth parted, though no sounds came out. It was as if he was engaged in a session of mental masturbation and had retreated into his imagination to do so.

    “Would you like to watch tonight, Alan?” Peyton asked. “Would you like to watch Scott fuck me? Would you like to watch him fuck your wife?”

    Alan nodded vigorously. “Yes, please.”

    His hand moved between his legs. He grasped what must have been his cock through his pants and Peyton bent over and said, “Don’t you dare touch yourself. Not without permission. You know the rules. I control your orgasms. I decide when you get to cum. Do you understand?”

    Alan released his cock and his hand fell to his side. “I understand,” he said. “I’m sorry.”

    Peyton smiled. “It’s okay. I know you can’t help it sometimes. I know you get turned on thinking about Scott fucking me. I know how much you’re going to enjoy watching. It’s perfectly reasonable that you’d want to masturbate thinking about all of that.”

    Alan seemed relieved; like he’d been a little worried Peyton would deny him the chance to watch.

    Peyton slowly stripped from the bodysuit and gently placed it on the bench behind Alan. She looked down and watched as his eyes wandered over her naked body once more. He looked so sweet and desperate that she couldn’t help but give him a little treat.

    Peyton stepped closer and pulled Alan’s head between her legs. “Taste me,” she said. “Eat my pussy. Make me feel good.”

    Alan put his tongue to work without hesitation. Peyton reached down and held his head in both hands. She moved her hips, rubbing her clit over his lips and tongue. She bit her lower lip to prevent a loud moan from escaping. The moment her thighs began to tremble Peyton stepped away, again denying herself an orgasm. Alan looked disappointed, as she knew he would.

    “You can make me cum later,” she said. “After Scott’s enjoyed my body.”

    “Thank you,” Alan replied. “I’d like that very much.”

    “Pass me the second bodysuit,” she said. “We have so much more shopping to do.”

    Alan handed her a black lace bodysuit and Peyton stepped into it. She turned to the mirror and smiled at how good it looked on her. Again she felt a great sense of excitement at the idea of Scott seeing her in it. Peyton smiled at the pleasures that awaited her. She was in no hurry to get home, though. There was still plenty of lingerie to try on, after all.
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    “I want you to be honest with me,” Peyton said as she reached across the table and took Alan’s hands in hers. “How are you feeling about the changes I’ve made to our life?”

    “Good,” Alan said. “Overall, at least. There are certainly times when it’s frustrating, but I feel like I’m actually happier than I was a few months ago.”

    Peyton held back on her follow up as the waitress came by and dropped off their drinks. “Your food should be ready soon,” she said.

    Peyton nodded and watched the pretty girl walk away before turning back to her husband. “I’m not saying I don’t believe you, but I want you to know that you can be honest with me. I believe the changes I’ve made have led to far greater satisfaction for both of us, but my judgment could certainly be clouded by my selfish desire. After all, I was the one who was truly unsatisfied by our sex life prior to the changes.”

    Alan looked a little embarrassed, as he should have been. Peyton had cuckolded him because he’d spent years disappointing her in bed, leaving only two options: Divorce or cuckolding. Peyton chose to take a lover and Alan’s transition to being the perfect supportive cuckold husband was ongoing.

    “I’m being honest,” Alan said. “I really am. It’s different than it was, of course, but I am actually happier. I feel more connected to you. I feel like we spend more time together, and while our intimacy is much different than it used to be, I actually feel like we spend a lot more intimate time together now than we used to.”

    “Is there any part of your cuckolding that you find especially difficult?” Peyton asked.

    “I’d like to orgasm more often,” Alan answered, “but I suspect every husband in my position feels the same way. Sometimes it’s hard to admit that I’m not capable of giving you everything you need – sometimes it’s really hard, in fact – but I also know that it’s true. I was living in a form of blissful ignorance before and coming out of that is hard sometimes.”

    “Is it worth it?” Peyton asked.

    Alan smiled. “Do you remember the last time you let me watch?”

    Peyton nodded.

    “There was this moment a few minutes into it. You were in missionary. This look of, well, I guess I’d called it total bliss came over your face. As I watched I realized that I had never made you look that way. Never in our lives had I made you experience that kind of bliss, at least sexually speaking. That obviously could have been a really destructive moment for me, but it wasn’t. Instead it was just really hot for me. I had to stop stroking or I would have cum. That’s how arousing it was. It was just so beautiful to see you like that, and I definitely didn’t feel that way when we first started. Now I do, though, and to me that means it’s worth the stuff that’s more difficult,” Alan explained.

    “It means a lot to me that you’re willing to go on this journey, Alan,” Peyton said. “It means the world to me, honestly. It shows just how much you love me. I know that most men would have refused to put my needs above their own, but you didn’t. Your embraced the idea of making me happy. You embraced that it might lead to some difficulties for you. You even embraced that it could lead to great pleasure for you, which I’m so grateful for.”

    Peyton slipped her foot out of her heel and let her toes wander between Alan’s legs. His eyes went wide as she massaged his cock through his slacks. He responded rather quickly, growing erect as Peyton sipped her drink and smiled.

    “Are you willing to continue on this journey?” Peyton asked.

    Alan nodded as she watched the pleasure happening between his legs play out on his face.

    “You like being a cuckold, don’t you?” she asked. “You like that your wife had to take a lover because you’re such a disappointment in bed, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Alan said.

    “I want you to think about it right now,” Peyton said. “Think about that look on my face from the last time you watched. Think about how good I must have felt to look like that. Think about how good Scott’s cock must have felt inside me. Think about how good he made me feel and how you have never in your life made a woman feel that way. You’ve never approached making a woman feel that way.”

    Alan gripped the edge of the table as Peyton played with his fully-erect cock under the table. She delighted in teasing him, though what thrilled her the most was the sense that Alan’s enjoyment of his cuckolding was genuine. He liked that she craved Scott’s cock instead of his. He liked that she had a lover that serviced her needs in a way Alan had never been able to.

    “Look who’s here,” Peyton said as she looked towards the door. Scott was walking towards their booth. She continued her foot play under the table, massaging her husband’s cock as he watched her lover stroll through the restaurant with a confident smile on his face.

    “Hey, babe,” Scott said as he slid into the booth. He leaned in for a kiss and Peyton reached up to caress his face as their lips met and their tongues danced. She moaned as Scott’s hand moved under the table and caressed her thigh. His fingers moved in slow, small circles as Scott lifted her dress and probed towards her panties.

    “I missed you,” Peyton said as their lips finally parted. “You have no idea how much I missed you.”

    Scott smiled. “I missed you too. I’m hooked on you and a week feels like too long to go without you.”

    “Maybe you should take me with you for your next business trip,” Peyton said.

    “I can’t think of anything better,” Scott replied before kissing her again.

    Peyton enjoyed teasing her husband, but nothing ignited her desire quite like being with Scott. All it took was a kiss and her body came alive as memories of the pleasures he’d provided left her humming with a deep need to have him inside her.

    “Alan and I were just talking about how much he enjoys being a cuckold,” Peyton said.

    Scott looked across the table and offered a confident smile. “Is that right?” he asked. “What is it you like about it, Alan?”

    “I like to see my wife experience the pleasure she deserves,” Alan answered. “I like that you can give her what I can’t. Peyton is an incredible woman and she deserves the absolute best.”

    “Yes, she does,” Scott said as his fingers found their way into Peyton’s panties. “Your wife is responsible for the best orgasms of my life, if I’m being honest. Fucking her is a pleasure I can’t get enough of, though I’ll admit that you being a cuckold is part of it. It turns out there’s nothing quite like giving a married woman the orgasms her husband can’t. It’s a potent aphrodisiac, Alan, and it’s one that your inadequacies led to.”

    Peyton moaned as Scott played with her clit and sent waves of arousal emanating out from between her legs. “Isn’t that nice?” she asked her husband while continuing to pleasure him with her foot. “You being a disappointment in bed means that Scott and I get to have the best sex of our lives. You’re helping two people by being inadequate.”

    Peyton spotted the waitress coming over with their food and pulled her foot from between Alan’s legs. Scott pulled his hand from her panties and smiled as the pretty young lady placed two plates on the table.

    She smiled at Scott and said, “I didn’t know someone else was joining you. Can I get you anything, sir?”

    “If it’s alright I’ll just have a little of what she’s having,” Scott said. “Plus a beer.”

    “Of course, I’ll be right back with another set of silverware,” the waitress said.

    Peyton smiled as she thought of a piece of advice from the Handbook. It seemed like an opportune time to put it to use.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Your Husband Beg Your Lover to Fuck You
    

    “Alan, darling, I’d like Scott to come home with us tonight. I’d like him to spend the night in our bed so I can satisfy my desire for him after a week without being able to enjoy the pleasure of his cock. I want you to ask him, though,” Peyton said.

    Alan looked up from his food and smiled at her. He looked at Scott and said, “Scott, would you spend the night with my wife?”

    “Oh, darling, I’m afraid that’s not quite good enough,” Peyton said before Scott could reply. “I need you to convince him. I need you to beg him to spend the night in our bed. Beg him to take your place. Beg him to make up for your overwhelming shortcomings.”

    Alan put his fork down and took a deep breath. His lips curled into a slight smile as he stared across the table at Peyton before turning his attention to Scott.

    “Scott, please come home with us. Please spend the night in our bed. Please fuck my wife like she deserves. Please make up for my overwhelming sexual shortcomings and give Peyton the pleasure she deserves,” Alan said.

    “I’m not sure that’s good enough,” Scott replied. The waitress dropped off the extra set of silverware and Scott unwrapped it, grabbed a fork, and plucked a bite of chicken from Peyton’s plate. “I love fucking your wife, cuckold, but she’s made it clear that you need to convince me. You need to beg me, and that didn’t sound like begging.”

    Peyton’s foot made its way between Alan’s legs once more. Her toes found the wet spot his precum had created and she massaged it, bringing his cock back to life with ease. “Don’t you want to watch Scott fuck me? Don’t you want to watch his big cock fill your wife’s pussy? Don’t you want to listen to me moan as he makes me feel better than you ever have? Don’t you want me to cuckold you, Alan?”

    “Yes,” Alan said. “I want that, I do.”

    “Then beg him,” Peyton said.

    “Scott, please, Peyton deserves to feel good. She deserves to have great sex and I can’t give it to her. I can’t. I’m not capable of it. I’m useless in bed. My tongue is all I have to offer and it doesn’t compare to your cock. Please, spend the night in our bed with my wife. Give Peyton what she craves and what she deserves. Fuck her in our bed. Fuck her like she needs. Fuck her all night if that’s what it takes. I don’t care. I just want you to make her feel good. I need you to make her feel good,” Alan said.

    Scott turned to Peyton and said, “That sounded like begging. What do you think?”

    “I think I’m getting fucked after dinner,” Peyton said.

    She kept her foot between Alan’s legs and massaged his cock throughout dinner. She wanted him out of his mind with desire by the time they got home. She wanted him to be desperate to see Scott fuck her, for that would make her plans for the evening more exciting.

    “Look at how hard you are,” Peyton said as she glanced between her husband’s legs. “What is it you want, Alan? What would make you happy right now?”

    Alan looked at Scott, who was naked on their couch with his impressive, condom-wrapped erection pointing skywards, and said, “I want you to have the sex you crave. I want you to cum like you deserve to cum. I want you and Scott to fuck.”

    “While you watch, right?” Peyton asked.

    “Yes,” Alan said. “I want to watch. I desperately want to watch. I want to see him satisfy you. I want to see another man make my wife cum.”

    Peyton reached out and ran her fingers through the drop of precum at the tip of her husband’s cock. She used the lubrication to tease the underside of his dick, eliciting a quiet moan. She leaned closer and kissed Alan’s neck while wrapping her fingers around his cock and slowly stroking him.

    “I’m going to fuck him,” Peyton whispered. “I’m going to give him my body. He’s going to give me his cock. He’s going to fuck me better than you have ever fucked me. He’s going to fuck me better than you’ve ever dreamed of fucking me.”

    Alan closed his eyes and moaned the way a man does when he’s close to cumming.

    “I’m going to cuckold you. I’m going to claim the pleasure I deserve and you’re going to watch. You’re going to get on your knees and watch like a good cuckold does. You’re going to watch my face. You’re going to watch my body. You’re going to witness my pleasure and you’re going to understand why you’re a cuckold and why Scott is now the man responsible for my sexual satisfaction,” Peyton continued.

    She kissed his neck again. She sucked on it a little and Alan seemed like he might lose his balance as she drove him right to the edge of his climax. Peyton smiled as she prepared to drop a little nugget that Alan was sure to find distressing.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Your Husband Watch without Being Able to Masturbate
    

    “I’m going to fuck him. You’re going to watch. You’re going to enjoy watching him fuck me, too. But, you’re not going to touch yourself as you do. You’re not going to enjoy the pleasure that you usually claim while Scott fucks me. You’re not going to jerk off. You’re not going to stroke this disappointing dick of yours. You’re going to rest on your knees and watch him fuck me without touching yourself,” Peyton said.

    “Peyton, no, please,” Alan said.

    “What? Is that disappointing, darling? Would you rather stroke this little dick of yours while Scott fucked me? Would you enjoy that more?” she asked.

    Alan looked distressed. “Yes, I would. That’s what I want.”

    “A cuckold doesn’t always get what he wants,” Peyton said. “Sometimes a cuckold has to suffer. It shouldn’t be all pleasure for you. Sometimes you should feel agony. That’s what happens when you’re a disappointment to your wife. You don’t always get the good things in life. Sometimes you have to watch me get fucked while your cock is so hard it hurts. Sometimes you have to keep your hands away from it. Sometimes you have to recognize that being almost completely worthless in bed means that you don’t always get to claim the pleasure you crave. Do you understand?”

    Alan was clearly frustrated, but Peyton could see that he wasn’t going to fight her. “I understand,” he said.

    “Good. Now get on your knees,” she demanded.

    Alan fell to his knees.

    “Keep your hands behind your back. If I see you touch your cock I will punish you, do you understand?” Peyton said.

    Alan’s frustration played out on his face, but he acquiesced. “Yes, I understand.”

    Peyton smiled and turned to Scott. She fell to her knees in front him and wrapped her fingers around his shaft. Peyton leaned forward and kissed the head. “I love your cock,” she said before working her tongue over his stiff flesh, eliciting a moan.

    “Did you ever love his cock?” Scott asked.

    “No,” Peyton said. “I love him, but I’ve never loved his cock. Yours, though, yours is perfect.” Peyton took him in her mouth and Scott moaned. She sucked slowly, keeping just the head in her mouth and pleasuring him with her tongue as she maintained eye contact. The lust on Scott’s face thrilled her. It meant he was going to fuck her with the vigor she needed.

    Peyton reached back and played with her pussy as she blew her lover. She knew Alan could see her fingers moving over her labia and into the wetness inside her. She hoped he was watching and feeling desire for something she was never going to let him have. She wanted to deepen his desire, to tease him relentlessly, to make him mad with lust before she let Scott inside her and cuckolded Alan yet again.

    After sucking Scott’s cock for far longer than usual, Peyton stood up and spun around. Scott reached up and pulled her into his lap. Peyton wrapped her fingers around his cock and slapped it against her pussy as she stared into Alan’s eyes.

    “Do you want to see his cock inside me?” she asked. “Do you want to see my tight pussy stretched around his big cock?”

    Alan nodded. “Yes, please. Take him inside you. Give your pussy what it craves.”

    Peyton smiled, lifted her hips, and took Scott’s cock into her pussy. He moaned and she did the same as he filled her. She experienced the bliss of being stretched by his big cock after a week without it and she couldn’t help but close her eyes and smile at the sheer joy the feeling produced.

    Scott reached up and took Peyton’s breasts in his hands as she slowly rode him. She milked his cock with her pussy and she reveled in his moans. He’d been a week without her and it seemed that he too was feeling that sense of desperation. She liked teasing him a little, especially since she was teasing Alan at the same time.

    “You’re the only one not experiencing any pleasure,” Peyton said to her husband. “Scott gets to be in my pussy. I get to feel his perfect cock inside me. You get to sit there and watch like a fucking cuckold should.”

    It looked like Alan was putting genuine effort into restraining himself. His arms were taut as if he was holding them in place behind his back. His face was red and his cock was still hard as a rock. He’d been a week without an orgasm – Peyton had decided if she didn’t get to enjoy Scott’s cock then her cuckold shouldn’t be cumming – and he seemed to be feeling every bit of it.

    “His cock feels so good inside me,” Peyton said. “His hands feel so good on my tits. He’s every bit the man I need. He’s everything you’re not.”

    Alan’s agony seemed to deepen and it turned Peyton on. She loved being able to see her husband as another man fucked her. It was a special form of intimacy that involved her pleasure and, in this case, his agony.

    “Come closer,” Peyton said.

    Alan crawled closer until he was just a few feet away. His eyes were fixed between her legs. He had a beautiful view of her pussy swallowing Scott’s cock. He seemed utterly entranced by it.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked.

    Alan looked up at her and nodded. “Yes. Peyton, please, can I masturbate?”

    Peyton smiled and for a moment Alan looked hopeful, like her smile meant she was going to grant him permission. It delighted her, but only because he had no plans on letting him masturbate. “No, you may not,” she said. “You’ll do as you’re told. You’ll watch him fuck me for as long as I want you to watch. You’ll suffer the agony of not being able to touch yourself and pursue your satisfaction. You’ll be a good cuckold and you won’t complain about it or ask me to masturbate again. Is that clear?”

    Alan nodded and his eyes moved back between her legs as Peyton rode Scott’s cock. She found almost as much pleasure in watching her husband’s face as she did in getting fucked. It was astounding.

    Eventually, Peyton wanted to cum. She lifted her pussy from Scott’s cock and spun around. She sat down on him and moved her hips back and forth. Scott sucked on her nipples as she ground her clit into his crotch and milked his cock with her pussy at the same time. She heard Alan moan and she hoped it was because of an entirely new and beautiful way to admire the sight of another man’s cock in his wife’s pussy.

    “You fuck me so good,” Peyton said. Scott looked up and smiled. She kissed him and rode his cock harder and faster. “You’re gonna make me cum. Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum!”

    Peyton threw her head back and Scott took one of her nipples into his mouth. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it as he grabbed her ass. He gave it a good squeeze and helped her ride his cock. Her clit dragged over his pelvis and every little movement felt like an explosion of pleasure. Her legs started to twitch and she felt her toes curl.

    “Fuuuck!” she cried out. “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!”

    Peyton fell forward and Scott wrapped his arms around her as she climaxed on his cock. It was the kind of orgasm that made it damn near impossible to control her body, which made his strong arms feel even better around her.

    “You are the most incredible man,” she whispered.

    “You deserve to be with an incredible man,” Scott replied.

    “And you deserve an orgasm,” Peyton said. “Let’s go to the bedroom. You can have me any way you want me.” Peyton lifted her pussy off his cock, stepped back, and turned to her husband. “You’re staying here, and don’t you dare touch your dick.”

    Alan nodded and Peyton took Scott’s hand and led him towards their bedroom. She was confident Alan would remain on his knees and that he’d still be hard when she came back to finally reward him with an orgasm. He was being a good cuckold. He deserved a little pleasure after all the teasing.
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    “You really are quite small,” Peyton noted as she stroked her husband’s stiff cock. “Have you always known that, Alan?”

    Alan looked down at his cock and then his gaze met Peyton’s before he nodded.

    “When did you know?” she asked with a smile.

    Alan groaned as she teased the head of his cock with her skilled fingers. “When I was a teenager,” he answered.

    Peyton chuckled. “Really? That young, huh? How did you know? Was it a locker room thing? Did you measure yourself against the men in the porn videos you watched?”

    Alan looked away for a moment and Peyton noted what seemed to be genuine embarrassment. That was the point, of course. Associating humiliation with his pleasure was an effective way of ensuring that Alan never argued with the idea of Peyton having a lover like Scott to satisfy her sexual needs.

    “I’d like to know,” Peyton said. “And while you should feel embarrassed that your cock is so small, you shouldn’t hold back from talking to me. I’m your wife. Now I’m your hotwife, or your cuckoldress if you prefer. So tell me, how did you discover that your cock is smaller than most?”

    “I looked up average cock size online and I measured myself against it,” he answered. “I suspect most guys do that at some point.”

    Peyton smiled as she imagined her husband holding a ruler next to his cock and feeling a sense of disappointment as he discovered that he was below average. She released his shaft, licked her fingers to provide a little extra lube, and took him in her hand once more.

    “How did you feel when you confirmed that you had a small cock?” Peyton asked.

    “I felt kind of shitty,” Alan answered.

    “Did you think you’d have a hard time satisfying a girl?” Peyton asked. Alan looked at her and nodded. Peyton saw the vulnerability in his eyes, but she felt the stiffness between his legs, too. She leaned closer, kissed his neck, and moaned. “Is that why you didn’t get laid before college, Alan? Did your little dick hold you back from pursuing the girls you had crushes on?”

    Alan moaned, as he almost always did when Peyton humiliated his small cock while jerking him off. She delighted in the sense of power coursing through her in that moment, though she was doubly thrilled at the idea that her husband was genuinely turned on by humiliation.

    “Did you look at yourself in the mirror and know that you’d never be able to fuck a woman to a satisfying orgasm?” Peyton asked.

    “I thought that was a possibility,” Alan answered.

    Peyton kissed her husband. She rewarded him with a passionate duel of their tongues and he moaned into her mouth. He was being open and honest and he deserved a little extra pleasure.

    “And what happened when you finally fucked a girl, Alan? What happened when you lost your virginity in college?” Peyton asked.

    Alan moaned as she kissed his neck. “She didn’t cum.”

    Peyton chuckled. “I’m sure she didn’t. I feel for her. After all, getting fucked by your little cock can be a deeply disappointing experience. Did she seem disappointed, Alan?”

    “Yes,” Alan answered. “I came really quickly, too.”

    “Of course you did,” Peyton said. “Men like you tend to do that, don’t they?” Peyton released her husband’s cock and straddled him. She rubbed her lace panties over his stiff shaft and he moaned. “Would you like it if I fucked you, Alan? Would you like it if I took your disappointing little cock into my pussy and rode you to an orgasm?”

    Alan nodded. “I’d love that, Peyton.”

    “You know you don’t deserve that though, right?” she asked. Peyton thought of an idea she’d read about in the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook. She wanted to guide Alan to saying the words, to admitting that his cock was completely and utterly inadequate, that he didn’t stand a chance at giving her pleasure, especially now that she’d taken a lover.

    
      The Handbook Says: Make Your Cuckold Admit That He Has an Inadequate Cock
    

    “I know,” Alan said. “You deserve to fuck Scott. You deserve to fuck someone with a big cock, someone that can actually satisfy you. My cock doesn’t deserve your pussy. It doesn’t deserve to feel the pleasure your pussy can provide. I don’t deserve that.”

    Peyton smiled as her husband talked himself into a highly aroused state. It delighted her that Alan could get so worked up from self humiliation. She rewarded him by pulling her panties aside and sinking down onto his cock. Her pussy was soaked – Alan wasn’t the only one turned on by his humiliation – and she found great pleasure in teasing him by slowly riding his stiffness.

    “You don’t deserve this,” Peyton said as she put her hands on his chest. “You don’t deserve the pleasure you’re feeling right now. You don’t deserve the joy of my pussy. I’m giving you a gift right now, Alan. Tell me that you understand that.”

    “I don’t deserve your pussy,” Alan said. “I don’t. I know that. I know that you’re giving me a gift right now. I know that you’re giving me a wonderful gift.”

    Peyton reached back to unhook her bra and toss it aside. She took her husband’s hands and placed them on her breasts.

    “You don’t deserve to touch my tits,” she said. “You don’t deserve to play with them. You don’t deserve that pleasure. Scott deserves that pleasure. He’s the one that actually fucks me the way I deserve to be fucked. He’s the one that actually satisfies your wife. He’s the one with a cock that isn’t completely useless.”

    Alan moaned. He was getting close. Peyton still needed to hear him admit his inadequacy.

    “Do you understand that you have a completely, utterly inadequate cock, Alan?” Peyton asked. “Do you understand that your dick is worthless for anything other than emptying your bladder?”

    “Yes,” Alan said as he played with Peyton’s breasts and seemingly lost himself in the intense pleasure of her pussy.

    “Say it,” Peyton demanded. “Tell me that your cock is inadequate.”

    “My cock is inadequate. It’s always been inadequate,” he admitted breathlessly. “I’ve never been able to pleasure a woman with my dick. I’ve never been able to fuck a woman the way she deserves. I’ve never been able to fuck my wife the way she deserves. I couldn’t give you an orgasm with my dick if my life depended on it.”

    Peyton rode Alan faster as she watched her husband lose himself in the pleasure of his humiliation. She didn’t even need to guide him. He was happy to go there all on his own, to embrace the pleasure of denigrating his cock size while simultaneously filling her pussy.

    “I could ride you for hours and I wouldn’t cum,” Peyton said with a hint of aggression in her voice. “I can barely feel your inadequate little cock inside me.”

    “Oh…fuck,” Alan said.

    He was close. He was moments away, in fact. Peyton lifted her pussy from his cock and reached down to jerk him off. Cum spurted into the air and landed on his stomach and in his pubic hair. She smiled at the pleasure that washed over her husband’s face and she took a small delight in knowing that he hadn’t been granted the joy of actually cumming inside her.

    “Your inadequate cock doesn’t deserve to cum inside me,” she said. “I’m not sure you’ll ever be permitted to cum inside me again. You should be thankful I let you inside me at all.”

    “I am,” Alan replied. “I am. I’m so grateful, Peyton. I am. I love you so much. Thank you for that. Thank you for the orgasm.”

    “You’re welcome,” Peyton replied. “Now I think I’ll sit on your face so you can return the favor.”

    Alan opened his mouth to offer a reply but Peyton crawled forward and sat down over his head before he could say a word.

    “No talking,” she said. “Just eat my pussy. Just make me cum.”

    It didn’t take very long for Alan to do that very thing.

    Peyton unbuttoned Scott’s shirt and kissed his neck as his hands wandered over her back and grabbed her ass. She moaned for the man whose cock would soon be buried inside her. He released his grip on her flesh so she could take off his shirt and toss it onto the bedroom floor.

    “I love this lingerie,” Scott said.

    “I bought it just for you,” Peyton replied. “Though my husband helped pick it out.”

    Scott glanced at Alan – who was patiently waiting in the corner of the bedroom – and smiled. “You made a good choice. She looks damn good.”

    “I know,” Alan replied with obvious lust in his voice.

    Peyton kissed her way down Scott’s muscular chest and dropped to her knees in front of him. She’d never found that particular idea thrilling with her husband, but she liked doing it for Scott. She liked looking up at him as she unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. She liked freeing his cock while he looked down at her. She liked kissing the head of his big, beautiful dick while maintaining eye contact. She liked showing Scott just how badly she wanted to be fucked by a far superior man than the cuckold standing in the corner of the room.

    “You’re always so hard for me,” Peyton said as she ran her fingers up and down Scott’s stiff shaft.

    “I love fucking you, Peyton,” Scott replied. “I get turned on just thinking about you. When you’re actually on your knees in front of me there’s no chance I’m not getting hard.”

    Peyton kissed the head of her lover’s cock before turning to her husband and smiling, “Do you hear that, Alan? Another man gets turned on thinking about your wife. He gets all worked up thinking about fucking me. You get worked up thinking about him fucking me too, don’t you?”

    Alan nodded.

    “And why is that, Alan?” Peyton asked as she stroked Scott’s big cock.

    “Because you deserve someone with a big cock,” Alan replied. “Because you deserve to be fucked by a man like Scott, instead of a man like me, with a disappointing, inadequate little dick.”

    “That’s right,” Peyton said as she noted the erection making a tent in the front of her husband’s jeans. “Now strip, cuckold.”

    Alan did as requested while Peyton turned back to her lover and wrapped her lips around his cock. She licked and sucked the head while keeping her eyes fixed on his. Scott reached out and ran his fingers through her hair as a joyful smile crossed his face. Peyton felt the heat and wetness building between her legs as she gave a blowjob to a man that absolutely deserved to feel the pleasure of her mouth.

    “I can’t believe how much I love sucking your cock,” Peyton said.

    Alan groaned and she looked over to see that he’d wrapped his fingers around his disappointing little dick and was slowly stroking himself.

    “I guess my husband loves it too,” Peyton added with a laugh. “Am I right, Alan? Do you love watching me suck Scott’s big cock?”

    “Yes,” Alan admitted. “I love it. I do.”

    “Come over here,” Peyton said as she waved her husband over. Alan stepped away from the wall and walked towards her and Scott, though his steps were slow and hesitant. He had good reason to be a little wary, as Peyton planned on humiliating him before Scott fucked her. The next idea from the Handbook felt like a perfect companion to when Peyton made Alan admit his inferiority earlier that week.

    
      The Handbook Says: Do a Cock Comparison
    

    “Stand next to Scott,” Peyton said. Alan looked at Scott and then back to Peyton and hesitated. “Do as you’re told,” she reiterated.

    Alan reluctantly stepped towards Scott until they were standing side by side in front of Peyton. She reached up and wrapped her fingers around her husband’s cock and made sure she had a good grip on Scott’s shaft at the same time.

    “Look at that,” Peyton said as she looked from one cock to the other. “My hand almost completely covers your sad little cock, cuckold. It doesn’t even cover half of Scott’s big, beautiful cock. Wow, you’re even smaller than I thought, compared to Scott, at least.”

    Peyton laughed and she felt Alan’s dick throb in her hand. She stroked him a few times and he moaned while his legs trembled a little. He was humiliated, but there was no question he was turned on. It’s right where she wanted him.

    “He’s so much thicker than you are, too,” Peyton continued. “I mean, it’s not even close. No wonder it feels so much better when Scott fucks me. No wonder my pussy doesn’t even get wet at the idea of fucking you, Alan. Why would it? Why would I want my husband’s inadequate little dick inside me when I could have Scott?”

    Peyton turned her attention to Scott’s dick and leaned closer. She pressed her lips against the head and offered a long, lingering kiss like she was making out with it. She ran her tongue over the sensitive underside and Scott moaned like most men would when a beautiful woman was on her knees happily worshiping.

    “I love your big cock,” Peyton said. She stroked her husband, eliciting yet another moan. “I love it so much. I love sucking it. I love the way you fuck me with it. I love the way you make me feel when you fuck me. I love cumming on your big cock. I love making your big cock cum.”

    Scott turned to Alan and said, “You married an incredible woman, and I suppose, in a way, I should thank you for being so inadequate, because it’s made her truly desperate for a man like me.”

    Peyton swallowed as much of Scott’s cock as she could and held him in her throat for a few moments before pulling back, kissing the tip, and saying, “Alan knows it should be the other way around. He knows he should be thanking you for making up for his many inadequacies by fucking his wife the way she deserves to be fucked. Isn’t that right, Alan?”

    “Yes,” Alan replied. “Thank you, Scott, for continuing to fuck my wife. Thank you for giving her the pleasure she deserves. Thank you for being so much more of a man than I am. Thank you for satisfying her in ways I can’t.”

    Peyton released Alan’s cock and stood up. She looked down at the stiff shafts of the two men in her life and she smiled. Alan looked even smaller when viewed from above and Peyton couldn’t help but feel so much of what she’d said to her husband. He really was inadequate. He really was so much smaller than Scott. She really didn’t want to fuck him anymore. Why would she? Why would she want that little dick inside her ever again?

    “Alan, would you get me a condom from the nightstand?” Peyton asked.

    Alan nodded and stepped away as Peyton grabbed Scott’s cock once more and kissed him as she offered a slow handjob. She welcomed her lover’s tongue into her mouth and moaned when his fingers found their way between her legs, pulled aside her panties, and slipped into her pussy.

    “I need to be fucked hard tonight,” Peyton said between kisses. “Can you do that for me, Scott? Can you fuck me hard while my cuckold husband watches? Can you fuck me harder than he’s ever been able to fuck me?”

    “Of course I can,” Scott said. “I can fuck you hard, and I can fuck you for as long as you’d like.”

    Peyton smiled and kissed him fiercely. She sucked on his tongue as it slipped into her mouth and Scott offered the kind of moan she wanted to hear. Peyton turned to her husband and took the condom from his hand. She rolled it down her lover’s cock, grabbed it by the base, and pulled him towards the bed.

    “Fuck me until I cum,” Peyton said before rolling onto her back, taking her panties off, and spreading her legs. “Alan, I want you to watch from the foot of the bed. Watch his cock move in and out of your wife’s pussy. Watch how he stretches me in ways you never have. You can masturbate, but no cumming. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Alan replied. He moved to the foot of the bed and dropped to his knees, leaving Peyton’s sight as Scott moved between her legs.

    She guided the head of his cock between her pussy lips and he plunged inside her. He filled her wet pussy and she spread her legs a little wider and they kissed as Scott delivered the first of what would be many deeply pleasurable, hard thrusts into her cunt.

    It was going to be a long, blissful night that would include Alan sleeping in the guest room as Scott enjoyed Peyton’s body over and over. She was going to cum hard, too. As it turned out, humiliating her husband got Peyton all worked up, leading to the finest orgasms of her life when she finally had Scott’s cock inside her. That meant Alan would have to embrace even deeper, kinkier forms of humiliation straight from the Handbook.
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    Peyton’s phone buzzed as she and Alan found their seats in the back row of the movie theater. She pulled it from her purse and saw Scott’s name. “Are you free tonight?” he texted. “I’ve been daydreaming about you.”

    “Are they naughty daydreams?” she replied.

    “You know they are. I can’t get you out of my head, Peyton. I’m going crazy over here. I need to see you. I need to fuck you,” he texted.

    “Come over to the house tonight,” she said. “You can fuck me as many times as you’d like.”

    “See you a little later, then,” he replied.

    Peyton put her phone on silent and slipped it back into her purse before reaching over and grabbing a handful of popcorn from the tub in Alan’s lap. “That was Scott,” she said. “He’s coming over tonight.”

    Alan looked her way and smiled.

    “He says he’s been daydreaming about me,” she continued. “That he can’t get me out of his head. That he needs to fuck me.” Peyton saw a flicker of arousal in her husband’s eyes and she leaned a little closer. “You don’t mind if I spend the better part of the night taking Scott’s big cock in my tight, married pussy, do you?”

    “Peyton,” Alan said. “Not here.”

    Peyton reached towards the tub of popcorn but bypassed it in favor of letting her hand drift between her husband’s legs. She grasped his cock through his jeans and found him well on the way to an erection. “Are you sure about that?” she asked. “It seems like you’re turned on, baby. It seems like you’d really enjoy it if I spent my night getting my tight pussy stretched out by Scott’s big cock.”

    Alan closed his eyes and Peyton watched as he surrendered to – or was overtaken by – the pleasure he felt. Just a little bit of dirty talk and she’d managed to lure her husband into that same place of desire he so often traveled these days.

    “Do you fantasize about Scott fucking me?” Peyton asked.

    “What?” Alan replied.

    “When you’re in the shower, or trying to fall asleep at night, or daydreaming while you’re at work,” she said. “Do you fantasize about it? Do you close your eyes and picture what you’ve seen? Do you see me sucking his cock or spreading my legs and welcoming him into my wet pussy? Do you see him fucking me from behind while I stare into your eyes? Do you hear me telling you that your cock is inadequate and that you don’t deserve to fuck me because you’re nowhere near as skilled as he is?”

    Alan groaned and Peyton stroked him a little faster through his pants. Anyone that looked up at the back row would have known what she was doing, but she didn’t care, and the theater was almost entirely empty anyway.

    “Yes,” Alan admitted. “I do. I fantasize about you and Scott.”

    Peyton pulled her hand from between his legs and said, “I do too. I can’t help myself. Fucking him is so much better than fucking you and my body can’t help but crave him all the time. I get wet for him at work. I get wet for him in the shower. I’m wet for him right now.”

    Alan turned and his gaze focused on Peyton’s legs. She reached down and pulled her dress up a little, exposing her creamy thighs.

    “Do you want to feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    “Here?” Alan replied as his eyes darted around the theater.

    Peyton nodded. “Feel how wet I am for him, baby. You can feel it through my panties.”

    Alan looked around the theater once more and then reached over and ran his fingers up one of Peyton’s thighs. She shuddered at the intense pleasure of his touch – she was certain that being just a little bit naughty in public provided quite the thrill – and then he pressed his fingers against her panties and no doubt discovered the wetness that had already seeped through.

    “Can you feel it?” she asked softly. “Can you feel how wet I am for Scott’s big, beautiful cock? Can you feel how badly I need him to stretch me out like my husband can’t?”

    Alan surprised Peyton by pulling her panties aside and pushing two fingers inside her. She covered her mouth to prevent an audible moan from escaping and kept her hand there as he managed to massage her clit with his thumb while he worked her pussy.

    “Will I get to watch tonight?” Alan asked.

    Peyton nodded.

    “I love watching, Peyton,” he admitted. “It’s still really weird to admit that, but I love watching him fuck you. I love watching another man fuck my wife.”

    Peyton’s orgasm snuck up on her. She closed her eyes and pleasure exploded from between her legs. Alan worked her clit right through her climax and she felt the juices dripping from her pussy and no doubt soaking his fingers.

    “Holy shit,” Peyton whispered as he pulled his fingers from her pussy and put her panties back in place.

    Alan reached for a napkin and Peyton grabbed his wrist, glanced around the theater, and promptly took his fingers in her mouth to clean them. She held Alan’s gaze while sucking with great fervor. She watched in delight as arousal danced across his face. She did her best to suck her saliva off his fingers as she pulled them from her mouth and then set his hand on the armrest.

    “If you were Scott, I’d have my lips wrapped around your cock right now. I’d give you a long, slow blowjob and make you cum in my mouth. I’d swallow for you and I’d tell you how good your cum tasted. But you’re not Scott, are you?” Peyton said.

    “No, I’m not,” Alan answered.

    Peyton leaned in and whispered, “And that turns you on, doesn’t it?”

    “Yes,” Alan replied.

    Peyton rewarded him with a lingering, passionate kiss. As their tongues danced, she reached between Alan’s legs once more and gave him a good stroking through his pants, just to amp up the teasing pleasure a bit.

    “Will you be good for me tonight?” Peyton asked.

    “I will,” Alan replied.

    She smiled. She had plans for him tonight. She wanted Alan to take the first step that would lead him much further down the road of cuckolding.

    “You know, before I met you, I never really thought a cock could be beautiful,” Peyton revealed as she slowly ran her fingers up and down Scott’s remarkably stiff shaft. “I knew some were better than others – and that my husband possessed a rather uninspiring cock – but I never thought I could see one and think it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever laid eyes on.”

    Scott wore the delighted smile of a man about to have sex with the woman that was gleefully complimenting his cock. “Are you saying my cock is beautiful?”

    Peyton nodded. “When I look at it, particularly when it’s so hard like this, I feel everything someone feels when they see something beautiful. It makes me smile to look at it, though I suppose I could just be thinking about how it’s going to make me feel when it’s inside me.”

    Scott leaned closer and their lips met for a remarkably passionate kiss as Peyton stroked him a little faster. She really did find his cock beautiful, though she acknowledged it could simply be that his cock made her feel better than any ever had.

    “Do you think Scott’s cock is beautiful, baby?” Peyton asked as she turned to her husband, who was naked and on his knees in front of the couch.

    “I don’t know,” Alan said.

    “You’d admit that it’s more beautiful than yours though, wouldn’t you?” Peyton asked.

    Alan nodded.

    “Would you like to stroke his cock, Alan?” she asked.

    A panicked look crossed his face. Peyton couldn’t help but wonder what was running through her husband’s mind in that moment. She knew he wasn’t attracted to men, but that wasn’t a requirement for what she wanted him to do. In fact, his task was a rather simple one that Peyton still found enormously appealing.

    
      The Handbook Says: Have Your Cuckold Place Your Lover’s Cock Inside You
    

    Peyton had a small twist in mind, though. She wanted Alan to put a condom on Scott’s cock before placing him inside her. She wanted him to embrace his place as her cuckold – and as a man that was truly incapable of pleasuring her anywhere near as well as Scott did – and put in an effort to prepare her lover to fill what was supposed to be Alan’s role in their marriage.

    “That’s okay, baby,” Peyton said. “You don’t have to stroke his cock.”

    A relieved look washed over his face and Peyton couldn’t help but feel a little excited at the prospect of coaxing Alan into crossing a barrier he clearly wished to remain on the other side of. He didn’t have a choice, though, and she was quite certain she could get him to do as she desired.

    “I would like you to help prepare me for Scott’s cock, though,” Peyton said. “So I’d like you to get on your back so I can sit astride your face while I give my lover the pleasure of my mouth.”

    Alan quickly moved to his back and positioned himself so Peyton could drop onto his face in front of the couch and take Scott’s cock into her mouth. She stood, stripped, and did so as Scott watched with the anticipatory smile of a man about to get his dick sucked by an eager woman.

    “Alan and I had a little teasing fun at the movies today,” Peyton said as she sat on her husband’s face. His tongue went to work immediately and she smiled at the pleasurable feeling of having her clit licked. “We were there when you texted me and I told him how badly you wanted me, and how wet it made me to think about fucking you tonight.”

    “Did it?” Scott asked.

    Peyton nodded before leaning forward and kissing the head of his plump, perfect, beautiful cock. “It did. Alan liked that, of course. He loves that his wife gets wet for another man. He also loved that I told him I’d have blown you in the theater if you were there with me.”

    Scott moaned as Peyton took him in her mouth a moment later. She moved her hips over Alan’s face, leaving her juices smeared all over his chin and cheeks while his tongue spread saliva all over. She didn’t really need to be any wetter to fuck Scott, but she liked the idea of putting Alan on his back and smothering him with her pussy before she fucked the man whose cock she’d fallen for.

    “Would you have let me suck your cock in the theater? Would you have let me be a naughty girl like that?” Peyton asked.

    “You know I would have,” Scott said. “You know I’m up for anything.”

    He’d agreed to let Alan put a condom on his cock without hesitation – Peyton had checked with him first, of course – so she believed that he really was up for anything. She suspected he’d be up for her future plans of bisexual play for her husband, too.

    “I would have done it too,” Peyton replied. “Maybe we should go on a movie date this week?”

    “Absolutely,” Scott said.

    Peyton’s hand moved up and down his slippery, spit soaked shaft as she added, “Maybe Alan can come too. He can sit a few rows ahead of us and look back to see my head bobbing up and down in your lap as I suck your beautiful cock and do everything I can to make you cum in my mouth.”

    Alan moaned beneath Peyton and she smiled in delight. She didn’t have to look back to know that his cock was hard. Of course it was. Alan was a cuckold, after all.

    “Does my pussy seem wet?” Peyton asked as she lifted her hips and looked down at Alan.

    “Yes,” he answered. “You’re soaked.”

    “Would you run to the bedroom and retrieve a condom for us?” she asked.

    Alan scooted out from beneath Peyton and hurried off to the bedroom.

    “Do you think he’s going to do it?” Scott asked.

    “I do,” Peyton replied. “It will take a little convincing, but he’ll do it. He’s learning his role as a cuckold and this will really help solidify it for him.”

    Alan returned a moment later and Peyton stood and sat next to Scott. She kissed him to busy herself while her husband stood there with a condom in his hand and a rock hard cock between his legs.

    “Alan, did you ever think you’d be the kind of man that would retrieve a condom so his wife could fuck another man?” Peyton asked.

    “No,” Alan answered.

    “I didn’t think so either,” Peyton said as she pointed to the floor and watched Alan dropped to his knees. “I didn’t think we’d ever get to this point in our marriage. I didn’t think I was the kind of woman that would want to fuck another man, but I also thought you could satisfy me when we got married. I was wrong about that, though. You can’t, which is why you just ran for the bedroom to get a condom. That’s your place, baby. You retrieve the condom and Scott fucks me.”

    Alan didn’t say anything, but Peyton could see that his cock was still throbbing, which meant she still had him where she wanted him.

    “Tear open the condom,” she instructed.

    Alan quickly tore it open and pulled out the lubed up prophylactic inside. He extended his arm to hand it to her, but Peyton refused.

    “Put it on Scott’s cock,” Peyton said.

    Alan looked at Peyton and then at Scott’s cock, but he made no move to put the condom on.

    “I know it’s scary,” she said softly. “I know it is. I know handling another man’s cock probably seems utterly terrifying, like you’re crossing some sort of boundary you can’t ever come back from. But the truth is, you crossed that boundary a long time ago. You’re already on the other side. Putting that condom on Scott’s big, beautiful cock is just one more little step. It’s you admitting that you recognize your place in our marriage. It’s you showing that you understand that you will never, ever be able to fuck me like Scott – or another man like him – can fuck me. It’s you showing that you understand that our marriage will never go back to the way it was. You will never be my primary sexual partner again. You’re not capable of it. Which means you need to take this step. You need to put that condom on Scott’s cock. You need to play your part and prepare him to fuck your wife.”

    Alan looked pained, but Peyton was certain his cock was even harder. He was dripping quite a bit of precum, too. He might not have wanted to cross the boundary, but it wasn’t because he found it disgusting.

    “Do it,” Peyton said. “Prepare my lover’s cock to fuck me, just like you prepared my pussy with your tongue.”

    Alan’s hand shook as he reached out. He paused just a few inches from Scott’s cock.

    “Put the condom on this beautiful cock,” she said. “Wrap it up for me. Make it safe for him to fuck me. You won’t have to do this forever. Soon enough Scott won’t use condoms when he fucks me. Soon enough he’ll get to have my pussy bareback. Soon enough he’ll get to cum inside me. For now, you need to put that condom on him or I won’t get the satisfaction I deserve.”

    Alan placed the condom at the tip of Scott’s cock and gently rolled it down the shaft. Peyton leaned over and kissed her lover softly as she said, “I told you he’d do it for me. I told you he’d be good. I told you he knew his place.”

    “You were right,” Scott said. “You know your husband very well. Better than he knows himself, maybe.”

    Peyton looked back at Alan – who seemed a mixture of terrified and aroused – and said, “I do know you better than you know yourself, baby. I know that you enjoyed that. I know that deep down you found great pleasure in dressing a bigger, better cock so it could fuck your wife.”

    Alan couldn’t manage to express himself, but that didn’t bother Peyton. She saw the desire on his face. She saw his cock throbbing. Even if he was experiencing some level of agony, she was okay with that. His transformation into a perfect humiliated cuckold would likely be painful at certain points.

    “Now you’re going to do one more thing for me,” she said. “You’re going to put Scott’s cock inside me. You’re going to wrap your fingers around the base of his thick, beautiful, perfect cock and you’re going to guide it between my plump, wet pussy lips. You’re going to hold it in place while I take it all the way inside me. You’re going to do so because you want to be a good cuckold for me, Alan. You’re going to do so because you want to show me that you know your place in the new version of our marriage. Do you understand?”

    Alan nodded, though he looked far from convinced. Peyton straddled Scott and kissed him as she felt his cock against her ass cheeks. She took his tongue in her mouth and sucked like a woman possessed. It wasn’t just that she was trying to make Alan the cuckold she wanted him to be. It was that she found it pleasurable to humiliate him. It made her pussy wetter. It made her cum harder on Scott’s cock. It was partly because Alan clearly enjoyed it, but Peyton was more than happy to be selfish about it, too. She liked humiliating her husband.

    “Put him inside me,” Peyton instructed. “Wrap your fingers around my lover’s perfect cock and put him inside your wife. Help him fuck me. Help him do what you’ve failed to do for years.”

    Peyton lifted her hips and looked over her shoulder to see Alan reach out and take Scott’s cock in his hand. The tip moved between her labia and slipped inside her. Peyton smiled as pleasure emanated outwards from her loins. Her husband was doing as she desired. He was being every bit the good cuckold she wanted him to be.

    “Now watch, baby. Watch me ride his cock. Watch my pussy lips stretch out around it. Watch him satisfy me. Watch what it’s like when I cum on a real man’s cock,” Peyton said.

    Peyton bounced hard on Scott’s cock. Her tits bounced in his face and he reached up to play with them as she rode him with wild abandon. He pinched her nipples and she cried out joyfully at how good it felt.

    “Masturbate, baby,” Peyton said. “Play with your inadequate cock while you watch me ride a real man. Don’t you dare cum, though.”

    Peyton leaned down and kissed Scott. She heard her husband moan and she hoped it was because he had an even better view of her pussy being stretched by someone else’s cock. She came not long after. She was far too worked up to last very long. Thankfully, she could cum multiple times, so the night was just starting.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Peyton said to Scott. “Follow us, baby. You can put his cock inside me again. You can do it all night, in fact. Wouldn’t it be nice to feel useful?”

    Alan didn’t say anything, but he happily stood and followed Scott and Peyton as they made their way to the master bedroom. Peyton knew Scott could last a long time – and go multiple times if she wanted – so she suspected Alan would get lots of chances to get used to having his hands on another man’s cock. He’d need to get used to it, because before long Peyton planned on having him do a great deal more than simply guiding Scott’s cock inside her.

    After all, the Handbook had so much more to teach her, and so much more humiliating fun for Alan to experience.
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    Peyton’s fingers moved up and down Scott’s thick, spit-soaked shaft as she smiled at him from her knees. “He has a perfect cock,” she said to Alan, who was watching her pleasure her lover from an armchair on the other side of the living room. “Doesn’t he?”

    “I…I don’t know,” Alan answered.

    Peyton looked at her husband and smiled. “It’s long and thick, though not so thick that giving him head makes my jaw ache. It’s just perfect. It’s a perfect cock.” She leaned forward, pressed her lips against the head, and offered a series of sensual kisses – with a little bit of tongue – that put a smile on Scott’s face as he sat naked on their couch.

    “Do you think you have a perfect cock, Scott?” she asked.

    “I like that you think I do,” he answered. “And I’m pretty sure that in this case, what you think is really all that matters.”

    “I suppose that’s true,” Peyton replied before kissing her way down Scott’s thick shaft and gently sucking on his balls while she stroked and teased the head. She’d already been working her lover’s beautiful cock for ten minutes, but she intended on staying on her knees a little while longer, for it brought her great pleasure to make Scott feel good while Alan watched.

    “Alan has a dazed look on his face,” Scott observed.

    Peyton released her lover’s balls from her mouth and looked over to see that Alan did indeed seem dazed in the best way possible. “You like watching me pleasure him, don’t you baby?”

    Alan nodded.

    “Why don’t you come a little closer?” she suggested. “I promise, it looks even hotter when you can appreciate every little detail.” Alan stood and moved towards the couch Scott was sitting on, but Peyton redirected him. “No, no. Not on the couch. On your knees next to me.”

    Peyton saw a small flash of excitement on her husband’s face as he fell to his knees next to her. She smiled at his eagerness to do as he was told, and perhaps at his eagerness to be directed by his wife.

    “Do you remember the last time I got on my knees and worshiped your cock, Alan?” she asked.

    He shook his head.

    Peyton smiled. “I can’t either. Do you know why that is?”

    “Because…because my cock doesn’t make you feel the way Scott’s does?” he guessed.

    Peyton leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “That’s right. Your cock isn’t worthy of being worshiped. You can’t provide me with the pleasure Scott can provide, so there’s no reason for me to get on my knees and show you the sort of worship I show him.”

    Alan watched her fingers moving up and down Scott’s shaft and Peyton reached out with her free hand and grasped her husband’s erect cock through his jeans. She squeezed it softly and stroked him a little, eliciting a moan as Alan closed his eyes.

    “Come here,” Peyton said. “Kiss me.”

    Alan crawled a little closer and leaned in. Their lips met and Peyton stroked him faster as her tongue probed his mouth. Alan welcomed it, playing the part of her submissive even as they kissed.

    “Feel my pussy,” she said softly.

    Alan reached between her legs and ran his fingers over her labia before slipping two inside her. He filled her with ease and Peyton smiled and offered a quiet moan.

    “Do you know why I’m so wet?” she asked.

    “Because you love making Scott feel good?” Alan replied.

    “That’s right,” Peyton said. “Because I love sucking his big, beautiful cock. Because it turns me on to worship the cock of the man that’s given me so many incredible orgasms since I first welcomed him into my pussy. There’s another reason, though.”

    “What’s that?” Alan asked as he gently worked her clit with his finger.

    “It turns me on to suck cock in front of you, Alan,” she said. “It turns me on to make my cuckold husband watch as I eagerly worship another man’s cock and balls. It turns me on to show you how eager I am to make Scott feel good. It turns me on to show you that you’re nowhere near the man he is.”

    Peyton released her husband’s cock, grabbed his wrist, and pulled his fingers from her pussy. “Suck your fingers clean,” she instructed. “Taste my juices. Taste the juices that Scott generated.”

    Alan lifted his fingers to his mouth and wrapped his lips around them. He sucked them clean just like she wanted and Peyton thought of her plans for her husband. He wasn’t ready yet, but someday she’d follow the suggestion of The Cuckold Humiliation Handbook and have her husband suck her lover’s cock. She’d turn Alan into a fluffer, a man who eagerly got on his knees in front of her lover to show that he knew his place as her cuckold. For now, though, she was going to ease him into that role.

    “Do you want me to suck his cock, Alan? Do you want me to suck Scott’s beautiful cock while you watch from your knees?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” he admitted.

    “Good. Soak your fingers in my pussy juice again,” she said. “Then suck them clean while I go back to worshiping my lover’s perfect cock.”

    Alan slipped two fingers into her pussy, buried them deep, and then pulled out and pushed them into his mouth. Peyton smiled at her husband’s willingness to do exactly as she desired and then turned her attention to Scott.

    “I really do love your cock,” she said before slowly kissing and licking her way from the base to the tip. She engulfed the plump head and sealed her lips around it, slowly moving her tongue back and forth over the sensitive underside while she swallowed half the shaft in a slow, steady motion.

    “Fuck, Peyton, that’s incredible,” Scott said.

    Peyton looked up at him and quickly found a steady rhythm, moving her mouth up and down his stiff, slick shaft at a speed designed to pleasure him without rushing Scott towards an orgasm. She moved her hand in concert with her mouth, stroking his shaft as she sucked voraciously on the head and ensuring that Scott spent a great deal of time in a place of the finest pleasure.

    Eventually, Peyton pulled off and turned to Alan. Her lips were shiny with saliva and a little bit of precum and she knew it was time to introduce her husband to the joys of kissing her mere moments after her lover’s cock had departed her mouth.

    “Kiss me,” she said.

    Alan backed away a little, signaling that he wasn’t wild about the idea.

    “It’s okay,” Peyton said. “It’s just a taste, baby.”

    Alan’s face softened a little, but he still didn’t lean in to kiss her.

    “What’s the matter?” she asked. “Are you afraid, baby? Are you worried that having the taste of Scott’s cock in your mouth will be disgusting?”

    “I…I don’t know,” Alan said. “It just…it seems weird.”

    “His cock tastes good,” Peyton replied. “Really good, in fact. I love having it in my mouth. I love tasting it. I love licking it. I love sucking it. I love making it cum in my mouth. I also love the idea of kissing my cuckold husband after I’ve had my lover’s beautiful cock in my mouth. Won’t you give me something I love, Alan? Won’t you kiss me after I’ve had Scott’s gorgeous, thick, perfect cock in my mouth?”

    Peyton watched her husband’s resistance slowly melt away as she stared into his eyes and offered a seductive smile. She knew he’d give in to her desires. It’s what he always did. He was a cuckold and she’d made sure he knew his place. She just had to guide him where she wanted him to be.

    “Yes, I’ll kiss you,” Alan said.

    “Come closer,” Peyton replied. “Get on your knees right next to me. I promise, you’ll enjoy the view even more. Just stare at my lips as they move up and down his beautiful shaft. Stare as I suck his cock and make him feel good.”

    She turned back to Scott, smiled at him, and took his cock in her mouth. She took her time, moving slowly up and down the thick shaft and ensuring that Alan got a perfect view of everything she did to make her lover feel spectacularly good.

    Scott’s cock departed her mouth and Peyton turned to Alan, who was sitting right next to her with a lusty look in his eyes. “I want to kiss you, baby. I want to share the taste of my lover’s cock with my cuckold husband.”

    Peyton leaned closer and tilted her head. She thought Alan might back out at the last moment, but he didn’t. He leaned in a little and their lips met. Peyton pushed her tongue into her husband’s mouth and shared the taste of her lover’s cock with him. She moaned to make absolutely certain that Alan knew how much she was enjoying herself – and she really was – and he moaned right back.

    “Doesn’t it feel good to kiss your wife after she’s had a real man’s cock in her mouth?” Peyton asked.

    Alan offered a subtle nod as if he didn’t want to fully commit to the idea. Peyton knew she had him, though. She took Scott’s cock in her mouth again and she made it a little sloppier, letting saliva run from her mouth as she sucked and licked the thick shaft that had given her so many incredible orgasms.

    The moment his cock left her mouth Peyton turned to Alan and gave him a sloppy kiss. She transferred all of that spit to his mouth and he welcomed it with a moan. She reached between his legs to confirm he sported a raging erection and his moaned deepened.

    “Does it turn you on to taste his cock on my lips and tongue?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he admitted.

    “It turns me on to share the taste with you, baby,” Peyton said before turning to Scott’s cock and running her fingers all over the spit-soaked shaft. She even played with his balls a little before looking back to her husband and holding up those slippery fingers. “Open up,” she instructed.

    Alan looked at her fingers. He must have known what was coming, but that didn’t stop him from opening his mouth. Peyton smiled and pushed her fingers onto his tongue. He closed his lips around them and he sucked without having to be told.

    “That’s a good cuckold,” she said, eliciting a moan as her fingers pushed deeper into his mouth. “You like being a good cuckold for me, don’t you?”

    Alan nodded.

    Peyton gently moved her fingers in and out of her husband’s mouth. “I love that you’re a good cuckold, Alan. I love that you’re sucking the taste of Scott’s cock from my fingers. I love that you let me share the taste with a kiss. I love that you’re on your knees watching me worship his cock. But, I need to get fucked, so I want you to run to the bedroom and retrieve a condom for me. Will you do that?”

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and Alan nodded quickly before getting up and rushing towards the bedroom. Peyton turned to Scott and swallowed his cock once more. She tried her best to deepthroat him and she kept it up until Alan returned to his knees right next to her.

    Peyton offered one more cock-flavored kiss – a kiss that included a vigorous tongue fucking of her husband’s mouth – before smiling and saying, “Be a good cuckold and put the condom on his cock.”

    Alan tore the wrapper, pulled out the condom, and moved a little closer to roll it down Scott’s cock. He still looked a little uncomfortable doing it, but he didn’t yet have much experience. That would change, though. Alan was going to dress Scott’s cock every time he fucked Peyton.

    “That’s good, baby,” she said. “I love that you want to help me enjoy my lover’s cock. I love that you’re so eager to be a good cuckold. Now I want you to put his cock inside me.”

    Peyton stood, spun around, and sat in Scott’s lap. He put his hands on her waist and helped lift her hips so Alan could place his cock between her pussy lips.

    “Do it,” she said. “Place his superior cock inside me. Show me that you understand that I need to be fucked by a real man and put his cock inside me.”

    Alan wrapped his fingers around the base of Scott’s thick cock and helped guide the head to her pussy lips. She smiled and sank down on it as Alan looked up at her and watched the pleasure on her face as she took every inch in reverse cowgirl.

    “I want you to lick my clit,” Peyton said.

    “What?” Alan asked.

    “I want you to lick my clit while he’s inside me,” she clarified. “Right now. I want you to lean forward and use your tongue to pleasure me while my lover’s big, beautiful cock is balls deep inside my pussy.”

    Alan looked at her clit – and likely the cock buried inside her – and hesitated.

    “You can do it voluntarily, or I can grab a handful of your hair and pull your head into place. If I do that, though, you’re definitely going to come into contact with Scott’s cock and his big, heavy balls. It’s up to you, though,” Peyton said.

    Alan leaned forward and extended his tongue to flick it over her clit. He was still too hesitant, though. Peyton needed more.

    “You need to make me feel good, Alan,” she said. “You need to understand that it’s a cuckold’s place to do whatever the fuck his wife wants. You need to understand that you can’t fuck me worth a damn, which is why Scott’s cock is buried inside me right now. You need to understand that I want to feel you pleasure my clit right now, and if you can’t do that I will slap your face with Scott’s big dick. Do you understand?”

    Alan looked up at her and nodded and Peyton was certain she saw lust in her husband’s eyes. She smiled at the idea that he liked her being a great deal bossier than usual. Either way, it worked, because Alan went for it. He leaned in. He sealed his lips around her clit. He worshiped her while another man’s cock was deep inside her.

    “Now follow my clit with your tongue,” she instructed. “Follow it as I ride Scott’s cock.”

    Peyton slowly lifted her pussy from her lover’s big cock and Alan did his job. He followed her clit with his tongue. He licked with great passion, doing as instructed to make her feel good. It worked, too. The combination of Scott’s thick cock stretching her out and reaching such deep places inside her and her husband’s tongue made for a deeply pleasurable experience, one that soon had her on the brink of an orgasm.

    “I’m close, baby,” Peyton said. “Keep licking my clit while Scott’s cock stretches out my tight pussy.”

    Peyton bounced faster on Scott’s dick. She wanted him to cum too. She wanted her pussy to provide him with the ultimate pleasure while her husband serviced her clit from his knees.

    “Oh, fuck, Scott, I’m close,” she said.

    “Me too,” he replied in the strained voice of a man on the verge of an orgasm.

    Scott came first. He grasped Peyton’s breasts and groaned in the way he tended to when having a spectacular orgasm. Peyton continued to ride him through his climax and then dropped down on his dick and let Alan take her the rest of the way. The result was full body orgasm that curled her toes and left her legs trembling. She felt juices dripping from her pussy, too, in no small part because Alan had been such a good cuckold.

    “Thank you,” Peyton said as she reached out and caressed Alan’s face. “And thank you, Scott, as always, for your perfect cock and your willingness to service another man’s wife.”

    “It’s my pleasure, as always,” Scott replied.

    Peyton lifted her pussy from his cock and marveled at the size of the load resting in the tip. She thought of the Handbook and the advice to make her cuckold jerk off with her lover’s condom. She smiled at the idea of doing that, but she knew Alan wasn’t ready. He needed a little more training before he’d be ready for that sort of humiliation.

    “Take his condom off and throw it out,” she instructed.

    Alan reached up and carefully removed the condom from Scott’s cock before standing and rushing to the kitchen. Peyton curled up with her lover and ran her fingers over his muscular chest and hard stomach. He was a gorgeous man that almost any woman would have killed for, and he was all hers to play with. Plus, she had a loving cuckold husband that was increasingly into the deepening humiliation she offered him. She was a very lucky woman.

    “Is there anything else I can get you?” Alan asked.

    “No,” Peyton said. “But, if you’d like, you can masturbate.”

    “I would like that,” Alan said.

    “Good. Go get yourself a condom and then strip and get on your knees in front of us. You can jerk off into the condom while Scott and I kiss. Maybe I’ll even suck his big cock to get him stiff so he can fuck me again,” Peyton replied.

    Alan rushed to the bedroom once again and Peyton turned to Scott and asked, “You don’t mind staying a little longer, do you?”

    “I’m yours for as long as you want me, Peyton,” he answered.

    Peyton rewarded him with a kiss as Alan returned to the living room and hastily stripped. She knew it wouldn’t take long for him to cum, but she wanted to put on a show to make him feel good, so she’d suck her lover’s cock and maybe she’d even share a taste with her cuckold to put him over the top. The better his orgasm was, the more dedicated he’d be to becoming the cuckold she wanted him to be, and Peyton had big plans for Alan, so she needed him to be a very good cuckold.
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    Scott and Peyton stepped out of his house and walked hand in hand towards Alan’s car. She’d texted him to pick her up after spending the afternoon with Scott and like a good cuckold he’d rushed over as quickly as possible.

    “You were incredible today,” Peyton said as Scott walked to her passenger door.

    “You’re always incredible, Peyton,” Scott replied as he took her into his arms. “I can’t tell you how much I enjoy being with you.”

    Peyton smiled and kissed him. Scott’s hands moved to her lower back and his fingers rested just above her ass as his lips lingered against hers for a kiss that turned into something wonderfully passionate. It built the sort of lust that nearly had her requesting that they go back inside to fuck one more time before she left, but Peyton decided that her lust would be better used in pursuing a bit of cuckold-fueled pleasure with Alan.

    “When will I see you again?” Scott asked as he opened the door for her.

    Peyton slipped into the car – letting her dress ride most of the way up her thighs in the process – and looked up at her lover to say, “Soon. You know I can’t go very long without having you.”

    Scott smiled, gently shut the door, and headed for his house as Peyton watched him go.

    “I take it you enjoyed your afternoon?” Alan asked.

    Peyton turned to her husband and smiled. She reached over, rested a hand on his thigh, and let her fingers wander towards his crotch. As she did, desire danced across his face, a notion that thrilled Peyton.

    “He fucked me three times,” she said. “He’s got incredible stamina, Alan. He’s far superior to you in that way – in many ways, in fact – but you already knew that, didn’t you?”

    Alan nodded as Peyton’s fingers reached his crotch. She was delighted to find him half hard and it didn’t take much to bring him to a fully erect state as he no doubt thought about her and Scott.

    “We didn’t really leave his bed,” she continued. “We fucked, we talked, we fooled around, we fucked again, we talked a little more, we fooled around, we got each other all hot and bothered, and we fucked again. I honestly can’t think of a better way to spend an afternoon. It was pure, perfect pleasure aided by Scott’s gorgeous cock and his exceptional ability to make your wife cum like no man ever has.”

    That elicited a moan from Alan and Peyton felt his cock surge in his pants, which had gotten considerably tighter in the crotch.

    “We should go home,” she said. “I have a little surprise for you.”

    Alan’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

    Peyton nodded and unzipped his pants. She did have a surprise for Alan and she wanted him wildly aroused by the time she unveiled it, so she freed his cock and stroked him slowly as he backed out of the driveway and headed towards home.

    “Did you think about me while I was gone?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Alan admitted with a nod. “I tried not to, but I had trouble thinking of anything other than you and Scott.”

    Peyton teased the head of his cock with her index finger as Alan pulled up to a stop sign. She unbuckled her seat belt, leaned over, and kissed his neck, eliciting yet another moan. “Did you think about me sucking his cock?” she whispered. “Did you think about your wife’s soft lips around another man’s long, thick cock?”

    “Yes,” Alan said as he foot remained on the brake.

    “I love sucking his cock,” Peyton said softly. “I love getting on my knees in front of Scott and sucking his big, beautiful cock. I love listening to him moan as my mouth gives him the sort of pleasure he deserves. I love making him feel so good. I’ve never loved sucking your cock, Alan. I’ve never loved getting on my knees for you. That’s because you’re not the kind of man Scott is. You’re nowhere near the kind of man he is.”

    “Peyton…” Alan said before yet another moan escaped his lips as she kissed and gently sucked on the soft flesh of his neck. “There’s a car,” he finally added. “Behind us.”

    Peyton smiled and moved back to her seat. She buckled up and Alan hit the gas, though Peyton kept her hand on his cock. She kept stroking him and slowly building up his arousal for she wanted him to be eager to enjoy the naughty little present she’d prepared for him.

    “I sucked his cock twice,” she said. “I went down on him before the first time. I was desperate to have him inside me, but I actually took it slowly, because I really do like having him in my mouth. It actually makes me wet to give him head. It’s incredible, Alan. It was never like that with you. It will never be like that with you. Scott’s just a different kind of man. He’s the sort that a married woman cuckolds her husband for. You’re the sort that gets cuckolded.”

    They pulled up to another stop sign and Peyton looked back and saw no cars behind them. She unbuckled again, but this time she dropped her head into Alan’s lap and took his cock in her mouth. She didn’t love giving her husband a blowjob, but there was nothing unpleasant about it, and she loved the idea of getting him so turned on that he’d be eager to get a little kinky with her once they were home.

    “Oh my god, Peyton,” he said. “That feels so good.”

    She offered a quick blowjob – probably thirty seconds – and then her head popped up and she kissed him, sharing the taste of his cock and his voluminous precum in the process. “It’s definitely not as fun to suck your cock,” she said softly. “It just doesn’t make me wet like sucking Scott’s cock does. Though it is a little bit exciting to think about him while I’m blowing you.”

    Alan glanced in the rearview mirror and Peyton looked back to see a car had pulled up behind them. She buckled her seat belt once again and they took off. They were close to home now. Peyton would be able to unveil her surprise soon enough.

    “I was on my back the first time he fucked me,” she said. “I almost came the moment he filled me the first time. It’s always like that with him. It feels so good when he slides into me, Alan. He’s so long and thick and he’s just so gorgeous that everything about it feels good. His hard body is on top of mine. His big cock is slowly filling me and stretching me in ways my cuckold husband never has. I know he’s going to fuck me with such skill, too, that I can’t help but get excited at the mere thought of what’s about to happen. I get so wet and worked up that I really could cum in an instant.”

    More precum poured from the tip of Alan’s cock and Peyton stroked him a little faster. She knew her husband well enough to understand that he was fairly close to an orgasm, but he wasn’t there yet. She could still tease him a little more. She could pull him closer and closer until he was mad with desire right as they pulled into the garage.

    “He fucked me so good, Alan,” she continued. “He fucked me the way I’ve come to crave, to need. He fucked me to a long, loud orgasm. I wrapped my legs around him and I screamed in pleasure. My body trembled. My pussy spasmed around his cock. He gave me the kind of orgasm you never have. He proved to me – yet again – why you’re a cuckold and he’s my lover. He proved to me that you’re just not capable of satisfying me, that you’re going to spend the rest of our marriage being my good cuckold because I’m not willing to go back to the underwhelming sex that you’re capable of offering.”

    Alan gripped the steering wheel tighter and Peyton felt his cock surge in her hand. She slowed her strokes and loosened her grip. She couldn’t have him cumming in the car, after all.

    “You like this, don’t you?” she asked. “You like being a cuckold. You like hearing that Scott fucks me better than you do.”

    “Yes, I do,” he admitted. “I really do, Peyton.”

    “Do you want to cum?” she asked.

    “More than you can possibly imagine,” Alan answered.

    Peyton smiled. “You’ve been turned on all night, haven’t you?”

    Alan glanced at her before his eyes returned to the road. “Like you wouldn’t believe,” he answered.

    He pulled down their street and Peyton unbuckled her seat belt and leaned over. Her head dropped into his lap and she took Alan’s cock into her mouth again and sucked slowly as he pulled into their driveway. Peyton heard the garage door rumble to life as she pleasured her husband while thinking about the surprise that waited in her purse.

    “Let’s go inside,” she said after Alan had parked. “Don’t bother putting your cock away, either.”

    Peyton grabbed her purse, got out, and headed for the door. Alan followed and she walked right to the bedroom, leaving her purse on the nightstand and sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs spread.

    “Strip,” she instructed.

    Alan smiled and took his clothes off at her command. Peyton reached out and stroked his stiff cock while he removed his shirt and she had him moaning before it hit the floor.

    “Another man fucked me three times tonight,” she said. “He came three times while his cock was in your wife’s pussy. I came four times while another man’s cock was buried deep inside me. Each of those orgasms was better than any you’ve given me in years, Alan. Scott is a far superior man when it comes to pleasuring your wife. There’s no comparison between the two of you. He’s just better in every way.”

    Alan moaned as Peyton humiliated him. The head of his cock surged and turned a slightly deeper color as blood rushed to it.

    “I brought you something,” Peyton said. With one hand still wrapped around his cock, she reached for her purse. Her fingers slipped inside and they emerged holding a used condom that she’d tied off.

    “Is that Scott’s?” Alan asked.

    Peyton held it up. “This is the condom Scott used the last time he fucked me. I gently rolled it down his beautiful cock after giving him a long, slow blowjob. I sucked him until he was hard and I was soaking wet and then I tore open the condom wrapper and dressed his big, beautiful dick so he could satisfy me one last time.”

    Peyton laid the condom over Alan’s stiff cock and took his balls in her hand. She played with them as he stared down at the used rubber that Scott had filled with hot cum.

    “First, I rode him,” she continued. “I bounced up and down on his beautiful cock. I ground my pussy all over his crotch. I pursued the pleasure I craved and I made him feel so fucking good. He played with my tits and grabbed my ass and I kissed him as I marveled at how good it felt to have his big cock inside me instead of my husband’s disappointing dick.”

    Alan moaned at the humiliation and his eyes still remained fixed on the condom that laid over his cock.

    “I came while riding him,” Peyton said. “I came hard, too. I think the third orgasm of the night was the best. I told Scott I wanted him to finish fucking me from behind. I got on my hands and knees for him. I told him to take me from behind, to fill me with his big cock and to reach those beautiful places so deep inside me, those places that my husband’s small dick could never go.”

    “Did he…did he fuck you from behind?” Alan asked.

    Peyton plucked the condom from his cock, held it up for a moment, and then slowly untied it as she looked up at her husband and said, “He fucked your wife doggystyle. He fucked me hard, too. It felt good, Alan. It felt good to have Scott pounding me from behind and using my pussy for his pleasure. It always feels good to make him – a man like him – cum, and it felt particularly good tonight.”

    With the condom untied, Peyton stood up and moved behind her husband. She kissed his neck and found his cock with her free hand, stroking him slowly as Alan moaned.

    “Do you want to cum, Alan?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” he replied.

    “I’m going to let you cum,” she said. “But you’re going to have to cum like a cuckold should.” Peyton dangled the used condom above his cock for a moment before moving the opening to the tip of his cock.

    “Wait, don’t,” he said.

    “Shh,” she whispered. “Just accept this. You’re a cuckold, Alan. You don’t deserve to orgasm like normal men do. You deserve to orgasm wearing the used condom of the man that fucked your wife. After all, Scott fucks me because you’re incapable of satisfying me as I deserve to be satisfied.”

    Peyton slipped the condom onto Alan’s cock and slowly pulled it all the way down until the head was bathed in Scott’s warm cum.

    “That’s it,” she said softly. “Accept your place, Alan. You’re a cuckold. You’re incapable of satisfying your wife. That’s why I fuck Scott. That’s why I’ll always fuck someone like Scott. Your cock should be wrapped in the condom he used to satisfy me. Your cock should be bathed in the cum that my pussy coaxed out of him. If you were a real man I’d be on my back and you’d be inside me, pounding me hard and preparing to fill me with your load. You’re not, though. You’re a cuckold, so the best you get is a handjob while another man’s used condom is wrapped around your cock.”

    Peyton pressed her body against his and kissed Alan’s neck as she offered that handjob. She kept the condom wrapped tightly around his cock and used Scott’s cum as lube.

    “Peyton…please,” Alan said as a particularly weak form of objection, but that was all he uttered. The pleasure took over. He reached back to pull her closer. His hands found her ass and he grasped it hard as Peyton stroked him faster.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Be a good cuckold and enjoy your orgasm, for you aren’t entitled to many of them. A man that can’t fuck his wife worth a damn shouldn’t be allowed to cum very often, and he should have to acknowledge his inferiority when he cums. I can’t think of a better way to do that than to wrap your worthless cock in Scott’s condom and cum to jerk you off.”

    Alan moaned and she felt his body tremble a little, indicating that he was well on his way to a climax.

    “Tell me that you’re inferior, Alan,” Peyton requested. “Tell me that you understand that you’re an inferior man, that this is the kind of orgasm you deserve.”

    “I’m…I’m inferior,” Alan replied. “I am. I can’t fuck you like Scott. This is the orgasm I deserve. It is!”

    Alan grunted and groaned as Peyton felt him throb in her hand. She slowed her strokes and concentrated on gently teasing the head of his cock to enhance the pleasure of his orgasm. After all, if Alan thoroughly enjoyed his cuckold-fueled climaxes he was much more likely to want more of them, and that was a good thing for Peyton.

    After he’d finished, Peyton released his cock and stepped in front of her husband. “Did you enjoy your orgasm?”

    He nodded.

    Peyton sat on the edge of the bed, spread her legs, and said, “I’d like you to make me cum, Alan, just like a cuckold should. Get on your knees and eat my pussy.”

    Alan dropped to his knees and she reached down to pull her dress up around her waist and move her panties aside.

    “Keep the condom on your cock while you pleasure me,” she said. “Think about your place as my cuckold. Think about your cock still being bathed in Scott’s cum while you tend to the pussy that he pleasured tonight.”

    Alan ran his fingers up her thighs, leaned forward, and went to work on Peyton’s pussy. She smiled and thought of how successful the evening had been on all fronts. Sex with Scott had been outstanding, as always. Alan had welcomed the kinky pleasure of bathing his cock in another man’s cum for an orgasm, and now he was happily going down on her to provide Peyton with yet another orgasm.

    It wouldn’t be long before Alan was ready to embrace deeper, kinkier pleasures like cleaning Scott’s cum off of her – or even out of her – and preparing her lover’s cock with his eager mouth. It would still take time to get him there, but Peyton was determined, for it had become increasingly clear that she found intense pleasure in both humiliating her husband and in training him to be exactly the kind of cuckold she craved. It was equally clear that Alan enjoyed taking deeper steps into cuckoldry, so Peyton saw no reason to stop until she was married to the cuckold of her dreams.
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    "Does my body arouse you, Alan?" Peyton asked as she stood naked at the foot of the bed.

    "It does," he answered. "It always has. And, I'm pretty sure your body looks better now than it ever has."

    Peyton smiled and ran her fingers up her stomach and chest before taking both of her perky breasts in her hands. She bit her lower lip and unleashed a soft, seductive moan before closing her eyes and gently rolling her neck back until she was staring up at the ceiling. "My body turns Scott on," she said softly. "Do you like that, Alan? Do you like that the man that fucks me so much more often than you do is turned on by your wife's body?"

    "Yes, I do," Alan answered.

    Peyton released her breasts and smiled as she saw that her husband's cock had come to life. She crawled into the bed and kissed his thighs softly, offering gentle pleasure as he continued to stiffen, seemingly from her mouth's mere presence near his cock.

    "Scott's coming over to enjoy my body," she said softly. "He's going to fuck your wife while you watch. He's going to cuckold you."

    Alan moaned and Peyton looked up to see that he'd taken two handfuls of the sheets. She smiled as she assumed he'd done so to quell his urge to masturbate while she kissed all around his cock without taking it in her mouth.

    "Would you like me to suck your cock, Alan?" she asked.

    He nodded and hope crossed his face.

    Peyton kissed the area just above his cock and then pressed her lips on his shaft, offering kisses all the way down to the tip as he grew to a nearly erect state. She kissed her way around the head and then took him in her mouth, offering her cuckold husband the first contact with her mouth that he'd enjoyed in a long time.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    Peyton moaned around his cock and swallowed half the shaft while her tongue danced back and forth over the head. She pulled back and sucked hard and Alan moaned loudly, but of course he did. Peyton had gotten even better at giving blowjobs since she'd taken up with Scott and now her husband was enjoying the benefits of her newfound talent.

    "Peyton, that feels incredible," Alan said.

    She deepened his delight by swallowing the entirety of his cock - it wasn't particularly difficult given his unimpressive size - and burying her nose in his pubic hair. She held it there for as long as she could stand and then pulled off entirely and wrapped her fingers around his slick, spit-soaked shaft.

    "You know, it's actually easy to swallow your cock," she noted. "You're so much smaller than Scott."

    Alan's hips lifted off the bed as if he was trying to fuck her hand.

    "Does that turn you on, Alan? Do you like that your dick is smaller and less impressive than Scott's? Do you like that my lover is blessed with a long, thick cock that fills and stretches your wife in ways you've literally never been able to do?" Peyton asked. "Do you like that his big dick puts yours to shame?"

    "Yes," Alan admitted.

    "I've turned you into such a good cuckold, haven't I?" she asked.

    Alan nodded.

    "Tell me, my sweet cuckold, if I jerked you off and let you cum on my tits, would you lick up your load?" Peyton asked while stroking him a little faster.

    Alan looked at her breasts, but he didn't answer.

    "If I let you coat my perky, perfect tits with your creamy, sticky, salty seed would you be a good cuckold and clean up your mess?" she asked. "Would you beg for the chance to do so? Would you make me happy by getting on your knees and begging for opportunity to clean my beautiful breasts like a good little cuckold?"

    Alan nodded as his cock throbbed in her hand. Peyton squeezed the tip and ran her thumb over the underside, teasing her husband in a manner that made his body tremble, which she took as a sign that she was doing a very good job of getting him to a place of intense desire before Scott arrived.

    Peyton released Alan's dick and crawled forward. She kisses her way up his body, slipped her tongue into his mouth for a short spell, and then continued forward until her breasts rested over his face. She leaned slightly right and lowered her nipple until it was between his lips. Alan sucked without having to be told to do so, just as Peyton hoped he would.

    "Just imagine that nipple you're sucking being coated with cum," she said softly. "Just imagine the taste of salty, sticky, delicious cum on your tongue. That's what a cuckold does for his wife if she craves it. He doesn't argue. He doesn't say that it's gross to lick up cum. He just does it because he's a good cuckold."

    Alan sucked harder and flicked his tongue back and forth over her nipple. Peyton felt her pussy gathering wetness, though it wasn't necessarily because of her husband's tongue. It was because she planned on feeding him Scott's cum that day, and she couldn't help but get turned on at the idea.

    Peyton offered her other breast to her husband and he took the nipple in his mouth. He licked and sucked and she moaned because it felt good, and because she imagined him doing the same thing, only with Scott's cum coating the soft, perfect flesh of her tits.

    As those thoughts filled her head, Peyton dropped her slick pussy back onto her husband's stiff cock. She took him inside her, teasing him with her wetness. She rode him at an achingly slow pace - no man would have been able to cum at that pace - and Alan moaned around her breast.

    "I can barely feel you," she said. "My pussy is so used to Scott's cock by now that it's like you're not even inside me, Alan. It's like my pussy has completely forgotten your little dick. He's just so much bigger and better than you. He gives me everything you can't and so much more."

    Alan moaned and Peyton took every inch of his little dick inside her, sat up, and dug her fingernails into his chest. She watched her husband wince while slowly moving her hips back and forth, grinding her clit into his pelvis and milking his cock with her pussy.

    "You want to cum inside me, don't you?" she asked.

    "More than anything," Alan answered.

    Peyton smiled and dug her fingernails a little deeper into his chest. "It's too bad that your dick is so useless. If I could feel you, I might have fucked you until you spilled your load in my pussy, Alan. But I can't feel you. I can't feel a damn thing. It's like I'm riding air. All I can think about is Scott, about my lover's cock being in my pussy instead of my cuckold husband's worthless little dick."

    Alan was getting closer. Peyton could see it in his face. The humiliation was turning him on, which was exactly what she wanted it to do. She wasn't going to let him cum, though. That wouldn't happen until later, until after she'd made him clean Scott's cum off of her body.

    Right as it seemed that Alan was going to pass the point of no return, Peyton lifted her pussy off his cock, slid back, and gripped his shaft by the base. She squeezed hard enough for it to hurt and did the same with his balls. She watched the arousal fade from his face and released her grasp.

    "It's fun to toy with you," she said. "But you're not cumming until Scott's had his way with me. You're going to watch him satisfy me. You're going to witness your cuckolding, and then you're going to eat his load like a good cuckold."

    Alan's eyes went wide and he sat up straight. "What?" he asked. "Eat his load?"

    Peyton pushed her husband back onto the bed and sat on his chest. She grabbed a handful of his hair, smiled, and said, "Yes, Alan. You're going to eat Scott's cum off of me tonight. You're going to do it because you're a cuckold, and because I want you to. And, while this might be hard to believe, you're going to enjoy it. It probably won't taste good, but you will enjoy it. I'll make sure of that. In fact, I think you're going to love being the kind of cuckold that eats the cum of a superior man. And, if you don't it, I won't let you cum until you do."

    "Peyton, please," Alan said.

    Peyton could tell his heart wasn't in his resistance. He was doing it because he thought he was supposed to, because it was weird for a man to want to eat another man's cum. Alan wanted it, though. She saw the arousal in his eyes. She reached back and confirmed that his cock was still hard. He wanted it because she'd turned him into a cuckold, and a cuckold was always in the mood for a little bit of humiliation, especially when it involved consuming the result of his wife's thrilling sex with another man.

    "Don't worry," she said softly. "You'll love it, Alan. You will. The moment you see Scott cum you'll feel the desire. You'll feel this need to clean his cum. I think I'll have him cum on my tits tonight, these perfect tits that you love so much. He'll cover them in his thick, salty seed and then you'll get the chance to lick them clean, to worship my breasts while consuming another man's cum. And your dick will be hard as a rock as you do it."

    The doorbell rang and Peyton smiled. "That's Scott. I want you on your knees on the bedroom floor by the time I return with him."

    She hopped off her husband's chest and left the bedroom. Alan was off the bed and on his knees by the time she stepped through the doorway, for he was a good cuckold. He might have felt some resistance to the idea of eating Scott's cum for the first time, but eventually Alan would be a seasoned, eager consumer of her lover's cum. He'd begin to fantasize about it. He'd dream of that moment when her lover's big cock swelled up right before his orgasm and then unleashed a thick load on her, or inside her, which would be happening before long.

    "Scott," Peyton said with a smile as she answered the door without a stitch of clothing on her body. "Come in."

    He stared, smiled, and then stepped into the house and took Peyton in his arms. They kissed with a wild kind of passion, as lovers tend to do when they see each other again after a more than a few days apart. Peyton welcome Scott's tongue into her mouth as he grabbed her ass, picked her up, and carried her towards the bedroom with her legs wrapped tightly around him. His strength was impressive - and arousing - and Peyton loved it when he walked into the room and tossed her onto the bed before hastily stripping.

    As Scott's gorgeous body came into view Peyton reached between her legs and played with her pussy. Scott watched with a smile on his face while lowering his pants and exposing his cock, which was nearly rock hard and clearly eager to play.

    Peyton would have been happy to have him crawl into the bed and fuck her, but she wanted to play a little. She wanted to make her lover feel good, so she slid onto her knees as he kicked his pants aside and took him into her mouth. Scott's moans filled their bedroom and Peyton looked up and stared into the eyes of the man she was happily fellating from her knees.

    Filled with lust, Peyton reached towards her husband and beckoned him closer. Alan crawled until he was next to her and Peyton glanced his way and saw his eyes fixed on the sight of her lips wrapped around her lover's thick cock.

    "You understand why I love his cock, don't you Alan?" Peyton asked as she stroked her lover's thick, wet shaft.

    Alan nodded while focusing on the sight of her hand moving up and down the spit-soaked dick. Peyton leaned towards her husband and kissed him. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and shared the taste of Scott's cock with him, eliciting a moan and hopefully making him just a little bit more comfortable for the moment when Peyton demanded that he suck dick for her.

    When Peyton turned back to Scott she was struck by what seemed like a good idea. She sucked his cock for a handful of seconds and then took him between her breasts for a lovely titjob. Then she rubbed the head of his big dick all over her breasts before turning to Alan with a smile and saying, "Suck on my tits, Alan. Suck the taste of his cock off of them."

    Alan stared at her breasts and seemed to hesitate, but only for a few moments. Eventually he leaned forward and kissed and licked her beautiful, perfect breasts with great vigor while Peyton stroked Scott's cock.

    "That's a good cuckold," Peyton said. "Clean the taste of his cock off my tits, baby. Clean them like a good cuckold."

    Alan moaned, just like Peyton wanted him to. He even reached for his cock before pulling his hand away, just like a good cuckold should. After all, Peyton was in charge of his pleasure.

    "Should Scott fuck me now?" Peyton asked. "Should he fuck me while you watch from your knees, Alan?"

    He looked up, offered a smile filled with passion, and said,"Yes." He looked up at Scott and added, "Please, fuck my wife."

    Scott lifted Peyton to her feet, picked her up and set her in the bed, and then tore open a condom wrapper and rolled it down his cock. He crawled between her legs and she spread them wide to give Alan a perfect view from the floor. She wanted her husband to see as another man's cock filled her pussy and stretched her out in the most beautiful way imaginable.

    "Fuck me," Peyton said. She felt like she was gushing with desire and the moment Scott's cock pushed into her pussy Peyton unleashed a wild moan. It felt spectacularly good and she pulled him close for a deep kiss as he filled her slowly, letting her pussy get used to his size before picking up the pace and delivering the kind of deep thrusting pleasure that she needed.

    "How does it look, cuckold?" Peyton asked.

    "It's beautiful," Alan replied.

    "Fuck me harder," she said to her lover. "Pound his wife's pussy. Show him what it looks like when I get fucked the way I need, the way I crave, the way he's always failed to fuck me."

    Scott delivered exactly what Peyton needed, and the more he fucked her the more she lost herself in the pleasure of it. His cock was long, thick, and hard as a rock. It was bigger than Alan's, it went deeper inside her, and Scott's incredible body made it so much hotter to have him on top of her.

    "I'm close," Peyton said. "Watch me cum all over his cock, Alan. Watch my pussy spasm around his big dick." She came hard just a few seconds later. She felt her pussy spasm around Scott's cock, which continued to hammer her in a perfect rhythm. Over and over he filled her, reaching places inside her that Alan had never gone.

    Peyton didn't need time to recover. She urged Scott to keep fucking her, for she wanted him to cum all over her tits. She wanted him to coat her milky white, soft flesh in a hot load of his spunk so her cuckold husband could lick it all up. She couldn't contain her excitement at making Alan embrace yet another element of cuckold humiliation.

    "I want you to cum on my tits," Peyton said as Scott neared his orgasm. "I want you to make a mess of them, so I can make my cuckold clean it up."

    Scott smiled. "I like the sound of that." He fucked her harder and Peyton groaned at how good it felt even after she'd cum.

    "It's what he deserves," she said. "He's a fucking cuckold. He can't satisfy his wife, so he should have to lick up the cum of the man that can. He should have to lick up every drop of your load, Scott. He should have to clean it off his wife's perfect tits after you've soaked them with your seed."

    Scott pulled out, tore the condom off, and straddled Peyton's chest. He stroked his cock and aimed the tip at her breasts as she took his balls in her hand and gently massaged them to elicit an even more potent orgasm. Scott groaned and the head of his cock swelled up for a moment before a thick rope of cum launched from the tip and landed across her breast. A dozen more shots followed and Scott moved his cock around to ensure that he painted both of her breasts with his seed, making a wondrous mess in the process.

    "Thank you," Peyton said with a smile when he was finished.

    "It was my pleasure, believe me," Scott replied.

    He crawled off of her and Peyton sat up on her elbows and looked at Alan, whose gaze was focused on her breasts. "Come here, cuckold," she said softly.

    Alan stood and crawled into the bed. He stared at the streaks of hot cum that marked her breasts and Peyton ran a finger through one of them, coating the tip in her lover's seed. Alan looked a little scared, but Peyton sucked her finger clean, smiled, and then reached up and pulled Alan's lips to hers. He offered no resistance to her kiss, nor when she parted her lips and pushed her tongue into his mouth, sharing the taste of just a little bit of her bull's cum in the process.

    "Don't my breasts look beautiful covered in his cum?" Peyton asked softly.

    Alan looked down at her cum-covered flesh, studied it for a few moments, and then nodded.

    "And don't you want to clean them like a good cuckold? Don't you want to suck all of that sweet, salty, delicious cum off my tits, Alan?" she asked. "Don't you want to do what you were meant to do? Don't you want to show me that you know that it's your place to clean my lover's cum after he's satisfied me?"

    "Yes," Alan admitted.

    "Tell me that you know your place, Alan," Peyton said.

    He looked at her breasts again and licked his lips. "I...I know my place," he said.

    Peyton ran her fingers through his hair, applied gentle pressure to the back of his head, and said, "Clean his mess off my breasts, cuckold. Clean it all."

    Alan's lips descended on her soft, cum-covered flesh and Peyton moaned as he did exactly what she desired. She reached between her legs to rub her clit and moaned again, this time as her back arched just a little. It was so much hotter than she'd thought it would be to have Alan devouring Scott's cum, to have him embracing the humiliation that was inherent to his place in their marriage.

    "Mmm, that's so good, baby," she said with lust in her voice. "Clean his cum like a good cuckold. Lick it off my tits. Lick it all up."

    Alan moaned and ravenously cleaned her breasts. She felt his stiff cock press against her thigh and the precum drip onto her skin. He took her nipple in his mouth and sucked hard before flicking his tongue back and forth over it. He worked to show her that he knew his place, that he embraced it, that he wanted to be the good cuckold she needed him to be.

    By the time he was finished, Peyton's pussy felt like it was on fire with lust. Alan looked up, licked his lips clean, and Peyton pushed on the top of his head and said, "Eat my pussy. Make me cum. Right now."

    He dutifully moved between her legs and licked her pussy. As he did, Peyton thought of him eating Scott's cum. She thought of how eagerly he'd done it, how he demonstrated that her efforts to turn him into a perfect cuckold were working. Peyton held his head in both hands and came on her husband's face, pulling him close and smothering him with her slick juices as her body vibrated with the intense pleasure of a great climax.

    "Would you like to cum, Alan?" Peyton asked after she'd recovered from the joy of her climax.

    "Yes, please," he answered.

    "Crawl forward," she instructed.

    Alan crawled forward until he was straddling Peyton's chest. She took his cock in one hand and his balls in the other and stroked him slowly while a look of pleasure crossed his face. "I'll let you cum on my tits, but you'll have to clean up your mess too."

    The look on his face made it seem like he wasn't so keen on that idea, but he didn't say anything.

    "A cuckold should have to clean his own messes, too," Peyton said. "It's a great way to help him remember his place, as a cuckold sometimes forgets what he is after he's had an orgasm. So, will you clean up your mess, Alan? If I jerk you off onto my tits, will you clean up your sticky mess? Will you eat all your cum?"

    Peyton stroked him a little faster, bringing her husband closer to his climax. It seemed like he was trying to resist saying yes to her, but that little bit of extra pleasure pushed him over the top and into a place where he couldn't deny his desire to get off.

    "You're such a good cuckold," she said before speeding up her strokes and pushing her husband right to the brink of a climax. His face contorted in a moment of pure bliss and then he erupted, spraying her breasts with their second coating of semen of that day.

    There was no question in her mind that Alan found true joy in his orgasm, but it was the moment when he cleaned his cum off her breasts that Peyton was looking forward to. There was something about that level of control, about being able to convince her husband to do that, that really thrilled her.

    "Clean me," she said. "Clean up your mess like a good cuckold."

    Alan didn't hesitate this time. Peyton suspected that he knew she controlled his orgasms and that she'd likely be less generous if he wasn't willing to do as he'd promised. He descended on her breasts once again. He cleaned them, though not as ravenously this time. That didn't bother Peyton, though. It was his willingness to embrace the humiliation of eating cum from her breasts that she wanted to see, and there was true joy in that.

    It wouldn't be long before Alan was between her legs and cleaning Scott's cum out of her pussy, which was a treat Peyton couldn't wait to experience.
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    "Do you like the taste of your cum, Alan?" Peyton asked as she stroked her husband's cock. He was naked on the couch and she was dressed in a delicate babydoll - which Alan loved - with one of her breasts pressing gently into his arm as she offered him the pleasure of a gentle stroking tease session for his spit-soaked cock. "Do you enjoy the saltiness on your tongue?"

    "No," Alan answered.

    Peyton smiled. She didn't expect him to enjoy the taste of it. In fact, she would have found it a little strange if Alan had come to enjoy the taste of cum after eating his load a dozen times. "But you eat it anyway," she said softly before kissing his neck. "Why is that?"

    "Because I want to be a good cuckold," he answered.

    That was music to Peyton's ears. Much to her delight, using the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook had helped her turn Alan into an exceptionally well-trained cuckold, so much so that he was now eager to eat his own cum, simply for the sake of being good for her. "It makes me happy when you're a good cuckold," she said while tightening her grip on his cock and stroking him a little faster. "Very happy. And you've been such a good cuckold the entire way, Alan. You've embraced the fact that you can't satisfy me and that I deserve to fuck someone better than you. I love that, Alan. I love that you're willing to accept your shortcomings and let me have the sex that I deserve with someone who's better than you."

    Alan groaned and Peyton smiled. Not only was he willing to do that, he was turned on by it, for the Handbook had helped her guide him to a place of pleasure each and every time she humiliated him.

    "There's something else I want you to do for me, Alan," she said softly. Her lips brushed against his neck and she moaned and kissed it. She gently nibbled on his earlobe in a way that made Alan moan before saying, "You're going to clean Scott's cum out of me."

    Peyton felt his cock surge in her hand. She slowed her strokes and kept her fingers away from the head of his cock. She wasn't going to let him cum until she was ready for that.

    "Scott's going to start cumming inside me, Alan," she continued. "We're going to have unprotected sex. Another man - a superior man - is going to start cumming in my pussy each and every time he fucks me."

    Alan moaned louder and Peyton released his cock entirely and grasped his balls. She played with them gently, offering pleasure while one of her fingers rubbed his taint in slow circles.

    "When he cums inside me, you're going to clean it out of me," she explained. "You're going to prove what an eager, well-behaved cuckold you can be by crawling between my legs, putting your tongue inside me, and licking up every drop of Scott's cum. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Alan answered.

    "Does that excite you, Alan? Does the idea of being a good cuckold and licking Scott's cum out of me turn you on?" she asked.

    "Yes," Alan said.

    Peyton took his cock in her hand and resumed slowly stroking him. He was soaked in a mixture of precum and spit and her fingers moved with ease over his stiff flesh. Every little movement seemed to elicit a moan, too, and it seemed clear that he was exceptionally close to an orgasm.

    "I love the idea of you eating Scott's cum from my pussy," Peyton said as she reached between her legs and slipped her fingers into her panties. "I'm wet just thinking about it, Alan. I'm wet thinking about my inferior cuckold husband eating a superior man's cum out of my freshly-fucked cunt."

    "Peyton, I'm close," he said.

    Peyton released her husband's cock, swiftly pulled her panties off, and lifted the bottom of her babydoll to expose her pussy. "Get on your knees between my legs."

    Alan dropped to his knees and moved between her legs. Peyton inched her hips forward until her pussy was tantalizingly close to his stiff cock and then she took hold of him and jerked her husband off. She had no intention of letting him inside her, of course - he wasn't deserving of that - but she was going to let him cum all over her pussy before making him clean it up.

    "Cum on my pussy, cuckold," she said with a naughty smile. "Then clean up your fucking mess."

    Alan came almost immediately. Peyton watched his face for a few moments before looking down to see that he'd made quite the mess as he sprayed his seed all over her pussy lips and in her pubic hair. That would only make watching him clean it up even hotter, though.

    "Now clean me, Alan," she said. "Clean my messy cunt and think about doing the same thing tomorrow night. The only difference is you'll be cleaning up a superior man's cum tomorrow. Today you get to lick up your worthless cuckold cum."

    Alan experienced another shudder of pleasure before Peyton released his cock. He dropped down between her legs and she put a hand on the back of his head and guided him close to her messy pussy. He sucked some of the cum out of her pubic hair before licking and sucking it off her labia. He swallowed eagerly while Peyton watched with a smile on her face and arousal coursing through her body.

    "That's it," she said. "Lick up your load, cuckold. Lick up your rancid seed. Lick it from my pussy while you think about eating Scott's delicious, superior cum. Lick it up and feel like every bit the cuckold you are."

    Peyton grabbed a second handful of his hair and pulled Alan's face closer. She rubbed her messy pussy over it, leaving streaks of cum and her pussy juices behind. Arousal driven by dominance and the delight of humiliating her husband coursed through her. Peyton's loins tightened in an utterly blissful manner for a few moments and then a potent orgasm exploded outwards, quickly rippling through her body and leaving her trembling joyfully while Alan continued to work his way around her pussy, cleaning up every drop of the cum he'd expelled.

    "Thank you," she said through a hazy smile.

    "You're welcome," he replied. "Are you...are you really going to have unprotected sex with Scott?"

    "I am, which also means you'll no longer be having unprotected sex with me," Peyton noted. "You'll have to use a condom when I allow you in my pussy."

    Alan looked a little disappointed, but he didn't say a word.

    "You'll get to clean his creampie for the first time tomorrow," she continued. "I asked him to hold off on cumming this week to ensure he'd leave a nice big load inside me. I'm going to take my time in making him cum, too. I want you to have a huge load of cum to clean from your wife's pussy, Alan. I want you to get the full creampie cleanup experience for your first time."

    "Thank you," Alan replied.

    "You're welcome," she said. "Now you should really get cleaned up. You've got cum and pussy juice on your face."

    Alan laughed, stood, and headed for the bathroom. "And thanks for the orgasm, by the way. That was amazing."

    Peyton smiled. "It was my pleasure."

    
      
    

    "You look so good," Scott said as he admired Peyton in the bra, panties, garter belt, and stockings she'd put on for his pleasure. He was naked in their bed and his cock was hard as a rock, at least in part from the kissing and touching they'd done on the couch while Alan made sure their glasses were topped off with wine.

    Peyton had left for the bedroom to change into her naughty little outfit and then called Scott and her cuckold husband in to join her. She'd stripped Scott naked and pushed him onto his back in the bed, where he currently rested with his head against the pillow that Alan usually slept on.

    "Thank you," she replied to Scott's compliment. "I like looking good for you. It turns me on to get dressed up and think about how you're going to feel when you see me, how you're going to want me, and most of all how you're going to fuck me."

    Scott took his long, thick cock in his hand and stroked it slowly as his eyes wandered over her lingerie-clad body. "I'm gonna fuck you hard, Peyton. I'm gonna fuck you hard enough to make your head spin when you cum all over my cock."

    Peyton looked at Alan - who was naked and on his knees by the side of the bed - and asked, "Do you want to see that, Alan? Do you want to watch me cum all over Scott's cock?"

    "Yes," Alan answered.

    "And do you want to crawl between my legs and lick up his load like a good cuckold after he's cum inside me?" she asked.

    "Yes, desperately," Alan said.

    His dick was hard and the look on his face was one of genuine lust, so Peyton believed her husband when he asserted his desire to eat another man's cum from her pussy. "You've already become something of a cum slut, haven't you, Alan? You've eaten your own cum enough that you've started to enjoy it, haven't you?"

    He nodded and Peyton saw him actively resist the urge to grasp his cock and masturbate.

    "I bet you're going to love eating a superior man's cum even more," she said. "I bet it's going to make you feel so good, Alan, to know that you're cleaning Scott's thick, creamy, superior load out of your wife's freshly-fucked, fully satisfied pussy. I bet it's going to make that worthless little dick of yours throb like it's never throbbed before."

    Peyton didn't wait for an answer. Instead, she crawled into the bed and between her lover's legs. She looked up at him, smiled, and took his big, beautiful cock in her mouth. Peyton gave a long, slow blowjob. She made love to Scott's cock with her mouth, sucking without any sense of urgency and instead choosing to focus on offering him as much pleasure as possible.

    "Kiss me," Peyton said to Alan as she took a brief break from pleasuring her lover. He stood and leaned towards her. Their lips met and she instantly pushed her tongue into his mouth so he could taste Scott's cock and precum. Alan moaned and his pleasure filled Peyton with delight. "Do you like the taste of his cock on my lips and tongue?"

    Alan nodded and sank back to his knees as Peyton once again took Scott's cock in her mouth. She looked up at him and sucked while playing with his balls. She tasted more of his precum and imagined he was getting a bit desperate to fuck her.

    "Do you want me?" she asked with a smile.

    "More than anything," Scott replied.

    Peyton pulled her panties off and crawled forward. She rubbed her pussy lips over Scott's cock and looked at Alan. "Crawl to the foot of the bed. Watch his cock fill me without a condom. Watch your wife's pussy welcome another man's bare cock for the first time since before we met."

    Alan dutifully crawled into position and Peyton turned her attention to Scott. His cock moved between her pussy lips and she slowly sank down. She'd let him pound her before the night was over, but she wanted control as she took him inside her without a condom for the first time. She wanted to go nice and slow so Alan could see that she'd chosen to welcome her lover's bare cock - and eventually his seed - into her pussy.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," Scott said.

    Peyton leaned down and kissed him as the full length of his cock disappeared inside her. "I know," she replied. "Your cock has always felt good - and so much better than Alan's worthless cuckold dick - but this is different. This is so much better."

    It was, too. The only difference was the thin layer of latex that was usually between them had been removed, but it felt better. It just did. It made sex with Alan seem even less appealing, too. Why fuck her husband’s bare cock when she could enjoy her lover’s?

    Peyton rode Scott slowly as they kissed. Every time her clit dropped onto his pelvic bone she felt a jolt of pleasure, which made her ride him a little bit harder and faster as time went by. Much to her delight, she could hear the wetness of her cunt as she took her lover's cock. She was completely soaked from the intensity of the pleasure and it left her body vibrating with desire.

    Peyton wasn't going to finish while she was on top, though. She wanted that pounding Scott had promised. So she lifted her pussy from his cock, spun around, and sat on the edge of the bed. Alan stared between her legs and Peyton looked down at him and put a hand on the back of his head. "Taste me," she said. "Taste my wet pussy after a superior man has been inside me, cuckold. Taste me and think about doing the same thing while my cunt is brimming with his thick, creamy cum."

    Alan devoured her pussy. He pressed his face firmly into her crotch and pushed his tongue deep inside her of. Peyton smiled as she felt her husband exploring the space another man's cock had just invaded and stretched so wonderfully. When Alan moaned, she felt the vibrations deep inside of her, as if he was expressing his joy directly to her pussy.

    Though she was convinced Alan would have spent the rest of the night with his tongue in her pussy, Peyton was desperate to cum on Scott's cock, so she gently pushed her husband's head back and returned to the bed. She rolled onto her back and Scott moved between her legs. He guided his cock into her needy pussy, filled her with one long, slow thrust, and then lowered his muscular body on top of hers.

    "Fuck me," Peyton urged him as she grasped his ass. "Fuck me hard. Pound me. Pound my cunt and cum inside me while my husband watches."

    Scott gave Peyton exactly what she needed. He pounded her like he'd promised he would. He pounded her hard and fast and she filled the bedroom with wild, wondrous moans. The sex was deeply passionate and borderline animalistic, and as Peyton neared her orgasm she could feel her fingers and toes tingling in the best way possible.

    "Cum inside me, Scott," she said. "Please, cum inside me. Cum in my pussy! Cum inside me while my cuckold husband watches!"

    They came mere moments apart. Scott buried his cock inside her and came as Peyton watched the intense pleasure on his face a moment before an orgasm washed over her. As she climaxed, Peyton thought of his cum spurting into her pussy. She thought of how Alan would crawl between her legs and lick it out of her soon after. Those thoughts served to enhance her orgasm, helping Peyton cum just a little bit harder and lengthening the period of intense pleasure that worked its way through her body.

    Scott pulled out and rolled off of her. Peyton turned to see his chest heaving and a big smile on his face. She smiled too, for she'd just gotten pounded and filled with another man's cum while her husband watched.

    Peyton lifted her head from the pillow and looked at Alan, who was staring directly between her legs. She felt a little of Scott's cum begin to leak out of her and she wondered if Alan could see the thick white fluid slowly dripping from the tight, slippery cunt another man had just fucked.

    "Clean my pussy, cuckold," Peyton demanded. "Lick a superior man's cum from your wife's cunt. Lick every drop of his salty seed out of me and make sure you swallow all of it."

    Alan stood and crawled into the bed. He showed no signs of hesitation, either. He dropped to his stomach and immediately showered her thighs in soft, sensual kisses. His lips found their way to her labia next before he looked up at her for a moment and then pushed his tongue into her pussy.

    "That's it," Peyton said. "Lick his load from my cunt, cuckold. Fuck, lick his hot cum from my pussy. Swallow that salty seed. Be a good cuckold and lick a superior man's cum from your wife's cunt."

    Alan embraced the humiliation and found the pleasure in it. Every bit of his training had paid off. He was what Peyton wanted him to be. He was a cum eating cuckold. He was a good little creampie eater. He was turned on, too, which was the best part. It really was his place to clean another man's cum from her pussy because he was hard as a rock doing it.

    "You're going to do this every time he fucks me, Alan," she said. "You're going to clean his load out of me each and every time. It won't be long before you've swallowed dozens of Scott's loads. You might end up eating hundreds of his loads before this is all said and done. You won't be able to call yourself a real man when you've done that, though. You're a cuckold now. You'll always be a cuckold. There's no avoiding it, Alan. You're a fucking cuck, a cum slut, a creampie junkie. You're mine, though, and you'll always be mine."

    Alan pushed his tongue even deeper inside her and moaned. Peyton turned to Scott and they kissed as her husband went wild licking cum from her pussy. She felt as happy as she'd ever been, and there was still so much more humiliation to dish out, so much further to push Alan on his journey to be the cuckold she needed him to be. Peyton couldn't wait to consult the Handbook once more and find yet another idea for humiliating her husband.

  
    Consulting the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook - Part 16

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Peyton was on her knees in front of Scott, her exceptionally talented lover. Her fingers were wrapped tightly around the base of his stiff cock and the plump, perfect head was slick with her saliva. She'd just taken him into her throat and held him there while he moaned. Her eyes were watering a little, but the look of pleasure on his face was well worth it.

    Peyton turned to her husband and saw Alan's gaze fixed on the sight of her fingers grasping Scott's beautiful cock. She smiled at the rapt sense of attention on Alan's face and the erection that he'd sprouted between his legs. He'd been so thoroughly indoctrinated into enjoying his cuckolding that he'd gotten stiff watching her offer another man oral pleasure, a fact that put a smile on Peyton's face.

    "Did you enjoy watching me suck his cock, Alan?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted with a gentle nod.

    Peyton turned back to Scott and leaned forward to shower the head of his cock in kisses. She rubbed his precum over her lips, too, leaving them slick and shiny before looking Alan's way and asking, "And what would make you happy right now, Alan?"

    He stared at her lips - just as Peyton wanted him to - and said, "If you...if you kissed me."

    "Mmm, is that because you want to taste my lover's cock?" Peyton asked. He'd done it before - the Handbook had suggested cock flavored kisses and Alan had certainly enjoyed them - and she loved that he wanted to do it again.

    Alan nodded, though he didn't say a word. It seemed that he couldn't quite bring himself to admit that he wanted to taste another man's cock. Peyton was going to make it happen that night, though, and it was going to be through more than a kiss.

    "Come closer," she said. "And I'll kiss you."

    Alan crawled closer and Peyton reached down and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him slowly and teased the head with her delicate fingers, offering pleasure as she leaned in and kissed him. She made sure that Alan felt her lover's precum against his lips - he'd already tasted Scott's cum, so a bit of precum wouldn't be too much to handle - and then slipped her tongue into his mouth and moaned. She stroked his cock a little faster, too, eliciting a wondrous sound of pleasure from Alan.

    "Do you like the way my lips and tongue taste after I've been sucking his cock?" Peyton asked softly.

    "Yes," Alan admitted before a shudder of pleasure ripped its way through his body.

    "You're such a good cuckold," she said. "It makes me so happy that you like it when I cuckold you, when I let you watch, when I let you taste how delicious my lover's beautiful cock is."

    "I do," Alan said.

    Peyton rewarded him with a few swift strokes of his cock and then asked, "And are you looking forward to tasting Scott's cum again? Are you looking forward to cleaning him from my pussy again?"

    Alan looked a little embarrassed, but he nodded. Peyton didn't mind that he felt embarrassed. It made perfect sense, really. After all, most married men would be utterly horrified at the idea of cleaning someone else's cum from their wife's pussy. Despite his embarrassment, it seemed that Alan had enjoyed himself enough last time that he was eager for more.

    Peyton turned to Scott and kissed his cock once more. She let her lips linger against the plump head and then turned to her husband. Their lips met and their tongues mingled and Alan moaned as Peyton pulled him just a little bit closer to Scott, which is right where she wanted him to be.

    "I want you to do something for me," she said as her fingers teased the head of Alan's cock. "Since you like the taste of Scott's cock so much, I want you to kiss it. I want you to kiss it just like this."

    Peyton turned to Scott, leaned in, looked up at him, and gentle pressed her lips against the head. She offered the kind of sensual kiss that would drive any man wild with lust, and she offered it to his beautiful dick, which put a smile on Scott's face.

    "Will you do that for me?" Peyton asked as she looked at her husband. "Will you make me happy and kiss Scott's big, beautiful cock? Will you kiss the cock that's made your wife so happy? Will you kiss the cock that replaced your worthless little dick, that's made me cum so much harder than you ever did?"

    Alan held Peyton's gaze for a few seconds and then turned his attention to Scott's cock. As he did, Peyton felt a rush of anticipatory pleasure. She wanted to see her husband give himself over to her desires. She wanted to see Alan embrace the humiliation of being a good cuckold. She wanted to see him take the first step into surrendering to her desire to make him into a bisexual cuck.

    "Kiss it," Peyton said softly. "Kiss his beautiful cock, Alan. Feel the soft, plump head against your lips. Show him that you understand your place. Show him that you know that you can't compare to him, that he fucks me better than you ever have. Show him, Alan."

    Alan leaned closer and Peyton reached up and put a hand on the back of his head. She applied gentle pressure to help him embrace what she wanted, to embrace his place as her cuckold, to help him embrace the joy of humiliation.

    "Kiss it," she repeated.

    Alan's mouth neared the plump cock and he pressed his lips against it. He held them there for a few moments and the sound of a soft kiss gently floated into the air. Peyton immediately rewarded Alan with a kiss of her own. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and moaned. She made it perfectly clear just how turned on she was at watching him kiss Scott's cock.

    "Do it again," she said.

    Alan did it without hesitation this time. He leaned in. He pressed his lips against Scott's cock. He kissed it softly. He kissed it multiple times. Peyton took her hand off the back of his head and her fingers found their way to his cock once more. She stroked him and rewarded him with yet another lusty kiss when he turned to her.

    "Does it taste good?" Peyton asked softly. "Does my lover's big, beautiful cock taste good?"

    "Yes," Alan admitted.

    "Kiss it with me," she said. "Let's both show him how much we appreciate his cock."

    Alan groaned and Peyton smiled before turning to Scott. She leaned forward with her husband and they both kissed his cock. For her it was an act of worship, of showering Scott in pleasure because he fucked her with such skill that she wanted nothing more than to show her appreciation. For Alan it was an act of submission, for he was showing that he understood he couldn't possibly compete with Scott, that he was nowhere near the man that Scott was.

    Now that she had Alan where she wanted him, Peyton saw no reason not to push it. "Use your tongue," she said. "Kiss his cock with real passion, Alan."

    Peyton's tongue slipped from her mouth to move over the head of her lover's cock. Alan's did the same and Scott moaned, just as any man would when he had a couple on their knees worshiping him.

    "Kiss me," Peyton said. "Over the head of his cock."

    Their tongues and lips danced all around the head of Scott's cock as Peyton stroked her husband. She could see the lust in his eyes. He was getting lost in the pleasure of surrendering to his cuckold desires. He was getting off on the kinky thrill of humiliation. She was too.

    "Alan, put your fingers in my pussy," Peyton instructed.

    They continued to kiss and lick Scott's cock as Alan did exactly as she wanted. His fingers moved between her labia and slipped into her pussy with ease, and with good reason. She was soaked. Completely and utterly soaked with desire, and not only because she was thinking about Scott fucking her. She was soaked because her husband had just crossed a difficult boundary and enjoyed his first true bisexual contact.

    "Do you feel that?" Peyton asked. "Do you feel how wet I am?"

    "Yes," Alan said with Scott's stiff cock just a few inches from his mouth.

    "That's because you're being such a good cuckold," she said. "It's because you're kissing and licking my lover's beautiful cock. It's because you're willing to embrace your place, Alan. You have no idea how much it turns me on."

    They kissed over the head of Scott's beautiful cock again. Their tongues mingled in the most wondrous way and Peyton rubbed her thumb over the head of Alan's cock while he fingered her pussy, leading them both further down the path of desire.

    "I want more, Alan," she said. "I want you to take his cock in your mouth. I want you to wrap your lips around it. I want you to suck dick for me."

    Alan moaned and Peyton felt his cock grow a little in her hand. He might have found the idea horrifically humiliating, but he was turned on. He was wired to be a cuckold. There was no doubt in her mind. He was about to prove it, too. He was about to suck cock for her. He was about to take his deepest step into cuckold humiliation.

    "Do it," she encouraged him. "Take that beautiful dick in your mouth. Suck his cock for me, Alan. Be a good cuckold and suck the cock that's fucked your wife to so many beautiful orgasms."

    Alan looked at the plump head of Scott's cock and parted his lips. He leaned forward and his lips pressed against the head. He pushed forward even further and took the cock in his mouth. Peyton moaned and reached down to encourage Alan to finger her pussy even faster. She watched her husband give a blowjob and she felt juices drip from her cunt.

    "Look up at him," she said. "Look at the man you're blowing. Look at the man you're satisfying. Show him the respect he deserves, Alan. Show him that you understand that you're a cocksucker and he's the man that fucks your wife. Show him that you understand that you're fluffing his beautiful dick so he can slide it into my slick, needy pussy and pound me until I cum so hard that my legs are trembling."

    It took Alan a moment, but he dragged his gaze upwards and stared at Scott. He looked away for a moment - almost as if it was overwhelming to stare at the man he was blowing - but then he looked back. He made himself do as Peyton desired. He offered his complete and total submission, which is what she needed in that moment.

    "Suck his balls," Peyton instructed. "Help him make a nice big load that he can empty inside me. Help him build up a nice big load so that you can clean it all up when he's done fucking your wife."

    She moaned as Alan did exactly as instructed. Her legs were tingling with pleasure as he fingered her while taking one of her lover's testicles into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it.

    Peyton released her husband's cock and stood up. She pressed her naked body against Scott's and they shared a long, lingering, passionate kiss, all while the sound of Alan sucking balls filled the bedroom.

    "Is my husband a good cocksucker?" she asked.

    "He's damn good for a first timer," Scott replied. "I guess he really was made for this." He chuckled, looked down at Alan, and said, "See if you can fit both balls in your mouth, cuckold. Like your beautiful wife said, help me build up a nice big load that I can leave inside her for you to clean up."

    Alan did his best to fit both of Scott's balls in his mouth and he sucked as Peyton reached down to stroke her lover's cock. She kissed him again and when his tongue moved into her mouth she grabbed hold of it and sucked. Scott's fingers found their way to her pussy and she moaned the instant he touched her clit.

    "You weren't kidding," Scott said. "You're soaked."

    "It turns out I like watching my husband suck cock," Peyton replied. "I like watching him do what he was clearly meant to do." She looked down at Alan, who was still working Scott's balls, and added, "I like that he understands his place, that he wants to make you nice and hard for me, that he wants to help you build up a nice big load that you can pump deep into his wife's pussy."

    Peyton loved all of it. She loved it so much she could feel the juices dripping down her thigh. She needed to get fucked. She couldn't wait a moment longer.

    "Fuck me, Scott," she said. "Pick me up, put me in the bed I share with my husband, and fuck me while he watches."

    Alan ceased sucking balls, Scott picked Peyton up, and turned towards the bed. He set her down, crawled on top of her, and slipped his cock into her needy, slick pussy. He fucked her just like she needed, too, giving her a massively powerful orgasm in just a few minutes. Watching Alan suck dick turned out to be quite the aphrodisiac, sending Peyton to new heights of pleasure that convinced her to keep pursuing all the inventive ideas in the Cuckold Humiliation Handbook, for pushing Alan to deepen his dedication to being a good cuckold would mean better orgasms for her.

    Alan would cum harder too. Peyton was certain that his orgasm that night - delivered by handjob - would prove to be one of the best he'd ever had. She was going to make sure of that, in fact, for his pleasure mattered almost as much as hers, as pleasure was the best way to ensure he continued to be a good cuckold.
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    Peyton was on her knees in the living room. She wore a delicate, sheer black bra and panty set. Scott was sitting on the couch. His dick was hard as a rock and slick with Peyton's saliva, as she'd been blowing him rather vigorously.

    "It looks like your husband is home," Scott said as he looked out the front window.

    Peyton turned and saw Alan's car pull into the driveway. She smiled as her fingers moved up and down Scott's slick shaft. Alan had no idea she'd invited her lover over. He had no idea he'd be walking in on his cuckolding in progress.

    Peyton looked back at Scott, who had a smile on his face, and with good reason. He was in the enviable position of being the man that Peyton wanted to pleasure more than any other, and his evening was guaranteed to include at least one orgasm. If Peyton had her way, it would include at least two.

    "When he comes in, instruct Alan to get naked and join me on my knees," Peyton said.

    Scott nodded as she took him in her mouth once more. The head of his cock was wondrously plump and thick and the shaft flesh astoundingly stiff as Peyton stroked him slowly while offering a sensual blowjob, luring Scott just a little deeper into what she hoped was a deep state of desire.

    The front door opened and Peyton did her best to make sure the blowjob was quiet. She wanted Alan to see her sucking cock before he heard it. His footsteps neared the living room and abruptly stopped. Peyton thought she heard a groan, but she wasn't about to look up from the task at hand. She wanted her husband to be awed by the sight of his wife's head bobbing up and down in another man's lap.

    "Welcome home, Alan," Scott said as he put a hand on the back of Peyton's head. "Your lovely wife would like you to get naked and join her on your knees."

    Peyton heard Alan's keys fall to the floor. She imagined him being so eager to strip that he didn't bother putting them in his pocket. The sound of him shucking his clothes from his body followed and soon enough Alan was on his knees next to his lovely wife. Peyton took Scott's cock as deep into her throat as she could manage, held it there for a few moments while playing with his balls, and then pulled back, kissed the head, and turned to her husband.

    "Did you have a good day, Alan?" she asked.

    He nodded while staring at her lips, which were slippery with saliva.

    "Was it a nice surprise to see me sucking Scott's big, beautiful cock when you came through the door?" Peyton asked.

    "Yes," Alan answered.

    Peyton smiled and leaned closer. "Tell me, cuckold, what was your first though when you saw me blowing him? What came to mind?"

    "I...I thought about joining you," he said.

    Peyton stroked Scott's cock slowly and asked, "Joining me in sucking on this big, beautiful cock? Sucking the cock that fucks your wife so much better than your little dick ever has? Is that what you were thinking about, Alan?"

    He nodded and Peyton glanced between his legs to see that Alan's cock was growing in the most delightful way.

    "Are you getting hard at the thought of sucking a superior man's cock with your wife, cuckold?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted as his dick continued to grow.

    Peyton reached between his legs, took his shaft in her hand, and stroked him slowly. Arousal washed over his face and Peyton smiled, for she had her husband right where she wanted him. "Tell me that you want to be a cocksucking cuckold for me," she said.

    "I want to be a cocksucking cuckold for you," Alan repeated.

    Peyton leaned in and rewarded her husband with a deeply passionate kiss. She offered him her tongue - and a taste of Scott's cock - and he took it without hesitation. When she left her tongue in his mouth Alan sucked on it, just like Peyton wanted him to. He sucked because she'd turned him into a cuckold cocksucker, because she'd pushed him so deep into the beautiful humiliation of being a man that can't fuck his wife properly that he was now eager to use his mouth however she desired.

    "Scott, will you stand up for us," Peyton said.

    Scott happily stood and smiled down at the couple.

    "Let's make him cum together," she said to her husband. "Let's give his big, beautiful cock the pleasure it deserves."

    Alan crawled closer and Peyton put a hand on the back of his head to urge him towards her lover's cock.

    "Take him in your mouth, cocksucker," she whispered.

    Alan did so without hesitation. Giving a blowjob the week before had clearly torn down any hesitation he had over being the bisexual cuckold slut she needed him to be. He sucked dick ravenously, and while he wasn't nearly as skilled as Peyton, he was enormously enthusiastic.

    "Look at you go," she said softly. "You filthy fucking cocksucker. Look at you sucking on that big, beautiful dick. Look at you working had to make him feel good. I want a turn, though. You can suck on his big balls."

    Alan followed her instructions and took Scott's big balls into his mouth as Peyton stroked her lover's cock. She looked up at him and saw a pure, perfect kind of lust on Scott's face. Of course he was turned on. He was getting his cock and balls sucked by a couple.

    "Does my husband's mouth feel good on your balls?" she asked.

    "It does," Scott answered. "He's sucking like a good little bitch."

    "That makes me happy," Peyton replied softly. "I like being married to a little cuckold bitch, a cocksucker, a ball worshiper, a man that understands his place."

    Peyton took Scott's cock into her mouth. She sucked hard while maintaining eye contact and expressing her intense lust for making him feel good. She played with Alan's cock, too, teasing him relentlessly and ensuring he stayed in a place of wild desire, which would ensure that he was pliable and ready to do whatever she demanded.

    "Join me," Peyton said. "Worship his cock with me."

    Alan popped up and they each took a side of his cock. They licked and sucked and kissed over the head. They truly worshiped Scott together, showing him the kind of affection any man would find thrilling.

    "Look up at him, cuckold," Peyton instructed. "Maintain eye contact when you're worshiping a real man's cock. Show him that you understand your place, that you're inferior to him when it comes to pleasuring your wife."

    Alan looked up at Scott and moaned. Peyton liked the idea that her husband was turned on at having to admit that he was an inferior man, that it was his place to be on his knees sucking dick with his wife.

    "I'm close," Scott said.

    Peyton reached up and wrapped her fingers around Scott's cock. "I'm going to make him cum on your face, cuckold," she explained. "I want you to feel his hot, thick cum spraying across your skin. I want you to take every bit of his huge load on your face so you understand just how inferior you are as my small-dicked cuckold husband."

    Alan looked up at Scott as Peyton stroked her lover's cock, concentrating her efforts on pleasuring the tip and extracting a massive load that would soon decorate her husband's face.

    "Beg him to cum on your face, cuckold," she said. "Beg him to blow his load all over you."

    Alan hesitated, but only for a second. Any resistance to the humiliation Peyton wanted him to feel had clearly washed away. "Please, cum on my face," he said. "Please, put me in my place. Cum on my face!"

    Scott smiled and Peyton felt his cock swell up in her hand. His balls tightened and then leapt in their sack as the first rope of cum launched from the tip of his cock and landed across Alan's face. Peyton moaned - the sight of her husband taking a facial turned out to be far more erotic than she imagined - and continued to stroke her lover all the way through his orgasm. She watched each beautiful rope of cum land on Alan, painting his face in a rather remarkable way. It seemed that the long blowjob Peyton had offered built up quite a nice load for Scott, and now Alan was wearing all of it.

    "Mmm, you look so good covered in his cum, cuckold," Peyton said as she released Scott's cock. He sat on the couch and Peyton turned her husband – who’d closed his eyes during the facial –  so he was facing her. "How does it feel to have taken a facial from a real man?"

    "Good," Alan answered. Peyton took his cock - which was still rock hard - in her hand and stroked him slowly. "It's...it's humiliating...but that's...I don't...it's good."

    "Is that because you like being humiliated Alan? Do you like being reminded that you're just a fucking cuckold and Scott is a real man? Do you like feeling his hot cum slowly dripping down your face?" Peyton asked.

    "Yes...fuck...Peyton...yes," he answered. His cock felt exceptionally stiff in her hand and Peyton was fairly certain her husband was on the verge of an orgasm. She wasn't done yet, though, so his climax would have to wait.

    Peyton loosened her grip and stroked him slowly as she reached up and ran a finger through one of the streaks of cum across her husband's face. "Open up," she said.

    Alan parted his lips and Peyton pushed her cum-covered finger into his mouth. He sucked it clean like she wanted him to. He sucked it clean without hesitation and he moaned while doing it. His cock surged in her hand. He clearly enjoyed himself.

    Overcome by a naughty kind of desire, Peyton leaned forward and licked some of Scott's cum from her husband's face. She gathered it on her tongue and held it in her mouth. She kissed her husband. She pushed her tongue into his mouth. She shared her lover's cum with him. Her tongue moved swiftly, too. She wanted to make it sloppy, to lose herself in that wild, wondrous sense of bliss that enveloped her as Alan welcomed her lover's cum into his mouth.

    "Do you want more?" she asked.

    Alan nodded. His eyes were closed - he had cum on his eyelids - but he looked excited. His dick was still stiff and there was precum dripping from the tip. He wanted more.

    Peyton licked and sucked more of the cum from her husband's face. She shared it with him. The kisses were exceedingly sloppy, but that only served to turn her on, so she made them sloppier. Arousal coursed through her body as Alan welcomed her tongue into his mouth over and over, taking the cum she wanted to feed him and swallowing like a good cuckold.

    "You can open your eyes," Peyton said when she'd licked every last drop of cum from her husband's face.

    Alan opened his eyes and smiled at her. She stroked his cock a little faster and he moaned. He was so close to cumming, and yet Peyton was the one in control, a notion that made her very happy.

    "How does it feel to have taken a facial?" she asked.

    "Incredible," he replied.

    "Scott's going to stick around a little longer," Peyton informed him. "I need to get fucked, and I think we both know that this pathetic dick of yours can't possibly make me cum."

    "I know," Alan said. "What can I do to help?"

    Peyton leaned in and softly kissed him on the lips. "You're such a good cuckold," she said. "I'd like a drink, and I imagine Scott would too. So why don't you go to the kitchen and make us cocktails."

    She released his cock and Alan stood and headed for the kitchen.

    "Oh, and sweetie, don't clean your face. I know it's probably sticky with the residue of Scott's cum and it might feel uncomfortable, but I don't want you to clean it. I want you to stay sticky and messy. You haven't finished serving, either, so there's no particular point in you cleaning up," she instructed.

    "Of course," Alan said. "I'll be right back."

    Peyton smiled at her husband's eagerness to obey and joined Scott on the couch. She wiped the remnants of cum from her lips and leaned in to give him a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you for being so willing to play with my husband," she said while taking his balls in her hand. "I can't tell you how much it turns me on to humiliate him."

    "You're not the only one that enjoys it," Scott replied. "In fact, I think all three of us like it."

    "I think you're right," Peyton replied with a smile.

    Scott turned his body towards Peyton and reached between her legs. He kissed her neck as his fingers slipped into her panties and between her pussy lips. He found her wetness and she moaned as he quickly moved to playing with her clit.

    "How badly do you need to get fucked?" Scott asked.

    "I'm desperate," she answered as lust spread from her loins. "Will you fuck me, Scott? Will you fuck me while my cuckold watches?"

    Scott pulled his fingers from her panties and held them up for a moment before Peyton leaned forward and took them in her mouth. "I'll fuck you," he said softly. "I'll fuck you while your cuckold watches. I'll show him - once again - what it looks like when his wife gets what she needs from a man."

    Peyton saw Alan approach with a drink in each hand. She sucked harder on Scott's fingers, taking them deeper into her mouth as Alan set the drinks on the coffee table and stood with his hands behind his back.

    "Thank you, cuckold," Scott said. "Now, as you can see, your wife is quite desperate to get fucked. My cock's not hard yet, though. It needs a little time to recover, but you can speed that up if you'd like. How would you feel about doing that?"

    "It would be my pleasure," Alan said.

    "Good. Then get on your knees, crawl over here, and suck my dick like a good cuckold," Scott instructed.

    Alan looked at Peyton and fell to his knees. Scott pulled his fingers from her mouth and she said, "That's a good boy, Alan. This is what a cuckold does. He sucks dick for his wife. He sucks balls. He fluffs for as long as is necessary. He does everything in his power to make sure the real man in his wife's life is ready to fuck her. So get to work. Suck Scott's beautiful cock while he and I enjoy the drinks you made. And don't fucking stop until he's rock hard in your mouth."

    Alan went to work as Peyton grabbed their drinks from the table and handed one to Scott. They toasted and sipped while the sounds of a blowjob emanated from between Scott's legs. It would be a while before Scott could get hard, but Peyton liked that, because it would only deepen her husband's humiliation to be sucking on a flaccid cock with such lust, and the more humiliation Alan experienced, the more arousal coursed through Peyton's body.

    "How about we watch a little TV while he's busy sucking your cock?" Peyton asked.

    "That sounds great," Scott replied.

    She grabbed the remote, found something to watch, and cuddled up with her lover while Alan worked hard as a cuckold cocksucker. Scott's fingers found their way between her legs and he gently rubbed her pussy through her panties, keeping her in a state of lust that he would no doubt satisfy before the night was over. Peyton was happy to wait for that, though, as she there was so much more humiliation for Alan to enjoy before she claimed her satisfaction.
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    Alan and Peyton had been together all day, but he'd seemed distracted and at times downright distant from her, like he was struggling to offer even a shred of attention. He'd even been distracted while they shopped for lingerie, an activity that typically left him excited for the cuckolding that would follow.

    "Alan, darling, are you struggling?" Peyton asked as they walked hand-in-hand through the parking lot. Alan carried the Victoria's Secret bag - which held the lingerie she'd wear for Scott later that night - and he seemed just as listless as he had most of the day.

    At first, they walked in silence, but the look on Alan's face made it seem as though he was pondering an answer. They'd nearly reached the car by the time he offered it.

    "Yes, I am," he said. "I didn't...I didn't think I would...and I didn't really struggle this week, but now I am. I just...I don't feel good."

    Peyton squeezed his hand. "Because you know what's expected of you tonight?" she asked.

    Alan nodded as he pulled the car keys from his pocket. He unlocked the doors, placed the bag in the backseat, and reached for the driver's side door.

    "Stop," Peyton said as she stepped between Alan and the car.

    His hands fell to his sides as she reached up to lift his chin force him to look into her eyes.

    "Talk to me, Alan," she said. "Tell me what you're feeling."

    He held her gaze for a few seconds, looked away, and replied, "I'm not sure I can really explain it. It's just...knowing that you're going to want me to...to do...to go down on..."

    Peyton reached up, grabbed his chin with her fingers, and turned his head until he met her gaze once again. "I'm going to want you to suck Scott's cock for me, Alan," she said forcefully. "Just like you sucked his cock last weekend. I know for a fact that you enjoyed it last weekend, Alan. You enjoyed sucking Scott's dick with me and you enjoyed sucking his dick all on your own while he and I made out. I know you enjoyed fluffing him. I know you enjoyed being a good cuckold. I saw how hard your dick was while you gave a blowjob for me, while you were a good little cuckold cocksucker for your wife."

    A touch of pain washed over his face and Peyton smiled. It wasn't that he dreaded having to suck cock for her. He was embarrassed that he'd enjoyed sucking cock for her.

    Peyton leaned in, kissed his neck softly, and whispered, "I like that you were such an eager cocksucker for me, Alan. I like that you were a good little cuckold fluffer, that you couldn't wait to get on your knees and suck Scott's cock for me. I like that you understand your place, that you know what you're meant to do with this talented mouth of yours."

    "Peyton...please," Alan said, though his voice lacked conviction.

    She placed a hand on his chest, kissed his neck once more, and said, "This is where I've been leading you since the start, Alan. This is where you've let me take you, where you've wanted to go."

    Peyton let her hand drift southwards, moving down his chest, over his stomach, and between his legs as she moaned and showered his neck in the kind of soft, seductive kisses that were usually reserved for the bedroom, not a shopping center parking lot.

    "Peyton..."

    The moment she discovered the stiffness between his legs, Alan moaned. "It's okay to be turned on by this, Alan," she said. "It's okay to have spent your week getting turned on at the thought of what you did last weekend. It's okay to close your eyes at night and picture yourself on your knees in front of a real man, in front of Scott, with his big dick in your mouth. It's okay to get turned on when you picture it, for your little cuckold cock to get hard as a rock when you think about blowing a real man for me."

    "Peyton..." he repeated, though it wasn't at all clear what he was protesting, given that he kept on moaning and his dick seemed to get harder.

    "Say it for me, Alan," Peyton said. "Say that you get turned on when you think about being a cuckold cocksucker for me. Tell me that it makes your dick hard to think about getting on your knees in front of the man that fucks me, that satisfies me with his big cock. Tell me that you love that I've cuckolded you, that I've turned you into my cum eating, cocksucking cuck. Tell me that you've started to crave the humiliation."

    Peyton had never been so direct with him, and yet it had been clear all along that she was grooming Alan for this moment, that she was driving him to a place where he'd accept what he was, what he wanted to be, what he craved.

    "I'm...I'm..."

    Peyton grabbed Alan's cock, spun around until they’d switched places, and pushed his back hard against the car. She unzipped his pants, looked around to make sure they were alone, and reached inside. Her fingers found the stiff, veiny flesh of his cock and she stroked him in his underwear, eliciting a moan as Alan pressed his hands against the car.

    "Tell me what you are, Alan," she said. "Tell me what you crave. Tell me right now or you've watched for the last time. Tell me what we both know is true or I'll simply carry on having an affair with Scott and you'll never hear about it."

    "No, please, no," he replied. She'd found the thing he feared far more than the humiliation. He really was turned on by the changes she'd made in their marriage and the many humiliations she'd visited upon him.

    "Then say it, Alan," she instructed. "Admit it. Admit that you've been turned on all week thinking about the things you did last weekend. Admit that it makes your little dick hard to think about me ordering you to your knees tonight so you can fluff Scott's big, beautiful dick before he fucks your wife, pumps his cum into her pussy, and makes you clean up every drop like a good cuck."

    Peyton was just as turned on as Alan, if not more so. Of course she was. She got off on humiliating him. She got off on helping him embrace just how much he enjoyed being her cuckold. She got off on the control, the power, and the intense pleasure of being able to fuck a man like Scott while being married to a man like Alan.

    "Peyton...I couldn't stop thinking about," Alan admitted as she stroked him in his pants. "It's so...it's embarrassing...but I couldn't stop thinking about it. I swear, every time I closed my eyes it was like I was back on my knees, like I was giving Scott a blowjob while you two were fooling around, like I was servicing him like little more than a...than a..."

    "Than a cocksucker?" Peyton interrupted. "That's good, Alan. Because that's what you are when he's around. You're a cuckold. And a cocksucker. And a cum hungry slut. If I decide that you need to bend over, spread your ass cheeks, and get fucked, you'll be an anal slut, too. Do you understand?"

    Alan looked fearful of surrendering to getting fucked, but he nodded.

    Peyton smiled and kissed her husband as she freed his cock from his pants. It was stupid to do so in the parking lot, but she didn't care. She stroked him vigorously and then slowly sank to her knees and took him in her mouth. Alan looked like his eyes were going to pop out of his head as she gave him a blowjob, but he deserved a little bit of pleasure after surrendering to her in the manner he'd done.

    Peyton had no intention of letting him cum in her mouth - she wanted him nice and horny for that night - but she sucked right up until Alan reached the point of no return. She sucked hard, too, putting in just as much effort as she did with Scott. Right before it seemed that Alan was going to lose his load Peyton let him fall from her mouth, stood up, and kissed him as she tucked his cock back into his pants, zipped him up, and plucked the keys from his pocket.

    "Time to go home, cuckold," she said.

    He looked simultaneously exhilarated and exhausted, which made perfect sense given the rollercoaster ride Peyton had just taken him on. Peyton gave him one more kiss - this time with lots of tongue - and then Alan made his way to the passenger seat and they headed home to prepare for a night of pleasure with Scott.

    
      
    

    "Are you making the bed?" Peyton asked with a smile as she stood in the bathroom doorway and watched Alan.

    "I am," he replied before turning her way and ceasing all activity as he admired her body in the sheer bodysuit she'd just changed into. "Wow, Peyton...you look...you look incredible."

    Alan hadn't seen that particular piece at Victoria's Secret - she wasn't going to step out of the fitting room in something so see through - and it was a delight to see the instant lust wash across his face as he stared at her.

    "Uh, yes, I was making the bed so it looks nice for when...well, for when..."

    "For when I lead Scott into our bedroom so he can fuck me in our bed while you watch?" Peyton asked.

    Alan nodded and a bulge appeared in his pants. It seemed that the combination of her lingerie and the thought of another man - a superior man - fucking Peyton in their bed was enough to turn him on.

    Peyton stepped into the bedroom and slowly sauntered towards her husband. "It's very nice of you to make the bed for us."

    "I...I want to be a good cuckold tonight," he replied as his eyes wandered over her body. "Like you said in the parking lot, this is what I am, this is what I want to be. I've been in some form of denial about that and acting like I'm just sort of going along with what you want, but I want this, Peyton. I...it turns me on...it satisfies me...it really does."

    Peyton stopped in front of Alan and reached out to loosen his belt, unbutton his pants, and gently tug on the zipper. "A cuckold should be naked while he serves his wife," she said softly. "He should be naked when her lover arrives. He should be willing to be vulnerable in that way, to show his status as the inferior man from the start of the evening."

    Alan nodded and hastily stripped out of the rest of his clothes, leaving him naked and half hard in front of her. Peyton stroked his cock until he was stiff, gave Alan a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, "Finish making the bed, put your clothes away, and then join me in the living room. If you're lucky, I'll let you prepare my pussy with your tongue while I wait for Scott to arrive."

    Peyton left the bedroom and smiled as she headed for the kitchen and poured herself a glass of wine. It seemed that she really had broken through to Alan in the parking lot, that she'd finally pushed him past the point of no return and that he'd actually accepted his place instead of feeling any shame about it.

    With that same smile on her face, Peyton made her way to the couch, sat, and sipped her wine as her fingers drifted between her legs. She rubbed her pussy through the thin material of the bodysuit and felt the warmth of arousal spreading from her loins. There was still so much fun to be had with Alan, so many beautiful humiliations to visit upon him, and merely thinking of them was enough to make her tingle with anticipatory lust.

    She knew Scott was on board for doing just about anything and there were pleasures Peyton could pursue without any help from her lover. She could have Alan fitted for a chastity device. She could take him to a visit with a beautiful dominatrix and witness the beauty of another woman humiliating and dominating him. She could find a man that Alan and Alan alone could pleasure, offering his increasingly experienced mouth to suck on a beautiful cock until he was rewarded with a thick load of cum. She could find a domme to fuck Alan with a strapon or take his ass herself. She could convince Scott to fuck him, or find another guy that would happily bend Alan over and take him from behind while Peyton watched.

    It would take time to introduce Alan to those pleasures and many others, but Peyton was delighted that the Handbook, which had provided her with so many beautiful humiliation ideas, had been so effective in helping Alan explore the things that brought him a kind of pleasure he'd clearly never been willing to fully embrace before.

    "Can I...can I help?" he asked.

    Peyton looked up to see Alan standing at the edge of the living room with an erection. She'd gotten lost in her fantasies of humiliation and domination and hadn't even noticed him enter.

    "Of course you can," she replied. "Come, kneel between my legs, right where a cuckold belongs."

    Alan rushed towards her with his stiff dick bouncing a little with each step and dropped to his knees between her legs. Peyton slowly pulled aside the delicate, sheer material covering her pussy, put a hand on the back of Alan's head, and pulled him closer.

    "Worship my pussy, Alan," she said softly. "Don't spend too much time on my clit, though. It's not your job to make me cum. That pleasure belongs to Scott, whose big cock will spend a great deal of time in my pussy tonight."

    Alan did as instructed and Peyton sipped her wine before leaning back, closing her eyes, and smiling as he worked to ensure she was soaking wet before Scott's cock entered her.

    "Would you like to know what I was thinking about as I masturbated?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," Alan replied.

    Peyton smiled. "I was thinking about you, Alan." He looked up at her without taking a break from licking her pussy and she grabbed a fistful of his hair, pulled hard enough to make him wince just a bit, and relaxed her grip. "I was thinking of the fun we're going to have going forward, of the many pleasures - though you might call them humiliations - I'm going to show you."

    "They're pleasures," Alan said.

    Peyton knew he wouldn't necessarily think so as she took him deeper down the path of cuckoldry, but that wasn't important in the moment. "Tonight you'll suck cock for me, Alan. You'll prove that you're an eager cocksucking cuckold, that you understand that your humiliation at having a bigger, better dick in your mouth is part of the pleasure of being a cuckold. I think I'll have you suck on Scott's balls while I ride him, too. I think I'll have you bathe his big, beautiful balls with that talented mouth of yours to show him that you know your place, that you understand that you couldn't hope to fuck me like he does, that all you can hope to do is serve us both like a good cuckold."

    Alan plunged his tongue deeper into her pussy and rubbed his nose over her clit, generating a blissful tingle as Peyton felt the excitement surge through her body.

    "I was thinking of bringing you to a professional dominatrix," she said while running her fingers through his hair. "I think it might be fun to watch a skilled practitioner of the dominant arts guide you to a place of submission and humiliation. I was thinking I'd get her recommendation for a chastity cage so I can keep your little dick locked up tight, just so you don't get any ideas about masturbating without my permission."

    Alan kissed and sucked on her labia, moving from one to the other while doing his best to maintain eye contact. Peyton saw no fear in his eyes, confirming that he'd made a breakthrough in his submission.

    "I was thinking, sometime in the future, that I want to watch you get fucked, Alan," she said while once again taking a tight grip on his hair. "Perhaps I'll be kind and let you get fucked by a dominatrix wearing a strapon first, but I can already tell that I'm not going to be fully satisfied until I watch a man fuck you, Alan. It's the ultimate humiliation for a cuckold. With any luck, Scott will be willing to do the job, as I can't imagine anything hotter than watching you get pounded by the man that took your place."

    Peyton pulled back on his hair, depriving him of her pussy as she leaned forward. She glanced between Alan's legs to see that his dick was still hard and she took note of the shiny drop of precum resting at the tip.

    "Will you do that for me, Alan?" she asked. "Will you embrace the humiliation of getting fucked by the man that satisfies your wife?"

    He looked nervous, but of course he did. He'd had to let go of whatever remained of his manhood if he let Scott fuck him. "Yes, I will," he said.

    Peyton leaned down and kissed him with intense passion, driving her tongue into his mouth as she worked his cock with her toes, eliciting a moan into her mouth and offering one of her own as Alan proved himself willing to do whatever it took to satisfy her.

    She sat back again, spread her legs, and pulled his head between them. Alan's tongue slipped into her pussy and Peyton sipped her wine, savored the sweet taste, and then closed her eyes and sat back.

    She smiled as visions of future kinky adventures with Alan filled her head. The Handbook had led her this far, and now Peyton was ready to go off on her own adventure, charting a path of increasingly wild pleasure with her willing, eager cuckold husband anyone else that wanted to help them along the way. The future looked bright.

    The End.

  
    Convinced to Go Black by Her Friend

    “My bull wants to fuck you,” your wife’s friend Maria said one day over lunch.

    “Really?” your wife asked.

    Maria smiled. She could tell from the look on your wife’s face that she was already on board.

    “Yeah. He said he wanted me to convince one of my friends to take his cock. Your picture was the first one I showed him,” Maria said.

    That was all it took.

    You watched her get dressed for another man. You felt jealous as she took great care to look good for him. You felt jealous that another man was going to be fucking her tonight. You felt jealous that you weren’t going to be able to watch.

    “I’m coming home to you at the end of the night,” she said as a way of making you feel better. “I promise I’ll tell you all about it.”

    “Give yourself to him. Completely,” was the advice Maria had given when your wife asked how she could be a good girl for the black bull.

    That’s why she was happy to kiss her beautiful friend when the bull said, “Kiss for me.” That’s why she let her hands drift over Maria’s beautiful body while the black man watched. That’s why she found pleasure in it. She’d given herself to him. She’d given herself over to the pleasure of expanding her sexual boundaries.

    “On your knees,” the bull said as he stood up.

    Your wife dropped to her knees. Maria gently caressed her hair as she watched.

    “Take out my cock,” he demanded.

    Your wife pulled down his underwear and his big black cock sprang free. She gasped at the size of it. She’d never had anything like that inside her.

    “Take me in your mouth,” he said.

    Your wife gave him a beautiful blowjob. She sucked black cock like a good girl. She sucked as Maria knelt behind her and played with her tits.

    “You’re being such a good slut for him,” Maria said. “He’s going to reward you. He’s going to show you what good sex feels like. He’s going to destroy that little white pussy of yours.”

    The bull spun around and said, “Eat my ass,” to your beautiful wife.

    Maria whispered, “Do it. Give yourself to him. Worship his ass. Worship his body. He’s worth it.”

    Your wife did as she was told. She worshiped the black bull’s asshole as Maria moved in front of him. Soon, the two of them were working him like good sluts are supposed to. They sucked and licked. They showed him that his pleasure was the only thing that mattered.

    He picked your wife up and placed her in the bed.

    Maria saw a moment of panic cross your wife’s face. “He doesn’t use condoms, sweetie. He fucks bare. He’s not going to let anything come between him and your perfect white pussy. Either he fucks you bareback or he doesn’t fuck you at all.”

    Your wife looked at her friend and then up at the black bull and said, “Fuck me.”

    His big black cock slid inside her. She unleashed a moan unlike any other.

    “That’s a good girl. Take his cock,” Maria said as she reached down and played with your wife’s clit. “Be a good slut for him. Give your body to him. Show him that you’re his slut.”

    “Bend over for him. Let him take you from behind,” Maria said. “Let him use your white pussy.”

    Maria’s black bull slid into your wife’s pussy. He grabbed her hips and pounded her. She screamed in pleasure.

    “Whose pussy is this?” he asked.

    “Yours. It’s yours!” your wife said.

    She’d never been fucked like that. She’d never been owned like that. She’d never been shown that kind of pleasure.

    “She’s yours,” Maria said. “Just like I told you she would be. I told you her husband was a worthless cuckold-in-waiting. I told you he never fucks her like she needs.”

    Maria and her bull kissed.

    “You’re a good girl,” he said.

    He picked your wife up and moved onto the couch. He rubbed his black cock over her asshole and she panicked.

    “No, wait, please,” she said. “Not there. I can’t take it there.”

    Maria kissed your wife as the black bull teased her asshole with his cock. “Give him your body. All of it. Surrender to his superiority. Surrender yourself to his desire. Surrender yourself to his need for your asshole.”

    The black bull pushed the tip of his cock into your wife’s asshole. She didn’t fight it.

    “I know it hurts,” Maria said. “It always hurts the first time. It’s for his pleasure, though. You have to suffer through it if you want him to satisfy your tight little pussy. You have to give him something he desires. You have to give him everything.”

    Your wife relaxed and the black bull’s cock slid all the way into her asshole. He fucked her ass hard and fast. He stretched it out. He took it. She groaned through the pain. She took it.

    They switched positions. His big black cock was buried deep in her ass.

    Maria slipped her fingers around your wife’s neck and tightened her grip. “You’re his now,” she whispered. “You’re his whore. You’re his toy. You’re his to fuck whenever he wants. You’re his to share whenever he desires. Do you understand?”

    With her asshole full of black cock and her brain awash in overwhelming lust, your wife said, “Yes. I understand.”

    That was just the beginning. You didn’t see her again until early the next morning. She’d been thoroughly used. She had a hell of a story to tell, though.

  
    Could You Handle a Night of Extreme Cuckolding¿

    I imagine that some of you – perhaps even the majority of you – masturbate to the idea of your cuckold fantasy being taken to extreme lengths. Permanent chastity. Overwhelming humiliation. Intense and uncomfortable bisexual use by her bull. Punishment spankings delivered by your wife and/or her bull. Tattoos. Piercings. Feminization.

    Perhaps some of those ideas appeal to you. Perhaps your cock is tingling at the thought of being subjected to a night - or life - of extreme cuckolding. Could you really handle it, though, or is it something that's best left to your fantasies?

    I was thinking I'd explore the extreme end of cuckolding and walk you through what a night in that world might look like. There's a chance I'll simply lead you to a place of intense arousal. There's a chance you'll discover that you're not meant for an extreme version of this lifestyle. Let's find out.

    
      Preparation
    

    The action begins long before your wife's bull has arrived. There's quite a lot of prep work to do, after all, and a good cuckold is responsible for almost all of it. Your wife shouldn't have to lift a finger, not when she has a submissive little cuck around to meet as many of her needs as possible.

    You'll be responsible for cleaning the house and ensuring it looks good for her bull's arrival, but your wife has certain rules about the cleaning. She insists that you do so while wearing your micro chastity device and your rather sizable butt plug, and of course you've thoroughly cleaned your ass before she puts in the plug. You wear a pair of delicate pink panties to go with your cock and ass jewelry so that it's impossible to forget that you're nothing more than a pathetic cuck, that you're not even remotely a man.

    If your wife finds that you talk too much while cleaning she might see fit to put you in a ball gag as well just so you know that it's your place to shut your fucking mouth while you prepare the household for the arrival of the only real man in your marriage.

    After cleaning the house you'll be responsible for preparing your wife for the night's pleasure. You'll join her in the shower - while still plugged and chastised, of course - and wash her body. You'll shave her, too, including crafting her pubic hair to look exactly as she and her bull desire. If you fail to do a good job you'll receive a painful punishment spanking in the shower and she will not stop until your ass has been reddened and you're trembling from the pain. Remember, in this version of your cuckold fantasy your wife has long since stopped caring about your pleasure. You're just a cuck. You exist to serve her pleasure and nothing more.

    You'll dry your wife after the shower and lotion up her legs and any other part of her body she desires. As she does her hair and makeup - a cuck isn't qualified to do those things - you'll select her lingerie and outfit for the evening. If you do a poor job - say by prioritizing what you'd enjoy instead of what her bull enjoys - you'll be spanked again and this time she might beat you hard enough to produce tears.

    Once you've selected her outfit your wife will call you back to the bathroom and order you to worship her asshole while she finishes her hair and makeup. She'll expect that you do a good job, including pushing your tongue inside her to taste her. She'll humiliate you while you do so and with good reason.

    When she's finished her hair and makeup your wife will announce that she needs to pee. She'll spin around, grab a handful of your hair, and order you to open your mouth. You don't want to drink her piss, but it doesn't matter. You're a fucking a cuck. An object to be used for the betterment of your wife's life, and it's easier for her to piss in your mouth than to use the toilet.

    "Open up, cuck," she demands. "Open up and get ready to drink my piss like a good little urinal."

    You open up and she pisses in your mouth and orders you to use your tongue to clean her pussy afterwards. Then, because it feels good, she rewards you by letting you lick her clit for a little. Just enough to get her excited for her bull.

    After that, your wife orders you to dress her. While you do so, she humiliates you. She plays with your little locked cock. She plays with your plug. She tells you that she and her bull are going to use you tonight, that they're going to make you suffer for their pleasure.

    When you've finished dressing her, your wife gives you another spanking - this time just for fun - and then orders you to wait on your knees by the door until her bull arrives.

    
      Her Bull's Arrival
    

    You wait on your knees by the door and you do so for a few hours. Your time isn't valuable to your wife, though, and she likes the idea of you experiencing discomfort and boredom as you count down the minutes until his arrival.

    Then, just before he's due to arrive, your wife approaches the door and informs you of the rules of the house when her bull is there. You are to do as you're told. You are not to defy him. You are beneath him, after all. You are not to defy your wife, either. You are an object. A toy. A fucking cuck. You exist for their pleasure in whatever form that takes.

    You acknowledge the rules and a few minutes later her bull arrives. You're dressed in your pretty pink panties and your cock is caged. Your ass is plugged. He's dressed in slacks and a button up, He's strong and tall and handsome. He's a real man. You're a fucking cuck. A chastised, pantied cuck.

    Your wife greets him at the door. They share a deep kiss. You watch her body melt into his. You watch their tongues entwine. You hear her moan. You witness the genuine desire she feels for him.

    She tells him how much she's missed him. She tells him how much she craves him. He feels the same way.

    Then he turns to you. He orders you to your fucking knees and admonishes you for thinking you could remain standing without his permission. He tells you to kiss his feet as a way of showing that you understand your place. You do so, pressing your lips against his shoes and kissing them over and over while your wife and her bull laugh at you for being a pathetic cuck.

    Her bull notes how cute your ass looks in those panties. He mentions that a cuck that looks so good in panties should probably be fucked before the night is over. You feel a tremor of fear work its way through you. Your wife and her bull have both fucked you in the past, her with a strapon and him with his impressively long and thick cock. It's always painful and humiliating, especially when she fucks you with the strapon while her bull fucks your mouth. You'd object, but you know it would fall on deaf ears. They don't care. You're just a fucking cuck, an object to be used.

    Your wife and her bull make out while you're kissing his shoes. His cock gets hard and when they're done kissing he orders you to kiss his bulge through his pants.

    You do as you're told and they laugh at you. Your wife pulls your hair and shoves your head into her bull's crotch. You kiss and mouth his cock through his pants. You feel pathetic because you are pathetic.

    She orders you to go to the kitchen and make their drinks. You get to your feet and do as you're told. You're given a hard smack on your pantied ass as you walk away. It felt like his hand, but you know better than to look back and try and find out who delivered the blow.

    Your ass stings as you walk into the kitchen. You retrieve a glass and fill it with ice to make his drink. You've done it dozens of times before and you've gotten quite good at it. You make your wife's drink too and carry both glasses to the living room.

    You find your wife and her bull indulging in a deep kiss on the couch. He has his hand in her dress and he's quite clearly playing with her soft, perky, perfect breasts. She's moaning into his mouth and stroking his dick through his pants. It's a beautiful sight and you could stand there and watch all night as she indulges in her desire for the man that has cuckolded you for the past six months.

    They look up and you hand them the drinks before falling to your knees. They both take a sip and you wait to see if they like the drinks. They both smile and you feel a sense of relief. Making a drink poorly always results in a particularly painful spanking and you're glad to have avoided that fate.

    Your wife instructs you to take her bull's shoes and socks off. You do so and neatly set them aside. She then instructs you to give him a foot massage. As you do, they act like you're not in the room while catching up on everything that's happened since they last saw each other.

    At some point her bull orders you to suck on his toes. You do so without hesitation, but it disgusts you. They're sweaty and a little smelly and there's something so difficult about having a man's thick toe in your mouth. They laugh at you as you do it. They call you pathetic. They speculate that you're such a fucking pathetic cuck that you'd do literally anything you were told.

    Her bull announces that he has an idea. He pulls out his phone. He sends a few texts. Him and your wife exchange smiles and knowing glances but give you no clue as to what his idea was.

    You spend the next half hour massaging both their feet and sucking toes. They talk, kiss, fondle, and generally take their time working their way into a frothy kind of arousal which will inevitably lead to a trip to the bedroom.

    Then there's a knock at the door. Your wife instructs you to answer it. You hesitate with her foot in your hand. You know that nothing good waits behind the door.

    She slaps you across the face, stands, and points at the front door. She demands that you answer it and scolds you for thinking that you have any right to defy an order given by your wife or her bull. She glowers at you and you stand and rush to the door.

    There's a man standing on the other side. He looks at your pantied, caged cock and laughs before introducing himself and stepping inside. He heads to the living room and you follow.

    Your wife's bull instructs you to suck the cock of the man now standing in your living room. You look at him and see a smile on his face. You look at your wife and see that she's now kissing her bull's neck and stroking his dick through his pants. She tells him that this was a very good idea, that she can't wait to see her pathetic cuck husband suck a stranger's dick like the little bitch that he is.

    You are a little bitch. A pathetic cuck. A fucking object. So you get on your knees and free the stranger's cock. You take him in your mouth. You suck his dick like you've been trained by your wife and her bull. They use your mouth every time they're together. Your wife uses your mouth with her fingers, toys, and strapon. They've made it perfectly clear that a cuckold has no choice when it comes to his sexuality being expanded, that you're nothing more than a whore if they want to use you that way.

    At some point during the blowjob the stranger takes your head in his hands and fucks your face. It's a miserable experience. Your nose runs. Your eyes water. Your throat burns. You gag constantly. You take it, though. You take the face fucking like a good cuck and you do so while your wife watches and moans from the pleasure of seeing her husband used like a fuck toy.

    The stranger dumps his load down your throat and then slaps your face with his slippery cock before tucking it back into his pants and leaving. You're gasping for air. Your throat aches. Your face burns with humiliation.

    You turn to your wife and she smiles and announces that it's time for you to suck more cock. She unzips her bull's pants. She calls you a cocksucking faggot and orders you to crawl closer and beg for the chance to fluff a superior man like a good little cucky.

    You do as you're told. You beg and he denies you. You beg more. You call yourself a pathetic cuck. You call yourself a faggot cocksucker. You call yourself inferior. You say whatever is necessary to convince him to let you fluff him. You do it because it turns you on. You do it because it turns your wife on.

    Eventually he relents. He lets you suck his dick. You take him in your mouth and your wife moans and kisses him. They're no longer paying attention to you. You're just a mouth, a hole, an object being used to pleasure his cock while they concentrate on each other. You're just a pathetic cuckold faggot, a cocksucker using his hole for the pleasure of a superior man.

    As they kiss, your wife puts her hand on the back of your head and pushes down. She moans when you gag. She moans when you spit up. She moans when you refuse to fight against the pressure she puts on your head. She likes that you understand your place. You're a pantied, chastised, plugged cuckold faggot cocksucker and you love it.

    Once you've done your cocksucking duty, her bull orders you to eat your wife's pussy. You do so like a good cuck. You revel in the pleasure of tasting her, of getting her even wetter so the superior man can fuck her. You revel in how good it feels to prepare her for the kind of sex she deserves to have, the kind her pantied cuck husband can't provide.

    Eventually, your wife and her bull finish their drinks, stand, and move to the bedroom with you crawling on your hands and knees behind them.

    Part 2 coming tomorrow…

  
    Could You Handle a Night of Extreme Cuckolding¿ - Part 2

    
      The Move to the Bedroom
    

    First, you remove your wife's dress as her bull watches from his seat at the edge of the bed.

    She goes to him and crawls into his lap. His hands move over her lingerie clad body as they kiss. She grinds in his lap, eliciting moans into her mouth while their tongues entwine.

    Then, her bull stands and orders you to undress him. As you do so, he orders you to kiss his body to show your deference. It's deeply uncomfortable to do so, but you follow the orders because you're a good cuck. Once he's naked, he pushes you to your knees, shoves his cock in your mouth, and fucks your face until you're a drooling mess. He does so while admiring your wife's body as she lies in the bed and masturbates from the pleasure of watching a real man humiliate her cuck husband.

    "I like it when you fuck his face like that," she says. "When you treat him like the faggot cocksucker he is."

    He grabs a handful of your hair, pulls his dick from your mouth, and slaps your face with it. He's long and thick and hard and it hurts when he slaps your face. They both laugh as he does it.

    "This is what your pathetic husband deserves. To have his mouth used to serve a real man. To have his body used to serve both of us."

    Your wife moans in agreement and the bull's cock enters your mouth again. It pushes deep into your throat and he holds it there while grasping your head with both hands. You push back on his powerful thighs as your body panics from the lack of breath. You struggle fiercely but he's so strong that you can't get free until he releases his grip on your head.

    You gasp for air when he finally does so. He looks down and announces that you struggled too much, that you need to be better at deepthroating. He orders you to stand and bend over the bed.

    You do as you're told and stare into your wife's eyes as she gently plays with her pussy through the thin material of her panties. You wish she'd come closer so you could eat her out, but you know that's not what's destined to happen right now.

    "Count them off, cuck," her bull says.

    A moment later his hand comes down on your pantied ass. The pain is instant and overwhelming. You count, though. You count for each stroke. Your wife masturbates while he spanks you. She masturbates while another man - a superior man - beats your ass simply because you're a cuckold and sometimes a cuckold deserves to get his ass beaten.

    When he's done, you look back and thank him for spanking your ass and putting you in your place.

    He smiles, strokes his stiff cock, and tells you that he's not nearly done putting you in your place. You know what he means. You know what's coming next.

    "It's time to get fucked, cuck," your wife says with a smile.

    She rolls out of bed and heads to the closet. Her bull pulls your panties down to your knees. You have to keep them there. It's more humiliating to get fucked while you have a pair of panties around your knees, after all.

    Your wife emerges from the closet wearing her favorite strapon. The harness fits like a glove and the rubber cock she's affixed to it is long and thick with a flared head. It's just about as big as your bull's cock and your asshole twitches at the thought of being stretched and pounded by the two cocks that are now present in the room. Yours isn't a cock, of course. It's just a cuck clit locked in a cage.

    Your wife crawls into the bed and towards you. She grabs a handful of your hair and pulls back. You crane your neck and look up at her while she strokes her cock inches from your mouth.

    "Open up, faggot," she hisses.

    You part your lips and the strapon slides between them. She pushes deeply and pulls out, repeating the process until you've coated her cock in your saliva.

    Her bull pulls out the butt plug and spits in his hand. You feel his fingers against your ass. They fill you with ease - the plug stretched you nicely - and soon enough he's shoved four fingers deep inside you. He fucks your ass with them while your wife fucks your mouth. You're a toy being spit-roasted for their pleasure. You're a whore. A faggot. A piece of meat to be used to satisfy them.

    "Fuck the faggot," your wife says.

    You feel her bull's cock press against your asshole. You feel him slide into you. She grabs your head in both hands while he grabs your hips. They quickly find a rhythm. His cock moves in and out of your ass and hers in and out of your mouth.

    It's humiliating to be fucked like this. Like you're some sort of low rent pornstar. Like you're just a piece of meat, just a set of holes for them to use for their pleasure without a care in the world about your needs, about your comfort, about your pleasure. Your pleasure doesn't matter. You're just a fucking cuck, after all. Your pleasure is the last thing on their minds. Your pleasure is meaningless.

    "Does the faggot's ass feel good?" she asks.

    "Damn right it does."

    He punctuates his affirmation by smacking your ass. Your anus tightens involuntarily and suddenly it hurts to get fucked as he opens you up with his cock. He smacks your ass again and you tighten up again. He groans at the extra pleasure your tightening anus offers his cock. He doesn't care that it hurts. In fact, he might like that it hurts. He might like causing you a little extra pain.

    Your wife pulls out of your mouth and her bull pulls out of your ass. They switch. The cock that was just in your ass is now in your mouth. He grabs your head and face fucks you. The faint taste of your ass is now on your tongue. It's humiliating. Deeply humiliating. Your cock strains in the chastity device, though. It strains because you're a fucking cuck, a dirty little bitch, a useless whore who deserves to be vigorously used for the pleasure of your superiors.

    As you suck the taste of your ass off his cock your wife slides her strapon inside you. She grabs your hips. She pounds you. She pounds you harder than he did. She pounds her cuck husband like the piece of meat that he is. It almost feels like she's punishing you, perhaps because you're such a fucking disappointment she feels that you deserve to be fucked so hard that it hurts.

    Right as you're on the verge of begging them to stop, they both pull out. Your wife steps out of her strapon harness and her bull lies in the bed. On your side of the bed, actually. Soon enough she's on top of him.

    "What the fuck are you waiting for, cuck?"

    You come out of your post-fuck stupor, grab his cock, and guide it into your wife's pussy.

    She reaches back and slaps you for taking too long to do so. Then she grabs a handful of your hair and pulls you closer. Close enough so that she can spit on your face before pushing you to your knees by the side of the bed. You know better than to wash the spit off. You know you're meant to let it slowly drip down your face and onto the floor.

    "Suck my fucking toes while your wife rides my dick."

    You follow her bull's orders. You crawl towards the foot of the bed and take his toes in your mouth. You swirl your tongue around them. You suck his toes while your wife rides his cock. You see his strong hands on her ass. You see her lean down to kiss him. You see her pussy lips open around his dick as she rides him.

    Neither of them pays you any mind as you suck his toes. You know you'd be punished if you stopped, though. You know they expect you to do as you're told, to be a prop for their pleasure, to act like a good little cuck bitch that follows orders without argument.

    Your wife's pussy gets wetter as she rides him. She moans louder, too. That's how you know she's getting close to cumming.

    "I want your tongue in my ass when I cum, cuck."

    You crawl closer. You find her asshole. You lick it. You worship it. You stiffen your tongue and slide into her.

    "That's it. Eat my shithole."

    You eat her shithole. You taste her asshole while he fucks his cock up into her. You feel her anus pulse and twitch as she nears her orgasm. She cums and she cums hard. Her anus tightens to such a degree that she pushes your tongue out.

    "Suck his balls."

    You suck her bull's balls while they kiss. You listen as she tells him that he's an incredible man, that he fucks her so much better than her worthless cuck husband ever has. You lick his taint a little and then go back to his balls. You hear him tell her that she fucks better than any woman he's ever been with. You hear them kiss again, this time slowly and deeply.

    "I need to piss," he says.

    "Use the cuck's mouth."

    She climbs off his cock. You back out of the bed. Her bull gets up and approaches you. He slips the head of his softening cock into your mouth and you're instantly awash with an overwhelming sense of humiliation even though he hasn't begun to piss yet. You're a urinal, though. He's using you as a urinal and you didn't put up a fight. You just got on your knees and opened your mouth.

    He unleashes in your mouth. His flow is steady and strong and the piss tastes terrible. The humiliation gets more significant. You swallow his piss. He fills your mouth again. You swallow again. He fills your mouth again. You swallow one last time and then he pulls out, slaps your face with his now flaccid dick, and stands there in front of you.

    "Thank...thank you for pissing in my mouth," you say.

    He laughs and calls you pathetic. He shoves his dick in your mouth. You suck him until he's hard as a rock.

    Your wife is on her back in your bed. Her bull crawls between her legs. He rubs the head of his dick over her pussy. He doesn't plunge inside her, though. Not quite yet.

    She calls you to the bed. She orders you on your back. She then pulls a dildo from her nightstand. It's the same size as her bull's cock. She hands it to you. She orders you to fuck yourself with it while her bull pounds her pussy.

    You spread your legs. You lift your hips. You slide the toy into your asshole. Your wife's bull fills her.

    He fucks her. You fuck yourself.

    "You pathetic faggot," she says to you. "Fucking your ass while a real man fucks your wife. You disgust me. Pounding your tight little cuck cunt while someone else does what my husband is supposed to do."

    The cruelty turns her on. Humiliating you turns her on. Your suffering turns her on. She likes extreme cuckolding. She doesn't care if you like it. She cares about her pleasure and her bull's pleasure.

    As he's fucking her, your wife's bull reaches over and shoves his fingers in your mouth. He fucks your face while you're fucking your ass. He fucks her while he's fucking your face.

    He fucks her harder so you fuck your ass harder. You lose yourself in the pleasure of getting fucked just like your wife does.

    She gets to cum, though. You don't. Not right now. Maybe not ever.

    They cum together. He blows his load in her pussy and she cums all over his fat cock. They cum while you're busy pounding your ass with the toy and gagging on his fingers, which are still deep in your mouth.

    When he pulls out, you pull the toy from your ass. Your wife almost immediately straddles your face and his cum begins to pour out of her pussy.

    You lick up some of it, but a great deal of it ends up on your face. She's giving you a facial. A facial with another man's cum. A messy, sloppy, nasty facial. She rides your face hard, too. It's not remotely meant for your pleasure. It's meant for hers. It's meant to humiliate you, to make you suffer just a little bit more.

    You make her cum one more time. Well, your face does. You don't really do anything other than lie there. You're just furniture. Just a sex toy. A face-shaped dildo.

    When she's finished using you, your wife climbs off your face, laughs at the mess she made, and then shoves her fingers deep into your mouth, causing you to gag repeatedly. She spits on your face, calls you pathetic, and opens her nightstand drawer one more time, this time pulling out a vibrator.

    "Go make yourself cum like a little bitch. Make sure your load ends up in the fucking toilet where it belongs, cuck. Every single drop of your worthless, rancid seed needs to get flushed, do you understand?"

    You nod, take the vibrator, and head for the bathroom. Her bull's cum is wet and sticky on your face. Your asshole is sore. Your throat is sore. Your jaw is sore.

    You kneel in front of the toilet. You turn on the vibrator. You hold it against your locked cock. Pleasure fills your loins.

    You consider what you're doing. Masturbating over the toilet with a vibrator because your dick is locked up and it can't get hard. You consider how humiliating that is.

    You cum in the toilet as spasms of pleasure rock your body. You watch your seed splash into the water. Some of it gets on the rim of the toilet bowl. Your heart sinks a little.

    When you're finished cumming, you lean down and lick your cum from the rim of the toilet bowl. You do it because you have to, because it's your responsibility to clean up after yourself, and because you'll be spanked mercilessly if you don't.

    You clean the vibrator and your cock. You flush the toilet, watching your semen flow down the hole to its eventual destination in the sewer.

    You step back into the bedroom and your wife informs you that she and her bull would like a snack and that you are to prepare it. You slide the plug back into your ass and put your panties back on. You head for the door.

    "The night is just getting started, cuck," she says. "We're not close to done with you yet. You'll fluff him with your mouth and your faggot ass when we're done eating. You'll take my strapon, too. You'll drink our piss. You'll eat our asses. You'll get spanked. You'll do whatever the fuck we want you to do because you're a pathetic fucking cuck and that's what you deserve."

    You leave the bedroom as they laugh. You know she's right. They're going to use you and use you hard. They're going to be merciless. They get off on it. They get off on using and abusing you.

    You get off on it too, don't you?

    Or do you just get off on the thought of it? Could you really survive a night of extreme cuckolding, or do you just want to jerk off to the fantasy of it?

    The good news is, both answers are good answers. Either way, you get to have fun, cuck.

  
    Couple Seeks Submissive Cuckold - Part 2
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    You sat naked in the backseat as Lena drove you home. Your clothes were piled next to you, but you were forbidden from putting them on until she dropped you at your car.

    “How do you feel?” Lena asked.

    You looked up and saw her glance at you in the rearview mirror. She seemed genuinely interested in your well being.

    “Happy,” you said. “Genuinely happy.”

    Despite the lingering pain from the many strikes of her riding crop against your skin, the taste of Doug’s cock in your mouth, and the sticky feeling of his cum drying on your skin, you did feel genuinely happy. You felt happier than you had in a long time.

    You saw Lena smile. “Maybe Doug was right. Maybe you are going to be the one that sticks around.”

    “Why did the others leave?” you asked.

    “They all leave because we reach a boundary they’re not comfortable crossing. That’s why we pushed you so hard on your first visit. We’re sick of supposed submissive cuckolds bailing out when Doug demands a blowjob or anal sex.”

    Lena quickly glanced in the mirror again. You looked up and saw a flash of dominance in her eyes that was utterly intoxicating.

    “You’re not going to do that, are you?” she said. “You’re going to bend over and spread your cheeks when Doug wants your ass, or when I want to take you with my strapon, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you answered. Your fantasy had become reality in one afternoon and you weren’t going to fuck it up.

    Soon you arrived at the Starbucks parking lot. Lena pulled into the space next to your car.

    “May I get dressed in the car, Mistress Lena?” you asked.

    “No you may not, cuckold. Now get out of my car.”

    You grabbed your clothes and stepped out of the car. Lena rolled down the window and looked at your naked body and your locked up cock. She smiled and said, “We’ll be in touch. Make sure you keep that little dick of yours in its cage. No orgasms without permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress.”

    She drove away, leaving you exposed in the parking lot. You unlocked your car as quickly as possible and scrambled into the backseat, though you were certain that a few people had seen your naked body.

    You pulled on your pants and shirt and left everything else in a pile on the floor and climbed into the front seat to start the car. You wanted to drive off as quickly as possible just in case someone had called the police.

    You’d calmed down by the time you got home, which gave you a chance to assess everything you’d just gone though.

    You’d been painfully punished by Lena and made to suck Doug’s cock. You still had another man’s cum on your body. You’d been thoroughly humiliated.

    You were also thoroughly aroused. Your cock was locked in its cage, but there was no question you were enormously turned on and you wanted more. You wanted to submit to Doug and Lena. You wanted to be the cuckold they desired. You wanted to serve them in any way possible.

    Luckily for you, Doug and Lena had all sorts of submissive pleasures in store for you.

    
      

    

    For a few days after your first encounter, you heard nothing. You worried that they’d decided you weren’t good enough and that they’d moved on to someone else. You considered texting or emailing, but you knew that coming off as desperate and clingy was a good way to ensure they never got in touch with you again.

    Thankfully, a message from Lena showed up in your Fetlife inbox:

    Good morning cuckold,

    We’d like you to purchase a few things before our next meeting. Please go to Hot Novelties (do this today) and tell the cute girl at the register that your mistress has ordered you to purchase a graduated butt plug set to help stretch your ass so it will be ready for penetration.

    Once she’s shown you the butt plugs, ask her to recommend a lube to help you penetrate your virgin ass with one of your new toys.

    We’re also giving you an optional task: Ask the cute girl at the register if any of the video booths have gloryholes. If they do, ask her if you could man one of those gloryholes to practice your cocksucking because your master and mistress think you need a great deal of work before your oral skills are up to their standards.

    Have fun.

    After reading the message you showered and dressed in jeans and a tee shirt. You looked up Hot Novelties in Waze and hopped in your car.

    Twenty minutes later you were staring at a nondescript, windowless building with a small sign that read “Hot Novelties.” Your heart pounded as you walked across the parking lot. You paused for a moment at the door before finding the courage to pull it open and step inside.

    It took your eyes a few seconds to adjust to the dim lighting inside, and when they did you saw a young woman sitting on a stool at the register. She was cute, just as the message had said she would be. She was heavily tattooed and pierced, too, which made you feel a little better about asking her about butt plugs and lube.

    “Excuse me,” you said as you approached the register.

    The cute girl looked up and smiled. She looked even prettier as you approached and your heart pounded a little harder. For a moment, you couldn’t find the courage to say anything.

    “What can I help you with?” she asked.

    You took a deep breath and said, “My mistress has ordered me to purchase a graduated butt plug set to help stretch my ass so it will be ready for penetration. Do you carry something like that?”

    To your surprise, the cute girl smiled and said, “Of course,” as she slid off her stool and led you down an aisle filled with sex toys.

    “So, we have a few options for you,” she said while pointing to several packages with butt plugs of varying sizes. She reached down and picked up a package with four metal butt plugs, each a little larger than the last. “If it’s your first time, I’d recommend these,” she said while showing you the package.

    “They’re a little more expensive, but they’re really high quality, and when it comes to ass play, you really want to go with high quality. Trust me on that,” she said with a smile.

    “Okay, thank you,” you said. “And is there a lubrication you would recommend for an anal virgin?”

    Her smile was sweet and full of understanding as she turned walked a little further down the aisle. “For anal play I always recommend this one,” she said while handing you a bottle. “Again, you don’t want to mess around with this stuff. If you tear something down there it can take an awfully long time to heal.”

    You took the lube from her and smiled. “Thank you.”

    “Is there anything else I can help you with?” she asked.

    You thought about the optional task. You’d already sucked cock that week and you definitely needed practice, but Lena had said it was optional. You didn’t need to suck dick at the gloryhole. You could just go home.

    “Well, there is one more thing my mistress mentioned,” you said as your gaze fell to the floor. You couldn’t bear looking at her as you asked about sucking cock at a gloryhole.

    As you were about to ask, you felt her fingers under your chin. She lifted your head until your gaze met hers. “It’s impolite to look away unless you’ve been instructed not to make eye contact,” she said.

    “My apologies,” you responded.

    “Now what was your question?”

    Her gaze was steely and irresistible as you found the courage to ask her. “My mistress says I need to work on my cocksucking skills and she wanted me to ask if any of the video booths here have gloryholes.”

    The cute girl smiled and her fingers fell away from your chin. “Follow me,” she said.

    She led you through a red door marked “Video Booths” and down a hallway lined with a dozen doors. The stopped next to the second to last door and opened it.

    You stepped inside and were surprised to see her step in after you.

    “Lena wasn’t sure you’d ask about the gloryhole. She’ll be quite pleased to know that her new submissive is eager to improve his cocksucking skills,” the cute girl said.

    “You know Mistress Lena?” you asked.

    “I do. I help her from time to time. Now get on your knees,” she ordered.

    You fell to your knees and watched as the cute girl started a gloryhole video on the screen in front of you.

    “Look at how happy that girl is?” she said while pointing at the screen. “Look at how happy she is to have that big cock in her mouth. That’s how you should be when you’re given the privilege of sucking Doug’s cock. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, I understand,” you answered. You wanted to be a good submissive.

    “I hope you’re ready to prove it,” she said as a hard, long white cock pushed through the gloryhole.

    You wrapped your fingers around the base of the cock and emulated the girl on screen by trying your best to swallow it. You remembered the mistakes you’d made when sucking Doug’s dick and tried your best to keep your teeth away from the shaft.

    “Suck that cock, cuckold,” the cute girl demanded. Any sweetness her voice once had was gone. “Show me that you want to learn, that you want to be a good cocksucker for Lena and Doug. Show me that you can be the submissive they desire.”

    You worked to skillfully suck the cock in your mouth, though you knew you still weren’t very good. You felt your teeth drag along his flesh a few times, and you couldn’t take much of him in your mouth without your gag reflex triggering. Your jaw got sorely quickly, too.

    Still, it wasn’t long before you heard a tap on the wall and he came in your mouth. You weren’t expecting it, which was why you gagged and spit up. You tried your best to catch the rest, but the taste was so strong that very little of it actually ended up in your mouth.

    When he pulled his cock away, you looked at the cute girl. You figured you were going to be admonished for failure, but she had a smile on her face.

    “It takes a long time to become an accomplished cocksucker,” she said. “From what Lena told me, what I just witnessed was an improvement. There’s one thing you absolutely must learn, though: Never waste your master’s cum. If he gives you the gift of his load, treat it as such. It’s precious, cuckold, and you are to treat it with reverence and swallow. Don’t spit it out. Don’t gag on it. Prepare to receive and swallow it when you’re given permission to do so. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” you nodded. It felt surreal to be receiving lessons in cock and cum worship from a girl you’d just met and might never see again. Her words thrilled you, though. The idea of treating your master’s cum as a gift effectively tapped into your submissive side.

    “Good. There’s just one more thing you need to do before you may go,” the cute girl said as she unbuttoned her pants and pushed them to the floor along with her panties.

    She grabbed your hair and pulled you between her legs. “Worship me,” she said.

    You did so without hesitation. Her pussy looked perfect and it tasted exceptionally good as you ran your tongue between her tight lips. She moaned as you licked her clit. Her grip on your hair was painfully tight, though that only served to deepen your submission.

    It felt good to be between her legs and to taste her desire on your tongue. Her thighs pressed on either side of your head and her fingers entwined in your hair as you worshiped her.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Make me cum. Show me that you know how to worship pussy.”

    It wasn’t long before you felt her legs trembling as she leaned against the wall and let you bring her to an orgasm. You felt proud when she cried out and tugged on your hair. You relished the pain you felt and the pleasure she was clearly feeling.

    “You may leave,” the cute girl said as she bent down to pull up her pants. “Consider the plugs and lube a gift for a job well done.”

    “Thank you for helping me,” you said. She’d helped you take another small step towards total submission to your new master and mistress and you felt immensely grateful.

    
      

    

    The next day, Lena sent another message on Fetlife:

    Good morning cuckold,

    I heard very good things about you from Melanie, the young lady that helped you at Hot Novelties. She spoke glowingly of your enthusiasm for sucking cock and said that you provided her with a lovely orgasm. Most importantly, she thinks you’re an ideal submissive.

    As soon as you’re done reading this, please strip naked, insert the smallest butt plug, and drive over to see us. You may keep your clothes in the car, but you may not wear them. If I see even a pair of socks on you when you arrive I will flay you ass until it’s bleeding.

    We’ll see you soon.

    You stripped as she ordered and cleaned yourself out quickly. You lubed up the smallest butt plug and slipped it into your ass, though not without some discomfort.

    You gave yourself one last look to ensure you hadn’t forgotten an errant piece of clothing, grabbed your clothes and keys, and headed to the garage.

    On the drive over, you wondered what Mistress Lena and Master Doug, as you’d started to think of them, would have in store for you.

    Would there be more cocksucking? Would Master Doug fuck you? Would Mistress Lena flog you with her riding crop again? Would you actually get to watch them fuck and clean up afterwards?

    Whatever they wanted you to do, you were ready to submit. Your cock was already dripping precum at the thought of spending the day under their control. There was nothing you wanted more.
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    As you pulled into Mistress Lena and Master Doug’s driveway, your heart rate spiked. You had no idea what was going to happen when you stepped into their house. You knew it was almost certainly going to be something you hadn’t experienced before, and that they were going to push your boundaries.

    You knew no one could see you, but you still felt self-conscious as you stepped out of the car without any clothes on. Your cock was locked, your ass was plugged, and you felt exposed and humiliated before you’d even knocked on the door.

    You walked towards the porch and took a deep breath before raising your hand and gently knocking on the white wooden door.

    Mistress Lena answered it in a beautiful black leather corset and a pair of knee high black leather boots with four inch heels. Your eyes began to drift between her legs before you caught yourself and looked up at her.

    “Hello, Mistress. How may I serve you?” you asked.

    She smiled. “What a lovely greeting. Come in.”

    You stepped into the house and received a playful but decidedly painful swat on the ass for your troubles.

    “Into the living room,” Mistress Lena ordered.

    You walked ahead of her and stepped into the living room to see Master Doug sitting naked on their couch.

    “You know what to do, cuck,” he said.

    While he wasn’t entirely clear, you assumed he meant for you to suck his cock. You walked between his legs, fell to your knees, and immediately took him in your mouth.

    You moved up and down on his beautiful big dick. You sucked him with the kind of passion you’d displayed at the gloryhole. You did what was expected of you and you were rewarded with moans of pleasure from your Master.

    “How does it feel?” Lena asked.

    “Much better,” Doug answered. “He’s definitely going to be an excellent cocksucker. A little practice at the gloryhole has solved the issue of using his teeth, certainly.”

    Master Doug’s hand pressed on the back of your head, pushing his cock deeper into your mouth. You’d not yet mastered your gag reflex, and so you choked on it. He laughed in delight and made you gag once more.

    Mistress Lena joined in laughing at you. She found pleasure in your suffering. It made you feel beautifully submissive. Your cock throbbed in its cage.

    “Prepare my wife, cuck,” Doug commanded.

    Your eyes were watering as you pulled off his cock. You took a deep breath and crawled between Mistress Lena’s legs to tend to her pussy.

    She looked breathtaking in her corset and boots. You looked up and saw the dominant look on her face. You saw the lust in her eyes and it thrilled you.

    “Eat my pussy, cuckold. Get me ready for my husband’s big cock. Do your fucking job,” she demanded.

    You ate her pussy eagerly. You ran your tongue over her swollen labia and clit. You made her moan like a good boy.

    She gripped your hair tightly. She pulled on it, causing you to moan in pain. She made you suffer as you experienced the joy of worshiping her pussy.

    “That’s good,” Mistress Lena said as she pushed you away. “Now suck his balls, you worthless fucking cuckold.”

    You moved between Master Doug’s legs once more. You took his balls into your mouth as Mistress Lena straddled her husband and took him into her wet cunt.

    Her ass pressed against your head as her pussy swallowed every inch her of husband’s cock.

    “How does the cuck’s mouth feel on your big balls, honey?” Lena asked her husband.

    “He’s a natural,” Doug answered.

    You could taste a day’s worth of sweat on Master Doug’s balls as you licked them feverishly while he fucked his wife. You licked it all up. You did it eagerly. You acted as a submissive is supposed to. It turned you on to do so without question or coercion.

    “Eat my ass, cuckold,” Mistress Lena ordered.

    You removed your mouth from Doug’s testicles and swiftly moved to Mistress Lena’s asshole. You ran your tongue over it, giving the first rimjob of your life in the process. She moaned louder as you rimmed her. You made your mistress happy and it thrilled you.

    As you massaged her asshole with your tongue, you took a moment to revel in the crazy situation you’d found yourself in.

    You were on your knees in front of a dominant husband and wife as they had sex. You’d sucked cock. You’d eaten pussy. You’d sucked balls. Now you were giving a rimjob. You’d never felt such submissive bliss.

    When Mistress Lena stopped riding her husband you continued your oral assault on her asshole. You were going to rim her until you’d been ordered to stop.

    She didn’t tell you to stop. She leaned forward instead. Her asshole relaxed and opened up a little.

    “Put your tongue inside me, you nasty ass eating cuckold,” she demanded.

    You did as ordered. You penetrated your mistress with your tongue. A less pleasant taste struck your tongue, but you didn’t care. You pushed onwards. You pushed as much of your tongue inside her as you could.

    “This one’s nasty, my love,” Mistress Lena said to her husband. “He’s got his tongue in my ass. He didn’t even hesitate. He’s going deep, too. I can already tell that he’s going to let us do anything we want to him.”

    Doug fucked his wife. You could hear the excitement in his groans. She held still as he pounded his cock up into her pussy while you tongued her asshole. You were giving a true rimjob. You were inside her. You were literally eating out her ass.

    You were disappointed when Mistress Lena pushed your head away from her ass. You’d reached a place of absolute bliss as you tasted her insides and relished in the filthy feelings that rose up in you while doing it.

    She moved to her back and Doug moved between his wife’s legs. He pushed his cock into her pussy and you were rewarded with a view of her beautiful, perfect cunt lips stretching out around her husband’s big cock.

    “How’s the view, cuck?” he asked.

    “It’s perfect,” you answered.

    His cock continued to fill her. Doug fucked his wife deeply and with each thrust he made her moan as waves of pleasure washed over her.

    You were so caught up in staring that it was a little surprising when Doug reached back, grabbed your head, and pulled you between his ass cheeks.

    Unlike Mistress Lena’s smooth asshole, Doug’s was rather hairy. That didn’t stop you from doing your job, though. You ate his ass just like you’d eaten hers. You ran your tongue over it eagerly. You licked feverishly because that was your job. You acted like the good submissive cuckold they expected you to be.

    Soon, Doug moaned and plunged his cock into his wife’s pussy. He was cumming inside her while you were eating his asshole. You did your best to pleasure him and delighted in the idea that you’d been partly responsible for his climax.

    When Doug pulled out, his cock was a mess of pussy juices and cum. He turned, grabbed your head, and pushed his dick down your throat.

    You gagged almost immediately, but he didn’t pull out. “Clean my fucking cock, cuckold. Clean it like the nasty little bitch that you are.”

    You sealed your lips around it and licked as best as you could. Doug pulled out and began to fuck your mouth. You did everything you could to clean the mess. You wanted to be a good submissive for him.

    When he pulled out, Doug directed you to his wife’s pussy. You stared between Mistress Lena’s legs. She was overflowing with cum. It was beautiful.

    “Do you like what you see, cuckold?” she asked.

    “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful,” you said.

    “Why aren’t you cleaning it?” she asked. “Why aren’t you being the nasty cum slut we expect you to be? What the fuck are you waiting for?”

    You moved between her legs and licked her freshly-fucked, cum-filled pussy. You devoured Master Doug’s seed. It was thick, salty, and a little bitter, but that didn’t stop you. You ate his cum like a man possessed.

    “That’s better,” she said. “Show me what a cum whore you are. Show me that you’re worthy of my pussy. Show me that you’re worthy of being our cuckold, that you want to be invited back to do this all over again, that you crave the humiliation we have planned for you.”

    You licked eagerly. You used your tongue to scoop Master Doug’s cum out of her pussy. You swallowed every drop you could find. You relished having a bellyful of another man’s cum.

    You would have licked her pussy all night, but eventually Mistress Lena pushed you from between her legs. You sat back on your knees. She leaned forward. You glanced at her glorious breasts in the leather corset.

    She smiled and moved closer. “How does it feel to have my husband’s cum inside you, cuckold?”

    “It makes me happy,” you answered.

    Mistress Lena pushed two fingers into your open mouth. You sucked them eagerly while staring into her eyes. You felt completely under her control.

    “Would you like something of mine inside you?” she asked.

    You weren’t sure what she was talking about, but you nodded as her fingers continued to penetrate your mouth.

    Mistress Lena stood and walked to the empty space in the middle of the room. She pointed to the dark hardwood floor and said, “On your back.”

    You quickly moved to her feet and got on your back. Mistress Lena stepped over you. She had a foot on either side of your head. You looked up at the pussy you’d just cleaned.

    She squatted over your face. Her pussy was just inches away from your mouth. “Open up, cuckold,” she said.

    That’s when it dawned on you what was about to happen. She was going to piss in your mouth.

    You opened up as ordered. Moments later, a small trickle of urine flowed from her pussy into your mouth. The taste was strong, almost overwhelmingly so.

    “Swallow,” she demanded.

    You swallowed. It was hard to get it down. It was the first time you’d ever tasted piss, let alone drunk it. You did as ordered, though.

    “Open up,” she said.

    You opened your mouth once more. She pissed once more. This time she let a little more out. This time you swallowed a little more.

    You looked up at her as more of her urine slid down your throat. She smiled at you. Despite your difficulty drinking her pee, it felt good to make your mistress smile.

    “Do you want more?” she asked.

    Based on her tone and the look on her face, Mistress Lena would have been okay with you saying no. She didn’t seem interested in forcing you to do something that might make you sick or overwhelm you.

    You didn’t say no, though. You didn’t want to stop. It made you happy to drink her piss. It thrilled you to add her urine to the cum that was already in your stomach.

    “Yes,” you said. “Please piss in my mouth, mistress.” The words thrilled you. It felt so good to admit to your desire to have her urine in your stomach.

    Mistress Lena smiled as you opened your mouth. She filled it with her piss. “Swallow my fluid,” she demanded.

    You closed your mouth and swallowed. It was hot and bitter going down your throat. It felt fantastic to be such a filthy submissive for her.

    Mistress Lena dropped her pussy onto your face. “Clean it,” she demanded.

    Your tongue acted as her toilet paper. You licked up the remnants of her piss like a good submissive.

    She stood and smiled at you. “You deserve a reward for being a good piss drinking whore.”

    Mistress Lena walked away. Doug had already left the room. You were alone. You didn’t move, though. You weren’t sure if you were supposed to. You stayed there and figured someone would tell you what to do at some point.

    Mistress Lena returned a few minutes later with one significant difference: She was wearing a black strapon cock.

    “Get up, slut,” she demanded.

    She pointed to the couch where she’d been fucked.

    “On your knees. Bitches get fucked from behind.”

    The dominant tone of her voice was enough to thrill you. To be referred to as a bitch made your cock ache painfully in its cage.

    You moved to your knees on the couch. You rested your arms on the back. Mistress Lena stepped behind you and pulled out the butt plug that had been stretching you for the past few hours.

    She applied lubrication to your asshole. It felt cold, but it warmed up as she rubbed it in.

    As Mistress Lena worked the tip of her strapon into your ass she said, “This is going to hurt. It always hurts the first time. You’ll get used to it though. You’ll have to, because you’ll be getting fucked a lot.”

    You felt the pain as she penetrated you. You felt the discomfort in your ass and a burning sensation as your anus stretched around her dildo. The plug hadn’t been enough to prepare you for this. Her strapon was big and she wasn’t being gentle.

    “Just take it, slut. Just let it happen. Let me fuck you. Let me take your ass. Let me stretch it out and make it mine. Let me take your virginity.”

    Mistress Lena’s hands grasped your hips as she fucked you harder. The pain only increased as she stretched out you. The harder and faster she fucked you, the more you groaned in discomfort.

    “That’s it. That’s how a good slut behaves. He just takes it. He doesn’t complain. He knows his place. He knows that his job is to get fucked like a bitch. He knows that a real man’s cock is going to be in his ass someday and that he’ll have to get fucked until he makes that real man cum.”

    You groaned louder. You knew she wasn’t kidding. You knew that Master Doug would fuck you some day. You know that he’d fuck you and cum in your ass. You knew that you’d have to submit to it.

    She grabbed a handful of your hair and pounded you harder. The pain was still there, though it had subsided to a dull ache. She’d used just enough lube to prevent any damage. It was just dull, bearable pain.

    Finally, Mistress Lena pulled out. She maintained her grip on your hair and pulled you to the floor. You fell to your knees and looked up at her and her strapon cock.

    “I hope you cleaned your ass well,” she said.

    She rubbed her cock around your lips. She wanted you to give her a blowjob. She wanted you to suck your ass off her cock.

    “Suck it, slut. Suck my dirty cock.”

    You parted your lips. You dreaded the taste. You didn’t know if you’d cleaned your ass well enough, though the dildo didn’t look particularly dirty.

    She pushed the strapon into your mouth. You ran your tongue over it. You tasted your ass, though it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as you feared it might be.

    Mistress Lena laughed as she pushed more of her cock into your mouth. She made you gag. She made you choke.

    “We’re going to have so much fun turning you into our submissive little whore,” she said.

    You looked up at her as her dildo pushed down your throat once more. You gagged and thought about your future. You couldn’t wait for whatever she had in store. You wanted it so badly. You wanted to go deeper. If what you’d experienced was just a taste of what they had planned, you couldn’t wait for what the future held.
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    “I see you found someone new,” the curvy, commanding blonde in black leather boots, a tight skirt, and a semi-sheer white blouse said as she stepped into the living room.

    You were on your hands and knees, naked except for the chastity cage on your cock.

    “We did,” Mistress Lena said. “He has real potential, too. So far he’s taken quite well to his training and has shown surprisingly little resistance.”

    They were talking about you like you weren’t there, like you were little more than a piece of furniture in the room. It delighted you.

    “There’s nothing better than a good submissive,” the curvy blonde remarked. “I miss mine terribly. I haven’t been able to find someone even remotely comparable since he moved away.”

    You felt a little nervous as the two dominant women stood on either side of your naked, exposed body. Mistress Lena had demanded your presence at her home earlier that day, but she hadn’t been specific about what you were going to be subjected to.

    “On your feet,” Mistress Lena demanded.

    You quickly stood up and gazed at the beautiful blonde standing next to your mistress.

    “This is Mistress Karen. You’ll be serving us both this afternoon. Now put your hands on your head,” Mistress Lena instructed.

    You did as you were told.

    “Very nice,” Mistress Karen said. “He already listens so well.”

    She reached out and caressed your locked cock before her fingers encircled your testicles. She squeezed them hard and you winced in pain. You felt like cattle being inspected by a prospective buyer.

    “How is he at taking punishment?” Mistress Karen asked.

    Mistress Lena smiled. “He’s been so obedient we haven’t had many occasions to punish him, to be honest.”

    Mistress Karen squeezed your ass hard enough to make you wince as she said, “You don’t do maintenance punishments?”

    “We haven’t begun those yet.”

    The curvy, beautiful blonde stepped in front of you. She looked into your eyes and smiled. “Perhaps today is a perfect day to begin,” she said.

    “There’s no time like the present,” Mistress Lena said as she turned and walked out of the room.

    Mistress Karen’s fingers moved up your naked torso and around your neck. She squeezed tightly, briefly restricting your air supply. You saw her eyes light up with lust.

    “I’m going to be merciless,” she said. “Mistress Lena has always been too lenient with her subs. It’s her one weakness as a domme. It is a strength of mine, however. I’m going to make you suffer and you’re going to thank me when I’m done. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” you said.

    Mistress Lena returned with two black leather belts in her hand. “I figured we’d keep it simple,” she said.

    Mistress Karen took one of the belts, gently folded it in half, and stepped behind you. You braced for a strike against the soft flesh of your ass, but it didn’t come. Instead, Mistress Lena stepped in front of you and slipped your hands into a pair of leather cuffs.

    Using a separate metal device she deftly clipped them to your chastity device, thereby restraining your hands in front of you.

    “This is going to hurt,” Mistress Lena said.

    Moments later, Mistress Karen whipped your ass with her belt. It wasn’t a gentle strike. You cried out in pain and doubled over. You couldn’t help it. Your body wouldn’t let you simply stand there.

    “Stand up,” Mistress Karen demanded.

    You did as you were told and your reward was another painful strike against your ass. The leather bit into your flesh and sent a surge of anguish down your legs and up your spine.

    “Please, stop,” you said. It was another involuntary reaction. The pain was overwhelming. You just wanted it to stop.

    “The first time is always the hardest,” Mistress Karen reassured you. “But the agony you’re feeling will be good for you, especially if you want to be a good submissive to your new master and mistress.”

    You wanted to believe her. You needed something to hold on to, a reason to believe that the pain coursing through your body held some value.

    Mistress Lena belted your ass. Her strike was noticeably lighter than the previous two. It was still painful, though. Your flesh was reddened and vulnerable and you doubled over once more.

    “Stand up,” Mistress Lena demanded. You could hear the impatience in her voice.

    Not wanting to disappoint her, you stood up. Immediately Mistress Karen struck your ass with her belt. It was the most painful stroke you’d received yet.

    You wanted to stay on your feet, but you couldn’t. You fell to your knees. You buckled under the intense pain moving through your body. Your heart was pounding and your breathing seemed impossibly heavy. You couldn’t remember the last time you’d felt such pain.

    “Get on your feet,” Mistress Karen said. Her voice was laced with venom. You knew what would happen once you stood up, but you feared disobeying her and disappointing Mistress Lena.

    You stood up. You braced yourself for the pain of another strike from the belt, but it didn’t come at first. Instead, Mistress Karen approached you from behind.

    Her fingers moved delicately over your reddened ass. “How does the pain make you feel?” she asked.

    “Submissive,” you replied immediately. It was the undeniable truth. You felt beautifully submissive, in fact.

    “This is your place,” Mistress Karen said as she moved back. You knew what was coming.

    You heard the sound of the belt moving through the air a split second before it struck your ass. Pain coursed through your body, but this time you managed to stay on your feet.

    Mistress Lena struck you with her belt. You gritted your teeth and withstood the pain. You felt sweat forming on your forehead. Your heart was pounding harder than it ever had.

    You heard Mistress Karen grunt as she struck you with the belt. The pain brought you to your knees once more. It brought tears to your eyes. Finally, she’d broken you. You couldn’t help it. She’d pushed you past your limit. You cried on your knees with your head pressed against the floor.

    “Thank you,” you said.

    “Very good,” Mistress Karen said.

    As the pain receded, your tears turned to sobbing. A deep well of emotional pain rushed out of you.

    When it was over, Mistress Lena helped you to your feet and freed your hands from the leather cuffs. She looked into your eyes and gently caressed your face.

    “Mistress Karen’s right. You need regular punishment sessions. There will be more of those,” she said. “Prepare yourself.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you replied.

    Moments later, Mistress Karen entered the room wearing a black strapon cock. She’d removed her skirt and blouse and looked breathtaking in a black lace bra and panty set.

    “She’s going to fuck you now,” Mistress Lena said with a smile. “As is her right as your superior.”

    “Yes, mistress,” you replied.

    Mistress Lena grasped your locked cock and led you to the couch. She sat, spread her legs, and pulled off her panties.

    “On your knees. Worship my pussy,” she demanded.

    You fell to your knees in front of her and took your place between her legs. You worshiped her pussy as instructed. Her fingers entwined in your hair and pulled you closer. You licked her clit fiercely.

    As you tongue worked Mistress Lena’s pussy you felt the thick, stiff head of the black strapon cock against your asshole. A little spit was the only lubrication you were afforded as Mistress Karen applied pressure.

    She entered your body slowly, eliciting a low moan from you. Your ass still burned with every touch and as your asshole opened around the invading toy you felt another form of pain.

    Mistress Karen spit on your ass as her strapon moved inside you. With a little extra lube she was able to fill you, and just like that you were stuffed with her big cock.

    She fucked you hard, fast, and deep. Mistress Lena held your head between her legs as you took a savage strapon pounding from behind. With every thrust Mistress Karen buried the full length of her rubber cock into your asshole. You felt every inch move inside you. You felt your asshole stretch around it. You felt a mixture of pain and pleasure.

    Soon, both the dommes using you began to moan. Your service was bringing them pleasure. Offering your body was giving them exactly what they craved.

    Mistress Lena climaxed first. She closed her legs around your head and pulled you tight against her body. She smothered you with her pussy and grasped your hair so hard that pain spread down your back.

    Mistress Karen continued her assault on your ass. She was fucking you faster and harder than you imagined possible. She’d stretched your asshole successfully and now fucked it aggressively.

    “Fuck!” she cried out.

    She spanked your ass hard. The pain made you groan. She spanked you again.

    “You like that, whore?” she said.

    “Yes, Mistress,” you answered.

    “Of course you do,” Mistress Karen said as she dug her fingers into your hips and pulled you back on her cock while thrusting forward.

    Moments later, she too climaxed. A guttural scream escaped her lips as she released your flesh from her grasp and pushed the full length of her thick strapon cock into your asshole.

    When she pulled out you felt your ass gape. You felt its desire to be filled once more, to enjoy the kind of thorough stretching that such a large cock was capable of providing.

    “Don’t let this one go,” Mistress Karen said.

    “We’re not planning on it,” Mistress Lena replied.

    
      

    

    “I heard you had quite the afternoon,” Master Doug said as he stepped in front of you.

    “Yes, master,” you replied.

    You were on your knees in the master bedroom. Master Doug had ordered you to follow him when he arrived home from work.

    “You learned something, didn’t you?” he asked.

    “Yes, master,” you said.

    “You learned that it’s your duty to suffer for our pleasure. You learned that it’s your place to do whatever we please, even if you find it immensely unpleasant,” Master Doug said.

    You stared at his shoes and listened as Master Doug unzipped his pants.

    “Look up at me, whore,” he said.

    You looked up and saw his flaccid cock. You felt an overpowering urge to have him in your mouth.

    Master Doug smiled at you. He could see the lust in your eyes. He knew you wanted to serve him.

    “Open up,” he demanded.

    You excitedly opened your mouth, thinking he would slide his cock down your throat.

    “If you spill a drop, I’ll beat you,” he said.

    For a moment you were confused. Then he grabbed his soft cock, stepped closer, and aimed the head at your mouth. Your confusion faded. It became clear that Master Doug was going to piss in your mouth.

    You opened wider. You knew he wasn’t kidding. He would beat you if you missed a drop.

    He swiftly filled your mouth with his piss. The first taste was strong enough that you very nearly gagged. Thankfully, you maintained your composure and let him use your mouth like a toilet.

    “Swallow,” he demanded when the flow stopped.

    You did as you were told. You swallowed your master’s piss. You let it slide down your throat and into your stomach. It burned on the way down.

    You opened your mouth to show him you’d swallowed and he quickly filled it again. “Swallow,” he demanded. You swallowed once more.

    Master Doug repeated the process twice more before he’d emptied his bladder. Only then did he shove his cock down your throat.

    “Suck my cock, whore,” he demanded.

    You looked up at your master and worshiped his cock. You did your very best to suck him off so you could earn the reward of his cum. Swallowing his piss had put you in a deeply submissive place, which you suspected was the point.

    As he grew in your mouth, you felt an overpowering desire to make him feel good. In that moment, all you wanted was to make your master happy. All you wanted was to see that look of pleasure on his face as he came in your mouth and let you swallow your reward.

    Once he was erect, Master Doug fucked your face aggressively. He made you gag over and over. He made you drool and spit up. He made you into the whore he wanted you to be.

    You took it all without hesitation. You maintained eye contact with your master even as he filled the back of your throat with his cock and made you gag. You tried your best to deepthroat him. You tried to be a better cocksucker. You tried to be the best submissive possible.

    Eventually, you succeeded in pleasing him. He groaned and released his seed into your mouth. You sealed your lips around his erection so you wouldn’t spill a drop. You didn’t dare waste any of his load.

    “Show it to me,” Master Doug said as he pulled his satisfied cock from your mouth.

    You opened wide and showed him the pool of thick, salty cum sitting on your tongue. You felt a great sense of pride.

    “Swallow, whore,” he demanded.

    You closed your lips and slowly swallowed his cum while holding Master Doug’s gaze. You enjoyed your reward like a good whore. You felt a sense of great joy.
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    You were prepared to spend your Saturday relaxing in front of the TV when Mistress Lena sent you a text: “Melanie requires your assistance, cuckold. Meet her at Hot Novelties as soon as possible.”

    Your mind flashed to the time you’d spent on your knees at the gloryhole at Hot Novelties. You felt the stranger’s big cock in your mouth. You even remembered the taste of his cum as he exploded thanks to your oral skills.

    You texted her back: “Okay. I’m heading there now.”

    As you drove over, you assumed that literally anything could happen once you arrived at the sex toy shop. The last time you’d sucked cock through a gloryhole. Perhaps you’d do the same this time. Perhaps Melanie would have something entirely new for you.

    When you pulled into the parking lot you saw Melanie standing next to a dark blue Mercedes sedan. You parked and stepped out of your car.

    “Get naked,” Melanie ordered before you’d even shut the door.

    You hesitated, but only for a moment. Mistress Lena had been clear that she expected your obedience, even if you were being obedient for someone else, so you stripped in the mostly empty parking lot.

    “Put your hands here and bend over,” she said.

    You put your hands on the hood of her car as directed and bent over. Moments later a lubed butt plug slipped past your anal ring and into your rectum. You groaned as she pushed it in and out, stretching you in the process.

    “Get in the back seat and put this on,” Melanie ordered as she handed you a black satin eye mask.

    You got in the car as ordered and put on the eye mask. Your world plunged into darkness as you heard Melanie get in the car and start it up. The engine hummed to life.

    “May I ask what’s expected of me?” you said from the backseat.

    “You’re going to help me fulfill the wishes of a very particular client,” she informed you. “You’re expected to do as you’re told and without hesitation. You won’t be harmed, though you can expect to be used quite thoroughly.”

    You felt nervous and more excited than you probably would have admitted. You had no idea where you were going, who you were meeting with, and what this mysterious client was going to do with you.

    A short time later, the car came to a stop and Melanie said, “Stay here until you’re instructed to get out of the car.”

    You heard the young domme get out of the car and gently shut the door.

    “What have you brought me?” a male voice asked.

    “A virgin,” she said.

    “He looks a little old to be a virgin.”

    “No man has ever enjoyed his ass. You’ll be the first, I promise.” She paused for a moment before saying, “Have I ever let you down?”

    “No, you have not,” the man answered. “Very well. I’ll take him.”

    The door to the backseat opened. “Get out,” Melanie ordered.

    You did as you were told. You felt warm asphalt beneath your feet. Outside of a few birds chirping the sound of traffic was entirely absent. She must have driven you out of town.

    “Lift your head,” Melanie said.

    She affixed what felt like a thick leather collar around your neck. She clipped something to it. You felt something tugging. It must have been a leash.

    “Enjoy,” Melanie said.

    “Come,” the man said as he pulled on the leash.

    Fear gripped you as you stepped forward. You didn’t know where you were. You didn’t know who held your leash. You weren’t scared enough to run, though. In fact, you were turned on. You wanted to see what would happen, what sort of depravity Melanie and Mistress Lena had cooked up for you.

    “Is she being truthful? Has a man ever filled your ass with his cock?” the man asked.

    “No, sir. I’ve been taken by a strapon, but never by a man.”

    He chuckled. “I can assure you, it’s quite different.”

    You heard a door open and moments later the man led you through it. You felt carpet beneath your feet.

    “On your knees,” he demanded.

    You fell to your knees. Your heart pounded. Amazingly, your cock was stiff. You weren’t scared. You trusted that Mistress Lena wouldn’t lead you into a dangerous situation.

    You heard his zipper lower. “Open up,” the stranger said.

    You opened your mouth and his cock immediately pushed past your lips. It was soft. You sucked him. You sucked him like the submissive slut Mistress Lena and Master Doug had trained you to be. You sucked him without thinking about it. You sucked cock because that’s what you do.

    “Very good,” he said.

    His large, strong hand came down on the back of your head. He gripped it tightly and fucked your face. You gagged a little as his cock grew erect in your mouth, but he didn’t stop. Soon he was fucking your throat. In and out his cock would go. He was using your mouth like a pussy. He was using you as his fuck hole.

    “Melanie was right. You’re a well-trained slut. The fact that no one has used your asshole yet is amazing. I’m thrilled to be the first.”

    You said nothing. You couldn’t speak. Your mouth was full of thick, throbbing cock. Instead, you took the face fucking. You gagged hard on his cock. You spit up. You choked. He kept fucking your mouth.

    You gasped for air when he pulled out. You bend over and spit up. You heard him laughing at you.

    “I suppose you’re not a slut, today. You’re more of a whore. I’ve paid Melanie to use you, after all. You’re not going to see any of that money, but you’re still a whore. My whore.”

    His words wormed into your brain. They ignited your submissive desires. You liked feeling like a whore. You liked being blindfolded. You liked not knowing the man that had just used your mouth and clearly had other intentions for your body.

    “On your hands and knees,” he demanded.

    You got on your hands and knees. With the collar and leash attached, you felt like a dog. He pulled on the leash and walked you around the room. He clearly wanted you to feel like his pet, like a subhuman piece of meat for him to use for his pleasure.

    “Stay,” he said.

    You stopped crawling after him. He dropped the leash and you waited in silence. You thought you heard him leave the room, but you couldn’t be sure.

    A few minutes later, he returned. You felt him move behind you. He got on his knees. He pulled the butt plug out of your ass and you gaped open for a few seconds. He squirted something cool and slippery on your ass. Two fingers roughly pushed inside you. Thankfully, you’d had enough experience taking a strapon cock not to find it overwhelmingly painful.

    You heard him tear open a condom and place it on his cock. You felt him rub the head of his erection around your lubed up asshole.

    “What do you want?” he asked.

    “I want you to use me,” you answered. “I want you to be the first man to fuck me.”

    It felt right. It felt beautifully submissive to say it, to admit it’s what you wanted. It was true, too. You were on your hands and knees, hoping very much to be used by the man that was clearly ready to fuck you from behind.

    “Very good,” he said.

    You felt pressure against your asshole. “Relax,” he growled.

    You took a deep breath and did your best to relax. After a moment, he slipped past your tight anal ring and pushed the full length of his cock inside you.

    You cried out as pain emanated from your asshole. He held his cock inside you for just a moment before thrusting.

    “I don’t care if it hurts,” he said. “Anal sex isn’t meant to be pleasurable for the whore on the receiving end.”

    Despite the pain, his dominant dirty talk turned you on. You saw yourself as he saw you, as a literal piece of fuck meat that he’d purchased from someone else to use for his pleasure and nothing more. 

    He fucked you mercilessly. He was not making love to your ass. He was pounding it. He was seeking to destroy it with his cock. He cared little for your comfort. All he needed was for you to stay in place on your hands and knees while he did as he pleased with your ass.

    Eventually the sharp pain from each thrust receded. It was replaced by a dull ache and just a hint of pleasure. Mostly that sense of satisfaction came from being used by him, from being his submissive fuck meat just waiting to be taken.

    “You’re not a virgin anymore,” he said through grunts while picking up the pace.

    You groaned in return. It was strange to think about. You saw yourself as a straight man, and yet here you were taking cock from a stranger. You wondered if this was a test, if Mistress Lena and Master Doug had offered you up because they wanted to see how submissive you were willing to be.

    If it was a test, you were certain you’d pass. You hadn’t put up a fight. You’d worn the blindfold Melanie had given you. You’d walked into this man’s house – or whatever it was – and sucked his cock until he was hard. You’d gotten on your hands and knees and offered him your ass. Now you were taking a vicious ass fucking from someone that found joy in painfully sodomizing you.

    Eventually, the man fucking you had an orgasm. He filled the condom with cum as his cock was buried balls deep in your ass. His fingers dug into your hips as he groaned loudly. It was the sound of pleasure and it was music to your ears, both because it meant the anal sex was over and because it meant you’d done your job by making him feel good.

    He pulled out and said, “Stay.”

    You stayed on your hands and knees. Your asshole ached. Your knees hurt from the constant rubbing back and forth on the carpet. Your arms felt a little tired from holding up your body weight.

    “We’re done. You can pick him up.”

    There was a pause.

    “Yes, he was excellent. Everything you promised…and he’s most definitely not a virgin anymore.”

    You heard him walking towards you. You felt something against your ass. It slipped inside you. It felt like a butt plug.

    “So you don’t make a mess in Melanie’s car,” he said.

    A few minutes later, you heard a car pull up. He tugged on your leash and said, “Up.” You stood and were led out of his house.

    “Thank you, Melanie,” he said.

    “My pleasure,” she answered.

    You heard the car door open and someone tugged on your leash. You followed and climbed into the backseat.

    A few minutes after driving off, Melanie said, “You make take off your blindfold.”

    You pulled it off and restored your vision once more. You squinted as the sunlight felt painful.

    “You did a good job. Mistress Lena and Master Doug will be very happy to hear that you eagerly gave up your anal cherry to a stranger.”

    “Thank you,” you said.

    She pulled off onto a dirt road and drove until she reached a clearing. 

    “Get out,” Melanie said.

    You felt a little nervous as you got out of the car. Perhaps seeing that you were essentially in the middle of the woods was what inspired the fear. You wondered what Melanie had planned.

    “I believe you’ve earned a reward,” she said as a big smile crossed her face. “So why don’t you get on your knees?”

    You dropped to your knees and watched as Melanie unzipped her skirt, pulled down her panties, and spread her legs as she leaned against the car.

    “You may worship my pussy,” the young domme said.

    You crawled closer. The dirt felt surprisingly soft under your knees. Melanie’s pussy looked utterly flawless. It was tight and smooth and there was just a hint of wetness. Perhaps she found it arousing to arrange for you to lose your anal virginity to a man.

    “That’s a good boy,” Melanie said as her fingers moved softly through your hair and gently pulled you tight against her mound.

    You felt a sense of happiness wash over you. It wasn’t particularly pleasant getting fucked. It was an act of submission to Melanie and the two people you’d pledged yourself to. It was an act of submission to the man that planted his cock inside you and fucked you so hard.

    Worshiping Melanie’s pussy was something different. It was joyful for you. It was genuinely, deeply pleasurable. She tasted wondrously good and the way she moaned was a sign that you were giving her exactly what she craved.

    Thanks to your skilled tongue, it didn’t take her long to start moaning in the middle of the woods. She began to grind her hips a little, rubbing her clit over your tongue and lips in the process.

    “Make me cum,” she whispered. “Make me cum like a good subby boy does.”

    Your brain focused on the task at hand as submissive joy washed over you. This was what you craved. You wanted to make this domme beauty feel good. You wanted to make her cum, to spend time between her warm thighs and show her the kind of pleasure a dominant woman deserves and desires.

    You noticed a slight trembling in the soft flesh of her thighs. Then Melanie moaned louder, gripped your hair tighter, and had an orgasm on your tongue.

    “That was wonderful,” she said before leaning down and giving you a surprisingly warm, tender kiss.

    “Thank you for letting me worship you,” you said. Your voice was filled with submissive joy as the words left your lips.

    “You’re welcome,” she replied. “Now, your master and mistress wish to see you. Get in the car once more and I’ll take you to them.”

    You were giddy. You were being given the chance to serve once more. You couldn’t wait to see Mistress Lena and Master Doug.
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    You were still naked and plugged when Melanie dropped you off at Mistress Lena and Master Doug’s house. It had been less than an hour since an anonymous stranger had fucked your ass and taken your anal virginity.

    “Thank you,” you said to Melanie as you opened the car door.

    “For what?” she asked.

    It was a playful question. She wanted you to acknowledge what had happened.

    “For…well, for letting that man fuck me,” you said.

    It felt odd saying it, though it was honest. Being on your hands and knees with a cock sliding in and out of your asshole wasn’t the most pleasurable thing in the world, but the submissive sensations that coursed through your body as you did it were incredible in every way.

    “You’re welcome,” Melanie said. “Enjoy your evening.”

    You shut the door and approached the house. You were still naked. Your clothes were in your car, which was in the parking lot at Hot Novelties. All you wore was a butt plug in your ass.

    Mistress Lena opened the door before you got a chance to knock. She had a smile on her face, as if she was proud of you for being a good submissive.

    “Come in,” she said. 

    Her hand delivered a hard smack on your ass as you walked by and you groaned as the pain spread.

    “I heard you were a very good submissive slut for Melanie. Is that true?”

    You looked at Mistress Lena and nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I was.”

    “Is your asshole sore?”

    “A little, Mistress. But I’m thankful for be given the chance to submit to another man’s desire. I’m thankful that I got to enjoy being used for his pleasure.”

    Saying it excited you. Admitting just how deep your submission went felt freeing. Your cock throbbed. It felt good for it to be free and able to grow erect in Mistress Lena’s presence. 

    “Come,” she said.

    You followed her up the stairs and to the master bedroom. Master Doug was standing by the bed when you walked in. He was naked with his long, flaccid cock hanging between his legs.

    “You know what to do,” Master Doug said.

    For the second time that day you fell to your knees in front of a dominant man. You wrapped your lips around Master Doug’s soft cock and you sucked him until he was thick and throbbing.

    As you blew your master, you felt a sense of warmth and happiness come over you. You felt the kind of joy that submissives often experience when they are in their happy place. For you, that meant being on your knees in front of the dominant couple that you trusted.

    “He looks so happy with your cock in his mouth, it’s almost a shame that we’re only using him as a fluffer,” Mistress Lena said as she reached down and ran her fingers through your hair. Her touch was soft and gentle. You moaned quietly around the cock in your mouth.

    “It is his place to serve,” Master Doug said in a stern voice. “It is his place to do as he’d told, to be our loyal submissive. Isn’t that right?”

    You nodded as Master Doug pulled his cock from your mouth. He slapped your face with it, leaving saliva on your cheeks and forehead.

    “Suck my balls, cuckold,” he demanded.

    You sucked Master Doug’s large testicles. You swirled your tongue around them and held eye contact with him as he slowly stroked his cock just inches from your face. Again a sense of submissive joy washed over you. Again you felt like you’d finally found your place.

    “In the bed, cuckold,” Mistress Lena said. “On your back.”

    You felt a sense of joy come over you. You were certain that something wonderful was about to happen, that your Master and Mistress were about to give you a treat.

    When Mistress Lena climbed on top of you, that sense of joy only grew. Your cock throbbed as you felt her hot breath on it. Her hair brushed gently against your thighs as she got in place. Her fingers encircled your testicles and she gave them a hard squeeze, causing you to cry out. The pain was genuine, but it felt good.

    “You’re going to watch him fuck me, cuckold. You’re going to be a good boy and watch as a real man’s cock slides in and out of my perfect pussy. You’re going to suck him clean when he demands it and you’re only going to lick my pussy if I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, Mistress Lena. I understand,” you said.

    With that, Mistress Lena sat up and dropped her ass on your face. Her cheeks opened around your face and she smothered you.

    “Eat my asshole, cuckold,” she demanded.

    You extended your tongue and ran it back and forth over her asshole. A metallic taste filled your mouth. You licked faster. You wanted to taste every bit of her. You wanted to soak up as much of her ass as you could before she took it away from you.

    “Fuck, this little bitch loves eating ass,” Mistress Lena said to her husband.

    “I think he loves doing anything we tell him to do. We found something special with him. Now it’s just a matter of how deep we can push him,” Master Doug said to his wife.

    They were talking about you like you weren’t in the room. It thrilled you to be thought of as little more than a piece of meat for them to play with. You were property to them, a toy to be enjoyed at their leisure and nothing more. It was exactly what you wanted.

    Mistress Lena leaned forward once more and Master Doug moved into the bed behind her. He rubbed his cock over your lips and pushed it in your mouth as you opened up.

    “Suck it, whore,” he said.

    His dick moved down your throat. You gagged, but he held it there. You fought off your gag reflex and managed to swallow the entirety of his cock. You couldn’t breathe, and it would have been difficult to escape. For a few seconds, it felt like Master Doug controlled your life. It was terrifying and thrilling at the same time.

    You gasped for air when he pulled his cock from your mouth. You heard him laugh before easily sliding his dick into Mistress Lena’s wet pussy.

    She moaned in delight as her husband filled her from behind. You watched in utter fascination as beautiful, balls deep penetration took place just inches above you.

    “Fuck me, baby,” Mistress Lena said. “Fuck my cunt.”

    Master Doug fucked her harder. He grabbed his wife’s hips and pulled back with every thrust forward. The sound of their flesh meeting filled your ears along with the juicy delights of her pussy taking a pounding.

    It was a complete sensory overload to witness sex from so close up. With each thrust you watched as Mistress Lena’s pussy lips opened for his cock and then clung to him as he pulled out. His balls brushed against your forehead over and over and the pubic hair growing from them tickled your flesh.

    Master Doug pulled out and said, “Open up.”

    You opened your mouth and once more he fucked your throat. Once more you suppressed your gag reflex and let him bury the full length of his long, thick cock inside you.

    “How does his throat feel?” Mistress Lena asked as you felt a sense of panic begin to mount.

    “It’s tight,” he said, “Especially when he gags.”

    You gagged at that moment. You pressed against Master Doug’s thighs, urging him to pull out of your mouth so you could breathe once more. Finally, he did. He then slid his cock into his wife and held it there.

    “Lick my balls, cuckold,” he ordered.

    You extended your tongue and licked his balls. You licked another man’s testicles and it felt good. You had a moment where you considered how completely crazy the situation seemed. You’d fantasized about doing something like this so many times, but you never actually thought it would come true. Now you were being taken ever deeper into submission by this couple. Now you’d done things you never considered before.

    “Lick her clit,” Master Doug ordered.

    You moved to Mistress Lena’s clit and flicked your tongue back and forth over it as Master Doug fucked her once more.

    Her moans made you feel good. Her head was down and each time she let loose those lusty sounds of pleasure you could feel her breath on your cock. It was an exquisite form of teasing. You knew she was close enough to offer you her mouth, but you also knew it would never happen. You knew she would never blow you, no matter how badly you wanted her to.

    “I’m cumming!” Mistress Lena cried out as she flipped her head back and let loose a beautiful scream of pure orgasmic delight.

    You couldn’t help but smile. You knew you were at least partially responsible for that orgasm and it felt good.

    Master Doug pulled out of his wife’s pussy and said, “Open up.”

    You dreaded doing so. You knew he was going to fuck your throat and choke you with his cock. You knew he was going to make you struggle for breath.

    Still, you opened up. He slid his cock down your throat. He fucked it. He fucked it hard and fast. He fucked it just like he’d been fucking his wife’s pussy.

    Mistress Lena climbed off of you and turned around. She laid down next to you and gently ran her fingers up and down the underside of your cock. It wasn’t quite a handjob and it probably wouldn’t make you cum, but it definitely felt good.

    “I can see your throat bulging as he fucks it,” Mistress Lena said. “He’s using your mouth like a pussy. He’s fucking it like a cunt. He’s fucking you like the whore that you are.”

    You felt a growing tingling sensation in your loins. Mistress Lena’s dirty words were successful at turning you on. She knew exactly how to drive you crazy with lust.

    “You like being a whore for us, don’t you?” Mistress Lena asked.

    You did your best to say yes with your eyes. You couldn’t talk with the big cock pummeling your mouth and throat. You did like it, though. You liked letting him fuck your face. You liked licking his balls. You liked eating Mistress Lena’s asshole and licking her clit. You even liked that they let you be pimped out to a stranger.

    “What does a whore crave more than anything?” Mistress Lena asked as she looked up at her husband.

    “Cum,” Master Doug answered. “Cum is a whore’s favorite treat. Cum is a whore’s lifeblood. Cum is confirmation that a whore is doing its job well.”

    They were treating you like an object again. You were their whore, their plaything, their toy to be used for pleasure with little concern for your desires.

    They were right, though. You wanted his cum. You would have preferred to eat it out of her pussy, but that clearly wasn’t an option today. It seemed most likely that he was going to directly feed your mouth when he was done fucking it.

    “Give the whore the cum it craves,” Mistress Lena said as she continued to tease your cock with her fingers.

    Master Doug wrapped his fingers around your throat and squeezed, though not tightly. He leaned forward and fucked your face harder. You’d largely gained control of your gag reflex, so he was sliding the full length in and out of your mouth with ease.

    He groaned loudly, buried his cock all the way down your throat, and groaned. You felt the shaft pulse in your mouth. He was cumming, but you couldn’t taste it. He was cumming right in your throat. He was bypassing your mouth and depositing his seed that much closer to your stomach.

    When he was done, Master Doug pulled out and you sat up. You felt what remained of his cum slide down your throat. There was a little aftertaste on the back of your tongue, but not much. It was like you hadn’t even swallowed.

    “Aww, do you miss the taste of his cum?” Mistress Lena asked.

    You nodded. There was no sense in lying. You did miss it. You wanted to taste it. You wanted that proof that you’d done a good job and given Master Doug the pleasure he craved.

    “A whore doesn’t always get what it wants,” Master Doug said as he stepped away.

    “Including an orgasm,” Mistress Lena said. “Though you may masturbate when you get home, if you’d like. You could also choose to deny yourself and see how that makes you feel.”

    “I’ll deny myself,” you said.

    The smile on her face was worth it. You had a sense that’s what she wanted you to do. You were right.

    “Good,” Mistress Lena said. “Now let me get dressed and I’ll take you to your car.”

    Twenty minutes later you stepped out of the car and into the parking lot.

    “My keys,” you said.

    “Melanie has them,” Mistress Lena informed you before laughing. “I guess you’ll have to go inside and get them.”

    You were still naked, as you’d been for the past several hours. You’d taken cock in your ass and deep down your throat. You were tired, but there was one more humiliation to subject yourself to.

    Two people across the parking lot stared as you walked into the store. Thankfully, there were no customers in line as you approached Melanie.

    “May I have my keys?” you asked.

    Melanie smiled and said, “Did you enjoy your time with your Master and Mistress?”

    You nodded and stood at the counter feeling utterly exposed. “It was wonderful, to be honest.”

    Melanie reached under the counter and returned with your keys in her hand. She held them aloft and a naughty smile crossed her face as she said, “I’ll tell you what, why don’t you work the gloryhole for an hour and then I’ll give you your keys. How does that sound?”

    She wasn’t necessarily making a demand. She might have let you go without having to suck cock. Despite your exhaustion and the fact that you’d just sucked off Master Doug, you didn’t feel inclined to turn her down.

    Instead, you smiled and walked to the video booths. 

    “Good boy,” Melanie called out after you. “Feel free to take your time. Really work those dicks with that whore mouth of yours.”

    You saw a few customers look your way as you strolled through the store fully naked. Melanie had just announced what you’d be doing and now it was an absolute certainty that you would have men to suck off like a good submissive whore.

    You couldn’t help but smile.
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    “Where did you find him?” Marjorie asked.

    “Online,” Mistress Lena answered. “Fetlife, in fact. He was the only potential sub to offer a worthwhile response. I was prepared for the usual stream of desperate losers trying to get me to write them a long story about all the things I’d do to them. We got those too, of course. But this one was different. This one was actually eager to play.”

    Marjorie moaned as she reached between her legs and grabbed a handful of your hair. She pulled you closer, pressing your face against her mound as you licked her pussy.

    “His tongue is splendid,” she said.

    Mistress Lena laughed and said, “He came that way. This one was ready to submit from the moment we met him. He’s a diamond in the rough, I’m telling you.”

    Marjorie’s moans had grown louder and she began to move her hips back and forth over your tongue.

    “I believe you,” she said. “He’s about to make me cum faster than any submissive I’ve ever played with.”

    You felt a sense of pride as you pleasured Mistress Lena’s friend. When she’d called you over you wondered if you’d be on the receiving end of yet another painful punishment. Instead you were given the pleasure of eating out a woman you’d never met.

    You felt Marjorie’s thighs trembling as she unleashed a low, loud moan and climaxed on your tongue.

    “Splendid,” she said after releasing your hair.

    You would have stayed between her legs all afternoon, but you know that wasn’t your place. You moved back and rested on your knees. You admired the pussy that you’d just licked to an orgasm.

    “Has he been trained to pleasure a man yet?” Marjorie asked.

    “Oh yes,” Mistress Lena replied as she looked at you and smiled. “He’s improved his cocksucking skill immensely since our first meeting. He was quite disappointing that day, but like a good submissive he made an effort to get better for his Mistress and Master. Didn’t you?”

    You looked up at Mistress Lena and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

    “Do you like sucking cock?” Marjorie asked.

    “I do,” you said.

    “Why is that?”

    “I enjoy giving pleasure,” you answered. “I enjoy serving. I find greater joy than I ever expected in offering myself to my Mistress and Master in any way they deem necessary.”

    Marjorie turned to Mistress Lena and smiled. “He seems exceptionally well-trained. Has he been fucked yet?”

    “Why don’t you answer her?” Mistress Lena suggested.

    “Yes, I’ve been fucked. I was given to a man to be used for his pleasure. He took me anally while I was blindfolded. He climaxed while penetrating me,” you answered.

    You thought of the blindfolded fucking you’d received from the stranger. You thought of how you gave yourself over to him without question. You thought of how his cock felt sliding in and out of your asshole, of how he stretched you out while you waited on your hands and knees.

    “And how did he fuck you?” Marjorie asked.

    “Doggystyle,” you answered.

    Marjorie smiled and leaned forward. “You know that’s how a bitch is supposed to be fucked, right?”

    You looked up at her and nodded. Your complete lack of resistance seemed to please her.

    “Would you like to watch him get fucked?” Mistress Lena asked her friend.

    A smile slowly crossed Marjorie’s face as she looked at you. You were certain she was imagining you taking another man’s cock in the ass.

    “I’d like to see him take a particularly large cock,” Marjorie said. “I’d like to see him scream as his asshole gets stretched so wide it hurts.”

    “That can be arranged,” Mistress Lena replied as she picked up her phone and quickly sent a text.

    She placed her phone on the coffee table, stood, and said, “Come.”

    You followed her to the bathroom where an enema was administered to ensure that your bottom was clean for the thorough fucking you were about to receive.

    “It’s going to hurt,” she said while you stood in front of the bathroom counter holding the liquid in your ass. “You might get used to it after a while, but you might not. You might just suffer. Are you willing to do that?”

    “Yes, Mistress,” you answered.

    Despite your quick reply, you were nervous. The last time you’d been taken anally it wasn’t the most pleasant experience of your life, but you didn’t find it miserable. The man that fucked you wasn’t exceptionally large, though. This time it would be different. This time it seemed like the point was for you to suffer. It seemed that Marjorie was more of a sadist than your Mistress.

    After you were fully cleaned, Mistress Lena led you to the living room where Marjorie was waiting on the couch.

    “Where does a bitch belong?” Marjorie asked.

    You fell to your hands and knees and looked up at her.

    “You are a good boy,” she said. “But sometimes even a good boy needs to be punished.”

    She stood up and turned to Mistress Lena and asked, “May I?”

    “He’s here for our pleasure,” your Mistress replied.

    You stared at the floor as Marjorie stepped behind you. You heard the sound of something moving through the air before it struck your flesh. For a split second you felt nothing, and then searing pain spread through your body.

    You cried out and fell to the floor, partially from the surprise and partially from the pain. You looked back and saw Marjorie holding a leather belt in her hand. She had a gleeful look on her face.

    “I absolutely must find another submissive,” she said. “I forgot how much fun it is to make them suffer.”

    You felt thankful that Marjorie wasn’t your mistress. You knew you wouldn’t survive a constant barrage of painful punishments. You much preferred being used sexually.

    “On your hands and knees again,” Mistress Lena instructed.

    You wondered how much she enjoyed seeing you suffer at the hands of her friends. It was the second time she’d invited a woman over that seemed interested in hurting you. Perhaps Mistress Lena liked to witness it. Perhaps she found pleasure in loaning you out and seeing your willingness to suffer for her.

    Again the belt came down on your ass. Again you cried out in pain, though this time you remained on your hands and knees.

    “Would you like another?” Marjorie asked.

    “Please, no. It’s too painful,” you said.

    Marjorie laughed. You braced for another lash from the belt, but the doorbell saved you.

    “He’s here,” Mistress Lena said. “Stay there, cuckold.”

    You stayed on your hands and knees as your Mistress answered the door and welcomed the man that would soon be inside you.

    “Face forward, cuckold,” she said as you turned your head to look at your soon-to-be-lover.

    You heard him undressing. You heard a little bit of kissing and what sounded like a handjob being administered. It turned you on that Mistress Lena was fooling around with the other man, even if it was a very mild form of cuckolding.

    “Any lube?” the man asked.

    “Use your spit,” Marjorie said. “The bitch doesn’t deserve anything more than that.”

    You felt the man move to his knees behind you and spread your legs apart. He spit on your ass and roughly worked it inside you with two fingers. You grunted as a sudden outburst of pain spread from your asshole.

    “You better relax. I won’t have you screaming as I fuck you,” he said.

    You closed your eyes and tried your best to relax. You took deep breaths and did your best to concentrate on keeping your anus as loose as possible. You couldn’t help but feel a rush of fear, though. You knew it was going to hurt. You knew the purpose of this was to make you suffer for Marjorie. You knew Mistress Lena wanted you to experience painful anal sex.

    He spit again. Moments later, the wet, thick head of his cock pressed against your asshole. He grabbed your hip with one hand and pulled back. You clenched your teeth as the agony began.

    It felt like you were being split open. His cock must have been enormous. It felt like he hadn’t even fit half the head of his cock inside you and it seemed impossible that he could fit any more of him inside you.

    “How does it feel, bitch?” Marjorie asked. You could hear the seething lust in her voice.

    “It’s agonizing,” you said.

    She laughed and leaned back on the couch. You looked up to see Marjorie spread her legs and play with her pussy. It seemed unequivocal that your suffering brought her pleasure.

    “Beg for it, bitch,” Marjorie demanded.

    Through gritted teeth you said, “Fuck me. Please, fuck me. Destroy my ass.”

    Marjorie moaned as you begged for it. She seemed to find particular pleasure in you begging for him to destroy your ass.

    The head of the cock slipped past your anus and inside you. The man behind you grabbed both your hips and pushed forward. He was under instructions not to be gentle and it seemed that he was taking them seriously.

    “Oh, fuck!” you cried out. You weren’t going to scream. You knew it would be unpleasant to Marjorie and Mistress Lena. The pain was incredible, though. Your knees began to feel weak. Your legs began to twitch.

    “What are you?” Marjorie asked as her fingers moved over her clit.

    “I’m a bitch!” you said.

    The man in your ass bottomed out inside you. He began to slide in and out. He fucked you with his monstrous cock and every thrust brought with it a sensation of deep pain that you desperately wished would end.

    He began to fuck you faster. He was pursuing his orgasm just as Marjorie was pursuing hers. You were little more than a tool to both of them. You were a hole to be fucked and a submissive to be subjected to suffering.

    “Fuck the bitch,” Marjorie said. “Make him suffer.”

    Despite the pain, you found pleasure in your suffering. You found pleasure in Marjorie’s moans as she played with her pussy. You found pleasure in the man fucking your ass because you were making him feel good.

    “Fuck! I’m cumming!” Marjorie cried out.

    You felt a sense of joy. You’d helped her cum. You’d made Mistress Lena’s friend happy.

    When the man inside you pulled out you felt elation. The pain quickly receded as your asshole closed up. Your suffering was over.

    Mistress Lena used a wipe of some kind to clean the man’s cock and then stripped out of her skintight skirt and had him sit on the couch.

    “Come and watch, cuckold,” she said.

    You crawled into place and watched as your Mistress sat astride the other man’s massive cock and sank down onto it. You saw her pussy lips stretch out around him. You heard her beautiful moan. Your asshole throbbed painfully through all of it.

    Mistress Lena kissed him as she began to ride his cock. “I want you to cum inside me,” she said. “Fill me when you’re ready.”

    She bounced up and down on him and her moans grew louder. He reached back and grabbed her ass, helping her wet cunt milk his cock.

    “Fuck, I forgot how incredible your cock is,” Mistress Lena cried out.

    His balls tightened against his body. His orgasm was close.

    They moaned together. They moaned loudly. Then they climaxed together. He spurted his load inside her. You watched his cock pulse.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “My pleasure,” he replied before they shared a soft, slow kiss. “You’re incredible as always.”

    Mistress Lena climbed off of the man that fucked you and sat on the couch next to him. He stood up and dressed as you looked between the legs of the woman you desperately wanted to worship.

    “Come closer,” she said.

    You crawled between her legs. You felt the warmth emanating from them.

    “Don’t you think he deserves a treat for being such a good boy?” Mistress Lena asked her friend.

    “He certainly does. I haven’t cum that hard in years,” Marjorie replied.

    Mistress Lena reached out and caressed your face. Her touch was impossibly gentle and caring. You tilted your head towards her hand. You wanted to stay there all day.

    “I appreciate your willingness to suffer for me,” she said. “It’s what makes you such a good submissive. You truly put my pleasure before yours. You care more about what I crave than about yourself. For that you deserve a reward. You may clean my pussy.”

    She moved her hand to the back of your head and guided you between her legs. You claimed your reward. You devoured her messy, cum-filled pussy. The semen was thick and the taste exceptionally strong.

    “You’re such a good boy,” Mistress Lena said.

    Her words filled you with joy. They made every bit of the suffering worth it.

    “Keep cleaning me. Enjoy your reward. Enjoy my pussy.”

    Her pussy had never tasted better. Worshiping her had never felt more rewarding. The depth of your suffering at the hand of Marjorie and the man that had fucked you made it so much sweeter when Mistress Lena welcomed you back into her warm, dominant embrace.

    As you continued to clean her pussy, Mistress Lena unbuttoned her blouse and released her bra. She played with her breasts as you ate the last drops of cum out of her cunt and looked up at her.

    “Come here,” she said softly while beckoning you to her breasts. “Kiss them.”

    You kissed her breasts. The skin felt impossibly soft and warm against your lips.

    “Suck on them,” she whispered. “Gently.”

    You took her nipple into your mouth and sucked on it as she asked. You ran your tongue over the flesh. You heard her moan quietly. It filled you with a sense of joy. You forgot all the suffering you’d gone through. You only cared about the joy that enveloped you.

    “Good boy,” she whispered.

    You were ready to do anything for your mistress.
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    “Has your ass been seeded yet?” Master Doug asked.

    “No, sir,” you answered.

    He found you cleaning the kitchen, as Mistress Lena had instructed you to do. You were naked with a chastity cage on your cock and a thin leather collar around your neck that had been placed there by your mistress.

    “Have you enjoyed being fucked?” he asked.

    “Yes, sir,” you answered.

    He chuckled. “It’s harder than you might think to find a submissive cuckold that enjoys being taken by a man. Most can’t wrap their heads around embracing their sub status to the extent that they freely offer their bodies for the pleasure of their superiors. You have embraced your sub status though, haven’t you?”

    “I have, sir,” you said.

    “You know your place as an inferior cuckold, don’t you?” he asked as he stepped behind you.

    “I do, sir,” you said. “My place is beneath you. My purpose is to please you and Mistress Lena.”

    “That’s right,” Master Doug said. You felt his breath on your neck. Goose bumps rose on your arms as your body began to tingle with submissive delight.

    “A submissive cuckold does what he’s told. He does what his Master and Mistress demand of him and he does it without question. Isn’t that right?” he asked.

    “Yes, sir,” you answered.

    You heard Master Doug unzip his pants. You felt his cock brush against your ass.

    “Bend over,” he demanded.

    You bent over and braced your hands against the kitchen counter you’d been wiping clean.

    Master Doug grabbed a bottle of olive oil from a shelf above your head and unscrewed the top. You felt the cool liquid hit your lower back and slide down your ass crack.

    “A good sub slut always turns me on,” he said.

    The head of his cock moved between your ass cheeks and pressed against your asshole. You’d been fucked before. You weren’t nervous. You were excited to be serving your Master.

    He penetrated you slowly. The oil made it easy. Master Doug’s cock was large, but it felt good sliding inside your lubed asshole.

    “That’s it,” he said. “Take my cock like a good little whore.”

    You heard the appreciation in his voice. He found your willingness to submit arousing. He liked that you were so eager to make him and his wife happy. He liked that you didn’t put up a fight when he told you to bend over so he could take your ass.

    As Master Doug’s cock filled your ass, you relished the opportunity to be his submissive. You loved that you’d been given the chance to satisfy him. You loved that he was the kind of man that simply took what he wanted. He was nothing like you. He used men like you.

    Master Doug grabbed your hips with both hands and pounded his cock into your ass. The full length slid inside you over and over, stretching your asshole and spreading a sensation of warm happiness throughout your loins.

    “Well, well, using the slut, I see,” Mistress Lena remarked as she stepped into the room.

    “That’s what he’s here for, right?” Master Doug replied as he fucked you harder.

    You felt Mistress Lena’s hand move over your back and to your neck before she appeared to your right.

    “How does his cock feel?” she asked.

    “It’s wonderful,” you replied.

    “My husband is quite gifted, isn’t he?”

    “He is,” you said.

    You couldn’t argue with her assertion. The last time someone fucked you it was an experience of pure pain and suffering. This time it was pleasurable. His big cock felt tremendous as it slid in and out of your asshole. It moved swiftly thanks to the lube and Master Doug’s powerful thrusts.

    Mistress Lena leaned closer. The delicate scent of her perfume filled your nose. You closed your eyes and breathed deeply.

    “You’re our slut now,” she whispered. “He’s going to seed your ass. You’re going to absorb his DNA. He’s going to make you ours when he unleashes inside you, isn’t he?”

    Master Doug fucked your ass harder. His long, thick cock filled you over and over. You felt pleasure. The purest form of pleasure. The sense of submission spread through your body as your Master and Mistress saw to it that you were treated like an object.

    “Yes. I will be your slut. I will be yours to do with as you please,” you admitted.

    Mistress Lena smiled. “Good boy,” she said.

    Her fingers moved from the back of your neck to your lips. You parted them. She pushed her fingers into your tongue and you sucked like the good boy she wanted you to be. You sucked because it felt good to do so.

    Master Doug pushed his cock inside you, groaned, and filled your ass with his seed. You felt his cock pulsing. You heard him moaning. You saw the smile on Mistress Lena’s face.

    Mistress Lena disappeared for a few moments and returned holding a jeweled butt plug. Master Doug pulled his cock from your ass and the plug replaced it.

    “A good submissive never wastes his Master’s seed,” she said. “Let your body absorb it. Let it become a part of you. Savor his gift.”

    You smiled at the notion of Master Doug’s cum residing in your ass until it had been entirely absorbed by your body.

    You stood up to resume your cleaning duties, this time with a smile on your face because you had just been used by your Master and provided him with the pleasure he sought.

    “You’re not quite done yet,” Mistress Lena said.

    She pulled a chair out from the kitchen table and sat as she beckoned you over.

    You fell to your knees in front of your Mistress and looked up at her. “Remove my panties,” she said while lifting her skirt.

    You reached up and pulled down her panties, exposing the pussy that you craved more than anything in the world. Taking Master Doug’s cock and cum was pleasurable for him and provided you with submissive joy. Eating Mistress Lena’s pussy was pleasurable for you and for her.

    “Make me cum,” she said.

    You moved between her legs as Mistress Lena parted them. She moaned as your tongue found her clit. You massaged her throbbing sex organ and brought her the joy she sought. You served her needs, and in doing so you brought yourself joy.

    Your chastised cock throbbed in its cage as you worshiped the cunt of the woman that controlled you. Her moans filled the kitchen and your head. You immersed yourself entirely in the absolute joy of making the beautiful, dominant woman climax.

    She grabbed your head and closed her thighs, trapping you between her legs. She threw her head back, cried out, and had a beautiful orgasm on your tongue.

    “Good boy,” she said while gently pushing you away from her cunt. “Now you may finish your cleaning duties.”

    
      

    

    You felt exhausted after spending most of your day cleaning the home of your Master and Mistress. You were ready to be sent home so you could fall into your bed and sleep for a dozen hours.

    The couple in charge of you had other plans.

    “Join us, cuckold,” Mistress Lena called from the living room.

    You entered and saw her dressed in a tight black lace chemise and stockings. She was on her knees in front of Master Doug, who was naked and fully erect.

    “Join me,” Mistress Lena said as she pointed to the ground next to her.

    You did as you were told.

    “His cock is beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked as her fingers moved up and down the thick shaft.

    “It is,” you admitted.

    “It’s one of the reasons I married him,” Mistress Lena said. “It’s very difficult for a woman to be happy without a big cock to fuck her.” Her eyes moved between your legs. “That’s why you’ll never make a woman truly happy, cuckold. That’s why you need to serve.”

    You said nothing. You knew what she said was true.

    Mistress Lena wrapped her lips around her husband’s big cock as you watched. She sucked him and made him moan.

    “Now you,” Master Doug said as he looked down at you. “Suck my cock.”

    Mistress Lena pointed her husband’s cock towards you. You crawled forward and took him into your mouth. The plump, soft head pushed past your lips and onto your tongue. Master Doug laughed.

    “This is a gift, cuckold,” Mistress Lena whispered as you sucked her husband’s cock. “Worshiping your Master is a gift. Giving him pleasure is your purpose in life.”

    Mistress Lena joined you in pleasuring her husband. She licked his cock as you sucked the head. She took his balls into her mouth and made him moan.

    “Isn’t it wonderful to give pleasure?” she asked as Master Doug stepped back and sat on the couch.

    You nodded as you watched Mistress Lena join her husband. “Worship my feet,” she demanded before leaning into a kiss with your Master.

    You lowered your head to the ground and kissed Mistress Lena’s soft, beautiful feet. She lifted her toes and you took them into your mouth. She laughed at you.

    “Look at the little subby boy. I think we’ve trained him,” she said.

    “He let me fuck and seed him without putting up even a modicum of a fight,” Master Doug added. “We’ve definitely trained him. He’s ours now. He’s moved on from being a submissive. He’s our property. We can do with him as we please.”

    “I like the sound of that,” Mistress Lena said to her husband.

    You liked that they were speaking as if you weren’t in the room. They were acting as if you were theirs to do with as they pleased and you weren’t entirely sure they were wrong. You imagined there was something they could have requested that you would refuse, but you weren’t sure what. Master Doug was right. You’d bent over for him without hesitation. You’d let him take your ass without question.

    “Prepare my pussy for my husband’s cock,” Mistress Lena demanded as she spread her legs.

    You moved between them as she pulled up the soft, delicate lace of her chemise and exposed her pussy. You worshiped her for the second time that day. This time, your purpose was different. This time you were to ensure she was soaking wet so that Master Doug’s cock would slide into her with ease. You moved your tongue between her labia, leaving them soaked in your saliva and her natural juices.

    “I think he’s ready for the party,” Mistress Lena said as you dutifully tongue fucked her pussy and left her soaking wet.

    “Are you sure? That’s more than a little bit of oral and anal play. Most subs can’t make it through the night,” Master Doug replied.

    Mistress Lena grabbed the back of your head and pulled you tighter between her legs. “He’s ready. I know it.”

    Master Doug stood up as he said, “I guess we’ll find out soon enough. For now, I’d like to fuck my wife while the cuckold watches.”

    Mistress Lena pushed your head from between her legs and said, “On your back,” while joining her husband in standing above you.

    She directed you to your back on the couch and swiftly moved on top in what would typically be a 69. You knew your little locked up cock wasn’t going to get any attention, though. You knew your job was to watch and do as you were told.

    Master Doug moved behind his wife and said, “Open up.”

    You parted your lips and he pushed his cock into your throat, making you gag. They both laughed at you.

    Master Doug pulled his cock from your mouth and pushed it into his wife’s wet, waiting pussy as you watched from just a few inches below.

    “Fuck me,” your Mistress encouraged him.

    “With pleasure,” her husband replied as he began to slide his cock in and out of her wet cunt.

    You watched her pussy lips stretch out around his long, thick cock. You listened to the juicy sounds of sex. You felt the little droplets of pleasure dripping onto your face as your Master pounded your Mistress.

    “Open up,” Master Doug demanded once more.

    You opened your mouth and he pulled his cock from the cunt above you and pushed it down your throat. He fucked your face as Mistress Lena wrapped her fingers around your balls and squeezed them. You moaned in pain as his dick stretched your lips.

    “Pleasure him, cuckold,” she said. “Pleasure your Master with your mouth. Give him your body. Let him use you.”

    You hadn’t considered doing anything else. Of course you were going to let Master Doug use your mouth. He could have buried his cock in your throat and left it there until you passed out. You weren’t going to fight him. You were simply going to take it.

    You felt empty when Master Doug pulled out. You knew he preferred to fuck his wife and he was simply having fun with you, that using your submissive mouth thrilled him.

    He pushed his big cock back into Mistress Lena’s pussy. He fucked her harder and faster than before. He made her scream in pleasure. You saw her thighs trembling. You saw her pussy lips cling to his dick as he pulled out and welcome him as he pushed in.

    “Cum inside me!” she said.

    Master Doug’s cock began to pulse as he emptied his load inside her. He groaned loudly as the satisfaction of a great orgasm ripped through his body.

    When he pulled out, Mistress Lena immediately sat on your face. Master Doug’s cum poured into your mouth.

    “Eat his load, cuckold,” she demanded. “Swallow his seed. Take him inside you. Devour your Master’s DNA.”

    You had no choice in the matter. His cum was flowing onto your tongue whether you wanted it to or not. You ate what was given to you. You ate it eagerly. You swallowed what Mistress Lena fed to you.

    “Make me cum, cuckold,” she demanded.

    You moved your tongue to her clit and worshiped her pussy. You licked rhythmically and listened as moans of pure pleasure escaped the lips of the woman riding your face.

    You made Mistress Lena cum, and in the process she rubbed her pussy all over your face. You felt the wetness as she climbed off of you. Both her and Master Doug laughed as they looked down at you.

    “Time to go, cum slut,” Mistress Lena said. “We’ll be in touch when it’s time for the party.”

    You couldn’t help but wonder what the party they kept mentioning would involve. It sounded a touch ominous. Were they really going to push your limits? Would you be made to serve countless men and women?

    Despite your fears of what might happen, you couldn’t wait to be thrown into another new experience that promised to be filled with submissive delights.
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    “Put your hands behind your head,” Mistress Lena demanded.

    You did as you were told and saw her smile. She inspected your naked body. Her fingers grasped your locked cock and tugged on the chastity device to ensure it would stay on.

    “We’re having guests over tonight,” she said, “and you’re going to be our servant for the evening.”

    You wondered what she meant, but you said nothing. Everything Mistress Lena and Master Doug had put you through had been pleasurable in one way or another and you’d reached a point where you trusted them enough to feel like you’d be safe, even if you were almost certainly going to be used for the pleasure of their guests.

    “Bend over,” she said while moving behind you.

    You dutifully bent over and rested your hands on your knees.

    “You’re going to feel a bit of pressure.”

    Your head shot up as you felt something press against your asshole. You took a deep breath to try and relax and soon enough something had slipped inside you.

    “That’s to ensure you’re ready for this evening,” Mistress Lena said. “When one of our guests wishes to use you they can simply pull out the plug and do as they desire.”

    Mistress Lena picked up the leather collar from her bedside table and stepped in front of you.

    “Are you going to be a good boy tonight?” she asked while slipping the leather collar around your neck and stepping behind you to snap it into place. She attached a small padlock to ensure you couldn’t be set free from it without her permission.

    “Yes, Mistress,” you answered.

    “Is the cuckold ready?” Master Doug asked as he emerged from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.

    Mistress Lena turned to her husband and smiled. “Just about. What do you think?”

    Master Doug approached and appraised the work his wife had done. You felt like a horse he was considering buying.

    “Is he aware of what he’ll be doing tonight?” Master Doug asked.

    Mistress Lena reached out and grasped your locked cock once more. Her fingers danced skillfully over your testicles, filling you with arousal. After more than two weeks without an orgasm you felt quite pent up.

    “I’ve informed him that he’ll be acting as a servant for our guests.” She turned to her husband and smiled. “Though I suppose I haven’t told him exactly what his duties will be.”

    Master Doug laughed as he looked at you. He stepped in front of you, loosened his towel, and gestured towards the floor. You fell to your knees and looked up at him.

    “Suck my cock, cuckold,” he demanded.

    You took his cock into your mouth on command, just like a good cuckold.

    Mistress Lena moved behind you and applied gentle pressure to the back of your head. You took more of your Master’s cock down your throat and tried your best not to gag too much.

    “You’re going to be whatever our guests want you to be tonight, cuckold,” Mistress Lena said. “You’re going to suck cock. You’re going to eat pussy. You’re going to fucked. You’re going to eat cum. You might even swallow piss if they’re inclined to use you that way.”

    More of Master Doug’s cock disappeared into your mouth. You were nearly deepthroating the entire thing. Your eyes were watering but you were filled with desire, in part because of what Mistress Lena was saying and in part because you were being a good submissive cocksucker.

    “You’re going to be a toy tonight, cuckold,” Master Doug said as he watched you swallow his cock over and over.

    He grabbed a handful of your hair and pulled your head back, depriving you of his cock.

    “You want more, don’t you?” he asked.

    You nodded. “Yes, Master.”

    “Good. There will be plenty of cock to enjoy tonight. Pussy, too. Just make sure that you do a good job, cuckold. The punishment will be harsh if you fail to entertain our friends as we desire. Do you understand?” he asked while leaning down.

    “Yes, Master. I understand,” you said.

    You thought of the gleeful way Mistress Lena had reddened your ass with her friend. That was playful and yet it had caused great pain. You couldn’t imagine what it would feel like if they were actually trying to punish you.

    “I’ll be a perfect servant,” you added.

    “We know you will,” Mistress Lena said before pulling you to your feet and delivering a painful smack to your ass.

    “One final touch,” she said before retrieving a black leather hood with openings for your eyes, nose, and mouth.

    Mistress Lena pulled it over your head. The smell of leather filled your nose. The fit was snug and had the immediate effect of pushing you deeper into submission.

    “Let’s go,” she said while grabbing your cock and leading you to the living room.

    Most of the furniture had been cleared away. There was an ottoman in the middle of the room that Mistress Lena pointed to.

    “On your hands and knees,” she said.

    You took your place and felt her fingernails move over your back. The pain made you wince as she laughed.

    “This is the first night of the rest of your life,” she said. “Tonight, you officially become ours. I hope you’re ready.”

    You hoped so too.

    
      

    

    The first guests arrived shortly after you took your place on the ottoman. Mistress Lena and Master Doug welcomed them to their home with kind words and kisses on the cheek. They offered drinks and appetizers. No mention was made of the naked submissive in the middle of the room.

    Occasionally someone would reach out and grab your locked cock or smack your ass. You’d do your best not to help from the surprise or the sudden burst of pain.

    “Is this the new one?” someone asked at one point.

    “Yes. I’ve heard he’s an absolute slut,” someone else replied. “Their finest submissive yet.”

    They were talking about you like you were an object, and it seemed obvious that to the party’s guests that’s exactly what you were.

    “Does this one fuck?” a male voice asked.

    “Oh, absolutely,” Master Doug replied. “He got there quicker than most, in fact. He seemed to have little trouble offering his ass. He was seeded the first time just the other day.”

    “Did you enjoy your gift?” the other man asked.

    “Of course he did. He’s a good submissive, after all. He enjoys and appreciates any gift that his Master and Mistress give him.”

    “Does he know what’s coming tonight?”

    Master Doug laughed. “Not entirely, no. He hasn’t been fully informed. That’s not the kind of information a submissive needs. He offers himself for our pleasure, after all. What we want is what matters.”

    You knew better than to say anything, but you wanted to agree with Master Doug. His words rang true. You felt a deep, overwhelming desire to offer yourself for the pleasure of your Master and Mistress, and while you hadn’t been informed of what would happen at the party, you had a good idea that you were going to be used as any party guest felt necessary.

    It was another half hour before you got a chance to prove exactly how submissive you were. Mistress Lena was the one to kick off the entertainment.

    “As you know, these parties always begin with a punishment to put our submissive in an even more pliable place,” she said.

    Moments later something struck your ass. The pain was immediate and overwhelming. You cried out. You couldn’t help it. You heard laughter around the room.

    Mistress Lena struck you again. It felt like a leather belt hitting your ass. It was wide and the material bit into your flesh as it struck you.

    “Would anyone else like a turn?” she asked.

    You heard several women express their desire to beat you with the belt. You submitted to a series of harsh lashes across the ass. Your head fell to the ottoman as your ass stayed up. No one corrected you. They seemed to understand that the pain was overwhelming.

    A few tears flowed from your eyes. It was too much to bear. Mistress Lena fell to her knees in front of you. “This is your place,” she whispered. “You are ours to do with as we please.”

    Her words soothed you. They helped guide you into subspace as the party’s guests flogged your ass and left it red and in great pain.

    “You must suffer through this evening. You must serve as you are told,” she said softly. “You must accept your place as our submissive.”

    “I will,” you said.

    Her fingers brushed against your lips. You opened your mouth and she penetrated it. Three fingers moved onto your tongue and towards the back of your throat. Mistress Lena fucked your mouth and you welcomed it as a distraction from the pain.

    “Is he ready?” Master Doug asked.

    “He is,” Mistress Lena answered.

    You heard someone unzip their pants. Master Doug’s cock appeared in front of your mouth. He pushed it between your lips as Mistress Lena stood aside. Just like that your mouth was being fucked in front of a sizable audience.

    The room filled with the sounds of pleasure. You heard kissing, moans, and people stripping. You heard wetness as cunts were fingered. All you could see was Master Doug’s pubes as he held your head in place and fucked your mouth. You knew an orgy was breaking out, though.

    Master Doug’s cock slipped from your mouth and was quickly replaced by another. The guy held your head and fucked your mouth aggressively. He made you gag on his cock and laughed as you did. He pushed himself into your throat and held his erection there, taking obvious glee from the fact that you couldn’t breathe and that he was in total control.

    He pulled out and slapped your hooded face with his thick, wet dick. “Do you want more?” he asked.

    “Yes, sir,” you replied.

    He shoved his dick down your throat again. You sucked him. You’d never met him, but you sucked him eagerly. You sucked cock because it was your place. You sucked cock like a good submissive.

    When the man pulled out and stepped away, a beautiful, closely trimmed pussy appeared in front of you.

    “I know you eat pussy too, so get to work,” the dominant woman said as she pulled your mouth between her legs.

    You ate her pussy like a good submissive. You got her wet for what you assumed was a good fucking. You licked and sucked and did everything you could to ensure her pleasure.

    Your mouth was used for pleasure by the party’s guests. Cocks fucked your throat. You licked wet pussies. You listened to the moans of pleasure happening around you.

    Your jaw was exhausted, but you persisted. You didn’t put up a fight when a cock appeared in front of you. You simply sucked what you were offered. You licked the numerous wet pussies that required service. You made everyone that wanted a piece of you feel good.

    “Is his ass up for use?” someone asked.

    “Of course,” Mistress Lena replied. “You’ll have to use protection. Master Doug is the only one permitted to fuck him bare.”

    “Of course,” the man replied.

    You heard a condom wrapped being torn open. You felt his hands on your ass. You felt him remove the butt plug. You felt his cock at your entrance.

    Mistress Lena stepped in front of you once again. “You’re a fuck toy,” she said. “Your body is meant to give pleasure. That is your sole purpose. You’ve given yourself to your Master and I and we’re giving you to our friends. You will take what they deliver. You will give pleasure. You will serve them.”

    “Yes, Mistress,” you answered.

    The cock filled your ass over and over. When Mistress Lena stood and walked away, another man took her place. They spit roasted you. People cheered as they watched you get fucked from both ends. They cheered for the entertainment in the middle of the party. They cheered as you were treated like a piece of meat.

    You felt precum dripping from your locked cock. The relentless anal pounding stimulated you in an unexpected way. Your ass was lubed and the dick moved in and out of you with ease. It filled you and stretched you. The man in your mouth fucked your throat relentlessly.

    More men used you as their wives watched and cheered. They liked seeing a fuck slut get pounded. They liked seeing their husbands take out their aggression on your holes. They liked you being at the center of such vigorous ass and mouth fucking.

    Eventually, Mistress Lena moved you to your back. You laid on the ottoman and looked up. You were afforded a new view of the party. You saw naked men and women all around you. You saw and heard beautiful sex. You saw cocksucking and pussy licking. You saw the most hedonistic display imaginable.

    Then a woman climbed on top of you. Her pussy was above your face. It was wet and slippery. It had been freshly fucked. You waited, hoping she would sit on your mouth and let you worship her.

    A cock appeared behind her. It slid inside her. It fucked her hard and fast. You watched and listened. She grabbed your balls and squeezed them until they hurt.

    The man fucking her pumped his load inside her. You watched the beautiful pulsing of his shaft and his balls as he unloaded.

    She sat on your face when he pulled out. She emptied his load into your mouth. You pushed your tongue inside and cleaned her like a good cuckold. You ate everything he offered. You ate it like a good submissive bitch is supposed to.

    A second man fucked the woman on top of you. His cock was bigger and he fucked her harder. She screamed in pleasure. She climaxed with him inside her. You watched, knowing full well that you didn’t have a cock capable of making a woman feel like that.

    He came inside her. She sat on your face again. His load was massive. You almost choked as it slid into your mouth and nearly overwhelmed you before you could swallow. You took his spunk inside you. You ate it. You welcomed it into your stomach. Your cock tingled in its cage as you contemplated having the seed of two men in your body.

    Another woman moved over you. A big cock slid into her pussy from behind. You watched again as someone got fucked. You watched as your dick ached in its cage. You watched while dreaming of release.

    The guy pulled out before cumming inside her and shoved his cock in your mouth. He pushed it down your throat and climaxed. He pumped his seed directly into your stomach. You didn’t even get to taste it. You were nothing more than a cum dumpster for him.

    Eventually, the party came to a close. You were exhausted. Your ass and mouth had been used relentlessly. You’d been fed so much cum you’d lost count of the loads you’d swallowed. You’d worshiped pussy. You’d made men and women cum. You’d been the sex toy your Master and Mistress wanted you to be.

    After the final guest had left, Mistress Lena guided you off the ottoman and onto your knees in front of the couch. She sat and spread her legs.

    “You may worship,” she said.

    You licked her pussy. It was sweeter than all the others. It felt better to worship her. It felt pure and perfect to lick your Mistress and make her moan.

    Master Doug moved behind you. He pushed his bare cock into your ass. Your Master and Mistress spit roasted you.

    “He was so good tonight,” Mistress Lena said.

    Master Doug held your hips and pumped his big cock in and out of your ass. “He was perfect.”

    When Master Doug pulled out you thought he might have cum without you knowing it. Instead, he wanted you to clean his cock.

    He pulled your head from between Mistress Lena’s legs and pushed his dick into your mouth. You tasted your ass, though it was largely clean.

    “Suck it clean, cuck,” he said.

    He fucked your face. You kept your lips tight around his shaft and ran your tongue over it as he pumped in and out of your mouth. You wanted to clean him of the nasty juices from your asshole.

    Master Doug sat on the couch and Mistress Lena straddled him. You watched them fuck. You watched them take pleasure in each other. You watched them celebrate their kinky connection.

    You watched Master Doug cum in his wife. You yearned for the pleasure of cleaning them.

    “Clean his cock,” Mistress Lena demanded as she climbed off of her husband.

    You took him into your mouth. You sucked the cum off his cock. You deepthroated it. You licked his balls. You licked his shaft. You made sure it was perfectly clean.

    “Clean her cunt,” Master Doug said.

    You moved between her legs and licked up the cum. You cleaned the messy creampie. You devoured every drop of semen leaking out of her. You ate it like a good submissive cuckold. You ate it because it gave you pleasure.

    When you were finished, you sat back on your knees and looked up at your Master and Mistress. They seemed blissfully happy with you.

    “We’ve made up a room for you,” Mistress Lena said. “It’s in the basement. You’ll be staying there from now on.”

    You looked from your Mistress to your Master.

    “You’re ours now,” Master Doug said. “You will live your life in our service. You will do as you’re told without hesitation. You will dedicate yourself to our pleasure.”

    “Yes, Master,” you said.

    Mistress Lena stood up. “Follow me. I’ll show you to your quarters. You’ll be permitted to shower and then you’ll need to clean up the mess we made.”

    “Yes, Mistress,” you said as you followed. 

    You were taking the first steps of your new life of complete and utter submission to a married couple. You’d finally found your place. You couldn’t have been happier.

    The End

  Couple Seeks Submissive Cuckold – Part 1
You were just going to masturbate. You were going to jerk off to your favorite cuckold videos and browse the cuckoldress personal ads on Fetlife and stroke your cock while fantasizing about actually making your submissive desires a reality. Then you came across the ad that changed your life:Couple Seeks Submissive Cuckold
My husband and I are seeking a submissive cuckold to serve us. Expect heavy humiliation, sexual servitude, punishment, objectification, and pain. You will be kept in chastity in our presence.
We’d like to find someone to make our long term submissive, but we’re going to take it slow at first. My husband and I are both dominant and we need a sub (with few limits) to serve us in every way imaginable.
Do not contact us unless you’re willing to do the following: Wear a chastity device (you must own one before you contact us), suck cock, clean creampies, worship pussy and ass (mine and his), endure spankings and other punishments, get fucked (my strapon and his cock), and endure public humiliation.
Their ad was the one that made you cum. You imagined wearing a chastity device for this couple. You imagined sucking his cock before he fucked his wife. You imagined licking his cum out of her and then worshiping her ass. You imagined taking a strapon. You even imagined taking his cock. It was every submissive fantasy you’d ever had rolled into one.
The next day, you went back to the ad. You browsed their profile. You read a few of their posts. You jerked off to pictures of the couple. You stared at his cock and imagined sucking it before he fucked her. You stared at her ass and imagined your face between her cheeks.
Buying a chastity device was the first step towards the decision that would change your life. You told yourself it didn’t mean you were actually going to contact them. You said it would just be fun to try it out. You’d masturbated to chastity pictures and captions before and you wanted to see what it would be like to lock yourself.
You liked being locked. You liked how horny you felt all the time. You liked the tightness of the cage on your cock. You liked that little bit of pain when you’d get aroused. Ultimately, it was your time in the chastity device that made you send that first message.
Hi,
I’ve never done anything like this before and I don’t have any experience being a submissive, but I can’t stop thinking about your ad looking for a submissive cuckold.
We actually live in the same state so I wouldn’t have to relocate to serve you. Have you found anyone yet? Would you be willing to take on someone without any experience?
Thanks
Your cock throbbed in its cage as you wrote the message. Your hands were trembling as you clicked send. You figured they wouldn’t even get back to you, but you were serious about serving them. For the first time in your life, you were sharing your submissive desires.
You were sitting at your computer debating whether or not to unlock your cock and masturbate when a reply came in.
Hello Cuck,
We’re willing to train an inexperienced submissive. We’re not willing to waste time with someone just playing out a fantasy. If you want to be considered, send a picture of your cock in chastity. Write a note saying “I want to be your submissive” and hold it in the picture to prove you’re for real and we’ll talk further.
Your heart pounded as you read the message. They were interested. Were you? It took only a few moments to decide that you would take the picture. What was the worst that could happen? It was only a picture of your cock in a chastity device. No one would know it was you. Even if these people turned out to be fakes, there was no harm in it.
You quickly wrote the note as instructed and held it above your locked cock to snap a picture. In a few moments you sent it to the dominant couple as they’d requested. A few minutes later a response came in:
Hello Cuck,
Good boy! Thank you for the picture. Your little cock looks suitably useless in its cage. We’d like to meet you. We’ll begin at a Starbucks and if things go well we can all go back to our house to begin your training. It goes without saying that your cock will need to be locked for the meeting and all subsequent in person sessions with us.
It all happened so quickly. You went from fantasizing about serving this couple to setting a meeting to see if they’d take you on as their submissive-in-training. Still locked, you couldn’t control your excitement. Your cock throbbed and dripped precum out the small opening at the tip of the chastity device. You fought the urge to masturbate, instead choosing to luxuriate in the overwhelming excitement of what the next day might hold for you.


Doug and Lena were in their late 40s and both were exceptionally fit. He was tall, handsome, effortlessly charming and blessed with a strong jaw, a full head of dark hair, and a strong handshake. She was slender, leggy brunette with big breasts, a perfectly shaped nose, and big blue eyes that seemed to stare into your soul as you shook her hand.
“I’m glad you showed up,” Lena said as you sat down with them at the Starbucks. “We’ve had more than a few potential submissives bail on us.”
Her use of the word submissive caused you to whip your head around to see if anyone had heard or was staring and wondering what the three of you were talking about. When you turned back they both had stern looks on their faces.
“You’ll need to get over your fear of exposure,” Doug said. “If we take you on as our submissive, people will know. Our friends will certainly know and we will subject you to public humiliation. That’s all part of the training though. We don’t expect you to be perfect from the beginning.”
“This is going to be a long process,” Lena said as she reached across the table and took your hand in hers. Her fingers were soft and warm and the way she ran them over your skin instantly soothed you. “There isn’t much we can do at a coffee shop though, so why don’t we go back to our house.”
Without waiting for your confirmation, Doug and Lena stood and walked out. You left your drink on the table and followed behind them. You couldn’t ignore the throbbing between your legs. You wanted this.
“We’ll take our car,” Doug said. “We’ll drop you off afterwards. Come on. Get in the back seat.”
You climbed into the back seat of their Range Rover without hesitation. You noticed a smile on Lena’s face.
She turned to face you and said, “It’s a short drive. Ten minutes or so. In the mean time, why don’t you tell me how long you’ve had these submissive fantasies?”
“It’s been as long as I can remember, to be honest,” you said. “One of the first things I ever masturbated to was female domination stories with strapon sex, facesitting, humiliation, that sort of thing. I’ve always been more turned on by sub stuff than anything else.”
Lena smiled at you. “That’s good. We like to hear that, don’t we Doug?”
“We certainly do,” he said while looking at you in the rearview mirror.
A few silent minutes passed before Lena turned around again and said, “Strip.”
Dumbfounded, you said “Sorry, what?”
“I’m not in the habit of asking for things twice. If you can’t do what you’re told the first time I tell you to do it, we’re not going to get very far in your training. Now strip!” Lena yelled.
You followed Lena’s orders, sufficiently chastened by her tone and the volume of her voice. Soon your clothes were in a pile next to you and your bare ass rested against the cool leather of their luxury SUV’s seats.
“Good boy,” Lena said. “I’m glad you wore your chastity cage or you’d be on the side of the road right now and your clothes would still be in our car.” Something about her tone made you believe she wasn’t kidding.
Soon Doug pulled the car onto a long driveway and you watched as a beautiful house came into view. It was a large, two story Cape Cod style home surrounded by tall trees with a large porch and a three car garage. Much to your disappointment, the garage doors never opened as Doug turned off the car in the driveway.
“In the house,” Lena ordered.
Fear rushed through you, but you could only see one neighbor’s house so you figured it was safe enough to scamper to the front door without being seen naked.
“Stay there,” Doug said as he pointed to the welcome mat after the three of you had entered their beautifully designed home.
You felt exposed wearing nothing but the chastity cage around your cock. For the first time in a long time, there was genuine fear running through you. It was a fear of the unknown more than anything else. You had no idea what you were about to experience and you were literally laid bare, standing there at the entrance to the home of these two strangers.
“Come,” Lena said as she led you to living room. “On your knees,” she ordered. You sank to your knees and looked up at her and Doug as they stood in front of you. “You’re not the first prospective cuckold submissive to be in this position. Several have come before you and none made it to the second session.”
Lena walked behind you as she continued. “As I said when we talked on Fetlife, we’re not expecting you to be perfect right out of the gate. You made it clear you’re inexperienced and we’re okay with that. What we can’t stand are the men that are too cowardly to commit to anything. They get scared and run away at the first touch of pain against their flesh or refuse to open their mouths when Doug produces his cock for a blowjob.”
Lena appeared in front of you again, this time holding a riding crop. “You’re not going to do that, are you?” she asked.
“No,” you answered, and Lena brought the riding crop down on your chest. You cried out in pain.
“You will refer to me as mistress and Doug as master. Do you understand?” she asked.
“Yes mistress,” you said with the pain still obvious in your voice.
“Do you want to be trained as a submissive cuckold?” Doug asked in a stern voice.
“Yes master,” you replied.
“Do you understand that your sole purpose will be to meet our needs and that your desires won’t matter in the slightest?” he asked.
“Yes master.”
“Good. Then it’s time for your first lesson.” Doug unzipped his pants and let them drop to the floor. His briefs followed and an impressively large flaccid cock appeared. “As our cuckold you will be a cocksucker. When you’re told to suck cock you’ll do it without hesitation. Do you understand?”
You looked at his big cock and imagined it in your mouth. You imagined be made to suck it often. You imagined fluffing him every time he fucked his wife. “Yes master, I understand,” you said.
“Very good. Then suck my cock,” Doug ordered.
You moved closer and took his soft cock in your hand. You opened up and took him into your mouth. For the first time in your life you had a dick on your tongue.
“Damn!” Doug cried out. “Watch the teeth, bitch!”
“It’s okay, honey. Let me help him,” Lena said in a soothing voice as she got her knees next to you. “You know every cocksucker needs a little help.” She turned to you. “Isn’t that right, cocksucker? You need a little help, don’t you?”
You felt genuine embarrassment at your inability to perform. “Yes mistress. Please help me.”
“Of course I will sweetie,” she said with a smile. “As Doug has already mentioned, it’s very important that you avoid running your teeth over his cock. This is a very sensitive instrument and it doesn’t like pain. He’s also quite large, as I’m sure you noticed, which means you’ll probably need to use your lips as a barrier between your teeth and his flesh. Here, let me show you.”
You watched as Lena took her husband’s big cock into her mouth and sucked him. It was beautiful beyond words, and the closest you’d ever been to a blowjob in person. She closed her eyes and sucked him passionately as he moaned. You felt jealous of her skill. You wanted to be a cocksucker like that.
Lena let the big cock pop out of her mouth and smiled at you. “Here, you try.”
You took the now hard shaft in your hand and opened up again. This time you made sure your lips shielded his cock from your teeth and took him into your mouth again.
Doug groaned. “Ahhh. That’s much better. There you go. Keep sucking me just like that.”
“That’s so much better!” Lena said as she watched you blow her husband. “You’ll be a world class cocksucker in no time. And don’t worry; you’re going to have lots of practice.”
Suddenly, Doug grabbed your head and forced his cock deep into your mouth. Your gag reflex triggered, but he didn’t stop. He pushed you deeper, making you take more. Only when you pushed against his thighs did he relent.
You gasped for air when his cock finally left your mouth. Long strings of mucous ran from your lips to his cock and eventually dripped onto your chest.
“Awww, did you gag on his cock?” Lena asked with a laugh. You burned with humiliation as she giggled at your expense. “Well, I guess you’re not much of a cocksucker yet, are you?” she said as she stood and picked up her riding crop.
“Bad cocksuckers need to be punished, don’t they Doug?” she asked.
“They certainly do,” Doug responded.
You heard the riding crop move through the air before the little leather strip landed on your ass. You cried out in pain and reached back to soothe the stinging flesh. Another strike landed, this time on the other cheek. Again you cried out, but this time actual tears formed in your eyes. The pain was so intense you couldn’t stop them.
“Please, stop,” you pleaded.
“You should have been a better cocksucker,” Lena said before striking you again with the riding crop.
You fell to the floor, your body writhing in pain and tears flowing freely. It was only three strokes and yet the suffering was so intense.
Doug stood above you stroking his cock. “I think we might have found one that’s going to stick around, honey.”
“You might be right,” Lena said as she moved next to her husband and took his big balls in her hand. She rolled them in her fingers as they kissed and Doug continued to masturbate. You were curled into a ball on the floor watching them connect and it was strangely arousing.
Doug groaned and his cock exploded in orgasm. His cum rained down on you, splashing on your face, side, legs, and ass. You closed your eyes and curled up tighter as he soiled you with his seed.
When he was finished Lena dropped a towel on the floor next to you. “Clean up, slut, and I’ll take you back to your car.”
Part 2 Coming Soon

    Cream for the Cuckold

    The bedroom door is open and the sounds of sex drift down the hallway and to your ears as you sit in the living room. Your beautiful girlfriend is in bed with another man. She’s cuckolding you yet again. It’s not happening against your will, though. You crave this. Your body is alive with pleasure. You wish she’d let you watch, but sometimes she chooses to kick you out of the bedroom. She likes to mix things up.

    You hear the faint, rhythmic squeaking of your bed that only happens during particularly vigorous sex. You hear your girlfriend’s loud, rhythmic moans of pleasure. You know that means he’s fucking her. His cock is moving in and out of her pussy. You’ve seen it before, so you close your eyes and picture it. You see her labia parting for him with every thrust. You hear the sounds of wetness as he fills her. You see the look of pure, wild, lusty joy on her face as she indulges in the kind of animalistic sex that she has with him. That kind of sex is the reason she continues to cuckold you. She loves that kind of sex and he’s so much better at giving it to her than you are.

    You’re under strict instructions not to masturbate, and while it’s difficult to resist, you refrain from touching yourself. Instead, you sit on the couch with a throbbing erection and a slowly growing precum stain in the front of your pants. It’s as if a little more juice leaks out of you with every moan from your girlfriend.

    “Oh…fuck…I love your cock,” she says. “I fucking love your cock!”

    You know that means she’s getting close. Her sense of bliss is slowly increasing and sometimes she can’t help but let loose a torrent of expletive-laced appreciation for the man fucking her. You think of the last time you had sex with her. It was slow and soft and beautiful. She was on top. She rode you slowly. You kissed and touched and whispered sweet nothings to each other. You both came and you were certain she enjoyed herself, but what’s unfolding in your bedroom is entirely different. It’s always that way with him. He always fucks her with such power. He’s perfect in that way. He gives her something that you can’t, and you give her something she can’t. At least you hope that’s true. Why else would she stay with you if it wasn’t?

    “Fuck…I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    Loud, lusty, wild, wondrous moans follow as your girlfriend cums on another man’s cock. She’s louder with him than she is with you. In the past, you’ve asked her why that’s the case. She’s always said that she cums harder when he fucks her. The orgasms are better, so she’s louder. She always tells you she loves you after she says that. You believe her, too. You believe that she likes having sex with you. It’s just that she loves having sex with him. Thankfully, you love it too. If you’re honest, you cum harder when she fucks him too. You can’t help but get more turned on when someone else is making her cum than when you’re inside her.

    The sounds of sex change. You know he’s taking her from behind. Sometimes, she cums quicker than he does and she lets him have her however he wants. He doesn’t seem to have a favorite position, as he mixes it up when given the choice. This time, though, he’s chosen doggystyle. The sound of his pelvis slamming into her beautiful round ass is what gives it away. No other position makes that sound.

    He’s fucking her harder and faster, too. You can hear it. He speeds up a little as he gets closer to cumming. She moans louder to encourage him to unload.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum in my cunt. Cum in my tight little cunt!”

    Your heart leaps at those words. It’s your favorite thing to hear her say. You love when he cums inside her. It doesn’t always happen, but when it does you always get to have fun afterwards.

    He grunts loudly. The sounds of sex no longer drift from the bedroom. He’s cumming inside your girlfriend. His cock is launching volley after volley of thick, hot semen into her pussy. He’s deep inside her and claiming the pleasure that every man craves when he fucks a woman.

    You look down at your pants and see the sizable precum stain. You’ve been leaking from the moment your girlfriend started moaning. You can’t help it. Nothing turns you on quite like being cuckolded.

    A few minutes pass before you hear footsteps coming down the hallway. You turn to see her dressed in the black lingerie she wore for him. You’re not sure if she put it back on for you or kept it on while they were fucking, but you love it. She’s even wearing the heels. She has a seductive smile on her face as she approaches.

    You expect her to join you on the couch, but instead she takes a left turn and heads for the wooden bench that rests along the far wall of your apartment. She seems to be glowing thanks to the diffuse light filling the room through the sheer curtains.

    “Come,” she says.

    You stand and approach your beautiful, lingerie-clad girlfriend. She spreads her legs and your eyes drift between them. You see a damp spot in her black lace panties. You know what waits behind them. The only question is what she intends to do with you. Last time she scooped his cum from her pussy and used it as lube for a particularly thrilling handjob. The time before that she let you slide your cock inside her for a handful of pumps before making you pull out to masturbate because she thought it would be hotter if he was the only man that got to cum inside her that day. She was right. You came all over her stomach and pussy lips as pleasure vibrated through your body in the most wondrous way.

    “Get naked,” she instructs.

    You strip as she leans back and watches. She smiles as you drop your pants and underwear, exposing your stiff cock. The head is shiny from the steady flow of precum and she reaches out to run her index finger over it. It’s the slightest kind of touch, but it feels spectacularly good.

    “Kiss me,” she says.

    You lean down and kiss your girlfriend as she wraps her fingers around your cock and strokes you. You think of her kissing him. You think of his cock in her mouth – she always gives him a blowjob before they fuck. You’ve seen him slip a finger into her mouth as they’re fucking. You wonder if he did the same today. You wonder if you’re tasting all of that as her tongue dances with yours.

    She leans back and you see a hint of wild desire in her eyes. It seems that a kiss with her boyfriend has reinvigorated your girlfriend. She releases your cock and slips a hand into her panties. She holds your gaze and moans. Her hand emerges and she holds up two fingers. They look shiny. They’re coated in his cum and her juices.

    Your girlfriend leans forward, but she doesn’t offer you her fingers. Instead, she takes them into her mouth, sucks them clean, and kisses you. She feeds you a taste of his cum on her tongue and you welcome it. You moan when she grabs your cock once more and strokes you.

    “Does it taste good?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Get on your knees,” she demands. You drop to your knees and your girlfriend sits back and spreads her legs. “I want to taste his load. I want you to clean it out of me and then kiss me. I want you to share his cum with me. I want you to be a dirty little cuckold and share his sticky, salty load with me.”

    Your girlfriend pulls aside her panties and grabs a handful of your hair. She guides your head between her legs, ensuring that you show no hesitation in doing as she desires. You push your tongue between her pussy lips and lick up everything you can find. You hold it in your mouth as the salty taste threatens to overwhelm you. Some of it slides towards your throat, but you make sure not to swallow. You’re not going to disappoint her, after all.

    She pulls back on your hair and you look up at her. She offers a seductive smile and leans down. Her lips part slightly before they reach yours. Her tongue moves aggressively into your mouth. She moans as you share the taste of his cum with her. You close your eyes and lose yourself in the kiss. You embrace how utterly filthy it is and your dick throbs.

    “You like it when he cums inside me, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod as she maintains her tight grip on your hair.

    “I like that you’re such a naughty slut for it,” she says. “You love that I use it to have fun with you after he fucks me, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “Good,” she says. “Now clean the rest out of me. Don’t fucking swallow, though, even if you want to.”

    You drop down again. You push your tongue inside her pussy again. You find as much of his cum as you can. You devour her slippery, freshly-fucked cunt. You savor the taste and the way she moans as you’re doing it. You sink into the state of bliss your girlfriend has worked to put you in.

    “Kiss me,” she says. “Share it with me. Share his cum, you greedy little slut.”

    You kiss her. You push his cum into her mouth. Your tongues dance once more. The cum gets wonderfully foamy and messy. It coats the inside of your mouth and the back of your throat. It’s all you can taste. It feels like it’s all you’ll be able to taste for the rest of the night.

    She pulls back, stands up, and points to the bench. You take her place and she drops to her knees in front of you. She smiles and opens her mouth. You see the foamy cum inside. Her head drops down and she takes your cock into her mouth. She bathes it in his cum. She blows you with another man’s load in her mouth. You groan loudly at the pleasure her skillful cocksucking offers and the intensely kinky notion of being blown while your cock is bathed in someone else’s semen.

    She pulls you closer and your ass hangs off the edge of the bench. She rubs your taint and her fingers dance towards your asshole. You close your eyes and your balls tighten as your orgasm nears. Your girlfriend’s fingers find your asshole and she applies gentle pressure as she sucks with vigor. You moan as she pulls you deeper into a sense of kink.

    You think of the sounds of sex that came from your bedroom. You think of him cumming inside her. You think of eating that cum from her pussy. You think of kissing her. You think of the taste of his load still in your mouth. You think of the cum-coated blowjob you’re getting. You think of the kinky stimulation of her finger working your asshole.

    You unload in her mouth. You groan almost as loudly as he did as your cum spurts onto your girlfriend’s tongue. Shot after shot launches into her wet, warm, willing mouth.

    You look down at her as the last few spasms of pleasure work their way up your shaft. She puts her hands on your knees, pulls her mouth from your cock, and opens up. You see a pool of cum resting on your tongue.

    Your girlfriend stands up and bends over. She tilts your head back and you open your mouth. She spits every drop of the cum onto your tongue. You take it all without question.

    “Swallow,” she says.

    You swallow the cummy mess she just gave you. It slides down your throat with ease. Now it’s resting in your stomach.

    “On the floor,” she says.

    You slide off the bench and sit on the floor. She steps closer, grabs your head with both hands, and pulls your mouth between her legs.

    “Eat my pussy,” she says. “Make me cum.”

    You do as you’re told.

  Creampie Cleanup Audio
I guarantee you're going to absolutely love this fantastically hot audio file. Cuckold creampie cleanup is the theme and AprilW9, the audio artist I hired to create this beautiful file, does a wonderful job.The fun begins before she leaves for her date. You help her get dressed and she teases you a little before making it clear that you're going to clean up a creampie tonight.
When she gets back, the cum cleaning fun begins. You must listen to it. It's truly spectacular stuff.

    Creampie Cleanup Humiliation for Her Cuckold

    It makes your little cucky dick stiff to see another man’s load dripping from your wife’s pussy, doesn't it?. Admit it. Say it out loud. Say, “It makes my little cucky dick stiff to see another man’s load dripping from my wife’s pussy.”

    That’s okay. You’re like every other cuckold. It’s good. You know what turns you on and you’ve embraced it. Plus, now your wife gets to fuck someone that can actually make her cum. Everyone wins.

    Is your cock still hard? Is it because you’re dreaming about eating that cum out of her pussy? It is, isn’t it? You want to be a creampie eater, don’t you? You want to devour that fucking cum. You’re so nasty.

    You want to push your tongue into her pussy and lick up another man’s cum. You want to swallow someone else’s spunk. Think about that. Let it sink it. Don’t just jerk off furiously while looking at that picture. Really think about what you’re fantasizing about. You want to eat someone else’s cum and you want to do it out of your wife’s pussy. So nasty. So delicious.

    She wants you to tell her that you’re a cum eater. She wants you to say it out loud. She wants you to say “I want to eat someone else’s cum out of my wife’s pussy. I want to swallow another man’s cum.” Now repeat it. Let it sink in. Let that make your cock hard. It feels a little hotter actually saying it out loud, doesn’t it?

    Do you want her to talk dirty to you? Do you want your wife to order you to clean her messy pussy? Do you want her to call you names while you do it?

    “Clean my pussy, cucky boy.”

    “Clean my messy cunt you nasty little cum slut.”

    “Show me what a little cum whore you are and eat his jizz out of me. Don’t miss a fucking drop, either.”

    Does that feel good? Do you like it when your wife humiliates you by calling you names and ordering you to eat cum from her pussy? You know a real man wouldn’t do that, right? You know only a little dick cuckold would do that.

    What if she wanted you to beg for it? Would you do that? Would you be a good boy and beg to clean someone else’s cum from your wife’s pussy? You could do that. You could say:

    Please let me clean your messy pussy. Please let me lick his cum from your cunt. Please let me swallow a real man’s cum. Please let me be your little cuckold pussy boy and lick every yummy drop of his semen from your cunt.

    That was so good! Is your cock nice and hard now? If you’re close, I want you to look at that pussy above and cum while you dream of taking that thick string of semen in your mouth. Imagine putting your head under her and moving towards her pussy with your mouth open. Imagine it landing on your tongue and moving down your throat. Imagine being her cuckold cum slut just like you want to be.

  
    Creampie Cleanup Humiliation for You

    Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).

    
      
    

    Let’s take a moment to consider creampie cleanup. Think about what it is you want to do. Think about what it is that you fantasize about constantly, that you masturbate to relentlessly.

    You want to lick another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy. You want to clean it out of her and swallow it. You want to swallow another man’s cum.

    You want to eat cum. You want to devour semen. You want to swallow jizz.

    Of course, it makes perfect sense. Cleaning another man’s creampie out of your wife is the purest expression of cuckolding. It mainlines the humiliation that’s baked into the whole enterprise.

    He fucked her. He made her cum. He satisfied her. Then he unleashed his cum inside her. Those are all the things a husband is traditionally supposed to do. 

    Not you, though. You’ve abdicated that responsibility. If she’s letting him fuck here and cum inside her, it’s because he’s better than you. There’s no way around that. He’s a better lay than you. He’s probably got a bigger dick (maybe even much bigger). He might last longer. Whatever it is, he satisfies her more than you do.

    Another man satisfies your wife more than her husband does. That should be humiliating, shouldn’t it? Your dick doesn’t get the job done. The way you fuck her doesn’t satisfy her. You cum too quickly. You’re just not enough of a man. Whatever the reason, she’s chosen to let another man have her pussy. She’s given it to him because he’s better.

    She understands what it means to let him cum inside her. She understands how humiliating that is for you. She understands how much it turns you on, too. That’s partially why she’s doing it. She gets to have great sex with someone better than you and she gets to make you happy. What’s better than that?

    You can’t help but want more though, can you? You want deeper humiliation. You want it to go beyond you simply licking another man’s cum out of her. Let’s take you inside your bedroom and have a little fun. Let’s ramp up the verbal humiliation. Let’s make you feel the way you really want to feel.

    Picture your bedroom. You’re kneeling next to the bed and your wife and her bull are naked in it. His cock is stiff. Her pussy is wet. They’re ready to fuck and he’s not using protection. It’s a perfect cuckold situation.

    “Tell me what you want, cuckold,” your wife says.

    “I want to clean his cum out of you,” you admit like a good boy.

    “Do you hear that?” she says to her bull. “My husband wants to eat your cum out of my pussy. Do you understand why I need you to fuck me? He wants to eat your load, so you can probably guess that it doesn’t do much for me when we have sex. Now give me that big cock.”

    His bare cock slides into your wife’s pussy and she ascends to a place of pure bliss. Just having him inside her is enough to make your wife feel good, and they haven’t even gotten to the best part yet. They’re just starting.

    He pumps her pussy rhythmically as she turns to you. “His cock feels so good inside me, cuckold,” your wife says. “He’s better than you. He’s so much better than you. That’s why he gets to fuck me and why he gets to fill me with his cum whenever he wants. You’re a pathetic excuse for a man, which is why you get to eat his load out of me.”

    She knows she’s turning you on. That’s why she says it. It turns her on too, of course, and it thrills her bull. Everyone’s happy when she humiliates you.

    The longer she’s been with him, the more she enjoys humiliating you. It’s become a part of your sex life that she craves. Even when her bull isn’t there she persists in reminding you just how worthless you are in bed.

    It’s better when he’s there though. There’s so much more fun to have.

    “Are you going to be a cum whore for me, cuckold?” she asks.

    “Yes, I’m going to be a cum whore for you,” you answer. You love it when she uses filthy, degrading terms to describe you. You love the idea of being a cum whore, and considering how often you eat his loads from her pussy, it feels fitting.

    “What if I wanted you to suck his dick before I let you clean his cum? Would you do that for me, slut?” she asks while her bull pounds her pussy hard and fast.

    You don’t know if you actually would. If he presented his cock for sucking, you’re not sure you could actually take it into your mouth and offer him pleasure. You say yes, though. It’s hot to say yes. “Yes, I’d suck his dick if you let me eat his cum. I want his cum so badly. I want to be a cum slut for you so badly that I’d be a cocksucker too,” you say, degrading yourself.

    “You’re such a fucking slut,” your wife says. She’s right. You are a slut for her. You probably would suck his dick if it meant being able to swallow his cum. You’ve come to love the ritual of cleaning a creampie from her pussy so much that you’d do almost anything to get to live it out.

    “What if I wanted you to lick his ass, cuckold? What if I demanded you give him a rimjob while he was fucking me? Would you do it? Would you eat his ass to be granted the privilege of cleaning his creampie?” she asks with a cruel smile on her face.

    You know she could order this one. With a word she could order you to move behind her bull and lick his ass. It could happen the moment you say you’d do it. You’re too deep now, though. You’re brain is awash in beautiful erotic humiliation. You’ve never been so turned on.

    “Yes, I’d eat his ass for the privilege of cleaning his creampie. I’d lick his sweaty, nasty ass if you told me to. I just want to be a good cuckold and get my cum reward,” you say, taking it a step further.

    “Come here,” your wife says, beckoning you closer. You think she wants to give you a kiss, but she has other ideas. “Open up,” she orders. You open your mouth and she spits into it. “Swallow it, bitch,” she says harshly.

    She’s never done that before. Viciously spitting into your mouth feels deeply humiliating. It makes your cock throb because you are her bitch, just as she said. You love submitting to her desires, no matter how degrading they are.

    “He’s getting close, cuckold. Are you ready to clean his load out of me? Are you ready to eat another man’s cum from your wife’s freshly-fucked, stretched out pussy?” she asks.

    “Yes, I’m ready. Please, please let me eat his cum. Please let me suck his load out of you. Please let me taste him,” you beg.

    “He’s pathetic, isn’t he?” your wife says to her bull. “I love him though, so give my pathetic husband a load to clean up. Cum inside his wife and let him lick your seed out of me. Let him swallow your cum. It’s what he deserves for being such a nasty little slut.”

    Your wife’s bull groans and climaxes inside her. It seems like he’s cumming for an awfully long time, which means it’s going to be a big load. She knows how much you like to clean a big load. You’d spend all day eating cum out of her pussy if she let you.

    “I had him save up for a week, cuckold. I made sure you’d have a nice, big, messy load to clean up because I know you’re such a cum whore,” your wife says as her bull finishes unloading inside her.

    Unlike most men, this fills you with warmth and love. Your wife knows you better than any woman ever has. She knows you crave humiliation. She knows you crave the cum of other men when it’s leaking out of her pussy. She gives you what you crave.

    When her bull pulls out, your wife orders you between her legs. You’re greeted with a beautiful view of her stretched out, pink, messy pussy. A thin stream of his cum has begun to leak out of her, but most of his load is still hidden inside.

    “Look at me,” your wife says. You tear your eyes away from the beautiful sight of her pussy and look at her. “Tell me what you want.”

    “I want to clean your pussy,” you say.

    “Why?” she asks.

    “Because it’s my duty as your cuckold. Because I can’t fuck you the way he can and I can’t hope to please you with my cock. Because it’s my place to clean the cum of superior men out of your cunt. Because I’m a cum slut,” you say. She smiles as you answer. She loves that you’re such a good little submissive cuckold.

    “Thank him for cumming inside me,” she orders.

    You turn to her bull and say, “Thank you for cumming inside my wife. Thank you for letting me eat your cum. Thank you for providing me with such pleasure.”

    He smiles. “You’re welcome, cuck.”

    “Isn’t he a good boy?” your wife says to her bull. “He’s learned his place so well. His little cock is useless and he’s adapted so well to that. Isn’t that true, cuckold?”

    “Yes, my cock is useless,” you answer immediately. You’ve long since accepted that you can’t fuck your wife the way she desires.

    “Your mouth isn’t useless though. You can still eat my pussy. You can still do your duty and clean his cum out of me. You can still be a good cum eating cuckold for me, can’t you?” she asks.

    “Yes, I can,” you say.

    “Good. Then it’s time you show me how devoted you are to my pussy and his cum. It’s time you show me what a cum whore you can be. Clean his huge load out of me, slut,” she says.

    Finally you get to enjoy the thing that you love most. You get to eat another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You push your tongue inside her and immerse it in the lake of semen you find there. You taste salty bitterness. You revel in how insanely thick it is.

    You scoop his cum out of her with your tongue and swallow it. Her hands are in your hair as she moans. “Good boy. Eat his load. Eat his fucking load out of me like the good little cum slut you are,” your wife says.

    She’s just as turned on by your creampie cleanup as you are. She loves that you submit to this. She loves that you revel in the humiliation of eating another man’s load out of her. She loves that you want to be a cum slut for her.

    You feverishly devour her bull’s load. You suck and lick and swallow as much of his cum as you can. Your lips and chin and soon slippery from a thin layer of his semen. You’re in cuckold Heaven. Keep cleaning, cum slut.

    Wasn’t that fun? Wasn’t that deliciously humiliating? Doesn’t it make your cock hard to think about being called a cum slut while you lick another man’s jizz from your wife’s pussy? I hope you had a good time :)

  
    Cucked in Her Bed While Bound and Gagged

    
      I’ve been down this particular road before – a man finds himself bound as he’s cucked – but I can’t help myself. It’s undeniably hot when someone surrenders their power to you and lets you put them in bondage. They become beholden to your desires, even if they’re not exactly what they would have chosen. It’s a kind of kinky fun I can get on board with. Hopefully the story excites you too.
    

    "Strip and get on your back in my bed," Alessia instructed. "Stroke yourself, too. I want you nice and hard by the time I step out of the bathroom."

    She kissed him slowly and deeply, helping bring his cock to an erect state. She walked away before looking over her shoulder to blow him a flirty kiss. Aiden stripped and climbed into her bed. A delicate smell - her perfume, perhaps - filled his nose as his head sank into the pillows. He stroked himself slowly, keeping his dick in an erect state while dreaming of how good it would feel to be inside her.

    Alessia emerged from the bathroom wearing a pair of black lace top stockings and shiny black heels. She'd pinned her hair up in a rather alluring manner and was otherwise naked. She smiled and approached her dresser, slowly opening the top drawer and reaching inside as Aiden stared at her ass.

    A gentle metallic sound drew his attention and he saw Alessia pull a pair of handcuffs from the drawer. She turned towards the bed, flashed a devilish grin, and walked towards him as Aiden felt his pulse quicken a little.

    "I want to have a little naughty fun," she said. "Are you up for a little naughty fun?"

    He nodded and Alessia slipped the cuff around one of his wrists. She lifted his hand above his head and looped the other cuff through one of the ornate wooden bars of her headboard. Alessia lifted his other arm over his head and slipped the cuff around his wrist. Just like that, he was handcuffed to her bed.

    Alessia leaned over and kissed him as she ran her hand over his chest and stomach. Her fingers encircled his cock and she stroked him slowly as their tongues met for an erotic dance that soon had him moaning.

    "Do you use these cuffs often?" he asked.

    "No. Only when I want to show a man an exceptionally good time," she replied.

    Alessia kissed his neck, his chest, his stomach, and his thighs, all while stroking his cock.

    "Some men want no part of this kind of play, of course, but you're not one of those men, are you Aiden? You didn't panic when you saw the cuffs. You didn't freak out when I put them on you. You're not struggling. You like that I'm in control now, don't you?"

    "Yes."

    She smiled and kissed the head of his cock. Her tongue danced over the underside and he moaned.

    "I wonder if you'll continue to feel that way," she said softly.

    Aiden didn't have much time to consider the notion as Alessia took him in her mouth, bathed his cock head in warmth and wetness, and swirled her tongue around it. He instinctively tried to run his fingers through her hair but instead felt the harsh metal of the cuff dig into his wrist. He moaned and his hips subtly lifted off the bed.

    "My mouth makes you feel good, doesn't it?" she asked as her fingers moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft.

    "So fucking good."

    She kissed his balls, teasing them with her tongue. "Do you ever think about how you're not the only man that I've had in my mouth?"

    "What?"

    Alessia smiled and crawled into the bed, getting on her knees and elbows between his legs. She lowered her head to kiss his balls once more and Aiden stared at her shapely ass.

    "Are you the kind of man that thinks about the fact that I've given blowjobs to other guys? That's I've given blowjobs to other guys in this room, in this bed?"

    Aiden shook his head.

    "No, never?"

    "Well now I'm thinking about it."

    She smiled and took him in her mouth. Half his cock disappeared and Alessia sucked her cheeks in as she pulled back slowly, her tongue applying blissful pressure to the underside of his head.

    His cock popped free from the tight grasp of her lips and Alessia sat back on her knees and slowly crawled forward until she was seated across his upper thighs. Much of Aiden's slick cock was nestled in her pubic hair, the tip resting just short of her belly button.

    "Does it bother you to think about your girlfriend giving head to other guys in this bed?" she asked.

    "I don't think so, no."

    Alessia teased his cock head with her thumb, moving it in slow circles over the underside and applying just enough pressure to make Aiden's loins vibrate with pleasure.

    "You're not sure, though?"

    "I can't really think clearly right now. I'm really turned on. I'm cuffed to your bed. You're naked and so fucking hot and all I want is to be inside you."

    She leaned forward and kissed his neck. Aiden felt warmth and wetness around the very tip of his cock and knew he was inside her. He tried to lift his hips to fill her but she bit his earlobe hard enough for it to hurt.

    "Let me have control, Aiden," she whispered. "Your only job tonight is to lie there."

    His ass fell to the bed and Alessia sat down on his cock, slowly engulfing him in the absolute perfection of her pussy.

    Aiden wanted to touch her, to wrap her in his arms, to grab her ass, to play with her tits, to thrust his cock up into her while she rode him and he was surprised at just how frustrating it was to have all of his desires denied.

    Alessia moved her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy over his cock and slowly drawing Aiden deeper into his arousal.

    "A year ago today - this very day - I had another man's cock inside me in this position, in this bed. He wasn't cuffed, though. He was free to touch me as he pleased."

    A frustrated groan escaped Aiden's lips. "Alessia, why are you talking about other guys?"

    She leaned forward and lifted her pussy from his cock until just the tip remained inside her. Alessia sank back down, bathing him in pleasure. She did so over and over, picking up the pace slowly but surely until she was riding him wildly, drawing Aiden ever closer to the point of no return where his orgasm was concerned.

    "You don't ever think about ex-girlfriends, Aiden?"

    "No."

    She sat up and continued to ride him hard. "No? A memory never pops into your head while you're jerking off? You never think about the girl that dressed up in the hottest lingerie you've ever seen and begged you to fuck her doggystyle while you spanked her ass?"

    He shook his head. He didn't have any memories like that one so he wasn't sure where Alessia was getting that from.

    She laughed. "Oh, right, that's a memory of mine."

    He groaned.

    "I was the one in lingerie, of course. I was the one getting fucked from behind while he spanked my ass. I was the one that begged him to cum inside me while I rubbed my clit furiously and had the biggest fucking orgasm of my life."

    "Alessia, please, stop."

    She sat down on his dick and stopped moving entirely.

    "That's not what I meant."

    "I know, sweet Aiden, but I could tell you were getting close to cumming and I don't want you to cum. Not until I'm ready for you to cum."

    "I wasn't close."

    She smiled. "You were, Aiden. My pussy makes you feel good and you're a little more turned on than usual because I cuffed you to my bed, because I'm in control, because maybe there's a part of you that likes hearing me talk about the other guys that have fucked me in this bed."

    He shook his head.

    Alessia started riding him again. Pleasure engulfed Aiden's loins. His cock throbbed inside her.

    "I once got fucked so hard in this bedroom that the bed frame broke," she said.

    Aiden groaned, but this time it wasn't out of annoyance or agony. It was pleasure.

    "We were in missionary. My pussy was sore, but it felt so fucking good to get pounded like that. He was an athlete. A college basketball player. I don't think he ever met a pussy that he didn't try and destroy and god damn did it feel so fucking good to get railed by a guy like that."

    Aiden winced as Alessia pinched his nipples and twisted.

    "Ow, fuck! What was that for?"

    "Because you almost came, Aiden, and I told you not to cum until I was ready for you to cum. There's nothing like a shock of pain to pull you back from the edge of an orgasm."

    He couldn't argue with the effectiveness of her technique, but it was hardly necessary.

    "Please don't do that again," he said.

    She released his nipples from her grasp and began to ride him once more.

    "And please stop talking about the other guys you've fucked."

    Alessia leaned forward until her lips hovered just above his. Her pussy moved back and forth over his cock, her clit rubbing into his pubic bone and generating what must have been blissful friction.

    "You don't get to tell me what to do, Aiden," she whispered. "If I want to talk about the other guys that have fucked me in this bed, I'm going to do it, especially since it turns me the fuck on."

    "Please..."

    "I've ridden bigger dicks than yours in this bed...much bigger dicks."

    Aiden would have pulled out if he was on top. He probably would have left the bedroom. He was at her mercy, though, and he found himself inching towards an orgasm.

    "Don't you dare cum, Aiden," she warned.

    "Please...it just feels so good. You have to stop riding me if you don't want me to cum."

    Alessia sat up and dug her fingernails into his chest. "If you cum, Aiden, I swear, I will call someone else. I will have him come over. I will fuck him in this bed while you lie there in your handcuffs."

    "What? No...Alessia, what the fuck?"

    She smiled in a truly disturbing manner and her fingers slid forwards until they were firmly wrapped around his neck. She applied just enough pressure to trigger a stress reaction, but the unrelenting cock riding meant that it twisted into arousal.

    "Cum in me, Aiden. Cum in me so I can call a real man over to satisfy me. Prove that you're not fucking worthy of my cunt!"

    Despite the horror of being made to watch while cuffed to her bed, Aiden came inside her. He couldn't help it. Pleasure rocketed through his body. His back arched. His eyes closed. His hands pulled against the cuffs as he saw stars, all of it evidence of an orgasm so powerful it surpassed all others.

    Alessia had her phone in her hand by the time Aiden opened his eyes.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    She smiled but remained silent. After a minute Alessia set her phone on the nightstand, climbed off his cock, and headed for the bathroom. She closed the door and Aiden pulled hard against the cuffs, hurting his wrist and proving that trying to escape was foolish.

    "Alessia, please!" he called out. "Please tell me you're just fucking with me!"

    Her blonde hair was down and she wore a satin robe when she emerged from the bathroom. Aiden felt a sense of relief as she seemed to be dressed in a post-coital manner, like she really had just been messing with him.

    "Do you think you'll be able to stay relatively quiet while I get fucked?" she asked.

    "What? No, Alessia. Please. Don't do this."

    Alessia walked to the dresser, opened the top drawer once more, and pulled out a ball gag with a leather strap. "I don't mind you moaning and groaning, of course, but I can't have you screaming or begging or berating me while I'm getting fucked by someone else. That would really put a damper on my mood."

    She approached the bed with the ball gag dangling from her fingers and Aiden shook his head.

    "No, Alessia, no. This is crazy. This is fucked up. It is."

    "You're not going to be able to be quiet, are you?" she asked.

    "I can. I can. I will."

    The gag was in his mouth a moment later. She affixed the strap around the back of his head and Aiden quickly discovered that she'd done so tight enough that he couldn't dislodge the ball. He tried to talk but little more than muffled mumbling emerged. His head sank to the pillow and the energy drained from his body.

    Alessia caressed his face, leaned over, and kissed Aiden on the forehead. "That's better. Quiet and compliant. I think you might find that you'll enjoy yourself if you relax and open your mind to the idea that there are lots of different ways to have fun in the bedroom."

    Aiden shook his head and Alessia smiled and walked out. The fight had mostly gone out of him at that point, though, and he stared up at the ceiling while trying to devise some way to escape his girlfriend's twisted idea of fun in the bedroom.

    Not long after, a knock on the front door filled Aiden with anxiety. His chest tightened as the door opened, as voices reached his ears, as a flirty conversation - based on tone, at least - unfolded.

    Aiden remained alone in the bedroom for quite some time after that, though he couldn't have begun to guess how long. Eventually, though, Alessia walked into the room wearing her stockings and heels, her robe having been lost at some point. She was alone and Aiden felt a moment of hope that the whole thing had been some sort of insane practical joke, that she was going to loosen the ball gag and unlock the cuffs.

    Then a naked man walked in. Aiden saw his cock first, mostly because it was very large.

    Alessia crawled into the bed, moving on her hands and knees above Aiden. Her face hovered over his. She kissed him softly as the other man got in the bed behind her.

    "Aiden, this is Walker," she said with a smile. "He's going to fuck me to multiple orgasms. Unlike you, he has control over himself and he's not going to cum until I've gotten what I need. You, of course, are going to lie there like a good boy and watch. You're going to listen. You're going to witness my pleasure and you're actually going to add to it because in case you haven't guessed, it turns me the fuck on to have you bound to my bed while someone else has his way with me."

    Alessia moaned and Aiden knew that Walker was inside her. He could feel the other man between his legs, so Aiden tried to part his thighs wider. He didn't want to experience another man's body hair against his while he watched his girlfriend get fucked.

    "Fuck, he's so much bigger than you are, Aiden," she said. A long, low moan followed. "He's so fucking deep inside me. So much deeper than your dick has ever gone."

    "Does that feel good, baby?" Walker asked. "Is this the kind of dick you were looking for tonight? The kind of dick your boyfriend just doesn't have?"

    Alessia's eyelids fluttered. "Yes, this is exactly the kind of dick I've been craving. The kind I haven't had since I started dating this gagged and bound bitch beneath me."

    Aiden closed his eyes, but it didn't help. Alessia kept touching and kissing him. She kept moaning. Walker moaned, too. They kept talking, too, peppering in insults while getting each other worked up. Aiden felt the occasional bit of wetness - and perhaps cum - drip out of Alessia's pussy and land on his cock. He was so fully immersed in the sex that it was almost as if he was the one fucking her, only his cock lay soft and unused against his stomach, his arousal having been spent when he came inside his girlfriend.

    "Walker...fuck...I'm cumming!" Alessia screamed.

    She collapsed on top of Aiden, but Walker didn't stop fucking her. He went slower, but his dick still moved in and out of her. A few times Aiden felt the other man's balls slam against his genitals. Each time he groaned as a gentle sense of horror spread through him. This was not fun. This was pure humiliation.

    Alessia kissed his neck softly and despite everything, it felt good. "Mmm, I can't believe how much harder he makes me cum than you do, Aiden. I like you so much and I thought you'd get better at getting me off, but the truth is you're never going to be able to satisfy me like Walker does."

    Her lips brushed against his and then pressed firmly. Her tongue danced against his lips and teeth and Aiden couldn't help but open his mouth. He wanted to feel her tongue dancing with his. He wanted to bathe himself in the intimacy of it as a means of fighting off the many unpleasant feelings currently coursing through him.

    "Some part of you likes this," she whispered. "Don't be afraid of that part of you, Aiden."

    Walker pulled out and Alessia quickly spun around and laid on Aiden like he was a mattress. Walker slipped inside her once more and they resumed fucking. This time, though, it was harder and faster. Aiden wondered if Walker was the man that had broken her bed with his vigorous pussy pounding. It certainly felt possible based on the discomfort he felt every time Walker pushed himself inside of Alessia.

    "You miss my dick, don't you?" Walker asked.

    Alessia moaned. "You know I do, baby. I miss this fucking dick so badly. I don't want to go a year without having it again. I want to give you my pussy more often."

    "What about your boyfriend?"

    She laughed. "Either he's into it or he's not my boyfriend anymore."

    Aiden listened to it all while feeling utterly helpless beneath her. To his horror, he'd begun to experience little twinges of arousal. His balls tingled. His cock stirred. He felt a little lightheaded, but in a good way.

    "I think he likes it, though," Alessia said. "I think he'll grow to love it. Now fuck me harder!"

    Walker pounded her hard enough that Aiden began to feel the pain of it. There was no escape, though. He was furniture. He was bound and gagged. He could groan, but that was about all he could do.

    Alessia came twice during the rough pounding of her pussy and by the second orgasm Aiden was half hard. He told himself it was because her ass kept rubbing against his cock, but he knew it wasn't the whole truth. He didn't want to admit it, but it was near impossible to deny.

    Walker pulled out and Alessia rolled off of Aiden.

    "Cum on his face," she said.

    Walker crawled forward and Aiden struggled against the cuffs. Walker was soon astride his chest, though, and there was nothing to be done outside of taking the facial.

    It arrived as Alessia kissed Walker's neck and fondled his balls. It was hot and humiliating and rather massive, too, coating much of his face with streaks of thick, sticky fluid.

    "Thank you for your cock," Alessia said before they kissed deeply.

    Walker left the room soon after and Alessia straddled Aiden, who now sported a nearly erect cock. She took him inside her and rode him a little, bringing him to a remarkably stiff state.

    Alessia leaned forward and began to lick the cum off his face as she rode him. Aiden hated how turned on he was, and yet he couldn't help it. The longer she rode him, the more he lost himself in the borderline insanity of the whole situation.

    Then Alessia removed the gag from his mouth and kissed him. Cum flowed from her tongue to his. The taste of Walker's seed filled his mouth and danced on his tongue. He moaned. Alessia rode him harder.

    Aiden came inside his girlfriend for a second time that night. She sat up and smiled while gently rocking her hips back and forth.

    "You fucking loved tonight, didn't you?" she asked.

    He said nothing. He couldn't admit it.

    "That's okay," she said. "You don't have to say anything. You loved this and when I cuff you to my bed again in a few weeks, you're going to be even more excited. I might even be able to skip the ball gag. Wouldn't it be fun to kiss me while Walker fucks my tight cunt?"

    Aiden already knew he'd agree to be cuffed again. He wasn't going to admit it, but he knew he'd surrender. It was humiliating, but he'd let her do as she pleased with him.

  
    Cuckold & Femdom Audio Files for February

    I've done some searching and come up with a handful of tremendous audio files this month from a variety of talented artists. There's cuckolding, femdom, pegging, and more in store for you, so let's get started:

    The Hotwife's Present - The audio artist behind this is fantastically talented and she's working with a great script where she's talking to both her bull and her cuckold as she plays out her first experience with another man. It's more than 30 minutes long - so settle in for quite a bit of arousal - but trust me, it's incredible. There's a whole lot of dirty action here, too.

    You Wanted This - Your beautiful wife - with a sexy English accent, by the way - just got home from what she said was a shopping trip. She wasn't shopping, though. Instead, she was out fulfilling your secret cuckold fantasy. The one you thought she didn't know about. She let him cum inside her, too, and now you're going to clean up his mess.

    Cuckold Training Brainwash - Does cuckold hypnosis sound thrilling to you? It's actually really well done, though you'll notice that the beginning is a great deal of relaxation talk to actually try and make the hypnosis effective. You can skip over that if you like and get to the part where she convinces you to become the kind of man that accepts that you can't satisfy your wife and that she deserves to fuck someone bigger and better.

    Cuckolded by Your Bullies - So, I suspect this one won't be for everyone, but it's pretty well done and it's an interesting concept. So the basic idea is that your bullies - led by a girl - come upon you and have a little fun tormenting you before your girlfriend shows up. They humiliate you in front of her and then she ends up fucking one of the bullies while the girl continues to humiliate and torment you, including some sexual sound effects to make it just a little bit hotter.

    So Pretty - Now we move out of cuckolding and into gentle femdom play. I really enjoyed listening to this remarkably sweet and seductive audio file featuring a friend of yours helping you explore your desire to be a little bit feminine. She discovers you trying to put on some of her makeup and helps you to look pretty. Things take a naughty turn and there's kissing, seductive talk, and eventually a good pegging where she shows you the pleasures of taking it up the ass for her.

    Be a Whore, Get Fucked Like One - As the title suggests, this one's a little rougher. The story is simple, though. Your mistress took you out for a night with her friends and you got a little bit too flirty - the part about you being a whore - with her friends. Now that you're home again, she's going to savagely fuck you and dominate you, offering up a punishment of sorts by pounding you like a whore. It's really well done audio domination that I'm certain the subs among you will enjoy.

    My Dirty Anal Slut - As you can tell, I went on a bit of a run with files featuring women exploring anal pleasure with their subs. This one is a long, lusty improv from a talented audio artist where she talks about dominating a sensual submissive and helping him explore anal sex. What I found so intoxicating was that the girl orgasms multiple times during the audio, proving that she's genuinely getting off on it, which makes the whole thing really hot.

    Threatened with a Good Time - How about a little fun with power dynamics? In this femdom audio, your buxom landlord tells you that she's seen the way you look at her and she wants to have a little fun with you. She's not the kind to play nice, though. She likes to dominate. To make a man submit. To humiliate a little. To make you look in the mirror while she's fucking you doggystyle. That sounds like fun, doesn't it?

    I hope you enjoyed this wide selection of files. I'll have some new, original audios to post in the next week or so.

  
    Cuckold and Femdom Audio

    Here's three beautiful audio clips for you:

    Valentine's Day - Let's get kinky to start things out. The British accent is a lovely treat and the audio plays out as a celebration of a submissive on Valentine's Day. She gives you a treat for your ears with themes including chastity, tease and denial, cuckolding, bondage, and much more.

    Happy Anniversary - This is by the same audio artist and features similar themes, though with a heavier dose of cuckolding as you celebrate the anniversary of your submission to her.

    An Insatiable Wife - You married a beautiful, insatiable woman and now your work is taking you away for regular business trips, which means your wife isn't getting the attention she needs. She knows about your hotwife fantasies and she's decided that the perfect way to get what she needs is to make your fantasies come true.

    
      

    

  
    Cuckold Audio Delights

    There will be 2 new exclusive cuckold audios coming in January. For December, I have some deliciously naughty audio links for your pleasure. They highlight the work of AprilW9, a hugely talented audio artist.

    Let Me Give You Want You Want, Baby - She knows you want to watch her fuck another man and she wants to give it to you.

    Watch Me Get Fucked by a Real Man - Like the title says, watch your wife get fucked by another man before she lets you cum.

    Listen at Work While Another Man Fucks Her - Your wife calls you at the office while another man gives her pussy a good pounding.

  Cuckold Captions
You’ve been waiting years for this moment. Now it’s less than an hour away from happening. Another man is going to fuck your wife. He’s going to slide his cock into her wet, needy pussy and fill her over and over. He’s going to make her cum. He’s going to have an orgasm inside her. Despite all that, you’re nervous. Is this going to change your marriage? Is it going to change the way your wife feels about you? Yes, most definitely. That doesn’t have to be a bad thing, but you can’t predict the outcome. That’s what makes cuckolding so thrilling and why it can be such an anxiety-producing experience for the husband.
She’s giving you a chance to back out. As soon as the other man’s bigger, better cock fucks her pussy your wife won’t be able to go back to your inadequate dick. If you back out now, she won’t have anything to compare you to and she might be able to stay with you. Are you really ready to be a cuckold? Are you really ready to have other men fucking your wife for the rest of your marriage?

    Cuckold Cocksucker Dirty Talk

    Welcome to ‘Dirty Talk,’ a series of short stories that are heavy on naughty (and sometimes nasty) dirty talk of the sort that a cuckold would to hear his wife offer up.

    With these stories, I aim to explore a variety of cuckolding scenarios and pepper each with loads and loads of dirty talk. The first two are heavy on bisexual play, but these will cover the full range of cuckold pleasures, so I promise the series will include lots of content you’ll enjoy.

    This first one was actually posted on the Private Blog a few years back. If you’ve been around for a long time you’ve probably read it already, but for most of you it will be new to you.

    
      
    

    "Do you want to be a dirty little cocksucker for mistress?" I ask.

    "Yes," you say.

    I nod at the man standing in front of you and he unzips his pants and pulls them down. His cock is half hard and waiting to be pleasured.

    "What would a dirty little cocksucker do right now?" I ask.

    "He'd suck cock," you reply.

    "If you want to be a dirty little cocksucker for mistress then you should beg for it," I say.

    "Please, mistress, let me suck his cock for you. Let me be your dirty little cocksucker. Let me pleasure him," you say.

    I laugh as I hear you beg. I laugh as I see you staring at his dick with longing. I laugh because you're a straight man begging for permission to suck a cock.

    "You may suck his cock," I reply.

    You lean forward and take him in your mouth. You give him a beautiful blowjob. You act like the cocksucker we both know you've always wanted to be. You submit to my desires and you pleasure him with that little whore hole you call a mouth.

    I lean down and say, "I've always known you were a cocksucker. I've always known you'd look so good with a big dick in your mouth. I've always known you were an inferior piece of shit meant to serve superior men and women."

    You groan around the dick in your mouth as I move my hands down your back and squeeze your ass.

    "Choke on his cock," I say. "Take him into your throat. Show me what a dedicated little cocksucking bitch you are."

    I push on the back of your head. I make you gag on his cock. I make you take him into your throat and I laugh as you gag and spit up.

    "What a fucking whore you are," I say. "What a filthy, disgusting little cock whore you are."

    I grab your head and I make you suck his cock like a good little bitch. I make you take him into your throat over and over. I make you gag. I make you spit up. I make your eyes water.

    "That's it, you nasty little cock pig," I say. "You disgusting little cocksucking slut. Choke on that dick. Degrade yourself for me. Show me that you know you're nothing more than a worthless fucking cock slut for me."

    You suck harder and faster. You're driven by a desire to please me. You want to be a little whore for me. You want to show me that you're nothing more than a submissive cock pig that will ut my pleasure above all else.

    "Make him cum, faggot," I say. "Make him cum in that nasty little faggot mouth of yours. Make him cum and swallow your reward for being a filthy cocksucking piece of shit."

    You get off on the degradation. You get off on being called names. You get off on being made to suck dick and swallow cum. You get off on all of it because you're a nasty little whore for me. That's why I love playing with you.

    The man you're sucking groans. He grabs your head. He fucks your mouth.

    "Take it, faggot," I say. "Let him fuck your face. Let him fuck your mouth like it's a tight little pussy. Let him fuck that pretty face of yours. Let him make you feel like a dirty little whore."

    He pumps his cock into your mouth. He holds it in your throat. He cums. He shoots his seed directly down your throat. He treats you like a cum dumpster. You have no choice but to swallow. Now you have a load of yummy cum in your tummy.

    He pulls out and puts his cock away.

    "We're going to do that again soon," I say. "You're my cock whore now."

  
    Cuckold Diary of a Dallas Hotwife - Week 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    I had a plan worked out. I was going to get dressed in something suggestive but not slutty and go to a bar a long way from our little suburb to do just a little bit of flirting. That’s all it was going to be. I was just going to get a taste of what it might be like to do what Andrew fantasized about. I was going to dip my toe in the waters of cuckolding, if you will.

    Then I saw Savannah. She lives three houses over in our neighborhood. We’ve been to each other’s Christmas parties. We’re not close friends but we’ve been neighbors since we moved in and we know each other well enough. Or so we both thought.

    I don’t know which of us saw the other first. I just know that when we finally locked eyes we both seemed to experience a moment of panic. After all, we were at the same bar nearly an hour from our little suburb and we were both dressed like single women looking for a night of fun. It was like we’d instantaneously discovered each other’s dirty little secret and neither of us was sure what to do.

    Savannah was the first to make the approach. The nervous look never really left her face and I was certain I looked the same way. My mind was racing to come up with a good reason why I was in a bar an hour from my house and looking the way I looked. Unfortunately, nothing came.

    “Hey,” Savannah said as she sat on the barstool next to mine.

    A few moments of silence passed between us before the bartender came over and placed a drink in front of Savannah.

    “Thanks,” she said before turning to me. “You’re not drinking anything?”

    “I ordered one of the specialty drinks,” I replied. “I guess those take a little longer to make.”

    Savannah nodded and sipped her drink as I noted that she’d done her makeup in a way I hadn’t seen before. That made sense, of course. I’d done the same thing. Neither of us was playing the part of the suburban wife that was our day-to-day existence. It seemed that we’d both come to the bar with another goal in mind.

    “You look really hot,” I said. It just sort of came out. I wasn’t flirting with her. She looked genuinely hot in a way that surprised me, though it shouldn’t have. I’d like to think I looked hot too, and in a way I don’t most of the time. After all, if you work to look hot in suburbia the other moms tend to think of you as an enemy.

    My comment elicited a loud laugh from Savannah and it seemed to break the unspoken tension between us. “You do too,” she said.

    My drink arrived and I took a quick sip, I think because I figured even a little bit of alcohol would help.

    “So, I don’t know what you’re doing here,” Savannah started, “But based on the way you look and the fact that your husband isn’t here, I figure you’re probably here for the same reason I am.”

    I didn’t know Savannah’s specific reason for being at the bar, though given how good she looked and the fact that her husband was also not present made it fairly easy to guess.

    “That seems like a fair assumption,” I said. Again, Savannah and I are not good friends – not yet, at least – so I wasn’t going to come right and tell her that I was at the bar looking to do some flirting because my husband thought me fucking another guy was the hottest thing in the world.

    Savannah stared like she was studying my face for a deeper meaning to my purposefully obtuse answer and then looked to her drink and took a long sip.

    “Is it weird that we don’t know each other better?” Savannah asked.

    “I guess so,” I said. “I mean, we’ve been neighbors for years. I don’t know, though. I guess I don’t really know any of our neighbors all that well.”

    “I don’t either,” Savannah replied. “Sometimes I feel like that neighborhood is a viper’s nest where one wrong move puts you in everyone’s crosshairs and you end up on the outside looking in.”

    I know it seems ridiculous – and I suppose it is – but Savannah wasn’t entirely wrong. As I mentioned above, if you do something as innocuous as look a little too hot as a suburban mom you can end up with everyone turning against you. In that specific case it’s like you have to make a silent agreement to not work too hard to look better than everyone else because you end up upsetting the balance of things and making the other women hate you.

    “You’re not kidding,” I replied. “Do you remember Erica?”

    “That poor girl,” Savannah said.

    Erica moved into our neighborhood half a decade ago. She was a stay at home mom with a penchant for jogging in a sports bra and tight, brightly-colored leggings. She was also beautiful with a flawless body. Her beauty, her body, and her outfits made some of the wives in the neighborhood insecure and they promptly ostracized Erica. It’s fucked up, but that’s how it sometimes goes when you shrink your world down to the size of the neighborhood you live in.

    “Do you come all the way out here for a little bit of freedom from all that suburban bullshit?” I asked.

    I don’t mean to imply that it’s all bullshit, by the way. There are lots of advantages to living in the suburbs. It’s just that some of it really sucks.

    “That’s one reason,” Savannah said.

    It was her smile that made me think she came an hour from her house for more than a little bit of freedom from the suburbs.

    “What’s the other reason?” I asked.

    “Why would a woman spend nearly two hours on her hair, makeup, and outfit and go to a bar?” Savannah asked in response.

    “Because she’s eager for a certain kind of male attention?” I replied.

    Neither of us was openly admitting that’s why we were at the bar, and yet that’s exactly what we were both admitting. I couldn’t help but smile at Savannah’s clever way of talking around what we both seemed to know.

    “Doesn’t that seem like something a good wife shouldn’t be doing?” Savannah asked.

    That was when I decided I was going to take a leap. I was going to trust Savannah at least a little. I was going to hope for the best.

    “That’s possible,” I said. “It’s also possible that some men have a different definition of what it means to be a good wife.”

    “I suppose that is possible,” Savannah said. “Forgive me if I’m being too forward, but do you happen to know any men that have a different definition of what it means to be a good wife?”

    “I might know a man like that,” I replied. I was still a little cagey. After all, there was a chance that Savannah was in the bar for a very different reason than me and she was just fishing for ammunition that could be used to stir up trouble in our neighborhood. As I’ve probably made clear, suburban people can be surprisingly petty when they’re bored.

    “I might know a man like that too,” Savannah said.

    At that point I was almost entirely certain Savannah and I shared something rather remarkable in common. I had no idea if her husband Jeff was actually into cuckolding, but it seemed like she was telling me that she’d come to the bar with his permission.

    “This man you might know, would he find the idea of you being at this bar and looking as good as you look incredibly hot? Would he perhaps find it far hotter than you dressing up like that for him?” I asked.

    Savannah sipped her drink, swallowed, and smiled in a way that I recognized. It was the kind of smile you unleash when you’ve met someone that shares something very specific and rare in common with you. It was the kind of joyful smile you unleash when you’ve met someone that you desperately want to talk to.

    “Okay,” she said. “Cards on the table. Does Andrew want you to fuck other people?”

    I nodded. “Yes. In fact, the idea of me fucking other people turns Andrew on like he’s never been turned on before. Is Jeff the same way?”

    “He is,” Savannah said. “If I get laid tonight and then go home to him I could have him cumming in less than a minute. I usually try to make it last a little longer, but it could be damn near instantaneous if that’s what I wanted.”

    “It’s incredible, isn’t it?” I said. “I’ve never seen anything like it with a man, and I haven’t actually fucked someone else for years. I’ve just been talking about doing it. I got Andrew to agree to go a week without an orgasm in exchange for sharing a fantasy with him. I was certain he wouldn’t do it, but he was totally on board. He waited a week and then I talked him through my fantasy and I swear I’ve never seen him cum so hard.”

    “If you don’t mind me asking, why has it been so long since you took advantage of your freedom to be with someone else?” Savannah asked.

    “Andrew was not well-behaved the first time I did it. Looking back, it was my mistake. I let him watch and he couldn’t help but try and control it and he just ended up ruining it. Plus, he was kind of whiny afterwards and it really ruined any fun I might have had,” I explained. “So this time I decided that I was going to take my time and make sure he was really committed before doing it again. I actually came here just to try and do a little flirting to see how it felt. Plus, I figured I could take a story home to Andrew,” I said. “How long have you and Jeff been doing this sort of thing, if you don’t mind me asking?”

    Savannah finished her drink, slid the glass forward, and motioned for the bartender to make another for her. “Five years now,” she said. “The first few times weren’t great for us, either, to be honest, but that was more about the guys I slept with. One of them totally freaked out when he found out I was married and couldn’t finish. The other was really hot and had a really big dick but he didn’t seem to know anything about making a woman feel good with it. He fucked me so hard and so fast that all I felt was a mild pain. There wasn’t even a hint of pleasure to it. Plus, he finished remarkably fast. Then he got mad at me for not cumming, like it was somehow my fault that he was crap in bed.”

    “It’s been better since?” I asked.

    “I’ve gotten better at screening guys,” Savannah answered. “I still find a dud every now and then, but most of the time the sex is great and then I get to go home and have even more fun with Jeff.”

    I suddenly felt like I could learn so much from Savannah. Her level of experience dwarfed mine. It wasn’t even close. “Is that why you like doing it? The play with Jeff?”

    “Can I be honest?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “That’s a nice benefit, but for me it’s more of a selfish thing. It turns out that I really, really like being able to cut loose and let my, well, my slutty side out. Sometimes it’s not even about the sex for me. Sometimes it’s about breaking free from the relative monotony of my life to do something that seems a little bit insane, like fucking a stranger or dragging some guy to a bar bathroom so I can suck him off,” Savannah explained.

    The more she talked the more it seemed like Savannah was light years ahead of me and that perhaps she’d taken her participation in this particular lifestyle to a place I wouldn’t want to go. That might have been fear talking, though, because I’m more than willing to admit that a big part of my attraction to cuckolding Andrew is the idea of getting to break free from the routine of our lives. Plus, every once in a while it feels good to do something slutty, or at least it did when I was younger.

    “So what happens when you go home?” I asked. “Sorry if that’s too personal, but I don’t have any experience with that part yet.”

    “That’s okay,” Savannah said. “I actually really like having someone to talk to about this stuff. As you might imagine, it’s pretty rare to find another woman that’s into this, especially once I feel like I can trust.”

    She’d encapsulated my feelings perfectly. I’d gone to the bar to flirt, but I probably could have stayed there all night just talking to her about cuckolding.

    “I try my best to mix it up when I go home to Jeff,” she said. “Last week I met a guy online. He was traveling to Dallas for business so I went to his hotel room and fucked him twice. When I went home I played with Jeff while telling him about the sex and then denied him the chance to cum. Two weeks before that I fucked a guy at a charity event – that was one pretty risky – and then dragged Jeff to a bathroom so he could fuck me while I told him all about it. I find that keeping things fresh ensures that Jeff doesn’t get bored.”

    “Is that really a risk?” I asked. Andrew’s fantasy seemed so potent that it was hard to imagine him ever getting bored with it.

    “Sure,” Savannah answered. “Do the same thing over and over and you’ll get bored eventually. It’s really easy to mix it up, though. Obviously I don’t know anything about Andrew’s specific fantasy, but I’ve found that mixing it up with Jeff also has the benefit of expanding his desires.”

    “What is it?” I asked. There was a look on her face like she wanted to say more but was holding back. I couldn’t help but feel curious. It’s always the unsaid thing that’s the most interesting, right?

    “It’s…well, okay, I know we don’t know each other that well, but can I trust you not to say this next part to anyone? Even your husband?” she asked.

    “Of course,” I said. I meant it, too.

    “In the past couple of months Jeff’s really gotten into the idea of another guy cumming inside me. What really turns him on, though, is the idea of getting to go down on me after. It’s like he’s discovered a whole new element of this that drives him crazy. I haven’t done it yet because it’s pretty hard to find a guy I trust enough to do that and I’m still not convinced he’d actually find it a turn on if he was actually licking someone else’s cum out of my pussy, but he really does get crazy with desire when we talk about it,” Savannah explained.

    “Andrew really liked the idea of someone cumming inside me,” I said. “When I was sharing my fantasy with him, that is. That’s actually when he came. When I was talking about that. I don’t know if he’d be interested in cleaning it out of me, but I wouldn’t be surprised. He said he fantasizes about this kind of thing all the time.”

    Savannah smiled. “Can I just say that I’m so glad you were here tonight? I just feel so happy to actually be able to talk to a friend about this, you know?”

    I nodded. “I do. I don’t want to get ahead of myself, but I feel like we might become really good friends.”

    “I’ll drink to that,” Savannah said.

    She grabbed her recently-delivered drink and we toasted to our unique connection and the idea that it would form the bonds of an incredible friendship.

    “So you came here to do a little flirting?” Savannah asked.

    “I did,” I replied.

    “How about we do that together?” she said. “A couple of very good looking guys just walked in and I think they might need a little company.”

    “Sounds like fun,” I said.

    “How did it go?” Andrew asked when I got home.

    The eager look on his face made me think of a puppy, but in a good way. It was like he’d spent his entire night waiting for me to get home, unable to think of anything but what I was doing at the bar.

    “Very well,” I replied.

    I hadn’t done anything more than flirt, but I wanted to have a little fun with Andrew, so I decided to tease him by using the very truthful tale of what Savannah had done.

    I beckoned Andrew to follow me to the bedroom and he hopped off the couch. I unzipped my skirt and let it fall to the floor as we stepped through the doorway. I kept my thong and heels on, figuring that he’d enjoy the way my legs and ass looked.

    “How would you feel if I did a little more than flirt?” I asked as I looked over my shoulder.

    “Did you?” he asked.

    I spun around and pulled off the tight, low cut, long sleeve top I’d worn to the bar. I was going for casually sexy and I’m pretty sure I pulled it off.

    “Andrew, darling,” I said as I stood there in my bra, panties, and heels, “You didn’t answer my question, and if I’m going to embrace this fantasy of yours I need you to be good for me. I need you to answer my questions when I ask and I need you to understand that I’m going to have to be the one that’s in control.”

    “It would turn me on,” Andrew said. “If you did more than flirt. It would turn me on and it would probably make me a little anxious.”

    “Get naked,” I said.

    Andrew stripped and I smiled at the sight of his half hard cock.

    “Come closer,” I said.

    Andrew stepped closer and I wrapped my fingers around his cock. I stroked him and asked, “How would feel if yours wasn’t the only cock I had in my hand tonight?”

    The look on his face answered my question, though Andrew seemed to have a little more difficulty offering an answer.

    “I…I think I’d like it,” he said.

    “You think you’d like it? Your cock is hard, Andrew. I just started stroking you and already you’re hard as a rock. Are you sure you think you’d like it, or would you like it more than you can even say?” I said.

    “I’d love it,” he answered. “I would.”

    I leaned closer and kissed his neck. I whispered, “How would you feel if I had another man’s cock in my mouth tonight?”

    I felt his cock surge in my hand and Andrew leaned into me like he was worried he’d fall over if he didn’t have someone to help him regain his balance.

    “Lily,” he said, “I…Did you go down on someone tonight?”

    I was utterly delighted at how easy it was to get Andrew to completely surrender to his desire to be a cuckold. He was putty in my hands at that moment.

    The truth was, Savannah had gone down on someone. She’d done it in the bar bathroom. She’d taken one of the guys we were flirting with to the bathroom and sucked him off. She’d told me about it afterwards, though since they’d left together it was pretty obvious they’d done something. She’d told me that she was going to go home to Jeff and tell him all about what she’d done and tease him with the idea that another man’s cock had been in her mouth. I figured I’d do the same with Andrew, only without giving a blowjob to another man.

    “How would it make you feel if I sucked someone’s cock tonight, Andrew? How would it make you feel to know that another man came in your wife’s mouth tonight? How would it make you feel to know that I swallowed someone else’s cum tonight?” I asked.

    Andrew answered by cumming all over my stomach and panties. I didn’t think I was stroking him fast enough to make him cum, but I was clearly wrong. He was so thrilled by the idea that I’d sucked off a stranger that he unleashed his load. I felt like I learned a lot in that moment and I wondered if Andrew was even more into cuckolding than I suspected.

    “I guess that answers my question,” I said.

    “Sorry,” he replied.

    I kissed his cheek and said, “You don’t need to be. I think it’s kind of hot that you’re so turned on by this. It makes it much more likely that I’m actually going to do it.”

    “You didn’t give a blowjob tonight?” he asked.

    “No, darling, I didn’t. I said I was only going to flirt and that’s all I did,” I answered. I made no mention of meeting Savannah or the fact that she had given a blowjob. We’d both agreed that we wouldn’t let our husbands in on the fact that they were both cuckolds. “Are you disappointed?”

    “No,” Andrew said with a smile. “That was a really quick orgasm, but it was incredibly hot, so thank you for that.”

    I released his softening cock and asked, “I’d like you to go down on me after I clean up. I did spend the night flirting with a gorgeous man, after all, and I’m in need of an orgasm. Will you do that for me?”

    “Of course,” Andrew replied.

    I was going to have him go down on me first – I’ve found that most men are far more passionate about eating pussy when they’re turned on – but it ended up being a good orgasm nonetheless.

    More importantly, I was absolutely certain that I was going to cuckold Andrew and that it was going to be far more pleasurable than I thought possible.

  
    Cuckold Does Shots - of Yummy Cum - at a Party

    Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).

    
      
    

    The party was so much bigger than Ben had expected. The house was teeming with people, most of whom he and Laura didn’t know. That didn’t stop her from having fun though. She was always the more outgoing of the two.

    Ben couldn’t help but feel a little uncomfortable as he tried his best to mingle and participate in conversations. Laura kept drifting away and introducing herself to new people, and the more drinks she had the more willing she was to leave her husband’s side.

    The home belonged to Molly and Peter Smallwood. Peter owned the real estate office where Laura worked and the multi-million dollar mansion he lived in was a clear sign that he’d done well for himself. Ben was awed as they pulled into the long, winding driveway and up to the beautiful stone house.

    Molly worked at the office too and she and Laura had become fast friends. Much to Ben’s dismay his wife had shared intimate details of their sex life with her new friend, including that he enjoyed being cuckolded.

    Laura assured Ben it wasn’t an issue, that Molly was totally open-minded and didn’t think less of him for enjoying his wife’s sexual adventures with other men. Despite her assurances, Ben couldn’t help but feel uncomfortable when he was introduced to Molly and Peter. It felt they were both looking down on him as he shook their hands, though Ben couldn’t be sure if those feelings were real or if he was just being insecure.

    As the party wore on, Molly and Laura were thick as thieves. They roamed together and weren’t shy about enjoying cocktails. Ben watched as the two beautiful ladies in slinky dresses moved from one group of guests to another, laughing and having a lively time as they did.

    Then he watched as Laura, Molly, Peter, and another man he hadn’t met disappeared down a hallway. There was something about the way they slipped away that made Ben feel like something strange was happening. The two hosts of a party rarely leave their guests alone.

    Ben was about to excuse himself from a conversation when he received a text from Laura:

    Laura: Honey, come find me. I have a surprise for you.

    Ben made his way across the room and down the same hallway Laura had gone with Molly and Peter. He walked past a bathroom and several closed doors, all of which were locked. It wasn’t until he reached the end of the hall that he knew he’d arrived at his intended destination.

    A low, distinctly male moan of pleasure reached Ben’s ears from behind the door. He tried the handle only to find it locked. Ben quietly knocked, and seconds later Molly’s face greeted him as she opened the door.

    “We’re glad you’re finally here,” she said while ushering him into the room.

    Bookshelves lined the walls of the elegantly appointed home office, but it was Laura that garnered Ben’s attention the moment he stepped into the room.

    She was on her knees in front of the unnamed man that had joined them in the study. Ben could only see the back of her head, but it was obvious she was giving a blowjob.

    “Your wife is very talented,” Peter said.

    “Indeed,” Molly agreed. “Come here, Ben. Come watch your wife with us.”

    Ben moved next to the couple and watched as another man’s cock disappeared into his wife’s mouth. Laura still hadn’t looked at him. All her concentration was given to pleasuring the man standing in front of her.

    Much to his surprise, Molly reached over and squeezed Ben’s half hard cock through his pants. “Does this turn you on, Ben?” she asked. “Does it thrill you to see your wife sucking cock?”

    Ben didn’t answer. He couldn’t. They knew the truth, but he couldn’t bring himself to admit it in front of them.

    His lack of an answer prompted Laura to finally pull her mouth off of the long, thick erection in front of her. The cock glistened with her saliva as she slowly ran her hand up and down the shaft while turning to her husband. “It’s okay, honey. You can tell them. They know you’re a cuckold. They know you like watching your wife suck cock.”

    Molly’s gentle caresses had given Ben a throbbing erection and as Laura once again took the stranger’s cock into her mouth, he finally answered. “Yes. It turns me on to watch my wife suck cock.”

    “Me too,” Molly said. “She’s quite good, you know. I could learn a thing or two from her.”

    Again Laura let the big cock slip from her mouth and looked at Ben. “I’m going to make him cum, honey. Does that turn you on? Do you want to watch me suck his cock until he cums?”

    “Yes,” Ben answered, this time immediately.

    Again Laura wrapped her lips around the stranger’s big cock. She took most of his long, thick shaft into her mouth and down her throat. He groaned and closed his eyes. He was clearly enjoying the married woman’s oral talents.

    Molly reached to the bookshelf behind her and picked up a shot glass. She handed it to Laura and kissed the stranger receiving the blowjob. “Cum for her,” she whispered to him.

    Again he groaned, this time adding, “I’m going to cum.”

    Laura pulled her mouth off his cock and held the shot glass just under the head. With a firm grip she stroked him until his seed spilled into the little glass, filling it halfway.

    “Oh fuck!” he cried out as the intense pleasures of the climax spread through his loins.

    Moments after finishing he pulled up his pants and excused himself from the study. Ben watched him go and wondered why he’d cum in a shot glass instead of Laura’s mouth.

    When Ben turned back his wife was on her feet and walking towards him. She held the shot glass of cum in her hand and wore a devilish smile on her face. Ben quickly realized her intentions. He looked over to Molly and Peter as if he was hoping they’d rescue him from his fate, but to no avail.

    Laura pressed her soft lips against Ben’s and her tongue gently slipped into his mouth. He tasted the other man’s cock and it thrilled him. He loved being Laura’s cuckold, but admitting it in front of another couple was something he’d never dealt with.

    Laura’s free hand moved between Ben’s legs and found his hard cock. “I know you want this,” she whispered between soft kisses on his neck. The touch of her lips on his skin sent shivers of pleasure down his spine.

    She held the shot glass to his lips but Ben refused to open his mouth. “It’s okay,” Laura said in a soothing voice. “They want to watch, Ben. They want to see your eagerness to be my cuckold. They want to see your desire to swallow another man’s cum for me. Don’t pretend this is the first time I’ve asked you to do this for me. They already know. They know you eat cum out of me and off of me. How is this any different?” she asked.

    Ben looked over at Molly and Peter. Laura was right. They were eager. He could see it in their faces. They were excited, even. They wanted to watch. He looked back at his wife and saw a familiar mixture of love and lust in her eyes. She wanted him to do it. She wanted him to drink a shot of another man’s cum.

    He couldn’t say no to her. He parted his lips, signaling to his wife that he was ready to drink the other man’s cum. Laura smiled. “Good boy,” she said before tilting the shot glass and letting the thick, salty seed pour into her husband’s mouth.

    Ben stared into her eyes as the cum flooded his mouth. She poured it slowly, forcing him to savor the taste before he could swallow. His cock throbbed in his pants as his mouth filled with semen.

    With the shot glass empty, Laura pulled it away and gently pressed on Ben’s chin, signaling him to close his mouth and swallow the other man’s cum. “Swallow for me, cuckold,” she said.

    Ben swallowed. The cum slid slowly down his throat. Even after swallowing he could still taste it. He savored it. Being made to consume the semen in front of someone else was embarrassing, but Ben loved it. Nothing turned him on more than being fed someone else’s cum by his wife.

    “That was incredible,” Molly said with genuine wonder in her voice.

    She approached Laura, and much to Ben’s surprise the two shared a slow, soft kiss. It was clearly not the first time they’d done so, either. “Do you want to feed him another load?” Molly asked as she looked at her husband.

    “Absolutely,” Laura answered.

    “Come here, honey,” Molly said as she extended her hand to Peter.

    Ben watched the couple kiss as Molly freed her husband’s cock from his slacks. Laura fell to her knees in front of them and quickly wrapped her lips around it. Soon another man was moaning as he received a blowjob from Ben’s wife.

    Molly stepped back from her husband and admired the erotic pleasure happening in front of her. She moved next to Ben and grasped his cock through his pants. “Watching her feed you that load of cum is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” she whispered.

    Ben couldn’t help but moan. Her touch felt so good. Arousal coursed through his body as he watched Laura give another blowjob.

    “Are you going to swallow my husband’s cum, Ben?” Molly asked as she tightened her grip on his cock.

    “Yes,” Ben answered.

    Laura let Peter’s cock slide out of her mouth as she turned to Molly. “I told you he’d be a good boy. He’ll do anything for me,” she said before taking the other man’s throbbing dick between her lips once more.

    “Is she right, Ben? Would you do anything for her?” Molly asked as her soft lips brushed against his ear lobe.

    “Yes,” Ben said in a low voice. “She’s right. I’d do anything for her. I’ll swallow your husband’s cum for her.”

    Now it was Molly’s turn to groan. “That’s so fucking hot,” she said while lifting the bottom of her dress and slipping a hand into her panties. She masturbated while watching her husband receive a blowjob and soon both members of the couple were moaning in pleasure.

    “I’m going to cum,” Peter announced.

    Laura repeated the same thing she’d done with the other man. She held the shot glass under the head of Peter’s cock and jerked him off. His load was even bigger. The shot glass was easily three quarters of the way full when he finished.

    Again Laura stood and walked over to her husband. Again she held the shot glass at his lips. “Will you drink his cum for me?” she asked.

    This time Ben didn’t hesitate. This time he opened his mouth immediately. The delight in his eyes affirmed his desire to swallow Peter’s cum for his wife.

    Laura smiled as she slowly poured a second load of cum into her husband’s mouth. Again Ben accepted the thick, salty treat onto his tongue.

    When she’d emptied the shot glass, Laura said, “Show them. Show them your mouthful of cum.”

    Ben opened wide and showed Molly and Peter that he was indeed holding the cum in his mouth.

    “Now swallow it,” Molly said as she continued to play with her pussy.

    Ben closed his mouth and swallowed the enormous load of cum. It was the first time he’d eaten the cum of two men in such a short span of time. He felt nasty in a way that made his cock throb.

    Laura stepped back, lifted her skirt, and slipped a hand into her panties just as Molly had done. She too was going to masturbate, but Peter quickly stepped behind her. He kissed Laura’s neck and replaced her hand with his own.

    “Oh God that feels so good,” Laura moaned.

    Ben eagerly watched as Peter deftly manipulated his wife’s clit and brought her the kind of pleasure she craved. He was so enraptured with it he didn’t notice Molly had moved to his side. It was only when she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock that he snapped out of his reverie.

    Ben briefly panicked when Molly took his stiff cock in her hand and began to stroke him. He looked over at Laura to ensure his wife wasn’t furious and found a smile of pure delight on her face. She liked that another woman was giving him a handjob. She liked playing with this couple.

    Ben’s orgasm was fast approaching when Molly grabbed the shot glass and held it in front of his cock. “I want you to eat one more load,” she said.

    Laura saw the discomfort on his face at the suggestion that he eat his own cum. “Do it for me, cuckold,” she said.

    “Do it for your wife,” Molly said as she continued to stroke Ben’s cock.

    Ben’s mind was a mass of confusion. He knew that the moment he climaxed he wouldn’t want to eat his cum, but it seemed as though he wouldn’t be allowed to orgasm without agreeing to do so. He was too turned on to resist. Some part of him knew he wouldn’t enjoy it, but he agreed anyway.

    “Okay. I’ll do it,” he said.

    Molly sped up her skillful stroking. “Good boy,” she said as her fingers moved over the head of his cock, bringing Ben to the brink of climax.

    “Oh fuck!” he cried out. “I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum!”

    Molly held his shaft as Ben filled the shot glass with his cum. The orgasm was more intense than most he’d experienced. Across from him, Laura had an orgasm of her own as Peter’s fingers expertly played with her clit.

    As Ben watched another man make his wife cum, Molly held the shot glass full of cum to his lips. He opened his mouth and she poured the hot load onto his tongue.

    “Swallow for me,” she said.

    Ben did as he was told, though swallowing his own cum was decidedly less pleasurable than the previous two loads he’d consumed. It pleased Molly to no end, though.

    With her free hand she began to masturbate and quickly moved to the brink of orgasm. Again she held the shot glass to Ben’s lips, this time saying, “Lick it clean, cuckold. Get all of your nasty cum out of there.”

    Ben extended his tongue and did as he was told. He licked the shot glass clean as Molly held it to his lips. He made sure none of his seed was left behind, and in doing so thrilled the beautiful woman to the point that she had an orgasm.

    “Incredible,” Peter said as he watched his wife twitch in post-orgasmic bliss.

    “I can’t wait for the next party,” Laura said.

    Ben smiled. “Me too,” he added, and he absolutely meant it.

  
    Cuckold Handjob Dirty Talk

    “Does that feel good, honey? Does my hand feel good around your cock? Does it feel good against my tits?” she asks in a low, sultry voice.

    Your wife has just returned from an evening with her lover. They spent three hours satisfying each other while you waited at home, dutifully keeping your hands off your cock, as she commanded.

    “Do you want to hear what he did to me?” she whispers into your ear before gently nibbling your lobe.

    You kiss her. Her lips press against yours and her tongue slips into your mouth.

    “Can you taste him?” she asks as her hand slowly moves up and down your shaft. You can taste him. You can taste another man’s cock on your wife’s lips.

    “You like it, don’t you? Your cock just got a little harder, didn’t it?“ She giggles. “You’re such a naughty boy.”

    This is your favorite part of being a cuckold. You love connecting with her after she’s been with another man. You love the way she teases you, the way she strokes your cock so slowly and sensually because she wants to draw it out.

    “I sucked him off, honey. Right before I left. I sucked him until he had his third orgasm. I sucked his big cock until he came in my mouth and I made sure to swallow it all like a good girl.”

    You groan. “You like hearing about me sucking his cock, don’t you? You’re such a naughty boy.”

    She kisses your neck and cheek. Her tongue leaves damp spots on your skin. Her hand runs up and down your shaft as she uses the copious amounts of precum dripping from the head of your cock for lubrication.

    “I had his dick in my mouth almost instantly, baby. As soon as I was through his front door I dropped to my knees. I couldn’t wait any longer. It had been a week since I’d seen him and that was just too long to go without his perfect cock. I needed it so badly,” she says while stroking you faster and harder.

    “You like that, don’t you? You like that your wife is crazy for another man’s cock. You like that I got on my knees and gave him a blowjob before even saying hello. You like that I’m such a slut for him,” she whispers into your ear. Her tone is sultry and insanely sexy. She’s perfect in every way.

    “He fucked me on the stairs the first time. He pulled me off the floor and directed me to my knees. My pussy was soaking wet for him. I was so turned on I couldn’t believe it. He had no trouble sliding into me from behind. His big cock fucked me so good, baby.”

    You can picture it. Your wife, down on her hands and knees in someone else’s house, taking cock from behind. Her moans, filling his home instead of yours.

    “I had my first orgasm when he reached around and played with my clit. It only took a few seconds. I was so horny for him he barely had to touch my pussy and I exploded. It was incredible.”

    She stops stroking you and rubs her fingers over the head of your cock. “Look at all this precum, honey. Are you turned on? Are you turned on listening to your wife talk about another man’s big cock inside her? Are you turned on thinking about me cumming on someone else’s dick?” A devilish smile crosses her face. She knows it’s all true. She knows you’re wildly aroused. “Good boy.”

    You’re not going to last much longer and she knows it. She straddles you and rubs her smooth pussy over your cock. You know she won’t fuck you – that’s for her lover, not you – and you love how she teases you.

    “He took me to his couch after I stopped shaking from the pleasure of my first orgasm. He had me straddle him and said to ride his cock until he filled me with cum.”

    Your cock jumps at the idea of another man cumming in your wife.

    “You like that, honey? You like that my lover came inside me? He did. Twice, in fact. I put on a show for him that first time. I rode his cock like the slut he’s made me. I bounced on him. I pushed my tits in his face and let him suck on my nipples. I begged him for it. I pleaded with him to cum inside me, to flood my womb with his seed.”

    You’re close now and she can tell.

    “Cum for me, honey. Cum for me while you think about his cock shooting a huge load of semen inside me.” You obey your beautiful wife and cum for her. You can’t help it. You groan loudly as cum spills from the head of your cock. She smiles, satisfied that both her men had great orgasms that evening.

  
    Cuckold Humiliation Handjob Dirty Talk

    Look at how hard your little dick is. Is that for me? Are you stiff because you’re thinking about your mistress enjoying a real man’s cock? Do you have a little boner because you’re imagining someone else’s superior cock sliding into my pussy and making me cum?

    Or are you fantasizing about fucking me? Are you dreaming of being allowed to slide your pathetic dick into my pussy? You know that’s not going to happen. You know you’re not allowed to fuck your mistress. You know you don’t deserve the pleasure of my pussy.

    You’ve been a good boy though, so you deserve the pleasure of my hand. You deserve to feel my fingers around your inadequate cock. You deserve to feel my breath against your neck as I whisper into your ear about what a good subby boy you are.

    You have been a very good submissive for me. You’ve been so good about worshiping my pussy and ass when I order you to your knees. You’ve been so good about pushing your tongue into my tight asshole and tasting me. You’ve been so good about making me cum and then going about your chores without any consideration for your orgasm.

    You’ve been such a good fluffer for me, too. You have no idea how wet it makes me to watch you suck my bull’s cock. I get so turned on when you fall to your knees and wrap your naughty, cocksucking lips around him. I love seeing how hard you work to make sure he’s nice and stiff for me.

    When you’re a good cocksucker you get the privilege of watching and I know how much you enjoy that. I know you love to see another man fuck me with his big cock. I know you love to hear how loud he makes me moan and how good he makes me feel with his fat dick.

    You like seeing your mistress experience the pleasures she craves, don’t you? You like how good he makes me feel, how another man is able to pound my pussy like I need, how he’s able to make me orgasm in ways you’ve never been able to.

    That’s why you’re a cuckold. You’re a sweet subby and you love to lick me to orgasms, but your cock simply can’t provide what I need. You’re not big enough and you’ve never lasted long enough. You just don’t have what it takes. That’s okay though. He does. He fucks me. You watch. That’s how it should be.

    It’s time to cum for me, subby. Let your cream loose. Relish the pleasure of my fingers around your cock. Relish the pleasure of having watched another man fuck me. Relish the pleasure of being my cuckold and cum for me.

    Good boy. Very good boy. Now clean up your mess.

  Cuckold Pregnancy Question
Question:  Hi. My wife and I live an amazing fun lifestyle. I'm extremely proud of all the studs she gets while I'm still technically a virgin. Any way our first two boys are white like is and look a bit like us... But my wife was bred by BBC this time. We both find this super hot BTW... How do we tell our family? Lol.. what to say... My mom knows about us so but everyone else... We also want a second black baby too lol. We really find it hot.Answer: So it seems like there are two approaches here. You could lie or you could tell the truth. That seems obvious, of course, but let me dig into both.
The Truth: You could just come clean with everyone. Tell people that your wife has the freedom to sleep with other people and that she also chose one of those men to be the father of your baby. I wouldn't use the terms breeding or bred (would rub some people the wrong way).
There are some downsides to telling the truth. Some people will definitely not approve of the cuckolding lifestyle and others will really not approve of having her lovers get her pregnant. It could negatively impact some of the relationships in your life. It could also be just fine. I honestly have no idea what the outcome would be. 
The Lie: You could also just take the easy route and lie. I think the easiest thing would be to say that you can't conceive (low sperm motility, etc) and that you chose a donor. People might think it was weird that you chose a black donor, but that doesn't really matter. You could stretch even further and say the sperm bank screwed up, but that isn't really believable.
In a way, this lie is pretty close to the truth. You did choose a donor. You just chose an atypical delivery method. You could honestly just say, "We chose a black sperm donor." The only real lie would be if you told people that you weren't able to conceive so you had to find sperm from another source.

    Cuckold Stories from Christmas Past

    If you've been a supporter for a long time you probably know that I thoroughly enjoy writing Christmas-themed stories. I'm not entirely sure why (I also really enjoy Christmas-themed TV episodes, so there's that), but I love it. Given that it's that time of year, I thought I'd provide a list of cuckold stories from Christmas past just in case you haven't been around long enough to read them or you haven't dug through the archives. Enjoy :)

    I'll begin with the multi-part stories. To access all the chapters simply click the link and browse to the bottom of the page to work your way up from part 1.

    A Cuckold Christmas - This, I believe, is the first Christmas story I dreamed up. The conceit was that Haley would give her husband a cuckold-themed gift for each of the 12 days of Christmas. It begins with a surprise gift as Haley has recorded a video of her cuckolding Shawn. It's waiting for him when he gets home from work and it kicks off nearly two weeks of intense cuckold pleasure. The story is 12 parts and it gets increasingly wild as you go along.

    A Bull for Christmas - This is from last year's Christmas and it's a 7-part story that begins with a message from a cuckold to a potential bull. The cuckold wants his wife to experience the joys of great sex so he gets in touch with a man that he believes can seduce her. Ryan, the bull, agrees to meet Teri, the cuck's wife, and comes to the conclusion that he'd very much like to seduce her, to fuck her, and to be her bull. He takes more control as the story plays out and he shows Teri that getting a bull for Christmas is the greatest gift of all.

    Dominated for Christmas (Femdom tier) - Nicole gets her husband Jesse the ultimate gift for Christmas: A session with a dominatrix. The couple does the session together and the domme teaches Nicole about the joys of dominating her husband, the joys of submission, and the pleasure of having a better man fuck her, among other things. The series is 6 parts in total.

    
      Single Stories
    

    Behaving Badly at the Company Christmas Party - Emma is the uptight woman in the office. She's the one that never drinks at the company parties. This year is a little different, though. This year the new employee convinces her to loosen up a little. It turns out that Emma is full of passion and this married woman just needed a little help to have some fun.

    Christmas is a Time for Giving - Josh and Jodie's good friend Connor is fresh off his divorce and he's not doing well. Jodie decides that all he needs is a little help. He needs a rebound to get his mind off his ex-wife. She decides that she's going to be that rebound and Josh gets to watch as his wife offers Connor exactly what he needs.

    The Christmas Panties - Each year, your wife cuckolds you on Christmas. It's the only time of year she cuckolds you, in fact. It happens after the neighborhood Christmas party you host. This story takes you through the party, and more importantly it takes you through the cuckolding that happens afterwards as your neighbor fucks your wife.

    
      Honorable Mention
    

    A Resolution to Cuckold Her Husband - It doesn't take place at Christmas, but it's set right after New Year's so I figured I'd include it. The multi-part story revolves around Keira and her knack for making her New Year's resolutions come true. When she resolves to cuckold her husband and give them both the pleasure they crave, she's going to do whatever it takes make it happen.

  
    Cuckold to a Femdom Pornstar - Part 1

    Each Monday I'll be publishing a new entry in this series. It will allow me to explore all sorts of insanely hot femdom scenarios as Mistress Anya makes naughty videos with her submissive Grant. I hope you enjoy it!

    
      
    

    Grant stared at the email in disbelief. It was a message from Mistress Anya, the goddess he’d worshiped from afar for years. She was looking for someone to help with her videos.

    My Sweet Submissive Grant,

    I’m writing to inquire about your interest in starring in my forthcoming cuckold and femdom videos. The sub I’ve been using is moving across the country and I’ll need a replacement for him.

    You’ve mentioned that you live outside Atlanta and my studio is downtown, so the commute should be doable. We typically shoot once or twice a week and you’d be paid $500 per scene.

    My previous video sub wore a hood to hide his face and I’d be happy to let you do the same. Please let me know if you’re interested and I’ll provide you with more details.

    With Warm Regards,

    Mistress Anya

    Grant had been a member of Mistress Anya’s site for five years and he’d long harbored fantasies of being one of the lucky guys in her videos. She subjected them to such delights as an expert domme and Grant had long wished he could find a girlfriend willing to dominate him in the same way.

    Some had been willing to try, but he hadn’t yet met a woman that embraced his eagerness to submit. The idea of starring in videos with Mistress Anya made him terribly nervous, but perhaps it was exactly what he needed. The fact that he’d be getting paid was a nice little bonus.

    He wrote back:

    Mistress Anya,

    Nothing would make me happier than to be the submissive in your videos. Feel free to send me the details, but I can’t imagine they’d include anything that would make me decline to take you up on this offer.

    Within an hour Mistress Anya had sent a reply:

    My Sweet Submissive Grant,

    Thank you so much for the speedy reply. I appreciate your eagerness, but I want you to be absolutely certain that you’re on board for this. I know you’ve seen my videos (you’ve been such a loyal subscriber, which I love), but it’s different when you’re performing in them.

    I strive to create genuine experiences in my videos, which means you’ll be submitting to all manner of things. Here’s a short list of things I will absolutely expect you to submit to: Heavy verbal humiliation, cuckolding, cum eating, bisexual play (oral and anal), piss drinking, corporal punishment (spanking, caning, flogging, etc), cum play (facials, wearing cum, etc), ass worship, CBT, smothering, strapon sex, feminization, foot worship, chastity play, trampling, face slapping, and more.

    Please read that list carefully. I require a submissive that’s willing to submit to anything I desire and I don’t have time to bring you along slowly. I promise I will not do any permanent damage (though you will be bruised after some of the sessions) and there will be no cutting or fecal play.

    If I choose you to be my submissive, I expect that you’ll behave professionally at all times. I expect you to enjoy yourself immensely, as well :)

    Please get back to me if you’re still interested and we’ll set up a time to meet.

    With Warm Regards,

    Mistress Anya

    Grant developed an erection as he read through the list Mistress Anya had sent. He imagined some men would have been horrified by such a list, but to him it read like one naughty fantasy scenario after another. He certainly didn’t look forward to being caned or taking a facial from a man, but doing those things in service of Mistress Anya made his cock hard.

    He wrote back:

    Mistress Anya,

    I believe I’m the right submissive for this task. When can we meet?

    Two days later, Grant was tucked away in the corner of a Starbucks as he awaited the arrival of Mistress Anya. He’d shown up 30 minutes early to avoid any chance of disappointing her before they even met.

    When she strode confidently through the door and turned to Grant, he felt weak in the knees. She was every bit the tall, leggy vision from her videos. Mistress Anya looked perfect dressed in tight black jeans, knee high leather boots, a tight black tank top, and a black leather jacket. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she wore a thin choker around her neck.

    Grant stood as she walked over to him and held out her hand. He took it and was surprised at the firmness of her grip.

    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Grant,” she said in a surprisingly cheerful voice.

    For a moment Grant felt stupid for thinking she’d dominate him in the middle of a Starbucks. He had to remind himself that she was a professional and he was essentially attending an interview for a job he badly wanted.

    “You too…uh, should I call you Anya?” Grant asked.

    “Anya is fine in public. In private it will be Mistress or Mistress Anya,” she said as they sat at a small table in the corner.

    Grant had ordered the latte Mistress Anya requested and she popped off the top and took a slow sip.

    “Very good,” she said. “Now Grant, what makes you think you can actually do the job I’m offering?”

    “I’m a true submissive,” he answered immediately and confidently. “Discovering that has been the best thing about being a member of your site. I love almost everything you post because it all focuses on male submission and the thrill of pleasing a woman like you.”

    “And what about your love life? Does it not provide you with an opportunity to serve a deserving, dominant woman?” Mistress Anya asked as she leaned forward.

    “Unfortunately not,” Grant answered as he looked downward. “I date pretty regularly and I’ve had plenty of girlfriends. Maybe it’s a mistake, but I keep holding out hope that I’ll find someone that takes genuine pleasure in being a little more dominant.”

    “Look at me Grant,” Mistress Anya said. “This is very important. Do you understand that under no circumstances will you and I have a relationship outside of you serving as the submissive star of my videos?”

    “Yes, of course,” Grant said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that I was hoping you and I would date or anything.”

    “That’s alright, Grant. You didn’t imply that. I just needed to check. I’ve had a few submissives that couldn’t handle that reality and behaved very badly,” Mistress Anya said.

    “I run a fairly lean operation,” Mistress Anya said as she leaned back. “I handle most of the camera work on a typical shoot by using tripods or holding the camera myself, depending on what we’re shooting. Occasionally I’ll have an assistant or co-star hold the camera. From time to time you’ll be asked to shoot something from your point of view.”

    “Okay. Sounds good,” Grant said as he thought of a strapon video he’d watched where the guy getting fucked pointed the camera at Mistress Anya and filmed her face as she pounded him.

    “As you know, cuckolding is a significant part of what I do,” she said while crossing her legs. “I have a handful of bulls I work with for those scenes and they’re all tested before they shoot to ensure everyone’s safety. You’ll have to be tested too for scenes where any penetration will occur, including oral.”

    Grant suddenly felt self-conscious. He looked around to see if anyone was close enough to overhear the increasingly explicit details Mistress Anya was sharing.

    “You’re not getting nervous, are you Grant?” she asked.

    “No, sorry, it just hit me that we’re talking about the kind of stuff that people don’t usually discuss in a Starbucks,” he replied.

    “You’d be surprised,” Mistress Anya said with a smile. “Now as I mentioned in the email, I strive for authenticity in my scenes, which means you will suffer. Are you sure you’re prepared for that? Are you ready to suffer for me?”

    The way she said it captivated Grant. It was like she turned on her dominant charms just to deliver that one delicious line. “I am, mistress,” he said.

    “Very good,” Mistress Anya said as she leaned forward. “Then you’re hired, tentatively. I’ll email you to schedule a test shoot and if everything works out you’ll be my new submissive going forward.”

    She stood up and Grant hopped to his feet to walk out with her.

    “It was a pleasure meeting you,” Mistress Anya said as they stood outside the Starbucks. She reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of aviator sunglasses. They looked utterly perfect on her.

    “You too,” Grant said. “Thank you for this opportunity.”

    “I’ll email you shortly,” she said before striding confidently across the parking lot and getting into an Audi.

    As he drove home, Grant wondered if he was making a mistake. He wondered if he could really handle what Mistress Anya wanted to do with him. Could he really suck someone else’s cock? Could he really take a harsh, genuine caning that would leave bruises on his ass? Could he really submit to anal sex from her strapon, or from one of the bulls she worked with?

    Grant’s sexuality had expanded over the five years he’d been a member of Mistress Anya’s site, but his real world experience was limited. He’d fantasized about much of it, but in real life he hadn’t done much more than a few brushes with cuckolding, a few hard spankings from a willing girlfriend, and numerous facesitting sessions.

    Despite his misgivings, he was thrilled to find an email from Mistress Anya when he got home. He was scheduled for a test shoot in two days. He’d be spending his Saturday in her studio, though she didn’t offer any clues as to what the experience would entail.

    He sent a grateful email confirming that he’d be there for the training session and then pulled up Mistress Anya’s site, pulled down his pants, and enjoyed a long masturbation session as he fantasized about being the submissive in her videos.

    
      

    

    Mistress Anya’s studio was more impressive than Grant had expected. There were two dungeon sets, a bedroom set, and a rather warm and comfortable looking living room set along with a separate room filled with props that could change the look of each set with tease.

    “Welcome, Grant,” Mistress Anya said as she took her new submissive into a warm embrace. She was dressed in comfortable jeans and a white off the shoulder sweater. “Did you remember to bring the contracts I sent?”

    Grant reached into his bag and pulled out the aforementioned contracts. She’d emailed them along with a recommendation that Grant have a lawyer look them over before he signed. They were standard release forms along with an agreement that he’d be paid $500 for each scene that ended up on her website.

    “Thank you very much,” Mistress Anya said as she took the contracts and leafed through the pages to ensure Grant had signed in all the relevant spots.

    “As you can see it’s just going to be the two of us today,” Mistress Anya said as she gestured around the otherwise empty studio. “We’ll be doing a shoot in the dungeon that will include chastity play, verbal humiliation, body worship, and a bit of light impact play. It shouldn’t be too difficult to handle.”

    “Sounds good,” Grant said as Mistress Anya held his gaze in a way he found utterly mesmerizing.

    “Have you decided if you want to wear a hood or not?” she asked.

    Grant had spent quite a bit of time considering whether he wanted to show his face in these videos. He relished the idea of being Mistress Anya’s submissive and being subjected to her whims, but he wasn’t ready to show his face yet.

    “I’d like to wear a hood if that’s okay,” Grant admitted.

    “Of course,” Mistress Anya said as she reached out and caressed Grant’s arm. “I don’t like to waste time, so we’re going to get started right away.”

    Grant followed as Mistress Anya walked to the dungeon set. The walls were lined with an impressive variety of toys and tools for punishment.

    “Strip, please,” she instructed him.

    Grant quickly removed and folded his clothes before placing them on a bench outside the set. Mistress Anya stripped as well before changing into a pair of black fishnet pantyhose, leather shorts, knee high leather boots, and a leather halter top. She pulled her long dark hair into a tight ponytail and just like that she’d transformed into a mouth-watering dominatrix.

    There were four cameras situated around the dungeon set, each positioned to capture a different angle of the action that would unfold in front of it.

    Grant felt slightly uncomfortable as he stood naked in the middle of the room. His cock was soft and small and the chill in the air didn’t help.

    “There’s no need to feel self-conscious, Grant,” Mistress Anya said as she approached with a black leatherette hood in her hand. “Put this on and we’ll get started.”

    Grant took the hood from her and pulled it over his head. The fit was snug and he loved the instant sense of submission that coursed through his body.

    “How does that feel?” Mistress Anya asked.

    “I love it,” Grant answered.

    “Very good,” she said before turning and retrieving a studded black leather collar from the table behind her. Without asking Mistress Anya affixed it to Grant’s neck and smiled. “Now you look like a proper submissive. Do you have any questions before we begin filming?”

    “Is there anything you need from me, performance wise?” he asked.

    “I need you to follow your submissive instincts. It’s best if you try and forget you’re being filmed and act like this is just a professional domme session. Try your best not to look directly into the camera unless I’m holding it. You may refer to me as Mistress or Mistress Anya. Remember that I’m in charge and your task is to follow my directions. If I ask you a question answer it truthfully. Do you think you can handle all of that?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Anya,” Grant answered.

    “Very good,” she said before walking over to her laptop. “Let’s get started then.” Mistress Anya hit a button on the laptop and Grant saw the footage from all four cameras pop up. It seemed that they were connected to her computer.

    Mistress Anya pulled a riding crop from its place on the wall and slowly walked across the room towards Grant. A confident smile came across her face as he trembled with a mixture of anxiety and desire.

    “Welcome, cuckold,” she said while walking around Grant and looking up and down his naked, exposed body. “Are you prepared to serve my needs?”

    “Yes, Mistress Anya,” Grant answered.

    She ran the leather tip of her riding crop over Grant’s exposed, milky white ass. He braced for a painful swat that never came.

    “Are you prepared to submit to my desires? To offer yourself to me in every way imaginable?” she asked while running the tip of her riding crop over Grant’s testicles.

    He winced at the mere thought of the pain she could deliver before answering, “Yes, Mistress Anya. I’m yours to command.”

    “Tell me, does a cuckold’s cock deserve to be free when he’s serving his mistress?” she asked.

    “No, Mistress Anya,” Grant answered.

    “No, it doesn’t. A cuckold’s cock isn’t worthy of any attention from a beautiful woman, is it? A cuckold’s cock should be locked up tight in a chastity cage, shouldn’t it?” Mistress Anya asked as she stood behind grant and ran her soft fingers over his back and ass.

    “Yes, Mistress Anya,” Grant said as her touch sent shivers of pleasure up his spine.

    Mistress Anya smacked Grant’s ass hard. He cried out in pain as she walked away from him and selected a chastity device for his cock.

    “I think this is perfect for your little cuckold cock,” she said. Mistress Anya returned to Grant with a small metal chastity cage in her hand. “Put it on,” she demanded.

    Grant took the cage from his mistress and worked to place his cock in the prison she’d presented him with. It took a minute to figure out how it worked, but soon he was ready to be locked up.

    “There we are,” Mistress Anya said as she clicked the lock shut and placed the necklace holding the key around her neck.

    “Tell me, do you believe your inadequate cock has ever truly pleasured a woman?” she asked while holding Grant’s locked dick in her fingers.

    “No, Mistress Anya,” he answered.

    “Why is that?” she asked.

    “Because my cock is too small to truly satisfy a woman,” Grant answered truthfully.

    Mistress Anya smiled as she caressed Grant’s hooded head. “It is,” she said. “But you can still please me. Your tongue can be of great use to me, and your willingness to suffer for my pleasure will be deeply satisfying.”

    “Yes, Mistress,” Grant said as he considered just how much suffering Mistress Anya was going to put him through.

    “Do you want to suffer for me?” Mistress Anya asked as she stood slightly behind Grant.

    “Yes, Mistress Anya,” he answered.

    An instant later the riding crop came down on his ass. He heard the whoosh as it moved through the air, but he wasn’t ready for the impact. Grant cried out as the exceptional pain radiated outwards from his ass.

    “Thank you, Mistress Anya,” he said without prompting.

    The riding crop struck his ass again, and again Grant cried out in pain. He didn’t have time to say anything before she struck him again, this time on the other cheek. One more strike on his ass sent Grant to his knees. The pain was overwhelming.

    “Thank you, Mistress Anya,” he managed to say as his head touched the floor. His heart pounded and he took deep breaths to try and process the agony.

    “Doesn’t it feel good to suffer for me? Doesn’t it feel good to please your mistress by suffering great pain?” Mistress Anya asked as she slowly rubbed Grant’s ass with the riding crop.

    He felt a deep sense of fear that she would strike him again. It was agonizing. “Yes, Mistress Anya. Thank you for punishing me,” he finally said.

    From his knees, Grant watched Mistress Anya hang her riding crop on the wall and walk back towards him. She unzipped her leather shorts and pulled them down, revealing her pussy through the wide fishnets.

    “I think you deserve a reward for your willingness to suffer for me. Would you like that, cuckold? Would you like to taste your mistress?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Anya. Please let me taste you,” Grant begged. His cock surged to life in its cage and he felt the ache of chastity for the first time. For years he’d watched Mistress Anya’s videos and dreamed of tasting her. Now her pussy was just a few feet from his eager tongue.

    Mistress Anya stepped closer and gently pushed two fingers into her wet pussy. She offered them to Grant and he wrapped his lips around them and tasted her juices for the first time.

    “Look at you,” she said gleefully. “You’re going to be an excellent cocksucker for me, aren’t you?”

    “Yes, Mistress Anya,” Grant said when she removed her fingers from his mouth.

    “Yes what?” she asked.

    “Yes, I’m going to be an excellent cocksucker for you, Mistress Anya,” Grant said. He saw no reason not to declare his desire to suck cock for her. He would do whatever she desired. He was all in.

    “We’ll see if you feel the same way when you have a thick, throbbing cock in your face, cuckold,” she remarked before stepping close enough that her pussy was just inches from Grant’s eager mouth.

    “Beg me for it, cuckold. Tell me what you want,” she demanded.

    “Please let me taste you, Mistress Anya. Please let me taste your perfect pussy. Please let me worship you, Mistress,” Grant begged.

    “You’re already such an eager slut,” she said while running her fingers over Grant’s lips and pushing them into his mouth. “We’re going to have such fun together, cuckold.” Mistress Anya firmly gripped the back of Grant’s head and pulled him to her pussy. “Now worship me. Claim your reward for being such a good pain slut.”

    Grant did as he was told and tasted his mistress. He pushed his tongue as deep into her pussy as he could and licked eagerly. It was everything he’d dreamed of. It was perfection and the pain between his legs felt like a blissful reward in its own right as his cock strained against the small cage she’d locked it in.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Worship my pussy. Pleasure your mistress. Show me that you can be of some use. Show me that your tongue is skilled enough to make you worthy of worshiping me,” Mistress Anya demanded as she ground her pussy against Grant’s tongue.

    Just as he thought she was nearing her climax, Mistress Anya pushed his head away and looked down at Grant. “Making me cum is a privilege you haven’t earned yet, cuckold. You’ll have to work for the opportunity to bring me the ultimate pleasure, but at least you’ve proven you have some value beyond suffering for me. Perhaps next time I’ll let you get me off.”

    Grant felt deeply disappointed that he hadn’t been granted the opportunity to bring Mistress Anya all the way to an orgasm, and yet her denial of that pleasure felt intensely arousing.

    “Do you wish to serve me again?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Anya. Nothing would make me happier,” Grant replied.

    “Excellent,” Mistress Anya said as she smiled. “I have so much more to teach you.”

    She turned and walked to the computer and with the push of a button the recording stopped.

    “You may remove your collar and hood,” Mistress Anya said as she walked to retrieve the clothing she’d worn earlier. She changed quickly as Grant unhooked the collar and pulled the tight hood over his head.

    Mistress Anya brought Grant his clothes. “Thank you,” he said. Instead of changing, he stood there until she gave him a questioning look. “What about the chastity?” he asked.

    “You’ll be staying in that,” Mistress Anya informed him.

    Grant looked down at the small steel cage that surrounded his cock and felt a sense of panic. “But…but I can’t do that. A whole week? That…I can’t do that,” he stammered.

    Mistress Anya stepped closer and wrapped her fingers around the metal cage. She pulled hard on it and Grant winced. “You can and will stay in chastity for me. It’s essential for the videos we’ll be making together. The more desperate you are for release the more submissive you’ll be. After just one week you’ll be surprised at the lengths you’re willing to go to for me.”

    Grant could only hold her gaze for so long. He looked away and accepted his fate. “Yes, Mistress Anya.”

    “Very good,” she said. “I’ll see you next Saturday. Same time.”

    “Yes, Mistress Anya,” Grant said.

    Despite his disappointment at being locked in chastity for a week, Grant was already excited for next Saturday as he unlocked his car and settled in for the drive home. He wondered what sort of pleasure and pain awaited him.

  
    Cuckold to a Femdom Pornstar - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “We’ll be filming two scenes today,” Mistress Anya informed Grant as he stripped naked in her studio. “The first will feature chastity teasing and ass worship and in the second one of my bulls will fuck me as you watch. How does that sound?”

    “Wonderful, Mistress Anya,” Grant said. He was already in submissive mode despite the fact that they hadn’t started shooting yet.

    Mistress Anya reached out and grasped Grant’s locked cock. “How was your first week in chastity?” she asked.

    Grant took a moment to consider his answer before saying, “Delightfully painful. It woke me up most nights and it was quite an adjustment to know that I couldn’t masturbate even if I wanted to.”

    Mistress Anya smiled as she teased Grant with her fingers. He could already feel the now familiar ache as his cock tried desperately to come to life.

    “Chastity never fails to put a cuckold in a more submissive place,” she said. “I can already see it’s working with you. Are you ready to get started?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant replied.

    “Good. After I change we’ll begin,” Mistress Anya said as she stripped out of her normal clothes and changed into a shiny black bodysuit. It clung to her like a second skin and Grant couldn’t help but feel intensely aroused as he admired her body.

    “Come,” Mistress Anya said as she led Grant to one of her dungeon sets and had him stand in the middle of the room.

    She turned the cameras on and then turned to her hooded, chastised submissive and began.

    Grant watched as Mistress Anya sauntered across the room. He admired the tight fit of the bodysuit and how sexy she looked. He enjoyed the confident look on her face as she approached him and ran her soft fingers over his chest and down to his locked cock.

    Mistress Anya surprised Grant by leaning in and kissing him softly. He felt his knees go weak as her tongue gently pushed past his lips and into his mouth. It was totally unexpected and hugely erotic and it led to that same blissful pain between his legs.

    “Your little cock wants to get hard, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant said.

    Mistress Anya walked behind Grant and ran her fingernails over his ass as she said, “It doesn’t deserve to get hard though, does it?”

    “No, mistress,” Grant replied.

    “For you, an erection is a privilege you’ll be granted when you’ve earned it by being a good boy for your mistress. Isn’t that right?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant said as his cock tried in vain to get stiff.

    “On your knees,” Mistress Anya ordered.

    Grant fell to his knees and looked up at his mistress. Anya had a confident, sensual smile on her face as she reached out and ran her fingers over the black hood Grant was wearing.

    After releasing his head Mistress Anya turned around and said, “Kiss my ass.”

    Grant eagerly pressed his lips against the shiny black material of her bodysuit and kissed her tight bottom. He kissed it over and over, moving from side to side and trying his best to worship his mistress as she desired.

    “What a good boy you are,” Mistress Anya said as Grant kissed her shiny bottom.

    “Thank you, mistress,” Grant said before kissing her bottom once more.

    “Tell me, subby, would you like to worship my ass?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress. Nothing would make me happier,” he said.

    “Good. On your back,” she ordered.

    Grant moved to his back and looked up at Mistress Anya as she slowly walked around him. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her ass, which looked utterly perfect in the shiny bodysuit.

    Her high-heeled feet ended up on either side of Grant’s head, giving him a beautiful view as he looked up at his mistress. She lowered her ass, bringing it so close to Grant’s eager mouth but denying him the pleasure of kissing the shiny material.

    Mistress Anya got on her knees and leaned forward so she could play with Grant’s locked cock. “Your balls look so blue,” she said. “Do they hurt, subby? Do your little balls ache because your little dick has been locked up all week?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant answered as he stared up at her latex-clad crotch.

    Mistress Anya’s fingers delicately played with Grant’s testicles as he moaned. She tapped her fingers on the chastity cage and then surprised him by taking it into her mouth. The warmth and wetness was painfully arousing and he could feel her tongue moving around it.

    Grant moaned loudly as his cock tried to get stiff. He’d never experienced anything like it. He wanted more of her tongue, and yet the pain was agonizing.

    “Does that hurt, subby?” Mistress Anya asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant answered.

    “Does it feel good?” she asked quickly.

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “Do you want more?” Mistress Anya inquired in a playful voice.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant begged.

    Again her warm, wet mouth enveloped his locked cock. For a moment Grant could enjoy a pure, perfect form of pleasure as she ran her tongue over the cage. Then the pain returned as his cock desperately tried to get hard.

    Mistress Anya laughed. “I do so love to make you suffer, subby. It makes me wet,” she said before reaching back and unzipping her bodysuit to reveal her perfect pussy and asshole.

    “Do you see how wet I am?” Mistress Anya asked as her fingers moved between her legs.

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    She masturbated over Grant’s face as he desperately wished he could taste her. Her pussy lips looked plump with lust and her wetness was obvious. In that moment, Grant would have given anything for a simple taste of his mistress.

    He was denied the pleasure of licking her pussy, as he knew he would be. Instead, Mistress Anya sat her ass down on his face and smothered Grant.

    He’d seen this kind of facesitting play in her videos before, but he never realized just how effective it was. It was genuinely difficult to breathe with her wondrous ass cheeks surrounding his face.

    Grant inhaled deeply when Mistress Anya lifted her ass off his face. “Are you ready to worship me?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he said. “Please let me worship your ass.”

    Mistress Anya lowered her ass onto Grant’s face again, but this time she gave him room to breathe.

    “Worship me,” she ordered.

    Grant extended his tongue and licked the perfect looking asshole that rested an inch above his face. He licked furiously as Mistress Anya moaned with delight at his eagerness to prove his worth as a submissive.

    Grant forgot he was being filmed. All he cared about was making her tight asshole feel good. He just wanted to make his mistress moan joyfully.

    It seemed to be working, because Mistress Anya reached between her legs and rubbed her clit as Grant’s tongue massaged her asshole.

    “Stick your tongue inside me. Taste my asshole, subby,” Mistress Anya ordered. “Push your tongue deep in my ass.”

    Grant did as he was ordered and pushed his tongue past Mistress Anya’s anal ring and into her ass. He relished the wondrous taste of her insides and the louder, lustier moans that escaped her lips.

    “Good boy. Pleasure my asshole. Lick it like the slut you are,” Mistress Anya said as her lust seemed to build.

    Grant’s head swam with lust and his cock ached painfully as he continued his assault on his mistress’s tight ass. He pushed his tongue in and out of her. It was the first and only form of anal sex he’d ever enjoyed with a woman.

    “That’s it. Lick my asshole,” Mistress Anya said in a quivering, lusty voice. “Fuck my ass with your tongue. Make me cum, subby. Eat my ass and make me cum!”

    Mistress Anya’s thighs trembled on either side of Grant’s head as she worked her finger feverishly over her clit. An orgasm swept through her as she dropped her ass onto Grant’s face and smothered him once more. He kept licking. Pleasing his mistress was all that mattered in that moment.

    “Good boy,” Mistress Anya said as she stood up. “Very good boy.” She moved across the room and turned off the cameras.

    “That was excellent, Grant. Did you enjoy yourself?” she asked.

    “Very much so,” Grant answered as he stood up.

    “I can see that,” Mistress Anya said as she pointed between his legs. There was a long stream of precum dripping from his cock to the floor beneath him.

    Grant smiled. “I’ve never done that before. It was incredible. Obviously,” he said while gesturing between his legs.

    Mistress Anya smiled. “You have 30 minutes before we shoot the next scene, but I’d like you to stay as you are,” she said. “Why don’t you clean up the mess you made,” she gestured to the precum on floor beneath him, “and then wait for me in the bedroom set?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant said.

    Grant cleaned the floor as he was instructed and then moved to the bedroom set to wait. It was beautifully appointed – it seemed nicer than his bedroom at home – and Grant marveled at how he’d always imagined Mistress Anya was shooting in actual bedrooms instead of a studio.

    “Grant, this is Mark,” Mistress Anya said as she led a tall, handsome, muscular man into the bedroom set. “He’ll be playing the part of my bull today.”

    “Please to meet you Grant,” Mark said as he extended his hand.

    Grant felt a little embarrassed to be meeting someone while dressed in nothing more than a leather hood and a cock cage, but he shook Mark’s hand anyway. “Good to meet you too.”

    Mistress Anya had changed into a beautiful floral print dress that ended just above her knees. She wore a pair of blue high heels with it and she’d quickly styled her hair to look more like a typical housewife.

    “As you might have guessed, I’ll be playing a needy, naughty housewife in this scene. Grant will be my pathetic, submissive husband and Mark will be his usual well-hung, muscular self and give my poor married pussy the pleasure it craves,” Mistress Anya informed her performers.

    “Sounds great,” Mark said with a smile.

    Mistress Anya turned to Grant and said, “This works best if you try and live in the scene, Grant. I want you to try and go beyond merely being a submissive living out a fantasy. I want you to inhabit the part of a man that can’t satisfy his wife, that feels grateful to her bull for stepping in. I’m going to subject you to a great deal of verbal humiliation, and I want you to let go and sink into submission as I do. Can you do that for me?”

    “Of course, Mistress Anya,” Grant said. He wanted so badly to deliver for her. In that moment it felt like the only thing in the world that mattered.

    “Good. Wait on your knees right there,” she said.

    Grant moved to the foot of the bed and dropped to his knees as he waited for the scene to begin.

    Soon, Mistress Anya and Mark entered the room arm in arm.

    “I’ve missed you desperately,” Anya said as she pulled Mark’s lips to hers for a surprisingly sensual kiss.

    His hands moved over her body as Grant watched from his knees. He knew he wasn’t actually married to Mistress Anya, but that didn’t stop his cock from trying to get stiff as he watched her express such intense desire for another man. He’d already sunk into the part like she’d asked him to do.

    “Your husband hasn’t been able to satisfy you?” Mark asked.

    Anya smiled. “You know he hasn’t. I don’t even let his worthless cock get hard anymore. He stays locked up in his cage. It makes him a much better husband.”

    They kissed again as Anya unzipped Mark’s pants and pulled out his cock. It looked huge as she wrapped her delicate fingers around it and stroked the thick shaft.

    Mistress Anya turned to Grant and said, “This is what a real man’s cock looks like, cuckold. Not like that worthless little clit you have between your legs.” She stroked Mark’s cock slowly. “This is what I need. This is what I’ve always needed.”

    Grant knew better than to say anything. His job was to be her loyal, loving submissive husband and that meant eagerly accepting the humiliation she offered him.

    Mark lifted Anya’s pretty floral dress and pushed his fingers into her panties. She moaned as he found her wetness and played with her clit.

    “You’re so wet for me,” he said.

    “I’ve been wet all day,” she said.

    “Why don’t you show your husband how you treat a real man?” Mark said as he pulled his fingers from Anya’s panties.

    Anya smiled as she fell to her knees in front of him and wrapped her lips around his big cock. Grant’s felt lightheaded as he watched his mistress give an astonishingly sexy blowjob. He’d seen her mouth in action on video before, but he’d never witnessed it in person. It was so much hotter.

    “Your wife is an incredible cocksucker, cuckold,” Mark said. “You probably don’t remember how good she is, do you?”

    “No, sir,” Grant said.

    “His dick really does look tiny locked in that little cage,” Mark said to Anya.

    She pulled her mouth off of Mark’s thick, throbbing cock and turned to Grant with a smile. “It’s not much bigger when I let it out of the cage, is it honey?”

    “No, mistress,” Grant replied.

    “Even when you get stiff you just can’t compare to this beautiful big cock, can you?” Anya asked as she stroked Mark’s slick cock.

    “No, mistress,” he said.

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me, cuckold? Do you want to watch a real man’s cock fill your wife’s wet pussy?” Anya asked as she stood up and walked towards Grant.

    “Yes, mistress. Please let me watch him fuck you,” Grant begged.

    “On your back,” she ordered.

    Grant moved from his knees to his back. He laid with his head on the ground at the foot of the bed and Mistress Anya stood over him. Grant had a perfect view up her dress.

    Mark moved behind Anya and lifted the hem of her dress up over of her hips. He pulled down her panties and Grant had a perfect view of his mistress’s pussy. Anya bent over and said, “Fuck me. Make my cuckold watch as you take my pussy and make it yours.”

    Mark pressed the thick head of his cock against Anya’s wet pussy and pushed it between her luscious lips. She welcomed him into her body with a groan and Grant’s cock ached. He was finally doing it. He’d watched so many of her cuckolding videos and now he was in one. He was watching this breathtakingly beautiful woman take a huge cock in her pussy.

    “How does it feel, cuckold? How does it feel to watch a real man fuck your wife’s pussy like she deserves? How does it feel to know that your little dick won’t be anywhere near my pussy ever again,” Anya asked as Mark pumped the full length of his cock in and out of her pussy.

    “It feels good, mistress. Thank you for letting me watch,” Grant said.

    “Good boy. Isn’t he a supportive husband, Mark?” Anya asked.

    “He certainly is. Most men wouldn’t be okay with watching their wives fuck someone else. Most men would find that humiliating, especially if they were on the floor with their cocks locked up tight in a little cage,” Mark said as he continued his assault on Anya’s pussy.

    “He’s right, cuckold. Most men would be outraged if they were locked up in a cock cage and made to watch. You’re not most men, are you? You’re not even a real man, so I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised that you’re okay with this. You’re more of a pussy boy than a real man,” Anya said through a series of moans. It seemed like she was getting close to cumming.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant said.

    “Are you agreeing that you’re a pussy boy?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress. I’m not a real man. I’m a pussy boy,” he agreed.

    “Yes you are. Now shut the fuck up and watch a real man pound your wife’s pussy. Watch me cum all over his big cock, cuckold.”

    Grant did as he was told and watched Mark’s cock slide into Anya’s pussy. His head was directly below her and it was the most incredible thing he’d ever seen. Her pussy was soaking wet and it seemed to get wetter with every thrust. The sounds of sex – including moans from both Anya and Mark – filled the room. Grant was the only one that was silent.

    Grant watched as Anya’s legs began to tremble. She was going to have a genuine orgasm. He always wondered if she was really cumming in her videos. This seemed like definitive proof that she was.

    “Make me cum. Make me cum with that big cock. Make my pussy cum!” she cried out. Shortly thereafter Anya had the orgasm she craved. She screamed in pleasure and juices dripped from her pussy as Mark slowed his thrusts.

    “Oh my God,” she said. “That was so fucking good. Fuck, you’re incredible.”

    Without asking, Mark started thrusting in and out of Anya’s pussy after a short break. He hadn’t cum yet and he intended on filling her with his load.

    “Are you ready to eat a load of Mark’s hot cum, cuckold? Are you ready to dine on another man’s seed?” Anya asked. She knew what was coming.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant said as a wave of anxiety washed over him. He’d fantasized about cleaning a creampie from Mistress Anya’s pussy, but he’d never even tasted his own cum, let alone someone else’s.

    “Did you hear that? My cuckold is hungry. You better fill me up so I can feed him your yummy load,” Anya said.

    “My pleasure,” Mark answered as he pounded Anya’s pussy harder and faster.

    “That’s it. Give me that cum. Fill my pussy. Give me your load so I can feed it to my pussy boy of a husband,” Anya said.

    Grant delighted in the humiliation of being called a pussy boy. It made his cock twitch every time Anya said it.

    Mark grunted and Grant watched the full length of his cock disappear into Anya’s pussy as his balls twitched. He was shooting his load inside her and soon enough it would be inside Grant as he feasted on it.

    As soon as Mark pulled out, Mistress Anya sat on Grant’s face.

    “Are you ready to eat, cuckold?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Grant said.

    The moment the words left his lips Anya let the cum flow from her pussy and into his waiting, willing mouth.

    Grant nearly gagged as the first dollop of cum hit his tongue. The taste was overwhelmingly strong and Mistress Anya laughed at his agony.

    “Don’t you dare spit up, cuckold. You’re going to eat every drop of his cum like a good boy. You’re not going to miss a fucking drop, do you understand?” she asked.

    Grant nodded. It was all he could do, as Mark’s cum was still flowing into his mouth.

    “He shoots big loads, pussy boy. There’s more where that came from. Keep your mouth open and keep drinking every delicious drop that I feed you. That’s it, be a good little cum whore for me. Show me that you’re not completely worthless as a husband,” Anya said as she rubbed her wet pussy over Grant’s mouth.

    After the initial shock at having a mouth overflowing with another man’s cum, Grant had acclimated to the taste. He’d started to push his tongue inside Mistress Anya to fish out the rest of Mark’s load.

    “That’s it. Clean it out of me, pussy boy. Get your tongue inside me and lick up all of Mark’s yummy cum. Good boy,” Anya encouraged him.

    Soon, the flow of cum from her pussy slowed and then stopped altogether. Anya stood up with a smile on her face and looked at Grant’s locked cock.

    “I’m afraid you’ll have to eat quite a bit more cum before I let you out of your cage. You were a good boy though. You’re not quite as worthless as I thought you were,” she said before stepping off set and turning off the cameras.

    “Excellent work,” Mistress Anya said as Mark offered Grant a hand and pulled him off the floor.

    “Thank you,” Grant said.

    “I’ll have your checks in the mail tomorrow,” Anya said to both her performers. “And Grant, I’ll see you next Saturday at the same time.”

    “I can’t wait,” Grant said as he pulled off the leather hood and pulled on his clothes.

    “There’s mouthwash in the bathroom if you want to clean the taste of cum out of your mouth,” Anya said. Then she smiled. “Or you could savor it on the drive home. Your choice.”

    Grant didn’t even have to think about it. He chose to savor it.

  
    Cuckold Training Ideas

    I'm planning a series of posts on the Private Blog that are all about cuckold training. I posted the first one today (it was about self-facials). The plan is to delve into deep cuckold fetish fun. I'm talking about blowjob training, anal training, cum eating, self cleanup, etc.

    I'm writing to ask for your ideas on cuckold training. The more specific, the better. I can't promise I'll turn every idea into a post, but I'd like to put up as many posts as possible, so every idea is welcome, and feel free to get as kinky as you want.

    In general, the best kind of training (for this sort of kink-themed content) is something that puts the cuckold into a submissive headspace and that reinforces his place in the marriage. So, hit me with your dirtiest ideas.

    Thanks :)

  
    Cuckold Your Husband and Have Great Sex

    There are literally millions of men in the world that fantasize about their wives having sex with other people. They want to be cuckolded. They want to watch as another man fucks the woman they married to the most mind-blowing orgasms she’s ever experienced. They’re turned on by it.

    Ladies, if you have a husband that wants to be a cuckold, go for it. Cuckold him. Fuck someone else. Fuck lots of other guys if you’re so inclined. You will absolutely have the best sex of your life, and you’ll have a loving cuckold hubby ready to worship your pussy when you get home, offering up even more orgasmic pleasure.

    This goes double for those of you in long term relationships. You have no idea what you’re missing out on. When you fuck someone new your body is flooded with a huge rush of hormones that you leave you floating in a place of pure bliss and excitement. Your husband wants you to do this. It turns him on for you to feel good like that.

    It might take a while to find the right guy – doesn’t it always? – but once you do you’ll be in sexual heaven. You’ll have access to great sex with a man whenever you feel like it. You can make an unabashed booty call, have a couple of astounding orgasms, and then go back to the man that loves you.

    Want an orgasm? Spread your legs and have your cuckold husband lick your pussy while you tell him how badly you want to fuck someone else. He’ll get the sexual pleasure he craves and you’ll have an orgasm fueled by a desire for someone else’s big cock.

    If you do it right, this is a lifestyle that will enhance your sex life in ways you never imagined. It will make you blissfully happy and you have every reason to give it a shot. 

  
    Cuckolded at a College Party

    She’s the first girl you’ve ever had sex with. She’s funny, smart, and beautiful and from the day you met in your calculus class you’ve known she’s out of your league.

    That didn’t stop her from going out with you though. It didn’t stop her from eagerly making out with you in the back row of the movie theater you went to on your second date. It didn’t stop her from giving you a handjob in your dorm room.

    You were her first, too. It was awkward, just like it always is when two people try something they’ve never done before. It was good though; at least for you. Your orgasm came fairly quickly, but you got better each time.

    She’s still going out with you and you’re still having sex, so you figure it can’t be all that bad. You’re not sure if she’s climaxing when you fuck though. She definitely does when you go down on her. It took a little while to figure that out, but eventually she got you to a place where you can reliably get her off with your tongue.

    Guys hit on her. She’s beautiful, so of course they do. Sometimes a guy is hitting on her as you arrive for a dinner date or at the movies. Sometimes guys hit on her when you’re standing right there. That never feels good.

    It makes you jealous when they hit on her, but not in a way that makes you angry. There’s something else there. Mostly it’s just confusing. All kinds of emotions rush through you when it happens.

    You try not to think about it, but you’ve noticed that the sex seems to be a little hotter after you’ve witnessed someone else flirting with her. You’re pretty sure she always cums during that kind of sex. You cum harder, too.

    That’s why you’re okay watching her flirt with another guy right now. You’re at a sorority house for a party and there are dozens of people crammed into the main room. You and your girlfriend did a few shots before separating to talk to your friends and you’re feeling a little buzzed. You know she is too.

    Someone is talking to you, but you’re not paying attention. You’re watching your girlfriend flirt with a guy that flares up your insecurities. He has to be an athlete. He’s big and strong-looking and he seems to have the kind of confidence that comes from being a star on the field. He’s certainly not shy about openly flirting with a girl he knows is dating another guy.

    As you watch, it’s hard to shake the feeling that something about this is different. This isn’t like when you show up to a date and some guy is flirting with your girlfriend. She knows you’re in the room. She probably knows you’re watching and she’s not doing a damn thing to stop it.

    When the guy leans closer your heart skips a beat. For a moment it looks like he’s going to kiss your girlfriend. He doesn’t, though. He just wants to be closer. He runs his finger up and down her arm and leans in even closer to whisper something in her ear.

    Then he walks away. Your eyes follow him across the room and up the stairs. You’ve seen a few couples disappear upstairs and figured they were leaving to enjoy the kind of intimacy that a few drinks and plenty of flirting can inspire.

    You look back to your girlfriend. She’s staring at you. You’re too far away to say anything. She wouldn’t be able to hear you over the noise of the party. You see a familiar look of lust in her eyes. Then there’s the briefest flash of regret as she moves across the room and up the stairs.

    For a moment you allow yourself to believe that she wants you to follow her so the two of you can have sex in one of the bedrooms upstairs. You know it’s not true though. You know what she’s going up there to do, and it doesn’t involve you.

    You sulk as you watch her ascend the stairs. She’s going up there to fuck someone else. She’s going to cheat on you and she’s doing so with your knowledge. Then it dawns on you that she’s actually doing it with your permission. You could have stopped her. You could have talked to her. You could have dumped her and walked out of the party if she insisted on fucking another guy.

    You didn’t, though. You acquiesced. You offered no resistance. You watched her go upstairs knowing that she would soon have another guy’s cock inside her. You’re still not doing anything about it.

    Then something clicks. You realize that what you’re feeling through the mild, alcohol-induced haze in your head is arousal. That’s when you decide to go upstairs.

    Your legs feel weak as you climb the steps your girlfriend and her soon-to-be lover climbed before you. You hold the railing for stability as your mind rushes through the scenarios that might be playing out in the bedroom they chose.

    You walk down the hallway, which mostly features closed doors. There are moans coming from a few of the bedrooms, but none that sound familiar.

    You make a left turn at the end of the hallway and there’s a door that’s been left open. You can feel your heart pounding as you step closer. Your eyes adjust to the darkness and you see a girl on her knees. It takes a moment to realize that it’s your girlfriend and, more importantly, that she’s giving a blowjob.

    You can see his hand in her hair and you can see his cock, but his face and most of his body is hidden by the door. You have a perfect view of your girlfriend though. You can see very clearly that she has another man’s cock in her mouth and that she’s offering him a rather passionate blowjob.

    “Fuck that feels good,” the guys says.

    Your girlfriend doesn’t stop. If anything, she goes deeper on his cock. It seems like she wants to show him how passionate she is for his cock. He moans in response.

    You stand perfectly still in the hallway. Even if someone came up the stairs they wouldn’t see you, but you don’t want to disturb what’s happening in the bedroom. You’re not sure why, but you want to watch.

    You know that most guys would be furious if they were to witness such a display. If they were to watch their beautiful girlfriend sucking another guy’s cock they’d get violent, or scream, or storm out of the house and swear never to see the bitch again. Clearly, you’re not most guys.

    You have an erection. You don’t want to acknowledge it, but you can’t deny it. You’re watching your girl suck blow someone else and your cock is hard.

    “I wanna fuck you,” the guy says.

    Part of you hopes she says no and that she’ll just suck him off and be done with it. The other part of you hopes they’ll have sex in a position that lets you watch from the hallway.

    Your girlfriend’s mouth pulls off his cock. She looks up at him and uses her spit as lube while she strokes him and plays with his balls. Her eyes are alive with lust. She’s definitely not going to suck him off. That’s the look of a girl that needs to get fucked.

    She lets go of his cock and stands up before pulling up her skirt and yanking down the skimpy panties she wore. She tosses them aside and straddles him. Your girlfriend reaches between his legs and guides the other guy’s cock into her pussy.

    Just like that, another man is inside her, and without any form of protection. You hear them kiss as she sinks onto his cock and slowly rocks her hips.

    He pulls her top off and unhooks her bra, freeing your girlfriend’s perky tits. You see his hands move to them but the door blocks you from seeing how he plays with her breasts. You hear her moan.

    She starts to ride him. Your cock throbs as you watch your girlfriend slowly bounce on another man’s cock. She’s not shy about moaning. She clearly can’t help it. She’s got a big cock inside her and it feels good. He groans too. You know how good her pussy feels and now he does too.

    “Oh my God,” your girlfriend says. “You feel so fucking good.”

    Jealousy creeps in. She’s never said that to you before. She moans during sex. She urges you to fuck her. She’s never said that you feel good. Do you not feel good inside her?

    You can’t help but think about the size difference. You’re not small; you’ve measured and at 5.5 inches you’re perfectly average. You know he’s bigger though. You saw it. He’s much bigger and it seems like she’s really enjoying his size.

    “Oh fuck,” she cries out. “I’m cumming!”

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. Your girlfriend is cumming on someone else’s cock and your response is overpowering desire. You nearly pull it out and masturbate in the hallway. The possibility of getting caught stops you from doing so.

    After the pleasure of her climax passes your girlfriend leans back, turns her head, and looks right at you.

    “Are you having fun out there?” she asks.

    Your first instinct is to run. Maybe you could run far enough to get away from the embarrassment you feel. Even when that instinct passes you can’t think of anything to say. Thankfully, your girlfriend helps you.

    “Get in here,” she says in a demanding tone that you find irresistible.

    You push open the door, step into the small bedroom, and close it behind you. You look at your girlfriend and the guy whose cock is still buried inside her. He’s got a smug, satisfied look on his face. He probably should. He just fucked your girlfriend to an orgasm while you willingly watched.

    You stand there as your girlfriend stands and lets his cock slip out of her pussy. It’s slick with her juices and still fully erect and ready to fuck. He’s not done yet, of course.

    She walks over to you and offers a gentle kiss on the lips. Your body shudders with lust. She holds your gaze as her fingers work your belt and pants, pulling them down and exposing your hard cock.

    Your girlfriend leans closer and whispers, “I know this turns you on. I want you to masturbate while you watch him fuck me.”

    She leaves you and moves to the bed, getting on her back and urging her new lover to fuck her missionary style.

    He turns his attention to her and you watch as another man guides his cock into your girlfriend’s wet, waiting pussy. His full length slips into her with ease and in no time he’s found a hard, fast rhythm that fills the room with the sounds of sex.

    Your girlfriend wraps her legs around him and her hands move over his ass and back. Their moans mingle and fill your head. You wrap your fingers around your cock and masturbate like your girlfriend told you to.

    Your orgasm will arrive quickly, so you grab a handful of tissues from the nightstand. You see your girlfriend’s face as you do. Her eyes are closed and she’s in a state of pure ecstasy. She loves that big cock inside her.

    Soon the man fucking her groans. “I’m gonna cum,” he announces.

    “Cum inside me,” your girlfriend says as she runs her fingers through his hair and over his back.

    You’ve heard those words from her before. In the moment they’re even hotter when directed at another man. It’s as if she told you to cum, because you can’t hold back any longer. You ejaculate and catch your load in the tissues as he cums in your girlfriend.

    Pleasure surges through you as you consider that someone else is cumming inside your girlfriend as you’re cumming into a pile of tissues in your hand. 

    He pulls out of your girlfriend and moves to quickly get dressed. You watch his cum slowly leak out of her pussy as you hold your still-hard cock in your hand. You know you should pull up your pants, but all you can do is stand there. He thanks your girlfriend, gives her a quick kiss, and leaves without saying anything to you.

    The look of satisfaction on your girlfriend’s face makes you happy. The post-orgasmic bliss feels good too.

    “We should do that again,” you say.

    Your girlfriend smiles. “Absolutely,” she agrees. 

  
    Cuckolded by a Bridesmaid - Part 1

    “Dude, at least half of Sarah’s friends are single,” Mark said as he surveyed the collection of beautiful young women crowding the dance floor. “And I’ll bet that most of them are in the mood to couple up. Attending a wedding without a date tends to do that to women.”

    “And men,” Jonah noted.

    Mark looked at him, laughed, and said, “Sure. Men too. Though, you know, if you look around the room I don’t think you’ll see a lot of guys that seem to be pining for a relationship. I think they see this is a target rich environment.”

    “You would never see it that way though, right? You’re a gentleman, after all,” Jonah said.

    Mark raised his glass, smiled, and threw back the rest of his whiskey. “That’s right, Jonah. Each and every one of those single girls is a chance for me to have the fulfilling long term relationship that I’ve always craved. In fact, I think I’m going to get started on that right now.”

    Jonah laughed as he watched his friend work his way into dancing with a group of girls, most of whom seemed delighted by his confidence. Jonah knew he wasn’t much of a dancer, so he’d have to take a different tactic if he had any hope of leaving the wedding with a beautiful girl on his arm. He’d have to be charming.

    Just like Mark had done, Jonah finished his glass of whiskey – a strong pour that left him feeling buzzed in the best way – and surveyed the room. He spied a table with three girls in pretty dresses – one a bridesmaid – and he gathered as much confidence as he could and made his way towards them.

    “Ladies,” Jonah said as he pulled out a chair and sat next to the bridesmaid. “How come you’re not out there dancing?”

    “How come you’re not?” one of the girls – a cute brunette – shot back.

    “Well, I’m not much of a dancer so I’ll need another drink or two before I stop caring what other people think,” he replied.

    The brunette smiled and Jonah was certain he’d made headway. Then he watched her eyes move towards the dance floor and she got up, took her pretty blonde friend, and they walked away without saying a word.

    “I guess they were just waiting for the right guy to come along,” the bridesmaid – who was a lovely redhead with pale skin and the most incredible freckles – said.

    For a moment Jonah felt his shoulders sink. He knew the only path to success was to keep trying, and yet he wasn’t sure he was up for a night of rejection. Maybe the right choice was to get drunk, dance with his friends, and forget all about trying to get laid.

    “And I guess I wasn’t that guy,” Jonah replied.

    The bridesmaid smiled and leaned a little closer. “I’m Audrey,” she said.

    “Jonah,” he replied.

    Audrey extended her hand and Jonah took it for a gentle handshake. “Wow, your skin is so soft,” he said. She laughed and he felt a little embarrassed. “Sorry, that was probably a weird thing to say.”

    Audrey ran her fingers over the top of his hand and under the sleeve of his shirt. Her touch felt surprisingly seductive, though Jonah couldn’t tell if she was doing it on purpose or if it was her beauty and her willingness to touch him at all that left him so enamored.

    “It’s not weird at all,” Audrey said before offering a decidedly seductive smile and leaning closer. For a moment Jonah thought she was going to kiss him, but then a slow song started and she said, “Dance with me.”

    They stood and stepped onto the dance floor. Audrey was nearly as tall as Jonah – thanks to the three inch heels – and she looked stunning in the floor length satin dress the bride had chosen for her.

    “You’re beautiful,” Jonah said as he put a hand on Audrey’s waist and pulled her close.

    “Thank you,” she replied.

    Jonah expected that they would dance as people who’d just met tend to do – with a fair bit of distance between them. Audrey didn’t seem particularly interested in that, though. She happily pressed her body against his and soon Jonah had both hands on her waist as they moved in time to the music. It was the kind of dancing the other couples at the wedding were engaged in. It was slow and intimate and Jonah couldn’t help but feel a touch of arousal gathering between his legs.

    “This is nice, isn’t it?” Audrey asked.

    “It is,” Jonah replied.

    Audrey reached up to caress his face and Jonah’s loins came to life. Suddenly he was panicked at the idea of getting an erection on the dance floor. He tried his best not to let his mind wander to places of desire with regards to Audrey, which kept a full erection at bay, though there was clearly growth and he only hoped that she wouldn’t notice.

    The song ended and Audrey took Jonah’s hand and led him towards an empty table away from the dance floor. She poured them both a glass of wine from the bottle on the table and they drank and talked for so long that the party was winding down by the time Jonah noticed any time had passed.

    “You’re a nice guy,” Audrey said with a sweet smile that indicated that she was a little bit buzzed.

    “I like to think so,” Jonah replied as he wondered if his night was going to end with anything more than a kiss on the cheek.

    Audrey leaned forward, put a hand on his knees, and said, “No, I mean you’re a nice guy, Jonah. Like, you can probably tell that I’m feeling the wine a little bit and you probably wondered if it would be a bad idea to try and sleep with me, because a nice guy doesn’t want to take advantage of a girl that’s had too much to drink.”

    “Okay, well, yeah, I did think that,” Jonah said. “Is that a bad thing?”

    Audrey shook her head. “Of course not. Every girl tells herself that she wants a nice guy, because a nice guy isn’t going to do any of the horrifying things that guys sometimes do to their girlfriends and wives.”

    The conversation had suddenly taken on a strange tone and Jonah couldn’t quite figure out what was going on, so instead of offering a response he let a few moments of silence hang between them.

    “The thing is,” Audrey continued after a lengthy pause, “no girl wants to fuck a nice guy. Not a single one. Most of us will end up settling down with nice guys and the sex can get to a place where it’s consistently above average, but none of us actually want to fuck a nice guy.”

    Jonah was speechless, mostly because it seemed like Audrey was really going out of her way to reject him in a particularly painful manner.

    Then, to his complete surprise, Audrey leaned forward and kissed Jonah. It took a few moments to recover from the shock, but soon enough Jonah was fully into the kiss. He reached up to caress her face as her lips parted. Their tongues met and Audrey moaned into his mouth in a manner that Jonah found irresistible. She was an exceptionally good kisser, too. She did wonderful things with her lips and tongue and Jonah felt the excitement throughout his body and particularly between his legs, where his cock had responded to the kiss by reaching a fully erect state.

    “I’m confused,” Jonah said as Audrey pulled away and smiled at him.

    “I know,” she replied. “I just wanted to turn you on.”

    “Why?” he asked.

    “Because I want you to want me, Jonah,” Audrey said. “Because the idea of a guy being desperate for me makes me wet.”

    Jonah wondered if Audrey had been sending signals of her intent all evening and if he’d somehow missed them. As he was pondering that Audrey leaned forward, reached between his legs, and stroked Jonah’s stiff cock through his thin tuxedo pants.

    “It feels like you’re desperate for me, Jonah,” she said.

    “Jesus, Audrey,” he replied. “What are you doing?”

    Audrey smiled sweetly and said, “I’m just having a little fun. There’s nothing wrong with having a little fun at a wedding, is there?”

    Jonah knew that walking away was the smart thing, but a beautiful redhead in a tight, sexy dress was stroking his cock so there was no way he was going anywhere.

    “I didn’t think so,” Audrey said. “Now tell me, Jonah, if I invited you back to my room to fuck me, would you accept?”

    “Yes, but I thought you said that girls don’t want to fuck nice guys,” he answered.

    “I did say that,” she said with a naughty smile that made Jonah think she’d been fucking with him and she was about to invite him up to her room to have sex. “But, I was thinking I might make an exception for you. What do you think? Would you like that, Jonah? Would you like to leave this lovely ballroom, take the elevator up to my room, and fuck me?”

    “More than anything,” Jonah answered.

    Audrey stroked him a little faster and asked, “And do you think you could fuck me the way I need to be fucked, Jonah? Do you think you’re capable of satisfying me, or do you think you’ll just disappoint me like most nice guys do?”

    “I won’t disappoint you,” he said. “I won’t. I promise.”

    Audrey released his cock, stood, and said, “Let’s go.”

    Jonah looked between his legs and panicked at the idea of people seeing a tent in his pants as he walked through the hotel lobby.

    “Don’t worry, it’s not that big,” Audrey said. “People won’t notice.”

    Jonah wasn’t sure why she felt the need to comment on the size of his cock, but he wasn’t about to get into a fight over it and blow his chance at having sex with a beautiful girl like Audrey, so he stood, took her hand, and left the ballroom.

    They walked across the lobby and into the elevator and as it turned out, no one gave him a second glance despite there being an obvious bulge in his pants. Audrey pushed the button for her floor and then stepped into Jonah’s arms and kissed him in a manner that made him absolutely certain he was getting laid that night.

    “You know, you’re a pretty good kisser for a nice guy,” she said.

    “Yeah?” he asked.

    Audrey spun around in his grasp, pressed her ass into his crotch, and gently moved her hips as the elevator rushed towards her floor. “When was the last time you fucked someone, Jonah?”

    “Two months,” he replied.

    “I mean truly fucked someone,” Audrey said. “I don’t mean made love to someone. There’s a difference. When was the last time you gave a girl a good, hard fucking. When was the last time you scrambled her brain – in the best way possible – by fucking her with such vigor that she could barely speak?”

    Jonah was fairly certain he’d never fucked a girl like that and he panicked that he was about to blow his chance at having sex with Audrey. Thankfully, the elevator door opened and she grabbed his hand and dragged him into the hallway, saving him from having to say anything at all.

    “Unzip me,” Audrey said the moment they stepped into her room.

    Jonan reached up, gently tugged on the zipper of her lovely satin dress and pulled it down, revealing Audrey’s beautiful naked body. “Wow,” he said as his eyes roamed over her milky white skin and her utterly flawless ass.

    Audrey stepped out of her dress and left it on the floor. She walked across the room and opened the sliding door and stepped out onto the balcony as Jonah remained in place like his feet had been dipped in concrete. Audrey grasped the railing, bent over, and spread her legs a little before looking over her shoulder. “You’ll find condoms in the nightstand drawer,” she said.

    Jonah looked at the drawer and then back at Audrey. “What?” he asked.

    “What are you waiting for, Jonah? Aren’t you going to fuck me? Forget about being a nice guy. Put a condom on, step out onto this balcony, and use my pussy for your pleasure,” Audrey said.

    Jonah hesitated before walking towards the nightstand, yanking the drawer open, and pulling out a condom. He tore it open and looked back at Audrey to see that she was now masturbating. Her pussy lips had opened a little and Jonah could see the wetness between them from across the room. This was his moment, so Jonah stripped as quickly as possible, tore open the condom wrapper, and rolled it down his cock.

    Then, as he took a step towards the balcony, Jonah felt an overwhelming sense of nervousness. What if he wasn’t big enough to satisfy her? What if he came too quickly? What if she had lots of experience with better guys and Jonah simply couldn’t measure up?

    That nervousness took the wind out of Jonah’s sails and by the time he stepped onto the deck he was half hard and fading fast. He grabbed his cock and stroked furiously but it seemed that his body wasn’t willing to cooperate with his quest to fuck the beautiful girl that clearly wanted him.

    “What’s wrong?” Audrey asked.

    “I don’t know,” he said.

    Audrey stood and turned around. “Does this happen often, Jonah?” she asked. “Do you go soft every time a girl bends over and offers her pussy?”

    “No…I swear…I don’t,” he said. “Well, I mean, I’ve never had this particular experience with a girl bending over a balcony railing and telling me to fuck her, but I swear I don’t go soft.”

    Audrey walked past him and sat on the edge of the bed. She leaned back, spread her legs, and said, “Come in here, Jonah.”

    Jonah stepped off the balcony and towards Audrey, who looked a little frustrated, though that didn’t do anything to dampen her overwhelming beauty.

    “Get on your knees,” she instructed. “The least you can do is eat my pussy.”

    “I can get hard,” Jonah pleaded. “I promise, I can get hard.”

    Audrey’s gaze hardened. “Jonah, get on your knees and eat my pussy,” she said.

    Compelled by the beautiful redhead, Jonah sank to his knees, moved between her legs, and set out eating Audrey’s pussy.

    “That’s good,” she said. “See, this is what nice guys are good for. I swear, I’ve never met a nice guy who wasn’t incredible at eating pussy. You’re all the same. You’re just so eager to please, and this is the sort of thing you can control. You get a chance to fuck me and your dick goes soft, but your tongue isn’t going to stop functioning just because you’re nervous. No, you have total control over your tongue. You could eat my pussy all night, couldn’t you?”

    Jonah leaned back and opened his mouth to answer, but Audrey put a hand on the back of his head and said, “Shut up and eat my pussy. We spent the whole night talking, and it was lovely, but now I want to cum, so shut the fuck up and eat my pussy.”

    Audrey was beautiful, her pussy tasted perfect, and he got to stare up at her breathtaking body as he went down on her, so Jonah saw no reason to do anything other than eat her pussy as instructed.

    When she laid back on the bed Jonah thought he might get an invitation to fuck her, but it turned out that Audrey was simply reaching for her phone. She tapped the screen a few times and held it up to her ear. “Hey,” she said. “How would you feel about coming to my room? The guy I brought back was a dud and I could really use a good fucking.”

    Jonah looked up and readied a protest but Audrey grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him hard between her legs.

    “Yeah, he’s still here,” she said. “He’s eating my pussy. I guess you could say he’s getting it ready for you.”

    Jonah felt a deep sense of embarrassment at being replaced, and yet he didn’t stop eating Audrey’s pussy, which was somehow even more embarrassing.

    “You want him to stay and watch?” she asked before chuckling. “Yeah, I could do that. Alright, I’ll see you soon.”

    Audrey pulled back on Jonah’s hair and leaned over. “Did you hear that?” she asked. “You’re getting dinner and a show.”

    Before he could object she pulled his mouth back to her pussy and laid in the bed with her fingers still firmly entwined in his hair.

    “God damn you are good at that, Jonah,” she noted. “If I wasn’t so desperate for dick I would have let you spend the night between my legs. I can cum endlessly and there’s something nice about having a man around that will happily lick your clit for hours. Though, I suppose I could just make you do that anyway, couldn’t I? There’s no reason you have to leave once I get the dick I need. I could just make him leave.”

    Audrey sat up again and looked down at Jonah as she directed his gaze towards her face. “What do you think about that, Jonah? How would you feel about spending the night between my legs?”

    “I think I’d rather just leave,” he said.

    “Are you sure?” Audrey asked. “Because your dick looks like it wants to stay. Maybe you don’t know yourself as well as you think, Jonah. Maybe what you really crave is to watch someone else fuck me like you should have. Maybe what you really, really crave is being allowed to eat my pussy after someone else has fucked me while you watched.”

    A knock on the door interrupted Jonah’s chance to answer. Audrey stood, offered a stern look, and said, “You stay right there, Jonah. Do you understand me?”

    She stood without moving and Johan crumbled and nodded in agreement. Audrey offered a smile that melted his heart a little and walked towards the door as Jonah turned to admire her stunningly sexy naked body. He knew he should get dressed and leave, but for some reason he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Audrey was beautiful, sexy, and wildly unpredictable and Jonah couldn’t help but want to stick around and see how the evening played out.

  
    Cuckolded by a Bridesmaid - Part 2

    I highly recommend you click here to read part 1 if you haven't already. This part won't make much sense if you don't.

    
      
    

    “Jeremy,” Audrey said as she opened the door. “I’m so glad you could come.”

    “Hot damn,” Jeremy replied. “You look like you’re ready to go.”

    “Damn right I am,” Audrey said. “Are you ready?”

    The sounds of kissing and moaning soon reached Jonah’s ears. He leaned over to try and see down the short hallway that led to the door, but he was too far away for a good view. Instead, he remained there on his knees with his stiff cock wrapped in a condom he was unlikely to get a chance to use that night.

    “Mmm, you really are ready,” Audrey said. “You’ll find a condom in the nightstand. Wrap yourself up and join me on the balcony.”

    Audrey walked right past Jonah without looking at him and Jeremy headed for the nightstand and pulled out a condom.

    “Hey man,” Jeremy said as he stripped. “Sucks that you couldn’t make it happen for her. Audrey is one hot fuck, man. I am telling you, when she gets in a mood like this she is out of this world. That pussy of hers is the most perfect thing. She gets soaking wet and somehow she’s still fucking tight, and damn does she love a hard fucking when she’s horny.”

    Jonah couldn’t think of a single thing to say, so instead he looked away.

    “What happened, man? Couldn’t get it up?” Jeremy asked.

    “He got it up and then he lost it,” Audrey called out from the balcony. “He wasn’t man enough to fuck me. Classic nice guy bullshit. I offered him what every man says he wants and he went fucking soft. Now get out here and fuck me, Jeremy.”

    Jeremy looked at Jonah, laughed, and rolled the condom down his sizable cock before confidently strutting out onto the balcony.

    “Come closer, Jonah,” Audrey called out. “I want you to watch. I want you to see what you missed.”

    Jonah knew he could have left, but he didn’t. For some reason he crawled towards the balcony and waited on his knees as he watched Jeremy slide into Audrey’s pussy from behind.

    “Oh, fuck,” Audrey said. “Now that’s what I need. That’s why I’ve needed for hours. Fuck me, Jeremy. Fuck me hard.”

    “With pleasure,” Jeremy said as he pulled out and slammed his cock back into Audrey’s slick pussy.

    Jonah expected it to feel painful to watch, but it wasn’t. If anything, it was the opposite of painful. It was a surprisingly erotic thrill to see Jeremy’s cock sliding in and out of her slick pussy, out of the pussy that Jonah had prepared – as she’d put it – with his tongue. Audrey’s moans were loud and beautiful and the sound of their bodies slamming together over and over provided an arousing soundtrack, all of which left Jonah with a renewed stiffness between his legs.

    “Harder,” Audrey begged. “Jeremy, fuck me harder. Pound my pussy.”

    Jeremy put a hand on her shoulder and another on her lower back and fucked Audrey harder. He put genuine power into each of his thrusts and Jonah watched drops of Audrey’s juices fall to the concrete floor of the balcony, indicating a remarkable level of arousal on her part.

    Then Audrey looked back at Jonah and smiled. “Nice guys don’t fuck like this,” she said. “That’s why you’re on your fucking knees watching while he’s inside me. That’s why you’re going to spend the rest of the night eating my pussy while that cock of yours misses out on the pleasure of fucking me. It’s too bad you’re a nice guy, Jonah.”

    Jeremy buried his cock in Audrey’s pussy, looked over his shoulder, and smiled. “You had a shot at this, man. You had a shot and you blew it. How does that feel?”

    They both seemed to be getting off on the idea that Jonah was watching, and perhaps that he was watching as someone who’d failed where Jeremy was no succeeding. He didn’t have an answer for Jeremy’s question, though, so he stayed silent.

    That is, Jonah stayed silent until Audrey said, “Answer his question, Jonah. How does it feel to know that you could have had my pussy if you could have kept your dick hard?”

    “It feels bad,” Jonah said.

    “But your dick is hard now,” Jeremy replied. “Your dick has been hard since I walked in.”

    Audrey laughed and added, “I think we know what kind of guy Jeremy is.”

    Jeremy pulled out and slammed his cock into Audrey’s pussy with remarkable power, causing her to cry out. He smiled and did it again with his gaze locked on Jonah’s face. Then he pulled out, stepped aside, and said, “Get over here.”

    Jonah hesitated, mostly because he wasn’t sure he wanted to commit to whatever Jeremy had in mind.

    “What the fuck are you waiting for?” Jeremy said. “Get over here. Now!”

    Compelled by feelings he didn’t quite understand, Jonah crawled out onto the balcony and stared at Audrey’s freshly-fucked pussy, which was still gaping from the thickness of Jeremy’s cock.

    “Eat that fucking pussy,” Jeremy instructed. “Let me see you eat it before I fuck it again.”

    “Do it,” Audrey added without giving Jonah a moment to think. “Do what he says.”

    Jonah hesitated and Jeremy put a hand on the back of his head and pushed him hard between Audrey’s ass cheeks. His nose pressed against her anus and his lips against her labia. He extended his tongue and licked as they both wanted him to. He tasted the latex of Jeremy’s condom. He tasted the sweet juices that were still dripping from Audrey’s pussy. He tasted the sex they’d had, the sex that he could have had if only he’d been able to stay hard.

    Jeremy grabbed a handful of Jonah’s hair and pulled back. “How does that pussy taste?” he asked.

    “Good,” Jonah answered.

    “You know what? Let’s take this party inside,” Jeremy said. “I wanna have a little fun with him.”

    Audrey and Jeremy walked into the room and Jonah watched the beautiful redhead kiss the man that had just fucked her so hard. She stroked his cock as he played with her perky, milky white breasts. He pinched and pulled on her nipples and she moaned into his mouth like it was the hottest thing in the world. She seemed to be up for anything, which Jonah knew made her something of a dream girl.

    They seemed occupied with a new round of foreplay, so Jonah took a moment to assess his situation. They weren’t keeping him in the hotel room and he certainly could have left at any time, but he kept choosing to stay. He chose to eat Audrey’s pussy after Jeremy had fucked her. He chose to tell Jeremy it had tasted good. He chose to stay when they both laughed at him a little. Not only that, but his cock remained stiff throughout. Arousal hummed through his body. Jonah couldn’t deny that he was enjoying himself, even if each and every little thing they made him do seemed utterly insane.

    Armed with a desire to go along with whatever insanity was about to unfold in Audrey’s hotel room, Jonah crawled off the balcony and towards the couple kissing and fondling each other by the bed. He stopped just short of them and watched Jeremy’s strong hands grasp Audrey’s ass as she sucked on his tongue and stroked his latex-wrapped cock.

    Audrey finally looked down at him and smiled. “Jeremy thinks you deserve a 69,” she said. “Does that sound like fun?”

    “Yes,” Jonah answered with a vigorous nod.

    “You’re on the bottom,” Audrey said. “So get in the bed.”

    Jonah hurriedly crawled onto the mattress and rolled onto his back with his head nearly hanging off the foot of the bed. Audrey crawled onto her hands and knees on top of him and he moaned as she wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him through the condom. He felt the slippery latex move up and down his shaft and when she leaned down and kissed his thighs Jonah thought he might be moments away from enjoying a blowjob.

    “You’re so hard,” she said before laughing softly.

    “Do you wanna give him a little bit of pussy?” Jeremy asked.

    “Fuck no,” Audrey replied. “He doesn’t deserve pussy. He had his chance and he blew it. You deserve my pussy. You showed up. You fucked me like I needed to be fucked. You’re going to keep fucking me for as long as I need it. He deserves to watch, and I’m pretty sure he likes to watch, whether he’s willing to admit it or not.”

    Jeremy stepped up and rubbed the head of his cock over Audrey’s pussy lips as Jonah watched from just a few inches away.

    “How’s the view,” Audrey asked as she released his cock from her grasp and squeezed his balls.

    “It’s beautiful,” Jonah replied.

    Audrey laughed. “Of course it is.”

    “You want me to fuck her?” Jeremy asked. “You want to watch me fuck her perfect cunt?”

    Audrey stroked Jonah’s cock again and he moaned before answering, “Yes, I want to watch you fuck her. Fuck, please.”

    Jeremy’s cock slowly filled Audrey’s pussy before pulling out. Jonah marveled at the beauty of her lips clinging to his shaft while he moved in and out of her body. He marveled at the sounds of extreme wetness generated by the penetration. He marveled at the sheer beauty of witnessing sex from such a close angle.

    “Harder, please,” Audrey said. “Fuck me harder.”

    Jeremy delivered, picking up the pace and power of his thrusts as Audrey wrapped her fingers tightly around Jonah’s shaft and stopped stroking him. It seemed that she didn’t want anything to distract her from the pleasures of taking a pounding.

    Juices dripped out of her pussy and onto Jeremy’s face. He ran his tongue over his lips to soak them up and savored the taste of her pussy as his cock throbbed in her hand.

    “Lick my clit,” Audrey demanded. “Jonah, lick my fucking clit. Right now.”

    Jonah extended his tongue but he wasn’t quite close enough to get to her clit. He lifted his head from the bed and elicited a moan as he found her sex organ and gently massaged it. Jeremy’s balls brushed against his forehead with every thrust, but Jonah didn’t stop.

    “Is he making you feel good?” Jeremy asked. “Is he licking your clit and making you feel good?”

    “Fuck yes,” Audrey answered. “Now fuck me harder. Pound my fucking pussy and make me cum.”

    Jeremy fucked her harder and Jonah made sure his tongue continued to massage her throbbing clit. He wanted to play his part in her orgasm even if he wasn’t going to be the one fucking her. He got his wish, too, as Audrey’s screams of pleasure soon filled the bedroom. The flow of juices from her pussy increased, leaving Jonah’s face covered in slick wetness as he slowed his rhythmic licking while Jeremy pushed every inch of his cock inside her and held it there.

    “God damn!” Audrey cried out before crawling forward and rolling off of Jonah.

    Jeremy’s cock slipped out of her pussy and fell onto Jonah’s face. Audrey’s laugher filled the room as Jonah rolled his head to the side, which left Jeremy’s stiff, condom-wrapped cock resting on his cheek.

    Audrey crawled closer, straddled Jonah, and laid on top of him. She took Jeremy’s cock in her hand and stroked him slowly as his balls rubbed against Jonah’s head.

    “You know what would be hot?” Audrey asked.

    “What?” Jeremy replied.

    “If you put your balls in his mouth,” Audrey said.

    Jeremy laughed, grabbed Jonah’s head and adjusted it so he was looking upwards, and set his big balls over Jonah’s lips. He kept them closed, though. He felt the hot, sweaty, wrinkled, hairy sack against his nose, lips, and chin, but he wasn’t going to suck on it.

    Then Audrey started moving her hips and rubbing her pussy all over Jonah’s cock, which was still wrapped tightly in a condom. She teased his shaft and then he felt the tip slip inside her. He moaned. He couldn’t help it. He was only half an inch inside Audrey, but it felt stunningly good. The moan was a mistake, for the moment he opened his mouth it was filled with Jeremy’s balls.

    “That’s it,” Audrey said softly as she continued to stroke Jeremy’s big cock and tease Jonah with her pussy. “Suck on his balls. Fuck, suck on his balls and help him cum.”

    Jonah caved. He wasn’t sure why, but he didn’t want to disappoint Audrey. He wanted to suck Jeremy’s balls because it’s what she wanted him to do. It was fucking crazy, but he did it. He sucked on the big, sweaty, hairy balls in his mouth. He did something he’d never considered before, something he never would have thought he’d do, and he did it eagerly.

    “Fuck, you two make a good team,” Jeremy said. “You’re gonna make me cum. Fucking hell.”

    “Do you hear that?” Audrey said in seductive voice. “Your ball sucking is making him feel good, Jonah. Keep it up. Suck those sweaty nuts. Suck those sweaty nuts and make him cum and I’ll give you a reward. I promise. I’ll give you an incredible reward.”

    Jonah sucked harder as he thought of Audrey taking the full length of his cock inside her. He couldn’t imagine what other kind of reward she’d offer. That was the only thing that made any sense.

    Jeremy’s balls jumped in his mouth and a moment later his moans filled the room. His balls jumped over and over. He was cumming. He was flooding the condom with his seed and Jonah was about to claim his reward.

    “Was that good?” Audrey asked as she gently peeled the condom from Jeremy’s cock.

    “It was incredible,” he answered before stepping away.

    Audrey looked at Jonah, smiled, and asked, “Are you ready for your reward?”

    “I am,” he said.

    “Close your eyes,” Audrey instructed. “Close your eyes so you can enjoy it.”

    Jonah closed his eyes and Audrey rubbed her pussy over the tip of his cock. She took the tip inside her over and over, but she refused to give him more, driving him mad with lust in the process.

    “Audrey, please,” Jonah said.

    “You’re so desperate,” Audrey replied. “I like that. I love that.”

    Jonah felt her pussy swallow his cock. His mouth opened and a long, low moan escaped. He felt something against his lips. A strange taste hit his tongue. His eyes shot open and he saw Audrey holding the open end of the condom against his lips. The cum poured down the shaft and into his mouth as she slowly moved her hips over his cock. Jonah nearly gagged as the full taste of Jeremy’s cum registered on his taste buds, but he was inside Audrey, he was fucking the beautiful redhead, and he didn’t want that to stop.

    “That’s good,” she said. “Take his load while you enjoy my pussy.” Audrey moved her hips just a little, offering him a hint of pleasure as the rest of Jeremy’s load poured into his mouth. She tossed the condom aside, smiled, and said, “Now swallow his cum.”

    Jonah closed his mouth and swallowed. The taste was horrifyingly bad, but he did it. He did what she wanted. He earned his reward.

    “Show me,” Audrey said. “Show me you swallowed.” Jonah opened his mouth to show that he’d consumed Jeremy’s cum and she lifted her pussy from his cock and crawled forward to sit across his chest.

    “Wait, what are you doing?” he asked.

    “You didn’t think I was actually going to let you fuck me, did you?” she asked.

    “Yes, that’s what I thought,” Jonah answered.

    Jeremy laughed heartily from across the room and Jonah felt a deep sense of frustration build inside him.

    “Oh, Jonah, no,” Audrey said. “I told you, you had your chance and you blew it. You don’t get to fuck me. You’re lucky I let you feel my pussy at all. No, your reward was Jeremy’s cum. Your reward was getting to drink the load of a real man, not some pathetic nice guy that couldn’t get hard when a beautiful girl offered her pussy for his pleasure.”

    “That’s not fair,” Jonah said.

    Audrey threw her head back and laughed, with Jeremy joining in soon after. “I know it’s not,” she said. “But life’s not fair, is it?” She crawled forward and dropped her pussy onto Jonah’s mouth. “But, I am going to make you cum before the night is over. You’re going to worship my pussy a great deal before that happens, though. Even that’s not fair, but again, I don’t give a damn about fair. You can leave if you’d like, but I think we both know you’re going to stay as long as you can because the chance to eat a pussy like mine doesn’t come along all that often, does it?”

    Jonah couldn’t really answer with her pussy smothering his face, but he didn’t bother trying. Instead, he ate her pussy like he knew she wanted, for she was right. He wasn’t going anywhere. He was going to stay as long as she wanted, because even if she didn’t offer an orgasm it would be a night well spent. After all, a girl as beautiful as Audrey didn’t come along very often and Jonah almost never got to spend time with a pussy like hers.

    “Can you go again?” Audrey asked as she moved her hips over Jonah’s face, smothering him in her slippery juices.

    “Sure,” Jeremy responded.

    “Good,” she said. “I think our ball sucking boy here would like to put his mouth to use in helping us a second time.”

    Jeremy laughed and Jonah was a little embarrassed that his cock throbbed at the suggestion that he’d end up sucking balls again. He wasn’t going to turn down the chance to do so, though. Clearly, his body wanted it. There was no denying that, so he wasn’t going to fight it. He was just going to enjoy every minute of his night with the wildest girl he’d ever met.

    The End.

  
    Cuckolded by an Old Friend

    “This may or may not surprise you, but your husband wasn’t exactly smooth with the ladies in college,” Tate said. “I remember many tales of woe. If memory serves, I witnessed quite a few spectacular flameouts, too.” He looked across the table at Russell and asked, “Do you remember that time at the sorority mixer?”

    “I certainly do,” Russell said. “That was not my finest moment.”

    “I don’t mean this in a bad way, but I’m not surprised that my husband wasn’t smooth in college. He wasn’t particularly smooth when I met him, either. If I remember I didn’t agree to go out with you until the third time you’d asked. Didn’t you end spitting on me by accident the first time?” Margot said.

    “Jeez, yes, I remember that. I’d spent weeks working up the courage to talk to you. I’d come up with this little speech and I was so nervous that I forgot just about all of it by the time I got to your cubicle. I started stammering, got flustered, and tried to spit out every word in the span of just a few seconds. Unfortunately, all I did was spit. It landed right on your blouse, if I remember. It was a black blouse, too, so it couldn’t have been more obvious,” Russell explained.

    Tate laughed from across the table as he smiled. “Wow, so history repeats itself, I guess.”

    “It does?” Margot asked with a smile on her face.

    “She doesn’t know the sorority mixer story?” Tate said.

    “She does not,” Russell informed his friend.

    Tate sipped his beer, swallowed, and flashed the charming smile that had made him so lucky with the ladies in college. “So, we’re at this mixer. They had a keg and Russell and I both had frothy red cups full of beer. We’re talking to these two cute girls and it’s actually going pretty well. Then Russell takes a drink, but ends up sucking a bunch of the foam into his mouth and right into his throat. He immediately coughs it up and all over the two girls we’re talking to. I mean, he covered them in it. They both screamed and stormed off, ending any chance we might have had with them.”

    Russell turned to see his wife giggling uncontrollably.

    “I have to ask,” Tate said. “How do you go from rejecting a guy for spitting on you to falling in love, getting married, and being together for more than a decade?”

    “I found his nervousness cute,” Margot said. “Not cute enough to say yes after he spit on me, but cute enough to listen when he came back again. I also thought it was, in a weird way, courageous of him to try again. I like that quality in a man. He got back up after getting slapped down and he went right back at it. Honestly, that’s the quality I wanted in a husband.”

    “A toast to your marriage, then,” Tate said as he raised his glass. They all drank to that and Tate slid out of the booth and said, “I gotta hit the head. I’ll be right back.”

    “I’m glad you said yes eventually,” Russell said.

    Margot smiled and leaned in to kiss him. “Me too. It was the best decision of my life, without question.”

    Her lips remained close to his, so Russell leaned in for another kiss. He turned towards her and his fingers found their way to her thigh as their kiss deepened. Margot always got extra flirty when she drank and he was more than happy to take advantage of his wife’s natural lust.

    “Whoa, should I leave you two alone?” Tate said as he returned from the bathroom.

    They stopped kissing and Russell smiled sheepishly. “Sorry about that.”

    “No, don’t be. Are you kidding me? Your wife is hot, you’re in a bar, you’re feeling good, of course you want to kiss her,” Tate said.

    “I’m hot, huh?” Margot said.

    Tate sipped his beer and smiled. “You are unquestionably hot, Margot. Russell definitely married up.”

    Russell worried that Margot might find Tate’s forward nature offensive. She seemed quite pleased by his compliment, though, at least based on the borderline giddy look on her face.

    “Excuse me,” a waitress said as she arrived at the table with a drink in her hand. “This is from the young lady at the bar.” She set the drink down and gestured towards a cute young blonde wearing a skirt and a tank top. She waved at Tate and he lifted the drink as a way of saying thanks.

    “Go for it,” Russell said. “Don’t let us stop you.”

    “No, no,” Tate said. “I’m not in town for long. I want to hang out with you guys.” He turned to the waitress and said, “Can you express my thanks and tell her that if I weren’t with my friends I would be happy to hang out with her?” He pulled a $20 from his wallet, handed it to the waitress, and said, “And get her a drink if she wants one.”

    “How often does that sort of thing happen to you?” Margot asked.

    Tate smiled.

    “C’mon, you can answer. You are, if you don’t mind me saying, also hot. So, how often do you get propositioned like that?” she asked.

    Tate seemed genuinely shy as he looked down at the drink the waitress had dropped off and said, “It happens from time to time. I think I give something off, like I’m the kind of guy that can provide the kind of night a girl like that is looking for, you know?”

    “Are you that guy?” Margot asked.

    “He is,” Russell answered. “Or at least he was. I’m not as keyed into his sex life as I was when we were roommates. In college, though, the girls always seemed to leave happy.”

    “Okay, well, that’s enough embarrassing your friend,” Margot said. “I want to hear more embarrassing stuff that Russell did while he was in college.”

    Tate looked up from his beer and smiled. “That, I can do.”

    Russell spit the toothpaste in the sink, rinsed his brush, and wiped his mouth clean before stepping out of the bathroom. Margot was in the bed, but she’d changed into a beautiful, semi-sheer bodysuit. The light pink color made it seem particularly delicate and the tight fit ensured that her breasts looked exceptionally perky.

    “Wow,” was all he managed to say as Margot crawled to the edge of the bed and sat up on her knees.

    “Come here,” she said.

    Russell crossed the room as his wife smiled. She reached out and grabbed his shirt before swiftly pulling it over his head and tossing it aside. They kissed as Russell’s hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass.

    “What’s got you all hot and bothered?” he asked.

    “Take a guess,” Margot said as she fell back into the bed.

    Russell crawled towards her and she spread her legs. He took his place between them and kissed her neck. “Are you thinking about him?”

    “I am,” Margot said. She reached down and pushed her fingers under the waistband of his boxer shorts. She grabbed his cock and stroked him as they kissed.

    “Tell me what you’re thinking,” Russell said.

    “I’m thinking about how hot it would be to have him inside me,” Margot said. “I’m thinking of how good it would feel to sit on his cock and ride him until I had a screaming orgasm.”

    Russell moaned. “Tell me you want to fuck him. Tell me.”

    “I want to fuck Tate,” Margot said. She pulled the bottom of the bodysuit aside and rubbed the head of Russell’s cock over her slippery pussy lips. “I want to fuck your college roommate. I want to spend the night fucking him.”

    Russell stopped kissing her and sat back.

    “What’s wrong?” Margot asked. “Did I say something?”

    “No, no,” he said. “You should do it.”

    She looked confused. “Do what?”

    “Fuck him. You should fuck Tate. Go downstairs and fuck him,” Russell said.

    “Russell, are you crazy?” she asked. “Those aren’t the rules. I only fuck other people on vacation and I never fuck friends. Anything else is too risky. You know that. You know that we fantasize about me fucking people outside the rules but I don’t actually do it.”

    “I know, but this is different,” Russell said. “Tate’s going home in a few days. He lives across the country. He’s not going to out us to friends or coworkers or anything. It’s not going to ruin a friendship because we really just text. We see each other once every few years.”

    Margot seemed unconvinced, so Russell leaned down and kissed her neck. He reached between her legs and ran his fingers over her pussy lips. “You’re soaked,” he said. “I know you want it. I know you want to fuck him. I know you want to feel Tate’s big cock inside you.”

    “Is he big?” Margot asked.

    Russell smiled. He had her. “He is. I saw it a few times in college. He’s very big. Like I said, he never failed to make his partners happy.”

    Margot moaned as Russell continued to work her pussy. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. He smiled. She was thinking about it. She was dreaming of Tate’s cock inside her.

    “Is he better than you?” she asked.

    “Much better,” Russell said. “He’s bigger than me and better than me. He’ll make you cum harder than I possibly could. He’ll fuck you like you love to be fucked. He’ll fuck you like you haven’t been fucked since our last vacation six months ago. He’ll give you what you need, Margot. He’ll give you what you crave. He’ll fuck you like you deserve and he’ll leave you satisfied. Trust me.”

    Margot opened her eyes. “Are you sure?” she asked. “Are you absolutely certain you want me to do this?”

    “Yes,” Russell said. “He’s still watching TV. Go down there. Seduce him. Take what you need. Tell him I’m okay with it. Tell him I let you play with whoever you want.”

    “We don’t have any condoms,” Margot said.

    “Tell him to pull out, or tell him to cum inside you. You’re on the pill and he was always a safe guy. I’m sure he gets tested,” Russell said.

    “So if I go down there, fuck your friend, and let him cum inside me you’re not going to be mad?” Margot asked.

    “You know I won’t be. You know it’s going to turn me on. You know I’m going to be all over you when you come back.”

    Margot smiled and kissed him. Her tongue was active and he played with her pussy in an attempt to build just a little more desire in case she was still on the fence.

    “Okay, I’m going,” she said.

    Russell watched her get out of bed and walk towards the door. She looked absolutely perfect in her lingerie. He couldn’t imagine Tate turning her down.

    “Should I leave the door open?” Margot asked.

    Russell nodded. She smiled and walked out.

    “Whoa, Margot, what are you doing?” Tate said not long after.

    Russell smiled. This was a rare occasion where he was thankful for the poor design of their house that allowed noise from the living room to drift to the bedroom with ease. It wasn’t as if Tate was just outside the door, but with the bedroom door open he could clearly hear what was being said in the living room.

    “Russell and I…we play,” Margot said. “Usually we play when we’re out of town and we don’t ever play with friends, but tonight I have special permission to play with you.”

    “Margot…I don’t…I don’t know about this,” Tate said.

    “Sure you do,” she replied. “I can see it in your eyes. You want me, just like I want you. You want my body. You could have fucked that girl at the bar. She would have taken you back to her place. She probably would have fucked you in the bar’s bathroom if you wanted. You didn’t, though. I saw the way you were looking at me. You want me, Tate, and now you get to have me.”

    The couch tended to squeak a little when someone sat on it and Russell smiled as he heard that familiar sound. Margot must have gotten on the couch. He imagined her straddling Tate.

    “Go ahead,” she said. “Touch me. Touch the body you crave. Touch your friend’s wife.”

    Russell pulled his underwear off and stroked his cock. He didn’t hear anything and he imagined Tate was doing as Margot desired.

    “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked. “I can tell that you like it. I can feel it, Tate. I can feel your desire for me. Touch my pussy. Feel my desire for you.”

    Margot moaned and Russell closed his eyes and imagined his friend fingering his wife.

    “Can you feel that? Can you feel hot wet I am? That’s for you, Tate. That’s not for Russell. That’s for you. That’s for the man I want tonight. That’s for the man I want to fuck tonight. That’s you.”

    A muffled moan made its way to the bedroom. They were kissing. Tate had given in. Margot was in his lap and his hands were all over her as they kissed. At least in Russell’s mind they were.

    “Take your pants off,” Margot said. “I want to suck your cock.”

    Russell had to stifle a groan. His wife’s passion for new men never ceased to arouse him.

    Tate’s unfettered moans hit Russell’s ears. “Fuck, Margot, that feels so good.” He was getting a blowjob. Margot was on her knees between his legs. She was sucking his cock. Russell stroked himself a little faster. He imagined his wife’s head bobbing up and down in Tate’s lap. The vision stoked the flames of his desire.

    “You have a gorgeous cock,” Margot said. “I love sucking a gorgeous cock.”

    A new round of Tate’s moans reached Russell’s ears. It was Margot’s words that thrilled him the most, though. He loved hearing her admiration for another man’s cock. It triggered the part of him that couldn’t help but get turned on at the idea of his wife being with someone better.

    “Do you want me, Tate?” Margot asked. “Do you want to fuck me? Do you want to fuck your friend’s wife?”

    “Yes,” Tate said. Even from upstairs Russell could hear the desperation in his friend’s voice.

    “Take me,” Margot said. “I’m yours. Take me however you want me.”

    Russell heard movement on the couch. They were getting into position. He wasn’t sure which one, though. Then the sounds of sex started. Margot moaned. Tate moaned. The couch squeaked a little. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the house. Russell guessed they were having missionary sex. He pictured Margot on her back with her legs spread. He saw her body in the beautiful lingerie. He pictured Tate on top of her with his big cock sliding in and out of her pussy.

    “Harder,” Margot said. “Fuck me harder. Fuck…Tate…fuck me!”

    Russell closed his eyes and gathered the precum leaking from the tip of his cock. He stroked slowly and groaned at how good it felt. His whole body was alive with pleasure. Knowing that his friend was fucking his wife made it hotter than fucking a stranger on vacation. Much hotter.

    “Tate…I’m cumming…I’m cumming!” Margot screamed. The sounds of her orgasm filled the house as Russell slowed his strokes. He didn’t want to cum too quickly.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” Margot said.

    Then there was silence. Russell imagined his wife and his friend kissing on the couch. He imagined Tate’s cock still inside her.

    “Let me ride you,” she said. “Let me make you cum. Let me milk you with my tight pussy.”

    There were sounds of movement as they changed positions. Tate’s moans followed. Margot was riding him. Russell had witnessed such pleasures before. He’d seen the way Margot worked a cock when she was on top and determined to make the man inside her cum.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    “It feels incredible,” Tate answered.

    “Yeah, you like my married pussy?” Margot asked.

    “I fucking love it,” Tate said. He was lost in his pleasure. Russell loved it when Margot’s partners were that way. He loved that she was able to drive a man to the edge of desire and push him right over to a place that bordered on desperation for his orgasm.

    “You like fucking your friend’s wife?” Margot asked. “You like fucking Russell’s wife?”

    “Yes,” Tate said.

    “I want you to cum inside me,” Margot said. “I want you to cum in your friend’s wife. I want you to fill my pussy.”

    Tate groaned and the sounds of sex reached Russell’s ears. She was riding him harder and faster. She was working him for his load and she was probably rocketing towards a second orgasm.

    “You fuck me better than he does,” Margot said. “Your cock feels so much better inside me than he does. Give me your fucking load. Cum in your friend’s wife!”

    Russell lost it. He released his cock but it didn’t matter. He was too far gone. He came all over his stomach as he listened to his wife tell his friend that she preferred his cock. He came as he thought of Tate exploding in Margot’s pussy. Cum spilled onto his stomach, chest, and a little got on his arms.

    Tate’s loud moans filled the house. “That’s it,” Margot said. “Cum inside me. Give me your load. Cum in my tight pussy. Fill me.”

    Margot climaxed a second time as Russell rode out his orgasm. He closed his eyes and breathed deeply as pleasure bounced from head to toe. Part of him wished he could have held out until Margot returned to him, but it was all too arousing.

    “That was incredible,” Margot said. “Thank you.”

    “No, thank you,” Tate said. “And, you were being honest, about Russell, I mean?”

    “He was listening,” she said. “And I guarantee he was enjoying himself. And now I’m going to go upstairs and make sure he had a great orgasm, so you have nothing to worry about.”

    Russell looked down at his chest and wondered if Margot would be disappointed that she didn’t get to make him cum. She always seemed to take such pleasure in it.

    She walked into the bedroom not long after. She surveyed his chest and stomach and frowned, though it seemed more playful than genuinely disappointed.

    “I guess you had a good time,” she said.

    “I did. Sorry,” Russell replied.

    Margot walked to the edge of the bed and ran her fingers through one of the thick streaks of cum. She took the finger in her mouth and sucked it clean before smiling. “Was it a good orgasm?”

    “It was great,” he said.

    “Since you already came, would you mind terribly if I went back downstairs to have a little more fun with Tate? Like you said, he’s not going to be here long and now that I’ve fucked him it sees like I might as well take advantage,” Margot asked.

    “Have all the fun you want,” Russell said.

    Margot leaned down and kissed him. “I think I’ll spend the night with him, if that’s okay.”

    “Of course,” Russell said. He was suddenly thankful that Tate was leaving in a few days. That meant he’d get his wife back quickly. “Have fun.”

    “I will,” Margot said as she turned and headed for the door. “Would you like me to leave the door open?”

    “Yes, please,” Russell said. He wasn’t feeling particularly horny, but he knew his desire would return before long and he’d want to take advantage.

    Margot blew him a kiss and said, “Sleep well.”

    Russell laughed. He knew he wouldn’t be getting much sleep, but he was just fine with that.

  
    Cuckolded by Her Ex-Boyfriend

    One simple conversation is all it takes to unlock Scott’s latent cuckold desires. His wife reveals that he’s not the best she's ever had and suddenly he can’t stop thinking about it. He can’t stop thinking about his wife and her ex-boyfriend and for some reason it turns him on.

    Follow Scott’s journey into the most intense pleasure of his life when you read the five-part story "Cuckolded by Her Ex-Boyfriend". Scott and his wife Stacy explore his newfound desires for her to sleep with her ex-boyfriend, and eventually Stacy’s deep-seated need to sleep with someone else bubbles up to the surface, leading to her husband’s eventual cuckolding.

    The more they fantasize about it, the hotter Stacy gets. She tells her husband stories of her encounters with Todd, her ex-boyfriend, and each one brings her a little closer to actually cuckolding Scott.

    When she and Todd run into each other at a cocktail party, sparks fly and Scott’s cuckolding is assured. The only question is whether Scott and Stacy will enjoy opening their marriage to include another man.

    If you’re a Patreon supporter at the Cuckold Stories level you can read all five parts of Cuckolded by Her Ex-Boyfriend right now and follow Scott and Stacy’s erotic journey (and hopefully find your own kind of pleasure along the way).

    If not, become a Patreon supporter and read the story today (along with hundreds of others).

    
      Warning: If you don’t want any of the story elements spoiled, skip reading the summaries below. If you’re a supporter, click the links and start reading!
    

    Part 1 – Scott and Stacy have just returned from a night out with friends and there’s something he can’t get out of his head. Someone at the party asked about everyone’s best sensual experiences and Stacy wasn’t exactly effusive about Scott’s abilities in bed. At home she finally answers the question and it’s her ex-boyfriend Todd that was the best she ever had.

    That revelation sets off something in Scott, leading to a particularly arousing dream where his wife is with her ex-boyfriend. When he wakes up Stacy is more than happy to indulge her husband's desire as his fantasy continues.

    Part 2 – Scott can’t stop thinking about his wife and it's become obvious he's a little distracted in bed. She wants to know what’s going on, so he confesses. He’s been fantasizing about Stacy being with Todd and he finds it so much more exciting than he expected.

    Luckily, Stacy’s willing to play. She’s happy to fantasize along with Scott and stoke the fires of his naughty thoughts. 

    Part 3 – All their fantasy play has made it so that Stacy can’t stop thinking about Todd. She tells Scott a dirty story involving Todd and a particularly roomy hotel shower and they both get hot and bothered.

    The fantasy gets closer to reality when Stacy tells Scott that her ex-boyfriend is going to be at a party she has to go to for work. Scott agrees to go along with her and watches as his wife does a little bit of flirting with the man they've both been fantasizing about. After the flirting, Scott and Stacy rush off to a bathroom to have a little fun.

    Part 4 – Their dalliance in the bathroom doesn’t dissipate Stacy’s desire. She needs to have her ex-boyfriend and she’s going to do it that night. The party is at a hotel, so with Scott’s blessing she invites Todd to one of the rooms and cuckolds her husband.

    Afterwards, Stacy invites Scott to the hotel room to give him just a taste of what it's actually like to be a cuckold.

    Part 5 – Stacy returns home the next morning and Scott can't keep his hands off of her. Scott promises that Stacy can continue enjoying Todd as often as she likes.

    In the epilogue we get a taste of how Stacy and Todd’s relationship has evolved and it becomes clear that Scott really wasn’t giving her what she needed, that it took another man to unlock her deepest desires and truly satisfy her.

  
    Cuckolded by Her Ex-Boyfriend - Part 1

    Click here to read all five parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Are you okay?” Stacy asked as she stood in the bathroom doorway and rubbed lotion into her hands.

    “What?” Scott said as he snapped to attention and admired the satin slip his wife had put on for bed.

    Stacy smiled. “I asked if you’re okay. It seems like you’ve been a little off since dinner tonight. Did something happen? Did I do something?”

    “No, no. Of course not. You didn’t do anything wrong, I promise,” Scott replied.

    Stacy turned off the bathroom light and approached the bed as Scott admired her long, toned legs and the way the slip revealed just a little hint of her butt.

    As she crawled into bed, Stacy said, “You didn’t really answer the question. Does that mean you’re not okay?”

    Scott directed his gaze back to the ceiling. He wasn’t sure he wanted to get into it. He knew it was a stupid, ego-driven thing that was bothering him. He suspected Stacy would roll her eyes if he told her about it, and rightfully so.

    Lacking an elegant way to introduce the subject, he simply said what was on his mind. “Who gave you the best sex of your life?”

    “Oh my god,” Stacy said, though Scott didn’t detect any annoyance in her voice. If anything, she seemed bemused by his question. “Is that what this is about? Have you been thinking about this since dinner?”

    Scott felt a little silly, but he had been thinking about it since dinner.

    “I’m sorry. It’s just that it seemed obvious that I was definitely not the best you’d ever had,” he said.

    Stacy rolled her eyes. “You know, this is why I don’t like Stephanie. She was absolutely trying to cause trouble when she asked us all about our best sexual experiences. She feeds on that stuff. She likes some kind of chaos vampire.”

    Scott looked over at his wife and saw what looked like genuine anger towards the host of the dinner party they’d attended that night. He didn’t particularly like Stephanie either, in large part because she did seem to enjoy sowing the seeds of chaos at her parties.

    “I get all of that, but you didn’t really answer the question,” Scott said.

    Stacy rolled onto her side and studied Scott’s face. “Are we going to have a fight? It’s kind of late and I really don’t want to spend the next couple of hours arguing.”

    Scott rolled onto his side and smiled at his wife. He kissed her forehead and took her hand in his. “No. I promise. I have no interest in fighting. I’m not even sure why I’m interested in who you had the best sex of your life with. I can’t get it out of my head though, and I feel like I’ll sleep a lot better if I know. That probably sounds crazy, but I’m just going to keep thinking about it if I don’t know.”

    “Okay,” Stacy said. She took a deep breath and stared into Scott’s eyes before saying, “It was Todd.”

    “The guy you dated before me?” Scott asked.

    Stacy nodded as she squeezed Scott’s hand softly.

    He’d met Todd on two occasions. In both instances Scott remembered feeling a little intimated. He knew Todd was a little better looking than him and in much better shape. He was the kind of guy that clearly went to the gym on a daily basis and clearly put a lot of purposeful work into making his body look as good as possible.

    “Are you okay? You’re not saying anything?” Stacy said.

    For a moment Scott pictured his wife on her back with Todd between her legs. He saw the other man thrusting in and out of Stacy’s pussy. He saw her eyes closed and her mouth agape as the sounds of intense pleasure escaped. Her saw her arms and legs wrapped around the other man.

    Scott blinked the vision away and smiled at his wife. “Yes. Absolutely. I really am. Thank you for telling me. I already feel like my mind has calmed down a little.”

    Stacy leaned closer and kissed him. “I love you, Scott. Please don’t forget that. You’re the one I married, after all. I broke up with Todd because he was awful in so many ways. You’re not. You’re wonderful in every way.”

    “I know. I really do. I love you. I’m glad you picked me and I always will be,” he replied. “Goodnight. Sleep well.”

    “You too,” Stacy said as she rolled over and turned off the light on her nightstand.

    Scott wished he could fall right to sleep. He knew it wouldn’t be possible, though. He’d lied to his wife. His mind didn’t feel calmer. He had a million questions running through his head. First and foremost, he wanted to know what made Todd better. Did he have a bigger dick? Was it just that he was fitter? Did he fuck her harder? Was he more controlling in bed in a way that she liked? Did he let Stacy do whatever she wanted?”

    Scott forced his eyes closed and tried his best to relax. Sleep was slow to arrive, though, and when it did, his dreams were filled with visions of another man fucking his wife.

    
      

    

    Stacy was kissing another man. She was kissing Todd. She was kissing him with a kind of fervor Scott hadn’t seen from his wife in a long time.

    Her hands seemed to glide over his muscular naked body. She kissed her way down his chest and dropped to her knees. She looked up at him, bit her lower lip, and pulled down his underwear to reveal his big cock.

    Stacy wrapped her lips around it. Todd’s erection disappeared into her mouth. She deepthroated him with ease. He smiled and moaned as his ex-girlfriend pleasured him. Neither of them seemed to notice that Scott was in the room and watching everything.

    It seemed like the blowjob went on forever. Stacy showed no signs of fatigue as she swallowed the big dick and used her hand to play with his balls.

    When she finally freed the cock from the grasp of her eager lips, Stacy stood up and said, “I missed you. I missed you so much.” She stroked Todd’s erection. “I missed this.”

    Todd picked her up and Stacy laughed gleefully. He put her in the bed and moved between her legs. Scott couldn’t seem to move from his place at the foot of the bed.

    “Fuck me,” Stacy said.

    Todd slipped into her pussy. Stacy wrapped her legs around him. She closed her eyes. She arched her back. She pushed her cunt towards him, swallowing as much of his cock as she could.

    Scott watched another man fuck his wife. Anxiety washed over him as he saw the look of pleasure on her face.

    “I haven’t been fucked like this in years!” Stacy cried out.

    Scott looked down to see that his cock had grown to a fully erect state. It throbbed painfully. He felt an overpowering urge to reach out and wrap his fingers around it.

    “I can’t believe I ever gave up your cock!” Stacy screamed as Todd fucked her harder.

    “Stacy, please!” Scott said as he grabbed his dick and stroked slowly. He didn’t want to masturbate as someone else fucked his wife, but he couldn’t help it.

    “What’s wrong, Scott?” Stacy said.

    “Stacy, please!” he repeated.

    Stacy turned to him as Todd stopped thrusting. “Wake up, sweetheart,” she said. “Wake up, Scott. Wake up.”

    Scott opened his eyes and sat up in bed. He looked at Stacy. Her hair was matted and messy, but she looked just as beautiful in the satin slip as she had the night before.

    “Hey there,” she said with a smile on her face. “You don’t usually talk in your sleep. That must have been some kind of dream you were having.”

    Scott fought off the urge to share the details of his dream. He figured Stacy wouldn’t find his insecurity all that appealing.

    “Was I talking?” he asked.

    Stacy laughed. “You sure were. You were calling my name, in fact, though you sounded a little stressed out. Was I doing something weird in the dream?”

    Scott wondered if weird was the right word for what had occurred in his dream. To him, his desire to masturbate in his dream was the weird part. Why did that happen?

    Stacy lifted the sheets and looked at the erection trying to poke its way out of Scott’s underwear. “Or was I doing something naughty?” she asked as a playful smile crossed her face.

    “It was probably that,” Scott said. “I honestly can’t remember. You know me, my dreams are usually gone the moment I wake up.”

    Stacy reached under the sheets and into Scott’s underwear. She stroked his cock and the sheer pleasure of it made him moan.

    “It would be a shame to waste such a lovely erection, don’t you think?” she asked.

    She didn’t know it, but that was exactly what Scott needed to hear. His wife’s interest in his dick was exactly what he needed after a dream like that.

    “I suppose so,” Scott said.

    Stacy worked his cock out of his boxer shorts, straddled him, and pulled her panties aside. She took him inside her with ease.

    “You’re so wet,” Scott said without really thinking about it. It caught him by surprise and the words just came out.

    “You know I love your cock,” she said.

    Scott felt a surprising rush of pleasure as he thought about Stacy’s confession the night before. He thought about how she loved Todd’s cock more and for reasons he didn’t understand it brought his loins to life in a deeply pleasing way.

    Stacy rode him slowly as she leaned down to kiss Scott’s neck. Her tongue was eager and active as it moved over his skin. Her low, sensual moan invaded his brain put his arousal center into overdrive.

    He grabbed Stacy’s ass and fucked his cock up into her. Sexual aggression poured out of him and she seemed to find it delightful as her moans got louder and faster as she rested her hands on Scott’s chest to maintain her balance.

    “Fuck me, Scott. Fuck me,” she said.

    Scott’s dream popped into his head. He thought of his wife uttering those same words to Todd. He thought of how vivid his dream had been. The images filled his head once more.

    “Oh fuck!” he said moments before an orgasm washed through him and he filled his wife’s pussy with cum.

    Stacy smiled as he stopped thrusting into her. In the midst of his pleasure, Scott felt bad that he hadn’t lasted long enough for her to cum. A small voice in the back of his brain told him that Todd had probably never made that mistake.

    “Sorry,” Scott said. “That was unexpected.”

    Stacy leaned down and kissed him softly. “It’s okay,” she said. “I kind of like that I can still make you cum like that even after a decade together.”

    Scott appreciated the sentiment, but he thought he detected a hint of disappointment in his wife’s face as she climbed off of him and walked towards the bathroom. Stacy turned the shower on and shut the bathroom door.

    He wouldn’t have thought it before last night, but Scott couldn’t help but wonder if Stacy was going to step into the shower and masturbate as she thought about Todd fucking her. The notion seemed insane, but he couldn’t get it out of his head.

    He thought about getting out of bed and trying to slip into the bathroom to see if she was playing with herself, but he decided against it. If that’s what she needed, Scott wanted her to have it.
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    Scott felt ridiculous as the jealousy coursed through him. He knew it was inane. He knew his wife hadn’t expressed even a modicum of desire with regards to her ex-boyfriend.

    And yet, Scott felt intensely jealous as he stared at Todd’s Facebook page. He noted that Stacy’s ex-boyfriend was still single, which seemed to intensify his jealousy, like it was suddenly possible that she’d cheat on him with someone she’d last fucked ten years ago.

    It was hard to ignore that Todd was still in exceptionally good shape. He still had all of his hair and he had a habit of posting the occasional picture of his abs, just to make sure that everyone that stopped by knew he was busy working on his body.

    Scott could deal with feeling jealous. He told himself that was perfectly normal. There was something else going on, though. Something that made Scott feel more than a little uncomfortable.

    Bubbling up underneath the jealousy was a mild sense of arousal. Scott tried his best not to think about it, but the feeling kept popping up and demanding attention.

    Scott opened a new tab in the incognito browser he was using and directed it to PornHub. He searched for “muscular guy fucks wife” and perused the options. The feeling of arousal grew larger and more prominent in his mind. It swallowed everything else and stood front and center. His cock came to life, drawing his hand between his legs.

    Scott was seconds away from clicking a video and giving himself over to the fantasy when he heard the garage door opener whir to life. In his needless rush to close the browser window Scott knocked the keyboard off his desk. He quickly closed the window and scrambled to the floor to put the keyboard back in its place. His heart was pounding as a sense of panic washed over him and then slowly dissipated.

    Scott laughed at himself. Why was he panicking so much? It’s not like he was cheating on Stacy. If anything, it was a version of the opposite notion. He was fantasizing about her cheating on him.

    Scott did a quick check to ensure he wasn’t sporting a noticeable bulge in his pants and left the office to greet his wife.

    “Welcome home,” Scott said as he stepped out of the office to find his wife heading towards the bedroom with two shopping bags in her hands.

    They shared a quick kiss before she moved past him. “Do you want to see what I bought?” she asked.

    Scott smiled. He loved watching Stacy model new clothes after a buying spree. Each outfit felt like a new way to fall in love with his wife’s beauty.

    “Absolutely,” he answered.

    Stacy brought the bags into the bathroom and closed the door. When she opened it again, the fashion show began in earnest.

    “What do you think?” she asked while spinning around in a little black dress made from delicate lace.

    “It’s incredible,” Scott said as he admired the way it hugged her breasts.

    Stacy bent over and flashed a bit of cleavage, offering up a deeply pleasing view that brought Scott’s cock back to life.

    As he watched Stacy emerge from the bathroom in one sexy outfit after another, Scott wondered if she’d gone shopping with a purpose. He cursed himself when Todd popped into his head once more. He imagined his wife wearing each of the outfits for her ex-boyfriend. He imagined that was the purpose of her shopping trip.

    When Stacy stepped out of the bathroom in a black lace bodysuit with a plunging neckline, Scott’s desire felt beyond his control.

    “Holy shit. Stacy, you look amazing,” he said.

    She smiled and walked across the room at a teasing pace as Scott watched from the bed.

    “Yeah? Do you really think it looks good on me?” she asked.

    Scott swung his legs over the side of the bed and Stacy stepped between them. His hands moved to her lace-clad bottom. He gave it a good squeeze before running his fingers up her back and leaning forward to kiss the exposed flesh between her breasts.

    “What inspired the shopping trip?” Scott asked as his hands found Stacy’s ass once more.

    “I don’t know,” she said. “I just felt like it was time to refresh my wardrobe a little.” Stacy leaned down and kissed him. “Plus, it feels good to celebrate the fact that I still look amazing.”

    Scott smile and pulled his lips to hers for another kiss. “I love your confidence,” he said.

    What Scott didn’t say was that he couldn’t shake the notion that Stacy had gone shopping to look good for Todd. He knew it was utterly ridiculous – his wife wasn’t cheating on him and she didn’t spend a bunch of money for the idea that she might cheat on him – but that didn’t stop the idea from worming its way into Scott’s head.

    Much to his dismay, the idea aroused him. Scott knew that’s why it wouldn’t go away. He wasn’t being paranoid. His brain was simply indulging his sexual desires. It was giving him what the testosterone-fueled part of him seemed to want more than anything.

    Scott grabbed Stacy’s ass and stood up, lifting her into his arms. She squealed in delight and wrapped her legs around him as they kissed. Scott spun around and tossed Stacy into the bed before climbing on top of him.

    “What’s gotten into you?” she asked.

    Scott knew exactly what had gotten into him, but he wasn’t going to admit it to his wife. Instead, he kissed her again.

    “I guess I just really want to fuck my wife,” he answered after a long, feverish kiss.

    Stacy smiled and reached between their legs. She unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out before unsnapping her teddy and freeing her pussy. It seemed like she wanted to get fucked badly enough to dispense with any foreplay.

    Scott slipped his cock inside her as he tried to think about the last time he’d fucked his wife before getting naked first. He couldn’t remember. Something about it felt good, like they were both experiencing such urgent desire that they couldn’t wait even a few moments more for him to get naked.

    “Fuck, your pussy feels so good,” Scott said as he pounded his wife.

    She wrapped her legs around him in response. Her eyes were closed and she moaned before a giddy smile crossed her face. She looked to be in a place of pure joy.

    When Scott felt his orgasm approaching he tried his best to think about something else. He didn’t want to cum too quickly again. He wanted to make sure Stacy had an orgasm before he unleashed his cum inside her.

    His attempt to distract his brain failed. Instead of thinking about a boring baseball game, an image of Todd fucking Stacy popped into his head. It was only there for a moment, but it was enough to make him cum. He felt that familiar, overwhelmingly pleasurable surge of lust rush through his body and he unleashed an agonized moan.

    Scott experienced pleasure right alongside disappointment. He’d cum too quickly yet again, and he’d done so because he was fantasizing about his wife having sex with someone else. It was embarrassing on multiple levels.

    “Fuck, I’m sorry,” he said again.

    This time Stacy had a mildly disappointed look on her face. It was only there for a few moments before she replaced it with an understanding smile, but Scott saw it.

    “I don’t know what’s going on,” he said. “I can’t seem to help myself.”

    “Is something different?” Stacy asked.

    Scott pulled his softening cock from the warm, wet confines of his wife’s pussy and pushed it back into his pants. He zipped up and laid next to her in the bed.

    The answer was a resounding “yes.” Of course something was different. He was fantasizing about Stacy fucking someone else. He couldn’t admit that, though. He didn’t understand it and talking about it with his wife seemed insane.

    “It feels like something is different,” he said. “I’m just not sure what.”

    Scott felt like his answer was a reasonable compromise. It was only a partial lie.

    Stacy snuggled up next to him and ran her fingers over his chest. “You have seemed a little different the past couple of times,” she said. “The sex seems a lot more urgent, like there’s something new driving it. I’m not saying I don’t like it – I enjoy that part – though I do wish we could both cum.”

    Scott felt bad. He knew Stacy found sex a lot more satisfying than a masturbation session. He knew she’d enjoy getting off if he fingered her or if she used a toy after he’d cum, but it wouldn’t be the same. Most importantly, it wouldn’t be what she wanted.

    “If I tell you something, will you promise not to get mad or be too judgmental?” Scott asked. It was as if he wasn’t in control of his mouth. The words just spilled out.

    Stacy sat up and looked at him. Scott saw the curious sparkle in her eyes.

    “I promise,” she said.

    Scott knew it wasn’t something she could actually guarantee, but he liked that she was willing to go along with his request.

    “Something has been different the last few times,” he said.

    “What is it?” Stacy asked almost immediately. She really wanted to know.

    Scott couldn’t quite look in his wife’s eyes, so he directed his focus to the space between them and confessed.

    “I can’t stop thinking about you and Todd,” he said.

    At first, a sympathetic look crossed Stacy’s face. “Oh, honey,” she said. Then the look changed to something he didn’t quite recognize. “Wait. You’ve been cumming really quickly the last couple of times we’ve had sex.” She paused for a second, as if the truth of his confession was working its way through her brain. “Does that mean…”

    Scott nodded. It felt too weird to say it. He still didn’t really understand it.

    “So you’re…well, turned on by thinking about it? About me and Todd?” Stacy asked.

    “Is that insane?” Scott replied.

    For a handful of seconds, Stacy just stared at him. Scott’s worry grew with each passing moment. He feared that with one simple confession he’d forever changed the way his wife thought about him.

    “No,” Stacy finally said. She smiled and leaned closer to give him a soft kiss. “It’s definitely not insane.”

    Her lips remained close to his as neither of them spoke for a short spell. Scott’s mind raced with the implications of his confession and he wondered if Stacy was going through the same thing.

    “So, what is it you think about that makes you cum so quickly?” Stacy asked.

    Scott smiled at how forward she was being. He appreciated that she wasn’t shying away from what could have been a spectacularly awkward conversation. He decided to answer her in a straightforward manner.

    “The night of the dinner party I had a really vivid dream about you and Todd. It had a little of everything. Kissing. A blowjob. Really hot missionary sex. I was stuck watching from the foot of the bed. I couldn’t move. I just had to watch it all,” Scott confessed.

    “You were watching us?” Stacy asked.

    “Yeah. I was there. We were in our bedroom. Right here in this bed. You were on your back. Todd was…well, he was fucking you and it seemed really good,” Scott said.

    He was certain he saw a quick smile cross his wife’s face, like she was reliving a memory. He wondered if she was thinking about Todd. Then he decided he’s embrace the candor of the moment they were having and ask.

    “Did you just think about him?”

    It was Stacy’s turn to look a little embarrassed.

    “It’s okay,” Scott said. “Just, you know, we’re saying stuff here, so I figured I’d ask, since it seemed like you had a real quick memory.”

    She looked away and said, “Yes. I was.”

    “Was it a good memory?” Scott asked.

    He’d cum just a few minutes prior so he didn’t have the same level of arousal coursing through his loins, but there was something about this particular subject matter that really got him going. It was like the arousal had spread from between his legs and was filling the rest of his body. It was an unusual, exceedingly pleasant experience.

    “It was,” Stacy said.

    Scott watched his wife study his face as they fell silent once again. It felt like she was trying to judge his reaction to the notion that she’d just pictured another man fucking her.

    He pulled her lips to hers and they shared a slow, soft, beautiful kiss. Stacy moaned into his mouth and Scott hoped she was embracing whatever desire was coursing through her.

    “Do you want to cum?” he asked.

    Stacy nodded. “Yes.”

    “Can I use your vibrator on you?”

    “I’d like that,” Stacy said as she rolled onto her back and spread her legs.

    Scott grabbed her toy from the nightstand drawer. He gave it a twist to turn on the vibrations and moved it between Stacy’s legs. She moaned the moment it hit her clit.

    “Mmmm, that feels so good,” she said.

    Scott pulled aside the black lace of her Teddy and sucked on Stacy’s nipples as her moans grew louder. He flicked his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh and delighted in how it seemed to thrill her.

    Scott looked up and admired the sensual joy on his wife’s face. She opened her eyes and smiled at him. They shared a beautiful kiss as he gently moved the vibrating toy over her pussy, ensuring constant contact with here clit.

    As Stacy moved closer to her orgasm, Scott felt words once again spilling from his mouth, seemingly without passing through his brain first. “You can think about him if you want. You can think about Todd’s cock inside you, about the way he fucked you so good.”

    Stacy closed her eyes and moaned. She arched her back as Scott kept the toy against her clit.

    “Oh fuck!” she cried out. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

    There was a touch of surprise in her voice, like she couldn’t believe her orgasm had arrived so quickly and with such force.

    Afterwards, Scott pulled the vibrator away and turned it off. He dropped it onto the bed next to him and ran his fingers over his wife’s body.

    Stacy turned and smiled at him. “I did what you said,” she whispered. “I thought of him.”

    Scott’s cock got hard in what seemed like an instant. He couldn’t believe how powerful the arousal felt.

    “How was it?” he asked.

    “I guess you could say he gave me a great orgasm, just like he used to,” Stacy replied.

    Scott kissed her and Stacy eagerly offered her tongue.

    Stacy pulled his cock from his pants once more and wrapped her fingers around it. She stroked him slowly. “Is this because I thought about Todd?” she asked.

    Scott nodded.

    “Fuck me,” she said.

    Scott slipped out of the bed and stripped. He climbed on top of his wife once more and she took his cock inside her.

    “Do you want me to think about him while you’re inside me?” Stacy asked.

    Scott nodded as he began to thrust in and out of his wife’s pussy. Stacy smiled and closed her eyes. She moaned. Scott’s cock was so hard it hurt. He felt like he’d never been so aroused in his life.

    Stacy’s voice was thick with lust as she said, “Oh Todd, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Give me your big cock!”

    Scott groaned and climaxed in his wife. It had been less than 30 seconds since he entered her. He collapsed on top of Stacy as the bliss of one of the best orgasms of his life spread from his loins.

    Stacy moved her hands through his hair and kissed his cheek. “I guess it really does turn you on when I think of Todd fucking me.”

    Scott laughed and pulled his cock from Stacy’s pussy. “Yeah. I guess I can’t really deny that, can I? I didn’t even make it a minute.”

    Stacy’s smile was genuine. She didn’t look worried or disappointed. If anything, she seemed happy that he’d cum so quickly and that his orgasm had been so powerful.

    “We should do this again,” she said.

    “I agree,” Scott added as he pulled on his underwear and passed Stacy a handful of tissues to clean up the mess of two loads of his cum.

    Stacy sat up and beckoned him closer for a kiss. “I love you,” she said after their lips parted.

    “I love you too,” Scott replied.

    He watched her walk towards the bathroom to get cleaned up and wondered if he’d just made a huge mistake that would fuck up their marriage or if they’d just stumbled upon something that would reinvigorate their sex life.

    Scott hoped it was the latter. He wanted more orgasms like the one he’d just had.
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    “Can I make a confession?” Stacy said as she and Scott settled into the bed.

    “Sure,” Scott said.

    Stacy opened her mouth like she was going to say something, but nothing came out. She looked at Scott and then down at the soft comforter that lay over both their bodies.

    Scott reached out and took Stacy’s hand in his and said, “Whatever it is, I’m sure it’s okay.” He wasn’t entirely sure that was true, but he wanted to hear what she had to say.

    Stacy looked at him again and smiled. “It’s just that after the stuff you told me and…well, after the fun we had, I’ve been thinking about Todd.”

    It had been a busy work week, so they hadn’t had a chance to talk much about what they’d done last weekend. Scott had certainly thought about it all week. He’d battled with anxiety over being aroused by something that seemed so weird. He’d also given himself over to the incredible thrills of that arousal as it was a different, more potent kind of desire that rushed through him when he thought about his wife fucking Todd.

    Scott wanted to know what Stacy had been thinking about, though, so he kept all of that to himself and said, “Thinking about him?”

    Stacy cuddled up next to Scott and he put his arm around her. She was wearing a satin camisole and shorts and the soft material felt exquisite against his skin. Stacy’s hand moved over Scott’s bare skin and she kissed him a few times before answering.

    “Yeah,” was all she offered, though.

    “You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to, but would you mind sharing what exactly that means? I mean, are you thinking about him in terms of the fun dates you went on? Are you thinking about why you broke up with him?” Scott pulled Stacy closer before saying, “Or is it in a slightly naughtier context that your ex-boyfriend is crossing your mind?”

    Stacy’s hand moved just towards Scott’s underwear, though she didn’t plunge below the waistline. Instead, her fingers found their way just below his belly button and she teased him with her soft, erotic touch.

    “It’s the naughty one,” Stacy answered.

    Scott felt an immediate, deeply-pleasing sense of arousal grow between his legs. It wasn’t just that his cock changed from flaccid to semi-erect, either. It was that his loins came alive. His balls tingled a little bit. Sensations of desire moved through his pelvis. His wife’s touch felt more arousing.

    “How naughty?” Scott asked. He figured that Stacy had opened the door and he was going to try and push through it.

    “Are you sure you want to know?” she asked, and it seemed like there was genuine concern in her voice.

    “I can’t really explain why, but I definitely want to know,” Scott said.

    Stacy’s fingers skipped over Scott’s cock entirely and moved to his thighs as she said, “Yesterday morning, when I was taking a shower, I thought about him,” 

    “What did you think about?” Scott asked as Stacy paused.

    “I thought about the time that Todd and I stayed at a hotel that had a surprisingly big shower. It was like they’d designed it specifically so that the couples staying there would shower together,” Stacy explained.

    “And did you shower together?” Scott asked. His cock had reached a fully erect state without being touched, mostly because he was anticipating what felt like the inevitable end of Stacy’s story.

    “We did,” she said. “Todd suggested it the moment he saw the shower. It was one of the first things we did after we checked in.”

    “Was it a good shower?” he asked.

    Stacy grabbed Scott’s cock and stroked it through his underwear. Her head still rested against his chest and her satin sleepwear somehow felt even better against his skin.

    “It was a very good shower,” Stacy said. “Very, very good.”

    “And you thought about that while you were showering yesterday?”

    A quiet moan escaped Stacy’s lips before she said, “I did.”

    “What was the shower with Todd like?” Scott asked. It’s what he wanted to hear. He couldn’t help it, and since Stacy seemed more than happy to play along, he went for it.

    Stacy slipped Scott’s cock from his underwear and ran her fingers up and down the shaft. Her touch was hugely erotic and a drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    “It was the first time I’d ever given a blowjob in the shower,” Stacy said.

    Scott groaned as Stacy used the precum to lubricate the head of his cock and play with it.

    “It was so sexy,” she continued. “The warm water was cascading down my back as Todd’s big cock filled my mouth and his moans filled the bathroom.”

    Scott had to kiss his wife. He slid down in the bed until he and Stacy were face to face and they shared a long, lusty kiss as he thought about her in the shower with her ex-boyfriend.

    Scott slipped his fingers into her satin shorts and he pressed two of them between her pussy lips and found her wet with desire.

    “Did he fuck you in the shower?” Scott asked.

    Stacy nodded as he fingered her pussy.

    “Did it feel good to have his big cock inside you?” he asked.

    Stacy nodded again, but this time she moaned.

    “He fucked me from behind. I came so hard,” Stacy said.

    Scott imagined Stacy having standing doggystyle sex in the shower with her ex-boyfriend. He imagined Todd’s big cock sliding in and out of her. He imagined his wife cumming hard with the other man inside her.

    Stacy’s pussy felt even wetter as Scott continued to finger her. His cock felt painfully hard in her hand. They were playing with each other as they both thought about her fucking someone else. It felt kinky in the best way possible.

    “He fucked me so many times that weekend,” Stacy said.

    Scott imagined his wife fucking all over a hotel room. He imagined her spending the weekend naked and constantly indulging in her desire for Todd’s big cock.

    As Scott’s orgasm approached, he couldn’t help but ask a potentially dangerous question. The moment the notion popped into his head he had to say it. He plunged a third finger into Stacy’s pussy and fucked her faster as he asked, “Do you miss his cock?”

    Stacy’s answer came immediately. “Yes.”

    Scott came in his wife’s hand. He groaned and continued to finger fuck her. He groaned as he thought about Stacy’s desire for her ex-boyfriend’s cock. He groaned as he thought of how insane it was that it was making him cum so hard.

    Stacy kissed Scott as he continued to finger her. He felt her legs trembling as she moaned into his mouth. Her legs clamped down on his hand for a few moments before releasing as she screamed in pleasure.

    Scott kissed her lips softly and Stacy smiled. “That was really hot,” he said.

    “It was,” Stacy replied.

    Scott rolled onto his back and looked at the ceiling as he smiled. There was no sense of embarrassment at the kinky nature of the orgasms they’d just shared. He was happy, even if it felt like he was playing with fire by encouraging his wife to think about an ex-boyfriend as they climaxed together.

    “Can we do that again sometime?” Scott asked.

    Stacy rolled over and snuggled with him. “Absolutely,” she said.

    
      

    

    “Hey,” Stacy asked as she popped her head into the office. “So, there’s a cocktail party tonight that some of the people at work have been invited to.”

    Scott sat back and tried his best not to roll his eyes. He hated cocktail parties, particularly those filled with Stacy’s coworkers.

    “I wouldn’t normally ask if you wanted to go, but Todd’s going to be there too.”

    Scott sat up and leaned forward and Stacy laughed at the sudden and obvious change.

    “We’ll go, then?” Stacy asked.

    “Absolutely,” Scott said as he hopped up and pulled his wife close for a kiss.

    Stacy turned and walked towards the bedroom. Scott followed with his erection leading the way.

    There was a dress hanging over the back of the closet door. Scott recognized it, but he hadn’t seen it in a long time.

    “So, I was thinking that I’d wear this dress,” she said.

    “That dress looks amazing,” Scott said.

    Stacy pulled the dress off the hanger and held it against her body as she looked at Scott. “Todd used to love it.”

    It took Scott a few moments to catch up to what Stacy was implying. “Wait, you wore that dress when you were with Todd?”

    She smiled, laid the dress on the bed, and put her arms around Scott’s neck. “I did,” she said before kissing him. “It was his favorite dress, in fact. He always had trouble keeping his hands off of me when I wore it.”

    “And you want to wear it tonight?” Scott asked as he pulled her closer.

    “It might be fun,” Stacy said. “I’m sure he’ll remember it. We made quite a few memories with me in that dress.”

    “Good memories?” Scott asked.

    Stacy answered by pressing her body against Scott’s and kissing him with wild abandon. He met her desire with his own in equal measure.

    “Maybe we’ll get to make a good memory of our own tonight,” Stacy said as she stepped away from her husband.

    “I hope so,” Scott said.

    Stacy blew him a kiss and headed towards the bathroom. “I have to get ready, but I’m sure we’ll do lots more of what we just did later tonight.”

    Scott tried to calm his desperate desire to fuck his wife as he watched her strip and turn on the shower. He knew it would be hotter to fool around after they’d gone to the party, so he left the bedroom and busied himself in any way he could.

    The time passed slowly, but soon enough Scott was dressed and ready to go to the kind of party he normally loathed.

    The dress, and what it implied, made it all different. When Stacy emerged from the bedroom wearing the tight, low cut black dress, all Scott could think about was the fun she’d had with her ex-boyfriend while wearing it. He hadn’t heard those stories yet, but he’d heard enough to know that Troy was a man of great sexual talent and appetite, and that whenever he’d fucked Stacy it had brought her the kind of pleasure Scott had rarely managed to give her.

    “Are you ready for this?” Stacy asked as she sauntered down the hallway.

    “I am,” Scott answered.

    Stacy took his hand and they walked out the door together. He opened the passenger side door for her and admired Stacy’s beautiful legs as she slipped into the car.

    On the drive to the hotel where the party was being held, Scott couldn’t help but reach over and caress his wife’s soft thighs. When she spread her legs, he let his hand wander towards her pussy. When he discovered her lack of panties, Scott nearly drove the car off the road.

    Stacy was wet. She was soaked, even. Scott looked over when they reached a stop sign and saw a naughty look on his wife’s face.

    “You never know,” she said. “Maybe someone will want easy access to my pussy tonight.”

    Scott wasn’t sure if she was referring to him or intimating that there was a chance she’d fuck her ex-boyfriend. Both notions thrilled him.

    When he pressed his fingers between her pussy lips, they slipped inside Stacy with ease. “You’re soaked,” he said.

    Stacy moaned as Scott explored her pussy. “Is that okay?” she asked.

    “It’s amazing,” he answered.

    Scott liked not knowing the source of Stacy’s arousal. Was she turned on at the thought of seeing Todd again? Was she planning on flirting with him in that little black dress that he knew so well? Was she turned on because she liked playing this naughty new game with Scott?

    Scott pulled his fingers from his wife’s pussy as they neared the hotel. She fixed her dress and he concentrated on anything other than what they were about to do. He needed his erection to soften before they dropped the car off at the valet.

    “Welcome, ma’am,” the young man at the valet stand said as he opened the door for Stacy.

    She stepped out and Scott took a quick look at her legs and ass before getting out of the driver’s side and handing the young man the keys.

    “Here you go, sir,” he said while handing Scott the ticket.

    “Thanks,” Scott replied as he turned towards the hotel entrance and saw his wife smiling at him. He rushed over to her, took Stacy’s hand in his, and headed inside as his pulse raced from the sheer excitement.

    Scott saw Todd immediately. He was taller than almost anyone in the room and he was genuinely great looking guy, so he was easy to spot. 

    Stacy saw him too. “Should we do this?” she asked while looking at her ex-boyfriend.

    “You should,” Scott answered. “Wouldn’t it be more effective if it was just you, not you and your husband? I mean, isn’t he more likely to remember that dress if he doesn’t have to think about me standing next to you?”

    “Are you sure?” Stacy asked.

    “I am,” Scott said.

    Stacy gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and let his hand go. She walked towards her ex-boyfriend and Scott found a place to sit where he’d have a good view without it being obvious that he was staring.

    Troy saw Stacy coming and excused himself from his conversation. He took a few steps towards his ex-girlfriend and a stopped to admire her. Scott saw the other man’s eyes move up and down his wife’s body. There was no question that Troy remembered the dress, and from the look on his face he remembered the very particular reasons why he liked the dress so much.

    Scott couldn’t see his wife’s face as she walked towards her ex, but he could see the exaggerated, impossibly sexy sway in her hips. She wasn’t hurrying to meet him, either. Stacy was taking her time, presumably to give Troy a chance to remember exactly what he liked about her dress.

    They didn’t shake hands. There wasn’t a friendly peck on the cheek. They hugged. It wasn’t just any kind of hug, though. It was an intimate hug. It was even a little bit romantic. Scott watched his wife press her body into her ex-boyfriend. Todd wrapped his arms around her and held her close for much longer than would have been appropriate under normal circumstances. This wasn’t normal, though. This was a naughty, potentially dangerous game that he and Stacy were playing with Todd.

    Stacy and Todd remained remarkably close after the hug as they talked, though they were too far away for Scott to hear anything. That didn’t stop him from feeling remarkably aroused by the whole thing, though. They were still touching. The conversation seemed intimate. Stacy was making no effort to separate herself from Todd. She seemed to be leaning closer, in fact.

    Todd’s hand moved to Stacy’s lower back as he pointed to the bar. She looked up at him and nodded. Scott felt pure, perfect arousal as he watched his wife’s ex-boyfriend touch her in a fairly intimate way. He couldn’t help but think that he wanted Stacy to fuck Todd. He wanted more than the fantasy. He knew it was crazy to even consider the notion, but he couldn’t stop his brain from going there.

    More guests had arrived, but Scott couldn’t take his eyes off of his wife and her ex-boyfriend. They ordered drinks and leaned against the bar to continue their conversation. As they talked, both Stacy and Todd reached out and touched each other several times. They laughed together, they talked intimately, and they shared a toast after their drinks arrived.

    The conversation only ended because someone came over and pulled Todd away. Stacy watched her ex-boyfriend depart and then turned towards Scott and smiled. He waved and she made her way through the crowd.

    “Come with me,” Stacy said.

    Scott stood up and Stacy grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the ballroom the hotel had given over to their cocktail party. She left her drink on a table on the way out and they headed down the hallway, through a door, and into a stairwell.

    Scott wanted to ask how the conversation had gone but Stacy cut him off with a kiss. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d kissed him with that kind of heat. It felt like the desire was pouring out of her.

    Stacy lifted her dress up around her hips and guided Scott’s hand between her legs as they kissed. His fingers found her pussy and he moaned. She was soaked. She was far wetter than she’d been in the car.

    “Is that because of him?” Scott asked.

    Stacy nodded and kissed him again. Scott pushed three fingers inside her and delighted in the way his wife moaned into his mouth.

    “Let’s go,” Scott said after their lips finally parted.

    It was his turn to take the lead. They left the stairwell and entered the hallway once more. Scott moved with purpose until he came to a bathroom door. He pushed it open, checked to make sure no one was inside, and pulled Stacy in. He pushed the trash can in front of the door and then picked his wife up and sat her on the bathroom counter. 

    Stacy pulled up her dress as Scott unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. In an instant he was inside his wife. She wrapped her legs around him and they fucked in the kind of wild, desperate way that only intense, overwhelming arousal can inspire.

    “Do you want to fuck him?” Scott asked as he pounded his wife’s pussy. “Do you want to fuck your ex-boyfriend?”

    Stacy moaned, but she didn’t give an answer. She wrapped her legs tighter around Scott and kissed his neck as he kept up the fast, hard pace of his thrusts.

    “Do you want his big cock inside you?” Scott asked. “Do you want to feel him in your pussy?”

    “Yes!” Stacy cried out moments before she climaxed.

    Scott kept up the pace of his thrusts. He fucked his beautiful wife in her soaking wet pussy as she came while confessing her desire to fuck her ex-boyfriend.

    “I want him so badly,” Stacy said as her orgasm dissipated. “I want his big cock where yours is. I want him in my pussy. I want him to fuck my married pussy.”

    Scott couldn’t hold back. She was saying exactly what he wanted to hear and the fact that she was doing it turn him on only made it hotter. Stacy wanted him to cum while thinking about Todd’s cock inside her. She wanted him to have an incredible orgasm just like she’d had.

    That’s exactly what Scott experienced. He came inside his wife’s soaking wet pussy in the hotel bathroom. He pumped her full of his cum as she wrapped her arms and legs around him while kissing his neck.

    “Cum inside me, baby. Cum inside me,” she said as Scott emptied his balls.

    Afterwards, they kissed as his cock softened in her pussy. Scott reveled in the thrill of what they’d just done and the deep connection he felt with his wife.

    “I love you, Stacy,” he said.

    “I love you too, Scott,” she replied.

    Scott pulled out and some of his cum followed. He grabbed a wad of toilet paper from one of the stalls and handed it to her.

    Stacy cleaned up the mess he’d left inside her and slid off the counter. She fixed her dress and turned around to make sure her hair and makeup weren’t a mess.

    “Shall we go back to the party?” Stacy asked.

    “Absolutely,” Scott said.

    He couldn’t tell, but it seemed like Stacy was still feeling a little bit naughty despite her recent orgasm. Scott wondered if there was more fun to be had at the party.
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    Cleaned up and refreshed, Scott and Stacy made their way back to the hotel ballroom. He wore a joyful smile on his face as the result of an orgasm fueled by his newly-discovered cuckold kink. Stacy seemed to be riding the same kind of joyful high.

    When she stopped just outside the ballroom, Scott turned and saw a look of concern on his wife’s face.

    “What is it?” he asked.

    Stacy looked up at him. It seemed as though she was battling with something.

    “You can say it,” Scott assured her. “Whatever it is, you can say it.”

    Stacy’s face softened and she smiled. “I want to fuck Todd.”

    Scott had climaxed inside his wife just ten minutes prior, but that simple sentence was enough to fill him with a kind of arousal he’d only recently become familiar with. It was the kind that was fueled by kink. It was the kind that he’d already gotten hooked on.

    “Really?” he asked while battling a wave of lightheadedness.

    “Yes,” Stacy replied. “I don’t have to and I won’t be mad at you if you say no, but I’ve decided that I want to.”

    “Tonight?” Scott asked.

    Stacy nodded. “Yes. We’re already at a hotel. All we have to do is get a room and get on the elevator. It couldn’t be any easier.”

    They’d been fantasizing about Stacy fucking Todd for weeks, but it still felt like it was all happening so fast. With a mixture of arousal and anxiety flooding his brain, Scott could barely form a sentence.

    Instead, he went with one word. “Okay.”

    Stacy flashed a smile of pure delight. It made Scott think she would have been more than a little disappointed if he wasn’t okay with her fucking Todd.

    “Thank you!” Stacy said as she wrapped her arms around Scott and pulled him close for a kiss. She moaned and pressed her body tight against his. Her arousal was obvious. Clearly the orgasm she’d had in the bathroom had not been enough to satisfy her desires.

    “You really want him, don’t you?” Scott asked. He knew it was true. He just wanted to hear her say it.

    “I do,” Stacy replied. “I think I’d forgotten how good it felt when Todd fucked me. I’d just put it out of my mind, you know?”

    “So that you wouldn’t get frustrated with me?” Scott asked.

    “Sort of, I guess,” Stacy said. “I mean, it wouldn’t really work to be fantasizing about my ex-boyfriend while my husband was fucking me, right? Or at least I didn’t think that would work. Maybe I was wrong. Either way, now that I think about Todd all the time I realize how badly I want him again. I want to feel his big cock inside me. I want to feel his body on top of mine. I want to feel him open me up and stretch me out. I want to feel him reach those places deep inside my pussy.”

    “Places that I don’t reach,” Scott said.

    Stacy reached up and caressed his face. There was a sympathetic look on her face, though it was mixed with an undeniable sense of lust.

    “That’s right,” she said. “Maybe it won’t be as good as I remember.” Stacy paused for a moment and then a smile slowly crept across her face. “Though I doubt it.”

    “And you still want him despite the fact that we just fucked,” Scott said.

    Stacy took his hand in hers. “I do,” she said. “The sex we had was wonderful. It really was. I came really hard.”

    Scott finished her thought by saying, “But you’re going to cum even harder with him inside you.”

    Stacy looked up at him and nodded.

    “This is so hot,” Scott said.

    Stacy laughed and pulled him into a hug. She made sure their loins pressed together and rubbed her body against his.

    When she stepped back again, Scott had a bulge in his pants. She looked at it and smiled before saying, “I’m going to make him hard, too, and his bulge is going to be a lot bigger than yours. Then I’m going to take him up to a room and have great sex with my ex-boyfriend. He’s going to fuck my brains out and make me cum hard. Is that okay with you?”

    Scott nodded. His cock had gotten harder. Now it was a full-on tent in his pants. He was glad they weren’t in the ballroom. Someone absolutely would have noticed his excitement.

    “Yes,” Scott answered.

    “Do you want me to invite you to the room when we’re done?” Stacy asked.

    “I’d like that very much,” Scott replied.

    Stacy gave him a kiss on the cheek and walked away. She turned to wave at her husband before stepping into the ballroom.

    Scott leaned against the wall and considered what he’d just done. His wife was on a mission to seduce another man. She was going to cuckold him, and she was probably going to do it without much difficulty. Why would Todd turn down the chance to fuck a beautiful woman, especially one that had given his cock such pleasure when they dated?

    Stacy acted quicker than Scott thought possible. No more than five minutes had passed before she and Todd walked out of the ballroom. They were holding hands and laughing as they headed for the elevators.

    Just as they walked out of sight, Todd turned and flashed a smile and a wink at Scott. He made it perfectly clear he knew exactly what was going on and that he found the idea of fucking another man’s wife delightful.

    They didn’t stop at the front desk. Todd must have booked a room already. Instead, they headed right for the elevators as Scott crossed the hallway and looked out into the lobby. He watched his wife step through the elevator doors and press her body against Todd’s. He watched them share a deeply passionate kiss as doors closed. His fate was sealed. He was going to be a cuckold.

    Scott walked into the lobby and fell into one of the surprisingly comfortable leather couches. He stared at the elevator doors and wondered if he’d just made a huge mistake. Was Stacy going to discover that Todd was even better than she remembered? Was that discovery going to inspire her to leave Scott for her ex-boyfriend, or to leave him in search of a man that was capable of being a great husband and a great lover at the same time?

    Eventually, Scott couldn’t help but consider the more delightful outcomes. He imagined Stacy on her back with Todd’s big cock reaching places inside her his had never gone. He imagined his wife screaming in pleasure as Todd fucked her. He imagined her having lots of great orgasms with Todd and then calling her husband to the room to let him enjoy the aftermath. He imagined lots of naughty handjobs where his wife talked to him about how good her ex’s cock felt inside her. He imagined sex filled with dirty talk about how great it felt to fuck Todd. He imagined a much hotter, naughtier, sexier version of the fun they’d already had since they’d begun to fantasize about her fucking her ex.

    Scott’s revelry was interrupted by a vibration coming from his pocket. It was accompanied by a loud ding, but it still took him a few moments to realize he’d received a text.

    Scott pulled out his phone and was stunned to see that thirty minutes had already passed. He opened his messages and tapped Stacy’s name. He read her text:

    It was even better than I remembered. Two incredible orgasms. I don’t know if it’s his size or just the way he fucks, but Todd is incredible. I’d invite you up now, but he wants to fuck me again. Are you okay waiting?

    Scott tapped out a quick message saying he was absolutely okay waiting. He put his phone in his lap and smiled. So far, so good. Stacy was happy. Fucking Todd was even better than she imagined. She’d texted him to let him know. She wasn’t keeping secrets. He even liked that she prioritized fucking Todd again over inviting him up to the room.

    Scott closed his eyes and imagined wild sex unfolding in the hotel room. He imagined Stacy enjoying Todd’s cock in every position and on every surface of the room. He saw them going from the bathroom to the bed to the floor to the desk chair. He heard two people moaning loudly and lustily as they explored their desires in a complete uninhibited way.

    It was 45 minutes before he received another text:

    Come on up. Room 704. The door is open.

    Scott felt the same irresistible, deep kind of arousal he’d gotten intimately familiar with since he and Stacy started playing with the notion of her fucking Todd. It was so much different than anything he’d ever experienced. It didn’t even feel like arousal was the right word for it. It was something else. It was an experience that encompassed his whole body.

    Scott’s heart pounded as he walked towards the elevator. He pressed the button and watched the floors count down. He stepped through the doors and pressed the button for the seventh floor. He smiled as the elevator lurched to life and lifted him skywards.

    Scott felt lighter on his feet as he stepped onto the seventh floor. He felt a mild tingling sensation in his fingers and toes. He wasn’t hard, and yet it felt like his loins were alive with arousal in a way they’d never been before.

    This was different. He was walking towards his cuckolding. He was going to see his wife’s pussy after someone else had fucked it. He was going to see his wife after she’d been with her ex-boyfriend, a man who fucked her better than Scott. He was going to see Stacy after she’d spent nearly 90 minutes having sex with someone else.

    Scott stopped in front of room 704. The door was open half an inch. Scott took a deep breath and pushed on it. He looked into the room. He saw Stacy’s dress and shoes on the floor.

    He stepped into the room and gently shut the door behind him. He peered into the bathroom as he walked by. It was empty.

    Scott stopped for a moment as he reached the end of the short hallway. One more step and he’d be in the room. He’d see his wife in the hotel bed. He’d see her after she’d been fucked by her ex-boyfriend.

    Scott took a deep breath and stepped into the room.

    “Hey honey,” Stacy said.

    She was naked. So was Todd. They were still in bed together. Stacy’s head rested on her ex-boyfriend’s chest. His hand was casually draped over one of her breasts. She had a satisfied smile on her face.

    “Hey,” Scott said.

    Stacy spread her legs. Scott looked between them. Her pussy was wet and red. Her labia looked puffy. There was no question she’d been fucked.

    Todd squeezed Stacy’s breast and rolled her nipple between his fingers. She moaned and turned her head to kiss the man that had just fucked her. Scott felt his cock fully spring to life as he watched.

    He’d expected Todd to be gone by the time he showed up at the hotel room. He figured it would be just him and Stacy, but he’d clearly been wrong about that. He wasn’t sure what to do as he stood near the foot of the bed.

    Stacy stared into Todd’s eyes for a few moments after the kiss before turning to Scott once more. Her fingers moved between her legs and she gently touched her pussy as a smile crossed her face.

    “I’m so sore,” Stacy said. “Do you think you could make my pussy feel better?”

    Scott stared between his wife’s legs. He watched her part her pussy lips. She was still soaked. She was asking him to crawl between her legs and taste that wetness.

    Todd still hadn’t said anything. He seemed content to lie there naked and run his fingers over Stacy’s body, like she was his. It only added to Scott’s arousal.

    “Will you kiss my pussy?” Stacy asked.

    Scott nodded and Stacy smiled. She spread her legs a little wider and he crawled into the bed. The smell of sex filled his nose. It was overpowering.

    “Just kiss it, baby,” Stacy said. “Kiss my sore pussy. Make it feel better with those soft lips of yours.”

    Scott moved closer and breathed deeply through his nose. He let the scent of his wife’s sex with another man fill his lungs. He felt his cock throb in his pants.

    He pressed his lips against Stacy’s freshly-fucked pussy and kissed it. He felt her labia spread open. He felt the wetness of her pussy against his lips. In that moment, an intense kind of desire overtook him. He’d planned to take his time, to savor it, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t resist.

    Scott pushed his tongue into Stacy’s pussy. He devoured the juices that resulted from getting fucked by another man. He tasted the latex of the condoms they’d used. He tasted the combined sweat of two people that had spent 90 minutes fucking. He tasted everything.

    At first, Stacy giggled in pure delight as Scott unleashed his desire. He took it as a good sign. She was on board with his need to taste his cuckolding.

    Her giggles soon turned to moans. Scott looked up to see Stacy and Todd kissing. He saw the other man playing with his wife’s breasts and teasing her nipples. He saw Stacy welcoming Todd’s tongue into her mouth.

    Scott pushed his tongue deeper into Stacy’s pussy. He wanted more. He wanted to soak up as much of her wetness as possible. He wanted to ensure he never forgot the beauty of the moment.

    When Stacy wrapped her fingers around Todd’s cock, Scott got his first good look at what had been inside his wife. He was bigger. A lot bigger.

    Todd moaned as Stacy stroked him. Their kisses grew more passionate. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies. They were completely lost in their lust for each other and Scott felt like the third wheel. It was an intense, arousing experience. He enjoyed it. He wanted more of it. He couldn’t help it.

    “Baby, we’re out of condoms,” Stacy said. “We need more. They sell them in the little shop off the lobby. Will you go buy condoms so Todd can fuck me again?”

    Scott looked up from his wife’s pussy and nodded. He couldn’t believe it was a question he was being asked, but he agreed without hesitation.

    He did his best to adjust his pants and hide his erection, grabbed a key, and rushed out of the room. On the elevator ride down he considered that his wife seemed like an entirely different person in that hotel room. She seemed far naughtier, far sexier, and far more inclined to forget about anything other than her pleasure. He loved it.

    He walked into the sundry shop, located the condoms, and grabbed a three pack. Scott was certain the girl at the register looked between his legs and caught a glimpse of his erection as she rang up the condoms. Her sly smile made him absolutely certain of it.

    “Thank you,” Scott said as he got his change, grabbed the condoms, and headed back to the elevator.

    On the way up to the seventh floor, he thought about the thrill of seeing his wife have sex with her ex-boyfriend. He was bringing the condoms that would make it possible.

    Todd’s moans filled the room as Scott stepped in. A few steps later he was watching his wife suck someone else’s cock. They weren’t in a 69 – Stacy was next to Todd and had spun around to get his dick in her mouth – but he was fingering her as she went down on him. It was a beautiful sight.

    Stacy held out her hand for the condoms and Scott passed them to her. She frantically tore open the box and ripped open the condom wrapper.

    Scott watched in awe as his wife dressed someone else’s cock. It was a strikingly intimate act, and yet it was done with unbridled lust.

    Instead of taking Todd’s cock inside her, Stacy turned to Scott and said, “I’m sorry honey, but I don’t want you to watch. Not this time, at least. In fact, I’m going to spend the night with Todd. We’re going to make up for lost time. I promise I’ll take care of you tomorrow, okay?”

    Scott was disappointed but there was something about her rejection of him in favor of Todd’s big cock that he found arousing.

    “Okay,” he said.

    “Thank you, honey. I’ll text you when I’m on my way home tomorrow, okay?”

    Scott smiled and said, “I can’t wait.”

    He turned, left the key card on the dresser, and walked out of the room. As he opened the door Stacy let out a deep, erotic moan. She had another man’s cock inside her.

    Scott was hard as he walked down the hallway towards the elevator. All he could think about was whether he wanted to masturbate when he got home or if he could find the willpower to wait until the next morning.

    He smiled as he stepped into the elevator and hit the button for the lobby. He was a cuckold and it seemed like Stacy had fully remembered just how much she loved fucking her ex-boyfriend. Scott was a little nervous that she might like Todd’s cock too much, but the overwhelming arousal drowned out those feelings.

    He couldn’t wait to see her in the morning.
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    Scott woke up to the sight of his wife walking into the bedroom. He looked at the alarm clock. It was just past 10 a.m. He’d slept in.

    “Hey,” he said.

    Stacy sat on the edge of the bed and reached out to run her fingers through Scott’s hair. He closed his eyes for a moment and enjoyed the tenderness of her touch.

    “Good morning,” Stacy said before she leaned down and offered a soft kiss.

    Scott reached out and caressed his wife’s face. “Did you have a good night?”

    Stacy leaned closer and a giddy smile spread across her face. “It was so much better than good, honey. Though I’m sure you already knew that.”

    Scott thought back to his brief interlude in the hotel room. He thought of how Stacy and Todd looked cuddled up in the bed. He thought of how his wife had made no move to embrace him as he’d entered the room. Instead, she’d offered her pussy for his tongue while she kissed her ex-boyfriend. She’d let him prepare her for another round of sex with a bigger, better cock and then she’d kicked him out of the room.

    Stacy’s hand moved under the sheets and towards Scott’s crotch. She grasped his erection through his underwear and they shared another kiss, this one infused with the kind of lust Scott hoped they were both feeling.

    “We had to buy more condoms,” Stacy said as she freed Scott’s cock from his underwear and wrapped her fingers around the exposed, erect flesh.

    Scott groaned at the pleasure of his wife’s slow, sensual teasing of his cock and the implication that they’d fucked their way through the three condoms he’d bought and gone back for more. It seemed possible she’d likely spent her entire night having sex with another man.

    “You really like fucking him, don’t you?” Scott asked as his lips lingered inches from Stacy’s.

    “I love fucking him, honey,” she answered. “I forgot how much I loved it. I forgot how good he is. I forgot how he can make me feel better than any man ever has.”

    It seemed to Scott that there was another thought lingering on his wife’s lips that she refused to let slip.

    “What is it?” Scott asked.

    Stacy smiled. She collected the precum dripping from his cock and stroked him faster.

    “I’m not proud of it, but there were times last night when I couldn’t help but wish that Todd hadn’t been such a shitty boyfriend,” she admitted.

    It took Scott a moment to understand what his wife was saying, but when the reality hit he was stunned at the sense of arousal that enveloped his loins.

    “He was a shitty boyfriend, though,” she continued, “and you’re a wonderful husband. You’re such a wonderful husband that you encouraged me to fuck my ex-boyfriend. You encouraged me to enjoy his beautiful cock. You didn’t even put up a fight when I told you I was spending the night with him.”

    Stacy tightened her grip on Scott’s cock and moved her hand over the throbbing, slippery head. She sent waves of intense sexual joy through his body that made Scott convulse with pleasure.

    “I don’t want to stop,” she whispered. “I can’t. Now that I’ve had him again, I can’t stop.”

    “You don’t have to,” Scott said. “You can have him as often as you want.”

    Despite his overwhelming arousal, Scott knew he was taking a risk. He knew it was potentially insane to grant his wife the ability to fuck her ex-boyfriend whenever he wanted. He couldn’t help it, though. He couldn’t run from the pleasure he’d experienced since he and Stacy had started fantasizing together about how much she’d enjoyed her ex-boyfriend’s cock all those years ago.

    “Thank you,” Stacy replied.

    She released Scott’s cock from her grasp and straddled him. Her labia opened around the head of his cock and it slipped inside her. Stacy moaned as she sank down onto Scott’s erection.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    “Fuck yes,” Scott said.

    “Does it feel better knowing that you’re the second man to fuck me today?” she asked.

    “Yes. God yes,” Scott replied.

    Stacy moved her hips back and forth over Scott’s crotch. She ground her soaking wet pussy into him. She pleasured his cock with her slippery cunt.

    Scott ran his fingers over his wife’s body. He grasped her tits through the dress and reached around to grab her ass and squeeze it. She moaned with every touch.

    Stacy leaned down and they kissed as she began to ride his cock. The sensations shifted as he felt the walls of her perfect wet cunt massaging his cock.

    “Does it turn you on to know that his cock felt better inside me?” Stacy asked.

    All Scott could do was moan. Too much of his brain function was occupied with the intense pleasure exploding between his legs and spreading through the rest of his body.

    “Me too,” Stacy said as she rode him harder. “I wish he was inside me right now. I wish I was bouncing on Todd’s big cock instead of yours.”

    Scott couldn’t believe it was his wife on top of him. He couldn’t believe those words were coming from her lips. She seemed so different and he couldn’t decide if it was because she really felt that way or because she was trying to turn him on.

    There’s no question he was turned on. He wasn’t capable of holding back in that moment. He chose to believe that Stacy really wanted Todd’s cock inside her instead of his. He let the pleasure of that reality envelope him.

    “He’s better,” Stacy said in a voice laden with lust.

    Scott arched his back, closed his eyes, pushed his cock up into his wife’s pussy and climaxed inside her. An involuntary scream of pleasure escaped his lips as he trembled from head to toe. The violently pleasurable tension and release of each volley of semen brought him deeper into the pure joy of the moment. It felt like the realization of a month’s worth of cuckold fantasies. It felt utterly perfect.

    Stacy laid on top of Scott. He wrapped his arms around her as his cock slowly softened in her pussy.

    “Thank you,” Scott said.

    Stacy kissed his neck and lifted her head. She stared into his eyes for a few moments before smiling and saying, “Thank you. Truly. It was an incredible night.”

    They shared a soft, lingering kiss.

    “And I’m not going to hold you to any promises you made,” she continued. “I know men will say just about anything when they’re on the verge of an orgasm.”

    “I appreciate that,” Scott said as he admired his wife’s savvy understanding of the male mind. “But I meant it. I don’t want you to leave me for Todd, but you can fuck him as often as you’d like. I just want you to share the experiences with me in whatever way you’re comfortable.”

    “Really?” Stacy asked. The look on her face indicated that she still wasn’t entirely sure she believed Scott.

    “Really,” he assured her. “I suppose things could change, but it feels to me like that’s a pretty great way for us both to get what we need.”

    “I guess I’m getting back together with my ex-boyfriend, then,” Stacy said.

    Scott wrapped his arms around her. He felt his cum leaking out of her pussy and into his pubic hair. He thought about how he’d been the only one to cum. He thought about how Todd had no doubt provided Stacy with all the orgasms she’d needed. He wondered if that was going to become his new reality.

    
      EPILOGUE
    

    Scott stood at the window and watched Stacy run down the front steps and into her boyfriend’s arms. They shared a long, deeply sensual kiss in the driveway. Todd’s hands moved down the back of Stacy’s tight, slightly cropped t-shirt and over her jeans. The other man squeezed her ass as she pressed her hips forward into what must have been an erection.

    Two months had passed since the night at the hotel, since Scott had first been cuckolded. Todd had quickly shifted from being Stacy’s ex-boyfriend to her boyfriend. They went on dates. They spent the night at his house. They typically met up three or four times a week. Sometimes it was for a quickie in Todd’s car. Sometimes it was for a dinner date that led to a night at his house. Sometimes Stacy spent the weekend with her boyfriend and returned home to Scott on Sunday night for a loving cuckold reunion.

    From the window Scott watched Stacy and Todd slip into the car. He saw them kiss again. He saw Todd start the car as Stacy’s head disappeared into his lap. He saw her bobbing up and down, presumably with another man’s cock in her mouth. He saw his wife acting like a horny college girl and it thrilled him more than he could have imagined.

    Being a cuckold was not without its drawbacks, though they were largely mental issues. Scott struggled with the notion that he’d spent his marriage depriving Stacy of the sexual pleasure she clearly craved. Todd made her cum harder than he ever had and Stacy hadn’t experienced an orgasm via Scott’s cock since her ex-boyfriend began fucking her two months ago.

    The fact that she’d become a different person – in some ways, at least – once Todd re-entered her life seemed like solid proof that Stacy had suppressed some part of her for the sake of making their marriage work.

    Stacy was far more sexual than she’d been before Todd fucked her that night in the hotel. She seemed to live on the edge of lust, like she always wanted to be ready in case it turned out her boyfriend was available for a few hours of pleasure. She dressed more suggestively and seemed to find it thrilling to tease Scott until he was in that same place of lust.

    Over the two months he’d been a cuckold, Scott had fucked his wife less and less. He wasn’t sure if Stacy was purposefully weaning him off of her pussy or if she simply found less and less pleasure in having him inside her, but his orgasms had been arriving via handjob and masturbation with far greater frequency than via sex. There was pleasure to be found in it, though. He’d learned to find great arousal in the sense that his cock was not capable of pleasuring his wife in the way Todd’s cock could.

    As the car pulled out of the driveway Scott made his way to the couch and sank into the cushions. His wife was sucking someone else’s cock as they drove to their destination, which hadn’t been shared with him. She wouldn’t be back until tomorrow morning, at which point she’d likely give him a handjob while offering the details of the sex she’d had with her boyfriend.

    Scott pulled out his phone, unzipped his pants, and pushed them to the floor. He pulled up his photos and videos and tapped a clip of Stacy taking Todd’s cock in doggystyle. Todd was holding the camera. 

    Scott masturbated to the sight of another man’s big cock sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy. His cock came alive in his hand and each stroke brought a shock of intense pleasure that spread through his loins.

    “Do you like fucking another man’s wife?” Stacy asked in the video.

    “You know I do,” Todd said before laughing.

    “Do you like that you make me cum harder than my husband ever has?” she asked.

    “Fuck yes I do,” Todd replied.

    Todd gave Stacy’s ass a hard smack as he fucked her harder and faster. Scott stroked as he watched the video on his phone.

    “Whose pussy is this?” Todd asked.

    “It’s yours!” Stacy replied immediately.

    Todd pounded her harder.

    “Damn right it is,” he said.

    “It’s always been yours,” Stacy said. “We just took a break. I always thought about you, though.”

    Scott put the phone on a pillow next to him and grabbed a handful of tissues. His wife’s words reverberated in his brain as he stroked his cock faster. He watched Todd’s dick disappear into Stacy’s pussy. He saw how her labia seemed to cling to his thickness like her pussy wanted him to stay buried inside her forever.

    “I’m cumming!” Stacy cried out as she grasped the sheets and groaned.

    Todd fucked her harder and Scott unleashed his orgasm into the tissues. He thought about his wife sucking cock in the car as he was jerking off at home. He thought about the sex Stacy would be having that night. He thought about the fact that his wife had a boyfriend now. All of it fueled a beautiful orgasm that left him smiling as he stopped the video and closed his eyes.

    It wasn’t always easy being a cuckold, but it was worth it for the orgasms. Just like his wife, the sexual pleasure Scott experienced since she started cuckolding him was unlike anything before. He wanted her to be Todd’s girlfriend. He wanted her to keep fucking him for as long as possible. He wanted to be cuckolded by her ex-boyfriend.

    The End.

  
    Cuckolded by Her Trainer

    "Hey, man, are you going to use that, or are you just sitting there?"

    Edgar looked up at the sweaty, chubby guy standing just a few feet from him and stared for a few seconds before it clicked that he'd been sitting at the chest press for nearly five minutes without having done a single rep. He smiled, got up, and said, "Yeah, sorry, it's all yours."

    "Dude, you're not gonna wipe it down?"

    Edgar was more than a little annoyed by the tone - and for some reason he was annoyed that a fat guy was scolding him at the gym - but he grabbed his towel, gave the bench a wipe down, and walked away without uttering another word. He found his way to the shoulder press, sat down, and resumed staring at the beautiful blonde woman in the high-waisted red leggings and matching sleeveless top.

    Her long hair was pulled into a high, tight ponytail and the way swayed back and forth with every little movement would have proved hypnotic were Edgar not so intently focused on how the woman's trainer was interacting with her.

    He was running her through a progression of free weight exercises, and each and every time he showed her a new exercise he made sure to touch this exquisitely beautiful, fit blonde woman in a far more intimate manner than was appropriate, given the public setting. He'd run his hands up her arm as she did a dumbbell curl. He'd put his strong hands on her waist to adjust her posture as she lifted the dumbbells over her head to work her shoulders. He'd let his fingers roam over her ass in a quick, subtle manner. He'd do all of that and more as it seemed like he was trying his best to turn her on while training her.

    It seemed that he was succeeding in turning her on. The blonde's nipples had gotten rock hard and were poking through her sports bra. She couldn't help but smile every time the trainer touched her and when he came around front she made sure to offer a flirty look that made it perfectly clear she enjoyed his touch.

    Normally it would be uncouth for Edgar to stare like he was doing. It was the sort of thing that could get a man kicked out of the gym, in fact. In this case, though, Edgar knew the beautiful blonde wasn't going to lodge a complaint. In fact, for her, the fact that he was watching only added to the thrill of the trainer being so blatant about his desire for her. After all, Edgar was the one that had put the sizable engagement ring on the blonde's finger. He was the man she'd said 'yes' to after walking down the aisle. He was the man she'd started a family with. He was also the man she was now cuckolding with her trainer.

    After finishing with the free weights, Edgar's wife - Bailey - turned and smiled at him. He smiled back as Travis walked up behind her, put his hands on her waist, and leaned down to whisper something into her ear. For a moment Edgar thought he might get to see another man kiss his wife in public, but instead Bailey smiled and headed for a weight bench.

    She sat and slowly laid back until she was looking up at Travis, who was going to spot for her. His crotch rested right over her face and Edgar couldn't help but picture his wife taking her bull's big cock in that same manner, only she'd been on her back in their bed with her head hanging just off it as Travis fed his dick down her throat while playing with her perky tits. Edgar had been between her legs, dutifully worshiping her pussy while she moaned with her bull's dick creating an impressive bulge in her throat. Travis had showered her breasts in his hot cum just a few minutes later as Bailey sucked his balls.

    "Clean my cum off her tits," he'd instructed, and Edgar had done so like the dutiful cuckold he'd been molded into over the past six months.

    There would be no deepthroating, ball sucking, or cum cleaning in the gym that day, though. Instead, Edgar watched his wife do a fairly impressive bench press set while she stared up at her bull. He wondered if she was thinking of having Travis's cock or balls in her mouth, if she was secretly wishing it was possible for him to disrobe and feed her the cock she'd come to love since granting Edgar's request to be cuckolded.

    After finishing a trio of sets, Travis rested his hand on Bailey's lower back - very nearly caressing her ass in the process - and leaned in to say something. Edgar watched his wife close her eyes and smile as she felt her bull's breath on her neck. That smile turned into a look of erotic pleasure not long after and then Travis walked away.

    Bailey looked at Edgar, smiled, and moved towards him. He noticed a slight damp spot between her legs and wondered if it was a sign of her desire, if her pussy was dripping for her bull.

    Edgar stood as his wife approached. She surprised him by pressing her body against his and kissing him on the lips. He ran his hands down her slightly sweaty back and happily grabbed her ass through the soft, smooth material of her leggings, eliciting a gentle moan into his mouth. Her tongue quickly followed and it spent more time tangling with his than Edgar expected, leading to a wonderful throbbing between his legs.

    "It didn't seem like you were getting much done," Bailey noted with a smile.

    Edgar shook his head. "It's really hard to concentrate when he's touching you like that."

    She leaned in, kissed his neck, and moaned softly. "You wouldn't believe how wet my pussy is right now," she whispered.

    It felt a little inconvenient to be sporting an erection in the middle of the gym, but there was no stopping it in that moment. Nothing turned Edgar on quite like being cuckolded, and his wife's whispered words of desire for her bull were always a surefire way of igniting a rather intense desire inside him.

    "Is that your dick I feel pressing into me?" she asked.

    "It is," Edgar admitted.

    She smiled, pressed her body a little harder against his, and said, "Your rock hard dick is smaller than Travis's flaccid shaft. Isn't that just the most amazing thing? He's so much more of a man than you are that he outclasses you without getting even a little hard."

    Edgar's knees wobbled a little and Bailey kissed his neck once more. This time she moaned loud enough that he was certain someone else heard it, but in that moment Edgar didn't care one whit.

    "Travis wants me to meet him in the parking lot," she whispered. "He wants to feel my mouth around his cock. He wants me to show him how eager I am to please him. I gave him the keys to our car and he's waiting in the backseat right now. I'm going to go suck his dick. I'm going to give him my throat. If I'm a lucky girl, he'll let me ride him and make him cum with my tight little married pussy. If you're a lucky cuckold, he'll let you clean his superior load out of me."

    With that, she stepped back, turned around, and walked away. Edgar sat down immediately - he wasn't large, but his cock created a tent in his workout shorts - and watched her go. Bailey looked back at him once more before walking out of view and she smiled and blew him a playful kiss. Then she was gone, headed to the parking lot to deepthroat her bull's cock in the hope that he'd grant her the pleasure of taking him for a ride and making him cum in her married pussy.

    After Bailey had disappeared, Edgar saw a few people looking his way. They'd no doubt seen the bulge in his pants, though none of them seemed scandalized. If anything, the looks on their faces were the sort that indicated they'd been utterly unimpressed with what they'd seen. Edgar was used to that, though, as his cock had never been the sort to impress anyone.

    It took a full five minutes before his cock deflated to the point that he could leave, but the moment it felt safe, Edgar got up and rushed out of the gym. He was so focused on getting to the car that he very nearly got run over by someone who rightfully laid on their horn and offered up a series of annoyed hand gestures as Edgar stared through their windshield and mouthed an apology.

    With his heart beating a little harder, Edgar resumed his journey to their car - an SUV, actually, with slightly tinted backseat windows that made this sort of encounter much easier - and hastily opened the passenger door and climbed in front.

    "That's it," Trevor said as Edgar pulled the door shut. "Swallow that cock for me."

    Bailey moaned as Edgar turned to see his wife slowly swallowing the full length of her bull's cock. Trevor had a tight grip on her ponytail and a confident smile on his face as he watched the artful deepthroat blowjob unfold in front of him.

    "Enjoying the show, cuck," Trevor said.

    "Yes," Edgar admitted.

    Trevor used his grip on Bailey's hair to direct her mouth, holding eye contact with Edgar as he did so. It was the sort of thing some women would have objected to, but in taking a bull Bailey had discovered a side of her that found it immensely pleasurable to surrender control to an alpha male.

    "Kiss your cuck," Trevor instructed.

    He released Bailey's hair and she pulled off his cock, sat up, and turned to Edgar. Her lips were coated in saliva and her eyes were watering. They were alive with pleasure, though, and she leaned closer as Edgar dutifully leaned into the backseat to receive a kiss from his wife.

    Their lips met and her tongue pushed into his mouth immediately. He tasted the sweetness of Trevor's precum and moaned right alongside Bailey, who'd encouraged her bull to take greater control of both of them if it turned him on. Trevor had taken to that suggestion without hesitation and his sex drive had seemingly increased, making it seem rather obvious that he enjoyed the extra sense of control.

    "How does my cock taste, cuck?" Trevor asked.

    Bailey turned to her bull as Edgar looked at the alpha male in the backseat and felt his dick tingle with cuckold desire. "Your cock tastes good," he replied.

    "He's such a good little cuck, isn't he?" Bailey said as she ran her fingers through Edgar's hair.

    "He is," Trevor replied.

    Bailey reached out and wrapped her fingers around her bull's thick cock. "That's because you've shown him his place, baby. You've shown him that he doesn't compare to you when it comes to satisfying me. You've shown him that you're in control when the three of us are together."

    "You wanna ride my dick?" Trevor asked.

    Bailey bit her lower lip and nodded. "More than anything."

    "Go ahead," the bull said.

    Bailey hastily pulled off her leggings and tossed them into the front seat. She straddled Trevor, placed the head of his cock between her pussy lips, and filled the car with a long, low moan as she sat down on him.

    Edgar grabbed her leggings and ran his fingers over the inside crotch. He felt his wife's sticky wetness, the proof of her desire. She was the kind of woman that got soaking wet deepthroating another man's big cock in the backseat of her car and he was the kind of husband that absolutely got off on that fact.

    Edgar returned his gaze to the sight of his wife bouncing on another man's dick. He saw Trevor's strong hands on her ass and saw the slickness her juices left on his shaft as she rode him hard and fast. He heard Bailey's moans, which were wild and wondrous, as they'd always been from her first time with Trevor, and as they'd never been with Edgar. Those moans were all the proof he needed that she felt something different with her bull's cock inside her, something that unleashed a side of her sexuality that had never come out before, a side of her that Edgar couldn't get enough of.

    "Fuck...baby...your cock feels so good inside me!" Bailey cried out as she rode her bull faster.

    Trevor leaned a little to the side and looked at Edgar. "Do you like this view even better, cuck?" he asked.

    "Yes, I do," Edgar replied. "It's...it's so fucking hot."

    "And do you want me to cum inside your wife?"

    Bailey moaned. "Please, yes, please fucking cum inside me, Trevor. Please cum in my tight little pussy."

    Edgar nodded. "Yes, that's what I want. I want you to cum inside her."

    Trevor smiled. "You know I'm gonna make you clean it out of her if I do that. Right, cuck? You know it's your duty to clean a superior man's cum out of your wife's pussy, right?"

    Edgar smiled as his dick throbbed. "Yes, I know that. I know it's my duty. It's...it's my pleasure, too."

    Trevor laughed. "Such a fucking cuck."

    He lifted Bailey's sports bra over her head and tossed it at Edgar, who leaned to the side as it fell to the floor of the front seat. Trevor took Bailey's beautiful tits in his hands and squeezed them hard as he looked up at her. She moaned and then leaned down to kiss while bouncing her pussy on his cock at a furious pace.

    "Oh fuck...Trevor, baby, please, cum in me," Bailey begged. "Please, I'm so fucking close...please, cum inside me."

    Edgar watched every little detail unfold as his wife and her bull came together. He saw the look on Trevor's face - the telltale look of his impending orgasm - and then he saw Bailey throw her head back and unleash her orgasm as soon as she was certain that her bull had climaxed. He listened to them both moan and groan with such intense pleasure and he did so while keeping his hands off his cock, which had been a rule for the past three months and one that he'd managed to stick to the entire time.

    In the aftermath of her orgasm, Bailey's body relaxed and Trevor wrapped his arms around her. Her lips found his for a series of long, stunningly beautiful and intimate kisses as she pursued a bond with the man that offered her satisfaction so intense that words couldn't describe it.

    She rested her forehead against his and caressed Trevor's face before whispering, "Thank you for that. You make me feel so good, Trevor. So much better than I thought I could ever feel. You're incredible."

    Jealousy and lust coursed through Edgar's body as his wife professed her joy at having a man like Trevor in her life.

    Bailey then turned and looked at him with a smile on her face. "Aren't I lucky to have Trevor in my life?"

    "You are," Edgar replied. "And I'm grateful for him too. You deserve everything you want, Bailey, including far better sex than the kind I can give you."

    She smiled. "You're such a good cuck. You deserve pleasure, too." She turned to Trevor. "He deserves pleasure, doesn't he?"

    Trevor nodded. "He deserves a cuck's pleasure, that's for sure. So yeah, he can clean my load from your pussy."

    Bailey lifted her pussy from her bull's cock and Trevor quickly put his underwear and shorts back on.

    "I'll see you two tomorrow," he said before opening the door and getting out. "Make sure you get her pussy nice and clean, cuck. And make sure you savor the taste of my load, just like a good cuck would."

    He shut the door and Bailey quickly leaned against it and spread her legs, giving Edgar a beautiful view of her well-fucked pussy with another man's cum slowly leaking out of it.

    "Come back here, sweetie. Come and clean my pussy like a good cuck, like my bull wants you to. Come and savor the taste of his load," she said.

    Edgar crawled into the backseat and settled between her legs. Bailey reached down and ran her fingers through his hair as she smiled.

    "You know he fucks me so much better than you ever did," she said. "You know it's not even a contest."

    "I know," he replied.

    "You know that now that I've had a man like him that I can't go back to having just you," she continued. "That I can't ever be faithful to you. Never again, Edgar. Truly, never again. It's just not possible."

    He nodded. "I know. I don't want that, Bailey. I'm happier this way, too. I really am."

    "I know you are. My little cuck. My little cum cleaning cuck husband." She smiled. "Go ahead. Lick up a superior man's load. Get it all out of my pussy and then we can go home and I can give your little dick a nice handjob."

    Edgar plunged his tongue inside her as lust overcame him. The saltiness of Trevor's cum danced on his taste buds and he moaned while swallowing. His dick throbbed and Edgar couldn't help but rub it just a little against the seat as even a little touch of friction brought with it such intense pleasure.

    Bailey laughed. "Don't fuck the car seat too hard, sweetie. I don't want you blowing your load in your shorts. It's my job to make you cum. Don't forget that."

    He was a little embarrassed that she'd noticed his fruitless grinding, and yet there was something so thrilling about it. He couldn't help it, either, as it felt so good and he knew he wouldn't be inside his wife's pussy so there would be little to no thrusting in his future.

    "Does his cum taste good, cuck?" she asked.

    "Yes, it does," he admitted. "I've grown to love it, actually."

    She grabbed a handful of his hair, moaned, and said, "Such a fucking cuck. Such a good fucking cuck."

    Edgar pushed his tongue deeper inside her. He searched for more of her bull's cum and swallowed what he found. He did so greedily, devouring every drop and coating the inside of his mouth and his throat with it. It was just too thrilling to do anything other than act like the cum slut he'd become.

    "Oh, fuck, sweetie, make me cum," Bailey instructed. "Be a good cuck and make me cum again."

    Edgar searched her pussy one more time, swallowed what little cum was left, and turned his attention to Bailey's clit. He licked and sucked at a slow, steady rhythm and he had her screaming and trembling in orgasm in what felt like less than a minute. She held his face tight against her pussy until the climax had rushed through her and then released her grip on Edgar's hair, closed her eyes, and smiled.

    "You really have become a very good cuck," she said. "So much so that I think I'll play with your cock on the ride home. You deserve a nice, long, teasing handjob today."

    Edgar climbed into the front seat, passed Bailey her clothes, and started the car. She dressed quickly, joined him in the front, and buckled up before reaching over and freeing his erection from his shorts. Her fingers were wrapped around it a moment later and Edgar backed out of the space and headed home with lust coursing through his body and the promise of an orgasm putting a big smile on his face.

  
    Cuckolded by His College Girlfriend - Part 1

    Welcome to Cuckolded by His College Girlfriend, a four part story exploring the thrills of sexual exploration between two college freshmen (with an affair with a professor thrown in). Though it’s usually a no-no, I’m going to utilize perspective shifts quite a bit in this story. I like the way it allows me to explore the mindsets of both Evan and Amy as they play, so I hope you don’t mind :)

    
      
    

    Evan was a college freshman, and like most 18 year old guys he was enamored with breasts. Unlike many of his classmates, Evan had not been particularly lucky with girls in high school. He’d mostly spent his four years there wishing he could find his way into a girl’s shirt.

    Like almost every other guy in his freshman class, Evan showed up on campus hoping to find a girl willing to welcome his lusty intentions. He wouldn’t have admitted it, but his expectations were low based on his high school experiences.

    That’s why Amy was such a revelation. She was an adorable, chipper blonde in his English class and she was totally into him from day one. He’d offered a clumsy introductory flirt and felt immediately embarrassed, but she was on board. She flirted back, he asked her on a date, and before long they were making out in her dorm room and she was happy to let his hand roam up her tight tee shirt.

    Even if she wasn’t adorable, chipper, and into him, Evan would have been into Amy thanks to her remarkable big breasts. He was enamored from the moment he saw them on the first day of class. They looked so big and so perky in the tight baby blue tee shirt she had on.

    It was a minor miracle Evan was able to look away from her breasts long enough to flirt with Amy. Somehow he managed to maintain eye contact despite his desperate, hormone-fueled desire to gaze at her spectacular tits.

    All he wanted to do was play with them, so he couldn’t have been more delighted that she seemed to want the same thing. He’d always heard girls guarded their breasts like state secrets, but Amy was the one that grabbed his hand and put it up her shirt. She wanted him to play with her tits. She moaned as he squeezed them. She even unhooked her bra on their second date so he could fondle them in their natural state.

    It was after a month of dating and fooling around that they got naked in Amy’s dorm room. Her roommate was studying at the library and she wanted to take advantage of the opportunity to be alone.

    That was how Evan ended up on his back with a condom wrapped around his cock and Amy’s pussy sinking down on his dick. That was how he ended up with his hands playing with her big, gravity-defying breasts. That was how he got to watch them bounce in his face as Amy took his virginity.

    That was how Evan had a mind-blowing orgasm. Unfortunately, it wasn’t so great for Amy. She couldn’t climax in the 30 seconds it took Evan to cum, so she was left feeling disappointed while he was floating off in a post-orgasmic haze, completely oblivious to the fact that his girlfriend hadn’t even approached an orgasm.

    “That was incredible. You’re incredible,” was all he could manage, though Evan did say it several times.

    Amy knew Evan was a virgin and she was willing to work with him. She wasn’t terribly experienced, but she knew he was likely to get better and that every guy needed a little time to improve his skill in bed. Plus, she liked him an awful lot. He wasn’t anywhere near as gross or pushy as most of the guys she’d met. He was sweet and even though he hadn’t shown much aptitude for making her cum, she was willing to try and help him with that.

    After the first time, it seemed that Evan had trouble thinking about anything other than sex. Without realizing he was sharing a little too much of his inner monologue, Evan told Amy that being inside a girl was so much better than he’d imagined and that cumming during sex was so much better than masturbating and that cumming while her big breasts bounced in his face was the best thing in the world and he wanted more.

    So they had more sex. Lots more sex. For the first few weeks Amy hoped that Evan would last longer and perhaps show her a little more attention. He did end up lasting a little longer, but it was rarely more than 90 seconds. He was 18 and there wasn’t much to be done about that.

    He didn’t really show her more attention those first few weeks. He didn’t try and go down on her. He did try to finger her a little when they’d fool around before sex, but he was insistent on ramming them inside her and mostly ignored her clit. In short, he was an 18 year old guy.

    Despite the sex being a little disappointing, Amy had only grown to like Evan more over those first few weeks. He was good at being a boyfriend. He got her flowers. He took her on the kinds of dates a college guy could afford. He was sweet. He wrote cute little notes and sent her texts that were about her instead of being lurid comments about her breasts.

    That’s why she was determined to help him get at least a little better in the bedroom. She wanted to cum with him. She’d been with guys that could make her cum and she needed Evan to be one of those guys.

    It didn’t go well the first time she tried to coach him a little. They were fooling around and he had his hand in her panties. She tried to suggest that he focus his efforts on her clit after he’d gotten his fingers wet inside her.

    “No, not like that,” she said. “Just move your fingers up here. There you go, that’s better.”

    Evan acted a little bit offended at her suggestion that he might not know what he was doing, though mostly he just felt like an idiot. Like so many men of all ages, his ego had taken a little bit of a blow and he didn’t like it. Amy tried to push past it and have sex with him, but Evan had a little trouble staying hard. He was even more embarrassed, though he foolishly acted like he was angry and stormed out of her dorm room. Amy cried that night and Evan spent hours feeling like absolute crap about it before he apologized.

    The next time they saw each other, he was ready to make up for it. He was determined to put his fingers to good use, and it worked. He did as Amy instructed. He played with her pussy and got his fingers all wet inside her before turning his attention to her clit and rubbing it skillfully while she moaned.

    He didn’t quite make her cum because Amy was hoping that would happen when they had sex. Unfortunately, Evan came quicker that night. Playing with her pussy while he sucked on her big breasts had turned him on more than usual.

    As the weeks passed and late summer turned into fall, Amy continued to work with her inexperienced boyfriend. She taught him about going down on her, though she couldn’t quite get him to embrace it.

    At one point he said, “Why wouldn’t we just have sex instead? What’s the point of going down on you if I’m not feeling anything?”

    Amy didn’t have the heart to tell him that she wasn’t getting much out of the sex they were having. She really liked Evan, but he didn’t last nearly long enough and he wasn’t packing much in the size department.

    Eventually, in early November, Amy broke up with Evan. She told him it just didn’t feel like the connection was there, though that was only partially true. She actually felt like there was an incredible connection there, it just wasn’t happening on a sexual level, and it was mostly because Evan couldn’t bring himself to put his ego aside and concentrate on her pleasure while also thinking about his own.

    Evan did not handle the breakup well. He cried for the first few days. He avoided English, the class he shared with her. It was a small class with just a dozen students and he couldn’t bear being that close to her.

    He texted her too often. He wasn’t threatening, but he was unquestionably bothersome. He would occasionally show up outside her dorm room or a class she was getting out of and beg her to take him back or explain why she’d really broken up with him.

    Three weeks of that was enough for her. Just before Thanksgiving break Amy laid it out for Evan. She told him that she really liked him but the sex just wasn’t working for her and his complete unwillingness to make an effort at getting her off was the reason why she broke up with him. 

    She told him that college was supposed to be fun and she wasn’t going to waste her freshman year trying to teach a guy how to please her when he clearly didn’t care about her enough to try.

    At first, Evan acted like most young men in that situation: He got angry. Not at Amy. She wouldn’t have anything to do with him. Mostly he was just surly and quiet and he would occasionally snap at someone for no reason.

    It was over Thanksgiving break that the anger finally dissipated. A conversation with his older brother enlightened Evan to what an idiot he’d been. It was explained to Evan that focusing on a woman’s pleasure was the best way to ensure his own sexual satisfaction, that it was an absolute necessity.

    Only then was Evan able to push aside his ego and come to grips with the fact that he’d fucked up. He returned to school feeling like a new man and he was ready to prove to Amy just how true that was.

    He was going to talk to her after English, but something changed during class that first day after Thanksgiving break. Evan was paying particularly close attention to his ex-girlfriend and he noticed that something was definitely going on between her and Professor Anderson. At least that’s what it seemed like.

    Amy hung on Professor Anderson’s every word. She laughed a little louder than everyone else at his jokes (most of which were actually funny). She wore a tight, soft, feminine sweater, which wasn’t quite her style. Her hair was even done up a little more than usual.

    Evan was convinced that something was going on. He wasn’t sure if it was as simple as Amy having an unrequited crush or if she was actually involved with Professor Anderson.

    It felt a little crazy, but he decided to follow her after class. He kept his distance, but thanks to the crowds of students on the sidewalks he had no trouble tailing Amy.

    The crowds thinned out as Amy walked further from campus, but Evan kept close enough to see where she was going without being discovered. It was when she got into a black Audi that he thought he’d discovered the truth he was looking for.

    Evan walked by the car and quickly glanced inside as he walked past. He saw Amy and Professor Anderson kissing eagerly. He was sure he saw the professor playing with his ex-girlfriend’s big tits just like he used to.

    As he walked back to his dorm, Evan felt crushed. Not only had Amy dumped him, but she’d quickly moved on to the young (for a professor, at least) and exceptionally handsome Professor Anderson. She’d moved on to a man that could no doubt give her the kind of sexual pleasure she craved, the kind that Evan had repeatedly failed to provide.

    Evan moved through the rest of the day like a zombie. He barely paid attention in his remaining classes as he tried to cope with the overpowering sense of sadness that engulfed him. He’d had a plan. He was going to win Amy back. He was going to show her that he’d grown, that he was willing to learn how to please her.

    Sometime after his last class Evan was wandering around campus when he was struck by a thought: Why not do it anyway? Why not just ask? What was the harm? It’s not like she could tell him something more hurtful than what she’d said before Thanksgiving break.

    That’s how Evan ended up sitting on a bench outside her dorm. He parked himself on the slightly uncomfortable wood and waited for four hours before Amy showed up.

    “Go home, Evan,” was the first thing she said.

    “I’m sorry about the way I behaved before Thanksgiving break, and I’m sorry for being a shitty boyfriend,” Evan said as he stood up. “I really am. I should have been better. I should have made more of an effort.”

    He didn’t want to say that he should have worked harder to make her cum while standing on a public sidewalk, so Evan hoped she understood what he was saying.

    Amy’s hardened, annoyed stance softened as she listened to Evan apologize.

    He finished his apology with a simple statement, “I’m ready to learn if you’re willing to teach me.” Again he avoided mentioning anything explicitly sexual, but he was certain Amy knew what he was talking about at that point.

    She did. Of course she did. She couldn’t forget how much of a disappointment Evan had been, mostly because she liked him so much and wanted him to be able to meet her needs so badly. That’s why she wanted to say yes. That’s why she wanted to invite him up.

    Amy knew something that Evan didn’t know, though. She knew that Professor Anderson had just fucked her for the second time that day. She knew that his cum was still leaking out of her. 

    “You can say no, Amy,” Evan said. “You really can. I just…I just wanted to let you know that I really like you and that I’m sorry, and that I really am willing to learn. I just don’t know what I’m doing. I need your help.”

    He looked so cute and he seemed genuine and if he wasn’t Amy could kick his ass out of her dorm room in an instant.

    “Would you still be willing to learn if I said you couldn’t have sex with me?” Amy asked.

    “Absolutely,” Evan replied instantly.

    “Good. My roommate is with her boyfriend tonight. Why don’t you come up,” Amy said.

    Evan couldn’t hold back his joyful smile. He practically jumped into the air with excitement as Amy unlocked the door and led him to her room.

    She was excited to see Evan again. She liked him a lot, but things had changed since she and Professor Anderson started seeing each other before Thanksgiving break. He’d shown her a kind of sexual pleasure no man had ever approached and she wasn’t willing to accept anything less from a guy, and she wasn’t going to stop seeing him, either.

    She’d gotten hooked on what Professor Anderson offered. The first time his exceptionally large cock sank into her pussy she had an orgasm. It felt that good. She came two more times before he finished. Most guys couldn’t make her cum once and he’d gotten her off three times in one sitting.

    Evan had an awful lot to live up to, though Amy knew his cock wasn’t nearly as big as what Professor Anderson had between his legs. She knew Evan would have to work harder with his tongue and fingers to even come close to providing the same kind of pleasure.

    She liked him though. Amy kept coming back to that. She liked him. Professor Anderson was nice, but Amy knew it wasn’t much more than sex. As charming as he was, the age difference made it awfully hard to have an actual relationship. His big cock and exceptional skill made it easy to have a sexual relationship, though.

    Amy pulled Evan into her bed when they got to her room. She honestly wanted to fool around with him. She wanted to feel his eager hands and mouth on her tits. She wanted to feel his desire, which she’d grown so fond of when they were dating.

    Most of all, Amy wanted to see if Evan was true to his word. She wanted to see if he really was eager to learn.

    As they kissed Amy could feel how tentative he was being. Evan didn’t want to come off like the orgasm-driven 18 year old he’d been when they last hooked up. He wanted to seem like a man that was willing and eager to learn.

    Amy ended up offering him her breasts, just like she’d done when they first dated. She unhooked her bra and pulled his hand up her shirt. She moaned when he played with her nipples. She lifted her shirt and urged him to kiss, lick, and suck her breasts.

    “Take my pants off,” she finally said. “Let’s see if you’re really willing to learn.”

    Evan wanted desperately to make Amy feel good. He wanted to prove to her that he was worthy of her, so he did as he was told. He pulled her pants off and when she told him to remove her panties he did that too.

    Soon she was naked in front of him. She looked perfect. Her breasts were as impossibly perky as ever.

    “Come here,” Amy said as she pulled Evan’s mouth to hers. They kissed again as she directed his hand between her legs.

    Evan took the direction given to him and soon his fingers slipped into Amy’s pussy.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    Amy smiled and said, “Shut up and kiss me.”

    Evan did as he was told. He kissed Amy and played with her pussy. He was rock hard, but he did his best not to think about his boner. He tried to remember his brother’s words. He focused on Amy’s pleasure above all else even though it drove him a little crazy to be so rock hard and not be able to do anything about it.

    “Play with my clit, Evan. Gently, play with it gently,” Amy instructed him.

    Evan had watched instructional videos over Thanksgiving break and he tried to remember the advice they’d given as he moved his fingers from inside Amy’s pussy to her clit. He used the exceptional wetness inside her as lubrication while slowly moving the tip of his index finger in a circular motion around her clit.

    “That’s good, Evan. That’s so good,” Amy said as she pulled Evan’s mouth to hers for a kiss.

    Amy was amazed that Evan was doing a good job. He was putting in a genuine effort to make her feel good. He wasn’t complaining about not getting to fuck her. He wasn’t acting like it was an inconvenience to pleasure her.

    He was better, too. Even when he’d tried to pleasure her before, his efforts had been lacking in skill. This was different. He was actually going to make her cum.

    Try as she might, Amy couldn’t deny that the presence of Professor Anderson’s cum in her pussy turned her on. For some reason she really liked that Evan was unknowingly using someone else’s semen as lubrication. His fingers were covered in another man’s cum and he was clueless.

    That thought was rushing through her head as Amy came thanks to Evan’s fingers. He gave her an orgasm for the first time.

    Afterwards, Evan made no move to try and pull his dick out. He was true to his word. He just wanted to learn.

    Amy let him play with her breasts more. She knew he loved them and his eager tongue felt awfully good on her nipples even after she’d climaxed.

    As Evan continued to play with her tits, Amy wondered if her relationship with Professor Anderson could be a source of pleasure when playing with Evan. It had been far more arousing than she figured it would be to know that Evan was unwittingly playing with another man’s cum. Was there more fun to be had there? What would Evan think if he found out?

    Amy suspected she’d soon find out. She’d enjoyed her evening of pleasure with two different men far too much to forgo future installments.
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    “Amy, would you mind staying after for just a minute?” Professor Anderson asked.

    It was the day after her breakup with Evan. He hadn’t shown up to class, like a coward, and Amy wasn’t doing as well as she could have been. Professor Anderson had noticed.

    “Is everything okay?” he asked after the rest of his students had cleared out.

    From day one Professor Anderson had cultivated an intimate, personal setting in his class. It being so small certainly helped that. For that reason, Amy felt comfortable opening up to him.

    “Not really,” she said.

    “You can call me Brad,” he said.

    “I broke up with my boyfriend,” Amy explained as she sank into the seat next to Professor Anderson. “I just feel shitty and a little angry about the whole thing,” Amy explained.

    “Angry?” Brad asked.

    “Yeah,” Amy said as she considered how much to tell her professor. She decided to just spill it all. She hadn’t talked to anyone about it yet and he seemed he’d be open to listening without judgment.

    “It’s just, the sex was so bad and he wasn’t willing to make an effort to make it any better. It made me feel so shitty that he couldn’t be bothered to try and give me what I needed,” Amy explained.

    Brad offered a sympathetic smile before saying, “Believe it or not, I’ve heard this same thing many times over the years from my female students.”

    “I believe it,” Amy said. What she didn’t say was that he was exceptionally good looking and it made perfect sense that his female students would want to confide in him. Perhaps many of them felt the same sense of attraction she was feeling.

    Brad chuckled, “Yeah, I guess you would. Look, I know it doesn’t really help to hear this, but you’re not alone. Guys your age really don’t get it. I mean, some guys my age don’t really get it either, but almost all college guys are complete fools when it comes to meeting a woman’s needs.”

    “Do you get it?” Amy asked as she leaned forward to show off a little cleavage. She felt shameless and didn’t give a damn.

    Brad clearly noticed her move, and try as he might, he couldn’t hide his delight at taking a second to admire her young, beautiful breasts.

    “I do, Amy,” he said confidently. “And while the solution to your issue with him isn’t particularly satisfying, it is simple: If he’s not willing to learn, you need to move on to someone that is willing to learn or that already knows how to give you what you need.”

    That might have been the end of it if Amy hadn’t run into Professor Anderson at a coffee shop off campus two days later. She was working on a paper for another class when he came in carrying a laptop.

    He came over to say hello and ask how she was doing with her breakup and he was so sweet and caring that Amy decided to go for it.

    “Do you live around here?” Amy asked after 15 minutes of conversation.

    Brad was clearly taken aback by her question as it took him a few moments to gather himself and answer, “Yeah, just a few blocks away.”

    “Why don’t we go back to your place,” she said with the confidence of a much older woman.

    Brad looked at her for a moment, like he was trying to gauge her intent. After all, it was unwise for a professor to sleep with a student, especially a freshman. That didn’t stop him though. Like all men, a pair of young, perky breasts on a pretty girl was more than enough to break through the barriers of sensibility.

    “I’d like that,” Brad finally said.

    That’s how Amy ended up in her professor’s bed with her clothes off. That’s how she ended up with him between her legs, showing her what oral sex was supposed to feel like. That’s how she ended up cumming as his tongue worked her clit.

    It didn’t end there, of course. Amy couldn’t complain about her boyfriend not making her feel good and then deny Brad the pleasure he deserved. She wanted him, too. She wanted to fuck the man that had just given her the best orgasm she’d had all year.

    They had missionary sex the first time. She was soaking wet from his oral work and he slipped into her pussy with ease. His cock was much bigger than Evan’s and it felt fantastically good as it filled her. Much to her surprise, Amy quickly had a second orgasm. That’s when she was hooked. That’s when she knew it would likely be quite some time before she gave up her professor’s cock.

    They fucked every day (sometimes twice a day) until Thanksgiving break and then resumed their sexual interludes the moment they returned to campus. It was pure bliss for Amy. She wasn’t foolish enough to fall in love with the professor, but she wasn’t going to pass up the chance to enjoy his big cock and exceptional sexual talents as often as possible.

    Then Evan showed up outside her dorm and he wanted a second chance. He practically begged for it. He promised he would be better.

    Amy was confident, happy, and feeling exceptionally good about herself when Evan pleaded for a second chance, which is precisely why she gave it to him. If it didn’t work, it wasn’t going to disappoint her. If he couldn’t actually put in the effort to please her she could kick him to the curb without an issue.

    Luckily, Evan proved worthy of her faith as he managed to provide her with an orgasm that night. He wasn’t quite as skilled as Professor Anderson, but he was a quick learner.

    After he’d gotten her off, Amy knew Evan wanted to cum. Of course he wanted to cum. She could feel his erection pressing into her as they laid together in her bed. She wasn’t going to let him cum, though. Not with her, at least. She wasn’t going to let him spend the night, either. It was time for him to go.

    “Thank you for that, Evan,” she said while pulling down her tee shirt and covering her perky breasts. “You did an excellent job.”

    He had a hopeful look on his face. Amy knew she was going to disappoint him, but the idea didn’t upset her. After all the times he’d disappointed her, it actually thrilled her just a little to deny Evan the orgasm he craved.

    Amy kissed him softly and said, “Thank you. I’ll see you tomorrow?”

    The predictable look of disappointment washed over his face. Amy tried not to smile, but she was surprised at how much she enjoyed denying him.

    “Right, yeah, that would be great,” Evan said as he got up and pulled on his shirt and pants. He tried his best not to look disappointed before giving Amy a quick kiss and leaving.

    Evan’s balls ached as he walked back to his dorm room. He’d thoroughly enjoyed actually making Amy cum. In fact, he’d enjoyed it to the point of wondering why he hadn’t worked a little harder at it before she’d dumped him.

    Part of him was disappointed and a little annoyed that she hadn’t made even the slightest effort to get him off. Another part of him understood that he likely didn’t deserve what he craved, given how often he’d selfishly enjoyed orgasms without giving Amy even the slightest bit of consideration while they were dating.

    Then he wondered about Professor Anderson. Was Amy actually having sex with him? The brief flash of the make out session he’d witnessed in the professor’s car indicated that something hot and heavy was happening, for sure.

    Evan jumped in the shower and jerked off as soon as he got back to his room. To his surprise, it was the image of Amy and Professor Anderson kissing that popped into his head as he was about to climax. In the moment Evan found it far more arousing than he was expecting.

    In English class the next day Evan found himself paying more attention to Amy than what the professor was saying. A wild mixture of thoughts ran through his head. He was jealous that she might be having sex with Professor Anderson. He was enthralled with the sight of her breasts in a fuzzy white sweater. He was excited that he might get to fool around with her again.

    All of it led to a distracting sense of arousal. He wasn’t quite hard, but his cock was alive with lust. He sent Amy a text shortly after class let out. He wanted to know if they could hang out (by which he meant fool around). She said no.

    The rejection hurt, and Evan wondered if it was inspired by the professor. Was Amy actually fooling around with him? That’s why Evan didn’t leave the building. Instead, he went in search of the object of his affection.

    The classroom was empty, so Evan walked down to Professor Anderson’s office, which was surprisingly far from the rest of the offices at the end of a long hallway. The door was open a crack as Evan tip-toed up to it. He looked inside and saw Amy on her knees with the professor’s cock in her mouth.

    “Oh my God,” Evan said inadvertently before turning and running down the hall so they wouldn’t see him.

    Amy looked up when she heard the voice from outside the door and saw Evan staring at the explicit oral sex she was offering their professor. She pulled her eager mouth off of Brad’s big cock and looked up at him.

    “You didn’t shut the door?” she asked.

    Amy stood up to shut and lock the door, giving them the privacy they required to finish what she’d started. Brad, however, had a panicked look on his face.

    “You don’t have to worry about him,” she said.

    “Who?” Brad asked.

    “It was Evan at the door. He was looking for me,” she said.

    “Your ex-boyfriend?” Brad said.

    “Yeah, well, sort of my ex. We fooled around a little last night,” she said while falling to her knees in front of Brad again. Amy wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft as she kissed and licked the head. “He apologized for being a bad boyfriend. He was so sweet I had to give him a chance, though he’ll never be able to offer me this,” she said before wrapping her lips around the professor’s cock.

    Brad was too lost in the pleasure of Amy’s mouth to debate the merits of her fooling around with her ex-boyfriend.

    “He actually managed to give me an orgasm last night, though it was nothing compared to how you make me feel,” she said while stroking his long, wet shaft and working her fingers around the head. “I think I might be able to teach him how to be a good boyfriend, though, and I can enjoy your big cock in the meantime.”

    Brad moaned as Amy took him into her mouth again. She loved the sense of power she had over him. She loved that a man twice her age was so eager to enjoy her body that he didn’t offer any resistance to the idea of her fooling around with someone else.

    “I need you to fuck me, professor,” Amy said as she stood up and pulled off her pants. She sat on the professor’s desk, spread her legs, and played with her pussy while he stood up. “Fuck me,” she demanded.

    Brad slid his long, thick, bare cock into Amy’s wet pussy as she moaned. He used his thumb to rub her clit while giving her a good pounding and it wasn’t long before the cute, big-breasted blonde had an orgasm.

    Brad was close too. She knew it. “Cum inside me,” Amy said. It hadn’t taken her long to figure out that Brad absolutely loved unleashing his seed in her pussy. She was on the pill and he was clean so she had no problem with him filling her. She liked it, even.

    The professor groaned and pushed his cock deep into Amy’s pussy as he climaxed. He played with her tits while emptying his balls and she moaned for him.

    When he pulled out a steady stream of cum followed, leaving a small mess on his desk before Amy pulled on her panties.

    “I love your cock,” Amy said as she gently caressed the still-hard, throbbing erection that had just vacated her pussy.

    Brad laughed. “Are you serious about training Evan?” he asked.

    “Yes, absolutely,” Amy said.

    “Even though you said he doesn’t quite have what it takes to satisfy you where his equipment is concerned?” Brad followed up.

    “Size matters, but it isn’t everything. Evan is a genuinely nice guy, he was actually a really good boyfriend outside of the sex stuff, and I think we can both admit that what you and I have isn’t the kind of thing that can actually last. So yeah, if I can help him develop certain skills I think he might be the perfect boyfriend,” Amy said.

    Brad pulled her close and kissed her with the kind of confidence that Amy loved. “Maybe I can help you with that,” he said.

    “What do you mean?” Amy asked. She was surprised and more than a little confused. A few minutes ago she thought Brad was just putting aside his jealousy because he was getting a blowjob and would be fucking her soon. Was that not the case?

    “You’d say it’s more than just my size that makes you feel good, right?” Brad asked.

    “Yeah, that’s fair,” Amy answered.

    “Maybe Evan is the kind of guy that could use a demonstration. Maybe I could show him how a man is supposed to fuck a woman,” Brad suggested as he pulled Amy close for another kiss. His hands moved over her back and he played with her sweater-clad tits just a little as their tongues mingled.

    “That’s crazy,” Amy said after their lips parted. “I mean, seriously crazy.” She wasn’t sure she believed herself, though. She’d just had an orgasm and she was already hugely aroused again. Did she actually like the idea of making Evan watch as the professor fucked her?

    “Just a suggestion,” Brad said as he grabbed a handful of tissues and cleaned the mess off his desk. “ 

    Amy was pondering Brad’s suggestion when she ran into Evan in the stairwell. She decided to take an unapologetic approach.

    “You’re the one that got a little peak through the doorway, aren’t you?” she asked.

    Evan nodded. “Yeah, that was me.”

    Amy tried to judge his reaction to seeing her go down on Brad. She couldn’t read him though. Instead, she waited to see if Evan would fill the silence with his thoughts.

    “Does he make you cum?” Evan finally asked.

    Amy smiled. It felt like he’d revealed so much with one question, especially since there wasn’t even a hint of anger in his voice.

    “Yes, he does,” she said while moving a step closer to Evan.

    “Better than I made you cum last night?” he asked.

    “Much better,” Amy said. She reached out and took Evan’s hand in hers. “You can learn though. Every guy can learn.”

    “Really?” Evan asked.

    “Of course. You just have to be willing to learn, Evan. We’re in college. Can you think of a better place to learn, especially about sex?” Amy said as she pulled Evan closer to her.

    “I guess not, no,” he said, though something was clearly still bothering him.

    “I didn’t see much,” Evan said, “but he looked really…well, big.”

    “He is,” Amy said as she pressed her body against Evan’s. “He’s very big, in fact. Obviously, that’s not something you can learn. There’s nothing you can do about what you have…down there, but size isn’t everything.”

    Amy could feel Evan’s erection pressing into her. She didn’t know if it was her breasts pressing into his chest, his jealousy transitioning into arousal, or something else entirely, but he was unquestionably turned on.

    “Do you want to learn, Evan? Do you really want to learn?” Amy asked as she reached between his legs and squeezed his cock. “Do you want me to teach you how to pleasure me?”

    “Yes,” Evan whispered as he closed his eyes. “Are you still going to be with Professor Anderson?”

    “Yes,” Amy said. “You gave up your chance to have me all to yourself, Evan. For all your charms as a boyfriend, you couldn’t find it in yourself to give a shit about my orgasms. You left it up to me, and this is my solution for now. You’re going to have to be okay with sharing me.”

    Amy massaged Evan’s cock through his pants as she leaned closer and whispered, “But you don’t mind that as much as you’re pretending to, do you?”

    Evan groaned as she gave him an over-the-pants handjob. Amy didn’t stop or slow down. Evan was quivering. She was going to make him cum.

    “You’re thinking about his cock inside me right now, aren’t you? You’re thinking about me sitting on his desk with my legs spread as he pounds my pussy, aren’t you?” she whispered while vigorously jerking him off.

    Again Evan groaned and again he refused to say anything. Amy felt certain he was enjoying her dirty talk and that he really was thinking about the professor fucking her.

    “I let him cum inside me,” she whispered. “His cum is dripping out of my pussy right now. I can feel it in my panties. It turns me on, Evan. It makes me hot to know that the professor’s cum is dripping out of me. Does it turn you on? I’ll bet it does. I’ll bet you like it. I’ll be that’s why you stuck around after you saw me going down on him. I’ll bet you wanted to know if I let him cum inside me. I’ll bet you wanted me to jerk you off in a stairwell.”

    “Oh fuck,” Evan said as he doubled over.

    Amy smiled. She’d made him cum in his pants. She felt a wild surge of lust and power rush through her. She absolutely loved that Evan had let her play with him like that. She loved that he’d just made a mess in his pants, that he’d been unwilling to pull away from her.

    Whether training him worked out or not, she was going to have fun with Evan.
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    Amy’s older sister had given her a simple bit of advice when she’d shared her frustration with Evan’s lack of sexual talent: “Sit on his face! He’s not going anywhere if you’re riding his face so he’ll have to learn how to make you cum.”

    It was that advice that led to Evan lying on his back in her bed. Amy straddled him and ground her panty-clad pussy into his crotch. Evan, unsurprisingly, was hard in no time. She figured he thought he was going to get laid and it brought Amy a little bit of pleasure to know that she’d be denying him the thrill he was seeking.

    Instead, Evan was going to focus on her that evening whether he liked it or not. She wanted him all hot and bothered by the time she sat on his face though, so there was lots of lusty kissing and plenty of play with her big tits, which Evan had fallen in love with the first day they met.

    When they were both thoroughly aroused, Amy hopped off the bed and pulled down her panties. She exposed her soaking wet pussy and saw Evan’s eyes grow hungry with excitement. He definitely thought he was getting laid. How wrong he was.

    Instead of pulling off Evan’s underwear and straddling his cock, Amy immediately straddled his face. She played with her wet pussy just a few inches from Evan’s mouth. She made him watch as he looked up at her.

    Then she lowered her hips and her cunt dropped onto his mouth. “Lick me, Evan. Show me that you can use your tongue to make me cum.”

    When Amy lowered her pussy onto his face, Evan immediately remembered his ill-advised words on not wanting to bother with licking her. In retrospect, he couldn’t believe how stupid he’d been. Now she was giving him a second chance and Evan wasn’t going to mess it up.

    He tried not to think about the aching between his legs and instead focused his efforts on licking Amy’s exceptionally wet pussy. He ran his tongue back and forth over her clit and enjoyed the view of her spectacularly sexy big natural breasts.

    It felt good to see Amy close her eyes and play with her tits as she began to gently move back and forth over his tongue. It made Evan feel like he was doing a good job.

    “That’s it, Evan. Lick my pussy. Make me feel good with your tongue,” Amy said.

    Her pussy was alive with lust. Evan was doing a fantastic job and he hadn’t even reached for his cock. He was concentrating all his efforts on her pussy. Maybe he really was capable of learning.

    Amy knew it wouldn’t be long before she climaxed on his face. The foreplay had been enough to get her right to the edge of orgasm and despite Evan lacking the skill of Professor Anderson he was doing a good enough job to make her cum.

    She leaned forward as her orgasm approached and groaned. “I’m cumming,” she said. “I’m going to cum on your face.” For some reason it felt like a sexy thing to say and it was immediately afterwards that Amy had her orgasm.

    She rolled off of Evan soon afterwards and kissed him softly. His face was a slippery, shiny wet mess and it made her smile to know that she’d done that to him.

    “You did such a good job,” Amy said as she reached into Evan’s underwear and wrapped her fingers around his cock. “You deserve a reward.”

    His face lit up with pleasure as Amy stroked him softly. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” Evan said as she completely failed to hide his desperation.

    Amy pulled a condom out of her desk drawer and rolled it down Evan’s cock before straddling him. She grabbed the base of his dick and rubbed him along the entrance to her wet pussy before sinking down onto him and easily taking his full length inside her.

    “Fuck that feels so good,” Evan said as he reached up and played with her big tits.

    The first thing Amy noticed was that she disagreed with Evan. Perhaps it was because she was so wet, but it didn’t feel anywhere near as good as she thought it would. In fact, she couldn’t really feel anything.

    The look of wild pleasure on Evan’s face was certainly delightful to her. She enjoyed the contrast between him and Professor Anderson. Evan’s reaction was boyish, like he was completely lost in the most wonderful thing in the world and it did make her feel desired in a way she very much appreciated.

    Then again, when Brad’s cock was inside her Amy always felt like he was connected with her, like he enjoyed kissing her and building the intimacy between them as they fucked. Of course, more than anything she enjoyed that she could actually feel Brad’s cock inside her while they fucked.

    When Evan climaxed after less than two minutes inside her, it felt clear to Amy that he wouldn’t be able to provide her with what she craved when it came to sex. She could train his tongue and show him how to use his fingers to get her off, but he wouldn’t be fucking her like she needed. She wondered if she could make that work.

    “Did that feel good?” Amy asked as she sat on Evan’s spent, shrinking cock.

    “It was perfect,” he said.

    Evan meant it, too. It was perfect. He was certain it felt even better because he’d been denied sex since she broke up with him.

    He knew it wasn’t good for her, though. He didn’t want to say anything, but recent events had attuned him to her desires in a way he wasn’t before and Evan could tell Amy hadn’t enjoyed the sex the way he had.

    He panicked a little. He loved being with Amy. He loved fooling around with her, having sex with her, and he’d recently grown to appreciate the joy of making her cum. He really liked her, too. Being her boyfriend was great and he didn’t want to lose it. He wasn’t sure what he could do though. He couldn’t make his dick bigger – a fact that drove him crazy – and he didn’t know how else to make sex with him satisfying for her.

    “Was that…okay for you?” Evan asked.

    “It could have been better,” Amy said.

    “Is there anything I can do,” he inquired.

    “You know, I don’t think so,” Amy answered in a surprisingly cheerful voice. “I mean, you can’t do anything about the size of your cock, certainly, and I’m beginning to think you can’t do much about the fact that you cum so quickly. Those two things make it pretty hard to really love having sex with you.”

    “You seem…happy about it. Why do you seem happy?” Evan asked.

    Amy leaned down and kissed him softly. “We’re going to have so much fun, Evan.”

    Evan looked confused. Amy couldn’t blame him. This all felt new to her, too. In the past few days she’d discovered that she quite liked being in control, sexually speaking. She liked the sense that she could make Evan do whatever she wanted. She even liked that her youthful beauty and willingness to fuck him gave her some measure of control over Professor Anderson.

    Amy was just starting to embrace this newfound facet of her sexuality and she was delighted that Evan was very clearly going to be a willing plaything for her. She was going to have fun with him. He clearly had no idea what was going on, but Amy got the sense that he’d go along with just about anything for the chance to be naked with her.

    “Time for you to go,” she said as Evan scrambled out of bed, pulled off the condom, and pulled on his clothes.

    “Will I see you again tomorrow?” he asked.

    “I’m busy tomorrow, but like I said, we’re going to have so much fun together, so don’t you worry,” Amy replied as she stood up and gave Evan a long, slow kiss.

    He looked dazed when she pulled back and again it made Amy smile. He was absolutely going to do anything and everything she wanted.

    
      

    

    Amy was bent over Professor Anderson’s desk. Fucking in his office always felt naughtier. She liked that they could get caught or that someone could walk up to the door and listen as the professor pounded her.

    “Fuck me,” Amy said a little louder than she needed to. “Give me that big cock, professor.” Amy knew he liked it when she called him professor. He liked being reminded that she was his student. She liked that he fucked her harder when she did it.

    He’d already given her an orgasm during their after class fuck session, which had become a regular occurrence for them. She’d leave class and wait around a bit while everyone else cleared out. Professor Anderson would go down to his office and a little while later Amy would saunter in and they’d enjoy a quickie.

    “Oh fuck,” the professor said. That’s how he usually announced his impending orgasm.

    “Cum inside me,” Amy said in a low, lusty voice. “Cum inside me, professor.” She smiled as the words left her lips. She knew it would turn him on. She knew he’d cum inside her. 

    A few seconds later the professor buried his cock in Amy’s pussy and unloaded. He kissed her upper back and gently caressed her tits as his balls emptied inside her. She moaned for him. She moaned because she liked it, too.

    The professor pulled out and Amy pulled up her panties as his cum leaked out of her. “You were incredible, as always,” she said before grabbing her bag and slipping out his office door.

    Amy strode confidently down the hall and opened the door to the stairwell. Evan looked up and smiled at her like a cute puppy waiting for its master to return.

    “Are you ready for your treat?” Amy asked.

    Evan nodded eagerly and said, “Absolutely.”

    
      

    

    It had been almost a month since Evan had given Amy an orgasm with his tongue and enjoyed her skillful cock riding. He hadn’t fucked her since then and he wasn’t sure she had any intention of letting him inside her again. Despite his misgivings about his current situation, he didn’t care. Everything they were doing was too arousing to pass up.

    It started two days after that fateful night. Amy texted Evan and told him to come to her dorm. He hoped he was going to enjoy a repeat of the night before, though some part of him knew that was unlikely based on her disappointment.

    When Amy told him to get naked the moment he walked through the door, Evan remained hopeful. She directed him to the bed and Evan happily got on his back and looked up at his beautiful, busty girlfriend and imagined the fun he was about to have.

    When she said, “Professor Anderson fucked me today,” Evan felt his hope of having sex with her fade away, though is erection remained stiff.

    Amy smiled when she saw Evan’s unrelenting hardness. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around it and said, “He’s bigger than you, Evan, and he lasts longer. Do you know what that means?”

    Evan didn’t want to answer but he couldn’t hold back. Amy’s fingers felt impossibly good as they moved up and down his stiff dick.

    “That sex with him is really good?” Evan answered.

    “That’s true, yes, but I was thinking something slightly different. I was thinking that sex with him is much better than sex with you because he’s bigger and he lasts longer,” Amy said as she stroked Evan’s cock faster.

    Evan was thoroughly aroused and confused. Why was his cock so hard while Amy was basically telling him that he was bad at fucking her? Why was he so excited at the idea of someone else fucking his girlfriend (if that’s even what she was)?

    He couldn’t think too hard about it though. There was an orgasm approaching and his mind was trapped in a lusty fog. 

    “Despite that obvious fact, I really like you, Evan,” Amy informed him as her skillful stroking of his cock continued. “I think you like me, too.”

    “I do. I really do,” Evan said as his thighs began to tremble with pleasure.

    Evan watched as Amy pulled down her pants and reached into her panties. She closed her eyes and moaned while masturbating. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her. Her fingers emerged slick with slippery juices and Amy pushed them into Evan’s mouth.

    He sucked her fingers clean without thinking about it. Her hand moved up and down his slick, rock hard cock and kept Evan’s brain occupied with his impending orgasm.

    A confused look came over his face as Evan was struck by the unfamiliar taste in his mouth. Amy smiled and said, “That’s Professor Anderson you’re tasting.”

    To his surprise, Evan came immediately. He groaned loudly as Amy pushed her fingers deeper into his mouth and his cum spurted into the air as she smiled at him.

    As he walked back to his dorm, Evan grappled with what had just happened. Based on the taste, he was fairly certain that there was at least a little of Professor Anderson’s cum on Amy’s fingers when she’d shoved them in his mouth. She hadn’t been explicit – Amy could have been referring to Professor Anderson’s cock when she said Evan was tasting him – but it sure seemed like it was cum.

    Evan felt like he was supposed to be upset or freaked out that he might be gay because he tasted a little bit of someone else’s cum, but he wasn’t feeling any of those things. Instead, his body was abuzz with the thrill of what had just gone down. He didn’t understand it and he didn’t particularly care. He just wanted more.

    Luckily, that’s exactly what Amy provided him. Based on what unfolded over the next four weeks, she seemed to find just as much pleasure in that first experience as Evan did.

    Their relationship took on an increasingly kinky vibe as Amy seemed to be exploring her dominant side while Evan was enjoying having his submission nature revealed to him by this wondrous girl he’d met.

    They never discussed the particulars of it. Instead Evan simply followed Amy’s lead. If she wanted to sit on his face and ride him until she climaxed, he was more than happy to get on his back and let her use his tongue.

    Evan enjoyed the handjobs most of all. He loved that Amy seemed to possess a deep well of verbal skills to bring him to increasingly satisfying orgasms.

    She frequently engaged him in naughty question and answer sessions that always left Evan feeling overwhelmingly aroused.

    “You don’t deserve to fuck me, do you?” she’d ask.

    “No, I don’t,” he’d respond.

    “Your little cock doesn’t deserve to be anywhere near my pussy, does it? Not when I have Professor Anderson’s big cock to satisfy me,” she’d say.

    It was a week into this sort of play that Amy had started openly commenting on the size of Evan’s cock. It never failed to arouse him in ways he didn’t quite understand.

    “No, my little cock doesn’t deserve to fuck you,” Evan would answer.

    “No, it doesn’t. Your little cock doesn’t even deserve the handjob I’m giving you, but you did such a good job worshiping my pussy that I’m going to let you cum,” she’d say.

    Soon after Evan would have an orgasm that left his body shaking from head to toe. He always found it a little weird that her commentary on his cock size was so arousing, but any bad feelings related to it faded quickly when Evan considered how astounding the orgasm had been.

    It was two weeks into their domination games that Amy first demanded that Evan wait in the stairwell while she fucked Professor Anderson in his office.

    He sat and imagined what was happening as the image of her going down on him floated through his head. Evan felt like he’d never forget just how big Professor Anderson’s cock was, especially compared to his. Knowing the size difference made it hard to argue with Amy’s insistence that Evan didn’t deserve to fuck her.

    Evan had no idea what to expect when Amy appeared in the stairwell that first time. He knew she’d just had sex with Professor Anderson, but he had no concept of what she wanted with him. It didn’t take long to find out what she had in mind.

    That first day Amy was wearing a short pleated skirt and she lifted it as she closed the short distance between her and Evan. His eyes moved between her legs and he saw the wet spot in the cotton panties she was wearing.

    Amy pushed a hand into her panties and Evan watched as she fingered her pussy. He could hear the sloppy wetness.

    When Amy pulled her hand from her panties her fingers were coated with a thick white substance. He was certain it was Professor Anderson’s cum. Evan’s heart pounded as Amy moved her fingers towards his mouth. She expected him to clean them.

    Evan surprised himself by doing it without thinking. He took Amy’s cum-covered fingers in his mouth and cleaned them ravenously. He’d tasted the professor’s cum before and he didn’t care about doing it again. His cock had gotten stiff as he watched her masturbate and now it was throbbing at the idea of doing this for her.

    “Good boy,” Amy said as she smiled.

    Evan felt genuinely disappointed when she pulled her fingers from his mouth.

    “Do you want more?” Amy asked.

    Evan nodded.

    Her fingers disappeared into her panties again and soon emerged with more cum for him to clean. He repeated wrapping his eager lips around them and sucking all of the professor’s semen off of them.

    “Let’s go,” Amy said, suddenly ending their little game.

    Evan felt a mixture of disappointment and elation. He wanted to keep doing it. He wanted to keep feasting on the professor’s cum as he looked into Amy’s beautiful eyes. He wanted to please her.

    That ritual repeated itself after every English class. Amy would fuck the professor and then meet Evan in the stairwell for naughty fun. He would always lick cum from her fingers. Sometimes he would get a handjob. Sometimes she would masturbate while he watched. The danger of doing it in a public place made it even more thrilling.

    As he sat there once more and waited, Evan considered the incredible pleasures he’d experienced over the past month. It wasn’t the kind of stuff he could tell his friends about, but he was certain he was enjoying his college sexual experience more than they were. It felt like he’d grown thoroughly addicted to the pleasures Amy regularly treated him to.

    When he heard footsteps coming down the hallway his cock came to life. He was hoping it would be his girlfriend and she would have a naughty treat for him.

    When the door opened and Amy came through a look of elated excitement came over Evan’s face.

    “Are you ready for your treat?” Amy asked.

    Evan nodded eagerly and said, “Absolutely.”
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    Amy ran her fingers over Professor Anderson’s chest as she softly kissed his neck. His cum was slowly leaking out of her after an especially thrilling fuck. It was just a few days until Christmas break and he clearly wanted her to remember him while she was gone for nearly a month.

    “I was thinking,” Amy began, “that you could help me give Evan one hell of a Christmas gift before we leave for break.”

    The professor smiled. “What did you have in mind?”

    “I want him to watch you fuck me. I can’t get the idea out of my head. It’s just so hot. I love the notion of him having to witness you enjoying what he wants so badly,” Amy said.

    Amy noticed the professor’s hesitation. “He’s not going to get mad and tell someone about us, if that’s what you’re wondering. He’s into this stuff. He really is. He cums so hard when I make him eat your cum out of my pussy.”

    “When do you want to do it?” Professor Anderson asked.

    “The day before we leave for break. I promise, it will be fun. All you’ll really have to do is fuck me, which we both know you can handle with ease. Isn’t that right?” Amy asked as she reached between the professor’s legs and stroked his cock.

    He groaned in response and his cock slowly grew stiff thanks to her sensual ministrations. “Can you go again?” Amy asked.

    “Absolutely,” he answered.

    Amy pushed back the covers and moved between his legs. Professor Anderson’s cock was already half hard and she eagerly wrapped her lips around it. He moaned as her tongue danced around the head and her fingers played with his big balls.

    “I love your cock, professor,” Amy said as she briefly let his dick fall from her mouth. She said it to thrill him, but she meant it. Amy really did love his cock. She loved how big it was. She loved having it in her mouth. Most of all, she loved the way he fucked her. It always felt so damn good.

    “My cock loves you too, Amy,” the professor said as he reached down and ran his fingers through her soft hair.

    Amy returned her mouth to the professor’s big cock and sucked until he was stiff with desire. She stroked and licked and made it nice and sloppy. Soon he was wet and rock hard and her pussy was in desperate need of the kind of pleasure he could provide.

    Amy spun around and straddled him in reverse cowgirl. His hands immediately found her ass and she moaned as his big cock filled her tight cunt to the brim.

    Soon Amy was bouncing on her professor’s dick and she could feel another orgasm building in her loins. His thickness always felt so good and the way he played with her ass always turned her on immensely.

    “Your cock feels so fucking good, professor. I don’t know how I’m going to go without it for a month. My pussy is going to be so lonely without your big dick to fill it up and make it cum,” Amy said as she bounced harder and faster on the big cock inside her.

    In response, the professor shifted Amy to her hands and knees and swiftly took her from behind. He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled hard on it while pounding her pussy in doggystyle and giving her ass intermittent hard smacks that made her cry out in pleasure.

    “That’s it. Fuck me harder. Harder!” Amy cried out.

    The professor doubled down on his efforts and pounded her college pussy with a kind of vigor that had Amy trembling with pleasure. Her orgasm was moments away.

    “I’m gonna cum,” she announced. “Cum inside me. Cum inside me, professor. Cum in my tight little pussy.”

    They climaxed almost simultaneously. As the professor kept his tight grip on her hair, an orgasm ripped through Amy’s body. Moments later he buried his cock in her pussy and unleashed his seed deep inside her.

    Amy collapsed into the bed and smiled. She really was going to miss his cock over Christmas break.

    
      

    

    Amy had the kind of naughty look on her face that usually meant she had a treat in store for Evan. He wasn’t sure what it was, but he was already excited.

    “We’re going to do something naughty tomorrow,” she said. “An early Christmas present of sorts.”

    “Really? Can I ask what it is?” Evan replied.

    Amy smiled and brought his lips to hers for a slow, soft kiss. “You’re going to watch Professor Anderson fuck me,” she whispered.

    The kiss and the naughty news made Evan’s cock jump to life. A mixture of nerves and excitement coursed through him. He wasn’t sure if he could handle what she’d just proposed, and yet he couldn’t imagine turning it down.

    Amy unzipped Evan’s pants and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock. “Don’t be nervous. He can’t wait to show you what it looks like when someone with a big cock fucks me,” she whispered while stroking him.

    Evan groaned. The idea was humiliating and arousing at the same time, like almost everything he’d done with Amy over the past month. He couldn’t say no.

    Just as he felt his orgasm building, Amy released his cock. “No orgasm for you,” she informed him. “Not today. I want you to wait until tomorrow.”

    Evan was a little annoyed, but he didn’t want to disappoint Amy. “Okay,” he said. “Can I at least go down on you?” he asked.

    Amy smiled brightly. “Of course. I can’t say no to a man that wants to make me cum, after all.”

    Evan got on his back as Amy stripped and straddled his face. He’d come to thoroughly enjoy every chance he got to have his beautiful girlfriend ride his tongue to orgasm.

    Amy’s pulled off her shirt and unhooked her bra as she sat astride Evan’s face. Her breasts looked spectacular as he stared up at them and waited for her to lower her perfect pussy onto his mouth.

    “Do you want to taste me?” Amy asked.

    “Yes, please,” Evan said as he looked up at her.

    Amy smiled and lowered her pussy onto Evan’s mouth. His tongue went to work immediately. The lessons she’d taught him over the past month had clearly paid off as he’d gotten so much better at making his girlfriend feel good.

    For Evan, licking Amy’s pussy had become a source of great pleasure for him. He absolutely loved the way she tasted, the way she moaned as he licked her clit, and the way she would eventually start to ride his face before cumming hard.

    “Do you know how many times Professor Anderson has cum in that pussy you’re licking, Evan?” Amy asked as she rode his tongue.

    Evan looked up at her and shook his head. He had no idea how many times their professor had cum in his girlfriend, but thinking about it made his cock hard. He still wasn’t sure why that was the case, but he couldn’t help but be wildly aroused at the idea.

    “Dozens of times. His big cock has cum inside me dozens of times, and you never have. I’m not sure you ever will,” she said. It seemed to turn her on.

    Evan found it arousing too. He knew it shouldn’t be such a naughty, thrilling notion to him, and yet it was. He liked that little bit of pain he felt at the idea of never cumming inside her while Professor Anderson was offered the chance to do it almost every day.

    “You’re going to make me cum, Evan,” Amy said as she moaned. “Think about his cock inside me. Think about how you’re going to watch Professor Anderson fuck me and fill me with his cum while you eat my pussy. Fuck. Yes. Make me cum, Evan.”

    Evan did as he was told. He pictured Professor Anderson’s big cock pounding Amy’s pussy while he licked her. He pictured the pussy he was licking being filled with someone else’s big dick and hot cum. He felt like he might ejaculate without having to be touched. The arousal was unlike anything he’d ever experienced.

    “I’m cumming!” Amy cried out as she tightly grasped Evan’s hair and leaned forward.

    He stared up at her big breasts and the way they bounced as the power of a huge climax ripped through Amy.

    “I’m going to miss that talented tongue of yours over Christmas break,” Amy said as she caressed Evan’s face. Her touch was soft and loving and it felt so good.

    “You’re going to be a good boy and not masturbate tonight, right?” she asked. “I want you nice and horny for tomorrow’s fun with the professor.”

    “Of course. I’ll be a good boy,” Evan said. He meant it too. He was genuinely looking forward to watching for the first time.

    
      

    

    “It’s good to see you both,” Professor Anderson said as he opened the door to his home. “Come in.”

    Amy stepped through the door first and pulled Evan in after her. She held his hand as they walked into the professor’s living room.

    “So, can I get you anything to drink?” Professor Anderson asked.

    Amy smiled and let go of Evan’s hand as she approached the man that would be fucking her that evening.

    She pulled the professor’s body to hers and they shared a long, slow, sensual kiss. Amy felt the professor’s cock get hard and press gently into her stomach. It was the exact reaction she was hoping for. This night was about everyone’s pleasure and there was no reason to delay getting started.

    “Sit, professor. I want to give Evan a close up view of what it looks like when I suck your cock,” Amy said.

    Professor Anderson smiled and sat on the couch.

    “Sit, Evan,” Amy demanded. He sat on the love seat across from them.

    Amy got on her knees between the professor’s legs and pulled off his pants and underwear to free his long, thick cock.

    She looked back at Evan and said, “It’s gorgeous, isn’t it?” while wrapping her fingers around the big cock and stroking it slowly.

    Evan felt hypnotized by the sight of Amy’s hand moving up and down the professor’s exceptionally large cock. His heart pounded and he felt a little lightheaded as the most arousing experience of his life began.

    When Amy leaned forward and took the professor’s big cock into her mouth Evan felt his loins come to life. Suddenly the sound of wet sucking and Professor Anderson’s moans filled the room. Evan’s girlfriend was giving someone else a blowjob and he was watching voluntarily.

    Evan’s cock was stiff as he admired Amy’s eager cocksucking. He moved to unzip his pants and pull it out when Amy turned to him and said, “Don’t you dare. You don’t play with your little cock until I give you permission.”

    “Sorry,” he said. Evan felt embarrassed at being scolded by his girlfriend, and yet his cock was stiffer.

    He went back to admiring Amy’s insanely skillful blowjob and tried to remember the last time she’d given him the pleasure of her mouth. It had been an awfully long time. He felt a surge of jealousy that was quickly tempered by the pleasure that rushed through him. Evan was confused by the mixture of feelings, but he couldn’t deny his arousal. It was strange to feel good and bad at the exact same time.

    Amy soon let the professor’s cock slip out of her mouth so she could strip to her bra and panties and straddle him. Evan watched as another man’s hands moved over his girlfriend’s body. He listened to Amy moan as someone else played with the big tits that he loved so much. Evan watched Amy kiss the professor with the kind of passion she usually reserved for him. All of it added to his desire.

    “I need you to fuck me, professor,” Amy said between kisses. “I need you to show Evan what it looks like when you fill me with your big cock.”

    Professor Anderson smiled and said, “It would be my pleasure. I love to teach, after all.”

    “He does need to learn a thing or two about how a man is supposed to fuck a woman,” Amy added. “Do you think you could teach him how to last more than a minute?”

    The professor laughed. “That can’t be taught, unfortunately.”

    Evan’s face reddened with humiliation as they talked about him. Everything they were saying was true. That was the part that hurt the most.

    “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Amy said as she stood up and confidently walked down the hallway toward the professor’s bedroom.

    Evan was surprised when Amy approached him once they reached the bedroom. She gave him a soft kiss and unbuttoned his pants to pull them and his underwear to the floor. He felt humiliated as his cock was exposed. It was so much smaller than what the professor could offer her.

    “Yes, you’re smaller,” Amy said, as if she was reading his mind. “That’s why he’s going to fuck me tonight while you watch. You’re going to see firsthand why I haven’t let you inside me in so long. You’re going to see why I don’t need your cock, why I don’t want it.”

    Amy smiled as she turned from her boyfriend and moved into the professor’s bed. He was on his back and waiting for her to straddle him. He was rock hard and Amy knew he’d stay that way for as long as she needed. That’s why she loved fucking him.

    As she straddled Professor Anderson, Amy turned back to Evan and said, “Are you ready to watch him fuck me, Evan? Are you ready to see your girlfriend’s tight little pussy stretch out around a nice big cock?”

    “Yes,” Evan said.

    “Why don’t you get on your knees for me? Show me that you know you’re here to watch, not participate,” Amy suggested.

    Evan fell to his knees immediately. He was at the foot of the bed and had a perfect view of Professor Anderson’s big cock pointing skyward while Amy’s pussy hovered above it.

    “Good boy. Now focus on my pussy. Watch how it opens up around his big cock. Watch how he stretches me out and how good he makes me feel. Maybe you’ll see why I prefer fucking him and why your dick hasn’t enjoyed my pussy in a long time,” Amy said before taking Professor Anderson’s big cock inside her.

    Evan did as he was told and kept his gaze focused on Amy’s pussy as she sank down onto the professor’s cock. Her lips stretched out around him just like she’d said they would. It looked even better when she rose off of him. Her lips clung to his big cock like they didn’t want it to leave her body.

    Professor Anderson’s big dick was slick with her juices every time she lifted her pussy off of him. It looked incredible. Evan couldn’t believe how much it turned him on to watch his girlfriend fucking someone else. He knew his friends would think he was insane for enjoying this, but his cock was stiff and dripping precum and he wouldn’t have had it any other way.

    The professor’s hands moved over Amy’s body as she rode him. They played with her ass and her big tits. Every touch seemed to make her moan as Amy’s pleasure deepened. Every moan made Evan’s cock just a little bit harder. He felt lightheaded again as the pleasure enveloped him.

    “Oh fuck,” Amy groaned. “I’m cumming. He’s making me cum, Evan. I’m cumming on his big cock!”

    After a short break, Amy climbed off the professor’s cock and spun around to face Evan as she got on her hands and knees. Professor Anderson moved behind her and slid his big cock into her soaking wet pussy to pound her hard and fast.

    “Does it look like she’s enjoying herself, Evan?” the professor asked.

    “Yes, it does,” Evan answered as he looked into Amy eyes.

    “Do you think she enjoys your cock this much?” the professor asked.

    “No, I don’t,” Evan answered. It embarrassed him to admit it, but he knew it was true. She’d never let him fuck her from behind and he rarely lasted long enough for her to moan like she was moaning with the professor pounding her pussy.

    “You’re such a good boy,” Amy said.

    Evan nearly doubled over as a surge of pleasure rushed through his loins. He had no idea why he liked being called a good boy so much, but he did. It was thrilling.

    “He is a good boy,” the professor said. There was a little more aggression in his voice. “He’s a good boy watching a real man fuck his girlfriend. He’s a good boy for waiting there on his knees. He’s a good boy waiting for a load to clean up.”

    Evan’s eyes went wide at the suggestion. Did the professor know that Evan had eaten his cum before? It certainly seemed like it.

    “Of course he knows,” Amy said as she smiled at Evan. “Don’t be embarrassed. He finds it flattering that you’re so eager to eat his cum.”

    Evan couldn’t help his embarrassment. He’d regularly eaten the cum of the man fucking his girlfriend. He knew that was unusual. He knew most of his friends would think it was completely disgusting. He couldn’t help it, though. He loved doing it.

    “I do know, Evan. I know that Amy has taught you how to be a good boy and how to appreciate the taste of a real man’s cum. I know that you’re going to eat all of my load tonight, too,” the professor said as he continued his deep pounding of Amy’s pussy.

    “You’ll do that for me, won’t you Evan? You’ll clean the professor’s cum out of my pussy, right?” Amy asked.

    Evan hesitated. He looked at Amy’s lusty eyes and her big tits as they bounced with every thrust inside her. He’d never been so turned on. He couldn’t say no. He’d already eaten so much of the professor’s cum that doing it in front of him wasn’t going to be that much different.

    “Yes, I’ll do that for you,” Evan answered.

    Amy smiled at her boyfriend. She was delighted that his presence made being with the professor so much hotter. She’d already cum once and was nearing a second climax. The idea of Evan licking cum directly from her pussy was hugely arousing. She couldn’t believe how much it turned her on.

    “He’s going to make me cum again, Evan,” Amy said. “Your cock has never made me cum once and he’s going to give me another orgasm. Fuck. Your dick doesn’t compare to his and it never will. Maybe it should always be your place to watch, Evan. Maybe that’s what you were made for. Maybe you’re never going to be enough of a man to fuck a woman.”

    Amy was lost in the throes of pleasure as she hurled the verbal humiliation at Evan. She loved how it seemed to turn him on. It wasn’t pain on his face. It was pure pleasure she was seeing. He was on his knees watching another man fuck her and he was as turned on as he’d ever been.

    “Oh yes! I’m cumming. Fuck, I’m cumming!” Amy cried out as another orgasm ripped through her beautiful body.

    The second one was more powerful than the first. Amy couldn’t hold herself up and collapsed onto the bed as a wave of relaxation and pure satisfaction spread through her body. It was unquestionably the best orgasm she’d ever had.

    Professor Anderson stayed inside her as he kissed Amy’s neck and upper back. She moaned at his soft touch and the pleasurable feeling of his stiff cock inside her.

    When she’d finally recovered, Amy rolled over onto her back. She spread her legs and invited the professor between them to fill her pussy with his cum.

    “Come here, Evan,” Amy said.

    Her boyfriend scurried to her side and took Amy’s hand in his. “Come closer,” she said.

    Evan moved closer and Amy pulled his lips to hers for a quick kiss. “He’s going to cum inside me now. When he pulls out, I want you to move between my legs and clean his cum out of me. I want you to be a good boy and clean it all up. Will you do that for me?”

    “Yes, of course,” Evan said.

    “Good.” Amy turned her attention to Professor Anderson and said, “Cum inside me.”

    He fucked her hard and fast, once again bringing pleasure to the college girl beneath him with long, deep thrusts from his thick cock. She moaned with her legs spread wide open, urging Professor Anderson to cum inside her with lusty moans and verbal encouragement.

    It wasn’t long before he unleashed his seed. “Cum inside me,” Amy said. “That’s it, cum inside me. Give Evan what he craves. Give him a big load to clean up.”

    Evan’s cock ached as his girlfriend urged Professor Anderson to cum inside her. He was nervous and excited at the same time. He couldn’t believe he was about to lick someone else’s cum out of her pussy, and yet he’d rarely been so turned on.

    When Professor Anderson pulled out Evan did as he’d been instructed. He moved between Amy’s legs and licked her pussy.

    He didn’t hesitate. He knew if he did he might not have the courage to go through with it. Instead, his tongue found a thick dollop of cum and he immediately took it into his mouth.

    “Good boy,” Amy said. “Now swallow it for me.”

    Evan did as he was told. He swallowed Professor Anderson’s cum. It was thicker and tasted stronger than the previous time she’d fed him. He had a little trouble getting it down and he couldn’t deny how humiliating it felt to do it with the professor watching.

    “Look at him,” Professor Anderson said. “He didn’t even hesitate. You really have taught him well.”

    “I know,” Amy said as she kissed the professor while Evan continued to clean her pussy. “He’s such a good boy.”

    Evan doubled down on his efforts. He cleaned his professor’s cum from his girlfriend’s pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her and later used his fingers to get any remaining semen from her. He forgot about anything other than the task at hand, which made it easy to do it well. When he was done Evan looked up at his girlfriend. 

    “All done?” Amy asked. “Did you get every last drop of his cum?”

    “I did,” Evan said. Amy’s pussy was as clean as it was going to get.

    “Good,” Amy said. “Then it’s time for you to leave. The professor and I are going to enjoy a little alone time before Christmas break begins.”

    Evan was stunned. He thought he’d get to experience the orgasm she’d promised.

    “I see that worried look. I haven’t forgotten about you. I’ll text you when the professor and I are finished and you can come to my room for the release you crave. Maybe I’ll even let you clean another load out of me. How does that sound?” she asked.

    Evan smiled. He could wait and he’d find it thrilling to get to clean her again.

    “That sounds good,” he said.

    “Good. You can leave now,” Amy said before pulling the professor on top of her for a long, lusty kiss.

    Evan heard them moaning as he left the room. He waited by the front door until his erection had softened and then walked back to his dorm while thinking about the orgasm he was going to experience later and the possibility of more of the same kind of fun after he returned from Christmas break.

    He hoped Amy would still be interested after almost a month off. He knew his desire for this strange, wonderfully arousing kind of relationship wasn’t going to go away.

    The End
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    “So, what was going on with you and that guy last night?” Theresa asked.

    “Which guy?” Callie replied as she stabbed a piece of chicken with her fork.

    Theresa laughed. “Seriously? Which guy? The one you were dancing with. The one that couldn’t stop grabbing your ass. The one you kissed.”

    Callie smiled at her friend. “Oh, that guy.” She ate her chicken and watched as an amused look crossed Theresa’s face.

    “Don’t you have a boyfriend?” she asked. “It seems kind of greedy to be kissing other guys when you have a boyfriend. I mean, I don’t have a boyfriend and I could barely get a guy to dance with me last night. You totally could have fucked that dude you were dancing with. He was all over you. I’ll bet he was annoyed you didn’t fuck him. Wait, you didn’t fuck him, did you?”

    “No,” Callie said. “We danced. He grabbed my ass. We kissed. That was it.”

    “He totally wanted to fuck you though, didn’t he?” Theresa asked.

    “He was enough of a gentleman not to come right out and say it,” Callie answered. “But I’m pretty sure he wanted to fuck me.”

    A serious look came over Theresa’s face before she asked, “What about Rick? Don’t you feel bad about kissing someone else? I mean, I’m not judging or anything, but it seems like you kind of cheated on your boyfriend last night. Kissing isn’t as bad as fucking someone, but it’s still kind of bad.”

    Callie smiled. “Rick’s not like other guys.”

    Theresa seemed skeptical. “What does that mean?”

    Callie wasn’t entirely sure what it meant and it seemed entirely possible that Rick would be furious about what she’d done at the frat party, but she was almost certain he wouldn’t. In fact. Callie was certain that Rick would find it exciting.

    “Yesterday, before I left for the party, Rick and I fucked. When we were fucking, I talked about dancing with someone at the party. I talked about kissing someone at the party. I talked about it because it turned him on. I could see it in his eyes. I could feel it in the way he touched me. Then I could feel it in the way he came. I’m telling you, Theresa, Rick’s not like other guys, not when it comes to this kind of thing. I don’t really understand it and I bet he doesn’t either, but he was turned on when I was talking about having a little fun with someone else at the party,” Callie explained.

    Theresa put her fork down and stared at her friend for a few moments before saying, “No way. No fucking way. He’s, like, into it? Like really into it?”

    Callie nodded. “I think so.”

    Theresa sat back and smiled. “And here I was thinking that Rick was about as boring as a guy could get.”

    “Hey!” Callie said as she playfully smacked her friend’s arm. “That’s my boyfriend you’re talking about.”

    Theresa laughed. “I know, I know. I’m sorry. Rick’s a really nice guy. He is, but he’s not exactly exciting. I mean, he studies more than anyone I know, Callie. He barely talks when you bring him to a party. I guess I judged him too soon, though. So, are you, like, going to tell him about what you did?”

    Callie nodded. “I’m a little nervous and a little bit excited, to be honest. Yesterday…I’m telling you, I’ve never seen him so turned on. It had to have been the best orgasm he’s ever had, at least with me. I really liked that. It was exciting to make him feel that way.”

    “Plus, you got to fool around with a hot guy,” Theresa said, giving voice to Callie’s unsaid thought.

    “Yeah, well, there’s that too,” she said.

    Theresa smiled. “Oh my gosh, you’re blushing a little. You wanted to fuck that guy, didn’t you? You totally wanted to fuck that hot frat guy!”

    Callie looked away and tried her best to hide her embarrassment. “Is it that obvious?”

    “Yes, but if you’re right about Rick, he’ll totally blow his load the moment he sees just how badly you wanted to fuck someone else, right?” Theresa asked.

    “I don’t know about that,” Callie said. “He was excited about me kissing someone, which is a whole lot different from me fucking someone, you know?”

    “Just think of the fun you could have if he was into you fucking other people, though,” Theresa said. “You could have let that piece of meat you danced with take you up to his room and have his way with you and you could have done it without even a hint of guilt. Huh, I guess I can see why you did what you did last night.”

    “What do you mean?” Callie asked.

    “You’re testing the waters. If Rick is all hot and bothered that you kissed someone else last night, surely he’ll be all hot and bothered if you fuck someone else, say, next weekend or a month from now or whatever. Then you get to have whatever the fuck you want. It seems kind of perfect,” Theresa explained.

    “Whoa, Theresa, honestly, I haven’t thought about it like that. I’m not, like, working on some master plan, here. I just thought Rick might find it exciting that I fooled around a little last night,” Callie said in a far more defensive tone than she intended.

    Theresa flashed a devilish smile, leaned forward, and said, “All I know is that if I was dating a guy like Rick I’d take full advantage of it. I mean, why not, right? If you get to have a good boyfriend and fuck all the hot guys that are fucking terrible boyfriends, why not do it?”

    Callie sat back and watched Theresa shove a forkful of salad in her mouth and smile before chewing. “He was definitely hot,” Callie said.

    “And you would have enjoyed fucking him,” Theresa shot back with a mouthful of food. “I saw it. Your body was not lying last night. You wanted him, even if you’re not willing to admit it.”

    Callie didn’t feel nearly as certain as her friend, but there was no question that a little bit of fooling around with the frat guy had turned her on. She wouldn’t have masturbated before bed if she wasn’t turned on.

    “Shit,” Theresa said as she checked the time on her phone. “I’m late for my study group. I gotta go.” She grabbed her bag and said, “Have fun with Rick.”

    “I will,” Callie said.

    Rick welcomed Callie to his room with a smile, though he seemed a little uncomfortable. She gave him a soft kiss in the hope that it would lead to something naughtier, but he pulled back and sat in his desk chair.

    “So, how’s your day been?” he asked.

    Callie hopped in Rick’s bed and leaned against the wall. She studied his face for a few moments to try and decipher the source of his discomfort, though nothing presented itself. Callie assumed it had something to do with the party, though. “Good. I went to lunch with Theresa.”

    Rick made a face.

    “What’s wrong with Theresa?” Callie asked.

    “She doesn’t like me,” he replied.

    “She likes you just fine,” Callie said.

    “No, she doesn’t,” Rick said. “I can tell by the way she looks at me. She probably thinks you could do better, that you could be dating one of those hot guys you mentioned yesterday.”

    Callie smiled as it dawned on her that what she saw as Rick’s discomfort was actually insecurity. She’d almost certainly triggered it the day before, though she hadn’t done so purposefully.

    “Actually, at lunch Theresa told me that she misjudged you,” Callie explained.

    Rick’s eyebrows shot up as she asked, “Really? How did she misjudge me?”

    “Well, she said that she thought you were boring, but that now she sees that she was wrong about that,” Callie answered.

    Rick seemed a little hurt at the idea that Theresa found him boring, but he quickly moved on to ask, “What changed to make her think I’m not boring?”

    Callie tensed up as it dawned on her that she’d backed herself into a corner. She had to tell Rick that she’d shared the details of his apparent desire with her friend. “I told her about…well, about the things I talked about while we were having sex yesterday,” Callie said.

    Rick looked as though he wished his desk chair would swallow him whole and Callie immediately felt bad. “You told her about that?”

    “She was at the party last night. She saw me dancing with someone,” Callie said. She figured it was the time to go all in. If she was wrong about Rick liking the idea of her fooling around with someone else, Callie would apologize and give him a blowjob to make up for it.

    “You…you danced with someone?” Rick asked.

    Callie saw an ember of arousal in his eyes. It was brief, but it was there. All she had to do was offer just a bit of fuel and she could lure Rick out of his insecurity and into that same place of arousal he’d been in yesterday.

    “I did,” Callie said.

    “Was it…did you…was it good?” Rick asked.

    He was thinking about it. Callie could see it. All she had to do was subtly push him in the right direction. She subtly spread her legs and reached down to caress her thigh just below the bottom of her skirt. “It was really good,” she said in a soft, sensual voice.

    Rick stared between her legs and watched Callie’s fingers move over her thigh. They reached the bottom of her skirt and she slowly pushed the fabric up, revealing more of her smooth skin as his attention remained where she wanted it.

    “I did more than dance with him,” Callie continued.

    Rick looked up and asked, “What…what did you do?”

    Callie smiled and gently bit her lower lip as her fingers continued the slow journey towards her panties. “The first song was fast. It had a great beat. His hands moved over my body as we moved together. The second song was slow. He pulled me close. His hands were on my waist. They moved to my lower back. They moved to the top of my ass. Our eyes met. He wanted to see if I was okay with him touching me like that.”

    Rick leaned a little closer and asked, “Were you?”

    Callie pressed her fingers against her panties and was delighted to find a hint of dampness there. She moaned and nodded at her boyfriend before his gaze moved between her legs. “He grabbed my ass. His strong hands squeezed it hard. I couldn’t help but smile at him and moan. It was a quiet moan, but it came out. It came out because it felt so good.”

    Callie lifted her skirt and slipped a hand into her panties as Rick watched. She pushed two fingers between her labia and moaned at how wet she was.

    “Can you hear that?” Callie asked. “Can you hear how wet I am?”

    Rick nodded as his gaze remained fixed between her legs.

    “Take your cock out,” Callie said.

    Rick looked up at her and hesitated for a moment before rushing to take his pants and underwear off.

    “Stroke yourself,” Callie said. “Masturbate for me.”

    Rick wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked in the chair as Callie played with her pussy in his bed. She smiled and moaned at the sight of his stiff dick. It was all the proof she needed that he was turned on.

    “He kissed me,” Callie said. “While we were dancing. While his hands were on my ass. While my body was pressed against his. He kissed me.”

    “Did you…did you kiss him back?” Rick asked.

    Callie nodded and bit her lower lip again. She moaned and her fingers moved faster in her panties.

    “Was it good?” Rick asked.

    “It was a great kiss,” Callie answered. “It turned me on. It turned him on.”

    “How…how do you know?” Rick asked.

    Callie pulled her panties aside and spread her legs. She slipped two fingers into her pussy and used a third to rub her clit as Rick stared and masturbated. “Because I could feel his cock,” she said. “I could feel him get hard as he kissed me. I could feel it pressing into my stomach as our bodies moved to the music.”

    Callie closed her eyes and let the pleasure of the moment envelop her. She arched her back and moaned as she thought of the kiss she’d shared with the frat guy and the way his hands had confidently kneaded her ass.

    “Do you like that I kissed someone else?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Rick answered.

    Callie’s eyes shot open and she smiled at her boyfriend. Any sense of insecurity was gone. His body projected pure arousal.

    “Do you like that he played with my ass while his tongue was in my mouth?” Callie asked.

    Rick nodded as he stared between her legs.

    “Do you like that kissing him made me wet?” Callie asked.

    “Fuck…yes,” Rick answered.

    Callie watched his hand move up and down his shaft at a remarkable pace. He was close. So was she. “I masturbated last night,” Callie said. “When I got back to my room. I got in bed and I played with my wet pussy until I came.” Her finger danced over her clit and she moaned. “Do you want to know what I thought about as I masturbated?”

    Rick nodded. “Yes, please, tell me.”

    Callie smiled and closed her eyes. She arched her back and rolled her neck towards the ceiling as a wild, lusty moan escaped her lips as she replayed her fantasy from the previous night in her head.

    “I thought about him,” she said.

    Rick moaned and Callie opened her eyes and stared at him. His gaze met hers and he asked, “What about him? What…what were you thinking about?”

    Callie smiled at the idea that Rick wanted to know more. “I thought about going to his room. I thought about tearing his clothes off. I thought about kissing his hard, muscular body. I thought about getting in his bed and spreading my legs.”

    A look of intense pleasure came across Rick’s face. He was close. Callie was certain.

    “I thought about telling him to fuck me,” Callie continued as her climax neared. “I thought about his cock filling me. I thought about him fucking me, Rick. I thought about cumming all over his cock as he fucked me in his bed. I thought about him fucking me and I came so fucking hard!”

    Callie screamed as her climax arrived in a thrilling rush. Her legs trembled and she felt juices drip from between her labia and onto Rick’s bed. He grunted and groaned and she watched the cum spurt from his cock and land on the edge of his bed and the hardwood floor beneath him.

    With a smile on her face Callie pulled her panties over her pussy and fixed her skirt. She crawled out of the bed, gave Rick a kiss on the cheek, and said, “Stay right there. I’ll get something to clean up this lovely mess you’ve made.”

    Callie grabbed a wash cloth from his bathroom, held it under the sink for a moment, and returned to her boyfriend and cleaned up the cum he’d unleashed. She balled up the wash cloth and tossed it in his closet as Rick tucked his cock into his underwear. Callie sat across his lap and kissed him on the cheek.

    “Did you really dance with someone else last night?” he asked.

    “I did,” Callie replied. “And he really grabbed my ass and I really kissed him.”

    “Did you really fantasize about him as you masturbated?” Rick asked.

    “I did,” Callie answered. “And I came really hard thinking about it.”

    “I…I don’t want you to do that,” Rick said. “Fuck him, I mean. I don’t think I could handle that.”

    Callie kissed him on the cheek again. “I won’t,” she said. “I promise.”

    Rick breathed a sigh of relief.

    “It seemed like you enjoyed the fantasy though,” Callie said. “I’m not wrong about that, am I?”

    Rick looked away and said, “No, you’re not wrong.”

    Callie reached up and gently directed his face back to hers so she could look into his eyes. “You don’t have to be embarrassed about that. Fantasies are meant to be fun, and I obviously have no problem with this one. Okay?”

    Rick nodded, but Callie could see he still felt a little bit embarrassed.

    “Why don’t we go see a movie?” she suggested. “A horror film, maybe.”

    “That sounds good,” Rick said.

    Callie got up and smiled. “We should sit in the back row. I’m feeling a little bit naughty and I might want to have a little fun.”

    That brought a smile to his face as Rick pushed up out of his chair and grabbed his pants. “Let’s go to the movies, then.”

    Callie resolved not to mention the frat guy for the rest of the night. She knew it turned Rick on and that he’d almost certainly cum harder if she brought it up, but it was equally as clear that Rick’s confidence was a little bit shaken. Perhaps the idea of Callie fooling around with someone else would never come up again, though she couldn’t help but hope that they’d get to indulge in that fantasy again in the near future.
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    “Is this a perfect day or what?” Theresa asked.

    Callie looked at her friend and nodded. They were both in bikinis and soaking up the sun on a grassy hill at the park adjacent to campus. The area was jammed with people, most of whom were there to take advantage of a truly perfect Saturday in one way or another.

    “Can I also say that you look totally hot in your bikini?” Theresa added. “Where did you get that?”

    “I bought it online, believe it or not,” Callie said as she looked down at the skimpy white bikini that fit so much better than she ever could have hoped for. “I thought for sure I’d have to return it, but it’s absolutely perfect.”

    “It is, and lots of guys seem to be noticing,” Theresa said. “I’d be annoyed with you if I didn’t like you so much.”

    “Annoyed with me? Why?” Callie asked.

    Theresa smiled and playfully smacked her friend. “You have a boyfriend. In fact, you kind of have two boyfriends. I don’t even have one. I’m the one that needs attention from guys.”

    Callie laughed. “I don’t have two boyfriends.”

    Theresa offered a laugh in return. “Okay, well, you have one boyfriend and then a hot frat guy that you get to fool around with when you’re in the mood. A hot frat guy that would totally fuck you if you were in the mood, by the way.”

    Callie had seen Dean once since the frat party and they’d done a little making out. It hadn’t been planned, but he was coming back from the gym when they ran into each other and he was in a tank top and his arms looked so good that Callie couldn’t help herself. It didn’t take long before Dean’s tongue was in her mouth and his strong hands were on her ass. She didn’t even mind the fact that he was sweaty. She’d gone straight to Rick’s place afterwards and he’d fucked her with exceptional vigor. To Callie, that meant she had the best of both worlds. She got to make out with the hot, muscular guy when she felt like it and she got to fuck her boyfriend and have a fantastic orgasm in the process. What more could a girl want?

    “Are you thinking about it?” Theresa asked.

    “About what?” Callie replied.

    “Oh my god, about Dean fucking you,” Theresa said. “You went silent there and this look came over your face. You were totally thinking about him, weren’t you?”

    Callie looked away and smiled.

    “You were!” Theresa said in a loud enough voice that a few people looked their way. She leaned closer and repeated, “You were, weren’t you?”

    “I wasn’t thinking about fucking him,” Callie replied. “But yes, I was thinking about him. We had a little make out session the other day. Right on the street. I couldn’t help myself. He looked so good and he clearly wanted me, so I indulged a little. Then I went to Rick’s room and we fucked.”

    Theresa turned away from Callie and groaned like she was deeply frustrated. “Okay, I’m jealous. I’m genuinely jealous of you. Fucking hell, Callie. Do you have any idea how good you have it?”

    Callie nodded. “I do.”

    “Okay, so, does Rick know you’re fooling around with Dean? Like, did you tell him you’d just made out with another guy when you went to his room?” Theresa asked.

    Callie looked at her friend, pulled down her sunglasses, and nodded. “He knows, and he likes it. Or, I think he likes it. This last time, I talked about Dean as Rick was fucking me. I talked about how turned on I got kissing him. I talked about how sometimes I think about Dean when I masturbate. Rick got so turned on and he fucked me so hard. The sex was really, really good, so it must mean that he likes it at least a little bit.”

    Theresa looked away and shook her head, seemingly in amazement. “I never would have guessed Rick was that kind of guy. Not in a million years. He seems like the most boring, vanilla guy in the world, and yet he’s totally into his girlfriend fooling around with other guys.”

    “Actually, I think he’d kind of conflicted about it, like he doesn’t understand why he’s into it and it bothers him,” Callie said. “Sometimes, after he cums, he seems kind of sad, like he wishes he wasn’t into it.”

    “Shit, so why do you keep talking about Dean while Rick’s fucking you?” Theresa asked.

    “Because I know Rick is into it,” Callie answered. “Plus, you know, it turns me on too.”

    Theresa turned to her with a victorious look on her face. “I knew it! I fucking knew it! You’re a greedy, greedy girl, you know that.” She laughed. “I don’t blame you, though. I’m jealous, but only because I’d do the same thing in your situation. I mean, why not, right? If you’re dating a guy that doesn’t mind you fooling around with other guys, go for it. It’s not like Dean would be some sort of great boyfriend. He’s a meat head, but damn is he hot, and there’s plenty of value in that.”

    Callie smiled and nodded. “Yes there is,” she said. Thoughts of Dean’s body ran through her head. She hadn’t seen it naked yet, but she’d had her hands over most of his torso and he was just as hard and muscular as he appeared to be.

    “Do you think you’ll fuck him?” Theresa asked.

    “Who, Dean?” Callie replied.

    Theresa made a face like Callie had just asked the dumbest question in the world. “Yes, Dean. Who the fuck else would I be talking about?”

    Callie laughed. She loved how callous and foul-mouthed her friend could be. “I have no idea. Rick’s been clear that he doesn’t want me fucking another guy. He clearly likes me talking about it and he doesn’t seem to have a problem with the kissing, but he’s not ready for me to go any further.”

    “Do you really think about Dean?” Theresa asked. “While you’re masturbating, I mean.”

    Callie nodded. She’d started masturbating with far greater frequency since she kissed Dean at the frat party. She couldn’t help herself. She never started with the intention of thinking about him, but once she got turned on Dean would pop into her head. She’d imagine going further than kissing. She’d imagine him taking her to his room. She’d imagine his hard body on top of hers and his cock inside her. It would always make her cum hard, too. She usually felt a little bad about it afterwards, but that never stopped the fantasy from coming up the next time she masturbated.

    “He does look good with his shirt off,” Theresa said.

    Callie looked at her friend, whose gaze was fixed on a group of guys tossing a football back and forth. Callie searched the guys and quickly focused on Dean. Theresa was right. He looked really good with his shirt off. He knew it, too, because there was no reason to have his shirt off. He was clearly proud of his abs and knew that going shirtless would attract the sorts of stares he was looking for.

    “You want that body on top of you, don’t you?” Theresa asked.

    “Yes,” Callie admitted.

    “You’re not the only one,” Theresa said.

    It didn’t take much effort to see that Theresa was right. A handful of girls were watching Dean and his friends and they almost all wore nakedly lusty looks on their faces. Callie was right on the verge of feeling jealous when Dean looked her way and smiled. He waved at her and beckoned for her to come over.

    “Your side piece wants you,” Theresa said with a smile. “Don’t make him wait or he might turn his attention to another girl.”

    Callie knew Theresa wasn’t being entirely serious, but she still got to her feet and headed towards Dean. She liked that he seemingly wanted her. After all, there were plenty of other girls at the park he could have focused on. He didn’t, though.

    “Hey,” Dean said as Callie approached. “You look incredible. Like, truly hot as hell.”

    Callie smiled and spun around to show off her body in the bikini. She couldn’t believe she was doing it, and yet the awed look on Dean’s face made it worth it. As much as she’d first danced with and kissed Dean as a way to excite Rick, Callie couldn’t help the desire she now felt for him.

    “You look good too,” she said as her eyes wandered over his chest and abs. “Really good, in fact.”

    Dean flashed a confident smile that Callie found irresistible and said, “I’ve been thinking about you.”

    “Oh yeah?” she asked.

    Dean stepped closer and reached out to gently run his fingers over the smooth skin of her stomach. “Yeah. I can’t stop thinking about the way you kiss. It’s different than other girls I’ve kissed.”

    He pulled her closer and Callie offered no resistance. She looked up at him and smiled. “Do you want to kiss me?”

    Dean nodded, tilted his head, and leaned down. His lips met hers and his hands moved to her lower back to pull her closer. Callie welcomed his tongue into her mouth as Dean pressed his pelvis into hers. She felt his cock grow almost instantly and when he unleashed a quiet moan into her mouth she gladly returned it.

    “I want to do more than kiss you,” Dean said as their lips parted. “So much more.”

    Callie wanted it too, but she’d promised Rick she wouldn’t.

    “Let me take you on a date,” Dean said. “A proper date.”

    He didn’t seem to care that she had a boyfriend. Callie wanted to be offended on Rick’s behalf, but mostly she was overcome with desire. “Okay,” she said.

    “How about tonight?” Dean asked.

    “That sounds good,” Callie replied.

    He kissed her again and Callie lost herself in it. She wasn’t sure how she’d explain the date to Rick, but she could always cancel if she couldn’t get him on board. In the moment, though, all she wanted to do was enjoy kissing the hot guy with the perfect body.

    “A date?” Rick asked.

    Callie looked back at him from her dresser and said, “Yeah, but not a real date.” She pulled out a semi-sheer sleeveless blouse and held it against her body while looking in the mirror.

    “What does that mean?” Rick asked from her bed.

    Callie spun around and said, “What do you think of this top?”

    Rick studied it for a moment and replied, “I could give a better answer if I saw it on you, though you look hot in everything, Callie, so I’m sure you’d look hot in that.”

    Callie smiled. It was, in a way, the answer she was looking for. If Rick was really upset, he would have told her not to wear the top, or any top, for that matter. He would have told her that she couldn’t go on the date. He might have been a little upset, but she suspected he was a little bit turned on, too.

    Callie unbuttoned the blouse and put it on. Her bra was visible through the soft, delicate material and she quite liked that. Judging by the look on his face, Rick liked it too. “So, how do I look?” she asked.

    “You look incredible,” he said.

    Callie smiled and crossed the room. She crawled into her bed, straddled Rick, and said, “When I say it’s not a real date, I mean that I’m not interested in dating Dean.”

    “So why are you going on a date with him?” Rick asked.

    Callie sat up and subtly moved her hips over his crotch in a shameless attempt to arouse him. “Because I know it turns you on.”

    “That’s not true,” Rick said, though his erection was strong evidence to the contrary.

    Callie smiled and leaned forward as her hips continued to grind over his crotch. “You like it when I talk about Dean while you’re fucking me. I know you do. You fuck me harder when I talk about him. You cum harder when I talk about him.”

    Rick groaned and Callie was certain she saw pleasure wash across his face.

    “I like it too,” she said. “I cum harder when I talk about him.”

    Rick groaned louder and grabbed her ass.

    “I like that you’re kind of kinky,” she continued. “I like that you fuck me harder when I talk about another guy. I like that it turns you on. I think it’s going to turn you on even more knowing that I’m going on a date with him tonight. I think you’re going to think about me the entire time I’m gone. I think you’re going to be desperate for me by the time I get back. I think you’re going to fuck me harder than you’ve ever fucked me before. I think you’re going to cum harder than you’ve ever come before.”

    Rick slipped his fingers under the waistband of Callie’s jeans and grabbed her ass. He squeezed hard and thrust his hips upwards like he was trying to fuck her.

    “Am I right?” she asked.

    Rick nodded.

    Callie smiled and leaned down to kiss him. She moved her hips faster and he groaned into her mouth. For a moment Callie wondered if she might make him cum in his pants. She’d never done that to a guy before. She stopped herself, though. She had enough experience with guys to know that Rick would lose interest in her going on a date with Dean if she made him cum.

    Callie sat up and her hips came to a rest. Rick pulled his hands from her pants and ran them up her blouse until he held her breasts. Callie seized on the opportunity and asked, “Should I let Dean touch me like that tonight?”

    Rick closed his eyes and groaned. He moved his hips like he was trying to generate more of that pleasurable friction.

    “Is that a yes?” she asked. “Do you like the idea of Dean touching my tits tonight?”

    Rick nodded without opening his eyes. It was like he couldn’t quite bear looking at Callie as he admitted to what turned him on. That was fine with her, though. She knew he was probably still insecure about it.

    “What if he wants to unbutton my blouse?” she asked. “What if he wants to slip a hand into my bra and play with my tits? Would you like that?”

    “Yes,” Rick said. It was one word, but Callie could hear the mixture of desire and what seemed a little bit like agony in his voice, like he was fighting some sort of battle in his head and admitting that he found the idea arousing was painful.

    Callie took Rick’s hands in hers and said, “Look at me.” He opened his eyes and she lifted his fingers to her lips and kissed them. “You’re the one that’s going to fuck me tonight. Don’t forget that. I’m going on a date with him for fun. When it’s over, I’m coming to your dorm room and I’m going to give myself to you, not him. You know that, right?”

    “I do,” Rick said.

    “And that excites you, doesn’t it?” she asked.

    Rick smiled and nodded. “It does.”

    “I am going to kiss him, though,” Callie added. “And I’m probably going to let him play with my tits. It’s going to feel good, too. It’s going to turn me on. I’m going to be wet when I show up at your dorm room. I’m going to be wet for you. You’re going to fuck me hard, right? You’re going to fuck me like I need, right?”

    “Yes,” Rick said.

    “You’d fuck me right now, wouldn’t you?” Callie asked.

    “Yes I would,” Rick replied.

    “I know you would. And you’d fuck me hard, too. You’d fuck me just like I need to be fucked. You’d fuck me like the last few times you’ve fucked me.” Callie climbed off of him, tucked the blouse into her jeans, and added, “But you’ll just have to wait. Now, I need to go, which means you need to go.”

    Rick got up and Callie pulled him close and offered a lingering, lusty kiss that she hoped he’d think about while she was on her date with Dean.

    “It would make me happy if you thought about me while I was on my date,” Callie said.

    Rick was hard again. She reached down and squeezed his cock. He nodded. “I will.”

    “I’ll see you soon,” Callie said. “And when I do, I’m going to make you feel so good. I promise.”

    Rick smiled and turned towards the door. Callie gave him a smack on the ass and watched him leave. She felt giddy at the idea of showing up at his room with a naughty story to tell and a wet pussy that needed to be fucked. Of course, she was also excited at the prospect of making out with Dean again, and if he wanted she was absolutely going to let him play with her tits. What a night it promised to be.
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    “Does it feel good?” Callie asked as she took Rick’s cock in her pussy.

    Rick nodded and said, “You’re so wet.”

    Callie put her hands on Rick’s chest and smiled as she gently slid her pussy back and forth over his cock, rubbing her clit into his pubic bone as she did. She moaned as Rick’s fingers moved over the soft material of her blouse – she hadn’t bothered taking it off before climbing into his bed – and towards her breasts.

    Callie closed her eyes, smiled, and said, “I’m soaked. Do you know why I’m soaked, Rick? Do you know why my pussy is drenched?”

    Rick knew why. Of course he knew why. Callie wanted him to say it, though. She knew he was thinking about it. She knew it turned him on. Well, she was almost certain it turned him on. He still didn’t seem entirely willing to admit it, but all signs pointed to Rick loving the fact that she was doing a little bit of fooling around with another guy.

    Rick’s fingers found their way to her breasts and he gently squeezed them through the thin, soft material of her blouse and bra. Callie moaned at his touch, though she couldn’t help but think of a certain someone who’d enjoyed the pleasure of playing with her breasts that evening.

    Callie looked down at her boyfriend and said, “That feels good. Does it feel good to touch my tits?”

    “Yes,” Rick said. His excitement was obvious, but Callie saw something else in his eyes, too, like he was a little apprehensive. She knew he was turned on, though. She was almost certain he’d spent his night thinking about her being on a date with another man. He had to have been. He was hard almost as soon as they hit the bed.

    “I like having my tits touched,” Callie said before moaning as Rick squeezed her breast a little harder. She closed her eyes and thought of Dean doing the same thing. She thought of how he’d kissed her as he’d deftly unbuttoned her blouse and slipped a hand inside. She thought of how hard her heart had pounded as it all unfolded and how wet it had left her.

    Rick’s hands moved down her torso and towards her ass. He grabbed two handfuls of her soft flesh and pulled upwards. He wanted Callie to ride him. He wanted to feel more than the mild pleasure of her pussy gently grinding back and forth over his cock. Callie wanted that too, but she was determined to get Rick to confess his desire before she gave him what he wanted.

    “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” Callie asked.

    “Yes,” Rick answered. He tried to lift her off his cock, to thrust up into her, but she wouldn’t give him what she wanted. She wasn’t going to grant him that pleasure until he gave her what she wanted.

    “Why am I wet, Rick?” she asked. “Tell me why my pussy is wet. Tell me why it feels so good around your cock.”

    A pained looked crossed his face, though Callie was certain she saw desire in there too. The way he was grasping her ass certainly felt like he was overwhelmed with lust. Callie leaned forward and kissed his neck. She moaned and gently rode his cock, giving him just a taste of what he wanted.

    “You’re not the first man to play with my tits tonight,” she whispered, eliciting a moan from her boyfriend. It wasn’t a moan of agony, though. Callie was certain of that. It was a moan of pleasure. If she couldn’t get him to admit that he was turned on by her date, at least Callie could have a little fun. After all, it wasn’t just Rick that found the idea of her going on a date with another guy thrilling. There was a reason Callie was wet before she’d even gotten to his dorm.

    “Do you like that, Rick?” Callie asked. “Do you like that another man had his hands on my tits tonight? Do you like that he unbuttoned my blouse and slipped a hand into my bra and played with my tits?”

    Rick moaned again. This time it was louder and it struck Callie as far lustier. She sat up and unbuttoned her blouse. She reached into her shirt and slipped three fingers into her bra. She squeezed her soft, perky flesh and moaned, just like she’d done when Dean played with her tits.

    “Is that…is that what he did?” Rick asked.

    Callie smiled. Rick wanted to know more. He wanted a little bit of detail. “Yes,” she said. “We went back to his room after our date. We were on his couch. We were kissing and he unbuttoned my shirt just like I said I’d let him do.” Callie moved her hips as she watched Rick’s face. She gently milked his cock with her slick pussy and it seemed that he couldn’t look away from her. “He reached into my shirt and at first he played with my tits over the bra. He squeezed them gently. He found my nipple and rubbed it in the most exquisite way. I moaned when he did that, Rick. I moaned into his mouth.”

    Rick moaned as Callie told her story. He ran his fingers up her smooth, warm thighs and gently pushed them into her flesh like he was offering a massage. To her it felt like an expression of his desperation. She could see that he wanted to fuck her, that he probably would have enjoyed flipping Callie onto her back and pounding her until they both came, but she wasn’t willing to let him do that, though.

    “Then his fingers found their way into my bra,” Callie continued as she gently grasped a nipple between two fingers and pulled on it. “He played with my tits, Rick. We kissed as he played with my tits. We made out, really. It was…well…” Callie trailed off with a smile.

    “It was what?” Rick asked.

    “It was hot,” Callie said. “It was incredibly hot. I went on a date with Dean and we made out in his room and I let him play with my tits and it was all incredibly hot.”

    Rick grabbed her ass again. He lifted Callie off his cock and this time she let him. He thrust up into her, fucking her hard and fast. It felt fantastically good and Callie couldn’t help but enjoy the wild look of lust on her boyfriend’s face. She liked that her date with Dean had built that lust. She liked that the more turned on he got the less he seemed able to resist the allure of what was clearly his kink.

    Callie sat down on his cock before Rick could get all the way to his orgasm. She didn’t want him cumming yet. She wanted to have a little more fun. He unleashed a frustrated groan and Callie could see it on his face, but she knew he wasn’t mad at her. He was simply going a little bit crazy with desire.

    “Do you think I’m beautiful?” Callie asked.

    “Yes, you’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” Rick replied.

    “Dean thinks I’m beautiful,” she said. “Tonight he told me he’s never wanted a girl as much as he wants me.”

    Callie watched a host of emotions wash over Rick’s face, though she couldn’t quite place them all.

    “How does that make you feel, Rick?” she asked. “Do you like that another man wants your girlfriend?”

    “What…what do you mean, he wants you?” Rick asked.

    Callie smiled, grabbed Rick’s wrists, and gently leaned down and pinned them above his head. She rode his cock at an achingly slow pace and asked, “What do you think that means, sweetie?”

    Rick didn’t offer an answer, though Callie knew what he was thinking because he knew what Dean meant. Of course he did.

    “Do you think it means he wants to fuck me?” she asked. “Is that what he was saying? Was Dean saying that he wants to fuck me? Was he saying that he wants to fuck your girlfriend?”

    Rick reached his breaking point. He freed his wrists from her grasp and deftly flipped Callie onto her back. She squealed in delight as his cock found its way into her pussy once more. Callie wrapped her legs around him and Rick fucked her with wild abandon.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Fuck me. Fuck my pussy.” Pleasure rocketed through her body as Rick claimed what he craved. The sex was electric and Callie knew it was fueled by the kinky energy generated by her date with Dean. She thought of the two men she was into as Rick fucked her. She wondered if Dean would fuck her differently, if there was any chance he’d be better. He had a hotter body, but that didn’t necessarily mean he’d be any good. Callie was relatively certain he would be, though.

    “Fuck…Callie…your pussy, it’s fucking perfect,” Rick said. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

    “Don’t you want to know if I want him?” Callie asked.

    Rick groaned and fucked her harder.

    “Don’t you want to know if I want Dean as badly as he wants me? Don’t you want to know if your girlfriend wants another man to fuck her?” Callie asked.

    Rick fucked her harder, seemingly spurred on by her question. She could barely think straight. Every inch of her body was alive with pleasure. Every thrust brought her closer to what was certain to be a spectacular orgasm. Eventually Callie reached a place where she couldn’t speak. All she could do was wrap her legs around Rick and ride out the sex until she climaxed.

    It happened soon enough. Callie came first. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. The orgasm ripped through her as she kicked open her legs, curled her toes, and dug her fingernails into Rick’s back. He came soon after, burying his cock inside her and unloading as Callie grabbed his ass and held it tight.

    A sense of warmth and deep satisfaction quickly enveloped her body as the sound of Rick’s heavy breathing filled her ears. His legs twitched a handful of times and Callie kissed his neck and released her grip on his ass to run her hands over his back and through his hair.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “It was,” Rick replied.

    Not long after, he pulled out and they cuddled up together to indulge in a bit of pillow talk. Her date with Dean wasn’t mentioned, though he did pop up in Callie’s dreams that night.

    “So, what, are you dating two guys now?” Theresa asked as she and Callie made their way across campus.

    “No,” Callie said. “Dean’s not a guy I’d ever date. Not in a serious way, at least.”

    “So, you’re just being a slut,” Theresa said.

    Callie looked at her friend and saw a big grin on her face. She laughed and playfully shoved Theresa. “You’re such a bitch sometimes.”

    “Hey, I’m not the one hooking up with two guys on the same night,” Theresa replied with a smile. “Seriously, though, I’m just jealous. It’s been a little too long since I hooked up with a guy and I’m feeling it. So, congrats, I guess. I just can’t believe Rick is into it.”

    “He still won’t admit it, believe it or not,” Callie said. “He’s into it – believe me, he’s definitely into it – but I still can’t get him to say it. He should know by now that I don’t care that he’s into it. If anything, I like it. I don’t get why he won’t admit that he likes it. I feel like we could have even more fun if he just said he was into it.”

    “Can you blame him?” Theresa asked. “What sort of guy would admit to being into his girlfriend hooking up with someone else? I mean, guys aren’t supposed to be into that. Hell, no one is supposed to be into that. Have you ever met a guy or a girl who would be into that sort of thing?”

    “No,” Callie said. She took a moment to consider if she’d be into that sort of thing – it only seemed fair, after all – but the idea did nothing for her. That didn’t mean she’d be mad if that’s what Rick wanted – again, it only seemed fair – but it certainly wasn’t a source of arousal for her.

    “I have to ask, was it good with Dean? Like, was it what it seems like it would be?” Theresa said.

    Callie smiled as she thought about how it had been so much better with Dean than she expected. He was an excellent kisser – she already knew that, of course – and he was exceptionally good with his hands. “What does it seem like it would be?”

    Theresa turned and offered a look of disbelief, like Callie was being disingenuous. “Hot, Callie. It seems like it would be really hot to make out with a guy like that. He’s fucking gorgeous, and that body of his.”

    Callie couldn’t help but smile. Theresa was right about Dean’s body. She’d spent more than a little time running her fingers over his arms – he’d been in short sleeves, of course – and there was no question the muscles were arousing. “Yes, of course it was hot.” They both laughed.

    “So, what’s the plan here, if you don’t mind me asking?” Theresa said. “I mean, are you going on another date with Dean? Was it just a one and done kind of thing to amp up the fun with Rick?”

    Callie stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and turned to her friend. “I haven’t said this to Rick, but I can’t stop thinking about Dean. Like, in the kind of way where it’s pretty clear that your body wants a guy, you know? I keep having sex dreams about him. He pops into my head in class. I thought it would just be a onetime thing, like you said, but he kept telling me how badly he wants me, when we were hooking up, I mean. It planted this idea in my head and I can’t seem to get it out.”

    Theresa looked excited, like the idea of her friend having more fun with Dean thrilled her. “Wait, are you saying you want to fuck him?”

    Callie nodded and felt an instant sense of guilt. “Am I the worst girlfriend in the world?”

    “Not if your boyfriend is actually into you fucking someone else,” Theresa replied. “Though if he won’t admit it, I guess you can’t be entirely certain he’s actually into it.”

    Callie could feel the desire building again. She’d already masturbated once that day while thinking about Dean and the need was growing all over again. She kept replaying their hookup in her mind. She could feel his hand in her bra. She could feel him playing with her nipples. She could feel the way he kissed her. She could feel his muscles under her fingers as she caressed him. It was utterly intoxicating and in the three days since the date she’d had a hard time going more than a few hours without thinking about him.

    “You know,” Theresa said, “you could just fuck him. I mean, it’s not like you’re going to marry Rick. If you want to fuck Dean, then fuck him. If Rick gets pissed, then the relationship ends, you fuck Dean for a month or two, and then move on to someone new.”

    Callie was a little taken aback at her friend’s rather harsh recommendation.

    “Sorry,” Theresa quickly added. “That was a fucked up thing to say, wasn’t it?”

    “No,” Callie said. “I mean, yes, a little, but it’s not crazy. I went on a date with another guy, hooked up with him, and then told my boyfriend all about it. It’s not like this is a typical situation, you know? I mean, I keep saying that Rick is really into it, and I’m pretty sure he is, but the thing I’m not talking about, I guess, is that I’m really into it too. The sex with Rick is better now that I’m fooling around with Dean. Like, a lot better.”

    “Really?” Theresa asked.

    “Yeah,” Callie said. “Is that fucked up? Am I fucked up?”

    Theresa put her arm around Callie and pulled her close as they headed down the sidewalk once more. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. I meant the thing about being in college, and I guess I meant the thing about not marrying Rick. College is about having fun, meeting lots of new people, and discovering all kinds of new shit about yourself. I mean, compared to the stories my sister told me about her college years, the stuff you’re doing is nothing. People get into way crazier shit. I say you pursue what feels good, and if Rick is too much of a coward to actually admit that he’s turned on by all of this, then it’s his loss, right?”

    “It is,” Callie said, though she couldn’t quite shake the idea that it would be her loss too. After all, part of what made the idea of fucking Dean so exciting was that she’d get to go back to Rick and tell him about it. There was something about that particular pleasure that Callie couldn’t get enough of, which meant her only real option was to get Rick to give her permission to do a whole lot more with Dean.
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    Callie put her hands on Rick’s chest and moved her pussy in slow, small circles with his cock buried inside her. He closed his eyes and moaned and she smiled at the sheer pleasure on her boyfriend’s face.

    Then, out of nowhere, Dean popped into her head. Callie thought of having his hard, muscular body beneath her. She thought of putting her hands on Dean’s chest and running them over his abs. She thought of doing it while he was the one inside her, while he was the one moaning as she milked him with her tight pussy.

    Callie closed her eyes and surrendered to the thought. She took Rick’s hands and placed them on her breasts. He played with her soft, sensitive flesh just as she knew he would. Callie moaned for her boyfriend, but she was really moaning for another man, a man she couldn’t yet have.

    “Callie…fuck…I’m close,” Rick said.

    Callie was ready. She was right on the verge of cumming and when she uttered the words Rick loved to hear, he’d be ready too. Callie pictured Dean in her mind, though. She pictured uttering the words to him. She pictured him having the reaction Rick would have. “Cum inside me,” she said.

    Rick’s unleashed a series of grunts and groans as he unleashed in Callie’s pussy. She joined him in climaxing, but she imagined Dean beneath her. She imagined his big cock cumming inside her. She imagined his hands on her breasts. She imagined his grunts and groans filling her room. She came harder than usual.

    When Callie opened her eyes Rick wore the hazy, happy smile of a man that had just experienced a great orgasm.

    “That was incredible,” he said. “You’re incredible. I don’t know what it was, but there was something about you tonight that was…I don’t know, hotter than usual. It was like you were fucking with a different kind of energy.”

    Callie knew she couldn’t tell Rick what she’d been thinking about as they fucked. He still wasn’t ready for her to have sex with Dean – he might never be in that place – and telling him about her fantasy right after Rick had cum would have been disastrous.

    “I’m glad to hear you enjoyed it,” Callie said as she leaned down. She kissed her boyfriend and his fingers moved down her bare, damp skin of her back and grasped her ass. “I enjoyed it too.”

    They kissed again and Rick asked, “What time is it?”

    Callie grabbed her phone and answered, “It’s a little after eight. Why? Do you have somewhere you need to be?”

    “Yeah,” Rick said with a smile. “I told you I had a late night thing with my biology lab partner. We have to work on our paper. It’s the only free time he had.”

    “I guess I should let you go, then,” Callie replied. “I can’t have my boyfriend failing out of college because he was so distracted by my pussy.”

    Rick laughed. “If I was going to fail out, I’d be honored if it was your pussy that caused it.”

    Callie grabbed her panties and held them against her pussy as she lifted off of Rick’s cock. His cum ran out of her and into the soft cotton as she stepped out of the bed and headed for the bathroom.

    “Will I see you tomorrow?” Rick asked.

    “Yeah,” Callie replied as she sat on the toilet. “Let’s get lunch. If you’re lucky I’ll take you back here and rock your world again. How does that sound?”

    Rick popped his head into the bathroom, leaned down to give Callie a kiss, and said, “I’ll see you then.”

    He hurried out of her room and Callie looked down at her phone. She pulled up her messages with Dean and scanned through his many declarations of desire. He was surprisingly eloquent for a guy that seemed like a typical meathead and while Callie was certain Dean wasn’t much more than a horny frat guy, he did a good job of making her feel like she was more than just a piece of ass he was chasing.

    Despite having just climaxed on Rick’s cock, Callie felt the stirrings of desire as she read Dean’s texts. Even if she was just a piece of ass to him, he wanted her and Callie felt the same way. She didn’t feel right about fucking Dean without Rick’s permission, but she could have a little fun with him.

    “I want to see you,” she texted. “Now.”

    “Just tell me where and I’ll be there,” Dean replied just a few seconds later.

    “Come to my room,” Callie replied.

    “See you soon,” Dean texted.

    Callie wiped, flushed the remnants of Rick’s cum down the toilet, and rushed to her dresser to put on something sexy for Dean. She went with a black lace bodysuit she’d picked up a few weeks prior and slipped into the only three inch heels she owned. Callie wasn’t going to fuck Dean, but she was going to try and blow his mind. She felt a kind of desperation for him and she knew it would be thrilling to see and feel how badly he wanted her before she made him cum. Plus, in a way, he’d already made her cum that night. It just so happened that Rick’s cock was inside her when it happened.

    True to his word, Dean made exceptionally good time, knocking on her door less than five minutes after she’d texted him. Callie grabbed the handle, took a deep breath, and pulled it open. She put a hand on her hip and stood there in her lingerie and heels as Dean’s eyes went wide while scanning her from head to toe.

    “Holy shit,” he said. “You look fucking gorgeous.”

    “Yeah?” Callie asked. “You think so?”

    Dean nodded and stepped into the room. The door closed behind him and he reached out, put a hand on her waist, and pulled her closer. They kissed as Callie ground her pelvis into his, discovering his already-erect cock in the process.

    “You know, I wasn’t sure we’d get to do this again,” Dean said.

    “I wasn’t either,” Callie replied. “But, the truth is, I want you, Dean.”

    “I want you too,” he said. “I’ve wanted you since the first time we met.”

    His strong hands grasped Callie’s ass and she moaned. Their lips met and his tongue slipped into her mouth. Callie sucked on it and Dean moaned. She reached down and slipped a hand into his pants. Her fingers found the stiff, warm flesh of his cock and Dean moaned louder into her mouth.

    “Holy shit,” he said. “Callie…fuck, that feels so good.”

    Callie pulled her hand from his jeans and said, “Take your pants off. Get in my bed. I’m going to make you feel good.” Her heart pounded as the words left her lips. She wasn’t entirely sure why, but having Dean in her room – having him lie where Rick was not more than 20 minutes ago – thrilled her in unexpected ways.

    Dean stripped with remarkable speed and crawled into Callie’s bed. She admired his muscular naked body and his big, throbbing cock for a few moments before sauntering over and crawling into the bed. She kissed her way down his body, starting with his neck and taking her time as she moved past his chest, his rock hard stomach, and towards his crotch.

    “You have such a beautiful cock,” Callie said as she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and pressed her lips against the plump head. “It’s perfect.” Dean looked down and Callie took him in her mouth. She held his gaze while running her tongue over the underside of his cock head. She sucked hard and he arched his back and groaned like he’d never felt anything so pleasurable.

    “Fuck, Callie,” he said. “That feels amazing.”

    Callie felt a wild kind of arousal as she sucked Dean’s cock. She loved that he was in her bed. She loved that his cock was in her mouth. She loved that she had him moaning and writhing in pleasure. She loved that Rick had no idea any of it was unfolding, either. It all felt so kinky and naughty and it drove Callie to work even harder to make Dean feel good.

    She soaked his shaft with her saliva, wrapped her fingers tightly around it, and moved her hand up and down in concert with her mouth. The slippery sounds of her sucking and stroking filled the room and Dean’s wild moans added an extra layer of aural pleasure to the proceedings.

    Sensing that Dean might cum, Callie pulled her mouth from his cock and kissed her way down his shaft. She dropped to her stomach between his legs and kissed his balls as she looked up at him.

    “Does my mouth feel good?” she asked.

    Dean looked down and nodded. “Callie, you’re fucking amazing.”

    She took one of his balls into her mouth and sucked gently while teasing the head of his cock with her slippery fingers. She moaned, batted her eyes at Dean, and soaked his testicle in her saliva.

    Callie thought of Rick as she sucked Dean’s balls. She thought of how he seemed both turned on and pained at the notion of her hooking up with Dean. She thought of how hard he/d cum in the past when she told him about her desire for Dean and how he sometimes seemed embarrassed afterwards.

    Then Callie thought of how hard she came when she talked to Rick about being with Dean. She thought of how the thing that really thrilled her was being with both guys. She wasn’t normally the sort of girl that loved giving head, and yet she was overwhelmed with desire while sucking Dean’s cock.

    It all seemed so simple in that moment. What Callie wanted was both guys. She wanted to tease and toy with Rick. She wanted to drive him crazy with the idea of her fucking another guy and she wanted to lure him to that place where he fucked her with wild abandon while seemingly trying to convince her it wasn’t worth being with someone else.

    Callie wanted Dean, too. She wanted his hard body. She wanted his muscles. She wanted his abs. She wanted his big cock. She wanted to know what it was like to fuck him. She wanted to try every imaginable position with him. She wanted to explore every corner of her desire and she wanted to do it with both guys. So that’s what she decided she was going to do, no matter what it took.

    Callie kissed and licked her way back up Dean’s shaft, sucked gently on the head, and then said, “I want to make you feel good, Dean. I want to worship your beautiful cock. I want you to cum in my mouth.”

    Dean answered with a groan as Callie sucked hard on the head of his cock. She played with his balls and stroked his shaft. She worked him for his load. She wanted to feel it on her tongue. She wanted to swallow for him. She wanted to suck off another man while her boyfriend was doing homework with his lab partner.

    “Fuck, Callie, here it comes,” Dean said.

    The head of his cock swelled up as Callie pulled back and ran her tongue over the underside. Dean groaned and unloaded. He grabbed the bed sheets and arched his back as he launched volley after volley of cum into her mouth. Callie kept her lips sealed tight around his cock and caught it all.

    When he was finished, Callie pulled her mouth from his cock, swallowed, and asked, “Was that good?”

    “That was the best blowjob I’ve ever had,” Dean replied. “Holy shit. I mean, everything about this was amazing. The lingerie. The heels. The blowjob. You. You’re fucking incredible, Callie.”

    She smiled, licked one last drop of cum from the tip of his cock, and said, “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.”

    “Can I go down on you?” Dean asked.

    Callie smiled again, in part because his offer was clearly genuine. “I’m sure I would enjoy that, but I actually had a little fun with my boyfriend earlier tonight so you shouldn’t be going down there.”

    Dean returned her smile. “Wait a minute, you fucked your boyfriend and then invited me over?”

    Callie nodded. “I hope that’s okay.”

    “Yeah, that’s okay. That’s awesome,” he said.

    “You like that I invited you over after fucking him, don’t you?” she asked.

    Dean nodded.

    “You’re hotter than he is, you know,” she said. “Your dick is bigger, too.”

    “Is that why you invited me over? To play with a bigger dick than the one your boyfriend has?” Dean asked.

    Callie smiled. “That’s one reason. If I’m being honest, I was thinking about you while my boyfriend was inside me. So, in a way, you’ve already made me cum tonight and I was just returning the favor.”

    “Damn, Callie, you are a lot wilder than I thought when I first met you,” Dean said with an amused look on his face. “I understand you not wanting me to go down on you and I assume you’re not ready for sex yet, but I’d still love to make you cum. I’m pretty good with my fingers and I’m pretty sure I can get you off. How about you let me give it a try?”

    A naughty idea popped into Callie’s head. “I’ll do it, but on one condition.”

    “Anything,” Dean replied.

    “I want to text my boyfriend while you’re doing it. I want to tell him I sucked you off and that your fingers are inside me,” Callie said.

    “I’m down for that,” Dean replied.

    “You’re not worried that my boyfriend might get mad?” Callie asked.

    Dean laughed. “I’ve seen your boyfriend. I’m sure he’s a nice guy, but he’s not exactly threatening, you know? Even if he gets mad, what could he do to me?”

    Callie found Dean’s confidence exceedingly arousing, which sealed it for her. She needed to cum and if he was offering his fingers she was more than happy to let him use them. She hopped out of the bed, stripped from her bodysuit, and grabbed her phone. A moment later she was on her back in the bed, Dean’s hard body was pressed against hers, and his fingers were working her clit with the expertise he’d promised.

    “You really are good with your fingers,” she said.

    Dean kissed her neck and said, “I told you I was. I’m smart enough to know that if a guy wants to keep seeing a girl then the best thing he can do is make her cum hard, preferably multiple times.”

    “That’s a good policy,” Callie said.

    They kissed and she moaned into Dean’s mouth as he slipped two fingers into her pussy and continued to work her clit with a third.

    “Go ahead and text your boyfriend,” he said.

    Callie grabbed her phone from the bed and typed out a message to Rick: “I invited Dean to my room. I put on lingerie for him. I sucked his cock in the bed you just fucked me in. I swallowed his cum. Now he’s fingering me. He’s going to make your girlfriend cum.”

    She sent the message and kissed Dean again. Their tongues danced as pleasure emanated from between her legs while he worked her pussy like a man that had made many women cum.

    “Wait, he’s with you right now?” Rick replied.

    Callie moaned as the pleasure continued to build between her legs. Dean kissed his way to her breasts and took one of his nipples between her lips. “He is,” she texted. “His fingers are in my pussy. He’s playing with my clit. He’s sucking on my tits. He’s going to make me cum so fucking hard.”

    “God damn this feels good,” Callie said.

    “Just think of how it will feel when you finally let me fuck you,” Dean replied.

    He was clearly feeling emboldened by their time together that night and Callie loved it. “Yeah? Are you going to fuck me good when I finally let you inside me?”

    “Damn right I am,” Dean said. “I’ll fuck you better than your boyfriend ever has. I might fuck you better than any guy ever has.”

    Callie picked up her phone again. “Dean says when I finally let him fuck me he’s going to do it better than you. He says he’s going to fuck me better than any man ever has.”

    Callie closed her eyes and moaned as Dean brought her right to the precipice of a climax. Her phone buzzed. “I can’t concentrate. This is driving me crazy. Can I come over when you’re done with him?” Rick texted.

    “Do you want to fuck me again, Rick?” she replied. “Do you want to show me that you can fuck me better than Dean?”

    “Yes,” Rick texted. “I’m hard. Is that fucked up?”

    “I’ll let you know when I’m done with him,” Callie replied.

    She put her phone aside and let Dean put her over the top. Her body trembled with sensual delight as he bathed her in pleasure with his fingers and tongue. She unleashed a long, low, loud scream that anyone walking by her door would have heard. Callie didn’t give a damn. She was cumming and cumming hard and it felt fucking fantastic.

    “That was good, wasn’t it?” Dean asked as Callie’s chest heaved.

    “It was good enough that I have an inkling to go down on you again,” she said. “You deserve another orgasm after making me feel so fucking good.”

    “Doesn’t your boyfriend want to come over?” Dean asked.

    Callie rolled Dean onto his back and moved between his legs. “He can wait,” she said while stroking his cock. “I want to make you cum again, and I’ve decided that I should get to have what I want.”

    Dean smiled. “I’m not going to argue with that.”

    Callie went to work on his cock for the second time that night as a potent kind of erotic energy swirled through her body. She was riding high on a new kind of lust and she was going to keep chasing it until exhaustion overtook her.
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    “Does that feel good?” Rick asked as he fucked Callie with hard, deep thrusts.

    She smiled and nodded. He was fucking her exactly as she’d hoped he would after she returned from a naughty session with Dean. She’d texted Rick countless times while sucking Dean’s cock, getting fingered, and sucking him again. She’d done so in the hope of making her boyfriend jealous and horny and now she was reaping the benefits of her naughty little plan.

    “Were you jealous?” she asked. “Were you jealous that I was busy sucking Dean’s cock while you were sitting in your bed and staring at your phone and waiting for me to text?”

    “Yes,” Rick answered as he fucked her harder.

    Callie liked it when her boyfriend fucked her hard. She suspected it would be even better if Dean was the one between her legs, but Rick was good, especially when he was driven by a mixture of jealousy and what seemed to be his genuine arousal at the idea of her fooling around with someone else. After all, Rick new Callie had just sucked someone else off twice and he was all over her the moment she stepped into the room.

    “Do you want to fuck him?” Rick asked.

    “Yes,” Callie answered. “I want to feel his cock inside me, Rick. I want the cock that I sucked tonight to slide into my pussy and pound me. I want to feel Dean’s hard, muscular body on top of mine. I want to run my hands over his arms and down his back as he pounds my pussy. I want to fuck him so badly.”

    Callie watched her boyfriend’s face as she confessed her desire for the frat guy. She was almost certain that Rick was turned on by her desire. He definitely wasn’t angry. That would have been easy to see on his face. He was jealous, he was probably feeling a little bit of angst about the whole thing, but he was definitely turned on.

    “Fuck me harder, Rick,” she urged him. “Fuck me hard enough that I forget about Dean for a few days.”

    Rick did his best. He fucked Callie exceptionally hard and she could see that it took a lot of effort to deliver that kind of pounding. It felt good, though. Her whole body felt like it was alive with pleasure and while that wasn’t entirely because of Rick, he was at least partly responsible for it.

    “Are you close?” Rick asked.

    “Yes,” Callie answered. “I’m almost there, baby. Keep fucking me.”

    Callie closed her eyes as Rick kept on fucking her. She wanted to cum before he was finished, so she picture Dean. He was the one she hadn’t fucked yet, so the idea of having him inside her was just a little bit more exciting than fucking Rick. Callie knew what Dean’s cock looked like at that point so all she had to do was close her eyes and picture it. She could almost feel Dean’s body on top of her. She could almost feel his lips against hers as she reached down to guide him into her pussy. She could almost feel the way his hard chest and stomach would feel as he laid on top of her.

    Right as she was about to cum, Callie opened her eyes and said, “I’m thinking about Dean fucking me and it’s going to make me cum.”

    Rick’s eyes went wide and he buried his cock inside her. Callie grabbed his ass and moved her hips to generate just a little bit of friction for her clit. That was enough to get her off as Rick climaxed and filled his room with the moans of a man that was having a thoroughly enjoyable orgasm.

    “Was that good?” Callie asked.

    “Yes,” he answered. “That was really good. Really, really good.”

    Callie pulled him close and kissed his neck before smiling and wrapping her legs around him. She knew her approach to pursuing her pleasure was unusual, but she didn’t give a damn. She was having fun and so were Rick and Dean, so that was all that really mattered.

    “Okay, so, let me get this straight,” Theresa said as she picked at the salad she’d gotten from the food court. “You went down on Dean while taunting Rick via text. Dean then got you off while you were taunting Rick some more. Then you went down on Dean again. Then you went back to Rick’s room and fucked him while talking about how badly you want to fuck Dean. Did I get all that right?”

    Callie nodded as she plucked the tomato off her sandwich and dropped it on her plate before taking a bite.

    “And the sex with Rick was good?” Theresa asked.

    Callie swallowed and said, “Really good, actually. I mean, part of that was because I was thinking about Dean, but it’s not just that. I don’t know, it might be kind of fucked up, but I like teasing Rick with the idea that I want to fuck someone else. It actually turns me on. I know I would have cum hard if I’d just fucked Dean that night, but I’m not sure I would have cum harder than I did with Rick, you know?”

    “Honestly, Callie, I don’t know,” Theresa said before bursting into laughter. “I mean, how the fuck would I know? I’ve never blown a guy twice and then fucked another guy in the span of just a few hours. I know one of those guys was your boyfriend, but that’s some seriously slutty stuff you’re getting up to.”

    “You’re just jealous,” Callie said.

    “Of course I am!” Theresa replied before they both burst into laughter. “Jesus, I have a hard enough time finding one guy that can actually make me cum and you’ve got two that are more than happy to dole out orgasm after orgasm for you, and you haven’t even gotten around to fucking the hotter of the two guys.”

    “Dean really is hot,” Callie said. “Like, really fucking hot. He’s got a great cock, too.”

    “Can you share him with me?” Theresa asked playfully. “I honestly can’t remember the last time I saw a great cock, let alone had one inside me. I mean, I’m not asking for much here. Just something long, thick, and straight. The last guy I was with had the long and thick part down but it was fucking bent and it honestly hurt when he fucked me. His dick was poking into me every time. It was a miracle I didn’t kick him out of my room for trying to assault me with that bent thing.”

    Callie couldn’t help but laugh. “Sorry, sorry, I know I shouldn’t laugh,” she said. “But it’s just so funny. He probably thought he was giving it to you so good and you’re just wishing he’d cum so you wouldn’t be sore from that bent dick in the morning.” She cracked up again and Theresa tossed a handful of lettuce towards her.

    “Honestly, I’d even take Rick,” Theresa said. “He’s not exactly hot, but he sounds like he’s actually pretty good at making you cum.”

    “He’s a very hard worker,” Callie noted. “He’s more driven to get me off than almost any guy I’ve been with, actually. I think he might find it genuinely pleasurable to make me cum, which is a rare quality in the guys I’ve been with so far.”

    “No shit,” Theresa said. “And yet you can’t help but suck some other guy’s dick and then taunt him about it.”

    “He likes it,” Callie replied. “He really does. I know it seems insane, but he actually likes it. He was all over me, Theresa. The moment I stepped into his room he was on me. It wasn’t just the jealousy, either. It wasn’t like he wanted to fuck me so good that I wouldn’t think about Dean anymore. He liked that I’d just been with someone else.”

    “How can you be so sure?” Theresa asked.

    Callie smiled. “It was the kissing.”

    “The kissing?” Theresa replied.

    “Rick kissed me like he’d never kissed me before. His tongue was way more active and he kissed me more than usual, too,” Callie explained.

    “I don’t get it,” Theresa said. “Is that supposed to mean something?”

    “I told him I swallowed for Dean,” Callie said. “Twice, including once right before I went over to Rick’s room. He knew that I’d sucked Dean off not long before coming to his room and he couldn’t wait to kiss me, Theresa. He was turned on by the idea that I had some other guy’s dick in my mouth. He was fucking turned on by it. I’m sure of it.”

    A smile slowly crept over Theresa’s as she held a forkful of lettuce in front of her mouth. “Holy shit. You know what? You and Rick were made for each other. I mean, you’re totally made for each other. He’s a fucking freak and you’re clearly a slut. You’re made for each other.”

    “I don’t see what’s so bad about being a slut,” Callie said. “I’m not saying you’re using that word as an insult or anything, but I don’t see the problem. I’m in college. I’m not going to marry either of these guys and I’m not going to get pregnant, so what’s the big deal if I want to fuck two dudes at once? Most guys try to fuck every girl they meet.”

    Theresa reached across the table and took Callie’s hand. “I’m sorry if I sound judgmental. I really don’t mean to be. You’re right, there’s nothing wrong with being a slut. I think I really am just jealous. I mean, I love sex too, I just don’t love having bad sex, and I’ve had a run of bad sex lately while you seem to be living in orgasm central where all the guys just want to make you cum.”

    “It’s okay,” Callie said. “I’m not mad.” She took another bite of her sandwich and pondered the idea Theresa had thrown out as a joke earlier. “Is it sex you need, or would you take a guy going down on you?”

    “What college guy would go down on a girl without reciprocation? I mean, I like getting head, but I’m actually not crazy about giving it, to be honest,” Theresa replied.

    “I think Rick would,” Callie said. “Especially if I asked him to. I’m not as sure that he’d be eager to fuck someone else, to be honest – he doesn’t strike me as the kind of guy that actually likes the idea of sleeping around, but you never know.”

    “Oh, I couldn’t…I mean, he’s your boyfriend, right? Wouldn’t that be weird?” Theresa asked.

    Callie gave her friend’s question genuine consideration before replying, “I honestly don’t know. Would it be weird that he’d have seen us both naked? Probably not. Would it be weird that he’d have made us both orgasm? Probably not. I don’t even think it would be weird that he’d have fucked both of us if you could convince him to go all the way. Like I said, we’re in college. We’re here to learn, to have fun, to have experiences before real life starts. If you really want a guy to give you a good orgasm, I’m pretty sure I could get Rick to make that happen.”

    Theresa stared at her long enough that Callie took another bite of her sandwich and happily chewed as her friend silently processed the idea.

    “Are you serious about this?” Theresa asked.

    Callie nodded. “Yeah. I think we could even have some fun with it, to be honest. Maybe I could bring Rick to a party at Dean’s frat. Dean and I could dance or doing a little kissing in the corner while you’re with Rick. You could do a little bit of teasing and get him all excited and then I could disappear upstairs with Dean and you could take Rick to a room and have fun with him. I’ll have told him beforehand that I want him to make you cum and then you can try and get him to do that in whatever way you please.”

    “Holy shit, you’re really serious about this,” Theresa said.

    “Why not?” Callie asked. “What’s going to happen? We’re both going to have great orgasms, that’s it. At worst Rick gets more upset than I’d like. Again, I’m not going to marry him. I’m having fun and so is he. I don’t want to break up with him, but if he breaks up with me because I let him fuck my friend, that would be pretty surprising.”

    “Okay, I’m in,” Theresa said. “This is pretty crazy, but I’m in.”

    “Are you hard for me?” Callie asked. She knew the answer. Dean was definitely hard for her. She could feel his cock pressing into her stomach and they’d just shared a rather passionate kiss with dozens of partygoers around them.

    “I am,” he answered with a smile.

    Callie returned his smile and said, “I like that. Are you thinking about how good I made you feel the last time we were together?”

    She kissed his neck and Dean moaned. They weren’t the only ones at the part fooling around. It tended to happen at almost every frat party, so Callie didn’t feel out of place.

    “You know I am,” Dean said. “I can’t help it. Though, I’ll admit that I kind of like that you brought your boyfriend and yet you’re here kissing me.”

    Callie laughed. “I like that too, though he’s having a little fun of his own.” She glanced across the room to see Theresa and Rick dancing rather intimately. It seemed that their plan was going well and that Theresa was going to get the orgasm she needed before the night was over.

    “Yeah, so did you just loan him out for the night?” Dean asked.

    “I did,” Callie answered. “I know it’s a little weird, but I really don’t give a damn what anyone thinks.”

    Dean smiled, grabbed her ass, and leaned in for another kiss. Callie happily accepted and when Dean offered his tongue she took it. She sucked on it, too, and he moaned just like she hoped he would. He got a little bold, too, lifting the back of her sundress and letting his fingers slip under the bottom to grab her ass and give it a good squeeze.

    “I want you to fuck me,” Callie said. “Tonight. I want you to take me up to your room and fuck me. Right now, in fact.”

    “Seriously?” Dean asked.

    “Yes, Dean, right now,” she said.

    Dean took her hand and turned towards the staircase. He pushed his way through the crowd of people and ascended the stairs with the kind of eagerness Callie expected. She glanced at Rick on the way up and blew him a kiss. She saw the jealousy in his eyes and then Theresa leaned in and kissed him, no doubt distracting him from the idea that his girlfriend was going to another guy’s room to fool around.

    Dean led Callie to a room at the end of the hallway and pushed inside. She followed and he shut the door before turning to her and yanking her dress over her head. Dean’s shirt hit the floor soon after and he picked her up in his strong arms and walked towards the bed.

    They kissed as she unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants. His tongue found hers while he worked his pants to the ground. Callie’s hand moved inside his underwear and her fingers found the cock that had spent a considerable amount of time in her mouth the weekend before. She stroked him, eliciting a moan as they kissed.

    “Put on a condom,” Callie said.

    Dean shot up, opened the nightstand drawer, and pulled out a condom. Callie yanked her panties off and tossed them on the floor as Dean dressed his cock with exceptional swiftness. He moved towards her, but she got up, pushed him onto his back, and straddled him.

    “Let me fuck you,” she said before guiding his cock into her pussy. “Let me make you feel good.”

    Dean smiled. He was a smart man. He wasn’t going to turn down a chance to rest on his back while a beautiful girl took his cock for a ride.

    Callie put her hands on Dean’s muscular chest and admired his exceptionally cut physique as she slowly rode his cock. She watched his face contort in pleasure while she felt her face doing the same thing. She was finally fucking the gorgeous man she’d spent so long flirting and fooling around with. She was doing it with her boyfriend downstairs – or in one of the other rooms with Theresa – and that made it so much hotter.

    “Your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” Callie said. “Fuck, this is even better than I thought it would be, Dean.”

    He reached up and took one of her breasts in his hand. His grasp was strong but he was gentle and she offered a moan to encourage him to keep touching her like that. She rode him a little faster, too, for it wasn’t going to take all that long for Callie to cum on his big cock and she wanted to make sure that Dean got there too.

    “Callie, you’re so beautiful,” Dean said. “And you look so fucking good sitting on my dick.”

    Callie dug her fingernails into his chest and moaned. She was getting lost in her pleasure. It was happening faster than she expected, too. She couldn’t help herself. It felt fantastic to be on top of the gorgeous man beneath her. It felt so good to have his impressive cock so deep inside her.

    “I’m close,” Callie said.

    “Me too,” Dean replied.

    They came together a few minutes later. He had both hands on her breasts and screamed with pleasure. She didn’t care if everyone at the part knew she’d gotten laid. Dean was hot and it was a privilege to have fucked him.

    “We are definitely doing that again,” Callie said as she laid on top of him.

    “Even though you have a boyfriend?” Dean asked.

    “I assume you’re okay fucking a girl with a boyfriend,” Callie replied. “In fact, I kind of assumed that you really like the idea of fucking a girl with a boyfriend.”

    Dean laughed. “I do. I really do. Is it bad that I find it hot that you have a boyfriend and yet you still want to fuck me?”

    “Not at all,” Callie said. She sat up, lifted her pussy from Dean’s cock, and got out of the bed to put her dress on.

    “Leaving so soon?” he asked.

    “No,” she replied. “I have something I need to do really quickly, but I’ll be back. How would you feel about staying right here and waiting for me?”

    “I can do that,” Dean said.

    Callie left the room and walked slowly down the hallway, listening at each door in search of Rick and Theresa. It was at the fourth door that he recognized his friend’s moans.

    “Fuck, that’s so good,” Theresa said. “God damn, Callie was right. You’re incredible.”

    Callie smiled and grabbed the door handle. She gave it a soft twist and pushed it open. She saw Theresa in the bed with her legs spread and her dress up around her waist. Rick was on his stomach between her legs and he was busy eating her pussy with wild abandon.

    “Fuck, Rick, I’m cumming!” Theresa cried out. She put a hand on the back of Rick’s head and held him between her legs as she had what seemed like an exceptionally good orgasm.

    “Well done,” Callie said as she stepped into the room.

    Rick’s head whipped around and he wore a guilty look on his face like he’d been caught doing something naughty.

    “Don’t worry, baby,” Callie said. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You did exactly what I wanted you to do. You know that.”

    “He was even better than you said he’d be,” Theresa added. “Thank you for lending me his talents.”

    “My pleasure,” Callie replied as she approached her boyfriend. “I was actually hoping you’d be willing to use your tongue one more time, Rick.”

    “Really?” he asked.

    “I just got fucked,” Callie said. She watched Rick’s eyes go wide. “In the room down the hallway, in fact. I rode Dean’s cock until we both came. I’m surprised you didn’t hear me screaming.”

    “We did,” Theresa said. “In fact, it was when you were screaming that your boyfriend really went to work on my pussy. You’re right that he’s a different kind of guy. I like him, though.”

    “So, Rick, will you put your tongue to work one more time? Will you eat my pussy for me? Will you go down on me mere minutes after Dean fucked me?” Callie asked. It seemed that her arousal deepened with every word she spoke. She really wanted to feel Rick’s tongue on her pussy. She wanted to tap into that kinky part of herself that she’d discovered with him.

    Rick nodded and Callie lifted her dress over her head and dropped it on the floor.

    “I want you to do it while I’m standing right here,” she said. “I want to see you on your knees.”

    Rick slid out of the bed and onto his knees. He crawled towards Callie and looked up at her once he was inches from her pussy.

    “Why didn’t you fuck Theresa?” Callie asked as she reached out and ran a finger through Rick’s hair.

    “I only want to fuck you,” he said.

    Callie looked at her friend and said, “Isn’t he adorable?”

    “He really is,” Theresa said. She too slid out of the bed and got on her knees behind Rick and reached around to unzip his pants. “I think he deserves to cum, though. Would you be okay if I made your boyfriend cum, Callie?”

    “That would be wonderful,” Callie replied. “I think it’s fitting that Rick cums while eating the pussy that another man just fucked. Don’t you think that’s fitting, Rick? Isn’t it time that you admitted that you’re turned on by the idea of me fucking another guy?”

    Rick didn’t offer an answer, but he moaned the moment Theresa pulled out his cock and began stroking him and he certainly didn’t put up a fight.

    Callie reached out, put a hand on the back of his head, and guided his mouth to her pussy. She moaned as Rick’s tongue went to work without hesitation.

    “Do you think he’ll go down on me again even after he’s cum?” Theresa asked.

    “I think he’ll go down on you all night if that’s what you want,” Callie answered. “I think Rick’s in the middle of discovering exactly what kind of guy he is, and I think he’s discovering that he really, really likes to make a woman feel good. I think most men wouldn’t dare eat their girlfriend’s pussy so soon after she’d fucked someone else, but Rick enjoys it. He’s getting off on it. His dick is throbbing in your hand because he likes that he can taste the condom that Dean used when he fucked me.”

    “Was it good?” Theresa asked.

    “It was so much better than good,” Callie replied. “It was so good that I’m going back for seconds when Rick’s done making me cum. I rode Dean last time. This time I’ll let him have me any way he wants me. I’ll let him pound me as hard as he wants for as long as he wants. I’ll let him do whatever he wants with my pussy because he fucked me so good that first time.”

    Rick moaned. Callie knew him well enough to know he was getting close. She knew her boyfriend was about to cum while eating the pussy another man had fucked and it pushed her right over the top into an orgasm of her own.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Callie said as she reached down and put a hand on the back of Rick’s head. Amazingly, the orgasm was even better than the one she’d had with Dean. She wasn’t sure why, but her body was tingling from head to toe by the time it was over and Callie had a big smile plastered on her face.

    Rick climaxed a moment later. His cum spurted onto the floor between Callie’s legs as Theresa’s hand offered him an orgasm that seemed to be deeply pleasurable based on the noises he was making.

    “Well, that was fun,” Callie said once his moans had died down.

    “It really was,” Theresa replied. “I didn’t even know how badly I needed an orgasm until I was having it. I want another one, though. I’ll give you a few minutes to recover, Rick, but I want you to put that tongue of yours back to use.”

    “Of course,” Rick said as he looked up at Callie.

    “I think I’ll spend the night with Dean,” Callie said. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Rick.” She leaned down to kiss him and then put on her dress and left the room with a smile on her face. The best part was, her night wasn’t over yet. There was still so much more fun to be had.
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    “Callie, why are we doing this?” Rick asked.

    Callie ran her fingers over the soft lace of the black bodysuit on the mannequin and smiled at her boyfriend’s question. “Because I want to feel sexy,” she said. “Why else would a girl buy lingerie?”

    Rick sighed and said, “Okay. Let me rephrase. Why am I here?”

    Callie looked over her shoulder, smiled at her slightly annoyed boyfriend, and replied, “Because I want you to be here. Because a good boyfriend does the thing that his girlfriend wants even if he’s not always into it. Plus, don’t you want to see me in lingerie? Doesn’t every college guy want to see a girl in lingerie? Shouldn’t you feel lucky that your girlfriend invited you to buy lingerie with her?”

    Rick smiled, though it looked like he was trying his best not to. It seemed that Callie had charmed him despite his annoyance with being dragged to Victoria’s Secret. “Let me rephrase again. Why am I here so you can buy lingerie to wear for another guy?”

    He had a point. Very few guys would want to go lingerie shopping so their girlfriend could buy something to wear for another guy. But Rick wasn’t like most guys.

    “Rick, baby, can you really tell me that you don’t like that I’ve been fucking Dean for the past two weeks?” Callie asked.

    Rick stared at her for a few moments and then looked away. Callie knew he liked that she was now fucking Dean. She knew it because in the past two weeks Rick had cum harder – and more often, in fact – than at any point in their relationship. Even if he didn’t want to admit it, he was turned on by the fact that she was fucking another man. He loved that she was fucking another man.

    Callie pulled one of the bodysuits from the shelf and held it up against her body. Rick’s gaze returned to her and his eyes moved up and down the lace lingerie. “You can’t deny that you’re a little bit turned on at the idea of me wearing this for Dean. I know you can’t. I know you like the idea of me putting this on, inviting him to my room, and letting him have his way with me. I suppose you can deny it, but I think we both know you’d be lying. I think we both know you love this as much as I do.”

    They both knew he was into it, but Rick still couldn’t bring himself to fully admit it. Callie was mostly fine with that, though. It’s not like he ever put much effort into trying to stop her from fucking Dean and Rick was always eager to fuck her when she welcomed him into her pussy, which still happened plenty. Callie still thoroughly enjoyed the way Rick seemed to try and reclaim her, as if he could fuck her well enough to make her forget about Dean’s big cock and hard body.

    “Are you going to buy something for me?” Rick asked.

    “Aww, are you jealous?” Callie replied. He was definitely jealous and it struck her as impossibly sweet. It wasn’t the angry kind of jealousy, after all. Rick was just feeling a little left out.

    “Well, yeah,” he admitted. “Of course I’m jealous.”

    “Would you like me to buy something to wear for you?” Callie asked.

    “Yes, I’d like that very much,” Rick admitted.

    Callie put the bodysuit aside, stepped closer to her boyfriend, and kissed him. She pressed her body against his and felt his cock come alive as her tongue slipped past his lips and into his mouth. Rick’s hands moved down her back and he brazenly grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard. Callie moaned into his mouth, making very little effort to hide her pleasure. She didn’t really give a damn if someone saw them making out.

    “Tell me,” Callie whispered as Rick’s hands remained on her ass. “Would you rather I buy something special just to wear for you, or would you rather fuck me in the lingerie I wear for Dean?”

    Rick answered with another kiss and Callie happily leaned in to her boyfriend’s eagerness. Their tongues mingled as she gently ground her pelvis into his, stimulating his cock in the middle of the store without a care in the world.

    “That’s what I thought,” Callie said when Rick finally set her free from his grasp.

    She glanced between his legs at the delightful bulge in his jeans and spun around to continue their journey through the store.

    “You know, Theresa was quite complimentary of your oral skills,” Callie noted as she perused the baby dolls.

    “Was she?” Rick asked with a sense of delight in his voice.

    Callie turned to see her boyfriend smiling, though he quickly tried to wipe it from his face, perhaps out of fear that she’d be jealous. “Yes, she was. Apparently you tended to her needs once more after I left. She took care to note that you seemed willing to spend a great deal of time between her legs even though you’d already had your orgasm.”

    “I did,” Rick said. “I suppose I didn’t really even think about it.”

    Callie admired a pair of black lace top stockings on a mannequin and made note to grab a set for herself as long as she picked something that would look good with them. “You’re not the kind of man that thinks twice when it comes to a woman’s pleasure,” Callie noted. “At least in my experience. That’s one of the things I like best about you, Rick.”

    “Well, that’s good to hear,” Rick said as he too admired the stockings on the mannequin. “You’d look good in these. Really good, in fact. You have great legs.”

    “I think you’re right,” Callie replied. “Men do love a pair of legs in stockings, don’t they?”

    Rick nodded.

    “So, did you enjoy eating Theresa’s pussy enough to want to do it again?” Callie asked.

    “Uhh, well, I don’t…I don’t know,” Rick replied.

    Callie laughed. “Rick, baby, I arranged that. You know that. It’s not like I’m jealous. I wanted you to make my friend cum and you did a wonderful job. She hasn’t mentioned anything, but I figured I’d ask just in case she finds herself in need of an orgasm at some point in the near future.”

    “So, it’s not weird for you that I enjoyed it?” Rick asked.

    “Of course not. Honestly, it would be weird if you didn’t like it but were still willing to do it twice,” Callie answered. “Maybe she’d be willing to wear a pair of stockings for you.”

    Rick looked away like he was a little uncomfortable with the idea. Callie didn’t buy it, though. She suspected, however, that he was uncomfortable with the idea of her trying to pawn his mouth off on her friend, so she let it go.

    “What do you say we pick out a few things and head to the fitting room?” Callie asked. “You can come in with me and watch me try on lingerie. Maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you use that talented tongue of yours on me.”

    “Really? In the fitting room?” Rick asked.

    Callie smiled. She had his full attention now. “Absolutely,” she said. “As long as you’re quiet they’re not going to kick us out. Though I suppose I’ll have to be quiet too, won’t I? That’s not exactly the easiest task when you’re eating my pussy, is it?”

    Rick was clearly delighted with her little bit of flattery. Callie grabbed his hand and headed for the bra, panty, and garter sets to find something absolutely perfect to wear for the two men in her life.

    “Dean just fucked me. Twice. He’s gone now. I’m still in the lingerie I bought for him and I look really fucking hot. I’m yours if you want me. All you have to do is come over and fuck the pussy another man just enjoyed.”

    Callie had texted Rick that message the moment Dean walked out of her room. It took her boyfriend a minute to let her know he was on his way over. Callie replied that her door was unlocked and that she’d be waiting.

    Rick burst through the door a lot faster than she’d expected. He was out of breath, but that didn’t stop him from approaching her bed with purpose. He took his shirt off on the way, stepped out of his shoes, and unbuttoned his pants as his eyes wandered over her body.

    It wasn’t until Rick moved to climb into the bed that Callie held up her hand and stopped him. “I want you to say it,” she said.

    “Say what?” Rick asked.

    Callie smiled. She wanted to hear Rick declare his desire to be the second man inside her that night. She wanted him to tell her that it turned him on to know that someone else had fucked her.

    “Say that you’re desperate to be the second man to fuck me tonight,” Callie said. “Say that it turns you on to know that someone else’s cock was inside me.”

    Rick hesitated, but Callie could see the bulge in his underwear. She could see the lust in his eyes and on his face. She could see that her words had fanned the flames of his desire.

    “Say it, Rick,” she said. “Say that you want to fuck my used pussy. Say that you want to put your cock where Dean’s was. Say that you love that I let someone else fuck me tonight, that I had another man’s cock inside me, that I came all over that cock while you were sitting alone in your dorm room thinking about it.”

    “Callie, please,” Rick pleaded.

    She knew this was the part he found the most difficult. He liked that she fucked Dean. He loved it, even. It turned him on immensely. He just couldn’t admit it. He couldn’t own it.

    Callie pulled her panties down, leaving her in a pair of black stockings, a garter belt, and a semi-sheer black lace bra. She spread her legs and reached down to slip two fingers into her pussy. She pushed them deep, held them there for a few moments, and then fucked her slick hole as Rick watched while his cock reached a fully erect state.

    “Just say it, Rick,” Callie said. “Say it and you can have me. You can have me as many times as you want me. You can even cum inside me. Dean doesn’t get to do that. His condoms are in the bathroom trash can. You don’t have to wear a condom, though. You just have to tell me that you love that another man fucked my pussy tonight and you can have me as many times as you want, Rick. I’ll be your little slut tonight, just like I was Dean’s little slut.”

    Callie couldn’t believe how worked up she was getting. Her pussy was somehow getting even wetter as she fingered herself and unleashed a torrent of dirty talk directed at her boyfriend.

    With her free hand Callie pulled Rick’s underwear down and wrapped her fingers around his cock. He groaned as she stroked him and fingered her pussy, pushing them both towards the ultimate pleasure as Rick continued to resist her need for him to verbalize his desire.

    “I was a good little slut for him,” Callie said. She wasn’t sure why, but something about that word thrilled her. “I let him fuck me in any position he wanted. I rode his cock. I got on my back for him. I got on my hands and knees for him. He even put me on my desk and fucked me. I just wanted to make him feel good, Rick. I just wanted to make Dean cum hard enough that I’m the only girl he thinks about for the rest of the semester.”

    “Callie…please…I’m so turned on,” Rick begged. He just wouldn’t tell her what she wanted to hear. It seemed that he couldn’t, that for some reason it was just too hard for him to utter those words.

    Callie pulled her fingers from her pussy and sucked them clean. She closed her eyes and moaned as the taste of her cunt filled her mouth. She stroked Rick faster and tightened her grip, eliciting a series of low moans from her boyfriend.

    “Rick, baby, please, just say it,” Callie said. “Just say that you love that your girlfriend fucked another man tonight. Say that you love that Dean filled two condoms with cum while he was inside your girlfriend’s tight little pussy. Just say that you love fucking me after Dean’s had his way with me.”

    “Fine!” Rick said. “Callie, I don’t fucking get it and I kind of hate that I like it, but I can’t even describe how much it turns me on to fuck you after you’ve been with someone else. It’s so fucked up. It’s just so fucked up, but I spent the whole night thinking about you fucking him. I thought about how wet you are after he’s fucked you. I thought about how sometimes you have me go down on you and I can taste the condom. I thought about how much I like that and how fucking insane that is that I like that.”

    “You like that I was a good little slut for Dean tonight?” she asked.

    “Yes! I fucking love it,” Rick said.

    “Do you want me to be a good little slut for you, Rick?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Rick said. “I want that more than anything.”

    Callie was so turned on she was certain she’d cum without much effort on Rick’s part. “How do you want me?” she asked.

    “I want you on top,” Rick said.

    Callie smiled. It was very much like her boyfriend to want her on top. She liked that about him, though. She sat up, kissed him, and then pushed Rick into the bed. She straddled him, teased his cock with her pussy, and then dropped down onto him. Rick closed his eyes and groaned as her wetness engulfed his stiff shaft.

    “You like my pussy used, don’t you?” she asked.

    Rick nodded.

    Callie moved her hips back and forth, grinding on her boyfriend’s cock and sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body as her clit rubbed into his pelvis. “You like that Dean fucked me any way he wanted me tonight, don’t you? You like that I told him he could have me however he wanted me, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Rick answered breathlessly.

    “You like that I came so fucking hard on his cock, don’t you?” she asked.

    Rick nodded.

    Callie stopped moving and leaned down to kiss her boyfriend. He moved his hands down her back and grabbed her ass as she remained still on his cock. “You like that your girlfriend is fucking another man, don’t you?”

    “Fuck yes,” Rick replied. He lifted her off his cock and thrust up into her with exceptional speed and power. Callie sat up, put her hands on his chest, and closed her eyes as Rick pursued his pleasure.

    “Make me cum, baby,” Callie said. “Fuck my used pussy so hard and make me cum! Make me cum like a good little slut cums!” Again there was something about uttering that word that Callie loved. An orgasm ripped through her body a moment later. She dug her fingernails into Rick’s chest and she felt juices pour from her pussy at the overwhelming strength of her climax.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming!” Rick cried out.

    Callie smiled as he pulled her down onto his cock and unleashed in her pussy. She watched the joy wash over his face as every bit of arousal departed his body in one thunderous climax.

    “That was fun,” Callie said.

    Rick laughed. “I’ve never heard you talk like that.”

    “Did you like it?” Callie asked.

    Rick nodded.

    “I don’t know what got into me, but I liked it too, to be honest. It’s sort of true, I suppose. Most girls don’t fuck two guys in one night. I really like fucking two guys in one night, though,” Callie said.

    “I guess you’re just insatiable,” Rick noted.

    “I hope that’s not a problem,” Callie replied.

    Rick smiled. “Of course not. I just had a hell of an orgasm, after all.”

    Callie pulled off his cock and cuddled up next to her boyfriend. She laid her head on his chest and he ran his fingers through her hair and down her back.

    “You can have me again, you know,” Callie said. “I wasn’t lying about that. I’m really horny tonight, so I’m definitely willing to go again.”

    Rick kissed the top of her head and replied, “Don’t worry. I plan on taking you up on that.”

    He didn’t take her up on it, though. They fell asleep cuddled up just like that, and while Callie didn’t go to sleep disappointed, she couldn’t help but wonder if Rick wasn’t as excited about her fucking Dean as she thought he was.

  
    Cuckolded by His College Girlfriend – Part 8

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “You want some popcorn?” Dean asked.

    “Yeah, sure,” Callie replied.

    “Alright. You go grab our seats and I’ll get us a popcorn and a drink,” he said.

    Callie gave Dean a kiss on the cheek and a quick pat on the ass and headed towards the theater. She made a right for the back row, dropped into a seat near the middle, and pulled out her phone to see a message from Rick.

    “Hey. Can I see you tonight? It’s been a few days and, well, I really want you,” he’d texted.

    Callie smiled. The more she fucked Dean, the more Rick wanted to fuck her, which meant Callie was getting laid more than ever. She was a very happy girl and both guys seemed more than happy to share her. “I like being wanted,” she texted back. “You can see me tonight. I’m at the movies with Dean right now. I’m certain he was planning on taking me back to his room to fuck me afterwards, but I suppose I could suck him off in the theater if you want to see me right after my date. Would you like that, Rick?”

    Callie sent the message and turned her thoughts to the notion of going down on Dean in the theater. It wasn’t something she’d ever done before – though she’d certainly heard stories about the semi-public blowjobs some of her friends had given – and she wasn’t against the idea. It was certainly something Dean would love and the more she thought about it, the more Callie found the notion of sucking him off exciting.

    A few minutes passed before Rick replied. “Yes, I’d like it if you came to see me right after your date.”

    Callie couldn’t help but chuckle. Rick still had trouble admitting that he was turned on by her fucking another guy. He clearly was – he always fucked her harder and came harder after she was with Dean – but it seemed that he still couldn’t fully embrace his desire. Callie liked to push him to do it, though. For some reason it turned her on to hear Rick admit it.

    “You didn’t really answer my question,” she replied. “Do you want me to suck Dean off in the movie theater before I come see you?”

    This time, Rick’s reply came quicker. “Yes, I’d like you to suck him off in the theater before you come see me.”

    Callie felt that same rush of arousal that hit her every time Rick admitted he actually enjoyed her fooling around with Dean. “Are you going to think about it, Rick? Are you going to think about my head bobbing up and down in Dean’s lap while he’s watching a movie? Are you going to think about him cumming in my mouth in a theater full of people? Are you going to think about me swallowing his cum and then coming to see you so you can fuck my tight little pussy?”

    Callie wasn’t entirely sure what Rick would think of her text, but she knew it turned her on to write it. The theater was mostly empty – they’d gotten there a little early – and for a moment she was tempted to slip a hand into her pants to masturbate to a quick orgasm.

    “Callie, please,” Rick replied.

    Callie knew what that meant. Rick would be thinking about all of those things, especially once she planted the idea via her text. She wasn’t going to push it, though. “Sorry,” she texted back. “I’ll see you in a few hours, and I promise I’ll make you feel good.”

    “I’ll see you soon,” Rick texted.

    Callie saw Dean step into the theater and she put her phone on silent and slipped it into her pocket as he walked down the aisle.

    “Back row, huh?” he asked with a smile on his face.

    “I like the view from up here,” she replied. “Plus, I like a little extra privacy at the movies.”

    Dean slipped the soda in the holder between them and leaned over. “Now why would you need privacy at the movies?”

    Callie kissed him. She really went for it, too. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and she reached up to run her fingers around the back of his neck and through the short hair she found there. Dean moaned as his tongue met hers. She was confident she would have found an erection between his legs if she went searching. She’d get there soon enough, though. The lights would have to go down before she could to that.

    “I guess I’m glad you picked a seat in the back row, then,” Dean said after the kiss.

    Callie laughed and reached over for a handful of popcorn. She fed a few pieces to Dean before tossing the rest into her mouth. They both leaned in for a sip of the soda at the same time and ended up sharing yet another kiss instead, leaving Callie thoroughly aroused and rather eager to get her lips around Dean’s big cock.

    They talked and laughed through the trivia and ads that played before the movie and Callie managed to resist going down on him during the trailers, as there was simply too much quiet between each one and she certainly would have been discovered.

    Thankfully, the back row was empty except for the two of them by the time the movie started. It was loud, too, so Callie felt free to really go to town on Dean’s cock. She started with a kiss, pulling his attention from the movie with ease and luring his tongue between her lips once more. He moaned when her hand moved between his leg and he happily set aside the popcorn when Callie made it clear that she intended on freeing Dean’s cock from his pants.

    “Are you sure?” he whispered as she unzipped his jeans.

    “Absolutely,” Callie replied. She smiled, kissed him as her fingers slipped into his pants to retrieve his cock, and then dropped her head into his lap and wrapped her lips around his thick shaft.

    Dean groaned, but the movie was so loud that Callie was confident she was the only one that heard. Plus, the theater’s stadium seating ensured that anyone in the rows in front of them that looked up would see Dean enjoying the movie without noticing that the girl he’d arrived with was blowing him.

    Callie’s pussy gushed as she gave head in the theater. The thrill was far more significant than she’d expected, especially when Dean’s cock swelled up and he couldn’t help but moan a little louder. The closer he got to his orgasm, the more it turned her on for reasons Callie didn’t quite understand. She wondered if Theresa was right and that Callie was actually a little bit of a slut and she happened to find these sorts of naughty things hugely arousing.

    Dean put a gentle hand on the back of Callie’s head and whispered, “I’m close.” Callie sucked harder and moved her mouth faster. She wanted Dean to cum in her mouth. She wanted to swallow for him like she’d told Rick she was going to. She wanted to text her boyfriend to let him know that she’d just sucked someone else off.

    The head of Dean’s cock swelled up in Callie’s mouth and a moment later cum erupted from the tip. She sealed her lips around the head and caught every drop as he trembled in his seat and did his best to stifle his moans.

    Callie pulled her mouth from his cock, swallowed, and tucked Dean back into his pants before sitting up. She saw a dazed, delighted look on his face that brought her a great deal of joy. Callie turned towards the screen and saw a girl a few rows in front of them looking back. She looked jealous, like she wished she was the one blowing the hot guy in the back of the theater.

    Callie retrieved her phone from her pocket, typed out a quick text letting Rick know that she’d sucked Dean’s cock and had swallowed his cum, and that she was thinking of him while she did it. She sent the message, slipped her phone back into her pocket, and took a sip of the soda before gesturing to Dean to pass her the popcorn. Callie had missed some of the movie, but there was still plenty to enjoy, especially now that she was riding high on having given her man an orgasm.

    “Can I ask you something?” Theresa said.

    Callie looked up from her sandwich and saw what seemed to be a touch of anxiety across her friend’s face. “Sure,” she replied.

    “What would you think about…would it be okay with you if…”

    “Theresa, what’s going on?” Callie asked as her friend trailed off.

    Theresa put her hands on the table, took a deep breath, and said, “Would it be okay with you if I fucked Rick?”

    Callie’s mouth hung open for a moment and she set her sandwich on the plate as she collected her thoughts. “What brought this on?” she asked.

    “Well, after that night at the frat house you were generous enough to send Rick my way a few times so I could experience the kind of orgasm only a skilled tongue can provide,” Theresa said. “And, it turns out that I like him and I’d like to fuck him.”

    “You want to fuck my boyfriend?” Callie asked as she continued to grapple with a significant sense of disbelief.

    “Yes, I do,” Theresa said. “I know you like fucking Dean and he seems to fuck you better than Rick, but you’ve been quite complimentary of him as of late and I really, really need to get fucked. It’s been too long and while he’s really good with his tongue. I’m feeling a little desperate and I could really use a good fucking and I’m pretty sure Rick would be interested.”

    “Why?” Callie asked.

    “Because I asked him first,” Theresa said. “I guess I should have said that I’m certain Rick would be interested.”

    “He told you he’d be willing to fuck you?” Callie asked.

    “Yes, Callie. Is that so hard to believe? I mean, you’re fucking another guy. Did you really think Rick would remain loyal to you for as long as you wanted? I mean, c’mon, you’re the one that said you’re not going to end up with him. It’s college, right? You’re just having fun and experimenting. Well, now I want to do the same thing,” Theresa reasoned.

    “There are hundreds of other guys on campus, Theresa,” Callie said. “Why did you pick my boyfriend?”

    “Callie, for fuck’s sake, you sent him to me,” Theresa shot back. “You had him eat my pussy. You had him make me cum so fucking hard. Then you had him do it again. You practically pushed him into my arms, and it turns out that I like him.”

    Callie sat back and tried to quell the rising anger she felt towards her friend. “Wait, you want to fuck him or you like him?”

    Theresa looked away for a moment before her gaze returned to Callie. “Both, and to be honest, I’m not asking for your permission. I know Rick wants me and I want him. I’m going to have him. I guess I was just trying to let you know so it didn’t come as a total shock.”

    “So what doesn’t come as a total shock?” Callie asked.

    “When Rick breaks up with you,” Theresa said. “Which I suspect he’ll do soon. We’re going on a date tonight and I plan on fucking him before the night is over. I know he likes you, but I also know he doesn’t like the turmoil he feels over the stuff with Dean so I don’t think he’ll want to stay with you when he can date someone that doesn’t want to fuck other guys.”

    “How…how do you know he doesn’t like the stuff with Dean?” Callie asked.

    “We’ve talked about it,” Theresa said. “The past few times he’s gone down on me. It doesn’t take me that long to cum and we’ve talked about it afterwards. He’s been willing to admit that there’s a part of him that gets turned on, but he was also honest about how there’s a part of him that hates it.”

    Callie’s shoulders slumped as she contemplated the notion that she might have been a truly terrible girlfriend to Rick. “Shit,” she said. “I knew he was conflicted about it, but I had no idea that he felt so strongly.”

    “I know,” Theresa replied. “I told him to talk to you about it, but he said that when he tried you usually just ended up trying to fuck him and he never could resist.”

    “And you really like him?” Callie asked.

    Theresa nodded. “I do. Probably for a lot of the same reasons you started dating him, only I’m pretty sure he’ll be enough to satisfy me. No offense.”

    “None taken,” Callie replied with a wave of her hand. “Well, shit, I’m sorry I got mad at you there. I didn’t realize I’d been so shitty to Rick. Or, I guess I just didn’t want to confront it.”

    “It’s okay,” Theresa said. “And in the spirit of full disclosure, I did give Rick a blowjob the last time you sent him my way.”

    Callie smiled. She was a little annoyed that Rick hadn’t just found the will to talk to her, but she knew she could be quite convincing when she was trying to seduce a man. “Did he enjoy it?” she asked.

    Theresa laughed. “He did. Very much so, from what I could tell.”

    “I’m sure he’ll enjoy tonight, too,” Callie said. “I could just break up with him, if you want. That might make it cleaner.”

    “No, let him do it,” Theresa said. “I think he might find it helpful.”

    “Sure,” Callie replied. “That makes sense.”

    A few seconds of silence passed between them before Theresa asked, “So, do you think you and Dean will be a couple?”

    “I think so,” Callie said. “I didn’t think he’d be of much use outside of a hard body to enjoy, but I actually like him. I could see us making it to the end of the year.”

    “Then maybe this will all work out for the best,” Theresa replied.

    Callie smiled. “Maybe it will.”

    
      Epilogue
    

    “Hey,” Callie said as she smiled and waved at Rick. She got up off the bench and they shared a quick, affectionate hug. “How’s it going?”

    “Good, good,” Rick replied. “I’m excited. I can’t believe you got tickets.”

    “Me either. It was pure luck,” Callie said. “Where’s your date?”

    “Theresa’s a few minutes away. How about Dean?” Rick asked.

    “He’s on his way too,” she replied.

    Callie hadn’t spent any time alone with Rick since they’d broken up, and while things seemed good between them, the silence that fell over them felt awkward. Enough so that Callie felt the need to fill it.

    “I know we’ve already talked a little bit about it, but things are good between us, right?” she asked. “Or, I mean, if they’re not, you can tell me.”

    Rick laughed. “They are, Callie. You didn’t do anything wrong. I wasn’t particularly happy with how things went, but I wasn’t miserable, either. I mean, some parts of it were satisfying. In hindsight, it just wasn’t something that could last. I didn’t really know what to do in the moment, but I see it now. Plus, I really like Theresa.”

    “And she really likes you,” Callie said. A giddy smile broke across Rick’s face. “Oh my gosh, you like her more than you ever liked me, don’t you?” she asked playfully.

    “I think I might love her,” Rick said.

    Callie couldn’t help but join her ex-boyfriend in smiling. “Well, we took a pretty strange road to get to this place, but it seems fair to say that we both ended up better off than when we started.”

    “I think that’s true, Callie, so I suppose, in a way, I should thank you for everything you did, as strange as it was,” Rick said.

    “No hard feelings, then?” Callie asked.

    “None at all,” Rick said. “In fact, I could see doing more double dates like this in the future.”

    “Me too,” Callie replied. Things had, in fact, turned out for the best, despite the very rocky road they’d traveled to get there.

    The End

  
    Cuckolded by Your Bride

    There’s your flawlessly beautiful bride. Her hair is perfect. Her dress is beyond gorgeous. Your wedding day was everything you’d hoped it would be. The wedding night has started a little differently though.

    You thought it was strange when your best man showed up at your hotel room. It was even stranger when he invited himself in. Strangest of all was when your wife dropped to her knees in front of him, pulled down his pants, and took his cock into her mouth.

    “Sorry dude,” he said. “She wanted me to be the first one to enjoy her married mouth and pussy.”

    So many feelings rushed through your mind. Surprise was first among them. Also surprising was that you weren’t angrier. In fact, you didn’t really feel angry at all. You kind of felt aroused by the whole thing.

    Your bride seemed to know you would. When his cock popped out of her mouth she looked over at you and said, “You know you love it. Just sit and watch while a real man fucks your new wife.”

    As stunned as you were to hear those words from your wife’s pretty lips, you didn’t argue or put up a fight. You sat down just as she suggested. She turned her attention back to your best man’s cock and wrapped her lips around him again.

    You couldn’t help but notice that she was giving him a more vigorous, passionate blowjob than she’d ever given you. You wondered if it was the first time he’d been in her mouth and guessed that it almost certainly wasn’t.

    Your new wife let his cock slip from her mouth and moved to her back in the hotel bed. That was the bed you were supposed to fuck her in, but that clearly wasn’t happening.

    Instead, your best man pushed the dress up, moved between her legs, and pushed his bare cock into her pussy. He was the first man to fuck her married pussy. You, her husband, just sat there and watched with a rock hard cock between your legs.

    Your wife’s moans were intoxicating and humiliating. You were aroused and embarrassed to be there. You watched her kiss your best man as he pounded her pussy. You watched her connect with him like you were supposed to be doing on your wedding night. You felt a nearly overwhelming urge to masturbate.

    As he ejaculated in your wife, a final wave of lust and humiliation washed over you. It seemed almost certain this wasn’t the last time someone else would be fucking your wife. It seemed like you’d just entered into a cuckold marriage.

  
    Cuckolded on Christmas Eve

    Adam took a sip of his heavily spiked eggnog and smiled as “Santa Baby” started playing over the built-in speakers around their living room. A few moments later Andrea descended the stairs wearing a skimpy Mrs. Clause style dress with fuzzy white trim that rested delicately against the tops of her splendid breasts. She wore a pair of red high heels and had a shiny red satin bow in her hair that perfectly accented her long, shiny, wavy blonde locks.

    Andrea’s smile was sweet and seductive, but it wasn’t directed towards Adam. It was directed towards her bull, Robert. Andrea had invited him to spend Christmas Eve in their home and she’d done so with the intention of cuckolding Adam. It was a Christmas gift for all of them.

    When she reached the bottom of the stairs Andrea danced her way towards Robert, happily shaking her ass and bending over to flash a splendid view of her milky white breasts as they threatened to spill out the top of her naughty Christmas outfit.

    Adam watched his wife step in front of her bull, spin around, and bend over. The dress was short and Adam had no doubt that Andrea’s ass was on display. When Robert reached up and gave it a good smack, Andrea squealed in delight and smiled at Adam. After all, she had, in a way, dressed up for him just as much as she’d dressed up for Robert.

    As the last verse of the song played, Andrea sat in Robert’s lap and moved her ass over his crotch, no doubt giving him the erection that would soon be buried inside her. Robert brushed Andrea’s long blonde hair aside and kissed her neck, eliciting a delighted moan as Adam took another sip of the eggnog.

    Robert’s hands moved to Andrea’s breasts and he played with them through the soft red velvet of her dress. She moaned and turned her head so they could share a kiss. From his seat across the living room Adam could see their tongues dancing. He could see his wife’s passion for the man she’d been cuckolding him with for the past six months. He could see the sort of desire a woman feels for the man that has taken her to heights of sexual pleasure she didn’t know existed.

    Adam felt the same rush of cuckold angst that afflicted him every time his wife and Robert played. He felt the same sense of insecurity and nervousness. He used to struggle with it, but six months into his cuckolding he knew that it would pass. The angst was always the first reaction, but it was quickly followed by a tidal wave of desire that washed away any bad feelings. That tidal wave arrived when Robert lifted the bottom of Andrea’s dress and pushed his fingers into the red lace panties she’d worn for him.

    Adam put his eggnog down and reached between his legs. He rubbed his growing cock through his pants and watched as his wife surrendered to the ecstasy that her bull’s skilled fingers provided. With one hand he played with her breasts and with the other he worked her pussy, sending Andrea into a frenzied place. When they kissed again she very obviously sucked on his tongue, offering a prelude of what would happen when she sank to her knees in front of Robert.

    “Adam, come over here,” Robert said. “On your knees in front of your wife.”

    Adam stood and crossed the living room. He glanced at the beautifully decorated Christmas tree in the corner of the room and smiled at the care Andrea had put into making it look good. She’d put the same care into looking good for Robert, and she offered a bright smile as Adam sank to his knees in front of her.

    Robert pulled his fingers from her panties and said, “Remove her panties for me.”

    Adam reached up, slipped his fingers into the waistband of his wife’s underwear, and pulled them off. He ran his thumb over the wet spot in the soft fabric as he stared between Andrea’s legs and admired how enflamed her pussy lips looked.

    “May I taste her?” Adam asked. “May I prepare her pussy for your cock?”

    Andrea smiled. She always seemed to enjoy when Adam happily embraced his role as her cuckold.

    “What do you think?” Robert asked. “Should I let him taste your pussy before I fuck you?”

    “He’s been a very good boy this year,” Andrea replied. “I suppose he deserves a little treat on Christmas Eve.”

    Robert looked down at Adam and said, “Go ahead. Taste your wife’s pussy. Enjoy it. I think we both know you won’t be fucking her again for a long time, so savor putting your tongue inside her.”

    Adam leaned forward and pushed his tongue into Andrea’s pussy. He looked up to see her kissing Robert. She moaned while sucking on her bull’s tongue and Robert continued to play with her breasts.

    Adam felt some of the jealousy return. It was perfectly natural, of course. He was licking her pussy, but Robert was the one sharing the intimate moment with her. He was the one kissing her. He was the one she was thinking about. Adam was little more than a servant in that moment, using his tongue to get her nice and wet so her bull’s big cock could slide in with ease. Of course, his cock was painfully erect. Despite the jealousy, nothing turned Adam on more than when his wife fully surrendered to the overwhelming desire she felt for her bull.

    “Have you had a good year, Andrea?” Robert asked.

    Adam looked up and saw his wife smile at her bull.

    “I’ve had the best year imaginable,” she replied. “And it’s all because of you. The moment you came into my life it changed for the better. You showed me that I didn’t have to settle for less than I deserved. You showed me that my husband loved me so much that he was willing to support my pursuit of something far better than he could offer. You showed me what real sexual satisfaction feels like.”

    Adam gently sucked on his wife’s labia before pushing his tongue as deep inside her as he could manage. He tasted the incredible heat and the sweetness of her flesh. He coated her in his saliva to ensure her bull would have no trouble entering her when the time came. He made sure his wife’s Christmas Eve would be as satisfying as possible. He fulfilled his role as her cuckold.

    “May I suck your cock?” Andrea asked.

    Robert smiled and nodded. She’d just uttered the words that every man wants to hear. Adam couldn’t help but note that he’d never heard his wife utter those particular words towards him. There was a time when she went down on him, but she’d never asked if she could. She’d always done it out of some sort of obligation, not out of a desire to make him feel good.

    “Darling, thank you for preparing my pussy,” Andrea said as she looked down at Adam. “Would you mind moving out of the way so I can show the real man in my life how badly I want to make him feel good?”

    “Of course,” Adam replied as he moved aside. He remained on his knees, largely because he wanted to watch his wife wrap her soft, sensual lips around her bull’s cock.

    Andrea slid off of Robert’s lap and onto her knees in front of him. She reached up and removed his pants to free the big cock that had spent so much time inside her over the past six months.

    Andrea wrapped her fingers around her bull’s thick cock and leaned forward. She pressed her lips against the head and offered a soft, slow kiss with just a hint of tongue as Adam watched from a few feet away.

    “Thank you for giving me your cock this year,” Andrea said to her bull. “Thank you for showing me what it feels like to be with a real man. Thank you for sharing your many talents with me. Thank you for giving me the best orgasms of my life.”

    Andrea took Robert’s cock in her mouth and offered a sensual blowjob. He moaned at what Adam imagined was an intense, wondrous form of pleasure. He knew his wife had never offered him the sort of oral pleasure she regularly gave Robert, and he knew that her bull had taught her a great deal about performing oral sex so she could be better suited to giving him pleasure.

    “Are you grateful, Adam?” Robert asked as he reached out and ran his fingers through Andrea’s blonde hair.

    “Yes,” Adam replied. “Thank you for giving my wife what she’s always needed and what I’ve always failed to give her.”

    The very first time Adam watched Robert and Andrea have sex he knew he’d been failing his wife for years. It was clear from the moment Robert slid into her and it became clearer as they fucked. The orgasm she had with Robert was unlike any Adam had ever given her, and it wasn’t just the newness of it. She continued to have great orgasms with him. If anything, they seemed to be getting better.

    “Come here, darling,” Andrea said as she pulled her mouth from Robert’s cock.

    Adam crawled closer and his wife smiled.

    “You deserve thanks too,” she said. “This wouldn’t have been possible without you. It takes incredible courage to recognize your exceptional shortcomings as a man. It takes a great sense of humility to invite another man into our bed so I can have the satisfaction I crave. You saved our marriage by bringing in another man. That’s something most men wouldn’t have done.”

    Andrea kissed Adam with the kind of fervor usually reserved for her bull. He welcomed her tongue – and the flavor of her bull’s cock – into his mouth and immediately felt a borderline-desperate desire. He knew he’d be relegated to watching, but that didn’t stop him from wanting to have sex with his wife, from wanting what only Robert got to enjoy.

    “Thank you,” Adam said as the kiss came to a close. “For the kiss, I mean. And for being willing to embrace your desires. Our marriage could have ended if you’d been unwilling to welcome Robert into our lives and I don’t want to lose you. I do like being your cuckold. I love it, in fact. And I love you.”

    “I love you too,” Andrea replied. She gave him a quick kiss on the lips and turned to Robert’s cock once more. She took him in her mouth and easily swallowed half his length. Adam watched his wife’s throat bulge as the head of the cock entered it. She contained her gag reflex and made her bull moan, no doubt from what must have been an incredible kind of pleasure.

    “I think it’s time your wife gets what she needs on Christmas Eve, don’t you Adam?” Robert asked.

    “I do,” Adam replied. He felt the same sense of excitement that always accompanied the moment before Andrea and Robert had sex. Despite seeing it dozens upon dozens of times over the past six months, he still found it hugely thrilling to watch another man’s cock slide into his wife’s pussy. The fact that they were now having unprotected sex only made it hotter.

    “Use my cock for your pleasure, Andrea,” Robert said. “Ride it.”

    Andrea stood and straddled her bull. She lifted the back of her little red Christmas dress and turned to look at Adam. “Put him inside me,” she said with a smile.

    Adam crawled between Robert’s legs once more and wrapped his fingers around the base of the big cock that waited to be placed inside Andrea’s pussy. He directed the head to his wife’s swollen, slippery labia and she slowly sank down on it. As he’d been taught, Adam kept his fingers wrapped around the other man’s thick shaft until it was almost completely inside Andrea.

    “Fuck,” Andrea said in the wildly lusty voice that Adam had become accustomed to since she started seeing Robert. “You make me feel so good. Your cock makes me feel so good. Every fucking time it makes me feel so good.”

    “Use my cock,” Robert said. “Enjoy it. Use it to make yourself cum. Use it to take the pleasure you deserve.”

    Andrea kissed her bull as she slowly rode him. Adam wasn’t sure if his wife was putting on a show for him or simply enjoying her bull, but it looked absolutely perfect. When she rose up her pussy lips clung tightly to the thick cock inside her. When she sank down Adam could hear the wetness of his wife’s pussy as it accepted the other man’s thick shaft.

    “You feel so good,” Andrea said between moan. “Your cock feels so fucking good. I’ve never felt anything like it before.”

    Adam had heard his wife make those declarations before. Six months into her relationship with Robert and she still seemed completely and utterly enamored with the pleasure he offered her.

    Andrea rode her bull harder and faster the longer the sex went on. Adam imagined that she couldn’t hold back once she felt the pleasure of an orgasm building between her legs. The closer she got the more she needed to reach her climax.

    “I’m close,” Andrea said. “Can I cum?”

    It never ceased to thrill Adam that Robert had essentially trained Andrea to cum only when given permission. It was a small form of domination that she seemed to find immensely arousing. Robert rarely denied her, of course.

    “Yes, you may,” he said. “Cum on my cock. Cum on my cock while your cuckold husband watches.”

    Andrea leaned back and Robert reached up to play with her tits in the red velvet dress. She put her hands on his knees and ground her pussy into his crotch, moving it back and forth over his thick cock and rubbing her clit into his pelvis. Adam’s eyes wandered over her body as she pursued her orgasm with another man inside her. His cock throbbed in his pants but he hadn’t been given permission to touch himself so he refrained from doing so. He simply admired the pleasure playing out in front of him.

    Andrea’s orgasm arrived in the form of a loud, long, low moan as she threw her head back. Her hips came to rest as her arms and legs trembled as Robert’s hands moved to her lower back to ensure she didn’t topple off of his cock and onto the floor.

    With a hazy smile on her face Andrea leaned forward, kissed her bull, and said, “Thank you. Thank you for all the incredible orgasms. Thank you for making my life so much better.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” Robert said. “Trust me on that.”

    Adam thought of all the times Robert had enjoyed orgasms of his own since he’d entered their lives. It was quite believable that it was entirely his pleasure to be Andrea’s bull.

    Andrea lifted her pussy from Robert’s cock and sat on the couch next to him. She wrapped her fingers around the base, looked at Adam, and said, “Would you like to thank Robert?”

    Adam felt his pulse begin to race as he crawled between Robert’s legs. He knew what his wife wanted. She’d demanded it only a few times and Adam had always complied. He was a cuckold, after all.

    “I do,” he said.

    “Go ahead,” Andrea said as she maintained her grip on the base of Robert’s cock. “Thank him by cleaning my juices off his cock. Thank him by showing him that you know your place in our lives.”

    Adam leaned forward, parted his lips, and took Robert’s cock into his mouth. The fact that his cock continued to ache as he gave a blowjob was a source of great embarrassment, but the arousal overwhelmed the humiliation.

    “I remember when you told me that every good cuckold should be a cocksucker,” Andrea said to her bull. “I just never thought Adam would do it.”

    “They all end up sucking cock as long as their wives want them to,” Robert said.

    Adam heard his wife and her bull kissing. Another surge of desire rushed through him.

    “I do like it,” she said. “I didn’t think I would, but I like seeing him suck cock. I like seeing him admit that he’s nowhere near the man you are. I like seeing him embrace his place.”

    “He can do so again when he cleans my cum out of you,” Robert said.

    Andrea moaned and they kissed again. Adam moaned too. He couldn’t help it. His wife laughed as she heard the sound of pleasure coming from her husband.

    “Is that what you want, darling? Do you want to clean Robert’s cum from my pussy?” Andrea asked.

    “I do,” Adam said.

    “I suppose we should do that, then,” Andrea said. “Since I’d very much like to feel Robert cum inside me. We’re going to spend a little time alone in the bedroom. I’ll invite you in when I’m ready to be cleaned up, okay?”

    “Of course,” Adam said.

    He watched his wife and her bull stand. Robert took Andrea’s hand and led her towards the bedroom. Adam watched from his knees as the bottom of Andrea’s little red Christmas dress swished back and forth over her ass. He wished he could watch, but he knew it wasn’t his place to demand it. Instead, he would wait until they were ready and clean her afterwards. He would be a good cuckold and he would cherish the gift of getting to clean her pussy. With any luck Robert would spend the night and Adam would get to repeat the process on Christmas Day.

  
    Cuckolding at the Company Christmas Party

    Many years ago my husband and I bought a “Letters to Penthouse” volume at a bookstore with the idea of reading the stories to each other as a way to have a little naughty fun. It turned out to be my first exposure to his cuckold fantasy (though I’m not sure either of us really understood it was his fantasy at the time) as he always seemed to gravitate towards the stories with cuckold and hotwife-related themes. I see that experience as the beginning of so many wonderful things in my life, including this entirely unexpected and wonderful job of writing erotica for you.

    The Stories You Can Read Your Cuckold series is inspired by those stories we read each other all those years ago. You can read them to your partner or vice versa, or you can enjoy them as if someone was reading to you (if you’re a supporter at the Audio level you can listen to one story a month being read to you). They’re all confessions of wild, unexpected sexual adventures, just like the Penthouse letters were. I hope you enjoy them :)

    
      Cuckolding at the Company Christmas Party
    

    Every year my husband’s work throws a great Christmas party. It’s not one of those corporate parties where everyone is sipping an alcohol-free punch and checking their phones to see if enough time has passed for them to skip out without being rude. No, this is a great party. They actually let their employees drink. They rent out a bar. They hire a DJ. People dance. People cut loose. I’m sure they have problems from time to time – people get handsy when they’re drunk, after all – but it’s a damn good time every year.

    This story is about what happened at last year’s Christmas party. It starts with the dress. I was feeling particularly good about my body last year so I went out and bought a killer red dress. It was the kind of dress that hugged my body like a glove and made every inch of me look incredible. It was the kind of dress that made some of the women at the party look at me like I was a whore out to steal their husbands. It was also the kind of dress that made every single man at the party look at me like they wished I was the one they were going home with. It was, in other words, a perfect dress.

    What happened wouldn’t have been possible without a few drinks. I mean, do any stories like this happen without a few drinks? My husband was responsible for getting the drinks and I’m fairly certain he made sure mine was extra strong. He knows that I tend to get wild when I’m a little tipsy, and when I get wild he almost always gets lucky. I suppose you could say he got lucky at that party, though some of you might disagree.

    At some point in the evening my husband pointed out that his boss had been eyeing me all night. He didn’t have to point it out, though. I’d noticed. My husband’s boss is a gorgeous man. Not only that, but he’s exceptionally successful and he has that irresistible air of confidence that rich, powerful men almost always have. I’d noticed that he was eyeing me and I liked it. It made me feel sexy to know that this gorgeous, powerful man couldn’t keep his eyes off of me.

    Normally, my husband would have been the beneficiary of that feeling. I would have dragged him to the bathroom or out to our car for a quick fuck to alleviate some of the intense sexual energy rushing through my body. As you might have guessed, this was not a normal night.

    They’d rented out a bar for the night and cleared most of the tables to the sides so we could all dance. For the most part my husband’s boss watched, only occasionally joining his employees to show off his unexpectedly impressive dance moves.

    On one of those occasions he made his way to where my husband and I were dancing. He started dancing right next to us and before I knew it I was dancing with him. I don’t even remember how it happened, I just know that at some point he was behind me with his hands on my waist and we were dancing together. I probably shouldn’t have let it happen, but I couldn’t help myself. His touch felt so good, and like I said he was a gorgeous man. Plus, after a few drinks I tend to make rash decisions.

    It was when he pulled me closer and I felt his…well, his cock that I kind of lost it. My ability to make good decisions, that is. It was big. His cock. It was big and I swear he was nearly hard. He was nearly hard from dancing with me. I can’t tell you how much it turned me on to know that this man wanted me. He’d been eyeing me all night because he wanted me. My husband’s boss wanted me and I absolutely wanted him.

    I leaned into him. I pushed my ass into his crotch. I felt his cock get harder. His hands guided my hips to the beat of the music and it was kind of like we were fucking with our clothes on and doing it on the dance floor. The bar was pretty dark, but I’m sure some of his coworkers saw. My husband didn’t stop me, though. I don’t know if he was afraid of his boss or he was enjoying the show and in the moment I didn’t care.

    Then, just when I thought I might throw all reason out the window and kiss my husband’s boss, he whispered in my ear. “Meet me out front in a minute. Bring your husband if you want. He can watch.”

    He walked away and for a moment I felt completely dazed. It was almost like I’d actually been fucked on the dance floor, at least based on how my legs were trembling. It was like I was under his spell.

    I told my husband what his boss had said and much to my amazement he didn’t say no immediately. Instead, he asked me if I wanted to do it. I told him I did.

    We waited a minute and left the bar. My husband’s boss was standing next to his Range Rover with the keys in his hand. He opened the back door and gestured for me to get in. I didn’t hesitate. He tossed my husband the keys, said, “You’re driving,” and then got in the back seat with me.

    His lips were on mine the moment the door shut. We were locked deep in a kiss by the time my husband got in the front seat. He turned the car on and asked where we were headed. His boss had set the GPS to his penthouse, though, and it kicked in a few moments later.

    My husband drove as I fooled around with his boss. His fingers made their way up my dress and into my panties just a few minutes into the drive. I was soaked and he slipped inside me with ease. He had this incredible talent for using his thumb to play with my clit while he fingered me and I was putty in his hands in a matter of seconds. I would have fucked him in the car if he’d wanted to.

    I did give him head. It had been years since I’d given a blowjob in a car but I went for it. I unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and when he pulled his fingers from my pussy I went for it. I gave him a blowjob and I made sure it was noisy. I figured that my husband had agreed to go along with this so he was into it. I wanted him to hear it. I wanted him to know that I was blowing his boss in the backseat.

    My husband pulled into the parking garage and we caught the elevator to the penthouse apartment without any other passengers, which was a good thing because I couldn’t stop playing with his cock. I damn near dropped to my knees to blow him in the elevator. That ride to the apartment was the first time I noticed my husband was fully erect. It was all the confirmation I needed that he was just as into what we were doing as I was.

    His boss had my dress off moments after we entered his gorgeous apartment. The living room had floor to ceiling windows and I was more than happy to be pressed up against one of them as he kissed me while his hands moved over my naked body.

    He stepped back to strip and I swear I licked my lips when I saw his body. He was lean and powerful and when he approached and picked me up I happily wrapped my legs around him. We kissed as he held me against the window and slipped his cock inside me. I sank down on it and moaned into his mouth. He was long and thick and it felt fucking incredible.

    My husband was on the couch with his cock in his hand and I was up against the window with his boss’s cock in my pussy. It was an insane end to the night and it led to one of the most memorable orgasms I’ve ever had.

    It was the first of many that night. He fucked me all over his apartment before cumming inside me and I spent the night in his bed while my husband spent the night on the couch. We fucked again in the morning and we’ve done so many times since. He gives me what I need, I give him what he needs, and believe it or not, my husband seems to get what he needs too.

  
    Cuckolding Her Chastised Hubby

    “This little cock isn’t much use to me, is it?” your wife said as she teased you with the shiny red high heels you’d bought her just a week ago.

    “No, it isn’t,” you agreed as your genitals ached for release.

    “It doesn’t need to be of much use to me anymore though, does it?” she said with a naughty smile on her face.

    The pain in your loins increased as you pictured your wife’s black bull pounding her pussy with his massive cock. You closed your eyes and tried to fight through it, for that pain was driven by the pleasure of being a cuckold.

    “Now that I’ve locked your little cock away, I get what I need, don’t I?” she asked.

    “Yes,” you answered.

    Her bull was on his way over and your wife was going to treat you to a thrilling viewing session. She was going to let you watch another man pound her pussy and bring her to the kinds of orgasms you’d never managed to provide.

    “I’m already wet for him,” she said as her foot moved gently over your locked cock, teasing you with the possibility of pleasure or great pain. “I’m wet for him in a way I’ve never been wet for you. Your little cock has never turned me on like he does.”

    You crave the humiliation she now delivers on a regular basis. It thrills you in ways you didn’t know were possible. You love how she so eagerly belittles your dick, especially since she locked you up. You love that she rarely sets you free to orgasm.

    When he arrives, your wife can’t wait long to have her bull inside her. She takes him to the bedroom and you follow behind like a good boy. She gets him hard with her mouth and hands and sits her wet pussy on him.

    You watch in awe as his big black cock disappears into your wife’s body. You watch as she sinks down on it and moans at the pleasure of finally being filled by a real man’s big cock. You enjoy the pure, blissful pleasure of being cuckolded.

    “Fuck me,” she moans as he flips your wife onto her back and slides his cock into her. She pulls her legs back and opens her body to his invading black meat. “You feel so fucking good inside me,” she says as her eyes close.

    You alternate between staring at her pussy opening for his cock and the looks of pleasure washing over her face. You’ve watched so many times, but it never ceases to arouse you when your wife and her bull have sex.

    He really is better than you. He fucks her deeper, harder, and longer. His cock is bigger. He’s just more of a man in bed. He takes her to places of pleasure you couldn’t hope to approach.

    “This is where your cock belongs,” she says as your cuckolding becomes part of her evening of pleasure. She wraps her delicate fingers around your locked little dick and makes you confront that you’re in a cage while another man is pounding your wife’s pussy. It’s thrilling beyond words. You love her more than anything in the world.

    You feel pain and pleasure mingle in your loins as your dick tries to get hard in its cage and is denied. It almost feels like you could cum if she rubbed you the right way. You know you’ll be denied that pleasure though. It’s not your place to cum tonight. Instead, it’s your place to witness your cuckolding and be reminded of your place.

  
    Cuckolding is the Perfect Way to Relieve Your Stress

    Imagine that you're just about home from a long day at work. You're tired. Your body aches. You'd love nothing more than to kick your shoes off, grab a beer from the fridge, and relax on the couch for an hour.

    Then, in an instant, everything changes in the best way possible. You pull into the driveway and see a familiar car. You smile. Your wife got your text. You thought she might just order takeout so you could have a relaxing evening. Instead, she did something far better.

    In a way, she ordered herself something delicious. She wasn't being selfish, though. She knows that you like it when she takes care of her needs.

    Your exhaustion has disappeared as you pull into the driveway and rush into the house. You check the living room - sometimes they're fooling around on the couch - but it's empty.

    You rush to your bedroom. The door is open and a moan floats down the hallway. You stop for a moment and loosen your tie. You can't help but smile.

    You step into the doorway. You see the backside of a tall, muscular, naked black man standing in your bedroom. Your wife is on her knees. Her milky white hands grip his ass. Her dark red curls sway gently as she gives a blowjob. He moans again and you hear a pop as his cock departs her mouth.

    Your wife leans over and looks past his muscular thigh to meet your gaze. "Welcome home, sweetie," she says. "Why don't you get naked and join me?"

    Damian looks over his shoulder, smiles, and puts a hand on your wife's head. He guides her mouth back to his cock and smiles at you before moaning and turning his attention back to the beautiful married woman fellating him with such passion.

    You strip in the bedroom doorway. You leave your work clothes and shoes in a pile in the hallway. You step into the bedroom with your half hard dick leading the way.

    "Heard you had a tough day, cuck," Damian says as you stand beside him.

    Your wife swallows as much of her bull's glorious cock as she can - she gets about halfway there - and then pulls back and wipes the thick saliva from her lips and chin. She reaches up and takes your cock in her other hand. She strokes you as Damian steps close enough that his impressively muscular arm is pressed against yours.

    "Sometimes I forget how much bigger he is," your wife says.

    He's nearly twice your length. He's vastly thicker, too. Her fingers easily wrap around your dick but when wrapped around his monstrous shaft they really aren't all that close to touching.

    "My body remembers, though. As soon as this gorgeous black cock emerges my pussy gets wet. My mouth waters. My whole body tingles. From the moment I see it, I want to give myself over to Damian. I want to give him whatever he craves. I want to satisfy him because I know he's going to satisfy me like few men ever have."

    "And certainly better than your cuck husband ever has," Damian adds.

    Your wife smiles, leans over, and kisses the head of your cock. "It's so cute," she says. "Just a cute little white cock that can't come close to satisfying me."

    Your dick is hard as a rock in her hand. You love when she cuckolds you. You adore her for her willingness to indulge in your fetish. You worship her for it and you work hard to make sure she's as happy as a woman can be in every area of her life. She is your goddess, your queen, your loving wife that knows that watching her get fucked and stretched by a big black cock is the thing that will take a terrible day and turning into something blissful.

    Damian looks at you, smiles, and says, "Get on your knees, cuck."

    You fall to your knees. You move next to your wife. Her hand moves to the back of your head and she kisses you. Her tongue is deep in your mouth in an instant and whatever work-related frustration might have remained is now entirely gone and all of your focus is on the thrill of being cuckolded.

    "Be a good cuckold," your wife whispers.

    You know what she means. You know what she wants you to do. What she expects you to do.

    This part always makes you nervous, no matter how many times you do it. That's the point of it, though. She wants you to do something that no straight man would do, at least not under normal conditions. These conditions are far from normal, though.

    You turn towards Damian's cock. The head is impossibly plump and it still glistens a little with your wife's saliva. She strokes him, her delicate fingers stopping short of the head each time.

    "Suck his big black cock," she whispers. You can feel her breath on your neck. It's exquisite. "Suck on that fat dick like a good cuck. Show Damian that you know your place, baby. Show him that you know that you're the inferior man."

    You're not the first couple that Damian has played with. In fact, he has a wealth of experience fucking white women and cucking their husbands. It happens to be his favorite way of getting off and he finds it even more pleasurable when the cuckold is made to serve him, to suck dick, to eat ass, to suck balls, to clean creampies, to clean his cock. It took some doing, but you've come around to that part of being a cuckold and you've actually come to crave it, despite the fact that you get nervous each and every time you're called upon to suck his big black cock.

    Damian puts a hand on the back of your head. He doesn't apply much pressure, but you can feel his strength. You surrender to it, which proves just a little more humiliating than if you'd simply opened up and sucked his dick upon being ordered to do so.

    "That's a good cuckold," your wife whispers. Her hand moves down your back and she squeezes your ass. Her fingers then encircle your cock and she strokes you a little. "Look up at him. Look up at the man that's going to fuck your wife. Look up at him while you suck his big black cock like a good cuckold."

    You look up at Damian. He smiles. His eyes are alive with pleasure. He likes the sense of superiority he feels when you suck his dick. He likes watching his thickness stretch your lips. He likes making you gag on it. He likes making you suffer just a little bit while you prepare his cock to enter your wife's pussy.

    "Suck my balls, cuck," he instructs. "Help me make a nice big load to pump inside your wife's pussy."

    You suck Damian's balls. You taste the sweat. He clearly didn't shower before coming over here. He knew you'd be sucking his balls and he probably left them a little bit ripe just for you. It feels good, though. You crave this kind of humiliation. It turns you on. You don't care if it's fucked up. All that matters is that you, your wife, and Damian love it.

    "Damian, baby, my pussy is soaked. I need your dick inside me. I need you to put me in the bed I share with my husband and fuck me while he watches. I need you to put him in his place. I need you to show him that he's barely even a fraction of a man compared to you."

    She sucks his cock. You hear it. You hear him moaning, too. Your wife gives a far better blowjob than you. Your cocksucking isn't really about your skill, though. It's about humiliating you. It's about making you suck on the superior black dick that's going to stretch your wife's pussy.

    "Both of you on the bed. On your hands and knees next to each other," Damian instructs.

    You and your beautiful wife climb into the bed and onto your hands and knees. She looks at you and smiles. She leans in and kisses you.

    "Thank you for calling him," you say. "This is exactly what I needed."

    Her smile brightens. "I love that getting what I need - a big black cock in my tight, white cunt - is the thing that helps you recover from a bad day at work."

    You kiss again as Damian gets in the bed. He smacks her ass. Then he smacks yours. It's painful, but it's supposed to be. Damian likes these moments when he's in control of the married white couple that he plays with. He likes these moments when you're both so willing to be vulnerable, when you present your bodies for him.

    Your wife moans. You look over your shoulder and see Damian guiding his cock into her pussy.

    "Fuck," she says. "You're so fucking big."

    He smiles. He loves it when a married white woman moans for his big black cock. He's been open about that. He loves stretching a tight white pussy. He loves knowing that the married woman is more than happy - eager, even - to give him her pussy, to let him have her bare, to let him cum deep inside her, to let him do what only her husband is supposed to do.

    "Fuck me, Damian," she says.

    "Kiss your cuck husband."

    Your wife turns to you. You lean in. Your lips meet. Your tongues entwine. She moans as Damian begins to fuck her. She moans loudly.

    This is the part where her pussy gets used to his size. This part usually hurts just a little. It's not terrible. Just a bit uncomfortable. She needs a little time to stretch out. She likes this part, though. She likes it because it's like a tease. It doesn't yet feel great to have him inside her, but she knows it's coming. She knows that the muscular black man on his knees behind her is going to stretch out her married pussy, fuck her hard and fast, make her cum multiple times, and then dump his load inside her so her cuck husband can lick it out of her.

    "Fuck me harder," your wife says. "Damian...fuck me harder!"

    He grabs a handful of her hair. He pulls back and her lips curl into a smile. Your wife loves it when he takes control.

    You look over your shoulder and see him staring down at his cock as it slides in and out of her white pussy. You see him smile. You seem him smack her ass and you watch the flesh ripple for a few moments.

    Damian looks at you, He smiles. He holds your gaze. He's looking into the eyes of the man that should be fucking your wife. You're not fucking her, though. You've been demoted from that position. When your wife really wants to cum - when she wants to have a truly mind bending orgasm - she calls Damian, not you. You can't fuck her like he does. Your little dick doesn't come anywhere near as close to satisfying her as his big black cock does.

    "Come here, cuck," he says. "Lay your head on your wife's fine ass."

    You spin around and crawl closer. You rest your head on her ass. You can see the base of his cock. You can see that it's slick with her juices when he pulls out. The sex is louder, too. You can hear how wet she is. You can hear him slamming hard into her ass and the backs of her thighs.

    Damian pulls out and slaps his wet dick against your face. "Open up, cuck."

    You open your lips and the cock that was just inside your wife slides into your mouth. Damian's in control. Damian's getting off on your willingness to do exactly as he instructs.

    You're getting off on the fact that you're sucking the cock that was just in your wife's pussy. What a delicious form of humiliation. You're resting your head on her ass and getting mouth fucked by her black bull. This is your happy place. It didn't always seem that way, but now you're ready to embrace the fact that you love being a cuckold, that you crave it, that it makes you blissfully happy.

    Damian pulls out of your mouth and slides back into your wife's pussy. He fucks her hard and fast. He puts a hand on your head and pushes down. He's doing it because he can. He's doing it to make you feel just a little more beneath him. It works. Half of your face is being smashed into your wife's ass and for some reason it's the hottest thing in the world. You love being a cuck.

    After a few minutes of vigorous doggystyle fucking, he pulls out. "On your back, girl."

    Your wife rolls onto her back and you sit on your knees. She grabs your hand and pulls hard. You lean down and she smiles before your lips meet hers. He slides into her as you're kissing. Another man is in your wife's pussy while your tongue is in her mouth. Your dick throbs without being touched. You love being a cuckold. You love how good this feels. You love that your wife gets the satisfaction she needs from her black bull.

    "Watch him stretch me, baby."

    You sit up. You stare between her legs. Damian is positioned so his cock is inside her but he's leaning back a little, which gives you a perfect view of her pussy lips clinging to his dick. He's so thick. So long. So fucking big. You know he reaches places inside her that you've never gone, that no man has ever gone. You know he stretches her in a way she adores. You know he makes her feel things that no one has ever made her feel.

    He pulls out and lays his cock on her stomach. It stretches past her belly button. It damn near reaches her breasts.

    "Lick it, cuck," he demands.

    His dick remains on her stomach as you lean down and lick the head and the top of the shaft. You move all the way down and then back up again.

    "Kiss the head, sweetie," your wife says. "Show your gratitude. Show Damian how much it means to you that he satisfies your wife."

    You plant a series of kisses on the head of his big black cock. You are grateful. Deeply grateful. Not just because he satisfies your wife, either. Damian satisfies you. His willingness to cuckold you, to play into your desires, to meet his desires...all of it makes your life better. All of it satisfies you in a way a vanilla sexual relationship with your wife never could.

    "I'm gonna pound her into your bed, cuck," he says. "I want you sucking on her toes while I satisfy her."

    You move back and Damian crawls closer and lowers his body on top of hers. They share a deep, open-mouthed kiss that makes your balls tingle with delight. He slides into her pussy and fills her.

    You position yourself at the edge of the bed. You have a view of your wife's pussy opening for his big black cock. More importantly, her beautiful toes are right in front of you, so you take them in your mouth and begin sucking like Damian instructed.

    He fucks her while you suck her toes. His big black cock satisfies her while you run your tongue over her big toe and then move down the line, sucking on each of them like a good cuck.

    Damian fucks her hard. This is what she likes. Her pussy is fully stretched by his cock and now he can truly pound her. He thrusts hard and deep down into her. He does so rhythmically and she moans with every thrust. It's a beautiful symphony of your cuckolding and it makes your dick throb. You refrain from touching yourself, of course, as that's not your place. Not until you've been given permission.

    "Damian...baby...fuck, your dick feels so good inside me!"

    "I'm gonna flood your pussy," he says. "I'm gonna fill you with my cum. I'm gonna nut deep inside you and then make your cuck husband suck my dick clean."

    Your wife screams. She has her orgasm. Her toes curl in your mouth. Her thighs tremble. Her pussy spasms around his cock as Damian continues to pound her. He fucks your wife all the way through her orgasm and then keeps on going as he pursues his climax.

    "Cum in me, baby. Cum in me and make my fucking cuck of a husband suck your big black cock clean before he licks your load out of me!"

    Damian cums in your wife's pussy. He buries every inch of his dick inside her. She grabs his ass and holds it tight as she moans like she's having an orgasm of her own. You know she loves this part. You know she loves knowing that her pussy gave Damian - this gorgeous, perfect man - the kind of satisfaction he craves. He'll want to come back for more and that's what she wants. That's what she needs, in fact.

    Eventually - after lots of kissing - Damian pulls out of your wife's pussy. He rolls onto his back and she immediately rolls over to rest her head on his chest.

    "Suck his dick clean, cuck," she says with a smile.

    Those words are music to your ears. You crawl between his legs. You rest a hand on his thick and grasp his cock in the other. You take him in your mouth. You suck him clean while looking up at your wife, who can't stop smiling.

    "Fuck...I love seeing your lips around his big black cock," she says. "Especially after he's made me cum. After he's fucked me so much better than you ever have. I love that you're such a good little cocksucker, baby."

    You finish cleaning his dick and give his balls a quick bath for good measure.

    Your wife rolls onto her back and spreads her legs. "You may clean me, my love."

    This is a sacred act. This is the thing you crave more than any other. This is the height of cuckolding. Your wife's pussy is supposed to be yours and yours alone. You're supposed to be the only man that cums inside her. That pleasure has been given to another man, though. A better man in so many ways.

    You plunge your tongue inside her. In doing so, you affirm your place as her cuckold. You affirm Damian's place as the sexually superior being. You worship her pussy and clean her slowly. You swallow his cum. You coat your tongue and throat with it. You savor the taste, for it is the taste of your cuckolding, of your humiliation, of you being put in your place.

    As you clean her, your wife turns to Damian and they stare into each other's eyes. He smiles, caresses her face, and leans in. Their lips meet for a long, slow kiss. Soon enough it involves tongue. Passion blossoms once more.

    As they kiss, you make your wife cum. She wordlessly directs you to do so by grabbing your hair and guiding your lips to her clit. You tend to her throbbing sex organ as she kisses her black bull, caresses his massive cock, and sucks on his tongue.

    She cums while they kiss. She bonds with her husband and her bull at the same time. More cum flows out of her pussy as she climaxes and you lap it all up like a good boy.

    Her chest heaves in the aftermath of her orgasm. She looks down at you and smiles and then turns to Damian. "Your dick definitely makes me cum harder, but there's something really hot about cumming while your husband cleans another man's cum out of you."

    Damian laughs. "How about we rest a little and then I fuck you again? That sweet pussy of yours can experience even more pleasure."

    She looks giddy. "Nothing would make me happier."

    "Go make us drinks, cuck," Damian instructs. "We'll be out soon enough. Then you can fluff my dick while your wife and I share a drink and fool around."

    "Of course," you say. "And thank you for fucking her, for making her cum, for cumming inside her." You look at your wife, "And thank you for letting me clean your pussy."

    "You're welcome, cuck," she says. "Now go make our drinks."

    She turns to her bull and kisses him as you leave the room. Your dick is still hard as a rock, but you want your cuckolding to continue so you're more than happy to delay your orgasm. If anything, you're giddy. You love being cucked. You'd be happy if Damian spent the night and your wife refused to let you cum until he was gone tomorrow morning.

    However the night turns out, it's so damn good to be a cuckold to a gorgeous, vivacious hotwife like yours.
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    Scott closed his eyes as the lips of two beautiful women caressed either side of his neck. A moment later warmth and wetness engulfed his cock as one of his best friends in the world acted like the cocksucker his girlfriend wanted him to be.

    “That’s it, baby,” Bella said softly as more of Scott’s cock disappeared into his friend’s mouth. “Show Scott and Eden what a good little cocksucking cuckold you are.”

    Dale moaned and the vibrations added an extra dimension of pleasure to what was already a surprisingly good blowjob.

    “Does it feel good?” Eden whispered. “Does it feel good to have your friend on his knees sucking on your superior cock?”

    “Yes,” Scott answered. It felt weird, too, but he couldn’t resist the wealth of pleasure he felt in that moment. Both girls were kissing and touching him and Dale was putting on a cocksucking clinic, proving that he’d had a dick in his mouth far more often than Scott suspected.

    Eden turned Scott’s head, smiled, and kissed him. Her tongue slipped into his mouth as she ran her fingers over his chest. She scratched him a little and he moaned, more from the surprise than any pain she caused.

    The moment the kiss ended, Bella turned Scott’s head towards her she too offered her tongue. She kissed more aggressively than Eden, but it was no less pleasurable and Scott couldn’t help but feel like he was the luckiest man in the world with two stunningly gorgeous, lingerie-clad women seemingly so eager to kiss him.

    “Mmm, my pussy is so wet for you, Scott,” she said softly. “I can’t wait to feel your big dick inside me. I can’t wait for you to fuck me while my pathetic bitch of a boyfriend watches.”

    Dale moaned and a moment later Scott heard him gag. He looked down to see Bella’s hand on the back of her boyfriend’s head and she was clearly applying significant pressure, causing Dale to swallow every inch of the dick in his mouth.

    "Suck his balls," Bella instructed.

    Dale slowly pulled off of Scott's cock, leaving it soaked in his saliva as he sank down and took one of his friend's testicles in his mouth. Bella's lips founds Scott's and her tongue pushed aggressively into his mouth as she wrapped her fingers around his slippery dick and stroked him slowly.

    "How does it feel to suck on your friend's balls while your girlfriend plays with his cock and kisses him?" Eden asked.

    "I'm so turned on," Dale answered. "It's so...it's so fucking hot."

    He wasn't the slightest bit self-conscious about his enjoyment. Most men would have been - Scott felt a little self-conscious even as his dick raged with desire - but Dale wasn't. He didn't care. He'd clearly found a way to free himself of any sense of guilt or embarrassment about what he desired. It was, in a way, an admirable thing.

    "Bathe his balls in your spit, you fucking slut," Bella said. "Show Scott that you understand that you're an inferior man, that you're barely even worthy of pleasuring him, let alone me."

    Her voice was harsh, but Scott heard the delight in it. He saw it on her face, too, and he reached over, ran his fingers up her thigh, and pressed them into her panties. Bella's pussy lips parted and he penetrated her with ease thanks to the excessive wetness that had formed between her supple thighs.

    "She's soaked, Dale," Scott said as he looked down at his ball sucking friend. "Your girlfriend is fucking soaked. It seems that she likes it when you demonstrate your inferiority."

    Dale moaned and Scott felt a gentle wave of pleasure move through his loins as he marveled at his friend's eagerness to do exactly as Bella described and prove himself to be the inferior man.

    "Throat him," Bella demanded.

    Dale did so immediately, following his girlfriend's instructions without even a moment's hesitation. The pleasure that enveloped Scott's cock was instantaneous and overwhelming and he couldn't help but moan.

    Bella kissed Scott's neck, ran her fingers over his chest, and asked, "Is Dale a better cocksucker than Eden?"

    Scott looked down at Dale - who was now bobbing up and down on his cock and throating him with relative ease - and then turned his attention to Eden, who had a smile on her face.

    "Is he?" she asked. "You can be honest."

    "He's certainly more eager to deepthroat me," Scott answered.

    Eden looked at Dale and the smile remained on her face. She then put a hand on the back of his head and pushed down hard. He swallowed every inch of Scott's cock and the tightness of his throat felt spectacularly good around the head.

    "He is eager," Eden said as she finally released Dale's head, allowing him to pull back and gasp for air as he wiped a thick string of saliva from his lower lip. "I can't help but feel just a little jealous, if I'm being honest. A girl doesn't like to know that someone else sucks her boyfriend's cock better than she does."

    "I'm sure Dale would be willing to share," Bella suggested. "Why don't you get on your knees with him? You two can take turns sucking Scott's beautiful cock."

    Scott was surprised to see Eden smile, slide off the bed, and get on her knees next to Dale, though the entire day had been a surprise, particularly with regards to his girlfriend's behavior.

    "Give her a chance to suck her boyfriend's cock, Dale," Bella said. "Let's see if she's as good as you."

    Dale moved aside and Eden took his place between Scott's legs. She wrapped her fingers around his slick cock and kissed her way up to the head before slowly wrapping her lips around him. She moved halfway down the shaft and then pulled back and sucked hard enough that Scott couldn't help but moan. Then her hand moved to his balls and she gently fondled them while her lips once more moved down his shaft, this time taking the full length.

    Eden had always been generous in her willingness to go down on Scott, but this felt like something different, as if her jealousy had been real and she was trying to prove that she was capable of giving a far better blowjob than Dale.

    "Mmm, Eden's quite the cocksucker, isn't she cuckold?" Bella asked.

    "Yes, she is," Dale replied as he watched Eden's mouth slowly move up and down Scott's shaft.

    "You could learn a thing or two from her," Bella continued. "In fact, you should try your best to learn a thing or two from her. After all, your dick is fucking useless to me, which means you need to be as good with your mouth as humanly possible, and Eden is making it perfectly clear that you're nowhere near the kind of cocksucker I want you to be."

    Dale looked up at his girlfriend and his lips curled into a slight smile. "I know. I'll be better for you, Bella. I'll keep working at it."

    "And I'll keep providing you with big, beautiful cocks to suck on," Bella replied. "It's not like my desire to get fucked by real man is going to dry up, after all, and I have no intention of fucking a man unless he's going to let my cuckold boyfriend blow him like a good little slut."

    Scott saw love in Dale's eyes. Love for his girlfriend. It seemed to be love at her willingness to make him feel the humiliation he craved, as there was no doubt in Scott's mind that Dale got off on Bella's dirty talk - and her habit of making him suck dick - even more than she did.

    Eden slowly pulled back until Scott's cock popped free from her mouth. She licked her slippery lips, looked up at him with a smile, and asked, "So, am I better?"

    Scott nodded. "Yes, you are. Much better, actually."

    Eden stood and bent over to kiss Scott. He closed his eyes as her lips neared his but the kiss never materialized. Instead, Scott heard both Eden and Bella moan and when he opened his eyes he saw them indulging in a slow, deep, sensual kiss with a wealth of tongue. The fact that it unfolded right in front of him made it even more enthralling.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    Eden turned to him, smiled, and leaned in. She kissed him. He offered his tongue and she sucked on it while Dale resumed sucking his cock like a good cuckold.

    "I really need to get fucked," Bella said.

    "Are you ready, Scott?" Eden asked as she reached down, put a hand on the back of Dale's head, and pushed aggressively to ensure he swallowed every inch of Scott's cock.

    He nodded.

    "Then I think it's time," Eden said softly. "I think it's time for you to fuck Bella's tight, wet, needy cunt in front of her cuckold boyfriend. I think it's time you show him just how inferior he is."

    Eden kept her hand on the back of Dale's head for a few more seconds as the sound of gagging filled the bedroom. Then she stepped back, grabbed a handful of his hair, and swiftly pulled him between her legs.

    "Worship my pussy," she demanded.

    Dale pulled her panties aside and put his tongue to work, though Scott was certain his friend was far more interested in turning his attention to the bed, as Bella had moved to her back and was slowly spreading her legs.

    "Fuck me, Scott," she said. "Fuck me while my cuck boyfriend eats Eden's cunt."

    Scott crawled into the bed and between Bella's legs. He pulled off her delicate panties and tossed them at Dale, who grabbed them off the floor and squeezed them tight while Eden rubbed her slick pussy all over his face.

    "Put that beautiful cock inside me," Bella said with a smile.

    Scott guided the plump, spit-soaked head of his dick between Bella's swollen, slippery labia. Her lips parted and she let out a soft moan. Her back arched and he filled her slowly.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels so good," she said softly. "Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me."

    Eden moaned and Scott heard the distinct sound of pussy worship. He imagined Dale was going out of his mind, for he was facing away from the bed and couldn't admire the sight of another man's cock filling his girlfriend's pussy.

    "Fuck me, Scott," Bella demanded.

    Scott moved in and out of her pussy. He watched the pleasure wash over her face with every slow, deep thrust. He moved his hips a little each time he bottomed out inside her to add a little extra friction for her throbbing clit and he elicited a moan each and every time he did so.

    "Scott, please, fuck me harder," Bella said.

    He heard the desperation in her voice. The need. The desire. She wasn't just fucking him to thrill Dale. She was doing it because she craved the kind of orgasm Scott could give her, the kind that Dale probably couldn't provide.

    "You want it harder?" Scott asked.

    "Yes!" Bella replied.

    Scott smiled and gave her what she needed. He fucked her harder and the look of joy on her face was pure and perfect. He leaned down and they kissed. She moaned into his mouth and their tongues swirled as his cock moved in and out of her wet, intensely hot pussy.

    "Harder, please, fuck me harder," she said the moment the kiss ended.

    She was insatiable and her desire only deepened Scott's arousal. He mustered every bit of strength he could deliver and the sound of his body slamming into Bella's filled the bedroom.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" she screamed.

    Scott fucked Dale's beautiful girlfriend right through her orgasm and she held his body close while trembling beneath him. He slowed his thrusts as her moans grew quieter and then she wrapped her legs around his and pulled him even closer, keeping his cock deep inside her and softly kissing his neck while a series of soft moans escaped her lips.

    "That was even better than I thought it would be," Bella whispered. "Eden's a very lucky girl."

    Scott smiled. He'd always thought of himself as the lucky one - Eden was beautiful, smart, funny, and driven - but he liked hearing that he fucked well enough that Bella would consider his girlfriend lucky to have him.

    "Let's give Dale a taste of the pussy you just satisfied," Bella said.

    Scott pulled out and rolled onto his back next to Bella. He saw Eden standing at the foot of the bed with a smile on her face and Dale's tongue still working her pussy.

    "Come here, cuckold," Bella said. "Come taste me after your best friend satisfied me. Taste his cock. Taste my pussy. Taste the sex we just had."

    Eden released her grip on Dale's hair and he spun around and crawled into the bed. He stared up at Bella and plunged his tongue into her pussy, pressing his face against her slippery flesh and moaning as his tongue no doubt rooted around inside her for any taste of the fucking she'd just gotten.

    Eden approached the side of the bed and ran her fingers up Scott's legs. She caressed his balls and took his stiff dick in her hand as she asked, "Did her pussy feel good?"

    Scott nodded.

    "It was nice of you to make her cum so hard," Eden said. "To give her the kind of orgasm that her cuck boyfriend can't."

    "He did make me cum so much harder than Dale ever has, even with that talented tongue of his. There's just nothing quite as good as getting fucked hard by a real man that knows what he's doing, and Dale just isn't that kind of man," Bella added.

    Eden smiled and leaned down. Her lips met Scott's and she offered her tongue. She moaned as he took it and her fingers slowly moved up and down his remarkably stiff shaft, offering the kind of teasing pleasure guaranteed to keep him hard as a rock.

    As they kissed, Scott's fingers found their way into Eden's pussy, eliciting a moan into his mouth. He fucked her with three fingers and rubbed her clit. Her thighs trembled just a little as her tongue pushed even deeper into his mouth.

    "Do you want to cum inside Bella's tight cunt?" Eden asked.

    "I do," he admitted. "Is that okay with you?"

    Eden smiled. "Of course it is. I want to watch you cum inside her, Scott. I want to hear you moan as you do. And, most importantly, I want to watch Dale clean a superior man's load out of her pussy. I don't know why, but the idea of that is so fucking hot to me."

    "Do you hear that, Dale?" Bella asked. "Eden wants to see you be a good little cum slut. She's turned on at the idea of you being a fucking cum dumpster for me, of you putting that talented tongue of yours in my cunt so you can lick up every drop of your best friend's cum. Are you going to be a good boy for her, Dale? Are you going to show her that you're an eager little cuckold cum whore?"

    "Yes," Dale replied. "I'll be a good cum whore, Bella. I will. I'll be the good little cuckold cum dumpster you want me to be."

    "Sit back on your knees," Bella demanded.

    Dale did so and Scott couldn't help but look at his friend's stiff, unimpressive cock.

    "Look at how hard your little cuck dick is," Bella said as she rubbed the tip with her toes. "Look at how stiff you are after worshiping my cunt. Look at how hard your dicklet is at the prospect of getting to clean your best friend's thick, salty cum from my pussy after he gives me a second orgasm."

    Dale looked at Scott and said, "She's right. I want to watch you fuck her again, Scott. I want to watch her cum on your cock again. I want to clean your cum out of her. I do. I fucking do."

    Bella rolled to the side and Scott scooted over so he was on his back in the middle of the bed. A moment later the gorgeous, lingerie-clad beauty his friend was in love with straddled him. She reached down to guide his cock into her pussy and he moaned at the sheer pleasure of having her wetness and heat envelop him.

    "Sit on his face," Bella said to Eden. "Let's both enjoy him."

    A moment later Scott was looking up at his girlfriend's ass as she straddled him while facing Bella. She dropped her pussy onto his mouth and her ass cheeks spread over his face. Scott put his tongue to work without hesitation and in the same moment Bella began to bounce on his cock, engulfing him in a world of pleasure he never wanted to escape from.

    "Fuck, he's so deep inside me," Bella said before moaning.

    "I know," Eden replied. "It's incredible, isn't it?"

    Bella moaned again. "It really is. Especially compared to when I used to let Dale's worthless little dick inside me. Sometimes, if I was wet enough, it was like I couldn't even feel it. I can feel Scott's cock, though. I can feel every fucking inch of it."

    Scott was happily engulfed in sexual bliss as Bella's tight pussy milked his cock while he tended to Eden's clit with his tongue. The girls continued to shower Dale in verbal humiliation and every once in a while he'd let out a groan as he watched what must have been a truly beautiful display of pleasure with a pair of lingerie-clad ladies riding Scott for their satisfaction.

    "Are you ready to lick your best friend's hot cum out of my pussy, cuckold?" Bella asked.

    "Yes," Dale replied.

    Scott was close to cumming and he found the idea of Dale being made to clean up his mess hugely arousing in that moment. It was nasty, but in the best way possible and it filled him with a certain kind of confidence he found irresistible.

    The sound of kissing filled the air as Bella rode him faster. Both girls moaned and it became clear that they were sharing a lengthy lesbian kiss. Scott was a little disappointed to be denied the sight of such a beautiful thing, but nothing was going to stop his orgasm.

    He moaned into Eden's pussy, doing so loud enough that his impending climax must have been obvious to the women gleefully riding him.

    "I'm close," Bella said.

    "Me too," Eden added.

    They were all going to cum together. Everyone except for Dale, for Bella had clearly decided her cuckold didn't deserve to cum until he'd played his part.

    Eden climaxed first. Juices dripped from her pussy and down Scott's cheeks as he licked her clit. Her moans were loud and beautiful and they reverberated around the room as her ass trembled around his face.

    Scott came second. Bella's pussy was just too warm, wet, and tight. He couldn't help himself. He unleashed inside her while moaning into his girlfriend's wet cunt and it felt as though it was a rather massive load, no doubt due to the excess of arousal coursing through him.

    Bella was the last to cum, though her orgasm arrived mere moments after Scott unloaded in her pussy. He enjoyed the idea - even if it was likely untrue - that she was so turned on at the idea of someone else cumming inside her that it helped push her over the top and into a beautiful climactic state.

    Eden climbed off of Scott first and Bella leaned down, smiled, and kissed him softly. He was surprised to feel her tongue push into his mouth - a post-orgasmic kiss felt far more intimate - but he welcomed it and moaned when she caressed his face in a remarkably tender manner.

    "Thank you for fucking me, Scott," she said softly, "and thank you for cumming inside me so Dale can be a good cuckold cum slut and lick up your load."

    "It was my pleasure," Scott replied with a smile.

    Bella lifted her pussy off of him and rolled onto her back. Scott scooted over to give Dale plenty of room and watched as his friend stared between her legs.

    "What do you want, cum slut?" Bella asked.

    "I want to clean your messy pussy," Dale replied.

    "What do you need to do first?" she said.

    Dale looked at Scott, held his gaze for a few seconds, and said, "Thank you for fucking my girlfriend, Scott. Thank you for making up for my lack of skill and size by giving her the orgasms she deserves. Thank you for showing me how inferior I am as a man. Thank you for everything."

    "You're welcome," Scott replied.

    Bella spread her legs wide and Dale crawled between them. He leaned down to kiss her soft, milky white thighs and then settled onto his stomach and looked up at her.

    "Go ahead," she said. "Clean me."

    As Dale pushed his tongue inside her, Eden took Scott's hand. He looked her way and she said, "Let's give them a little privacy."

    Scott got out of the bed as Dale devoured his girlfriend's messy pussy. He grabbed his underwear on the way out of the bedroom and he and Eden headed for the kitchen.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" Eden asked as she opened the fridge and pulled out two beers.

    Scott nodded. He still didn't entirely trust that Eden wasn't the slightest bit jealous about him having fucked another woman, but it seemed foolish to lie.

    "I did. Did you enjoy yourself?" he asked.

    Eden handed him a beer as she nodded. "I did. I came hard. Really hard. I don't know what it is about the whole cuckolding thing, but there's something about it that's just really hot to me."

    "Me too," Scott agreed.

    "Yeah?"

    He opened his beer, nodded, and took a sip.

    "How would you feel about me cuckolding you?" she asked.

    Scott's eyes went wide. "I thought...I thought I was good. I mean, the sex. I thought it was good."

    "It is," Eden said. "It's really good, actually. I mean, Bella just came really fucking hard because your dick is amazing and you use it better than most guys."

    "But you want to fuck someone else?" he asked.

    "I want to cuckold you," Eden said. "I know it doesn't really make any sense, but the dynamic between Bella and Dale was such a turn on for me. Like, I could easily cum again right now. I'm still turned on just thinking about all of it."

    Scott was dumbfounded, though he could see the arousal in Eden's eyes. She wasn't lying. She was turned on by the dynamic, even if it made less sense to cuckold someone that could actually fuck her to a good orgasm.

    "I was thinking I could find someone with a really big dick," Eden said. "Bigger than yours. Someone that could give me an entirely different experience. I don't know if it would be better, but honestly, it wouldn't really be about that. It would be about putting you in Dale's place."

    A look washed over her face. A look of intense lust. Her eyes fluttered and her hand instinctively wandered between her legs, though Eden stopped just short of playing with her pussy.

    "By putting me in Dale's place...do you mean...like, would I be doing everything Dale did?" Scott asked.

    Eden smiled and stepped closer. She rested her fingers on his chest and leaned in to kiss him softly. "I'm not going to force you to do anything, Scott. I love you and I'd very much like to get to be the one that loves you forever, so I have no intention of ruining our relationship for a sexual thrill. That being said, if you were willing to go to the same lengths Dale went, I would find that deeply pleasurable."

    Scott was stunned to feel a potent wave of arousal wash over him as Eden moaned softly and kissed his neck.

    "So you'd...you'd want me to get on my knees...to get on my knees and suck someone else's cock for you?" he asked.

    "Mmm, yes, Scott, that's what I'd want," she said. "I'd want to see you wrap these soft lips of yours around a big cock and suck until it was nice and hard for me. I'd want you to watch from your knees as I sit on that cock and ride it."

    Eden took his hand and pulled it between her legs. Scott pushed his fingers inside her and she moaned.

    "I'd want you to suck his balls while I ride him," she continued. "I'd want you to try and help him build up a nice big load that he could unleash into my pussy. I'd want you to beg for the chance to clean his cum out of me."

    Before Scott could say a word, Eden put a hand on the top of his head and pushed down. He dropped to his knees as she leaned against the kitchen counter, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled him between her legs.

    "Make me cum," she demanded.

    Scott did as his girlfriend desired and he did so without hesitation. The idea of doing anything that Dale had done over the past few days terrified him, and yet arousal swirled through his body. Scott couldn't quite identify why, but there would be plenty of time to interrogate his thoughts later.

    For the moment, all Scott wanted to do was give Eden an orgasm. After all, she'd given him permission to fuck another woman - and Bella's pussy had been spectacularly pleasurable - so the least Scott could do was get Eden off while she fantasized about fucking another man.

    
      The End…with a Possible Sequel Coming Soon
    

  
    Cuckolding on the Fourth of July - Part 1

    "Am I crazy, or does it feel like these are the last truly free moments of our lives?"

    Normally, Scott was inclined to roll his eyes at Dale's faux-philosophical musings, but in this case he might have had a point. After all, they'd graduated from college just a few months prior and the month long vacation they'd all planned - there were ten of them in the beachside rental house - was just a handful of days from coming to an end. Once it was over, Scott was due to start a job in finance, Dale was going to intern at a law firm, and most of their other friends had "real" jobs lined up too.

    "In this case, I'm not sure you're crazy," Scott replied as he watched the waves crash on the beach, which was still fairly crowded as sunset approached. "I mean, I guess you could live your life without ever picking up any responsibilities or attachments, but that feels like it would get pretty fucking boring."

    Dale glanced across the house's expansive deck and stared at his girlfriend, a remarkably beautiful redhead named Bella. She met his gaze, smiled, and lifted her beer before taking a sip. Dale sipped his in return and then joined Scott in looking out at the ocean.

    "Do you think I should marry Bella?" he asked.

    "Absolutely, dude," Scott answered. "She's way out of your league. Like, way, way out of your league. It's a fucking miracle she hasn't dumped you already."

    Dale shoved him, laughed, and said, "Fuck you, man." He took another sip of his beer, let out a long exhale, and asked, "What about Eden? You guys have been together for what, two years? Are you planning on popping the question?"

    "I am," Scott answered without hesitation. Dale didn't know it, but Scott had already bought the ring. He planned on popping the question at the end of summer once he'd made sure he actually liked his job and was eager to stick with it for at least a few years. "Seriously, though, unless there's something I don't know about with Bella, I'm not sure why you wouldn't ask her to marry you. She's smart, fun, gorgeous, sexy, and from what you say, the sex is great. What else could you want?"

    Dale smiled. "That's a fair point. A very fair point. I guess I'm just nervous. I'm not really sure why."

    "Is it something Bella's said or done? Do you think she won't say yes?" Scott asked his friend.

    Dale looked over at Bella once more and when she noticed she quickly blew him a kiss. She seemed utterly enamored with her boyfriend and Scott couldn't help but feel a little puzzled as to why Dale was so hesitant to commit.

    "She's unpredictable, man," Dale said as he stared out at the water.

    Scott laughed. "That seems like a good thing. Don't married people complain about how things get boring? Wouldn't being with an unpredictable woman make it less likely that you'd get bored?"

    Dale looked at him and smiled. "That's yet another fair point, Scott. You're absolutely full of fair points today."

    Again Scott laughed. "How about instead of standing here and wondering about the future, we resolve to enjoy these last truly free moments of our lives? We've got a big party planned tonight. There's going to be a big bonfire on the beach. We've invited just about everyone we've met in our month here. There's going to be drinking and dancing and lots of barbecued meat, and I’m pretty sure we’re both going to get laid before the night is over. I can't think of a better way to say goodbye to this part of our lives before we step into the great unknown."

    "You sound like me," Dale said with a laugh. "But I'm with you. Let's have some fun tonight. In fact, let's have the time of our lives."

    They lifted their beers in a pseudo salute to the idea of having fun and quickly chugged what remained before they both crumpled the cans, tossed them into the plastic bin sitting on the corner of the deck, and gave each other a semi-serious celebratory hug.

    "Now, how about we gather up our girlfriends and go for a swim?" Scott asked.

    Dale raised his hand high, smiled, and shouted, "It sounds like a plan!"

    He rushed over to Bella and Scott headed inside in search of Eden. He found her upstairs in their bedroom, which one of only two with an ocean view. It was theirs by virtue of the fact that they got there before anyone else and claimed it simply by putting their suitcases on the bed.

    Scott was greeted with the rather splendid view of his girlfriend standing in front of the mirror in a red and white striped bikini with a rather fetching thong bottom.

    "Holy shit," Scott said as he closed the door and flipped the lock.

    Eden turned to him and flashed the bright, beautiful smile that had drawn Scott to her in the first place. "You like it?"

    He nodded and leaned against the door as his cock stirred in the same manner it so often did when he looked at his beautiful girlfriend. "I really do. Are you wearing that for the party?"

    "I was thinking I would. It's July 4th, after all, so I figured I'd honor the holiday with a suitable bikini," Eden answered. "I need you to be honest about how my ass looks, though. A lot of people are coming tonight and I don't want to look bad, you know?"

    "Your ass looks perfect, Eden," he assured her. "Truly, it looks perfect. I don't know, though."

    She frowned. "What do you mean you don't know?"

    Scott smiled at her sudden insecurity. He approached his girlfriend, sat on the edge of the bed, and reached out to pull her between his legs. He ran his fingers up the backs of her thighs and grabbed hold of her ass before looking up at her. "Well, the thing is, you might like too good, Eden. Guys might be staring at you all night long. I might be so jealous I won't be able to function. Maybe you should forget about wearing this insanely hot bikini and just wear a baggy sweatshirt and pajama bottoms."

    Eden smiled, wriggled free from his grasp, and spun around. She reached up and tugged on the little string keeping her bikini top on. It fell to the floor and then she looked over her shoulder and said, "I suppose I could go topless. That would really drive the guys crazy, wouldn't it?"

    She reached up to cover her breasts before shaking her ass and slowly turning around. Scott's cock stirred as his girlfriend stepped closer and flashed a look that made him think he was about to get laid.

    Eden let her hands fall to her sides and Scott stared at her perky breasts. She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and slowly lowered them, exposing her beautiful shaved pussy. "If I'm going topless, there's really no point in wearing my bikini bottoms, either. I mean, I might as well be naked on the beach."

    She straddled him and settled into Scott's lap. He grabbed her ass and their lips met for a kiss as his cock quickly came to life. Eden moved her hips back and forth, slowly grinding in his crotch and eliciting a moan as the friction sent waves of pleasure through his body.

    "Seriously, Eden, you look incredible in the bikini," he said. "And guys will absolutely stare at you, but that just means I'm dating a really hot girl and I have no problem at all with that."

    She smiled, reached down, and unzipped his shorts. Eden freed his cock and a moment later he was inside her. "I know," she said as her pussy swallowed every inch of his dick. She lifted his shirt over his head and leaned back to run her fingers over his chest as he held onto her ass to ensure she didn't tumble out of the bed. "I won't be the only one getting stares tonight. I've seen some of the girls we met looking at you, Scott. I've seen some get especially hungry when they find out where you're working, that you're a man with a bright future."

    Scott had noticed, too, but not once had he considered doing anything with those girls.

    Eden kissed him deeply as she began to ride Scott's cock. "I also noticed that I'm the only one you want," she said softly. "Because I treat you right, don't I?"

    "You do," he answered as pleasure enveloped his loins.

    Eden rode him a little faster and the bed began to squeak. "My pussy treats you right, doesn't it?"

    Scott nodded and grabbed her ass. She moaned as he squeezed her perfect-feeling flesh and they kissed again. This time her tongue swirled in his mouth and he moaned as it felt like his orgasm was fast approaching.

    "Cum in me, Scott," Eden said breathlessly. "Cum in my pussy."

    Scott was moments away. Her pussy felt so good. So wet, so tight, so utterly perfect. His body was awash in pleasure. He held out, though, until he saw the signs of orgasm on his girlfriend's face. He saw the climactic look he'd witnessed so many times before and then he let loose and let an orgasm wash over his body.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" he cried out before a series of low, lusty grunts and groans poured from his mouth.

    Ella pulled his head against her chest and he kissed her perky breasts while she rolled her head towards the ceiling and let out a beautiful array of moans. It was an absolute certainty that at least some of their housemates knew they were fucking and that it was, as always, good sex.

    They both smiled in the aftermath of their orgasms and then Eden lifted her pussy from his cock and rushed to the bathroom before his cum spilled onto the floor.

    "You really like the bikini?" she asked while sitting on the toilet.

    "I do," Scott answered. "You really do look perfect in it, and it's going to be really hard resisting the urge to drag you up here during the party to fuck you again."

    She smiled. "Who says you have to resist?"

    "A fair point," Scott replied. "Well, now I'm looking forward to this party even more than I already was."

    Ella wiped, flushed, and turned on the shower. "Wanna shower with me?"

    "I can't think of anything I'd rather do," Scott answered.

    
      
    

    Sunset had come and gone. The fireworks were due to start in the next half hour. The beach bonfire was ablaze, the barbecue was still going strong, and the nearly fifty people in attendance at the party seemed to be having a damn good time.

    Scott hadn't yet dragged his beautiful girlfriend inside for another round of sex, but he planned on doing so as soon as the fireworks show was over. Eden had been wildly affectionate throughout the party, kissing him at every turn and gleefully grinding her mostly-naked ass into his crotch as often as she could. Scott had gotten hard multiple times and while Eden happily would have gone to the bedroom with him, he was having too much fun to leave the party.

    "You want another drink?" Scott asked Eden as he finished his third beer of the night. He was delightfully buzzed and keen on keeping that going, which meant getting another drink in his hand.

    She smiled, nodded, and then rushed towards him right as Scott turned away to head up to the house. Her lips found his and her tongue worked its way into his house as his cock once again came to life, reaching a stiff state while he ran his hands down her back and grasped Eden's utterly perfect, nearly naked ass.

    "You're so fucking hot," he said with a smile as her lithe, tanned, bikini-clad body rested against his.

    "I know," she replied. "Don't forget it, and don't forget how good I fuck you."

    Eden's confidence was one of the many things he loved about her. Another girl might have been knocked off her game by the fact that Scott had drawn some interest from some of the party guests, but Eden upped her game in response by constantly reminding him of just how hot she was and how much he enjoyed fucking her.

    "I couldn't possibly forget that, Eden," he said with a smile.

    They kissed once more and she rested her hand on his bare chest - it was warm enough that going shirtless at a beach party made perfect sense - and said, "Oh, you know what, I left my phone in the room. Can you get it for me so I can get some video of the fireworks?"

    Scott nodded. "Yeah. Absolutely. I'll be right back."

    He made his way through the many scantily clad people at the party - it was almost all bikinis and swimsuits and the more people drank the less interested they seemed in keeping their shirts on - headed up the deck stairs, pushed his way through even more people, and finally stepped into the house.

    A few guests were inside, but for the most part it was empty. Scott grabbed a handful of potato chips from the bowl on the kitchen counter and shoved them into his mouth before heading upstairs to the bedrooms.

    He smiled at the distinct sounds of sex coming from the first bedroom, which is where Dale and Bella were staying. Scott was still smiling when he approached the room he and Eden were sharing. He reached for the handle but stopped just short of grasping it when he noticed the door was open a crack. Then he heard the bed squeak. Then a moan - a man's deep moan - followed. Someone was in their room. Someone was almost certainly fucking in their room.

    Scott's first instinct was to let them finish up. He quickly dismissed that notion, though, as he had little interest in letting a stranger have sex in his bed, even if it wasn't really his bed because they were just renters for a month.

    "That's it, baby," a familiar voice said. "Suck that cock for me."

    Scott froze. The voice sounded like Bella's, but he couldn't imagine who she'd be saying such a thing to.

    "Mmm, you're such a good little cocksucker for me," she said in a stunningly seductive tone. "You like sucking dick for me, don't you? You like getting on your knees and sucking on a nice big dick for me, don't you?"

    Scott couldn't open the door but he couldn't walk away, either. He wasn't sure what was playing out in his bedroom, but he was suddenly quite interested in finding out.

    "Yes, I do."

    Scott's jaw dropped. That was Dale's voice. He'd recognize it anywhere. They'd been friends for years. It was unmistakable. Dale was the one sucking cock for Bella.

    It could have been something else, though. It could have been some kind of kinky play. He could have been sucking on a dildo, or her fingers, or they could have just been roleplaying.

    "Keep sucking, baby," Bella said.

    Scott leaned closer. He was almost certain he heard the faint sounds of a blowjob.

    "How does that feel?" Bella asked. "Is my boyfriend being a good little cocksucker?"

    "He is," a deep voice replied. "He's just as good as you said he'd be. He must have a lot of experience."

    "Mmm," Bella replied, "he does. He likes sucking dick for me. He likes being ordered to get on his knees in front of a man with a much bigger cock than his. He likes knowing that he's sucking the dick that's going to fuck his girlfriend, that he's using his pretty little mouth to prepare another man to fuck me."

    Scott couldn't believe what he was hearing. He couldn't believe that Dale was actually on his knees sucking someone else's cock. He couldn't believe that Bella and Dale were into something so astoundingly kinky. He could, however, understand Dale's seeming hesitation at the notion of proposing to Bella. As it turned out, when he said she was 'unpredictable' he was describing something Scott wouldn't have been able to wrap his head around even if Dale had confessed all of it earlier that day.

    "Deepthroat that dick for me, baby," Bella instructed in a soft, seductive voice. "Show me that you're a dedicated cuckold cocksucker."

    Scott listened to his friend gag with someone else's cock in his mouth. He listened to Bella moan before she kissed the man her boyfriend was blowing.

    Then, Scott stepped back and wondered if he was being a terrible friend by listening. Shouldn't he have walked away when he learned it was Dale and Bella in the bedroom? Shouldn't he have given them the privacy they deserved to explore the things that turned them on?

    As he pondered those thoughts, Scott heard footsteps behind him. He whipped around to see Eden approaching. He held up a finger to his lips to ensure she kept quiet and she began to tiptoe towards him in a manner that made him smile.

    As she approached, Scott pointed to the bedroom door. Eden offered a confused look and he gestured for her to step closer. He joined his girlfriend in doing so and she smiled as the sounds of a blowjob reached her ears.

    "Is he nice and hard for me, baby?" Bella asked.

    Eden's eyes went wide as she heard her friend's voice.

    "Did you get his cock nice and hard for your girlfriend's tight, wet little pussy?"

    Eden's eyes went wider as a look of genuine shock crossed her face.

    "I did," Dale replied. "He's hard for you, Bella. He's hard for your pussy and I'm desperate to watch him fuck you."

    Again Eden looked utterly stunned.

    "Then you should put a condom on his cock," Bella said. "And you should use your mouth to do it like a good cucky."

    Eden took Scott's hand and squeezed it hard like she was delighted they were both sharing in what felt like a naughty secret. They listened to the sound of a condom wrapper being torn open. Then the guy moaned and moaned deeply.

    "Fuck, that's way hotter than I thought it would be," he said.

    "I know," Bella replied before the sounds of kissing reached Scott's ears. "It's not the first time he's done it, either. I love the way it looks, so I keep making him do it, and he's such a good little cuck that he's always happy to dress a real man's cock for me like that."

    Eden looked at Scott and squeezed his hand. They shared a knowing look that communicated that they were both astounded at what they were hearing.

    "Would you be okay with him sucking your balls while I ride your cock?" Bella asked.

    "Fuck yeah," the guy answered.

    The bed squeaked and a moment later Bella moaned. "Fuck. That feels so fucking good. God damn your dick is big. Does it look good in my pussy, cuck?"

    "It looks so hot," Dale replied. "So beautiful."

    "And are you going to suck his balls like a good cuckold while I ride him?" she asked.

    "I will," Dale said. "Thank you for letting me watch, and letting me help. Thank you for letting me be a good cuckold."

    Bella moaned and so did the guy. She must have been riding him. "You're welcome, baby."

    The sounds of sex soon drifted out of the bedroom. Scott stared at the crack in the door - he couldn't see anything, but that's where his focus was - until he felt Eden's lips against his neck. She kissed him softly and almost silently and then she reached between his legs and played with his cock through his swimsuit.

    Scott wanted to ask his girlfriend what she was doing, but all he could do was offer a questioning look. Eden responded with a smile and slipped her hand into his swimsuit. She stroked his cock and he forced his mouth closed to prevent a moan from escaping. He couldn't fathom why she was turned on enough to grope him in the hallway, but he wasn't about to fight it.

    "Oh, fuck," the guy said.

    "Is he sucking those big balls of yours?" Bella asked.

    Eden pulled her hand from Scott's swimsuit and stepped in front of him. She pushed her ass into his crotch and again he had to keep a moan from escaping his lips.

    "Yes," the guy said. "Fuck, your cuck is sucking my fucking balls and your pussy feels so fucking good. This is the hottest fucking thing I've ever experienced."

    The sounds of sex got louder and Scott was certain he heard the distinct sound of ball sucking, too. He couldn't really imagine Dale doing that sort of thing, and yet his friend was clearly sucking on another man's testicles just a few feet from where Scott stood.

    As they listened, Eden took Scott's hand and pressed his fingers under the waistband of her bikini. He took the hint and slipped them into her pussy. He discovered the intense wetness and heat that had built up from listening to the kinky thrill unfolding in the bedroom. She pushed her ass into his crotch and moved it back and forth, offering a surprising level of pleasure as she did so and making Scott's legs tremble a little.

    Eden turned her head as they worked each other over and kissed him. Their tongues mingled furiously as the sounds of increasingly loud sex emanated from the bedroom.

    "I'm so wet," she whispered.

    "I know," Scott replied.

    She studied his face and moved her ass faster, luring him into an even deeper state of desire. "I want you to fuck me," she whispered. "Right here. Right now."

    Eden reached back and untied his swimsuit. She pushed it down and then pulled aside her bikini bottoms. She bent over, arched her back, and rubbed her pussy over his cock.

    "Baby, eat my ass," Bella instructed. "Fuck, put that dirty little tongue of yours in my asshole while I ride this big cock."

    Scott guided his dick into Eden's pussy. He moaned at the intense heat that enveloped his stiff flesh. He grasped her hips and fucked her. He did so slowly, though, for he didn't want to make too much noise and let their friends know they were listening.

    "Oh, fuck," Bella said. "That's it, cuck. Eat my asshole. Get your tongue up in there. Play with his balls, too. Help him make a nice big load that he can shoot right into your fucking mouth."

    "Holy shit," the guy said.

    "Will you do that for me?" Bella asked. "Will you nut in my cuck's mouth after I cum all over your dick? Will you jerk off into his pretty little whore mouth for me?"

    Eden reached back and played with her clit as Scott fucked her. He wanted to pound her, to take full advantage of her willingness to bend over and offer her pussy, but he resisted. Instead, he let himself get caught up in the intensely kinky pleasures they were voyeuristically listening to and he slowly made his way towards an orgasmic state while doing so.

    "Yes," the guy answered. "I'll nut in your cuck's mouth as long as you make him swallow my fucking cum."

    Bella moaned. "He always swallows. He's a good little cuck, after all. He knows his place. He knows it's a reward when a real man cums in his mouth. He knows to savor that reward, to hold it in his mouth until I give him permission to swallow."

    Eden's legs and ass trembled. She was getting close to cumming. She was listening to her friends indulge in a bisexual threesome and she was on the verge of an orgasm.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" Bella screamed.

    Scott took the opportunity to fuck Eden a little faster and harder. Bella was being so loud that the people on the beach probably heard her. Eden's ass trembled harder. She must have been moments away from cumming.

    "Do you want your reward, cuck?" Bella asked.

    "Yes, please," Dale replied.

    Scott slowed his thrusts as Bella likely dismounted the guy's cock. The distinct sound of a condom being removed drifted from the bedroom.

    "Look up at him, cuck," Bella said as the sounds of cock stroking filled the air. "Look up at the man that just satisfied your girlfriend. Look up at him as he jerks off and prepares your reward."

    Eden looked back at him and Scott saw nothing but pleasure on her face. Then she reached up and held a hand over her mouth. She was going to cum. She was absolutely going to cum.

    "Now beg him for it," Bella instructed. "Beg him for his fucking cum."

    Eden had an orgasm. She closed her eyes and held her hand tighter over her mouth. Scott heard the faint sound of a moan and he prayed that no one in the bedroom heard it.

    "Please, cum in my mouth," Dale begged. "Cum in my cuck mouth. Feed me your load. Give me my reward."

    Eden stood up and Scott's cock fell from her pussy. She turned around and slowly dropped to her knees in front of him. She smiled and took him in her mouth. She nearly deepthroated him on the first go. She sucked swiftly and silently, keeping her lips sealed tightly around his shaft to prevent any noise.

    "Suck his balls," Bella instructed. "Suck those big balls while he masturbates, and make sure you maintain eye contact like a good cuck. Look up at him and show him that you understand that you're inferior to him, that you're nothing but a cock and ball sucking bitch for him."

    Scott closed his eyes and rested a hand against the wall for balance. He was moments away from cumming down his girlfriend's throat. Moments away from bliss.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm close," the guy said.

    "You hear that, cuck?" Bella said. "You're about to get your reward. You're about to get a mouthful of a superior man's cum. Aren't you lucky?"

    "Yes," Dale replied. "Thank you for cuckolding me, Bella. Thank you for letting me prepare his dick with my mouth. Thank you for letting me suck his balls while he fucked you. Thank you for letting me eat your ass while your rode him."

    Scott came in Eden's mouth. He came so hard that he had to lean against the wall or he feared he might collapse. For a few seconds he felt lightheaded and it seemed as though the hallway was spinning.

    "Oh, fuck!" the guy in the bedroom called out.

    "Open up, cuck," Bella said.

    Grunts and groans emanated from the room. The guy was cumming. He was cumming in Dale's mouth just as Scott was cumming in his girlfriend's mouth.

    "That's so fucking hot," Bella said. "So fucking hot. Fuck, my pussy is wet all over again. You're such a good little cuck. Such a good little cum dumpster for me."

    Eden pulled off of Scott's cock and swallowed his cum. She kissed the tip softly and then pulled up his swimsuit. He tied it and she stood, pulled her bikini bottoms back over her pussy, and took his hand.

    Some small part of Scott wanted to stay to listen to what else was going to unfold in the bedroom, but he knew better. He let Eden guide him down the hall and downstairs before they took a deep breath, looked at each other, and shared a look of utter astonishment.

    "That was the craziest thing I've ever heard," Eden said.

    He nodded. "I know. Right? Like, holy shit."

    A decidedly naughty smile crossed her face before she took his hand, gave it a soft squeeze, and said, "It was kind of hot though, right? Like, way hotter than either of us expected it would be?"

    Scott nodded again. He'd just had an exceptionally good orgasm and there was no denying it was at least partly fueled by what they'd heard.

    The boom of the first firework filled the house. Eden smiled, kissed him, and said, "We can talk about that later. For now, let's go watch the fireworks. I can use your phone to film some of it, right?"

    Scott nodded and followed his girlfriend outside. He had a million questions about what they'd just listened to, but those questions could wait. For now, Scott was going to enjoy the post-orgasmic pleasure he felt while watching a spectacular fireworks show with his beautiful, vivacious, utterly perfect girlfriend.

  
    Cuckolding on the Fourth of July - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    The party had been a huge success and the evidence was still strewn about the house as Scott made his way downstairs, through the kitchen, and out onto the deck. He stepped over countless empty beer bottles, a few empty bottles of vodka, and all manner of July 4th related detritus before taking a deep breath of the salty air and smiling as the wind hit him.

    Scott figured he'd be alone for a while - the sun had come up less than an hour earlier - but it wasn't long before the door opened and Dale joined him on the deck.

    Though he tried to keep the thought from his mind, Scott couldn't help but picture Dale on his knees and sucking cock at his girlfriend's urging. He hadn't witnessed it, but Scott had heard more than enough the night before to know that Dale had absolutely given a blowjob to a man that had then fucked Bella while Dale watched.

    "Good morning," Scott said as he tried to wipe the imagery of Dale sucking cock from his mind.

    Dale smiled. "I started the coffee."

    Scott laughed. "You look like hell, man. Did you get really fucked up last night?"

    Dale rubbed his eyes and nodded. "I did. Bella and I both did, actually."

    Scott wondered if Dale and his girlfriend had indulged in any sexual adventures he hadn't listened to. Had they brought the guy to their bedroom for more fun? Had they spent the night with him? Had Dale done more than suck the guy's dick? He knew it wasn't really any of his business, but he just couldn't keep those thoughts out of his head.

    "How was your night?" Dale asked.

    Scott thought of how he and Eden had fucked outside their door while listening to Dale and Bella get their freak on. He thought of the blowjob his girlfriend had given him and how she'd so eagerly swallowed his cum. He thought of the sex they'd had later that night, sex that seemed infused with a different kind of energy than was usually present in their intimate moments. Neither of them had mentioned Dale and Bella, but Scott was certainly thinking about it - for reasons he didn't entirely understand - and he wouldn't have been surprised if Eden was too.

    "It was great," he said. "I got laid twice, actually."

    Dale smiled. "Twice in one night. With the same girl?"

    Scott smacked his friend on the arm. "Yes, asshole. With the same girl."

    Dale held up his hands. "Hey, I was just asking. No judgments here if you and Eden are open-minded."

    It was the kind of conversation they'd had countless times in the past, but given the events of the previous night, it took on an entirely different meaning and Scott found himself wondering if Dale and Bella had ever brought any of their friends into their kinky sexual games, and if so, would he and Eden be interested in that sort of thing?

    "No, it was Eden both times," Scott said with a smile. "I have no idea if she'd be open-minded, actually. It's never come up. Though, to be honest, I'm not sure I'd be open-minded, either."

    The fact that Eden had gotten turned on listening to the bisexual action unfolding in their bedroom - she'd been the one to initiate the sex they'd had in the hallway while Dale sucked cock as Bella offered up genuinely surprising dirty talk - made Scott think that she probably was a great deal more open-minded than he ever imagined. They hadn't talked about it, though, other than to say that what they'd listened to was crazy.

    "You want coffee?" Dale asked.

    Scott nodded. "Absolutely."

    His friend stepped into the house and Scott turned to look at the beach, which was almost entirely empty except for a few people that looked to have slept on the sand.

    Thoughts of the night before made their way into his head yet again as he watched the waves crash against the beach. It was as if he could hear the sounds of his friend giving a blowjob. He could hear the exceedingly filthy, humiliating things Bella was saying to both Dale and the guy she ended up fucking. He could hear Dale expressing his gratitude for being permitted to suck cock, to suck the guy's balls while he and Bella fucked, and to watch as another man had sex with his girlfriend. It was all so astonishing, and yet there was no question Scott experienced a touch of arousal as he stood there and replayed the events of the night before.

    That arousal drove Scott back towards the house. He wanted to ask Dale about what he and Eden had heard. He wanted to explore the arousal he'd experienced both the night before and in that very moment out on the deck.

    Scott opened the sliding glass door to step into the house, but he stopped when he saw Bella and Dale in the kitchen. He was standing at the counter with three coffee mugs in front of him and she was behind Dale and kissing his neck. Her hand moved up his back and her fingers entwined in his hair before she pulled back hard enough to make him groan in pain.

    "You were such a good boy last night," she said.

    "Thank you," Dale replied as Bella kissed the back of his neck once more, eliciting a soft moan.

    "Did you enjoy being a cocksucker for me, Dale?" Bella asked.

    "Yes, I did," he answered.

    Scott knew it was unwise to watch. He was invading their privacy and he could have been discovered at any moment, for he wasn't really making an effort to hide himself. If Bella or Dale had turned towards him he almost certainly would have been spotted.

    "Did you enjoy being a cum dumpster for me?" she asked.

    "Yes," Dale answered.

    Bella slipped a hand into the back of Dale's shorts and he winced. She must have grabbed his ass and grabbed it hard.

    "He was impressed with you, Dale," Bella said. "Impressed that you'd be willing to do the things you did, that you'd be willing to do them for my pleasure."

    "I'd do anything for you, Bella," Dale replied. "I would. You know I would."

    She leaned in, bit his earlobe, and pulled until Dale winced once again. "I know you would, Dale. You're such a good little cuckold for me. Such an obedient little bitch, so eager to do whatever I desire. So eager to serve my every whim."

    Despite the fact that Bella was manhandling him and clearly causing her boyfriend pain, Dale was unquestionably aroused. Scott caught sight of a bulge in his shorts and the smile on Bella's face made it seem as though she knew perfectly well that she was giving her boyfriend what he wanted.

    "Did you talk to Scott?" Bella asked.

    Scott's eyes went wide as he was suddenly torn between desperately wanting to listen and knowing that he should step outside, that he was violating his friend's privacy in a troublesome manner.

    He lacked the will to do the right thing, though, so he remained in the doorway and watched as Bella continued to treat Dale like he was little more than a toy for her pleasure.

    "No," Dale answered. "Not yet."

    Bella was about to further the conversation when the sound of footsteps coming down the stairs interrupted them. Scott swiftly stepped back onto the deck and found a chair. He took a deep breath to try and calm himself, though it proved impossible to entirely keep his mind from pondering what exactly Bella wanted Dale to ask him about.

    "Coffee?"

    Scott turned to see Eden coming towards him with a cup of coffee in each hand. He nodded and she handed him a mug and sat in his lap. They shared a kiss and he took a sip of the coffee while she smiled. Eden then ground her hips into his ass, moving in slow circles as her smile grew bigger and brighter.

    "Good morning," Bella said as she stepped onto the deck with Dale following close behind.

    "It is a good morning," Eden replied.

    Scott was almost fully erect by that point and his girlfriend seemed delighted, though that could have been because their friends had just joined them.

    "So, did he talk to Scott?" Eden asked.

    Bella shook her head. "Of course not."

    "Men can be so silly, can't they?" Eden replied.

    Scott felt as dumbfounded as Dale looked. "Sorry, what's going on?"

    Eden turned and gave Scott a soft kiss on the lips. "I talked to Bella about what we heard last night. I told her how hot we both found it. I told her that we found it hot enough that we ended up fucking right outside the door and that we both had incredible orgasms because of the naughty fun she and Dale were having."

    Dale looked horrified, like he'd suddenly been stripped bare in front of his two friends and he couldn't handle the discomfort of being exposed. Bella took his hand, pulled him close, and kissed him softly, which seemed to be enough to calm him down.

    "It's okay," she said to her boyfriend. "You don't need to be worried. If Scott was upset or put off by what he'd heard, he wouldn't have stayed to listen. He wouldn't have gotten turned on. He wouldn't have fucked his girlfriend. He certainly wouldn't have watched us in the kitchen just a few minutes ago, either."

    Scott was embarrassed that he'd been caught, but when Bella looked his way she wore a smile on her face.

    "Yes, I saw you there, Scott," she said. "I'm guilty of putting on a little bit of a show for you, in fact, though it's hardly the first time I've talked to my cuckold like that, and I think we know that he enjoyed it even more than you did."

    Dale looked embarrassed, too, though he now sported a bulge in his shorts that indicated the arousal he'd experienced in the kitchen had returned.

    "Don't worry, Dale," Eden chimed in, "you're not the only one that's turned on. Scott's hard as a rock and I'm fairly certain that me grinding in his lap for a minute isn't the only reason."

    Bella sipped her coffee and then smiled at Eden and Scott before turning to her boyfriend, releasing his hand from her grasp, and caressing his cock through his shorts.

    "Eden and I had a conversation last night," she said. "A long conversation, in fact. We talked about how much I enjoy cuckolding you, how much it turns me on to make you suck dick for me, to make you suck balls for me, to make you swallow the cum of the men I fuck instead of you. She enjoyed every minute of that conversation, Dale. She enjoyed hearing about what a good cuck you are. She enjoyed hearing about how kinky you're willing to be for me, how eager you are to do exactly as you're told."

    "I did," Eden added. "In fact, I got so turned on that I went to our bedroom and demanded that Scott fuck me as soon as the conversation was over."

    Bella kissed Dale's neck and said, "You see, Scott has a cock that can actually satisfy a woman, Dale. According to Eden, he has a long, thick, beautiful cock that has never failed to make her cum. So of course she demanded that he fuck her, and of course she came when he pounded her tight little pussy."

    Scott couldn't believe what was unfolding on the deck and his dick raged with desire as Eden kept up the slow, subtle movements of her hips.

    "Tell me, cuckold, do you have a dick like that? Can you satisfy me? Can you make me cum when you slide your cock into my tight, wet little pussy?" Bella asked.

    Dale shook his head.

    "Say it," she demanded.

    "No, I don't have a cock like that, and even if I did, I'd probably cum too quickly to actually satisfy you," he answered.

    Bella laughed and kissed his neck again. She bit his earlobe and pulled on it. She made Dale wince, though he was still turned on, at least based on the bulge in his shorts.

    "That's why I cuckold you," Bella said. "That's why I make you suck cock for me. That's why I make you eat the cum of other men. You can't satisfy me, Dale. You were born to be a cuckold. You were born to embrace your place as a man that's incapable of satisfying his girlfriend with his cock, that has to pursue other means of making me feel good."

    "I know," Dale replied.

    Bella looked at Scott and Eden and said, "That's why you're going to ask Scott to cuckold you."

    Scott felt almost as unnerved as Dale looked. Participating in what had happened the night before was an entirely different proposition than listening to it, and it felt impossible to wrap his head around the idea of Dale sucking his cock.

    "Wait, you're okay with this?" Scott asked his girlfriend as he realized that cuckolding Dale would almost certainly mean fucking Bella.

    Eden smiled. "You'll be fucking both of us. Dale's never had a threesome, of course, and Bella thought it would be fun to show him what he's missing out on and what he'll never get to experience. Of course, he has to ask before that can happen."

    Eden, Bella, and Scott all looked at Dale, who seemed as though he desperately wished he could somehow disappear.

    "I don't know for sure what Scott's going to say, cuck," Bella began, "but I know you want to watch him fuck me. After all, we've fantasized about that, haven't we? We've fantasized about you watching like a good little cuck while I cum on your friend's big cock. I've even made you cum a few times while you think about Scott's big dick pounding my pussy."

    That was news to Scott, of course, but he found it far more thrilling than he'd imagined possible.

    "Now go and ask him," Bella said.

    Dale looked down as he approached with his boner still making a tent in his shorts. He stopped a few steps short of Scott and Eden, cleared his throat, and looked up.

    "Scott...would you...would you be willing to...Scott, would you be willing to cuckold me?" Dale asked.

    "I would," Scott answered. "It would be my pleasure, in fact." That was the only answer that made any sense. After all, what kind of man would turn down the chance at a threesome, especially a threesome his girlfriend approved of?

    Dale smiled and turned to walk back to Bella, but she put her hand up and stopped him in his tracks. "Actually, cuck, you need to thank him for agreeing to fuck me."

    He spun around, looked down - it seemed that he couldn't make eye contact - and softly said, "Thank you for agreeing to fuck Bella, for agreeing to cuckold me."

    "I'm afraid that's not good enough," Bella said.

    Scott felt bad for his friend until he remembered the talk from the night before. Dale had enjoyed every bit of degrading filth Becca had directed at him, so even though he looked uncomfortable there was a good chance some part of him was thoroughly enjoying everything that unfolded on the deck.

    "You need to get on your knees in front of Scott," Bella said. "You need to kiss his cock through his shorts. You need to kiss the cock that's going to fuck your girlfriend, that's going to make me cum. You need to show Scott that you know your place, that you understand that you're just a cuck bitch that belongs on his knees in front of a real man."

    Eden gave Scott a long, lingering kiss with a tender, probing tongue and his cock surged back to a fully erect state. Then she got up, leaned against the deck's wooden railing, and sipped her coffee as she watched Dale inch his way towards Scott's feet.

    Bella came over and stood shoulder to shoulder with Eden as both girls smiled at the sight of Dale slowly falling to his knees between Scott's legs.

    "Are you looking forward to fucking me, Scott?" Bella asked.

    He looked at Eden, for Scott still wasn't entirely convinced she was on board with the threesome.

    "It's okay, baby," she said with a smile. "It's not a trap. Last night was actually hotter for me than I let on. I came really fucking hard as I listened to Bella and Dale have fun with that guy. I came really fucking hard later in the night, too, as I thought about the two of us participating in their naughty little cuckold game. I'm going to cum hard today, too, when we actually do it. So you can absolutely be excited to fuck her."

    "Then yes, I'm excited about fucking you, Bella," Scott replied.

    Bella stared at his crotch, smiled, and said, "Based on the size of that bulge and the way it's snaking down one leg of your shorts, I'm excited too, Scott. Now thank him properly, cuck."

    Scott looked down at Dale, who hadn't yet lifted his gaze. He couldn't blame him, of course, as Scott couldn't imagine what was going through his friend's mind in that moment.

    Finally, Dale looked up and Scott saw a mixture of fear, anxiety, and excitement in his eyes. He inched a little closer and said, "I'm excited about you fucking Bella, Scott. She was right that we've fantasized about it. I hope that's not uncomfortable for you to hear, but it really does turn me on to think about you fucking her, and to think about watching as you fuck both Eden and Bella."

    Dale then leaned forward and kissed Scott's cock through his shorts. He closed his eyes and he planted kiss after kiss, moving his way up the shaft and back down again.

    "How does it feel?" Eden asked.

    "It's not bad," Scott answered as he felt a surprising sense of power and superiority while looking down at Dale. His friend was willfully humiliating himself and doing it with what felt like a genuine sense of excitement. Of course Scott felt superior to him.

    "And what about when he's actually sucking your cock?" Eden asked. "Will you be okay with that?"

    "I think so," Scott answered. It was not a question he ever thought he'd have to answer, but now it seemed like he was awfully close to getting a blowjob from one of his best friends in the world.

    "You know, if it's hard for him," Bella said to Eden, "we could probably make it a little easier."

    Eden smiled. "Oh yeah? How could we do that?"

    Bella looked at Scott, bit her lower lip suggestively, and said, "Well, if my cuck is sucking your dick like a good boy and you're struggling a little with getting head from a man - even if he's not a real man - you could just direct your attention to Eden and me and we could do something like this."

    A moment later Eden and Bella were locked in a stunningly sexy lesbian kiss. Their lips parted and their tongues mingled and arousal surged through Scott's body. Suddenly the pressure of Dale's lips against his cock wasn't a weird sensation delivered by his friend but a distant sort of pleasure as he watched two insanely hot girls make out.

    "Wow, you're a good kisser," Eden said.

    Bella smiled. "So are you."

    They kissed again and this time Bella ran her fingers under Eden's shirt and elicited a moan, presumably as her fingers slipped into Eden's bra and played with the soft flesh of her breast.

    "Holy shit," Scott said. He glanced down to see a hint of agony in Dale's eyes. At first it confused him, but then he realized that Dale wanted to watch his girlfriend kiss another girl. He couldn't, though. He'd been ordered to offer his thanks to Scott and he clearly wasn't willing to defy Bella.

    "Did you enjoy that?" Eden asked as she looked at Scott with Bella's hand still up her shirt.

    He nodded enthusiastically. "I really did."

    "Cuck, go inside and make us breakfast," Bella demanded.

    Dale rose to his feet, turned to Bella, and nodded before heading inside. Scott's heart was pounding and his cock was hard as a rock as he watched Bella and Eden engage in yet another kiss, this one just as sensual as the first two.

    "So, when are we doing this?" Eden asked.

    Bella smiled and pulled her hand from Eden's shirt. "Well, everyone’s supposed to be going on a booze cruise this afternoon. Instead of going, though, the four of us could make excuses, skip it, and have the house to ourselves to have our fun."

    "I don't know if I can wait until this afternoon to cum," Eden said.

    Bella looked at Scott. "I'm sure your boyfriend would be more than happy to take you up to the bedroom and fuck you, and I'm sure he'd be ready to go again this afternoon."

    "That's true," Scott said.

    "I could also send Dale up to eat your pussy if you'd prefer to cum that way. He's a wizard with his tongue and fingers," Bella added.

    Scott couldn't imagine Eden picking Dale's tongue over his cock, and yet the look on her face made it seem like that's precisely what she was planning on doing.

    "I think Scott might enjoy our little threesome more if he was a bit more pent up," Eden said. "So I'll take Dale's tongue."

    Bella pushed away from the railing, smiled at Scott, and leaned over to give him a soft, hugely erotic kiss. "Stay right here, Scott. I'll be back in a minute."

    He remained in his seat as Eden and Bella walked into the house. Soon enough his friend would be going down on his girlfriend while Scott sat out on the deck with a stiff dick in his pants. It seemed clear that despite being the man who'd actually be doing the fucking in the threesome that Scott was nowhere near the one in control. He quickly decided he was okay with that, though, because he was going to fuck two beautiful women that day and that was a very good thing.

    "Scott," Bella's voice called out.

    He turned to see her standing in the doorway.

    "Come here," she said.

    Scott stood and walked towards the house. Bella stepped back and he joined her inside. She pulled him close and her lips hovered close enough to his neck that he felt the warmth of her breath against his skin.

    "Dale didn't get a chance to finish breakfast," she said softly. "Would you mind cooking for us?"

    Again it was quite clear that Scott wasn't in control, that Bella and Eden were really running the show. Again he decided he was just fine with that.

    "It would be my pleasure," he said.

    Scott turned towards the kitchen and Bella gave him a hard smack on the ass. He smiled and hurried into the kitchen to get busy cooking while another man was eating out his girlfriend.

    It had already been a day unlike any other and it promised to continue in that fashion, but Scott was okay with that. Excited, even. After all, it wouldn't be long before his summer was over and he'd be in a suit, going into the office every day, and getting started with 'real life.' If ever there was a time to experiment, it was now.
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    Scott's leg bounced as he sat on the edge of the bed and watched Eden change into a remarkably sexy bra, panty, stockings, and garter belt set.

    "There's no need to be anxious, baby," she said.

    He rested a hand on his knees to keep it from bouncing, took a deep breath, and watched as Eden approached with a smile on her face and a gentle sway in her hips.

    "Dale really has fantasized about this," she assured him. "Ever since Bella cuckolded him for the first time, in fact. It's the one thing they keep coming back to when they talk dirty. He can't get enough of the idea of you fucking his girlfriend."

    It wasn't the idea of fucking Bella that made Scott anxious. She was beautiful and insanely sexy and he had no doubt that the sex would be great.

    "You don't have to be anxious about the blowjob, either," Eden said. "Dale's sucked cock a bunch of times. It turns him on, Scott." She straddled him and he ran his hands up and down her back before gently grabbing her ass. Eden leaned in and kissed his neck before moaning softly and adding, "Bella has turned him into her cuckold cocksucker, Scott, and she's had him fantasizing about getting on his knees and sucking your dick for months now."

    Eden had always been capable of arousing Scott at the drop of a hat and she'd managed to do so even while anxiety coursed through his body. Still, the arousal she provided failed to fully assuage his nerves.

    "I get that. I really do. It's just, I haven't been fantasizing about it. Like, not at all. I've never fantasized about getting my dick sucked by a guy and I've really never fantasized about a friend doing it. I mean, what if it ruins the whole thing? What if it's such a turn off that I can't even get hard? What if it's so fucking weird that I can't ever look at Dale again?" Scott asked.

    Eden climbed off his lap and sat next to him. She kissed Scott's next and reached between his legs to caress his stiff cock through his shorts. She moaned while doing it, too, and he closed his eyes and tried his best not to think about the fact that he'd agreed to let one of his best friends suck his dick before fucking Bella.

    "I'll be right here when Dale gets on his knees for you," Eden said softly. "And Bella will be on the other side of you. She'll be dressed in lingerie too. We'll both be kissing and touching you, Scott. We'll both be working to arouse you as Dale does his duty as a cuckold cocksucker. You don't have to worry about getting turned on."

    It was hard to argue with her point, as he could just close his eyes and let the pleasure of two beautiful girls touching and kissing him wash over his body. Even with Dale's mouth around his dick, it seemed impossible that Scott wouldn't get turned on.

    "And you were never going to be able to see Dale in the same way anymore," Eden added. "Not after you listened to him sucking someone else's dick. Not after you heard everything Bella said to him. Your relationship with Dale changed the moment you stopped outside our door and listened like a horny voyeur."

    It was yet another good point, as there was no chance Scott would have been able to forget the fact that he'd listened to his friend suck cock, suck balls, and beg for another man's cum, among other things.

    Eden unzipped Scott's shorts and freed his cock as she offered soft kisses against his neck and cheek. He moaned as she wrapped her fingers around his stiff shaft and stroked him slowly before her lips found their way to his for a beautiful, deep kiss.

    Then, much to Scott's surprise, Eden straddled him, pulled her panties aside, and took him inside her. "Does that feel good?" she asked while slowly riding him with her slick pussy.

    "Yes," he answered. "Fuck, Eden, you feel incredible."

    "Did I tell you that Bella is going to let you cum inside her?" Eden asked.

    Scott felt his dick throb inside his girlfriend at the mention of cumming inside another woman. It was such a wild idea - and one he never expected would happen while he was with Eden - that he couldn't help but get turned on.

    "You like that, don't you?" she asked.

    Scott was almost afraid to admit it - it seemed unwise to let his girlfriend know he wanted to cum inside someone else - but this was an atypical situation, so he nodded in agreement.

    "Bella's going to make Dale clean your cum out of her pussy," Eden said as she took Scott's hands and placed them on her breasts. "She said he's always fantasized about cleaning a load out of her but she's never let him do it before because she hasn't trusted someone enough to cum inside her. She trusts you, though, so she's going to let you empty your balls into her tight little cunt while Dale watches, and then she's going to make him beg for the privilege of cleaning his best friend's cum out of her."

    "Fuck," Scott said, mostly because it was really the only word he could manage to say while awash in such intense arousal.

    Eden stopped riding him and took Scott's head in her hands. She kissed him softly and rested her forehead against his before saying, "I know you're nervous, Scott, but I also know you were turned on last night as you listened to Dale, Bella, and their friend play. I know the kinkiness of it turned you on just like it turned me on. That's why I told Bella we’d listened and that's why I accepted her invitation to play with them. I want to watch, I want to humiliate Dale with her, and I want to see my boyfriend fuck her. I want all of that and I think you do too, so don't be scared. And most of all, remember that Dale is more aroused by all of this than any of us. I promise you that."

    "You think so?" Scott asked.

    Eden smiled and nodded. "We talked about it while he ate my pussy this morning. I let him make me cum multiple times - he's exceptionally good, just as Bella said he'd be - and we talked about his fantasy. We talked about how it's the humiliation of it that really turns him on, that he craves the dirty talk and being reminded that he's a cocksucker and a cum slut. I even offered up a little humiliation as he gave me a second orgasm. I talked about how he was going to be a good cocksucker for you, for his best friend, and how he was going to watch you satisfy Bella with your big cock. It all drove him wild, Scott."

    Eden kissed him and ground her hips back and forth, bathing his cock in the heat and wetness of her pussy while her tongue slipped into his mouth. Scott's instinct was to pick her up, toss her in the bed, and fuck her with wild abandon until they'd both cum, but he knew Eden would stop that. She wasn't trying to make him cum as she rode his cock. She was trying to arouse him, to help him with his anxiety, and it was working.

    "I want you to move past your anxiety, Scott," Eden said as she slowed her hips and came to a stop. "I want you to get to the point you were at last night, the point where all of this turns you on even if it's a little weird. Because I think we both know that place exists for you, Scott. I think you and I were both aroused by listening to the kinky fun that happened in here last night and I think we both want to participate."

    "You're right," Scott admitted, though he didn't mention that it seemed pretty clear that Eden was more interested than he was. In fact, it seemed that listening had tapped into a previously unknown sexual depth for her as she seemed wildly eager to experience the unique foursome that was less than an hour from unfolding in their bedroom.

    Eden climbed off his cock, pulled her panties back over her pussy, and smiled. She bent over, kissed Scott softly, and said, "Thank you for doing this. I think it's obvious it excites me and I really do appreciate you being willing to play."

    "It's my pleasure," he replied.

    Eden smiled again. "It will be." She stood up and walked towards the door. "I'll be right back."

    Scott tucked his cock back into his shorts as his girlfriend left the room. Arousal swirled through his body, including in response to thoughts of the night before. Eden was right that he'd enjoyed the kinkiness of what Bella and Dale had done as he'd listened. He couldn't quite identify why he'd liked it, but there's no question he'd been aroused and his orgasm had been far better than usual.

    The door opened and Scott turned expecting to see his girlfriend. Instead, Bella stepped into the room and his jaw very nearly dropped. She was dressed almost exactly like Eden, only in white lace instead of black.

    "Oh, Bella, wow," he said. "What are you...what are you doing here?"

    She closed the door, leaned against it, and bit her lower lip suggestively. "Eden told me you were in here. I wanted to show you my lingerie. I wanted to see if you liked it, if it made you want to fuck me."

    "It does," Scott answered as his eyes roamed over her breathtakingly sexy body.

    Bella smiled and pushed away from the door. She sauntered towards him, stopping a few feet away and slowly running her fingers over her pale skin and the delicate lace that covered her breasts.

    "Dale dressed me in it," she said. "I stood there in the middle of the bedroom and your friend dressed me in this beautiful lingerie set, knowing full well that he was dressing me for another man. And you know what?"

    "What?" Scott asked as he watched Bella's fingers move over her skin.

    "He got hard doing it, Scott," Bella said. "His little dick got hard as a rock dressing me for his best friend. Of course, I helped him get hard by telling him how much I was looking forward to having your cock inside me."

    She stepped closer, bent over, and rested her hands on Scott's knees, giving him a spectacular eye level view of her breasts in the white lace bra. "Dale wondered if you were looking forward to fucking me. I told him you were. I told you were almost certainly eager to fuck me, and to fuck me in front of him." Her fingers moved up his thigh until they found the bulge in his shorts. "I told him you were going to show him what it's like when a real man fucks me, that you were going to show him how fucking pathetic he is, at least compared to a man like you."

    Scott was suddenly desperate to do that very thing. Bella looked stunningly sexy and a primal part of him had been triggered by the lingerie, her seductive tone, and her seeming eagerness to be fucked.

    He reached out and slipped his hand into her panties. She moaned as he moved a finger between her labia and used another to rub her clit. Scott leaned in and their lips met for a kiss. He thought there was a chance Bella would pull away - if only because she didn't want to get the party started until everyone had arrived - but she met his kiss in kind, sucking his tongue into her mouth and doing something truly wondrous with hers.

    "I take that as a yes," she asked with a smile.

    "I can't wait to fuck you," Scott said. "I can't wait to fuck you in front of Dale. I can't wait to make you cum on my cock while he's watching. And I can't wait to cum inside you."

    Bella moaned as Scott played with her pussy and she glanced at the bulge between his legs. "You know, I'm tempted to get started, Scott. Eden's said such good things about how you fuck her and I'm a little desperate. The guy last night was good, but he wasn't anywhere near as good as Eden says you are."

    Scott thought there was a chance he'd get to fuck Bella right then and there and for a moment he forgot about Eden and Dale. Then she stepped back and his hand slipped out of her panties.

    "We should really wait, though," Bella said. "After all, I'm going to get even wetter when I watch my boyfriend transform into a pathetic cocksucking bitch for you."

    Bella turned and left the bedroom. Scott watched her go - her ass looked astonishingly good in her white panties - and then he laid back in the bed and stared at the slow moving ceiling fan as all manner of feelings coursed through his body. He was horny. He was excited. He was anxious. He was a little nervous. He was worried he'd go soft while Dale blew him. He was a little worried he'd cum too quickly once he was inside Bella.

    Mostly, though, Scott was hugely turned on and eager for the next part of their day to get started. The part where Dale came into the room, got on his knees, and experienced the sort of humiliation that seemed to turn him on more than just about anything else.

    When the door opened again, Bella and Eden stepped through and sat on either side of Scott, just like Eden said they would. All three of them looked towards the door and a moment later Dale stepped into the bedroom wearing nothing at all.

    "That's a good boy," Bella said. "Come and get on your knees in front of your friend. In front of the man that's going to satisfy your girlfriend."

    Dale shut and locked the bedroom door and took his place in front of Scott. He dropped to his knees but he kept his eyes focused on the floor.

    "Scott's cock has already been inside of Eden twice today," Bella said. "And his fingers have already been inside me."

    Dale looked up with a mixture of angst and excitement in his eyes.

    "That's right," Bella said. "I came in here to model my lingerie for Scott. The lingerie you picked out, Dale. The lingerie you dressed me in. The lingerie you thought your friend would thoroughly enjoy." Bella caressed Scott's leg as she looked down at her boyfriend and asked, "Was he right, Scott? Did the lingerie my cuckold picked out make you want to fuck me?"

    "It did," Scott answered as he put his hand on Bella's leg and let his fingers wander towards her crotch. "It was a perfect choice, Dale. She looks fucking gorgeous in it. Her pussy was wet, too."

    "That's because cuckolding my boyfriend turns me on," Bella said. "That's because I talked to Dale about what a good cocksucker he was going to be while he dressed me. I couldn't help but get all wet. Now tell me, Dale, are you going to be a good cuckold cocksucker for your girlfriend? Are you going to take your friend's big cock in your mouth and suck it until he's ready to pound my tight little cunt while you watch?"

    Dale swallowed hard and pursed his lips. He looked at Bella, at Eden, and then he glanced at Scott before directing his attention to his girlfriend once more. It was only then that Scott noticed Dale's stiff cock. He didn't need to answer. He didn't need to affirm his excitement. He was turned on. He was actually turned on at what was about to unfold.

    "Yes," Dale said. "I'll be a good cuckold cocksucker."

    Eden reached between Scott's legs and caressed his cock through his shorts, luring him into an erect state and creating a bulge that ran down his thigh.

    "I think Scott's eager to fuck your beautiful girlfriend, Dale," Eden said. "And though he might have difficulty admitting it, I think he's especially eager to fuck her in front of you. I think he likes the idea of showing you that he can fuck Bella better than you can, Dale."

    Dale looked at Scott and held his gaze. Half a dozen emotions raced across his face. It couldn't have been easy to be in Dale's position, and yet he was unquestionably turned on.

    "She's right," Scott said. "I'm eager to fuck Bella. I'm eager to fuck her hard, Dale. I'm eager to cuckold you, to make you watch as I satisfy her wet pussy. And I'm eager to cum inside you and watch you lick my load out of her."

    Dale's hand moved towards his cock for a moment and Bella said, "No touching, cuckold. Your pleasure is of no importance right now. You don't get to experience the joy of playing with your dick until you've served your purpose. Do you understand?"

    Dale nodded.

    "It's time, cuckold," Bella said. "It's time for you to suck your best friend's cock."

    "But first, we want to hear you beg for it, cuckold," Eden added. "Beg Scott to fuck your girlfriend. Beg him to make Bella cum like she deserves to cum. Beg him to fuck her like a real man fucks a woman."

    Scott saw his friend's cock throbbing as two beautiful, lingerie-clad women humiliated him. He saw lust in Dale's eyes. He saw the desire his friend felt to indulge in an intensely degrading act.

    "Please, Scott, will you fuck my girlfriend?" Dale asked. "Will you satisfy her like I can't? Will you use your superior cock to make her cum in a manner I've never been able to make her cum?"

    "Mmm, baby, I love hearing you beg," Bella said as she leaned in to kiss Scott's neck.

    Eden did the same as she unzipped Scott's shorts and reached inside to free his cock. "Keep begging, cuckold," she said.

    "Please, Scott, Bella deserves this. She deserves to get fucked by someone like you. She deserves to get fucked the way you fuck Eden. She deserves to cum the way you make Eden cum. And you deserve...you deserve the pleasure of Bella's pussy in a way I don't. You deserve to cum inside her in a way she almost never lets me," Dale said.

    Scott was certain his friend wanted to masturbate. His body was practically vibrating with what looked like desire. Dale really did get off on humiliation, on doing whatever the fuck his girlfriend wanted.

    "I'll fuck your girlfriend," Scott said with a smile as he reached over and slipped his hand into Bella's panties. She moaned and sucked on his neck as he added, "I'll fuck this soaking wet pussy of hers. I'll fuck her, I'll make her cum, and then I'll cum inside her, cuckold. I'll cum inside her so you can clean it up, though you'll have to suck my cock clean first."

    "Oh, fuck," Bella moaned.

    Scott felt his confidence growing and his dick throbbed. "Now I think it's time for you to do what both these beautiful women want to see, cuckold. I think it's time for you to suck my cock."

    "Do it," Bella said.

    "Be a good little bitch," Eden added. "Suck my boyfriend's dick. Suck your best friend's dick. Show him what a good little cocksucker you can be, Dale."

    Scott watched his friend's hand approach his cock. He watched Dale's fingers wrap around his stiff shaft. He felt Eden and Bella kiss his neck from both sides. He listened to their moans. He saw Dale's mouth approach his cock. He saw his friend's lips part. His heart pounded. His cock throbbed.

    Scott was about to do embark on the wildest sexual journey of his life and he was determined to enjoy every second of it.

  Cuckolding You on Your Anniversary
This year, your wife and cuckoldress wanted to do something different to celebrate your anniversary. That’s why she invited her boyfriend into your bedroom. That’s why you’re sitting at the foot of the bed. You’re going to watch someone else fuck your wife on the anniversary of your wedding.Isn’t it the most delicious thing? Isn’t it exactly what should happen to a cuckold like you? You should absolutely have to watch a better man bring your wife to multiple orgasms on your wedding anniversary. All those years ago you fucked her on your wedding night and left her needing more. All those years ago you saw that look of disappointment on her face when you couldn’t provide her with the pleasure she needed. All those years ago she hatched a plan to make you the perfect husband.
Now it’s fully come to fruition. Now you’re her little cuckold and you’re willing to do anything she needs. You helped her get ready. On your wedding anniversary you shaved your wife’s pussy for another man. Can you believe that? You dressed her in the insanely sexy black lingerie set she’s wearing for him. You licked her pussy to make sure she was nice and wet for him.
She’s about to deliver your anniversary gift. She promised you something special. When she says, “He’s fucking me bare tonight,” you feel the surge of arousal she wanted to give you. You feel that sense of cuckold bliss build in you. You’re going to watch another man cum in your wife. That’s the beautiful gift she’s giving you tonight.
If she’d told you on your wedding night that you’d soon be celebrating an anniversary by watching someone else cum inside her, you wouldn’t have believed your beautiful wife. The idea would have seemed utterly absurd, but now it’s happening. Even better, your cock is rock hard at the idea of watching her have unprotected sex with someone else on your anniversary. You’re a cuckold in every sense of the word now and you have the perfect wife.

    Cuckolds Eat Cum...and That's Beautiful

    Most men would look at a cum-filled pussy and feel a sense of pride that they’d blown their loads inside a beautiful woman, that they’d fucked her to a great orgasm and then painted her womb with their seed.

    You’re not like most men. You look at a cum-filled pussy – especially one filled by a superior man – and your mouth waters. Your loins tingle. You look at a cum-filled pussy and you get hungry. You wish it was your wife’s pussy brimming with someone else’s cum. You wish she’d pull you between her legs and order you to clean it up.

    That’s because you’re a cuckold. You want to be a loving cuckold husband, and you know it’s your duty to clean another man’s cum out of her pussy. It’s your pleasure, in fact. Nothing would make you happier than to eat someone else’s hot, fresh, thick semen straight from your wife’s freshly-fucked pussy.

    It’s okay, cuckold. It’s okay to want to eat cum. Don’t let any sense of humiliation deter you from your duty. Embrace it. Embrace being a cum eater for your wife. Embrace getting messy between her legs and licking up every delicious drop of jizz.

    It’s a wonderful experience, I promise. Before you extend your tongue to taste his cum, you’ll notice the overwhelming smell of sex. This is especially true if your wife has pubic hair, but even if she’s shaved smooth for her bull it will be a wondrous olfactory experience for you.

    Breathe deeply cuckold. Take in the scent of your wife’s sexual interlude with another man. Inhale it. Let it remind you that she prefers to have someone else fuck her, and that she lets him do it without protection.

    Now extend your tongue. If you’ve never cleaned a creampie before, you might be a little shocked at the taste. It’s bound to be pungent, and some men have truly nasty-tasting semen. It doesn’t matter. This is your duty. You will not let the taste of his cum deter you from doing your job. No matter how it tastes, you will dive in. You will bury your tongue in her cunt and fish out every last drop of his jizz.

    Because cum is so wondrously thick, you’re going to taste him for hours after you’ve finished cleaning her pussy. Your mouth and throat will be coated with a yummy reminder that you just ate another man’s semen, that you willingly consumed jizz because your wife told you to and because you’re a cuckold.

    Wasn’t that fun? Don’t you wish you were really between your wife’s legs eating another man’s cum out of her? Of course you do.

  
    Cucks Should Eat Cum

    This is what you want, isn’t it? Don’t you want to be a creampie eating cuckold? Don’t you want to lick another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy?

    I want you to say it. Say “I want to lick another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy.”

    I know you’re masturbating. I know you’re jerking your cock while you think about cleaning cum from her cunt. I want you to say it. Say it out loud. Declare that you want to clean cum from your wife’s pussy.

    Did you say it? Good boy. I want you to keep saying it as you read my naughty words. I want you to keep declaring your desire to clean cum from her pussy.

    The more you masturbate to a particular thing, the hotter it becomes. You’re making grooves in your brain. Your programming yourself to be a cum cleaning cuckold. Isn’t that beautiful?

    How would you want to do it? Would you want her to sit on your face and let all the hot semen drip into your mouth?

    Would you want her to spread her legs and let you dig in to clean her pussy at your pace? That would be fun, wouldn’t it? You’d get to spend as long as you want between her legs, licking her lover’s semen out of her cunt.

    What’s most important is that you ingest another man’s cum. Think about that for a second. You want to swallow someone else’s semen. You want to lick it from your wife’s pussy, take it on your tongue, and then swallow it. You want to be a cum eater. Isn’t that right? You want to eat cum, right?

    It’s good that you’re willing to admit that. It’s good that you know your place. You’re going to make your wife very happy. She'll be so pleased to have a man between her legs, licking cum from her pussy. That’s what you want your wife to be, right? You want her to be happy as you’re busy cleaning jizz from her cunt.

    It would be hot if she took control, wouldn’t it? “Get on your back and open up. You’re going to clean my pussy, cuckold.” Wouldn’t you like to hear her say that? Wouldn’t you follow her orders? Wouldn’t you love to have a mouth and face full of cum?

    A mouth full of another man’s cum is what a cuckold deserves. It’s your place. It’s what you need. You need to clean that semen. You need to lick it all up. You need to admit that your place is to lick cum out of your wife’s pussy, not to put cum inside her. Be a good boy and admit it, out loud, for me.

  
    Cum Cleanup Can be So Much Fun

    What if your beautiful wife had a bull that unleashed massive, Peter North-sized loads? What if he had the ability to completely coat her beautiful breasts, her pert ass, or her pretty face if he so desired? I’ll be most of you would find that exciting. Even if you weren’t going to be cleaning up his mess, there’s something alluring about the idea of another man unleashing a massive cumshot on your beautiful wife, isn’t there?

    If you were going to clean up his mess, I bet most of you would want him to shoot inside her. It’s doubly pleasurable, after all. You get to enjoy the notion that another man injected his seed into your wife’s pussy, and you get to dive in there and clean up the mess afterwards. It’s thrilling all the way around.

    I’d suggest that it’s better to mix things up, at least if you’re planning on long term play. After all, if you do anything enough times it can get boring. I’m certain your wife’s bull will be in the mood (I know men I’ve played with are almost always happy to cum on a particular body part if I’m in the mood for it) and if she’s willing to play, you can have some serious fun.

    You could make a little game out of it. A quick roll of the dice could make the choice for all of you and then you have to clean it up. Perhaps some areas would be more humiliating than others. Would you enjoy licking another man’s load off your wife’s asshole or her pretty feet? Would you enjoy licking it off her breasts more than you’d enjoy licking it off her stomach?

    Of course, dirty talk makes it all so much more exciting. Wouldn’t it be fun if she called you a good boy while you were eating her bull’s load from her ass? Or perhaps you’d prefer she call you a filthy little cum slut. For a connected wife and cuckold there are so many ways to explore the pleasures of being an open minded couple together, so why not try and take advantage of all of them. Life is awfully long, after all. Don’t just stick to the same old stuff. Mix it up.

  
    Cum Drenched Panties for Her Cuckold

    Believe it or not, your wife is thinking of you when she lets her bull cum directly into her panties. She’s thinking about how you’re going to be so excited when she cums home, pulls down her underwear, and reveals the mess her bull made. She’s thinking about how it’s going to make your cock hard, about how all sorts of naughty ideas are going to run through your head.

    They’re already running through your head, aren’t they? You’re already thinking about what you’d do with a pair of panties that were absolutely flooded with spunk, aren’t you?

    So, what would you do? Would you want your wife to pull off her messy, cum-filled panties and let you lick up her lover’s load? Would you want her to pull your face against her panty-covered pussy and rub it all over your face? Would you want her to pull down her panties and make you lick up the cum that’s pressed against her soft skin, her labia, and matted into her pubic hair?

    What if she let him cum in her panties, let it soak in a little, and then pulled them off and told you to put them on? Would you wear a pair of cum-filled panties for your wife? Would you let his cum soak into your cock and balls because it’s what she wanted? Would you enjoy the humiliation of being made to wear panties when they’re completely soaked in someone else’s cum?

    “Do you like wearing my pretty panties, cucky boy? Do you like feeling his cum soaking into your worthless little cock?”

    Would it be hotter if she verbally humiliated you as you pulled them up your legs? Would it turn you on if she reached out and rubbed your panty-clad, cum covered cock. I’ll bet it would make you hard as a rock if she did that.

    You feel a little something when you think about your wife’s pubic hair and pussy being covered in her bull’s hot cum, don’t you? That’s what would happen if she wore a pair of panties loaded with his spunk. You feel like you’d want to eat her messy pussy, wouldn’t you? You feel like you want to lick her cum-filled panties. You feel like you want to wear them. You feel like you want her to take them off and rub them all over your face to make a massive, nasty mess.

    It would be even better if he shot a particularly huge load, wouldn’t it?

    Can you imagine your wife pulling down her panties and showing you a massive mess in her panties? Can you imagine it being all soaked and sticky in her pubic hair? Can you imagine her telling you to eat it like a good little cuckold bitch?

    Can you imagine your wife smiling at you as she pulls off her panties, steps out of them, and hands them to you. “Put them on, cuckold,” she demands.

    What are you going to do? You have to put them on. You have to obey.

    Now imagine that massive, thick, messy load resting against your small, soft cock and your balls. Imagine spending the rest of the day with her bull’s cum soaking into your skin. Imagine how horny that would make you.

  
    Cum Feeding for Your Cuckold

    It’s easy to neglect your cuckold when you’re in the throes of passion with a new man. Your mind focuses on the man that’s bringing you such intense, overwhelming pleasure and if you don’t make a concerted effort to include your cuckold he can feel left out.

    It’s understandable, but if you care about the long term health of your marriage you need to make sure to see to your cuckold’s needs from time to time.

    That’s where cum feeding comes in. You’ll need to be with a man that you’re comfortable letting cum inside you, but once you find a guy like that you can give your cuckold the thrill of a lifetime by feeding him your lover’s loads after you’ve enjoyed everything he has to offer.

    It’s perfect, really. You’ve had sex. You’ve had your orgasm (or two, perhaps). You’ve gotten the satisfaction you crave. You don’t have to think about your cuckold while you’re getting fucked. You can put all your energy into the man fucking you. Then, once you’re finished, you can turn to your cuck.

    There’s a difference between cum feeding and creampie cleanup. It’s subtle, but it’s potent enough to play on your cuckold’s arousal center. Instead of him crawling between your legs to lick another man’s cum out of you, you sit on his face and gently feed it to him. You let the cum flow out of your pussy and into his mouth. He passively lies beneath you as your lover’s seed drips onto his tongue. He swallows when you give him permission.

    It’s a beautiful, intimate act shared between a loving couple that will strengthen your cuckold marriage. You don’t have to do it every time, but it’s a nice way to mix things up and to ensure that your cuckold always remembers his place. Your lover fucks you. He makes you cum. He cums inside you. Your cuckold feeds on your cum-filled pussy and drinks your lover’s loads. That’s his place.

    
      
    

    Your wife hasn’t looked over at you since she and her bull first kissed. The moment his lips touched hers she forgot you were in the room. Her desire for him is so profound that it consumes the entirety of her being when they’re together.

    You watched her climax as she rode his cock. You watched her body tremble as she played with her tits and ground pussy over his dick until she came. You watched her lean down and kiss him as she told him how good his cock felt inside her. You listened to your wife tell another man how much she loved the way he made her feel.

    Now she’s on her back. He’s inside her. They’re kissing as they have hard missionary sex. He’s fucking her. He’s pounding her pussy. He’s working his way towards an orgasm.

    Your cock is hard between your legs but you’re forbidden from masturbating. You want to reach down, gather your precum, and jerk off until you cum on the floor. You want to, but you know that moment you do you’ll be forbidden from watching again for a very long time. You don’t want that, so you maintain your discipline.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    The words make you lightheaded. They make your cock throb. They always have. From the first time she let her bull cum inside her you’ve found it intensely pleasurable. You love the notion of his cum spurting in her pussy. You love that he gets to fill her while you’re banned from fucking her. You love that your wife has given her body to another man and you’re left to watch.

    “Cum inside me!” she says again.

    They kiss as he fucks her harder. Your wife wraps her arms around his muscular body and pulls him closer. Their tongues dance as their bodies meld. He pounds her. The sounds of her wet pussy taking his big cock fill the room. She moans into his mouth.

    They climax together. He grunts and groans as he buries his cock in her pussy and unleashes his load. She cries out in pleasure as she has her second orgasm of the night.

    She finally looks over at you as he pulls out. She smiles as she sees your erection.

    “Lie down,” she says. “On the floor. You don’t deserve to be in our bed when he’s here.”

    You lie on your back. You turn and watch as your wife swings her legs over the side of the bed and stands up.

    “I hope you’re hungry,” she says.

    She stands astride your head and you look up at her freshly-fucked pussy. You see her pink, puffy labia. You see that her clit is still exposed.

    She squats over your face as you stare at her pussy. You know his cum is deep inside her. You know it’s probably working its way out of her.

    “I’m going to feed you his cum,” she says. “I’m going to sit on your face and feed you every drop of my bull’s cum and you’re going to drink it all like a good cuckold. You’re going to drink his load because it’s your place to do so. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth and your wife drops her pussy onto it.

    “You may put your tongue inside me if you wish. You may taste him inside me,” she says.

    You push your tongue inside her. You taste her juices. You taste a little bit of sweat. You might even taste his cock.

    Then his cum hits your tongue. Your eyes go wide. There’s a lot of it. It flows into your mouth.

    “Can you taste his cum?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Good. Keep it in your mouth until I give you permission to swallow,” she says. “Savor the taste of a real man’s load. Savor his seed. Savor his hot cum. Relish the joy of being fed a superior man’s semen by your wife and cuckoldress.”

    More cum flows from her pussy into your mouth as you do as you’re told. You hold it there. You let it soak your taste buds. You let it coat the inside of your cheeks and the roof of your mouth. You let it coat the back of your throat. Your mouth has become a receptacle for her bull’s cum and it turns you on.

    Your wife begins to rock back and forth on your face. She’s riding your mouth. She’s pursuing her third orgasm of the night while she feeds you her bull’s cum.

    “It turns me on when you’re a good cum slut for me,” she says. “When you’re a loyal, loving, obedient cuckold I can’t help but get excited.”

    You know that in that moment you’re nothing more than a sex toy for your wife, but her lust fills you with joy. The fact that she finds pleasure in riding your face makes you happy. He fucks her exceptionally well, but she clearly finds some measure of satisfaction in treating you like the cuckold you’ve become.

    Your wife lifts her pussy from your mouth and reaches down to rub her clit. “Swallow,” she says. “Swallow his cum. Swallow my bull’s load. Swallow the superior man’s cum.”

    You do as you’re told. You swallow. You swallow his cum. It burns just a little going down your throat, but it’s so good. Knowing that you’re taking someone else’s cum into your stomach is thrilling in ways you never imagined possible.

    Your wife cums as she watches you swallow his load. She cums as you drink another man’s seed. She cums as you consume her bull’s superior DNA.

    After her climax your wife pushes three fingers deep into her pussy and they emerge covered in a thick slime of cum and her cream. She pushes them into your mouth and sits on your chest. You gag but she doesn’t seem to care.

    “You make me cum harder as a cuckold than you ever did when you were allowed to fuck me,” she says. “We’re never going back to the way things used to be. I hope you know that.”

    You nod as she holds her fingers in your mouth. You suck them clean and she smiles. Of course you’re not going back. You’re not suited to that lifestyle. You were meant to be a cuckold. You were meant to be fed her lover’s cum. You were meant to submit.

  
    Cum from a Condom

    “We fucked in his car,” your wife says after you greet her at the door.

    “Really?” you ask.

    She smiles and nods. “He parked on the street right in front of our house. You must not have noticed. It was his idea. He wanted to fuck me where it was possible one of our neighbors could see. He wanted to take the risk of exposing you as a cuckold and me as a hotwife that’s so desperate for her boyfriend’s cock that she’ll ride him in his car right in front of our house.”

    “And that’s what you did?” you ask.

    “We moved into the backseat after he parked,” she says. “We fooled around a little before I unzipped his pants and sucked his cock until he was rock hard for me.”

    She steps closer and you stare at her lips, at the lips that were wrapped around another man’s cock not that long ago.

    “Do you want to kiss me?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    Your wife offers the kiss you crave. You imagine her lips around his cock as they’re touching yours. You imagine her tongue swirling around the head of his thick dick as it swirls inside your mouth.

    “I made sure he was nice and hard for me and then I put a condom on his cock, straddled him, pulled my panties aside, and took him in my pussy. It felt so good, baby. It always feels so good when he first fills me,” she says.

    “Better than when I first fill you?” you asked.

    She smiles and reaches down to grab your cock. “Much better. You know that. I wouldn’t be fucking him if he wasn’t far superior to my husband, would I?”

    You shake your head and your wife kisses you again, this time while stroking you through your jeans and bringing you to a fully erect state.

    “I rode him slow,” she says. “I wanted to make it last. To be honest, I was turned on by doing it in public and the idea of one of our neighbors seeing. I don’t know why, but I like the idea of people thinking that I’m cheating on you and that I’m such a brazen slut that I’d do it right in front of our house.”

    Despite knowing it’s dangerous, you like that idea too, which is why your dick is so hard it hurts.

    “I brought you a gift,” she says.

    “A gift?” you ask.

    She reaches into her purse and pulls out a used condom with her boyfriend’s thick cum resting in the tip. She holds it up and you stare at the creamy white fluid. She unzips your pants and frees your cock as the condom holds your attention.

    “It looks so thick, doesn’t it?” she asks.

    “It does,” you answer.

    “His cum is always thick,” she says. “I like it, especially when he cums in my mouth. I don’t know why, but something about the thickness of it turns me on. Do you want to know what it feels like in your mouth, baby? Do you want to know what it’s like to have my boyfriend’s cum in your mouth?”

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Then get on your knees for me,” she instructs.

    You fall to your knees and your wife dangles the condom above your face as she smiles. You open your mouth instinctively and she lowers the cum-filled tip onto your tongue.

    “See if you can taste my pussy,” she says. “After all, this condom spent quite a bit of time inside me tonight.”

    You close your lips around the cum-filled latex and suck gently. You swirl your tongue around it and you’re fairly certain you can taste her pussy, though it doesn’t really matter. The pleasure is in the kink of sucking on a condom that another man used to fuck your wife.

    “Now, do you want me to pour his cum into your mouth?” she asks.

    You nod with the condom still on your tongue. Your wife smiles, pulls it from your mouth, and unties it. She rests the open end against your lower lip and slowly, gently raises the bottom. You watch as his thick cum works its way down the condom and towards your mouth.

    “Are you ready?” she asks softly.

    You nod right before the cum reaches your mouth. It slowly pours onto your tongue and you’re struck by the overwhelmingly salty taste. It’s incredibly thick, too, just like your wife said it would be.

    “Take his load for me, baby,” she says with obvious lust in her voice. “Take it all. Take it like a good cuckold.”

    You moan and wrap your fingers around your cock. You stroke as the rest of his load empties onto your tongue.

    “Hold your mouth open,” your wife says as she pulls the condom away and falls to her knees in front of you. “Savor the taste of his cum. Savor how delicious it is. Savor the pleasure of having my boyfriend’s load in your mouth, just like I do when I suck him off.”

    She reaches down and slides his used condom onto your cock. She strokes your shaft as a smile crosses her face. You can’t help but close your mouth so you can moan at how good it feels.

    “I love that you’re so kinky,” she says. “I love that you’re a dirty little freak like I am. I want to kiss you, baby. Can I kiss you? Can we share my boyfriend’s cum?”

    You nod and your wife leans forward. She tightens her grip around your shaft and strokes you a little faster. Her lips meet yours. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. You share the taste of her boyfriend’s thick cum. You moan as your cock throbs in the used condom.

    “Cum for me,” she says before kissing you again. Her tongue is more aggressive this time. She moans into your mouth. She clearly finds it immensely arousing to indulge in such dirty play, but so do you.

    You cum into the condom as you and your wife share a cummy kiss. You moan and so does she. She’s rewarding her cuckold husband for being so good to her and you’re embracing the pleasure that comes from being married to a woman that gleefully fucks another man right in front of your house.

    “Thank you,” you say when she finally pulls away from the kiss. “That was incredible.”

    “You’re welcome,” she replies. “You know I love taking care of my baby.”

    “I do,” you say with a smile.

    “Now, though, I really need you to take care of me. Will you go down on me? Will you eat the pussy that my boyfriend just fucked?” she asks.

    “You know I will,” you answer.

    She stands and takes your hand. She guides you to the couch where she sits and spreads her legs. You fall to your knees and get to work on tending to her pussy mere moments after someone else fucked her.

  
    Cum Loving Couple - Part 1

    Connor's chest heaved and his lips curled into a delighted smile as he admired the spectacular mess he'd made of his girlfriend's perky breasts. He admired the streaks of cum that crisscrossed her soft flesh and the dark pink of her areola and nipples.

    "God damn," he said.

    Tessa looked down at her breasts and offered a far giddier smile than Connor expected. "You made quite the mess, didn't you?"

    He'd straddled her stomach while unleashing his load on her lovely tits and he abandoned the position and laid next to her as the peaceful aftermath of his orgasm washed over him.

    Tessa still needed to cum, though, so Connor reached down and ran his fingers over her inner thighs as she turned her head his way and smiled. Their eyes locked as he caressed her plump labia and then plunged one finger and then a second into her pussy.

    "You're so wet," he said.

    "I know," she replied softly. "You know it feels good when you fuck me, and you know I like it when you cum on my tits."

    Connor still wasn't entirely sure that the last part was true - he'd never met a girl who found genuine pleasure in a guy cumming on her tits, though most of the women he'd dated were willing to let him do it from time to time - but he chose to take Tessa at her word.

    "And I love cumming on your tits," he said, which was absolutely true. From his very first sexual encounters Connor had harbored an intense desire to cum on a woman's body, taking great pleasure in it each and every time for reasons he'd never truly understood.

    Connor's slippery index finger found Tessa's clit and rubbed it in slow, small circles as he stared at her right nipple, which struck him as especially beautiful thanks to the cum that coated it. Her flesh was stiff with excitement and his semen was thick enough to not have moved from where it had landed and he found the sight of it intoxicating enough that he couldn't bring himself to look away.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?" Tessa asked between moans.

    He pulled his gaze from her nipple and saw a lusty smile on Tessa's face. "It is."

    Connor moved a little closer and they kissed. Tessa's tongue immediately entered his mouth and she moaned. He matched her moan and slipped two fingers into her pussy while continuing to work her clit.

    Connor kissed her neck, flicking his tongue back and forth over her skin in the manner that never failed to turn Tessa on. He closed his eyes and lost himself in the thrill of giving her pleasure, his lips moving from her neck to her shoulder and back again. He kissed her upper chest and pulled back when he felt something wet and viscous against his lower lip.

    "It looks like you found a little of your cum," she said.

    Connor reached up to wipe it away but stopped when he saw the look on Tessa's face. He figured he'd find a smile or hear a laugh at the notion that he'd accidentally rubbed his lip through his cum. Instead, Connor saw a flash of lust before Tessa bit her lower lip while staring directly at the cum that no doubt glistened against his skin.

    He didn't wipe the cum away. Instead, he leaned in and Tessa parted her lips. Connor moved closer and his girlfriend scooped the cum from his flesh. Their lips met for a kiss and her tongue probed his mouth, sharing the taste of his semen in the process.

    Tessa moaned as they kissed, but it was not a typical moan. It was something else. Something deeper. Something that indicated a distinct and powerful surge in pleasure working its way through her body.

    "Did you enjoy that?" he asked softly.

    "Yes," she answered with a nod.

    Connor looked at her breasts. They were streaked with his cum, as they'd been many times in the eight months they'd been together. He saw them differently this time, though. He saw potential to enhance Tessa's pleasure. He glanced at her and detected what he thought was lustful hope in her eyes.

    Connor took his girlfriend's nipple into his mouth. He sucked the cum off of it. He flicked his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh and his action was met with the most intense moan he'd ever heard. Connor felt her pussy get wetter around his fingers and Tessa arched her back as he continued to slowly work her clit.

    It was easy to connect his willingness to clean the cum of her nipple to her pleasure. It seemed undeniable. The fact that she put a hand on the back of his head and applied gentle pressure seemed to reinforce the notion that she was getting off on it.

    Connor lifted his head from her chest and Tessa opened her eyes. Neither of them said a word as his lips approached hers. She didn't hesitate to kiss him, though, and the way her tongue immediately probed his mouth made it obvious that she wanted to taste his cum, that she wanted him to feed it to her.

    "More," was all she said when the kiss broke.

    Connor turned his attention to her breast again and this time he went for it. He licked up every drop of cum he could find from her perfect, soft, perky flesh and took it in his mouth. They kissed again and this time he pushed his tongue into her mouth in an instant. Tessa moaned deeply and Connor felt her body begin to tremble as she moaned into his mouth.

    Cum was all Connor could taste, but for some reason he wasn't horrified by it. He was turned on, in fact. He loved that Tessa loved it, that she was clearly getting off on it.

    When she came, Tessa sucked his tongue into her mouth and clamped down on it with her lips. It was as if she wanted to suck every bit of cum off of it, to bathe her mouth in the taste of his load, and to keep them connected in that way while an orgasm ripped through her.

    Afterwards, she was all smiles and she pulled him close for half a dozen more deep kisses, all while moaning softly as Connor ran his fingers over her stomach.

    "That was...unexpected...and amazing," she finally said. "Thank you for that."

    He smiled and they kissed again. It was a long, deep kiss and it felt as if Tessa was extending her thanks via her tongue, which was active and erotic, keeping Connor in a state of wondrous desire.

    "Was that...was it weird for you?" she asked.

    Connor shook his head. "Surprisingly, not at all. It seemed like it would turn you on so I just...I just went with it."

    That seemed to bring her a great deal of joy. "Yeah?"

    He nodded.

    "Well, you were right, it really did turn me on. It felt like it came out of nowhere. I saw the cum on your lips and I was struck by this incredible desire to kiss you, to taste it, to...to share it with you," she said.

    Tessa ran two fingers through the cum on her left breast, held them up, and then popped them in her mouth. Connor watched as a surprising surge of lust worked its way through his body and then Tessa turned to him, leaned in, and pressed her lips against his.

    Her tongue moved into his mouth and the cum followed. It was thick and warm and salty and when she moaned so beautifully Connor couldn't help but get turned on. To his amazement, his cock stirred to life despite his recent orgasm, slowly growing from its flaccid state until he was half hard with Tessa's tongue still eagerly dancing in his mouth.

    "I want to cum again," she whispered. "Play with my pussy, baby."

    Connor's fingers returned to the slickness between Tessa's legs. Two slipped inside her and a third worked her clit as she scooped up more cum with her fingers, this time from between her wondrous breasts.

    He figured Tessa would repeat sucking her fingers clean and kissing him, but instead she offered Connor the chance to do so. He parted his lips and her fingers pushed into his mouth and rested on his tongue. She smiled as he closed his lips around them and sucked as she pulled out, leaving a healthy dollop of his seed dancing on Connor's taste buds.

    "Will you share?" she asked softly before moaning from the insistent clitoral stimulation. "Will you kiss me and share the delicious taste of your cum?"

    He nodded and their lips met for a wondrous kiss. Their tongues danced and they shared the cum between them, passing it back and forth as Connor's cock grew to a fully-erect state. His balls tingled with pleasure as Tessa moaned into his mouth, exploring it with her tongue as the cum began to get a bit foamy from the continued back and forth action.

    "Is your dick hard?" she asked.

    Connor nodded.

    "Does sharing your cum turn you on as much as it turns me on?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Tessa pulled her hips back until his fingers fell from her pussy and then she straddled Connor. She took his cock inside her, scooped what remained of the cum from her chest, and shoved her fingers deep into his mouth while riding his renewed stiffness.

    Connor sucked on her cummy fingers, swirling his tongue around them while Tessa watched from above with both fascination and intense lust in her eyes. She moaned while riding him hard and fast and the more he sucked the deeper her fingers went.

    "My pussy feels good, doesn't it?" she asked.

    He nodded as her fingers moved in and out of his mouth.

    "Do you want to cum again?"

    He nodded.

    "If I let you cum inside me, will you lick it out of me?" she asked.

    Connor nodded with such vigor that he nearly bit down on her fingers.

    Tessa smiled, rode him harder, and pulled her fingers free from his mouth so they could kiss. She held Connor's head in her hand while their tongues mingled and shared the taste of the cum he hadn't swallowed. He felt his loins tense up with pleasure as the kinky thrill of sharing cum with his girlfriend coursed through his body and brought about an unexpectedly quick second orgasm.

    With her tongue still in his mouth, Connor moaned, groaned, and grunted while expelling his seed inside his girlfriend. Tessa sucked on his tongue and offered up a series of soft moans that managed to enhance the already intense pleasure coursing through his body.

    Tessa sat up, rested her hands on his chest, smiled, and asked, "Are you willing to lick your cum out of me?"

    "Yes," he said.

    "You have no idea how much the idea of it turns me on."

    "Then feed me," he said.

    That particular choice of words seemed to thrill her, as a lusty moan followed before Tessa lifted her hips, dragged them up and over his chest and stomach and sat on his face.

    Connor opened his mouth and pushed his tongue inside her, bathing it in the taste of his cum. He licked fervently as Tessa ground her clit into his upper lip, chasing her pleasure while he feasted on the surprisingly thick cum inside her. It was hotter than what he'd eaten off her breasts and something about that provided an unexpected level of excitement.

    "Oh, fuck," Tessa said as she grasped her breasts and squeezed them hard. She rolled her head towards the ceiling and unleashed a long, low moan while moving her hips faster and generating more friction for her clit.

    "Eat your cum," she said. "Connor, baby, eat your cum out of me. Fuck, eat your cum out of me!"

    Tessa came a few moments later. She came hard, too. Her legs clamped down around his head and her thighs trembled hard. The whole thing delighted Connor to no end as he continued to probe her with his tongue and lick up as much of his load as he could.

    Tessa looked down at him and smiled as her body trembled every few seconds from the aftershocks of her orgasm. She ran her fingers through his hair and said, "Thank you for yet another amazing orgasm."

    Her pussy remained atop his face so Connor kept on licking her, finding more cum as it worked its way from deep inside her to his mouth. He swallowed what he could find and experienced not even a hint of disgust or distaste while doing so.

    Eventually, Tessa slid her hips back and leaned forward to kiss him. Again it was deep and passionate with lots of tongue exploration, as if she was eager to experience yet another taste of his seed.

    "We should really do that again," she said with a smile.

    "Agreed," Connor replied. "That was really hot."

    "Yeah?"

    He nodded and smiled. "Absolutely."

    Another kiss followed, this one just as deep as the previous one. Then Tessa rolled off of him, crossed her arms over her chest, and said, "My heart is still pounding. That was so exciting."

    He rolled onto his side and rested his hand on her chest. She was right. Her heart was pounding. So was his, though.

    It made sense. They'd just stumbled upon a mutual kink that brought them otherworldly satisfaction and that was just about the most exciting thing in the world. In the span of just a handful of minutes a world of pleasure had opened up in front of them.

    Now they'd get to spend weeks, months, or even years exploring that pleasure. What could be better than that?

  
    Cum Loving Couple - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

     Connor was naked in his bed. A vigorous round of foreplay had his cock in an erect state and a week without an orgasm meant that erection was rather turgid and quite a bit of precum had already poured from the tip in anticipation of having sex.

    Tessa was not naked. Instead, she was dressed in a classy-but-sexy bra, panty, garter belt and stockings set. He'd never seen it before. She hadn't said, but Connor liked the idea that she'd bought it to wear for him.

    A week had passed since they'd last seen each other. That wasn't common for them, but Tessa had been called out of town for a family thing that ended up being less of an emergency than it had originally seemed. Connor almost never went a week without an orgasm, but he'd decided it would be more fun to hold off and experience one hell of a climax when Tessa finally returned.

    "You're so hard for me," she said while running her index finger over the underside of his cock.

    "I know. I haven't cum since the last time we were together."

    She seemed surprised. "Really? I've cum half a dozen times since we were last together."

    It was Connor's turn to be surprised, though he was also quite delighted that his girlfriend was so vigorous in her pursuit of pleasure. "That's amazing," he said.

    Tessa scooped some of the precum from his cock and popped her finger into her mouth to suck it clean. "You know what else is amazing?"

    He shook his head.

    "Each time I came, I thought about you."

    The notion thrilled him. "What did you think about?"

    She looked bashful for a moment, though it quickly became clear she was merely being playful. "Well, the first few times I thought about how much it turned me on when you cleaned your load from my tits. I thought about how hot it looked to see you licking and sucking the cum off of them. I thought about how much it turned me on to see you swallow. I thought about how much I loved sharing those yummy cum kisses with you. To be honest, it was such a turn on that I came quickly each and every time."

    Connor had spent quite a bit of time thinking about the same thing and he'd found himself a touch frustrated that Tessa had been called away so soon after they'd discovered their mutual affection for cum play. He was delighted she was back, though, and that she'd clearly been just as aroused by the whole thing as he was.

    Tessa sat up, ran her fingers up his thigh, and grasped his balls. She caressed them slowly and leaned down to kiss the tip of his cock before asking, "You enjoyed cleaning your mess off my tits, didn't you?"

    "I loved it," he admitted. "I thought about it all week, too. I...to be honest, I didn't masturbate because I thought it might mean a bigger load when I finally came."

    Tessa responded to Connor's revelation by taking his cock in her mouth. She sucked her cheeks inwards and her tongue danced over the head, leaving him in a state of bliss that quickly enveloped his body.

    "Oh my god..."

    She managed to swallow most of his cock and Connor marveled at the sight of it disappearing into her mouth while doubly marveling at the intensity of the pleasure. As it turned out, a long wait between orgasms was a wonderful way to ensure that the pleasure of any sexual contact was greatly enhanced.

    When she pulled off his cock with a smile on her face, Connor asked, "You said the first few times you thought about me cleaning cum off your tits. What did you think about the next few times you masturbated?"

    "I let my mind wander," she said. "I thought about you cumming inside me and cleaning it out of me. I thought about you...well, I thought about making you cum on your own face and then feeding it to you."

    That one struck Connor as particularly naughty and he moaned as she stroked him.

    "I thought about you cumming on my ass and licking it up. I thought about you cumming outside of my pussy and licking it up. I thought about you cumming on my stomach and licking it up. I thought about you cumming in my mouth and swapping it back and forth. I...well, to be honest, I found myself watching a few cum play porn videos and getting really turned on."

    All of it sounded insanely hot to Connor. This particular kind of sexual play was entirely new to him and even the mention of it was enough to make his dick tingle with delight. The fact that he was hard as a rock and hadn't cum in a week made it that much hotter.

    "I also thought about the fun we could have if I made you cum in a condom," she said. "That way I could do whatever I wanted with your cum. I could pour a little on my tits, a little on my pussy, a little on my stomach, a little on my ass. I could have all sorts of fun making you clean it off of me."

    Connor was intrigued by the notion of Tessa 'making' him clean it off of her. He liked that she was so into it and that she seemed thrilled by the notion of being the one in control. He liked that too.

    "So that's what I'm going to do," she said. "First, though, I'm going to let you feel my pussy without a condom. You better not cum inside me, though. That's not what I want this time."

    "I won't," he replied.

    Tessa pulled off her panties, leaving her in the bra, garter belt, and stockings. She straddled him and guided his stiff cock between her labia. It filled her slowly and she rolled her head back, closed her eyes, and moaned as warmth and wetness engulfed his erection.

    "Fuck, you feel amazing," Connor said.

    "So do you," she replied with a moan. "Don't you dare cum, though. Don't you dare even get close."

    That was going to be difficult, but Connor resolved to do whatever he could to refrain from cumming. He couldn't keep his hands off of her, though. He ran his fingers over the stockings. He played with her tits in the delicate bra. He touched the garter belt, caressing the delicate lace while Tessa rode him with increasing vigor.

    "I'm getting close," he said.

    "Don't you dare cum," she reiterated. "I'm almost there, don't you dare cum, Connor."

    Her telling him not to cum only made the sex hotter, but Connor refrained. He thought about anything other than the sex. He very nearly climaxed inside her but managed to hold off while she sat up, arched her back, and had a loud orgasm.

    Then she lifted her pussy from his cock, grabbed a condom from his nightstand, and tore it open aggressively before sliding the rubber down his slick stiffness.

    "Thank you for not cumming," she said.

    "You're welcome," he replied. "And thank you for riding me like that. That was fucking hot."

    Tessa laid next to Connor, squeezed the head of his cock in the condom, and then stroked him slowly. Something about having the condom on made the handjob feel even better.

    "I'm glad you didn't cum all week," she whispered between soft kisses against his neck. "Because you're right, that means it's going to be a bigger load, which means more cum for us to have fun with. That's what you want, right?"

    He nodded and moaned.

    "Where do you want to clean it from first?" she whispered. "Do you want to clean it off my tits again?"

    "Yes."

    Her hand felt so good. His cock throbbed so hard. Connor was suddenly quite desperate for an orgasm, something Tessa seemed well aware of, at least if her bright smile was any indicator.

    "You're going to share it with me, right?" she asked. "You're not going to be a greedy little boy and swallow it all for yourself, right?"

    He shook his head as his orgasm approached. It was moments away now. There was no denying it.

    "Good, because I like the taste of your cum and there's nothing quite like a cum kiss to make my pussy wet."

    She kissed him and made him cum. She stroked him fast and with a perfectly tight grip and Connor moaned into her mouth and felt his body seize up before erupting in the most intense pleasure. Tessa leaned back and he looked down to see the condom completely full of cum.

    "It looks beautiful, doesn't it?" she asked.

    Never in his life had Connor appreciated the sight of a condom filled with cum quite like he appreciated it in that moment. Tessa smiled and carefully pulled the rubber from his cock. She held it up and gently swung it back and forth.

    "Open up," she said.

    Connor opened up and Tessa lowered the condom into his mouth. She smiled as he closed his lips around it and sucked a little. All he could taste was latex, but there was something splendidly kinky about the warmth of the cum that rested in the rubber.

    "Take my bra off," Tessa instructed as she pulled the condom from his mouth.

    Connor sat up and she turned around so he could unhook her bra. He kissed the back of her neck and cupped her breasts gently. Tessa moaned, turned her head, and found his lips for a kiss.

    "Will you clean your cum off my tits, Connor?"

    "Fuck yes," he replied.

    Tessa rolled onto her back and gently upended the condom. She poured some of his load onto her breasts, leaving beautiful streaks of his sticky fluid across her milky white skin. Her face was alive with pleasure and her nipples were stiff. She was eager to play with his cum, and so was he.

    Connor bent over and took one of her nipples in his mouth. The taste of cum filled his mouth. Tessa moaned and he did the same. It felt so good to taste his load and to know that she wanted to share a cum kiss. Connor ran his tongue through more of the semen on her soft flesh and then his lips found hers.

    Tessa moaned as his tongue entered her mouth. Hers moved aggressively to dance with his. She put a hand on the back of his head and held him close. His fingers found the breast he'd just sucked on and he picked up some of the cum. He fed it to her and watched as she sucked his fingers clean. His tongue entered her mouth once more and he moved his hand between her legs to rub her slick, sloppy wet pussy, eliciting a deeper moan.

    "More," she said softly.

    Connor cleaned her other breast. He did so slowly and as erotically as possible. He licked and sucked and listened to her beautiful moans. He kissed her, pushing his tongue into her mouth and sharing the taste of his load. They kissed with such vigor that the cum got a little foamy and some of it spilled out of the sides of their mouths. He gathered it with his fingers and she eagerly sucked them clean.

    "There's still a little on my tits," Tessa said. "You need to clean every drop before I pour any more of your cum from this condom."

    Connor did as his girlfriend desired and slowly, carefully sucked and licked every bit of cum from her perfect, perky tits. He kissed her one more time when he was finished and returned to fingering her pussy. Connor loved how wet she was. He loved that it served as proof of her desire, of how much she loved this newfound kink of theirs.

    After the kiss, Tessa upended the condom over her stomach and created an abstract - and beautiful - painting on her skin. Cum crisscrossed her stomach and some of it filled her belly button. It was beautiful and shiny and still so thick and Connor's mouth damn near watered at the sight of it.

    "Clean me," she said. "Show me how much you love your cum, how much you love licking it off of your girlfriend."

    Connor leaned down and sucked his cum from her belly button. He held it in his mouth and collected more through a series of kisses over her taut, smooth, beautiful stomach. He sat up and saw her smiling.

    "Kiss me," she said softly. "Let me taste you. Let me share your cum."

    They kissed. Their tongues swirled. They shared his cum. Connor's balls tingled. His dick had already begun to grow a little.

    "This feels so good," he whispered.

    Her lips were close to his. Her breath felt warm against his skin. "I know. I never imagined it would. I never imagined I'd enjoy cum so much. I never imagined I'd enjoy this sort of play so much." She kissed him and added, "I never imagined I'd date a man who turned out to be such a cum slut."

    Connor moaned. "I didn't take you for a cum slut, either."

    She smiled. "But I am, aren't I? And so are you. We're both cum sluts. Eager little cum sluts."

    She pushed his head towards her stomach. Connor let her guide him. He sucked up the rest of the cum she'd poured from the condom. He tasted. He savored it. He kissed his girlfriend. He shared his load with her. It got foamy in their mouths. It made a mess. A beautiful, sexy mess. She licked it from his lips, cheeks, and chin and swallowed. She smiled and held up the condom and poured some of the load directly into her mouth.

    Tessa parted her lips and Connor saw the cum on her tongue. He saw it just waiting to be enjoyed. She pulled his mouth to hers. He pushed his tongue inside. He tasted his cum. There was so much of it.

    Tessa grabbed his shoulder and pushed him onto his back. She grabbed his cheeks and pushed his mouth open. Tessa pursed her lips and the cum slowly poured into his mouth. The taste of it soon covered his tongue. The cum ran to the back of his throat. Tessa smiled, leaned down, and kissed him vigorously. Again their tongues swirled and she moaned.

    "Swallow, cum slut," she whispered with a smile. "Swallow your load. Swallow like a greedy little cum whore."

    The dirty talk was incredible. Connor swallowed as pleasure coursed through his body. His fingers found their way between Tessa's legs and he rolled her onto her back and kissed her neck.

    "Give me the condom," he said.

    Tessa happily offered it as Connor fingered her pussy and worked her clit, sending her into a fit of moans. He then got to his knees and straddled her chest. His half hard cock rested just above her breasts as Tessa looked up at him and smiled.

    Connor upended the condom and poured a little onto the head of his cock. He inched forward and said, "Suck it clean, you nasty little cum slut."

    Tessa's eyes lit up with pleasure before she took the head of his cock in her mouth and sucked the cum off. Then she tried to take as much of him into her mouth as she could, doing so while on her back as he straddled her in the power position.

    "That's good. Fuck, your mouth is amazing. Keep sucking that dick."

    Tessa leaned back and his cock popped free. "Not until you give me more cum."

    He poured more of his load from the condom. He covered the head of his dick and she greedily took it between her lips once more. She sucked hard and swirled her tongue around it. She moaned and thrilling vibrations worked their way down his shaft.

    "Put the condom on," she said. "Cover your cock in cum."

    Connor sheathed his cock in the used condom and stroked a little as Tessa watched. He crawled forward and rested his balls on her lips. She sucked them while moaning loudly, indicating she was quite thrilled with his decision to try and feed her his testicles.

    When his dick was good and hard, Connor slid back and pulled the condom off. Tessa stared at it and licked her lips. Then she looked at him and said, "Fuck my face."

    It was the first time in his life a woman had uttered those words to Connor and they were fucking hot. He crawled forward, positioned his body so he could fuck her mouth, and slid his dick between her lips.

    Connor went slow at first, fucking Tessa's mouth with his stiff, slick, cum-coated cock and moaning at the pleasure she offered with her lips and tongue. Then, as that pleasure built, he went faster. He pursued his orgasm. He fucked her mouth deeper. He made her gag a few times, but Tessa never reached up to stop him. She just took it. She played with her pussy while doing so, too, making it seem as though she was having a damn good time.

    When he was close to cumming, Connor pulled out, grabbed his dick, and stroked.

    "I'm gonna cum on your face," he said.

    "And you're going to lick it all up," she replied. "You fucking cum whore."

    That put him over the top. He grunted and a thick volley of cum exited his cock and landed on her face. Tessa closed her eyes and masturbated furiously, moaning throughout.

    "Clean my face," she demanded when he'd finished.

    Connor rolled off of her and leaned down to clean his cum from her face. He licked it up. He sucked it up. He swallowed a little of it, but mostly he shared it with Tessa through long, deep, messy kisses while she continued to masturbate in pursuit of the same pleasure he'd just experienced.

    She came quickly. She did so with Connor's cum and tongue in her mouth. She put a hand on the back of his head to ensure he didn't pull away. She clearly wanted the experience of cum kissing while she climaxed.

    After her orgasm, Tessa released his head from her grasp and smiled brightly. "Well, that was really something. I enjoyed your initiative in straddling me there. That was quite fun."

    "I'm surprised you were up for the face fucking."

    She laughed. "I surprised myself. It was hot, though. Really hot, actually."

    Connor couldn't help but lean in and kiss her, this time in a far slower and more romantic fashion. He caressed her face while their tongues gently danced and her soft moan was exquisite.

    "You're amazing," he said.

    "So are you," she replied. "In fact, you're so amazing I think we should go away next weekend. A little trip together. Our first trip together."

    Connor smiled. Vacation sex was even better than regular sex. "That sounds perfect."

    "Let's get cleaned up and start doing some planning."

    They showered together - washing each other's bodies in the process - and then got out their phones to find the perfect place for a weekend getaway filled with all kinds of hot sex and cum play.

  
    Cum Loving Couple - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Damn these robes are comfortable," Connor noted as they walked through the pristine halls of the hotel spa.

    Tessa flashed him a bright smile. "I know, right? These are the same ones in the room, I think. If so, I think I'm forgoing clothes for the rest of the weekend and wearing only my robe."

    They'd already fucked twice since their arrival the night before but Connor still felt an irresistible twinge of desire as he thought of his girlfriend spending most of their weekend stay in the nude, or pretty close to it as it took very little to open the robes they were wearing and get at what rested beneath.

    They were coming from the spa's lockers rooms - one for men and one for women - where they'd stripped out of their clothes and changed into the bathrobes. Underwear or swimsuits were optional depending on one's comfort level - as the girl at the front desk had told them - and both Connor and Tessa had chosen to go nude beneath their robes. They had a massage scheduled in a little over an hour and they were going to make use of the spa's saunas in the meantime.

    "So, do we just, like, pick one?" Tessa asked as they stared down a hallway with half a dozen doors, each of which led to a separate, small sauna.

    Connor shrugged. "I guess so."

    He took his girlfriend's hand and led her down the hallway. Just a few steps into their brief journey Connor stopped as the unmistakable sound of a lovely, feminine moan reached his ears. His eyes went wide and he looked at Tessa, who'd very clearly heard the moan too.

    She gestured towards the door to their left and they both crept closer. The moaning got louder. Connor peered through the small, porthole-like window into the sauna and saw a blonde woman getting fucked from behind. The guy standing behind her had his hands on her hips and his back was soaked in sweat. The sauna didn't strike Connor as a great place to have sex, and yet the couple fucking seemed to be having a great time.

    Connor backed away from the window and gestured for Tessa to take a look. She stepped closer, stood on her toes, and peered through the porthole. Her eyes went wide and she looked at Connor with a bright smile and a look on her face that made it seem like she very much enjoyed the voyeuristic pleasure of spying on a couple.

    "Oh, fuck," the guy in the sauna said.

    "Cum for me, baby," the girl replied.

    They were being loud. Purposefully so, Connor surmised. Either that or they just didn't give a damn about someone hearing. Connor felt better about listening and watching, though, as it seemed to him that they wanted people to know they were fucking in a place they definitely shouldn't be fucking.

    "Oh, fuck!"

    Grunts and groans came from the sauna as Tessa stared through the window.

    "He's cumming," she silently mouthed.

    Connor was struck by a desire to fuck his girlfriend right then and there. He wanted to be like the couple in the sauna. He wanted to take her into one of the other rooms and bend her over. He wanted to fuck her, to cum on her back, and to lick it up while she played with her pussy and told him how fucking hot it was that he was eating his cum off of her.

    The guy in the sauna said something, but his voice was a lot quieter now that he'd cum. The girl said something in reply, but again Connor couldn't hear anything. Then Tessa looked at him with a touch of alarm in her eyes, grabbed his hand, and led him away from the door. They hurried down the hallway and a few seconds later the sauna door opened and the couple stepped out.

    Tessa looked over her shoulder while Connor kept his eyes forward as the idea of making eye contact with the guy he'd just spied on was just about unbearable.

    "Wait," Tessa whispered as she stopped in the hallway and squeezed Connor's hand.

    He stopped alongside her, took a deep breath, and looked over his shoulder to see that they were alone in the hallway. Tessa released his hand and rushed towards the sauna the couple had been in. She opened the door and stepped inside. A moment later she popped her head out and beckoned Connor to join her.

    Tessa was naked by the time Connor stepped into the sauna. He smiled as she stepped back and leaned against the new-looking wooden bench. It took a moment for Connor to notice that it wasn't actually that hot in the room, perhaps because the couple wanted to enjoy a semi-public fuck more than they wanted to enjoy the heat of a sauna.

    "Why is your robe still on?" Tessa asked.

    Connor marveled at his girlfriend. He marveled at having found such an incredible woman. More than anything, he marveled at having found a woman that seemed to think exactly like he did, as she'd clearly been aroused by their little bit of voyeurism.

    As he untied the robe, Connor watched Tessa reach down and pluck something from the bench. Something he hadn't noticed before.

    It was a condom. A used condom. A condom with a rather large load of cum resting at the tip.

    "Is that..."

    Tessa nodded as she cupped the condom in her hand. "It's still hot. Fresh. It must have been his. It must be filled with his cum."

    Connor stared at the condom and then at Tessa. He saw her lips curl into a naughty smile before she sat on the bench, leaned back, and rested the used condom between her breasts.

    "Wait...are you...do you want to..."

    He trailed off as Tessa picked up the condom, tilted her head back, and dipped the cum-filled tip into her mouth. She closed her lips around it and sucked while Connor's cock reached a fully erect state without any assistance from his hand.

    Tessa pulled the condom from her mouth and rested it between her breasts once more. She looked at him, smiled, and said, "I want to play." Her fingers moved to her pussy and slipped inside. "I want to play with my little cum slut."

    Connor's cock pulsed with desire. He stepped towards his girlfriend and watched her masturbate with another man's used condom resting between her perfect breasts. The warmth of the sauna  had raised a hint of sweat along Connor's hairline and down the backs of his legs. Tessa's chest had begun to glisten, too, though he noted that it only made her look sexier.

    "Do you want to play?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    Tessa pulled her fingers from her pussy, sucked them clean, and picked up the condom. "Then get on your knees."

    He dropped to his knees between her thighs and she grabbed a handful of his hair, pulled back until he was staring up at the ceiling, and rubbed the condom over his lips. He felt the warmth of the cum before opening his mouth. Tessa dipped the condom onto his tongue and Connor sucked on it just like she'd done.

    "Have you ever tasted another man's cum, Connor?"

    He shook his head with the condom still in his mouth.

    "Mmm, then this will be fun for you. No being greedy, though. I want some of this cum too, so make sure you don't swallow until I give you permission."

    He nodded and Tessa pulled the condom from his mouth. She leaned forward and their lips met for a deep kiss as he ran his fingers up her thighs and between her legs. His fingers slipped into her pussy and he rubbed Tessa's clit with his thumb.

    "Would you like to lick his cum off my tits?"

    "More than anything."

    Tessa smiled. "If you could see your face right now. You're so excited, though you can see that stiff dick of yours, and that's obviously excited." She kissed him softly and added, "You're such a fucking cum whore."

    Connor moaned at the phrase that most men would have found offensive. To him, though, it was a term of endearment. It was accurate, too. His sexual explorations with Tessa had confirmed that he was absolutely a cum whore. He wasn't sure why, but he fucking loved cum play of almost every kind.

    Tessa leaned back and slowly upended the condom over her left breast. Connor watched the thick load slide down the rubber and drizzle out onto her nipple and areola. Tessa then crisscrossed her breast with thin streaks of cum before moving to the other, all while Connor watched with his tongue practically hanging out of his mouth.

    "How do they look?"

    "Perfect," he asked. "Your tits have never looked better."

    "Yeah? Do they look better covered with another man's cum than when they're covered with yours?"

    Connor nodded as his arousal reached a fever pitch.

    "Are you saying you want to lick another man's cum off my tits, Connor?"

    "Yes. Desperately."

    Tessa set the used condom on the bench and gently cupped her left breast. "You can clean this one. Remember, though, no swallowing. I want you to share some of his cum with me before you get to swallow."

    "I will."

    Connor leaned forward and Tessa moved a hand to the back of his head. She guided him towards her breast and something about it felt deeply warm and loving. His cock throbbed at the sudden intimacy he felt, and of course the added pleasure of getting to be a cum whore only made the whole thing more arousing.

    "Clean me," she whispered. "Clean his cum off my tits. Clean his hot, sticky, salty cum off my tits."

    Connor engulfed her nipple and swirled his tongue back and forth over it as Tessa moaned softly. The taste of another man's cum danced on his tongue. It was saltier and a little more bitter than Connor's cum. It felt thicker, too. He marveled at the differences and at the fact that he'd eaten enough of his own cum to be able to easily spot the differences in taste and texture.

    "That feels so good, baby," Tessa said as her fingers gently moved through the hair on the back of his neck. "You're such a good little cum whore."

    Connor grabbed his cock and stroked. He gathered the precum at the tip and lubed his shaft, offering greater pleasure with every little movement of his hand. He moaned while engulfing more of Tessa's breast in his mouth, once again bathing his tongue in another man's cum.

    "Kiss me," she said. "Share his cum with me."

    Connor kissed her deeply. His tongue moved into her mouth and Tessa grabbed hold of it and sucked hard. She moaned as they both shared in the taste of a stranger's load. He stroked his dick a little faster, enhancing his pleasure and deepening the overwhelming sense of arousal coursing through him.

    "You missed some. Be a good cum slut and get every drop off of me."

    Connor leaned back to study her soft, perky, perfect breast and saw a few streaks of cum he'd missed. He dutifully sucked them up and kissed her again. This time it was slower and more sensual. Their tongues danced as they both moaned and Connor released his cock so he could give his girlfriend's pussy a little attention.

    "You're so wet," he said as Tessa grasped her other breast - the one still glazed with cum - and moaned.

    "It makes me wet when you're a cum whore," she replied. "It makes me wet when I get to be a cum whore with you."

    He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to slide his cock inside her and pound her hard until he'd cum deep in her pussy. He wanted their cum play to last, though, so he held off on pursuing his orgasm.

    "May I clean you?" he asked.

    Tessa smiled and nodded. "Yes, you may."

    Despite his overwhelming desire, Connor took it slow. He leaned in and sucked her nipple clean. He kissed Tessa, sharing the stranger's cum with her. He ran his tongue through the streaks across her breast, soaking up little bits of cummy flavor. He kept it in his mouth while flicking his tongue back and forth of her nipple, while sucking slowly and sensually as she moaned and ran her fingers through his hair.

    "You're such a good little cum slut," she said softly, sending a surge of warmth and pleasure through his body.

    Once both her breasts were clean they indulged in a deep kiss while pleasuring each other, Tessa slowly stroking Connor's cock as his fingers ventured in and out of her pussy.

    "You're incredible," Connor said softly as he stared into her eyes.

    Tessa smiled and held his head in her hands. "So are you, baby."

    Connor very nearly told her he loved her, but it seemed like an inappropriate time to announce his feelings. He was absolutely going to say it later, though, for there was no doubt in his mind he was in love with her.

    "It's my turn," he said as a wave of desire washed over him.

    Tessa smiled and slid off the bench as Connor stood and sat where she'd been. She looked up at him from her knees and batted her eyes before biting her lower lip. She reached up to run her fingers over his thighs - which were now slightly damp with sweat - and leaned in to kiss his cock.

    "Can I be your little cum slut?" she asked softly.

    Connor picked up the used condom, held it above her head, and then dipped it in Tessa's mouth when she leaned back and parted her lips.

    "Why don't we start with something simple," he said. "You can lick and suck his cum off my stomach. You can look up at me as you do it. You can make it very, very clear that you love the idea of licking cum off of me."

    Connor pulled the condom from her mouth, leaned back, and upended it over his stomach. He created the same kind of cum art that Tessa had, crisscrossing his stomach and getting a little in his belly button.

    Then he set the condom down and nodded at her. She leaned in and he put a hand on the back of her head, gently guiding her mouth to his stomach. She closed her eyes for a moment and ran her tongue over his flesh. He moaned at the sheer pleasure of watching her act like the cum slut she was, like he was.

    She ran her lips over one of the thicker streaks of cum and sucked it up, looking up at him with worshipful desire in her eyes and pleasure on her face. She sat back, opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue to display the cum.

    Connor reached out and slipped his fingers into her mouth. She closed her lips around them and sucked as he slowly fucked her face. She grabbed his cock and stroked him, sending intense waves of pleasure through his body.

    Connor pulled his fingers free, sucked them clean, and then leaned back. "Swallow, cum slut. Swallow and then clean the rest of my stomach."

    Tessa swallowed, smiled gleefully, and opened her mouth to show the cum was gone. Then she leaned in and cleaned the rest of his stomach, doing so slowly while running her hands over any part of his body she could reach.

    "Kiss me," he instructed.

    Tessa kissed him and pushed the stranger's cum in his mouth. He held her head in his hands and their tongues swirled until the semen had become foamy and thick. It coated the inside of his mouth, his tongue, and the back of his throat and Tessa's hand found his cock once more to stroke him slowly, making Connor moan into her mouth.

    "Would you like to suck his cum off my balls?" he asked.

    "More than anything," she answered.

    Connor grabbed the condom, leaned back until his stiff cock rested against his stomach, and decorated his balls with the hot cum. Tessa watched with lust in her eyes and looked up at him when he'd finished.

    "Clean them one ball at a time, and do it slowly. Really worship my balls while you suck them clean."

    Tessa scooted back, dropped a little lower, and kissed her way up his thigh, holding his gaze the entire time. She kissed his balls - both of them - before parting her lips and taking his wrinkled flesh into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around it as Tessa closed her eyes and moaned in a way that sent thrilling vibrations through Connor's loins.

    "Fuck, that feels so good," he said.

    Tessa's fingers encircled Connor's cock and she stroked him from the base to the tip, running her thumb over the underside of the head to offer a kind of pleasure that made his thighs tremble.

    "Swallow," he instructed. "Swallow like a good cum whore and then take the whole sack into your mouth."

    Tessa swallowed the cum and kissed her way up his other thigh before taking his balls into her mouth. She had to open wide to fit them, but stretching her lips was no hindrance. Tessa had his balls in her mouth and she was busy sucking another man's cum off of them while stroking his dick. It was the most erotic thing Connor had ever seen and his arousal had reached a fever pitch.

    "Can I make you cum?" she asked.

    Connor nodded. He had to cum. He had to.

    Tessa grabbed the used condom and slid it over his cock. She tightened her fingers around the base and then took him in her mouth. The sudden pleasure of her lips and the intense suction she provided - combined with the fact that his cock was now bathed in another man's cum - brought Connor to the edge of an orgasm in a remarkably short span of time.

    "Holy shit," he said. "Tessa, that feels so fucking good."

    She deepthroated him. The condom-wrapped cock disappeared into her mouth and she managed to maintain eye contact for most of the way down his shaft, a feat that Connor would have appreciated more were he not moments away from cumming.

    "Tessa...I'm gonna cum!"

    With one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft to keep the condom in place, Tessa used her other hand and her mouth to pleasure his cock. Up and down she went, sucking and stroking and offering Connor the most unique, thrilling, overwhelming pleasure of his life.

    When he came, Connor's grunts were louder than the guy they'd watched. He couldn't control himself. He just couldn't. The pleasure was too overwhelming. It felt so good. He'd never been so aroused and thus he'd never had such an incredible orgasm.

    Tessa wore a giddy smile on her face when Connor could finally focus his vision enough to look down at her.

    "That was...indescribably good," he managed to utter. "Just...just so fucking good."

    Tessa got up and sat next to him. Connor turned and she ran her fingers through his hair and kissed him. He tasted the condom on her lips. He wondered if he could taste a little of the other girl's pussy, too. It was thrilling either way.

    Tessa then pulled the condom from his cock and Connor looked down to see his shaft covered in a thin layer of cum.

    "You should probably clean that up," he said with a smile.

    Tessa didn't hesitate. She dropped her head into his lap, took his cock in her mouth, and swallowed him whole. She sealed her lips tightly around the base and then pulled off slowly, collecting every drop of cum along the way.

    Her lips met his and they shared a long, slow, deep cum kiss. She fed him the mess that had collected on his cock and he played with her tits, gently rolling her nipples between his fingers and eliciting the beautiful moans he loved to hear.

    When their lips finally parted, Tessa picked up the used condom, smiled, and said, "I think I'm going to make a beautiful mess with this cum and then I'm going to make you clean it all up. Are you going to be a good cum slut for me?"

    "Fuck yes," he replied.

    "Let's start with you licking some of this off my ass and then we'll go from there. I intend on making you take your time, though, just like a good cum slut should be willing to do."

    Connor was willing to do just about anything for the beautiful, vivacious, cum-obsessed girl next to him. He'd spend all day licking cum off her body if that's what she wanted. Hell, if it took long enough he'd recover and be able to have another orgasm.

    He watched Tessa spin around, get on her knees on the bench, and deftly decorate both of her perfect ass cheeks with cum. He saw the delight on her face and again wanted to tell her he was in love with her. Again Connor resolved to save that for later, for when they weren't engaged with cum play.

    He was in love, though, and as far Connor was concerned he'd met the perfect woman. The only question in his mind was whether she felt the same way about him.
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     Connor couldn't help but smile as his girlfriend approached with a blended drink in each hand. She looked stunning in a white bikini - something she'd bought just for their mini vacation - and he actually felt his cock stir as she came closer.

    She handed him the drink and settled into the poolside lounge chair next to his. "I saw the guy."

    "What guy?"

    Tessa sipped her drink and smiled. "What guy do you think?"

    It took a moment to register that she was talking about the guy they'd seen in the sauna. The guy who'd fucked his girlfriend and left a used condom. The guy whose cum they'd both consumed in a wild bit of play in that same sauna.

    "Wait, that guy? Really?"

    Tessa smiled and nodded. "It was weirdly exciting to know that I'd...that I'd swallowed his cum, that we'd both swallowed his cum, that we'd licked it off each other, that we'd done all that without him knowing."

    "Yeah?"

    She nodded again. "I'm kind of wet, actually. Well, not kind of. I'm wet."

    Connor was suddenly a great deal more excited than he'd been at simply staring at Tessa in her bikini. He thought of the cum play they'd indulged in while in the sauna, of licking a stranger's cum off her body, of her doing the same for him. The whole thing had been so fucking hot and the pleasures of the orgasm Connor had enjoyed came rushing back, causing a bit of a bulge in his swimsuit.

    "I saw him flirting with a girl. A different girl from the one he'd fucked in the sauna. I think he's here alone."

    Her lips curled into a naughty smile and Connor was absolutely certain Tessa had a dirty idea she was about to share with him.

    "I was thinking...would it be crazy of me to see if I could suck his dick?"

    Connor wasn't sure what he'd imagined his girlfriend saying in that moment, but that wasn't it. He figured she'd suggest a bit of flirting, of having fun with the idea that they both knew they'd swallowed his cum but he didn't. She'd gone way beyond that idea, though.

    "Wait, you want to give him a blowjob?"

    Tessa sipped her drink, swallowed, and smiled as she glanced at Connor's crotch and no doubt saw the bulge that hadn't retreated after she'd brought up the idea of blowing someone else.

    "I want to make him cum in my mouth and then share it with you," she said. "To be specific."

    Suddenly it sounded like the hottest thing in the world for Tessa to blow another guy. It wasn't just the cum play, either. There was something about the idea of her being the one to extract the cum that made it hotter.

    "I don't know why, but that really turns me on," he admitted.

    "Me too," she said. "I was thinking that maybe...if you wanted, I mean, that maybe you could watch. Maybe we could do it in that same sauna. That you could watch while I go down on him, that I could make him cum in my mouth and then spit it all over my tits and you could lick it up. Maybe you could lick it up while I ride your cock. We could share his cum while you're inside me."

    Connor wasn't sure if the idea was coming to her in the moment or if she'd cooked it up while at the bar, but all that really mattered was that Tessa was massively aroused and his level of desire wasn't far behind hers.

    "Tessa, that sounds amazing. Do you think he'd be into it?"

    She smiled and nodded. "Actually, I know he'd be into it because I already asked him."

    "Well, you've been a busy girl, haven't you?"

    She sipped her drink - it was nearly half gone already - and said, "I certainly have been. I just...I saw him and I got so turned on, Connor. I thought about the fun we had with his cum...and then I was just struck by this desire to...to have him in my mouth while you watch. I just...I don't know why but I thought it might be something that would turn you on, too. That you might really like watching me suck his cock."

    "I don't know why, but the idea does turn me on, which makes me think that you might already know me better than any woman I've ever been with."

    That seemed to delight her more than anything Connor had ever said, so much so that Tessa set her drink on the ground, crawled on top of him, and offered a deep, beautiful kiss.

    She then sat up, grabbed her drink, and just about finished it while he stared at her breasts in the white bikini top. "I want you to stay here and finish your drink. I'm going to invite our new friend - whose name is Tom - to the sauna with me. When you're done with your drink and feeling good, you can come and find us. I'll make sure that you have a view from the hallway so you know which sauna to step into."

    Tessa kissed him again, finished the last of her drink, and then got up and headed for the bar. Connor watched her sidle up to a guy sitting on a bar stool. He watched them share a quick kiss. He watched the guy get up off the bar stool and follow Tessa along the other side of the pool and into the hotel.

    She was going to do it. She was going to take the guy to one of the personal saunas and suck his cock. Connor's drink was still nearly full so he tilted it back and swallowed as much of the icy concoction as he could handle.

    He took a deep breath and told himself to be patient. There was no need to shotgun his cocktail. He could enjoy it. He could enjoy the beautiful pool. He could enjoy the thought of his girlfriend's head eagerly bobbing up and down in another man's lap, of her lips around his cock, of her tongue working him in service of getting a nice big load of cum in her mouth.

    Connor gave it five minutes and then hoisted himself off the lounge chair and headed for the sauna. He wound his way through the hallways of the elegant hotel and stopped once he reached the same spot they'd been the day before.

    He slowly walked towards the sauna he and Tessa had fooled around in. He stopped just outside the door and listened. For a few moments he heard nothing, and then there was a telltale groan.

    Connor peered through the small window and saw Tom sitting on the wooden bench. He saw a head bobbing up and down in Tom's lap. Tessa's head. She'd done it. She wasn't just messing with him. She was actually giving a blowjob. She was giving a blowjob to a total stranger.

    Connor's cock was hard by the time he opened the door and stepped inside. Tom looked up at him - a man he'd never actually met - and smiled. Then his attention immediately returned to Tessa, who was busy giving a rather wet blowjob, at least based on the sounds that reached Connor's ears the moment he stepped into the warm room.

    At first Connor sat across from Tom. He couldn't see the other man's cock but he was enchanted by the view of Tessa's head moving up and down. It was suggestive more than explicit and he was utterly mesmerized by it. Every once in a while Connor would look up at Tom and see pure pleasure on his face. That made sense, though. A beautiful woman had propositioned him and was now following through on that with what Connor knew was a good blowjob, as he'd experienced many from his girlfriend and she absolutely knew what she was doing.

    After a few minutes of vigorous sucking, Tessa looked back at Connor and smiled. "Are you enjoying yourself?"

    "Yes," he said with a vigorous nod.

    "How would you feel about helping me take off my bikini top?"

    Connor knew Tessa could do that on her own, which meant she wanted him to come and help. He didn't hesitate. He got up, closed the short distance between them, and got on his knees behind her to help her out of her bikini top, which ended up on the slatted wooden floor.

    Tessa looked up at Tom, who leaned down and grasped one of her breasts as she stroked his cock. "Are you enjoying my mouth?" she asked.

    "Fuck yes," he replied.

    "And are you going to flood my mouth with your cum?"

    Tom smiled. "Damn right I am."

    Tessa leaned forward and wrapped her breasts around his spit-soaked cock. Tom sat back, smiled, and let out a long, low moan as she offered an entirely different kind of pleasure.

    "Connor, baby, would you kiss me while he fucks my tits?"

    Connor didn't bother answering. He just leaned in and kissed his girlfriend. Her back was sweaty against his chest and he was certain he detected the taste of precum on her tongue, which proved enthralling.

    "I want you to stay close," Tessa said softly as the thick cock moved between her breasts. "Stay close and watch me suck his big dick."

    Connor couldn't resist. He stayed on his knees and moved to the right so he could watch as Tessa wrapped her soft, plump, perfect lips around Tom's cock and resumed blowing him. She closed her eyes, cupped his balls, and stroked his shaft while sucking and a symphony of beautiful sounds filled the sauna, from Tom and Tessa's moans to the wetness of her mouth and hand as she bathed him in pleasure.

    "She told me you're going to clean my cum off her tits," Tom said.

    Connor looked up at him and nodded.

    Tom smiled. "That's fucking wild, man. It's fucking hot. I mean, I would have agreed to a blowjob no matter what she wanted to do with the cum, but there's something really fucking hot about the two of you playing with it."

    Connor leaned in and kissed Tessa's shoulder and neck. She sucked a little harder and then turned and kissed him. Her tongue invaded his mouth as he grabbed her ass and squeezed it hard through her bikini bottoms.

    "It is hot, isn't it baby? Thinking about sucking and licking his load off my tits while I ride your dick? That turns you on, doesn't it?"

    "Fuck yes," he answered.

    Tessa kissed Connor again and stroked the stiff cock that would soon produce a load they would share. Then she let go and presented Connor with her fingers. He took three of them in his mouth and sucked while staring into his girlfriend's eyes. He couldn't quite tell what she was thinking, but he knew she was turned on by his willingness to suck without hesitation.

    "Should I finish him, baby? Should I make him cum? Should I make this big, beautiful cock of his explode all over my titties?"

    Connor nodded and Tessa pulled her fingers from his mouth, wrapped them around Tom's shaft once more, and went back to work. This time, though, she sucked harder and faster. The sounds of the blowjob got louder, as did Tom's moans. He'd obviously been close already and now she was working hard to put him over the top and into a place of the purest, most perfect sexual bliss.

    "Fuck, I'm really close," he said.

    Tessa pulled her mouth off and Tom stood. She leaned back and presented her tits. He took hold of his cock and stroked himself furiously. He groaned and the head of his cock swelled up. A huge volley of cum launched from the tip and landed across one of Tessa's breasts. A dozen more shots of cum followed, each one a little less voluminous than the last and all of them landing on Tessa's chest and coating much of her skin in streaks of sticky cum.

    When he'd finished, Tessa sucked the tip of his cock clean, looked up at Tom, and smiled. "Thank you for cumming on my tits, and thank you for shooting such big loads. There's something so sexy about a man that produces so much fucking cum."

    That seemed to thrill Tom as he sat back down and relaxed into the wooden bench. "It was my pleasure, believe me. Fuck, you give incredible head, Tessa, and it was really fucking hot that your boyfriend was watching."

    Tessa turned to Connor and motioned for him to sit on the bench. He took his place and she yanked his swimsuit off, stripped away her bikini bottoms, and straddled him. He was inside her a moment later and the heat and wetness of her pussy were so intense that it momentarily took Connor's breath away.

    Tessa didn't ride him, though. Instead, she pulled Connor's mouth towards her breasts. She watched and moaned as his lips encircled her nipple and he sucked the thick cum of another man off of her stiff flesh.

    "That's it, baby. Lick up his cum. Lick up his hot, sticky, salty cum. Lick up that delicious load for me."

    Connor licked and sucked and cleaned her flesh and then looked up at his girlfriend. She smiled, took his head in her hands, and kissed him. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and she rocked her hips back and forth, riding him slowly while they shared in the salty taste of another man's seed.

    "More," Tessa said.

    Connor ran his tongue through another thick rope of cum and licked it off her perky, milky white flesh. It danced on his taste buds and his cock throbbed inside her as she moved her hips with even greater speed, milking his cock while they shared yet another kiss.

    "More," she said breathlessly.

    Connor moved to her other breast and sucked the nipple clean. He took note of the fact that Tom was still in the sauna and that he was watching with utter fascination as they shared in the pleasure of his eating his cum. Connor liked that he was watching. He liked that their cum play was fascinating - and potentially arousing - to someone else.

    "I'm close, baby," Tessa said after yet another cum sharing kiss.

    "Me too."

    She smiled and fed him her breast once more. Connor soaked up even more cum, hungrily devouring it and searching for her lips as he neared his orgasm. They kissed and she moaned into his mouth. Her fingers entwined in his hair and she pulled tightly while moving her hips with remarkable pace and grinding her clit into his crotch in hopes of reaching her climax.

    Tessa's orgasm arrived with her tongue deep in Connor's mouth. He grabbed her ass and let loose inside her. They moaned together and the moment she leaned back he went for her breasts, licking up whatever cum remained and indulging in the kinky pleasure of having the taste of it on his tongue as he climaxed.

    "Holy shit," Tom said. "That was fucking hot."

    Tessa looked back at him and smiled. "Thanks to you."

    That seemed to bring Tom genuine happiness. "Anytime."

    Tessa looked back at Connor and leaned in to kiss him. It was a slow, soft, deep kiss meant to lure him into an intimate, connected state with her and it worked like a charm.

    "I kind of want Tom to watch as you clean your cum out of my pussy, baby. Will you do that for me?"

    Connor nodded.

    Tessa kissed him again and then stood and moved to sit next to Tom. He looked surprised for a moment and then put his arm around her in a manner that struck Connor as surprisingly hot despite the fact that he'd just cum. Tessa's smile made it seem like she felt the same way.

    Connor got on his knees between her legs and pushed his tongue inside her. As he did, Tom leaned over and cupped one of Tessa's perfect, perky breasts. He squeezed it softly and she looked at him and moaned.

    To Connor's surprise - and delight - Tom kissed her. She welcomed the kiss, too, parting her lips and luring his tongue into her mouth while offering her own. She moaned and he did the same. She reached over and took his soft cock in her hand, stroking it slowly while his hand moved from one breast to the other, all while Connor devoured his thick load out of her pussy.

    They continued to fool around as Connor cleaned his creampie and to his eye they both got increasingly aroused. It was obvious with Tom - his cock got hard - and Tessa's nipples were hard and she was moaning like a woman who was eager to get fucked again.

    When he was finished, Connor leaned back and Tessa turned to him and smiled.

    "Did you clean up your mess?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    "How you would feel about me and Tom having sex?"

    Connor wasn't surprised by the question. It seemed inevitable from the moment Tom had put his arm around her. Luckily, the notion excited him. "I'd love that."

    "And how would you feel if me and Tom had sex in our room while you watched?"

    "I'd love that even more," he answered.

    Tessa turned to Tom and he nodded. "I'm on board," he said. "Absolutely. If you're asking, I mean."

    "I'm asking."

    "We should all get dressed and head up to our room, then," Connor said.

    Not long after they were heading towards the elevators. Tessa had taken Tom's hand and was walking through the lobby like she was his girlfriend. They kissed in the elevator like they were a couple. He put his arm around her as they got off on their floor and headed for their room.

    Connor watched it all with a growing sense of desire between his legs. He knew it was unusual to be so turned on by what was about to happen, but he couldn't wait to get in the room to watch his girlfriend get fucked by another man. He couldn't wait for the cum play that would follow, either.

    Best of all, they still had a few days of vacation left, which meant there was plenty of time to keep exploring this particular kind of pleasure.
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     It was the feel of Tessa's naked body against Connor's that woke him up. Her skin was warm and soft and he could feel her breath on the back of his neck for a few moments before her lips offered a handful of kisses.

    Connor rolled towards his girlfriend and she smiled. "Good morning," he said.

    Tessa kissed him softly and ran her fingers through his hair. "It is a good morning. It was a good night, too."

    They'd spent a few hours in the room with Tom, their new friend who'd fucked Tessa twice and whose cum they'd shared each time he climaxed. Connor and Tessa had fucked after Tom had gone back to his room, making it an exceptionally busy day, sexually speaking.

    "One of the most memorable nights of my life," Connor noted. "In a good way, of course."

    "Oh, I had no doubt," she replied.

    Connor's hand moved under the covers and his fingers found their way between Tessa's legs. He pressed against her panties and felt warmth and a touch of dampness.

    "Were you dreaming?" he asked.

    Tessa playfully bit her lower lip. "I might have been."

    He kissed her neck and slipped his fingers into her panties. A moment later they were engulfed in the wetness of her pussy as Connor found Tessa's clit and gently rubbed it.

    "What were you dreaming about?"

    Tessa moaned as Connor kissed her. Her mouth opened almost immediately and her tongue danced with his. That was more than enough to get him hard as he moved his fingers in and out of her.

    "Tom," she said softly.

    Connor was surprised at the surge of lust he felt at her mention of their new friend. "And what happened in the dream?"

    "He was fucking me while you watched. Just like last night. Except we were at my apartment. You were on your back in the bed next to me. Tom was between my legs. He was fucking me with long, deep thrusts in missionary while I looked at you and held your hand."

    Something similar had happened the night before and Connor's dick throbbed as the memory of it flooded his brain.

    "Baby...I need to get fucked," Tessa said.

    She tossed the covers aside, rolled Connor onto his back, and yanked his underwear off. Her panties followed and she kissed him while straddling his hips. Connor felt Tessa grasp his cock and guide the head to her pussy lips, though she didn't take him inside her immediately. Instead she got him wet by rubbing him all around her swollen labia.

    "Wait," he said.

    Tessa sat up and smiled. "What's wrong?"

    "Nothing. I just...what if you fucked Tom again?"

    "Right now?" she asked with a smile.

    "Yeah. What if...what if you went to his room and fucked him again...and then brought back the condom?"

    Her smile got a little brighter as Tessa took Connor's cock inside her and gently rocked her hips back and forth. He moaned as she rested her hands on his chest and asked, "So you're saying you want me to text Tom, tell him that I need his cock inside me, and then go to his room so he can fuck me long and hard, make me cum all over that beautiful cock of his, and fill a condom with cum that we can share like the dirty little cum sluts we've become?"

    Connor was in genuine danger of cumming inside her thanks to the dirty talk, so he did his best to hold off as he nodded. "Yes, that's what I'm saying."

    Tessa stopped moving her hips, leaned down, and kissed him. "You know," she whispered, "there's a very real chance I'm falling in love with you, Connor."

    "It's already happened for me," he said.

    Tessa studied his face for a few seconds before her lips curled into a smile. "Yeah? You love me?"

    He nodded. "I'm in love with you."

    Connor watched emotion - genuine emotion - wash over her face. He wondered if he'd made a mistake in confessing his love mere moments after they'd talked about her fucking another man to start the day.

    Then she leaned down and kissed him before resting her head in the crook of his neck. "I'm in love with you too," she said softly. "I was worried you didn't feel the same way so I didn't say anything, but I'm in love with you, Connor."

    She sat up and her eyes welled up with emotion. It passed after a few moments and then she began to rock her hips back and forth again, bathing his cock in her wetness and once again luring him closer to an orgasm.

    "So...do you still want me to go fuck Tom?" she asked. "Do you want to send the woman you love to another man's room to get fucked?"

    Connor was a little nervous, but Tessa seemed turned on. Massively so, in fact. So he answered honestly. "Yes, that's what I want."

    She lifted her pussy from his cock and kissed him deeply. "I have to confess, that's what I wanted when I woke up. It felt too strange to ask about it, but Tom fucks me so good that my pussy wants more of him."

    Connor's dick throbbed.

    "Do you think I should wear some of the lingerie I brought?"

    Connor hadn't seen her lingerie yet and for some reason he loved the idea that Tom would be the first one to fuck her in it. "That sounds insanely hot."

    Tessa stroked his dick and kissed his neck. "Is it weird that I want to change into the lingerie in the bathroom so you don't get to see it until I get back from getting fucked?"

    His cock surged in her hand and Tessa slowed her strokes. "No, it's not weird. It's hot. I don't know why, but it's fucking hot."

    Tessa got up and rummaged through her suitcase. Connor saw that the lingerie was black and lacy, but that was it. She grabbed her phone and then disappeared into the bathroom. Ten minutes later she emerged in a bathrobe. She'd pulled her hair back into a tight bun and done a bit of makeup and Connor assumed she was wearing the lingerie and that she looked incredible in it.

    "Tom's up for it. I'm heading up to his room now. I'll be back...well, I don't know when, but when I get back I'll have a condom full of cum for us to play with." Tessa grabbed a room key and turned towards the door before stopping and looking over her shoulder. "Oh, and can I count on you to keep your hands off your cock while I'm gone? This is going to be more fun if you haven't had an orgasm."

    Connor nodded and she walked out.

    He closed his eyes, rested his head against the pillow, and smiled as a wave of arousal washed over him. Connor considered how quickly things had changed, how they'd gone from playing with Tom's cum without his knowledge to inviting him to become a part of their sex life over the course of their weekend getaway.

    Connor imagined Tessa showing up at the other man's door and stepping inside. He imagined her dropping the bathrobe to expose her lingerie. He imagined her kissing and fooling around with Tom as she indulged in her obvious desire for him and the manner in which he fucked, which proved deeply satisfying the night before.

    Connor's cock remained stiff as he pictured the sex that would be happening in Tom's room. The notion that he wasn't there, that he'd willingly given up the right to watch, proved endlessly arousing. He liked that Tessa was fucking another man on her own. He liked that she wanted to fuck another man on her own. He liked it so much that he understood it wouldn't take more than a few strokes to make him cum in the most satisfying manner imaginable.

    "Got fucked once," Tessa texted half an hour after leaving the room. "Tom says he wants me again, though. Will probably be another hour. Should I stay?"

    Connor stroked himself a few times as he read the text. His girlfriend had just been fucked by another man. She was probably in that man's bed with a condom filled with cum resting on the nightstand. Connor could indulge in cum play if he asked her to come back, or he could remain alone for another hour while Tessa got fucked again. For some reason, the idea of letting her get fucked again was the only choice Connor considered.

    "Assuming you want to stay, you should let him have you again," he texted back.

    "Thank you," she replied.

    Connor pondered why he was so turned on by the notion of Tessa staying a little longer to get fucked again. He assumed it was related to why he found the idea of her fucking someone else so thrilling. He was flying blind - in terms of understanding these newfound desires - and there was something appealing about just going with the flow and seeing what happened.

    "On my way back," Tessa texted after what ended up being 45 minutes.

    Connor remained in bed - though he'd done quite a bit of pacing around the hotel room as he tried his best not to masturbate while his body remained in a state of desire - as the door opened and Tessa stepped into the room.

    "Did you miss me?" she asked.

    "More than you can imagine," he replied.

    Tessa reached into the pockets of her bathrobe and pulled a used condom out of each. She'd tied off the ends to prevent spillage and approached the bed with a condom dangling from each hand.

    "Open up," she said.

    Connor opened his mouth and Tessa dropped the full end of one of the condoms into his mouth. She draped the other around his stiff cock and then stepped back, untied the robe, and pushed it off her shoulders to reveal a low cut lace bodysuit with semi-sheer material cupping her breasts and pussy. She looked exquisite and Connor was thrilled to see the dampness between her legs.

    "Do you like it?" Tessa asked while running her hands over her lingerie-clad body.

    All Connor could do was nod as the condom in his mouth made it awfully hard to talk.

    "Tom liked it too," she said softly. "He was all over me the moment I dropped the robe. I told him I put it on just for him, that I wanted to look good for him."

    Connor moaned and his cock bounced a little as the arousal surging through him brought more blood to his loins.

    Tessa smiled, crawled into the bed, and sat across his thighs. "You really like that, don't you? That I put this lingerie on for Tom."

    Connor nodded and Tessa teased the tip of his cock with her fingers.

    "And you really liked that you had to sit here and wait while I went to Tom's room to fuck him, don't you? You like that it was just me and him, that he was the only one I focused on, that it was all about my pleasure and his pleasure while you waited alone in our room."

    Connor nodded with even greater vigor and Tessa crawled forward and sat across his stomach. She pulled the used condom from his mouth and held a finger against her lips to indicate that he should remain quiet.

    "I liked it too," she said softly. "It was hot fucking him while you watched, but it was really hot fucking him while I knew you were down here waiting. I'm not sure which I preferred, though I guess a little bit of both is the most fun, isn't it?"

    He nodded.

    Tessa upended the condom and Connor opened his mouth. She moved her fingers down it and dumped half the load into his mouth before setting it aside. Tessa smiled and then leaned down. Her lips found his and her tongue pushed into his mouth. They shared a long, slow, deep cum kiss. The longer it went on the more active her tongue got, and the more active her tongue got the foamier the cum got.

    Soon enough it was spilling out the sides of Connor's mouth. Tessa moaned and pushed her hips back until he could feel her ass brushing against his cock. She kept kissing him and kept making a wondrous mess with the cum.

    "Swallow," she whispered.

    Connor swallowed and Tessa licked up what had leaked out of his mouth. She swallowed what she’d licked up and kissed him once more.

    Tessa grabbed the condom, moved her hips forward until her pussy was inches from his face, and then pulled the bodysuit aside and poured the rest of her cum into her pubic hair.

    "Lick it up," she said. "Lick up his fucking load."

    Connor lifted his head and licked feverishly. He sealed his lips around her pubic area and sucked hard, removing as much of the cum from her hair as possible. The taste of Tom's load danced on Connor's tongue and he moaned gloriously while Tessa reached back to tease the head of his stiff cock with her delicate, talented fingers.

    "Fuck...you look so good devouring his cum like that, Connor," she said. "Licking his mess out of my pubic hair. Licking it off of my pussy. I think...fuck...I think I might have to find a man that will cum inside me. A man whose load I can feed you freshly out of my fucking cunt."

    Connor moaned at the thought. It was somehow so much hotter than eating cum poured out of a condom.

    "Would you like that?" she asked. "Would you eat another man's load after he's pumped it into my pussy?"

    Connor nodded with his tongue still probing her pubic hair in search of more of Tom's cum.

    Tessa leaned forward and pressed on his forehead, pushing Connor back onto the pillow. She took the used condom and stuffed it in his mouth before instructing him to, "Suck on it until you've gotten every drop out of it."

    As Connor sucked on the used condom - and pushed his tongue inside it in search of cum - Tessa kissed her way down his body and took his cock in her mouth. The other used condom was still draped around the base of his shaft and there was something stunningly hot about watching her lips approach it every time she moved down his shaft.

    "Tom liked that I came to his room alone," she said. "He liked that you were generous enough to let me go. He liked that he got to fuck me twice. He liked that I was so vocal about how good his cock felt inside me, about how good he fucked me, about how hard he made me cum."

    She grabbed the condom and teased Connor's cock with the full end while kissing his shaft.

    "He fucked me even harder than last night," she continued. "I think he was trying to show me that he could fuck me better than you, Connor."

    His cock bounced and Tessa smiled.

    "Would that turn you on? If another man fucked me better than you did?"

    Connor nodded. He wasn't thinking. He was just going on instinct. He was just embracing what felt good.

    "I like that Tom tried so hard...and I think I did cum harder than I usually do when you fuck me, Connor."

    She kissed the head of his cock as the used condom rested against his balls.

    "That's probably because I knew you were down here waiting, because I was so turned on by going to his room alone, because I kept thinking about bringing his cum back to you so we could play with it."

    Tessa swallowed most of Connor's cock and he moaned while sucking on the condom in his mouth. The taste of latex and cum had formed a rather appealing combo and as he watched his girlfriend's mouth move up and down his shaft Connor could feel the pleasure mounting.

    "That's why I want to make you feel so good right now, Connor. That's why I want to make you cum so hard." She swallowed him again and then pulled back, grabbed the condom, and said, "Flip onto your knees. Face down, ass up."

    Connor kept the condom in his mouth as he did so and he felt Tessa spread his ass cheeks and spit on his hole. A moment later she was rimming him. He moaned loudly, in part at the pleasure of the sensations but mostly because it was so unexpected and so fucking wild.

    She pulled back and soon after he felt something warm and thick drip down his ass crack. It was the cum. She'd poured some of the cum from the condom. Her tongue returned. She was rimming him and licking up another man's load and when her fingers found their way around Connor's cock he unleashed yet another beautiful moan.

    She kept at it for a few minutes and then Connor felt the cool air of the room on his asshole and between his crack. He looked back and saw Tessa smiling.

    "Do me," she said.

    Connor spit the condom from his mouth and Tessa moved to her hands and knees. She put her face down and her ass up and he pulled the bodysuit aside and poured some of Tom's load at the top of her ass crack. He watched it drip down while holding her cheeks open and then leaned in and went to work rimming her licking up another man's thick, creamy, salty seed.

    "Fuck...that feels so good," Tessa said. "Eat his load off my ass, baby. Eat the load of the man that fucked your girlfriend twice this morning."

    Connor poured the rest of the cum out of the condom and took his time licking it up. He rimmed Tessa slowly and sensually and even teased her asshole with the tip of his tongue, pushing the tiniest fraction of it inside her a few times while she moaned.

    "He had his finger in my ass," she said.

    Connor moaned.

    "He fucked me from behind the second time and rubbed my ass with his thumb. I moaned when he did it and he applied a little pressure. I moaned louder and he slipped his thumb inside me. It was so kinky, baby. I reached back to play with my clit and I came so fucking hard I fell forward. Tom's finger and cock slipped out of me but he was back on top of me and in my pussy a moment later. He fucked me in the prone position until he came. He buried his cock in my wet cunt and he moaned while I felt his body trembling on top of mine as he pumped his cum into the condom."

    Connor finished rimming her ass and then flipped Tessa over, spread her legs, and filled her with his cock. She smiled and pulled his mouth to hers for a deep kiss. It felt like a wildly naughty kiss. They'd both eaten each other's asses and now their tongues were dancing. It was spectacularly hot and he fucked her hard and fast.

    "I'm not gonna last long, baby," Tessa said. "I'm so fucking turned on. I'm gonna cum so hard."

    "Me too," he replied.

    "Will you eat your load out of me after you cum?"

    He nodded.

    They kissed deeply and Connor barreled his way towards an orgasm as he thought of Tessa fucking Tom. He thought of her getting fucked from behind with a finger up her ass. He thought of her cumming hard thanks to the addition of that finger. He marveled at how spectacularly naughty his girlfriend was.

    Then he came inside her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and had a massive orgasm of her own. His body trembled and so did hers.

    "That was better," she said. "That orgasm. That was better than when he fucked me. Thank you, baby. Fuck...thank you."

    They kissed and then Connor pulled out and moved between her legs. He put his tongue inside her and Tessa put a hand on the back of his head.

    "Clean me, cum slut," she said. "Clean your load out of me. Clean your fucking load out of me while I fantasize about you licking another man's load from my cunt."

    Tessa fantasized and Connor cleaned and soon enough she had another orgasm. He smiled, plunged his tongue inside her to clean up a little more cum, and then crawled next to her and collapsed.

    "I love you, Tessa," he said.

    "I love you too, Connor," she replied.

    They both stared at the ceiling as Connor listened to her heavy, post-orgasmic breathing.

    "So, any thoughts on who you might trust to cum inside you?" he asked.

    "Not yet," she replied. "But I'll find someone. It might take a while, but I'll find someone."

    Connor couldn't wait.

  
    Cum Loving Couple - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "So, can I ask you something?"

    Connor felt a touch of apprehension, mostly because people don't usually ask a question like that unless they're worried the question is going to offend or upset in some way. Still, there was only one answer. "Sure. Ask away."

    "On our trip...the stuff with...well, what I'm trying to say is, did you enjoy watching me have sex with Tom, or was it just the end game of playing with his cum that you liked?"

    Connor wasn't sure what he expected Tessa to ask, but given that it was late on a Friday night and they'd had pizza and a bottle of wine while watching a movie, he didn't expect that particular question. Connor gave it some real thought, though, because it seemed like the sort of question that deserved real thought, if for no other reason than Tessa almost certainly had a reason to have asked it.

    "I enjoyed watching you have sex with him," he answered. "I also enjoyed - I really enjoyed, in fact - knowing that you were having sex with him while I was waiting in our room. And I also enjoyed the cum play. So I guess I really enjoyed all of it."

    Tessa smiled at him, drank the last of the wine in her glass, and then cuddled a little closer. Connor inhaled her perfume - it smelled like a new scent and he found it intoxicating - while putting his arm around her. Her lips pressed against his neck and she moaned softly while kissing him, adding another layer to the arousal he already felt.

    "Why do you ask?" he said.

    "Well, it's been two weeks since our little vacation and all the fun we had and...I don't know, I kind of...I miss it, I guess. Or, maybe it's more accurate to say that I'm kind of craving more of...more of the sex...with...with another man."

    Tessa was clearly nervous and Connor wondered how long she'd wanted to say something. He couldn't really blame her for being nervous as expressing a desire to have sex with other men was the sort of thing that might destroy a normal relationship. They didn't really have a normal relationship, though.

    "So, just to be clear, you're saying you want to fuck another guy?" he asked.

    Tessa leaned back to study his face. He could see how nervous she was, like she was genuinely fearful that she'd just destroyed their relationship.

    "Because I'd be okay with that," he said.

    Relief washed over her face and then a bright smile followed. "Really?"

    "Yeah. I mean, the cum play stuff is great and it really, really turns me on, but I think we're both also really turned on by you having sex with other people. Or at least we were the first time you did it and there's no reason to believe we don't be if you do it again. I mean, I loved watching Tom fuck you. I loved sitting in our hotel room while I knew you were getting fucked in his room. I was turned on the entire time. I honestly can't remember the last time I spent an hour in a state of desire like that. That's a really rare thing."

    "I know. I felt the same way. My pussy was dripping as I walked towards his door. I would have let him fuck me in the hallway if that's what he really wanted. I was so turned on I'm not sure I would have said 'no' to anything he wanted."

    Connor caressed his girlfriend's face and she leaned closer. Their lips met for a slow, passionate kiss and her hand made its way up his leg to find his cock and stroke it until he was hard enough for it to hurt a little in the confines of his underwear.

    "Will you help me find someone?" she asked.

    He smiled. "Really? How can I help?"

    Tessa bit her lower lip. "Please don't be mad...but I've been in touch with a few guys on Tinder. We've been messaging a little. Sending a few pics. That sort of thing."

    Connor knew he probably should have been annoyed that Tessa had gone behind his back and set up a dating profile, but he wasn't. Not in the slightest. All he felt was pure excitement.

    "That's really hot," he said.

    Tessa smiled gleefully and kissed him. She straddled Connor as their tongues entwined and the moment she leaned back Tessa pulled her top off. He reached up to play with her breasts in a surprisingly sexy - it had been a casual night, after all - black lace bra. She moaned and kissed him again while rocking her hips back and forth and luring his cock into an even deeper state of arousal.

    Tessa then pulled her phone from her back pocket and pulled up Tinder. She tapped the screen a handful of times and handed the phone to Connor.

    He was looking at her profile. She'd taken a handful of mirror selfies and she looked stunning. Her eyes were hidden but it was obvious she was beautiful. In one she wore a sleeveless top and a tight leather skirt with fishnets. In another she was dressed in a bra and panties while turned to the side. In another she had on a bikini. In the fourth she was wearing a pair of jeans with her arm draped over her breasts.

    "Holy shit, Tessa, you look so hot in these pictures."

    She smiled. "I tried to look my best. I want to find a really hot guy to fuck me."

    Connor's cock twitched at her comment, though he didn’t experience pure arousal. There was a touch of anxiety in there, too. He wasn't bad looking and he was in good shape, but he wasn't sure anyone had ever referred to him as hot.

    "Baby, I love you," she said, clearly sensing his insecurity. "In fact, I am deeply in love with you. You have nothing to worry about where this stuff is concerned. I just want to fuck someone else and if I'm going to do it then there's no reason to fuck anyone other than the hottest guy possible."

    It made sense, and the truth was that Connor was actually fairly aroused at the idea of Tessa having sex with a really hot guy. He wasn't entirely sure why that was the case, but there wasn't much time for thinking in the moment.

    "Read the profile," she said.

    Connor scrolled down to the profile text and read:

    
      
        I'm taken but I'm looking to play. My boyfriend knows that I'm looking. He knows that I want to find a sexy playmate to satisfy my desires. Are you man enough to be that playmate?
      

      
        Seeking a good-looking, confident man with plenty to offer. You'll have to be comfortable with my boyfriend watching at some point, though the first few times will be just you and me.
      

      
        You'll have to take me out and impress me if you want a chance at me. Trust me, I'm worth it. I will rock your fucking world.
      

      
        Get in touch.
      

    

    He looked up and smiled. "I like your confidence, though of course you're right. Anyone lucky enough to fuck you is going to have the night of his life."

    Tessa climbed off his lap and took off Connor's pants and underwear. Her clothing followed and she dropped to her knees in front of him, stroked him, and took him in her mouth in the span of just a few seconds.

    "Oh, fuck," Connor said. "Can I look at the messages you've been sending with the guys you're into?"

    She nodded while blowing him.

    There were half a dozen guys she'd selected from the hundreds that had messaged her. She'd sent quite a few replies to most of them and there was a fair bit of hot and heavy dirty talk in there, all of which was thrilling to read as Tessa gave him a blowjob.

    "I'd love to make your boyfriend watch while I fuck you," one guy wrote. "I'd love for him to see what it's like when you cum on my big dick."

    "I'd love that too," Tessa replied. "I have a feeling that gorgeous cock of yours would make me cum so fucking hard."

    Connor scrolled up to see that the guy had sent a picture of his dick - at her request - and that it looked impressively long and thick. It dawned on him that he was looking at another man's cock while getting a blowjob and he didn't find it the slightest bit off putting. Instead, he was thinking of Tessa getting fucked by the cock in the picture and it was turning him on.

    Connor browsed the rest of the chats she'd had with guys and was unsurprised to find that they were all exceptionally good-looking and fit. Tom had been the same way and it seemed that Tessa had gotten a taste for being fucked by a particular kind of man. Connor again felt a touch of insecurity at the idea that he wasn't quite like those guys, but there was a tidal wave of arousal behind that anxiety and it washed it right away.

    Tessa stood, straddled Connor, and took her phone from him before sliding his cock into her pussy. "So, which guy do you think I should fuck?" she asked.

    He groaned. It was all he could do as pleasure coursed through his body. "They're all really hot," he said. "And I'm pretty sure they'd all fuck you the way you want to be fucked."

    Tessa brought up the profile of one of the guys. She turned the phone to show Connor a few of his pictures and said, "This guy said he'd love to watch us suck his cock together."

    Connor was stunned at his reaction. His cock surged inside Tessa and an intense level of desire ripped through his body, to the point that he grabbed her hips to stop her from riding him as he would have cum if she'd offer any further stimulation for his cock.

    "Whoa," he said.

    Tessa smiled. "Yeah. That seemed to get you awfully close, huh?"

    Connor couldn't quite bring himself to look at her as he grappled with the sudden revelation of a potential bisexual desire.

    "Hey," she said while lifting his chin so he had to meet her gaze. "What's wrong?"

    It was painful to look at her. "I don't...actually...I'm just worried you won't want to be with me."

    She smiled. "If you're interested in giving a guy a blowjob with me?"

    It was so clear to him. It wasn't the bisexual desire that bothered him. It was the fear that Tessa would leave him because the idea of sucking dick with her turned him on.

    "Connor, baby, sucking dick really isn't that different from swallowing a guy's cum. I mean, it doesn't really feel different at all to me - at least as far as what it says about your sexuality - and it should be obvious by now that I'm really fucking turned on by the idea of you eating another guy's cum."

    His hands were still on her hips so Connor pulled them forward and pushed them back. Her pussy bathed his still-stiff cock in heat and wetness and she moaned before leaning down to kiss him.

    "Do you want to suck dick with me, baby?" she asked.

    The pleasure was overwhelming. Just a few softly-spoken words and the sex felt better. That was all it took.

    "Yes, I do," he admitted.

    Tessa kissed him deeply and moved her hips faster. Connor knew he wasn't going to last long.

    "Tessa, I'm close," he said.

    "Good. Cum inside me. Then you can clean it out and make me cum while I think about the two of us sucking cock together," she said breathlessly.

    Connor couldn't hold back any longer. Her pussy felt too good. He came inside his girlfriend. She rode him right through his orgasm, too, ensuring it felt good enough to make him a little lightheaded before it was over.

    Tessa stood up and pushed down on the top of his head. Connor slid down a little and she dropped her pussy onto his mouth while standing astride him on the couch. Connor's tongue pushed deep inside her and he cleaned feverishly while she ground her clit against his tongue.

    "Oh, shit, eat your cum, baby," she said while her thighs trembled. "Eat your fucking cum. Don't swallow it all, though. I want a kiss after I cum. I want a wet, messy, cummy kiss after I get off!"

    Tessa came. She came hard, too. Hard enough that Connor grabbed her ass to make sure she didn't fall off the couch. He collected as much cum as he could and when she sat in his lap again they shared a long, slow, deep, beautiful cum kiss that made his whole body tingle with the kind of happiness that comes from knowing you're in love with someone that shares your wildest, deepest, kinkiest fantasies.

    ---

    Tessa had left the house in a short pleated skirt, a cropped sleeveless turtleneck made from a remarkably thin material, and pair of knee high leather boots. She'd looked as hot as Connor had ever seen her, which he took to mean that she was very excited about her date.

    For the first date it was just going to be her and the guy with the possibility to involve Connor in the future if everything went well. She'd told him not to get his hopes up that anything would happen that night, but when Connor hadn't heard from her for nearly two hours he assumed it was going well.

    "I'm wet," was the first text he received. "He's even hotter in person. Really charming. And a really, really good kisser. Good enough that my panties are genuinely soaked."

    Connor smiled. The date was definitely going well and he replied with his excitement about that.

    "Should I fuck him?" she texted soon after.

    "Yes," he replied.

    "Yeah? You don't mind being with a girl that fucks other guys on the first date?"

    "I love being with that kind of girl."

    He didn't hear from her for half an hour. Then came another text. "I'm thinking about sucking his dick as he drives us back to his place. I want you to decide, though. Should you girlfriend suck another man's cock as he drives us back to his apartment so he can fuck me?"

    Connor rubbed his cock as he read her text a handful of times and then replied in the only fashion that made any sense. "Yes, absolutely. Don't make him cum, though. I want you to be able to bring home any cum he produces."

    "You're such a fucking cum slut," she replied with a smile. "But I won't make him cum in my mouth. I want to make my boyfriend happy, after all."

    "Have fun."

    "I will. I'll text you when I'm on my way home."

    Connor set his phone down, closed his eyes, and imagined his girlfriend blowing a relative stranger in his car. He imagined how fucking good that guy would feel, how much he'd enjoy the fact that a woman with a boyfriend was busy bobbing up and down on his cock because she was so desperate to get fucked by a hot dude with a big dick.

    Connor's imagination produced a wealth of arousal over the two hours he went without hearing from Tessa again. He imagined her fucking all over another man's apartment. He imagined her blowing him, him eating her pussy, him fucking her in every position anyone has ever fucked in. His mind ran wild and his dick was in a semi-hard state for most of the duration of her time with her new friend.

    "I'm in an Uber," Tessa texted around midnight. "Had a great time. Will absolutely see him again. Oh, and we're going to have fun when I get home."

    She sent along a picture of two used condoms resting in her handbag. Connor stared at them and smiled while stroking himself through his jeans. Tessa had been a very naughty girl that night and he was so turned on his only real concern was whether or not he'd cum too quickly.

    Connor was at the door when Tessa got home and she was all over him the moment it shut behind her. They kissed. They stripped each other naked. He didn't even stop to admire the bra and panties she'd worn for her date. He just wanted to be naked with her, to feel the warmth of her skin against his.

    Their clothes were in a pile by the door and Tessa brought her handbag as she led him to the living room. She had Connor stand while she sat on the couch, pulled out one of the used condoms, and gently untied it. Then she put her feet on the edge of the couch cushion, leaned forward, and poured some of the cum on her toes.

    "Lick it up, cum whore," she demanded with a naughty twinkle in her eye.

    Connor's dick throbbed as he dropped to his knees and took her big toe in his mouth. He sucked off the cum as she purred her approval.

    "Such a good little cum slut," she said. "I told him I was going to make you eat his cum. It's not quite the truth, obviously, but he was really turned on at the idea of you doing it because I told you to. I think he liked the notion that he was fucking a woman that couldn't get what she needed from her boyfriend and honestly, he fucked me so good that I didn't want to disabuse him of that notion."

    Connor moaned with her toes in his mouth because he kind of liked the idea of some random stranger thinking that he couldn't satisfy his girlfriend. There was a part of him that wondered if it was actually a little bit true. After all, Tessa had made it perfectly clear she wanted to fuck other people after her experience with Tom, so maybe it really was better sex. Connor knew she loved him, though, and he really didn't care if she had better sex with someone else because they damn sure had good orgasms together.

    "Kiss me," she said.

    Tessa spread her legs and leaned down to kiss him. He shared the cum with her and she moaned.

    "Does he know that you're just as big a cum whore as your boyfriend?" he asked.

    She smiled and shook her head. "No, but I'm pretty sure he thinks that I'm a little bit of a cock whore. After all, I sucked his dick and fucked him twice on our first date. He's hot, but there's a good chance I'm the most cock hungry girl he's been with in a long time."

    "Was his cock that good?" Connor asked.

    Tessa smiled, grabbed a handful of his hair, and tilted his head back. Connor opened his mouth without being told - he knew what she wanted - and Tessa poured some of the cum out of the condom and onto his tongue.

    "His cock was better than good, Connor. His cock was incredible. It was long and thick and hard as a fucking rock. His body was gorgeous and he fucked like a god. It was everything I needed." She leaned in and licked Connor's lips before dipping her tongue into his open mouth and tasting some of the cum. "In fact, he fucked me even better than Tom. He fucked me better than almost anyone I've ever been with."

    Tessa kissed him. They shared a deep, messy cum kiss. Their tongues swirled. The cum got messy and foamy. It spilled out the sides of their mouths. His fingers found their way between her legs and he slipped three of them into her pussy, eliciting a moan.

    She leaned back and poured some of the cum on her tits as Connor fingered her.

    "Will you fuck him again?" he asked.

    "I will. I'll fuck him as many times as I can," she replied with lust in her eyes. "Like I said, he fucks like a god. It's like his cock was meant for my pussy, Connor. It's like his body was meant for mine. Fuck...I feel like I already want him again."

    She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him to her breasts. She rubbed his face in the cum and then let him clean her. He could feel the wetness on his cheeks and lips as he ran his tongue through the remains of the semen on her perky flesh. He sucked it up. He got as much as he could and then Tessa licked his face and shoved her tongue deep into his mouth, sharing the rest of what had filled the first condom and moaning while Connor worked her clit.

    "Get on the couch," she said after a deep and messy kiss.

    Connor hopped on the couch and Tessa straddled his stiff cock and took him inside her. She pulled the second used condom from her handbag and immediately dipped the filled end of it in his mouth. She rode him slowly while he sucked on the condom, coating his tongue in the taste of latex.

    "He asked me about what he'd mentioned," she said. "About you and me on our knees in front of him. About the two of us sucking his beautiful cock together."

    Connor groaned.

    "He said he's done it once before. He described them as a cuckold couple. He said he loved making the husband suck the cock that was going to fuck and satisfy his wife that night. He said he loved making them both suck him off, too, that he always felt so dominant with a couple on their knees working his dick and balls while looking up at him with such reverence in their eyes."

    She pulled the condom from his mouth and kissed him. She moaned as their tongues danced and Connor's loins tingled with the pleasure of being inside his girlfriend.

    "Do you think you'd do that, Connor? Would you show appreciation for him while we suck his cock together? Would you want to show how grateful you are to the cock that fucked me to such unbelievably hot orgasms tonight?"

    Connor hadn't really thought about it like that, but he was suddenly awash in arousal because it struck him as such a hot idea. "Fuck yes," he said. "If he really fucks you that good...I guess I would actually feel grateful to him, to his cock."

    "And you'd suck his dick with me to show that gratitude, baby? You'd do that?"

    She was riding him hard and fast and Connor was certain she was going to cum on his dick, which he loved.

    "Yes, I'd do that. I'd suck his dick with you to show my gratitude. I'd...fuck...I'd worship his cock and balls with you."

    Tessa hastily untied the second condom and dumped it in his mouth. "Hold it until you cum. Don't swallow."

    She rode him hard. The sounds of her ass slamming down onto his thighs filled the room. Connor moaned and his eyes went wide right before he came inside her, which happened to be almost exactly when Tessa had an orgasm right alongside him.

    She arched her back, rolled her head towards the ceiling, and cried out, "Fuck!" while cumming so hard her breasts were trembling along with the rest of her body.

    There was a hazy smile on her face as she looked at him in the aftermath of her orgasm. Connor suspected he wore the same kind of smile.

    Tessa lifted her hips, stood up, and once again mounted his face. This time, though, Connor opened his mouth and she simply let her pussy hover over it while his cum leaked out. She remained in that position until most of his load had dripped into his mouth.

    "Kiss me slowly," Tessa said as she sat in his lap.

    They shared a long, slow, deep, beautiful cum kiss as the two loads mingled in their mouths.

    "Swallow just some of it, my filthy little cum whore," she whispered.

    Connor swallowed a little and kept the rest in his mouth.

    "Now spit it into my mouth."

    She moved next to him and he positioned his mouth above hers. He let the cum slide out and into her mouth. They shared a beautiful kiss. She smiled as he sat back. She leaned forward a little and the cum dribbled out and onto her tits and stomach. Some of it dripped into her pubic hair.

    "Clean it all up, cum slut," she said with a smile.

    Her face was a mess of cum and spit. His face was too. Her body was a mess. Her pussy was enflamed from all the sex. She'd never looked so good, though.

    Connor licked up everything and by the time he was done he was turned on all over again.

    Tessa took him to the bedroom and fucked him again, this time slowly. She let him cum inside her again and had him clean her out before tending to her pussy and making her cum.

    Afterwards, they both agreed that she should fuck the new guy again and that at some point they'd absolutely get on their knees for him and suck his cock together.

  
    Cum Loving Couple - Part 7
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     The drinks had been Tessa's idea, and though Connor wasn't the type that needed to get tipsy before sex, tonight was different.

    Connor had promised that he'd suck dick with Tessa. He'd made that same promise to Jax – implicitly, at least, as they hadn’t yet met - the guy his girlfriend had been fucking a few times a week since they'd returned from their debaucherous weekend getaway.

    Connor had already consumed quite a bit of Jax's cum, but no matter how many times Tessa reassured him that sucking dick wasn't that different from swallowing cum, Connor couldn't quite get to a place where it felt the same.

    It wasn't the same, of course. Swallowing cum was kinky and certainly leaning into bisexual territory, but taking another man's dick in his mouth was vastly different, at least as far as Connor was concerned.

    Thus the drinks suggested by Tessa. Strong drinks, too. Strong enough that just one had Connor feeling really buzzed.

    That buzzed feeling helped him relax and when Tessa leaned over and kissed his neck while moaning it was more than enough to turn him on. When her tongue danced against his flesh before she nibbled his ear lobe, Connor moaned again. When her hand grasped his cock through his jeans and stroked him slowly, Connor got hard in no time.

    "Feel my pussy," she whispered.

    Connor slipped a hand under her short skirt and smiled when he found no barrier between him and her pussy. They were at home and Jax was coming to them so there was little reason to wear panties.

    "You're soaked," he said as his fingers slipped inside her.

    Tessa moaned and kissed him deeply. Her lips then returned to his neck as she stroked him vigorously through his pants. "I love that you're going to suck dick with me, Connor. I get so fucking wet every time I think about it. I don't know why...it's just so fucking hot to me to think of you on your knees next to me, to think of your lips wrapped around his dick, to think of each of us sucking one of his balls while he looks down at us and moans because we're both being such eager sluts for him."

    It was Tessa's arousal that thrilled Connor. He wasn't sure he'd ever get truly excited about sucking cock, but he had little trouble getting on board with the idea of doing the thing that made his girlfriend wet.

    "You still want to do this, right?" she asked.

    Connor nodded. He was nervous. Angst-filled, even, but he still wanted to do it.

    "Will you say it for me?"

    He smiled. "I want to suck cock with you, Tessa."

    She straddled Connor, kissed him deeply, and rubbed her pussy all over the front of his jeans. Connor welcomed his girlfriend's tongue into his mouth and ran his hands under her shirt to grasp her breasts, which were also bare. Unsurprisingly, Tessa found little reason to wear underwear for her fuck buddy Jax.

    "He'll be here soon," she said. "Should I make you another drink?"

    Connor shook his head. He was a little past buzzed and he saw no reason to get full-on drunk for what was about to unfold in her living room.

    "Yeah? You feel good, baby? You feel ready to suck cock with your girlfriend?"

    "Yes."

    "And if he wants to fuck me tonight? Will you watch?" she asked.

    "Fuck yes," he said. "You know it turns me on to watch."

    Tessa smiled. "Yes, I do. And I love that about you."

    She crawled off of him and laid on the couch. She rested her feet in his lap and teased his cock a little before spreading her legs and pointing to her pussy.

    "How about you lick my cunt until he gets here?"

    The naughty glint in her eye and the beautiful smile she flashed was more than enough to propel Connor onto his stomach between her legs. He pushed his tongue deep inside her and then slowly worshiped his girlfriend's pussy while thoughts of sucking cock ran through his head.

    Connor was nervous. There was no getting around that. It felt like he was taking a big step. He wanted to do it, though. He wanted to suck cock with Tessa and he knew it wasn't just because it turned her on. There was a part of Connor that wanted to get a little wild, to take that crazy step, to give a blowjob with his girlfriend and follow the path they'd started down when they first shared in the taste of his cum.

    The doorbell rang and Tessa sat up. Connor moved back to his knees and she kissed him deeply. "Are you ready?"

    "Yes."

    She got up and strode towards the front door. She lifted her skirt and flashed her ass before walking out of the living room. Connor's pulse raced as he sat on the couch and listened to his girlfriend greet Jax.

    "Wow, Tessa, you look incredible," he said.

    "So do you," she replied in a decidedly flirtatious tone.

    Connor listened to them kiss, to his girlfriend moan into another man's mouth. He heard what sounded like a smack on the ass. Jax must have groped her while they kissed. It made Connor's cock throb.

    Tessa walked into the living room holding the hand of a good-looking man in a tight t-shirt and jeans. He wasn't quite as tall as Connor had imagined him, but he emanated an air of confidence that proved rather calming.

    "Jax, this is my boyfriend Connor," Tessa said.

    Jax ran his hand under Tessa's skirt, grabbed her ass, and smiled before approaching Connor and offering his hand. "It's a pleasure to meet you, man."

    Connor stood to shake and saw Jax glance down at the bulge in his pants. It was a decidedly awkward way to initiate a handshake, but Connor couldn't hide the arousal he'd experienced while fooling around with Tessa.

    "We were having a little fun before you got here," she said while sidling up next to Jax and kissing his neck. "We were talking about how excited we are to get on our knees for you, to worship your beautiful cock together, to be good little sluts for you."

    Jax looked at Connor, smiled like a man about to get his dick sucked by a couple, and then turned to Tessa. He ran his hands down her back, grabbed her ass with both hands, and kissed her in a manner that seemed remarkably familiar, which made perfect sense given that he'd fucked her nearly a dozen times by that point.

    Jax lifted her shirt over her head the moment the kiss ended and then spun her around and took Tessa's breasts in his hands. She pushed her ass into his crotch and moaned while he kissed her neck.

    "Is she right?" Jax asked Connor. "Are you excited for tonight?"

    "Yes," Connor answered, though he found it difficult to maintain eye contact with Jax.

    "Will it be your first time sucking cock?"

    "Yes, it will."

    "I expect you to do a good job, Connor," he said. "You won't have anywhere near as much skill as your girlfriend does, but I expect you to put in a great deal of effort to make me feel good. After all, I'm being quite generous in letting you join her in sucking my cock."

    Connor's loins tingled as Jax pushed things in an unexpected direction. The fact that Tessa moaned at her fuck buddy's words only heightened Connor's arousal.

    "I...I will, Jax. I'll be good...I'll be a good cocksucker. I'll make an effort to make you feel good. And yes...you are being generous and I really appreciate that. I...you're helping make a fantasy come true and that's very kind of you."

    Tessa turned her head and kissed Jax. She reached up to caress his face and sucked on his tongue a little before saying, "See? I told you he'd be good. I told you he was just as kinky as I am, if not more. I told you he'd be a grateful cocksucker."

    Jax kissed her again, squeezed her tits hard, and then smiled at Connor. "You damn well better be a grateful cocksucker or I won't let you do it again. Hell, I might not even let you watch me fuck your beautiful girlfriend if you don't seem grateful for the chance to get on your knees and worship my fat dick and my big balls."

    Tessa moaned like she was going to cum, only her pussy hadn't been touched since Connor's tongue tended to it.

    Jax released Tessa from his grasp, stepped back, and stripped. As he did, Tessa moved closer to Connor and stroked him through his pants before unbuckling his belt and freeing his cock.

    "A good cocksucker is naked," she said. "Get the rest of your clothes off so we can get on our knees for him, so we can suck his beautiful dick together."

    Connor stripped without hesitation. He was all in at that point. He was going to become a cocksucker that night. He might not do it more than once, but he was going to do it that night.

    Jax sat on the couch and stroked his cock as Tessa unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor. She kept her heels on, though Connor was well aware that a man loved the sight of a woman in heels sucking his cock.

    Tessa took Connor's hand and led him towards the couch. She looked at him and smiled and they fell to her knees together as Jax spread his legs as wide as they could go.

    Tessa ran her fingers up Jax's left thigh and Connor did the same to his right. They looked at each other and then up at the man they would soon be pleasuring together.

    "I've been looking forward to this since Tessa first mentioned it," Jax said. "There's something so fucking hot about seeing a couple on their knees for me."

    Tessa kissed his thigh and Connor took a deep breath and did the same. The hair against his lips felt strange, but there was something a touch thrilling about that, like it was a crystal clear reminder that he was doing something he'd never done before, something that most straight men wouldn't have been the slightest bit interested in.

    "We like being on our knees for you," Tessa said between kisses.

    "We do," Connor added, though it felt so odd to say it.

    "Kiss my cock together."

    Connor looked at his girlfriend and she smiled sweetly and kissed him.

    "I want this more than I can explain," she said softly. "My pussy is so wet at the thought of you sucking his dick with me. It's okay if you don't want to do this. You can still back out and I can just take Jax to the bedroom and fuck him while you wait out here."

    As much as Connor would have found some joy in that, he was eager to suck dick with his girlfriend. "I want this," he said. "I want to suck and worship his cock with you. I want to make him feel good together. I do. I want to make him cum. I want to share his cum."

    Tessa smiled and they both turned towards Jax's long, thick cock. Connor stared at the plump head and leaned in with his girlfriend. It was a tight fit between Jax’s legs, but that only made it feel more intimate as they each pressed their lips against the head.

    "Fuck, that's good," Jax said. "You both look so good down there. You look so good on your knees for me. Now kiss and lick the head for me. No sucking just yet. No taking it in your mouth. Show me how much you love my cock. Show me how badly you want to make me feel good and then I'll let you take turns sucking on it."

    Connor closed his eyes and kissed Jax's cock like he was making out with Tessa. He used his tongue and lips. He moaned. He made it wet and a little bit messy. He could feel Tessa's lips and tongue, too, like they were both making out and giving pleasure to the man sitting on the couch in front of them.

    "Now suck my balls together," Jax instructed.

    Just a few months ago, Connor would have been repulsed by such an instruction. Now it turned him on to hear it. It turned him on even more to follow it. He took one of Jax's balls in his mouth while Tessa took the other. He swirled his tongue around the hairy flesh. The distinct taste of balls filled his mouth. It turned him on, though. It was kinky and wild and dirty and it made his dick throb.

    "Kiss your way up my cock," Jax said.

    Connor and Tessa took their time doing exactly as Jax had instructed. Their tongues met on a few occasions as they traveled up the length of his stiff shaft and Connor was delighted when Tessa reached over and gave his dick a few slow strokes.

    "Connor, I want you to suck it first. Tessa, you can watch and give him tips on how to be a good cocksucker."

    Connor kissed and licked the head as he prepared to take it in his mouth.

    "No teeth, baby," Tessa whispered. "And don't worry about getting deep at this point. Let your tongue do lots of work on the head. And make eye contact with the man you're pleasuring."

    Connor wrapped his lips around a cock for the first time in his life. As he did, Tessa took him in her fingers and offered the pleasure of slow strokes while kissing the back of his head.

    "That's it," she said softly. "Be a good little cocksucker for me, Connor. Suck his beautiful dick for me. Suck it like the slut we both know you are."

    Connor wasn't sure why, but he loved it when Tessa called him a slut. It made him want to do a better job, to give a better blowjob. He looked up Jax while giving him head, while pleasuring him, while sucking cock. It was exceptionally difficult to hold his gaze, but Connor did it. He refused to look away. He stared into Jax's eyes while giving a blowjob, while sucking cock, while being a slut.

    "You're a natural," Jax said with a smile. "And I'm certain this is far from the last time you're going to suck cock, Connor."

    Tessa moaned. "I hope he's right, baby. My pussy is so fucking wet right now and it's all because you're being such a good little cocksucker."

    Tessa took Connor's hand and guided his fingers between her legs and into her pussy. She was right. She was soaked. She was as wet as he'd ever felt. Her pussy was astoundingly hot, too. It seemed possible she was more turned on than she'd ever been and Connor felt a strong sense of pride at having been responsible - at least partly so - for that arousal thanks to his eagerness to suck dick.

    "Now it's her turn," Jax said.

    Connor let the cock fall from between his lips and immediately dropped down and took one of Jax's balls in his mouth.

    "He's such a fucking slut," Tessa noted as she looked up at Jax and kissed the head of his cock.

    "Just like his girlfriend." Jax ran his fingers through her hair. "Does he know how eager you are to please me when we get together? Does he know how much of a good little slut his girlfriend is when she gets naked with me? Does he know that you beg me to fuck you however I want? Does he know how hard you cum on my cock?"

    "Mmm, yes he does," Tessa replied. "He knows you fuck me so good. He knows my pussy gets so wet for you. He knows I get desperate for you, for the way you fuck me, for the way your cock slides so deep into my tight little cunt."

    She took him in her mouth and Connor sucked and licked both of his balls. He licked all around them, too, even contorting his body a little so he could get his tongue on Jax's taint for a few moments. It felt thrilling to do so of his own initiative, to be so slutty, to join Tessa in wanting nothing more than to please the man sitting on her couch.

    As Tessa continued to suck, Connor kissed and licked his way up the part of Jax's shaft that wasn't in her mouth. He kissed his girlfriend's neck, too, and played with her breasts as she moaned with someone else's dick in her mouth. Connor lost himself in the bliss of offering pleasure to anyone he could and put aside any thoughts of stroking his cock as that seemed like a pointless pursuit in the moment.

    "Suck and lick the head together," Jax said. "Take turns. Lick it. Kiss it. Work it. Get me close and then I'll cum on your faces."

    Connor and Tessa set about showering Jax in pleasure. They kissed the head together. They kissed over it with their lips rubbing against it. They licked him together. They moaned. They stroked him. They sucked his balls. They got completely lost in the joy of giving pleasure, of being the cocksucking sluts that Jax deserved.

    Eventually he stood up and took hold of his cock. They pressed their faces together as they looked up at him.

    "Open your mouths, sluts," Jax said. "Stick your fucking tongues out and wait for your reward."

    Connor's dick throbbed at the idea of being rewarded for being a good cocksucker. It made perfect sense. Cum was a reward for giving a good blowjob. It wasn't a reward he'd ever thought he'd claim, but in that moment it was truly the only thing in the world he wanted.

    It didn't take long for Jax's cock head to swell up as his hand moved up and down the shaft. He grunted and a huge cumshot followed. It landed on Tessa's face and Jax quickly turned. The next two landed squarely on Connor's face and he closed his eyes.

    He and Tessa remained still as they were showered in cum. When it was over Connor felt the fat dick push into his mouth. He closed his lips around it and moaned while sucking it clean. He heard Tessa do the same thing mere moments after the cock left his mouth.

    Eventually Connor opened his eyes and turned to see Tessa's cum-covered face looking back at him. Jax must have shot a huge load because Connor could feel quite a bit of it on his face, too.

    "Kiss me," she said.

    Connor smiled, leaned in, and shared a beautiful cum kiss with his girlfriend. Their tongues entwined as they shared the salty taste of Jax's load. Connor's cock throbbed without being touched and he knew it would take no more than a handful of strokes to bring him to a thrilling orgasm.

    "Lick it off my face," Tessa instructed.

    Connor licked and sucked the cum off of her face and kissed her again, sharing the load with her. She then sat up on her knees and spit it into his mouth before kissing him again. The cum got foamy and messy and they swirled it with their tongues before swallowing and repeating the whole thing over and over until almost all of Jax's load had been cleaned up. All the remained was a thin, sticky film of semen and saliva on both their faces.

    "Watching you two share my load was really fucking hot," Jax said.

    "Do you want to cum again?" Tessa asked.

    "Fuck yes."

    She smiled and grabbed Connor's ass. "Connor and I are going to take a quick shower to get cleaned up. Why don't you hang out in my bed and we'll join you once we're clean. Then we'll worship that beautiful cock of yours again and get you nice and hard. Then, if you're up for it, I'll ride that beautiful dick while Connor watches."

    "I'm up for anything," Jax said.

    So was Connor, though the scenario Tessa laid out sounded like a perfect way to continue the evening. Maybe Jax would be up for cumming a third time. Maybe they'd spend the whole night having wild fun. A world of possibility had opened up in front of him and Connor couldn't wait to explore it like the cum slut he'd become.
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     Connor's phone vibrated in his pocket and he smiled the moment he saw Tessa's name on the screen.

    "Hey, baby."

    "Hey there," she said.

    "What's up?"

    "Well, I know we were supposed to go on a date tonight...but I was hoping I could make a little adjustment."

    Connor knew what she was going to say next as it wasn't the first time she'd changed their plans at the last minute.

    "Jax wants to take me out," she said. "He wants to take me to a club, actually. Would you be okay if I went out with him?"

    Connor felt a twinge of angst - something he'd experienced a lot more often in recent weeks - but excitement followed because Tessa wouldn't just go out with Jax. She'd see Connor, too, only when she saw him she'd also bring along another man's cum.

    "Will I get to see you tonight?" he asked.

    "Of course you will," she replied. "You know I always come back to you, baby. You know I love you."

    Connor smiled. "I love you too, Tessa. Will you send me a picture of what you're wearing to the club?"

    "I'll send it right now."

    The picture arrived and Connor felt a surge of lust. She was wearing a short, slightly sparkly mini skirt and a beautiful satin top with spaghetti straps. She didn't have a bra on, either, and her nipples were already poking through the thin material, likely because her body was humming with excitement at the idea of fucking Jax.

    "Are you going to get fucked in that outfit?" Connor asked as his cock stirred at the thought.

    "Is that what you'd like, baby? Do you want me to let Jax fuck me in this sexy little skirt? Do you want me to bend over for him and let him take my pussy from behind?"

    Connor stroked himself through his pants. "Yes. I do."

    "How else should I let him fuck me, baby? Should I ride his dick? Should I let my tits bounce in his face while I ride his fat cock and make him moan? Should I tell him how good it feels to have his cock so deep in my tight, wet cunt?"

    Connor unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He wasn't going to cum, but Tessa was in an especially naughty mood and he wanted to pursue the pleasure he felt with a bit of masturbation.

    "I want you to do all of that," he said. "Tell him...tell him how much you love his cock, Tessa. Tell him that he feels so good when he's so deep in your pussy. Tell him that you love fucking him."

    "I will, baby. And then we can have our fun, Connor. I'll come to your place. I'll be in this slutty little skirt and this sexy top. I'll let you kiss me and play with my tits. I'll let you fondle my ass. Then I'll feed you, baby. I'll feed you what you crave and then we can have our dirty little fun."

    "I'm so fucking hard."

    "And I'm so fucking wet...but not for your cock."

    Connor moaned and damn near had an orgasm. "Holy shit."

    "You liked that, didn't you?" she asked.

    "I did."

    "I like that you liked that. I like that you're a little freak, Connor. Because I am too."

    "I fucking love you."

    She laughed. "You know I love you too. Oh, and there's one more thing."

    "What's that?"

    "Jax is fucking me bareback tonight. So I'll be feeding you directly from my pussy, and I'm going to make sure I leave right after he cums inside me - probably the second time he cums inside me, if I'm being honest - so I can come to you and feed you a fresh load."

    "I feel like I'm going to lose my mind waiting for this."

    "No cumming. Try and think about me, though. Think about Jax's big cock stretching out my pussy and cumming so fucking deep inside me. Think about me feeding you that load. Think about us having fun with it, Connor. Think about us being a pair of filthy cum sluts."

    "I will."

    "I've gotta go. See you later tonight."

    She hung up and Connor looked down at his impossibly stiff dick. He collected the precum at the tip and sucked it off his finger. He smiled and tucked his erection back into his pants so he could try and take his mind off the fact that he'd be eating another man's cum from his girlfriend's pussy later that night.

    Connor failed at clearing his mind, but spending the entire night in a state of intense arousal would prove to be thrilling and would make the eventual feeding even more arousing.

    ---

    Connor heard his front door open - Tessa had a key - and he heard it shut, but there were no footsteps. There was no noise of any kind for long enough that he got up off the couch and headed for the door.

    Tessa was leaning against the door with a smile on her face. Her hair was a tousled mess and Connor couldn't help but smile as he presumed that she left it that way to make it perfectly clear that she'd been fucked on her date with Jax.

    "How was your night?" he asked.

    "Quite satisfying," she replied. "I like it when Jax takes me out on a date. The night always ends with such...satisfaction."

    "Yeah? You know, it's starting to feel like you have a second boyfriend given how often you go out with him."

    Tessa slowly lifted her skirt and Connor stared between her legs. He saw a rather obvious wet stain in her panties and his cock stirred as he thought of that wetness dancing on his tongue.

    "I guess you're right," she said while rubbing her fingers over her panties. "I do have a second boyfriend. I like having a second boyfriend. I like that he's different from you. I like that he has a nice fat cock to fuck my tight little pussy with. And I really, really like that his cum is inside me right now."

    Connor couldn't resist her. He stepped closer and Tessa smiled. He got close enough to reach out and touch her beautiful satin top and in an instant her hand was behind his head and pulling his lips to hers.

    Connor felt a little jealous of Jax. He didn't really like going dancing at clubs, but he liked going out with Tessa and it made him a little angsty that someone else did that with her. The kiss - and everything that would follow - made all that angst worth it.

    It was a kiss of reconnection. A passionate, deep, lingering kiss that left him hard as a rock and desperate for more from his girlfriend.

    "You're right that I have a second boyfriend, that I'm basically dating two guys. And I love that. But you're the most important man in my life, Connor. After all, Jax wouldn't dare eat someone else's cum out of my pussy. He wouldn't lick someone else's cum off my tits. He wouldn't watch someone else fuck me and get hard because of it. He wouldn't share load after load of thick, sticky cum with me. He wouldn't understand that I love being a cum slut with my boyfriend, that I love being a kinky little cum whore. You understand that, though."

    "I do. I'm the same. I fucking love you, Tessa."

    He leaned in to kiss her but she put a hand up between them and smiled as he backed away. "If you love me, get on your fucking knees."

    Connor dropped to his knees and looked up at her as he ran his fingers up her thighs.

    Tessa put a hand on his head and slowly entwined her fingers in his hair. "Jax fucked me in my slutty little skirt. Both times, actually. The first time he had his way with me almost immediately after we stepped into his house. He bent me over his couch, yanked my panties down, and slipped inside me. He fucked me so hard, Connor. He had one hand on my hip and another in my hair. It felt so good to be fucked like that."

    "I don't fuck you like that."

    She smiled. "No, you don't. You're too sweet for that. I don't think you'd enjoy it. Jax enjoyed it, though. He enjoyed taking me like that. He enjoyed pounding my pussy. He enjoyed the way I couldn't stop moaning, either."

    Tessa pulled Connor's head between her legs and he pressed his lips against her panties. They were wet and warm and he extended his tongue and licked the soft, cum-soaked fabric.

    "We came together. I'll bet his neighbors heard me screaming in pleasure. He came so deep in my cunt, Connor. I put my panties on right after. I wanted whatever leaked out of me to get soaked up into my underwear so you could taste it."

    "It tastes good," he said.

    She smiled and began to rub her panty-clad pussy over his face. Connor moaned and she did the same while arching her back and tilting her head towards the ceiling.

    Then Tessa grabbed his hair and pulled up until Connor was standing. She stared into his eyes, caressed his face, and said, "We had a cocktail and sat on his couch after the first fuck. I could feel him leaking out of my pussy. I told him how much I enjoyed having him cum inside me. I told him how much you were going to enjoy eating his load out of me."

    "What did he think of that?"

    She smiled. "You know he likes that you eat his cum. He fucking loves it, in fact. I don't think he understands why you want to do it, but it turns him on to know that you're going to eat his cum like a good little slut, and it really turned him on to know that you were going to lick it out of my cunt."

    Tessa kissed his neck and unzipped Connor's pants. She freed his cock and moaned while stroking.

    "He called it his cunt tonight," she whispered. "He said it was his because he fucked it so good, because he came inside it twice."

    Connor moaned. "What did you say to that?"

    "I told him it was his. I told him my cunt belonged to him, and it does...at least until you clean it out with your tongue and then fuck me while we share in the taste of his load."

    "You're such a cum slut," Connor said.

    "Yes I am."

    They kissed as she stroked his dick and rubbed the head over the wet spot in her panties.

    "Now get on your fucking knees and eat my boyfriend's cum out of my pussy."

    Tessa pushed on the top of his head and Connor fell to his knees. He pulled her panties down to her knees and pushed his tongue inside her.

    "Don't you dare swallow any of it," she said. "I know you want to, you greedy little cum whore, but don't you dare."

    Cum flowed into Connor's mouth. It was hot and thick and he moaned as it filled his mouth and coated his tongue and cheeks.

    "Kiss me," she said.

    Connor stood and pushed his tongue into his girlfriend's mouth. She moaned and directed his cock between her legs. The head rubbed over her pussy and he felt some of Jax's cum coat his stiff flesh, furthering his arousal and eliciting yet another moan into Tessa's mouth.

    She then dropped to her knees and took his dick in her mouth. She sucked it down her throat and looked up at him as he felt the blissful pleasure of a deepthroat blowjob.

    Tessa slowly pulled back, stood, and kissed him. She shared the taste of his cock and the cum that had gathered on it while it was between her legs. She stroked him while doing so and Connor felt his balls tighten and tingle from the intense pleasure.

    "Help me out of my panties," she said.

    Connor stepped back, fell to his knees, and pulled the panties down her legs and over her sexy heels. He looked up at her with the underwear in his hand and she smiled said, "Run your tongue through the cum in the gusset."

    Connor looked down at the panties and opened them up. He saw thick cum resting in the white gusset of her underwear. He lifted it to his mouth. He stuck out his tongue. He ran it through the thick load. He didn't manage to get much of it in his mouth, but he suspected that was the point.

    Tessa bent over and kissed him. Her tongue probed his mouth relentlessly and the cum got a little foamy and messy.

    "Swallow, you filthy cum whore," she whispered.

    Connor swallowed gleefully and Tessa did the same. Then she took his hand and helped him to his feet while he held her messy panties. Tessa led him to the living room and stripped Connor naked. She kept her skirt on, but her top came off.

    Tessa sat on the couch, took the panties from Connor's hand and encircled his cock in them. He felt the warm cum against his stiff flesh. He moaned as she stroked him, coating him in another man's seed.

    Tessa rubbed the panties on her tits, too, glazing them wonderfully as she tossed her underwear aside, looked up at Connor, and then took him in her mouth. He watched his girlfriend's lips move down his cum-soaked shaft and moaned at how spectacularly good it felt, though the sight of her sucking another man's seed off his shaft was a big part of the pleasure he felt.

    After a few minutes of incredible oral pleasure, Tessa pulled back, leaned all the way back, and then slowly spit the cum onto her breasts, coating them in a mixture of semen and saliva.

    "Lick it up," she said. "Right now. Get on your fucking knees and clean my tits."

    Her eyes sparkled with desire as Connor fell to his knees, leaned closer, and cleaned her perfect, perky tits of the cum she'd just sucked off his cock. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her nipple - eliciting a moan as he did so - and she ran her fingers through his hair and held him close while he collected the cum and tried his best not to swallow any of it.

    Tessa grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back until he was looking up at her. She smiled and kissed him. They shared in Jax's cum. They shared in the salty taste and the thickness of it. They shared in the kinky pleasure of being cum sluts and based on the moaning they were both immensely aroused.

    "I sucked his dick after our drink," she said while caressing his face. "I got on my knees in his living room. I looked up at him and took his big, beautiful cock in my mouth."

    Tessa's hand found Connor's cock and she stroked him slowly.

    "He asked me if I liked sucking his dick better than I like sucking yours," she said.

    "What did you say?"

    Tessa smiled. "I told him what he wanted to hear. I told him that his dick is bigger than yours. I told him that his dick is beautiful. I told him that I love having him in my mouth. I told him that I like sucking his dick a lot more than I like sucking yours."

    Connor found the notion immensely arousing, though he wasn't sure if it was actually true.

    "It's not that much better, though. The truth is, I like sucking both your dicks. I think I just like sucking dick. I fucking loved giving head in that sauna on our weekend trip. You know what is true, though?"

    "What?"

    "That I love, love, love to suck another man's dick while you're watching."

    "Fuck..."

    "You like that, don't you?

    Connor nodded.

    "Yeah. You know what else?"

    "What?"

    "My favorite thing is to suck Jax's dick with you. To have you on your knees next to me. To kiss and lick and suck and worship his beautiful cock together. To know that my boyfriend fucking loves being a cocksucker with me. To know that you love making a man like Jax feel good while you're on your knees next to me. To know that you'd spend hours sucking his cock and balls as long as you got to share his load with me when it was over."

    "I would. I would."

    Tessa pushed her fingers into her pussy and they emerged a few seconds later coated with cum. She shoved them into Connor's mouth and he sucked them clean.

    "Fuck me," she demanded.

    Tessa spread her legs and Connor got on top and slid inside her. He fucked her hard and fast. He kissed her. He shared the cum that she'd pushed into his mouth with her fingers. They swirled it between their tongues. They got messy with it. Some of it spilled out of the side of his mouth as he pounded his girlfriend with such vigor that his abs felt strained.

    "Cum with me, Connor. Cum inside me. Cum when I cum!"

    Connor was certain Tessa was on the verge of a great orgasm. He knew when his girlfriend was going to cum hard. He could see it on her face and hear it in her voice.

    He fucked her hard. He heard the sloppy wetness of her pussy with every thrust. He tasted Jax's cum on his tongue. He felt it in his throat. He thought of it in his stomach. He was going to cum just as hard as Tessa.

    "Fuck!" he screamed. "I'm cumming!"

    Tessa came right with him. She came hard. She came loudly. Connor unloaded in her pussy as Tessa kissed him fiercely. She sucked on his tongue and let him do the same with hers. She pulled him close and seemed like she wasn't ever going to let him go.

    "You're the only boyfriend of mine that I really care about, Connor. You're the one I love. I hope you know that."

    He laughed softly. "I do, Tessa. I get a little jealous, but I don't mind that. I like that, in fact. It keeps things realy fresh and interesting, especially since I know you're going to come home to me."

    "Always," she said. "I'll always come home to you, Connor. I want to be able to do that for the rest of my life."

    Connor couldn't believe the sudden rush of pure joy he felt.

    "I want that too, Tessa."

    Neither of them was proposing marriage, but Connor decided in that moment that he'd do so relatively soon. He wanted to spend the rest of his life with this beautiful, kinky girl and there was no point in delaying it.

    A long, happy, kinky, deeply-satisfying life together awaited them and Connor was as content as he'd ever been.

    The End.

  
    Cum Swapping with Your Cuckold

    For a dominant woman, there’s something wonderfully arousing about seeing a man on his knees looking up at her. He’s down there because he wants to submit. He’s down there awaiting her instructions. He’s eager to do as she desires.

    That’s part of what makes cum swapping with your cuckold so thrilling. He waits on his knees like a good boy. He waits on his knees because he knows you’re about to feed him your bull’s yummy load. You’re about to spit it into his mouth so he can swallow it. It’s a perfect combination of fluid exchange and cum eating.

    This works best if your bull cums in your mouth. You could conceivably scoop his cum off your breasts and into your mouth, but why bother? Take the load in your mouth and then swiftly swap it to your cuckold and make him swallow it.

    You’ll experience a beautiful moment as you look at him. His mouth will be open, like a baby bird waiting to be fed. His eyes will be filled with lust for you and your bull’s cum. He will be at his most submissive. That will arouse you, I guarantee it.

    That’s when you release your bull’s cum into his mouth. Let that arousal run through you and then spit the sticky spunk into your cuckold’s mouth. Feed it to him. Let him feast on another man’s seed. Let him swallow it like a good boy.

    If you want, you can take a more dominant approach. Force his mouth open. Make him suffer a little. Slowly spit the cum out of your mouth and into his. When you’re done, make him hold your bull’s cum on his tongue. Make him savor that salty taste. Make him hold it in his mouth for as long as you want. Make him gargle with it. Make him use it like the saltiest mouthwash ever.

    Only let him swallow when you give permission. Until then, he holds that load in his mouth because that’s what a good cuckold does.

    As always, a bit of verbal humiliation is a treat when you’re done.

    “Did you enjoy his cum, cucky? Did it feel good sliding down your throat? Did you enjoy eating it all up like a good little slut?”

    Of course he’s going to say yes. Of course he enjoyed it. He loves submitting to you. It thrills him. It makes him happier than you can possibly imagine. Try it next time. Feed him your bull’s big load.

  Cum Tastes Better Off Her Tits
Chad usually waited in the living room when Simone was with her bull. They would leave the bedroom door open so he could hear the sounds of his wife fucking another man while his cock throbbed. He would be allowed to cum eventually, but he was forbidden from doing so without his wife’s permission on these nights.Their cuckolding ritual had evolved over the years and it now included Chad consuming the bull’s cum in some manner. Simone liked to dream up naughty ways for him to do so. Sometimes she let the bull cum inside her and had him eat a creampie. Sometimes she’d make him drink it from a shot glass or mix it with a cocktail where the saltiness of the semen overwhelmed the other flavors. He wondered how she would have him eat the bull’s cum tonight as he listened to her climax once again.
The telltale sound of her bull’s orgasmic moans drifted down the hall and Chad knew he’d soon be eating cum. Years ago such a thing would have disgusted him but he’d been trained to yearn for semen and he couldn’t help but be excited at the thought of it. He liked the salty taste on his tongue. He liked how thick it almost always was and how it left his tongue and throat coated after he swallowed. The taste often stayed in his mouth for hours, reminding him of his inferiority, of the fact that he readily consumed other men’s cum because his wife had trained him to do so.
Simone, freshly fucked and looking positively radiant, emerged from the bedroom and sauntered down the hallway in the nude. Her breasts bounced gently with each step and her hips swayed in that way that makes a woman irresistible. She carried a used condom filled with her bull’s sperm in her left hand. 
“Honey, I have a yummy surprise for you. Are you ready to eat your cummy dessert?” she asked with a seductive lilt in her voice. 
His cock jumped and his mouth instantly watered. He couldn’t help it. Try as he might, Chad was a hopeless cuckold cum eater and he would do exactly as his wife requested of him. 
“Yes dear,” Chad answered.
Simone sat next to her husband on the couch, carefully holding the condom as she leaned in to kiss him. Her tongue darted into his mouth and she moaned, pulling him tight against her lips.
“Did you like listening to him fuck me?” she asked in a sultry tone.
Chad’s response was quiet, “I love listening to you fuck, Simone. I love hearing how hard he makes you cum. I only wish I could watch, too.”
“I know baby, but we prefer to be alone when we’re fucking. I let you listen because I know how much you like it, but I like it to be just me and him when he’s inside me, fucking me to blissful orgasms like few men ever have. You included.”
She stroked Chad’s hair and the tenderness of her touch soothed his cuckold angst. As much as he loved listening to his wife fuck other men, he couldn’t help but feel jealous and inadequate.
Simone captured her husband’s gaze and asked, “Do you want to eat my bull’s cum, honey?”
Chad could barely contain his eagerness as he answered, “Yes.”
“Are you sure? It doesn’t sound like you really want it.”
He always had to beg for it, to convince her that he was the cuckold cum eater that she had carefully trained over the years. 
“Please, Simone, let me eat his cum. You know I love it. You know I’m desperate for it. You know I’ve been thinking about it all night. Please let me swallow his cum. Please feed it to me,” he begged, just as she desired.
It turned her on immensely to hear him beg to eat another man’s cum, to hear him beg to eat her bull’s cum. She trained him to be a cum eater because she loved it and she knew Chad loved it too.
“I want you to lick it off my tits,” Simone said as she gently upended the condom and let the thick, still warm semen drip gently onto her breasts. 
She made sure to generously coat them both, spreading out her bull’s cum as much as she could. She wanted Chad to have to lick every inch of her soft breast flesh to clean up the salty dessert she’d so carefully prepared for him.
“Clean me, baby,” she gently ordered, and without hesitation Chad leaned in and began to lick and suck another man’s cum off his wife’s breasts.
He took his time, both to savor the taste of the semen and because that’s what Simone wanted. It turned her on to see him cleaning up cum, even if it was his own, and he desperately wanted to make his wife happy. 
Chad licked her left nipple first, taking the cum that coated it onto his tongue and savoring the first taste of salty seed. Instantly his mouth came alive with the unique flavors of semen and he took a moment to enjoy them as it slipped down his throat, the first of many servings of cum he would enjoy.
As she watched her husband lick another man’s cum from her breasts Simone breathed heavily. Her left hand slipped between her legs and she gently rubbed her clit and built towards an orgasm that would far surpass what her bull had just provided her.
“That’s a good boy. Clean up every drop of his cum. Lick his seed off my tits. Do your duty as a loving cuckold,” Simone said as she caressed his head.
“Does it taste good?” she asked.
Chad pulled his greedy mouth from her breasts for a moment and looked up at his wife with pure lust in his eyes and said, “It’s incredible. Thank you for feeding me your bull’s cum.”
The ritual aroused her. Knowing that her husband willingly accepted his role as her cuckold and consumed her bull’s cum had always turned Simone on. She loved that Chad was such a loyal, loving cuck and that he would do anything for her. He’d eaten hundreds of loads of cum at this point, more than she’d swallowed over her lifetime. 
“I’m going to cum,” Simone moaned as her fingers continued to play with her throbbing clit.
Chad doubled down on his efforts, sucking and licking feverishly at her tits and reveling in the salty taste of cum that now inhabited his mouth. His throat was coated with the viscous fluid that had sprayed from her bull’s cock and it would stay that way for hours into the night.
“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Simone screamed as her body shuddered.
As she came down from her orgasm she looked at her husband and once more gently caressed his hair while he finished cleaning the last remnants of cum from her breasts.
“Would you like to orgasm, honey?” she asked, knowing the answer would be resoundingly in the affirmative.
“Yes please,” he said.
“You may cum on my breasts if you agree to clean up your mess. Otherwise you can go cum in the toilet,” her tone was resolute and commanding in case he had forgotten who was in charge of his orgasms.
“I’d like to cum on your breasts,” he answered, his hand wrapped around his cock.
“Whenever you’re ready,” Simone said as she grasped her D cups in both hands and offered them to him.
In just a few moments his orgasm arrived and cum sprayed onto her tits. It had been a week since his last climax and he’d been listening to her fool around and fuck for most of the night, resulting in an impressive volume of semen.
“What a mess you made, baby! Time to clean up,” Simone said with obvious delight in her voice.
Eating his own cum, especially moments after an orgasm wasn’t nearly as exciting for Chad, but he didn’t hesitate to lower his head to her soft breasts and clean them eagerly.

    Cumming in Your Cage

    This is part of the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series of second person stories. Click the link to read the previous entries in the series.

    ---

    You're often lucky enough to be in the room for your cuckolding, but you're usually waiting on your knees by the side of the bed or sitting in the cuck chair and watching from a distance. Every now and then you're made to stand in the corner of the room, facing away from the bed, when your wife and/or her bull are in a naughty mood.

    Tonight is a little different, though. Tonight you've been invited into the bed.

    You're naked, though your chastity cage is tight around your cock. Your wife just fitted you with a smaller model, in fact, and it's remarkably snug. You're on your back on your side of the bed. The covers have been pulled back and to your right is your beautiful wife.

    She's on her back. She's wearing the lingerie you dressed her in earlier that night, though her panties have been removed. You've already watched her give her bull a blowjob and at the moment he's between her legs, licking and fingering her pussy.

    "Look at me," she says.

    You've been told that you need permission to watch tonight, so you were staring at the bedroom ceiling. Now, though, you turn to face your wife and see her smiling.

    "Kiss me, cuck."

    You roll onto your side. Your wife caresses your face. You lean in and kiss her. She moans into your mouth.

    "He's so fucking good with his tongue," she says. "Better than you, in fact." Then she laughs softly. "That was supposed to be the one thing you were better than any man at, cuck. You don't get to fuck me anymore, after all, but you can't even eat my pussy as good as he does. Maybe I'll stop letting you go down on me."

    "Please don't," you say. You love eating her pussy. You know you're good at it, too. He might be better, but you know you're good at it and you know you make her cum so hard every time you get to do it.

    "I'm just teasing," she says softly. Your wife runs her fingers over your lips and pushes them into your mouth and onto your tongue. "Your tongue is a wondrous instrument of pleasure. His is better, but I prefer his cock over his tongue, so you'll always have your place as my cunt worshiping cuck, don't you worry."

    "Thank you."

    "Onto your back. Eyes up."

    You roll onto your back. You stare up at the ceiling.

    "Fuck me," she says to her bull.

    You feel the bed move as he crawls forward. You hear her moan as she takes him inside her. You want to turn your head. You want to see her face. You want to look between her legs for a view of his cock moving in and out of her. This is your favorite part and you're being denied the pleasure of it. Sometimes, though, that's part of the fun. Sometimes the denial is a potent force of pleasure for you.

    Your cock is throbbing in your cage. You're dripping precum, too. The sounds of sex are thrilling, after all, and you can hear them all. Her pussy is wet enough that you can actually hear him sliding in and out of her. He fucks her hard, too, so you can hear their bodies meeting over and over. She moans a great deal and they like to kiss, too. It's a symphony of sexual pleasure and it makes your cuck dick throb.

    "You can play with your cage cock, cucky," she says.

    You reach down. You play with your cock. It's not quite masturbation - you can't get hard, after all, and rubbing your caged dick doesn't do much for you - but it feels good. That's likely due to the fact that it's been nearly three weeks since she let you out of the cage. After a week you can feel the madness. After two it's hard not to think about sex all day long. After three weeks you find it difficult to concentrate on anything for more than a few minutes.

    Now you're in the throes of your cuckolding and your brain is awash in desire. Your wife is moaning in pleasure right next to you and it takes every ounce of strength you have not to turn your head. You know you'll be kicked out of the bedroom if you look, though. It's happened before and your wife and her bull demand that you follow their rules and they will absolutely punish you if you don't.

    "Cum in me," she says after a good, long, hard fucking. "Cum in me, baby. Cum in my pussy while my pathetic cuck lies next to us with his worthless little dick locked in a cage."

    You want to look. You want so desperately to look. There are few things you enjoy more than the look on your wife's face when her bull cums inside her. She experiences a joy unlike any other and you can't help but want to witness that joy. It thrills you to no end.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" he cries out.

    He grunts and groans. Your wife cums, too. She almost always holds off until he's reached his climax. As a result, they almost always cum together and your wife says that it makes the sex so much better for her.

    The sounds of orgasm carry through the bedroom and reverberate around your brain. You close your eyes to prevent yourself from looking. You accept that you're being denied the thing you crave, that being denied is part of your cuckolding, that you are not permitted to have control over anything having to do with sexual pleasure in your marriage.

    "I'm so lucky to have you in my life," she says to her bull before they share a long kiss. "You make me feel things no man ever has, things my husband hasn't ever come close to making me feel. You're incredible."

    "You fuck like a goddess," he replies.

    "Only with you. It turns out that when I'm paired with a god of sex, I can really up my game."

    He laughs softly and they kiss.

    "Would you mind giving us a little privacy?" she asks.

    "Of course."

    He pulls out and you hear him walk away. He bathroom door opens. The shower comes on. The door shuts.

    Your wife inches closer and rolls onto her side. The soft lace of her lingerie is now pressed against your naked body. She cups your caged cock and kisses your neck. You continue to stare at the ceiling because you haven't been given permission to do anything else.

    She moves to her knees and kisses her way down your body. She surprises you by taking your caged cock in her mouth. You want to look, to watch, to admire the only kind of blowjob you receive anymore, but your gaze remains fixed on the ceiling.

    Your wife straddles you. Your caged little cock disappears into her pussy. You're bathed in her heat and wetness. And his cum, of course. Your useless, chastised dick is bathed in another man's thick cum.

    "Look at me," she says.

    You exhale as you look. Arousal floods your body. Her hair is a bit messy. Her chest is flushed red. She's just been fucked. You heard it, but you didn't see it. Now, though, you can see the aftermath. You can feel the aftermath leaking out of her pussy and onto your cock, too. It's exquisite.

    "Do you want to cum?" she asks.

    You don't usually get to cum on nights like these. She prefers to make you wait, to make you feel every bit of your cuckolding, to deny you the pleasure you crave. "Yes, please."

    Your wife climbs off your cock. You look down and see that you're soaked in his cum. It's on your balls, too. It's humiliating, but it's a huge turn on for you. You're a cuckold, after all.

    She opens her nightstand and pulls out her most powerful vibrator. It's a personal massager, really, but it takes four D batteries and you've seen her use it. It's powerful and you assume that she's going to use it on her pussy while you're unlocked, that you're going to masturbate with your wife.

    She moves towards you. She cuddles up right next to you. She kisses your neck.

    "Sometimes I get wet when I think about keeping you in your cage on a permanent basis."

    The longest you've gone without a release - which usually lasts a handful of days, though sometimes longer - is a month. That felt impossible. Permanent would be impossible.

    She turns on her vibrator. Then she places it against your cage. You were prepared to argue with the idea of permanent chastity, but your ability to speak has been taken from you by the pleasure currently emanating from your loins.

    "It feels good, doesn’t it?" she asks softly. Her lips dance over your neck. She nibbles on your earlobe. She runs her tongue over the edge of your ear. All of it makes the vibrations feel even better.

    It does feel good. Better than good, in fact. What's more, it's entirely unexpected. Women masturbate with vibrators. That's how they so often cum. That's how many of your sexual partners prior to your wife have cum. That's how she almost always came while you fucked her. She'd hold a tiny bullet vibrator against her clit while you pumped away at her pussy and if you were lucky you'd cum together, though often you blew your load long before she got there. She doesn't have to use a vibrator with her bull, of course. He has the skill to make her cum with his cock. You don't have that skill, cuck.

    "Fuck," you finally say. "It's...fuck...it feels..."

    You moan loudly. She moves the vibrator over your caged cock. It makes contact with your balls, too. Your loins are filled with pleasure. It's astonishing.

    "I want you to cum for me," she says. "Cum while I use my toy on you. Cum like a woman does, cucky. Cum in your cage and then I'll never have to let you out."

    You groan. The idea is a little bit horrifying, but in your current state there's also a wealth of pleasure in the notion. You wish it didn't turn you on even more for her to threaten you with permanent chastity, but it does.

    She props herself up on one elbow. With the vibrator still against your cock, your wife frees one of her breasts from her bra. She inches closer and your lips encircle her nipple.

    "That's it, cucky," she says. "Mmm, that feels so good. Suck on my tit. Swirl your tongue around it. Cum like a cuck should. Cum in your cage. Cum like a girl while you suck on my tit."

    You're so close. Part of you doesn't want to cum because it feels like there are consequences attached to it. That part of you is going to lose this battle, though. You're going to cum. There's no avoiding it.

    You moan around her nipple. You keep sucking. You keep moving your tongue over her stiff flesh.

    Then you cum. The vibrations get you off. Your wife holds the toy against your cock as she vibrates you. You feel cum splashing on your thighs and stomach and balls. You feel your cock pulsing and jumping in the little cage.

    When you're done, she turns off her toy and kisses you with such depth that you can't help but fall deeper in love with her.

    Then the toy appears in front of you. It's covered in your cum and likely some of her bull's.

    "Lick it clean," she says.

    You take the toy. You lick it clean like some sort of perverted ice cream cone. You coat your tongue in the salty delight of semen and you do so while your wife uses her fingers to collect the cum from your stomach and legs and intermittently stuffs them in your mouth, feeding you every drop of your load.

    When you've finished your clean up, your beautiful wife takes her toy and sets it on her nightstand. Then she straddles your face without saying a word. She sits down and you put your tongue inside her.

    "Clean his mess," she says. "Clean a superior man's mess out of me."

    You clean without hesitation. You like doing this even after you've cum. You like that it reminds you of your place. You like that another man gets to cum inside her and that your role is to clean up his mess.

    "I'm going to keep you in your cage for a long, long time," she says. "I'll let you out for supervised cleanings, but otherwise your dick is going to stay locked up permanently. You'll have orgasms using my vibrator, but those will be sparing. A cuck doesn't deserve to cum all that often. You can, however, earn more frequent orgasms by being a good cuck. I'll let you figure out what that means, though."

    She begins to ride your face as you try and imagine what it would mean to be a good cuck. You're fairly certain it comes down to serving your wife and her bull in all matters.

    You can offer to chauffeur them so they don't have to drive and are free to fool around on the way to and from their dates.

    You can offer to take your wife lingerie shopping so she always has something new and sexy to wear for her bull.

    You can offer to take on more household chores so she has more time to see him.

    You can work harder, get promoted, and used the extra salary to send your wife and her bull on weekend trips together.

    As it turns out, there are lots of ways to be a good cuck and you're suddenly quite determined to pursue damn near all of them.

  
    Cumming Means Consuming

    Sam plunged his spoon into his cereal as he perused Twitter to see if anything interesting had happened overnight. He leaned forward to enjoy a scoop of his sweet, crunchy breakfast and paused as Claire stepped into the kitchen and headed for the refrigerator. Sam stared at his wife’s ass in the pink lace boyshort panties she’d worn to bed the night before. It took only an instant for his cock to stir to life at the sight of her utterly flawless backside.

    Claire pulled the half and half from the fridge and stood up, showing off her big, perky breasts as Sam remained still with the spoonful of cereal inches from his mouth. Nearly three weeks had passed since his last orgasm and the mere sight of her perfect breasts was enough to produce a half hard cock between his legs.

    “Good morning,” Claire said with a smile.

    “Babe, you’re killing me,” Sam replied.

    Claire offered a playful frown, shut the refrigerator, and slowly sauntered towards Sam with an exaggerated sway in her hips. “I’m killing you?” she asked. “Why is that?”

    Sam dropped his spoon into the cereal and sat back as his eyes moved from his wife’s breasts to her hips while lust continued to swirl between his legs. “You know how long it’s been,” he said.

    Claire set the half and half on the table and promptly straddled Sam. She moved her pussy over his crotch like she was giving a very friendly lap dance in a strip club. As much as he wanted to touch his wife, Sam kept his hands at his sides to avoid further arousal.

    “How long has it been?” Claire asked.

    “Three weeks,” Sam answered. “You know that.”

    Claire smiled. “I do,” she said. “I’m surprised you made it this long.”

    Sam’s cock was so hard it hurt. Claire was offering the equivalent of a little dry humping, but after three weeks without an orgasm it felt almost as good as sex would have. “Please, Claire, stop,” he said. He couldn’t believe he was telling his wife to stop trying to turn him on, but the words had left his lips numerous times over the past three weeks.

    Instead of stopping, Claire kissed Sam’s neck and moaned like his cock was inside her. “Mmmm, Sam,” she moaned in a voice laced with intense lust. “I can’t stop, baby. It feels so good.”

    Sam wanted to touch his wife. He wanted to grab her ass and squeeze it through the exquisite lace panties. He wanted to reach up and play with her tits. He wanted to indulge in every one of his desires, but instead he gripped the chair to hold back.

    “Baby, will you kiss my titties?” Claire asked. “I love it when you kiss my titties. Will you do that for me? Will you kiss them? Will you lick them? Will you suck on them?”

    Sam closed his eyes and said nothing. He didn’t want to engage. He didn’t want to pay the price of surrendering to his desires.

    Claire adjusted her body so her breasts were in Sam’s face. He felt the warm, impossibly soft flesh against his lips. He resolved to resist the urge to pleasure her, but the moment Claire’s nipple reached his lips Sam couldn’t resist.

    “That’s it, baby,” Claire said as Sam wrapped his lips around his wife’s nipple. He sucked gently on her erect flesh and she moaned while bouncing in his lap. Without her panties and his underwear between them, they would have been fucking. Sam would have been deep inside his wife’s wet pussy and he would have been barreling towards a blissful orgasm.

    “Do you want to fuck me, baby?” Claire asked. “Do you want me to take these panties off so you can fuck me? You can fuck me right here on the kitchen table. You can even bend me over if you want. You can bend me over and pound my pussy from behind if you want.”

    Sam said nothing. He knew Claire was making a genuine offer. He didn’t want to take her up on it, though. He didn’t want to pay the price that would come with having an orgasm.

    “Don’t you want to fuck me?” Claire asked.

    “Of course I do,” Sam answered. “You know I do.”

    Claire sat back and grabbed Sam’s hands. She placed them on her breasts and he couldn’t help but play with her perfect, perky flesh. “Then why don’t you?” she asked.

    “You know why,” Sam replied.

    Claire moaned and leaned back further. She moved her hips over his crotch, grinding into his stiff cock and keeping Sam in a place of wild desire. “You hate it that much?” she asked.

    “You know I do,” Sam answered.

    Claire smiled. She seemed to take great joy in the outcome of the rule she’d put in place a little over six months ago. “You know you’re going to crack eventually,” she said. “You always do. You can’t resist. Eventually you’ll fuck me. Eventually you’ll claim the orgasm you crave. Then you’ll clean up your mess like a good boy.”

    Sam felt the same revulsion he experienced every time he thought about eating his cum. It disgusted him in a way he couldn’t properly explain to his wife, though that only seemed to enhance her glee at making him clean up his mess each and every time he climaxed.

    “Claire, please, can we do away with this rule?” Sam begged. “It’s not fun for me. You know I hate eating my cum. You know it’s my least favorite thing in the world.”

    Claire pushed a hand into her panties and Sam looked down to see her fingers working her pussy. “That’s the fun part,” she said. “I knew you’d hate this rule when I made it. That’s why I made it. I knew you’d try to resist cumming. I knew I could have fun teasing you. I knew I could try and find ways to make you break, to get you to surrender to your natural desire to fuck your wife and cum inside her. I knew I could have all kinds of fun messing with you in the name of making you follow my rule once you’d had your orgasm.”

    Sam was about to say something when Claire pulled her fingers from her pussy. She held them up and they glistened with the wetness she’d found between her labia.

    “Would you like a taste?” she asked.

    Sam nodded and opened his mouth. He hated the taste of his cum, but he couldn’t get enough of Claire’s pussy, unless of course his load was dripping out of it. She fed him her fingers and Sam greedily sucked them clean, soaking up her sweet juices and listening to his wife moan.

    “Are you sure you won’t fuck me?” Claire asked before pulling her fingers from his mouth.

    “I’m sure,” Sam replied, resisting his urges once again.

    “Will you eat me out?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Sam replied.

    Claire stood up, took her panties off, pushed his bowl of cereal out of the way and sat on the kitchen table with her legs spread. Sam moved between them and put his tongue to work. Soon enough Claire’s moans filled the kitchen as he tended to her sexual needs and brought her to a long, loud, beautiful orgasm.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “Can you give me the night off?” Sam asked. Claire almost always teased him multiple times a day in the name of trying to get him to cum.

    “Sure,” she replied. “That’s all you’re getting, though. I know you’re close to breaking, Sam. I know you’re getting desperate. I know I’ll get you inside me soon enough. I know I’ll have you cleaning another load of your cum out of my pussy before long.”

    Sam felt a wave of revulsion pass over him and he thought the few bites of cereal he’d already taken might come back up. He knew Claire was right, though. Eventually, he’d break and he’d have to eat his cum once more.

    Sam returned from the bathroom to find his wife’s bar stool empty and a half-drunk cocktail resting on a napkin. He checked his phone to make sure he hadn’t missed a text from her and then scanned the crowded bar in search of Claire.

    It wasn’t until he focused on the dance floor that he spotted his wife’s blonde hair. It didn’t register as Claire at first, though, because she was dancing with another man. She was dancing rather intimately with him, in fact. It was an upbeat song, but their bodies were exceptionally close and Claire didn’t seem to mind that he let his hands wander over her hips and ass on several occasions.

    It wasn’t until Claire spun around and pressed her ass into the guy’s crotch that Sam felt truly alarmed, though. The guy took her friendliness as an invitation to put his hands on her waist and pull her even closer and just like that they were practically dry humping on the dance floor. The guy brushed Claire’s blonde hair aside and kissed her neck, eliciting a smile and what looked like a little bit of a moan.

    The guy’s hands slowly moved up Claire’s torso. Sam watched as another man seemed intent on grasping his wife’s breasts in the middle of a crowded bar. Claire made no attempt to stop him, either. His hands stopped right under her breasts, showing he had the good sense not to fully grope her with dozens of people all around.

    Claire seemed to like his touch, though, as she turned her head and looked at the man she was dancing so closely with. He seemed to interpret that as an invitation to kiss her, as his lips quickly found Claire’s. Sam’s heart pounded as he watched his wife welcome the other man’s kiss. He sat up straighter, but he made no move to depart the bar stool and stop what was unfolding on the dance floor.

    The kiss seemed to go on forever. Sam watched his wife open her mouth. He watched the other man’s tongue penetrate her. He watched Claire offer her tongue. He watched the other man take Claire’s breasts in his hands for a few moments and play with them through the thin material of her dress and the sexy lace bra she wore underneath.

    They danced, touched, and kissed until the song ended. Claire then whispered something to the guy and pulled out her phone. Sam was certain she was getting his number. Why would she want another guy’s number?

    Claire departed the dance floor and headed towards Sam as a new song started. The guy she’d danced with stared at her ass for a few seconds and then headed back to his friends, all of whom offered big smiles and high fives as they congratulated their friend on a job well done.

    “What was that?” Sam asked as Claire returned to her bar stool and took a long sip of her drink.

    She looked at him, smiled, and said, “It’s been a month since my husband fucked me and I’m getting a little desperate, so I figured I’d find someone else to satisfy me.”

    Sam studied his wife’s face for some indicator that she was kidding. He found none, though, and based on what she’d done on the dance floor – public foreplay, basically – he couldn’t help but wonder if she was actually serious.

    “His name is Ted,” she said. “And he’s got a big cock.”

    Sam’s eyes went wide. “What?”

    “I could feel it,” Claire said. “When we were kissing. I could feel it pressing into my ass. It’s big. Really big. I bet it would feel fucking great inside me.”

    “What are you doing, Claire?” Sam asked.

    “I have needs, Sam,” she replied. “And if you’re not willing to meet them, someone else will. All I have to do is give Ted a call and he’ll fuck me as many times as I want.”

    “This is crazy,” Sam said.

    Claire sipped the last of her drink, swallowed, and leaned closer to say, “You can solve my problem, baby. You just have to fuck me. I’d rather you were the one to satisfy me, but I know Ted’s up to the task. I’ll let him take me to his car or the bathroom if you don’t want to.”

    “You know I want to fuck you,” Sam said. “I just don’t want to…you know, do what I have to do afterwards.”

    Claire smiled. “I don’t care. I’m getting fucked tonight, Sam. It’s been a month. I’m sick of waiting for you to gather the courage to clean your load out of me. So I’m getting fucked tonight. If you won’t do it, Ted will. It’s up to you.”

    Sam couldn’t believe Claire was willing to take their game to this extent. He knew she found intense pleasure in teasing him and in making him eat his load – despite knowing how much he hated it – but this felt like too much.

    “I’ll fuck you,” Sam said. He wasn’t going to take the chance that Claire was actually serious. He was going to fuck her and clean up his mess. At least he’d get to have a great orgasm before the revolting experience of eating his cum.

    Claire smiled, took his hand, and dragged Sam off the bar stool and towards the exit. They headed for the car and when Sam reached for the front door she said, “No. Get in the backseat. I need it right now.”

    Sam got in the backseat and Claire followed. They kissed as she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He was hard in her hand in just a few moments.

    “Fuck that feels good,” Sam said as Claire smiled.

    “Yeah? I bet this will feel even better,” she replied before dropping her head into his lap and taking Sam’s cock into her mouth.

    Sam moaned as heat and wetness enveloped his dick. He knew a month without an orgasm was bound to enhance his pleasure, but it felt like the best blowjob he’d ever received.

    “Oh, fuck, Claire, that’s incredible,” Sam said.

    Claire’s hand began to move up and down his shaft in concert with her mouth. She sucked harder and moaned, sending delightful vibrations down his shaft. Sam’s entire pelvis felt like it was alive with wondrous pleasure.

    “Oh, shit,” Sam said in a panic. “Claire, stop, it’s…I’m…”

    He came in her mouth. Claire moaned and kept her lips sealed around his shaft as Sam’s cock erupted and poured hot cum onto her tongue. Sam felt his toes curl in his shoes and he closed his eyes as a delightful sense of lightheadedness overtook him.

    Claire sat up and Sam felt the pleasure of his orgasm dissipate as he considered what was about to happen. There was no avoiding it. He was about to receive a load of his cum directly from his wife’s mouth.

    Claire leaned closer and put a hand on the back of his head. She pressed her lips against his and Sam opened his mouth as he knew his wife expected him to. Her lips parted and cum flowed onto his tongue.

    Sam groaned in displeasure. He hated the taste of his cum. He hated the consistency. Most of all he hated – despised, really – the idea that he was eating his own load. He’d never been able to explain why, he just knew that he hated it more than anything.

    “Swallow,” Claire said after transferring all of Sam’s load from her mouth to his. “Swallow right now.”

    Sam swallowed and almost immediately retched. He took deep breaths to try and control his stomach and prevent vomiting.

    “Good boy,” Claire said.

    Sam’s eyes were watering and his stomach churned as he looked up at his wife.

    “Unfortunately, I didn’t get what I needed,” she said.

    “I’m sorry,” Sam replied.

    “It’s okay,” Claire said. “Next time, though, don’t wait a full month before you give in to your desire to cum. Do it a little quicker.”

    Sam nodded. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to do that – he felt ill from having to eat his load – but he would try.

    Claire leaned closer and kissed him on the cheek. She opened the car door and gracefully exited the backseat.

    “Where are you going?” Sam asked.

    Claire laughed. “I’m going to get what I need. Assuming Ted drove here, I’m going to fuck him in his car. If not, we’ll use ours, so you might want to clear out unless you want to watch someone else fuck me.”

    “Claire, wait, you can’t do this,” Sam said as he tucked his cock back into his pants and moved towards the door.

    “I can, and I’m going to,” she replied. “This is your fault, Sam, not mine. You could have fucked me weeks ago. You chose not to, though, because you didn’t want to eat your load. That’s okay, but there’s a price to pay. You don’t get to stop me, though. You made a choice, after all. Now I’m making a choice. If I were you I’d wait in the bar until Ted and I are finished, but it’s up to you.”

    Claire walked away and Sam’s shoulders sank in defeat as he watched her head towards the bar’s entrance. Soon enough she’d be walking out with another man. Soon enough she’d be fucking another man. If only Sam hadn’t been so afraid to eat his load. If only he’d been willing to endure the great displeasure of consuming his cum. He could have stopped all of it.

    Sam got out of the car and headed for the bar. Claire was right. He didn’t want to be around while she was fucking someone else. Sam passed by her and Ted on his way in. He had his hand on Claire’s ass. He gave it a good squeeze as they headed towards his truck. Soon enough they’d be fucking. Sam headed for the bar and ordered a strong drink to wash down the taste of his cum and to try and wash away the thought of his wife taking someone else’s cock.

    Sadly, it didn’t work, so all Sam could do was sit at the bar and imagine another man fucking his wife. It was a miserable experience, but Sam couldn’t help but think that Claire had gotten exactly what she wanted. There was no way he’d wait that long before cumming again. He was going to see to her needs even if it meant eating his load a lot more often than he wanted. That was a far better outcome than Claire fucking other guys, so it was the only outcome that made sense.

  
    Cumming on Her Strapon

    Click here to read the previous stories in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

    
      
    

    "How many times do you think you've seen me cum on his cock?"

    She asks the question with a distinctly naughty twinkle in her eye and a sly smile on her face. She's up to something.

    "I don't know. A hundred, maybe?"

    That seems about right. He's been her bull for nearly a year. You don't watch every time they fuck, but you've watched a whole bunch of times and she almost always cums more than once.

    "It's your favorite thing, right?"

    "It is," you answer.

    "It's my favorite thing, too. He really does make me cum like no one else ever has. I just get so lost in the pleasure of having him inside me. And when I cum it's like...it's like a volcano is erupting between my legs. It's just incredible."

    You're not sure what she's doing - maybe her bull's coming over for a surprise visit - but you're enjoying yourself. She looks exquisite in her bra and panties and her body already seems alive with arousal. You reach out and run your fingers over her taut stomach, caressing her smooth, warm skin as she looks at you and lets out a soft moan.

    "Sometimes, though, I wonder what it's like to be him," she says.

    "What do you mean?"

    Your wife rolls onto her side and reaches out to caress your cock. She kisses your neck and strokes you slowly, luring you into an erect state before nibbling on your earlobe and whispering, "Sometimes I wonder what it's like to have a cock. To fuck someone with that cock. To watch your cock disappear inside them. To listen to them moan as you fuck them. To be the one doing the fucking."

    She sounds genuinely fascinated with the idea and you're a little surprised to find that her whispered words have stirred something inside you, leading to your dick growing quite stiff in her hand.

    "I don't have to wonder, though."

    "You don't?" you ask.

    She smiles, shakes her head, and kisses you softly. "No, I don't. I can just fuck you."

    Your body tightens. Your eyes go wide. Her grip on your cock gets a little stronger as she continues to stroke you slowly.

    "There's no need to panic. I'll be gentle. I'll make it feel good. I'll fuck you good, baby," she whispers.

    You feel like your head is swimming. The slow handjob feels good, but there's a real sense of panic coursing through you at the idea of being fucked. You've never been fucked. You've never wanted to be fucked. You're not even entirely sure what your wife is talking about.

    "I want to make you cum like he makes me cum," she continues. "I want to make you cum on my cock."

    She's so seductive it almost sounds like a thrilling notion.

    "I'll be right back," she says.

    Your wife gets out of the bed and saunters towards the closet. Her ass looks perfect in those panties and your loins are flooded with desire, though you're not sure if it's simply because it's been a week since you've cum and you're horny as hell or because your wife is determined to fuck you, which is both kinky and terrifying.

    A few minutes pass before your wife emerges from the closet. She's wearing a tight black lace bodysuit that makes her look sexy and just a little bit elegant. She's wearing something else, too.

    "What do you think?" she asks.

    You stare at her crotch. At her cock.

    "It's beautiful, isn't it?"

    It's sizable. Bigger than your dick, though smaller than her bull's, thankfully. It's got a slight upward curve and a flared head and the shaft is smooth. She's wearing a simple harness with it and while you're not sure you'd call it beautiful, there's something oddly enrapturing about the sight of your wife with a cock protruding from her pelvis.

    She takes the cock in her hand and strokes it slowly. She looks down at her dick and seems utterly enamored with it. When she looks back at you there's a delighted smile on her face.

    "I bought it a few weeks ago," she says. "I didn't yet have the courage to ask if I could fuck you, but I tried it on a bunch of times. I would stare at myself in the mirror and stroke it. I fucked myself with a few times, too. It's exquisite. You're going to love it. I promise."

    She approaches the bed and you feel your pulse quicken. It seems inevitable that your wife's cock is going to end up inside you.

    "You don't have to be scared," she says. "I told you, I'm going to fuck you good, baby. I'm going to make it feel good. I'm going to make you cum all over my cock."

    She seems so confident that she can actually do that. You don't share her confidence.

    Your wife stops next to the bed and holds out her hand. "Come. Get on your knees for me."

    She wraps her fingers around her cock and strokes it slowly. You stare and once more your loins stir in a surprising fashion. You know it's because you're thinking about what's going to happen when you get on your knees and for some reason it excites you.

    You get out of the bed. You fall to your knees. You look up at your wife. You see her stroking her cock. You see her body looking so utterly flawless in the bodysuit. You see her lips curl into a smile.

    "It's different from your knees, isn't it?" she asked.

    You nod.

    "To be down there and looking up at someone as they stroke their cock. It's different. It's exciting though, isn't it?"

    You offer no answer.

    "I certainly find it exciting to be on my knees in front of him. To see him stroking his cock. To see it swell up with desire. To know that he intends on putting his cock in my mouth. That he intends on having me suck his beautiful cock, that he wants me to use my mouth to pleasure him," she says.

    You love hearing her talk about her bull like that, about how much she enjoys pleasuring him. It always arouses you to hear that your wife enjoys sucking his cock.

    "The other end of this toy is inside me," she says. "Even stroking it feels good as it penetrates me and rubs against my clit. I could cum like this, just standing here and masturbating my cock while looking down at my cuck husband."

    She closes her eyes and moans as her fingers move up and down her cock at an impressive pace. Then, they stop and she looks down at you.

    "That's not what I want, though. I want to cum while I'm inside you, my darling. I want to see my cock disappear into your ass before I cum. I want to see you cumming all over my beautiful dick before I have my orgasm. I want to tend to your pleasure with my dick just like my bull tends to my pleasure with his. And that's precisely what will happen tonight. Before that happens, though, I want you to suck my cock."

    She steps closer, takes the base of her cock in her hand, and rubs the head over your lips.

    "Open up for me," she says. "Offer me your mouth, just like I offer him my mouth when he wants it. Show me that you're just as dedicated to my pleasure as I am to his. Show me that you're an eager cocksucker, just like I am for my bull."

    You part your lips as you think of the blowjobs your wife has given her bull. She takes him in her mouth almost every time they see each other. Sometimes it's a quick blowjob before they fuck and sometimes she sucks until he's flooded her mouth with his cum, which she always swallows. There's no question she's an eager cocksucker for him. It seems to be something she takes pride in and it's absolutely something he loves about her. What man wouldn't?

    "Suck my cock, baby," she says.

    It feels so good to hear her say that. Does it feel the same way for her when he says it?

    You take her in your mouth. You suck on her cock like you've seen her do so many times for her bull. She puts a hand on the back of your head and applies gentle pressure. It feels good, especially when she moans because of the pleasure your cocksucking offers.

    "Mmm, that feels so good, baby," she says with a smile. "You're being such a good cocksucker for me."

    Your dick is hard. Your balls are tingling in the way they do when you're hugely turned on. Your wife has flipped the script on you. She's taken on the role of the man and put you in the woman's place and for some reason it feels fantastic.

    "Can you take it deeper for me?"

    You nod and try your best to take her cock deeper. She moans as you do so. It must feel good. You must be offering her pleasure.

    "Oh, that's really good. Fuck, baby, when it hits your throat it feels so fucking good."

    You've watched your wife try and deepthroat her bull. He's too big for her to fully accomplish that task, but you've watched her try and you've seen the pleasure on his face. Now you can see it on her face. You can see her enjoying taking on the role of the one getting the blowjob.

    Your eyes are watering as she pulls out and strokes her cock, which is now completely soaked in your saliva. She reaches down and slips two fingers into your mouth. You suck on them while staring up at her and you see that her eyes are alive with pleasure.

    "You have no idea how turned on I am," she says. "How badly I want to fuck you."

    Her fingers move in and out of your mouth and there's something intensely erotic about it, especially when paired with her continued cock stroking and her stated desire to fuck you.

    "Get in the bed," she says. "On your back."

    You stand and crawl into the bed. You roll onto your back and your wife retrieves a bottle of lube from the nightstand. She pops the top and crawls between your legs. She sits back on her knees and pours the lube down the entire length of her cock.

    Your wife wraps her fingers around her shaft and strokes slowly, coating it in the lubrication and filling the bedroom with the distinct sounds of male masturbation. She's not a man, though. She's a beautiful woman with a cock. A cock that she's going to fuck you with.

    She spreads more lube onto her fingers and grabs your cock. She strokes you just like she stroked herself. The lube makes it intensely pleasurable and you close your eyes and moan. She delivers a few more wondrous strokes and then grasps your balls, coating them in lube. She rubs your taint, too, and then her fingers move a little further south and find their way between your ass cheeks.

    "Oh, fuck," you say as a little bit of ass play brings with it a wealth of pleasure. Maybe it's the lube, maybe it's her delicate touch, maybe it's the renewed sound of her stroking the cock she's promised to fuck you with. Whatever the reason, it feels good and you're suddenly awash in an unexpected level of arousal.

    "It feels good, doesn't it?" she asks.

    You look at your wife and nod. "Yes."

    She couldn't be happier. She inches forward and pulls her fingers from between your ass cheeks. The head of her cock takes their place. She rubs it over your asshole and you tighten up. She takes your lubed cock in her hand and strokes you slowly. The pleasure makes your asshole relax.

    Your wife leans forward a little and head of her cock slips into your asshole. You groan and your anus tightens around it. She doesn't move. She's inside you now. You have a cock in your ass. Your wife's cock.

    "Fuck," she says softly while rubbing your slick balls. "Baby, I want to fuck you so badly. I want to make you feel good. I want to make you feel the things he makes me feel. I want you to surrender your body to me like I do for him. I want you to give me your ass. I want you to open up to me, let me take you, fill you, fuck you."

    She slides deeper into your ass. She strokes your cock and teases your balls. The deeper she goes, the more you relax. You realize that there's no fighting it. You're getting fucked. Your wife is taking on the role of the penetrator and you're becoming the penetrated. The roles have been reversed.

    She bottoms out inside you. She leans forward and kisses you. Her tongue swirls in your mouth as her cock remains deep in your ass. You've been filled. Fucked. Penetrated. Stuffed with cock.

    "It feels so good to be inside you," she says. "To have you on your back with your legs spread. To have you so vulnerable, so open to me. It feels good to take you, to fuck you, to fill you, baby."

    You're getting caught up in it. You're giving yourself over to it. She pulls out and thrusts back in while kissing you. She fucks you as her tongue invades your mouth. She moans and you remember that it feels good for her, that her pussy and clit are enjoying the stimulation of fucking you. That makes it feel even better for you and you moan into your wife's mouth.

    "Fuck me," you say.

    "Yeah?" she asks.

    "Yes, fuck me. Please."

    She kisses you as her cock moves in and out of your ass. Her thrusts are longer and deeper as she pulls out almost entirely before filling you again. You're getting fucked. You're on your back in your bed and your wife is fucking you. She's a natural at it, too. In and out. In and out. Your asshole tingles. Every deep thrust brings with it a touch of pleasure that makes you wonder if she's stimulating your prostate.

    "Harder," you say as it begins to feel better and better. "Please, fuck me harder."

    "Such a good boy," she says.

    You moan. It feels so good to hear her say that. She fucks you harder. Her body is on top of yours. Your cock is caught between your stomach and hers and there's a surprisingly pleasurable level of friction as she rubs her body against yours. Pleasurable enough that you might actually cum.

    "Faster," you say.

    She kisses your neck. She nibbles on your earlobe. She grunts and groans from the exertion of fucking you. Her breathing gets heavier. It sounds like she's nearing her climax, like she's going to cum while fucking you.

    "You can feel it, can't you?" she asks. "You can feel how fucking good it is to get fucked, how good it feels to surrender yourself to someone with a big, beautiful cock, can't you?"

    "Yes. Fuck, yes!"

    "Do you want me to pound you, baby? Do you want me to pound you like he pounds me?" she asks.

    "Yes!"

    She delivers a harder, faster kind of fucking. She pounds you like he pounds her. She pounds you like you've watched him pound her pussy so many times.

    "I'm close!" you cry out.

    "Cum for me," she says. "Cum like a good little cuck. Cum while I fuck your ass with my fat dick. Cum while I pound you, baby. Cum while I pound you like a cuck and put you in your place!"

    "I'm cumming!"

    She fucks you harder. Her breathing is ragged and heavy. She closes her eyes. You spurt cum all over your stomach as she arches her back, rolls her head towards the ceiling, and unleashes a deep moan. She buries her dick inside you and she cums. She cums with you. She cums while inside you.

    You know she can't actually fill you with cum, but for some reason you get turned on at the idea of your wife blowing her load in your ass. You get turned on at the idea of being seeded by her, of her cock expelling its seed like she's marking you, making you hers, the way her bull does when he cums in her pussy.

    She collapses on top of you after her orgasm. Her body is pressed against yours and her lingerie is no doubt covered in cum. You like feeling her pressed against you, though. You like her heavy breathing. You like that she can't seem to hold herself up because she expended so much energy fucking you.

    You hold your wife close. You kiss her neck and cheeks. You wrap your legs around her. It's everything she does after her bull cums inside her and it feels good to do the same thing after she's cum inside you.

    "That was really good," you say.

    She pushes herself up and looks down into your eyes. "Yeah?"

    You nod.

    She leans down and gives you a soft kiss. "Good, because I enjoyed the hell out of that and I intend on doing it a lot more often in the future. I can't wait to see what it feels like to take you from behind or to have you ride my dick. We're going to have so much fun with my new toy."

    You're pretty sure she means that the dildo is the new toy, but it's entirely possible she's talking about you. You're not sure you'd object to being her toy - her fuck toy - given how good your orgasm just was.

    "I can't wait," you say.

    You're rewarded with another kiss and this one is especially deep and passionate. You hold her close again. You want her to stay inside you, just like she wants her bull to stay inside her pussy after he's fucked her to an especially good orgasm.

    She was right. She did fuck you good. She did make you feel good. She did show you what it's like to get fucked by someone with a beautiful big cock.

    You're already looking forward to the next time.

  
    Cumming While Another Man Fucks Your Wife

    Click here to read the previous parts of the 'Ways to Make Him Cum Series.'

    Your wife is naked in your bed.

    The lingerie she wore for her bull is on the floor around you after she tossed it your way, doing so piece by piece as they stripped each other naked while you watched from your knees.

    Her body is covered in a thin sheen of sweat from the vigorous fucking she's already taken. The same can be said for his.

    Her chest heaves with each deep breath she takes. She runs her fingers over the dampness on her forehead and through her hair before sitting up on her elbow and taking her bull's stiff, slick cock in her hand and stroking him slowly.

    Then your wife looks at you. "Would you like to cum, my love?"

    "More than anything," you answer with a nod. Watching her get fucked to two orgasms has left you with an almost overwhelming desire to cum. The fact that you haven't been given a release in more than a week has only deepened the desperation you feel.

    She smiles, kisses her bull in a deep, passionate manner and then looks at you and says, "I think you deserve an orgasm. You've been such a good husband all week and such a good cuckold tonight that you absolutely deserve to cum."

    The anticipatory joy of an orgasm fills your body and it's almost better than the real thing.

    "Have you enjoyed watching him fuck me?"

    "Yes," you answer.

    "And what's your favorite part?"

    The answer comes to you without hesitation. "Watching you cum while he's inside you. Seeing how hard he makes you cum. How much harder he makes you cum than I do."

    It's true. It's always been true. There's no question he makes her cum harder than you do. It's the reason she's still with him. Why would she move on from a man that provides her with the most intense orgasms of her life.

    "You're such a good cuckold," she says. "I know it's hard for you sometimes. Hard to watch your wife have an incredible orgasm with another man's cock inside her. I know it turns you on, too, but I know it can be difficult and I love that you've always been so good about encouraging me to pursue my pleasure with him. That's why you deserve a good orgasm tonight."

    Your wife kisses her bull's neck and then slowly works her way down his body. She lets her lips linger against his chest, his stomach, and the area just above his pubic hair. Your pulse quickens as she nears his cock and you feel intense pleasure as she takes his dick in her mouth and closes her eyes while offering him the kind of pleasure you haven't received since they first got together.

    "Oh, fuck," he says.

    Her hands encircle his balls and she plays with them while sucking his cock. She moans, offering a little extra pleasure to the thick, throbbing dick that's stretching her lips. She strokes his shaft as her mouth moves up and down and you're enthralled to get to watch such a beautiful show.

    Your wife makes an impressive attempt to deepthroat him. Her throat bulges as his cock enters it and you watch as she fights off her gag reflex in the name of pleasuring her bull. You hear him groan from the pleasure of being in such a tight, confined space and when she pulls off his cock it’s coated in a thin layer of her spit. She grasps his shaft and strokes slowly while smiling at you with a bit of saliva dripping from her lower lip.

    "I want you to cum while he's inside me," she says. "I want you to cum while you watch his big cock give me yet another orgasm. Would you like that, my love?"

    You nod. "More than anything."

    Your wife smiles, sits up on her knees, and straddles her bull in reverse cowgirl. Her pert ass is facing him and you have the pleasure of staring at her lean body and her perky tits as she grabs his cock, rests the head against her lower stomach, and strokes him while holding your gaze.

    "Crawl into the bed, my love," she says.

    You crawl into the bed and between her bull's legs. Your wife beckons you closer and as you near her she lifts her hips and guides his cock inside her. You watch her eyes go wide and her lips part to unleash a low moan as he fills her, as he stretches her, as he reaches depths inside her that your cock can't approach.

    "Does he feel good inside you?" you ask.

    She bites her lower lip and nods while sinking down so every inch of her bull's dick is buried in the warm, wet confines of her pussy.

    "Come here," your wife says.

    You crawl close enough that your knees brush against his thighs. You feel the warmth of your wife's breath against your face as she slowly rides her bull. She takes one of your hands and places it on her breast.

    "Your touch feels so good," she whispers. "Especially when he's inside me. Play with my tits, baby. Play with my tits while I ride his gorgeous, perfect, massive cock."

    You play with your wife's tits as instructed. You fondle them. You caress them. You gently roll her nipples between your fingers in the way you know she loves. You watch her pleasure deepen as she continues her slow-paced ride on the cock that has given her so many orgasms since she first slept with her bull.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    You lean in. Your lips meet hers. They're wet and soft and her tongue snakes into your mouth. You picture her lips around his dick. You picture her giving him a blowjob and moaning. Now those lips are against yours. Now the tongue that danced over the head of his cock is dancing inside your mouth. Your body hums with beautiful pleasure and your dick throbs.

    "He's so deep inside me," she whispers with her lips achingly close to yours. "His beautiful cock is so deep in my pussy, in your wife's pussy."

    "Does it feel better than when I'm inside you?" you ask.

    She smiles. "Yes. There's no comparison, my love. He feels so much better than you. He's longer and thicker and he can last so much longer than you. He fucks me so much better than you."

    Those last words are delivered as she takes your cock in her hand and strokes you slowly. You're so alive with desire that her touch sets off fireworks of pure delight along your shaft, into your balls, and through your loins. It's especially potent when she touches the head of your throbbing dick and your body shudders with pleasure as you moan in a largely unintelligible manner from the sheer pleasure of it.

    She smiles. She always smiles when giving you pleasure. She loves to make her cuckold feel good. She loves to shower you in the same sort of pleasure she feels when her bull's cock is inside her.

    "I love you," you say without thinking about it. Sometimes the words just spill from your lips when you're in the throes of an evening of cuckold pleasure.

    "I love you too," she replies.

    You kiss again. This time her tongue deeply invades your mouth. It dances aggressively with yours and she strokes your cock a little faster, producing wave after wave of pleasure and a steady stream of precum that soon coats your shaft from top to bottom.

    "Play with my clit," she whispers.

    You run your fingers down your wife's stomach and between her legs. You find her clit with the tip of your middle finger and feel his shaft moving in and out of her. There's something wonderfully naughty about a hint of incidental contact with his cock and you moan as she kisses you again.

    You rub your wife's clit while she rides her bull. You enhance her pleasure, which you like to consider your primary directive as her cuckold. After all, her pleasure and satisfaction is of the utmost importance to you.

    "Should I let him cum inside me?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    "I was hoping you'd say that," your wife replies. "I want you to cum at the same time he does. I want my cuckold to cum as my bull cums in my pussy. That would turn you on, wouldn't it? You spurting your load all over my stomach while he gets the pleasure of spurting his load deep in my warm, wet cunt?"

    You very nearly cum but your wife releases your cock from her grasp. It's difficult to speak, so you nod in answer to her question. She offers a smile and begins to ride her bull's cock faster. You hear the sound of her body dropping onto his. You hear him give her ass a few smacks and delight at the way she moans when he does so.

    "I want you to clean up afterwards," she says with lust in her voice. "If I make you cum, I want you to lick it off of me afterwards. Will you do that?"

    "Yes. I'd love to clean you."

    She rides him faster. She strokes you faster. You rub her clit faster. The three of you are going to cum together and it's going to be a moment of pure, perfect sexual bliss.

    "I'm close," she says.

    "Me too," her bull adds before smacking her ass once more.

    Your wife smiles. She already knows you're close. She doesn't need to ask. She can see it on your face and feel it in the stiffness of your cock. You're just a few good strokes away from cumming and she's in total control of your orgasmic pleasure.

    "Cum inside me," your wife says as she holds your gaze. "Cum in my pussy while my cuck watches."

    You hear him groan. She rides him faster. He smacks her ass. She stares into your eyes the entire time. Her lips part and she moans too. You're rubbing her clit furiously and she's about to have an orgasm.

    "He feels so much better inside me than your cock ever has, my love," she says.

    Your loins tense up. Your cock swells in her hand.

    "He fucks me so much better than you do," she adds.

    You cum. She smiles and then rolls her head towards the ceiling and cums. He cums too. He cums deep inside her. You all cum together and it's every bit as blissful as you'd hoped it would be.

    Your body shudders as thick ropes of semen launch from the head of your cock and land on her stomach. Some of it drips down into her pubic hair, some falls onto the bed, some falls onto her bull's thighs. You make a wondrous mess and you can't help but think about the fact that he's cumming inside her, that he was granted that privilege while you got to cum on her.

    Your legs are trembling by the time you finish cumming. Your wife's whole body seems to be trembling from the sheer pleasure of her climax. Her fingers dance over the head of your cock, sending aftershocks of pleasure through your loins. You're not certain, but you think she finds delight in maintaining a certain level of control over you even after you've cum.

    Your wife releases your cock and reaches back to rest her hands on her bull's chest. You look down and see her stomach glazed with your cum. You see his thick cock still inside her. You see that some of your cum has landed on his balls and the base of his shaft. You see that some of his cum has already started leaking out of her.

    "Are you ready to clean up?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "Are you sure?"

    She doesn't want to make you do something you don't want to do and she knows that sometimes the lust fades away after you've cum. You love her for checking in to make sure you're still interested.

    "Yes, I'm sure," you reply.

    Her bull reaches up and takes her tits in his hands. She closes her eyes and moans at his gentle, confident touch. You lean down and run your tongue through the cum on her stomach. The salty taste fills your mouth and the viscous fluid coats your cheeks. You swallow and feel your wife's hand on the back of your head as she moans.

    "Such a good boy," she says softly. "Such a good cuckold. So eager to make me happy. So eager to put my pleasure above your own. I love that about you."

    You look up and see her smiling. "Your pleasure matters most," you say. "Yours and his."

    You clean her stomach. It takes some time to get all of it, but you do your job as a cuckold and you make sure not a drop of your cum is on her taut, smooth skin. You lick up the drops that found their way to her thighs. You drop down and lick the cum off the bed sheets, too, doing as thorough a job as possible.

    "There's more, isn't there?" she asks after you've finished licking your load off the sheets.

    You nod. "On his balls and the base of his cock."

    She smiles and then a soft moan escapes her lips. You know why. You know your wife loves when you're willing to do something naughty for her, when you're eager to be a dirty little cuckold.

    She doesn't need to ask. You take one of his testicles in your mouth and suck the cum off of it. The smell of sex fills your nose. A faintly unpleasant taste - in addition to the cum - dances on your tongue, but you don't care. That makes it hotter.

    "Oh, fuck," your wife says. "Baby, that's so hot."

    That's why you did it. You recognize the tone in her voice. The lust. You know you can make her cum again. You know she's so turned on by your willingness to suck his balls clean that you can give her yet another orgasm.

    You suck both of his balls clean. You then lick and suck the cum off the base of his shaft. Some of his seed has mixed with yours. You clean it all and swallow eagerly.

    "Can I lick your clit?" you ask.

    She nods. "Yes."

    You turn your attention to your wife's clit. You lick and suck on it. When more of his cum leaks out, you suck it up and make sure that she sees it on your tongue before you swallow. In that moment you are a good cuckold. A very good cuckold. You are focused on your wife's pleasure above all else.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" she cries out.

    You rub her clit gently while watching her pussy pulse around his cock. You see more of his cum leak out of her and you lick it up. She moans deeper while you're doing so and you imagine that you've just increased the pleasure of her climax.

    "Fuck, baby, that was amazing," she says after her climax.

    "It was my pleasure," you reply.

    She looks down at you, smiles, and runs her fingers through your hair.

    "I love you," she says.

    "I love you too."

    Your wife sits up straight and you share a deep kiss while her bull's cock is still inside her.

    "Thank you for the orgasm," you say.

    She smiles. "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure."

    You feel like the luckiest cuckold in the world.

  
    Cumming While You Clean Her Messy Pussy

    This is the latest entry in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series. Click the link to read the previous stories.

    ---

    Your wife and her bull tend to fuck for a long time. That's mostly because she's multi-orgasmic, so she can cum over and over and over again while his cock is inside her. He happens to have exceptional control over his climax, so he fucks your wife as long as she can take it before finally unleashing his load inside her.

    There was a time when you struggled with this fact. You see, you're someone that cums rather quickly. Usually less than five minutes. Sometimes less than two minutes. Sometimes - if it's been a while since you've had an orgasm - you'll cum in less than a minute.

    For years your wife acted like she didn't mind that you sometimes came quickly. "I like it, actually," she used to say. "It just proves that you're really, really into me. It makes me feel sexy when you cum so quickly."

    That was probably true, or at least partly true. Then, somewhere along the way, you found the courage to confess your fantasy to your wife. To confess that you've always thought it would be hot to watch her have sex with someone else.

    It took her some time to warm up to your fantasy. It takes most women some time to warm up to a fantasy like that. In the months after sharing your naughty desire there was a bit of dirty talk during sex and when you'd masturbate together. She'd utter a few words about you watching her fuck someone else and you'd cum so hard. She always had a smile on her face after you'd cum, which made it seem like she was at least a little bit into the idea of sleeping with someone else.

    Then, one day, she said, "Do you think we could find someone that could last longer?"

    At first you weren't sure what she was talking about. "Sorry, last longer?"

    Your wife looked away for a few seconds, ran her hands down the front of her dress in the way she sometimes does when she's nervous, and then looked back at you and asked, "That thing you're into. If we did it, if I did it, could we find someone that lasts longer than you?"

    A few seconds later it dawned on you that she was talking about your cuckold fantasy. A few seconds after that you realized that she was also expressing a gentle sense of dissatisfaction with your inability to last very long.

    "You want...you want someone that could...that could fuck you longer than I can?"

    She nodded.

    You inched closer to your wife and took her hand in yours. "Of course we could find someone like that."

    "It doesn't bother you that I want that?"

    You took her hand and pulled it between your legs. You pressed her fingers against your erection, which had sprouted mere moments after your wife confessed that you don't last long enough.

    "I know it's probably weird," you said, "but it turns me on that you want that."

    She stroked your cock through your pants. She leaned in to kiss you. It was a far deeper kiss than you'd expected.

    You kissed her neck and ran your hand between her legs. You rubbed her pussy through her jeans and she moaned, which in turn made your dick even harder. She was into it. She was doing more than simply considering your fantasy. She'd actually thought about it and it seemed like there was a chance she'd be willing to embrace it.

    "Can I go down on you?" you asked.

    She nodded.

    You pushed her dress up around her waist. You removed her panties. You got on your knees. She spread her legs and you pulled her hips forward until her pussy was at the edge of the couch.

    "I'd love to help you find someone," you said. "Someone to...someone to fuck you better than I do."

    You went to work on her clit and your wife closed her eyes and arched her back. She moaned. You slipped two fingers inside her. She moaned louder as you rubbed her g-spot.

    You made her cum hard that night. You made her cum multiple times, too, and remained on your knees between her legs throughout. Afterwards, she agreed to set up an account on a dating app. Over the next few days you worked on her profile and took some pictures.

    Your wife gave you the responsibility of finding a guy for her. You screened guys on the app. You did a lot of chatting. You met a few guys in person. You picked one you thought she might like and the two of you had coffee with him.

    You and your wife started out sitting on the same side of the table. Halfway through she switched to the other side. A few minutes later they were sharing their first kiss while you sat there with a remarkable erection in your pants.

    A few weeks later that man fucked your wife for the first time. You rented a hotel room. You watched from the desk chair. You did so while fully clothed and you refrained from masturbating at your wife's request. She had four orgasms with his cock inside her. They worked through a trio of sexual positions and then worked through them all over again. They finished with her on top. Watching them cum at the same time was - at that point - the most thrilling sexual experience of your life.

    Then, when he went to the bathroom to shower, your wife gave you a handjob as she whispered into your ear about how good it felt to get fucked by someone that lasted so much longer than you do. That became the most thrilling sexual experience of your life and the orgasm that came with it was far and away the most intense you could remember experiencing.

    Your wife and her lover - now you both call him her bull - have fucked regularly since that first night. Sometimes life gets in the way and they go a few weeks without seeing each other, but they typically have sex once or twice a week. Every so often they go away for a weekend and fuck like rabbits. Usually they go alone, but you've been invited once and it was an experience you'll never forget.

    You watch about half the time. You love to watch. It's your favorite thing to witness your wife's sexual pleasure with another man's cock inside her. You love seeing her cum. You love seeing them cum together.

    Over time, the relationship has evolved. He spends the night every once in a while. They sometimes go on dates. They're not quite a couple - more like fuck buddies that sometimes hang out - but they've gotten more intimate as the months have gone by.

    Thankfully, both your wife and her bull are invested in your pleasure as well as their own. They like to let you watch. They like to let you participate from time to time. Your wife will sometimes interact with you as he's fucking her and she often looks over at you and smiles. Sometimes she talks dirty to you while he's inside her. Sometimes she'll have you hold her hand while he's pounding her pussy. You even get to kiss her when he takes her from behind.

    Recently they took their intimacy to a greater level by forgoing condoms. They both got tested. He promised that your wife would be the only woman he'd fucked, though that had already been the case for several months since she's become an expert at satisfying his sexual desires.

    You were invited to watch the first time they had unprotected sex. You were at the foot of the bed as he fucked her missionary style and came inside her after giving your wife half a dozen orgasms. Your mouth was agape and your dick hard as a rock as you watched his cock pulse and his balls twitch in their sack while he filled her pussy with cum.

    Being cuckolded was so much more exciting once he started cumming inside her. You thought it would be, but the pleasure of it exceeded your expectations.

    Every part of it was thrilling. Watching him slide into her without a condom on. Hearing her encourage him to cum inside her. Watching him cum inside her. Watching his cum leak out of her after he'd pulled out and they'd cuddled up together.

    It wasn't long before a common cuckold fantasy took hold in your brain. It was no more than a few weeks after they'd begun fucking bareback that you found yourself wondering what it would be like to lick his cum out of her.

    You were on your knees at the foot of the bed the first time the thought occurred to you. Your dick was hard. You were stroking it - by that point you were permitted to masturbate while they fucked as long as you didn't cum - and you were struck by an intense desire to put your tongue inside her and bathe your taste buds in his semen.

    You kept the idea to yourself. It felt too embarrassing to share with your wife. You feared that she might find the idea utterly horrifying and that she might think less of you.

    Then, to your surprise, your wife brought it up. It was a Saturday night. You were curled up together in front of the television. She had on a pair of leggings and a soft sweater. Her body was tight against yours and you felt cozy, happy, and a little bit turned on.

    "So...I just wanted...I just wanted to bring up an idea," she said. "I might be totally wrong and you can tell me if I'm just crazy, but I wanted to bring it up in case it was something you felt a little shy about."

    "Okay."

    She smiled and took a deep breath. "If you're interested in...in going down on me after...after I've had sex with...if you're interested in that...well...I'd be interested in that too."

    "Really?"

    Your wife nodded and reached up to caress your face. "I want you to be happy, especially when it comes to our rather unique sex life."

    "So I could...you'd be okay with me...with me cleaning you after..."

    "Yes, I would," she said. "I'd enjoy it, in fact."

    Your wife kissed you before you could say another word. You ended up having sex that night. Good sex - for you, at least - that was made better by the fact that she talked about you cleaning her bull's cum from her pussy while she rode your cock.

    It's been two weeks since you had that conversation. You haven't watched her and her bull fuck since then. That changes tonight, though.

    It's already happening, in fact. Your beautiful wife and her bull are in your bed. They're naked. She's on top of him. She's alternating between riding him and taking every inch inside her while grinding her hips back and forth over his crotch.

    You're watching from your knees at the foot of the bed. You love watching from everywhere in the bedroom, but your favorite position is at the foot of the bed so you can appreciate the beauty of another man's cock sliding in and out of your wife's tight pussy.

    She cums while she's on top. They switch to missionary. He fills her. He fucks her slowly as they kiss.

    Eventually they speed up. He fucks her hard and fast. You know he's going to cum soon. You've watched often enough to know all the signs of his impending orgasm.

    They cum together. She has her fourth orgasm of the night as he has his first. His cock is deep in her pussy as he climaxes. Your dick is hard as a rock as you masturbate to the sight of another man pumping his seed deep into your wife's body.

    He pulls out after a few minutes and rolls onto his back. She sits up and looks at you. She smiles.

    "Would you like to clean me?" she asks.

    You feel a little awkward admitting to your desire with him in the room.

    "It's okay," your wife says. "He's the one that suggested that I give you the chance to clean me. He likes the idea of you licking his cum out of me, baby. So do I. There's something so beautiful about it. Something that feels so right about my husband licking my bull's cum from my pussy. So please, baby, crawl between my legs and put your tongue inside me."

    You crawl into the bed. You settle onto your stomach. The smell of sex fills your nose.

    "I want you to masturbate while you clean his cum out of me," your wife says. "I want you to cum while you're cleaning me, but not until I give you permission."

    You roll to your side to free your cock and stroke yourself as you stare at her pussy. You can see his cum inside her. You can see what you're about to taste. Your heart is pounding. You're excited, but nervous, too.

    "Clean me," she says softly.

    You push your tongue inside her. She moans and you do the same. You taste his cum. Suddenly, every stroke of your hand feels better. The thrill of cleaning another man's cum from your wife's pussy has turned you on to such a degree that you're awash in pleasure.

    "Mmm, that's so good, baby," your wife says as she looks down at you. Her bull rolls onto his side next to her and takes one of her breasts in his hand. He kisses her neck and she moans, but her eyes remain fixed on you. "Lick his cum out of me. Lick up his cum and swallow it for me, baby. Lick my bull's cum out of my pussy."

    You have to stroke your cock slowly or you'll cum. It's just too pleasurable. You're just too turned on.

    "Is it exciting?" she asks.

    "Yes," you answer as you watch him kiss her neck and play with her breasts.

    "Push your tongue deeper," she says. "Find all of his cum, baby. Clean it all out of me. Swallow it all."

    You close your eyes and push your tongue as deep into her pussy as you can. The entirety of your tongue is soon coated in his cum. It dances on your taste buds. You feel it spread to the roof of your mouth. You swallow and it coats the back of your throat.

    Masturbation has never felt so good. The thrill of cleaning another man's cum out of her has left your cock as hard as it's ever been. You never want to leave this place of pleasure.

    "Does it turn you on to watch him lick your cum out of my pussy?" your wife asks her bull.

    You look up and see him smile at her. "It's much hotter than I thought it would be."

    She smiles and they kiss. She likes turning him on. She likes making him happy. She likes that he's kissing her with such vigor.

    She looks down at you as he takes one of her nipples in his mouth. She moans. You see that his cock has grown a little, that he's already turned on again, and so soon after cumming inside her.

    "Baby...I want you to cum," she says to you. "I want you to cum right as you swallow his cum. I want you to have your orgasm right as you take my bull's cum down your throat and into your stomach like a good cuckold."

    You have to cum. You scoop his cum out of her and swallow right as your orgasm washes over you.

    You reach a height of pleasure you've never reached before. Your body trembles. You close your eyes tightly and the world goes silent for a few moments as you experience the finest orgasm of your life.

    It's not until it's over that you realize you've made an incredible mess of yourself. There's cum on your legs and some on your wife's leg, too. You look at it and smile.

    You look up at her and she's smiling, too.

    "I'll clean my mess," you say.

    She smiles and you back out of the bed to grab a wash cloth from the bathroom. You return to see your wife kissing her bull as she strokes his cock. You know that he'll be inside her soon enough.

    You clean your cum off her leg. You clean it off your legs, too. You wipe up the few drops that got on the bed.

    You toss the wash cloth in the bathroom, grab your underwear, and leave them alone in your bedroom. If they fuck long enough you might return once your desire has returned. You might also let them enjoy some time alone. You might jerk off on the couch as you listen to them fuck. You're certain you'll clean another load of cum out of her before the night is over, though, and that you'll love every second of it.

  
    Date Night - Part 1

    Your marriage had gotten...well, boring.

    It wasn't anyone's fault. Not really. It wasn't even a bad thing. You and your wife had simply settled into a routine the way that most married couples do when they've been together for more than a decade. It was a nice routine, too, and there was no question you were both happy.

    Date night was your favorite part of the routine. You'd pick a restaurant, you'd both get dressed up, and you'd enjoy a fine meal - and a few drinks - before coming home and making love. It was the highlight of your week, each and every week.

    Even date night had gotten a little stale after a while, though. You got a little less adventurous with your restaurant choices. The conversation wasn't quite as interesting, mostly because you knew absolutely everything about each other. The lovemaking was always pleasurable, but the longer your marriage went on the less satisfying it felt.

    Things changed – for the better – on a Saturday night like any other. There was just one difference on this particular night. On most date nights, you drove to the restaurant together. On this Saturday you'd gone into work to finish up a project and told your wife you'd meet her at the restaurant. That was all it took to set in motion a monumental shift in your marriage.

    You ended up being a little late that night. Your wife had texted that she'd get a drink in the bar and that you should meet her there when you arrived, so that's where you went upon arriving at the restaurant roughly thirty minutes after the agreed upon time.

    Your wife was sitting at the bar in a low cut black dress that was one of your favorites, largely because of how spectacular it made her breasts look. Her shoulder length blonde hair was swept to one side and looked both elegant and sexy. A half-finished drink sat on the bar in front of her.

    More importantly, though - and what stood out to you more than anything - was the man sitting next to your wife. Or, more appropriately, the man that appeared to be flirting with your wife, at least based on how close they were and how his hand rested on her forearm as you walked into the bar.

    You couldn't see her face - she was turned towards her partner in conversation - but your wife offered no signs of distress. In fact, it seemed that she enjoyed talking with the flirty, handsome man sitting next to her. That became perfectly clear when she reached over and rested her hand on top of his, affirming that she enjoyed his touch and that she was keen on returning the simple delight of physical contact.

    It wasn't like your wife to flirt with other men, at least not as far as you knew. And yet, everything about her body language said she was enjoying herself. She kept leaning towards him, she ran her fingers through her hair a few times, she laughed a handful of times, and when he pulled his hand from her arm, she initiated contact several more times. There was no question she was having fun flirting with him.

    Of course, you enjoyed watching, too. If you hadn't enjoyed it, you would have gone over and interrupted their conversation. You didn't, though. Instead, you slid into a booth with a view of the bar and watched your wife flirt with another man.

    You chose not to interrupt her flirting because you were excited. Excited in a way you hadn't been in years. Excited in a way you didn't understand, but excited nonetheless.

    Every time he touched her - or she touched him - your heart beat a little harder. Every time she leaned towards him you felt a delightful tingling between your legs. The longer you watched, the more excited you got.

    "Sir? Sir?"

    You turned your head and saw an impatient-looking waitress standing next to the booth with a pad and pen in her hand.

    "Oh...uh...what?" you asked as you glanced towards your wife and saw that her partner in flirtation was now running his fingers over the smooth skin of her forearm.

    "I said, can I get you something to drink?" she asked.

    You were so focused on your wife that you hadn't even noticed the waitress walk over and you wanted to tell her to walk away, but it was unlikely you'd get to remain in the bar without ordering a drink, so you asked for a Scotch on the rocks and she left without saying a word.

    You turned your attention to your wife once more and saw the guy lean in and say something as his hand moved under the bar and came to rest on her knee. You leaned in and watched as his fingers moved in slow circles over her knee, shifting ever-so-slightly towards her thigh, as if he was testing your wife's willingness to be touched in a far more intimate manner.

    You were astounded to feel your cock grow as you watched another man caress your wife's leg. It was so wrong, and yet for some reason it felt so right.

    A drink appeared in front of you, though you didn't notice the waitress place it on the table. You were too focused on your wife, on another man's continued gentle caressing of her leg.

    Your heart pounded as you picked up the drink and swallowed half the dark liquid in one go. The taste lingered on your tongue as you watched him lean in and once again say something to your wife.

    You couldn't begin to guess at the words that left his lips, but they inspired your wife to spread her legs a little. You leaned back, once more feeling utterly astounded. It wasn't an overtly scandalous parting of her legs, but whether intentional or not, your wife had just invited her flirty friend to run his fingers a little further up her leg, which he wasted no time in doing.

    Your excitement had transformed fully into arousal as you watched him run his fingers under her dress. You wished you could see her face, but a profile view was the best you were offered, and that was only when she turned towards him. Everything indicated she was enjoying herself, though. It was a bit of a leap, but you were absolutely certain that your wife was turned on, that the man sitting at the bar had tapped into some part of her that was willing to travel a few steps beyond what was appropriate for a married woman.

    Then he leaned in again. This time, though, your wife turned her head. They paused, neither of them moving for a few moments, before he went in for a kiss.

    For you - sitting there in the booth with your fingers wrapped tightly around a glass of Scotch - it felt like time slowed. You watched as your wife tilted her head ever-so-slightly in anticipation of his lips meeting hers. Your eyes darted to her legs and you saw his hand move just a little further under her dress. You looked back up and saw their lips connect. You saw your wife share a kiss with another man.

    It was a soft, gentle sort of kiss. It was hugely erotic, too, as your loins tingled in a most pleasurable way while your cock reached a fully erect state and began to throb in a manner that demanded attention.

    You weren't sure how long the kiss went on, but eventually he pulled away and his hand moved out from under her dress. Your wife looked down at her drink for a few moments and then turned towards him. Her body language changed and you wondered if she was awash in a sense of regret.

    You pulled out your phone and sent a quick text: "Meet me in the parking lot. It's important."

    You sent it, finished your drink, and slid out of the booth. You did your best to hide your erection - and were thankful for the boxer briefs you'd chosen, as their tight fit ensured you didn't have an unsightly bulge - and rushed out of the bar. You turned back to see your wife check her phone, look towards her flirty friend, and say something.

    You didn't wait to see if she actually excused herself. Instead, you left the restaurant and headed for your car, which was parked in the far corner of the lot. You leaned against the trunk and waited as the image of your wife kissing another man played out over and over in your head.

    She emerged from the restaurant a few minutes later and surveyed the parking lot. You raised your hand and beckoned her over. She hesitated and then stepped off the curb and walked towards you. She looked nervous as she approached and you couldn't help but wonder what was running through her mind. Was she guilt-stricken? Was she excited? Was she feeling a little of both?

    She stopped just out of your reach, gently rubbed the toe of her heel into the pavement, and wrapped both hands tightly around her delicate purse. She glanced at you but quickly looked down. "Honey...I..."

    You closed the distance between the two of you, reached up to caress her beautiful face, and kissed your wife the moment she looked up at you. You ran a hand down her back and pulled her close as you grasped her ass through the soft, thin fabric of her dress. She moaned, perhaps because she felt your erection pressing into her or perhaps because your lips had parted and your tongue was delicately probing her mouth in an attempt to demonstrate the overwhelming lust you felt.

    You both stepped back - kissing the entire time - until you were leaning against the trunk once more. "I want you, Anna," you said. "I need you."

    You understood the confusion on her face. After all, in her mind, she'd just betrayed you. She had no idea that you'd watched and that you'd found her flirtation with another man to be overwhelmingly exciting.

    You moved behind your wife and she rested her hands on the trunk of the car. You kissed her neck and gently pulled up the bottom of her dress before running your hand up the soft, warm skin of her thigh. You touched her where he'd touched her, only your fingers kept going until they were pressed against the delicate lace of her panties.

    You pulled her underwear aside, kissed her neck, and slid two fingers into your wife's wet - exceedingly wet, in fact - pussy as you whispered, "I was there. In the bar. I watched. I saw you."

    You pressed your crotch into her ass and fingered her. You kissed her neck and your wife moaned as she pushed back, grinding her ass into your stiffness.

    "I want you, Anna," you said. "I have to have you. Right here. Right now. I can't wait."

    She turned her head and your lips met. Her tongue snaked into your mouth as she reached back to massage your cock through your slacks. You fingered her pussy faster and she moaned for you.

    "In the car," she said. "In the backseat."

    You unlocked the car and opened the door. Your wife gestured for you to get in and followed. She pulled the door shut and straddled you. Your tongues entwined once more as she deftly lowered your zipper and freed your cock.

    You were inside her a moment later. You moaned into your wife's mouth as the intense heat and wetness of her pussy surrounded your stiff shaft.

    "Fuck, you feel so good," you said. The truth was, her pussy felt better than good. It felt unimaginably pleasurable. It was the same pussy you'd fucked so often for the past decade, and yet it felt better in that moment as she rode you in the backseat of your car. It felt so much better.

    She rode your cock as you kissed. She bounced on your stiffness, bathing you in her slick juices while your hands roamed over her body, grasping the bare flesh of her ass under her dress and reaching into the top to play with her tits, eliciting a series of beautiful moans in the process.

    The sounds of pleasure filled the car. You both moaned, groaned, and even grunted a few times, but neither of you spoke. You were lost in the kind of excitement that had become increasingly rare in your sex life.

    Images of her flirtation, touching, and kissing with the guy at the bar danced through your head as you fucked your wife. You saw his fingers slowly moving up her leg. You saw her hand resting on top of his. Most importantly, you saw their lips meet for a kiss, a kiss that your wife both welcomed and clearly enjoyed.

    The idea that she'd enjoyed it - that the flirting and kissing was what had left her so wet when your fingers entered her - provided an unexpected level of pleasure. It felt like the driving force behind your desire, in fact. You couldn't begin to understand why and you didn't care at all. All that mattered was that you were having the best sex you'd had in a long, long time.

    "I'm close, baby," your wife said after just a few minutes of vigorous sex in the backseat of the car.

    She was having good sex too, as she rarely climaxed in just a few minutes. That made the whole thing so much hotter. It was further proof of her arousal, of her enjoyment at the flirting at kissing with another man. It was so fucking hot you could barely hold back your orgasm long enough for her to cum.

    "Cum for me, Anna," you said. "Cum on my cock."

    She took your head in her hands, smiled, and kissed you with great vigor. She rode you hard and worked your cock with her slick, intensely hot pussy.

    "Cum in me," she said softly. "Fuck...cum in my pussy."

    She kissed you and you thought of the moment where his lips met hers. You thought of your wife welcoming another man's kiss - not pulling away the moment his lips touched hers, but truly enjoying it - as that other man caressed her thigh. You let your mind wander just a little and imagined that he'd made it all the way to her panties, that he'd pressed his fingers against her wet pussy, that he'd felt the heat of desire emanating from between her legs, that he'd thought he had a chance of fucking her before the night was over.

    At that moment - when you imagined another man's desire to fuck your wife - you came inside her. You came hard, too. So hard that you saw stars for a moment, that your head spun with utter delight, that you let out a series of grunts and groans that sounded unlike any you'd ever uttered.

    You were so lost in your pleasure that it took you a few seconds to realize that your wife was cumming too. And, judging by the sound of it, cumming awfully hard. Her thighs trembled hard enough that some of it transferred to your legs and her moans very nearly matched yours in volume, signaling that her orgasm was far better than usual, just like yours.

    Your bodies remained entwined for a few minutes as you both came down from the heights of pleasure you'd reached. You said nothing, though, instead choosing to share soft kisses and the occasional gentle caress of your face or hers.

    "I think we've missed the window for our reservation," your wife said.

    You laughed. "I think so too."

    She smiled, kissed you again, and said, "How about a burger? I don't know why, but I have a sudden craving for red meat."

    You stole another kiss. "That sounds great."

    She lifted her pussy from your cock and pulled her panties back into place before any of your cum leaked out of her. While you zipped up, your wife crawled into the front seat, flashing her ass for a moment in the process. You crawled into the driver's seat, leaned over to give her yet another kiss, and started the car to head to your favorite burger place.

    Neither of you said a word about what you'd seen in the bar. You didn't even think about it that much. Not that night, at least.

    You didn't speak about it during the week, either. You thought about bringing it up once or twice - you couldn't help but get a little bit excited each time you thought about it - but you weren't sure how she'd feel about it, so you kept quiet.

    Then date night rolled around again. Your wife emerged from the bedroom dressed in a tight, cropped, dark red sleeveless top and a pleated leather skirt paired with strappy three inch heels. You couldn't ever remember her dressing in such an overtly sexy manner, even when you were much younger.

    "Anna, you look...you look stunning...you look so...so hot," you said as your eyes roamed over her body.

    She smile, sauntered closer, and gave you a soft kiss on the cheek. "I was thinking it would be fun if we traveled separately to the restaurant tonight, and I wouldn’t mind if you were a little late getting there."

    "Really?" you asked. She hadn't come right out and said it, but you knew what she was talking about, what she was suggesting.

    She stepped back, smiled playfully, and nodded. "I was thinking I'd get a drink at the bar while I waited for you."

    Every guy in the bar would hit on her. Even the married ones would hit on her, or at least they'd want to. She looked astoundingly hot. Of course they would.

    "That sounds good," you said. "I guess I'll be half an hour, maybe an hour late."

    She blew you a kiss, turned, and walked out the door.

    Suddenly, date night seemed as though it was going to be a lot more interesting.

  
    Date Night - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    You left the house an hour after your beautiful wife. You thought of her at the bar in that tight sleeveless top and that pleated leather skirt. You thought of her sitting at the bar in that outfit. You thought of the attention she'd get being dressed like that, of the men that would approach her, that would flirt with her, that would try and pick her up.

    You thought of the thrills of your previous date night, of how exciting it had been to see your wife flirt with another man, of how much you'd enjoyed seeing him touch her, of the intense arousal you'd felt at watching her kiss another man.

    You stepped into the bar hoping for a repeat performance of the week before but you didn't see your beautiful wife anywhere. You checked your phone to see if she'd sent a text but she hadn't. You worried that something had happened, that your wife had never made it to the bar. Then your mind jumped to an entirely different kind of worry that she'd simply gone home with someone, that she'd forgotten all about you because she'd been so enamored with another man.

    None of that made sense, though, so you took a deep breath, told yourself to calm down, and casually strolled through the bar to take a more thorough inventory of the guests. You stopped in your tracks when you saw your wife tucked into a booth at the far side of the bar. She was sitting next to a man - a good looking man in a dark suit - who looked to be utterly enamored with your wife.

    You sat at a table with a good view of the booth - though far enough away that the guy wouldn't notice you watching - and ordered a drink before focusing your attention on your beautiful wife and the man that had captured her attention.

    It was a different man from the week before, and though that wasn't surprising, you found it thrilling. You weren't entirely sure why, but there was something about the idea of your wife flirting, touching, and perhaps kissing two different men on consecutive Saturdays that you found massively exciting.

    "Here's your drink," the waitress said as she slid a coaster and a glass full of dark liquid in front of you.

    You offered up a half-hearted 'thank you' and took a long sip of the surprisingly strong drink while your gaze remained fixed on your wife. She was sitting on the inside of the booth and he was right next to her. There couldn't have been more than a few inches of air between them, though you suspected that was by design.

    It wasn't clear how long they'd been talking, but you imagined they hadn't started in the booth, so it seemed safe to assume they'd been flirting long enough that they were well past the small talk stage.

    You didn't have a clear view beneath the table at their booth, but you could see enough to spot his hand move to her knee. Your wife smiled at his touch, picked up her drink, and sipped from the straw. You saw his fingers move over the smooth skin just above her knee and you were almost certain your wife responded by spreading her legs just a little, almost as if it was an involuntary movement spurred by desire.

    She looked at him, bit her lower lip in that remarkably sexy way that some women do, and he must have read it as a signal of a sort, because he kissed her. It started slow and tender, as most first kisses tend to, though there was a chance it wasn't actually their first kiss.

    Either way, it didn't remain slow and tender. Your wife was the one that kicked it up a notch as she reached up, put a hand on the back of his neck, and gently moved her fingers through his hair. Her lips parted as she did so and you leaned forward and watched your wife's tongue move into his mouth. His hand moved a little further up her leg, continuing on its journey until it reached the edge of her skirt.

    What started as one kiss quickly shifted into a full-on make out session in the darkly lit booth. His hand moved up her thigh - over the skirt - and to her waist. Their tongues danced as she leaned back a little, pulling him halfway on top of her. His hand moved up her stomach and stopped just below her breast, as if he was testing the waters to see if it was okay to go a little further.

    They stopped kissing and he leaned back just a little. His hand still remained right below her breast. She said something to him and you desperately wished you were close enough to hear it. Whatever she said must have filled him with confidence, though, as he leaned in to kiss her again and this time his hand confidently moved to her right breast. It looked like he squeezed it pretty hard, too. Your wife's mouth opened with his tongue still inside it and you imagined her moaning as his touch seemingly lured her deeper into a state of arousal.

    Their foreplay - and it seemed perfectly fair to call it that - ended when the waitress came over. It seemed like she was asking them if they wanted another round, though you suspected she was subtly trying to indicate that they should go somewhere a little more private if they were that hot and bothered for each other.

    Your wife and her new friend both laughed when the waitress walked away, doing so in the manner people do when they've been caught doing something they really shouldn't have been doing.

    She picked up her glass and he did the same. They shared what looked like a toast, took a long drink, and resumed their conversation. When they did, you took a deep breath, sat back, and realized that you were sporting a full-on erection. You'd been so engrossed in watching your wife kiss another man - and get groped by that man - that you hadn't even noticed how turned on you were. You were hard enough that you wouldn't have been able to get up without making a scene, though, for your cock would have made quite the tent in your pants.

    The waitress arrived with another round of drinks for your wife and her new friend, they offered their thanks, and then toasted again. They each sampled more of the alcohol that had just been placed in front of them and then he leaned in to kiss your wife's neck. It was a subtle, far less over-the-top kind of affection, though it was still intensely arousing to watch a man kiss any part of your wife's body.

    The moment his lips touched her neck, your wife looked at you. She stared right at you and smiled as she raised her glass. Your cock got harder. Last week you'd watched while hidden. This week, though, she knew you were watching. She knew her husband was sitting across the bar and enjoying the hell out of himself. You loved that. You loved that she was fooling around with another man for an audience of one, though you suspected she would have enjoyed herself if she was alone, too.

    When he came up for air, your wife turned her attention back to her flirty friend, smiled at him, and leaned in for a kiss. Her lips parted and their tongues once again danced, but this time it was your wife's hand that went on a journey. She reached under the table and caressed his thigh just a few inches from his crotch.

    As you watched, it felt like the rest of the bar just disappeared, like it was just you, your wife, and the man she was fooling around with sitting alone. You could hear your heart pounding and your cock throbbed in a manner that bordered on being painful.

    Her hand moved towards his crotch and you spotted the bulge. His erection. He was hard for your wife. Of course he was. She looked stunningly sexy and she'd seemingly welcomed every bit of his desire, taking his tongue into her mouth and inviting him to play with her tits through that sexy top of hers.

    Her hand found his bulge. For the first time in your life, you were intently staring at another man's crotch. You saw your wife discover his bulge. You saw her fingers grasp it as best as they could through his slacks. You saw her stroking another man's cock.

    Just a week ago, your wife stopped at kissing and being caressed by another man. Now she was giving someone an over-the-pants handjob at a bar. It felt impossible to deny that she was driven by more than a desire to generate heat between the two of you. It seemed almost certain that your wife was attracted to - and desired - the man she was stroking under the table and you couldn't help but wonder if she was thinking about doing more than the foreplay they were currently indulging in.

    The waitress appeared at their table again, though this time your wife saw her coming and stopped stroking her new friend's cock before she arrived. Any pretense of asking about drinks seemed to out the window, as both your wife and the guy looked apologetic, as though they were being gently lectured for their behavior.

    They both smiled - and nearly broke into laughter - when the waitress walked away. They sipped their drinks and sat impossibly close to each other as they talked, indulging in only the occasional kiss or caress while doing so.

    Eventually, the guy excused himself from the booth and you watched him walk towards the bathroom. Your wife pulled out her phone and you soon received a text:

    "I got a little carried away," she wrote. "Sorry if it was too much."

    You smiled at your wife and replied, "It's the hottest thing I've ever seen. I don't think my dick has ever been so hard."

    She read your text, looked at you, and a bright smile broke across her face. She blew you a kiss, looked down at her phone, and texted, "His dick was hard too. It was really exciting to feel it, to feel how hard he'd gotten for me."

    You took a leap and made a wild suggestion. "I'd be okay with it if you wanted to do more than just stroke him through his pants. It's up to you, of course, but I think it would be hot if you wanted to do more."

    Again she read your text and again she looked at you with a bright smile. She looked down at her phone and seemed poised to send a reply, but he slid back into the booth. She slipped her phone into her purse and kissed him without hesitation. It was yet another deeply passionate kiss with a wealth of tongue, but this time she followed it up by saying something to him.

    You saw a surprised look on his face and your pulse raced. She must have suggested something unexpected. She must have told him she wanted to do something more than merely fool around in the bar.

    He pulled out his wallet, left a bunch of cash on the table, and they quickly finished their drinks before he slipped out of the booth and helped your wife do the same. Then he put his arm around her and they walked out of the bar together. She offered you a quick glance and a smile on her way by, but you had no way of telling where she was going or what she planned on doing.

    You were quite enamored, though, with the sight of your wife leaving the bar with another man's arm around her waist. It was such a simple thing, and yet it left your dick stiff as steel, which also meant you couldn't get up. You sat at your table and finished your drink as you waited for your erection to fade enough that you could actually get up without causing a scene.

    When it finally faded, you left cash on the table and rushed out of the bar and into the parking lot. You scanned the area, but absent any idea what you were looking for, you were left without any sense of where your wife might be.

    You set off through the lot, quickly looking through the back windows of cars in hopes of spotting your wife and the man she'd left the bar with.

    You stopped when you caught a hint of movement out of the corner of your eye. You hurried closer to the car, making sure to keep your distance so whoever was in the backseat wouldn't notice you.

    At first it looked like someone was sitting alone in the backseat. Then you noticed movement. You took a few steps closer and the movement became clearer. There was someone sitting in the backseat, but that someone was almost certainly getting a blowjob. The movement was a head bobbing up and down in his lap.

    You couldn't be entirely sure, but you were fairly certain it was your wife. It was your wife giving someone else a blowjob in the backseat of his car. It was your wife's head bobbing up and down in someone else's lap.

    The mere thought of it - even without absolute proof - was enough to make your legs tremble with desire as your cock stirred to life. Part of you couldn't believe it. Your wife didn't seem like the type to blow a stranger in a parking lot, and yet your wife hadn't seemed like the type to flirt with and kiss a stranger in a bar, so anything seemed possible.

    As your eyes adjusted to the darkness, some of the details in the car became clearer. You saw the guy resting his hand on the woman's back as she was clearly on her knees on the seat next to him. You saw his hand move to her ass and pull up the bottom of her skirt. You couldn't quite see where his fingers went after that, but there was every reason to believe that they were inside her, that he was fingering your wife's pussy as she sucked his cock.

    You assumed it was your wife. After all, you'd given her permission to do more than fool around with him in the bar, and she'd clearly run with that and dragged him to his car to suck his dick and get her pussy fingered. You weren't upset, though. Not in the slightest. You were turned on. You were immensely aroused. Your dick was hard as a rock as you watched your wife's head bob up and down in his lap. She was sucking someone else's cock. She had it in her mouth. She was working to make another man cum in her mouth. It was, without question, the hottest thing you'd ever witnessed, and you didn't even have a good view.

    Then the movement stopped. Her head remained in his lap, though. He was cumming. He must have been cumming. Your wife made another man cum in her mouth. She'd just sucked off a stranger in his car. You were so turned on you damn near whipped your dick out and masturbated right there.

    Eventually, your wife's head popped up and she immediately turned and looked out the back window of the car. You weren't sure if she could see you, but there was a good chance and you waved just in case. She offered a gentle wave in return and then looked at the man she'd just blown, who seemed to be putting his cock back into his pants, at least based on how he was moving.

    When the door opened you walked away, taking care to try and look casual, as if you hadn't just watched them like a voyeuristic pervert. You walked all the way down to your car and watched the guy and your wife share a hug and a quick kiss before she seemed to take his number into her phone.

    Then he got back in his car - he'd accomplished his mission for the night, after all - and she walked towards you. When she got close enough, you saw the giddy smile on her face and you happily emerged from behind the car to show your wife that you were still sporting an impressive erection thanks to the wild show you'd witnessed.

    "You're not mad?" she asked the moment she got close enough for you to hear.

    You looked down at your dick, smiled, and said, "Not at all. Honestly, I just wish I'd had a better view."

    Your wife stopped a few feet from you, smiled at the sight of the tent in your pants, and reached out to run her fingers over it.

    "Did you enjoy it?" you asked.

    She nodded.

    "Really?" you asked.

    She looked up at you, smiled, and said, "I loved it. I don't know why. I mean, I've never really been the woman that does that kind of thing, but I loved it. It was so exciting. It was so...it was so hot. It really was. When he fingered me, I was soaked. I was completely soaked. That's how turned on I was to...well, to be doing that, to be sucking his cock."

    There was something so intoxicatingly sexy about hearing her say it, about hearing her give voice to the wild, naughty, dirty thing she'd done. You closed the distance between the two of you, picked her up, and set your wife on the trunk of your car. You kissed her neck, ran your hand under her skirt, pulled her panties aside, and slipped your fingers into her pussy.

    She moaned as you penetrated her and you marveled at how wet she was. She hadn't been lying. Sucking cock while you were watching had genuinely turned her on.

    "I want you," you said.

    "Yeah?" she asked before biting her lower lip. "How do you want me?"

    You stared at her lips. At the lips that had been wrapped around another man's cock. You imagined them stretched around his shaft, moving up and down, her tongue swirling around the head as she worked to make someone else cum in her mouth. As that imagery flashed through your mind you played with her pussy, coating your fingers in her wetness.

    "I want to fuck you," you said. "I want to be inside you."

    "Then fuck me," she replied.

    You looked around the parking lot. "Here?"

    Your wife reached down, unzipped your pants, and pulled out your cock. "Yes, right here. Put your cock inside me. Fuck me. Take me. Enjoy me. Make me cum on your cock."

    She wanted you as much you wanted her. You pulled her ass forward until it rested on the edge of the trunk. You stepped between her legs. You guided your cock into her intensely wet, hot pussy. You filled her with one long, deep thrust.

    "Fuck," she said. "Fuck me, baby."

    You stared at her lips. At the lips she'd used to pleasure another man mere minutes ago. You smiled. You wanted to kiss her. You needed to kiss her. You wanted to feel her lips against yours. You wanted to feel her tongue in your mouth.

    You pulled out and slammed your cock back inside her. You leaned in to kiss her but your wife leaned back.

    "He came in my mouth," she said.

    "I know," you replied.

    She smiled. She liked that you wanted to kiss her. "Yeah?" she asked. "And you still want to kiss me?"

    "Damn right I do," you replied.

    She took your head in her hands, wrapped her legs around you, and kissed you deeply as you fucked her. Her tongue swirled wildly in an erotic dance with yours and you moaned a moment before she did the same.

    The tongue that had pleasured his cock - that had been coated in his cum - was in your mouth now. It was in your mouth and it felt so fucking naughty, so fucking hot, so fantastically sexy.

    You fucked her with wild abandon, forgetting about everything else around you in favor of pursuing the pure, perfect joy of being in your wife's pussy and kissing her mere moments after she'd made another man cum.

    "I'm close," she declared after just a few minutes of hard thrusting.

    You were too. "Cum for me," you said. "Cum on my cock, baby. Kiss me and cum on my cock."

    She smiled - she definitely liked that you were so eager to kiss her - and kissed you. Her tongue was even more active as she pushed it deeper in your mouth. Her legs gripped you a little tighter and you fucked her a little harder right there on the trunk of your car.

    Then you both came. You came and you saw stars as you pumped a hot load into your wife's pussy. You came and sucked on her beautiful tongue as she moaned into your mouth while her legs kicked open and her thighs trembled from the pleasure.

    "That was...that was..." she rambled breathlessly.

    "Yeah, that was something else," you replied as your heart pounded as hard as you imagined hers was.

    "We should do this again next week," she said.

    You were hoping she'd say that, because you felt the same way.

  
    Date Night - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    It was date night and your wife had been in the bedroom for well over an hour. You'd spent most of that time thinking about her, about what she was going to wear, about whether or not she planned on hooking up with someone else that night, as she'd done on the two previous date nights.

    Eventually, your curiosity got the best of you and you went to check on her. You saw her standing in front of the floor length mirror that hangs on the back of the closet door. She wore a black bra, panty, and garter set and she was in the midst of pulling a sheer stocking up her left leg.

    You stepped into the bedroom and your wife turned to you with a smile as she gathered the second stocking in her hand. "What do you think?" she asked before lifting her right foot and stepping into the sheer nylon.

    You watched your wife complete her outfit as the stocking slowly moved up her leg, encasing it in the sexy sheer material. "You look...you look so hot."

    She put her hands on her hips and looked at herself in the mirror. She turned from side to side, smiled - it seemed that she agreed with your assessment - and then turned towards you and quickly closed the distance between you.

    Her lingerie-clad body pressed against yours and you happily ran your hands down her back and cupped her perfect ass. "Good enough to fuck?" she asked.

    "Yes, very much so," you replied as your cock stirred to life at the mere mention of fucking her. If she wanted to skip date night in favor of climbing into bed, you were more than happy to do so.

    She leaned in and kissed your neck. Her lips felt soft and warm against your skin and when she reached between your legs, your wife found your half erect cock and moaned.

    "Do you want to fuck me?" she asked.

    "Yes," you replied.

    She moaned again as your cock reached an erect state. She held proof of your desire in her hand, and yet she made no move to unzip you, to free you, to initiate the sex you were now fantasizing about.

    "Do you think the guy from last week will feel the same way when he sees me in this lingerie?" she asked.

    You stepped back. Your wife's hand fell away from your crotch and she smiled before turning away from you and stepping into a pair of strappy three inch heels that sat in front of the mirror.

    "Wait, what's going on?" you asked.

    "The guy from last week - his name is Victor - texted me. He wants to see me again. He said I gave him the best orgasm he's had in years," she answered with a smile so big and bright that it was obvious she found great joy in the fact that she'd been responsible for giving another man a memorable orgasm.

    "And he...he wants to fuck you?" you asked as thoughts of watching your wife's head bob up and down in another man's lap filled your head.

    She approached you once more, this time stepping behind you. She kissed the back of your neck as her hands moved over your chest and between your legs. "Well, he didn't come right out and say so. I'm sure he'd be more than happy to get another blowjob. But...well, I was thinking it would be fun to do more than that."

    She unzipped your pants and freed your cock. You were hard as a rock. "It feels like you agree with me. It feels like you'd enjoy me fucking him, too."

    "Where would you do it?" you asked as thoughts of her fucking someone else in that lingerie set danced through your head. "In the car?"

    "No," she said. "A hotel room. He already booked it, in fact."

    She wasn't asking permission. She was telling you how date night was going to go. She'd already decided she was going to fuck someone else, that she was going to progress things way beyond a blowjob. Your dick throbbed in her hand as the realization sank in.

    "Why a hotel room?" you asked. "Why not his place?"

    "He's in town on business," she explained. "He's leaving on Monday. He wants me before he leaves. He said he wants to spend the night with me."

    He might not have come right out and said he wanted to fuck your wife, but if he told her he wants her to spend the night, he was being perfectly clear.

    You were excited, but there was a touch of anxiety alongside that excitement. "Is that what you want? To spend the night with him?"

    She smiled and nodded. Then, to your delight, she sank to her knees in front of you. She leaned closer and kissed the head of your cock. She took it in her mouth, closed her eyes, and swirled her tongue around the tip.

    "I'm excited," she said. "I've been excited all week. I've been thinking about last Saturday, about fooling around with Victor in the bar, about rushing out to the car knowing full well that I was going to see and touch his cock. I've been thinking about blowing him, about how turned on I was with his cock in my mouth, about how wet I got - you know how wet I got - doing it, about how good it felt when I made him cum."

    You could see the intense lust in her eyes. You felt it, too. You hadn't talked about her date night dalliance all week, but it had been on your mind just like it had clearly been on her mind.

    "When he messaged me yesterday, when he asked me to come to his hotel room tonight, I got so wet," she explained. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about it since."

    She took your cock in her mouth again, and this time she sucked with passion, engulfing you in a world of intense pleasure as your mind raced with thoughts of your wife spending the night in another man's bed, in his arms, in a haze of lust that would no doubt result in his cock enjoying her pussy multiple times.

    "Are you really going to spend the night with him?" you asked.

    She took most of your cock in her mouth, held it there for a few moments, and then slowly pulled back until you departed her mouth with an audible pop. "If you're okay with it," she said. "I know it would be different from the past two weeks, that you'd have to wait much longer before you had me, but yes, I want to spend the night with him. He'll be gone on Monday and I'll never see him again, after all. I don't have to, though. I could just fuck him once and come home to you."

    "Okay," you said. "You can do it. You can go to his hotel room. You can fuck him. You can spend the night with him."

    She treated you to the pleasure of her mouth once more, sucking lustily on your cock and luring you deeper into a place of intense arousal, all while you thought about her doing the same thing for another man.

    "Will you suck him like this?" you asked. "Will you strip down to that sexy lingerie and get on your knees for him?"

    "I will," she answered as her fingers moved up and down your spit-soaked shaft. "He enjoyed my mouth so much last week that I won't be able to resist blowing him again. I won't let him finish in my mouth, though, even though I really enjoyed it last week."

    You found yourself getting caught up in her lust. "Yeah? You enjoyed making him cum in your mouth? You enjoyed swallowing his cum?"

    She nodded and kissed the head of your cock. "It felt so good...so naughty," she said. "I could have cum when I swallowed for him. If he'd been rubbing my clit, or if you'd been there in the car with us, playing with my pussy as he came in my mouth, as his cum slid down my throat, I could have had an orgasm."

    Unexpected lust surged through your body and you watched your cock head swell up at the suggestion of being in the car as your wife blew another man. You wondered if she noticed and you felt just a touch of panic at the idea of her knowing the notion was such a massive turn-on for you.

    "I suppose I could make him cum in my mouth at some point tonight," she said with a smile, making no mention of the excess of arousal you'd just experienced. "If I'm going to spend the night with him, it's not like he's only going to cum once."

    Now the arousal was different. Now you were picturing your wife having endless amounts of sex with another man. You saw her exploring every position imaginable all over the hotel room. You saw her sucking his cock with wild abandon, working hard to make him expel his seed onto her tongue like she'd done a week prior.

    She kissed the head of your cock and let her lips linger there as your gaze met hers. "Are you okay with this?" she asked.

    "Yes," you answered. It would have been insane to answer in any other manner. Of course you were okay with it. You were so much more than okay with it.

    "Will you drive me to the hotel?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    Your wife stood, kissed you passionately, and then headed for the closet. You followed and watched her step into a slinky, low cut, dark blue satin dress. It looked perfect with the stockings and for just a moment you were quite jealous that she'd put so much effort into looking good for another man.

    "You look perfect," you said.

    She smiled, checked herself in the mirror, and then gave you a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you," she whispered. "Now are you ready to play chauffeur?"

    You laughed. "I am."

    Your wife grabbed a handbag from the dresser, you grabbed your wallet and keys, and you both headed into the garage. You opened the door for her - she sat in front seat, thankfully - and you hurried to get behind the wheel.

    "You're sure about the guy? About Victor?" you asked halfway to the hotel.

    "I am," your wife replied. "We've...we've actually been texting most of the week. I haven't gotten even a hint of a bad vibe from him, and I didn't last Saturday, either." She reached over and rubbed your thigh in a manner that felt both reassuring and more than a little arousing. "I was hoping, though, that you'd actually be willing to wait a little bit. Maybe in the hotel lobby. I could send you a text if things felt a little off and you could come and get me. I don't think it will be necessary, but it would be nice to know that you were there."

    "Of course," you answered as the thought of sitting in the hotel lobby while your wife and another man fucked in a room several floors above you. Unsurprisingly, that thought brought with it a surge of pleasure that was enhanced by your wife's hand moving towards your crotch and skillfully massaging your renewed erection.

    "You know, I love that you're so into this," she said. "That you seem just as into it as I am."

    "I might be even more into it than you are, if I'm being honest," you replied. "I...this stuff, the past two weeks, it really turns me on. Like, it really, really turns me on."

    "I know," she replied softly before unbuckling her seat belt, leaning over, and kissing your neck. She unzipped your pants, freed your cock, and dropped her head into your lap. You moaned as the intense warmth and wetness of her mouth surrounded your stiff shaft. She sucked hard, delivering a pleasure so intense it felt like your whole body trembled.

    She sucked your cock right up until you pulled into the hotel parking lot. You pulled into the space and her head popped up before she tucked your stiff, slippery dick into your pants.

    "That was amazing," you said.

    She smiled. "Victor said the same thing after I blew him in his car."

    You tried your best not to think of your wife sucking another man's cock in the car, if only because your erection needed to fade before you could go into the hotel.

    It took a few minutes - during which time you tried your best to talk about anything other than your wife's impending night with another man - but eventually your dick deflated and you both headed for the lobby.

    "You know, Victor told me to text him when I got here. He said he'd come down to meet me," she said. "And he doesn't know what you look like. You're more than welcome to try and hop on the elevator with us for a quick ride up to his floor. I promise, I'll put on a show for you."

    "Okay," you replied.

    She pulled out her phone and texted the man she planned on spending the night with. You both entered the lobby and went your separate ways. You found a quiet spot on a couch in the corner of the lobby and watched the elevators until the man you recognized from the week before - the man your wife had sucked off in the car - stepped out.

    He walked towards your wife with a big smile on his face - he was a man on the verge of fucking a beautiful woman, so of course he was smiling - and it looked as though your wife felt that same sense of joy.

    They shared a surprisingly passionate-looking kiss before he took her hand and led her towards the elevators. That's when you got up and headed that way. The doors opened and they stepped into the elevator just a few moments before you did. He glanced at you, but your wife paid you no attention.

    "I've been thinking about you all week," she said as the elevator doors slowly closed.

    "Oh yeah?" he asked. "I've been thinking about you too. Last weekend was...it was incredible. The way you made me feel, like I said, it was just...I haven't felt that way in years, maybe ever."

    Your wife unleashed a seductive smile and ran her fingers over his chest. She kissed his neck and her hand moved over his stomach and between his legs.

    "I can't wait to have you in my mouth again," she said.

    Victor seemed just a touch self-conscious - she was practically jerking him off in public, after all - but when her lips met his he couldn't resist. He matched the lusty energy in her kiss and you watched their tongues entwine.

    It was the way he touched your wife that proved far more arousing, though, as the kiss spurred his hands to move down her back to grab her ass through the thin, delicate satin of her dress.

    They both moaned as you watched him grope her ass and it wasn't long before your cock had once again come alive. The elevator came to a stop and the doors opened as you experienced a moment of desperate desire, for once your wife stepped out it would be at least twelve hours before you saw her again, and before you could experience the pleasure you sought.

    "Let's go," your wife said as she took Victor's hand. "Like I said, I can't wait to have you in my mouth again."

    He'd long since stopped caring that you were in the elevator, as he paid you no mind while stepping off the elevator and once again kissing your wife, this time while lifting the back of her dress enough to expose her ass and give the bare flesh a good squeeze. She moaned into his mouth in response, making it perfectly clear that just a touch of public risk didn't bother her in the slightest.

    The elevator doors closed and you pressed the button for the lobby as your erection raged. You thought of your wife walking to his room. You thought of them kissing as they stumbled in together. You thought of her stripping out of her little satin dress and showing off the lingerie set she'd worn for him. You thought of her getting on her knees for him, of your wife sucking his cock in anticipation of getting fucked.

    You stepped out of the elevator and sat on one of the many couches that dotted the spacious hotel lobby. You sat and you thought of nothing other than the many ways your wife and Victor would pleasure each other over the course of the evening.

    You thought of her blowing him. You thought of her riding his cock. You thought of her getting on her hands and knees in the hotel bed and inviting him to fuck her from behind. You found it particularly thrilling, for some reason, to think of them showering together, to imagine their hands moving over their wet bodies, and you couldn't help but imagine your wife getting on her knees in the shower and sucking his cock until he was hard enough that they had to get out, dry off, and fuck right there on the bathroom counter because she was just so desperate to have him inside her again.

    As you fantasized, your cock remained stiff. Your balls tingled with desire. There were points where your whole body felt like it was tingling, like you were floating in a place of spectacular, unbridled lust that felt impossible to extinguish.

    Then, you received a text from your wife: "I just got fucked."

    You felt your pulse begin to race. She'd done it. She'd paid off all that desire you saw building in the elevator.

    "It was incredible and I can't wait to tell you all about it tomorrow. You can go home now. There won't be any problems, I promise. It's just going to be lots of really good sex," she added.

    "Okay, I love you," you replied, though what you really wanted to do was to beg your wife to come home with you so you could fuck her.

    "I thought you might enjoy a picture," she texted.

    An image came in. Your wife was in the hotel bed. She was still wearing her lingerie, absent her panties. Her hair looked messy and her chest was flushed red. She had a giddy smile on her face and you could clearly see that her pussy lips were puffy, like she'd been fucked with particular vigor.

    "You can masturbate tonight if you want, but I have to admit that I'd prefer if you didn't cum. I really want you to save yourself for my pussy, but it's up to you," she texted.

    "I won't cum," you said. "I want to save myself for you pussy, too."

    "I love you," she replied. "Have a good night."

    "I love you too," you texted.

    That was it. You set your phone aside, closed your eyes, and waited for your erection to fade. When it had, you left the hotel, got in your car, and drove home for what you knew would be the longest night of your life.

    In the morning, though, you'd get to have what you were certain was going to be the best sex of your life, and that made it all worth.
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    You didn't sleep well last night. Not because you were worried, though, but because you couldn't stop thinking about your wife fucking another man. You couldn't stop picturing her having sex in every imaginable position. You couldn't stop masturbating, though you held off from cumming like your wife requested.

    Eventually, though, sleep took you. You were confused for the first few moments after waking up - the other side of the bed isn't usually empty - and then you remembered that your wife slept in another man's bed, that she likely slept in another man's arms. You remembered that there was a very good chance she was still in that man's bed, that she might have been wrapped in his arms, that she might have felt the stiffness of his morning wood pressing against her body at that very moment.

    You got up and checked your phone. No messages. You flipped on the coffee maker and hopped in the shower. You wanted to be fresh and clean for when you fucked your wife, after all. You washed yourself thoroughly, dried off, and checked your phone the moment you stepped back into the bedroom.

    "I had a great night. And a great morning. Come back to the hotel," she'd texted. "Message me when you get here."

    "I'm on my way," you replied.

    You dressed as quickly as possible, forgot entirely about the coffee, and hopped in the car. Excitement coursed through your body as you imagined the details your wife would share with you once you got her alone.

    You parked and let her know you were there. She sent a message. "Come into the hotel. Ride the elevator to his floor."

    You rushed through the lobby. You pushed the button for the elevator a dozen times before taking a deep breath, stepping back, and telling yourself to calm down. Your heart skipped a beat as the elevator doors opened. You stepped into the car and pressed the button for the floor your wife and Victor had gotten off on last night.

    "I'm here," you texted as you stepped off the elevator on his floor.

    "He's gone. He went to play golf with a client. He'll be gone for hours. Come to his room. Come see me. Come see your wife in the bed another man fucked her in," she texted before giving you his room number.

    You read the message over and over as you pictured your wife in a hotel bed. You pictured him between her legs. You pictured him fucking her. You pictured your beautiful wife having sex with another man in a room just down the hallway and arousal slowly spread through your body, quickly luring you into a euphoric state of desire.

    You went to his room. You raised your hand to knock on the door before noticing that your wife had propped it open ever-so-slightly. You pushed the door open. You saw a massive TV and the windows offering a lovely view. You knew the bed was just around the corner. You knew just a few steps would bring your beautiful wife into view.

    "Honey?" you called out.

    "I'm in here," she replied softly.

    You stepped into the room and the door shut behind you. You couldn't remember the last time your heart had beaten so fast and so hard. This was far more exciting than watching her fool around in the bar or suck another man's dick in his car. This was something else entirely.

    Something on the TV stand caught your eye. You stepped closer and saw that it was a small collection of torn condom wrappers. Four of them. He'd used four condoms. At least four condoms, actually. He'd almost certainly fucked your wife four times. Four times in roughly twelve hours. That meant it was good sex. It was an undeniable fact. He'd enjoyed fucking her so much that he'd done it four times, and she'd apparently enjoyed his cock so much that she'd welcomed him into her pussy four times.

    "Are you there?" she asked.

    You stepped closer. You turned and saw your wife sitting up in the bed. You saw her clothes resting over the back of a chair on the other side of the bed. You saw the sheets pulled up over her body. You saw that her hair was a beautiful mess. You saw a bright smile on her face. You saw one of her feet sticking out of the bottom of the sheets.

    "You saw the condom wrappers, didn't you?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    Your wife gently lowered the sheets, exposing her perky breasts and her hard nipples. "What did you think when you saw them?"

    "I thought...I thought that he fucked you four times," you answered. "That the sex must have been really good if he wanted you four times, and it must have been really good for you if you let him have you four times."

    "Did that turn you on?" your wife asked as she ran her fingers over her breasts, down her stomach, and under the sheet. She closed her eyes, parted her lips, and moaned softly as it seemed like she was masturbating. "Did it excite you to know that another man had so thoroughly enjoyed fucking your wife?"

    It felt, for just a moment, at least, like you were looking at an entirely different version of your wife. An entirely different woman, really. She was in another man's hotel room. She was masturbating while talking about having fucked that man. She was using language that had never seemed second nature to her. And, it was quite clear she was turned on.

    So were you, though. So perhaps your wife felt the same way, that she was sitting in another man's bed and playing with her pussy while her husband stood there with a half-hard cock in his pants as he thought about the fact that his wife had just fucked someone else.

    "Yes, it turned me on," you answered. "It stopped me in my tracks, looking at those condoms, and thinking about the fact that you'd had so much sex, that you'd enjoyed the sex, that someone else had fucked you and made you cum and that he'd enjoyed your pussy and your body so much that you must have made him cum."

    She opened her eyes and smiled. "I did make him cum. Five times, in fact. Four times as he fucked me and once in my mouth." She moaned, but it wasn't a simple little teasing moan for you. It was a moan of intense pleasure, a moan of desire seemingly inspired by the fact that she'd made another man cum five times. It was a moan that seemed to come with a sense of pride, too, like she was thrilled to be arousing enough to inspire any man to cum that many times in such a short span of time.

    "He said it was the best sex he's ever had," she continued. "How does that make you feel, baby?"

    "It turns me on," you replied. "Was the sex...was it good for you?"

    She nodded. "The sex was great. It was...it was so exciting to be with someone new. There was something kind of...I don't know, naughty about it, about fucking someone I barely know, about completely surrendering to my physical desires, to my need for him, for his cock, for his body. It was...it was just incredible."

    You moved towards the bed and pulled on the sheets, exposing the entirety of her flawless naked body. She pulled her hand away from her pussy - from the pussy another man had thoroughly satisfied over the last 12 hours - and you stared at that utterly perfect space between her thighs.

    "He had me this morning," she said. "Before he left for golf. He was in my pussy. Right here in the bed."

    You stripped. You had to get naked. You had to have your wife.

    "I woke up in his arms. With his body pressed against mine. With his cock pressed into my ass. I woke up horny, too. It was like my pussy remembered how good the night before had been - how good he'd fucked me - and it demanded more. I was wet, baby. I was wet and desperate. I needed him inside me."

    "What did you do?" you asked while unbuttoning your pants.

    She smiled. "I sucked his cock. I moved under the sheets and I took his big, beautiful cock in my mouth and gave him a slow, seductive blowjob. I sucked him until he was moaning, until his dick was hard as a rock in my mouth, until he was desperate to fuck me."

    You lowered your jeans and peeled off your socks. You stripped off your t-shirt and your wife spread her legs as you crawled into the bed. You kissed her thighs and she moaned softly as you stared at her pussy, at the pussy another man had fucked, at the pussy another man had fucked four times.

    "I used my mouth to put a condom on his cock," she explained. "I'd never done that before. It was more fun than I thought it would be. He liked it, too. I think it made him feel like I was eager to please him, though I imagine the blowjob did that too."

    You were unexpectedly thrilled at the idea that she'd done something for him that she'd never done for another man, you included. "How did you fuck him this morning?" you asked as you stared at her pussy.

    She reached down and gently played with herself before answering, "I started on top." She slipped two fingers into her pussy and you heard the incredible wetness of her desire. "I rode him slowly as we kissed. His hands moved all over my body. It felt so good to be touched by him, to feel his strength, to feel his desire for me, to take his tongue into my mouth as I took his cock into my pussy."

    She pulled her fingers from inside her and rubbed them over her labia. Her pussy struck you as the most beautiful thing you'd ever seen. You laid on your stomach and moved closer. The unmistakable scent of sex filled your nose. You kissed her inner thighs while keeping your gaze fixed on her pussy and the gentle, surprisingly seductive manner in which she masturbated.

    "I rode him until I came, and to be honest, it didn't take very long," she continued. "His cock was so deep inside me...it felt so fucking good and I came so hard. My legs were actually trembling."

    You kissed your wife's hand as she played with her pussy and she smiled down at you. You watched and listened as she fingered herself and you wondered if she was thinking of him.

    "Then I told him to take me from behind," she said.

    You looked up with surprise in your eyes. Doggystyle isn't a favorite of hers. Or at least you didn't think it was.

    She smiled. "I know. I don't usually love it from behind. I enjoyed it with him, though. In fact, I really enjoyed it."

    She looked towards the windows and your gaze followed. You weren't sure what she was looking at, but when you turned your attention back to your wife she had a smile on her face.

    "He fucked me from behind up against those windows last night," she said before slightly arching her back and morning. "As it was happening, I couldn't believe how good it felt. There was something...I don't know, almost animalistic about it. Something wild and naughty and passionate, like he just had to take me, to take my body and make it his for just a short while. I came so hard I almost fell over."

    She pulled her fingers from her pussy and you stared at the pink, slippery flesh inside as her labia gaped just a little. For reasons you didn't understand, you needed to taste her. You needed to put your tongue inside her. So you did. You crawled a little closer and you put your tongue as deep in your wife's pussy as you could.

    “Oh, wow,” she said, almost as if you’d surprised her with your desire to taste her pussy. A moment later, though, she moaned and ran her fingers through your hair.

    "Mmm, does it taste good?" she asked.

    You looked up and nodded as best you could with your tongue still buried deep in her wetness. You could taste the sweetness of her juices and the smell of sex filled your nose. Real, true, vigorous sex, too. It was a distinct smell and it made your cock throb as it pressed into the bed.

    "He fucked me from behind in the bed this morning," she said. "He fucked me hard, too. It felt good, baby, and I know it felt great for him because he came loudly. We both collapsed into the bed and his pulsing cock was still inside me as I felt his body trembling in that way a man's body tends to when he's had a great orgasm."

    You licked your wife's pussy while thinking of another man cumming while buried inside her. The thought alone was enough to provide you with a wealth of sexual pleasure.

    "You like putting your tongue inside me after he's fucked me, don't you?" she asked. "Just like you enjoyed kissing me after I'd sucked him off."

    "Yes," you admitted.

    "Mmm, that's really hot," she said. "I don't know why, but that's really fucking hot."

    She reached down to hold your head in both hands as you tongue fucked her pussy. You gave her clit a little attention, too, and watched the pleasure dance across her face. You thought of her getting fucked in that very position. On her back with his cock moving in and out of her. You were certain they'd fucked in missionary at some point and you couldn't help but picture his cock moving in and out of her pussy just as your tongue was moving in and out of her pussy. You couldn't help but feel intense arousal as you imagined such pleasures.

    "I need to fuck you," you said before moving to your knees, kissing your way up your wife's body, and meeting her lips with yours.

    As your tongues swirled she reached down to guide your throbbing cock into her pussy. She was soaked and you slid balls deep into her with one slow thrust. She wrapped her legs around you, ran her fingers through your hair, and sucked your tongue into her mouth before swirling hers around it.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    "It's perfect," you replied.

    You fucked your wife. You did so slowly. You savored the pleasure of being inside her after a night of fantasizing about all the things she was doing with another man.

    "You don't mind being inside me after another man has had his way with me?" she asked in a seductive tone.

    You groaned. "It's even better than I thought it would be. I don't know why. It's just so hot."

    "And it's a little bit naughty, isn't it? To enjoy fucking your wife after she's fucked another man? After she's fucked another man four times? To slide into her pussy and feel like it's never felt better? To enjoy fucking me after I've stepped outside the vows we made to each other when we got married?" she asked.

    "Yes, fuck, it feels so good," you said between moans. "Your pussy has never felt better. To fuck you...to fuck you in the same bed where you fucked another man...oh, fuck, it's so fucking hot!"

    You were fucking her hard now. You couldn't help yourself. You were lost in your pleasure. You needed to cum.

    "Cum inside me!" she cried out. "Cum inside me in the bed where another man fucked me. In the bed where another man had the best sex of his life with your wife!"

    You came inside your wife as you thought of his cock doing the same thing four separate times. You claimed a deeply powerful, thrilling orgasm as you thought of her having sex in every imaginable position with another man, of her cumming on his cock numerous times, of her getting off on how naughty it felt, on how good it felt, on how much fun she was having fucking someone else while you were at home.

    You collapsed on top of her and your wife ran her fingers through your hair and kissed your neck. "Was that good?" she asked.

    "That was incredible," you replied. "It was perfect."

    "Mmm, that makes me happy," she said.

    You closed your eyes and let that beautiful sense of post-orgasmic pleasure wash over you.

    "I can't wait to see what kind of fun I can get up to next weekend," she said. "Date night's gotten so much more exciting, hasn't it?"

    You hadn't really considered that she'd want to keep playing on date night, that fucking one man might not be enough to satiate her, but of course it wasn't. It had become perfectly clear that your wife - and you, really - had discovered an entirely new side of her sexuality and it seemed to be a side that she was eager to keep exploring.

    Thankfully, you were just as eager to keep exploring, which meant date night was going to be better than ever.

  
    Date Night - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "Would you like to dress me for tonight?" your wife asked from the bathroom.

    You were so busy admiring her lithe body in the bra and matching boyshort panties she had on that it took a few seconds for her question to register.

    "Dress you?" you asked.

    She finished applying her dark red lipstick, turned towards you, and smiled. "You could pick out what I'm going to wear for date night. I'll wear anything you want."

    Your wife's closet was well-stocked with clothes and you couldn't help but smile at the idea of getting to be in control of what she wore. "Anything?" you asked.

    She met your smile with one of her own, set the tube of lipstick on the bathroom counter, and sauntered towards you, stopping just a few steps short of the foot of the bed, where you sat with your legs crossed. "Yes. Anything. If you want me in a pair of jeans and a comfy sweater, I'll wear that," she said with a playful smile. "Of course, I imagine you'll choose something a little more revealing."

    She stepped closer, reached out, and gently rubbed your crotch. Your cock stirred to life as she leaned in and kissed your neck. "After all, you want me to look good for date night, don't you? You want me to look good enough that all the single guys - and perhaps a few of the married guys - in the bar can't help but look at me. You want every guy in there to imagine fucking me. You want me to have lots of options for who I'm going to fool around with tonight, don't you?"

    It was the first time your wife had made it clear that she intended on finding another man to have fun with. You suspected that would be the case - after all, she seemed to enjoy the new version of date night even more than you did - but you weren't entirely sure until that very moment.

    "Yes, I want you to look hot," you said. "Really hot."

    Her lips found yours for a lingering kiss with just a hint of tongue and then she said, "You can make me look slutty if you want. I don't mind. Who knows? Maybe I'd enjoy it. I bet a different kind of guy would hit on me."

    "You think so?" you asked.

    Your wife nodded and smiled. "I do. I think I'd attract a more aggressive kind of man. The sort that would love to take a woman to the bathroom and bend her over the sink to fuck her, or that would get off on taking her out to the parking lot and bending her over the hood of his car to have his way with her, or the kind that would want to take me back to his place, toss me in his bed, and have his way with me without really giving a damn about what I wanted."

    You saw the lust in her eyes as she described how her evening might go and you couldn't help but feel the same sort of desire. Still, you were surprised that your wife was turned on at the idea of being tossed into a man's bed to be used as little more than a sex toy for his pleasure.

    "And that...that would turn you on?" you asked. "Being used like that? Being tossed into his bed and fucked like...well, like his toy, I guess?"

    Your wife looked at the bulge your stiff cock had made in your pants and stroked it a little faster. Then her eyes found yours and she smiled before saying, "It seems like that idea turns you on. Is that true?"

    You nodded.

    "It turns me on too," she admitted. "Will you dress me like a slut? Will you pick out something skimpy and naughty for me to wear so a man like that will pick me up at the bar?"

    You reached out, slipped a hand into her panties, and worked two fingers into her exceedingly wet pussy. Then you nodded. Her wetness was proof of her desire and that was all you needed. Her lust matched yours and that meant it was going to be a beautiful night for both of you.

    "You'll need to ditch these panties," you said. "A slut wouldn't wear panties at all. Or a bra."

    Your wife smiled, stood, and stripped out of her bra and panties. You slid off the bed of the bed, stepped behind her, and kissed the soft skin of her neck as you cupped her breasts in your hand. You rolled her nipples gently between your fingers before running one of your hands down her stomach and between her legs. She moaned as you fingered her slippery pussy and played with her clit and she rubbed her ass into your crotch, offering a wealth of pleasure to your throbbing stiffness in the process.

    "You'll have to wear a short skirt," you said softly. "And four inch heels. I think a cropped halter top or tank top would be a good choice. Something that shows off this taut stomach of yours."

    "Mmm, we'll have to go to a different bar if you dress me like that," she replied. "Something a little trashier."

    She turned her head and your lips met for a passionate kiss. She offered her tongue almost instantly and moaned when you welcomed it into your mouth as you fingered her a little more aggressively.

    You guided your wife towards the bed ran your hand up her back. Your fingers entwined in her hair and you pulled gently, eliciting a moan before a smile crept across her face.

    "Are you sure you want to go home with the kind of man you'll meet in a trashier bar than the kind we usually go to?" you asked.

    She nodded.

    You tightened your grip on her hair and bent your wife over the bed. You lifted a hand and spanked her ass. She yelped and you ran your fingers between her ass cheeks before plunging three into her pussy.

    "He's not going to be gentle," you said. "If you agree to go home with him, he's going to treat you like a slut. He's going to fuck you like one. Is that what you want?"

    "Yes," she said before moaning loudly. Her pussy gushed around your fingers, making it perfectly clear just how turned on she was.

    You stepped behind your wife and pressed your pelvis into her ass. You pulled back and pushed forward a few times, thrusting against her while maintaining a vice like grip on her hair. You could have fucked her. You knew she wouldn't have objected. She probably would have enjoyed it.

    You knew she'd enjoy fucking someone else even more, though, and the truth was, that's what you craved, too. You wanted your wife to end up bent over another man's bed. You wanted him to pull her hair and spank her ass and fuck her from behind while she screamed his name. You wanted him to pick her up, toss her into his bed, and crawl between her legs before delivering a vigorous missionary fucking. You wanted him to fuck her as many times as he desired, and to make her cum so many times she lost count.

    So you released your grip on her hair, stepped away, and said, "Let's get you dressed, then."

    You found a short, tight black leather skirt in her closet. You found a skimpy white halter top made from a thin, clingy material. You returned to the bedroom and tossed them on the bed. Your wife smiled, picked up the skirt, and stepped into it as you returned to the closet and picked out a pair of strappy four inch heels that would make her legs and ass look astoundingly hot.

    She was already in the skirt and halter top by the time you returned. Her stiff nipples visibly poked through the material of her top, making her arousal obvious. The same thing would happen in the bar when she was flirting with a guy she actually liked. He'd see her nipples get hard. He'd see her obvious excitement. He'd see how eager she was for him and he'd ask her to go home with him.

    "Put these on," you said as you set the heels at her feet.

    She stepped into them, wobbled for a moment due to their exceptional height, and then sauntered around the room, showing off how she'd look when she walked into the bar.

    "How do I look?" she asked.

    You smiled. "Like a woman that's desperate to get fucked."

    She walked towards you, pressed her flawlessly sexy body against yours, and kissed your neck. "That's exactly what I am, so I guess you did a good job dressing me. Now, will you take me to a bar so I can find a man to fuck me?"

    "I will," you replied.

    Your wife kissed you. She kissed you passionately. She ground her hips into your crotch as she did so, enflaming your desire and making your cock drip precum.

    "Let's go," she said with a naughty smile before turning and walking away.

    You grabbed your wallet and keys and followed as your heart pounded in anticipation of the excitement that was to come.

    
      
    

    You went into the bar first and found a seat with a good view of the whole place. A few minutes later, your wife entered. As you expected, most of the men in the place looked her way as she sauntered towards the bar, took a seat, and ordered a drink.

    A steady stream of guys made their way over to her. They all took their shot and your wife politely declined each and every one of them as she sipped her drink.

    Then a muscular guy with a shaved head and forearms covered in tattoos approached. You figured your wife would brush him off before he managed to get a word in, but instead she invited him to sit next to her. She let him buy her a second drink. She let him chat her up and it seemed perfectly clear that she was flirting up a storm with him.

    He wasn't subtle about his desire for her. He stared at her breasts multiple times. He had his hand on her leg just a few minutes after sitting down. He kept rubbing her inner thigh, too, and your wife made no attempt to stop him.

    Instead, she seemed to find his touch arousing, at least if the look on her face was any indicator. You weren't close enough to hear, but it certainly looked like she moaned on a few occasions, and each time it put a smile on his face. With good reason, though, as he must have been confident he was going to fuck the beautiful woman sitting at the bar in the leather skirt and the skimpy halter top.

    Then, after what must have been ten minutes of flirting and conversation, you were almost certain you saw your wife say, "I wanna suck your dick," to the man sitting next to her. You were far from an expert at lip reading, but you'd gotten a little better at it since date night had changed to your wife fooling around with other men.

    The look on the guy's face was also a strong indicator of what she's said, as he smiled in an utterly delighted manner. Then, a moment later he leaned in and they kissed. He did so while his fingers moved under her skirt and you were pretty sure he found her lack of panties and started fingering your wife's pussy, at least based on the way her mouth opened to unleash what must have been a moan.

    He pulled out his wallet, laid cash on the bar, and got up off his stool. He offered his hand to your wife and she smiled and took it. They walked out of the bar together and a whole bunch of guys stared as they walked past. You saw jealousy in the eyes of the many men she'd rejected that night and a smile on the face of the man she was walking out with.

    You gave it a minute, got up, and walked out after them. You strolled through the parking lot knowing full well that they might already have been on their way back to his place.

    They weren't, though. You saw him first. He was standing between two cars. He was looking down. You got a little closer. You got to a place where you had a view between those two cars.

    That's when you saw your wife. She was squatting in front of him. His hands were in her hair. His cock was in her mouth. She was looking up at him. He was thrusting in and out of her mouth. He was fucking her face. Another man was fucking your wife's face in the bar parking lot. She was being a slut. She was being the slut she'd described wanting to be. She was doing exactly as she'd said she wanted to do at the bar. She was sucking his dick and she seemed to be doing a damn good job of it, too.

    You watched in utter fascination - and with a raging hard-on in your pants - as your wife acted in a manner you'd never seen before. This was different than her giving a blowjob in the guy's car. This was her getting face fucked in a parking lot without any concern that someone might walk by. This was your wife giving her mouth to a strong, tattooed, aggressive man she'd only just met. This was your wife making it perfectly clear she was, in fact, willing to be a slut for him, and this was him taking her up on that in a manner that turned you on far more than you expected.

    After a few minutes of vigorous cocksucking, he stepped back, helped your wife to her feet, and pointed towards the other side of the car. He got behind the wheel, she ran around to get in the passenger side, and before the car was even started you watched her head drop into his lap.

    He backed out of the space, pulled out of the parking lot, and drove off as you stood there with a tent in your pants. You smiled, let a wave of arousal wash over your body, and walked towards your car.

    You sat behind the wheel, closed your eyes, and imagined your wife's head bobbing up and down in another man's lap as they drove back to his place. You imagined his hand on the back of her neck as he urged her to take as much of his dick as she could. You imagined her moaning and gagging on his cock. You imagined her pussy dripping with wetness as she did exactly as he desired.

    Then you drove home while that imagery danced in your head. You sat on the couch and watched TV as you imagined your wife going far beyond blowing him. You imagined him tossing her in the bed as she'd described. You imagined him using her pussy over and over and over.

    Two hours later, your wife texted that she was in an Uber and on her way home. She told you to get naked and wait for her in the bedroom.

    You hopped off the couch and rushed to the bedroom. You stripped and crawled into bed. You took your cock in your hand and slowly stroked as you imagined the sex your wife had enjoyed that night.

    Ten minutes later you heard the front door open. Not long after, your wife appeared in the bedroom doorway. Her blonde hair was far messier than when she'd left with him. Her eye makeup was a little smudged. Her halter top was stretched out to the point of likely being ruined.

    She wore a giddy smile on her face, though. She looked like a woman that had thoroughly enjoyed every minute of her night.

    Your wife stepped into the bedroom and unzipped her skirt. She pushed it over her hips and it fell to the floor, revealing her enflamed pussy lips and her thighs, which glistened with wetness that you imagined had dripped out of her pussy.

    She took a few steps closer and took off her halter top. Her breasts were red. They'd been manhandled. Roughly, by the looks of it. She took another step closer, smiled, and turned around. Her ass was red too. It had been manhandled. Spanked, probably. Spanked hard by the looks of it.

    "Are you okay?" you asked as your wife turned around once more.

    She crawled into the bed, straddled you, and sat across your upper thighs. She took your cock in her hand and stroked it slowly as she said, "I'm so much better than okay. Tonight was...I've never been fucked like that. Never. I've never been treated like that by a man. Used like that."

    You noticed red marks on her neck. They could have been from rough kissing. They could have been from her being choked. Whatever the cause, they were unquestionably the result of rough play.

    "I came so hard," she said. "I stopped counting how many times...but I came so hard, baby. It was...it was so good. He fucked me so good. He used me so good. I'm still tingling from it, from the pleasure, from the orgasms he gave me."

    She crawled forward and took your cock inside her. Your wife leaned down and you shared a soft, sensual kiss as she rocked her hips back and forth, bathing you in the intense wetness of her pussy.

    She sat up and you ran your fingers over her breasts. "Did he...was he rough?"

    She nodded. "He squeezed them hard. He slapped them, too. I don't know why, but it felt good. I kept asking him...baby, I kept asking him to do it harder. It just...he was inside me as he did it. Missionary. Fucking me so hard and so fast and I just wanted him to be rough with my tits. I came so fucking hard as he did it."

    She closed her eyes, placed her hands on your chest, and gently rode your cock. Up and down her pussy moved, bathing you in intense pleasure as you imagined another man using her roughly and making her cum as he did so.

    "Did he...did he treat you like a slut?" you asked. "Like you wanted to be treated?"

    She nodded. "He did. I wasn't sure if I'd actually like it, but I did, baby. I loved it. I loved feeling that for just one night. I loved that sense of being a toy for him, of being a slut. He even called me a slut and it was so fucking hot hearing him say it."

    You reached up and ran your fingers over the marks on her neck. "What are these?"

    She smiled and rode you a little faster. "I...when he was fucking me in missionary, he ran his fingers up to my neck. He was gentle. Really gentle. It turned me on so much, though. It was...no one has ever done anything like that with me, and it turned me on. It got me so close to an orgasm that I just told him to do it harder."

    "You told him to..." you said before trailing off.

    Her pussy bounced hard on your cock and she leaned down and kissed your neck. "I did. I told him to choke me. Just a little. Nothing crazy. He did it hard enough to leave a little bit of a mark, though, and I came all over his big cock as he did it. I couldn't help it. It felt so...I don't know, it felt so wild, so out of control, so slutty, that I just fucking came all over his cock as he choked me."

    She sat up, ran her fingers up your chest, and placed them around your neck. She smiled and rode you faster as you thought of the tattooed man doing the same to her.

    "Cum inside me," she said. "Cum in my well-used pussy, baby. Cum in the slutty little cunt he spent the past two hours pounding for his pleasure."

    You came inside your wife. Your body shook with pleasure as you did so and she collapsed on top of you and showered your neck in soft, tender kisses while moaning. You held her close, closed your eyes, and let the joy of a great climax spread through your body.

    "I love you," she whispered.

    "I love you too," you replied.

    You held her for a few minutes as your cock slowly went soft inside your wife. You marveled at the sudden, swift changes to your sex life and the overwhelming pleasure those changes had brought both of you.

    "Let's take a shower," she said. "I got sweaty at his place and he did too and it’s all over me."

    "Of course," you replied.

    She lifted her pussy from your cock, sat on the edge of the bed to take her heels off, and then sauntered towards the bathroom. "Maybe you could make me cum in the shower," she said. "I'd love one more orgasm before we go to sleep."

    You followed her to the bathroom, got in the shower, and washed your wife's body before taking your time in giving her one last orgasm before bed, bringing a thrilling night to a perfect ending.

  
    Date Night - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "Which of these colors would you pick?"

    You looked up from your phone to see your wife holding three tubes of lipstick in her hand. One was a dark shade of red, another was a brighter shade of red, and the third was a dark shade of pink.

    "The pink," you replied, eliciting a smile. "Wait, why? What's this for?"

    "It's date night," she said, "and I want to pick out the perfect lipstick."

    Your wife turned and walked away. It wasn't until then that you noticed she was wearing a pair of exceedingly alluring lace boyshort panties that clung to her ass in the most perfect manner imaginable. You stared as she walked away and only when she'd rounded the corner did it dawn on you that you needed to find out why she needed the perfect lipstick.

    You got up and rushed to the bedroom. Your wife was bent over the bathroom counter and her ass somehow looked even hotter as you approached. She was busy applying the pink lipstick and you couldn't help but think that you'd made the right choice, as it looked fantastic on her.

    "Why do you need the perfect lipstick?" you asked.

    She stood up, gently blotted the edges of her mouth to smooth out the lipstick, smiled at you in the mirror, and said, "Because I'll be sucking cock tonight."

    Despite all that had happened since your date nights had taken a turn for the naughty, it still astonished you when your wife talked like that, so for a few moments you felt like you were in the bathroom with an entirely different woman than the one you'd married.

    "Does the lipstick look good?" she asked as you stared.

    It took a few seconds for the question to register before you nodded. "Yes, it looks perfect."

    "Do you think my lips will look good wrapped around his big cock?" your wife asked.

    Again you were astounded. "Wait, whose cock are you talking about?"

    She put the cap on the tube of lipstick, set it on the counter, and walked right past you. You stared at her ass as she grabbed her phone from the nightstand. A few moments later she turned the phone towards you and said, "This cock."

    You stepped closer to get a better view and saw that your wife had indeed pulled up a picture of a guy holding his rather large cock. "Whose cock is that?" you asked.

    "A guy I met on Tinder," she said.

    You were dumbfounded. "Wait, what? You're on Tinder? How long have you been on Tinder?"

    "A few weeks," your wife replied. "I took a few selfies and put up a profile. I said I was looking for casual fun, that I'm married, and that my husband wanted to watch."

    In the blink of an eye you went from being dumbfounded and a touch frustrated to intrigued and more than a little turned on. "Wait, really?"

    She smiled and nodded. "I'm not wrong, am I? You do want to watch, don't you?"

    "Yes, I do," you admitted.

    She held up her phone and said, "Well, tonight you get to watch me suck this cock. If it goes well and he's not an asshole, next week you'll get to watch my pussy cum all over this cock."

    You stared at the cock in the picture and imagined your wife's lips wrapped around it. Arousal flooded your body - and your dick - and just like that you were nursing an erection. "Holy shit," you said. "This is amazing. You're amazing."

    "I'm glad you think so," she replied. "We need to be there pretty soon, though, so I need to get dressed. I was thinking something slutty again. I mean, I'm not going over for dinner. I'm not even going over for sex. I'm going over there to suck his dick and swallow his cum while my husband watches."

    Your legs wobbled a little at your wife's mention of swallowing another man's cum. She'd done it before, of course, but hearing her state it as her goal for the evening was so fucking hot.

    "I love you," she said.

    You looked up to see the biggest, brightest smile on her face. "I love you too."

    "Eric said he'd be cool with you masturbating while you watched, though he also said he'd prefer you not get any cum on his furniture. I think I'd prefer it if you didn't cum, either, mostly because I'd like you to cum in my pussy when we get home," your wife explained. "Will that be okay with you?"

    "Fuck yes," you replied.

    She stepped closer, gave your cock a few strokes through your pants, and leaned in like she was going to kiss you. She moaned softly as her lips approached and you wanted nothing more than to feel them against yours, but instead she walked away and headed for the closet, leaving you stiff and desperate.

    You weren't sure if you were going to masturbate while you watched, but you changed into a fresh pair of underwear and threw on a fresh t-shirt for good measure. After putting on deodorant you stepped back into the bedroom to find your wife looking at herself in the mirror.

    She looked astonishing in a skintight, low cut, cropped top that she'd clearly paired with a push-up bra to make her breasts look especially good. She'd paired it with a short, pleated skirt and a pair of thigh high, high-heeled, shiny black boots. She looked slutty in the best way possible.

    "God damn you look good," you said.

    "I know," she replied. "It's crazy, but I like dressing up for nights like this. It's kind of like getting into costume. Depending on what I wear I feel like an entirely different woman."

    "You look like an entirely different woman," you said.

    "Do I look like the kind of woman that would suck a relative stranger's cock while her husband watches?" she asked.

    "Honestly? Yes, you do," you replied. "And it's so fucking hot."

    She looked gleeful. "I know, right?" She glanced at the nightstand clock and added, "Let's go. We don't want to be late."

    You grabbed your wallet and keys, headed for the garage, and drove your wife to another man's house. She played with your cock intermittently on the way over and she had you in a state of wild desire by the time you pulled into the driveway of a nice-looking house.

    "Are you ready for this?" she asked.

    You nodded.

    "Let's go then," she replied.

    You both got out of the car and your heart pounded as you approached the front door. Your wife rang the bell and just a few seconds later the door opened.

    The guy standing on the other side of the door looked at least five years younger than you. He was well-dressed and well-kept, though, and he couldn't stop smiling as he looked your wife up and down.

    "Wow. You look even better than in your pictures," he said. "I mean, wow. You are so hot."

    Your wife gestured to you and replied, "He said the same thing."

    "Well, he's right," Eric said. "He is really, really fucking right. Come in. Come in."

    He stepped aside and you and your beautiful wife stepped into his house.

    "Can I get you anything to drink?" he asked.

    "Sure," your wife said. "I'll take a glass of wine or a beer, or a cocktail, actually. I'm not picky."

    "Same for me," you added.

    Eric smiled. "Great. Right this way."

    He led you into the kitchen, grabbed a trio of glasses from the cabinet, and quickly whipped up a trio of cocktails, taking as many opportunities as he could to stare at your wife as he did.

    "You know, you look good too," your wife said to him. "You're actually a little more muscular than I thought you'd be based on your pictures." She stepped closer and ran her fingers over his arm, making him smile. "I like that, though. There's something exciting about getting on my knees for a strong man with a big cock."

    She was putting on a show and it was exceptionally hot. The bulge in Eric's pants was absolute proof that he found it alluring and you sported one too.

    Eric glanced at you and for a moment there was a sense of awkwardness in the kitchen.

    "You don't have to be worried about him," your wife reassured him. "He won't be weird, I promise. He's into this. Really into it. He's watched from afar before, but I wanted to give him the chance to watch from a lot closer. It's the least he deserves given his willingness to let me play with other men."

    Eric finished the drinks and handed one to you and your wife before raising his glass, looking at your wife, and saying, "Well then, a toast to you, an absolute goddess of a woman. I honestly figured you wouldn't show up, that you were catfishing me or scamming me or something, and I couldn't be happier that you're here."

    You all sipped from your drinks and then Eric took your wife's hand and led her out of the kitchen. She flashed a playful smile at you and followed him into the living room. They sat on the bigger of the two couches and your wife quickly cuddled up right next to him. You sat on the smaller couch, which afforded you a perfect view of everything that you hoped was about to unfold.

    "So, you've watched from afar?" Eric asked.

    You nodded as your wife sipped her drink and caressed his thigh. "One of the first times we did this, she went down on a guy in his car. I watched in the parking lot. I was pretty far away and I couldn't see much. Just her head bobbing up and down." The memory of that night came rushing back and with it came a flood of arousal. "It was...honestly, it was so hot."

    Eric smiled and your wife leaned in and kissed his neck. "It was hot for me too," she said softly. "So much hotter than I thought it would be, honestly. Before that night I'd never done anything like that with a man. I think a handjob in the car - with my husband - was the wildest thing I'd ever really done. Something just...I don't know, something changed in me. It's like I unlocked this part of me that just wants to go wild, to be...well, to be kind of slutty, if I'm being honest."

    Eric's hand found her thigh and his fingers moved in slow circles. Your wife moaned softly as he turned to her. She leaned in and their lips met for a kiss. That was all it took to get your cock hard, though all the teasing on the drive over certainly had you in a place of fairly intense arousal.

    "You're a good kisser," Eric said.

    "You too," she replied as her hand moved up and down the bulge that now ran down one of his pant legs. "And I have to say, your dick seems like it might be even bigger than it looked in the picture."

    "Is that okay?" he asked.

    Your wife nodded. "Every woman likes a big dick, Eric, though I'm sure you know that by now."

    His lips curled into a knowing smile and he glanced at you as your wife leaned in and kissed his neck while stroking him over his pants with a bit more vigor.

    "She's incredible, man," Eric said.

    "I know," you replied.

    "And you're really, truly into this?" he asked.

    "Like you wouldn't believe," you answered.

    Your wife looked at you, smiled, and threw back the rest of her drink. Her eyes were alive with lust and you watched Eric's hand creep up her thigh, move under her skirt, and press against her panties. She spread her legs a little wider, giving him access and making it clear she was more than happy to let him have a little fun.

    "Fuck, you're wet," Eric said.

    "I know," she answered with a smile. "As it turns out, I really like the idea of sucking cock in front of my husband. Two months ago the notion would have horrified me, and now I'm soaked."

    Your wife was soaked and you were hard as a rock. Your life - or your sex life, really - had changed with remarkable speed but you weren't the slightest bit disturbed by it. You were all in.

    "I need to see it," you said.

    She smiled. "Yeah? You need to see me suck his cock?"

    "Yes. I do. I really do," you replied.

    Your wife set her glass on the coffee table, turned to Eric, and kissed him with remarkable passion. His free hand found its way to her tits and he massaged them through her skimpy, low cut top before pushing his fingers into her bra. She moaned into his mouth while skillfully unbuttoning his pants and pushing them down to his knees. She had his underwear down a moment later and just like that her fingers were wrapped around another man's impressively large cock.

    "You're so hard for me," she said.

    "You're so fucking hot," Eric replied. "How could I not be hard?"

    Your wife smiled. "Plus, you know you're about to get your dick sucked."

    "There's that too," he said with a laugh.

    Your wife slid off the couch and dropped to her knees in front of him. She took off her top and her bra, freeing her tits. Eric leaned down and played with them as they kissed. She stroked his dick the entire time, luring him into a deeper state of arousal as their tongues mingled.

    "I need to feel your cock in my mouth," she said softly. Your dick throbbed at her words.

    Eric sat back and your wife pulled his pants and underwear all the way off, spread his legs, and crawled closer. She looked up at him, leaned in, and kissed the head of his cock before smiling. She extended her tongue and licked his shaft like she was working a popsicle, only one that filled her with intense arousal.

    Then your wife took another man's cock in her mouth. She moaned and swallowed a few inches of his thick shaft. He closed his eyes, rolled his head towards the ceiling, and moaned like a man lost in utter bliss.

    She flipped up the back of her skirt, showing off her ass in those incredible boyshort panties. You stared at them for a few seconds as you listened to the sounds of a blowjob. Your wife seemed to be making an effort to make it a wet, semi-sloppy blowjob, perhaps because she wanted to put on a show for you. Whatever the reason, it sounded incredible and when you pulled your attention from her ass to watch the cocksucking, it looked breathtaking.

    "Fuck...that's so fucking good," Eric said before taking a long sip of his drink.

    There was something so hot about your wife servicing him, about him enjoying a drink while she greedily slurped on his cock. She was there to pleasure him and she was doing so because it turned her on. She was, after all, soaking wet. She was trying to turn you on too, of course, but this wasn't just for you and that was just so fucking hot.

    She pulled her mouth from his cock and stroked the spit-soaked shaft as her attention turned towards you. "Is watching me suck cock as hot as you hoped for?" she asked.

    "It's better," you replied.

    "You can masturbate if you want," she said. "In fact, I'd find it kind of hot if you did."

    You finished your drink, set the glass on the coffee table, and unbuttoned your pants. You freed your stiff cock, wrapped your fingers around it, and stroked slowly as your wife smiled.

    She turned back to Eric, looked up at him, and then kissed her way down his shaft before taking his balls in her mouth. She moaned while licking and sucking on them and she slowly stroked the head, doing everything she could to offer him pleasure.

    "This is so fucking hot," Eric said. "I wasn't sure I'd like you being here and watching, man, but I fucking do. It's just so fucking hot that you're watching your wife suck my dick."

    Your wife moaned with his balls in her mouth and then licked her way up his shaft and took the head in her mouth once more. Her hand moved in concert with her lips as she sucked and stroked. Eric moaned louder and you saw the telltale look of pleasure on his face. You were suddenly quite certain that he wasn't going to last much longer.

    "Holy shit," he said. "That feels so fucking good."

    Your wife reached back and pulled her panties down to her knees. She slipped two fingers into her pussy and you heard the wetness. You could see it, too. You could see her glistening pussy and you loved that it was absolute proof of how much she enjoyed sucking cock while you watched.

    "I want you to cum in my mouth, Eric," she said. "I want to swallow your load while my husband watches."

    She took him in her mouth once more and you saw Eric's legs tremble with pleasure. He was close. You were desperate to cum, too, as you were watching the hottest thing you'd ever seen. You chose not to, though. You chose to hold off. Your dick still throbbed, though, as you watched your wife suck and stroke another man's dick in the hope that he would flood her mouth with a hot load she could swallow.

    It happened just a few seconds later. Eric's deep, guttural moans filled his living room. Your wife moaned as she slowed her sucking and stroking and sealed her lips around the head of his pulsing dick.

    His orgasm went on for what seemed like an extraordinarily long time, and when he'd finished Eric wore the biggest smile you'd ever seen. Your wife pulled off his cock, kissed the head softly, and swallowed.

    "That was a huge load," she said.

    Eric laughed. "That was a great blowjob. A truly great blowjob. One of the best I've ever had. I swear. You're incredible. You're amazing. You're...fuck...that was just amazing."

    Your wife looked at you with a bright, beautiful, giddy smile. "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    "More than I imagined possible," you answered.

    She turned back to Eric, kissed the head of his cock once more, and then stood, pulled her panties up, and put her bra and shirt back on. "That was lovely, Eric, and if you're up for it I'd love for you to fuck me next Saturday. As long as my husband can watch."

    "Oh, I'm up for it," Eric replied. "I'm up for anything you want."

    "We'll be back next week, then," she said.

    You put your cock back in your pants, stood, and walked out of Eric's house with your wife as he remained on the couch with a dazed look on his face.

    "Was that really good for you?" she asked.

    "Oh, yes, absolutely," you replied. "You?"

    She stopped a few feet short of your car, took your hand, and guided your fingers into her panties. You found her pussy a few moments later and slipped inside her with ease. She was beyond wet. She was drenched. It had been exceptionally good for her.

    "I need you to fuck me right now," she said. "In the car. I can't wait to get home. I need it right now."

    You unlocked the car and climbed into the back seat. Your wife took off her panties, tossed them inside, and joined you. She freed your cock from your pants, straddled you, and took you inside her.

    Her lips found yours and you shared desperate, passionate kisses as she rode you hard and fast. You thought of her sucking his dick, of him cumming in her mouth. You thought of the lips pressed against yours being wrapped around another man's dick. You thought of the tongue in your mouth being covered in his cum. Just like after the car blowjob, those thoughts filled you with the most intense desire.

    "Baby, I'm close," you said. "That was all so fucking hot that I'm already close."

    "Me too," she replied. "Me too!"

    She rode you faster. Her breathless, wild, wondrous moans filled the car. She kissed your cheeks and neck. She nibbled on your earlobe. She worked you hard and fast with her exceedingly slick pussy.

    Then you came inside her. You had a thunderous, deeply pleasurable orgasm while buried in your wife's utterly perfect pussy. She came too. Moments after you unleashed your orgasm. She threw her head back and screamed in pleasure.

    "Wow," she said.

    "I know," you replied. "You're amazing. This whole thing...this was amazing. Thank you."

    She kissed you softly. "No, thank you. Really. The fact that you're on board with all of this, that's amazing."

    You wrapped your arms around her and pulled your wife close. "I love you. I love you madly."

    She smiled. "I love you too."

    "Oh, and I can't wait for next week," you added.

    Her smile got bigger and brighter. "Me neither. Did you see how big he was? I can't wait to have that inside me."

    You couldn't wait to watch.

  
    Date Night - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    You were staring out the window of the exquisite hotel suite - the one you'd booked for the night - when you heard the bathroom door open. You turned and saw your wife's stocking-clad leg emerge. You stared at the delicate design of the lace top and admired how sexy the strappy heel she chose looked.

    The rest of her body soon followed and you admired her exquisite beauty as she walked towards you. Her bra was made from a delicate, semi-sheer material and you could see her nipples through it. The matching panties showed her plump pussy lips, making her arousal quite obvious. The garter belt was a simple, sexy addition to the outfit that made her ass look especially good.

    "How do I look?" she asked.

    "Perfect," you replied.

    Your wife's lips looked shiny and pink and her eye shadow was particularly alluring. Your cock stirred to life as she approached and when she stopped just a few feet in front of you, you caught a whiff of her perfume and closed your eyes as you inhaled the scent.

    "Are you sure you're okay with this?" she asked.

    You opened your eyes and nodded.

    "It's going to be different," she said.

    "I know," you replied.

    She reached out and caressed your cock through your jeans. She stepped closer and you ran your fingers over her hips and grasped her ass. She leaned in and her lips hovered close to yours. Your wife smiled and kissed you. Her mouth opened and she offered her tongue. You took it and you couldn't help but moan at the passionate exchange between the two of you.

    She kissed your neck while stroking your now-stiff cock through your pants. She sucked on your earlobe just a little and whispered, "Are you absolutely certain you're going to be okay with watching two men fuck your wife tonight?"

    "Yes," you said as your cock throbbed in your jeans.

    Eric - the younger man that had been fucking your wife on every date night for the past month - was coming to the hotel room with a friend of his. He was doing so at your wife's request, too. She wanted to try a threesome.

    She’d offered to let you be the second man in the threesome. She also said it would be okay if you preferred to watch two younger men enjoy her body and make her cum hard in the process. She said if you chose to watch that she'd make you cum afterwards. You acted like you had to think about it, but you didn't. The idea of watching her have a threesome was far hotter to you than the idea of participating in a threesome.

    There was a knock at the door. Your wife stepped back, smiled, and gestured to the chair sitting in the corner of the room. You made your way to it, sat down, and watched as she sauntered towards the door and confidently opened it.

    "Hello, boys," she said.

    "Holy shit," an unfamiliar voice replied.

    "I told you, man. She's fucking hot," Eric said.

    Instead of stepping aside to welcome Eric and his friend to the room, your wife stepped into the hallway and kissed the young man she'd never met before. Eric stepped closer to hold the door open and you watched as another man's hands moved down your wife's back and grabbed her ass. You heard her moan and watched as she stepped back, took the young man's hand, and led him into the hotel room with Eric right behind them.

    "Good to see you again," Eric said to you as he stepped into the room. You replied with nothing more than a nod. "This is Jeff." You offered the same nod to Jeff and he awkwardly smiled. He clearly wasn't anywhere near as comfortable as his friend, but the bulge in his pants made it perfectly clear that your wife's kiss had thoroughly aroused him.

    "Thank you for agreeing to this, Jeff," your wife said. "I just couldn't get the idea of being with two men at once out of my head and I asked Eric if he could help with that."

    Eric stepped behind your wife and cupped her breasts in the sheer bra as he kissed her neck. She closed her eyes and moaned while playing with Jeff's cock through his jeans. Then, she took his hand and pulled it between her legs.

    "Do you feel that, Jeff?" your wife asked. "Do you feel how wet I am?"

    He nodded. You knew she was turned on. She'd been horny all week leading up to date night as the idea of being the lone woman in a threesome with two handsome young men had become a source of intense arousal for your beautiful wife.

    "That was a hell of a kiss in the hallway, Jeff," she said. "And your hands felt so good on my ass. And your cock feels so big. Are you gonna fuck me good with this big cock, Jeff?"

    He still looked nervous, but Jeff managed to nod in response to her question as Eric continued to kiss your wife's neck and cheeks and play with her perfect, perky tits.

    "Have you ever fucked a married woman, Jeff?" your wife asked.

    He glanced at you and shook his head. Your wife's gaze followed his and she smiled at you while unzipping Jeff's pants and deftly freeing his long, thick, hard cock.

    "Are you nervous about my husband?" she asked.

    "A...a little," Jeff answered.

    Your wife turned her head and kissed Eric as she stroked Jeff's cock. "Does your friend have anything to worry about where my husband is concerned?" she asked.

    Eric looked at you, smiled, and looked back at Jeff. "No, he doesn't. Your husband likes to watch. From what I can tell, actually, he loves to watch. He loves to see his wife get what she wants. He loves to see her play out her fantasies and desires, and tonight she wants to have a threesome, so her husband wants that too."

    Jeff didn't seem entirely convinced, but you weren't surprised. It was an unusual situation he found himself in and a little wariness was probably warranted.

    "I'd like to suck your cock, Jeff," your wife said.

    You very nearly moaned. Even after a month of encounters with Eric, you still found it hugely thrilling to hear her express such desires to another man. Though you'd enjoyed the voyeuristic pleasures of seeing her fool around with guys in a bar or suck cock in a car, there was something so much hotter about watching her with Eric.

    "Would that be okay with you?" she asked. "Would you be okay if I got on my knees for you, Jeff? If I got on my knees and sucked your big, beautiful cock while my husband watched?"

    "Ye...yes," Jeff answered with a nod.

    Your wife kissed Eric once more - and did so with a wealth of tongue while he continued to play with her tits - and then sank to her knees in front of Jeff. She removed his pants while Eric did the same, leaving both young men naked from the waist down. Your beautiful wife wrapped her fingers around his thick cock and stroked him slowly as she looked up and held Jeff's gaze.

    "Has anyone ever told you that you have a beautiful cock, Jeff?" she asked.

    He shook his head.

    Your wife leaned in and kissed the tip of his dick. "That's a shame," she said. "Because it really is beautiful. Just like Eric's. You're both gifted, and I'm lucky that I get to have both of you inside me tonight. You are going to fuck me tonight, aren't you Jeff?"

    "Yes," he said. Some of his nerves had clearly dissipated, no doubt as a result of the arousal he felt.

    Your wife smiled, kissed the head of his cock once more, and then took him in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Jeff said.

    "I told you she was good," Eric replied with a smile as he stroked his big dick. "She fucking loves sucking dick, man, and I swear she loves doing it more because her husband is watching."

    It was true. Your wife had expressed that same sentiment multiple times. She got off on sucking dick and fucking in front of you. It made her pussy wetter and her orgasms more intense.

    After working her mouth most of the way down Jeff's shaft, your wife pulled back and turned her body just a little until she was facing you. Then she directed her young lovers to stand on either side of you and took a cock in each hand.

    "Are you ready for this, baby?" she asked. "Are you ready to watch me fuck both of these gorgeous young men?"

    "Yes," you answered.

    "And can I do anything I want with them?" she asked.

    "Of course you can," you replied. "This is your fantasy. You can do whatever you please. Hell, you could invite them to spend the night with you if you really wanted."

    She smiled and took Eric's cock in her mouth. He ran his fingers through her hair as your wife played with his balls while stroking Jeff's dick. You rubbed yourself through your pants, keeping your cock hard as a rock while slowly building your arousal. You didn't think your wife would actually invite them to spend the night with her - you were actually hoping you'd be the one to do that - but you happily would have slept on the floor or gotten another room if she really wanted to fall asleep with both of her young lovers.

    As you watched, your wife devoured both cocks. She switched back and forth, sucking one and stroking the other and doing so over and over until both young men were stiff, coated in her saliva, and moaning in pleasure.

    "Will you take my pussy from behind, Jeff?" your wife asked. "Will you fuck me doggystyle while I suck Eric's big cock?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    She smiled, pointed towards the TV stand, and said, "Put on a condom."

    Jeff reached for the condoms and your wife stood, took off Eric's shirt, and pushed him into the bed. He backed up until he was sitting against the pillows and she smiled, crawled into the bed, and moved between his legs to take him in her mouth once more. Eric put a hand on the back of her head and encouraged your wife to swallow as much of his cock as she could. She very nearly deepthroated him, too, and you unzipped your pants and freed your cock to masturbate as you watched her pleasure him.

    As Jeff crawled into the bed behind your wife, she looked over her shoulder and smiled. He pulled her panties aside and slipped two fingers into her pussy. You heard her wetness all the way from your chair in the corner of the room and you saw him smile as he stroked his cock in the condom.

    "Fuck me, Jeff," your wife said. "Fuck me while I suck Eric's cock." She looked at you. "Fuck me while my husband watches and jerks off."

    Jeff glanced your way and then turned his attention back to your wife's pussy. He pulled his fingers out of her, rubbed the head of his dick over her labia, and then pushed inside her. She moaned and looked at Eric, who reached out, put a hand on the back of her head, and pushed down, urging your wife to take his dick in her mouth.

    She did as the younger man desired. She took his cock between her lips and sucked as Jeff began to fuck her from behind. He started slow, but it wasn't long before the pleasure of your wife's pussy inspired him to give it to her harder and faster. He dug his fingers into her hips and pulled back while thrusting forward. His body slammed into hers and Eric leaned forward to play with your wife's tits while she sucked dick and got fucked.

    You watched from the corner of the room. You sat in the chair and slowly masturbated as you watched two men fuck your lingerie-clad wife. You watched and you got more turned on than you'd ever been, for there was something so wondrously naughty about seeing her be so slutty.

    It was her enjoyment of it that turned you on more than anything, though. It was the way she moaned. It was the way she pushed her hips back to meet Jeff's thrusts. It was the way she sloppily sucked on the cock in her mouth and the way she stroked Eric when she came up for air.

    "Fuck my mouth," she said at one point.

    Eric moved to his knees in front of your wife. He grabbed her head with both hands and she opened her mouth and took his cock. He fucked her face while Jeff fucked her pussy. The two friends used your wife from both ends and it was unquestionably like a lurid porn playing out in front of you, only it was far hotter because it was live and it was your wife on the receiving end of all that dick.

    "Let's switch up," Eric said.

    Jeff pulled out and yanked off the condom. He crawled in front of your wife, took his head in her hands, and began to fuck her mouth while Eric put on a condom. The younger man was now fully confident in what he was doing. Any nerves he'd felt had long since disappeared and he seemed to understand that your wife was not only a willing participant on the threesome, but the instigator of the intense pleasure unfolding in the hotel room.

    Once he'd put on a condom, Eric took her pussy from behind. He took it harder than Jeff had, fucking your wife with such vigor that she couldn't help but release a steady stream of moans while Jeff used her mouth. You watched her ass bounce with every vigorous thrust and you slowed your strokes for fear of cumming far too soon.

    After a thorough spit roasting, your wife had Jeff put on a condom so he could get on his back. She took him for a ride, starting out slow as she moved her hips back and forth and kissing him with a level of passion that surprised you, though she was clearly lost in a world of pleasure.

    More surprising, though, was when your wife sat up on Jeff's cock, looked back at Eric - who'd been watching from the foot of the bed - and said, "I want you both in my pussy."

    He didn't blink an eye. He crawled into the bed, ran his hands up her back, and then guided his cock into her pussy right alongside Jeff. You figured the young man might freak out at suddenly having his friend's cock rubbing up against his, but Jeff didn't. Instead, he smiled.

    "You don't mind sharing my pussy with Eric, do you?" your wife asked as she leaned down and kissed the young man's neck.

    "No, it's hot," he said. "This whole thing is really fucking hot. And you, fuck, you're so hot."

    She kissed him on the lips as the Eric and Jeff began to fuck her pussy together. In and out their cocks went as you leaned forward to get a better look. It was unlike anything you'd ever seen, and based on the way your wife moaned into Jeff's mouth, she was having a damn good time as they shared her pussy, working hard to pleasure it together.

    "Fuck me," she said. "Both of you, fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Fuck my married pussy. Fuck it harder."

    They delivered. They double penetrated your wife harder and faster. They stretched her pussy in ways it had almost certainly never been stretched before and throughout it she filled the hotel room with beautiful, lusty moans that made it seem like she was living out a fantasy - the double penetration - she'd never given voice to but had clearly lusted after.

    "Oh...fuck...I'm cumming!" your wife cried out.

    She threw her head back and experienced an orgasm unlike any you'd ever witnessed. She grunted and groaned and screamed and her body trembled as Jeff and Eric kept on fucking her right through her climax, stopping only after she'd collapsed on top of the younger man beneath her.

    Eric then pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. Your wife looked up at him, smiled, and reached out to caress his face as she kissed Jeff.

    "I've never cum like that," she said softly. "Never. That was such a good orgasm."

    You felt a little jealous, and yet your dick continued to throb as precum slowly leaked from the tip.

    "Which one of you would like to fuck my ass?" she asked.

    Both guys raised their hands and your wife laughed as your eyes went wide. She'd never let you have her ass before. She seemed to be in a kinky mood, though, and it suddenly seemed like date night might go on for quite some time as your wife took full advantage of having two eager, horny, well-hung young men to satisfy her desires.

    "Are you okay with that?" your wife asked as she looked at you.

    You nodded. You felt jealous, but you were excited, too. After all, your wife had a seductive smile on her face as she asked the question, which meant that she was eager to offer her ass to one - or both - of the guys in the bed.

    "I can't wait to watch," you said.

    You enjoyed the show, too, and of course you were the last man to enjoy her body that night, and despite your orgasm being quite quick, it was otherworldly.
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    Your wife looks impossibly alluring as she stands in front of the bathroom mirror in a black satin robe with the most delicate lace trim. She stands on her toes and leans forward to put on her dark red lipstick, and as she does the robe rides up and exposes the bottom of her smooth, taut, perfect ass.

    She turns to you and offers a seductive look. "What do you think of this color?"

    "It's really sexy," you say.

    She smiles. It's a sweet sort of smile. It's the sort that makes it perfectly clear that she really likes that you think she looks sexy.

    "Eric will love it," you add.

    Her smile shifts, taking on a decidedly naughtier feel. You wonder if the same dirty thought that entered your head - that Eric will love seeing her dark red lips around his cock - entered her head.

    "I think you're right," she says. "He does love it when I wear lipstick."

    She goes down on Eric almost every time they see each other. She says she likes sucking his cock, that it never fails to get her wet, a fact that brings you a wealth of pleasure.

    "You like it when I wear lipstick for him too, don't you?" she asks.

    You nod. You like that seeing her in lipstick makes you picture your wife sucking another man's cock. You like that you can close your eyes and picture her perfect, soft, dark red lips wrapped around Eric's thick shaft.

    "I love it," you answer.

    She steps out of the bathroom and walks towards you while loosening the satin strap that holds her robe closed. It falls open, exposing her stomach, her cleavage, and her pussy, which is where your eyes go.

    "What else should I wear for my date?" she asks. "Should I put on a pair of stockings for him?"

    You reach out and caress your wife's soft, smooth thighs. You look up at her and nod as your fingers move between her legs. "You look so good in stockings, and Eric loves them, doesn't he?"

    Your wife smiles and then bites her lower lip and moans as you slip a finger into her pussy, engulfing it the wetness and heat of her desire.

    "Are we going to his place tonight?" you ask.

    She leans down and kisses you softly. For just a moment her tongue slips into your mouth before she steps back, turns around, and walks to the dresser. She pulls out a pair of black lace top stockings and runs her fingers over the delicate material.

    Your wife sets one of the stockings on the dresser and lifts her leg to step into the other. You stand and say, "Actually, can I do that?"

    She smiles. "Of course."

    You take the stocking from her and drop to your knees as she leans against the dresser. She lifts her delicate foot and you slip the nylon onto it and slowly pull it up her long leg.

    "We'll end up at Eric's house tonight," she says.

    "End up there?" you ask while making sure the lace top looks absolutely perfect against your wife's creamy white thigh.

    She smiles and reaches down to run her fingers through your hair. You can't help but admire the way the robe rests against her breasts, exposing the sides but keeping her nipples hidden from your view. Her stomach looks smooth and taut and in the moment you feel a deep desire to lean in and worship her pussy. You resist the urge, though.

    "Eric asked me on a date," she says.

    You can't help but feel a sense of surprise. So much so that you're silent for a few moments. "A date? Like, a real date?"

    Your wife nods as she hands you the second stocking. "Is that okay?"

    From the start of this - from that moment you watched your wife flirt with another man in the bar - you've been on board. You've been more than on board, in fact. You've been thrilled. You've experienced pleasures unlike any other - unlike any you imagined possible, in fact. Those pleasures have all come from your wife's exploration of fucking other men, though. Not from her dating other men and it gives you pause.

    "It feels different," you say as you pull the second stocking up her leg and adjust the lace top to make sure it looks just as perfect as the first.

    Your wife leans against the dresser and runs her fingers between her cleavage and over her stomach. Your gaze follows until her fingers arrive between her legs and you watch two of them slowly disappear inside her. You hear the wetness. You know she's aroused. You assume she's at least in part aroused because she's going on a date with the man she's been fucking for the past two months.

    "It is different, I suppose," your wife says as she pulls her fingers from her pussy and stares at them. You wonder if she's admiring the wetness in the same way you are.

    You reach up and gently take her wrist in your hand. You pull her fingers towards your lips and take them onto your tongue. You close your eyes and gently suck them clean. Her juices are sweet on your taste buds and you're delighted when she moans. Though you feel a little anxious about the idea of her going on a date with Eric, you're still utterly enveloped in the arousal that has been with you on each and every date night since your wife first flirted with another man in the bar.

    Her fingers fall from your mouth and you run your hands up her beautiful nylon-clad legs and over the smooth, soft tops of her thighs. "You want to go on a date with him?" you ask. It seems obvious that she does - why would she have accepted his offer if she didn't - but you have to ask.

    "I do," she answers. The look in her eyes is one of joyful excitement. It's not just pure arousal. She really does want to go on a date - a real date - with him.

    You're not sure how you feel. Or, more accurately, you're feeling all sorts of things. You're aroused. There's no question you're aroused. Your cock is half hard and you can feel that delightful tingle between your legs and in your head. You're a little anxious, too. Going on a date with another man - a real date - feels vastly different from flirting in a bar or fucking for a night in a hotel room or blowing a guy in a car or fucking at Eric's house. Is it a bad thing, though?

    You lean closer and kiss your wife's stomach. You feel the warm nylon of her stockings against your arms and you run your fingers over her thighs. You gently rest your chin against her pubic bone and look up at her.

    "Is this just a one time thing, or will it be a regular occurrence?" you ask.

    She smiles and you see an excited twinkle in her eye. She lifts her leg and rests her thigh on your shoulder. Her foot presses against the middle of your back and she pushes you closer. You feel the heat pulsing from between her legs and you smell the desire emanating from her pussy.

    You look up at your wife and extend your tongue. You push it between her labia and taste her sweetness at the source. You swirl your tongue inside her and then lick your way up to her clit. She moans and her foot presses harder into your back as she grabs a handful of your hair.

    "He wants it to be a regular thing," she says. "He asked me to be his girlfriend, actually."

    You're surprised at the sudden burst of arousal you feel. Your tongue moves faster over your clit and your wife smiles brightly as she looks down at you.

    "I agreed to a date," she continues. "Just one date. Just to see how it goes. But, I also told him that if it goes well, that if there's more than just sexual chemistry between us, that I'd love to try being his girlfriend."

    For some reason, your dick is hard as a rock. It might be the joy you see on your wife's face. It might be the lust you see there, too. It might be the combination of the two. It might just be that you actually find it really fucking hot that your wife might end up being another man's girlfriend.

    "Eric knows you like to watch, though," she continues. "So he said he'd have no problem if you came along on our date. You could get another table at the restaurant where you could watch us. You could sit behind us in the movie theater. And of course you could come back to his place with us and watch him fuck me."

    You want to do all of that. Your body is screaming at you to do all of that. Your dick is so hard it hurts. The whole thing sounds a little bit insane, and yet it's just so fucking hot.

    "Do you want to watch me go on a date with another man?" she asks.

    You lean back and look up at her. You can feel her wetness on your lips and chin. "Yes. More than anything."

    She smiles and steps aside. She takes off her robe and it falls to the floor. "I need to get dressed. Then we can go."

    You watch your wife turn and walk into the closet. You stare at her ass and the sway in her hips. You can tell she's eager. Joyful, even. You're quite certain it's going to be a hell of a night.

    ---

    Eric and your wife are sitting on the same side of the restaurant booth. She's on the inside. She looks beautiful in a low-cut sleeveless dress. He looks like he put in a lot of effort to look good, too. It seems that he's genuine about wanting to date your wife, a fact that has thrilled you the entire time you've been sitting at the restaurant.

    It's different than when you watched her at the bar. There's less touching and obvious flirting going on. They're having a conversation. One that seems to interest both of them. Your wife is leaning towards him. She's making eye contact. She's smiling a great deal. They're both talking quite a bit, too, likely sharing the sorts of stories that make for a good first date.

    They toast when their drinks arrive. They both take a sip and then he leans in for a kiss. It lasts a little longer than it would on a normal first date, but they've already had a great deal of sex so of course the kiss is going to be more passionate.

    It's undeniably strange to eat your dinner alone while you watch your wife on a date with another man, and yet you remain in a low level state of arousal the entire time. It's not even so much what you're watching that turns you on. It's the implications of it all.

    Will date nights now be about your wife and Eric going out? If she had to choose, would she go out with her boyfriend on Saturday night instead of you? Would you actually prefer the thrill of that over going out with your wife? Will she start seeing him more than once a week? How far will they take it? Will she go away on a little vacation with him? After all, that's what boyfriends and girlfriends do once the relationship advances enough. The possibilities seem endless, and for some reason they're almost all thrilling in one way or another.

    The movie theater is in the same shopping center as the restaurant, so after dinner your wife and her date walk to theater. You follow a good distance behind, but you're close enough to see them holding hands. For a while, it's all you can look at. His hand holding hers. That little touch of intimacy. That little sign that they're playing the part of a couple that night. It's damn near enough to leave you stiff as you walk through the well-designed shopping center and towards the massive building that is the theater.

    They get in line to buy tickets and he puts his arm around your wife. He pulls her close and she looks up at him and smiles. You're close enough to see her face, to see her eyes, to see her lips. You're close enough to see that she actually feels a little something for him, that she's actually having a good time, that she's enjoying being with him. She doesn't look back at you. Maybe that's purposeful or maybe she's just so enamored with her date. Either way, it's actually kind of arousing.

    They buy tickets and head into the theater. You let a few people get in line ahead of you so you could keep your distance from them so it's a little wait before you buy tickets. You head into the theater soon after and spot your wife and her date in the third row from the top.

    On your way up, she glances at you and smiles. You return that smile and feel a touch of excitement as she puts her hand on Eric's knee and lets her fingers wander halfway up his thigh. He looks her way and smiles and she leans over and kisses him. You're close enough that you see her lips part and their tongues indulge in just a bit of erotic play. He's got an even bigger smile on his face after the kiss.

    You make your way to the top row. The theater's not particularly full - the movie's been out for nearly a month already - and as soon as the trailers start your wife lifts the armrest between her and Eric's seat and moves a little closer. He puts his arm around her and again her hand moves to his knee.

    They do a little kissing as the trailers play, but it's nothing hot and heavy. It's intimate, though, and you find yourself nursing an erection in the back row. You're pleased that no one is sitting near you as it would be embarrassing to be caught in such a state of excitement.

    The theater gets darker as the movie's opening credits roll. It's dark on screen at first, though you're staring at where your wife and her date are sitting. As soon as the screen brightens you see that their kissing has become more passionate. Their mouths are open. Their tongues are unquestionably involved.

    Eric's hand moves to your wife's chest. He's groping her breasts in the middle of a movie theater. The screen gets a little brighter and you see that your wife's hand has moved between his legs. The chair and his body are blocking your view, but the way her arm is moving suggests that she's stroking his cock.

    Your wife is openly fooling around with another man in a movie theater. With a man who might become her boyfriend if the date goes well, and it certainly seems like it's going well. She's not the only one having a good time, though. Your dick is hard as a rock, in part because it's so hot to watch her fool around like that and in part because you're far more excited than you expected at the idea of her having a boyfriend.

    They take a break from the fooling around to watch the movie for a while. No more than fifteen minutes pass before they're back at it, though. It's your wife that initiates it. She kisses Eric's neck. She does so while her hand is once more between his legs. Eventually he gives her his attention. He turns to her and their lips meet. Their tongues entwine. She seems to be working his cock more vigorously this time.

    Then she shifts in her seat. She moves away from him and smiles. Then she takes your breath away by leaning over and dropping her head into his lap.

    Her head remains there. It starts bobbing up and down. You can see her beautiful hair moving up and down. You see Eric run his hand over her back. You can only see the side of his face, but you recognize the look of pleasure he's wearing.

    Your wife is giving him head. She's sucking his cock in the movie theater. She's going down on another man in a movie theater while you watch from a few rows away.

    He's not just another man, though. You can't imagine she'd be going down on him if she didn't plan on dating him. No, your wife is giving her boyfriend a blowjob. Your wife has a boyfriend. A boyfriend she's going to keep dating. A boyfriend she's going to have date nights with. A boyfriend that she's going to have all sorts of fun with. Fun that you're going to witness in the voyeuristic manner you witnessed tonight's date.

    This isn't just a teasing blowjob. It's going on too long for that. Your wife's head is moving faster, now. She's sucking her boyfriend's cock with the intention of making him cum. She's going to give him an orgasm in the movie theater and she's almost certainly going to swallow his cum.

    If you were anywhere else, you'd masturbate. You'd pull your dick out and jerk off until you'd spewed your load like you've done so many times at the sight of your wife enjoying another man's cock.

    You keep it in your pants, though. You watch your wife's head bob up and down in Eric's lap and your dick throbs with pure, perfect arousal. You watch until her head stops moving. You see the look of ultimate, intense pleasure on his face. You know he's cumming in her mouth in the theater. You know your wife just sucked off her boyfriend in a public theater and it's so fucking hot.

    When she's done, your wife sits up and smiles at him. He offers her a genuinely giddy smile that makes it perfectly clear how much he enjoyed himself and then she gives him a soft kiss on the cheek, whispers something, and gets up.

    She glances at you before heading for the exit and you give her a minute and then you follow. You step into the light of the hallway and look towards the lobby in search of your wife.

    Someone takes a strong grip of your shirt and you turn to see her pulling you close. She smiles and a moment later your lips find hers. Her tongue slips into your mouth and the faint-but-noticeable taste of cum hits you. You moan and melt into your wife's body as she kisses you with such intense passion that someone walking by suggests that you get a room.

    "I take it the date is going well?" you ask after she steps back.

    Your wife smiles and nods. "I can't believe I just did that," she says. "It was so fucking hot. And yes, the date is going really, really well. I really like him, actually." She looks at the obvious tent in your pants and then smiles and says, "I assume it's okay with you if I push forward with this?"

    "If you have a boyfriend, you mean?" you ask.

    She nods.

    "Yes, that's okay with me," you reply.

    "Good. I'll see you after the movie, then. If you follow close enough on the drive home you'll probably get to see me suck his dick again."

    She gives you another kiss and heads into the theater. You lean against the wall, smile, and take a deep breath.

    This isn't what you expected date night to become, but that doesn't mean it's a bad thing. Based on the intense desire coursing through you, it's a very, very good thing.

  
    Date Night - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Your wife is sitting at one end of the couch and you're on the other with her feet in your lap. She's watching TV, but you can't keep your eyes off of her as you give her a massage. Every once in a while she looks at you, smiles, and tells you how good the rub feels.

    "So, what are the plans for Saturday?" you ask.

    "You mean date night?"

    You nod and watch as her lips curl into a flirty smile. "Eric is taking me out." She shifts her foot and presses her toes against your crotch, offering a massage of an entirely different kind and bringing your cock to life. "Or should I say my boyfriend is taking me out for date night."

    It's the fourth Saturday in a row she's gone out with Eric and for the past two weeks they've seen each other once during the week, too. A real relationship is developing - with your blessing, of course - and there's been a distinct increase in both her happiness and her sex drive since Eric officially became her boyfriend.

    "Where's he taking you?" you ask.

    "He hasn't told me," she replies. "He wants it to be a surprise. He's only said that it will be romantic."

    Your pulse quicken and blood flows to your cock, bringing it to a half erect state as your wife continues to gently massage it with her toes as you rub her legs. "Romantic, huh?" you ask.

    She nods and bites her lower lip. She's excited. You can see it in her eyes. She likes that her boyfriend has planned a romantic evening for them. "He asked me to spend the night with him. He didn't say what that would entail, but I told him I would."

    "Like, sleep at his place?" you ask.

    "Maybe," your wife replies. "Or maybe a hotel? I mean, who knows what he has planned?"

    Her nipples are hard and poking through the thin material of her bra and tank top. You imagine her pussy is wet, too. You like that she's excited about a romantic night with her boyfriend. You're excited, too, but you feel just a hint of angst, a sensation you've experienced a great deal more often in the past few weeks.

    "Are you okay with me spending the night with him? Because I can tell him that won't work for me," she says.

    There's genuine concern in her eyes. She doesn't want you to get hurt, to be upset. "Yes, of course," you say. "I'll admit that it makes me feel a touch of anxiety, but I don't think that's a bad thing."

    "You feel a little excited, too, right?" she asks as her toes continue to play with your stiff cock.

    You nod.

    "And you're okay with not being able to watch?" she asks. "With staying home while you know that I'm out with my boyfriend?"

    "Yes," you say. It won't be the first time you've stayed home. That's happened with increasing frequency in the past month, too. Sometimes you get to watch, sometimes you don't. It's an entirely different experience to stay at home while she's out with Eric, but it's still a good experience. It's thrilling in an entirely different way as you exist in a state of intense, slightly angsty arousal for the whole night before she comes home and offers you the kind of pleasure you crave.

    "I'll give you all the details on Sunday morning," she says.

    "I know," you reply. "And I'll enjoy the hell out of that."

    She smiles sweetly and says, "Would it be okay if I bought a new dress for Saturday?"

    You nod.

    "And...and maybe some new lingerie to wear for him?" she asks.

    Your dick throbs. There's something so exciting about your wife wanting to buy something new and sexy to wear for her boyfriend. She might wear it for you, too, but her first thought is to wear it for him and for some reason that fills you with wild desire.

    "Yeah, that would be okay," you say. "That would be great, actually."

    "Yeah?" she asks with a smile. "You really wouldn't mind if I bought something to wear just for my boyfriend?"

    She's trying to stoke your desire. She can feel your stiff cock and she can almost certainly see the lust in your eyes and she wants to deepen it. "I'd really like it if you bought something to wear just for him," you say.

    "Something for him to fuck me in?" she asks.

    You groan. You can't help it. It just comes out. Her toes feel so good working your dick and her words reverberate around your brain, sending waves of arousal through your body.

    "Yes, something for him to fuck you in. A sexy dress to make him want you from the moment he sees you and sexy lingerie to make him want to fuck you...to fuck his girlfriend," you say.

    She takes off her shirt and unhooks her bra. She pulls her feet back and you move to your knees, lean forward, and pull off her leggings. She pulls you on top of her naked body and her tongue explores your mouth as she strokes your cock through your jeans.

    "I want you," she says. "I want you inside me. I need you to fuck me."

    She pulls your shirt off and tosses it aside. You kiss again and your hand finds her breasts. You play with her perky flesh and roll her nipples between your fingers as she grabs your ass and pulls your crotch against hers.

    "Take your pants off and fuck me," she says.

    You stand and strip out of your pants as your wife spreads her legs and rubs her pussy. She slips two fingers inside and moans as you lower your underwear, kick them aside, and crawl on top of her.

    Your wife guides your cock into her pussy and you fill her with a long, slow thrust. She runs her hands down your back, grasps your ass, and moans as your lips meet hers for a deeply sensual kiss.

    "Fuck me," she says. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me hard."

    The sex is astonishingly hot. Every thrust bathes your cock in pleasure. Her pussy is hot and wet and it feels as if she's genuinely desperate for you, as if she needs you just as badly as you need her.

    She cums faster than you expect. She wraps her legs around you, announces her impending orgasm, and unleashes a beautiful scream while you kiss her neck and play with her tits.

    "Pull out. Sit. Let me ride you," she says.

    You pull out and sit on the couch. Your wife stands, straddles you, and drops her pussy onto your cock. She leans forward and kisses you softly while riding at a slow, teasing pace.

    "Do you ever think about my boyfriend fucking me while you're inside me?" she asks.

    "Yes," you reply.

    "Does it turn you on?"

    You nod. "It does."

    She kisses you softly and whispers, "And would it turn you on to know that I rode Eric's cock in this same position yesterday?"

    Your dick swells in her pussy as you nod.

    "We were on his couch. My dress and panties were on the floor. I'd spent the previous five minutes between his legs with his cock in my mouth. My pussy was soaked. I put a condom on his cock and took him inside me. I told him how good his dick felt in my pussy, how happy I was that he'd asked me to come over, that he'd told me how desperately he needed to see me," she says.

    She's riding you slowly, but you can feel your arousal building and your orgasm approaching.

    "He told me he's never been with a woman like me," she continues. "That he thinks about me all the time, that he's so happy that I'm his girlfriend now, that he gets to see me more often, that he gets to fuck me more often."

    You love that he's so into her. There's anxiety there, but you love it.

    "I told him he makes me cum so hard," she says. "That he fucks me so good. That I think about him too. That sometimes I get desperate for him, that I have to see him, that I have to have him."

    You feel that anxiety right now, but there's such intense pleasure along with it, especially since you just gave your wife a good orgasm and can feel secure in your ability to satisfy her.

    "I rode him harder," she says while picking up the pace. "I rode his big cock hard and fast, baby. I rode his cock while his strong hands moved all over my body, while he kissed and licked and sucked on my tits, while he told me how beautiful I was and how good my pussy felt."

    You're seconds away from cumming as you think about your wife riding another man's cock.

    "I love thinking about you fucking him," you say. "I love thinking about you riding his cock instead of mine."

    She smiles, kisses you deeply, and says, "I love riding his cock instead of yours."

    You cum inside her. You cum thunderously. The orgasm is so strong your toes curl and you feel lightheaded for a few moments. Your wife moans and showers your neck in soft kisses as she runs her fingers through your hair.

    "I love you," she says. "I love you more than anything. I will always love you."

    It feels so good to hear her say that, washing away any post-orgasmic angst that was waiting to crop up. "I love you too," you say.

    She sits back as your cock continues to pulse inside her pussy. Her smile is bright and beautiful and she says, "That was really hot."

    "I know," you reply. "Thank you for the orgasm."

    She leans closer and kisses you. "No, thank you. You made me cum hard, baby. Really hard."

    You share a deep, passionate kiss as she holds your head in her hands. Her touch is warm and gentle and you can feel her love for you.

    "I was thinking I'd go shopping Saturday morning after breakfast," she says.

    A thought jumps to mind. "Could I go with you?" you ask.

    She smiles. "You'd want to do that?"

    You nod. "I think it might be really exciting, actually."

    Your wife kisses you softly. "I'd love it if you came with me. You could help me pick out something that Eric will really like."

    "I'd love that," you say.

    "Me too," she replies

    ---

    Your wife steps out of the fitting room in an elegant, floor length red halter dress. Her breasts - which are free of a bra - bounce gently and seductively as she walks towards you. The bottom of the dress is loose with a slit halfway up her left leg, flashing a bit of her soft skin and the heels she brought to mimic how she'll look for her date that night.

    "What do you think?" she asks before putting her hands on her hips, spinning around, and showing that the loose, light, thin fabric makes her ass look utterly breathtaking.

    "It's...I mean, it's perfect," you say. "It's elegant and sexy, just like you wanted it to be. It's the perfect dress for a night out at a really nice restaurant, or a show, or even a party. It's a dress that will draw a look from every man you walk by and will absolutely make them jealous of...well, of your boyfriend."

    The fitting area is empty, leaving you free to talk about the fairly unique nature of your wife's plans for the evening.

    "I really like it too," she says. "I feel so...so beautiful, so sexy in it."

    "If we bought it this would become the sexiest dress you own," you say.

    She runs her hands over her stomach and for just a moment cups her breasts through the thin material of the dress. She closes her eyes, bites her lower lip, and then looks at you and smiles. "And the first time I wear it out, it will be for my boyfriend," she says.

    The notion turns you on, so much so that you feel your cock grow between your legs.

    "Does that bother you...or do you like that?" she asks.

    "I like that," you reply.

    "I'll wear the dress for you too," she says with a smile.

    "I'd like that a lot," you say. "I'd like knowing...I'd like knowing that he...that he touched you in that dress. That he kissed your neck while his hands moved up your stomach...that he played with your breasts through that dress, that he grabbed your ass in it...that he was so turned on by that dress that he couldn't keep his hands off of you."

    "I'd like that too," she says. "It would always make this dress special, even after Eric and I go our separate ways. I could always wear this dress and think of him, think of the fact that you bought it for me so I could wear it for my boyfriend."

    "This is definitely the sexiest dress you've tried on," you reply. "And we should definitely buy it."

    She walks towards you and your eyes roam over her body. Every part of her looks flawless, though it's hard to ignore how utterly arousing her breasts look under the soft red fabric.

    "I love you," she says softly before bending over to kiss you. "I'll change out of the dress and then you can buy it for me, okay?"

    "There's nothing I'd rather do," you reply.

    She stands, turns, and slowly walks away. You stare at her ass the entire time as it looks irresistibly sexy and you're quite certain it must feel fantastic when caressed through that soft fabric.

    She turns, blows you a kiss, and then steps into the fitting room. You stretch your legs and try to think about anything other than your wife's date with her boyfriend as you need your erection to deflate. You succeed - eventually, at least - and your wife emerges from the fitting room in the tight jeans, heels, and sweater she wore for your shopping trip. She looks beautiful even when dressed casually and you feel like the luckiest man in the world.

    "Let me take that," you say as she approaches.

    Your wife hands you the dress and you fold it over your arm and take her hand. You walk to the register and she kisses you on the cheek and whispers, "Thank you," before you hand the dress to the girl behind the counter.

    It's expensive, but just about any price feels worth it at the moment. Like your wife said, this dress will always carry with it the memory of the time you bought her something stunningly beautiful so she could look good for another man and that's worth its weight in gold.

    You pay for the dress, take the bag from the girl behind the counter, and leave the store holding your wife's hand.

    "So, do you have any sense of what kind of lingerie Eric likes?" you ask.

    She smiles and kisses your cheek softly. "I don't, actually. I was thinking, though, that I'd try on some things for you and we'd go with whatever you thought was the hottest. It will be something I change into for him as I don't plan on wearing anything under the dress, so we can go with anything in the store."

    "Nothing under the dress?" you ask as a deep sense of excitement courses through you.

    "Nothing at all. It's a full length dress so panties aren't really necessary and the halter top means I could only wear a strapless bra and those never really look good," she explains.

    "Plus, your breasts looked incredible without a bra on," you note.

    "There's also that," she says.

    You find your way to the lingerie store and browse together. She shows you a handful of options - holding most against her body to give some sense of what they might look like on her - and you find it hugely thrilling as you can't stop thinking about the fact that you're buying her lingerie to wear for another man. For her boyfriend. For the man that has planned a romantic evening with your wife that will almost certainly include lots of passionate sex.

    "Are you okay?" she asks after setting a camisole and panty set back on the shelf.

    "Yes. I'm better than okay, actually. Sorry if I seemed a little out of it there. I was...well, honestly, I was fantasizing," you say with a laugh.

    "Yeah? About me and Eric?" she asks.

    You nod. "About you and Eric having a romantic evening together. About you wearing this dress for him and lingerie for him. About you...about you having a boyfriend and wanting to be with your boyfriend and finding great pleasure in spending the night with your boyfriend...about you being his girlfriend for the night. I don't know, there's just something so hot about it."

    "I know," she says. "There really is. If I'm being honest, I've been wet since I tried on the first dress. I'm just so excited for all of this, and the fact that you're excited, that you came with me to shop, really turns me on even more."

    You want her. You want her desperately in that moment. You can't have her, though. She's his tonight, which is a source of angst and arousal. You can't help but love it.

    "You know, every man in the world loves a full lingerie set," you say. "Bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, heels. There's really nothing in the world quite like seeing a woman come into the room in a set like that, especially if she's as beautiful as you are."

    "Yeah?" she asks.

    You nod. "There are lots of good choices here and I see no reason we can't buy multiple pieces of lingerie - it's not like you won't use them - but I think a full set is a great way to go. Black is a classic choice, though red is pretty irresistible, too, especially that dark red set over there."

    She turns and looks at the dark red bra, panty, garter belt and stockings set on the mannequin. "Should I try that on first, then?" she asks.

    "Yeah," you reply. "I think Eric...I think your boyfriend will love it." Saying it makes your cock stir and your balls tingle. It feels so good. So fucking good.

    Your wife finds her size in the dark red bra and panties and grabs a garter belt to go with it. She can't try on the stockings without committing to buying them, but they'd look good no matter what so she grabs a package and hands it to you.

    "Should we try this on?" she asks.

    You nod and follow your wife through the store and towards the fitting area. You're prepared to stop at the entrance, but she takes your hand and walks you down the hallway and into one of the rooms with her.

    The moment the door shuts she hands you the lingerie and begins to strip. She turns around to remove her pants and you see her perfect ass with a thong running down her crack. She bends over a little and you're tempted to reach out and kiss her backside. She looks over her shoulder, smiles, and blows you a quick kiss before pulling her pants all the way down and stepping out of her heels.

    Soon enough, your wife is naked in the fitting room. She steps back, leans against the wall, and takes her breasts in her hands. She closes her eyes and plays with them. She moves her fingers down her stomach and between her legs. She penetrates herself and you hear the wetness. She wasn't kidding about being turned on.

    "I'm so wet," she whispers. "I'm so horny. Fuck..."

    You want to touch her, to go down on her, to make her cum, to relieve her horniness. You tried that before you left to shop, though, and she told you that she was going to save herself for Eric, that she wanted to be desperately horny when she saw him.

    She pulls her fingers from her pussy, sucks them clean, and takes the lingerie from you. You watch her put on the bra, the garter belt, and the panties. She looks astoundingly good in the dark red lace. The bra fits perfectly and makes her tits look breathtaking. You can partly see her pussy lips through the panties and it's insanely alluring.

    "Open the stockings," she says.

    You tear open the package and hand your wife the stockings. She lifts her foot and places it on your knee. She leans over and pulls the stocking over her toes and foot and you watch her leg transform as the semi-sheer, dark red nylon covers it. She repeats the procedure with the other leg, steps into her heels, and strikes a pose for you.

    "You look perfect," you say as your cock grows while you imagine her wearing that lingerie set for her boyfriend. "Utterly perfect."

    "Do you think he'll want me?" she asks.

    You nod enthusiastically. "Your boyfriend will want you. He'll be out of his mind with desire. He will."

    "Do you want me?" she asks.

    "More than anything," you reply.

    She steps closer, reaches out, and takes your hand. She presses your fingers between her legs and you feel the wetness already soaking into the panties. "Do you like that you can't have me? That I'm his tonight?"

    Your cock throbs as you nod.

    "Is it okay that I like that too? That I'm his tonight? That my boyfriend is the only one that gets to enjoy my body today?" she asks.

    "Yes...I love that...I do. It's such a turn on," you admit.

    She steps back, bends over, and caresses your cock as she kisses you. Her lips part and her tongue slips into your mouth. The kiss is long and slow and deep and by the time it's over your cock is so hard it hurts.

    "Thank you," she whispers. "For all of this. For your support in this. For your willingness to pursue all of this with me. I love you so much."

    "I love you more than I thought possible," you say. "I do. I love you with my whole heart, and I can't wait to hear about your night with your boyfriend."

    She kisses you again and again your dick throbs.

    "I'll tell you all about it tomorrow," she says. "And of course I'll take care of you. I'll make you feel good."

    "I know," you reply. "You always do."

    She smiles. "Why don't I change out of this and we can do a little more shopping. Like you said, it's not like I'm going to be short on opportunities to wear lingerie for my boyfriend."

    You can't think of anything you'd rather do.

  
    Date Night - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    It's a lovely hotel room. Better than lovely, really. It's beautiful. The bathroom is spacious with marble flooring and counters. The shower is elegant and modern and features three different sources of water along with a bench to sit on if you need a break, or perhaps if you're in the mood to fuck your beautiful wife in the shower.

    There's a balcony with a beautiful view of the forest that surrounds the four star hotel where you'll be spending the weekend. There's a desk, a massive television, and a bed that proves to be among the most comfortable you've ever laid on.

    You're on your back in that bed when a knock draws your attention. You stand and stare at the door that leads to the room next to yours. The room that your wife is currently in. The room that she and her boyfriend are currently in.

    It's Saturday. Tonight is date night. It's evolved, obviously. It's evolved immensely, in fact. For years it was you and your wife going out to dinner, to the movies, miniature golfing, etc. Then, one night, she flirted with another man while you watched. That quickly became her fucking other men while you watched. That became her dating another man, which you sometimes watched, though other times you remained at home while your wife enjoyed date night with Eric, the man she's been seeing for months now.

    She and Eric have the room next to yours. You have one of the few sets of rooms in the hotel that are adjoining. You unlock the door on your side and your wife unlocks the door on her side and just like that your two rooms have become one.

    Your wife looks radiantly beautiful in a soft white turtleneck and a pair of tight jeans with knee high black leather boots. Her hair is pulled back into a ponytail and she greets you with a bright smile before stepping into your arms for a quick hug as Eric hoists her suitcase onto a rack and unzips it.

    "Aren't these rooms beautiful?" she asks.

    You nod before she kisses you softly.

    "Didn't Eric do an amazing job picking the hotel?"

    "He did," you say as Eric glances at you and smiles.

    The trip was Eric's idea. He picked the hotel. He booked the rooms. He paid. He offered to drive up, but your wife insisted that you do the driving while she and Eric sat in the backseat. It turned out to be far more exciting than you'd imagined. There was conversation, but there was also quite a bit of fooling around between your wife and her boyfriend. They kissed and there seemed to be lots of heavy petting, too, though they stopped short of disrobing and working to make each other cum.

    Your wife gives you another quick kiss on the cheek and then steps back and turns to her boyfriend. He smiles and she steps into his arms. They share a long, deep kiss and you watch from the doorway as his hands move down her back and grasp her ass as she stands on her toes and moans. As the kiss goes on, his hands slip under her jeans and grasp her bare ass, eliciting a louder moan into his mouth.

    Your wife steps back and strokes Eric's cock through his jeans. She looks up at him and you see her smile. "You're so hard for me," she says.

    "Yes, I am. It never takes much to get me hard for you," he replies. "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen...and you kiss like a goddess."

    She bites her lower lip, looks over her shoulder at you, and unzips Eric's pants. She holds your gaze while freeing his cock and you can't help but look down to see her fingers wrap around the thick shaft.

    When you look up your wife has turned her attention back to Eric. "I'd really like to have you in my mouth. You wouldn't mind if my husband watches, would you?"

    Eric smiles. "Not at all."

    She unbuckles his belt and removes his pants. He kicks his shoes and jeans off and his underwear follow, leaving him naked from the waist down. You note how large his thighs are - he must work out religiously - and of course it's impossible not to notice that his cock is quite a bit bigger than yours.

    Your wife keeps her clothes on as she guides Eric to the couch in their room. She kisses him while stroking his stiff dick and then gently pushes on his chest, urging him to sit. He does so and she looks at you, smiles, and gestures to the desk chair before falling to her knees in front of her boyfriend.

    You enter the room and drop into the desk chair. You watch your wife take her boyfriend's cock in her mouth. She looks up at him while sucking the bulbous head and he reaches out and runs his fingers through her hair. She moans like his touch brings her genuine pleasure and then strokes his cock slowly while working the head with her lips and tongue.

    "Fuck...that feels amazing," he says.

    You're hard. You haven't touched your cock, but you're hard. You haven't cum in nearly a week - your wife thought you'd enjoy the weekend more if you were a little bit desperate for an orgasm - and that pent up desire makes the show unfolding in front of you so much hotter.

    You're not sure why, but it's sexier that your wife is still dressed. She looks astoundingly hot - she put in a great deal of effort getting ready - and the turtleneck fits in a manner that enhances her breasts quite nicely. She looks good enough that your eyes keep wandering over her body as she sucks his cock from her knees.

    The sounds of a blowjob fill the hotel room. The sucking. The stroking. The increased wetness as she leaves more of her saliva on his shaft to help her hand move with ease.

    Your dick is harder now. Much harder. So hard that it hurts. You could unzip. You could free your cock. You could masturbate while your wife fellates her boyfriend. You choose not to, though. You want to feel the arousal. You want to feel the pleasure of simply witnessing her eagerness to make Eric cum.

    When his moans get louder and his breathing deeper, your wife lets his cock head depart her mouth and she strokes it while kissing her way down the shaft. She takes his balls in her hand and encircles one in her soft, warm, wet lips. He groans as she sucks on the testicle that will soon jettison a load of cum into her mouth. She moans for him, making it seem as though having his balls in her mouth is the hottest thing in the world.

    "Fuck," he says, seemingly unable to muster another word, so deep is the pleasure he's experiencing in this moment.

    Your wife takes the plump head of his cock in her mouth once more and sucks with great vigor. He's close to cumming now and she clearly intends on having him do so in her mouth.

    You stroke your cock through your jeans. You have no intention of climaxing, but it makes watching a little more arousing. She looks up at him while stroking and sucking his dick. She wants his load in her mouth. She's making that perfectly clear.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming," Eric says.

    He grunts and groans and your wife seals her lips around the head of his cock, catching everything her boyfriend has to offer. You sit in the desk chair and marvel at the intensely erotic sight unfolding in front of you. This is far from the first time you've watched your wife receive another man's cum in her mouth and it remains a hugely arousing treat.

    When he's done, she pulls off his cock and swallows his cum. He looks down at her and smiles like a man that's just received life's greatest pleasure.

    "You're amazing," he says.

    She smiles, kisses the head of his cock, and replies, "So are you. Thank you for planning this little trip, and thank you for booking such a beautiful hotel room for us."

    He's a very happy man, and so are you. Your dick is still hard. Your underwear are wet with precum. Your balls are tingling with delight. You just watched your wife suck off another man and you're amazed at how thrilling it was.

    She stands, turns towards you, and in just a few steps is standing right in front of you.

    "Did you enjoy watching?" she asks.

    You look up at your beautiful wife and nod. "Yes."

    She smiles. "Would you like a kiss?"

    You want a kiss. You do. You've always enjoyed kissing her after she sucks another man's cock. You're not sure why. You just know it turns you on. It's a little embarrassing to want it so badly with Eric in the room, but you're too turned on to care much about embarrassment.

    "Yes, I want a kiss."

    She leans down, rests one hand on your knee and the other on your cock, and kisses you. Her tongue slips into your mouth. You taste a hint of his cum. You're not sure, but you might taste a hint of his cock, too. Whatever it is, it turns you on, as does your wife's gentle stroking of your dick through your jeans.

    "You're an incredible kisser," you say.

    "I know," she replies with a smile. "There's more where that came from, too. Don't you worry. I'm going to take care of you this weekend."

    You enjoy another kiss. This one features her tongue moving deeper into your mouth. You taste his cum again. It's kinky. It's naughty. It's hugely arousing. There's something so hot about it. Your dick is hard as a rock and every bit of pleasure she offers deepens your love and appreciation for your wife.

    She stands, turns to her boyfriend, and says, "How about we all go for a hike and then take a dip in the pool?"

    He smiles, gets up, and approaches her with his cock swinging back and forth. They share a quick kiss and then he walks past your wife and towards his suitcase.

    "Change into your hiking clothes, sweetie," she says to you. "We'll meet you in the hallway."

    You get up and head for your room. Your wife closes the door behind you and you hear it lock. You take a moment and smile. You like that she's going to spend the weekend in her boyfriend's room and that you'll be alone in the room next door. Something about it thrills you in ways you don't entirely comprehend. You like that, though.

    You change into your hiking clothes, which really just means putting on a shirt that's a little less formal. You listen until you hear their door open and then step into the hallway. Your wife is dressed in a pair of leggings, a sports bra, and a zip up hoodie. Her stomach looks taut and sexy and her legs and ass are otherworldly in the leggings.

    She smiles at you and then takes Eric's hand. They walk towards the elevators and you follow. You feel a little like a third wheel, but there's something oddly appealing about that.

    They step into the elevator and you follow. She presses the button for the lobby and he spins her around, wraps his arms around her, and pulls her close, his crotch pressing into her ass.

    She looks over her shoulder and they share a long, lingering kiss as the elevator lurches to life. You watch their tongues mingle as your loins come to life once more.

    The elevator reaches the lobby and your wife and her boyfriend walk out ahead of you. The three of you make your way through the hotel's lush grounds before stopping at the trail map at the edge of the forest.

    Ultimately, you choose the trail that leads to a waterfall. You embark on the journey together and it proves to be a hugely pleasant way to spend part of an afternoon.

    You feel like the third wheel - in a good way, though - for a while, but ultimately you spend the next few hours as a happy trio. You all talk. You share stories of the first jobs you had, the worst dates you've ever been on, the worst bosses you've ever had, the class you enjoyed most in college, and so much more. You have a genuinely good time and by the time you reach the waterfall you have a newfound appreciation for why your wife wanted her relationship with Eric to be more than just hook ups.

    You take a picture of them in front of the waterfall. Your loins stir as you look at your wife and her boyfriend on her phone screen. He has his arm around her and she's resting a hand on his stomach. They're both smiling brightly.

    She asks you to take another picture and then they kiss. You snap a few shots of their lips pressed together. They seem like a couple. Like a real couple. You're turned on, though there's also a part of you that's awash in anxiety. It's an odd experience, though it's also not unwelcome.

    Eventually your wife beckons you closer and asks Eric to take a picture of the two of you. He does so happily and your wife kisses you on the cheek as you smile for the camera.

    "I love you," she whispers.

    "I love you too," you reply.

    A stranger comes along and your wife asks her to take a picture of the three of you. She stands between you and Eric and you both put an arm around her. It's a strange experience, and yet you feel a kind of happiness that leaves you warm inside in the best way possible.

    After the pictures, you hike back to the hotel and change into your swimsuits. Your wife's body looks lithe and lovely in a bikini and Eric looks strong and fit, so much so that you're a little embarrassed to not be in better shape.

    You all jump in the pool together. You swim and play and chat and they flirt and touch in the way couples do. They share a few kisses and you see his arm move under the water and imagine he's touching her body in a manner she thoroughly enjoys.

    "Want to join us in the hot tub?" your wife asks after a good swim.

    You shake your head. "I'm okay."

    She smiles and gets out of the pool after Eric. You stare at her ass and her lovely long legs as they approach the hot tub and slip into the bubbly water together. She cuddles up next to him and he puts his arm around her. They share a tender kiss and she rests her head against his body, smiles, and closes her eyes.

    You get out of the pool, dry off, and settle onto a lounge chair. You have your phone in one hand and you're ready to peruse your social media feed to distract yourself, but instead you can't help but watch your wife and her boyfriend.

    You like that they look like a couple. He makes her laugh and she does the same for him. They talk. They kiss. They touch each other. They kiss deeply enough to inspire a few moments of intense arousal before letting it settle so they don't cross over into doing something untoward in a public hot tub.

    Eventually, they depart the hot tub. For a moment Eric's swimsuit clings to his crotch and you see that he's nursing a partial erection, which might be why they've gotten out.

    "We're going to the room," your wife says as she picks up her towel and hastily dries her body. "You can listen."

    She and Eric leave the pool area. You wait behind for a few minutes. You think of them kissing as they ride the elevator to your floor. You think of his hand in her bikini top and her fingers caressing his cock through his swimsuit.

    You think of them stumbling into their hotel room as they kiss and undress each other. You think of him picking her up and laying her in the bed. You think of him kissing his way up her body - and spending some time between her legs, as he often does with what she says is an exceptionally skilled tongue - and then working his way over her stomach to kiss and lick her breasts as she reaches down to guide his cock inside her.

    It's that thought that lures you out of your lounge chair. You gather your stuff and head for the elevators. Thoughts of your wife and her boyfriend fucking filling your head as you press the button for your floor and watch the doors close.

    You think of your wife on her back in the hotel bed. You think of her legs spread wide for her boyfriend. You think of her arms wrapped around him as he slides in and out of her pussy.

    You hold the towel over your crotch as you depart the elevator. You're nursing half an erection and you'd rather that remain a secret should you pass anyone in the hallway.

    As you near the door, the sounds of sex are unmistakable. Your wife is getting fucked. You'd love to watch, but she was clear. This time, you get to listen from your room. You don't have a key to their room anyway, so even if you wanted to ignore her request and barge in to watch them, it wouldn't be possible.

    You let yourself into your room. You toss the towel on the bathroom floor and strip out of your swimsuit and t-shirt. You open one of the two doors that adjoin your rooms. The other is closed and locked, but the sounds of sex are louder when there's only one door for them to travel through.

    "Fuck me, Eric," your wife says.

    You stand at the door with your stiff dick in your hand. You stroke slowly and listen to their moans. You hear his body slamming into hers with every thrust. You hear her beautiful groans and his deep grunts. You hear them fucking with wild abandon. You hear their unreserved desire for each other and it's a thing of pure beauty.

    It feels strange to stand there like an audio voyeur, so you grab the desk chair and wheel it over. You sit and stroke your stiff cock and listen as your wife enjoys the pleasures of having her boyfriend's cock inside her.

    "You feel so good inside me!" she cries out. "Fuck...Eric...you feel so good inside me!"

    He says something, though he's not nearly loud enough for you to hear it. You fill in the blanks though, and imagine him declaring that your wife's married pussy feels utterly perfect around his cock, that he's never enjoyed sex quite as much as he enjoys it with her.

    The fucking gets more insistent. Louder. Faster. Harder. The bed is squeaking a bit now. If someone walks by, they'll absolutely hear your wife and her boyfriend having sex. You imagine someone doing so and perhaps smiling, or perhaps feeling a touch jealous that they're not having the same kind of wondrously pleasurable sex.

    "I'm cumming!" your wife cries out.

    You close your eyes and smile. It's the first orgasm she's had that day and the sound of her voice makes it seem as though it's truly exceptional.

    Eric grunts and groans. He's cumming too. In the room next to yours your wife and her boyfriend are cumming together, the result of their exceptional, eager, insistent fucking.

    For a while there is silence. You imagine them in the bed. He's still inside her. Her legs are wrapped around him. They're kissing. They're sharing pillow talk. He makes her laugh. She does the same. He tells her that no one has made him feel as good as she does. In your mind, she tells him the same thing and it thrills you to the point that your dick throbs in your hand.

    Then you hear footsteps. The door unlocks. You try and move away - you don't want it to seem like you were sitting at the door listening - but a moment later your wife's naked body is standing in the doorway.

    She flashes a delighted smile - it seems that she likes that you were listening so intently - and then steps into the room and closes the door behind her.

    Something falls from her pussy. You look down and see a glob of thick white liquid on the carpet between her feet. It takes a moment to register that Eric has cum inside her.

    "Wait...did you...did he..."

    She steps closer and straddles you. A moment later you're inside her. She sinks down on your cock. She's looser than usual. Wetter and hotter, too. She's filled with another man's cum, though, so that makes perfect sense.

    "Does it feel good?"

    You nod. It feels spectacular.

    She lifts her hips and sinks back down onto you. Her lips find yours for a deep kiss.

    "I wanted him to cum inside me," she says. "I asked him to get tested. He came back clean. I'm the only woman he fucks...so I invited him to fuck me unprotected, to cum in me, to cum in me all weekend."

    Your body is awash in pleasure. It's because another man came in your wife. It's because your cock is now soaked in his cum. It's because that's so fucking kinky and strange and sexy.

    You grab her ass and squeeze it hard. You help her ride your dick. She moans and bounces a little faster on your stiffness.

    "Do you want to cum in me?" she asks.

    "Yes."

    Her tongue invades your mouth. The sex sounds wet and sloppy and you can feel some of him leaking out and onto you. It only makes fucking her hotter, though.

    "Did he make you cum hard?" you ask.

    "So fucking hard," she replies.

    "Harder than I make you cum?"

    She smiles. She knows what you want to hear. What you love to hear. "Yes, he made me cum so much harder than you do."

    She throws her head back and moans. She leans in and you take one of her nipples in your mouth. You suck and flick your tongue back and forth over it.

    "He fucks me better than you do, baby," she says. "My boyfriend fucks me better than you do!"

    You cum in your wife. You grunt and groan loudly and wildly with her perfect breasts in your face and her fingers running slowly through your hair.

    "Wow," is all you can say.

    "I know," she replies.

    You kiss. It's a long, slow, deep kiss. It's beautiful. It's connected. It's downright romantic.

    "I love you," you whisper.

    "I love you too," she says.

    You stay like that for a few minutes. Kissing. Whispering to each other. Enjoying the aftermath of a great orgasm.

    Then she lifts her hips and cum pours out of her and onto your cock, balls, thighs, and the floor between your legs. She laughs at the mess and then takes your hand and pulls you towards the bathroom.

    "Let's get cleaned up," she says. "Then Eric's going to take me to dinner. It's date night, after all."

    You shower with your wife. It's slow and romantic. There's kissing and touching. You play with her pussy a little and she moans from the pleasure of it. You consider going down on her but the notion of tasting a mixture of cum is a bit off putting. You wonder if it would seem more exciting if you hadn't just cum. You suspect it would.

    Eventually, you're both clean. She dries off, gives you another deep kiss, and then tells you that they'd both like you to join them for dinner, that they'd love it if you sat across from them at the restaurant, that it would actually turn her on if her husband was there while she and her boyfriend had a meal.

    She kisses you once more and then steps into their room to get ready. She didn't demand that you go to dinner with them, but you're going to do it. How could you turn it down?

    You get ready. You imagine the thrill of sitting across from them as they enjoy a romantic dinner. You imagine the touching, the kissing, the connection. It's a perfect way to start date night and you're quite certain that there will be more sexual pleasure to follow, a notion that you're thoroughly excited about.

  
    Date Night - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Sleep well."

    Those were the last words your wife said before she and Eric stepped into their room. She uttered them with a smile because she knew full well that sleep would be difficult for you.

    You knew it too. You knew that after the long, luxurious dinner you'd enjoyed together that they'd have sex. You knew they'd likely take their time, too. You knew that your wife would make sure to be a little louder than usual, too, so that you'd get to listen from your room.

    That's what you're doing right now. You're on your back in the hotel bed and staring up at the ceiling. You can hear Eric moaning. It's not terribly loud - there's a thick wall between your room and theirs - but you can hear it.

    It's just him moaning and it sounds like he's seated close to the wall, which means he's probably on the couch in their room and your wife is probably on her knees with his cock in her mouth.

    You close your eyes and picture it. You watched her give him a blowjob in that same spot. You watched her mouth move up and down his thick shaft. You saw how she left him slick with her saliva. You saw the pleasure on his face. Now it's probably happening again.

    This time she's in the dress she wore to dinner. Her hair is pinned up and it looks astoundingly sexy. She's probably still wearing the heels that made her legs look so fucking hot as he put his arm around her while they walked through the restaurant and towards the booth where you were all seated.

    You listen to him moan and you picture them sitting next to each other like a happy couple. You hear the waitress comment on how cute they are together and how they seem like they're so happy. You feel a surge of jealousy and arousal as you picture the utter delight on your wife's face at the comment. You see her lean in to kiss Eric on the cheek as you give the waitress your drink order.

    Images from the rest of the dinner - which lasted for nearly three hours - dance through your head as the sounds of another man's moans of pleasure come from the room next door. You see them kissing. You see him feeding her a bite of dessert. You see them toasting to a thrilling weekend.

    You see him smile as your wife caresses his cock under the table. You see her smile as his hand moves under her dress to tease her thighs. You see her lean in and take his tongue into her mouth for a deeply passionate kiss mere moments before the entrees arrive.

    Bits of conversation enter your head as Eric continues to enjoy getting his dick sucked by the woman you're married to.

    "Thank you for being so open-minded," Eric said to you after the appetizers. "For letting your wife date another man. I can't tell you how much I enjoy being with her."

    You see him smile as he raises a glass to you. You watch yourself toast with him. You see him turn to kiss your wife. You feel jealous, but your cock stirs to life just as it did at dinner. It's such a strange sensation to love that your wife is dating another man, and yet you've fully embraced that sensation and the pleasure that comes with it.

    A little later - after dessert had arrived but before anyone had taken a bite - your wife leaned over, kissed Eric on the neck, and whispered, "Thank you for being such a wonderful boyfriend. For being so attentive. For making me feel so good."

    "Is that what I do?" he asked playfully.

    She glanced at you, likely clocked that you were thrilled to hear her say such things to her boyfriend, and then turned to Eric and kissed his neck once more - this time in a deeply erotic fashion - before whispering, "You fuck me better than any man ever has."

    Eric glanced at you and though it was difficult to hold his gaze, there was something thrilling about it. About staring into the eyes of the man that fucks your wife better than you do and seeing the arousal he felt at being told he was better than you while you were sitting right there. There was no cockiness in his smile, though. He didn't see himself as your superior, just as the man that fucks your wife the way she needs to be fucked. It was a thrilling moment that has now played out in your head dozens of times since it happened.

    You hear your wife's moans from the room next door. Just her moans. You imagine him going down on her. She's sitting on the couch. She probably still has her dress on. It's pulled up around her waist. Her ass is right at the edge of the couch cushion to give him easy access to her pussy. His fingers are inside her while he licks her clit.

    She moans again - louder this time - and you feel jealous. You want to be the one eating her pussy. You'd actually love to be able to do so before he enters her, to prepare her for his cock, to go down on her while they kiss or while he plays with her tits as she strokes his cock. It would be so thrilling to be involved, but tonight that's not an option for you.

    Now they're both moaning. It sounds like they're still on the couch, like they're right on the other side of the wall next to the TV. You unzip your pants and pull your cock out. You're hard and the head is slick with the precum that's been dripping out of you since dinner.

    You think of Eric looking your way at dinner and asking you, "I was surprised when she told me she wanted me to cum inside her. I thought maybe it would bother you."

    There's no sense of cruelty on his face. He's not taunting you. He's obviously aroused by the idea of cumming in your wife, though. You can't blame him. You can see how from his position it would be intensely arousing to be able to cum inside another man's wife, to know that she wanted your cum inside her, and perhaps to know that her husband found the whole enterprise rather thrilling too.

    "I thought it might too," you answered.

    "It didn't, though," your wife added as her hand moved under the table. You saw Eric's eyes go wide for a moment before his lips curled into a slight smile. She was absolutely stroking him under the table. She leaned in and whispered, "He came so hard knowing that you'd cum inside me first. Knowing that his dick was covered in your thick load, that my pussy was lubed with another man's seed."

    Eric closed his eyes and you could only imagine the pleasure he felt in that moment as your wife was clearly working hard to turn him on. Now you can hear him moaning through the wall. You imagine her on top. You imagine them kissing as he plays with her tits. You imagine her slowly riding his cock, milking him with the heat and wetness of her pussy as it grips his thick shaft.

    "I liked knowing that your cum was inside me as I rode him," your wife said to Eric with her hand still stroking him under the table. "I liked knowing that you'd fucked me first, that you'd made me cum first, that you'd pumped me full of your seed first."

    You noted that both you and Eric were utterly enthralled with your wife in that moment, that she'd managed to arouse and entice both of you. You felt your dick throb like you imagined his was and you smiled at the idea that she could arouse you with little more than dirty talk about her preference for fucking her boyfriend before fucking you.

    "Maybe you should always let me fuck you before your husband gets to enjoy you," Eric suggested.

    Her eyes lit up at the suggestion and she actually moaned. It might have been performative, but it struck you as genuine. It was a little embarrassing, but you were turned on by the idea. You'd cum so quickly - and so hard - while fucking her cum-filled pussy that you couldn't help but get excited at the idea.

    "Maybe I should," she replied.

    Your wife spotted the waitress coming towards the table and pulled her hand from between his legs. She sipped her drink and the conversation never returned to that rather erotic subject.

    Now you're listening to them fuck and you can't help but wonder if she'll follow through with that. Will you only be allowed to fuck your wife after her boyfriend has had his way with her? Will you always be relegated to sloppy seconds sex? If you are, will that ensure that the sex is always insanely hot and that you always cum quickly?

    Your hear your wife cum. You'd know those moans anywhere. You picture her eyes closed and her mouth open as those beautiful sounds of pleasure fill their room. You picture Eric kissing her chest and tits, showering them in erotic pleasure as your wife rides his cock to a loud orgasm.

    There's a break. The sounds of pleasure go silent. You flash back to after dinner. You walked behind your wife and her boyfriend as they held hands. They strolled out of the restaurant, through the lobby, and to the outdoor seating area. There was a roaring fire going and Eric led your wife to a small couch near the fire. They cuddled up together and he grabbed a blanket from the basket next to the couch. He pulled it over them and a waiter showed up to see if anyone wanted a cocktail.

    You all ordered drinks as you sat on the plush chair near the couch. Your wife looked at you, smiled, and then turned and softly kissed her boyfriend. You saw her lure his tongue into her mouth and her hand moved under the blanket. She didn't stroke him, but you were fairly certainly she gave his cock a quick squeeze, if for no other reason than to let him know that she was thinking about getting fucked.

    "This trip was such a wonderful idea," she said to him.

    He smiled. "I'm glad you're happy."

    In that moment they felt more like a couple than at any point before and for the first time you felt a little bit like you didn't belong there, like they deserved to spend some time alone. It would have been weird to get up and walk away, though, so you looked towards the fire and listened to them share yet another soft kiss.

    "Are you happy?" your wife asked.

    You turned to see both her and Eric looking at you. "Yes, I am," you said.

    She smiled. "Yeah? You're happy that your wife is dating another man? That your wife loves having sex with her boyfriend? That she loves having her boyfriend cum inside her? That she's already thinking about the next time she and her boyfriend go away for a weekend trip?"

    It struck you that she was probing, that her words were designed to make you reveal any sense of internal unrest you might have felt. You felt no unrest, though. Instead, you felt something akin to pure arousal. You were happy. Genuinely happy. What had begun months ago as your wife flirting with other men in the bar had transitioned to something that provided a deeper sense of satisfaction than her sucking off a stranger or getting fucked on a Saturday night.

    "I love that you have a boyfriend," you said. "I love that you're already thinking about your next trip. I'm thinking about it too."

    Eric kissed her neck as your wife smiled at you.

    "Yeah?"

    You nodded. "In fact, I was thinking that I'd like to plan it. That I could surprise both of you."

    They both smiled. "I'd like that," your wife said. "I'd like that very much."

    The waiter brought your drinks, you all toasted once more, and then Eric and your wife sipped and shared a kiss. A long, deep, romantic kiss. The kiss a couple shares when they're in the midst of a perfect moment together. The kind of kiss that will forever be locked in their memories.

    The moans start again. This time, though, you can hear the actual sounds of sex. Of their bodies meeting. Eric is fucking her hard. Exceptionally hard. She moans rhythmically and you imagine him fucking her at the pace of that rhythm.

    You close your eyes and imagine your wife on her knees on the couch with Eric behind her. You see him holding her hips and pulling back as he thrusts forward. You see her looking over her shoulder and smiling as he fucks her hard. You see her hand reach back so she can rub her clit while he has his way with her pussy.

    You stroke your cock and listen to the incredible sex. You try and decide if you're going to cum or if you want to wait until tomorrow. You're not sure what to do. You're so turned on, but there's something hotter about cumming in your wife's pussy after Eric has had his way with her that makes you want to wait.

    You decide to hold off on having an orgasm. Instead, you stroke slowly as you listen to your wife and her boyfriend cum. It's loud. Really loud. It's beautiful, though. Your dick throbs as you listen and you look down to see that the head looks swollen with desire. You smile at how much it turns you on to listen to your wife get fucked.

    Quiet falls over your room once more. You tuck your cock back into your pants and smile. You close your eyes and think of Eric and your wife kissing - making out, really - on the elevator ride to your floor. You see him grabbing her ass and playing with her tits as their tongues entwine. You see her stroking his dick through his pants. You see their intense desire for each other and your cock continues to throb, now doing so in your pants.

    A knock at the door between your two rooms pulls you from your erotic revelry. You hop out of bed and rush to the door. You open it to find your wife standing there in a bra and panties.

    "May I come in?" she asks.

    You didn't expect to see her until tomorrow and for a moment you're stunned and you do nothing. Then you smile brightly and step aside. She comes into the room and you shut the door. She takes your hand and leads you to the bed as you glance at her ass, which looks soft and round and perfect with a lace thong dividing her cheeks.

    Your wife stops at the edge of the bed, turns, and kisses you as she unbuttons your shirt. She pulls it off as her lips find your neck and you moan from the sudden and intense pleasure.

    Her fingers are on your belt before your shirt hits the floor. Your pants drop to your ankles and you kick off your shoes as she lowers your underwear and takes your cock in her hand.

    Soon enough you're naked and kissing your wife as she strokes your dick. You run your fingers over her warm, soft skin and take one of her breasts - which feels wondrous in soft lace - in your hand and squeeze it gently, eliciting a moan that fills your mouth along with her tongue.

    "Did you listen?" she asks.

    "Yes," you reply. "It was so hot."

    "I wasn't going to come to your room. Not until tomorrow morning. But I couldn't resist. I wanted to see you again. I wanted to make you feel good again."

    You're surprised at how happy that makes you feel and you realize you were experiencing a touch of insecurity over your relationship. You were worried your wife was a little too into her boyfriend, but that worry has floated away.

    "I love you," she says. "I love you desperately. That will never, ever change. Even if I have a boyfriend. Even if I spend a lot of time with my boyfriend. Even if I won't let you fuck me unless my pussy is brimming with my boyfriend's cum."

    "I love you too," you reply as your cock surges at the idea of being relegated to sloppy seconds sex.

    She kisses you deeply. She strokes your dick. She sucks on your tongue. You moan into her mouth.

    She kisses your neck, your chest, your stomach. She drops to her knees. She looks up at you. She takes you in her mouth. The pleasure is intense and so is the surprise you feel. You figured her boyfriend would be the only one to get a blowjob on your trip. You were wrong. She clearly wants to make sure that you know she loves you, she cares about you, she desires you.

    She moans, looks up at you, and says, "Your cock feels so good in my mouth."

    You believe her. There's genuine pleasure in her eyes.

    She holds your gaze while taking you in her mouth once more. Wetness and heat engulfs your shaft and then you feel her tongue move over the head. It dances along the underside and you can't help but moan from the intensity of the pleasure.

    "Jesus, that feels so good."

    She stands. She kisses you. She strokes your spit-soaked cock.

    "Get in the bed," your wife instructs.

    You climb into the bed and watched as she takes her panties off and climbs in next to you. She slips three fingers into her pussy and they emerge covered in his cum. She holds them up and you stare before watching those slippery, cum-covered fingers slowly wrap around your dick.

    She strokes you with Eric's cum acting as a lubricant. The sounds of a slippery handjob fill your hotel room. It feels better knowing that it's his load lubing you. It's kinky. It's wild. It's dirty.

    "That feels so fucking good," you say.

    "Yeah?"

    You nod and kiss her. "It's...I know it's insane, but it's hotter knowing that it's his cum."

    "It's not insane," she whispers. "It's sexy. I like that you like it. In fact, I love that you like it."

    Her fingers disappear into her pussy once more. They emerge, and this time she brings one to her lips and sucks the tip clean while holding your gaze. She smiles - presumably with the taste of Eric's cum in her mouth - and you watch in utter fascination as she swallows it like it's the most erotic treat in the world.

    In a fit of kinky curiosity, you lean in and kiss her as quickly as you can. You open your mouth and she opens hers. You slip your tongue between her lips and taste just a hint of what she swallowed. For some reason, it thrills you.

    Your wife smiles, reaches up, and slips the tip of her finger in your mouth. The taste of cum is stronger. It dances on your tongue. You moan, she smiles again, and more of her finger pushes into your mouth until you've taken it all.

    She pulls out and kisses you. She does so vigorously. She climbs on top and takes your cock inside her. She sinks down and suddenly your stiff dick is bathed in another man's cum.

    You kiss and share the taste of Eric's load while she bounces on your cock. She moans into your mouth and you do the same into hers. Your dick is stiff as steel and alive with pleasure inside her and every little movement of her pussy feels electric.

    "Cum inside me," she whispers.

    The pleasure is too much. You think of the dinner and of everything thrilling that happened. You think of them kissing and cuddling out by the fire. You think of them making out in the elevator. You think of the sounds of sex you heard through the wall. You think of the taste of Eric's cum in your mouth. You think of how good it all feels and you cum inside your wife, having the orgasm of a lifetime.

    She kisses you as you cum. She caresses your face. She rides you, slowing her pace a little but ensuring your orgasm remains intensely satisfying until its conclusion.

    You pull her close and wrap your arms around her. You smile blissfully as pleasure continues to emanate outwards from your loins.

    "I love you," she whispers. "And I always will. I promise."

    "I love you too," you reply. "And I know you love me. I do. I have felt a little insecure at times this weekend, but I've been insanely happy since we started this crazy journey of flirting and fooling around and fucking and now dating another man, so I love it. I do."

    She sits up and rests her hands on your bare chest. "If you ever stop loving it, tell me and I'll stop doing whatever you no longer enjoy. Okay?"

    You nod. "Okay."

    You want her to continue to have fun with other men because you get to have fun too. You want to keep experiencing that thrill that comes with this lifestyle. You know she loves you and you love her desperately.

    It might not always be easy or perfect, but it will always be exciting now that date night has changed forever and that's a very good thing.

    The End.

  
    Date Night for Your Hotwife

    It’s date night, only you’re not the one taking your wife out. That honor goes to her boyfriend. He’ll take her to a nice dinner and then back to his place, where he’ll spend the night fucking her in ways you’ve only dreamed of doing. His big cock and take charge attitude in bed are exactly what she needs to cum.

    Part of your cuckolding ritual is watching her get ready. She calls you into the bedroom as she carefully chooses the lingerie she’s going to wear for him. She wants to look her best for the man that makes her orgasm, after all.

    “Do you think he’ll like this, honey?” she asks you.

    You nod.

    A devilish grin crosses her face before she says, “Do you think it will make him want to fuck me? Do you think it will make his cock hard?”

    You nod again, but that’s not good enough for her, “Say it.”

    “Yes, it will make him want to fuck you,” you answer.

    After putting on her lingerie she invites you to follow her to the bathroom and watch as she does her makeup for her boyfriend. She never wears lipstick for you, but there she is applying a heavy coat to her lips.

    “I like to wear lipstick when I suck his cock, honey,” she says, noticing your jealous stare.

    You haven’t felt her lips around your cock in months and you can’t help but miss it. You know you don’t deserve it though. Only a man that can make your wife cum when he fucks her deserves to feel her mouth on his dick. You’ve never really been able to make her climax during sex. That’s why you’re here cuckold now.

    “Come here, baby,” she says and you move next to her.

    “On your knees,” she commands and like a good boy you drop in front of her.

    Her body looks perfect in the stockings, bra and panties, and garter belt. Your cock is hard because you’ve been denied release all week.

    “I want you to get me nice and wet for him,” she says while pulling her sexy black panties aside and presenting her freshly shaved pussy.

    You worship her, licking her labia and the pink flesh between before venturing to her clit. You’re not to make her cum, though. Your job is to get her nice and wet for her boyfriend’s cock. She wants to be aching for him by the time his erection slides into her pussy. You’re doing your part, cuckold, and you’ll get a tasty treat when she comes home later tonight.

  
    Date Night is Canceled So She Can Fuck Her Bull

    “Put on something sexy. Come to my place.” His text was simple and your wife knew what to do. She picked out her tight white dress, slipped it onto her lithe, tanned body, and eagerly headed over to her boyfriend’s place. All you got was a kiss on the cheek.

    She offered him her body, like she always does. There was no negotiation or small talk. She simply walked in and told him he could do what he pleased with her.

    He unzipped her dress to expose her perfect tits and turned her around. His lips wrapped around her nipple and he eagerly sucked on it, making your wife moan.

    He picked her up and put your wife in his head. His tongue found its way between her legs. He licked her perfect pussy eagerly. He did the job you usually do, and he did it exceptionally well.

    What really turned her on was knowing that his cock would soon follow. That’s the one thing you can’t give her. You can’t slide your big, rock hard cock into her. Yours is too small. Yours is inadequate.

    His isn’t. Every time she sees it your wife feels a little awed. She feels like she’s lucky to be on her knees in front of him, to have him in her mouth. She treats him that way, too.

    Today she dropped to her knees and eagerly blew him. She needed him inside her. She needed to be filled with his incredible, superior cock.

    She sat on top of his cock and guided him into her pussy. Slowly she took his full length into her wet hole. He took her hands in his and watched your wife’s perfect tits bounce while she fucked herself with his dick.

    She spun around, eager to offer him something more, to mix it up. She sat on his cock in reverse cowgirl and made sure to clamp down on him with her cunt. She milked her boyfriend’s big dick. She reveled in the pleasure of having such a long, thick cock inside her.

    She’s insatiable when she’s with him. With you, it’s like she wants the sex to end as quickly as possible. With him, she never wants it to end. Even after she has an orgasm, she keeps riding. She just doesn’t want to let him out of her pussy. She wants to keep feeling the insane pleasure of having his big dick inside her.

    He took her from behind. A position that you’re never permitted to enjoy her in. She happily gets on her hands and knees for him. She knows how much he loves it. It makes her feel good to make him feel good. Plus, she really likes how he makes her feel dominated in these moments. She loves how he pulls her hair and pounds her pussy. She loves how every hard thrust makes her tits swing.

    He fucks so deep inside of her in doggystyle. His cock reaches places yours has never been and will never go. He’s twice your length and he uses his dick better. He makes her cock drunk. She’s face down, ass up in his bed and she will never tell him to stop fucking her because it feels too good.

    He pulls out to cum on her tits. He loves marking your wife’s body with his hot loads. He loves cumming on her perfect breasts and watching her smile. Amazingly, she loves it too. She knows he’s marking her and it turns her on. She loves knowing that he wants to claim her as his. She loves knowing that you don’t get to cum on her tits, her ass, or inside her anymore. She loves his big cock.

  
    Date Night Rules

    Not all cuckold marriages are the same. Sometimes, the cuck doesn't get to participate. Sometimes he has to follow his wife's strict rules.

    There's usually a reason those rules get made, though.

    Perhaps this cuck couldn't handle himself when his wife brought home a date. Perhaps he tried to act like he wasn't a cuck, like he was offended there was another man in his home, like his wife shouldn't have brought someone home.

    More likely, though, the cuck got too excited. Maybe he tried to get involved when his wife just wanted to enjoy time with her date. Maybe he blew his load far too early and then got selfish and demanded his wife send her date home.

    It happens sometimes and unfortunately there can be consequences for getting too excited as a cuck, especially if you forget your place once you've blown your load.

    Remember, this is about her pleasure first and foremost. Your pleasure comes second to hers. You'll get to experience pleasure, of course, but only if you remember that hers is far more important.

    If you forget that, you'll end up in the guest room when your wife brings a man home. You might be able to hear them fucking and you might be lucky enough to masturbate as you listen, but it won't be anywhere near as pleasurable as watching while someone else has sex with your wife.

    Remember to be a good cuckold. Remember not to get too excited. Remember that it's about her pleasure before yours. Keep that in mind and she'll ensure that you get to experience every bit of pleasure that you crave.

  
    Deep Kisses for Her Cuckold as Another Man Cums Inside Her

    Your beautiful wife is on her hands and knees in your bed. She's wearing a pair of black lace top stockings and a delicate lace thong that you dressed her in. Her bra is on the floor and her perfect, perky breasts are free and will soon be bouncing so beautifully as her bull fucks her.

    You're on your knees at the foot of the bed, which is precisely where a cuckold belongs when another man is taking his wife in their marital bed.

    You've already watched them fuck in missionary. You've watched your wife ride her bull's cock. You've watched her experience the bliss of an orgasm with his dick buried deep inside her. You know your wife is primed for more, though. You know she's eager for him to cum inside her, too.

    "Are you enjoying yourself, my love?" she asks as her gaze meets yours.

    "I am," you reply. "Thank you for letting me watch."

    She smiles. "You know I enjoy it more when he takes me in front of you. You know it makes my pussy wetter to know that you're watching as a superior man fucks me."

    You feel a surge of lust course through your loins. You look down to see your dick throbbing in time with your heart beat. You feel your balls tighten a little. You know that if you were masturbating in this moment that there's a very good chance you'd blow your load, for few things turn you on quite like a bit of cuckold dirty talk from your wife.

    "I love watching him satisfy you," you reply as you meet your wife's gaze once more.

    She moans. Her bull is behind her. It looks as though he's fingering her. He delivers a gentle smack against her ass and she bites her lower lip and smiles.

    "I love watching a superior man satisfy my wife," you say, feeding into your own pleasure just as much as hers.

    There's no doubt he's a sexually superior man. He's got a bigger cock. His body is far fitter than yours. He possesses greater stamina in bed and he fucks with greater skill, too. The end result of all of that, of course, is that he makes your wife cum so much harder than you ever have.

    It's not just his superiority that makes her cum harder, though. It's the fact that you're so eager to be her cuckold husband. It's the fact that you get on your knees on the floor at the foot of the bed and watch while he fucks her. It's the fact that you accept your place as sexually inferior to him. Your wife gets off on that and she has since the very start of your cuckolding journey, which is precisely why she needs you there each and every time she cuckolds you.

    You see her eyes go wide and her lips part to let out a moan. He's inside her. He's taking her from behind. His bare cock is deep in your wife's slick pussy.

    "Fuck me," she says.

    She doesn't want him to be gentle when he takes her from behind. She doesn't want him to go slow. She wants him to fuck her and to fuck her hard. Sometimes it's different in missionary, but when she gets on her hands and knees for him, your wife wants to be fucked in the way only her bull can fuck her.

    Thankfully, he always delivers. He grabs her hips and he fucks her. He pounds her, really. He pounds your wife's pussy and you watch from your knees like a good cuck. You watch with your dick throbbing and dripping precum. You watch with your hands behind your back to ensure that you don't forget your place and masturbate by accident.

    The longer he fucks her in doggystyle, the closer your wife gets to an orgasm. It doesn't always happen - there isn't much clitoral stimulation when he takes her from behind - but today it appears as though she's going to cum while he fucks her from behind in your marital bed.

    "Come here, my love," your wife says to you.

    You know what she wants. You stand and lean over to rest your elbows on the bed. Your wife's lips are now achingly close to yours. You can feel the warmth of her breath on your face. Her moans are louder and lustier from this close.

    "His cock is so deep inside me," she says. "His perfect, superior cock is so deep in your wife's wet pussy."

    "I love that you get to enjoy a man like him," you reply. "That you get to enjoy his superior cock whenever you need it. That you get to cum on a real man's dick, that you get to experience that satisfaction. I love it so much, baby."

    She smiles. A loud, beautiful moan escapes her lips. You can see that she's getting closer.

    "Will you kiss me when he cums in my pussy?" she asks. "Will you kiss me while another man fills my tight, married pussy with his thick, creamy cum?"

    You nod. "You know there's nothing I'd enjoy more."

    The moment when another man cums in your wife is your absolute favorite. It's perfect in every way. It turns you on like nothing else. It's the epitome of cuckolding, especially when it happens in the bed you and your wife share.

    "I'm close," her bull says.

    Your wife smiles. Then a long, low, beautiful moan escapes her lips. She's thinking about another man cumming inside her while her husband watches. You're not the only one that finds the notion arousing. It turns her on just as much as it turns you on, perhaps even more.

    "Kiss me," she says.

    You lean closer. You tilt your head. Your lips meet hers. Your tongues entwine. You kiss your beautiful wife. She moans into your mouth. You lose yourself in the intense pleasure of kissing her while someone else is fucking her.

    Her bull fucks her harder and faster. You hear the sound of their bodies meeting over and over. You imagine her ass rippling with each deep thrust inside her. She moans louder into your mouth. She's getting closer. Her tongue moves faster.

    "I'm cumming," her bull announces. He does so because he wants to let your wife know she can let loose and surrender to her orgasm.

    She does so. She cums. She cums while he fills her pussy with his hot load. She cums while your tongue dances with hers. Your wife cums while kissing her cuckold as another man unloads in her pussy.

    Eventually, when the pleasure of her orgasm becomes too much, your wife turns her head just a little. A loud moan escapes her lips as she reaches up to run her fingers through your hair. Her hand stays on the back of your head, asserting just a touch of control and ensuring you remain close.

    You listen to her heavy breathing. She laughs in that joyful way that sometimes happens after she's had such a good orgasm she can scarcely believe the pleasure coursing through her. She turns to you and smiles brightly. She kisses you again, this time in a slow, erotic manner.

    "Thank you," she says, "for being such a good cuckold. For watching. For kissing me while he came inside me. For keeping your hands off your cock and concentrating only on my pleasure."

    "You're welcome," you reply. "Though I think we both know it's my pleasure to be a good cuckold."

    Her bull pulls out and your wife turns and looks back at him.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" she asks.

    He smiles. "Like you wouldn't believe. Like I always do." He runs his fingers over her ass. "There's nothing quite like fucking you while your husband watches."

    She turns to you once more. There's a devilish smile on her face. "Would you like to clean me?"

    You nod.

    "If I made you choose between cleaning me or having an orgasm, which would you choose?" she asks.

    Your answer comes without a moment's hesitation. "Cleaning you."

    She kisses you softly and whispers, "You're such a good cuckold."

    Your wife moves to her back and spreads her legs as her bull walks towards the bathroom. You crawl into bed and stare at her pussy. She's spent the better part of an hour getting fucked and her labia are swollen, pink, and slippery. His cum has already started to leak out of her and your mouth waters at the sight of it.

    "Just to be clear," your wife says as you take your place between her legs, "you can clean me, but if you do, I won't let you cum. You'll have to wait at least a day."

    You smile and push your tongue inside her. You devour her bull's cum. You do so without hesitation because you experience a sense of euphoria that's far greater than any orgasm could ever provide. It's the sort of feeling that lasts for hours, if not longer. It's a feeling that will make it difficult to fall asleep that night, though you don't really care about that, for you crave that feeling more than almost any other.

    "Mmm," your wife moans as she closes her eyes, reaches down to grab a handful of your hair, and plays with her tits, squeezing each of them seductively and gently grinding her hips to coat your chin and lips in her wetness and her bull's cum. "Clean me, my love. Clean that thick, delicious, superior cum out of me."

    You clean her. You clean her thoroughly and completely. You make sure you get every drop of his cum that your tongue can find. You do so while she purrs, moans, and tells you how what a good cuckold you are.

    When you've finished, you turn your attention to her clit. You're hoping you can give your wife an orgasm, but she gently pulls your mouth away from her pussy.

    "Not tonight," she says. "He's staying the night. I want him to be the only one to make me cum."

    You smile. "Of course." You kiss her thighs, letting your lips linger against her soft flesh and enjoying the warmth.

    "I've already made up the guest room for you," she says. "I hope you don't mind spending the night in there while I sleep in another man’s arms."

    She knows you don't mind. She wants to hear you say it, though.

    "Of course I don't mind. It's a cuckold's place to stay in the guest room when his wife invites a superior man to spend the night in their bed," you say.

    You see a flicker of lust in her eyes. You wonder if she's considering letting you make her cum. She tightens her grip on your hair and pulls you closer.

    "You can lick my clit for a little while," she says. "But I'm not going to let you make me cum."

    You smile and tend to her clit. You lick it slowly and gently. You put your fingers inside her and find her g-spot. You suck on her clit a little, too, offering up the kind of pleasure she deserves. You know you're just priming her to get fucked by her bull, but that's a cuckold's place so you have no problem with that.

    You hear the bathroom door open. Her bull's footsteps approach. You look up to see him lean over and kiss her. Your wife's hand finds his cock and she strokes him as their tongues mingle.

    "I want you again," she says.

    "Funny, I was just thinking the same thing," he replies. "I can't help but get turned on knowing that your cuck husband just ate my cum out of you. It's just so fucking hot that I can't help but want to put another load inside you."

    She gently pushes on the top of your head. That's your sign to back out of the bed and get on your knees and you do so without hesitation.

    Her bull climbs into the bed. Your wife gets on her knees between his legs. She takes his cock into her mouth. She worships it. She does so slowly and skillfully, swallowing every inch as he gets harder and harder. Your untouched dick throbs at the sight of her offering such intense pleasure to another man.

    It seems that your night is just beginning and that you'll clean at least one more load from her pussy before going to the guest room to sleep.

    Aren't you a lucky cuckold?

  
    Degraded by a Depraved Girl

    You don't want to lick her boots. You don't want to lick her asshole. You don't want to drink her piss.

    And yet...you're still standing in front of her. She verbally slapped you for even asking her out, but you haven't walked away.

    Finally, after a long period of silence passes between the two of you, she says, "I admire your courage, I suppose. It's a stupid sort of courage - the kind that would get a soldier killed as he ran ahead of his squad mates to try and be a hero - but I admire it, in a way, at least."

    "Thank..."

    She slaps you across the face before you can utter another word. "I don't recall saying you could speak," she says harshly. "You'll keep your mouth shut unless instructed to do otherwise. Do you understand?"

    You rub your face - it was a hard slap - and nod.

    "Now follow me," she orders.

    You turn and follow her through the bar - where more than a few patrons are staring thanks to the slap you just received - down a dark hallway, and into a surprisingly clean bathroom.

    "On your knees," she demands.

    You hesitate and she raises her hand like she's going to slap you again. You fall to your knees in an instant and you look up to see a bright smile on her face. Something about that smile - about providing her with any kind of joy - thrills you.

    "Lick my boots," she demands.

    You look down at her brown leather boots. They seem clean, though there's very little chance that's true.

    "What are you waiting for?" she asks. "Lick my fucking boots. Do as you're told."

    This is your chance. This is the moment where you should get up and walk out. You should tell her to fuck off, too. You should make it clear that you're not the kind of guy that wants to be abused by a girl, that you asked her out because you thought you had a chance with her.

    You don't get up, though. You don't say a word to her, either. Instead, you fall to your hands and knees, drop your head to one of her boots, and lick it.

    The leather feels soft against your tongue and while the taste isn't pleasant, it's not terrible. You look up at her and she points at her other boot with a frustrated look on her face. You lower your head and lick the second boot.

    It's in that moment that you fully realize what you're doing. You've dropped to your hands and knees in a bar bathroom - a fairly clean bathroom, but a bar bathroom nonetheless - and you're licking the boots of a beautiful girl you just met. You're literally a boot licker.

    You're excited, though. You can feel it throughout your body. Your heart rate has increased. You feel a certain kind of joy swirling around your brain. And then there's what's happening between your legs. You're not quite hard, but you're excited. You can feel it throughout your loins. There's something about what you're doing - and the girl you're doing it for - that's tapped into a desire you didn't really know you had.

    You finish licking her boot and look up at her again. She smiles and turns around. She slowly lifts her dress, first exposing her smooth, creamy skin of her thighs and then her utterly perfect ass with a black thong sliding down her wondrous crack.

    "Pull my panties down," she says.

    You reach up and pull the thong down. You catch a glimpse of her pussy lips and you feel a naughty thrill, like you've just seen something you weren't supposed to be granted access to.

    She reaches back and spreads her ass cheeks. "It's a little sweaty back there," she says. "I didn't get a chance to fully freshen up after the gym, and that was hours ago. I can't imagine it smells all that good between these beautiful ass cheeks, but I'm not the one that has to find out."

    You stare at her asshole. It doesn't look sweaty and you're not even sure she's telling the truth about not showering at the gym. After all, she looks perfect in her dress and boots and she clearly put some effort in before heading out to the bar. Maybe she's just trying to scare you.

    "Now lick my asshole," she says harshly. "And no hesitation or I will slap the shit out of you."

    You lean in and press your face between her ass cheeks. You extend your tongue. You lick the beautiful blonde's asshole. You lick a stranger's asshole in a bar bathroom.

    "Fuck," she says before a soft moan escapes her lips. "That's fucking good."

    Her pleasure thrills you to such a degree that you feel your cock getting hard. You're eating a stranger's asshole - and it was definitely sweaty, as an unpleasantly salty, acrid taste fills your mouth - and your dick is getting hard.

    "Eat my dirty little asshole," she says before putting a hand on the back of your head and pushing hard.

    She smothers you with her ass and it gets surprisingly difficult to breathe. You keep licking, though. Your saliva and her sweat ends up on your face. A pungent odor fills your nose, which is mashed into the crack of her ass. Your dick throbs through all of it, though.

    "That's it, piggy," she says. "Lick my shithole, you filthy little fuck. You pathetic little bitch. You thought I'd go on a date with you? You thought you were even remotely worthy of me? No. This is what you're worthy of. Getting on your fucking knees and eating my shithole like the pathetic little pig you are."

    You moan as you eat her ass with incredible vigor. No one has ever spoken to you like that and you're overwhelmed with desire. Your dick is so hard it hurts.

    Then she steps away. Her dress falls over her ass and she spins around. She looks down, sees the bulge in your pants, and laughs at you.

    "I knew I was right about you," she says. "Fucking pathetic." She steps closer, lifts her dress to expose the most perfect pussy you've ever seen, and says, "I'm going to piss in your mouth now. Seal your lips around my cunt, piggy, but don't you dare lick me. You don't deserve the pleasure of licking me."

    You do as you're told and you keep your tongue in your mouth, for you know she won't hesitate to slap you - or something far worse - if you disobey her.

    "Look up at me," she says.

    You look up and see a devilish smile on her face. Her eyes are alive with wicked pleasure and you're absolutely certain that you're about to receive her piss.

    "You disgust me," she says. "Which is why I'm going to make you my piss pig."

    Hot liquid fills your mouth. You cough from the overwhelmingly awful taste and the sheer volume of piss that flows from her pussy. You spill a few drops, but she doesn't seem to mind. In fact, she seems to enjoy it as she laughs at your misfortune.

    "You're even more of a pig than I thought you were," she says. "I didn't think you'd let me use your mouth as a toilet." She laughs again and the flow of piss stops. She steps back and says, "Open your mouth. Show me my hot piss."

    You lean back and open your mouth. She laughs and then dips her fingers into the piss she deposited in you. She rubs those fingers over your face, marking you with her scent and smiling delightedly as she does.

    "Swallow," she instructs.

    You close your mouth and swallow her piss. It's an objectively awful experience, and yet your dick is still throbbing.

    "Take your cock out," she demands.

    You unzip your pants and free your cock.

    "Masturbate," she says.

    You stroke your cock and she spreads her legs a little wider, pushes her pelvis forward, and unleashes a torrent of hot piss. It splashes on your face first, but she redirects the stream to soak your shirt and then aims it at your cock.

    "Jerk off with my piss, piggy," she says. "Use my piss as your fucking lube, you pathetic little bitch."

    You do as you're told and you're certain your orgasm is fast approaching.

    "Are you going to cum?" she asks.

    You look up at her and nod. You're moments away.

    "Cum for me, pig," she says as the hot piss ceases flowing from her pussy.

    You close your eyes and cum. It's an explosively pleasurable orgasm you experience, one that's powerful enough that you nearly fall forward as your body suddenly feels too weak to hold you up.

    Your heart is racing and you're breathing heavily when you open your eyes. Your cum is sprayed across the bathroom floor. You look up to see the beautiful blonde smiling at you.

    "Lick up your mess," she says.

    You look down at the streaks of cum that cover the bathroom floor, but you hesitate. It's just too disgusting a task to consider.

    "Lick up your mess and we can play again," she says.

    You look up at her with wide eyes.

    "I know you want that," she says. "I know you want to see how else I'd abuse you. I know you want to offer yourself to me to do whatever the fuck I want. If you lick up your cum, I'll take your number and I'll text you when I want to play again. If you don't, I'm walking out of here and you'll never see me again."

    You tuck your cock back in your pants, take a deep breath...and bend over to lick your cum from the floor. You hear her laugh with sadistic delight as you bathe your tongue in filth.

    You clean up your mess, though. You clean it because you want more. She's right. You don't know why you want more, but you do. You crave it. You need it.

    When you're done, she takes your number, blows you a kiss, and promises that she'll be in touch.

    You clean up as quickly as possible and leave the women's bathroom to look for her. She's already gone, though.

    You know there's a chance you'll never hear from her, but you desperately hope she'll be in touch again soon.

  
    Delicious Cream for the Cuckold

    The bedroom door is open and the sounds of sex drift down the hallway and to your ears as you sit in the living room. Your beautiful girlfriend is in bed with another man. She’s cuckolding you yet again. It’s not happening against your will, though. You crave this. Your body is alive with pleasure. You wish she’d let you watch, but sometimes she chooses to kick you out of the bedroom. She likes to mix things up.

    You hear the faint, rhythmic squeaking of your bed that only happens during particularly vigorous sex. You hear your girlfriend’s loud, rhythmic moans of pleasure. You know that means he’s fucking her. His cock is moving in and out of her pussy. You’ve seen it before, so you close your eyes and picture it. You see her labia parting for him with every thrust. You hear the sounds of wetness as he fills her. You see the look of pure, wild, lusty joy on her face as she indulges in the kind of animalistic sex that she has with him. That kind of sex is the reason she continues to cuckold you. She loves that kind of sex and he’s so much better at giving it to her than you are.

    You’re under strict instructions not to masturbate, and while it’s difficult to resist, you refrain from touching yourself. Instead, you sit on the couch with a throbbing erection and a slowly growing precum stain in the front of your pants. It’s as if a little more juice leaks out of you with every moan from your girlfriend.

    “Oh…fuck…I love your cock,” she says. “I fucking love your cock!”

    You know that means she’s getting close. Her sense of bliss is slowly increasing and sometimes she can’t help but let loose a torrent of expletive-laced appreciation for the man fucking her. You think of the last time you had sex with her. It was slow and soft and beautiful. She was on top. She rode you slowly. You kissed and touched and whispered sweet nothings to each other. You both came and you were certain she enjoyed herself, but what’s unfolding in your bedroom is entirely different. It’s always that way with him. He always fucks her with such power. He’s perfect in that way. He gives her something that you can’t, and you give her something she can’t. At least you hope that’s true. Why else would she stay with you if it wasn’t?

    “Fuck…I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    Loud, lusty, wild, wondrous moans follow as your girlfriend cums on another man’s cock. She’s louder with him than she is with you. In the past, you’ve asked her why that’s the case. She’s always said that she cums harder when he fucks her. The orgasms are better, so she’s louder. She always tells you she loves you after she says that. You believe her, too. You believe that she likes having sex with you. It’s just that she loves having sex with him. Thankfully, you love it too. If you’re honest, you cum harder when she fucks him too. You can’t help but get more turned on when someone else is making her cum than when you’re inside her.

    The sounds of sex change. You know he’s taking her from behind. Sometimes, she cums quicker than he does and she lets him have her however he wants. He doesn’t seem to have a favorite position, as he mixes it up when given the choice. This time, though, he’s chosen doggystyle. The sound of his pelvis slamming into her beautiful round ass is what gives it away. No other position makes that sound.

    He’s fucking her harder and faster, too. You can hear it. He speeds up a little as he gets closer to cumming. She moans louder to encourage him to unload.

    “Cum inside me,” she says. “Cum in my cunt. Cum in my tight little cunt!”

    Your heart leaps at those words. It’s your favorite thing to hear her say. You love when he cums inside her. It doesn’t always happen, but when it does you always get to have fun afterwards.

    He grunts loudly. The sounds of sex no longer drift from the bedroom. He’s cumming inside your girlfriend. His cock is launching volley after volley of thick, hot semen into her pussy. He’s deep inside her and claiming the pleasure that every man craves when he fucks a woman.

    You look down at your pants and see the sizable precum stain. You’ve been leaking from the moment your girlfriend started moaning. You can’t help it. Nothing turns you on quite like being cuckolded.

    A few minutes pass before you hear footsteps coming down the hallway. You turn to see her dressed in the black lingerie she wore for him. You’re not sure if she put it back on for you or kept it on while they were fucking, but you love it. She’s even wearing the heels. She has a seductive smile on her face as she approaches.

    You expect her to join you on the couch, but instead she takes a left turn and heads for the wooden bench that rests along the far wall of your apartment. She seems to be glowing thanks to the diffuse light filling the room through the sheer curtains.

    “Come,” she says.

    You stand and approach your beautiful, lingerie-clad girlfriend. She spreads her legs and your eyes drift between them. You see a damp spot in her black lace panties. You know what waits behind them. The only question is what she intends to do with you. Last time she scooped his cum from her pussy and used it as lube for a particularly thrilling handjob. The time before that she let you slide your cock inside her for a handful of pumps before making you pull out to masturbate because she thought it would be hotter if he was the only man that got to cum inside her that day. She was right. You came all over her stomach and pussy lips as pleasure vibrated through your body in the most wondrous way.

    “Get naked,” she instructs.

    You strip as she leans back and watches. She smiles as you drop your pants and underwear, exposing your stiff cock. The head is shiny from the steady flow of precum and she reaches out to run her index finger over it. It’s the slightest kind of touch, but it feels spectacularly good.

    “Kiss me,” she says.

    You lean down and kiss your girlfriend as she wraps her fingers around your cock and strokes you. You think of her kissing him. You think of his cock in her mouth – she always gives him a blowjob before they fuck. You’ve seen him slip a finger into her mouth as they’re fucking. You wonder if he did the same today. You wonder if you’re tasting all of that as her tongue dances with yours.

    She leans back and you see a hint of wild desire in her eyes. It seems that a kiss with her boyfriend has reinvigorated your girlfriend. She releases your cock and slips a hand into her panties. She holds your gaze and moans. Her hand emerges and she holds up two fingers. They look shiny. They’re coated in his cum and her juices.

    Your girlfriend leans forward, but she doesn’t offer you her fingers. Instead, she takes them into her mouth, sucks them clean, and kisses you. She feeds you a taste of his cum on her tongue and you welcome it. You moan when she grabs your cock once more and strokes you.

    “Does it taste good?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Get on your knees,” she demands. You drop to your knees and your girlfriend sits back and spreads her legs. “I want to taste his load. I want you to clean it out of me and then kiss me. I want you to share his cum with me. I want you to be a dirty little cuckold and share his sticky, salty load with me.”

    Your girlfriend pulls aside her panties and grabs a handful of your hair. She guides your head between her legs, ensuring that you show no hesitation in doing as she desires. You push your tongue between her pussy lips and lick up everything you can find. You hold it in your mouth as the salty taste threatens to overwhelm you. Some of it slides towards your throat, but you make sure not to swallow. You’re not going to disappoint her, after all.

    She pulls back on your hair and you look up at her. She offers a seductive smile and leans down. Her lips part slightly before they reach yours. Her tongue moves aggressively into your mouth. She moans as you share the taste of his cum with her. You close your eyes and lose yourself in the kiss. You embrace how utterly filthy it is and your dick throbs.

    “You like it when he cums inside me, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod as she maintains her tight grip on your hair.

    “I like that you’re such a naughty slut for it,” she says. “You love that I use it to have fun with you after he fucks me, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “Good,” she says. “Now clean the rest out of me. Don’t fucking swallow, though, even if you want to.”

    You drop down again. You push your tongue inside her pussy again. You find as much of his cum as you can. You devour her slippery, freshly-fucked cunt. You savor the taste and the way she moans as you’re doing it. You sink into the state of bliss your girlfriend has worked to put you in.

    “Kiss me,” she says. “Share it with me. Share his cum, you greedy little slut.”

    You kiss her. You push his cum into her mouth. Your tongues dance once more. The cum gets wonderfully foamy and messy. It coats the inside of your mouth and the back of your throat. It’s all you can taste. It feels like it’s all you’ll be able to taste for the rest of the night.

    She pulls back, stands up, and points to the bench. You take her place and she drops to her knees in front of you. She smiles and opens her mouth. You see the foamy cum inside. Her head drops down and she takes your cock into her mouth. She bathes it in his cum. She blows you with another man’s load in her mouth. You groan loudly at the pleasure her skillful cocksucking offers and the intensely kinky notion of being blown while your cock is bathed in someone else’s semen.

    She pulls you closer and your ass hangs off the edge of the bench. She rubs your taint and her fingers dance towards your asshole. You close your eyes and your balls tighten as your orgasm nears. Your girlfriend’s fingers find your asshole and she applies gentle pressure as she sucks with vigor. You moan as she pulls you deeper into a sense of kink.

    You think of the sounds of sex that came from your bedroom. You think of him cumming inside her. You think of eating that cum from her pussy. You think of kissing her. You think of the taste of his load still in your mouth. You think of the cum-coated blowjob you’re getting. You think of the kinky stimulation of her finger working your asshole.

    You unload in her mouth. You groan almost as loudly as he did as your cum spurts onto your girlfriend’s tongue. Shot after shot launches into her wet, warm, willing mouth.

    You look down at her as the last few spasms of pleasure work their way up your shaft. She puts her hands on your knees, pulls her mouth from your cock, and opens up. You see a pool of cum resting on your tongue.

    Your girlfriend stands up and bends over. She tilts your head back and you open your mouth. She spits every drop of the cum onto your tongue. You take it all without question.

    “Swallow,” she says.

    You swallow the cummy mess she just gave you. It slides down your throat with ease. Now it’s resting in your stomach.

    “On the floor,” she says.

    You slide off the bench and sit on the floor. She steps closer, grabs your head with both hands, and pulls your mouth between her legs.

    “Eat my pussy,” she says. “Make me cum.”

    You do as you’re told.

  
    Deny Him Access to Your Pussy

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November, December, and January. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Your pussy is a great source of pleasure for your husband, so why not deny him access to it? The very act of forbidding him from fucking you is delightful (especially if you’re getting all the sex you need from someone else), but you can make it so much more humiliating.

    If you want to humiliate your cuckold, make it absolutely clear why he’s being denied. Ask him “Why would I let you fuck me when you can’t make me cum?” You could also try, “You don’t deserve to fuck me, cuckold. Your cock isn’t worthy of my pussy. I need a better, bigger man.” Make it clear that he’s not allowed to fuck you because he doesn’t satisfy you and you’ll put him in his place.

    The Story:

    A month ago, your wife cuckolded you for the first time. You watched as she welcomed another man into your bedroom and then into her body. It was beautiful in every way and more arousing than you’d thought possible. Somehow, reality surpassed your fantasies.

    Afterwards, she confessed that it was the same for her. She’d been nervous as the proceedings began, but her handpicked lover had worked hard to ensure your wife experienced the sort of pleasure a woman of her beauty deserves.

    You watched as he made her cum four times, which is exactly three more orgasms than you’d ever provided in a single session. His fingers delivered the first and his cock the final three as they explored a surprising number of positions and fucked for far longer than you’d ever managed. His stamina left you both astounded.

    Things shifted rapidly after that. He unlocked a long-dormant side of your wife’s sexuality and she eagerly set it free after that first night of sexual bliss. She couldn’t say no to him. She saw him three times that first week and now finds her way to him almost every day. Her lust will taper off at some point, but for now your wife is a cock-obsessed sex goddess that has finally found a man that can satisfy her.

    She hasn’t forgotten about you, either. In fact, she’s more affectionate than ever. After all, you’re ultimately responsible for her blissful situation. You’re the man that suggested she cuckold you. You convinced her that another man could provide far more sexual pleasure than you’ve ever been able to, and you were right.

    The more time she spends with him, the more comfortable your wife gets with dominating you. At first, she was hesitant to let you taste her pussy after he’d been inside her. She thought it was weird that you wanted to do so. Now she demands that you worship her before and after she’s been with him. She knows it’s what you crave and it brings her immense pleasure to see her cuckold husband fall to his knees and beg to taste her perfect, freshly-fucked pussy.

    From time to time she still lets you fuck her. You love being the second man inside her. You love feeling how slippery she is after he’s pounded her to multiple orgasms. You even love that she can’t feel much when you quickly follow him into her pussy.

    “Are you inside me?” she asked you last week. You weren’t sure if she was serious or just giving you a little humiliating thrill, but it was arousing either way. You came almost immediately.

    That’s why you’re excited to be in bed with her right now. You’re both naked and she’s curled up next to you. Her fingers move delicately over your hard cock and balls as you share soft, tender kisses. Your hands move over her breasts and her erect nipples. Her legs part eagerly as you slip a finger into her pussy and find the wetness of desire.

    “Are you thinking about him?” you ask as you slip a second finger inside her.

    “He’s all I think about,” she says before kissing you again. Her tongue slips into your mouth and you moan as your wife tightens her grip on your cock and strokes you eagerly, using your precum as lube.

    “Fuck, that feels so good,” you say.

    She continues to stroke your stiff dick and her lips move to your neck. Her tongue licks at your stubble. “Your little cock fits so nicely in my hand, doesn’t it?” she says rhetorically. You love when she drops a bit of casual humiliation into your dirty talk.

    You rub your wet fingers over her clit and your wife moans. You know how to make her feel good too, though you’re not nearly as skilled as the man she’s been fucking for the past month.

    She pushes away from your body and straddles you expertly. Her hand stays on your cock throughout as she continues to stroke your erection and bring you to edge of orgasm.

    “I was thinking,” she says as her fingers clamp down on the head of your cock. A little drop of precum appears at the tip and she uses it as lubrication.

    “You were thinking?” you ask.

    Your wife looks at you and bites her lip as she teases the head of your dick by rubbing it around her pussy lips. You can feel the heat of her loins. In that moment you want nothing more than to be inside her. You want her to sit down and swallow you with her cunt.

    “I was thinking that this little cock doesn’t really deserve to be inside me, does it?” she says.

    She takes the head of your cock in her pussy, but she doesn’t continue. You expected to feel her wetness around your shaft, but she teases you. As quickly as she lets you inside her, she lifts her hips and you slip out of her.

    “Now that I’ve found someone that fucks me like I deserve, like I’ve always deserved, I don’t really need your cock anymore, do I?” your wife asks as she squeezes your balls.

    You’re not sure if she’s serious and you can’t help but feel a little concerned that she might be. That concern is overwhelmed by desire, though. The truth is, the idea of being banned from her pussy turns you on. She can tell. Your cock surges with lust when she suggests it.

    “You know it’s true, don’t you? You know that I don’t need this little cock anymore. You’re really just being selfish by trying to fuck me, aren’t you?” your wife says as she again teases the head of your cock with her wet pussy.

    “Please, let me fuck you,” you say.

    “Oh, does my cuckold husband want to fuck me? Does he want to feel my tight pussy around his little cock?” your wife says as she takes the head of your cock inside her.

    “Please. Just one more time,” you say, playing along with her threat. “Let me fuck you just one more time.”

    She sinks down on your cock. You’ve disappeared inside her and for a moment you experience absolute bliss. Nothing has ever felt as good as her wet pussy does right now.

    It’s over in an instant. She raises her hips and you fall from her pussy. She lies down next to you again and takes a firm grip of your wet cock. She strokes you furiously.

    “Your little cuckold cock doesn’t deserve the pleasure of my pussy,” your wife says as she gives a skillful handjob. “You can’t make me cum like he can. You can’t make me feel the way he does, so you don’t deserve the kind of pleasure my pussy provides.”

    She’s right. You know she’s right. You can’t deny it so you don’t even try. Instead, you bask in an entirely different kind of arousal. You crave the kind of humiliation she’s serving up right now. It feels so good.

    “Please,” you beg. “Please let me inside you.” You know she’s right and it turns you on when she humiliates your small cock, but you still want to fuck her. You want to feel the pleasure of her pussy.

    It’s not to be, though. “No,” she says with a determined look on her face. “This pussy doesn’t belong to you anymore. It’s his now. You gave it up when you failed to make me cum like I deserve. You gave it up when you welcomed being my cuckold. Now you don’t get to have it again.”

    “May I cum?” you ask. The humiliation is overpowering, but you still want to cum. You can’t help it.

    “You may,” your wife says. She smiles and spreads her legs to play with her pussy while you masturbate. “Stare at it, cuck,” she demands. “Stare at the pretty pussy you don’t get to have anymore. You’ve fucked this pussy for the last time.”

    You stroke your cock and stare at her wet, pink pussy. You groan. You cum while wondering if your wife is serious. She might be, and it turns you on.

  
    Deny Your Cuckold the Pleasure of Watching

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    This only works if your husband is accustomed to being able to watch you have sex with your lover. If that’s the case, it can be helpful to mix it up every now and then by denying him the pleasure of it. It’s particularly effective to do it right as he’s walking into the bedroom to take his usual place. Simply stop him in the doorway and inform him that he won’t be watching tonight. Then shut the door before he has a chance to argue.

    If you’d like to make it a little more painful, you can emphasize the fact that you want to be alone with your lover because you crave something a little more romantic. If you typically fuck, you’re going to make love with just the two of you in the room. You’ll know best if such a thing would be a humiliating delight for your cuckold.

    
      The Story
    

    Watching your wife fuck another man is what turns you on the most. Seeing his big cock slide into her pussy makes you throb with desire. Seeing the look of pure lust on her face as she sits on him and rides always brings you right to the edge of orgasm. 

    You fantasized about it long before you suggested that she sleep with other people, and while it took a while for your wife to come around to the notion of having another man inside her, you were allowed to watch when she did. Now that she has a little more experience and has gained more confidence, she wants to change that.

    Your wife is eager to exercise her newfound power. Your lust for seeing her fuck other men is not lost on her, and now she knows that when a man is overwhelmingly aroused, he’ll do just about anything for his wife.

    It’s another date night, and your beautiful wife and her lover are fooling around on the couch. You’re sitting across from them and watching eagerly as they kiss with exceptional eagerness and he plays with her breasts through the thin, spaghetti strap tank top she wore for him. He rubs her hard nipples through the material and she moans into his mouth.

    You rub your hard cock through your pants. You usually wait until they’re actually fucking to take it out and masturbate. This is just foreplay for all three of you. You can’t help but imagine the sex they’re going to have, the sex you’ve seen so many times before. They’ll work their way through all the positions as she cums multiple times on his cock.

    They stand and make their way to the bedroom with you following closely behind. He walks through the doorway first and your wife follows, only to stop and turn before you can enter the bedroom.

    “Not tonight, honey,” she says. It takes a moment to even register what she said.

    “What?” you ask. It’s the only word you can conjure. You always get to watch. She’s never fucked him without you in the room.

    Your wife looks you in the eyes. You can see that she’s serious. “You’re not going to watch tonight. It’s just going to be the two of us. I want a little time alone with him,” she says.

    You’re speechless. Just as you’re about to argue she presses her lips against yours and strokes your hard cock through your pants. “You can listen if you want,” she says with a smile. “You know I like to get loud when his big cock is inside me.” She squeezes your small dick when she says it, reminding you exactly why she’s about to fuck someone else in your bed.

    Before you have a chance to respond she softly closes the door, leaving you on the other side. She didn’t lock it, so you consider bursting through the putting an end to this little game of hers. You consider demanding that you be allowed to watch, but you know it would be foolish. You know she could end this little arrangement immediately. You know she could go back to his place and forbid you from even listening. You love being cuckolded and you don’t want to jeopardize that.

    Your wife’s lover moans, loudly. She must be going down on him. You imagine him sitting on the edge of your bed with your wife on her knees in front of him. One hand is playing with his balls while the other is stroking his shaft as she blows him. She’s pleasuring another man and you’ve been forbidden from watching.

    You lean against the door and slide to the floor until you’re sitting. Now you hear her groans and you know he’s inside her. They usually start in missionary, so you imagine your wife’s legs spread and his big cock fucking her. Usually you watch from the foot of the bed, giving you a perfect view of her pussy lips spreading open as he thrusts the entirety of his thickness inside your wife.

    Your cock is hard and dripping precum. Normally you’d be masturbating by now, so you pull it out. The sounds of sex coming from your bedroom fill your ears and your imagination conjures beautiful imagery of the hot sex you know they’re having.

    You feel a mixture of deep frustration that you’ve been forbidden from watching tonight and overwhelming arousal. You relish the pain of being denied your ultimate pleasure. You like that she took charge tonight, that she did what she wanted. You like that she wanted to be alone with him. You can’t help but be turned on by it all, which is why your orgasm comes quicker than usual. After you climax, you sit there on the floor and listen as your wife cums multiple times on the cock that’s buried so deep inside her.

  Deny Yourself an Orgasm for a Week
I want you to experience the bliss of orgasm denial. I want you to see how it can change your perception, how it can drive you crazy in the most beautiful way possible.This is about more than not cumming for a week, though. I want you to drive yourself crazy with lust over the course of the week. I want you to go through your masturbation ritual, whatever it is, and stop before you cum.
Perhaps you find the material I create to be exceptionally arousing. If you’re a supporter at the Tumblr tier, visit my private Tumblr every day and stroke while you read the naughty content I’ve created. Just stop before you cum. There will be no orgasms for you for a week.
I know that for some of you it would be no big deal to delay cumming for a week, which is why you need to bring yourself to the brink. I want your brain flooded with desire, with all of those beautiful hormones that get released when you get insanely turned on.
This will work best if you’re in a relationship. I want you to experience what it’s like when you’re well and truly overwhelmed with lust and desire. I want you to focus that desire on your partner, if you’re lucky enough to have one. Give her pleasure in lieu of experiencing the ultimate release yourself.
After a week, I want you to indulge in a long masturbation session (if you have the time for such pleasures). Dig deep into the headspace of a cuckold. Watch naughty videos. Read my naughty posts and those from other cuckold writers you enjoy. Then, finally, after at least an hour of edging, let yourself cum.
After you’ve finished, take a few moments to consider what your week of orgasm denial was like. Was it more fun than if you’d simply cum every day? Did you like how it made you feel? Let me know how the experience was for you.

    Diary of a Bull - Part 1

    I pride myself on being the kind of bull that tends to the needs of both the hotwife and her cuck husband. I like the challenge of ensuring that they both get exactly what they need and that they get the finest version of it imaginable.

    I'm not the right bull for every cuckold couple, of course. It's not unlike dating, honestly. You need to find the right match. No one is compatible with literally every single person out there, just like no bull is compatible with every cuckold couple.

    For instance, I really like a couple where the cuck is into degradation and humiliation. I like it when the wife gets off on it, too, even if that's her just getting off on the fact that it turns me on to degrade her husband.

    Most cucks are into a bit of humiliation, but I like the ones that want it badly. I like it if they struggle a little with their desire, too, if I can see it in their eyes that they're a little fearful of embracing their desire, if I can push them into embracing it, into going just a bit further than they otherwise would in the name of experiencing the kind of erotic high that comes with exploring the most honest version of yourself.

    Ideally, I want to play with a couple where they're both eager for me to be in charge, where the hotwife has a submissive streak that her husband can't satisfy, where the husband is into degradation, and where he's genuinely incapable of providing her with good sex, let alone great sex.

    I don't expect to be in charge from the start, of course, as it takes time to develop the kind of trust that's necessary to let another man call the shots in your bedroom, especially when it comes to the degradation. A cuck needs to be especially vulnerable to do something like suck my cock after I've pulled it out of his wife's pussy, or to suck my balls while she's busy riding my cock. The sort of vulnerability requires trust, but when the connection is there from the start, it's worth putting in the time and effort to develop something with a couple

    Stuart and Molly were the couple I've most enjoyed playing with. I was their bull for nearly a year, and by the end we were meeting once or twice a week for the pursuit of our mutual pleasure.

    Our first meeting, though, was at a bar. They looked nervous when they showed up. I was to be their first ever bull. They'd fantasized about the lifestyle a great deal, but they'd never taken the plunge.

    They sat across from me. We made our introductions. We had a drink. We talked. It's a lot like a first date, to be honest, except I was trying to charm both of them. It's harder than you might think, as it requires noting the reactions of both husband and wife.

    After a fair amount of casual, get to know you conversation, I steered things towards our purpose for the evening.

    "So, Stuart, did you introduce your beautiful wife to this fantasy?" I asked.

    He nodded and looked away. He was nervous, of course, and perhaps still a little embarrassed that his fantasy was to watch another man fuck his wife, and not just watch, actually, but to be put on his knees by the side of the bed and made to witness her satisfaction with my cock sliding in and out of her.

    I turned to Molly. "I'm always curious to know, how did you react when he first broached the idea of you having sex with another man while he watched?"

    She glanced at her husband. "Honestly, I was surprised. Taken aback, really. I...it just seemed so strange to me. I think, more than anything, I struggled to understand it. I did have a bit of worry, too, that what he really wanted was to sleep with other people."

    I smiled. "That's a pretty classic response. I imagine some guys are actually angling for that sort of thing. Not a cuck, though. A cuck is really only concerned with his wife's pleasure. He wants to see her enjoy a sexually superior man. Someone with a bigger cock, a better body, more skill in bed."

    I was pleased that they both experienced a touch of arousal at my comment. It seemed clear that they'd been truthful when they said they'd fantasized about the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle, that they'd made each other cum while talking about it.

    "That is what you want, right Stuart?" I asked with a gentle sense of authority in my voice.

    "Yes, that's what I want."

    I looked at Molly. She met my gaze. I stared for a few seconds without saying a word and she didn't look away. Her expression changed, though, and I saw her desire, her attraction to me. I'm fairly certain she saw my attraction, too, as she was quite beautiful.

    "And is that what you want, Molly? To get fucked by a sexually superior man while your husband watches? To have a body shaking, mind bending orgasm with someone else's cock inside you?"

    She smiled and closed her eyes for a moment. Then she met my gaze once more. "Yes, that's what I want."

    "Is there a chance that it's become something you need, Molly?" I asked. "That you've talked about it so much with your husband - and cum while talking about it - that your brain has shifted a little, that it's begun to demand that you cuck your husband, that you find someone better than him to satisfy your desires?"

    She nodded.

    "I'd like to see you two kiss," I said.

    They didn't hesitate, which is always a good sign. She turned to him. Their lips met. Their kiss was deep and passionate. Another good sign.

    In my experience, if a couple's sex life has died - if there's very little passion between them - their marriage is quite likely to come to an end - or experience major problems - as a result of the cuckolding. Instead, you want them to still feel a certain lust for each other, a certain desire. You want the cuckolding to be a mutually beneficial experience, not one that widens the cracks that have already formed in their marriage.

    After their kiss, I slid out of the booth, stood, and offered a hand to Molly. She took it and I guided her to my side of the table. She slid into the booth and I sat next to her. I rested my hand on her knee under the table. She had on a skirt and I let my fingers drift under it just a little, caressing the smooth, warm skin of her thigh and eliciting a soft moan while doing so.

    "I've been the first bull for quite a few couples," I said, "and each time, the husband has struggled with the reality of being a cuck. He has his fantasy, of course, but reality is always different. Do you know why?"

    Stuart shook his head.

    "It's because a cuck is in full control of his fantasy. In his mind, his wife and her bull react exactly as the cuck wants. They do as he desires. They act solely in service of his needs, of his pleasure. In reality, though, that's not how it works. In reality, it's three people pursuing their pleasure, not one. In reality, the cuck is the one that ends up having to make sacrifices for the pleasure of his wife and her bull. Are you prepared to do that, Stuart?"

    As I asked, my fingers journey a little closer to Molly's crotch. Her skin got warmer. To my delight, she parted her legs for me, signaling that my touch was welcome, that I was deepening her desire without doing much of anything.

    "I think I am," Stuart answered. "I...I don't really know what that will entail, though."

    "No, of course not," I said. "I don't know either, to be honest. It changes. Once, at a meeting like this, the hotwife was so eager that I took her to her car while her husband sat in the bar and waited. I fucked her in their back seat. I made her cum twice on my cock. We came back and I had the cuck finger her so he could experience the wetness between her legs. A kind of wetness he'd never produced."

    That's when I pressed my fingers against Molly's panties. I felt her wetness soaking through the satin. I rubbed her clit a little and she gripped the edge of the table and closed her eyes.

    "The cuck wasn't happy about it," I said. "He asked his wife not to go with me. Then he asked if he could come and watch. I told him he couldn't. I told him he had to stay. I told him he had to prove that he was willing to make a sacrifice in the name of his wife's pleasure, in the name of my pleasure. I told him that sometimes a cuckold has to make countless sacrifices to ensure his wife and her bull are happy. If he hadn't have been willing to make that sacrifice, I wouldn't have fucked his wife that day. I wouldn't have become their bull, because in truth, Stuart, it's not much fun to play with a couple where the husband insists on maintaining some level of control. He needs to be willing to let go, to surrender, to trust that for a cuck, sometimes the most significant pleasures result from a willingness to delay his satisfaction."

    Then I looked at Molly. I pulled her panties aside and worked my fingers inside her. She looked at me and lust washed over her face. I leaned in and we kissed. Her mouth opened almost immediately. I offered my tongue in response to hers. My fingers pushed deep inside her. She moaned softly into my mouth and then began to suck on my tongue.

    "You're very wet," I said.

    "For you," she replied.

    I pulled my fingers from her pussy and held them up. I looked across the table at Stuart.

    "Are you willing to make sacrifices, Stuart?" I asked. "To ensure your wife's happiness? To ensure my happiness and satisfaction?"

    He nodded.

    I reached across the table until my glistening fingers were a few inches from his mouth. The bar wasn't terribly crowded and it was fairly dark, but I was asking him to suck my fingers clean in public.

    "Do it," Molly said. "Do what he wants, Stuart."

    I'd gotten a vibe from the couple. A vibe that told me that they were ready to play, that they were eager to explore their fantasies - which they'd shared with me via email and text - fantasies that included Stuart embracing the thrill of degradation and humiliation. That's why I was keen on making him suck my fingers clean in a bar.

    He did, too. He leaned forward and looked at his wife as he took my fingers in his mouth and sucked her juices off of them. She stared at him, too. That's how it should be, by the way. A good bull makes sure the cuckold couple connects as often as possible. It's my job to enhance their marriage, after all. I have no interest in breaking them apart, in making the wife despise her husband. What I want is for my presence to make their lives better, to make them love each other even more as they discover a whole new kind of sexual pleasure.

    I pulled my fingers free and they found their way inside Molly soon after. I fucked her pussy for a bit and then she sucked them clean, bringing her just a little bit closer to her husband in a delightful manner.

    After sucking my fingers clean, Molly leaned in and kissed my neck. "I want you," she whispered. "I...I'm so wet for you. I want you. I'll do...I'll do whatever you want."

    "Did you hear that, Stuart?" I asked.

    He nodded and the look on his face made me fairly certain he was sporting an erection under the table.

    I had options. All kinds of options. I could have gone back to Stuart and Molly's place, fucked her brains out, and spent the night in her bed. I could have had Stuart drive us around while she sucked my dick in the back seat of their car. I could have fucked her in the car. I could have gotten a handjob under the table. I could have fucked her in the restaurant bathroom.

    It's important, though, to think long term when you're with a couple that's looking for more than a one night thing. It's about building a foundation with them, about carefully constructing a relationship where they trust that you, their bull, will always look out for their pleasure. They need to feel as though they can cede control to me and know that their needs are going to be met if they do so.

    It's not like a real relationship, though. You don't have to wait until the third or fourth date to fuck. You just have to make sure that everyone gets a version of what they want.

    "Stuart, why don't you bring your car around front," I said. "We'll be out in a few minutes."

    Stuart looked at his wife, who nodded. He slid out of the booth and left.

    "We're going to have a little fun," I said as I turned to Molly. "I won't push you past what you're willing to try right now, though, I promise."

    She smiled. "I know we just met, but I already feel like I trust you, Drew."

    "I won't break that trust. I won't disappoint you."

    Molly initiated a deep kiss. A really deep kiss. One that had me hard as a rock. Her hand found my erection, too, and she stroked me through my jeans. Had there been enough room she probably would have mounted me right there in the booth and dry humped her way to an orgasm.

    "Have you ever been with a man that takes charge in the bedroom?" I asked.

    "Not really, no. I dated a guy in college that was kind of that way, but it always felt like he just didn't give a fuck about my experience, not that he was dominant in any way."

    I ran my fingers through her hair and kissed her cheek softly. "But you think you might like being with a man that takes charge."

    She nodded.

    "You think that being told what to do - sexually speaking - might make your pussy wet."

    "It already has," she whispered. "During the few times we had phone sex, it was really hot doing exactly as you instructed. I liked how you would get me close and then deny me. How you would instruct me on what to say to Stuart. I even liked how you would tell me to let him fuck me and then make him cum while telling him that his cock didn't come close to satisfying me."

    I kissed her neck and she gripped my cock under the table. "You were a very good girl for me during those phone calls, Molly," I whispered.

    She moaned and stroked me. She had a submissive streak. She wasn't fully comfortable with that part of herself and I wasn't under the impression that she was a full-blown submissive, but she liked the idea of ceding control to a man that deserved to be in charge and that was exactly the kind of hotwife I enjoyed playing with.

    "Let's go," I said.

    I slid out of the booth and offered my hand. We walked out of the bar with my arm around her. Stuart was waiting in their SUV. We took a few steps towards it before I pulled Molly close for a kiss. A long, slow, deep kiss where my hands moved over her body. Stuart's jaw had dropped by the time I looked back at the car. I smiled and guided his wife into the backseat before joining her.

    "Drive, Stuart," I said. "Slowly and carefully."

    He pulled away and onto the road. I pulled his wife close. We kissed slowly and deeply.

    "You will not turn and look back at us, Stuart," I instructed. "Not even at a stop sign or red light. You will only look back if I give you permission to do so, do you understand?"

    He was quiet for a few seconds. "Yes, I understand."

    "It should go without saying that you won't touch your cock. Not even a little," I added. "Your job - until I say otherwise - is to be our chauffeur. To keep us safe as we do as we please in your back seat."

    "Of course."

    "I'd like ice cream, Stuart. Drive us to a nice place."

    Molly and I made out in the back seat while Stuart drove us to get ice cream. I fingered her pussy. I played with her tits. She stroked my cock through my pants. We got each other all hot and bothered.

    Then we had ice cream while Stuart waited in the car. We each got a cone, we found a bench outside the shop, and I put my arm around her as we enjoyed our dessert. Stuart had a view of us from the car, though I didn't look his way once. I thought of him, of course. It's always good to keep the cuck in mind.

    "When was the last time you fucked someone on the first date?" I asked as we were nearly finished with our ice cream.

    "Never."

    I said nothing in response. I watched her look towards the car, though, towards her husband.

    "You can have me that way if you want me," she said after a few seconds of looking at Stuart.

    It's worth keeping in mind that we'd texted and talked for a fair amount before our first meeting. She'd seen my face on a few video calls. It was a first date, of sorts, but not the first time we'd interacted.

    "I want you to say it, Molly. To use the word. Don't dance around it."

    She smiled. "You can fuck me, Drew. You can fuck me tonight." She licked her ice cream, smiled, and then turned to me once more and said, "Actually, I want you to fuck me. I've been thinking about it for so long that I don't want to wait. I want someone other than Stuart. I want to cuckold him. I want to know what it's like to have a big cock inside me. I want to know what it's like to get fucked while my husband watches."

    I looked at the car - at Stuart - and smiled. We ate our ice cream in silence for a few minutes. Then I asked, "Are you good at sucking cock, Molly?"

    She crossed her legs and smoothed her skirt with her free hand. "I don't know. I think so, but I don't know. I don't go down on Stuart all that often."

    "Hotwives never do. Even those that have never cuckolded their husbands. There seems to be this innate thing, like a would-be hotwife understands that her husband just isn't worthy of the gift of getting his cock sucked."

    "I want to be good at it," she said.

    "Don't worry. You'll get plenty of practice. So will your husband."

    She looked a little surprised. "Do you think he'll do that?"

    I nodded. "I know he will. Stuart's been very clear that he craves humiliation and degradation. He gets off on it, Molly, and there's nothing more degrading than being made to suck the cock of the man that fucks your wife better than you do."

    "Tonight?"

    I chuckled. "No, no. That will take quite some time. When it happens, though, you won't find it off-putting. I promise. You'll be excited for him. You might even be turned on by his willingness to experience that degradation for your pleasure."

    "Do you like it?"

    "I like making a cuckold suck my dick. I like making him get on his knees and show his submission to me. I like making him fluff me so that I may fuck his wife in a manner he's never been able to fuck her. I like putting him in his place in that way."

    I licked my ice cream. She licked hers.

    "We're going to have fun together, Molly. I promise. You, me, and Stuart are going to explore pleasures that few people get to enjoy. Your orgasms are going to reach new heights. So are his, and they'll continued to reach new heights as we venture deeper into this lifestyle."

    Her lips were cold when they touched my neck. Her tongue was cold, too, but the shiver it sent down my spine was one of pure pleasure.

    "I'd really like to suck your dick," she whispered. "To make you feel good while my husband drives us around. I want to pleasure you, Drew."

    We finished our ice cream. I pulled out my phone and texted Stuart an address. Molly and I then got in the car. Stuart had the address plugged into his GPS and headed off as Molly unzipped my pants before her head sank into my lap.

    Her mouth was warm, wet, and eager as she sucked my cock. I rested my hand on the back of her neck for a short spell before running my fingers down her back and lifting her skirt so I could play with her ass.

    "Your wife wasn't sure about her cocksucking skills, Stuart," I said, "but she had no reason to worry. She's quite good, even when sucking a dick that's far bigger than her husband's worthless nub."

    I closed my eyes as Molly's head bobbed up and down in my lap. Her fingers found their way around my shaft and she began to stroke me while sucking. It felt as though she was trying to produce an orgasm, that she would have thoroughly enjoyed taking my load in her mouth as a way of proving her skill.

    "I know you don't get many blowjobs anymore, cuck, but you won't be getting any while I'm your bull," I told him. "A cuck doesn't deserve to get his cock sucked. Not when his wife has a real man to offer her mouth to."

    He groaned from the front seat and Molly moaned around my cock. I lowered her panties and my fingers made their way into her pussy. She was wetter than she'd been in the bar.

    "Your wife is soaked, cuck. I think she likes sucking a real man's dick."

    He didn't say anything, but he's not really supposed to in that situation. He's just supposed to let me humiliate him for my pleasure."

    "I'm gonna fuck your wife tonight, cuck."

    I heard a sharp intake of breath from the front seat.

    "I'm going to let you watch, too. You should be grateful for that."

    "I am. I really am."

    I smacked Molly's ass and then plunged my fingers into her pussy. I penetrated her vigorously, producing sounds of wetness that filled the car.

    Soon after, we arrived at my home, which was the address I'd texted Stuart. I live on a fairly large property outside of town. I like the sense of privacy. It was also perfect for serving my needs on that particular night.

    "Stay in the car with your hands on the wheel, cuck."

    Molly and I got out. I took her to the front of the car. I bent her over the hood. I pulled a condom from my pocket and rolled it down my cock. I slid into her from behind. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back just enough to make her feel like I was in total control.

    "Look at your husband, Molly. Don't take your eyes off of him while I fuck you, while I pound your cunt."

    I pounded her cunt. She looked at Stuart, as did I. He mostly looked at her, which was what I wanted. This was his first cuckolding. This was his first time watching another man fuck his wife. I liked that it was decidedly unromantic, that her hands were on the hood of the SUV as I took her from behind, that I was fucking her with speed and power, that she was moaning loudly while taking my dick.

    I spanked her ass occasionally. I felt my orgasm building. I'm pretty sure I heard hers building, too.

    As I got closer, I used my free hand to rub her clit while I fucked her. I listened to her breathing, to her moans. I felt her legs begin to tremble. I knew when she was going to cum. I timed my orgasm to hers. I buried my dick inside her and came while she had her orgasm. Her husband watched us both cum while he sat there gripping the steering wheel.

    I leaned forward and kissed Molly as we came down from our orgasms. We connected and it felt deep in that really good way, like we were both silently thanking each other for the pleasure we'd experienced.

    I pulled out and Molly spun around and looked down at my cock.

    I looked at Stuart and beckoned for him to get out of the car. He did so and walked our way, though he took his time closing the short distance. He looked at my cock as soon as it came into view. I'm sure he looked at the load resting at the tip. The load his wife's pussy had produced.

    "Kiss him," I told Molly.

    She rushed into his arms. They kissed. His hands moved over her body. He grabbed her ass. She stroked him through his jeans.

    "Give him a handjob, Molly," I said. "Make him cum on my driveway. Make him cum while you tell him how good it felt to get fucked by a real man."

    She moved beside her husband and freed his cock. I stepped closer as her fingers wrapped around his shaft. It was impossible to deny that I was a great deal bigger than him.

    "He fucked me so good," Molly said. "You saw it, Stuart. You saw how hard I came with his cock inside me. You saw how much I enjoyed having him take me from behind. You saw how much it got me off to have him pull my hair and spank my ass while he fucked me."

    Stuart closed his eyes. His legs wobbled a little. He wasn't going to last.

    "I got fucked by a real man tonight, Stuart," she said. "A real man with a big cock. A real man that knows how to take a woman, how to bend her over, how to give her what she craves. I got fucked by a real man and made you into a cuckold."

    Stuart grunted and cum rocketed from his cock and fell onto my driveway. It happened over and over as Molly smiled while milking her husband quite effectively.

    She kissed his cheek as he finished cumming and then their lips met for a passionate exchange as she released his cock. Stuart then tucked himself back into his pants - perhaps feeling self-conscious about his size - and glanced at me and my cock before turning his attention back to his wife.

    "Remove my condom, Molly," I instructed.

    She came over without hesitation and pulled it off.

    "That will be your job before long, Stuart," I said. "There will be many humiliating tasks for you to take on, in fact. For now, though, I'll let you savor the post-orgasmic bliss of your first cuckold experience. You will, however, dispose of my condom in your house. I'd like you to place it in your bathroom trash bin. I'd like you to see it a handful of times over the next few days to serve as a reminder that your wife cuckolded you, that another man got to cum while in her pussy and you got to cum on a driveway as a result of a handjob. I'd also like you to worship her pussy at least once a day for the next week. I'd like you to provide her with at least five orgasms for each orgasm you have. Do you understand?"

    "I do, yes," he said while nodding.

    I pulled Molly close. We kissed. She was gently hesitant at first, but then she opened up to me. Her body leaned into mine. Her lips parted. She moaned softly. She even stroked my softening dick a little, though I couldn't tell if she was eager to get fucked again or if she just wanted to show her appreciation.

    "Drive safely," I said. "I'll be in touch for our next meeting."

    I tucked my cock into my pants and headed inside, leaving the couple to clean up and get in their car.

    Later that night I received a picture of the used, tied off condom in their trash bin. That week I received reports from Molly that Stuart was being quite generous with his tongue. I received texts of gratitude from both of them, too, as they talked of a rather intense erotic heat between them as they relived the memories of our first night together.

    Thankfully, there would be many more nights to come between me and my new cuckold couple.

  
    Diary of a Bull - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      Drew offers the details of his second date with Molly and Stuart, his new hotwife and cuckold couple. He shares some of his philosophies on being a good bull, too, and of course all three of them have an exceptionally good time in furthering their exploration of this beautiful fantasy.
    

    ---

    As a general rule, I don't like to let too much time pass between the first and second time I satisfy a new hotwife. This is largely because being cuckolded is often a difficult emotional experience for a man.

    The heights of pleasure a cuckold reaches are directly related to the risk being taken. As I'm sure you know, he's quite literally letting a sexually superior man satisfy his wife. She's climaxing harder than she does with her husband, and that sort of thing can wreak havoc on a marriage after the fact as the insecurity that crops up can be too much for the cuckold to handle.

    That's why I insist that I meet the couple again before a week has passed. Sometimes, depending on the guy, I try to meet them again in just a few days time. If you were uncharitable you could say that I was trying to get the cuckold hooked on the thrill of the experience before he wises up to the risk, but I'm not going to be uncharitable with myself. Instead, I'm going to say that I want to show him the intense pleasures of seeing his fantasy come to life before he destroys it by letting his insecurity win out.

    I didn't get the impression that Stuart was the sort of cuckold that would fold to his insecurity in just a few days time, which is why I waited a week before seeing him and Molly again. I did, however, stay in touch via text and the occasional phone call. In particular I had Stuart massage his wife's feet and legs while I talked to her. I did not allow her to put me on speaker as I wanted her cuck to listen to only one half of the conversation, but we did talk dirty during each of our two phone calls that first week. There was plenty of dirty texting, too, including while Molly was at work. I instructed her to screenshot the texts, though, and send them to her cuckold husband.

    The key is to keep the cuck in a state of arousal. There will still be insecurity, of course, but if he's turned on then he's likely to overlook it because he wants so desperately to reach those beautiful heights of cuck pleasure where he watches his wife have an orgasm while I'm inside her.

    Equally important, of course, is that the hotwife be eager to see me again. That's why I get in touch, why I try and stoke the flames of her desire by having her think about the sex we've already had. In Molly's case, it was reminding her about how good it felt to be bent over the hood of her husband's car while I fucked her from behind, while I fucked her in a way her husband literally never had. It was also about ensuring that Stuart and Molly connected repeatedly over their mutual enjoyment of our first time together, which sometimes happens on its own but is guaranteed if I'm literally talking to her or texting instructions.

    Before our second meeting, I instructed both Molly and Stuart to refrain from cumming for two days. I also instructed them to arouse each other on both of those days to ensure they were both eager for the kind of pleasure I could offer.

    I had Stuart dress his wife the night of the date. I told him to select lingerie he thought I might like along with a dress and heels that would show off his wife's alluring figure. I was already in a booth when they showed up at the cocktail bar I'd selected for the night. I waved them over and watched Stuart take his wife's hand as they walked towards me. I noted that Molly largely kept her eyes on me, a surefire sign that she was eager for the particular kind of pleasure I intended on offering them that night.

    As they approached the booth - which was in the darkest corner of the bar - I stood to greet them. I nodded at Stuart and gestured towards the booth. He released his wife's hand and sat down. I stepped closer to Molly, reached up to brush her hair behind her ear, and kissed her slowly and deeply. At first she seemed a little surprised at the sudden act of affection, but she quickly pressed her body into mine and opened her mouth to offer her tongue. She moaned, too, ensuring that I understood that she was turned on, that she wanted me, that perhaps she liked that I was kissing her in that manner in front of her husband.

    Molly and I sat on the same side of the booth and I put my hand on her thigh. She had on a pair of stockings and I made sure that my fingers traveled above their lace tops and caressed the soft, warm skin of her thighs as we both looked across the table at her husband.

    "Did you enjoy watching your wife kiss me, cuck?" I asked.

    Stuart nodded. "I did. I'm...I'm hard."

    "Is that because you could see how much she enjoyed the kiss? Because she made it perfectly clear how badly she wants me?"

    "Yes," he admitted before looking at his wife. "I hope it's okay to say that I think it's been a long time since you kissed me that way."

    Molly seemed a bit sheepish, looking away for a moment before meeting her husband's gaze. "I'm sorry."

    Stuart reached across the table. "Don't be sorry. The whole point of this is for you to have great sex. Great, mind blowing sex. The kind that makes you wet when you think about it. The kind that makes you lose control of yourself, in a way. That's what made the kiss so hot."

    Our waiter arrived and we ordered drinks, all while I caressed Molly's leg under the table. I could see that her chest was already flushed red with desire and I was certain that her pussy was soaked.

    "Did you enjoy dressing your wife for me, cuck?" I asked after the waiter walked away.

    He nodded. "Very much so. It was so hot knowing that I was helping her into the lingerie that you might fuck her in."

    "And what about you, Molly? How did it feel to have your husband dress you for another man's pleasure?"

    I moved my fingers towards her pussy as I asked the question and she moaned softly as her eyelids fluttered.

    "It was...strange but hot, I guess?"

    I leaned in to kiss her neck. She moaned again and I remained silent as I waited for her to elaborate.

    "I...I'm still adjusting to all of this, I think. I still struggle a little with the idea that Stuart is actually turned on by all of this. I keep wondering if he's doing it for my sake and he's going to end up resenting me for having sex with you, or saying things to him that I hope he wants to hear. I just...it's all really hot, but I do admit that I'm a little scared that at some point he's going to reveal that he's upset with me for something."

    "No, never," Stuart said. "Molly, I swear, this is the hottest thing I've ever experienced and I was...I was so turned on dressing you tonight. It's hard to explain because it's not like I had this raging boner, but there's just something about this kind of arousal where it feels like my whole body is flooded with it, like I'm floating in it...it's the most incredible experience."

    She smiled at her husband. "That's actually a pretty good explanation of how I felt tonight while you were dressing me. Just...just floating in arousal."

    "And what were you thinking about as you were floating in that arousal?" I asked.

    Molly looked at Stuart for a few seconds and then turned to me as her hand made its way between my legs. "I was thinking about you. About having...about getting fucked by you. I know I told you on the phone how good it felt to be..."

    She went quiet, like she was embarrassed to say it, so I jumped in. "How good it felt to be bent over and taken from behind by a real man?"

    I pressed my fingers against her panties and she closed her eyes, moaned softly, and nodded.

    The waiter returned with our drinks and I returned to merely caressing her stocking-clad legs. I raised my glass and they did the same. We toasted to a night of pleasure. Stuart and Molly looked at each other and smiled before sipping their cocktails. They both then looked at me.

    "A toast to our bull," Stuart said. "Thank you for being everything we could have hoped for."

    We all sipped again and then Molly set her drink down and kissed me with intense fervor. She stroked me through my slacks as she did so. She had me hard in no time as there's nothing quite like a passionate kiss from a hotwife to get a man going. I could practically feel her need to be fucked in a manner her husband simply couldn’t fuck her.

    A bull's time with a couple shouldn't be entirely about sex. I'm dating them, in a way, and it's good to get to know them, which is why I our conversation wasn't entirely sexual that night. I asked about their lives, their jobs, their hobbies, the vacations they've been on through the years, the things they do for fun. I like getting to know new people, but it's also about being better in my role as a bull, and the better I know the couple overall the more I can tailor our experiences together to meet their needs along with mine.

    We finished our first cocktails and ordered seconds. Once they arrived, I had Stuart take his drink to the bar so I could spend a little time alone with Molly.

    "So, how is Stuart really doing with all of this?" I asked.

    She looked a little surprised, but a smile quickly followed. "Really good, actually. I've noticed a few moments of insecurity. There was a conversation that almost elevated into a fight where he saw that you and I had exchanged a few texts about that Netflix show. I thought about what you'd said, though, about how non-sexual moments between you and me would be much more likely to throw Stuart off and we managed to avoid a full-blown fight."

    "That's good."

    "You really care, don't you?" she asked.

    "I played with one couple where the marriage didn't hold up. It was probably on its way to an end before I got involved, but it was awful and since then I've gone to greater lengths to make sure that I'm not a catalyst for divorce with any of the couples I play with. It's just not worth it."

    She kissed me on the cheek. "Our marriage is strong, Drew. It always has been. I wouldn't have even considered making Stuart's fantasy a reality if it wasn't. I really like that you care, though."

    I reached up to caress her face. She closed her eyes at my touch and I leaned in to kiss her. Our lips met, but this wasn't a wild, passionate kind of kiss. This was something a lot closer to romantic. It was spectacular, though. I closed my eyes and sank into it. I kept it at just a kiss, too, keeping my hands largely to myself as our tongues met, as she moaned softly, as I did the same.

    "Wow," she said afterwards.

    "Yeah. That was a hell of a kiss."

    I looked at Stuart, who was watching us from the bar with a mixture of jealousy and arousal on his face. That was to be expected, though, as I'd just shared a relationship-style kiss with his wife. He didn't come over, though. He didn't lose his mind. He remained seated.

    "Go kiss your husband," I said. "Then, assuming it's true, whisper into his ear about how badly you want me to fuck you. Tell him that I've requested that you go to the bathroom to remove your panties. Tell him that you'll give him your panties when you return, then come back to me."

    Molly kissed me softly, slid out of the booth, and walked to her husband. They kissed deeply. She whispered into his ear. She walked towards the bathroom. I nodded at Stuart and then turned to my drink, paying him no attention whatsoever until Molly was by my side again.

    "Is your husband holding your panties like a good cuck?" I asked as she sat next to me.

    "He is."

    I put a hand on her thigh. I ran my fingers over her stocking and the lace top. I inched slowly towards her pussy and she spread her legs a little wider. I caressed her labia and rubbed her clit for a few moments. I penetrated her with my index finger, exploring the intense wetness I found while kissing her neck. I added a second finger and began to work her pussy slowly as she turned her head to try and kiss me.

    "Do you want me, Molly?"

    "More than anything," she said. "Do you want me?"

    "I do, and I'm going to have you multiple times tonight."

    "Really?"

    "Yes. It would be a shame to fuck you just once when I can go multiple times in a night. Can I have you more than once, Molly? Can I enjoy your beautiful body and your tight, wet pussy two or three times tonight?"

    "You can have me as many times as you want me, Drew."

    There's a chance a woman has never uttered those words to you, dear reader. If so, you're really missing out as it's among the hottest things a man can hear, and it left my dick rather hard as I reveled in the notion that Molly was eager - maybe even desperate - to have me inside her, to experience the pleasure that only I could give her.

    I looked at Stuart and beckoned him to join us once more. He hurried over and slid into the booth. I pulled my fingers from his wife's pussy and dipped them in his drink. Molly then sucked them clean, doing so in a rather pornographic manner while staring at her husband.

    The conversation shifted back to vanilla topics as we finished our drinks. We talked about our favorite recent TV shows and movies. I briefly mentioned being a fan of taking a hotwife to the movies and fooling around while her husband sits a few rows in front of us, a notion that seemed to delight both of them.

    "We're going back to my place," I said after we'd finished our drinks and paid the check. "I'm driving, though, and you two are going to be the back seat. You'll do exactly as you're told. Do you understand?"

    They both nodded and we headed for the parking lot. I put my arm around Molly and we walked out ahead of Stuart. I held her close and at one point grabbed her ass, knowing full well that her cuck husband would thoroughly enjoy every second of it.

    I got behind the wheel and Molly and Stuart slid into the backseat. I turned to look back at them and saw him caressing his wife's legs as she looked at me.

    "I'm going to take you to my bed tonight, Molly. I'm going to fuck you in my bed. I'm going to do so while your cuck husband watches from his knees. I'm going to satisfy you in ways no man ever has. I'm going to demonstrate exactly why you need a bull in your life and why Stuart is inferior as a lover."

    Stuart seemed wildly aroused at the idea. A few drinks can really help bring out a man's inner cuck, though.

    "While I drive us to my house, I'd like you, Stuart, to suck on your wife's toes. No taking her stockings off. Remove her heels and suck on her toes while you caress her legs."

    "Of course."

    I looked at Molly. "I'd like you to masturbate while he sucks your toes. I'd like you to think about me while you masturbate. You may not cum, though. Do you understand?"

    She nodded.

    I put the car in reverse and backed out of the space. I drove towards my house. I listened to the sounds of toe sucking and masturbation from the back seat. I was turned on at the idea of fucking Molly, of course, but I was also thrilled with the idea that they'd both been eager to do exactly as they were told. Part of the fun of being a bull, of course, is that I get to exert a certain level of control, a level that grows as the couple's trust in me grows.

    I pulled into my garage and looked back to see Stuart with all five of his wife's toes in his mouth. Molly looked delighted as she watched him - and I really liked that she was watching him - and I was pleased that her other foot was between his legs and massaging his cock and keeping him in an elevated state of arousal.

    I got out of the car and opened Molly's door. She stepped out and into my arms. She kissed me with desperation, her desire enhanced by nearly twenty minutes of slow masturbation and toe sucking fun with her husband.

    "I need to get fucked, Drew. I need to get fucked so badly."

    I lifted the bottom of her dress and slipped three fingers into her. She stroked me through my slacks. We engaged in yet another deep kiss and she sucked vigorously on my tongue.

    "Let's go inside."

    I took Molly inside and Stuart followed. I stopped at the bottom of the staircase, looked at the cuck, and said, "You're going to wait in the living room until you can hear the sounds of sex coming from my bedroom. Then - and only then - are you allowed to join us. Once you step into my bedroom you'll remove all of your clothes and get on your knees at the foot of the bed. You will watch from the position until your wife cums on my cock, at which point you will crawl to the side of the bed. Do you understand?"

    "I do. I do."

    I took Molly upstairs. We stepped into my bedroom and kissed as we undressed each other. I stepped back to admire her lingerie - a bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set - and noted that Stuart had done an excellent job in picking something I'd enjoy. Molly seemed utterly thrilled that I liked how she looked and she did a little dance for me as she approached. She took my cock in her hand, kissed me while stroking it, and then fell to her knees without prompting.

    "You look good on your knees," I said.

    She smiled and took my cock in her mouth.

    "Fuck...you look even better with my dick in your mouth."

    Molly put in a great deal of effort as she blew me. I moaned a little, doing so loud enough that Stuart could hear. I wanted him to know something was happening. I wanted him to debate if he should come upstairs. I wanted him to sit on my couch and be filled with desire and frustration and pleasure and all the things that a cuckold feels.

    It was when Molly lifted my cock and dropped a little lower to suck on my balls that I felt utterly confident that she would be an incredible hotwife, that I had lucked out in finding her and Stuart, as most hotwives don't suck balls without being prompted to do so. Molly wanted to please me, though. She wanted to show me that she was willing to do whatever it took to excite me. It worked, too, as watching her suck my balls while my dick rested across her forehead really turned me on.

    "Get in the bed," I said.

    Molly did as instructed while I put on a condom. I moved between her legs and we kissed as I rubbed the head of my dick over her pussy lips. Then I slid into her slowly. She moaned the whole time until I'd bottomed out. I kissed her neck and tits. I ran my fingers through her hair. I shifted my hips a little to grind my crotch into her clit.

    "Please, Drew, fuck me," she begged.

    I smiled. I like it when a hotwife is desperate for my dick. I fucked her, of course. I fucked her slow at first, increasing my pace as I felt her pussy relax around my thickness. Stuart showed up fairly quickly, as expected. I kissed Molly deeply the moment he walked in the room. I fucked her harder, too. I wanted all of her attention focused on me, on the pleasure happening as I filled her. I wanted Stuart to have to confront the idea that he didn't matter in the slightest, at least in the moment. I wanted him to grapple with those feelings while being overwhelmed with desire, as a cuckold often has to deal with the notion that his wife isn't thinking about him as she gets fucked.

    Molly came not long after Stuart took his place at the foot of the bed. Her whole body shuddered beneath me as I fucked her through her orgasm and then slowed my thrusts.

    Stuart crawled to the side of the bed. I looked over at him and so did Molly.

    "Take his hand," I said to her. "Tell him how you feel."

    Molly reached over and Stuart extended his hand. They looked at each other and she said, "I just had a better orgasm than any you've ever given me, Stuart. I love you for sharing your fantasy. I love you for being okay with it becoming reality. I love you for making sure that your wife is as happy as a woman could be, for sharing me with Drew, for being okay with the two of us embarking on this adventure together so I can finally get fucked by a real man."

    I saw Stuart's shoulder move as he reached for his cock.

    "No masturbating, cuck," I said.

    For a moment his face was awash in frustration. Then it drifted away and he smiled.

    "I love you, Molly. I'd do anything to make you happy."

    I smiled as I thought of the many humiliating things I planned on making Stuart do.

    "I need a new condom," I said. "To be as safe as possible. Get me one, Stuart."

    I pulled out and sat back on my knees. I didn't really need a new condom, but it was fun to make Stuart get one.

    He did so and moved to hand it to me. "Tear it open," I said.

    He followed my instructions and tried to pass me the condom.

    "What am I going to do with that?" I asked.

    Stuart looked confused. "Uh, put it on?"

    I laughed. "I already have a condom on. I can't very well put that one on until my cock is bare."

    I said nothing as Stuart looked at my dick. Molly said nothing. The room was silent for a handful of seconds.

    "Should I...should I take it off?" he asked.

    "Yes, you should, cuck."

    Stuart looked nervous, but of course he did. I was pushing him and perhaps a little further than he was comfortable going. He stood up. He moved into the bed on his knees. He reached towards my cock. He tried his best to remove the condom by grabbing the base with his fingernails, but he couldn't do it. He didn't want to touch my cock, but he'd have to.

    "Stuart, you need to remove the condom or I'm not fucking your wife again tonight," I said.

    "Take his condom off, Stuart," Molly chimed in. "Right now. It's not a big deal. Just do it."

    His hand was shaking as he wrapped it around the base of my cock and slowly pulled the condom off.

    "That's it, cuck. This is your place. You do as you're told to make me happy. You do as you're told to ensure that I'll fuck your wife."

    He held the used - but not cum-filled - condom in one hand and tried to pass me the new one with the other.

    "Stuart, do you really think I'm going to put on my own condom when there's a cuck in the room?" I asked.

    Molly moved closer to her husband and kissed his neck. "You've already touched his dick, baby. It's no big deal to touch it again to put it on him. You're doing it for me and I love that. I love it so much."

    Stuart touched my cock again, this time to put on a fresh condom. He was now a man who had handled another man's cock. He'd gone just a little further into one of the humiliating pleasures of being a cuck.

    "That's a good cuck," I said. "That's a big step, Stuart, and it's far from the last time you'll do it, so wrap your head around it. You'll need to be okay with interacting with my cock because that's a cuckold's place."

    He nodded, though he hardly looked comfortable with the idea.

    "Molly, take the used condom and put it on your cuck's dick," I instructed.

    She did so without hesitation and then kissed her husband with great passion. Then she chuckled. "The condom doesn't even come close to fitting you after he wore it. I didn't realize how much bigger his cock was than yours, though I guess that's part of why it feels so good when he fucks me."

    Stuart wore a look of pure pleasure. Like most cucks, he likes being on the losing end of a size comparison.

    "I'm going to fuck your wife several times tonight, cuck," I explained as Molly moved to her back once more. "I'm going to cum several times. I'm also going to give you a choice as to when you want to cum. You may, in fact, do so at any time. You will do so into the condom and you will throw it out immediately upon finishing your orgasm. You will also leave the room and wait in my living room as soon as you've cum, even if you have to wait for hours while I have my way with Molly's body."

    She moaned and rubbed her pussy.

    "Now get on your knees next to the bed," I said. "And live out your cuck fantasy while I fuck your wife as I please."

    Stuart got on his knees. I fucked his wife. He managed to hold off on cumming, much to my surprise. I came while inside Molly. She had two more orgasms. Stuart came quickly when Molly and I fucked again, this time with her on top. He left the room and waited in my living room for nearly two hours as I enjoyed his wife's body and gave her so many orgasms she lost count.

    It was an incredible night that built a foundation for all the fun that would come as I further developed my relationship with my new cuckold couple.

  
    Diary of a Bull - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      It's time for Stuart to spend the night alone as Molly and her bull enjoy each other. It's going to be difficult and her bull aims to amp up the angst and the arousal by sending the cuck pictures and texts to keep him update on his wife's enjoyment of her first night alone with her bull.
    

    ---

    It's not always easy being a cuckold. In fact, it's nearly impossible to be cuckolded and not experience a wealth of negative emotions. They're usually overwhelmed by the pleasure that comes from being cucked, but the angst is almost always there in some form.

    A good bull is sensitive to the fact that a cuckold experiences angst, but it's not a bull's job to try and ameliorate those unpleasant emotions. Instead, a good bull will take his time in developing the relationship with a cuckold and hotwife to minimize the angst so it visits the husband in a slow drip instead of a tidal wave.

    One of the most angst-generating events in a cuckold and hotwife marriage is when the cuck is left behind as the hotwife enjoys her bull alone. It's damn near impossible for the husband to do anything other than obsess about what his wife is doing with the other man in her life. I've heard tales of cucks pacing around the house, exercising furiously, cleaning furiously, driving around to pass the time, and much more. Nothing is potent enough to fully wipe away the angst, though, as it overpowers all other sensations and leaves the cuck awash in worry.

    The powerful nature of those sensations is why I waited a month before arranging for Molly to see me without her cuck husband Stuart.

    It was the fifth time we'd gotten together. I instructed Stuart to shower with his wife, to shave her pussy bare, to dry her after the shower, to moisturize her legs, and to dress her in lingerie and something sexy as part of his duties for the evening. I instructed her to allow Stuart to lick her pussy before dressing her, both to give him a chance to experience that intimacy and to ensure that she was soaked and eager by the time she walked through my door.

    My last instruction was that Stuart would drive Molly to my house and walk her to my door. He knew he wasn't going to be allowed to stay, but I wanted him to feel the humiliation of quite literally giving his wife to another man for the night.

    They showed up at 8 p.m. sharp, just as I'd instructed. I answered the door to find Molly in a tight, low cut red dress with black stockings and heels. She was dressed for sex and I felt my loins stir as I admired her.

    "You dressed her well, cuck," I said. "You already have a good sense of my taste. I'm impressed."

    Stuart smiled. "Thank you. I...I really like the way you look at her when she's dressed to impress you, and I know she likes it too."

    I extended my hand and Molly stepped into my house while her cuck husband remained outside. I kissed Stuart's wife and grabbed her ass, kneading it while she moaned into my mouth and pressed her hips against my body. My cock was hard in no time and Molly moaned when she felt it.

    I spun her around so she was looking at her husband. I kissed her neck and fondled her tits through the dress.

    "Tell him what you want," I whispered.

    "I want to spend the night with my bull's big cock inside me," Molly said to her husband. "I want him to fuck me as many times as he desires. I want him to use my pussy for his pleasure. I want him to make me cum so many times that I get fucking dizzy, that I end up so worn out that I pass out with his cock still inside me. I want to be fucked in a way my cuck husband has never been able to fuck me."

    I lifted her dress and pushed my hand into her panties. My fingers entered her and Molly moaned as she turned her head to kiss my neck. I stared straight ahead at her cuck, who was now erect and sporting a bulge in his jeans because of it.

    "Come in here and get on your knees, cuck," I said. "I'm going to let you taste her pussy before I send you home."

    Stuart rushed inside and dropped to his knees. I pulled Molly's panties aside and her husband went to work, his tongue lapping greedily at her pussy as I kissed her. I played with her tits aggressively and pushed my tongue into her mouth, signaling that she should suck on it. She did, too, all while Stuart looked up at us from his knees with his tongue buried deep inside the pussy that I'd spend the night fucking.

    "That's enough, cuck," I said. "Leave your wife with me and go home."

    Stuart stood but he hesitated for a moment. He looked anxious. Maybe even a little scared.

    "Don't worry, cuck. I'll take good care of her. She'll be completely satisfied by the time you come to pick her up tomorrow morning. She'll be grateful to have a husband who's willing to surrender her to a superior man for a night. I promise."

    Molly blew her husband a kiss and then spun around. She fell to her knees in front of me and unzipped my pants. My cock was in her mouth a moment later. I hadn't asked for a blowjob but I loved her initiative.

    "Go, cuck. You don't get to watch. Not tonight. Tonight is about denial for you. It's about pacing around the house as you imagine your wife having the best sex of her life. It's about wanting to masturbate but refraining because you haven't been given permission. It's about learning to accept your place in this arrangement and how your place necessitates that sometimes your pleasure comes last."

    Stuart walked out of the house.

    "Bye, cuck. I'll be sure to send you a few pictures. I promise."

    He shut the door and I immediately put a hand on the back of Molly's head and applied enough pressure that she swallowed as much of my cock as she could handle.

    "Fuck, you're already getting better at sucking dick, Molly," I noted. "It won't be long before you can deepthroat me."

    I let go of her head and she pulled back and gasped for air. She smiled, though, like it pleased her to suffer just a little bit because she knew it would turn me on.

    "Have other wives you've been with learned to deepthroat you?" she asked.

    I nodded. "Not all of them. Some women literally can't do it. Some aren't willing to learn to deal with the unpleasantness of it. I think you're different than those women, though. I think you already feel a deep sense of gratitude towards the man that satisfies you in ways your husband truly can't."

    She took my balls in her mouth as a means of affirming the truth of my assertion.

    "Fuck, Molly, that feels good."

    She stroked my stiff cock and I contemplated feeding my first load of the night into her mouth. It would be a form of denial as it would mean she'd have to wait a little while before getting fucked. That can be fun, but I find that sort of thing works better by simply denying a hotwife's desire to see me for a handful of days or even a few weeks, ensuring she's desperate for my cock, which works wonders across the relationship because her husband can see that desperation.

    There would be no denial, though. I took Molly to the bedroom, stripped her out of her dress, and watched her crawl into my bed and pose on her hands and knees as she shook her ass for me. I put on a condom and approached. I stroked myself as she looked over her shoulder at my cock.

    "You really do fuck me better than him, you know," she said.

    "Play with your pussy."

    Molly reached back, pulled her panties aside, and rubbed her pussy in circles, spreading wetness over her labia and fingers as I watched and listened to the wondrous wet sounds emanating from between her legs.

    "How many guys were you with before Stuart?"

    "Just two. Both were roughly the same as Stuart, sexually speaking. I honestly didn't know how good sex could be until you fucked me. You opened my eyes. You showed me that there's an entirely different kind of sex a woman can have. The kind that leaves her genuinely hungry for more, that makes her want to play with her pussy as she thinks about the man that satisfies her."

    "You should always think about me when you masturbate, Molly, and you should always be clear with your husband that you're doing so."

    She moaned. "I always am, and it always turns him on."

    I crawled into the bed and rubbed the head of my cock over Molly's pussy lips. She pushed her hips back and I lifted my dick so I wouldn't slip inside her.

    "Please," she said. "Please, fuck me. I need it. I need you inside me."

    I slipped into her pussy. I filled her slowly from behind. Her head sank to the bed and her ass remained in the air. She closed her eyes and moaned. I ran my hand down her back, over her neck, and into her hair. I grabbed a handful and pulled until she was up on her hands and knees again.

    Then I fucked her hard. Her moans filled my bedroom. She rubbed her clit. She had an orgasm in less than a minute. She came so hard that she fell forward and my cock slipped out of her. I saw a giddy smile on her back as she rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and played with her pussy.

    "I never cum that fast with Stuart," she said.

    I slid into her in missionary. Molly moaned and wrapped her legs around me.

    "Then again, I never cum more than once with Stuart, and so far you haven't failed to get me off multiple times when we're together."

    We kissed as I fucked her. She came twice more. I buried my dick inside her and came hard. Molly held me tight and urged me to cum, to enjoy her pussy, to take my pleasure in her, all while my cock ejected my load into the condom as the walls of her pussy clamped down on my dick.

    I pulled out and laid my cock across her stomach. I grabbed my phone and snapped a picture, making sure my load was visible in the tip of the condom. I sent Stuart the image and made sure to let him know that Molly had already cum three times and that I was certain she'd reach a dozen orgasms before falling asleep in my arms.

    I took the condom off and set it on the nightstand. I laid on my back and Molly rested her head on my chest and caressed my legs and stomach. We talked of her pleasure, of how Stuart seemed to be doing a month into his cuckolding, about their marriage, about work, about a little of everything.

    Then I was struck by an idea. I texted Stuart to tell him I was out of condoms and that I needed him to go buy a box and deliver it to my front door. I told him he was to ring the doorbell and leave. Though it might sound cruel, a humiliating task can be a good thing for a cuckold when he's dealing with the angst of his wife being alone with her bull.

    Molly and I then headed to the living room. She got on the couch and I poured us each a glass of wine. I put on a movie and we cuddled, drank wine, and kissed as we waited for Stuart to show up.

    When I saw his headlights in the driveway my fingers found their way into Molly's pussy and my lips found her neck. I rubbed her clit while finger fucking her and she moaned loudly, just as I wanted her to. My hope was that Stuart would hear her moaning, that he would stand at the front door and wonder if his wife was having sex, if I was fucking her unprotected - I wasn't out of condoms but he thought I was - and if he should try and stop it. I wanted him to experience a wealth of feelings he might not entirely enjoy before walking away.

    He rang the doorbell. Molly moaned as I rubbed her clit and vigorously fingered her pussy. She stroked my cock, perhaps so lost in her pleasure that she didn't realize her husband was at the front door. I thought of him standing out there filled with angst and wishing he could be in my house to watch as I pleasured his wife.

    Eventually his headlights pulled away. I went to the door and found a box of condoms in a bag. I smiled and took them inside.

    "Well done, cuck," I texted. "Thanks to your eagerness to be a good cuckold and go shopping for me, I'll be inside your wife in the next few minutes. She'll be cumming soon after. She'll be screaming my name. She won't be thinking of you. Not while she's cumming, at least. Maybe after when she compares the two of us and tells me once again that I fuck her so much better than her husband does."

    I tore open the box - I had condoms in the bedroom, but it felt right to use the ones Stuart had bought - and pulled one out. I approached the couch and offered it to Molly. She tore open the wrapper and then, to my surprise, placed the condom between her lips and skillfully rolled it down my dick with her mouth.

    "Damn, that's really fucking hot," I said.

    Molly was clearly delighted with herself as she stroked me and smiled. "Can I ride you?"

    I sat on the couch. She climbed on my cock. She took me for a long, slow ride with lots of kissing, tit worship, and gentle ass spanking. She came twice. I came while buried deep inside her.

    Molly got off of me and wrapped her fingers around my cock as I took a picture to send to Stuart.

    "She made me cum again, cuck. That's twice. I'm thinking at least once more - maybe twice more - before we got to bed. Oh, and she got off twice more on my cock and I'm confident she wasn't thinking about you at all."

    A little cruel, yes, but don't forget that Stuart craves humiliation. He gets off on it. It's not easy for him, of course, but he gets off on it, and as his bull - because I'm his and Molly's bull, make no mistake - I want to make sure that Stuart gets what he craves, what he needs, even.

    We had another glass of wine and watched more of the movie. Stuart texted back to thank me for the pictures and for satisfying his wife. I told him he was a good cuck for leaving her with me for the night.

    After finishing her glass of wine, Molly got on her knees and sucked my cock without prompting. She had a wild look in her eyes and she put on a show. She sucked my dick and my balls. She licked my taint a little, too, and I'll bet she would have licked my ass if I'd pushed for it. I didn't, but I did think about some day making Stuart suck my dick, lick my taint, and eat my ass, all while his wife watched. They weren't anywhere near ready for that, but some day they would be and what a glorious day that would be.

    "I want to be fucked hard," she said once I was stiff and slick with her spit. "Really hard. From behind. I want you to spank my ass and pull my hair and fuck me so hard that I'm sore in the morning. Will you do that for me, Drew?"

    I smiled, reached down, and slipped a thumb into her mouth. She closed her eyes, moaned, and sucked on it in a manner that made my dick even harder.

    "Do you like being fucked hard, Molly, or do you know that I like it and you just want to be a good girl for me?"

    She moaned and I pulled my finger from her mouth. "Both," she said. "I've never...I'm new to a lot of this, to this kind of sex, I mean. It hurts a little to get fucked really hard, but there's something so hot about it. It's hard to explain...I just know that I want you to put me on my knees on your couch, slide into me from behind, and fuck me so hard that it hurts. I know that I'll cum if you do that. I'll cum so hard it makes my legs tremble."

    I put on a condom. I put her on her knees on my couch. I fucked her hard like she wanted. I took a quick video if it, too, focusing on her ass and the sight of my cock moving in and out of her. I spanked her a few times during the video. I made sure that Stuart got a good sense of what his wife was into, of how I fucked her, and she moaned wildly.

    I fucked her even harder after taking the video. She rubbed her clit a little. Then, to my great surprise, she had a massive squirting orgasm, making a huge mess all over my couch. It was stunning. She collapsed afterwards, rolling onto her side as her body curled up and she trembled from the sheer power of her climax.

    "I'm so sorry," she said.

    "Oh, Molly, don't be sorry. That was amazing."

    She took a deep breath. "I've never, ever cum like that, Drew. Never. I've never felt like that. I've never felt such...such intense pleasure. I can't even...I can't even describe...just...holy fuck. You're a god. An absolute god."

    I took a picture of the mess. I sent it to Stuart. I let him know how Molly had described me. I let him know that a cuckold like him could never, ever make a woman cum like that.

    I had Molly finish me with her hand while I wore the condom. I then took her to the bedroom and laid all three used rubbers on her stomach to take a quick picture for her husband. I sent it off, one final bit of torment.

    We fell asleep soon after.

    I woke up the next morning to Molly sucking my cock. She got me hard. She put a condom on me. She rode me. We both came. Her twice. Me once.

    We showered together soon after. I fingered her to another orgasm.

    I made her breakfast afterwards. We talked about her hobbies, her work, her life. It's unwise to develop a boyfriend-type relationship with a hotwife, but I like knowing about the couples that I play with as it makes our interactions more rewarding over the long term.

    After breakfast I texted Stuart to come pick up his wife. I then took Molly to the living room, put her on her knees as I sat on the couch, and instructed her to suck my cock.

    She went to work with a smile. I texted Stuart to tell him to come inside when he got to the house. Molly sucked my dick vigorously, stroking and licking and pleasuring me in every way she knew how.

    Stuart showed up while his wife was still busy blowing me.

    "Welcome, cuck. Come over here and get on your knees next to your wife."

    Stuart looked a little nervous, but he did as instructed.

    "She woke me up with her mouth, cuck," I explained. "That only happens when a woman is with a man that satisfies her like no other. Tell me, cuck, has your wife ever woken you up with her mouth?"

    "I...I don't think so, no," he answered.

    Molly looked up at me.

    "Kiss him."

    She turned to her husband and kissed him deeply.

    "How does my cock taste, cuck?" I asked.

    Stuart moaned and Molly's tongue pushed deeper into his mouth. It was a messy kiss, but it's exactly what I wanted it to be and I smiled at Molly's innate understanding of that.

    Her mouth returned to my cock soon after.

    "I'm going to cum in your wife's mouth, cuck. She's not going to swallow, though. Not alone, at least. She's going to share my load with you."

    "I can't," he said.

    I laughed. "You can and you will, cuck, and you should start to wrap your head around the idea of consuming quite a bit of my cum, because before long you'll be feeding on it more often than not."

    I saw fear in Stuart's eyes. Yes, he's into humiliation, but that doesn't mean he's into every kind and it was clear that he wasn't yet excited by the idea of eating my cum. He'd get there, though. Every cuck does.

    "A cuck should consume the cum of the superior man that fucks his wife, Stuart. Think of it as nourishment for your cuckold soul. Or, if you'd like, think of it as you being put in your place. I fuck her. I satisfy her in ways you can't. You eat my cum to prove that you know your place and to ensure than any rebelliousness that might have cropped up in you is put down."

    Molly started stroking my dick as she sucked me. She was trying to make me cum.

    "I think your wife wants to feed you my load, cuck," I said before unleashing a moan. "She's working hard for it. She wants to share my cum with her husband. She wants to see you swallow a superior man's seed."

    I gripped the couch cushions and came in Molly's mouth. I caught a glimpse of a horrified look on Stuart's face and then closed my eyes and enjoyed the intense pleasure of an orgasm via a talented hotwife's mouth.

    "Holy fuck," I said. "Molly...your mouth is capable of wondrous things."

    She sucked on the head of my cock and my feet kicked a bit from the excess of pleasure. She pulled back and turned towards her husband. He leaned away but Molly put a hand on the back of his head and pulled his mouth towards hers.

    They kissed. She pushed my cum into his mouth. She smartly stroked Stuart's cock through his pants, eliciting a moan and seemingly helping him relax. He accepted my cum. He accepted her tongue. They kissed for quite some time and it was a beautiful thing to witness.

    "Swallow his cum," Molly said softly. "Show him that you know your place, cuck."

    Stuart swallowed and I'm fairly certain he almost came in his pants, at least based on the look on his face.

    "That's good, cuck," I said. "Very good. You just earned yourself an orgasm. Molly, you should make him cum when you get home, though I'd like you to make him cum in his pants. Get on top. Grind on him. Talk dirty to him. Make him blow his load in his underwear. One final, delightful humiliation for your cuck husband."

    She stroked him a little more through his pants and then got up. She bent over and kissed me softly.

    "You're amazing, Drew. I can't wait to see you again," she said, my cum fresh on her breath.

    "How about I take you out to lunch this week?" I suggested. "Maybe we can fuck in my car before or afterwards."

    Her eyes lit up. "That would be really hot. Text me."

    I nodded. Molly got dressed. Her and Stuart headed out.

    Half an hour later I got a text from Molly saying that she'd made Stuart blow his load in his pants. She added that she was going to make him keep his pants on for a little while so he could feel the humiliation of being a cuck.

    Stuart had survived his first night as a solo cuck and he'd seemingly come through unscathed. There were lots more firsts to come, too, and I couldn't wait to keep exploring with my favorite couple.

  
    Diary of a Submissive Cuckold

    
      The 
      
        first part of this story
      
       was published in September 2020 and it continued for quite some time. If you've never read it and you're a supporter at the Femdom level, I think you'll enjoy the story of Tyler's journey into submission.
    

    Come along on a journey of sexual discovery as Tyler, the narrator of this first person cuckold story, details his many erotic adventures after moving to San Francisco and exploring the thriving kink scene he found there.

    Tyler got married before he really knew what he was into, sexually speaking, and when he discovered his true desires, that marriage fizzled out. After getting divorced and moving to a new city, his adventures truly begin as he discovers the joy of submitting to a dominant women. In his case, it's a series of dominant women he submits to, and Tyler is more than happy to share every dirty little detail with us.

    Tyler finds deep pleasure in offering his complete and total submission to dominant women that know exactly what they want out of a man and aren't afraid to take charge. Read about his most memorable adventures - including one with an older couple that happily uses him as little more than a sex toy for an evening - and feel every bit of erotic pleasure he experiences.

    Eventually, Tyler focuses his desires on one particular girl. Her name is Val and she's a confident, dominant goddess that nurtures Tyler's submissive nature and turns him into the perfect cuckold. He watches her fuck superior men and offers his submission, often via his mouth in cleaning and preparing. He falls deeply in love with her, too, and strives to do everything he can to show that he's worthy of being taken as her permanent submissive. Will he succeed?

    You'll have to be a supporter at the Femdom Stories level to read all 14 parts of this first person story. You can follow Tyler on his adventures in San Francisco and experience every bit of pleasure he does. If it's dominant women and cuckolding you crave, I promise this story delivers. You'll find a brief summary of the action in each chapter below and you can click the links to read if you're already a femdom supporter:

    Part 1 - Tyler details his first ever experience with a truly dominant woman. She's a bartender and after a night of serving him drinks, she invites Tyler back to her place for a nightcap filled with pleasure. She's in charge, though, and Tyler is more than happy to do whatever she wants. She surprises him with just how dominant and kinky she is, but she makes him cum awfully hard.

    Part 2 - Tyler details a night with Sophie, a girl he briefly dated. It's their third date and it also happens to be his first experience with bondage, ass worship, and a ruined orgasm, all offered up by an exceedingly sensual, seductive girl that takes pleasure in knowing she can do whatever she wants with the helpless, bound man in her bed.

    Part 3 - Tyler enjoys his first encounter with Val after answering a personals ad on Reddit. She's looking for someone that's willing to service her pussy after another man has fucked her and Tyler can't help but offer up his services. The evening - which unfolds in a hotel room - is so much more than Tyler expected, as Val dominates him in a variety of ways before she's willing to let him anywhere near her pussy, including some rathe vigorous verbal humiliation.

    Part 4 - Emma is into a gentler form of femdom and she blindfolds Tyler as she sensually guides him through the bliss of submission to her desires. She's well-practiced in the art of sensorial overload, arousing him through touch and seductive dirty talk along with a great deal of service to her body. Emma enjoys making a man feel pain, too, and Tyler submits to her flogger before she rewards him with her pussy.

    Part 5 - Val is back in Tyler's life, this time in an elegant hotel room that her date has paid for. He arrives after her date has concluded and Val puts his tongue to work immediately. As during their previous visit, she finds pleasure in verbally humiliating the man she's treated like her cuckold. Tyler gets off on the humiliation in a more significant way than he imagined possible, and when Val offers him the reward of an orgasm it's hugely pleasurable.

    Part 6 - Tyler meets Judy and Mark, an older, well-to-do couple that enjoys dominating submissive cuckolds. After passing a very naughty test that Judy implements to make Tyler prove he's a good cuckold, he's invited to join them for a night of pleasure at the Four Seasons. When he arrives, Tyler must prepare Judy for the arrival of her husband, and he's more than willing to do as a cuckold must in that situation.

    Part 7 - Mark arrives and Tyler is quickly immersed in an evening of cuckold bliss as the couple dominates him with ease. For the first time, Tyler experiences having another man's cock in his mouth, and he takes it to like a true submissive should and worships gleefully. The evening goes much deeper, too, as Tyler discovers that being cuckolded is what he craves more than anything.

    Part 8 - Val dominates Tyler from a distance as they share a phone call and she directs him to do exactly as she desires. He offers no resistance, happily enjoying verbal humiliation and masturbating exactly as she describes. She pushes him a little further than he's ever gone, too, having him explore an entirely new set of sensations because convincing him to do so is what turns her on.

    Part 9 - Tyler sees Val again and she requests that he stop seeing other women - or couples - and dedicate himself entirely to her service. He accepts without hesitation - living in service to a goddess like Val is all he really wants - and Tyler gets to serve that very night as one of Val's lovers arrives at the hotel room and cuckolds him at Val's direction.

    Part 10 - Val was supposed to have a date, but his flight was canceled, so instead she and Tyler spend a night in a hotel room playing with each other. Val spends a good portion of the night teasing and verbally humiliating Tyler before ruining his orgasm and leaving him massively frustrated. She feeds him his load afterwards.

    Part 11 - Tyler wakes up in Val's bed - in her home - and spends the morning enmeshed in a kind of romantic bliss as she offers him a mixture of soft kisses, tender teasing, and a little bit of gentle humiliation, all of which turns him on. It serves to help assert her dominance, too, as Tyler acknowledges over and over that she's the one in control. A little later, Val has Tyler dress her to be fucked by another man.

    Part 12 - Val collars Tyler and he wears it in public - all part of her plan, of course - as they go to the hotel where she's going to meet her lover. Tyler serves in every way, from preparing Val to serving Eric's cock with his mouth. Tyler serves all night long, doing anything and everything his domme and her lover demand, from sucking cock to eating pussy to cleaning multiple loads of cum.

    Part 13 - Val invites her friend Sarah over and Tyler spends the morning and afternoon serving them both. He prepares drinks for them, worships pussy, and welcomes the light verbal humiliation they offer. Sarah wants to push it a little further, though, and she brings Tyler to Val's bedroom and has him bend over so she can fuck his ass with a toy. He happily takes it.

    Part 14 - Val and Sarah go on a double date with a pair of exceedingly wealthy men that own a truly gorgeous house. They're also both quite kinky and they don't mind that Tyler - Val's submissive cuckold - has come along to be used for everyone's pleasure. Tyler spends the evening as the submissive, slutty fifth wheel in a foursome and gets used in every way that matters, proving to Val that he's the kind of submissive worth falling in love with, thereby giving Tyler everything he's ever wanted in life.

  
    Diary of a Submissive Cuckold - Part 1

    For a long, long time I suppressed my sexual desires. For the most part, at least. Every so often I’d surrender to them and masturbate to something particularly kinky, but otherwise I kept them at bay.

    I got married at 22 to a supremely vanilla girl. Maybe even a little bit of a prude. We had sex, but we didn’t have sex all that often and it was either missionary or girl on top. Dirty talk wasn’t really in the cards. It was lots of moaning and groaning and that was about it.

    I can clearly remember always feeling like I wasn’t quite getting what I needed (or wanted, I suppose, depending on how you look at it). We’d be having sex and it would be quite lovely and yet my mind would be wandering to the dirty things I wished she would say or do. I’d end up getting frustrated that I couldn’t get her to offer up a little something and the whole experience would end up being kind of disappointing because of it.

    You know what made it worse, though? On a handful of occasions she actually did something I really wanted. There was this one time when she dressed up in this tight, shiny black top and boyshorts and took charge. We were still really young so it wasn’t like she was this experienced domme, but it was a little taste of her playing the dominant role. It was so fucking hot. That only ever happened once, though. Just that one time and that was it, even though I hinted at really enjoying it.

    There was also the time she kissed another guy. Or he kissed her, I guess. She thought they were just friends and he thought it was something more and after they went out for coffee she drove him home. In his driveway he leaned over and kissed her.

    She confessed it that night. She felt so guilty and yet I couldn’t find the anger someone is supposed to feel when their spouse kinda, sorta cheats on them. Instead, I felt desire. I felt crazy desire. That desire led to sex. Really good sex. Sex fueled by what I would later come to know as my cuckold desires.

    Ultimately our marriage came to an end a few months before my 30th birthday. The sex was part of it. It just wasn’t very good and we’d gotten old enough to understand that it wasn’t going to get better. In fact, it was only going to get worse. I don’t know if the lack of a sex life made everything else a little bit worse or if we just didn’t work that well as a couple, but we ended up going our separate ways. Thankfully, it was an amicable divorce. We’re not really friends – I moved to San Francisco for a job shortly thereafter, putting us nearly 3,000 miles apart – but I have no animosity towards her.

    This diary is about what came after my marriage. As it turns out, moving to San Francisco was exactly what I needed to finally unleash my sexuality.

    It’s like not like I blossomed into the man I am the moment I moved. I guess it works like that for some people, but I wasn’t a closeted gay guy. I was, I guess, a closeted kinkster that leans towards submission. That isn’t quite as simple to figure out, especially for someone raised in a fairly conservative household (religious, but not insanely so).

    The first girl I dated in San Francisco was a lot like my ex-wife. That’s probably not surprising, but it wasn’t what I was looking for. She was sweet and pretty but she was also really conservative, sexually speaking. We dated for four months and it was nice, but when she asked me why I didn’t seem as thrilled with the sex as her other boyfriends had been I knew it was time to end it. I’d stumbled into a repeat of my failed marriage. It ended up being a pretty painful experience, especially since I made the mistake of saying that she was essentially too conservative for me (I believe boring was the word I used, which was stupid). She didn’t care for that. There was some yelling and crying.

    I ended up at a bar a few nights later. I was looking to get drunk. It’s so cliché, but I just wanted to numb the pain for a little bit. After four drinks I started talking to the bartender. She had tattoos up and down both arms and a lip ring that I found intoxicating. She was the kind of girl I would never have considered even talking to in my previous life, but I was drunk and in pain and she seemed willing to listen.

    I won’t bore you with all the details, but this lovely bartender, whose name was Molly, invited me back to her place after her shift ended. That had never happened to me before so I didn’t understand what she was asking at first. When the fuzziness cleared and it became obvious Molly was asking me back to her place for sex I was on board.

    She was aggressive from the start. She pushed me against her door the moment it shut. She grabbed a handful of my hair as we kissed. The feel of her lip ring against my tongue was surprisingly sexy.

    “Are you going to make me feel good?” she asked after the kiss.

    “Yes,” I said.

    Her fingers moved to my throat and she applied just a little bit of pressure. I felt a little scared, to be honest, but she never squeezed hard enough for it to be dangerous. I think she was testing me. I think she wanted to see if I was willing to play like she wanted to play.

    She released my throat and walked towards the bedroom. I followed and watched Molly pull off her t-shirt and jeans. I did the same and was rewarded with an aggressive kiss as she pressed her body into mine. Her breasts felt warm and soft against my skin and her nipples were so hard. I don’t know if she sensed my willingness to submit like she wanted or if she was just in need of sexual relief, but Molly was unquestionably turned on.

    “Do you know how to eat pussy, Tyler?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    Molly put her hand on the top of my head and pushed down. “Show me,” she said.

    I dropped to my knees and she pulled me between her legs. Her grip on my hair was tight and a little bit painful, but of course that turned me on. In fact, as I looked up at Molly and licked her pussy I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life. The whole thing was a head trip, from going down on someone I’d known for just a few hours to submitting to her very obvious dominant desires.

    “Mmm, you do know how to eat pussy,” she said.

    I’ll admit that I felt a sense of pride and I worked a little bit harder to make her feel good. I licked and sucked on her clit and Molly moaned as she grabbed a second handful of my hair and held me between her legs. She was close to smothering me with her pussy lips, which was awfully hot.

    “On your back in my bed,” Molly demanded as she stepped back.

    I scrambled into her bed and looked down at my dick, which was hard as a rock. Molly pulled a condom from her nightstand and tossed it to me. I tore it open and rolled it down my cock as quickly as possible. I was about to get laid by the beautiful, tattooed girl standing by the side of her bed. The excitement was overwhelming.

    I expected Molly to sit on my cock. Instead, she sat on my face. She actually smothered me with her pussy. It was the look of complete and total delight on her face that kept me from panicking. Looking back, I wonder if she saw something in me at the bar that she thought she could take advantage of. Maybe she knew I’d be a perfect submissive partner, that she could take me to her apartment and do whatever she wanted with me. She was right about that.

    “God damn that tongue of yours is good,” Molly said before throwing her head back and riding my face a little. I felt the wetness spreading as she used me. It was truly wonderful and an absolute mess, which I couldn’t get enough of.

    Molly slid her pussy down my chest and took me inside her. She smiled as I groaned from the absolute joy of being in a girl who was comfortable having total control.

    “Your face is covered in pussy,” she said. “What a fucking mess.”

    Molly ran her fingers over my face and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked them clean without thinking about it. She held them there and her pussy started to rock back and forth on my cock. She pushed her fingers deeper into my mouth. I gagged a little and it seemed to delight her.

    Molly’s other hand found its way to my throat. She applied a little bit of pressure. I know it should have scared me a little, but it didn’t. It turned me on. It was her taking control. It was her being dominant. It was me experiencing something completely new and loving every second of it.

    She pulled her fingers from my mouth and kissed me. It was a passionate kiss, too. It was Molly saying that she was enjoying herself, and I was totally on board.

    She sat up, released my throat, and took both my nipples in her fingers. She squeezed and pulled and I cried out in pain. It fucking hurt, but again my cock stiffened in her pussy. Again Molly seemed to delight in it. I think she was just toying with me and getting off on it.

    “You’re a kinky little bitch, aren’t you?” she asked.

    I nodded. I wasn’t, really. Not at the time, at least. I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing. I was just happy to let Molly take the lead and do whatever she wanted with me. That seemed good enough for her, though.

    The harder she rode me the louder she moaned and the closer I got to an orgasm. I didn’t want to cum before she did, but I wasn’t sure I could hold back. Again, I was insanely aroused.

    “You’re getting close, aren’t you?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “Don’t you fucking cum before I do,” she demanded.

    I tried to think about something else. I was so far gone, though.

    Molly caught me off guard when she slapped me across the face while riding my cock. It was a good slap, too. The sound was loud and the pain was exceptional. It was also the thing that made me cum. That’s a little embarrassing, but it was just so wild to get slapped by a girl that I couldn’t help it. I came so fucking hard.

    I expected to see an angry look on her face when I opened my eyes again. She wasn’t angry, though. She was smiling.

    “Open your mouth,” she said.

    I opened my mouth and Molly leaned over and spit into it.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    I swallowed and she lifted her pussy off my cock and dropped it onto my face.

    “Make me cum,” Molly demanded.

    I put my tongue to work. I made her cum. I’m pretty sure I made her happy, too, because she let me spend the night. We fucked again the next morning and again she was rough and dominant and I fucking loved it. She came on my cock, too. The whole thing was amazing and it was just the start of some seriously kinky times in San Francisco.

    I’ll be back next week with another naughty tale.

    
      
        Click here
      
       to read the next part of the story.
    

  
    Diary of a Submissive Cuckold - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “You’re so hard,” Sophie said as she ran her fingers up the underside of my shaft.

    It was our third date and I was handcuffed to her bed. She’d bound my wrists and my ankles. I’m willing to admit I was a little nervous. We didn’t know each other all that well and I was completely at her mercy. It’s not like you can break out of a pair of handcuffs with ease, after all.

    We’d spent a solid fifteen minutes making out and that had put me in a place where I was more than happy to let Sophie handcuff me to her bed. She’d stripped me naked and played with my cock before asking to put me in bondage and I couldn’t resist. Plus, how could I say no to a dominant girl that wanted to have a little fun with me?

    As soon as the last handcuff clicked shut Sophie laid next to me. She was still fully dressed and she had on this satin tank top that felt spectacular against my skin. We kissed more, only now she was slowly stroking my cock as her tongue ventured in and out of my mouth. It was tremendously pleasurable and it happened to be my first experience with bondage.

    That first time convinced me of the appeal of being bound. Sophie happened to be a good partner, too. I now know that the experience in bondage depends almost entirely on the person that has cuffed you, tied you up, put you in a device, etc, but back then I only knew what I’d seen in videos. As it turned out, I was in good hands with Sophie as she intended on making me her plaything and the bondage was part of it.

    Anyway, it was while we were kissing and she was playing with my cock that she commented on how hard I was. She was right, too. I was hard as a rock. The teasing plus the kinky nature of the handcuffs certainly contributed to my erection.

    “Are you hard for me?” she asked.

    “I am,” I replied. “You have no idea how turned on I am right now.”

    Sophie smiled. “Oh, I have some idea. You’re cock is dripping precum, after all.” She looked down my torso and stared at my erection while playing with my balls. “The head looks so angry, like your cock is demanding that I let you cum. Do you want to cum, Tyler?”

    “Yes, I do,” I answered. I’d never wanted to cum so badly.

    “You know that you don’t get to cum unless I make you cum, don’t you? You know that you’re mine now that you’re cuffed to my bed,” Sophie informed me.

    I couldn’t help but smile as I felt my cock throb with delight. “Yes, I know,” I said.

    “You like that, don’t you?” she asked.

    She squeezed my balls in a possessive manner and I winced before answering, “I do.”

    “Suck on my tongue,” Sophie said before kissing me.

    She pushed her tongue into my mouth and I sucked dutifully as she squeezed the head of my cock and offered swift, short strokes that felt stunningly good. It was the first time I’d ever sucked on a girl’s tongue – before that it had always been standard French kissing – and it was surprisingly erotic, especially since Sophie had demanded it.

    When she pulled back there was a gleeful smile on her face. I felt like I’d done a good job, like sucking on her tongue had pleased the cute girl that had me bound to her bed.

    Sophie sat up and pulled off her shirt, revealing a semi-sheer bra that showed off her nipples. Of course I couldn’t help but stare. They were hard, which I took as a good sign.

    Much to my delight, Sophie reached back and unhooked her bra, setting her wondrously perky breasts free.

    “Do you like my breasts, Tyler?” she asked.

    “I do,” I replied. “They’re beautiful.” They were round and remarkably perky and I desperately wished I wasn’t cuffed to her bed so I could reach up and play with them.

    Sophie noticed my fascination and it brought a smile to her face. “You’d like to touch them, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    I nodded vigorously. I know it’s so predictably male to be utterly enchanted with a pair of breasts, but they were beautiful, I was insanely aroused, and Sophie was topless with a big smile on her face. I absolutely, positively wanted to touch her breasts. I wanted to kiss them and suck on them.

    Sophie smiled as she leaned over and placed her hands on either side of my head. I stared at her breasts as they approached my face. I was certain she was going to grant me the pleasure of kissing her soft, milky white flesh. I caught a whiff of perfume emanating from her skin and it sent me to a heavenly place.

    Sophie’s breasts got close enough to my face that I could feel the warmth of her body emanating from them. They didn’t come any closer, though. She teased me without letting me touch her. She tempted me with the prospect of kissing her beautiful breasts and then she denied me.

    Sophie did grant me the pleasure of rubbing her breasts on my chest and stomach as she moved down my body. It was heavenly. I felt goose bumps rush down my legs as she went along and my cock throbbed painfully.

    For a moment I entertained the idea that Sophie was going to take my cock between her breasts and treat me to my first ever titjob. She did not, though. Instead, she sat up just before reaching my cock, once again denying me a pleasure I craved (are you sensing a theme?).

    Sophie wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock and looked up at me. She looked joyful. I didn’t really understand it then, but now I know that she was a dominant woman having the time of her life. She was in complete control of a submissive man who’d willingly accepted her handcuffs and given himself over to her. She got off on that sense of control and it just so happened that I got off on surrendering to her.

    “You’re so hard,” she said.

    “You’re so beautiful,” I replied. “And so fucking sexy.” I was far more aroused than when she’d first uttered those three words. It felt like I was bordering on insanity, which was more thrilling than I expected.

    Sophie’s lips approached my cock and my pulse raced. It was incredible that the expectation of receiving pleasure could make me feel that way, but that’s absolutely what it was. Even the smallest chance that she would take me in her mouth drove me wild.

    Instead, Sophie gently kissed the tip of my cock. It still felt incredible. To feel her soft, perfect lips against my cock was an absolute treat and I moaned in kind.

    She ran her fingers up my shaft and squeezed the head. A sizable drop of precum appeared and Sophie extended her tongue and licked up the shiny, clear liquid. She smiled and crawled towards me. Her lips met mine and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it like I suspected she wanted me to. She moaned and I did the same as I tasted my precum.

    Sophie moved down my body once again. Her breasts brushed against my chest and stomach once again. This time she moved right out of the bed and offered up a surprisingly sexy little dance as she unzipped her skirt and pulled down her panties. Just like that we were both naked.

    Sophie crawled into the bed once more. I couldn’t help but hope that she was going to take me inside her. I knew it wasn’t likely – sex didn’t seem to be the end goal of the evening – but I still hoped Sophie might sit on my cock.

    “You want me, don’t you?” Sophie asked.

    “I do,” I said while nodding vigorously.

    Sophie sat up on her knees and reached between her legs. I watched two fingers slide into her pussy and listened to her moan. She was clearly turned on – she was way too wet not to be aroused – and it gave me hope. Perhaps she’d want to fuck me. Perhaps she’d want to sink her pussy down onto my cock and take me deep inside her.

    With a smile on her face Sophie crawled towards me. Unfortunately, she bypassed my cock before sitting on my chest. Her pussy felt impossibly warm and wet as it rested against my skin. All I could think about was how good it would feel on my cock as I held out hope that she’d grant me the pleasure of being inside her before the night was over.

    “I can do anything I want with you,” she said. “Anything at all.”

    “Yes, you can,” I agreed.

    Sophie reached out and grabbed a handful of my hair. Her grip was tight and surprisingly strong and I felt just a little bit of pain, which was actually kind of arousal. She slid back until her ass rested just below my stomach. My cock felt the warmth emanating from her skin. It was so close to her pussy and yet it felt like I was so far from having sex with her.

    When Sophie reached between her legs with her free hand I thought for sure she was going to grab my cock and place it between her pussy lips. She didn’t, though. The look on her face made it seem like she was masturbating. When her fingers returned they were soaked in her juices, confirming my suspicion that she’d engaged in self-pleasure.

    Sophie delicately ran her fingers over my lips, coating them in a thin layer of her juice. She held my gaze the entire time and I watched a smile slowly break across her face.

    “Taste me,” she whispered when she was finished.

    I licked my lips clean. Her juices tasted sweet. “You’re delicious,” I said.

    Sophie offered a quick, passionate kiss and penetrated me with her tongue. She moaned like she was getting fucked, which made my cock ache with desire.

    The moment the kiss ended Sophie penetrated my mouth with her slick fingers. She pushed them towards the back of my throat and I nearly gagged before she pulled back.

    Sophie smiled as she pushed her fingers in and out of my mouth. She seemed to find a great sense of delight in the fact that I was willing to open up for her. I was her plaything and to be honest, it thrilled me.

    After pulling her fingers from my mouth Sophie moved with surprising swiftness to sit on my face. She dragged her body up my chest and dropped her pussy onto my mouth while grabbing a handful of my hair and pulling up. Just like that I was being smothered by this beautiful girl.

    “Taste me,” she said.

    I put my tongue to work like a good submissive is supposed to. I pushed into her pussy to taste her juices. I licked her clit. I listened to Sophie moan as she rode my face with surprising force. It was like the gentle, teasing woman that had brought me to a state of intense desire had receded into the background so this forceful goddess could claim the orgasm she desired.

    When Sophie closed her eyes and threw her head back I knew she was close to an orgasm. When she pulled my hair harder and her thighs clamped down around my face it was clear she was on the verge of a climax.

    “I’m cumming,” she said in a voice laced with a wild, wondrous kind of lust. “I’m cumming!”

    Her climax was long and beautiful. Juice from her pussy dripped into my mouth, down my cheeks, and over my chin. She soaked me. It was astonishing.

    Sophie slid backwards and sat across my chest with a smile on her face. “That was lovely,” she said.

    I, of course, was still bound to her bed with a painfully stiff erection. Sophie smiled at me as she reached back and touched that erection. She teased it with her fingers, running them up and down the underside and paying particular attention to the head. It wasn’t anywhere near enough teasing to cum, but it felt awfully good.

    “You’re so hard,” she said once more.

    “You’re a goddess,” I said. “I can’t help but stay hard.”

    Sophie flashed a sweet smile and spun around. She backed up and dropped her marvelous ass right onto my face. I started licking her asshole immediately. I figured she wanted me to if she was sitting on my face like that. She moaned as my tongue moved back and forth over her hole, so I guess I was doing something right.

    “You are such a naughty boy,” Sophie said.

    She lowered a little more of her weight onto my face, making it impossible for me to do anything but eat her ass. It was the first time I’d ever licked a girl’s asshole. It was the first time a girl had ever sat on my face in that way. It was utterly blissful. I’m telling you, it was the most amazing experience. It felt dirty and naughty and splendid in so many ways and it really triggered all those submissive desires that live inside me.

    Then Sophie wrapped her fingers around my cock and stroked me. She gave me a beautiful handjob while I worshiped her ass and all of it was made so much hotter because I was handcuffed to her bed and unable to do anything but lie there and be her toy.

    The faster she stroked me the faster my tongue moved over her asshole. She spit on the head of my cock and lubed my shaft. The handjob got louder and slipperier and it felt so fucking good.

    “Your tongue feels so good,” she said. “Who knew you’d be such an eager little ass eater?”

    I certainly didn’t know. And yet, when she dropped her ass onto my face I couldn’t help but eat her out. I couldn’t stop myself. It felt so splendidly naughty that I had to.

    “Keep licking,” Sophie said. “Keep eating my ass while I make you feel good.”

    She stroked me with one hand and played with my balls with the other and I felt a sense of bliss envelop my loins. It was the most aroused I’d ever been in my life up to that point. It was the kind of submission-fueled desire that reinforced the idea that I needed kink in my life to feel the kind of pleasure that made me truly happy.

    Then, just as I felt the beginnings of my climax arrive, Sophie released my cock. She sat up and dropped most of her weight onto my face as I experienced my first ruined orgasm. I felt the cum spilling from the tip of my cock. I felt my balls pulsing as they spilled my seed. I did not, unfortunately, feel the pleasure that typically comes with an orgasm. All I did was make a mess. I came without really getting to cum, since the pleasure is what men are really looking for when they get off.

    Sophie laughed as I struggled beneath her ass. I wanted to jerk off to achieve that pleasure. I wanted to feel the joys of an orgasm. I was cuffed, though. I couldn’t do anything other than spill my seed without feeling any of the pleasure.

    “How was that?” Sophie asked after she climbed off my face.

    “It wasn’t an orgasm,” I said.

    “I’m afraid it was,” she said. “Look at all the cum you spilled into your pubic hair.”

    I looked down and saw the mess I’d made. I had cum. I just didn’t get to feel it.

    “I ruined your orgasm,” she said with a smile. It was the first time I’d heard the term ‘ruined orgasm.’ It was not a phrase I was particularly interested in hearing at that moment.

    “Why?” I asked.

    “Because it turns me on to ruin a man’s orgasm,” she said. “Because it really turns me on to do it while that man is cuffed to my bed.”

    It was the genuine joy on her face that helped me get over my frustration. Sophie was happy. Ruining my orgasm had brought her a sense of pleasure and I was okay with that.

    “I guess that’s a good reason,” I said.

    “Yes, it is, and now I’m going to reward you by letting you make me cum again,” she said.

    Sophie straddled my face, dropped her pussy onto my mouth, and let me go to work once more. It took a little longer for her to cum the second time, but she got there and I felt genuinely satisfied at getting to make her cum once again.

    I spent more time than I would have expected in bondage as Sophie took a shower, made a snack, and watched TV before letting me loose. I don’t know if she was testing me – I didn’t start screaming or thrashing – but when she let me out Sophie invited me to spend the night, which I was more than happy to do. Even better, she gave me a handjob and a genuine orgasm the next morning. All told it was a pretty perfect night, and while my relationship with Sophie didn’t last, the memories from that night will last forever.
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    My first taste of cuckolding happened as a result of a night on Reddit. I was perusing local, kink-related personals – mostly looking for jerk off material, if I’m being honest – when I came across an ad from a girl looking for something specific.

    I don’t remember the exact wording – this was years ago – but I remember that she was very specific about wanting a guy to come to her place to eat her pussy and ass after someone else had fucked her. On top of that she was quite specific about how she was really into verbal humiliation and that she would be humiliating whatever guy she chose to crawl between her legs and put his tongue to work.

    At that point I still didn’t have much in the way of experience with women into kinky play. I’ve already told you about a few of those experiences, but I was still doing a lot of self-exploration where I would find a personal ad I really liked and let it give birth to this wild fantasy in my head. There was something about this girl’s ad that thrilled me. I bookmarked it and ended up jerking off to it over the next several days. I would read it and pull up pictures of guys going down on girls. I would watch videos of the same thing. I would imagine the kind of verbal humiliation that girl might deliver and it would put me in this place of truly insane arousal.

    For some reason I hadn’t even considered messaging this girl at first. I’m not entirely sure why, but I just didn’t. She was in San Francisco so I could have, but it didn’t even occur to me to try and make the fantasies I was concocting a reality for a solid week.

    When I did message her I tried to keep it brief and to not come off as one of those weirdos that’s just looking for some jerk off material via message. She responded within an hour and asked for my phone number. I’ll admit that I was exceptionally nervous about giving out my phone number, though I’m not entirely sure why. I guess I figured that my kink could somehow become public and embarrassing.

    I gave her my number and she called almost immediately. She had a soft, sweet-sounding voice that caught me off guard, though I’m not really sure why. She said that her name was Valentine but that I could call her Val. She told me that I would never, ever be allowed to have sex with her. She told me that I wouldn’t be allowed to take my cock out and masturbate unless she gave me permission and she told me that she might treat me to a handjob someday if I proved to be a ‘good little bitch’. That last part is an exact quote.

    When she asked if I was interested I said yes. The truth was, I was hard. There was something about her that tapped into my submissive side, clearly, because I was genuinely turned on as she described what she expected of me.

    “Are you okay with eating someone else’s cum?” she asked me towards the end of the conversation.

    “Oh, I don’t know,” I said. “I hadn’t thought about that, actually.” I really hadn’t. I don’t know why I hadn’t. I guess I just figured she’d be having safe sex and that someone else’s cum wouldn’t come into play.

    “Okay,” she said. “Well, I’m looking for someone that’s okay eating someone else’s cum out of me, but we don’t have to do that the first couple of times. There’s only a few guys I’m comfortable taking loads from anyway. I want you to think about it, though.”

    “I will,” I said.

    “I’m seeing someone tomorrow,” Val said. “He’s paying for a hotel. I want you to wait in the lobby until we’re done. Then I’ll call you to come up. You get one chance at this. If you can’t follow through I’m moving on. No excuses. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” I said.

    “I’ll send you a message with the hotel info,” she added.

    “Okay. I’ll see you tomorrow,” I replied.

    Just like that the phone call was over and I had a date. It probably won’t surprise you to learn that I looked up a video of a guy eating cum from a girl’s pussy almost immediately. It wasn’t something I’d ever considered before but Val had put the idea in my head and it wouldn’t shake loose. I’ll bet you won’t be surprised to learn that I found that video insanely sexy. I jerked off to it, in fact. I also had an exceptionally pleasurable orgasm as I jerked off to it.

    The next day I showed up at the hotel as directed. I waited in the lobby for thirty minutes before I got a call from Val. She told me which room to go to and that the door would be open so I could let myself in.

    I felt lightheaded as I rode the elevator to her floor. My heart was pounding harder than it had in a long time. I was completely uncertain of what was about to unfold, which was both exciting and nerve-wracking.

    I paused for a moment outside of Val’s door to try and gather myself. Then I pushed it open and stepped inside.

    “Val?” I asked.

    “I’m in the bed, Tyler,” she replied.

    My steps were tentative, though I couldn’t tell you why. I guess I was nervous about there being some sort of unpleasant surprise waiting for me. There wasn’t, though. Instead, I found a pretty blonde girl in the bed. Val wore a lacy robe and a matching black bra and panty set. Her legs were crossed and her toenails were painted a bright shade of red that drew my eyes.

    “Can you follow my rule and abstain from masturbating while you’re here?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “Good. Take your clothes off and get on your knees,” Val demanded.

    I stripped and dropped to my knees at the foot of the bed. She sat up and smiled at me.

    “Suck on my toes,” she said.

    The request caught me off guard and I took a few moments to register that she wanted me to do something I’d never actually done before. I happily crawled into the bed and wrapped my lips around her big toe, though. I don’t have feelings about feet one way or the other, but it did feel distinctly kinky to be sucking the toes of a woman I’d literally just met.

    “That’s a good boy,” she said.

    I looked up to see what appeared to be a sense of genuine pleasure on her face.

    “Do you want to taste my pussy, Tyler?” Val asked.

    I stopped sucking her toe to answer but she interrupted me.

    “Ah, ah, I didn’t say you could stop sucking on my toe. All I need you to do is nod. Now wrap those pretty lips of yours around my toe once more,” she said.

    I did as I was told.

    “Now, do you want to taste my pussy?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “Even though another man was just inside me?” she asked.

    I nodded as I felt a sudden surge of lust. As it turned out, the idea of eating her pussy after another man had been inside her was a notion I found quite pleasurable.

    “Do you understand how pathetic that desire is, Tyler? What kind of man wants to taste the pussy of a woman that’s just been fucked?” she asked with a smile. “You, I guess. You want to taste a pussy that’s just been pounded by a big cock. You want to put your tongue where another man just put his cock. You want to put your mouth where his cock went.”

    I nodded again.

    “Kiss my thighs,” Val said.

    Her toe popped free of my mouth and Val spread her legs. I crawled between them and laid on my side so my stiff cock wouldn’t get crushed under my weight.

    “Go ahead, kiss my thighs. Kiss the thighs that another man just laid between. Kiss the thighs that I spread for that other man,” Val said.

    I placed a series of gentle kisses on her thighs. I savored the feeling of her warm, smooth flesh against my lips. I enjoyed the quiet moans she would unleash each time I kissed her. I thoroughly enjoyed the way my cock throbbed with the sort of desire I knew I wouldn’t be able to satiate until I got home.

    “Are you hard for me, Tyler?” Val asked. “Are you hard because you’re thinking about kissing my freshly-fucked cunt?”

    “Yes,” I said.

    “How pathetic,” Val replied.

    I looked up to see her smile. There was something odd-but-delightful about seeing a mixture of lust and joy on Val’s face as she delivered an insult with genuine venom in her voice. I was still so new to the idea of a woman getting off on humiliating a man that it caused a bit of cognitive dissonance. I was, however, thoroughly aroused by it. There was something completely and utterly irresistible about the idea of Val finding pleasure in my humiliation, and of course I found pleasure in it too.

    “Get on your knees for me, Tyler,” Val said. “Now.”

    I moved to my knees in the bed and she looked at my cock. She remained silent as the seconds ticked by, with each seeming longer than the last. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking or why she was studying my genitals so intently and it filled me with a sense of insecurity.

    “It’s always the guys with underwhelming cocks that want to worship me,” Val finally said. “Is it because you know your dick isn’t worth a damn, Tyler? Do you have an innate understanding that you’d disappoint me if we fucked so you choose to focus on doing exactly as I tell you instead?”

    “I don’t know,” I said as I looked down at my cock. I’d never considered it underwhelming, but I didn’t have a lot to compare it to. I’m not as big as the guys in porn videos, but those guys are outliers.

    “I won’t let a guy fuck me unless he’s working with at least eight inches, and he needs to be thick, too,” Val explained. “I don’t see the point otherwise. If I were to let you fuck me, for instance, it would be entirely for your pleasure because your dick wouldn’t do anything for me. Your dick is literally worthless to me, Tyler, which means the only value you can offer me is your willingness to be the little bitch I want you to be.”

    Val moved to her knees and crawled towards me. I watched the soft material of her robe brush gently against her breasts and felt an intense kind of desire move through me. I wanted her, though I wasn’t sure if it was because she’d told me I’d never be able to have her. She got close enough that I could feel her breath against my skin.

    “Your cock is pathetic just like you are,” Val whispered. “The fact that you’re hard as a rock only confirms you pathetic you are. You know you’re not getting any of this and yet you can’t help but want it. I am going to give you a treat, though. I’m going to let you eat my ass while I tell you about the fucking I just took. You’d like that, wouldn’t you Tyler?”

    I nodded.

    Val smiled and leaned a little closer. I thought for a moment she might kiss me or touch me in some way, but she didn’t. She was just teasing me. My heart pounded and it felt like every inch of my body had come alive with desire. I just wanted her to touch me, to offer me some sort of affection, but Val had no interest. She clearly wasn’t there to give me pleasure. The opposite was true. It was my duty to pleasure her.

    She moved backwards, spun around, and laid face down in the bed. She spread her legs and looked back at me. “Kiss my ass, and don’t you dare spread my cheeks to worship my tight little asshole until I give you permission.”

    I fell onto my hands and knees and crawled closer. I lowered my body to the bed and placed soft kisses on Val’s utterly perfect ass cheeks. Her skin was warm and smooth and the idea that I’d soon be kissing and licking her asshole left me excited in a way I didn’t entirely understand. All I knew was that my body clearly desired what Val offered.

    “Spread them,” Val said.

    I grasped her ass and spread her cheeks. For the first time in my life I studied a girl’s asshole in close up. Despite knowing what came out of it, it struck me as beautiful.

    “Worship my asshole, Tyler,” Val said.

    I pressed my face between her wondrous ass cheeks and put my tongue to use. I licked her asshole like I imagined she wanted it done and Val responded by moaning.

    “I greeted him in lingerie,” Val said. “I love greeting a real man in lingerie. I love the hungry look in his eyes as he admires my body. I love that it makes him feel so good to know that I dressed up for him, that I worked to look good, to offer up the body I’m going to give to him for our mutual pleasure. I’ll never do that for you, Tyler. Even if you do a good job today and I invite you back to worship me, I’ll never dress up in lingerie for you. I’ll never present my body that way because you’ll never be worthy of that. All you’ll ever be is a little bitch that I use for my pleasure.”

    I knew it wasn’t my place to respond. It was my place to do as I was told, so I continued to worship Val’s ass. At the time I didn’t really understand that I was playing a small part in her pleasure. She’d gotten what she needed from her lover and then she’d brought me in to execute on the second part of her ritual, which was to humiliate me as she barreled towards the far more satisfying climax. I understand that now, but on our first meeting I didn’t understand anything other than how much I enjoyed doing exactly as she said and going along with her desire to humiliate me.

    “I enjoy the confidence a strong, smart, successful man exudes,” Val continued. “Not for a moment did he think he wasn’t deserving of my body. Instead, he saw it as his reward for being the kind of man he was. He saw it as a perfectly natural thing that I would dress in lingerie for him, go to a hotel room for him, and offer myself to him so we could both experience intense pleasure.”

    I’d never been a man like that and in that moment I suspected I never would be. I’d always been the sort that found it incredible each and every time a girl wanted to have sex with me. Now I understand that my submissive side was always with me, that it was dictating my responses in those moments.

    “He kissed me the way a man like that does. He kissed me with such confidence that my pussy gushed for him. His hands moved over my body with such confidence that I didn’t hesitate to get on my knees when it became clear he wanted a blowjob. Some girls say they don’t like giving head, but I think they’ve never had the chance to give head to the kind of man I met with tonight. It feels so different sucking on a strong, successful, alpha male’s cock. It’s arousing to have him in my mouth, to see the look of pleasure on his face as I blow him. It makes me wet to feel that sense of control as I offer him the kind of pleasure he’s rarely felt. It leaves me absolutely soaked to know that, in that moment, there’s nothing in the world this man wants more than to fuck me,” Val explained.

    She reached back, grabbed a handful of my hair, and pushed down, smothering me with her ass. My lips pressed against her asshole and it became rather difficult to lick her, though I suspect that was the point. She wanted to humiliate me a little more, and pressing my face against her asshole was a fairly good way of doing that.

    “How does it feel to know that you will never, ever be that kind of man, Tyler? You will never make a woman feel like she absolutely has to get on her knees in front of you. You will never, ever inspire a woman to wetness as she sucks your cock. Pathetic men like you don’t make women feel that way. It’s the exact opposite, really. Only a woman like me recognizes your value. There is, after all, a place for men like you in the world. You belong beneath women like me. You are to be used for pleasure and tossed aside. You like that idea, don’t you Tyler?”

    She pulled hard on my hair and lifted my head from between her ass cheeks. I nodded at her. It was the truth, too. I loved the idea. My painfully erect cock was proof of that.

    Val moved forward and flipped onto her back as I rested on my knees. I stared at her perfect breasts for a few moments before looking between her legs. Her pussy lips were slippery and enflamed, likely from the sex.

    “I stripped him naked after the blowjob,” Val said. “I ran my hands all over his beautiful body. I kissed him all over. Our lips met and I sucked on his tongue as he picked me up and placed me in the bed. Then he went down on me. All good men do. He used his tongue to drive me wild just like I’d used my mouth to drive him wild. He got me to a place where I was begging for his cock.”

    Val’s hand moved between her legs and she slipped two fingers into her pussy. Her eyes closed and she used a third finger to rub her clit. She smiled and her lips parted. A moan escaped.

    “Has a woman ever begged for your cock, Tyler?” Val asked.

    “No,” I replied.

    “Of course not. You’re not capable of inspiring that kind of desire. You’re pathetic, after all. You’re a little submissive bitch that will never, ever drive a woman so wild with lust that she’d beg you to fuck her. I begged him, though. I told him how badly I needed his cock inside me. I begged him for it. I begged him to fill my pussy, to give me what I needed,” Val said.

    She pulled her fingers away from her pussy and pointed at it. That was my signal to take my place between her legs and I did.

    “I put a condom on his cock and he moved between my legs. We kissed as I guided his cock into my pussy,” Val said as I stared at her enflamed lips and the pink, wet flesh between them. “He fucked me, Tyler. He fucked me like I needed to be fucked. He fucked me like every woman needs to be fucked. He fucked me like you have never, ever fucked a woman.”

    Val ran her fingers through my hair and took a firm grip. She looked at me and smiled before pulling me to her pussy.

    “Now eat the pussy he fucked,” Val said. “Put your tongue inside me. Taste the sex I had with him. Taste my pussy and understand that your tongue is going where another man’s cock just went. Think about how fucking pathetic that makes you. Think about how hard your dick is because I’m letting you lick the cunt someone else just fucked.”

    I pushed my tongue in her pussy. I tasted the sweetness of her juices. I tasted just a hint of the condom they’d used, too. I might have tasted a little of his sweat or his balls – they’d almost certainly slapped against her pussy lips as they’d fucked, after all – but I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that I was hugely aroused at the idea of licking her pussy after someone else had fucked her. I couldn’t comprehend why and it didn’t matter. I was turned on. That’s all that mattered. It was thrilling in ways I didn’t understand and I embraced that and enjoyed myself.

    “That’s it,” Val said. “Eat my pussy, you pathetic little bitch. Eat the pussy he just fucked. Eat it like a good boy.”

    Val released my hair and I looked up to see her hands move to her breasts. She played with her nipples and arched her back. Her eyes closed and she smiled. I was clearly making her feel good, which only served to deepen my pleasure.

    “My clit,” Val said. “Suck on my clit. Suck on it like a good little bitch. Use that tongue of yours. Make me cum.”

    I moved to Val’s clit and worked it with my tongue. I licked with all the skill I’d developed over years of gleefully going down on girlfriends.

    “This is all you’re good for,” Val said between increasingly loud, lusty moans. “You pathetic little bitch. Your only purpose is eating used pussy.” She pulled hard on her nipples and let out a low moan. “Eat that used pussy. Eat it. Eat the pussy he just fucked. Eat the pussy a real man just satisfied.”

    A few moments later Val had an incredible orgasm. She grabbed two handfuls of the sheets, arched her back, and trembled from head to toe as a wondrously loud scream filled the hotel room.

    When she reached down and pushed my head away from her pussy I relented in my quest to pleasure her and simply watched as the rest of her orgasm played out. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

    Eventually Val opened her eyes and sat up. She smiled at me and brushed her blonde hair away from her eyes. “That was lovely, Tyler,” she said in a soft voice filled with kindness. “Thank you.”

    “Thank you for letting me do that,” I said.

    Val offered a genuinely warm smile and moved to her knees. She gestured for me to do the same and then crawled closer. She surprised me with a soft, sensual kiss that included just a hint of tongue towards the end. It would be fair to call it the best kiss of my life.

    “What was that for?” I asked as Val held my head in her hands and smiled at me.

    “That was a reward,” she said. “For being a good little bitch for me.” She laughed, but in a sweet kind of way. It was like her demeanor had changed completely the moment she’d climaxed.

    “I really enjoyed this,” I said. “It would be an honor to get to do it again.”

    Val reached out and wrapped her fingers around my still erect cock. She smiled and stroked me slowly as pleasure enveloped my body.

    “You’ll see me again,” she said. “And next time I might even let you cum.”

    She released my cock and I experienced a brief, overwhelming sense of disappointment. An orgasm would have been incredible.

    “When you cum tonight, I want you to do so as you think of me. Close your eyes and play with your cock while you replay this experience. No porn. No pictures. Nothing but your memory of this. Okay?” Val said.

    “Yes, of course,” I replied.

    “Good. Now it’s time for you to leave. I’ll be in touch when I want to play again,” Val said as she closed her robe and fell back into the bed.

    I got dressed, said goodbye, and left. It wasn’t the last time I heard from Val, though. She was true to her word, and I’ll tell you about my other experiences with her soon enough.
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    “Are you nervous?” Emma asked.

    “A little,” I replied. I was naked and blindfolded in her bedroom. She’d instructed me to keep my hands at my sides and I’d done so since she’d taken my sight.

    “I suppose I can understand why you’d be nervous,” she said. “We just met, after all. Tell me, why did you agree to let me blindfold you?”

    We’d met at a bar. Emma had introduced herself. She’d come right out and said that she thought I was the sort of guy that enjoyed when a woman was in charge. I must have been giving off a submissive vibe that she’d picked up on. I told her she was right. We had a few drinks and she invited me back to her apartment where she promptly had me strip naked before blindfolding me.

    “You turn me on,” I said. “The idea of being blindfolded, of trying something I’ve never done before, especially with someone that likes to be in charge in the bedroom, I couldn’t pass up that chance.”

    I felt Emma’s hand on my chest. She held it over my heart for a few moments and said, “Take a deep breath.” I did as I was told and she gently moved her fingers over my chest. Her touch was soothing, which I suspect was her aim. “There’s no need to be nervous. It’s possible I’m going to hurt you tonight, but I’m not going to do any permanent damage. I’m not that kind of woman. I don’t hate men. I love men, particularly those that enjoy submission.”

    Emma stepped back and I had a moment of longing for her touch to return. I heard what I thought was the sound of her clothes being removed, though I wasn’t certain of it until she stepped closer. Her body pressed into mine and I felt her breasts against my chest. They were large and spectacularly soft. It felt like her nipples were hard, too.

    “Does that feel nice?” she asked.

    “Yes,” I answered.

    Emma kissed my neck as her body remained pressed against mine. I was tempted to try and kiss her back, but that wouldn’t have been the submissive thing to do. Instead, I stood there with my hands at my sides as she did as she pleased with my body.

    “The blindfold will heighten your other senses,” she said. “Every touch will bring more pleasure, or pain, depending on how I choose to make you feel. The more you surrender to my desires the more your senses will be heightened and the greater your experience will be.”

    Emma stepped back and her fingers danced over my chest. She gently pulled on each of my nipples and I winced both times. She walked behind me as her fingers traced over my chest, shoulder, and back. Once again she pressed her body against mine. She put her arms around me and held me tight. She kissed my neck as her hands moved down my stomach. She took my cock in one hand and my balls in the other. She massaged my genitals with expertise, bringing me to an erection and flooding my body with desire in a short span of time.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    “It feels incredible,” I replied.

    Emma released my cock, stepped back, and a moment later delivered a powerful smack to my ass. The sound of her flesh meeting mine reached my ears a moment before the pain reverberated up my back and down my legs. I doubled over, mostly from the shock of it.

    “Stand up,” Emma said.

    I stood and listened as she unbuttoned her jeans and took them off. A moment later I felt her lips on my lower back. She must have been on her knees behind me. She kissed the spot where my butt met my back and then offered the softest kisses against the flesh she’d just spanked. Her hands found their way to my cock once more and she stroked me. For a moment I thought she might give me the first rimjob of my life, but she didn’t.

    “Turn around,” Emma said as she released my genitals.

    I turned around slowly and felt her lips encircle the head of my cock. She sucked hard on it and her tongue engaged in the most wonderful swirling action. I unleashed a loud, intense moan as she bathed me in the most incredible pleasure. It wasn’t all that long before she was swallowing my cock, treating me to a genuine deepthroat blowjob for the first time in my life.

    It was over as quickly as it started, though. Emma stood up and pulled my lips to hers. She kissed me and the tongue that had just pleasured my cock entered my mouth. I kissed her back and even gently sucked on her tongue.

    As we kissed, Emma grasped my balls and pulled down hard. A unique kind of discomfort emanated from between my legs. It wasn’t anywhere near as sharp a pain as the smack on the ass had been, though. It was a little scary because she had my testicles in such a tight grip, and yet there was a certain kind of pleasure to it. She’d taken control of a very important part of my body, after all.

    Emma released her grasp on my testicles and stepped back. I heard nothing. I felt nothing. I saw nothing. For more than a minute I felt completely alone, and right when it got to the point where I could feel a sense of panic begin to creep in, Emma reached up and held my head in her hands. She gently pulled down and I bent over as she guided my lips to her breasts.

    “Kiss them,” she said.

    Her flesh was warm and impossibly soft against my lips. I kissed her breasts eagerly. I moved from one to the other as she ran her fingers through my hair and moaned so quietly I could barely hear it.

    “Take my nipple in your mouth,” she said. “Suck on it. Make me feel good.”

    I did as I was told and Emma rewarded me with a sensual moan. Her hand moved to the back of my neck and she pulled me closer. My face pressed into the soft flesh of breast and I flicked my tongue over her nipple as I sucked. My cock throbbed as I wished she would take me in her hand and stroke me once again.

    Instead, Emma pulled hard enough on one of my nipples to make me release hers and cry out in pain. She held me against her breasts as pain spread from my chest. When she relented, Emma guided my lips to her other nipple. I took it in my mouth and I sucked and licked like I knew she wanted. My cock was still hard. She’d skillfully mixed pain and pleasure once again.

    “It turns me on that you’re willing to suffer for me,” Emma said. A moment later she pulled on my other nipple. Pain exploded from the spot. I groaned, though this time I kept my lips around her flesh.

    “Get on your knees,” Emma said as she released my nipple.

    I fell to my knees in front of her. She put her hand on the top of my head and stepped closer. I felt her pubic hair against my nose and lips. I knew I was close to her pussy, and yet she hadn’t given me any sort of command so I remained still.

    “Kiss it,” she said. “Kiss my pussy.”

    I used my lips to feel my way through her pubic hair and to her labia. I dropped a little lower to get a better angle and I kissed it as Emma spread her legs just a touch. I kissed her pussy over and over. I felt her lips open up as mine applied just a little pressure, but I resisted the urge to push my tongue inside her. I wanted to taste her, but Emma had made it perfectly clear she was in control.

    Her hand remained on the top of my head. She offered no guidance, instead keeping it there seemingly to remind me of her presence, of her control over me. There was something indescribably sexy about it.

    “Bow down,” she said.

    I fell to my hands and knees and lowered my face to the floor. It was as low as I could go.

    “Very good,” Emma said. “Now kiss my feet. Use your lips to find them.”

    I kissed my way along the bedroom floor in search of her feet. They were close by so after a few encounters with the rug I found her toe. I kissed my way towards her ankle before moving to her other foot. I felt small and submissive in a way that made my cock ache.

    “Stand up,” Emma said.

    I stood and her fingers once again encircled my cock. She gathered the precum I’d been dripping and used it to lubricate my shaft for what turned out to be a quick but vigorous handjob. Before long I felt like my entire body was vibrating with pleasure. There was a moment when I was certain she was going to let me cum. I got so close, and yet Emma released my cock before I could unload.

    “Stay here,” she said.

    I remained standing in her bedroom as Emma walked away. I heard a door open and looked towards the sound, though of course I couldn’t see anything. It sounded like she was searching for something. I heard a few drawers open, but I couldn’t have ventured a guess as to what she was actually doing.

    Emma returned and tossed something onto her bed. A moment later she took my wrist in her hand. She slipped something soft over my hand and pulled it tight. She stepped away and my arm lifted towards the ceiling. I heard something click into place. Emma repeated the process with my other arm. Soon my hands were above my head and spread a little. She’d put me in some sort of bondage, likely using her canopy bed to secure the other end of whatever she’d wrapped around my wrists.

    “This is a flogger,” Emma said as she rubbed something over my back. The material was soft and there were several thick strands of it. “I’m going to beat you with it. It’s going to hurt, though not as much as you might think. I want you to remember that your willingness to suffer pain turns me on. You can pull against the restraints, but you won’t be able to escape. I put you in them to ensure that you can’t run from the pain.”

    Emma struck my lower back with the flogger a moment later. It felt like there were a dozen soft strands of leather, if not more. It must have been a light blow, because the pain wasn’t significant. I winced a little, but nothing more.

    The second blow was in the same spot, but a little harder. This time I groaned and leaned forward as I instinctively pulled on the restraints. The third blow was harder and generated more pain as a result. The fourth blow was even harder and I hung my head and cried out at the pain generated.

    Emma’s hand moved over my back soon after. She rubbed the spot she’d hit with the flogger and then she kissed my upper back. She married the soothing pleasure of her touch with the pain the flogger had delivered, sending mixed signals to my brain. Later, when looking back on the encounter, I understood that she was very gently guiding me through subspace.

    The next set of blows was focused on my ass. She delivered seven, each one harder and more painful than the last. By the end of it my knees felt weak and the pain was searing. This time Emma embraced me from behind. She wrapped her arms around me. She pressed her breasts into my back. She kissed my flesh. There was something about the warmth of her body and the tightness of her embrace that I found deeply satisfying.

    “I want more,” I said as she held me. The strange thing is that I really did. It wasn’t that I wanted more of the pain. It was that I wanted to experience the cycle again. I wanted to experience the overwhelming feelings that came with the pain before I got to experience the warmth and kindness inherent in her touch.

    “Very well,” Emma said.

    She picked up the flogger and delivered more pain. This time she worked my back, my ass, and my upper thighs. She delivered enough blows that I lost count as the pain bordered on overwhelming.

    When it was over she removed the restraints from my wrists and guided me into her bed. We cuddled as she moved her hands over my body and occasionally kissed me, all while I remained blindfolded and in darkness. I could still feel the pain from the blows of the flogger, but a sense of deep satisfaction had enveloped my body.

    Emma guided my lips to her breast and I took her nipple into my mouth. I sucked as her hand found its way between my legs. She stroked my cock gently, quickly bringing me to a fully erect state. She teased the head, using my slippery precum to lube her fingers so she could deliver pleasure without much effort.

    I couldn’t tell how much time was passing, but it felt like ten minutes passed before Emma gently rolled me onto my back. I heard a drawer open. She pulled something out and there was a tearing sound. A moment later I felt her fingers on my cock. She put a condom on me. My excitement was immediate. There was no guarantee we were going to have sex, but I couldn’t think of another reason she’d put a condom on me.

    Without saying a word Emma straddled me and took my cock inside her. She leaned forward and her breasts pressed into my chest as our lips met. We kissed as she gently moved back and forth on my cock, slowly drawing me towards my orgasm.

    “You were so good for me,” she said. “You deserve the pleasure of my pussy. You deserve to be inside me. You suffered like a good submissive should and you deserve to cum.”

    She kissed my neck and rode me faster. I ran my hands down her back, and when she didn’t object, I grabbed her ass. She moaned as I grasped her flesh.

    My orgasm arrived soon after. Emma kissed my neck and moaned as I climaxed. It is still among the best singular moments of sexual pleasure I’ve ever experienced. I’m not sure I’ve ever reached the heights of pleasure I traveled to in those few moments where my cock spurted cum into the condom.

    Emma lifted her hips and I slipped from her pussy. She carefully removed the condom and sat across my chest. “Open up for me,” she said.

    I knew what was coming next. I opened my mouth and Emma upended the condom and poured the cum into my mouth. She squeezed every bit of cum she could from the used condom and her fingers gently pressed under my jaw to close my mouth.

    “Swallow for me,” she said.

    I swallowed my cum and made a face. It was genuinely difficult getting it down, which seemed to delight Emma.

    She slid her hips forward and sat on my face. “Make me cum,” she said.

    I licked her clit and Emma closed her eyes and rolled her head back. Her breasts looked spectacular and her nipples were rock hard. She moaned and began to subtly move her hips. It was such a small thing, but it felt like she was riding my face and I found it thrilling despite my recent orgasm. I’ve since come to understand that if someone triggers my submissiveness, it doesn’t matter when my last orgasm was, I’m going to be aroused.

    Emma rode my face for quite a while. She had one orgasm, took a short break with her pussy lips stretched over my mouth, and then rode me again. I was grateful for the chance to lie beneath her. It felt exquisitely pleasurable to be between the legs of a dominant woman who was happy to use me as her toy.

    Eventually she had her second climax and dismounted. She moved to her back and I rolled over and cuddled up next to her. She put her arm around me and pulled me close. It was such a small thing, but it felt so good to reverse the typical gender roles in that tiny way.

    “I’d like you to stay the night,” she said. “I like to play with my toys again in the morning.”

    “I’d love to,” I replied.

    She did play with me again in the morning, too. She even made me cum again, though I certainly had to earn it.
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    After my second encounter with Val, I couldn’t stop thinking about cuckolding. It was on my mind every time I masturbated, which turned out to be a daily experience, sometimes two or three times a day. There was something about the idea of cuckolding that turned me on like nothing else ever really had and I couldn’t help but follow my desire.

    That’s how I ended up spending a night serving Judy and Mark. They were an older couple – I’d guess late 40s for both of them, though they never told me their age – that I met on Craigslist (this was before Craigslist shut down its personals section). Most days I’d check the ads for anything having to do with cuckolding, and more often than not I’d find something that inspired a rather thrilling masturbation fantasy.

    On this particular day I found a post from a couple seeking a man like me. I don’t remember the exact wording, but the gist was that the couple wanted a submissive cuckold to play with. They were both interested in dominating the cuckold and pushing his limits, though the post didn’t offer any specifics as to what that would mean.

    Had I found that post after my first meeting with Val, I probably would have enjoyed masturbating to the idea and moved on with my life. My second meeting with Val had supercharged my desires for cuckolding, though, so I sent a reply. I tried my best not to sound pathetic or like I was begging. I explained a little of my submissive journey and I was up front about my lack of experience.

    I figured I’d never hear back from them. After all, if I’d sent a response it likely meant that hundreds of other guys in the Bay Area had done so too. Imagine my surprise when I received a reply. It was two days after I’d first seen the post on Craigslist. It was from Judy. She asked me to meet her the next day. She provided a time and a place. She said if I wasn’t there on time she’d assume I wasn’t serious and I wouldn’t hear from her again. She said to wear a yellow shirt so she’d know it was me.

    I’ll admit that I was nervous. All I knew about Judy and Mark was what they’d put in their fairly brief post. I hadn’t seen a picture. It was entirely possible it was just a guy running some sort of scam. Judy had asked me to meet her in a public park, though, so I felt safe going to that first meeting.

    I showed up early and sat on the bench Judy had described. It was a lovely park with an even lovelier few of the bay. I tried my best not to study every single person that walked by, but I couldn’t help it. I knew nothing about the woman I was supposed to be meeting and so every woman could have been her.

    Finally, at the exact time Judy had specified, a slender, pretty blonde sat on the bench. “Tyler?” she asked.

    I nodded. “Judy?”

    She nodded and smiled. “You’re cute.”

    “Oh, uh, thank you,” I said, though immediately I felt stupid for my inability to come up with a quick response. “You’re beautiful,” I added.

    “That’s true,” Judy replied before offering a confident smile. Most women demurred when a man called them beautiful. Her acknowledgment was an appealing change of pace. “My husband Mark and I aren’t interested in a long, drawn-out process. We’ve found that it’s fairly easy to discover if a man is going to be a suitable cuckold.”

    I nodded as I wasn’t sure if Judy was expecting a response.

    “My husband fucked me right before I left to meet you. We don’t usually use condoms, but in this case we made an exception. The used condom is in my purse. It’s full of his cum, of course. I’d like you to consume his cum right here,” Judy said. “If you’re willing to do so, you’ll be invited to play with Mark and I this weekend. We’ll rent a hotel room and you’ll get to be our submissive cuckold for an evening. Will you consume his cum?”

    I hadn’t consumed an entire condom’s worth of cum with Val, but I’d gotten a taste. I knew it was a little bit crazy to agree to drink a stranger’s cum, but that too was basically what I’d done with Val. It’s not like I’d ever met the man that had fucked her. It didn’t seem like much of a leap to agree to Judy’s terms.

    “Yes, I’ll do it,” I said.

    She offered the same sort of confident smile that I’d seen from Val. It struck me as the look a dominant woman gets when a man willingly submits to her. Judy opened her purse, reached inside, and pulled out a tied off condom. “Let me untie it for you,” she said. Her delicate fingers loosened the knot and she handed me the condom. “Now drink. Prove that you’re worthy of night of the sort of pleasure only a cuckold can truly appreciate.”

    I looked around to make sure no one was watching and quickly upended the condom. I poured the lukewarm cum into my mouth and was nearly overwhelmed by the taste. It was so much stronger than sucking a little bit of cum from Val’s fingers. I nearly gagged and spit it up, but I managed to hold it in my mouth.

    Judy reached over and rubbed my thigh. “Swallow, Tyler,” she whispered. “Swallow my husband’s cum. Prove to me that you’re a worthy cuckold. Prove that you deserve to spend Saturday night as our submissive toy.”

    I swallowed as Judy’s gentle touch and softly-spoken words lured me into a state of intense arousal. The cum burned going down and left a terrible taste in my mouth, but I was hard as a rock by the time it hit my stomach.

    “Very good,” Judy said as she closed her purse and stood up. “I’ll be in touch with the time and location for Saturday night. I’ll see you soon.”

    “Thank you,” I said.

    “Oh, and no orgasms between now and then,” Judy added. “A cuckold is most useful when he’s desperate to cum.”

    “Of course,” I replied. “I won’t masturbate.”

    Judy smiled, stepped closer, and leaned down. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, “I promise, Mark and I are going to give you the most memorable night of your life.”

    I was still hard as she walked away. I was absolutely certain she would deliver on her promise, too.

    Had Mark and Judy rented a room at some nasty motel I probably would have skipped out on meeting them. When I saw that we’d be meeting at the Four Seasons, I was all in. I don’t know why that made me trust that the night would go well, but it did.

    I knocked on the door to their room at 7:30 p.m., just as Judy had instructed. She answered the door in a fluffy white robe. I glanced at her freshly-painted red toenails before she stepped aside and said, “Come in.”

    I entered the room expecting to meet her husband, but it was just Judy and me. “Remove your clothes,” she said. “Right now.”

    I stripped without thinking about it. Judy gathered my clothes and placed them in the safe installed in the closet. I watched it shut, knowing full well that it meant that I wouldn’t be able to leave unless Judy unlocked the safe (I wasn’t willing to be on streets of San Francisco without my clothes).

    Any fears I had were quickly assuaged when Judy opened the robe and let it fall to the floor, revealing her naked body. Her breasts were small and surprisingly perky for a woman her age and her pubic hair looked freshly-trimmed.

    “Mark will be here soon,” she said. “It’s a cuckold’s job to prepare me for him.”

    “Of course,” I said. “What can I do?”

    Judy stepped closer and smiled. She didn’t get close enough to touch me, but my cock responded by getting hard anyway.

    “You can start by getting on your knees,” she said.

    I fell to my knees and looked up at her.

    “Now kiss my feet,” Judy demanded.

    I lowered my head to the floor and planted soft kisses on her feet. Her skin was warm and delicately perfumed, likely from some sort of lotion. I worked my way up each foot and kissed both of her ankles before working my way back down. I kissed each of her toes, too, an act that seemed to amuse her as she chuckled.

    “You may kiss my legs,” she said. “Stay below my knees, though.”

    I showered both of her legs in kisses. My lips moved over her skin as Judy purred like a woman enjoying her new toy.

    “Look at up me,” she demanded.

    I looked up and Judy grabbed a handful of my hair. She pulled hard as an aggressive look washed over her face. I winced in pain, but I didn’t dare move. It wasn’t the first time a woman had taken pleasure in hurting me, after all.

    “Not all cuckolds have disappointing cocks,” she said, “but you do.”

    I felt self-conscious as Judy looked at the erection between my legs.

    “I like that, though. It’s more fun to play with a cuckold that knows he couldn’t hope to pleasure me like my husband does,” she continued. “You’ll understand when you see his cock, but Mark is a physically gifted man. I’ve had other men, but none has compared to him. We’ve been together for fifteen years and I still fantasize about his cock. I can assure you that no woman will ever fantasize about your cock, Tyler. Though I suspect you know that. I suspect that’s why you’re on your knees in my hotel room, isn’t it?”

    I nodded as my cock throbbed. Judy was giving me what I’d come to crave. She was taking control and doling out a small-but-potent dose of humiliation.

    “You’re going to dress me,” she explained. “You’re going to make me look beautiful for the man that can actually satisfy me with his cock. Do you understand?”

    I nodded.

    “Good. If you do a good job I’ll let you taste my pussy before Mark arrives,” she added before turning and walking towards the bed. “Come.”

    I stood and followed. I saw a beautiful black lingerie set laid out on the comforter. It was almost certainly the sort that cost an arm and a leg. There was no question it was going to look beautiful on her.

    “Start with the bra,” Judy said.

    I picked up the bra and she held out her arms. I slipped her hands through the straps, pulled the bra into place, and moved behind her to attach the clasps. Judy adjusted her breasts in the cups and when I stepped in front of her once more they looked perfect.

    “Now the garter belt,” she instructed.

    I picked up the garter belt, studied it for a moment, and then attached it to her waist. She treated me to the simple pleasure of running her fingers down my back as I bent over in front of her. It was delightful enough that I couldn’t help but moan.

    Judy sat on the edge of the bed and extended one of her legs. “Now the stockings.”

    I grabbed one from the bed, bunched it up in my fingers, and gently placed it on her foot. I pulled the nylon up her leg as she smiled down at me.

    “Mark has always loved the way stockings look on me,” she explained. “They drive him wild, even to this day. I always wear them for him. Have you ever been with a woman that enjoyed dressing in lingerie for you, Tyler? Have you ever inspired that sort of desire in a woman?”

    “No,” I replied. “My ex-wife almost never wore lingerie.”

    “No, of course not,” Judy said. “A man like you doesn’t inspire a woman to want to wear lingerie, Tyler. You don’t inspire a woman to want to be fucked. Mark does. He makes me want to look good for him. He makes me want to entice him into our bed. He makes me want to seduce him, to show him that I’m still the only woman that can satisfy him like he deserves.”

    My cock ached in a way I can’t even explain. There was something about the way Judy so casually humiliated me that I found impossibly arousing. I gathered the second stocking and placed it on her foot. I pulled it up her leg as she smiled.

    Judy stood and said, “Now attach the garters.”

    I glanced at her pussy before doing as instructed. It took a little longer than I expected – I’d never attached garters before – but I figured it out. She looked splendid when I was finished.

    “Very good,” Judy said. She plucked the panties from the bed and handed them to me.

    I held them at her feet and Judy stepped into the sexy black panties. I pulled them up her nylon-clad legs and over the garters. They fit snugly against her pussy, completing the outfit quite nicely.

    “You’ll find a pair of heels in the closet,” she said. “Retrieve them. Stay on your hands and knees. I like to see a cuckold crawl.”

    I crawled to the closet as instructed. It was humiliating, but of course that was enthralling. I grabbed her heels and crawled back. I set the shoes at her feet and Judy stepped into them. Somehow she looked even sexier.

    “You did a good job,” she said.

    I smiled. My cock throbbed. That meant I was going to get a taste of her pussy.

    “Come here,” she said.

    I crawled closer. Judy grabbed a handful of my hair. She pulled her panties aside and stepped closer. My lips found her pussy. I pushed my tongue inside her.

    “Get me wet, cuckold,” she said. “Get me wet for the only cock that can truly satisfy me. This is all you’re good for. You’ll never be able to satisfy a woman with that cock of yours. You’ll never be able to take control, to fuck a woman like she truly needs. This is what you’re good for. This is how you can be useful.”

    She kept me between her legs for far longer than I expected and every second of it was delightful. She kept up the verbal humiliation for the entire time, too. It was exquisite, to the point that I was a little disappointed when there was a knock on the door.

    I looked up to see a bright smile on Judy’s face. “He’s here,” she said. “Stay right where you are.” She walked past me, paused for a moment, and looked over her shoulder. “You’re going to be a good cuckold, aren’t you?”

    I nodded. I was going to do whatever it took to be a good cuckold.
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    I waited on my knees as Judy opened the door to welcome her husband.

    “You look perfect,” Mark said.

    “The cuckold dressed me,” Judy replied.

    I looked back to see them kissing again. Mark was dressed in an expensive-looking suit that he wore exceptionally well. He was tall and burly in a way that made it seem like he possessed great strength.

    They walked into the room and Mark smiled at me. “It’s nice to meet you, cuckold.”

    “It’s nice to meet you, sir,” I said. There was something about him that made me address him that way. It felt right, and both Mark and Judy seemed to enjoy my deferential tone.

    They kissed as I watched from my knees. Judy unzipped her husband’s pants and her fingers disappeared inside. They emerged a few moments later, bringing Mark’s cock along with them.

    He was a few inches longer than I was, but it was the thickness of Mark’s cock that was truly astounding. He was one of the rare men that could claim to be as thick as a can of soda, though he might have actually been a little thicker.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Judy asked as she stood next to her husband and stroked his cock.

    I watched her fingers move up and down his shaft and nodded. It felt a little strange to admit, but it was a beautiful cock.

    Judy fell to her knees and reached up to undo Mark’s belt and unbutton his pants. She pulled them down along with his underwear, freeing his cock. It looked even bigger without any clothing in the way.

    “It’s the kind of cock that makes a woman wet when she sees it,” Judy explained as she resumed stroking him. “Look at how hard he is. Most men his age don’t get this hard. Mark’s special in that way, and many others. It’s not just that he’s big. He knows how to fuck a woman. He knows how to take charge in just the right way. He knows how to use his cock to give me the kinds of orgasms that no man has ever provided. He’s more of a man than you’ll ever be, Tyler, which is why you’re on your knees and why he’s about to get his cock sucked.”

    Judy wrapped her lips around her husband’s cock and sucked hard. She looked up at him as he reached down and ran his fingers through her hair.

    “Has a woman ever worshiped your cock, Tyler?” Mark asked.

    “No,” I answered.

    Mark smiled. “I suspected as much. My wife is right. You’re not the kind of man that inspires that sort of thing. With you, a blowjob probably feels like a chore. It probably makes a woman’s pussy dry up if she has to get on her knees for you.”

    “Mark’s not that kind of man,” Judy said as she stroked her husband’s slick cock. “He’s the kind of man that inspires a woman to get on her knees. He’s the kind of man that can get a married woman to break her vows. I bet if you were still married your wife would happily suck Mark’s cock. I’ll bet it wouldn’t have taken much convincing to get your wife on her knees so she could feast on Mark’s long, thick cock like a good little slut.”

    I couldn’t help but think of my ex-wife giving Mark a blowjob. Unsurprisingly, it was an intensely arousing sight to conjure in my mind.

    Judy took him in her mouth once more and I watched in awe. She looked like she was in love with his cock. She was worshiping him like his dick really was the center of her universe, like all pleasure she’d ever experienced emanated directly from the erection protruding from his pelvis.

    “Share with the cuckold,” Mark said.

    Judy pulled her lips from his cock and leaned towards me. Before I could react she’d pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue darted into my mouth and I moaned. It was overwhelming, but in the best way possible. Mark’s words stuck with me. Judy was sharing the taste of his cock. She was pushing her tongue into my mouth for that reason. I wasn’t entirely sure I could taste anything other than her saliva, but the whole notion was kinky in a way I loved.

    “Do you want more?” Judy asked.

    I nodded and she took Mark in her mouth again. She looked up at him and sucked hard. He smiled at his wife and moaned at the pleasure she offered him.

    “As a man, there’s nothing better than knowing that a beautiful woman wants to be on her knees in front of you,” Mark explained. “Men like you don’t know what that’s like, cuckold.”

    He was right. I’d never experienced the pleasure of a girl getting on her knees to give me a blowjob because she truly wanted to. It was clear that Judy found it arousing to fellate her husband. My ex-wife had certainly never been that way, nor had any of the other girls I’d dated. I simply wasn’t that kind of man.

    “Share with him,” Mark said.

    Judy kissed me again. This time the taste was stronger. Perhaps Mark was leaking more precum into her mouth. I’m not sure, but it was delightful. As her tongue darted in and out of my mouth my cock absolutely ached. It was incredible.

    She pulled back, took Mark in her mouth for a few moments, and then turned to me. She leaned in and said, “Suck on my tongue.” She stuck it out and I went for it. I wrapped my lips around it. I sucked as Judy moaned for me.

    She pulled back and smiled. “Do you want to see Mark fuck me?” she asked. “Do you want to watch this big, beautiful cock slide into the pussy that you worshiped earlier?”

    “Yes,” I said. My heart was pounding. My cock was hard as a rock. I was desperate to see it. I’d watched so many cuckolding videos since my first meeting with Val. I’d seen so many clips of husband’s watching their wives enjoy men with bigger, better cocks. I wasn’t married to Judy so it obviously wasn’t the same thing, but it felt the same in that moment.

    “If you want to watch you’ll have to do something for me,” Judy said.

    “Okay,” I replied.

    She smiled. “I need you to worship Mark’s cock with me.”

    I looked at the thick, purple head of Mark’s cock and back at Judy. “But…I don’t...”

    “It doesn’t matter,” Judy said. “I’m not asking you to change your sexuality. I’m telling you that you’re a submissive cuckold, and a submissive cuckold does as he’s told.” She reached out and ran her fingers along the underside of my cock. Her touch was gentle but it was more than enough to provide a wealth of arousal. “You swallowed his cum without question. Is kissing Mark’s cock any different?”

    I looked at the head of his cock again. She was right. I’d swallowed his cum without hesitation. I’d eaten his load before I’d even met him. It might have been a moment of madness, but I’d done it.

    “Here,” Judy said. “I’ll do it first. You just have to do what I do.”

    She turned to her husband, smiled at him, and kissed the head of his cock. Her lips lingered against the tip and opened ever so slightly so she could lick the spongy flesh.

    “Your turn,” Judy said.

    Her hand found its way to the back of my head and she applied gentle pressure, pulling me closer to her husband’s cock.

    “Just kiss it,” she said. “Purse your lips and kiss it. Show Mark that you understand your place. Show him that you recognize that his cock is superior to yours. Show him that you know that a cuckold’s place is beneath a superior male. Kiss his cock.”

    My heart was pounding so hard I could barely hear Judy as I leaned closer. She pressed just a little harder on the back of my head and my lips made contact with the tip of his cock.

    “That’s good,” she said. “Kiss his beautiful cock. Show him that you know your place. Show him that you accept your place. Show my husband that you’ve embraced your inferiority.”

    It was in that moment, when my lips were pressed against his cock and Judy was humiliating me, that I felt any sort of resistance wash away. I let my desire win out and overwhelm everything else. I closed my eyes and I kissed his cock like I’d seen pornstars do. I kissed it like Judy had done. I kissed it like it was the source of all pleasure in the universe. I used my tongue and my lips and I even moaned a little.

    “That’s a good cuckold,” Judy said in a soft, encouraging voice. “Accept your place. Use your mouth to make my husband’s superior cock feel good.”

    Judy’s fingers moved over the back of my neck as I showered the head of Mark’s cock with kisses. Her touch was gentle, reassuring, and a little bit arousing. She leaned closer and kissed my neck. She took my earlobe in her teeth and nibbled in a way I found hugely erotic.

    “Now take him in your mouth,” she whispered. “Suck his cock. Worship him like I did. Worship him because he’s a superior man. Worship him because you’re a submissive cuckold. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you recognize that you’re inferior to my husband.”

    Looking back, it’s obvious that Judy and Mark got off on convincing me to openly accept my submissive nature. They got off on humiliating me – a straight man – by convincing me to kiss Mark’s cock, to suck it, to take him into my mouth in a way no straight man will ever admit to wanting to do. I wasn’t thinking about any of that in the moment, of course. Instead, I was thinking about how fucking hot it felt to do as Judy said. My submissive side had completely taken over at that point. I existed in a place of pure arousal and all I could do was suck cock as Judy desired.

    I took Mark’s cock into my mouth. My lips stretched wide around it. I sucked. I licked the head. He moved in and out of my mouth. I gave a blowjob. Mark moaned and Judy did the same. They were getting off on my submissiveness and so was I.

    “Suck his balls, cuckold,” Judy said. “Suck his balls so I can suck on his beautiful cock.”

    I did so without hesitation. I was too far gone. I just wanted to keep chasing the submissive high I was feeling. I released his cock from my lips, dropped lower, and sucked on his balls. Judy took his cock into her mouth. We worshiped him together. Mark moaned and reached down to push his cock a little deeper into his wife’s mouth.

    “Very good, cuckold,” Mark said after a few minutes of worship. “Now you get to watch me fuck my wife.”

    He stepped back and helped Judy to her feet. They shared a kiss as Mark’s fingers moved into her panties and played with her pussy. From the sound of it, she was completely soaked.

    “Take her panties off, cuckold,” Mark said.

    I reached up and pulled Judy’s panties off, freeing her pussy. I watched Mark’s fingers move in and out of her wetness.

    “Get in the bed, cuckold,” Judy said. “On your back with your head right at the foot of the bed. You’re going to watch Mark’s cock fill my pussy in close up.”

    I hopped to my feet and got into the bed as instructed. Judy moved to her hands and knees on top of me and Mark stepped behind his wife. He stroked his cock as I watched from a few feet away and then moved closer. I expected he’d slide into her, but instead his dick pressed against my lips. I parted them and Mark stuffed as much of his cock as he could into my mouth. I gagged almost instantly, but all he did was laugh. Judy did the same as she grabbed my balls and squeezed them hard enough for it to hurt.

    “You were right about this one, Judy,” Mark said.

    “I knew it the moment he drank your cum,” Judy replied. “I knew he was going to be the perfect toy for us to play with.”

    Mark pulled out of my mouth and I coughed. He rubbed his cock over my face, leaving a coating of saliva behind before pressing his dick between Judy’s pussy lips and sliding into her.

    She moaned like I’d never heard a woman moan before. It was incredible. I don’t know if she was putting on a show for her husband or if his cock really made her feel that good, but it seemed real. It seemed like everything she’d said about Mark’s cock was true, that she truly found a sense of bliss in having him inside her. I couldn’t help but note that I’d never heard a woman moan like that for me.

    Mark stopped when every inch of his thick cock was deep inside Judy. I had a close up view of his balls and of her pussy lips stretched out around the thickness inside her.

    “Suck on my balls, cuckold,” Mark demanded.

    I did so without hesitation. I enjoyed it, too. I know that might sound crazy, but it felt so fucking good to do as I was told. I sucked his balls. I ran my tongue back and forth over them. I listened to Mark moan.

    “I need you to fuck me,” Judy said. “I need your cock. Please, Mark, fuck me. Fuck your wife. Make the cuckold watch as you satisfy me.”

    “That’s enough, cuckold,” Mark said.

    I released his testicles from my mouth and Mark fucked his wife as she desired. I watched in complete and utter awe. I’d never seen sex from below. It was a uniquely beautiful point of view, but the pleasure of it was about so much more than simply watching. Every thrust brought with it the delightful sound of Judy’s wet pussy swallowing Mark’s cock. I felt little droplets hit my face, like it was raining a combination of pussy juice and precum. The longer he fucked her, the louder Judy moaned, too. It was like a symphony of pleasure around me, and yet my cock remained untouched, which was thrilling in its own right.

    “Lick my clit, cuckold,” Judy demanded.

    I licked her clit as ordered. I felt Mark’s balls brush against my forehead with every thrust. More of the juices from Judy’s pussy landed on my face. She moaned louder as my tongue worked her clitoris. The idea that I was playing a part in her pleasure was exceptionally hot.

    Judy’s orgasm was loud and lengthy. She dug her fingers into my legs and fell forward. Her breasts brushed against my cock as Mark buried himself inside her while I worked her clit with my eager tongue. I felt her breath against my thigh as she screamed in pleasure, filling the hotel room with the sounds of her sexual joy.

    Mark pulled out and immediately stuffed his cock into my mouth. He pushed it as deep as he could go and I gagged, just like I’d done before. This time, Mark fucked my mouth a little. In and out his cock went, just like he’d gone in and out of Judy’s pussy. I spit up and it ran down my cheeks and over my eyelids.

    By the time he pulled out Judy had spun around and was looking down at me when I wiped away the saliva and opened my eyes.

    “Did you enjoy watching my husband fuck me?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “Did you enjoy the way he fucked your mouth like it was a pussy?” she asked.

    I nodded as I felt a wondrous surge of lust.

    “Would you like to watch him fuck me again?” she asked. “After all, Mark still needs to experience the pleasure he deserves. He still needs to cum in my pussy. Would you like to watch that, cuckold?”

    “Yes, please,” I said.

    Judy moved swiftly and sat on my chest. Mark stepped closer and slipped his cock inside her. He fucked her hard. They were using me as furniture. Judy’s pussy was inches from my mouth. Mark’s balls brushed against my face with every thrust. I was an object in that moment.

    “Use your tongue, cuckold,” Judy said. “Lick his cock. Lick his balls. Be an obedient cuckold and make the superior man feel good.”

    I licked everything I could. I licked his shaft. I licked his balls. I even licked his taint a few times. I didn’t care. I just wanted to make Mark feel good. I wanted to please Judy. I was so far gone that all I wanted was to be a good cuckold.

    “Is he being a good cuckold?” Judy asked.

    “He’s putting his tongue to good use,” Mark replied as he fucked his wife.

    “Does it feel good?” Judy asked between moans. “Does it feel good when the inferior cuckold licks you?”

    “Damn right it does,” Mark said.

    “Bury your cock inside me,” Judy demanded. “Give me every inch and hold it there.”

    Mark did as he was told. I looked up at his balls, his taint, and his asshole. I took the initiative and sucked his testicles.

    “He’s sucking my balls,” Mark said. He leaned closer and I heard him and Judy kissing.

    “Lick his asshole, cuckold,” Judy demanded. “Eat it. Eat it like you ate my pussy. Eat his fucking asshole. Show us both that you know you’re not a real man. Show us both that you know that you’re an inferior cuckold.”

    I did as I was told. I ate Mark’s asshole as he remained deep inside his wife, who was seated across my chest. I showed that I knew my place by rimming him. I’ve never felt so humiliated and so aroused at the same time. It was incredible.

    Mark began to fuck his wife again. I kept my tongue active and licked from his balls to his asshole with every thrust. I sank deeper into my submission to them both. They used me and I welcomed it.

    “Cum inside me,” Judy said. “Cum in my pussy so I can feed the cuckold.”

    Mark fucked her harder. I licked him vigorously as I thought about eating a fresh load from her pussy. The idea thrilled me more than I expected.

    Eventually Mark buried his cock inside Judy once more. His grunts and groans of pleasure filled the room. I ate his ass throughout his orgasm. It was utterly humiliating, and of course that I meant I enjoyed every second of it.

    Mark pulled out and Judy sat on my face without hesitation. She looked down at me with a smile on her face. “You’re going to eat every drop of his cum from my pussy,” she said. “You’re going to show me that you know your place. You’re beneath him. You’re inferior. You don’t cum in a woman’s pussy. You eat cum from a woman’s pussy.”

    I did as I was told. I ate Mark’s cum from her pussy. I pushed my tongue inside her and fished it all out. I ate it voraciously because it turned me on to do so. I was immensely aroused for every second of it. In hindsight, I appreciate that Judy asked me not to cum. The extra arousal made every moment of my time in their hotel room far more exciting.

    Once I’d cleaned most of Mark’s cum from her pussy, Judy began to ride my face. She unleashed a steady stream of verbal humiliation while doing so, making it perfectly clear that degrading me got her off.

    She climaxed hard. I watched her face contort like I’d never seen before as the pleasure moved through her body. It was astoundingly beautiful, and I felt a genuine sense of joy at having played a part in it.

    After her orgasm, Judy climbed off of my chest and sat on the edge of the bed. She reached out and ran her fingers through the slippery mixture of cum, saliva, and pussy juices on my face and then fed it to me. I sucked her fingers clean as she offered a sweet smile.

    “You’re a very good cuckold,” she said. “Mark likes to cum a second time, so I’d like you to worship his cock until he’s hard again. Will you do that for me?”

    “Yes, I will,” I answered.

    Mark crawled into the bed and Judy curled up next to him. She ran her fingers through his chest hair as I took my place between his legs and went to work. It was, of course, humiliating to eagerly suck a man’s cock, but I’d learned over the course of the evening that it was my place to accept the humiliation. Plus, I couldn’t help but find it exceptionally arousing.

    Looking back, I learned so much that night. It took a while to realize just how much Mark and Judy had taught me, but that night with them set me on the path to fully embracing my place as a submissive cuckold and forging a life with a woman that understood my desires even better than I did.
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    The phone rang twice before Val picked up. “Hello, Tyler,” she said in a soft, sultry voice.

    “Hi,” I replied. As she’d requested, I was naked in my bed. My cock was half hard without having been touched and my pulse had increased the moment I heard her voice. “How are you?”

    “I’m wonderful, Tyler,” Val replied. “Though I do wish you were here. I’ve just been fucked by the biggest cock I’ve ever had inside me and I could use the gentle touch of a cuckold’s tongue to soothe my sore pussy. You’d do that for me if you were here, wouldn’t you Tyler?”

    “I would,” I said. “I would do anything for you, Val.”

    Val and I had enjoyed an in person session two weeks after my adventure with Mark and Judy and we’d been texting and chatting fairly regularly in the month since that in person session. I couldn’t quite tell, but it seemed like we were developing a relationship.

    “Would you like to see my pussy, Tyler?” Val asked.

    “I would,” I replied.

    Val purred. “What would you be willing to do for the chance to see my pussy?”

    “Almost anything,” I said as I thought of Val’s perfect, plump pussy lips. If she’d really been fucked by a massive cock, they would have looked impossibly beautiful.

    “Do you have a condom?” Val asked.

    I opened my nightstand drawer to confirm that I still had a box of condoms and said, “Yes, I do.”

    “Good,” Val replied. “Take one out, tear it open, and leave it on the nightstand for me. We’re going to use it a little later.”

    Her voice was impossibly seductive. Even if I’d wanted to resist I wouldn’t have been able to. I pulled out a condom, tore open the wrapper, and gently set it on the nightstand. “Okay,” I said. “I opened the condom.”

    “Good, now take your cock in your hand,” Val instructed. “Stroke yourself until you’re nice and hard for me.”

    I wrapped my fingers around my cock and stroked as instructed.

    “Now think of me in a black lace bodysuit,” Val said. “Think of it clinging to my breasts. Think of seeing my nipples through the semi-sheer material. Think of a plunging neckline that shows off my cleavage. Think of how long and lovely my legs would look.”

    I closed my eyes and pictured what Val described as her words danced through the arousal center of my brain. My cock reached an erect state in no time.

    “Now think of me on my knees,” Val said in a soft, seductive tone. “Are you thinking of that, Tyler?”

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “Am I on my knees in front of you?” she asked.

    “No,” I said.

    “Why is that, Tyler?” Val asked.

    “Because I’m not the kind of guy you’d get on your knees for. My dick isn’t big enough for that. You only get on your knees for worthy men,” I answered.

    I could hear the delight in Val’s voice as she said, “That’s right, Tyler. I’m impressed with how much you’ve learned in the short time we’ve known each other. I can’t imagine ever getting on my knees in front of you. Your dick isn’t worthy of that. The man I was with tonight was worthy of that, though. He had a big, beautiful cock. It was as if I couldn’t control myself. I had to get on my knees for him. I had to look up at him and worship his cock, Tyler. I had to.”

    I had to slow my strokes as she talked. Her voice quivered with desire as she talked about his cock. I could feel her desire even though she was on a business trip halfway across the country and we were talking on the phone.

    “Picture me sucking his cock,” Val said. The sound of a blowjob soon filled my ears. I was fairly certain she wasn’t giving an actual blowjob, but it seemed like she was sucking on something. I can’t explain how much that delighted me. Val was putting on a show for me. She was having fun with me. It was more than just teasing me with skillful dirty talk.

    “You look so beautiful,” I said, playing along with the fantasy.

    “Does it make you jealous?” Val asked.

    “Yes,” I said. It did, too. I’d have given anything to experience a blowjob from a woman like Val. Just because I’m a submissive doesn’t mean I’d pass up on the chance to enjoy her mouth. I hadn’t yet witnessed her giving head, but I was certain she’d be exceptionally good at it.

    “Your cock isn’t worthy of worship, Tyler,” Val said. “Only a cock that can truly pleasure a woman deserves to be worshiped. Only a long, thick, beautiful cock that can stretch my pussy and fuck me to a truly great orgasm deserves to be worshiped, and we both know that your disappointing little dick isn’t capable of that.”

    Val moaned after the humiliating words spilled from her lips. I joined her and stroked my throbbing cock. My balls tightened and precum dripped from the tip.

    “I wish I was there,” I said. “Fuck, I wish I was there, Val. I wish I was with you.” It was true. I felt an overwhelming ache to be with her. I wanted the sensual domination that Val seemed so good at delivering. I wanted to be next to her, to touch her soft skin, to feel her breath on my neck as she whispered into my ear about how worthless my cock was.

    “I know you do, Tyler,” Val said. “I know you wish you were in my bed. I know you wish you could crawl between my legs and worship my well-fucked pussy. I know you wish you could taste his juices. I know you wish I would feed you his cum like the dirty little cum slut you are.”

    Val had wrapped me in her lusty words and carried me to a place of the most intense arousal. It probably would have been more potent if I was there, but it was awfully hot to listen to her talk dirty to me.

    “We could FaceTime, you know,” Val said. “Would you like that? Would you like to see my soft lips, my perky tits, and my freshly-fucked pussy?”

    “Yes,” I said. “I’d love that, Val.”

    “You’ll have to earn it,” Val said.

    I stroked my cock at moaned at the idea of getting to see her naked body. It wasn’t quite as pleasurable as being there with her, but it was awfully close, especially in my highly aroused state.

    “Grab that condom,” Val instructed. “Put two fingers in it.”

    I grabbed the condom from the nightstand and pushed two fingers into it. “Done,” I said.

    “Now get on your hands and knees,” Val instructed.

    I moved to my hands and knees and said, “Okay, I’m on my hands and knees.”

    “Let’s switch to FaceTime,” Val said.

    A FaceTime notification popped up on my phone, I tapped the screen, and just like that I was staring at Val. She was in bed and I could see her soft blonde hair spread out around the pillow as she smiled at the camera.

    “You look so beautiful,” I said.

    “Why thank you, Tyler,” Val replied with a smile. “Show me your fingers in the condom.” I held up my fingers while resting on my knees and one hand and Val smiled brightly. “Now suck on them.”

    I put the fingers in my mouth and sucked lustily. It wasn’t exactly a foreign concept to me. Not after the blowjob I’d given Mark, a blowjob that Val knew all about.

    “What a good little cocksucker you are,” Val said. The word cocksucker rolled naturally off her lips and it sounded like she took genuine pleasure in saying it. I certainly took pleasure in hearing it. “Take your fingers deeper.”

    I pushed my condom-wrapped fingers to the back of my throat and gagged a little. My eyes watered as I stared at my phone’s screen and Val laughed.

    “Is it terrible of me to find pleasure in watching you gag like that?” Val asked.

    It wasn’t a question I could answer, of course. I had two fingers deep in my mouth and I wasn’t going to stop sucking until she gave me permission.

    “Take your fingers out of your mouth, cocksucker,” Val said. This time, she delivered the word with a little more force, like she wanted to hit me with it.

    I pulled my fingers from my mouth and felt a little saliva drip onto the bed beneath me. My throat burned and my eyes watered, but the joyful look on Val’s face made it all worth it.

    “Would you like to see my breasts, Tyler?” Val asked.

    “Yes, please,” I said.

    She tilted her phone down and I got a spectacular view of her breasts in the lace bodysuit she’d described. They looked perky and soft and I could see that her nipples were hard, like they were trying to burst through the material.

    Val reached down and pulled the black lace aside, exposing one of her breasts and the erect flesh of her nipple. “My breasts miss your eager lips, Tyler,” she said. “My nipples miss the way your tongue flicks back and forth over them. I miss letting you kiss and suck on the flesh that another man enjoyed before you. I miss the way you moan as you taste his saliva on my breasts. I miss being able to hold your head against my body as I tell you that you’re nowhere near man enough to fuck my perfect pussy like it needs to be fucked.”

    My legs felt weak and precum leaked from my cock onto the bed. I wanted to be with Val. I wanted to masturbate. I even wanted to suck on my condom-wrapped fingers again. I wanted to be able to do something other than remain still and listen as Val teased me, but I couldn’t.

    “Do you want to see my perfect pussy, Tyler?” Val asked.

    “Desperately,” I replied.

    “I want you to finger your ass, Tyler,” Val said. “I want you to take those slippery fingers that you just sucked on and shove them up your ass. I want you to go all the way in for me. I want you to penetrate yourself like a good boy.”

    I reached back and watched Val smile. I rubbed my condom-wrapped fingers around my asshole to lube it up and then gently penetrated myself.

    “You’re doing it, aren’t you?” Val asked.

    “Yes,” I said.

    She unleashed a delighted laugh. “I knew I could count on you, Tyler. I knew you’d be good for me. I knew you’d do as you were told. How does it feel?” she asked.

    “It’s strange. It kind of hurts. It feels kind of weird, too, like I have to go to the bathroom,” I explained.

    “You’ll get used to it,” Val said. I pushed deeper into my asshole and winced as I felt a touch of pain. “Would you like to see my pussy, Tyler?”

    “Yes,” I said.

    “Are you still fucking your ass?” she asked. “Are you pumping your tight little hole with your fingers? Are you pumping it for me?”

    I moved my fingers in and out of my asshole. It still felt strange, but there was something hugely arousing about it, too. I was too caught up in a dozen different feelings at the time, but looking back I’m fairly certain that it was just that it was really kinky. I was doing something I’d never done before and I was doing it for a dominant girl that got off on my submission. In other words, I was being a good submissive and it really turned me on.

    “Yes, I’m still fucking my ass. I’m fucking it and…it feels good, Val,” I said.

    “Fuck your ass faster, Tyler,” she said. “Faster and deeper.”

    I did as I was told and I couldn’t help but close my eyes and moan as I opened my asshole up with my fingers.

    “Open your eyes, Tyler,” Val said. “Keep fucking your ass and open your eyes.”

    I opened my eyes and Val moved her phone so I could see most of her body. She’d pulled her breasts from the lace bodysuit and as she moved her phone closer to her crotch I could see the outline of her pussy lips through the semi-sheer material.

    Val reached down with her free hand and pulled the bodysuit aside, exposing her perfect, plump, exceptionally pink pussy lips. “Look at my pussy,” she said. “Look at how wet and juicy it looks. Look at how pink my lips are. That’s because he fucked me so long and so hard, Tyler. He fucked me twice and I came loudly each time. He must have spent the better part of an hour inside me. He stretched my perfect little pussy with that big cock of his and he made me cum so fucking hard, Tyler. He made me cum so much harder than you ever could. He made me cum so fucking hard because he’s a real man and you’re a little-dicked submissive cuckold.”

    I hadn’t even noticed how vigorously I was fucking my ass as Val humiliated me. I just did it. It came naturally. It felt good, too. In fact, it felt like I was getting close to cumming.

    “Val…I don’t know what’s happening, but it feels like I’m going to cum if I keep fingering my ass,” I confessed.

    “Then keep fingering your ass,” she said as I watched her slip two fingers into her pussy. It was the sound of her incredible wetness I enjoyed the most, though. She was absolutely soaked with desire and I chose to believe that at least some of that desire was due to my willingness to do exactly as Val wanted and to subject myself to her verbal humiliation.

    “Mmmm, Tyler, fuck, show me how you’re fingering your ass. Put the phone beneath your ass. I want to see your fingers moving in and out of your tight hole,” Val said between moans.

    I moved the phone under my legs and fingered my ass faster. I was definitely going to cum. I know now that I was hitting my prostate as I played with my ass and that was the source of my pleasure. At the time, all I knew was that it felt incredible and that’s all that mattered.

    “Fuck your tight little asshole, Tyler,” Val said. She was masturbating vigorously enough that I could still hear the wetness as she talked to me. “Finger fuck that tight little hole of yours. Show me how much of a slut you can be. Show me that you’re willing to take it up the ass just like you’re willing to suck cock!”

    “Oh…fuck…Val, I’m so close!” I said.

    “Make yourself cum,” Val said. “Make yourself cum as you take it up the ass. Make yourself cum like a cuckold should. Don’t even touch your worthless dick. Just fuck your ass like a dirty little whore and cum.”

    “Oh, fuck!” I cried out as an intensely pleasurable orgasm ripped through me. Thick white cum spurted on the bed. Val’s moans soon joined mine. She could see my cock erupting and it thrilled her enough to get her off.

    “Thank you,” I said. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.” It felt like I couldn’t muster the strength to say anything else. All I could do was enjoy the reverberations of pleasure that ripped through my body. “Fuck, Val, thank you.”

    “You’re welcome,” she said. “Now clean up your mess.”

    I pulled my fingers from my ass, tossed the condom aside, and scooped my cum off the bed. I ate it as instructed. It was gross as always, but that didn’t slow me down.

    “I’ll be back in two days,” Val said. “I’d like to see you the day after.”

    “I’m always available for you, Val,” I replied. “Just give me a time and place and I’ll be there.”

    “I thought you’d say that,” she said. “I’ll text you in a few days. Until then, no masturbating and no playing with anyone else. Do you understand?”

    “Of course,” I replied. I could go a few days without an orgasm and I didn’t have much interest in playing with anyone else. “I’ll see you in a few days.”

    “Goodbye, Tyler. Sleep well,” Val said.

    “You too,” I replied.

    The call ended and I collapsed into the bed. My stomach rested against the wet spot I’d left on the comforter, but I didn’t care. It was actually kind of kinky to lay in the cum I’d produced after a thrilling submissive experience. I fell asleep that way, too. It was quite lovely.

    Little did I know that Val would soon claim me as her own and teach me exactly how to be the perfect submissive.
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    Val texted me a few days after our phone sex adventure, just as she said she would. She told me to meet her at a hotel overlooking the bay. It was the sort of place that likely ran $1,000/night, if not more, though I suspected that was a relative pittance for the kind of men that Val chose to spend her time with.

    She answered the door fully nude and stood there with a smile on her face. I was literally speechless. Val is beautiful and she has a breathtaking body and of course she possesses the sort of confidence that would lead her to stand naked in the doorway to her hotel room.

    “Val…wow,” was all I managed to say.

    “On your knees, Tyler,” she said.

    I fell to my knees in the hallway and Val smiled. “It’s good to see that you still know your place.”

    “I do,” I replied. “Especially with you.”

    “Is that right?” Val replied. “And what is your place with me?”

    “I’m your submissive,” I said. “I exist to please you. My needs are yours, truly. All I want to do is make you happy.”

    “You know, most submissive men don’t really mean it when they say that. Most of them aren’t actually willing to do whatever it is I desire. Most have a very narrow definition of submission and most of the time it boils down to doing whatever the fuck it is that makes them cum,” Val said. “But I believe you when you say that, Tyler. I believe that you want to make me happy. Luckily, that makes me want to make you happy. You may crawl into my room.”

    Val stepped aside and I crawled into her room. I’m fairly certain someone walked by the door as I was doing so, but it didn’t matter. What someone else thought of me wasn’t the slightest bit important. All that mattered was doing what Val desired. Of all the people I’d played with since moving to San Francisco, Val was the one I truly connected with. She was the one that I would have done anything for, even if I found it deeply unpleasant.

    The door shut and Val walked past me until she was standing at the foot of the king size bed. I crawled until I was on my knees in front of her glorious naked body.

    She smiled, spun around, and said, “Greet me by worshiping my asshole.”

    I reached up, spread her beautiful ass cheeks, and pressed my face between them. I worshiped her asshole as ordered and Val let out a long, low moan of approval that made my dick throb with delight.

    “What a good boy you are,” she said. “Licking my asshole like that. Licking my filthy little hole because I told you to. You know your place, don’t you Tyler? You know that you’re meant to do exactly as you’re told. You know that you’re meant to lick my nasty little asshole if that’s what I want. You know that your job is to serve, especially once my lover arrives. You’re going serve us both and show him that you understand your place, aren’t you?”

    Val stood up and spun around. “Yes, I will,” I said. “I’ll serve as ordered. I’ll be a good cuckold. I will.”

    “Stand up and strip,” Val ordered. “Take it all off.”

    I stood and stripped swiftly. Val picked up my clothes, walked past me, and tossed them in the closet. She returned holding a chastity device. I’d seen them in pictures and the occasional video, but never in person.

    “Put it on,” she said. “Right now.”

    Val took the device apart and handed me the pieces. I put it back together with my cock and balls inside, though fitting my flaccid shaft into the device proved remarkably difficult. Val had gone with a particularly small device and the fit was rather tight.

    “Perfect,” she said after the lock had snapped into place. “That is where a dick like yours belongs. That device is a symbol of just how useless your cock is. It has no business even getting hard, letting alone fucking a woman like me. You’re only as useful as your willingness to submit, do you understand? Your cock might as well not exist, for it is not the least bit impressive or useful to me.”

    “I understand,” I said.

    Val stepped closer and pressed her naked body against mine. I groaned at the instant sense of arousal that worked its way through my body and left my cock aching in its brand new prison. She caught me off guard with a passionate kiss. Her lust felt like it was in direct conflict with her words, but of course that was wrong. All Val had done was describe how useless my cock was to her. In putting on the cage without question, I’d proven my usefulness to her. I’d shown I was happy to submit and she rewarded me with a passionate kiss. That came with a certain amount of pain as my cock tried to get hard, but that’s the life of a submissive, as I’ve come to understand.

    Val stepped back and walked past me once more. She reached into the closet and returned with a thick leather collar in her hand. “I want you to be mine and mine alone, Tyler,” she said. “I want you to dedicate yourself to me. I want you to eschew other women and let me take ownership of you. I will dominate you, but I will also care for you like no woman ever has. I will learn exactly what you crave as a submissive and I will teach you what I crave as a domme. By accepting my collar, you accept that you’re mine and you affirm that you will no longer seek connection with other women.”

    Val’s offer was entirely unexpected, which is probably why it caught me off guard. I know it probably sounds crazy, but I very nearly cried. It felt like she’d said the words I’d been waiting my whole life to hear, like she was telling me that she saw me for who I really was and that she found that deeply attractive.

    “I accept,” I said without hesitation. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

    Val placed the collar around my neck and moved behind me to fasten it. The fit was tight enough that it would be impossible to forget I was wearing it. Val wrapped her arms around me from behind and pressed her body against mine. She kissed the back of my neck and my shoulders and I surrendered to her grasp. I gave myself over to her in body and spirit and despite the collar and the cage around my cock, I felt free for the first time in my life.

    “Eric will be here soon,” Val said. “It’s time for you to dress me. You’ll find my lingerie in the top drawer of the dresser.”

    Val had selected a navy blue bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set. It was exquisitely made – and likely quite expensive – and it was a privilege to dress her in it. I started with the stockings as she sat on the edge of the bed. I gently pulled them up her legs as Val looked down at me with a smile on her face. I caressed her legs and dreamt of getting to worship her pussy, though I knew she likely wouldn’t let me do that before she’d cuckolded me. I certainly enjoyed staring at it, though.

    The garter belt went on next – it’s a huge pain to take the panties off if they go on before the garter belt – and even the simple act of attaching the garters to the stockings felt hugely erotic while wearing the cock cage and the leather collar Val had placed around my neck. The idea that she’d taken ownership of me, even in a non-literal sense, had filled me with a deeper sense of dedication than I’d ever felt before.

    I finished with the bra and panties and Val rewarded me with another deeply sensual kiss. This one went on longer and she even played with my locked cock and balls while her tongue danced in my mouth, leading to an exceptional kind of pain between my legs. Of course, it was tempered by the pleasure of kissing a beautiful, lingerie clad blonde goddess that I wanted to worship.

    “Does it hurt?” she asked.

    “Yes,” I replied.

    The smile on Val’s face was all the proof I needed that she thoroughly enjoyed her ability to make me suffer simply by kissing me. I suspect she knew that I’d kiss her all night long, too. Val’s an incredible kisser and it’s actually a little bit hotter knowing that she’s getting off on the pain I’m feeling.

    “On your knees now,” Val said. “Eric will arrive in a few minutes. I expect you already know this, but your job tonight is to obey. You will do as you’re told and you will do so without hesitation. You are a submissive. You don’t get to make choices. You don’t get to voice your opinion. You are beneath me. You are beneath Eric. You are inferior to us both. If you can’t do as you’re told, you’re of no use to me. Do you understand that?”

    “Yes, I do,” I replied as my cock ached. Her words were incredibly harsh, but of course that only served to arouse me.

    Eric arrived a few minutes later, just as Val had said he would. She greeted him at the door in her lingerie and he stepped inside and took her into his arms. They shared a kind of kiss that made me certain they’d been together before. It wasn’t just the passion. It was the sense that Eric already knew her body, that his hands were already familiar with it. It was the way Val surrendered to his touch, too. She trusted him. She knew he understood how to make her feel good, that he wasn’t going to do anything unexpected.

    “Is this your cuckold?” Eric said after their first kiss ended.

    “It is,” Val replied. “This is Tyler. I collared him tonight, in fact. He’s mine now and he’s going to be a very good boy for us.”

    “Is that right?” Eric asked.

    “Yes, it is,” I replied.

    “Crawl over here, Tyler,” Val demanded.

    I crawled until I was on my knees in front of her and Eric. Val reached down and massaged the sizable bulge in his pants. I watched her fingers move up and down the thick shaft she had in her grasp.

    “Eric, did you know that Tyler is a cocksucker?” Val asked.

    I actually had to swallow a moan that desperately wanted to escape my lips. There’s something rather intoxicating about being called a cocksucker by a beautiful woman. She wasn’t wrong, though. I’d sucked cock before. I had a feeling I was about to do it again.

    “Is that right?” Eric asked.

    “It is,” Val replied. “Tyler’s a good submissive, which means he understands that he’s whatever the fuck I say he is. If I tell him he’s a faggot and he needs to get on his hands and knees in that bed and beg you to fuck his ass with your big cock, that’s what he’ll do. Isn’t that right, Tyler?”

    My balls were actually tingling. In a good way, too. My cock was aching. I would have been hard as a rock as Val put me in my place, but the chastity cage kept me small and soft. “Yes, that’s right,” I answered. I would have done what she wanted. I’m sure it would have hurt to get fucked, but if it had been in the name of submitting to Val, I would have done it without question. I probably would have found some part of it pleasurable, even.

    Val unzipped Eric’s pants, looked at me, and said, “Take his cock out.”

    I reached up and fished Eric’s cock out of his pants. It was long and thick and the head was particularly huge.

    “Suck his cock,” Val said.

    I took the massive head of Eric’s cock in my mouth and I sucked as ordered. My dick tried to come to life in the cage and the pain was exceptional. I felt the collar tighten around my neck as my throat expanded a little to accommodate the large cock in my mouth. I’d never felt so submissive. Then Val dropped to her knees next to me.

    “You look good with a dick in your mouth,” she whispered as her fingers moved down my back. She grasped my ass and then gave it a swift swat. I moaned in pain around the cock in my mouth and Val spanked me again. “Suck his dick like a good little slut. Show me that you know your place. Show me that you understand that you’re a submissive cuckold cocksucker. Show me that you know that Eric is the real man in this hotel room and you’re the small-dicked cuckold bitch that’s here to serve us both as we desire.”

    Eric was hard by that point. He was almost certainly getting off on the way Val was humiliating me. I was certainly getting off on it. I could feel her pushing me into what I now know is subspace. Pushing me deeper, I suppose. I was already there. I was riding high on that beautiful natural narcotic and every word made me feel a little higher.

    Val took Eric’s pants off as I sucked his cock. I only had to stop when she pulled his underwear down, but my lips were back around the thick head a moment later. I hadn’t been told to cease giving head, so of course I didn’t.

    “That’s enough,” she said. “It’s my turn to suck this beautiful cock. I want you to crawl behind Eric and eat his ass like the disgusting little cuckold you are.”

    I did as I was told. I felt a momentary sense of revulsion at the idea of eating a man’s ass, but that didn’t stop me from doing it. The sound of Val giving a blowjob helped motivate me, too. Her efforts to make Eric feel good sounded particularly voracious and it was hard not to get caught up in it.

    I spread Eric’s ass cheeks and I rimmed him. I ate his asshole as ordered. He was far hairier than Val and it wasn’t nearly as pleasant, but I did it. I embraced the humiliation of being collared, caged, and eating a man’s ass. I fell deeper into subspace. I rode that high as I tongued his hole. At one point, Eric reached back to press my head deeper between his ass cheeks and I moaned. It was hugely humiliating to surrender to him like that, and yet I did it.

    “Is my cuckold eating your ass like a good boy?” Val asked.

    “Damn right he is,” Eric said. “I don’t know where you found this one, but he’s a keeper, Val.”

    “I have no intention of letting him go,” Val replied. “That’s why I collared him. Tyler’s mine now and he’s going to stay mine for as long as I desire him.”

    It might sound crazy, but that was probably the happiest moment of my life up to that point. Yes, I was eating a man’s ass. Yes, I was actually being smothered by that ass. Yes, my cock was locked in a tiny cage. Yes, I had a collar around my neck like a human pet. That was all part of it, though. A woman I already felt devoted to – a woman that saw the real me like no one else ever had – had just described her desire to be with me, perhaps for a very long time. I felt genuine, unbridled joy in that moment. I also felt even more determined to do absolutely anything Val wanted, to submit to her in any and every way she desired.

    “That’s enough, cuckold,” Val said. “I need to get fucked.”

    Val moved to the bed and got on her back. Eric grabbed her feet and pulled until Val’s ass was right at the edge of the mattress. I remained on my knees as Val held her legs aloft while Eric rubbed the head of his cock over her swollen pussy lips.

    “Lay your head on my stomach, cuckold,” Val said. “Eric’s going to fuck your mouth and my pussy.”

    I hopped to my feet, moved into the bed, and laid my head on Val’s stomach as ordered. I was inches from her pussy and I watched as Eric’s cock disappeared into her body. Val moaned as the thickness stretched her out and then Eric pulled out and said, “Open up.”

    I opened my mouth and Eric pushed his cock between my lips and to the back of my throat. I gagged and both he and Val laughed. He held his cock in my mouth for a few moments and pulled out to fuck Val once more.

    I remained there with my mouth open for what felt like forever. In reality, only five minutes passed with Eric slowly fucking Val’s pussy and then pulling out and using my mouth like it was really just a second pussy for him to enjoy. I was an object and it thrilled me. It was humiliating, of course – I was like a girl in a degrading porn video, in all honesty – but my cock started to drip precum as it all unfolded. The fact that Val kept running her hands through my hair and down my back probably helped. Her touch was tender, even if her words were exceptionally humiliating.

    Eventually, Val ordered me onto my knees by the side of the bed. She moved back, Eric took his place between her legs, and they fucked beautifully. As his cock pummeled her pussy Val beckoned me closer. I crawled towards her and she pushed two fingers into my mouth. She fucked my face with the same rhythm Eric used as he pounded her pussy. I sucked on her fingers as they filled my mouth. I used my tongue. I offered pleasure where I could. Val came exceptionally hard and I like to think I played a part in that, though it’s hard to know for sure.

    Eric rolled onto his back after Val’s orgasm and she straddled his cock and took it inside her. “Crawl between his legs,” she said. “Suck his balls. Lick his shaft. Eat my fucking ass. Show us that you understand your place. Show us that you know how far beneath both of us you are. Show us that you know that you’re just a fucking cuckold, that you’re nothing more than a toy for us.”

    I crawled between Eric’s legs and put my mouth to use as Val slowly rode him. She leaned forward and they kissed as her pussy moved up and down his shaft. I sucked on Eric’s balls. I licked his cock as Val’s pussy lifted off of it. I pressed my face between her perfect ass cheeks and I worshiped her tight hole.

    I felt oddly jealous when I heard them kissing. I’m not entirely sure why. I think it was in part because I couldn’t see Val. I was really just a tongue at that point. I was licking and sucking and they were having all the fun. It was selfish, but I wanted to be more involved. That wasn’t my place, though. My place was to be a sex toy, to provide that little bit of extra pleasure to my superiors, as Val had so deftly put it.

    “Are you close?” Val asked.

    “Yes,” Eric said.

    “I want the cuckold to take your load,” she replied. “I want him to take it right from your cock. I want him to suck it out of you.”

    “It’s time,” Eric said.

    Val lifted her pussy off his cock, looked back, and said, “Suck his cock, cuckold. Take him in your mouth. Suck the load out of him. Suck it out of him like a good little bitch.”

    I wrapped my lips around Eric’s cock and I sucked on the head. I knew that’s where all the pleasure came from. I worked the underside with my tongue. I stroked the shaft. I played with his balls. I felt a tingling sensation in my own. My heart was pounding.

    Val climbed off of Eric and laid next to him. She pushed my head down and I swallowed more of his cock. She kissed Eric and whispered, “Cum in his mouth. Use him like the fucking whore he is. Dump your load in his mouth. Turn him into a cuckold cum dumpster. Give him your load so he can swallow it and show me that he understands his place as my cum dumpster.”

    Eric groaned and I felt his cock swell up in my mouth. He groaned louder and a moment later he erupted. His semen was thick, viscous, and exceptionally salty. I wrapped my lips tight around the head of his cock and took it all. I took it like a pro and I sank deeper into subspace. Another man was cumming directly in my mouth. How could I do anything other than sink into subspace?

    “Show it to me,” Val demanded after Eric had finished.

    I pulled my mouth from his cock, tilted my head back, and opened up. I showed her the thick, creamy load that rested on my tongue.

    Val crawled towards me. For a moment I thought we were going to share a cum kiss. That wasn’t her plan, though. Instead, she smiled, reached up to caress my face in a surprisingly soft, loving manner, and said, “A superior man’s cum is a gift to a cuckold. It’s a gift you’ll learn to appreciate. It’s a gift you’ll work to receive, just like you did tonight. It’s a gift that you’re given for good service. Now swallow his gift. Swallow his seed and take it inside you. Let it rest in your stomach. Let your body absorb it.”

    I closed my eyes and swallowed. The cum slid down my throat, leaving a thick coating behind. It came to rest in my stomach. I felt an odd sense of joy as Val’s words sank in.

    She offered another reward in the form of a long, deep kiss. Our tongues mingled as she no doubt tasted Eric’s cum. I’m not sure I’ve ever enjoyed a kiss more.

    “I want you to worship his cock until he’s hard again. He’s going to cum inside me the second time and I’m going to feed it to you directly from my pussy as a reward for being a good cuckold,” Val said.

    “Thank you,” I replied. I actually got a little emotional, as crazy as that seems. I think it’s because we’d just kissed and she was so close to me and I was so deep into subspace.

    “You’re welcome,” she replied. “Now get to work, cocksucker.”

    I went to work. It took a while, but I got Eric hard again. I did as I was told as they fucked. I did anything and everything they wanted and I was rewarded as Val had described.

    I slept on the floor by the side of the bed that night. I was naked except for the cage and the collar around my neck. I’ve never slept better, though.
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    “Does that feel good?” Val whispered before kissing my neck.

    We were in yet another beautiful hotel room. Her date’s flight had been cancelled but the room had already been paid for, so Val invited me to play with her for the evening. I’d already serviced her pussy and asshole and given her an orgasm and now I was on my back in the bed as Val slowly fucked my ass with an exquisite, slender toy that featured these beautiful bulges that would stretch my asshole over and over as it moved in and out of me.

    “It feels incredible,” I replied. The penetration did feel good, but it was the whole package that I really loved. Val was naked and her body was pressed tightly against mine. I could feel the soft flesh of her breasts against my chest. I could feel the warmth of her thighs against mine. Her lips showered me with soft, sensual kisses as she moaned while fucking me.

    Val kissed me as she pushed the toy deep into my ass. I was completely in her thrall. She’d lured me into subspace for the first hour in the hotel room and now she was leading me towards an orgasm. She was taking her time, but I’d never felt so enmeshed with her. I felt an astonishing mixture of physical and emotional pleasure and I wanted to stay in that headspace forever.

    “Suck on my tongue,” she instructed.

    Her tongue invaded my mouth and I sucked as instructed. I sucked like she’d fed me a cock to give pleasure to. I sucked because it’s what she wanted, and giving Val what she wants is what makes me happiest.

    At one point I reached down to play with my cock. I didn’t even think about it. It just happened. I was so turned on that I wanted to enhance my pleasure.

    “Don’t,” Val said. “When you’re with me, that’s not your cock. It’s mine, and you’ll only play with it if I give you permission. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” I replied.

    “Do you want to cum?” Val asked.

    “Desperately,” I replied.

    Val smiled and fucked me a little faster with the toy. I moaned as it moved in and out of my tight asshole, massaging my anus with every thrust. I can’t tell you how good it felt. I know the fact that I was floating in subspace and lying next to the woman I was utterly enthralled with certainly helped, but that’s all part of the fun when it comes to dominance and submission play, isn’t it?

    When Val pulled the toy from my ass I felt empty and a little sad. She kissed me and whispered, “It’s okay. The fun isn’t over yet.”

    Val put the toy on the nightstand and straddled me. I looked up at her spectacular body and smiled. She was perfect in every way. Her pussy hovered right above my stiff cock. I didn’t expect she’d take me inside her, but I certainly hoped she would.

    Val reached down and pushed back on the head of my cock until it was almost parallel with my stomach. She sat her pussy on the base of my shaft and slowly moved her hips forward. I felt her warmth and wetness travel up the underside of my shaft and over the head of my cock and I twitched beneath her.

    “Val…oh…fuck, you feel so good,” I said.

    Val had never let me fuck her and I suspected she never would. For that reason I craved her pussy. Of course I did. My craving felt especially potent in that moment as Val used her flesh to tease my cock, which had gone five days without a climax at her instruction.

    “How long has it been since you fucked a woman, Tyler?” she asked.

    “Months,” I answered. “Many months.”

    Val dragged her pussy down the length of the underside of my cock and I felt her wetness and warmth on my balls before she moved her hips forward once more. I shuddered from the pleasure of her expert teasing.

    “Most dominant women don’t have much use for your dick, do they?” she asked.

    I shook my head.

    “Because they all know they can get fucked by a real man whenever they want,” Val said. “They all have self-respect. They all know their worth and they understand that they don’t need to let this worthless, underwhelming cock of yours inside them, don’t they?”

    I nodded. I was so turned on that it felt difficult to speak. My whole body was twitching at that point.

    “Does it hurt to be so close to fucking a woman without being let inside her?” Val asked.

    “Yes,” I said.

    “Does it hurt to know that I don’t want to fuck you, Tyler? Even tonight, when the man that was going to pound my pussy couldn’t come, I still have no interest in fucking you. Does that hurt, Tyler?” she asked.

    “It turns me on,” I answered.

    Val moved her hips faster. Her pussy moved up and down the underside of my cock as it lay against my stomach. Every time she neared the tip I thought she might just take me inside her. It was wishful thinking, of course, and driven almost entirely by my desire to feel Val’s wet flesh around my cock.

    “Of course it does,” Val said. “You’re so pathetic that you crave denial. You crave being told that your dick is worthless. You crave being told that you couldn’t pleasure me with your cock if your life depended on it.”

    “Val…I’m close,” I said. I felt this beautiful tingling sensation in my balls, like my orgasm was close to reaching its boiling point.

    Val lifted her pussy and laid next to me. She pressed the tip of her index finger against the underside of my cock head and rubbed back and forth. It was almost like she was pleasuring her clit, only she was doing it to me.

    I was worked up enough that it felt fantastic. I moaned. I writhed. I felt that tingling sensation in my balls spread through my loins. I was going to cum.

    Val kissed my neck and whispered, “You’re not going to enjoy this.”

    Moments before I hit that pleasurable place of climax Val pulled her finger away. I looked down and saw my cock pulse. Cum poured from the tip, but I didn’t feel any pleasure. None. She’d ruined my orgasm and she’d done so expertly.

    I groaned as a deep sense of frustration welled up inside me. Val had spent more than an hour getting me worked up and she’d emptied my balls without giving me the pleasure I sought.

    Her lips found mine and my frustration melted away as Val’s tongue ventured into my mouth. I felt the warmth of her soft skin against mine. I felt her hard nipple press into my chest. More than all of that, though, I felt a sense of caring. I felt that beautiful thing that happens between a domme and her sub when the relationship is really good.

    “Val,” I said. “I love you. I love you.” It felt like my heart opened as the words left my lips. I know it’s never good to say that sort of thing after you have an orgasm, but I didn’t orgasm. I didn’t feel any of the pleasure that comes with an orgasm. I didn’t have the post-orgasm halo of pleasure. I’d simply emptied my balls onto my stomach.

    Val smiled and caressed my face as she held my gaze. “I know you do, Tyler.”

    Normally, it’s crushing when the person you love doesn’t return the sentiment. I couldn’t tell you why, but I didn’t feel crushed in the moment. Perhaps it was the loving look in Val’s eyes as she caressed my face. Perhaps it was the way she continued to do so after saying what I didn’t really want to hear.

    “It takes a long time for me to love, Tyler,” Val said after a few minutes of tender silence between us. “Especially with a submissive. My love has to be earned through long term submission and dedication. It has to be earned by going above and beyond to prove that you’re the one that deserves a commitment from me.”

    “Am I the kind of submissive you could love?” I asked. “Assuming I did what it took to earn your love.”

    Val smiled and nodded. Her lips approached mine and I closed my eyes and enjoyed a soft, lingering kiss. “You are, Tyler. You’ve yet to earn my love, but I could love you. I could take you as my life partner. I could officially collar you and make you my submissive for life.”

    I can see from the outside that it would seem like a decidedly unusual way to talk about love, at least in the way most people think about it. But those were the most intimate, vulnerable moments of my life up to that point, and it was freeing. I’d expressed my love and now I was effectively asking how I could make myself worthy of Val’s love. The fact that I was willing – even eager – to be so vulnerable with Val made me love her even more. It’s difficult to find someone you can truly be yourself with, and Val was that person for me.

    “I want you to love me, Val,” I said. “I want to earn that. I want to be the one you take as your life partner.”

    Val smiled softly and ran her fingers through my hair. She pressed her lips against my cheek and offered a lingering kiss. “Then it’s time for me to let you a little deeper into my life. That’s for tomorrow, though. Tonight, we’re going to play a little more.”

    “That would make me very happy,” I said.

    Val sat up and ran her fingers through the still-warm cum on my stomach. She dotted both her nipples with it and leaned closer. “Open up,” she whispered.

    I opened my mouth and Val fed me one of her cum-covered nipples. I closed my eyes and sucked it clean as the warmth, soft flesh of her breast rested against my lips and chin. Val pulled away and gently fed me her other nipple. I cleaned my salty cum from her flesh and she moaned quietly.

    “That’s a good boy,” Val whispered. “You like it when I feed you your cum, don’t you?”

    I nodded with her breast still in my mouth. Her demeanor had changed completely from when she was riding my cock. She’d transitioned to being a more gentle dom, displaying a kind of versatility that ensured a life with her would be endlessly arousing.

    Val pulled back, ran her finger through the cum on my stomach once more, and rubbed it over my lips. She licked her finger clean, smiled, and leaned down. Her lips met mine and we shared a slippery, cum-flavored kiss. Her tongue danced in my mouth and I moaned at the joyful kinkiness.

    “Do you want more?” Val whispered.

    “Yes, please,” I said.

    She ran two fingers through the cum and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked them clean as a smile crossed her face. I savored the saltiness of my seed and the sensations of her fingers moving around in my mouth as if she owned it.

    Val straddled me and slowly lowered her pussy into the puddle of cum on my stomach. She moved her hips back and forth, picking up most of my seed in the process. When she lifted her hips once more her pussy lips were coated in my cum.

    Val crawled forward until her messy pussy hovered over my face. She smiled and lowered her hips. I extended my tongue and searched her wet flesh for my load. I cleaned what I could, though some of it ended up on my face.

    It seemed that treating me like her personal cum slut turned Val on, as she began to ride my face. She moved her hips back and forth at an increasingly quick pace. My tongue was active as she rode me and I was rewarded with an intoxicating mixture of her juices and my cum.

    After a few minutes of vigorous riding Val grabbed the headboard and climaxed. She sat down on my face as her thighs trembled. She smothered me with her slick, warm pussy. I could breathe, but just barely, and it was exquisite. I could have remained there all night, to be honest. To be totally immersed in her pussy was an experience I always treasure.

    Eventually, Val lifted her pussy from my face and sat on my chest. She laughed and said, “I’ve made quite the mess of you. It looks a little bit like I’ve given you a facial. It’s delightful.”

    I reached up to wipe away some of the cum – I was going to lick it from my fingers – but Val grabbed my wrist and stopped me.

    “I want you to leave it,” she said. “I want you to put on your pants and I want you to go fill the ice bucket with all of that still on your face. No shirt, either.”

    “Really?” I asked.

    “Don’t you want to be a good submissive?” Val replied.

    I got out of bed, put on my pants, and grabbed the ice bucket and a keycard. I stuck my head into the hallway to see if anyone was coming and then stepped out and rushed towards the small room all the way at the end that held the ice machine.

    I put the bucket in the little slot, hit the button, and immediately got impatient with how long it was taking. When it finally filled I grabbed the bucket, yanked the door open, and stood face to face with a good-looking guy wearing a bathrobe that was open down to his belly button.

    He chuckled, waved his hand around his face, and said, “I love what you’re doing here. Did he insist that you wear his cum to go fill the ice bucket?”

    “Oh, he…it’s not a he, actually,” I said. “It’s…well, it’s mine. And she rubbed it all over my face and then sent me to the ice bucket. So, really, yeah, you’re right.” I laughed, in part because he didn’t seem the slightest bit judgmental. If anything he was utterly amused.

    “Well, if she wants to add a little more to that pretty face of yours, come find me in room 1213,” he said.

    “I’ll let her know,” I said, though I wasn’t sure he actually believed that a woman had covered my face in cum.

    “Have a good night,” he said as I walked away.

    “You too,” I replied. The ice machine rumbled to life as he filled his bucket and I stopped just short of jogging back to our door.

    Val was out on the balcony in an exquisitely sexy lace-trimmed white satin robe when I returned to the room. “How did it go?” she asked with a delighted smile on her face.

    “I ran into someone,” I answered as I put the ice bucket on the coffee table. “I’m pretty sure he thought I was here with a secret boyfriend or something. He seemed amused. Said I could go find him if I wanted to add a little more cum to my pretty face.”

    Val smiled and spread her legs. “He did, huh?” she asked. “Why don’t you get your pants off, get your ass out here, and get on your knees to worship my pussy while I consider his offer.”

    I stripped my pants off, walked stark naked onto the balcony, and fell to my knees in front of Val. She smiled, put her hand on the back of my head, and pulled me between her legs.

    I don’t think I’ll ever tire of performing oral sex in that particular position. That’s a fairly standard way of a woman to go down on a man, but it’s rarely the other way around, which is why I love it so much. It makes me feel submissive and I suspect it makes Val feel powerful, which I know she loves.

    “If I wanted you to suck his cock, would you do it?” Val asked after a few minutes of blissful pussy worship.

    “I would,” I said without hesitation.

    She reached out and slowly traced a finger over my lips. She entered my mouth and I sucked as she moved in and out. She held my gaze and I genuinely felt my desire to suck cock for her grow. It was such a small thing, but the sense of submissive joy generated by having her gently fuck my mouth with her finger was enough to get me to want to give head to a stranger.

    “As fun as it would be to watch you suck cock, I’m not going to expose you to someone I don’t know, Tyler,” Val said. “A good domme never puts her sub at risk.”

    My heart soared. Again it was a small thing, but to me it meant that she genuinely cared about me. It meant I stood a chance at getting her to love me and to take me as her lifelong submissive.

    “You may continue worshiping my pussy,” she said. “I’ve seen a few people poke their heads out to watch. I like the idea of someone seeing a man on his knees in front of me, so keep it up. Worship me until I cum while enjoying this beautiful view from our balcony. If you’re very lucky I might give you a real orgasm before the night is over, though I wouldn’t count on it.”

    I worshiped her. I imagine a few people did watch, though I had no problem with that. I made her cum. I made her cum later that night, too. I didn’t get that orgasm, though. I just got a whole lot more teasing and a healthy dose of anal play, too. I loved every second of it, though. And orgasms are overrated when you’re with a domme that can guide you into subspace. Trust me on that.
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    “Good morning, Tyler,” Val said as she pressed her beautiful body against mine and wrapped her arm around me.

    “Good morning,” I replied.

    For the first time, I’d spent the night in her bed at her exquisitely beautiful Nob Hill home that included a deck with a view of San Francisco Bay. The night before I’d prepared dinner for us – steak, asparagus, and fingerling potatoes – to impress her with my cooking skill. We’d enjoyed wine, a deeper conversation than we’d ever engaged in before, and a great deal of body worship (me worshiping her) and anal play (her toying my ass once again) before she gave me a ruined orgasm and fed me my cum for dessert.

    “How did you sleep?” Val asked.

    “Better than I’ve slept in months, maybe years,” I answered.

    Val snuggled a little closer and kissed the back of my neck as I felt the soft silk of her nightie against my back. At her instruction, I’d slept naked, which made the silk feel even better as Val pressed her pelvis into my ass.

    “You know, if I had a cock, I’d be fucking you right now,” Val said. “I’d have slipped inside you and woken you up with deep anal penetration.”

    She moved her hips like she was fucking me slowly and I moaned before saying, “I can’t imagine anything better.” It wasn’t that I would have enjoyed the anal penetration – I hadn’t been fucked enough for it to feel comfortable yet – but I absolutely would have enjoyed submitting to Val’s desire to fuck me if she possessed a cock.

    “I know,” Val said. “You’re a good submissive, Tyler. That’s why I invited you to my home. Very few men get to spend the night here, and a submissive has never spent the night in my home.”

    I felt the purest kind of joy. I was in Val’s bed and wrapped safely in her arms. She’d just informed me that I was the only submissive she’d ever welcomed into her home and into her bed. It felt like I was a little bit closer to showing Val that I was the sort of submissive that was worth loving.

    “That means so much to me,” I said. “Thank you, Val. Thank you for letting me spend the night in your bed. Thank you for being so generous with your home and for continuing to be so generous with your, well, your dominant spirit.”

    Val’s hand moved between my legs and her fingers encircled my stiff cock. She kissed my neck and I moaned as she stroked me slowly. More blood rushed between my legs, leaving me with a painful erection.

    “This is why I ruined your orgasm,” she said. “I wanted you to wake up feeling just as much desire – if not more – than you felt last night. I wanted every little touch to drive you absolutely wild. I wanted the soft kiss of my lips to make you stiff. After all, a good submissive desires his domme more than anything in the world.”

    “I do desire you, Val,” I replied. “More than anything.”

    “I know you do,” she whispered. “Roll over.”

    I carefully rolled over until I was facing Val. She smiled and her eyes lit up as if she found genuine delight in seeing my face.

    “You’re so beautiful,” I said. “I’ve never met anyone anywhere near as beautiful as you.”

    Val reached up and caressed my face. “You’re sweet,” she said. Her lips approached mine and we shared a surprisingly tender kiss.

    A pure form of desire surged through my body. Under normal circumstances, it was the kind of desire that would have driven me to roll Val onto her back and move between her legs so we could fuck. These weren’t normal circumstances, though, and I didn’t have that kind of relationship with Val, so that desire only built and the knowledge that I couldn’t do anything with it – not without Val’s explicit instructions, at least – made it painful in the most exquisite way imaginable. Looking back, I have to believe that was Val’s intent.

    “You want me, don’t you?” she asked as our lips remained achingly close.

    “Desperately,” I answered.

    Val pressed her pelvis forward and directed my cock between her thighs. I moaned as I felt the warmth emanating from her pussy. I felt her wetness a moment later. I wasn’t inside her – we weren’t at the right angle for that – but her pussy lips had opened and I could feel a hint of what it would be like to finally be inside her and it was perfect in every way.

    “You want my pussy, don’t you?” Val asked.

    If ours was like most relationships, I would have ended up inside her. It wasn’t, though. Val was a domme. I was a sub. I was also inferior – sexually speaking, at least – to the men she chose to fuck. I couldn’t offer her anything even approaching what they offered her and Val knew that. They couldn’t offer her the level of submission I offered, though, which is why I was the one in her bed. I took great pleasure in that fact.

    “I do,” I answered. “I want your pussy.”

    “But you know I’m not going to let you have it,” she said.

    I nodded.

    “Why is that?” she asked.

    I moaned as Val moved her hips back and forth, effectively massaging the tip of my cock with her pussy lips. It wasn’t quite dry humping – she wasn’t dry, after all – but it wasn’t anywhere near sex, either. It was the most perfect form of teasing. “Because I don’t deserve your pussy,” I said. “I don’t deserve to fuck you. I’m not good enough. I’m not big enough. I don’t measure up to the men that you choose to let inside you, so I don’t deserve to fuck you.”

    Val moaned and I’m pretty sure it was real. Perhaps it was because my cock was rubbing up against her clit or perhaps she got off on hearing me enumerate the reasons why I didn’t deserve to be inside her.

    “Can you really commit to someone you’ll never be allowed to fuck, Tyler?” Val asked.

    “Yes,” I answered without hesitation. “Being with you…it makes me happier than I’ve ever been. I feel like I’m floating on cloud nine for days, sometimes week, after I spend the night with you. I’m excited for days before we meet. I can barely think straight when I know I’m going to see you because I’m so giddy. Plus, my orgasms, when I’m allowed to have them, are better now. So much better, in fact.”

    “Yeah?” Val asked. “Do I make you cum harder than anyone else?”

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “But I make you eat your cum,” Val said. “That doesn’t bother you?”

    I shook my head. “Not at all. I’d do anything for you, Val, so I certainly don’t mind eating my cum.”

    Val smiled as she continued to work the head of my cock with her slick, plump pussy lips. “That’s good, because a good submissive should always eat his cum. From here on out, it’s going to be exceedingly rare for you to orgasm without consuming your load for me.”

    The idea of eating my cum never sounds particularly hot after I’ve had an orgasm, but the idea of doing it – and in particular doing it for Val – always sounds hot before I’ve had an orgasm, so of course I was thrilled at the idea of getting to eat my cum, especially if she was going to allow me to cum on her pussy lips, which is exactly where we were headed if she continued to pleasure me like she was doing.

    “It’s not just your cum I make you eat though, is it?” Val asked.

    I shook my head.

    “And why is that?” she asked. “Why do I make you eat other men’s cum?”

    “Because a submissive cuckold should be thrilled to receive the cum of a superior man,” I said. “Because I cherish the chance to clean another man’s cum from your pussy, or your body, or to take it directly from his cock after he’s seen to your pleasure. Because that’s my place.”

    Those words rolled off my lips with such ease, in no small part because Val had me right on the edge of orgasm. It was the closest I’d ever gotten to having sex with her and there was a chance it was the closest I would ever get if she was true to her word and would refuse me entry into her pussy for the duration of our relationship.

    Before I could cum, Val pulled away, leaving my cock throbbing and denied the ultimate pleasure. She rolled onto her stomach and said, “I’d like you to worship my ass for a little while. Then you can make me breakfast. We’ll see if you can cook eggs as well as you can prepare a steak.”

    I crawled into place, spread Val’s ass cheeks, and went to work. She moaned immediately and reached down to play with her pussy. I was being denied the chance to make her cum, but as always I found it thrilling to be able to spend time between her ass cheeks with my tongue dancing over her hole.

    Eventually, she climaxed and I headed for the kitchen to prepare her eggs. I did so without a stitch of clothing on and when Val joined me after a few minutes she promptly wrapped her fingers around my cock and stroked me until I was stiff with delight. She denied me again, though, instead having me join her on the deck to eat breakfast in the nude. When we were finished, I dropped to my knees and licked her pussy until Val came again, all while she enjoyed her morning coffee and the view from her deck. It was quite a way to start the morning, and much to my delight, Val invited me to spend the rest of the day with her.

    We strolled through San Francisco like almost any couple would have. To a keen observer it would have been obvious that Val was leading the way and making every decision, but to almost anyone else we looked like a typical boyfriend and girlfriend. I loved feeling as though I was hers to control all day long. I liked it when she’d put a hand on my lower back to direct me where she wanted me to go, or when she’d put her arm around my waist and pull me close. I liked that she initiated every bit of physical affection all day long. I don’t know if I was expected to pay for everything, but I offered to do so in each and every case and Val seemed rather happy with it all.

    It was just after sunset when Val got a text message from Eric, one of her favorite lovers and the man I’d sucked off at her instruction.

    “Eric wants to see me,” she said with a smile. “Normally I won’t see a man on such late notice, but I do so enjoy fucking Eric and I don’t think I can turn him down. Plus, it will be a wonderful chance to have fun with my cuckold, won’t it?”

    I nodded. “I’ll do anything you want.”

    “I know you will,” Val replied. “Come. I must get home and change into something appropriate for a man of Eric’s stature.”

    We ordered a car back to Val’s place and I watched her try on a series of lingerie sets before she settled on an elegant black satin bodysuit with lace trim.

    “You look perfect,” I said as Val emerged from the closet in it.

    “I know,” she replied with a smile. “Eric’s going to love it. I already know he’s thinking about me and fantasizing about how good I’m going to make him feel tonight, and when he sees me in this he’s going to go out of his mind with desire. That’s exactly how I want a man like him. I want his body humming with lust. I want him to want to tear this off of me so he can plunge his cock into my pussy and fuck me like a woman needs to be fucked. You’ve never fucked a woman like that, have you Tyler?”

    “I don’t know,” I replied.

    Val laughed as she approached. “You’re not the kind of man that fucks a woman like that, Tyler. That’s why you’re so well-suited to being my submissive cuckold. You lack the size, the confidence, the stamina, and the skill to fuck a woman like that. You’re much better off waiting on your knees and watching as Eric fucks me. If you attempted to pleasure me like he does, you’d only embarrass yourself by spilling your seed into my pussy long before I even approached an orgasm. You’d barely have me turned on before you’d lose your load and leave me disappointed.”

    The thing was, she was right. I knew she was right. Val was exquisitely beautiful, but it was more than that. She was the most confident woman I’d ever met, and that only served to make her sexier. It made her seem like a goddess, and a man like me doesn’t last very long when he fucks a goddess.

    Val stepped closer and I couldn’t help but look at her breasts. They looked spectacular in the tight black satin and her nipples were poking through the thin, soft material.

    “You want me, don’t you?” she asked.

    I nodded. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to have her, but of course I wanted her.

    “Touch me,” she said. “Touch my breasts. Take them in your hands.”

    I reached up and took her breasts in my hands. Our eyes met as I squeezed them. She bit her lower lip and moaned in the most seductive way I’d ever heard. Val spun around in pressed her body against mine. She took my hands and placed them on her breasts once more. She turned her head and we kissed as she ground her ass into my crotch and moaned while I played with the soft, perky flesh of her tits. I’m not sure I’ve ever been harder than I was in that moment, especially after a morning of teasing and a day of kissing and touching as we walked around the city.

    “You’re going to do more than watch tonight,” she said as I continued to play with her tits. “You’re going to suck cock for me. You’re going to get on your knees and tell Eric how happy it would make you to get him hard for me. You’re going to be a good cuckold cocksucker and you’re going to make Eric’s big dick stiff and wet for my pussy.”

    “I will,” I said. “I’ll suck cock for you.”

    Val kissed me again. Her tongue danced in my mouth and she moved her ass faster over my crotch. She was driving me mad with lust.

    “Get on your knees,” Val instructed.

    I dropped to my knees and she spun around, unsnapped her bodysuit at the crotch, and freed her pussy. She pulled my head between her legs and I pushed my tongue between her plump pussy lips and tasted the copious juices that had gathered inside her.

    “Your submission thrills me, Tyler,” she said. “Your dedication to me last night and today turns me on. Your willingness to do as you’re told, to embrace humiliation, and to embrace your place makes me very happy.”

    I would have said something, but Val had a hand on the back of my head and I couldn’t move my face from between her legs.

    “I’m going to collar you again tonight,” she said. “But I want you to wear it in public for me. I want you to wear my collar in the car on the drive over. I want you to wear it as we walk through the hotel lobby. I want you to wear it as we ride the elevator. Will you do that for me, Tyler? Will you wear my collar? Will you wear the symbol of my ownership of you in public?”

    “Yes,” I said. “It would be an honor, Val, just like it will be an honor to suck Eric’s cock for you and to clean up the mess he leaves behind when you’re finished tonight.”

    Val smiled and stepped back. She snapped her bodysuit shut once more and headed for her closet. She returned a few moments later with the collar I’d worn during her previous night with Eric.

    “Stand up,” Val said.

    I stood and she placed the collar around my neck. I felt a rush of submissive bliss work its way through me the moment it touched my skin. When she stepped behind me to tighten the collar and affix it to my neck my cock throbbed. It felt kinkier the second time and I took great delight in that. I liked the idea of being owned by Val. I wanted that ownership to be permanent. I wanted to be hers, and I wanted her to fall for me, to love me, to take me as her lifelong submissive.

    “Thank you,” I said as genuine emotion welled up in me. “Thank you for letting me spend last night with you, thank you for today, and thank you for collaring me once again. Thank you for letting me submit to you, Val. Thank you.”

    “You’re welcome, Tyler,” she said. “Now let me put on a dress and pack up a few things and we can go.”

    As I waited, my mind wandered to thoughts of the many sensual joys that would unfold in that hotel room. I couldn’t wait to do exactly as I was told and to reap the pleasures that would come from showing my devotion to my domme. It promised to be a thrilling night, as it always was with Val.
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    The hotel clerk glanced at the collar around my neck as Val approached the front desk and asked for a key, but that was all he did. I’d venture to guess it was far from the first time he’d seen a man wearing a collar. We were in San Francisco, after all, a city where most people are exceptionally comfortable letting their freak flag fly.

    I followed behind Val as we stepped onto the elevator. I pressed the button for our floor and the moment the doors shut she slipped her finger through the small metal ring attached to the collar and pulled me close.

    “On your knees,” she whispered.

    I fell to my knees and looked up at the goddess I was prepared to dedicate my life to. Val smiled and reached down to lift the bottom of her short dress. She exposed her panties and I resisted the urge to immediately press my face against them and kiss her pussy through the thin lace.

    “Kiss me,” Val instructed.

    I crawled forward and pressed my lips against her panties. I kissed her over and over. I felt the warmth and a little bit of the wetness emanating from her loins. I brought a smile to her face, too. The elevator doors opened and I looked up at Val. She smiled and said, “Crawl behind me.”

    Val walked out of the elevator and I turned to see a horrified-looking couple standing there. I offered a smile, crawled out of the elevator, and followed Val. She looked over her shoulder at one point and offered a smile of her own as confirmation that my willingness to crawl pleased her.

    Val stopped at the door to our room, pulled the key from her handbag, and turned to look down at me. “Lift my dress and kiss my ass,” she instructed.

    I looked down the hallway and saw a couple approaching. That didn’t stop me from doing as Val desired, though. I lifted the back of her dress, pressed my lips against her ass, and kissed it.

    “Again,” she instructed.

    I kissed her ass repeatedly. I savored the delicate smell of her perfume – she’d applied a little on her lower back before we left – and the warmth and softness of her skin against my lips.

    “Well, well, someone’s going to have a thrilling evening, isn’t she?” a female voice said.

    “Indeed I am,” Val replied. “He’ll do absolutely anything for my pleasure.”

    “Lucky girl,” the woman replied. I heard a man grunt too, confirming that it was the couple I’d seen down the hallway. Val clearly wanted them to see me kissing her perfect ass. She wanted me to demonstrate my submission in public, and to be honest, I was more than happy to do it. My cock was quite hard, in fact, indicating that I found pleasure in the idea that other people knew of my submission.

    Val opened the door and stepped into the room as I remained on my knees in the hallway. She turned, smiled, and said, “It seems that I’ve trained you very well. You may come in.”

    I crawled into the room and Val offered her hand and helped me to my feet. She surprised me with a tender, lingering kiss that featured just a hint of her tongue brushing over my lips and slipping into my mouth. It was more than enough to make my cock throb with desire.

    “Can you be trusted not to masturbate tonight?” Val asked. “I won’t be paying much attention to you while Eric’s fucking me, but I can’t have you taking your pleasure into your own hands.”

    “I’ll be good,” I answered. “I promise.”

    Val reached up to caress my face and I just about melted. She has this incredible hold over me and even the smallest bit of affection is enough to make me want to drop to my knees and pledge my fealty to her. “I believe you,” she said. “But don’t disappoint me. I won’t hesitate to punish you for disobedience.”

    “I won’t disappoint you,” I replied.

    Val turned to the small bag she’d brought with her and said, “I brought something to wear for Eric. Would you like to dress me in it?”

    I smiled. “That would bring me great pleasure.”

    “I thought it might,” she replied. “A good cuckold is thrilled to dress the woman he loves for another man. A great cuckold develops an eye for what makes the woman he loves look and feel sexiest. He buys her pretty things to wear for the men she offers her body to. He makes sure they fit perfectly. He happily dresses her in them so she doesn’t have to do any more work than is necessary to enjoy life to the fullest.”

    “I want to be that kind of cuckold for you, Val,” I said. “I want to buy you pretty things. I want to dress you in them. I want to help you look absolutely perfect for the men you deem worthy of your body.”

    “Even though you’ll rarely – if ever – be one of those men?” she asked. “You won’t mind spending the rest of your life helping me prepare to fuck other, better men?”

    “Nothing would make me happier than to spend the rest of my life serving you,” I answered.

    Val offered a soft, sweet smile. “I’m starting to believe you,” she said. “You may remove my dress and underwear and put me in the lingerie I picked out for Eric.”

    I moved behind Val to unzip her dress and gently work it over her shoulders, down her torso, and over her hips. I hung it in the closet and returned to remove her bra and panties, leaving her naked in the elegant hotel room.

    “You’re so beautiful,” I said as my eyes roamed over her body. “So perfectly beautiful.”

    “Take your clothes off,” Val replied.

    I smiled at the unexpected delight of getting to be naked with her and stripped quickly. I tossed my clothes in the closet and turned back to find Val sitting on the edge of the bed with her thighs parted. She pointed at the floor in front of her and I walked over and fell to my knees without saying a word.

    Val leaned over, put a hand around the back of my neck, and pulled me close. She directed my lips to one of her perfect, perky breasts and whispered, “Worship my breasts.”

    I moaned at the pleasure of being given such a command and I kissed the soft flesh of her breast. I did my best to kiss every perfect inch and then took her nipple into my mouth and gently worked my tongue back and forth over the stiff flesh. Val purred softly and ran her fingers through my hair. I reached out and moved my hands up and down her thighs, eliciting yet another purr of pleasure from the woman I’d devoted myself to.

    Val gently moved my mouth to her other breast and I repeated the process. I kissed and licked and sucked on her flesh and she purred with pleasure the entire time. Her lips found mine again and we shared a deeply sensual kiss that left me aching with desire once more.

    “Taste my pussy before you dress me,” Val said.

    I dropped down and pressed my tongue between the puffy folds of her labia. I bathed my taste buds in her juices and licked from bottom to top a handful of times, savoring every bit of her in the process.

    “Thank you,” I said with the taste of my domme on my tongue.

    Val smiled. “You’re welcome. You may put my stockings on now.”

    I reached for the bag and pulled out a pair of black lace top stockings. I bunched one up in my hand, placed it on her foot, and slowly pulled it up her leg, ensuring it looked absolutely perfect and running my fingers over the soft nylon in the process. I moved to her other leg as Val watched with a smile on her face and I repeated the process, once again taking my time to ensure she looked perfect. When I was finished Val ran her nylon-clad toes over my cock and teased my balls a little, offering just a hint of pleasure as a reward.

    She stood and said, “You may put my panties on, though I can assure you they won’t stay on for long. Eric’s a passionate man and he won’t be able to contain his desire once he sees me.”

    I removed the black lace thong from the bag and helped Val step into it. My fingers moved slowly over the soft, smooth skin of her legs as I pulled the panties up and into place. The fit was utterly perfect and the lace looked lovely with her stockings.

    “You may put my bra on,” Val said.

    I stood, removed a matching black lace bra from the bag, and placed it on my domme. I stepped behind her to finish the job and Val walked towards the door and spun around. She put her hands on her hips and struck a sexy pose.

    “How do I look?” she asked.

    “Irresistible,” I answered.

    “Do you think Eric will want me?” she asked. “Will he need to fuck me the moment he walks into this room?”

    “I’m certain of it,” I said. “I know he craves you. I know he loves how you make him feel.”

    “I do make my men feel exceptionally good,” Val replied with a knowing smile. “My pussy is better than most, Tyler. I know you’ve gotten a little taste of it, but you have no idea just how good my pussy can make a man feel. You have no idea how skilled I am at making a man cum like he’s never cum before, especially when he’s a man I trust and he’s allowed to cum inside me.”

    Val sauntered towards me and my heart pounded a little harder as she approached. I knew she wasn’t going to push me into the bed and ride my cock until I climaxed inside her, but that didn’t stop me from indulging in a quick fantasy about that very thing.

    “Are you going to be good for me once Eric gets here?” she asked while running her fingernails down my chest.

    “Yes,” I replied. “I’ll be a good cuckold. I promise.”

    “You’ll be a cocksucker?” she asked.

    I nodded.

    “You’ll clean up after we’re done? You’ll suck his cock clean and lick his cum out of me?” she asked.

    “Of course,” I said.

    “Because you want to make me happy?” Val asked.

    “More than anything,” I replied.

    It looked like she was going to say something else, but a knock on the door announced Eric’s presence and Val smiled joyfully. “On your knees,” she ordered.

    I dropped to my knees and watched her head for the door. She answered in the same manner I’d seen before by pulling the door open and proudly posing in the lingerie she’d chosen for her lover. Eric smiled in the doorway as I waited on my knees. If someone walked by they’d almost certainly stare at Val, but if they looked into the room they would have seen me on my knees with a stiff dick between my legs.

    “It’s so good to see you,” Eric said as he stepped into the room, took Val into his arms, and kissed her like a man that hadn’t gotten laid in months.

    I couldn’t help but wonder if that intense desire from a man was a big part of why Val enjoyed meeting her lovers like she did. Most were travelers and didn’t get to see her that often, which meant they were all quite pent up by the time they walked into the hotel room to see the genuinely flawless looking woman they’d likely been fantasizing about since the last time they’d fucked her.

    Val had a giddy smile on her face when the kiss ended and she turned towards me and walked with Eric’s hand in hers. It certainly seemed like his intense desire made her happy, though perhaps it was what was coming next that she found so thrilling.

    “You remember my cuckold, don’t you Eric?” Val asked.

    “Of course I do,” Eric said. “I couldn’t forget a performance like the one you put on last time we saw each other, Tyler.”

    “It’s good to see you too,” I replied.

    Eric laughed and turned to Val. “Am I crazy, or does he seem even more obedient than last time?”

    “You’re not crazy,” Val replied. “Tyler wants to win my heart. He wants to be the one I take as my permanent cuckold.”

    Eric looked down at me and smiled. “You have good taste. I can’t think of a better woman to spend the rest of your life worshiping.”

    “Speaking of which,” Val said, “why don’t you worship my pussy, Tyler?”

    I crawled forward and pulled Val’s panties aside before pressing my lips against her pussy and extending my tongue. I looked up to see her kissing Eric as his hand moved into her bra to play with her perfect breasts. It looked like he was being a little bit rough, but Val’s moans made it seem as though she found that quite pleasurable.

    “Take my panties off for him, Tyler,” Val said.

    I reached up and pulled her panties down, giving Eric access to the pussy that I’d left nice and wet. Eric’s hand moved between her legs and I watched two of his fingers disappear into her pussy. He was a little rough, just like he’d been with her breasts, but Val was soaking wet and his fingers moved in and out of her with ease. I could hear the wetness and see the juices dripping out of her as he worked her pussy like he owned it.

    “Clean them,” Eric said as he pulled his fingers from her pussy and offered them to me. I sucked them clean and looked up to see Val smiling at me.

    Val unhooked her bra, dropped it, and fell back into the bed. Eric pulled his fingers from my mouth and undressed as he watched her masturbate. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her either. She looked perfect playing with her pussy and breasts and her soft, sensual moans filled the room.

    Eric crawled into the bed and on top of Val, but she deftly pushed him onto his back and pressed her nearly naked body against his. They kissed as she used her fingers to beckon me into the bed and between his legs.

    “Be a good cuckold and suck his cock for me,” Val said. “Show me that you understand your place.”

    I took Eric’s cock into my mouth and I blew him as he and Val kissed. She ran her fingers through his chest hair and over his abs as I served as a fluffer for the man that would soon be inside the domme I’d fallen in love with.

    “He’s pretty good, Val,” Eric said. “He’s passionate about it. More so than some women are.”

    “That’s because he wants to make me happy,” Val replied. “He wants to do anything it takes to make me happy, in fact, and he knows that right now what’s going to make me happy is if he’s a good cocksucker.”

    I still can’t get over how much I enjoy it when Val calls me a cocksucker. There’s something so intensely thrilling about hearing that word dance from her lips, especially when she’s doing it so casually. In this case she wasn’t even looking at me. She was talking to the man that would soon be fucking her, the man I was blowing.

    “That’s enough, cocksucker,” Val said. “You can watch from your knees by the side of the bed.”

    I backed out of the bed, moved to the side, and watched as Eric moved between her legs. Val guided his cock into her slick pussy and they kissed as he filled her.

    “Your pussy feels perfect every time I fuck you, Val,” Eric said.

    Val smiled and I saw that same sense of joy I’d detected when Eric had first stepped into the room. I was certain that Val liked being this perfect sexual being for him. She liked being the woman of his fantasies, which was probably why she didn’t much care for being the girlfriend of a man like Eric (there were plenty to choose from in San Francisco). I felt honored to be the one to spend so much time with Val, as I saw her a great deal more often than Eric, though of course he fucked her far more often than I did (which was never).

    For a while, Val was completely connected with Eric. It was like I wasn’t even in the room. She didn’t look my way once. Instead, she lost herself in fucking the man I’d dressed her for, the man I’d blown, the man I’d prepared her pussy for. There were a few moments where I felt a little strange to be watching from my knees, but those were fleeting. For the most part it was as thrilling as ever to be Val’s cuckold.

    Then, as Eric was getting closer to his orgasm, Val looked at me and reached out. I took her hand and she squeezed it and smiled.

    “My cuckold is hungry,” Val said. “Cum inside me, Eric. Cum in my pussy so I can make him eat your load out of me.”

    Eric moaned and fucked her harder. He was clearly the kind of man that got off on the idea of someone else cleaning his load out of a woman he’d just satisfied.

    Val squeezed my hand harder and moaned louder. “Eric, I’m close. Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy harder. Make me cum and then cum inside me!”

    Eric delivered. He fucked Val exactly as she needed. Their bodies seemed to meld into one for a few moments as she climaxed. Eric’s orgasm followed moments later – he clearly had exceptional control – and he thrust every inch of his cock into Val’s pussy and filled her with the thick seed that I’d already consumed twice before.

    Val maintained her grip on my hand as she and Eric kissed while riding out their orgasms. They both smiled and she said, “You are, as always, an incredible lover.”

    “You are, as always, a perfect woman,” Eric replied.

    He pulled out and rolled onto his back next to Val. She spread her legs, looked at me, and said, “Clean me.”

    I got up and crawled between her legs. I dropped down and stared at the pussy that had just taken a long, deep fucking from Eric’s big cock. I pushed my tongue inside her and moaned as the taste of his cum hit my taste buds.

    “That’s a good cuckold,” Val said. “Show me that you know your place. Show me that you understand that a man like Eric is the only kind of man that gets to fuck me. Show me that you know that you’re always going to be cleaning up after men like him. Show me how much you love playing the part of a good cuckold.”

    I did love playing the part of a good cuckold. As crazy as it sounds, I was turned on by the idea of never fucking Val. I liked the idea of always being the one to dress her, to worship her body to get her wet, to suck cock for her, and to clean up afterwards. I felt, in the moment at least, like I’d be more than happy to spend the rest of my life doing those very things.

    So I cleaned her pussy. I cleaned every drop. I spent as long between her legs as Val would permit me. I think it was a solid ten minutes of worship and while I probably didn’t get everything, I swallowed a fair amount of cum.

    “I’d like you to worship his balls now,” Val said. “We’re going to take our time getting Eric ready for another round. We’re going to worship him together, to make him feel good, to make him feel like the kind of man that deserves to be worshiped because he fucks me like a god.”

    I saw the smile on Eric’s face as I moved between his legs. Val wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him slowly as I set to work worshiping his balls. I kissed them, licked them, and sucked on them. I even licked his taint a little, doing whatever I could to make him feel good because in the moment that’s all that mattered to me.

    Val eventually kissed her way down Eric’s body and took his cock in her mouth. She sucked while I sucked. We pleasured him together. We took our time, too. Val wanted Eric to feel special. She wanted him to walk out of the hotel room feeling like she was a goddess. She wanted him to already be thinking of the next time they’d be together.

    It worked. We worshiped his cock and balls for half an hour. We drove him out of his mind with lust and then Val got on top, took him inside her, and worked Eric’s cock with her pussy until he exploded inside her a second time. She managed to have two orgasms along the way, too, ensuring that they both had the kind of memorable sexual experience people crave.

    Val sat on my face and fed me Eric’s load afterwards. They took a shower when they were finished – mostly to clean up all the sweat and cum – and then cuddled up in bed and watched a little TV before falling asleep. I slept on the couch. It was more comfortable than I thought it would be and it was nicer than sleeping on the floor.

    They fucked again the next morning, and of course I fluffed and cleaned. Val chose not to give me an orgasm. She wanted to see how I’d cope with spending my night and morning in a place of pleasure without being given a release. I’d like to think I was a perfect gentleman.

    I was still wearing my collar as we left the hotel room. I got a few strange looks as we waited for our car, but no one looked twice. I wouldn’t have cared if they did, of course. Serving my domme’s desires was all that mattered to me.

    My only hope is that I can prove to Val that I’m worth taking as her permanent cuckold, or perhaps even her husband. I don’t know if she’ll ever be willing to take that step, but that’s my goal.
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    “Tyler!” Val called out from her deck. I took a moment to finish the pour over for her coffee and then rushed out to see what she needed. Val scanned my naked body – she liked having me nude in her house – and smiled. “I’d like you to eat my pussy,” she said.

    “Of course,” I replied. I moved between her legs, dropped to my knees, and gently pushed her skirt up around her waist. I removed her panties, placed my head between her supple thighs, and went to work.

    “Mmm,” Val moaned. “Your tongue has always been such a spectacular instrument of pleasure, Tyler.”

    I responded with a moan of my own as I knew nothing more was needed. It was my job to tend to Val’s pleasure, after all, and I wasn’t going to take even a moment away from worshiping her pussy while I waited for her coffee to finish brewing.

    “You’ve proven that you’re quite adept at tending to all my needs, though,” Val continued as she looked down at me. “You’ve proven that you’re every bit the submissive I want you to be. Which is why I’d like you to move in with me.”

    My eyes went wide but my tongue continued to gently work her clit. She hadn’t given me permission to stop eating her pussy and despite my joy I didn’t want to interrupt her with a giddy declaration.

    “Does that make you happy, Tyler?” Val asked. “Would you like to move in with me?”

    “Yes, Val,” I finally replied. “Absolutely I’d love to move in with you. Nothing would make me happier.”

    “You’ll be expected to serve me when you’re not working,” Val said. “You’ll be entering into a dom/sub relationship, which will likely be unlike any you’ve ever had. This won’t be like your marriage. Not even a little. You will do as you’re told and if you disappoint me you’ll be punished until you learn how to meet my needs. Do you truly understand that?”

    “I do,” I answered. “I’m sure I’ll disappoint you in some way as I know I still have so much to learn, but I’ll do everything in my power to be good for you, Val. I’ll serve your needs. I’ll dedicate myself to making you happy because that’s what makes me happy.”

    Val smiled and caressed my face. Her fingers were warm and soft against my skin and it felt like a perfect moment as I rested on my knees between the legs of the woman I loved.

    “I love you, Val,” I said. “I love you more than I have ever loved anyone. You make me happier than I ever believed was possible. You’ve helped me become the kind of man I was always meant to be and I’m eternally grateful to you for that. I really am.”

    “I know you are,” Val replied. “You may resume worshiping my pussy.”

    I did as Val ordered and she rewarded me with a soft moan as my tongue found her clit once more.

    She ran her fingers through my hair – her touch brought me such intense pleasure – and said, “I’ve invited a good friend of mine over this afternoon. She and I are going on a double date this evening and I suggested that we bring you along for the fun part of the date.”

    Val moaned as I reached up and slipped two fingers into her slippery pussy while gently licking and sucking on her clit.

    “We’re going out with two exceptionally successful men. They’re both in tech – so they’re a little bit nerdy – but they’re fabulously wealthy and Sarah – that’s my lovely friend – says we’re going to have an exceptionally good time. I told her that we might have an even better time if I bring my cuckold along for everyone to play with,” Val said. “She agreed immediately. In fact, she said our dates are the kind that appreciate adding a little bit of kink to an evening. Are you going to be a good boy and act as a kinky catalyst for the evening, Tyler?”

    “Of course,” I replied. “I’ll do anything you want me to, Val.”

    “It might be a little wilder than you’re used to,” she said. “After all, there will be four of us and Sarah says these guys – like most wealthy tech guys – can get a little crazy in pursuit of their orgasm. Are you willing to get a little crazy?”

    “Yes,” I answered. “I promise. I’ll serve you well, Val. I’ll prove that I’m worthy of being your submissive partner. I’ll prove that I’m worthy of you.”

    “Good,” Val said. “Now go pour my coffee and make another cup. Sarah will be here soon.”

    I departed the perfect space between Val’s legs and rushed back to the kitchen to finish her coffee. I added just a touch of cream and sugar and ran it back out onto the deck. Val pulled me close for a soft kiss before smacking me on the ass and sending me back into the house to make another cup for her friend.

    I’d just finished the pour over when the doorbell rang. “Answer the door, Tyler,” Val called out from the deck.

    For a moment I considered putting on clothing – a bathrobe, at least – but I knew better. Val would have told me to get dressed if she wanted me to be clothed when I welcome Sarah. That didn’t stop me from feeling embarrassed when I opened the door and saw a tall, beautiful brunette standing there.

    “You must be Sarah,” I said before stepping aside. “Please, come in. Val’s on the deck and I’ve just made a cup of coffee for you.”

    I watched Sarah’s long ponytail sway gently as she stepped into the house. I caught a whiff of a rather seductive perfume as she stepped past me. I shut the door and turned to see her standing and smiling at me.

    “Come closer,” she said.

    I approached with my hands behind my back. Sarah reached up and ran her fingernails down my chest, causing a hint of pain and leaving faint red scratches behind.

    She smiled and said, “Get on your knees.”

    I dropped to my knees without hesitation and looked down at her knee high leather boots before dragging my eyes up her legs, over her tight pencil skirt and the turtleneck sweater that did wonders for a pair of small, perky breasts that sat high on her chest.

    “Kiss my boots,” Sarah demanded.

    I bent over and kissed her boots without hesitation. Sarah was silent as I offered my submission and I hoped that I’d managed to put a smile on her face by doing exactly as she’d ordered.

    “Look up at me,” she instructed.

    I sat back on my knees and looked up at the beautiful brunette. She extended her foot and rubbed the tip of her boot over my cock, collecting a little bit of precum in the process.

    “Look at the mess you’ve made of my boot,” she said.

    I looked down to see the shiny liquid on her leather boot. I almost bent over and licked it up, but to do so without permission would have been a mistake, so I remained on my knees with my hands behind my back.

    “Clean your mess,” Sarah ordered.

    I bent down once more and this time I licked my precum from her boot. I cleaned it thoroughly and did my best to wipe away my saliva once I was finished before looking up at her once more.

    Sarah smiled and let out a gleeful laugh before offering her hand and helping me to my feet. “What a delight you are,” she said. “I can see why Val is so keen on you.” She grabbed my cock – which was stiff as steel – and offered a few soft strokes as a lusty look came over her face. “I wonder if she’ll let me play with you. What do you think, Tyler? Would you like to play with me if Val gave her permission?”

    I nodded as she stroked me once more. Her lips approached mine and I was prepared for a kiss, but Sarah pulled away at the last moment.

    “You said she’s on the deck?” she asked.

    “Yes,” I replied. “Would you like any cream or sugar with your coffee?”

    Sarah took a moment to consider and said, “A teaspoon of sugar, please.”

    “I’ll be right out with your coffee,” I replied.

    Sarah gave me one last stroke and then turned and headed for the deck. I returned to Val’s kitchen, added a teaspoon of sugar to the freshly brewed coffee, and stirred it gently. I returned to the deck to find Val and Sarah seated next to each other.

    “It sounds like you had quite the introduction to Sarah,” Val said with a smile on her face.

    “I did,” I replied as I handed Sarah her coffee.

    Val glanced at my cock – which was still half hard – and observed, “It seems as though you enjoyed your introduction.”

    I nodded as Sarah sipped her coffee and smiled. She lifted her leg and teased my cock with the tip of her boot. Val joined her friend in smiling and I felt a bit of relaxation come over me as the touch of worry I’d felt disappeared.

    “Val tells me you’re an eager cocksucker,” Sarah said. “Is that true, Tyler? Do you enjoy sucking cock for Val’s pleasure?”

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “Does that mean you’ll be an eager cocksucker tonight?” Sarah asked. “If, for instance, our dates wish to use your mouth, will you offer it for their pleasure and ours? Will you suck cock? Will you let them fuck your face if they desire? Will you let them slap your face with their stiff dicks? Will you suck their balls as they laugh at you for being a pathetic cuckold?”

    I wasn’t sure if any of that would occur that evening, but my heart rate increased at the mere possibility. I wasn’t sure if it was desire or terror that fueled my pounding pulse, but it seemed that my evening had a chance of being different from any other I’d experienced.

    “I’ll do whatever makes Val happy,” I answered.

    “Even if what makes me happy is doing what Sarah desires?” Val replied with a seductive smile on her face. It was almost as if she found the idea of turning me over to another dominant woman rather appealing, even if Val was going to be there for the whole thing.

    “Yes,” I said. “I just want to make you happy, Val. I want to offer my submission wholly and completely.” More than anything, I wanted to convince Val that I was the kind of man she could take as her submissive husband, and if that meant an evening of giving myself over to Sarah, then so be it.

    “On your knees,” Sarah demanded.

    I dropped to my knees in front of her and she leaned forward, dipped her fingers in her coffee, and shoved them in my mouth. They quickly hit the back of my throat and I gagged, but I recovered to wrap my lips around them and suck them clean.

    “You’ve done well with this one,” Sarah said. “Better than any of your previous subby boys. He really is devoted to you, and to his submission, of course.”

    “I know,” Val replied. “That’s why he’s been invited to move in with me. I think he’s the one. Time will tell, of course – so many men become complacent and selfish once they get what they want – but I’d be surprised if Tyler disappointed me.”

    Sarah pushed her fingers deep into my mouth and held them there as I fought off my gag reflex. “We can push his limits tonight,” she said. “We can push him further than he’s ever been pushed and we can see just how willing he is to be a good boy.”

    Sarah pulled her fingers from my mouth and wiped them on my chest before sitting back and sipping her coffee once more. She spread her legs and I stared between them and saw an exquisite pair of sheer panties that revealed a shaved, tight-looking pussy that I desperately wanted to worship.

    “I have to admit that I find the idea of pushing his limits quite arousing,” Val said. “Tyler once ran into a libidinous gentleman at the ice machine in one of the hotels we spent the night at. That gentleman offered to fuck Tyler while I watched and I very nearly took him up on it. The idea struck me as exquisitely naughty, but I wasn’t willing to subject my submissive to sex with an entirely unknown man. Tonight, though, might be different. You know and trust the guys we’re playing with. It might be fun to pull out all the stops and see just how far we can push Tyler. Perhaps I’ll discover that he’s far more submissive than I ever suspected.”

    They were both looking at me but neither was speaking as if I was there, which proved far more arousing than I thought it would. There was something delightfully exciting about being deployed as a toy of sorts, though the element of the unknown was a bit frightening.

    “What would you say to having a bit of fun with your submissive right now?” Sarah asked.

    Val smiled at her friend and said, “What did you have in mind?”

    Sarah finished her coffee and replied, “Why don’t we go to your bedroom?”

    “Very well,” Val said as she too finished her coffee. The girls stood and headed for the bedroom as I remained on my knees out on the deck. “Come, Tyler.”

    I followed the two beautiful women to Val’s bedroom and was instructed to strip them both naked. I did so happily, for the joy of being around two breathtakingly beautiful nude women was more than enough motivation.

    “Val, darling, why don’t you crawl into your bed and spread your lovely legs so your sub can worship your pussy,” Sarah suggested.

    Val crawled into the bed and spread her legs with a smile on her face. She pointed to her pussy and I obediently took my place between her supple thighs.

    “Face down, ass up, sub,” Sarah demanded.

    I quickly moved to my knees and stuck my ass in the air as I tended to Val’s perfect pussy. She was soaked with desire and I licked up as much of her juice as I could while alternating between gently massaging her clit and tasting her insides.

    Sarah stepped behind me and ran her fingers over my bare ass. She grasped my balls with one hand, took a tight grip, and pulled down slowly. I groaned with my tongue buried deep in Val’s pussy and Sarah pulled harder on my balls. It wasn’t pain I felt as much as it was a sense of pressure and a deep sense of vulnerability as someone I didn’t know had a tight grip on a rather precious part of my body.

    Sarah delivered a hard swat on my ass and followed it up with another on the opposite cheek. The pain was considerable, but her grip on my balls made it hard for me to do anything other than remain there on my knees with my face buried in Val’s pussy.

    “You don’t mind the vigor with which I enjoy playing with a sub, do you?” Sarah asked.

    “Of course not,” Val replied. “I rarely push Tyler’s physical limits – I find far more pleasure in pushing his mental limits – but a good submissive should be willing to offer his body and his mind to his domme.”

    “Yes, he should,” Sarah said before delivering two more swats to my ass while maintaining her grip on my balls.

    The spanking hurt, of course, but there was pleasure in it. I enjoyed the rush of feeling – pain, in this case – but even more so I enjoyed the sense of submission. I enjoyed being used as a toy for Sarah’s pleasure, and it was clear to me that she took genuine pleasure in delivering a spanking while gripping my balls so tightly.

    “Do you have any plugs?” Sarah asked.

    “Of course,” Val replied. “There’s a dresser in my closet. There’s a nice selection of toys in the top drawer.”

    Sarah released my balls and walked towards the dresser as I continued my worship of Val’s pussy. I looked up to see a smile on her face as she watched me work her over.

    “You’re being so good for me,” she said. “I appreciate that.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” I replied. “It’s always my pleasure to offer my submission to you, Val, and it always will be.”

    “This is perfect,” Sarah said as she emerged from the closet with a rather sizable black butt plug in her hand. The tip was small and thin and the base quickly grew to an impressive thickness before shrinking once more. I felt my asshole tighten at the idea of having the toy inside me, but I knew it was inevitable. “Lube?” Sarah asked.

    “In the nightstand,” Val answered.

    Sarah grabbed the bottle of lube and moved behind me once more as Val took a handful of my hair and pulled me a little closer. Her pussy lips rubbed over my face as I worked her clit with my tongue while doing my best not to think about the uncomfortable anal penetration that was almost certainly in my immediate future.

    I felt the cool lube hit the top of my ass crack and slowly run down before Sarah rubbed it over my asshole using the tip of the plug. I heard her moan before she applied gentle pressure to my asshole.

    “Open up for me,” Sarah said. “Let me fuck you, Tyler. Let me take your ass. Let me stretch out this pretty little hole of yours. Be a good boy and let me inside you.”

    Her words – and the soft, seductive delivery of them – triggered something inside me. Suddenly I desperately wanted to give her my asshole, as if she’d unlocked a kind of submission I’d never given much consideration. I did my best to relax – to not think about the pain that would likely result from the thickest part of the plug entering me – and almost immediately more of the toy slipped inside me.

    “That’s a good boy,” Sarah said as she began to slowly, gently fuck me with the butt plug. “Give me your ass. Let me take it. Let me play with it however I want. Let me show you just how much fun it can be to get fucked in the ass.”

    Val moaned and I looked up to see something akin to pure, lusty joy on her face. Her friend was fucking my ass – and talking dirty about it – and Val was absolutely getting off on it.

    “Does it feel good?” Val asked as she lifted my head from between her legs.

    “Yes,” I answered immediately.

    “Do you want more?” Sarah asked. “Do you want more of this fat plug in your ass?”

    “Yes, please,” I said. “Fuck me, Sarah. Give me more. Stretch my ass.”

    Sarah pushed more of the toy inside me as Val directed my tongue back to her pussy. I felt my body open up to welcome the plug. I felt Sarah stretching me and that sense of kinky pleasure only grew. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced – my body was literally being invaded in an entirely unfamiliar way – and it was incredible.

    “You know, your date tonight has quite a thick cock, Val,” Sarah said. “Both our men do, in fact. They’re blessed in that way, which might help explain their overwhelming confidence.”

    Val moaned. “I do love a thick cock. I love how full I feel, how it stretches me out.”

    “Does that mean you’re looking forward to getting fucked tonight?” Sarah asked as she continued to stretch out my ass with the plug.

    “Absolutely,” Val said. “I like fucking my regulars, but there’s something undeniably exciting about being with a new man, about exploring his body and letting him explore mine, and about enjoying the way he likes to fuck a woman.”

    “And what about your cuckold?” Sarah asked. “Will he be permitted to fuck you tonight?”

    Val laughed as she looked down at me. “Absolutely not,” she said. “His little dick couldn’t satisfy me if his life depended on it. His tongue is a gift, but his cock is a curse. His cock is why he’s better off as a cuckold. He couldn’t hope to please any woman with that worthless little thing that hangs between his legs.”

    Sarah wrapped her fingers around my stiff cock and stroked me as she stretched my ass with the thickest part of the plug. “Does that turn you on, Tyler? Do you like that Val has no interest in having this little dick of yours inside her?”

    “Yes,” I answered. “Fuck, yes, I love it.”

    She stroked me faster and pushed the absolute thickest part of the plug inside me and held it there. My asshole ached from opening so wide, and yet arousal swirled through my body. Sarah could have made me cum with ease – a tighter grip on my cock and a faster pace would have done it – but she chose not to. She chose to tease me instead.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Val said.

    I looked up to see her eyes closed as she reached down and grabbed two handfuls of my hair. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head and her moans grew louder and longer as she came on my tongue.

    Sarah pushed the toy inside me and I felt an intense, strange sense of fullness. She released my cock and Val released my hair, leaving me face down and ass up in the bed with slippery pussy juices all over my face and a thick butt plug in my ass.

    “Make me cum,” Sarah instructed.

    I looked up at Val and she nodded. I spun around, crawled out of the bed, and got on my knees in front of Sarah. She stepped closer and guided me between her legs. She rubbed her pussy over my lips and tongue and I did what I could to stimulate her clit.

    “It’s not up to me if you get fucked tonight, Tyler,” Sarah began, “but I’m going to offer you to our dates. I’m going to try and convince them to fuck you as a form of foreplay. I’m going to do anything I can to convince them that you’re to be used for their pleasure, that you’re a toy that we’ve brought along with us to enhance our evening. With any luck, Val and I will get to watch as you offer your asshole for the pleasure of two men you’ve never met, and when they’re done fucking you they’ll give our tight pussies the pounding we need while you watch and wait for permission to clean up the sticky, salty, cummy mess they make after they’ve made us cum.”

    I didn’t so much make Sarah cum as she used my face to make herself cum. She showered me with dirty talk and rubbed her clit over my mouth until she was trembling with pleasure. She closed her eyes, pulled me deeper between her legs, and smothered me with her pussy until her climax was over.

    “Thank you,” Sarah said as she stepped back. “That was an exceptional orgasm. Well done, Tyler.”

    “It was my pleasure,” I replied.

    Sarah looked at Val, smiled, and said, “We’re going to have a very good time tonight.”

    Val laughed. “Yes we are.”

    They certainly did. I suppose I did too, though it wasn’t an evening of pure pleasure. Sometimes, though, that’s a sub’s role. I’ll tell you all about it next time.

  
    Diary of a Submissive Cuckold - Part 14

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    A driver picked me up a little before 9 p.m. and took me into one of the well-to-do neighborhoods north of the city. He pulled up to a gate, punched in a code, and drove up a long driveway before arriving at a beautiful home resting at the top of a hill.

    The driver got out, opened the back door, and gestured for me to exit. “They’re inside,” he said before getting in the car and driving away.

    I stood in the driveway and stared up at the house before turning around to admire the breathtaking, completely unfettered view of the bay. I took a deep breath, turned back towards the house, and approached slowly. I felt impossibly nervous, mostly because I had no sense of what was going to happen once I got inside. Was I simply going to watch a foursome? Was I going to service Val and Sarah? Was I going to service the guys? Was I going to get fucked, as Sarah had intimated might happen?

    I knocked on the door, but no one answered so I gently pulled down on the handle to find that it was unlocked. I stepped inside and heard the unmistakable sound of Val’s laughter along with the beat of a song I couldn’t quite identify.

    The house wasn’t huge – its location was clearly its biggest selling point – so it didn’t take long for me to find Val, Sarah, and their dates in a room with massive floor to ceiling windows that offered a beautiful view of the bay.

    “Welcome, Tyler,” Val said as I stepped into the room.

    Val and Sarah were seated next to their dates, both of whom were sharply dressed in expensive suits and neither of which looked particularly nerdy, though money can go a long way towards removing any sheen of nerdiness from a man, especially if he’s interested in having fun with women as beautiful as Val and Sarah.

    “So, this is your cuckold,” one of the guys said as he eyed me from across the room.

    “It is,” Val replied before turning to the man sitting next to her. “Tyler, this is Jeremy.”

    I nodded at Jeremy, who flashed a confident smile and put his arm around Val.

    “And this is Spencer,” Sarah added.

    I nodded at Spencer, who offered nothing other than a penetrating stare before standing, plucking a glass of champagne from the coffee table, and approaching me.

    “I’ve heard about men like you,” Spencer said. “I’m skeptical, though. Submission, I get. I can see the pleasure in surrendering control to someone else. I’m not sure I get the pleasure of being a cuckold, though.”

    I figured he’d offer me the glass of champagne, but instead he stopped a few steps in front of me and took a long sip before continuing.

    “Does it really turn you on to watch someone else fuck Val?” he asked.

    “Yes,” I replied.

    Spencer turned, looked at Val and Jeremy, and said, “Is it fair to say that you’d find more pleasure in watching my friend fuck Val than you would in fucking her yourself?”

    “I…I don’t know,” I said. “I do know that I find it immensely arousing to watch someone else fuck Val, though. It’s a different kind of arousal than if I were permitted to have sex with her, too. It’s more…more potent.”

    “Permitted to have sex with her?” Spencer asked.

    “He’s not worthy of my pussy,” Val answered. “I knew that from the moment I met him.”

    Jeremy reached down and ran his fingers over Val’s leg and she parted her thighs for him as her gaze met mine.

    “And that turns you on?” Spencer asked. “Being with a woman who finds you unworthy of her pussy?”

    “Yes,” I admitted. “The very idea of it turns me on. But I’m also turned on by serving Val’s needs as her submissive. I like…I like doing as she instructs me to do. I like being there when she fucks someone else. I like…I like serving them both.”

    Sarah stood and grabbed a champagne glass just as Spencer had done. She approached, stopped next to her date, and reached down to massage his cock through his slacks. “Earlier today this little bitch let me spank him, abuse his balls, and fuck his ass with a thick butt plug, all because Val told him to do what I wanted. He loves to serve. That’s why he’s here. He wants to be a good boy and serve us. He wants to do whatever we want. He wants us to push his limits.”

    Sarah unzipped Spencer’s pants and pulled out his cock as my eyes darted from his crotch to Jeremy fingering Val’s pussy as they kissed.

    “Use him,” Sarah said. “See what it’s like to use a submissive man as a toy for your pleasure. Use him as an object. Use him while his domme watches. Do whatever the fuck you want with him.”

    I could hear the arousal in Sarah’s voice and it was hard not to absorb some of it. I could see it working on Spencer, too.

    “Get on your knees,” Spencer demanded.

    I dropped to my knees without hesitation and he smiled.

    “Fuck his face,” Sarah whispered as she stroked Spencer’s cock. “Fuck his whore face and make him choke on your cock. Unleash your desire and use him.”

    Spencer stepped forward, put a hand on the back of my head, and pushed his cock between my open lips. He fucked my face just like Sarah wanted and he did so aggressively. His cock pumped in and out of my mouth and I gagged and choked repeatedly.

    “God damn,” Jeremy said. “Are you really okay with this?”

    “I am,” Val replied. “I know it’s hard to understand, but it’s his submission that turns me on. It’s his willingness to give up his body because he knows I want him to that thrills me more than anything. It’s not so much the act of him sucking cock that I love. It’s his eagerness to suffer through a brutal face fucking for my pleasure that I love, that makes me love him.”

    Val moaned, and while I couldn’t see anything with Spencer pounding my face, I could hear the wetness of her pussy and I assumed that meant Jeremy was fingering her vigorously. More importantly – so much more importantly – Val said she loved me. Despite the deeply unpleasant nature of the face fucking I was taking, I was riding high in that moment because Val had expressed her love, which meant I had what I wanted most in life. I had the love of a domme.

    “Doesn’t that feel good?” Sarah asked as she lifted her dress and plunged a hand into her panties. “Doesn’t it feel good to fuck his whore mouth like he’s nothing more than an object for your pleasure?”

    “Fuck yes it does,” Spencer said. “God damn. A woman hates it if I do this sort of thing to her mouth, and yet this bitch is getting off on it.”

    “Yes he is,” Sarah replied. “He fucking loves it. He loves being treated like a piece of meat while his domme is watching and getting off on it.”

    Spencer buried his cock in my throat, held it there for a few seconds, and then pulled out. His cock was covered in my saliva and he laughed as he slapped my face with it and rubbed the slippery, thick liquid over my cheeks, chin, and forehead.

    “Come over here, cuckold,” Val said. “Crawl over here, in fact.”

    I crawled past Spencer and towards Val and Jeremy. I heard laughter from behind me but Val had a smile on her face as she unzipped Jeremy’s pants and pulled out a long, thick, stiff cock.

    “I’d like my cuckold to suck your cock,” Val said as she stroked Jeremy’s shaft. “I wouldn’t mind if you used his mouth just like Spencer did, in fact.”

    “I was hoping you’d say that,” Jeremy replied as he loosened his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pushed them to the floor. “Take my shoes off, cuckold.”

    I untied his shoes and slipped them off his feet before removing his pants and underwear. I watched Val’s hand move up and down his shaft and looked up to see her lean in and kiss her date. I felt a surprising sense of jealousy as their tongues mingled, as I wanted to be him in that moment. I knew Val was a good kisser and I wanted to feel that sense of intimacy with her. I knew that wasn’t my place, though. Not on that night.

    “Suck my cock, cuckold,” Jeremy said. “Now.”

    I crawled forward and took him in my mouth. Val put her hand on the back of my head and pushed down with surprising force, causing me to gag as Jeremy’s thick cock stretched my lips and pushed into my throat.

    “Fucking hell,” Jeremy said. “I do love the feeling of a bitch gagging on my cock.”

    “I’m glad I brought Tyler,” Val replied. “I don’t really care for gagging on a cock, but my cuckold is always happy to offer his mouth and throat for your pleasure. As Sarah said, I want to see you both use him. I want to see you push his limits. I want to see you do whatever you please with my cuckold.”

    Jeremy grabbed my head with both hands and began to fuck his cock up into my mouth. I stretched my lips as wide as they could go, ensured that my teeth never made contact with his shaft, and took my second face fucking of the night. The angle – being on my knees with my head in his lap – made it more unpleasant than the first, but I didn’t shy away. I gagged, I choked, I drooled, and once I came close to vomiting, but I never stopped.

    “He’s still wearing that butt plug,” Sarah said from behind me.

    “Really?” Spencer asked.

    “Of course,” Val replied. “After all, he has two holes that are meant to be used for the pleasure of superior men like yourselves.”

    I felt my asshole tighten around the butt plug that had been stretching it for hours. I knew there was a possibility I’d be getting fucked that night, but the prospect of it felt different in the moment. I wasn’t scared, really – I knew Val would make sure I didn’t actually get hurt – but I was certainly nervous.

    “I want to see it,” Spencer said.

    “Strip, cuckold,” Val instructed.

    Jeremy released his grip on my head and I stood and quickly stripped before dropping to my knees and taking his cock in my mouth once more.

    “God damn,” Jeremy said. “He really is a whore for you.”

    “He’s whatever I say he is,” Val replied. “That’s what makes him such a good submissive.”

    I felt a soft, smooth hand on my ass for a moment before a swift blow was delivered. I cried out around Jeremy’s thick cock and then Sarah gripped the butt plug and slowly pulled it from my ass. I couldn’t help but moan as the thick part stretched my asshole in what felt like an unnatural manner.

    “Damn,” Spencer said. “That thing is massive.”

    “Yes it is,” Sarah replied. “I wanted him to be ready in case you chose to use him tonight. Have you ever fucked a bitch like him?”

    “No,” Spencer said.

    “Have you ever wanted to mount a bitch from behind and fuck it like it’s nothing more than a toy for your pleasure? Have you ever wanted to use a warm, wet hole to your satisfaction without a care in the world for the owner of that hole?” Sarah asked.

    Jeremy grabbed my head once more and shoved his cock as deep into my throat as he could. He held it there, cutting off my air supply and groaning like it felt better than almost anything he’d experienced. Sarah had been talking to Spencer, but Jeremy was absolutely taking her words to heart and doing as he pleased with me.

    “Do you want to fuck his hole, Spencer?” Sarah asked.

    “Hell yes,” Spencer said.

    “Then do it,” Val replied. “Fuck my cuckold’s ass. Wear a condom, though, so your cock is nice and clean when you give Sarah’s pussy a pounding a little later.”

    I heard a condom wrapper being torn open. I heard it being rolled down Spencer’s cock. Jeremy resumed fucking my face as Spencer got on his knees behind me and pulled the butt plug out of my ass. His cock quickly took its place and just like that I was being fucked by a man.

    “Oh, fuck,” Val said.

    “Have you ever watched a sub get fucked?” Sarah asked.

    “Once or twice,” Val replied. “But this is so much hotter.”

    “There’s something about your love for a submissive that makes it so much hotter to see him objectified, humiliated, and used, isn’t there?” Sarah asked.

    “I think there might be,” Val said.

    I couldn’t do a whole lot of thinking in the moment, but once again I was swept up in a certain kind of joy as Val admitted to loving me. Thinking about it afterwards it strikes me as fucked up in the most wonderful way that loving me means she enjoys seeing me get used, though I suppose it’s really just that loving me means that when I show a deeper level of submission she finds it even more arousing.

    Spencer was not the least bit gentle. He dug his fingers into my hips and fucked me with every bit of power he could muster. His cock was big, too, though I was surprised to discover that there was pleasure in that. I’m pretty sure he was hitting my prostate, but it felt oddly good, and since I’d sucked plenty of cock at that point it didn’t feel like my world was being turned upside down by taking one in the ass.

    Jeremy pulled his cock from my mouth and Val said, “Does it feel good to get fucked, cuckold?”

    “Yes,” I answered.

    “What a whore,” Sarah replied. “What a delightful whore.”

    “I know,” Val said before turning her gaze to Jeremy’s cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and stroked him slowly as a smile crossed her face. I watched her lean down and take the tip in her mouth. She sucked him sensually, which was almost the exact opposite of how my mouth had been used. I imagine Jeremy wouldn’t have been interested in a slow, sensual blowjob from me, though. My face was for fucking, for rough use. Val’s mouth was something else.

    “Suck his balls,” she whispered.

    I dropped my head lower and sucked Jeremy’s balls while Val sucked his cock. Spencer’s pounding continued from behind and Sarah joined in by delivering swift, painful swats to my ass. Each time she hit me the sound of flesh meeting flesh reverberated around the room and I cried out, but for some reason it made the whole thing more pleasurable. I know that it was because I’d never in my life felt more submissive and I delighted in every moment I spent in that beautiful headspace.

    “I need to cum,” Val said as she lifted her mouth from Jeremy’s cock. “I fucking need to cum so badly.”

    I felt proud in that moment. I might have been wrong, or assigning myself too much credit, but I believed that my submissiveness had put Val in a place of intense arousal, thus the need for her orgasm.

    Much to my delight, I got to watch as she climbed on top of Jeremy’s cock and took him in her pussy. I kept sucking his balls – she hadn’t told me otherwise – and I watched her ride his big, beautiful dick in a slow, sensual manner. She alternated between bouncing on him and grinding back and forth, offering them both pleasure and giving me the most beautiful show imaginable.

    “I want your cock, Spencer,” Sarah said. “Now.”

    Spencer pulled out of my ass and it gaped open for a few moments before the butt plug was placed inside me once more. Just a few seconds later I heard the sounds of sex emanating from the other couch. I was tempted to look – I’ll admit that I wanted to see what Sarah looked like taking cock – but I didn’t dare turn from my task of pleasuring Jeremy as he fucked my domme.

    “Jeremy, I’m close,” Val said after a few minutes of wondrous sex. “Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me.”

    “Better than your cuckold’s worthless dick would?” Jeremy asked.

    Val laughed. “His pathetic cock couldn’t fuck a woman to an orgasm if his life depended on it. He’ll never be worthy of my pussy, unlike you. I only met you tonight and already I know I’m going to want you again. I know that your cock can give me something that pathetic little bitch that’s sucking your balls can’t give me. I know that you can make me cum in ways that he can only dream.”

    Jeremy grasped her ass and squeezed hard as I took one of his balls into my mouth and sucked lustily. I listened to my beautiful domme moan loudly and I felt her ass trembling.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” she cried out.

    As always, I felt genuine pleasure at Val’s climax. The fact that I’d sucked cock, gotten fucked, and been subjected to verbal humiliation on the road to that orgasm actually made it more arousing.

    “Are you close?” Val asked as she resumed gently riding Jeremy’s cock.

    “I am,” he replied.

    “I want you to cum in the cuckold’s throat,” Val said. “Will you do that for me?”

    “Hell yes,” Jeremy said.

    Val lifted her pussy from his cock, sat next to him, and looked down at me. “Get to work,” she said. “Give him your mouth. Let him fuck your face. Let him bury your cock in his throat and cum when he’s ready.”

    I sat up, took Jeremy’s cock in my mouth, and sucked. I did so for just a few seconds before he grabbed my head and fucked my face gleefully. Sarah moaned loudly as the sounds of particularly vigorous sex filled the air along with my gagging.

    “Harder,” Val encouraged Jeremy. “Remember what Sarah said. He’s just an object. He’s nothing more than a sex toy. Use him as you please.”

    Jeremy’s grip tightened on my head and he moved my mouth up and down on his cock like I was nothing more than a Fleshlight. It was equal parts agonizing and enthralling to be used in that way, though the enthrallment was entirely because Val was the one encouraging him to do as he pleased with me.

    Eventually, Jeremy pulled my head down on his cock, buried it in my throat, and climaxed. I didn’t feel or taste even a drop of his cum as it bypassed my mouth entirely. I couldn’t breathe while he was cumming, but I managed to stave off a sense of panic long enough for him to finish before releasing my head.

    “Eat my pussy, cuckold,” Val said the moment I looked at her. “That was incredible and I need to cum again.”

    I moved between her legs and got to work. I was fairly certain my night was just beginning, too.

    After Val, Sarah, Jeremy, and Spencer had exhausted their desires we all went to bed. I found my way to an empty bedroom, crawled under the sheets, and surrendered to sleep almost immediately.

    I’d never felt so exhausted, which is why I was particularly groggy when Val crept into the room and slipped under the covers a few hours later.

    “Val?” I asked as I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes.

    She smiled and reached up to caress my face. “Hey there,” she said softly.

    “Hey,” I replied with a smile of my own.

    Val kissed me softly. Her warm lips lingered against mine for far longer than I expected and when she offered just a hint of her tongue I felt my loins come to life.

    “I love you, Tyler,” she said.

    I was overcome with emotion. Those were the words I’d long wanted to hear her say. They meant more coming from Val than they’d ever meant coming from another woman. Those words were far more nourishing for my soul than any others ever uttered to me.

    “I love you too, Val,” I replied.

    “I know you do,” she said with a soft smile. “And now you know that I love you. I want you to know that if you remain the submissive I know you’re capable of being that we’re going to be together for a long, long time.”

    “I will, Val,” I said. “I’ll be everything you need me to be. I promise.”

    Val ran her fingers down my bare chest and into my underwear. She took my cock in her hand and stroked me slowly as our lips met once more. As I stiffened, Val stroked me faster, gathering the precum I produced in the process. Once I was lubed, her hand moved rapidly, leading to an explosion of lust between my legs.

    “I want you to cum,” Val whispered. “Cum in your underwear for me.”

    It didn’t take long. Val’s skilled stroking, soft kissing, and beautiful words gave me an orgasm in less than a minute. I felt the hot liquid spreading in my underwear, leaving a mess against my cock and balls as she pulled her hand free. She had me lick up a little bit of semen that had ended up on her fingers and then she gave me another long, lingering kiss.

    “I intend on keeping you forever, Tyler,” Val said softly. “Is that what you want?”

    “More than anything,” I answered.

    She smiled. “Good. Then that’s what you’ll have.”

    She slipped out of bed, waved goodbye, and left me alone with a fresh load of cum in my underwear and a giddy smile on my face. I finally had the relationship I wanted and needed. I was finally happy.

    The End.

  
    Did it Have to be Him¿

    “Sydney? Are you home?” Sean called out as he dropped his bag by the front door. “Nope. I guess not. I’m guess I’m all alone.”

    He and Sydney were supposed to be celebrating his promotion. They were going to get dressed up, go to a ludicrously expensive dinner, have too much champagne, and then come home for a night of great sex that she’d promised would have included a blowjob and the positions of his choice.

    Instead, Travis had gotten the promotion. Somehow he’d snaked the job out from under Sean. He’d been the one that Mr. Sanders had called to the head of the conference table. He’d been the one that everyone had cheered for. More importantly, he’d been the one to end the day with a $35,000 raise.

    Sean knew he should have clapped for his coworker. He knew he should have played the game like he was supposed to, but he couldn’t. He’d worked his ass off for the past three years for that promotion and Travis had taken it from him, so Travis could go fuck himself.

    Sean made a beeline for the kitchen to grab a beer. It wasn’t going to be celebratory, but he needed a drink and if Sydney had seen fit to abandon him in his moment of need he was going to get started on a night of wallowing by himself.

    Sean’s mission to find a beer was interrupted when he spotted a note on the kitchen table. He recognized Sydney’s elegant handwriting and smiled as he picked it up. Perhaps she hadn’t abandoned him. The note read:

    My Love,

    I’m so sorry your day ended in disappointment. I know how hard you worked and I know you deserved that promotion. They made a mistake giving that job to someone else.

    I’ve decided that I’m going to make you feel better tonight. I already bought lingerie, after all, and it would be a shame for it to go to waste.

    I’m going to go a little further, though. I’m going to make one of your biggest fantasies come true. I’m going to let you watch me fuck someone else tonight. I’m going to cuckold you.

    There’s one very important element to arrange, but I’ll be home soon with the man that’s going to fuck me tonight. Be good for me until I’m gone.

    Sydney

    Sean read the letter a second time to make sure he hadn’t just imagined its contents. He hadn’t, though. His wife had actually written that she was going to cuckold him.

    It wasn’t one of Sean’s biggest fantasies. It was far and away the thing he fantasized about most often. It was the thing that offered him an entirely different kind of pleasure. It was the thing that could get him hard in an instant and get him off in a remarkably short span of time.

    He’d shared the fantasy years ago and every once in a while Sydney would bring it up. It usually happened when she was in a particularly good mood or she’d loosened up with a few drinks. Most of the time she’d ask him questions about it while playing with his cock. She’d ask if he wanted to watch. She’d ask if he wanted to see her give head to another guy. She’d ask if he wanted her to fuck a guy as a onetime thing or have a boyfriend. She always seemed to be totally delighted at how turned on Sean got and how hard he came, and then they wouldn’t talk about it until she was in the mood again.

    Sean immediately forgot about his desire for a drink and started pacing around the apartment as excitement spread through his body. Should he change his clothes? Should he put music on? Should he make sure the bedroom was ready? What if Sydney didn’t want to fuck in the bedroom?

    When he managed to calm himself down Sean took a moment to appreciate how amazing his wife was. She’d put up with him working impossibly long hours and had gone to all kinds of office parties to show that he’d married a smart, capable, stable woman that would be there during his rise up the company ranks. She’d offered him support when he’d had terrible days and celebrated the small victories he’d piled up over the past three years of hard work. Now, when he was in the midst of a genuinely dark moment, she was going out of her way to make him feel better by making his sexual fantasy come to life.

    Sean felt a wild rush of anxiety as he heard a key in the front door. A loud, lovely laugh from his wife followed as she came inside. The sound of a deep voice confirmed that she’d found a man. She’d found someone to fuck her. She’d found someone to cuckold him with.

    “Hey honey,” Sydney said with a smile as she rounded the corner and stepped into the living room.

    She held out her hand and the man she’d brought home took it and stepped into the living room with her.

    “Travis?” Sean said as he stared at the man that had taken his job. “What the fuck are you doing here? Is this a joke?” Sean turned his angry gaze to his wife. “Is this some kind of joke?”

    “No, my love, it’s not a joke,” Sydney said before turning to Travis, pulling him close, and kissing him.

    Sean stood there and watched as rage, jealousy, and a touch of arousal roiled inside him. He cursed his wife for her cruel version of making his fantasy come true. He cursed Travis for being willing to go along with it. He cursed himself for being so weak as to find even a little bit of arousal in watching his wife kiss someone else with such passion.

    The kiss ended and Sydney stepped back from Travis as she let her fingers wander down his chest and between his legs to caress the obvious and sizable bulge that had formed.

    “Isn’t cuckolding about an unsatisfied wife bring a better man into her bed? Isn’t it about the woman getting what she needs from someone superior to her husband?” Sydney asked as she played with Travis’s cock through the thin material of his slacks.

    Sean focused all his energy on not getting hard. He didn’t want Sydney to know that he felt even a shred of arousal, despite the fact that desire coursed through him as he watched her lustily stroke and caress Travis’s cock.

    “Who better to cuckold you with than the man that won the promotion you were supposed to get? Who better to welcome into our bed than the man that proved himself superior at your job?” Sydney asked.

    “Sydney, please,” Sean said. It all felt like too much. Losing the promotion had been a crushing blow and then he’d ridden the high of feeling like Sydney was going to cuckold him. Now he’d been kicked down again as she’d brought home the last man on Earth he’d want her to fuck. “I don’t want to watch you fuck Travis. I fucking hate Travis. You know that. You know he’s a piece of shit. You know he didn’t work for that promotion. You know he’s a brown-nosing, smooth-talking asshole that convinced Mr. Sanders to give him the job without any merit.”

    Travis smiled, stepped behind Sydney, and began to unbutton her blouse as he said, “You keep telling yourself that, Sean. You keep telling yourself that I don’t work hard. You keep telling yourself that I’m just some underhanded asshole that talked my way into a better job and a huge raise. You keep soothing that sad little ego of yours. Go ahead and walk the loser’s path.”

    Travis held Sean’s gaze as he slipped a hand into Sydney’s bra and squeezed her breast hard enough to elicit a surprised moan.

    “You keep telling yourself that I’m not a better man than you. Go ahead. Cling to that absurd idea,” Travis continued. “Tell yourself that your wife is letting me play with her perfect tits because I’m not the better man. Tell yourself that she picked me to fuck her because I’m not the better man.”

    Sean couldn’t move. He couldn’t speak. He could barely think straight. All he could see was the look on his wife’s face. It was a look of genuine pleasure. She was into it. She was into the way Travis was touching her. She was into the way he was talking to Sean. She was turned on.

    “He’s right, Sean,” Sydney said. “I didn’t want to see it. I wanted to believe in you. I did believe in you. I supported you. I helped you. I went to those parties and talked to the boring wives and your even more boring bosses. I did it all because I believed in you. I was wrong, though. You weren’t capable of getting that promotion. You never stood a chance. You’re not the man Travis is. You didn’t deserve that job. He did. That’s why he got it. That’s why he got the pay raise. That’s why he got the bigger office.”

    Sydney smiled as Travis pulled off her blouse and tossed it on the floor. He deftly unhooked her bra to expose her breasts and took them in his hands as he kissed Sydney’s neck.

    She closed her eyes and moaned for a few moments before looking at her husband once more. “It’s also why he’s going to cuckold you. He got the promotion and now he gets your wife’s pussy. He gets to fuck me. It’s only fair. It’s what you would have gotten tonight if you’d been man enough to win that job. You weren’t, though, so Travis gets to fuck me.”

    “Just…just tonight?” Sean asked in a soft, weak voice.

    Travis unzipped Sydney’s skirt and worked it over her hips as he continued to kiss her neck. His hand moved into her panties and she moaned again before saying, “I can’t say if it’s just for tonight. I’ll be honest, though. I doubt it. If Travis fucks me like I think he’s going to fuck me, I’m going to let him have my pussy whenever he wants it. Don’t forget, you wanted to be a cuckold, and a cuckold doesn’t really get to choose who his wife fucks or when she fucks him, right? A cuckold accepts that his wife has found a better man to satisfy her desires and he happily goes along with it because it offers him a beautiful kind of pleasure, right?”

    Sean looked down and saw the bulge he knew had formed. He saw that he’d lost the battle with his desire. He saw that his dick had gotten hard, that his fantasy had won out, even if it was Travis stripping his wife naked and playing with her body.

    “Tell me you want to watch Travis fuck me,” Sydney said. “Tell me you want to watch a better man cuckold you.”

    Sean shook his head. He couldn’t say it.

    “Sean, sweetie, I’m fucking him either way, but the only way you get to watch is if you tell me it’s what you want. You can sit out here and listen as your new boss – he’s in charge of you now, right? – fucks your wife, or you can come into the bedroom and watch like you’ve always fantasized about doing. It’s your choice, but you have to make it now. If you say no, you don’t get to come into the bedroom until we’re done. You’ll just have to sit out here and listen as he fucks me to as many orgasms as I can handle.”

    Travis gently worked Sydney’s panties down, revealing her pussy and leaving her naked and ready to be taken. It was the moment Sean had fantasized about for years. All the ingredients were there. It was just that one of the ingredients was rotten. Travis was there. A man he genuinely loathed happened to be the man his wife had chosen to fuck.

    “I want to watch Travis fuck you,” Sean said. It felt like the lesser of two evils. If Sydney was going to cuckold him he wasn’t going to sit in the living room and listen. He was going to watch, even if it was a deeply imperfect version of his fantasy.

    “What else?” Sydney said as Travis slipped two fingers into her pussy.

    Sean swallowed what remained of his pride and said, “I want to watch a better man cuckold me.”

    Sydney smiled as Travis fingered her pussy with one hand and played with her breasts with the other. “He is a better man, Sean. I know you don’t want to believe it, but he is.”

    She spun around and Travis grabbed her ass and squeezed it as they kissed. Sean gave himself over to his desire and his cock reached a fully erect state as he watched his wife offer her body to a man he hated.

    “Fuck me, Travis. Fuck me while my husband watches,” Sydney said as she looked into the other man’s eyes.

    “With pleasure,” he replied.

    Sydney took his hand and led him to the bedroom as Sean stood in the living room. He considered not watching. He knew it would be arousing, but he wasn’t sure he could handle the inevitable humiliation that would come along with it. He held out for half a minute before his desire drew him towards the bedroom.

    Travis was naked and in bed by the time Sean stepped through the doorway. Sydney was between his legs with her fingers wrapped around the base of the other man’s cock and her lips wrapped around the stiff head.

    “This was supposed to be your blowjob, wasn’t it Sean? Didn’t your lovely wife promise you the first blowjob you’ve had in quite some time as a reward for the promotion?” Travis asked with a cocky smile on his face.

    Sean nodded. That was the blowjob he was supposed to be getting. It was the blowjob he was quite certain he wasn’t going to be getting now.

    The cock popped free of Sydney’s cock and she looked over at Sean and said, “Blowjobs are for winners, honey. Losers get to watch.”

    Travis laughed and Sydney went right back to sucking his dick. Sean watched his wife’s lips move up and down the other man’s shaft. He watched her offer the kind of oral pleasure he’d been dreaming about, the kind that he hadn’t experienced in a long time.

    “God damn, you are incredible,” Travis said.

    Sydney looked up at him as her mouth continued to move up and down Travis’s stiff cock.

    “You know, if your wife’s pussy is anywhere near as good as her mouth, I’m coming back for more,” Travis said as he looked up at Sean.

    “It’s better,” Sean replied.

    “What’s that?” Travis shot back.

    “Her pussy is better,” Sean said. It was. Sydney’s mouth was wonderful, but there was nothing like her pussy.

    “He’s right,” Sydney said as she sat up and stroked Travis’s long, spit-soaked cock. “My pussy is perfect, and it’s yours. You got the promotion. You beat my husband, so you get my pussy.”

    “Lucky me,” Travis said as Sydney straddled him and rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    “Wait, what about a condom?” Sean said.

    Sydney sat down on Travis’s long, thick cock and took the full length inside her as she looked over at Sean. “He gets to fuck me bare, sweetie. He got the promotion. He beat you. He humiliated you. He gets your wife’s pussy without protection. He gets to fuck me bare and cum inside me.”

    “But…” Sean said.

    “You can leave if you want,” Sydney shot back. “Or, you could get naked and masturbate as you watch me fuck another man. Just embrace it, honey. We both know you want it. Just watch him fuck your wife.”

    Sean didn’t get a chance to say anything else as Sydney leaned forward, kissed Travis, and began riding his cock with her slick, slippery pussy.

    Sean could have walked away, but he wasn’t willing to deprive himself. He wasn’t sure he’d ever get to experience being a cuckold again, so he did as his wife recommended. He embraced it. He stripped as he watched her fuck another man. He freed his cock as he watched Sydney’s pussy lips cling to Travis’s thick shaft as she rode him.

    Sydney sat up, pressed her hands against Travis’s chest, and threw her head back as she moved her pussy over his loins with exceptional speed. She was working her clit and milking his cock at the same time and it seemed to fill her body with an overwhelming kind of pleasure.

    “Cum on my cock,” Travis said. “Do it. Cum on my cock while your husband watches.”

    Sydney looked back at Sean, flashed a naughty smile, then doubled down on her efforts to climax. Soon enough the bedroom filled with the sounds of her orgasm as she moaned loudly and lustily while her ass and legs trembled with pleasure.

    “That’s a good girl,” Travis said as he reached up to play with her tits while she rode the waves of her orgasm.

    “Fuck!” Sydney said as the last bit of pleasure ripped through her. “What a great fucking orgasm!”

    Sydney lifted her pussy off of Travis’s cock, smiled, and said, “You should fuck me on his side of the bed.”

    She pushed the covers back and laid on Sean’s side of the bed with her legs spread. Travis moved between them, slipped into her pussy, and resumed fucking her like they hadn’t ever stopped.

    Sean’s body hummed with a mixture of pleasure and humiliation, though it all generated a deep sense of arousal. Watching Sydney cum had been a moment of great joy. In that short span of time when she was experiencing an orgasm he’d lived out his fantasy of becoming a cuckold. Seeing his wife cum on someone else’s cock was everything he’d hoped it would be and his dick felt alive with desire as he masturbated.

    It wasn’t until they moved to missionary that Sean noticed a genuine difference – cock size excluded – in how Travis fucked her. It was hard to pin down exactly what was different, but Travis moved with greater confidence and power. He seemed to understand that Sydney wanted to be truly fucked and he provided that with long, deep thrusts, each of which elicited a deep, sensual moan from Sean’s wife.

    Sydney’s commentary certainly helped make it seem like she was having a hell of a good time.

    “Fuck me, Travis. Fuck my married pussy. Fuck my tight little married pussy. Give me that cock. Give me your big cock. Fuck me while my husband watches. Show him how a man fucks a woman,” were all among the things she said to the man inside her. Each and every one thrilled Sean. Each and every comment brought him a little bit closer to his climax as he watched and stroked his cock.

    When Travis began to fuck her harder and faster, Sydney seemed to sense that he was close to cumming.

    “Yes, yes, cum inside me. Give me your load. Fill me, Travis. Fill my pussy. Fill my married pussy!” Sydney said.

    Sean picked up his underwear and held them in front of his cock as he jerked off and watched his wife cuckold him. He watched Travis’s face. He watched his wife’s face. He watched their bodies meld together. He watched them both experience immense pleasure.

    When Travis closed his eyes, threw his head back, and buried his cock in Sydney’s pussy Sean let his load loose. He climaxed into his underwear as another man climaxed into his wife.

    Sydney’s face broke into the most joyous smile Sean had ever seen as Travis came inside her. It was as if his orgasm provided almost as much pleasure as hers had.

    “That’s it,” she said while moving her hands down his back. “Cum inside me. Fill me. Claim your victory. Claim my pussy. Take it from my husband.”

    Sydney looked over as Sean spurted his load into his underwear. He looked over as he fully embraced his cuckolding. She offered a quick smile but said nothing.

    “Your husband was right,” Travis said. “Your pussy was better.”

    “I think he liked watching,” Sydney said.

    Travis looked over and laughed as he saw Sean standing there with his cum-filled underwear in his hand and a softening dick between his legs.

    “You know,” Sydney said as she smiled at Sean, “It could have been your cum inside me. All you had to do was get that promotion. Maybe that wasn’t possible given your competition for the job, but you should have, Sean. You should have gotten that promotion. You should have been the better man. My pussy goes to the better man.”

    “You better believe I’m going to enjoy it, too,” Travis said. “Your wife’s pussy is better than the office and the raise. In fact, I think I might enjoy it again tonight and I think I want you out of the room when I do.”

    Sean gave his wife a pleading look but she offered no help.

    “Run along, sweetie. Travis is going to enjoy the fruits of being the better man and winning that promotion. Why don’t you have a drink and watch a little TV while he fucks me again?” Sydney said.

    Sean’s shoulders slumped as he grabbed a new pair of underwear from the dresser, picked up the rest of his clothes, and left the bedroom. His fantasy had come true. He was a cuckold.
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    “You wanted to see me, sir?” Sean asked as he stepped into Travis’s office.

    Travis looked up, smiled, and said, “Sean, yes, come in, please. Have a seat.”

    Sean shut the door and approached his boss’s desk. The vibe in the room was a little strange and he worried there was a chance he was about to lose his job. Travis had taken his promotion and happily cuckolded him, so it didn’t seem out of the realm of possibility that he’d fire him too.

    “What can I do for you, sir?” Sean asked.

    “You can sit right there,” Travis said.

    “I don’t understand,” Sean replied.

    “Sir,” Travis said.

    Sean took a deep breath to swallow the rage that had welled up. “I don’t understand, sir,” he said.

    Travis flashed a cocky smile and Sean suppressed a desire to leap across the desk and choke the man he’d come to hate with a passion in the three weeks since he’d lost the promotion and access to his wife’s pussy on the same day. “You’ll understand in just a moment, Sean,” Travis said. “For now, I need you to sit there and stay silent like a good cuck.”

    Sean clenched his fists as a deeper sense of rage bubbled up inside him. He couldn’t afford to lose his job, though, especially since Travis wouldn’t have any trouble shit talking Sean to every other employer in their industry, which would leave him with little ability to get find the kind of job he desired. Sean closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and resolved to sit there without saying a word for as long as Travis wanted.

    A gentle knock on the door brought a smile to Travis’s face. “Come in,” he said. The door opened and Sean turned to see his wife step into Travis’s office.

    “Hey you,” Sydney said as she completely ignored Sean and made a beeline for Travis.

    “Hey,” Travis replied. He stood and met Sydney on the other side of the desk. They kissed like two lovers who haven’t seen each other for weeks, though in their case only two days had passed since they’d last been together. “Thank you for coming.”

    “Of course,” Sydney replied with a smile. “You know I’d do just about anything for you.”

    “Did you wear what we talked about?” Travis asked.

    Sydney nodded and unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a soft, sexy white lace bodysuit that clung to her breasts in the most appealing way imaginable. She reached back to unzip her skirt, working it over her hips and stepping out of it before moving back and spinning around so Travis could get a look at her body. “What do you think?” she asked.

    “You look good in white,” Travis replied. “Perfect, even.”

    Sydney bit her lower lip and sauntered towards Travis. They kissed as she ran her hand down his chest and between his legs, eliciting a moan when she found his cock and stroked him through the thin material of his slacks.

    “I’ve never been fucked in an office,” Sydney said. “I got wet just thinking about it on the ride over here.”

    “Your husband’s never had an office to fuck you in, has he?” Travis asked.

    Sydney shook her head. “He hasn’t. He’s never been promoted above cubicle status. I know he was hoping he would be, but you showed him that it takes a real man to earn a promotion like that, didn’t you?”

    Travis smiled and nodded. “Now you’re going to show him what a woman does for a man that earns that kind of promotion, aren’t you?”

    Sydney finally turned to Sean and smiled. “If you’d been man enough to earn that promotion, you’d be the one fucking me in this beautiful office. You’d be the one I wore this lovely lingerie for. You’d be the one I’d get on my knees for.”

    Travis backed up, sat in his Aeron chair – the sort that only the higher ups got – and leaned back as Sydney approached, dropped to her knees, and unzipped his pants. She freed his cock and took him in her mouth as Sean watched from the other side of the desk.

    Travis smiled at Sean and said, “How does it feel to know that your wife is on her knees for me, Sean? How does it feel to know that she came all the way down here to suck my cock in the office you thought you were going to have?”

    There were two honest answers to Travis’s question, but he wasn’t going to tell the man he loathed that he was turned on by the sight of Sydney sucking another man’s cock, so he went with the other answer. “I fucking hate it,” he said. It was an odd thing to feel both hatred and arousal at the same time, but it was Sean’s reality in that moment and there was nothing he could do about it.

    Travis laughed. “I think we both know that’s not true,” he said. “You’re weak, but if you truly hated it you’d have done something about it by now. You’d have stood up for yourself. You’d have demanded that your wife stop letting me fuck that perfect, tight pussy of hers. You haven’t done that though, have you?”

    Sean gripped the edge of the chair and another form of rage rose up in him. This time it was directed inwards because Travis was right. If Sean had any self-respect he would have at least tried to stop Sydney from fucking Travis. He hadn’t, though. He’d weakly argued against her doing it a few times, but he’d never offered an ultimatum or threatened to leave her if she continued to fuck the man that had stolen his promotion.

    “Has she sucked your cock since you lost the promotion, Sean?” Travis asked.

    “No,” Sean replied.

    Sydney’s head continued to bob up and down in Travis’s lap, making it feel like Sean was watching a live porn video about a slutty secretary and her big-dicked boss that couldn’t help but fuck despite it being a busy work day.

    “Do you think she’ll suck your dick again?” Travis asked.

    Sean’s shoulders sank as he realized there was a very real chance that he’d received his last blowjob from Sydney. “I’m not sure,” he said.

    Travis flashed his cocky smile. “I am,” he said. “Sydney’s sucked your dick for the last time, at least as long as I’m involved with her. Isn’t that right?”

    Sydney looked up at him and replied, “I can’t think of why I’d suck Sean’s dick when I have yours to enjoy.” She turned her head and smiled at Sean. “Sorry, babe, but Travis is better than you in almost every way and I don’t see any reason to get on my knees for an inferior man. Can you think of a reason?”

    “No,” Sean replied. It was an embarrassing answer to give, though it wasn’t anywhere near as embarrassing as the fact that he had a raging erection in his pants.

    “Stand up for me,” Travis said as he looked down at Sydney. “Bend over the desk. Tell your husband what you want me to do.”

    Sydney stood, turned around, put her hands on Travis’s desk, and bent over. “I want Travis to fuck me,” she said to Sean. “I want him to fuck me in the office you thought you were going to have. I want him to fuck me like a real man fucks a woman. I want him to pound my tight, married pussy from behind and cum inside me like a real man deserves to do when a woman has given him her pussy.”

    Travis stood and smacked Sydney’s ass hard enough that Sean was worried someone outside his office would hear. She didn’t seem to care, though, as a bright smile spread across her face.

    “Take your cock out,” Sydney said as she stared into her husband’s eyes. “We both know you want to, Sean. It’s pathetic, but we both know you want to jerk off. I know your dick is hard, so pull it out.”

    Travis stepped behind Sydney and slipped his fingers inside her. “She’s soaked,” he said. “How does that make you feel, Sean? Your wife is soaked because I’m about to fuck her from behind over my desk.”

    Sean didn’t answer, which prompted Travis to laugh.

    “Tell me, Sydney,” Travis said, “if Sean had gotten the promotion and it was his desk you were bent over, do you think you’d be this wet?”

    Sydney smiled. “No, but to be honest, if Sean had gotten the promotion I wouldn’t be bent over his desk. Sean’s not the sort of man that would think to fuck me like that. He’s not the sort of man that takes what he wants. He waits for something to be given to him, which is why he almost never gets what he wants.”

    Travis guided his cock into Sydney’s pussy and her lips parted as she unleashed a long, low moan as he filled her.

    “I’m not that kind of man, am I?” Travis asked.

    Sydney smiled and shook her head. “No, you’re not. You’re twice the man my husband is. You take what you want. You claim what you crave. You wanted my pussy so you took it from Sean. You wanted my mouth, so you took it from him. You wanted my body and you made it yours. Now fuck me, Travis. Fuck me hard. Pound me until I’m sore and then pump your load into my pussy.”

    Travis leaned forward, grabbed a handful of Sydney’s hair, and pulled back as he looked at Sean. “Do you want me to fuck your wife, Sean?” he asked.

    “No,” Sean said. His voice was soft and weak, though.

    “Pathetic,” Travis said. He pulled out and slammed his cock into Sydney’s pussy. She cried out before her lips curled into a devilish smile. “You’re pathetic, Sean. This is why you didn’t get the promotion. This is why you’re sitting there like some pathetic cuck with a stiff dick in your pants. If you were half a man you’d push me out of the way and take your wife’s cunt from behind. Hell, you might even try getting in on the action by stuffing that pretty mouth of hers with your cock while I fuck her from behind.”

    “Do you want that, Sean?” Sydney asked as Travis began to fuck her. “Do you want to fuck my pretty mouth while Travis has his way with my pussy? Do you want to spit roast your wife with your boss?”

    Sean wasn’t sure if it was a legitimate offer or if Sydney was taunting him, but that wasn’t something he really wanted.

    “Of course he doesn’t want that,” Travis said. “He’s just a little bitch. He wants to sit there and watch with a boner trying to poke a fucking hole in his pants.”

    Sydney gripped the far end of Travis’s desk for balance as he fucked her harder. He pulled back on her hair with every thrust, but if she was uncomfortable it was impossible to tell. If anything, she seemed to be in a state of bliss as Travis delivered the kind of fucking that Sean assumed only took place in porn videos.

    As the vigorous fucking continued, one of Sydney’s hands disappeared between her legs. She moaned as Sean assumed she was masturbating her way to an orgasm while Travis did as he pleased with her pussy.

    “Fuck me harder,” Sydney said. “Fuck me like a real man. Fuck me like a real man while my pathetic husband watches.”

    Sean sank deeper into the chair as humiliation swirled through his body. His cock remained stiff, though, which in turn deepened his sense of shame. Why wasn’t he willing to do anything to stop his cuckolding from happening? Why was he just sitting there like a bitch as another man fucked Sydney so aggressively?

    “Oh, yeah, I’m close,” Travis said.

    “Cum inside me!” Sydney pleaded. “Please, cum inside me!”

    She wanted it. She wasn’t just saying it for Travis’s benefit. She clearly wanted it. The look on her face made it clear. The idea that Travis was going to cum inside her clearly fueled some of Sydney’s lust.

    Travis fucked her harder and faster and his moans got lower and louder. The sounds of sex filled the office as Sean sat like a statue in the chair. Then his boss buried his cock in Sydney’s pussy and came inside her.

    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out. She smacked the desk with one hand and the look on her face made it perfectly clear she was climaxing as Travis flooded her pussy with his seed.

    Travis pulled out, looked down at his dick, and said, “My cock is an absolute mess.”

    Sydney smiled at Sean and said, “I can fix that.” She stood, turned around, and dropped to her knees in front of Travis to swallow his cock.

    “Look at that, Sean,” Travis said. “Your beautiful wife is cleaning my cock after letting me cum inside her. How does that make you feel, Sean?”

    The rage had mostly left Sean’s body. In its place was equal parts arousal and humiliation and they seemed to be feeding on each other. “It turns me on,” he answered, though he could hear the resignation in his voice. He wasn’t exactly proud of his arousal.

    “Of course it does,” Travis said. “In a way, that’s a good thing, because I have no plans on giving up your wife’s pussy anytime soon. As far as I’m concerned, it’s mine now and I’m going to enjoy it as much as I want. If I get tired of fucking her I’ll let you have her pussy again, but I really don’t see that happening anytime soon, Sean. I think you’ll have to embrace being a cuckold. I mean, you might as well get something out of this, right?”

    “All clean,” Sydney said as she tucked Travis’s cock back into his pants and zipped him up.

    “Thanks,” Travis said. “You are, as always, a goddess among women. I’m going to kick ass the rest of my day thanks to your naughty little visit.”

    Sydney kissed him on the cheek and said, “It’s my pleasure. Call me anytime you need a little afternoon pick me up. You know I’ll be happy to spend a little time bent over your desk to satisfy the needs of a real man.”

    Sydney turned, smiled at Sean, and said, “Sean, darling, would you help me get dressed?”

    Sean stood, revealing his erection, and picked up his wife’s skirt and blouse as she approached. He helped her into the blouse first, buttoning it up as her hands remained at her sides. He knelt to have her step into the skirt and then pulled it over her hips, tucked the blouse into it, and zipped it up like he was little more than her servant.

    “Thank you, darling,” Sydney said before giving him a kiss on the cheek. She turned to Travis, smiled, and said, “And thank you for the orgasm. Will I be seeing you tonight?”

    “Absolutely,” Travis said. “Your husband doesn’t know it yet, but he’s going to have to stay late doing some work that I really don’t want to do and I figured you might like to have dinner with a real man before I take you to the bedroom and have my way with that perfect body of yours.”

    “I’ll make sure to prepare a lovely dinner,” Sydney said. “Steak, perhaps?”

    Sean couldn’t remember the last time Sydney had prepared a steak dinner for him, but then he couldn’t remember the last time he’d done something worthy of a celebratory meal like that.

    “That sounds great,” Travis said.

    Sydney turned towards Sean, gave him another kiss on the cheek, and whispered, “Enjoy your late night at work. I’ll be sure to enjoy Travis’s cock again tonight. It’s so nice to have a real man in the house from time to time.”

    Sean turned to watch his wife walk out of the office and stood there with a throbbing erection in his pants as the door closed. It wasn’t until he heard a loud thud from behind him that Sean turned back to Travis. A thick stack of stuffed manila folders rested on his otherwise clean desk.

    “You need to get through all these reports tonight,” Travis said. “It’s your job to summarize them and flag those that are deserving of my attention. It’s the perfect kind of work for a guy like you, Sean. You just have to slog through it like a good grunt while I’m at your house enjoying your wife’s pretty mouth and tight pussy. And who knows, maybe tonight’s the night I convince her to give up her ass.”

    Sean felt the rage return, but he knew there was absolutely nothing to be done with it.

    “Take the reports and get out of my office. I don’t want you leaving here until you’re done with all of them. Do you understand?” Travis asked.

    Sean nodded as he approached the desk and picked up the stack of reports.

    “Oh, and I’ll be spending the night with Sydney, so if you get home late enough, don’t bother coming into the master bedroom. The guest bedroom is yours tonight. If you hear us fucking you’re welcome to come in, get on your knees, and watch like a little bitch. You can even jerk off if you want,” Travis said.

    “Okay,” Sean replied. There was nothing else to say. Sydney wasn’t going to turn Travis down. In fact, she’d almost certainly welcome his presence in their bedroom.

    “Sorry, what was that?” Travis asked.

    “Okay, sir,” Sean said.

    “You know, it’s been a lot more exciting than I thought it would be to take what’s yours, Sean,” Travis added. “I wonder what else I can take from you.”

    Sean wasn’t interested in stocking around for that particular conversation, so he grabbed the pile of folders and left Travis’s office. His boss’s words stuck with him, though, and he spent a good portion of the day wondering what else Travis could possibly take. Was there anything Sean still had that Travis wanted?
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    “Good morning, Sean,” Travis said as he ambled into the kitchen with a shit-eating grin on his face.

    Sean resisted the urge to scream at his boss to get the fuck out of his house, instead trying to sound at least somewhat polite as he said, “I’m surprised you’re still here. I thought you had an early workout.”

    Travis pulled out a chair and sat at the kitchen table. He scratched his balls through the remarkably thin material of his underwear, crossed his leg, and said, “I did, and I was planning on going. Your wife convinced me to stay a little longer, though. I believe she said that I could use her body for a workout instead of some boring machine at the gym.”

    After a night spent in the guest bedroom – a night that included listening to his wife fucking the man that had beaten him out for a promotion at work – Sean was looking forward to being free from all of that come morning, but it seemed that it wasn’t to be.

    “Well, perhaps I’ll go to the gym, then,” Sean said as he pushed away from the kitchen counter. “I think I’d prefer that to staying here, to be honest.”

    Sean moved to walk out of the kitchen but Travis put his hand up. “Actually, I’d really like it if you made me breakfast, Sean. Well, coffee first, but then breakfast. I think I’d like pancakes, if you can manage that. Surely you’re better at cooking than you are at your job, right? I can’t imagine you could be any worse.”

    “Why are you doing this?” Sean asked.

    That cocky grin returned to Travis’s face before he replied, “Doing what, Sean?”

    “You know what I’m talking about,” Sean said. “I kind of, sort of get why you fucked Sydney that first time. It was a power move. You were claiming a little extra reward that came with your promotion and you were putting me in my place in the process. Okay, fine. But why are you still doing this? It’s been almost two months now. You can move on. You can find another woman to fuck. You can find another subordinate at work to torture.”

    Travis chuckled. “Your wife is the best lay I’ve ever had, Sean. She’s up for just about anything and she fucks with a kind of passion that few women possess. Like last night. She was up for anything, Sean. Literally anything. I fucked her in every position. I fucked her all over your bedroom and bathroom. I fucked her in the shower. I fucked her on the bathroom counter. I fucked her up against the window and your neighbors saw. I fucked her on your dresser. I fucked her in your bed. She moaned like a good girl throughout all of it, too. She gets off on being used hard by a real man, probably because she’s been taking your limp dick for so many years. And you know what else, Sean?”

    “What?” he said defiantly.

    “Your wife gets off on fucking me because she knows you hate it,” Travis continued. “She was willing to do anything with me last night because she knew you were listening from the little bed in the guest room. She knew it was painful for you and that’s why she loved it so much. I don’t know if she’s punishing you or if she’s just a bit of a sadist and I don’t give a fuck. I’m not anywhere near done with her and you better get used to it, because if you can’t deal with it I’d be more than happy to fire you, or transfer you to some shit division at the company where you can spend the rest of your days filling out spreadsheets and cursing your inability to win that promotion that you thought you deserved.”

    “I did deserve it,” Sean said through gritted teeth.

    “You didn’t deserve shit,” Travis shot back. “In fact, you got exactly what you deserved. You lost the promotion and you lost your wife. I got the promotion and I got Sydney. I got everything you thought you wanted, and you’re the pathetic fucking cuck that’s more than happy to make me breakfast the morning after I pounded your wife all night. Aren’t you?”

    Sean was just about at his boiling point. His fists were clenched and his jaw was tight as rage simmered inside him. He was on the cusp of finally telling Travis to fuck off when Sydney stepped into the kitchen. She looked radiant in a black satin nightie that ended mid thigh. Her hair was pulled up into a surprisingly sexy bun and her nipples poked through the thin, soft material.

    “Of course he’s that kind of man,” she said before sitting across Travis’s lap. “Of course he’s going to make us coffee and breakfast. He might think he’s the kind of man that would throw you out of our house, but deep down he knows he isn’t. Now why don’t you stop acting like you’re even half the man Travis is, honey? Why don’t you turn around and get the coffee started? And when you’re done with that, you can make us breakfast.”

    “Do what she says, Sean,” Travis added.

    “I love when you tell him what to do,” Sydney said as she turned her attention to Travis. “I love a man that knows how to use the power he’s been given. It’s why I couldn’t help but want you after you beat my husband for that promotion. It’s why I can’t stop wanting you, Travis.”

    Travis’s hand moved to Sydney’s thigh and they kissed as his fingers traveled under her nightie and between her legs. She moaned into his mouth as he presumably found her pussy and offered a little bit of pleasure. Sydney’s words rang out in his head as Sean watched her welcome Travis’s tongue into her mouth. She’d made it perfectly clear which of the two men in the house she was attracted to, deflating the small amount of courage Sean had been able to stir up as his outrage built.

    Worse yet, Sean felt a sense of arousal building as he watched Sydney kiss Travis. His cock stirred to life as it became clear that Travis was fingering her while their tongues danced. He couldn’t very well claim to be anything other than the cuckold Travis accused him of being if he was going to get hard watching Sydney give herself to another man.

    Sean turned away from them and grabbed the coffee from the cabinet. He scooped out enough to make a full pot, filled the coffee maker with water, and flipped it on. Sydney moaned and Sean closed his eyes, put his hands on the counter, and tried his best to concentrate on the burbling sound coming from the coffee maker as it heated up the water.

    “You’re soaked,” Travis said, making it impossible for Sean to keep his focus where he wanted it to be.

    “I told you, I love it when you put my husband in his place,” Sydney replied. “It turns me on to be with a man that’s confident enough to tell Sean exactly what he is.”

    “You’re irresistible,” Travis said. “Utterly irresistible.”

    Sydney giggled in delight and the sound of kissing soon filled the air once more. Sean breathed in the scent of freshly brewed coffee and tried to resist the lust building in his body as he listened to his wife give herself to Travis once more, but he failed.

    “Are you hard for me?” Sydney asked.

    “You know I am,” Travis replied. “You know I always get hard for you, Sydney, though sitting in your kitchen and kissing you while your husband makes us coffee is making me a little harder than usual, I think.”

    “What if I was sucking your dick while my husband made us coffee? How would that make you feel?” Sydney asked.

    “That would make me feel awfully good, Sydney,” he answered. “How would that make you feel, Sean?”

    Sean turned around to see Sydney and Travis looking at him. Sydney’s legs were spread and Travis’s fingers were clearly working her pussy. Sean could even hear the sounds of wetness emanating from her most intimate spot.

    “Cat got your tongue?” Travis asked.

    “I don’t think he needs to say anything, does he?” Sydney added. “His cock is doing all the talking for him, isn’t it?”

    Sean knew he was turned on, but he was still surprised to see an obvious bulge in his pajama pants when he looked down.

    “What kind of man gets hard at the idea of his wife sucking someone else’s cock in their kitchen?” Travis asked.

    “I think we know the answer to that, don’t we?” Sydney replied. “The kind of man that gets passed over for a promotion at work. The kind of man that spent years fantasizing about his wife cuckolding him. The kind of man that’s going to make breakfast for us while I suck your big dick.”

    Sydney slid out of Travis’s lap and onto her knees. She spun around, pulled down his underwear, and kissed the head of his cock as her fingers moved up and down the shaft.

    “I know you’d probably love to watch, Sean, but I’m going to be hungry after this and I’d really like those pancakes. I think you should get started. Your wife’s awfully talented so this won’t take all that long,” Travis said.

    Sydney swallowed Travis’s cock and moaned for him as if she found a particularly intense kind of pleasure in sucking dick. Travis moaned too, but of course he did. He was getting a blowjob from another man’s wife.

    Sean didn’t even consider walking out or trying to stop them. They’d seen his stiff cock. They knew he was turned on. They knew he was a fucking cuckold. He knew they didn’t give a damn about upsetting him, either. They both seemed to enjoy that he found it more than a little painful to watch Sydney give herself to Travis, a man that Sean loathed.

    “God damn, woman, you’re unbelievable,” Travis said.

    “It’s all for you,” Sydney replied as her hand moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft. “I’ve never sucked Sean’s cock like this. I’ve never wanted to suck his cock like this. It never made me wet to suck his worthless dick. It makes me wet to blow you, though. It makes me wet to even think about making you feel good. You’re just a better man than my husband. Better in every way.”

    Sean reached for a mixing bowl and the flour as agony and arousal battled inside him. His cock throbbed so hard he hit it against the kitchen counter while reaching for the measuring cups. He caught a glimpse of Sydney deepthroating Travis’s cock while heading to the refrigerator for milk and he had to swallow a moan of pleasure at the sight of his wife giving head. For the hundredth time Sean wondered why his wife couldn’t have cuckolded him with someone that wasn’t such an asshole, and that wasn’t in a position of power over him at work. At least he could have found more pleasure in it if she’d done that.

    “Actually, before you make those pancakes, how about you pour me a cup of coffee, Sean?” Travis said. “I like the idea of sipping on coffee you made while your wife works hard to get a mouthful of my cum.”

    Sydney moaned around Travis’s cock. She reached between her legs to play with her pussy, making it perfectly clear she enjoyed listening to Sean’s debasement.

    Sean did as Travis requested, though. He poured a cup of coffee and said, “Would you like milk or sugar?”

    “I’ll take a little half and half if you have it,” Travis answered with a smile.

    Sean wasn’t sure he’d ever felt quite so embarrassed as he acted like Travis’s happy secretary and added a dash of half and half to his coffee before handing it over.

    “Thank you,” Travis replied. He sipped the coffee, put a hand on the back of Sydney’s head, and sat back as a cocky smile crossed his face. “What are you staring at? Get back to making me breakfast.”

    Sean turned away from the blowjob unfolding at his kitchen table, pulled the griddle out from the cabinet, plugged it in, and turned on the heat. He mixed the pancake batter while listening to his wife blow another man. He felt precum dripping from his cock but he did his best to ignore his growing lust.

    “Fuck,” Travis said as Sean poured the first pancake on the oiled griddle. “I’m close, Sydney. Get ready for my load.”

    Sydney moaned like the notion of taking Travis’s cum in her mouth was the hottest thing she could imagine. Sean just about moaned, too, because despite the humiliation, the whole thing turned him on immensely.

    “Oh, fuck, here it comes,” Travis said.

    His grunts and groans soon filled the kitchen. Sean looked over his shoulder to see Sydney’s head had come to a standstill as she received Travis’s cum in her mouth. The whole experience left Sean filled with agony and desire and he felt utterly powerless in his own home.

    Sydney stood, turned, and approached the coffee maker. She pulled a cup from the shelf, filled it with coffee, and then held it to her lips. Sean thought she was going to take a sip, but instead she spit Travis’s cum into the hot, dark liquid.

    “I made you a coffee, sweetheart,” Sydney said as she passed Sean the cup. He looked into it to see Travis’s cum swirling through it like the nastiest creamer imaginable. “Be a good cuckold and take a sip.”

    Sean looked at his wife and heard Travis chuckle. Sydney reached out and gently applied upward pressure to the bottom of the cup, directing it towards Sean’s mouth. It reached his lips and he opened them while holding his wife’s gaze. The cummy coffee flowed onto his tongue and Sean swallowed just like Sydney wanted him to.

    “Good boy,” Sydney said. “Now finish making us breakfast. You can make some for yourself, too, but you’ll be eating my pussy before you eat any pancakes. I want an orgasm too. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Sean said.

    Sydney smiled and poured herself a cup of coffee before heading back to the kitchen table. Sean turned his attention back to the pancakes and soon enough he had a batch whipped up. He plated them, brought syrup and butter to the table, and then dropped to his knees and crawled under the table to worship Sydney’s pussy while she had breakfast with Travis.

    Sean heard Sydney’s laughter from down the hallway and he poked his head out of his cubicle to see her and Travis walking hand-in-hand towards his office. They’d been out to lunch for nearly two hours and Sean suspected they’d done more than have a meal.

    “Hey, sweetie,” Sydney said as she stopped by his cubicle. “How’s the new job going?”

    Travis put his arm around Sydney, pulled her close, and said, “He’s doing great. He’s actually much better than my previous assistant.”

    Travis had arranged for Sean to be demoted to his assistant, a move that Sean had tried to fight with no success. In the end, Sean’s bosses had made it clear that he was lucky to have any job at the company, which made it seem like Travis had cooked up quite a story.

    “Is that true, sweetie? Are you really a good assistant?” Sydney asked.

    “I guess I am,” Sean replied, though he could hear the sense of defeat in his voice.

    “You know, there’s nothing wrong with doing a job that you’re good at,” Sydney said. “Even if it’s not the job you thought you’d be good at. Some men just aren’t meant for great things, Sean. A man like Travis clearly is – he’ll probably be the head of this company someday – but you’re not. You know what, though? I’m sure Travis will take you with him as he moves up the company. Just think, you might be the assistant to the CEO someday. Wouldn’t that be amazing?”

    Travis pulled Sydney a little closer and she looked up at him. “You really think I’ll be CEO?”

    “I wouldn’t be so interested in you if you didn’t have what it takes to run this company, Travis,” Sydney replied. “So yes, I think you’ll be CEO.”

    They kissed as Sean watched from his desk. Despite knowing that Sydney had absolutely fucked Travis during his lunch break, it seemed that there was still quite a bit of lust brewing between them. The fact that they happily demonstrated that lust in the office where Sean’s coworkers could see only deepened his humiliation.

    “Follow us to my office,” Travis instructed as he led Sydney away.

    Sean pushed away from his desk and followed as ordered. His professional livelihood now depended on Travis, so he wasn’t in a position to do much other than exactly as his boss desired.

    Once they were in his office, Travis stepped behind Sydney and unzipped the pretty blue dress she’d worn for their date. It fell to the floor and Sean admired his wife’s beautiful body in a white lace bra and panty set.

    “Come here, sweetie,” Sydney said.

    Travis kissed her neck from behind and cupped her breasts. She turned and their lips met for a lingering kiss as one of his hands moved into her bra to play with her bare, perky flesh.

    “Travis took me to a hotel room during lunch,” Sydney said. “I gave him my body to use for his pleasure and he gave me the orgasm I desperately craved, as he always does. He’s so much more of a man than you are in that way.”

    Travis coaxed Sydney’s lips to his once more and they shared a particularly deep kiss as Sean stood just a few feet away. He watched his boss pull on his wife’s nipples and twist them in his fingers, eliciting a moan from Sydney and seemingly getting her to a place where she’d happily fuck him again if he wanted.

    Sydney finally turned back to Sean and said, “Travis left a treat inside me. A treat for you. I want you to clean that treat out of me, sweetie. I want you to get on your back so I can sit on your face and feed you Travis’s cum.”

    Sean thought of trying to argue his way out of having to eat his boss’s cum, but there was no point. He’d sealed his fate months ago. This was just the latest humiliation. He dropped to his knees and laid on his back.

    “I told you he’d do it,” Sydney said. “I told you he wouldn’t hesitate to do it.”

    “You were right,” Travis replied. “He’s even less of a man than I thought he was.”

    Sydney stepped forward until she stood above Sean’s face. She dropped to her knees and said, “I want you to beg for it. Beg me to feed you his cum.”

    Sean took a deep breath, swallowed whatever remained of his pride, and said, “Please, feed me his cum. Please feed me Travis’s cum.”

    Sydney pulled her panties aside and sat on Sean’s face. Cum flowed into his mouth and he panicked at the sheer volume of it and the overwhelmingly awful taste. It was so much worse than when he’d consumed cum-flavored coffee.

    “Don’t fight it,” Travis said. “This is yet another task you’ll have to take on as my assistant. I can’t very well have your wife walking around with my cum leaking out of her all day long, can I?”

    “He’s right,” Sydney added. “I love when Travis cums inside me, but it thrills me even more to know that you’re going to be cleaning most of it out of me from now on. It feels right, doesn’t it? He’s the kind of man that can satisfy me with his cock and you’re the kind of man that will happily consume his load because you know it makes us both so happy.”

    Sean couldn’t respond with Sydney’s pussy smothering his mouth. He wasn’t sure what he would have said if he could respond, though. What was there to say? Travis had beaten him in every imaginable way. Even if he wanted a job at another company it probably would have been hard to get one since Travis would have been his reference. All Sean could do was try his best to make sure that he kept what he had, which wasn’t much.

    “Put your tongue inside me, sweetie. Clean out the rest of his cum. Find it all and swallow it like a good boy,” Sydney said.

    Sean did as instructed. He cleaned another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy. It tasted a little better than it had at first, which was a small comfort, but small comforts were all Sean had at that point.

    “I want you again,” Travis said.

    Sydney smiled, looked down at Sean, and replied, “You can have me again. A man like you can have me whenever he wants me.”

    Travis helped Sydney to her feet and they both looked down at Sean. “Stay there. Watch and listen as I fuck your wife over my desk. Then you can clean her pussy again.”

    “Yes, sir,” Sean replied. Travis was his boss. What else was he supposed to say?

    Sean watched as Travis led Sydney towards his desk and bent her over. He unzipped his pants, pulled out his stiff cock, and slid into her pussy from behind. He dug his fingers into her hips and fucked her hard. Sydney filled his office with her wild, lusty moans and Sean felt the mixture of pain and lust that he’d experienced so many times before. He tried his best not to be overwhelmed by it, though. This was his life now, after all, and he needed to accept that.

  
    Did She Fuck Someone Else¿

    She gave you a deep kiss when she got home. She took you to the bedroom. She did a sexy little striptease for you. Now she's sitting on the edge of the bed and your heart is pounding as you stare at her.

    "Did you do it?"

    She smiles. "I might have."

    Your heart pounds faster. "Did you fuck someone?"

    "There's only one way to find out, baby."

    You get on your knees in front of her. You kiss her legs. You inhale, but you can't detect anything other than her delicate perfume.

    "You'll just have to take my panties off and put your tongue inside me."

    You've fantasized about this moment. You take her panties off. Her pussy is definitely wet. The labia are plump. She could have just made out with someone and gotten really turned on, though. There's no way to know if she fucked him.

    You inch closer and she spreads her legs a little. She puts a hand on the back of your head.

    "Put your tongue inside me, baby. Taste my pussy."

    You put your tongue inside her and your eyes go wide. You can taste the latex. Someone wearing a condom was inside her. Another man was inside your girlfriend. You grab your dick and stroke as you lick her pussy.

    "You can taste him, can't you?" she asks.

    You nod.

    "Does it feel good, baby? Does it feel good to lick my pussy after another man's fat cock was deep inside me? Does it feel good to lick my tight little cunt that he loosened up with his thick dick?"

    You nod again.

    "He made me cum so hard, baby. He fucked me so good and he made me cum so hard that I fucked him twice!"

    You cum on the floor. Your wife grabs your head and grinds her pussy against your mouth. She has an orgasm soon after yours finishes. Her smile is blissful when her climax is over.

    "You got some cum on my feet, baby. You need to lick it up."

    You back up and drop down. You lick your cum off her feet. You can't help but wonder when she'll fuck him again and if she'll ever do so without a condom. You'd love that. You can't help yourself. You'd fucking love that.

  
    Dirty Dares from His Dominant Girlfriend - Part 2
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    “Lincoln, welcome,” Kenna said with a smile on her face.

    She was seated on her couch with a beautiful girl on either side of her. Each wore a short sundress and had her legs crossed and it looked very much like they’d planned their poses for Lincoln’s arrival.

    “This is Sarah,” Kenna said as she gestured to the cute blonde sitting to her right before turning to the tattooed, sexy brunette on her left. “And this is Marie.”

    “Sarah, Marie, it’s very nice to meet you,” Lincoln said as he tried to puzzled out what Kenna had planned for him.

    Marie leaned forward and picked up what looked like a glass of Scotch from the coffee table and raised it. “We’ve heard so much about you, Lincoln, and we’re looking forward to seeing how committed you are.”

    Sarah and Kenna picked up their glasses as well and all three girls took a sip as they stared at Lincoln.

    “Lincoln, darling, I dare you to take your clothes off,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln looked at Sarah and Marie and both girls wore bemused smiles. It seemed clear that Kenna had invited them over to make her afternoon a little more interesting as she tried to stave off the boredom that had crept into their relationship.

    “Of course,” Lincoln said.

    He tried not to make eye contact with any of the girls as he stripped. Something about getting naked in front of two strangers – they were Kenna’s friends but Lincoln hadn’t really spent any time with Sarah and Marie – made him terribly self-conscious.

    All three girls sipped their drinks and stared at Lincoln like he was a piece of meat hanging in a butcher shop. No one said anything, leaving him to stand there in silence as he fought off the urge to cover his genitals with his hands. The fact that he was completely flaccid and looked rather small only enhanced the sense of vulnerability that enveloped him.

    “I dare you to masturbate in front of my friends,” Kenna said.

    The bemused smiles returned to the faces of the three girls sitting on the couch and Lincoln assumed that meant Kenna’s friends weren’t horrified at the idea of watching him masturbate in front of them. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked while trying his best not to make eye contact.

    Sarah giggled and asked, “Is something wrong? Does he usually have trouble getting hard?”

    “No, he doesn’t,” Kenna asked. “Is something wrong, Lincoln? We can hardly call it masturbating if you can’t get hard, can we? That would mean you didn’t complete the dare, which would mean I’d have to punish you. You don’t want to be punished, do you?”

    “No,” Lincoln said. “I’m not sure what’s wrong.”

    Marie placed her drink on the coffee table and stood up. She sauntered towards Lincoln as he glanced at the tattoos on the tops of her bare feet. “Maybe he needs a little help,” she said.

    Kenna smiled and sat back as she swirled her drink in the glass and said, “By all means.”

    Marie moved behind Lincoln and slowly ran her fingernails down his back. She applied just enough pressure to cause pain and he winced while stroking his still-flaccid cock.

    “You know, most men wouldn’t have trouble getting hard in front of three girls, especially if those girls were eager to watch that man masturbate. Most men would think they were about to have a foursome and wouldn’t take more than a few strokes to get hard,” Marie whispered. “But you’re not like most men, are you Lincoln?”

    “Apparently not,” he said.

    Marie ran her fingers up his back and dug her nails into his flesh on the way down. This time she applied a little more pressure, causing a more intense kind of pain.

    “Are you the kind of man that needs a little help, Lincoln?” Marie asked.

    “I guess I am,” Lincoln admitted.

    Marie ran her fingers up Lincoln’s back once more. This time she finished by wrapping them around his throat. She squeezed hard and he experienced a mixture of terror and thrill as a girl he’d met just a few times choked him. Marie released her grasp on his throat a moment later and her fingers traveled over his chin and to his lips. “Open up,” she whispered.

    Lincoln parted his lips and Marie pushed two fingers onto his tongue.

    “Suck,” Marie whispered.

    Lincoln wrapped his lips around her fingers and sucked as he’d done so many times for Kenna. He felt the same thrill and his cock finally came alive.

    “You’re a good boy, aren’t you Lincoln?” Marie asked.

    He nodded and saw Sarah and Kenna smile as Marie vacated his mouth. She reached down, spread his ass cheeks, and pressed her slippery fingers against his asshole.

    Without warning Marie penetrated his ass. Lincoln groaned and his body instinctively moved away but Marie wrapped an arm around him as she pushed into his rectum. Soon she was three knuckles deep and Lincoln’s cock was hard as a rock.

    “I guess he did need a little help,” Sarah said.

    “It still counts,” Kenna replied. “Does it feel good to have her fingers in your ass, Lincoln?”

    He nodded as his hand moved up and down his turgid shaft.

    “You should thank Marie for her help,” Kenna added.

    “Thank you, Marie,” Lincoln said. “Thank you for your help. Thank you for fingering my ass.”

    Marie pulled her fingers from his ass, delivered a hard swat to his bottom, and walked away. She grabbed a napkin from the coffee table to wipe her fingers clean and sat on the couch once more.

    As much as he wanted to continue masturbating, Lincoln pulled his fingers from his cock and let his hands fall to his sides. He glanced at his fully-erect cock and smiled at how he’d gotten there. It seemed that Kenna had invited her naughtiest friends.

    Sarah leaned over and whispered something into Kenna’s ear and Lincoln watched a smile cross his girlfriend’s face. “I dare you to beg for the chance to eat Sarah’s pussy,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln looked at his girlfriend and at Sarah and it seemed that they were serious. Kenna was offering him the chance to go down on another girl.

    “Please let me eat your pussy,” Lincoln said.

    Sarah spread her legs and the soft material of the sundress fell between them. “You know, begging just isn’t as effective if you’re not on your knees.”

    Lincoln fell to his knees and said, “Please, Sarah, let me eat your pussy. Please give me the pleasure of tasting you.”

    Sarah sipped her drink and swallowed slowly as she held Lincoln’s gaze. “I’m not sure I believe you actually want it, Lincoln. I’m not sure I believe you’re truly begging. I’m not sure you’ve completed the dare.”

    Lincoln crawled closer and pushed the coffee table aside so he could beg in front of Sarah. He let his head fall to the floor and rested his hands between her feet. “Please, Sarah, nothing would make me happier than to be granted permission to eat your pussy. Nothing would bring me greater joy than to hear your moans of pleasure as I use my tongue for its intended purpose of making a superior woman feel good.”

    “He’s so well-trained,” Marie said.

    “He certainly is,” Kenna replied. “I’m a little surprised, to be honest. He might be a better submissive than I suspected.”

    “Your girlfriend’s right, Lincoln,” Sarah said as she leaned forward and lifted his head from the floor. “You’ve done a convincing job begging me, but I’ve decided you don’t deserve to taste my pussy. I’ve decided you’ll have to do more to earn that. Instead, I want you to eat my ass.”

    Sarah moved to the edge of the couch and pulled her dress around her waist. She pulled her panties off and hoisted her legs into the air, revealing both her asshole and the pussy that Lincoln had begged to worship.

    “I dare you to eat Sarah’s ass,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln didn’t need to be convinced. Sarah’s asshole looked beautiful. It winked at him as he approached and he looked up to see utter delight on Sarah’s face. He wondered if she’d ever had her ass worshiped or if his tongue would be the first to massage her tight little hole.

    Lincoln kissed her asshole first. He kissed it over and over and heard Sarah moan. His nose pressed against her taint and the smell of her pussy filled his nose. He would have preferred to be eating her pussy, tasting her juices, and bringing her closer to an orgasm and it felt like a tease to be so close to something he couldn’t have, but Lincoln still found it thrilling to eat such a perfect ass.

    “Mmmm, what a lovely tongue he has,” Sarah said.

    “It’s his best feature,” Kenna replied. “I mean, you saw his cock. Even when he’s hard it’s not that impressive. That’s why he doesn’t spend much time inside me.”

    All three girls laughed as Lincoln began to rim Sarah’s ass in earnest. He flicked his tongue back and forth over the little hole and she moaned louder. He spread his saliva over it and every once in a while applied a bit of pressure like he wanted to invade her rectum. There was something so dirty about that notion and it thrilled him.

    “Go ahead,” Sarah said. “Put it inside me. Taste my ass, Lincoln.”

    Lincoln did as told. He pressed his tongue into Sarah’s asshole. He invaded her rectum. He tasted her. He made her moan.

    “That’s good,” Sarah said as she pushed Lincoln away from her ass, concluding the rimjob far sooner than he would have preferred.

    He looked up at Kenna and saw a delighted smile on his girlfriend’s face. It seemed his willingness to do her dirty dares was bringing her the pleasure she craved.

    “Do you smother him?” Marie asked.

    “Sometimes,” Kenna replied with a smile.

    “I’d like to smother him,” she said. “I’d like to feel that power of controlling his breath.”

    Lincoln’s heart rate jumped as he thought of Marie sitting on his face and reducing his ability to draw breath with her body. He thought of the way she’d so casually wrapped her fingers around his throat and the pleasure she seemed to take in having complete control over him.

    Kenna looked at Lincoln and said, “I dare you to lie down and let Marie smother you. I dare you to give her control over your breath.”

    Lincoln didn’t know Marie very well, but he trusted Kenna implicitly. He knew she wouldn’t let anything bad happen to him. Because of that trust he happily got on his back on the living room floor.

    Marie stood up and pulled the sundress over her head, revealing that she too had gone without underwear. She straddled Lincoln’s head and he looked up at her perfect-looking shaved pussy and the small tattoo around her belly button.

    “Open your mouth,” Marie demanded.

    Lincoln opened his mouth and she looked down and slowly released her saliva. He watched it slide out of her mouth and past her lips before it dropped onto his tongue. He saw her smile as he offered his body as a receptacle for her fluid.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    Lincoln swallowed her spit and in the blink of an eye Marie sat down. She dropped her pussy onto his face and most of her weight followed. His brain reacted with a near-instant sense of panic. He tried to roll away but she closed her thighs around his head and truly smothered him. She was in control and it felt like she’d done it before.

    “It’s easier if you remain calm,” Marie said. “I know it’s hard to do that when it feels like you’re going to suffocate, but you’re not in control. I am. I decide when you breathe.”

    Lincoln closed his eyes and tried his best to find a sense of calm. He could still breathe a little, but it was impossible to get a full breath. The fact that a naked, slippery pussy and part of Marie’s ass was smothering him made it wonderfully kinky and he was still hard despite the sense of panic coursing through him.

    When Marie finally lifted her pussy from his mouth Lincoln gasped for air. His lungs filled over and over and a sense of joy washed over him. It didn’t last long, though. Marie sat down on his face once more. Her pussy lips spread over his nose and her asshole rubbed against his lower lip. Her private parts were all over his face and he could barely draw breath once more.

    Marie reached back and found Lincoln’s hard cock. She stroked him while gently moving her pussy over his nose. “Your dick is small,” she said. “Kenna’s right. It’s a good thing you’re such an eager submissive. This sad excuse for a cock couldn’t come close to pleasing a woman.”

    Kenna laughed as Lincoln moaned. He was being smothering and humiliated and his cock was hard as a rock, in large part because Marie possessed exceptional skill. She was doing something to the head of his cock that felt spectacularly good and every little touch felt like it brought him that much closer to an orgasm.

    Marie waited a little longer before letting him draw a full breath again. Lincoln felt just a little lightheaded by the time she did, though that might have been because of the intense arousal coursing through him.

    “Can you feel how wet I am?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Lincoln said.

    “That’s because I’m in charge,” she said. “That’s because I get to decide when you breathe. That’s because I love being in charge.”

    Marie released his cock, sat up straight, and dropped her pussy onto Lincoln’s face once more. She found a way to rest more of her weight on his face and suddenly his ability to draw in any air disappeared completely. Lincoln reached up to try and move Marie but she grabbed his wrists and pinned them above his head.

    “Surrender to me,” she said. “Surrender to my control. Surrender to my desire to control your breath, to control everything.”

    Lincoln felt the fight go out of him. He surrendered as Marie wanted. He offered his trust and felt his cock throb as a sense of submissive bliss washed over him.

    Finally she lifted her pussy from his face and stood up. Lincoln gasped for air as he stared at the victorious smile on Marie’s face.

    “That was hot,” Kenna said as she stood up and took off her sundress. She was naked just like her friends had been. She stepped over Lincoln’s body and surprised him by lowering her pussy onto his cock. “Can you feel that?”

    Lincoln nodded. His girlfriend was wet. She was soaked, in fact.

    “Do you want to cum inside me, Lincoln?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said. He couldn’t think of anything better than cumming inside her.

    “Then I dare you to beg Marie to piss in your mouth,” Kenna said. “I dare you to beg her for the privilege of drinking her golden nectar.”

    Kenna rode Lincoln’s cock. She bathed him in the perfect wetness of her pussy, making it impossible for him to do anything other than surrender to her dare.

    “Please, Marie, piss in my mouth. Please piss in my mouth and let me drink your golden nectar. Please, empty your bladder into my mouth. Use me as your toilet,” he begged.

    Marie flashed a giddy smile and soon she was astride his face once more. Her pussy was inches from his mouth and Lincoln couldn’t help but note it was a threesome unlike any he’d ever imagined.

    “Open up,” she said.

    Lincoln opened his mouth as wide as he could and Marie gently spread her pussy lips. A moment later a stream of hot, salty urine hit his tongue. Lincoln heard Kenna moan as the sound of another woman pissing in his mouth hit her ears. She rode his cock faster and he experienced the bliss of his girlfriend riding his cock and the unpleasant sensation of urine filling his mouth at the same time. Pleasure blended with a form of misery and the beginnings of an orgasm began to form between his legs.

    “Swallow for me, Lincoln,” Marie said as she cut off the flow of urine.

    Lincoln closed his mouth and swallowed her hot piss. It burned on the way down as he grappled with the idea that someone else’s urine was now in his stomach. It was impossibly filthy and yet there was something so delightfully kinky about it.

    “My turn,” Sarah said.

    Marie stood up and Sarah quickly took her place. There was no dare offered. Lincoln simply opened his mouth and watched Sarah spread her pussy lips.

    “Piss in his mouth,” Kenna said in a wild voice that made it seem like she was on the verge of an orgasm. “Piss in his little whore mouth.” There was no question she was lost in lust just like Lincoln.

    “Please, piss in my mouth. Let me drink your nectar. Please,” Lincoln begged.

    Sarah smiled and unleashed her urine. It filled Lincoln’s mouth as the same kinky energy rushed through him. A girl had just used him as a urinal. She’d just emptied her bladder into his mouth and he’d welcomed it. He’d welcomed it because his girlfriend wanted it. He’d welcomed it because he was so turned on he couldn’t help but beg for it.

    “Hold it in your mouth, Lincoln,” Kenna said. “Hold it in your mouth until you cum inside me.”

    Sarah stood up and Lincoln closed his mouth and savored her pussy as Kenna looked into his eyes. She put her hands on his chest and rode him vigorously, rubbing her clit into his pelvis and milking his cock with the warm, wet confines of her pussy.

    “Cum for me,” Kenna said with a wild look in her eyes. “Cum for me and then swallow that piss like a good little urinal.”

    Lincoln surrendered to the sensations building between his legs. He felt that tingling sensation transition to explosive pleasure. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back. He arched his back and pushed up into his girlfriend’s pussy. He groaned with piss in his mouth as his cock unloaded inside Kenna.

    He felt her thighs trembling on either side of his body. He heard her moans of pleasure. He heard his girlfriend cum. He felt the joy of her doing so on his cock, which was a rare occurrence in their relationship.

    “Swallow,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln swallowed Sarah’s piss. Again it burned his throat. Again he had a girl’s piss in his stomach.

    “Open up,” Kenna demanded.

    Lincoln opened his mouth and she deftly pulled her pussy from his cock and dropped it onto his face.

    “Clean your mess,” she said.

    Cum flowed into his mouth and Lincoln pushed his tongue inside her for more. He drank his seed from his girlfriend’s pussy. He cleaned his mess like she wanted him to.

    All the while he wondered what the next dare would be.
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    “You know, you’re not very big,” Kenna said as she stroked Lincoln’s cock.

    Lincoln looked down at his cock as his girlfriend’s hand moved up and down the shaft. He didn’t think he was small, but he knew he wasn’t exactly wielding a huge cock. “I know,” he said.

    “You’d get to fuck me more often if you were bigger,” she said. “I know guys like to tell themselves that size doesn’t matter, but it does.”

    Their relationship had been highly sexual from the start, but it hadn’t involved a great deal of penetration. Lincoln had always assumed that was because Kenna was dominant and he was submissive and it didn’t make much sense of him to penetrate her. He’d never considered the idea that the size of his cock had anything to do with how often he fucked her.

    “It feels so much better to get fucked by a big cock. It has to be thick, too. So many guys think that length is the only thing that matters, but it’s not. A big cock has to be long and thick. It has to fill a girl. I love it when a guy slides into me and I feel like I’m being stretched out a little bit,” Kenna continued.

    She closed her eyes and smiled in a way that made Lincoln absolutely certain his girlfriend was thinking of another man. Perhaps she was thinking of Tyler, the guy that had fucked them both after Kenna had issued her first dirty dare. It seemed likely that Kenna had been fucked by a considerable number of guys over the years, though, so she could have been picturing any one of a dozen different men.

    “I don’t make you feel like you’re being stretched out?” Lincoln asked.

    Kenna laughed and looked at him. “No, Lincoln, you don’t.”

    He felt his cock throb in her hand. His pleasure deepened and a drop of precum appeared at the tip. Kenna scooped it up with her finger and offered it to Lincoln. He parted his lips and she pushed her finger into his mouth to be sucked by clean.

    “That’s good,” she said. “Lick up your precum for me. That’s how a guy like you keeps a girl like me happy. You do as you’re told. You do so without hesitation. You submit. You do it because it’s what I want and you know that what I want is what matters most.”

    Lincoln nodded as Kenna pushed her finger deep into his mouth and smiled gleefully.

    “I want something else,” she said.

    “I’ll do anything,” he replied as she wiped her finger on his chest.

    Kenna wrapped her fingers around his cock once more and stroked him slowly as she said, “I dare you to find a guy with a massive cock to fuck me. And when I say massive, I mean truly massive. I want at least ten exceptionally thick inches.”

    “I’ll do it,” Lincoln replied.

    Kenna increased the pace of her stroking and Lincoln moaned. “There are conditions,” she said. “First, you must tell the guy that you’re doing it because you’re dick is too small to satisfy your girlfriend. Second, you have to make sure he’s okay with you using that pretty little mouth of yours to fluff him. I want you to have the experience of sucking on a massive cock, after all. Third, he should be willing and able to humiliate you as he fucks me. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Lincoln said.

    Kenna smiled and leaned closer to kiss Lincoln. She pushed her tongue into his mouth with surprising aggression. He sucked on it like he suspected she wanted and was rewarded with a delighted moan.

    “I can’t wait to see your lips wrapped around a massive cock,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to see you be a slutty little fluffer again. You’re going to be a good little submissive cocksucker for me, aren’t you?”

    Lincoln nodded and Kenna smiled before kissing his neck and chest. She flicked her tongue back and forth over his nipple and then took it between her teeth and bit down. Lincoln cried out at the sharp pain that exploded from his chest, but Kenna tightened her grip and stroked him faster to mix pleasure with his agony.

    “Yes, I’ll be a good cocksucker for you,” Lincoln said between moans.

    Kenna released his cock, yanked her panties off, and swiftly moved to straddle Lincoln’s face. She sat down and smothered him with her pussy. “Good. Now get me off while I think about getting fucked by a massive cock. And keep your fucking hands off your dick. You’re not cumming again until you’ve found the right man for the job of satisfying your girlfriend.”

    Lincoln let out a frustrated groan – Kenna had gotten him awfully close to cumming – but he went to work on her pussy like she desired.

    “Good boy,” Kenna said. “Eat my pussy and think about how I’m going to get stretched out by someone wielding a cock that dwarfs yours. He’s going to make you understand just how small and disappointing you are. You’re going to learn why I’m not really interested in having your dick inside me. You’re going to see why size matters.”

    Lincoln knew an evening of humiliation awaited him once he found someone to fuck Kenna, which was precisely why he was determined to make it happen as quickly as possible. He’d gotten hooked on the particular brand of humiliation Kenna liked to dish out and he wanted more.

    “So, everything your boyfriend said is true?” Vince asked as he sat next to Kenna. He was tall, lean, and good-looking and Lincoln had verified the size of his cock via a picture taken next to a ruler. He was 10.5 inches long and thicker than a Coke can, which Lincoln figured qualified as massive.

    “Every word of it,” Kenna said. “He’s got a small dick that can’t satisfy me and I tasked him with finding someone with a massive cock so I could experience the kind of sex I crave. I want a man that can stretch out my tight little cunt and make me feel genuinely full. I want a man that isn’t afraid to humiliate my small-dicked boyfriend, either. I want a man that doesn’t mind having a submissive little bitch like Lincoln suck his dick, and I assume that you’re that man since you’re sitting here on my couch.”

    Vince smiled and said, “I am that man. To be honest, I love fucking girls like you. There’s nothing better than sliding my dick into a tight little cunt that desperately needs to be opened up. The fact that you have a boyfriend makes it even better. I’m going to make you feel things his worthless little dick has never made you feel. I’m going to reach places inside you he can only dream of reaching.”

    Kenna directed her attention to Lincoln – who was waiting on his knees in the middle of the living room – and smiled. “It seems like you found the right man for the job, Lincoln. I’m impressed. Maybe I’ll reward you by sitting on your face after he’s done fucking me. Would you enjoy that?”

    Lincoln nodded. “I’d love that.”

    Vince laughed and said, “If you don’t mind me asking, why do you want him to suck my dick?”

    Kenna leaned closer and rubbed Vince’s leg. Her fingers drifted towards his crotch and soon she was massaging the noticeable bulge in the shape of his flaccid cock. “Because there’s no better way to humiliate him than to make him suck your cock,” Kenna answered. “There’s no better way to show Lincoln what I think of him. When I tell him to take your cock in his mouth I’ll be telling him that he’s beneath you, that he’s nothing more than a tool for me to use for my satisfaction. When he sucks on your massive cock, he’ll know his place.”

    Lincoln could see Kenna’s arousal and he knew it wasn’t entirely from the thought of enjoying Vince’s massive cock. Lincoln knew his girlfriend was turned on at the idea of humiliating him. That had become crystal clear over the course of the previous three dares she’d issued.

    Kenna smiled at Lincoln for a moment and then turned her attention to Vince. She leaned closer, titled her head, and kissed him. It was a slow-developing kiss, though it didn’t take long to blossom into something deeply passionate. The bulge in Vince’s pants grew to the point that it looked just as massive as the picture had indicated. Lincoln couldn’t help but imagine taking it in his mouth. He knew it was coming and his brain simply wouldn’t deviate from thinking about it.

    As they kissed, Kenna worked Vince’s pants off. His underwear followed and she wrapped her fingers around his cock and let out a genuine moan, and with good reason. Massive didn’t seem like a suitable word to describe the size of his cock. It was bigger than any Lincoln had ever seen, including those in porn videos.

    “It’s time,” Kenna said as she turned to Lincoln. “But first, you need to get naked.”

    Lincoln stood and stripped. He knew what was coming next but there was no point in delaying it. He freed his much smaller cock and both Kenna and Vince looked at it.

    “You see why I wanted to find someone bigger, right?” Kenna asked the man that would soon be inside her.

    Vince chuckled and nodded as he looked at Lincoln’s erect cock. “I do. That can’t feel like much of anything when he’s inside you.”

    Kenna joined Vince in laughing and added, “It doesn’t. Sometimes I can barely feel him. It’s a good thing he’s such a submissive little bitch. If he wasn’t willing to do absolutely anything for me – including letting my friends piss in his mouth, by the way – we would have broken up a long time ago.”

    Vince laughed again. “Dude, you let someone piss in your mouth?”

    “He begged for it,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln nodded. It was all true. He’d enjoyed it, too, just like he was enjoying the fact that Kenna and Vince were laughing at his cock. It was painful, but he found pleasure in that pain. A great deal of pleasure, in fact. His cock was harder than when he’d stripped. His masochism was fully enflamed and every word from their lips turned him on more.

    “Are you ready to suck cock, Lincoln?” Kenna asked.

    “Yes,” Lincoln replied.

    “Then get over here and get on your knees,” Kenna demanded.

    Lincoln followed his girlfriend’s instructions and fell to his knees in front of Vince.

    “Look at you,” Vince said. “Getting on your knees like a bitch. Girls are usually eager to suck my dick, but that’s because they know they’re about to get fucked. Why are you so eager to suck my dick?”

    “Because it’s what Kenna wants,” Lincoln said. “And I’ll do anything Kenna wants.” Even saying it turned him on. The sense of freedom that came with uttering those simple words thrilled Lincoln in unexpected ways.

    “I want you to suck his cock,” Kenna said. She wrapped her fingers around the base of Vince’s monster cock and Lincoln leaned closer.

    “Do it,” Vince said. “Show your girlfriend what a little bitch you are. Suck my fucking cock.”

    Lincoln did as he was told. He took the plump head of Vince’s cock in his mouth and he sucked. He made the other man moan. Even Kenna moaned. It seemed that the sight of her boyfriend giving head turned her on.

    “What a nasty little faggot he is,” Kenna said.

    “That’s right,” Vince agreed. “Your boyfriend’s a cocksucking faggot. He’s a fucking cuck, too. He’s giving me head so I’ll fuck you. What kind of man sucks another dude’s dick just so his girlfriend can get laid?”

    Kenna’s voice was filled with lust as she answered, “Lincoln is showing us exactly what kind of man he is. He’s sucking cock because his dick is fucking useless. He’s being a faggot for me so I can get fucked by a real man’s cock, so my tight little cunt can finally feel the pleasure it deserves.”

    The sound of kissing reached Lincoln’s ears and he looked up see Kenna and Vince’s tongues dancing. He watched the other man slip a hand under Kenna’s shirt to play with her tits – tits that were free from a bra to give him easy access – and he listened as Kenna moaned, presumably because Vince knew how to use his fingers for her pleasure.

    “Suck on his balls, bitch,” Kenna demanded. “Stroke him while you do it. Show me that all you care about is making him feel good so he can fuck me.”

    Lincoln obeyed without hesitation. He sucked Vince’s balls and stroked the long, thick spit-soaked shaft. He did everything he could to make the other man feel good because obeying was the only thing that mattered.

    “This isn’t his first time, is it?” Vince asked.

    “No,” Kenna replied. “Lincoln’s had experience being a bitch for me. He’s sucked cock before. He’s sucked balls before. He’s even gotten fucked before.”

    “Damn, you took it in the ass?” Vince asked as he looked down at Lincoln.

    “Yes,” Lincoln said.

    “I guess he really is a faggot,” Vince replied.

    Kenna smiled. “He is if I say he is.”

    Lincoln slobbered all over Vince’s balls. He wanted to prove that Kenna was right. He wanted to be whatever she said he was. He didn’t care how humiliated it made him feel.

    “My pussy needs your cock,” Kenna said. “You have no idea how turned on I am right now. I’m fucking soaked. I haven’t had a cock like yours in years.”

    “I wanna fuck you in your bed,” Vince said.

    “Get the fuck up, faggot,” Kenna demanded. “Follow us to the bedroom.”

    Kenna and Vince stood and she walked him down the hallway as Lincoln followed. Kenna stripped the moment they stepped into her bedroom and she spun around and sat on the edge of the bed.

    “How do you want me?” she asked.

    “On your back,” Vince said. “You’re gonna need a little time to get used to the size. Once you are, I’ll take you from behind. I’ll stretch out that little pussy of yours so good that you won’t be able to feel your boyfriend’s cock for weeks.”

    Kenna’s face made it perfectly clear that she loved that idea. Lincoln thought she might have an orgasm without being touched, so strong was the sense of desire she seemed to feel. She moved to her back and Vince crawled between her legs. They kissed as he rubbed the head of his massive cock around her pussy lips and gently pushed it inside her.

    Lincoln moved to the foot of the bed so he could watch Kenna’s face as Vince penetrated her. She turned and smiled at him. “You found the right cock,” she said. “He feels so fucking good. He feels so much better than you do. I had no idea how badly I needed this when I dared you to find me a massive cock. I was desperate for it, though. I was desperate for it and you made it happen like a good little bitch.”

    Vince stopped with every inch of his cock inside Kenna. She turned her attention to him and smiled. “Your dick is incredible. It’s fucking incredible, and I want you to fuck me with it. I want you to stretch me out. I want you to fuck me so hard that I can’t see straight and I want you to do it all while my small-dicked bitch of a boyfriend watches.”

    Vince smiled and slowly fucked Kenna. She opened her mouth to moan and he pushed two fingers onto her tongue. She closed her lips around them and sucked hard. Her eyes rolled back and Vince fucked her a little faster.

    “I knew she’d be like this,” Vince said. “Every woman that’s been dealing with a small dick is like this when they first take mine. They wake up to how deprived they’ve been. They’re experiencing something their body hasn’t gone through in a long time. They’re experiencing the true pleasure of being fucked by a man.”

    Vince pulled his fingers from Kenna’s mouth and grabbed one of her breasts. He kneaded it hard and she moaned. She seemed to like feeling as if she was little more than a toy at his disposal.

    “Harder,” Kenna said.

    Vince delivered harder thrusts. He pounded Kenna’s pussy and a hazy smile broke across her face as she took the massive cock. Lincoln hadn’t ever seen her make that face when he’d been inside her.

    “Get over here, cuck,” Vince said.

    Lincoln crawled into the bed and Vince pulled his cock from Kenna’s pussy.

    “Suck it clean, right fucking now,” Vince demanded.

    Lincoln wrapped his lips around the slippery cock and sucked as best as he could. He tasted Kenna’s sweet juices on it and he moaned at the thrill of it.

    “That’s it, faggot,” Vince said. “Suck that big dick clean. Suck it clean so I can put it back inside your girlfriend and satisfy her.”

    Lincoln felt Kenna’s hands on the back of his head. She pushed hard, driving more of Vince’s cock into his mouth. His jaw stretched wide enough for it to hurt and he gagged, but Lincoln offered no resistance. That wasn’t his place. He was the small-dicked submissive and his place was to suck cock when commanded to do so.

    Vince laughed before pulling his cock from Lincoln’s mouth and deftly flipping Kenna onto her hands and knees. “Get beneath her, cuck. I want you to watch me destroy your girlfriend’s cunt.”

    Lincoln moved beneath Kenna into a 69 and immediately felt her hands on his balls. She massaged them skillfully and squeezed just hard enough to cause a bit of pain. Her touch thrilled him.

    Vince pushed his cock back into Kenna’s pussy and she let out a loud groan. He grabbed her hips and fucked her vigorously. Each time he pulled out until just the head remained inside her slick, steamy pussy. Each time he pounded back into her until his balls bounced against her clit.

    Lincoln watched it all from a few inches away. He felt Kenna’s juices drip onto his face. He listened to the exceptionally loud sounds of their flesh slapping together and he felt his cock throb.

    “How does it look?” Kenna asked.

    “It’s beautiful,” Lincoln said.

    Her fingers moved to his taint and over his asshole. Lincoln moaned, mostly from the sheer sense of surprise, though he did feel a sense of delight at the sheer naughtiness of it.

    “Fuck…Vince…fuck me harder,” Kenna said.

    Vince found the energy to deliver a harder fucking. Lincoln saw Kenna’s thighs trembling.

    “Lick my clit,” she said. “Lick my fucking clit!”

    Lincoln lifted his head and licked Kenna’s clit. She moaned instantly.

    “Oh, fuck!” she screamed. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, I’m fucking cumming!”

    Vince pulled out and a massive explosion of liquid poured from Kenna’s pussy and soaked Lincoln’s face. Vince laughed at the mess she’d made.

    “Holy fuck,” Kenna said breathlessly. “I can’t believe how fucking hard I just came.”

    Vince stepped closer and pushed his cock inside her once more. Kenna offered no resistance. Despite her orgasm, she was ready for more. The hard pounding resumed as Lincoln’s face remained drenched in his girlfriend’s juices. It was gross in the most beautiful way possible.

    Kenna’s fingers found their way to his asshole once more. This time they felt slippery. She applied pressure and they moved inside him. Lincoln moaned.

    “I’m fucking you while he’s fucking me,” she said. “You like that, don’t you? You like taking it up the ass, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Lincoln said.

    Vince laughed. “I’m getting pussy and he’s acting like a pussy. That’s fucking perfect.”

    Kenna worked Lincoln’s asshole vigorously and all he could do was moan. It was humiliating to get fucked while he watched his girlfriend take another man’s cock from just a few inches away, but it felt fucking great. The humiliation only made it better.

    The harder Kenna fingered his ass, the better it felt. Lincoln wasn’t sure he’d cum, but he didn’t care. The whole thing felt so spectacularly kinky that he didn’t give a damn about anything but the sheer pleasure of it.

    “I’m close,” Vince said. “I’m fucking close.”

    He pounded Kenna harder and she fingered Lincoln’s asshole harder. He moaned, she moaned, and Vince moaned. The bedroom filled with the sounds of sex and pleasure.

    Then Vince pulled out and stroked his cock. A moment later cum rocketed from the tip. It hit Kenna’s pussy lips and dripped down onto Lincoln’s face. Vince unleashed shot after shot of exceptionally thick cum. The moment he was done Kenna sat on Lincoln’s face, making an absolute mess with the coating of hot cum that covered her pussy.

    She managed to keep her fingers in Lincoln’s ass and with her other hand she grabbed his cock and stroked him. “Eat his fucking load, faggot,” she said. “Clean it off my pussy, right fucking now.”

    Lincoln cleaned up the mess as his girlfriend fingered his ass and jerked him off. He moaned into her pussy. He swallowed Vince’s cum. He heard the other man laugh at him.

    Lincoln’s orgasm ripped through his body just a few moments later. His loins tensed up in that deeply pleasurable way and then cum fired from the tip of his cock. His body bounced in the bed as Kenna shoved her fingers even deeper in his ass. It felt like the climax lasted forever, with one pulse of pleasure after another rushing from between his legs. Lincoln kept his tongue going throughout it all.

    “Keep cleaning,” Kenna said. “Then you can get to work sucking cock again. I’m not letting Vince go home until he gives me at least one more orgasm.”

    Lincoln would serve all night long if that’s what his girlfriend wanted.

  
    Dirty Dares from His Dominant Girlfriend – Part 1

    “I’m bored,” Kenna declared.

    Lincoln would have responded but his girlfriend was smothering him with her pussy and all he could do was unleashed a muffled, inquisitive moan.

    Kenna looked down at him and smiled. “What was that?” she asked before lifting her pussy from his face.

    “Why are you bored?” Lincoln asked.

    She dropped her pussy onto his face once more and began to slowly grind her slippery flesh over his, spreading her juices in the process.

    “I don’t know,” Kenna said. “This just happens to me. I meet a submissive guy and things are really hot at the beginning. We try new things, we both have really great orgasms – though I cum a lot more often, of course – and then eventually it starts to feel like we’re doing the same stuff over and over and I get bored. You know what I mean?”

    Lincoln offered a response but his words were lost to the slippery flesh that moved back and forth over his mouth.

    “Shhh, sweetie. No talking now. I need to think,” Kenna said as she lowered more of her weight onto Lincoln’s face. “I really like you, you know? I don’t know if you’re the one – it might be that I’m not the kind of girl that’s going to be with a guy forever – but I don’t want to do what I usually do. I don’t want to jump ship and move on to someone new.”

    Kenna moved her pussy over Lincoln’s nose, making it difficult for him to breathe. She held the position for a surprisingly long time and right when he was about to try and push her away Kenna lifted her hips. He gasped for air as she smiled.

    “Is there anything I can do?” he asked. “You know I love making you happy. You know I’m willing to do just about anything for you. You also know I’m not really the imaginative one, so I’m not so good at dreaming up crazy scenarios.”

    Kenna sat on his face once more and smiled. “You’re sweet. That’s why I like you. You’re a good submissive, Lincoln. You really are.”

    She leaned back, placed her hands on his thighs, and began to grind her pussy over his face with surprising vigor. Kenna closed her eyes, tilted her head towards the ceiling, and unleashed a low, almost meditative moan as she used Lincoln’s face to stimulate her pussy.

    After a few minutes of steady face riding she sat up, slid her pussy onto his chest, and pushed three fingers into Lincoln’s mouth. She pushed them just far enough to tickle his gag reflex but not far enough to actually trigger it. The sensation was distinctly unpleasant, but Lincoln knew that was the point. He was meant to suffer through it for Kenna’s benefit.

    “Would you really be willing to let me use you to cure my boredom?” Kenna asked.

    Lincoln nodded.

    “It’s unlikely you’ll love the things I ask you to do,” she said. “You understand that, right?”

    He nodded again.

    Kenna pushed her fingers deeper and Lincoln gagged. She pulled them back, waited a few moments, and repeated the process. She did it several times, making Lincoln gag over and over. It was exceptionally unpleasant, and yet he refused to turn his head or attempt to wriggle out from beneath his girlfriend.

    “Let’s make it a game,” Kenna said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth. “I’ll present you with a dare. If you complete the dare you’ll be rewarded. If you pass on the dare you’ll have to be punished. How does that sound?”

    “I’m in,” Lincoln said.

    A naughty smile crossed Kenna’s face as she leaned forward, kissed Lincoln with surprising fervor, and said, “I dare you to go online and find someone willing to fuck both of us.”

    At first, confusion reigned in Lincoln’s head. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around what Kenna had suggested.

    “Do you mean a guy?” he asked.

    “That’s right. Go online and find a bisexual guy that will fuck both of us. Tell him that you’re a submissive and I’m your domme and that you want him to bend us both over and use us for his pleasure.”

    Lincoln had taken a toy or two in his ass during his time with Kenna, but he’d never been anywhere near another guy’s cock. He could scarcely fathom the idea of getting fucked by a man, and yet he’d asked for the dare.

    “So, do you accept the dare?” Kenna asked.

    “I do,” Lincoln said as his heart pounded hard in his chest. The fact that Kenna was going to be there with him made it feel okay to ask someone to fuck him.

    Kenna stood up and offered her hand. She helped Lincoln to his feet and gave him a swift smack on the ass. “You better get to work. If you don’t get someone over here by the end of the night I’m going to punish you and you’re not going to like it, I promise.”

    
      

    

    Having never searched for a stranger to fuck him, Lincoln was a little surprised at how quickly he managed to find someone. All it took was posting a message on a particular Reddit thread, wading through a few dozen messages, and whittling the list down to a small handful of guys that seemed both genuine and sane.

    Ultimately he settled on Tyler, a tall, good-looking guy that happily offered up pictures of his recent STD tests to prove he was safe and was more than willing to engage in a FaceTime call to prove that he was exactly as he looked in his pictures. He was even willing to show off his cock at Kenna’s request.

    At that point Kenna had taken the phone from Lincoln and gone over the ground rules with Tyler. He would dominate them both but he would refrain from inflicting any overwhelming pain – light spanking was okay – and he would use protection when fucking either of them. He would also have to put on a new condom if he was going to go from Lincoln’s ass to Kenna’s pussy to ensure no one got sick.

    Tyler was happy to agree to her requests. Before ending the FaceTime call he made one of his own. He wanted both Lincoln and Kenna naked and on their knees by the front door when he arrived. He expected that they would be ready to serve as desired and that he was not at all into bratty behavior.

    Kenna agreed – she spoke on Lincoln’s behalf – and Tyler said he was on his way over before hanging up.

    “You heard the man. Get naked,” Kenna said as she stripped.

    Lincoln joined her and before long they were on their knees at the front door.

    “Are you nervous?” Kenna asked.

    “Yes,” Lincoln admitted.

    “You should be. You’re about to get fucked for the first time,” she replied.

    Lincoln couldn’t help but laugh, mostly at the playful look on her face. Kenna was having fun at his expense. She was going to get fucked too, but that wasn’t an uncommon experience for her. Lincoln, on the other hand, was about to lose his anal virginity to a man.

    They’d left the door unlocked and Tyler opened it without knocking and walked in. He smiled at Kenna and Lincoln and said, “It’s nice to see that you both know how to do as you’re told. I think we’re going to have fun tonight. Now, kiss him.”

    Kenna turned to Lincoln and pulled his lips to hers for a passionate kiss. The vigorousness of it caught him off guard but it only took a moment for Lincoln to meld with his girlfriend and welcome her tongue into his mouth. Arousal engulfed his body, in part because of the extended teasing session she’d indulged in earlier while riding his face and in part because there was something about the unpredictable nature of their evening that he found immensely arousing.

    Tyler was naked by the time the kiss ended. He had a thick bush of dark pubic hair above his flaccid cock and his balls looked absolutely massive.

    “Have you ever sucked cock, Lincoln?” Tyler asked.

    “No,” Lincoln replied as his gaze drifted between Tyler’s legs to stare at the other man’s cock. He suspected it would end up in his mouth before long and he was contemplating what the experience would be like.

    “Up here, Lincoln,” Tyler said, drawing his attention upwards.

    “Sorry,” Lincoln said.

    Tyler turned to Kenna and asked, “Do you want to see your boyfriend suck cock?”

    “I do,” Kenna replied with a nod.

    Lincoln had never seen his girlfriend play the part of a submissive but she seemed to embrace it with ease. Her posture, the look in her eyes, and even the way she uttered those two simple words all oozed a submissive kind of energy.

    “I want you both to suck on my balls. Now,” Tyler demanded as he lifted his flaccid cock out of the way.

    Lincoln glanced at Kenna and she smiled before leaning closer. She took one of Tyler’s massive balls into her mouth and Lincoln had no choice but to do the same with the other. He’d accepted the dare. He was naked on his knees in front of a stranger. It was time to take the leap.

    Lincoln leaned forward and took Tyler’s other testicle into his mouth. He felt Kenna’s cheek against his. He heard her moan and suck. He did the same. He felt a sudden, intense burst of the same submissive sensations he had when Kenna dominated him.

    “You two are going to be so much fun to play with,” Tyler said.

    Lincoln looked up at the man whose balls he was sucking. He offered his submission via eye contact, as he’d done so many times with Kenna.

    “Suck my cock, Lincoln. Take it in your mouth. Show me how badly you want me to fuck your ass,” Tyler demanded.

    Kenna moaned and Tyler laughed. “It looks like your girlfriend really is looking forward to seeing you get used, Lincoln. You better get started. Make sure you suck my dick good or I’m not taking your ass. I’ll fuck her pussy and leave if you can’t be a good cocksucker for me.”

    Lincoln took the head of Tyler’s cock between his lips as his gaze remained fixed on the other man’s eyes. He ran his tongue over the underside of the shaft and tried his best to swallow what he could, though it wasn’t much.

    “Keep sucking those balls,” Tyler said to Kenna. “Keep sucking my big balls while your boyfriend gives me head. Cover them in your spit like a good slut.”

    Kenna moaned as Lincoln found a rhythm sucking Tyler’s cock, eliciting a smile and a groan of intense pleasure from the dom.

    “That’s good,” Tyler said. “Let’s see what your girlfriend can do.”

    Lincoln released the cock and sat back as Kenna licked and kissed her way up the shaft and surrounded the head with her lips. She swallowed immediately, deepthroating Tyler like she was showing off.

    “Damn, your girl sucks dick like a pro,” Tyler said. “She give you head like this?”

    Lincoln shook his head. Kenna sometimes gave him a blowjob as a means of teasing, but she never went all out like she was doing for Tyler.

    “I want you to eat my ass, Lincoln. Eat my ass while your slut girlfriend sucks my cock,” Tyler demanded.

    Kenna moaned around the throbbing cock in her mouth, signaling her desire to see Lincoln do as he was told.

    He’d eaten Kenna’s ass on numerous occasions. She seemed to find a great deal of pleasure in smothering him with it and he always found it thrilling to run his tongue back and forth over her asshole while she sat on his face.

    Tyler slowly turned and Kenna moved with him, giving Lincoln plenty of space to move behind the other man and go to work.

    Lincoln reached up and spread Tyler’s ass cheeks, revealing a far hairier asshole than Kenna’s. It seemed decidedly less pleasant to offer a rimjob to an asshole like that, and yet Lincoln understood that was part of why he’d been ordered to do so. He was there to serve Tyler’s pleasure, and by extension Kenna’s pleasure. His job was to fulfill the dare, which meant doing what Tyler wanted.

    Lincoln pressed his face between the other man’s ass cheeks and went to work. He gave a rimjob while his girlfriend sucked cock and did so loudly and lustily.

    “Your man’s eating my ass,” Tyler said. “Does that turn you on?”

    “Yes,” Kenna replied as the sound of her fingers moving up and down Tyler’s shaft filled the foyer. “He’s such a good little bitch, isn’t he?”

    “So are you,” Tyler said.

    A moment later the sound of cocksucking once again reached Lincoln’s ears. It was faster and louder, like Tyler was using her mouth at a far more rapid pace.

    Lincoln got lost in eating ass. He wasn’t sure how long his face was buried between Tyler’s ass cheeks, but it felt like a long time. He refused to relent, though. He ate ass because that’s what he’d been ordered to do. He ate ass because it was a little bit kinky and it made his cock throb. He ate ass because it’s what Kenna wanted him to do.

    When Tyler stepped away Lincoln felt a little disappointed to be deprived of the task he’d gotten lost in. “Let’s go to your bedroom,” he said.

    Lincoln and Kenna hopped to their feet and she took his hand and led him to the bedroom with Tyler walking behind them.

    “Who am I going to fuck first?” Tyler mused. “Which of you sluts is going to take my cock first?”

    Kenna looked at Lincoln and smiled. She seemed overjoyed but he couldn’t help but feel nervous. He’d never taken anything more than a modestly-sized toy in his ass and he was about to get fucked by an impressive cock.

    “It’s okay,” Kenna said. “It’s going to hurt, but it’s still okay. Just close your eyes and think about being a good slut while he’s fucking you. Think about how happy you’re making me.”

    “Both of you on your hands and knees. Present your bodies for my pleasure,” Tyler demanded as they stepped into the bedroom.

    Kenna released Lincoln’s hand and crawled into their bed until she was positioned on her hands and knees like Tyler wanted. Lincoln stared for just a moment and admired how good she looked in that position. He’d never been presented with the option to take her from behind. Kenna had been perfectly clear that she found it deeply boring to let a submissive guy fuck her doggystyle and Lincoln was undeniably a submissive guy.

    Tyler smacked Lincoln’s ass and spurred him to action. He got on his hands and knees next to Kenna and soon the stranger they’d brought to their home joined them in the bed. He ran his hands over both their lower backs and asses. He teased them with his fingers, eliciting moans from Kenna and a sense of apprehension from Lincoln.

    Tyler stepped out of the bed, tore open a condom, and rolled it down his cock as Lincoln turned and looked at his girlfriend.

    “Just be a good slut,” she said. “Don’t think about anything else. Just be a good slut for me.”

    Lincoln took a deep breath and a look of pleasure came over Kenna’s face. Tyler was inside her. She bit her lower lip and closed her eyes. Her mouth opened and a low moan came out. Lincoln felt a strong hand on his ass. Two fingers moved towards his asshole and a moment later he felt just a little bit of pressure against his opening.

    “I’m taking your virginity next,” Tyler said.

    Kenna moaned louder.

    “Your girlfriend likes that, Lincoln. She likes the idea of seeing you get fucked like a little bitch,” Tyler declared.

    The sounds of doggystyle sex filled the bedroom. Kenna moaned as Tyler pounded her from behind. Lincoln felt a little jealous that someone was getting to fuck his girlfriend in doggystyle and a little bit terrified that he’d be next. In what felt like the blink of an eye he’d gone from his girlfriend sitting on his face to waiting on his hands and knees to get fucked by a man he’d never met before.

    “Do you like watching me fuck her, Lincoln?” Tyler asked.

    Lincoln turned to look back at Tyler and nodded. He was grappling with a bit of jealousy too, but he liked the sight of another man taking Kenna from behind. It was more arousing than he’d expected, leading to a throbbing erection.

    “Maybe we’ll do this more often,” Kenna said. “Maybe I’ll let all kinds of guys fuck me while you watch. Would you like that, Lincoln? Would you like it if your girlfriend was a slut?”

    It was the look on her face and the desire in her voice that made Lincoln nod. He wanted more of anything that made Kenna feel that way.

    Lincoln heard Tyler spit and looked back to see the other man rubbing his fingers together. He smiled and reached over to press his spit-soaked fingers against Lincoln’s asshole.

    “Relax and open up for me,” Tyler said.

    Kenna took Lincoln’s hand and he grunted as two fingers slipped into his asshole. Tyler pushed them deep inside without hesitation, offering what Lincoln presumed was a rather mild preview of the anal sex he would soon be having.

    “How does it feel?” Kenna asked.

    “It’s good,” Lincoln replied. There was something about he found arousing, though he couldn’t quite pinpoint what. Perhaps it was just so kinky he couldn’t help but get turned on.

    “Do you want him to fuck you?” Kenna asked as Tyler continued to pump her pussy from behind.

    Lincoln nodded.

    “Then why don’t you tell him? Beg him to fuck you. Convince him that you want your cock in his ass. Convince him that you want to be a good slut for him,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln’s heart pounded and his loins came alive with a decidedly pleasurable tingling sensation as he turned back to Tyler. The other man was smiling at him as he fucked Kenna and fingered Lincoln’s asshole.

    “Please fuck me,” he said. “Please fuck my ass while my girlfriend watches. Please take my virginity.”

    Tyler pulled out of Kenna’s pussy and moved behind Lincoln. He rubbed the head of his slippery, condom-wrapped cock against Lincoln’s asshole and slipped inside.

    “Oh my God,” Lincoln said as the cock filled him. It was considerably larger than the fingers that had occupied the same space. It wasn’t just the size, though. What sent Lincoln’s head spinning was the notion that he had a cock inside him. A man was fucking him. Someone else was taking his ass. He was getting fucked by a man. He’d crossed a line he’d never considered crossing before. He’d gone so far over that line it seemed impossible to fathom.

    “Don’t you want it harder?” Kenna said as she looked over at Lincoln. “Don’t you want him to fuck your tight ass harder? Don’t you want him to stretch you out? Don’t you want him to use you like a slut?”

    “Harder,” Lincoln said. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    Tyler smacked Lincoln’s ass hard enough for the sound to reverberate around the bedroom. Then he delivered a harder fucking. He pounded Lincoln’s asshole with the vigor of a man that clearly got off on the submission of a straight male.

    “Play with your pussy,” Tyler said. “Play with your cunt while I fuck your boyfriend’s ass.”

    Kenna reached back and played with her pussy as ordered. Lincoln saw the pleasure on his girlfriend’s face. He saw the look of pure, utter joy as her fingers danced over her flesh.

    “You’re such a good slut for me,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln felt a hint of pleasure spread from his asshole. There was still pain, but it had receded into a dull ache. The stimulation had become at least a little bit pleasing, and there was also the overwhelming mental pleasure of submitting to his girlfriend and another man. He’d given up his body for the pleasure of others and it triggered his submissive side in a truly spectacular fashion.

    “Play with your cock,” Tyler demanded.

    Lincoln reached back and stroked his cock, which was still exceptionally stiff. There was no denying he was enjoying his journey into anal submission.

    “Harder,” Lincoln said. “Fuck my ass harder. Pound it. Pound my ass!”

    He was getting into it. Each word he uttered brought him deeper into submissive bliss. Stroking his cock only strengthened the sense of pleasure coursing through his body.

    When Tyler pulled out Lincoln actually felt a little disappointed. His asshole gaped open for a moment and all he wanted was to feel the bliss of a big cock moving inside him again.

    “On your knees in front of me,” Tyler ordered as he stepped out of the bed, pulled off the condom, and stroked his cock.

    Lincoln and Kenna scrambled to get on their knees in front of him.

    “Open your mouth,” Tyler said to Kenna.

    She tilted her head back and opened her mouth. Tyler moved closer, held her head steady with his hand, and groaned as his cock exploded. He unleashed a massive load onto Kenna’s tongue and she took every drop without hesitation, much to Lincoln’s amazement.

    “Kiss your boyfriend,” Tyler said. “Share my load.”

    Kenna pressed her lips against Lincoln’s and cum flooded his mouth along with her tongue. They made a delicious mess together as they kissed and swapped the thick load back and forth. Soon it got foamy and seeped out the sides of both their mouths.

    “Swallow,” Tyler ordered.

    Lincoln and Kenna both swallowed the foamy mixture they’d collected on their tongues. She had a blissful smile on her face and Lincoln felt just as joyful, in part because he hadn’t cum yet and he was still lost in a particularly blissful kind of submissive headspace.

    “Jerk him off onto your tits,” Tyler said.

    “Stand up,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln stood up and she wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him swiftly while rubbing the tip over her breasts.

    “Did you enjoy getting fucked in the ass like a dirty little whore?” Kenna asked.

    Lincoln nodded.

    “Did you enjoy being taken from behind like a bitch in a porn video?” she asked.

    He nodded again.

    “Did you enjoy having a man use your asshole for his pleasure?” she asked.

    Lincoln nodded and a moment later he unleashed his load on her breasts. Kenna had helped bring him just a little deeper into that world of submissive pleasure and it had gotten him off in the most spectacular fashion. The pleasure pulsed through his body as one shot after another of thick, creamy cum landed on his girlfriend’s beautiful breasts. He was thankful that Tyler had granted him a very rare treat, as Kenna almost never let him cum on her body.

    “Now clean up your mess,” Tyler said.

    Lincoln sank to his knees and Kenna gently pulled him to her breasts. She ran her fingers through his hair and moaned as he licked the cum off her soft flesh.

    “Kiss me,” she said.

    They shared yet another cum kiss. It was oddly romantic as her tongue slowly danced with Lincoln’s while they shared the taste of his cum.

    “I’m glad you took the dare,” Kenna said.

    “Me too,” Lincoln replied. “I can’t wait for the next one.”
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    “I left a dare for you on the bed,” Kenna had texted as Lincoln was leaving work.

    “What is it?” he’d texted back. She hadn’t responded, though, and Lincoln had spent the entire ride home wondering what sort of naughty game his girlfriend had come up with.

    He tossed his bag on the couch and rushed towards the bedroom. He found his gym bag and a pink lace thong resting on the bed with a note next to them.

    The note read:

    Lincoln,

    I dare you to wear my panties to the gym. You must bring your gym bag and change in the locker room. You must not try and hide the fact that you’re wearing panties. If someone compliments your panties, you must thank them. If someone taunts you for wearing panties, you must say nothing. If someone sees your adorable panties and offers you a chance to pleasure their cock, you must accept. You must work out in my panties and change back into your street clothes afterwards, meaning there will be two chances to expose yourself to the men in the gym locker room.

    I understand that you might find this dare too much to accept. That’s okay. You’d certainly be taking the risk of ending up with someone else’s cock inside you if you did. That’s why I’ve decided to offer a reward if you take this dare. If you wear my panties to the gym and you fulfill my requirements I’ll give you a long, slow blowjob when you get home. If things go your way you might get a blowjob for doing nothing more than wearing a different style of underwear for a few hours. Of course, you could also end up getting fucked. The choice is yours.

    Blowjobs were not a common occurrence in Lincoln and Kenna’s relationship, which is why the offer of one was the element of her dare that caught his attention. Kenna’s mouth was a wondrous thing and she was capable of providing intense pleasure, particularly if she dedicated herself to giving the kind of long, slow blowjob she’d promised.

    What Lincoln didn’t know was the likelihood that he’d experience anything other than a bit of laughter if he wore the panties to the gym. Would a few guys make fun of him and that would be it, or was it possible someone would think he was announcing his sexuality by wearing decidedly feminine underwear to the locker room?

    Lincoln decided to take the risk, in part because he didn’t want to disappoint Kenna, in part because he desperately wanted a blowjob, and in part because even the absolute worst outcome was something he felt like he could endure, especially after his bisexual adventure with Kenna where they both took cock from behind.

    Lincoln opened the gym bag to make sure his clothes were actually in it – he wouldn’t put it past Kenna to have pulled a bit of a prank by stocking the bag with girl’s clothes – and then quickly took off his pants to put the pink thong on. It was tight and a little uncomfortable against his balls, but that felt like a small price to pay for a blowjob.

    It was Kenna’s mouth that occupied Lincoln’s thoughts as he drove to the gym. He wasn’t sure he’d ever gotten what would qualify as a long and slow blowjob from Kenna – the last time she’d gone down on him it had lasted all of two minutes and hadn’t ended in an orgasm – and he was downright desperate to experience that kind of pleasure from the girl that typically dominated him and seemed to find more pleasure in denying his orgasm than in making him cum.

    It wasn’t until he walked into the locker room that Lincoln felt anxiety over the idea of exposing his pink panties. He knew he had to change, workout, and change again to fulfill the conditions of the bet. He wouldn’t get his blowjob unless he went through with it, but as he walked into the locker room and saw half a dozen guys in various states of undress Lincoln wasn’t sure he could do it.

    He made his way to an empty spot on the bench, dropped his bag in front of the locker he typically used, and took a deep breath. The moment of truth was upon him. He could bite the bullet and get changed or he could go home and say goodbye to what might be his only chance at a blowjob from his beautiful, orally talented girlfriend.

    Lincoln opened his bag, took out his clothes, and stood up. He slipped off his shoes, unzipped his pants, and pulled them down. He heard someone laugh.

    “Nice panties, man,” someone said.

    Lincoln turned to see a muscular guy pointing at his panties and laughing. “Thank you,” he said. He had to fight off a desire to get dressed and run out of the gym, but Lincoln managed to stay the course. He was going to earn that blowjob.

    “They look pretty good on you,” another voice said.

    Lincoln turned to see a tall, slender, fit guy in a pair of shorts and a tank top. It didn’t seem like he was mocking. His comment seemed genuine. “Thanks,” Lincoln said.

    For a moment Lincoln worried that the guy eyeing him was going to make a proposal that he couldn’t refuse. He worried he was going to end up bent over a bench with a stranger’s cock in his ass because he was so determined to earn a blowjob from his girlfriend. Thankfully, the guy took one last look at Lincoln’s panties and walked out with a smile on his face.

    No one else seemed interested in saying anything, so Lincoln got dressed, put his clothes in the locker, and headed into the gym to complete his usual workout.

    As always, Lincoln warmed up with a run on the treadmill, steadily increasing the speed until he was at a full-on sprint for two minutes. He caught his breath with a short walk at a low speed, did a few stretches, and headed for the weights.

    It was as Lincoln was sliding weight onto the bar at the bench press that the tall, fit guy that had rather kindly commented on his panties showed up again.

    “Hey, need a spotter?” he asked.

    Lincoln wanted to tell him no, but the truth was that he did need a spotter. He was going to ask someone else, but since the guy had offered, he couldn’t say no. “Sure,” he said.

    “Great. I’m Chris, by the way,” the guy said as he extended his hand.

    Lincoln shook it. “I’m Lincoln.”

    “It’s nice to meet you, Lincoln. Now why don’t you get on the bench and put this weight up,” Chris said.

    Lincoln get on his back, slid under the bar, and lifted it. He dropped the weight to his chest as Chris stepped forward and just like that another man’s crotch was hovering over his head. There was no question Chris was closer than he needed to be, a fact that made Lincoln’s arms wobble a little as he considered that he wouldn’t able to turn down any sexual advances that Chris might make if he wanted to ensure he got to enjoy the blowjob Kenna had promised.

    “Whoa there,” Chris said as he reached out to steady the bar. “You alright?”

    “Yes,” Lincoln said as he glanced up at what appeared to be the bulge of a rather large flaccid cock swinging in Chris’s gym shorts.

    “Alright,” Chris said. “Let’s lift that weight then.”

    With his wits once again gathered Lincoln ripped off a set of twelve presses. His arms wobbled again as he pushed the weight up for the last time and Chris squatted just a little to help him guide the bar back into place. Once again the bulge of his cock showed up and Lincoln worried that he was going to end up with it in his mouth. He still wasn’t sure if he could do it without Kenna there. He wasn’t entirely against the idea of giving a blowjob to get one from his girlfriend, but it was far outside the realm of anything even remotely approaching normal.

    “Will you spot me?” Chris asked.

    “Sure,” Lincoln replied.

    Chris put 25lbs on each side of the bar – a fact that Lincoln found a little embarrassing – and laid on his back. Lincoln found his eyes drifting between Chris’s legs as he once again spotted the bulge. He cursed himself for acting like he was actually interested in another man’s cock and directed his attention to the task of spotting.

    Chris didn’t need the help, though. He ripped off a set with ease and stood up like he’d barely put in an effort. He had a smile on his face and for a few moments he stood and stared at Lincoln like he was waiting for him to make a move.

    “Can I be honest with you, Lincoln?” Chris asked.

    “Sure,” Lincoln replied.

    “I thought you looked great in those panties. I know that probably sounds crazy, but I just loved the way they looked on that cute cock of yours,” Chris said.

    Lincoln felt his heart pounding. Chris was hitting on him. He was absolutely hitting on him. Kenna’s dare hadn’t included any instructions as to how he was to proceed if someone was directly and somewhat aggressively flirting with him.

    “Oh, well, thanks,” he said.

    “I can’t help but think that you must have worn them looking for at least a little bit of attention. I mean, why else would a guy put on a pair of pretty panties like that and wear them to the gym if he didn’t want someone to notice, right?” Chris asked.

    Lincoln considered confessing about his girlfriend’s dare and walking away. He wanted a blowjob so badly, though. He hadn’t been allowed to cum in a little more than a week and getting to do so in his girlfriend’s mouth – a gift he was rarely offered – would have been otherworldly, and it wasn’t like Chris’s cock would be the first he’d fellated.

    “That’s right,” Lincoln said.

    Chris stepped closer and reached out like he was going to grope Lincoln’s cock right there in the middle of the gym. He didn’t, though. He stopped just short and smiled. “Of course, you could also be a straight guy with an imaginative, dominant girlfriend that wanted to see how far her boyfriend would be willing to go for her.”

    “What?” Lincoln asked. “Do you know Kenna?”

    “I do,” Chris said as he remained uncomfortably close to Lincoln. “She told me you’d be here. She told me you’d be wearing panties. She told me I should see if you’d be willing to go through with her dare. So, are you willing, Lincoln? Do you want to get your cock sucked badly enough that you’d be willing to let me do as I desire with you?”

    Kenna hadn’t left it up to fate. She’d engineered the outcome she wanted. She’d planted someone in the gym and made sure that Lincoln would be pushed right to the edge if he wanted the reward she’d offered. He couldn’t help but smile. She was every bit the wild, dominant goddess he’d fallen for and she clearly wasn’t kidding when she’d announced her boredom a few short weeks ago. Lincoln wondered how quickly Kenna would move on from him if he wasn’t willing to go along with her dares. Would it be a bad thing if she broke up with him?

    “Yes,” Lincoln said. “I’ll…I’ll let you do what you want with me.” He’d decided rather quickly that the last thing he wanted was for Kenna to break up with him.

    “Let’s go,” Chris said.

    He took Lincoln’s hand and led him to the locker room.

    “Get your stuff,” Chris ordered.

    Lincoln grabbed his bag from the locker and once again Chris took his hand. They left the gym and headed for the parking garage. They made a beeline for a black Range Rover parked in the far corner. Chris led Lincoln to the passenger side – which happened to be parked next to a concrete wall – and said, “Take your shorts off.”

    The moment of truth had arrived. Lincoln’s pulse raced as he considered what he was about to do. Chris was a stranger and if he removed his shorts he was essentially offering his body to a man he’d just met and doing so because his girlfriend wanted him to. He was letting Kenna whore him out and he was doing it for a blowjob, though Lincoln knew well enough that he was really doing it because he found submission so thrilling.

    “What are you waiting for, darling?” a familiar, feminine voice said. Kenna appeared behind Chris with a smile on her face. “Take your shorts off. Present yourself to the man that’s going to fuck your whore ass.”

    “Kenna?” Lincoln asked. “What are you doing here?”

    “You didn’t think I’d let you get fucked and not be here to watch, did you?” she asked. “Now take off your shorts.”

    Lincoln kicked off his shoes, untied his shorts, and pushed them to his ankles.

    “Now take my shorts off,” Chris said.

    Lincoln couldn’t believe he was about to expose another man’s cock in a parking garage, and yet he didn’t hesitate. He looked at Kenna and saw her smile as he approached Chris and worked his gym shorts off. He reached into the other man’s underwear and freed the cock that waited inside.

    “Your boyfriend couldn’t keep his eyes off my dick in the gym,” Chris said.

    “I’m sure he couldn’t,” Kenna said. “He got his first taste a few weeks ago. I’ll bet he can’t stop thinking about dick.”

    “Your first taste, huh?” Chris said as he stroked his cock with Lincoln standing just a foot away. “How was that?”

    “It was good,” Lincoln said.

    “He took it like a good little bitch,” Kenna said. “On his hands and knees. He begged for it like a whore, just like I wanted him to. He got fucked for my pleasure that day. Now he’s going to get fucked for your pleasure, Chris.”

    Chris was already hard and the smile on his face made Lincoln absolutely certain that he was about to have a cock in his ass for the second time in his life.

    “I think I’d like to hear you beg for it,” Chris said.

    Lincoln hesitated.

    “Don’t disappoint me,” Kenna said. “Be a good little faggot and beg Chris to bend you over and pound your ass until he cums.”

    Lincoln looked at the dominant fire in his girlfriend’s eyes. It was like she was getting high on the situation she’d cooked up. He couldn’t help but get caught up in her desire, especially when she threw such splendidly humiliating words his way.

    Lincoln walked to the front of the car, stood in front of the wheel well, and put a hand on the hood. He reached back to pull aside the pink thong and expose his asshole and turned to Chris. “Please fuck my ass. Please fuck my ass until you cum. Please fuck my ass while my girlfriend watches.”

    “That’s not good enough, Lincoln,” Kenna said. “Make him believe that you want to be a dirty little faggot for him. Make him believe that the thing you want most in the world right now is his big cock hammering your ass.”

    Lincoln sank deeper into the sense of humiliation that Kenna and Chris had woven around him. He looked at the other man’s cock. He pictured it sliding into him. He knew it would hurt. He knew his pain would give Kenna pleasure. He knew her pleasure would thrill him.

    “Please, Chris, make me your faggot,” Lincoln said. “Make me your faggot while my girlfriend watches. Use my ass for your pleasure. Humiliate me in front of my girlfriend by using my ass as hard as you want.”

    Kenna reached into her pocket and pulled out a condom that she offered to Chris. A smile crossed her face. She’d gotten what she wanted. She’d made Lincoln humiliate himself. She’d made him offer his ass.

    Chris tore open the condom, put it on, and moved behind Lincoln. He spit in his fingers and rubbed them over Lincoln’s asshole as Kenna approached.

    “You’re a good little whore for me, aren’t you Lincoln?” Kenna asked as she reached out and wrapped her fingers around Lincoln’s cock.

    “I am,” he said.

    “This is the second man you’re going to give your ass to in the span of three weeks. If that doesn’t make you a whore for me, I don’t know what does,” she said.

    Chris pressed the head of his cock against Lincoln’s asshole and pushed inside him. Just like that Lincoln was getting fucked in a parking garage. He was getting fucked by a man he’d met an hour ago. He was getting fucked at his girlfriend’s urging and the deep, moderately painful penetration sent him spiraling into that beautiful submissive space he’d grown increasingly addicted to.

    “Does it hurt?” Kenna asked.

    “Yes,” Lincoln replied.

    Kenna turned to Chris and asked, “Does his ass feel good?”

    “It’s nice and tight,” Chris answered. “I like opening a nice, tight little asshole.”

    “You can pound him as hard as you like. I promise my little whore won’t complain. He’s being a good boy for me. He won’t say a word. He’ll just take your cock like the slut I’m training him to be,” Kenna said.

    Chris grabbed Lincoln’s hips and gave him a good pounding. Each thrust brought with it a small measure of pain, but Lincoln gritted his teeth and took it. He took it because each thrust also sent him deeper into subspace, in part because each thrust seemed to bring Kenna just a little more joy.

    “Let him use your faggot ass,” Kenna said. “Let him stretch you out. Let him destroy you for his pleasure. Let him do whatever the fuck he wants with your asshole.”

    Lincoln’s cock was hard in his girlfriend’s hand, providing a little extra humiliation as she mingled pleasure with the decidedly painful feeling of a man invading his asshole.

    “He’s getting close, Lincoln,” Kenna said. “Your tight little asshole is going to make him cum. You’re going to make a man cum like a true faggot.”

    Lincoln groaned. He hoped he wouldn’t cum. He wanted to save his orgasm for the blowjob Kenna had promised. He hand felt so good, though. The pleasure was so intense that it almost entirely muted the pain of getting fucked so vigorously.

    Chris buried his cock in Lincoln’s ass and his grunts filled the air around them.

    “You made him cum, faggot,” Kenna said with genuine delight in her voice. “You were a good little whore and you made him cum.”

    Chris pulled out and Kenna deftly removed the condom from his cock. She leaned against the passenger door of the Range Rover and lifted her skirt to reveal her lack of panties.

    “Get on your knees,” Kenna demanded.

    Lincoln fell to his knees and Kenna moved in front of him. She pointed to her pussy and said, “Worship it.”

    Lincoln pressed his lips against Kenna’s slippery cunt and used his tongue as she’d trained him. He looked up at her as she held up the cum-filled condom and smiled.

    “Good whores deserve a reward,” Kenna said. “Would you like your reward, whore?”

    Lincoln nodded from between her legs.

    Kenna smiled and gently pushed his head back before pushing her hips forward. She upended the condom and poured some of the cum onto the area just below her belly button. It dripped through her short pubic hair and over her pussy lips. “You may feast, whore.”

    Lincoln devoured the cum like he was truly eager to claim his reward. He licked it off her soft skin, pubic hair, and pussy lips. When Kenna offered more, he licked all of that up too. Before long Lincoln had another man’s load in his stomach and a smile on his face.

    “Now make me cum,” she said.

    Lincoln licked his girlfriend’s pussy until she had a loud orgasm in the parking garage. He suspected she was screaming on purpose in the hope of drawing an eye or two to the spectacle unfolding in the corner of the garage. By that point he didn’t care. His ass was sore, his cock was hard, and his mouth tasted of salty semen and pussy juices.

    “Very good,” Kenna said as she let her skirt fall. “Now I owe you one long, lovely blowjob. I think we’ll get started on the drive home, so I hope you can keep us on the road as I’m sucking your dick like a woman possessed.”

    Lincoln felt a sense of absolute joy. Kenna had taken him deep down into subspace and now she was going to guide him out by giving him the blowjob she’d promised. He stood, put his shorts back on, and took Kenna’s hand.

    “Thank you,” Lincoln said to Chris as they walked away.

    “Anytime,” the other man said.

    “Come, naughty boy,” Kenna said. “I need to feel your cock in my mouth.”

    Lincoln felt like the luckiest guy in the world.
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    “You look nervous,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln was pacing back and forth in front of the bed. His heart was racing. There was no question he was nervous. “Is that weird?” he asked. “To be nervous, I mean? I’ve never done this sort of thing before.”

    “That’s true, but it’s not all that different from what you’ve already done,” Kenna explained. “You’re going to suck cock. You’re going to watch me get fucked. You might even get fucked yourself. You’ve done all of that before, so why are you nervous?”

    Lincoln stopped and stared at his girlfriend. Kenna smiled, rolled onto her back in the hotel bed, and spread her legs. She reached down to play with her pussy and moaned as her finger found her clit.

    “Come eat my pussy,” she said. “I’m about to get fucked by a whole bunch of guys and I need to be nice and wet for that. That means you need to be a good little subby and eat my pussy until I’m drenched.”

    Lincoln crawled into the bed, settled between Kenna’s legs, and put his tongue to work. She looked down at him with a smile on her face, grabbed a firm handful of his hair, and moaned as he licked her clit for a while before plunging his tongue into her pussy and adding his saliva to her juices.

    “I’m a little surprised you accepted this dare,” Kenna said. “I figured organizing a gangbang – and offering to fluff any guy that wanted to use your mouth – would be too much for you. I figured you’d definitely pass when I told you I’d also be offering your ass to anyone that wanted it, but I guess you’re a better submissive than I gave you credit for.”

    A week ago, when Kenna had uttered the words, “I dare you to arrange a gangbang for me,” Lincoln had considered turning her down. His consideration hadn’t lasted long, though. There was something about the idea of watching a group of guys have their way with Kenna that thrilled him. More than that, it was obvious that she wanted it. Given the way she rode Lincoln’s face not long after offering the dare, her desire to be the centerpiece of a gangbang seemed even more significant than his desire to submit to her.

    Kenna pushed Lincoln’s face from between her legs and moved to her hands and knees. “Eat my ass,” she demanded. “Just in case I decide to give it up tonight.”

    Lincoln did as his girlfriend desired. He licked her asshole vigorously and she rewarded him with a lusty moan as he wondered if she’d really consider letting someone fuck her ass. Just how far was she planning on going?

    “Two guys is the most I’ve ever been with at the same time,” Kenna said as Lincoln ate her ass. “I came so hard. I can’t really explain it, but there was something about being the center of attention for two hot, horny guys that I loved. They took me from both ends at one point, and even though it was a little overwhelming I had a massive orgasm. I actually squirted and I collapsed onto the bed because I literally couldn’t hold myself up.”

    Lincoln wanted to hear more, but a knock on the door announced the arrival of their first guest.

    “You should let him in,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln backed out of the bed and headed towards the door. He opened it to find two men standing on the other side. He recognized them as Brad and Andy, though Lincoln suspected that names wouldn’t be used with any frequency over the course of the evening. “Come in,” he said.

    The two men stepped past Lincoln and into the room. “Hello, boys,” Kenna said. Lincoln saw them both stop and stare at Kenna, which made perfect sense given that she was naked. “Why don’t you get your clothes off and we can get this part started before the rest of our guests arrive.”

    Lincoln closed the door and joined the guys in front of the bed.

    “You should be naked too, subby,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln stripped and he couldn’t help but notice that Brad and Andy were considerably fitter and boasted far larger flaccid cocks than he did. Kenna crawled to the edge of the bed and glanced between the legs of all three men and the look on her face indicated that she also noted the considerable differences in size.

    “It’s time for you to fluff, subby,” Kenna said. “Get on your knees and start sucking those beautiful cocks until they’re hard for me.”

    Lincoln fell to his knees and crawled in front of Brad. He took the soft cock into his mouth and sucked like he’d done before. He reached over and took Andy’s cock in his hand and stroked it slowly and softly.

    “How do you know him?” Andy asked.

    “He’s my boyfriend,” Kenna replied. “I know, men like you could never conceive of doing what he’s doing, but he’s doing exactly as I want him to. He’s a good little submissive and he more than makes up for his shortcomings in other departments by offering his submission, no matter how humiliating it is.”

    “He’s good,” Brad said. “I don’t know if you trained him to suck cock like this, but he’s damn good at it.”

    “Well, fuck, I want some of that,” Andy said. “Get the fuck over here, cocksucker.”

    Lincoln let Brad’s wet, stiff cock fall from his mouth and crawled in front of Andy. He took the other dick between his lips and started sucking once more.

    “There’s nothing better than watching a submissive suck dick,” Kenna said. “Fuck, it makes me so wet to see him fully embrace being a cocksucker for me.”

    Lincoln swallowed as much of Andy’s cock as he could and stroked Brad at the same time. His lust was driven by the notion of turning Kenna on with his willingness to be a submissive cocksucker. Nothing made Lincoln happier than doing exactly as his girlfriend desired.

    “Subby, dress one of those big, beautiful dicks in a condom. I need to get fucked,” Kenna instructed.

    Lincoln looked back to see two condoms on the bed. He grabbed one, tore it open, and rolled it down Andy’s cock.

    “Come here, big boy,” Kenna said to Brad. “Let me suck that cock while he fucks me. You can have my pussy next.”

    Brad crawled into the bed and Kenna took his cock into her mouth, eliciting an instantaneous, lusty moan. Andy moved behind her, slid into her pussy, grabbed her hips, and started fucking Kenna slowly.

    Lincoln watched from his knees and marveled at the beauty of his girlfriend taking cock from both ends. It looked like a particularly naughty porn, only it was playing out right in front of him. Best of all, it seemed as though Kenna found it hugely pleasurable to have a man in her mouth and pussy at the same time.

    “Fuck my mouth,” she said. “Fuck it just like he’s fucking my pussy.”

    Brad grabbed her head with both hands and did exactly as Kenna desired. He managed not to thrust too deeply, though she did gag every once in a while when his cock hit the back of her throat. Even that didn’t seem to bother Kenna, though. If anything, it seemed to turn her on to be pushed just a little bit past what she could tolerate.

    Lincoln was so immersed in watching that he didn’t hear the next guests knock on the door. Kenna had to pull her mouth from Brad’s cock and say, “Subby, there’s someone at the door! Go let him in.”

    Lincoln stood, took a moment to admire the threesome happening in the bed, and headed for the door. He welcomed Terry, a tall, muscular black guy that Kenna had been particularly interested in when they were reviewing candidates.

    “Come in,” Lincoln said.

    Terry glanced at Lincoln’s naked body, laughed, and stepped past him and into the room. “Well, I see I’m a little later to the party.”

    “No problem,” Kenna replied as the sounds of sex filled the room. “Get naked and my submissive will get your dick nice and hard for me and you can join in.”

    “Fuck yeah,” Terry said as he stripped while keeping his eyes on the threesome happening in the bed. Once he was naked he looked towards Lincoln, smiled, and said, “Get this dick in your mouth, white boy. I wanna fuck that beautiful girlfriend of yours.”

    Lincoln fell to his knees, wrapped his lips around Terry’s cock, and soon found himself on the receiving end of a face fucking. It seemed that Terry wasn’t the sort of man to move at someone else’s pace. He was going to take what he wanted, at least from Lincoln. That meant a black cock pounding the back of Lincoln’s throat over and over. That meant a wealth of gagging and choking. It meant Kenna moaning a lot louder, too, and Lincoln couldn’t help but hope that she could see the face fucking out of the corner of her eye and she found it thrilling.

    “I’m ready, baby,” Terry said. “I want to fuck you right now.”

    “I want all of you inside me,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln felt his cock surge at the suggestion that Kenna would take three men at once. That could mean only one thing. She’d be doing a DP. The idea was so wild, so naughty, so kinky, that Lincoln couldn’t contain his lust.

    “Who wants my ass?” Kenna asked.

    “I do,” Brad said.

    She looked up at him and smiled. “Very good. Brad gets my ass, Andy gets my mouth, and Terry gets my pussy. Get your condoms on and let’s get busy, boys.”

    Terry put on a condom and got on his back in the bed. Kenna sat on his cock and moaned as she took him for a brief ride while Brad dressed his stiff dick in latex.

    “Fuck, your dick feels amazing,” Kenna said. She looked at Lincoln, smiled, and added, “More amazing than your cock has ever felt, subby. Though that goes for all three of these gorgeous men you found to fuck your girlfriend. How does it feel, by the way? How are you enjoying my gangbang? How do you like seeing your girlfriend be such a slut for three strangers?”

    “I love it,” Lincoln answered.

    “Of course you do,” Kenna replied as Brad moved into the bed and pressed the head of his cock against her asshole. “You’re going to love watching them DP me, aren’t you?”

    Lincoln nodded and Kenna unleashed a low, lusty moan that sounded like a mixture of pleasure and pain as Brad took her ass. Just like that she was in the middle of a double penetration and Lincoln wasn’t sure he’d ever seen anything so beautiful.

    “Get that dick in my mouth,” Kenna said to Andy. “And you, subby, I want you eating Andy’s ass while they fuck me. Show me what a good little bitch boy you can be and do as you’re told.”

    Andy slipped his cock into Kenna’s mouth and Lincoln crawled to the side of the bed, spread the other man’s ass cheeks, and offered up a rimjob.

    Lincoln was a little disappointed that he didn’t get to witness the blissful sight of his girlfriend taking three cocks at once, but the humiliation sent him deeper into subspace. He felt the joy of total submission surround him and his erection throbbed as a result. It was truly filthy – borderline disgusting, really – to eat a total stranger’s ass, and that only served to push Lincoln deeper into that space that Kenna clearly wanted him to exist in.

    “Oh, fuck!” Kenna screamed as the sound of her hand moving up and down Andy’s slick shaft joined the noises of a double penetration. “Harder, fuck me harder. Fuck my holes harder!”

    Lincoln rimmed Andy’s ass vigorously and the sound of a blowjob resumed. Kenna had three cocks inside her at the same time and none belonged to Lincoln. She’d been very clear that he would be the only man not to fuck her at the gangbang. It wasn’t his place to fuck her, after all, because he was inferior to each and every man they’d invited. He was a submissive. They were all alpha males boasting big cocks and hard bodies. They got to fuck her and Lincoln served as the slutty support staff.

    Kenna moaned loudly around Andy’s cock. A moment later a loud, lusty scream filled the room. “Fuck, I’m cumming! I’m fucking cumming!”

    The sounds of sex ceased but Lincoln kept his tongue moving over Andy’s asshole.

    “That was incredible,” Kenna said. “Fucking incredible. I want more, but first I want to see my subby suck Brad’s cock.”

    Lincoln pulled away from Andy’s asshole and crawled to the foot of the bed. Brad’s cock was still buried in Kenna’s ass.

    “Will you do that for me, subby? Will you give an ass to mouth blowjob like a good little bitch?” Kenna asked.

    Lincoln looked at his girlfriend and then back at Brad’s cock and he nodded.

    “Feed him your cock,” Kenna said. “And don’t take the condom off. Make him taste my ass.”

    Brad pulled out his cock, backed out of the bed, and walked towards Lincoln. The condom looked clean – Kenna had thoroughly cleaned herself shortly before their guests were due to arrive – but its cleanliness wasn’t the point. Lincoln was about to suck the dick that had just been in his girlfriend’s asshole. He was about to give an ass to mouth blowjob. It was deeply humiliating, so of course his cock throbbed painfully.

    “Suck it,” Brad said.

    Lincoln reached up, wrapped his fingers around the base of the thick cock, and took it in his mouth.

    “Oh, fuck,” Kenna said. “Fuck me, Terry. Fuck my pussy.”

    The taste of latex and something relatively unpleasant mixed on Lincoln’s tongue as he gave Brad an ass to mouth blowjob.

    “Fuck,” Brad said. “That’s so fucking nasty. What a disgusting little submissive bitch you are.”

    Kenna moaned louder. Brad’s degradation of Lincoln clearly turned her on.

    “I’m gonna cum,” Brad said.

    “Cum on his face,” Kenna instructed. “Pull out and cum on his pretty face. Paint him with your load.”

    Brad pulled his cock from Lincoln’s mouth, tore off the condom, and stroked his shaft furiously. A moment later he groaned and the head swelled up before a thick rope of cum launched from the tip and landed across Lincoln’s face. Half a dozen more followed, leaving him coated in another man’s seed.

    “Look at me,” Kenna said.

    Lincoln turned to face his girlfriend and he saw Terry fucking his big black cock up into her while Andy stroked himself and watched it all unfold.

    “What a slut,” she said. “Come here. Kiss me. Share his load with me.”

    Lincoln crawled towards the bed and kissed his girlfriend. Their tongues mingled and they shared the taste of Brad’s cum. She took his head in her hands and licked the rest of the semen off his skin and shared more kisses, eventually feeding him almost every drop of what Brad left on his face.

    A knock on the door brought a smile to Kenna’s face. “Welcome our next guests,” she said.

    Lincoln stood and headed for the door once more. He opened it to find Jimmy and Eric, two brothers who’d been adamant that they would be an excellent addition to a gangbang. Both smiled when they saw Lincoln’s cum-smeared face. “Come in,” he said.

    Jimmy and Eric stepped past Lincoln and started stripping almost immediately. Brad had taken a seat on the couch and Andy was in Kenna’s mouth once more as Terry continued to hammer her pussy.

    “Fucking hell,” Jimmy said. “This is even better than we thought it would be.”

    “No kidding,” Eric added.

    “Which of you is going to fuck my subby?” Kenna asked.

    Jimmy and Eric looked at each other, smiled, and said, “Why don’t we both fuck the little bitch?”

    Amazingly, both men were already hard, relieving Lincoln of the task of fluffing them.

    “Get on your hands and knees in the bed, subby,” Kenna said. “You’re going to fluff these boys by offering your body. You’re going to let them fuck your holes as hard as they want. You’re going to be a piece of meat for me, do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Lincoln said as he moved to his hands and knees in the bed. He turned to look at Kenna and saw a giddy smile on her face before her lips parted and she moaned from the vigorous fucking Terry was giving her. A moment later Andy’s hands were in her hair and his cock was in her mouth, pulling her focus from Lincoln.

    “Open up, bitch,” Eric said as he moved in front of Lincoln.

    Lincoln parted his lips and a big cock moved between them. Eric put a hand on the back of his head and got busy fucking Lincoln’s mouth like it was a pussy.

    “God damn,” Eric said. “This is a nice mouth. Get up in that ass, Jimmy. Use this whore like his girlfriend wants us to.”

    Lincoln felt a hand on his lower back as Jimmy moved into the bed behind him. Spit hit his asshole and a moment later there was the pressure of a cock against his anus. He groaned around the big dick in his mouth as Jimmy opened him up.

    “Take it, bitch,” Jimmy said. “Take my fucking cock.”

    The long, thick cock slowly filled Lincoln as Eric fucked his mouth. He was being spit roasted just like Kenna had been at the start of their gangbang. He took cock just as gleefully as she had, moaning like a whore as they filled him.

    The brothers quickly found a rhythm with their cocks moving in and out of Lincoln at the same speed. He felt like their sex toy, like he was little more than a cock sheath meant for the pleasure of the two men using him with such glee. That sensation pushed Lincoln even deeper into subspace and his cock dripped precum onto the bed as he embraced his place as a toy for the pleasure of others.

    “I’m cumming!” Terry yelled. “I’m fucking cumming!”

    Kenna moaned around Andy’s cock as Terry climaxed. It seemed to bring her great pleasure to make a man cum.

    “Damn, girl, that pussy of yours is incredible,” Terry said. “But I want your ass before I leave.”

    “You can have all of me,” Kenna said. “All of you can. You can have my subby, too. We’re yours to use for the night. We want to make you cum as many times as we can. We want to make sure your balls are emptied out before you go home, so don’t be shy about using us.”

    Lincoln couldn’t say anything – not with a dick in his mouth – but he would have agreed with Kenna. After all, he’d accepted the dare. Now it was his job to see it through, and if that meant getting used like a piece of submissive meat all night long, then he was up for it.

  
    Dirty Pen Pals; A Breeding Fantasy

    I've recently delved into the subreddit /r/dirtypenpals and it turns out there's a world of erotic, written pleasure there. I decided it might be fun to create content for my Patrons by playing with some of the kinky people at /r/dirtypenpals.

    This is the first entry in what I hope will be an ongoing, long-running series in both the stories and femdom categories. As I say in my intro message to this Redditor, his post was the first I clicked on and it really did offer a kind of excitement that made me want to talk about the fantasy.

    I've attached a screenshot of the conversation (I blurred out his name). My writing is in green. His is in black. Click the image (it's the small one above) and zoom in all the way to get a bigger view if you want to read it that way.

    If the text on the image is too small to enjoy on your phone, tablet, or computer, I've pasted the text below. His writing is italicized.

    
      
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 1 day ago
    

    Such beautiful words...

    "There’s nothing as satisfying as digging my fingers into someone’s hips as I finally feel that sweet release. The warmth around me knowing there’s nothing stopping my cum from flooding in, and the pure pleasure knowing you want it just as bad. On all fours waiting for me, or legs wrapped around me to make sure it all empties into your or sitting on my lap anxiously awaiting it. There’s something so primal about getting to fill you.

    And of course there’s the lifestyle you need to accept when you decide to breed. You need to be filled as much and as often as possible. To greedily crave cum inside you to make sure one of those loads finally gives you what you’ve been wanting. And accepting that once it finally takes it’s just a nine month waiting period until you can breed again."

    Yours was the first post I visited upon visiting /r/dirtypenpals. It was the word "breed" that pulled me in. Then I read what you wrote. Two beautiful paragraphs was all it took to build a fantasy that left me wet. I closed my eyes and I imagined you inside me, buried in my warmth and wetness. I imagined that look on your face as you pass the point of no return. I imagined an equally joyful look on my face as I realized you were going to fill me, to unleash your seed in my womb.

    For me there's the extra thrill of choosing another man to breed me. There's the joy of telling my cuckold husband that I've selected someone to fill me as often as possible until my belly is swollen with his seed. There's the joy of giving myself over to the task of having you inside me as often as possible.

    Would that work for you? Would you find it thrilling to breed a married woman? Would you find it thrilling for me to give you my married pussy so you can fill it as often as necessary while my husband's cock is barred from entering me until your seed has taken hold?

    I'd love to play out this little fantasy as very dirty pen pals, if you're willing :)

    
      [–] from 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 19 hours ago
    

    
      Hi there, I’m sorry about the late reply. I’m extremely intrigued by your message.
    

    
      The way you describe your idea of being bred. Of being filled until you’re leaking and positively brimming with seed as I experiment with every way I can unleash a warm load into you. Each and every position you’d crave my seed in your fertile womb, whether on all fours taking me eagerly to wrapping your legs around, ensuring I can’t leave until I’ve given you every drip.
    

    
      And moreso how you’d want to do it all with a husband waiting for me to impregnate you...
    

    
      Let me know if you’re still around.
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 17 hours ago
    

    Hey. I went to bed before you wrote back :)

    Would you be interested in playing with this idea a little? Do you want to work out a scenario or go a little deeper in our messages? I do find the idea endlessly arousing and my husband is actually quite turned on by it too, so I know he'd love to read whatever we write. Let me know.

    
      [–] from 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 17 hours ago
    

    
      I’d be fascinated to explore it further! I’ve had a handful of relationships with married women, and nothing aroused me quite like seeing the glistening wedding band wrapped around my cock as it dragged me inside. But never the idea of breeding a married woman, not that it’s a bad thing, quite the opposite in fact.
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 17 hours ago
    

    So, I'm just getting started with dirtypenpals so I'm not sure how these things usually work. Do we craft a scenario and then write back and forth? Is it short little bursts? Is it longer stuff?

    What did you have in mind when you wrote the original prompt?

    
      [–] from 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 17 hours ago
    

    
      Well that’s a great question. I usually go one of two ways: a conversation about the aspects of the fetish we enjoy or a full blown fantasy scenario we discuss and elaborate on. So it can be a more candid discussion of what you want from the idea of being bred or a slowly growing story that we create as if we’re living it.
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 16 hours ago
    

    How about both? Starting with the conversation about the aspects of the fetish :)

    My familiarity with the breeding fetish comes from the world of cuckolding, where the action largely focuses on the husband's side of things. I think that's partly why I found your post so intriguing. It put me right into a place of thinking about it from my side and it was deeply and instantly arousing.

    I find that it works on multiple levels. First there's what I think of as the primal level. It's getting to a place of wild abandon with sex. It's getting so overwhelmingly aroused that nothing else matters except for the pursuit of pleasure. Then, in that moment, it's thinking about being bred. It's thinking about the lack of a barrier between us. It's thinking about your bare cock sliding into my body. It's thinking about your impending orgasm and the flood of semen it's going to release inside me. It's thinking about that most primal of human behaviors: Reproducing.

    Then there's the cuckolding aspect, which I find equally arousing to consider. In that case the arousal comes largely from the idea of my husband being so enormously turned on by me choosing another man to breed me. I've rejected his seed and selected someone else's. I've told him that another man is a superior choice to plant his seed in my womb.

    I also really like something you've hinted at, which is the notion of it becoming an ongoing thing. It's not just that it happens once. It's not just that it's a spur-of-the-moment decision that I quickly come to regret. It's that it happens once and I'm so completely enraptured with the idea of being bred that I want it to happen over and over and over again. I want you to cum inside me as often as possible. I want you to do it until your seed has taken hold. I want to feel your cum dripping out of me all day. I find a certain kind of pleasure in that sort of thing, especially when fantasizing. I like letting feeling that primal part of me take control.

    
      [–] from 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 16 hours ago
    

    
      There’s a lot of interesting things you brought up to me in this message.
    

    
      In the primal sense: sex is at its base breeding. That’s what it’s about. About me pumping in deep, satisfying my cravings, expressing my desires. About claiming a pussy to satisfy myself and pump full of seed at my own discretion. A warm pussy dragging across my cock until I feel the sweet release of orgasm. A person screaming and moaning beneath me knowing and craving the feeling of me satisfying myself deep within them. And knowing they want me raw within to let every drip of cum rush into them without a second thought of separation or protection to prevent me from making my claim.
    

    
      Second is the cuckolding.
    

    
      There’s some thing about the idea that you’re in love with a man, maybe romantically or friendship or whatever you consider. But when it comes to your impulse to feel like a woman, or even a mother, you need something more to incite the feeling. You want someone like me to give you the satisfaction of a swollen belly. The carnal lust of being a woman rammed full of cum. That friendship yoh have with him ends when you find a man whose babies you want growing in your womb.
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 16 hours ago
    

    I'm willing to admit that this line, "About claiming a pussy to satisfy myself and pump full of seed at my own discretion," arouses me.

    I really like that notion. I like the idea of being claimed as yours. I like the idea of you satisfying yourself with my pussy, of looking at me beneath you and seeing a woman that you want to pump your cum into, a woman that's desperate to have your seed inside her, a woman that is there, in that moment, to satisfy your needs.

    Do you have a preferred position? Do you like it when a woman gets on all fours for you? Do you like the idea of me crawling into your bed and turning back to look at you with that wild lust in my eyes before I beg you to breed my pussy?

    Or do you prefer missionary, with me on my back and my legs spread, giving myself to you and begging you to cream inside me and give me your baby? Or do you not have a preference at all?

    
      [–] from 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 16 hours ago
    

    
      I don’t have a preference, any way I can be impregnating you is my favorite.
    

    
      I want you on all fours presenting your body to me, silently aching for me to slide in, your hips idly swaying until I approach from behind and ease my way before I get to work ramming a warm load into your pussy.
    

    
      I want you on your back as I mount you, our eyes locked as the sound of skin slapping into skin fills the room, your body presented below mine as I thrust in. Hopefully your legs curl around my body and ensure I can’t pull back, your want to be bred turned into absolute certainty that when I cum it won’t be anywhere but inside you.
    

    
      Hastily bent over my car standing after a long and wanting date. Your dress tugged up in a hurry and my pants lazily slid down until your head is thrown back against my chest in delight at the sudden thrusts ramming feel into you, my seed just inches away as I groan loudly, filling you up so indecently in my driveway.
    

    
      Or even a lazy fuck moments after we wake up, spooning as you feel the weight of my pumps, hands entangled and our bodies intertwined as you feel drips of cum from the night before trickle down your legs as I greedily demand you filled with fresh cum.
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 15 hours ago
    

    What a sexy, sensual treat. I like feeling that kind of overwhelming need.

    I don't want to wait until we pull into your driveway. I want to bend over the hood of your car in the corner of the parking garage. I want you to take me from behind as I beg you to breed me. I want people to walk by and see what a desperate slut I am. I want them to see you pounding my pussy. I want them to see my desire for your cum.

    I want to spend the night in your bed. I want to wake up with your cock inside me at 3 a.m. I want to wake up with you inside me again at 6 a.m. I want to push my pussy back on you as you fuck me. I want to beg you for your seed. I want to beg you to breed me. I want to be completely overcome with my desire to have your baby inside me.

    I want my husband to pay for a weekend at a hotel where we spend as much time as possible fucking and you fill me over and over. I want to take pictures of my cum-filled pussy and send them to him. I want to thank him for being a good cuckold and getting me a hotel room so another man can breed my pussy.

    
      [–] from 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 6 hours ago
    

    
      My apologies, I drifted off to sleep.
    

    
      That overwhelming need is so very arousing. The idea that you’d recklessly crave me anytime and anywhere. Gleefully letting me plunge as deep as possible just to get my seed, no matter if we’re enjoying a dinner together, walking around town, or comfortable at home. Breeding is all our time together is for until your belly has my baby growing in it.
    

    
      And of course, during this time your husband won’t here anything from you except how your breeding is progressing. Text him how many times I fill you a day. How long it’s been since you received a load. Tell him plans for when I finally impregnate you. Remind him at all times a day that you’ve dedicated yourself to being a proper breeding slut for me, and how much you love it.
    

    
      [–] to 
      
        nameremoved
      
       sent 34 minutes ago
    

    So, would you like to do a breeding role play? Craft a naughty little story together? I'd find that exceptionally hot if you're willing.

  
    Dirty Pen Pals; A Hotwife Gets Dominated - Part 1

    I put a post on /r/dirtypenpals seeking a dominant man. I wanted someone with experience taking control and training a wife to submit to him. I honestly wanted to explore what it might be like to completely surrender to someone, at least in the written form. It's not something I have a lot of experience with as I tend not to indulge in dom/sub play when I cuckold my husband. It's more just really hot sex :)

    This roleplay unfolded over a five day period and ran nearly 8,000 words, so I've broken it up into two parts. Part two will post tomorrow. As with before, his writing is in italics. I've changed his name, too. I hope you enjoy it :)

    
      
    

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    
      You arrive at the door punctually, dressed in a knee-high black dress, black stockings and heels. I have told you to make your own choice of underwear and to make sure you are smoothly shaven for me.
    

    
      You have been told to use the room key to let yourself in and you find me inside, sitting on a small couch. I am 5'7" with short dark hair and as I beckon you to come closer, you immediately notice my pale, blue eyes, observing you. I am wearing black pants and a black shirt, top two buttons undone.
    

    
      "Hello Becca, and welcome. Why don't you come over here and stand in front of me and let me see if you have followed my instructions correctly."
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    My pulse races as I approach you. My steps are slow and measured as I take deep, quiet breaths to try and calm my nerves. You look calm and confident as you sit on the couch; the exact opposite of how I feel.

    I stand in front of you and take a moment to consider what I'm doing. This is my last chance to back out, to return to the life I've been living, to the husband I love. I know that once I commit there will be no going back.

    "Thank you for inviting me here," I say. "Thank you for agreeing to train me."

    You smile and lean forward. You reach out and run your fingers up my stocking-clad leg. I feel a deeply pleasurable rush of desire between my legs. It's such a small, simple thing, but your touch excites me.

    "Did you follow my instructions, Becca?" you ask.

    I look at you and nod. You lift the bottom of my dress, exposing the delicate black lace panties I chose for you.

    "Show me," you say.

    I slip my fingers into the waistband of my panties and pull them down, exposing my pussy. It's shaved smooth, just as you asked. It's the first time in my life I've shaved my pussy like that. It thrilled me to do it.

    "Very good," you say.

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    
      "Step closer," I command as I reach out with one hand, "and move your legs apart slightly. Back straight and keep that dress lifted."
    

    
      You take two measured steps towards me and do as you are told. My hand reaches for the fabric of your panties, and pulls them down, leaving them halfway down to your knees.
    

    
      You swallow and breath with anticipation as my fingers touch your shaved pussy, the roughness of my skin a stark contrast with yours. Softly, my fingers trail across your crotch, stopping my touch just a mere moment away from your clit.
    

    
      I nod approvingly, "Well done. A smooth shave, you didn't miss a single hair."
    

    
      I sit back on the couch and you notice I adjust the bulge which has appeared in my pants.
    

    
      "You can pull up your panties and then kneel. Sit straight, hands on your knees...", I sternly say.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    I pull my panties up and slowly fall to my knees in front of you. I place my hands on my knees and look up at you. It feels good to do as I'm told. It feels good to be on my knees in front of a man that exudes such confidence.

    My eyes drift to the bulge in your pants. I feel a deep need to touch it, to free it from your pants and wrap my fingers around it. I know I shouldn't. I know I need to be a good girl, but I can't help my desire.

    "Sir," I begin. My voice falters as I consider expressing my desire. "May I...may I pleasure you?" I ask.

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 5 days ago
    

    
      I smile and look you straight in the eye, pale blue eyes seemingly looking through your soul. I cup your chin with one hand, start to run my thumb along your slightly parting lips.
    

    
      "I like your positive attitude," I whisper, "so why don't you show me what you can do." I run my hand through your hair playfully, gently grabbing it and then lean back on the couch, spreading my legs.
    

    
      "You can begin," I instruct, pointing towards the bulge in my crotch.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 4 days ago
    

    For a moment I feel the purest sense of joy. I can't seem to control my smile. It's just there. I crawl closer to you and look into your eyes as I reach up and let my fingers move up your thigh.

    I caress the bulge in your pants. I feel it grow a little harder for me. I lean closer and kiss the bulge through your pants. I feel the warmth emanating from your body.

    I slowly, carefully unzip your pants and reach inside. My fingers find your erect flesh and I can feel the beautiful tingle of arousal between my legs. Just to touch you feels so good.

    I pull your cock out. "It's beautiful," I say. I study the plump head and the veins running down your thick shaft. I press my lips against it and kiss your cock. I kiss my way down your shaft and then run my tongue from the base to the tip. "You taste so good," I say with a giddy smile.

    I take you in my mouth. I moan as I feel the spongy flesh of your cock on my tongue. I swallow as much as I can and gag almost immediately. I don't have enough practice trying to swallow a man, but that's not going to stop me from doing my absolute best. I want to please you. I need to please you.

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 4 days ago
    

    
      Your warm mouth envelops my cock and tries to take it deep. I hear you gag briefly as my tip pushes against your throat. As you come up for air, I whisper, "Does your husband like it when you gag on his cock? Because it surely pleases me. We will have to practice your gag reflex though, so you can take me all the way to my balls and hold it longer."
    

    
      And with that, I grab my cock with one hand, the back of your neck with the other and rub the fleshy tip against your lips.
    

    
      You eagerly open up and I guide my cock inside your wet mouth, bit by bit, deeper and deeper. I hear you start to gag, feel you flinch back, sense your mouth tightening around my veiny shaft.
    

    
      But I keep you there and push even a bit deeper until your nose touches my shaven crotch and your chin tickles my smooth balls.
    

    
      I release the pressure on your back and instinctively, you pull away, mouth open, sucking for air, a trail of saliva dangling from my cock to your mouth.
    

    
      "A good start," I nod.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 4 days ago
    

    "Thank you," I say between deep breaths.

    I lean forward and take you into my mouth again. I savor the taste of your cock and the texture of your shaft as I move deeper. I gag once more, but this time I hold my head there. I fight through it. I want to make you happy. I want to make you proud. I want to show you that I can be a good slut. Though gagging is unpleasant, I find intense pleasure in knowing that I'm being good for you.

    You run your fingers through my hair as your cock fills my throat. "That's good," you say. Your voice is calm and soothing. "That's very good."

    When I feel a desperate need for air I pull back. Your cock leaves my mouth and I gasp. The saliva is thicker and leaves a mess on my chin.

    "May I remove your pants?" I ask.

    You nod and I reach out to pull your pants down. I see your cock and beautiful balls in all their glory and feel a deep need to pleasure you, to have you inside me.

    "May I suck your balls?" I ask.
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      "You may," I reply, as I stand up to give you better access to my big balls. My cock is fully erect, glistening with your saliva, that is dripping all along the shaft.
    

    
      I step out of my pants and pull your face close to my groin, rubbing my cock all over your face, as you try to lick every single part of it that comes past your mouth and flirting tongue. My hands then guide you down to my balls...
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    I run my tongue over your balls, breathing in the manly scent that emanates from your crotch and offering you pleasure.

    I take each of your big, beautiful balls into my mouth to suck and lick like a good girl. I look up and see a satisfied smile on your face, like there's nothing better than having an eager married slut on her knees for you.

    You gently guide me back to your cock and I take it in my mouth. I lick and suck the head, feeling it throb and getting a beautiful taste of your precum as it drips onto my tongue.

    I look up at you. You take my head in your hands and begin to thrust. I offer myself to you. I want you to use my mouth for your pleasure.

    I see the look of joy that crosses your face as you fuck my mouth. It fills me with happiness. It makes my pussy wet.

    You push your cock into my throat. I gag. I spit up. My eyes water. You hold your cock there.

    "This is how you learn," you say. "I know it's not pleasant, but this is how you learn to be a good slut for me."
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      I keep thrusting in and out of your mouth now, your tongue wrapping itself around my cock in a frenzy, drool spitting out of your mouth with each shove, tears running down your face,...I start unbuttoning my shirt as you continue to lick and swallow my cock, revealing my hairless torso with two pierced nipples. I take off my shirt, standing in front of you naked.
    

    
      I grab hold of your head, your mouth only there for my pleasure and you can feel my shaft starting to pulse, throbbing in anticipation. You are close enough to my balls to see the skin crawl for a second and then, before you realise what is happening, a load of hot cum shoots into your mouth.
    

    
      It makes you choke and some of it even snorts out through your nose. You gasp and shudder as I pull out my cock. You breathe deeply, still on your knees, shuddering slightl, but you feel your panties are soaking wet.
    

    
      I bend towards you, and gently wipe away my cum and your sweat and drool from around your mouth, cheeks and chin. "Good girl," I say, "That was quiete enjoyable and unexpected. But we have only just begun".
    

    
      I hold out my hand to yours to help you get up. "You have me naked, why don't you take of your clothes now as well..."
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    I feel overwhelmed, but it's surprisingly pleasant. My nose burns a little from the cum and spit that poured from it. My jaw aches from the relentless fucking. My face feels like a sloppy mess. I can still taste your seed on my tongue and feel the way it coated my throat while sliding into my stomach.

    I'm soaked, though. Utterly soaked. It feels like my body is humming with arousal. It feels like you've helped me approach that place I wanted to be, that even this small introduction to dom/sub play is an astounding treat.

    I take your hand and stand up. My legs are a little wobbly and you hold my waist to steady me as I recover from receiving your load.

    "Thank you," I say, both for helping me keep my balance and for using my mouth for your pleasure.

    I step back and smile as I gently push the straps of my dress off my shoulders and shimmy out of it for you. I spin around, trying to make a little show of it. I want you to see my ass as the dress slides over it. I want you to see the way the black lace panties I chose frame my flesh. I want to be inviting for you. I want your cock to return to its erect state as quickly as possible.

    I step out of the dress as it hits the floor and spin around once more. I show off the matching black lace bra I chose. It's just a little bit sheer so you can see my hard nipples through the delicate material.

    I reach back and unhook my bra. I cover my breasts with my hands as I take it off, revealing them only after a brief tease.

    I slip my fingers into the waistband of my panties and remove them, leaving me only in a pair of high heels.

    "I'm yours," I say. "My body is yours."
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      As you started your strip tease, my cock has gone half limp, but as you reveal yourself to me more and more, you notice a stifness already returning to it. As you stand there, with nothing but your high heels, your nipples hard and your pussy wet, you see my cock twitch in anticipation.
    

    
      "Go to the bed, knees on the bed, ass in the air and face down," I command. You quickly obey and assume the requested position, allowing me a perfect view on your pussy, the lips slightly parted and glistening with your wetness.
    

    
      I approach and can hear your breathing quicken as my hands reaches out to touch your ass, run them along your back, my nails gently scratching along your spine. My fingers follow the lines of your ass, play around your asshole, which tightens in surprise at my touch.
    

    
      Two fingers slide down to find your pussy soaking wet, instantly covering them with a layer of your cream, as I feel your hot pussy, probing deep with two fingers. Your cunt grabs my fingers tight.
    

    
      I use your girl cream to lube up my hard cock, veins throbbing along the shaft and come stand behind you.
    

    
      "Back up on my cock and start fucking me," I tell you...
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    I back up and moan as I feel your thickness enter my pussy. "Oh, fuck," I say. "You feel so good."

    I can hear the sense of desperation in my voice. I'm soaked. You're inside me. I want to cum. I'm desperate for it. I push back harder on your cock and you fill me. I feel my pussy stretch out. You're thicker than my husband. You're pushing deeper inside me than he does. It's different in a way that I absolutely love.

    I start slow, but I want more, so I fuck myself faster. Soon the room fills with the sounds of my wet pussy being opened up by your cock.

    I moan every time you fill me. I moan as your cock bottoms out inside me. I moan as I embrace the pure bliss of my pussy taking someone else's cock for the first time since I got married.

    Your hand comes down on my ass and the pain registers a split second before the sound of your flesh meeting mine fills the air. I cry out, but I fuck harder back onto your cock. You spank me again. I cry out once more, but I feel wetter. I feel more desperate for your dick.
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      I watch as you penetrate yourself, again and again on my cock, leaving more and more of your white cream along my shaft with each powerful push. Your pussy gobbles up my cock as you ram yourself onto me, eager, hungry, wet.
    

    
      I alternate between smacking your ass and running my nails along your back, a sweaty sheen all over your lovely curves. I can feel how your pussy tenses up around me, grabbing my veiny shaft hungrily as if it's the last time you will ever have sex.
    

    
      Your moans get louder and louder, I smack your now rosy cheeks on more time and then pull out. You moan out in exasperation, as I take away the object of your pleasure just seconds before you are about to orgasm.
    

    
      The warm feelings rush away, leaving you crave more, your pussy pulsing, waiting for my cock. You shuffle down to the edge of the bed as far as you can, hoping to find my cock waiting for you.
    

    
      But as you lift your flushed face to see where my thick cock is, you find I am standing too far away from the bed to reach out like this.
    

    
      "Back on your knees," I say as I point towards a spot in front of me, my hard shaft wiggling along with the motion.
    

    
      You get off the bed, your legs wobbling underneath you from the intensity of the fucking, sweat covering you from head to toe, your brown hair a tangled mess, that drapes your heaving boobs, the end rushing against your nipples, giving you tiny tingles of excitement in your state of arousaL.
    

    
      You can hardly stand on your high heels at the moment and drop down on all fours, crawling towards my cock, the source of all your pleasure.
    

    
      "Good girl, you did that well," I nod. "As a reward, you can taste yourself on me. You can lick all your juices off my cock now. Make sure it is nice and clean again"
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    "Thank you," I say as I crawl towards you. "Thank you for letting me fill my pussy with your cock. Thank you for letting me taste my juices on your shaft."

    I rest my hands against your thighs and take your cock in my mouth as I look up at you. I suck and lick the thick, throbbing head and taste my pussy on you. I suck my juices off and my body quivers with submissive desire. I see the lust in your eyes. I see the joy you get at toying with me, at bringing me to the brink of orgasm and then denying me the pleasure of release.

    I swallow your cock. I let it hit the back of my throat and push further. I gag and fight off the reflex. I gag and take you deeper. My nose presses against the smooth skin above your cock. I hold it there. I hold it there until I feel certain I'm on the verge of passing out.

    I take a big gulp of air and drop down to suck on your big balls. I rub your wet cock all over my face as I slavishly suck and lick your sack. I act like a whore in a porn video that only cares about pleasing the dominant man standing in front of her. I do it all because I want you to put your cock inside me again. I want you to fuck me again. I want to feel your long, thick shaft penetrating my pussy and make it pulse with pleasure again.

    "Please," I say. "Please fuck me. Please fuck me like a good little slut. Please give me your cock. Please."

    I beg without shame. I beg fueled by a kind of desire I've never experienced before. I beg because my body is filled with lust.

    You say nothing, so I swallow your cock once more. I gag on it. I spit up. I don't care. I just want to convince you to fuck me again. I want to feel your beautiful cock in my cunt again.
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      I let you worship my cock, running your tongue along every little bit of sensitive skin, feel your hot mouth swallow me, your tongue reaching for my balls, as you gag with my thickness deep against your throat. Your creamy cum replaced again by big strands of saliva.
    

    
      I see your eyes looking up at me beggingly, I hear your pleads to be fucked and it makes my cock extra hard.
    

    
      "On the bed now," I command. "On your back, legs spread and in the air and spread your pussy lips for me".
    

    
      You are a good student and follow my orders immediately, scrambling back up the bed and assuming the position, your heeled feet sticking in the air. You pull apart your pussy lips, rubbing along them and we can both her your wetness.
    

    
      "I didn't tell you to touch yourself," I instruct, "just open your lips. It's a simple command...", I say as I approach, stroking my cock.
    

    
      I set myself between you, looking you in the eyes, as I guide my cock along your pussy lips teasingly. My sensitive tip trails around your clitoris and I slap it a few times with my hardness, each slap eliciting a little shiver from you, as you bite your lip. Then I run my cock all along your wet, slippery lips, all the way down to the soft skin that separates your pussy from your ass. I push against the skin teasingly and then move up again, trailing along the edge of your hungry cunt, only the tip going on.
    

    
      I smile wickedly as I pull back, and grab your boobs, massaging them, slapping them, pulling and twisting your nipples hard, making them pop out even more. Then, with one hand gently around your throat, I lower myself further onto you, my thick, hard cock easily finding access in you, inching in until I am balls deep in you.
    

    
      Then, I pull out at the same slow pace, then in again, as I start to build up momentum slowly, my eyes focused on yours.
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    Each thrust into me causes a small, potent explosion of pleasure between my legs. Your cock bottoms out inside me and your pelvis presses against my clit, tickling the nerve endings that have come alive with desire.

    Your hand tightens around my throat each time you bottom out inside me, deepening my pleasure. Each time I feel as though I've fallen a little deeper under your control. Each time I feel like I become just a little more submissive.

    Slowly, the world around me seems to disappear. All I feel is your hand around my throat and your cock inside me. All I see is the determined, controlled look on your face as you slide in and out of my pussy.

    Each thrust brings me closer to the orgasm I crave. Each thrust brings me closer to my first climax of the night, though even in my blissed-out state I know that one orgasm won't be enough. I know that once I have one I'll crave another, and another, and another. I know that once you make me cum I'll truly be yours.

    You maintain your grip on my throat while your other hand returns to my breasts. You play with the roughly. You squeeze them like they're toys, and they are. They're your toys to play with. You can be rough if you want. It turns me on that you are.

    "I'm going to cum," I say. It's so close. I can feel it. "You're going to make me cum." There's a sense of desperation in my voice. It's what I've been waiting all night for. "Please, can I cum?"
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      A brief "no" is all you get as I grunt with every deep stroke in you.
    

    
      Your body is tensing up though, ready to find release from this feeling of desire, of animalistic fucking, of subservience, of this big, thick cock filling your cunt.
    

    
      You whimper, fighting the orgasm with every shred of discipline you have left, and then, just as you think you can't hold it any longer, I pull out of you and roll onto the bed next to you.
    

    
      I am on my knees next to you, my slick pole reaching for the sky between my legs. I briefly look over your trembling, squirming body with lust filled eyes.
    

    
      Before you can beg for release again, my hand clamps around your mouth, muffling your words as tears of joy and despair well up from your eyes.
    

    
      With my other hand, I reach down between your legs, between the soaked mess of your bald pussy, slightly gaping and leaking white cream.
    

    
      Three fingers easily slide in, your pussy just craving anything to fill the void left by my cock. My fingers plunge in as deep as they can, stimulating your fleshy gash, finding your g-spot, twisting, pushing stretching.
    

    
      I finger fuck you hard, my hand slamming into your clit in an endless assault. I can feel your cunt clench my fingers as orgasm approaches again,wet sloshing sounds accompanying every pump.
    

    
      "NOW you can come," I breathe, as I keep on fingerfucking you.
    

  
    Dirty Pen Pals; A Hotwife Gets Dominated - Part 2
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    Pleasure pulses from my pussy as your fingers work me. My moans are muffled by your hand as it clamps down over my mouth.

    My thighs begin to tremble as I feel my orgasm approach. I've been given permission to release, to finally experience that pleasure I crave so desperately.

    "Cum for me, Becca," you say in a strong, commanding voice. "Cum like a good little slut."

    My moans turn into a long, deep scream of pure joy as my climax finally arrives. My fingers and toes go numb and for a few moments everything goes quiet as I experience an orgasm unlike any other.

    I curl up into the fetal position as it passes through me. You pull your fingers from my pussy and watch with a satisfied smile on your face. You know you've just given me the most pleasurable orgasm of my life. You know you've surpassed anything my husband has ever provided me.

    I roll towards you and smile. "Thank you," I say. Then my eyes wander down your body and to the still-erect cock between your legs.

    My climax has passed, but it hasn't sapped my desire to satisfy you. I feel a deep, almost overwhelming need to make you cum and I smile because I know you're going to make me work for it. The night is still young, after all.

    "How may I serve you?" I ask as I look up at you.
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      I smile back at you, as I realise you are submitting to me almost completely now. I can see it in your eyes, the way you unconsciously lick your lips, the way you look longingly at my cock.
    

    
      "Turn around," I coldly say, "and assume the position again. On your knees, ass up." You dutifully obey, stick your ass up towards me and wiggle it seductively. Your pussy lips inviting open as I approach. I smack your ass a few times, quick jolts, and run my hand along your still dripping slit. I can feel you shudder under my touch, your breath quickening.
    

    
      I get on top of you, stradling you, a position meant to highlight your submission to me and allowing my cock unlimited access to your slit. I glide in easily and sink into you fully instantly and with force, pushing your upper body down towards the bed.
    

    
      My hands around your waist, I ride you wild and hard, as if you are a young mare, that needs to be broken in, shoving my cock into you harder and harder. You let out cries of pleasure, every time I slam into you. I feel your legs tremble under the strain of my thrusting, your hands clawing the bedding for stability, your hair swaying around with the frenzied motion.
    

    
      I unrelentingly take my pleasure from your dripping, wet cunt, your body covered in sweat as I ascert my dominance over you.
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    I'm being taken from behind. My pussy is being used for your pleasure. My face and upper body press into the bed and it feels like I sink a little deeper with each thrust.

    It feels like I sink a little deeper into submission with each thrust too. It feels like the work you did to put me in that beautiful submissive place is now paying off. I'm taking pleasure from the way you thrust into my. I find joy in knowing that you're using my pussy to make your cock feel good.

    There's something else I want. Something I can't stop thinking about. I want you to cum inside me. I need you to cum inside me. I need to feel your cock swell up as it launches your seed into my pussy.

    Knowing it's not my husband's cum makes it hotter. Knowing that he's at home while you're showing me an entirely new kind of sexual pleasure makes it all hotter. Knowing that the man that gave me such pleasure is going to cum inside me turns me on all over again.

    I know it's not my choice to make, but I want it. I need it.

    "Cum inside me," I say. "Please, cum inside me."

    I feel that same submissive lust course through my body as I say it. I feel it turning me on. The very notion is arousing. I want it.

    "Please," I say again, knowing that what I want doesn't matter, but hoping that you'll give me what I crave.
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      I can feel your pussy grabbing my thick cock with each plunge, your muscles tense, trying to milk me, try to keep me inside of you.
    

    
      You whimper and beg me to cum and in reply, I pull your hair from the back, lifting your head off the bed. "You have to earn my hot cum in your cunt, Becca!," I grunt as I use your hair as a leash, pulling you up, arching your back, balancing on your knees with your hands flailing to find some purchase somewhere, impaled on my throbbing cock.
    

    
      The strain of the position on your body intensifies all your feelings and another orgasm ambushes you out of nowhere, ripped from deep within you by my hard rod, making your muscles spasm as you cry out in orgasm.
    

    
      I let go of you, my cock slipping out of you as you flop down in the softbed, all your muscles too relaxed to respond fast. I flip you over and you see my sweat covered body hovering close.
    

    
      I am stroking my cock and command, "Stick out your tongue and present your boobs for my cum!"
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    I obediently open my mouth and stick out my tongue as I grasp my sweaty breasts and hold them together.

    My body is still shaking from the overwhelming pleasure of the orgasm and all I can do is obey. I play with my nipples as I stare at your cock while you stroke it in front of me. I see the thick, purple head throbbing. I know you're close.

    I feel like a whore with my tongue out and my tits presented as you straddle my body and jerk off over me. I'm offering myself as target practice for your load.

    I like that feeling. I like that sense of submission. I like giving myself over to you. I like doing exactly as I'm told.

    "Please, cum for me," I beg. "Cum on my tits. Cum on my tongue. Cum on my face. Let me taste you. Show me what a good slut I was and cum on my body."

    I want that experience. I want to see a thick rope of cum rocket from the tip of your cock. I want to see it land across my breasts and on my face. I want to know what it's like when a dominant man cums on me. I want to know what it's like when a man that gave me such intense pleasure finally releases his load.

    The sound of your hand moving up and down your slick shaft fills the room. I moan because I want your load. I moan because playing with my tits and offering them to you feels good.

    "Please, cum for me," I say.
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      It doesn't take long for me to cum. The first squirt, I aim straight in your open mouth, hitting the back of your throat, before collecting on your tongue, a slight dribble of it on your lip, as you taste my salty ejaculate. As I keep jerking, my aim goes lower and a spray of hot sticky cum hits your neck and your boobs, slowly seeping along, little hot liquid trails making your skin tingle.
    

    
      A few more jerks and a few last drops rain on your body.
    

    
      "Show me my cum in your mouth, Becca," I order and you dutifully stick out your tongue, cupping my salty sperm. I nod approvingly and continue, "now swallow, and don't waste a drop."
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    Your cum is hot, salty, and thick in my mouth. I savor it on my tongue for a few moments before doing as you demanded and swallowing. It slides down my throat and leaves a delicious aftertaste that I savor as a smile crosses my face.

    I open my mouth to show you I've swallowed your cum and say, "Thank you for cumming in my mouth. Thank you for letting me swallow. Thank you, sir."

    I run my fingers through some of the cum on my tits and lift them up. I stare at your semen and then look up at you once more and ask, "May I clean your cum off my breasts? May I consume the rest of your seed."

    You nod and smile as I devour your load. I scoop up every little bit I can find and spoon it into my mouth using the tip of my finger. I savor each delicious bit and swallow it all. I drink your sticky fluid and it fills me with joy to know that I now have a load of your cum inside me.

    "There's a little cum on the tip of your cock," I say. "May I lick it up?"

    You nod and move closer. I pick my head up off the bed and take your cock into my mouth once more. I get the last of my cummy reward and happily swallow it.

    "You were incredible," I say. "Thank you."

    "You're welcome, Becca," you say.

    I smile and reach out to gently play with your balls. I want more. Of course I want more. I don't know if I'll get it tonight, but I want more. I need more. You've satisfied me in a way no man ever has. You've shown me the joy of submission and I'm already hooked.
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      You are still playfully licking my softening shaft and playing with my balls, when there is a knock at the door.
    

    
      You startle for a second and look up at me slightly confused.
    

    
      "I took the liberty of ordering some room service," I explain. I can see you flinch, moving to get off the bed.
    

    
      "stay where you are and don't cover up," I say sternly, as I get off the bed. Stark naked and without any shame, I walk to open the door. You can't help but notice my firm, sexy ass and a big tribal tattoo across my shoulders.
    

    
      I open the door and let a member of hotel staff in. He quickly glances at me, but is professional enough to not flinch. He pushes in his trolley and I turn towards you with a smile, "Pancakes!"
    

    
      The man walks in and notices you in the messy bed. You can feel your heartbeat intensifying and your body flush in shame at this stranger seeing you naked, your hair a mess, sweat and other liquids covering your body. You want to cover up with a blanket, but my stern look just freezes you, exposed.
    

    
      He parks the trolley, I tip him and he leaves, but not without having one more good look at you. The door locks and I sit myself at the little lounge table, a plate full of steamy, warm pancakes, and begin to eat, drizzling some syrup on the top pancake.
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    I sit up as the smell of the pancakes makes my stomach rumble. It turns out I've worked up quite an appetite.

    I crawl to the end of the bed and watch you cut into the freshly syrup-coated pancakes before stabbing a fork through them and lifting a big bite to your mouth.

    You smile at me as you chew and I feel my stomach rumble. "Hungry?" you ask.

    I nod and slip out of the bed. I know I look like a mess, but for some reason I like that when it's just the two of us. It feels like proof of what we just did, of the intense pleasure I just experienced at your hand.

    "Sit," you say while pointing to your lap. There's another chair, but you clearly don't want me using it.

    I sit in your lap and you wrap your arm around my waist and pull me close. You stab the fork through some of the cut pancakes and lift it to my mouth. I open up and press my lips down on the fork. You pull it out and treat me to a mouthful of delicious, buttery, sugary pancake.

    "Mmmm," I say.

    You pull me closer and I instinctively hold your arm. I feel like your possession in that moment, and there's just a hint of arousal as we eat together.

    "You want more, don't you?" you ask.

    I'm not entirely sure if you're asking about the pancakes or the sex we just had, but the answer is the same either way. "Yes."

    Your hand moves to my breast and you gently play with it while running your fork through more pancake. You feed me again, this time with a little extra arousal as you play with my body.

    I'm turned on and my hunger is being satiated. You're providing for me in more ways than one and it thrills me.
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      We finish the pancakes together, a simple act of sharing and providing simple pleasures of taste, touch and smell.
    

    
      After finishing the last bit of pancake, I dip my fork into the copious amount of syrup left on the plate and then run the fork from your throat to your left boob, the teeth scratching gently along your skin, leaving behind a trail of sticky syrup. It feels a bit dangerous and I can feel you tense up and catch your breath.
    

    
      I dip the fork into the syrup again and then run the teeth around your left nipple, smothering it in syrup, the sharp ends against the most sensitive bit of skin of your teat. I look up at you, but you have your eyes closed, biting your lip in anticipation.
    

    
      I gently put down the fork and grab your sticky boob with one hand, and start licking off all the syrup, following the trail down to your nipple, which I eagerly take into my mouth. I run my tongue in circles around it, flick it and then gently put my teeth on the fleshy protrusion, scratching and biting, the taste of syrup in my mouth.
    

    
      With my other hand, I reach down between your legs, gently rubbing my rough hands along your slit, finding you still sticky wet. My fingers play along your pussy lips, just the slightest touches causing a slight whimper out of your mouth.
    

    
      "You do want more, Becca! You exceed my expectations, you little slut. Your husband must be very proud of you..."
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    I moan at your touch. My pussy tingles with desire. I smile as I think of my husband. I wonder if he's thinking about me, about what I'm doing with you. I wonder what he'll think when I go home and tell him about the fun I had, about all the things you did to me.

    "My husband is a good man," I say. You push three fingers inside me and I'm overcome with lust. A loud moan bursts forth from my lips.

    "He's a good man, but he's not a dominant man," I say. "He's not capable of certain things." You roughly grasp my breast and pull on my nipple as I close my eyes and sink into your skillful manipulation of my body. "Now I know that he's not capable of making me feel the way I need to feel."

    I knew I needed something else out of my sex life. I wasn't entirely sure what until I met you, though. Now I know. I know I need to be dominated. I need to submit. I need to surrender to a strong, confident, powerful man.

    "Does that mean you're mine, Becca?" you ask.

    I nod as you finger me deeply and play with my breasts. I nod as my body fills with the kind of desire I've felt all night.

    "Yes, I'm yours," I say.
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      You can feel my cock rising again underneath you, pushing and twitching against your ass, as my fingers dig deep inside you, sloshing noises accompanying every probing movement.
    

    
      I push you off my lap, grab your arm and roughly push you down on your back on the fluffy hotel room carpet. I forcefully spread your legs and greedily look over your body, from your messy hair, flushed cheeks, your heaving, full breasts with those exquisite, inviting nipples, your stomach, slightly convulsing with anticipation, that curvy waist and that freshly shaven pussy, the lips invitingly open like a flower in bloom, ready to be fertilized.
    

    
      I sink down on you, my hard cock quickly finding you open and ready for me, sinking in balls deep. I lift your legs and put them on my shoulders, allowing me to push in deep, making you gasp with every thrust, you boobs jiggling with the motion.
    

    
      You have surrendered to me and I will take my pleasure from you now.
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    For a moment I get completely lost in the pleasure of having you inside me. Your cock pummels my pussy, thrusting hard and deep as I get fucked in a position I've never enjoyed before.

    "Fuck!" I cry out as you reach great depths. "Harder. Please, fuck me harder."

    I reach up to play with my breasts and you slap my hands away. "Did I say you could play with your tits?" you ask.

    I shake my head.

    "No, I didn't," you say. "Don't play with your tits. Concentrate on my cock sliding into your pussy. Concentrate on the pleasure of being fucked. That's what a good slut does. I'll play with your tits if I decide you deserve the pleasure of having them played with."

    I smile and you fuck me harder. My mouth opens and a series of loud moans emerge. I didn't know it was possible to reach a deeper level of arousal, but I'm there. You've asserted your control over me and I've surrendered my body completely. I want to play with my tits, but it feels better not to. It feels better to do as I'm told. It feels better to concentrate all my efforts on your cock sliding in and out of my pussy.

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    
      I pound you harder than I have done before, your body and mind completely under my control, ripping into you with my thick cock. My hand reaches for your throat, squeezing, as you twitch underneath me, pinned down.
    

    
      A few more strokes and you can feel my hard shaft start to pulse inside you. This is the moment you have been waiting for since the first second you had my cock inside you. Your pussy eager to receive my cum, your white cream dripping from my shaft.
    

    
      I groan and keep thrusting into you, as my hot cum shoots inside you, squirt after squirt after squirt, filling you up...
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 1 day ago
    

    When you cum inside me, it's a moment unlike any I've ever experienced.

    It's always been nice to make my husband cum, but it's never brought me the kind of overwhelming pleasure I feel when I know you're launching your load inside me.

    It's the culmination of a night of beautiful submission. In some ways it's better than the orgasms. Knowing that I made you cum thrills me in a deep, satisfying way that I know will stay with me for hours, maybe even days. It will make me smile every time I think about it. It will make me crave you long after the experience of having you inside me.

    I close my eyes and savor the way your cock pulses inside me. I savor the knowledge that you're emptying yourself inside me.

    "Thank you," I say. "Thank you for cumming inside me."

    You smile and pull out. Your cock is covered in a mixture of my cream and your cum. It's a sloppy mess and it's still rock hard.

    "May I clean your cock?" I ask.

    You nod.

    I roll onto my stomach and spin around. I take your cock into my mouth and gently clean it with my lips and tongue. I swallow the combination of my cream and your cum. I swallow our fluids and look up at you.

    "Thank you for tonight," I say.

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 22 hours ago
    

    
      I smile and gently run my fingers through your hair and caress your cheek.
    

    
      "I think we can turn you into the perfect slut, Becca," I say approvingly, as I watch and feel you licking my cock clean, your tongue playing around with my now very sensitive head.
    

    
      When you are finished thoroughly removing any traces of us from my thick cock, I get up off the floor, quickly slapping your ass as I stand up.
    

    
      I walk towards the bathroom and start running the shower. "Come and wash me, Becca", I command. "And after that you can wash yourself, and then I have a little gift for you."
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 21 hours ago
    

    I feel my legs wobble as I get up off the floor and follow you. I smile as I think about why they're wobbling. I've just been fucked longer, harder, and to a more satisfying conclusion that ever before. Of course I can barely find the strength to stand.

    I take a moment to admire your body as you step into the shower and I can't help but smile. You look even better with the warm water cascading down your chest and thighs.

    I step into the shower with you and tear open the bar of soap provided by the hotel. I look into your eyes as I rub it in my hands to work up a good foam and then put it aside to run my hands over your chest. I lean a little closer and you offer your lips. We share a kiss as my hands move between your legs to soap up your cock and balls.

    I take extra care to make sure you're clean between your legs. I treat your cock like the instrument of pleasure it is. I stroke it gently as I work the soap into your skin and I give your balls the same attention.

    You turn around and I soap my hands up again and move them over your back and ass. I slip my fingers between your cheeks to make sure everything is clean and then drop to my knees to do your legs. When you spin around again I can't help but give your cock a little kiss before I clean your thighs.

    "You're all clean," I say. "Thank you for letting me wash you. That was more fun that I thought it would be."

    "You're welcome," you say as you step out of the shower and grab a towel. "Come see me when you've washed up."

    You leave the bathroom and I soap up my body. My pussy feels a little sore from the relentless pounding, but it only serves as a reminder of the pleasure I got to experience.

    When I'm finished, I dry my hair and wrap a towel around my body. I step out of the bathroom and wonder about that little gift you mentioned.

    
      – from ADominantMan sent 21 hours ago
    

    
      When you step back into the room, you find me already dressed, sitting on the little lounge couch, where we were naked, eating pancakes not too long ago.
    

    
      A little box stands on the lounge table and I beckon for you to take it. "Open it up, Becca," I urge you on.
    

    
      Inside is a black satin collar with an O-ring.
    

    
      "You will wear this every time we meet. You will put it on when you get dressed to see me and won't take it off until you see your husband again. Is that clear?"
    

    
      – to ADominantMan sent 8 hours ago
    

    "Yes," I reply as I run my fingers over the soft black satin and the cool metal of the o-ring.

    I feel an unexpected wave of desire move through my body. I imagine wearing the collar for you. I imagine how it will make me feel to be on my knees in front of you with the soft satin clinging to my neck.

    "Thank you," I say.

    "You're welcome, Becca," you reply.

    "When can I see you again?" I ask.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife

    Scott's phone screen lit up like a beacon on the coffee table. He was a touch annoyed as he wondered which of his friends was texting him so close to midnight.

    "Hey. Are you awake? I'd love to talk."

    Scott was stunned, though not because of the content of the message. Instead, it was the sender that stunned him. It had been months since he'd heard from his ex-wife, and there she was saying that she'd love to talk.

    "I'm awake," he typed out, though Scott wasn't sure he actually wanted to talk with Mae. Their marriage had ended somewhat amicably - irreconcilable differences is what they'd listed on the petition - but despite nine months having passed since they signed the papers, it still often felt like Scott was still grieving the end of the longest and most important relationship of his life.

    Despite his misgivings, Scott finished the message. "I can talk."

    A few seconds later, his phone rang. Scott stared at his ex-wife's name on the screen and wondered if he was about to make a mistake. After all, what could possibly have motivated Mae to want to talk so late on a Saturday night?

    Scott answered, though. "Hey," he said.

    "Hey there," she replied in a relaxed-sounding voice.

    A few moments of silence passed between them before he asked, "How's it going?"

    "It's good. Really good, actually," Mae replied. Scott knew his ex-wife well enough to know that she was smiling as she uttered those words and for a moment he felt a little annoyed, like she was calling with the intention of taunting him with the fact that she was thriving in the aftermath of their divorce.

    "Well, that's good to hear," he said while doing his best to sound cheerful.

    Another few moments of silence passed between them before Mae asked, "How are you doing?"

    'Average' was the honest answer. Scott's life was neither great nor terrible in the aftermath of their divorce. He was more than willing to admit that their marriage hadn't been perfect, that it had included a few pain points, and that Mae had seemed fairly unhappy. More difficult, though, was admitting that it was likely Scott's fault that their marriage had fallen apart, mostly because that knowledge made him gun shy when it came to dating.

    He wasn't going to go into all of that, though. "I'm good," was all he said.

    Though Scott was uncomfortable with the silence that followed, he felt no need to fill it. After all, Mae had been the one that wanted to talk, so if she had something to say then she could come out and say it.

    It felt like half a minute passed before she said something, though it was probably just a handful of seconds.

    "So, there's a reason I wanted to talk," Mae said.

    Scott remained silent, in no small part because he suddenly felt nervous. Mae was responsible for the best and worst times of his life and her intentions were shrouded in mystery in that moment.

    "I..." she began before pausing and taking what sounded like a deep breath, "I had a date tonight."

    Under normal circumstances it wasn't the sort of thing that warranted sharing with an ex-husband, and Scott likely would have been deeply annoyed with his ex-wife for insisting that they talk simply so she could taunt him.

    This didn't feel like a normal circumstance, though. Mae's voice when she delivered those fateful words was decidedly soft and sensual, like she was sharing information that she knew Scott would find arousing.

    Of course, she had good reason to hold that expectation as Scott had shared a particular fantasy with Mae a handful of months before their divorce. That fantasy was one of the reasons she cited - privately, as she'd been kind enough not to make it part of their court proceedings - as a reason for her desire to get a divorce.

    Her distaste for his desire to be cuckolded - and the fights they'd had about it after Scott had shared - ran through his head as he considered if Mae was, in fact, calling with erotic intent. It seemed possible she was, but it seemed equally possible that she was calling with the intent of hurting him in some manner.

    "Oh yeah?" he asked with a hint of playful curiosity in his voice. "Was it...was it good?"

    It was quiet, but Scott was certain he heard Mae moan. "It was really good," she said softly. "Really, really good."

    Though he was wary of Mae springing some sort of unpleasant trap on him, Scott couldn't help but surrender to the sudden and intense desire that enveloped him as he imagined his ex-wife on a date with another man.

    "What...what made it good?" he asked.

    This time, there was no mistaking the fact that Mae moaned. She did so loudly, in fact. Scott's cock stirred to life and he reached between his legs to stroke it through his pants as he listened to his ex-wife moan like she was lost in pleasure.

    "I got fucked," Mae said before unleashing another moan. "I got fucked hard, Scott."

    He was speechless and his dick was hard as a rock. Nine months ago Mae had divorced him in part because of his cuckold fantasy and now she was, in some ways, making that fantasy come true.

    "Was it...was it good?" Scott asked. "The sex, I mean."

    "Mmm, are you asking if he fucked me good, Scott? Do you want to know if my date satisfied my tight little cunt the way it deserves to be satisfied?" she replied.

    "Holy shit, Mae," was all he managed to say as his dick felt harder than it ever had before.

    "The sex was better than good, Scott," she said. "The sex was great. It was exactly what I needed. It had been so, so long since a man had satisfied my pussy like he did. It had been years, Scott. Years since I'd been fucked like I was fucked tonight."

    Scott hastily loosened his belt and unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down to his thighs and freed his cock from his underwear. He moaned the moment his fingers wrapped around the turgid flesh.

    "Does that turn you on?" Mae asked softly.

    "Yes," Scott admitted. "I'm so fucking hard right now, Mae. I'm so fucking turned on."

    The sounds of wetness filled Scott's ear. It must have been Mae's pussy. She must have been masturbating.

    "Can you hear that?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    The sounds filled his ear once more. Scott stroked his cock, though he had to do so slowly out of a fear of blowing his load far too soon. Scott wasn't sure why Mae was suddenly interested in making his fantasy come true, but he wasn't going to argue with her.

    "It was our fourth date," she said. "I knew before I left for the restaurant that I'd be getting fucked tonight. I knew I'd have his cock inside me. I knew I'd have an orgasm with him buried deep in my tight little pussy, Scott."

    "How did you know?" he asked.

    Mae moaned. "Because he wanted me, Scott. He wanted to fuck me and I wanted it too. I needed it, in fact. I probably would have fucked him after our last date, but instead I gave him a blowjob in his car."

    Scott's cock throbbed in his hand and he stopped stroking for fear of cumming as he thought about his wife giving another guy head in a car.

    "You gave him a blowjob in his car? Really?" he asked.

    Mae laughed. "I know. I felt like a teenager again. I haven't done that in so long. He was driving me home and I just had this urge, Scott. I had this need to have him in my mouth. This need to pleasure him, to pleasure this man that I'm so attracted to, this man that I want to make feel so good."

    "And...and did you...did you make him feel good?" Scott asked as his heart pounded.

    "Mmm, I did. Of course I did. It hasn't been so long that you've forgotten how good I am with my mouth, has it?" Mae replied.

    "No," he said.

    She moaned. "I think I was even better for him. I think I wanted so desperately to make him feel good, Scott, that I gave a world class blowjob. He actually had to pull over as he got close to finishing. He said it was so intense that he wasn't sure he could keep us on the road. Based on the sounds he made, it was a very good orgasm."

    Scott closed his eyes and imagined his ex-wife's head bobbing up and down in another man's lap. He'd actually fantasized about her giving car head in the past - before they'd gotten divorced - and it had always struck him as utterly enthralling.

    "Did you...did you swallow?" he asked.

    "Of course I did," Mae replied. "After all, a good girlfriend swallows her man's cum."

    Scott very nearly came, both from the thought of Mae swallowing someone else's cum and at the fact that she referred to this guy as 'her man.'

    "Do you like that I swallowed for him, Scott?" she asked.

    "Yes," he replied. "And that you called him 'your man.' I don't know why, but that just feels so hot to me."

    "He is my boyfriend," she said. "And I'm definitely his girlfriend. And after tonight I have a feeling he's going to want to see a lot more of me."

    "Why is that?"

    "He made me cum so hard, Scott, but I made him cum hard too. I took care of him. I made sure it was as pleasurable as possible for him. I dressed up in lingerie. I sucked his cock like a good girlfriend would to get him all hot and bothered for me. I even let him fuck me from behind after he'd made me cum twice. His eyes lit up when I got on my hands and knees and looked back at him. When I told him to take me from behind he couldn't get inside me fast enough," she explained.

    "He made you cum twice?"

    Mae laughed softly. "He did. I'll bet you can't remember the last time you managed to make me cum twice."

    He couldn't. Scott was fairly certain he'd done so with his tongue and fingers at some point, but he couldn't remember ever giving Mae two orgasms with his cock.

    "Was he...is he...is he big?" Scott asked.

    "Do you mean is he bigger than you?"

    Scott was silent for a few moments as he felt a mild sense of embarrassment. "Yes."

    "Yes, Scott, he's bigger than you. Much bigger than you, actually. He has the kind of cock that every woman wants. The kind that's thick enough to make me feel full and long enough to reach those pleasurable places deep inside me. I think it's fair to say that you're actually quite small compared to him," Mae said.

    Scott's cock felt as if it had gotten harder as he masturbated to the hugely arousing words his wife uttered.

    "Are you stroking your small dick?" Mae asked.

    "Yes," he admitted. "I'm so hard, Mae, and it feels so fucking good."

    She moaned and Scott heard the sounds of masturbation. Mae was turned on too. So much so that she was clearly playing with her pussy while filling Scott's head with cuckold pleasures.

    "Did he cum while fucking you from behind?" Scott asked.

    "He did," Mae replied. "My boyfriend fucked me hard and fast from behind, Scott. He fucked his girlfriend's tight pussy from behind and he came so hard." It sounded like she was masturbating furiously and her moans got louder and lustier. "He fucked the pussy that you used to enjoy, Scott. He fucked the pussy that used to be yours. It's his now, though. My pussy gave him pleasure tonight. My pussy made him cum tonight."

    Scott was seconds away from cumming and he was certain he'd never been so turned on.

    "Mae, I'm close," he said.

    "Cum with me, Scott," she replied. "Cum with me while you think about my boyfriend fucking the pussy that used to be yours."

    They came together. Scott's load spilled from his cock, flew into the air, and landed mostly on his stomach, though a few drops hit the couch and his legs. He couldn't be certain, but from the sound of things Mae experienced a pleasurable, long-lasting orgasm of her own.

    Heavy breathing filled Scott's ears - both his own and Mae's - as he came down from the thrill of a climax unlike almost any other he'd experienced. He released his cock and smiled at the sight of cum on his fingers and stomach. He'd made a mess, but there was something so delightful about it.

    "That was unexpected," he said. "And, not for nothing, really kind of you."

    "It was my pleasure," Mae replied. "Truly. I have another date next weekend. Would you like it if I called again?"

    Scott smiled. "I would. I'd really like that, in fact."

    "Good. Then we'll talk again next week."

    She hung up without saying another word. Scott set his phone down, pulled his underwear all the way off, and used them to mop up the mess he'd made, all while he marveled at the fact that his ex-wife had just treated him to a taste of the fantasy that had played a part in ending their marriage.

    It wasn't how he imagined his Saturday night unfolding, but it was an exceptional pleasure and he couldn't help but hope that Mae would, in fact, call again next week.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "Can you help me with something?" Mae texted on a Friday afternoon.

    A week had passed since their phone call - the one where Mae teased Scott with all sorts of dirty talk about the new guy she was dating - and each day that had passed brought with it a touch of disappointment when Mae didn't call. Scott wasn't sure what his ex-wife wanted help with, but he wasn't about to say no.

    "Sure," he replied. Scott was at work - which was far from an ideal place to experience even a little bit of sexual excitement - but he desperately wanted to feel more of the cuckold pleasure he'd experience during their call.

    "I'm doing a little lingerie shopping for my boyfriend - his name is Andrew, by the way - and I was hoping to get your opinion. He's coming over to my place tonight. I'm making him dinner and afterwards I'm going to make sure he cums as hard as he's ever cum," she texted.

    Arousal rushed through Scott's body. His loins tingled. His cock grew in his slacks. He felt a subtle touch of lightheadedness that he thoroughly enjoyed. It was so potent that Scott put his phone on his desk for a moment, took a deep breath, and tried to center himself so he wouldn't lose control at work.

    "I'd love to help," he replied.

    Mae sent a smiley face. "I figured you would. Did you think about me this week, Scott?"

    "Yes," Scott texted. "Every day."

    "And did you think about me getting fucked?" she asked. "Did you think about another man enjoying my pussy and my mouth?"

    Scott was hard. He was hard as a rock. He was amazed, too, that Mae seemed so eager to play into his cuckold desires. He couldn't figure out why she was suddenly willing to be so generous in that way, and yet he wasn't about to inquire as to what had changed her mind. He didn't want to risk ruining the mood.

    "I did," he texted. "I couldn't stop thinking about it, Mae."

    "And did you jerk off while you thought about me?"

    "Yes," Scott answered. "I came so hard, Mae. Just like when we talked. I came so fucking hard."

    "That's good," she texted. "I like that I'm still on your mind, that you can't help but jerk off to me. I like that you're alone at home and jerking off to the idea of another man fucking me, of another man satisfying me, of my tight pussy pulsating around another man's cock as he makes me cum so hard."

    Scott scooted his chair forward so the bulge of his erection would be hidden under his desk should anyone come by.

    "I'm going to send you pictures of me in lingerie," she texted. "I want you to tell me which one you like best. Okay?"

    "I can't imagine anything hotter," Scott replied.

    He should have been working, but instead he sat there and stared at his phone. It had been so long since he'd seen his ex-wife in lingerie - even before they'd divorced she hadn't worn it for him in years - and he could scarcely contain his excitement at the idea of getting to help her pick out something sexy for another man.

    The first picture arrived. Mae was in a fitting room and taking a selfie in the mirror. Her face wasn't in the picture, but she looked breathtaking in a sheer red baby doll with the most delicate lace trim. It fell to just past her waist and she'd coupled it with a pair of red lace bikini cut panties that rode high on her hips.

    "That's such a hot mixture of delicate and feminine and sexy," he texted back. "The way the material almost seems to float above your breasts is intoxicating. Mae, you look so good in that. I don't know how he'd be able to resist you."

    Another picture came through. Mae was in a pair of black stockings with lace tops and a garter belt. She wore a black lace thong and a matching bra that was just sheer enough that Scott could see her nipples.

    "That's sexy and elegant and it makes you look like a sexually confident woman that deserves just about any man in the world. I feel like that's the sort of thing you wear when you want to communicate that you're taking control of the sex that night," he texted.

    Mae sent a smiley face back. Scott scrolled up to look at her in the red lingerie. He felt his cock throb, but not because he wanted to fuck his ex-wife, but because he couldn't stop thinking of another man fucking her in that sexy baby doll and panties. He couldn't stop imagining Mae on top in that delicate lingerie. He saw her slowly riding another man's cock. He saw that man's hands reach under the lingerie to play with her tits. He heard his ex-wife moan.

    Another picture came in. It was a pink lace bodysuit with sheer cutouts on the sides. It was low cut, too, and it showed off her cleavage in the most breathtaking way. A second picture quickly arrived, this one showing the bodysuit from the back. The thong made her ass look outstanding and Scott quickly scrolled between both pictures as he once again imagined his ex-wife fucking another man in that spectacular outfit.

    "I love the pink. The thong, too. And the way it's low cut which makes your breasts look spectacular," he texted.

    "Which one do you think a man like Andrew would like best?" Mae asked. "Remember, he's not like you, Scott. He's an alpha male that likes being in control in the bedroom."

    Scott thought of how passive he'd been in bed, of how Mae had often complained about that. It was how he'd always been, though, what he always defaulted to when it came to sex. It was an effort for him to behave like the one in control and he found it far more arousing when it felt like the woman he was with was in control.

    "I think he'd like the red or the pink best," Scott texted. "Though I think the red is the real winner."

    "I think you're right," she replied. "I think the red lingerie will trigger the part of Andrew that wants to take a woman and make her his. I think it will make him fuck me the way I need to be fucked."

    Scott was tempted to reach under the table and give his cock just a bit of pleasure. He held off, though, as he wasn't interested in getting fired.

    "Would you like me to call you after my date?" Mae asked. "After Andrew and I satisfy each other? Would that excite you, Scott?"

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "I'll talk to you tonight, then," she texted. "Oh, and here's a little reward for you."

    Another picture came through. Mae was sitting on the bench in the fitting room. She was naked and her legs were spread. Her pussy lips had parted and she was clearly wet. It was beautiful, and the picture was also the first time that Scott noted that his ex-wife seemed to have gotten in better shape since their divorce.

    "Feel free to stroke yourself to the sight of the pussy you used to enjoy, which also happens to be the pussy you'll never, ever get to enjoy again, because I've found a far better man to fuck me, Scott," she texted. "Don't cum, though. I want you to do that when we talk."

    "I won't," Scott replied.

    He didn't hear from her again. He'd clearly served his purpose and she was finished with him for the moment. Scott didn't mind, though. Mae had just offered him another dose of the kind of cuckold pleasure he'd long yearned for. All Scott had to do was make it to the end of the day without cumming, a task that would likely prove more difficult than he imagined given the level of his arousal.

    ---

    The rest of Scott's day at work was as unproductive as any he'd ever had. He didn't get much done once he got home, either, outside of eating dinner.

    Mae completely dominated his thoughts. He wondered what she was cooking for Andrew. He wondered if they were involved in an actual relationship or if it was a purely sexual thing. He wondered if Mae would change into her lingerie right after dinner or would they fool around a little before she brought him to the bedroom. He wondered if she'd go down on him or if they'd go right to having sex.

    It was after midnight when his phone rang. Scott answered immediately. He didn't care about seeming too eager.

    "Hey," he said.

    "Mmm, hey there," Mae replied softly. "Were you eagerly waiting for me to call?"

    "Yes," Scott admitted.

    "Did you think about me, Scott? Was I on your mind all night?"

    It was like she knew exactly how she'd affected him, how her request to help with her lingerie selection had completely taken over his mind and tethered him to her for the evening.

    "You were all I could think about, Mae," he said. "It was the same thing at work. I didn't get anything done after you texted me."

    She moaned and while Scott couldn't be certain, he thought he heard her playing with her pussy. "I like that, Scott. I like that I was on your mind. I like that you couldn't stop thinking about me even though you knew another man's cock was going to spend a good part of the night inside me." She moaned again and then laughed softly. "Though I suppose that's precisely why you couldn't stop thinking about me, isn't it?"

    "It is," he admitted.

    "Would you like to see what I'm wearing right now?" Mae asked.

    Scott's pulse quickened. "I would."

    He heard nothing. Then, the sound of Mae taking a picture. A moment later his phone vibrated. He brought up his messages. He tapped the picture she'd sent him. He saw Mae on her back in the bed. He saw the red baby doll and panties on her. He saw her face, too. He saw her beautiful face. He cheeks and chest were flushed red. Her hair was messy. She looked like a woman who'd just gotten fucked.

    "You look so good," he said.

    "Andrew said the same thing," Mae replied. "He said I looked perfect, actually. He said he'd never wanted to fuck anyone as much as he wanted to fuck me tonight. Can you believe that, Scott? Can you believe a man wanted me that badly?"

    "I can," Scott said as he rushed for his bedroom, took his pants off, and crawled into bed.

    "Mmm, I wore that white sweater you always liked," Mae said softly. "The one that looks and feels so soft, that I wear off one shoulder."

    She was right that he'd always liked it. He'd always loved it, in fact. There was something about the bare shoulder - usually showing a bra strap - and how soft it looked that always made Mae seem impossibly feminine.

    "I didn't wear a bra," she added. "That sweater looks great without a bra, but mostly I just liked the idea of Andrew being able to reach under my shirt and play with my tits."

    Scott stroked his stiff cock and asked, "Did he?"

    Mae moaned. "Of course he did. After dinner. We were on the couch. We made out. His hands were all over me. They went up my sweater. They played with my tits. He's so good at that. I can't really explain why, exactly, but he does things with his hands that feel so fucking good, Scott. I get so wet just from being touched by him. So wet that I have to have him, that I have to have him inside me. It's this kind of arousal I've never felt. This kind of desire that makes me want to get fucked...but that also makes me want to make him feel so, so good. To make him feel better than any woman ever has. To make him cum harder than he's ever cum before."

    She didn't say it, but Scott knew he'd never made his ex-wife feel that way. He'd never filled her with such desire. The truth was, though, not once in their marriage had he felt the same kind of desire he felt sitting there in his bed and talking to her about her night with her boyfriend, so it wasn't like she was the only one that wanted something more out of their sex life.

    "I'm so turned on right now, Mae," Scott said.

    "The same way that Andrew turns me on?"

    "Yes," he admitted. "My dick is so hard. This turns me on so much. Thank you, Mae, for calling me."

    For a few seconds Scott was met with silence and he worried he'd said something wrong. Then, Mae said, "It's my pleasure."

    He breathed a sigh of relief.

    "You know what else was my pleasure?" she asked.

    "What?"

    "Putting on this lingerie for Andrew. The lingerie you helped me pick out.” She paused for a moment and added, “Picking out lingerie…that's something a cuckold would do, isn't it?" she asked.

    Scott's cock throbbed. Mae had always had such a strong distaste for that word. When they were still married - and fighting about his desire to be a cuckold - she always said it made him seem so weak, that the word sparked a sense of revulsion in her as she thought of her husband having such a strange fantasy (a fantasy she'd referred to as pathetic on more than one occasion).

    "Yes, that's something a cuckold would do," he answered while stroking his stiff shaft.

    "I changed in the bedroom while Andrew waited on the couch. I stripped, sprayed a tiny little bit of perfume just below my belly button, and then changed into the red baby doll and panties. I put on a pair of heels and I walked out to the living room. I approached Andrew nice and slow as he stared at me. I saw him reach for his cock and stroke it a little. I think he might have been expecting that I'd straddle him so we could keep kissing, but I needed something else, Scott. I had to have it."

    "What...what did you need?" he asked.

    Mae moaned and Scott heard her fingers moving in and out of her pussy. She was soaked and it sounded intoxicatingly sexy. "I needed to suck my boyfriend's cock. I need to feel him in my mouth. I needed to pleasure him and look up at his face and see the lust I was creating by blowing him like a good girlfriend."

    "Fuck...Mae..."

    "Mmm, you like that, don't you Scott?" she asked. "You like that I'm so eager to suck my boyfriend's cock. That I genuinely love getting on my knees for him."

    "I do. I like that. I love that," he said. The thing he really liked, of course, was that she'd never been so eager to suck his cock, that her boyfriend was superior - in some way - to Scott and thus he inspired Mae's eagerness to get on her knees for him.

    "I gave him a good blowjob. I always give him a good blowjob. I shook my ass in those panties as I sucked him. I stroked his big, spit-soaked cock and asked him how badly he wanted to fuck me. I even sucked on his balls a little. Fuck, I never thought I'd actually enjoy sucking on a man's balls, but I fucking do when it's Andrew."

    Mae sounded like she was well on her way to another orgasm, a fact that Scott took both pleasure and a small amount of pride in, as he had to be at least a little bit responsible for her arousal.

    "Did he fuck you on the couch?" he asked.

    "No," Mae replied. "I took him to the bedroom. I undressed him. Then I did something I've never actually done."

    "What's that?"

    "I put the condom on him with my mouth," she said. "I thought it would be just sort of silly fun, but it was actually kind of sexy. And it turned me on. There was something about using my mouth to roll it down his cock that I really, really liked. Based on the way he was moaning, he liked it too."

    Andrew didn't just fuck Mae better than Scott had. He seemed to have inspired a new level of adventurousness and naughtiness. Now she was the kind of woman that went down on her boyfriend all the time. She was the kind of woman that would try something like putting a condom on with her mouth, all because she wanted to impress and arouse her new man.

    "He picked me up and put me in the bed," she said. "He's so strong, Scott. He can pick me up like I weigh nothing at all. Even that makes me wet."

    Scott wasn't weak, but he'd never been strong enough to pick up Mae like she weighed nothing at all.

    "Then he took me, Scott," she said before unleashing a long, low moan. "He slid his cock inside me and took me. He fucked me so good." She moaned louder. "He fucked my tight little pussy. He stretched me out with that big dick of his. God...Scott...every stroke felt like it was going to make me cum. Every stroke was just so fucking deep and so perfect."

    Scott's cock dripped a steady stream of precum and throbbed as he masturbated.

    "Does it turn you on to think about him fucking me?" she asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "And are you picturing it right now? Me on my back. Me wearing this lingerie. His body on top of mine. His hard cock inside me. My hands moving up down his back. Me screaming his name as he fucks me better than my ex-husband ever did," she said.

    Scott stopped stroking as he nearly came. "Yes, I'm picturing every bit of that, Mae." He took a deep breath. "Just like a cuckold would."

    "What else would a cuckold do, Scott?"

    He held his breath for a few seconds while wondering if she really wanted an answer to that. It seemed like Mae was giving him an opening, though, so Scott took it. "He'd go down on you after Andrew had fucked you. He'd put his tongue in the pussy another man had just satisfied."

    "Is that right?" Mae asked as Scott heard what he thought were faint sounds of masturbation. "And that's not pathetic? Putting your tongue where another man's cock just was? I mean, you'd want to do it right after Andrew pulled out, right?"

    Scott couldn't believe she was actually going along with it. "Yes. That's what a cuckold would want. To put his tongue inside you right after Andrew pulled out."

    "Is that all?" she asked.

    "Well...a cuckold...a cuckold would probably enjoy it even more if you'd had unprotected sex," Scott said. "If he'd...if he'd cum inside you."

    Mae was masturbating. He could hear it. She hadn't stopped or slowed down. Scott knew that didn't necessarily mean anything, but he wanted to believe it was because she was turned on.

    "You know that's pathetic, right?" she asked. "Wanting to lick another man's cum out of my pussy. You know how that makes you look?"

    She was still masturbating and it sounded like she was doing so at a more rapid pace.

    "Yes," Scott admitted as he joined his ex-wife and masturbating furiously. "I'd still want it, Mae. I'd want to lick Andrew's cum out of you. Fuck, I'd want to lick your pussy after protected sex, too. I'd want to put my tongue inside you right now, to taste you after he'd fucked you, after his cock had been so deep inside you. I want to lick you while knowing that it was the only thing I was allowed to do because my cock wasn't worthy of your pussy."

    "Fuck," she said softly.

    She was on the verge of an orgasm. Scott could hear it. He knew Mae well enough to know when she was about to cum.

    "Even your tongue isn't worthy of my pussy," she said.

    Scott came. He came so fucking hard. He came so hard while every bit of arousal from that day poured out of him, while every visual image he'd conjured rushed through his head, while he once again pictured the stunningly sexy shots of Mae in the lingerie she was trying on for her boyfriend.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    Mae came too. Scott heard her beautiful moans. He heard the way she clenched her teeth right before the most explosive part of her climax. He heard the incredible wetness of her pussy as she continued to play with herself right up to the point that her clit got too sensitive.

    "I'll talk to you soon, Scott," she said.

    "Good night, Mae, and thank you," he replied.

    She hung up without saying another word. Scott set his phone aside, closed his eyes, and smiled as the words, "Even your tongue isn't worthy of my pussy" danced through his head. He still didn't even remotely understand what Mae was doing by calling him, but he wasn't about to argue.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 3

    Scott smiled at the sight of his ex-wife's name on his phone screen. He felt a tingling in his loins, too, as the last two calls from her had resulted in thrilling cuckold-fueled orgasms, both of which had surpassed any sort of pleasure he'd felt since their divorce.

    "Hey," he said.

    For a few seconds Scott heard nothing. Then he was greeted by the distinct sound of kissing and a man's moan.

    "You're so hard for me," Mae said softly.

    More kissing followed. It sounded to Scott like the kind of kissing that included a wealth of tongue. It sounded wet and soft and sensual and he was filled with a sudden burst of jealousy, though that jealousy fueled an erection between his legs.

    Scott headed for the bedroom as his heart pounded and the sounds of foreplay - foreplay between his ex-wife and her boyfriend - filled his head. He put his phone on speaker, tossed it into the bed, and stripped as quickly as possible.

    The distinct sound of a zipper being lowered floated through the air and Scott imagined his ex-wife gleefully working to free her boyfriend's cock from the confines of his pants.

    Mae moaned and Scott was certain he heard her stroking her boyfriend's cock. "You know, I always forget how big your cock is until I have it in my hand again."

    Andrew - her boyfriend - chuckled. "I guess that's what happens when you spend so many years married to a man with a small dick."

    Scott's cock surged in his hand as he was struck by dual sensations of arousal and embarrassment at the idea that his wife had quite clearly told her boyfriend about his inadequacy below the belt.

    Mae moaned again. "I didn't know how much of a difference a big cock could make."

    Again Scott's cock surged, though this time the embarrassment had largely faded. He was, after all, being treated to the kind of pleasure he'd long fantasized about, the kind of pleasure he'd wanted to experience while married. Those desires had - at least in part - led to the dissolution of his marriage, but his confession was paying dividends in the aftermath of their divorce.

    "Yeah?" Andrew asked. "Does size really make that much of a difference?"

    The sound of a passionate kiss followed. A lingering, deeply passionate kiss based on the way Mae moaned. Scott imagined his wife's tongue mingling with her boyfriend's. He could hear the cock stroking, too, and Andrew added a moan of his own as she worked his cock with what Scott knew was incredible skill.

    "It makes more of a difference than I would have thought," Mae finally answered. "Though I suppose the man attached to the big cock makes a difference, too. After all, you're far more assertive than my ex. You're stronger. You're more confident. You fuck with a kind of skill that he never possessed, that I'm not sure he could've learned."

    Neither of them said anything as Scott sat in bed and masturbated slowly, though he was fairly certain he heard Andrew's pants being removed.

    Then there was the sound of a kiss. Andrew moaned, though, and he wasn't moaning into Mae's mouth. It was too clear and distinct. It wasn't his lips she was kissing. It had to be his cock.

    "I enjoy getting on my knees for you," Mae said.

    Scott watched the head of his cock swell with desire as his wife professed her passion for sucking another man's cock. A sizable, crystal clear drop of precum formed at the tip and Scott gathered it with his finger, held it up, and slipped it between his lips. He closed his eyes and imagined Mae feeding him a drop of Andrew's precum. He imagined sucking her finger clean and tasting the sweetness of another man's lubricating fluid.

    "I used to suck my ex's cock from time to time, but I wouldn't say I ever enjoyed getting on my knees for him. Not like I do for you, Andrew. It makes my pussy tingle when I drop down and look up at you. It makes my pussy soaking wet when I take you in my mouth and hear you moan for me. Making you feel good turns me on like it never did with my ex, or with any man before him, for that matter," Mae explained.

    A moment later the sounds of a blowjob - complete with Andrew's moans - emanated from Scott's phone. In previous calls Mae had detailed her exploits with her new boyfriend, but this was something else entirely. This was as close to being cuckolded as Scott was ever going to get and it was exquisite.

    "Fuck...Mae...that's incredible," Andrew said between moans.

    Mae moaned, but she kept on sucking. The sounds of the blowjob got a little wetter, too, like she was slowly coating her boyfriend's cock with saliva. It sounded like she was stroking him, too, and it was exquisitely pleasurable to listen to. So much so that Scott had to slow his own strokes for fear of cumming long before his ex-wife finished pursuing pleasure with her boyfriend.

    "Do I make you feel good?" Mae asked between kisses along what must have been the shaft and head of Andrew's cock.

    "You make me feel better than any woman ever has, Mae," Andrew replied.

    Scott felt an intense sense of jealousy. He shouldn't have. Mae wasn't his wife anymore. She hadn't been his wife for quite some time. Still, the jealousy was there and it was undeniable.

    The jealousy was quickly washed away by a wave of arousal as the sounds of a blowjob once again filled his bedroom. Mae sucked her boyfriend's cock slowly, moaning as she did it and unquestionably using her hand to pleasure his slippery shaft. All Scott had to do was close his eyes and he could imagine his ex-wife on her knees between another man's legs. He saw Mae's head bobbing up and down in Andrew's lap. He saw her lips and hand working the long, thick shaft.

    "My pussy is so wet for you, Andrew," she said softly before the sound of soft kisses graced Scott's ears. "I can't believe how much it turns me on to suck your dick."

    "I'm a very lucky man," Andrew replied.

    There was a brief pause before Mae asked, "Would you mind waiting here while I changed into something sexy for you?"

    "Not at all," he said. "Again, I'm a very, very lucky man."

    Scott heard the sound of footsteps - Mae was clearly wearing high heels - and then a door opened. It shut a moment later and then he heard his ex-wife's voice.

    "Are you still there?" she asked in a voice just above a whisper.

    "Yes," Scott answered. "That was incredibly hot, Mae. Thank you for letting me listen."

    "You're welcome," she replied. "To be honest, I really liked knowing you were listening as I sucked Andrew's perfect cock. I meant it when I told him that going down on him turns me on, but knowing you were listening and probably stroking your little dick made my pussy even wetter."

    "It's incredibly generous of you to let me listen, Mae. I can't tell you how much I appreciate it."

    She laughed softly and then Scott heard the distinct sound of his ex-wife playing with her pussy. The wetness was so considerable it couldn't have been anything other than the sound of her fingers moving between the folds of her labia.

    "You really are kind of pathetic, Scott."

    She moaned. She moaned like she found it arousing to talk to him like that. Scott felt a surge of pleasure.

    "I know," he replied. "It...it feels good when you talk to me like that, Mae. When you call me pathetic."

    She didn't say a word, but Scott could hear his ex-wife fingering her pussy.

    "Would you like to help me pick out lingerie for Andrew?" she asked.

    "More than anything."

    "Let me FaceTime you," Mae replied.

    Scott accepted the FaceTime call and smiled at the sight of his ex-wife's beautiful face. He was pleased to see her smiling too.

    "You look so beautiful," Scott said.

    "You don't look half bad yourself."

    It delighted him to hear her say it, especially since she said it with a smile.

    "Let's have a look at my lingerie."

    Mae flipped the camera view and walked into the closet. Scott had been in that closet hundreds of times when they were married, but now it was filled entirely with her clothes and she'd seemingly increased her lingerie collection as he recognized very little of what she showed him.

    "How about this little number?" Mae asked as she reached up and ran her fingers over a pink babydoll with fuzzy white trim.

    "That would look amazing on you," Scott replied. "Is that...is that new?"

    "It is. A lot of this is new, actually. It turns out that I really love wearing lingerie. It makes me feel so sexy." She paused for a few moments before adding, "Well, wearing it for men like Andrew makes me feel sexy, at least."

    Scott's loins tingled at her comment. He stroked himself a few times and gathered the precum that had poured from the tip. He lubed his shaft with it and the distinct sound of his stroking must have been obvious as she asked, "Are you stroking your cock, Scott?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Because I like wearing lingerie for men like Andrew? Because I didn't like wearing lingerie for you? Because you're not the sort of man that warrants a woman putting in a great deal of effort to look good?"

    "Yes," he said.

    She smiled. "Pathetic."

    Mae moved her phone and Scott saw a black teddy on a hanger. It had a pair of fishnet stockings hanging with it and they had what looked to be faux leather tops. At the very least the material was shiny and black.

    "That one," he said. "The teddy. With the fishnets. That's incredible. Mae, that's...that would look amazing on you."

    She reached up and ran her fingers over the lace. "I haven't worn this one yet. Not outside of a fitting room, at least. Would you like to see me in it?"

    "Oh my god, yes, I would love that."

    Mae flipped the view and Scott stared at her beautiful face. "That's not something a cuckold deserves though, is it? That's not a pleasure someone as pathetic as you should be granted, is it?"

    Scott shook his head as his dick throbbed.

    "No, it's not," Mae said with a smile. "So you'll just have to imagine me in that lingerie, Scott. You'll have to imagine Andrew fucking me in it. You'll have to imagine his big cock sliding in and out of my pussy. You'll have to imagine his strong hands moving over the delicate lace of the teddy and those stockings that look so fucking good on me."

    The FaceTime call ended and they returned to audio only. Scott listened as Mae presumably stripped and changed into her lingerie.

    "Mmm, I look good," she said after a few minutes. "Andrew's going to love this. He's going to fuck me so hard, Scott. He's going to fuck me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. Like you could never manage to fuck me."

    Scott slowly stroked his cock, which throbbed with intense pleasure. Every word she uttered proved arousing and he couldn't help but enjoy the hint of cruelty in her voice.

    "Do you want to listen as my boyfriend fucks me?"

    "More than anything," Scott replied.

    "I thought you'd say that. I'm willing to let you listen like the pathetic cuckold you clearly are, but I want something in return."

    "What...what do you want?" he asked as a mild sense of nervousness gripped him.

    "I want you to buy me something pretty. I've had my eye on a particular lingerie set. It's a little too expensive to justify buying for myself, though."

    Scott was surprised to feel a sense of excitement at the notion of essentially paying for the privilege of being cuckolded, even if his cuckolding happened over the phone.

    "I think...I think I'd be willing to do that," he said. "This lingerie set, is it something you'd wear for...for Andrew? Something you'd wear for him to...to fuck you in?"

    Mae moaned softly. "That's right. It's elegant and sexy and so very expensive and I'd wear it for him. I'd offer myself to him in the lingerie you bought for me."

    Scott closed his eyes and stroked his cock as he asked, "And would I get to see you in it?"

    "No," she answered immediately. "I know I sent you pictures of the last lingerie sets I tried on, but this particular set is too nice. You're not worthy of seeing me in something that elegant, expensive, and sexy. Only a man that's capable of satisfying me is worthy of seeing me in that lingerie. You'll have to be satisfied with paying for it."

    Scott was stunned at how stiff his cock felt. The arousal coursing through him was intense, so much so that every stroke felt like a dose of the purest pleasure.

    "Yes, I'll buy you the lingerie, Mae. I will. I promise I will," he said.

    "Then you get to listen to Andrew fuck me."

    A moment later Scott heard the bedroom door open. The sound of heels against the floor let him know that Mae was approaching her boyfriend.

    "Damn," Andrew said. "Mae...holy shit."

    "You like it?" she asked.

    "More than I can possibly explain."

    Once again Scott heard heels on the hardwood floor. Mae was approaching her boyfriend. "Oh, you don't need to explain. The way your cock is throbbing says everything. That makes me happy, Andrew. I like putting on lingerie for you. I like the way you look at me when I'm dressed up in something sexy. I like the way it seems to make you fuck me even harder."

    The sound of a kiss reached Scott's ears as he closed his eyes.

    "Is that what you want right now, Mae? You want me to fuck you hard?"

    She moaned softly. "Yes. That's what I want, Andrew. That's what I've been craving all day. All week, really. That's what I've craved almost every day since the first time you had me. I love the way you fuck me."

    Scott couldn't identify what he heard next. They were moving. It sounded like they were still on the couch, though. Perhaps Andrew's clothes were coming off. It was impossible to tell.

    "You're so wet," Andrew said.

    A kiss followed. Several kisses. Deeply passionate kisses, at least from the sound of things. Lots of moaning, too, and the distinct sound of Mae's exceedingly wet pussy being fingered with great vigor by her boyfriend.

    "I need you inside me," she said. "Andrew, I need you to fuck me. There's a condom in the coffee table drawer."

    The drawer was hurriedly pulled open. A condom wrapped was torn. Scott listened as another man's cock was dressed to fuck his ex-wife's needy pussy.

    "Oh, fuck," Mae cried out. He was inside her. He must have been. "You feel so good. Andrew, baby, you feel so fucking good inside me."

    They kissed and the distinct sounds of sex filled Scott's bedroom as he masturbated. He'd never heard anything so arousing. So beautiful. So utterly perfect. Another man was fucking his ex-wife. Fucking the woman he used to fuck. Fucking the woman he'd hoped would cuckold him.

    "You're so deep inside me," Mae said. "Fuck...you feel so good so fucking deep inside me!"

    They kissed again. They grunted and groaned and moaned. Their bodies slapped together. Scott could hear the wetness of her pussy as she welcomed Andrew's cock into her body over and over. It was an exquisitely pleasurable symphony for his ears and he had to slow the stroking of his hand to prevent an early ejaculation.

    "Harder," Mae said.

    "Yeah? You want it harder? You want me to pound you, Mae?"

    "Yes, fucking pound me, Andrew. Pound my pussy. Pound my tight little pussy."

    By the sound of it, Andrew delivered. He gave Mae exactly what she wanted. The sound of their bodies meeting got louder. He moans and groans got louder too. It was also quite clear that Mae was on the verge of an orgasm. Scott recognized those particular moans, though they'd never been quite so vociferous when he was fucking her.

    "Andrew...I'm cumming!" Mae cried out. "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Scott came with his wife. He came while picturing another man's cock inside her. He came while listening to her loud, lusty moans of pleasure. Moans that were far louder and more vigorous than they'd ever been when they were married. He came listening to his ex-wife have an orgasm that was far better than any he'd ever given her.

    Scott’s orgasm was perfect. It felt as though it bounced from head to toe, lighting up his body with untold pleasures. It left his toes tingling and his head a little dizzy. It put a smile on his face and left a spectacular mess of cum on his stomach and bed.

    "Keep fucking me," Mae said. "Keep fucking me until you cum."

    "I want you from behind."

    Scott listened to them shift. He heard his ex-wife moan. She was being taken from behind by another man. By a man with a bigger cock. By a man that fucked her better. By a superior man.

    Scott could have hung up, but he didn't dare. He wanted to listen even if he wasn't hugely aroused. He wanted to soak up every bit of his pseudo-cuckolding.

    With any luck, they'd fuck long enough for him to have a second orgasm. The first orgasm was well worth whatever he'd have to pay for the lingerie he would soon buy for his ex-wife, but another climax would make spending that money even sweeter.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "Are you dating?" Mae asked.

    Scott shook his head before realizing he was on the phone with his ex-wife and he had to talk. "No, I'm not."

    "Have you dated anyone since we got divorced?"

    "I've been on dates. I had a few short-lived relationships," he answered.

    Silence from the other end of the line. Scott wondered if Mae was smiling at his romantic misfortune or if she was contemplating her next question.

    "Did any of those women know that you're a cuck?" she finally asked.

    "No."

    "Were you afraid to tell them, Scott? Were you afraid to admit that you're the kind of man that needs to be with a woman that will fuck other men? That will welcome superior men into her bed while her fucking cuck sits there and watches? While her cuck pulls on his little dick?"

    There was cruelty in her voice, and yet Scott was turned on, which had become an increasingly common occurrence in his recent conversations with his ex-wife. "Yes, I was afraid. It's not the kind of conversation you have on a first date. I'm not sure it's the kind of conversation you have in the first year of a relationship."

    "No, probably not," she agreed. "You'd be happy with a woman who wanted to cuck you from the start though, wouldn't you?"

    "Yes."

    "I wonder if there's a woman like that out there for you, Scott. I wonder if there's a woman that would happily involve herself with a man that's desperate to see her welcome another man's cock into her cunt."

    Silence again. This time, though, Scott heard his ex-wife's breathing. It had gotten heavier. Deeper. He couldn't be certain, but it sounded like she was aroused. Perhaps he was just indulging in fantasy, though.

    "I suspect there is a woman like that," she said. "There's a woman for every kind of man, isn't there?"

    "I'd like to think so."

    "You haven't found her yet, though. Instead, you have me. A woman who doesn’t want to be married to you, who couldn't be married to you, but who's more than happy to have fun with you, to use you."

    "I'm lucky to have you," he said.

    Mae laughed. "You know how pathetic that is, right?"

    Again Scott nodded before saying, "Yes. I know."

    "Andrew's taking me out to dinner tonight. It's a beautiful restaurant. Expensive, too. He knows how to woo a woman, how to make her feel special, how to make her want to give up the thing he craves."

    Scott thought of his ex-wife and her new boyfriend fucking. He'd heard it. He'd heard the way she moaned for Andrew. He'd heard her bed frame groaning under the insistent pressure of Andrew's impressive thrusts. He'd heard the way she climaxed with Andrew's cock inside her. If he thought hard enough, he could still hear it.

    "You're not saying anything, Scott. Are you thinking about your ex-wife getting fucked?" Mae asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "And are you turned on?"

    "Yes."

    She laughed softly. "I have to admit, there's something irresistible about the sense of power I feel over you. That's why I'm fairly certain there really is a woman out there for you. There must be someone that would thoroughly enjoy being with a man she could control with such ease. A man she could manipulate into doing exactly as she desires. A man that would love and support her while she pursues whatever pleasure she craves."

    Scott liked that Mae had taken control, that she clearly found pleasure in it. He especially liked that she'd seen fit to invite him into her home on two occasions in recent weeks and that both times he'd participated in her orgasm, though his cock hadn't come anywhere near her pussy on either occasion.

    "I'd like a new dress for tonight," she said.

    "I'd like to buy it for you," Scott replied. The words spilled from his mouth before he knew what he was saying. A deep sense of excitement followed and Scott smiled as his loins tingled in an unexpected manner.

    "I was hoping you'd say that. I very much enjoyed wearing the lingerie you bought for me. If I'm being honest, I came a little harder knowing that my pathetic ex-husband had paid for the lingerie I was wearing while my boyfriend fucked my tight little cunt," she said.

    Scott was halfway to an erection. It was humiliating to get so excited over the notion of buying beautiful clothes for Mae to wear for another man, but he couldn't help the arousal he felt.

    "Would you like to take me shopping, Scott?"

    "More than anything," he answered.

    "I won't be buying the kind of dress I wore when we were together. Andrew deserves something higher quality. Something that fits perfectly. Something that makes me look utterly irresistible. Dresses like that aren't cheap, Scott. Not at all. Are you sure you're willing to take me shopping?"

    For some reason, Scott's cock throbbed at the idea of spending a great deal of money on a dress for his wife. He knew he was being manipulated, that she was using him. Knowing it was happening didn't matter though. Or it made it hotter. He wasn't really sure and it didn't really matter. Scott wanted to pursue the arousal he felt in the moment.

    "Yes, I'm sure I want to take you shopping. Should I pick you up, or should I meet you at the store?"

    "You can pick me up. Be here in half an hour."

    She hung up without saying goodbye and Scott hopped to his feet and hurried to his bedroom to get dressed. He tried his best to look good - though he wasn't entirely sure why, as Mae had made it perfectly clear they wouldn't be getting back together - and headed out the door and into the car.

    Scott considered a stop to pick up a bouquet of flowers but quickly tossed aside the idea as utter insanity. His ex-wife had no interest in a gift of flowers from him. Instead, he drove to Mae's house, pulled into the driveway, and walked to the front door to ring the bell.

    He heard her footsteps inside. It sounded like she was wearing heels. She made no effort to rush to the door, though. Instead, Scott waited for a few minutes with his hands clasped in front of him and he felt every bit like a chauffeur as he did.

    It was worth it when Mae opened the door, though. She looked radiantly beautiful in a loose, lovely pink and white sundress and a pair of strappy-but-casual heels. She offered a smile that seemed so joyful that Scott was caught off guard.

    "You look beautiful," he said as memories of the happy days of their marriage flooded his brain.

    "Why thank you," Mae replied.

    She stepped out of the house, locked the door behind her, and then walked towards Scott's car. He moved to the passenger side and opened the door for her. As Mae got in, Scott tried his best not to stare at her legs, but he couldn't help but catch a quick glimpse.

    "It's impolite to stare," she said.

    Scott met his wife's gaze and saw a smile on her face. "Sorry."

    He moved to shut the door but she held up her hand. "They look good, don't they?"

    He nodded. "You look good."

    "I've been working out. Going to the gym, actually. I have a trainer. There's something about being with a man like Andrew that makes me want to be the best version of myself."

    Scott felt a twinge of arousal he didn't entirely understand. "Well, it's working. You look better than when we were together. Andrew's a lucky man."

    "He is. I'm a lucky woman, too."

    "I feel lucky too," Scott said. "To be able to take you shopping like this. To buy you beautiful things to wear for Andrew. To help you be the best version of yourself in some small way."

    She studied him for a few moments before her lips curled into a slight smile. "Pathetic," she uttered. "But worthy of being used for my benefit. Speaking of which, I think you should get on your knees and kiss my feet."

    Mae swung her legs until they hung out of the car and Scott looked down at her feet in the strappy heels. Her toes were painted a lovely shade of pink and her feet looked flawless, like Mae had put in genuine effort to make them appealing.

    Scott fell to his knees as a sense of embarrassment rushed through him. It wasn't the act that embarrassed him, though. It was the excitement he felt at dropping to his knees that was mortifying. He bent over and kissed the tops of each of her feet, doing so several times as Mae gently purred. Scott was equal parts horrified and delighted to feel his cock grow as he prostrated himself in front of his ex-wife.

    "Very good. You may take me to Charlene's now," she said.

    Charlene's was a local store that sold high-end women's clothing. Everything in the shop was eye-wateringly expensive. Even a blouse could run $500 or more. Scott had never stepped foot in the store as it was always so impractical to even consider shopping there. Now, though, the idea of taking Mae shopping at such a store was thrilling to him. He knew it was tied entirely to the fact that she would wear the dress for Andrew, but that was as good a reason as any to get excited.

    As he backed out of the driveway, Mae grabbed his phone from the center console, typed in the code he hadn't changed since they'd gotten divorced, and put on music of her choosing. It sounded like typical pop, though he wasn't familiar with the artist. He offered no objection to her assertion that the music should be of her choosing. Instead, Scott was once again hit with a wave of arousal.

    "Thank you for all of this," he said. "For the phone calls. For the dirty talk. For letting me listen as you and Andrew have sex. For the in-person play. For letting me buy you the lingerie and then the dress today. Thank you for all of it."

    Mae turned to him, but she offered no response. Scott glanced her way and saw a slight smile on her face, but otherwise her expression was hard to read in the split-second he observed it before turning his eyes back to the road.

    Then, Mae leaned over and reached between his legs. She unabashedly stroked his cock through his jeans, luring him to a fully erect state in a matter of seconds. She remained silent as arousal flooded Scott's body, emanating in waves from his loins as his balls tightened and a few drops of precum escaped the tip of his cock and smeared against his underwear.

    "You're welcome," Mae said after a solid five minutes of gentle cock stroking. She then took one of his hands from the steering wheel and pulled it between her legs. She guided his fingers up her dress and pressed them against her panties, where Scott felt heat and wetness. She was turned on.

    Half a dozen questions came to mind, but Scott kept quiet. Instead, he rubbed his fingers over her panties and Mae moaned as her hand remained on his wrist, keeping his fingers in place between her legs. He rubbed her right up until they pulled into the parking lot. He found a space and Mae released his wrist and turned to offer a smile as Scott turned the car off.

    He got out but she remained in the car. It took a few moments for him to realize she expected Scott to open the door for her. He rushed to the passenger side to do so and she got out without saying a word and strode towards the door.

    He followed, opened the door to Charlene's, and stepped inside behind her. A subtle, floral fragrance filled his nose as an impossibly beautiful blonde woman approached with a smile on her face.

    "Hello, welcome to Charlene's," she said. "If there's anything I can help you with, please don't hesitate to ask."

    Mae returned her smile. "Thank you so much. It's actually our first time shopping here. I'm looking for a dress. Something elegant but sexy. The kind of dress that might turn heads. The kind of dress that would make a man very happy to be on a date with me."

    The blonde seemed genuinely happy to be able to help as she led Mae through the store and towards a selection of dresses that all looked incredible to Scott. He could only imagine how good they'd look on his ex-wife and her newly fit body.

    Scott remained largely silent as Mae passed him the dresses she liked. He glanced - as subtly as he could - at each of the price tags and tried his best not to show his shock at the notion that a single dress could cost more than $1,000. One was nearly twice that and Scott found himself hoping that Mae's taste would run towards the lower end of the dresses she'd picked out. He knew the store was expensive, but seeing the actual numbers still proved somewhat stunning.

    "Can I show you to a fitting room?" the blonde asked.

    "Absolutely," Mae replied.

    She beckoned for Scott to follow - treating him like little more than a servant in a manner he found hugely appealing - and he did so as they wound their way through the store and towards the fitting area.

    "Can he accompany me into the fitting room?" Mae asked.

    At most stores that answer would be an instant 'no.' This was not most stores, though. The blonde nodded cheerfully and unlocked one of the doors. Mae and Scott stepped into a remarkably spacious fitting room and the blonde noted that she would be available should they require any help.

    Mae closed the door and Scott hung each of the dress before his ex-wife spun around, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Could you unbutton me?"

    His hands shook a little - Scott wasn't sure why, but he felt nervous - but he managed to unbutton her dress after a few fumbling attempts. Mae then pushed the thin straps from her shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor. She stepped out of it, turned around, and looked up at Scott.

    It took him a few moments to realize he was meant to pick up the dress. He bent down to do so and felt her hand on the top of his head.

    "On your knees," she said softly.

    Scott fell to his knees as his pulse quickened. Mae ran her fingers through his hair and down the side of his face until she grasped his chin and directed his gaze upwards.

    "You will do as you're told while I'm trying on dresses. Do you understand?"

    He nodded.

    "Good. Now kiss my feet."

    She must have enjoyed it the first time and Scott thoroughly enjoyed doing it a second time. He backed up a little, bent over, and kissed her beautiful feet. He tried not to make too much noise in doing so and he was delighted to feel his cock grow to a semi-erect state once more.

    "Now kiss me here," she said.

    Scott looked up to find his ex-wife pointing to her panty-clad pussy. He needed no further instruction to kiss her there. He leaned in and pressed his lips against her panties. He kissed her repeatedly, doing so while she grabbed a tight fistful of his hair and made a sound that reminded him of a purring cat.

    Eventually, Mae stepped back and grabbed one of the dresses from its hanger. She looked at the price tag and smiled like she couldn't have been happier. Scott remained on his knees while his wife changed into the dress. It was black, low cut, and it fit like a glove. It emphasized her hips and Scott was surprised at how good it made her ass look. He immediately felt like he understood why some dresses cost a great deal more, that it wasn't just a scam. The dress she had on was better than the cheaper versions they'd been able to afford during their marriage.

    "Wow," he said.

    Mae put her hands on her hips and looked at herself in the mirror. "I know, right? He'd go wild for this. Absolutely wild, Scott. He wouldn't be able to keep his hands off of me."

    Scott's cock was harder. So much so that it ached a little. He was jealous of Andrew, and yet he was utterly thrilled that Mae was going to wear the dress for another man and that Scott was going to pay for it.

    "You look perfect," he said.

    Mae looked down at him, smiled, and then turned around. "Kiss my ass," she whispered.

    Scott kissed her ass through the soft fabric of the black dress. He kissed it over and over and over. He closed his eyes and let himself sink into the surprising pleasure of showering her in that very particular form of affection.

    Mae stood and stripped out of the dress. She put it back on the hanger and tried on the second. It was red. It was tight at the bust and the waist but loose beneath that, ending just above her knee. It wasn't quite as sexy as the black dress, but she looked more feminine in it.

    "That's perfect too," he said.

    "I know, and it's almost twice as expensive as the black dress," she replied. "Which makes me more interested in buying it."

    Scott was surprised to find that he shared her enthusiasm for the more expensive dress. He chalked it up to being on his knees, to having kissed her feet, to having kissed her ass, to Mae putting in some effort to put him in what was clearly a submissive headspace.

    "Me too," he said.

    She looked down at him and smiled. "Is that right? You really don't mind spending nearly $2,000 to buy me a dress to wear for my boyfriend?"

    Scott couldn't believe the excitement he felt as she put it in such direct terms. "I don't mind at all. It...it excites me."

    She smiled and lifted the bottom of the dress, exposing her milky white thighs and her panties. "You may kiss me."

    He leaned in. His head disappeared under the dress. He kissed her pussy through her panties. He heard Mae purr. He tried to apply pressure with his lips to offer her a bit of pleasure. He wanted to lick her through her panties, but he hadn't been given permission so he refrained.

    Mae stepped back and stripped out of the dress. She put it back on the hanger and looked down at Scott with what he thought was lust in her eyes. She held his gaze for a few seconds and he wondered if she was turned on enough to let him make her cum there in the fitting room.

    She wasn't. Instead, Mae put on a dark blue dress. It was nearly floor length and fit like a glove from head to toe. It was elegant in every sense of the word and she looked exceedingly sexy in it, owing mostly to her innately attractive body.

    "All of these dresses are perfect," he said.

    "This one makes it a little harder to access my pussy," she replied, sending a wave of pleasure through Scott's body. "Sometimes, when we're driving, Andrew likes to reach over and tease me. I think he likes to check if I'm wet for him. I think it makes him feel good to know that I'm excited to be out with him, that being touched by him fills me with desire, that my pussy is almost always wet for him. I think it makes him want to fuck me even more than he already does."

    Scott imagined another man caressing his ex-wife's legs. He imagined Andrew fingering Mae as they drove to or from the restaurant. He imagined her holding her boyfriend's wrist and filling his car with moans of pleasure as her pussy got worked over. It was an exquisite delight to picture.

    Mae stripped out of the dress and tried on the remaining three. They all looked stunningly hot on her and in varying ways. The blonde woman had helped her come up with an impressive selection of options where she literally couldn't go wrong.

    After trying on the sixth dress, Mae stripped out of it, put it back on the hanger, and stood in front of Scott in her bra and panties. "So, if you had to choose, which dress would you buy for me?"

    "The red one," he said without hesitation. "It's sexy. It's elegant. The bottom is flared to give Andrew easier access. I mean, he could even get a little playful if you were seated next to each other in the restaurant. The tighter dresses make that harder."

    Mae smiled. "And you like the idea of buying me the most expensive dress, don't you?"

    He nodded. There was no point in denying it.

    "I like that idea too, so you can buy the red dress for me."

    Scott was astounded at how excited he was to be able to spend so much money on his ex-wife and to do so because the dress made it easier for her boyfriend to finger her.

    To his surprise, Mae lowered her panties and stepped out of them. "Make me cum."

    Scott crawled forward and sealed his lips to her pussy. He worked her clit vigorously, licking back and forth and applying just a bit of suction. She held his head in both hands and seemingly worked to keep quiet as Scott brought her ever closer to an orgasm.

    He knew she was cumming when he felt her thighs trembling on either side of his head. She tightened her grip on his hair, too, to the point that it hurt a little, though that mild pain brought with it a touch of pleasure, too.

    "Thank you," Mae said softly as she stepped back and put her panties on.

    "It was my pleasure, believe me," Scott replied. "So thank you."

    She offered her hand and helped Scott to his feet. She grabbed his cock and stroked it through his pants while holding his gaze. "You know, if you worked harder and made more money, you could buy me more pretty things."

    His dick got harder and her touch felt better.

    "You should consider doing that," she said. "I like pretty things, especially when I get to wear them for a worthy man."

    Scott was so close to cumming.

    To his relief and disappointment, Mae stopped stroking him just in time to avoid a climax in his pants. She stepped back, smiled, and then put on her dress before turning around so Scott could button it up.

    "Take the dresses," she said.

    Scott gathered all six dresses - holding the red one in his right hand and the other five in his left - and they departed the dressing room. He handed the dresses they weren't buying to the blonde and then headed for the register.

    "We'll take this," he said.

    With tax, the cost came to a little over $2,000. Scott's heart pounded as he paid for it, but it wasn't because he couldn't afford it. It was because it thrilled him to buy it. It thrilled him beyond words.

    After carefully wrapping the dress in tissue paper and sliding it into an expensive-looking bag, the girl behind the register gave Scott his receipt and he walked out of the store with Mae a few steps in front of him. He opened the door to his car and she got in before he placed the dress in the backseat.

    "After dropping me off I want you to go and buy a nice bottle of champagne. Nothing crazy, but nice," she instructed, much to Scott's puzzlement. "Get a nice box of chocolates, too. Truffles. The expensive kind. The ones that taste like little morsels of Heaven."

    "Okay," he said.

    Mae smiled as he backed out of the space.

    "I've decided that your generosity deserves a reward of sorts," she explained. "I'll be dropping by your place tonight after my date. It will be late, but I'd like you to be ready for me. I'd like the champagne chilled. Make sure your place is clean, too. I'm going to let you serve me, to let you make me feel good. If you satisfy me, I'll give you an orgasm."

    Scott couldn't believe his good fortune. "I'll satisfy you. I will. I promise."

    "We'll see," she replied.

    Scott would do whatever it took. He would make sure he satisfied her, in no small part because doing so would bring him great satisfaction beyond the promise of an orgasm. That was just a wonderful bonus.

    He had shopping and cleaning to do, though, and he'd spend the rest of the day doing so to make sure his house was welcoming for Mae. He would do whatever it took to satisfy her.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     The phone rang and Scott nearly dropped it in his haste to answer.

    "Is the champagne ready?" Mae asked.

    "It is. It's chilling."

    She purred softly. "And did you get the chocolate?"

    "I did. I got the good stuff."

    "Did you spend generously, Scott? Did you make sure to treat your ex-wife to something expensive and delicious?"

    His cock tingled with delight. "I did."

    "And did you spend your night thinking about me getting fucked, Scott? Did you think about a superior man's cock inside your ex-wife's pussy? Inside the pussy that used to be yours and yours alone?"

    He was hard. He rubbed himself through his jeans. "Yes. That's all I thought about."

    "You're so pathetic," she said. "I'll bet you're turned on right now, aren't you?"

    "Yes, I am."

    "I think I'd like you to be naked when I get there," Mae said. "I think I like the idea of my naked ex-husband waiting on me in his new home. I think I like the idea of you seeming as pathetic as you are, naked and eager to do anything and everything I desire for the chance at an orgasm fueled by your fantasy."

    "I'll be naked," he replied. "And I'll do anything for you, Mae."

    She said nothing for a short spell and Scott could hear the whir of her car's motor. He heard it slow as she neared a stop sign or red light.

    "Andrew loved the dress," she said. "He couldn't keep his hands off me. He said I've never looked sexier."

    She sounded utterly delighted. "That makes me happy," Scott replied. "Happier than you might imagine."

    Mae laughed softly. "Oh, no, I think I can imagine how happy you were. I saw the look on your face when you bought me that dress. I saw how excited you were. I saw how much you enjoyed living out a little slice of your pathetic cuck fantasy. I'm sure you would have enjoyed it if I'd brought you with me and made you watch as Andrew satisfied me not once, not twice, but three times. I'm sure you would have enjoyed it if I'd made you prepare my cunt with your tongue. Hell, I'm sure you would have enjoyed it if I'd made you get on your knees and open your mouth so Andrew could fuck your pathetic face before pounding my pussy."

    Scott was hard as a rock and he could feel the precum leaking from his dick. He didn't say a word, though. It felt too pathetic to admit that she was right about all o fit.

    "Am I right, Scott?" she asked, forcing his hand. "Are you enough of a fucking cuck that would you have enjoyed all of that? Was I right to divorce you, to divorce a man that's so desperate for his wife to fuck other people? Did I make the right choice in kicking your pathetic ass to the curb so I could find a real man to be with?"

    "Yes," he said softly while experiencing both shame and intense pleasure.

    "I'm almost to your house," she said. "You better get naked, Scott. You better be naked and at your front door the moment I arrive, and you better be ready to serve me as I desire or I will walk right out and you'll never see me again."

    She hung up and Scott tossed his phone aside and stripped as quickly as he could. He saw headlights as a car pulled into his driveway. He nearly fell over trying to get his pants off and shoved his clothes into a closet before moving to the front door and watching through the peep hole as Mae got out of her car and strode towards him in that astoundingly sexy red dress he'd bought.

    Scott opened the door and stepped aside - hiding his naked body from anyone on the street - to let Mae in.

    "I want to see that you're naked before I step inside," she said with a smile. "I want to see that you know how to follow directions."

    Scott glanced behind her to make sure the street was empty and then stepped out. Mae smiled at his naked body - and spent a moment staring at his stiff cock - and then stepped into the house. Scott shut the door as quickly as possible and turned to face his ex-wife, who looked breathtakingly beautiful.

    "You look perfect," he said. The glamorous, sexy way she'd done her hair and makeup made her look even hotter than when she'd modeled the dress in the store. Andrew was right to go wild for her, for it. Mae looked astoundingly sexy.

    "Thank you," she replied. "Andrew certainly seemed to think so. He certainly fucked me like he was trying to keep me around for a long time to come."

    "I don't blame him," Scott said. "He's a smart man if he tries to keep you around."

    Mae reached out and ran her index finger over the tip of his cock, gathering his precum. She stepped closer and pushed that finger into Scott's mouth. "You weren't man enough to keep me around. Andrew is, though. I don't think I'll end up marrying him, but I do enjoy fucking him. Perhaps just because he's the exact opposite of you - he's a real man while you're a pathetic cuck - but the sex is far better than any sex we ever had."

    She slipped a second finger into his mouth and pushed them both deep as a smile spread across her face. Mae seemed to thoroughly enjoy being able to penetrate him without any fight from Scott and he thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of doing whatever his beautiful ex-wife desired.

    "Why don't you give me a tour of your home?" she asked.

    Scott led his ex-wife through his new house. It wasn't anything special, but he was surprised that she had nothing bad to say. If anything, she seemed impressed that he'd managed to decorate it fairly well, that it was clean, and that it was rather spacious.

    "It could use a woman's touch," she said at one point. "Though I'm not sure that will ever happen. I mean, what sort of woman would want to marry a cuck?"

    "I'm not sure," he replied.

    Mae grabbed his cock and stroked him a few times, sending waves of pleasure through his body. "Would you tell a girlfriend about your fantasy? Would you try and make sure that she knows about it before she decides to marry you?"

    He nodded. "I'd...I'd have to. Now that I've...now that you've given me a taste of this fantasy...of it becoming reality...I'm not sure I could go back to a normal sex life."

    Mae laughed and stroked him faster. "I hate to burst your bubble, Scott, but you couldn't provide a woman with a normal sex life if you tried. You're not capable of it. You're just not good enough, not unless she'd be content with all of her orgasms coming via that talented tongue of yours. Or, I suppose, if she could stomach being married to a fucking cuck."

    The venom in her voice made Scott's cock throb. He knew it was fucked up that it turned him on to hear her talk like that, but he couldn't help it. It wasn't just that she was stroking him while she said it, either. Hearing the words actually made his dick harder and filled his body with the kind of arousal he'd quickly gotten hooked on since the first dirty talking phone call with his ex-wife.

    "Are you going to serve me tonight?"

    "Yes."

    Mae released his cock and shoved four fingers into his mouth. Scott sucked them clean, tasting his precum on them. "Good. I want a glass of champagne. And bring the chocolates, too. I'll be the only one drinking for now."

    She turned and walked to the living room as Scott headed for the kitchen. He pulled the champagne from the fridge and popped the cork before pouring his ex-wife a glass. He grabbed the box of chocolates and returned to the living room to see Mae sitting with her legs crossed and one of her thighs almost entirely exposed. He stared at her milky white flesh for a few moments before offering the drink and the chocolates.

    Mae took the drink, sipped it, and smiled. "On your knees," she instructed.

    Scott sank to his knees with the box of chocolates in his hand. He stared at Mae's thigh, at her knee, at her calf. He stared at her strappy red heel and how good it made her foot look. He stared at her perfect toenails and the red polish.

    "I'd like you to kiss my toes," she instructed.

    Scott leaned forward and kissed each of the five toes in front of him while Mae sipped her drink.

    "Now take the big one in your mouth."

    He kissed his way down the line of her toes and then took the big one in his mouth, as instructed. He looked up at her and sucked on it and Mae gleefully smiled before sipping her champagne once more.

    "That feels good," she said softly. "Better than I expected, actually. How lovely."

    She wiggled her toe and Scott sucked a little harder. He swirled his tongue around it and she smiled before unleashing a soft moan that made his dick throb.

    "Open the chocolates."

    Scott leaned back and pried off the top of the box. He extended his arm towards Mae and she surveyed her options before plucking one of the truffles from its paper container. Scott watched the treat approach her lips - which looked astounding in red lipstick. Her lips parted and she took a bite of the chocolate while closing her eyes. She moaned, chewed it slowly, and swallowed, doing all of it in the most erotic manner imaginable.

    "Exquisite," she said. "Utterly exquisite."

    Scott felt a surprising kind of delight. He'd spent a great deal of money on the chocolates, the champagne, and the dress Mae was wearing but it felt like every penny was worth it. Andrew had gotten to fuck her, but that's exactly how Scott would have wanted the evening to go even if he was married to her.

    "Take my shoes off," she instructed.

    Scott set the chocolates down and dutifully removed his ex-wife's shoes. He carefully set them aside - neatly next to each other - and returned his gaze to the beauty sitting on his couch.

    "Have you tried the chocolate?" she asked.

    "No."

    Mae took the last bite of the truffle she'd selected, chewed slowly, and swallowed. Then she smiled, leaned closer, and said, "Kiss me."

    Scott couldn't believe his good luck. He crawled closer, stood up on his knees, and kissed his ex-wife. He was doubly surprised when she offered her tongue and his mouth quickly filled with the taste of chocolate. The best chocolate he'd ever tasted, in fact. The moan Mae offered made it that much sweeter and he felt a sudden and deep sense of appreciation as their tongues mingled. He was tempted to touch her, too, but he kept his hands at his sides for fear of upsetting Mae. She wasn't his wife anymore, after all, and it felt clear to him that the wisest choice was to obey her throughout the evening.

    "Thank you," he said when she leaned back and reached up to wipe the corners of her mouth.

    "For what?"

    "For the kiss. That was...that was amazing. You're a good kisser."

    Her lips curled into a slight smile. "So are you. You always were, actually."

    Scott was a little thrown by the compliment and the momentary look of wistfulness on his ex-wife's face.

    "Though Andrew's just as good as you are, if not more so," she continued. "And he fucks me far better than you do. I actually saw stars tonight when I came for the first time. He was fucking me so hard, Scott. Pounding me into his bed. It was like the orgasm exploded out of me. It was fucking incredible. I screamed so loudly I saw him wincing from the noise. He kept on fucking me, though. He fucked me right through my orgasm and only then did he pull out."

    Scott's dick throbbed as he imagined his ex-wife getting fucked into another man's bed. Fucked hard. Fucked deep. Fucked powerfully. Fucked well enough to have a screaming orgasm.

    "Do you know what else made tonight different?"

    Scott shook his head.

    "We had unprotected sex for the first time."

    Scott glanced towards her pussy and asked, "He...he came inside you?"

    She laughed. "I remember how much you loved the idea of another man cumming inside of me. How that was your biggest fantasy. I remember how excited you looked when you shared it with me. I remember how turned off I was. I remember deciding that I couldn't be married to a man that was desperate for someone else to cum inside me. I remember thinking it was the most fucked up fantasy I'd ever heard."

    Scott would have thought she was trying to make him feel terrible - and not in a sexy way - but as she spoke, Mae spread her legs and slowly pulled up the red dress, doing so until she'd revealed her panties. They too were red, completing the theme of her outfit.

    "If I remember correctly, you said you fantasized about the idea of licking another man's cum from my pussy," Mae said. "Is that right, Scott? Was that your pathetic fantasy? You wanted to bury your tongue in my cunt and lick up another man's load?"

    He nodded. It felt hugely embarrassing to do so - Scott was aware of how pathetic it was - but Mae was right about his fantasy and he felt as though he was moments away from living it out, so Scott nodded.

    "And what would you be willing to do for the chance to clean Andrew's load out of my pussy?"

    "Anything. I'd do anything."

    Mae stared at him and then extended her hand. "Another chocolate, please."

    Scott plucked one from the box and placed it in her hand. Mae lifted it to her mouth, paused for a moment as she smiled at him, and took a bite. Again she closed her eyes. Again she savored the taste. Scott watched in utter fascination and dreamed of being able to kiss her again.

    "You know, Andrew's cum doesn't taste all that bad," she said. "It tastes better than yours, certainly."

    Scott loved that she'd swallowed Andrew's cum. It turned him on to think of his ex-wife giving her boyfriend a blowjob.

    "Are you thinking about it? About me swallowing for him?"

    Scott nodded. "I couldn't help it. I thought about you blowing him and swallowing for him."

    She took another bite of her chocolate, chewed slowly, and swallowed. "There's something about giving head to a man like Andrew. Something arousing. Something that makes me wet. I'm not crazy about swallowing cum - I don't fantasize about it like you - but there's something nice about doing it for him, about giving him that gift, about showing him that he's the kind of man that deserves to get his dick sucked by a beautiful woman."

    "And I'm not that kind of man?"

    She laughed. "Certainly not. But you knew that, didn't you? You just wanted to hear me say it. You wanted your ex-wife to tell you that you're not worthy of getting your dick sucked, that you're certainly not worthy of your cum being swallowed. Hell, you might not be worthy of licking another man's cum out of my cunt, you fucking cuck."

    Scott's body hummed with desire.

    "Would you clean my house?" she asked.

    "What?"

    "For the chance to clean my pussy. Would you agree to clean my house from top to bottom if I let you put your tongue in my cunt so you could lick up a superior man's load?"

    "Yes, I would," Scott answered without hesitation. "I'd clean your house. From top to bottom."

    "And what if I wanted you to clean it once a week for a month? Would that be worth it? Would all that work be worth the chance to lick another man's cum out of your ex-wife's cunt?"

    Scott nodded, again without hesitation. "Yes, absolutely. It absolutely would."

    "Take my panties off," Mae instructed.

    Scott ran his fingers up her soft, milky white thighs and slowly removed her panties. He set them aside and Mae held out her hand. Without being told he placed another chocolate in it. Mae took a bite and chewed. She swallowed. Then, to his surprise, she reached down and rubbed the remaining half of the chocolate truffle over her pussy lips and between the folds of wet, plump flesh. The sweet treat was soon covered in slick, creamy juices.

    "Eat it," Mae said as she extended her hand.

    Scott leaned forward, parted his lips, and took the cum-covered chocolate into his mouth. The salty taste of cum exploded on his tongue and spread through his mouth. He savored it for a few seconds - to linger in the intense thrill of having consumed another man's cum from his wife's pussy - before chewing slowly and swallowing while Mae watched and sipped her champagne.

    "My glass is nearly empty," Mae said. "Why don't you go fill it up for me while you enjoy the taste of a real man's cum in your mouth."

    Scott took the glass and rushed to the kitchen. His dick remained hard and his balls were tight against his body, a surefire sign of his intense arousal. He filled her glass with more sweet, bubbly liquid and returned to the living room.

    "Thank you. Now back to your knees. And get between my legs."

    Scott fell to his knees and crawled between her long legs. He stared at her pussy. He saw a little bit of chocolate against one of her labia. He yearned to lean in and clean it, to taste her, to taste Andrew's cum, to live out his fantasy.

    "I want you to commit to cleaning my house once a week for a month," she demanded. "Then you can do what we both know you desperately want to do."

    Scott looked up at his ex-wife and her devilish smile. He watched her sip the champagne he'd bought. His heart fluttered in the best way possible. "I'll clean your house once a week for a month. I will. I swear. I will."

    "You may clean my cunt, you fucking cuck."

    Scott went to work. He kissed his way up her thighs and elicited a moan from Mae before she sipped her drink. He kissed her labia. He kissed her pussy. He plunged his tongue inside her and licked up her boyfriend's load. He pushed deeper into her pussy and Mae put a hand on his head and held it there. She closed her eyes and smiled.

    "That feels good," she said. "You rooting around in my cunt and rubbing your nose against my clit. Fuck, you're enjoying this even more than I thought. You're even more of a fucking cuck than I imagined."

    Scott was certain she was enjoying it too. She was moaning a little. She had a smile on her face. She had a hand on his head. He held no illusions about their relationship becoming anything real ever again, but he loved the idea that he might get to clean his ex-wife's pussy - or serve as her toy from time to time - and he saw no reason to give up on living out that particular fantasy.

    "Show me your tongue," she demanded.

    Scott lifted his head, opened his mouth, and stuck out his tongue. Mae smiled, presumably at the sight of her boyfriend's cum.

    "Swallow his load," she said.

    Scott swallowed. It felt so kinky. So naughty. So fucking wild. Never in his life had he imagined his fantasy would actually become reality. It was crazy. Completely and utterly insane. It was so hot, though.

    "Back to work," Mae demanded.

    He returned to work. He cleaned her pussy. He cleaned it of every drop of cum he could find. Then Mae directed his lips to her clit and he worked that until she had an orgasm, filling his living room with loud, lusty moans in the process.

    When she was finished, Mae took a long drink from her champagne glass, leaned forward, and handed it to Scott. "Cum in there, you fucking cuck," she said. "Stroke your dick and blow your load in that champagne and then drink it all in one gulp."

    Scott took the glass, took hold of his cock, and began to masturbate furiously.

    Mae watched while leaning forward. She ran her fingers through his hair. She ran them over his lips. She smiled and pushed two fingers into his mouth. She moved them in and out while he moaned. She seemed utterly fascinated with it, a notion that turned him on even more. He liked that he could fascinate her, even if he hadn't been able to keep her as his wife.

    "Cum, you fucking cuck," she said. "Cum in that glass and drink it. Drink your load for me. Show me what you are. Show me what kind of man you are. Do as you're told and I might just invite Andrew over to fuck me on one of the days that you're cleaning my house. You can listen to him pound your ex-wife's pussy while you're on your hands and knees in the bathroom, dutifully scrubbing the grout between the tiles. You can hear me scream his name. You can hear me beg him to cum inside me. Hell, I might even let you clean his load out of me if you've done a good job cleaning my house like a good little cuck bitch."

    Scott groaned around her fingers. He groaned and came in the champagne glass. His cum landed and swirled in the bubbly liquid and pleasure coursed through his body. Her fingers and the taste of another man's load filled his mouth. Joy filled his body. Satisfaction spread from his loins.

    "Drink up," she said the moment he was done cumming.

    Scott lifted the glass to his lips, tilted it back, and drank it all in one go. It tasted awful, of course, but it went down quick and it put a smile on Mae's face.

    "Very good. I think I'd like another glass. You can pour yourself one, too, though you'll need to use the cummy glass. You can put on your underwear and sit with me. If you're lucky I'll let you give me a foot rub while we watch TV."

    Scott was ecstatic as he leapt to his feet and headed for the kitchen.

    "Oh, and I think I'll spend the night," Mae said. "It's late and I don't feel like driving home. I might even let you sleep in your bed with me."

    Scott couldn't stop smiling as he stepped into the kitchen. He wasn't sure what Mae was doing or if her desire to spend the night meant anything in the big picture, but he couldn't help but hope that it did.

    Only time would tell, so in the meantime he resolved to do whatever she desired, if for no other reason than it felt good to do so.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with his Ex-Wife - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Scott woke up to the unfamiliar sensation of someone else in his bed. It took a few moments for him to remember that his ex-wife had spent the night after treating him to a wealth of cuckold-fueled pleasure the evening before.

    He smiled as those memories flooded his mind and then turned towards Mae to see her awake and smiling - genuinely smiling - at him.

    "Good morning," she said.

    Scott couldn't contain his smile. "Good morning. How did you sleep?"

    "Very well, thank you."

    He wanted to touch her, to reach up and caress her face like he used to when they were married. He wanted to let his hand wander under the covers and between her legs, too, but Scott refrained from doing anything other than admiring her beauty. They weren't married anymore, after all, and based on their recent interactions Scott knew better than to do anything other than exactly as his ex-wife instructed.

    Then, to his complete and utter surprise, Mae caressed his face as she asked, "Did you sleep well?"

    He nodded. "As well as I've slept in months, actually."

    She inched closer and his pulse quickened.

    "So you're grateful that I spent the night?"

    Scott nodded and his cock came to life as his ex-wife's body was now nearly pressed against his.

    "And you're grateful that I invited you to spend the night in the same bed with me?"

    "Yes, very much so."

    Mae studied his face and smiled. Scott stared into her eyes as he wondered what she was thinking and if there was any chance that what had happened the night before - including her staying over - might happen again.

    "When I woke up this morning," she began, "one of the first things I thought about was you cumming in that champagne glass and drinking it for me."

    Scott had done so without much in the way of hesitation. He'd been so thrilled at the pleasure Mae had offered up to that point - including allowing him to orgasm - that he'd been more than willing to do anything she desired, even if it was a fairly unpleasant task like drinking a mixture of cum and champagne.

    "Did you like that I did that?" he ventured.

    Mae nodded and ran her finger over his lips. "More than I thought I would. In fact, if I'm being honest, I've found a great deal more pleasure than I expected in playing with you recently."

    Scott's heart pounded so hard he was sure he would have seen his chest thumping if he'd looked down. It felt like something was about to happen. Something potentially incredible.

    "Have you enjoyed playing with me?" she asked.

    "Yes, more than anything."

    Again she traced her finger over his lips, but this time she slipped it between them and onto his tongue while smiling. Scott sucked on his ex-wife's finger and held her gaze. He was certain he saw arousal in her eyes.

    "You know what else I thought about this morning, Scott?"

    He gently shook his head.

    "I found myself wondering what you would look like on your knees in front of Andrew."

    Scott felt his eyes widen in surprise and he saw his ex-wife smile in delight, presumably at her ability to catch him off guard.

    "Of course, I wasn't just thinking about what you'd look like on your knees in front of him," she said softly before leaning in and kissing him on the cheek before whispering, "I was thinking about what you'd look like with his cock in your mouth."

    Mae added a second finger and pushed them both deep into his mouth. He sucked hard and swirled his tongue as a mixture of anxiety and arousal rushed through his body.

    "Would you believe that I got wet thinking about that, Scott? My pussy got wet thinking about my ex-husband sucking my boyfriend's cock."

    Scott found himself delighted at his wife's arousal. At the very least it meant that she'd been thinking about continuing the cuckold play they'd engaged in over recent weeks. The form of play was perhaps more extreme than Scott felt comfortable with, but in the moment he was caught up in a kind of arousal that had him feeling rather pliable where his sexuality was concerned.

    Mae pulled her fingers from Scott’s mouth and kissed him. He closed his eyes and sank into the warmth of her lips against his and the wet softness of her tongue as it pushed into his mouth. Her hand found the back of his head and she applied pressure while her tongue moved deeper and deeper, replacing her fingers as a phallic object penetrating his oral cavity.

    When Mae pulled back her lips were glazed with saliva and she wore a bright, naughty smile. Her hand disappeared under the sheets and a moment later she found Scott's stiff cock and stroked him a little through his underwear.

    After just a few strokes she pushed her hand into his boxers and grasped his bare cock. She stroked him slowly and gathered the precum that had formed at the tip, using it to lube him and make every stroke just a little more pleasurable.

    "So...does this stiff dick of yours mean that you'd get on your knees and suck my boyfriend's cock, Scott?"

    He stared into her eyes for a few seconds and then nodded. He wasn't actually sure he wanted to do it - to give a blowjob - but he wanted to see what Mae would think, how she would react.

    She kissed him again. This time it was slower and more sensual. He hadn't been kissed like that since their divorce. It felt like an act of genuine intimacy, like Mae was showing her appreciation for his willingness to suck cock by kissing him in the most thrilling, rewarding manner imaginable.

    Then, to Scott's surprise, Mae threw the covers back and straddled him. She freed his cock from the opening in his underwear and pressed the head against her red panties, teasing the underside of his stiffness with the delicate softness of her underwear while gently rocking her hips back and forth.

    "That feels so good," he said before moaning.

    Mae smiled and then lifted her hips and pulled her panties aside. Scott looked down to see that her labia were wet and plump. He watched his ex-wife rub the throbbing head of his cock over her pussy lips. His body shuddered with pleasure.

    Then Mae astonished him once again. She sank down on his cock, taking every inch of him inside her. She smiled and rested her hands on his chest. She lightly dug her fingernails into his skin and dragged them down a few inches, causing him to wince from the sudden and rather intense pain. Every bit of that pain washed away when she rocked her hips back and forth a few times, though, bathing his cock in the utter perfection of the pussy he used to fuck with some regularity before his cuckold fantasy ruined their marriage.

    "I used to think that size didn't matter much," Mae said softly. "I've changed my mind on that, though. It matters. More than I thought. More than most women are willing to admit."

    Scott got harder inside his ex-wife.

    "Andrew's dick is bigger than yours. A lot bigger than yours. You're going to find out just how true that is when you have him in your mouth, you fucking cuck."

    She pulled her hips forward and then slid them back, grinding her clit into his pelvis and bathing Scott's stiff cock in her wetness. Her eyes were closed as she did so and he watched as Mae bit her lower lip and then opened her mouth and let out a beautiful moan.

    "Fuck...I'm so wet."

    Mae lifted her hips and Scott's cock slipped from her pussy. She leaned forward, grabbed a handful of his hair, and then dragged her hips over his chest until she was sitting above his face.

    "You're going to make me cum and then you're going to make me breakfast. Do you understand?"

    Scott nodded and a moment later his wife's pussy was on his face. She rode his mouth while he used his tongue to massage her clit and bring Mae to a rather quick orgasm that included her grasping the headboard tightly and moaning as she lowered most of her weight onto his face, spreading her juices over his cheeks in the process.

    "That was lovely," she said with a smile before looking over her shoulder. "And your dick is still hard. How nice. No orgasm for you, though. You're not cumming again until you've sucked my boyfriend's cock like a good cuck."

    Scott's balls ached and his cock throbbed and he felt a touch of frustration at the idea of not cumming for however long Mae was going to make him wait. He was desperate to get off in that very moment, after all.

    "I think I might make you wait until next weekend. You'll do it though, won't you? You'll wait all week. You'll keep your hands off that dick of yours. You'll be a good cuck, won't you?"

    "Yes," he said.

    Mae climbed off his face, pulled her panties back over her pussy, and leaned down to kiss him softly. "Good. Now go make me breakfast."

    ---

    The week included more than Scott holding off on his desire to masturbate. It included him cleaning Mae's house as he'd promised he'd do in exchange for the pleasure of cleaning her pussy.

    He'd done so on Wednesday while she was on a date with Andrew. He'd come over and she'd given him a long list of instructions on what she wanted cleaned while she was out. She'd then given him a kiss on the cheek and left in a short skirt, an off-the-shoulder sweater, and a pair of three inch heels. The outfit was somehow both casual and insanely sexy and Scott felt intensely jealous of Andrew.

    Five hours later, Mae returned to her home. Scott had finished her list - just barely, though - and was utterly exhausted when his ex-wife walked through the door. She smiled and instructed him to get on his knees and kiss her feet, which he did without argument as arousal coursed through him.

    Mae then walked through the house - with Scott in tow - and inspected everything she'd ordered him to clean. She ran her fingers over the shelves he'd dusted, checked corners to ensure he'd cleaned thoroughly, and even smelled her laundry to make sure he'd used the right dryer sheets.

    "Very good," she said after finishing her inspection.

    Mae approached and caressed Scott's cock through his jeans. She smiled as he got hard after just a few seconds of stimulation. He stared at her glossy lips and wondered if they'd been around Andrew's cock that night. He wondered if she'd been fucked, if her boyfriend had cum inside her. Those thoughts made it easy to get hard.

    "You can go," Mae said after she'd gotten him hard.

    Scott was stunned. He figured he'd at least get to clean her pussy after putting in the work to clean her house.

    "What?" he asked. "Really?"

    Mae nodded. "Yes. You can go. I let you clean my pussy last weekend and you cleaned my house in exchange for that pleasure. You don't get to do it again. Not until you've earned it. You greedy little cuck. Now get the fuck out of my house. I'm seeing Andrew again on Saturday. I expect you hear at 7 p.m. sharp. You'll clean the house again and after our date I'll bring Andrew back here and you'll show us both that you're an eager cocksucking cuckold. Do you understand?"

    Scott wanted to protest. He wanted to clean his ex-wife's pussy. He wanted to make her cum. He wanted to kiss her. He wanted something other than a brief over the pants handjob. He knew that arguing was pointless, though.

    "Thank you for letting me clean you last weekend," he said. "And thank you for inviting me back on Saturday. I promise I'll be a good cocksucker for you."

    Mae smiled slightly and then seemingly tried to force the joyful look away, as if she didn't want to reveal how much she liked what Scott had said. "Go," she ordered.

    Scott left and the moment he started his car his phone rang. It was Mae. "Hey. Did I forget something?" he asked.

    There was nothing for a few moments and then Scott heard a moan. The distinct sound of masturbation followed. Scott stared up at his ex-wife's house and considered getting out of the car. Maybe she'd let him in if he begged.

    "Mae? Are you...are you masturbating?"

    "I am," she replied. "Andrew fucked me so good...but I want more. So I'm in my bed. I'm naked. My pussy is dripping with his cum. And I'm masturbating. I'm playing with my cum-filled pussy and I'm going to do it while you listen as you're driving home. Because you're not allowed in my house again until Saturday, Scott, so you might as well back out and get on the road."

    Scott put the car in reverse and backed out of his ex-wife's driveway as he listened to her masturbate. Her pussy was soaked. Soaked with Andrew's cum. He could hear it. It was exquisite. The most beautiful sound he'd ever heard. It made his dick throb - his dick which had been denied an orgasm for half a week - and it felt exceptionally difficult to resist the urge to unzip and jerk off as he drove home.

    Mae peppered in dirty talk throughout Scott's drive, most of which was focused on how hard she'd cum on Andrew's cock and how much of his cum was still dripping out of her. Every word of it deepened Scott's arousal, to the point that it felt like a minor miracle he made it home without driving off the road.

    "Are you home?" Mae asked as Scott pulled into his garage and turned the car off.

    "I am."

    "Good. Go to your bedroom, Scott. Strip for me. Stroke your cock while you listen to me play with my messy cunt."

    Scott ran into the house, stripped on his way to the bedroom, and practically leapt into the bed. He tossed his phone next to him and stroked his cock slowly as he listened to more of Mae's masturbation. He was surprised she hadn't cum yet - she was clearly holding off on purpose - and he desperately wished he was in her bedroom so there would at least be a chance she'd invite him to crawl between her legs and lick her pussy clean.

    "Are you going to be a good cocksucker for me, cuck?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Yeah? You're going to get on your knees, look up at Andrew, and beg him for the chance to suck the cock that satisfies your ex-wife in a way you never could?"

    Scott hadn't considered that he might be made to humiliate himself in that manner, and yet he didn't hesitate to agree to his wife's demand. "Yes, I'll beg him. I'll beg for the chance to suck his cock, Mae. I will."

    "Mmm, you're so fucking pathetic. Suck a fucking cuck. But it turns me on, Scott. It makes my pussy wet to think of you being such a pathetic cuck for me. To think of you getting on your knees and begging a superior man for the chance to suck his dick."

    Scott heard what he thought was the sound of his ex-wife slapping her pussy. It was loud and wet and she moaned. He wasn't entirely sure what she was doing, but the sound of it delighted him.

    "And will you beg him to fuck your face, cuck? Will you beg him to humiliate you by using your mouth like a pussy? Will you beg him to grab your head and do whatever the fuck he pleases with your mouth, to treat you like nothing more than a hole meant to be used to get him hard so he can fuck the woman you used to be married to?"

    Scott had to stop stroking or he was at risk of cumming. He answered her question, though. "Yes, Mae, I'll beg him to fuck my face. I'll beg him to fuck my mouth, to pound my throat, to treat me like a pathetic cuckold cocksucker. I'll beg him to humiliate me while you watch, while you play with the pussy he's going to fuck."

    "You'll beg to clean me when he's done with me, won't you? You'll beg to crawl between my legs and eat his fucking load out of me while I cuddle up with him, won't you? You'll beg to clean a real man's load from my cunt, won't you?"

    "Yes, I'll beg to clean you. I will, Mae. I'll beg like the pathetic cuck I am. I'll beg to clean your sloppy cunt."

    "Fuck! I'm cumming!"

    Scott listened to his ex-wife's beautiful moans and groans. He stared at the throbbing head of his cock and the glistening drop of precum at the tip. He scooped it up and popped it into his mouth, savoring the sweet taste while he wondered if he'd have the courage to go through with everything he'd just promised he'd do.

    "I'll see you on Saturday night, cuck."

    She hung up before Scott could say another word. He'd damn near uttered, "I love you," though, and was glad she'd hung up as he suspected that saying those three words might have ruined the game they were playing.

    Scott couldn't help but feel renewed affection for Mae, though, as she was making his deepest fantasies a reality and he felt better than he had in a long, long time.

    That feeling would likely be enhanced on Saturday night, as Scott was going to get to watch another man fuck his ex-wife. He was going to fluff that man. He was going to be humiliated by that man. It could very well be the most pleasurable night of Scott's life, and the warmth of his feelings for Mae would only deepen as a result.

    As he put his underwear on and got into bed to try and fall asleep, Scott found himself hoping that Mae was developing warm feelings of her own, and that night he dreamed of being with his ex-wife once more, of a renewed marriage taking an entirely different shape with Scott as her dutiful cuck.

    It was a fantasy, but it was a lovely fantasy that Scott expected would remain with him as he and Mae continued to indulge in this thrilling new version of their relationship.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 8
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     "Change of plans," Mae texted on Saturday morning.

    Scott assumed he was about to be disinvited from visiting her house that night and from serving her and her boyfriend for the evening. He assumed that Mae had come to her senses and decided to cease the kinky game they'd been playing ever since that first time she called him and taunted him with exactly the kind of cuckold dirty talk Scott had craved throughout their marriage.

    "I want you here at 3 p.m. The house has gotten dirty again and I want it spotless before Andrew and I return from our date tonight."

    Scott was wrong. She wasn't canceling. She was actually giving him more of what he wanted.

    "I'll be there at 3," he texted back. "And thank you for letting me serve you."

    "Pathetic cuck."

    Scott didn't hear from Mae again that morning or afternoon. He showed up at her house at the designated time, though, and was thrilled when she answered the door in a white satin robe. She had a cup of what looked like tea in her hand, her red hair was pinned up, and she hadn't done her makeup yet. It was the first time since their divorce that Scott had seen his wife in an un-made up state and he thought she looked astoundingly beautiful.

    "What are you staring at?" she asked.

    "You. Sorry. It's just...it's been a while since I've seen you in, I don't know, normal Mae mode and it's...I've forgotten how beautiful this version of you is."

    She smiled. It was quick, but she smiled. It was enough to fill Scott's heart with joy. He knew it was foolish to think he stood a chance at reuniting with his ex-wife - she'd been perfectly clear that she couldn't be married to a cuck - and yet he couldn't help himself. He hadn't stopped loving her, after all. She'd just stopped loving him.

    "Come in," she said after wiping the smile from her face. "There's a lot of work that needs to be done."

    Scott nodded and stepped into the house. Mae shut the door behind him and lingered there for a few seconds. He didn't dare look over his shoulder - it wasn't his place to do anything other than wait to be instructed - but Scott couldn't help but hope that she was taking a moment to admire him or smiling once more and simply hiding that small sign of affection.

    "You're going to start by painting my toenails," she instructed. "Andrew likes a nice dark shade of red. Follow me."

    Scott followed his ex-wife to her bedroom and enjoyed every single step as the satin robe looked rather fetching on her. He wondered if she'd worn it to tease him, as it was rather short and left quite a bit of her thighs exposed.

    Mae sat at her makeup table - a new addition as she hadn't owned one when they were married - and swiveled around in the stool before pointing to the floor at her feet.

    Scott fell to his knees in front of his ex and caught her smiling once more. She crossed her legs and wiggled her toes, drawing his gaze down to them. She had lovely feet - she always had - but Scott has never been possessed with a particular desire to do anything with them outside of the occasional rub. In that moment, though, he wanted to bend over and kiss them, so he asked if he could.

    "May I kiss your toes?"

    "You may."

    He bent over and kissed each of her five toes, letting his lips linger against them for a few moments before moving down the line. He kissed the top of her foot a few times, too, mostly because he couldn't resist.

    "Here's the polish," she said. "Be careful. It needs to look good. I'll be wearing open-toed shoes tonight."

    Scott shook the bottle of polish and carefully unscrewed the top. He pulled it out, wiped off the excess polish on the brush, and then gently ran it from the base of her big toenail to the tip, taking his time to ensure it looked absolutely perfect.

    "Thank you for letting me do this," he said.

    Silence hung between them for a few seconds before she asked, "You really enjoy this kind of thing, don't you?"

    Scott looked up and nodded. "I know it's weird, but I do. I genuinely can't explain it, but it feels good in a really unique way."

    Mae studied his face for what felt like the longest time and Scott held her gaze as he wondered what was running through her head. Did she think he was pathetic? Was she considering the benefits of having him back in her life on a more permanent basis? Was she wondering how a man could find pleasure in acts of service and humiliation?

    When she leaned back and sipped her tea without saying anything, Scott returned to painting her toenails. He did what he thought was an excellent job and Mae offered no feedback to the contrary, instead uncrossing her legs - and flashing her panties for just a moment - before crossing them once more, this time with her unpainted toenails now resting in front of him.

    When he'd finished painting all ten toenails, Scott screwed the top back on the bottle of polish and handed it to Mae. She leaned forward to inspect her foot and smiled at what Scott judged to be a job well done.

    Mae then sat back, pulled up the bottom of her robe, and spread her legs. Scott couldn't help but stare at the remarkably sexy-looking pair of white lace panties she wore. He was certain he saw a darkened spot in the material that could only have been caused by wetness.

    As he stared, Mae inched her hips forward until her pussy rested at the edge of the stool. She reached down and slowly pulled aside her panties.

    "How does it look?" she asked.

    "Beautiful. Perfect. It's perfect."

    Mae ran her fingers over her pussy lips and the wet, slippery sounds were like a clarion call for Scott's cock, quickly producing an erection that yearned to be inside her.

    "You know, I liked having sex with you," she said while rubbing the whole of her pussy in slow circles.

    Scott was stunned at her admission and when he looked up he was equally stunned to see a gentle, genuine smile on his ex-wife's face.

    "Of course, now I know that the sex we had wasn't anywhere near as good as it could have been. Now that I've been fucked by Andrew I understand that sex can be much, much better than what you offered."

    His dick was harder, but it no longer wanted to be inside her. Now it wanted to be denied the pleasure of her pussy. Now his tongue wanted to be inside her, to taste her, to bathe itself in her wetness.

    "And I'll bet there are better men than Andrew out there. I'll bet I could find someone to fuck me even better than my boyfriend does. I wasn't expecting to have my own little sexual revolution after divorcing you, Scott, but I have, and in a weird way it's made me appreciate you. It's made me appreciate that you were brave enough to share the fantasy that ultimately broke up our marriage, because if you hadn't done that I would have spent the rest of my life having mediocre sex with you."

    Arousal and angst occupied equal space in Scott's body in that moment. Mae was telling him they'd still be married and still having sex if he hadn't shared his fantasy. She was saying, too, that she wouldn't really have known it was mediocre sex, that she would have been perfectly happy with it. She was telling Scott that he'd blown up the life they had together because he just couldn't keep his fantasy to himself.

    The fantasy was part of him, though. To call it a fantasy was to misunderstand it, at least to a degree. Scott had learned - largely through his fantastical play with his ex-wife over the past handful of months - that his desire to be a cuckold was very much a part of his sexuality. It was similar to being straight or gay or bi, except Scott was a cuckold. A submissive cuckold, in fact.

    "Do you like this, Scott? Do you like sitting on your knees and watching me play with my wet cunt?" Mae asked.

    He nodded. "I love this. I feel...I feel so much. Desire. Pleasure. A touch of cuckold angst because I know I won't ever get to fuck you again, that I don't deserve that. I want to serve you, though. I want to lick your pussy. I want to kiss it. I want to worship it. I want to kiss and lick all around it. I'd also enjoy just watching as you provided yourself with the pleasure you craved. I just...it feels so good, Mae."

    Mae pushed three fingers into her pussy, closed her eyes for a moment, and then ran those fingers over Scott's lips. She leaned forward and her fingers pushed onto his tongue. He closed his lips around them and sucked as she slowly penetrated his mouth, studying his face like she was conducting an experiment and needed to document his reaction to having his mouth penetrated.

    "I thought about you last night," she admitted before her lips curled into a smile. "Perhaps not in the manner you would have wanted since I thought about you getting your mouth fucked by Andrew's cock. I imagined you on your knees with your hands bound behind your back. I imagined you looking up at him and begging for his dick. I imagined you parting these pretty, remarkably soft lips of yours and wrapping them around his dick. I imagined him grabbing your head and fucking your face. I imagined seeing the struggle in your eyes. I imagined you pushing through because you'd promised that you'd be a good cocksucker for me."

    Scott gagged a little as Mae's fingers tickled the back of his throat. She leaned back with a smile and then removed her fingers from his mouth. He was elated that she'd thought of him and actually quite pleased that she'd imagined him being a good submissive cuckold, even if she'd imagined him doing something so humiliating.

    "I like that you thought of me," he said softly. "And that you thought of me doing what I was doing in your head."

    "Yeah?"

    He nodded.

    "You've never done that, have you? Sucked cock, I mean."

    "No, I haven't."

    "And you're not nervous about it?"

    Scott swallowed the saliva that had suddenly gathered in his mouth. "No, I'm nervous. I am. It's...I don't know, it's scary but also exciting, you know? I've...I've fantasized about that kind of thing over the years, even while we were married."

    "About sucking cock for me, you mean?"

    He nodded.

    Mae leaned back as she considered his revelation while studying his face. She then loosened the satin strap that held her robe closed and let it fall open, exposing her perky, bare breasts. Scott's eyes wandered over his ex-wife's body and he found himself awash in desire of all kinds. He wanted to kiss her all over, to worship her breasts and her pussy. He wanted to fuck her. He wanted to watch her get fucked. He wanted all of it.

    Mae said nothing as he stared at her body but it seemed to Scott that she'd opened her robe as a reward to him, and it certainly was rewarding to stare at what struck him as utter perfection.

    Then she surprised him by leaning forward, putting a hand on the back of his head, and guiding his mouth to her breast. He parted his lips and flicked his tongue over her nipple as she ran her hand through his hair and down his upper back.

    "That feels so good," she whispered. "You were always so good at this, Scott."

    It felt notable that she'd called him Scott and not cuck, that she'd used his name at all. It felt more intimate and it filled him with hope once more. Scott knew that hope was likely foolish but he couldn't help himself. It felt so good to harbor even a ridiculous idea of getting back together with his ex.

    Mae directed his mouth to her other breast and Scott worshiped her perfect flesh. He listened to her soft moans and offered a few of his own as she continued to run her fingers through his hair and down his back.

    After giving him a wealth of time to worship her breasts, Mae sat back, took his head in her hands, and pulled his mouth to her pussy. "Worship," she said.

    Scott moaned as he slipped his tongue inside her and soaked up her juices. He kissed, licked, and sucked on her labia. He kissed all around her pussy. He gave her clit a wealth of attention, too, and he did so while looking up at his ex-wife and enjoying the pleasure that washed over her face as he followed her instructions.

    "You were always so good at this, too, but I think you've gotten better, Scott," Mae said as she stared down at him. "Is that because you're eating pussy without any hope of fucking me? Because you know your cock will never be allowed inside me again, that using your tongue is your only hope of pleasuring me?"

    He nodded. He'd always enjoyed going down on her, but it was different when he'd done so with the intention of turning her on so they could fuck. In those cases he'd absolutely been thinking about sex. In this case he was only thinking about pleasing her with a small portion of his brain dedicated to fantasizing about licking Andrew's cum out of her, which was deeply pleasing for a cuck like Scott.

    "It turns me on, you know," she said. "What we've been doing since I called you that day. It turns me on."

    She was being genuine, so much so that Scott stopped licking her clit and softly kissed her inner thighs.

    "It's weird that it turns me on and I'm still coming to terms with certain parts of it, but it turns me on."

    There was so much Scott wanted to say, but he remained silent, instead staring up at his ex-wife while showering the space between her thighs with gentle affection.

    "I came last night," she said. "Had an orgasm, I mean. While I was thinking about you. About you being a cocksucker. I actually said it out loud. I called you a cocksucker. You weren't here, but I called you a cocksucker while I played with my pussy. I called you a cocksucker, Scott, and I had an orgasm. Afterwards I decided that I was going to have lots of orgasms tonight, that I was going to fully let go and let my arousal guide me, that I was going to pursue these desires that I don't fully understand, that I was going to use you like a cuck and get off on that."

    "Nothing would make me happier," he replied.

    Mae grabbed a handful of his hair and he saw a touch of aggression wash over her face as she pulled him into her pussy. His nose and lips pushed inside her and for a moment he struggled to breathe before she relaxed her grip.

    "I believe you," she said. "Though we'll see just how far you're willing to go to please me. I'm not really sure how the night is going to unfold, but it seems possible that I might ask more of you than you're willing to give. I don't know why, but I like that it feels so unpredictable."

    "I do too," he replied, which elicited a bright - albeit brief- smile from Mae.

    "Well, there's quite a bit of work to be done before the night really begins. You'll find a list of chores on the kitchen counter. I expect them all to be finished before Andrew arrives and I expect you to be available to dress me in my lingerie."

    "I'd love that," he said. "Should I start the chores now?"

    "Yes, you should. It will take a few hours to do my hair and makeup. I'll call you when I'm done and you can dress me. If you try and peek into the bedroom before that I'll send you home. Remember, tonight is not about your pleasure. It's about mine and Andrew's. You're just a fucking cuck here to make our night better."

    Scott's dick throbbed. "I understand," he said. "And thank you so much for allowing me to be here tonight."

    She surprised Scott by leaning down and kissing him deeply. She offered her tongue in a slow, sensual manner and Scott sank into it as a wealth of feelings rose up in him, among them a since-buried sense of love for his ex-wife. It was a painful thing to feel - she'd made it clear she couldn't be with a cuck in a long term way - but it was the sort of pain that felt so good.

    The kiss filled Scott with hope that would probably end up hurting him. He couldn't help but feel like she wouldn't have kissed him like that if she didn't feel a little something for him, though, something that he could perhaps stoke into love, even if it was a different kind of love than the one they used to share.

    "Go do your chores," she said softly. "I'll call you when I'm ready to be dressed for Andrew...for a real man."

    "Of course," Scott replied.

    He got up and Mae turned towards the mirror at her makeup table. Scott strode out of the bedroom and glanced over his shoulder to get one last look at her.

    Mae was looking at him in the mirror. She looked away right as he caught her eye, but she was looking. That hope grew bigger. Scott was convinced he had a chance to win her back in some fashion.

    He just had to be a good cuck, to serve her needs above all else. Then he might get to have what he wanted, and being a good cuck couldn't be all that hard, right?

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 9

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Scott was naked and on his knees in his ex-wife's living room.

    Mae looked breathtaking in the black lace bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set he'd dressed her in. She wore a pair of three inch heels that made her legs look long and slender. She had on a short black satin robe with lace trim, though it was open enough for Scott to see the lingerie beneath it.

    Scott's hands were clasped behind his back and three of Mae's fingers were in his mouth. They moved in and out, pushing as deep as she could manage while he sucked and licked.

    "It won't be long before my fingers have been replaced by Andrew's cock," she said softly. "Before my boyfriend's dick is in your mouth. Before you've become the cocksucker we both know you were always meant to be."

    Scott could see that she was turned on. More turned on than he'd ever seen her. It wasn't lost on him that the idea of him sucking cock for her provided more arousal than anything ever had during the many years of their marriage.

    "Kiss my feet," she demanded.

    Scott dropped his head to the floor and kissed Mae's stocking-clad toes. He kissed the straps of her heels. He kissed the tops of her feet and the outsides of her ankles.

    When he looked up once more Mae had a hand in her panties. Her fingers were moving slowly and the look on her face made it obvious she was pleasuring herself.

    "I'm so wet," she said. "Wet because my ex-husband is going to suck my boyfriend's cock tonight. Isn't that incredible?"

    Scott nodded. It was incredible that she'd so fully embraced his cuckold fantasy, albeit in a less than ideal manner given that they'd gotten divorced before giving cuckolding a whirl.

    "You'll wait here when he arrives. You'll do as you're told throughout the evening. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do. Thank you for this, Mae."

    She smiled and it lingered on her face as she stared down at him. She pulled her hand from her panties and ran her fingers over his lips, offering Scott a gentle taste of her pussy.

    "You're welcome," she said.

    Mae then placed a hand on the back of Scott's head, stepped forward, and guided his mouth between her legs. His lips pressed against the soft, gently fragrant panties - she must have sprayed them with a touch of perfume - and he looked up at her with what felt like love in his eyes.

    "You may lick my pussy."

    Scott extended his tongue and licked his ex-wife's wet pussy through her panties. He maintained eye contact the entire time and was delighted to see her smile before moaning. She moved her hips a little, too, grinding her pussy over his mouth while he did everything in his power to make her feel good.

    Mae then looked up and stepped back. "He's here." She bent over and kissed Scott on the cheek before whispering, "Don't disappoint me, Scott. Be the man you want to be. Be the man I want you to be."

    Scott turned to watch his beautiful, lingerie-clad ex-wife walk out of the living room and towads the front door. Her whispered comment bounced around his head. He wanted to be a cuckold, especially on that night. He wanted to be a cuckold and a cocksucker. That's what Mae wanted, too. That's what she'd masturbated to a few nights prior. She'd literally had an orgasm while thinking of him being a cocksucker.

    Scott found hope in her comment. He told himself that she would reward him for being the man she wanted him to be, that there would be more fun to be had, that there might be something more than fun, too, that he might actually stand a chance at playing a bigger part in Mae's life.

    "Andrew, this is Scott," Mae said as she walked into the room holding her boyfriend's hand.

    Andrew took a few moments to look Scott over and his lips curled into a slight smile that managed to communicate his perfectly understandable feelings of superiority.

    "Though you can call him cuck or cuckold," Mae added. "He's certainly not deserving of your respect. Not with what he'll be doing tonight. Not with what he's done for me over the past few months."

    Andrew put his arm around Mae and pulled her close. "I understand you like the taste of my cum, cuck."

    Scott was taken aback for a moment, but it made perfect sense that Mae had informed her boyfriend of the fun she'd been having with her ex-husband. "Yes...I do," he admitted. The sense of humiliation that followed was more significant than Scott had expected, though it proved more pleasurable, too.

    "He's looking forward to eating your cum out of me tonight," Mae said. She stroked her boyfriend through his jeans and added, "Just like he's looking forward to sucking your cock."

    Andrew looked at his girlfriend and leaned down to kiss her. Scott watched his ex-wife welcome another man's tongue in her mouth. He watched Andrew grasp Mae's tits through the soft satin of her robe. He watched the bulge in Andrew's pants get considerably larger, too, and he felt a little nervous about trying to fit something so big in his mouth.

    "Is she right, cuck?" Andrew asked. "Are you looking forward to sucking my cock?"

    Scott glanced at Mae and then looked up at her boyfriend and nodded. "Yes, I am. I'm looking forward to sucking your cock."

    Andrew smiled. "I think you should address me as sir."

    Scott nodded. "Yes, sir, I'm looking forward to sucking your cock."

    Mae moaned. "He's even more pathetic than I thought. He didn't even hesitate to call you sir, though I suppose he should call you sir. You're the superior man, after all, and he's just an inferior fucking cuck. He's not even a man compared to you."

    Talking like that turned her on, a fact that Andrew seemed to recognize as he slipped his hand into her panties and his fingers into her pussy. Scott heard the wetness from his knees and he watched his wife's face contort with pleasure before she unleashed a beautiful moan.

    "Taste them," Andrew instructed as he presented his slick fingers fresh from Mae's pussy.

    “Yes, sir,” Scott said as he leaned forward without hesitation. He parted his lips. He took two of the other man's fingers into his mouth. He sucked on them. He swirled his tongue around them. He looked up, too, meeting Mae's gaze first and then turning his attention to Andrew, the man whose cock he would be sucking at some point that evening.

    "Such an obedient cuck," Andrew said before turning to Mae. "You've trained him well."

    Scott nearly moaned at the idea that Mae had been training him. He suspected that she hadn’t purposefully been doing so, but the notion thrilled him to the point that he sucked harder and swallowed more of Andrew's fingers, doing so until he very nearly gagged when they hit the back of his throat.

    "He spent the afternoon cleaning my house," she said. "He dressed me for tonight. He served me gleefully and without hesitation. As you said, he's a very obedient cuck."

    Scott's cock was so hard it hurt. His balls were tight against his body. He probably would have cum with minimal stimulation, such was the state of his desire.

    "Let's see if he's really willing to be a cocksucker," Andrew said.

    Mae unzipped her boyfriend's pants and Scott watched her reach inside to free the big cock that had satisfied her pussy countless times over the past few months.

    It was long and thick and he wasn't even fully erect yet. The head was plump. There was a remarkably large vein running down the underside. Scott was staring at an undeniably impressive cock and his heart pounded at what felt like a dangerously fast pace as he considered that his lips would soon be wrapped around another man's dick.

    "Take the head in your mouth," Mae instructed.

    Like he'd done with Andrew's fingers, Scott leaned in and went for it. He wrapped his lips around the head. He sucked on it. He swirled his tongue around it. He looked up at Mae and Andrew. He gave a blowjob. He was a good, obedient cuck.

    "That's it, cocksucker." Mae's voice was soft and thready. She was genuinely turned on at watching him suck cock.

    Scott had wanted to believe that Mae found genuine pleasure in cuckolding him, but it wasn't until that moment that he was certain of it. There was no question in his mind, though. He had another man's dick in his mouth and he was sucking it entirely because he wanted to please Mae, to offer his obedience to her, to be a good cuck for her, and that fact turned her on. It thrilled her. It aroused her in a manner he'd never witnessed before.

    "Deeper," Mae instructed. "Take it deeper, cocksucker."

    Scott took it deeper. He tried, at least. He couldn't get very far down the shaft, but he tried. He sucked cock the best he could, which he imagined wasn't very good since it was his first time out.

    "Fuck...how does it feel to have your cock in my ex-husband's mouth?" Mae asked. "How does it feel to put a pathetic man on his knees and make him suck your dick just to prove how fucking pathetic he is?"

    Andrew smiled and put a hand on the back of Scott's head. "It feels much better than I thought it would. Much, much better."

    "Fuck his face," Mae said. "Fuck the cuck's face."

    Andrew took Scott's head in both hands, looked down at him, and began to thrust. A look came over him. A look of power, of lust. A look that proved that he was, in fact, enjoying using Scott like a cuck. He was enjoying putting him in his place, humiliating him, turning him into a cocksucker.

    "Take that dick," Mae said. "Take that fucking cock. You're so fucking pathetic, Scott. Such a pathetic little bitch. Letting my boyfriend use your mouth like that. Letting him fuck your face because you're so desperate to be a cuckold. Letting him degrade you. Letting him humiliate you."

    Andrew pulled out and slapped his wet dick across Scott's face. It hurt and he winced, but Scott didn't move away. He received the humiliation that Andrew wanted to dole out. The cock slipped back in his mouth and resumed fucking his face a moment later. He gagged when the cock pressed against the back of his throat and Andrew tightened his grip, making it impossible for Scott to move away. His only choice was to suffer, to take the face fucking, to gag without the ability to escape.

    "Fuck...I need to get fucked," Mae said. "I'm so fucking wet, Andrew. I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me while he watches. Fuck me while this pathetic excuse for a man watches."

    Andrew pulled out and dick slapped Scott once more. He backed up, stripped with remarkable speed, and pulled Mae into his arms. They kissed as she loosened her robe and let it fall to the floor. Scott stared up at his ex-wife's lingerie-clad body and marveled at how astoundingly sexy she looked. There was no question she'd gotten in better shape since their divorce.

    "Let's go," Mae said as she took Andrew's hand and led him to the bedroom. "Come, cuck!"

    Scott stood and followed. He stopped in the bedroom doorway and saw Mae crawl into the bed. She paused on her hands and knees, looked over her shoulder, and shook her ass at Andrew.

    "Fuck his mouth a little more," she said. "I want to watch and play with my pussy. With the pussy that fucking cuck gave up because he was so desperate to live out his fantasy. The pussy he could have spent the rest of his life fucking if he wasn't so pathetic."

    Scott felt a touch of anguish. Mae was right. He could have spent the rest of his life making love to her on a regular basis. He probably would have been happy enough. The pleasure wouldn't have been anything like it was when she cuckolded him, though. His experiences with Mae over the past few months had taught Scott that he was meant to be a cuckold, that it was his destiny, that he would never experience pleasure that even remotely approached the joy of being cucked by his ex-wife.

    Andrew pointed at the floor at his feet and Scott rushed over and fell to his knees. He looked up and the stiff cock pressed against his lips and moved into his mouth. He did his best to relax as he received yet another face fucking. The cock stretched his lips and made his jaw ache a little. He gagged repeatedly and his throat began to hurt. His eyes watered. He suffered.

    That was the pleasure of it, though. The suffering for Mae. The humiliation for Mae. The degradation for Mae.

    "Fuck me," she demanded after a good face fucking. "Fuck my pussy. Show him what it's like to be cucked. Show him how much better it is when you fuck me. Show him how much more of a man you are."

    Andrew dick slapped Scott and then turned and crawled into the bed. He pulled off Mae's panties - leaving the rest of her lingerie on - and they kissed as she grabbed his cock and guided him inside her. She was wet enough that it didn't take long for the full length of his shaft to fill her. She was turned on enough that she moaned loudly and deeply while pulling him close as he bottomed out in her slick, soaked pussy.

    "Fuck me," she said. "Please, Andrew, fuck me."

    Scott watched from his knees as another man fucked his ex-wife. He witnessed his fantasy come to life. Mae had given him so many tastes of it - listening as she got fucked, cleaning her pussy, telling him about her desire for another man - but this was better. Seeing another man fuck her was better than he'd imagined. It was far better.

    It was instantly clear that Mae enjoyed sex with Andrew far more than she'd ever enjoyed sex with Scott. It was clear from the noises she made, from the looks on her face, form the way she moved her hands over Andrew's body, from the way her hips lifted to meet his every thrust. Scott was astounded at how much better the sex seemed and he found himself feeling deeply happy for Mae.

    "Fuck...your cock feels so good inside me, baby," she said before sharing a deep kiss with Andrew. "You fuck me so good. You fuck me so fucking good!"

    Scott looked down at his dick. He admired how hard he was. He took it as a surefire sign of his arousal and it made him smile before he turned his attention back to the sex unfolding in the bed.

    Mae's legs looked amazing in the black stockings. They looked amazing wrapped around the backs of Andrew's thighs and Scott wanted so desperately to reach out and touch them, to make some contact with his ex-wife as she got fucked by another man. He kept his hands on his thighs, though. He acted like a good cuck, putting his desires aside in favor of concentrating on Mae's pleasure.

    Andrew fucked Mae to a loud, body shaking orgasm. She filled her bedroom with beautiful screams and her cheeks turned a beautiful shade of red as she closed her eyes, smiled, and let her arms fall to the bed while Andrew pulled out.

    "Suck it, cuck," he demanded.

    Scott stood and leaned over the bed. He rested his head on Mae's pubic bone and wrapped his lips around Andrew's cock. Mae immediately put a hand on the back of his head and began pushing.

    "Clean his dick, cocksucker," she said. "Clean the cock that made me cum harder than you've ever made me cum, you pathetic fucking cuck."

    Scott felt the warmth of Mae's body against the side of his head. He felt the scratchiness of her short pubic hair against his ear and something about it delighted him. He felt close to her, connected to her. He wanted that. He craved that. He serviced Andrew's cock for her and found bliss in it. Complete and utter bliss.

    "I want to make you cum inside me," Mae said. "I want to ride your dick until you fill me with your load."

    "That sounds perfect."

    Andrew pulled out of Scott's mouth and moved to his back. Mae moved to her knees, but instead of straddling him she turned to Scott, who now stood by the side of the bed.

    "Come here," she said.

    Scott moved closer and Mae grabbed his cock and squeezed it hard as her lips neared his. She stopped short of kissing him, though. "You've been a very good cuck so far, so I'm going to let you clean my pussy after I make Andrew cum. Before you do, though, you'll suck his cock clean. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, of course."

    She kissed him softly. It was just for a moment, but her lips felt heavenly against his. Mae then crawled on top of her boyfriend, took him inside her, and rode him like some sort of sex goddess.

    Scott dropped to his knees to watch and marveled at his ex-wife. She'd never ridden him like that. She seemed so confident and sexy. She ran her hands over her beautiful body as she rocked her hips back and forth. She moaned. She talked dirty about how good his dick felt inside her, how deep he was, how thick he was, how much she loved fucking him. She was having a good time, but to Scott it seemed that she was putting in real effort to ensure that her boyfriend had a spectacular orgasm like the one he'd given her.

    It was also clear that Mae was going to cum a second time. She was clearly working up quite a bit of friction for her clit and it was pushing her ever closer to a beautiful climax. Scott's cock throbbed as he watched his wife put on the most beautiful show he'd ever seen and he couldn't help but wonder if part of that show - even a small part - was for his benefit, if she was trying to make sure that he enjoyed his cuckolding as much as she was enjoying it.

    They came together. They were both loud. Andrew climaxed inside her as Mae threw her head back, grasped her breasts, and squeezed them hard while having her second orgasm in the span of ten minutes.

    Scott watched like a good cuck was supposed to. He watched from his knees with his hands on his thighs. His cock throbbed. It dripped precum. His balls tingled. His head spun a little from the pleasure.

    Mae climbed off her boyfriend and Scott hopped to his feet, moved to the foot of the bed, and crawled between Andrew's legs. It felt more humiliating to do it that way, but he relished that humiliation as he took the other man's cock in his mouth and sucked it clean for a few minutes. He sucked his balls, too, doing so without being told because they were a little wet from the juiciness of Mae's pussy.

    "Good cuck. Now come and clean my pussy," she instructed.

    Scott crawled between his ex-wife's legs as she looked down at him. He stared at her pussy. Her lips were plump and an angry shade of pink. They were gaping slightly open, too. He saw a bit of cum resting just inside her. Cum that a superior man had filled her with. Cum that would soon be in Scott's mouth.

    "Clean me, cuck."

    He pushed his tongue inside her. He looked up and watched Mae smile and moan. She put a hand on the back of his head, though she applied no real pressure. He liked that she was exerting a sense of control, though.

    "Clean a real man's cum out of me, you pathetic fucking cum dumpster."

    Andrew moved closer and kissed her neck. He took one of her breasts in his hand and played with it through the delicate lace of her bra. She turned her head and their lips met for a beautiful kiss.

    Scott pushed his tongue deeper inside her while he watched Mae fool around with her boyfriend. He'd never felt more like a cuckold. He was cleaning cum out of her pussy while Mae was connecting with the man that had put the cum there. He was servicing her while she fueled her arousal with a superior man. It was an intoxicating feeling of pleasure and Scott hoped he would experience it countless times in the future.

    "Did you get it all, cuck?" Mae asked after what must have been five minutes of deep tongue work on Scott's part.

    He nodded.

    "Good. Then you can make your way to the kitchen. Open a bottle of wine. Decant it. Pour us two glasses after it's had some time to breathe. We'll come out soon enough."

    Scott backed out of the bed and headed for his wife's kitchen. He heard her moan and looked over to see them kissing again. He felt both jealous and oddly thrilled.

    He found a bottle of red wine and uncorked it. He decanted it as instructed and pulled two glasses from the cabinet. While he waited, Scott looked for something to do in the kitchen, but he'd cleaned it so thoroughly there was nothing left to do, so he stood with his hands behind his back.

    Mae walked into the kitchen wearing her robe. She smiled. Scott expected Andrew to follow, but it seemed that his ex-wife was alone. She approached with that same smile on her face and reached out to take Scott's cock in her hand. She stroked it slowly, leaned in, and kissed him softly.

    It was a perfect kiss. Her lips were warm. They felt impossibly soft against his. Then they parted. Scott's did the same. Mae's tongue moved into his mouth and she moaned softly. He took the risk of touching her, of running his hands down the back of her soft satin robe. She leaned into his body and he felt the soft nylon of her stockings against his legs as his cock throbbed gleefully at the sudden intimacy.

    "I can't make any guarantees at this point, Scott," she said softly, "but I'm considering changing my stance on being married to a cuckold."

    His eyes went wide and he very nearly had an orgasm from the excitement that coursed through him. "Really?"

    Mae nodded. "It's not the kind of marriage I ever envisioned having, but I'm beginning to think it might be the kind of marriage I want. Time will tell, and I'll be the one proposing if it gets to that point, but if you continue to be a good cuck for me I might welcome you back into my life on a more permanent basis."

    "I'd do anything to make that happen," he said.

    She smiled. "We'll see about that."

    Then her lips found his again and they shared another long, slow, deep kiss.

    Scott lost himself in the kiss and the happiness that engulfed him. He hadn't felt so good since before the divorce and he resolved to be whatever kind of cuck Mae wanted him to be, for all he really wanted was to be married to her again, this time as her loyal, loving, devoted cuckold.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 10

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Sucking cock for Mae's pleasure turned out to be life-changing for Scott.

    She'd come into the kitchen that night - when it was just the two of them - and let him know she was open to changing her mind about being married to a cuckold. Scott wanted to be that cuckold. He wanted it desperately. He wanted it more than he'd ever wanted anything, so he set about proving that Mae wouldn't regret bringing him back into her life on a more permanent basis, that he'd work to make her happy if she proposed to him and agreed to marry him once more.

    Scott asked permission to come by her house more often to serve her in various ways. Mae granted his request and he scheduled visits three times a week to start. He'd come by to clean, to tend to her yard, to cook for her when she wasn't in the mood, and to offer massages and pussy worship if she deemed him worthy of giving her an orgasm.

    Mae wasn't always there when Scott came by, though. Sometimes she was on a date with Andrew and Scott would go about his duties while thinking of his ex-wife and another man indulging in their desire for each other.

    When Mae arrived home on those nights she would ask Scott what he'd done and then inspect his work. She would see if he'd dusted to her specifications, if her laundry was folded properly, if her bathroom was as clean as she wanted it to be. If it was, she would reward him with the opportunity to clean her pussy of the cum her boyfriend had left inside her. When Scott was finished Mae would have him hand wash the lingerie she'd worn that night while she enjoyed a drink. If he was very, very lucky she'd permit him to orgasm, usually by masturbating in front of her while she verbally humiliated him. Most men would have abhorred such treatment, but to Scott that humiliation was intoxicatingly pleasurable.

    Scott enjoyed every opportunity to serve his ex-wife, but it was the little, intimate moments of affection that she peppered in that filled him with hope that she was seriously considering taking him back into her life as her husband.

    She kissed him almost every time they saw each other, and it was more than just a simple peck on the cheek. They were lingering kisses on the lips and they often involved tongue. She would hug him from time to time, too, especially when she seemed to need a touch of emotional comfort, like after an exceptionally difficult day at work.

    Their relationship was vastly different than it had been before their divorce, but remnants of the love they felt for each other seemed to be reemerging and Scott couldn't help but feel giddy at that particular turn of events.

    After a few months of visiting Mae's house to serve her three times a week, Scott received his first invite to spend the night. Andrew would be spending the night as well and Scott was expected to serve them both, but he took it as a very good sign that Mae was perhaps testing out what life might look like if she lived with her cuckold husband.

    Scott arrived early Saturday afternoon. He immediately set about cleaning the house and doing Mae's laundry while she relaxed. He offered her a foot massage when she demanded it and returned to cleaning the bedroom where she and Andrew would sleep that night.

    Scott finished his chores just in time to shower with Mae, a treat he'd only been offered a few times. He was permitted to wash her hair and her body and to shave her pussy in the manner that Andrew liked best.

    When Scott had finished shaving her pussy Mae reached down to caress his face. He looked up to see a warm, almost sweet smile on her face. "Getting to serve me makes you happy, doesn't it?"

    "Blissfully happy," he answered.

    "You're quite capable, you know," she said. "More so than I gave you credit for when we were married. You've worked so diligently since I let you start serving me. You're never lazy. You almost always surpass my expectations with your work. And, best of all, you seem to find genuine pleasure in it."

    "I do."

    Mae offered her hand and Scott took it, stood up, and set the razor on the shelf in the shower caddy. She smiled and kissed him. It was the longest, deepest kiss they'd shared since before their divorce. It was a romantic kiss. A kiss meant to bond two people.

    "I like this version of you, Scott. I like having you serve me. Much more than I ever thought I would. To be honest, I feel like I'm becoming the truest version of myself now that I've opened up to the idea of you being my cuckold and that I'm starting to take full advantage of the pleasures of having an eager, subservient cuckold around."

    Scott's cock hadn't been touched but he'd achieved a fully erect state thanks to the kiss and his wife's well-delivered words.

    "I'd like you to start spending your weekends in my home," she said. "You'll arrive on Friday after you get off work and leave on Monday morning. When Andrew's not here you'll be permitted to spend the night in my bed."

    Scott was elated. "Thank you, Mae. Thank you so much. That means so much to me."

    She smiled. "You'll still be expected to serve, but we'll also spend more time together doing...well, the sorts of things couples do. Go to the movies. Go for a hike. Go out to eat. That sort of stuff."

    Somehow he felt even happier.

    "I want to know what it would be like to have you back...as my husband. I want to know if I truly want to be married to a cuckold, to have you in my life every day, to do things with you, so you'll spend your weekends here and I'll discover if what I crave is a man to serve me a few days a week or a cuckold husband to serve me whenever I desire it."

    Mae kissed him again and then put a hand on the top of Scott's head and pushed down. He dropped to his knees and she wordlessly pulled his mouth to her pussy.

    "Worship," she said.

    Scott did as instructed and a sense of genuine joy enveloped him. His months of service had convinced Mae that it was worth taking the next step in the rebuilding of their relationship. He resolved to do everything he could to prove that having him around as a cuckold and a husband - one who was willing to serve - would be the right choice for her.

    Mae pushed his mouth from her pussy, turned around, spread her ass cheeks, and said, "Worship."

    Scott worshiped her asshole without hesitation. He licked and sucked and even penetrated her a tiny bit, all while Mae moaned and played with her pussy. She didn't cum, though he suspected that was because she was merely trying to get all worked up for her date with Andrew.

    After the ass worship Scott finished washing Mae's body and they stepped out so he could dry her, rub lotion into her legs, and then retrieve her lingerie and dress from the closet while she got started on her hair and makeup.

    Scott set off to clean the kitchen as Mae finished preparing for her date and then dressed her when she called him back to the bedroom. Helping her into the lingerie proved deeply arousing, resulting in yet another erection. The dress she'd selected was exquisite and hugged her body in all the right places. Andrew hadn't seen it yet - Mae bought it just for him - and she was thrilled at how good she looked upon stepping in front of the mirror.

    "You're driving tonight," Mae said as she grabbed her purse. "I convinced Andrew that it would be fun for us to fool around in the backseat while my cuckold drove his car. He likes the idea of having a chauffeur that will take us to the restaurant and wait like a good little bitch while we enjoy an exquisite meal. If you're lucky we'll bring you a doggy bag. If not you'll have to make something for yourself when we get home, though only after you've served us to my satisfaction, of course."

    Over Scott's months of service Mae had developed a habit of shifting into the role of the dominant and often cruel cuckoldress when the time came for that. To his delight, it always seemed to turn her on. He could see it on her face and every once in a while her chest and cheeks would get red from the desire coursing through her. Scott had come to believe that the arousal she felt at playing the part of his cuckoldress was a big part of why Mae had reconsidered the notion of marrying him. He was grateful for that as he found endless pleasure in the way she humiliated him with such vigor.

    "Thank you for convincing Andrew to let me drive," he said before following Mae to the living room to await her boyfriend’s arrival.

    Like a gentleman, Andrew came to the door when he arrived and Scott waited as Mae greeted him in her dress, stockings, and heels. They shared a deep and passionate kiss - far lustier than the one Scott and Mae had enjoyed in the shower - and he could see how one kiss with Andrew had ignited his ex-wife's desire for the man that had fucked her so many times over the past handful of months.

    "Here's the keys, cuck," Andrew said as he tossed the keys towards Scott.

    He plucked them out of the air and followed his wife and her boyfriend to the luxury car Andrew drove. Scott slid into the driver's seat and ran his hands over the warm leather of the steering wheel.

    "Where are we headed?" he asked.

    Andrew gave the name of a restaurant and Scott backed out of the driveway to get them on their way. During the drive he was treated to a show of sensual foreplay in the backseat. For the most part Scott listened as his ex-wife and her boyfriend kissed and caressed each other in various ways. Mae commented numerous times about how stiff Andrew's cock was and she made sure to mention how desperate she was to have him inside her tight pussy. She also mentioned that she was looking forward to watching Andrew fuck Scott's face, something that occurred with great frequency and always left Scott both humiliated and aroused.

    Scott dropped them at the front of the restaurant and found a parking space. He remained in that space for nearly three hours. The only communication from Mae was a text saying she and Andrew were waiting to be picked up.

    Scott pulled the car around front and saw his ex-wife and her boyfriend kissing by the curb. Andrew had his hands on Mae's ass and her body was pressed tightly against his as they made out like two horny teenagers.

    "Take us home, cuck. I need to get fucked," Mae said as soon as she got into the car. She resumed kissing Andrew immediately after and Scott resisted the temptation to watch and started the drive home.

    Halfway there he heard the distinct sounds of a blowjob. He glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Andrew looking at him with a smile on his face.

    "Yes, your ex-wife is sucking my cock, cuck," he said. "Don't worry, though. I'll still fuck your face when we get back. Mae really seems to enjoy watching me use your mouth for my pleasure. She likes all the gagging and the eye watering. She likes to see you suffer for her."

    Mae moaned with her boyfriend's cock in her mouth and Scott reached down to shift his erection and relieve some of the pressure that had built up in his underwear.

    "Fuck, I swear she's given better blowjobs since you started serving her, cuck," Andrew noted. "Maybe she can't help but want to show me a little extra pleasure when her pathetic cuck of an ex-husband is around."

    Mae wasn't the only one that got off on humiliating Scott. Andrew did too and he'd gotten more into it as the months had gone by. Scott had no objection to being treated that way. He got off on it too. He was a classic cuckold and the more he experienced the pleasure of it the more he wanted it.

    "We're going right to the bedroom," Mae said as Scott pulled into the driveway. "Make sure you're right behind us, cuckold. I want to see Andrew mount your fucking face and use it like a fuck hole for his pleasure."

    Her voice was laced with arousal and Scott happily followed them to the bedroom and stripped without hesitation. He dropped to his knees and watched his ex-wife remove her boyfriend's clothes with a smile on her face. He watched them kiss. He watched Mae grab hold of Andrew's big cock and stroke it a little.

    "Fuck his face," she said softly. "Fuck that whore mouth of his. Make him choke on your beautiful dick. Make him suffer for me like a pathetic fucking cuckold should."

    Andrew turned to Scott with a smile on his face. "You heard the woman. Open your mouth."

    Scott parted his lips and tilted his head back a little. Andrew's cock pushed onto his tongue and a moment later Scott felt two strong hands grip his head. The cock moved in and out of his mouth. It hit the back of his throat. He gagged. He drooled. His eyes watered. His throat hurt more as Andrew picked up the pace and truly began to fuck his mouth like it was little more than a pussy. Scott felt used and abused and that's exactly what he was.

    Mae took off her dress, crawled into bed, and masturbated as she watched. She offered up plenty of dirty talk, too, humiliating Scott while his face was pounded by a superior man.

    "This is your place, cuckold," she said. "This is what you're good for. Using that fuck hole of a mouth to arouse a real man. Surrendering to my desires, to Andrew's desires. Surrendering because you're nothing more than a little bitch that deserves to be humiliated, to be used, to be abused. Surrendering because you're a fucking cuck that couldn't hope to please me in any other way."

    Andrew pulled out and slapped Scott's face with his spit-soaked dick as Mae removed her panties and spread her legs.

    "Fuck me, baby."

    Andrew turned and crawled into the bed. Mae guided his dick into her pussy and he filled her with one long, slow thrust. She smiled, moaned, and pulled him close to kiss her. Their tongues entwined as he began to fuck her. Her lingerie-clad body seemed to meld with his muscular frame, as if they'd always been destined to be sexual partners, as if they fit perfectly together.

    Mae turned to Scott at one point and beckoned him closer as Andrew continued to pound her. Scott crawled towards the bed and she smiled and reached out. Scott thought she might caress his face or say something sweet, but instead she shoved three fingers into his mouth and began to gently fuck his face while turning her attention back to Andrew.

    "I didn't know what it meant to be fucked until I met you, Andrew. What Scott gave me was all I really knew. I had no idea how pathetic he was as a lover until I had you inside me. Then I learned that I'd been married to a bitch all along, that I married a man that couldn't hope to satisfy any woman, a man that lacked what it takes to give a woman the kind of pleasure she deserves."

    "Yeah? I fuck you better than that little bitch ever did?"

    "It's like you're two different species. It's like he's not even a man. Not when compared to you."

    "He's not a man. He's a fucking cuck."

    Mae smiled and shoved her fingers so deep into Scott's mouth that he gagged. He refused to pull away, though. He remained still. He took the face fucking. He took it like she wanted him too.

    "Yes, he is. A pathetic fucking cuck. A little bitch boy. A servant. He doesn't deserve my pussy. You do."

    "He doesn't deserve this pleasure," Andrew said. "No fucking way. Your pussy is perfect. A cuck doesn't deserve to fuck it."

    They both seemed to be getting close to cumming and Scott felt privileged to witness the sex between them. He loved that they were humiliating him without even looking his way, that they were both getting off on putting him in his place while focusing their efforts on each other.

    "All he deserves is to clean a real man's load out of my cunt," she said.

    "Yeah? You want me to cum inside you so this bitch can clean it out of you? You want me to flood your cunt with a real man's cum?"

    Mae nodded and added a fourth finger to Scott's mouth. His lips stretched wide enough that it was a little uncomfortable, but he reveled in the discomfort.

    "Actually, wait," she said. Andrew stopped thrusting and Mae looked at Scott. "You don't deserve to watch me cum. Go to the guest bedroom. Wait there. Don't touch your fucking cock."

    Scott stood and headed for the door. The sex resumed before he got there and he looked over his shoulder to see Mae and Andrew locked in a deep kiss as he fucked her hard and fast.

    The sounds of passionate fucking floated down the hallway as Scott headed for the guest bedroom. He left the door opened, climbed into the bed, and rolled onto his back. He closed his eyes and pictured Andrew's cock moving in and out of his ex-wife's pussy. He could still feel Mae's fingers in his mouth. He could still hear all the beautifully humiliating things they said as they fucked with Scott on his knees next to the bed.

    It wasn't long before they came together. Scott listened as Mae urged Andrew to cum inside her so she could go and feed her cuck a real man's load. He listened to the grunts and groans and intense moans of pleasure that came from the master bedroom. He listened to the silence afterwards and imagined them sharing the kind of post-coital kisses that lovers tended to share.

    Then the sound of gentle footsteps reached Scott's ears. He looked towards the door and Mae appeared in her stockings, garter belt, and bra. She smiled and asked, "Are you hungry, cuck?"

Scott nodded. "Desperately."

    "You're such a little bitch. Such a pathetic fucking cuck," she said before her lips curled into a slight smile. "Your dick is so hard. You listened to someone else fuck me - and fuck me better than you ever did - and your dick stayed hard."

    Mae stepped into the room and crawled into the bed. She straddled Scott's chest and he stared at her pussy.

    "A good cuck begs."

    "Please, Mae, feed me Andrew's cum. Feed me a real man's cum. Put let me lick his cum out of you. Let me lick it from your pussy. Let me drink it out of you. Please, please, please let me drink his load out of you."

    "This is what you've always craved, isn't it? Even before you confessed your fantasy, this is what you wanted, isn't it? For your wife to get fucked by a superior man and feed you that man's load."

    Scott nodded and watched his ex-wife smile down at him.

    "I hope reality is just as good as the fantasy, cuck."

    Mae dragged her hips forward and sat on his face. His tongue probed her pussy and she relaxed the muscles that had been holding the cum inside her. It flooded into Scott's mouth and nearly gagged him. The taste was stronger than before, like Andrew had saved up his load to make it bigger and thicker. Scott swallowed it, though. He swallowed it like a good cuck and pushed his tongue in for more.

    He moaned, too. He moaned as he cleaned his ex-wife's cum filled pussy. He moaned at how good it felt to have her sit on his face mere moments after another man had cum inside her.

    "That's it, baby. Clean his load out of me."

    Her voice was thready, like she was overcome with arousal. She hadn't called him cuck, either. She'd used a more affectionate term. Scott felt an unexpected sense of happiness wash over him.

    Then Mae leaned back and grabbed his dick. She stroked him while he fed from her pussy. She gathered his precum to lube his shaft and she gave a swift, skilled handjob that had him trembling with pleasure in no time.

    "Cum for me, baby," she said. "Cum while you eat a real man's cum out of my pussy. Cum like a good little cuckold."

    Scott came with his tongue deep inside her. He came with another man's load dancing on his taste buds. He came hard and fast and he felt his load spurting onto his stomach and thighs.

    When he'd finished, Mae climbed off his face and laid next to him. She held up her fingers and he saw the cum on them. Scott smiled and opened his mouth and without a word Mae fed it to him. He licked and sucked his cum off her fingers and she smiled and wiped herself clean on his chest.

    "Thank you," he said. "For tonight. For all the times you've let me come over to serve you. For all the time you've let me spend with you. For letting me stay with you on weekends in the future. For being...for being amazing in every way."

    Mae smiled and to Scott's great surprise offered a kiss. She didn't seem to care that he'd just swallowed cum. She kissed him softly and slowly. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and moaned right along with him.

    "You're welcome," she said. "Thank you for being a good cuck, and thank you for showing me a side of myself I never knew existed."

    There was another kiss and Scott felt uncommonly happy as it unfolded.

    "Now I need you to clean up your mess and come to the bedroom. I want you to suck Andrew's cock until he's ready to fuck me again. Do you understand, cuck?"

    In an instant she'd switched back to the cuckoldress and Scott felt like he was more in love with his ex-wife than he'd ever been when they were married.

    "I'll be right in...to suck a real man's cock so he can satisfy your pussy."

    She smiled, got up, and walked out of the room. Scott followed to head for the bathroom to clean up and then he rushed to the bedroom, got between Andrew's legs, and got busy sucking cock.

  
    Dirty Phone Calls with His Ex-Wife - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     "It's time for bed," Mae said before softly kissing Scott on the cheek.

    They'd been cuddled up on the couch watching TV and every moment of it had felt utterly perfect. Nights like that had become much more commonplace in their relationship, which seemed to Scott to be moving ever closer to something resembling a reconfigured version of their marriage.

    Mae took his hand and led him to the bedroom. She stopped a few steps into the room and he stripped her naked, as was his duty on nights when he stayed at her house. While removing her pants and panties, Scott fell to his knees and placed a handful of kisses on her ass cheeks, as he always did.

    Mae then stepped away, turned around, and wiggled her toes. Scott leaned forward and kissed her feet, showing his deference to the beautiful woman he now worshiped at every opportunity.

    "I'd like to wear the pink satin slip with the white lace trim," she said.

    Scott stood and hurried to her closet. He saw the slip immediately and gently removed it from its wooden hanger and returned to the bedroom. Mae smiled and gently caressed one of her breasts as he approached.

    She lifted her arms and Scott helped her into the slip. He watched as the delicate satin cascaded down her body and fell into place. He admired the way it hugged her breasts and noted that her nipples were hard and pushing through the material.

    "Strip," she said.

    Scott removed his clothes while noting that Mae hadn't asked him to help her into a pair of panties. He hoped that meant he'd be permitted to worship her pussy before bed.

    Once he was naked she moved behind him and gently pressed her satin-clad body against his. The material was warm and soft and her lips showered his shoulders and the back of his neck in soft kisses.

    "It's time you give up your house," she said softly. "And move in with me."

    "Really?"

    Mae ran her fingers over his chest, down his stomach, and between his legs. She stroked his cock until it came to life and then let it go as her fingers danced over his upper thighs, hips, and around to his ass.

    "Yes. I want you to move in with me permanently. I want you to be my full time cuckold. I want you to prepare to be my husband once more."

    Scott's cock got hard at the notion of being Mae's cuckold husband. It was the thing he'd always wanted. It was the thing that had led to their divorce, and it was the thing it now seemed that he'd get to enjoy full time.

    "Thank you, Mae," he said.

    She stepped in front of him and kissed his chest and neck. "I should be the one thanking you."

    "Really?"

    Mae took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. She teased his balls, too, encircling him in a beautiful, gentle kind of pleasure that felt both relaxing and enthralling.

    "I'm happy, Scott. Deeply happy. Happier than I've ever been. You showed me a side of myself that I didn't know existed. Your eagerness to be cuckolded opened me to the more dominant part of my personality. I thought I could never be married to someone that seemed as pathetic as a cuckold seemed to be. I was wrong, though. And I was wrong about you being pathetic."

    She kissed him on the lips. For just a moment her tongue darted into his mouth and she moaned softly.

    "I like to call you pathetic. It turns me on and I'm pretty sure it turns you on too."

    He nodded.

    "But I've learned that you're brave. You're a rare man that's fully in touch with his desires and is willing to share them without reservation or any sense of shame. I admire that, Scott. It takes bravery to be so open. It takes bravery to be willing to suck another man's cock in front of your ex-wife, to be willing to clean that man's cum from your ex-wife's pussy, to be willing to be verbally berated and humiliated by that man before he fucks your ex-wife while you watch. It takes bravery to admit that doing all of that turns you on more than if you were the one between my legs."

    "It does," he said.

    Mae kissed him again and then turned and crawled into the bed. She paused on her hands and knees and looked over her shoulder. Scott pulled his gaze from her ass and pussy - which were breathtaking - and noted her smile.

    "I'd like you to worship my ass a little," she said before slowly falling to her stomach.

    Scott crawled into the bed, spread his ex-wife's ass cheeks, and pressed his face between them. He ran his tongue over her asshole, rimming her slowly and gently while she moaned. He squeezed her ass in the way he knew she loved and was greeted with a long, low, beautiful moan.

    "I wouldn't have learned how good this could feel if it weren't for you. Some men are more than happy to lick ass a little, but most aren't willing to worship it, and I've come to love the feel of my cuck's eager tongue worshiping my tight little hole."

    Scott moaned to show his love for rimming her, but he kept at it.

    Mae reached back and rubbed her clit, lifting her hips a little to get access. Scott could hear the wetness of her pussy as she masturbated and he wanted to taste her. He knew that Mae was teasing him, though, at least somewhat. She was making him eat her ass while playing with the thing he craved more than any other and she was likely getting turned on while she did it.

    "That's good, cuck," she said before inching forward and slowly flipping onto her back as Scott remained on his stomach.

    "Your pussy is so beautiful."

    She smiled. "Yes, it is. You enjoyed my pussy, didn't you? When you were allowed to have it?"

    "Very much so, yes."

    "Being cuckolded turns you on even more than getting to fuck me though, right?"

    "It does...though it's been so long since we've had sex - since I've had sex with anyone, actually - that I imagine it would be a unique sort of pleasure to be allowed inside someone again. Inside you, in particular, because there's something very different about having sex with someone you're in love with."

    She smiled and for a moment Scott saw genuine emotion in her eyes and across her face. "You're in love with me?"

    He nodded. "I don't think I ever stopped being in love with you. Now, though...I mean, I'm getting to be what I've always wanted to be with the only woman I've ever really loved. I mean, now I'm desperately in love with you."

    Mae sat up and took his head in her hands. She guided his lips to hers for what felt to Scott like the best kiss of his life.

    "Would you say that you'd enjoy making love to me?" she asked.

    "Yes," he replied.

    "I know I spoke about you never enjoying my pussy again, but I think I've changed my mind on that. I think it will be worth letting you enjoy it every now and then so you know exactly what you're missing. I reserve the right to change my mind, of course, but I think I'll let you make love to me once or twice a year."

    Scott was suddenly awash in a desire to do that very thing, though he suspected it wouldn't be happening on that particular night.

    "You'll have to wait until our wedding night before I let you enjoy my pussy again," she said softly.

    His eyes bulged with surprise. "Our wedding night?"

    Mae smiled. "Nothing is set in stone yet, but I am planning on marrying you again. Now that you're moving in you'll have to prove that you're worthy of being my cuckold husband, but I'm confident you'll be able to do so, and if you do then we'll get married and you'll get to make love to me on our wedding night so you understand exactly what you'll be missing out on as my cuckold husband."

    Scott leaned in and Mae tilted her head. Her lips parted and he kissed her. He ran his hands down her back and enjoyed the soft, smooth feeling of the satin against his skin. She moaned into his mouth and he grabbed her ass and gently squeezed as her tongue danced with his.

    "I love you, Scott," she whispered. "Our relationship will be vastly different from when we were first married, but I love you, and I think there's a chance that I never stopped loving you, that I just needed time to come to terms with your desire and to explore my own desires."

    "Like your desire to be with a man like Andrew?"

    Mae nodded and stroked his cock. "A man that can truly fuck me. That can make my body feel things you couldn't, that you can't. A man that's superior to you in so many ways. A man that's the exact opposite of a pathetic cuck."

    Her eyes lit up. She'd switched to cuckoldress mode. Scott's fingers made their way into her pussy. Mae released his cock and moaned as he pleasured her. Then she pushed him onto his back and mounted his face.

    "Worship me, cuck," she demanded.

    Mae rode his face and Scott used his tongue to tend to her clit. He ran his fingers over her thighs. He played with her breasts in the satin slip. He moaned beneath her as she clearly neared her orgasm. He watched and delighted in her pleasure as her body trembled while she climaxed on his face.

    When she'd finished, Mae climbed off of him, rolled onto her side, and said, "Spoon me."

    Scott tucked his body against hers and Mae guided his stiff cock between her thighs. She inched her hips down and he felt the heat and wetness of her pussy against his cock. She moved her hips just a little, stimulating him with her pussy while coming nowhere close to letting him inside her.

    "Goodnight, cuck," she said.

    "I love you, Mae."

    "I love you too."

    ---

    Scott's mouth tasted of cock, precum, and his wife's pussy. The remnants of a hastily removed tuxedo lay spread on the hotel room floor. The various parts of Mae's wedding dress were strewn about as well.

    The sounds of sex filled the room. Vigorous sex. The kind of sex a hotwife has with the man she's chosen as her primary sexual partner. The kind of sex Mae was having with Andrew in the honeymoon suite.

    The wedding had been perfect. Mae had chosen a beautiful Hawaiian resort and invited just a small handful of people, in part because casual friends aren't especially excited to attend the second wedding of a couple that already failed to succeed at being married and got divorced.

    Andrew served as Scott's best man and Mae's sister as her maid of honor. The ceremony was beautiful in large part thanks to the tropical ocean side setting and the lovely gazebo the hotel had built for the purpose of nuptials.

    They'd enjoyed a fantastic meal and party on the beach afterwards. There'd been dancing of all kinds - including Andrew and Mae enjoying a fairly tame dance given that only Mae's sister knew they were fucking - and plenty of drinking to keep everyone happy as the sun went down and the night sky lit up with stars.

    Eventually everyone went back to their rooms as Mae and Scott made their way to the honeymoon suite. They spent a little time on the balcony overlooking the moonlit ocean, drank some champagne, and indulged in a wealth of kisses and talk of the beautiful life they were going to have as cuckold and hotwife, a title Mae had readily embraced the moment she'd said 'I do.'

    Then Andrew arrived. Scott welcomed him to the room and promptly thanked him for coming to satisfy his wife on their wedding night.

    Scott was instructed to remove Mae's dress, which as it turned out came off in parts. They fell to the floor where he'd taken them off and Mae hastily removed Andrew's tuxedo as they kissed. She'd gone a week without her bull's cock - a title he'd taken once Scott and Mae got married - and she was clearly desperate for him.

    Scott remained in his tuxedo as he got on his knees to suck Andrew's cock.

    "Get used to this, cuck," Mae said as she watched her husband wrap his lips around another man's thick erection. "You'll be doing quite a lot of this as my cuck husband. It will be your duty to fluff the men that satisfy me. It will be your duty to suck cock without question or argument, to show that my needs are vastly more important than yours."

    She put a hand on the back of his head and pushed. He took as much of Andrew's cock as he could and he gagged quite a bit, spitting up and dripping saliva onto his tuxedo pants.

    "Are you going to be fucking other men?" Andrew asked with a smile.

    "At some point, I'm sure," Mae answered. "Though you have nothing to worry about, baby. You fuck me better than any man ever has. As far as I'm concerned, my pussy is yours whenever you want it, even on my wedding night when my husband should be the one to have me I'm going to let you do as you please with me for a few hours before he's allowed inside me."

    Scott's cock throbbed as he watched his bride - who was dressed in delicate and insanely sexy white lace lingerie - kiss her bull. What started as a slow, gentle kiss quickly escalated into something wildly passionate as their tongues entwined and danced so beautifully while Scott dutifully sucked the throbbing cock that would soon invade his bride's pussy.

    "Scott, eat my pussy," Mae instructed.

    Scott happily shifted a little and pressed his face between her legs. He licked her pussy as she stroked her bull's cock and indulged once again in a series of deep and passionate kisses.

    "You like being the first man to fuck me on my wedding night, don't you?" she asked.

    "Damn right I do," Andrew answered.

    "You like that I'm going to make him clean your cum out of me before he gets to fuck me, don't you?"

    Andrew smiled and grasped one of her breasts. "You know I do. I like that you made him suck my dick, too."

    Mae stepped back and into the bed. Scott waited on his knees and watched as she rolled onto her back and invited Andrew on top of her. He slid his cock inside her and they began to fuck with wild abandon.

    Scott watched from his knees as another man fucked his wife. He watched as his fantasies came true. He was married to a hotwife, to a cuckoldress. He was a cuckold husband. His wife had a bull. He'd just sucked that bull's cock. He was going to clean that cum from his wife's pussy. He was probably going to serve them for a few hours before he was permitted to make love to his wife and there was every chance he wouldn't get to be inside her again until their first anniversary the next year.

    Scott watched them fuck until they'd both cum. He saw the absolute joy on Mae's face as Andrew pulled out. She was lost in that perfect post-orgasmic haze and she couldn't have been happier.

    "Clean me, cuck," she said without looking at him. "Clean my pussy."

    Scott crawled into the bed as Mae and Andrew kissed. He saw his wife's tongue move into another man's mouth as he pushed his tongue into her pussy and bathed his taste buds in cum. He cleaned her dutifully. He took his time. He licked up everything he could find. He swallowed it all and he did so happily because it was his duty as a cuckold to do so.

    When he'd finished, Mae had Scott lie on his back on the hotel room floor. She straddled his head and sat on his face. She told him she wanted to feed him the cum that had gotten deep inside her. Soon enough it began to leak into his mouth. He probed her pussy searching for more. He swallowed everything he could find and he swallowed gleefully.

    "Now suck his dick for me. Get him hard again. Your wife needs to be fucked by a real man one more time before she lets your cuck dick inside her."

    Mae stood and Scott crawled into the bed and got to work. He sucked dick as she went to the bathroom. He sucked dick as Andrew verbally humiliated him. He sucked dick and balls and he got the bull hard.

    "You know, she asked me if I'd be willing to fuck you at some point, Scott," Andrew said with a smile. "I told her I would be. I told her it would be fun to humiliate you like that, to fuck your ass while your wife watches."

    Scott was certain he wasn't lying. Why would he lie? Mae probably had asked him. Mae probably was planning on Scott getting fucked at some point, though he had no way of knowing when that would happen. He'd submit to it, though. It was his duty to submit to it as her cuckold husband.

    Mae returned to the bed and immediately sat on Andrew's cock. She rode him to two orgasms for herself and one for Andrew and she took her time in doing so. Scott cleaned them both once more.

    After a bit of time to cuddle, Andrew got dressed and left. Mae had Scott pour two glasses of champagne and they enjoyed them in the bed while talking of their future as a cuckold and hotwife couple.

    Eventually, that talk to turned to kiss. Making out, really. Like they were a young couple again. Lots of moaning and tongue action and touching. Lots of fingering and cock stroking. For Scott, it also meant a wealth of desire driven by nearly two weeks without an orgasm and the thrill of having been cuckolded on his wedding night.

    "I want you, Mae," he said when his arousal reached a fever pitch.

    She smiled and rolled onto her back. Her thighs parted and Scott got on top of her.

    "You can have me," she said. "Just once."

    He slipped into his wife. He shuddered at the intense pleasure. Being cuckolded was hugely arousing, but there was nothing in the world quite like being inside a woman, especially when that woman was Scott's wife.

    "Does it feel good?" she asked.

    "It feels amazing. Your pussy feels amazing."

    Mae kissed him deeply and whispered, "Do you want to know something amazing?"

    "Yes."

    "Andrew's cock is so big and he fucked me so hard that I can barely feel you inside me."

    Scott groaned and held off on trying to fuck his wife as hard and fast as he could. He wanted to. It would have felt amazing to do so, but he held off. He made love to her. His thrusts were slow and deep. He enjoyed the sensation of being bathed in her warmth and wetness.

    "I love that I got to watch him fuck you on our wedding night," Scott said breathlessly. "I love that I got to clean my bride's pussy of another man's cum."

    "Of a superior man's cum," she added.

    Scott groaned and Mae kissed his neck while running her hands down his back. She grabbed his ass and their lips met for a deep kiss.

    "You'll have to clean your cum out of me, too," she said.

    "I know. I don't mind. I like cleaning your pussy."

    Mae smiled. "I love you, Scott. I love that I'm your wife again, and that this time we're doing it the right way. This time we both know going in that you're going to be my cuck husband and that I'm going to be your hotwife, that I'm going to be in control of our marriage, that I'm going to pursue my pleasure as I see fit and that you're going to find your pleasure in serving me and my bulls."

    "I love you too, Mae. I love you so much."

    The lovemaking was almost at an end for Scott. His loins were tingling. His cock was hard as a rock. His balls were tight against his body.

    "Cum inside me, Scott," she said. "Cum inside your wife. Enjoy it. Savor it. You won't be inside me again until next year, until our first anniversary. Our first year of marriage will be pussy free for you, Scott."

    Scott buried his cock inside her and came as Mae moaned and held him close. She ran her hands all over his body and showered his neck and face in soft kisses.

    "That's it," she said. "Cum in me. Cum in my pussy. Cum in your wife for the first and last time this year, Scott."

    Scott enjoyed every moment of it. He enjoyed falling a little deeper in love with his wife as it happened, too.

    He stayed inside her until he went soft and they shared kisses and whispered sweet nothings during that time. Then he pulled out, kissed his way down her body, and cleaned his mess from inside her. It felt like the perfect way to celebrate being her cuck husband and Scott was truly and thoroughly overjoyed at how things had turned out since that first time Mae called him for a bit of dirty talk and cuckold humiliation.

    Now he was married again. Now he was a cuckold. Now she was a hotwife. Now he was the happiest man on Earth and he was going to spend the rest of their lives doing everything he could to make sure that Mae was as happy as a hotwife could be.

    The End.

  
    Dirty Talk - You Get Fucked

    Welcome to ‘Dirty Talk,’ a series of short stories that are heavy on naughty (and sometimes nasty) dirty talk of the sort that a cuckold would to hear his wife offer up.

    With these stories, I aim to explore a variety of cuckolding scenarios and pepper each with loads and loads of dirty talk. The first two are heavy on bisexual play, but these will cover the full range of cuckold pleasures, so I promise the series will include lots of content you’ll enjoy.

    
      
    

    “No whining,” I say.

    “But…” you protest.

    “I said no whining,” I repeat. “You can’t stop this. It’s happening. You’re getting fucked tonight. You’re getting fucked right now.”

    You feel him get in the bed behind you. You turn your head to look back but I grab a handful of your hair and redirect your gaze to my eyes.

    “You sowed the seeds for this the first time you asked me to cuckold you,” I say. “It was pathetic. You begged me to fuck someone else. You begged me to find a man with a real cock. You begged me to find someone that could satisfy me. I was happy to have mediocre sex with you. I didn’t need to expand my horizons, but the moment you begged me to break the covenant of marriage and fuck someone else you became a different man in my eyes. You became the pathetic creature you are today. You became a cuckold. Now you’re going to complete that journey and take a man’s cock in your ass. You’re going to get fucked to complete your transformation from man to bitch.”

    He squirts lube on your ass. It’s cool and slippery and for a moment it feels kind of nice. He slips a finger inside you and there’s a little bit of pain, but it’s not so bad.

    “Beg him to fuck you,” I say. “Beg him to turn you into the little bitch we both know you are. Beg him to make you his faggot.”

    “I…I can’t,” you reply.

    I smile. “Of course you can. After all, you had no trouble begging him to fuck me, did you? You got on your knees, looked up at him, and begged him to satisfy your wife. You told him that you couldn’t hope to satisfy me, that you needed him to cuckold you, that you needed him to give your wife the pleasure she deserves. You humiliated yourself in front of me and your little dick throbbed as you did it. You’re perfectly capable of humiliating yourself again. So do it, cuckold. Look back at my bull and beg him to take what remains of your dignity by taking your anal virginity.”

    I know you're scared, but I also know that you want this. I know that you crave the loss of dignity. I know that you crave the humiliation. I know that you want to feel him take your ass because that's just the kind of man you are.

    "Do it," I say. "Look at him and beg him to fuck you. Beg him to make you his little faggot bitch. Beg him to stretch your asshole with his big cock."

    You turn your head and look at him as he works a second finger into your asshole. He returns your stare, but he doesn't say a word. You open your mouth, but you can't quite form the words. You turn and look at me once more.

    I lean in, smile, and say, "Your dick is hard, cuck. You can pretend like you just can't do it, but your dick is hard as a rock. I'll bet your heart is pounding, too. I can see the desire on your face, you pathetic fucking faggot." I reach up and slip two fingers into your mouth. You offer no resistance. "If you don't beg him, you're not going to get what you want, cuck. You're not going to get fucked in the ass. You're not going to get to watch me enjoy his cock, either. You beg him or you're going to be denied every bit of pleasure you crave for a long, long time."

    I pull my fingers from your mouth and wipe them across your face. You look back at him. He smiles again. This time, you part your lips and words come out. "Please, fuck me," you say. "Please...please fuck my ass. Please fuck my fa...please fuck my faggot ass."

    "Sir," he replies.

    "Please, sir, fuck my faggot ass," you say.

    He pulls his fingers from your ass, lubes his cock, and slaps the head against your asshole.

    "Doesn't that feel good, cuck?" I ask. "Doesn't it feel good to have a real man behind you? Doesn't it feel good to know that you're about to take a real man's cock in your ass?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    Your cock is dripping precum now. You can pretend that you're not into the humiliation of being fucked, but it's painfully obvious that you can't wait for him to take your anal virginity.

    "Now you have some idea of how I felt the first time he fucked me," I say. "I'd been used to your worthless little dick, to having a little beta bitch slide his cock inside me. I'd been used to being fucked by a useless man that would end up my cocksucking cuckold, so you can imagine how wet I was when he took me that first time. He fucked me like you're about to be fucked, you little bitch, and he made me cum harder than you'd ever made me cum."

    He applies pressure and the tip slides into your ass. You wince and your head whips around. You open your mouth to tell him to stop, but I grab a handful of your hair and pull so hard that you cry out in pain. I turn your head until you're looking into my eyes.

    "You'll take it without complaint," I say. "You'll do so because you're not a real man. You're a cuckold. You couldn't fuck your wife to her satisfaction so you begged me to let someone else do the job a husband is supposed to do. You let another man take your place in our bed, and now you're going to accept the consequences. You're going to take a good, hard, deep fucking from him and show us both exactly what kind of man you are. Just a little bitch. A cock loving faggot that begs another man to fuck him in the ass for his wife's pleasure."

    He fills your asshole. You feel his pubic hair against your ass. You feel the incredible thickness of his cock stretching your ass.

    "You're full of cock, faggot," I say as I reach down and play with my pussy.

    You can hear how wet I am, how much it turns me on to see you robbed of your manhood. It makes you happy. You're a cuckold, after all, and your wife's pleasure is the only thing that matters to you.

    "Please, fuck me," you say.

    I moan. It turns me on to hear you surrender to his pleasure and mine. It turns me on to hear you embrace your place.

    He pulls out and slides his cock inside you. The wetness of the lube means the bedroom fills with the sounds of deep penetration. His pelvis slams into your ass with every thrust. The sound of flesh meeting flesh reverberates off the walls.

    "Fuck my husband," I say. "Make him your little bitch. Fuck his tight ass. Stretch it out. Take his virginity. Take his dignity. Take his manhood. Make sure he never forgets his place and then dump your load in his faggot ass."

    He pumps your asshole with hard, deep thrusts. He fills you over and over. He brings his hand down on your ass and you cry out in pain.

    "Harder," you beg him. I moan as you act like the little bitch I've turned you into since cuckolding you for the first time. "Please, fuck my faggot ass harder. Fuck my faggot ass and dump your load inside me!"

    "You're such a filthy whore," I say. "A filthy faggot whore. Taking my bull's cock like a nasty little slut, begging him to pump his seed into your worthless ass. You're making me so wet, cuckold. So fucking wet."

    That's the part you love. That's the part that turns you on more than any other. That's why your worthless little dick is so hard.

    My bull grunts as he digs his fingers into your hips and fucks you harder. He's getting closer.

    "Beg him to cum in your ass, faggot," I say.

    "Please...please...cum in my ass," you beg. "Please, cum in my cuckold faggot ass."

    He buries his cock inside you. He paints your rectum with his load. He fills you up while I rub my clit furiously and experience a hugely pleasurable orgasm. My body shakes with pleasure, as does his.

    You feel a certain kind of bliss, too, for you've served your purpose and made us both cum. What a good cuckold you are.

  Dirty Talking Handjob from Your Wife
Her fingers feel soft and warm as they wrap around your erection. You’ve spent the last hour watching her get ready for her date and you’re already thinking about the incredible sex she’s going to have with another man. She knows this as she gently strokes you and whispers into your ear.“Do you want me to fuck him?”
This is your ritual. Before she leaves to sleep with another man she makes you tell her that it’s what you want. 
“Yes, I want you to fuck him. Please fuck him. Please,” you say, practically begging your wife to take another man’s cock inside her tonight.
“Do you want me to suck his cock?” she asks, continuing to gently stroke your throbbing cock.
“Yes, I want you to suck his cock.”
“Do you want me to swallow his cum?” 
Tonight’s date is with a guy that cums at least twice when she gets together with him. She likes to remind you of that fact before she sees him.
“Yes, I want you to swallow his cum.”
You’re close to cumming so she releases your cock and kisses you gently.
“Thank you honey,” she says with a sweet smile on her face and a loving look in her eyes.
You watch as she walks down the hallway, her ass breathtaking in the tight red dress you chose and her legs long and lean in matching high heels. She had you choose the outfit and you picked your absolute favorite so her date would be especially aroused and fuck her with the kind of vigor your wife craves.


You receive a text: “We’re almost back. Look out the window.”
His car turns into the driveway and when they pull up in front of the garage the automatic light goes on. You’re too high up to see their faces but after he puts the car in park it’s easy to tell they’re kissing. 
His hands slip into her dress and he plays with her perky tits. She reaches for his crotch, which you have a good view of, and massages his cock. Without breaking the kiss she manages to unzip his pants and pull out his erection.
Her head moves to his lap and she takes him into her mouth, swallowing him almost instantly. You’re not often given the privilege of her mouth on your cock, but you remember how good it feels and you’re jealous. Your arousal is stronger though and you rub the front of your pants, not wanting to pull out your cock for fear that you’ll cum.
She bobs up and down on his dick eagerly, her hand following her mouth and doubling down on his pleasure. He rests a hand on the back of her head, applying just a hint of pressure to push her deeper down. She can very nearly deepthroat him, no doubt thanks to a great deal of practice. 
You can tell he’s getting close to cumming when his hips begin to thrust up to push his cock into her mouth. His fingers grasp her hair as he’s climaxing and she stops moving up and down as she works to take his cum without spilling a drop. She gives the head of his cock a lick and a kiss and then hops out of the car, waving goodbye as he pulls out of the driveway a happier man than when he pulled in.
You open the front door just as she’s about to turn the knob and she smiles at you. Her arms are around your neck and her tongue is in your mouth in an instant. She’s giddy at having just blown her date and now she’s sharing the sticky, salty taste of his cum with you. Your erection pushes into her stomach and you feel what can only be described as cuckold bliss. The taste of his cum is arousing in a way you can’t describe.
“Do you like the way I taste?” she asks after breaking the kiss.
The wicked smile on her face tells you she already knows your answer, “I love it.”
“Would you like another taste?”
There’s no need to answer this time. You kiss again and this time you’re the aggressor. Your tongues dance eagerly and once again you can taste the remnants of his cum, of the orgasm your wife just sucked out of him.
“Let’s go to the bedroom. I want to make you cum,” she says, leading you down the hallway with the sway of her stunning ass in the red dress.
You follow without hesitation, eager to feel her hand on your cock as she brings you to orgasm. Your wife always takes care of you after she’s been on a date. She finds her satisfaction with them and she treats you to a loving, sensual handjob.
You strip quickly as you watch the red dress fall from her body. Her lack of underwear makes your cock jump. Her perky breasts and tight ass still drive you crazy, especially since you know another man was enjoying them not long ago.
She beckons you to the bed and presses her naked body against yours as her fingers trace down your chest and find your cock between your legs, teasing your skin with a soft touch over the journey. 
“You’re so hard. Is that because I just sucked cock while you watched?” she asks in the flirty tone you love so much.
“Yes,” you say as the breath rushes out of you from the intense pleasure of feeling her hand wrapped around your cock.
“Are you excited because you know I got fucked tonight, that I came on another man’s cock? Are you excited because you know I came multiple times?” she asks while tightening her grip and increasing her pace.
You’re breathing heavily now and you can feel your orgasm building. Your mind is awash with thoughts of her getting fucked, her legs wrapped around her lover as he thrusts into her. She moans beneath him, urges him to fuck her harder, and tells him she’s cumming. She loves having sex with him while you’re at home. She loves cuckolding you.
“That wasn’t the first time I sucked his cock tonight. I was on my knees on his living room floor almost as soon as he closed the door behind us. I couldn’t want to have him in my mouth. I couldn’t wait to feel his hands in my hair, pushing me deeper on his cock until I had swallowed it all. I love sucking his cock, baby.”
You love that she loves sucking his cock. You love that your wife is another man’s cocksucker, that she eagerly blows him every time she sees him and that you’re relegated to handjobs. You love it so much that you can’t resist cumming. Your seed spills over her fingers and squirts onto your stomach. She grabs a few tissues from the nightstand and lovingly cleans you up, kissing you on the cheek before walking to the bathroom to shower.

    Discovering Her Husband's Cuckold Cravings - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Much to her surprise, Isabelle felt her mind drifting towards thoughts of Drew in the week after her encounter at the bar. She knew it was at least in part because Nathan couldn’t help but bring it up every time they fooled around, but that wasn’t the only reason. There was something else. Something deeper. It was like her body was calling out for Drew, like kissing him and getting just a little bit handsy had unlocked something in her.

    It wasn’t until a week after her encounter at the bar that Isabelle brought up the idea of getting in touch with Drew. She was prepared for Nathan’s fantasy to clash with reality and completely evaporate, but she couldn’t help but hope that he’d be on board for her texting with the man she’d kissed.

    They’d just gone to dinner and were strolling along the well-lit river that ran through the middle of their small city when Isabelle broached the subject.

    “So, what would you think about me getting in touch with Drew?” Isabelle asked. She’d considered a variety of approaches and being direct struck her as the best.

    “Seriously?” Nathan asked. The tone in his voice indicated his desire and the look on his face confirmed Isabelle’s first reaction. It was as if she’d said what he’d been thinking all week.

    Isabelle offered a smile and replied, “Yes, seriously. Would that be crazy of me, or would you be okay with me sending a text and seeing if he remembers me?”

    “I’m sure he remembers you,” Nathan said. “How could he not remember you? That would be crazy. How could anyone not remember you?”

    Isabelle leaned into Nathan and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “You’re sweet, but you’re my husband. You have to think that way.”

    Nathan laughed. “I suppose that’s true, but you’re irresistible, Isabelle. Plus, you kissed him. You kind of played with his cock in a parking lot. I’m absolutely certain he remembers you. Plus, it was only a week ago. He’d have to have some sort of brain disorder to have forgotten you by now.”

    Isabelle couldn’t help but smile as it dawned on her just how insecure she felt with regards to Drew. In the moment she’d rolled with everything that had happened, but now she was genuinely worried that he wouldn’t like her, or that their brief adventure had been entirely forgettable, that she was forgettable.

    “You still haven’t answered my question,” she said.

    “Oh, sorry. I guess I just thought the answer was obvious. I would absolutely be on board with you getting in touch with Drew,” Nathan answered. “I mean, I don’t want to come off as too eager, but I can’t think of anything hotter than you seeing Drew again.”

    Isabelle couldn’t help but laugh a little.

    “What?” Nathan asked.

    “It’s just, well, you’ve kind of failed at not trying to seem too eager,” Isabelle replied as she glanced between her husband’s legs. He’d sprouted a minor but noticeable bulge that she assumed was caused by thinking of her and Drew.

    Nathan looked down and smiled. “I didn’t think it was noticeable.”

    He looked towards one of the many benches the city had installed along the river and pulled Isabelle towards it so they could sit.

    “Okay, so, it should be obvious to you that I’m okay with you getting in touch with Drew,” Nathan continued. “So, you know, you should do it.”

    “Have you really thought about this, Nathan?” she asked. “I can’t predict the future, but if Drew and I see each other again there’s a good chance we’ll do more than kiss. I can’t say what we’d do – maybe it would just be kissing and groping – but it might be more than that. Are you really prepared for that? I mean, beyond the fantasy part of it. Are you prepared for it to become reality?”

    “I think so,” Nathan said, though he looked just a little bit unsure. Isabelle liked that, though. She wanted him to do at least a little bit of real thinking about his fantasy turning into reality. “I guess it’s kind of hard to know, though. I mean, say it is kissing and groping. When I think about that, it really turns me on.”

    Isabelle glanced between his legs once more and was greeted with the sight of a full-on erection. She resisted the urge to reach out and play with it, though the idea held a great deal of appeal.

    “So, what if I came home from a date with Drew and told you that he’d put his hand up my shirt and played with my breasts while we were kissing?” Isabelle asked. “How would that make you feel?”

    “Would you be wearing a bra?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle couldn’t help but flash a quick, naughty smile as she looked down at the soft white sweater she’d picked for their date. “Let’s say I’m wearing this sweater that you like so much. It would work just fine without a bra, so let’s say I’m not wearing one on this theoretical date. Let’s say Drew’s hands are up my shirt and he’s playing with my breasts as we’re kissing. How would it make you feel, truly? How would you feel knowing that your wife has someone else’s hands on her bare breasts?”

    Nathan closed his eyes and a quiet groan escaped his lips. Isabelle assumed that meant he found the scenario she described quite pleasurable and she couldn’t help but get caught up in the intense desire her husband seemed to be feeling.

    “What if I decided I wanted to play with him, too?” she asked.

    Nathan opened his eyes and said, “What does that mean?”

    Isabelle was quite certain that her husband knew what she meant. He just wanted to hear her say it. She looked both ways down the path to make sure they were alone and turned back to Nathan. She reached between his legs and stroked his stiff cock through his pants.

    “What if…well, what if I wanted to feel Drew’s cock? What if I wanted to unzip his pants and wrap my fingers around his cock as he played with my breasts? What if I wanted to make him feel good like he was making me feel good?” she asked.

    Isabelle seriously considered unzipping Nathan’s pants and pulling out his cock, but to do so in public was too risky. Instead, she settled for playing with him through his pants and watching his face as the obvious pleasure she was providing washed over it.

    “How would that make you feel, Nathan?” she asked. “How would it make you feel if Drew played with my breasts as I stroked his cock? How would it make you feel if I made another man feel good?”

    “I’d…I’d love it,” Nathan said. “I would, Isabelle. Fuck, I’d love it.”

    Isabelle wasn’t sure if she could believe him, but she liked that he seemed so enthusiastic. They’d stepped a little beyond the realm of fantasy – though they still weren’t anywhere near reality – and he still seemed intensely excited. Plus, he hadn’t gotten upset at her kissing someone else. Perhaps Nathan really would be okay with Isabelle seeing Drew again.

    “Would it be okay if I texted him right now?” Isabelle asked.

    “Yes,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle pulled her hand from between his legs and said, “Nathan, you need to give this some real thought. Don’t just tell me to text him because you think it’s really hot. Think about what might happen if I text him and he and I see each other again.”

    Isabelle wanted Nathan to agree. The truth was, she wanted to see Drew again. She’d spent her week thinking about him. She’d thought about the kiss and the way Drew touched her. She’d thought about doing what she described to Nathan, about having Drew play with her breasts as they made out. She’d thought about playing with his cock. She just didn’t want to come right out and say it because she didn’t want to hurt Nathan if he wasn’t actually into her going further with another man.

    “Isabelle, I’ve spent years thinking about it. I know those have been fantasies, but I’m not lying when I say it’s been years. This isn’t some new thing for me. I never said anything because it’s kind of embarrassing, but it’s my fantasy. I know fantasies sometimes make for a messy reality, but I want to at least try it,” Nathan explained.

    Isabelle searched his face as if it would reveal some deeper truth than the words he spoke. There was nothing to be found, of course. She would have to go on faith.

    “Would it be okay if I texted him right now?” she asked.

    Nathan nodded.

    Isabelle pulled her phone from her purse and brought up her contacts. She found Drew’s number and looked at Nathan. “I’m going to ask him if he wants to get a drink tonight. Right now, in fact.”

    Nathan said nothing, but the excited look on his face spoke volumes.

    Isabelle typed out a text as quickly as possible. She wanted to send it before she lost the nerve. She certainly wasn’t committing to anything but asking Drew to join her for a drink, but Isabelle’s body wanted her to commit. The moment she hit ‘send’ she felt a surprising kind of tingle between her legs. It was desire. It was a deep desire to feel more of what she’d experienced last week when she kissed Drew.

    He texted her back almost immediately: “I’d love to. Just tell me when and where.”

    Isabelle showed Nathan her phone as a giddy smile broke across her face. He read the message and looked up at her.

    “Are you going to do it?” Nathan asked.

    “Of course,” Isabelle replied. “The question is, what are you going to do?”

    “What do you mean?” he asked.

    “Well, do you want to go home and wait until I return, or do you want to watch a little bit? After all, this is your fantasy, right? Wouldn’t you like to watch me kiss another man tonight? Wouldn’t you like to see him touch me?” Isabelle asked.

    She was pushing Nathan on purpose. She wanted to see how he responded to his fantasy inching closer to reality. Could he handle watching? Could he even handle the idea of watching?

    “Yes, I want to see that,” Nathan said. “Would you really be okay with that?”

    “Can you agree not to interrupt? Drew doesn’t know I’m married,” Isabelle said.

    “Really?” he asked.

    “Yes, I took my ring off at the bar. I didn’t want it getting in the way of a little flirty fun,” Isabelle explained.

    Nathan seemed thrilled at the idea. “Okay. I promise I won’t interrupt. I’ll just watch.”

    “You can’t be too obvious about it,” Isabelle added. “I don’t want Drew getting weirded out because he thinks someone is eyeballing us.”

    “I’ll find a dark spot to watch from,” Nathan said.

    Isabelle grabbed her phone and sent Drew another text. She directed him to a bar that was walking distance from where she and Nathan were. It also happened to have plenty of dimly lit booths that would allow for the kind of fun Isabelle hoped she might have with Drew.

    “I’ll see you soon,” Drew texted back.

    Isabelle put her phone in her purse and stood.

    “Is he coming?” Nathan asked.

    “Yes,” she replied. “He’s going to meet me at that bar right around the corner. The one with all the dark booths.”

    Nathan smiled. “You think of everything, don’t you?”

    Isabelle set her purse on the bench and lifted the back of her sweater. She reached up to unhook her bra and carefully worked it off while keeping her sweater on. She dropped it in her purse and smiled at her husband. “Now I’ve thought of everything.”

    Again Nathan had a look of pure wonder on his face. Isabelle knew he was picturing someone else playing with her breasts. She’d painted the picture earlier and now it was playing in Nathan’s head over and over.

    “Let’s go,” she said.

    They walked hand-in-hand towards the bar and Isabelle’s excitement grew with each step. Last week she’d kissed drew in a wild, uncharacteristically out of control moment, but this time felt like she was taking a bigger leap. This was something she’d planned and she was eager to give Drew more than he’d already enjoyed. She wanted it. Her body wanted it. Her husband wanted it too.

    “Let’s go in separately,” she said. “I’ll go first and find a booth. You come in after and make sure you find a good place to watch where you won’t be noticed. Okay?”

    Nathan nodded and Isabelle gave him a quick kiss on the cheek before letting his hand go and heading towards the bar.

    Once inside Isabelle surveyed the available booths and picked one in a particularly dark corner. There was no reason she and Drew had to fool around in the bar, but it seemed like the easiest place to give Nathan a view of the action.

    She slipped her ring off and dropped it into her purse before sending Drew a quick text to let him know she’d arrived and had found a booth for them. Not long after Nathan appeared. He quickly glanced her way and then walked towards a booth on the other side of the bar. Isabelle smiled at his willingness to follow directions, as it seemed unlikely that Drew would spot Nathan from his chosen seat.

    All that remained was for Drew to arrive. Then Isabelle would find out if her desire for him was real and if Nathan was actually interested in his fantasy becoming reality. Only time would tell.
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    “Hey,” Drew said as he appeared at the edge of the booth.

    Isabelle smiled and slid over. “Hey,” she replied. “It’s good to see you.”

    Drew sat down and moved closer. Isabelle’s body came alive with desire. Her heart pounded and again she experienced a wonderful, surprising kind of tingle between her legs.

    “You look beautiful,” Drew said.

    Isabelle responded by kissing him. She couldn’t help it. She couldn’t contain her desire. She pressed her lips against his and reached out to caress his thigh. She made her intention known and Drew welcomed it. His lips parted and his tongue slipped into her mouth as Isabelle moved her fingers towards his crotch. She wasn’t going to stroke his cock mere moments after he sat down, but she didn’t mind teasing him with the idea that she would.

    “Wow,” Drew said as the kiss ended. “It’s really good to see you.”

    “Hey there,” the waitress said before flashing a bright smile. “Can I get you two anything?”

    “Yes,” Drew replied. “I would love a beer. I’m not picky, though. Whatever you have on tap is fine.”

    “And for you?” the waitress asked.

    Isabelle leaned into Drew and her hand found its way to his thigh once more as she said, “I would love a martini.”

    “I’ll have those for you shortly,” the waitress said before turning and striding towards the next table.

    Isabelle reached up and directed Drew’s mouth back to hers for another kiss as a wild sort of hunger overtook her. Their lips parted once more. Their tongues danced again. This time Isabelle leaned against the back wall and pulled Drew with her.

    “I don’t want to come off as desperate, but I’ve been thinking about you all week,” Isabelle said. “I can’t help it.”

    Drew smiled and his hand worked its way up the outside of her leg and under her sweater. He teased the soft, warm flesh just above her waist and said, “Me too. There was just something about that kiss in the parking lot. I can’t seem to get you out of my head.”

    They kissed again as Drew’s fingers moved over Isabelle’s skin. When they traveled north she moaned into his mouth, signaling her willingness to be touched in the direction he was heading.

    When Drew’s hand reached her breast Isabelle sucked on his tongue. It happened instinctively and she went with it. She let her body guide her into what felt like entirely new territory. After all, a man she wasn’t married to was rolling her nipple between his fingers and doing so in a bar while her husband watched.

    “I want you, Isabelle,” Drew said as he moved his fingers to her other breast and deftly massaged her eager flesh in a manner that left her brain foggy with desire.

    “I want you too,” she replied. It wasn’t until that moment that Isabelle realized just how badly she wanted Drew. It seemed that seeing him, kissing him, and being touched by him again had unleashed a deep-seated desire that had grown in the week since they’d met.

    Isabelle knew she couldn’t have sex with Drew. It was too fast. She hadn’t talked about it with Nathan, so despite her body’s obvious desire for the new man in her life, Isabelle had to wait.

    “I can’t go there this quickly, though,” Isabelle added. “Would you be willing to settle for a little less than having all of me?”

    “Of course,” Drew said. “I’d be okay if we spent the night doing little more than drinking and kissing.”

    Isabelle smiled. “I think my breasts would be sad if that’s all we did. After all, you’re quite good with your fingers.”

    She didn’t give Drew a chance to respond. Instead, Isabelle kissed him again. Drew’s fingers went to work and she marveled at how spectacularly good it felt to have him playing with her breasts. She couldn’t tell if he was better than Nathan or if it was simply the thrill of having another man touch her, but it felt spectacularly good.

    They were still kissing when the waitress brought their drinks over. Drew pulled back and sat up straight as Isabelle couldn’t quite make eye contact with the young lady as she placed a martini in front of her.

    “Sorry about that,” Isabelle said.

    “Don’t be,” the waitress replied. “Trust me, I’ve seen a lot worse. I mean, a lot worse. Why do think the lighting is so dark in here?” She laughed. “You two have fun.”

    Drew grabbed his glass of beer and laughed. “I can’t remember the last time I felt so desperate to be with someone.”

    Isabelle couldn’t resist letting her hand wander under the table and between his legs. She found his cock immediately. It had grown down one side of his pants and he was wonderfully erect. It felt so long and thick and she couldn’t help but think of Nathan and how much he would enjoy her fucking someone with a bigger cock.

    For just a moment Isabelle considered the feasibility of crawling under the table and giving Drew a blowjob. She couldn’t shake her desire to see his cock, to have her fingers around it, and to give Drew the kind of pleasure that would make him want to come back to her.

    Isabelle dismissed the notion – she wasn’t going to give a blowjob in a bar – but the fact that she thought about it and that the idea of getting caught and thrown out was what really deterred her only confirmed that she was subject to an overwhelming kind of desire for a man she’d just met a week ago. There was no doubt her desire was also fueled by Nathan’s interest in her being with another man, but it was still surprisingly intense.

    “How about a toast?” Drew suggested as Isabelle removed her fingers from the bulge between his legs.

    “What should we toast to?” she asked.

    Drew took a moment to consider before lifting his glass and saying, “A toast to the magic of finding someone that you desire with all of your being.”

    Isabelle smiled. It was a little cheesy, but their attraction did feel a little bit magical. They barely knew each other and yet her body was practically screaming for Isabelle to drag Drew into the bathroom or out to her car so she could have him inside her. It took every bit of strength she had to resist doing that very thing.

    They drank to Drew’s toast and Isabelle took a long sip of her exceptionally well-made, strong martini before gently placing her glass on the table and kissing him again.

    It was such a simple thing, but the sense of pure, unbridled joy she felt at kissing Drew was irresistible. Isabelle would have been happy kissing and fooling around with him all night long. Every touch was electric. Every second their lips were pressed together was like a second in their own personal Heaven.

    It wasn’t until Drew’s fingers made their way between her legs to press against her pussy through the layers of denim and lace that Isabelle knew she needed him to make her cum. The moment she felt even a little bit of pressure against her clit it was like her loins came alive in an entirely unexpected way. What had been desire transformed into need. It would no longer suffice to fool around with Drew. She needed to climax, and while she could have dismissed her date and let her husband provide the orgasm, Isabelle wanted the best version. She wanted Drew to provide it.

    She held off until they’d finished their drinks. Once Drew’s glass was empty Isabelle said, “What do you say we fool around somewhere a little more private?”

    Drew pulled out his wallet, dropped some cash on the table, and rushed out of the booth. He took a moment to adjust his pants so his erection wasn’t quite as noticeable and then offered his hand.

    Isabelle took it and they hurriedly walked towards the exit. She assumed Nathan would follow and do his best to stay out of sight, though she didn’t look back to check and it wasn’t possible to send him a quick text.

    “I drove here,” he said. “My car has a roomy backseat.”

    “That’s perfect,” Isabelle said.

    Drew picked up the pace as Isabelle resisted the urge to break into a full sprint to get to his car. He pulled out his keys and pushed a button and the back lights of an SUV lit up. Drew opened the back door and gestured for Isabelle to get in.

    She did so without hesitation. Drew had guessed correctly that she didn’t want to go back to his place. Getting into the backseat meant he was more than happy to fool around in the parking lot.

    They were kissing again the moment the door shut. His hand moved under her sweater and his fingers found her nipples. Isabelle moaned into his mouth as Drew once again proved his skill at foreplay. Her loins came alive with a tingly, delightful form of desire. Her heart pounded as lust coursed through her body.

    Isabelle reached between Drew’s legs and unzipped his pants. Her fingers ventured inside and into his briefs. She felt the thick, stiff flesh of his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and worked him out of his pants. She stroked his impressive length and felt her desire reach an unprecedented level.

    “Sit back,” Isabelle said. “Against the door.”

    Drew leaned against the door and Isabelle pushed his legs open. She moved between them and took a moment to stroke his cock as she studied it. He looked even bigger than she’d expected. The head was plump and perfectly smooth and he was thick enough that she was quite certain she wouldn’t be able to fit much of him in her mouth.

    That didn’t stop her from trying, though. Isabelle wrapped her lips around the head of Drew’s cock and ran her tongue over the underside. His moans filled the car as she looked up to see his eyes closed and his mouth agape.

    “Fuck, Isabelle, that feels incredible,” he said.

    She moaned around his cock and offered all the pleasure she could muster. She was going to make Drew cum. She wasn’t sure if it was her mouth or her hand that would provide the orgasm, but she’d determined that he was going to cum. She only hoped he would be willing to return the favor.

    His cock slipped from between her lips with an audible pop as Isabelle stroked him. “Your cock is perfect,” she said. “It tastes good too.”

    Drew opened his mouth to say something but Isabelle cut him off by taking him into her mouth once more. She sucked and stroked and she would have played with his balls if she’d bothered to take his pants off first.

    “Isabelle, I’m close,” Drew said. “This feels so fucking good that I’m close.”

    Isabelle knew she’d cum quickly too, so if Drew’s desire was anything like hers it was no surprise he was on the brink of cumming in her mouth.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming,” Drew said.

    He reached up and pressed his hands against the roof as the head of his cock swelled in Isabelle’s mouth. A moment later a flood of cum hit her tongue. She sealed her lips around his flesh and took everything he offered. After the last pulse Isabelle pulled her lips from his cock and swallowed. She smiled and Drew offered a hazy, joyful look.

    “That was the best orgasm I’ve had in a long, long time,” he said. “And, if you’re willing, I’d very much like to return the favor.”

    Isabelle leaned against the door on her side of the car, unbuttoned her pants, and worked them off. She dropped them onto the floor and smiled. Drew took the hint and moved between her legs. He pulled aside her panties and ran his fingers over her pussy lips.

    “You’re soaked,” he said before slipping two fingers inside her.

    “I really, really like fooling around with you,” she said. “And it turns out that making you cum was quite the turn on.”

    Drew smiled before turning his attention to her pussy. He pressed his lips against her flesh and extended his tongue and a moment later Isabelle felt an explosion of pleasure as he licked her clit.

    She arched her back and moaned and in that moment she saw Nathan watching from the parking lot. He was far enough away that he probably couldn’t see what was happening, which meant all he knew was that his wife was fooling around with another man in his car.

    Fortunately for him, Isabelle would have one hell of a story to tell her husband after she’d had her orgasm.
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    Isabelle watched Drew’s car pull out of the parking lot as she waved goodbye to the man whose cum she’d just swallowed. She could still feel a delightful tingling sensation in her loins from the orgasm he’d provided with his exceptionally talented tongue and fingers.

    With Drew gone, Isabelle turned her attention to Nathan. After watching from afar he’d made his way to their parking space and was leaning against their car as she approached. He said nothing, but Isabelle could see the signs of excitement in her husband. The erection making a small tent in his pants was obvious, but there was also the way his fingers fidgeted with the door handle and the way his feet couldn’t seem to keep still. To Isabelle’s eyes, Nathan seemed to be dealing with a whole host of feelings. She only hoped they were of a pleasant variety.

    Isabelle approached with a smile on her face and stopped in front of her husband. She studied his face while he gazed into her eyes. She smiled and he did the same.

    “How much could you see?” she asked.

    “Enough to know that you almost certainly had an orgasm in Drew’s car,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle reached up and rested a hand on her husband’s chest. She heard a sharp intake of breath as she touched him.

    “I did,” she said. “In fact, I had an incredible orgasm. I came harder than I thought possible. I think…I think it’s because I was so turned on. I’m honestly not sure I’ve ever been so turned on.”

    Isabelle leaned closer until she felt Nathan’s stiff cock press into her. He groaned at the simple form of erotic contact and she suspected he’d cum with remarkable swiftness if she pulled out his cock and offered him pleasure.

    “He had an orgasm too,” Isabelle said.

    “How?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle saw the excitement on her husband’s face, but he seemed a little nervous too. She wondered if she could offer an answer that he would find troubling, or was he simply experiencing an unavoidable kind of nervousness that was endemic to his fantasy.

    “He came in my mouth,” Isabelle answered.

    Nathan closed his eyes and groaned in a way she hadn’t heard before. It was like his pleasure was purer and more potent and so he needed to generate an entirely new kind of sound to express it.

    When he opened his eyes Nathan asked, “You…does that mean that you…”

    “That I gave him a blowjob?” Isabelle said to finish the question for him.

    Nathan nodded.

    “It does,” she said.

    Isabelle leaned closer and kissed her husband’s neck. His hands moved to her waist and he pulled her body against his before gently grasping her ass. She was quite certain he would have fucked her right there in the parking lot if she wanted it.

    “His cock…Nathan…it was so big,” Isabelle whispered. “It was so fucking big.”

    She reached down to play with Nathan’s cock through his pants, eliciting yet another groan.

    “He was so much bigger than you,” Isabelle said.

    “Isabelle…” Nathan replied, but again he couldn’t seem to form a full sentence.

    Isabelle was delighted at how worked up she was getting. She’d cum mere minutes ago and now her body seemed primed for another climax as she shifted to building arousal between her husband’s legs.

    “I gave someone else a blowjob, Nathan,” Isabelle said as she thought about Drew’s cock and how good it felt to make him moan for her. Her voice was laden with intense lust as she said, “I sucked someone else’s cock, Nathan. I sucked his cock and he came in my mouth. I swallowed for him, Nathan. I swallowed his cum. I swallowed another man’s cum.”

    Isabelle was awash in the same kind of desire that had driven her to take Drew’s cock into her mouth. It was a wondrous kind of lust that her husband’s fantasy had unlocked and she wanted to reward him for that. She glanced around the parking lot, saw that it was empty except for the two of them, and took a risk.

    Isabelle sank to her knees and unzipped Nathan’s pants. She reached inside, pulled out his cock, and took him in her mouth before he had a chance to object.

    She knew Nathan was smaller than Drew, but actually feeling the difference was remarkable. Drew’s cock necessitated opening her mouth far wider and, much to her surprise, there was something about his exceptional size that made going down on him just a little bit hotter.

    Nathan knew none of that, though. All he knew was that his cock was deep in his wife’s mouth and his uncontrolled moans indicated that he was thoroughly enjoying that experience.

    Isabelle pulled back and wrapped her fingers around his spit-soaked shaft. She stroked Nathan – avoiding the head to ensure she didn’t provide too much pleasure – and asked, “Do you like being the second man in my mouth tonight, Nathan?”

    “Yes. Fuck yes,” he said.

    “Do you like knowing that Drew’s cum is already inside me?” Isabelle asked, “That he came in my mouth and I swallowed for him?”

    “Fuck…yes, Isabelle, I love that. I fucking love it,” Nathan said in a breathless manner that signaled his impending orgasm.

    “Do you like that I loved sucking his cock?” she asked. “Do you like that it turned me on to have such a big, beautiful cock in my mouth?”

    Nathan nodded. It seemed as though he was struggling to speak, as if the pleasure Isabelle offered was so intense that he couldn’t make his mouth form the words.

    “Do you want to cum in my mouth, Nathan?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Do you want to cum in my mouth just like Drew did?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said, though the word was strained, likely from the intense feelings pinballing their way through his body.

    Isabelle smiled. Despite being on her knees in a parking lot, she felt powerful in a way she quite liked, and that was on top of the simple, exquisite joy of being responsible for her husband’s obvious pleasure.

    Isabelle took Nathan in her mouth once more. She gave a vigorous, wet blowjob with the intention of providing the most pleasurable orgasm imaginable. No more than thirty seconds later she was rewarded with her husband’s joyous grunts and groans as his cum spilled onto her tongue. Nathan threw his head towards the sky, pressed his hands against the car door, and unleashed shot after shot of thick semen onto her tongue. As she’d done for Drew, Isabelle swallowed when he was finished.

    She carefully tucked Nathan’s cock back into his pants and stood with a smile on her face. Nathan seemed enthralled and a little exhausted as his chest heaved from the exertion of cumming so hard.

    “Did you enjoy that?” Isabelle asked.

    “More than you can imagine,” he replied.

    “Oh, I think I can imagine,” she said. “After all, I had quite the pleasurable orgasm tonight, too, and it was fueled by the same sort of new, wondrous desire that seemed to fuel yours.”

    A hint of an unpleasant emotion showed on Nathan’s face. Isabelle wondered if in the aftermath of his orgasm he was a little less excited about her having actually done something with another man.

    “Are you okay?” she asked.

    Nathan smiled as the emotion – whatever it was – washed away as quickly as it had arrived. “I’m wonderful,” he said. “And thank you. I know it might sound weird to thank you for doing what you just did, but I mean it. Even if that’s the only time something like that ever happens, this is up there with the most memorable nights of my life.”

    “I guess I can’t say for sure,” Isabelle replied, “But I’m quite certain that won’t be the last time something like tonight happens. We’ll have to sleep on it, but I want to see Drew again. I want more of what I got to experience tonight.”

    “Me too,” Nathan said.

    “You know what else I’d like?” Isabelle asked.

    Nathan shook his head.

    “I’d very much like my husband to make me cum,” she said.

    Nathan smiled. “Right here?”

    Isabelle nodded. “Why don’t we switch places?”

    Nathan stepped away from the car and Isabelle took his place. She watched him drop to his knees in front of her and reach up to unbutton her jeans. For the second time that night Isabelle’s pussy was exposed in the parking lot. He pulled her pants down to her knees, pulled her panties aside, and went to work.

    Much to her delight, the pleasure was instantaneous. Nathan’s tongue worked her clit skillfully despite him not having much room to operate. Isabelle closed her eyes and immediately Drew popped into her head. Instead of pushing him away, she welcomed the thought. She thought of the stiffness of his cock in her hand and the way the head pulsed in her mouth before he unleashed his load. She thought of the taste of his cum and how much he seemed to enjoy the blowjob she offered. She thought of taking the next step with him, of actually having sex with Drew. That’s when she came. The idea of fucking Drew was so sexy that she came in a parking lot with her pants around her knees. She came hard, too.

    “Thank you,” Isabelle said afterwards. “That was quite lovely.”

    “My pleasure,” Nathan replied as he stood up.

    Isabelle pulled her pants up and opened the car door. “Let’s go home. Maybe we’ll both recharge and have a little more fun before bed. How does that sound?”

    “Perfect,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle stepped out of the bathroom in a pink babydoll that she’d unearthed after a search through her lingerie collection. She loved the way the lace cups made her breasts look and the impossibly soft-feeling chiffon that cascaded down her torso made her feel delightfully delicate and feminine.

    Nathan seemed to enjoy it too as he sat up and smiled while soaking her in as she approached him with short, slow steps.

    “How do I look?” Isabelle asked.

    “You look incredible,” he said.

    Isabelle had always favored softer, more feminine kinds of lingerie. She gravitated towards colors like pink, yellow, white, and baby blue. She liked pieces made from lace, chiffon, silk, and satin and she liked it when the fit was loose and suggestive, as opposed to skintight and sexy. She liked how that lingerie made her feel and she’d always enjoyed how it made the men in her life feel. It always seemed to inspire a desire to be the one to take the lead, to take her, to make love to her, and on occasion to fuck her. Isabelle didn’t mind getting on top and doing the work, but she always found sex most pleasurable when the man played the leading part.

    She had something else in mind for tonight, though. Ever since her “date” with Drew she’d been unable to shake him from her mind. She thought of him – and the crazed desire she felt when they were together – constantly. Thankfully, Nathan loved that his wife couldn’t help but think of another man, and Isabelle intended on using that love for both their benefits.

    “Do you think Drew would like it?” Isabelle asked as she stopped at the edge of the bed.

    Nathan sat up a little straighter and his eyes opened a little wider. “Are you…are you going to see him again? Are you thinking of wearing this for him?”

    Isabelle smiled. That was the reaction she was hoping for. “I’m thinking about it,” she said. “I don’t know if Drew will want to see me again and I don’t know if you’ll be okay with it, but I’m thinking about it. I had so much fun last time that I can’t help but want more. I can’t help but want to feel his big cock again. I can’t help but want to know what it’s like to have him inside me.”

    Nathan reached the speechless place again, but his cock spoke for him. He’d gone from flaccid to nearly erect in a remarkably short span of time and he hadn’t touched himself to get there. It seemed as though Isabelle’s words were responsible for his excitement.

    Isabelle crawled into the bed and between her husband’s legs. She reached out and took his cock into her hand. In just a few strokes he was hard.

    “Do you think Drew would like my lingerie?” she asked again.

    Nathan nodded vigorously. “He’d be insane not to. You look perfect.”

    Isabelle released his cock and sat astride Nathan’s upper thighs. His cock pressed against the sheer pink panties that went with her babydoll and even that small bit of pleasure was enough to elicit a moan.

    “I’ve been thinking about him all week,” Isabelle said as she reached down to pull her panties aside. “How does that make you feel?”

    “I like it,” Nathan replied.

    She slipped a finger into her pussy and used the slippery juice she found inside as lubrication to play with her clit. “Yeah? You really like me thinking about him? Are you sure?”

    “I’m certain,” Nathan answered.

    Isabelle took Nathan’s cock in her hand and placed him at the entrance to her pussy. She slowly swallowed him with her slippery flesh, taking every stiff inch inside her.

    “What if I thought about him right now?” she asked. “Would you like that?”

    Nathan nodded as he arched his back like he was trying to push his cock deeper inside her.

    “Are you sure, Nathan? Are you sure you want me to think about fucking another man while you’re inside me?” she asked.

    Isabelle was quite certain that’s what her husband wanted. It’s what he’d seemingly wanted since he revealed his fantasy. It had become what she wanted, too. She’d spent her week thinking about Drew. Anytime her mind was unoccupied it drifted to thoughts of him and there were times when she thought of him even while she should have been concentrating on work.

    “Yes,” Nathan said as his fingers moved under Isabelle’s babydoll and up her stomach to play with her breasts.

    She lifted her pussy off his cock and slowly sank back down. She thought of Drew while doing so. She let thoughts of the other man take over her mind.

    “Are you thinking about him?” Nathan asked.

    “Yes,” Isabelle answered. “I’m thinking about being on top of Drew. I’m thinking about his big cock, Nathan. I’m thinking about how good it would feel inside me.”

    Isabelle rode him faster as she felt an intense kind of pleasure build between her legs. It wasn’t like the kind of sex they usually had. It was better. It was hotter. Some part of her knew it was a little fucked up that her desire was fueled by thoughts of another man, but Isabelle wasn’t going to run away from it. She embraced it.

    “I’m thinking about how much better it would feel if he was inside me,” she said. “I’m thinking about how much harder I’d cum if I was riding Drew’s big cock instead of yours.”

    “Oh…fuck…Isabelle,” Nathan said.

    He was close. She could see it. He’d completely lost himself in the pleasure of his fantasy.

    “He’d make me cum so hard, Nathan. He’d make me cum so hard if I was riding him. He’d make me cum so much harder than you if his big cock was buried in my pussy right now,” she said.

    Nathan’s body trembled beneath hers. He was moments away. He was going to cum before she could.

    “Do you wish I was with him instead of you right now, Nathan?” she asked. “Do you wish his cock was inside me instead of yours? Do you wish he was the one about to cum inside me?”

    “Oh, fuck, yes!” Nathan screamed.

    A moment later he climaxed. He squeezed her breasts hard enough for it to hurt a little, closed his eyes, and unleashed his orgasm in her pussy. His face contorted in the way it always did when he reached the height of pleasure and a chorus of wondrous moans, groans, and grunts filled the bedroom.

    Isabelle watched it all with a smile on her face and a hint of frustration bubbling beneath the surface. She’d pushed Nathan a little too far a little too fast and had been denied the pleasure of an orgasm as a result. She liked that he was so excited that he couldn’t help but cum quickly, though.

    Isabelle climbed off his cock and laid next to her husband. “Kiss me,” she said. “Kiss me while I masturbate.”

    Nathan rolled onto his side and once more moved his hand under her babydoll. His fingers found their way to her breasts and he played with her nipples in the way Isabelle thoroughly enjoyed. They kissed as she reached between her legs and played with her clit.

    Thoughts of Drew filled her head once more. Isabelle imagined having sex with him. She imagined actually doing it. She imagined the way his cock would feel as it slid inside her. She imagined the way his body would feel as he fucked her in missionary. She imagined the thrill of having his cock in her pussy and his tongue in her mouth. All of that combined nicely with the pleasure of kissing her husband and Isabelle experienced an astonishingly powerful orgasm. She arched her back and closed her eyes and screamed as Nathan gently worked her nipples. His cum poured from her pussy while the climax ripped through her body, leaving her trembling in the most wonderful way.

    “Wow,” was all she could say afterwards.

    “Yeah,” Nathan added.

    Isabelle resolved to wait until later to talk to Nathan about seeing Drew again. She wanted his mind clear, not flooded with the beautiful hormones that come after a great orgasm. She was ready to make his fantasy a reality, though. Her body was downright desperate for it. The idea that it wouldn’t be long before it actually happened brought a giddy smile to her face.

  
    Discovering Her Husband’s Cuckold Cravings – Part 1

    “What’s wrong?” Isabelle asked as she wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead and rested her hands on Nathan’s chest. “It seems like you’re not close? Am I doing something wrong?”

    “No, no,” Nathan said as he caressed her arms. “You’re beautiful and your pussy feels fantastic. It really does. I don’t know what’s wrong.”

    Isabelle had been on top and working Nathan’s cock for a solid five minutes and it didn’t seem like he was close to an orgasm. She wasn’t entirely sure he was even enjoying himself.

    “Is something on your mind? Is something going on at work?” she asked.

    It’s not like it was the first time in their five years of marriage that the sex hadn’t been spectacular, but that almost always happened when Isabelle was the one to initiate. Nathan wasn’t inclined to say no, even if he wasn’t really in the mood, so sometimes she got hers and he didn’t seem all that interested in his orgasm. This was different, though. He’d been the one to initiate sex today. He’d seemed so interested. He’d asked her to get on top. Now it seemed like he wished it was over.

    “No, it’s not…no, nothing’s wrong. I’m sorry,” Nathan said as he looked away.

    “Is there something I can do?” Isabelle asked. “I want to make you feel good, Nathan. I do. I want you to have an orgasm. I got to have one. It only seems fair that you get to have one too.”

    Nathan looked at her and there was a momentary look of hopefulness that faded just as quickly as it arrived.

    “What is it?” Isabelle asked. “I saw that look. You had something in mind. Just say it.”

    It felt like an odd conversation to have while he was still inside her, but Isabelle wasn’t willing to relent. She wasn’t willing to let them have bad sex when it seemed like Nathan knew how it could be good for him.

    “Well, you could…” he started, but again he faded. He seemed genuinely nervous, like he was certain Isabelle was going to reject his request.

    “Nathan, just say it,” Isabelle implored him. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

    “Dirty talk,” Nathan blurted out.

    It was the first time she’d heard her husband mention the concept of dirty talk. The sex had always been good between them, but their verbal expressions of pleasure were mostly constrained to sensual moans that always seemed to get a little louder and faster as they both approached their climaxes.

    “Dirty talk?” Isabelle asked as she grappled with a surprising sense of insecurity. She’d never been with a guy that liked dirty talk. It was completely new territory for her. “Do you mean, like, talking about how good your cock feels or how badly I want you to fuck me? Or, like, begging you to fuck me harder or cum inside me?”

    Nathan looked deeply uncomfortable and Isabelle felt suddenly and overwhelmingly embarrassed. Did she misinterpret what he’d asked for? Was there some other kind of dirty talk that she didn’t know about? Had he been watching some kind of very specific porn and now he was expecting her to be well-versed in some sort of weird sexual language she knew nothing about.

    Nathan must have recognized her vulnerability as he pulled Isabelle into a hug. He ran his fingers through her hair and said, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said anything. You’re wonderful, Isabelle. You really are. You’re perfect.”

    There was a part of her that wanted to let it go. Nathan’s embrace felt warm and comfortable and she wanted to forget about what he’d said, climb off of him, and cuddle up for a while as they talked about what they were going to do that weekend.

    Isabelle wasn’t that kind of woman, though. She couldn’t let it go. Nathan had something specific in mind and if she could provide him with what she needed, Isabelle was going to do it. It might end up being uncomfortable or embarrassing, but she was going to at least try to give her husband what he needed. She’d seen what happened to marriages where someone got bored or sank into a deep sense of dissatisfaction. It never ended well.

    “You have to tell me, Nathan,” Isabelle said as she sat up again. “Even if it’s weird, you have to tell me. Now that I know you want something that I’m not giving you I’m not going to stop thinking about it until you tell me, so you have to. You have to just spill it. I promise I won’t judge you even if it’s weird. It’s possible I won’t understand it, but you just have to spill it.”

    “It’s the opposite of the kind of dirty talk you were talking about,” he said.

    “The opposite? What does that mean?” she asked.

    Nathan held her gaze and a sense of deep vulnerability washed over his face. Isabelle could tell he was trying to figure out a way to share something that made him feel a little bit scared. He was worried she was going to think less of him.

    “Nathan, honey, I can’t give you what you need if you don’t share it with me. I know it would be better if I could read your mind, but I can’t. I guess we could just let this go, but wouldn’t it be better if I gave you what you needed? Wouldn’t it be better if we started having sex again and you actually came inside me?” Isabelle asked.

    “Yes, that would be better,” Nathan admitted.

    “So tell me. Explain it to me,” she said.

    “I know it probably sounds crazy, but I want to hear about how my dick doesn’t feel all that good inside you. I want to hear about how my dick isn’t big enough. I want to hear about how sex with me isn’t anywhere near as satisfying as it could be,” Nathan explained.

    Isabelle wasn’t sure it sounded crazy, but Nathan’s desire was certainly unexpected and more than a little confusing. She couldn’t quite fathom why a man would want to hear those sorts of things from his wife. It ran counter to everything she knew about men, most of whom were incredibly sensitive about their size and skill in bed. Even a hint of a comment like Nathan wanted to hear would put a quick end to a sexual encounter in most cases.

    “But it does feel good,” Isabelle protested, largely out of confusion. “And it is big enough.”

    “But it’s not big,” Nathan said.

    “Well, no, it’s not big,” Isabelle replied. “It’s perfectly fine, though.”

    Nathan smiled and reached up to pull Isabelle’s lips to his for a kiss. It was like she’d flipped a switch on his desire.

    “Say it again,” he said. “Please.”

    Isabelle was a long way from understanding why her husband would want to hear that his cock wasn’t big, but she understood his arousal. They’d been together long enough for that to be obvious.

    She moaned for him, kissed his neck, and said, “Your cock isn’t big, baby. It’s not big at all.”

    Nathan groaned and grabbed her ass as he pumped his cock into her pussy with remarkable speed.

    His desire imbued Isabelle with a newfound sense of confidence and she decided to go a step further. “I’ve had bigger,” she whispered. “Much bigger.” It had the benefit of being true. She didn’t remember the bigger guys providing a measurably better sexual experience, but it was clear that Nathan didn’t care about that.

    “Fuck…Isabelle,” he said.

    She recognized the tone of his voice. She knew he was about to cum. Drive by a desire to make her husband climax, Isabelle stepped a little further into unknown territory. “I wish you were bigger,” she whispered.

    “Fuck!” Nathan cried out before cumming inside her.

    Isabelle sat up and smiled at the sheer pleasure on her husband’s face. It was difficult to be certain, but it seemed like he was having a far more satisfying orgasm than usual. The idea that a few words was all it took to provide that kind climax made her feel oddly powerful, like she’d suddenly discovered a way to make Nathan happier than he’d ever been before.

    “Was that good?” Isabelle asked with genuine curiosity when Nathan finally opened his eyes.

    “It was so much better than good,” he said. “Was it weird for you?”

    Again that vulnerable look returned. It seemed like he was nervous and Isabelle could understand why. He’d just confessed a desire for something most men would have hated.

    “Not at all,” she answered. It was, in fact, a little weird, but there was no reason to say that. The end result had been quite thrilling. Isabelle had so many questions, but asking them right after Nathan had climaxed seemed like a bad idea. She resolved to wait until he wasn’t in that vulnerable post-orgasmic headspace before trying to pry into his desires.

    
      

    

    It wasn’t until a few days later that Isabelle brought it up. She was dressed in a hoodie and leggings and he was in shorts and a t-shirt as they relaxed on the couch watching HGTV. There wasn’t a hint of intimacy in the air, which made it seem like a safe time to ask a few questions about Nathan’s recently-revealed desires.

    Isabelle opened the conversation with a simple question. “Can I ask you something? About the other night?”

    “Sure,” Nathan said, though she saw a hint of apprehension on his face.

    “How long have you wanted…well, that kind of thing? I mean, has it always been the kind of thing you wanted me to say?” she asked. It was the question that had leapt to mind that night and Isabelle hadn’t been able to shake it. There was something about her husband hiding his desire for more than half a decade that she found disconcerting.

    “No, I haven’t always wanted it,” Nathan replied as he looked away. “I’m not sure I could pinpoint exactly when I discovered that it turned me on. I feel like it just sort of happened, you know?”

    “I hope it’s not too annoying if I say that I really don’t know,” Isabelle said.

    Nathan laughed. “No, it’s not annoying at all. I guess I’m saying that it feels like it developed over time. There was a point where I didn’t think about dirty talk at all. The sex we had was everything I wanted. Then…”

    Isabelle waited, but Nathan didn’t seem inclined to finish his thought. She moved a little closer, took his hand in hers, and asked, “Then what? What happened?”

    “Well, I just…I stumbled across some stuff online. It was a couple years ago so I don’t really remember the specific site, but I found some stuff that was about the kind of thing I asked you to talk about the other night and it really, really turned me on.” He took a deep breath and finally looked into Isabelle’s eyes. “It turned me on enough that it was actually a little scary. It was just different from anything I’d ever felt before, like I’d discovered this part of myself that had been hiding.”

    Isabelle told herself that she didn’t need to feel insecure, but she couldn’t help it. Her husband was confessing that he’d found something online that had turned him on more than she ever had.

    “I’m sorry,” he said, apparently reading the look on her face with remarkable accuracy. “I shouldn’t have said anything. I’m sorry. I just don’t know how else to explain this.”

    “No, it’s okay,” Isabelle said. “You’re right. It does make me feel…well, a little bad, I guess, but that’s not your fault. You can’t help what you’re into.”

    “I wish I could,” Nathan confessed. “I felt so bad the first time I masturbated to that stuff. It felt so wrong. I stayed away for weeks. We had good sex. We had orgasms together. Then you went away with your friends for a weekend and I found myself back in front of the computer. I found myself masturbating to that stuff again.”

    “Is it always about you…well, you not being big enough?” Isabelle asked.

    “Not always, no. Sometimes it’s about me not being good enough for some reason. Sometimes it’s just about you…” he began before shutting down.

    “I’m in your fantasies?” Isabelle asked with a sense of delight. She figured Nathan fantasized about other women when he masturbated and the idea that he didn’t was quite a bit more exciting than she expected.

    “Always,” he said.

    “What am I doing in your fantasies?” Isabelle asked. When Nathan hesitated she moved her hand to his knee and slipped her fingers under his shorts to caress his thigh. “You can tell me.”

    “The other night, when you said, ‘I’ve had bigger,’ well, it’s related to that,” Nathan explained.

    “How do you mean?” Isabelle asked.

    “Sometimes I imagine you just telling me that I’m too small to make you feel good. Sometimes I imagine you telling me that I can’t fuck you good enough. Sometimes, though, I imagine you telling me that someone else you’ve fucked was far better than me. That’s why I found that comment about how you’ve had bigger guys so hot. I’ve fantasized about that before, about you having sex with someone bigger and better and really enjoying it,” Nathan explained.

    “You know I like having sex with you though, right?” Isabelle asked. “I almost always cum.”

    Nathan smiled. “I know. I know that makes my fantasy weird. I mean, it’s not like you’re this unsatisfied wife that’s desperate for someone better. Honestly, I spend a lot of time wishing I didn’t feel like this. Even the other night, after I came, I had this feeling of regret, like I’d made this incredible mistake even mentioning it.”

    “You didn’t,” Isabelle said. “It might be hard to convince you of that, but you really didn’t make a mistake. I’ll admit that this whole thing is hard to wrap my head around, but I really appreciate you being willing to share your fantasies with me. I do.”

    Isabelle pulled her hand from Nathan’s shorts and straddled him. She pulled off her hoodie and tossed it aside. He looked up and they shared a kiss as his hands moved up her back and unhooked her bra with ease.

    Nathan kissed her neck and Isabelle leaned back to offer him access to her breasts. His lips found their way to her nipple and his tongue flicked back and forth over the flesh, eliciting sensual moans of pleasure.

    Isabelle was struck by a desire to reward Nathan for opening up to her so she slid off his lap, fell to her knees in front of him, and reached up to pull off his shorts and free his cock.

    She took Nathan into her mouth and sucked hard on the head, causing him to cry out in pleasure as his hips subtly lifted upwards.

    “Does that feel good?” she asked.

    “Yes. Holy shit, yes,” Nathan said.

    Isabelle stroked her husband’s cock and smiled at the way her touch seemed to bring him such intense pleasure. “Do you think about me having sex with someone bigger?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Nathan answered.

    “And that turns you on?” she asked.

    Nathan nodded.

    “Think about it now,” Isabelle said. “Think about me with someone else.”

    Nathan closed his eyes as Isabelle stroked his cock. He rolled his head towards the ceiling and a smile crossed his face. She wondered what was going through his mind. Was he imagining someone specific with her? What position was she having sex in?

    Isabelle took Nathan in her mouth again. She sucked on the head of his cock and stroked the shaft as he moaned. She liked that he seemed to be enjoying himself so thoroughly. It was even a little bit arousing to watch him in the throes of his fantasy-fueled ecstasy.

    She released his cock from her grasp, stood up, and stripped out of her leggings. Nathan opened his eyes in time to see Isabelle straddle him. She reached down, grabbed his dick, and sat down on it.

    Isabelle was wetter than she imagined she’d be and Nathan’s cock slipped inside her with ease. They kissed as she rode him and tried to find the right thing to say. She wanted to give him a little bit of the dirty talk he craved. She wanted to help him cum in the way he craved.

    “I can barely feel your small cock,” Isabelle said. It had the benefit of being partially true. She was wet enough that there wasn’t much in the way of friction, which meant what Isabelle could really feel was her clit rubbing against his pubic area.

    “Fuck,” Nathan said as he reached up to play with her breasts. “Isabelle…fuck.”

    She smiled at her husband and rode him a little faster. “It’s like you’re not even inside me,” she said. “Your cock is so small I can’t even feel it.”

    Nathan groaned and said, “Isabelle, fuck, I’m cumming!”

    She kept working his cock and grinding her clit into his pelvis. She couldn’t quite get there before Nathan finished cumming, but it was still thrilling to see him have such an incredible orgasm.

    “That was amazing,” he said. “You’re amazing. You’re the best wife ever. You really are.”

    He looked up at Isabelle and she offered a soft kiss. “Yeah? You liked that?”

    “I did,” Nathan said.

    “Good. And there’s no reason to feel bad. There really isn’t. That was fun for me. I like seeing you get so crazy with desire when I talk like that. It’s surprisingly sexy,” she explained.

    “You didn’t cum though, did you?” he asked.

    “Well, I got you too excited,” she replied with a smile. “That’s okay, though.”

    Nathan looked a little sad and Isabelle wondered if the sensation of having actually disappointed her was difficult for him.

    “Why don’t we go to the bedroom and you can help me masturbate?” she asked.

    She quite liked masturbating with Nathan and it was often as pleasurable as having sex with him.

    “I’d like that,” he said.

    They kissed again and Isabelle climbed off his cock and caught his cum with her underwear before scampering towards the bedroom with a genuine sense of excitement rushing through her body.

    After five years of marriage it was thrilling to have discovered an entirely new way of having fun with Nathan. Isabelle was actually looking forward to continuing their exploration and seeing where it might lead them.
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    “Could we try something?” Nathan asked.

    “Aren’t we doing something right now?” Isabelle asked as she looked down at her husband, who was between her legs and had been doing a lovely job tending to her desire with his tongue.

    Nathan laughed. “Yes, sorry. I guess I should have said may I try something a little different on you?”

    “It depends on what you had in mind,” she replied with a smile.

    Nathan sat up and Isabelle glanced at his cock, which was stiff with a lovely little drop of shiny precum resting at the tip. “Can I show you?”

    The excited look on his face piqued Isabelle’s curiosity and she nodded. Nathan hopped out of the bed and headed towards the walk-in closet. He emerged a few moments later holding a dildo of a rather impressive size.

    “Wow,” Isabelle said.

    The sex toy was long, thick, and smooth with a flared tip that mimicked the typical mushroom shape of a cock head. Isabelle was quite certain that Nathan wanted to see the toy inside her. She was less certain it would fit with ease.

    “Is it too much?” Nathan asked, presumably as he read the look on Isabelle’s face.

    “It’s a lot,” Isabelle said. “I honestly don’t think I’ve ever had anything that big inside me.”

    For a moment Nathan looked crestfallen, like she’d just ruined his night. Isabelle was a little annoyed that he’d bought the toy without asking her and that he thought she’d be more than happy to have something so big inside her.

    “I’m sorry,” Nathan said as he crawled into the bed with the toy in his hand. “I just thought it would be really hot to use this on you. I thought I could play with your clit while I filled you with this and maybe it would lead to a really good orgasm.”

    “For you or me?” Isabelle asked.

    “For both of us,” he said.

    Isabelle glanced at the toy and she couldn’t help but notice how much bigger it was than the stiff cock still present between her husband’s legs. She thought of his fantasy and the fun they’d had exploring it a week ago. It dawned on her that Nathan bought the toy as an extension of that fantasy. Of course he did. He wanted more of what she’d given him that night.

    “It’s quite a bit bigger than you, isn’t it?” Isabelle asked as she stared into her husband’s eyes. She watched his face light up as he realized that she was ready to play along.

    “It is,” he said.

    Isabelle sat up and reached for the toy. Nathan offered it and she wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft.

    “My fingers don’t fit all the way around it,” she said.

    Nathan nodded as he watched her hand move towards the tip of the toy. Isabelle smiled and reached out to take hold of her husband’s cock.

    “I don’t have any trouble wrapping my fingers all the way around your cock, though,” she said.

    Nathan groaned and his eyes fluttered like she’d just unleashed the most arousing string of words he’d ever heard. Isabelle couldn’t help but smile at just how turned on he seemed to get despite so little effort on her part.

    “Have you been fantasizing about me this week?” she asked. Nathan had been quite clear that Isabelle was often in his fantasies and she almost always enjoyed something bigger and better – at least in his opinion – when he fantasized.

    “Yes, I have,” he said.

    “Is that why you bought me this big toy?” she asked.

    Nathan nodded as Isabelle slowly stroked his cock.

    “Are you hoping it’s going to make me feel good?” Isabelle asked. “Are you hoping you’re going to fill me with this toy and I’m going to have an incredible orgasm?”

    Nathan nodded.

    “Are you hoping I’m going to enjoy it more than your small cock?” she asked.

    Again Nathan’s eyes fluttered. Again he unleashed a low groan that seemed to indicate a splendid kind of pleasure. Again Isabelle felt a surprising kind of joy at being able to make her husband feel that way.

    “Yes,” Nathan answered.

    Isabelle leaned closer and kissed Nathan as she played with his cock. “Do you want to fuck me with this big cock?” she whispered.

    “Yes,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle wasn’t sure she’d enjoy having the big toy inside her, but she was more than willing to let Nathan try. She kissed him again and sank back into the bed and spread her legs. “Be gentle,” she said. “After all, I’m used to that little thing you have between your legs.”

    Again her carefully selected words seemed to thrill Nathan as he flashed a giddy smile and moved between Isabelle’s legs. His tongue found her clit and she experienced a wondrous rush of pleasure.

    Isabelle felt Nathan rub the toy around her pussy lips. He pushed the tip inside and she groaned at the size. She knew she’d be able to take it – the toy wasn’t comically monstrous, after all – but there was no question her body wasn’t used to something that big.

    “It’s so big,” Isabelle said as Nathan continued to steadily massage her clit with his tongue. “Go slow.”

    Nathan pushed more of the toy inside her and Isabelle’s hips lifted subtly as she tried to open her body to the thick phallus attempting to fill her.

    “Does it feel good?” Nathan asked.

    “Yes,” Isabelle said. She looked down at Nathan and smiled. “It feels good, baby. You can fuck me with it. Just be gentle. And keep licking my clit.”

    Nathan returned to her clit as he pulled the toy out. He gently filled her with it and Isabelle unleashed a loud moan. It felt good, but she was being a little louder and lustier than needed in the name of arousing her husband.

    “You can go a little deeper,” Isabelle said.

    Nathan pushed the toy a little deeper with every thrust as he continued to work her clit. Isabelle closed her eyes and enjoyed the new sensations coursing through her as she took something far larger than she’d ever experienced.

    “It’s so big,” she said as the beginnings of an orgasm spread from her loins. “It’s stretching my pussy, baby. It’s stretching my tight pussy. It’s stretching my tight little pussy so good.”

    As the pleasure built between her legs Isabelle couldn’t help but feel a little naughtier. Suddenly it seemed like a wealth of dirty talk was at the tip of her tongue, ready to be deployed in the name of giving Nathan what he wanted as Isabelle inched ever closer to her climax.

    “Harder, Nathan,” Isabelle said. “Fuck me harder. Give me that big cock.”

    Nathan delivered harder, deeper thrusts with the toy as he massaged her clit with even greater vigor. Isabelle grabbed two handfuls of the bed sheets and closed her eyes.

    “It’s so much better than your small cock,” Isabelle said. “It’s so much better, Nathan. It’s so much better than having your little cock inside me.”

    Isabelle wasn’t entirely sure if it was the size of the toy, her husband’s tongue working her clit, her increasing enjoyment of the dirty talk that thrilled Nathan, or a combination of all three that made what he was doing so pleasurable, but it did actually feel better than when they had sex.

    “Oh God…Nathan…I’m cumming!” she cried out not long after. Isabelle closed her eyes, arched her back, and grabbed the sheets hard enough she thought she might rip them. Her legs trembled and her toes curled as the orgasm worked its way through her body.

    Nathan pulled the toy from her pussy as Isabelle looked down at her husband with a smile on her face. “Wow,” she said as the pleasures of the climax still reverberated through her body.

    “Was it good?” Nathan asked with an expectant look on his face.

    “It was excellent,” Isabelle said as she held out her hand. “Come here. Kiss me.”

    Nathan crawled on top of Isabelle and they shared a kiss as she reached between his legs and found his cock. He felt exceptionally hard in her hand and he moaned the moment she started stroking him.

    Isabelle spread her legs a little wider and pressed the head of Nathan’s cock between her pussy lips. He slipped inside her with ease and she watched an intense look of pleasure spread across his face.

    “Isabelle…you feel so good,” he said. “You’re so wet.”

    “Yeah? Does my pussy feel good, baby?”

    “It feels perfect,” Nathan answered.

    Isabelle pulled him close, kissed his neck, and whispered, “I can’t even feel your small cock. You stretched my pussy so good with that big toy that I can’t even feel you inside me.”

    Nathan groaned as he began to thrust. Isabelle could feel him – of course she could – but she wanted to turn her husband on. She wanted to thrill him so he’d have a great orgasm just like she did.

    Isabelle reached down to grab her husband’s ass as she whispered, “That toy felt better than you do. That rubber cock felt so much better inside my pussy than your disappointing little dick does. It’s like you’re not even inside me. It’s like you’re just grinding up against me. It’s a good thing you made me cum with your tongue because your small cock just doesn’t compare.”

    Nathan grunted and pushed his cock inside her. His thrusts stopped and Isabelle squeezed his ass harder as he came inside her.

    “Thank you,” Nathan said as he nuzzled her neck after he’d climaxed. “That was incredible. You’re incredible.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Isabelle said.

    She ran her hands up his back and held him tight. There was something joyful about giving her husband the kind of climax he seemed to enjoy more than any other, especially when it came with a great orgasm.

    
      

    

    “Have you ever been with anyone bigger than me?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle looked around the movie theater to see if anyone had heard her husband’s bold question before she turned to him. “Seriously? In a movie theater?” she said in a harsher tone than she’d intended.

    “Sorry,” Nathan said. “Sorry.”

    Isabelle thought she understood her husband’s desires, but there were times when she wondered if she didn’t really have a good handle on them. If he was asking her about her past boyfriends in the middle of a movie theater with just a few short minutes before the screening began, did that mean he was always thinking about it?

    Isabelle felt bad about snapping at Nathan so she took his hand and brought it to her lips for a quick kiss. “Do you think about that stuff all the time?”

    Nathan nodded. “I’m sorry about that. Even if I’m thinking about it there’s no reason I should be asking you about it.”

    Isabelle grabbed a small handful of popcorn from the tub between her legs and leaned over to feed it to Nathan. He smiled and took the buttery snack in his mouth and happily chewed as she leaned a little closer and whispered, “His name was Josh.”

    Nathan’s eyes went wide as he chewed the popcorn faster. Isabelle couldn’t help but giggle as his obvious interest in the idea that she’d been with someone that possessed a bigger cock.

    “Josh?” Nathan finally asked. “Have you ever told me about him?”

    They weren’t a couple that went through their previous relationships with a fine-toothed comb, so there were a handful of guys that Nathan knew nothing about. “No,” Isabelle said. “We dated for two months. The relationship wasn’t much to write home about, honestly.”

    Isabelle knew Nathan didn’t care about the relationship she’d had with Josh. She knew there was only one thing he really cared about. It seemed like he wasn’t going to ask, though, like he’d taken her seriously when she’d seemed upset that he was asking about cock size in a movie theater.

    “The sex was really good, though,” Isabelle added.

    Nathan looked at her as the lights dimmed and the first trailer began to play. She suspected he had a laundry list of questions running through his mind.

    The sex with Josh had been good. Isabelle had never really compared it to sex with Nathan and she wasn’t sure she’d say it was better, mostly because it was so long ago that her memories weren’t crystal clear. That didn’t have to stop her from having a little fun with Nathan, though.

    Isabelle moved her popcorn one seat over and leaned closer to Nathan. Her hand moved between his legs and she was delighted to find that he was nearly erect. She massaged him through his pants and his mouth opened as if he was going to moan. Thankfully, he managed to keep quiet as she played with his cock in a movie theater for the first time in years.

    “His big cock felt so good inside me,” Isabelle whispered into her husband’s ear as she stroked him through his jeans. “He stretched me out just like that toy you bought. He stretched my tight little pussy. He stretched me and filled me so much better than you do, baby.”

    Nathan turned to her and they shared a wildly passionate kiss. If they weren’t in a theater she would have pulled his cock out and taken him inside her. She would have ridden him hard enough to have a quick orgasm before he spilled his seed into her pussy. They were in a theater, though, and having sex wasn’t remotely possible. Even the over-the-pants handjob she was giving was risky.

    The theater was relatively empty and there was no one sitting behind them, though, which is why Isabelle chose to unzip her husband’s pants and pull his cock out. She was so caught up in the look of pleasure on his face and the joy of making him feel good that she decided to go for it.

    “Josh fucked me better than you do, Nathan,” Isabelle whispered as she stroked his cock. She thought of what he’d said that first night, of how he’d confessed to thinking of her having sex with other people, with people that could make her feel better than he could. Isabelle still wasn’t sure if Josh actually fucked her better, but the sex was good and there was no harm in telling Nathan he was better. “He made me cum so hard on his big cock,” she whispered. “He always made me cum so hard when he fucked me.”

    Nathan groaned as the second trailer started to play. Isabelle glanced at the screen and saw that it was for a horror movie of some sort. It looked like it was set in the woods and entirely at night, leaving the theater relatively dark.

    “Maybe I’ll think about Josh the next time you slide this little cock of yours inside me,” she said.

    Nathan groaned like he was about to cum and Isabelle dropped her head into his lap. She took her husband’s cock in her mouth and sucked hard until he flooded her mouth with his semen. He groaned just loud enough for someone to hear but at that point it didn’t matter. Mostly she wanted to prevent a huge, cummy mess from splashing all over the theater floor. The fact that she was giving Nathan an even better orgasm was an added benefit.

    “Holy shit,” he whispered as Isabelle sat up and swallowed his cum. She took a quick drink of her Coke and smiled at him.

    “Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

    Nathan quickly slipped his cock back into his pants, zipped up, and said, “You’re the best wife a man has ever had.”

    Isabelle laughed and grabbed her popcorn. It wasn’t how she imagined their night at the movies starting, but it had been surprisingly thrilling to get him off.

    “I feel bad that you didn’t get to cum,” Nathan whispered. “Can I get you off before the movie starts?”

    “You’re sweet,” she said. “But you can take care of me when we get home.”

    “I’ll hold you to that,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle leaned in and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek as the opening credits rolled. “You won’t have to,” she said. “I’m going to want an orgasm. Don’t you worry about that.”

    Isabelle tossed a few kernels of popcorn into her mouth, settled back into her seat, and smiled as the show began.
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    Isabelle smiled as the naked man approached her bed. She parted her legs and reached down to play with her wet pussy. The naked man crawled into the bed and between her thighs as Isabelle looked down to see an impressively long and thick cock.

    “I want you,” she said. “I want you inside me. I want you to fuck me.”

    The naked man smiled and leaned down to kiss Isabelle as she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and pressed the head of his cock against her pussy lips. She groaned as he slipped inside her. His tongue slipped into her mouth as she welcomed his cock into her pussy.

    “You’re so big,” she whispered.

    His cock bottomed out inside her and he kissed Isabelle’s neck before slowly pulling out. She groaned at the intense pleasure coursing through her body.

    “Fuck me,” she whispered.

    The naked man pushed every inch of his cock inside her once more. Isabelle closed her eyes and arched her back as her hips lifted to meet his thrusts. A hazy kind of pleasure enveloped her body as Isabelle wrapped her arms around the naked man and pulled him close.

    “Fuck me harder,” she whispered. “Harder.”

    He fucked her harder as the haze of pleasure thickened. Isabelle felt her fingers and toes tingle from the joy of being filled by a beautiful cock attached to a beautiful man. Her loins came alive as each thrust brought her closer to orgasm.

    “Faster,” she said.

    The naked man fucked her harder and faster. Isabelle’s heart pounded and her head felt foggy as the pleasure spread through her body. She held him close and her mouth opened. She tried to scream in pleasure but the sound caught in her throat.

    Isabelle’s eyes shot open. The bedroom was dark. Nathan was sound asleep beside her. There was no naked man on top of her. She’d been dreaming. She looked at the nightstand. It was just past 4 a.m.

    Isabelle couldn’t remember the last time she’d had a sex dream. She felt a little guilty that Nathan clearly hadn’t been present in her fantasy. Why had her brain conjured a mystery man? Had the little bit of dirty talk she’d done with Nathan been enough to inspire a subconscious desire for someone that offered more than her husband?

    Isabelle turned towards Nathan. He was sound asleep. His eyelids fluttered a little. She wondered if he was fantasizing too.

    After confirming that Nathan was indeed in a deep state of sleep Isabelle moved a hand under the covers and into her panties. She found the kind of wetness that only results from exceptional desire. She rubbed the tip of her index finger over her clit and an electric shock of pleasure rushed through her loins.

    Isabelle turned towards Nathan again and fought a brief internal battle over the wisdom of masturbating while her husband slept next to her. It was the kind of thing that would have annoyed her to wake up to, and yet she wanted to do it.

    Ultimately, Isabelle’s desire won out. She closed her eyes and rubbed her clit. The naked man from her dream popped into her head again. She bit her lower lip to suppress a moan as a vision of him sliding into her pussy filled Isabelle’s head.

    Less than a minute later Isabelle had a splendid orgasm while her husband slept next to her. She arched her back and curled her toes as the intense pleasure rushed from head to toe. She did her best not to make a sound and when it was over Nathan still appeared to be fast asleep.

    Isabelle felt a little guilty that she’d fantasized about someone else while masturbating next to her sleeping husband, but she told herself that because she wasn’t fantasizing about a particular man that it was okay. He might as well have been a mannequin. He was just a representation of something naughty and Isabelle told herself that there was nothing wrong with indulging in her desire as long as she didn’t start fantasizing about a real man.

    As she drifted back to sleep, Isabelle wondered what Nathan would think if she told him about her sex dream. He’d confessed to fantasizing about the same thing, so perhaps he’d find it arousing and they could have a little fun. It seemed possible that he’d find it unexpectedly disheartening to know that she’d actually dreamed of having someone else inside her, though. Sleep claimed Isabelle before she could make a decision about the wisdom of telling him.

    Isabelle woke up before Nathan and she was hit with a surprising sense of guilt as she stared at her husband. She wasn’t sure why, though. He’d thoroughly enjoyed the orgasm in the movie theater and that had been fueled by the idea of Isabelle having sex with an ex-boyfriend. He’d talked about how he fantasized about her with other people, too. Perhaps her guilt was due to having an orgasm without her husband’s involvement. Maybe she felt bad for being selfish.

    Isabelle cuddled up next to Nathan and ran her fingers over his chest. She kissed him on the cheek and whispered, “Good morning.”

    A smile crossed his face as Nathan opened his eyes. “What a lovely way to wake up,” he said.

    “Yeah?” she asked.

    “What man wouldn’t want to wake up with a beautiful woman next to him?” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle’s fingers drifted down Nathan’s torso and she ran her fingers over the elastic waistband of his underwear. “I want to tell you something, but you have to promise not to get mad,” she said.

    Nathan gave her a curious look before saying, “Okay.”

    Isabelle slipped her fingers under the waistband and ran them through the pubic hair just above her husband’s cock. “I had a dream last night,” she said.

    “What sort of dream?” he asked.

    Isabelle kissed Nathan’s neck and whispered, “A naughty dream.” She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him softly, eliciting a moan from her husband.

    “What happened in this naughty dream?” he asked.

    Isabelle smiled as Nathan’s cock came to life in her hand. She kissed his neck again and he moaned. She felt empowered by his desire. “I was naughty,” she whispered. “Very naughty.”

    “What did you do?” Nathan asked.

    “I had sex,” she answered. “With someone else. In our bed.”

    Isabelle felt the same sort of desire she’d experienced after waking up from her dream. She was certain that she’d find the same wetness between her legs if she checked.

    “God, Isabelle…” Nathan said as his cock swelled up between her fingers.

    “Does that turn you on?” Isabelle asked in a soft, sultry whisper.

    “Yes,” Nathan answered.

    “I was naked. My legs were spread. I was soaking wet. I was wet for him. It felt so real, Nathan. It was like it was actually happening. It was like someone else was in our bedroom. It was like someone was actually crawling into our bed and between my legs,” Isabelle said.

    She released Nathan’s cock and worked his underwear down. He took the hint and pulled them off entirely as Isabelle pushed the covers aside to have complete access to her husband’s erection.

    “Was he…was he big?” Nathan asked.

    “Yes,” Isabelle replied. She could see the anticipation on her husband’s face. He wanted to hear that her fantasy man was bigger than him. He wanted the same thing that had provided him with such incredible orgasms in the past few weeks. His desire still fascinated her and she found a certain kind of delight in giving Nathan what he needed. “He was very big. I saw it as he crawled into the bed and between my legs. I saw his big, beautiful cock. It was so hard for me.”

    “Did it feel good?” Nathan asked. “When he fucked you? Did it feel good?”

    Isabelle kissed her husband’s neck and moaned like she was getting fucked. She stroked his cock faster and Nathan lifted his hips in that desperate way that men sometimes do. He was lost in pleasure and Isabelle felt a wonderful sense of power.

    “It felt incredible,” she answered. “His big cock felt so good inside me. He fucked me so good, Nathan. He made your wife feel so with his big cock.”

    Nathan moaned and Isabelle pressed her lips against his. The kiss that resulted felt desperate. It felt like every bit of the desire Isabelle had experienced after her dream had returned.

    “Was he better?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle released Nathan’s cock, yanked her panties off, and straddled her husband. She took him inside her pussy and smiled as Nathan closed his eyes and groaned.

    “Yes,” she said as his cock rested inside her. “He was better than you, Nathan. He was much better than you. He fucked me better than you’ve ever fucked me. He made me feel better than you ever have.”

    “God…Isabelle…please…fuck me,” Nathan said. “Ride me. Please. Your pussy feels so good. Please, I need to cum.”

    Isabelle found the desperation in his voice and on his face thrilling. He wanted what only she could give her. He wanted the pleasure her pussy could provide and it was her willingness to play into his fantasy that had brought him to a place of such desire.

    Isabelle gave her husband what he wanted. She put her hands on his chest and rode his cock. She bounced up and down on it, and in doing so she brought Nathan right to the precipice of his climax.

    “I woke up after my dream,” she said. “My pussy was soaked. My body wanted the man in my dream. It wanted him to actually be in our bedroom. It wanted him to be between my legs. It wanted him to be inside me, Nathan. My pussy wanted another man inside me. It wanted him to fuck me. It wanted someone with a big, beautiful cock to fuck me.”

    Nathan reached up to play with Isabelle’s breasts as she rode him. Each time he touched her nipples it sent shockwaves of pleasure between her legs.

    “I masturbated while you were asleep,” Isabelle said. “I played with my wet, needy pussy while you were asleep next to me. I played with my pussy and I thought about someone else. I thought about the man in my dreams. I thought about him fucking me while you were asleep. I thought about him fucking my tight, wet pussy and I came, Nathan. I had an orgasm while I thought about another man. Fuck…I fantasized about fucking someone else and I came so hard!”

    “Isabelle…fuck…I’m cumming!” Nathan cried out.

    Isabelle rode him harder and faster. She ground her clit into his pelvis and brought herself to a beautiful climax while Nathan came inside her. His body trembled beneath hers and wave after wave of pleasure washed over his face while Isabelle dug her fingernails into his chest and let the joy of another exceptionally powerful orgasm spread from between her legs.

    “Holy shit,” Nathan said. “That was incredible.”

    “I know,” Isabelle replied as she sat back on her husband’s cock and smiled.

    “Did you really have a dream like that?” he asked.

    Isabelle nodded. “I did.”

    “That’s amazing,” Nathan said. “You’re amazing. You are. Thank you for sharing that with me. I think that was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”

    “You really don’t mind that I had a dirty dream?” Isabelle asked as she felt some of Nathan’s cum begin to leak from her pussy.

    “Not at all,” he said. “Honestly, it’s the stuff of my fantasies. The fact that one of those fantasies basically came true this morning is incredible. You have nothing to worry about. You can have all the dirty dreams you want. I won’t get mad.”

    Isabelle leaned down and kissed him. “Well, thank you for that. It was unexpected, but it was also pretty hot, so I’m glad you’re okay with it.”

    Nathan wrapped his arms around her and held Isabelle tight. “You have nothing to worry about. Anytime you have a fantasy like that, feel free to share it.”

    “I will,” Isabelle said. “For now, I’m going to take a quick shower. I got a little sweaty there and there’s quite a mess between my legs.”

    “Can I join you?” Nathan asked.

    “Absolutely,” she replied.

    Isabelle climbed off her husband and scampered towards the bathroom with a smile on her face. They hadn’t enjoyed morning sex in a long, long time and they hadn’t showered together in years. Perhaps Nathan’s fantasy would mean very good things for their marriage.
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    “Wait, so Nathan is genuinely turned on by the idea of you and some other guy?” Stephanie asked.

    Isabelle nodded at her friend from across the high top table they’d commandeered at the bar. She glanced at Sarah, who wore a borderline-giddy smile, and said, “I’m only sharing this with you two, though. I needed someone to talk to about it, okay? You can’t tell anyone else.”

    “We won’t,” Sarah said.

    “So, what do you think about it?” Stephanie asked. “I mean, Nathan’s fantasy. Is it, like, weird for you?”

    “It seems like it would be weird,” Sarah added.

    Isabelle couldn’t help but smile. She hadn’t told her friends about how much Nathan enjoyed it when she’d insult the size of his penis. They definitely would have thought that was weird. “It’s definitely different. I mean, I can’t think of too many guys that would find that sort of thing exciting. Can I be honest, though?”

    Both her friends nodded and Isabelle sipped the surprisingly strong cocktail the bartender had whipped up for her.

    “So, it’s kind of livened things up…in the bedroom, I mean,” Isabelle confessed. It was unquestionably true that their sex life had heated up significantly since Nathan had shared his desire with Isabelle.

    Sarah leaned closer and said, “Wait, really? How?”

    “Well, you know how there’s that phase early in a relationship where it feels like all you’re thinking about is getting naked with the guy? Like, it’s on your mind constantly and any time you get a chance to take each other’s clothes off you jump at it?” Isabelle asked.

    Both her friends smiled and nodded.

    “It’s like that,” Isabelle added. “It’s that kind of thing, only we’ve been married for years and I kind of didn’t expect to feel this way again.”

    Sarah and Stephanie both looked shocked at Isabelle’s revelation and it seemed like they were reconsidering whatever judgments they’d made regarding Nathan’s fantasy.

    “You certainly don’t have to answer if you don’t want to,” Stephanie said, “But what do you get out of it? I mean, I can understand that Nathan would be all hot and bothered all the time because you’re making his fantasy come true. But why does it work for you?”

    Isabelle felt just a hint of a buzz from her drink and for a moment she closed her eyes and let it wash over her as she pictured the look of overwhelming pleasure on her husband’s face during his last orgasm.

    “I think I’m just getting swept up in it,” Isabelle said. “Sex feels exciting again. I like the idea that with just a few words I can drive Nathan absolutely wild. I mean, I went down on him in a movie theater a few weeks ago. I haven’t done that more than a few times in my life and I figured I would never do it again.”

    “Oh my gosh! You really did that?” Sarah asked.

    Isabelle nodded and took a longer sip of her drink. She was getting a little excited thinking about the fun she’d had with Nathan since he’d confessed his fantasy.

    “So, now that you have permission from Nathan, do you think about other guys?” Stephanie asked.

    Isabelle couldn’t contain her smile. “I guess that’s part of it too.”

    Stephanie laughed. “You dirty girl! I knew it.”

    “Who are you thinking of?” Sarah asked as she leaned closer.

    Isabelle felt like she was the town gossip and she’d come into possession of a truly juicy, scandalous piece of information that her friends couldn’t wait to hear.

    “I know this might sound weird, but I’m not picturing anyone specific. I don’t know if it’s because it would feel too much like cheating or if I just don’t have someone like that in my head, but the guy is always faceless. He does…well, it’s quite pleasing when I think about him,” Isabelle confessed.

    “And Nathan knows you’re thinking about someone else?” Stephanie asked.

    “He knows and it turns him on. He likes me to tell him about it,” Isabelle said. “You wouldn’t believe how much he likes it, in fact. I swear, my husband has never had orgasms like the ones he’s having now.”

    “What about yours?” Sarah asked.

    Isabelle turned to her friend, flashed a quick smile, and leaned forward as she said, “They’re really, really good.”

    Stephanie and Sarah both sat back and took a moment to soak in the surprising information Isabelle had shared.

    Then, Stephanie leaned forward as a decidedly naughty smile crossed her face. “How do you think Nathan would feel if you let a hot guy buy you a drink?”

    “What?” Isabelle asked.

    “There’s a guy that’s been checking you out since we sat down,” Stephanie said. “I’m sure he’d buy you a drink if you wanted. I’m sure he’d flirt with you if you wanted. I’d be willing to bet he’d dance with you if you wanted. Maybe you could go back to Nathan with a fun little story to tell.”

    “Which guy?” Sarah asked.

    “The one in the blue t-shirt and jeans. He’s at the high top table at the other end of the bar with a few friends,” Stephanie answered.

    Isabelle couldn’t help but whip her head around and check the guy out. He was looking right at her as she did. He smiled in the way that guys do when they’re trying to flirt. Isabelle smiled back, probably because she’d finished most of her drink and she was feeling good.

    “What do you think?” Stephanie asked.

    “He’s coming over here,” Sarah said. “He’s coming over!”

    Isabelle turned and smiled at the man making his way to their table. He was taller than she’d thought and Stephanie’s description of him as “hot” was spot on. There was no better way to say it. He was good looking, in shape, and in possession of a great deal of confidence. In a moment of insanity Isabelle casually slipped her wedding ring off and pushed it into her pocket. She’d made a decision to do a little flirting.

    “Hey there,” the guy said as he slid his beer onto the table. “I’m Drew.”

    “This is Isabelle,” Stephanie said. “And Sarah and I were just leaving.”

    Before Isabelle could say anything her two friends departed and Drew slid onto the stool next to hers. “It’s nice to meet you, Drew,” she said.

    “It’s nice to meet you too, Isabelle. I don’t mean to come across like I’m using a line, but I honestly haven’t been able to keep my eyes off of you,” he said.

    Isabelle leaned a little closer and smiled. “My friends mentioned that.”

    Drew looked a little embarrassed before he chuckled. “Did they? I thought I was being at least a little bit subtle about it, but I guess I was wrong.”

    Isabelle reached out and touched his forearm and was delighted to find that it felt rather muscular. “Don’t worry about it. To be honest, it’s flattering when someone as good looking as you can’t help but stare.”

    Drew flashed the kind of irrepressible smile that someone unleashes when they’re feeling flattered. “You think I’m good looking, huh?”

    “I guess I’m not being particularly subtle, either,” Isabelle replied. She tried to keep her voice sounding playful – she didn’t want Drew to think she was up for going home with him, because she definitely wasn’t.

    “There’s nothing wrong with that. That’s what bars are for, right? Two people find each other attractive and they share a drink,” he said.

    Isabelle looked into her empty glass and said, “Speaking of which, I really could use another drink.”

    “Are you saying you’d let me buy you a drink?” Drew asked.

    Isabelle nodded. “That’s what I’m saying.”

    Drew slid off the stool and said, “What would you like?”

    “Surprise me,” Isabelle replied.

    “Very good,” Drew said with a nod as he headed towards the bar.

    Isabelle watched him confidently call for the bartender’s attention and lean closer to put in a drink order. She couldn’t help but admire how good he looked in an outfit as simple as jeans and a t-shirt. There was no question he really was hot.

    The bartender offered a nod after Drew placed his order and Isabelle smiled as her new companion returned to their table. “How about a dance while he makes your drink?” he asked.

    Isabelle thought of Nathan and wondered what he would think about her dancing with another guy. Fantasizing about something and being okay with even a mild version of it happening in real life were two different things. Ultimately, she decided that a dance was harmless and that if even if Nathan was upset he couldn’t be mad enough for it to be a real problem since it was hardly scandalous to dance for a few minutes with someone else.

    “I’d love to,” Isabelle said.

    Drew took her hand, helped her off the stool, and led her to the bar’s small dance floor as the upbeat pop song that had been playing came to an end. An R&B song with a decidedly sultry beat started up and Isabelle moved her hips in time. Drew’s eyes roamed over her body and he smiled. “You can really dance,” he said.

    Isabelle saw the look in his eyes. She knew what he meant was that she looked incredibly sexy, and she knew that she was making an effort to look sexy. She felt a little guilty for doing so – she wasn’t sure what Nathan would have thought of her trying to be alluring for another man – but Isabelle couldn’t help it. She felt desire. She wasn’t going to go home with Drew, but he was incredibly good looking and he was interested in her and she couldn’t help but feel the same way. The music seemed to move through her body and inspire the movements in her hips as if she wasn’t in control of them. She was just doing what came naturally, and it seemed that what came naturally was a little bit of a seductive dance.

    Drew stepped closer and moved his hips in time with Isabelle’s. She reached out and ran her fingers over his forearm. Drew’s hand moved to her hip and he pulled her a little closer. His fingers moved to her lower back and Isabelle looked up to see the heat of desire in his eyes. For a moment all she could think about was how thrilling it would have been to kiss him.

    “You’re beautiful, Isabelle,” Drew said as he gently pushed his pelvis forward.

    Isabelle wanted to kiss him. She wanted to reach up and pull Drew’s lips to hers. She wanted to feed the overwhelming desire that had sprung up inside her on as they danced.

    Instead, she turned around and pressed her ass into Drew’s crotch. His hands moved to her waist and gently slipped under her shirt. He caressed the bare skin of her stomach as their bodies melded on the dance floor.

    Then Isabelle felt the telltale bulge of his erection. She’d gotten Drew hard. His lust for her had resulted in an erection. It was the impressive size of the bulge that made Isabelle think of her husband. Nathan wasn’t particularly small – he was probably average – but there was no question Drew was bigger. Based on the size of the bulge pressing into her ass he might have been quite large.

    Drew moved his hands to her hips and pulled back as Isabelle moved with the music and ground her ass into his crotch. She thought of telling Nathan about making someone else hard on the dance floor and it turned her on. The fact that Drew clearly wanted her was undeniably arousing, too.

    When Drew brushed her hair aside and kissed Isabelle’s neck she closed her eyes and moaned. He might not have heard it over the music, but it felt so good that she couldn’t help it. His hand moved up her stomach and came to a rest just under her breasts and part of Isabelle wished that he would grope her right there on the dance floor.

    They separated when the song came to an end and Isabelle spun around and smiled as she resisted the urge to look between his legs.

    “That was…that was really something,” she said.

    “It was,” Drew agreed before he glanced at the bar. “It looks like your drink is ready. Let me get it for you.”

    “I’d like that,” Isabelle replied.

    Drew turned and headed for the bar as Isabelle looked at Stephanie and Sarah. They both had big smiles on their faces and Sarah even offered a thumbs up.

    Isabelle returned to the bar stool at the high top table they’d been sitting at and took stock of the sensations coursing through her body. There was no question she’d experienced an overwhelming sense of arousal on the dance floor. It had easily surpassed the feelings of desire that having fun with Nathan’s fantasy had delivered, and with that came a sense of guilt. Her husband wasn’t there and she was more aroused than she’d been in years.

    Drew was returning with her drink, though, and Isabelle couldn’t muster the strength to leave. She wanted to stay. She wanted to enjoy more time with Drew even if she had no plans to do anything more than flirt and stoke the flame of desire that dancing with him had lit inside her. Isabelle knew it was selfish, but she told herself that she could keep flirting with Drew as long as she told Nathan all about it when she got home. Maybe he’d be mad, but she hoped he’d find her exploits arousing.

    “Did you have fun?” Nathan asked when Isabelle came home a little after midnight.

    She nodded and made her way to the Bose SoundDock that rested on the console table against the far wall in the living room. She docked her phone, brought up Spotify, and hit play on short playlist she’d put together on the ride home.

    “I let someone buy me a drink,” Isabelle said as she turned towards her husband and moved her hips to the music.

    Nathan’s eyes went wide and he sat up straight and asked, “A guy?”

    Isabelle nodded as she moved towards her husband. “I did a little flirting, too.”

    “Really?” Nathan asked as he watched Isabelle dance.

    Isabelle nodded and moved her hands up her torso and through her hair. She could still feel the effects of the two drinks she’d enjoyed and if she closed her eyes she could still feel Drew’s hands on her hips.

    “Dance with me,” she said.

    Nathan wasn’t much of a dancer, but he hopped off the couch anyway. Isabelle smiled as the second song on her playlist started. It was the same song she and Drew had danced to. It was the song that had played as another man made her feel such wonderful things.

    Isabelle moved her hips like she’d done at the bar. Nathan stared just like Drew had stared. She smiled at him and said, “I danced with another man tonight. I let him buy me a drink and I danced with him. We danced to this song, in fact.”

    “You did?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle took Nathan’s hand and placed it on her hip. “He touched me just like this,” she said. “Another man touched your wife just like this.”

    Nathan seemed like he could barely breathe and Isabelle couldn’t help but smile.

    “He pulled me closer as the song played. He couldn’t resist me. He needed to feel my body against his,” she said.

    Nathan dutifully pulled her closer and Isabelle happily pressed her pelvis against his. She looked into his eyes just like she’d looked into Drew’s eyes. She thought of the arousal she’d felt. She thought of how badly she wanted to kiss the other man.

    “Does it bother you that I danced with someone else tonight?” Isabelle asked as she felt Nathan’s cock grow stiff in his pants.

    He shook his head.

    “Does it turn you on to think of another man’s hands on your wife?” she asked.

    Nathan nodded.

    Isabelle spun around and pressed her ass into Nathan’s crotch. She felt his erection just like she’d felt Drew’s, only Nathan’s was quite a bit smaller.

    “We danced like this,” she said. “He grabbed my hips and pulled me closer.”

    Nathan did the same, though his touch wasn’t as self-assured and his hand didn’t move to her stomach.

    “He was hard for me,” Isabelle said. “He was hard just like you are.”

    Nathan groaned as Isabelle worked her ass into his cock with far greater vigor than she’d done with Drew. She wanted Nathan to be out of his mind with desire. She wanted his night to end in an orgasm.

    “He brushed my hair aside,” Isabelle said.

    Nathan reached up and brushed the hair away from her neck.

    “He kissed my neck, Nathan,” she said. “Another man kissed your wife’s neck. He kissed my neck softly.”

    Nathan leaned down and kissed Isabelle’s neck. She moaned just like she’d done for Drew.

    “I moaned for him,” she said. “I moaned for him as he kissed my neck. I couldn’t help it.”

    Isabelle unbuttoned her jeans and grabbed Nathan’s hand. She pushed his fingers down the front of her panties and he took the hint and found the wetness between her legs.

    “I was wet for him,” Isabelle said. “I was wet for another man on the dance floor. I was soaked, just like I’m soaked now. I was soaked for another man, Nathan.”

    Nathan groaned as Isabelle continued to move her ass in time with the song’s sultry beat. She moaned as he played with her pussy and offered her some of the pleasure she’d craved so badly when she’d danced with Drew.

    “Nathan…that feels so good,” she said.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    Isabelle pulled Nathan’s hand from her pussy and spun around. She pushed her pants down and kicked them off before unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. Isabelle wrapped her fingers around her husband’s turgid shaft and stroked him. They kissed as Nathan’s hand moved between her legs once more and his fingers worked her clit again.

    “Nathan…his cock…I felt it. I felt it when we were dancing. I felt the bulge,” Isabelle whispered between kisses.

    Nathan moaned.

    “I felt it again…a little later,” she said. “He walked me out of the bar to wait for my Uber.”

    Isabelle’s heart pounded as she thought of the intensity of her desire in that moment outside the bar. She’d accepted Drew’s invitation to walk her out of the bar and wait for the car and she’d done so because she couldn’t bear for the flirting to end.

    “What happened?” Nathan asked as they played with each other in the middle of the living room.

    Isabelle smiled and stepped back. She took off her shirt and unhooked her bra and said, “Get on the floor.”

    Nathan dropped to his back and Isabelle straddled him. She took her husband’s cock into her wet pussy and settled on it for a few moments before taking him for a ride.

    “He kissed me, Nathan,” she said.

    He groaned.

    “He kissed me outside the bar. He kissed me as we waited for my Uber. I didn’t stop him. I saw it coming and I didn’t stop him. I wanted it. I wanted him to kiss me. I wanted him to touch me again. I wanted to feel his hands on my body and his tongue in my mouth. I wanted it so badly,” she confessed.

    Nathan groaned and played with Isabelle’s breasts as she bounced on his cock.

    “His hands moved to my lower back and I moaned into his mouth. I couldn’t help it. I wanted him to touch my ass. I wanted him to squeeze it, Nathan. I wanted to feel his strong hands on my ass. He did, too. He surprised me by slipping his hands under my jeans and grabbing my bare ass. It felt so good. It felt so good to have his strong hands on my bare flesh.”

    Isabelle bounced harder on his cock as she felt an orgasm begin to build between her legs. She hoped Nathan could hold off until she got there.

    “Isabelle…fuck…I’m close,” he said.

    “I felt his bulge, Nathan. I felt it pressing into me. I felt his desire for me. I felt his need for me. He wanted to fuck me. He wanted to fuck your wife,” Isabelle said.

    Nathan closed his eyes and groaned. He was close.

    “I touched it,” she said. “I reached down and I stroked him through his jeans. I touched his cock. I couldn’t resist. I touched another man’s cock as he played with my ass. Nathan…he was so big. He was so much bigger than you.”

    “Fuck,” Nathan said between groans.

    “I wish he was inside me right now,” Isabelle said. “I wish I’d gone home with him. I wish I was fucking him instead of you.”

    Nathan cried out and climaxed inside her. Isabelle ground her pussy into his pelvis and her orgasm followed. She threw her head back and screamed as her body trembled. A kind of pleasure she hadn’t experienced in a long time ripped through her loins as the arousal she’d built during an even of flirtation with another man finally found an outlet and poured out of her body.

    The playlist came to an end and the sound of heavy breathing filled the living room for a handful of seconds as Isabelle came down from her climax.

    “Was all that true?” Nathan asked.

    “Every word of it,” Isabelle said. “Is that okay?”

    She was a little nervous that Nathan would be upset after he’d climaxed, but she couldn’t find a hint of anger in his face.

    “It is,” Nathan said. “It really is.” He smiled and pulled Isabelle closer for a kiss. “I just had the best orgasm of my life, so it would be pretty weird if I was upset about you kissing you someone else.”

    Isabelle kissed him again and studied her husband’s face.

    “His cock,” Nathan said. “Was it really bigger?”

    Isabelle smiled. She wasn’t sure why Nathan seemed to think she would enhance that detail, but she was more than happy to answer that Drew had indeed been quite large. “He was a lot bigger, honey. From what I could feel, at least, and I don’t want to sound too slutty, but I got a really good feel of it. So yeah, he’s bigger than you.”

    Nathan smiled.

    “Oh, and I got his number,” Isabelle said. “I don’t have to do anything with it, obviously, but I have his number just in case you want me to have a little flirty fun with someone else again.”

    “Really? You’d do it again?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle didn’t want to tell her husband just how much she’d enjoyed making out with Drew. She worried he might get hurt if he understood just how potent her desire had been. “Absolutely,” she said.

    “I swear, I’m the luckiest man in the world,” Nathan said.

    Isabelle gave him a soft kiss. “That’s awfully nice of you to say. I feel pretty lucky too.”

    “I guess we’re perfect for each other, then,” he added.

    Isabelle smiled and laid her head on Nathan’s chest. Maybe they were more perfect for each other than she’d ever imagined.
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    Isabelle’s hand shook a little as she held the mascara brush an inch from her eye. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and told herself to calm down. When she opened her eyes once more her hand was still shaking.

    “Wow,” Nathan said from the bathroom door.

    “Oh my God!” Isabelle cried out as she dropped the mascara brush in the sink. “Nathan. You scared me.”

    She couldn’t help but laugh at the absurdity of the whole thing. She was nervous because she was getting ready to have sex with another man, but she couldn’t quite pinpoint the source of the nerves. Nathan was excited about it and she knew Drew was excited too. Of course he was. He knew he was getting laid and Nathan knew his wife was going to make his biggest fantasy come true.

    “Sorry,” Nathan said.

    “No, it’s okay,” Isabelle replied as she turned to him. “I’m just nervous.”

    “Why?” Nathan asked. He gestured at the blue and black lace bra and panty set she’d picked out and added, “You look incredible. And your hair and makeup looks amazing too. Really, you’re gorgeous. Drew is going to go crazy for you.”

    Though she knew Nathan might have been serving his own needs by trying to build up her confidence, Isabelle couldn’t help but smile. It seemed that she was, in fact, quite nervous about how Drew would feel despite what they’d done in the bar parking lot.

    “You really think so?” Isabelle asked.

    “Honey, of course,” Nathan said as he stepped into the bathroom. He moved behind Isabelle and wrapped his arms around her. He planted soft kisses on her neck as his hands moved over her stomach and drifted down her thighs. “You look incredible, and after what happened in his car I’m absolutely certain that Drew’s been thinking about you all week. I promise he has. I promise you’ve been the only thing on his mind.”

    Isabelle felt her husband’s erection pressing into her ass. She suspected Nathan’s mind had been occupied with one particular thought all week too.

    “I’ve been thinking about him,” she said.

    “Oh yeah?” Nathan asked in a voice that sounded just a little bit hesitant. It was a tone that Isabelle had gotten familiar with since he’d revealed his fantasy. Nathan was unquestionably aroused by the idea of her fucking someone else, but he often seemed just a touch nervous about it too.

    Isabelle looked at him in the bathroom mirror and reached down to guide one of Nathan’s hands into her panties. Despite her nerves, she’d been thinking about what an evening with Drew might be like and it had left her feeling more than a little aroused.

    “Can you feel that?” Isabelle asked as Nathan’s finger moved between her pussy lips and pushed inside her.

    “I can,” Nathan said.

    “That’s because I can’t stop thinking about Drew’s big cock,” she said. The truth was, Isabelle had been thinking about all of Drew. She’d thought of his kisses, of the confident way he moved his hands over her body, of his skill at pleasuring her pussy, and of his big cock. She knew Nathan found her desire for Drew’s dick most arousing, though, and it turned her on to drive Nathan crazy with lust.

    “What are you thinking about doing with his big cock?” Nathan asked.

    Isabelle pushed her ass into Nathan’s crotch and smiled at him in the mirror. “I’ve been thinking about sucking his cock,” she said.

    Nathan made a milder version of his orgasm face, which was the surest sign Isabelle had hit a nerve in the best way possible.

    “I can’t stop thinking about it since last week. I can’t stop thinking about how good it felt to wrap my lips around his long, thick cock. I can’t stop thinking about how good it felt to make him cum in my mouth. The way he moaned and the way his cock swelled up before it exploded on my tongue, it was incredible, baby,” Isabelle said.

    Nathan moved his finger over her clit and Isabelle moaned as she rubbed her ass over his crotch. Isabelle wriggled free from his grasp before he could make her cum and she spun around and leaned against the bathroom counter. She unzipped Nathan’s pants and pulled out his stiff cock, wrapped her fingers around it, and stroked him slowly.

    “I hope you’re okay with me doing more than giving him a blowjob,” she said.

    “I am,” Nathan replied.

    “Are you sure?” she asked.

    Nathan nodded.

    “I’ve been dreaming about it all week,” Isabelle said. “About fucking him. I’ve been thinking about fucking him all week, Nathan. I’ve been thinking about how good it’s going to feel when he slides his big cock inside me. I’ve been thinking about how hard I’m going to cum when he’s fucking me with that big, beautiful dick of his.”

    Nathan seemed like he might keel over from the overwhelming nature of the arousal coursing through him, a fact that brought Isabelle endless delight.

    “Are you sure you’re okay with that?” she asked. “Are you sure you’re okay with your wife cumming so hard on someone else’s cock?”

    Nathan nodded vigorously, though he seemed unable to speak.

    “What if he’s better than you, Nathan?” Isabelle asked. “What if Drew fucks me better than you ever have?”

    Nathan’s cock surged in Isabelle’s hand and she released it. It seemed like further teasing would no doubt result in an orgasm and she wanted to save that for when she got home.

    “Am I right in assuming that you’d be just fine with Drew fucking me like no man has ever fucked me before?” Isabelle asked.

    “Yes,” Nathan answered. “I’ve fantasized about it for so long, Isabelle, and what you did with him in the car was so hot. I’m ready for this. I’m ready for you to fuck him. I’m ready for him to blow your mind. I really am.”

    Isabelle smiled. “Do you think I should wear something slutty?” That wasn’t her usual style, but she liked the idea of letting out her inner slut, especially since she was planning on having sex with a man she’d only met a few times. If she was ever going to dress slutty, now was the time.

    “If I was Drew I would certainly find that sexy,” Nathan said.

    Isabelle saw an opportunity and she couldn’t help but take it. “You know you’re not Drew, right? You know he’s got a bigger dick than you, right? You know he made me cum so fucking hard in his car last week, right? You know he’s going to make me cum so hard tonight when he pounds my needy, married pussy with that big dick of his, right?”

    For a moment Nathan looked like he might cum in his pants. “Fuck, Isabelle,” he said. “I love you. I love you so much.”

    Isabelle wrapped her arms around him and kissed her husband. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and ground her pelvis into his, providing him with a little more stimulation before she kicked him out of the bathroom so she could finish getting ready.

    “I love you too,” she said. “Tonight’s going to be fun for both of us, I promise. You’re not going to masturbate, right? I want you to save yourself for me, okay?”

    “I won’t masturbate, I promise,” Nathan replied.

    Isabelle saw the look on his face. She knew it was going to be hard for him to keep that promise. She was confident he’d refrain from cumming, though. He might touch himself a little, but he wouldn’t orgasm.

    Isabelle took a deep breath as she approached Drew’s house. She looked down at her outfit – she’d gone with a sheer black blouse, a tight black leather skirt, and a pair of strappy three inch high heels – and smoothed everything out to make sure she looked good. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d worn such a short, tight skirt, especially for a man.

    Isabelle pressed the doorbell and listened as Drew’s footsteps approached. He opened the door with a smile and welcomed her.

    “Isabelle, wow, you look incredible,” he said as she stepped into the house.

    Drew’s eyes roamed over her body in a way Isabelle found thrilling. It seemed clear that he approved of her choice of outfit.

    A few moments of awkward silence passed as Drew shut the door and turned to her. It seemed that they were both a little unsure of how to proceed.

    “How about a drink?” Drew asked.

    “That would be nice,” Isabelle replied.

    He led her to the kitchen and opened a bottle of red wine as she admired the care he’d taken with his outfit. His jeans fit perfectly, his shirt was nicely tucked into them, and he’d clearly put some time into make sure he looked well-groomed.

    Drew poured them both a glass of wine and Isabelle took hers with a smile. “I’ve been thinking about you all week,” she said.

    “Oh yeah?” Drew asked as a giddy smile crossed his face. He couldn’t seem to contain his joy at the idea that she’d been thinking about him – and about what they’d done in the car – all week.

    “I have,” she said. “I honestly couldn’t help myself. I’ve never done anything like I did last week, in the car, I mean. There’s something about you that makes me want to get a little wild, I guess.”

    “I feel the same way,” Drew said.

    Isabelle raised her glass. “I guess we should toast to that, then.”

    They touched their glasses gently and Drew stepped closer before they each took a sip on the wine. Isabelle swallowed and smiled. He leaned in and their lips met for a slow, sensual kiss flavored with red wine.

    “You’re a good kisser,” Isabelle said as she tried her best not to toss her glass aside to yank Drew’s pants off. She felt the same desire she’d experienced in the car, but she didn’t want to come off as a wanton slut.

    “Good enough for you to kiss me again?” he asked.

    Isabelle replied with another kiss. This time she let her tongue wander into his mouth and welcomed his into hers. He moaned when she sucked on it and his free hand moved to her ass and grasped it through the tight black leather.

    “I need to tell you something,” Isabelle said.

    “Is everything okay?” Drew asked.

    “Yes, it’s just…I’m married,” she explained.

    Drew stepped back with a surprised look on his face.

    “It’s not like that,” she said. “I’m not cheating. He knows I’m here. He likes that I’m here, actually.”

    “Really?” Drew asked.

    “I know it sounds crazy, but he does. This is his fantasy, actually,” Isabelle explained as she moved back and hopped on Drew’s kitchen table. “He wants his wife to give herself to another man. He wants his wife to give herself to a man with a bigger cock. He wants me to have great sex with that man. He wants me to have better sex than I have with him, in fact.”

    Isabelle pulled her skirt up around her waist and spread her legs, drawing Drew’s gaze to her panties.

    “My husband wants you to fuck me, Drew,” Isabelle said. “And I do too. I’ve been thinking about it all week. I’ve been fantasizing about it.”

    She took a long sip of her wine and reached between her legs. Isabelle pushed her hand into her panties and rubbed her clit as she swallowed the wondrously boozy liquid.

    “I’ve been fantasizing about having you inside me,” she said as a bulge appeared between Drew’s legs. “I’ve been fantasizing about feeling your big, beautiful cock in my tight, married pussy. Will you make my fantasy come true, Drew? Will you fuck me? Will you fuck me as many times as I can handle?”

    It was Isabelle’s desire that drove her to throw caution to the wind and tell Drew exactly why she was in his house. She wanted him to know that he was fucking a married woman, that he was going to satisfy her needs in a way her husband might not have been able to.

    Drew stepped closer, put his glass on the table, and ran his fingers up Isabelle’s soft, smooth thighs. She moaned quietly at the intense desire created by something as simple as his touch.

    “Does your husband really want this?” Drew asked.

    “My husband wants you to fuck his wife,” Isabelle replied. “He does. It’s the one and only thing he fantasizes about. He wants you to take your cock out and slide it into my pussy. He wants you to fuck me, Drew. He wants you to fuck me and make me cum. He wants you to be better than him.”

    Drew slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them off. He tossed her underwear onto the kitchen floor and leaned closer to kiss her neck.

    “And what do you want?” he whispered between kisses.

    Isabelle closed her eyes and enjoyed her body’s intense response to his kisses. Pleasure emanated from her neck throughout her body. Wetness dripped from her pussy. Desire enveloped her.

    “I want you to fuck me, Drew. I need it,” Isabelle said. “I’ve needed it from the first time we kissed that night outside the bar. You’ve been on my mind constantly since then. The moment your lips met mine I needed you to fuck me.”

    Drew kissed her and slipped a finger into her pussy. A second quickly joined it and he used his thumb to rub her clit. Isabelle’s legs trembled as she sucked on his tongue and moaned.

    She worked Drew’s belt off, unbuttoned his pants, and quickly pushed them down. Isabelle freed his cock from the confines of his underwear and stroked him as he added a third finger to her pussy.

    “Fuck…Drew…please, fuck me,” she said. The desperation in her voice was unexpected, but Isabelle didn’t have control over her desire. It had transformed into a pure form of need that could only be satiated by Drew plunging his cock into her pussy and bringing to life the fantasies she’d indulged in all week.

    “I’m not wearing a condom,” he said.

    “Just pull out before you cum,” Isabelle replied. She knew it was stupid, but she wasn’t thinking about anything other than her need to have Drew’s cock inside her.

    “Are you sure?” he asked.

    Isabelle pulled him close and Drew removed his fingers from her pussy. She placed the head of his cock against her wetness and he slowly pushed inside her. They kissed as Isabelle wrapped her legs around him and Drew filled her completely.

    “Fuck,” she said. “Drew, fuck me. Fuck my married pussy.”

    Drew groaned like he thoroughly enjoyed the idea of her being married to another man and completely lost in her desperation for him.

    “Does that feel good?” he asked while slowly sliding in and out of her.

    “Yes…fuck yes,” Isabelle said. Each thrust felt better than the last as the intense pleasure continued to build. It was so much more than living out Nathan’s fantasy. It was living out what had clearly become her own fantasy. It was giving in to a side of her that she’d clearly kept hidden. It was cutting loose and embracing the wild pleasures of being with someone else, someone new, someone gifted in ways her husband wasn’t.

    “Fuck me harder,” she said. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    Isabelle wrapped her arms around Drew as he delivered the hard fucking she needed. It was entirely different from being with Nathan, in large part because Drew was so much bigger. He was thicker and longer. She felt fuller and he reached places inside her that her husband hadn’t even gone. Nathan wasn’t small, but Drew was quite large and it felt astoundingly good.

    “Fuck…Drew…I’m close,” Isabelle said as he vigorously fucked her. “Don’t stop…I’m close…I’m so fucking close.”

    Isabelle kissed his neck and reached down to grab his ass as he fucked her on the kitchen table. His powerful thrusts sent explosions of pleasure throughout her body, each bringing her a little closer to what promised to be an incredible climax.

    “Isabelle, I’m close,” Drew said.

    “Keep fucking me,” she demanded.

    Isabelle knew Nathan expected her to use protection. They’d talked about it, but the moment she’d hopped up on Drew’s kitchen table everything but her desire to get fucked rushed out of her mind. Now that Drew was inside her she couldn’t think of anything but her need to cum. Some small part of her brain argued to have him pull out, but Isabelle didn’t listen. She wanted to cum. She needed to cum.

    “Harder, Drew. Fuck me harder. Pound me. Fuck, pound my pussy. Pound my married pussy!” she screamed.

    Isabelle thought of her husband sitting at home. She thought of the notion that she had another man’s cock inside her. She thought of how she was stepping outside the bounds of her marriage and it thrilled her in ways she hadn’t imagined possible.

    “Isabelle…I’m close…I can’t hold out,” Drew said.

    Isabelle grabbed his ass, kissed his neck, and said, “Cum inside me.”

    Moments after the words left her lips an orgasm exploded from her loins. She closed her eyes and held him tight and time seemed to slow as the pleasure spread outwards from the space between her legs that Drew continued to pound.

    “Fuck…Isabelle…fuck!” he cried out.

    Drew buried his cock inside her and they came together. Somehow her pleasure intensified as she thought of him cumming inside her. She couldn’t begin to process why, only that it felt so good that she didn’t regret for a second that she’d told him to do it.

    Isabelle kissed his neck and cheek and her lips found their way to his. They shared a long, slow, deep kiss as he remained inside her. It felt like her pussy was pulsing as it continued to cling to his still-stiff shaft.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    “It really was,” he replied.

    “We should do it again,” Isabelle added.

    Drew smiled as his hands moved to her ass. He picked Isabelle up with his cock still inside her and they moved towards what she assumed was his bedroom.

    “You meant right now, right?” he asked.

    “I certainly did,” she replied.

    She assumed Nathan would be happy to know that his wife had enjoyed the sex so much that she’d fucked Drew more than once. Isabelle was certainly willing to take the chance that he’d be okay with her getting home late, because she intended on fucking Drew as many times as he could manage.

  
    Discovering the Stunning Pleasure of SPH - Part 1

    As far as Rocky could tell, his first time meeting Ally's friends - her two best friends in the world, to be exact - was going exceptionally well. He hadn't counted a single awkward lull in the conversation and he'd made both Bruce - Ally's gay best friend - and Erica laugh multiple times, which Rocky took as a surefire sign that they liked him.

    Right before dessert was due to arrive, Ally excused herself to the bathroom, which Rocky took as a surefire sign that things were going well. After all, she wouldn't have left him alone with her friends if she wasn't confident that they liked him.

    The moment Ally was gone both of her friends leaned in and their faces were suddenly very serious.

    "What's going on?" Rocky asked.

    Erica and Bruce looked at each other and his eyebrows shot up like he was silently communicating with her.

    "We need to talk to you about something," Bruce said.

    "Okay."

    Erica took a deep breath and said, "You need to get better at eating pussy."

    "What?"

    "You heard me," Erica said. “Ally really likes you and she really wants the relationship to work, which is why you need to get better at eating pussy and you need to do it more often."

    "Did she same something?"

    "Yes, honey," Bruce chimed in. "Obviously. We wouldn't be saying anything if Ally was perfectly happy with the sexual component of your relationship. She's too nervous to talk to you about it and she told us not to say anything, but we love her, and the truth is, we like you, so we're telling you so you'll have a shot at making the relationship work."

    Rocky felt deeply self-conscious and he struggled to make eye contact with either of Ally's friends, but he needed to know more. "What did she say?"

    Erica and Bruce looked at each other and it seemed to Rocky that they were again silently communicating. Erica was the first one to look his way again.

    "If we had more time I'd be delicate about this, but we don't," she said. "So I'm just going to come right out and say it."

    Rocky held his breath as he waited.

    "You're too small," she said.

    "What?"

    "Your dick is too small, honey," Bruce chimed in. "It's not your fault but there's definitely something you can do about it, which is to eat pussy a lot more often and to get better at it. I obviously can't help you with that last part, but Ally definitely can if you just ask her about it."

    "Wait, wait, she told you I was too small?"

    Erica and Bruce nodded.

    "Yes," Erica said. "Your dick is too small to make her cum the way she wants to cum. In fact, most of the time you fuck, she doesn't cum at all. She said that sometimes she masturbates after you've fallen asleep. As you might imagine, your relationship is going to end if that continues. Ally deserves better than masturbating after you've had your fun, don't you think?"

    Rocky nodded. "Yes, she does."

    "Then make sure you eat her pussy after you've fucked her and make sure you pay attention to the way she moans and how she touches you while you're doing it. She's telling you how she likes it and you're not fucking listening."

    Bruce looked away and said, "She's coming back."

    "Don't tell her we said anything," Erica added.

    Ally returned to their booth and slid next to Rocky. She kissed him on the cheek and put a hand on his thigh and he did his best to try and hide the fact that he'd just been told that his dick was too small to satisfy his girlfriend and that he wasn't particularly good at eating pussy.

    Rocky was certain he did a good job of hiding the fact that his sense of self had been shaken by Ally's friends, but he was wrong about that. The moment they were in the car and driving back to her place she said something.

    "Are you okay?" she asked before taking a moment and adding, "Or, actually, I should say that I know you're not okay."

    Rocky wasn't sure what to say, so he didn't say anything.

    "They said something, didn't they?"

    He stopped at a red light, looked at his girlfriend, and nodded. "They did."

    She looked deeply upset, though not at him. For a moment her eyes welled up like she was going to cry, but Ally managed to fight it off. "I'm so sorry," she said. "I shouldn't have said anything to them."

    The light turned green and Rocky hit the gas.

    "They were just being good friends, Ally," he said. "And they weren't mean about it. I believed them when they said they were telling me so that our relationship actually stood a chance at working."

    She was quiet for a few seconds before asking, "Really?"

    "Yeah. I mean, Erica made a good point when she said that you deserved better than having to masturbate after I've gone to sleep. I mean, that's really awful that you have to do that and you really do deserve better. I don't blame you for not saying anything, of course - guys can be really insecure about their sexual prowess - but I agree with Erica that you deserve better."

    Again Ally was silent, this time until they hit another red light and Rocky looked over. He couldn't read the look on her face so he grabbed her hand and squeezed it.

    "I should have just talked to you," she said. "I'm sorry. The truth is, I really like you, Rocky. I...I mean, I've been with guys that couldn't exactly...that weren't great in bed before and I've just broken up with them. But you're different. I have real feelings for you."

    Rocky was taken aback by the idea that he was bad enough in bed that Ally would have broken up with him were it not for her warm feelings for him. It was, in fact, a humiliating revelation. He fought off the unpleasantness that came with that humiliation and concentrated on the idea that Ally was falling in love with him - which is what she was really saying - and how good that made him feel.

    "I'm falling for you too, Ally," he said.

    Her face lit up and she leaned over and kissed him on the lips. It turned into a long, beautiful, passionate kiss that went on until the car behind them honked loudly.

    Ally sat back in her seat and Rocky hit the gas again as he noted that his cock had sprang to life.

    "I'm sorry I'm not better at oral sex," he said. "I want to get better, though."

    "That makes me happy," she replied. "And I can teach you to be better."

    Rocky was oddly turned on at the idea of his girlfriend teaching him to eat pussy with greater skill. In fact, in that moment he was more turned on than he'd expected given the rather disheartening news he'd received that evening.

    "Do you want to come in?" Ally asked as Rocky pulled into the driveway of her townhome.

    They'd been going out for nearly three months and she no longer asked if he wanted to come in. Rocky understood why she figured she'd need to check in on that particular night, though.

    "I'd love to," he said.

    They walked hand-in-hand to her front door and Rocky kissed her neck from behind as Ally unlocked it. They stepped inside and she pulled him close and slipped her tongue into his mouth. He lifted her skirt and his fingers made their way into her panties. He was pleased to find a wealth of wetness between her legs and he let his fingers probe.

    "Gentle," she whispered. "My pussy...and my clit...they don't need aggressive stimulation. You can be nice and gentle when you use your fingers on me and in me."

    Rocky took the instruction and pulled back on the aggressiveness of his fingers. Ally rewarded him with a moan and stroked his cock through his slacks. Her touch focused all of Rocky's energy on the fact that his dick wasn't big enough for Ally.

    To Rocky's surprise, that focus didn't dissolve his arousal. Instead, he found his desire growing. His cock felt like it was more sensitive than usual, like the honesty he'd experienced that night had led to a deeper connection with his girlfriend.

    "That's really good," Ally said as he played with her pussy. "That's really good, Rocky." She smiled. "I guess you're a fast learner."

    He kissed her and pulled her panties down. She stepped out of them and he slipped two fingers inside her while gently working her clit with his thumb. They kissed with wild abandon and she unzipped his pants and reached inside to pleasure him with the warmth of her fingers against his stiff flesh.

    "You're so hard for me," she whispered.

    "I know. I'm really turned on."

    "Yeah?"

    Rocky nodded.

    "I'm glad," Ally said. "I was really nervous that everything would be ruined, that Erica and Bruce would have blown our relationship up even though they were trying to be good friends."

    "They didn't."

    Ally kissed his neck and unbuckled his belt. His pants fell to the floor a few moments later and she moaned while deftly lowering his underwear and fully freeing his cock. Rocky moaned as Ally wrapped her hand around his shaft and stroked him slowly. Their lips met and their tongues entwined as he continued to work her pussy.

    "You know, one of the nice things about having a boyfriend with a small cock is that giving blowjobs is really easy," she whispered.

    Rocky felt a stunning surge of pleasure between his legs. His balls tightened and his cock throbbed and for a few moments he wondered if he might actually cum. Confusion followed the arousal as there was nothing about what she'd said that should have made him feel that way.

    "Did I almost make you cum?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "How interesting."

    Ally stepped back for a moment and looked up at him. She let Rocky's cock go and caressed his face. Then she unzipped her skirt and it fell to the floor. Her blouse followed and she removed her bra, leaving her naked except for her simple black heels.

    Ally then cupped his balls and caressed them with incredible skill. He moaned as her fingers danced over the underside of his shaft and worked their way towards the head, all while her eyes remained locked on his face.

    "Rocky, baby, would you like it if I sucked your small cock?"

    Again he felt an intense surge of lust, so much so that he bent forward and his cock slipped from her grasp, preventing what had once again felt like an impending orgasm.

    When he stood up straight, Rocky saw a smile on Ally's face. A bright, beautiful smile.

    "Does it turn you on when I say that you have a small cock?"

    A deep sense of embarrassment washed over him and Rocky looked away. A moment later he felt Ally's naked body pressed against his. She kissed his neck and slipped her fingers under his shirt and ran them up his back.

    "It's okay if it does," she whispered. "In fact, it would be kind of amazing if it did."

    "Really?"

    "Yes. I mean, don't you think it would be? If you got all hot and bothered if I told you - in an erotic manner, of course - that you have a small cock, wouldn't that be amazing? I'm telling you that truth - that your dick is small and incapable of satisfying me - and you get so turned on that you damn near cum from just a little bit of stroking."

    She grabbed his cock and stroked him a little and again Rocky felt that surge of lust. He was confused and embarrassed and a little frustrated that he was so turned on, but he was. He absolutely was.

    "It turns me on," he said. "I don't get it and I'm not even sure that I like that it turns me on, but it does, Ally."

    She released his cock, stepped back, and leaned against the wall as Rocky battled a host of emotions, some good and some bordering on devastating.

    "Why the fuck do I feel this way?" he asked.

    Ally smiled. "You don't have to be scared of it. Of what turns you on."

    Her smile was reassuring, as was the gentle tone of her voice. The fact that Ally then reached between her legs to play with her pussy helped to further soothe Rocky's conflicting emotions.

    "Would it be okay if I admitted that I'm really turned on too?" she asked. "That...that there's something about teasing you about your small cock that makes me extra wet? That makes my pussy tingle in a way it doesn't normally tingle? That actually makes me wetter than I think I've ever been?"

    Rocky's anxiety washed away as a tidal wave of arousal worked its way through his body. He didn't understand his newfound desire and he wasn't entirely sure he liked it, but he couldn't resist it.

    "That's it," Ally said with a slight smile. "Come here, baby. Come to me. Come and make my pussy feel good."

    Rocky reached out and ran his fingers over her pussy lips. He reminded himself to be gentle. He slipped a finger inside her. His thumb found her clit and he rubbed it in small circles. Rocky kissed his girlfriend's neck and he felt a hand on the top of his head. She'd never done that before, but Rocky happily fell to his knees and looked up at her.

    "You're not bad at eating pussy," she said while running her fingers through her hair. "But you're not particularly good, either. Thankfully, it's an easy fix, because the truth is, you're just too eager. Your tongue moves far too quickly. You don't need to flick it back and forth at such speed. You need to lick slowly and gently and do so at a nice steady pace."

    Ally's hand moved to the back of his head and she guided his mouth to her pussy. Rocky closed his eyes, extended his tongue, and licked her at the slow, steady pace she'd recommended.

    "That's it," she said. "Nice and slow and with a nice wide tongue. That's how I like it, baby. That's how you can make me feel good. You'll get better with practice, too, and you'll need to get better, because that little dick of yours can't come anywhere near making me cum."

    An involuntary moan escaped Rocky's lips as pleasure – pleasure without any direct stimulation, in fact - surged through his balls and shaft. Ally took a tight grip of his hair and Rocky winced at the mild hint of pain he felt, though a gentle touch of excitement followed.

    "It's really hot that it turns you on when I talk like that, Rocky. I've never been with a guy that gets so turned on at something so simple and so...I don't know, naughty. I really like it."

    "Yeah?" he asked while rubbing her clit with his thumb.

    Ally nodded. "It makes me feel...I don't know, empowered, I guess. It's almost like you've given me a superpower, actually. I mean, imagine if we were watching a movie and I just leaned over and whispered that I really wanted to feel your cute little dick in my mouth."

    Rocky moaned.

    "You'd get so turned on and it would just be because I'd said a few words. Most guys aren't like that. It's really sexy."

    Rocky returned to licking her pussy, though this time he made sure to look up at Ally as he did so. She met his gaze and smiled and then pulled him a little closer, rubbing her pussy over his chin and lips in the process. He felt completely immersed in her crotch and there was something so fucking hot about it.

    Ally then grabbed his hair and pulled back, depriving him of her pussy. He felt her wetness on his lips and the taste of her sweet juices remained on his tongue.

    "Was I doing a bad job?"

    She shook her head. "No, I just don't want to cum yet. You were doing a lovely job. I mean, you're still far from good at eating pussy, but with my guidance and plenty of practice, you'll get better."

    Ally then dropped to her knees and smiled as she kissed him. Her tongue explored his mouth as he played with her breasts, ran his fingers down her back, and grabbed her ass.

    "You'll need to get better, too," she whispered. "Because a man with a dick as small as yours needs to be an expert at eating pussy if he has any hope of keeping a girl like me around."

    Rocky closed his eyes and moaned as he experienced a kind of pleasure between his legs that he'd only ever felt as a result of direct stimulation. He wasn't being touched, though. She'd simply talked dirty to him.

    "I can't believe how good that feels," he said.

    "I told you, you gave me a superpower," she said. "One I intend to use a great deal, Rocky. One I intend on having a lot of fun with."

    They kissed again as Ally stroked his cock with a soft grip. Her tongue moved deep into his mouth and he let his hands roam over her body as arousal built between his legs.

    "If I make you cum, will you promise to eat my pussy afterwards?" she asked.

    "Yes, absolutely."

    "Stand up."

    Rocky stood and Ally immediately took his balls into her mouth as her fingers teased the head of his cock. He'd never really thought of himself as especially small, but in that moment, as he looked down at her, he noted that his cock wasn't all that impressive.

    "Do you want me to suck your little dick?" she asked softly.

    Rocky nodded.

    "You want me to suck on this cute little cock and make it cum in my mouth?"

    Her tone, her sweet smile, and her words had Rocky on the verge of an orgasm before he was even in her mouth. It remained a strange and slightly unsettling feeling to get so turned on by her words, but Rocky was too far gone to care.

    "Yes, please, make me cum in your mouth. Make my little cock cum in your mouth."

    Ally kissed his cock softly. She did it over and over and she looked at him the entire time as Rocky sank into what felt like a trance.

    "I was frustrated with my friends, but after tonight I'll have to thank them. They were braver than I was. I knew your little cock was damn near worthless when it came to satisfying my pussy, but I just couldn't tell you."

    Her lips wrapped around his cock and she swallowed him with ease. Her nose pressed into his pubic hair and her tongue moved over the underside of his dick.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Rocky blew his load in her mouth after no more than a few seconds of oral pleasure. His body shook violently and he leaned forward to brace himself against the wall so he wouldn't collapse. Ally pulled back until onlythe head remained in her mouth and gently licked at it, coaxing out several more volleys of semen before she pulled back and swallowed.

    "Was that good?" she asked.

    "That was...I think that might have been the best orgasm I've ever had."

    She seemed delighted by that revelation.

    Ally stood, took his hand, and led Rocky to the bedroom. "You're going to follow through on your promise, right?"

    "Yes, of course," he said.

    "Good. I'd like you to make me cum a few times, actually. You need the practice with your tongue and I'm actually multi-orgasmic, so I can go for quite some time. We'll take breaks between each orgasm, but we're not done until I say so, okay?"

    He nodded. "Yes, absolutely."

    "And though you might be tempted to ask, you only get one orgasm tonight, okay? I've given you way more orgasms in our relationship than you've given me, so you have a great deal of ground to make up."

    "I understand."

    Ally crawled into her bed, shook her ass at him for a few moments, and then rolled onto her back. "I think this is going to be fun. All of this, I mean. This...I don't know, this new thing we're doing."

    "I agree."

    Rocky crawled between her legs, settled onto his stomach, and went to work practicing his pussy eating technique. He wanted to get better. He needed to get better. He needed to make up for his shortcomings, to make Ally happy. He needed to do whatever it took to make her happy, to keep her, to make sure she never wanted to leave him.
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     It was still early - for a Saturday night, at least - so the bar wasn't especially crowded. Rocky preferred that, though, as he didn't have to lean halfway across the table to hear what Ally's friends were saying.

    "So...you two seem like you're happier than ever," Bruce noted just a few moments after Ally had leaned over and planted a long kiss on Rocky's cheek. "Like, almost disgustingly happy, if I'm being honest, though I shouldn't be trusted given that my boyfriend just proved himself to be an asshole by breaking up with me for no particular reason."

    Ally reached across the table and squeezed her friend's hand as Rocky offered a supportive smile.

    "We are happier than ever," Ally said, "and I'm pretty sure I have you two to thank for it."

    Erica and Bruce - Ally's two best friends in the world - both smiled as they looked at her.

    "Oh, do explain," Erica said. "Because we're more than happy to be showered with praise for helping our friend."

    Ally leaned back and seemed like she'd developed a sudden case of shyness, which was not usually how she acted around her friends, especially when she'd already had a glass of wine.

    Bruce looked at Rocky. "What's she talking about?"

    "The conversation we had when Ally went to the bathroom. It was a few months back. You were both quite...shall we say, direct. Surely you remember?"

    It took a moment, but the look of recognition soon crossed the faces of Bruce and Erica. They'd been the ones to bluntly tell Rocky that he needed to get better at oral sex because his dick wasn't big enough to satisfy Ally. They'd done so because they knew she really liked him and she wasn't going to say anything. That simple conversation had led to a sexual revolution for both Rocky and Ally, so she wasn't wrong to say that her friends were largely responsible for the remarkably positive shift in their relationship.

    Erica looked at Ally, studied her face for a moment, and said, "I've been asking and you said things have been good, but you've been awfully scant on the details. Scant enough that I thought maybe you were riding this thing out until the right time to break up came along. It seems that I was wrong about that, though."

    Ally bit her lower lip and then a gleeful smile broke across her face. Under the table, her hand moved to Rocky's thigh and she gave it a gentle squeeze before slowly inching towards his crotch.

    "The problem you talked to Rocky about - his shortcoming in a very particular area - has been solved."

    Rocky felt a sudden and surprising sense of arousal at his girlfriend openly discussing his small cock with her friends. Ally was still being relatively discreet, of course, but they all knew what she was talking about and he found himself getting hard as it happened.

    "Really?" Bruce said. "You two must be creative thinkers, because I've been confronted with that problem on a few occasions myself and I never had any luck finding a solution."

    Ally's fingers were inches from Rocky's cock and his heart was beating quite a lot faster than it had been a few minutes prior. The drink he'd had - a strong old fashioned - had left him buzzed enough not to care about the fact that he was getting excited in public.

    "I think we might just have gotten lucky," Ally said. "Lucky that certain...well, certain realities are more exciting than either of us might have guessed at first glance."

    Erica and Bruce both looked as though they wanted to hear every little detail, though neither pushed for more information. Not right away, at least. Instead, they sipped their drinks as Ally once again leaned over and kissed Rocky's cheek.

    Then Erica set her heavy-bottomed glass on the table with a thud, leaned in, and said, "Normally I wouldn't say a word. But, this drink is really fucking strong - that's why I love this bar - and I'm actually right on the verge of being drunk. So, I'm just going to ask what I'm pretty sure Bruce and I are both thinking. Are you saying that Rocky's small dick has somehow become a turn on for you?"

    Ally's fingers encircled Rocky's cock through his slacks and she gave it a gentle squeeze while nodding to her friends. "Very much so. For both of us, in fact."

    Rocky couldn't believe the conversation was happening. He couldn't believe his girlfriend and her friends were talking about his small dick at a bar and that he was hard as a rock.

    "First off, your advice paid off," Ally said. "He's gotten better at going down on me."

    "You can say eating pussy," Bruce replied with a smile. "I won't be offended. I don't want to eat pussy, but I certainly appreciate the fact that a straight man needs to be good at it."

    Ally laughed softly. "Okay, yes, he's gotten better at eating pussy. Much better, in fact."

    "But that's not the whole of it," Erica said. "I mean, there's something else going on here. There has to be. Every woman I know loves having her pussy eaten, of course, and loves it when a man is willing to do it regularly, but what's happening between the two of you is something much more than orgasms via a skilled tongue."

    No one said anything for a few seconds, and then Bruce chimed in. "He's kinky, isn't he? He found a kink. You both found a kink."

    Ally nodded and so did Rocky, though he couldn't bring himself to look at either of her friends.

    "Wait...what?" Erica asked.

    "Well, we can't expect them to share all the details," Bruce replied, "but I think Ally's little man has found more than a little bit of pleasure in the fact that he's not big enough to truly satisfy her."

    Rocky felt his legs tremble as someone else talked about him like that. He felt his cock drip precum into his underwear, too.

    "Is that true?" Erica asked as her eyes widened with what looked like a sense of wonder.

    Ally nodded.

    Erica then looked at Rocky and smiled. "So, like, it turns you on that you're...too small?"

    Ally leaned towards Rocky and kissed him on the cheek. She moaned softly enough that her friends almost certainly didn't hear, but that simple sound managed to arouse him thoroughly.

    "Well, it's not that simple," she said, "but that's the gist of it. My little man - as Bruce so elegantly put it - gets turned on at the fact that he's my little man, that I've had men that are not so little, that I've enjoyed those men quite thoroughly."

    Erica's eyes bulged at that reveal, though Bruce seemed unsurprised at the revelation.

    "I love this," Bruce said. "I fucking love this. You're a lucky woman, Ally."

    "She is?" Erica asked.

    Bruce looked at his friend and smiled at Erica. "You don't get it. Kinks are amazing. Kinks liven up a sex life. Kinks keep a sex life incredibly hot long after it would normally have gotten stale." Then he looked back at Ally and said, "The thing is, kinks only really work if both people are into it. So you said that Rocky discovered a kink, but have you discovered one too?"

    Ally nodded. "I think I have. I mean, I'm basically giving Rocky a handjob under the table. I've never been with a guy where I've gotten turned on enough to do that sort of thing in public. And, for what it's worth, I'm really fucking wet right now."

    "Jesus Chris," Erica said as she looked back and forth between Rocky and Ally. "I mean, holy shit. This is kind of blowing my mind and I think I might be a little bit jealous. I don't have any kinks, at least none that I know about."

    "Maybe you just haven't met anyone that prompted you to explore," Bruce replied.

    Everyone looked at Bruce.

    "Do you have a kink?" Ally asked.

    He smiled. "I'd say that I'm kinky. It's the exploration of new things that really does it for me." He glanced away for a moment and then picked up his drink, took a long sip, and then inhaled deeply. "I did a thing with a guy once. A thing where he invited his ex to have some fun with us. A thing where his ex was much...well, bigger than I am."

    "Wait, so what happened?" Ally asked.

    "Well, the guy I was with...he had a thing for, I guess you could call him a bit of a sadist. I don't know, he just had a thing for humiliating his partners a little bit. In a safe, sane way, of course. On that particular night he invited his ex over, had us both get naked, gave us both head, and then made it very clear that the guy with the biggest cock would be the one fucking him that night."

    "Holy shit," Erica said. "So he cuckolded you."

    Bruce nodded.

    "And you were into it?"

    Bruce nodded again. "It was hot, actually. I watched as he got fucked by someone with a bigger cock. He put on a show for me. Trying to make it more humiliating, you know. Acting like that big cock was the hottest thing he'd ever experienced."

    "It is nice to get fucked by a big cock," Ally said.

    Rocky's dick throbbed as she gently stroked him.

    "Well, I don't think any of us would deny that," Erica chimed in with a smile.

    Ally leaned over, kissed Rocky's cheek - he could smell the alcohol on her breath - and softly asked, "You learned recently that girls really do cum harder with a nice big cock inside them, didn't you?"

    Erica and Bruce stared at Rocky as if they were waiting for him to explain. His head was spinning a little and his dick was painfully hard under the table.

    "Ally bought a cock extender," he said. "For me to wear. She said it..." he swallowed hard and started over. "She said it made me as big an ex-boyfriend of hers."

    "How delicious," Bruce said.

    "He fucked me with the extender on," Ally revealed. "He fucked me twice, actually."

    "What was it like having a big dick?" Erica asked.

    "It was amazing. It was amazing to see Ally cum so hard. It was amazing to look down and see something so long and thick where my cock usually is. It was amazing to be able to fuck her from behind without any worry of falling out."

    Erica snickered and Rocky felt a surge of lust between his legs.

    "He's that small," Ally said. "Doggystyle's not easy for him. He can't do much thrusting or he just slips right out."

    Rocky gripped the edge of the table as pleasure built in his loins. Ally seemed to interpret that signal correctly and released his cock from her grasp. She returned to rubbing his thigh and he grabbed his drink and took a long swig that he nearly choked on thanks to the overwhelming taste of alcohol.

    "He's totally turned on," Erica said as she studied Rocky's face. Then she smiled, leaned back, and added, "Okay, I get it. A kink is amazing. Both of you are totally turned on. Yeah. I get it. I'm still a little jealous, too."

    "So, Ally," Bruce began with a smile, "the cock extender was nice, but do you think you'll get to a place where you crave the real thing?"

    Rocky's heart pounded harder. He'd thought about Ally fucking someone else. They'd talked about it, though only in a fantasy setting. Still, thinking about it as a fantasy turned him on immensely.

    "Probably," Ally said.

    Rocky's cock surged. She'd uttered one word and yet that had been enough to fill him with pleasure.

    "Interesting," Bruce said. "Well, in my experience, there's certainly pleasure to be found in being the one that watches. In being cucked. A lot of pleasure, in fact." He looked away for a second and added, "So much so that I'm now thinking about giving that guy a call. There's really something about the look on your partner's face when someone else slides into them."

    "Have you imagined that look, Rocky?" Erica asked from across the table.

    "I have," he admitted. "Multiple times."

    "And when you imagine it, does it make your little dick hard?" she asked.

    Rocky took a moment to appreciate the absurdity of the conversation they were having. "Yes, it does."

    Erica turned to Ally and asked, "And how about you? Do you get wet at the thought of someone else sliding into you while your little man watches?"

    Ally nodded. "Very wet."

    "And do you want to take your little man home and sit on his face for the next hour?" Erica asked with a smile.

    "I really do," Ally replied. Then she laughed softly, picked up her drink, and finished it. "The best things come to those who wait, though, so why don't we order another round."

    Rocky was more than happy to wait, too, as he'd grown fond of being teased by his beautiful girlfriend and he was more than happy to spend the rest of the night talking kinks with Ally and her friends.

    ---

    Rocky and Ally were back at her apartment. He was sitting on her couch and she was topless and sitting astride him. Her skirt was up around her waist and she was gently rocking her hips back and forth, generating a wealth of heat and pleasure between his legs.

    "Did you have fun tonight?" she asked while kissing his neck.

    "I did."

    "You didn't mind that we talked about your small cock so much?"

    Rocky moaned. "I liked it. I hope that's not too fucked up, but I liked it."

    She leaned back, took his hands, and placed them on her soft, perky breasts. Rocky fondled her flesh exactly as he knew Ally liked to be touched and she moaned softly before saying, "It's not fucked up at all. It's hot. I was turned on all night. I know Bruce got turned on thinking about the time he was cuckolded. I'm pretty sure even Erica got into it, maybe just because of the novelty of a guy actually getting all hot and bothered when a girl tells him he has a small dick that can't possibly provide the kind of pleasure I deserve."

    Rocky had found it uniquely thrilling each time Erica had commented on his cock and his lack of size and/or ability to satisfy Ally in the traditional fashion.

    They kissed deeply and then Ally climbed off his lap and stripped him from the waist down. Rocky took off his shirt while she removed her panties and skirt, leaving her naked in front of him. He sat back and waited to see what his girlfriend would do. He liked that he wasn't sure how the rest of the night was going to unfold.

    Ally took one of her breasts in her hand and reached between her legs. She rolled her nipple between her fingers and rubbed her clit in slow circles. "His name was Steve."

    "Who's name?"

    She smiled at him. "The guy with the big dick. The one that I loved to suck on. The one that filled my pussy so good, that stretched me out like a woman wants to be stretched, the one that made me cum so hard."

    "Are you thinking about Steve right now?"

    Ally nodded. "I am. I'm thinking about being on my knees in front of him. He was actually on that couch a few times. He got his dick sucked right where you're sitting, in fact."

    Rocky stroked himself as he thought of Ally going down on someone else in her living room.

    "How many guys have you given head to on this couch?" he asked.

    She smiled. "Eight, counting you."

    It wasn't a big number, but Rocky was hugely aroused at the idea that his girlfriend had given blowjobs to that many guys in the same spot where he was sitting.

    "Would you give me a blowjob right now?" he asked.

    Ally's lips curled into a smile as her eyes moved down his body and settled between his legs. "No," she said. "You don't deserve to get your cock sucked. You're too small for that."

    Rocky released his dick for fear of cumming from the intense pleasure of his girlfriend's words, which were delivered with utter erotic perfection.

    "Can I eat your pussy?" he asked.

    Ally's fingers moved swiftly over her clit and she closed her eyes. "No," she said. "You can sit there and watch. Keep your hands off your dick. Just sit and watch as I cum. Watch me cum."

    Ally masturbated with greater pace. She squeezed her breasts and pulled on her nipples a little. Then she opened her eyes and looked right at Rocky.

    "Mmm, Steve, your cock feels so good in my pussy," she said while holding Rocky's gaze. "Steve, baby, fuck me harder."

    Rocky's balls tingled and his dick throbbed painfully. Ally seemed to be getting off on teasing him and he would absolutely have cum with just a few strokes of his cock.

    Then she closed her eyes and climaxed. She came so hard she fell to her knees. Ally fell forward and put a hand on the ground as her body trembled. Once the orgasm was over she sat back on her knees and let out a chuckle at the sheer intensity of her climax.

    "That was really hot," Rocky said.

    "Yeah?"

    "Were you really thinking about him?"

    "I was. I was thinking about the time I rode him on that couch. Right where you're sitting, actually."

    Ally crawled closer and put her hands on his knees. She ran her fingers up Rocky's thighs and cupped his balls with one hand while running her index finger over the tip of his cock and through his precum. She then teased the underside of the head, moving her finger in slow circles and sending gentle waves of desire through Rocky's body.

    "Do you wish he was here right now?" Rocky asked.

    Ally smiled, leaned forward, and kissed the tip of Rocky's cock. "I wish a guy with a nice big cock was sitting where you are. It doesn't have to be Steve. He lives in Thailand now, so it couldn't be him. But yeah, I wish there was a man with a long, thick dick sitting in your place. I wish I was sitting on his cock. I wish you were on your knees where I am. I wish you were down here watching me ride someone else's big cock. I wish I could look down at you and tell you that he feels so much better inside me than your small cock does."

    She was barely touching his dick but Rocky felt like he might cum. His body tensed up and he groaned as Ally kissed her way down his shaft and then took one of his balls in her mouth. She moaned while sucking on it and he couldn't help but moan with her.

    Ally then kissed and licked her way back up his shaft and took the head in her mouth for a split second. It was heavenly, though, and Rocky moaned at the pleasure of it.

    "Go to the bedroom. Get the dick extender. I'm gonna fuck myself with it while you watch."

    She sat back and Rocky got up and headed for her bedroom. He grabbed the dick extender from her nightstand and returned to find Ally sitting in his place on the couch. He passed her the toy and dropped to his knees in front of her.

    Ally took the toy in her mouth and sucked it for a handful of seconds, doing so with her eyes closed. Rocky kept his hands on his legs, though he was sorely tempted to masturbate and refused to do so simply because he didn't want to cum.

    She looked at him and rubbed the tip of the cock-shaped toy around her pussy lips. She pushed her hips forward to give Rocky a perfect view and then slid the toy inside her.

    For a moment he watched it fill his girlfriend, but then he looked at her face. He wanted to see that look that Bruce had talked about. The look of pleasure when someone - or something - bigger fills your partner. Rocky saw the pleasure. He imagined it would be even more intense if it were a real cock fucking Ally.

    "It feels so much better than your little cock, Rocky," she said. "It's just a toy, but it feels so much better. I can't even tell you. It's longer and thicker than that little dick between your legs and it makes my pussy feel so fucking good."

    Ally plunged the toy deep into her pussy and rubbed her clit in slow circles as Rocky watched from his knees, alternating between staring at her pussy and looking at her face, which was awash in pleasure.

    Then he crawled a little closer and leaned in to kiss her legs, starting above her knee and working his way up her thigh.

    "Mmm, baby, that feels so good. I like that you want to participate while he fucks me, that you want more than to just watch as another man with a bigger, better dick fucks your girlfriend."

    Rocky gave his cock a few quick strokes and moaned from the pleasure.

    Ally pulled the toy from her pussy and he stared in wonder at how her labia gaped open for a few seconds. He looked at the toy and admired the way her juices coated it.

    "The toy is so wet from your pussy," he said.

    Ally looked at it, smiled, and then brought the dildo to her lips. She sucked the head clean and moaned while doing so. Rocky leaned in and put his tongue inside her pussy before gently lapping at her clit.

    "I taste good," she said.

    "I know."

    Rocky leaned back and Ally put the toy in her pussy once more. "No offense," she said, "but this cock feels so much better inside me than your tongue."

    She fucked herself harder while Rocky resumed kissing her thighs. She rubbed her clit, too, working herself into a frenzy before pulling the toy out once more after a few minutes of thorough penetration.

    "Do you want to taste me?" she asked while inching the tip of the dildo towards his mouth.

    Rocky stared at the toy. His dick throbbed. His body was awash in desire. His girlfriend was asking him if he wanted to suck clean the cock that had just been inside her. It wasn't a real cock, though, and Rocky desperately wanted to suck it clean.

    "Yes."

    Ally moaned as she pushed the tip of the toy between his lips. He took it in his mouth and sucked it clean. He tasted her sweet juices. He listened to her masturbate and moan and he was certain she sounded even more turned on.

    "Fuck, baby, suck that cock clean," she said. "Suck that big cock clean. Suck my pussy off of it. Fuck. Fuck!"

    Ally came as Rocky sucked the dildo clean and he was certain the intensity of her orgasm had been fueled by his willingness to fellate a cock-shaped toy flavored with her juices.

    "Jerk off for me," she said while her thighs still trembled from pleasure. "Jerk off for me, Rocky. Suck that cock clean and jerk off for me."

    Rocky grabbed his dick and masturbated furiously with the toy moving in and out of his mouth. He sucked hard on it. He'd gotten all her juices off, but he knew it wasn't about that anymore. It was about pursuing kinky pleasure, about letting go, about surrendering to the intense desire floating between them.

    "Cum for me," Ally instructed. "Rocky, baby, cum for me while you suck on that big dick!"

    Rocky came hard. He came on her floor. He came hard while Ally pulled the toy from his mouth and set it on the couch. He came while she leaned in and kissed his neck and cheeks.

    "That was so fucking hot," she said. "So much hotter than I thought it would be. Holy shit. Rocky, baby, that was so fucking hot."

    "I know," he replied.

    Rocky glanced at the hardwood floor and saw his cum all over it. He smiled at the volume he'd produced.

    "What a beautiful mess," Ally commented.

    Rocky laughed.

    "Let's get that cleaned up. Then I want to watch a movie with some popcorn and a drink. Then I think I'm actually going to sit on your face like I mentioned at the bar."

    "I can't think of a better way to spend the rest of the night."

    Rocky felt like the luckiest man in the world.
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    "So, how do I look?"

    Ally put a hand on her hip and smiled as she struck a pose for Rocky. The sundress she had on was a new purchase - she hadn't said it was specifically for her date with Adam but Rocky knew that was the case - and she looked incredible. Of course she looked incredible.

    "You're so beautiful," he said. "And I'm so jealous right now."

    "Aww, poor baby," she replied before rushing towards him and stepping into his arms. "It's good that you're jealous. You're supposed to be jealous. I'm going on a date with a guy that I want to fuck. It would be crazy if you weren't jealous."

    "This is insane, right? This is totally insane and we shouldn't be doing this."

    Ally smiled and kissed his neck. She moaned while doing so, too, and Rocky felt the softness of her breasts as they pressed into his chest. He ran his hands down her back and grabbed her ass and he slowly pulled up her dress so he could grasp her ass cheeks, which were bare thanks to the thong she'd selected.

    "You know, if the date goes well, you won't be the only man to grab a handful of my ass today," she whispered. "Though the bulge pressing into me will be a lot bigger than yours."

    Rocky got excited, of course, the same way he always got excited when Ally casually delivered a dose of SPH.

    "Kissing and a bit of groping is all that will happen today, though, so you don't have to be too jealous. The real stuff will come a few dates from now when his big cock ends up in my pussy."

    He was jealous. Immensely jealous. He was turned on, though, and Ally knew that. She was well aware of Rocky's interest in small penis humiliation and cuckolding. They'd been exploring their mutual interest in those topics for months.

    "I hope the date goes well," he said.

    She stepped back and smiled. "Yeah?"

    Rocky nodded. "I'm jealous, but I want this."

    "You want me to get fucked by a big cock?"

    He nodded again.

    Ally closed her eyes and grasped her breasts through the dress. She moaned like she was in the throes of an orgasm and asked, "You want me to cum so fucking hard with Adam's big dick buried in my tight little pussy?"

    "Fuck, Ally, you're amazing."

    She smiled and burst into delighted laughter. "I know. I am amazing. But so are you. You found out that your little dick wasn't good enough for me and you decided you weren't going to let that stop you. You decided to do what it took to make me happy. You weren't ashamed of the pleasure you found in me humiliating you for your little dick, either, and that's fucking hot, Rocky. That's why my pussy is wet right now."

    "It is?"

    She clasped her hands behind her back, looked down for a moment, and nodded while biting her lower lip. It was the sexiest thing Rocky had ever seen.

    "Could I eat your pussy before you go?"

    "No, baby. I like the idea of being horny when I meet Adam for a drink. I like the idea of wanting him. I like that our first kiss is going to be better because I'm so horny. I really like the idea that I'm going to come home to you, tell you all about my date, and have fun with you to tend to that horniness."

    "I like that too."

    Ally rushed into his arms and they shared a deep kiss as Rocky once again grabbed her ass. He kneaded her flesh in the manner she enjoyed and she moaned into his mouth while grinding her pelvis into his.

    "I'm really looking forward to feeling a big bulge," she said. "Yours is small and cute and I like that, but I can't wait to know what it's like to kiss a man that can't walk around while he's hard because his big bulge will draw too much attention. I want to make him hard for me, Rocky. I want to make Adam's big dick hard for me, for my pussy. I want him fantasizing about me while he strokes his fat cock tonight."

    "He will," Rocky replied. "I'm sure of it."

    Ally pulled away, grabbed her purse, and blew Rocky a kiss before heading out.

    Just like that he was alone in his apartment while his girlfriend went on a date with another man. Rocky grabbed his phone and pulled up Instagram. He found Adam's profile - Ally was now following her would-be boyfriend and it was easy enough to find him through her profile - and perused his posts, inadvertently fanning the flames of jealousy that were now constantly lit inside him.

    As Ally had pointed out, Adam was a nerd, or at the very least he was into nerdy stuff. He wasn't the slightest bit ashamed of it, either. His feed was filled with pictures and videos of him at comic book stores, board gaming nights, D&D nights with his friends, and more. He had a few images of him dressed as a video game character at a local Comic Con.

    Rocky noted that Adam seemed utterly confident in every single one of his pictures, which might have explained why he seemed to have little trouble drawing the interest of women. Ally was a beautiful girl, after all, and she was happily going on a date with Adam with the intention of fucking him a few dates down the line. Perhaps having a big dick imbued him with the sort of confidence that women of all kinds found irresistible.

    As he was browsing, a message came in: "So, she's on a date and you're on Instagram. Are you checking out his profile?"

    It was from Erica, Ally's best friend. She was clearly on Instagram too and had spotted that Rocky was online. He wasn't aware that Ally had shared the details of her plan to fuck someone else, but it seemed that she had. After recovering from a few moments of embarrassment and annoyance, Rocky replied.

    "You must be psychic, because that's exactly what I was doing."

    "How are you doing with all of this?"

    Rocky didn't know Erica well, but he liked her and he believed her question - and the implied empathy - to be genuine. "The jealousy is stronger than I would have thought. I'm excited too, though. Like, really excited. It's simultaneously the strangest and most interesting experience of my life."

    "Weirdly enough, I'm a little jealous too."

    "Of who?"

    "Ally," she replied. "She has a great boyfriend and now she gets to fuck some big dick guy too? I mean, it's not great that your dick is so small that you can't satisfy her with it, but damn did she luck out when she met a guy that's more than happy to be a cuck because his girlfriend needs so much more than he can give her."

    Rocky read the message a handful of times and each time he got a little more turned on. He wondered if Erica was purposefully teasing him, if she too found a bit of pleasure in reminding him that his dick wasn't anywhere near big enough to satisfy Ally.

    "Would you cuck a boyfriend if he was willing?" he texted.

    "Absolutely. Ally tells me everything, Rocky, and she's never been as happy as she is right now. Part of that is that you're a great guy and a good boyfriend, but it's also because she's really excited about cucking you. She's excited about getting to enjoy that nerd's big cock."

    "She's told you that?"

    Rocky was surprised at how hard his heart was pounding as he read Erica's texts. He knew that Ally talked to her best friend a lot, but he wasn't aware of just how much detail she'd gone into. Apparently, though, she'd shared absolutely everything.

    "She did. She told me that she's masturbated to those pictures he sent her. That she looks at them, closes her eyes, and imagines that massive cock of his stretching out her pussy. She lies in her bed and imagines Adam between her legs, pumping her tight cunt with his thickness."

    Rocky was hard as a rock and he wondered if it was a violation of some sort to be so excited while reading texts from Ally's friend.

    "Do you like that she thinks about fucking him, Rocky? Do you like that your girlfriend lies in her bed and masturbates to the idea of getting fucked by a man with a real cock, with a cock that isn't anywhere near as small as your cute little guy?"

    Erica wasn't cruel. Rocky knew that much about her. That meant that she was having fun, that she was probably turned on by teasing him. It was possible she was doing so because Ally had asked her, though that seemed like too strange a request for even a good friend to make.

    "Yes, I like that she thinks about fucking him," he texted. "It turns me on. It makes me cum so hard when she tells me about how eager she is to fuck him while stroking my cock."

    "Are you hard right now?"

    "Yes."

    "I can see why Ally is into this. Into playing with you in this way, I mean. It's fun. It's hot. I'll let her know I messaged you just so there's no issues. Have fun browsing his Instagram feed and getting jealous. I know Ally wouldn't want you to cum, but maybe you should play with your little dick while you think about that nerdy, skinny dude pounding your girlfriend's pussy."

    "I will," he replied.

    After that, Erica's messages stopped. He set his phone down, closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. The arousal she'd fostered coursed through him in a manner that plastered a smile on his face that just wouldn't go away. 

    Rocky did end up spending more time on Instagram. He alternated between Adam's profile and Ally's and he did masturbate. He never pulled out his cock, though, preferring instead to rub himself through his jeans so he wouldn't lose control and cum. It proved thrilling to stare at his phone and imagine his girlfriend having sex with the guy proudly displaying his nerd credentials throughout his Instagram feed.

    It was right as he was about to put down his phone that Erica messaged again. "Ally texted me - I let her know that I was texting and teasing you - and said to let you know that she already kissed him, that it was a great kiss, that his dick got hard for her, and that she couldn't help but play with it a little through his pants. She said it's going to be really hard to hold off on fucking him until they've been on a few more dates. She's going to do it, though, and she expects you to be ready to tend to her pussy when she gets back to your place."

    "I will be," Rocky replied.

    "I have to admit, I wish you were here to tend to my pussy, Rocky. I wish Ally was the kind of girl that would share her small-dicked boyfriend's tongue and fingers. I got so worked up teasing you that I could really use a face to ride."

    Rocky wasn't sure how to respond to that as he was certain that Ally wouldn't be okay with him eating out her friend.

    "Ally's probably not the sharing type, though," she said. "Maybe she will be after she gets fucked by another man and finds out just how fun it can be to expand your sexual boundaries. Who knows, Rocky, maybe I'll be riding your face before you know it."

    "I suppose if she was willing to share," he typed out. His finger hovered over the send button as he considered the risk of actually sharing the message. It seemed relatively harmless, though, as he wasn't doing anything other than saying that he'd do what Ally wanted him to do. So he sent it.

    Erica replied with a joyful emoji and that was the last he heard from her.

    Rocky pondered Erica, Ally, and Adam for the next few hours. He paced around his apartment. He watched TV. He went for a walk. He killed time in whatever way he could and he didn't hear a peep from his girlfriend until she knocked on his door.

    "Hey," Ally said with a smile as she stepped into his apartment.

    He wondered if Erica had shared her desire to sit on Rocky's face and if she'd shared his response. He wondered if Ally was annoyed. He wondered if she hadn't greeted him with a kiss because she was annoyed.

    Then Rocky turned around and saw Ally's sundress and purse on the floor. She wasn't mad. She was horny.

    "I take it you had a good date?"

    She clasped her hands behind her back, swayed gently, and nodded. Then she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, revealing her perky breasts and rock hard nipples.

    "A very good date, even?"

    Ally nodded and slipped her hands into the waistband of her thong. She bent over and pulled it down, revealing her freshly-trimmed pussy. She must have done the grooming that morning and Rocky smiled because she must have done it with thoughts of his mouth being down there.

    "Adam's a really good kisser, baby. A really, really good kisser."

    Jealousy swirled inside Rocky as he approached his naked girlfriend. She grasped one of her breasts and ran her other hand down her stomach and between her legs.

    "Better than me?" he asked.

    Ally looked up at him and smiled. "Kiss me and let's find out."

    Rocky caressed his girlfriend’s face and leaned in. Their lips met and parted. Their tongues entwined as he ran a hand down her torso and pulled her closer. His fingers grasped the top of her bare ass and his mouth opened a little wider as she fed him her tongue.

    "No, he's not better than you," she said softly. "You're both very, very good. He does, however, have a much, much bigger cock than yours and I have to admit that my pussy felt so needy when I was with him. I just...it was like I could barely control myself, Rocky. It was like my pussy - and the rest of my body, really - was screaming at me to jump his bones, to get that dick inside me, to get what I've clearly been missing because I'm dating a guy with a little dick."

    Ally rubbed him through his jeans and smiled.

    "I love it when you talk like that," he confessed.

    "I know you do, Rocky, and I love that about you. It makes my pussy so fucking wet to talk like that. It seems like I'm not the only one, either."

    "Yeah?"

    Ally kissed his neck and Rocky's fingers found their way between her legs. "Erica messaged me. She told me about teasing you, about how much it turned her on. I was surprised, honestly, but it was kind of exciting."

    "Really?"

    She nodded. "I honestly can't see sharing you, but it's really pretty hot that my friend was even interested in that sort of thing, you know? I mean, I'm going to be the one that sits on your face and rides your mouth to an orgasm tonight, but the fact that Erica appreciates how fun that is and that she got horny thinking about it is pretty fucking hot."

    Ally put a hand on his head and pushed down. Rocky dropped to his knees and a moment later his lips were against her pussy as she pulled him close. Her pubic hair tickled his nose as he licked her clit. Ally grabbed his head in both hands and began to move her hips back and forth, grinding herself over his mouth and spreading the wetness of her desire over his lips and chin.

    He thought she'd cum, but instead she stepped back, smiled, and then turned and walked to his bedroom. Rocky stood and followed as quickly as he could. He watched Ally crawl into his bed and shake her ass. To his surprise, she remained on her hands and knees.

    "Do you think Adam likes to fuck girls from behind?"

    "Probably."

    Ally reached back and played with her pussy. "I'll bet it would hurt a little to have a dick that big inside me from behind. I feel like I'd probably let him do it, though. I feel like it might be kind of exciting. I guess I wonder if he'd be less interested if I wasn't willing to let him have me doggystyle."

    Rocky's dick throbbed, mostly because in Ally's mind she was already in a sexual relationship with Adam and it was one in which she was considering how to keep him around for longer. She was already assuming the sex was going to be so good that she'd be willing to do whatever it took to keep having it. For some reason that was the hottest thing imaginable to Rocky.

    "I want you so badly," he said

    Ally laughed. "Well, I might let you have me, but you're going to have to make me cum first because we both know that little dick of yours is hopeless when it comes to satisfying my pussy."

    "How would you like to cum?"

    "I think I'll ride your face for a little bit and then I think I'll ride a nice big toy while I think about riding Adam."

    Ally was astride his face in no time and Rocky put his tongue to use. He wasn't sure she needed it, though, as she seemed more than happy to grind back and forth over his mouth while playing with her tits, moaning, and getting increasingly wet.

    At one point, she stopped for a moment and reached back to give Rocky's cock a few slow strokes. Then, with a bright smile on her face, she said, "I love that your little dick is so hard despite knowing that it's probably not going to end up inside me tonight."

    All he could do was moan - her pussy was smothering his face, after all - but that moan seemed to delight Ally as she resumed riding him, unleashed all sorts of sounds of pleasure, and then climaxed hard.

    After her orgasm, she slid back until she was astride his chest. She ran her fingers through the wetness she'd left on his chin and lips and it seemed that she couldn't wipe the delighted smile off her face.

    "I enjoy facesitting so much more than I thought I would," she said. "Do you enjoy it?"

    "I do."

    "And after I've had sex with Adam, will you enjoy it then?"

    "Right after, you mean?"

    Ally nodded and Rocky's mind instantly conjured an image of Adam's cock sliding in and out of his girlfriend's pussy. He then imagined his tongue penetrating that same place, penetrating the pussy that another man had spent a great deal of time inside of. For reasons beyond his understanding, that imagery brought with it a tidal wave of arousal.

    "I think I might enjoy it even more," he admitted. "Is that weird?"

    Ally smiled. "Yes, but there's nothing wrong with being weird. Obviously I like that my boyfriend is a little bit weird, at least by normal standards. That's a good thing, baby, because otherwise we probably would have broken up. I mean, I like you so much, but I've also come to understand that a little dick just doesn't work for me."

    Rocky moaned and ran his hands over her thighs. He wanted to fuck her, to be inside her, to bathe himself in the heat of her pussy. "I want you. I want to fuck you."

    "I know, but your little dick isn't worthy of my pussy tonight."

    He wanted her even more.

    "Not after I got to feel - through his pants - Adam's cock. Not after I enjoyed a good date with a man that wants to fuck me, a man that I want to fuck. No, I'm sorry, baby, but your little dick just doesn't deserve the pleasure of my pussy tonight."

    "Please," he said, knowing full well that begging wasn't exactly the most attractive approach.

    Ally seemed unperturbed, though. She smiled and slid back until she was sitting across his thighs. She slipped three fingers into her pussy, pulled them free, and gripped Rocky's dick. She stroked him slowly, largely avoiding the head outside of a few teasing touches that kept him in a state of intense desire.

    "I need - and deserve - something bigger and better than this little dick of yours, Rocky."

    Ally stroked him a few more times and then crawled away. She retrieved the dildo she kept in his nightstand and rested the bottom of it just below his belly button. She straddled him, rubbed the head of the remarkably lifelike toy around her pussy, and then took it inside her.

    Rocky stared at the union of his girlfriend's pussy and the dildo shaped exactly like a cock. He watched it disappear inside her and he got to experience - at least visually - what it would look like if he possessed a big cock.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked. "Does it feel good to ride a nice big cock?"

    Ally moaned. "It feels fucking fantastic. It's so deep inside me. It's stretching my pussy so much more than you do, baby. This is what I need. This is what Adam's going to give me when I fuck him a few dates from now."

    Then, to Rocky's surprise and delight, Ally hopped off the cock, backed up, and bent over to take it in her mouth. She looked up at him, too, giving a faux blowjob while he experienced only the pleasure of her breasts occasionally rubbing against his erect shaft.

    "I think I might do this for Adam on our next date," she said.

    Rocky stared with his mouth agape. "Really? You're going to give him a blowjob?"

    "I'm thinking about it. It will actually be harder than giving you a blowjob - sucking on a cute little dick like yours is really easy - but despite the challenge, there's something really hot about blowing a guy with a big cock. I got really wet thinking about it tonight while we were making out."

    She took the toy in her mouth again and Rocky was once more transported to a place where he was the guy wielding the big cock. The pleasure was not his to experience, of course, since his dick went untouched, but the visual was rather spectacular.

    Ally ceased sucking, took the toy in her pussy once more, and leaned down to kiss Rocky as she rode it. The base of it pressed into his stomach each time she dropped her pussy down, but that only served as a reminder that his girlfriend was having sex with a dildo instead of him because he just wasn't big enough.

    "Rocky...his big dick is going to make me cum," she said. "It feels so good in my tight little pussy. Fuck...it feels so good!"

    Ally rode the cock faster and Rocky happily did what he could to help out by grabbing her ass, playing with her tits, and kissing her neck as she bounced her pussy vigorously on the long, thick, lifelike cock buried deep inside her.

    "I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Ally sat up, arched her back, and grasped her tits as she came on the dildo. Rocky looked down to every inch of it buried inside her. He imagined the toy reaching far greater depths than his cock possibly could and he felt wildly inferior and utterly enthralled all at the same time.

    She lifted her hips and the dildo fell onto his stomach as Ally laid next to him. She picked it up and he noted how utterly soaked it was with her juices.

    "You came hard, didn't you?"

    "I did," she said.

    Ally lifted the toy to her lips and sucked the head clean, much to Rocky's surprise and delight.

    "Damn, that's really hot," he said. "Watching you suck on it from this close, I mean."

    Ally smiled and the toy returned to her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked much like a pornstar would, putting on a show instead of merely giving a faux blowjob. She moaned, too, and took a few more inches of it into her mouth. It was an absolute delight to behold and Rocky was beyond thrilled when she kissed him moments after the toy departed her mouth. Her tongue was active and eager in his mouth and she set the dildo down and took his cock in her hand.

    "Your little dick doesn't deserve to fuck me, but you deserve an orgasm," she whispered. "So cum for me, Rocky. Cum while you think about Adam having his way with your girlfriend. Cum while you think about my nerdy, big-dicked boyfriend pounding my pussy."

    That was all it took. Rocky's body seized up for a beautiful moment and then his loins unleashed a thick load on his stomach as his groans of pleasure filled the bedroom. Ally expertly worked his dick to ensure the finest orgasm imaginable and then a sense of calm and happiness washed over him in the aftermath of his blissful climax.

    "He's not my boyfriend," she whispered. "I just thought that might make you cum harder."

    Rocky laughed. "Well, you were right. It did."

    "I think I might know you even better than I thought."

    They kissed. It was a long, slow, romantic kiss. It was deep and beautiful and affirming of her affection for him and of his for her.

    "When's your next date?" he asked.

    "Next weekend. It's a long time to wait, but I won't let too much tension build up. You'll help me with that, right? This week, you'll fuck me with a nice big toy or watch me fuck myself. It's hotter when you watch. A lot hotter."

    "Yes, I'll help in any way I can."

    "And you'll be happy to have me come visit you after my date?"

    "After you've likely given Adam a blowjob?"

    Ally smiled and nodded.

    "Yes, I'll be more than happy to have you come visit me."

    She kissed him and Rocky thought of her doing the same thing after she'd blown Adam. Even in his post-orgasmic state the idea of it was exciting and he knew he'd be wildly aroused come next weekend, thus he couldn't wait for his girlfriend to go on her second date with another man.
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    "Rocky! Hey!"

    Rocky turned his head to see Erica coming towards him with a big smile on her face. They shared a quick hug and she remained close as her smile seemed to get bigger.

    "You know where Ally is right now, don't you?" he asked.

    Erica nodded. "I do." She reached out to rub his arm in a surprisingly gentle, reassuring manner. "How are you doing?"

    Rocky briefly debated pretending that everything was just fine. He didn't know Erica all that well, after all, though they'd shared a remarkably intimate text exchange not that long ago.

    "Not great," he admitted.

    Erica turned towards the Starbucks just down the street and said, "Why don't we talk about it? They have those nice outdoor tables. We could talk quietly."

    Rocky agreed and she took his hand for a moment and gave it a gentle squeeze, offering yet more reassurance. They walked into the Starbucks, ordered their drinks, and then found a table outside.

    "So, tell me what you're feeling," Erica said.

    "Anxious. Nervous. Scared, maybe."

    "Any excitement?"

    Rocky looked away and then down at his drink, though he was just staring at a plastic white lid.

    "I hope there's at least a little bit of excitement in there," Erica said. "I mean, Ally seems to think you'll be excited along with all the other stuff."'

    He looked up. "She does?"

    Erica popped the top off her drink and took a sip. The foam left behind a thin mustache on her upper lip and Rocky smiled.

    "What?" she asked.

    He rubbed his own lip. "You've got a bit of a mustache."

    Erica wiped it away with her sleeve. "Thanks," she said with a laugh.

    "So, sorry, Ally told you that some of the other stuff excites me?"

    Erica nodded. "You know she talks about this stuff with me and Bruce."

    "I do."

    "So yeah, she told me about how you like watching her have fun with a toy that's...well, that's a lot bigger than you."

    Rocky felt a touch of excitement, though he wasn't sure if it was because he was reliving the memory of his girlfriend fucking a toy while talking about his inadequate cock or if the excitement was because Ally had shared those details with her friend.

    "She also told me that she sucked on the toy after it had been inside her and that she offered up some dirty talk about doing that same thing for Adam," she continued.

    Rocky nodded.

    "She said that you liked that, that it turned you on to hear about her potentially giving Adam a blowjob."

    Erica seemed excited by the prospect, though Rocky couldn't quite wrap his head around why that would be the case.

    She leaned in, smiled, and said, "Do you think she has his dick in her mouth right now?"

    Rocky shifted in his seat. He wasn't entirely sure how to proceed with Erica. It seemed clear that she was experiencing a bit of tangential pleasure from Rocky and Ally's adventures in small penis humiliation and cuckolding, or pre-cuckolding given that nothing had happened other than a few dates between Ally and Adam.

    "I don't know," he replied.

    Erica reached across the small metal table and rested her hand on top of his. Her fingers moved over his skin and Rocky was a little embarrassed that her touch felt so good.

    "When did she leave for the date?"

    "Two hours ago."

    "Is that why you're out and about? You couldn't stay in your apartment? You just kept thinking about the fact that your girlfriend made it clear that she's going to suck off that cute nerd with the big cock?" Erica asked.

    Rocky nodded.

    Erica's fingers pushed under the cuff of his shirt and moved halfway up his forearm before she slowly pulled back. She grabbed her drink, leaned back, and crossed her legs. Rocky noted that her sweater seemed tighter as she leaned back and that her breasts were really quite fetching under the soft white wool.

    "You're staring," she said.

    "Shit, sorry."

    Erica laughed softly. "I don't mind. I was probably a bit mean to you right then, so I suppose it's fair that you ogle my tits a little."

    Rocky was embarrassed. He leaned back and sipped his drink as he tried to gather himself and calm down a little.

    "You are thinking about it, right?" she asked.

    Rocky nodded. Of course he was thinking about it. His girlfriend was on a date with another guy and she'd made it perfectly clear she intended on giving that guy a blowjob at some point during their date.

    "Do you know what they're doing for the date?"

    "Lunch," he answered. "She said she didn't know anything beyond that, though."

    Erica smiled. "Well, I suppose Adam could fuck it up. He could ask her to pay for lunch or try and feel her up right there at the table. Maybe he'll bring her to some hugely nerdy thing afterwards and she'll get turned off by all the fat, pimply-faced guys staring at her. Maybe she'll come back from her date in the mood to suck your little dick."

    Rocky would have been insulted if her words had been delivered with even a hint of cruelty. They weren't, though. Erica seemed to be having the time of her life and he couldn't help but feel just a little bit turned on by the whole thing.

    "Does it bother you that Adam's objectively less attractive than you are?" Erica asked.

    Rocky nodded.

    She smiled. "I wouldn't have guessed that she'd pick him, if I'm being honest. I would have figured she'd go for a burly firefighter. The kind of guy she wouldn't really want to date but would be more than happy to get fucked by. The kind of guy that could pick her up, toss her into his bed, and make her feel like a plaything in the way that a woman sometimes really wants. The kind of guy that would own her tight pussy for a night and send her home to her small-dicked boyfriend feeling sore and fully satisfied."

    Rocky nearly fell out of his chair when he felt Erica's foot between his legs. "What are you doing?" he asked as he slid the chair back so her foot would fall to the ground.

    "I just wanted to see if you were turned on."

    "Well, you shouldn't do that."

    She laughed. "Why not? Ally knows about the texts we sent. She knows that you like when I tease you about all this." Erica pulled her phone from her pocket and set it on the table. "In fact, she texted to let me know that Adam took her to Top Golf after lunch, that she told him she didn't really know how to swing a club and that he was more than happy to get behind her and help her out, that she could feel his cock pressing into her ass as they swung together, that she couldn't stop thinking about having him in her mouth."

    Rocky hadn't received any texts from his girlfriend. He was a little annoyed. Then there was the jealousy, angst, and arousal coursing through him as he thought of Ally and Adam having a great time at Top Golf.

    "Did she really say all of that?" he asked.

    Erica brought up the messages and handed Rocky her phone. Ally had sent a picture, too. It was a selfie of her and Adam at Top Golf. He was behind her. His arms were around her waist. He was kissing her cheek.

    Rocky felt Erica's foot between his legs again. Anyone walking by would have seen it, too, but she didn't seem to care. Instead, she massaged his cock for half a minute, luring him to a fully erect state as he stared at the picture of his girlfriend out with another guy.

    "Do you think it's the big dick that gives Adam such confidence?" Erica asked.

    Rocky looked up from her phone. "Do you think he's confident?"

    She laughed. "That's why she likes him. He's confident as hell. He oozes it. That's the most attractive quality a person can have, Rocky. That's why she's dating a guy that's not as good looking as you. He's so fucking confident that she doesn't care that much about what he looks like. That and the fact that she's desperate to get her pussy stretched."

    Rocky took a moment to consider the question of confidence and cock size and came to what he thought was a very sensible conclusion. "You know, I imagine that it's using the big cock that gives him confidence. I mean, let's say he ends up fucking Ally..."

    "He's absolutely going to fuck your girlfriend, Rocky. It's a damn near guarantee unless he does some insanely stupid to fuck it up."

    Rocky took a deep breath as a wave of arousal washed over him. "Let's say he ends up fucking her and he gives her the kind of orgasm she thinks she's going to have. I would say that making a beautiful girl like Ally have a great orgasm would be more than enough to fill a man with confidence."

    "And does that mean that a little-dicked guy like you doesn't have any confidence?"

    Rocky glanced at her breasts again and felt embarrassed for doing so. They looked really good, though, and Erica was damn near as beautiful as Ally. "I think I'm pretty good with my tongue and I've used a toy on her a few times. Maybe it's weird, but I actually feel pretty confident."

    Erica's foot returned to his crotch. She massaged his cock again. He stared at her breasts while she did so and he did it quite obviously.

    "You do seem confident," she said. "And with good reason. Ally really likes you. She's a little bit out of your league and she really, really likes you."

    Rocky knew that both things were true.

    "Do you think I'm out of your league, Rocky?"

    "A little," he answered.

    "I agree."

    He was hard as a rock and getting something akin to a footjob in public. His heart was pounding in part from the arousal and in part from the way Erica was looking at him. It felt seductive and a little dangerous and he wondered if she was about to propose something he would absolutely have to say 'no' to.

    "And yet my pussy is wet," she said.

    Rocky fixed his gaze on her face and watched Erica smile.

    "That's right. Teasing your little dick has my pussy all wet. Isn't that something? I guess Ally and I share something in common."

    She pulled her foot from between his legs and Rocky felt a touch of disappointment. Erica reached across the table and grabbed her phone. She scrolled and then placed the device in front of him.

    Rocky looked down and read the texts between Erica and Ally. His eyes went wide as he did so.

    "What do you think?" Erica asked when he finally looked up.

    "Is this real?"

    She nodded.

    "Then...then I'm in."

    Erica took her phone and stood up. "Come."

    Rocky looked between his legs.

    She laughed. "No one's going to notice that your little dick is hard, Rocky. You don't have to worry about it."

    She was probably right, which was both embarrassing and arousing. Rocky stood and Erica offered her hand. She pulled him close and kissed him on the cheek.

    "We're going to have so much fun," she said.

    ---

    Rocky had unlocked his door when Ally texted to let him know she was on her way up. He hopped off the couch as soon as he heard the handle turn.

    "Hey there," Ally said as she shut the door and leaned against it.

    Rocky stared at her lips without thinking about it. She smiled and he let his eyes wander over her body. She looked incredible in a remarkably short and lacy red sundress with straps so thin it was obvious she hadn't worn a bra.

    "Hey," he replied. "How was your date?"

    Ally pushed away from the door, approached Rocky, and kissed him softly on the cheek. "Exceptional."

    He ran his hands over her shoulders and down the smooth skin of her arms. Their fingers entwined and Ally squeezed tightly before kissing him again, this time on the other cheek.

    "I suppose I should ask how your date was."

    "It wasn't a date," he replied.

    She smiled. "I know, Rocky. You don't need to be nervous. I told Erica it was okay. I told her I thought it was exciting, to be honest."

    Rocky had seen the texts. He knew Ally had given her friend permission, but he still felt nervous about having gone back to Erica's apartment.

    "How did she taste?" Ally asked softly.

    "Good. How did...how did he taste?"

    She smiled playfully. "How did who taste?"

    "Your date."

    Ally's lips neared his and Rocky thought of them wrapped around Adam's cock. His heart pounded as the lips that had pleasured another man were moments away from being pressed against his.

    Then Ally stopped, smiled, and stepped around him. Rocky looked over his shoulder and saw her take the sundress off and drop it onto the floor on her way to the bedroom. He followed behind his girlfriend and caught up just as she took a seat on the bed.

    "He's a good golfer, you know," she said.

    "Who is?"

    Ally laughed. "My date. He's a good golfer, at least based on what he showed me at Top Golf. He managed to teach me a little, too. He said that he'd like to take me to a real course on a date."

    Rocky took his shirt off as jealousy reared its ugly head. He took a deep breath and kicked off his shoes before stripping off his pants.

    "Look at that little bulge," Ally said with a smile. "So cute. So much smaller than the bulge in Adam's pants. I could feel it as he stood behind me to help me swing. I could feel it as we kissed in that same position. Even better, I could see it when he sat down to watch me hit the ball." She bit her lower lip. "I'll admit I had a little trouble concentrating, Rocky. I hadn't seen his cock - outside of the pictures, of course - at that point but the bulge in his pants was so big I actually get wet just looking at it. My mouth literally watered."

    Rocky walked over and Ally spread her legs. He stepped between them and she leaned in and softly kissed his chest while stroking him through his underwear.

    "Did you enjoy having Erica sit on your face?" she asked.

    "Yes, I did."

    Ally looked up at him. "I know how you feel, by the way. The jealousy. I felt it. I didn't regret letting Erica use your mouth for her pleasure, but I felt the jealousy. I wanted to give you something nice, though. I wanted to let you eat her wet pussy while she teased you about your little dick."

    Erica had delivered quite a bit of verbal teasing as she rode Rocky's face to multiple orgasms. She hadn't touched his cock, though, and he suspected that was because Ally had forbidden her from doing so.

    "I'm grateful that you let her ride my face," he said.

    Ally's smile was sweet and soft. "Yeah?"

    He nodded and she stood up and kissed him. She did so voraciously and with a wealth of tongue. He thought almost exclusively of the fact that her lips and tongue had pleasured Adam's cock, that she'd worked to make another man, that she'd sucked and licked vigorously and that she'd done so because Adam had a big dick and a big dick deserved to be sucked on in a way Rocky's dick didn't.

    "I like that you're grateful," she whispered. "I actually got a little turned on hearing you say that."

    Rocky picked her up and crawled into the bed. He set Ally down and kissed her again. He was massively aroused and there was no reason to deny that, to run from that reality.

    "I like that I'm kissing you so soon after you sucked Adam's cock. Maybe that's crazy, but it's true."

    "It's not crazy," she replied. "It's you, Rocky. You're a man that likes to hear that his dick is too small to satisfy me. It makes some sense that you're also a man that likes to kiss your girlfriend after she's blown someone else." Ally caressed his face and asked, "And after Adam fucks me, will you be the kind of man that wants to put his tongue inside me?"

    Rocky nodded without even thinking about it because he didn’t have to. Yes, that was exactly the kind of man he wanted to be.

    Ally kissed him again and then rolled Rocky onto his back. She straddled him and took his stiffness into her pussy. Rocky closed his eyes and moaned at the sheer and unexpected pleasure of being engulfed in her wetness.

    "Adam took me back to his place about the same time Erica took you back to her place. He offered me a drink, but I turned him down. We sat on his couch and chatted a little. We kissed a little. He lowered the top of my dress to play with my tits. He rubbed my pussy a little through my panties, too. I knew I was going to suck his dick the moment I agreed to go back to his apartment, but he was so good at turning me on that I very nearly asked him to fuck me."

    She rocked her hips back and forth, bathing him in her wetness.

    "I stroked him through his pants. I stroked his gorgeous bulge, Rocky." She closed her eyes, leaned back, and grasped her breasts. "I stroked that massive cock of his and I swear I got so fucking wet just touching it through his jeans."

    Ally was barely fucking him, and yet Rocky felt like he was already on the verge of an orgasm.

    She opened her eyes, looked down at him, and rested her hands on his chest for a moment before leaning down and kissing his neck. "Then I got on my knees. I took his pants off. I took his underwear off. I got to look at his big cock for the first time. I got to wrap my fingers around it. They don't fit, by the way. He's so thick that I literally can't fit my fingers all the way around his dick. I got to stroke him. I got to kiss the head. I got to lick the shaft."

    Ally must have noticed that Rocky was close as she lifted her pussy from his cock and laid next to him. She teased the head with her index finger, rubbing it back and forth over the underside while kissing his neck and moaning like she was getting fucked.

    "I like him more than I thought I would," she said. "He's smart. He's nice. He's funny. He's cute. Pretty nerdy, but there's something charming about how much he enjoys all the nerdy stuff he's into."

    Rocky was struck by a massive wave of jealousy and Ally countered it by gripping his cock and stroking him a few times.

    "I like you more," she whispered. "Don't worry. I like you a lot more. It's just nice that the guy that's going to stretch my pussy also happens to be someone that I enjoy spending time with."

    Rocky turned his head and saw her smiling. She kissed him. Her tongue penetrated his mouth in a manner he found enthralling.

    "I like sucking his dick more, though," she said softly. "Much, much more, which is weird, because his size makes it a little uncomfortable. I can't quite explain it, but there's just something so hot about sucking on a big cock. Maybe it's just knowing that it's going to feel so good when he fucks me."

    "Is he going to fuck you?"

    "Yes, absolutely. There's no question, Rocky. He's going to fuck me, and not just once. He's going to fuck me over and over. He's going to give your girlfriend everything you can't. I mean, when I was just on top of you I could barely feel you inside me. You're so small that the only way to enjoy sex with you is for me to be on top so I can grind my clit into your pelvis. Otherwise you might as well not be inside me."

    Rocky groaned. "And Adam...it won't feel that way with him?"

    She kissed his neck and moaned so beautifully. "No, baby. It will feel so good to have him inside me. He'll be so deep. He'll stretch my pussy so good. He'll reach places inside me that no man has ever gone and that your cute little dick could never dream of going. He'll make me cum so hard that I see stars."

    "Harder than I make you cum?"

    She stroked him a little faster. "Much, much harder than your little dick could ever make me cum."

    "Can I fuck you?" he asked. "Can I cum inside you?"

    "No," she whispered. "No pussy for you tonight. You got a taste and that's all you get. You don't even get my mouth tonight. That pleasure is reserved for a nice big cock. For my big dick boyfriend, not my small dick boyfriend."

    Rocky felt the pleasure surge in his loins. Everything tightened up in that intensely pleasurable way it always did right before he came.

    "Once he fucks me, Rocky, I might not have any use for this pathetic little dick of yours."

    He came as hard as he'd ever cum. He closed his eyes and cum spurted from his cock as Ally kissed his neck while moaning softly.

    "Fuck," he said. "Fuck that's...fuck that feels so good."

    When he was finished, Ally sat up on her elbow and rested her hand against her head as she smiled at him.

    "Thank you," he said. "I'm...I'm grateful for the handjob, for the dirty talk, for how good you just made me feel."

    "It was my pleasure. Now I think I'd like you to hold my dildo while I ride it."

    "It would be my pleasure."

    Ally retrieved the dildo from the nightstand drawer and handed it to Rocky. He held it upright and she straddled it and took the lifelike toy in her pussy.

    "You know, this might be the last time you have to do this."

    "When's your next date?"

    She sank down onto the toy and moaned. "Next weekend, and I'm absolutely fucking him. Hopefully, multiple times. I'm not sure where we're going yet, but I know we'll end up at his place and his cock will end up inside me."

    Rocky was jealous. Immensely jealousy. His girlfriend was talking about fucking another guy, though, so of course he was jealous. He knew he'd be turned on before long, though, and with any luck Ally would help him have a second orgasm before the night was over.
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    For reasons he didn't entirely understand, Rocky had immersed himself in Adam's Instagram feed. It was probably the jealousy. Ally was, in that moment, on a date with Adam and she'd promised that she was going to fuck him that night, so there was every chance that Adam's cock was inside her, was stretching her pussy like she'd talked about wanting.

    Rocky knew it was a weird way to grapple with his jealousy. Some part of him understood that he was on a mission - likely a foolhardy one - to find some flaw in Adam, some reason for Ally to not like him.

    Adam's innate nerdiness seemed like that reason, but he wasn't a pocket protector and huge glasses type of nerd. He was just a guy that was into nerdy stuff and that had long since stopped being a reason not to be into a guy. He had passions and he wasn't shy about them. It did drive Rocky a little bit mad that Ally seemed so taken with a nerdy guy who also wasn't especially tall, muscular, or handsome. Adam wasn't bad looking, of course, but he wasn't better looking than Rocky, and yet he was probably balls deep in Rocky's girlfriend, and if things went well it would be far from the last time that Adam fucked Ally.

    The jealousy felt like it was humming through Rocky's body, like it had suddenly inhabited every single one of his cells. He paced around his apartment while watching Adam's reels and browsing his posts. He got far back enough to find Adam's ex-girlfriend, who was quite good looking and had a penchant for dressing in both skimpy outfits and cosplaying in the sluttiest versions of her various costumes.

    Rocky spent a little time on the ex-girlfriend's Instagram page and saw that she now had a new boyfriend. He was more the alpha male type that Rocky had pictured Ally settling on in her quest for a guy with a big cock. That's not who Ally had picked, though, and weirdly enough her choice somehow made Rocky more jealous and insecure than if she'd picked a guy that looked like an ex-athlete. Adam was just too close to Rocky. They were just too similar. It filled him with a sense of worry that Ally would simply leave him for Adam because in a lot of ways it seemed like he was just a better version of Rocky.

    When the jealousy became too much, Rocky called Erica.

    "Hey there," she said in a decidedly suggestive tone upon answering his call.

    "Hey."

    She was quiet for a few moments. "You sound stressed."

    Rocky was impressed that she could sense his stress from a single word. "I am. She's having sex with him. I've spent the past hour on his Instagram page."

    "Oh, no, don't do that. That's never a good choice. This is a slightly different situation than most since you're still dating Erica, but stalking her other boyfriend's socials is just going to drive you mad."

    "Now you tell me."

    Erica laughed and then asked, "Do you want to come over?"

    It wasn't until she asked the question that Rocky realized that yes, that's exactly what he wanted. "Could I do that? Because that would be amazing."

    "Yes, you can do that. We're friends, Rocky, and I'm more than happy to help you through this. You know where I live. I'll leave the door unlocked for you."

    "Thanks, Erica."

    Rocky put on his shoes, grabbed his keys, and headed over to Erica's place. He parked in front of her building and she buzzed him up. True to her word, the door was unlocked.

    "Erica?" he called out.

    "In here!"

    Rocky kicked off his shoes and headed towards her voice. He stopped at the edge of the living room as he found Erica curled up on her couch wearing a pink satin robe with lace trim. Her legs were tucked up under her and she held a glass of red wine in her hand. Another sat on the coffee table. Her TV was on, but she'd tuned it to an Amazon music channel and the volume was down low enough that Rocky couldn't make out the lyrics.

    "Hey," he said while trying to discern Erica's intentions. She'd sat on his face a week ago - with Ally's permission - and it seemed possible that she intended on doing so again. It also seemed possible that she'd dressed in a robe - and potentially nothing more - because she wanted to tease Rocky, something she'd found great pleasure in over the past handful of weeks.

    "I poured you a glass of wine. It will help you relax."

    She was right about that, so Rocky entered the living room, picked up the glass of wine, and sat on the couch.

    "Closer," Erica sat as she patted the cushion next to her.

    Rocky slid closer and she smiled in a manner that made him feel an unexpected sense of affection and desire for her.

    Erica turned her head until she was looking straight ahead and said, "Smell my neck. A gentle inhale."

    It struck Rocky as a strange instruction, but he leaned in and smelled her neck. She'd put on perfume. Something delicate and floral. It was lovely. "Wow. That's incredible."

    "And a little bit relaxing, right?" she asked.

    He leaned back and nodded. It was a simple-but-meaningful act of kindness and he couldn't help but smile. "That was nice of you. To wear that, I mean."

    "Like I said, we're friends, and you need a little help right now."

    Rocky sipped his wine. He wasn't a connoisseur, but it tasted like good wine, like she'd opened a bottle that might have cost more than the typical cheap stuff. "I didn't think I'd be this jealous. I mean, I've been jealous the whole time, but it's been impossible today."

    Erica turned towards him and Rocky caught a glimpse of her panties before she closed her thighs. He'd seen her naked before so he shouldn't have found catching a glimpse of her panties so enthralling, and yet he did.

    "It's weird, but I kind of wish she'd picked a typical alpha type. Some muscular jock."

    "Someone that's a million miles away from you," Erica said.

    He nodded. "Yes, exactly. I feel like the reason I'm so jealous is that Adam is just a lot like me."

    "Except he's got a much bigger dick and he's a great deal more confident than you and when he fucks your girlfriend tonight he's going to make her cum a whole lot harder than you do because her pussy's been yearning to be filled and stretched by a big dick since the first time you fucked her."

    Erica's summary of Rocky's predicament had enflamed both his jealousy and his desire. He was, after all, a man that found a wealth of arousal in small penis humiliation and the notion that Ally was going to have sex with someone else.

    "Fuck," he said softly.

    Erica reached out and ran her fingers over his thigh before leaning in. Her lips found his neck and she kissed him softly. She moaned, too, and what had been the beginnings of a boner became a full-fledged erection that was now throbbing between his legs. Erica's fingers found his erection and she moaned again, filling Rocky with an even deeper sense of arousal.

    "You do have a remarkably small dick," she whispered. "In truth, you should be grateful that Ally chose to stay with you. You should be grateful every single day that you get to date someone as beautiful and charming as her. You should be grateful that she lets you eat her pussy, that she jerks you off, that she occasionally lets your disappointing little dick inside her. You should be exceedingly grateful that she gets off on humiliating your little cock, on making you feel good with all manner of dirty talk about how worthless this little nub is."

    Ally wasn't the only one with skill at humiliating Rocky's dick. Erica clearly possessed serious talent in that arena as well, as there wasn't an ounce of cruelty in her delivery. Instead, she seemed thrilled to lure him into a state of desire based on the worthlessness of his cock thanks to its diminutive size.

    Erica leaned back just enough for her lips to hover achingly close to Rocky's. He could smell her perfume and the wine on her breath. Their eyes locked and she smiled before asking, "Do you want to kiss me, Rocky?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "What would Ally think?"

    "I have no idea."

    Erica caressed his face, leaned in, and kissed him. It started slow and sensual with just a hint of tongue. Rocky moved a hand to her inner thigh and his fingers danced over her smooth, warm skin. Erica parted her lips and offered her tongue in full. She moaned as Rocky did the same. It was an electric kiss, perhaps aided by the fact that it might have been illicit; it was hard to know how annoyed Ally would be given that she was fucking someone else that night.

    "You're a good kisser," Erica said.

    "You're better."

    She smiled and leaned back. "I might be, but you're no slouch. I can see why things got to a point where Ally wanted you to fuck her. I can't imagine her disappointment when your dick made an appearance. I'm surprised she let you inside her after you revealed how inadequate you are."

    She uttered every word with a smile and while studying Rocky's face. She was clearly enamored with the idea of turning him on via humiliation and she was watching to see how effective her words were.

    Erica then spread her legs, revealing her pink lace panties and the wet spot in them. "I'd like you to make me cum," she said. "Then you can give me a foot rub. Then you can make me cum again. You can make me feel good until Ally's done getting fucked by her other boyfriend. Then you can run home and hear about how he satisfied her in ways your little dicklet will never able to satisfy her."

    Rocky quickly drank the rest of his wine, set the glass on the coffee table, and went about the business of eating out his girlfriend's best friend.

    ---

    Rocky's night with Erica had managed to keep the jealousy at bay, largely because she'd lured him to a place of intense arousal and kept him there with a steady stream of dirty talk, touching, kissing, massaging, and pussy worship. He'd given her a full body rub and four orgasms by the time Ally texted to let him know she was heading to his place.

    Rocky got back before Ally did. He waited in the living room until she knocked on his door.

    She greeted him with a kiss. A long, lingering, deeply passionate kiss. The kind of kiss that had him throbbing just a handful of seconds after it had begun and that continued long enough for him to have leaked a healthy amount of precum into his underwear.

    "I'm a better kisser than her, aren't I?" Ally asked.

    Erica had clearly texted Ally and shared the details of Rocky's visit. Ally didn't seem angry, though. Jealous, perhaps - the competitive kissing seemed like evidence of that - but not angry.

    "Yes, you are," he answered.

    Ally reached between his legs and stroked his little bulge. "And does your little dick get harder for me than it does for her?"

    He nodded. He liked the jealous version of his girlfriend. It was usually a bad quality, but in this case he found it thrilling.

    "Good," Ally said. "And for what it's worth, I don't mind that you went over there. I know this is hard for you and I'd given you permission before, so just know that you have my permission to do the kind of stuff you did tonight, including the kissing if you absolutely must."

    "Thank you."

    Ally loosened his belt and unzipped his pants and they fell to the floor. She reached into his underwear and stroked him before leaning in to kiss his neck and whisper, "After all, I spent quite a bit of the evening with a far superior cock inside my tight pussy." She moaned and nibbled on his earlobe for a moment before adding, "Adam's a man of great stamina and quick recovery and he fucked me for as long as I could handle tonight. It's been so long since I had a genuine big cock inside me, Rocky, and I forgot how much better the real thing is. A dildo is nice, but there's nothing quite like a dick attached to a man to make a girl cum so hard that she sees stars."

    Rocky nearly came in Ally's hand as she made it clear that she'd had even better sex than he'd expected. The jealousy returned, of course, but in that moment Rocky was so turned on that no feeling was powerful enough to overcome his lust.

    "Let's go to the bedroom."

    Ally released his cock and walked to Rocky's bedroom. He followed and watched as she pulled her dress over her head while walking down the hallway. Her bra and panties followed and she was left wearing only a pair of heels as she crawled into his bed, rolled onto her back, and spread her legs.

    Rocky stripped and walked to the edge of the bed. He stared between Ally's legs. Her pussy lips were pink and remarkably puffy. She'd absolutely been fucked with length and vigor.

    Rocky ran his hands up her legs and Ally closed her eyes and moaned as his fingers neared her pussy. "Was it truly everything you wanted?" he asked.

    "It was more than that," she replied. "It was perfect, Rocky. The sex was the best I've ever had. Without question. All the build up I'm sure helped with that, but Adam's incredible in bed and he has that huge cock that made my pussy feel things I didn't know were possible."

    Rocky laid between her legs and kissed her inner thighs, moving from one to the other and back again. Her pussy smelled of sex and he thought of Adam's cock moving in and out of her, of her pussy lips stretching out around it, of her legs wrapped around him, of her moans of pleasure as another man fucked her.

    Rocky was compelled to kiss her pussy. He didn't know why. He had to do it, though. He inched forward and pressed his lips against her labia. He kissed them. He took them in his mouth. He sucked gently. He ran his tongue over the outside of her pussy. He wasn't sure but Rocky thought he might have tasted a bit of sweat, perhaps hers or perhaps Adam's.

    "He fucked me four times," she said. "He came while inside me all four times. I thought we might use the whole box of condoms before the night was over. Maybe next time, though."

    Rocky moaned as he thought of Adam somehow having the stamina to work his way through six condoms on a night with Ally.

    "So you made him feel really good, too," he said between kisses against her pussy. "Maybe better than any woman ever has."

    She put a pillow under her head and looked down at Rocky. "That's what he said. That it was the best sex of his life. That he's never enjoyed fucking anyone as much as he enjoyed fucking me."

    Rocky kissed her clit. He moved his tongue back and forth over it a few times.

    "I think he's really turned on by the fact that I have a boyfriend. I think Adam likes that I'm dating him because I need to get fucked by a big cock, because my boyfriend isn't anywhere near big enough to satisfy me with his dick."

    Rocky wanted to bury his dick in her pussy. He wanted to thrust away until he spilled inside her and expelled every bit of arousal he'd built up over the evening.

    "I guess I can't blame him," she said. "It must feel good to know that he's better in bed than my boyfriend. He certainly liked hearing me say it while he was fucking me."

    Again Rocky was hit with a surge of arousal. This time, though, he plunged his tongue into her pussy and Ally put a hand on his head and moaned.

    "That's it, baby," she said. "Put your tongue where his cock was. Put your tongue in the pussy that he stretched and satisfied tonight. He really did stretch me, too. I could feel it when he fucked me the first time. It actually took a few minutes to get used to his size even after having you use the toy on me. He'd bigger, as it turns out. He's so much better, too."

    Rocky looked up. "Ally, can I fuck you?"

    She smiled. "Yes."

    Rocky crawled forward and they kissed as he slipped into her pussy. She was wet and loose and there wasn't anywhere near the same level of pleasurable friction as he usually felt. There was still a wealth of pleasure, though, owing to his arousal and the ever-present thrill of knowing that a bigger cock had been inside her tonight.

    "He must have spent nearly an hour in my pussy over the course of the night," she whispered. "I'll bet you won't even last a minute."

    She was right. Rocky could already feel his orgasm coming on.

    "That's okay, though. I don't need your cock for pleasure, Rocky. I have his now. I can fuck him whenever I need to get stretched, to get filled, to be satisfied by a real man's cock instead of a toy or a tongue."

    That did it. There was something about the phrase 'real man' that put Rocky over the top. He buried his dick inside her and had a body-shaking orgasm as he spilled his load in her pussy.

    Ally held him close, wrapping her arms and legs around him. Rocky felt warm and happy and safe in that moment. He knew the jealousy would return at some point, but it felt worlds away as he came inside his girlfriend and experienced what might have been one of the best orgasms of his life.

    It wasn't good sex for Ally, but it was damn good sex for him - maybe the best - and Rocky knew he'd want it again, and again, and again. The only question was if Ally would be willing to let him have it. Only time would tell.
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    Erica got up as soon as Rocky walked into the coffee shop. She rushed over, studied the side of his face, and leaned in to kiss his cheek.

    "Was that her?" she asked, referring to the distinct redness on one side of his face.

    "Yeah. She slapped me."

    Rocky was certain her lips curled into a slight smile before she kissed him. "I'm sorry," she said.

    "I deserved it. I cheated on her. I absolutely deserved it."

    "I wonder if she'll slap me," Erica said.

    They sat down and Rocky sipped the drink she'd ordered him. The use of coconut milk gave the latte a distinctly tropical vibe that he quite liked.

    "She actually wasn't as mad as the slap might make you think," he explained. "She was mad, but given the nature of our relationship and the fact that she's openly dating Adam - and not just fucking him - she said she wasn't really surprised that I fell for someone else."

    Erica's face lit up with delight. "You've fallen for me?"

    He nodded.

    "Well, I've fallen for you too."

    Rocky was pretty certain his face had lit up, too. "Ally said she'll probably find a way to forgive us. She was kind enough not to say that she would have broken up with me anyway at some point, but I'm pretty sure that she would have. She and Adam seem like they're getting really close."

    There was something else Ally had said, though Rocky wasn't sure there was any wisdom in mentioning it to Erica.

    "When are you talking to her?" he asked his girlfriend.

    "Later today, though she already texted. The first few messages were angry. Then she was a bit kinder. Then she said she was happy for me, that you were a really nice guy and a good boyfriend. Then she was angry again. So I'm not really sure which version of her I'll be meeting up with."

    "Yeah, that sounds a lot like my meeting with her, only in person."

    Rocky had never been quite as nervous as he'd been that morning when he walked into Ally's apartment. Things got weird right away, too, as she came over to kiss him and he backed up. Neither of them had said a word and she knew he was there to break up with her. In a way that helped with the nervousness since there was no small talk to slog through before pulling off the band aid. They just got right to it.

    "It's weird...I feel terrible and great all at the same time. Like, I couldn't be happier that we can just be together without any worries and I feel awful that I cheated on Ally and upset her so much."

    "Yeah, I'm pretty much the same way, though for some reason I feel a lot less awful about basically taking Ally's boyfriend from her. Maybe that's because the lines were pretty blurred before, though. I mean, I was sitting on your face while you were still her boyfriend and she was just fine with that, you know?"

    Rocky nodded and wondered if Ally had known far earlier that their relationship was going to come to an end. Exploring their kink had been fun, but it had also opened the door for a relationship with Adam, who Ally seemed to have genuine chemistry with on all levels. The same kind of chemistry that Rocky seemed to have with Erica.

    "Would it be weird of me to ask you to go back to my apartment and fool around?" Erica asked.

    Rocky laughed. "No, not at all."

    "Good. Let's finish our drinks and then I'm getting me some of that small dick."

    ---

    Erica looked annoyed as she stepped into Rocky's apartment.

    "What's wrong?"

    "How come you didn't mention that Ally offered to let you watch her and Adam fuck?"

    Rocky was surprised that Ally had shared that detail with her friend, though perhaps he shouldn't have been. "Well, to be fair, she told me that had we not broken up - had I not cheated on her, as she put it - that she was going to offer to let me watch if I wanted."

    "She was going to offer to let you watch her cum on Adam's big cock," Erica interrupted, parroting the exact words that Ally had said to him.

    Rocky closed the door and took his time doing so, mostly because he needed a few moments to try and discern why Erica was frustrated with him. "Yes, that's what she said. And as I was leaving she said that she'd decided to still make the offer."

    Erica walked into the kitchen to grab a bottle of beer from Rocky's fridge. She reached for another, popped them both open, and leaned against the counter as she sipped hers while passing the other to Rocky.

    "So why didn't you tell me about her offer?"

    "Honestly, I didn't really think about it...okay, that's not true. I didn't say anything because I didn't want you to think that I wanted to do it. I just...I really like you, Erica. I'm head over heels for you, in fact, and I thought there was a chance that mentioning it would make it seem like I wanted to do it, which might be really hurtful to you, and that's why I didn't say anything."

    She was stone faced for what felt like ages, though it couldn't have been more than a few seconds before she smiled and Rocky felt a wave of relief wash over him.

    "You look so scared," she said. "It's really cute. You're really cute, Rocky."

    "Jesus. I was scared. Fuck, Erica, you had me so confused."

    She came over and kissed him softly. "Be honest, you want to watch, right? You want to see your ex-girlfriend get fucked by Adam's fat cock, right?"

    Rocky considered lying, but his dick was already half hard and a simple caressing of his cock would have revealed his excitement to Erica.

    "I would like to see that, yes," he admitted. "But it's nowhere near exciting enough to risk my relationship with you, Erica."

    Her smile was bright and beautiful. "I'm glad to hear you say that." She stepped back, sipped her beer, and set it on the counter. Then, to Rocky's utter astonishment, Erica dropped to her knees in front of him. She unzipped his pants and freed his cock and took him in her mouth. She swallowed him whole, though that wasn't exactly a difficult task given his diminutive size.

    Rocky stood there with pleasure coursing through his body. His grip on the beer bottle had tightened and he noticed that he wasn't breathing as he received a rare blowjob. Rocky forced the breath from his lungs and slowly inhaled as Erica swallowed him and looked up. He was tempted to put a hand on the back of her head - mostly because he knew it would be just a little more arousing to do so - but he remained still.

    "It's so much easier to suck a small cock," she said as Rocky stared down at his shaft, which glistened with her saliva. "You don't hear much talk of that, but it's a hidden benefit of being with a guy like you. I can swallow your dick with ease. I can make you feel so fucking good with almost no effort. That's something most women want to do for their boyfriends."

    Rocky's head swirled with all sorts of good feelings, including the fact that Erica was being quite up front about her desire to make him feel good.

    "I told Ally that we'd both like to watch," Erica said.

    Rocky readied a stunned response, but Erica swallowed his dick again. She kept on sucking right up until he came in her mouth. Rocky grabbed the refrigerator handle to help with his balance as he unleashed his load inside his girlfriend's mouth.

    Erica took it all, swallowed, and tucked him back into his pants. She stood, smiled, and kissed him. Rocky could taste the remnants of cum on her tongue and for some reason it felt so beautifully intimate and erotic to be able to taste himself in that way.

    "We'll be watching tomorrow. We're going to help kick in for a hotel room to make it special," she informed him after the kiss.

    "Erica, is this real?"

    She smiled and nodded. "It's very real. Let's be honest, Rocky, we're not exactly normal when it comes to sex. You, me, Ally. We're outside the bounds of normalcy. I mean, we first connected deeply because I got off on sitting on your face while taunting you about your small dick and the fact that your girlfriend was dating and then fucking another guy. I've since come to like just about everything about you, but I think it's okay if we admit and embrace the fact that we're just a little bit different and that we can have a whole lot of fun because of that."

    The whole thing was so unexpected that Rocky still wasn't sure it was real. It would have been an exceptionally strange lie to tell, though.

    "Now, sucking your cute little dick got me all worked up," she said, "so I'd like you to make me cum."

    Erica took his hand, led Rocky to the bedroom, and sat on his face until she'd cum three times.

    ---

    The hotel room cost nearly $1,000, though with all four of them paying equal shares it wasn't an unreasonable expense for what Rocky hoped would be a memorable night.

    Things were a little awkward at first, though Rocky wasn't surprised at that. They quickly bonded over the convention they'd all gone to - where Rocky and Erica had spied on Ally and Adam - and once everyone had downed a glass of champagne things were loose enough that the awkwardness had entirely disappeared.

    It was after the second bottle was finished and everyone was feeling extra loose that Ally announced that she and Erica were going to retire to the bathroom to change into something a little more comfortable.

    "Have you ever done something like this before?" Rocky asked Adam as the girls locked themselves away.

    "You mean, like, fucked in front of people?"

    Rocky nodded.

    "No, never. I was a little nervous when we were on our way up here, but for whatever reason I'm not feeling nervous right now. It's kind of exciting, actually. Have you ever...watched before?"

    Rocky shook his head. "Not like this. I've watched...well, fuck it, I've watched Ally use toys on herself, but this is way different, obviously."

    Adam laughed. "Yeah, a little bit different. It's kind of amazing that your girlfriend is here. Though I suppose it's kind of amazing that my girlfriend invited you guys to watch."

    "We're both dating women that are probably a bit kinkier than most."

    "A lot kinkier," Adam replied with a smile. "I'm all for it, though. It makes things way more interesting."

    "It really does."

    The bathroom door opened and Rocky turned to see Erica and Ally emerge in surprisingly sexy lingerie sets. Erica wore a lace bodysuit with stockings and heels and Ally had on a strappy bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set accented with open-toed heels.

    "Holy shit," he said.

    "Agreed," Adam added.

    Ally strode towards her boyfriend and he stood. They kissed as she unbuttoned his shirt. Rocky watched his ex-girlfriend welcome another man's tongue into her mouth. Adam's shirt fell to the floor, revealing his slim but surprisingly well built frame.

    Then, to Rocky's complete surprise, Erica stepped behind Adam. She kissed the back of his neck and shoulders. She ran her hands over his arms, taking a few moments to caress his impressively sculpted - though not huge - biceps.

    "What's going on?" Adam asked softly.

    "She just wants to help," Ally replied. "She wants to make this a little more fun for everyone. Is that okay?"

    Adam smiled. "Abso-fucking-lutely."

    He turned his head and Erica kissed him. Rocky was mildly annoyed that he hadn't been clued in to the actual plan for the evening, though he conceded it was entirely possible that the plan hadn't come together until the last minute. There was no point in lingering in that annoyance, though, as Rocky was awash in arousal and he couldn't ignore the pull of desire.

    As Erica and Adam kissed, Ally loosened her boyfriend's belt and helped him out of his pants. She then kissed her way down his chest and stomach until she was on her knees in front of him.

    Rocky watched his ex-girlfriend shower another man's cock with kisses. Ally did so with her eyes closed and moaned throughout like merely pressing her lips against the far superior shaft was more than enough to fill her with pleasure.

    "Rocky, get naked," Erica said as she ran her hands down Adam's back and grabbed his ass cheeks.

    Rocky was awash in insecurity as he stood and began to strip. He got naked, though, and he saw Adam glance at his cock before moaning as Ally took him into her mouth and sucked on the plump head.

    Erica stepped out from behind Adam and extended her hand. "Come here, Rocky."

    He moved towards her. Their fingers entwined. They kissed as she slowly spun him around until he was standing shoulder to shoulder with Adam. Then, Erica fell to her knees, looked up at Rocky, and took him in her mouth.

    It was impossible not to take note of how easy it was for Erica to swallow his cock and how difficult it was for Ally to get even half of Adam's shaft in her mouth. Her eyes were watering and her throat bulged from time to time as she fought off her gag reflex. Rocky felt inferior as he watched, but that's because he was inferior, at least when it came to cock size.

    Erica pulled off his dick, stroked him, and then looked at Ally. "Can I try?" she asked.

    Rocky throbbed in his girlfriend's hand as he grappled with both jealousy and arousal at the idea of Erica taking Adam in her mouth.

    "Of course," Ally replied.

    Ally shifted to her left and Erica moved closer. Both women looked up at Adam, who had a giddy smile on his face.

    "You have a beautiful cock, Adam," Erica said before kissing the head. "I can see why Ally is so enamored with it."

    Rocky watched his girlfriend give another man a blowjob. He was surprised that Erica could take more of the cock than Ally. In fact, Erica could very nearly swallow him whole, making Rocky think that she'd had quite a bit of experience with big-dicked guys.

    "Ally, baby, suck my balls," Adam said.

    To Rocky's surprise, Ally did so happily. She moved closer, dropped a bit lower, and took one of his testicles in her mouth as Erica sucked on the head of his cock. Rocky stood there with his dick throbbing and no one tending to it. Some men would have been deeply disheartened by that fact, but he was turned on. His cock remained stiff as steel with no ebbing of his desire.

    Erica pulled back and kissed the head and shaft of Adam's cock. Ally released his balls from her mouth and did the same. Suddenly Adam was looking down at two beautiful, lingerie-clad women that seemed deeply invested in making him feel good. Jealousy and arousal coursed through Rocky's body and a big drop of precum appeared at the tip of his cock. He gathered it on his index finger and lifted it to his mouth. The sweetness of his precum danced on his tongue as he watched Ally and Erica indulge in pseudo kisses over the head of Adam's fat cock.

    The women took turns sucking Adam's cock. One would wrap her lips around the head while the other kissed the shaft and his balls. Then they'd switch places and occasionally they'd indulge in a pseudo kiss with his cock being part of the action as their tongues danced.

    After a length blowjob from both women, Erica stood and moved in front of Rocky. She took his dick in her hand, smiled, and asked, "Are you enjoying watching?"

    "More than I thought I would."

    She kissed him. Rocky thought of the other man's cock having been in her mouth. He thought of the tongue that was now in his mouth having danced over Adam's cock and balls. He got harder in his girlfriend's hand.

    "I need your big cock inside me," Ally said. "I need you to stretch my pussy with his perfect dick of yours."

    Adam grabbed a condom from the nightstand and tore it open. Ally took it from him and rolled it down his cock as Erica and Rocky watched.

    "Would you like to be inside me while we watch them fuck?" Erica asked.

    "Yes. Fuck yes," Rocky replied.

    Soon Rocky was seated on the couch with a condom wrapped around his dick. Erica unsnapped her bodysuit, freeing her pussy in the process. She then climbed on the couch and leaned forward until Rocky's lips were pressed against her pussy.

    "Fuck me, Adam," Ally said. "Fuck me hard. Show them what it looks like when my pussy gets stretched by your fat cock. Show Rocky what it looks like when I get fucked by the kind of man that can satisfy my tight little cunt."

    Rocky moaned into Erica's pussy. Ally then unleashed a beautiful moan of her own.

    "Do you want to watch?" Erica asked.

    Rocky nodded.

    She spun around and sat in his lap. Rocky turned his attention to the bed. Ally was on her back. Her legs were spread. Her pussy was facing him. Adam was between her legs. His dick was inside her. Rocky had a remarkably clear view of another man entering his ex-girlfriend over and over.

    Then he was inside Erica. He wrapped his arms around her. His fingers moved over the impossibly soft lace of her bodysuit. She rode him slowly, which Rocky was grateful for. Too much stimulation likely would have resulted in a quick orgasm.

    "Adam...fuck!" Ally cried out.

    Rocky recognized his ex-girlfriend's orgasm. He'd heard those moans countless times before. He'd seen her toes curl. This time, though, he was granted the pleasure of watching her pussy pulse around a much bigger cock instead of a toy.

    After a short period to come down from her climax, Ally and Adam switched to fucking with her on top. This time, though, Ally was facing the couch. She took her boyfriend's cock inside her, kissed him, and then sat back, rested her hands on his chest, and looked right at Rocky.

    "His dick feels better than yours ever did," she said with a smile. "Much, much better. He's thicker and longer. He reaches places inside me your cock never could. He fucks me so much better than you ever could, Rocky."

    He cupped Erica's breasts in the delicate lace and she rode him a little faster.

    "Rub my clit, Rocky," Erica instructed him.

    With one hand still on her breast he let the other drift between her legs and found her clit. He rubbed it vigorously while watching Ally ride her boyfriend. It was the most unique and enthralling sexual experience of Rocky's life and he was on the verge of one of the most potent orgasms of his life.

    "I'm close," he said.

    "Cum, little Rocky," Ally said with a hint of venom in her voice. "Cum while you watch me fuck a bigger, better dick."

    "Cum for me, Rocky," Erica added. "Cum while you watch your ex ride that fat cock that satisfies her."

    Rocky had no choice but to cum. It felt spectacularly good. To his delight, Erica joined him in climaxing and took the finger that had been rubbing her clit into her mouth while she climaxed, adding just a bit of extra pleasure to the whole affair.

    Ally then leaned down and kissed her boyfriend. Not long after they'd both cum as well.

    It was a sexual experience unlike any other, and in the aftermath of his orgasm Rocky couldn't help but feel especially grateful towards Erica, who'd had the courage to take the leap and try something new and unfamiliar in joining Ally and Adam in their hotel room.

    There was no question in his mind that he'd made the right choice, that breaking up with Ally in favor of dating Erica would make him a far happier man. He suspected that Ally would be happier, too, meaning that everyone had come out ahead.

    Plus, the night was only just beginning. It seemed possible that a wealth of pleasure awaited them that night and perhaps on many nights to follow.

    The End.
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    Rocky put his tongue to use with great frequency in the month that followed the revelation that his cock was too small to truly satisfy his girlfriend Ally.

    She rarely came just once when they saw each other. Instead he'd usually give her two or three orgasms and there were times when they'd engage in a marathon of pleasure with so many climaxes for Ally that he stopped counting.

    Not once during that month did Rocky's cock enter Ally's pussy. She made him cum with her hand and her mouth and he always came spectacularly hard, especially since he continued to find it intensely pleasurable for Ally to point out that he had a small cock.

    Despite their mutual pleasure, Rocky couldn't help but worry that Ally would eventually tire of not having sex - penetrative sex, that is - and that he might lose her, an outcome that had become increasingly less tenable to him as they'd grown much closer over the past month.

    That's why he brought it up one night while they were lying in her bed in a post-orgasmic haze.

    The conversation ended up making Rocky more fearful, as Ally had answered his inquiry be expressing that she probably would find it difficult to go a long period without being fucked.

    Immediately after that, though, she'd smiled, kissed him deeply, and told him she was falling for him before pushing his head back down between her legs to lick her pussy to yet another orgasm, which he happily did.

    Rocky couldn't help but feel a low level kind of stress about the conversation in the days that followed, though it turned out that Ally was thinking about it too.

    "So...I got you something," she said a week after that post-coital conversation about sex, or the lack thereof.

    Ally seemed nervous, though she wore a sweet smile. "Like a gift?"

    She bit her lip for a moment. "Well, sort of, though I suppose you could say it's more of a gift for me. Stay here."

    He was thoroughly confused as she got up and hurried out of the living room. Five minutes passed before she returned wearing a lingerie set that Rocky had never seen before. He wasn't sure how lingerie could possibly be a gift for Ally, but then he clocked the small bag she was carrying.

    "Ally, you look incredible," he said.

    She smiled and turned from one side to the other before arching her back a little and somehow making her body look so much sexier as she did.

    "Does it make your little dick hard to see me like this?"

    The lingerie was beautiful, but Rocky was a little embarrassed that it was her words that aroused him more than anything, though the combination of lingerie and dirty talk was certainly potent.

    "Yes, it does," he answered. "I honestly didn't even know you owned lingerie like that."

    She set the bag down on the floor and straddled him. A delicate, feminine scent filled his nose as he ran his hands over the delicate lace of her black lingerie. It felt soft and perfect and insanely sexy and when she kissed him his cock quickly reached a fully erect state.

    "Your little cock is throbbing, isn't it?" she whispered while grinding her hips over his crotch, generating blissful friction that had Rocky moaning.

    "Yes...oh my god, yes, Ally."

    "I was hoping you'd fuck me," she said before kissing his neck and nibbling on his earlobe. "I was hoping you'd fuck me long and hard and give me multiple orgasms on your cock."

    Rocky was turned on, but he was confused, too. It had been made perfectly clear to him that he didn't possess the kind of cock that could actually provide her with multiple orgasms, let alone one.

    "How...how could I do that?" he asked.

    Ally sat back, took her breasts in her hands, and squeezed them while smiling at him. "I got you something to help with that."

    She climbed off of him and reached into the bag she'd set on the floor. She paused for a moment and then pulled out a clear dildo made to look exactly like a cock. It took just a few moments for Rocky to realize that it wasn't a typical dildo, though. There were plastic loops at the base that looked as though they were made to help secure the dildo in some way.

    "This is for you to wear," she said. "It's a cock extender."

    Ally turned the base towards him and Rocky saw that the toy was hollow.

    "You put your dick in here and then secure it with these loops. Then you have a nice big cock that you can slide into my pussy. Then I can get fucked by a nice big cock instead of your little dick."

    He groaned.

    "Will you fuck me with this, Rocky?"

    "Is that what you want?" he asked while reaching out to take the toy from her. The material was slightly flexible and head was fairly soft, in the same manner as a real cock. "You want me to extend my cock so I can actually satisfy your pussy?"

    Ally smiled, leaned in, and kissed him softly. "We both know your little dick can't make me feel good," she whispered. "We both know that I need more to satisfy me, Rocky. Now you can give me more. You won't feel much, but maybe that's how it should be."

    Something about the tone of her voice and the implication of what she'd said really turned him.

    "Yeah? You think that's how it should be?" he asked.

    Ally leaned back for a moment, studied his face, and said, "Yes. If your dick is too small to fuck me to an orgasm, your dick shouldn't get to have an orgasm inside my pussy."

    For reasons he didn't understand, Rocky found that notion enormously arousing. He leaned into that arousal and kissed his girlfriend fervently. He slipped a hand into her lace panties and fingered her while she moaned into his mouth. Their tongues danced and her hand made its way between his legs to give his dick a good rubbing through his pants. Rocky could feel the precum spread around his underwear and he delighted in the massive levels of arousal coursing through his body.

    "Will you fuck me, Rocky? Will you fuck me like I need to be fucked? Will you put on this big cock and fuck me?"

    "You want this big cock instead of my small dick?" he asked.

    Ally leaned back, grasped her breasts, and moaned. "I need it, Rocky. I love the way you eat my pussy and you're so good with your fingers, but I need to get fucked. I do. I didn't fully realize it until you brought it up last weekend, but I need it. I need it desperately. I need to get fucked and...and your little dick just doesn't do it for me. I need something better."

    Rocky was stunned at how turned on he was. Stunned at how potent her words were, words that he suspected most men would have been destroyed by.

    "I'll fuck you," he said.

    Ally climbed off his lap, helped Rocky to his feet, and undressed him. She took the toy from him and then kissed her way down his body as she fell to her knees.

    To Rocky's delight, Ally kissed the head of his cock a handful of times and then took him in her mouth. She swallowed his full length with ease and looked up at him. Rocky was tempted to put a hand on the back of her head, but instead he simply enjoyed the pleasure of the slow blowjob she offered.

    "You like it when I suck your little cock, don't you?" she asked.

    Rocky nodded.

    "It's so easy to suck it," she continued. "I can swallow it without it really even coming close to my throat. I guess there are certain advantages to having a little dick, aren't there?"

    He nodded again as Ally placed the cock extender on his stiff, spit-soaked shaft. She used the straps to affix it to his balls and shaft and just like that he possessed a much longer, thicker dick.

    "Wow," he said.

    Ally spit into her hand, wrapped her fingers around the dildo, and stroked it. She must have done so with a tight grip because Rocky could feel the pleasure as it squeezed around his dick.

    "Does it feel good to have a big cock?" she asked. "Even if it's only temporary?"

    "It really does," he replied.

    Ally looked up at him, bit her lower lip for a moment, and then took his extended cock in her mouth. She moaned, closed her eyes, and gave an entirely different kind of blowjob from the ones he'd received from her. It was slow and sensual. She moaned. She kissed and licked and stroked the thick shaft. It was different enough that Rocky got turned on, though he couldn't quite figure out why. Not until Ally pulled back, at least.

    "Mmm, there's something really sexy about sucking on a big cock," she said.

    "Oh, fuck," Rocky replied softly.

    Ally smiled and stroked him, though of course Rocky could only feel just a hint of pleasure. "It's more work to suck a big cock, but there really is something about it that turns me on. It's like my pussy knows that it's going to feel better to have this dick inside me than your little thing."

    He groaned again. "Have you ever...have you ever sucked a real cock as big as this one?"

    Ally nodded. "I dated one guy with a cock this big."

    Rocky's heart had started pounding. "And it turned you on to suck him?"

    She smiled. "I loved sucking his big cock, baby. It always made my pussy wet to go down on him. It always made me so eager to get fucked."

    "And you don't...you don't get eager to get fucked when you suck my cock?"

    "No, sucking your little dick doesn't make my pussy wet, baby. I like sucking it. I like making you feel good. I like making you cum in my mouth, but it doesn't make my pussy wet. It doesn't make my body crave having you inside me. Not like when I suck a big cock. Even this fake cock turns me on. It's like my pussy doesn’t know it's not real. It just knows that it's going to feel good to get fucked by a nice big cock that fills me and stretches me so good."

    Rocky's dick throbbed inside the toy and he desperately wanted to fuck Ally. He knew he wouldn't feel much of anything, but that wasn't what he was looking for in that moment. What he wanted more than anything was to make her feel good, to fill her with the kind of pleasure she deserved, the kind of pleasure his small cock couldn't provide.

    "I have to fuck you," he said.

    Ally smiled and took the toy into her mouth again. She gave a slow, sensual, almost worshipful blowjob. She stroked it. She kissed it. She licked it. Rocky was surprised at the sense of jealousy that cropped up inside him as he watched. In that moment he knew he'd never get a blowjob like that from Ally, though for some reason there was a wealth of arousal to go along with that jealousy.

    Eventually she stood and kissed him. He caressed her lithe, lingerie-clad body as their tongues entwined. He felt different knowing he was wearing a big cock, knowing that he was on the verge of fucking his girlfriend with a chance of actually satisfying her. He felt confident in a way he never really had before and it was intoxicating.

    Ally crawled onto the couch and laid down. "Stroke yourself," she said softly.

    Rocky wrapped his fingers around the spit-soaked toy and masturbated as Ally ran her hands over her lingerie-clad body. Her gaze was fixed intently on his hand as it moved up and down his extended cock. She grasped one of her breasts and moved a hand between her legs to pull her panties aside and slip two fingers between her labia and into the heat and wetness of her pussy.

    "Fuck me, Rocky. Fuck me with that big cock."

    Rocky crawled on top of his girlfriend and they kissed as she guided the dildo into her pussy. He filled her slowly and held his hips still as he bottomed out inside her.

    "Does it feel good?" he asked.

    "It does. Baby, it feels so good. I forgot how good it feels to have a big cock deep in my pussy."

    They kissed as Rocky began to fuck her.

    "Slower," she said. "I need a little time to get used to it. I haven't had a dick like that inside me in a long time, baby. Yours is so small I could barely feel it when you fucked me. My pussy needs a little time to stretch out."

    Rocky was hit with a rush of overwhelming arousal that made him want to fuck her faster and harder. He resisted the urge, though, thrusting slowly as Ally moaned beneath him.

    "You can go faster," she said after a few minutes of slow thrusting.

    They kissed as Rocky fucked her faster and a little harder. He was amazed as Ally moaned louder. She ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. She even gave it a good smack.

    "It feels really good, doesn't it?" he asked.

    Ally smiled and nodded. "I know it's not fair, but size matters, and the cock you're wearing feels so much better than your small dick."

    Rocky fucked her harder as it dawned on him that he'd never had that particular kind of sex in his life. He'd never managed to make a woman moan like Ally was moaning. He'd never seen a look of pleasure like the one Ally wore. It was obvious why that was the case. Rocky had a small dick and a small dick couldn't satisfy most women, or at least it couldn't satisfy any of the women he'd been with.

    "Harder," Ally said. "Fuck me harder and make me cum on your big cock!"

    Rocky gave Ally what she wanted. He fucked her hard and fast and he felt like a different man. He was giving her a kind of pleasure he'd never given a girl before and it was unexpectedly thrilling to do so while he couldn't really feel much of anything.

    When Ally came, her orgasm was long and loud. Her body shook. She held him close as he buried the big cock in her pussy and remained still while Ally moaned gleefully beneath him.

    "Stay inside me," she said afterwards. "Kiss me."

    They kissed and caressed each other for a few minutes as his cock - which wouldn't ever go soft - remained inside her. Ally's affection was warm and genuine and different than when Rocky made her cum with his tongue or fingers, making it seem like getting fucked to an orgasm was entirely different.

    "Thank you for the gift," Rocky said. "The gift of a big cock, I guess."

    "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure," she replied with a bright smile. They kissed again before Ally asked, "When was the last time you fucked a girl from behind?"

    "I...you know, I'm not really sure."

    "It's hard to keep it in a girl when you fuck her doggystyle, isn't it?"

    He nodded.

    "Small dick guys really struggle with that position. Plus, it can feel kind of pointless for the girl. I mean, like I said, sometimes I couldn't even feel your little dick inside me, but at least in missionary I can feel your pelvis hitting my clit. I'll bet when you've fucked girls from behind they mostly wonder if you're even in them."

    Rocky's dick surged in the toy. "I don't know why, but it really turns me on when you talk like that."

    Her smile was sweet and seductive. "You like hearing about how your little dick can't really make my pussy - or anyone else's pussy - feel good?"

    He nodded.

    "And you liked it when I said that your little dick doesn't really deserve to be in my pussy if you can't make my pussy feel good, didn't you?"

    "I really did."

    "You wanna fuck me from behind?"

    "More than anything."

    Rocky pulled out and Ally got on her hands and knees. She looked back at him and shook her ass a little. He reached out and slipped two fingers into her pussy before rubbing her clit with a third.

    "You're so wet," he said.

    "What can I say? My pussy loves a nice big dick, and now you've got one, baby. So put it inside me. Grab my hips. Fill my pussy and fuck it hard. Fuck it like you've literally never fucked a pussy before. Use that big dick like it should be used."

    Rocky slid into her pussy from behind, grabbed her hips, and pushed forward. He watched every inch of cock disappear inside her and again he felt like a different man. He suddenly knew what it was to have a big cock and to be able to pleasure a girl with that big cock. He was utterly fascinated - and aroused - by the sight of his big dick moving and out of her. He watched it over and over and he felt his own, far smaller cock throbbing inside the extender.

    "Harder," Ally said as she reached back to play with her clit. "Rocky, baby, fuck me harder. As hard as you want."

    Rocky ran a hand up her back and grabbed her shoulder for leverage. Ally looked back at him and smiled. He fucked her as hard as he could manage. He pounded her pussy and she arched her back a little more and moaned loudly.

    It didn't take long for her second orgasm to arrive. Her ass shook. She fell forward, leaving her face down and ass up on the couch. Rocky kept his cock inside her as Ally experienced what seemed like a world class climax provided by his big cock.

    She fell forward until his cock slipped out of her and then turned around and took it off of him.

    "Sit," she said.

    Rocky sat and Ally curled up next to him. They kissed as she took his stiff, slick cock - it was coated in precum - in her hand and stroked him slowly.

    "Thank you for wearing the big cock, Rocky," she said.

    "You're welcome. I really enjoyed it. I...I liked having a big dick for once."

    "Mmm, I'm sure you did."

    Ally kissed his neck and Rocky closed his eyes and lost himself in the pleasure of the handjob.

    "I felt jealous," he said. "Jealous of the cock I was wearing and jealous of the guys you've been with that had big dicks. Weirdly, though, I didn't mind the jealousy. I don't know. I kind of liked it."

    "Yeah? You don't mind that I've been with guys that fucked me better than you're capable of?"

    He shook his head. "I...I mean, I think I like it. I think maybe it...I don't know, maybe it turns me on. It certainly turned me on to fuck you with that big dick while knowing that my cock would never be able to make you feel that way."

    "It won't, Rocky," she said softly. "Your dick is too small to make me feel that way. Much, much too small. I can barely feel you when you're inside me."

    "Not like when you were with...when you got fucked by your ex with the big cock, the one you loved to suck on."

    She moaned. "No, he fucked me so good, Rocky. He made me cum so hard on his big cock. He made my body shake when he fucked me. He made me scream his name when he pounded me with that big cock of his."

    Rock was so close to cumming and suddenly his mind was filled with thoughts of Ally having sex with her ex-boyfriend.

    "Ally...fuck...I can't stop thinking about it...about him fucking you."

    "That's okay," she said. "If it turns you on, imagine him fucking me, baby. Imagine him fucking me so good. Imagine his big cock stretching my tight pussy. Imagine him going so much deeper than your little dick ever has. Imagine him making me feel so much better than your cock ever could."

    Rocky came hard as he imagined all of those things. He came hard enough that his body shook with intense pleasure. He came hard and made a mess as his cum spurted all over. Ally moaned and kissed his neck and cheek the entire time, ensuring his orgasm was as pleasurable as could be.

    "Wow. Ally...that was...that was really fucking hot."

    "Yeah, it seemed like it. I love that you're so open-minded, Rocky. I love that you're so willing to try new things to make me feel good, to make us both feel good."

    He smiled as that post-orgasm sense of relaxation washed over him. "I think I'd be willing to try just about anything to make you feel good, Ally."

    "Well then, I guess I'll have to come up with some fun ideas to try out."

    Rocky couldn't wait.
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    "What do you think about him?" Ally asked as she subtly gestured towards a tall guy in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

    Rocky tried his best to look without staring. As he did, Ally leaned over and softly kissed his neck.

    "Do you think his dick is bigger than yours?" she whispered.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "And do you think he'd fuck me good, baby? Do you think he'd make me cum all over his big cock?"

    The fact that they were in public - they'd selected a bench in a well-traveled part of the park closest to Rocky's apartment - made their little game all the more arousing. Rocky was a little self-conscious about the public kissing and touching and the fact that he now had an erection, but the sexual excitement coursing through him washed away any real worries.

    "Yes, he would," he answered. "He'd fuck you like you deserve to be fucked, Ally."

    She kissed him on the cheek and crossed her leg. Her dress rode up a little and exposed the smooth flesh of her thighs. Rocky thought of how he'd spent quite a bit of time between those lovely legs the night before. His tongue, fingers, and a dildo had provided Ally with a handful of orgasms before she'd welcomed his cock inside her. He hadn't lasted long, mostly due to the fact that Ally talked dirty about his small cock the entire time, bringing him to an orgasm that left his body shaking.

    "How about this guy," Ally said as she gestured towards a nerdy-looking guy wearing a pair of cargo shorts, an anime t-shirt, and sneakers with ankle high socks.

    At first Rocky was inclined to say that there was no way the nerdy guy would give Ally pleasure. He took a moment to study him, though, and noted a surprising level of confidence emanating from the anime fan.

    "You're not sure, are you?" she asked.

    Rocky shook his head and smiled. "I'm really not. I think there's a chance he's got a big dick."

    He looked at his girlfriend to see her staring at the nerdy guy. She bit her lower lip and Rocky wondered if she was actually a little bit attracted to him or if she was just putting on a show to make their little public game more exciting.

    "Is he someone you'd actually...you know..." he asked.

    She turned to him and smiled. "I have a thing for cute, nerdy guys. He's nerdier than anyone I've been with, but that's no reason to write him off entirely."

    Rocky watched his girlfriend turn her attention back to the nerdy guy, who had stopped and was chatting up a couple of women that looked way out of his league. He exuded confidence as he talked to them and one actually seemed a little bit interested. The conversation was over fairly quickly and no numbers were exchange, but Rocky was more than willing to admit that the guy possessed an uncommon level of confidence for someone that dressed like he was going to a comic book convention.

    "I'll be right back," Ally said.

    She got up and made a beeline for the anime fan. He saw her coming and stopped. He did a quick scan of her body - very quick - and flashed an admittedly charming smile as she approached.

    Rocky wasn't sure what to expect - he had no sense of Ally's intentions as their little game had never gone further than speculating about guys - and he couldn't help but feel surprised and more than a little jealous as his girlfriend started flirting with the nerdy guy.

    The conversation went on far longer than Rocky expected - at least five minutes - and it ended with a rather obvious exchange of numbers and a hug. The hug lasted for a handful of seconds and the nerdy guy damn near grabbed Ally's ass. She then turned and walked back to the bench while the anime fan stared at her ass for a few seconds before setting off through the park, this time with a big smile on his face and a confident bounce in his step.

    "Did you actually give him your number?" Rocky asked as she sat down.

    Ally smiled and nodded.

    "Your actual number?"

    "Yes, my actual number."

    "Wait...so...wait, wait, wait...so are you actually considering...I don't know. I'm not sure what the next step would be, actually. Like, are you going to go on a date with him?"

    She shrugged. "I have no idea. He's cute. He's charming. He's funny. He's confident. I mean, if he showed up to a date dressed like he was today I would absolutely walk out of that date, but assuming he knows how to dress himself I could see taking the next step with him."

    "You mean...like, you'd have..."

    Ally turned to Rocky and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. "Relax, baby. There's no need to panic. If you're not ready for what comes next then I'm in no rush. I like our sex life. I like your tongue. I like your fingers. I like when you fuck me with my toys."

    "But you'd...you'd like to have a real cock, too. A big cock."

    She smiled and nodded. "Of course I would. Every woman likes getting fucked by a big cock every now and then. That doesn't mean I'm in any rush, though." She put her hand on his knee and ran her fingers up his thighs, stopping a handful of inches short of his crotch. "I would like to cuckold you at some point, though. I would like to have the experience of a big cock stretching my pussy while you watch. I'd like us both to have that experience because I know we'd both enjoy it so much."

    Rocky was equal parts turned on and anxious. He found immense pleasure in Ally talking about his small cock and his inability to pleasure her. He found the same kind of pleasure in talking about her having sex with other men. The idea of it becoming reality, though, was far more angst-inducing than he'd imagined.

    "And, for reasons I can't quite explain, I'm surprisingly turned on at the idea of cuckolding you with a nerdy guy like Adam."

    "That's his name?" Rocky asked.

    "It is. And he is nerdy. He's into anime. He's into video games. He's into comic books. He was just at the comic book store around the corner, in fact. How would it feel if I cuckolded you with a guy like that instead of the tall, muscular, handsome jock types we've been looking at today?"

    "It would be harder," Rocky admitted.

    "I wonder if that's why it turns me on," she speculated. "Because my pussy is really wet right now, Rocky. Really, really wet, and not for your little dick. My pussy is wet because I'm thinking about getting stretched by that cute nerd while you watch."

    "How do you know he has a big dick?"

    "Because I asked him," she answered.

    Rocky was stunned. "Wait, really?"

    Ally nodded. "I told him that my boyfriend had a small cock and I was interested in cuckolding you with a big dick guy. I told him there was no point in us exchanging numbers if he didn't have a big dick. He assured me that he does. He said he'd be more than happy to send proof, too, that I just have to ask and he'll happily send a video."

    Before Rocky could say another word, Ally pulled his lips to hers for a deep kiss with more than a little of her probing tongue in his mouth. He surrendered himself to it and by the time she pulled away he sported a painful erection and a wealth of desire coursing through his body.

    "I'm very horny," she said. "I'd like to go home now."

    Ally stood and offered her hand.

    "I can't," he said. "I need a minute."

    She looked between his legs, smiled, and said, "Baby, your little dick doesn't make a big enough bulge for anyone to notice."

    Any other man would have been destroyed by a comment like that. Rocky, though, was hit with a tidal wave of arousal. He stood, took her hand, and kissed his girlfriend again. He ran his hands down her back and thought of Adam doing the same thing. Then, in an instant, he was picturing the nerdy guy fucking Ally and Rocky's erection raged to the point that he was ready to run home and fuck his girlfriend.

    They walked hand-in-hand to the parking lot and Rocky drove home. On the way, Ally alternated between masturbating and teasing him by leaning over to stroke his dick. At red lights and stop signs she'd kiss him, ensuring that they both remained in a state of heightened desire.

    Rocky figured they'd get right to it when they got back to his apartment, but Ally had other ideas. They headed for his bedroom, made out as they stripped each other naked, and crawled into bed. Rocky moved to get on top of her, but Ally pushed him back and grabbed her phone.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    "Asking for a video."

    It took him a few moments to realize that she was texting Adam and asking for video proof of his big cock.

    "Lie back," she said after sending the message.

    Rocky rolled onto his back and she cuddled up next to him. She kissed his neck and took his cock in her hand. She stroked him and moaned and Rocky closed his eyes as a wealth of pleasure washed over him.

    "I hope he really does have a big cock," she whispered. "I hope it's so big that I can't even fit my fingers around it. I hope it's so big that it actually hurts a little when it first slides into me. I hope it's so big that I see stars when I cum all over it."

    "Ally...I'm close."

    She laughed softly and released his cock from her grasp. "I love that you're so into this, Rocky. I love that this turns you on so much. It makes me...it makes me really happy."

    Rocky considered telling Ally that he was in love with her - he certainly felt it - but it struck him as a bad moment for that sort of declaration. Instead, he rolled her onto her back and took one of her stiff nipples between his lips. She moaned and ran her fingers through his hair. He moved a hand between her legs and slipped two fingers into her wetness before finding her clit with his thumb and offering

     enough pleasure to make her moan even louder.

    Then her phone buzzed. She rolled over, grabbed it off the nightstand, and turned away from Rocky, preventing him from seeing the screen.

    He saw her eyes go wide, though. He saw her lips curl into a smile. He saw a look of pure arousal wash over her face.

    "Wow," was all she said.

    "Is it big?"

    Ally looked at him and nodded. "Actually, big might not be accurate. Huge is, I think, a better word for it."

    Then she turned the phone towards him. Rocky saw the image of another man's cock. He was holding a can of Coke next to it. His cock was nearly as thick as the Coke can and quite a bit longer.

    Ally pressed play. Rocky watched as Adam stroked his cock a few times while holding the Coke can next to it. 

    Rocky experienced a deep sense of inadequacy as he watched the four second video. His cock was below average, but compared to Adam he was genuinely small. Tiny, even. The kind of cock that Ally wouldn't be able to feel after Adam had been inside her.

    "How do you know it's real?" he asked. "The video, I mean. How do you know he didn't just download something from the internet."

    "Fair point," Ally replied. She turned the phone back towards her and sent a text. She looked at Rocky and smiled. "I think it's real. You're right to ask for proof, though."

    They kissed. A long, slow, deep kiss. Then her phone buzzed.

    Ally tapped the screen. She smiled.

    "It's real," Adam said. "And it's spectacular. I promise. If I get a chance, I will make you feel better than you've ever felt. And I'm more than happy to let your boyfriend watch."

    Ally turned the phone towards Rocky. She tapped the screen.

    Rocky was looking at Adam. He'd filmed his face. He smiled. He then turned the camera around and showed his cock. The Coke can was there. He said the things he said. He stroked himself. It was his cock. It was real. It was stunning. It was bigger than most cocks in porn.

    Ally set her phone on the nightstand and kissed Rocky. She stroked his dick while luring his tongue into her mouth. She sucked hard on it and he moaned at her passion.

    "Are you really considering fucking him?" Rocky asked.

    "Yes," she answered without hesitation. "I'm not going to jump right into bed with him, though. I'll have him take me on a few dates. I want to make sure he's not an asshole and a few minutes of flirting in the park isn't enough time to figure that out."

    "You're going to date him?" Rocky asked.

    Ally smiled. "No, baby. You're the one I'm dating. I am, however, going to go on a few dates with Adam. We'll go to coffee. He'll take me to dinner. If all goes well, we'll make a third date to fuck and you'll get to be there for that one."

    Rocky felt like it was all happening too fast. He felt the angst building and he wasn't sure he could stop it from overtaking him.

    "Hey, look at me," Ally said softly.

    He met her gaze and she smiled. Rocky relaxed a little as she caressed his face.

    "Is this hard for you?" she asked.

    "More than I thought it would be."

    "Is it harder because Adam doesn't look like a typical alpha male type?"

    He nodded.

    "It might not make any difference right now, but I think he's going to fuck like an alpha male. He exudes confidence in the way alpha males tend to and he seems quite certain that his big cock is going to make me feel things I've never felt before. Something tells me he feels that way based on experience."

    "Yeah?" Rocky asked. "Do you think he's fucked other girls that are dating small dick guys?"

    Ally smiled. "Guys like you, you mean?"

    A gentle wave of arousal washed over him. Ally must have seen it on his face because she leaned in to kiss his neck.

    "It must be hard knowing that your little dick isn't good enough for me," she whispered. "It must be hard knowing that your little dick can't make me cum the way I deserve to cum."

    "Fuck...Ally..."

    She wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him.

    "It must be hard knowing that I'm wet for Adam, for that beautiful cock I saw in his videos. It must be impossibly hard to know that there's a part of me that wishes he was in your bed right now, that wishes his cock was deep in my wet pussy right now, stretching me and making me scream his name while you're forced to watch because your dick is too small to get me off."

    "Ally...fuck...can I fuck you?"

    "Yes."

    She rolled onto her back and Rocky quickly put on a condom and moved between her legs and slipped into her wet pussy. They kissed as he began to thrust and he knew right away he wouldn't last long.

    "I'm so wet for Adam's big cock that I can barely feel your little dick inside me. I can barely feel you thrusting, baby."

    Rocky groaned as his orgasm approached.

    "I wish it was his big dick inside me right now. I wish I was getting fucked by that tree trunk between his legs. I wish he was stretching my tight pussy. I wish his fat cock was inside me instead of your little dick."

    Rocky grunted and came. He came hard. Exceptionally hard. Ally wrapped her legs around him and kissed his neck and cheeks. Their lips met and she welcomed his tongue into her mouth while moaning and running her fingers through his hair.

    "Was that good?" she asked softly.

    "That was amazing."

    Ally smiled and caressed his face. "I know this is hard for you sometimes and I'm sorry if I'm not always sensitive to that. I do like that it makes you cum so hard, though."

    "I do too, and I'm sorry if I'm too sensitive about it sometimes."

    "You're not."

    "It would turn me on to watch," Rocky admitted.

    "I know, baby. I know. Which is why I'm going to insist that you be there when Adam fucks me for the first time."

    "Will there be more than one time?"

    "If his cock feels as good as I think it's going to feel, then yes, there will be more than one time. There will be lots of times."

    That made Rocky anxious, but he knew that he'd be turned on if he hadn't just cum, so he offered no words of protest.

    "I'd like to cum now," Ally said. "Multiple times, in fact. I'd like you to fuck me with the toy while you lick my clit."

    "It would be my pleasure," Rocky replied.

    It was, too, as he made her cum four times. She made him cum again, too, making it an exceptionally hot evening despite the moments of anxiety. There would be more pleasure - and anxiety - to come as Ally made good on her promise to date and fuck Adam.
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    ---

    "I'm considering doing something stupid," Rocky texted.

    He stared at his phone and waited for a response. It took a few minutes, but the three little dots popped up as Erica typed out a response.

    "You have my attention. Do tell."

    He smiled. "I want to see Ally and Adam on a date. I want to...spy on them, I guess."

    His phone rang. It was Erica. Apparently texting wouldn't suffice.

    "Hey," he said.

    "So you're a voyeur now?"

    "Maybe. I don't know. I keep thinking about it, though. Ally says she's having fun with Adam but that's all it is. But she talks about him a lot. She sees him a lot. They have sex a lot. She tells me about all of it and she has sex with me, too, but I just...I don't know, I feel like I want to see for myself if she's just having fun with him or if it's obvious that something more is going on."

    Erica was silent for long enough that Rocky wondered if the call had been cut off.

    "Can I come with you?" she asked.

    "Uh...I mean, yeah. That would be amazing."

    "Make sure you wear a hat and clothes that Ally won't instantly recognize. Dark, plain clothes. We need to make sure we don't get caught."

    "You sound like a seasoned stalker."

    Erica laughed. "You should be thanking me for being so thorough, Rocky, because I'll bet you would have thrown on a t-shirt and figured that you're so stealthy that you could evade detection."

    That had been his plan and he was a little embarrassed that he hadn't bothered thinking it through beyond that. "Thank you, Erica," he said. "Because you're right, I was just going to put on a t-shirt."

    She laughed. "Long sleeves. Jeans. A hat. Nothing that stands out, Rocky. Where are they going on their date?"

    "It's some sort of nerd convention. Board games. Comics. That sort of thing. Adam's really into it."

    Erica was quiet.

    "What?" Rocky asked.

    "Well...I mean, if Adam invited her and Ally agreed to go I...I just wonder if it means that, you know, there's something there."

    The thought had occurred to Rocky, too. Ally wasn't into nerd stuff, but if she was into Adam in a real way then she would absolutely agree to attend something that he was really into.

    "Yeah, well, that's why I decided to do something stupid," Rocky said.

    "And I'm more than happy to join you. Text me the address and let me know when I should meet you there."

    Rocky did just that and then headed for his bedroom to pick choose and outfit that would make it easier to blend in and avoid Ally's detection.

    ---

    "Rocky!"

    He turned to see Erica in a light blue long sleeve shirt, a trucker hat, and a pair of loose jeans. She looked like she'd blend in just about everywhere, and yet Rocky was struck by the fact that she remained irresistibly beautiful.

    "Wow," he said. "Even when you're dressing down you manage to look really good. That must be nice."

    She flashed a giddy smile and then struck a playful pose as she looked away. "Why thank you. You look pretty good in a baseball cap. I like it."

    He too struck a playful pose and bowed in an overstated manner, putting a smile on Erica’s face in the process. They then turned towards their destination. The event was being held in a nicer hotel than Rocky would have guessed, though crappy hotels didn't have large ballrooms to contain the many nerds that would be attending the mini convention.

    Erica locked arms with Rocky and said, "Shall we enter?"

    He nodded and they made their way into the hotel. Rocky hadn't expected he'd have to buy tickets - he felt stupid for not expecting that, as it seemed obvious once they entered - but he'd come that far so he wasn't turning around. He shelled out $100 for him and Erica to enter and they each put on their lanyards and stepped into one of the ballrooms.

    Rocky wasn't sure what he'd been picturing, but it wasn't what he stepped into. Instead of a room awash in fluorescent light and populated by pimply nerds - Adam wasn't a pimply nerd so Rocky wasn't sure why he'd been picturing that - the ballroom was instead filled with people of all kinds. Of course it was, though. Nerd stuff was mainstream.

    There were booths of varying degrees of impressiveness, including a few with animatronic comic book characters and fantasy creatures. There were beautiful women and handsome men dressed in costumes, some of whom had clearly been hired for the show and some who were cosplaying.

    "Wow," Erica said as she looked around the ballroom.

    "Yeah, I agree. This is much different than I thought it would be. I mean I know the big Comic-Con stuff is like this, but for some reason I figured this local event wouldn't be that way. I was definitely wrong, though."

    Erica leaned closer and pointed towards a bare-chested guy holding an impressive-looking sword and wearing a furry loin cloth. "Holy shit. Look at that guy!"

    Rocky smiled at her seeming excitement and couldn't help but acknowledge that the sword-wielding man was impressive on multiple levels.

    "Oh, look at her!"

    Rocky followed Erica's finger and saw an ethereal-looking blonde woman in a blue velvet cloak and what looked to be homemade armor beneath it. She struck him as a character out of a video game, though Rocky couldn't begin to guess which one.

    "She's so beautiful," Erica said. "And that cloak is incredible."

    "You'd look good in it," Rocky replied.

    Erica looked up at him and smiled and then playfully smacked him on the chest. "You think so?"

    Without warning, an image of Erica wearing the cloak - and only the cloak - and sitting astride his face popped into Rocky's head. It was oddly appealing and he felt a stirring between his legs. Rocky shook his head to literally force the image out of his mind. Not that it was unpleasant, but because they'd come to the show with a purpose in mind.

    "What were you just thinking of?" she asked.

    "You in the cloak," he admitted.

    Erica smiled. "Doing what?"

    Rocky wondered briefly if she could read his mind. "You probably don't want to know."

    "Oh, now you have to tell me."

    "Sitting on my face," he answered.

    To his surprise, Erica stood on her toes and kissed him on the cheek. It was brief, but it felt good. "I like the way you think," she said. "Now, we're here on a mission, yes? Do we even know if they're in this ballroom or the other one?"

    Rocky shook his head. "No. I have no idea."

    "I suppose we should start looking, then."

    Rocky considered suggesting that they split up, but the idea of roaming the ballroom alone struck him as impossibly sad, so he didn't mention it.

    For the next hour Rocky and Erica walked the maze-like ballroom in search of Ally and Adam, though they spent plenty of time enjoying the displays, admiring the many costumes of the attendees, and marveling at the effort some of the companies had put into advertising their wares. There were moments where Rocky forgot why they'd come to the convention in the first place, including when Erica had taken his hand to pull him through the crowds and towards an astonishingly tall woman dressed like a Viking and wielding what seemed to be a real sword.

    "Would you let her sit on your face?" Erica whispered as the woman posed for pictures with a couple of short nerds.

    Rocky smiled. "Yes. Absolutely."

    "I can't blame you. I might even let her sit on my face," she replied.

    It was while on their way to the second ballroom that they spotted Ally and Adam. They were walking hand-in-hand no more than a dozen yards ahead of Rocky and Erica. Neither was in costume - Rocky thought Adam might have dressed up - but even from behind Ally looked beautiful in a sundress and boots. Lots of guys looked at her, too, and Adam got a few glances, probably from guys wondering how Adam could have landed a girl like Ally.

    Rocky felt a sense of unease as he watched Ally and Adam walk into the second ballroom. Erica must have noticed as she took his hand almost immediately and squeezed it. She didn't let go, either, holding onto him as they walked into the ballroom and followed Ally and Adam from a distance.

    The tree caught Rocky's attention right away. It was the tallest structure in the ballroom and the leaves - fake leaves, of course - were bright green. The truck was thick and had openings on three sides and the banner draped around the top of the tree read "Under the Oak Tree" in a white font. Ally and Adam headed for the tree and stepped inside together.

    Rocky and Erica took up a position with a view of the tree and watched as Ally and Adam kissed while someone took a picture of them. A series of pictures, in fact, as the kiss went on for quite some time and struck Rocky as the kind of kiss a couple would share.

    Erica squeezed his hand and he turned to her. "Are you okay?"

    He nodded. "I think so. Maybe I'm not really sure what to think, though. I mean, they're clearly on a date. A real date. Ally wouldn't spend hours doing something she has no particular interest in if she didn't like Adam, right?"

    Ally and Adam walked out of the tree and headed off in another direction. Rocky made no move to follow them, though. There was no point.

    "Probably not," Erica admitted, "though I'm having a good time and none of this interests me."

    A look came over her face, though Rocky couldn't quite discern it. "What?" he asked.

    "How about we take a picture in the tree?"

    He smiled. "Okay."

    Erica led him to the tree and handed her phone to someone working the booth/display. They stepped into the tree and the din of the convention quieted. Erica looked up at him and smiled. She caressed his face in a remarkably soft manner and then stood on her toes and kissed him. Rocky closed his eyes and lost himself in what turned out to be a stunningly good kiss. A romantic kiss, actually.

    "Wow," he said afterwards.

    "Yeah. Wow."

    Rocky was hard. Remarkably hard, in fact.

    "I'd like to do that again, but there are other people waiting to take a picture," Erica said as she led him out of the tree and grabbed her phone. Erica checked the picture and Rocky looked over her shoulder and was surprised by how natural they looked together. Erica swiped and a video came up. She played it. Rocky watched himself kiss her. It looked exactly the same as Adam and Ally's kiss had. It was real.

    Erica slipped her phone into her pocket and her hands followed. She seemed uncomfortable as she looked up at Rocky.

    She opened her mouth to say something but he kissed her again. Her hands left her pockets and moved up his back. He pulled her closer as their tongues entwined and indulged in an erotic dance.

    "Damn dude," someone said. "Get after it."

    Rocky paid them no mind. He was lost in an intensely pleasurable kiss and he didn't want it to end.

    It did, of course. Rocky could still feel a bit of her saliva on his lips as she dropped down from her toes and took half a step back. Erica looked up and studied his face. He reached out to take her hand.

    "Ally's happy to be here because she likes spending time with Adam," Erica said before taking a deep breath. "And I'm happy to be here because I like spending time with you, Rocky."

    His heart was suddenly pounding. "I feel the same way."

    This time Erica initiated the kiss. It didn't last as long as the previous kiss, but it ended with her saying, "I'd really like to have sex with you, Rocky. I want your small cock inside me."

    He smiled. Erica knew him well enough to understand that he'd be turned on by that. The look on her face made it seem like she was being quite genuine, too, like she wanted him to know that she really did want to have sex with him.

    "Can we do that now?" she asked.

    Rocky knew that having sex with Erica would likely end his relationship with Ally. He also suspected his relationship with her was already over even if they hadn't made it official yet. Ally was clearly enamored with Adam - she'd seen him at least twice a week for the past month - and it felt as though it was just a matter of time before she officially broke it off with Rocky.

    "Yes, we can do that now," he said.

    They kissed one more time and then rushed out of the ballroom. Rocky figured they'd go back to her apartment - Erica lived closer than he did - but instead she dragged him to the hotel's front desk and got them a room.

    They made out for the entirety of the elevator ride to the 18th floor and then Erica took his hand as they rushed into the hallway and towards their room. She frantically waved the key in front of the lock and made an impatient groan when it didn't immediately work. A moment later the light flashed green, though, and Erica pulled down hard on the handle and stepped into the room with Rocky behind her.

    Her shirt and bra were off so fast it caught Rocky by surprise. She moved to her pants next and said, "What are you waiting for? Get naked!"

    Rocky stripped with a smile on his face. Erica fell back into the bed and he crawled on top of her. They kissed as she stroked his cock and his fingers found their way into her pussy.

    "You're so wet," he said.

    "I told you, I want your small dick inside me."

    Rocky moaned.

    "You really do like it when someone degrades your little dick, don't you?" she asked.

    "I know it's weird," he admitted.

    Erica rolled him onto his back, straddled Rocky, and took him inside her. He hadn't even considered that they'd fuck without a condom, but it felt so good that he wasn't going to ask questions. "It's not weird. It's just you, Rocky. It's who you are and there's nothing wrong with that."

    Then she leaned down and kissed his neck while slowly moving her hips back and forth over his crotch.

    "Besides, it turns me on too," she said as her breath tickled his skin. "I got turned on the first time I heard about what you and Ally were exploring, about how you got all worked up when she told you that your dick wasn't big enough for her."

    "Really?"

    Erica sat up and Rocky looked at the union of their bodies. He couldn't see a thing, of course, just her pubic hair pressed against his. He didn't have a great deal to work with, but all of him was inside her in that moment and it felt fantastic.

    "You do have a small cock," she said. "Below average, for sure."

    Rocky groaned.

    "And to be honest, I can't really feel you inside me."

    He groaned again.

    Erica moved her hips faster, grinding her pussy over his crotch and no doubt maintaining a steady stream of friction for her clit.

    "This feels amazing," he said.

    "I have a very nice pussy," Erica replied with a smile. "I can be quite generous with my pussy, too, even for a small-dicked man like you."

    He took her breasts in his hands and she moaned.

    "You know that you don't really deserve my pussy though, right?"

    He nodded.

    "Not with a dick like yours. It's too small to deserve the pleasure of my pussy, but that doesn't mean you can't have it. Like I said, I can be quite generous, Rocky."

    She lifted her pussy off his cock and slid her hips forward with remarkable speed. Just like that she was sitting on his face. Rocky's cock throbbed as his tongue passed his lips and went to work on Erica's clit.

    "I'd be a better girlfriend than Ally," she said. "I wouldn't fall for some other guy. I'd be yours, Rocky. I'd be all yours."

    Rocky couldn't say a word, of course, as his mouth was being smothered by her pussy in that moment.

    Erica slid forward until her pussy rested on his nose and forehead. Rocky's tongue kept working, though, and found her asshole. She moaned in a manner that made him think it was a rimjob she was looking for. He gave that rimjob, alternating between teasing her asshole with the tip of his tongue and using the thick part for long, slow licks like he was enjoying an especially good ice cream.

    Then Erica slid backwards and took Rocky's dick inside her once more. She rested her hands on his chest and began to grind in his lap. Back and forth her hips went as her pussy bathed him in heat and wetness. He let out a steady stream of moans because it felt so fucking good and Erica alternated between smiling down at him and moaning right along with him.

    "Are you close, Rocky? Is your little dick close to cumming inside me?"

    "Yes."

    Erica lifted her hips and Rocky looked down to see his cock straining to enter her once more.

    "If you were bigger, you'd still be inside me."

    He lifted his hips to penetrate her but Erica slid back and sat across his thighs. She took his slick cock in her hand and stroked him half a dozen times as Rocky moaned beneath her.

    "You liked being cuckolded by Ally, didn't you?" Erica asked.

    "Yes."

    "You like thinking about Ally cumming on Adam's big cock, don’t you? You like thinking about her begging him to fuck her harder and faster, to stretch her tight pussy with his big dick."

    Rocky moaned. "I did. I do."

    Erica smiled and took him inside her once more. She leaned down and kissed his neck. "I have no interest in cuckolding you, Rocky. That's not for me. I'd be more than happy to talk about other, bigger, better cocks I've fucked, though. Hell, I'd be happy to talk to you about Ally getting fucked by a bigger cock. There's a chance she and Adam got a hotel room, in fact. There's a chance that your girlfriend is on her knees sucking on Adam's big cock right now. There's a chance he's in her fucking throat, that her eyes are watering as she fights off her gag reflex, that she's sucking his dick with such passion because she wants to make sure he doesn't leave her for some girl that doesn't even have a gag reflex and can offer up her throat like it's a pussy."

    "Erica, I'm gonna cum," he said.

    "Me too," she said. "Now cum inside me, Rocky. Cum in my pussy while you think about that pretty little slut you were dating. Think about her getting railed by Adam's big cock. Think about him destroying her tight little pussy and stretching it out like your little dick never could."

    Her heavy breathing matched his as Rocky's loins tensed up and then released. He spilled his cum inside her while Erica sat up, grabbed her tits, and rolled her head towards the ceiling. She unleashed a beautiful moan while rocking back and forth across his crotch, making his orgasm even more pleasurable and no doubt spicing hers up as well.

    Erica opened her eyes, looked down at him, and said, "I'm multi-orgasmic, you know."

    "Yeah?"

    She nodded. "And I usually like to cum more than once. Do you think you could help me with that?"

    "Of course."

    Without warning Erica lifted her hips, slid forward, and sat on his face. Rocky knew what would happen when he opened his mouth. He also knew that Emily almost certainly wanted it to happen, so he opened his mouth and cum poured onto his tongue.

    Rocky moaned and licked inside her. Erica looked down at him, grabbed a handful of his hair, and moaned right with him.

    "Eat your cum out of me, Rocky," she said. "Fuck...you have no idea how badly I've wanted to do this and you probably have no idea how often you're going to be doing this. I really hope you like it, Rocky, because I've always wanted to date a guy that would eat his cum for me. Fuck...fuck...fuck!"

    To his amazement she had a second orgasm no more than a minute after the first. She kept on riding his face, too, claiming two more orgasms over the next five minutes before finally climbing off of Rocky and lying next to him.

    Emily surprised him by softly kissing and licking the remnants of cum off his face. She shared them with him through deep kisses, but Rocky was more than happy to have her do so.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" she asked.

    "More than you can imagine."

    Erica smiled brightly.

    "I don't know if you were serious about, you know, us being together, but I'd like that," he admitted.

    She caressed his still-sticky face. "Yes, I was serious, and yes, I'd like that too."

    "Does that mean I'm your boyfriend now?"

    She nodded. "It does. You're mine and I'm yours and I promise I'm going to take very good care of you, Rocky."

    They shared a long, tender kiss. Rocky knew there would be turmoil in his near future - he still had to break up with Ally, after all - but he was absolutely certain he'd made the right choice.

  
    Do a Cock Comparison

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    This only works if there’s a significant size difference between your cuckold and your lover (which is not always the case). If that size difference exists, this is an exceptionally effective form of humiliation.

    Get your lover hard through your preferred means (kissing, handjob, oral sex, etc). Make your cuckold watch and masturbate, though he must not cum. Once they’re both erect, have them stand close enough that the comparison is obvious.

    It works best if you let both cocks rest in the palm of your hands. If you can stand being on your knees between the two of them, that will be most effective. That way, your cuckold will be forced to look down at you and your lover’s cock as you both show and tell him exactly why he has no business fucking you.

    The verbal component is important here. You need to tell him exactly why his cock doesn’t get to fuck you. Don’t just show it. Talk about it. Ask your cuckold questions, too, and make him answer. “Do you understand why your cock doesn’t belong inside me, cuckold?” is a good example.

    It’s also worth doing this from your knees because you can make your cuckold watch as you offer your lover oral pleasure. Take him into your mouth and run your tongue over the head of his cock. Ask your cuckold if he’s jealous. Tell him that only a man with a nice big cock deserves the pleasure of your mouth.

    The Story:

    “Get naked and get hard,” your wife demands.

    You hesitate for a moment. There’s another man in the room. The man that’s been fucking her, in fact.

    You watch as she unbuttons his pants and pulls them down. His underwear come off next and his soft cock is free. Your wife wraps her fingers around it.

    You strip. You figure maybe she’ll stroke your cock too.

    “I said get hard,” your wife repeats.

    She won’t be stroking you. Only his cock gets that particular pleasure. You grab your soft dick and stroke. You look at your beautiful wife in her black lace lingerie. You look at her fingers moving up and down another man’s cock. Your inner cuckold comes roaring out. You get hard just like she wanted.

    Your wife falls to her knees. She looks up at her lover and strokes him. You’re jealous. You see that smile on her face. You know she loves his dick. You know it turns her on to get him hard.

    “Come over here,” your wife demands.

    You walk closer. She points to the floor next to her lover. You’ve given up resisting this part. You stand where you’re told.

    Your wife moves until she’s between the two of you. There’s just a few inches of space between you and the other man in your wife’s life.

    She lets your cock rest in the palm of her hand and does the same with his. She smiles and looks between the two of you. Then, her gaze turns to you.

    “Tell me, honey, which of you is bigger?” she asks.

    The answer is obvious. You can’t argue it. You can’t come up with some sort of excuse. He’s not just bigger. He’s much bigger.

    “He is,” you say.

    Your wife smiles. She looks impossibly beautiful. Your admission has made her happy. You like that.

    “And is he a little bigger than you?” she asks.

    You hang your head. “No. He’s a lot bigger than I am.”

    Her bull smiles. Your wife smiles. She wraps her fingers around his cock and strokes him. Your cock remains in the palm of her hand. There is no pleasure for you.

    “Whose cock do you think feels better inside me?” your wife asks.

    You watch her fingers move up and down his shaft. You see that they can’t even wrap all the way around it. He’s too thick. He’s so much thicker than you. He’s so much longer than you are. He’s so much bigger than you are.

    “He feels better inside you,” you admit.

    Your cock throbs. You can feel the humiliation coursing through you.

    “Whose cock do you think makes me cum harder?” she asks.

    You think back to the last time they fucked. You were in the guest bedroom. You could hear it through the thin walls. You heard your wife’s moans. You heard how loud she got. You heard her passion. She never sounds like that with you.

    “His cock makes you cum harder,” you admit.

    Your wife strokes him faster. Your cock remains in the palm of her hand. You feel pleasure, though. You feel the pleasure of admitting your shortcomings, of absorbing the humiliation she’s skillfully delivering.

    “So you know his cock is superior to yours and you know that he’s a superior lover. Is that right?” she asks.

    You nod. “Yes.” It hurts to admit it, but what she’s saying is the absolute truth.

    “So you understand why I wouldn’t want your cock inside me,” she says.

    You look down at your small cock in the palm of her hand. You look at his big cock. You look at her stroking him.

    “Yes, I understand,” you say.

    “You understand why your cock doesn’t deserve to be inside me, not when I have his cock available to me.”

    “Yes, I understand,” you say.

    “You understand why I don’t want to hear you complain anymore, why I don’t want to listen to you bitch and moan about not getting to fuck me anymore, right?” she says.

    You can hear the annoyance in her voice. She’s fed up with your complaints. That’s why she’s doing this. She wants you to understand why she doesn’t let you fuck her anymore.

    There’s a harsher edge to her voice as she says, “There’s a reason you don’t fuck me anymore. There’s a reason I have no interest when you try to get on top of me. There’s a reason I don’t want you to do anything other than eat me out. At least you’re good at that.”

    “I understand,” you say.

    You do understand. It’s painful, but you understand. You’ve understood all along. You haven’t been willing to admit it, but you’ve understood. It’s impossible not to see that he’s bigger than you. It’s impossible not to see that he’s better than you when he fucks her.

    “Do you understand why I don’t suck your cock?” she asks. “Do you understand that a man that can’t fuck me to an orgasm doesn’t deserve to the pleasure of my mouth?”

    You nod. “Yes, I understand.”

    You feel humiliation and arousal at the same time. She’s not stroking your cock, but you’re still rock hard in the palm of her hand. You can’t help it.

    “Do you want to watch me suck his cock?” your wife asks.

    “Yes,” you admit.

    “Then tell me your cock is inferior. Admit it to me. Say it out loud,” she demands.

    You look at her and then at her bull’s cock. You look at her fingers moving up and down the shaft. It’s beautiful. You want to see more.

    “My cock is inferior,” you admit. “I’m much smaller than him. I can’t compete. I don’t compare. I don’t deserve the pleasure of your mouth.”

    Your wife smiles. She takes her bull’s big cock into her mouth. She blows him while you watch, and she does it passionately.

    She looks up at him. The eye contact is lusty and beautiful. She strokes him and sucks him. Her saliva makes his shaft slick. Her desire is obvious and overwhelming. He groans as she offers him the kind of pleasure that you crave but will never experience again. 

    Her gaze moves back to you as his cock slips from her mouth. She strokes him. She gives up holding your cock in the palm of her hand, instead choosing to play with his balls.

    “He deserves the pleasure of my mouth and my hands. He deserves the pleasure of my pussy. You don’t,” she says.

    “I understand,” you admit. Your cock throbs.

    “Are you sure you understand what I’m saying? Because I’m telling you that your cock will never feel my mouth again. I’m telling you that you’ll never fuck me again. I’m telling you that your cock is worthless to me.”

    You feel an overwhelming sense of arousal. Your knees nearly buckle. Your cock throbs painfully. Precum drips from the tip. Your wife knows exactly what turns you on, even if it causes you pain.

    “I understand,” you say.

    “Stroke your worthless cock,” your wife says.

    You do as you’re told. You wrap your fingers around your cock and stroke. You stroke slowly and softly. You use the precum as lube. It feels so good.

    She takes her bull’s big dick back into her mouth. She blows him. She plays with his balls. She strokes his wet shaft.

    She moves to his balls. She sucks on them. She licks them. His cock rests on her face. She is lost in her lust just like you are.

    “Do you want to watch him fuck me?” your wife asks.

    You stroke your cock and say, “Yes, I want to watch him fuck you.”

    “Then tell me the truth about your cock.”

    You look at her. You feel a sense of pain, but you crumble. It’s inevitable. It will happen someday, so it might as well happen today.

    “My cock is worthless,” you admit. “It offers you nothing. His cock is bigger and better. He’s sexually superior. He fucks you better than I do. My worthless cock doesn’t deserve to be inside you because I can’t give you anything resembling the pleasure you crave.”

    You feel oddly happy as the words leave your lips. It’s like a burden has lifted.

    “That’s right,” your wife says.

    She takes her bull’s cock down her throat one more time before standing up and pushing him onto his back in your bed. He situates himself so he’s on your side. He’s right where you sleep.

    “Stroke your worthless cock while I fuck him in our bed,” your wife says.

    She straddles him and guides his big cock into her soaking wet pussy. She sinks down onto him and rides. She bounces like a slut. She bounces wildly. She moans loudly. She’s getting fucked in the most beautiful way.

    You masturbate as you watch. You stroke as you think about your small cock compared to his. Her words run through your head. You accept that your cock is worthless to her. You accept that it will never fuck her again. You know that even if she breaks up with her bull, she won’t let you fuck her. She’ll find someone else. She’ll find a toy. She’ll find anything.

    You masturbate as your wife cums on her bull’s cock. You watch her eyes close. You listen to her moan. You see her have an orgasm like you’ve never given her.

    She rides him harder afterwards. She wants him to cum inside her. She wants her superior lover to fill her pussy with cum.

    Eventually, he does. He cums in your wife’s pussy as you masturbate. You stroke furiously as she climbs off of his cock and lets his cum drip out onto your side of the bed. It soaks the sheet. There’s a big wet stain.

    She smiles. “You’re going to sleep in his cum tonight.”

    You stroke faster.

    “You’re going to sleep in your cum, too.” 

    Your wife’s bull rolls to her side of the bed.

    “Stroke your worthless cock and cum on the bed. Spray your worthless seed all over the sheets. Make a wet spot for you to sleep in. A small dick cuckold should sleep in cum. Do it. Jerk that little dick of yours right onto your side of the bed. Make a mess.”

    You do as you’re told. You make a mess. You spray your side of the bed with cum. You add it to his.

    You’ll be going to bed soon, and your sheets will be soaked with cum. As you fall asleep, it will be a perfect reminder of your place, you small-dicked cuckold.

  
    Do As Her Bull Says

    You’re on your knees in the living room. Your wife’s bull is naked on your couch. She’s on her knees next to him. Her mouth is moving up and down his thick, spit-soaked shaft. He runs his hand down her back and slips his fingers into her slick pussy. She moans around his cock and takes him as deep into her mouth as she can.

    “Kiss him,” her bull says. “Share the taste of a real man’s cock with your cuckold.”

    Your wife pulls her mouth from his cock, reaches out to pull your lips to hers, and kisses you. She fucks your mouth with her tongue, aggressively sharing the taste of her bull’s cock with you in the process.

    “That’s a good girl,” her bull says. “Now deepthroat me.”

    Your wife pulls back, smiles at you, and returns her attention to her bull’s cock. She swallows him slowly and you watch her throat bulge as his cock fills it. You marvel at her oral talent and her dedication to pleasuring him, to doing exactly as he desires.

    “Kiss him again,” he instructs.

    Your wife slowly lets his cock slip from her mouth and she kisses you again. This time her tongue is thick with saliva and she shares it with you as your cock throbs with kinky desire.

    “Straddle me,” her bull says.

    Your beautiful naked wife straddles her bull and her pussy hovers just above his cock. He grabs her ass and they kiss as he squeezes her flesh possessively.

    “Put my cock inside her, cuckold,” he instructs. “Show me and your wife how badly you want someone else to satisfy her.”

    You reach up and wrap your fingers around her bull’s thick cock. You guide the head between her pussy lips and your wife sinks down. Her moans fill your living room as you watch her labia stretch around his exceptionally thick shaft.

    “How does it look, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “It’s incredible,” you answer.

    “Is this what your wife deserves?” he asks. “Is this the kind of pleasure she’s always deserved, the kind of pleasure that you’ve never been able to give her?”

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Good. Then show me how grateful you are by sucking my balls while your wife rides my cock,” he instructs. “Show me that you’re willing to do whatever it takes to make your wife happy. Suck my big balls and help me build up a nice, thick, creamy load that I can inject into her womb.”

    You stare at his balls as your wife bounces on his cock. You lean closer and his manly scent fills your nose. It’s pungent and you know you’re going to taste the source of that scent the moment you part your lips and take his balls in your mouth like a good cuckold.

    “Do it, cuckold,” he says. “Suck my big balls. Show your wife what kind of man you are. Suck my balls or I won’t give her the fucking she craves.”

    You lean closer. You open your mouth. You take one of his balls onto your tongue. You close your lips around it. You suck like a good cuckold. You suck her bull’s balls. You run your tongue over it.

    “Your husband is sucking my balls,” he says. “How does that make you feel?”

    “Like he’s a good cuckold,” your wife says. “Like he understands that his wife has found a man that’s far superior to him. Like he understands that his place is to put your cock inside me and suck your balls if that’s what you want.”

    You moan and continue to tongue his balls as your wife offers up a heavy dose of verbal degradation. It turns you on when she talks about you like that. It helps you sink even deeper into that blissful cuckold headspace that makes you so eager to cum.

    Your wife bounces harder and faster on her bull’s big cock while you suck his balls like a good cuckold. Her ass hits your head every time she drops down on his shaft, further putting you in your place. You wrap your fingers around your cock and masturbate, though you know better than to cum.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife cries out. You hear the desperation in her voice. You hear her need to have her bull’s cum deep in her pussy. “Please, cum inside me.”

    “As you wish,” he says.

    They cum together. You feel his balls bounce in your mouth. You suck and lick like a good cuckold because you haven’t been told to stop.

    Your wife sits down on his big cock as her ass trembles from the pleasure of her climax. You look up and see some of his thick white cum leaking out of her pussy and around his shaft. It drips down to his balls and you lick it up because you’re a good cuckold.

    “That’s it, cuckold,” he says. “Lick up my fucking load. Lick up whatever your wife’s pussy can’t hold. Lick it all up.”

    You do as you’re told because you’re a good cuckold.

  
    Do As Your Wife Says, Cuckold

    “I’m not cruel,” your wife says. “You’ll be rewarded for being a good boy.”

    She’s sitting naked on your couch. Her legs are crossed, hiding her pussy from your hungry eyes. Her hands rest on her knee and her arms frame her perky breasts perfectly. She looks irresistible.

    “It’s not like I’m asking you to do something insane. It’s not what you’re used to, of course. It’s not something you want to do, but that’s the point, honey. It’s something I want you to do. It’s something that’s going to make my pussy wet. That’s why I want you to do it.”

    Her bright red lipstick is impossibly sexy. You can’t look away from her lips when she’s talking to you. It’s almost hypnotic.

    Her bull is sitting next to her. He’s naked too. Her fingers are wrapped around his cock as she gives him a slow, sensual handjob. He’s hard, of course. You know how talented her fingers are. You know how easily she makes you cum when she jerks you off.

    “So, are you going to be a good boy for me?” she asks.

    You’re on your knees in front of the couch. You’re naked too, though your cock is locked in a chastity cage. As she often says, you have no business getting hard when her bull is over. He’s the only man in the house when he’s there.

    “I don’t want to,” you say.

    She leans forward and smiles. You stare at her breasts and then her red lips. You don’t want to disappoint her, but you really don’t want to do what she’s asking.

    “Let me make this simple for you,” she says. “Suck his cock or I’m not letting you out of your cage for a month.”

    She leans back and strokes her bull. You look at his cock. You move a little closer, but you can’t quite commit.

    “A month is a lot longer than it seems when you’re locked in a tight little cage. It’s a lot longer when you can’t sleep through the night because your caged cock keeps trying to get hard. It’s a lot longer when you have to wear a condom over your cage every day because you’re constantly leaking precum. Is that what you want?” she asks.

    You shake your head. “No.”

    “It doesn’t have to be that way. All you have to do is wrap those pretty little lips of yours around his big dick. Give my bull a blowjob. Fluff his cock for me. Show me that you’re willing to be a good boy, that you recognize his superior status in our household. Show me that you understand that when he’s here, he’s the man of the house.”

    You move between his legs. He spreads them a little wider for you so you can get closer. His balls look huge. His cock is thick and the veins bulge as your wife strokes him. There’s already a drop of precum at the tip.

    “Good boys get rewarded, honey. If you’re a good boy and you suck his cock I’ll let you taste my pussy before he fucks me. How long has it been since you earned the right to taste my pussy?” she asks.

    “A week,” you say. It’s been too long. You need to taste her pussy.

    “This is how you’ll earn that privilege. Fluff his cock and you can move right over here and taste my pussy,” she says while spreading her legs and revealing the object of your desire. It’s been a few days since you’ve even seen it. Your cock throbs in its cage as she teases you with the mouth watering sight of her pussy.

    You look at her bull’s cock once more. It doesn’t seem that bad. It’s not like your wife is going to think less of you if you give him a quick blowjob.

    “Fluff him, cuckold,” she says in a demanding tone.

    You move closer. His cock looks more intimidating from just a few inches away. It’s too late now though. Your wife holds her hand around the base of her bull’s big dick and you wrap your lips around the head.

    “Good boy,” she says.

    You run your tongue along over the head of his big cock. You taste his precum, which is far more pleasant than you expected.

    You try and do as your wife does when she sucks her bull’s cock. You try and take as much of him into your mouth as possible.

    “That’s it, honey. See how much you can take. Be a good fluffer for me,” your wife encourages you.

    She pushes on the back of your head and you take more before gagging. She lets you go and his cock escapes your lips as you suck in air desperately.

    “Get back to it, honey. Being a fluffer isn’t about your pleasure. It’s about getting my bull nice and hard for me,” she says.

    You get back to work as your wife demands. You take his cock back into your mouth and work on the head. You stroke him and use your spit as lube. You lick all around the cock head and soon you’ve got him moaning. 

    It’s a little humiliating that you’re getting into it. It helps that you can hear your wife playing with her pussy. It’s turning her on to see you fluff her bull. She loves that you submitted to her desires.

    “Good boy,” she says while pulling your mouth off her bull’s cock. “Come and get your reward.”

    You quickly move between your wife’s legs and eat her pussy. She tastes perfect in every way. She’s wet from watching you suck cock and as you push your tongue inside her your head swims with lust. Your cock aches in its cage. You desperately want to get hard, but tasting her perfect pussy is reward enough.

    After you’ve had your taste your wife pushes you away. “It’s time to watch,” she says.

    Your eyes remain fixed on her pussy as your wife straddles her bull and sinks down onto him. He’s rock hard and she’s soaking wet and that’s thanks to you. You’re their little fluffer and you did such a good job. Now you get to enjoy the reward of watching another man fuck your wife.

    You move between his legs once more and rest on your knees. You have a perfect view of your wife’s wet pussy riding her bull’s big cock. You’re close enough to hear it all, too. It’s the wet sound of sex that turns you on the most.

    Your wife sinks onto his cock and stays there. She leans forward and kisses her bull. The sounds of their kissing drift into the air and make your cock tingle with desire.

    “Worship my ass, cuckold,” your wife says.

    You tear your eyes away from the sight of her bull’s big cock in her pussy and stare at her perfect tight asshole.

    You don’t need to be told twice to worship it. You lean in and lick her ass eagerly. She moans into her bull’s mouth as you give a wet, passionate rimjob. The taste is perfect.

    She begins to grind on her bull’s cock. She moves back and forth and your head moves with her so you can stay attached to her asshole like a good cuckold is supposed to.

    She’s moaning louder and you’re helping her feel good. His big cock and your tongue are going to bring your wife to an incredible orgasm.

    “I’m cumming!” she yells.

    Her asshole relaxes just a little as she’s cumming and you take the opportunity to push your tongue inside. She moans louder. You’re making her feel so good!

    “Fuuuuck!” she says before gently pushing your head away from her asshole. His cock is still inside her, but your wife needs a moment to sit still and relax.

    “Suck his balls, cuckold,” she says.

    You’ve already sucked his cock so you see no reason to hesitate in taking his balls into your mouth.

    You maneuver a little lower and move closer to his balls. You run your tongue over them. You taste sweat and feel the roughness of his pubic hair. It turns you on more than you expected.

    You take his left ball into your mouth and run your tongue over it. The quiet moan he lets out makes you feel good. You move to his right ball and do the same thing.

    “Is he sucking your balls like a good boy?” your wife asks her bull.

    “He is,” her bull answers.

    “Should I give him a reward? Should I let him taste my pussy again?” she asks.

    “I think he’s earned it,” her bull says.

    Your wife climbs off the man that just fucked her and spreads her legs. “Come get your reward, honey,” she says.

    You let his sweaty balls fall from your mouth and move between your wife’s legs. You push your tongue into her pussy. You know she doesn’t want her clit licked right after an orgasm. She just wants to let you taste the sex she just had.

    It’s better the second time. You can taste a mixture of her pussy, his cock, his precum, and her juices. You can feel your caged cock start to drip.

    “Good boy,” she says while pushing your head away. She’s ready for another round with her bull.

    Your wife keeps her legs spread and he takes your place between them. His cock slides into her soaking wet cunt and slowly fills your wife.

    “Fuck me,” she says while wrapping her legs around him. “Fuck me hard while he watches.”

    When she was on top the sex was slow and sensual as you ate her ass. It’s not that way this time. Now your wife wants something different. She wants to be pounded.

    Her bull obliges. He’s strong and fit and he can go as long as she wants. You watch in awe as he pulls out until it’s just the tip of his cock inside her and then plunges back inside again. Her pussy lips cling to his shaft as the sound of their flesh meeting over and over fills the room and leaves you tingling. You’re so worked up you’re starting to get lightheaded.

    Her bull’s hard thrusting comes to a stop. He moves to his knees in front of the couch and keeps his cock inside her.

    “Come here, honey,” your wife says.

    You move to the couch and she directs you to rest your head on her stomach. You feel the heat of her skin against your head as you lie down on your wife. You’re just a few inches away from her pussy. You can see her bull’s hard abs and the little drops of sweat that have formed.

    “Fuck me,” she urges him.

    You’re so close now. Suddenly you can hear every naughty little detail as he thrusts his cock inside your wife. You can see his dick disappear inside her and watch as it emerges slick and shiny with her juices.

    “Open up,” your wife says as she gently taps your head.

    You do as you’re told without thinking and her bull pulls out and pushes his wet cock into your mouth. You instinctively close your lips around it and suck. Suddenly he’s fucking your mouth instead of her pussy.

    He pulls out after a few deep thrusts and pushes back inside her.

    “Good boy,” your wife says. It turns her on that you’re so willing to do what she says.

    He fucks her hard and fast again. She moans loudly and runs her hands through your hair. She pulls tightly on it and you feel the delightful pain.

    He pulls his cock out of her and you don’t have to be told to open your mouth. You do so eagerly. You want to make your wife happy so you suck his dick clean of her juices and then watch him put it back inside her.

    This time he fucks your wife to her second orgasm. It doesn’t take long. She’s so turned on from watching you suck cock that soon she’s quivering and moaning unintelligibly while she climaxes.

    He keeps pounding her right up until her orgasm is over. Then he pulls out and pushes his cock into your mouth once more.

    “Swallow,” your wife says.

    For a moment you’re not sure what she’s talking about. Then you feel him cum in your mouth. Shot after shot of hot jizz lands on your tongue and paints the insides of your cheeks. You gag slightly because it’s so strong, but you’re determined to do as your wife desires.

    You swallow his cum. You swallow it all as he groans loudly. He’s having an orgasm in your mouth and you’re taking it because that’s what your wife wants.

    “You’re such a good boy,” she says while her hands gently caress your hair and upper back. “Swallow all of his cum for me. Don’t miss a drop.”

    You wouldn’t dream of it.

  
    Do Things with Your Lover You Won’t Do with Hubby

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Believe it or not, this tends to happen organically. When you’re with a man that rocks your world in ways you haven’t experienced in years, you tend to want to go the extra mile to please him. 

    There are lots of options for this. If you never give your husband blowjobs, then go wild with your lover. A shocking number of hotwives have their first anal experience with a lover. Whatever you do, the important thing is to make it clear to your husband that you’re doing it. It’s especially effective if it’s something your cuckold has always wanted. If he’s bugged you about anal sex for years, make sure you emphasize that you’re giving your lover your ass because he’s better in bed.

    
      The Story
    

    At first, your wife was reluctant to embrace cuckolding you. She fucked a few guys and she certainly enjoyed herself, but something was missing. Then she met Connor. That’s when everything changed.

    Connor unlocked your wife’s sexuality. From the very first time they were together he seemed to know exactly how to make her cum like no man ever had. He was bigger than you, of course, but it was the way he fucked her that really made the difference. It was the aggressive way he took her pussy for his own. It was the way he cleared her mind of everything but the intense pleasure of being fucked by a strong man with a big dick.

    You benefited from this, of course. You got to watch your wife cum hard on his cock. You got to listen to her moan wildly as he brought her to orgasmic heights she’d never ascended to before. It was her willingness to try new things with him that aroused you the most, though.

    The first time you watched her deepthroat him was astounding.

    “Show him how much you love my cock,” Connor said as your wife fell to her knees in front of him.

    She stroked his dick until it was hard and took it in her mouth. She swallowed most of his length with ease as you watched with an amazed look on your face. She began to aggressively bob up and down on his dick, taking more of him each time. Soon she was deepthroating another man with ease.

    “Are you impressed with your wife’s cocksucking talents, cuckold?” Connor asked.

    “Yes,” you answered.

    “Does she ever deepthroat your cock?” he asked while holding your wife’s hair tightly in his hand.

    “No, never,” you answered.

    “Tell him why you don’t deepthroat his cock,” Connor said to your wife.

    She turned to look at you while stroking Connor’s big cock and said, “Because he doesn’t deserve it. Because my husband doesn’t make me cum like you do. He can’t fuck me like a man is supposed to fuck his wife. Because he’s a cuckold.”

    Connor directed your wife’s eager mouth back onto his cock and fucked her face while you watched. She deepthroated him with ease, barely gagging as he pushed into her throat. You stroked your stiff cuckold cock as you watched him user her throat.

    He likes pushing her sexual boundaries in ways you never have and never would. She’d never sucked cock in a car before she met him. Now she goes down on him almost every time they drive somewhere. Sometimes she has her mouth around his big cock before they’ve even pulled out of your driveway. You can’t help but jerk off after they leave as you imagine your wife swallowing another man’s cock and cum.

    One night, your wife came home from a dinner date with Connor with a naughty story to tell you.

    “We were seated in a circular booth, which meant we could snuggle up as we waited for our drinks and appetizers to arrive,” she said as she played with your cock.

    “It was pretty dark in the restaurant too, so when he pushed my legs open and ran his hand up my dress I didn’t stop him. I didn’t even consider it, to be honest. I was so horny from sucking his cock in the car that I needed him to play with my pussy.”

    “You’re so hard, baby. Do you like that I let him play with my pussy in the restaurant?” your wife asked as she ran her fingers over the head of your cock.

    “Yes,” you said. “Please tell me more.”

    “He pushed two fingers into my pussy and used his thumb to rub my clit. I was so fucking wet and turned on. It felt so good. I almost forgot we were in public. I had to hold back my moans or everyone in the restaurant would have known what we were doing,” she said.

    “When he pulled his fingers out he made me lick them clean. I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but I sucked my pussy juices off his fingers without hesitation. I felt so naughty.” Your wife kissed you and said, “Do you want to know what we did next?”

    “There’s more? Yes, please, tell me,” you begged.

    “We fucked in the bathroom. He went in first and I came in right after him. We rushed into a stall and I bent over and held onto the top of the toilet for balance as he pounded me from behind. I came so quickly. I couldn’t believe it. It felt so dirty getting fucked in a bathroom and I loved every second of it.”

    It was when she gave him her asshole that you knew things were different with Connor. You’d asked to have anal sex with her before and she’d always steadfastly refused to do it. She said it was gross and painful and the kind of thing only desperate, trashy girls do. Then she gave it up to him.

    It was a surprise to you. She was on her hands and knees in your bed and you figured he was going to fuck her pussy like he usually did. He was going to pound your wife and make her cum in doggystyle (something you’d never done). Instead, she changed things up.

    “Take my ass,” she said to Connor.

    He smiled at her and spit in his hand to lube his cock. “Are you sure? It tends to hurt a little the first time,” he said.

    “I want you to have my ass,” your wife said. “Fuck my ass while my husband watches.”

    She remembered you asking for her ass. She remembered you begging for it once. She remembered turning you down. Connor had certainly heard about it too.

    “Why do you want me to have it?” he asked your wife.

    She looked at you and said, “Because you deserve it. It’s a reward for showing me what it’s like when a real man fucks me, for making me cum harder than I’ve ever cum before. Take my anal virginity. Enjoy my ass. I don’t care if it hurts.”

    Your cock was stiff as she humiliated you by offering Connor her ass. It stayed stiff as you watched him slide into her asshole. You could see that she wasn’t in love with it, not the first time at least. There was some pain. There was pleasure too though, mostly in giving Connor the kind of pleasure she’d never given you. She rode that high. When she started playing with her pussy, you could see your wife was going to orgasm with another man’s cock up her ass.

    “Oh my God!” she cried out. “I’m going to cum with your cock in my ass!”

    She wanted you to hear that. She wanted you to know that Connor could make her cum even when he was fucking her ass. She wanted to humiliate you. You loved every second of it.

  
    Do You Know What's Inside Me

    Do you know what’s inside me, cuckold? Do you know what’s hiding behind these panties? You know where I’ve been tonight, so you must have a guess.

    I can see your little cock getting hard. That means you must know what’s inside me. Go ahead and guess. Guess what’s in my pussy.

    That’s right! My bull’s load. He filled me so good, baby. He pounded my tight little pussy and made me cum so much harder than you ever have, just like he does every time.

    Look at your little dick! You’re hard as a rock! Do you want to clean me, cuckold? Do you want to clean my messy, sloppy, slippery cunt?

    Would you like that? Would it thrill you to eat my bull’s cum, to clean his messy creampie? You know he shoots huge loads, cuckold. You know there’s a salty feast waiting inside me for you to clean up.

    Do you want a little taste? Do you want to suck a little of his cum off my fingers?

    I love how you moan like a little cuckold should. Here, baby. Take my fingers in your mouth. Suck them clean. Taste his salty cum on your tongue.

    There you go. Now swallow it for me. Swallow his seed, cuckold.

    How does that feel? How does it feel to have another man’s cum inside you? It makes your little dick hard, doesn’t it? Swallowing his cum makes your little dick throb with desire, doesn’t it cuckold?

    That’s okay. That’s how you’re supposed to feel. You’re a cuckold. A cuckold craves the cum of his wife’s bull. A cuckold wants to lick the seed of strange men from his wife’s freshly-fucked pussy. That’s what you want, isn’t it?

    You want to lick his cum from my pussy, don’t you? You want to say it, don’t you? I can see it on the tip of your tongue. I can see that you want to admit your desire for another man’s load.

    You can feel the desire rush through you, can’t you? You can feel your cock pulse as the thought bounces around your head. Good.

    Oh, you said it. How nice. That’s music to my ears, cuckold. I love hearing you beg to eat my bull’s cum. I love knowing that you’re such a good little cum slut for me.

    I’m not wrong, am I? You’re a cum slut, aren’t you? Think about how many times you’ve eaten my bull’s cum out of my pussy. You’ve probably swallowed more cum than I have in my life. Isn’t that the very definition of a cum slut?

    Can you see it soaking into my panties, cuckold? Do you want to lick them? Do you want to run your tongue over my cum-soaked panties just to get a taste of his load?

    Look at you! You’re such a greedy little cum whore! Go ahead. Do it. That’s it. Have a taste of his load. That’s good, isn’t it? I’ve swallowed his cum before, cuckold. I know how yummy it is. You know even better than I do, of course.

    Are you close to cumming, honey? Is your little dick getting ready to explode? Not yet, cucky. It’s not time. Though when it is time, you know you’ll be cleaning that up too, of course. I mean, a cuck always cleans up.

    Now keep your eyes focused between my legs. Watch me pull my pretty panties aside and let you see his thick cream leaking from my pussy.

    Doesn’t it look delicious? Doesn’t it make your mouth water? Of course it does! You’re such a cum slut! You’re such a naughty little semen slurping whore!

    Look at how turned on you are! You like it when I call you names, don’t you? You like it when I say that you’re a cum slut. You know that a married man isn’t supposed to be a cum slut. You know that you’re supposed to be fucking me and cumming inside me. That’s not your place though, is it?

    You gave up that right when you begged me to cuckold you. I still remember how hard you worked to convince me that another man could fuck me better than you. It turns out you were right. I had no idea how right you were.

    Now we both know it’s not your place to fuck me and it’s certainly not your place to cum inside me. No, that privilege belongs to my bull, the man that actually makes me cum when he fucks me.

    You get to have fun though, don’t you? When you’ve been a good boy I let you feast on my messy, cum-filled pussy. I let you bury your tongue inside me and lick out all of my bull’s sticky, salty, slippery cum.

    That’s what you want to do right now, isn’t it? Come a little closer. That’s it.

    You know what I enjoy? Begging. It makes me wet. It’s music to my ears. I love to hear my sweet little cuckold cum slut begging for the chance to clean my sloppy cunt. 

    That’s so sexy baby. It turns me on to hear you beg. You know how much I love seeing you between my legs and licking up my bull’s cum like a good little slut.

    You know what a cum whore you are. You know that it’s your place is to eat the cum of real men from my pussy.

    Good boy! You’d like a lick now, wouldn’t you? You’d like to lick my creamy, cum-filled pussy, wouldn’t you? You have permission to do as you desire, cucky.

    How does it feel sliding down your throat? How does it feel to eat another man’s cum while you’ve got a stiff cock? It turns you on, doesn’t it? It makes you want to cum, doesn’t it?

    Of course it does. It’s supposed to. You’re supposed to be a good little cum guzzler. You’re supposed to get hard when you slurp semen from my pussy.

    You want to clean me completely, don’t you? You want to transfer every drop of his cum from my pussy to your stomach, don’t you? You want to be the cum whore we both know you are. 

    That’s good, cucky. That’s so good. That’s what I want. I want his cum in your mouth. I want it to slide down your throat. I want it in your stomach. I want his cum to be a part of you.

    A good cum slut should think about his inadequacies while he cleans. He should think about why he’s a cuck, why his wife has chosen another man as her preferred sexual partner. He should think about why his wife gets off on watching him eat thick, creamy, superior loads from her pussy.

    You’ll think about that, won’t you cucky? You’ll think about all that when you’re doing your cuckold duties.

    Of course you will.

    

  
    Do You Mind if She Flirts at the Gym¿

    She used to go to the gym in a pair of loose sweats and a t-shirt. Then she switched to leggings and a t-shirt. You didn’t think anything of it. In fact, you liked it. She looks great in a pair of leggings, after all, and she has the kind of ass that deserves to be highlighted in them.

    Then the t-shirt was replaced with one of a rotating collection of sports bras and suddenly it seemed like your wife was flashing an awful lot of skin at the gym. You knew guys would be staring. You knew some would hit on her. Of course they would. With a body like that some guys would find it impossible to resist trying to talk to her.

    “Do guys hit on you?” you asked one day as she was getting ready to leave for the gym.

    “What do you mean?” she replied as a sly smile crossed her face.

    “At the gym,” you clarified. “Do guys hit on you when you walk in dressed like that?”

    “Do you not like my outfit?” she asked.

    You stepped closer and reached out to run your fingers along her upper thigh. “I love your outfit,” you said. “That’s why I’m asking. I can’t imagine there’s a man in the world that wouldn’t love seeing you in this outfit.”

    She smiled. “Well thank you for saying so.”

    You pulled her closer and grabbed her ass, eliciting yet another smile from your beautiful wife. “You didn’t answer my question,” you said. “Do guys hit on you?”

    “Yes, they do,” she answered. “Does that bother you?”

    Your wife kissed you before you could answer. Her lips were soft against yours and she offered just a tiny bit of tongue.

    “What if I flirted back?” she whispered. “Would that bother you?”

    Again she kissed you before you could answer. This time her kiss was imbued with a far more significant kind of lust. Her tongue was active in your mouth and she grabbed your ass as you squeezed hers.

    One of her hands moved between your legs and she grabbed your stiff cock. “Does this mean that you don’t mind if I do a little flirting at the gym?” she asked.

    “I guess I don’t,” you said.

    “You know, some guys offer to help,” she said. “They offer to spot for me or show me how to do a particular exercise. I think they like getting to touch me.”

    “You let them touch you?” you asked.

    “It’s not so bad having a strong, handsome man’s hands on my body,” she says.

    Your wife unzips your pants and pulls your cock out. She holds your gaze and smiles as her fingers dance over your erect flesh.

    “You don’t mind, do you?” she asks. “It’s just a little bit of touching.”

    You’re not crazy about the idea of another man touching your wife, especially when she’s dressed in such a skintight outfit, but what she’s doing feels so good that you don’t want to ruin the mood.

    “I guess I don’t mind,” you say.

    “Would you mind if I liked that these other guys touch me?” she asked.

    You wanted to say yes. You wanted to tell your wife not to do that, but you didn’t. You couldn’t bring yourself to tell her to stop.

    “Would you mind if it excited me a little that I get to feel someone else touch me at the gym?” she asked.

    She stared into your eyes and smiled as you said nothing.

    “Would you mind if it’s one guy in particular that keeps coming over to show me new exercises? Would you mind if it’s one of the reasons I like going to the gym?” she asked.

    Your brain was so fogged with pleasure that all you could do was moan.

    “Would you mind if I bought these leggings and this skimpy little top just for him?” she asked.

    You shook your head. It was an insane thing to do, but you couldn’t help it. You just wanted her to make you cum.

    “Would you mind if I thought about doing this for him?” your wife asked before dropping to her knees and wrapping her lips around your cock.

    You groaned as her warm, wet, talented mouth pleasured your stiff cock. You felt the pleasure envelop your loins.

    “Would you mind if I thought about sucking his cock, honey?” your wife asked before once more taking you in her mouth.

    “No,” you said as your orgasm approached.

    She sucked hard until you came in her mouth. She looked up at you as your cum hit her tongue. She swallowed for you, carefully tucked your cock back into your pants, stood, and gave you a kiss on the cheek.

    “I’ll see you in a few hours,” she said before grabbing her bag and heading out the door.

    You had no idea if anything she’d said was true. Maybe there really was a guy at the gym that she fantasized about blowing. Maybe she was just playing with you. Either way, there was a good chance you’d be hoping to repeat the pleasure she offered you, so if a little gym flirting and fantasizing was what it took, you were fine with that.

  
    Do You Miss Her Pussy¿

    Now that you’re a pussy free cuckold, I bet you miss the pleasure of my wet cunt wrapped around your cock. I’ll bet you miss being able to stick your little dick inside me so you can cum in less than a minute. I’ll bet you miss disappointing me with the utterly underwhelming sex you’ve provided since we got married.

    You remember how good my tight little pussy feels, right cuckold? You remember how satisfying it is to fuck me and feel your dick throb as you get closer to orgasm. Well, hold on to those memories, because you’ve experienced that pleasure for the last time.

    Now this pussy is reserved for real men and you’ve become my pussy free cuckold. You’ll be using your tongue a whole lot more often, but you most definitely will not be fucking me ever again. Why would I allow that pencil dick of yours to come anywhere near my pussy? Why would I give you the kind of pleasure that you can’t give me? You just don’t deserve it.

    In fact, I want to hear you say it. Say, “I deserve to be a pussy free cuckold. I can’t fuck my wife the way she needs to be fucked, so I shouldn’t be able to fuck her at all.”

    I do need you to worship my pussy though. I need you to lick me every day. I need you to get between my legs when you wake up in the morning and go down on me. I need you to wake me up with an orgasm before making me breakfast.

    I need you to worship my pussy before my bull comes over. Get me nice and wet so his huge cock slides into me with ease. Then you can sit back and watch as he pounds your wife’s pussy. You can feel jealous and anxious and aroused. You can be a good little cuckold.

    I’ll let you do your favorite thing, too. I’ll let you eat me out after he’s been inside me. I’ll let you worship my pussy after he’s fucked me and stretched me out. Look at how good that pussy looks. Doesn’t it make your mouth water? Don’t you want to stick your tongue in there and taste him?

    You’re a pussy free cuckold now. You won’t be fucking me anymore. You don’t deserve it. You’re not good enough. Your dick is too small and you’ve never managed to use it very well. That’s okay though. It makes you happy because it’s your place. Now worship.

  
    Do You Really Want Her to Have a Bigger Cock¿

    “Wow, he’s twice your size.” That’s how it began. That was your wife’s reaction to a picture you’d received in response to your personal ad looking for a bull.

    Your wife wasn’t sure about fucking someone else. She was willing to let you put up an ad to see what kinds of responses would come in, but she wouldn’t commit to anything. Then she saw that big cock. She saw how much bigger he was than you. She saw what was possible.

    “Should I message him back?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she answered immediately. The allure of fucking a big cock had brought her around.

    You booked the hotel room. You bought condoms for the evening. You bought lube just in case he was a little too big for her pussy to comfortably accommodate at first.

    Now you’re standing at the foot of the bed with your small dick in hand as your wife takes a ride on his much larger cock. Now you’re witnessing your cuckolding.

    You knew it was going to go well the moment she wrapped her fingers around his dick. They’d been kissing and your wife unzipped his pants and pulled out his growing erection. She moaned into his mouth when she first felt how big it was.

    She couldn’t resist getting on her knees. There was genuine awe on her face as she played with her new toy. “I can’t wait to have you inside me,” she said to him. It was like you weren’t even in the room, which made your cock hard as a rock.

    After a blowjob he climbed into the king size bed and you watched your wife unwrap a condom and roll it down his shaft. It felt like an exceptionally intimate act and once again you were wildly aroused.

    Then she straddled his cock and placed him at the entrance to her pussy. She rubbed the bulbous head of his erection between her pussy lips and sank down on it. Her groan was low and loud. It was unlike anything you’d ever heard from your wife, but she’d never had something so big inside her.

    She took her time, but eventually the full length of her new lover’s cock was inside her. She began to grind back and forth on him, giving her pussy time to get used to his thickness.

    Then your lovely wife started to bounce on his big cock. She bounced wildly as he spanked her ass and groaned beneath her. She bounced until she had a huge orgasm, filling the hotel room with screams loud enough to wake the people on either side of you.

    That was just the beginning, too. One orgasm wasn’t going to be enough with him. She needed more. She needed to savor the joy of having his big cock inside her. Luckily, you got to watch and jerk off through all of it.

  
    Do You Still Fantasize About It¿

    You were drunk when you confessed to your creampie cleanup fantasies. You wouldn't have shared them otherwise. It was far too revealing.

    Neither of you said anything about it afterwards. It never came up again. Not until tonight.

    Now she's asked the question, though. She wants to know if you still fantasize about cleaning another man's cum out of her.

    The real question is, should you tell her the truth?

    You can't help but wonder if she'll look at you differently once she knows you want to lick someone else's cum out of her. It's different than watching him fuck her. It's a whole different level of cuckolding.

    Still, you want it, don't you? You want to watch him fuck your gorgeous girlfriend. You want to watch his cock stretch her pussy. You want to watch him move in and out of her without a condom on. You want to watch his dick pulse and his balls jump in their sack as he unloads inside her. You want to see her stretched out pussy leaking cum. Most of all, you want her to invite you to crawl between her legs so you can clean up his cum.

    Maybe it will end your relationship if you admit that you want it. Maybe she'll see you as some pathetic cum eating cuckold that has no business dating her.

    Maybe, though, she'll love it. Maybe she'll get off on her boyfriend revealing that he wants nothing more than to be a cum slut for her. Maybe she'll feed you load after load after load of hot spunk from her freshly-fucked cunt and you'll get to live out all your cuck fantasies.

    Yeah, you should tell her you want it. You should admit it. You should embrace it.

    Go ahead. Confess to your fantasy. Confess that you want to be a cum eating cuckold.

  
    Do You Want a Taste¿

    You listen as your roommate and his girlfriend fuck in the bedroom next to yours. They’re loud, as always. Her screams of pure bliss seem real, though. Clearly she loves his cock.

    You hear him announce he’s cumming. You hear her urge him to cum inside her. You think about how hot it would be to cum inside anyone. You don’t get laid all that often. You’re not an alpha male like your roommate. You’re more of a beta male that dreams about fucking girls instead of actually doing it.

    There’s a knock at your door and your roommate pops his head in. “Get in there, man,” he says.

    You’re utterly dumbfounded. You stare, trying to figure out what he meant.

    “She’s going to let you have a turn, man,” he says.

    You don’t need to hear any more than that. You go into his bedroom and see his beautiful girlfriend sitting on the floor. She’s naked and her legs are spread. There’s a smile on her face.

    “Hey there,” she says. You walk closer. She points to the floor in front of her and you get on your knees. “You’re such a good boy,” she says.

    You look at her pussy. You look at her perfect natural tits. You look at that sweet smile. You feel like the luckiest man in the world. You’re about to get laid.

    “I know you want to fuck me,” she says, “but I need you to do something first. I need you to clean him out of me.” She points to her pussy. You see your roommate’s cum start to leak out of her.

    “All you have to do is lick up his cum and you can fuck me.” She giggles.

    You want to fuck her so badly that you don’t even think twice. You get between her legs and you clean her messy pussy. You lick feverishly at her cunt, lapping up every drop of your roommate’s cum and swallowing it.

    She puts her hand on your head and moans. She loves it. She loves that you’re licking her messy pussy and swallowing her boyfriend’s cum. “Oh fuck. You’re going to make me cum,” she says. You double your efforts. It’s been a long time since you’ve made a girl cum.

    “Oh fuck, I’m cumming!” she screams.

    When her orgasm subsides, you pull your head from between her legs and look up at the beautiful girl you just ate out. She smiles at you. You think you’re about to get laid.

    “See, I told you we’d find someone to clean your messy pussy,” your roommate says from behind you.

    “You were right,” she says as she laughs.

    You look back at your roommate and then at his girlfriend. You look at your boner. Without saying anything you’re asking if she’s going to follow through on her promise.

    “No, man, you don’t get to fuck her,” your roommate says. “Are you out of your mind? She just wanted someone to clean her pussy and I sure as hell wasn’t going to do it. I’m glad you did, though. Next time I cum inside her she’ll let you do it again if you ask nicely.”

  
    Do You Want Me to Wake You Up When I Get Home¿

    I’ll spoil the end for you, ladies: He’s always going to want you to wake him up. He’s always going to want to feast on your freshly-fucked pussy, whether you’re having bareback sex with your lover or not.

    Waking your cuckold up and letting him taste you after you’ve been with another man is a wonderful treat for him. It’s the thing that can wash away any jealousy, angst, or anxiety he might have felt while you were gone. It’s a kindness, in a way.

    It’s a way of letting your cuckold reclaim you. You can fuck him if you want, but chances are good you’ll just have been with someone far better and you won’t want to sully the memory of that encounter by having sex with your cuckold. Instead, sit on his face and let him taste you or get on your back and let him lick your pussy to your heart’s content. 

    If you want another orgasm, have him work your clit with his tongue. If your cuckold seems extra vulnerable, letting him be the last man to make you cum that night can be a way to heal any damage that might have been done to his ego. You don’t have to, of course. You’re welcome to savor the deeply pleasurable orgasm your lover gave you.

    If you’re in the mood there’s nothing but upside to letting your cuckold taste you after you’ve been with someone else. Let him feast on your pussy. Let him enjoy how delicious it is.

    ---

    It’s the smell of her perfume that lures you from your slumber. You roll over and see the long, wavy tendrils of your wife’s hair dancing ever-so-slowly as she gently bends over and smiles at you.

    “Hey there sleepyhead,” she says in that soft, sweet voice you love so much.

    “Hey,” you say before glancing at the clock. It’s a little after 3 a.m. She’s been out for hours. “How was your night?”

    Your wife smiles, stands up, and reaches back to unzip her dress. She shimmies out of it and you see that beautiful white lace bra and boyshort panty set she put on for her boyfriend. You imagine her stripping like that for him. You imagine her offering her body to him.

    She pulls the covers back and straddles you. You feel the heat emanating from between her legs. She leans down and kisses you.

    “My night was wonderful,” she says.

    She grinds into your growing cock as she offers soft, sensual kisses. Her lips tickle your cheeks and your neck. She nibbles on your ear lobe and moans softly.

    “He fucked me so good,” she whispers. “I swear, I can still feel him inside me. I just have to close my eyes and I can feel his cock stretching my pussy. I can feel him bottoming out inside me. I can feel him giving me what I need.”

    Your dick is hard by now as your wife sits up and rests her hands on your chest. She tosses her hair to one side and smiles at you.

    “Is this how you fucked?” you ask.

    “This is one of the ways we fucked,” she replies. “This is how we started. I got on top. I took him inside me. I sank down. We kissed as my pussy got used to his size after a week without him. Then I started to grind back and forth. I closed my eyes, threw my head back, and enjoyed that beautiful feeling of having him inside me.”

    You reach back and grab her panty-clad ass. You squeeze it and your wife moans like she’s being fucked. She’s thinking of him. You know she is.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she asks. “Do you want to taste my freshly-fucked pussy?”

    “I do,” you say.

    Your wife rolls off of you and onto her back. She pulls off her panties and moves to her knees next to you. You stare between her legs and see that her pussy lips are puffy and slick with her juices.

    She runs her fingers through her cleavage, down her stomach, and between her legs. You hear her wetness as she pushes three fingers into her cunt. She moans and you feel your cock throb. Your mouth waters too. You want to taste her. You need to taste her.

    She pulls her slippery fingers from her cunt and says, “Will you suck my fingers clean? Will you clean my pussy juices from my fingers, baby?”

    You nod and your wife pushes her slippery, warm fingers into your mouth. You stare into her eyes as you suck them clean. A sweet, sensual smile crosses her face. You’re making her happy. She loves seeing how eager you can be.

    “How do I taste?” she asks upon pulling her fingers from your mouth.

    “Delicious,” you say.

    She smiles and straddles your head. Her pussy is inches from your mouth.

    “He was inside me,” she says. “Less than thirty minutes ago, in fact. I was on my way out of his house and he had to have me one more time. He took me right in the foyer. I was up against the door and he took me from behind. He had to have your wife, sweetie. He had to fuck me one more time before I left and I couldn’t say no. I had to have him. I had to feel his big cock sliding into me one more time. I had to feel that pleasure. I had to feel that long, thick cock of his filling my pussy one more time before I came home to you.”

    Your eyes are fixed on her pussy as you imagine him fucking her from behind. You imagine him sliding in and out of her. You imagine how perfect it looks as he stretches her lips.

    “I have to taste you,” you say. “Please. Sit on my face. Let me taste your pussy. Let me taste your wetness.”

    Your wife smiles and reaches down to run her fingers through her hair.

    “I love that you want to taste me after he’s been inside me,” she says. “I love that you’re so desperate to eat my pussy after my boyfriend’s fucked me. It makes me want to rush home. It makes me want to feed you my cunt.”

    She drops her pussy onto your face. You push your tongue inside her as her lips spread out over your mouth. You taste the mixture of her juices, his sweat, and the condoms they used. You revel in the knowledge that another man’s dick was inside your wife thirty minutes ago. His dick was deep inside her and now your tongue is licking up the aftermath.

    “Get your tongue nice and deep inside me, baby. Lick up all those juices. Get nice and deep,” she says.

    You push your tongue as deep as you can. You move it around. You taste her juices. You taste what fucking him produced. You taste every delicious drop and it fills you with a wild kind of lust.

    Your wife begins to gently ride your face. She moves her pussy back and forth over your mouth. She rubs her clit on your nose, your lips, and your chin. She covers you in her juices.

    You look up and see that her eyes are closed. She arches her back and tilts her head towards the ceiling. She’s going to cum on your face.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Make me feel good. Make me feel good, baby.”

    Your cock is hard in your underwear but your wife doesn’t care about that at the moment. She knows that you want to make her cum. She knows that you’d choose to give her an orgasm over having one of your own. She knows that you find just as much pleasure in licking her freshly-fucked pussy than you would in having sex with her.

    “Make me cum!” she says as she parks her clit over your tongue.

    Your tongue rhythmically licks your wife’s sex organ as you revel in the juices that continue to leak out of her. She moans louder and you can feel her legs begin to tremble. She’s about to cum.

    “Fuck! I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    Your wife leans forward and grabs your head in both hands as she climaxes. Her whole body shudders as you see her smile in that gleeful kind of way. She’s having a great orgasm and it’s thanks to you. That feels good.

    She rolls off of you and presses her nearly naked body against yours. She giggles and runs her fingers through the pussy juices that coat a healthy portion of your face.

    “He asked me if I’d be willing to have unprotected sex,” she says.

    You look at your wife with unmasked desire in your eyes. “What did you say?”

    “I said I would as long as we both got tested.”

    You can’t contain your smile.

    “Would you still be willing to taste me if I was having unprotected sex with my boyfriend?” she asks.

    You don’t have to think about it. The answer is right at the tip of your tongue. “Yes, I would.”

    “I was hoping you’d say that,” she said. “I’ll schedule my test tomorrow. Maybe by next weekend you’ll taste something entirely different inside me.”

    She reaches into your underwear and strokes your cock. You’re going to cum quickly. You know it. You can’t help it. Thinking about tasting her after she’s had unprotected sex is far too arousing. You’re not going to last.

    “I love you,” you say.

    “I love you too,” your wife replies as she pushes your underwear down and frees your cock. “And I love that you’re so willing to please.”

    You are willing to please, and tonight your reward is going to be an orgasm. Lucky you.

    

  
    Do You Want Me to Wake You Up¿

    I’ll spoil the end for you, ladies: He’s always going to want you to wake him up. He’s always going to want to feast on your freshly-fucked pussy, whether you’re having bareback sex with your lover or not.

    Waking your cuckold up and letting him taste you after you’ve been with another man is a wonderful treat for him. It’s the thing that can wash away any jealousy, angst, or anxiety he might have felt while you were gone. It’s a kindness, in a way.

    It’s a way of letting your cuckold reclaim you. You can fuck him if you want, but chances are good you’ll just have been with someone far better and you won’t want to sully the memory of that encounter by having sex with your cuckold. Instead, sit on his face and let him taste you or get on your back and let him lick your pussy to your heart’s content. 

    If you want another orgasm, have him work your clit with his tongue. If your cuckold seems extra vulnerable, letting him be the last man to make you cum that night can be a way to heal any damage that might have been done to his ego. You don’t have to, of course. You’re welcome to savor the deeply pleasurable orgasm your lover gave you.

    If you’re in the mood there’s nothing but upside to letting your cuckold taste you after you’ve been with someone else. Let him feast on your pussy. Let him enjoy how delicious it is.

    
      
    

    It’s the smell of her perfume that lures you from your slumber. You roll over and see the long, wavy tendrils of your wife’s hair dancing ever-so-slowly as she gently bends over and smiles at you.

    “Hey there sleepyhead,” she says in that soft, sweet voice you love so much.

    “Hey,” you say before glancing at the clock. It’s a little after 3 a.m. She’s been out for hours. “How was your night?”

    Your wife smiles, stands up, and reaches back to unzip her dress. She shimmies out of it and you see that beautiful white lace bra and boyshort panty set she put on for her boyfriend. You imagine her stripping like that for him. You imagine her offering her body to him.

    She pulls the covers back and straddles you. You feel the heat emanating from between her legs. She leans down and kisses you.

    “My night was wonderful,” she says.

    She grinds into your growing cock as she offers soft, sensual kisses. Her lips tickle your cheeks and your neck. She nibbles on your ear lobe and moans softly.

    “He fucked me so good,” she whispers. “I swear, I can still feel him inside me. I just have to close my eyes and I can feel his cock stretching my pussy. I can feel him bottoming out inside me. I can feel him giving me what I need.”

    Your dick is hard by now as your wife sits up and rests her hands on your chest. She tosses her hair to one side and smiles at you.

    “Is this how you fucked?” you ask.

    “This is one of the ways we fucked,” she replies. “This is how we started. I got on top. I took him inside me. I sank down. We kissed as my pussy got used to his size after a week without him. Then I started to grind back and forth. I closed my eyes, threw my head back, and enjoyed that beautiful feeling of having him inside me.”

    You reach back and grab her panty-clad ass. You squeeze it and your wife moans like she’s being fucked. She’s thinking of him. You know she is.

    “Do you want to taste me?” she asks. “Do you want to taste my freshly-fucked pussy?”

    “I do,” you say.

    Your wife rolls off of you and onto her back. She pulls off her panties and moves to her knees next to you. You stare between her legs and see that her pussy lips are puffy and slick with her juices.

    She runs her fingers through her cleavage, down her stomach, and between her legs. You hear her wetness as she pushes three fingers into her cunt. She moans and you feel your cock throb. Your mouth waters too. You want to taste her. You need to taste her.

    She pulls her slippery fingers from her cunt and says, “Will you suck my fingers clean? Will you clean my pussy juices from my fingers, baby?”

    You nod and your wife pushes her slippery, warm fingers into your mouth. You stare into her eyes as you suck them clean. A sweet, sensual smile crosses her face. You’re making her happy. She loves seeing how eager you can be.

    “How do I taste?” she asks upon pulling her fingers from your mouth.

    “Delicious,” you say.

    She smiles and straddles your head. Her pussy is inches from your mouth.

    “He was inside me,” she says. “Less than thirty minutes ago, in fact. I was on my way out of his house and he had to have me one more time. He took me right in the foyer. I was up against the door and he took me from behind. He had to have your wife, sweetie. He had to fuck me one more time before I left and I couldn’t say no. I had to have him. I had to feel his big cock sliding into me one more time. I had to feel that pleasure. I had to feel that long, thick cock of his filling my pussy one more time before I came home to you.”

    Your eyes are fixed on her pussy as you imagine him fucking her from behind. You imagine him sliding in and out of her. You imagine how perfect it looks as he stretches her lips.

    “I have to taste you,” you say. “Please. Sit on my face. Let me taste your pussy. Let me taste your wetness.”

    Your wife smiles and reaches down to run her fingers through her hair.

    “I love that you want to taste me after he’s been inside me,” she says. “I love that you’re so desperate to eat my pussy after my boyfriend’s fucked me. It makes me want to rush home. It makes me want to feed you my cunt.”

    She drops her pussy onto your face. You push your tongue inside her as her lips spread out over your mouth. You taste the mixture of her juices, his sweat, and the condoms they used. You revel in the knowledge that another man’s dick was inside your wife thirty minutes ago. His dick was deep inside her and now your tongue is licking up the aftermath.

    “Get your tongue nice and deep inside me, baby. Lick up all those juices. Get nice and deep,” she says.

    You push your tongue as deep as you can. You move it around. You taste her juices. You taste what fucking him produced. You taste every delicious drop and it fills you with a wild kind of lust.

    Your wife begins to gently ride your face. She moves her pussy back and forth over your mouth. She rubs her clit on your nose, your lips, and your chin. She covers you in her juices.

    You look up and see that her eyes are closed. She arches her back and tilts her head towards the ceiling. She’s going to cum on your face.

    “That’s it,” she says. “Make me feel good. Make me feel good, baby.”

    Your cock is hard in your underwear but your wife doesn’t care about that at the moment. She knows that you want to make her cum. She knows that you’d choose to give her an orgasm over having one of your own. She knows that you find just as much pleasure in licking her freshly-fucked pussy than you would in having sex with her.

    “Make me cum!” she says as she parks her clit over your tongue.

    Your tongue rhythmically licks your wife’s sex organ as you revel in the juices that continue to leak out of her. She moans louder and you can feel her legs begin to tremble. She’s about to cum.

    “Fuck! I’m cumming!” she cries out.

    Your wife leans forward and grabs your head in both hands as she climaxes. Her whole body shudders as you see her smile in that gleeful kind of way. She’s having a great orgasm and it’s thanks to you. That feels good.

    She rolls off of you and presses her nearly naked body against yours. She giggles and runs her fingers through the pussy juices that coat a healthy portion of your face.

    “He asked me if I’d be willing to have unprotected sex,” she says.

    You look at your wife with unmasked desire in your eyes. “What did you say?”

    “I said I would as long as we both got tested.”

    You can’t contain your smile.

    “Would you still be willing to taste me if I was having unprotected sex with my boyfriend?” she asks.

    You don’t have to think about it. The answer is right at the tip of your tongue. “Yes, I would.”

    “I was hoping you’d say that,” she said. “I’ll schedule my test tomorrow. Maybe by next weekend you’ll taste something entirely different inside me.”

    She reaches into your underwear and strokes your cock. You’re going to cum quickly. You know it. You can’t help it. Thinking about tasting her after she’s had unprotected sex is far too arousing. You’re not going to last.

    “I love you,” you say.

    “I love you too,” your wife replies as she pushes your underwear down and frees your cock. “And I love that you’re so willing to please.”

    You are willing to please, and tonight your reward is going to be an orgasm. Lucky you.

  
    Do You Want to be Her Sub Cuck Husband¿

    A cuckold isn’t always happy with how things go. Sometimes he gets frustrated because the lifestyle he imagined hasn’t come to fruition or a particular evening with another man didn’t end in the best orgasm of his life.

    Sometimes, a cuckold will be a real asshole. That’s a problem that can be dealt with, though. In fact, it’s pretty simple. You just put his cock in chastity.

    After you’ve got him locked up, give it a few days. Make sure you tease him during that time (kissing, grinding, making him worship your pussy, etc). That will get him good and worked up. You want him to be as aroused as possible.

    Once you’ve got him in that wildly aroused place it will change his outlook on being your cuckold. He’ll be a lot more focused on your pleasure, and if your pleasure means getting fucked by other men, that’s what will please him.

    Before he might have complained that he was made to stand around while another man pushed his big cock into you from behind. Now he’ll happily watch. He knows it’s his place to watch. He’ll watch and he’ll feel a special kind of arousal coursing through him.

    All that teasing and denial will put him in a place of intense desire. It will have his cock dripping precum as he watches someone else fuck you. That’s exactly where you want him to be.

    You can have fun with it, too. Why not do a cock comparison?

    Why not bring your cuckold close as another man cums on your body? Show him exactly what the real man in your relationship gets to enjoy while his little cock is locked up tight in its cage, which is exactly where it belongs.

    If you’ve had him locked up and denied for long enough, he might find it intensely pleasurable to lick up the real man’s cum. Wouldn’t it be thrilling to watch that?

    You can also feel free to ignore him if you want. Let him lie there in bed while someone else pounds you. Make him wait on the floor. Make him wait in the other room if you want.

    Once you’ve got his dick in a cage that you hold the key to, you’re in total control and you can do as you please. As long as you tease him and make sure he’s aroused as often as possible, your locked cuckold will be willing to do anything to please you.

    If you’re feeling especially naughty, you can even push it further. Put him in stockings. Make him wear panties over his little locked cock. Shift his sexuality. Make him suck cock if you want. He’ll go from being a badly behaved cuckold to a willing submissive that will do anything you want.

  
    Do You Want to Hear What Your Naughty Hotwife Did¿

    “Do you want to hear how naughty your wife was, baby?” she asks.

    Your cock is lubed with precum as her fingers move up and down the shaft. You can feel the heat from her pussy against your balls and the base of your shaft as she grinds on you.

    You answer her question with a nod. Of course you want to hear. It’s your favorite part of the evenings when your hotwife goes out and plays with one of her bulls.

    “Yeah, you want to hear how he made me cum? How good his big cock felt inside me?” she says while rubbing your cock along her slippery, freshly-fucked cunt.

    You know she’s not going to let you inside her. That’s all part of the fun. She loves teasing you. She loves letting you get so close to fucking her and then finishing you with her hand. She loves listening to the way you moan as she brings you so close and then denies you the thrill of an orgasm.

    “You know how much I love sucking his cock, right?” she asks while slowly working your cock with her fingers.

    “Yes,” you say. You’re intimately familiar with her love of blowjobs. She finds it especially pleasing to go down on the well-hung men she fucks outside the marriage. She loves the sense of control she has with their cocks in her mouth. She loves that they close their eyes, moan, and let her do as she pleases with their big dicks.

    “So you know that I went down on him. You know that I sucked his cock with my luscious lips. You know that I gave him the pleasure of my wet, talented mouth,” she says.

    You love the way she teases you. You love that she’s not going to take your cock into her mouth. She’s doing that on purpose. Sometimes she’ll go down on you, but not after she’s been with one of her bulls. On those nights, she reserves her mouth for them.

    “I was so wet as I sucked his cock,” your wife says as she plays with your stiff dick. You can feel the intense heat coming from her cunt. She’s still turned on, only now it’s because she’s teasing you while thinking about her bull.

    “I needed him inside me so badly. I needed him to fuck me. I needed him to give me his big cock and make me cum,” she says. Her eyes close. She’s thinking about it. She’s thinking about blowing someone else while she’s playing with your cock.

    “He wouldn’t let me have it, though. He teased me with his cock just like I’m teasing you. He took me to his bedroom, put me on my hands and knees in his bed and rubbed his dick all over my wet, swollen pussy lips,” she says breathlessly. It sounds like she’s getting worked up all over again.

    “He made me beg for it, baby. He made me beg for his cock. He made me beg him to fuck my naughty married pussy. He loves that. He loves it when I remind him that I’m stepping out on my husband. You don’t mind that, do you?”

    You don’t mind in the slightest. You love it, in fact. You love that some of her bulls are genuinely turned on by the fact that your wife has a husband waiting at home and that she’s out with another man finding the satisfaction she craves.

    “Of course, he can only wait for so long. You know how perfect my pussy is, baby,” your wife says as she rubs her cunt along the shaft of your cock. “He knows it too, and he’s not going to deny himself the pleasure of being inside me for long.”

    She strokes the head of your cock with her soft fingers and moans. You can see that she’s thinking about having his big cock inside her. She’s dreaming of it. She wants it again.

    “Finally, he fucked me. He grabbed my hips and pushed his big dick into me from behind. He filled me with his big cock, baby. He filled me while you were here, waiting for me to come home. Another man fucked your wife’s wet pussy while you sat at home like a good boy.”

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks. “Do you want to go where his cock went?”

    “Yes, please,” you say. You’re fairly certain she’s teasing you, but you’re not going to turn down the chance to fuck her.

    “I know you do,” she says with a smile. “I know you want to feel my perfect pussy around your stiff dick. That’s why it’s so sexy to deny you.”

    The denial turns you on. You can feel your orgasm approaching. You love when she plays with you like this. You love when she teases you.

    “You do deserve an orgasm though. You were such a good boy, waiting at home while another man fucked me.”

    “That’s it, cum for me,” she says. “Cum while you think about him fucking me. Cum while you think about him making me cum. Cum while you think about another man giving your wife an orgasm.”

    You do as you’re told, just like a good cuckold.

  
    Do You Want to Lick Up His Cum¿

    There’s something about the way she says it that’s incredibly hot, isn’t there? “I’m going to let him cum inside me.” She’s going to let him cum inside her. It’s such a simple thing, but it says so much to you, her cuckold. She’s choosing to let another man cum inside her.

    What makes it even hotter is when she’s not letting you cum inside her. Maybe she’s not even letting you fuck her anymore. Your pussy doesn’t belong to her anymore because she gave it to him. Now she lets him cum inside her because it feels better to have his bare cock balls deep inside her.

    Of course, it’s probably the second part that turns you on the most. Watching him fuck her bareback would be fun. Watching him cum inside her would be thrilling. But it’s the chance to lick his cum out of her that really turns you on. You want to get between her legs and feast on her pussy. You want to devour the delicious jizz leaking out of her. You want to be her cum cleaning cuckold.

    She’s offering. All you have to do is say yes. Just tell her that it’s exactly what you want to do. Confess your desire to lick another man’s cum out of her and she’ll happily spread her legs and let you between them to go down on her and feast on his seed.

  Do you want to reclaim me, cuckold¿
Cuckold relationships come in many flavors. Some are built around denial and humiliation. Some emphasize the erotic pleasures of a married woman set free to have sex with any man she pleases. Most include elements from both extremes.A cuckold’s wife unquestionably enjoys the wild, passionate sex she has with her lovers, almost all of whom will be very well-endowed. She can also enjoy sex with her husband, even if he’s not packing much between his legs. It’s almost always an emotional, intimate experience with the man she married and it can be just as satisfying as when she’s with a lover.
Many couples will come up with a ritual after she’s been with another man. For some it will be a reclamation ritual. She comes through the door and takes her husband’s hand, guiding him to the bedroom. She kisses him. Perhaps he can taste her lover on her tongue or her soft lips. She whispers to him, “Do you want to kiss me where he kissed me? Do you want your lips to follow his over my body?”
He says yes. Of course he says yes. She slowly directs him to her neck, her chest, her breasts, her nipples, her stomach, and her pussy. Her husband eagerly kisses her all over. The eroticism builds between them.
“Do you want to be inside me? Do you want to feel me after he’s been inside me? Do you want to fuck me?” she asks in a soft, sultry tone.
His cock is hard. He doesn’t need to speak his answer. She knows he wants her. She moves her hips forward and guides her wet pussy onto her husband’s cock. He slides into her with ease. She takes his head in her hands and pulls him against her chest as he grinds on him. Her clit rubs against his pelvis. She moans.
Her mind is awash in thoughts of the sex she just had with her lover and the feel of her husband’s body against hers. She can feel his lips on her chest and his hands on her breasts. She knows he’s going to cum soon, and she wants him to cum inside her. She wants his seed to fill her. She wants him to reclaim her.
Cuckolding comes in many forms, and they’re almost all pleasurable. Remember that there’s room in your marriage for all kinds of play, including the sort that nourishes you both as a couple.

    Do You Want to Watch, Cuckold¿

    You think you want to watch, but are you really ready for it? Are you really ready to watch someone else have sex with your wife? Every cuckold says he is; some end up freaking out. Don’t be that cuckold. Be the good husband that finds great joy in his wife cumming with another man inside her.

    If she’s sleeping with someone else, he’s going to be better than you. She’s not going to pick some ugly dude with a small penis. Why would she do that? She’s going to pick the hottest guy she can find. She’s going to pick someone that’s great in bed. She’s going to pick someone that’s absolutely better than you. Can you handle that?

    Can you put aside your ego and let your inner cuckold take over? Can you embrace the fact that someone better is inside your wife? Can you let it turn you on instead of letting it embarrass you? That’s the key, cuckold. Embrace how much it arouses you.

    When they’re kissing, let it turn you on. When she has him in her mouth and he’s moaning in pleasure, let it turn you on. When she gets on top and takes him inside her, let it turn you on. When she’s on her back with her legs wrapped around him and his tongue in her mouth as he fills her, let it turn you on. Be the cuckold she needs.

  
    Do Your Post-Sex Duties, Cuck

    Your wife has a satisfied smile on her face, as she always does after her bull has fucked her. He’s wearing that same satisfied smile, as he always does after he’s cum inside her. You’re on your knees at the foot of the bed with a stiff dick between your legs and a look of wonder in your eyes as you survey the aftermath of yet another successful coupling session between your wife and the man that has become her primary sexual partner.

    Your wife looks at you, smiles, and says, “You may clean up.”

    You crawl into the bed and between his legs. What you crave is the cum inside your wife’s perfect pussy, but you’re not allowed to clean that up until you’ve done your duty and sucked her bull’s cock clean. You wrap your fingers around the base of his thick shaft, you take him in your mouth, and you suck the head clean. You lick his cum and her juices from every inch of his cock and you make sure his balls are clean, too. You must do a thorough job before she’ll let you move between her legs to clean her.

    “Very good, cucky,” your wife says with a smile. “You may clean my pussy.”

    You crawl between your wife’s legs, lie down while shifting your hips so your cock doesn’t get crushed, and gently kissed her puffy labia. You steer clear of her clit – she’s always so sensitive after he’s fucked her – but you take your time, as you’re permitted to do. Your wife knows that you love cleaning her cum-filled pussy more than almost anything else and she’s always happy to let you spend a great deal of time between her legs after she’s been with her bull.

    After you’ve kissed her labia and her soft thighs, you push your tongue inside her and bathe it in the saltiness of her bull’s load. You flick it around a little before scooping up his cum, taking it in your mouth, and swallowing. Your cock throbs with excitement as you take another man’s seed into your stomach. It’s just as exciting as it was the first time you were permitted to clean up.

    “Look at how much he enjoys eating your cum,” your wife says.

    “He’s a good cuckold,” her bull replies. “He’s everything we trained him to be.”

    She reaches down, gently runs her fingers through your hair, and says, “Yes, he is. He’s a cocksucker. He’s a cum slut. He’d even be a little bottom bitch for you if it’s what I wanted.”

    You put your tongue back inside her and search for more of his cum. You bathe your taste buds in the aftermath of the sex your wife had with her bull. You taste his salty seed and her sweet juices. You taste the flesh that his cock stretched and filled over and over. You taste the flesh that your cock hasn’t felt in months and may never feel again.

    You take your time, but eventually you clean his cum like a good cuckold. You sit back on your knees and your wife smiles at you.

    “What do you say to my bull, cucky?” your wife asks.

    You look up and see a confident smile on his face. He knows that you’re about to humiliate yourself and it brings him a little bit of joy.

    “Thank you for fucking my wife,” you say. “Thank you for fucking her better than I ever have. Thank you for being a better man than me.”

    “You’re welcome, cuckold,” he says.

    “Would you like to cum?” your wife asks.

    “Yes, please,” you reply.

    “You may jerk off into your hand,” she says.

    You wrap your fingers around your cock and stroke wildly as your wife’s toes move between your legs and play with your balls. Watching them fool around and fuck for nearly an hour before you were asked to clean up has put you in a place of intense desire. Because of that, you cum with remarkable swiftness. Your wife and her bull laugh as you spill your load into your hand in less than thirty seconds.

    “Eat it,” she instructs.

    You lift your hand to your mouth and eat your cum as instructed. You swallow. You lick your hand clean.

    “Now leave us,” she says.

    You leave the bedroom. Your wife and her bull will spend the night in your marital bed and you’ll spend the night in the guest bedroom, just as a cuckold should. You might even be called in to fluff him or clean up again before the night is over. You should be so lucky.

  
    Does Her Pleasure Turn You On¿

    You already know the answer to this question. As a cuckold, there’s only one answer. It sits at the core of your existence. Of course her pleasure turns you on. You knew that before you even knew what cuckolding was. You knew it the first time you went down on her. The first time she moaned at your touch a surge of lust ripped through you. The first time you made her cum with your tongue it felt better than you could have imagined.

    That lust for her pleasure sits at the center of your desire to see her fuck another man. You want to watch as she experiences the ultimate pleasure of cumming on a big cock. You long ago accepted the fact that you don’t quite have what it takes to make her cum with the inadequate slab of flesh between your legs. Maybe it’s not so much your size as your lack of skill in bed. Maybe you just can’t fuck her the way she craves. Maybe you cum too quickly. Whatever it is, you don’t quite measure up. You don’t quite give her what she needs.

    But her pleasure turns you on. You need her to find the satisfaction she craves, that every woman deserves. Especially your woman. You’re in love with her. You would do anything to make her happy. You use your tongue and fingers and even your cock when she welcomes you inside her, but you know it’s not quite enough. You can sense she needs more. There’s that little hint of disappointment on her face every time you play naked. She seems a little less eager to have sex than she used to. You know what you have to do.

    This is often how cuckolding happens. She loves you. You love her. Something isn’t quite right in the bedroom and it’s likely because you don’t have exactly what she needs. You do have the ability to let her get what she needs, though. Embrace that, cuckold. Embrace giving your wife what she needs. She’ll love you for it.

    Can you see it? Can you see the look of pleasure on her face as she sits on another man’s cock? Can you see the way she arches her back and tilts her head to the ceiling as a guttural moan of pure delight escapes her lips? That’s what she’s been missing. Maybe she can’t quite identify what it is you’re lacking, but she’s found it in another man. She’s found it while you’re watching. She loves you for letting her find it.

    You’re her loving cuckold husband. She will soon be your sexually satisfied wife. That comes with perks. What do you want them to be? Do you want to lick her pussy after another man has been inside her? Do you want to be invited to have sloppy seconds sex? Do you want a slow, soft handjob while she tells you how good it felt to have him inside her? All you have to do is ask, cuckold. Your sexually fulfilled wife will gladly make your fantasies come to life, too.

  Dom Bull Takes a Couple to a Gloryhole
“Suck his cock, slut,” Scott demanded.Jenna was on her knees in front of a gloryhole. Tim, her husband, was beside her.
“Suck his cock and make him cum in your mouth. Your cuck hubby is hungry for a fresh load,” he continued, his eyes afire with dominant lust.
“Please honey, suck his cock,” Tim implored.
Jenna took the base of the stranger’s cock in her hand and licked up the length of his shaft before parting her lips and taking him onto her tongue. A muffled moan could be heard through the thin walls of the book store video booth. 
She was no stranger to sucking cock and made quick work of the man in her mouth. Soon he was lubed with her spit as her hand and mouth moved in concert, providing maximum pleasure and bringing him to a quick orgasm. 
Jenna caught the stranger’s load on her tongue, making sure not to spill any of it. She stroked the last few drops out of him and he pulled his cock away. Tim watched excitedly as his wife turned to him, pulled him towards her, and sealed her lips tightly around his for a messy cum kiss. They eagerly snowballed the stranger’s semen as their bull watched over them.
“That’s a good slut. Share his cum with your cuckold husband. He loves taking another man’s cum from you. He wants to be a cum slut, so help him,” Scott said as he rubbed his growing cock through his jeans.
Jenna broke the kiss and looked into her cuckold’s eyes. Tim was gleeful at the exchange of salty fluids, though her arousal certainly matched his. She was a willing participant in this nasty game, just as she’d been willing to do all the other depraved things Scott demanded of them. 
“There’s another cock that needs to be sucked, slut,” Scott said, pointing to the gloryhole on the other side of the booth. A thick black dick had slipped through it, the man no doubt turned on by the naughty show he’d just witnessed.
Moving quickly to the other side of the cramped video booth Jenna eagerly took the black cock in her mouth and sucked. She fondled his big balls and moved her mouth rapidly over the exceptionally plump mushroom head. He tapped on the wall to signal his impending orgasm and soon Jenna’s mouth was flooded with an exceptionally large load of cum.
“Feed your cum slut, Jenna,” Scott ordered.
They’d heard the command before and did as they’d been instructed. Tim tilted his head back and opened his mouth, sticking out his tongue to receive the load. Jenna slowly spit the black man’s cum into her husband’s mouth and he expertly received it, cradling the semen on his tongue until she was finished. Her cuckold eagerly swallowed, letting the cum coat his throat on its way to its final resting place in his stomach.
Scott pulled out his cock and said, “Get over here and suck me Tim. Your wife is too busy blowing strangers for their cum.”
Tim dutifully moved in front of Scott and took their bull’s cock into his mouth. By now he was experienced at giving head to the man that had taken control of their sexuality. He’d sucked cock numerous times and had gotten quite good at it. He knew that he was to suck slowly today to ensure that the oral pleasure lasted as long as possible.
Jenna was busy once again, this time sucking on a short white cock. She could take his full length into her mouth as her nose pressed into his pubic hair. 
With yet another load of cum in her mouth Jenna looked to Scott for direction, “Your husband is busy with my cock in his mouth. Swallow his cum, slut.”
She swallowed dutifully, the stranger’s cum sliding easily down her throat. Without a new cock to suck Jenna watched her husband blow her bull instead. The idea of Tim sucking cock hadn’t turned her on when they first met Scott, but she soon warmed up to it, largely because seeing her cuckold submit to the power of her bull was enormously arousing.
“Play with your pussy, slut. Play with your cunt while your husband sucks my cock,” Scott demanded.
An orgasm soon followed as Jenna’s fingers danced furiously over her clit. A stranger’s hand reached through the gloryhole, signaling his desire to fondle Jenna. 
“Let him play with your tits, slut,” came the order from Scott and Jenna eagerly presented her breasts to the stranger’s hand.
He groped her roughly, kneading her flesh and pulling hard on her nipples as she moaned. She liked being manhandled when she was in a submissive mood and being with Scott always put her there. Her husband was the same was, as his mouthful of cock clearly indicated.
“Stand up and let him finger you, slut,” Scott demanded, his arousal building as Tim’s excellent cocksucking brought him closer to orgasm.
Jenna stood, turned around, and pressed her ass against the gloryhole to give the stranger full access to her pussy. Two fingers disappeared inside her with ease thanks to her overwhelming wetness. A third and fourth soon entered her and he roughly pushed them in and out. She moaned and pressed her ass tighter against the opening in the wall, urging him to press more of his flesh into her body.
A disappointed moan escaped her lips when he removed his fingers from her cunt, but a moment later she felt a slippery digit press against her asshole. Six months ago she would have pulled away immediately, but Scott’s training had turned her into a wanton slut so instead she did her best to relax for the anal penetration.
The stranger worked his index finger into her asshole and with her cunt juices as lube he moved inside easily. She moaned because it felt so good and to encourage him to go deeper. When she felt a second finger slide past her anus and into her rectum she reached between her legs and began to masturbate again. She couldn’t stop herself. It felt too good to be such a slut.
He furiously pumped his fingers in and out of her asshole, pushing to the third knuckle with each thrust and getting off on the sheer filthiness of it. Anally fingering a woman he’d never met or seen was a thrill for him and for Jenna and an orgasm soon washed over her. Her legs twitched as she came and he removed his fingers from her ass, pushing his cock through for the blowjob he desired.
“Suck him off, Tim,” Scott ordered and like a good slut Jenna’s husband swallowed the strange dick poking through the gloryhole and sucked until his mouth was filled with cum. He shared a salty snowballing kiss with his wife as they celebrated the depraved state they entered when Scott came into their life.
“Both of you, on your knees in front of me,” their bull said and they quickly moved into position.
They looked up at the man that had taken control of them with ease and watched him masturbate his big cock. He stroked slowly, using Tim’s spit and his precum as lube as he approached climax. With a groan he came, spurting his seed on both their faces. He’d saved up quite a load and it made a mess of the married couple he’d turned into his sex slaves.
When he was finished they were both smiling with thick ropes of sticky cum across their faces. They knew without being ordered to clean each other up and share more salty, cum-flavored kisses. As Scott came down from his orgasm he couldn’t help but feel proud that he’d turned them into such depraved cum sluts so eager to please him.

    Dominated by His Beautiful Boss - Part 1

    Justin hadn’t been called into his boss’s office for a one on one meeting since his interview, which is why his heart was pounding as he walked down the hallway.

    He couldn’t help but assume the worst. It was in his nature. He’d already called his wife and she’d assured him that everything was going to be fine, but he was still certain that he was about to lose his job.

    “You can go right in,” the assistant sitting outside the door said.

    Justin knew his boss usually made people wait. His coworkers said it was a power move, that she liked to remind people that she was in charge before she’d even let them walk through the door. The fact that she wasn’t making him wait made Justin certain he was going to be fired, and that doing it quickly was a kindness on her part.

    “Justin,” his boss said in a surprisingly cheerful voice. “Why don’t you have a seat?”

    Justin sat in one of the leather chairs in front of his boss’s desk and did his best to look relaxed, though he was certain he was doing a poor job.

    “I know it’s a little unusual for us to have a face to face meeting, but I figured I’d do your performance review in person this year,” she said.

    Justin tensed up. He couldn’t stop the narrative that had already played out in his head. He was getting fired. There was no question about it.

    “Oh. Okay. Well, you’re the boss, Ms. Spencer.”

    “Please, Justin, you can call me Annabelle. And you can relax, too. I’m not that scary, am I?” she asked.

    The truth was, she was that scary. She had a bit of a reputation around the office for being short-tempered and occasionally downright cruel. Of course, that also meant she was exceptionally good at her job and her department was among the company’s top performers.

    “Yes, of course, Annabelle. Thank you for inviting me to your office.”

    Annabelle opened the blue folder sitting on her desk and took a few moments to read through what Justin assumed were the performance reports from his direct superiors. When she closed the folder and leaned forward a hint of cleavage was exposed that Justin caught a quick glimpse of before looking away.

    “The truth is, you’re an excellent employee. Your performance has been excellent since you were hired, your coworkers like you, and there isn’t a single complaint in your HR file, which makes you a rarity in this building.”

    Justin felt a huge sense of relief wash over him. It seemed impossible that he was going to be fired.

    “There is one little problem, though.”

    His nervousness returned immediately as Justin racked his brain for a problem he might have caused at work. If his performance was excellent and his coworkers liked him, he couldn’t imagine what it would have been.

    “Really?” he said. “What sort of problem?”

    Annabelle pushed back her chair, stood up, and walked to the front of her desk. Justin couldn’t help but admire how sexy she looked in a knee length pencil skirt and black heels.

    “Do you remember the last time you stayed late? It was a little over two weeks ago,” she asked.

    “I do,” Justin said. “I was working on the McMillan project. There was a mistake that needed to be fixed.”

    “Yes, one of your coworkers screwed up and you stayed late to fix it. That’s why he was let go and you get to keep your job. Do you remember that you went to the bathroom a little after 10 p.m. that night?” Annabelle asked.

    “I honestly don’t remember the time, but that sounds right,” Justin said. He was amazed at her memory.

    “To be honest, I only remember it because of a very particular detail that stands out in my memory. Do you have any idea what that detail might be?” she asked.

    Justin felt uncomfortable as he looked up at his boss. She’d crossed her arms and was looking down at him like a disapproving mother. He suspected he knew what she was referring to, but he wasn’t about to be the one to say it.

    “I’m sorry, I don’t,” he said instead.

    “Are you sure, Justin? It was a fairly significant detail.”

    Justin looked at the ground. He couldn’t bear to look into her eyes.

    “Don’t look away from me, Justin. Look me in the eye and tell me what we both know is true,” Annabelle said in a calm but surprisingly forceful voice.

    Justin did as he was told. He looked up at his boss and said, “You saw that I was wearing panties that night.”

    Annabelle smiled. Justin couldn’t help but be a little confused. It wasn’t the kind of smile that led to him being made fun of. It seemed like there was a sense of admiration behind it.

    “What kind of panties, Justin?”

    He felt deeply uncomfortable, but his only choices were to answer or quit his job, and it wasn’t realistic to quit.

    “Pink lace panties,” he said.

    “That’s right. You were wearing beautiful, feminine pink lace panties,” Annabelle said as she sat in the other leather chair in front of her desk. She crossed her legs and reached out to pat Justin’s knee. “Tell me, are you wearing panties right now, Justin?”

    He looked at her hand on his knees and then into her eyes. She was a remarkably beautiful woman with long, shiny brown hair that was perfectly styled, as usual. The soft silk blouse she wore was particularly fetching and the scent of her perfume filled the air around them.

    “Yes, I am,” he admitted.

    The same smile returned to Annabelle’s face before she said, “I know you are. I know you’ve worn them every day for the past nine months. I know that your cock is locked in a chastity device, too.”

    “What? How? How is that possible? What?” Justin said as utter befuddlement enveloped his brain.

    Annabelle laughed as she leaned closer and let her fingers move up Justin’s thigh. Here touch was overtly sexual, but he couldn’t pull away from it.

    “I talked to your wife, Justin. Lauren and I have had several long, fruitful conversations over the past two weeks and she’s informed me of your status in your marriage.”

    Somehow, Justin was utterly mortified and aroused at the same time. A beautiful woman was openly caressing him and confessing that she knew the most intimate, humiliating details of his life.

    “Really? Lauren told you…everything?” he asked.

    “She did, Justin. She told me that it’s been over a year since you’ve fucked her. She told me that another man gets to enjoy her body and that you’re tasked with fluffing him and cleaning her pussy after they’re done making love. She told me that you haven’t owned a pair of male underwear in the nine months since she put you in panties. She told me that she’s never been happier and that you’ve never been more productive. Was your wife being honest, Justin?”

    He nodded. Those were the major beats, and Justin was certain that Lauren had offered any details Annabelle wanted to hear.

    “Why are you telling me this?” he asked. “Are you going to fire me for wearing panties to work?”

    “No, of course not. You can wear whatever you like to work, Justin. You could fully crossdress and I wouldn’t fire you. I don’t care about that. I care about having hard-working employees that deliver for me.”

    Annabelle stood up and moved behind her desk and into the expensive, exquisitely designed chair that sat behind it.

    “I’m telling you all of this because I’ve decided to take advantage of your submissive nature. Your wife and I have talked it over, and she’s agreed to lend you to me whenever I need you in exchange for a raise.”

    “I’m getting a raise?” Justin asked.

    “Yes, as long as you agree to the requirements of your new position, of course.”

    The excitement was obvious in Justin’s voice as he asked, “What are the requirements?”

    “There’s only one. You do exactly as I desire, whenever I desire it, and you do it without complaint. Can you do that?” Annabelle said.

    Justin had no idea what his boss had in store for him, but the past year’s worth of experiences with his wife left him feeling certain it would be more than getting her special coffee orders and giving the occasional shoulder rub when Annabelle was feeling particularly stressed. He knew it was going to be humiliating. He knew some of it would likely be unpleasant.

    He also knew he couldn’t resist, especially if Lauren was already on board with it.

    “Lauren is really okay with all of this?” he asked.

    Annabelle picked up her phone, tapped the screen a handful of times, and showed it to Justin. It was a text exchange with Lauren. The last text his wife had sent was short and simple: “Do what she says, cuck.”

    “Okay. I’ll do whatever you desire, whenever you desire, without complaint or hesitation,” Justin agreed.

    “Very good,” Annabelle said as she leaned back in her chair. “Then your first task is to strip to your panties. I want to see what your wife sees when you’re doing chores around the house.”

    Lauren always made Justin do chores in his panties and his cock was always in its cage. She said it served to remind him of his place and deepen his submission. Justin was certain she was right about that.

    Justin stood up and stripped, though he felt nervous and a little humiliated as he did. He knew that most men didn’t go to work in panties and most men didn’t spend their lives in chastity. Most men hadn’t taken a deeply submissive position in their marriages. Most men weren’t okay with their wives taking numerous lovers, either.

    Justin had picked a white lace thong before he got dressed that morning. He liked how it cupped his locked cock and balls and he’d grown quite fond of the material moving over his asshole as the day wore on. It always left him rather aroused by the time he returned home.

    Annabelle smiled as Justin exposed his pantied cock, but she didn’t laugh. She looked amused and more than a little fascinated. “Come here,” she said.

    Justin moved until he stood in front of his boss. Annabelle leaned forward and reached out to grasp his imprisoned cock through the panties. She caressed his lace-clad testicles too and he couldn’t help but unleash a quiet moan.

    “Does that feel good? Do you like it when a woman touches your cute little balls and locked up cock?”

    “I do,” Justin admitted.

    “Does your wife touch you?”

    “Daily,” he said. “She likes to tease me, to make sure that I experience arousal while only rarely experiencing the relief of orgasm.” Lauren had said those very words countless times.

    Annabelle squeezed Justin’s balls, making him wince slightly before she said, “Your wife is a very smart woman, Justin. I’m thrilled that she’s given me the chance to be your domme at work and she and I are going to work together to further your training and ensure that you’re exactly the kind of submissive male we need you to be.”

    Justin still couldn’t believe Lauren was on board with Annabelle’s plan, though it was obvious he didn’t know his boss very well. Perhaps she had a great deal of experience in training submissive men. Perhaps she could teach Lauren, who was relatively new to the world of female domination.

    “You should know that your job is going to change, Justin. You’re going to become my personal assistant, though you will be getting a raise, largely because your duties are going to expand significantly,” Annabelle informed him.

    “Yes, of course,” Justin replied. He was long past arguing about such things. If his wife had decided this was for the best, Justin was going to go along with it.

    “Now, where does a submissive belong?” Annabelle asked.

    Justin sank to his knees without hesitation.

    “Very good,” his boss said as she stood up. “Take my skirt off.”

    Justin reached up and unzipped the tight skirt. He gently pulled it down, working it over her hips and down her legs before neatly folding it and placing it on her desk.

    “Your wife has trained you exceptionally well, Justin. I hope you let her know how thankful you are for her guidance. It’s exceptionally hard to find a woman like that.”

    “I thank her every day,” Justin said. It was true. While he fought against his wife’s training at first, he’d long since come to accept that she had his best interests at heart as she guided him to a live of submission.

    “Take off my panties,” Annabelle instructed.

    Justin reached up and pulled down her black satin thong. He neatly folded it and placed it on top of her skirt.

    Annabelle smiled at him and stepped forward. Her hand found the back of his head and pulled him close. Justin’s lips pressed against her pussy, though he knew better than to lick her without permission.

    “You may worship me,” his boss said.

    Justin did as he was told, as he’d done countless times for his wife. He felt the same thrill, too. He’d grown to love worshiping pussy more than almost anything else in life. He’d come to accept that it was the place of a submissive to eagerly get on his knees and worship his domme when given the chance.

    Annabelle moaned in delight and the sounds of pleasure thrilled Justin. There was nothing in the world he enjoyed more than making a woman feel good. He craved it more than his own orgasm. It was more important to make his domme happy than it was to achieve climax.

    “Your wife has trained you very well, Justin. Your tongue is exquisitely talented,” Annabelle said between moans.

    Justin’s heart soared. His carefully trained submissive nature made it so that it felt impossibly good to hear his boss’s complimentary words. Making her happy is what made him happy.

    It was only a few minutes before she cried out in pleasure and had an orgasm. Annabelle pulled Justin’s face closer, leaving him covered in her juices by the time her climaxed ended and she stepped back.

    “You look good covered in my juices. I’d like you to wear them on your face for the rest of the day,” she said. “Now, dress me.”

    Justin pulled the panties up her legs and did the same with her skirt. He tucked in her silk blouse and zipped it up, ensuring that she looked just as wonderfully professional as before he’d undressed her.

    Annabelle sat once more and opened her desk drawer. She pulled out a small silver butt plug with a pink jewel and a bottle of lubrication.

    “Before you take your place outside my office, I’d like you to put this in,” she said.

    Justin hesitated. Despite his submission to his wife, he’d never been anally penetrated.

    “Lauren and I talked this over, Justin. I always demand that my submissives receive regular anal penetration. It helps to further destroy the male ego. There’s nothing quite like being bent over my desk and taking it up the ass to show a man that he’s not actually a man.”

    Justin looked up at her from his knees. “You’ve had other submissives?”

    “I always have a submissive, Justin. Do you remember Mark? He left a month ago to take a job across the country. He was my submissive for a decade before that. Now you’re going to take his place.”

    “Thank you for giving me the opportunity,” he said.

    Annabelle smiled and leaned forward. She caressed his face and said, “Trust me, the pleasure is going to be mine. Now, fill your pretty little ass with this plug, get dressed, and take your place at the desk outside my office.”

    “Yes, ma’am,” he said.

    Justin took the butt plug and the lubrication and pulled down his panties. He lubed his asshole and the toy and then pressed the plug against his asshole. It took quite a bit of pressure and it was unquestionably painful, but soon enough he’d filled his ass as his new domme desired.

    “How does it feel to have something in your ass?” Annabelle asked.

    “It’s a little uncomfortable,” he admitted.

    A broad smile broke across her face before she said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to it, and before long you’ll be a perfect little anal slut for me.”

    “Yes, ma’am,” Justin said.

    “We’re going to have so much fun, Justin. Your wife and I are going to work together to take your training so much deeper. A year from now, you won’t recognize the man you are now.”

    Justin was equal parts excited and terrified at the idea. He knew how effective training was on him. He knew he was a natural submissive and that he’d likely go as deep as Lauren and Annabelle wanted to take him.

    “Thank you, ma’am,” he said.

    “Good. Now get dressed and take your place outside my office like a good boy.”

    Justin did as he was told.

  
    Dominated by His Beautiful Boss - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    “How was your day at work, honey?” Lauren asked as Justin hung his keys on the hook by the door.

    “It was good,” he answered. “Though you probably already know exactly what happened at work.”

    Lauren smiled as Justin walked into the kitchen. She seemed genuinely happy.

    “I do,” she replied. “Annabelle texted me after your meeting. She thanked me for training you to be so skillful with your tongue. You gave her quite the lovely orgasm.”

    Justin dropped to his knees in front of his wife and looked up at her. “Thank you for being a wonderful domme,” he said. “Truly. Thank you for taking the time and effort to train me to be the man I am. Thank you for making me the best version of myself.”

    Lauren reached out and gently caressed his face as she smiled. “You’re welcome, Justin. I think you’re going to enjoy your new position at work very much. It’s nice that you’re getting a raise, too.”

    “It is,” Justin said as he looked up at his wife. “Do you have any idea what she has planned for me? She didn’t really say much.”

    A devilish smile crossed Lauren’s face. “I do,” she said, “but I’m not going to tell you. I think it will be much more fun if you discover that on your own. You’ll enjoy some of it, though.”

    Justin couldn’t help but worry about the parts she didn’t think he was going to enjoy. He was quite certain he wasn’t going to enjoy more anal play since the plug in his asshole still felt a little uncomfortable.

    “Show me the gift Annabelle gave you,” Lauren said.

    Justin stood up and took off his pants. He turned around, lowered his panties, and bent over. His ass cheeks spread open and he felt Lauren’s fingers move over his flesh before she pressed on the plug that rested securely inside him.

    “I’d never really considered the benefits of anal penetration for a submissive male,” Lauren said as she gently pulled on the toy. “But I think Annabelle might have a point. What a wonderful way to remind you of your place. After all, most men wouldn’t wear a butt plug to work, would they?”

    “No, they wouldn’t,” Justin answered.

    “How does it feel to have this cute little toy in your ass?” Lauren asked.

    “It’s a little weird,” he said. “It hurt at first, but now it just feels kind of strange to have something inside me.”

    “Annabelle said it should come out at the end of your work day, so I’m going to remove it,” Lauren informed him.

    Justin groaned as she pulled just a little of the toy out of his ass before pushing it back inside him.

    “Of course, I might have a little fun before I do,” Lauren said with obvious delight in her voice.

    She slowly, gently fucked him with the butt plug while teasing his balls with her fingers.

    “How does it feel to get fucked?” she asked. “How does it feel to have this little toy fucking your cute little asshole?”

    “It hurts,” Justin answered. “But it feels kind of good, too. I don’t know why.”

    “Maybe it’s because you’re a good submissive and you know that fucking your ass with this toy delights me. Maybe you like that it brings your wife a bit of joy to see your cute little asshole stretch out around this toy,” Lauren said.

    Justin moaned. He did love doing anything that brought Lauren joy.

    “I’ll do anything for you,” he said. “Anything at all.”

    Lauren laughed and pulled the toy out. Justin felt his asshole gape open for a few moments before it closed up.

    “I know you will, sweetheart,” she said. “That’s why I love you. Now, clean your little toy so you can slip it back inside you before work tomorrow. Also, make sure you’re ready to serve tonight. Ben is coming over and I expect you to offer him your mouth when he does.”

    “Yes, of course,” Justin said.

    Some part of him knew it was deeply unusual, but Justin had gotten to a point where he found the idea of fluffing Lauren’s bull arousing. He liked getting on his knees before the tall, well-hung man his wife had chosen as her lover. He liked sucking Ben’s cock until he was hard and eager to fuck Lauren. He liked being put in his place as her submissive cuckold.

    “You’ll be expected to clean up as well,” she said.

    Justin pulled his panties and pants up, took the butt plug from his wife, and said, “Thank you, Lauren. Thank you for everything.”

    She smiled and said, “You’re welcome, Justin.”

    There was a gleeful bounce in his step as Justin left the kitchen and headed towards the bathroom. He’d already had a thrilling day at work and it seemed as though his evening would offer the cuckold pleasures he’d come to crave.

    
      

    

    “Justin, would you come in here?” Annabelle called out before Justin could even put his things at his desk.

    He rushed into Annabelle’s office and stopped for a moment to admire how exceptionally beautiful she looked in a cream-colored satin blouse and a black pencil skirt that seemed even more figure-hugging than the one she’d worn the day before.

    “Please shut the door, Justin,” she said.

    “Of course, Annabelle,” he replied while hastily shutting the door behind him.

    “Where do you belong, Justin?” she asked.

    Justin rushed across her office and dropped to his knees next to Annabelle as she swung her chair to the side and looked down at him.

    “It’s so nice to have a good assistant again,” she said.

    Justin looked up at his boss and felt the same kind of happiness he did when he served his wife. For a moment he felt like the luckiest man in the world.

    “Thank you for giving me the job,” he said. “I’ll be everything you need me to be, I promise.”

    Annabelle leaned forward and Justin glanced at her spectacular cleavage before returning his gaze to her eyes.

    “I know you will, Justin. You proved that yesterday. You’re quite capable of being a good boy thanks to your wife’s vigorous training. It’s incredible to think that she took you from a typical man to a panty-wearing, chastised, cocksucking, cum eating submissive cuckold in a year’s time. She’s a remarkable woman.”

    Justin knew he was all of the things she’d called him. He’d sucked cock and eaten another man’s cum the night before. He was wearing panties and a chastity device as he waited on his knees in front of his boss. He was all of those things and it filled him with submissive desire to hear her say it.

    “Yes, she is,” Justin said. “I love her very much.”

    “You should, Justin. She’s one in a million,” Annabelle said as she leaned back. “Now, tell me what you did last night.”

    Justin looked up at his boss. Again he admired how beautiful and sophisticated she looked in the satin blouse. He felt completely enthralled with her.

    “I served my wife and her bull,” he answered.

    Annabelle smiled. “And how did you do that, Justin?”

    “My wife and Ben, her bull, spent a little time together when he first arrived. They like to talk and enjoy a glass of wine before she’s inevitably overcome with desire and has to have him. They usually fool around on the couch a little before she calls me in to do my part,” Justin explained.

    Annabelle stood up and unzipped her skirt. Justin watched it fall to the floor and felt his heart begin to pound a little harder when he saw she wasn’t wearing any panties.

    “And what’s your part, Justin?” she asked after sitting down once more and spreading her legs.

    “It’s my job to fluff Ben’s cock. I get on my knees in front of him, free his erection from his pants, and take him in my mouth until Lauren tells me I’ve done a good job.”

    Annabelle’s fingers moved between her legs and she played with her pussy as Justin told his story. He heard the wetness and found great joy in the notion that he was the cause of it.

    “Do you like being a cocksucker for your wife, Justin?” she asked.

    His heart pounded harder as he stared between his boss’s legs. His wife was the only person that had ever asked him questions like that. It felt thrilling – and a little scary – to hear them from someone else.

    “Yes,” he answered. “I do. I don’t know why, but I like being a cocksucker for my wife.”

    Annabelle smiled at him as she pushed two fingers into her pussy.

    “You like it because it’s your place, Justin. You’re a true submissive. That means you find pleasure in doing as your domme desires. That means you find pleasure in sucking cock if it’s what your wife wants. That means you find pleasure in watching someone else fuck her. That means you’re going to find great pleasure in all the things I’m going to do to you,” Annabelle said.

    “Yes, ma’am,” he said.

    “What did you do after sucking Ben’s cock?” Annabelle asked.

    “I helped guide him into Lauren’s pussy. She says it’s a cuckold’s place to do that. She says it shows my acceptance of the fact that she requires another man’s cock to give her the pleasure she deserves.”

    “Mmmm, it sounds like you’re a wonderful cuckold, Justin,” Annabelle said as she closed her eyes and rubbed her clit.

    Justin watched and wished she would order him to eat her pussy. He wanted to pleasure his boss. He wanted to taste her juices and bring her to orgasm. He wanted to be the one to make her moan.

    “What else did you do last night, Justin?” she asked.

    “I cleaned them after Ben came inside my wife,” he answered. “I always clean up after they’ve been together. First I sucked his cock clean of Lauren’s juices and some of his cum. Then I moved between her legs and licked his load out of her.”

    “So you fell asleep with another man’s cum in your body?” Annabelle asked.

    Justin felt precum dripping from his locked cock and into his panties. He couldn’t believe how thrilling it felt to answer her questions.

    “Yes, I did,” he said. “I’ve done it many times since Lauren first had me clean them.”

    Annabelle pushed two fingers into her pussy and pulled them out. She leaned forward and pressed them against Justin’s lips. He opened his mouth and was granted the pleasure of sucking her fingers clean.

    “So I guess you’re a cum slut along with being a cocksucker,” she said while fucking his mouth with her fingers. “I mean, no one eats as much cum as you have without being a cum slut.”

    Justin couldn’t object to her reasoning and he didn’t mind being labeled a cum slut. He kind of liked it, in fact.

    “Would you like to make me cum, Justin?” Annabelle asked.

    Her fingers were still in his mouth, so Justin nodded.

    “Stand up,” she said.

    Annabelle pulled her long, slender fingers from his mouth and Justin stood up.

    “Show me your panties,” she demanded.

    He pulled his pants down and lifted his shirt to show the powder blue lace panties Lauren had picked out for him that morning.

    “They’re beautiful,” Annabelle said. “They look quite lovely on you, but they could look better.”

    “I’ll do whatever you demand,” Justin said.

    “Good. I want you to shave your pubic hair before you come to work tomorrow morning. I want your ass, your cock, and your balls to be smooth. I want you to shave you upper thighs, too. Smooth skin looks so much better in panties and there’s no reason for you to come to work looking anything but your best. Do you understand?” she asked.

    Justin nodded.

    “Now I’d like you to bend over and place your hands on the edge of my desk,” Annabelle explained.

    Justin did as he was told and felt her hand move over his pantied ass.

    “Your wife and I are both confident dommes, Justin, but we have different desires. Your wife finds pleasure in making you submit to her bull and using his cock to make her cum. She finds pleasure in turning you into the perfect submissive husband who is willing to do anything to meet her needs. I’m similar, I suppose, in that I’m going to train you to be the perfect assistant that will go to any length to meet my needs, but I like to find my pleasure in other ways as well.”

    She squeezed his ass aggressively through the panties and Justin yelped as he felt the pain she unquestionably intended to cause.

    “Are you willing to suffer for me, Justin?” Annabelle asked.

    “Yes, ma’am,” he answered.

    A moment later her open hand came down on his pantied ass. The strike was swift and hard and Justin cried out in pain. He doubled over with his head coming to rest on the edge of her desk.

    “Head up, Justin,” Annabelle said.

    He lifted his head and she delivered another blow, this one to his other ass cheek. Again Justin doubled over in pain.

    “I learned with Martin that I like causing a bit of pain,” Annabelle explained. “It makes me wet to see a submissive suffer for me. It’s your willingness to take the abuse that really turns me on, Justin. It’s knowing that you’ll stand here and let me spank your ass until it’s red and bruised that truly thrills me. It’s what has me on the brink of an orgasm right now. It’s even more exciting to break in a new submissive, after all.”

    Despite the pain, Justin felt the kind of joy that came from sinking deeper into subspace. It was making his domme happy that truly thrilled him. It was even hotter knowing that she found genuine sexual pleasure in it, that it was a source of arousal for her.

    “You will suffer for me, Justin,” Annabelle said. “You will even learn to love it. You will learn to love it just like you’ve come to love sucking cock and eating cum for your wife.”

    “Thank you, ma’am,” he said. “Thank you for allowing me to suffer for your pleasure.”

    Annabelle reared back and delivered two hard swats in a row. The pain was significant enough to bring Justin to the brink of tears, and yet he felt immensely aroused.

    “You’re a beautiful submissive, Justin, and we’re going to have so much fun together,” Annabelle said.

    A moment later he heard the sound of wet masturbation. She was playing with her pussy as he stood bent over her desk.

    She spanked his ass again. He cried out in pain and she moaned. She spanked him once more, this time delivering a blow of immense force. It was quickly followed by the unmistakable sound of an orgasm.

    Annabelle had climaxed from spanking his ass. It made Justin smile gleefully even as he fought off the overwhelming pain emanating from his backside.

    “Thank you, Annabelle,” he said.

    “You’re welcome, Justin,” she replied. “You may pull your pants up.”

    Justin did as his boss instructed as she pulled her skirt back on and zipped it up.

    “I’ll require your tongue before lunch,” she said. “I can be quite ravenous when I have a submissive to play with, so you can expect to be put to use in serving my sexual needs quite often. That won’t be a problem, will it?”

    “Of course not, ma’am. Thank you for letting me serve your needs,” he replied.

    “You may go to your desk,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand.

    Justin smiled and left his boss’s office. Sitting was quite painful, but he found pleasure in it. He knew the pain had been given to him by his domme and that it had brought her pleasure, so continuing to suffer made him happy.

    He hoped his ass would ache all day. He wanted to feel that sense of submissive pleasure for as long as possible.
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    Lauren raised a glass of champagne and smiled at Justin. “Congratulations on your promotion, sweetheart.”

    She and Ben clinked their glasses and sipped their champagne as Justin watched from his knees. He’d stripped to his at his wife’s suggestion and now he waited for her instructions as she shared a toast with her bull.

    “We’re going to celebrate tonight,” Lauren said before a devilish smile crossed her face. She reached out and stroked the bulge in Ben’s jeans. “Would you like that, cuckold? Would you like to celebrate your promotion tonight?”

    Justin wasn’t sure what that meant, but he nodded at his wife.

    “Good. Then why don’t you crawl over here and free Ben’s cock from this tight denim prison,” Lauren suggested.

    Justin crawled towards his wife and her bull. He felt their eyes on him and saw the way they smiled. They clearly found it amusing that he was willing to act like a submissive pet in front of them.

    “Justin’s boss has introduced him to elements of submission that I never really considered,” Lauren explained to her bull.

    “Really? Like what?” Ben asked.

    “She’s subjected him to regular punishments, for one. She bends him over her desk and spanks his ass while he tells her that he’s going to be a good submissive for her. She often sends him back to work with an ass so sore that it hurts to sit.”

    Justin had only been at his new job for two weeks and he’d been punished almost every day. Annabelle had been clear that the punishments weren’t random, though. They were to correct small mistakes he made as he learned the ins and outs of his new job and eventually the frequency of the spankings would decrease as he learned to anticipate her needs.

    As he reached up to unzip Ben’s jeans, Justin thought of the spanking he’d received the day prior. Annabelle had been particularly unhappy with the way he’d spoken to a client over the phone. She’d gotten a complaint, in fact. Justin hadn’t intended to be rude, but the client had yelled at him and he’d lost his cool. The spanking he got as a result was particularly vicious and left his ass stinging for hours.

    “I can already see the difference,” Lauren said as she watched Justin unzip her bull’s pants and reach inside to pull out his cock. “He’s better behaved at home and he’s even more attentive to my needs, which I wasn’t certain was possible. It turns out, it is. It turns out that Justin can be an even better submissive husband than I trained him to be.”

    Justin wrapped his lips around Ben’s cock and swallowed as much of the semi-hard shaft as he could.

    Ben groaned and said, “He’s still a damn good cocksucker. You did a great job with that.”

    Justin looked up to see his wife and her bull kissing. Ben’s hands moved under Lauren’s shirt and made their way to her breasts where he deftly played with her nipples and elicited moans of pleasure.

    Justin felt the familiar, beautiful ache of his cock trying to get hard in its chastity cage. He felt the familiar joy of sucking cock for his wife. He felt the familiar lust of being a cuckold as he watched the woman he desperately loved completely surrender to her desire for another man.

    “Fuck his throat,” Lauren said. “Make him gag.”

    Ben placed a strong hand on the back of Justin’s head, looked down at the cuckold sucking his cock, and did as Lauren desired.

    The big, now-erect cock pushed deep into Justin’s mouth and penetrated his throat. He gagged immediately, though he’d gotten good at enough at suppressing the reflex to let the throat fucking happen without vomiting. Soon enough his mouth was being used like a pussy. He simply stayed on his knees as the big dick moved in and out of him, stretching his lips and making a slippery mess as it gathered mucous from the back of his throat.

    Lauren unbuttoned her tight jeans and pushed them down to her knees to masturbate as she watched Ben use his mouth. Justin could hear the wetness that had already formed between her legs. It filled him with a sense of submissive joy. His mouth was being used like a pussy as his wife watched and it turned her on.

    “My turn,” Lauren said. “Get on your back, Justin.”

    Ben pulled his cock from Justin’s mouth and he dutifully got on his back as his wife demanded. She stood over his head and then slowly sat on his face while reaching up to stroke her bull’s big cock.

    “I want you to watch, Justin. Watch me suck his cock. Watch me suck the cock you got nice and hard for me,” Lauren said.

    She lowered her pussy onto Justin’s mouth and wrapped her lips around her bull’s cock to pleasure him.

    Justin did his part by licking his wife’s perfect, slippery cunt like he knew she desired. Because of how he was positioned, he had a perfect view of the blowjob she was giving. He watched her lips move down the bottom of Ben’s long, thick shaft. He even saw Lauren’s throat bulge a little as the big dick moved deep into her mouth.

    “Will you give my cuckold a reward?” Lauren asked as she stroked her bull’s long, thick dick. “Will you give him a yummy treat as a reward for getting a promotion?”

    “You know I will,” Ben said.

    “Do you hear that, honey?” Lauren asked as she looked down at her pussy worshiping husband. “Ben’s going to give you a reward. Isn’t that exciting?”

    Justin did his best to nod and express his happiness with his eyes. He couldn’t speak as he was completely smothered by his wife’s slippery, perfect pussy.

    Lauren wrapped her lips around Ben’s big cock once again and the sounds of sucking and stroking filled the room.

    When Ben’s balls tightened up and his groans grew louder and more frequent, Lauren stood up and freed Justin’s face from the smothering impact of her pussy.

    “Get on your knees, honey. Get ready for your reward,” she said.

    Justin swiftly moved to his knees and looked up at his wife and her bull. Lauren stroked Ben’s thick, throbbing cock just a few inches from her husband’s face and said, “Open up.”

    Justin opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue. He knew what his reward was going to be. He’d known all along.

    “Aren’t you lucky that Ben is willing to cum in your cuckold mouth?” Lauren asked. “Aren’t you lucky that he’s willing to forgo cumming in my pussy just to give you a reward for getting a promotion?”

    Justin nodded as he kept his tongue extended while Lauren stroked the head of her bull’s cock. He knew he was moments away from taking a load directly from Ben, something he’d only done a handful of times.

    “Here it comes, honey,” Lauren said. “Take him in your mouth.”

    Justin wrapped his lips around the head of Ben’s cock and sucked as he moved his tongue over the underside. Ben groaned and a moment later a huge shot of cum landed on Justin’s eager tongue. A dozen more followed and soon it felt like he had so much cum in his mouth that he might choke on it.

    “Show me your reward,” Lauren said.

    Justin opened his mouth and showed the cum that had collected on his tongue.

    “Are you grateful that Ben gave you that reward, honey? Are you grateful that you got to experience the pleasure of having a real man cum in your mouth?” Lauren asked.

    Justin nodded as he held his mouth open. His tongue was bathed in the salty sweetness of another man’s cum. His cock ached in its cage. He was dripping precum. Best of all, he was firmly ensconced in subspace.

    “You may swallow your reward,” Lauren said.

    Justin closed his mouth and swallowed the seed that Ben had given him. It slid down his throat, leaving a thin coating and a delicious aftertaste in its wake.

    “Thank you for cumming in my mouth,” Justin said.

    “You’re welcome,” Ben replied.

    “Please prepare the bedroom for us,” Lauren said. “Ben will be staying the night, so when you’re finished you may prepare the guest room for your use.”

    Justin stood up and headed towards the bedroom with the taste of cum still strong in his mouth. He liked having a job to do, even if that job was the same as a maid at an expensive hotel. He was going to do it well, though, and then he’d get the reward of knowing that his wife was spending the night in another man’s arms while he slept alone in the guest room.

    
      

    

    “Justin, would you please join me in my office,” Annabelle said through the speakerphone.

    Justin stood up and smiled. His heart pounded a little. Something interesting almost always happened when Annabelle called him into her office.

    “What can I do for you?” Justin asked as he closed the door behind him.

    Annabelle smiled and beckoned him closer as she gestured to the pair of black slacks draped over the back of a chair.

    “I’d like to make a small adjustment to how you dress for work, Justin,” she said.

    The slacks looked expensive and rather elegant as Justin admired them. “Of course,” he said. “Whatever you want.”

    “Good,” Annabelle said as she gestured to the slacks. “Please put those on.”

    Justin slipped off his shoes and took off the pants he’d worn to work that morning. He picked up the black slacks and was momentarily struck by utter confusion.

    “Wait, why is the zipper in the back?” he asked as he held the slacks up and examined them.

    “Why do you think, Justin?” Annabelle asked.

    He looked to his boss and then back at the pants. It took a few moments, but eventually it dawned on him.

    “These are women’s slacks,” he said.

    Annabelle smiled and came out from behind her desk. She reached out and her fingers danced over Justin’s panty clad ass before moving around front to play with his locked cock.

    “It’s true that those pants are designed for women, Justin, but that doesn’t mean only women can wear them. Men can look good in them too, especially men whose cocks form a rather low profile like yours. In your cage you barely register as more than a little lump, so these pants will look perfect on you,” she said.

    Annabelle caressed Justin’s balls through his lace panties and placed the gentlest kiss on the soft, exposed skin of his neck and that was all it took to convince him.

    Justin unzipped the pants and stepped into them as his boss stepped back. He pulled them up and immediately noticed the snug fit around his crotch. He looked down and saw a small, barely perceptible bump where the material pressed against his locked cock.

    “Turn around for me,” Annabelle said. “Model your new pants.”

    Justin spun around as his boss instructed. The smile on her face brought him an intense kind of submissive joy.

    “They look beautiful on you, Justin,” she said. “I expect you to go shopping after work to pick up a handful of new pairs. Don’t be afraid to expand beyond the typical office color palette, either. Try something a little more colorful.”

    “Yes, ma’am,” Justin replied.

    Annabelle stepped closer and grabbed Justin’s ass with two hands.

    “It turns me on when you’re a good boy,” she said. “It’s so nice to have an obedient assistant again.”

    “Thank you, Annabelle. I can’t explain how much it thrills me to serve you at work. And thank you for buying me these pants. They’re beautiful and they feel so much better than I thought they would,” he said.

    “I know they do, Justin. They’re perfect for a man like you. They fit what you are so much better than a typical pair of pants designed for men, don’t you think?” she asked.

    Justin nodded. He knew what she was saying even though she hadn’t come right out and said it. He knew she was implying that he was less than a man, and she was right. He regularly sucked cock for his wife. He spent most of his life in panties and chastity. He hadn’t fucked his wife in a long, long time. He happily let his boss spank him to punish his work mistakes. It was clear that he was an atypical man, to be certain, and less than a man in the eyes of many. It made him happy to have something as simple as a piece of clothing help reinforce that notion.

    “Yes, Annabelle, they’re perfect for me,” he said. “Thank you for seeing that. Thank you for showing me just how perfect they are.”

    Annabelle returned behind her desk and sat in her chair. “It’s time for you to worship me,” she said.

    Justin moved behind the desk and dropped to his knees as Annabelle pulled up her skirt and pulled aside her panties. She presented Justin with her perfect pussy and he leaned forward to worship her.

    His tongue pushed into her wetness and he gently licked and sucked on her labia before turning his attention to her clit.

    “That’s a good boy,” Annabelle said. “Eat my pussy. Make me cum. Serve your boss’s needs.”

    Justin did as he was told and he did so gleefully. He served Annabelle’s needs because in that moment nothing made him happier or filled him with a deeper sense of satisfaction than ensuring that she was happy.

    As Annabelle neared her orgasm she held Justin’s head with both hands and pulled him closer. She smothered him with her pussy while his tongue worked her clit. Her thighs began to tremble and she closed them around his head moments before unleashing a loud, low moan and having a beautiful orgasm.

    “Thank you, my beautiful secretary,” Annabelle said with a hazy, post-orgasmic smile on her face.

    Justin felt a small thrill at being called beautiful, though he wasn’t sure why.

    “It was my pleasure, as always,” he said.

    “Good. You may return to your desk. I’m going to email your wife to let her know about the wardrobe changes. Perhaps she’ll be kind enough to go shopping with you to ensure you pick out the right pants to look good for your boss,” she said.

    Justin smiled as he stood up and moved towards the door. “That would be wonderful,” he replied.

    Justin liked the idea of looking good for his boss. It felt old school, like he’d traveled to a time when a secretary was hired based on attractiveness and little else. He wanted to look good for Annabelle, though. He wanted her to see him and be filled with a desire to use him. He wanted her to be proud of her secretary.

    Thankfully, it seemed as though Annabelle had every intention of ensuring that was the case.
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    “Welcome, Mr. Abernathy,” Justin said as he stood to welcome Annabelle’s three o’clock appointment. He opened the door to Annabelle’s office and said, “You can go right in. Is there anything I can get you?”

    Mr. Abernathy paused in the doorway, smiled at Justin as his eyes quickly scanned the younger man, and said, “A cappuccino would be wonderful.”

    “Of course, sir,” Justin said as he gently closed the door behind Mr. Abernathy and headed towards the company kitchen.

    He was experienced enough with the espresso machine to confidently pull a shot and prepare the milk to make a cappuccino, though he was a little nervous that Mr. Abernathy was accustomed to a higher quality drink and would be disappointed.

    Despite those nerves, Justin confidently entered Annabelle’s office with the freshly-made drink in his hand and set it on the table next to the leather chair where Mr. Abernathy sat.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “Is there anything else I can get either of you?” Justin asked.

    “Actually, Justin, why don’t you take a seat?” Annabelle said.

    Justin sat across from Mr. Abernathy and stared at his boss as he wondered why she’d invited him to sit in on a meeting that was far above his pay grade.

    “Justin, would you mind telling James,” Annabelle began as she pointed to Mr. Abernathy, “why you’re wearing women’s pants.”

    Justin froze for a moment. He wasn’t entirely sure if Annabelle wanted him to be honest, nor was he entirely sure what the purest form of honesty was.

    “It’s alright, Justin,” James said. “I’m not here to judge your fashion choices or any lifestyle choices you might have made. I’m simply curious.” He sipped the cappuccino and smiled. “This is very well made, by the way.”

    The compliment made Justin smile and he felt some of his anxiety wash away. “I’m wearing women’s pants because it’s the way Annabelle prefers I dress,” he said.

    “And you don’t mind wearing clothing meant for women?” James asked.

    “No, sir, I don’t. I’m wearing panties as well,” Justin said, though he regretted it immediately. He answered a question he hadn’t been asked. “I’m sorry, that was too much information.”

    “Don’t be silly, Justin. You have nothing to be embarrassed about,” James replied as he placed the drink on the table.

    “Before you came in, James and I were enjoying a conversation about the joys of having an assistant that’s, shall we say, eager to please,” Annabelle interjected. “It turns out that James hasn’t had an assistant like that in a while. HR issues and all of that. I told him that I’d been lucky enough to find someone whose dedication extended far beyond a willingness to please.”

    “Yes, she was very complimentary of your work ethic, Justin,” James said.

    “I do my best,” Justin said as he tried to discern where the conversation was headed.

    Annabelle stood up and walked around her desk as she said to Justin, “As you know, I would very much like to work out a deal with James. Our companies stand to make quite a bit of money together, but we have competition and I need an edge. I needed something to offer James that would set our company apart from everyone else.”

    Justin recognized the look in Annabelle’s eyes. He knew what she was going to say next.

    “As it turns out, you’re that edge, Justin,” she said.

    Justin looked at James and saw a lascivious smile cross the older man’s face.

    “I’ve informed James of your experience sucking cock for your wife’s bull along with your love of panties and your locked cock. He has agreed to sign a contract with our company in exchange for the right to occasionally make use of your very particular secretarial services,” Annabelle informed Justin.

    “Of course,” Justin replied. His experience fluffing Ben for his wife meant he wasn’t particularly nervous about fellating James.

    “Please remove your clothing,” Annabelle said. “James would like to see your panties and that cute little cage that imprisons your cock.”

    Despite feeling a little self-conscious, Justin stood and stripped as his boss ordered him to do. James watched his every move, seemingly devouring Justin with his hungry stares.

    “How interesting,” James said as he admired the purple lace boyshort panties Justin wore. “Do you pick out your own panties, Justin?”

    “Most days my wife picks them for me,” he answered.

    “Please bend over and place your hands on my desk,” Annabelle said.

    Justin did as he was told. He looked forward as James stood up and reached out to squeeze Justin’s panty-clad ass.

    “Very nice,” he said.

    Justin felt like a piece of meat that James was examining before ordering it from the butcher. In reality, it was more like he was a girl at a brothel being inspected by a prospective client.

    “Justin is very good at receiving discipline,” Annabelle said. “I introduced him to the concept of spanking to learn from his mistakes and his wife says he’s been far better behaved since he received his first punishment.”

    “Is that true, Justin?” James asked. “Are you better behaved now that you’re being spanked regularly by your boss?”

    “I am,” he replied.

    “You really have found a very special secretary,” James said to Annabelle.

    “I know, believe me. I’m never letting this one go,” she replied. “Would you like to spank him?”

    “I would,” James said as he unbuckled his belt. “But I prefer to use my belt. Will that be alright?”

    “Of course,” Annabelle said in a cheerful voice.

    Justin looked back to see James fold his belt in half and move into position to deliver the first blow. He pulled his arm back and then whipped it forward. The belt moved through the air and came down directly on the meaty part of Justin’s ass. He threw his head back, clenched his teeth, and fought through the exceptional pain.

    James struck him again in almost the exact same spot. Justin couldn’t help but cry out in pain. The anguish was accompanied by something he recognized, though: Submission. Being belted by a man was something he’d never experienced before and the context helped guide him deeper into submission. He was in panties and a chastity device. His boss was watching and guiding the action. He was bent over her desk. Finally, he’d effectively been pimped out to James by his boss and this was just the start of it.

    “I do miss this,” James said.

    “Does it excite you to spank a submissive?” Annabelle asked.

    “It certainly does,” James replied.

    “And how about you, Justin? Does it excite you to receive punishment from a superior man?” she asked.

    Justin found her phrasing undeniably thrilling. “Yes, I do.”

    “I know that Justin finds sucking cock exciting, James. Would you like him to suck your cock?” Annabelle asked in a soft, sensual voice.

    “I’d like that very much,” James replied.

    He sat down and Justin stood up and turned around. He felt a little bit of precum leaking from his caged cock. The spanking had been enough to make him drip.

    “Justin doesn’t often get the chance to suck a man’s cock to completion. Instead of getting to receive his reward directly he most often licks it out of his wife’s pussy after she’s been fucked by the superior man she’s taken as her lover,” Annabelle explained. “So serving you is going to be a special treat for him. Isn’t that right, Justin?”

    “Yes, that’s right,” Justin said as he turned to James. “May I suck your cock, sir?”

    “You may,” James said as a satisfied smile crossed his face.

    Justin fell to his knees in front of James and reached up to unzip the older man’s pants and pull out his cock. It wasn’t lost on him that he was doing so at work and that giving head to a client was now part of his job.

    “Make him feel good, Justin. Show him that it’s worth working with us. Show him that when he comes in for his monthly meetings that he’s going to get exactly what he’s looking for from your whore mouth,” Annabelle said.

    Justin took James’s half hard cock into his mouth and sucked until it was throbbing. He wasn’t anywhere near as big as Ben, but that only made it easier. Justin was able to swallow every inch of James’s cock with ease, and soon his head was bobbing up and down in the other man’s lap.

    “He’s an exceptional cocksucker,” James said. “I think I made the right decision.”

    “I’m quite certain of it,” Annabelle said. “Plus, Justin is quite adept at learning. Whatever you need him to be, he can be. He simply needs to be trained.”

    “Look up at me, Justin,” James said.

    Justin did as he was told while continuing to worship the older man’s cock.

    “You like being a good cocksucker, don’t you?” he asked. “You feel proud when I call you that, don’t you?”

    Justin let James’s cock fall from his mouth as he said, “I do, sir.”

    “Stick your tongue out,” James said.

    Justin did as he was told and James slapped his cock against Justin’s tongue. He then rubbed the slippery, saliva-soaked head all over Justin’s face, leaving him coated with a mixture of his spit and James’s precum.

    Annabelle slipped out of her skirt and sat in the other chair. She spread her legs and played with her pussy as James continued to rub his dick all over Justin’s face.

    “Do what you wish to him, James,” Annabelle said. “He’s here to serve your needs, whatever they might be. It doesn’t matter if you’re aggressive or humiliating. It doesn’t matter if he struggles with what you need him to do. Just make him do it.”

    James smiled, stood up, and grabbed Justin’s head with both hands. He pushed his cock into the secretary’s waiting mouth and buried it in his throat in one swift push.

    Justin gagged but James persisted. He fought off the urge to vomit and soon he was on the receiving end of an aggressive face fucking.

    James pumped Justin’s mouth like it was a pussy. There was no other way to describe it. He was fast and rough and he didn’t seem to care that Justin was gagging, that his eyes were watering, and that a steady stream of saliva was running out of his mouth and down his chin.

    Justin heard Annabelle moaning as she played with her pussy. She was clearly enjoying the show, which made him enjoy it all the more. He liked that she found pleasure in watching him take a face fucking. He loved it, in fact. It made him feel like he was serving his purpose, like the woman that had taken his submission to a new level found satisfaction in his willingness to offer his mouth for another man’s pleasure.

    A few minutes after the vigorous face fucking began, James pushed his cock into Justin’s throat and held it there as he ejaculated. Most of the cum bypassed his tongue and slid right into his stomach, which was the first time Justin had ever experienced that.

    By the time James pulled out, Justin’s jaw ached, his face was covered in tears from his eyes watering, his chin and chest were soaked in spit, and his throat hurt. He felt abused, and yet he felt a beautiful kind of satisfaction coursing through every bit of his body.

    “Thank you,” Justin said. “Thank you for letting me serve you. Thank you for cumming down my throat.”

    James zipped up and smiled. “He really is a good secretary,” he said. “You have a deal, Ms. Spencer.”

    “We’re going to make a lot of money together,” Annabelle said as she shook James’s hand and then bade him goodbye. “You were very good, Justin. You just proved your value beyond being my little plaything. I think you’re going to be my secretary for a very long time. What do you think about that?”

    “That would make me very happy,” Justin said as he turned to Annabelle.

    “Why don’t you crawl over here and finish me off, sweetheart?” Annabelle said in a soft, soothing voice.

    Justin crawled between her legs and buried his tongue in her pussy. He soaked up her juices. He licked her clit. He relaxed into the joy of worshiping her perfect pussy while another man’s cum rested in his stomach.

    “Make me cum like a good secretary should,” Annabelle said.

    Justin intended to do so as many times as she would let him.

    
      

    

    “Hey honey,” Justin called out as he walked through the front door.

    He expected to find Lauren in the kitchen or relaxing with a glass of wine, but she met him at the top of the stairs with a smile on her face.

    “I’m so proud of you!” she said while pulling him into a warm hug. “Annabelle told me about today. She told me that you helped seal a really important deal for the company. More importantly, she told me that you secured your long term future as her secretary and that as she rises up you’re going to go with her. That’s amazing!”

    Lauren pulled him into another hug and then surprised Justin by kissing him softly.

    “Did she tell you how I did all those things?” Justin asked.

    Lauren flashed a naughty smile. “She certainly did. I’ll bet you were happy that I trained you to be such a good cocksucker for Ben, weren’t you?”

    “I was, actually. I would have been terrified of going down on him if I’d never given head before. It made it a lot easier to withstand the face fucking.”

    “Mmmm, I’m sorry I missed it,” Lauren said. “What Annabelle described sounded amazing. I’m not surprised she had you go down on her afterwards. You would have worshiped my pussy too if I’d have been there.”

    “You really would have enjoyed watching him use me?” Justin asked.

    Lauren stepped a little closer and reached between Justin’s legs to squeeze his locked up cock. “Are you kidding? I know that you’re a good little submissive. I know that you were turned on while he was fucking your pretty little mouth. I would have loved watching that. I love watching you suck Ben’s cock, baby, and I would have loved watching someone cum down your throat.”

    Justin yearned for his wife in that moment. He wanted to take her into the bedroom, tear her clothes off, and fuck her. He wanted to feel her pussy around his cock for the first time in many months. He wanted to be free of his chastity.

    None of it was possible, though. That wasn’t his place anymore.

    “You want me, don’t you?” Lauren asked.

    Justin was genuinely surprised. “How did you know?”

    She leaned closer and kissed his neck before whispering, “I know my husband very well. I know that you still want to fuck me from time to time despite knowing that you can’t please me. I know that you want to feel my warm, wet, perfect pussy around your little dick. I know you want to spill your little cumshot inside me.”

    Lauren stepped back and pulled off her top. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It fell to the floor, exposing her perky breasts.

    “I know that turning you on and denying you the pleasure of my body thrills me,” Lauren said as she reached out, grabbed Justin’s hand, and pulled it to her breast. “I know that getting you excited in your cage and making you drip those delicious chastity tears makes me wet.”

    Lauren unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She pulled down her lace thong and exposed her perfect pussy as Justin played with her breasts. He knew she was teasing him, but he wasn’t going to pass up on the opportunity.

    “I know you’d give anything to be set free from your cage right now. I know you’d probably give up one of your testicles for the chance to fuck me, to fill me, to cum inside me,” Lauren said as she stared into his eyes and pushed two fingers into her pussy.

    “But I’m not going to let you do that, baby. There’s no chance. You don’t get to fuck me. You’re not worthy of my pussy. You never have been, but you’re definitely not now that I have Ben to satisfy my needs.”

    Lauren pointed to the floor and Justin fell to his knees.

    “I am going to let you make me cum, though. Ben’s not available tonight and I’m horny, so I’m going to let you worship me all night. You’re going to make me cum over and over and you’re going to stay locked up in your cage the entire time.”

    “Thank you,” Justin said. “I love you so much.”

    Lauren stepped closer and pulled him to her pussy. “I love you too, my good little cuckold.”

    Justin went to work giving his wife the first of what he knew would be many orgasms that night.
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    “Honey!” Justin called out.

    “Yes, dear?” Lauren said as she stepped into the closet.

    “Where are my shirts?” he said while gesturing to the part of the closest that used to be filled with an array of button up shirts for work.

    Lauren stepped closer and smiled as she took his hand. “They’re right there,” she said while pointing to the selection of blouses that hung where his work shirts used to be.

    “Lauren, please, stop messing with me. Those aren’t my shirts. Those are blouses,” he said.

    “Yes, they are,” Lauren replied. “Those are also the shirts you’re going to be wearing to work from now on.”

    “What? Why?” Justin asked.

    “Because that’s what your boss wants. Annabelle texted me on Friday and informed me that she wanted you to upgrade your wardrobe in the direction of something more feminine. She says blouses like these are more fitting for the role you’ll be playing at your job now and in the future,” Lauren informed him.

    Justin reached up and ran his fingers over the soft, decidedly feminine material of the white blouse that hung closest to him.

    “Annabelle was very clear, honey. You don’t have a choice in the matter. You wear these clothes or you lose your job, and I think we both know you’re not going to disappoint me or Annabelle, so stop moping and get dressed for work. You don’t want Annabelle to have to spank your ass before the work day has even begun, do you?” Lauren asked.

    Justin thought of the last spanking he’d received. It had happened on Thursday after he’d accidentally spilled coffee and ruined a contract Annabelle had just signed. Sitting had been difficult for the rest of the day as she’d taken to his ass with a belt instead of the bare hand spanking she typically delivered.

    “Of course,” Justin said. “I’m sorry for the confusion. I’ll get dressed.”

    Lauren gave him a kiss on the cheek and said, “Black and white go very well together, so why don’t you try that pretty white blouse with a pair of black pants.”

    Justin grabbed the outfit his wife suggested and laid the clothes on the bed before grabbing a pair of pink lace panties from the dresser.

    “Before you put those on,” Lauren said as she moved behind Justin and grabbed his ass with both hands. “I’d like you to do something for me.”

    “Of course, anything,” Justin replied as his wife kissed his neck and sent a powerful surge of lust through his body.

    “Turn around and get on your knees,” she demanded in a soft, seductive voice.

    Justin did as he was told and looked up at his wife from his knees. She pulled down the little pajama shorts she’d slept in and revealed her beautiful pussy. Like most nights, she hadn’t worn panties under her shorts.

    “It turns me on to see you being such a good boy for your boss,” Lauren said. “And believe it or not, it turns me on to see you dressing in more feminine clothing. It feels like it’s the way you were meant to dress. It feels so perfect for you.”

    Justin nodded as Lauren reached between her legs and played with her pussy. She slipped two fingers inside and then offered them to Justin.

    “I think we both know that it’s not quite accurate to call you a man, at least not in the traditional sense,” Lauren said as her fingers moved over Justin’s tongue while he sucked them clean. “You’re not a woman, obviously, but you’re not really a man, either. A man wouldn’t dress in panties, women’s slacks, and pretty blouses for work. A man wouldn’t suck cock for his wife. A man wouldn’t clean another man’s cum out of his wife’s pussy. A man wouldn’t suck cock for his boss, either. A straight man wouldn’t, at least.”

    Lauren pulled her fingers from Justin’s mouth and directed his head between her legs. He ate her pussy as she continued.

    “I think it’s clear that you’re still on the journey that’s going to take you wherever you belong. I’m so glad I get to go on that journey with you, Justin. I’m so glad you’re such an eager cocksucker for me and Ben. I’m so glad you’re such an eager cum slut, too. I’m so glad that you’re working so hard for Annabelle and that you’re so receptive to her guidance as she trains you to be the perfect secretary for her.”

    Justin felt the familiar ache of overwhelming arousal between his legs. Lauren’s pussy tasted perfect and she was soaking wet. She was aroused at the idea of him dressing in a blouse and women’s pants for work. She was aroused at the idea of him being Annabelle’s submissive. All of it thrilled her, which meant all of it thrilled Justin too.

    Lauren climaxed after just a few minutes of using his mouth for her pleasure. She leaned down and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.

    “Have a wonderful day at work, honey,” she said.

    “Thank you for letting me taste you,” Justin said.

    “You’re welcome,” Lauren replied as she pulled her shorts up and left the room.

    Justin stood up with a smile and pulled on his pink lace panties before getting dressed in what was now an entirely feminine ensemble.

    After he’d finishing buttoning up the blouse and tucking it into his pants, Justin stepped in front of the floor length mirror and smiled. He looked better than he’d thought he would. The blouse wasn’t entirely feminine – there were no ruffles and it wasn’t made of a shiny material – so there was at least a chance that he’d be mistaken for someone that preferred androgynous clothing. 

    None of that really mattered, though. What mattered was that Annabelle and Lauren had decided that this was the kind of clothing he would wear now and Justin wasn’t going to argue. Instead, he was going to embrace doing what the two dominant women in his life wanted him to do.

    Lauren gave Justin a hug as he came into the kitchen looking for his keys and briefcase. “You look so pretty,” she said.

    Her choice of words was purposeful and Justin couldn’t ignore it. He kind of liked it. It was clearly the intention of the outfit choice, so he embraced it.

    “Have you seen my briefcase?” he asked.

    “Actually, you’ll be using this from now on,” Lauren said as she turned and revealed a sleek, dark blue briefcase that had clearly been designed for women. All the hard angles had been removed and replaced with soft curves that made it look elegant and beautiful. “It’s fitting for the new you, don’t you think?”

    “I do,” he replied before picking it up and slinging it over his shoulder. “Thank you. For everything.”

    “You’re welcome,” Lauren said before giving him a light smack on the ass. “Have a good day at work.”

    
      

    

    Justin arrived early for work, as he almost always did since he’d become Annabelle’s secretary. It was more important to impress her than to get a little extra sleep.

    Unlike most days, she was in her office when he arrived. “Justin, please come into my office,” she said through the intercom before he’d even sat down.

    “Yes, Annabelle, what can I do for you?” Justin asked as he walked into his boss’s office and gently shut the door behind him.

    Annabelle leaned back in her chair and smiled. As she crossed her legs Justin noticed that she was wearing leather pants. It was the first time he’d ever seen her in anything but a skirt.

    “I see that Lauren introduced you to your new work wardrobe,” Annabelle said.

    “Yes, thank you for suggesting the change,” Justin replied as he ran his fingers over the sleeves of the white blouse. “She might have told you, but I was a little resistant at first. I apologize for that. As it turns out, I quite like this shirt, especially after I saw myself in the mirror.”

    Annabelle stood up and came out from behind her desk. Justin couldn’t help but marvel at how good she looked in the leather pants. She wore a semi-sheer sleeveless blouse and a short jacket with them. It was quite the power combo.

    “I gave your wife a few suggestions, though she picked this one out on her own,” Annabelle said as she approached and ran her fingers over Justin’s blouse. “It’s quite nice, isn’t it?”

    He nodded as his eyes drifted down to Annabelle’s leather pants. He felt the same beautiful kind of arousal he’d gotten used to at work. He wanted to worship the woman standing in front of him and her touch was more than enough to make his cock try and get hard in its cage.

    “Do you like my pants, Justin?” she asked.

    “Yes, Annabelle. They’re beautiful,” he replied.

    She smiled and her fingers drifted between his legs and played with his locked cock and his swollen testicles through the feminine slacks Justin wore.

    “The truth is,” Annabelle began, “dominating you makes me feel confident and powerful. It makes me better at my job. It makes me feel like I can do anything. I’d forgotten how much I missed that feeling.” She squeezed his cock and Justin groaned. “I’d forgotten that I need to feel that kind of power to be great at my job.”

    Justin was thrilled beyond words that he could help Annabelle experience that feeling. It made him feel as though his submission served an even deeper purpose.

    “That makes me very happy,” he said.

    Annabelle smiled and stepped closer. She squeezed Justin’s testicles through his pants, kissed his neck softly, and whispered, “That’s good, because I’m going to fuck your ass today and it’s going to hurt.”

    All he offered in reply was a groan born of a deep sense of submissive pleasure.

    “Take your pants off and bend over my desk,” Annabelle instructed.

    Justin rushed to strip off his pants before he moved to the edge of Annabelle’s desk, bent over, and grasped the smooth wooden edge.

    She moved behind him and rubbed his panty-clad ass before delivering four swats in quick succession. He gritted his teeth and suffered through the pain of a spanking, though it wasn’t nearly as painful as the last had been. This spanking didn’t seem to be intended for punishment. It was foreplay for the anal sex that Justin would soon be on the receiving end of.

    “Have you been fucked before, Justin?” Annabelle asked.

    “Not really, no,” he said. “I’ve had toys up there and the butt plug you gave me, of course, but I’ve never been properly fucked.”

    Annabelle walked to the other side of her desk, opened the bottom drawer, and pulled out a strapon harness and a long, thick black dildo.

    “Black seemed fitting,” she said while dangling the toy in front of Justin. “It matches my pants, after all.”

    Justin watched his boss step into the harness and pull it up her legs before slipping the dildo through the opening. She tightened the straps and took a moment to pose with her hands on her hips.

    “You look beautiful,” he said.

    She looked like a dominant goddess, especially after she took her jacket off.

    “Thank you, Justin. You look beautiful too, especially in that lovely new blouse of yours. I think I’d like you to keep it on while you fuck you from behind like a bitch,” Annabelle said.

    She pulled a bottle of lubrication from her desk and popped it open before slowly walking towards Justin and moving behind him. He turned around to see Annabelle squirt a healthy strip of lube down the top of her strapon. She stroked the long black shaft with her fingers, spreading the slippery liquid over every bit of its surface.

    “Take your panties off,” Annabelle demanded.

    Justin pulled his panties down and stepped out of them as Annabelle spread his ass cheeks and squirted lube down his crack. She rubbed the head of her strapon around his asshole to lube it up and Justin groaned.

    “Put your hands on the desk, look forward, and try your best to relax,” she said in a soft but utterly commanding voice.

    Justin did as he was told and he felt an uncomfortable sense of pressure against his asshole as Annabelle began the process of working the strapon into him.

    “It’s important that you learn to take cock, Justin,” Annabelle said as the head of the dildo popped past his anal ring, eliciting an agonized moan as he stretched wider than he’d ever stretched before. “As I’m sure you’ve already guessed, it’s going to be a part of your job. James is absolutely going to take advantage of your ass at some point. That will be at his discretion, but there were no limits on his ability to use you.”

    Justin gripped the edge of the desk as he tried his best to relax. He had to remind himself to breathe as his instinct seemed to be to hold his breath in hopes that the pain would recede. It wasn’t going to, though. He needed to get used to it.

    “Thank you for training me, Annabelle,” he said.

    She laughed and smacked his ass as her cock slid in and out of him.

    “You’re welcome, Justin,” she replied. “It’s always a pleasure to train a bitch like you and I think you’ll find that regular anal penetration helps you embrace your place as my submissive secretary. It might make you a better cuckold husband, too. There’s no better way to destroy a straight man’s ego than to fuck his ass over and over.”

    Annabelle grabbed Justin’s hips with both hands and quickly found a hard, deep rhythm. She filled him with long thrusts and he groaned each time her big cock bottomed out inside him.

    “You’re going to be the perfect secretary, Justin. I’m going to train you to be absolutely perfect in every way, and I’m just getting started,” she said.

    Justin closed his eyes and braced himself against the desk as Annabelle fucked him harder. His caged cock bounced with each thrust into his asshole. The pain had begun to recede and there was a little bit of pleasure mixed in.

    “Take it, Justin. Take my cock. Take it like a bitch. Be a good little cock whore for me,” Annabelle said as he fucked him harder. “Tell me you want to be my good little cock whore.”

    “I want to be your good little cock whore,” Justin replied. He felt a feverish kind of desire wash over him as Annabelle stretched his ass over and over. The harder she fucked him, the deeper he fell into submission.

    “Tell me you want to be a pretty little cock whore for me, Justin,” she demanded.

    “I want to be a pretty little cock whore for you,” he replied.

    Annabelle laughed as she found the strength to pound his ass harder. She grabbed a handful of Justin’s hair and pulled hard on it. His head snapped back as she smacked his ass and fucked him.

    Annabelle buried her cock inside him and leaned forward until her body was pressed against Justin’s back. “You’re already a pretty little cock whore,” she whispered. “Your ass is full of my thick cock. You’re dick is dripping precum. You fucking love this.”

    Annabelle pulled out and Justin’s asshole gaped open for a few moments. He looked back with what he knew was a desperate sense of desire in his eyes. He wanted her back inside him.

    “Clean yourself up in my bathroom. We have a client meeting in an hour,” she said.

    “Thank you, Annabelle,” Justin said. “That was unexpectedly wonderful.”

    Annabelle stepped closer and reached up to caress Justin’s face. “You’re welcome, my pretty little secretary,” she said.

    While she stepped back and loosened the harness straps Justin headed for her bathroom. Wiping his ass clean of the lube hurt considerably but it made him smile. It hurt because he’d gotten fucked and fucked hard by his beautiful, dominant goddess of a boss.

    “Thank you again,” Justin said after he’d cleaned up and gotten dressed once more.

    “You’re welcome,” Annabelle said from her chair. “Now get back to work.”

    “Of course,” Justin replied.

    He left her office and took his seat, though he found it difficult to concentrate. His mind kept returning to what Annabelle had said about his training just getting started. It felt like he’d already come so far. What else could she possibly have in store for him? Justin wasn’t sure if he was excited or terrified, but he knew he was going to go along for the ride.
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    “So, how was work today?” Lauren asked her husband as Ben put his arm around her and pulled her close.

    Justin looked at his wife and her bull cuddled up on their couch and smiled before he said, “It was good.”

    “And what did Annabelle have you do today?” Lauren asked as a naughty smile broke across her face.

    Justin remembered that his wife and her boss were in contact via text and email, meaning Lauren likely knew everything that had gone on at work that day.

    “She had me bend over her desk for a punishment spanking and a strapon fucking,” Justin answered as his asshole twitched. The fucking had not been for his pleasure. It had been part of his punishment. It was vigorous and painful and Annabelle had used a larger strapon than usual. He’d made yet another mistake with a contract and she’d been very clear that he was being punished for his inability to do his job correctly.

    “And does your asshole still hurt from that fucking?” Lauren asked.

    “It does,” Justin said.

    “Did you learn your lesson?” she asked.

    Justin felt humiliated all over again, but he knew it was important to learn his lesson and get better at his job. “Yes, I did.”

    Lauren smiled and cuddled up a little tighter with Ben, who moved his hand over her breasts and gently caressed them through the soft, tight t-shirt she had on.

    “Doesn’t he look so good in his new work clothes?” she asked her bull.

    Justin was wearing a pair of grey women’s slacks and a white satin blouse along with his panties and chastity device. He looked unabashedly feminine, as Annabelle desired.

    “He does,” Ben said. “That look fits him, too. That’s how a cuckold like Justin should dress for work.”

    “Don’t you think he’s right, sweetie?” Lauren asked.

    Justin nodded. He’d long since given up on fighting his feminization. It was clearly what his wife and his boss wanted, and though it was unquestionably humiliating, it also felt right to him. It felt like his place to work in women’s clothes. It felt like his place to wear panties all the time. It felt like his place to submit to the desires of his superiors.

    “You know what I’d like to see?” Lauren said. “I’d like to see you sucking cock in your pretty little outfit.”

    Justin put his bag down and walked towards the couch. He pulled the coffee table back, dropped to his knees, and reached up to unzip Ben’s pants.

    The smile on Lauren’s face was positively giddy as she watched him free her bull’s big dick and lean forward to take it in his mouth.

    “Mmmm, this is so much hotter when you look pretty,” Lauren said. “It seems so much more natural for you to be a pretty cocksucking cuckold.”

    Ben reached out and ran his hands through Justin’s hair before moving them over the sleeves of the soft satin blouse.

    “It feels better, too. I know the cocksucking isn’t any different, but a blowjob from a feminine cuckold is just better,” he said.

    Justin looked up as he pleasured his wife’s bull. Their compliments filled him with joy. He liked making his wife happy. He liked making her bull happy. He liked being a feminized cuckold cocksucker even more than he imagined he would.

    “Deepthroat him, sweetie,” Lauren said as she reached out and pushed down on the back of Justin’s head. “Deepthroat my bull like a good cuckold. Show him that his pleasure is more important than your comfort. Show him that you’re willing to do anything to make him feel good.”

    Justin gagged a little as his throat opened up, but he suppressed the reflex and he let Ben’s dick close off his ability to breathe as it slid deep into his mouth. He felt the cock throb and heard Ben moan. It brought Justin joy to know he was performing well for his wife.

    “I think you should start growing your hair out,” Lauren said. “You’d look so much prettier with long, shiny hair, don’t you think?”

    Justin’s mouth was stuffed with cock, making it impossible for him to answer. He would have nodded at his wife if he could have, though. He would have told her he liked the idea of having long hair. He would have told her that he’d fully embraced the notion of being feminized by his wife and his boss.

    “That’s good, sweetie,” Lauren said. “Ben is nice and hard now. Why don’t you come over here and eat my pussy a little.”

    Lauren pulled off her pants and panties and Justin crawled between her legs and tongued her perfect pussy. He licked up the wetness that had already formed and listened as she and her bull kissed passionately.

    “That’s good,” Lauren said as she gently pushed his head from between her legs. 

    Justin watched from his knees as his wife straddled her bull’s big cock, took him inside her, and sank down on it. He watched her pussy lips stretch around the impressive thickness the other man possessed.

    “Eat my ass,” Lauren said. “Put your tongue in my asshole while I fuck him.”

    Justin smiled before gently spreading his wife’s ass cheeks and pushing his face between them. He vigorously tongued her asshole while she rode Ben, moving his head up and down to match her rhythm and ensure that he served his purpose as her cuckold.

    With enough licking he managed to loosen her asshole and push his tongue inside his wife. He tasted her rectum and listened to her moan as she rode Ben harder.

    “Is he eating your ass like a good cuck?” Ben asked.

    “Yes he is,” Lauren replied before laughing. “He’s got his tongue inside me. He’s tasting my ass while you’re fucking me.”

    They both laughed as Lauren ceased bouncing and began to grind back and forth on Ben’s cock.

    “Are you glad you found me?” Ben asked. “Are you glad you found someone that could actually fuck you? Are you glad you replaced your husband with a real man?”

    “I am,” Lauren said. “You have no idea how much happier I am now. I had no idea how much happier I could be if I was having great sex.”

    Justin knew their conversation was for his benefit. He knew it was to humiliate him and push him a little bit deeper into his submission. He knew they were trying to make him feel like the cuckold he was. It was working, too. His cock ached in its chastity cage. He wished he could somehow push his tongue deeper into Lauren’s asshole as she rode her bull.

    “Cum on my cock, Lauren,” Ben said. “Fuck yourself with it. Use it to have the kind of orgasm you crave.”

    Justin heard his wife and her bull kissing as she worked her pussy with the other man’s superior cock. He heard his wife moaning as her ass began to tremble just a little around his face. He knew her orgasm was incoming.

    “Fuck, yes, I’m cumming!” Lauren cried out a few moments later.

    She moaned and twitched and trembled as the orgasm ripped through her body. Justin heard the sound of sensual kissing before Lauren whispered, “Thank you.”

    There was more kissing before she lifted her pussy off Ben’s big cock and dropped it back down again.

    “Suck his balls, cuckold,” she said. “Be a good little slut for me and suck Ben’s balls.”

    Justin pulled his tongue from his wife’s asshole and worked her bull’s balls with his mouth. He sucked on each of them. He swirled his tongue around the wrinkled, hairy flesh. He acted like the cuck she wanted him to be while Lauren rode her bull vigorously.

    Ben soon announced his intention to cum with a series of grunts and groans. His balls tightened and bounced in Justin’s mouth and then he buried his cock up inside Lauren’s pussy and unleashed his seed.

    They kissed again before Lauren climbed off her bull’s cock and said, “Clean him.”

    Justin sucked Ben’s cock clean, licking up every drop of cum and juice he found. When he was finished his wife spread her legs and welcomed him between them.

    “Clean me up, sweetie. Claim your reward for being such a good cuckold.”

    Justin did as he was told.

    
      

    

    “James, it’s good to see you,” Annabelle said as she walked into James’s office with Justin trailing behind her.

    “It’s good to see you too,” James replied as they shook hands. “And it’s quite nice to see you, Justin.”

    Justin nodded at the man he’d fellated a few weeks ago.

    “I see that he’s gotten even prettier,” James added as his eyes wandered over Justin’s body.

    Annabelle had requested he wear a pink silk blouse and a pair of white slacks that day. She’d been very clear that Justin would be serving his primary job purpose and that he’d need to look his best as they visited James.

    “He has,” Annabelle said. “He’s even started to grow out his hair. It’s not quite noticeable yet, but I imagine he’ll look even better the next time you see him.”

    James pulled out his desk chair, sat down, and pointed at the floor between his legs as he said, “Justin, why don’t you take your place?”

    Justin nodded and walked behind James’s desk to fall to his knees. He looked up at the man he’d be satisfying that day and wondered if he’d be required to do more than give a blowjob.

    “Do you want to suck my cock, Justin?” he asked.

    “I do,” Justin replied as he looked up at the wealthy older man.

    James looked towards Annabelle and smiled. “You’ve trained him so well,” he said. “I can’t tell you how much I miss having a dutiful, well-behaved secretary that understands her place.”

    “Justin is yours to do as you please with,” Annabelle said as she sat in one of the leather chairs on the other side of James’s desk. “As was our deal. Think of Justin as one of the perks of doing business with our company. You may use him to satisfy your desires in any way you want.”

    James turned his gaze to Justin once more and said, “Take out my cock.”

    Justin reached up, unzipped the older man’s pants, and pulled out his half-hard cock. He stroked it and looked at James for permission to begin giving head.

    “What do you want?” James asked.

    “I want to suck your cock, sir,” Justin replied.

    He felt small and submissive in front of the older man. Knowing that Annabelle was watching only deepened those feelings, all of which left him exceptionally aroused.

    “Go ahead, then,” James replied. “Suck my cock.”

    Justin leaned forward and wrapped his lips around James’s now-hard cock. He swallowed most of it on the first go, eliciting a deep moan from the older man.

    “He’s gotten better,” James said.

    “He gets quite a lot of practice,” Annabelle replied from across the desk. “He sucks my strapon and he sucks his wife’s bull’s cock quite often as well. He knows it’s part of his duty. He knows it’s essential to both me and his wife that he be a good cocksucker.”

    James leaned back in his chair and reached out to push on the back of Justin’s head. It pushed Justin even deeper into a sense of submission. His mouth was being used for the older man’s pleasure. He was little more than a fuck hole in that moment.

    Justin’s eyes were watering by the time James relented and let him come up for air. The older man looked down at the feminized, cocksucking secretary and laughed.

    “Stand up for me,” James said.

    Justin did as he was told.

    “Take your pants off,” he demanded.

    Justin unzipped the feminine pants and slid them down his smooth legs. James reached up and roughly turned him around and grasped Justin’s panty-clad ass with both hands.

    “I’m going to fuck you,” he said.

    Justin’s heart raced. He’d been fucked countless times by a strapon cock, but he hadn’t been fucked by a man. It was one of the few boundaries he’d never crossed.

    “Don’t be scared, Justin,” Annabelle said. “This is just part of your job. It doesn’t mean anything other than you’re a good secretary. After all, James is a very important client of ours and you pledged to do whatever it takes to make him happy, didn’t you?”

    Justin nodded as James stood and ran his strong hands over his satin-clad torso. He bent him over the desk and Justin’s arms came to rest on the cool, smooth wood.

    “You’ve been fucked plenty of times before, Justin,” Annabelle said as she stood up and leaned over the other side of the desk. “You took my cock just a few days ago. You know how to do this. You know how to be a good submissive slut and take it in the ass. Don’t be nervous. Just take a deep breath, relax, and let James fuck your ass.”

    Justin felt James pull down his pants and spread his ass cheeks. He heard the older man spit and felt the warm liquid hit his asshole. James spit again, this time into his hand to lube up his cock.

    “Tell me what you want, Justin,” James said as he rubbed the head of his cock up and down the crack of Justin’s ass.

    Justin looked into Annabelle’s eyes and said, “I want you to fuck me.”

    She smiled and his heart soared. It thrilled him beyond words to make his boss happy, to do his job.

    Justin winced at the pain of penetration as James pushed inside him. The thick head of the older man’s cock opened up his anus and the shaft quickly slid inside him.

    “Fuck, that feels good,” James said as he buried every inch of his erection into the feminized secretary. “This is what I miss the most.”

    “Fucking your secretary?” Annabelle asked.

    “I miss bending her over the desk, lifting her skirt, and taking her pussy. I miss making her mine. I miss fucking her hard and fast while she stayed silent. I missed using her cunt for my pleasure,” James said.

    “Think of him as your secretary,” Annabelle said. “Take him. Make him yours. Use his ass for your pleasure. Dump your load inside him whenever you’re ready.”

    Justin felt a hint of panic at the idea of James cumming inside him. He knew it was too late to stop it. He knew there was nothing to be done about it, but it felt like crossing yet another barrier. It felt like a step too far.

    Annabelle knelt on the other side of the desk and looked into Justin’s eyes. “Take it, Justin. Be silent and take his cock. Take his load. Be his slut. Do it for me. Let James fuck your ass and fill you with his cum. Let him take the satisfaction he craves from you.”

    Justin held Annabelle’s gaze and let her voice guide him into submission. He stayed silent as James fucked him. He let the older man take his ass, even when it hurt. He let the older man spank him. He let the older man savagely fuck him.

    “He’s going to cum inside you, Justin,” Annabelle said. “Any second now. He’s going to cum in your ass. Accept it. Enjoy it. You’re serving your purpose. You’re doing your part for the company. You’re doing your part for your boss.”

    James buried his cock in Justin’s ass and unleashed a series of grunts and groans. Justin felt the pulses of the throbbing cock inside him. He knew that each one meant another shot of cum being unleashed inside him.

    Annabelle reached into her bag and pulled out a small butt plug. When James pulled out, she handed him the toy and he slipped it inside Justin’s asshole.

    “We can’t have you making a mess on the ride back to the office, can we?” Annabelle said.

    “Of course not,” Justin said as he stood and pulled his panties up.

    He stepped into his pants and pulled them up as James said, “I look forward to our next meeting, Justin.”

    “Me too, sir,” Justin said. “Thank you for fucking me and thank you for cumming inside me.”

    James smiled, pulled his pants up, and sat in his chair as Justin returned to Annabelle’s side.

    “We’ll see you in a few weeks, James,” she said.

    “Indeed,” James replied.

    Outside his office, Annabelle took Justin’s hand and said, “You were wonderful today. You deserve a reward, so I’m going to let you worship my pussy on the ride back to the office.”

    “Thank you, Annabelle,” Justin said.

    They stepped into the elevator and he smiled at the idea of getting to spend the next thirty minutes licking her pussy while their driver returned them to the office.

  
    Dominated by His Beautiful Boss - Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Roll over,” Lauren said as she slipped under the covers.

    Justin rolled onto his side and his wife cuddled up behind him, taking the big spoon position. The soft material of her nightie felt heavenly against his skin as she pressed her body tightly against his and ran her hand over his chest.

    “Annabelle emailed me,” she said. “She told me about your day.”

    Justin’s asshole twitched as he thought of James’s cock sliding in and out of his asshole. He thought of how he’d been used for the other man’s pleasure, how he’d done it for Annabelle. He thought of how much deeper into submission his job had taken him.

    “Yeah?” Justin said. He knew Annabelle tended to tell his wife everything, but he wasn’t entirely sure how Lauren was going to react to him having been fucked by a man and he didn’t want to be the one to offer up the information if she didn’t know.

    “She said you excelled at your job today, that she was impressed with your dedication to making her happy,” Lauren said before kissing Justin’s neck and shoulders. “She said you were a very good boy.”

    Justin groaned, both at the pleasure of his wife’s lips against his skin and the notion that Annabelle was pleased with his performance, which consisted of sucking James’s cock and bending over his desk to be fucked from behind.

    “She described it for me, Justin,” Lauren continued. “She described what you did. She described how you offered James exactly what he needed.”

    Lauren’s fingers moved down Justin’s chest and stomach and between his legs. She grasped his locked cock through his panties and he groaned.

    “This might sound strange,” Lauren said softly, “but I feel even closer to you now. After all, now we both know what it feels like to be bent over a desk and fucked from behind.”

    Lauren played with his balls as Justin groaned, both at the pleasure of the way she was handling his genitals and the notion that getting fucked by James had brought him and his wife closer.

    “It was just two weeks ago that Ben bent me over the desk in his home office and fucked me from behind. He had a handful of my hair and he pounded me so hard that I squirted for him before he came inside me. It was incredible,” Lauren explained. “And now you’ve been bent over and fucked by a man. You’ve taken cock from behind and you’ve made that man cum with your tight little asshole.”

    “Yes, I did,” Justin said.

    Lauren caressed Justin’s soft, smooth thighs and added, “You don’t have to be embarrassed, Justin. You got fucked, which is perfectly natural for someone like you. You’re a submissive. You dress in beautiful, feminine clothes. Your hair is long and soft and your skin is smooth. James clearly finds you arousing, so of course he wants to fuck you. It’s only natural that you bend over and take it in the ass in the name of satisfying him.”

    Justin felt a sense of warmth and happiness spread through his body. He hadn’t really acknowledged it, but he’d clearly been nervous about what Lauren would think. He knew their relationship was far from traditional, but it was still the most important thing in his life and he didn’t want anything to put his marriage at risk.

    “Thank you,” he said. “For saying that, I mean.”

    Lauren continued to caress his thighs as she kissed his neck and pressed her body a little tighter against his. He felt completely enveloped by his wife and it provided a beautiful sense of submission that filled Justin with a kind of joy.

    “You’re welcome, sweetheart, and thank you for being so dedicated to becoming what Annabelle and I want you to be. Thank you for being so willing to embrace your feminine side. Thank you for being willing to let us guide you into becoming what you were meant to be,” Lauren said.

    Lauren pulled away from Justin and said, “Roll over. Face me.”

    Justin did as he was told and Lauren reached out and caressed his face as she smiled. Her touch was gentle and reassuring and when she leaned closer and kissed him the joy he experienced was almost overwhelming.

    “How did it feel when he fucked you?” she asked.

    Justin considered the question for a moment before saying, “It hurt a little – he wasn’t exactly interested in being gentle – but the actual act of being penetrated was kind of nice, probably because Annabelle has used her strapon on me often enough that I’m used to it by now.”

    Justin reached out to caress his wife’s nightie as he held her gaze and continued. “There was something about the act of being taken, of being used for his pleasure, that was entirely different from when Annabelle fucks me. It was knowing that I was getting fucked because James wanted to cum, that he was using my ass for his pleasure, that I found intensely satisfying.”

    Lauren ran her fingers over his back and down to his ass before squeezing it through his lace panties.

    “That’s because you’re a submissive,” she said as her hand slipped under the waistband of his panties. Her fingers moved between his ass cheeks and teased his hole as she continued, “And a good submissive finds pleasure in being used for someone else’s satisfaction, and there’s no purer version of that than bending over and taking it up the ass for a dominant man, is there?”

    Justin moaned as the tip of Lauren’s finger slipped into his asshole. She wiggled it around a little, teasing his hole and reminding him of the hard fucking he’d taken earlier that day.

    “No, I guess there isn’t,” Justin said.

    It really was different than when Annabelle fucked him. Knowing that James was pursuing his orgasm, that he was going to cum as a result of the fucking, made it a far more potent submissive experience. Annabelle being there and watching with a smile on her face as she played with her pussy was an integral part of the experience, of course. All of it was wonderful, just like it was wonderful to feel Lauren’s finger in his ass.

    “I never really thought about it before, but I can see the appeal of taking your ass,” she said. “Maybe I’ll get a strapon of my own and start fucking you. Would you like that?”

    Justin nodded as Lauren pushed her finger deep into his asshole.

    “Good. I’ll talk to Annabelle about which strapon to order,” Lauren said as she pulled her finger from Justin’s asshole and rolled onto her back. “For now, why don’t you get between my legs and worship my pussy. I’d like to cum at least twice before we go to sleep.”

    “Of course,” Justin said as he moved between his wife’s legs, laid on his stomach, and went to work on her soaking wet pussy.

    
      

    

    Lauren looked up from her phone and smiled at Justin as he walked out of the master bathroom. He smiled back at her and opened the top drawer of the dresser to pull out a pair of blue lace boyshort panties.

    “Actually, you’ll need to go with a thong today,” Lauren said as she got out of bed.

    Justin exchanged the boyshorts for a blue lace thong and slowly pulled it up his legs. He still found it thoroughly enjoyable to relish the feeling of putting on something so soft and feminine.

    “Why a thong?” Justin asked as Lauren stepped behind him and wrapped her arms around his smooth body.

    Lauren turned Justin so he was facing the mirror and she looked over his shoulder to admire his smooth, slender body.

    “You look so pretty,” she said. “Doesn’t it make you feel good to look so pretty for me and Annabelle?”

    Justin felt goose bumps raise on his skin as his wife caressed his smooth chest and they both stared at his feminine reflection in the mirror.

    His voice was quiet as he said, “Yes, it does make me feel good.”

    “That’s good, sweetheart, because it’s time to take another step into your femininity,” Lauren said as she took Justin’s hand and led him to the closet.

    They stepped inside and he saw what looked like a dozen skirts hanging next to the feminine slacks he’d been wearing to work.

    “Why don’t you put this one on,” Lauren suggested as she pulled a dark grey knee length skirt from its hanger.

    Justin took the skirt from his wife and ran his fingers over the surprisingly soft material. The silk lining inside felt particularly good and despite the embarrassment of being told to put on a skirt to go to work he couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement at getting to feel something so soft and feminine on his body all day.

    “Go ahead, put it on,” Lauren said.

    Justin met his wife’s gaze and offered an anguished look. He knew it wasn’t his place to argue, but he was hoping she would take pity on him and rescind her demand that he fully embrace his feminization. It was a small change, but going from a pair of women’s slacks to a skirt felt enormous. There would be no denying that he was dressing as a woman if he was wearing a skirt and a soft, feminine blouse. There would be no wiggle room to still claim some measure of manhood, though he suspected that was the point.

    Lauren refused to relent, though, so Justin took the skirt from her and stepped into it. He pulled it on and he couldn’t help but smile at the softness of the lining against his smooth, freshly-shaved legs.

    “Your hips are a lot narrower than most women, of course,” Lauren said, “so I had the skirts tailored to fit you and I think you’ll find they make your butt look quite fetching. That’s why the thong, by the way. We can’t have you showing panty lines on your first day in a skirt.”

    Justin zipped up the skirt, ran his hands over the sides to smooth it out, and then stepped in front of the mirror they kept in the closet.

    “Turn to the side,” Lauren said.

    Justin turned and admired his profile. His wife was right, the tailoring absolutely made his ass look good while managing to leave enough room in the front to ensure the bulge of his locked cock wouldn’t show.

    “Annabelle said this would make you even more effective at your job. It’s important that you remain alluring to James and a lovely skirt to highlight the ass that he’s going to be fucking with some frequency is a great way of doing that,” Lauren explained.

    “Thank you,” Justin said. “For picking out the skirts and getting them tailored, I mean. Thank you for doing so much work to make me look good.”

    “It’s my pleasure, sweetheart,” Lauren said. “There’s one last thing, though.”

    She grabbed a pair of high heels from the shoe rack and placed them on the floor at Justin’s feet.

    “You’ll be wearing high heels to work from now on. Annabelle says they’re essential for a good secretary. She also says they’ll make your ass and legs absolutely irresistible,” Lauren explained. “Go ahead, step into them.”

    Justin slipped his feet into the heels and turned once again to admire his ass in the mirror. The shoes were a little uncomfortable, but there was no question they made his ass and legs look better. Annabelle was right.

    Lauren pulled a cream-colored satin blouse from a hanger and handed it to Justin. He savored the sensations of the soft fabric against his skin as he completed his outfit by tucking the blouse into his skirt.

    “You look beautiful, sweetheart,” Lauren said.

    She offered a soft kiss that quickly turned into something deeper and far more sensual. Lauren grabbed his ass and her tongue darted into his mouth as she moaned.

    “It turns me on when you’re like this,” she said. “When you’re dressed like a pretty girl and you’re so eager to be a good secretary for your boss and a good cuckold for me.”

    “It turns me on too,” Justin replied before Lauren offered him another sensual kiss.

    “Would you like to make me cum before you go to work?” she asked.

    “More than anything,” Justin said.

    Lauren pushed down on the top of his head and Justin sank to his knees. She pulled down her pajama bottoms and spread her pussy lips.

    “Can you see how wet I am?” she asked.

    Justin nodded as he stared at her pussy, which was soaked.

    “That’s because you’re becoming such a good girl,” Lauren said.

    Justin looked up at his wife as a shiver of submissive pleasure rushed through his body. It was true. He was essentially becoming a girl. He was feminized. He was chastised. He’d been on the receiving end of both strapon sex and sex with a man. He couldn’t really claim to be much of a man anymore.

    “You’re going to keep being a good girl for Annabelle and me, right?” Lauren asked as she slipped two fingers into her pussy.

    “Yes, I will,” Justin said.

    Lauren pulled her slick fingers from her cunt and slipped them into Justin’s mouth. He eagerly sucked her juices off and gazed up at his wife.

    “Good. I’m going to let you eat my pussy as a reward for being a good girl,” Lauren said. “Go ahead. Claim your reward.”

    Justin pressed his hungry lips against his wife’s pussy and pushed his tongue inside her. He soaked up her juices and savored the taste of her slippery cunt before turning his attention to her clit.

    “Good girl,” Lauren said. “Worship my pussy. Make me cum.”

    With Lauren’s firm hand on the back of his head Justin did as his wife desired. He claimed his reward in the form of a pussy worship session where he quickly brought her to a climax.

    After just a few minutes the closet filled with the sounds of Lauren’s sensual moans as her thighs trembled on either side of Justin’s head while she grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled it tight.

    “Thank you for letting me taste your pussy,” Justin said after her climax. “Thank you for letting me make you cum.”

    “You’re welcome, sweetheart,” Lauren said. “Now you should clean my juices off your face and get to work.”

    Justin did as he was told and left for work feeling deeply satisfied at the unexpectedly rewarding direction his life had taken since Annabelle had made him her personal secretary.
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    “Justin, is it?”

    Justin looked up from his computer to see a tall, handsome, impeccably well-dressed man with salt and pepper hair looking at him.

    “It is, sir. How can I help you?” Justin said.

    “I’m here to see Annabelle,” the man replied.

    “Of course,” Justin said as he stood up. “Let me show you in. May I tell Annabelle who’s here to see her?”

    The man laughed and said, “I’m Annabelle’s boss.”

    “Oh my gosh, Mr. Peterson, I’m so sorry. I didn’t recognize you,” Justin said as he silently chided himself for making such a foolish mistake.

    “It’s not a problem, Justin,” Mr. Peterson replied as he reached out and patted Justin on the shoulder. “That’s a lovely blouse, by the way. It looks very good on you.”

    “Thank you, sir,” Justin said as he demurely looked towards the floor. He turned to Annabelle’s door, opened it up, and stood aside to let Mr. Peterson in.

    “After you, Justin. You should be present for this little visit,” he said.

    Annabelle stood and came around from behind her desk as Justin and Mr. Peterson stepped into the room.

    “Roger, what brings you to my little corner of the office?” Annabelle said as she met her boss in the middle of the room and offered a handshake.

    “I’m here to congratulate you,” he said. “I’ve heard nothing but good things from Mr. Abernathy about your work with his company. It seems like you’ve gone above and beyond to make him happy and by all accounts he’s going to be a client for a long, long time.”

    “Ah, that’s so kind of you, Roger. I appreciate that. As you know, Mr. Abernathy is a very important client and we’ve made it our top priority to ensure that he’s happy. I’m hoping that landing him will lead to other companies like his joining us,” Annabelle said.

    “Why don’t we have a drink,” Mr. Peterson said. “It’s almost five o’clock and this is the kind of victory that’s worth celebrating. Justin, why don’t you join us?”

    Annabelle flashed a smile at Justin as she walked towards the small liquor cabinet she kept in her office. She pulled out three glasses and a bottle of expensive whiskey and moved behind her desk once more.

    Annabelle uncapped the bottle and expertly poured out three equal-looking servings of liquor. They each picked up a glass, raised them in celebration, and took a sip.

    Justin struggled with the overwhelmingly strong, smoky flavor of the whiskey and tried his best not to look like he rarely drank hard liquor.

    “I hear you deserve your fair share of the credit, Justin,” Mr. Peterson said.

    “Oh, I don’t know about that, Mr. Peterson. I’m just the assistant,” he said as the older man smiled at him.

    Justin wasn’t going to say a thing about what he’d done with Mr. Abernathy or the kind of behavior he and Annabelle regularly behaved in. He’d spent his lunch break between his boss’s legs, providing her with three orgasms as she enjoyed a salad at her desk. He knew that was the kind of thing that could get them both fired and he wasn’t going to be responsible for Annabelle losing her job.

    “First off, you can call me Roger, especially on a day like this. We’re celebrating, Justin. We’re celebrating the work you put in to ensure that Mr. Abernathy is a very happy man and that our company gives him something he can’t get anywhere else,” Mr. Peterson said.

    Justin studied the other man’s face for a moment. He tried his best to discern if Mr. Peterson knew exactly what he’d been doing for Mr. Abernathy or if he’d simply been told that Justin’s work had been integral to the process.

    “That’s why I hired him,” Annabelle said as she swirled the whiskey in her glass. “I knew Justin would be the kind of assistant that would go way above and beyond the call of duty to ensure that our company thrives.”

    Mr. Peterson looked at Annabelle and smiled before they both raised their glasses and sipped the whiskey.

    “I hope this isn’t inappropriate,” Mr. Peterson said, “but you’re remarkably attractive, Justin. Annabelle has succeeded in making you exceptionally feminine, not to mention rather stylish.”

    Justin shifted uncomfortably in his seat and looked over at Annabelle for some guidance on how to behave. He still wasn’t sure how much Mr. Peterson knew, though he was beginning to suspect that Annabelle’s boss was well-informed.

    “His wife has played a big part in that,” Annabelle added. “She buys most of Justin’s clothes and she’s been instrumental in getting him to accept that embracing femininity is the right choice for him.”

    “You’re a lucky man,” Mr. Peterson said. “It’s rare to have a wife that understands you better than you understand yourself. I hope you let her know how grateful you are.”

    “Oh, he does,” Annabelle said before Justin could answer.

    Justin took a long sip of his drink and found comfort in the overwhelming taste.

    “Justin’s wife actually taught him the skills he uses to ensure that Mr. Abernathy is a very happy client,” Annabelle said.

    “How interesting,” Mr. Peterson replied. “I wouldn’t have thought a wife would teach her husband those particular skills, but I guess I wouldn’t have thought a wife would teach her husband how to dress in feminine clothes, how to shave his body, and how to take care of his hair so it looks as good as yours does, Justin.”

    Unable to come up with a reply, Justin took another sip of his drink and held the whiskey in his mouth before letting it slowly slide down his throat.

    “If you don’t mind me asking, how did your wife come to teach you the art of pleasuring a man?” Mr. Peterson asked.

    As strange as it seemed, Justin breathed a sigh of relief upon hearing that Annabelle’s boss knew exactly how he’d ensured that Mr. Abernathy was a happy client. With no reason to hide the truth, Justin decided to be honest about how he’d learned to suck cock.

    “Well,” Justin began, “when she discovered that I wasn’t capable of satisfying her like she desired – and deserved, I suppose – she decided I’d have to satisfy her in other ways. That began with servicing her with my mouth, but eventually it evolved into orally servicing the man she’d taken as her lover.”

    “She put you in chastity and panties too, didn’t she?” Annabelle asked.

    “Yes, she did,” Justin said as he watched Mr. Peterson take it all in. “She wanted to make absolutely certain that I always knew my place in our marriage.”

    “And do you, Justin?” Mr. Peterson asked. “Do you know your place?”

    The question seemed to reach far beyond the confines of his marriage, at least based on the hungry look in Mr. Peterson’s eyes.

    “I do, sir,” he said.

    Mr. Peterson smiled.

    “Justin, I think Roger would enjoy a demonstration of the skills your wife taught you,” Annabelle said. “Why don’t you show him how good you are? Show him that you know your place. Show him how you’ve become a wonderful secretary in addition to being a loyal cuckold husband.”

    Mr. Peterson offered a subtle nod in response and Justin stood up, put his glass on Annabelle’s desk and fell to his knees in front of the other man.

    Justin wanted to be good. He wanted to impress Mr. Peterson for his sake and for Annabelle’s sake. He wanted to help his boss rise up in the company because she’d certainly take him with her. That’s why he decided to go above and beyond in blowing Mr. Peterson.

    He leaned forward and kissed the bulge in Mr. Peterson’s slacks. He let a soft, feminine moan escape his lips as he embraced his place as a girly secretary dropping to her knees to pleasure a strong, successful man seeking to indulge in the pleasures that came with his position in the company.

    “May I take your cock out, sir?” Justin asked.

    “You may,” Mr. Peterson answered.

    “I told you. He knows his place,” Annabelle said.

    Justin reached up and slowly unzipped Mr. Peterson’s pants. He reached inside and wrapped his fingers around the impressively thick-feeling cock and pulled it out.

    “It’s beautiful,” he said.

    Mr. Peterson reached out and ran his fingers up the sleeve of Justin’s silky blouse and to the back of his head. He applied just a bit of pressure and Justin leaned forward and took the thick cock between his lips.

    Justin unleashed a soft, girly moan as he took as much of Mr. Peterson’s cock in his mouth as possible. He got the shaft wet and licked the head before beginning in earnest to suck dick like he’d been trained by his wife and his boss.

    “He looks so good,” Annabelle said. “I love watching that pretty head bob up and down in a man’s lap. I love hearing those slippery, sexy cocksucking sounds he makes.”

    “His training has paid off,” Mr. Peterson said as his cock throbbed in Justin’s mouth. “I can see why Mr. Abernathy has pledged his business to us for a long, long time.”

    “Well, what’s mine is yours, Roger. You’re welcome to drop by my office to enjoy Justin’s mouth whenever you want,” Annabelle said. “After all, he knows his place. He knows it’s his duty to suck the cock of a real man. I think he enjoys it. I think he likes being on his knees in front of a rich, powerful man.”

    Mr. Peterson groaned and pushed hard on the back of Justin’s head, pushing his cock deep into the secretary’s throat.

    “I suspect he likes being on his knees in front of a rich, powerful woman, too,” Mr. Peterson said.

    Annabelle laughed and Justin heard her throw back the rest of her drink and slam her glass down on her desk.

    “Damn right he does,” she said.

    “Finish me,” Mr. Peterson said as he released Justin’s head.

    Justin went to work. He bobbed up and down on the older man’s cock. He sucked and stroked and licked as he strived to give the most satisfying blowjob possible.

    Mr. Peterson announced his impending orgasm with a series of low grunts. The head of his cock swelled in Justin’s mouth and cum launched from the tip. It was the saltiest, thickest cum Justin had ever enjoyed on his tongue and he made sure not to spill a drop. He caught every bit of it and swallowed like he’d been trained to.

    When he was finished, Justin licked Mr. Peterson’s cock clean and then placed it back in his pants and zipped him up.

    “Thank you for letting me suck your cock,” Justin replied, knowing it was exactly what Mr. Peterson would want to hear.

    He smiled, stood up, and said, “You’ve trained him very well, Annabelle. You and his wife. You’ve done a remarkable job. And I’ll definitely be back to enjoy Justin’s particular set of skills.”

    Justin watched Annabelle’s boss walk out of the office and close the door behind him.

    “Stand up and strip,” she said.

    Justin stood and quickly stripped from his skirt and blouse, leaving them over the back of the chair he’d been sitting in.

    “Bend over my desk,” she said.

    Justin did as he was told and looked up to see Annabelle open the bottom drawer of her desk and pull out her strapon. She removed her skirt and stepped into the harness.

    “Watching you suck cock got me all worked up,” she said while pulling the straps tight, “so I’m going to fuck my secretary.” 

    Annabelle stepped out from behind her desk and gave Justin’s pantied ass a few hard smacks. She pulled his underwear down, spit into her hand, and rubbed her fingers between his cheeks and over his tight asshole.

    He heard her spit once more and a few moments later the head of her long, thick strapon rubbed against his asshole. Annabelle applied a little pressure and the cock slipped inside him as he cried out at the sudden surge of pain.

    Annabelle gently ran her fingers over Justin’s back as she said, “You were such a good cocksucker for my boss. You looked so beautiful on your hands and knees. That pretty head of yours looked so good bobbing up and down in his lap. I saw the way you put on a show for him. I saw how you were a good little cocksucker for him. I saw it, Justin. I saw how you embraced what you are in the name of pleasuring him.”

    Annabelle leaned forward and pressed her body against his back as the full length of her cock slowly slid inside him.

    “You’re starting to like it, aren’t you?” she asked. “You’re starting to like being a pretty girl that men desire, aren’t you?”

    Justin thought of how easily he’d sunk into the role of a girl with Mr. Peterson. He thought of how easily he’d put on a naughty little show, how he’d performed, how he’d embraced the freedom afforded him by the femininity his silky blouse, tight skirt and high heels.

    “Yes,” he said. “I do. I don’t know why, but I do. I enjoyed blowing him. I enjoyed pleasing him.”

    Annabelle stood up, grabbed Justin’s hips, and pulled back each time she thrust into him. She fucked him hard and fast and despite the mild pain at having his asshole stretched by a big cock he found it deeply pleasurable.

    “It’s because you’re a perfect submissive, Justin,” she said. “It’s because you find your greatest pleasure in making other people happy. It’s because you know that a man loves nothing more than to cum in the warm, wet mouth of a feminine slut. It’s because you know that I love bending you over and pounding your asshole. It’s because you want to be good boy for your wife and for me.”

    Justin laid his head against the cool, smooth wood of Annabelle’s desk and moaned as she fucked him from behind. He let her words worm their way into his brain. He let himself embrace his place as a submissive.

    “Fuck me, Annabelle,” he said. “Fuck me harder. Fuck my ass. Fuck my tight little ass.”

    Annabelle laughed, gave his ass a good smack, and fucked him harder. The room filled with the sounds of her body slamming into his over and over. It was like a porn, only Justin was actually in it. He was actually the star. He was the secretary slut bent over a desk being taken by his boss.

    Amazingly, Annabelle found her way to a climax as she pounded him. She fucked him faster and her moans got louder. Eventually she buried her cock in his asshole and held it there as she climaxed.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” she said. “The strap rubs against my clit in the most pleasurable way imaginable, but it’s usually not enough to get me off. I guess watching you suck cock got me nice and worked up. Well done, Justin.”

    She smacked his ass before pulling out and pulling his panties back into place over his ass.

    “You can get dressed,” she said.

    “Thank you for fucking me,” Justin replied. “I thoroughly enjoyed it.”

    “It was my pleasure,” Annabelle said as she stepped out of the strapon harness. “Clean my cock before you go back to work.”

    Justin put on his feminine clothing and took the toy from his boss. He cleaned it in her bathroom sink as his asshole twitched from the vigorous pounding he’d just taken.

    After drying the toy Justin returned it to his boss as she said, “You did a good job today, Justin. It’s going to be a very good thing for both of us that Mr. Peterson took an interest in you, I promise.”

    “Thank you, Annabelle,” he said. “Let me know if you need anything.”

    Justin returned to his desk with a fresh load of cum in his stomach, a sore asshole, and a smile on his face. He’d been a very good secretary that day.
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    “It’s a little early for swimsuit shopping, don’t you think?” Justin asked as Lauren led him through a bikini-filled section of the department store.

    “Normally, yes,” Lauren said as she picked up a blue bikini and held it up. She turned, smiled at Justin, and pressed it against his body as she added, “But we’re not shopping for me. We’re shopping for you.”

    Justin looked down at the blue bikini and then back up at his wife, whose smile had grown.

    “You don’t know it yet, but Annabelle is taking you on a business trip. You’ll be meeting a new client in Miami and she said you’d need at least one killer bikini because you’re going to spend a little time at the pool. She said it’s only fair that you get to play a little on your trip, considering that you’ve been working so hard,” Lauren explained.

    “Miami?” Justin asked as visions of sun-drenched beaches filled his head.

    “That’s right,” Lauren said. “Annabelle said she wants you to look good, too. She said you’ll likely be doing more client relations work and that looking good is a big part of that.”

    Lauren reached out and squeezed Justin’s ass before giggling delightedly. He found it a little humiliating that his wife clearly enjoyed the idea of him servicing a man, though he hadn’t exactly fought his transformation into the feminized man he’d become.

    “I’ll send you with a few choices and Annabelle can make the final choice,” Lauren said as she collected two more bikinis and laid them over her forearm. “If anything catches your eye, feel free to grab it. You can put on a little show for me.”

    They ended up in the fitting room with five bikinis and a one piece swimsuit for Justin to try on. After his initial hesitation, Justin had gotten into the spirit and picked out a pink string bikini that he thought Annabelle would enjoy seeing on him. She always seemed to enjoy his pink panties more than any other color he wore.

    “Do you want to try the pink one first?” Lauren asked as she held up the bikini Justin had picked out.

    He flashed a quick smile and stripped down to his chastity device before Lauren handed him the bikini bottoms. Justin pulled them up and she tied the strings for him before doing the same with the top.

    When Lauren stepped aside Justin looked in the mirror and admired the surprisingly feminine body he saw. The bulge of his locked cock was obvious, but otherwise he looked like a slender, smooth, feminized man, which is exactly what he was.

    “What do you think?” Justin asked his wife.

    “We’re definitely getting that one. You have such a good eye, honey. Annabelle is going to love it, too,” Lauren said as she gently ran her fingers down Justin’s back before squeezing his ass. “I’ll bet the clients you’re going meet will love it too.”

    Lauren slipped a hand into the bikini bottoms and her fingers worked their way between his ass cheeks. She applied pressure to his asshole and Justin moaned quietly.

    “Does that excite you, Justin? Do you like the idea of a rich, powerful man enjoying what you have to offer?” Lauren whispered as she slipped the tip of her finger into his asshole. “Do you like the idea of Annabelle offering you as a little business perk? Do you like the idea of your mouth and ass sealing a business deal?”

    Justin succumbed to the strangely intense pleasure of his wife fingering his ass as she whispered filthy delights into his ear.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Do you like that Ben is going to stay in our home while you’re gone?” she asked as her finger pushed deeper inside him. “Do you like that my bull is going to sleep in our bed while you’re on your little business trip? Do you like that he’s going to be fucking your wife multiple times a day while you’re busy showing how dedicated you are to Annabelle?”

    Justin leaned forward and rested his hands against the wall as Lauren worked his asshole.

    “Yes,” he said in a soft, strained voice as it felt like an orgasm was approaching.

    “Me too,” Lauren replied as she pulled her finger from his ass and offered a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek. “You really do look good in that bikini. You should be proud to wear it.”

    Justin swallowed the sense of frustration he felt at getting close to an orgasm and being denied his release before saying, “Thank you.”

    “Let’s try the rest of these on and then we’ll go find a few new outfits for you to wear. A secretary has to look his best when he travels with his boss, after all,” she said.

    Justin smiled at his beautiful, dominant wife and cuckoldress as he reached up to untie the pink bikini top. He wondered if what Lauren had said was true. Would Annabelle really be offering him up as little more than a party favor? Would he be servicing more men? Would he do it for the business or simply to please his kinky, dominant boss? He wasn’t sure what he wanted, though Justin knew it didn’t really matter. He’d end up doing what he was told, just like he’d been trained to do.

    
      

    

    “Are you nervous?” Annabelle asked as she applied sunscreen to Justin’s back.

    “A little,” he replied.

    “You don’t have to be,” she said. “This is a very accepting hotel. You might get a few glances, but no one is going to scream at you or kick you out of the pool area. They’re going to accept you for what you are.”

    “And what am I?” Justin asked as he looked at the smooth, slender, feminized man in the bathroom mirror.

    Annabelle grabbed his ass and said, “My secretary. My submissive. My toy. My bitch.” She smacked his ass, smiled, and added, “Now, let’s get this milky white body of yours out into the sun.”

    Justin was dressed in the pink string bikini – Annabelle had picked it from the selection of four he’d brought – and she looked stunningly sexy in a skimpy black bikini with a thong bottom that showed off just about everything. He felt a little self-conscious about walking through the hotel with the bulge of his chastised cock between his legs, but there was something about doing it with Annabelle that created a sense of safety, like she’d protect him from any unwanted or angry attention.

    “Carry the bag,” Annabelle said as she stepped out of the bathroom and put on her sunglasses.

    Justin picked up the bag that held their phones, the room key, more sunscreen, and a few other items and slung it over his shoulder. It was a decidedly feminine accessory and it felt like a perfection addition to his rather skimpy outfit.

    Justin noticed a few glances as they walked towards the elevators, but no one seemed offended. Mostly they seemed amused.

    “You’re a little bit excited, aren’t you?” Annabelle asked as they stepped into the elevator.

    Justin nodded and pressed the button to take them to the rooftop pool. Annabelle flashed a smile and he watched as his boss slipped her hand into her bikini bottoms and played with her pussy.

    When her fingers emerged they were slick with her juices and Annabelle didn’t hesitate to press them into Justin’s mouth.

    “I’m excited too,” she said as he sucked her fingers clean. “Are you going to do as you’re told on our little trip? Are you going to be good for me?”

    Justin nodded as Annabelle moved her fingers in and out of his mouth.

    “Good girl,” she said with a smile.

    The elevator door opened and Justin watched as his beautiful, confident, dominant boss walked out onto the pool deck like she owned the hotel. He followed with the beautiful ache of arousal between his legs and a mixture of excitement and fear at having no sense of what Annabelle had planned for him.

    They found two lounge chairs by the pool and it took no time at all for Annabelle to settle into a relaxed-looking pose that let her soak up as much sun as possible.

    Justin tried to do the same, but he couldn’t quite find the sense of relaxation Annabelle exuded. Instead, his eyes darted around the pool as he wondered if anyone was staring. After all, despite his feminization he was still a man and the bikini bottoms made that very clear.

    Justin’s fears proved unfounded. As usual, Annabelle was right. He got a handful of glances and one couple spent a little more time staring than they should have, but otherwise no one seemed to pay much attention. He was just another person at the pool.

    “Justin, do you see that man across the pool? The one in the blue swimsuit?” Annabelle asked after an hour of soaking up the sun.

    Justin held his hand up to block the sun and searched the other side of pool deck. He focused in on a tall, exceptionally fit, olive-skinned man in a dark blue swimsuit. “I do,” he said.

    “I’d like you to go over there and tell him that your boss would like to fuck him,” Annabelle instructed.

    Much to Justin’s surprise, he didn’t hesitate to get up and saunter to the other side of the pool. He approached Annabelle’s object of desire, cleared his throat, and said, “Excuse me.”

    The guy looked him up and down, flashed a quick smile, and said, “Yes?”

    Justin turned, gestured towards Annabelle, and said, “My boss would like to fuck you.”

    “The gorgeous woman in the black bikini?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Justin replied as he watched the guy stare hungrily at Annabelle.

    “Man, I love Miami,” the guy said before walking past Justin and heading towards the newfound object of his desire.

    “How about you, sweetheart?” a cute young guy in a tight-fitting swimsuit that emphasized the bulge between his legs asked. “Do you wanna fuck?”

    “Oh, no thank you,” Justin said as he headed towards his boss. He felt imbued with newfound confidence and happily swayed his hips as he suddenly relished the idea of people staring at him.

    “I’m Annabelle,” his boss said as the man she desired approached.

    “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Annabelle. I’m Mateo,” he replied.

    “Did my secretary convey my desire?” she asked.

    Mateo turned and glanced at Justin before saying, “Yes, your secretary was very clear about your desires.”

    Annabelle stood up, eyed Mateo like a hungry tigress stalking her prey, and ran her fingers down his well-muscled chest and stomach.

    She looked up at him and smiled as her fingers encircled the growing bulge between his legs. “I do have a few requirements before I let you experience the bliss of my pussy,” she said softly.

    Justin marveled at how quickly Annabelle managed to wrap Mateo around her finger. It was obvious on the other man’s face that he’d do just about anything Annabelle asked for the chance to fuck her.

    “Such as?” Mateo asked.

    “As you can probably tell, Justin here is no ordinary secretary. He’s a very, very good boy for me. He does what I tell him because he recognizes that I know what’s best for him. That means he’s going to suck your cock when I tell him too. That means he’s going to be a fluffer for me because it turns me on to watch him act like the little slut I’ve turned him into,” Annabelle explained as Justin felt a wave of overpowering submissive bliss rush through him.

    Mateo turned and let his eyes wander over Justin’s smooth, feminine body. “Your secretary sucks cock, huh?”

    “He does,” Annabelle said. “He sucks because he knows it turns me on. He sucks cock because I want him to. He sucks cock because he knows that being a good boy for me is his true purpose in life.”

    Mateo smiled at Annabelle before she turned to Justin and said, “Gather our things and make sure that pretty mouth of yours is ready to give pleasure.”

    Justin grabbed their towels and the bag as Annabelle took Mateo’s hand and walked towards the elevators. He rushed to catch up and managed to hop in just before the doors closed.

    “Are you eager to suck cock for me, Justin?” Annabelle asked as she massaged Mateo’s bulge.

    “I am,” Justin said. “I’m always eager to suck cock for you.”

    It was true. He’d never turned down her request. He’d sucked her strapon numerous times. He’d blown two men at her request. He’d sucked Ben’s cock numerous times too. Even if he’d wanted to Justin couldn’t realistically deny that he was a cocksucker. 

    “My secretary’s wife trained him to be a cocksucker long before I got my hands on him,” Annabelle informed Mateo. “She did a wonderful job, too. He really didn’t have much learning to do. I think you’ll find that he’s quite good.”

    “I can’t wait,” Mateo replied.

    The elevator doors opened and Annabelle led her would-be lover towards their room as Justin followed behind. He slipped the key in the door, opened it for his boss and her new man, and watched Annabelle untie Mateo’s swimsuit and push it to the floor once they were a few steps into the room.

    “On your knees, Justin,” Annabelle said.

    Justin dropped the bag and the door slowly shut as he dropped to his knees in front of Mateo.

    “Suck his cock. Show him what a good slut you are for your boss. Get him nice and hard for me,” she instructed.

    Mateo’s hand moved to the back of Justin’s head and almost immediately he began to pump his cock in and out of the secretary’s mouth.

    “Damn, he is good,” Mateo said.

    “Mmmmm,” Annabelle moaned. “Use that fucking mouth. Use it hard. Use him like a slut.”

    Justin heard his boss masturbating as the blowjob transformed into a face fucking. Mateo seemed more than happy to treat Justin like little more than a hole to make his dick stiff, which is almost certainly what Annabelle wanted.

    Mateo pulled his cock from Justin’s mouth, rubbed it all over the secretary’s face, and said, “Suck on my balls.”

    Justin did as he was told and looked up to see Mateo and Annabelle kissing. He thought of Ben and Lauren and realized that his boss was cuckolding him. She was going to make him watch another man fuck her. She was going to cuckold him while Lauren was almost certainly cuckolding him at home.

    “Justin, get a condom from the front pocket of my suitcase. Dress Mateo’s cock for my pussy,” Annabelle demanded as she quickly stripped out of her bikini and pulled Mateo towards the bed.

    Justin rushed towards Annabelle’s suitcase, found the box of condoms, and quickly tore one open. He turned to the bed and saw Mateo on his back with his big cock pointed towards the ceiling.

    “Quickly, Justin,” Annabelle said.

    He moved into the bed, rolled the condom down Mateo’s cock, and watched as his boss straddled the other man.

    “Get between his legs and suck on his balls like a good slut,” Annabelle said in a voice laced with the kind of dominant lust that Justin was addicted to.

    He moved to the foot of the bed and crawled between Mateo’s legs as Annabelle sank her pussy down onto the handsome man’s big cock and leaned forward.

    Justin heard them kissing and watched as Annabelle began to slowly, sensually ride Mateo’s cock with her slick cunt. He took a few moment’s to admire the beauty of their coupling before taking Mateo’s balls into his mouth and sucking like a slut, just as his boss had instructed him to do.

    “Is my secretary sucking your big balls?” Annabelle asked with obvious glee in her voice.

    “Yes he is,” Mateo answered.

    Annabelle began to ride him faster. “Does it feel good to have a hungry mouth around your balls as I fuck you?”

    “Fuck yes it does,” Mateo said.

    “Lick his taint, slut,” Annabelle said.

    Justin lifted Mateo’s testicles out of the way, pressed his face against the bed, and extended his tongue to lick the space between the other man’s balls and asshole.

    A symphony of sensual moans and slippery, sexual sounds filled the bedroom as Justin played his part in the sex unfolding inches from his face. He sucked balls. He licked taint. He offered pleasure as instructed and he felt a wondrous throbbing between his legs as his cock tried in vain to come to life in his chastity cage.

    “Eat my ass,” Annabelle demanded. “Put your tongue in my ass. Be a good slut for me.”

    Justin pressed his face between Annabelle’s thick, beautiful ass cheeks and pushed his tongue into her asshole. He soaked up the pungent taste of her insides and listened to her moan gleefully.

    Annabelle rode Mateo harder and they both groaned like they were approaching climax. The sounds of sex and pleasure got louder and Justin remained between his boss’s ass cheeks, dutifully rimming her in the name of providing a more pleasurable orgasm.

    Their climaxes arrived almost simultaneously. Annabelle’s asshole tightened and pushed Justin’s tongue out as she threw her head back and screamed in pleasure. Justin immediately moved to suck on Mateo’s balls, doing so just in time to feel them pulsing and jumping as he filled the condom with his cum.

    “Fuck, that was incredible,” Annabelle said afterwards.

    “Yes it was,” Mateo added.

    She lifted her pussy off his big, still-stiff cock and gently worked the condom off.

    “Get on your back and open your mouth, slut,” Annabelle said with a smile on her face.

    Justin rolled onto his back, opened his mouth, and watched as Annabelle upended the condom over his lips and poured Mateo’s semen onto his tongue.

    “Holy shit,” Mateo commented.

    “His wife trained him to be a cum slut,” Annabelle explained. “He’s cleaned her lover’s load countless times. He knows it’s his place to eat the semen of a superior man.”

    Justin savored the salty taste of the viscous fluid in his mouth. Every word of what Annabelle had said was true. Lauren had trained him to be a cum slut. She’d trained him to consume Ben’s loads without hesitation. She’d trained him to enjoy it.

    “Swallow, slut,” Annabelle said.

    Justin swallowed as she instructed.

    “Now get your mouth back on his balls. You’re going to work him until he’s hard again. I’m not done with that cock,” Annabelle said.

    Justin rolled over and attached his mouth to Mateo’s balls once more.

    “That’s okay with you, isn’t it?” she asked her new lover.

    “Hell yeah it is,” Mateo said.

    As he sucked on Mateo’s big, hairy balls, Justin couldn’t help but wonder how the rest of their business trip was going to go. Their first day hadn’t come to a close and already he’d worn a skimpy bikini in public, fluffed a big cock for Annabelle to fuck, worshiped balls and asshole, and swallowed a thick load. 

    What else could she have planned?
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    “So, how was your first day in Miami?” Lauren asked.

    “Good,” Justin said as he thought of how he’d serviced by Annabelle and Mateo for hours as they fucked each other to exhaustion.

    “Did you get to wear your bikini?” she asked.

    “I did,” Justin said as he looked down at the bulge of his chastised cock in the pink bikini bottoms. “I’m still wearing it, actually. Annabelle wanted me to keep it on while…well, while she cuckolded me, I guess.”

    “Cuckolded you?” Lauren asked.

    “Yeah. She picked up a guy at the pool and brought him back to our room where I fluffed him until he was hard and then serviced them both for a couple of hours,” Justin explained.

    “Naughty boy,” Lauren said with obvious delight in her voice. “Did you do a good job? We can’t have you getting fired because you’re not up to the task of providing everything Annabelle needs.”

    “I did,” Justin said.

    “That’s good. That’s really good. Where’s Annabelle now?” she asked.

    “She’s in the shower.”

    Lauren laughed quietly and said, “That’s funny. Ben’s in the shower too.”

    “Oh yeah? Did you guys have a little fun?” Justin asked as he instinctively reached between his legs to play with his locked up cock through the bikini bottoms.

    “We did,” Lauren answered. “I can still feel his cum leaking out of me.”

    Justin heard the distinct sound of his wife playing with her pussy. He imagined being in the bedroom with her and seeing Ben’s thick seed leaking out of her.

    “I wish I was there with you,” he said.

    Lauren moaned and replied, “Oh yeah? What would you do if you were here?”

    “I’d crawl between your legs and beg for permission to clean up Ben’s load,” he answered. “I’d beg for permission to lick your perfect, freshly-fucked pussy clean.”

    “Mmmm,” Lauren said. “Then I guess I wish you were here too. I’d love to feel my cuckold’s tongue in my pussy and on my clit. I’d love to see you licking up Ben’s load like the little cum slut you are.”

    “The cum slut you made me,” Justin said as he wished desperately that his cock was free from chastity so he could masturbate with his wife.

    “I did do that, didn’t I?” Lauren asked as he heard her fingers moving with remarkable haste over her slippery pussy. “Were you a cum slut for Annabelle? Did she make you eat her lover’s loads?”

    “She did,” Justin said. “I swallowed three loads.”

    “Did that turn you on?” Lauren asked through heavy breaths.

    “It did,” Justin answered. “I can’t help it.”

    “That’s good,” Lauren said. “That’s how it’s supposed to be. That’s what I made you. That’s what Annabelle and I want you to be. A good, feminized cum slut.”

    Lauren moaned loudly as Justin closed his eyes and thought about being between his wife’s legs. He listened as her climax approached and dreamed of being the one to lick her clit and bring her that beautiful kind of pleasure.

    “I’m cumming!” she said, almost certainly for his benefit. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Justin smiled at the small part he’d played in his wife’s climax. Nothing made him happier.

    “That was lovely,” Lauren said.

    “Thank you for letting me listen,” Justin replied.

    “Thank you for being such a good cum slut,” Lauren said. “Are you going to keep being a good girl for Annabelle?”

    “I am,” Justin said.

    “Your job is important, sweetheart. Remember that. You need to be a good secretary, no matter what it takes. Okay?”

    Justin smiled as Annabelle stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her.

    “I’ll be a good secretary. I promise,” he said.

    Annabelle smiled.

    “We’ll talk tomorrow, okay?” Lauren said.

    “Absolutely,” Justin replied. “I love you.”

    “I love you too.”

    Justin hung up the phone and tossed it on the nightstand as Annabelle approached the bed and let her towel drop to the floor, exposing her breathtakingly beautiful body.

    “On your back,” she said.

    Justin fell to his back and Annabelle straddled his face.

    “We have a big day tomorrow,” she said. “We’ll be meeting our prospective clients and it’s very, very important that we make a good impression. That means you’ll need to do as your wife said, Justin. You’ll need to be a good secretary. Can you do that?”

    Annabelle hadn’t been explicit about her expectations, but Justin was fairly certain he knew what tomorrow’s meeting would entail. It seemed quite likely he’d be called upon to use his particular talents to provide the kind of personal service that was no longer common in business.

    “I’ll do whatever it takes,” he said.

    Annabelle sat on his face and began to ride Justin’s mouth. “I know you will,” she said. “Now make me cum before we pick out your clothes for tomorrow.”

    Justin did as he was told.

    
      

    

    Justin sat in the hotel lobby watching the entrance like a hawk. His job was to greet the two men they were scheduled to meet with and guide them back to the conference room Annabelle had reserved for the afternoon.

    Justin glanced again at the picture on his phone to make sure he had a fresh image of what they both looked like in his head and smiled when he looked up and saw two men in expensive suits walk into the lobby.

    Justin leapt to his feet, took a moment to adjust to standing in a pair of three inch heels and strode towards the clients. Annabelle had picked a short, pink pleated skirt and a short-sleeved white satin blouse for Justin to wear and he felt a little more exposed than usual, though it was hard not to feel exceptionally feminine too.

    “Mr. Campbell, Mr. Reid?” Justin said as he approached the two 50-something men in expensive suits. They were both handsome, well-kept, and they appeared to be in fairly good shape, though in a visit-the-gym-three-times-a-week kind of good shape.

    “Yes,” Mr. Campbell said.

    “I’m Justin, Annabelle’s secretary. I can take you back to the conference room Annabelle reserved for the meeting,” he informed them.

    Both men let their eyes wander over Justin’s body in a way that would have been deemed inappropriate in most work circumstances. Justin’s circumstance wasn’t like most, though. He knew his boss had dressed him with the express purpose of enticing the two men standing in front of him. He knew Annabelle intended to cement the deal she hoped to make by utilizing Justin in any way she could. He knew that as a feminized man he was more likely to draw an extended stare than most.

    “We’ll follow you anywhere, Justin,” Mr. Reid said.

    Justin flashed his best version of a flirty smile, said, “Very good, gentlemen,” and spun around to lead them to the conference room. He made sure to sway his hips with every step like Annabelle taught him. He wanted the eyes of the men behind him focused on his legs and ass. He wanted them dreaming of what rested beneath his skirt.

    “Here we are,” Justin said as he opened the conference room door and gestured for Mr. Campbell and Mr. Reid to go in ahead of him.

    It was Mr. Campbell that purposefully brushed up against Justin, giving him an opportunity to move his hand over the small of Justin’s back and the top of his ass before stepped into the conference room and greeting Annabelle.

    “Mr. Campbell, Mr. Reid. It’s lovely to meet you both,” Annabelle said as Justin stepped into the room, closed the door, and awaited further instructions. “I’m Annabelle.”

    They all shook hands and exchanged pleasantries before Mr. Reid said, “You have a truly lovely secretary, Annabelle.”

    Annabelle looked over at Justin, smiled, and said, “Oh, you have no idea. Justin has many hidden talents.”

    “Does he now?” Mr. Campbell said as he leered at Justin.

    “Justin is a throwback as a secretary. He’s the kind of employee that’s willing to do absolutely anything to make sure his boss is happy. Aren’t you, Justin?” Annabelle asked.

    “I am,” he replied.

    Both men took their seats across from Annabelle and for a moment silence hung in the air before Mr. Reid leaned forward as if he was going to spill a secret and said, “I have to ask, in this kind of environment with people getting fired and sued for…well, for taking advantages of the perks that used to come with being a boss, how do you get away with enjoying what used to be the great fun of having a cute young secretary?”

    Annabelle smiled, leaned forward, and said, “Let me ask you, did you ever have a secretary that truly enjoyed being bent over your desk and used for your pleasure?”

    Both men looked over at Justin and smiled. It seemed that they were processing the ideas that he enjoyed bending over for Annabelle and that she enjoyed having a man bend over for her and it seemed that they were both quite delighted.

    “You’re just full of surprise, aren’t you?” Mr. Campbell said to Annabelle.

    “You have no idea,” she replied before opening her binder. “Shall we get started?”

    Over the course of two hours Justin watched his boss go to work and she was undeniably impressive. He knew these men weren’t going to agree to a bad deal for a little taste of the forbidden. She had to impress them and to make it clear that her company offered the best deal.

    Justin took notes, retrieved coffees when they all took a short break, and enjoyed more than a few stares from the two men sitting across the table. It seemed that they were both experiencing a curious kind of arousal, as if they wanted to know what it was like to be serviced by a decidedly feminine man. Justin strongly suspected they’d find out before the day was over.

    “I think we have the framework of a deal,” Mr. Campbell said as afternoon rolled into evening.

    “I think so too,” Mr. Reid agreed. “There’s a few details to work out and of course we have to have the legal department look it over, but I’m confident we have a deal.”

    “Well, I rented a suite and it has a balcony with an ocean view,” Annabelle said. “So I suggest we all head up there for drinks.”

    Both Mr. Campbell and Mr. Reid glanced at Justin who obligingly flashed a flirty smile their way. He knew he’d been brought to Miami to do more than take notes and serve coffee and he was willing to play the part. He was eager to be the good secretary Annabelle needed him to be.

    They all gathered their things and headed to the elevator. “Where are you staying, Justin?” Mr. Reid asked.

    “He’s staying with me,” Annabelle answered on his behalf. “I like to have my secretary at the ready, 24/7, when we’re on the road. As I said, he’s very accommodating and I can be so demanding.”

    They stepped into the elevator and Mr. Reid slid next to Justin as they lined up against the back wall. The older man’s hand slipped under Justin’s short, pleated skirt and grasped his smooth, soft ass and gave it a squeeze. Justin offered a smile, in no small part because it thrilled him. For just a moment he reflected on how far he’d come, how he’d gone from a submissive cuckold to a fully feminized slut that his boss was effectively whoring out to seal a business deal.

    As they entered the room Annabelle turned and said, “I don’t want to come off as too confident, but I took the liberty of ordering a bottle of champagne this morning. I figured we’d be opening it to toast our deal, and if we weren’t then I’d be opening it to drown my sorrows. I’m thrilled it’s the former. Justin, sweetheart, would you mind retrieving the bottle from the refrigerator and pouring three glasses.”

    “Just three?” Mr. Campbell said.

    “Justin’s mouth is going to be too busy to be drinking champagne,” Annabelle said.

    Mr. Reid laughed and smacked Justin’s ass as he bent over to open the refrigerator and retrieve the bottle of champagne. It elicited a laugh from Mr. Campbell and Annabelle too.

    “Gentlemen, why don’t we all get comfortable on the balcony. I think you’ll find that it’s quite roomy and that there’s nothing like getting your cock sucked by a naughty secretary while enjoying a glass of champagne and an ocean view,” Annabelle said, making it perfectly clear that Justin would be servicing both men.

    “I suspect you’re quite right, Annabelle,” Mr. Reid said.

    “Quite right indeed,” Mr. Campbell added as he made his way onto the balcony.

    Justin tore the foil off the champagne bottle, popped the cork, and filled the glasses that Annabelle had left on the coffee table. He carried all three out to the deck, passed them to his superiors, and looked at Annabelle.

    “Be a good girl and show Mr. Campbell how talented your mouth is,” Annabelle said.

    Justin sank to his knees in front of Mr. Campbell, unzipped the older man’s pants, and reached inside to free an impressively thick cock.

    “He’s awfully pretty,” Mr. Campbell said. “Did he come to you like this?”

    “No,” Annabelle said. “His wife and I have worked to help Justin embrace his true self since I hired him as my secretary. It was clear to me from the start that he was better off as a feminized man. It took a little time, but I’m quite certain Justin has embraced that reality too.”

    Justin would have replied, but his mouth was stuffed with Mr. Campbell’s thick cock. He was dutifully bobbing up and down in the older man’s lap and his body hummed with the kind of submissive desire he’d grown accustomed to. There was something about sucking a stranger’s cock and doing it on a hotel balcony that made it hotter, too. Justin wasn’t quite sure why, but he was deeply aroused as he sucked cock for his boss.

    “Your secretary is damn good, Annabelle. I’m jealous,” Mr. Campbell said. “Though if I had a cocksucker like this on my staff I’m not sure when I’d get any work done.”

    “He does more than suck cock,” Annabelle said. “Justin is full service. As you might have guessed, I quite like bending him over and taking his ass with my strapon and he’s no stranger to letting a man use his tight little hole for pleasure.”

    “Is that right?” Mr. Reid asked.

    “Justin is a very good, well, girl, at this point. He knows his place. He knows that as my secretary it’s his job to bend over when I tell him to. It’s his job to take cock when I tell him to even if he’s straight and has no particular attraction to cock. He knows that doesn’t matter. He knows that making me happy is what matters,” Annabelle explained.

    “You want a go?” Mr. Campbell asked his coworker.

    “I certainly do,” Mr. Reid said as he unzipped his pants.

    “Offer your mouth, Justin. Be a good girl and offer your mouth,” Annabelle said.

    Justin kissed Mr. Campbell’s cock and then crawled in front of Mr. Reid, reached into the older man’s pants, and pulled out a long, semi-hard cock. He wrapped his lips around the plump head and sucked like a good secretary should. He thought of his wife telling him to be good for Annabelle. He thought of how much pleasure it brought him to make his boss and his wife happy. He thought of how he’d willingly accepted his feminization, how he’d let himself become more woman than man.

    “Mmmm,” Mr. Reid said as Justin brought his cock to a full, throbbing erection. “I can’t remember the last time I enjoyed a blowjob like this. I do miss the good old days.”

    Mr. Campbell chuckled and said, “I’ll toast to that.”

    They all sipped their drinks as the sound of Justin’s loud, lusty cocksucking filled the air.

    “Would you gentlemen like to take this inside? I’m sure Justin wouldn’t mind servicing you both at the same time if you’d like to take full advantage of all he has to offer,” Annabelle said.

    “What about you?” Mr. Reid asked as he grabbed a handful of Justin’s long, soft hair and began to fuck his face.

    “I love to watch,” she said. “I find it immensely arousing to see my secretary give himself to real men. I love the look on his face when he feels a real man’s cock fill his body. I especially love watching when he makes a real man cum. Those are the moments when Justin genuinely realizes his place as a feminized slut for his boss and his wife.”

    “Well, it seems like it would be a shame to deny you that pleasure,” Mr. Reid said. “I guess we should take your secretary inside and show him what it’s like to service two real men at once, shouldn’t we?”

    “Indeed we should,” Mr. Campbell said.

    “Come, Justin,” Annabelle said.

    Justin stood and followed his boss into the bedroom. She moved the desk chair until it was facing the bed, hiked up her skirt, and sat with her legs parted.

    “Get on your hands and knees in the bed,” Annabelle said. “Offer them your body. Let them enjoy your holes.”

    Justin got on his hands and knees and looked over as Mr. Campbell and Mr. Reid hungrily eyed him while they stripped. Soon both men were naked and Justin couldn’t help but feel a little bit proud that they both sported throbbing erections. He was responsible for that. He gave them pleasure. He made them happy, and that made Annabelle happy.

    “Enjoy my secretary, gentlemen,” Annabelle said as she pulled her panties aside. “Use him as you desire. He’s yours.”

    Mr. Campbell moved behind Justin, flipped up the back of the pleated skirt, and pulled aside the little thong that covered his asshole. He spit on his fingers, rubbed them over Justin’s anus, and then pressed the head of his cock inside the secretary.

    Justin opened his mouth to cry out in pain and in that moment Mr. Reid climbed into the bed and shoved his cock down Justin’s throat. Just like that the two older men were effectively spit roasting him.

    “You two certainly know how to treat a slut,” Annabelle said.

    Mr. Campbell grabbed Justin’s hips, pulled his cock out, and slammed it back inside. “Yes we do,” he said.

    Mr. Reid laughed as he grabbed Justin’s head and began to fuck his face. He gagged repeatedly as the long cock hit the back of his throat, but that only seemed to enhance the pleasure of both men using him.

    “Mmmm, you’re being a good secretary, Justin,” Annabelle said as she played with her pussy. “This is your job. You exist to please. You exist to make me happy. If I want you to be a piece of meat for these distinguished gentlemen to fuck, that’s what you’ll be.”

    The two older men pounded Justin harder, seemingly spurred on by Annabelle’s dirty talk, as if she was giving them permission to go all out by referring to her secretary as a piece of meat while they penetrated him from both ends.

    Justin felt like a piece of meat, but it thrilled him. It felt right. He was dressed in a skirt and a soft satin blouse. He was smooth from head to toe. His cock was locked in a little cage. His hair was long. His body was slender and feminine. Submission filled him with pleasure. In that moment, being a piece of meat was perfect.

    “There’s no need to rush, gentlemen,” Annabelle said. “We have all night, after all. My secretary will be happy to let you use him as long as you want. After all, he exists to please.”

    Justin knew this wouldn’t be like the other times. These were bigger clients. The deal was going to make Annabelle and her bosses a great deal of money. He knew it was quite likely he was going to be used all night long. He knew he was going to be a piece of meat for as long as Mr. Campbell, Mr. Reid, and Annabelle wanted him to be, and he was okay with that. That was his place. That’s what he’d been trained to be. That’s what he wanted to be.

  
    Dominated by His Beautiful Boss - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Do you like it?” Lauren asked as she stepped out of the closet wearing a smooth, long blue strapon cock with a flared head.

    Justin smiled and said, “I do.”

    She crawled into bed and Justin instinctively spread his legs to welcome his wife between them. He was dressed in an impossibly soft-feeling blue silk nightie and matching panties and she was naked and sporting an always-erect cock, so it made perfect sense that she would assume the traditionally male role.

    They kissed as Lauren lowered her body onto his and ground her hips into him, rubbing the tip of her strapon around his crotch. Justin’s cock throbbed beautifully in its cage as he welcomed his wife’s tongue into his mouth and reached down to caress her naked ass. He felt wonderfully feminine and wanted so badly to have her inside him.

    “How does it feel to be the secretary to the company’s newest vice president?” Lauren asked.

    Annabelle had been promoted earlier that week – thanks in large part to the deal she made in Miami – and Justin had gotten a pay bump to go along with hers.

    “It’s exciting,” he said.

    “Annabelle said that your hard work played a big part in getting her that promotion. She said she’s never letting you go, that you’re far too valuable,” Lauren explained. “Isn’t that exciting? You’re going to have a great job for as long as you want it.”

    That part was certainly wonderful, but Justin found it even more exciting to know that his duties would be expanding as Annabelle would now be handling a wider range of clients.

    Lauren kissed him again, this time moaning into his mouth as she played with his nipples through the thin, soft material of his nightie.

    “You’re going to be a good secretary for your boss, aren’t you?” she whispered. “You’re going to keep being a good girl for her, right?”

    “I am,” Justin said.

    “And you’re going to be a good girl for me, aren’t you?” Lauren asked as she gently kissed his neck.

    Justin groaned and lifted his hips to direct the tip of Lauren’s cock between his panty-clad ass cheeks. “Yes, I’ll always be a good girl for you.”

    “Do you want me to fuck you, sweetheart? Do you want your wife to fuck your tight little ass?” she whispered.

    Justin’s voice quivered as his body hummed with desire. “Yes, please.”

    Lauren moved next to Justin and gently rolled him onto his side. She pressed her body against his in the spoon position and worked his panties down. He felt a rush of cool air against his ass cheeks before his wife pressed her body against his and pushed the tip of her strapon against his asshole.

    Lauren kissed his neck and wrapped an arm tightly around Justin. “Say it for me, sweetheart.”

    “Please, fuck me,” Justin said. “Fill me with your cock.”

    Lauren pushed three fingers into Justin’s mouth and coated them with his saliva. He knew his spit would be the only lubrication he’d be offered.

    “I never thought I’d find it arousing to hear my husband say that,” Lauren whispered as she pushed her fingers deeper into his mouth. “Then again, I never thought my husband would end up a feminized secretary to a powerful alpha female. Sometimes life changes in ways you never imagined possible, doesn’t it?”

    Lauren pulled her fingers from his mouth and lubed her cock before pressing it between Justin’s ass cheeks once more. She dried her fingers on his thigh and slowly pushed into him.

    “Does that feel good?” Lauren whispered. “Does it feel good when your wife fucks your ass?”

    “Yes,” Justin replied as he felt his asshole open up for his wife’s strapon. He’d been fucked enough that it was relatively painless. It was a little humiliating to be penetrated by woman he used to make love to on a regular basis, but his days as a real man had long since passed. Now he was a feminized, submissive cuckold that did as his wife and his boss demanded.

    Lauren pressed her body tightly against Justin’s, grabbed his hips with one hand, and kissed him softly as she made love to him. Her thrusts were slow and deep, each seemingly designed to provide a wondrous thrill as she showed him the joy of being fucked by a woman.

    “We’re going to do this more often,” Lauren said. “You deserve cock. You deserve my cock. You deserve to feel me inside you, to feel my desire for the new version of you. You deserve to feel me stretching out your boy pussy.”

    Justin groaned at her choice of words. It seemed fitting and there was an implicit kind of humiliation that he couldn’t resist.

    “This feels so good,” Justin said as each thrust brought with it a burst of pleasure. It seemed that his wife was hitting his prostate and providing an unexpected kind of stimulation.

    “Yeah? Do you like my cock?” she asked.

    “I love it,” Justin said. “Oh my God, I love it.”

    Lauren fucked him a little faster as her fingers found one of his nipples. She gave it a good squeeze and the pain translated to instant desire.

    “Lauren…fuck…harder…please, fuck me harder,” he begged.

    “Are you going to cum on my cock?” she asked. “Are you going to cum on my cock like a good girl?”

    “Yes…yes…yes, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum,” he said between heavy breaths.

    Lauren sucked on his neck, pinched his nipples, and fucked him harder. Pleasure spread through Justin’s body like wildfire, culminating in a splendid orgasm in his cage. His asshole clamped down on his wife’s strapon, he closed his eyes, and his soft dick pulsed in the cage, squirting cum onto his leg and the sheets.

    He grunted and groaned and mumbled incoherently as he experienced the most deeply-satisfying orgasm of his life.

    “Thank you,” Justin said.

    “My pleasure,” Lauren replied.

    She pulled him a little closer and kept her cock inside him as Justin closed his eyes and enjoyed the comfort of his wife’s warm, confident touch.

    “I love you, Lauren,” he said.

    Lauren kissed the back of his neck and whispered, “I love you too.”

    
      

    

    Justin’s elbows rested on Annabelle’s desk as she caressed his ass in the tight-fitting skirt his wife had laid out for him that morning.

    “How did it feel when Lauren made love to you with her new cock?” Annabelle asked.

    “It was wonderful,” Justin replied.

    “She said you had quite the orgasm. Is that true? Did you cum with your wife’s cock in your boy pussy?”

    Annabelle’s touch was soft and soothing, but he suspected it wouldn’t last.

    “I did,” Justin said. “It was incredible.”

    “That’s good. That’s very good. You deserved an incredible orgasm, Justin. You’ve been so good to the women in your life. You’ve been such a good submissive. You’ve been happy to bend to our desires and do as you’re told,” Annabelle explained.

    “It makes me happy to submit,” Justin said.

    Annabelle reached down and slowly pulled up his skirt, lightly digging her fingernails into his flesh along the way.

    “I know it does,” she said. “And it brings me pleasure to dominate, though in a different way that your wife dominates.”

    Annabelle rubbed Justin’s bare ass as he closed his eyes and braced for the pain he was almost certain was about to arrive.

    “You like to suffer for me, don’t you Justin?” Annabelle asked.

    “I do,” he replied.

    Justin didn’t lust after pain, but he did find intense pleasure in Annabelle’s happiness and he knew that she found great reward in spanking him, roughly fucking him with her strapon, and subjecting him to use by men, among other kinky delights.

    “I want to make you suffer, Justin,” she said. “I want you to feel pain.”

    “I’ll do anything for you, Annabelle,” he said. “Please, make me suffer for your pleasure.”

    Annabelle swiftly and viciously brought her hand down on Justin’s ass. The pain was intense and immediate as he dropped his head onto her desk and resisted the urge to fall to the floor. She’d made him suffer.

    Annabelle spanked him again, this time delivering two swift blows. She grabbed a handful of Justin’s hair and pulled back before leaning close and whispering, “It makes me wet to see you suffer.”

    “Again,” Justin said. “Spank me again.”

    Annabelle maintained her grip on his hair and spanked him twice more. Each time the sound of her hand meeting the soft flesh of his ass filled her new office.

    Justin could hear Annabelle’s arousal. He could hear her take deeper, wilder breaths. He could hear her moan as she made him suffer and it filled him with pleasure.

    “I want you to make me cum,” Annabelle said as she released his hair and sat in her comfy leather chair. “Eat my pussy.”

    Justin dropped to his knees with his skirt still bunched up around his waist. Annabelle lifted her ass off the chair and Justin unzipped her leather skirt and worked it over her hips before folding it and placing it on her desk.

    He moved between his boss’s legs and reached up to pull aside her panties and caress her thighs while his tongue went to work.

    “There’s a new client coming in later today,” Annabelle said as she closed her eyes and smiled. “I told him my secretary is exceptionally talented and I expect you to show him the courtesy you’ve shown our other clients. Will you be a good whore for me, Justin?”

    “I will,” he replied before returning to her pussy.

    “That’s good,” she said. “It turns me on when you’re a good whore, Justin. It turns me on when you offer that pretty mouth and your tight boy pussy to a man. It turns me on when you show me that you know your place.”

    Justin wanted nothing more than to make Annabelle happy, even if that meant offering his body to a man he’d never met. He’d suck cock for her. He’d get fucked for her. He’d make men cum for her despite the fact that he felt no attraction to them. It didn’t matter. What mattered was doing what Annabelle desired.

    “If you’re a good whore for our client I’ll let you worship my body before you go home to your wife. Would you like that, Justin? Would you like to kiss my beautiful breasts, eat my pussy, and worship my ass? Would that make you happy?” Annabelle asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “That would make me so happy.”

    Annabelle closed her eyes and took Justin’s head in her hands. She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and pulled him a little bit closer, smothering his face with her pussy juices as he brought his boss to a glorious orgasm.

    
      

    

    “Welcome home, sweetheart,” Lauren said as she pulled Justin into a tight embrace.

    He closed his eyes and enjoyed the feel of her body against his while breathing in the delicate scent of her perfume.

    “Did you have a good day at work?” she asked.

    Justin pulled back and smiled at his wife. Annabelle almost always updated her, so he suspected she knew exactly how his day had gone.

    “I did,” he said with a smile.

    “Are you a little sore?” she asked.

    “I am,” he replied.

    The new client had enjoyed Justin’s ass for an extended period of time, fucking him twice before signing his deal and heading on his way. Annabelle had seen fit to fuck Justin with a rather large strapon soon after. She’d been particularly rough as she sought to push him ever deeper into his submission. As promised, he’d been rewarded with the chance to worship her body, but the day had left him sore and exhausted.

    “Ben’s coming over tonight,” Lauren said as she reached up to caress her husband’s face. “I know you’re tired, but I expect you to serve us both. I’d like you to pick up takeout for Ben and I, and when we’re ready to play I expect you to be the dedicated cuckold we both know you are. You’ll suck Ben’s cock for as long as I want you to.”

    “Of course I will,” Justin answered.

    “Good. Why don’t you go have a shower and a quick nap to get some energy back? Make up the guest room, too, because Ben will be spending the night,” Lauren said.

    She gave him a kiss on the cheek and offered a playful pat on the ass as he turned to head towards the bathroom.

    Justin smiled as he walked away. Despite his exhaustion and the sometimes uncomfortable use of his body, he was blissfully happy. He’d been well-trained by his wife and his boss to accept and embrace his place and he wanted nothing more than to satisfy both the women in his life.

    For the first time in his life Justin felt completely satisfied, like he’d finally discovered who he was supposed to be. Instead of being upset or jealous, he was overjoyed that he’d get to serve his wife and her bull that night. Instead of feeling humiliated, he was thrilled that his ass felt sore from being fucked by a man and a big strapon that day.

    Justin had found his place in submission to two beautiful women. He’d abandoned his manhood and in doing so he’d found true happiness.

    The End

  
    Dominated by His Beautiful Neighbor

    Tyler’s note was simple:

    Hey there. I’m Tyler. I live next door. I’m sorry we haven’t met yet and that I’m introducing myself under such awkward circumstances, but I had to say something.

    Again, I apologize for this, but I’m having trouble sleeping on some nights because there’s quite a bit of noise coming from your bedroom. I’m not sure why the designers of this apartment building chose to have us share bedroom walls, but they did and it’s become an issue for me.

    Once more, I’m sorry for how terribly awkward this is, but is there any way you could tone down the noise just a little? Even if I put in my earbuds and listen to something on my phone I can still hear enough to keep me up. Perhaps you could pull your bed away from the wall a bit?

    You’ll find my number and email at the bottom of the letter in case you need to get in touch. Thanks so much, and I apologize once more for even having to write this letter.

    A day later, Tyler found a note slipped under his door. His neighbor’s message was fairly simple too:

    Aww, aren’t you cute. Your neighbor fucks too loudly and you just can’t get any sleep. Isn’t that just the saddest thing in the world?

    I’ll tell you what. Instead of complaining about having to listen to me fuck, why don’t you whip our your little dick (I’ll bet it’s little, isn’t it) and masturbate while my boyfriend makes me cum.

    That way, you can feel a little like you’re the one having sex, even though you’re definitely not having sex (you’re not, right?).

    To be honest, I find it kind of hot to know that you’re listening to me get fucked. I think I might have to get a little bit louder.

    I’m Jess, by the way. Pleased to sort of meet you.

    True to her word, Jess was louder. It happened that night. She wasn’t just a little bit louder, either. She put on a performance.

    At first, Tyler was frustrated. Not only had his neighbor disregarded what he’d said, she’d doubled down on what was annoying him. It was infuriating.

    Then a text came in: “He’s fucking me doggystyle. Are you listening?”

    Tyler couldn’t believe it. She was taunting him, and apparently she was texting while getting fucked. It was astounding. He wasn’t sure if he should text her back. If he did, he knew it would mean he was giving up. She’d won.

    Another text came in: “Are you playing with your cock? Are you jerking off while he fucks me?”

    Tyler stared at the screen. There was no question his neighbor was getting fucked. He could hear the bed slamming into the wall with every thrust and she was moaning loud enough for people across the street to hear.

    Despite his annoyance, Tyler couldn’t deny being a little bit aroused. He’d never interacted with a woman as bold as Jess. She hadn’t been embarrassed that he could hear her. She hadn’t been sympathetic to his plight. She seemed to have been aroused and taken his letter as a challenge and a potential source of pleasure.

    Now she was getting fucked and encouraging him to masturbate. Tyler wasn’t sure, but he got the impression that if he stroked his cock as he listened that Jess would find it arousing.

    “Yes, I’m masturbating,” Tyler texted back as he quickly pulled down his underwear and wrapped his fingers around his cock.

    He was already half hard and it took only a few seconds of dedicated stroking to get him fully erect. Now that he’d embraced doing what his neighbor suggested, Tyler could admit to himself that he was genuinely aroused. He liked the idea of her knowing that he was jerking off while she got fucked. He liked that he was essentially doing what she told him.

    “Good boy,” she texted back.

    The phrase thrilled him. Tyler felt a weird-but-thrilling kind of arousal rush through his loins. He’d never experienced it before. He liked it. His cock felt harder and thicker than it ever had.

    “I like that,” he texted Jess. He figured there was literally nothing to lose. He might as well be very clear that he was enjoying himself.

    “I know you do,” she texted. 

    Her moans got louder. Tyler wondered if texting him excited her.

    “Was I right, Tyler? Do you have a little dick?”

    Tyler stopped masturbating and looked at his cock. He knew it wasn’t big, though he never thought of himself as small. He’d measured. He was just under five inches. A little bit below average.

    For some reason, Tyler’s heart was pounding as he looked at his cock and then back at his phone. He was about to admit that he had a small dick and it excited him. It was confusing, but his cock was still throbbing and now it was dripping precum.

    “Yes, I have a little dick,” Tyler texted. He could have quibbled. He could have said it was a little below average or given her an exact measurement. That didn’t feel exciting, though. He didn’t understand it, but the idea of telling Jess that she was right about his little dick was thrilling.

    Tyler stroked his cock once more as he sent the text. Jess’s laughter seeped through the walls. He felt a weird, uncontrollable surge of desire. He had to let go of his dick. He didn’t want to cum yet.

    “I knew it,” Jess texted. “Keep stroking your little dick like I told you to, Tyler. Stroke while you listen to him make me cum.”

    Tyler did just that. He masturbated and listened as the moans from the apartment next door got even louder. Judging by the way her bed slammed harder and faster into the wall, Jess’s boyfriend was fucking her harder.

    Tyler closed his eyes and imagined his beautiful, dark-haired neighbor on her hands and knees. He imagined her mouth open so the moans of pleasure could escape. He imagined her tits, which seemed to be quite large, bouncing as her boyfriend fucked her. He imagined a porn, basically, and it played out perfectly in his head with her loud, sensual moans as the perfect accompaniment.

    There was no mistaking her orgasm. When she came, Jess let out a long, loud moan. Tyler continued to masturbate, though he didn’t cum. He wanted to wait and see if Jess had any other instructions for him.

    “Did you cum?” she texted a few minutes later.

    “No.”

    “Good boy.”

    Again Tyler felt a weird, inexplicable kind of thrill at being called a “good boy.” He already felt hooked on that thrill. He wanted more and he hoped that Jess would give it to him.

    “Do you want to cum?” she texted.

    “Yes, desperately,” he said.

    “Come to my place. My boyfriend is gone. He left the door unlocked. Oh, and don’t you dare get dressed. Come over in whatever you’re wearing right now.”

    Tyler felt that naughty thrill again. He was wearing a pair of socks and a white t-shirt. He’d kicked off his underwear while masturbating. He wasn’t going to cheat and put on his underwear, though. He was going to do as he was told.

    He grabbed his phone, walked to his front door, and looked out the peephole to ensure no one was in the hallway. He opened the door and popped his head out.

    No one else was around, so Tyler quickly scampered down the hallway and opened Jess’s door. Her apartment was neater than he expected. A small, old-looking dog was stretched out on the couch and it lifted its head to give Tyler a quizzical look as he stood at the door and wondered where Jess was.

    “Come to the bedroom,” she called out.

    Tyler tentatively made his way to Jess’s bedroom. His heart pounded. He’d never done anything even remotely like this before. His cock was still hard as a rock. His balls were tight against his body. He felt a weird mixture of nervous energy and pure desire.

    “Aww, it’s not so little,” Jess said as Tyler walked into the bedroom.

    He felt uncomfortable and excited at the same time. He was nearly naked, fully erect, and standing in front of a breathtakingly beautiful, freshly-fucked naked girl.

    “I mean, it’s not big,” she continued, “but at least it’s not tiny.” Jess looked up at him and smiled. “Thank you for coming over.”

    “You’re welcome,” Tyler answered.

    Jess rolled onto her stomach and moved to the edge of her bed. “Why don’t you come a little closer, Tyler?”

    Tyler felt like he was leading with his cock, but he couldn’t help it. His erection simply wouldn’t go away. He was far too excited. Everything felt a little bit dangerous and arousing. He couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

    Jess reached out and ran the tip of her index finger over the head of Tyler’s cock. She gathered the precum and rubbed it along the underside, offering him an exquisite sort of teasing pleasure that felt exceptionally good.

    Tyler groaned and Jess looked up at him and smiled. “Do you like that? Do you like it when I tease your cute little cock?”

    “I do,” Tyler said. He couldn’t help but smile at her. She was impossibly beautiful and she’d just touched his cock, even if it was just a little bit of teasing.

    “Did you like listening to my boyfriend fuck me?” Jess asked as she teased Tyler’s balls with her fingers.

    “I did,” he said.

    “Wasn’t that much better than getting stressed out and complaining about it? Wasn’t it so much more fun to do as you were told?”

    Tyler loved the commanding tone of her voice and the way she talked to him. He loved the sense that she was completely in control and that all he had to do was go along for the ride she wanted to take him on.

    “It was fun,” he admitted.

    Jess’s fingers encircled Tyler’s balls and she squeezed them. At first, she was gentle and it felt good. Then her grip tightened and fear coursed through him. He didn’t know her at all. Perhaps she was cruel. Perhaps she wanted him to suffer.

    Just as it began to feel genuinely painful, Jess released his testicles and Tyler let out the breath he didn’t even realize he’d been holding.

    “Don’t worry, Tyler. I’m not going to hurt you. I just like to play with boys like you,” Jess said as she once again ran her index finger over the head of his cock.

    “Boys like me?” he asked.

    “Sweet, submissive beta males, Tyler. You may not know it, but that’s what you are. You’re the kind of guy that likes to be told what to do. You like to follow. You like to submit to the desires of a strong alpha female like me.”

    Some of what Jess said sounded like a foreign language. Tyler didn’t know much about beta males or submissives. Still, he knew that Jess was right about his desire to be told what to do. At least, he liked doing what she told him to do. He found it intensely arousing and he wanted more of it.

    “So, will you submit to my desires, Tyler? Will you do as you’re told?”

    Tyler nodded. “Yes, I will.”

    Jess rolled onto her back and spun around so her feet were in front of Tyler. “Good. I want you to get on your knees and kiss my feet, Tyler. Will you do that? Will you be a good boy for me?”

    Tyler felt compelled to fall to his knees. He wanted to be a good boy. It was even hotter to hear her say it in person.

    He kissed Jess’s feet. They were rather lovely looking and kissing her toes and soles proved rather pleasant.

    “Suck on my toes, Tyler.”

    Tyler did as he was told and did so without hesitation. He sucked on Jess’s big toe first and then moved down the line before switching to her other foot. He ran his tongue over her flesh and felt absolutely delighted when she moaned.

    “That feels so good, Tyler. Do you like making me feel good?” Jess asked as she pulled her toes from his mouth and gently spread her legs.

    Tyler couldn’t help but look at her pussy. His eyes were drawn there. He had to see it. He had to see if it looked like someone had just fucked her. He had to see if it looked as perfect as he’d imagined.

    “Do you like my pussy, Tyler?” Jess asked in a sultry voice.

    Tyler nodded. “It’s beautiful.”

    “It’s perfect, isn’t it?”

    He nodded again.

    “Say it, Tyler.”

    “Your pussy is perfect,” he said.

    “Good boy.” 

    Jess ran her fingers down her taut stomach and between her legs. She closed her eyes and rubbed her clit. A quiet moan escaped her lips.

    “You understand that your little dick won’t ever get to feel my pussy, right Tyler?” she asked.

    Tyler knew that sort of thing would have left most men disappointed or even annoyed. Guys talked about cock teasing girls all the time and they never talked about them fondly. It didn’t bother him, though. In his current state of mind, it thrilled him.

    “Yes, I understand,” Tyler said as he reached down and stroked his cock.

    Jess admonished him in a controlled, quiet tone. “Stop that, Tyler. I didn’t give you permission to play with your cock, did I?”

    “No. Sorry.”

    “You want to be a good boy, right Tyler?” she asked as her fingers once again moved over her pussy lips.

    “Yes, I do,” he said. “I want to be a good boy.” Tyler nearly doubled over in pleasure as he said it. The phrase held such power for him.

    “A guy like you, a beta boy, can be very useful to a woman like me. Would you like to know how, Tyler?” Jess asked as she gently played with her perky breasts.

    “Yes. Please, tell me,” Tyler said. There was desperation in his voice. He couldn’t control it.

    “You can worship my pussy with your tongue, Tyler. Would you like that? Would you like it if I invited you to crawl between my legs and eat my pussy?”

    In that moment, nothing in the world sounded better to Tyler.

    “Would you really let me do that?” he said. “I mean, yes, of course I would like that. I’d love that.”

    Excited didn’t begin to describe what Tyler felt in that moment. Words couldn’t capture the sensations that flooded his body.

    The smile that crossed Jess’s face looked victorious, like Tyler’s desperation to worship her pussy was the outcome she was seeking all along.

    “Come, Tyler. Worship my pussy,” Jess said as she spread her legs wider and beckoned him closer with her finger.

    Tyler crawled into her bed. He moved between her soft, supple thighs and stopped when he was inches from her pussy.

    “Eat it, Tyler. Eat my pussy,” Jess encouraged him.

    Tyler pressed his lips against Jess’s perfect pussy and licked her clit. He ran his tongue back and forth over it in a steady, rhythmic motion. He did exactly as an ex-girlfriend had taught him and it paid dividends.

    Jess moaned and her hands moved through his hair. She took a tight grip and said, “I knew you’d be a good beta boy for me. I knew you’d have a skilled tongue. Every submissive like you does.”

    Tyler savored making her feel good. Jess was far more beautiful than any woman he’d been with. Even her pussy was more beautiful.

    “Taste me, Tyler. Put your tongue inside me,” Jess urged him as she pushed on the top of his head.

    Tyler abandoned licking her clit and did as he was told. He pushed his tongue as deep inside her pussy as he could. She groaned joyfully as he was met with an overwhelmingly strong, salty taste.

    It took a few moments for Tyler to understand what was happening. It wasn’t just the salty taste. There was a thick fluid inside her. Her boyfriend hadn’t used a condom. He’d cum inside her and Tyler’s tongue was bathed in it.

    As soon as he realized what was happening, Tyler tried to pull away. He couldn’t, though. Jess’s grip on his hair tightened and she closed her thighs around his head.

    “Don’t fight it, Tyler. This is what beta boys do. You obey. You do as you’re told. So clean up my boyfriend’s cum. Lick it out of me like a good boy,” Jess demanded.

    Tyler pulled his tongue from her pussy. He didn’t want to eat someone else’s cum, even if it meant getting to go down on this beautiful girl.

    “I’m not letting you go until you clean my messy pussy, Tyler. You’re going to lick up every drop of his cum. You’re going to embrace your place as the little-dicked beta bitch that you are, and then you’re going to service me anytime I want. Do you understand?”

    The sweet, seductive girl that had welcomed him to her apartment was gone. This was clearly the purely dominant side of his neighbor.

    Unfortunately, Jess was surprisingly strong. Her grip on his hair was genuinely painful and Tyler couldn’t see wriggling free from between her thighs. 

    “This is the price you pay, Tyler. This is how you get to worship me. This is how a guy like you gets to be in bed with a girl like me. You clean cum from my pussy. You lick up a superior man’s load and you do it whenever I want. Now stop fighting me and do it.”

    Tyler relented. He probably could have fought more. Jess probably would have let him go. She probably wasn’t a psychopath.

    He relented because his cock was still hard as a rock. He was making a mess on her sheets with the precum that was leaking from him. He was aroused. It was undeniable. It was pointless to fight.

    Instead, Tyler got over his panic and what she might think of him for eating someone else’s cum and he did as he was told. He cleaned the creampie from Jess’s pussy.

    “Good boy,” she said as he licked up her boyfriend’s cum. “You’re a very good boy.”

    Her thighs relaxed and she spread her legs once more. Her grip on his hair loosened and the pain subsided. She even used one hand to gently caress him.

    “Clean it all up. Swallow it all. Swallow his seed. Show me that you want to be a good boy for me, that you want to serve me,” Jess said in the softly seductive voice that had lured him between her legs.

    He did want to serve her. He wanted it to be more than a onetime thing. He wanted to end up between her legs as often as possible.

    “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to the taste. You might even grow to like it.”

    Tyler couldn’t imagine that happening. The taste was awful. He knew it wouldn’t go away anytime soon, either. Even if he brushed his teeth he’d still be able to taste the cum. It didn’t bother him, though. It was actually a little bit arousing. It made him feel more submissive.

    Eventually, Tyler couldn’t find any more cum inside her. He licked. He used his fingers to try and dig more out. It seemed as though he’d finished.

    “Did you get it all?” Jess asked.

    “I think I did,” he said.

    “I think you deserve a reward,” she said with a smile.

    Tyler got excited. He was certain Jess was going to let him masturbate. He wanted to cum so badly.

    “You may give me an orgasm,” Jess said. “After all, for a beta boy like you there’s no greater reward than worshiping a beautiful alpha female like me and making me cum with your talented tongue.”

    It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. Tyler wasn’t sure he agreed. He was quite certain an orgasm would feel better, but he wasn’t about to argue with the naked beauty in front of him. He knew how that would end.

    Instead, he did as she desired. He made her cum. He licked her clit furiously. He brought her pleasure, and as it turned out, it was thrilling. It brought him pleasure to feel her writhing, to listen to her moaning, and to see her have a body-shaking orgasm. He felt proud when it was over.

    “You may leave,” Jess said. “But if you want to come back you’ll refrain from masturbating tonight. I know you want to cum, but a beta boy must learn to control his urges for the benefit of his alpha. Instead of cumming, I want you to think about the taste of my pussy and my boyfriend’s cum in your mouth. I want you to think about the fact that you have another man’s load in your stomach. You can get hard. You can even play with your little cock, but you cannot orgasm. Do you understand?”

    Tyler nodded. “Yes, I understand,” he said.

    “Good boy.” Jess waved him away. “I’ll see you soon.”

    Tyler hoped that was true. He wanted more. Much more.

  
    Dominated by His Seductive Sister-in-Law - Part 1

    Dean looked up from the computer as his sister-in-law appeared in the doorway with a smile on her face.

    "Is this for me?" Scarlett asked as she lifted the mug he'd left for her on the counter.

    Dean nodded. "Yeah, I noticed you've made a cup of iced coffee for yourself each day after you get back from your run, and I was in the kitchen making tea right when you were due back, so I figured I'd just make it for you."

    Scarlett stepped into the room and Dean glanced at her taut stomach, which glistened with a little bit of sweat. She sipped her coffee, smiled, and said, "It's perfect. How did you know how I like it?"

    "Two tablespoons of cream and a teaspoon of sugar," Dean replied. "At least, that's what you put into it yesterday. I don't know why, but I tend to catalog those sorts of details. Anna says it's because I really like being helpful - that I'm a caretaker at heart - and that my brain can't help but focus on stuff like that because I want to be helpful in any way I can."

    "I can see why my sister loves you so much," Scarlett said before sipping her coffee once more. "You know, this might be even better than when I make it. I'm not sure why that would be the case." She offered a soft, lovely smile and added, "Though perhaps it's the simple fact that someone else made it for me that makes it so delicious."

    "Well, it would be my pleasure to make you coffee for the rest of your stay," Dean replied without giving it a second thought.

    Scarlett took another step towards his desk and again Dean glanced at her taut stomach. Every day Scarlett would leave for a run right after Anna left for the office and would always run in the same outfit - a pair of leggings and a cropped, skintight top - and every day Dean felt a little embarrassed that he felt such an attraction to his sister-in-law. She was beautiful and fit, though, so it was hard not to be attracted to her.

    "I'd like that very much, Dean," Scarlett said while taking yet another step towards his desk. "It's very kind of you to think of me and my well-being, you know. I'm not used to that from a man."

    "Really?" Dean asked. "I'm sorry to hear that." He didn't know much about his sister-in-law - she lived across the country and rarely came to visit - but it struck him as sad that she didn't have someone that would think of her before himself.

    "I guess it is a little sad," Scarlett said as she set her cup on his desk. "After all, I can be caring, too."

    Scarlett stepped closer and leaned against his desk. He glanced at her thigh in the tight fabric of her leggings and once again allowed his eyes to spend a moment gazing at her stomach, which looked even better from just a few feet away.

    "You don't know this about me," Scarlett said, "but I can be generous with a man. Very generous, in fact. It's just that I have a history of choosing the wrong man to give my energy to. I tend to pick men that aren't deserving of my affection, that don't appreciate it. Anna clearly has a better sense for how to choose the right man."

    "I'm...I'm sorry to hear that," Dean replied. “About you choosing the wrong men, I mean.”

    The smile Scarlett offered in response was soft and sweet. She stared into Dean's eyes for a few moments before reaching out and slowly running her fingers up his arm. Goose bumps rose on Dean's skin all the way up to his neck and his heart raced. Scarlett's fingers made it all the way to his hand and she took it in hers and squeezed it softly.

    "I've seen the way you look at me," she said.

    Dean offered no reply as Scarlett lifted his hand and slowly moved it towards her body. She paused for a moment and then pressed his hand against her stomach. It felt warm, slightly damp from the drying sweat, and remarkably firm.

    "I like that you look at me," Scarlett said. "I like that man like you - a good man - desires me. I know you don't look for long, that you allow yourself a little glance before pulling your eyes away. I even like that. You're too good a man to openly lust after your sister-in-law."

    Dean moved to pull his hand away but Scarlett tightened her grip and refused to let go. She moved his hand from her stomach to her thigh. He felt the softness of her leggings and the warmth emanating from her skin.

    "I want you to lust after me, Dean," Scarlett said softly. "I want you to desire me."

    She pulled his hand between her legs. Dean pressed his fingers against her pussy and looked up at his sister-in-law. She smiled and her lips parted so a soft moan of pleasure could escape. Lust swirled through Dean's body and his cock stiffened.

    Scarlett released his hand, pushed away from the desk, and spun Dean's chair so he was facing her. She stepped closer, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled back gently until he was looking up at her. His eyes were wide with surprise and desire and his heart was racing.

    "You like that I work hard to keep my body in shape, don't you Dean?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "Have you fantasized about me yet?" Scarlett asked. "I've been here a week. Have you thought about me while indulging in self-pleasure?"

    Dean nodded. He was embarrassed that he'd fantasized about his sister-in-law, and yet he didn't hesitate to admit it.

    The look on Scarlett's face made it seem like she thoroughly enjoyed his admission, though. "And did you enjoy that fantasy, Dean? Did you enjoy thinking about me while you took your pleasure?"

    "Yes," Dean admitted.

    A devilish grin crossed Scarlett's face before she said, "And did you fuck me in your fantasy, Dean? Did you fuck your sister-in-law?"

    Dean shook his head. "No. I...it wasn't...we didn't have sex...in my fantasy, I mean."

    Scarlett ran her fingers through his hair and down the back of his neck, sending waves of pleasure through Dean's body. "Well, if you didn't fuck me, Dean, what did you do? Did I give you head?"

    Dean shook his head again. "No...Scarlett, I just...I..."

    "Don't be scared, Dean," she said softly. "I promise, whatever you tell me will be our little secret."

    Dean wasn't sure it was wise, but he believed her. "I worshiped you. In my fantasy, I worshiped you. Your body. I worshiped your body."

    Scarlett's lips slowly curled into a gleeful smile. "Is that what turns you on, Dean? Do you want to worship a woman?"

    He nodded.

    "Does my sister let you worship her?" Scarlett asked.

    "No," he said. "I try to sometimes, but these days she seems to want sex to be over as quickly as possible. She never really turns me down, but she never really seems that into it, either."

    Scarlett caressed his face in a manner that felt warm and loving, to the point that Dean felt guilty for enjoying it so much. "She doesn't understand what you need, does she?"

    "I don't think she does," Dean admitted. "Maybe...I don't know, maybe I haven't been clear enough about what I want, what I need."

    Scarlett caressed his face once more and then held his head in both hands. "I'm sure you have, Dean. Anna's just a little selfish. Unlike you, she's not a caretaker, she's not someone that puts much effort into thinking about what other people need. She's wonderful in so many ways, but not in that particular way, as you've discovered. I'm not like my sister in that way, though."

    "You're...you're not?" he asked.

    Scarlett stepped back and slipped off her sneakers. She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and bent over to pull them down. When she stood once more Dean stared between her legs at the pussy he'd fantasized about.

    "No, I'm not," Scarlett replied as she closed the distance between them. "I'm probably not as considerate as you are - you're a rare kind of person in that way - but I know what you want, Dean. I knew what you wanted the first day I was here. I think you should have what you want, what you crave. Don't you?"

    Dean looked up at his sister-in-law as a battle played out in his head. He knew the potential folly of surrendering to what felt like an overwhelming kind of desire, for if Anna found out his marriage would be over in an instant. He wasn't thinking clearly, though, for Dean didn't give that fact much consideration.

    "She'll never know," Scarlett said. "She works long hours every day. You work from home. I'm on vacation. I can give you what you want. You can give me what I want, and a week from now I can go home and Anna will never know what happened between us."

    Dean wanted what Scarlett was offering. He wanted it desperately. He wanted a small taste of what he'd wanted from Anna for so long, and what his wife seemed unwilling or unable to give him.

    For those reasons, Dean surrendered to his desire. He leaned forward. He kissed Scarlett's taut stomach. He kissed it over and over. He tasted a hint of the salty sweat that she'd generated during her run. He moaned at the feeling of it on his tongue. He moaned again when Scarlett put a hand on the back of his head and ran her fingers through his hair, taking control in a subtle manner.

    Dean kissed his way past Scarlett's belly button and towards the small tuft of pubic hair above her pussy. He felt the coarse hair against his lips and his heart pounded as he neared his sister-in-law's clit. He was on the verge of running his tongue over it when Scarlett stepped back.

    "I'm going to enjoy this more if you're on your knees," she said.

    Dean slid out of his chair and onto his knees. He crawled towards Scarlett and she stepped back with a smile on her face. She turned and leaned against the office wall with her legs spread. Dean crawled into place in front of her and looked up at the beautiful, fit brunette. Scarlett reached back, unzipped her top, and took it off, setting her perky, milky white breasts free. Her nipples were rock hard and from his knees he could see that her pussy was wet, too.

    "Worship my pussy," Scarlett instructed.

    Dean crawled forward and pushed his tongue inside his sister-in-law. He licked from the base of her pussy to her clit and she moaned as he flicked his tongue back and forth over her swollen sex organ.

    "Look up at me while you worship my pussy," Scarlett said.

    Dean directed his gaze upwards and Scarlett rewarded him with a smile as she gently twisted her nipples. He pushed his tongue as deep inside her as he could, tasted her sweet and slick juices, and then offered her clit a gentle massage. He repeated that process over and over, for he was in no rush to make Scarlett cum. He wanted to make her feel good, to make her feel as though he was worshiping her body, that it was, in fact, a body worthy of endless worship.

    Scarlett reached down, put a hand on the back of his head, and closed her eyes. "Mmm, that feels so good, Dean. Anna doesn't know what she's missing out on. She doesn't know how good her husband is at worshiping pussy. She doesn't know how thrilling it is to have a man on his knees in front of her, a man who wants nothing more than to make her body tingle with pleasure as he uses his skilled tongue."

    She was right. Anna had no idea what she was missing out on. Until that moment, Dean didn't know what he'd been missing out on either, for he'd only fantasized about worshiping a woman, about taking his time to make her feel good, about savoring every moment of worship instead of rushing towards an orgasm.

    As arousal surged through his body, Dean reached down and unzipped his pants to free his stiff cock. He'd just taken it in his hand when Scarlett said, "Don't masturbate. Not while you're worshiping me, Dean. Take pleasure in making me feel good, not in stroking your cock. Show me that your desire is truly to worship me, not to use worshiping me as a reason to masturbate."

    Dean released his cock and savored the way Scarlett effortlessly took control. He ran his hands up her thighs and grasped her ass while licking her clit. She smiled and grasped her breast with one hand while taking a tight grip on his hair with the other. Dean felt a touch of pain, but there was pleasure in it, for it felt like Scarlett was falling deeper into the joyful sensations clearly working their way through her body as he tended to her clit.

    "You're going to make me cum, Dean," she said. "I'm going to cum all over your face."

    Dean licked and sucked on her clit. He concentrated his efforts on making her cum, for Scarlett had generously let him worship her pussy and now he wanted to give her the pleasure she deserved.

    She tightened her grip on his hair and began to move her hips, rubbing her pussy over his face in the process. She spread her juices over his skin and closed her eyes as her thighs trembled. Her moans filled the office and her grip on his hair tightened as Scarlett seemed to lose herself while nearing her climax.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Scarlett cried out. She grabbed a second handful of his hair and held Dean in place while rubbing her pussy over his face, completely soaking him in her slippery juices. His cock throbbed painfully from the pleasure of truly worshiping her and witnessing what seemed to be an especially intense orgasm.

    Finally, after she's cum, Scarlett released his hair and Dean sat back on his knees. She smiled and reached down to run her fingers over his lips, collecting some of the juices she'd left behind in the process. Scarlett then slipped that finger into Dean's mouth and he closed his lips around it.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    Dean nodded as her finger moved deeper into his mouth.

    "Me too," Scarlett said. "I want more, though. I'm only here for another week and I intend on making the most of your eagerness to worship in that time. If you like that idea, follow me to my bedroom. If not, you can get back to work." Scarlett pulled her finger from his mouth, stepped to the side, and headed out of the office. "Oh, and if you're going to follow, you'll do it on your hands and knees."

    Dean didn't hesitate to crawl after his sister-in-law. He was eager to spend a week letting her take advantage of his desire to worship, for he couldn't resist the allure of pursuing a kind of pleasure he'd always desired but almost never known.

    "How would you feel about worshiping my ass?" Scarlett asked as she looked over her shoulder.

    Dean's cock throbbed. "I'd love that," he replied.

    Scarlett playfully smacked her ass, smiled, and said, "Let's see if you can earn that pleasure, then."

    Dean was ready to do whatever it took.

  
    Dominated By His Seductive Sister-in-Law - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Dean woke up to the feeling of his wife's body pressed against his back. The soft satin of her nightie felt spectacular against his skin and when she pressed her lips against the back of his neck and offered a kiss he felt a shiver of pleasure rush down his spine.

    "Thank you for last night," she said softly.

    Dean smiled. He'd gone down on Anna the night before - thoughts of worshiping his sister-in-law's pussy and ass earlier that day had filled him with an overwhelming desire to try and do the same for his wife - and Anna had let him use his tongue and fingers to make her cum twice, which was a rare treat. "It was my pleasure," he answered.

    Anna wrapped her arm around him and pulled Dean a little closer as she said, "You know, most people don't mean that when they say it, but you do, don't you?"

    He looked over his shoulder at his beautiful wife and nodded. "I do."

    Anna's lips found their way to his and she offered a quick kiss before saying, "Well, thank you. I didn't realize just how much I needed an orgasm until you'd given me one. Well, two, I guess."

    "Anytime," he replied as Anna rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

    "I'd love to cuddle a little more," she said, "but I need to get ready for work."

    Dean nodded. "Of course."

    Anna disappeared into the bathroom and turned on the shower as Dean smiled. She hadn't offered him any of the dominant pleasure he'd received from Scarlett, but he'd thoroughly enjoyed going down on his wife the night before, and he had every reason to believe she'd enjoyed it too. Perhaps if he was simply more insistent on being allowed to pleasure her, he'd get to do it more often in the future.

    Dean contemplated that possibility as he got out of bed and headed for the kitchen. He had coffee to prepare - for his wife, for himself, and for Scarlett. He brewed a pot and pulled Anna's travel mug - she almost always brought her coffee in the car - out of the cabinet before grabbing two mugs.

    "Good morning."

    Dean turned to see Scarlett leaning against the refrigerator in a pair of satin pajama shorts and a cropped camisole that exposed her belly button. Had he not worshiped her the day before he would have averted his eyes, but their relationship had changed, so he let his gaze linger on his beautiful sister-in-law and her lean, athletic body for a few seconds.

    "Is my coffee ready yet?" she asked with a little edge to her voice, like she was frustrated he was staring instead of preparing her coffee like he was supposed to.

    "Almost," he said before approaching the refrigerator to pull out the coffee he'd brewed the night before. Scarlett liked her coffee iced, after all, and it was easier to make if it was already cold.

    Scarlett stepped aside as Dean glanced at her breasts - her nipples were poking through the soft satin of her camisole - and opened the refrigerator. He pulled out the coffee and the cream, set them on the counter, and then filled Scarlett's mug with ice. She stood and watched as he added the cream and sugar and then presented her with the mug.

    "Thank you," Scarlett replied with a smile. She took a sip, savored the taste, and then swallowed. "Delicious." His sister-in-law stepped closer and reached up to caress Dean's face in a remarkably soft, tender manner. His knees wobbled for a moment and she smiled. "I heard my sister moaning last night. I take it you made her cum?"

    "I did," Dean admitted. "Twice."

    Scarlett ran her finger over his lips, smiled, and said, "Did you use the same talented tongue that made me cum yesterday?"

    Dean nodded as his heart pounded and his cock came alive in his underwear.

    "And did my sister appreciate her husband's eagerness to worship her pussy?" Scarlett asked.

    "Yes...she did...she thanked me this morning. She told me she didn't realize how badly she needed an orgasm until I gave her one," he explained.

    "And did it feel the same as worshiping me, Dean?" Scarlett asked softly.

    He shook his head. Worshiping Scarlett was different. It was much more of a turn on. There was something about her, about her understanding of what Dean really wanted, that made it hotter to worship her pussy.

    "Does that mean you still want to worship me?" she asked.

    "Yes," Dean answered.

    Scarlett smiled. "Would you like to worship me right now?"

    "But...Anna...she's in the shower," he replied. His heart was pounding even harder, though, and his dick was half hard with excitement.

    "I know," Scarlett said. "Which means she won't know." She rested her thumb against his lower lip and then slowly slipped it into his mouth. A smile crossed her face as Dean surrendered to his desire and wrapped his lips around her finger to suck on it. "We can be quick. You can give me just a little taste of how talented your tongue can be. You can remind me of how good it felt to be worshiped by a man, to see you on your knees while those eyes of yours stare up at me with your tongue in my pussy."

    Dean slowly sank to his knees in front of his sister-in-law. He couldn't help himself. It was as if he didn't have a choice in the matter, as if his body had made the choice for him. He looked up at her and her lips curled into a seductive smile as she pulled her thumb from his mouth and sipped her coffee.

    "I've always liked you, Dean," Scarlett said. "But I never knew you were this kind of man. I never knew you wanted so badly to be on your knees in front of a strong woman. I never knew this sort of thing made your dick hard."

    Scarlett's bare foot slid forward and she rubbed it over the bulge in Dean's underwear. He couldn't help but let out a soft moan, such was the intensity of the pleasure he felt.

    "Pull my shorts down," she said softly.

    Dean reached up and slowly pulled the delicate, beautiful satin shorts down, revealing the pussy he'd worshiped the day before. Her clit was engorged with desire and her pussy lips opened just a little, as if Scarlett's body was preparing her to be penetrated. It wasn't Dean's cock that would soon fill her, though. That wasn't what either of them wanted.

    "Kiss my pussy," Scarlett instructed.

    It felt so dangerous - and stupid - to do so, but Dean couldn't resist. He wanted to serve, to worship, and to feel everything he felt in that moment. He wanted to kiss the pussy of a woman that genuinely appreciated his desire to be on his knees in front of her. So Dean leaned forward and kissed Scarlett's pussy. He kissed her clit and her labia. He kissed the area all around her pussy, too, letting his lips linger against her warm flesh with each kiss.

    Scarlett reached down and put a hand on his head. Her fingers moved through his hair and she applied gentle pressure, urging Dean to lean in and truly press his face between her legs. "Put your tongue inside me," she said. "Taste me."

    Dean pushed his tongue between her pussy lips. Her sweet juices danced on his taste buds and his cock throbbed as her toes once again offered a teasing touch.

    "You look good on your knees," Scarlett observed. "You look like you belong on your knees, Dean, and I know my sister doesn't let you fall to your knees in front of her anywhere near often enough. Maybe she will, though. Maybe you can teach her what you need, Dean. Maybe you can convince her to let you worship her pussy like you're worshiping mine right now. You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

    Dean nodded with his tongue still buried deep inside his sister-in-law's pussy. He wasn't sure it was possible - Anna had never seemed to exude that sort of energy - but it was a dream he thoroughly enjoyed entertaining.

    "Your cock is awfully hard, Dean," Scarlett said. "Did my sister make you cum last night?"

    "No," he answered.

    "Did you ask her to make you cum?" she asked.

    Dean shook his head and put his tongue inside Scarlett once more.

    Scarlett flashed that seductive smile once more and said, "I have a naughty idea. I want you to do something for me. Something that would turn me on. Will you do that, Dean?"

    "Yes," he said.

    "Pour yourself a cup of coffee," she instructed.

    Dean was confused by the instruction, but he didn't hesitate to do as Scarlett desired. He filled his mug with coffee and turned to his sister-in-law, who stepped out of her shorts and sauntered towards him as Dean stared between her legs at the pussy he'd just worshiped.

    "Take your cock out," Scarlett said.

    "Are you...are you sure?" he asked.

    Scarlett set her mug on the counter, leaned in until she was inches away from Dean, and said, "Yes. Don't worry, though. I'm not going to touch your cock. It belongs to my sister. You're going to touch it, though. You're going to masturbate for me."

    Dean freed his cock and wrapped his fingers around it as he felt Scarlett's breath against his neck. He wanted his sister-in-law to touch him, and yet he understood why she wasn't going to, why it felt like crossing a perilous boundary.

    "Your dick looks so hard," Scarlett observed. "Does that mean you're turned on?"

    "Yes," Dean answered. "I'm...Scarlett, you turn me on so much. I don't know why, there's just something about you, something I can't resist."

    "Mmm, it's because I give you what you've always wanted," she said. "Something you might not have known you wanted, but something you've always craved, something you need, something my sister won't give you."

    Scarlett turned to lean against the counter just like Dean and reached between her legs. She slipped two fingers into her pussy while he watched and rubbed her clit with a third. Her pussy was wet enough that her fingering produced audible, slippery sounds of wetness that Dean found irresistibly sexy.

    "I want you to cum, Dean," Scarlett said. "But, only if you'll cum exactly where I want you to."

    "Okay," Dean replied, though he was confused. Why did it matter where he came?

    Scarlett grabbed his coffee mug and said, "I want you to cum in your coffee. I want you to drink it. I want to spend my morning thinking about the fact that you're drinking cum-flavored coffee for me. Will you do that for me, Dean? Will you ruin your coffee and drink every drop of it for me? Will you make my pussy wet by doing exactly what I want?"

    Dean took the mug from her. He'd never consumed a drop of his cum and he was certain it would be terrible in his coffee, but he didn't care. He was too far gone down a very particular road of arousal and he desperately wanted to make Scarlett happy. "Yes, I will."

    She slipped her fingers back into her pussy, pushed them deep, and masturbated as Dean did the same. His balls tightened and pleasure slowly spread through his loins as he neared his climax. Scarlett pulled her delicate fingers from her pussy and slipped them into Dean's mouth.

    "Taste me while you cum," she said. "Taste my sweet pussy while you cum in your coffee."

    Dean moaned around her fingers as he climaxed. Thick ropes of cum spurted from the tip of his cock and landed in his coffee. They floated to the top and slowly disintegrated as the heat of the dark liquid broke them down. He didn't usually shoot such big loads, but it seemed that an excess of arousal had caused quite the voluminous orgasm on that particular morning.

    "How beautiful," Scarlett said as she looked down into the coffee. "Taste it for me."

    Dean lifted the mug and stared at the small ropes of cum that rested in it. Any interest he'd had in drinking it had disappeared the moment he'd climaxed, but he still felt a desire to make Scarlett happy, so he took a small sip.

    He nearly spit it out. The taste was overwhelmingly awful, to the point that Dean's body reacted ahead of his brain and he had to force his lips to stay closed so he wouldn't make a mess all over the kitchen floor.

    "It must be awful," Scarlett said with a sweet smile on her face. "Swallow it for me."

    The command - which was essentially an order to swallow cum - proved rather arousing despite Dean's recent climax and he swallowed. It was nearly as bad going down as it had been resting on his tongue, though. "That was disgusting. I don't...I'm not sure I can drink the whole cup, Scarlett."

    "I'd hate to think you were the sort of man that would disappoint a woman after he had the orgasm he craved," Scarlett said. "So many men are like that, Dean, and it would be a shame if you were one of them."

    Dean lifted the mug to his lips once more and took a sip. The taste was revolting - worse than the first sip - and this time he spit it back into the mug. "I...I'm sorry...it's just so awful."

    Scarlett smiled so sweetly as she reached up and took the mug from him. "I think I can help," she said. "After all, I don't want you to be miserable."

    Dean figured she was going to add a little cream or sugar to try and counter the awful taste of coffee spiked with cum, but Scarlett had different ideas. She spread her legs, held the mug beneath her pussy, and pissed in his coffee.

    "There you go," Scarlett said after adding what must have been the equivalent of two tablespoons of urine to Dean's coffee. "Take a sip. See how that tastes."

    Dean took the mug from his sister-in-law and saw the delighted, lusty look on her face. It seemed clear that she'd just revealed a greater depth to what were already decidedly kinky desires, and Dean couldn't decide if he found that apparent depth exciting or frightening.

    "I don't know why," Scarlett said as he hesitated to drink the coffee she'd just spiked with her piss, "but the idea of you sitting in your office, working hard, and sipping terrible coffee flavored with your cum and my piss turns me on. And I'm not talking about a mild kind of arousal, Dean. I'm talking about the kind of desire that drives a woman wild, that makes her desperate for an orgasm. I'm talking about the kind of desire that's going to ensure that you get to spend a great deal of time worshiping my pussy today while my sister is at work."

    Dean wanted that. Even after diminishing his desire with an orgasm, he wanted that.

    "But, if you're not willing to suffer through the discomfort of drinking that nasty coffee, then all that desire will go away. I won't want you between my legs. I won't want your tongue in my pussy. I won't have any interest in letting you worship me because you'll have proved that you only really care about your pleasure," Scarlett said.

    Dean took a deep breath and sipped the coffee. The taste had gotten far worse - piss was revolting - but he swallowed. It burned going down and the mug was still filled to the brim, but he was going to finish it. He was going to sit at his desk and sip coffee flavored with his cum and his sister-in-law's piss and he was going to do so because her pleasure mattered more than his.

    "I'll drink every drop of it," Dean said. "I'm sorry I hesitated."

    "That's okay," Scarlett replied. "It can be scary to try new things. I was a little nervous before I pissed in your coffee, to be honest, because I wasn't sure you'd actually drink it, and it would have been so disappointing to stop playing with you."

    Dean couldn't help but feel a little bit giddy. Scarlett wanted to play with him. She wanted to be worshiped by him. She wanted to have fun for the rest of her vacation. He just had to make sure he did as she desired.

    "We'll have more fun later today," she said. "Right now, though, you should make Anna's coffee. The more helpful you are, the less stress she'll feel, and the less stress she feels the more likely she'll be to let you between her legs to worship her."

    Scarlett pushed away from the counter, plucked her pajama shorts from the floor, and headed out of the kitchen as Dean set his coffee mug on the counter, put his cock away, and set about making Anna's coffee. If there was anything he could do to make his wife more likely to welcome his desire to worship her, he was going to do it.
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    The sound of footsteps coming down the hallway lured Dean's attention from his computer. He looked up just in time to see his sister-in-law walk by the office door. She was moving fast enough that he only caught a glimpse of her, but Dean was certain Scarlett was fully naked.

    The image of her lean, nude body lingered in his mind as Dean stared at the empty coffee cup on his desk. Earlier that morning Scarlett had instructed him to cum in his coffee before adding her piss, creating a potent combination of unpleasant flavors that he'd dutifully downed over the first part of his work day. He could still taste the saltiness on his tongue, though there was a part of him that found that taste thrilling, as it triggered his submissive desires.

    "Dean!" Scarlett called out.

    He pushed his chair back and practically ran out of the office and towards her voice. Dean found his way to the living room and saw his sister-in-law sitting naked on the couch with her legs crossed.

    She looked up at him with a smile on her face and said, "I'm surprised you didn't come running the moment you saw me walk by the door."

    "I wasn't sure if you wanted me to follow," he replied. "I didn't want to presume." His gaze wandered to her breasts, which looked stupendously perky. Her nipples were hard, too, and Dean wondered if that meant Scarlett had something naughty in mind.

    "I suppose that's a good thing," she said. "I do like that you came the moment I called for you, though. I like that you're so obedient, Dean." She spread her legs just a little and Dean felt his heart begin to pound. "Do you like being obedient, Dean?"

    "Yes, I do," he answered with a nod while staring between her creamy thighs.

    "Does it excite you to see me naked on your couch?" Scarlett asked.

    He nodded again as that excitement coursed through his body.

    "And do you feel a desire to worship me, Dean?" Scarlett asked. "Do you yearn to be given permission to worship my body?"

    "Yes, more than anything," Dean answered as his cock grew in his pants.

    "Get on your knees," Scarlett instructed softly.

    Dean fell to his knees and looked up at his sister-in-law. Her lips curled into a slight smile and she ran her fingers up her stomach before taking hold of one of her breasts and squeezing the flesh softly. She took her nipple between two of her fingers and pulled on it before rolling it slowly. A moan escaped her lips as Dean felt his cock throb in his pants at the mere sight of the beautiful naked woman indulging in just a hint of self-pleasure.

    "Crawl to me," Scarlett said.

    Dean obeyed without hesitation, crawling towards Scarlett and stopping in front of her. He let his gaze linger between her legs, admiring her swollen labia and her clit, which had emerged from under its protective hood, in a seeming declaration of her desire. Dean couldn't help but feel elated at the notion that Scarlett wanted to control him - to play with him - so soon after their morning interlude.

    "What is it you crave right now, Dean? What is it you want more than anything?" Scarlett asked as her fingers moved to her other breast to continue manipulating her tender flesh.

    "I want to worship your body," Dean answered. "I want to kiss and lick you all over. I want to put my tongue into your pussy and taste you. I want to lick and suck on your clit until your body is tingling with pleasure and you can't help but have the kind of orgasm that makes you scream."

    Scarlett unleashed a full, beautiful smile. "Such a vivid imagination," she said. "Are those the things you wish my sister would let you do, Dean? Do you wish she'd make fuller use of your...tendencies, of your desire to do whatever it takes to please her?"

    "Yes," Dean admitted.

    Scarlett spread her legs a little wider and gently rubbed her fingers over her pussy. She seemed more intent on teasing him than pursuing her pleasure, for her clit received only a hint of stimulation. "And do you feel guilty about being on your knees in front of me, Dean?" Scarlett asked. "Do you feel guilty about begging for the chance to pleasure your sister-in-law?"

    "I do," Dean said. "And yet...I can't help myself, Scarlett."

    She plunged a finger into her pussy and Dean watched it disappear without resistance. As it moved in and out of Scarlett's pussy, he could hear her extreme wetness, indicating that she was just as excited as him.

    "I know," Scarlett replied. "I like that you can't help yourself, Dean. I like that you want this so badly that you're willing to take the risk. In fact, I love it." She added a second finger to her pussy and it slipped inside her with ease just like the first had. "Now tell me, did you finish your coffee, Dean? Is your belly full of cum and piss?"

    Dean felt a shudder of pleasure move through his body as he considered exactly what he'd done for Scarlett's pleasure. He'd consumed her piss. He'd consumed his cum. The notion still aroused him, long after he'd done it. "Yes, I did. I drank every drop."

    Scarlett closed her eyes and moaned as she gently rubbed her clit. "Mmm, Dean, I can't say that I understand why, but I love that you drank my piss. I love that you drank your cum. I love that you did it for me."

    "I did," Dean said. "I did it for you, Scarlett. I did it to make you happy."

    Scarlett smiled and lifted one of her lovely feet. Her toes came to rest just a few inches from his face and she instructed, "Suck on my toe. The big one. Take it in your mouth, and look at me as you do it."

    Dean leaned forward and took the toe into his mouth as instructed. He sucked on it. He swirled his tongue around it. He stared into Scarlett's eyes and he watched as a mixture of joy and pleasure washed over her face.

    "Mmm, such an obedient boy," she said.

    Dean moaned as he felt a deep sense of arousal rush through his body. He moaned at the intense pleasure of doing exactly as Scarlett desired, and at her seeming eagerness to explore his willingness to submit.

    Scarlett pulled her foot from his mouth and set it on the floor. She plunged three fingers into her pussy and fucked herself as she said, "Bend over. Kiss my feet. Both of them. Slowly kiss your way up my legs. Take your time, though. Worship my body as you say you desire."

    Dean dropped down and showered Scarlett's beautiful feet in kisses. He closed his eyes and planted his lips against her flesh over and over. She masturbated throughout, gently fingering her pussy and rubbing her clit, adding in a chorus of soft moans that danced through Dean's head and triggered a steady stream of arousal that coursed down his spine and between his legs, leaving him hard enough that his cock ached in his pants.

    Dean kissed his way up her legs, showering her soft, smooth skin with affection. As he reached her knees, Dean gazed between his sister-in-law's legs and saw her enflamed pussy lips and the wetness between them.

    "Does my pussy look good, Dean?" she asked. "Does it make your mouth water to see how slippery my tight little cunt is?"

    "Yes," he answered. "Fuck, Scarlett, yes, your pussy looks so beautiful."

    Scarlett slid her hips forward, inching her pussy closer to Dean's eager mouth in the process. He kissed her thighs, pressing his lips against the warm, impossibly soft flesh and eliciting gentle moans from his sister-in-law in the process.

    "Do you want to worship my pussy, Dean?" Scarlett asked.

    "Yes, desperately," he answered.

    Scarlett pulled her fingers from her slippery pussy and sucked them clean as Dean stared at the pink flesh she'd just vacated. Scarlett was utterly soaked and all he wanted in that moment was to plunge his tongue inside her to taste his sister-in-law's sweet juices.

    Dean figured he'd be given permission to do so, but Scarlett had another idea. She lifted her feet from the ground and pulled her legs back, exposing her tight, smooth, wrinkled asshole in the process.

    "I know you want my pussy, but I don't want you to have it yet," Scarlett said as she held her legs back. "Instead, I want you to show me how desperate you are by worshiping my asshole. Now kiss all around it."

    Dean leaned forward without hesitation and kissed the area around Scarlett's perfect asshole. He held eye contact with his sister-in-law as he did it, showering her with a very particular kind of affection that put a bright smile on her face.

    "Now kiss it, Dean," she said. "Kiss my asshole."

    Dean smiled and pressed his lips against her asshole. He let them linger there for a few moments and the sound of an audible kiss filled the living room.

    "Again," Scarlett instructed. "Show me what an obedient boy you are and kiss my asshole again."

    Dean kissed it over and over. He kissed it because he wanted to be obedient, because the pleasure of that obedience coursed through his body and left his cock throbbing with delight. He kissed it because it clearly turned Scarlett on to watch him do so, and all he really wanted in that moment was to arouse her.

    "Now lick it, Dean," she said with an edge to her voice. "Lick my asshole."

    It felt like such a dirty command, and yet that only propelled Dean's desire. His tongue slipped out of his mouth and danced over her asshole. He licked as commanded and Scarlett rewarded him with a moan. Her pleasure compelled him to a deeper level of passion as he pressed his face between her ass cheeks and made love to her anus with his tongue.

    "Fuck, I can't believe how good that feels," Scarlett said before closing her eyes and moaning while rubbing her clit. "My sister is missing out. She should have you worshiping her asshole every fucking day. She should put you on your knees to eat her ass. She should sit on your face and smother you with her ass while she plays with her cunt."

    Dean moaned.

    "Would you like that?" Scarlett asked as she looked down at him. "Would you like it if Anna sat on your face and made you eat her tight hole while she played with her pussy?"

    "Yes," he said before his tongue immediately returned to worshiping her asshole.

    Scarlett moaned loudly, but then she pulled back, depriving Dean of her asshole. He thought he'd done something wrong, but a bright smile remained on her face. "Turn around and lean against the couch," she instructed. Dean did so and Scarlett stood up and moved until she was standing astride his body. "Lean your head back. Rest it against the couch cushion."

    Dean leaned his head back as instructed and looked up to see Scarlett's beautiful ass. She slowly lowered it until her round, smooth cheeks rested just a few inches above his face.

    "Do you want me to smother you with my ass, Dean?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he begged as arousal hummed through his body, leaving his dick in a painfully erect state.

    Scarlett's ass continued its slow descent. Her cheeks parted and her asshole settled over his mouth. She lowered more of her weight onto his face, smothering Dean as he licked her asshole. His head pressed deeper into the couch cushion as Scarlett found a comfortable spot and resumed playing with her pussy. The sounds of wetness filled the air along with her moans, indicating her joy at sitting atop her brother-in-law's face while he ate her ass.

    "Put your tongue in my ass, Dean," Scarlett instructed.

    Dean stiffened his tongue and pressed it against her asshole. He felt Scarlett open up for him as she moaned. His tongue slipped inside her rectum and she dropped more of her weight onto his face. It got harder to breathe beneath her, but Dean's dick was harder. He was offering his complete submission by acting as little more than furniture for his sister-in-law and the fact that his tongue was in her asshole only made it more exciting.

    "Mmm, I had no idea how good this could feel," Scarlett said as she played with her pussy. "In fact, it feels so fucking good that I'm not going to let you taste my pussy. I want the taste of my ass to remain in your mouth as you go back to work, Dean. I want it to stay on your tongue as you try your best to concentrate. Fuck...you dirty little ass eater."

    Dean wanted to masturbate. He wanted to stroke his cock and enjoy a thrilling orgasm. He kept his hands at his sides, though. He worshiped his sister-in-law's asshole eagerly. He remained every bit as obedient as she wanted him to be.

    "Fuck, Dean, I'm cumming!" Scarlett cried out. "I'm cumming!"

    She dropped most of her weight onto his face, truly smothering Dean and making it impossible for him to breathe as her ass cheeks quivered from the pleasure of her climax.

    Only when she was finished did Scarlett lift her ass from Dean's face. He sucked in a deep breath of air as she turned around and smiled down at him. He looked up at her flawless naked body and she said, "What if I wanted to piss in your mouth right now?"

    "I'd let you," he said as the idea brought with it a surprising rush of pleasure.

    Scarlett smiled. "I thought you'd say that. Maybe I'll take that pleasure before my vacation is over. Maybe I'll give you that reward if you earn it."

    Much to Dean's surprise, the notion of Scarlett pissing in his mouth felt like a reward in that moment. "Thank you," he said. "For sitting on my face. For letting me worship your ass. For cumming while my tongue was in your ass. For giving me the pleasure of making you feel good."

    "It turns out you're quite good at making me feel good, Dean. Make sure you give my sister some of that attention when she gets home from work. I'd suggest a foot massage, then see how she feels about having her feet kissed and her toes sucked on," Scarlett suggested. "See how she feels about you kissing your way up her legs. Don't eat her ass, though. I think we both know she's not ready for that. You can eat her pussy, though. Oh, and I'm sure she'd be much more likely to be in the mood for such pleasures if you prepared dinner for all of us."

    "I will," Dean said.

    Scarlett smiled and added. "Now back to work. Oh, and if you make yourself another cup of coffee, let me know. I'd like to flavor it with my piss once more, as I think we both know it will turn you on to taste me in your coffee, won't it?"

    "Yes," Dean admitted.

    She turned and walked away without saying another word. Dean rested his head against the couch once more and smiled. He could taste her ass on his tongue. He could taste the dirtiness of what he'd just done and he loved it. He'd go back to work and at some point he'd make another cup of coffee, because as gross as it was, he couldn't resist the idea of getting to drink his sister-in-law's piss for the rest of the day. Something about it was just so naughty, and so thrilling as a result.

    He'd do what Scarlett suggested and make dinner, too. He'd do everything he could to try and convince Anna to let him between her legs, for worshiping his wife and his sister-in-law in the same day sounded exceptionally hot.
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    "Thank you for making dinner tonight," Anna said as she unbuttoned her blouse and grabbed a hanger from the closet.

    Dean took a few moments to at his wife's breasts in the lovely black lace bra she'd worn to work before replying, "It was my pleasure. Thank you for being so complimentary."

    Anna hung her blouse and paused for a moment in the closet doorway. She smiled at Dean and then strode towards him, pressed her body against his, and offered a lovely kiss. "You did the dishes, too, just like last night. I feel like you've been exceedingly helpful - and willing to take on a little more work around the house - in the past few days."

    "Does that make you happy?" he asked.

    Anna considered the question for a few moments and nodded. "I feel kind of bad, though, like I'm not pulling my weight around here. Is there anything I can do for you?"

    "Well, now that you mention it, there is something you could do for me," he replied. "It might sound a little strange, but I'd love to give you a foot rub."

    Anna offered a quizzical look - clearly his request had caught her off guard - but then her lips curled into a delicate smile and she stepped out of her heels and said, "Well, I'd have to be crazy to turn down a foot rub. Should I get in the bed?"

    Dean nodded. "Can I take your skirt off first?"

    Anna turned around and Dean unzipped her skirt, worked it over her hips, and slowly pulled it down her legs, exposing her ass in a black lace thong that matched her bra. It struck him as a fairly sexy underwear set to wear to work, but Dean wasn't about to complain about how amazing his wife looked without her clothes on.

    Anna crawled into the bed while Dean hung her skirt in the closet. She had a delighted-looking smile on her face - like she was thoroughly amused with his exceptionally helpful behavior - and that smile brightened a little as he crawled into the bed after her and got into position to take her feet into his lap and offer a rub.

    "Oh, wow," Anna said as Dean pressed his thumbs into her heel and ran them all the way up to her toes.

    "Does that feel good?" he asked.

    Anna closed her eyes, leaned against the headboard, and said, "It feels amazing. I forgot how good a foot rub can feel after a long day in high heels."

    There was nothing sexual about what they were doing, but Dean still felt a touch of the submission he'd come to crave, for he was bringing his wife pleasure without any hope of something in return, outside of a chance to offer her sexual pleasure should he manage to arouse her.

    "I could do it more often," Dean said. "Rub your feet, I mean. If it would make your life a little better, I'd have no problem rubbing your feet every day when you get home from work, or after dinner, or before bed, or whenever you want, really."

    Anna opened her eyes and studied Dean for a handful of seconds. He wasn't sure if she was confused or just a little wary of what he was offering, but he understood why it might seem a little unusual. After all, though he'd long wanted to worship his wife, he'd never taken a service-oriented approach, not until Scarlett opened his eyes to just how thrilling true submission could be.

    "Do you really mean that?" Anna asked.

    "I do," he answered. "In fact, it would make me happy to rub your feet every day, especially if you enjoy it as much as you seem to be enjoying it right now." He switched to her other foot and again Anna closed her eyes, leaned back, and let out a long, slow, satisfied moan.

    "I can't even explain how good this feels," she said. "So yes, I do enjoy it, and yes, I would enjoy it if you rubbed my feet every day. I'm pretty sure every married woman on the planet would enjoy a foot rub from her husband on a daily basis."

    Dean ran his fingers past her ankles and rubbed the insides of both her calves, generating yet another beautiful, satisfied moan from his wife. It wasn't quite a sexual sound, though it wasn't far off. Dean was making his wife feel exceptionally good.

    "I feel bad, though," Anna said. "I mean, it's work to give a foot rub every day, isn't it?"

    "Why do you feel bad?" he asked. "If I'm offering a foot rub, I mean. It's not like you'd be forcing me. I'm doing it because I want to."

    He saw disbelief on his wife's face, like she genuinely didn't understand how he could enjoy offering her the service of rubbing her feet each and every day. "I guess I should just embrace the fact that my husband is saying he wants to rub my feet, and I don't really know why that's hard for me to do. I just...I guess I can't quite escape the notion that you're doing it because you want something."

    Dean smiled and lifted his wife's foot. He offered a soft kiss on the tip of her big toe and then worked his way down the line. As he did, Anna smiled and she seemed to relax just a little, as if she was slowly accepting the idea that Dean really just wanted to make her feel good.

    "What I want - and I truly mean this - is to make you feel good, Anna," Dean explained. "Rubbing your feet makes you feel good, which makes me feel good." He ran his hands up her calves and just past her knees, rubbing her thighs for a few moments before sitting back and returning to rubbing the soles of her feet. "I know it might be hard to understand, but, for me, there's genuine satisfaction in taking some time out of my day to make you feel good."

    "You are making me feel good," Anna replied. He leaned forward and ran his fingers up her legs and to her thighs once more. This time, Anna closed her eyes and moaned just a little. "The more you rub me, the better it feels, honestly."

    Dean wasn't sure if Anna was getting turned on, but he was hopeful. It seemed like there was a chance he was getting her worked up in the best way possible, and that she might actually welcome him between her legs. After all, she was dressed in a bra and a pair of panties and she seemed to be in a very good mood.

    "It's by no means a necessity, but there is one thing you could do for me," Dean said.

    "What's that?" Anna asked with just a hint apprehension, as if she was waiting for him to reveal that he'd actually been rubbing her in hopes of getting a blowjob.

    "Like I said, it's not a necessity because I really do find pleasure in rubbing your feet and legs, but I'd also really enjoy going down on you," he explained.

    "Just going down on me?" she asked.

    "Well, going down on you and making you cum," Dean replied. "The last part's important."

    Anna studied him intently as if she was attempting to divine Dean's true intentions. She really wasn't like Scarlett, who'd seen Dean for who he really was - a man with a submissive streak that desperately wanted to worship a woman - and who'd offered him that pleasure without hesitation. Scarlett would be leaving in less than a week, though, and Dean knew he'd miss being able to offer his submissive devotion to a woman once she was gone.

    "Do you not believe me?" Dean asked. "That I'd enjoy going down on you just for the sake of making you cum?"

    Anna looked a bit sheepish, like she was embarrassed that she didn't believe him. "I'm sorry," she said. "I don't know why, but I do have a hard time believing that a man would go down on a woman just because he wants to."

    "You figure I want something in return, like a blowjob or sex, or something like that?" Dean asked.

    Anna nodded.

    "Would you be willing to let me try, Anna?" he asked. "Because while it might be hard to believe, I do want to go down on you just for the pleasure of making you cum. It really, really turns me on. I mean, even the pleasure of rubbing your feet turns me on a little, but being between your legs and...and licking your pussy, and tasting you, and seeing how good it makes you feel, and hearing you moan...that all really turns me on."

    Anna pulled her feet from Dean's lap and smiled as she yanked her panties off and spread her legs. "Okay. You can go down on me."

    Dean didn't waste a moment's time. He moved between her legs, settled onto his stomach, and noted his wife's arousal - her labia were swollen and he could see the wetness between them - before gently kissing her pussy a handful of times.

    He was tempted to tell his wife how beautiful her pussy was and how much he loved it, but Dean worried that it would be too much, that he'd come off as disingenuous instead of worshipful, so he kept quiet and let his tongue do the talking.

    Anna moaned and Dean looked up to see her eyelids fluttering as her lips parted to let the sounds of pleasure escape. He ran his fingers up the smooth, warm skin of her thighs and gently licked her clit, providing a sensual massage aimed at slowly building her arousal. In a way, Dean was being selfish, for he wanted to spend as much time as possible worshiping his wife's pussy, so he was in no rush to make her cum.

    "Mmm, that feels so good," Anna said softly.

    Dean slipped two fingers into his wife's pussy and gently fucked her, pushing deep enough to generate friction against her g-spot with each penetration. That seemed to help Anna ascend to a higher place of pleasure as she grasped her breast with one hand and ran her fingers through Dean's hair with the other.

    He moaned at her touch, in part because he loved the idea of his wife's hand in his hair as he worshiped her pussy. Anna seemed to notice as she let her hand rest on the back of his head, offering the gentlest form of control and giving Dean just a small touch of the submissive pleasure he so desperately craved.

    "Dean...baby...I'm close," Anna said. Her legs spread open a little wider and she slipped her fingers into her bra to play with her nipple as a louder moan escaped her lips.

    Right before she came, Anna grabbed a handful of Dean's hair. He moaned into her pussy - it was a real, pure moan that he had no control over - and he fucked her a little faster with his fingers while maintaining a delicate rhythm against her clit right up until she filled their bedroom with a series of rather loud moans.

    Dean sat up on his elbows and smiled at his wife as she came down from her orgasm. When her eyes opened, Anna stared right at him, ran her fingers through his hair, and said, "That was exceptional. Thank you."

    "I mean it when I say that it was my pleasure, Anna. More than I could probably explain, if I'm being honest," he replied.

    Anna leaned forward, kissed the top of his head, and said, "I believe you, and thank you again."

    She kissed him on the tips, swung her legs over the edge of the bed, and walked towards the bathroom. Dean watched her go as a bright smile broke across his face. It wasn't everything he wanted, but Anna had let him worship her pussy, and that was a big step in the right direction.

    
      
    

    Scarlett strode into the kitchen just a few minutes after Anna left for work the next morning. She wore a sheer pink bra and a matching pair of panties and it looked as if she'd just stepped out of the pages of a lingerie catalog. There was a smile on her face, too, and Dean suspected that smile was because she knew exactly how good she looked and how difficult it was for him to think of anything other than worshiping her.

    Without saying a word, Scarlett picked up the iced coffee Dean had prepared for her, took a sip, and smiled at him. She came a few steps closer, dipped her index finger in the coffee, and then gently rubbed it over Dean's lips. The tip of her finger slipped into his mouth and he sucked on it as Scarlett stared into his eyes.

    "It sounded like you made my sister cum quite hard last night," Scarlett said softly. "It seems like she was more than happy to let you worship her. Did that make you happy, Dean?"

    He nodded with her finger slowly moving in and out of his mouth.

    Scarlett smiled, pushed her finger as deep as it could go, and gently pulled it out before asking, "I'm dying to know, whose pussy tastes better? Mine, or my sister's?"

    "Anna's pussy is a little sweeter," Dean answered.

    "And whose ass tastes better?" Scarlett asked.

    "Yours," he replied.

    She smiled, stepped back, and said, "Get on your knees."

    Dean dropped to his knees and Scarlett spun around, presenting her ass, which was nearly bare, with only a small strip of fabric running down the crack.

    "Kiss my ass," she said.

    Dean leaned forward and kissed his sister-in-law's perfect ass. He kissed it over and over and then she reached back, put a hand on the back of his head, and pushed hard until his face was between her tight ass cheeks and he was being smothered. Dean tried to get a taste of her asshole, but the thong covered it, leaving him licking the delicate fabric instead.

    Scarlett stepped away and sat in the one of the chairs at the kitchen table. She crossed her legs, sat back, and sipped her coffee as Dean remained on his knees and stared at the woman who'd fully unlocked his desire to submit. "I was thinking of going on a date this afternoon," she said.

    "A date?" Dean asked.

    Scarlett nodded. "I've found a few guys on Tinder that seem worthy of my time."

    "So...are you looking to...are you trying to..."

    "Am I looking to get fucked?" Scarlett said. "Is that what you're trying to ask?"

    Dean nodded.

    "Yes, Dean, I'm looking to get fucked. Were you under the impression that I was celibate? Does it strike you as strange that I'd want to feel a nice big cock in my pussy?" she asked.

    "No...no, I'm sorry, I didn't mean that," he replied.

    Scarlett smiled. "I like to fuck, Dean. In fact, I think it would be fair to say that I love to fuck. There's a certain type of man I look for when I'm in the mood to get fucked. A strong, alpha male type. The kind that knows what to do with a woman's body, that knows how to make her feel like a woman. Sometimes, I just need to get fucked, and since I'm on vacation I figured I'd treat myself to an afternoon of fun with that type of man."

    She set her coffee on the table, stood, and slowly approached Dean with a smile on her face. "You know, you're responsible for this, Dean."

    "I am?" he asked.

    Scarlett nodded. "Playing with you has got me all hot and bothered. I'm turned on all the time, and while your tongue is an absolute treat, it's just not the same as getting fucked by an alpha male. So, in a way, you should be proud of yourself. You served like a good boy, you made my pussy feel good, and your willingness to worship my sweaty ass and let me piss in your coffee has left me so turned on that I need to get fucked."

    Scarlett reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair. She stepped closer and pulled back so Dean was looking straight up at her.

    "I was thinking I'd enjoy playing with you when my date was over," she said. "I was thinking I'd come home and I'd let that eager tongue of yours taste the pussy that another man just pounded." Scarlett slipped her foot between his legs and teased Dean's cock with her toes and asked, "Does that excite you, Dean? Do you want to put your tongue in my pussy after an alpha male has given me a good pounding and made my legs tremble with pleasure?"

    "Yes," Dean admitted. The idea had never occurred to him, and yet it sounded like the hottest thing in the world when Scarlett said it.

    Scarlett stepped back, bent over, and said, "Open your mouth."

    Dean did so and she immediately spit in it. Her lips curled into a devilish smile as his head snapped back from the surprise of receiving her fluids. She pushed two fingers into his mouth a moment later and Dean closed his lips around them and sucked.

    "I'm meeting him for lunch," she explained. "Then we'll almost certainly go back to his place. He'll fuck me. I'll cum all over his cock, and I'll make sure he has an orgasm he won't soon forget. Then I'll bring my pussy back to you, Dean, and you can put your tongue inside me and lick where another's man's dick was."

    Dean moaned as Scarlett once again teased his cock with her toes.

    "First, though, I'd like you to eat my ass while I put my makeup on. How would you like that, Dean?" she asked.

    "I'd love that," he replied as Scarlett pulled her fingers from his mouth and wiped the saliva on his face.

    "Very good then," she said before turning, grabbing her coffee, and heading out of the room. "Crawl behind me."

    Dean crawled behind his sister-in-law as his dick throbbed. He couldn't believe his excitement at what Scarlett had planned. The whole thing seemed so dirty - and a little bit scary - and yet he was immensely aroused and in a headspace where he felt willing to do just about anything, so he couldn't wait to see how it all played out.
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    At first, Dean's sister-in-law didn't say much when she returned home from her date. He hadn't even heard her come in and looked up from his computer to see her standing in the office doorway with a smile on her face. He opened his mouth to ask how her date had gone, but Scarlett held up a finger and Dean kept quiet.

    "Come," she said before turning away and walking down the hallway.

    Dean rushed out from behind his desk and followed his sister-in-law to the guest bedroom. Her ass looked exquisitely beautiful in the tight jeans she'd worn for her date, though the three inch heels certainly helped in that matter.

    "Tell me, Dean," Scarlett said as she sat on the edge of her bed, "did you think about me while I was gone?"

    Dean stood with his hands behind his back and nodded. He wanted to sink to his knees - it felt right to be on his knees in front of his dominant sister-in-law - but he hadn't been ordered to do so. "Yes, I did think of you, Scarlett. It proved quite difficult to get any real work done, actually, because I couldn't stop thinking of you...and what you might be doing."

    Scarlett crossed her legs and Dean looked at her foot in the strappy heel. She emanated the sense of dominance that he craved and he once again felt an intense desire to fall to his knees in front of her, though this time he also wanted to shower her foot in soft, worshipful kisses.

    "Do you want to know if I got fucked, Dean?" she asked. "Do you want to know if my date took me back to his place and satisfied me?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "And if I got fucked, do you want to put your tongue in my pussy?" Scarlett asked before a smile slowly crept across her face. "Do you want to taste the same pussy that his cock might have filled? Do you want to put that talented tongue of yours where another man's cock was?"

    Dean wasn't sure why he found the idea so intoxicating, but he'd had a great deal of difficulty thinking of anything else while Scarlett was gone. Over and over the thought of licking her pussy after someone else had fucked it entered his head. Over and over he fantasized about how it might taste, and how it might look. "I...I don't know why I want that, Scarlett, but I do. I...I really do."

    Scarlett uncrossed her legs and set both of her heeled feet on the floor. She spread her thighs suggestively and drew Dean's gaze between them. "Mmm, I think you want it because you know I want it, Dean. I think you saw how much the idea turned me on this morning. I think you want it because you can't help but want to make a woman - any woman - happy."

    "I do," Dean replied. "I want...I want to make you happy, Scarlett. I want to...I want to serve you...and my wife, actually."

    Scarlett stood and closed the short distance between them. She stopped with her breasts a few shorts inches from pressing into his chest and the intoxicating scent of her perfume - perfume he'd sprayed onto her before she left - filled his nose.

    "I got what I wanted, Dean," Scarlett said softly as he felt the warmth of her breath against his skin. "I got fucked by a tall, gorgeous man with a nice big cock. I got fucked hard. I got fucked to multiple breathtaking orgasms. I got fucked in the way every woman wants to get fucked. I got fucked in a way that's going to leave my pussy sore, and when I feel that soreness I'm going to think of him and I'm going to want to get fucked all over again just so I can feel the pleasure I experienced in his bed, with his big cock buried deep in my tight, wet, needy pussy."

    Dean's cock slowly grew as Scarlett offered a lusty description of the pleasures she'd experienced on her date, creating a bulge in his pants that pressed gently into her stomach by the time he reached a fully erect state. Scarlett must have felt it, but she made no move to back away. Instead, she smiled and leaned forward just a little, teasing Dean's stiffness with a hint of friction that thrilled him.

    "My pussy was so good that he had to have it a second time, Dean," Scarlett continued. "He fucked me once, we both came hard, and not long after he told me he had to have me a second time. He told me my pussy was so perfect that he couldn't let me go without fucking it again. I let him have me again, of course. He fucked me so good the first time I wasn't going to walk away from experiencing that pleasure a second time."

    "He's a...he's a lucky man," Dean said.

    "Luck has nothing to do with it, Dean," Scarlett replied as she pressed her hips forward once more, teasing his stiff cock through his pants. "He's a skilled man. He's the kind of man that women want to fuck. He's the kind of man that makes a woman desperate for a second helping of his big, beautiful cock. He's also the kind of man that inspires a woman to suck cock."

    Dean's eyes went wide and he stared at Scarlett's lips, which were achingly close to his.

    "Yes, Dean, these pretty lips of mine were wrapped around his cock," she said. "Twice, in fact. I had him in my mouth before the first time he fucked me and I got him hard before the second time."

    Scarlett reached up and ran a finger over her bottom lip before pushing it onto her tongue and sucking slowly and sensually, much like she was giving a blowjob. "Does it turn you on to think of me sucking another man's cock?" she asked softly.

    "Yes, very much so," Dean answered with a vigorous nod.

    Scarlett held up her slippery index finger for a moment and then gently pushed it between Dean's lips. He sucked just like she had and he couldn't help but think of her offering that pleasure to another man, to a man with a big cock.

    She leaned closer and her lips brushed against his neck while her finger pushed deeper into his mouth. "It turns me on to see your pretty lips wrapped around my finger," she whispered. "It's like you're giving me head to turn me on, Dean. It's like you're being a good cocksucker, just like I was for him."

    Dean moaned. He didn't mean to, though. It just came out. His cock throbbed painfully, too, as Scarlett guided him into a remarkably intense submissive headspace. She seemed to understand she'd done so, too, as she stepped back with a gleeful smile on her face and pulled her finger from his mouth.

    "On your knees," she said softly. Dean fell to his knees and looked up at his sister-in-law, who wore that same smile as she said, "Take my heels off."

    Dean leaned forward and carefully loosened the strap that held her feet in the heels and pulled each off. He ran his fingers over the tops of her feet and elicited a soft purr from Scarlett as she curled her toes.

    "Would you like to kiss them?" she asked.

    "Yes, very much so," Dean replied.

    "Go ahead," Scarlett said.

    Dean showered her feet in soft, delicate kisses. Her skin felt warm against his lips and he was certain he could smell the delicate fragrance of the soap she'd used in the shower that morning.

    "Strip for me, Dean," Scarlett instructed.

    He stood, stepped back, and stripped, revealing his painfully throbbing erection. Scarlett smiled - though Dean wasn't sure what amused her - and stepped closer. She reached out and his pulse quickened as it seemed like she might actually touch his cock. Her fingers hovered achingly close to it, but Scarlett didn't take him in her grasp.

    "He was quite a bit bigger than you are," she said. "A fact that I was thankful for when he took my pussy, Dean, for a bigger cock feels much, much better. I'm sure you know that though, don't you?"

    "Yes," Dean replied.

    Their eyes met and Scarlett held his gaze for a few seconds before she asked, "Do you think Anna finds your cock unsatisfying?"

    Dean groaned at the surprising rush of pleasure between his legs as he contemplated the question. "I...I don't know," he said. "I hope she does. She usually orgasms when we have sex."

    Scarlett smiled. "That's good, Dean. I'd hate to think that my sister is longing for a man with something far bigger between his legs. Your cock isn't small by any means, so I'm sure you're more than capable of making her feel good."

    "But...but the guy you were with...he was bigger than I am...and it felt, it felt good?" Dean asked.

    Scarlett nodded. "It felt exquisite. Sex is almost always good, even with a man that's not wielding a big cock, but it can't be great - not for me, at least - unless the man has a cock far bigger than yours. I want to feel him stretching my pussy. I want to feel him reaching deep inside me, going to places that your cock couldn't possibly go."

    Scarlett unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them over her hips, slipping her fingers under the waistband of her panties and pulling them down in the process. Dean couldn't help but look between her legs and gaze upon her pussy, which looked wet and puffy, like she'd been pounded with just as much vigor and length as she'd described.

    "It's beautiful," he said without thinking.

    Scarlett laughed softly and replied, "Back on your knees, Dean. Like a good boy."

    Dean fell to his knees as his cock throbbed and dripped precum. He stared at Scarlett's pussy and enjoyed the superior view that being so close offered. His mouth watered at the prospect of getting to taste her and offer her even a little pleasure after someone else had fucked her twice.

    "You want it, don't you?" she asked while taking off her top and unhooking her bra, leaving her naked in front of him.

    "I want to worship you," he said. "I desperately want to worship you, Scarlett."

    "I know you do," Scarlett replied with a gentle smile. "I know you want to put your tongue where his cock was. I can see in your eyes how desperately you crave it. I can see that this turns you on more than you thought it would. I can see that we've discovered something new about you, Dean, something unexpected. I'm willing to let you worship me - to taste the pussy that another man fucked twice - but first I want you to do something for me."

    "Anything," Dean said. "I'll do anything."

    Scarlett reached into her purse - which rested on the nightstand - and pulled out a used condom that had been tied off. Dean stared at the sizable load of cum that rested at the tip and felt a mixture of angst and excitement course through his body as he contemplated the possible uses of the condom.

    "Is that...is that his?" Dean asked.

    "It is," Scarlett replied. "He doesn't know I snuck away with it. I can't imagine he would have understood why I wanted to bring home his used condom." She extended her hand and the condom dangled close enough to Dean's face that he could smell the latex. "Do you know why I wanted to bring home his condom?"

    Dean shook his head.

    Scarlett carefully untied the knot and pushed a finger into the condom until it was immersed in the thick cum resting at the tip. She held it there for a few moments, pulled it out, and rubbed the cum she'd collected onto a small spot on her inner thigh.

    "Lick it up," she instructed.

    Dean stared at the wet spot as his heart pounded. He'd consumed his own cum in his coffee, but this was vastly different.

    "Be a good boy and lick up that little spot of cum," Scarlett said. "Make me happy, Dean. Turn me on by licking another man's cum off my body. Make me wet. Make me want to welcome you between my legs to worship my pussy by licking up that little bit of cum."

    Dean leaned closer. The smell of her pussy filled his nose and imbued Dean with an intense desire to do whatever it took to put his tongue inside her. He licked the cum off her thigh. He ran his tongue through it and the saltiness danced on his taste buds.

    "Mmm, wow...that's so much hotter than I thought it would be," Scarlett said. "Watching my brother-in-law lick another man's cum off my body...fuck...Dean...I need you to do it again."

    She stuck two fingers into the condom, covered them in cum, and rubbed them over the spot on her stomach just below her belly button. Dean licked it up without being told and Scarlett moaned like he was already going down on her.

    "You're such a good boy for me, Dean," she said in a voice dripping with lust. "I want more." Scarlett moved to her back in the bed and slowly upended the condom over her breasts, pouring most of the remaining fluids over her soft, perky flesh and her stiff nipples. "Clean him off my tits," she said.

    Dean stood and bent over the side of the bed. He stared at his sister-in-law's cum covered breasts for a few moments and then he went for it. He encircled her flesh in his lips and he licked and sucked to clean the cum off of her. Another man's creamy, salty seed filled his mouth. The taste was awful, but his body was flooded with the most intense arousal he'd ever experienced, making it impossible to do anything other than devour every drop of cum he could find.

    Eventually, Scarlett's breasts were completely cleaned and most of another man's load rested in Dean's stomach. The notion was impossibly kinky and more than a little humiliating, and yet his cock remained stiff and the tip coated with a slick layer of precum.

    "Here," Scarlett said as she handed Dean the used condom.

    "Should I throw it out?" he asked.

    Scarlett shook her head. "No, of course not," she said with a smile. "You should put it on."

    Dean's eyes went wide. "Wait...why?"

    She laughed. "I'm not going to let you fuck me, Dean, if that's what you're thinking. That would put us on equal footing, wouldn't it? And that's not how this relationship works. You're beneath me, Dean. I dominate. I take control. You submit. You offer control. You do as you're told and we both get off on it." She reached up to caress his face and said, "You're going to masturbate into his used condom - and use his cum as lube - while you worship my pussy. Then you're going to cum into that condom and empty every bit of liquid into your coffee cup so you can drink it while you finish your work day. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Dean answered as he slipped the used condom onto his cock, wrapped his fingers around it, and stroked for a few moments.

    Scarlett's face lit up with delight as she watched him do exactly as she'd instructed. Then she spread her legs, pointed to her pussy, and said, "Worship me."

    Dean crawled between her legs and pushed his tongue between Scarlett's plump pussy lips. He tasted the sweetness of her juices and the latex of the condom that had moved in and out of her while wrapped around her date's long, thick cock.

    The notion that he was licking her pussy so soon after someone else had fucked it filled Dean with an unexpectedly intense kind of desire. Scarlett had been right when she said they'd discovered something new about him, for he was experiencing a pleasure he'd never even considered, let alone embraced, and it was exquisite.

    "Worship my pussy, Dean," Scarlett said as she played with her breasts. "Worship the pussy that he satisfied. Worship the pussy that he fucked with such skill. Worship the pussy that he made cum multiple times. Worship the pussy that made him cum twice."

    Dean thought of Scarlett's date cumming while inside her. He thought of him filling the condom that now encased Dean's cock. He thought of him doing so while buried deep inside Scarlett and he fell deeper into the intense pleasure of submission while working her pussy with passion.

    "Suck on my clit," Scarlett instructed. "Make me cum, Dean. Lick and suck on my clit and make me cum!"

    Dean stroked his cock faster as he did exactly as Scarlett instructed. He licked and sucked on her throbbing, exposed clit. The bedroom filled with her moans and his groans as he pursued his pleasure while offering his submission to his sister-in-law.

    They came almost simultaneously. He flooded the condom with his load while an orgasm of uncommon pleasure left his loins tingling and slowly spread to the rest of his body. Scarlett closed her eyes, arched her back, and squeezed her breasts hard while juices dripped from her pussy, most of which Dean tried to lick up.

    "Thank you," he said in the aftermath of his climax. "Thank you for letting me cum...for bringing his condom home...for all of this, Scarlett."

    She smiled and said, "You're welcome. Now go make a fresh cup of coffee and pour all that cum into it. Every drop you can get out of the condom, Dean. Every single drop. Make sure you drink all of it, too. Every single drop. And while you're there, make me a cup of iced coffee, too."

    Dean backed out of the bed and pulled the condom from his softening cock. "Of course," he said.

    He reached for his clothes but Scarlett interrupted by saying, "Don't get dressed. Stay naked for me while you make my coffee. I like the idea of a nude servant preparing me a drink."

    Dean left his clothes on the bedroom floor and headed for the kitchen with a used condom in his hand. He was far less interested in consuming the mixture of cum in his post-orgasmic state - and he felt a little guilty and weird about having eaten the other man's cum off of her body - but Dean was going to do as he was told, for submitting to his sister-in-law over the past few days had proven to be the most pleasurable experience of his life and he wanted to keep enjoying that thrill for as long as she was in town.
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    "I'd like a foot rub," Scarlett announced as she popped her head into Dean's office.

    He was on a Zoom call with his coworkers - thankfully he'd muted his mic - and he replied, "I'm on a work call. I need fifteen minutes."

    Scarlett smiled, stepped into his office, and approached Dean's desk. She unbuttoned her jeans, slowly worked them over her hips, and bent over to push them all the way down before stepping out of the denim and kicking it aside. Scarlett stood once more and reached down, slipped a hand into her panties, and moaned as she played with her pussy just a few feet from Dean's desk.

    "You can wait as long as you like," Scarlett said between moans. "But if you find a way to leave your work call for me, I might let you pleasure my pussy when you're done rubbing my feet."

    She pulled her hand from her panties and extended it towards him, giving Dean a beautiful view of her slippery fingers. He leaned closer - he couldn't quite help his desire to have those fingers in his mouth - but Scarlett pulled her hand away and sucked her fingers clean.

    Before he could say a word, she reached down once more, this time pulling her panties aside and showing him the gorgeous pussy that he now desperately wanted to worship. "My pussy tastes so good," she said. "It's sweet and a little bit salty and I would love to feel your tongue inside me, Dean, but I don't to wait."

    "Dean?" someone on the Zoom call asked. "Are you with us?"

    Dean turned towards his laptop, saw that it was his boss calling for his attention, and un-muted his mic. "Yeah, I'm here. Sorry about that."

    Scarlett pulled her panties back over her pussy, grabbed her jeans, and headed for the door. Dean stared at her ass - which looked utterly perfect - as she departed and he knew she'd follow through on denying him the chance to worship her pussy if he didn't do as she desired and leave the Zoom meeting.

    "Dean, can you take us through what's left to accomplish on your team's project?" his boss asked.

    Scarlett stopped in the doorway, turned around, and slipped two fingers into her pussy. She pushed them deep, held them there for a few moments, and then pulled them free and sucked them clean, putting on quite a show as she did.

    "Uh, no, actually," Dean replied. "I'm sorry, but I actually have to step away to deal with something here. I will send an email detailing what's left to accomplish so everyone on the team is up to date."

    "Oh, well, okay," his boss replied. Dean could see the disappointment on his face, but there was a beautiful, dominant woman offering the chance to rub her feet and worship her pussy and he couldn't pass up the chance.

    "I apologize," Dean said. "It won't happen again." He logged out of the Zoom call, stood, and hurried towards Scarlett, who turned and walked away. Dean followed her to the living room, where she stripped of every article of clothing and sat on the couch.

    Dean dropped to his knees between her legs, looked up at Scarlett, and asked, "May I rub your feet?"

    She smiled. "Yes, you may."

    Dean took one of her delicate, beautiful feet in his hands and offered the massage he knew Scarlett wanted. Her smile deepened and she closed her eyes before letting out the kind of satisfied moan almost every woman offers when she's getting a good foot rub.

    "I told Anna that I went on a date," Scarlett said. "I wasn't going to say anything, but she noticed that I'd done my hair and makeup differently so I confessed that I'd found someone on Tinder and went on a date. I thought she'd be judgmental, but she really wasn't."

    "How did she react?" Dean asked as he extended the massage to Scarlett's calf muscle, eliciting yet another happy moan.

    "She asked me for the details," Scarlett answered. "Perhaps that's because she'd had a glass of wine and was feeling a little buzzed, but I was surprised. Shocked, even. My sister has never been the type to show any interest in the dirty details of a date."

    "The dirty details?" Dean asked.

    Scarlett smiled and nodded. She extended her other foot - the one Dean hadn't yet gotten around to rubbing - and teased his inner thigh with her toes, creating a bulge in his pants as the excitement of being teased generated a healthy dose of arousal between his legs.

    "She wanted to know if I had sex with him," Scarlett said. "Then she wanted to know if it was good."

    "Did you tell her?" Dean asked.

    Scarlett nodded. "I told her everything. I enjoyed it, too. I'm pretty sure she got excited. I don't know if it's because she was doing a little fantasizing or if she was just having a bit of vicarious fun in hearing about the sex her single sister had while on vacation, but Anna was definitely excited."

    "She let me worship her pussy last night," Dean said. "She was the one that initiated it, actually."

    Scarlett's toes moved to his cock and she gently massaged Dean's now-erect flesh through his pants. "So my sister got a little bit horny listening to me talk about getting fucked. How about that?"

    Dean had thoroughly enjoyed worshiping his wife's pussy the night before - he'd given her two orgasms - but he hadn't considered that her lust might have been driven by thoughts of another man, or at least of her sister's encounter with another man.

    "What's wrong, Dean? Does Anna not deserve to indulge in thoughts of someone else?" Scarlett asked. "Does she not deserve to get turned on thinking about someone fucking that pussy you love to worship? After all, you've been indulging in naughty thoughts that aren't centered around your wife, haven't you?"

    "I have, and of course she deserves whatever pleasure she craves," he said. "I just...I don't know, it just surprised me, is all. Do you think she was really thinking about sex with someone else? Is that why she wanted me to go down on her last night?"

    "I can't say for sure," Scarlett replied with a smile, "but I think it's possible that my sister got turned on listening to me talk about how good I got fucked yesterday and that's why she let you crawl between her legs to worship her pussy."

    Dean switched to rubbing her other foot - the one she'd been teasing his cock with - and observed, "She didn't ask me to fuck her."

    Scarlett laughed softly. "Perhaps she enjoys your tongue more than your cock."

    That seemed possible. Dean thought he was fairly good with his cock, but he was actually more confident with his tongue. Plus, it seemed possible that his wife simply wanted to lie back and enjoy his eagerness to make her cum without having to do much work.

    "Would that bother you, Dean?" Scarlett asked. "If she preferred your tongue to your cock?"

    Dean's cock throbbed at the question, which struck him as an answer. "No, it wouldn't."

    "Because you like the idea of worshiping a woman's pussy without anything in return, don't you?" she asked.

    "Yes, I do," he answered with a smile while letting his eyes wander over Scarlett's beautiful naked body.

    "You want to worship my pussy, don't you?" she said as her fingers drifted between her legs and delicately spread her labia to show the pink, wet flesh inside. "You want to suck on my plump labia, put your tongue deep inside me, and lick my throbbing clit, don't you?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Scarlett rubbed her clit - the clit Dean desperately wished he could pleasure - and asked, "Should I ask my sister if she got turned on thinking about fucking someone else, Dean? Should I get her a little bit drunk and see if she couldn't help but let her mind wander to the idea of going on a date and getting laid like I did, or if she was just turned on by the voyeuristic pleasure of listening to me talk about how good he fucked me?"

    Scarlett seemed aroused at the idea of probing Anna for the source of her desire from the night before and Dean couldn't help but get caught up in that arousal. "Yes, you should," he said.

    Scarlett plunged three fingers into her pussy, pulled them out, and leaned in to press her fingers into Dean's mouth. He wrapped his lips around them and savored the taste of her pussy on his tongue as he sucked. Scarlett slowly moved her fingers in and out of his mouth, fucking Dean's face while her lips curled into a devilish smile, showing her utter joy at doing as she pleased with him.

    "And what would you like her answer to be, Dean?" she asked. "Do you want your wife to have indulged in a fantasy of fucking another man? Do you want her to have pictured him filling and stretching her pussy while you were busy worshiping her? Or, do you want her to be more like you? Do you want her to have gotten turned on because she's a voyeur at heart and would have enjoyed nothing more than watching someone else fuck me?"

    "I'm not sure," Dean said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth and wiped them on his cheek. "I just like that she was turned on enough to actually invite me to go down on her and to let me give her two orgasms."

    Scarlett pushed her fingers into his mouth once more, this time going deep enough that he gagged a little. It seemed to delight her to hear him choking on her fingers, as she did it a few more times before pulling back and letting him suck like a dutiful submissive.

    "I wonder how Anna would feel if she knew that you ate my date's cum, Dean?" Scarlett asked. "I wonder how your beautiful wife would feel if she knew you licked his hot cum off her sister's tits?"

    She pushed her fingers deep into his mouth and Dean gagged. Scarlett smiled in delight and pulled her fingers back for a few moments while Dean caught his breath. Almost immediately she resumed fucking his face, denying him the opportunity to answer her question and leaving him to wonder if she was considering revealing his secret to her sister.

    "As much as I'd like to know the answer to that question, I have no plans to reveal your secret," Scarlett said, offering relief from the sudden tension Dean had experienced. "While it's possible my sister let herself indulge in a bit of fantasizing about fucking another man, I don't think she's quite ready to fully embrace just how kinky her husband is."

    Scarlett wiped her fingers on his cheeks, leaving a thin layer of his saliva behind. She then leaned closer and pursed her lips like she was gathering the spit in her mouth. Dean tilted his head back, parted his lips, and received the fluid his sister-in-law offered, putting a smile on her face as he swallowed her spit without hesitation.

    "I love how kinky you are, though," she said. "I love how I get to unleash this side of myself with you, how I get to treat you like a plaything that I can experiment with. I love that you just opened your mouth for my spit without thinking and how you swallowed it without hesitation."

    Scarlett put a hand on the back of Dean's head, sat back, and roughly pulled him between her legs. He plunged his tongue between her pussy lips and bathed his taste buds in her sweet juices, savoring the opportunity to worship her as her fingers entwined in his hair and took a painfully tight grip.

    "My date fucked me exceptionally well, Dean," Scarlett began as he sucked on her clit, "but I had just as much fun playing with you afterwards. I'm not sure I've ever felt so powerful as when you gleefully sucked his cum off my fingers and cleaned it off my tits. You did something most men would find utterly disgusting and you did so without hesitation. You did it because you wanted to be a good boy for me. You did it because you wanted to make me happy, and that turned me on, Dean. It fueled my desire. It made my pussy wet."

    She pulled him tighter against her pussy, spreading her juices over his face and making it just a little difficult to breathe. Dean surrendered to her control, letting Scarlett rub his face over her pussy as she saw fit, all while her moans got deeper and her thighs began to tremble.

    Scarlett pushed him away right as it seemed she was on the verge of cumming. Dean thought he might have upset her somehow, but she had a smile on her face. "Would you like to watch, Dean?"

    "Watch what?" he asked.

    "Would you like to watch me get fucked?" Scarlett said.

    Dean nodded. "Yes, absolutely."

    Scarlett stood and Dean craned his neck to look up at his sister-in-law's breathtaking naked body. She played with her breasts for a few moments and then grabbed a handful of his hair, squatted a little, and rubbed her pussy over his face, almost completely coating him with a thin layer of her slick juices.

    "I think I'd enjoy making you watch," she said. "I think I'd enjoy seeing you on your knees as he fucked me. I think I might really enjoy making you lie on your back beneath me as he fucked me from behind. Would you be willing to do that, Dean?"

    "Yes," he said as she lifted her pussy from his face for a moment.

    Scarlett ran her fingers over his lips and shoved them in his mouth. They swiftly moved to the back of his throat and Dean gagged. She held them there and his eyes watered as he spit up. Saliva poured from his mouth, down his chin, and onto his pants. Scarlett seemed to sink even deeper into the state of lust she'd gotten herself into by dominating him and it made Dean desperate to please her.

    "I can't help but want to use you like a naughty little toy, Dean," she said. "I can't help but want to see how far I can push you, how far you're willing to go to make me happy."

    "I like it when you push me, when you use me," he replied as she rubbed her slippery fingers over his face.

    "On your back," she instructed.

    Dean quickly moved to his back and stared up at his beautiful sister-in-law as she stood astride his head and slowly lowered her pussy until it rested just a few inches above his eager mouth.

    "Open wide," Scarlett said.

    Dean parted his lips and saw a naughty smile cross her face. Scarlett reached down and grabbed a tight fistful of his hair before lowering her pussy just a little closer to his lips. She didn't sit on his face, though, and Dean realized that she wasn't going to let him worship her pussy, that she had something else planned.

    "Don't spill," Scarlett instructed. "Take it all in your mouth, Dean, and don't swallow until I tell you to."

    Dean's heart pounded as he waited for Scarlett to unleash in his mouth. Then it happened. A hot stream of her piss hit his tongue and it managed to surprise him despite knowing it was coming. The taste was overwhelmingly bad - it was nothing like it had been in his coffee - but Scarlett's grip on his hair was tight enough that Dean couldn't turn his head to get away from it. All he could do was take her piss in his mouth.

    Scarlett's voice dripped with lust as she said, "Fuck, that's so fucking hot. Take my piss, Dean. Take my fucking piss in your mouth."

    Despite the overwhelmingly unpleasant experience of her pissing directly into his mouth, Dean was turned on and it was the sense of submission that filled him with such intense arousal. He was serving Scarlett and she was reveling in her domination, a fact that thrilled him beyond words.

    "Swallow," Scarlett instructed as she cut off the flow. "Swallow my hot piss."

    Dean swallowed. He nearly gagged while doing so, but he swallowed. The piss burned going down his throat, but the joy on her face was all Dean needed.

    Scarlett sat on his face, reached up to play with her tits, and began to ride him like he was little more than a sex toy. Dean extended his tongue to lick and taste her flesh as much as he could and Scarlett filled the living room with beautiful moans of pleasure as she worked her way towards an orgasm that she clearly craved.

    She came quickly as her thighs clamped down on his head and trembled wildly while her joyful, orgasmic screams reverberated throughout the house. When Scarlett lifted her pussy from his face, Dean was completely soaked in her juices and resting in a state of submissive bliss after having been used as a toy for her exquisite pleasure.

    "You just made me cum harder than my date did," she said with a smile on her face. "Well done, and what fun it is to play with a man like you."

    Scarlett pushed her fingers into his mouth one last time, let Dean suck them clean, and then stood and collected her clothes.

    "You can masturbate if you'd like, but you'll have to consume your cum if you do," Scarlett said before walking away.

    She didn't say another word before disappearing down the hallway. Dean remained on his back and stared at the ceiling with a smile on his face, the taste of Scarlett's piss and pussy in his mouth, and her juices drying on his face. He wasn't going to masturbate. He was just going to enjoy the feeling of submission for as long as it lasted before going back to work.
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    It was late - well after midnight, in fact - when Scarlett returned home from her second date with the man who'd happily satisfied her desires just a few days prior. Dean knew it was late because the sound of the front door opening had woken him up. He was tempted to slip out of bed to greet Scarlett in the hope that she might offer him some sort of kinky pleasure - like worshiping her pussy after another man had fucked it - but Dean remained in bed for fear of his wife discovering what he'd been doing with her sister.

    It was a good thing, too, because Anna slipped out of bed just a few minutes after Scarlett's return. At first Dean thought she was going to the bathroom, but his wife headed out the bedroom door and down the hallway and a few seconds later he heard the distinct sounds of conversation.

    Dean thought of how Scarlett had shared every detail of her previous date with Anna and how excited his wife had gotten - at least according to Scarlett - and though he knew it was potentially unwise, he desperately wanted to listen, both to enjoy the details all on his own and to see if Anna really was into hearing about her sister's sexual escapades.

    Making every effort to be quiet, Dean got out of bed and tiptoed towards the door. He opened it as slowly as possible and poked his head out in the hopes that he wouldn't have to go any further to eavesdrop on the conversation happening in the living room.

    "How about a glass of wine?" Scarlett asked.

    "It's late for that, don't you think?" Anna replied.

    "I do," Scarlett said, "but I'm still going to pour myself a glass of wine. Would you like one?"

    There was a pause before Anna answered, "Yes, I would."

    Dean listened to the sound of high heels across the floor and glasses being removed from the cabinet. Not long after he heard the distinct sounds of wine being poured into those glasses before Scarlett re-entered the living room.

    "Here you go," she said.

    "A generous pour," Anna replied.

    "A generous pour should help you loosen up a little," Scarlett said.

    It was the kind of thing sisters could get away with saying to each other, and after a few seconds of silence Anna said, "That's fair." More silence followed before she added, "So, how was your date?"

    "Even better than the first time," Scarlett replied. "He seemed more confident, perhaps because he knew from the start he'd be getting laid tonight. I was a bit wilder, too, if I'm being honest, perhaps for the same reason."

    "Wilder?" Anna asked as Dean wondered what that word meant in the context of her date.

    A few seconds of silence passed before Scarlett replied, "Are you sure you want to know the details?"

    "Yes," Anna said and Dean was almost certain he could hear a hint of excitement in his wife's voice. It was just one word, but he knew Anna better than anyone and he could tell when she was excited.

    "Well, I sucked his cock on the drive back to his place," Scarlett shared. "It's been years since I've done that, but I just couldn't resist. There was a part of me that wanted to skip dinner, honestly. The moment I saw him I felt this incredible desire, like my body remembered the orgasms he'd given me last time and it just wanted more of that."

    "Wow," Anna replied. "That's...is that fun?"

    "What? Giving head in a car?" Scarlett asked. There was a pause and Dean imagined his wife nodding as she sipped her wine. "It can be fun. It was fun tonight. He couldn't stop moaning and it felt good to make him feel good, in part because I knew I was driving him a little bit mad with desire and that he was going to fuck me good when we got back to his place. I like making a man want me like that, making him go a little bit crazy before he gets to have my pussy."

    Again there was silence and Dean couldn't help but wonder what his wife was thinking. Did Anna think Scarlett was a slut? Was she jealous of her sister? Was she simply content to live vicariously, as many married women did with their single friends?

    "Have you ever given head in a car, Anna?" Scarlett asked. "Have you ever sucked Dean's cock on the way home from a date? Did he ever inspire you to offer him that kind of pleasure, maybe when you were younger?"

    "No," Anna answered. "I'm not sure the idea ever occurred to me, to be honest. Maybe I'm just not the kind of woman that does that sort of thing. And I don't mean that in an offensive way. I honestly don't."

    "I know you don't," Scarlett replied with a laugh. "And maybe you're right that you're not the kind of woman that does that sort of thing, but I think it's more likely that you've just never been with the kind of man that inspires that kind of desire."

    Dean held his breath as he waited for his wife's response. He was under no delusion that he was the sort of man that would inspire a woman to want to suck his cock in the car, but he wasn't sure if Anna thought of him that way.

    "I mean," Scarlett continued, "Dean's certainly not that kind of guy, is he? He's a wonderful man and I think he's pretty perfect for you in a lot of ways, but he's not exactly a take charge kind of guy. He doesn't have that alpha male energy that can make a woman want to get on her knees, does he?"

    Dean found it enthralling - and a little nerve-wracking - to listen to his sister-in-law so aptly describe him. He was desperate to hear what Anna thought of her sister's description, though.

    "No, he isn't," Anna said a few moments later.

    Dean held his breath as he waited to see where the conversation would go.

    "Do you ever find yourself thinking about a man like that?" Scarlett asked. "About the kind of man that fucked me tonight? The kind of man that fucked me well enough that I'm still tingling from the pleasure of it?"

    Dean's immediate reaction was that he wanted Anna to say 'yes.' He wanted his wife to admit that she thought about other men, that she had desires he couldn't satisfy.

    "It's okay if you do," Scarlett added. "I'm pretty sure all my married friends have thoughts like that from time to time, and I wouldn't think any less of you if you did, Anna. I'd also be more than happy to share every little detail of my date tonight if you'd enjoy that."

    "It makes me feel terrible," Anna said after a short pause. "That I do...that I think...that sometimes I think about other men."

    Dean slipped a hand into his underwear and stroked his cock, which had reached a half hard state without a hint of stimulation. Every stroke felt intensely pleasurable, proof of the state of intense desire he was in as his wife confessed surprisingly erotic truths to her sister.

    "Does it do anything other than make you feel terrible?" Scarlett asked. "Does it maybe turn you on a little bit to think of other men? Did you maybe get a little bit excited when I told you about my first date with tonight's guy? Did you maybe - just maybe - let your mind wander to thoughts of being single again, and being with a man like that for a little while?"

    "Am I terrible?' Anna said after a long silence passed between the sisters.

    Scarlett laughed softly. "Not at all, Anna. The sex I had tonight was out of this world. The orgasms - and yes, I had multiple orgasms - were incredible, and I'm certain that they're the sort of orgasms only a certain kind of man can provide."

    Dean wasn't that kind of man. He knew that. He was aroused by that fact. He was also confident he could provide an entirely different kind of orgasm to a woman, like the sort he'd offered Scarlett as she sat on his face after pissing in his mouth. She'd cum quite hard then and he was certain that his willingness to drink her piss and let her ride his face like it was a sex toy made a significant contribution to her climax.

    "Did you really have multiple orgasms?" Anna asked.

    Scarlett moaned in a soft, mildly sexual manner and answered, "I did. Anna, he fucked me so good. He's got a beautiful body and a big cock and he uses both of those things so perfectly to make me feel everything I want to feel when I'm with a man."

    "How...how did he fuck you?" Anna asked.

    Dean heard the curiosity in his wife's voice, but he heard lust, too, like she was going to use the answer to build a beautiful fantasy in her head.

    "The first time was on his couch," Scarlett answered. "I actually sucked his dick again. I didn't have to - he was more than ready to fuck me - but I couldn't help myself. There's just something about him that makes me want to give him head, so I stripped and got on my knees in front of him. I took his pants off, took his dick in my mouth, and looked up at him while I gave a slow, wet blowjob."

    "You looked up at him?" Anna asked.

    "I like looking in a man's eyes when I have his cock in my mouth," Scarlett said. "I like seeing how good I'm making him feel. I like seeing how turned on he is, how badly he wants me. Then, after I'd gotten us both worked up - I got really wet giving head tonight, actually - he had me put a condom on his cock and then he got up, picked me up, put me on the couch, and slid his cock into me. He pounded me so hard, Anna. He pinned my legs back and he pounded my pussy with such power and vigor. He looked right down into my eyes while doing it, too. It was like he'd taken full possession of me, of my body, and it felt so good."

    "Did you...did he make you..."

    "Did he make me cum?" Scarlett asked.

    "Yes," Anna replied.

    "Yes, he did," she answered. "My legs trembled and my toes curled and I couldn't stop moaning as he made me cum on his big cock. Every inch of him was inside me as I had this thunderously powerful orgasm and he had this victorious smile on his face, like his mission in that moment had been to make me cum and to ensure it was a memorable orgasm. Which it absolutely was."

    "Is it terrible of me to feel a little jealous?" Anna asked.

    Scarlett laughed. "Not at all. In fact, I kind of love that you're willing to share that with me, Anna, and I swear, I don't judge you even a little for feeling jealous, or feeling like you wouldn't mind getting fucked in an entirely different way than you're used to. I mean, what's wrong with that?"

    "Well, my husband might be pretty annoyed with that," Anna said.

    Dean smiled. Anna had no idea of the excitement he felt at the notion that she'd even briefly entertained the fantasy of being with another man.

    "That's a fair point," Scarlett replied, though of course she knew that Anna was wrong. "I could set you up with my date. After I leave, I mean. I'm sure he'd enjoy fucking my sister, in fact."

    Dean expected his wife to quickly deny any level of interest in that sort of thing. Several seconds of silence, followed, though, before Anna said, "Oh, I couldn't do that."

    "Anna, did I just see genuine interest in your eyes? I was only being half serious, but I could absolutely set you up with him. I promise, he would give you what you want, what you've clearly been missing," Scarlett said.

    Dean's heart was suddenly beating quite hard as he imagined his wife accepting her sister's invitation to embark on an affair.

    "Scarlett, I couldn't do that," Anna replied. "Dean's a wonderful man. I couldn't break his heart like that."

    Dean couldn't see his wife's face, but he was almost certain that she wanted to step outside their marriage, that Scarlett had somehow stumbled onto an unexpected revelation.

    "But you want to," Scarlett observed.

    A long silence followed. Dean filled that time with slow, deeply pleasurable cock stroking as he lost himself in the unexpected excitement brought on by the idea of Anna indulging in what seemed to be a genuine desire to have sex with someone else.

    "He took me to his bedroom after we fucked on the couch," Scarlett said in a far lustier voice than she'd used before. "I took his condom off, pushed him into the bed and took him in my mouth. I thanked him for fucking me so good by giving a wet, naughty blowjob. I sucked on his balls, too, because you know a man loves it when you take care of his balls."

    Dean wasn't certain, but he thought he might have heard Anna moan a little. He couldn't imagine she was doing anything other than letting her thoughts run wild, but even a hint of a pleasured sound from her was intoxicating.

    "I put another condom on his cock and I got on top. I took him for a ride while he played with my tits and my ass. I rode him hard and fast until I had another orgasm. It might have been even better than the first, Anna," Scarlett continued.

    "Scarlett...please," Anna said.

    "I told him I wanted to make him cum," Scarlett carried on, ignoring her sister's plea. "I told him he could have me any way he wanted me. I told him he could take me as he desired."

    Anna moaned. She absolutely moaned. Dean was certain it was his wife and not his sister-in-law. Anna was turned on.

    "He took me from behind, Anna," she said. "And it was exquisite, in the way it's only exquisite when a particular type of man fucks you from behind. He felt so powerful taking me that way. His hand felt so strong when he grasped my hair and pulled back. When he smacked my ass, it felt good. When he pounded my pussy so hard it hurt, I actually fucking enjoyed it. I couldn't believe it, but then, I should have believed it, because it's an entirely different experience being fucked by an alpha male, an experience that a woman can't help but find pleasurable. You know that, don't you Anna? I know you've been fucked by men like that before. You must have."

    Pleasure swirled throughout Dean's body to the point that he ceased masturbating for fear of cumming in his underwear.

    "Yes, I've been with men like that before," Anna said softly.

    "And you're turned on thinking about it," Scarlett stated.

    Anna didn't answer, but Dean knew it was the truth. Why else would she have moaned while listening to her sister talk about her date?

    "I should go to bed," Anna said after yet another long silence.

    "Okay," Scarlett replied. "Think about what I said, though. Even if it's after I leave, actually. He'd be more than happy to tend to your needs, Anna."

    Dean slipped back into the bedroom and shut the door when he heard his wife's gentle footsteps move towards the kitchen. He got in bed, rolled to face away from the door, and tried his best not to think of anything too arousing in hopes of deflating his erection.

    Anna entered the room quietly and got into bed. Dean felt her hand on his back, like she was checking to make sure he was there. Her fingers lingered against his bare skin for a few seconds before she leaned in and kissed the back of his neck.

    "Mmm, hey honey," Dean said softly. "Are you having trouble sleeping?"

    "No, Scarlett just got home," she replied. "I got up to check in on her and see how her night went."

    Dean rolled over to face his wife. He kissed her softly, let his lips linger against hers for a few moments, and said, "It tastes like you had a glass of wine with her."

    Anna smiled. "I might have had a glass of wine."

    Dean knew that Anna tended to be at her horniest after a glass of wine, and he knew that listening to the details of Scarlett's date - and indulging in fantasies of being with a man like Scarlett's date - had put Anna in a state of exceptional arousal, and he decided it was a perfect opportunity to try and make her cum.

    "I like it when you've had a glass of wine," Dean said before leaning in to kiss her again. Anna happily parted her lips and he did the same. A moment later their tongues indulged in a sensual dance as he let his hands roam over her body. Anna moaned into his mouth when he found one of her breasts and moaned a little louder when he played just a bit with her nipple.

    Dean kissed her neck and let his hand roam between her legs. He rubbed her pussy through her shorts and then slipped his fingers into her panties. Anna's moans got a lot louder when he found her exceedingly wet pussy and began rubbing her clit. He worked her shorts and underwear off with the intention of going down on her, but Anna beat him to the punch.

    She pushed Dean onto his back and for a moment he thought she was going to free his cock and take it for a ride. That wasn't her intention, though. Instead, she straddled his chest, dragged her hips forward, and sat on his face without saying a word.

    Dean moaned into his wife's pussy and put his tongue to work immediately. He was thrilled beyond words that she was sitting on his face and he was determined to make sure she had a good orgasm.

    "Mmm, that feels so good," Anna said as she gently moved her hips back and forth, grinding her clit over his lips and tongue and lifting her shirt over her head and quickly unhooking her bra to play with her tits.

    Dean grabbed her ass and squeezed, eliciting another moan from his wife. His dick throbbed throughout as he wondered if she was thinking about what it would be like to take Scarlett up on her offer and to give her body to an alpha male, to someone that fucked her far different - and better - than Dean was capable of. He found himself hoping she was indulging in that fantasy and his cock felt hard as a rock as a result of the intense erotic pleasure such thoughts brought him.

    "Dean...oh...fuck, baby, I'm cumming!" Anna announced not long after climbing on his face.

    Dean delighted in her quick orgasm because it meant she'd been hugely aroused before mounting his mouth and taking it for a ride. It meant that she'd gotten turned on listening to Scarlett and he hoped it meant that she'd actually entertained the idea of accepting her sister's offer to be set up with an alpha male for a good, hard fucking.

    Anna lifted her pussy from his face and sat across Dean's chest. She looked down at him, smiled, and said, "Thank you, baby. That felt incredible."

    "It was my pleasure," Dean replied.

    Anna caressed his face, smiled sweetly, and said, "I know, and I love that about you."

    She dragged her hips down his chest and over his stomach, sat across his crotch, and leaned down to give him a soft, quick kiss on the lips.

    "I love you too," Dean replied as he wondered if she was going to free his cock and take him in her pussy.

    That wasn't in her plans. Instead, Anna kissed him again and then moved back to her side of the bed, curled up, and reached over to grab his hand and pull him close until they were spooning. She must have felt his cock pressing into her ass - it was impossible for her not to feel it - but she did nothing about it.

    Dean could have been frustrated by her seeming unwillingness to tend to his desire. He wasn't, though. He found it thrilling. The only real problem was that he was going to have trouble falling asleep with so much arousal coursing through him.

    That was a good problem to have, though.
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    "Scarlett...I'm not sure about this," Dean said as he pulled into the driveway and put the car in park.

    She reached up, redirected the rearview mirror to face her, and did a quick check of her hair and makeup. "Why not? You said you wanted to watch me get fucked, Dean. You were quite clear about it, in fact. What's changed now that we're in his driveway?"

    "I...I don't...I don't know, it just suddenly seems like an insane idea," Dean answered as he felt a sense of panic spread through his body.

    "Dean," Scarlett said. "Dean, look at me."

    Dean turned to his exceedingly beautiful sister-in-law and she smiled, melting away some of his panic. She reached up and for a moment he thought she might slap him. Instead, she caressed his face in a warm, gentle manner, helping to calm his racing heart.

    "I know you want this, Dean," she said softly. "You want to go inside with me. You want to see me fool around with Eric. You want to see his hands on my body - a body that we both know you crave - and you want to see me welcome his cock into my body. You want to see me give him the pleasures that you'll never experience with me. You want to see me offer him my pussy. You want to see him fuck me hard. You want to hear the way he makes me moan. You want it, Dean. I know you do."

    He did. That's why he'd gone with Scarlett. Of course he wanted it. That didn't stop him from feeling nervous, though.

    "You know what else, Dean?" she asked.

    "What?" he replied.

    Scarlett's smiled as she pressed two fingers against his lower lip. Dean dutifully opened his mouth and she slid her fingers onto his tongue. He sucked slowly and sensually, fellating her fingers because he knew it's what Scarlett wanted, and a remarkable sense of calm came over him as he did.

    "This is more than just watching me fuck another man, Dean," Scarlett said. "This is watching me fuck the man that might very well fuck your wife. I know you heard Anna’s desire when you listened in on our conversation the other night. I know you heard that she wants to fuck someone else, Dean. I know you heard that she can't help but desire a man like Eric, and I know you've fantasized about your wife having sex with someone else. I know you have, Dean. Don't bother trying to deny it."

    She was right. Ever since he'd heard Anna express her desire for something Dean couldn't offer - and that Eric likely could - he'd indulged in more than a few fantasies about it. It still struck him as both an insane idea and unlikely to ever happen, but there was no question the idea turned him on.

    "Now, you can stay in the car if you like - I'm getting fucked either way - but I think you should come in with me. I think you should surrender yourself to the pleasure of what's possible if you go inside. I think you should let me dominate you in an entirely new way, and that if you do you might discover it's more exciting than anything you've ever experienced," Scarlett said as she gently fucked his mouth with her slender fingers. "It's your choice, though."

    Scarlett pulled her fingers from his mouth, wiped them on Dean's face, and got out of the car. A battle waged in his head as he watched her saunter towards the door and stared at her ass, which looked stunning in the tight dress she'd picked to impress the man she was about to get fucked by.

    Dean was nervous - deeply nervous - but he couldn't pass up the chance to serve Scarlett as she had sex with another man. He got out of the car and hurried after her.

    "That's a good boy," Scarlett said as he approached, eliciting a tingle of pleasure between his legs. "Before we go inside, I'd like you to get on your knees, kiss my feet, and apologize for being so indecisive. After all, a good submissive doesn't waver the way you did. A good submissive does as he's told, doesn't he?"

    Dean fell to his knees, bent over, and kissed each of Scarlett's feet before looking up at her, pressing his hands together like he was praying to a goddess, and saying, "I'm sorry for how indecisive I was, Scarlett. I won't do that once we're inside. Thank you for tolerating my mistake."

    "Well, what do we have here?" a deep, amused-sounding voice said.

    Dean looked up to see a well-dressed, handsome man standing in the doorway. It was quite a way to be introduced to the man that would soon be fucking Scarlett, but Dean quickly reasoned that there was little need for embarrassment on his part, as it was quite likely that he'd spend the rest of the afternoon experiencing various degrees of humiliation as Scarlett put him to use as a sub while she fucked another man.

    "Eric, this is my brother-in-law, Dean," Scarlett said by way of introduction. "He's also been my submissive plaything while I'm visiting, and, of course, he's married to Anna."

    Eric smiled in a manner that made Dean quite certain he'd heard Anna's name before.

    "Ahh, well, Dean, it's nice to meet you," Eric said. "Scarlett tells me that there's a chance I might be lucky enough to have a relationship with your wife at some point. Is that right?"

    "I hope so," Dean answered as he remained on his knees outside Eric's home.

    "I hope so too," Eric said as he stepped outside, put his arm around Scarlett, and kissed her neck. "I've always enjoyed fucking married women, if I'm being honest. I know there's something terrible about being the other man in a marriage, but when a married women steps out on her husband she's always - and I mean always - doing so because he just can't satisfy her anymore, and there's nothing like fucking a woman that's having great orgasms for the first time in years, if not decades."

    "I'm determined to make sure that Anna ends up in your bed, Eric," Scarlett said as she boldly reached between his legs and massaged his cock. "My pussy has thoroughly enjoyed your dick and I'm certain my sister will enjoy it even more than I do." She looked at Dean, offered a devilish smile, and added, "After all, Anna's gone considerably longer without being fucked by someone capable of delivering a world class orgasm. Dean's a lovely husband, but he doesn't have much to offer in the bedroom outside of an eager, talented tongue."

    "Why don't we go inside?" Eric suggested.

    Scarlett grasped his cock through his pants, kissed him softly on the lips, and then turned and stepped into the house. Dean got to his feet and followed Eric and Scarlett as they headed for the living room. Two glasses of red wine sat waited on the coffee table and slow, romantic-sounding music played through the speakers installed in all four corners of the room.

    "How lovely," Scarlett said as Eric picked up both glasses of wine and offered her one. They each enjoyed a sip before she closed the distance between them and kissed him in a hungry, passionate manner. "It's only been a few days, but I can’t believe how badly I want you."

    "I want you too," Eric replied.

    Scarlett sipped her wine while unzipping Eric's pants. Her delicate fingers slipped inside and she effortlessly freed his cock, revealing its impressive length and thickness to Dean, who stood just a few yards away with an excited look on his face.

    "I've missed this," Scarlett said softly as she stroked Eric's thick cock. "My pussy has missed this desperately. In fact, you fuck me good enough that my pussy gets wet just thinking about you, Eric."

    They kissed again and Dean alternated between staring at the slow handjob Eric was enjoying and the way Scarlett's tongue did what must have been wondrously arousing things in Eric's mouth. Both were equally arousing and Dean couldn't help but feel a little jealous as he finally got to witness just how passionate a lover Scarlett could be.

    "Dean, take your clothes off," Scarlett instructed. "And get on your fucking knees. You have no business standing in the same room as a man like Eric."

    Dean hastily stripped - revealing his stiff cock, which was considerably smaller than Eric's - and dutifully falling to his knees, taking his rightful position as the submissive in the room.

    "Tell me, Dean," Scarlett began before seductively sipping her wine, "would you be willing to offer your service to Eric and Anna if he took on the task of satisfying your wife in the manner you're not capable of?"

    "Yes," Dean answered. "I'd do anything they wanted. Anything at all."

    "Anything?" Scarlett asked a wide, bright, naughty smile broke across her face.

    Dean knew his sister-in-law had something in mind. He knew she was going to challenge him, to issue an order he almost certainly wouldn't want to follow. It had happened countless times already - he'd not been particularly enthused about drinking her piss, after all - but he'd followed each order and he'd found it satisfying every time.

    "Yes, I'd do anything if it meant making Anna happy," he said. "I want her to have everything she deserves, Scarlett."

    "I know you do, Dean," she replied. "Just like I know you want me to have what I crave, what I deserve. I know you want to be a good submissive, that you want to be dominated by an imaginative woman that sees you as a toy to be utilized for her pleasure."

    "I do," Dean admitted.

    Scarlett smiled, held his gaze for a few moments, and said, "Crawl over here, Dean. Crawl like a good boy."

    For a moment Dean felt a deep sense of embarrassment, but he swallowed it and crawled towards Scarlett and the man who would soon be inside her.

    "Now look at the cock that's going to fuck me and that might very well fuck your wife," Scarlett instructed. "Look at it and tell me if you think it's more impressive than yours."

    Dean sat back on his knees, looked up, and studied Eric's cock. There was no question it was more impressive than his, but from just a few feet away it was clear just how the vast the difference between the two of them was. Eric was simply blessed with a far superior cock, from the size and shape of the head to the thickness of the shaft to the size of the veins running down the shaft.

    "He's far more impressive than I am," Dean admitted. "Far, far more impressive."

    Scarlett set her wine glass on the coffee table and helped Eric out of his pants, which made his cock look even bigger and exposed his rather large testicles.

    "Crawl closer, Dean," she instructed. "Crawl close enough that you're under his cock and looking up at the shaft. Crawl close enough that you can smell his balls."

    Dean inched forward until his head rested just beneath Eric's cock. He felt exceedingly nervous doing so - it was odd being so close to another man's cock - but the allure of doing exactly as Scarlett demanded was far too strong to resist.

    "So willing to do as he's told," Scarlett mused. "It's so nice when a man knows his place." She then took Eric's heavy balls in her hand, guided him forward just a little, and set those balls right on Dean's forehead.

    Dean wanted to back away. He had a man's testicles on his forehead. He was being used as little more than a storage solution for a pair of heavy balls. It was humiliating, and yet he'd felt a surge of desire between his legs that had made his cock throb in the most delightful way, so he couldn't bring himself to do anything other than remain exactly where Scarlett wanted him.

    "I want you to tilt your head back, Dean," Scarlett ordered.

    Dean took a deep breath and tilted his head back to look up at she'd instructed. As he did, Eric's balls moved over his forehead and nose and came to rest on his lips. Dean held them tightly closed as he once again fought off the urge to back away and abandon his eagerness to serve Scarlett.

    "Now open your mouth," Scarlett said softly as she looked down at him and stroked Eric's cock. "Open that pretty, servile mouth of yours and taste his balls."

    Dean couldn't bring himself to do it. He couldn't take a man's balls in his mouth.

    Scarlett saw his reluctance and leaned down to place a handful of kisses on the head of Eric's cock. "Remember what you are, Dean," she said. "Remember the things you've done for me. This isn't any different than eating your cum, or drinking my piss, or licking Eric's cum off my tits like you did after my date. Now take his fucking balls in your mouth and suck on them like the fucking whore that I want you to be."

    Dean did it. He opened his mouth as wide as he could. He wrapped his lips around another man's balls and he sucked. He ran his tongue over the wrinkled flesh and experienced an entirely unique taste.

    "That's it," Scarlett said. "You're whatever I want you to be, Dean, and right now you're a ball sucking whore. Now slobber all over those nuts. Help him build up a nice big load that I'm absolutely going to feed to you once he's done fucking me."

    Dean surrendered to the wild lust coursing through him. There was no point in fighting it. Scarlett was right. He was whatever she wanted him to be and he took pleasure in that. He'd taken pleasure in it since the first time he'd offered his submission.

    "I love that you're willing to let Dean suck on your beautiful balls," Scarlett said.

    "I aim to please," Eric replied. "And it's pretty obvious that you get off on dominating him. If I had to guess, I'd say that your pussy is soaked right now, and it's not just because you're looking forward to getting fucked."

    Scarlett kissed him and stroked his cock. "You're right. It's because I get so fucking turned on making a man like Dean do exactly as I desire, especially when I know it's something he desires, too."

    "You think he's always wanted to suck balls?" Eric asked.

    Scarlett laughed as she gathered precum from the head of his cock and spread it over his stiff flesh. "No, but I think he's always wanted to submit to a strong woman, no matter what that woman desires, so I'm giving him what he wants, what he clearly fucking craves, and I'm also making sure that you'll be comfortable using him whenever his wife decides to bring him along to let him watch as a real man satisfies her wet, tight, needy cunt."

    "Fuck, Scarlett, you're incredible," Eric said with just a hint of wonder in his voice.

    "I know," she replied before looking down at Dean, smiling, and asking, "How do those big, manly balls taste, Dean?"

    He relented in his lusty sucking and said, "Good. They taste good," as the spit-soaked testicles rested on his chin.

    "Lick his fucking taint," Scarlett demanded. "Right now."

    Sucking balls had put Dean in such a submissive headspace that he didn't hesitate to put his tongue to work. He licked Eric's balls once more and then leaned forward until the wet testicles rested over his eyes. Dean licked the relatively smooth portion of skin that made up Eric's taint and he heard a deep moan of pleasure that filled him with an unexpected sense of pride and lust.

    "Is he being a good boy and licking your taint?" Scarlett asked.

    "Damn right he is," Eric replied. "And it feels fucking great."

    "Just imagine the fun you'll have with this little subby slut once you start fucking his wife," Scarlett said. "She won't dominate him like I do - Anna's not like that - but I bet she won't object if you do. Not if you get her cock drunk, Eric. Not if you fuck her so good that she can't resist you, that she'll let you use her husband for your pleasure before, during, and after you satisfy her desperate desire to be fucked by someone that can give her a body-shaking orgasm like the ones you give me."

    Despite that scenario igniting a sense of fear in him, Dean couldn't help but hope it would come to pass, for the arousal Scarlett had triggered in him far surpassed the fear, so much so that Dean moaned as he continued to lick Eric's taint.

    "I need to get fucked," Scarlett said. "I need to get fucked right now, and we're going to bring Dean to the bedroom with us and he's going to be a very good boy and do whatever he's told, isn't he?"

    "Yes," Dean replied.

    "This is going to be fun," Eric said.

    Scarlett looked down at Dean, offered up a naughty smile he'd seen so many times before, and said, "I hope you're ready to submit, Dean, because I intend on exploring just how eager you are to do as you're told."

    Dean was almost certain he'd do whatever she wanted, mostly because he just couldn't resist submitting to his sister-in-law.
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    "I got fucked again," Scarlett said the moment she sat on the couch with Anna.

    Dean - who was supposed to be hard at work in his office so his wife and sister-in-law could enjoy a glass of wine in private - listened from down the hallway and he could hear every word. He expected his wife to express some level of discomfort at her sister's eagerness to share the details of her sex life, but Anna didn't seem the slightest bit perturbed.

    "Yeah?" she asked in a way that made Dean fairly certain his wife was smiling. "Was it...was it good?"

    Dean had been there for the sex. He'd been on his knees in Eric's bedroom as his sister-in-law got fucked. He could still picture the look on her face and hear the sounds of pleasure she'd unleashed while getting pounded in a variety of positions and he was absolutely certain the sex was good.

    What surprised Eric was that Anna seemed genuinely interested in hearing about the sex her sister had enjoyed. Just a few days ago she'd seemed uncomfortable hearing about the fun Scarlett had enjoyed with another man.

    "It was exceptional," Scarlett said. "Better than the last time, actually. He knows my body just a little bit better...and he seemed particularly inspired tonight."

    Dean knew that he was at least partly responsible for that inspiration, as Eric had taken great pleasure in fucking Scarlett in front of a submissive man. He'd taken advantage of Dean's willingness - eagerness, really - to do as he was told, and it seemed as though he'd found intense satisfaction in unleashing the side of him that wanted to make another man feel small and submissive.

    "I told him about you," Scarlett added.

    "What?" Anna asked. "What do you mean?"

    "I told him that you might be interested in fucking him after I go home," Scarlett answered.

    Dean expected surprise or perhaps even a sense of outrage from his wife, but instead Anna was silent in response to Scarlett's revelation.

    Then, she asked a simple question. "What...what did he say?"

    "What do you want him to have said?" Scarlett replied.

    Dean was almost certain he could hear the smile on his sister-in-law's face, probably because she knew very well what Anna wanted Eric to have said.

    "I...I don't...I don't know. Maybe...we shouldn't be talking about this," Anna said.

    "He said he'd love to fuck you," Scarlett replied. "He said he'd absolutely love to fuck a married woman, particularly one that isn't getting everything she wants and needs from her husband. He said it would be a privilege to be the man that gets to satisfy you before sending you home to your husband."

    Again silence fell over the living room as Dean felt his heart pounding from a mixture of excitement and angst. Part of him was dying for Anna to ask Scarlett to set her up with Eric, and part of him was hoping she'd brush off the idea as utter insanity.

    "He's exceptional, Anna," Scarlett said. "He's good-looking, and strong, he's got a big cock, and he's better with it than most men I've been with. He's discreet, too, so you don't have to worry about him telling anyone that you've taken up with another man to satisfy your needs, to tend to your pussy in the way he's been tending to my pussy while I'm visiting."

    Dean couldn't escape the notion that he hadn't tended to his wife's pussy in the way she needed. If he had, she wouldn't have considered - not even for a moment - the notion of beginning an affair with another man. Dean happened to find that notion hugely arousing, just as he'd found it arousing each and every time Scarlett made it clear that he wasn't remotely worthy of her pussy.

    "I...I just...I couldn't...I just don't know if I could do that," Anna said.

    "Yes, you can," Scarlett replied. "And you want to, Anna. I could see it on your face the first time I told you about Eric, and I can see it on your face again. In fact, I'm almost certain you're turned on right now. I'm almost certain that you're thinking about having an affair with the man that fucked me to multiple orgasms tonight and I think the idea turns you on."

    There was a long pause before Anna said, "It...it does."

    Dean closed his eyes and reached between his legs. He squeezed his cock - which was now stiff - through his pants and held his lips closed to prevent a moan from escaping. He squeezed a little tighter, mostly to stop himself from masturbating and indulging in the surge of pleasure rushing through his body.

    "Let me set up a date," Scarlett said. "Just to meet him. Not to do anything. It can be at a Starbucks. You can see if you're attracted to him, if there's any chemistry. If there is, you can decide if it's worth trying to get what you want - what you absolutely deserve - from him."

    Dean knew what Anna wanted. That much was clear. The question was whether or not she'd actually try and pursue it.

    "I...okay," she said after yet another long pause. "Set it up."

    "Really?" Scarlett asked. "You're really going to consider this?"

    "Yes, I am," Anna replied with confidence.

    Dean stroked his cock a few times. The pleasure was intense. So much so that he felt his whole body vibrate with an uncommon kind of desire. He heard their wine glasses clink - like they were toasting the fact that Anna had decided she was open to having an affair - and the sisters laughed together, indicating a kind of giddiness that Dean actually felt like he understood.

    "Does he really make you cum that hard?" Anna asked.

    "Like you wouldn't believe," Scarlett replied. "Today in particular. I had three orgasms, Anna, and I swear each one was better than the last."

    Dean had watched each orgasm and he knew Scarlett was telling the truth. He also knew that Eric's eagerness to dominate and humiliate Dean - both verbally and physically - had likely contributed to Scarlett's pleasure, though it was unlikely she'd mention that to Anna.

    "You deserve to cum like that, Anna," Scarlett said. "You really do. Every woman does, and I promise, Eric is the perfect man to give you exactly what you need."

    "I can't stop thinking about it," Anna replied. "Since you mentioned the possibility of this, I mean. I just keep thinking about having that...well, that kind of sex. I don't know, it's just been so long, and it's like my body woke up to the idea of it once you mentioned it, and now I can't stop thinking about how it would feel to get...to...well, to get fucked like that."

    Dean couldn't believe it was his wife uttering those words. He'd never really known her to be a highly sexual person - though she wasn't a prude - but he'd never heard her talk about sex like that.

    "I think you should go and sit on your husband's face," Scarlett suggested.

    "What?" Anna asked.

    Scarlett laughed. "I think you should finish that glass of wine, drag Dean out of his office and into your bedroom, and sit on his face until he makes you cum. It won't be the perfect orgasm, but I bet it will be what you need right now, because I can see that you're turned on, Anna. I can see that you're feeling a little bit desperate for an orgasm, and I'm pretty sure Dean isn't going to argue if you push him into the bed, crawl onto his face, and sit your pussy on his mouth until he makes you cum."

    Dean stood and moved towards his office. He didn't want to get caught in the hallway if Anna decided to do as her sister suggested.

    "You're right," Anna said. "He wouldn't object. Honestly, he really seems to enjoy...well, that sort of thing."

    "Eating your pussy?" Scarlett asked.

    Anna laughed. "Yes, he enjoys eating my pussy."

    "Well, you should really take advantage of that, Anna," Scarlett said. "It's not that easy to find a man that really enjoys eating pussy. In fact, you should take advantage of it more often. I mean, why not, right? Who doesn't want more orgasms in their life?"

    "Fair point," Anna replied. "I think I will go sit on my husband's face."

    Dean turned and headed for his office. He shut the door gently, sat at his desk, and tried his best to make his erection go away before Anna came through the door.

    Thankfully, she took her time finishing her wine and didn't show up for a few minutes. When she did, Anna announced her presence with a gentle knock before poking her head into the room and smiling in the playful way she almost always did after a glass of wine.

    "Dean, could I trouble you to come to the bedroom with me?" Anna asked.

    Dean smiled. "I suppose I could do that."

    He stood and Anna stepped into the room, approached with a naughty smile on her face, and kissed him mere moments after he stepped out from behind his desk. Her lips were warm and soft and just a little damp and her tongue almost immediately probed his mouth with uncommon aggressiveness.

    "Wow," Dean said softly as he grabbed Anna's ass and pulled her close. He leaned down to kiss her again but she wriggled free from his grasp, turned, and walked out the door with a seductive sway in her hips. She moved like a woman imbued with newfound confidence - perhaps because she'd just decided to go on what was absolutely a date with another man - and Dean couldn't resist.

    "Are you coming?" Anna asked as she stopped in the doorway.

    Dean nodded and followed like an eager puppy. He couldn't wait to offer up his face for a ride and he was going to use his tongue for Anna's delight, and he was going to do so while he thought of her fucking Eric, a fantasy that had suddenly taken on a very real quality and that had left him buzzing with intense desire. With any luck, it wouldn't remain a fantasy and Anna might be persuaded to give Dean just a taste of what her sister had offered during her trip.

    
      
    

    "Did she ride your face?" Scarlett asked as Dean stepped into the living room.

    "She did," he answered.

    Scarlett sipped her wine - it looked like she'd poured herself a second glass - and pointed to the floor at her feet. Dean approached and sank to his knees without hesitation.

    "And did you make your wife cum, Dean?" she asked. "Were you a good boy for her?"

    "Yes, I was," he replied.

    Scarlett smiled and uncrossed her legs, offering a view of her milky white thighs and the delicate lace panties that covered her pussy. "And did she give you an orgasm?"

    "No," he answered.

    "That makes me happy," Scarlett said. "It makes me think that Anna might have what it takes to be the kind of woman that seizes what she wants out of life. She might actually follow through on meeting with Eric and embarking on an affair with him. She might actually get fucked by a man that can truly satisfy her."

    Scarlett extended her foot and her toes gently massaged Dean's cock, quickly bringing him to a fully erect state and eliciting a soft moan.

    "Do you think she fantasized about him, Dean? Do you think Anna thought about getting fucked by another man while she was riding your pretty face?" Scarlett asked.

    "Yes," Dean admitted.

    Scarlett dipped two fingers into her wine, leaned forward, and placed them in Dean's mouth. She sucked as she penetrated him, pushing her fingers deep until every inch of her flesh was in his mouth.

    "And did you fantasize about it, Dean? Did you fantasize about your wife getting fucked by the cock that you sucked today?" Scarlett asked, reminding Dean that he'd willingly offered his mouth to Eric, that he'd offered it countless times during their lengthy encounter that afternoon, that he'd been face fucked by Eric on a few occasions.

    Dean nodded - it was all he could do with Scarlett's fingers in his mouth - and she unleashed a devilish smile that said everything he needed to know about how much she'd enjoyed his submission that afternoon.

    "You were a good cocksucker, Dean," she said. "A good submissive. You did everything asked of you. You took his cock in your pretty little mouth when he wanted to use it. You let him spank your ass when he wanted to spank it. You licked my pussy when he wanted you to lick it. You ate his cum from the condom he'd worn while he exploded inside me. You were a perfect little submissive whore for me...and for the man that's almost certainly going to be fucking your wife before long."

    She was right. Dean had done everything that had been demanded of him that afternoon. He'd sucked cock. He'd suffered verbal abuse. He'd been spanked as he waited on his hands and knees next to Scarlett while she got fucked from behind. He'd licked her pussy after Eric had been inside her. He'd eaten Eric's cum from the condoms he'd used while fucking her. He'd done everything and he'd done so happily.

    "I think Eric is going to enjoy fucking your wife even more now that he knows what kind of man you are," Scarlett said as she continued to finger fuck his mouth and rub his cock with her foot. "I think he's going to love knowing that he's pounded this pretty mouth of yours while he's pounding your wife's tight pussy. I think he's going to love knowing that he's so much more of a man than you are, Dean. I think he's going to love knowing that he's giving your wife something you can't give her."

    Dean was close to cumming. Close enough that he started to panic a little. He couldn't have a massive cum stain in his pants when Anna got out of the shower.

    Scarlett pulled her fingers from his mouth and wiped them on his face. Dean moaned - he couldn't help it - and Scarlett seemed to understand that her foot was doing wondrous things to his cock. She sped up her attentions, rubbing a little faster and smiling in the way she always did when she was having a particularly good time dominating him.

    "Take your cock out," she instructed while pulling her foot away.

    Dean unzipped his pants and freed his cock. It throbbed with desire and the head was coated with a slick layer of precum.

    "Cum in Anna's wine glass," Scarlett said.

    Dean whipped around, grabbed the glass from the coffee table, and held it under the tip of his cock as he masturbated. While he did, Scarlett lifted her dress, spread her legs, and pulled her panties aside. Two fingers slipped into her pussy while she rubbed her clit with a third and Dean watched with rapt, lust-filled attention while thinking of the incredible sex she'd had with Eric that day, sex he'd witnessed and even participated in at times.

    "Cum," Scarlett said. "Cum while you think of Eric pounding your wife's pussy. Cum while you think of her screaming his name as she has the kind of orgasm you can't give her. Cum while you think of your wife having a far superior orgasm with someone else's dick inside her, Dean."

    Dean looked down at the wine glass and watched as his cock head expanded for a moment before the first spurt of his load hit the glass. His body trembled with pleasure and he held his breath in pure delight as the next few shots splashed into the glass. A handful more followed as Dean felt a touch of lightheadedness from the overwhelming pleasure of his orgasm, which he'd desperately desired for most of the day.

    When he finished, Scarlett took the glass from him, stood, and held it under her pussy. A moment later a flow of hot piss filled the glass, mixing with Dean's cum and creating what he knew would be a noxious cocktail.

    "Drink it," Scarlett said as she finished peeing, wiped her pussy on the edge of the glass to catch the last few drips, and handed it to Dean. "Drink my piss and your cum."

    Dean stared into the glass until the smell hit his nose. He turned away right at the moment the shower turned off. Panic rose in his chest at the idea of Anna seeing him on his knees with his cock out and a glass of piss and cum in his hand.

    "Drink it right now, Dean," Scarlett said. "Drink it before your wife comes out. Drink it before Anna discovers what kind of man you really are. Drink it right now."

    Scarlett sat down, reached between her legs, and masturbated furiously as Dean raised the glass to his lips. She clearly wasn't worried about Anna discovering them. Either that or she just didn't care and was far too driven by the pleasure of watching Dean humiliate himself by swallowing her waste.

    Dean tilted the glass back and poured the mixture of piss and cum onto his tongue. He swallowed. He chugged it. He took it all down because he couldn't bear being a disappointment to Scarlett. He couldn't bear not offering his submission.

    Scarlett came as he drank her piss and his cum and her orgasm filled Dean with almost as much joy as his own climax had, for his submission had given her that pleasure.

    "You should clean that glass," Scarlett said as she pulled her panties back over her pussy and fixed her dress.

    Dean put his cock back in his pants, zipped up, and rushed to the kitchen to clean the glass. His body buzzed with pleasure - both from the orgasm and his submission - and there was something thrilling about having done all of it with Anna just a few rooms away.

    There was also the thrill of knowing that she might take up with Eric, that Anna might actually fuck another man, and Dean was astounded at how badly he still wanted that, even after he'd just cum.

    Life seemed like it was about to get a great deal more interesting for Dean, and he couldn't wait to see how it was all going to play out.
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    "I didn't think she'd do it," Scarlett said with a smile as she swirled the dark liquor in her glass. "I wanted her to do it - Anna deserves better than you can offer her - but I didn't think she'd do it."

    Dean was naked and on his knees at his sister-in-law's feet. He'd brought her the drink she was enjoying and stripped at her instruction. He wanted to devote the entirety of his attention to his domme - for one more day, at least - but he couldn't help but think of Anna, who'd accepted Scarlett's offer to set her up for a drink with Eric.

    "You know what this means, don't you Dean?" Scarlett asked before her lips curled into a delighted smile. "It means she wants him. It means she wants what he's given me. It means your wife wants to get fucked by a real man, Dean." Scarlett's foot slid towards his cock and she teased the tip with her toes. "It means she understands that you can't give her what she deserves in bed. She finally understands that she married a man that's incapable of truly satisfying her."

    Dean knew it was true and he found pleasure in that knowledge and in the idea that Anna had, in fact, accepted that truth. Over the past week he'd grown increasingly comfortable with his submissive desires - thanks entirely to Scarlett's willingness to dominate him - and Dean wanted his wife to explore her sexual desires too.

    "Thank you," Dean said.

    "For what?" Scarlett replied as she teased his balls with her toes.

    "For convincing Anna to meet Eric for a drink," he answered. "For helping her understand that she deserves better, that she can meet her sexual needs outside our marriage without having to leave me."

    Scarlett smiled. "Your wife loves you, Dean. She loves you deeply, in fact. She needs something you can't give her, but you've proven yourself a worthy husband and she loves you for that. She won't be leaving you, but I'm quite convinced she will be fucking Eric - or another man - before long. A woman can't go the rest of her life without proper sexual satisfaction, after all."

    "No, she can't," Dean answered.

    Scarlett used her big toe to gather the precum from the tip of Dean's cock and slowly lifted her foot until it was just a few inches from his mouth. "Suck it clean," she instructed.

    Dean's cock surged with desire - he found relentless pleasure in doing as he was told - and he leaned forward, took Scarlett's big toe in his mouth, and sucked as she'd ordered.

    "It feels good to suck, doesn't it?" Scarlett asked.

    Dean nodded with her toe in his mouth. He couldn't help but think of how he'd sucked Eric's cock and how deeply submissive he'd felt as he'd sunk to his knees on Scarlett's order. Dean had opened his mouth without hesitation simply because she'd told him to. He'd welcomed another man's stiff cock into his mouth, surrendering his sexuality to Scarlett in the process.

    Scarlett pulled her toe from his mouth and said, "On your hands and knees. I want to rest my feet on your back."

    Dean turned to the side, moved to his hands and knees, and crawled into position so Scarlett could use him like a coffee table. She put her feet up on his back and the warmth of her skin against his felt comforting.

    "I wonder if my sister might surprise me in other ways," Scarlett mused before sipping her drink. "After all, I didn't think she'd actually go on a date with Eric. I wonder if she might be capable of far more than I expected. I wonder if I could help her discover a dominant side. I wonder if I might be able to help her discover the pleasures of having a good submissive as a husband. At the very least, I think I can convince her to let Eric use you as a submissive."

    Dean wasn't sure he actually wanted that. It was one thing to suck Eric's cock in front of his sister-in-law. It felt like an entirely different thing to subject himself to that kind of humiliation in front of his wife. Anna would absolutely see him differently if she witnessed him surrender to such debauchery.

    "Perhaps it will depend on her sexual chemistry with Eric," Scarlett said. "If he makes her cum the way he makes me cum, I suspect Anna would be capable of just about anything. Are you prepared to be married to a woman like that, Dean?"

    "I...I'm not sure," he answered.

    Scarlett laughed and he looked and saw what seemed to be genuine delight on her face. "It's too late for that, don't you think? Tonight's supposed to be just a drink, but Eric is a very charming man, Dean, and there's every chance he manages to convince your beautiful wife to go home with him. After all, I'm leaving tomorrow and he and I won't be seeing each other again. He's going to focus all his energy on convincing Anna that it's well worth surrendering her body to him, that he can show her a kind of pleasure she hasn't experienced in years, maybe ever."

    Dean genuinely hadn't considered that Anna might simply surrender to her desire and fuck Eric on the first date. He couldn't imagine her doing that, but it wasn't all that long ago that the idea of her even flirting with another man seemed utterly insane, so it seemed fair to assume that he couldn't really predict what Anna would do.

    "You want your wife to fuck him, don't you?" Scarlett asked.

    "Yes," Dean replied. The idea thrilled him. He could feel his heart beating just a little harder at the thought of it. He just wasn't sure if he was ready for it to happen right away and he was certain he wasn't ready for Anna to see him surrender his sexuality to Eric again, to get throat fucked, to clean her pussy juices off of another man's cock like he'd done for Scarlett.

    "You'd enjoy offering your submission to Eric again, wouldn't you?" Scarlett asked. "You'd enjoy him pushing his slippery cock into your mouth, grabbing a handful of your hair, and fucking your face while he looks down at you with that wild sense of power in his eyes. You'd enjoy Anna getting fucking wet like I did when Eric treated you that way, wouldn't you?"

    Dean remembered how Scarlett had moaned when Eric fucked his face. His willingness to surrender completely - to give himself over to something most straight men would have hated - seemed to thrill her even more than their dom/sub sessions at home had done. The addition of a man - and a deepening of Dean's submission and humiliation - had thrilled her like nothing else in their week together and Dean had experienced a greater rush of pleasure as a result.

    "Yes, I'd enjoy all of that," Dean admitted.

    Scarlett set her feet on the floor, leaned forward, and set her drink on his lower back. She ran her hand through his hair, down his back - and around the drink - and over his ass, repeating the process a handful of times before saying, "Don't spill my drink."

    Dean wasn't sure what she meant, not until Scarlett brought her hand down on his ass. The pain was sharp and surprising and he felt the drink wobble as he trembled. Dean took a deep breath, centered himself, and concentrated on doing as his domme had demanded.

    Scarlett delivered two swift swats to his backside, one on each cheek. It stung and Dean winced from the pain, but he remained still as condensation dripped down the glass and onto his back. His arms trembled a little - mostly from the pain - and he wanted to get up and run from the spanking, but Dean kept his submission in mind and remained exactly where Scarlett wanted him to be.

    She delivered four more blows, landing two on each ass cheek in quick succession. Dean closed his eyes and tried his best to breathe through the pain, but he knew he wouldn't last much longer. An involuntary reaction to the agony of being spanked would spill her drink, which might have been Scarlett's goal.

    Dean readied himself for another round of spanking, but he was saved by the ding of an incoming text message. Scarlett reached over him, plucked her phone from the coffee table, grabbed her drink, and once more put her legs up on Dean's back.

    "It's Anna," she said.

    Dean turned and saw a smile on Scarlett's face that made him think his wife's date with another man was going exceptionally well.

    "She feels bad," Scarlett continued.

    "Bad? Why?" Dean asked.

    "Because she wants him," Scarlett answered. "She feels like she's being a bad wife because she wants to fuck another man. What should I tell her?"

    Dean's first instinct was that Anna should fuck Eric if it's what she wanted. He knew she'd find satisfaction in it. Eric was exceptionally skilled and blessed with a big cock and he could provide Anna with an entirely different kind of pleasure. Dean worried about what might happen if Anna actually went through with it, though. He worried the future of his marriage might be in doubt. He worried that it might be a massive mistake to encourage her to do it.

    "What do you want, Dean?" Scarlett asked. "Does your wife deserve pleasure, or are you going to be selfish and try to prevent her from experiencing what she deserves?"

    Dean couldn't be selfish. He couldn't deny Anna what he knew she deserved. "Tell her to fuck him," he said.

    "Good boy," Scarlett replied with a smile. "You deserve a reward. You can eat my pussy while I convince your wife to give herself to another man tonight."

    Scarlett spread her legs, inched her hips forward until they rested on the edge of the couch, and spread her thighs as Dean turned to face his sister-in-law, pushed her skirt up around her waist, and moved her panties aside. He placed his head between her legs, pushed his tongue into her wet pussy, and tasted her juices as she typed out a message on her phone.

    "She wants this, Dean," Scarlett said as she set her phone aside and looked down at him. "I know my sister. I know she wants to fuck him. I know she just needed a little push. I know your wife is going to fuck another man tonight. I know she's going to bring her well-used pussy back to you."

    Dean said nothing as he continued to worship Scarlett's pussy. It wasn't his place to speak in that moment as his domme hadn't asked him a question.

    She ran her fingers through his hair, smiled, and said, "I think it's time to reveal your true nature to your wife, Dean. I think tonight is the night that you introduce Anna to the real you."

    Dean wasn't sure what she meant and he had a wealth of questions, but instead of expressing his concerns, he concentrated on her clit and watched Scarlett close her eyes, lean back, and enjoy his worship of her pussy.

    "You're going to be waiting on your knees when Anna walks through the door," Scarlett said. "You're going to be naked like you are right now.

    Dean wanted to object, to argue, to say that he couldn't do that, that he couldn't expose himself like that, but he said nothing, for it wasn't his place. He was on his knees worshiping his domme and she was detailing exactly how she wanted him to behave.

    "She'll be surprised, of course," Scarlett said as she ran her fingers through Dean's hair and took a tight, mildly painful grip. "She won't quite know what to make of the sight of you on your knees like that. I'll help her understand, though. I'll help guide my sister in appreciating her husband for the submissive slut that he is. I'll help her understand that nothing would please you more than the chance to taste her pussy after another man has fucked her."

    Dean moaned. He couldn't help it. The idea of showing Anna his submissive side terrified him, and yet he couldn't imagine anything more exciting than his wife actually embracing that side of him.

    Scarlett's phone dinged and she picked it up and smiled. "She's going home with him, Dean. Your beautiful wife is going to get fucked tonight, and it won't be your cock offering her the pleasure she craves." She looked down at him, watched him tongue her pussy for a few moments, and added, "I'm going to tell her to suck his cock in the car. I think it's important that she show Eric how eager she is, how desperate she is to be with a real man."

    Dean's dick throbbed, both from the notion that his wife was actually going to fuck someone else and from the verbal humiliation his sister-in-law offered.

    She sent the text, set her phone aside, and said, "That's enough pussy worship. I'm going to have some fun with you before I let you make me cum. Now get on your back. I feel a need to make you drink my piss, Dean, and I don't want you spilling a drop. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Dean replied as he moved to his back and watched as Scarlett stood, stripped off each article of clothing, and straddled his head. He wasn't sure what sort of fun - outside of pissing in his mouth - she intended to have, but Dean couldn't wait to be used.

    
      
    

    Dean was on his knees by the front door. He was naked as Scarlett had instructed. Anna had just pulled into the driveway. It wouldn't be long before she was standing in the foyer and looking down at him. Dean's heart pounded so hard he worried he might pass out.

    "Stay right where you are," Scarlett said from behind him. "Let Anna soak in your submission when she enters the house. And remember, another man fucked your wife twice tonight. He fucked her twice and he made her cum harder than she's cum in years, Dean. Remember, your marriage will never be the same. I'll be waiting in the kitchen if Anna needs a little help embracing the true version of her husband."

    "Thank you," Dean replied. He looked over his shoulder, but Scarlett had already walked away. Dean rested his hands on his knees, took a deep breath, and closed his eyes as he heard the car door shut. Each second seemed to pass at an excruciatingly slow pace until he heard Anna's key slip into the lock.

    The door open and Anna stepped into the house. Dean watched his wife pull her key from the lock, turn towards him, and stop in her tracks as she saw him waiting naked on his knees with a half erect cock between his legs.

    "Dean," she said softly. "What...what are you doing?"

    The moment of truth had arrived and Dean had never been so nervous. He'd fully exposed himself - in more ways than one - and he was suddenly terrified that he'd made a huge mistake, that Scarlett had pushed him too far, that she'd guided him to a place of total marital disaster.

    "Anna...I want...I want to worship you," he said. "I've always wanted to worship you."

    Anna studied him for a few seconds before shutting the door, setting her purse down, and stepping towards him. "Worship me?" she asked.

    Dean nodded as his wife approached. "You look so beautiful," he said. "And I...Anna, I know where you were tonight. What you were doing. Who you were doing it with."

    She stopped in front of him and Dean reached up to run his fingers over the soft, smooth material of her skirt. Anna looked nervous, like she expected Dean to get to his feet and start screaming because of what she'd done that night, but that look slowly faded as he touched her, and when Dean leaned in and pressed his lips against her pelvis, Anna reached out and ran her fingers through his hair.

    "You want...you want to worship me...to worship what I...what I gave to him tonight?" she asked. "My...my...you want to worship my..."

    Dean reached back and unzipped her skirt. He held Anna's gaze while slowly pulling it over her hips and down her legs. She showed no resistance, and when the skirt reached the floor Anna stepped out of it and Dean pushed it aside. He ran his fingers up her legs and over her hips before slipping them into the waistband of her panties and pulling it down.

    Dean leaned in and kissed the fronts of her thighs before looking up and meeting Anna's gaze once more. He kissed his way closer to her pussy, and though he was certain he saw just a hint of nervousness in her eyes, Dean felt no resistance from his wife.

    Though he was tempted to go right for her pussy, Dean chose instead to kiss his way around it. Her pubic hair was closely trimmed, but there was something deeply exciting about kissing it and inhaling the distinct smell of sex. He pictured Eric's body on top of hers and his cock moving in and out of Anna's pussy while their pubic hair mingled. It brought his cock to a fully erect state and arousal flooded through Dean's body in the most intoxicating manner.

    "I want to worship you, Anna," Dean said as he looked up at his wife with his mouth just a few inches from her pussy. "I want to worship your pussy. I want to worship the pussy you gave to another man tonight. To do so would turn me on in ways I can't possibly describe. May I worship you?"

    Anna reached down and slowly ran her fingers through his hair as she studied Dean's face. Her expression was soft and warm and it seemed to him that her eyes were full of love.

    "Yes, you may," Anna replied.

    Dean leaned forward, pressed his mouth against her plump, slippery pussy lips, and pushed his tongue inside her. Anna gently gripped his hair as Dean bathed his taste buds in her sweet juices and just a hint of the condoms Eric had used while satisfying her. When he licked his way up to her clit she closed her eyes, tightened her grip on his hair just a little, and moaned.

    "This is who he is," Scarlett said.

    Anna's eyes shot open and she stared at her sister as Dean continued to worship her pussy.

    "This is who your husband is," Scarlett continued. "This is who he's always been, and who he wants to be going forward. I think some part of you has always known that, but now there's no denying it. He wants to eat your pussy after another man has been inside you, Anna. He wants to watch that man fuck you. He wants to serve in any way he can. He wants to do whatever it takes to make you - and Eric - happy. He can't help himself. This is what turns him on more than anything. This is what thrills him more than anything."

    Anna didn't say anything, nor did she move or loosen her grip on Dean's hair. Instead, her lips curled into a slight smile before she moaned, though Dean wasn't sure if it was his tongue or the what Scarlett had just shared with her that had led to that beautiful expression of lust.

    "Use him, Anna," Scarlett said. "Use him as he desires to be used. Show him that you have what it takes. Show him that you're the kind of woman that can take full advantage of a man like Dean. Show him that you can dominate him, that you can make him feel like he deserves to feel. Show him that you understand how lucky you are to have him."

    The last bit surprised Dean, for he wasn't entirely sure Scarlett had ever seen him as anything more than a toy to have fun with. It seemed that she did, though, and she was being true to her word in doing everything she could to ensure that Anna dominated Dean the way he needed to be dominated.

    "I will," Anna finally replied. "Thank you, Scarlett." She stepped back, offered a hand to Dean, and pulled him to his feet. Anna took his cock in her hand, stroked him a few times, and said, "Would you like to make me cum, Dean?"

    "Yes," he said.

    "And am I right in guessing that you'd like to hear about my night?" she asked. "Perhaps while you make me cum?"

    He nodded. "I'd like that very much."

    Anna smiled, stepped closer to give him a kiss on the cheek, and said, "Follow me to the bedroom, then. I have so much to tell you."

    She walked away, gave her sister a quick kiss on the cheek as she walked by, and moved towards the bedroom. Dean followed, mouthed 'thank you,' to Scarlett as he stepped by, and was rewarded with a slap on the ass. Dean was briefly paranoid that Anna would turn and freak out, but she kept on walking, seemingly unsurprised by the fact that her sister had just spanked her husband.

    Dean followed his wife into their bedroom and shut the door behind him. He turned back to see Anna unbuttoning the remarkably sexy blouse she'd worn for her date. Dean approached and reached out to help, finishing the job she'd started and removing her blouse before laying it gently on the bed.

    "Thank you for letting me worship you, Anna," he said.

    "You're welcome," she replied. "I'm sorry I didn't see who you were, Dean. I'm sorry I didn't recognize the signs. I feel like I've been a bad wife."

    Dean unhooked her bra from behind, removed it, and wrapped his arms around her. "You haven't," he said. "I've just been too scared to say anything to you. That's not your fault."

    Anna turned her head and their lips met for a soft kiss. "I think we might have a lot to learn about each other."

    "I agree," he replied. "Thankfully, we have lots of time left to do that."

    Anna smiled. "We do, and we can start tonight. First, though, you're going to make me cum while I tell you about how I fucked someone else tonight, starting with the blowjob I gave him in the car, which is not something I thought I'd ever do again."

    Anna wriggled free from his grasp, crawled into the bed, and rolled onto her back.

    "Did you enjoy it?" Dean asked as he crawled in after her.

    Anna smiled, spread her legs, and nodded. "Believe it or not, I loved it. I got so turned on doing it, Dean. Come. Lick my pussy and I'll tell you all about it."

    Dean dropped to his stomach, kissed Anna's soft thighs, and went to work on what he hoped would become the new normal in his marriage as an arousal more intense than any other gripped his body.

    Anna smiled, reached up to play with her perky tits, and launched into her first ever tale of cuckolding him. With any luck, it was the first of many.

    The End.

  
    Dominated by the Girl Next Door - Part 1

    Most of the time, Phil hated that the apartment building he lived in had such thin walls. He hated that he could hear the old couple next door arguing at all hours of the day. He hated that he could hear even quiet conversations on the street outside his windows, that he could hear it every single time someone honked their horn or revved their engine. He hated that it was almost impossible to get good sleep because someone was always loud at some point during the night.

    There was one benefit to those thing walls, though, and that was the thrill of listening to his neighbor Chloe have sex. She was young, beautiful, and quite amorous, as it turned out. There were weeks when she got fucked every single night. There were days when she got fucked two or three times, and not always by the same guy, at least based on the tenor of the grunts and groans Phil could hear.

    The first time it happened was two days after Chloe moved in. Phil was sitting on his couch watching TV when he heard the moans. It was a guy. Phil turned up the TV at first - he didn't want to listen to a guy moan - but not long after he heard Chloe moaning. He muted the TV. He listened. He heard her moans getting louder. He heard what sounded like the bed moving and slamming into the wall. By the time it was over, Phil was sporting an erection from listening to his beautiful new neighbor get pounded.

    For a while Phil tried to resist masturbating to the sounds of sex coming from the apartment next door, though he never resisted the allure of listening. He always sat on his couch and let the sounds of sex wash over him. He'd close his eyes and imagine Chloe in a variety of positions. He'd picture her on her hands and knees with the guy's hand in her hair. He'd picture her riding the guy's cock. He'd picture her on her back with the guy fucking her in missionary while her legs were wrapped around him.

    Once he started masturbating to the sounds of sex, Phil couldn't stop. He jerked off each and every time Chloe got fucked. He came hard, too. He was having some of the best orgasms of his life. It was so much better than watching porn and stroking his cock. Better in every way.

    Phil saw Chloe in the hallway, at the mailboxes, or in the parking area from time to time, but they only ever exchanged pleasantries. She didn't even seem to know his name, though he knew hers. He knew she was far too hot for him, too, that he didn't stand a chance with her. He wasn't the kind of guy that spent his time pining for a girl he'd never have, either. He just liked listening to her fuck and he liked masturbating to that. He would have been happy for it to continue that way for years.

    Things changed, though. It was a Saturday afternoon. Phil had a college football game on the TV, though he was hoping he'd get to mute it and listen to Chloe get fucked. His mind had wandered to that particular delight when a knock on the door pulled him from his fantasy.

    Phil wasn't expecting a delivery, but there was a small envelope resting on the door mat. His name was written on the front, but otherwise it was blank. Phil picked it up, shut the door, and opened the envelope. Inside he found a pink lace thong and a small, folded piece of paper.

    Phil opened the paper and read the note:

    "Hey there, neighbor. I had these panties on the last time I got fucked. I got on top, pulled the little thong aside, and sat down on his big cock. He came inside me and I pulled these pretty panties over my pussy and let his cum drip into them. I thought you might like to wrap them around your dick and stroke yourself while you listen to me get fucked. Or maybe you're the kind of guy that likes to sniff a pair of dirty, used panties while he's jerking off.

    You're free to do whatever you want, my pervy little neighbor. I would like to make a request, though. Don't cum while I'm getting fucked. Don't cum while you're listening. Don't cum and I'll give you a gift after he leaves, a gift that I think you're going to love."

    Phil lifted the used panties to his nose without thinking. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply. They smelled of perfume, sex, and cum. They were a little crusty, too, which meant they'd been wet, either with another man's cum or Chloe's juices.

    His heart pounded. His loins tingled. Phil wasn't sure how Chloe knew he'd been listening or why she'd decided to give him a gift, but it didn't matter. Not in that moment.

    Instead, Phil inhaled the scent of her used panties once more. He thought of how he'd masturbated to Chloe getting fucked just two days prior. He thought of the thong resting against her ass while she rode a big cock. He thought of her getting fucked hard and fast and his dick got stiff. He was going to take Chloe up on her offer. He was going to stroke his cock with her panties while he listened to her fuck.

    Phil was still standing by the door with the panties in his hand when the guy showed up.

    "Hey, baby," Phil heard his lovely neighbor say after a loud, almost aggressive knock from her lover. "Are you gonna give my tight little pussy what it needs?"

    "You know I am," the guy replied.

    Her door shut a moment later. Phil moved to the couch and stripped off his pants. He held the panties in one hand and his cock in the other. It was silent for a few minutes, and then he heard the guy moaning. Chloe must have been doing down on him. Phil imagined his neighbor's soft, sexy lips wrapped around a big cock. He imagined her giving beautiful head, sucking wildly and wondrously in the name of getting the guy hard so he'd fuck her like she craved.

    Phil wrapped the used panties around his cock and stroked the moment he heard Chloe start to moan. She was getting fucked. She was having sex in the apartment next door and Phil had a pair of her lacy, sexy underwear wrapped tightly around his dick as he masturbated slowly. It felt so much better than he thought.

    Chloe moaned louder than usual and Phil wondered if she was putting on a show. Did she know he'd be listening? Did she somehow have a sense that he'd do what she wanted?

    Though he wanted to cum, Phil held off. He couldn't resist the allure of receiving some sort of gift - no matter what it was - from Chloe. So he listened to her have wild, wondrous, loud sex - the kind of sex Phil never had - and his cock stayed rock hard the entire time.

    Phil stayed on the couch after the sex ended. He slowly stroked his cock with Chloe's used panties. He listened for any sign of his gift being delivered. Eventually her front door opened. She said something to the guy. He left. Another minute passed without a sound.

    Then there was a knock on his door. Phil shot up off the couch. He opened the door hoping to see Chloe, but instead there was another envelope on the ground. It wasn't until he bent over to pick it up that he remembered he was naked, so Phil quickly grabbed the envelope and stepped back inside. He saw another pair of panties and a note. He pulled it out.

    "I'm going to give you a chance to prove that you're every bit the naughty little pervert I think you are. You'll find my cum-filled panties in this envelope. I wore them while he fucked me, just like last time. His cum dripped into them, just like last time. This time, though, I'm delivering them fresh.

    I want you to be a good little pervert for me and wrap those cum-soaked panties around your cock. I want you to masturbate with them. I want you to soak your cock in his load while you think about him fucking me. I want you to acknowledge that you're the kind of man that gets off on masturbating with another guy's cum as lube.

    Do it for me, pervert. Do it and I'll let you see my pussy. I'll let you see it up close, in fact. I might even let you taste it. You have to soak your cock in his cum first, though.

    When you're done, I want you to take a picture of your cum-soaked cock with my panties wrapped around it. Knock on my door and show me the picture."

    Phil pulled the red lace panties from the envelope. He felt the wetness against his fingers. They were utterly soaked in another man's cum, cum that had been fucked into Chloe's pussy just a few minutes prior. Phil delicately opened the panties up and saw the cum in the gusset. He saw the evidence that Chloe had been fucked and filled.

    He walked to the couch and sat down. He lifted the used panties to his nose and inhaled deeply. The smell of sex and cum was potent and Phil closed his eyes and smiled as pleasure filled his body. Though some part of him knew it was insane to masturbate with a cum-soaked pair of panties, Phil was going to do it.

    He looked down at his cock, smiled at the sheer insanity of what he was about to do, and wrapped the panties around his stiff shaft. The warmth and thickness of the cum immediately enveloped his dick and Phil closed his eyes and moaned. He felt a kind of pleasure he'd never experienced before. He felt it from head to toe, as if his entire body had come alive with lust.

    Phil stroked his cum-soaked cock slowly. Wet, squishy sounds filled the air. He looked down to see that his shaft was coated in another man's semen. He felt some of it drip down onto his balls. He didn't find it disgusting or disturbing, though. He found it thrilling. He found it hugely pleasurable.

    Phil had the best orgasm of his life with the cum-soaked panties wrapped around his cock. He didn't even bother trying to catch his cum. He was too caught up in the pleasure he felt. He let his load spray all over. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered - outside of his pleasure - in that moment.

    When he was finished cumming, Phil closed his eyes, leaned back, and smiled. It was unquestionably fucked up that his cock was now soaked in another man's cum, and yet he still didn't care. His orgasm had been too good to care.

    Phil grabbed his phone and snapped a picture of his messy cock with her panties still wrapped around it. He wanted his reward. He wanted to see Chloe's pussy. He wanted to taste it.

    He cleaned up and got dressed. He put both pairs of panties in an envelope and stepped into the hallway. Phil felt nervous as he stepped in front of his neighbor's door and raised his hand to knock. What if she opened the door and laughed in his face for being such a pathetic pervert? What if the whole thing was some sort of cruel joke she was playing on him?

    The door opened before Phil had a chance to knock. Chloe was dressed in a black satin robe with lace trim and Phil couldn't help but stare at her hard nipples as they tried to break through the thin layer of soft fabric.

    "Show me the picture," Chloe demanded.

    Phil pulled out his phone, pulled up the picture, and showed it to Chloe. Her lips curled into a slight smile, but otherwise she had no reaction.

    "Make sure you're home tomorrow night," Chloe said as she stepped back and moved to close the door. "I'll be stopping by for a visit."

    "I brought your panties back," Phil said as he held up the envelope.

    "They're yours now, pervert," she replied before smiling. "In fact, I want you to wear a pair of them tomorrow night. If you're not in them, the fun we're having will be over."

    She closed the door before Phil could say another word. He had every intention of wearing the panties, though. After all, he'd already masturbated with another guy's cum as lube. Wearing a pair of panties seemed like a small thing compared to that.

    
      
    

    Chloe was getting fucked again. Phil was in the red panties he'd masturbated with the day before. He'd felt ridiculous when he'd put them on, but the moment Chloe started moaning that feeling disappeared. In its place was desire, and a deeper kind of desire than usual, too. One that seemed to be fueled by the fact that he'd put on a pair of his neighbor's used panties at her request, that he hadn't even questioned it.

    Chloe hadn't been specific about whether Phil was allowed to masturbate as she got fucked, but he suspected she didn't want him to cum, so he settled for playing with his cock through the panties while he listened to the wild moans coming from the apartment next door. It proved a little painful as his cock tried to get hard in the tight confines of Chloe's underwear, but Phil even found enjoyment in that discomfort.

    The sex was quicker than usual as the guy was in Chloe's apartment for no more than ten minutes. Soon after he left, there was a knock on Phil's door. He rushed to open it and saw Chloe in the same black satin robe she'd worn the day before.

    She stepped into his apartment without saying a word, though she had a smile on her face. "I like that you did as you were told," she said. "That you wore my panties."

    Chloe untied the satin strap keeping her robe closed and it fell open. Phil stared at her flawlessly perky breasts for a few seconds and then his eyes moved down her stomach and to a pair of light blue panties that hugged her pussy.

    "Get on your knees," she instructed.

    Phil dropped to his knees without hesitation. He saw damp spots in her panties, and not just around her pussy lips. It seemed like an impressive mess waited behind the delicate lace.

    "I promised I'd let you see my pussy," Chloe said. "But you'll have to do something for me if you want to see it. Are you willing to that, pervert?"

    "Yes," Phil replied with a nod.

    Chloe smiled and reached down to slip two fingers into the waistband of her delicate panties. She pulled them down at an achingly slow pace, revealing her pubic hair and the thick dollops of cum that were matted into it. The inside of her panties were soaked in cum, too.

    "I had him pull out before he came," Chloe explained. "I had him cum on my pussy inside of in my pussy. He got a little sloppy and came in my pubic hair and all around my pretty little pussy. He made an absolute mess of me, and you're going to clean that mess if you want to see my pussy. And if you do a good job, if you clean up every drop of his cum, I'll even let you taste my cunt. I'll let you put that eager tongue of yours inside me. I'll let you taste what he was allowed to fuck. Would you like that? Are you eager enough to taste my pussy that it would be worth licking up the mess he made?"

    "Yes," Phil said.

    "Then do it," Chloe instructed. "Clean his cum out of my pubic hair. Lick it out of my panties. Clean all of it and I'll show you my pussy."

    Phil leaned forward and licked the cum out of her panties. He recoiled at the taste - it was awful - but then he leaned in and went right back to work. He was driven by lust and by a desire for what Chloe had promised. He wanted to taste her pussy, to put his tongue inside her, to let it travel where another man's cock had traveled.

    "What a good little pervert you are," Chloe said softly as Phil dutifully licked and sucked the cum out of her pubic hair. "I knew I was right about you. I knew I could get you to do whatever I wanted, that I could get you wrapped around my little finger and turn you into my little bitch. I could see it in the way you looked at me any time we passed by each other. I could tell you'd been listening to me getting fucked, to me getting my tight little pussy pounded. I could see that you were enamored with me. I could also see that you knew you'd never be able to have me. I like that in a man. I like it when he understands his place, when he embraces that he's not worthy of me."

    "I know I'm not worthy of you," Phil said.

    "No talking," she replied. "Just clean his fucking mess. There's no need to speak unless I ask you to. I don't need you for that. I need you to be a nasty little pervert for me."

    Chloe lowered her panties a little more and Phil devoured the fresh cum she'd revealed. He was achingly close to her clit, but it was still behind the delicate lace of her panties. He wanted it, but he knew better than to try and take it. He knew he had to wait, to clean the mess like she wanted, like a good little pervert.

    "Fuck, I fucking love that you're devouring his cum like a nasty little pervert," Chloe said before putting a hand on the back of Phil's head and pressing hard, pushing his face into her pubic hair and rubbing the remnants of the cum over his lips and chin.

    Eventually, Chloe stepped back, took off her satin robe, and lowered her panties, leaving her naked in front of Phil. Her pussy lips were soaked in cum and a little of it dripped out of her and onto the floor. She looked down to see the dollop of thick white cream, smiled, and said, "Lick it up, pervert."

    Phil crawled forward, dropped down, and licked another man's cum from his floor. He swallowed it, sat back on his knees, and looked at Chloe's pussy, which was breathtakingly beautiful.

    "You might be even more of a pervert than I thought," Chloe said. "Which means we might have even more fun than I thought we would. That makes me happy. Does that make you happy, pervert?"

    "Yes," Phil admitted.

    "Get on your back," she said. Phil quickly moved to his back and Chloe stood astride his head. She squatted and slowly lowered her pussy until it was inches from his mouth. "I'm going to let you put your tongue inside me. I'm going to let you taste me."

    She dropped her pussy onto his mouth and Phil pushed his tongue deep inside her. He flicked it back and forth and tried his best to lick her clit, but Chloe wouldn't let him. Instead, she lifted her hips until her pussy was just out of reach.

    "Do I taste good?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "And do you want more? Do you want to eat my pussy and make me cum?" Chloe said.

    "I want that more than anything," Phil answered.

    Chloe smiled and reached down. Her finger found her clit and she rubbed it slowly. Her pussy lips opened just a little and a bit of fluid dripped out and into Phil's open mouth. He wanted to lift his head from the floor and put his tongue inside her. He wanted to taste more of her, to lick up whatever was inside her. So he did.

    Chloe reached down and grabbed a handful of his hair. She pushed his head against the floor and her grip was tight enough that it hurt. "I didn't say you could taste my pussy again. I gave you one taste and that's all you get, pervert. You're going to lie there and you're going to watch me masturbate. You can lick up anything that drips out of me, but that's all you get. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Phil said.

    Chloe released her grip on his hair and resumed playing with her clit. She rubbed it furiously. Juices dripped out of her. Phil caught them all on his tongue and he swallowed the salty, sweet concoction. His cock throbbed in Chloe's red panties as he watched and he felt an overpowering desire for more. She didn't give him more, though. She let him watch, and that was all she let him do.

    Chloe squirted when she came. A mess of liquid poured out of her pussy and onto Phil's face. Enough that he closed his eyes to prevent it from burning. He took it, though. He welcomed it. He didn't care. It felt good.

    When she was finished, Chloe stood and put her panties and robe back on. She walked towards the door, grabbed the handle, and turned to say, "Feel free to masturbate, but keep the panties on and cum in them if you do. Oh, and make sure you wear them for the rest of the day whether you cum in them or not."

    She was gone a moment later, leaving Phil on the floor and soaked in her juices. He reached down and rubbed his cock through the panties. He was absolutely going to masturbate and he was absolutely going to cum. He didn't care that doing so meant he'd spend the rest of the day with his cock and balls soaked in his cum. He was far too turned on to do anything other than masturbate.

    While he jerked off, Phil thought of what Chloe might have in store for him next. Whatever it was, he was on board, for he'd never been so turned on and a girl with a kinky imagination like hers was a rare find.
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    Soft, seductive music played as the bed frame groaned under the weight of the naked man Chloe had just pushed onto his back.

    "You're so hard for me," she said.

    "You're so beautiful," he replied. "And you look so fucking hot in that lingerie."

    Phil smiled as he thought of the red lace bodysuit Chloe had greeted him in upon answering her door just thirty minutes prior. She'd welcomed him into her apartment, directed him to the bedroom, and told him to crawl under the bed and to stay completely silent. He'd parted his lips to ask a question and she'd shut them with a harsh look.

    Phil had crawled under the bed as instructed and waited. At some point there was another knock on the door. Chloe answered it and welcomed the man that was now in her bed into the apartment. Phil listened from underneath the bed as his neighbor and her lover fooled around in the living room. He heard their moans, a little bit of joyful laughter, and the occasional particularly loud kiss.

    His heart pounded as they approached the bedroom. Phil watched the guy's feet disappear as Chloe pushed him into the bed. He studied her toes and the shade of her polish, which perfectly matched her lingerie.

    "Should I suck your cock?" Chloe asked.

    "Oh, fuck, yes, absolutely," the guy replied.

    Phil watched as Chloe sank to her knees by the side of the bed. He saw her pussy clad in the delicate lace of her bodysuit. He heard the guy moan, presumably because Chloe had offered him some sort of pleasure, pleasure that Phil would have done anything to experience.

    "Your cock is so beautiful," she said softly.

    Her hand moved under the bed. Her fingers beckoned Phil closer. He slowly moved his body towards her, grasping the edge of the bed frame for leverage. He silently kissed her fingers and Chloe let a soft, delicate moan escape her lovely lips before the sound of a blowjob filled the bedroom.

    "Holy shit, Chloe," the guy said. "That's fucking incredible."

    Chloe sucked cock as her fingers found their way into Phil's hair. She pulled hard enough to deliver the message that she wanted him to move his head out from underneath the bed. He shifted his body and let him pull her right under her crotch. The cock departed her mouth with an audible pop and Chloe briefly looked down at him, smiled, and then pulled the red lace covering her pussy aside.

    A moment later she sat on Phil's face, smothering him with her soaking wet pussy. He put his tongue inside her and she moaned for just a moment before enveloping her lover's cock in her mouth and offering a voracious blowjob.

    Phil was nervous about his presence being discovered - the guy had no idea another man was in the room - but he was far too excited to do anything other than exactly as Chloe desired. He happily let her ride his face while dining on her sweet juices with his eager tongue.

    "Deepthroat me, baby," the guy said.

    Phil couldn't see a thing with Chloe's ass covering his face, but he could hear her deepthroating. He heard the gagging and her fighting it off to give pleasure to the man in her bedroom. He heard her dedication to satisfying his desires and he couldn't help but feel jealous of a man that could tell a girl to deepthroat him and have it quickly become reality, as if he was such a good fuck that Chloe would do whatever it took to satisfy him.

    Finally, Chloe gasped for air as she slid her hips back. Phil looked up to see his beautiful neighbor with a long string of saliva running from her chin. She looked down at him and let more saliva fall from her lips. It fell right on his face and a moment later her pussy was smothering him once again, as if Phil was little more than a toy to add just a little bit of pleasure to her evening.

    Chloe kept moving her hips forward, though, depriving Phil of her pussy and instead sitting her ass over his face. Her cheeks spread and suddenly his lips were pressed against her asshole. He'd never given a rimjob before - he'd never been so close to a woman's asshole in his life - but he didn't hesitate. He stuck his tongue out and he put it to work. He ate his neighbor's beautiful asshole while she sucked cock, filling the bedroom with the sounds of a remarkably sloppy blowjob in the process.

    "Chloe, baby, I need to fuck you," the guy said. "Either that or I'm going to cum in your throat."

    Once again Chloe gasped for air, and this time she dropped more of her weight onto Phil's face, almost completely smothering him with her ass. He felt the urge to struggle, to try and free himself, but his desire to remain quiet - and do as Chloe desired - far outweighed anything else, and so Phil let Chloe smother him with her perfect ass.

    His anguish didn't last long as Chloe stood up and crawled into the bed. Phil stared at her ass and long, lovely legs before they disappeared and then he slid back under the bed as he suspected Chloe wanted him to.

    "Fuck, you're soaked," the guy said.

    "Like I said when I texted you, I woke up feeling desperate for you today," Chloe replied. "I thought about just playing with my tight little cunt and cumming before I even got out of bed, but then I figured I'd see if you were willing to come over and let me take a ride on this big dick of yours."

    The sound of a hard slap on Chloe's ass filled the bedroom and she squealed in delight as the guy said, "You know I'm always willing to let you ride my dick. I can't imagine every passing up the chance to enjoy this tight pussy of yours, Chloe."

    The sounds of sex soon resonated throughout the room as Phil imagined Chloe's perfect pussy stretched out around the big cock she'd just sucked with such vigor. He felt a mixture of saliva and her pussy juices drying on his face and he could taste her sweetness on his tongue. An overwhelming sense of lust rampaged through his body, leaving him fully erect and dripping with precum.

    Chloe had given strict instructions that Phil was not to masturbate, and while he adhered to those instructions, it proved exceptionally difficult. He slipped his hands under his ass to keep them from roaming towards his cock, for above all else, Phil refused to disappoint Chloe. He wanted to be good for her, to claim whatever reward - if any - she chose to give him at the conclusion of her sexual interlude with the man in her bed.

    "You're so fucking deep inside me," Chloe said. "God damn, I love your fucking cock. I love how big you are. I love how deep you reach inside me, baby."

    The guy smacked Chloe's ass twice, eliciting a moan of what struck Phil as genuine pleasure. Her pussy sounded astoundingly wet as she rode him vigorously, prompting an intense desire in Phil to crawl out from under the bed and watch, for he desperately wanted to admire the beautiful sight of a long, thick cock filling his neighbor's pussy over and over.

    When Chloe climaxed, she unleashed a beautiful symphony of moans that made it perfectly obvious an orgasm had washed over her. The sounds of sex slowed and Phil closed his eyes and imagined her pussy spasming around the cock that was lucky enough to spend time inside her.

    Chloe laughed in the way people sometimes do when they're overwhelmed with pleasure. The sound of a deep kiss reached Phil's ears before she said, "I cum so hard every single time you fuck me. I swear, I wish your cock could live in my pussy."

    The guy joined her in laughing and Phil heard the sound of their bodies decoupling. The bed frame gently groaned once more as he tried to imagine which position they were moving into.

    "Fuck me doggystyle," Chloe said, uttering a trio of words that Phil had never heard from a girl. He'd had doggystyle sex before, but not once had one of his girlfriends offered it up, and certainly not in a voice that indicated genuine desire.

    Chloe's lover moved behind her - and did so hastily, as far as Phil could tell from his place underneath the bed - and she moaned, no doubt from the sensation of his cock sliding into her from behind.

    "Fuck me hard," she encouraged him. "Fuck me as hard as you can. Fuck me hard and cum in my tight little cunt."

    Phil wanted so desperately to masturbate as Chloe once again said something that no girl had ever said to him. She was clearly enamored with the way her lover fucked her and she wanted to give him every bit of pleasure he sought, perhaps to ensure that he would return to her bedroom once more when she desired him.

    The sex was vigorous. It was powerful and passionate and it rocked the bed in a manner that had Phil just a little nervous it might collapse on him. It was clear the man in the Chloe's pussy was capable of providing a pounding far more vigorous than Phil could ever muster, which might have been why a girl had never asked him to fuck her doggystyle.

    As he contemplated that, Phil saw Chloe's fingers reach under the bed. She beckoned him closer and he once again shimmied out. He looked up and saw her smiling down at him. She'd gotten on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed, presumably so she could look down at him as she was doing in that moment.

    "Pound me, baby," Chloe said as she stared into Phil's eyes. "Pound my tight little cunt. Pound it like you own it. Pound it for your pleasure and pump your load deep into my pussy."

    The guy fucked her harder and faster as Chloe pursed her lips and let out a long string of her saliva. It slowly fell towards Phil and he opened his mouth to catch most of it. Some landed on his chin and dripped down his neck and he felt an overpowering sense of kinky delight as his beautiful neighbor seemed so enamored with involving him in her sexual escapades.

    "I'm close," the guy announced.

    Chloe smiled at Phil and said, "Cum inside me, baby! Cum in my pussy! Cum in my tight little cunt!"

    He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled back as he fucked Chloe even harder. Phil felt a mixture of jealousy and lust at watching another man fuck Chloe with the kind of power he could never muster, a kind of power that seemed to turn her on immensely.

    "I'm cumming!" he cried out a moment before his grunts and groans filled the bedroom. He released his grip on Chloe's hair and she once again smiled at Phil before gesturing for him to slide under the bed like he was little more than her naughty secret.

    Phil moved back under the bed - back to where Chloe deemed him worthy of being - and listened to the post-orgasmic pillow talk between his neighbor and her lover. Mostly they complimented each other, including quite a bit of Chloe telling him how hard he always made her cum when he gave her cunt a good pounding with his big cock.

    Eventually, Chloe's lover dressed and departed. She walked him out and Phil watched them - or their legs, really - go as he waited under the bed. Even after the door had shut and the other man had left the apartment Phil remained in place, for he already knew better than to do anything other than what Chloe instructed.

    Upon her return to the bedroom, Chloe said nothing. She walked in and stood by the side of the bed for a few moments before getting in. Silence fell over the room for a few minutes until Phil heard Chloe's phone ding, an indicator that she'd received a text. She was clearly content to let him remain on his back under her bed like he was little more than a toy to be pulled out when she felt the desire to use him.

    Much to his surprise, Phil was willing to wait in silence. He replayed the events of the evening, including Chloe sitting on his face with her slick pussy and her wondrous ass. He replayed licking her asshole so eagerly as she sucked another man's cock. He replayed the thrill of her spitting on his face and in his mouth. He replayed the way she begged her lover to cum inside her and he hoped that she'd grant him permission to crawl between her legs and claim the pleasure of tasting her freshly-fucked pussy.

    "Phil," Chloe said in a soft, almost singsong voice after long enough that Phil's erection died down.

    "Yes?" he replied.

    "Would you like to come out from under my bed?" she asked.

    "I would," he answered.

    "You may do so," Chloe said.

    Phil pulled himself out from under her bed and got up on his knees. He looked up at Chloe and smiled at her radiant, post-coital beauty. Her face and chest were flushed red from the pleasure of her orgasm and her hair was wonderfully messy. She still wore the red lace bodysuit and her nipples were stiff with desire, poking through the thin material of her lingerie.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?" Chloe asked.

    Phil nodded.

    "What was your favorite part?" she said.

    "When you sat on my face while you were sucking his cock," Phil answered.

    Chloe smiled softly, set her phone aside, and ran a finger over her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs. "I enjoyed that part too," she said. "I particularly enjoyed smothering your face with my ass and feeling that talented tongue of yours dancing over my dirty little asshole. Did you enjoy that, Phil? Did you enjoy being my little ass eating boy?"

    "Yes," he said. "I loved it. I loved licking your asshole."

    Chloe swung her legs towards Phil and moved closer until her pussy rested at the edge of the bed. Phil stared at the wet spot between her thighs. His mouth watered at the idea of tasting what he imagined would be a delicious mixture of cum and pussy juice.

    "Last time, I made you eat his cum," Chloe said softly as she ran her fingers over the wet spot. "And if I remember correctly, you thoroughly enjoyed being such a hungry little cum slut for me."

    Phil nodded as he thought of Chloe feeding him the load another man had deposited in her pussy.

    She leaned forward, reached out, and entwined her fingers in his hair. Her grip slowly tightened until Phil felt a touch of pain, a notion that seemed to put a smile on her face. Chloe's foot slid forward and she teased his balls with her toes, gently building arousal between his legs and luring Phil's cock into an erect state.

    Without saying a word, Chloe sat up and pulled him between her legs. She pressed his lips against her pussy and Phil felt the wetness of her lover's cum on his skin. He extended his tongue and licked. He knew she hadn't given him the instruction to do so, but he couldn't help himself.

    "Look at you," she said with a smile. "Such an eager little cum slut."

    Phil took that as a sign of approval, so he kept his tongue working, soaking up as much cum and pussy juice as he could through the thin layer of lace that separated his tongue from her flesh.

    "He was much, much bigger than you," Chloe said as her toes played with Phil's cock. "In more ways than one, really. He was tall and muscular and of course his cock put yours to shame. He was the kind of man that I enjoy having inside me, whereas you're the kind of man that only deserves to be beneath me, because you're inferior, Phil. You're the kind of man that gets off on being made to eat someone else's cum from my pussy. You're the kind of man that gets off on being made to put on a pair of my panties. You're the kind of man that gets off on being turned into a little bitch for my amusement, aren't you?"

    "Yes," he admitted as Chloe pulled back on his hair and looked down at him. "I am, Chloe. I didn't think I was, I really didn't, but I am. I know that I am."

    Chloe laughed. "You didn't think you were a pathetic excuse for a man, Phil? Really? You thought you were something more? You thought you were the kind of man that could satisfy a woman?"

    Phil nodded before Chloe pulled him between her legs once more, rubbing her slippery, lace-clad pussy all over his face in the process.

    "You know better now, don't you?" she asked. "How many times have you masturbated into my panties since I gave them to you a week ago, Phil?"

    "Every day," he answered. "Every day I jerked off into your panties and I thought about you sitting on my face. Every single day."

    "And did you wear them, Phil? Did you cum in my panties and then put them on? Did you wear them like a good little bitch?" she asked.

    "Yes, Chloe, I did," Phil replied as arousal and shame coursed through his body.

    Chloe pushed Phil's head back and released her grip on his hair. She ran her fingers over her pussy and then deftly unsnapped the bottom of the bodysuit. She slowly pulled the lace apart, revealing a mess of cum. Phil was tempted to lean forward and bury his tongue inside her, but he resisted.

    "Do you want to clean my pussy, Phil?" she asked.

    "More than anything," he answered.

    "Open my nightstand," she instructed. "The top drawer."

    Phil reached over and pulled open the top drawer. He saw a small, cylindrical vibrator and a much larger, cock-shaped toy with a suction cup at the bottom among numerous other small items.

    "Take out the one that looks like a real man's cock," she instructed. Phil did so and she added, "Compare it to your dick, Phil."

    He held the toy next to his cock and felt almost immediately humbled at the size difference. The toy was at least twice his thickness and boasted nearly double his length as well. The head was far bigger, too.

    "Suck on it," Chloe said.

    "What?" Phil asked.

    An annoyed look crossed her face. "Suck on that cock, Phil. Right now."

    He panicked at the notion of upsetting Chloe enough that she'd stop playing with him and lifted the toy to his mouth. He wrapped his lips around it and did his best to suck, though it proved difficult given the size of the dildo.

    "Get it nice and wet, Phil," Chloe said as she reached down and gently played with her messy pussy. "Remember, you're earning the right to clean my pussy, and to keep being my little plaything. I don't have to keep having fun with you, after all. I'll toss you aside the moment you stop being interesting to me. Do you understand?"

    He nodded with the toy still in his mouth.

    Chloe leaned closer and said, "Then I need you to really suck that cock, Phil. I need you to put in some effort. I want to see your eyes watering. I want to hear you gagging. I want you to show me that you're serious about giving pleasure to that beautiful cock in your mouth."

    Phil surrendered to his neighbor's request. He shoved the cock into the back of his mouth and gagged on it. He spit up and his eyes watered immediately, much to Chloe's delight as a look of pure pleasure crossed her face while she rubbed her clit.

    "That's it, cocksucker," she said. "You look good with a dick in your mouth. I think I'll have to remember that, Phil. I'll have to store that in the back of my mind, and maybe someday I'll find a man that wouldn't mind having a little bitch boy like you on his knees doing some dick sucking."

    Phil kept on pumping his mouth with the dildo and he kept on gagging. His throat hurt and his eyes burned from the constant watering, but Chloe was masturbating furiously and that was really all that mattered to him.

    "Now I want you to sit on that toy, Phil," Chloe said with a devious smile. "Stick it to the floor with that suction cup and sit your whore ass down on it."

    Phil pulled the toy from his mouth, looked over his shoulder, and stared at the hardwood floor. He slowly reached back and pressed the bottom of the toy against the dark wood. He released the rubber shaft and it swayed gently before coming to a standstill. It pointed skywards and all he had to do was move his ass back a little and he could sit on it.

    "Actually, wait," Chloe said before snapping her bodysuit closed, standing up, and heading into her closet. Phil rested on his knees as his heart pounded and his cock throbbed until she emerged holding a pair of delicate-looking black lace panties. "Put these on," she instructed.

    Phil took the panties from his neighbor, stood up, and stepped into them. He wasn't sure how they fit with her desire to have him ride the toy until he felt the cool air on his ass. The panties had a nice big opening in the back that allowed for easy access.

    "You look so cute in those panties," Chloe said. "Your little dick is just adorable in them. Now sit down on that toy. Take it up your ass like a good little whore."

    "I..."

    Chloe shook her head. "No objections, Phil. You do as you're told. Don't worry, though. I'm going to reward you. If you fuck your ass like a good little whore, I'll let you clean his cum out of my pussy. I'll let you lap it out of my tight, messy cunt while you're riding that toy. I'll give you exactly what you want, and if you fuck that toy hard enough, I'll even let you make me cum."

    Phil couldn't resist. He dropped to his knees and reached back to grab the toy. He lowered his ass onto it and his body seized up the moment he felt the slippery tip of the rubber cock press against his hole.

    "Take it up the ass," Chloe insisted. "Take it for me, Phil. Take it up the ass for me and I'll let you eat my sloppy cunt." She unbuttoned her bodysuit and showed him the absolute mess between her legs, sending a surge of lust through Phil's loins.

    He took a deep breath, let it out slowly, and dropped down onto the spit-soaked dildo. Phil felt the pain of his first anal penetration, but there was enough of his spit on the toy to ensure it didn't hurt too badly. He didn't enjoy the sensation of being ass fucked, but he didn't hate it, either, and the allure of being able to clean Chloe's pussy was overwhelming.

    "What a good boy," she said with a giddy smile on her face. " Eat my pussy, Phil. Clean his fucking load out of me, but don't you dare stop riding that dick. You will fuck your ass the entire time you eat my pussy or I will cut you off. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Phil said as he leaned forward and pushed his tongue deep into Chloe's cunt. The taste of her lover's cum danced on his tongue and he moaned while sinking his ass down onto the toy. It filled him and the agony of being stretched and fucked made him moan in pain, but he kept on riding it.

    "You're going to be so much fun to play with, Phil," Chloe said. "You're so much more willing to degrade yourself than I thought. This is the only the second time we've played and already you're acting like a depraved whore. I can only imagine the kind of fun we're going to have together. I can be quite dirty, you know. I can push you further than you ever thought possible."

    Phil was so caught up in his lust that he wanted to go further. He was desperate for it. He wanted Chloe to open up his horizons and push him to places he never imagined possible.

    "Maybe I'll find a real cock for your ass, Phil," she said with a lusty edge in her voice. "Maybe I'll find someone to pound that ass of yours while I feed you my pussy. Maybe I'll see if I can turn you into a mindless little fuck toy that does anything and everything I tell him to."

    Phil's cock tingled in a way it never had before. The pleasure seemed directly related the toy in his ass and he couldn't help but ride it harder and faster. He bounced wildly and that tingling in his cock spread through the rest of his loins. It filled the rest of his body soon after and he turned into the whore Chloe had described him as. He bounced hard and fast on the dildo and he rubbed his face all over her sloppy cunt while trying his best to get his tongue deep inside her.

    Then he came. It hit him like a lightning bolt and he leaned back, took every inch of the toy in his ass, and rolled his head towards the ceiling. His cum filled the lace panties and quickly coated his cock and balls. He was fairly certain he heard Chloe moaning, but Phil was so caught up in his orgasm that he could barely process anything else happening around him.

    "Phil?" Chloe asked.

    When he opened his eyes he saw an amused look on her face. He wasn't sure how long he'd spent in that place of orgasmic bliss, but it seemed clear that Chloe had managed to cum as well, at least based on the renewed redness of her chest and cheeks.

    "Did you enjoy your orgasm?" she asked.

    He nodded slowly. "I did," he said. "I...I really did."

    Chloe chuckled. "Would you like to play again sometime, Phil?"

    "Yes, more than anything," he replied.

    "I'll make that happen, then," Chloe said with a smile. "For now, though, I need you to clean that toy. Hot water and soap, please. And be thorough. When you're done you can get dressed and leave, though I'd like you to keep the panties on."

    Phil nodded as he lifted his ass from the toy - and experienced a shock of pain while doing so - and then plucked it from the floor and headed for the kitchen. He felt dazed, but in the best way possible, and he absolutely wanted to play with Chloe again. As soon as possible, in fact.
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    "Come to my apartment. Right now," Chloe texted.

    Phil had just put a frozen pizza in the oven, but he was more than happy to skip dinner for the chance to spend even a little time with his beautiful, amorous young neighbor.

    He turned the oven off, rushed out of his apartment, and knocked on Chloe's door. "It's open, Phil," she called out.

    He let himself in and saw Chloe and an equally beautiful young blonde sitting on the couch. The TV was on, a Netflix show was playing, and both girls turned to look at him as he shut the door.

    "Phil," Chloe said with a smile, "this is my friend Cassidy. Cassidy, this is Phil."

    "Hey Phil," Cassidy said as she too offered a smile, though hers was decidedly - and somewhat confusingly - flirty. "It's nice to meet you."

    "Uh, it's nice to meet you too," Phil replied as he wondered why Chloe had called him over. He was certain it wasn't because she wanted to introduce him to her hot friend, as Cassidy was way out of Phil's league.

    "I've been telling Cassidy about you, Phil," Chloe shared.

    Phil felt a sudden and overwhelming sense of self-consciousness. He wasn't sure what Chloe had shared, but she only really knew him as a guy willing to do some pretty crazy sexual stuff for her benefit, so that's really all there was to share about him.

    "But, she doesn't believe the things I've shared with her. She said it's not possible that a guy I barely know would be willing to do the things I've made you do for me," Chloe continued. "So, I called you over here because I want you to tell that it's all true. I want you to tell her that you're the kind of guy that would happily eat a stranger's cum out of my pussy, or wear my used panties, or fuck himself with a dildo for my pleasure."

    "Is it true?" Cassidy asked as she looked at Phil with what seemed to be a certain kind of hunger that he didn't really understand.

    "Yes," he admitted. "It's true. Everything she just mentioned is true."

    "Did you really hide under her bed while she fucked a guy?" Cassidy asked as her face broke into a bright smile.

    Phil couldn't help but feel a little of the joy that seemed to be emanating from Cassidy. "I did," he said.

    "And then you ate his load out of her while fucking yourself with a dildo?" Cassidy asked. "Is that right?"

    It sounded utterly absurd to hear her say it, and yet it had absolutely happened. Every bit of it had happened, and it was almost certainly nastier in person than it sounded when described. Phil had done it, though. He'd done every bit of it and he'd enjoyed it, too.

    "I told you I wasn't lying," Chloe said to her friend. "I told you my neighbor is a fun little freak."

    Cassidy got up off the couch and sauntered towards Phil with that same hungry look in her eyes. She stopped just in front of him and he caught a whiff of her perfume, which he found intoxicating. "Is she right, Phil?" Cassidy asked. "Would you call yourself a fun little freak?"

    "A few weeks ago I wouldn't have," he replied. "But now, I guess I am. I don't know. I enjoyed what I did with Chloe. I even enjoyed the second time more than the first."

    "The time when you rode a dildo like a fucking whore and then ate a guy's load out of her pussy? That time?" Cassidy asked.

    Phil found the wild look in her eyes and the gleeful smile on her face utterly irresistible, like she was the sort of girl that always had some filthy idea spinning in the back of her head. "Yes, the time when I rode a dildo like a fucking whore and ate a guy's load out of Chloe's pussy. That time."

    "Are you turned on right now, Phil?" Cassidy asked.

    "A little," he answered.

    Chloe got up off the couch, moved behind Phil, and reached around to unbutton his jeans and slowly push them down to his ankles. Cassidy then grasped his half hard cock through his underwear and stroked him slowly as Chloe lifted his shirt over his head, leaving him nearly naked in her living room.

    He was hard before long, and when Cassidy looked down she giggled. "You don't have much to offer down there, do you Phil?" she asked. "I bet you'd struggle to hook up with anyone other than a fat chick or an ugly chick. I'm not sure why a hot girl would let you or this sad little dick of yours anywhere near her pussy."

    He couldn't argue with her, as she was mostly right about his luck with women. He'd tried - from time to time, at least - to hook up with cute girls - never hot girls, as they were way out of his league - but he almost never succeeded and they never seemed to enjoy themselves when he did manage to hook up.

    "He can still be useful," Chloe said as she slowly lowered Phil's underwear, leaving him completely exposed and fully erect in her living room. She grabbed his ass cheeks, squeezed them hard, and then spread them, exposing his asshole. "I would have enjoyed that guy's dick no matter what last week, but I enjoyed it more knowing that Phil was hiding under the bed like a little bitch. I enjoyed knowing I was going to make him eat a load out of my cunt. I enjoyed knowing that I could play with him in whatever way I wanted because he wouldn't dare say no. I came a whole lot harder because of that."

    Cassidy took half a step closer and his cock nearly brushed against the part of her stomach that her cropped shirt left exposed. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft and stroked him slowly, teasing with every touch and making his heart pound with remarkable intensity.

    "Does it feel good to have a girl like me touch your dick, Phil?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Cassidy released his cock, grabbed his balls, and pulled down hard enough that Phil nearly lost his balance thanks to the sudden rush of pain. She laughed, pulled once more, and then released his testicles from his violent grasp.

    "Don't break him," Chloe said. "I just started using him and I don't intend to stop anytime soon."

    "Aww, I didn't break you, did I Phil? A man's balls are remarkably resilient, particularly if you're just tugging on them," Cassidy said before offering a sweet smile. "It didn't really hurt that much did it?"

    He shook his head.

    "And it was worth the pain because you got to feel me playing with your pathetic little dick, wasn't it?" Cassidy asked.

    "Yes, it was," he admitted. It had been exquisitely pleasurable to be in her hand and he could imagine jerking off to the memory of it and experiencing a rather thrilling orgasm later that night.

    "What should we do with him?" Chloe asked, making Phil feel like he really was nothing more than a toy, a notion that proved arousing in the moment.

    "I kind of wanna see him fuck that toy," Cassidy answered before rubbing her index finger over the tip of Phil's cock. "But I wanna direct the action. I wanna make you my toy, you little bitch."

    Chloe gave his ass a good smack and said, "Get the toy, Phil. You know where it is."

    Phil headed for Chloe's bedroom as Cassidy called out, "And get a pair of her dirty used panties, too. I know there's a pair with crusty cum in them. There must be. She's a total fucking cock addict, she can't help herself."

    "Fuck you," Chloe said, though she laughed while saying it, and Phil had heard her fucking often enough that it seemed like a fair way to label her.

    Phil stepped into Chloe's closet and found a pink lace thong with what looked like cum stains in the gusset. He grabbed those, retrieved the dildo from her nightstand, and returned to the living room to find the two beautiful girls sitting on the couch.

    "Put the panties on," Cassidy said.

    Phil stepped into the panties and pulled them snugly against his stiff cock and tight balls.

    "Now put the dildo on the floor, get on your hands and knees, and suck on it," she instructed. "And make it a sloppy fucking blowjob, too. You're gonna want lots of spit on it because it's going deep in your ass."

    Phil dropped to his knees, put the dildo down, and bent over to take it in his mouth.

    "Look up at us, slut," Cassidy said. "Always make eye contact when you're giving head. Guys love that, and you should really start learning what guys love when you're sucking dick, because I have a feeling that it won't be long before you've got a real dick stretching those pretty lips of yours."

    Phil experienced an odd mixture of panic and lust at the idea of being made to suck a cock, something he'd never considered doing despite having given head to a dildo without hesitation.

    "What do you think, Chloe? Is that cocksucker on his hands and knees going to have a real dick in his mouth soon?" Cassidy asked.

    Chloe watched his mouth bob up and down on the lifelike dildo and smiled. "It would be fun to make him suck dick, a real dick. It would be fun to make him slap his face with the dick, suck on a big pair of balls, lick a guy's fucking taint. It would be fun to make him eat a guy's ass, too. Holy shit, that would be fucking amazing. Can you imagine this little panty clad bitch tongue fucking some guy's asshole because I told him to?"

    It was depraved, and yet Phil imagined himself doing that very thing for the beautiful girl sitting in front of him. Even more depraved was the fact that he didn't find the idea utterly abhorrent. Maybe because it seemed like a complete fantasy, but his balls tingled in the hottest way possible as he imagined doing something so filthy for such a beautiful girl.

    "I don't think I can imagine it quite clearly as you can," Cassidy said with a smile. "You and the panty boy might be made for each other, as I'm pretty sure he wouldn't object to you ordering him to tongue fuck some dude's hairy asshole while you watched and played with your sloppy cunt."

    "My cunt's not sloppy!" Chloe shot back.

    Cassidy laughed, put her arm around her friend, and pulled her close for a hug. "I know. I'm just teasing. Though, if the guy Phil's rimming just came inside you, your cunt would definitely be sloppy."

    Chloe smiled. "Fair enough."

    The toy moved in and out of Phil's mouth with greater ease the wetter and slipperier it got, and now the entire shaft was coated in his spit thanks to a steady stream of saliva emanating from his mouth.

    "Speaking of sloppy cunts, I think it's time for you to take that thing for a ride with your ass pussy, Phil," Cassidy said. "But I want you to do it reverse cowgirl. Show us that fine ass of yours while you bounce on that dick like the only thing you care about is making it nut in your ass."

    Phil spun around on his knees, pulled the thong aside, and reached back to guide the toy to his asshole. He knew it was an utterly absurd thing to do - what kind of guy surrenders himself to a pair of girls that see him as nothing more than a toy to use and abuse - and yet Phil didn't hesitate, thanks almost entirely to the intense arousal coursing through his body.

    He wanted to fuck his ass for Chloe and Cassidy. He wanted to stretch his hole with the toy. He wanted to ride it in reverse cowgirl. He wanted to bounce his ass pussy on it.

    It hurt as it moved into his ass, but of course it hurt. It was big and his asshole was quite small. Phil sank down on it slowly and looked over his shoulder to see that same wild desire in Cassidy's eyes.

    "Fucking hell, he's actually doing it," she said. "Holy fuck."

    "I told you," Chloe replied with a smile. "He's up for anything. He didn't even hesitate the previous times I played with him. Phil is down to get fucking wild."

    Cassidy looked into his eyes and said, "You've never had a girl ride your dick in reverse cowgirl, have you Phil?"

    "No," he admitted.

    "Of course you haven't. You're not the kind of guy that inspires a girl to do whatever she can to make him cum. Some guys are that way, though. Some guys are worth working hard for. I want you to fuck that toy like you're fucking one of those guys. I want you to work his dick with your ass pussy. I want you to put on a show for him, Phil. Show off what a good slut you can be. Show off that you're the kind of girl that's worth fucking again," Cassidy encouraged him.

    Phil wanted to do it. He wanted to please Cassidy and Chloe. He wanted to make them both happy, to show that he was the kind of guy that was down for just about anything. He'd never thought of himself as that kind of guy, and yet the idea of being that for Chloe and her friend sounded so fucking hot.

    So Phil rode the toy with his ass. He put his hands on the ground in front of him and he pushed his hips back and down, taking the dildo to the hilt and then lifting his asshole off it slowly before dropping back down again. He arched his back to try and make his ass look better and then he added in a few lusty moans so it sounded like he was getting off on having the dick buried inside him.

    "You should do more than make him suck dick and eat ass," Cassidy said. "This little bitch was made to fuck. Look at him go. Look at how badly he wants to make us happy. Look at the fucking show he's putting on riding that toy. You could fucking film him and put his ass on OnlyFans. You'd get a few freaks signing up to watch this little bitch ream out his asshole with a fat fucking dildo."

    Phil definitely didn't want that to happen, but he rode the toy harder. In fact, he rode it so hard and so deep that it started to feel like he might actually orgasm from it. It must have been massaging his prostate as it bottomed out inside him, and while his asshole ached from the constant stretching, the prostate pleasure felt fucking amazing.

    "Holy shit, are you going to cum?" Chloe asked.

    "Yes," Phil replied.

    Both girls laughed, but to Phil it sounded like there was at least a bit of genuine delight in that laughter.

    "Should I let him cum?" Chloe asked.

    "No," Cassidy replied. "He hasn't earned that. He doesn't deserve it. He doesn't cum until we've cum."

    "She's right, Phil," Chloe said. "But we can fix that. Come over here. Put that toy up your ass, and take it for a nice slow ride while you eat our pussies."

    Both girls had their pussies out with remarkable swiftness as Phil moved into position in front of the couch, slid the toy up his ass once more, and waited for further instruction.

    "You first," Chloe said. "He's my neighbor, after all, so I can play with him anytime I want."

    Cassidy leaned forward, grabbed a handful of Phil's hair, and pulled him between her legs. "Eat my cunt and ride that toy with your ass pussy. Right fucking now. And don't you dare cum."

    Phil settled the toy onto the floor and then took it for a slow ride while his tongue went to work on Cassidy's pussy. She kept her fingers entwined in his hair the entire time, occasionally pulling, seemingly because it turned her on to make him feel pain. Phil found it thrilling that she was soaked the moment his tongue slipped inside her, as he took it to mean that he'd turned her on through his willingness to do whatever she and Chloe wanted.

    Cassidy came quickly, too, calling him a series of degrading names while grabbing two fistfuls of his hair and clamping her thighs around his head. She smothered him with her pussy, too, covering his face in her juices.

    "Fuck, that was really good," she said. "Really fucking good."

    "Maybe I shouldn't let him cum after he's eaten my pussy," Chloe suggested. "Maybe we should use him all night before we let him nut while fucking that toy."

    Cassidy smiled, looked down at Phil, and then pulled his head back as she leaned forward. "Does that sound fun, Phil? Do you want to be used by two beautiful girls for their pleasure? Do you want us to do whatever the fuck we please in the name of our pleasure?"

    "Yes," Phil answered.

    A wicked smile crossed Cassidy's face and remained there for a few moments before she spit on him and released her grip on his hair. "Then I think that's what we should do."

    "Come eat my pussy, Phil," Chloe instructed. "Keep the toy in your asshole while you do. Be a good little bitch."

    Phil crawled between her beautiful legs and set about eating her pussy. He hoped he'd soon give her the first of what would be many orgasms that night. He hoped that she and Cassidy would continue to be imaginatively wild with him, as he felt a deep need to serve at whatever cost they desired.
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    "Cassidy really liked you, you know," Chloe said as she looked down at Phil and smiled.

    His tongue was buried in her pussy and he was loathe to remove it - she tasted exceptionally good - but Phil pulled back, swallowed the cum he'd retrieved from his neighbor's freshly-fucked hole, and asked, "Really?"

    Cassidy was Chloe's beautiful, kinky friend and a week ago the two of them had used him aggressively over the course of a few hours. They'd made him suck and gag on a dildo, fuck his ass with that dildo, eat their pussies, worship their asses, lick and suck on their toes and feet, and much more.

    Chloe grabbed a handful of Phil's hair and pulled him towards her pussy once more. He looked up from his hands and knees - he felt so submissive in that position, especially when he was between her legs - and he pushed his tongue deep into the folds of her slick, creamy cunt.

    "She said she's never played with a guy like you. A guy that's willing to do literally anything to make a girl happy," Chloe explained. "She said she's been with guys that claim they're submissive, but those guys are always just in it for themselves, and you're not like that."

    Phil would have said something, but Chloe tightened her grip on his hair and pulled him closer, smothering his face with her pussy and spreading the mixture of her juices and her lover's cum over his skin.

    "She's right about that, of course," Chloe continued. "You are a true sub, Phil. You're willing to do anything I want as long as it makes me happy. You're willing to take any sort of humiliation, aren't you?"

    He nodded as best he could with his tongue still buried in her pussy.

    "If a guy gave me an anal creampie, would you clean it out of me?" she asked.

    He nodded. It would be difficult, but Phil would do it. Of course he would. It was just such a turn on to do whatever Chloe asked, even if it was disgusting or unpleasant.

    "If I wanted to piss all over your skinny, pathetic little body, would you let me?" Chloe asked as she reached down to rub her clit.

    "Mmm hmm," he said while tonguing her pussy and searching for more of the cum her lover had left inside her. He wouldn't have enjoyed being pissed on, but he would have enjoyed the delight on Chloe's face while she did it, and that's really all he cared about.

    "You're such a naughty boy," she said. "Such a dirty little bitch. So willing to surrender your dignity for me. That makes me so fucking wet. It turns me on, Phil. Fuck, I came harder on his dick today because I was thinking about feeding you his load when we were finished. How fucking wild is that? And now I'm going to cum again while you're devouring his spunk out of my messy little cunt."

    Chloe had been clear that Phil wasn't permitted to play with his cock, which is why he refrained from reaching back and rubbing himself in the panties she'd made him change into the moment he'd stepped into her apartment.

    "Get your fucking tongue deeper inside me, you little cum dumpster," she hissed. "Taste him on your tongue. Taste the sweet, creamy load he busted up inside me. Taste it and fucking swallow it."

    Phil searched her pussy for the last remnants of the load that had been vigorously fucked up inside of Chloe. He gathered what he could and swallowed over and over while she rubbed her clit, held his hair tightly, and showered verbal humiliation on him, all in the pursuit of what seemed like it would be yet another beautiful orgasm for her.

    "Fuck...oh...fuck...I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    For a moment her grip on his hair tightened so significantly that Phil winced from the pain. Then Chloe released her grasp, spread her legs wider, and let an orgasm wash over her. Phil had already witnessed several of her climaxes, but it was thrilling each and every time. Knowing that he'd been responsible for the pleasure of such a beautiful girl was the most incredible feeling, and the fact that she'd cum from humiliating him only made it hotter.

    "Get on your back," Chloe instructed after her orgasm.

    Phil dutifully moved to his back on her living room floor and Chloe got up, pulled his panties aside, and freed his stiff, undersized cock that had strained against the delicate lace.

    She took his dick in her hand and an involuntary moan escaped his lips as Phil's hips shot upwards as if they were instinctively trying to penetrate. He knew that wouldn't happen, of course. Chloe would never let him fuck her. It was a miracle she was even touching his cock.

    "I'm going to let you cum," she said. "But you'll need to pay a price for it. A bitch like you - a dirty little cum dumpster - doesn't deserve an orgasm that's pure pleasure."

    "I know," Phil replied.

    Chloe released his cock, moved to his feet, and grabbed his ankles. She lifted them high enough that Phil's ass came off the floor and then Chloe folded them forward until his feet were above his head and his ass rested against Chloe's chest while she looked down at him.

    "Stroke your cock," she instructed.

    Phil's cock was just a few inches from his face in that position, and while the folding of his body was a little uncomfortable, he was still hard and he felt an unexpected rush of excitement at what he knew was coming.

    "Stroke that worthless dick of yours until you cum all over your face," Chloe said with a devilish smile. "Soak yourself in your rancid spunk, you disgusting little cum dumpster."

    Phil closed his eyes a moment before pleasure surged through his loins. His cock stiffened, his balls jumped in their sack, and he unleashed rope after rope of hot cum on his face.

    The pleasure of his climax was unquestionably enhanced by the sensations of the cum hitting his skin. It landed on his forehead, his cheeks, one of his eyes, his chin, his lips, and in his mouth. The fact that Chloe moaned as he covered himself in his load only made it hotter.

    "That's a good little cum dumpster," she said. "Now smile for me."

    Phil smiled and heard - his eyes were still closed - Chloe take a picture. He felt a sense of panic wash over him and he tried to roll away, but Chloe leaned on his ass and his lower back ached.

    "Don't worry," she said. "I told Cassidy I'd make you cum on your face and I had to take a picture for proof. She's the only one that will see it, though. I promise."

    Phil wasn't entirely sure he believed her, but there was nothing he could do about it. She'd taken the picture. She'd probably already sent it to Cassidy. It was out in the world now. It was proof that he was the cum dumpster Chloe said he was, and there was something just a little bit exciting about that, which is why he didn't bother putting up a fight.

    "Cassidy has a friend she wants to introduce you to," Chloe said. "Someone who's willing to play with a guy like you, and who's willing to let us direct the play."

    Phil reached up to wipe the cum from his eyelids, stuck his finger in his mouth to suck it clean, and opened his eyes to see a smile on Chloe's face. "What does that mean?" he asked.

    "You'll find out," she replied. "Though I can tell you that it means we're going to have some fun with you. He's available Saturday night, so I expect you to be available too."

    "He?" Phil asked as a mild sense of dread washed over him. What had he gotten himself into?

    Chloe smiled. "Yes, Phil. We're going to let a guy play with you. Use you, really. It won't be that different from the last time, except it won't be a dildo in your mouth and ass. It will be a cock. A real man's cock. To be honest, I think it's a big fantasy of Cassidy's. I mean, I'm totally into it, too, if I'm being honest, but I think she's going to cum hard on Saturday night."

    The idea of being used by a man terrified Phil, and yet that sense of terror was softened by idea of pleasing Chloe and Cassidy with his willingness to be used.

    "You're not going to disappoint us, are you Phil?" Chloe asked.

    He shook his head. "No, I won't."

    "Good," she replied. "Now let's go to my bedroom. I'm going to ride your face with my tight pussy. I'm going to make a mess with all that cum, Phil, and you're going to lick it all up like a fucking whore. Do you understand?"

    "Yes, I do," he answered. Phil couldn't wait to be her little cum dumpster.

    
      
    

    Phil stood in front of Chloe's door with his hand raised to knock. It remained there, though. He felt a mild tightness in his chest as his heart pounded. He was excited and terrified at the same time. If he knocked, he would cross a boundary he'd never even considered crossing before. He'd service a man. He'd almost certainly suck cock and there was a good chance he'd get fucked. Never in his life had Phil imagined doing any of those things with a man, and yet he was one knock away from committing to those very things.

    He could have walked away. He probably should have. He didn't, though. He knocked. He knocked because of the intense pleasures he'd experienced while in submission to Chloe. Phil just couldn't resist the allure of experiencing that pleasure again, even if it meant offering himself to a man.

    Cassidy answered the door in a pleated skirt and a cropped sweater. She wore a sparkly belly button ring and her hair was pulled into a playful high ponytail.

    "I'm so glad you showed up," she said. "I was worried you might bail."

    "I...I almost did," he replied.

    Cassidy reached out and grabbed his hand like she was worried he might still run. She pulled Phil into Chloe's apartment and he saw his neighbor - who also wore a short skirt and a cute sweater - sitting next to a short, skinny guy that reminded Phil a lot of himself. For some reason he'd expected a guy like the kind that Chloe seemed to sleep with. A tall, muscular, masculine guy who fucked with great vigor.

    "Phil, I'd like you to meet my friend Roman," Cassidy said as she led Phil towards the couch.

    Roman stood - he was a few inches shorter than Phil - smiled, and offered a quick handshake as he said, "It's a pleasure to meet you, Phil. I understand that we're going to have some fun together tonight."

    Cassidy squeezed Phil's hand and said, "That's right. Though I guess I can't speak for how much fun Phil is going to have since he's really just going to be our little toy tonight. I know you're going to have fun, Roman, and I know Chloe and I are going to have fun."

    Chloe stood, approached Phil, and unbuttoned his pants. She slowly lowered his zipper and reached into his underwear to caress his soft cock. Her lips found his neck for a series of soft kisses and his dick came to life in her hand.

    "Phil's going to have a good time," Chloe said. "He can't help but have a good time when he's serving me and Cassidy. Isn't that right? You loved being our little bitch the last time we played. You fucked that dildo like you were an experienced cock whore, Phil, and now you get a chance to enjoy a real cock while we watch. You're excited, aren't you?"

    Phil didn't have an answer. Not a good one, at least. His dick was hard so he was excited in at least one respect, but he felt impossibly nervous about what he was expected to do that night.

    "He certainly looks excited," Cassidy said as she pulled Phil's pants and underwear down and cupped his balls.

    In that moment, Phil was living out the perfect threesome fantasy. He had a beautiful girl stroking his cock and another playing with his balls. He was in heaven, and he could have stayed there all night. That wasn't in the plans, though.

    Chloe released his cock and took off Phil's shirt. Cassidy helped him out of his shoes and he kicked his pants and underwear aside, leaving him naked and stiff in front of Roman and the girls.

    Cassidy's hands moved over Phil's ass and she gently squeezed his flesh, kissed the back of his neck, and asked, "You're going to do as you're told, aren't you Phil?"

    "Yes," Phil answered as he watched Roman smile.

    "You're going to let us use you hard, aren't you?" she asked.

    Phil nodded. "Yes, I am."

    "Then get on your knees," Cassidy instructed.

    Phil dropped to his knees and both Cassidy and Chloe sat on the couch. He stared at their long, smooth, perfect legs as their skirts rode up and his eyes wandered to how lovely their perky breasts looked in the soft sweaters they wore.

    "Don't look at us," Chloe said. "Look at him. Look at the man you'll be servicing tonight."

    Phil looked up at Roman, who stepped closer and smiled down at him. For some reason, he didn't feel anywhere near as nervous as he thought he would.

    "Take out his cock," Cassidy instructed.

    Phil's hand shook a little as he reached up and unzipped Roman's jeans. He reached inside in search of the cock he would soon service for the two dominant girls sitting on the couch. He found the flaccid shaft and pulled it free. The teeth of the metal zipper gently dug into the impressively long and thick flesh that now rested outside of Roman's pants.

    "It's bigger than you expected, isn't it?" Cassidy asked.

    Phil nodded. Roman was short and skinny and his cock didn't fit his frame. Not even close.

    "Use his whore mouth until you're hard," Chloe said.

    Roman stepped closer, placed his cock between Phil's lips, and grabbed his head with two hands. A moment later he began to thrust, pushing his soft flesh in and out of Phil's mouth at a slow, steady pace.

    It was entirely different from sucking on the toy. Phil wasn't in control. He wasn't the one to decide how deep he went. He wasn't sucking on rubber. Instead, he was being used as the sex toy. His mouth was being fucked for another man's pleasure, though it helped to remember that it was actually Chloe and Cassidy he was trying to please.

    "Fuck, this is so much hotter than I thought it would be," Chloe said.

    Phil glanced her way to see that his neighbor had pulled her skirt up and was rubbing her pussy through her panties. She lifted her sweater, took one of her breasts in her hand, and played with the flesh in a manner he found intoxicating.

    "Look up at me," Roman instructed. "Don't look at her. Don't look at them. Look at the man you're sucking, Phil. Look at the man whose cock is getting hard in your mouth. Look at the man who owns you in this moment."

    Phil was surprised to feel his balls tingling with desire as Roman took charge. His cock bounced a little, too, signaling that he felt an undeniable level of arousal in a manner he wasn't entirely comfortable with.

    "Fuck his face faster," Cassidy said. "I want to see him gag on your dick, Roman. I want to see his eyes watering as you use his mouth."

    Roman did just that and soon enough Phil was gagging. The cock in his mouth got harder and thus it pushed deeper. It reached his throat with ease and Phil couldn't help but choke a little. His eyes watered and saliva began to escape his mouth and travel over his lips and down his chin before dripping onto his chest and legs.

    "Cock slap him," Cassidy instructed.

    Roman pulled out, grabbed a tight handful of Phil's hair and pulled back until he was looking skywards. A moment later Roman's wet dick slapped against Phil's cheek. He closed his eyes and winced from the surprising pain and several more dick slaps rained down, leaving him stewing in a remarkably potent sense of humiliation.

    "Feed him your balls," Chloe said.

    Roman's slight but impressive forearm muscles rippled as he tightened his grip on Phil's hair, stepped closer, and dropped his balls into the waiting, open, eager mouth that Phil offered.

    "Suck his sack," Cassidy instructed before a loud moan escaped her lips. She'd joined Chloe in masturbating and Phil desperately wished he could watch. Roman's cock had almost entirely blocked out his view, though, so he dutifully sucked on the balls in his mouth while the two gorgeous girls masturbated to the sight of his humiliation.

    "His dick is hard," Chloe noted. "Honestly, I can't believe his dick is actually hard."

    Phil knew she was talking about him. He could feel how hard his dick was and he was just as surprised as her, if not more so. Submitting to Chloe had shown him that he found pleasure in humiliation, but he was still somewhat astounded that sucking on a man's cock and balls left him in an erect state.

    "Put a condom on his cock, Phil," Cassidy instructed. "Dress up the dick that's going to take your ass."

    Chloe grabbed a condom - a Magnum - from the side table and offered it to Phil as Roman stepped back. He took the condom, tore it open, and looked up at the man that would soon be in his ass.

    Phil had a chance to save some of his dignity. He'd sucked cock and worshiped Roman's balls, but he could have gotten up and walked away. He could have ended his relationship with Chloe right there, but he didn't. He reached up and rolled the condom down Roman's impressively large cock. He even stroked it a few times once it was dressed for sex.

    "Get on your hands and knees facing us," Cassidy said.

    Phil fell to his hands and knees and looked up at the beautiful, dominant, kinky girls sitting on the couch. They scooted a little closer together and at almost the same time the girls reached between each other's legs and switched from masturbating to light lesbian fingering.

    "It's going to hurt," Cassidy said. "It always hurts the first time you get fucked in the ass. There's no avoiding it, and that goes double when the guy has as big a dick as Roman does."

    Phil looked over his shoulder to see Roman drop to his knees behind him. He spit in his hand, reached out, and rubbed the warm, slippery liquid all over Phil's asshole. A thumb penetrated him a moment later and Phil turned his attention back to Chloe and Cassidy and saw that both girls had removed their sweaters. Their nipples were hard and they wore looks of intense pleasure on their faces as they fingered each other.

    "Fuck him, Roman," Cassidy said. "Fuck the filthy whore on his hands and knees in front of you. Take his ass and pound it as hard as you want."

    "Show him what it's like to be a good little bitch," Chloe added. "Stretch out that asshole of his. Use him hard until you cum."

    Phil winced as Roman's cock slipped inside him. It was bigger than the dildo he'd fucked just a week ago. It was longer and thicker and it felt harder in his ass. It filled him slowly until he felt Roman's pubic hair against his ass.

    Roman's hand slowly moved up Phil's back and into his hair before taking a tight grip. He pulled hard and Phil's head snapped back. Roman pulled out, paused with just the tip of his cock in Phil's ass, and then filled him with a long, deep, hard thrust that elicited a groan of pain.

    "How does it feel to get fucked?" Cassidy asked in a voice dripping with lust.

    "It...it hurts," Phil replied.

    Roman filled him again, grunting from the effort of the thrust.

    "Do you want him to stop?" Chloe asked.

    "No," Phil answered without hesitation. "Please...don't stop, Roman. Don't stop." It hurt, but Phil didn't want him to stop. Phil wanted to get fucked for the pleasure of the two girls masturbating in front of him. He wanted to get fucked on his hands and knees - like a bitch - while he watched Chloe and Cassidy masturbate to the sight of him taking cock from behind. "Please, Roman, fuck me harder."

    Both girls moaned and the looks on their faces suggested that they loved that Phil was acting like such a slut. Chloe slipped three fingers into her pussy and rubbed her clit furiously. Cassidy played with her tits and massaged her sex organ. Both girls stared at Phil, watching his face as he experienced a mixture of pain and humiliation at being fucked by a man for the first time in his life.

    There was something about the fact that Roman was actually a little smaller than Phil that made it even more humiliating. It would have been easier to cling to some shred of his manhood if he was getting fucked by a guy that could have overpowered him with ease. He wasn't, though. He was getting fucked by a short, skinny guy with a huge cock and he was doing so willingly, all for the pleasure of the beautiful girls playing with their pussies.

    "Spank his ass, Roman," Cassidy instructed. "Make him feel like a real bitch as you fuck him. Spank him hard."

    Roman did as ordered, delivering a series of swift, painful blows to Phil's ass while driving his cock hard and deep at an ever-increasing pace. Phil couldn't help but wince from the dual pain of being fucked and spanked, though he noticed that the discomfort of the cock in his ass was slowly decreasing.

    "Can you squirt?" Cassidy asked.

    Chloe looked at her and nodded.

    "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" Cassidy said.

    "That we should cum on his face while he's getting fucked in the ass?" Chloe asked.

    Both girls stood and moved to either side of Phil's head. Roman pulled his hair until he was looking straight up and his eyes darted from one wet pussy to the other. The girls masturbated furiously and Roman fucked him faster, driving every inch of his fat cock into Phil's ass with each thrust.

    "Fuck...please, cum on my face," Phil begged like a complete whore. "Cum on my face while he fucks my ass."

    Chloe looked back towards Roman, bent over, and laughed. "Your dick is dripping. You fucking love this, Phil. You're a cum dumpster and a cock whore, as it turns out. You fucking love getting pounded in the ass. You fucking love that Roman is using you like a whore. You fucking love that your ass is going to make his cock cum."

    "Yes, I do!" Phil cried out. He wasn't sure what was true. He just knew that he was hugely aroused and he wanted to make the two girls masturbating next to him feel good.

    "I'm close," Cassidy said. "Are you close?"

    "Fuck yes," Chloe replied.

    The girls masturbated furiously and both squatted so their pussies were closer to his face. Phil stared at their plump labia and their swollen clits and the juices leaking out of them. He listened to the sounds of sex and Roman's grunts and the moans of the gorgeous girls masturbating inches from his face.

    Then, just as both girls screamed, Phil closed his eyes and two torrents of liquid hit his face. They soaked him completely. They drenched his hair. They filled his mouth and he swallowed eagerly. They came all over his face and he immediately ascended to a place of submissive bliss. He was being used for the pleasure of all three people in the room and he was high on it in a way he'd never been before.

    "Oh...fuck!" Roman yelled as he buried his dick deep inside Phil, brought his hand down on his already reddened ass, and came hard.

    "Look at that, you fucking cock whore," Cassidy said. "You just made a man nut while his dick was deep in your ass."

    "You just did something most straight men will never do," Chloe added.

    Cassidy laughed as she collapsed on the couch. "Oh, I don't think it's right to call him straight. Formerly straight, I think. That sounds right."

    Roman pulled out of his ass and Chloe stepped back, removed the condom from his shaft, and quickly moved in front of Phil. "Tilt your head back. It's time for you to be a good cum dumpster."

    Phil sat back on his knees and tilted his head back. Chloe upended the condom and poured the thick load into his mouth. The bitter, salty, delicious taste danced on his tongue and he stared up into his neighbor's eyes as she smiled.

    Chloe offered Phil the used condom and said, "You can jerk off into this. You can cum, but you have to hold his load in your mouth until you do, and then you have to drink both loads. Do you understand?"

    Phil nodded, took the used condom, and rolled it down his cock. Roman sat next to the girls on the couch and they all watched as Phil masturbated with a load of cum in his mouth. He came in just a handful of strokes. Of course he did. He was too turned on not to.

    When he was finished, Phil poured his cum into his mouth and swallowed both loads.

    "You can take a short break," Cassidy said. "I could use a drink, actually. How about you go make us all something? When you get back, you can get to work on sucking Roman's cock back to a nice erection so we can watch him fuck you again. Maybe we'll make you ride him this time. We'll teach you how a good whore does the work to make her man cum."

    Phil nodded, got up, and headed for the kitchen to make everyone a drink. He wasn't sure how long they planned on using him, but he knew he was committed to doing what the girls wanted. He knew he was eager to be Chloe's toy, and Cassidy's toy too if it made the girls happy. Serving them was all that mattered.
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    "Can you see anything?" Chloe asked as she pulled the satin sleep mask over Phil's eyes as he sat against the headboard in her bed.

    "Not a thing," he replied.

    Chloe ran her fingers down Phil's bare chest and over his stomach. His heart beat a little faster as she neared his cock and he couldn't help but moan as she took him in her hand and stroked slowly.

    "You're so hard for me," she whispered.

    Phil felt the warmth of her breath on his neck as goosebumps raised on his arms while a shiver of pleasure rushed down his spine. Chloe's lips were inches from his skin and he desperately wanted to feel them, to enjoy their warmth, to indulge in the erotic pleasure of even a quick kiss from the girl that he happily surrendered to whenever she desired it.

    "You're irresistible, Chloe," Phil replied.

    She kissed his neck and Phil moaned as he tried to touch her, to run his fingers down her back, to feel her smooth, warm skin and to grasp her utterly perfect ass and her perfect tits. He couldn't do that, though. The handcuffs that kept him bound to her bed made certain of it.

    "Are you going to be a good boy for me, Phil?" Chloe asked as her fingers encircled his balls. "Are you going to do as you're told tonight?"

    "Yes," he answered. "I'll do anything you desire, Chloe. I will."

    She moaned softly at his response and kissed his neck once more, treating him to a far greater pleasure than she probably imagined. Chloe released his cock and ran her fingers through his hair. The mattress shifted as she stood and Phil felt the warmth of her thigh against his lips a moment later.

    "Kiss," Chloe instructed.

    Phil did so feverishly, showering her smooth skin with worshipful kisses. Chloe grabbed a handful of his hair, took a tight grip, and slowly pulled back until Phil was staring at the ceiling, or would have been if he could see anything.

    "Lick," she said.

    Phil felt the wetness of Chloe's pussy against his lips. He pushed his tongue inside her and moaned at the sheer bliss of tasting her sweet juices. He went in search of her clit and was rewarded with a soft moan when he found it.

    "Good boy," Chloe said softly. "Suck on my clit. Suck on my fucking clit."

    The aggression in her voice thrilled him, as Phil had become increasingly eager to surrender to Chloe's kinkier desires since the night he'd offered his anal virginity to her friend Roman while she and Cassidy watched, masturbated, and humiliated him. It was that aggression in her voice that usually signaled that Chloe was in the mood to have a particularly naughty kind of fun.

    "You know, I was surprised at how few guys were willing to fuck me with someone else in the room," Chloe said as she took to rubbing her pussy over Phil's face, coating his lips and chin in her juices. "The first few I asked thought it was just too weird, even when I told them you'd be handcuffed and blindfolded. It's their loss, though, as I deleted their numbers from my phone. If they can't give me what I need, what's the fucking point of giving them what they want?"

    Phil loved Chloe's ruthless pursuit of pleasure and the level of imagination she put into it. Even more than that, he loved that he'd been roped into most of her orgasmic play in the two weeks that had passed since he'd gotten on his hands and knees and taken a man's cock in his ass for her pleasure.

    "Thankfully, Rob was more than willing to offer his services," Chloe said. "He was actually excited about it. He likes that I have a toy that we can play with. I suspect he'll be happy to go along with whatever I'm in the mood for tonight."

    Chloe pulled her pussy away, but Phil kept his tongue extended in the hope that she'd treat him to yet another taste.

    "Are you curious about what I have planned tonight, Phil?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered. "And I'd ask, but I have the feeling that you wouldn't tell me if I did."

    Chloe laughed softly. "You're right about that."

    She released her grip on his hair and moved in the bed. Not long after, Phil felt her smooth skin against his lips. It took a moment for him to realize it was her ass. She moved it over his face and though Chloe hadn't offered explicit instructions, Phil couldn't help but kiss every bit of flesh she offered him.

    "I'd like to feel your tongue on my asshole, Phil," she said.

    "I'd love to lick your ass," he replied.

    Chloe's cheeks spread and Phil felt them on either side of his face. The wrinkled flesh of her asshole pressed against his lips and Phil put his tongue to work.

    "Mmm, that's a good boy," Chloe said. "Lick my asshole. Oh...fuck...lick my fucking asshole."

    Phil heard the aggression in her voice again. He heard the pleasure she felt when he surrendered to her, when he did something she considered even a little bit naughty. He moaned as he massaged her asshole with his wet tongue. It felt so kinky to give a rimjob and to do so while bound to her bed like he was little more than her slave.

    "You dirty boy," she said. "You love licking my dirty little asshole, don't you?"

    "Yes," Phil replied before hastily returning to his lustful licking.

    Chloe sat back a little, lowering some of her weight onto his face and smothering Phil a little with her perfect ass. It got a little harder to breathe, but he didn't let that slow his tongue down. If anything, he deepened his dedication to eating her asshole, for it seemed clear that Chloe was getting off on riding his mouth in that way.

    "Mmm, yes, Phil, fuck, eat my shithole," she said with naked aggression in her voice. "Eat my fucking shithole."

    She was playing with her pussy. The sounds of wetness were obvious, so not only was she masturbating, but she was doing so while wildly aroused and that was thanks entirely to Phil's willingness to surrender, to do as his neighbor desired.

    A knock on the door was followed by Chloe lifting her ass from Phil's face and bounding out of the bed. She didn't say a word to him, but she didn't need to. He was naked, blindfolded, and handcuffed to her bed. He wasn't going anywhere. Chloe could have gotten dressed and gone out for the rest of the night and there's nothing he could have done about it.

    As it turned out, Chloe was in no rush to drag Rob into the bedroom. Phil heard them talking in the living room and it sounded like a pair of friends catching up, not two lovers that were in the mood to tear each other's clothes off and take advantage of the bound submissive waiting in the bed.

    Phil's erection deflated and a sense of nervousness set in as he waited. He'd experienced so many unexpected and thrilling humiliations at Chloe's hand that he couldn't imagine she'd want him to do something he hated, and yet the nervousness persisted.

    "Well, would you look at this," a deep male voice said as Chloe and Rob entered the bedroom.

    "He's ours to play with," Chloe replied.

    Phil turned his head towards their voices and his heart pounded. He suddenly felt deeply vulnerable as someone he'd never met was staring at his naked, bound body and thinking of him as a toy to play with.

    "It looks like you've played with him already," Rob noted.

    Chloe laughed. "I rode his face a little. I wanted to get him excited, to get that adorable dick of his nice and hard, to get his juices flowing."

    Someone crawled into the bed and a moment later Phil felt Chloe's soft hand against his thigh. She took his cock and balls in her hand and caressed him as she leaned in and kissed his neck.

    "You enjoyed it when I rode your face, didn't you Phil?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered as his cock came to life.

    "And which did you enjoy better? Eating my pussy, or devouring my asshole like a filthy little pig?" she asked.

    Phil's cock jumped in her hand as the answer rolled off his lips. "Your asshole. I enjoyed devouring your asshole."

    "Like a filthy little pig?" she whispered.

    "Yes...yes...like a filthy pig. I enjoyed devouring your tight little shithole like a filthy pig, Chloe," he said.

    She laughed in pure delight, released his now stiff cock from her grasp, and backed out of the bed. Phil heard kissing and the sound of Rob's belt coming off. Chloe was almost certainly still naked and now she was disrobing the man that would satisfy her pussy that night.

    "I think my bound bitch would like to taste your balls, Rob," Chloe said. "How would you feel about that?"

    Phil held his breath. He knew what the answer would be, and yet he couldn't help but feel a deep level of excitement for the moment when he was made to surrender to being used like a toy for Chloe's pleasure.

    "I think you're right, Chloe," Rob replied. "It looks like he's hungry, like he wouldn't mind being fed my balls. And I suppose I wouldn't mind letting him clean the sweat off of them."

    "Go ahead," Chloe encouraged him. "Get in the bed. Drop your balls into his mouth. Make him suck them clean. Make him bathe them with his pretty little mouth. Make him be a filthy little pig for you."

    The bed frame groaned under Rob's weight and Phil's heart raced as he imagined a pair of sweaty balls approaching. Fingers moved through his hair and took a far firmer grip than Chloe had held. Rob tilted Phil's head back and the sound of slow cock stroking filled his ears.

    "Open your mouth," Rob instructed.

    Phil parted his lips and heard Rob laugh.

    "You've got him willing to do anything, don't you?" he asked.

    "I do," Chloe replied. Her fingers moved up one of Phil's legs and she teased his cock, stroking him slowly and playing with his balls a little as he listened to Rob masturbated just a few inches from his face. "He's a good boy. He's been a good boy from the start. He's as eager as any man has ever been to do exactly as I instruct and he doesn't seem to care that I can't help but want to push him to further extremes."

    Phil felt Rob's pubic hair against his face. The distinct smell of sweaty balls filled his nose and a moment later he felt the wrinkled, hairy flesh of a testicle on his lips.

    "Suck," Rob instructed. "Take my balls in your mouth and suck them clean. Suck all that sweat off of them."

    Phil struggled a bit to get Rob's rather large balls in his mouth, but he managed. He started with one and swirled his tongue around it. The taste was rather unpleasant, but Phil knew that was the point. He was being pushed to do something he found unpleasant. He was being made to suffer humiliation for Chloe's pleasure, and she was rewarding him with a bit of cock play, leaving him stiff and dripping with precum as he used his mouth to worship a set of balls belonging to a man he'd never seen before.

    "Is he doing a good job? Is Phil being a good boy? Is he sucking on your big, sweaty balls? Is he proving that he's every bit the dirty little pig that I want him to be?" Chloe asked.

    "Damn right he is," Rob replied. "It feels fucking good, too. Holy shit. I have to hand it to you, Chloe, this is more fun than I expected. I really like the blindfold and handcuffs, too. There's something so fucking hot about that."

    "It makes you want to use him, doesn't it?" Chloe said. "It makes him seem like he's just an object, like he's just a bound toy to be used to the fullest fucking extent."

    Rob pulled his spit-soaked balls from Phil's mouth and rubbed them over his cheeks and forehead. He laughed while doing so and Chloe used her hand to great effect, teasing the tip of Phil's dick and eliciting a moan, which made it seem like he was getting off on having a pair of big hairy balls rubbed on his face.

    "Why don't you fuck his mouth a little?" Chloe suggested. "After all, he's just a toy. Stuff your dick in there and make him choke on it."

    Rob didn't hesitate. He pushed his cock between Phil's lips and slowly penetrated him. Inch by inch, the cock filled his throat, right up until Phil's nose was buried in Rob's thick pubic hair. A manly scent filled his nose as he gagged and saliva escaped his lips, spilling down onto his chin and chest.

    Phil gasped for air as Rob pulled out and the sounds of wet masturbation filled the air. "I like using your toy, Chloe. He's awfully good at getting my dick hard. But I'd like to fuck you, too."

    "Then take me," Chloe said. "Take me while the toy is cuffed to my bed. Take me hard and make me scream your name, Rob. Make my little cock pig jealous that his worthless dick will never feel the pleasure of my pussy."

    Rob slapped his dick against Phil's face a handful of times, buried it in his throat once more, and held it there until Phil was gagging hard and trying to pull away. He pulled out a moment before total panic set in and Phil gasped for air while thick saliva streamed from his mouth and ran down his chin.

    "Aww, poor baby," Chloe said as she released Phil's cock. "Did he make you choke on his big dick? Did he use that little piggy mouth of yours for his pleasure? Did he make you suffer?"

    Phil knew they weren't questions that demanded answers. Chloe had made it perfectly clear that it was his place to suffer through whatever sexual indignities she'd dreamed up that night.

    "He's going to take me from behind, Phil," she said softly before her lips found his chest for a kiss. "He's going to fuck the pussy that I know you still fantasize about. He's going to fuck the pussy that you'll never have."

    Chloe moaned like a woman that had just taken her man's big cock. The sound of slow, deep thrusts followed and Phil pictured his beautiful neighbor on her hands and knees with what he imagined was a tall, strong, good-looking man holding her hips and fucking her from behind.

    "It's a shame you'll never get to fuck this pussy, Phil," Rob said. "It's incredible. I swear, it's perfect. It's tight and wet and hot and it feels so fucking good."

    "He's right," Chloe said as the sounds of sex got a little louder. "My pussy is perfect. My pussy would make you cum so hard, Phil. It would make that worthless little dick of yours cum so fucking hard. It's not for you, though. It will never be for you."

    Phil felt a touch of jealousy. Chloe was beautiful. Stunningly beautiful, in fact, and he knew that fucking her would have offered an intense kind of pleasure. Even being able to watch would have been pleasurable, though, and he was denied that on this particular night thanks to the blindfold.

    Despite knowing he'd enjoy sex with Chloe, Phil wasn't sure he would have chosen it in that moment. He was, after all, hard as a rock and being bound, blindfolded, and subjected to all manner of humiliations had left him in a state of arousal he wasn't entirely sure he'd ever approached before.

    "Should I let him cum in my pussy, Phil?" Chloe asked as Rob continued to deliver a vigorous pounding.

    "Yes," he answered.

    "And what should I do with that cum once it's inside me?" she asked.

    "You should let me clean it out of you," Phil said. "You should let me worship your messy pussy and lick up every drop of Rob's cum."

    Chloe reached up and shoved three fingers in his mouth. She fucked his face at the same rhythm that Rob fucked her pussy. Phil moaned - he was so turned on that he couldn't help it - and Chloe did the same.

    "You'd love that, wouldn't you?" she asked before chuckling. "I've already turned you into such a slut, Phil. A cock and cum slut. A dirty little whore that will do anything to make me happy. A fucking piggy that will surrender to anything I desire. You're such a slut that you'd consider it a reward to be able to lick a hot load out of my pussy."

    She didn't want an answer and Phil couldn't have provided one with her fingers hammering his mouth. It was true, though. Cleaning her messy pussy - cleaning another man's cum out of her - was absolutely a reward.

    Chloe pulled her fingers from Phil's mouth, rubbed them over his cock, and then slapped him across the face. It was a gentle slap, all things considered, but it still caught him off guard to the point that he yelped, eliciting a laugh before Chloe moaned, presumably from the pleasure of being fucked by a big cock.

    "You know what," Chloe said. "I want you to cum on my ass. On my asshole, too. Make a mess of it and then I'm going to make him lick it all up."

    Rob groaned and the sound of their bodies slapping together got louder. He was fucking her harder and it sounded to Phil like he was well on his way to an orgasm.

    Suddenly, the sex stopped and the sounds of furious stroking filled the air. Chloe shoved her fingers in Phil's mouth once more and fucked his face she moaned.

    "Cum on my ass so I can make this little pig lick it all up," she said.

    Rob unleashed a series of grunts and groans as he came. Phil couldn't see anything, of course, but the other man must have been cumming. It went on for a long time, all while Chloe fucked Phil's mouth with her fingers and moaned like taking a load on her ass was the hottest thing she'd ever experienced.

    "Have him clean your cock," Chloe suggested.

    She moved out of the way and a moment later Phil felt a thick cock push into his mouth. The taste of cum and pussy coated his tongue and he closed his lips around the fat dick and sucked. He swirled his tongue over it, cleaning as Chloe wanted him to and doing so while he moaned from the sheer kinky pleasure of it.

    Rob pushed his dick all deep into Phil's throat, held it there for a few seconds and then pulled out slowly. Phil kept his lips sealed tight around the shaft to make sure he sucked up any remaining cum and juice. He was rewarded with a few cock slaps against his face and then Rob stepped aside and seemingly walked out of the bedroom as the bathroom sink came on not long after.

    "I hope you're hungry," Chloe said. "Because he made a mess of my ass."

    Phil felt the warmth of her skin a moment before it touched his face. Then he felt the heat and wetness of Rob's cum on his cheek, nose, chin, and lips as Chloe rubbed her ass all over him. He put his tongue out and licked up what he could, but it seemed that she was just as interested in making a mess of him - giving him a facial, in a way - as she was in having him clean her ass.

    "Look at you," Chloe said. "What a fucking mess. He might as well have blown his load on your face."

    She laughed and Phil felt her ass cheeks surround his face. He extended his tongue and found her cum-covered asshole. He licked ravenously, devouring the thick ropes of semen that Rob had planted there. His aim had clearly been good and his load must have been large, because Phil was dining on a generous amount of cum.

    "Fuck, Phil, it feels like eating ass is something your tongue was meant to do," Chloe said with a moan. She was masturbating. Phil could hear the wetness of her fingers moving over her pussy lips. "And you're even better at it now that you're licking up a hot load, you cum-loving little freak."

    She was right. That's what he was. He was absolutely in love with the notion that she was letting him lick another man's cum off her asshole. It felt like the perfectly dirty end to what had already been a fabulously dirty night.

    Chloe's orgasm was the real end, though. She filled the bedroom with surprisingly loud moans and Phil felt her asshole twitching as he ran his tongue back and forth over it while cleaning up the last of Rob's cum as some of it dried on his face.

    As she came, Chloe sat back, smothering Phil with her ass while post-orgasmic relaxation washed over her. She was using him as little more than furniture and he found it thrilling. There was nowhere he could go. Nothing he could do. He was at her mercy in the hottest way imaginable.

    She leaned forward eventually, though, letting him breathe freely as she seemingly crawled out of the bed. "I'm going to make a snack," Chloe said. "I'd uncuff you, but I think I still want to play with you a little later, so you'll just have to chill here for now. Keep quiet, though. I'll be back in a little while."

    The bedroom door shut and Phil was left in the darkness with nothing but his thoughts. They were all quite dirty, though, and he was more than happy to sit with them for as long as it took for Chloe to be ready to unleash her kinky imagination again and play with him in whatever way she desired.
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    A reality show of some sort played in the background as Phil's tongue tended to his neighbor's pussy. He'd been between Chloe's legs for nearly half an hour and in that time she'd looked down at him once and run her fingers through his hair twice. Otherwise, she hadn't even acknowledged him, a fact that proved more arousing than expected.

    There was something intoxicating about looking up at Chloe and seeing her smile at the show or text with a friend, all while she steadfastly refused to look down and offer even a smile as he licked and sucked on her perfect, plump, swollen, slippery pussy.

    "How would you feel about going out tonight?" she asked just as Phil's tongue and jaw started to get sore from overuse.

    "I'd love that," he answered.

    Chloe inched her hips forward, grabbed a handful of his hair, and rubbed Phil's face over her wet pussy, spreading her juices over his chin, cheeks, and nose. She laughed at the sight of the mess she'd made, stood, and headed for her bedroom.

    "As good as you look wearing my pussy juices, you should really get cleaned up before we go," Chloe said with a smile. "I'll knock on your door when I'm ready to leave."

    Phil headed back to his apartment, washed his face, and changed into something more appropriate for a night out. He made sure to grab his phone and wallet and then killed time on the couch as he waited for his beautiful, kinky neighbor to finish getting ready.

    Half an hour later, a knock on the door brought Phil to his feet. "Wow, Chloe," was all he could manage to say as he stared at the petite, beautiful girl standing on the other side of the door. She'd changed into a tight, low cut dress and a pair of remarkably high heels. She'd done her hair and makeup, too, and she'd clearly put in a great deal of effort to look good.

    Chloe spun around, smiled, and asked, "Do you want me, Phil?"

    He nodded.

    She smiled. "It's a shame I'd never let you have me, isn't it?"

    He nodded again.

    Chloe took his hand, pulled him into the hallway, and surprised Phil with a lingering kiss. Her fingers moved through his hair as her tongue pushed into his mouth. Every bit of desire he'd felt while eating her pussy returned and his cock quickly stiffened as he lost himself in a truly fantastic kiss.

    "You're a good kisser," Chloe noted as she stepped back and glanced between his legs. "It's too bad you're not dealing with a little more down there. I might have been willing to throw you a pity fuck." She stepped closer, grabbed his cock through his pants, and added, "This dick of yours isn't quite worthy of my pussy, though. I'm not sure it's worthy of anyone's pussy."

    Phil was tempted to beg for the pleasure of fucking her, but he knew he'd be wasting his breath. He wasn't even sure he wanted to fuck her. There was a great deal of satisfaction to be had in serving her however she desired, no matter how humiliating it was. Chloe had guided Phil to a wealth of sexual pleasure he'd never imagined he'd enjoy, which made him willing to do whatever she desired.

    "Let's go," Chloe said.

    She released his cock and Phil followed with his erection forming a tent in his pants. They walked by one of their neighbors - a cute girl about Chloe's age - and she seemed taken aback at the sight of the bulge his throbbing dick had created, though she didn't say a word. Phil was a little embarrassed, but he kind of liked the idea of his neighbor assuming that Chloe was the cause of that erection.

    Phil figured he would drive, but there was an Uber waiting for them at the curb as they left the building. He opened the door for her and then joined Chloe in the backseat.

    "I expect you to be on your best behavior tonight," Chloe instructed as the driver pulled away.

    "Of course," Phil replied. "Where are we going?"

    Chloe smiled, reached over, and caressed his leg. "We're meeting Cassidy. She said she wanted to have a little fun with you. I suggested we take you out in public to see what kind of trouble we could get into. I hope you're up for doing exactly as you're told, Phil, because there's a very good chance Cassidy and I are going to come up with some very naughty tasks for you."

    Phil glanced at the driver - who was dutifully watching the road even though he was absolutely listening in on their conversation - and looked back at Chloe. "You know I'll do whatever you want."

    He'd sucked cock for her. He'd eaten the cum of strangers for her. He'd eaten her pussy and ass countless times. He'd gotten fucked for her. Phil truly couldn't imagine a scenario in which he didn't do as Chloe or Cassidy desired.

    "Excuse me, sir?" Chloe said.

    "Uh, yeah?" the driver replied.

    "How would you feel about my friend here sucking your cock?" she asked.

    The driver - who was heavy set and about Phil's age - glanced in the rearview mirror before turning his gaze towards the road once more. Phil couldn't tell if he was seriously considering the offer or if he was merely in shock and trying to gather his bearings.

    "Oh, well, I'm not really into guys," he replied.

    "You don't have to be into guys," Chloe said with a smile. "You just have to be into getting your cock sucked. You pull over and my friend will get into the front seat with you and see if he can suck you off before we get to our destination. Think of it as a tip. You get paid for driving us and you get to cum in his mouth as a lovely little bonus."

    The car came to a stop at a red light and the guy looked over his shoulder as his eyes darted from Phil to Chloe. He looked nervous and there was a touch of sweat on his brow, though Phil couldn't tell if the nervousness was because he wanted to accept the offer of a blowjob from a guy or if the situation made him deeply uncomfortable.

    "Is this real?" he asked.

    It seemed that the driver was interested.

    "Yes, it's real," Chloe said. "Phil - that's my friend - is also my little bitch. He does as he's told because it turns him on to do so. He's not gay, but he's more than willing to go gay for my pleasure, and I've decided it would turn me on to watch him suck your dick while you drive us to the bar. So yes, it's real. You can get your dick sucked right now, and if you can cum before we get the bar, then you get to have an orgasm."

    The driver looked at Phil, studied him for a few seconds, and said, "Yeah, okay, I'll do it."

    "You heard him, Phil. Get in the front seat. Be a good little bitch and suck his dick. And you better do a good job, too. He deserves to blow his load down your throat," Chloe instructed.

    Phil got out of the car, rushed to the passenger side, and got in the front seat. He felt a little awkward, but he reached over and unzipped the driver's pants. He reached inside and was surprised to find a remarkably big cock.

    Phil freed the cock, stroked it a little, and then leaned over and got to work. The driver let out an appreciative moan and the car lurched forward as he hit the gas.

    "How's my little cocksucker doing?" Chloe asked.

    "Good," the driver replied. "It feels...you were right, I guess, because his mouth feels good."

    Phil wasn't sure how close they were to the bar, so he sucked with wild abandon. He didn't yet possess a wealth of experience with his mouth, but he'd sucked enough dick on Chloe's behalf to have a good idea of how to give pleasure. Once the driver's shaft was slick with his spit, Phil added his hand to the mix, stroking up and down in concert with his mouth.

    "Is he going to make you cum?" Chloe asked.

    Phil wasn't sure how much time had passed. His eyes were closed and all he could think about was working the dick in his mouth. He wanted to make Chloe happy, which meant he needed to make the driver cum.

    "Yes," the driver answered. "Fuck, it feels really good."

    "You can push his head down," Chloe said. "You can make him deepthroat that big dick of yours."

    A moment later Phil felt the driver's hand on the back of his neck. The pressure - and the surprising strength behind that pressure - pushed the dick into his throat. It was impossible to avoid. Phil's gag reflex triggered and he spit up. The driver relented, but only long enough for Phil to pull back and gasp for air. The pressure arrived once more and once more Phil swallowed dick. He did it over and over, deepthroating at the driver's behest. The cock in his mouth swelled up and the moans coming from the man he was blowing grew louder.

    "Cum in his mouth," Chloe encouraged from the backseat. "Show him that he's just a fucking cum dumpster for me. Cum down his fucking throat. Pump your load into that whore mouth."

    The driver pushed hard on the back of Phil's neck and his cock swelled up. He grunted and groaned and he must have been cumming. Phil couldn't taste it - the cock was in his throat and the cum was sliding right down into his stomach - but he was being of service. He was offering himself as Chloe desired. He was being used as a cum dumpster, as a whore, as a hole for someone else's pleasure.

    "Fuck, that was incredible," the driver said as he released his grip on the back of Phil's neck.

    Phil's head popped up and he wiped his mouth clean. He coughed and a little bit of cum from his throat moved to his mouth. The salty, bitter taste coated his taste buds but he let it linger there as the kinkiness of what had just unfolded in the car washed over him.

    "Is your dick hard, Phil?" Chloe asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    She laughed. "You're such a little bitch. Cassidy is going to love that you just did that."

    The driver pulled up to the bar and quickly tucked his cock back into his seat. "Have a good night," he said. "And thanks for the blowjob."

    "You're welcome," Chloe replied as she stepped out of the car.

    Phil followed and walked behind his neighbor as she headed into the bar. She deftly wound her way through the crowds of people until she found Cassidy. The girls shared a quick embrace - and Phil noted that they both looked astoundingly hot in tight dresses - and then Chloe leaned in and said something into her friend's ear.

    "Oh my god!" Cassidy replied as she looked at Phil. "You're such a whore!" She said it with a smile on her face, though, like she was utterly delighted at what he'd done. "I can't believe I didn't get to watch! You know how much I love seeing you suck dick like a little slut."

    That was true. Sometimes it seemed to Phil as though Cassidy enjoyed watching him surrender to a man even more than Chloe did.

    "Okay, you know what?" Cassidy said as they all gathered around the high top table she'd staked out. "I've been watching the bartender all night and I'm pretty sure he's gay."

    Chloe smiled. "What did you have in mind?"

    Cassidy looked at Phil and she too smiled, though in her case it was perfectly clear that was some seriously naughty intent behind the delighted look on her face. "I was thinking that I could offer him Phil's throat in exchange for free drinks all night."

    Chloe looked at the bartender and then back at her friend. "You think he'd take that offer? He's a good looking guy so I'm not sure he'd have any trouble getting a guy to go home with him tonight."

    Phil should have been appalled at the way the girls were treating him as if he was nothing more than a piece of meat to be whored out for their benefit. He wasn't, though, which was humiliating in its own right. Instead, he was turned on at the idea of being used like a piece of meat. It was as if Chloe had so thoroughly dominated him that Phil no longer thought of himself as anything other than an object for her pleasure.

    "Should I offer him something better?" Cassidy asked.

    Chloe nodded.

    Cassidy came around the table and grabbed Phil's cock through his jeans. She leaned in and he felt her lips brush against his neck in a manner that left his body tingling with desire. "I suppose it won't be the first time you've been used for a stranger's pleasure, will it?" she asked.

    Phil shook his head.

    "You like being used, don't you?" she asked. "You like being used for our benefit, for our pleasure, don't you?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    "You won't mind being used all night long for our amusement, will you?" Cassidy asked.

    Phil shook his head. He was all in. He was willing to be an object for his neighbor and her friend to use. He was willing to do whatever they desired in the name of providing them both with the thrill they craved.

    Cassidy squeezed his stiff cock, kissed him on the neck, and walked away. She headed straight for the bar, got the bartender's attention with a quick wave of her hand, and leaned closer to talk to him.

    After a few moments the bartender looked at Phil and smiled as he listened to Cassidy's offer. Phil wanted to look away - there was something so humiliating about being assessed like a piece of meat - but he held the bartender's gaze.

    Eventually, Cassidy returned to their table with a naughty smile on her face. "Let's go," she said before taking Phil's hand and leading him towards the bar.

    They didn't stop at the bar, though. Instead, they walked behind it and through a door marked 'Employees Only.' Chloe shut the door behind her and the bartender sat on a tall keg with a smile on his face.

    "Phil, this is Eli," Cassidy said.

    The bartender looked Phil up and down and then stood and unzipped his pants.

    Chloe stepped next to Phil, kissed his cheek softly, and whispered, "You know what to do, Phil. Show us that you know your place. Show us that you're willing to earn the chance for an orgasm before the night is over. Show us that you deserve to watch as Cassidy and I get fucked tonight, that you deserve more than the sore throat and the sore ass you're going to have after Eli is done with you."

    Phil's asshole clenched at the idea of being fucked by the bartender. It was inevitable, though, for he wasn't going to walk away. The allure of submitting to Chloe and Cassidy was too intoxicating. He approached Eli and dropped to his knees. He slipped his fingers into the bartender's pants and freed his cock. He wrapped his lips around the flaccid shaft and looked up at the man he'd been offered to.

    The sounds of masturbation reached Phil's ears as he sucked cock and he delighted in the fact that Chloe and Cassidy were turned on by his willingness to be a whore. Their pussies sounded wet, too. Part of him hoped they wouldn't cum, that they'd remain turned on and let their desperation drive them to bring a man home so that Phil could spend part of his evening watching the two beautiful girls get fucked.

    "Stand up," Eli said after a lengthy blowjob that left his cock stiff and Phil's jaw sore.

    Phil stood and watched Eli pull a condom from his pocket, tear open the wrapper, and roll it down his cock. The latex-wrapped shaft would soon be in Phil's ass. It would penetrate his tight hole and fill his rectum. It would fuck him as Cassidy and Chloe watched with lust in their eyes.

    "Turn around and take your pants off," Eli instructed.

    Phil spun around and lowered his pants. He felt Eli's hand on his upper back and he bent over and grabbed one of the kegs for balance.

    "Why is this so hot?" Cassidy asked as Phil felt the tip of a stiff cock press against his asshole.

    Chloe smiled. "I have no fucking idea, but it is, isn't it?"

    Phil winced at the pain of being penetrated but he saw pleasure on the faces of both girls standing just a few feet away. That pleasure was from his willingness to be used, to be bent over, to be fucked like a common whore.

    "Fuck him hard," Cassidy said. "Use his ass hard. Abuse it for your pleasure. Do whatever the fuck you want with him."

    Eli grabbed Phil's hips and fucked him hard. It was painful at first. Just as it had been the first time he'd been used for the pleasure of the two girls masturbating in the bar's back room. It was pleasurable, too. Pleasurable because he was making Chloe and Cassidy happy, because their pussies were wet from watching him take it up the ass. That pleasure was well worth the pain and humiliation of being fucked by a man.

    "He's fucking tight," Eli said.

    "That's the joy of fucking a straight guy," Chloe replied. "A straight guy who's willing to bend over because he loves being a good little bitch for us."

    Eli fucked him harder. The pain had lessened to a dull ache by that point, though, and Phil couldn't quite escape the twisted sense of erotic delight he felt at the idea of Eli cumming from the pleasure of using his ass. It was dark and dirty and humiliating, and yet he'd reached a place where he fed on that humiliation.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!" Eli cried out.

    Phil watched Chloe and Cassidy masturbate furiously. Their dresses were up around their waists and both girls had pulled their panties aside. Their cunts were slippery and their labia plump with desire. Neither seemed like they were going to cum, but they clearly could have if they wanted to.

    Eli pulled out, smacked Phil's ass with enough strength to make it hurt, and said, "Thank you, ladies. You were right about him being a good fuck. That means free drinks for you."

    Phil looked back to see Eli pull the condom from his cock. He moved to toss it aside but Chloe said, "Actually, would you mind adding that to Phil's drink? I think we'd both like to see him slowly sipping on your cum, maybe even getting a little bit drunk off of it."

    Eli smiled. "With pleasure."

    He tucked his dick back into his pants, smacked Phil's ass once more, and headed back to the bar.

    "Was that fun?" Chloe asked as Phil remained bent over with his ass exposed.

    "It was fun doing as I was told," he replied.

    Cassidy came closer and rubbed her fingers over his lips, coating them with her pussy juices. "Are you sure it wasn't just a little bit fun to bend over and take cock in your ass, Phil? I know you tell yourself that you do it because we want you to, but I think there's a part of you that enjoys being used for pleasure, even if it's a man's pleasure."

    He wasn't sure what to say. She wasn't entirely wrong, and yet it felt far too humiliating to admit to something like that.

    Chloe smacked his ass, drawing Phil's attention to the pain. "It's okay," she said. "You don't have to admit it. We both know it's true, Phil. It's just who you are, or who I've turned you into. I guess we'll never really know. Now, put your pants back on. There's a cummy drink waiting for you, and of course Cassidy and I have to pick out the men we're bringing home tonight."

    "Maybe we should have Phil do cock checks for us," Cassidy suggested as he pulled his pants up.

    "Cock checks?" he asked.

    Cassidy smiled and nodded. "Yeah. Neither of us wants to fuck a guy with a small dick - like yours, for instance - so we could have you take each guy to the bathroom to give a quick blowjob to make sure he's got a nice big cock. If he doesn't, you let him know that he doesn't get to come home with us. It would be up to you if you want to finish him off with that whore mouth of yours."

    Phil somehow found the idea both revolting and arousing.

    "Oh, I love that idea," Chloe said. "I wonder how many dicks you'll get to suck tonight before you find a nice big one for each of us?"

    They both seemed so excited at the idea - gleeful, really - that Phil was quite certain he'd suck more than a few cocks before the night was over. It was their glee that made him want to do it, though. He couldn't escape the arousal he felt at the idea of serving both beautiful girls. He wanted to do whatever it took to make them happy. If they wanted him to be a cocksucker then that's what he'd do.

    Plus, they'd reward him. They always did, and if that reward was watching them both get fucked and cleaning up afterwards, that would make every bit of cocksucking he had to do well worth it.
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    "Get naked," Chloe demanded the moment Phil stepped into her apartment. His beautiful young neighbor was dressed in a black satin robe that barely reached the middle of her soft, milky white thighs. She'd tied it loosely, too, exposing her cleavage and drawing Phil's eyes to her spectacular, perky breasts as he stripped as instructed.

    Chloe approached as Phil dropped his underwear and kicked them aside. She glanced at his cock and smiled, perhaps because he was almost fully erect and the head was covered in a thin layer of precum. He'd spent quite some time listening to her get fucked through the thin wall that separated their apartments, so it was no surprise he was lost in a wealth of arousal.

    "Did you enjoy listening to me get fucked?" she asked.

    Phil nodded.

    Chloe reached out and delicately ran her index finger over the tip of his cock, eliciting a moan as he felt a tremor of pleasure move through his body. "I spent nearly an hour getting pounded by two different guys," she said. "Both had cocks that put this little dicklet of yours to shame, Phil. Both fucked me with far greater skill than you could ever muster. Both made me cum, as I'm sure you heard."

    "I did," he admitted. By his count, Chloe had experienced six orgasms over the past hour.

    "The guys fucking me came too, of course," she said with a smile. "My pussy has that effect on men once they get inside me. They can't help but cum because it feels so fucking good. Not that you'd know that. Not that I'd ever let this dick of yours inside me."

    Chloe treated Phil to a few moments of bliss as she took his cock in her hand and stroked him slowly. He closed his eyes and moaned as the gentle masturbation sent potent tremors of pleasure throughout his body. His legs wobbled and he felt his cock swell up while his balls tightened. He probably could have cum right there by the door, but Chloe released his cock long before that happened.

    "I have a little fun planned for us," she said. "Follow me."

    Phil followed his beautiful neighbor into her bedroom and his gaze was instantly drawn to the four used condoms sitting on her nightstand. Each was filled with what looked to be a considerable volume of cum and Phil had no doubt that Chloe intended on using that cum in an attempt to humiliate him in some manner.

    "It looks like a lot of cum, doesn't it?" Chloe asked.

    Phil nodded.

    She smiled and reached up to caress his face. Her touch was impossibly gentle and erotic and Phil closed his eyes as her hand lingered against his cheek.

    "On your knees for me," she instructed softly.

    Phil dropped to his knees, opened his eyes, and looked up at his beautiful, kinky roommate. He marveled at her eagerness to play with him despite the fact that she'd spent the previous hour getting fucked and had experienced six loud climaxes. What could he possibly offer her that the two guys she'd been with couldn't?

    "Why did you invite me over?" he asked. "What can I offer you that they couldn't?"

    Chloe smiled, studied his face as she tilted her head, and answered, "There are different kinds of pleasure, Phil. There's the pure, primal kind that comes from getting fucked by someone with a big cock and a great deal of sexual talent. That's what they offered me. There's also the kind of pleasure that comes from exploring a deeper, kinkier kind of desire. That's the kind they can't offer me."

    Chloe slowly ran two fingers over Phil's lips and he opened his mouth. Those fingers pushed onto his tongue and he sucked on them as she smiled and offered a soft moan. It was such a simple thing, and yet he felt a deep sense of submission as she penetrated his mouth like that.

    "While they both made me cum hard, neither of them would be willing to suck on my fingers like you're doing, Phil. Neither of them would be willing to get on his knees, open his mouth, and take a gentle face fucking. You are willing, though. You're happy to offer your mouth. You'd be happy to offer it if I wanted to fuck it with a big toy. Hell, you'd be willing to offer it if I invited another guy over, had him strip, and ordered him to fuck your face until he'd unloaded down your throat, wouldn't you?" she asked.

    Phil nodded as her fingers continued to explore his mouth. She was right. Of course he would have let someone use his mouth for Chloe's pleasure.

    "Would you like to see me naked, Phil?" she asked.

    He nodded once more and Chloe smiled before pushing her fingers deep enough that he gagged. She then pulled them from his mouth, wiped the saliva on his chest, and stepped back. Phil thought she'd untie her robe and let it fall to the floor, but instead, Chloe turned towards the nightstand and picked up one of the used condoms.

    "Tilt your head back and open your mouth," she instructed.

    Phil did so as Chloe stepped closer and lowered the cum-filled end of the condom into his mouth. The taste of latex and pussy danced on his tongue and he felt the warmth of the fluid inside the rubber.

    "Suck on it for me," she said. "Suck on it like you crave what's inside this condom, Phil. Suck on it like you're little more than a cum dumpster."

    Phil stared up at his beautiful neighbor and sucked on the condom. He sealed his lips around it and sucked gently, swirling his tongue around it and offering what amounted to a blowjob for the condom that had been wrapped around another man's cock, a cock that had traveled in and out of Chloe's utterly perfect pussy in a quest for pleasure.

    "You're such a good boy," she said with a smile before pulling the condom from his mouth, backing up, and sitting on the bed. She lifted her legs until her feet rested on the edge of the mattress and beckoned Phil to crawl closer. He did so and was granted a partial view of Chloe's pussy, though it was fairly dark between her legs.

    "I want you to eat the cum in this condom," she said. "I want you to consider it a gift. I want you to think of me as being incredibly generous in letting you consume the delicious load of a superior man."

    "I will, I do," Phil replied as he stared at the cum in the condom.

    Chloe carefully upended it and poured the cum onto her feet. A little of it dripped onto the floor, but most of it remained where she'd poured it and Phil stared at her glistening, beautiful feet and toes and he actually felt his mouth water.

    "If you clean the cum off my feet, I'll let you look at my naked body," she said. "I'll let you stare at my perfect tits. I'll let you look at my tight little ass. I'll let you gaze at my pussy. How long has it been since I let you see me naked, Phil?"

    "A week," he replied.

    "Go ahead, then," Chloe said. "Clean this yummy cum off my feet."

    Phil took her big toe in his mouth and sucked it clean. He moved down the line, sucking on each of her cute toes and cleaning the salty, bitter cum off of each. He shifted to her other foot, sucking up every bit of cum she'd poured onto her flesh. Phil moaned while doing so and he sucked in the same manner he would have if it were a cock in his mouth. He sucked to impress her, to arouse her, to show her that he was treating the cum as a gift.

    "That's a good little cum dumpster," Chloe said as she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. "A good, naughty, eager little cum dumpster. Lick up every drop of it, Phil."

    Phil moved to licking her feet clean. He ran his tongue through every bit of cum he could find. He sucked up what he couldn't lick up and he swallowed. He took another man's load down his throat and into his stomach. He took it gleefully, smiling and moaning in the process. He lost himself in the joy of serving his kinky neighbor as she desired.

    "Very good," Chloe said as she set the empty used condom on her nightstand and stood up. "Now you get a reward."

    She untied the robe and it fell open, exposing her smooth, taut stomach, her perky breasts, and her pussy with a little strip of pubic hair above it. Phil let his eyes wander over his neighbor's naked body and watched as the robe floated to the floor, leaving Chloe nude in front of him.

    "You're perfect," he noted.

    She smiled. "I know. Do you want me, Phil? Would you give anything to fuck me? To feel my perfectly tight, wet pussy around that little dick of yours?"

    "Yes," he admitted. "I would. I really would."

    Chloe laughed. "I think we both know that's never going to happen, but you can earn a different type of reward." She spun around, looked over her shoulder with a smile, and bent over. Her utterly flawless ass cheeks slowly parted, giving Phil a view of her smooth, wrinkled, surprisingly alluring asshole.

    "Would you like to kiss my asshole, Phil?" Chloe asked. "Would you like to lick and kiss and worship my tight little asshole? Would it turn you on to lick my sweet, yummy little shithole with that eager, talented tongue of yours?"

    The playful quality of her voice made her choice of words utterly intoxicating and Phil's dick throbbed as he stared at her asshole and imagined the humiliating thrill of licking it, of worshiping it. "Yes. I want that, Chloe. I want to lick your...your..."

    "My shithole, Phil?" she asked.

    He moaned. "Yes."

    "There's something about that word that's just so naughty, isn't there?" she said. "Something about it that makes you feel so dirty for wanting to do it. You can't help it, though, can you? You want to be dirty for me, don't you? You want to lick my pretty little shithole, don't you?"

    Suddenly, it was all Phil wanted, it was all he could think about, it was all he desired. "Yes, please, Chloe, let me lick your shithole."

    She plucked another used condom from the nightstand and said, "You'll have to lick all this cum from my ass, first." She upended the condom and poured it all over her tight, smooth, milky white ass. She coated her soft flesh with it and Phil crawled closer. "Lick up that load, cum dumpster. Then you can eat my shithole."

    Phil licked the cum off her ass. It tasted different than the first load. It must have been from the second guy. He felt a twinge of humiliation as he greedily consumed the cum of a second man. That humiliation deepened as Phil embraced that he was licking up a load of cum merely for the privilege of licking and worshiping Chloe's asshole.

    "You're such a greedy little cum whore," she said. "A filthy, greedy little cum dumpster that can't wait to stick his tongue up my shithole. Isn't that right?"

    Phil swallowed the cum in his mouth, kissed Chloe's ass as she looked at him over her shoulder, and said, "Yes. That's right. You're right. Fuck, I'm just a greedy little cum whore and I desperately want to lick your shithole, Chloe."

    She laughed, reached back, and grabbed a handful of his hair. Chloe tightened her grip and gleefully rubbed Phil's face over her ass, covering him in a thin layer of cum and saliva that he'd left behind while gleefully cleaning her backside.

    "Go ahead," Chloe said upon releasing his hair. "Spread my cheeks and eat my shithole, Phil."

    She bent over the nightstand and Phil spread her perfect ass cheeks, stared at her asshole for a few seconds, and dove in. He pressed his face as deep between her ass cheeks as he could and he put his tongue to work, licking furiously. Chloe moaned and Phil licked faster, savoring the opportunity to worship her anus while quite clearly offering pleasure, at least based on the moans and the fact that Chloe had begun to masturbate.

    "Put your tongue inside me," she demanded. "Put it in my shithole, Phil. Right now."

    It was an undeniably dirty thing to do, and yet the notion of it turned him on, particularly when Chloe offered the instruction in that particular manner. So he put his tongue inside her. He put it in her shithole. He put it inside her and flicked it back and forth as Chloe moaned louder. Phil moaned, too, because it felt so good to be so bad, to be so dirty, to completely surrender to being the kind of ass licking cum dumpster she clearly wanted him to be.

    Phil thought Chloe might cum as he rimmed and tongue fucked her asshole, but she didn't. Instead, after giving him a few minutes of pure blissful butt licking, Chloe stood and spun around. Phil craned his neck to look up at her and noted that her nipples looked rock hard with excitement.

    "Do you like my tits, Phil?" Chloe asked.

    He nodded.

    She reached up and took her soft, perky breasts in her hands. Her lips curled into a seductive smile before Chloe closed her eyes and let out a soft moan. Phil wanted nothing more than to lean in and taste her pussy, but he refrained from doing so.

    "Would you like to worship my tits?" she asked.

    Phil hadn't been granted the pleasure of indulging in that particular form of foreplay with Chloe and he could scarcely contain his excitement. "Yes, I'd love that," he said with surprise in his voice.

    She smiled, ran her fingers through his hair, and reached back to pick up yet another of the used condoms. Chloe then opened her nightstand and pulled out a long, fairly thick dildo shaped exactly like a cock. With the used condom in one hand she rubbed the dildo over Phil's lips until he opened his mouth. A moment later he was being face fucked, this time by a toy instead of her fingers.

    "You know, I was surprised the first time I watched you suck cock," Chloe said as she slowly pounded his mouth. "I didn't think you'd do it. I honestly couldn't imagine any man being willing to suck dick simply because I wanted to see it happen. You did, though. You sucked cock while Cassidy and I watched and you did so like a good little whore. You didn't even hesitate, just like you didn't hesitate when I wanted to fuck your pretty mouth with this big toy."

    Phil couldn't offer an answer - not with a fat rubber cock fucking his mouth - but it was true. He hadn't hesitated because he'd been overcome with the desire to satisfy Chloe and her friend, just like he was filled with the desire to satisfy Chloe as he rested on his knees with a dildo in his mouth.

    Chloe pulled the toy from between his lips and poured a little of the cum over the head. She then shoved it back in Phil's mouth. He sucked the salty, bitter semen off of it and moaned as he did so. Chloe smiled, pulled the toy out, and repeated the process again. She did it over and over, slowly feeding him the load from the condom via a cock. It was almost like he was giving a blowjob to completion, only the cumshot was happening at an achingly slow pace.

    "You like this, don't you?" she asked. "You like sucking the cum off this stiff cock, don't you? You like being a fucking cum whore for me, don't you?"

    He nodded as the toy pushed deep enough into his mouth that his eyes watered. He gagged a moment later and Chloe laughed before shoving the toy even deeper. It pushed into his throat, making it impossible to breathe and sending a wave of panic through Phil's body, though he resisted the urge to pull away, in large part because Chloe wore a bright, beautiful smile that made it seem like she was utterly delighted with his willingness to gag.

    She pulled the toy from his mouth and Phil gasped for air. "Get on the bed. On your hands and knees."

    He stood and crawled into the bed with his feet hanging over the edge. Chloe stepped behind him and Phil looked over his shoulder to see her pouring cum onto the head of the dildo. A moment later that cum-covered cock head pressed against his asshole.

    "You like taking dick for me, don't you?" she asked.

    Phil thought of the times he'd been fucked for Chloe's pleasure and nodded. "Yes, I do."

    The toy slipped inside him. It hurt going in, but the cum provided a perfect form of lube, making it far less painful than it could have been.

    "That's it," she said as the toy bottomed out in his ass. "Take it like a good little slut. Like the cock whore and cum dumpster you are."

    Phil took it. He took it on his hands and knees in her bed. He took the cum-covered dildo and the longer it went on, the harder and faster Chloe fucked him. She started breathing heavier and harder, too, which he took to mean that she was getting turned on. Phil couldn't help but push back on the dildo as she fucked him, taking it deeper while he closed his eyes and indulged in the sensations of being stretched and filled by something so large.

    "You're a good little whore, Phil," Chloe said. "You're taking a load of cum up your ass and you're being so good about it. His fucking load is inside you now. It's in your ass. He might as well have pounded you and cum in you himself. You're such a dirty little cum dumpster. A fucking whore for me. A filthy fucking cum whore."

    Phil felt his cock dripping precum onto her bed. He felt his balls tighten and tingle with the deep thrusts. He felt himself surrender to the intense pleasures of being used so hard.

    Then Chloe pulled out, set the toy on her nightstand, and dropped the empty used condom. "Come sit on the edge of the bed," she instructed.

    Phil spun around, scooted towards the edge of the bed, and sat. Chloe stepped closer, nudged his legs open, and moved between them, leaving her breasts mere inches from his face.

    "They're beautiful, aren't they?" she asked as Phil stared at the globes of perfect, perky flesh.

    "They are," he replied softly.

    "You may worship them," she said. "You can take your time, too."

    Phil smiled and reached up to play with her breasts. He was gentle as he squeezed the soft flesh and Chloe ran her fingers through his hair and rested them on the back of his head. She pulled him close and Phil closed his eyes before showering her breasts in soft, sensual kisses while Chloe purred.

    "That feels so good," she whispered as he encircled her nipple with his lips and flicked his tongue back and forth over it. She moaned as Phil sucked her nipple and ran his fingers down her back before grabbing her ass and squeezing gently. "Phil, that feels so good. You're making me so wet."

    It was a vast departure from everything they'd done up to that point, and Phil relished that shift to something far more erotic as a reward. He'd eaten the cum from three condoms - and taken an ass fucking in the process - and Chloe was letting him arouse her much like a boyfriend would as he worshiped her perfect breasts. It was exquisite in every way.

    Phil lost himself in the gentle worship of her breasts and when Chloe stepped away he had no idea of how much time had passed. His cock was hard, though, and he was delighted to see such a beautiful smile on her face as she looked at him.

    "Would you like to make me cum?" she asked.

    "More than anything," Phil replied.

    Chloe plucked the final used condom from the nightstand, crawled into the bed, and rolled onto her back. She upended the rubber and poured the cum over her pussy. It coated her labia, her inner thighs, and soaked into her pubic hair. It made a spectacular, delicious-looking mess and after the condom was empty Chloe set it aside, spread her legs, and said, "Clean my pussy and make me cum, Phil."

    He crawled between her legs and slowly, sensually licked her clean. He started with the thick cum coating her inner thighs, kissing and licking his way through it while Chloe closed her eyes and moaned. She ran her fingers through his hair, pulled on it a few times seemingly for the simple pleasure of doing so, and moaned once more as he briefly licked and sucked on her clit before cleaning the cum from her labia.

    "Mmm, that feels so good, Phil," she said softly. "You're being such a good cum dumpster for me. Such a good little cum craving slut."

    That's exactly what he was. He was consuming his fourth load of the day and his dick was still hard. His mouth still watered for the opportunity to clean her. He still found joy in being permitted to run his tongue through the cum of another man as he worked to serve his beautiful neighbor.

    Once he'd licked up all the cum - including sucking it out of her pubic hair - Phil concentrated on making Chloe orgasm. He slipped two fingers into her pussy and found her g-spot while licking and sucking on her clit in a slow, rhythmic manner. He listened to her moan and watched as she writhed in the bed while playing with her tits. He took pleasure in making her feel so good and he found it deeply rewarding when she finally climaxed.

    Sweet, delicious juices dripped from her pussy as Chloe's thighs trembled while she arched her back and let out loud, wondrous cries of orgasmic pleasure. Phil's dick throbbed with delight as he claimed his final reward for the day, as the opportunity to make his gorgeous neighbor cum was a pleasure worth savoring.

    "Thank you," Chloe said softly as she looked down at him and smiled.

    "It was my pleasure, believe me," Phil replied.

    Chloe studied his face for a few seconds - and Phil didn't dare look away - and then she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair once more. His eyes remained locked on hers and Phil thought he saw a genuine sense of appreciation on his neighbor's face. The kinky, dominant girl seemed to have disappeared and in her place was a girl who perhaps saw him as more than a toy.

    "Kiss me," she said.

    The order caught him off guard and Phil paused for a few seconds before coming to his senses and crawling closer. Chloe smiled a moment before their lips met for a soft, slow, sensual kiss. She lured his tongue into her mouth and Phil moaned, mostly from the surprise of being permitted to share such a beautifully intimate moment with her.

    Far more surprising, though, was when Chloe reached down, grabbed his cock, and guided it inside her. She did the thing she'd said would never happen. She welcomed him into her pussy. She bathed him in the wetness and heat of her utterly perfect cunt and pushed her tongue deeper into his mouth as she did.

    "How does it feel?" she asked as the kiss ended.

    "Perfect," he replied as his cock remained still while buried deep inside her.

    "I've decided you deserve the ultimate reward," she said. "I know I said I'd never let you have my pussy, but I think it might be more fun if you know how good it is. That way, when I deny you from every having it in the future, you'll truly know what you're missing. So you can have it once, Phil. You can fuck my perfect pussy just once. You can cum inside me, too. You can enjoy my pussy to the fullest, but just know that you'll never get to enjoy it again."

    Phil pulled out and slowly filled her. Chloe's pussy was truly perfect. It was wet and hot and tight and he couldn't imagine anything feeling better than fucking her.

    "You don't have to fuck me, though. You can pull out and I'll jerk you off. You don't have to know how good it feels to cum inside me. You don't have to make it so much more agonizing when you're denied my pussy in the future. It's up to you, Phil," she said with a smile.

    Phil couldn't pass up the chance to fuck her. He couldn't. Her pussy felt too good. Yes, it would be far more painful to know exactly what he was being denied in the future, but he couldn't pass it up.

    Chloe smiled as he began to thrust. She ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. She kissed him, too, and she made it a damn good kiss. It seemed to Phil that she wanted the sex to be good, and it was. It was spectacular. It was sensual and passionate and hugely pleasurable in every way.

    It didn't last long, but of course it didn't. He was too turned on and her pussy felt too good. Phil came quickly, but it was among the best orgasms of his life as he filled Chloe's bedroom with wild screams of climactic delight and emptied his balls inside her, pumping shot after shot of hot cum while pleasure ripped through his loins.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked softly while running her fingers over his back and ass.

    "More than I can possibly explain," he answered.

    Chloe kissed him softly, almost as if they were boyfriend and girlfriend. Then, she smiled and said, "Good. That's the only time I'll ever let you in my pussy, so try your best to remember every little detail of how that felt. In fact, if I have anything to say about it, that's the last time you'll fuck any woman for a long, long time. At least as long as we're neighbors, as I want to keep you all to myself, Phil."

    "I'm yours," he replied without hesitation. "All yours, Chloe. Thank you for letting me fuck you. Thank you for letting me cum inside you. Thank you for controlling me."

    "You're welcome," she said with a smile. "Now clean your mess out of my pussy. When you're done, you can shower with me. We both need to get clean as we're going out with Cassidy tonight."

    Phil pulled out, kissed his way down her body, and cleaned his mess out of Chloe's pussy like a good boy. He savored the taste of his cum and smiled at the notion that she wanted to take him out that night. There was no doubt in his mind that things were going to get kinky, that he'd likely end up serving a man or two for the benefit of Chloe and Cassidy.

    Even better, it sounded like Phil was going to spend a great deal of time serving his neighbor and her friends in whatever capacity they desired. Chloe was eager to deepen her control over him and he was eager to surrender it to her, to be owned by her, to do whatever she desired of him.

    For Phil, that was an exciting life. That's what he wanted, what he craved, what he needed. That's what would make him happy, so that's what he was going to do.

    The End.

  
    Dominated for Christmas - Part 1

    Jesse wore an ear-to-ear smile as he sat on the rug in front of the crackling fire. It was Christmas morning and the house was a gift-filled wonderland. He and his wife Nicole had already torn through their stockings and some of the presents that had piled up under the tree and she’d just pulled something small and carefully wrapped from the coffee table drawer.

    “Do you remember that fight we had earlier this year? The one where you expressed a certain kind of desire and I kind of freaked out?” Nicole asked as she sat cross-legged next to Jesse.

    “I do,” Jesse said. “That was not a particularly good night.”

    Nicole smiled and leaned against him. “No, it wasn’t, and I’m sorry about that. That was about my insecurities more than anything else.”

    Jesse felt a little uncomfortable. They hadn’t talked about that night since it happened and he wasn’t sure why his wife was bringing it up on Christmas morning of all days.

    Nicole handed him the gift and said, “I only mention it because this gift isn’t really going to make any sense without bringing up that night.”

    Jesse carefully untied the bow and tore open the wrapping paper to reveal a small white box that would typically hold a necklace. He looked at his wife with utter confusion on his face.

    “Go ahead, open it,” she said.

    Jesse opened the box to reveal a business card. It was made from a heavy, shiny black cardstock and in the center were two words printed in red: Mistress Jolie.

    “I don’t understand,” Jesse said.

    “I know we haven’t talked about that fight and what you asked for, but I’ve thought about it a lot. I felt bad about the way I reacted and I felt bad that you weren’t getting what you needed out of our marriage. So I decided to find a solution,” Nicole explained.

    Jesse held up the card and asked, “Is this the solution?”

    “Yes. I read about the things you requested. I did a lot of reading, in fact, and in doing so I discovered that I’m not capable of giving you what you need. I can’t dominate you. Not really. I don’t have it in me. I’d find it uncomfortable instead of pleasurable, and neither of us wants that.”

    “I know,” Jesse said.

    “That’s where Mistress Jolie comes in,” Nicole said. “She’s going to dominate you on my behalf. I’ve made us an appointment this week.”

    Jesse was dumbfounded. “Wait, what?”

    “On the 28th. She’s working during the Christmas holiday, apparently. I explained to her what I knew about your desires and she said she could help us. She wants us both to come in, though she didn’t give any hints to what she has planned.”

    “I…I can’t even…this is incredible. Is this for real?” Jesse asked. He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around the notion that his wife had booked them an appointment with a dominatrix. It was the best Christmas gift ever.

    “Are you happy?” Nicole asked. “Was this a good Christmas gift?”

    “Are you really okay with this?” Jesse asked. He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around the notion that his wife had done this for him.

    Nicole leaned closer and kissed him. “I promise this isn’t some kind of weird marital trap. I booked us an hour with her. If it goes well, we’ll work something out. If not, then at least we tried.”

    Jesse smiled. “Then yes, this is an amazing Christmas gift.”

    A bright, giddy smile crossed Nicole’s face as she clapped her hands. She leaned in for another kiss and her hand moved between Jesse’s legs. “I have to admit, I’m a little bit excited about it.”

    “Me too,” Jesse agreed.

    
      

    

    Mistress Jolie wore knee high leather boots, fishnet pantyhose, tight black shorts, and a black corset. Her hair was pulled back in a severe ponytail and there was a slender black choker around her neck. She looked every bit the dominatrix she was playing in her professional life.

    Her play space was a large, well-lit basement that somehow managed to be both warm and deeply intimidating. There were two red velvet couches against opposite walls, two benches that looked to be used for the restraint and abuse of submissives, and implements of pleasure and pain hanging from the walls.

    Jesse and Nicole stood in the center of the room. Mistress Jolie stood in front of them with her arms crossed.

    “Why did you make this appointment?” she asked Nicole.

    “Because I want him to be happy,” Nicole answered.

    Mistress Jolie smiled and turned her attention to Jesse. “Do you realize how lucky you are?”

    “Yes, I do,” he said.

    She stepped closer and said, “And why do you want to be dominated?”

    Jesse stared into her steely eyes and swallowed hard. “I’m not sure,” he said. “What I mean is, I don’t understand it. I just know that I want it.”

    “We’ll find out if you want it,” Mistress Jolie said as she stepped back. “Not all men who claim to be submissive actually are. Not all men that express a desire to be dominated actually want to be. Some are far too controlling to actually submit.”

    Jesse wondered if he would be one of those men. He had expressed a desire to be dominated to his wife, but he’d never experienced it in real life. He’d only read about it and enjoyed it in porn videos.

    “In most cases, the submissive in a situation like this is the one in control because he gets to use his safe word whenever he desires it,” Mistress Jolie explained. “That will not be the case here, though.” She looked at Nicole and smiled. “Instead, your wife will be in control. She will be the only one authorized to use the safe word. She will be the only one I listen to.”

    Nicole smiled at Jesse and he felt his heart rate increase. Suddenly, it sunk in that they were actually doing this. It was actually happening.

    “Nicole, if you want me to stop at any time, just say the word pineapple. It might seem silly, but it’s easy to understand and hard to mistake for anything else. Does that make sense to you?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, it does.”

    “Good. Now there are a few rules. I expect you both to refer to me as Mistress Jolie or mistress. I expect you both to do as you’re told. I expect you both to be open-minded and eager to experience the many pleasures that a beautiful session of domination can bring. Do you understand?” Mistress Jolie said.

    “Both of us?” Nicole asked.

    Mistress Jolie smiled and turned to Jesse’s wife. “Yes, both of you. You’re in my dungeon and you’ll do as you’re told. Is that clear?”

    Nicole looked uncomfortable for a few moments before saying, “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” in a quiet voice.

    Jesse experienced an unexpected surge of arousal as he watched his wife submit to Mistress Jolie. He felt his cock stir to life, though it remained blessedly flaccid. An erection would have been embarrassing.

    “Do you understand, Jesse?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he replied.

    “Remove your clothing, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie instructed.

    The command was unexpected and Jesse stared at Mistress Jolie for a few moments before looking to his wife.

    “Do you want this or not?” Nicole asked.

    Jesse knew it was now or never. He didn’t get to pick and choose which demands he submitted to, as much as he might have preferred that. He stripped, though he couldn’t help but feel self-conscious as he did.

    “There are many ways to dominate a man, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie explained as she watched Jesse remove his clothes. “I’ve found that it’s always best to begin with a prospective submissive getting naked so I can discover exactly what kind of sub he is. It’s much harder for his cock to lie than it is for his mouth to lie, after all.”

    Jesse left his clothes in a pile on the floor and stood up straight. Mistress Jolie turned around and grabbed a pair of thin black latex gloves from a table that rested against the wall. She put them on as she approached him once more.

    “Do you go to the gym, Jesse?” she asked.

    “No, mistress,” he replied.

    Mistress Jolie approached and ran her fingers through his chest hair and over his stomach. “Why not?” she asked.

    “I’m not really sure,” Jesse said as he contemplated the answer. “I don’t really make time for it, I guess.”

    “You should, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie continued. “Don’t you think your wife deserves to have a husband whose body is comparably attractive to her own?”

    Jesse looked at his wife. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a tight long sleeve top. Mistress Jolie had correctly judged her body, too. It was exceptionally sexy.

    “Yes, mistress, she does,” Jesse answered.

    Mistress Jolie stepped behind Jesse and ran her fingers down his back. She grabbed his ass and gave it a good squeeze before stepping back.

    “Would you like your husband to be in better shape, Nicole?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” she said.

    Mistress Jolie struck Jesse’s ass with her hand. The sound of her gloved hand meeting his flesh filled the room as the pain spread from his ass.

    “Fuck!” Jesse cried out.

    Mistress Jolie struck his other ass cheek and once again Jesse cried out. He reached back to soothe his suddenly enflamed ass and rub the soft skin.

    “Did you enjoy that, Jesse?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “No!”

    “What does his cock say, Nicole?”

    Nicole glanced at Jesse’s cock and smiled. “It says he liked it at least a little bit.”

    Jesse looked down. His cock had grown. The fierce pain of the spanking hadn’t quite given him an erection, but there was no question he was experiencing arousal.

    Mistress Jolie moved in front of Jesse and Nicole once more. She looked between his legs and then up at his wife.

    “Tell me, Nicole. Does your husband have a big cock?” she asked.

    Nicole held Mistress Jolie’s gaze for a few moments before looking away. She seemed hesitant to answer.

    Mistress Jolie smiled. “Your silence has revealed your answer, Nicole, but I want to hear you say it. Does your husband have a big cock?”

    Nicole shook her head. “No,” she said so softly he could barely hear it.

    “Did you know that, Jesse? Did you know you don’t have a big cock?” Mistress Jolie asked him.

    Jesse looked at his wife and then at his mistress. He felt deeply embarrassed. “Yes, mistress, I knew.”

    Mistress Jolie stepped forward and wrapped her gloved fingers around Jesse’s cock. She stroked him slowly and he grew in her hand. She was close enough that he could feel her breath on his skin.

    “Of course you knew,” she whispered. “All men with small dicks know. They know instinctively. They know and they feel inferior, as they should.”

    Mistress Jolie released his cock and stepped back. She looked at Nicole and asked, “Would you say that your husband enjoyed that?”

    Nicole nodded as she looked at Jesse’s throbbing cock. He knew it was more than just the handjob. He knew that it was how close Mistress Jolie had gotten. He knew it was the words she’d used to describe his cock. He knew it was her grasp of an absolute truth of his life.

    “Have you ever enjoyed a big cock, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “No, Mistress Jolie,” she answered.

    “Oh, I’m so sorry, dear. That’s tragic,” Mistress Jolie said as she stepped closer to Nicole and reached out to offer a comforting touch.

    To Jesse, it looked like his mistress was consoling his wife, almost like she’d lost a loved one. It seemed crazy to him. How much of a difference could a big cock make?

    Mistress Jolie stayed close to Nicole as she asked, “Tell me, have you ever fantasized about it? Have you ever dreamed about having a big cock inside you? Have you ever let your mind wander into a beautiful fantasy about being fucked by a gorgeous, fit man with a nice big cock that can truly fill you up?”

    Nicole glanced at Jesse but she couldn’t seem to hold his gaze. She looked at the floor once more and offered a quick nod.

    Mistress Jolie lifted Nicole’s chin and stared into her eyes. “Say it, Nicole. Your husband needs to hear it. Look at his cock. Look at how it’s still throbbing. This is what he wants to hear. He wants to know that you crave a big dick.”

    Nicole looked at Jesse’s cock. It was still throbbing. It hadn’t softened at all.

    “Sometimes I fantasize about fucking a guy with a big cock,” Nicole admitted.

    “Of course you do,” Mistress Jolie said as she took Nicole’s hand in hers. “Every woman does, and even woman deserves to experience a big cock at least once in her life. You deserve that, Nicole.”

    Mistress Jolie walked Nicole towards the tall white bookshelf in the corner of the room. Each shelf was filled with a variety of dildos.

    “Why don’t you pick one?” Mistress Jolie suggested. “It’s not the same as the real thing, but it’s a good place to start.”

    Jesse stood naked in the middle of the room and wondered if this whole thing had gotten away from him. Why did Mistress Jolie say it was a good place to start? Was she implying that Nicole wouldn’t stop at simply fucking a dildo? Was Nicole actually going to fuck the dildo?

    Nicole seemed on board. She reached out and touched several of the dildos before picking one that looked to be at least twice Jesse’s length and thickness. It was shaped like a real cock too, including a mushroom head and lifelike veins running down the shaft.

    “Good choice,” Mistress Jolie said as she took Nicole’s hand and led her to one of the red velvet couches. “Sit.”

    Nicole sat and Mistress Jolie turned to Jesse. “Come, Jesse.”

    Jesse scurried across the room. Mistress Jolie pointed to the floor and he fell to his knees. Nicole looked at him from the couch. He saw a kind of hunger he didn’t recognize.

    “Nicole, would you please remove your jeans,” Mistress Jolie said.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole replied as she unbuttoned her jeans and swiftly pulled them off.

    “Jesse, we’ve already determined that your cock is inadequate. That’s not your fault – you can’t help what you’re born with – but your wife shouldn’t have to suffer for that. Instead of using your inadequate dick, you’re going to fuck her with a cock of her choosing. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse replied as he looked at the dildo in Nicole’s hand.

    “Remove her panties and lick her pussy, Jesse. Get her wet for the toy,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Jesse reached up and pulled off his wife’s panties. He pulled her ass to the edge of the couch and took his place between her legs. He licked her pussy and immediately Nicole began to moan.

    “She’s already so wet,” Jesse said a few moments later.

    “Of course she is,” Mistress Jolie replied. “Every woman gets wet when she thinks about getting fucked by a big cock. Even your wife, Jesse. She might not get wet thinking about your dick, but she’s genuinely excited to have that toy inside her. I didn’t stay you could stop licking her, though.”

    Mistress Jolie smacked Jesse on the ass. He screamed in pain. He saw his wife smile. Mistress Jolie’s hand found the back of Jesse’s head and pushed him between his wife’s legs once more.

    “Eat her pussy, Jesse. Show your wife how important her pleasure is to you. Eat her pussy and get her nice and sloppy for that big toy. It’s going to stretch her out like your dick never has so she needs to be soaked,” Mistress Jolie instructed.

    Jesse’s tongue ensured his wife was soaked and Nicole seemed to delight in his eagerness to pleasure her as the dungeon space filled with her lusty moans.

    “Give him the toy, Nicole.”

    Jesse took the toy from his wife’s hand and examined it. He couldn’t help but compare himself to it. It looked even bigger in close up.

    “Your dick doesn’t compare, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “Now spit in your hand and get the toy nice and wet before you fuck your beautiful wife.”

    Jesse did as he was told and soon the lifelike dildo was slippery with his spit.

    “Tell your husband what you want, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie instructed.

    Nicole looked at Jesse and smiled. He could see the desire in her eyes.

    “I want you to fuck me with that big cock,” she said.

    “Do it, Jesse. Fuck your wife. Show her what it feels like to take something far superior to your inadequate dick,” Mistress Jolie instructed.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said.

    He rubbed the head of the toy around Nicole’s pussy and gently pushed it inside her. She let out an instantaneous, sensual moan.

    “Oh fuck, it’s so big,” Nicole said.

    Mistress Jolie delivered a swift blow to Jesse’s ass, causing him to cry out in pain as he penetrated his wife’s pussy.

    “You’ve been depriving your wife, Jesse,” she said before spanking him again. “This is what she’s deserved all along. Your little dick has been disappointing her for years.” Another blow landed on his ass.

    Nicole moaned louder. Jesse’s cock throbbed between his legs. Despite the pain and the lack of direct stimulation he couldn’t contain his desire. The domination was everything he wanted it to be.

    “Fuck me, Jesse. Fuck me!” Nicole cried out. Her fingers moved between her legs and she played with her clit as Jesse pumped the big toy in and out of her pussy.

    Mistress Jolie moved to her knees next to Jesse and whispered, “Isn’t her pussy beautiful with a big cock fucking her? Doesn’t it feel good to see your wife taking the kind of cock she craves?”

    “Yes,” Jesse said.

    Mistress Jolie’s gloved fingers moved down his back and between his ass cheeks. She rubbed his asshole and he yelped in surprise.

    “You’re mine now, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie whispered.

    She pressed against his asshole and a finger slipped inside him. She penetrated him to the second knuckle in an instant. Jesse continued to thrust the toy in and out of his wife as Mistress Jolie penetrated him.

    “Make her cum, Jesse. Fill your wife’s pussy with that big cock. Show her what it’s like to cum with a nice big dick so deep inside her.”

    Jesse fucked Nicole harder. Mistress Jolie fingered him faster. His dick throbbed. He felt his precum dripping onto the floor.

    “Oh my God!” Nicole screamed as her body began to tremble. She stopped rubbing her clit and spread her legs wider as an explosive orgasm spread from her loins. “Fuck!”

    Mistress Jolie added a second finger to Jesse’s asshole and pushed it deep inside him. She wiggled her fingers in his rectum. He felt utterly owned.

    “How did that feel, Nicole?” she asked.

    Nicole opened her eyes and a giddy smile crossed her face as she looked at Jesse. “It was incredible,” she said. “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”

    Mistress Jolie’s fingers slowly moved in and out of Jesse’s asshole. “How did it feel to watch your wife cum with a big cock inside her?”

    Jesse groaned at the anal penetration. He groaned as he felt the humiliation of being fucked in the ass while his wife sat in front of him. He groaned at the notion that a toy had just given her the best orgasm of her life.

    “It was incredible,” Jesse said, parroting his wife’s response. It also happened to be true.

    “Nicole, do you think your husband should orgasm?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie. I think he deserves to cum.”

    “I agree. Come over here and jerk him off. Make him cum on the floor,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Nicole smiled and moved behind her husband. She dropped to her knees and gathered the precum with her fingers before stroking his cock.

    Jesse groaned as pleasure shot through his loins. His wife’s touch was exactly what he needed in that moment.

    “It’s so hot to see you finger him,” Nicole said.

    Mistress Jolie added a third finger and Jesse groaned. There was a bit of pain, but it was overwhelmed by the exceptional pleasure of the handjob his wife was delivering.

    “Cum, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie demanded. “Cum on the floor as I fuck your ass. Cum on the floor as your wife watches me fuck your ass. Cum as she watches you submit to me.”

    Jesse couldn’t have held back if he wanted to. He groaned and felt his cock spasm in his wife’s hand as he ejaculated. His cum spurted onto the floor beneath him. He felt lightheaded. His fingers and toes tingled. His balls tightened up against his body. He felt joy from head to toe.

    Mistress Jolie removed her fingers from his ass and pulled her gloves off. She stood up, looked down at Jesse, and said, “Clean up your mess.” She pointed to a roll of paper towels resting on the table.

    Jesse rushed over and grabbed two. He scurried back across the room and cleaned up his mess.

    “A good submissive always cleans his mess,” Mistress Jolie said to Nicole.

    “We’d like to make another appointment,” Nicole said.

    Mistress Jolie smiled. “Next week?”

    “Absolutely.”

    Nicole seemed just as excited to return as Jesse did. It filled him with joy. She really had given him a great Christmas gift.

  
    Dominated for Christmas - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Welcome back,” Mistress Jolie said as she led Nicole and Jesse into her dungeon space.

    “It’s a pleasure to be here, mistress,” Jesse replied.

    “You should already be naked, Jesse,” she said. “And I think you know that. So get your clothes off and assume the proper position on your knees. I expect you to do the same thing each time you visit me for a session.”

    Jesse hastily stripped as he said, “Yes, mistress.”

    Mistress Jolie looked at Nicole and asked, “Do you like watching your husband submit to my commands, Nicole?”

    Nicole nodded. “Yes, Mistress Jolie.”

    Mistress Jolie wore a pair of skintight, black wet look leggings and thigh high leather boots that made an intoxicatingly sexy sound as she took two steps towards Nicole.

    “And are you excited to be here again, Nicole?” the mistress asked.

    Nicole looked into the beautiful, leggy brunette’s eyes and nodded. “Yes, Mistress Jolie.”

    Jesse knew his wife wasn’t naturally drawn to submission like he was, but he thought he detected a hint of it in her as Mistress Jolie addressed her. It turned him on immensely.

    “I’d like you to strip to your underwear, Nicole. I’d like your submissive husband to gaze upon the body that he craves so badly,” Mistress Jolie said.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said as she too stripped. She stayed on her feet, though. Only Jesse was required to sink to his knees in the presence of his mistress.

    “Very good,” Mistress Jolie said before turning back to Jesse. “There’s a new rule as of today’s session: You must agree that you will consume your cum should you be allowed to orgasm, and as with last week, your wife will be the one to decide if you get to cum. Do you understand, Jesse?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    In his state of heightened arousal, the idea of being made to eat his cum thrilled Jesse, particularly since his wife would be the one making the decision. In essence, Mistress Jolie had set it up so that Nicole would be making him eat his load.

    “Nicole, would you say that your husband likes my new rule?”

    Nicole looked between Jesse’s legs and laughed. She’d seen his erection. “I’d say so, yes.”

    Mistress Jolie stepped closer and rubbed the tip of her leather boot along Jesse’s erection. He shuddered in pleasure.

    “Stand up,” she ordered.

    Jesse stood up and Mistress Jolie took his hand and led him to the leather bench in the middle of the room. She bent him over and deftly cuffed his wrists and ankles, leaving Jesse exposed and vulnerable.

    “Nicole, would you remove your husband’s belt from his pants,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse turned his head and watched as his wife slowly pulled the black leather belt from the loops on his jeans and handed it to Mistress Jolie. She took it from Nicole, folded it in half, and snapped the leather. Jesse flinched as the sharp noise reverberated around the room.

    Mistress Jolie moved behind Jesse. She brought her arm back and he watched the belt hang above her head for a split second before the leather moved through the air and landed squarely on both his ass cheeks.

    Jesse cried out in pain as Nicole’s hand moved over her mouth. He couldn’t tell if his wife was surprised at the pain that had been inflicted on him or if she was trying to cover up another kind of reaction.

    Mistress Jolie delivered another blow and Jesse wished he could be anywhere but cuffed to the bench. He wished he could escape from the searing pain. He wished his wife didn’t have to witness him suffering such pain at the hand of the mistress.

    “How do you feel watching your husband receive a belting?” Mistress Jolie asked Nicole.

    “I…I don’t know,” Nicole replied as she stepped closer. “It’s strange. Part of me feels like I don’t want to see him suffering. Then I see how hard his cock is and I know he can’t be suffering that badly.”

    “How do you feel, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie asked again. “Do you feel scared? Do you feel nervous? Do you feel aroused?”

    Nicole stepped closer and reached out to caress the abused skin of Jesse’s recently belted ass. Her touch was soft and deeply soothing and Jesse couldn’t help but moan.

    “I…I’m not sure,” Nicole said. “I don’t know what I feel.”

    Mistress Jolie rested the belt over Jesse’s lower back and moved next to Nicole. Jesse watched as his mistress moved her fingers over his wife’s taut stomach and between her legs. He was equally stunned to see that Nicole made no effort to move. Instead, she looked into Mistress Jolie’s eyes as the other woman’s fingers moved into her panties.

    “You’re wet, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie. I am,” Nicole admitted.

    “Very good,” the mistress said as she removed her fingers from Nicole’s panties and picked up the belt once more.

    After Nicole stepped out of the way Mistress Jolie delivered two more swift blows to Jesse’s ass. Once again his screams of pain filled the room. His cock was still stiff.

    “Are you still enjoying your Christmas present?” Mistress Jolie asked as she laid the belt on the floor.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said. “Thank you for punishing me.”

    Mistress Jolie laughed and turned to Nicole. “I think your husband might be a pain slut, Nicole. At the very least there’s a vein of masochism running through his desire to submit. He’s in a wonderfully submissive place right now and the pain helped bring him there.”

    Jesse knew she was right. He felt deeply submissive in that moment. He suspected he would have done anything demanded of him.

    “I think I know what he’d like more than anything, though,” Mistress Jolie said.

    “What’s that?” Nicole asked with genuine curiosity.

    “Your pussy, of course,” the mistress replied.

    Nicole looked at Jesse and smiled as her fingers instinctively moved between her legs. “Is that true, Jesse? Do you want my pussy more than anything?”

    Jesse nodded. “Yes, I do. It’s what I always want. I want to taste you. I want to lick you. I want to make you cum. Knowing that you’re turned on makes me want it even more.”

    “He’s a good submissive, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said, “and I’ll bet you’d love to give him your pussy. I’ll bet you’d love to step in front of him and let your husband lick your cunt until you cum. We can’t do that, though. A submissive has to earn pussy. He has to show he’s worthy of tasting your perfect cunt and making you cum. That’s a privilege, after all.”

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. “Of course.”

    Jesse liked that Mistress Jolie seemed to be teaching his wife the finer points of domination. He wondered if Nicole would take some of the lessons home with her and imbue their sex life with a bit more kink. He could only hope.

    Mistress Jolie released Jesse from the cuffs and helped him stand up. His ass burned and he was quite certain sitting would be painful for the next several hours, but he didn’t care. His dick was still hard as a rock and he was still in a beautiful submissive headspace.

    Mistress Jolie stepped in front of Jesse and ran her fingers over the tip of his cock, collecting his precum.

    “Open up for me,” she said.

    Jesse parted his lips and her fingers moved onto his tongue. He tasted his precum.

    “Clean your mess off my fingers,” she said.

    Jesse experienced a wondrous kind of submissive bliss as he sucked on her fingers. He felt a genuine tingling sensation between his legs and a weakness in his knees.

    “Come here, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Nicole was at her side in a moment.

    “Collect some of his precum.”

    Jesse continued to suck Mistress Jolie’s fingers as he felt his wife playing with the tip of his cock. She was doing as she was told.

    Mistress Jolie pulled her fingers from Jesse’s mouth and looked at Nicole. “Feed him his juices. Make him clean the mess off your fingers.”

    Nicole smiled as she stepped in front of Jesse. “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” she said while lifting her fingers to his mouth.

    Jesse opened wide and two of his wife’s fingers moved into his mouth. He closed his lips around them. He sucked them clean.

    “Fuck his mouth a little,” Mistress Jolie instructed. “Move your fingers in and out.”

    Nicole did as she was told. Her fingers moved in and out of Jesse’s mouth. They both moaned. Jesse loved that his wife was doing as their mistress instructed and that it felt so dirty. He loved that Nicole was on board with all of it.

    Mistress Jolie stepped behind Nicole and grasped her waist. Her fingers moved into Nicole’s panties once more. Jesse saw his wife’s face contort in pleasure and heard her gasp.

    “Do you want to taste your wife’s pussy, Jesse?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    He nodded. He couldn’t speak with two fingers still fucking his mouth. His cock throbbed painfully. His mistress was clearly fingering his wife. Nicole was letting someone else finger her. She was letting a woman finger her.

    Mistress Jolie pulled her fingers from Nicole’s panties and held them up. They were soaked with slippery juices. Nicole removed her fingers from Jesse’s mouth. He held his lips open. Two new fingers moved into his mouth. He sucked on them. Mistress Jolie fucked his mouth.

    “Are you eager to cum, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked as her other hand moved into Nicole’s bra and played with her tits.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” she said as her eyes closed and a moan escaped her lips.

    “Good,” Mistress Jolie replied as she pulled her fingers from Jesse’s mouth. “Strip and take a seat on the couch. Play with your pussy but don’t cum. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole replied as she walked across the room and stripped. She sat on the couch and spread her legs. Her fingers moved between them and into her pussy.

    “Are you ready to earn the right to make your wife cum, Jesse? Are you going to be a good submissive for me?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he replied.

    “I want you on your knees in front of that mirror,” Mistress Jolie said as she pointed to a wall-mounted mirror next to the couch Nicole sat on.

    Jesse walked across the room and dropped to his knees in front of the mirror. He looked at himself and saw precum and pussy juices smeared on his lips and his raging erection. He saw the utter joy on his face, too.

    Nicole moaned, drawing Jesse’s attention. He saw his wife sitting on the couch with her legs spread. She had two fingers in her pussy and was playing with her tits. She too seemed to be completely lost in her arousal, which was a delightful and totally unexpected development.

    The sound of Mistress Jolie’s approach pulled Jesse back to the mirror. He saw the beautiful domme with a dildo in her hand. It had a suction cup at the base.

    Mistress Jolie stepped in front of Jesse and attached the dildo to the mirror. It was a long, relatively thin toy shaped just like a real cock. It was quite similar to the one he’d used on Nicole the week before, only thinner.

    “You’ll have to suck cock if you want to earn the right to taste your wife’s pussy,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse looked at the lifelike dildo and over at his wife. Her eyes were fixed on him and she had a smile on her face. It was clear she was on board with him sucking on the dildo.

    “Don’t you want to make your wife cum, Jesse? Don’t you want to taste her sweet pussy? Don’t you want to put your tongue inside her and make her moan?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “Then you need to suck cock. You need to wrap your lips around that stiff dick and take it into your throat. You need to suck it like a good submissive slut. You need to prove to me and your wife that you know your place.”

    Jesse crawled towards the mirror. He studied the dildo. It was impressively lifelike, which made it all the more humiliating to consider sucking on it.

    Jesse wanted his reward, though. He wanted to crawl between his wife’s legs. He wanted to see the smile on her face as he licked her pussy. He wanted to taste her juices. He wanted to hear her moan as he pleasured her. He wanted to enjoy the submissive bliss of offering his tongue without the promise of any reward other than her orgasm.

    “Do it, baby,” Nicole said as she rubbed her clit.

    “Your wife wants you to suck cock, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie whispered as she bent over. “She wants to see you with a dick in your mouth. Don’t disappoint her.”

    Jesse leaned forward and wrapped his lips around the dildo. He watched in the mirror as it disappeared into his mouth. He felt it hit the back of his throat. He gagged on it.

    “There’s no need to rush, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said as she ran her fingers up and down his back. “It takes practice to be a good cocksucker. Go slow. Think about it like you’re sucking a man’s cock. Think about what you like when your wife goes down on you. Think about it like you’re pleasuring that cock, like you want to make it cum in your mouth.”

    Despite his aversion to the idea of sucking an actual cock, Jesse couldn’t help but let his mind go where Mistress Jolie was clearly guiding it. He did as she suggested and took it slow. He used his tongue. He sucked on the head. He did everything he enjoyed on the rare occasions when Nicole went down on him.

    “How does it look, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    Nicole responded with a moan. Jesse could hear the wetness of her pussy as she played with herself. Mistress Jolie laughed.

    “I think your wife likes you being a cocksucker,” she said. “I think she likes seeing her husband with a dick in his mouth.” She leaned closer and whispered, “Maybe she likes seeing you in your natural place. Maybe she understands that you’re just a little bitch that belongs on your knees in front of your superiors.”

    Jesse groaned as his cock throbbed between his legs. He found the notion both terrifying and arousing. Was he really that kind of submissive? Was Nicole seeing him differently? Was he exposing himself as the kind of guy that couldn’t wait to get on his knees for a superior woman?

    “Has he earned the chance to eat your pussy, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “I think so, Mistress Jolie,” she answered.

    “Very well. You may worship your wife’s cunt,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse let the dildo slip from between his lips and crawled between his wife’s legs. His tongue pushed into her pussy and he soaked up her juices. She held his head in her hands and moved her hips to use his tongue for her pleasure. He found his way to her clit and worked her over. All he cared about in that moment was making her cum. He’d worked for the chance to do so. He wanted to deliver. He wanted to make her feel good.

    “That’s good,” Mistress Jolie said. “Enjoy your reward. You were a good cocksucker and now you get to taste the thing you crave most in the world. You sucked dick and now you get to make your wife cum like a good submissive should.”

    Nicole moaned louder. Her legs tensed up and began to tremble. Her hips pushed upwards. Then she cried out and had a loud, explosive orgasm. She pushed Jesse’s head from between her legs as her body seemed to relax from head to toe.

    “That was incredible,” she muttered.

    “Does that make you feel good, Jesse? Do you like that you made your wife cum so hard?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he replied as he studied his wife’s beautiful body and the expressions of joy that moved across her face.

    “Nicole, does your husband deserve to cum? Did he earn the right to an orgasm? Did he earn the right to consume his seed?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    Nicole’s eyes shot open and she smiled. “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” she said.

    “Masturbate into your hand and eat your load,” Mistress Jolie instructed. “Do it now.”

    Jesse didn’t want to eat his cum, but his desire to orgasm was far stronger so he wrapped his fingers around his cock and jerked off.

    He came in less than thirty seconds. He doubled over as the pleasure of the orgasm ripped through him. It was a minor miracle that he still managed to catch most of his cum in his hand.

    “Eat it,” Mistress Jolie said. “Eat your cum or that’s the last time you’ll be permitted to have an orgasm in my presence.”

    Jesse knew she was serious. He lifted his hand to his mouth and took the cum onto his tongue. He swallowed it. He ate his load for the first time in his life. It was not good, but he was still high from the pleasure of his climax.

    “Good boy,” Mistress Jolie said. “Thank your wife for the pleasure of your orgasm.”

    Jesse looked at Nicole and said, “Thank you for letting me cum.”

    She smiled and replied, “My pleasure.”

    “I trust I’ll be seeing you again next week?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole replied. “In fact, let’s make it a regular thing. This is the Christmas gift that’s going to keep on giving.”
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    The black strapon cock was the first thing Jesse noticed when he and Nicole walked into the Mistress Jolie’s dungeon space. For a few moments, it was the only thing he saw.

    He stripped as he stared at the toy his mistress wore. It looked sizable. He wondered how it was going to be used. He wondered if he was going to end up on the business end of it.

    “Do you like my cock, Jesse?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “Does it turn you on to see your mistress wearing a cock?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said as he pulled off his socks and sank to his knees.

    “Did you see how your husband stripped like a good boy the moment he stepped into the room, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked as she stood with her hands on her hips.

    “I did, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole answered.

    “Do you like my cock, Nicole?”

    Jesse looked up at his wife and saw her staring at Mistress Jolie’s strapon. He saw her smile.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie. It’s beautiful,” she said.

    Mistress Jolie smiled and stepped closer. Jesse watched the black strapon bounce a little with each step, and as it moved closer he studied the impressively lifelike look of it. The head looked plump and it appeared as though the manufacturer had included a pair of plastic balls at the base.

    “Is my cock bigger than your husband’s?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    Nicole looked between Jesse’s legs at his half-hard cock and smiled. He was certain he heard a quiet laugh. “Yes, Mistress Jolie. Your cock is much bigger than his.”

    “Nicole, I’d like you to join your husband on his knees. I’d like you to play with his cock and get him nice and hard for me,” Mistress Jolie instructed.

    Nicole dropped to her knees immediately. Jesse found it exceptionally hot to see his wife submit along with him. By the time she wrapped her fingers around his dick, he was almost fully erect.

    “Tell your husband that my dick is bigger, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    “Her dick is bigger than yours, honey,” Nicole said as she looked down at the cock that was now stiff in her hands. “It’s much bigger, in fact.”

    “Do you think my cock would feel better in your pussy than his, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    Jesse groaned. He wasn’t entirely sure why, but there was something about Mistress Jolie’s question he found insanely arousing. His cock throbbed in his wife’s hand and he thought there was a small chance he might cum. He couldn’t believe it.

    “Bigger is better,” Nicole said.

    Jesse looked over at her. He wanted to kiss his wife desperately. He was certain she was playing along to tease him and make his domination more arousing. In that moment he loved her more than anything.

    Mistress Jolie moved until she was standing in front of Jesse. Her big black strapon cock was inches from his lips.

    “That’s good, Nicole. You can stop stroking him now. He’s nice and hard and we’ve determined that his dick isn’t anywhere near as big as mine,” Mistress Jolie said.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole replied as she removed her fingers from Jesse’s cock.

    The domme grabbed a handful of Jesse’s hair and tilted his head back. He looked up into her eyes and felt the power emanating from her.

    “Open your mouth,” she demanded.

    Jesse opened his mouth and Mistress Jolie took a small step forward.

    “Stick out your tongue,” she said.

    Jesse stuck out his tongue and she slapped it with her cock. She rubbed the lifelike head of the dildo around his lips and then pushed it in his mouth.

    “Suck my cock, slut,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Jesse’s mind rushed back to the dildo blowjob he’d given the week before. Mistress Jolie had made him suck cock before he could earn the right to make his wife cum. He’d sucked vigorously and gagged repeatedly and he’d found it thrilling.

    This was better. It was so much hotter to have the cock attached to the domme he’d grown attached to. It was so much hotter to feel her hand in his hair and her hips thrusting forward.

    “Your husband is a natural cocksucker, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said. “Look at my dick sliding right into his little whore mouth. How does it make you feel to watch him suck dick?”

    “It’s so much hotter than I ever expected, Mistress Jolie,” she answered.

    Jesse could hear the lust in his wife’s voice. She wasn’t lying. She seemed to like watching him suck cock. Or perhaps she liked watching him submit. It didn’t matter. Either way she was turned on.

    “Play with your pussy, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie ordered. “Finger your pretty cunt while your husband sucks my cock like the good little whore he clearly is.”

    Jesse heard his wife unzip her pants and pull them down. He heard her moan as her fingers found their way into her panties and between her pussy lips.

    “Good girl,” Mistress Jolie said as she grasped Jesse’s head in both hands and began to fuck his face in earnest.

    The black strapon cock hit the back of his throat for the first time and he gagged almost immediately. Mistress Jolie laughed, pulled out for a moment to give him a chance to catch his breath, and fucked his face again. They repeated the process over and over, with Jesse gagging and spitting up constantly. His jaw ached and his chin and chest were soon covered in saliva.

    “Look at your cocksucking whore of a husband, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said as she slammed her strapon cock down his throat. “Look at him like a little bitch on his knees. Look at him taking a throat pounding from my cock. Look at what a nasty little whore he is.”

    Jesse knew his wife was watching. He knew she was masturbating. He could hear the wetness of her cunt. He could hear her beautiful moans.

    Mistress Jolie pulled her cock from Jesse’s mouth and rubbed it all over his face, coating him with thick saliva. She laughed before bending over and adding her spit.

    “Now he looks like a true whore, doesn’t he Nicole?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole answered.

    “Get up, Jesse,” she said. “Take your place on the bench.”

    Jesse stood up and bent over the leather bench he’d been bound to before. Mistress Jolie used plastic ties to bind his wrists and ankles and in an instant he was stuck in inescapable bondage.

    “Nicole, remove your clothes and get on your knees in front of your husband. I want him to look at you as I take his virginity,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse felt a sense of panic rise up in him. He’d had two fingers in his ass, but the black strapon cock was something else entirely. It was going to hurt. He was absolutely certain of it.

    Then Nicole dropped to her knees in front of him. He looked at her beautiful face and soaked up her smile. He saw her joy and the arousal that was clearly coursing through her.

    “Tell your husband what’s going to happen to him,” Mistress Jolie said as she pulled on a pair of black latex surgical gloves.

    Nicole reached up and caressed Jesse’s face. His hands instinctively pulled against the plastic ties. He wanted to touch his wife. He couldn’t.

    “Mistress Jolie is going to fuck you, honey,” Nicole said.

    Jesse’s cock throbbed as he saw the excitement in his wife’s eyes as she informed him of Mistress Jolie’s plans. Nicole liked what was happening to him. It turned her on.

    Jesse felt lube being poured down his ass crack before Mistress Jolie rubbed it in. She pushed two fingers into his asshole and he yelped at the sudden invasion.

    A few moments later he felt Mistress Jolie’s hand on his back. Her cock pressed against his asshole. She applied pressure and slipped inside him.

    “Just look at me, honey,” Nicole said as the pain of being penetrated spread across Jesse’s face. “Just let it happen. Just let her take your virginity. Let your mistress fuck you.”

    Jesse couldn’t believe his wife was getting into it. He couldn’t believe how she seemed to embrace his domination at the hands of Mistress Jolie.

    “Listen to your wife, slut. Relax and let it happen. I’m fucking your ass today. It’s happening. I’m going to fill you. I’m going to stretch you. I’m going to make you suffer. I’m going to show you what it means to be an anal whore,” Mistress Jolie said as the head of her cock finally pushed past Jesse’s anal ring and into his rectum.

    “Oh my God,” Jesse said as she took his breath away.

    Mistress Jolie grabbed his hips and pushed the rest of the long, thick black cock into him. She filled him from behind and leaned forward.

    “You’re not a virgin anymore,” she whispered. “Now you’re my slut.”

    Jesse groaned in pain as Mistress Jolie fucked him. She was relatively gentle as her cock moved in and out of his previously virginal asshole at a slow, steady pace.

    “Does it feel good, honey?” Nicole asked as her fingers moved between her legs.

    “It hurts,” Jesse said as his eyes focused on Nicole’s fingers playing with her pussy. “But I like it.”

    Mistress Jolie delivered a swift, hard swat to his ass, making Jesse cry out in surprise and pain.

    “Of course you do,” she said. “You’re a slut, after all, and sluts love giving up their asses to a superior woman. You know this is your place, Jesse. You do as you’re told. You do what your superiors crave. You exist to please.”

    Mistress Jolie fucked him harder as she delivered the lusty verbal humiliation. Jesse’s cock dripped precum as the pain built between his ass cheeks. It hurt and she didn’t care. That was the point. His job was to take dick from her. It was to suffer. It was to be dominated in whatever way she saw fit.

    Nicole looked blissful as she played with her pussy and watched Jesse get fucked. Her eyes moved from Mistress Jolie to his face and she kept smiling between loud, lusty moans.

    When Nicole lifted her hand again, Jesse thought she was going to caress his face. Instead, she pressed two fingers against his lips. Jesse opened up and she pushed them onto his tongue. He sucked on them. He knew what she wanted. Suddenly he was being penetrated from both ends.

    “Does that feel good, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked. “Does it feel good to see your husband be a slut for you? Does it turn you on to see him open up like a good cocksucker should?”

    Nicole’s voice was thick with lust as she answered. “Yes, Mistress Jolie. It’s incredible.”

    Nicole pushed her fingers deeper into Jesse’s mouth. When he gagged she moaned and her fingers moved faster in and out of her pussy. 

    When Nicole removed her fingers from his mouth Mistress Jolie grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back hard.

    “Tell your wife you’re a whore,” she demanded.

    Jesse looked into Nicole’s eyes and said, “I’m a whore. I’m an anal whore.”

    Nicole closed her eyes and shuddered. She leaned forward and an orgasm washed over her body. Jesse felt proud that he’d contributed to what seemed like a thoroughly pleasing climax.

    Mistress Jolie pulled out of his ass and said, “Did that feel good, Nicole? Did you cum hard?”

    Nicole looked up. She looked like she was on a very powerful and deeply pleasing drug. “Yes, Mistress Jolie.”

    “Do you think your husband deserves to cum too?” she asked.

    Nicole flashed a devilish smile and said, “Every anal whore deserves to cum, right?”

    “Why don’t you do the honors? Jerk him off while he’s bound and feed him his load. After all, every anal whore should be happy to eat cum too,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Nicole moved behind Jesse and wrapped her fingers around his cock. She gathered his precum and stroked him swiftly. Jesse’s moans immediately filled the dungeon space. He couldn’t hold back. It felt so good.

    Mistress Jolie stepped in front of him. Her strapon bounced gently. He hoped she wasn’t going to make him suck it. He didn’t want to taste his ass.

    “Does it feel good, whore? Does it feel good to get jerked off by your wife after you’ve been fucked like a bitch?” she asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said moments before an orgasm ripped through his body.

    He felt his cock pulsing over and over. He felt the joyful tightening and release of his muscles with each shot. It was yet another breathtaking orgasm as a result of a beautiful femdom session.

    Nicole released his cock and moments later appeared in front of him. Her hand was full of cum.

    “Open up,” she said.

    Jesse opened his mouth and Nicole poured his cum onto his tongue.

    “Show it to her, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie demanded. “Hold the cum on your tongue and show your wife how much you appreciate her feeding it to you.”

    Jesse opened wide and showed his cum to Nicole.

    “Now swallow,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Jesse swallowed. It burned going down his throat. The taste stayed in his mouth. He liked what it represented. He liked that it meant he was a nasty slut. He liked that he was still bound to the bench.

    Mistress Jolie walked away and opened one of the cabinets. Jesse heard her rummaging through her equipment. He heard Nicole make a cute noise as Mistress Jolie returned.

    “You’re going to wear this for the week,” Mistress Jolie said as she showed Jesse a small steel chastity device. “You’ll go seven days without an erection or an orgasm. By the time you return you’ll be absolutely crazy with desire.”

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “Come, Nicole. Let me show you how to put it on just in case he needs to come out for an emergency during the week.”

    Jesse felt his mistress handling his cock. He felt the cool steel against his genitals. He heard the lock click into place. Mistress Jolie released him from bondage.

    Jesse stood up and looked down at his cock. The cage was so small and it seemed so permanent.

    “Wear the key around your neck, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said. “But don’t let him out unless it’s an emergency.”

    She turned to Jesse and smiled. “You’re going to get desperate very quickly, but if I find out that you mistreated your wife because she wouldn’t release you I’m going to beat your ass until it’s a dark shade of purple. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “Good. Then I’ll see you next week.”
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    “Did he behave himself this week?” Mistress Jolie asked Nicole.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie. He was quite lovely, in fact,” Nicole answered as she glanced at her husband’s locked up cock.

    Mistress Jolie smiled. She looked as radiantly dominant as ever in a black leather corset, black fishnet pantyhose, black boots, and little black shorts.

    “Did he do his best to meet your needs this week?” she asked.

    “He did, Mistress Jolie. He worked very hard in fact.”

    Jesse felt the hum of desire moving through his body. His cock ached in the little cage. He was already dripping precum. His balls hurt a little. The session had only just begun and already he felt a desperate need for release.

    Mistress Jolie stepped closer to Nicole and reached out to touch her arm. Her fingers moved over the soft flesh and a quiet moan emerged from Nicole’s mouth.

    “Did he see to your sexual needs, Nicole? Did your husband use his mouth and fingers to make you cum like you desired?” Mistress Jolie asked in a low, soft whisper.

    Nicole’s voice quivered with lust as she answered, “Yes, Mistress Jolie. He made me cum at least once a day. He couldn’t seem to help himself.” She paused for a moment and smiled. “It was wonderful.”

    Mistress Jolie smiled and stepped in front of Jesse. She reached out and took his locked cock and aching balls in her hand. She gently squeezed his genitals and he moaned. It felt exquisitely good to have his mistress touch him.

    “I’m pleased that I don’t have to beat you,” she said.

    “I am too, mistress,” he replied.

    “Are you eager to submit to me today?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said.

    Mistress Jolie stepped back and pointed to the floor. She smiled when Jesse fell to his knees and looked up at her.

    “Remove your wife’s panties,” she demanded.

    Jesse crawled towards Nicole and slipped his fingers into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down slowly and stared at her pussy, which he’d worshiped countless times during the week.

    “Kiss her pussy. No tongue. Just a kiss. Show her how much you love it,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse leaned forward and pressed his lips against her pussy. He breathed deeply and took in her scent. He felt the luscious flesh of her labia against his lips. It thrilled him when Nicole rested her hand on the top of his head and moaned.

    “Did you tease his locked cock?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “I did, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said.

    “Did you enjoy teasing your husband’s little locked cock?”

    Nicole moaned as Jesse continued to kiss her pussy. “I did, Mistress Jolie. More than I expected, in fact. I enjoyed the way he reacted when I would tease and touch his cock in the cage. I found it particularly thrilling to dangle the key over it and see his desire for release.”

    Mistress Jolie moved behind Nicole and unhooked her bra. She tossed it aside and her hands encircled Nicole’s perky breasts. Jesse looked up and watched as his mistress fondled his wife. He saw Mistress Jolie’s fingers gently pulled on Nicole’s nipples. He heard his wife moan in response.

    “Do you enjoy my touch, Nicole?” she asked.

    Nicole closed her eyes and leaned back, resting her head against Mistress Jolie.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” she whispered.

    “Worship her pussy, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Jesse let his tongue go to work as he looked up at his wife. He saw Mistress Jolie playing with Nicole’s nipples and heard her moan. He felt her hand grip his hair and enjoyed the mild sensation of pain as she pulled upwards.

    “Taste her cunt, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “Taste your wife’s perfect cunt. Worship it. Embrace your place on your knees in front of a woman. This is where you belong, like any good submissive.”

    Jesse felt a surge of pain between his legs as his cock desperately tried to break free from the steel prison in which it had been confined. There was no freedom for him, though. There was only the joy of knowing that he was making his wife feel good and the hope that he could be released before the end of the session.

    Mistress Jolie pinched Nicole’s nipples hard enough to make her cry out in pain. Jesse ran his tongue back and forth over her clit, massaging it in the rhythm he knew his wife enjoyed. She experienced pleasure and pain all at once and it seemed to do wonders for her.

    “That’s enough, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse moved away from his wife’s pussy and said, “Yes, mistress.”

    Nicole’s eyes opened and she looked down at him with a smile on her face. Her nipples were puffy and the skin around them had turned red from the rough use.

    They both watched as Mistress Jolie walked across the room. She opened a cabinet and retrieved two strapon harnesses and two dildos of equal size. She pulled one of the harnesses up her legs and slipped a long, thick black dildo into it. She left the other harness and dildo on a table before turning back to the couple and approaching them once more.

    “Suck my cock,” Mistress Jolie said to Jesse as she stepped in front of him.

    He crawled towards her and wrapped his lips around the rubber cock. He no longer felt any shame about giving his mistress a blowjob. Instead, he felt desire. He liked the sensation of being on his knees in front of her. He liked the idea of her cock sliding into his mouth. He liked when she called him names.

    “Look at how my training is already taking hold, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said as she reached out and grabbed the back of Jesse’s head. “All it took was three sessions to turn your husband into an obedient cocksucker for me. He didn’t hesitate. Not for a second. He simply opened up and took me in his mouth like a good cocksucker is supposed to.”

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. “You have trained him well.”

    Out of the corner of his eye Jesse could see his wife watching him. He wondered what she was thinking. Did she find it arousing? Did it make her think less of him?

    “When you take away a man’s ability to cum whenever he wants, you can train him to do whatever you desire,” Mistress Jolie said as she grasped a handful of Jesse’s hair and shoved her cock down his throat. He gagged and she held her big black dick in place. “He will submit to your desires. He will do whatever you want. He will be your eager submissive.”

    Mistress Jolie released Jesse’s hair and he pulled back and gasped for air as her cock slipped from between his lips. He coughed and spit up on the floor before returning to the blowjob he’d been assigned to give.

    “Play with your cunt, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said. “Play with your cunt while I fuck your husband’s face. Play with your cunt while he submits to my cock.”

    Nicole’s hand moved between her legs as Mistress Jolie grabbed Jesse’s head in both hands and began to fuck his face. He opened his mouth as wide as he could and let her abuse his throat. The big black dildo triggered his gag reflex over and over, making him wretch and spit up. It felt like he sank deeper into submission with each thrust. He began to crave the unpleasant feeling of gagging on her cock because it meant he was serving her. He began to yearn for the privilege of choking on her dick.

    Mistress Jolie pulled her cock from Jesse’s mouth and looked down at him. “Someday you’ll master your gag reflex. Then you’ll be a true cocksucker for me,” she said. “Until then, you’ll gag like a whore.”

    Mistress Jolie loosened the harness and pushed it to the floor. “Put it on,” she said to Jesse.

    “What?” he said.

    Mistress Jolie grabbed a handful of his hair and bent over. “Was I unclear? I told you to put on the strapon harness and you will do as you’re told.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said as he scrambled to his feet and picked up the harness. He stepped into it, pulled it up his legs, and tightened the straps. Just like that, he had a big black cock.

    “Now take your wife to that couch and fuck her,” Mistress Jolie instructed.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said as he gently took Nicole’s hand in his and walked her over to the couch.

    He gestured to the soft red cushions and Nicole laid on her back. Jesse tentatively moved between her legs and spit in his hand and stroked the strapon to lube it up. He pushed it inside his wife and watched her pussy lips stretch out around it.

    “Does that feel good?” Jesse asked.

    Nicole nodded as she reached up and took his head in her hands. She ran her fingers down his cheeks and over his neck. They moved down his chest and around his back as she pulled him closer.

    “Fuck me, Jesse,” Nicole said. “Fuck my cunt.”

    Jesse wasn’t sure he’d ever heard Nicole use that word. He slid the full length of the black strapon inside her and she moaned.

    “Harder, Jesse,” Nicole said. “Fuck me harder. Please, fuck me harder.”

    There was a neediness in her voice that he didn’t recognize. When it was just the two of them they tended to make love. They didn’t fuck. It was rarely hard and fast. It was slow, soft, and beautiful. There was something different about her this time.

    “Please, Jesse, I need you to fuck me,” Nicole said.

    He tried. He tried to fuck his wife like she needed. He moved the big black strapon cock in and out of her. He did it as hard and fast as he could manage. He felt a sense of panic rise up in him. Nicole didn’t seem to be getting what she needed.

    “That’s enough,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse turned and saw his mistress wearing the other strapon harness she’d pulled from the cabinet. She’d paired it with another black dildo of the same size.

    “I said enough. You’ve failed to give your wife what she needs, Jesse. That should be clear to you. I gave you the big cock you needed to satisfy her and you couldn’t use it properly. All you could do was offer her the tepid, underwhelming thrusts of a submissive. Now get off of her and let me show you how it’s done,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse looked at Nicole. He saw the disappointment on her face. He pulled out and looked down at the strapon. It was slick with juice from her pussy.

    “Get on your hands and knees,” Mistress Jolie said to Nicole. “I’m going to take you from behind.”

    Nicole looked excited as she moved to her hands and knees on the couch. She looked back as Mistress Jolie approached and there was a sense of lust in her eyes that surprised Jesse as he watched from a few feet away.

    “Tell me what you want,” Mistress Jolie said as she rubbed the head of the black dildo over Nicole’s pussy lips.

    “I need to get fucked, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. Again Jesse heard the desperation. He heard a kind of need he’d never experienced from his wife.

    “Your husband just fucked you,” Mistress Jolie said. “Was that not satisfying?”

    “No, Mistress Jolie. It wasn’t satisfying. He didn’t fuck me. He tried to fuck me.” Nicole looked at Jesse as she continued, “But he couldn’t give me what I needed.”

    “So you’re saying your husband failed to satisfy you,” Mistress Jolie said as she continued to tease Nicole’s pussy with the dildo.

    “Yes,” Nicole said as she stared at Jesse. “He failed.”

    Mistress Jolie turned to Jesse and said, “Take that harness off. You’re worthless even with a big dick. You don’t deserve to wear it. Take it off and watch me fuck your wife the way she needs to be fucked.”

    Jesse loosened the harness and it fell to the floor as Mistress Jolie pushed her cock into Nicole’s pussy and buried it inside her. She grabbed Nicole’s hips and began to fuck her hard and fast from behind.

    The room filled with Nicole’s moans of pleasure. They were loud and rapid. They were a reminder that Jesse had failed miserably to give his wife what she needed. Now another woman was providing that pleasure. She was wielding a cock better than Jesse wielded it. She was better than him.

    “Do you like my cock?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “I love it. I love your cock!” Nicole cried out. A series of rapid moans followed. Her breathing got heavier.

    “Your wife is going to cum on my cock, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “She’s going to cum on my cock while you watch with your worthless little dick all locked up.”

    Nicole moaned louder.

    “You like that, Nicole? You like it when I call your husband’s dick worthless?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    Nicole didn’t offer an answer. Instead she unleashed a long, low moan that made it sound like the most beautiful kind of pleasure imaginable was unfolding in her loins.

    “I’ll bet you wish your husband was capable of fucking you like this, don’t you Nicole? I’ll bet you wish that sometimes he’d pin you down and pound your pussy, don’t you?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes!” Nicole cried out. “Yes I wish he would pound my pussy. I wish he could. I wish he could fuck me like this!”

    Mistress Jolie gave Nicole’s ass a hard spank and fucked her even faster. Moments later, Jesse’s wife closed her eyes, arched her back, and screamed as she climaxed with a big black strapon cock buried in her pussy.

    When Mistress Nicole pulled out, Jesse collapsed on the couch. She curled up into the fetal position and a beautiful smile spread across her face.

    “Suck my cock,” Mistress Nicole said. “Clean your wife’s cunt off of it.”

    Jesse dropped to his knees and sucked cock. He did as he was told because it made him happy. He sucked cock because he couldn’t imagine doing anything else. He fell to his knees because it was the only thing that made sense to do in the moment.

    “That’s it, cocksucker,” Mistress Jolie said. “Taste your wife on my cock. Taste her satisfaction. Taste the result of your inability to satisfy her.”

    Jesse looked up at his mistress and sucked her cock. He felt a sense of pure submissive joy as he did so. He knew it was heightened by the fact that he’d just watched Nicole have a massive orgasm while getting fucked by someone else. He didn’t quite understand his lust, but he wanted more of it.

    When Mistress Jolie pulled her cock from his mouth she turned to Nicole and asked, “Does he deserve an orgasm?”

    “No, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. “He deserves to wait another week.”

    Mistress Jolie turned back to Jesse and smiled. “It’s another week in the cage for you then. Are you still enjoying your Christmas gift?”

    Jesse nodded. “Yes, mistress. Thank you.” 
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    The pair of pink satin panties sitting on the table caught Jesse’s eye the moment he stepped into Mistress Jolie’s dungeon space. It was the bright color that made them stand out.

    “Do you like those panties, Jesse?” Mistress Jolie asked after he’d stripped out of his clothes.

    Jesse looked at them again and nodded at his mistress. He’d always been fond of satin panties on Nicole.

    “Why don’t you go pick them up,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse walked across the room and ran his fingers over the satin panties before picking them up. They felt small and delicate in his hand as he returned to his place in front of his mistress and fell to his knees.

    “Good boy,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse held up the panties. He wasn’t sure what they were for, but he figured his mistress would want them.

    “No, no,” she said. “Those are for you, Jesse.”

    Jesse looked at Mistress Jolie and then at his wife. He still wasn’t quite sure what his mistress meant.

    “Nicole, I’d like you to put the panties on your husband,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Nicole smiled and took the panties from her husband’s hand. Jesse stood up and looked at his mistress with pleading eyes, but he knew there was no use. This was his place. His wife wasn’t fighting it. If anything she seemed eager to dress him in a pair of pink satin underwear.

    Jesse stepped into the panties as Nicole kneeled in front of him. He looked down and watched as his wife pulled them up his legs. He was a little disappointed in himself for enjoying the sensation of the smooth material moving over his skin.

    Once they were snug against his locked cock, Nicole stepped back and smiled.

    “What do you think, Nicole? Does your husband look good in panties?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “He does,” Nicole answered.

    Jesse felt embarrassed as he looked up at the two women smiling at him. They both seemed utterly delighted at the fact that he was dressed in panties.

    The embarrassment didn’t stop his arousal, though. It might have enhanced it, in fact. That might have been precisely why Mistress Jolie had procured a pair of pretty pink satin panties for him.

    “Putting a man in panties is a great way of putting him in his place,” Mistress Jolie explained to Nicole. “It’s much harder for him to claim some masculine right to your body or to the sexual satisfaction he craves if he’s wearing soft, shiny, satin panties and his cock is locked in a cage. Wouldn’t you agree?”

    “I would, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said as yet another smile broke across her face.

    “He can hardly claim to be man when he looks like this,” Mistress Jolie said. “Isn’t that right, Jesse? You’re hardly a man at all when you’re in my dungeon, are you?”

    “That’s correct, mistress,” Jesse said.

    Mistress Jolie stepped forward and grasped Jesse’s locked cock and balls through the pink panties. She massaged his testicles lightly and he groaned. The pleasure was intense.

    “That’s how you like it though, isn’t it?” she asked in a soft voice. “You crave that kind of submission, don’t you? You crave being put in your place. You crave a strong woman showing you that you’re inferior to her, don’t you?”

    Jesse closed his eyes and groaned. “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    “This is the man he is, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said. “He’s also the man you’ve been married to for all these years, but your husband is a submissive. He’s a beautiful, sweet, sensual submissive that craves being put in his place by a strong woman.”

    Nicole smiled at Jesse as Mistress Jolie released his cock and walked towards the cabinet that housed her collection of dildos. She retrieved a strapon harness and pulled it up her legs. Jesse watched his wife turn her gaze towards Mistress Jolie. He saw a hint of excitement. He wondered if Nicole was thinking about their last session, when she’d gotten fucked by a big black strapon and had enjoyed a powerful orgasm.

    When Mistress Jolie turned around again she was wearing a flesh-colored strapon complete with a flared, mushroom head and thick veins running down the shaft. It was the most lifelike toy Jesse had ever seen.

    She walked across the room and her cock bounced with each step. Both Jesse and Nicole focused their energy on the powerful woman in black leather boots and black fishnets.

    “On your knees, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse dropped to his knees and looked up at her.

    “Nicole, what would you like me to do with your pantied husband?” she asked.

    Nicole stepped closer and smiled. “I’d like you to make him suck your cock, Mistress Jolie.”

    Jesse’s heart pounded and his cock ached in the chastity cage. He couldn’t believe those words had come from his wife’s mouth.

    “Why is that, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Because, Mistress Jolie, watching my husband suck cock turns me on,” she admitted. “Because every time you push him to his knees and make him suck your dick I get wet.”

    Mistress Jolie smiled. “Do you hear that, Jesse? Your wife likes that you’re a cocksucker. She likes seeing you on your knees with a dick in your mouth. She likes seeing you submit to your mistress.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said. “Please let me suck your cock.”

    “Open up,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Jesse opened his mouth and Mistress Jolie pushed the head of her cock between his lips. She pushed it over his tongue and to the back of his throat. Jesse gagged, though not as badly as in weeks past.

    “He’s getting better, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said. “Your husband’s cocksucking skills are improving. Does that turn you on?”

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole replied.

    “Then play with your pussy.”

    Nicole pushed a hand into her panties and played with her pussy. Jesse gagged more as Mistress Jolie picked up the pace. He wasn’t sucking her dick. She was fucking his face. There was no way around it. She was pounding his mouth with her big cock.

    When she pulled out, Jesse’s saliva dripped from the shaft. The cock looked so real in close up. He was astounded it had been in his throat.

    “Get on the couch, Jesse. Get on your hands and knees, just like your wife was last week,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Nicole moaned as Jesse got up and moved to the couch. He got on his hands and knees. He knew what was coming next. He was going to get fucked like Nicole had been fucked.

    Mistress Jolie moved behind Jesse and pulled the satin panties down around his thighs. She spanked his ass and he cried out in pain.

    “Beg for my cock, Jesse. Beg me to fuck your ass. Beg me to make you my anal whore,” she demanded.

    “Please, mistress, fuck my ass. Fill me with your big cock. Make me your anal whore. Make me suffer with your big dick. Stretch out my asshole,” Jesse said. He knew he sounded like a pathetic little bitch. He didn’t care. His cock was dripping precum. His balls ached. He wanted to be fucked. He wanted to make his mistress happy.

    Mistress Jolie laughed. Jesse turned around to see Nicole standing next to her and watching.

    “What do you think of your husband, Nicole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “He looks pathetic, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. “He’s wearing panties and a chastity cage. He’s on his hands and knees with his asshole exposed. He’s begging for cock like some kind of whore.”

    As the words poured from his wife’s lips, Jesse felt a supernova of arousal build between his legs. He’d been in the cage for two weeks. Everything turned him on, but hearing his wife humiliate him beside his mistress was the hottest thing he’d ever experienced.

    “Yes, he does,” Mistress Jolie agreed. “He is pathetic. He is a whore. He’s a submissive cock whore for his mistress, like any good boy should be. This is what he is. This is the man you married.”

    Nicole stared at Jesse. Their eyes met. He was absolutely certain she was almost as overwhelmed with desire as he was.

    Mistress Jolie unhooked Nicole’s bra and dropped it on the floor. She ran her fingers over the perky breasts she’d exposed and gently pulled on Nicole’s erect nipples.

    “Can you feel the way your flesh responds to my touch, Nicole?” she whispered.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole admitted.

    “I’d like you to get on your knees for me,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Nicole dropped to her knees and Mistress Jolie turned to face her. The strapon bounced in her face.

    “Suck my cock, Nicole,” she said.

    Jesse watched his wife wrap her lips around Mistress Jolie’s cock and take it as deep into her mouth as she could manage. He watched his wife gag on the mistress’s dildo. He watched Mistress Jolie fuck his wife’s face. He knew exactly what Nicole was going through.

    “Do you want me to fuck you, Nicole? Do you want to feel my cock in your pussy?” Mistress Jolie asked. “Do you want to have something long, hard and thick inside you while your husband watches?”

    Nicole nodded with the strapon in her mouth.

    “Join your husband on the couch. On your hands and knees, just like him.”

    Nicole moved to the couch and Mistress Jolie walked across the room and put on a pair of black surgical gloves that almost reached her elbow. She grabbed a bottle of lube and approached the couple on the couch.

    Mistress Jolie coated Jesse’s asshole with the lubricant and then moved behind Nicole. “Do you want me to fuck your wife, Jesse?”

    “Yes, mistress,” he answered.

    The strapon cock slid into Nicole’s pussy as Jesse felt the lube dripping down his crack. He watched his wife’s face and enjoyed the pure bliss she seemed to be feeling. It turned him on to see her experience such pleasure.

    As she continued her assault on Nicole’s cunt, Mistress Jolie slipped two fingers into Jesse’s asshole. Just like that, she was penetrating both of them. He groaned at the incursion, both because of the discomfort and from the joy of having his mistress inside him.

    “Does that feel good, Jesse?” she asked. “Do you like my fingers in your ass while I fuck your wife?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse answered.

    “Should I give him more, Nicole? Can he take more than two fingers in his asshole?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie. Stretch his ass. Use it. Give him what he deserves,” Nicole answered.

    Mistress Jolie added two more fingers to Jesse’s asshole. He closed his eyes and groaned in pain. He was being stretched out.

    “Does my cock feel good, Nicole? Do you like getting fucked by something far bigger than your husband’s little dick?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. “It feels so fucking good. Please, fuck me harder. Pound me.”

    Jesse looked at his wife. He saw the pleasure on her face. He felt a mixture of joy and jealousy.

    “Do you hear that, panty boy? Do you hear your wife begging for my dick? She’s getting hooked on it. She likes a nice big dick. What are you going to do when I let you out of that cage? Your cock is going to be useless to her now that she’s had a nice big dick inside her.”

    All Jesse could do was moan in response. It was hard to argue with Mistress Jolie. His cock was locked up. He was in a pair of panties. He had four fingers up his ass. A much bigger dick than his was inside his wife from behind. Nicole was moaning like she’d never moaned with him inside her.

    “Please make her cum, mistress. Please make my wife feel good,” Jesse said.

    “You married a good boy, Nicole,” Mistress Jolie said as she penetrated both members of the couple. “He just wants you to be happy. He wants you to cum on my big cock. He wants you to feel the blissful pleasure of a great orgasm with a nice dick buried deep inside you.”

    Nicole looked at Jesse and smiled. “Give him more, mistress. Destroy his ass.”

    Mistress Jolie laughed and Jesse felt pressure against his asshole. She was putting her fifth finger inside him. She was going to fist him.

    “Oh God,” Jesse said. “Please, I can’t take that. I can’t.”

    He didn’t move, though. He didn’t dare stop Mistress Jolie from doing as she pleased. He was there to serve, after all.

    “You can take it, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie assured him. “You’re my anal whore, remember?”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse replied.

    A low, long guttural moan escaped Jesse’s lips as his mistress worked her fist into his ass. He felt the thickest part pass his anal ring. He had a hand inside him. He looked over at Nicole. Mistress Jolie had stopped fucking her.

    “Beg me for it, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said.

    “Please, fist my ass, mistress. I’m your anal whore. Stretch my ass,” Jesse said.

    “Do you hear your husband, Nicole? Do you hear him begging for me to fist his ass like a whore?”

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said as she looked at her husband. “Fist him. Destroy his ass. Fist my pantied husband.”

    Mistress Jolie fucked and fisted them at the same pace. She thrust her big strapon cock into Nicole’s pussy and her hand disappeared into Jesse’s asshole. The couple stared into each other’s eyes as they were penetrated simultaneously.

    “She sees you for what you are, Jesse,” Mistress Nicole said. “She sees you for the pathetic little submissive anal whore you are. She sees you for the locked up little bitch that you are. She sees you for the slutty little panty boy you are.”

    Jesse’s cock throbbed painfully in the chastity cage. He moaned. He felt a sense of pleasure unlike any he’d ever experienced. He couldn’t believe it.

    “Is she right?” Jesse asked his wife.

    His heart pounded as he watched Nicole smile.

    “Yes,” Nicole said. “I see you for what you are.”

    Jesse reached between his legs and held his hand under his locked cock. He felt his orgasm building. He couldn’t believe it, but he was going to cum with a fist up his ass.

    It looked as though Nicole was going to cum too. She was getting fucked by a cock big enough to stretch her pussy lips. She was getting fucked hard. Her tits bounced with every thrust. She moaned in time with the cock moving in and out of her pussy.

    Jesse closed his eyes and let the pleasure wash over him. He let the humiliation fill him. He embraced the idea that his wife saw him for what he truly was.

    Then he came in his hand. It was an orgasm unlike any he’d ever had. It felt like his entire body twitched as the cum spilled from his caged cock. He unleashed noises that sounded entirely unfamiliar to him.

    Afterwards, Jesse lifted his hand to his mouth and consumed his cum. It was as he consumed his seed that Nicole climaxed. Mistress Jolie had provided her yet another orgasm. Jesse felt humiliated. He was eating cum and someone else was getting his wife off. It felt so appropriate.

    “Thank you, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole said. “Thank you for fucking me.” Her breathing was heavy and her head rested against the couch. “Thank you so much.”

    “Thank you for fisting my ass, mistress,” Jesse added. “And thank you for showing my wife who I really am. Thank you for helping her see me.”

    “My pleasure,” Mistress Jolie said. “I’ll show her even more next week.”

    Jesse couldn’t wait.
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    “Put your panties on, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said.

    He’d already stripped and dropped to his knees in front of her. There mere act of getting naked and taking a submissive position in front of his mistress was enough to arouse him. Being ordered to put on a pair of panties only increased that sensation.

    Jesse stood and walked towards the small table that rested against the wall. On it sat a pair of light blue satin panties with the most delicate lace trim.

    Jesse ran his fingers over the soft material and smiled before picking it up. He knew it wasn’t the slightest bit manly to be aroused at the idea of wearing panties, but he couldn’t help it. It turned him on, particularly since he was doing it for his mistress.

    “Put them on, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “Pull those pretty panties up your legs like a good boy. Show your wife exactly what kind of man you are.”

    Jesse walked back in front of Mistress Jolie and Nicole and pulled the panties up his legs. He savored the feeling of the soft material moving over his skin. He liked how it felt against his locked cock and balls. He liked that it felt humiliating.

    “Nicole, would you say your husband looks like a man?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “No, I wouldn’t, Mistress Jolie,” Nicole answered. “From the waist down, he looks like a hairy girl with a very big clit.”

    Mistress Jolie laughed as she stepped towards Jesse and reached out. She caressed the metal chastity cage through the panties and then took a tight grip of his genitals. Jesse groaned as he felt the intended pain.

    “What do you think about that, Jesse? Is your wife right to think that you don’t look like a man?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said as he looked at his wife. “She’s right.” It excited him to admit it. “I’m dressed in panties. My cock has been unable to get hard for three weeks because of the chastity.”

    “Why don’t you say it, Jesse? Say that you’re not a real man,” Mistress Jolie said as she squeezed and fondled Jesse’s balls.

    The words were at the tip of Jesse’s tongue, but he hesitated. He wondered if it was unwise to take that step. He found the idea arousing, but was he going too far? Would Nicole think less of him?

    “Say it, honey,” Nicole said.

    Jesse saw a flash of arousal in his wife’s eyes. He couldn’t resist trying to make her happy.

    “I’m not a real man,” Jesse said. He felt a little weak in the knees and a wave of lightheadedness passed over him as the words left his lips.

    “That’s right,” Mistress Jolie said as she leaned closer. Jesse could feel her breath on his neck. “You’re not a real man. You’re a panty boy. You’re a chastity boy. You’re an anal whore. You’re a cocksucker. You’re a lot of things, Jesse, but you’re not a real man.”

    The physical sensations combined with the beautiful humiliating dirty talk quickly brought Jesse to a place of overwhelming arousal. His cock hurt in the cage. He wanted to get hard so badly.

    Mistress Jolie released Jesse’s pantied cock and balls from her grasp and stepped back. She crossed her arms and smiled.

    “The reality is, you weren’t a real man before you stepped into my dungeon. I didn’t need to put you in chastity and panties for that to be true. I didn’t need to fuck you with a strapon and make you my cocksucker for that to be true. It’s always been true, Jesse. You’re not a real man. You’re not a strong, confident, sexy alpha male. You’re just a sniveling little submissive beta boy.”

    Her words were cruel, but Jesse was in such a state of arousal that they only aroused him further. Nicole seemed caught up in it too. She’d already stripped to her bra and panties on the orders of Mistress Jolie and her fingers were moving towards her crotch.

    Mistress Jolie moved behind Nicole and delicately unhooked her bra as she said, “The problem, Jesse, is that every woman wants a real man. Men like you make good husbands, but you’re almost never good enough in the bedroom. Most women are willing to make that compromise, but that doesn’t stop them from wanting a real man.”

    Mistress Jolie ran her fingers over Nicole’s taut stomach and caressed her breasts. She played with Nicole’s hard nipples and elicited a moan from the beautiful girl.

    “Isn’t that right, Nicole?” she asked.

    Nicole closed her eyes, moaned, and said, “Yes, Mistress Jolie.”

    Mistress Jolie pulled down Nicole’s panties and her fingers moved between the married girl’s legs.

    “Do you crave a real man, Nicole? Do you fantasize about an alpha male with a nice, big cock fucking you to a beautiful orgasm?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    This time Nicole looked right at Jesse as she moaned and said, “Yes, Mistress Jolie.”

    “Eat her pussy, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie ordered as she stepped back.

    Jesse crawled between his wife’s legs and attached his mouth to her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her and moved to her clit to offer the pleasure he knew his wife desired.

    “That’s so good,” Nicole said. “You’re so good with your tongue.”

    Jesse felt proud as he licked his wife’s beautiful pussy. He was making her feel good. He was serving her in the way he knew best.

    “That’s enough,” Mistress Jolie said as she grabbed a handful of Jesse’s hair and pulled him back. “Nicole, I’d like you to meet the man that’s going to fuck you.”

    Jesse saw his wife’s gaze turn towards the dungeon’s door. He tried to turn his head and look, but Mistress Jolie kept a tight grip on his hair and refused to let him move. Nicole stepped around Jesse and walked towards the door and the man that was supposedly standing there.

    “It’s nice to meet you, Nicole,” he said. “I’m Tanner.”

    “Tanner. Hi. It’s nice to meet you too,” Nicole said.

    “You don’t have to be nervous, Nicole,” Tanner replied. “I know it’s a little weird to be naked the first time we meet, but I promise you’re not going to regret this. I know what I’m doing and I’m going to make you feel better than you’ve ever felt before. Certainly better than he’s ever made you feel.”

    Jesse tried to force his head around. He felt completely out of control and what had been arousal was quickly shifting to anxiety. He wanted to be dominated. He didn’t want his wife to fuck another man. He didn’t want someone else’s cock inside her.

    “You’re not in control, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “Your wife is. Remember? She’s the one that gets to say the safe word. She’s the one that gets to make the decisions. You’re the submissive. You get to play along. You get to do as you’re told. Today, that means you get to watch someone else fuck your wife.”

    Jesse heard a low, soft moan come from his wife’s direction.

    “You’re beautiful, Nicole. Your body is breathtaking,” Tanner said.

    Jesse heard them kissing. He heard his wife kissing another man and all he could do was stare at the other side of the room as Mistress Jolie held a tight grip on his hair with both hands.

    “Is this for me?” Nicole asked.

    “Yes,” Tanner said. “You turn me on, Nicole. The idea of fucking you fills me with desire. The idea of seeing you cum with my cock inside you is intensely arousing.”

    Mistress Jolie spun Jesse around while maintaining her grip on his hair. It took just a moment for her to complete the move and just like that he was watching his wife stroke another man’s cock.

    Tanner wasn’t just another man, though. He was a perfect example of a man. He was tall. He was handsome. He was exceptionally muscular. He had a six pack. He had a big cock, too.

    Nicole’s fingers were wrapped around that big cock. She was stroking Tanner. His hands moved over her naked body. He played with her breasts. He squeezed her ass.

    “He’s going to fuck your wife, Jesse. There’s nothing you can do about it. Your wife is going to cuckold you. She’s going to put you in your place,” Mistress Jolie said.

    She released her grip on Jesse’s hair. He didn’t move. He stayed on his knees. He watched his wife kiss Tanner as they fondled each other. He watched Nicole melt into another man’s body.

    “Fuck me, Tanner,” Nicole said. “Fuck me. Make me cum. Make me feel good. Give me what I need.”

    Tanner took Nicole’s hand and they walked across the room until they were standing in front of Jesse.

    “Suck his cock, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “Fluff him for your wife.”

    Jesse looked up at his wife. He silently pleaded with her. He wanted her to use the safe word. He wanted her to set him free from having to fluff a man for her.

    “You’re already a cocksucker, honey. You’ve proved that week after week,” Nicole said. Clearly she wasn’t going to say the safe word. “Sucking Tanner’s cock isn’t that different from sucking a strapon.”

    Nicole took Tanner’s cock in her hand. She stroked it slowly. “You wanted to be dominated, Jesse. You wanted to submit. You begged me for it. You agreed to let me be in control. This is the result. Mistress Jolie has made it clear what you need to do. I want you to do it. I want you to suck Tanner’s cock.”

    Jesse looked at the cock. His wife’s fingers looked impossibly sexy wrapped around it. They looked so good stroking it. She was genuinely aroused. He knew it. He knew the idea of having Tanner’s dick inside her thrilled Nicole. It was obvious as he looked up at her from his knees.

    “Be the cocksucker we both know you are, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said as she applied gentle pressure to the back of his head.

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said as he crawled forward, opened his mouth, and took Tanner’s cock onto his tongue.

    The experience was surprisingly pleasant. Tanner’s cock tasted fine and there was no odor. It was the same size as the strapons he’d sucked so it didn’t feel like his jaw was going to split open.

    The only difference was that he was sucking cock. He was giving a man a blowjob. He was doing it as a submissive, but he was still sucking cock. It was different from a strapon attached to a beautiful woman. It was a big dick attached to a man.

    Mistress Jolie knelt behind Jesse and whispered, “You’re a cocksucker. You’re not a real man. You have a dick in your mouth. You’re a nasty little cocksucking bitch. You’re sucking a real cock that belongs to a real man and you’re nothing more than a fluffer for your wife.”

    Her fingers slipped into his panties and pressed against his asshole as Jesse sucked cock. He moaned in response. He couldn’t help it.

    “He’s not bad,” Tanner said.

    Nicole kissed the man that would be fucking her. It was a wild kind of kiss. It was the kind of kiss that indicated an intense need to get fucked.

    “That’s enough, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “It’s time for your wife to enjoy a real man’s cock.”

    Jesse let the cock slip from his mouth. He watched Tanner take his wife’s hand and lead her to the couch. He watched the other man sit. He watched Nicole straddle him.

    “Get on your hands and knees, Jesse. Get on your hands and knees and watch your wife impale her pussy on Tanner’s big cock,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Jesse fell forward onto his hands and knees. Mistress Jolie walked away but Jesse didn’t bother to look. He concentrated on his wife.

    Nicole straddled Tanner and they kissed. She moved her hips over his crotch. She teased his cock with her pussy. He played with her breasts and sucked her nipples. She moaned.

    “Take me inside you,” Tanner said. “Satisfy yourself with my cock.”

    Nicole reached down and wrapped her fingers around Tanner’s big cock. She rubbed it between her pussy lips and then slowly sat down. Jesse watched his wife’s cunt stretch out around someone else’s cock for the first time. The image burned itself into his brain. He couldn’t believe it was happening. He couldn’t believe he was still on his knees. He couldn’t believe he hadn’t bothered to walk out or demand that Nicole use the safe word.

    “Your wife is discovering what a real man feels like inside her, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said as she moved behind him. “I’ll bet she never lets your little dick inside her ever again.”

    Nicole sank down on Tanner’s cock and kissed him. He reached down and grasped her ass. She moaned into his mouth and began to slowly, sensually ride the big dick inside her.

    A cool liquid dripped onto Jesse’s ass. It slid down his crack and over his asshole. He heard the sound of stroking behind him. He turned to see Mistress Jolie lubing a long, thick strapon.

    “You’re going to get fucked too, Jesse. It seems fitting. You get to be my anal whore while your wife experiences sex with a real man.”

    Jesse turned around and once again watched his wife impale her pussy on another man’s much bigger cock. “Yes, mistress,” he said.

    Mistress Jolie dropped to her knees behind Jesse and rubbed the head of her strapon over his asshole. She pushed it inside and he opened up almost immediately. It wasn’t his first time getting fucked. He’d gotten used to it.

    “How does it feel, whore?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    Jesse groaned as the strapon bottomed out inside him. He and his wife were both filled.

    “It feels so fucking good, mistress,” Jesse replied.

    Mistress Jolie laughed, grabbed his hips, and fucked him. Her thrusts were long and slow. It seemed that she wanted him to feel every inch of the strapon pushing into him and pulling out. She wanted him to feel his asshole expanding around it and clinging to it as she pulled out.

    “Tanner, fuck, you’re incredible,” Nicole said. “You feel so good inside me.”

    “Do you hear that, Jesse?” Mistress Jolie asked as she buried her cock in his ass and held it there. “Your wife loves his cock. She loves how deep he is inside her. She loves how he makes her feel.”

    Jesse heard it. He saw it, too. He saw how his wife rode Tanner’s cock like she’d never ridden his. He saw the way her hips moved. He saw the way she would throw her head back and moan as she experienced a kind of pleasure he was certain he’d never offered her.

    Tanner picked Nicole up and they moved into the missionary position on the couch. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed as he began to fuck her again.

    “Harder, Tanner. Fuck me harder. Pound my pussy,” Nicole said.

    She looked over at Jesse and smiled as the other man fucked her. Her face was a picture of the purest pleasure.

    Jesse knew what he looked like. He knew Nicole could see Mistress Jolie fucking him from behind. He knew she could see his humiliation. Nicole could probably see his caged cock swinging with every thrust and the satin panties that had been pulled down to his thighs.

    Nicole turned back to the man inside her. They kissed as she spread her legs. Tanner fucked her harder, with every inch of his cock disappearing into her pussy with each thrust.

    “Fuck, Tanner, I’m cumming. I’m cumming!” Nicole screamed not long after. “I’m cumming!”

    Mistress Jolie held her cock in Jesse’s ass and leaned forward. She pressed her body against his and said, “That orgasm just changed your marriage forever. She’s not going to want your dick inside her when she can have a man like Tanner.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said.

    Based on the look on his wife’s face, it was true. Nicole was experiencing something he hadn’t given her in a long time, if ever.

    “Can we switch positions?” Nicole asked after her orgasm.

    “Of course. Whatever you want,” Tanner said.

    Their bodies disentangled and Nicole got off the couch. She walked towards Jesse and got on her hands and knees in front of him. Her face was inches from his before she looked back and said, “Take me from behind. Fuck me until you cum in my pussy.”

    Then she turned back to Jesse and smiled. Soon they were both getting fucked.

    “How does her cock feel?” Nicole asked.

    “It feels good,” Jesse said.

    “I’ll bet it does. Maybe you really are an anal whore just like Mistress Jolie says,” Nicole replied.

    Mistress Jolie laughed and fucked Jesse harder. Tanner pounded his cock into Nicole’s pussy from behind. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room.

    “How does it feel to have a real man fuck you?” Mistress Jolie asked.

    “Now I know what I’ve been missing,” Nicole said as she looked into Jesse’s eyes. “I’ve been missing a big cock. I’ve been missing a man to use it. I’ve been missing real pleasure.”

    Tanner grunted as he fucked Nicole harder. She smiled and kissed Jesse. Her tongue pushed into his mouth.

    “He’s better than you,” she said softly. “Much better than you.”

    Tanned cried out and emptied his balls into Nicole’s pussy. He held his cock inside her and she smiled.

    “He’s cumming inside me,” she said.

    Jesse knew he should have been upset. He should have been agonized. He wasn’t, though. He was completely overcome with lust. He was getting fucked. He was watching his wife get fucked. He was in panties. He was in a chastity cage. He was enmeshed in a world of pleasure unlike any other. He couldn’t escape how good it felt.

    Tanner pulled out and Nicole smiled. “Thank you,” she said.

    “Anytime,” Tanner replied. “Honestly. Mistress Jolie will give you my number.”

    He stood up and left the room as quickly as he’d entered it.

    “Show him your pussy,” Mistress Jolie said as she continued to pound Jesse.

    Nicole smiled and spun around. Her pussy was pink, puffy, slick, and gaping just a little. There was already cum leaking out of her.

    “You’re going to be seeing this a lot more often, Jesse,” Mistress Jolie said. “This will be your new reality. Someone else’s cum dripping out of your wife’s gaping pussy. This is what happens when you can’t fuck her the way she desires. This is what happens when you’re not a real man.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said.

    His voice quivered as he said it. He felt an orgasm building. He couldn’t believe it, but it was going to happen.

    “Clean that fucking mess, Jesse. Eat the superior man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. We both know you want it. We both know you’re a cum slut. Do it. Eat his load just like you eat your own,” Mistress Jolie demanded.

    Nicole backed up a little, bringing her pussy closer to Jesse’s face. He hesitated, but only for a moment. Lust drove him to press his face between her pussy lips. It drove him to clean up the mess Tanner had left inside her.

    “That’s it. Eat a real man’s cum from your wife’s pussy,” Mistress Jolie said.

    Her pounding was relentless. Each thrust brought Jesse closer to an orgasm. It turned him on to lick Tanner’s cum from his wife’s pussy. It turned him on to get fucked. It turned him on to be dominated. Everything turned him on.

    Jesse groaned into his wife’s pussy as he licked up more cum. He groaned as an orgasm ripped through his body. He groaned as his cock pulsed in the chastity cage and he leaked semen onto the dungeon floor. He groaned as he had the most deeply satisfying orgasm of his life.

    Mistress Jolie pulled out. “Clean your mess off my floor,” she said. “Use your tongue.”

    Jesse finished licking up Tanner’s cum and moved to lick his load off the floor.

    “Would you like Tanner’s number?” Mistress Jolie asked Nicole.

    “Yes, Mistress Jolie,” she replied. “I’d like that very much.”

    “And do you see your husband for what he truly is?” she asked.

    Nicole rose to her feet and looked down at Jesse. “I do, Mistress Jolie.”

    “Good. You’re welcome to come back anytime you want, but I think you can handle things from here on out. Dominance may not come naturally to you, but I think you know what you’re capable of. I think you can ensure that you both get what you need going forward.”

    “Thank you,” Nicole said.

    “It’s my pleasure,” Mistress Jolie replied.

    “It’s time to go home, Jesse,” Nicole said to her husband. “Keep the panties on. Leave the underwear you brought in the trash. You won’t be needing them.”

    “Yes, mistress,” Jesse said as he looked up at his wife.

    Nicole smiled and walked to Jesse. She looked down at him and ran her fingers through his hair.

    “I like the sound of that,” she said.

    Jesse liked it too.

    The End.
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      Domme Seeks No Limits Submissive Bitch
    

    Tall, beautiful brunette domme seeks a submissive male to use as her sex toy for an evening in a hotel. You will be open to do anything I desire. Disobedience will be punished with severe pain.

    My pleasure comes from your suffering. Expect to worship me from head to toe. Expect to be used by men of my choosing. If you’re not bisexual or willing to bend, don’t bother messaging me. You will suck cock. You will get fucked. There will be surprises, too.

    You will be required to shave all your pubic hair, including your ass. You will show up in a pair of panties. The rest of your clothes will be of your choosing.

    If you want to be selected, send me a picture of your shaved cock and balls in a pair of sheer panties. You can pick the color.

    After reading the message, David ran out to Victoria’s Secret and bought a pair of sheer blue panties. Once back home, he painstakingly shaved his genitals, put on the panties, and snapped a picture on his phone.

    The private message he sent the domme was simple: “I want to be your submissive bitch.”

    He attached the picture and just a few minutes later his phone received a push notification. She’d responded.

    Her message was just as simple as his. She provided the name of the hotel, the room number she’d be waiting in, and the time she expected him to show up. “Don’t be late,” was how she closed it.

    David’s heart pounded as he rode the elevator to the 12th floor. He was wearing the sheer blue panties. His cock was soft, though it felt alive with pleasure.

    He checked his phone to make sure he had the room number right and then lifted his hand and knocked. The door opened almost immediately and a beautiful dark-haired woman stepped aside and said, “Come in.”

    David walked past her and the door shut behind him.

    “Strip to your panties,” she demanded.

    David stripped as ordered. A few moments later he stood there in a pair of sheer blue panties.

    “I’m Mistress Zoe,” the beautiful woman said as she stepped in front of David. “You will speak only when spoken to, though moans of pleasure and pain are permitted.”

    David felt mesmerized by her beauty and the sense of command and confidence that emanated from the woman standing in front of him. She looked sexy in a pair of knee high black latex boots with three inch heels, a pair of black fishnet stockings, black latex shorts, and a black corset. She was clearly dressing to give off the air of a dominatrix.

    “Bend over and put your hands on the bed,” Mistress Zoe said as she pointed into the room.

    David swiftly approached the bed and bent over. Mistress Zoe pulled down his panties and spread his ass cheeks.

    “You missed a few hairs,” she said.

    David looked back in time to see her hand move swiftly through the air and strike his smooth ass cheek. The pain rushed through his body a split second before the sound of her flesh striking his reached his ears. David cried out. It was partially in surprise and partially because it hurt quite a bit.

    Mistress Zoe then proceeded to pluck each of the remaining hairs from between his ass cheeks. Each was a painful experience, especially as she got closer to his asshole.

    He then felt a good liquid run down his ass crack. “In case it wasn’t clear, you’ll be getting fucked tonight,” Mistress Zoe informed him as she pressed something hard against his asshole. “This is to help prepare you for that. I can’t have you screaming in agony as you’re used for someone else’s pleasure, after all.”

    The object slipped into his asshole and stayed. It was a butt plug, and it was rather thick. Mistress Zoe pulled up David’s panties and said, “Turn to me and get on your knees.”

    David turned to his beautiful Mistress and fell to his knees. He looked up at her and saw a smile on her face.

    “There will be no safe word tonight. Now that you’re here, you’re not leaving until I’m done with you. You will submit to anything and everything I demand. You will be humiliated. You will be fucked. You will be abused. You will suffer for me because you are a submissive piece of shit and I am a goddess. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” David said as he looked up at her.

    “Have you served a mistress before?” she asked.

    “No, Mistress Zoe,” David answered.

    “Are you prepared to sink deeper into submission than you ever have? Are you prepared to suffer for me? Are you prepared to be treated like nothing more than a toy for my amusement?” she asked.

    David nodded as he said, “Yes, Mistress Zoe.”

    She leaned forward and said, “Open up.”

    David looked up at the beautiful, dominant brunette and opened his mouth. She summoned mucous and spit from her throat and then pursed her lips and slowly let it fall from her mouth. The spit landed on David’s tongue and slid to the back of his throat.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    David held her gaze as he swallowed the spit she’d just gifted him.

    “You’ll be doing a lot more of that,” she said.

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” he replied.

    “Have you ever sucked cock, David?” she asked.

    “No, Mistress Zoe,” he responded.

    She ran her fingers through his hair, down his cheek, and against his lips. He parted them instinctively and she penetrated his mouth.

    As her fingers moved in and out, Mistress Zoe said, “Every submissive should be an eager cocksucker, David. You never know when your mistress will have a deep, burning desire to see your lips wrapped around a dick. Will you be an eager cocksucker for me, David?”

    He nodded as she pushed a third finger into his mouth. David’s cock was hard. Getting face fucked by his mistress proved to be exceptionally arousing.

    Mistress Zoe pulled her fingers from his mouth, turned around, and walked across the room. She bent over and David stared at her ass in the shiny black shorts. When she stood up and returned to him, she was holding a harness with a long black strapon already attached.

    “We’re going to see how willing you are to be a good cocksucker, David,” she said while stepping into the harness and pulling it up her legs. “How much of a little cock loving pig will you be for your mistress?”

    “I’ll do anything for you, Mistress Zoe,” he answered.

    She tightened the straps and stepped closer. The cock looked imposing as it protruded from her pelvis. The head was flared just like a real dick and there were veins running down the shaft. David felt wonderfully submissive as he waited on his knees.

    “Suck my cock,” Mistress Zoe demanded.

    David leaned forward and wrapped his lips around it. He’d never had a cock of any kind in his mouth, so he tried to emulate what he’d seen in porn videos. He did his best to look up at his mistress as her dick disappeared into his mouth. He even worked his tongue over the head, despite knowing that she couldn’t feel it.

    “Be a good cocksucker for me, David. Take more of it. Take it into your throat. Gag on it,” she instructed him. “Remember, cocksucking is not about your pleasure. It has nothing to do with what you desire. It’s all about what the person with the cock desires. You should be willing to suffer to be a good cocksucker.”

    David tried to swallow the cock. He gagged as it hit the back of his throat and had to pull off. He leaned forward and coughed while suppressing the need to vomit.

    Mistress Zoe grabbed a handful of his hair and pushed her cock back into his mouth. He gagged again almost instantly.

    “Suppress your gag reflex. Learn to master it. Remember, you’re a toy for me. You’re barely a man in my eyes. You’re just a little pig for me to abuse as I see fit. You’re on your knees for my pleasure, not yours. You’re on your knees to be used in whatever way I crave.”

    Both her hands grasped his hair as she fucked his face. David gagged over and over. His eyes watered and tears ran down his face. Spit flowed down his chin and onto the thin, rough carpet.

    Mistress Zoe pulled her cock from his mouth, released his hair, and slapped him across the face. “Open up,” she demanded.

    David tilted his head back and opened his mouth. Mistress Zoe spit in it. Some of it landed on his face. She laughed and slapped him again. Her cock slid between his lips once more and she face fucked him.

    “You’re a fucking bitch,” she said. “A worthless fucking bitch. You became mine the moment you walked in this room and I’m not letting you leave until I’ve broken you completely. I’m going to show you exactly what you are. I’m going to show you just how low you can sink.”

    She pushed her strapon cock down his throat and held it there. David gagged and panicked. He pushed against her thighs but her grip was too strong. She laughed as he genuinely felt like he was going to pass out. Then, finally, she pulled out. David gasped as she smacked his face with her strapon, which was covered with his thick saliva.

    “This is nothing, David. It’s going to get so much worse for you,” she said. “Now stand up and bend over the bed. Offer me your ass like a good whore.”

    David hopped to his feet and bent over. Mistress Zoe pulled the panties down to his knees and pulled the plug out of his ass.

    For a moment, his asshole gaped open. Before it got a chance to close the plug was replaced with the long, thick black strapon cock he’d just been choking on. It slid inside him. There was considerable pain.

    David repressed a scream. He groaned. He buried his face in the bed and reached back to spread his ass cheeks, hoping that would lessen the pain.

    “Suffer for me, David,” Mistress Zoe said. “Suffer for your mistress like a good little piggy boy. Suffer like the sex toy that you are.”

    The strapon bottomed out inside him. David grunted as Mistress Zoe grabbed his hips with both hands. Her fingers dug painfully into his flesh.

    “Tell me you’re a whore, David,” she said.

    “I’m a whore,” he replied.

    “Tell me you’re a worthless submissive bitch that deserves to be destroyed by your mistress,” she demanded.

    “I’m a worthless submissive bitch that deserves to be destroyed by my mistress,” he repeated.

    David winced in pain as Mistress Zoe fucked him harder and faster. He heard her moans. He heard her taking pleasure in making him suffer with her big cock in his ass.

    “This is just the beginning, David,” she said. “It’s going to be a long, humiliating day for you. This isn’t the last cock you’re going to take in your ass, you nasty little piece of shit.”

    Her voice was venomous as she said it. Her cock pushed hard into him. His asshole was already sore and he knew it was just getting started.

    Mistress Zoe pulled out, grabbed a handful of David’s hair, and yanked him off the bed. She pushed him to his knees and said, “Clean my cock.”

    David took the strapon into his mouth. He knew he’d be punished for disobeying his mistress so he didn’t dare resist her command. He tasted his asshole. He sucked it clean.

    “You’re fucking pathetic. Look at you eating your ass off my cock. You’re such a little piglet. You’re just a nasty little piglet,” Mistress Zoe said as she pushed her strapon deeper into David’s mouth. He choked on it and she laughed again.

    Her aggressive face fucking was interrupted by a knock on the door.

    “That must be our first guest,” Mistress Zoe said as David gagged on her cock. “Why don’t you greet her?”

    She released his hair and he pulled his mouth off her cock. He wiped his lips and stood up.

    “Be polite to our guest or I will tan your ass, David.”

    As he walked towards the door, David wondered who was waiting on the other side and how they figured into Mistress Zoe’s obviously deviant plans for the evening. He couldn’t wait to find out.
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    David opened the door and stood there in his panties. The tall, beautiful brunette standing in the hallway looked at him and laughed.

    “Can I come in?” she asked.

    David stepped to the side and she brushed past him. She was wearing an intoxicating perfume unlike any he’d ever smelled. He closed the door and followed her into the room.

    “David, I’d like you to meet Aurora,” Mistress Zoe said as she slipped the strapon harness off and tossed it aside.

    “It’s nice to meet you, Aurora,” David said as he extended his hand.

    “David, is that any way to greet your superior?” Mistress Zoe said. “Get on your fucking knees. Show her the respect she deserves.”

    David sank to his knees. He looked up at Aurora. He sank to the floor and kissed her feet, which looked exceptionally good in a pair of strappy heels.

    “That’s much better,” Mistress Zoe said as she turned to her friend. “He’s all yours. You may do as you please.”

    “Are you eager to serve, David?” Aurora asked as she looked down at him.

    “I am. I’ll do anything you want. I just want to make you happy, Aurora,” he said.

    “Stand up,” she said while beckoning him towards her with a finger.

    David stood up. Aurora stepped closer. She grabbed his ass with both hands and pulled him tight against her body. Her sweater felt soft against his skin.

    They kissed softly. Her tongue gently probed his lips and penetrated his mouth. He sucked on it and let his drift into her mouth.

    “I’m going to use you now, David. I’m going to use you hard,” she asked.

    The kiss had left his cock hard in the sheer panties. He would have agreed to anything.

    “I’ll do anything,” he said.

    Aurora pushed David to his knees and said, “Take off my pants.”

    He reached up and unbuttoned her jeans. He tugged on the zipper and then slipped his fingers into two of the belt loops. David worked the jeans over her hips and pulled them to the floor. He looked up hoping to see a wet spot in her panties. Instead he was greeted with something else entirely.

    He looked up at Aurora. “Not what you were expecting?” she asked.

    He shook his head and then looked back at the bulge in her panties. She had a cock. The beautiful woman standing in front of him had a cock.

    Aurora reached down and caressed David’s face as she said, “Mistress Zoe invited me over to fuck a whore and I’m going to do that. I’d prefer to fuck a willing whore, though. Are you going to be a willing whore for me?”

    “Yes,” David said. He reached up and caressed her bulge through the thin, soft cotton of her panties.

    “Good. Take off my panties and take my cock into your mouth,” she demanded.

    David pulled down her panties. He freed her cock. It was uncut and had a slight curve. It was beautiful.

    “Take me in your mouth, whore,” she said.

    David did as instructed. He took the trans beauty’s cock in his mouth. He swallowed as much of it as he could. It was smaller than Mistress Zoe’s strapon and he managed to take most of it with ease.

    “Fuck, that’s good, David,” Aurora said. “You’re a good whore. A very good whore.”

    David was acting like a whore. He was blowing someone he’d never met. He was sucking on the first real cock of his life and he was doing it without complaint. He had Aurora’s hands in his hair. He was wearing panties. His cock was hard. He was giving a blowjob and his cock was hard.

    “Fuck his mouth,” Mistress Zoe said. “Show him who’s in charge. Use him like the dirty little pig he is.”

    Aurora laughed and tightened her grip on David’s head. She pumped her cock in and out of his mouth. She hit the back of his throat with every thrust and he gagged. He spit up. He drooled. He didn’t stop, though. He kept on sucking like a good slut. He kept on sucking because that’s what he’d committed to when he entered the hotel room.

    “That’s gorgeous,” Mistress Zoe said. “I love the sound of a bitch gagging on a beautiful cock, don’t you?”

    “I certainly do,” Aurora said.

    She fucked David’s mouth faster and harder. His jaw ached as he held his mouth open for her use. The back of his throat started to hurt too. It didn’t matter, though. He did what was expected of him. He sucked cock like Aurora wanted. He offered his throat for her pleasure. He did it because it’s what Mistress Zoe wanted too.

    Aurora pulled her cock from his mouth, grabbed a tight handful of David’s hair, and slapped his face with her cock. She rubbed it all over, spreading his saliva.

    “Suck my balls,” she said.

    David took her balls into his mouth. It was yet another first for him. He loved looking up into her eyes and seeing the rush of power in them. Aurora was getting off on his submission just like Mistress Zoe. She was getting off on being able to use a man.

    “Get in the bed,” Aurora demanded. “On your back. I want to see your face when I slide my cock into your whore hole.”

    David did as he was instructed. Aurora got in the bed after him and pulled off his panties. She grabbed a pillow and put it under his lower back. His ass was there for the taking.

    “Do you want my cock in your ass, David?” she asked. “Do you want to get fucked by a beautiful trans girl?”

    “Yes,” David said. “Please fuck me.”

    His cock was hard. It was dripping precum. He reached down to wrap his fingers around it. He got in one stroke before Mistress Zoe slapped him across the face and wrapped her fingers around his neck.

    “Don’t you dare touch your worthless little dick,” she said as her grip tightened. “You’re not here for pleasure. You’re not here to masturbate. You’re here to be a fuck hole for me and my friends. You’re here to submit yourself to abuse. You’re here to do as you’re told and nothing more. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, I’m sorry mistress,” he said.

    Aurora laughed as she rubbed the head of her cock around David’s asshole.

    “A good bottom doesn’t ever think about his cock,” Aurora said. “A good bottom only thinks about his top’s cock. He only thinks about the guy, girl, or trans babe fucking him. He only thinks about giving someone else pleasure. Do you understand that, David? It’s not your place to think about your pleasure. It’s not your place to masturbate. It’s your place to take cock. It’s your place to be a hole for me to use right now. That’s all you are. You’re a warm hole to fuck and fill with cum. Do you understand?”

    David nodded. “Yes, I understand. Thank you for using me.”

    Aurora smiled and plunged her bare cock into his asshole. She pinned his legs back and placed her hands on the bed next to him. She fucked in and out of him. She fucked his ass with her beautiful trans cock.

    “That’s it, David. Just be a toy for me. Be a hole for me to use. Be a whore for me. Take my cock. Milk it with your asshole. Make me cum. Make me pump my load into your rectum,” she said as rhythmic thrusts of her dick filled his ass.

    Mistress Zoe appeared by the bed. She had the black butt plug that had been in his asshole in her hand.

    “Open up, David,” she said.

    David opened his mouth and Mistress Zoe rubbed the toy over his lips.

    “Do you want to taste your ass again, David? Do you want to suck on this big toy while she fucks your ass?”

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” he said.

    She pushed the butt plug into his mouth. He sucked on it. He ran his tongue over it. He licked up everything as Aurora continued to pound his asshole.

    “Fuck, he’s such a dirty boy,” she said. “Such a dirty little whore.”

    David’s legs started to tremble from holding them in the air. His cock was still rock hard. His jaw was tired. His asshole felt raw.

    “Keep taking it, David,” Mistress Zoe said. “Let her use you. Let her break you down. Let her destroy the man you used to be. Let her pump a hot load into your asshole. Let her make you into a cock taking, cum loving bitch.”

    David sank deeper. He started to get sweaty. His asshole hurt. Aurora sped up her pounding. The butt plug stretched his jaw. The taste on his tongue was terrible.

    “Oh, fuck, I’m cumming!” Aurora said as she buried her bare trans cock in his ass and unloaded.

    “Fill him,” Mistress Zoe said. “Fill the whore. Dump your cum inside him. Fill him like the little cock pig that he is.”

    A deeply satisfied smile crossed Aurora’s face. She’d finished cumming in his ass. When she pulled out, Mistress Zoe slipped the plug inside him.

    “We can’t have any of that precious cum leaking out, can we?” she said.

    “Get on your knees,” Aurora said as she stood beside the bed.

    David rolled over and out of the bed. He got on his knees in front of her. He knew what was coming.

    “Open up. Clean my cock,” she said.

    David took her dirty dick into his mouth. He sucked the cum off of it. He sucked his ass off of it.

    “A good bottom bitch always cleans the cock that fucks him. That goes double if your top gifts you with a load. Always make sure you do a good job cleaning up. Don’t be a selfish bottom. Be a good bottom. Lick and suck every bit of nasty juice off that dick,” Aurora instructed him as she went soft in his mouth.

    She pulled her cock out to examine it. 

    “Good job,” she said. “How does it taste?”

    Objectively, it tasted terrible. It had been in his asshole, after all. That wasn’t the answer David gave, though. “It tastes good,” he said. That was the true answer because sucking her cock clean aroused him. It made his dick hard. It pushed him into subspace. It made him happy.

    “Open up,” Aurora said.

    David parted his lips and she pushed the head of her soft cock between them.

    “A truly good bottom bitch takes whatever his top wants to offer,” Aurora said as she looked down and ran her fingers through David’s hair. “That includes any and all fluids.”

    The head of her dick throbbed for a moment and then a torrent of hot liquid filled David’s mouth. It splashed against his teeth and tongue. Aurora was pissing in his mouth. She was using him as a toilet.

    “Swallow,” she said as the flow stopped and her cock slipped from his mouth.

    David swallowed. The taste was overwhelming. He nearly gagged.

    “Open up,” Aurora said once more.

    David opened up. Her cock pressed between his lips. She filled his mouth with piss once more.

    “Show it to me,” she said.

    David opened his mouth. He imagined what it looked like filled with piss. The smile on Aurora’s face made it seem like she enjoyed it.

    “Swallow,” she said.

    David swallowed her piss once again. He had Aurora’s cum in his asshole and piss in his stomach. His body felt sore all over. He’d never been happier, though.

    Aurora turned to Mistress Zoe and said, “Thank you. He was wonderful.”

    “Did you hear that, David? You were a good whore. What do you have to say?”

    David looked up at Aurora and said, “Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for cumming inside me. Thank you for letting me drink your piss. Thank you for treating me like a whore. Thank you so much.”

    Aurora bent down and picked her panties up. “You’re welcome,” she said. “I’m sure I’ll see you again soon.”

    As she got dressed, David wondered if there was any truth to what she said. Did Mistress Zoe plan on using him again?

    “Get cleaned up,” Mistress Zoe said. “We’ll have more visitors soon.”

    David put his panties back on and walked to the bathroom to clean up. He couldn’t wait to see what Mistress Zoe had in store for him next.

  
    Domme Seeks Submissive Bitch - Part 3

    “Are you enjoying your evening, David?” Mistress Zoe asked.

    He was on his hands and knees in the hotel bed. He’d washed up after being used by Aurora. Listerine refreshed his breath and he’d soaped up his ass. He was ready for whatever came next.

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” he answered.

    “I’m enjoying myself too, though I think this next part is going to be my favorite,” she said while moving in front of David.

    Mistress Zoe unzipped her tight latex shorts and slowly worked them down her legs and over her boots. She wasn’t wearing any panties. He stared at her pussy. She had a thick patch of dark pubic hair growing around it. He could see the wetness between her lips.

    “Do you see that, David? Do you see my desire? Do you see how much your willingness to submit turns me on?” she asked.

    David looked at her and nodded. “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” he said.

    “Your willingness to suffer turns me on too, David. Will you suffer for me? Will you suffer if it turns me on?” she asked.

    “Yes, I will,” David said. He wasn’t sure what she intended, but he felt ready to accept it.

    Mistress Zoe walked to her suitcase and bent over. David looked at her ass and her beautiful pussy. He felt a deep sense of desire. When she stood up, Mistress Zoe was holding a thin leather belt.

    She folded it in half, moved behind David, and rubbed the leather over his ass. “I want you to suffer for me, David,” she said.

    “Please, strike me. Beat me. Make me suffer for you,” he said.

    David’s heart pounded as he made the request. He knew it was insane. He knew she was going to hurt him. She wasn’t messing around. Every indication he had was that she found pleasure in his pain.

    The belt struck his ass. David collapsed onto the bed. The pain was overwhelming. His flesh burned. Agony emanated from the point where she struck his ass.

    “Please, Mistress Zoe,” David said as he moved back to his hands and knees. “Strike me again. Make me suffer.”

    “You’re quite the masochist, David,” Mistress Zoe said as she struck his ass again.

    This time David cried out. He reached back to grab his ass. He tried to soothe the pain with his fingers. He moved to his hands and knees again. He was certain he was going to be struck once more. A knock on the door saved him. 

    “Stay there,” Mistress Zoe said as she placed the belt on the bed. David reached out and rubbed the black leather. It felt soft against his fingers. It wasn’t soft when it struck his ass.

    “Gentlemen, welcome,” Mistress Zoe said at the door. “Come in.”

    David looked towards the door and was greeted by the sight of Mistress Zoe walking into the room with two black men behind her.

    “David, I’d like you to meet Latrell and Derek,” she said.

    “Damn,” Latrell said, “Look at this little bitch.”

    Derek moved behind Mistress Zoe. His dark hands grasped her waist and his fingers moved between her legs. Two of them disappeared into her pussy and she moaned.

    “I’ll bet you wanna fuck this pussy, don’t you David?” Derek asked. “You wanna put that white dick up inside this beautiful woman and cum, don’t you?”

    David nodded. To do anything else seemed foolish. He knew he wasn’t going to get to fuck Mistress Zoe, but of course he wanted to. She was a beautiful, dominant woman. She was everything he wanted.

    Mistress Zoe smiled at her submissive. “You know that pathetic dick of yours isn’t going anywhere near my pussy, don’t you?”

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” David said.

    “A white boy like that always knows,” Latrell said as he undressed and stepped closer to Mistress Zoe. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around his big black cock.

    “Belting your ass got me all worked up, David, just like I knew it would. I’m wet. I’m in need of a good fucking and I know you can’t give it to me. That’s why they’re here. They’re going to fuck me, among other things. They’re going to satisfy me. They’re going to give me what I need.”

    Derek stripped. Mistress Zoe reached out and stroked his cock. She had a black man in each hand. It looked like she had close to 20 inches of cock at her disposal, all of it thick.

    “I need a fluffer, David. Will you be a fluffer for me? Will you suck these big black dicks like the little cock pig that you are? Will you get on your knees, open your whore mouth, and give head to the two men that are going to fuck me tonight?” she asked.

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” David answered.

    “Then get on your fucking knees and get to work, whore,” she demanded.

    David scrambled off the hotel bed and onto his knees. He looked up at his mistress and the two black men flanking her.

    “Suck my dick, bitch boy,” Latrell said.

    David wrapped his lips around the big black dick and sucked. Latrell was bigger than the strapon he’d blown earlier. It had prepared him, though. He gave good head. He swallowed. He sucked. He licked. He made the black man moan.

    “Damn, this little faggot is good,” Latrell said. “He must love him some dick to be able to suck like this.”

    “Is that true, faggot?” Derek said. “Do you love dick?”

    David had a mouthful of cock. He couldn’t answer.

    “He does,” Mistress Zoe said. “Especially when he’s sucking dick for me. Isn’t that right, pig? You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you? You’d give up everything for me, wouldn’t you?”

    She wanted an answer, so she pulled David’s mouth off the big black cock. He looked up at Mistress Zoe and said, “Yes, I’ll do anything for you. I’ll give up everything for you. I just want to please you. I just want to serve you.”

    “Good. Then get on your back in the bed. I want you to see what it looks like when I get fucked by a real man, not some panty wearing piglet that’s been sucking cock for me,” Mistress Zoe said.

    David hopped to his feet and excitedly climbed into the bed. He got on his back and looked at the ceiling. Mistress Zoe climbed on top of him in what would have been a 69 under normal circumstances.

    These weren’t normal circumstances, though. David knew she wasn’t going to suck his cock. She was going to get fucked and he was going to watch.

    Derek moved behind Mistress Zoe and rubbed his cock over her pussy lips. He pushed the head inside her and then pulled out.

    “Open up, bitch,” he said while rubbing his dick over David’s lips.

    “Suck his cock, David. Get him nice and wet for me. This is what subby boys like you are for,” Mistress Zoe said. “You suck dick. You get fucked. You make people cum. You don’t get to fuck, though. You don’t get to cum. Your cock doesn’t get used.”

    David opened his mouth and the big black cock slid into it. It pushed into his throat and made him gag. There was nowhere to go. He had to trust that Derek would pull out instead of suffocating him with his cock.

    Eventually, he did. He laughed as David gasped for air. He pushed his big black cock into Mistress Zoe’s wet pussy.

    “Fuck, yes. Fuck me, Derek. Give me what I fucking need,” she said.

    David watched in utter fascination as he saw Mistress Zoe’s white pussy stretch out around the long, thick black dick that pushed inside her. It was a beautiful sight, and seeing it from so close made it all the more arousing.

    “Lick his balls, piglet,” Mistress Zoe said. “Lick and suck on his big black balls as he fucks me. Be a good little subby slut. Show me that your sexuality doesn’t matter, that you’ll suck balls for me because it’s what I want.”

    David lifted his head off the bed and licked Derek’s big black balls. His tongue ran over them every time he pushed into Mistress Zoe. He licked up a little bit of sweat and breathed in the manly scent.

    Derek pulled out and David watched Mistress Zoe’s pussy gape open. It didn’t get a chance to close up before Latrell pushed himself inside her.

    He fucked Mistress Zoe harder and faster than his friend. He held her corseted hips and pounded her from behind. A cacophony of sexual sounds filled David’s ears and juices from her pussy dripped onto his face.

    Much to his surprise, the hard pounding gave Mistress Zoe an orgasm. David watched her legs twitch. He was certain he saw her clit throbbing. Then she screamed. It was loud and beautiful. She grabbed his balls and squeezed them tight. He groaned in pain. Hurting him must have made her orgasm feel even better.

    “Thank you,” Mistress Zoe said as her orgasm passed.

    “You’re welcome,” Latrell said.

    “Would you boys like to fill me at the same time?” she asked.

    “Fuck yes,” they answered in unison.

    Latrell pulled out and Mistress Zoe moved to her left, leaving David staring at the ceiling instead of her perfect pussy.

    Derek climbed into the bed and Mistress Zoe impaled her pussy on his cock almost instantly. Latrell moved behind her and rubbed the head of his dick over her asshole.

    “Do it,” she said with a wild kind of lust in her voice.

    Latrell pushed his cock into her asshole. David watched it slowly move inside her. He heard Mistress Zoe groan as she accepted a massive black dick in each hole.

    “That’s so fucking good,” she said as a giddy smile broke across her face. She looked at David. “Get closer to him, pig. Rest your head on my lower back. He’s going to feed you my ass.”

    David knelt next to Mistress Zoe. He leaned forward and rested his head on her lower back. He had a close up view of Latrell’s thick black shaft as he slowly fucked the asshole in front of him.

    When Latrell pulled out, David opened his mouth. A strong black hand grabbed his head and the dark dick pressed against his lips and onto his tongue. He tasted Mistress Zoe’s ass. He reveled in the foulness of it. He didn’t care that it was gross. He loved that it was gross. He loved submitting to that for her.

    “Damn, this faggot really will do anything for you,” Latrell said.

    “You haven’t seen anything yet,” Mistress Zoe said. “We’re just getting started.”

    Derek and Latrell both laughed as the big black cock disappeared into her ass once more. Both guys started fucking her as David watched in close up. They found a rhythm and they had the beautiful white mistress moaning as she took two big black cocks.

    David couldn’t believe that a woman would actually want a double penetration, but it seemed that his mistress was deeply into it. The noises she made were wonderfully loud and lusty and she couldn’t seem to get enough of the dicks that were stretching her out.

    Latrell pulled out again. He stuffed his ass-flavored dick into David’s mouth.

    “Suck it clean, faggot,” he said. “Suck her ass off my dick before I put it back inside her.”

    David did just that. He gave yet another ass to mouth blowjob in a night that had been absolutely full of them. He loved it, too. He felt disgusting and aroused in equal parts.

    Latrell pulled the dick from David’s mouth and put it back inside Mistress Zoe. He fucked her harder. Derek fucked her pussy harder.

    “Fuck. Fuck. Fuuuuck!” she screamed. “Harder! Faster!”

    They worked her over. They pounded her together. They made her cum again. The double penetration didn’t stop, though.

    “Cum inside me. Both of you. I want the piglet to clean up your loads,” Mistress Zoe said.

    A few minutes later, the black men had accomplished their goal. They came inside Mistress Zoe. They filled her to the brim with hot seed and then pulled out.

    “On your back, piglet,” she said to David.

    He flipped onto his back and saw her asshole over his mouth. She sat down. She squeezed the cum out. It tasted far worse than Aurora’s seed had. He didn’t care.

    “Drink it up. Drink that anal creampie you nasty little fuck toy. This is your place. You eat cum from my ass. You don’t fuck me. You don’t cum. You eat dirty, disgusting cum straight out of my asshole.”

    David’s cock throbbed as she humiliated him and fed him an anal creampie. She smacked it while feeding him. She laughed at him.

    Then she sat her pussy on his face and let the second load drip out of her. It slid onto his tongue and down his throat. Its taste was purer. His dick still throbbed.

    David heard the black guys laughing. “What a nasty faggot you’ve found yourself,” Derek said.

    “No shit,” Latrell added. “You gotta keep this one, Zoe.”

    “I just might,” she said while lifting her cunt off of David’s face and stepped back.

    Mistress Zoe stood between the two men that had just fucked her and put her arms around them. “Have you ever belted a white boy’s ass?” she asked them.

    Both shook their heads.

    A sadistic smile crossed Mistress Zoe’s face. “Then you’re going to love what we’re about to do.” She looked at David. “On your hands and knees. Prepare to suffer.”

    David flipped onto his hands and knees. He was ready to suffer.

  
    Domme Seeks Submissive Bitch - Part 4

    Mistress Zoe stood behind David. She had the thin leather belt in her hands. It was folded over. She was still in her corset, fishnets, and boots. Her freshly-fucked pussy was still exposed.

    “A sub like David was made to suffer,” she explained to Latrell and Derek. “He craves it. He yearns for it. That’s why we’re going to give him what he craves.”

    She lifted her arm and brought the belt down on David’s ass. The leather bit into his flesh and the sound was crisp and clean. His agonized cry soon followed.

    “Damn,” Derek said. “Look at that white boy suffer.”

    Mistress Zoe struck David’s ass again. He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. He couldn’t stop himself from groaning in pain.

    “Would you like a turn?” she asked while offering the belt to Latrell or Derek.

    Derek stepped forward and took it from her. David looked back. He saw the smile on the black man’s face. He saw his strong, thick arms.

    “Go ahead. Make him suffer,” Mistress Zoe said. “Belt his ass.”

    Derek lifted his arm and brought the belt down on David’s ass. He fell to the bed as pain rushed through his body. He reached back and grabbed at his skin, which was enflamed.

    “How did that feel?” Mistress Zoe asked. “How did it feel to beat him?”

    “It felt damn good,” Derek said. “You gotta try this.”

    Latrell stepped forward and took the belt.

    “Offer your ass, David,” Mistress Zoe demanded. “You are here to suffer. I don’t care how much pain you’re in. I told you you’d suffer tonight. Now get on your hands and knees and take your punishment, you submissive piece of shit.”

    David moved to his hands and knees. He closed his eyes. He tensed up. He knew an intense rush of pain was coming. He dreaded it. There was no pleasure in it.

    The belt struck his ass. David fell on his side. He curled up in the fetal position. His heart was racing. He’d never experienced that kind of pain. It was agonizing.

    “Damn, that felt good,” Latrell said.

    “He’s ready to be fucked now,” Mistress Zoe said. “Use the submissive piece of shit. Break him. Destroy him with your cocks. Show him what it’s like to be a toy for someone else’s pleasure.”

    Derek moved behind David and Latrell moved in front of him. Both black men stroked their cocks.

    “They’re going to use you like a whore now, David. They’re going to use you up, cum on you, and leave you in a heap on the floor. They’re going to destroy you while I watch. They’re going to take away your manhood and leave you a shell of your former self,” Mistress Zoe said.

    She kneeled next to the bed. Her fingers played with David’s locked cock and caressed his balls. Her voice was soft as she continued. “You’re going to take it all, David. You’re going to be a good little pig and let them fuck your holes until they cum. You’re going to submit to everything. You’re not going to tell them to stop. You’re not going to say anything. You’re just going to take black cock like a good little piglet. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” David said.

    Derek moved into the bed behind David, spit on his asshole, and fucked him. The big black cock moved into his guts and made him cry out. The pain was agonizing as his asshole stretched open.

    Latrell moved in front of him and slapped David’s face with his cock. “Open up, faggot,” he demanded.

    David opened his mouth and the big black dick pushed past his lips and onto his tongue. They spit roasted him.

    The cock in David’s asshole hadn’t gotten less painful. Each thrust brought with it a bit of agony. There simply wasn’t enough lube to make it painless. The cock in his mouth stretched his lips and made his jaw ache. He gagged as it pushed against the entrance to his throat.

    “You’re a submissive piece of shit,” Mistress Zoe said as she watched her black friends spit roast David. “This is what you deserve. This is all you deserve. This is all you’re worth. You’re just a fuck hole, David.”

    David found her voice soothing. She was saying awful things, but it felt good. It put him in his place. It pushed him deeper into subspace. It put him exactly where he wanted to be.

    “That’s it,” Mistress Zoe said. “Sink deeper. Sink into your place. Become the submissive pig you were always meant to be. Become mine, David. Become mine in every way.”

    “I want his ass,” Latrell said. “I wanna pound this faggot’s ass.”

    Latrell pulled out of David’s mouth and he gasped for air. He hoped that covering the cock in his saliva would make the anal sex feel a little better.

    “You should both fuck him,” Mistress Zoe said. “Destroy his ass. Punish him for being a submissive piece of shit. Double penetrate him.”

    David turned to her. He offered a look of desperation. He wasn’t going to beg her to stop them, but he was hoping his eyes would say it.

    Derek pulled out of David’s ass and moved to his back. He effortlessly pulled the white submissive onto his lap and slipped his cock back inside him.

    “You’re truly gonna learn what it means to be a faggot,” he said before laughing.

    Latrell moved behind David. He pressed his long, thick, saliva-soaked black cock against David’s already full asshole and applied pressure.

    David couldn’t hold back. He didn’t want to scream, but he couldn’t help it. The pain was too severe. It was overwhelming. His moans of agony filled the hotel room. The black men trying to DP him just laughed.

    “Shut the fuck up, pig,” Mistress Zoe said. “Take the pain. Suffer for me. You’re a submissive piece of shit. Don’t forget that. Take their dicks. Suffer. Suffer!”

    David could hear her lust. She was getting off on his pain. She was a true sadist. He had no idea what he’d been signing up for when he messaged her. He had no idea he’d have two big black dicks in his ass. He had no idea he’d be beaten with a belt.

    David suppressed his screams. He concentrated on making Mistress Zoe happy, which meant making the men inside him happy. He concentrated on making them cum.

    “Fuck me,” he said. “Use me. Destroy me. Destroy my ass.”

    They both laughed. They began to fuck him. They slowly thrust in and out of him. They found a rhythm and used his ass like Mistress Zoe wanted them to.

    David’s body processed the pain of every thrust. His ass stretched around the big black cocks inside him, but it wasn’t meant to open that wide. They hurt him. They made him suffer. They punished him for being a white submissive by double penetrating his asshole.

    As they fucked him, David watched Mistress Zoe step into her strapon once more. He worried that she was going to join in and make it a triple penetration and was deeply thankful when she stepped onto the bed over Derek and pushed the black dildo into David’s mouth.

    “Suck it, pig,” she said.

    Her fingers grasped his hair and she fucked his face. She made him gag on the strapon. It was a triple penetration of sorts.

    “You’re a worthless piece of shit,” she said. “I should pimp you out every weekend. I should sell your ass to the lowest bidders and make you take load after load while I watch. I should completely destroy you.”

    As her words wormed their way into his brain, David felt his lust growing. He couldn’t believe it. She was being savage and it was turning him on.

    The men inside him started to groan a little louder. They fucked him a little faster. Their orgasms were approaching.

    Mistress Zoe heard it too. “Don’t cum inside him. I want you to cover his pig face with your cum. I want you to paint him like one of those whores in a bukkake video.”

    Mistress Zoe pulled her strapon from David’s mouth and stepped off the bed. Latrell and Derek quickly pulled out afterwards.

    David felt a hand grasp his hair. Mistress Zoe said, “Let’s go, pig. To the bathroom. Get on your knees in the tub.”

    David crawled to the bathroom and into the tub. He got on his knees and spun around. Latrell and Derek approached. They each masturbated slowly.

    “Cover his face,” Mistress Zoe instructed. “Make sure he looks like a cum-drenched whore. Get it up his nose and in his eyes, too.”

    She looked at David. “Don’t you fucking close your eyes. It’s going to burn like hell, but you keep your eyes open and let them cum where they want. Do you understand, pig?”

    “Yes, Mistress Zoe,” David answered.

    “Of course you do. You’re a submissive piece of shit. You’re only purpose in life is to make superior men and women cum and it doesn’t matter how depraved they want to get, does it?”

    “No, Mistress Zoe,” David said. “I’m a submissive piece of shit.”

    His cock throbbed in the little cage he wore. His balls ached. His head swam with lust. He was about to take two facials. He’d just been double penetrated. His ass still ached from the belting. His asshole hurt like hell from the DP. His jaw was sore from the cocksucking. He was exhausted.

    Latrell came first. A huge rope of cum launched from his big black dick and landed across David’s face. Some of it got on his eye. He blinked a few times but refused to disobey his mistress. He kept his eyes open. More cum followed. Shot after shot launched from the big black dick. Soon, David felt a coating of thick spunk across his skin.

    Derek came second. He shot an even bigger load. He got it in both of David’s eyes and they burned. He got some up David’s nose. He coated his chin and cheeks. He shots ropes across his forehead and into his hair.

    “What a fucking mess,” Mistress Zoe said. “You look beautiful. Just like a piece of shit cum whore should.”

    Both black men laughed as they looked at the mess they’d made. David felt like the broken whore Mistress Zoe wanted him to be. He felt utterly humiliated. He couldn’t stop the arousal, though.

    “Piss on him,” Mistress Zoe demanded. “Empty your bladders. Soak the pig.”

    Both men pissed on David at the same time. They soaked his body. They pissed on his face. They pissed in his hair. They pissed in his mouth when he opened it. David swallowed some of it.

    “Thank you, gentlemen. I hope you enjoyed yourselves,” Mistress Zoe said when they were done.

    “Hell yeah we enjoyed ourselves,” Derek said. “We’ll do this again anytime you want.”

    “Definitely,” Latrell said.

    Neither of them said a word to David before leaving the bathroom. He wasn’t deserving of thanks. He was just a fuck hole that Mistress Zoe had given them. He was a toy to be used, not a person to be talked to.

    Mistress Zoe stepped in front of David and spread her pussy lips. She smiled and then unleashed her piss. It sprayed all over his body. He opened his mouth. He took her nectar onto his tongue. He swallowed it.

    “Get up. Get dressed. Get the fuck out of here,” she said.

    David reached over to turn on the water so he could wash the filth off his body.

    “Don’t you fucking dare,” Mistress Zoe said as she grabbed a handful of his hair and painfully yanked David away from faucet. “Did I say you could shower?”

    “No, Mistress Zoe,” he answered.

    “No, I didn’t. You stupid piece of shit. You don’t get to shower. You have no dignity. You’re barely a human being in my eyes. All you get to do is put on your clothes and leave. That’s it. You should be thankful I’m not making you walk out of here naked.”

    “Yes. Thank you for that, Mistress Zoe,” he said.

    “Good. Now get up, get dressed, and get the fuck out of here.”

    Mistress Zoe was kind enough to unlock the chastity cage before David got dressed. Other than that, she said nothing as she kicked him out of the room. He hobbled down the hallway. His ass hurt with every step. A few hotel guests saw him and they went out of their way to avoid walking by him. He stunk of piss. He looked like a mess.

    He’d been humiliated and broken. He’d been used. He’d been dominated. He was still turned on, though. He couldn’t wait to get home and masturbate as he fantasized about what he’d just been through. He hoped Mistress Zoe would contact him again.

    The End

  
    Domme Wife & Her Black Bull Humiliate Him

    “He looks better shaved, don’t you think?” June asked her bull.

    “He looks like a bitch with his smooth little dick in that chastity device,” Erik replied.

    June laughed. “Well, that’s what he is, right? He’s a bitch for his wife and her bull.” She crawled towards her husband, who was standing naked at the foot of their bed. “Isn’t that right, George? You’re just a little bitch for Erik and I, aren’t you?”

    George nodded at his wife and the naked, muscular black man in their bed.

    “Who’s the man of the house, George?” Erik asked.

    “You are,” George said.

    June laughed again as she reached out and grabbed her husband’s locked, shaved genitals. “A real man wouldn’t let his wife shave and lock up his cock and balls, would he?” she asked.

    “No, he wouldn’t,” George agreed.

    She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled George between her legs. He felt the heat of her pussy against his locked cock and the perky flesh of her breasts felt splendid against his chest.

    “You’ve never been much of a man, have you George?” she asked.

    “No, I haven’t,” he said.

    “A real man wouldn’t let me sleep in his bed,” Erik said. “He definitely wouldn’t let me cum in her pussy.”

    June caressed her cuckold husband’s balls and looked up at him. “Say it,” she demanded.

    “I’m not a real man.”

    She smiled, gave his locked cock a good slap and moved back into the bed to curl up with her bull. June’s fingers wrapped around the big black dick between Erik’s legs and she stroked him slowly while staring at her cuckold.

    “What do you say to him, cuck?” she asked.

    “Thank you for fucking my wife,” George replied.

    “Is that all you have to say?” Erik asked with a smile on his face.

    George felt the ache of arousal between his legs. His wife and her bull had already put him in a place of submissive bliss and the evening was just getting started.

    “Thank you for showing my wife that she didn’t have to suffer through a lifetime of taking my pathetic little white dick. Thank you for showing her how a real man fucks a woman,” George added as he watched June kiss her bull’s neck and chest.

    “Stand over there, cuck,” June said as she pointed to the floor beside the bed.

    She wanted George to come closer and he did exactly as he was told. He wasn’t one to shy away from watching June and her bull play together. Plus, he hoped they would involve him.

    June kissed her way down Erik’s body. She licked his dark flesh as her fingers pleasured his big cock. The black bull had a big smile on his face the entire time.

    “There is nothing quite like a white wife that’s spent her whole marriage deprived of a real man’s cock,” Erik said as he looked up at George. “She spent a decade taking that worthless dick of yours and now she gets to enjoy mine. She’s always ravenous for me. Can you blame her?”

    “No, I can’t,” George replied.

    “This is your fault, George,” June said before she licked Erik’s cock. “If you weren’t so fucking worthless in bed I wouldn’t have to fuck him. If your dick wasn’t so small I wouldn’t have to invite another man into our bed to pound me and cum inside me. If your little dickie didn’t cum so fast I wouldn’t have to give myself to Erik.”

    “I know,” George said. “I’m sorry.”

    “You should be. You’re pathetic as a lover. You’re pathetic as a man. You’re only useful as a cuck.”

    June took Erik’s cock in her mouth as George stared and watched. The ache in his balls had only gotten worse. He’d gone two weeks without a climax and every humiliating word turned him on.

    “She suck your dick like that, cuck?” Erik asked as he watched June swallow his big black cock.

    “No,” George answered flatly.

    June had never given him head like that. She’d rarely taken his cock in their mouth before his cuckolding and it hadn’t been with any kind of passion. It had been out of a sense of obligation. June had ideas about what it meant to be a good wife when they got married. Those ideas quickly faded when she realized that George wasn’t able to live up to what she wanted in a husband.

    “Get your lips around his dick, cuck,” June said as she pulled her mouth from Erik’s long, thick black shaft.

    George climbed into the bed and took the big black dick in his mouth. He’d done it countless times before. He found it deeply embarrassing and a little disgusting at first. Now he was used to it. Now he was a cocksucker.

    “Look at him go,” Erik said as he laughed.

    June moved to kiss her black bull. They moaned together as George sucked cock like a bitch.

    “Is he as good as me?” she asked.

    “No, baby. He’ll never be as good as you. He doesn’t have the passion you have. He doesn’t get to enjoy the fruits of his labor like you do. He doesn’t get to cum on my dick like you do.”

    They kissed again as George sucked cock. Erik reached down and grabbed his head. He pushed his dick into George’s throat and made the cuck gag.

    “You’re a nasty fucking cocksucker, George,” June said. “You look like a fucking faggot with that dick in your mouth.”

    June laughed. She’d come so far since Erik entered their lives. At first she hadn’t been willing to humiliate her husband. Erik had shown her the pleasure in it. He’d shown her that it would arouse George and make him a better cuckold. He showed her that she could let out the frustration she felt at having married a man that was so incapable of giving her what she needed as a woman.

    “He ain’t no man,” Erik said. “He’s just a bitch.”

    “He’s our bitch,” June agreed. She reached down and pushed George’s head down on her bull’s black cock. She laughed gleefully as her husband gagged on the dick as it pushed into his throat. She found pleasure in his discomfort.

    “Suck my balls, bitch,” Erik demanded.

    George moved to the bull’s big black balls. He sucked them voraciously. He covered them in his saliva and listened as his wife and her black lover laughed at him. He acted like a dirty whore because he was lost in the pleasure of his humiliation. He did it because he wanted Erik to fuck his wife like she desired.

    “Move back,” June demanded.

    George moved to the end of the bed and waited on his knees as June straddled her bull in reverse cowgirl and took his cock into her wet cunt.

    She looked into her husband’s eyes as the big black dick filled her. She bit her lower lip and moaned. A look of pure pleasure came over her face.

    “He’s so much better than you ever were. You’re nothing compared to him. You’re just a worthless little cuck. He’s a real man. You’re a pathetic excuse for a man. He makes me cum. You disappoint me.”

    She berated him while riding Erik’s cock. She held his gaze the entire time. She peppered him with verbal humiliation and he refused to look away. He soaked up his wife’s bile and it turned him on even more.

    “Come here,” she said.

    George crawled closer to his wife. She reached out and grabbed his balls. She pulled his lips to hers but wouldn’t let him kiss her as she bounced on Erik’s big black cock.

    “Do you crave me, cuck?” she asked.

    George nodded. Despite the humiliation, he desperately wanted to fuck his wife. He missed her pussy more than anything. He missed how it felt around his cock. He missed thrusting in and out of her. He missed kissing her as he came inside her.

    “Do you deserve me, cuck?” she asked.

    George shook his head. “No,” he said.

    June closed her eyes and moaned as she rode Erik faster. She seemed to be nearing her first climax of the night. “Why not?”

    George looked at his wife. Arousal rushed through him. She wanted him to humiliate himself. “Because I’m a worthless cuckold. Because when I fuck you it’s for my pleasure only. It does nothing for you. You can barely feel my cock when I’m inside you. Compared to Erik I might as well have a clit instead of a cock.”

    June tightened her grip on his testicles as she climaxed. She closed her eyes and screamed in delight.

    “That’s how a man makes a woman cum,” she said. “Now suck his cock clean.”

    June climbed off of the black shaft that had just made her cum and George took it into his mouth. He sucked it clean like a good bitch. He sucked it clean like he’d been trained to do over the eight months his wife had been with her black bull.

    “Get that dick nice and clean, bitch,” Erik said.

    June laughed as she watched her husband’s mouth clean her bull’s cock. She watched him try and swallow it with his eager mouth. She watched him act like a slut.

    Erik pulled George’s mouth off his cock and effortlessly flipped June onto her back. He plunged his big black cock inside her and she instinctively wrapped her arms and legs around him.

    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out. “Fuck me. Pound me. Pound my tight little pussy.”

    Erik did just that as George watched. His big black dick moved in and out of the slick, tight white pussy and stretched it. He bottomed out with every thrust and elicited loud, beautiful moans of pleasure.

    “Eat my ass, cuck,” Erik ordered.

    George moved into place. He spread Erik’s ass cheeks and did as he was told. It wasn’t the first time he’d eaten the bull’s ass. He’d gotten used to it, just like he’d gotten used to sucking cock. He’d gotten used to being treated like a toy by his wife and her bull when they played. He’d gotten used to them doing absolutely anything they felt would be humiliating for him.

    “Is he eating your ass?” June asked between moans.

    “Damn right he is.”

    “What a fucking bitch,” she said.

    George heard his wife’s delight. He heard the harshness, too. She was never crueler than when her black bull was over. It was as if the part of her that cared for him disappeared and was replaced entirely by the part of her that resented him for being almost entirely unable to provide her with sexual satisfaction.

    June enjoyed her second orgasm not long after. Her legs kicked out and she screamed as George continued his oral assault on Erik’s anus.

    “I can’t remember the last time your worthless little dick made me cum once, cuck,” June said as she moved to her hands and knees and grabbed George’s chastised genitals.

    “He just made me cum a second time. He fucked me like a man should and he made me cum. You can’t do that, George, you worthless fucking cuckold.”

    Erik moved behind June and slid into her pussy from behind.

    “You’ve never been where his cock goes, cuck. You’re too small. You never could fuck me from behind. Your pathetic dickie would fall out of me. You’d get frustrated. Do you remember those sad little noises you’d make? Do you remember how frustrated I’d get? I wanted to be fucked by a man and you were like a dickless little boy who couldn’t keep it in his wife.”

    George remembered. He remembered how annoyed June would get. He remembered how she got to a point where she couldn’t contain her frustration. He remembered the night she yelled at him for being unable to fuck her like she needed to be fucked. He remembered how he grabbed his cock, jerked off, and came as she was berating him.

    “Now you’re in your proper place, aren’t you cuck? You’re little dicklet is locked up tight and it doesn’t come out to play unless I give you permission. That’s how it should be, right?”

    “Yes,” George admitted.

    June smiled as Erik fucked her from behind.

    “Get on the fucking floor, cuck. On your back. Stare at the ceiling. You don’t even deserve to watch him fuck me. You get to listen. That’s it. Go. Get out of my face.”

    George climbed off the bed and laid on the floor in front of it. He stared at the ceiling. He listened to his wife get fucked. He listened to her moans. He listened to the sound of Erik’s cock slamming into her soaking wet pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she said after a few minutes of vigorous pounding. “Give me your load, baby. Fill my cunt.”

    It was Erik’s privilege to cum inside her. It was often George’s task to clean it up.

    “Here it comes. Take my nut,” Erik said.

    He groaned and joyful noises came from June’s lips. She loved it when Erik came inside her. She said it made her feel good to know her black bull emptied his sperm into her pussy. She said she could feel his cock throbbing as it pumped shot after shot of seed inside her.

    June crawled to the edge of the bed and looked down at her husband. “You look pathetic,” she said.

    George suspected she was right. He was naked and his cock was locked in a small chastity device. He’d shaved off all his pubic hair at his wife’s request. He certainly felt pathetic.

    June slid off the edge of the bed and stood over George. He expected her to sit on his face and feed him Erik’s load, as had happened so many times already.

    Instead, June lowered herself over his locked cock. “This is what I think of your worthless dick,” she said as Erik’s cum began to drip out onto it. “You’ll never fuck me again, cuck. You don’t deserve my pussy. You deserve to be covered in another man’s cum. You deserve to be locked in your little prison forever. You deserve to stay soft forever.”

    Erik’s cum dripped over the device. It seeped in through the openings. It dripped onto George’s balls. He felt the heat of another man’s seed coat his loins.

    “There’s finally a real man in our marriage,” June said as she sat down on George’s locked cock and took him into her freshly-fucked pussy. More of Erik’s cum seeped out of her. “It’s just not you. It’s never been you. I married a cuck. I just didn’t know it for the first ten years. Now I do. It’s only going to get harder from here, George.”

    June leaned forward until her lips hovered over his. “There’s so much more I can do,” she whispered. “There’s so much more humiliation I can offer. I hope you’re ready.”

    George wanted to kiss his wife. He wanted to thank her for humiliating his cock with her bull’s cum. He wanted to tell her he was ready for more humiliation.

    Instead, all he said was, “I love you.”

    “I love you too, cuck,” she replied.

  
    Don't Be Afraid of His Cock

    The bed sheets and comforter are pulled back. Your wife is in the bed wearing a pair of black lace top stockings...and nothing more. Her long, red hair cascades down her shoulders and brushes against the tops of her big, perky breasts. Her nipples are hard as a rock and she wears a smile on her face.

    Her bull is in the bed - the bed you share with your wife - too. He's lying right next to her. His clothes rest in a pile on the floor next to the bed. He too has a smile on his face.

    Her hand slowly moves up and down his cock. His long, thick, rock hard cock. The cock that will spend a great deal of time inside your wife before the night is over. The cock that will satisfy her, that will provide her with multiple orgasms, that will fill her pussy with multiple loads of cum.

    You're on your knees at the foot of the bed. You're naked too, and of course your dick is hard. It's nowhere near as big as his, but your wife wouldn't need a bull if your dick was as big as his, would she?

    They're both looking at you. They're both smiling at you. They like that you're watching. They like fucking in front of you. They like putting on a show for you, cuckold.

    She likes it because she knows how much it turns you on. She likes that her satisfaction - satisfaction that his cock provides because yours just isn't good enough for her - excites you. She likes that watching her cum with someone else's cock in her pussy is almost as pleasurable as having an orgasm of your own. She also likes that watching helps remind you of your place, that it helps you understand and embrace that you're a cuckold for a reason, with that reason being that you're incapable of satisfying her like he does.

    He likes putting on a show for you, of course, but his reason is a little different than your wife's. He sees it as a good thing that you enjoy watching, but he doesn't really give a damn about that. He finds it a turn on to fuck a married woman in front of her husband. He likes putting you in your place by fucking her far better than you've ever managed to fuck her. He likes the fact that you sit on your knees and watch as he makes your wife scream his name in pleasure while he pumps her tight married pussy full of his cock and cum. He likes that you can't help but stay there on your knees, that you get off on watching him seed her cunt, that you get off on being put in your place.

    "Is your dick hard?" your wife asks.

    You nod. Your dick got hard when you were all out in the living room. You felt the first tingle of desire when you watched them kiss. You got a little bit harder when you watched him run his fingers over her stocking-clad thigh and under her dress. Your balls tingled with lust when her mouth opened and she welcomed his tongue while her legs spread just a little bit wider, signaling her desire to be fingered. You were fully stiff by the time he slipped his fingers into her pussy. You could hear her wetness and when she pulled up her dress, you could see another man penetrating your wife while she moaned into his mouth.

    You've been hard ever since. You were stiff as your wife unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Precum poured from the tip of your dick as she took him in her mouth and offered a blowjob on your couch. Your cock throbbed when he looked at you, smiled, and put a hand on the back of your wife's neck to urge her to take more of his big cock into her mouth.

    You're still stiff as you sit on your knees at the foot of the bed and watch your wife stroke his dick. They're teasing you, in a way. They know you want to watch them fuck. They know you love nothing more than seeing your wife's pussy lips part to welcome his dick deep inside her. They know you want it just as much as they do, but it's fun to tease you, to make you wait on your knees with your cock dripping precum onto the bedroom floor.

    "You know what I'd enjoy?" your wife asks.

    You shake your head.

    She smiles, glances at her bull, and then looks back at you. "I'd enjoy seeing my cuckold husband prove that he's willing to do whatever it takes to satisfy me," she says.

    "I'd enjoy that too," her bull replies. "What do you think, cuck? Are you willing to do whatever it takes to satisfy your wife?"

    You have no idea what they're talking about, but you nod. Of course you're willing to do whatever it takes.

    "Suck on my toes," your wife instructs.

    You stand and crawl into the bed. You hurry forward and take your wife's big toe in her mouth. You look up at them both and suck on it. You swirl your tongue around it.

    "All five," she says.

    You take all five toes in your mouth. Your lips stretch wide around them. You suck hard. She moans and turns to her bull. He leans over and they share a kiss. You watch your wife's tongue dance with his as you suck on her toes.

    "Do the other foot," she says.

    You move to her other foot. You suck on her toes. You swirl your tongue around them. You lick. You suck. You do as you're told and your beautiful wife kisses her bull as he plays with her big tits, eliciting a moan from the woman you love more than any other.

    "Now suck on his toes," she says as his strong hand continues to knead the perfect, perky flesh of her tits. "Suck on my bull's toes. You can start with the big one. Take it in your mouth. Swirl your tongue around it. Just like you did for me."

    You hesitate and see a flash of annoyance in your wife's eyes. It's not often that she has you interact with her and her bull. Most of the time you just watch. It seems that she's in the mood for something different tonight, though.

    You move to the side until his feet are in front of your face. He wiggles his toes and smiles at you as your beautiful wife continues to stroke his cock.

    "Do it," she says. "Take that big toe in your mouth. Suck on it for me."

    Your wife leans over and kisses her bull's neck after offering the instruction. You watch her tongue dance over his flesh and see her breast press into his arm. He smiles like any man would with a beautiful naked woman offering seductive kisses.

    You don't want to suck on his toes. It's humiliating. It feels weird and a little bit dirty in a way that sucking her toes doesn't. You don't want to disappoint your wife, though. You can't imagine anything worse, in fact.

    You take his toe in your mouth. Your wife moans the moment you do. He reaches between her legs and plays with her pussy as she continues to kiss his neck. She has an eye on you, though. She's watching you suck his toe. She's watching you surrender to her. She's moaning louder, too, so it seems that your wife is really quite thrilled at your willingness to do as you're told.

    "What a good cuckold," she says. "It's nice to see that you can do more than watch, that you're willing to help out, to participate in a way that makes this all just a little bit hotter for me."

    You move to his other foot. You take his second big toe in your mouth. You suck on it just like you did the first. You suck on it because you're emboldened by your wife's comment, because you want to be the sort of cuckold that's willing to help out if it means making the night just a little bit hotter for your wife.

    She rolls onto her back and her bull leans over to continue working her pussy. He's got three fingers inside her now and he's rubbing her clit with his thumb, ensuring that your wife's moans now ring out around the bedroom.

    "Crawl between my legs, cuckold," she instructs before unleashing yet another beautiful moan.

    You cease sucking his toe - and take note of the fact that your dick is still hard as a rock - and move between her legs. You watch his fingers move in and out of her pussy as you crawl closer. You listen to the sounds of wetness emanating from her cunt, a surefire sign of her overwhelming lust.

    "Now suck his fingers clean," she says. "Taste your wife's sweet cunt on his fingers, cuckold."

    He pulls his fingers from her pussy and turns them towards you. They glisten with her juices, with her sweetness. You can smell her desire.

    "Do it," she demands. "Be a good cuckold. Take his fingers in your mouth. Suck them clean."

    It feels humiliating to suck another man's fingers clean, especially since those fingers were just inside your wife. It is humiliating. Of course it is. You do it, though. You're a good cuckold, after all. So you do it. You take his fingers in your mouth, close your lips around them, and suck them clean.

    Your wife moans. "Fuck...what a good cuckold. Make sure you get them nice and clean. Use your tongue. Really swirl it around. Lick up all that delicious pussy juice."

    It feels so much better than you thought it would. It shouldn't feel good. You're sucking on another man's fingers, after all, and yet it does. Maybe it's because your wife has a lusty look on her face, making it perfectly clear that your willingness to suck his thick, slippery fingers turns her on.

    He pulls his fingers from your mouth and slips them back into her pussy. He pumps them in and out of her. She arches her back and moans as their lips meet for a deep kiss. He pulls his fingers out of her and presents them to you. Without being told, you take them in your mouth. You suck her sweet juices off of them. You suck them clean because you know it's what she wants and because you can't quite help yourself. After all, it feels good.

    "Fuck me," she says to him. "I need you inside me, baby. I need you to fuck me."

    You back away, making room for him between your wife's legs. He takes your place and she reaches down to guide his cock into her pussy as you fall to your knees at the foot of the bed. You watch another man's cock fill your wife with a long, slow, deep thrust.

    She lets out a deeply satisfied moan. It's the kind of moan she never unleashed with you. It's the same moan she lets out each and every time his cock first slides into her. It's an involuntary moan. It's her body expressing a deep kind of pleasure that few men have ever made her feel, and when you hear it your dick always throbs, because it's a moan that also expresses your inferiority compared to the man that has become her primary sexual partner.

    "Fuck me," she says again, this time with his cock buried inside her. "Fuck me while my cuckold watches."

    He looks over his shoulder and smiles at you. It's a victorious, confident sort of smile. It's the smile of a man that knows he's won, that understands that there is no battle in your bedroom, that he's the one she prefers. His joy, in a way, turns you on. You like feeling as though he's won, that your wife considers him the superior lover. You like that she prefers fucking her bull to fucking you.

    He fucks your wife as she desires. He fills her pussy with long, deep thrusts, slowly increasing his pace as her moans get louder. Her hands move over his back, down to his ass, and up his back once more, as if she can't help but try and pull him a little closer.

    "Oh...fuck!" she cries out. She's getting closer to her orgasm. All that foreplay means her first climax is going to arrive quickly, as it almost always does with him. She's always eager for more, of course. She can't ever get enough of his cock.

    "I'm cumming!" she screams.

    Your wife has an orgasm with another man's cock inside her and she does so in the bed you share with her. She has an orgasm that surpasses any your cock has ever given her. She has an orgasm of the type that he provides each and every time she welcomes his cock into her married pussy.

    They kiss as he buries his dick inside her and holds it there. She purrs in the way she does almost every time he makes her cum. She's in that post-orgasmic place where she feels deep affection for him as her body floods with beautiful hormones that make her appreciate the man that just got her off.

    He pulls out and rolls onto his back. His cock is coated with her juices and for some reason you can't help but stare.

    "It looks beautiful, doesn't it?" she asks.

    You look at your wife, but you don't say a word. It feels too strange to admit that she's right, that there's something beautiful about the way his cock looks right now.

    "Would you like to taste my pussy?" your wife asks.

    You nod and stare between her legs.

    "Not like that," she says.

    You look up at your wife and she meets your gaze before looking at her bull's cock. You feel a sense of panic rise in your chest as you realize what she means.

    "I can't," you say.

    "You can, and you will," she replies. "You've already sucked his toes and his fingers. You've been in the presence of his beautiful cock dozens of times now. You've been inches away from it on a few occasions. Now it's time to go all the way. Now it's time to be the kind of cuckold I want you to be. It's time for you to be a cocksucker."

    You shake your head but your gaze remains fixed on his glistening dick.

    "Crawl into the bed," your wife says in a soft, gentle voice. "Crawl between his legs."

    You stand and crawl into the bed. Your heart pounds as you crawl between his legs. She wraps her fingers around the base of his cock. You notice how delicate and feminine her hand looks in comparison to his long, thick, veiny shaft.

    "This cock gives me everything I've ever wanted in bed," she says. "This cock fucks your wife in ways you've never been able to fuck me, cuckold. This cock makes up for all of your shortcomings. It's possible that this cock saved our marriage, and I think it's only fair that you show this beautiful cock just how appreciative you are for everything it's done for me...for us."

    "But...but..."

    "No arguing," she says. "Show your appreciation. Take his cock in your mouth. Suck my pussy juices off of it. Show him - and me - that you're grateful for everything his cock has done for us. Show him that you're willing to do what a good cuckold should do. Show him that you're ready to take the next step and become a cocksucker."

    Your heart is racing. You feel a little lightheaded. Your dick, though. Your dick is hard. It's embarrassing, but your dick is hard. It must mean that you're not nearly as scared as you think you are. It must mean that you want this. Why else would you be hard?

    "Suck his cock," she says.

    You part your lips. You lower your head. Your mouth approaches his cock. You feel the spongy, slippery flesh against your lips. You close your eyes. The cock enters your mouth. You taste the sweetness of your wife's pussy. Your lips stretch around the cock. You instinctively try and keep your teeth away from the flesh.

    "That's it," she says. "This is the next step, cuckold. You were always going to end up doing this. You were always going to suck cock for me. From the moment his cock filled my pussy for the first time I knew you'd end up doing this. I knew he'd end up fucking me far more often than you. I knew I'd turn you into a cocksucker, and now that you've done it once, you're going to be doing it a whole lot more often."

    Your dick is still so hard. You take more of him in your mouth. You suck deeper. You move your tongue around just like you did for his toes and fingers. You're giving a blowjob. You're sucking a man's cock. You're a cocksucker, and it's exciting.

    "You'll clean his cock every time he fucks me," she continues. "If you're lucky, I'll let you suck him beforehand, too. I'll let you get him nice and hard for my pussy, but I like doing that too, so I might make you beg for it. I know you probably think you would never beg to suck cock, but you will, cuckold. I promise. You'll soon be enamored with his big cock just like I am."

    She can't be right, can she? You wouldn't get enamored with cock, would you? You're not that kind of guy.

    Your dick is still hard, though. You're excited. You're turned on. You're eager. Maybe she's right. Maybe you're a cocksucker. Maybe you were always meant to be a cocksucker for her.

    You might as well enjoy it.

  
    Don't Be Jealous. He Deserves Her Mouth.

    It’s okay to be jealous, cuckold. That’s how it’s supposed to work. You should be crazed with jealousy when you watch your wife get on her knees for another man. You should be filled with angst when you watch see how desperate she is to pleasure him. Does that lusty look in her eyes make you feel bad, or does it turn you on?

    For the longest time you thought your wife just didn’t like giving blowjobs. You’d get one every once in a while – birthdays, when she had a little too much to drink, maybe before a long business trip – but they weren’t really a part of your sex life.

    It turns out your wife loves giving blowjobs. She just doesn’t like giving them to you. Your underwhelming cuckold cock doesn’t turn her on. His big bull cock drives her crazy with lust to the point that she can’t wait to get on her knees and swallow him. She can’t wait to deepthroat him. She can’t wait to gag on him. She can’t wait to give him pleasure.

    Do you remember that phone call all those years ago? “I just sucked his cock.” Those were the words that greeted your ears when you answered. Your wife had been on her first date with another guy. After years of trying, you finally convinced her to cuckold you. Then, the first thing she says after her date is “I just sucked his cock.”

    Like most cuckolds, you couldn’t help but have a mixed reaction. As you imagined another man’s cock in your wife’s mouth, you got stiff. As you grappled with the notion that she’d sucked his dick on the first date and barely ever took you in her mouth, you felt that painful angst. That didn’t stop you from cumming later that night when she jerked you off and told you all about it, though.

    Now you almost never feel her soft lips and tongue on your cock. Her cocksucking efforts are almost exclusively reserved for the other men in her life. At least she lets you watch. When her latest bull comes over your wife insists that you take your customary seat in the living room and witness the pleasure she gives another man.

    She’s gotten really good at sucking cock over the years of cuckolding you. Now she can deepthroat with ease. She worships her man passionately and eagerly. She sucks him, strokes him, and looks up at him with lust-filled eyes. She loves swallowing cum too, something she never did for you.

  
    Don't Be Nervous About Your First Time Cleaning

    I know it’s your first time. I know you’re nervous. I promise it won’t be nearly as bad as you might think. I promise you’ll love cleaning his cum out of my pussy.

    I know you’re turned on. I can see your little dick throbbing. I know watching him fuck me bareback was a fantasy come true. Now I want you to make one of my fantasies come true. I want you to clean a creampie out of me.

    Come closer, cucky. There you go. Do you see his cum? Doesn’t it look beautiful? Doesn’t it look delicious? I know firsthand how yummy it is. I’ve swallowed it so many times. Now I want you to do the same.

    Why don’t you give it a quick lick. Lick up that little bit of him dripping down my ass. There you go. How does that taste? Is it yummy on your tongue? It’s salty, isn’t it? Doesn’t that taste good? Do you want more?

    Now I want you to try a little more. I want you to lick my pussy. Run your tongue from the bottom to the top. Are you getting his cum? Suck it up if you need to. You might need to be a little jizz vacuum to get his seed out of me.

    There you go. Now hold it on your tongue for a few seconds. Really savor the flavor of his cum. Take just a second to think about the fact that you have someone else’s cum in your mouth. Is that humiliating? It should be.

    Now I really want you to get into it, cucky. I want you to devour my pussy. I want you to bury your head between my legs and lick him out of me. I want you to savor every lick, though.

    I want you to think about the fact that you’re licking up someone else’s cum. How does that make you feel? Does it turn you on? Does it humiliate you? I’ll bet it does both.

    It should. Embrace that. That’s the beauty of cuckold creampie cleanup. That’s the beauty of eating someone else’s cum out of your wife. I love it. You love it.

    If you do a good job I’ll let you lick his cum out of me again. I’ll let you do it over and over. I’ll let you be a naughty jizz-eating cuckold whenever he fucks me. You’ll be sucking so many loads out of me, cucky.

  
    Don't Move an Inch, Cuck

    You've stripped naked. You've fallen to your knees. Your hands rest on your thighs.

    "You will maintain that position until I give you permission to move," your wife instructs as she sits at the edge of the hotel bed. "You will not stroke your cock. Not once. You will not crawl closer. Not once. You will not do anything to distract me from enjoying a real man's cock. Do you understand, cuck?"

    You love when she's dominant like this. It's what you've always craved. It's what she's only recently embraced being. It's thrilling, though.

    "I understand," you answer.

    She stands and saunters towards you. She lifts the bottom of her dress, revealing her bare pussy. She steps a little closer. You can feel the heat emanating from her smooth thighs. You can smell her arousal. She masturbates just a few inches from your face. The smell of her desire gets stronger. She moans. Your cock gets hard.

    "He's going to fuck this pussy so hard tonight," she says. "He's going to fill me, to stretch me, to make me cum, to empty his balls inside me. This pussy is going to be a sticky mess before he's done with it. This pussy that no longer belongs to you, cuck."

    Every fiber of your being wants to lean forward to taste your wife, to pleasure her, to aid her masturbation as she propels herself towards an orgasm. It takes genuine effort to maintain your position, to not run your fingers up her legs, to not try to stimulate or pleasure her in some way.

    "You want a taste of my cunt, don't you?" she asks.

    You look up and nod. "Desperately."

    She plunges her fingers inside. She moans and pulls them free. She holds them close to your lips. She pulls them away and sucks them clean.

    "Nothing for you, cuck. Not until he's had his way with me. Not until I've satisfied myself with his superior cock. Not until I've gotten absolutely everything I crave from him. Then you can taste me, but only if you stay right here. Only if you're a good, silent cuck. Only if you watch as another man fucks me the way I need to be fucked while you remain still like a good boy."

    "I'll be a good boy," you say.

    She steps back, bends over, and kisses you softly on the cheek. "I know you will," she whispers. "Because there's nothing in the world you crave more than putting your tongue in my pussy after my bull has cum inside me."

    At that moment, he knocks on the door. She stands and walks away. She's right, of course. Your favorite thing in the world is tasting her pussy after her bull has had his way with her, so of course you'll be a good boy tonight. You'll be absolutely perfect.

  
    Don't Worry, She's Probably Not Cheating

    “It seems like you’re boyfriend’s a little clingy,” Aaron, your girlfriend’s coworker, says as she gets in his car and waves at you through the windshield.

    “Not really,” she replies. “He just thinks it’s a little weird that this is the fourth day in a row that you’re giving me a ride to work.”

    Aaron puts the car in reverse, smiles at your girlfriend, and backs out of the driveway. “He’s got nothing to worry about, right?” he asks with that smile still plastered on his face. Aaron puts the car in drive, waves to you, and punches the gas.

    Your girlfriend unbuckles her seat belt, reaches across the center console, and unzips his pants. “I think we both know he has a lot to worry about,” she says. “He’s actually more observant than I thought he’d be. He definitely suspects that you’re fucking me.”

    “Should we stop?” Aaron asks.

    “Fuck no,” your girlfriend replies. “I’m not giving up this dick.” She’s talking about the dick in her hand. The dick that’s rock hard, long, thick, and ready to give her what she needs.

    “Good,” Aaron says. “Because it would be painful to work with you and not be able to fuck you.”

    He lifts a hand from the steering while, moves it to the back of her head, and guides her mouth between his legs. Your girlfriend moans as her lips surround the stiff cock that’s already been inside her three times that week and will soon fuck her a fourth time.

    “God damn,” Aaron says. “You suck dick like no one I have ever experienced.”

    Your girlfriend moans again. She takes more of his big cock into her mouth. She likes that he enjoys her mouth so much. She likes that he was half hard by the time she pulled his cock out of his pants. She likes that he wants her so badly that they routinely sneak into the bathroom at work for a mid-shift fuck.

    “Deepthroat me, baby,” he says.

    Your girlfriend deepthroats him. He applies pressure to the back of her head. She lets him. He likes being in control and she likes letting him take control.

    He pulls his hand from the back of her head and your girlfriend’s head pops up. She gasps for air, but her pussy is soaked. She likes the way his cock fills her throat. It makes her think about how he’s going to stretch her out when he fucks her.

    “The usual spot?” he asks.

    “Yes,” your girlfriend replies. “And hurry up.”

    She returns to his cock and Aaron hits the gas. He drives to the commuter parking lot they’ve been fucking in every day this week. He pulls into a space between two SUVs, turns the car off, and leans his seat back.

    Your girlfriend deepthroats his cock again, holds it in her throat for a few seconds, and then pulls her mouth off it and hurriedly strips off the ugly navy blue slacks her retail job makes her wear. She straddles Aaron, pulls her panties aside, and takes his cock inside her.

    His hands move under her shirt and he plays with her tits as she bounces on his cock. Her moans quickly fill the car.

    “Fuck, Aaron, your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” she says.

    “Ride me, baby,” he says. “Ride my cock. Ride it as hard as you want. Ride it and cum all over it.”

    Your girlfriend smiles. You’re not really into dirty talk and she loves that Aaron is. She loves that his hands are so active when they fuck. She loves that he’s so into her. Most of all, she loves that she’s cheating on you. She knows it’s wrong but she can’t help it. Even thinking about fucking Aaron behind your back makes her wet. Every time she does it she cums so hard.

    They can’t be late for work again, so they’re both fucking with furious energy. They pursue their orgasms in lock step. Your girlfriend bounces and grinds on his cock, giving her clit the pleasure it needs to achieve the sort of thunderous climax her body craves.

    “Fuck, I’m close,” Aaron says.

    That’s the moment your girlfriend loves most of all, because she gets to say, “Cum inside me.” Every time she utters those three words to the man she’s cheating on you with, it’s enough to put her over the top. The thrill of infidelity floods her body with arousal and she cums so hard.

    Aaron grabs her ass and pulls your girlfriend down on his cock. He lifts his hips and unloads in her pussy as she gently grinds her clit into his pelvis. She cums right along with him. They both fill his car with moans as they claim the intense satisfaction that comes with an orgasm achieved via cheating.

    Your girlfriend leans down and they kiss deeply. They indulge in the kind of post-coital warmth and appreciation that comes from a particularly good orgasm.

    For a moment, your girlfriend considers what she’s doing to you. She feels bad about it, but not bad enough to stop. The orgasms are just too good and she knows that fucking behind your back is part of it. She’ll just have to stop having Aaron pick her up every day. She doesn’t want to be too obvious about it, after all.

  
    Don't Worry, Your First Creampie Cleanup Will Be Easy

    It’s okay to be nervous. It’s your first time eating another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You have no idea what it’s going to be like. You’ve fantasized about it hundreds of times, but now that you’re actually staring at her cum-filled cunt, you can’t help but feel the nerves.

    That’s okay. I’ll guide you through it. The first thing to remember is that your wife (and cuckoldress) loves that you’re going to clean her bull’s cum out of her. She loves that you’ve embraced your position as her cuckold. She loves that you watch him fuck her. She loves that you watch him make her cum. She loves that you introduced her to this lifestyle that has brought her greater sexual pleasure than she ever imagined possible.

    It’s also important to remember that she’s hugely aroused at the notion of you eating his cum from her. She’s still basking in the pleasure of his big cock pounding her, but she’s ready for another orgasm and you’re going to deliver it with your tongue.

    This is a special moment for a cuckold and his wife. When your tongue caresses her cum-filled pussy and you lick up his seed, you’re crossing a boundary. You’re fully embracing being her cuck as you consume the sticky, life-bearing liquid he ejaculated inside of her. It’s a deeper sign of your acceptance of being a cuck.

    Fair warning: If you’ve never tasted cum before you might not like it. It’s going to be salty and it might be a little bitter. Every guy is a little bit different, so you never know until it’s actually touched your taste buds. Your job is to fight through any unpleasantness that might result from a literal bad taste in your mouth.

    Thankfully, all good cuckolds eventually come to crave the taste of another man’s cum on their tongues. Because you’re so turned on and so satisfied by the act of cleaning her pussy, you can’t help but enjoy another man’s semen. You might even come to fetishize the idea that it tastes bad. It’s like a cuckold penance.

    Though you might be excited, try not to be ravenous. Take your time as you worship your wife’s pussy and clean her bull’s seed. Lick up anything that dripped out of her before you were beckoned over. Alternate between sliding your tongue deep inside her and licking her clit. Your job is to clean her out and give her an orgasm, after all.

    Don’t be the kind of cuckold that resists his duty. Be the kind that embraces cleaning his wife’s pussy and consuming every drop of hot semen another man has injected into her. Always remember that she’ll love you for it.

  
    Don’t Worry, She Doesn’t See You as a Real Man Anyways

    You’re naked and on your back in the bed you share with your wife. She’s naked too and her body is cuddled up next to yours. You can feel her soft breasts pressing into your torso. Her fingers move down your chest and stomach and between your legs. She grasps your cock and strokes you while kissing your neck and moaning softly. It’s not long before you’re rock hard in her hand, which is exactly where she wants you.

    “Did you think about what I said?” she asks softly.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She kisses your neck and gently nibbles your earlobe. Goose bumps rush down your arm and she moans again. It’s the sort of moan she unleashes when she’s getting fucked, when her body is humming with desire and she’s on her way to an orgasm and it’s intoxicating to hear.

    “Will you do it?” she asks.

    You arch your back as the pleasures of her handjob, her kisses, and the feel of her naked body against yours combine to fill you with a particularly blissful form of lust. “I…I can’t,” you answer.

    “Mmm, yes you can,” she says softly. “I know you can. I understand that it makes you nervous, but I know you can do it, baby. I know you can suck cock for me.”

    You moan as that last sentence leaves her lips. Those two words – suck cock – strike a particular chord in you. You’re not sure why, but it feels as though they tap into something deep inside you, something you don’t want your wife – or anyone else, for that matter – to see.

    “I know the idea of being a dirty little cuckold cocksucker for me scares you,” she continues. “I know you’re worried about me seeing you as less of a man if you do it. But the truth is, I can’t see you as any less of a man than I already do.”

    “Baby…please,” you say as her words introduce an element of angst into your pleasure.

    “You love watching another man fuck me,” she says. “You love seeing his big cock stretch out my pussy. You really love seeing him cum inside me. You crave it, in fact. You love it when he buries his big, thick cock deep in my pussy and unloads, filling me with his sticky, salty cream. You love when he stays deep inside me after breeding my cunt, after taking me from you by filling me with his seed. You love that more than you love fucking me. We both know it’s true.”

    She manipulates the throbbing head of your cock with her fingers, sending small shockwaves of pleasure through your body. Every inch of you feels like it’s vibrating with pleasure.

    “You devour my pussy when he pulls out,” she continues. “You crawl between my legs, put your tongue inside me, and eat every drop of cum you can find. You get off on it, baby. You get off on eating another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. That’s not something a real man enjoys. That’s something a cuckold enjoys, and that’s something I’m happy to let you enjoy, but let’s not pretend that I could ever see you in the same way I used to. Let’s not pretend that I could still see you as the man I married. And let’s not pretend that sucking cock for me would change any of that.”

    “But it’s…it’s different,” you say.

    “Mmm, I know,” she replies. “But only because you’d be sucking cock for me. You don’t eat his cum from my pussy for me. You do that for you. You do that because it gets you off. I want you to do this for me. I want you to get on your knees and slobber all over my bull’s big cock. I want you to do it because it would turn me on. I want you to do it because it would make me cum harder to know that the big dick inside me was fluffed by my cocksucking slut of a cuckold husband.”

    “Oh…fuck,” you say.

    “You’re not cumming until you say you’ll do it,” she replies. “I’m not letting this dick of yours expel one little drop of semen until you tell me that you’ll be a dirty little cuckold cocksucker for me.”

    “Please,” you beg, though you know she won’t relent. You know your wife gets what she wants.

    “Say it,” she says. “Say you’ll be a good little cocksucker for me. Say you’ll get on your knees and you’ll fluff the big, beautiful cock that’s going to satisfy your wife. Say that you understand that I don’t see you as a real man anymore and that you want to fully embrace your place as a cuckold. Say that you want to be a cocksucker for me, baby.”

    Arousal floods your entire body. Every stroke of your cock feels like pure heaven. You’ve gone from wanting to cum to needing to cum. You’re desperate. So you cave.

    “I’ll be a cocksucker for you,” you admit. “I will. I’ll be a good little cocksucker for you. I’ll fluff your bull’s big, beautiful cock. I will. I’ll be a cocksucker for you.”

    “Good boy,” your wife says a moment before she tightens her grip and makes you cum. “I’m going to make you the best cuckold cocksucker in the world.”

    Your cum flies high in the air as your wife’s words fill your head. You know it’s going to happen, too. You know she’s going to make you her cocksucker. You know it’s inevitable. You know it and there’s nothing you can do about it.

  
    Double the Creampie Eating Fun

    
      
    

    “I have a surprise for you tonight,” your wife says as you help her dress for an evening with her lover.

    “Really?” you ask while pulling a pair of black lace panties up her legs until they come to rest snugly against her pussy and pert ass. Her surprises have never disappointed before and you can barely contain your excitement.

    She turns around and from your knees you looked up at your beautiful wife. Her long, wavy hair looks perfectly tousled as she stares down at you, her cuckold husband. “Put my stockings on,” she says in a commanding tone.

    You pull the black stockings up her legs, taking your time to avoid any runs. Your cock throbs as you dress her, just like it has every time you’ve gone through this sensual ritual. You can’t help but consider what you were dressing her for. Another man is going to fuck her tonight while you watch. Your wife, the woman you love so deeply, is going to give her body to someone else, to someone with a superior cock that has never failed to make her cum.

    You almost always fail to make her cum with your cock, which is why she welcomes another man to your bedroom, to the place between her legs that her husband is supposed to occupy. You’ve both come to love the cuckold lifestyle as it provides you with the pleasure you seek while keeping your marriage together.

    “Mark is bringing a friend,” your wife says as she runs her fingers through your hair. She gently pulls you closer to her pussy until you’re inches away. You can feel the heat emanating from between her legs. “Two men are going to cum inside me tonight and you’re going to clean both their loads like the good cuckold cum slut you are.”

    Before you have a chance to fully process her revelation, your wife pulls aside her panties and says, “Get me wet, cuckold.”

    She pulls you against her crotch and you lick her pussy as ordered. This has been one of your cuckold duties since you began your journey in the lifestyle. She likes to be nice and wet when her lover arrives so he can slide his cock into her in an instant if that’s what he desires. It’s your job to make sure she’s slick with lust. Thankfully, your tongue is always up to the task of worshiping the pussy that someone else is going to fuck.

    “They’ll be here soon,” she says while pushing your head away. You wish you could stay between her legs licking her pussy all night, but she’s not going to say no to a big cock inside her, and tonight she gets to enjoy two men.

    You hold her black satin robe open so she can slip her arms into it and tie it around her waist. As you’re admiring her absolute perfection there’s a knock on the door. “Let them in,” she says with a smile as she sits down to put the finishing touches on her makeup.

    You eagerly answer the door and let Mark and his friend Steve into the house. After a brief greeting you head to the kitchen to prepare drinks for the men that are going to double team your wife. When you return, she’s already joined them.

    You step into the living room to see your wife sitting between her two gentlemen callers. Mark has his tongue in her mouth and his hand between her legs. Steven has already untied her robe and has his hand inside her bra. His gentle nipple play makes her moan into Mark’s mouth. You know neither of them will be enjoying the drinks you made, at least not right now. They’ve already been ensnared in your wife’s web of desire.

    You place the drinks on the coffee table and take your customary seat on the small couch across from the show happening in your living room. Your wife breaks her kiss with Mark, gives you a quick glance and a devilish smile, and turns to kiss the new man. Steve slips his hand in her panties as he’s making out with your wife and judging from her delightful moan he finds her clit.

    “Are you ready, cuck?” Mark asks. “Are you ready to watch your wife be our naughty little slut?”

    “Yes,” you answer. Your cock is already rock hard and leaking precum, leaving a wet spot on your pants. You’ve rarely been so excited.

    Your wife breaks her kiss with Steve and pulls off her robe. She leans back and spreads her legs, inviting her two lovers to enjoy her body. They unhook her bra and pull off her panties, leaving her naked and exposed. Her pussy glistens with the wetness of desire and her nipples are rock hard.

    You watch as the alpha males in your living room devour your wife. They suck her nipples and drive their fingers into her cunt. They make her scream with lust. She cums once on Mark’s fingers and a few minutes later Steve brings her to another orgasm. They’re making it clear she is theirs for the evening and you can’t believe you get to watch.

    Mark pulls your wife to her feet and leads her down the hallway. You follow, knowing that they’re heading to the bedroom because the real fun is about to start. When you step through the doorway she’s already on her knees with a cock in her mouth and another in her hand. She’s sucking and stroking like a pornstar, only it’s happening in your bedroom.

    She’s always been especially good with her mouth, but tonight your wife is sucking cock like a woman possessed. It’s clear she’s more aroused by this threesome than you could have guessed. It seems that being with two men at once has unlocked something inside her neither of you knew existed.

    Steve pulls your wife to her feet and moves her to the bed. She gets on her hands and knees and eagerly takes his cock into her mouth to resume her cocksucking efforts. Mark moves behind her and rubs the thick head of his erection around her swollen cunt lips. She moans and pushes her hips back against him. She needs him inside her. Your wife is desperate for her lover to take her pussy, to spit roast her with his friend. She’s never been such a slut and you’ve never been so turned on.

    She’s so slick with desire that Mark plunges the full length of his cock into her with one easy thrust. He bottoms out and spanks her ass hard. She screams around Steve’s cock, a mixture of pleasure and pain. The guys quickly find a rhythm as they fill her mouth and pussy at the same time. You can’t help but think they’ve done this before. They’re probably turned someone else’s wife into their personal plaything for the evening and now it’s your wife’s turn.

    Much to your surprise, your wife has an orgasm. Without any direct stimulation to her clit she manages to cum. She’s so turned on by being double teamed that she was able to climax. It certainly doesn’t hurt that Mark’s cock is so big and fills her so nicely.

    “Are you ready to clean up, cuckold?” Mark asks as he continues to pound your wife’s pussy.

    “Yes,” you answer. The moment you’ve been waiting for is almost here. Mark only ever asks that when he’s about to unload in your wife’s pussy. He knows you’re a creampie eater, that there are few things in the world you love more than licking his semen out of your wife’s freshly fucked pussy.

    He groans and buries his cock inside her from behind. He’s cumming in your wife. He holds tightly to her hips while emptying his balls in her cunt. When he’s done, Mark looks over at you. “Get over here,” he says.

    You scramble to the side of the bed and fall to your knees without being told. You know your role. Mark steps back and you take his place. Your wife is on her hands and knees in your bed and her pussy is now eye level with you. You’re looking right at Mark’s thick cum as it slowly seeps out of her. She’s still busy sucking Steve’s cock and you can hear that it’s a particularly wet blowjob.

    “Clean her, cuckold,” Mark says in a demanding voice.

    You press your lips against your wife’s pussy and extend your tongue. You find a thick dollop of his cum and cradle it before taking it into your mouth. You take a moment to savor the flavor of another man’s semen before swallowing. That first taste is always the best and you’re thrilled that it coats your tongue and throat even after it’s come to rest in your stomach.

    Your cock throbs as your brain is awash in the submissive delight of eagerly eating another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You dive back in, sliding your tongue even deeper inside her. “That’s it cuckold. Clean up all that cum. Be a good little bitch and lick my cum out of her. Make sure you get it all so there’s plenty of room for Steve to fill her up again.”

    When you’re done, Mark directs you to sit on the floor while Steven has his way with your wife’s pussy and injects his cum into her cunt. You watch as she moves to her back and spreads her legs, inviting a second man inside her.

    Steve’s big dick is slick with her spit and his precum and he has no trouble sliding into her soaked cunt. She wraps her legs around him and pulls this new man as deep into her as she can take him. His thrusts are slow and deep, and each time he bottoms out in your wife she moans.

    As Steve begins to groan louder, you know he’s nearing his orgasm. You know that it won’t be long before you’re eating another load of cum from your wife’s pussy. Your second treat of the evening will soon be delivered.

    You have a perfect view as he buries his dick inside her and unleashes his seed. For the second time in a brief span another man is cumming in your wife. She wraps her arms and legs around him, pulling him tightly against her. She looks so beautiful entangled with him.

    They share a soft, tender kiss as their bodies separate. When he pulls out your wife is looking down the bed at you. “Come here,” she says.

    You smile and crawl into bed with your wife. You move between her legs, which is exactly where you belong in this moment, and admire the cum leaking out of her. Someone else’s cum. Another man’s seed was just injected into your wife and now you’re going to clean it out. That’s your role as a cuckold and you eagerly embrace it.

    “Clean me,” your wife says softly. “Clean my messy pussy.”

    Her words thrill you as you take your place just inches from her cunt. Steve’s cum is slowly seeping out of her. You feel an overwhelming sense of being in your place. You know a real man would want to fuck his wife, but all you want to do is lick another man’s cum out of her after she’s been fucked by another man’s bigger, better cock.

    She calls it her messy pussy, and it certainly looks messy, but to you it’s the most beautiful thing in the world. To you, it’s perfection. Her cunt lips are swollen and red from being pounded so hard by two men. She’s slick and juicy between the legs, and the thick white cum that’s leaking out of her will soon be in your stomach.

    You clean her like you were instructed to do, like a good cuckold does. You clean another man’s hot cum from your wife’s pussy and you relish the opportunity. Once again the salty taste coats your tongue and throat. You notice the subtle differences between the two men’s semen and you savor them.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as she moans. She’s so turned on by her cuckold husband eating cum out of her pussy that she’s going to cum again. You’re going to give her the last orgasm of the evening, cuckold.

  
    Dress Up Slutty for Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    The vast majority of guys like it when a woman dresses slutty for them. They don’t necessarily want you to dress like a hooker, but getting dolled up like you’re going to a club for a night of dancing and grinding will drive any guy wild.

    You’ve probably long since stopped dressing like that for your husband (if you ever did), so do it for your lover. Do it for the man that inspires wetness between your legs and fucks you to incredible orgasms. Your cuckold will feel the familiar burn of humiliation as you get tarted up to arouse another man.

    Even better, take your husband shopping to buy slutty clothes for your lover. Make him pick out tight dresses and short skirts and then try them on for him. Ask him if he thinks your lover would be turned on as you model the clothes for him? Make it clear that he won’t be fucking you in them and that you only dress up like that for real men that know how to fuck you.

    
      The Story
    

    Feeling jealous is a part of being a cuckold. It’s almost impossible to avoid, and you shouldn’t want to avoid it. You should feel jealous that your wife prefers sucking another man’s cock over yours. You should feel jealous that she’d rather fuck him than fuck you. You should (and almost certainly do) feel aroused too.

    The first time your wife dressed up for Paul you felt especially jealous, didn’t you? He was different than the other men she’d cuckolded you with. He’d unlocked something in her. She felt a deeper desire to please him. He was the first one that connected with her on a deeper, more arousing level. She didn’t want him to move on to another desperately horny wife. She wanted him to keep fucking her.

    That’s why she started buying slutty outfits. It started with online shopping. When the packages arrived she was visibly excited. She grabbed them and rushed off to the bedroom. You knew better than to follow. If she had something to show you then she’d do so in her own time.

    Eventually, she was ready to show off. “Honey,” she called out from the bedroom. “Come here. I want you to see what I bought for him.”

    You hopped off the couch and excitedly bounded down the hallway. What you saw in the bedroom took your breath away and gave you an almost instant erection.

    Your wife looked hotter than she ever had. She was wearing a tight black leather mini skirt, thigh high black leather boots that fit tight against her slender legs, and a red halter top with no bra. The outfit was astoundingly skimpy and sexy.

    “Come here,” she said. You moved across the bedroom towards your wife. A naughty smile crossed her face as she admired your erection. “Do you like my naughty little outfit?”

    You nodded, unable to form a coherent sentence. Your wife caressed your turgid erection through your pants. She pressed her body against yours. The sensation of her perky, firm breasts and hard nipples pushing into your chest made you gasp in pleasure.

    “I want to be a slut for him,” she whispered. “Do I look like a slut?”

    “Yes,” you answered.

    “Do you think he’ll fuck me like a slut? Do you think he’ll bend me over, pull up my naughty little skirt, and pound my pussy from behind? Do you think he’ll treat your wife like a dirty little slut and fill me with his cock and cum?” she asked while stroking your hard dick through your pants.

    You moaned before answering. “Yes.”

    “I’d never let you fuck me like that,” she said. “Only a real man gets to fuck me like that. Only a man that can actually make me cum with his cock gets to fuck me like a slut. Only a real man gets to bend me over and do what he pleases with my pussy.”

    You could feel an orgasm approaching as she played with you through your pants. She could feel it too, because she pulled away. “Naughty boy! You were going to cum, weren’t you?” your wife asked with a disapproving look on her face.

    You stared at the floor, admiring her leather boots. “Yes,” you admitted.

     “Get on your knees,” she ordered and you eagerly complied. “Kiss my boots.”

    You leaned down and kissed her shiny new leather boots. The distinct smell filled your nose as you burned with humiliation.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Take out your cock and stroke for me.”

    You pulled out your cock and masturbated as your wife had ordered.

    “Look up at me,” she said in an irresistibly demanding tone. “That’s it. Look at your wife and stroke your little cock. Stroke the cock that won’t be fucking me in this outfit. Stroke the cock that doesn’t deserve to fuck me when I’m dressed like a slut. I’ll never dress like this for you. You don’t deserve it. You haven’t earned it. You’re not man enough.”

    Your cock throbbed in your hand. Precum poured from the tip, providing perfect lubrication and increasing your pleasure.

    “Cum on my boots, cuckold. Cum all over my boots and then lick it up.”

    You released your seed at the thought of licking your cum off your wife’s boots. Rope after rope of thick semen landed on the black leather as you groaned. When you were finished, she pushed hard on the back of your head and directed you to do as she’d demanded.

    “Clean up all that nasty, worthless cum, cuckold. Be a good boy and clean up every drop before I leave for my date.”

    Unable to resist your beautiful wife, you did as you were told and licked up every salty, sticky, disgusting drop of your cum off her new boots. 

  
    Driving for Her Date

    Flawless. She looks utterly flawless. Her hair. Her makeup. Her dress. The lingerie she wears under the dress. It all looks flawless.

    She looks flawless for him. She looks flawless for the man she can’t stop thinking about. She looks flawless for the man that tends to her sexual needs like no other.

    You drove her to his place. You picked him up. You drove them to the restaurant. You remained in the car as he dined with your wife. They had wine. They had appetizers. They had dinner. They had a delicious dessert. It took hours. You sat in the car the entire time.

    They walked hand-in-hand out of the restaurant. He opened the backseat and your wife climbed in. He followed. Their lips met the moment the door closed. His fingers worked their way up her nylon-clad leg and disappeared under her skirt. She spread her legs and moaned into his mouth as he pressed his skilled fingers against her panties.

    You started the car. You put it in drive. You pulled out of the parking lot. You heard the sound of a zipper being lowered. You glanced in the rearview mirror to see your wife’s pretty blonde head disappear from view. He moaned a moment later. The sound of a blowjob soon filled your ears. Your wife was sucking cock in the backseat of your car while you were behind the wheel. Your wife was offering another man the great joy of her mouth while you drove.

    After a lengthy, beautiful blowjob your wife’s head popped up. He pulled her into his lap. Her moans soon filled the car. He was inside her. He was inside your wife’s slick pussy. She was so desperate to fuck him that she couldn’t wait for you to drive her home. She had to have him in the car. She had to have his big cock buried deep inside her. She had to ride him. She had to claim the pleasure she craved.

    They fucked as you drove. They fucked passionately, too. They moaned. They expressed their intense desire for each other. They talked of how good it felt to fuck. The sounds of her wet pussy accepting his big cock filled the car. The sounds of your wife’s orgasmic joy soon rang out.

    She urged him to cum inside her as she bounced on his cock. She wanted him to flood her pussy with his seed. She wanted him to experience the ultimate pleasure while inside her. He gave your wife what she wanted. He came inside her. She showered him with kisses as he filled her with his cum.

    She told you to pull over. You obeyed. She climbed off his cock. You got out of the car. He did too. You switched places. He got behind the wheel. You crawled into the backseat and between your wife’s legs. You cleaned his mess out of her pussy. You devoured his thick cum as she moaned and held your head in her hands. You ate another man’s load like a good cuckold. She filled the car with moans. She came on your tongue as you devoured someone else’s seed.

    He pulled into your garage. Your wife got out of the car and took his hand. They went inside. You followed. They headed for the bedroom. She turned and told you to wait outside the door. They stepped into your bedroom. You listened as he made love to your wife for the next thirty minutes. You were invited in to clean up once more when they were finished. You greedily ate his cum out of her.

    Only then did she allow you to cum. She jerked you off, caught your load in her hand, and fed it to you. You ate it like a good cuckold.

  
    Earning His Orgasm - Part 1

    “How long has it been?” Jade asked as she caressed and gently squeezed Dean’s balls.

    “Nine days,” he replied.

    “Are you desperate?”

    “Yes,” Dean said.

    Desperate didn’t begin to describe it. His cock had been locked in a metal chastity cage for nine days. He hadn’t been offered any sort of release but he’d been teased relentlessly by his wife.

    “How desperate?” Jade asked.

    Dean felt her breath on his neck as she leaned closer and kissed him. He felt the leather of her boots against his bare skin as he laid on his back in bed and subjected himself to her teasing. It was the only way he stood a chance of being released.

    “I’ll do anything,” Dean said.

    He knew the risks that came with saying something like that. He knew that Jade could ask for something he wouldn’t want to do. He knew that she had a sadistic streak and that she found pleasure in pushing his limits far beyond anything he’d ever imagined.

    Dean watched as Jade moved between his legs. He saw her long dark hair spread around his torso and before she pulled it back. He felt her hands move up and down his thighs. He stared at her breasts, which looked splendid in her tight black corset.

    “You should be careful about claims like that,” Jade said before she took Dean’s locked cock into her mouth.

    She’d gone with a metal cage this time around because she wanted the teasing to be easier. She wanted him to feel it when she blew him while he was locked up and it worked like a charm. It was an experience of pleasure mixed with agony. It was everything he loved about a blowjob without the ability to get hard and truly enjoy it.

    “Please, Jade, I’ll do anything. I swear. I’ll do anything if you’ll just let me out and let me cum.”

    It felt like his body was buzzing with desire. He could feel his thighs trembling as her mouth moved up and down on the locked cock. He could feel his head swimming with desire.

    “Are you absolutely certain?” Jade asked.

    Before Dean could answer she swallowed his locked cock once more. She sucked hard on it and moved her tongue over the flesh that poked through the metal cage. He couldn’t speak. It was an exquisite experience.

    When she finally relented and let his caged cock fall from her mouth, Dean said, “Yes, I’m absolutely certain.”

    Jade played with his balls and looked up at him. A sadistic smile crossed her face. “Do you remember what happened last time?”

    Dean remembered. Last time Jade made him drink her piss before she’d let him out. She made him sit on the shower floor and straddled his face. Over the course of five minutes she unleashed her full bladder into his mouth in short spurts. She demanded that he swallow every drop, but Dean gagged on the last bit because the taste was so strong.

    Jade released him from chastity anyway. She jerked him off in the roomy shower they’d had installed when they renovated their master bathroom. She didn’t give him the orgasm he craved, though. Instead, she ruined it. She masterfully brought him to the edge and then let his cock go. His cum slowly seeped out and he was robbed of the pleasure he sought. Jade laughed as she saw the agony on his face.

    She also collected all the cum in her hand and demanded that he eat it as punishment for not swallowing all her piss. Not only had Dean not gotten the orgasm he wanted but he’d swallowed piss and cum in the span of ten minutes. There was no question it hadn’t gone well.

    “I remember last time,” he said. “I’ll do better this time, I promise. I’ll earn my orgasm. I will. I’ll do anything. I don’t care. Anything you want, I’ll do it.”

    Jade swallowed his locked cock once more. Dean groaned as the agony and pleasure returned. He felt desperate for release and yet he had no idea if Jade was actually going to give him a chance to earn it.

    She released his cock from the grasp of her soft lips and slid off the end of the bed. She looked splendid in her boots, stockings, panties, and black corset. Merely admiring her was enough to make Dean’s dick ache.

    “I’ll be right back. I’m going to prepare your task,” Jade said before flashing her sadistic smile once more.

    She left the room and Dean stared down at his locked cock. It looked like it was trying to burst out of the chastity cage. His flesh was as swollen as it could get in the limited space afforded to it. The longer he stared, the more it ached. He was aroused by the mere sight of his dick in chastity.

    Fifteen minutes after leaving the bedroom, Jade returned with a man in tow. Dean felt a brief moment of joy.

    “Dean, you remember Simon, don’t you?” Jade said as she introduced the tall, fit blonde guy that followed her into the room.

    “Yes,” Dean said.

    Simon smiled and looked at Dean’s locked cock. “If I remember correctly, the last time I saw you I fucked your wife to a loud orgasm while you watched from beneath her, right?”

    Dean nodded. That’s exactly how he knew Simon. He was an occasional bull that Jade brought in when she felt the need for a long, thick cock in her pussy.

    Dean was thrilled. He couldn’t believe that his test was going to be so easy. He loved watching Jade fuck another guy. He loved seeing her moan loudly. He loved seeing her cum so hard with someone else inside her. It was going to be a breeze to do that again. He’d earn his orgasm in no time.

    Dean watched from the bed as his wife kissed Simon. His locked up dick strained against his cage as cuckold-fueled desire surged through his body. Jade was a good kisser and she seemed to be putting extra effort into arousing Simon.

    Jade’s fingers deftly unbuttoned Simon’s shirt and pulled it off as they continued kissing. She ran her hands up and down the other man’s muscular chest and slipped one into his pants. Simon moaned as Dean’s wife found his cock.

    “Fuck, that feels good,” Simon said as he turned to Dean and smiled. His eyes darted to the locked cock. He was clearly feeling a sense of dominant delight.

    Jade fell to her knees and finished undressing Simon. His cock popped free and she licked from the base to the head before taking it in her mouth.

    A sense of warmth and joy spread through Dean. He was finally going to earn his release in a way that wasn’t humiliating or painful. He was going to get to cum after watching his wife fuck someone else and it was going to be beautiful.

    “Do you like watching me suck his cock, baby?” Jade asked.

    Dean nodded vigorously from the bed. “It’s beautiful,” he said.

    Jade’s sadistic smile returned. “Do you want to watch him fuck me?”

    “Yes. Desperately.”

    Jade stood up and moved closer to the bed as Simon followed. She leaned over and grasped Dean’s locked cock.

    “This pathetic little thing can’t give me any pleasure, can it?” she asked.

    “No, it can’t,” Dean happily agreed.

    “Simon’s cock can though. He can fuck me hard. He can pound me with that long, thick, beautiful dick of his. He can make me scream. Is that what you want to watch, baby? Do you want to watch Simon make me scream as he fucks me?” Jade asked as she played with Dean’s balls.

    “Yes. I want to see him give you what you crave,” Dean replied.

    “He’s going to do exactly that,” Jade said before squeezing Dean’s balls hard enough to make him gasp. “Will you do something for me?”

    “Anything,” Dean said.

    “Will you eat my pussy before Dean fucks it? Will you get me nice and wet like a good cuckold is supposed to do for his wife?”

    “Of course,” Dean said. He couldn’t contain his smile. His evening was turning out so much better than he thought it would.

    Jade climbed into the bed and spread her legs. She positioned herself in a way that made it so Dean had to move to his hands and knees to eat her pussy as she desired.

    “That’s a good cuckold,” Jade said as Dean began to worship the space between her legs.

    Just as Jade’s moans began to fill the bedroom, Dean felt Simon’s hand move over his naked ass cheeks. His head popped up as a moment of panic passed through him. 

    “Keep eating my pussy, Dean. Don’t worry about that,” Jade said softly.

    Dean went back to work, but Simon’s fingers traced between his ass cheeks and over his asshole. It twitched in response and Dean leaned forward.

    Jade grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked upwards. She looked into his eyes and said, “Are you going to do this again, Dean? Are you going to misbehave and earn yourself another ruined orgasm? Did you really not learn your lesson last time?”

    Dean saw the anger in her eyes and heard it in her voice. He didn’t want to disappoint his wife but he didn’t like that Simon was playing with his asshole.

    “I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s just…he’s touching me back there.”

    Jade laughed and slapped Dean across the face. It was more surprising than painful, but she had his attention. “Simon is going to do whatever he pleases, Dean. He’s the real man in the room. You’re the submissive, locked up cuckold. Now shut the fuck up and eat my pussy.”

    The moment he returned to eating Jade’s pussy, Dean felt Simon’s fingers on his ass again. This time they were wet as they moved between his cheeks and gently rubbed around his asshole. Dean tried his best not to react, though his mind was not focused on what he was doing. It was focused on what was happening behind him.

    As Jade moaned louder Dean was certain he heard the sound of masturbation behind him. It sounded like a hand moving up and down a slick cock. It sounded like Simon was jerking off.

    Simon’s hand pressed on the small of Dean’s back. Moments later Dean felt the head of the other man’s cock against his asshole.

    Despite his desire to please Jade, Dean couldn’t continue licking her pussy when it felt like he was about to get fucked by a man. He ceased eating his wife’s pussy and lifted his head. As he was about to turn around and put an end to his impending violation, Jade sat up and took a tight grip on his hair.

    “Ow, fuck,” Dean said as Jade’s other hand found its way around his neck and applied surprisingly strong pressure.

    Simon’s cock remained at the entrance to his asshole but prodded no further as Jade took complete control over him.

    “Did you really think you were going to earn your release by watching me get fucked?” she hissed.

    “Yes,” Dean said.

    “You stupid fucking cuck.” She released his throat and slapped his face. “You stupid, worthless fucking cuck. You delusional little bitch. Of course that wasn’t going to be how you earned your release. Of course you were going to have to work for it.”

    Jade pulled on his hair and Dean titled his head back in response.

    “Open your mouth,” she demanded.

    He did so and she promptly spit onto his tongue.

    “Tonight, you’re my plaything. You’re my little toy that I get to abuse for my pleasure, and I’ve decided that Simon is going to fuck you for as long and hard as he wants. If you take his cock like a good whore I’ll release you from your cage and give you the orgasm you crave. If you don’t, you’ll stay locked for another month, maybe longer. What do you want?” she asked.

    Her conditions were clear and Dean knew she’d follow through. He’s spend another 30 days in lock up if he didn’t go along with what she wanted.

    “Please,” was all he said at first.

    “You have to make a choice,” Jade said. “I’m not going to make it for you. Either Simon fucks your tight little ass or you stay caged for another month or more. What do you want, you worthless fucking cuckold?”

    Dean took a moment to curse himself for being aroused by his wife’s cruelty. Despite the pain of being choked and having his hair pulled, his cock was throbbing in its cage.

    “I want Simon to fuck me,” he said.

    As soon as the words left his lips Dean screamed in pain as Simon’s cock pushed into his asshole.

    “That’s it, whore,” Jade said. “Take his dick like a good little faggot.”

    It was only a few seconds, but it seemed like it took forever for Simon to bottom out in Dean’s asshole. Every inch was agonizing as he got stretched and filled by the other man.

    “He’s inside you now,” Jade whispered as she maintained her grip on Dean’s hair while rubbing his back with her other hand. “You’re his now. You’re his whore and he’s going to use you.”

    Simon did exactly that. He grabbed Dean’s hips and fucked him. He did so skillfully, too. Everything but the head of his cock departed Dean’s ass before plunging back inside over and over.

    “It hurts,” Dean said as he felt the pain spread through his pelvic area.

    “I know it does. A good whore takes it, though. This isn’t for your pleasure, Dean. This is for his pleasure. This is for my pleasure. You’re working. You’re earning the release you crave so badly. You get fucked and you get an orgasm. That’s how it works. You do what I say and you get treated to something nice. Otherwise, you can spend the rest of your life in that little metal cage.”

    Simon pulled out and Dean heard him spit. He wanted it to be over, but he knew it wasn’t. Instead, the big cock filled his asshole once more. A little extra lubrication made it easier, though. The pain subsided a bit.

    Jade stared into her husband’s eyes and said, “That feels a little better, doesn’t it? You’re starting to enjoy being a fuck hole for another man, aren’t you?”

    Dean didn’t offer an answer. He wouldn’t have said he was enjoying it, though. It was just less painful.

    “Fuck him harder,” Jade demanded. “Use his asshole. It’s yours. Do whatever you want with it.”

    Simon took a tighter grip on Dean’s hips and pulled back as he pushed forward. He fucked the cuckold harder. The pain returned. Dean moaned loudly. There would be no pleasure in this for him. His wife was right. He was a fuck hole being used. In that moment he existed for Simon’s pleasure.

    “You’re doing so good,” Jade said. “You’re being such a good faggot for him.” She laughed.

    Simon began to grunt in a way Dean recognized. He was getting close to cumming.

    “You’re going to take his load in your ass, just like a good whore should,” Jade said. “He’s going to pump you full of cum. It’s going to be leaking out of you all night long.” Again she laughed.

    Simon grunted loudly and buried his cock in Dean’s asshole. He spanked the cuckold’s asshole while cumming inside him. Dean yelped in pain. He felt deeply humiliated as another man painted his rectum with his seed.

    After Simon pulled out, Jade released Dean’s hair and said, “Stay there.”

    He let his head fall to the bed but his ass stayed high. It felt like it was still gaping open after the long, hard fuck he’d received.

    Jade’s fingers found their way to his chastised dick. She slipped a key into the lock and in an instant he was free.

    “You earned this,” Jade said as she began to stroke Dean.

    He turned to look at his wife but she smacked his ass and said, “Look forward. I didn’t give you permission to stare at me.”

    Dean looked forward as Jade jerked him off. She was denying him even while giving him the orgasm she’d promised. Instead of a sweet, sensual handjob with lots of kissing and intimacy she was milking him like he was a farm animal.

    Dean whimpered when Jade released his cock. Moments later her fingers filled his asshole.

    “This would be better with a little bit of lube, right?” she asked. Her fingers pushed deeper inside him. “Simon’s cum seems like the perfect lube, don’t you think faggot?”

    Her fingers were warm and slick as they wrapped around his cock once more. The cum she’d retrieved from his ass felt spectacularly good. It was deeply humiliating to know he was being jerked off with someone else’s semen, but Dean knew that was the point. Jade wasn’t going to let him cum without humiliating him.

    The combined thrills, humiliations, and degradations of the evening finally resulted in an orgasm as Jade stroked Dean’s cock with a firm grip and played with his balls. He grunted and groaned and felt a long, beautiful build-up of lust between his legs before the cum exploded out of him.

    A supernova of pleasure worked its way through his body as his cock twitched and released a steady stream of cumshots.

    Just a few seconds later Jade appeared in front of him. She had a puddle of cum in her hand. His cum.

    “Open up,” she demanded.

    Dean opened his mouth and Jade poured the cum onto his tongue.

    “Swallow, whore,” she said.

    Dean swallowed. His cum tasted salty and bitter, but he took it all.

    Jade moved behind him and slipped his softening cock back into the cage. In just a handful of seconds he was back in prison.

    He’d earned his orgasm, though, and the pleasure of it made everything worth it. Every bit of pain and humiliation was worth getting to experience the bliss of release with his wife’s hand around his cock.

    “Thank you for your services, Simon,” Jade said.

    “My pleasure. I’m happy to do it again whenever you want.”

    “You hear that, cuck? Simon is happy to fuck your faggot ass whenever I want,” Jade said before laughing. “I’m sure he’ll be begging for it before the week is over, so I might require your services sooner than you might think.”

    Dean wondered if he’d really beg for another man’s cock in his ass. Could he be so desperate for an orgasm that he’d actually beg to get fucked?

    He wasn’t so sure his wife was wrong. It had been a great orgasm, after all.

  
    Earning His Orgasm - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    As Dean stepped into the surprisingly large and well-designed porn shop he felt like he was following his wife into a world of sexual possibility. He had no idea why they were there, but it seemed like it was almost guaranteed that something naughty was going to happen.

    Jade walked to the girl behind the register and asked, “What’s your policy on nudity in your store?”

    The girl smiled and said, “We encourage it.”

    Jade turned to her husband and smiled. “You heard her. Get naked. Show her what a cute little locked up cock looks like.”

    Dean looked at his wife and the girl at the register. He saw her smiling. “Go ahead. I promise, I won’t laugh much.”

    He didn’t have a choice. He did what his wife said or he didn’t ever get to come out of chastity. Those were the rules. It was simple.

    He stripped and stood in the middle of the store wearing only a pair of ankle high socks. His cock was locked in a smaller chastity cage than usual. Jade wanted to see if she could fit his flesh into something exceptionally tight. She’d succeeded.

    The girl behind the register laughed. “It’s adorable,” she said to Jade.

    “It makes him so compliant and submissive, too,” Jade replied.

    “I should get one for my boyfriend,” the register girl said. “I can hold his clothes if you’d like. There are a few empty shelves back here.”

    “That would be lovely,” Jade said as she directed her husband to pick up his clothes and hand them to the cute girl behind the register.

    “Have fun,” the girl said as Dean walked away.

    He followed his wife down one of the aisles. Jade stopped at the selection of butt plugs. Dean knew he’d have one inside him before long.

    She grabbed a midsized black plug and a bottle of lube and made her way back to the register.

    “Do you want to put it in?” Jade asked the girl at the register.

    “I’d love to,” she said.

    After Jade paid for her husband’s new butt plug the girl scampered out from behind the counter and tore open the package. She applied a generous helping of lube to the black plastic and said, “Bend over,” to Dean.

    He bent over, grabbed the counter, and felt the butt plug press against his ass. The girl penetrated him slowly. She pushed most of the toy inside and then pulled it out. She did it again. She was fucking him. Eventually, she pushed it all the way inside him and stepped back.

    “Thank you,” Dean said.

    “My pleasure, truly. That was fun.”

    Jade smiled at the cute young girl and asked, “Which way to the booths?”

    The girl pointed towards the back of the store and said, “Back that way. Go through the red door and pick any booth that doesn’t have a red light on. Have fun.”

    Dean followed his wife to the back of the store. They went through the red door and made their way down the hallway. Jade picked a booth and motioned for him to step inside.

    “How long has it been?” Jade asked.

    “Thirteen days,” Dean answered.

    Jade reached out and grasped his locked cock. Even a quick touch was enough to inspire desire. When she stepped closer and kissed him, his lust went into overdrive. He felt his cock trying to grow. He felt the pain of it being defeated.

    “Do you want to earn your release?” she asked.

    “Yes,” Dean said.

    He wasn’t sure how he was supposed to do that in a video booth at a porn store, but he was curious to see what Jade had planned.

    “Good. I’ll be right back. While I’m gone, pick a porn that you’d like to watch.”

    Jade left and Dean turned his attention to the video screen in front of him. He flipped through the options and settled on a sensual film featuring India Summer and a younger man having beautiful sex.

    The film was playing when Jade returned. “Nice choice,” she said after watching a bit of the action. “Now get on your knees.”

    Dean hoped he was going to be given a chance to worship his wife’s pussy. It had been a few days since she’d welcomed him between her legs. She’d even fucked her bull in that time and had refused Dean the pleasure of cleaning her up.

    “Are you ready to earn your release?” Jade asked.

    Dean looked up at her and nodded.

    “Good, then turn around.”

    Dean spun around on his knees and saw a soft cock waiting for him. It had been pushed through a gloryhole he hadn’t even seen.

    “The girl at the front desk kindly sent a few texts for me. They have several regular customers here that love a good mouth at the gloryhole and you’re going to suck off five of them if you want to earn your release.”

    Dean turned away from the cock and looked up at his wife. He didn’t say anything, but he tried his best to plead for mercy with his eyes.

    Jade leaned down and kissed her husband. Her lips felt soft and warm against his. Her tongue was eager. She pulled back and smiled.

    “You don’t have to suck cock for me. It’s the only way you’re coming out of your cage, though. You suck cock, or you spend at least two more weeks locked up and unable to cum. It’s your choice, as always.”

    Dean looked at his wife and back to the soft cock. He wanted to cum. He was desperate for it. Jade had subjected him to daily teasing sessions, all of which made his cock drip in its little cage.

    “What do you want, Dean? Do you want your release or would you like to go home?”

    Dean felt the agony he suspected his wife wanted him to experience. He craved an orgasm. He craved the release. He wanted to get hard again. He wanted to feel desire course through him. He wanted to cum.

    He turned to the gloryhole and crawled closer. He looked at the cock poking through it. It wasn’t particularly large. It seemed like it would be easy to suck on. Dean was committing to five blowjobs, though. The moment he took the first cock in his mouth he’d be taking four more after it.

    Jade stepped behind him and ran her fingers down Dean’s back. She pressed against the plug in his ass and it wiggled inside him. He groaned, leaned forward, and took the cock in his mouth.

    “That’s it, my little slut,” Jade said. “Suck his cock. Show me what a bitch you are. Show me how badly you want to cum. Make five men cum for me. Swallow their loads and I’ll give you the reward you crave.”

    A groan came from the other side of the gloryhole. The man in Dean’s mouth was appreciative of his efforts. His cock wasn’t much larger in its fully erect state, allowing Dean to swallow all of it over and over.

    Usually Dean’s cocksucking was in service of his wife’s desire to get laid. He’d fluff one of her bulls for a few minutes and that would be the extent of his duties until the sex was over and he was called in to clean up. This was different. He was sucking cock with the intention of making the man in his mouth cum.

    “You look good with a dick in your mouth,” Jade said as she pressed on the back of Dean’s head and pushed him to swallow the cock and hold it in his throat. “I think chastity has opened you up to your real self. It’s helped you see that you’re meant to be a little cocksucking bitch for your wife. You’re meant to do whatever you’re told. Aren’t you?”

    Dean moaned affirmatively around the dick in his throat. He ran his tongue over the underside of the shaft. Then he heard the guy grunt and felt the cock pulse. The first load sprayed into the back of his mouth.

    “Show it to me,” Jade demanded after the cock had pulled away.

    Dean looked at his wife and opened wide.

    “Are you a cocksucking cum whore?” she asked.

    Dean nodded.

    “Are you a gloryhole faggot for me?” she asked.

    Dean nodded again.

    “Good. You may swallow.”

    Dean swallowed the thick load of cum that rested on his tongue. Jade smiled at him and then stepped aside so he could see the cock that had poked through the gloryhole on the other side of their little booth.

    “Get to work.”

    Dean did as his wife instructed. He crawled across the room, took the cock in his mouth, and gave a wondrous blowjob.

    “Work that cock, faggot,” Jade said.

    The demeaning word seemed to go straight to his arousal center. Dean’s cock throbbed. It was an intense form of humiliation to be called a faggot by the woman he loved while he was sucking cock at a porn shop gloryhole.

    The second guy took just a few minutes to cum in Dean’s mouth. Again he showed the load to his wife. Again she smiled. Again she verbally berated him before giving the instruction to swallow. Again Dean did as he was told.

    “Unzip my skirt,” Jade instructed after Dean consumed the second load.

    He reached up and pulled down the zipper before Jade slipped it over her hips and down her legs. She looked beautiful in pair of sheer black panties that revealed her pussy lips.

    “You’d rather be eating pussy than cum, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

    Dean nodded as he looked up at her from his knees.

    “You know that what you want doesn’t matter though, don’t you?”

    Dean nodded. “I know,” he said.

    Jade reached out and ran her fingers through his hair. “What I want is all that matters. Isn’t that right, my little cuckold slut?”

    “Yes, that’s right,” he said.

    Jade’s smile was sweeter and softer than usual as she pushed a hand into her panties and masturbated while Dean watched. He saw two fingers disappear into her cunt and listened to his wife moan.

    When Jade pulled her fingers from her panties she offered them to Dean. “A palate cleanser,” she said.

    Dean sucked his wife’s fingers clean as another cock pushed through the gloryhole.

    “Get to work,” Jade said.

    Dean crawled to the cock and took it in his mouth. He quickly found a rhythm and after making two men cum he felt confident in his abilities. This cock was big enough that he could add his hand and soon he was stroking and sucking feverishly in the hope of extracting a load.

    He marveled at how easily his wife had turned him into a cum hungry, cocksucking slut in the name of an orgasm. Even after a few days being locked up he never would have agreed to blow five guys in exchange for a climax, but he barely hesitated after two weeks. He couldn’t help himself.

    Now he was devouring dick. He was stroking and licking and sucking and moaning a little bit, too.

    Jade laughed as the third guy unloaded in Dean’s mouth. He turned around and showed his wife the cum.

    “Swallow, slut,” Jade said.

    She reached out and pushed two fingers into his mouth. They hit the back of his throat and she kept going.

    “We might have to come back here more often,” she said. “Maybe I could sell this mouth of yours and turn you into a gloryhole whore earning $20 a blowjob. Would you like that?”

    Dean shook his head.

    “Are you sure? It seemed like you enjoyed that last blowjob. You went to town on him, sweetheart. I know that look. I know you’re becoming a nasty little cum whore, that you can’t help yourself when a cock appears.”

    A cock appeared in the gloryhole. Dean turned and looked at it. He didn’t want to prove his wife correct, but he couldn’t help himself. He crawled over and took the dick in his mouth. It wasn’t that he was a cock slut. It was that his drive to cum was overwhelming. He just wanted to get off. There was genuine pain between his legs. He needed to cum. He needed to empty his balls and cleanse his prostate. Because of that, he sucked cock vigorously. At least that’s what he told himself.

    When the guy on the other side of the gloryhole groaned, Dean felt happy. He was doing a good job. He was getting closer to his orgasm.

    The cock in his mouth throbbed and then shot a massive load. Dean showed it to his wife.

    “You know, most women have never swallowed more than two loads in a day. Even true lovers of cocksucking haven’t swallowed four. You know who swallows four loads of cum in a day? Whores, Dean. That’s who. Dirty, nasty, cocksucking whores that get paid to blow guys and eat their loads. You’re a fucking whore, only you’re not working for money. You’re working for a chance to be unlocked and jerked off in a porn store video booth.”

    Dean held his mouth open and looked up at his wife. She hadn’t given him permission to swallow and he wasn’t going to run the risk of making her angry.

    Jade moved closer and spit in his mouth, adding to the liquid already resting on his tongue. Her foot moved between his legs and she played with his balls using the shiny black tip of her shoe.

    “My husband is a cum whore. He’s my cum whore,” she said. “Swallow that load, whore.”

    Dean closed his mouth and swallowed. It was the fourth load of cum in less than 30 minutes to slide down his throat and come to rest in his stomach.

    He looked at both gloryholes excitedly. He wanted the fifth guy to show up. He wanted to earn his orgasm. A knock on the door interrupted his gleeful anticipation.

    “What can I do for you?” Jade asked as she opened it a crack.

    “Can I use him?” a deep voice asked.

    Jade paused for a moment and then stepped back and opened the door. “Of course.”

    The guy had a sizable beer belly and a thick, dark beard and he whipped his cock out before the door closed behind him. He grabbed Dean’s head with one hand and said, “Open up,” while rubbing his dick over the cuckold’s lips.

    Dean opened up and the cock disappeared into his mouth as Jade laughed. A face fucking ensued with the stiff dick pumping Dean’s throat over and over.

    “Your faggot is talented,” the guy said.

    Jade laughed again. She seemed to delight in the notion that this guy thought of Dean as little more than a submissive cock whore for his mistress. In some ways, he was right. There was nothing about what they were doing that would lead anyone to believe he was married to Jade and was an eager participant in the humiliating ritual they were both enjoying.

    “Does he take it in the ass?” the guy asked as he buried his dick in Dean’s throat and held it there.

    “He does,” Jade said. “Did you bring a condom?”

    The guy pulled his cock from Dean’s mouth, pulled a condom out of his pocket, and swiftly tore it open and rolled it down his dick.

    “Stand up and bend over, bitch,” the guy said.

    Jade said nothing, but Dean knew that he’d lose his chance to orgasm if he didn’t do what the bearded man wanted. Jade had already given her permission. She wanted to see a stranger fuck her husband.

    Dean stood up and bent over. His hands pressed against the grimy black wall of the video booth and the stranger pulled out the butt plug and placed it on the bench along the back wall. He rubbed the head of his cock over Dean’s asshole and roughly pushed it inside. Just a few moments later he was getting fucked.

    “Damn, he’s tight,” the guy said as the sound of anal sex filled the small room.

    “He needs practice. Feel free to use him hard,” Jade said as she watched another man ream out her submissive husband’s asshole.

    The man reached up and pinched Dean’s nipples hard. He cried out in pain. Jade laughed and the cock inside him pumped harder and faster.

    “Fuck, I’m cumming,” the guy said.

    Dean felt the man’s beer belly pressed against his back. He felt the cock in his ass pulsing. He knew someone was cumming inside him, even if it was in a condom. There was something thrilling about it.

    “I’ll take the condom,” Jade said.

    The guy pulled it off his cock and handed it to her.

    “On your knees, whore,” Jade said to her husband.

    Dean fell to his knees and looked up at his wife. She upended the condom and the cum slid slowly down the latex tube and onto his tongue.

    “Damn, look at that eager little cum slut,” the bearded guy said. “I fucking love it. You’re a kinky domme.”

    “Swallow, whore,” Jade said.

    Dean swallowed his fifth load of the night as the bearded guy said his thanks and left the room.

    “Did you enjoy being used for the pleasure of five other men?” Jade asked as she stepped close enough to her husband that he could smell her pussy.

    “Yes,” he said. “I enjoyed doing it for you. I enjoyed your laughter and your happiness. I enjoyed doing exactly as you instructed me to do.”

    Jade gently pulled his head forward. “Kiss my pussy,” she said.

    Dean pressed his lips against her panties and kissed her pussy. He felt the outline of her labia against his lips. He felt the intense warmth. He could even feel a little of the wetness that was clearly present in her underwear.

    “Would you like your reward?” she asked.

    Dean smiled and nodded. “Yes, please” he said.

    “Stand up,” Jade said.

    She lifted the necklace holding his key over her head and slipped it into the lock. Dean heard a click and a few moments later his dick was free. Jade stroked him until he was hard and then stepped back. Dean knew better than to jerk himself off, but he hoped this wasn’t just a tease.

    Jade picked the used condom up off the floor. “Put it on,” she said.

    Dean knew the condom had been in his ass. He knew someone else’s cock had filled it with cum. He knew his wife was adding a bit of thrilling humiliation to his orgasm. He took the condom from her and put it on his cock.

    “Now cum into it, Dean. Cum into the condom that was buried in your asshole. Cum into the condom that spent time deep inside you. Blow your load like the little whore that you are.”

    Dean had little trouble doing as his wife said. After two weeks in a cage, he came in less than thirty seconds. He leaned forward to balance himself against the wall as the thrill of the orgasm ripped through him. The pleasure was so intense he heard a ringing in his head for a few moments.

    “Eat your load,” Jade said when he was finished.

    Dean pulled the used condom off his cock and poured the cum into his mouth. He swallowed. He knew if he disobeyed his wife the time before his next orgasm would be even longer. He didn’t even contemplate it. He did as he was told.

    “Put the plug back in and we’ll get your clothes back from the lovely girl at the front,” Jade said.

    Dean slipped the plug back in his asshole. He thought of the six loads of cum inside him. He thought of his sore, freshly-fucked ass. He didn’t care about any of it. All that mattered was that he got to experience a beautiful, body-shaking, thoroughly satisfying orgasm and he was already looking forward to whatever kinky experience his wife would dream up the next time she wanted to let him cum.
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    “How does it feel to look down at your cock and see that it’s been transformed into nothing more than a small nub of flesh?” Jade asked as she glanced down at Dean’s chastised manhood.

    He followed her gaze, though he didn’t need to. He’d been in the tiny cock cage before. It was exceptionally uncomfortable, but that seemed to deepen the kinky pleasure that came from submitting to it. There was no room for his cock to grow, but when he acted in service to his dominant wife’s desires, it wasn’t Dean’s place to get hard. He was always on the receiving end when Jade caged him and took control.

    “It’s embarrassing,” Dean admitted. “But it’s thrilling, too. The idea that I have no control over my cock, it’s kind of exciting.”

    Jade stepped closer and Dean felt the warmth emanating from her naked body before her breasts pressed into his bare chest. “And you like that I’m going to make you earn the right to escape that cage and have an orgasm, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” Dean said.

    “Even though I’m going to make you act like a whore to earn your orgasm?” Jade asked.

    Dean thought of the last time he’d been permitted to cum. Jade had taken him to a gloryhole and had put his mouth and ass to work as he made five men climax before she freed him from his cage and got him off. He’d never felt more like a whore, but he’d certainly been turned on. “I like being a whore for you,” Dean admitted.

    Jade smiled and rewarded him with a kiss. She grabbed his caged cock and balls with one hand and his ass with the other. She squeezed his flesh like she owned it and gave his bottom a swift, painful swat. Dean moaned into her mouth and Jade’s tongue invaded like she was trying to take ownership of him.

    “Are you going to be a good little whore today?” Jade asked.

    “Yes,” Dean replied. “I will. I promise. I’ll be a good whore for you.” He felt a shiver of pleasure rush up his spine as he uttered those naughty words.

    “I’ve invited two of my very good friends over,” Jade explained. “They’re both like me. Beautiful, dominant goddesses that have seized control of their husbands and their marriages. They’ve agreed to bring their husbands along. We’re going to make our good little subby cuckolds put on a show for us.”

    Dean was tempted to ask what sort of show they’d be putting on, but the answer didn’t really matter. He knew it would involve him sucking cock and getting fucked and since he was in the cage, there was almost no chance he’d be fucking anyone. Plus, the particulars didn’t matter. Jade wanted Dean to put on a show with two other cuckolds, so that’s what he was going to do.

    “Put your fingers inside me,” Jade instructed.

    Dean reached between his wife’s legs and slipped two fingers into her pussy with remarkable ease. She smiled and let out a quiet moan as he used his thumb to work her clit.

    “The idea of whoring you out for the night turns me on,” she said. “The idea of seeing you taking cock from both ends makes me wet, Dean. How does that make you feel?”

    “I love making you happy, Jade,” he replied.

    “Then get on your knees and eat my pussy,” she instructed.

    Dean fell to his knees and Jade put two hands on the back of his head and pulled him close. He slipped his tongue into her pussy and she gently moved her hips, slowly riding his face and grinding her clit over his lips and tongue.

    After a few wondrous minutes of pussy worship, Jade stepped back and dropped to her knees. She took Dean’s head in her hands and leaned forward. Her lips hovered close to his for a few moments before they shared a long, tender kiss.

    “Don’t forget your place tonight,” Jade whispered. “You’re a whore tonight. Your job is to do as you’re told and nothing more. No complaints. No hesitation. Nothing of the sort. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” Dean replied. “I’ll be a good whore.”

    “They’ll be here soon,” Jade said. “There’s a bottle of champagne chilling in the refrigerator. Open it up and pour three glasses for me.”

    Dean stood and helped his wife to her feet. She gave him a kiss on the cheek and a pat on the ass and he headed for the kitchen. He found the champagne, popped the cork, and poured three glasses as instructed. As each glass filled with bubbly liquid, Dean imagined his wife and her two friends enjoying their drinks as they watched their husbands engage in a sex show that none of them would have done by choice. Dean suspected the other men were like him in that they felt compelled to do as their wives desired.

    “They’re here,” Jade said as she stepped into the kitchen in a knee length black leather skirt with a slit up the side of her thigh and a semi-sheer white blouse with a breathtaking white lace bra beneath it. “Bring the champagne to the living room.”

    Dean handed his wife a glass and picked up the other two. He brought them to the living room as instructed, set them on the coffee table, and waited with his hands behind his back.

    “Jade, you look fabulous,” a woman’s voice said as Jade opened the door.

    “Thank you,” Jade replied. “You too. Please, come in. You’ll find a glass of champagne waiting for you in the living room.”

    “Jade, darling, you’re exquisite as always,” another female voice said.

    “You too. Those leather pants are breathtaking, Linda,” Jade replied.

    “I know. My cuckold goes wild for them,” Linda replied. “I swear, I put them on and he turns into a little puppy dog willing to do absolutely anything I say for the chance to touch my ass. I’m pretty sure he’d be willing to sacrifice a finger If I’d let him get on his knees and kiss my leather-clad ass.”

    “My cuckold has a glass of champagne for you, too,” Jade said. “Please, come in so we can get this naughty little party started.”

    Dean took a deep breath as he heard the sound of high heels approaching. A tall, beautiful blonde woman in a tight black dress stepped into the living room. Her hair was in a high ponytail and she wore four inch black heels that made her legs and ass look utterly flawless. Her cuckold followed with his gaze fixed on the ground at his wife’s feet.

    “You must be Dean,” she said with a smile.

    “I am,” Dean replied. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Champagne?” She nodded and Dean plucked a glass from the coffee table and handed it to her.

    She took a sip and then extended her other hand and said, “I’m Erica.”

    Dean bent over, took her hand, and offered a soft kiss.

    “Such a gentleman,” Linda said as she stepped into the living room.

    Dean looked up, grabbed the remaining champagne glass from the coffee table, and offered it to the leggy brunette in a pair of leather pants and a tight tank top. “Champagne?”

    “But of course,” Linda said as she took the glass from him. She too offered her hand and Dean took it and bent over to offer a soft kiss.

    “Dean, you’ve already met Erica and Linda. I’d like you to meet their cuckolds, Lyle and Aaron,” Jade said.

    Dean nodded at the two men standing a few steps from the coffee table with their hands behind their backs. Both were dressed in slacks and button up shirts, though Dean knew that neither would remain clothed for long.

    All three women sat on the leather couch that was the centerpiece of their living room and looked up at the men that eagerly served them.

    “That chastity cage is adorable,” Linda commented.

    “It’s so small,” Erica added. “How can you even fit him in there?”

    “He’s not all that big,” Jade answered. “It took a little work to stuff his cock in that cage, but with just a hint of oil he fit in quite nicely. I love that there isn’t even a millimeter of room for him to get hard. The moment he feels even a hint of desire he’ll feel the cage restricting his flesh, and feel my control over him. The only way he gets out is if he does exactly as I say. I don’t care if I have to leave him in there for months, he’ll submit.”

    “Aaron, darling, take your clothes off,” Linda instructed.

    “You too, Lyle,” Erica said.

    Dean watched the cuckolds reveal their decidedly average-looking bodies. Both were flaccid and their cocks weren’t the sort to inspire lust in a woman, though that was to be expected. They were cuckolds, after all. Their wives had chosen to fuck other men and make their husbands submit, so of course they weren’t the sort of men that inspired much of anything when they got naked.

    Dean was surprised to feel a little extra humiliation at the idea of offering his body to the two naked men standing in front of the coffee table. He wasn’t sure if it was because they were both submissive cuckolds like him or if they were simply unimpressive men, but he felt an unexpected sense of embarrassment at surrendering to Jade’s desires.

    “Show our guests what a good whore you can be,” Jade said. “Suck their cocks until they’re both stiff for you.”

    Dean kept his eyes on the floor – he couldn’t meet the gazes of the men he was about to blow – and approached. He dropped to his knees in front of them and reached up to take a cock in each hand. He stroked the cuckolds and felt their cocks come alive almost immediately.

    “They’ve both gone nearly two weeks without an orgasm,” Erica explained. “We wanted to make sure they were ready for this. We can’t have anyone going soft just because he’s fucking another cuckold, after all.”

    “Dean, darling, you need to take one of those cocks into your mouth,” Jade said. “A whore has to offer his holes, after all. Don’t forget that you’re nothing but a set of holes tonight, that you must make these men cum inside you if you’re going to earn your orgasm.”

    Dean suspected that was part of the deal, but he’d hoped he wouldn’t have to take their loads inside him. He wasn’t going to argue, though. He was going to do as he was told. He moved in front of Aaron and took the cuckold’s stiff cock in his mouth. He was rewarded with a moan of pleasure and Aaron almost immediately put a hand on the back of Dean’s head.

    “You are not allowed to cum until I give you permission,” Linda said to her husband. “Do you understand that, cuck?”

    “Yes,” Aaron said.

    “I’ll beat you with a belt if you cum too quickly,” she reiterated. “I’ll do it in front of everyone here, too. Do you understand?”

    “Yes. I won’t cum too quickly,” Aaron replied. “I promise. I won’t. I’ll be good for you.”

    All three women laughed as Dean moved to Lyle’s cock. He took it his mouth and sucked lustily as humiliation coursed through his body. He knew the women weren’t laughing specifically at him, but it felt like they were. He deserved to be laughed at. He was on his knees in front of two pathetic submissive cuckolds and he was sucking and stroking cock like a common whore while his dick was locked in the smallest chastity device his wife could find.

    “Lyle put up quite the fight about this,” Erica said. “I think he was pretending, though. I think he’s excited about getting his cock sucked. I think he’s excited about getting to orgasm inside someone. It’s been more than a year since I allowed his cock to cum inside me and I honestly can’t see that happening again anytime soon.”

    Linda laughed. “Aaron’s the same way. He hasn’t cum inside me in any way in almost two years. It’s just not worth it, you know? I used to enjoy fucking him, but it’s just not the same since I started cuckolding him. It’s not even remotely the same. It actually dries me out to think about fucking him. Can you believe that?”

    “Cuckolds are useful,” Jade said. “But they’re not particularly useful for fucking us, are they? They’re more useful for something like this. We can put them to work for our amusement. They can suck cock for us. They can get their cocks sucked for us. They can get fucked for us. They can fuck for us. They just can’t fuck us.”

    All three women laughed and Dean knew that at least some of their amusement was in response to his place in the middle of the cuckold threesome that was unfolding in their living room.

    “Aaron,” Jade began, “would you like to fuck my husband?”

    Dean looked up at Aaron and saw his eyes dart from one woman to another. He was almost certainly looking towards his wife for permission to speak his mind. She must have offered it, because he quickly said, “Yes, I’d like that very much.”

    “You don’t have to use a condom, you know,” Jade said. “Does that excite you, Aaron? Do you like the idea of cumming in my husband’s ass while I watch? Do you like the idea of using my faggot husband as a cum dumpster?”

    Aaron moaned. “Yes, ma’am. I do.”

    “Is it wrong that I find this so exciting?” Linda asked. “There’s something so delicious about watching all three cucks go at it.”

    “Isn’t there?” Jade replied. “Dean, on your hands and knees. Present your body to your fellow cuckolds.”

    Dean moved to his hands and knees on the living room rug and looked towards his wife. He’d never felt so exposed, and given what was about to happen and who was about to watch, it was quite possible he’d never been so exposed.

    “Now look up at those two pathetic cuckolds and beg them to fuck you,” Jade instructed. “Beg them to use you like a whore.”

    Dean took a deep breath and turned towards Lyle and Aaron. “Please fuck me,” he said. “Please fuck my mouth and my ass. Please fuck me and cum inside me. Please use me like a whore.”

    “Aaron, you can fuck his ass first,” Jade said. “You may cum inside him when your wife gives you permission. Lyle, you can use his mouth. Neither of you needs to be gentle. My cuckold’s been fucked by far bigger cocks wielded by far better men than either of you, so feel free to use him hard.”

    Dean turned towards his wife and saw a look of genuine joy on her face. Erica and Linda wore the same looks. All three dommes were utterly delighted at what was about to unfold in front of them. Dean couldn’t help but feel a measure of joy at being at least partially responsible for their happiness, though he was about to receive a heavy dose of humiliation to guarantee the dommes had a pleasurable evening.

    Lyle grabbed a handful of Dean’s hair and pulled his gaze away from Jade. A stiff cock pressed against his lips and Dean opened up. Every inch disappeared into his mouth as Lyle grabbed a second handful of hair and started fucking Dean’s face.

    Aaron’s cock pressed against Dean’s asshole. A little spit was added for lubrication and a moment later he had a cock in his ass. Just like that Dean was getting spitroasted like a whore. He was exactly what his wife wanted him to be in that moment. The fact that his cock had been turned into little more than a clit in its tiny cage only added insult to injury. Dean had been reduced to a pair of holes by his wife and he was being lustily used by two men who’d long been denied the opportunity to fuck someone with abandon.

    “Does that feel good, Aaron?” Linda asked. “Does it feel good to fuck a whore? Does it make you feel like a real man for once?”

    “Yes,” Aaron said as he dug his fingers into Dean’s hips and fucked him harder.

    “You can spank him,” Jade said. “A whore deserves to be spanked, after all.”

    Aaron brought his hand down on Dean’s ass and he moaned around the dick in his mouth.

    “This is such a turn on,” Erica said. “Thank you for arranging this, Jade. It’s so much hotter than I thought it would be.”

    “I’m going to cum so hard today,” Linda added in a lust-filled voice.

    “I’m close,” Aaron said. “Can I cum?”

    “Spank him again,” Linda said. “Redden his ass.”

    Aaron brought his hand down on Dean’s ass over and over. He smacked both his cheeks numerous times, leaving them warm from the repeated abuse. It hurt, too, but there was nothing Dean could do about it. He was his wife’s fuck toy.

    “Cum in his ass,” Linda instructed after the vigorous spanking.

    Aaron grunted his way through a handful of exceptionally hard thrusts and then buried his cock in Dean’s ass and unleashed.

    Dean couldn’t feel the cum splashing in his rectum, but he could feel the humiliation of having a cuckold cum inside him. It was so much worse than when one of his wife’s lovers bred his ass. Dean burned with embarrassment as Lyle continued to fuck his face.

    “Was that good, cucky?” Linda asked. “Did it feel good to pump your load into that faggot’s ass?”

    “It felt incredible,” Aaron answered. “Fucking incredible.”

    “You should thank Jade for offering up her husband’s ass for your pleasure,” Linda said.

    “Thank you, Jade. Thank you so much. Thank you for letting me cum in your husband’s ass,” Aaron said.

    “You can thank me by giving me a foot massage while Lyle takes over fucking my faggot husband’s ass,” Jade said.

    Aaron rushed to his knees in front of Jade and Lyle pulled his cock from Dean’s mouth and moved behind him.

    “May I fuck him?” he asked.

    “You may,” Jade replied. “But remember, you must wait for your wife’s permission before you cum inside him.”

    “Fuck him hard, baby,” Erica said.

    Lyle’s cock slipped into Dean’s slippery, cum-filled ass with ease. He wasn’t particularly big so it didn’t feel painful. It was just humiliating to have another cuckold’s dick inside him.

    “Linda, Aaron’s fingers are quite talented,” Jade said as she enjoyed a foot massage.

    “I know,” Linda replied. “He’s had a lot of practice. After all, what good is a cuckold if he’s not willing to give you a massage whenever you want one?”

    Dean looked over at his wife as Lyle plowed his ass. He saw a look of joy on his wife’s face as she watched Aaron rub her feet. Jealousy coursed through Dean’s body. He was stuck taking dick on his hands and knees while another man got to give Jade just a little bit of pleasure. It was agonizing.

    “Don’t be jealous,” Jade said as she turned her gaze to her husband and instantly recognized his emotion. “You’re busy, darling, or you’d be the one rubbing my feet. You have a job. You have to make them both cum in your ass. You have to be flooded with their fucking loads. You have to be a good whore. You understand that, don’t you? If you want me to let you out of that cage, you have to be a good whore.”

    “Aaron’s good with his tongue,” Linda said. “I’d be more than happy to let him eat your pussy if you’d like, Jade.”

    Jade smiled at Dean and set her champagne glass on the table. She sat back down, lifted her ass from the couch, and reached back to unzip her skirt. She worked it down her legs and set it over the arm of the couch before spreading her legs. “I’d like that very much,” she said.

    “Eat her pussy,” Linda instructed.

    Jade looked down at Aaron and put a gentle hand on the back of his head as he leaned forward. She smiled and moaned as his tongue went to work and Dean dug his fingernails into the rug to try and calm the jealousy he felt. He wanted to rush towards Aaron and push him aside. He wanted to be the one licking his wife’s pussy. He didn’t want to be the whore getting fucked for everyone’s amusement. It wasn’t his choice, though. Jade was taunting him. She was getting off on it, too. Of course she was.

    “You’re so right, Linda. Your cuckold’s tongue is exceptionally talented,” Jade said. She arched her back and closed her eyes as a long, low moan escaped her lips.

    “Your whore is jealous,” Erica said. “He looks like he’s going out of his mind, in fact. Pull his hair, Lyle. Grab a handful. Bring his attention back to his purpose. He’s on his hands and knees to get fucked for your pleasure. He shouldn’t be worried about the man servicing his wife’s pussy. A cuckold should be happy that any man is tending to his wife’s needs.”

    Lyle grabbed a handful of Dean’s hair and pulled back hard. He smacked his ass without prompting from his wife and fucked him harder. His cock wasn’t big enough to make the anal penetration hurt, but the thrusts were powerful enough that Dean had to push back to maintain his balance on his hands and knees.

    “I’m close,” Lyle said.

    “So am I,” Jade replied.

    “Cum in his ass,” Erica instructed. “Cum in the whore’s ass while his wife cums on another cuckold’s tongue.”

    Lyle tightened his grip on Dean’s hair and pulled back a little harder. Dean arched his back and stared up at the ceiling as he listened to his wife approached her orgasm with Aaron working her pussy with his eager tongue. He felt overwhelmed with jealousy, and yet there was nothing he could do about it. He was his wife’s submissive cuckold and if she wanted him to get fucked while someone else ate her pussy, that was how it had to be.

    Lyle grunted loudly and pushed his cock into Dean’s asshole. He held it there and pumped a second load of cum into Dean’s rectum.

    “Oh…fuck…I’m cumming!” Jade cried out.

    Lyle released Dean’s hair and he looked over to see his wife having an orgasm with both hands on Aaron’s head. Dean wanted to be where Aaron was. He wanted to be the one she was holding between her supple thighs. He wanted to be the one tasting her juices.

    “What do you say?” Linda asked after Jade released her grip on Aaron’s head.

    “Thank you for letting me worship your pussy,” Aaron said as he looked up at Jade.

    She smiled and caressed his face. “You’re welcome. You have a very talented tongue.”

    “Thank you,” Aaron said before standing and stepping back.

    Lyle pulled out of Dean’s ass, stood, and stepped back. Dean gazed between his wife’s legs as Jade reached down and spread her pussy lips to put her slippery pink flesh on display.

    “Come here,” Jade said.

    Dean crawled towards his wife and stopped between her legs. He looked up to see a sweet smile on her face as reached out and caressed his cheek just like she’d done with Aaron.

    “How does it feel to be a cum dumpster for those two pathetic cucks?” Jade asked.

    “It felt humiliating,” Dean answered. “And arousing.”

    Jade smiled. “Of course it did. You’re a pathetic cuck too.”

    “Did he earn his orgasm?” Linda asked.

    “He did,” Jade replied. She lifted the chain holding his key over her head and leaned down to free Dean’s cock from the tiny cage. She set the pieces on the coffee table and took his soft cock in her hand. They kissed as she stroked him to life and soon her fingers were wrapped around his stiff shaft.

    “Cum in my hand when you’re ready,” Jade said.

    Dean couldn’t hold out. As humiliating as it was to get fucked by two cuckolds, it really had been arousing, and after an exceedingly long time without an orgasm, Dean was ready to burst in a shockingly short span of time.

    He groaned and ejaculated in Jade’s hand after less than a minute of vigorous stroking. He heard Erica and Linda snicker at his speediness, but their laughter only enhanced his pleasure.

    “Open up,” Jade said as Dean finished cumming.

    He opened his mouth and she lifted her hand and poured every bit of his load onto his tongue. Dean took it without hesitation, as it was just one more humiliating act he was thrilled to indulge in for his wife’s pleasure.

    “Swallow,” Jade instructed.

    Dean closed his mouth and swallowed.

    “Lyle, I’d like to cum,” Erica said. “Get over here and get on your knees.”

    Lyle did as his wife desired and Linda signaled for Aaron to do the same. In no time, both women were on the receiving end of beautiful oral pleasure provided by their cuckold husbands.

    “You were wonderful tonight,” Jade said. “Would you like to make me cum, my love?”

    “I would,” Dean replied.

    Jade sat back, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him to her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside her and savored his wife’s juices and the post-orgasmic glow that continued to emanate from between his legs.

    “Good boy,” she said. “Make me feel good. Make me cum. Be a good boy and make me cum.”

    Dean was overjoyed to get to worship his wife’s pussy. He tended to it lovingly, massaging her clit and sucking on her labia before pushing his tongue inside her once more. He’d do anything to make her cum – as he’d proven – but getting to worship her pussy was a genuine treat.

    “I’m going to put you back in the small cage after we’re done here,” Jade said. “I like how desperate you are in it. I like that you’re willing to do anything to earn your freedom from it.”

    Dean knew it wasn’t his place to say anything. He was prepared to go back in the cage. He was prepared to do anything to earn his way out of it. That was how his marriage worked. That was how he wanted it to work. He loved being whatever his wife wanted him to be. That was the kind of cuckold he was.

    The End

  
    Eat Ass for Your Release

    “How’s the cage feeling?” she asks.

    “It’s good,” you say. “Thank you for locking me up.”

    “Oh, it’s my pleasure,” your wife says. “Now why don’t you get on your knees for me?”

    You fall to your knees as instructed. She leans down and caresses your face.

    “Would you like a release?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    Your beautiful wife stands and turns around. She unbuttons her jeans and lifts the bottom of her soft white sweater. She grasps her pants by the belt loops and slowly pulls them down, revealing her breathtaking ass and a pair of white panties with delicate lace trim.

    “Kiss my ass,” she demands in a soft, seductive voice.

    You lean forward and kiss the soft, warm flesh of her ass.

    “Mmmm,” she says. “You’re such a good boy when you’re locked.”

    She lets her jeans fall to the floor and steps out of them. She pulls her ass cheeks apart and you study the soft fabric that covers her asshole.

    “Put your face between my cheeks,” she says.

    You lean forward and place your face between her beautiful ass cheeks. She releases her flesh and it closes around your face. She giggles.

    “Kiss my asshole,” she says.

    You kiss her asshole through the fabric of her panties. You kiss it over and over while remaining between her beautiful ass cheeks.

    “Pull my panties aside,” she says.

    You reach up and gently pull her panties aside. You stare at her asshole. You know what she’s going to make you do next.

    “Worship my ass,” she says. “Tongue fuck my asshole. Do a good job and I’ll consider letting you out of your cage.”

    You press your face between her ass cheeks once more and go to work. You eat her asshole vigorously. You do so because you crave your release. You do so because you want to make her feel good. You do so because there’s a naughty kind of pleasure to be found in eating her ass.

    “I think I might let you cum on my ass,” she says.

    You moan while eating her ass to show your excitement.

    “You’ll have to clean up your mess, though,” she says. “Will you do that? Will you eat your cum off my ass? Will you lick it off my tight little asshole?”

    “Yes,” you say before returning to the rimjob.

    “Good,” she says. “A locked boy should always be eager to clean his messes.”

    You always will be. You’re a good submissive, after all.

  Eat Her Ass. Lick His Balls. Clean Her Pussy.
She rides him passionately, her pussy lips tight around his exceptionally thick cock as they fuck in the soft and comfy chair you so often sit in to read. You’re on your knees on the carpet, your pathetic cuckold cock locked tight in a chastity device so you won’t be tempted to masturbate. Your gaze is fixed on the extramarital sex happening in front of you. Her exultations of sexual bliss fill your ears, a reminder that you’ve never made her moan like that, even when you expertly lick her pussy.“Lick my ass, cuck,” your wife commands and you crawl forward without hesitation.
You part her ass cheeks and bury your head between them, extending your tongue and finding her sweaty asshole. She continues to ride her bull as you lick. The up and down motion of her body runs her anus over your tongue. The saltiness of her sweat is all you can taste and your cock can’t help but try and get hard in your cage. Rimming your wife while she rides another man’s much bigger dick is pure cuckold pleasure.
Her motion shifts and now she’s grinding on him, moving back and forth instead of up and down. You know what this means. She wants your tongue in her asshole.
“Put your tongue in my asshole, cuck,” she demands from above you.
You roll your tongue, press against her asshole, and slip inside her rectum. You don’t get far, but it’s more than enough to please you both. The taste changes, though she made sure to clean herself out before tonight’s sexual adventure, so it isn’t overwhelming. You know you’re inside her asshole though and the humiliation of it turns you on.
Your wife reaches back, roughly takes hold of your hair, and pushes you hard between her ass cheeks to push you further into her rectum. 
“That’s a good cucky. Eat my dirty asshole,” there’s a delicious hint of dominant venom in her voice that makes you quiver as you sink deeper into your role as her submissive.
She pushes you away as roughly as she pulled you in and begins to ride her bull once again. She’s not done humiliating you though.
“Lick his balls, cuckold,” she orders.
It shocked you the first time she ordered you to lick her bull’s balls, but that was months ago. Now you look forward to it. What could be more humiliating than have to lick and suck on another man’s testicles while his cock fills and pleasures your wife?
You move deeper between his legs and extend your tongue, licking his balls gently at first. Your wife is doing most of the work in riding him so he’s free to sit and enjoy the pleasure of her tight pussy wrapped around his erection and your tongue working his nut sack. 
You lap up the sweat that’s built up from pounding your wife and the same salty taste hits your tongue. Once you’ve licked the balls all over you take one into your mouth, just like you’ve been trained, and run your tongue over it while gently sucking. You think back to the ball sucking sessions your wife guided you through where she would be right next to you as you practiced pleasuring her bull while she watched and whispered tender humiliations into your ear.
It’s hard to ignore the pain between your legs as your locked cock tries to grow and break free from its plastic confines. It’s not to be though. The key hangs around her neck and she wouldn’t dream of letting you out while she’s fucking her bull. Tonight is about her pleasure and your humiliation. 
You switch to the other testicle, taking it on your tongue and wrapping your lips around it just like you did with the first. He moans again, a sign that you’re giving him genuine pleasure. How does it feel to be pleasuring a man, cuckold?
The cock riding slows and you pull away as you know what’s coming next. Your wife moves to the bed, her pussy swollen and wet with pleasure. She gets on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed and her bull stands behind her, easily guiding his big cock inside her and fucking her doggystyle.
Her voice is clear as she commands you once more, “Eat his ass, cuckold.”
This is the final element of humiliation she introduced. She makes you lick his asshole while he’s fucking her. She does it because he likes it and because it’s unquestionably humiliating to eat another man’s ass while he’s pounding your wife. Before you became her cuckold you couldn’t imagine people doing such things. Now it’s a regular part of your sex life.
While he continues thrusting into her cunt you part his ass cheeks with your fingers and dive in. Your eager tongue finds his asshole immediately and you begin to lick. You soak up the sweat that’s built up from fucking your beautiful wife, though since he was kind enough to shower before offering his services as a bull the taste is otherwise inert.
He announces his impending orgasm and your wife urges him to spill his seed in her womb, “Cum inside me. Cum inside me!”
She’s practically begging him and the sound is humiliating music to your ears. To hear your wife beg another man to fill her with his seed is intensely arousing and the pain between your legs nearly makes you double over. You maintain your ass eating vigil though, as you’ll soon be rewarded with a creampie to clean up.
He thrusts deeply and stops. His balls and ass cheeks tighten as you continue rimming him while he’s injecting cum into your wife’s pussy. 
When he’s done you move from his ass and he pulls out. He came as deep inside her as he could, so the cum hasn’t yet begun to leak out.
“Clean me, cuckold,” your wife commands.
You lean forward and slide your tongue into her freshly-fucked pussy and the taste of fresh cum hits your tongue. You dive deeper into her cunt, desperate to fish out her bull’s semen and swallow it. You’re a greedy cum slut in this moment and your wife knows it. She’s trained you so well and you relish any opportunity to behave like this and make her happy. What a good cuckold you are.

    Eat That Ass, Cucky Boy

    You can pretend like you don’t want to eat her ass while he’s fucking her, but we both know you’d be lying. We both know your cock will jump to life when she turns around and says, “Eat my ass, cuckold.”

    You can’t resist. You love the idea of being so close to her pink pussy as it stretches out around a big cock. You love the idea of being completely denied her pussy and of being made to lick her asshole. You love knowing that she doesn’t think you’re worthy of anything other than running your tongue over her anus.

    That’s a cuckold’s place, after all. You eat ass. You do it like a good boy. You do it whenever she demands it, and she finds it particularly thrilling to demand that you do it while she’s getting fucked by the real man in her life.

    You love when she gives you a little taste of the thing you crave so badly. You love when she lets you lick her perfect little asshole as she sits on someone else’s cock.

    Doesn’t it make you feel like a cuckold? Doesn’t it make your cock absolutely throb with desire? Doesn’t it put you in your place better than anything else she could do?

    He’s fucking her. He’s filling her pussy. He’s enjoying the kind of pleasure that most men crave.

    You’re licking her asshole. You’re running your tongue over the filthiest part of her body, and you’re doing it without hesitation. You’re doing it without complaint. You’re doing it because it’s what she has demanded of you.

    It feels even better when she reaches back and grabs your head, doesn’t it? You like it when she pulls you between her ass cheeks and says, “Worship my asshole, cuck. Be a good little ass eating slut for me.”

    Of course you like it. You’re a cuckold. You like being literal inches away from her bull’s cock as he fucks her. You like knowing that your tongue is making a small contribution to your wife’s pleasure, even if it means you have to eat her asshole.

    Hopefully you realize how lucky you are. The fact that she lets you participate in your cuckolding is wonderful. She’s letting you eat her ass while a real man fucks her. She’s doing more than making you watch. You’re up close and personal and it’s beautiful.

    Maybe she’s going to have you suck his cock clean next. Maybe she’s going to make you clean his creampie afterwards. Maybe he’s going to fuck her in the ass and make you give an ass to mouth blowjob.

    It doesn’t matter. You’re going to do whatever she wants because you’re a good cuckold.

  
    Eating a Creampie from a College Girl

    I requested a single when filling out my housing forms the summer before coming to college and was given one of the few available in the dorm. I told myself that college was going to be all about learning, studying, getting good grades, and getting a great job afterwards. I didn’t really think of the fun I’d be missing out on by not having roommates, but oh well. My plans for quiet time to study didn’t come to fruition either, since the girl in the room next to mine had tons of really loud sex, making it awfully hard for me to concentrate.

    Though, if I’m being honest, I couldn’t help but masturbate every time she got fucked. I could hear her moans through the surprisingly thin walls and every now and then a bit of dirty talk would slip though.

    “Fuck me, fuck me with your big cock. Pound my pussy hard!” She would scream, letting her lucky man know exactly what she wanted from him.

    My freshman year changed dramatically one evening when I was studying in our floor’s lounge and saw her come in. I couldn’t help but stare and she caught me, looking me right in the eyes before I had a chance to avert my gaze and spare myself the embarrassment of being an ogling idiot. Surprisingly, she walked right over with a smile on her face.

    “You’re the guy that lives next to me, right?”

    I smiled sheepishly, nodded, and looked away, unable to conceal my embarrassment at being seen staring so brazenly. She looked amazing in a tank top and tight sweatpants, and as an 18 year old guy I had little control over my hormones.

    “I’ll bet you can hear me fucking, can’t you?”

    She certainly had no trouble being direct. “Sometimes,” was all I could muster.

    “Do you like it? Does it make your cock hard to hear me getting fucked?”

    Hearing those words was enough to make me hard, so I moved my books over my crotch as I looked up to answer her. I quickly pondered how honest my answer should be. If I admitted my real feelings would she laugh at me and possibly make fun of me for the rest of the year? Would she be flattered?

    “Yes, it turns me on to hear you get fucked.”

    “I thought so. You’re turned on right now, aren’t you?” She looked at my crotch as she asked and I simply nodded, knowing there was no need to give voice to my obvious desire.

    The most beautiful smile I’ve ever seen crossed her face in that moment, and a little part of me fell completely in love with this bold, beautiful girl. She could sense the power she had over me and she chose to capitalize on it.

    “Next time my boyfriend fucks me I’m going to give you a little surprise after we’re done. No cumming while you listen though, okay?”

    I nodded, my mind racing to figure out what surprise she could possibly have in store for me. Later that night the familiar sounds of sex erupted from the room next door, though it seemed like she was being a little louder than usual. Perhaps knowing she had an audience brought out the performer in her.

    Ten minutes after it started they were finished, their orgasms complete. I heard her door shut just a few minutes later, presumably as her boyfriend departed. Shortly thereafter there was a knock on my door. I answered eagerly, standing behind it to hide my erection just in case it wasn’t her. Thankfully, my beautiful dorm neighbor was indeed at my door.

    She wore cute pink pajama shorts and a tank top with no bra underneath, her hard nipples poking through. She came into my room without being invited, taking charge immediately.

    “Take your clothes off and lay down in bed,” she ordered.

    I complied without question, guided by a wild desire for the surprise she had promised. My throbbing erection pointed towards the ceiling as I took my position in bed. She stripped to just her white cotton panties and moved to the side of the bed. She gently ran her fingers over my skin, each touch an electric pleasure.

    “You’re going to taste me tonight,” she said as she climbed on top of me and straddled my face, her panty-covered pussy hovering just inches from my mouth.

    She lowered her hips and instantly I could feel wetness against my lips. Her juices had begun to soak through her underwear and my tongue practically leapt from my mouth to taste her. Saltiness tickled my taste buds and my cock grew rock hard at the idea of pleasuring the pussy of this gorgeous girl.

    “You’re going to taste my boyfriend too,” she said as our eyes met and she reached down to pull her panties aside. Right as she exposed her beautiful pussy, I realized what she meant. Her boyfriend had cum inside her and now I was going to eat his semen.

    At first I panicked, not wanting to do something so gross. That lasted only a few moments though, as my submissive desires took over and arousal surged through my body at the idea of cleaning another man’s cum from her cunt.

    Her pussy lips looked swollen and sticky as she pulled her pretty panties aside and I couldn’t help but dive in. I pushed my tongue as deep inside her as possible, relishing the taste of the creampie leaking out of her hole. I licked feverishly and she moaned loudly, the same moans I had been hearing through my walls all year. His cum dripped onto my tongue and down my throat as her hands slipped into my hair and pulled me hard up into her.

    “Clean his cum from me. Clean him out of my cunt!” she yelled, loud enough for anyone near my door to hear. I didn’t care though. I was far too busy licking another man’s creampie from her perfect pussy and tasting his thick seed with my eager tongue.

    My cock raged as I licked, though I concentrated only on her cunt instead of reaching to masturbate. She began grinding on my face, riding me to a loud orgasm before pulling her panties back in place and sliding off of me.

    “That was incredible,” she said with a hazy smile. “I think you’re going to be my cum eating pussy cleaner for the rest of the year.” She headed for the door, grabbed the handle, and turned to me to say, “I hope you’re a hungry boy, because my boyfriend really likes fucking me.”

    I was.

  
    Embrace that Doggystyle is Not for You

    More women than you might think like doggystyle sex. It’s a more submissive position – the woman is bent over and taking it – but of course that’s quite appealing to some ladies, and for many of us it’s especially appealing with the right kind of man.

    There can be something spectacularly arousing about being bent over and taken by a real man, by an alpha male with a spectacular big cock, especially if he knows how to use that cock skillfully.

    I’ll bet you’re not so great at fucking your wife doggystyle, are you? You’re more than happy to stick it in her from behind, of course, because it feels good. It probably doesn’t drive her wild quite the way she’d want it too though.

    Sometimes that’s because you’re just not big enough. You don’t reach all that deep inside her and she almost literally can’t feel you. Sometimes it’s because you just don’t have that dominant quality that she wants.

    You don’t have to feel bad. Lots of guys lack that quality and some of the guys that have it would make terrible husbands. That’s why she’s going to cuckold you.

    That’s what cuckolding is all about, right? She gets something from another man that you can’t give her. She gets fucked from behind by someone that can make her cum while doing it. She gets to strip naked, get on her hands and knees, and spend a little time feeling owned by a real man. She gets to live in a different world from her marriage, one where the man knows how to use her pussy like it sometimes need to be used.

    Then she goes home to the guy she actually wants to be married to. That sounds just about right, doesn’t it?

    It’s really something every cuckold needs to witness. Your wife will never look more cock drunk and totally lost in pleasure than when she’s got a real man behind her pounding her pussy into oblivion. It doesn’t happen with every alpha male or every big cock guy, but when it does happen it’s genuinely mind blowing.

    When you see her mouth open like that and watch as her eyes glaze over in pleasure you’ll know what I’m talking about. It will be a deeply pleasurable moment for you and it will absolutely clarify why you’re the cuckold you are.

    When you watch her cum while getting fucked from behind you’ll know that you just don’t have what it takes to provide your wife with everything she needs. That’s why you’re a cuckold.

  
    Emma's Cuck Knows His Place - Part 1

    The hotel room was spotless and the bed perfectly made, leaving Theo very little to do in preparation for the arrival of Emma's bull. He pulled the comforter down by a few feet and folded it back. He collected a towel from the bathroom and set it on the nightstand and he filled the ice bucket to make drinks and in case either his wife or her bull wanted cold water after the first round of sex.

    "Is everything as it should be?" Emma called out from the bathroom.

    Theo scanned the room to ensure he'd done everything expected of him, nodded to himself, and strode towards the bathroom. He took a moment to admire how good Emma looked in a body-hugging black chemise, black lace top stockings, and a pair of three inch heels that made her legs look impossibly sexy. Her long, wavy dark hair cascaded down her back and she was carefully applying smokey eye makeup that only deepened her sexual appeal.

    "It is," Theo answered.

    Emma looked towards him and smiled. "Then why are you still dressed, cuck?"

    Theo quickly stripped, folded his clothes, and set them in the small suitcase they'd brought for their night of pleasure. He clasped his hands behind his back and waited as Emma finished her eye makeup before turning towards him once more.

    "How does the smaller cage feel?" she asked.

    Theo looked down at the small plastic cage that encased his cock and felt a gentle stirring of desire. He'd been downgraded from the cage he'd worn for the past six months - with regular releases scheduled - and it was oddly arousing to see his cock shrunk even further by the tight confines of the chastity device.

    "It's good," he answered. "It's tight, but not uncomfortable."

    Emma smiled, set her makeup on the counter, and stepped out of the bathroom with a gentle sway in her hips. She stopped just short of Theo and reached up to trace her fingers down his arm, over his hip, and between his legs. She cupped his caged cock and his freshly-shaved testicles - she liked him to be smooth on nights where she entertained her bull - before leaning in to kiss his neck.

    "I like that it's smaller," she whispered between kisses. "It feels appropriate for a cuck's dick to be locked into the smallest cage possible. It makes it perfectly clear to you, me, and my bull that your cock is useless."

    Theo's dick surged in the cage and he felt a deeper ache than his previous chastity device had caused. There was literally no room for growth in the new device, which was Emma's stated intention in buying it. He groaned at the pain, and yet his arousal actually deepened, for there was something so thrilling about being locked away in a tight chastity device that offered no chance for even a hint of an erection.

    "Are you going to be good tonight, cuck? Are you going to do your part? Are you going to work to serve me and my bull?" Emma asked.

    "Yes," Theo answered as she continued to kiss his neck and cheek while caressing his balls and locked up cock. "I'll serve you and Peter. I will. I'll be a good cuck."

    Emma released his caged genitals, stepped back, and smiled before returning to the bathroom. She retrieved a tube of lipstick from her makeup bag, opened the top, and pursed her lips before leaning in.

    Theo couldn't help but stare at her ass as the tight, smooth fabric of the chemise stretched around it. The arousal coursing through him deepened and he felt a beautiful ache between his legs. A drop of precum escaped his cock and slowly dripped towards the carpet.

    "What do you think?" Emma asked.

    Theo pulled his gaze from her ass to admire his wife's lips in the dark shade of lipstick she'd chosen for date night with her bull.

    "Do you think Peter will like the color?" she asked.

    "Yes, I do," Theo answered. "It's very sexy. So is your eye makeup. And your hair. And your lingerie."

    Emma laughed softly, set her lipstick down, and exited the bathroom once more. She was an inch taller than Theo in her heels and he had to crane his neck just a little to meet her gaze as she stepped closer enough that her breasts pressed into his chest.

    Emma ran her fingers through his hair and leaned in like she was going to kiss him. Her lips stopped achingly close to Theo's though, and she smiled before saying, "Do you think my bull will enjoy seeing my lips wrapped around his cock?"

    "Yes," Theo answered with a gentle nod. "He'll love that, Emma."

    She moved a little closer and Theo parted his lips expecting a kiss, but instead Emma turned her head and leaned in until her cheek pressed gently against his. "And do you think he'll enjoy seeing your lips wrapped around his cock?" she whispered.

    Her skin was warm and soft against his and he could feel her breath against his ear as she reminded him of his place.

    "You are going to warm him up for me, aren't you?" she asked. "You're going to warm us both up, aren't you cuck?"

    Theo felt a shiver of pleasure rush down his spine and his legs trembled as Emma caressed his caged cock and teased his balls. "Yes, I'll warm him up. I'll suck his cock. I'll warm you up. I'll eat your pussy. I'll do anything you want, Emma. You know I will."

    "Mmm, that's because you're a good cuck," she said. "Because you know your place. Because you know that he fucks me better than you do. Because you know that he likes seeing my husband on his knees with his little dick in a cage."

    "Yes, I'm a good cuck," Theo replied. "I am."

    Emma's lips were achingly close to his once more. He wanted to kiss her, to welcome her tongue into his mouth, to connect with her. Emma was in control, though, as she was whenever she and her bull were together, so Theo waited.

    "Get on your knees," she said.

    Theo fell to his knees without hesitation and Emma slipped two fingers into his mouth.

    "When Peter gets here, you'll offer to make him a drink. You'll make sure it's exactly as he likes it. After serving him the drink, you'll get on your knees and you'll wait quietly until you're given further instruction. Do you understand?"

    Theo nodded as Emma's fingers moved in and out of his mouth. She smiled at his submission and then pulled her fingers free, turned around, and slowly pulled up the back of her chemise, exposing her perfect, smooth ass cheeks.

    "Give my asshole a nice kiss," she said.

    Theo crawled closer, spread her cheeks, and leaned in. He pressed his lips against his wife's asshole and gave it a kiss.

    "Use your tongue," Emma instructed.

    Theo's tongue slipped from between his lips and he ran it back and forth over her perfect, tight, puckered asshole. He moaned while doing so because it felt like such a beautiful, simple act of submission.

    Emma laughed. "You're such a fucking cuck. Licking my asshole while my bull is on his way up to our hotel room so he can spend the night fucking your wife while you sit there with your dick locked in a little cage."

    Theo moaned again. He was a cuck. He loved being a cuck and Emma knew he loved being talked to like that. Though her words would have sounded cruel to anyone else, they were, in fact, an act of love on her part.

    Emma stepped away, fixed her chemise, and turned to look down at him. "Did you enjoy licking my asshole, cuck?"

    "More than anything," Theo replied as he looked up at his smiling wife. "I love you, Emma."

    "I love you too, cuck. Now make sure you answer the door promptly when Peter arrived."

    She turned and stepped back into the bathroom. She touched up her lipstick, ran her fingers through her long, shiny hair to make sure it looked perfect, and then turned from side to side as she looked at herself in the mirror, no doubt because she wanted to ensure she looked perfect from every angle.

    Emma's timing was impeccable, as someone knocked on the door right as she stepped out of the bathroom. Theo hopped to his feet, looked through the peephole, and saw her bull standing on the other side of the door.

    "Hello, cuck," Peter said as Theo opened the door.

    "Hey, Peter. Please, come in."

    Peter stepped into the room and smiled as he glanced at Theo's locked cock for a split second. Then he turned his attention to Emma, who stepped into view in her lingerie and heels. Peter smiled and his eyes lit up as he took her into his arms for a long, deeply passionate kiss.

    Emma's body melted into Peter's as his hands moved up and down her back, grasping her ass in one moment and running his fingers through her hair in the next. Theo watched from the doorway and focused on the intensely arousing sight of another man's tongue moving into his wife's mouth. It was so intimate, so beautiful, so intensely passionate and feelings of jealousy and lust coursed through his body.

    "Can I make you a drink?" Theo asked as the kiss ended.

    Emma was still in Peter's arms as he looked over his shoulder and said, "Sure. You know what I like, right?"

    "Make it two," Emma added.

    The room lacked a bar, but Theo had brought the ingredients to make a quick Whiskey drink of the sort that Peter liked, so he set about doing so as Emma took her bull's hand and led him towards the surprisingly comfortable couch in the spacious, elegant hotel room they'd rented for the night.

    "I missed you," Emma said. "More than usual, honestly. I always miss you when you leave town."

    "I missed you too," Peter replied. "But how could I not? You're so beautiful, Emma. So stunningly beautiful, and so passionate. I'd be an absolute madman if I didn't start missing you the second you left my sight."

    Theo looked over his shoulder to see his wife and her bull on the couch. Her legs were crossed and his fingers were moving up and down her outer thigh, caressing her skin through the thin, soft material of her stocking and gently playing with the lace top each time he touched it. Emma looked enthralled with the Peter, with his touch, with his presence.

    "You look stunning tonight," Peter said. "This outfit, these stockings, your hair...and your lipstick, too. All of it is perfect, Emma."

    "I like to look good for you," she replied with a smile. "You know that."

    It was Peter's turn to look enthralled and just a little bit giddy, but what man wouldn't look that way after a beautiful married woman confessed that she liked to look good for him.

    Theo finished making their drinks as Peter leaned in for a kiss. Emma moaned and her lips parted as her bull's hand moved under the bottom of her chemise and grasped a handful of her ass. Theo approached with their drinks in his hand and waited as they indulged in their obvious passion for each other, moaning softly and letting their hands roam right up until Peter leaned back with a smile on his face and just a bit of Emma's saliva on his lips.

    "Ah, thank you, cuck," Peter said as he reached for the drinks, taking them both and offering one to Emma.

    Theo sank to his knees and rested his hands at his sides as they clinked their glasses, toasted to what they knew would be an amazing night, and sipped their drinks.

    Theo remained on his knees as his beautiful wife and her bull sipped their drinks and talked. They conversed about Peter's week away on business, about Emma's mild annoyances with the principal at the school where she taught, about the movies Peter had watched on the plane and much more.

    Neither of them looked Theo's way as they caught up, instead behaving as if they were a couple on a date. He found it oddly thrilling to be ignored as jealousy and arousal coursed through his body, leaving him awash in that feeling of angst that so often accompanied his cuckolding.

    It wasn't until their glasses were nearly empty that Emma looked Theo's way. "Why don't you remove my bull's shoes and socks so he can be a little more comfortable."

    Theo dutifully crawled forward, untied each of Peter's shoes, and pulled them off along with his socks. He placed the shoes to the side, scooted back a little, and looked up to see his wife leaning in for a kiss that went on for a remarkably long time and included quite a bit of soft moaning from Emma.

    "You're such a good kisser," Emma said with a smile. Then she looked at Theo and asked, "Do you like watching me kiss my bull?"

    "I do," he replied. "It's beautiful. It's so...so passionate."

    Emma took Peter's empty glass from him and looked at Theo, who dutifully stood and took the glasses from his wife to return them to the counter like a good cuck would. He rushed to return to his spot on his knees in front of them and saw Emma stroking her bull's cock through his pants as she kissed his neck and moaned like a woman desperate to experience the satisfaction only Peter could offer.

    "I thought about you so much this week," she said. "I played with my tight little pussy as I thought about you. I dreamed of you being inside me, of you fucking me, of you making me cum all over your big cock."

    Peter turned his head and their lips met. His hand moved between Emma's legs and he pressed his fingers against her panties, rubbing them in slow circles as she moaned into his mouth.

    "Did you let your cuck watch as you played with your pussy?" Peter asked.

    Emma looked at Theo and smiled. "I did. You know how much he loves to watch. Even when you're not there he gets off on the fact that his wife is thinking about another man as she's masturbating. He even gets off on being denied the chance to eat my pussy while I think about you, though I did let him do that a few times this week. I can't really help myself, I guess. You're always on my mind when I'm horny, and I'm always horny when it's been too long since I've had you inside me."

    "Fuck, Emma, you wouldn't believe how desperately I want you," Peter said. "And you might be surprised at how many times I'm going to fuck you tonight."

    Excitement washed over her face. "I can't wait to be surprised, because I'm yours, Peter. You can fuck me as many times as you want, right up until we have to check out tomorrow morning."

    Peter kissed her again and then looked at Theo and said, "I want you to warm her up, cuck. Get your wife's pussy nice and wet for me."

    Theo crawled between Emma's legs and reached up to pull her panties off. She pushed her hips forward until her pussy rested right at the edge of the couch and then leaned over to kiss her bull. Peter's hand slipped into the top of her chemise and he took one of her breasts in his strong hand and squeezed her flesh in a confident manner, eliciting a moan.

    Theo could have watched them fool around all night, but he had a job to do so he leaned in and went to work. He plunged his tongue into Emma's pussy and licked from the base to the top, giving her clit a brief, gentle massage each and every time he did it. He tasted his sweet juices and added as much of his saliva as he could, though he knew it was hardly necessary for him to get her wet, as Emma was already immensely aroused.

    "Is the cuck getting your pussy nice and wet for me, Emma?" Peter asked.

    "He certainly is," she answered. "He knows his place. He knows it's his job to get me wet so a real man can fuck me."

    Theo moaned into his wife's pussy and pushed his tongue as deep inside her as he could.

    "I guess he likes his job," Peter replied with a laugh.

    "He does," Emma said. "But it's not the only job the cuck likes." She unzipped her bull's pants and reached inside to free his cock. Her fingers wrapped around the thick, turgid flesh and she stroked slowly before kissing his neck and saying, "He's enthusiastic about warming you up, too. About being a cocksucker to get your dick hard and wet and ready to fuck his wife."

    They kissed deeply before Peter said, "He's a very good cuck then, isn't he?"

    Emma looked down at Theo and smiled. "You are a very good cuck, and like any good cuck you're always ready to show your eagerness to be a cocksucker, so take my bull's pants off and get him in your mouth."

    Theo pulled his tongue from his wife's pussy, crawled between her bull's legs, and reached up to take Peter's pants and underwear off. He set them aside, crawled closer, and wrapped his fingers around the thick cock that would soon invade his mouth. He stared at the plump head and the impressive vein running down the underside of the shaft and then took a deep breath, leaned in, and got to work.

    "Mmm, I love seeing my cuck make you feel good," Emma said. "I love seeing him be the cocksucker he was clearly destined to be. I fucking love seeing him embrace his place."

    She leaned over and kissed Peter's neck while unbuttoning his shirt. She ran her fingers through his chest hair and lured his tongue into her mouth, eliciting a moan that might have been from her kiss or might have been from Theo's blowjob.

    It wasn't the first time Theo had sucked cock. He'd done it a few dozen times at that point. He'd come to enjoy it in a strange way, for it really did feel like fully and completely embracing his place as a cuck, as beneath the superior man his wife had chosen to satisfy her seemingly ever-increasing sexual desires.

    "How does it feel to have my husband gladly serving your superior cock?" Emma asked.

    Peter laughed. "It feels fucking great. There's something so...intoxicating about it. About seeing him on his knees. About seeing my dick disappearing into his mouth. About knowing that he'll soon be watching my dick disappear into your pussy."

    Emma smiled and put a hand on the back of Theo's head. "About knowing that my husband is sucking the cock of the superior man that I'm going to give myself to, the superior man that's taken me dozens of times in front of him, the superior man that makes me cum like no other."

    Theo's cock ached with the intense pain of arousal as it tried in vain to grow in the remarkably small cage that encased it. Were he free, he would have had a raging erection and an overwhelming desire to stroke it, as few things aroused him more than embracing the reality that Peter was, in fact, a superior man and that his wife had chosen him over Theo when it came to meeting her sexual needs.

    "I need you inside me," she said. "I need to be taken by a superior man. I need to be taken while my husband watches."

    Peter smiled, put a hand on the back of Theo's head alongside Emma's, and pushed down until every inch of his cock had disappeared into Theo's throat. It took just a split second before he gagged, but that was enough to make both Emma and Peter laugh with glee.

    "It would be my pleasure to satisfy you in front of your husband," Peter replied as he released his grip on Theo's head.

    Theo pulled back and gasped for air as spit ran down his chin. He wiped it away as Peter stood, took off his shirt - leaving him naked - and took Emma's hand. They walked towards the bed and shared a kiss before she crawled onto the mattress and rolled onto her back. Peter crawled on top of her and Emma took hold of his cock as they kissed. She stroked him, rubbed his head over her pussy lips, and then guided him inside her.

    Emma moaned in a long, low, deep manner as Peter's cock filled her. Theo had already crawled to the foot of the bed and was ready and eager to watch from his customary position. He was not to get up from his knees and he was not to try and get into the bed unless explicitly instructed to do so. It was not his place to participate while Emma was enjoying her bull's cock, after all.

    Instead, Theo would watch from his knees. He would witness his wife being taken by a superior man. He would witness her and Peter's pleasure. He would watch and listen to their orgasms. He would experience the bliss of being a cuckold in that way.

    His night would almost certainly involve more than watching from his knees, though. Emma and Peter always found a way to mix things up, whether that was involving Theo in some way, talking dirty to him as they fucked in a different position, or making him do something a little bit humiliating for their pleasure.

    Theo wasn't sure how the rest of the night would unfold, but he was certain he'd enjoy it, for Emma always made sure that she took care of her bull and her cuck before the night was over.

  
    Emma's Cuck Knows His Place - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Despite having been cuckolded too many times to count, Theo found himself utterly enthralled with the experience, as he always did.

    He was on his knees at the foot of the bed while his wife and her bull had missionary sex. He was afforded a beautiful view of another man's cock entering Emma's pussy over and over. He saw her labia cling to Peter's thick shaft when he pulled out and watched them part to welcome his length deep inside her when he thrust forward.

    It wasn't just the sight of his cuckolding that proved enthralling, though. It was the sounds. It was the wetness of Emma's pussy as she welcomed her bull's cock repeatedly. It was their moans and groans of pleasure as they fucked. It was the sounds of deep kissing that they indulged in from time to time. It was the occasional bit of dirty talk they offered.

    "Your cock is so deep inside me," Emma said.

    Peter fucked her deeper and they shared another lingering kiss.

    "Your pussy feels so good," Peter replied. "So fucking good, Emma."

    Theo listened to his wife moan and watched her bull's cock slide in and out of her. Neither of them acknowledged him, but they wouldn't. Not while fucking in missionary. Not while connecting in that way. They might not acknowledge him at all that evening. His participation in his cuckolding wasn't up to him. It was up to Emma and her bull.

    "Peter...baby...I'm close," Emma said.

    "Cum on my cock," he replied. "Cum hard for me, Emma."

    He fucked her faster, filling her with every inch of his big cock before pulling out and doing it all over again. Her pussy sounded wetter to Theo. Her moans got louder. She ran her hands down his back and grabbed his ass. Theo saw her toes curl in the way they almost always did right before she came.

    "Fuck!" she screamed.

    Not long after, a chorus of beautiful moans began as Emma came on her bull's cock. Theo wasn't sure how many times he'd seen his wife cum with Peter's cock inside her, but each and every time was a thing of beauty. She moaned in ways Theo had never made her moan, and louder too. There was no question in Theo's mind that Emma's bull made her cum harder than any man ever had.

    Peter remained deep inside her after Emma's climax. She ran her hands over his body. They kissed. She whispered to him quietly enough that Theo couldn't hear, though he knew she was confirming her affection for Peter and the pleasure he gave her.

    Finally, he pulled out and rolled onto his back next to her. Theo stared at his wife's gaping pussy for a few moments and then glanced at Peter's long, thick, glistening cock.

    "Did you enjoy watching, cuck?" Emma asked.

    "Yes, I did," Theo replied. "Thank you for letting me watch, for letting me experience your pleasure, Emma."

    She smiled and rolled towards Peter to cuddle up with him. She ran her fingers through his chest hair and he turned his head so they could share a wonderfully deep kiss as Emma's hand moved over his stomach and grasped his big balls, caressing them while she welcomed his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it.

    "It was astoundingly pleasurable," she said to her bull. "It always is with you, Peter. You have a gift for satisfying me, for using this incredible cock of yours to reach places inside me that no man has ever gone, for fucking me in a way I've always needed to be fucked."

    Emma curled her fingers around the base of her bull's thick cock and slowly ran them all the way to the tip before rubbing the underside with her thumb and smiling as Peter moaned.

    "Does it make your little dick ache in its cage when you watch Peter fuck me?" Emma asked as she looked towards her husband.

    "Yes," Theo admitted.

    "And do you get jealous, Theo? Does it drive you insane with jealousy to know that your dick is locked in a cage and unable to get hard while Peter is free to fuck your wife's pussy as many times as he desires tonight?" she asked.

    Theo saw his wife's lips curl into a delighted smile and he couldn't help but enjoy that his submission - to chastity, to being cuckolded, to serving his wife and her bull - made her happy.

    "Yes, I get jealous," he said. "I want to fuck you, Emma. I want to be inside you. I know I'm not nearly as skilled as Peter, that my cock isn't nearly as big as his, that I don't deserve to fuck you in the way he does, that any time I'm allowed inside you is a gift that I should be deeply grateful for."

    "How very true all of that is," Emma replied with a smile. "I'm glad you appreciate the gifts I give you, cuck. All of the gifts I give you."

    Theo watched her fingers move up and down Peter's stiff cock as Emma kissed her bull once more. The sounds of their affection and the slow handjob provided Theo with a rather intense kind of arousal along with more than a little jealousy.

    He waited until she looked at him once more and said, "I do appreciate all the gifts you give me, including the chance to serve both of you on a night like tonight. To help dress you. To prepare the room. To make drinks for you. To serve your pussy. To serve Peter's cock. I appreciate all of those gifts, Emma."

    She smiled warmly. "Because you're a good cuck."

    Theo nodded and felt a sense of genuine pride at his wife acknowledging his qualities as a cuckold.

    "Would you like the chance to serve right now, cuck?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," Theo replied.

    "Good. Crawl between Peter's legs. Suck his balls for me," Emma instructed.

    Theo felt a surge of lust between his legs that made his cock throb in its cage. He stood and crawled between Peter's legs, which were spread wide to accommodate Theo.

    "Before you get on your stomach, I want you to bring your cock closer. I want to compare the two of you," Emma said.

    Theo crawled forward and straddled one of Peter's thighs so his caged cock was just a few inches from the bull's stiffness.

    Emma moved closer and took Peter's big dick in one hand and Theo's soft, small, chastised dick in the other. She laughed softly, looked at her bull, and said, "He really does seem like so much less of a man when his little locked up dicklet is this close to you."

    Peter smiled. "He really does. It's better that way, isn't it? When the cuck is in a cage - when his dick is in its truest state - there really can't be any confusion over who deserves to fuck you. It makes it so much easier for him to accept that his place is to serve and to watch, assuming he's granted the privilege of witnessing his cuckolding."

    Theo knew it wasn't his place to say anything in that moment. His wife and her bull were clearly enjoying the act of putting him in his place and the telltale ache between his legs proved that Theo enjoyed the light dose of humiliation as much as they enjoyed doling it out.

    "If you were like Peter," Emma began as she looked up at Theo, "we'd probably be enjoying a threesome right now. You could have your way with my pussy. You could slide into me and fuck me to another orgasm while I sucked and stroked his cock. But you're not like him. You're a cuck. Which is why you're going to lay between his legs and suck on his balls while I stroke him." She smiled. "Right now, cuck."

    Theo moved back, dropped to his stomach between Peter's legs, and showered the bull's hairy balls in kisses. He licked them, too, spreading his saliva over the wrinkled skin before taking one in his mouth and sucking like his wife had instructed.

    "How does it feel to have my husband sucking your big balls like a good cuck?" she asked. "How does it feel to see him embrace his place as your inferior?"

    Peter smiled and kissed her. Theo watched their tongues entwine as his wife slowly stroked her bull's cock.

    "It feels fucking great," Peter said.

    She smiled. "I know. I could feel your dick get harder as he started kissing your balls. I love that it turns you on to put my cuck in his place."

    "I've never felt anything like it," he replied while looking down at Theo. "The sense of power is the thing that really gets me going. Sometimes I still can't believe that your cuck is willing to suck my balls or suck my cock in front of you. That he's willing to humiliate himself like that. That he's willing to show so definitively just how different we are."

    Theo felt the proof of his desire to be a cuckold in the throbbing between his legs. Were he uncaged, his dick would have been hard as a rock as his wife and her bull talked about him in such a humiliating fashion.

    "You helped teach him his place," Emma said before kissing Peter's neck. "You showed him that he really is inferior, that he can't fuck me the way you do, that he can't satisfy me the way you do, that it would be literally impossible for him to be the kind of man you are."

    Peter moaned and Emma kissed him. Theo took both of the bull's balls in his mouth and sucked gently as he watched his wife lose herself in the kiss. In that moment Theo felt as if they didn't even know he was there, as if they'd completely surrendered to their intense desire for each other. It was an oddly appealing thing to feel.

    After the kiss, Emma looked down at him, met Theo's gaze, and smiled, pulling him back into the moment. "Suck his cock for me, cuck."

    Theo went to work immediately. He kissed and licked his way up the shaft of Peter's cock and took the plump head between his lips. He sucked and swirled his tongue around the underside. He moved up and down and added his hand in for extra pleasure. He tasted his wife's pussy as the scent of sex filled his nose and his mouth bobbed up and down while stretched around the fat cock of the man who fucked Emma more often than Theo did.

    "That's good, cuck," Emma said. "You may move back to the floor."

    Theo pulled off the cock, backed out of the bed, and got on his knees. He watched his wife straddle her bull and guide his spit-soaked cock into her pussy. He watched Emma slowly sink down on the fat cock she had such affection for and he heard her beautiful moans as she was stretched out.

    "Do you think he's enjoying the show?" Peter asked.

    "I know he is," Emma said. "Honestly, this is his favorite kind of sex."

    "The kind where he watches his wife get fucked by a superior man?" he asked.

    Emma looked over her shoulder, smiled at Theo, and bounced her pussy on Peter's fat cock. "Is this your favorite kind of sex, cuck?"

    "Yes," Theo admitted. He wasn't just saying what she wanted to hear. He was telling the truth. Watching her and Peter fuck was unquestionably his favorite kind of sex.

    "And what if I wanted him to wait, on his knees, in the bathroom?" Peter asked as he pulled Emma down on his cock and held here there. "What if I wanted to deprive the cuck of the sex he enjoys so much? What if I wanted to do so purely for my pleasure?"

    Emma looked at Theo again and then turned and leaned down to kiss her bull. Theo couldn't see the kiss, but he could hear it and it certainly sounded passionate.

    "You know I like it when you put him in his place," she said. "When you exert a certain amount of control. So, if it would turn you on to make my cuck wait in the bathroom while you fucked his wife, then it would turn me on too."

    Peter sat up with Emma still on his cock, looked at Theo, and said, "Go wait in the bathroom, cuck. You may leave the door open a crack. You must wait on your knees."

    "Of course," Theo said as he stood and rushed to the bathroom.

    It pained him to walk away from watching, but it wasn't his place to argue. When Emma and her bull got together, Theo was the cuck. He was a submissive cuck, in fact. He acted in service of his wife and her bull. He did whatever they needed, whenever they needed it. He gave himself over for their pleasure and he almost always enjoyed being put in his place because he knew it thrilled them, and in that way it thrilled him.

    Theo left the bathroom door open a few inches, laid down a few towels, and sank to his knees. Emma's moans immediately reached his ears. She was getting fucked. She was riding her bull's cock. She hadn't skipped a beat after Peter had ordered Theo out of the room. If anything, Emma's pussy was likely wetter. Her nipples were likely harder. Her body was likely filled with an even deeper kind of arousal after Peter had asserted himself.

    As he listened to his wife and her bull fuck, Theo reached down and ran his fingers over the tip of his locked cock. He gathered the considerable volume of precum that had leaked out of him and gently lifted it to his lips. Theo studied the shiny clear substance for a moment and then placed his fingers on his tongue and savored the sweetness of his arousal.

    "You fuck me so good!" Emma cried out. "Oh, Peter, fuck, I'm close."

    She was going to cum a second time on her bull's cock. She was going to have a second loud, body-shaking orgasm, but this time Theo was going to miss it. He was going to stare at the bathroom counter and listen as his wife climaxed on another man's far superior cock.

    Theo's loins tingled as Emma came. Arousal and jealousy - of a sort - coursed through his body as she celebrated the pleasure of once again having the kind of orgasm her husband couldn't provide.

    Theo thought he might be called back into the bedroom once Emma had cum, but the call didn't come. Instead, there was relative silence. He imagined Emma and Peter cuddled up in yet another post-orgasmic display of affection. He hadn't heard Peter's grunts and groans so it seemed fair to assume the sex would resume once more.

    After some measure of silence - Theo had no sense of the passage of time - the sounds of sex resumed as he'd thought they would. This time Theo was convinced they were fucking in doggystyle as the sound of Peter's hips slamming into Emma's ass were quite distinct. She tended to grunt a little more when getting fucked from behind, too, as Peter's cock reached quite deep inside her, sometimes delivering just a touch of discomfort along with the pleasure.

    "Cum inside me," Emma cried out after a good, long doggystyle fucking. "Cum in my pussy, Peter! Cum in my tight little pussy!"

    Theo listened to the grunts and groans of pleasure that Peter unleashed as he came. It was Theo's favorite moment to witness and he was especially fond of seeing it in doggystyle as Emma always looked into his eyes and smiled while another man emptied his balls into her pussy. Sometimes she would shower Theo in thrilling verbal humiliation about how the superior man got to cum inside her and how Theo would soon be licking up that superior man's load like a good cuck should.

    "Come here, cuck," Peter called out a few minutes after the grunts and groans of his orgasm.

    Theo hopped to his feet and rushed into the room and towards the foot of the bed. He stood with his hands clasped behind his back and admired the beauty of his lingerie-clad wife curled up with her bull with both of them wearing deeply-satisfied looks on their faces.

    "Clean me," Peter instructed.

    Theo crawled into the bed and took the bull's half-hard cock into his mouth. He sucked it clean, doing so slowly and carefully to ensure he didn't over stimulate the head. Theo made sure to clean Peter's balls, too, a lesson he'd learned long ago after failing to do so and being reprimanded.

    When he was finished, Emma spread her legs, smiled, and said, "Would you like to clean my pussy, cuck?"

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "You're such a good cuck," Emma said. "You can clean me. Make sure you do a good job, though. I don't want there to be a mess down there for round two."

    As Theo crawled between her legs, Emma turned her head and kissed Peter. It was a slow, almost romantic exchange between them and she reached up to caress his face as their tongues gently mingled and they both moaned softly.

    "You are going to spend the night, aren't you?" she asked.

    "Of course I am," Peter replied. "What kind of madman would I be if I didn't? Who gives up the chance to spend the night with a beautiful goddess of a woman?"

    Emma smiled. "And one that really, really loves your cock."

    He chuckled. "Yes, well, that fact would make it all the more insane of me to leave, wouldn't it?"

    Emma took his soft cock in her hand and stroked it slowly. "It certainly would."

    Theo watched the exchange as he dutifully cleaned his wife's messy pussy and reveled in the pleasure of doing as a cuck should by licking a superior man's load from his wife.

    "I'm a bit hungry," Emma said. "How about you?"

    "I could do with a snack," Peter replied.

    "Room service?" she asked.

    "I think we should make the cuck go and pick something up," Peter countered. "And, I think he should have to wear your panties under his clothes when he does."

    Emma laughed. "What a naughty idea." She looked down at Theo and said, "When you're finished down there you can put my panties on, get dressed, and go get us a snack."

    "Of course," Theo said before pushing his tongue back inside her.

    It was humiliating, but that was the thrill of it. They pushed him. They made him do things he wouldn't otherwise do. They made him serve because it turned them on to do so and because they knew it thrilled Theo, too.

    He both dreaded and looked forward to putting on his wife's panties over his caged cock and heading out to serve their needs by finding a snack for them. He looked forward to coming back into the room to find them cuddled up in bed, or laughing together as they watched a movie, or making out as they surrendered to their desire for each other.

    Best of all, the night was still young and there was likely a great deal more service for Theo to offer to his wife and her bull.
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    Theo waved the keycard over the lock, slipped the card into his pocket, and pulled down on the door handle. He stepped into the room and the sound of Emma's soft moan filled his ears.

    "Damn, you're still so wet," Peter said.

    "I know," she replied. "I'm still in bed with you, though. Your naked body is still next to mine. That incredible cock of yours is inches from my pussy. How could I not be wet?"

    She laughed softly and Theo heard the sound of a kiss. Another moan followed, this one quite clearly while Emma's lips were pressed against her bull's.

    "I think the food is here," Peter said.

    Theo stepped into the room and set the bag on the desk before pulling out the burgers he'd ordered. He heard laughter from behind him and looked over his shoulder. Both Emma and Peter were staring at his ass.

    "What's wrong?" he asked.

    "Your panties are showing, cuck," Peter said.

    Theo considered how many people must have seen the panties. It had to have been dozens. He felt embarrassed, but far less than he'd expected, in part because his sloppiness in getting dressed seemed to have brought great joy to his wife and her bull.

    "They look cute, to be honest," Emma said as she crawled out of the bed and sauntered towards Theo. She put her arms around him from behind, pressed her lingerie-clad body against his, and kissed the back of his neck. "How did it feel to wear my panties, cuck?"

    "Good," Theo answered. "They're soft. They smell like you, too, and I like that some of your wetness was in them, that it was pressed against my cock as I went out to get food for you."

    Emma unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down as Theo opened the to-go boxes and pulled the silverware, napkins, and salt and pepper packets from the bag.

    She caressed his ass, running her fingers over the soft fabric of her panties and moaned like she was trying to seduce him. Theo's dick throbbed in its cage before Emma slipped her fingers into the waistband of the panties and lowered them to the floor. She spun him around, took his shirt off, and kissed and sucked on his neck like the seductive goddess she was.

    "You're such a good cuck, Theo," she said. "You make me so happy."

    Theo's dick throbbed painfully in the cage and he wanted nothing more than to fuck his wife. That was never going to happen - not that night, at least - but he couldn't help his body's desires.

    "I love you," he whispered.

    Her lips found his and they shared a deep kiss. "I love you too," she replied. "Now be a good boy and serve us our food. You can enjoy yours while sitting on the floor at the foot of the bed."

    Emma smacked his ass, turned, and walked back to the bed before crawling in and cuddling up next to her bull. They both smiled at Theo - victorious, confident smiles - as he brought their burgers and fries to the bed and leaned over to set them in front of his wife and the man she'd sleep with that night.

    "Let me get a towel," he said. "Just so the bed doesn't get too messy."

    Theo hurried to the bathroom, grabbed an unused towel, and rushed back to the bed to spread it out like a picnic blanket. Emma and Peter set their food containers on it, shared a soft, lingering kiss, and then set about eating as Theo grabbed his food and sat on the floor at the foot of the bed.

    He listened to his wife and her bull eat and chat like they were on a date. They talked about their jobs, told funny stories, compared vacations they'd been on, and a great deal more. All the while Theo sat and listened like a good cuck. They could have involved him in the conversation, but that wasn't his purpose that night. He was there to serve. To give them what they desired, to enhance their intimacy and pleasure in any way he could.

    "We're finished, cuck," Emma said long after Theo had served their food. "You may clear everything away."

    Theo stood, cleared away the empty containers, and grabbed the towel. He put everything in the plastic bag and hurried to the door to place it in the hallway for pickup. Theo poked his head out to make sure no one was coming, tossed the bag onto the carpet, and turned back to the room.

    Emma and Peter were cuddled up with her head resting on his chest and her arm across his stomach, and they looked utterly content. It put a smile on Theo's face to see his wife like that and to know that he'd played a part in the happiness that ensconced her.

    "Come here, cuck," Emma called out.

    Theo rushed to the foot of the bed and clasped his hands behind his back as he awaited instruction.

    Emma's fingers encircled her bull's cock and she stroked him slowly while kissing his neck and nibbling on his earlobe. His shaft slowly thickened and lengthened and the head grew plumper before a drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    "Crawl between his legs, cuck," she instructed. "Suck on his balls for me. Slow and gentle, though. We're going to take our time."

    Theo's pulse quickened as he crawled into the bed and between Peter's legs. He laid on his stomach, crawled a little closer, and then nuzzled the bull's big, hairy balls before parting his lips and taking one into his mouth.

    "Does that feel good?" Emma asked. "Does it feel good when my cuck puts his mouth to work like that?"

    "It really does," Peter replied. "There's something so hot about knowing that your husband has my balls in his mouth."

    Emma smiled and kissed him as Theo watched and sucked balls. He swirled his tongue around the wrinkled, hairy flesh. He moaned softly in the hope that the gentle vibrations would deepen Peter's pleasure.

    "My husband knows his place," Emma said as she glanced at Theo. "He knows that it's his job to serve you, to serve us both. He knows that you're a far superior man when it comes to serving my sexual needs and he understands that he needs to show us that he knows his place. And what's a better place for a cuck than polishing a superior man's balls with his eager mouth?"

    Peter chuckled and caressed Emma's face. They stared at each other for a few moments and then shared a deep kiss. Peter's cock grew in Emma's hand until it pointed straight towards the ceiling. Theo admired the veins and the incredible thickness and length of the shaft that truly put his cuck dick to shame. It wasn't the least bit surprising that Emma would prefer to have her bull's cock inside her.

    "Lick his taint, cuck," Emma instructed.

    Theo hesitated for a moment and then lifted Peter's balls, extended his tongue, and licked the bull's taint. He flicked his tongue back and forth, covering that small strip of flesh with his saliva and eliciting a moan.

    There was obvious and thrilling lust in Emma's voice as she said, "See, he knows his place. He knows you're superior. He knows it's his job to do as he's told, to pleasure you in whatever way we instruct because he's a small-dicked cuck and you're a god of a man that fucks his wife to such good orgasms that she sometimes can't see straight."

    They kissed again and it seemed obvious to Theo that they were both getting off on Emma's humiliation of him. The kissing was deeper and they were both moaning as Theo continued to run his tongue back and forth over Peter's taint.

    "Pull your legs back," Emma said.

    Peter pulled his legs back until his knees were bent and his feet rested on either side of Theo's head.

    "Lick his asshole, cuck," Emma instructed.

    Theo pulled back from his taint licking and stared at Peter's exposed asshole. It was hairy, but it looked perfectly clean. The smell was a little ripe, but that was likely from the sweat he'd built up fucking Emma.

    "Do as you're told, cuck."

    Theo hesitated. He'd kissed and licked his wife's asshole countless times, but this was something else. This was far more humiliating. This was going to a much greater distance than he'd traveled before to please his wife and her bull.

    "Don't disappoint me, cuck," Emma said sharply.

    It was humiliating - deeply humiliating - but Theo surrendered. He embraced his sexual inferiority. He embraced his place. He rimmed Peter's asshole as his wife had instructed. He rested his chin on the bed, scooted close, and extended his tongue. He licked all around Peter's asshole and then flicked it back and forth like he was worshiping his wife's clit.

    "Fucking hell," Peter said.

    "It feels good to get your ass licked by a cuck, doesn't it?" Emma asked.

    Peter laughed. "It really does."

    "Mmm, he's such a good boy," Emma said. "Such a good boy that it makes my pussy wet."

    "Yeah? Maybe you should make him keep eating my ass while you ride my dick?" Peter suggested.

    They kissed. Again it was deep. Theo couldn't see it, but he could hear the passion. He could hear the lust behind the kiss.

    Emma got to her knees and swung her leg over Peter's torso. She scooted back and Theo looked up just in time to see his wife guide Peter's cock inside her. She sank down on it, slowly taking every inch while a long, deep moan reverberated around the hotel room.

    "Fuck...Peter...your cock feels so good inside me. It feels so fucking good every single time. I swear, you could spend years fucking me and I would never get tired of having you in my pussy."

    Theo ate ass while his wife fucked herself on the cock that had brought her countless mind-bending orgasms since she first hooked up with Peter. The longer the sex went on, the faster Emma rode her bull, bouncing wildly as the sounds of their bodies slamming together and her moans filled the room.

    "Peter...fuck...I'm cumming!"

    Theo had no sense of time, but it seemed to him that her orgasm didn't take long. He loved that she could cum so quickly with Peter's cock inside her. He loved that she could go multiple times, too, that being with him seemed to inspire a limitless ability to cum.

    Emma sat down on her bull's cock and her ass trembled as her moans continued to fill the bedroom. Theo ate ass all the while, dutifully licking Peter's hole because he'd been instructed to.

    "Lick my asshole, cuck," Emma said.

    Theo crawled closer, spread his wife's ass cheeks, and rimmed her hole while she kissed her bull. He flicked his tongue back and forth and even stuck the tip inside her a few times, eliciting a delighted moan into her bull's mouth.

    "Can you take more?" Peter asked.

    "I can always take more of your cock," Emma replied. She lifted her hips until just the tip of Peter's dick remained inside her and then said, "Fuck me."

    Peter did so, thrusting his big cock up into Emma's pussy with great force as Theo dutifully rimmed her ass.

    "I want your cum inside me," she said. "I want you to cum in my pussy so I can feed your load to my cuck, so I can sit on his face and push out every drop into his eager, waiting throat. So I can make him drink a superior man's cum like the inferior bitch that he is."

    Theo's cock ached in its cage and he heard Peter grunt and groan wildly as he stopped thrusting. Emma sat down on her bull's cock until it was buried deep inside and Theo's mouth watered as he thought of what would come next.

    "Get on the floor, cuck," Emma instructed. "On your back. With your mouth open."

    Theo backed out of the bed and got on the floor, on his back, with his mouth open, just like his wife had instructed. The sound of kissing reached his ears as he waited for his wife to feed him another man's load.

    "No one has ever fucked me like you do, Peter," Emma said.

    "And no one has ever made me cum as hard as you do, Emma," he replied. "Now go feed your cuck my load. Give him what he craves."

    A moment later Theo saw his wife's legs dangling over the foot of the bed. She pushed off and stepped towards him until she stood astride his head. He looked up at her pussy, at her taut stomach, and her perky tits, and at her pretty smile as she looked down at him.

    "Is he right, cuck? Is this what you crave? Do you want to ride your mouth and feed you his superior load?"

    "Yes," Theo answered. "I do. I crave it, Emma."

    She slowly squatted over his head until her pussy lips were inches from his mouth. Somehow she held the cum inside her, refusing to release it until she was good and ready.

    "Please, feed me his cum," Theo said. "Sit on my face and feed me his cum."

    Emma sat on his face. Theo plunged his tongue inside her and the taste of another man's seed filled his mouth.

    "That's it," Emma said softly. "Feed on my pussy, cuck. Feed on his load. Drink it from me. Drink it from your wife's freshly-fucked cunt."

    Theo swallowed. He swallowed Peter's cum and put his tongue back to work. The tongue that had licked another man's balls, taint, and asshole that night. The tongue that had massaged Emma's asshole that night. The tongue that had been put to use countless times in service to his wife and the sexually superior man that satisfied her desires.

    Emma leaned forward, grabbed a handful of Theo's hair and began to ride his face. She did so subtly and slowly, grinding her wet pussy over his mouth and leaving a thin layer of juice and cum on his lips and chin.

    "Mmm, baby, I love seeing you eat his cum," she said. "Fuck...it turns me on so much. You're such a good little cuck, such a hungry cum slut for me."

    She was going to cum. She was so turned on she was going to cum. Theo was elated. He wasn't doing much - he was simply lying there while she fed him another man's load - but his eagerness to be fed Peter's cum was going to get his wife off.

    Theo plunged his tongue as deep inside her as he could. He probed for cum and swallowed everything he could find, coating his mouth in a thin layer of another man's salty seed. He moaned and groaned and his dick throbbed in the little cage Emma had locked him in. He was enmeshed in a kind of pleasure he'd only ever felt when being cuckolded, a kind of pleasure he'd come to crave.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Emma's thighs clamped down around Theo's head and he felt them tremble from the pleasure of yet another orgasm. The contractions of her muscles squeezed more cum out of her, too, and Theo drank it all up like a good cuck.

    Emma's climax went on for what felt like an impossibly long time and she had a hazy, blissful smile on her face when she finally released his hair and sat back with her pussy still resting on his face.

    "That was exceptional," she said before sliding her hips back until she was sitting astride his chest. Emma reached out and ran her fingers over his cum-coated lips and added, "You know, you make me cum harder as a locked up cuck than you ever did as a typical man. This really is your place, Theo. This really is what you were meant to be."

    "I know," he replied.

    Emma smiled. "That makes me very happy."

    "That's all I want," Theo said. "To make you happy."

    She dragged her body backwards until his caged cock slipped between her pussy lips. Emma pressed her hands into his chest and slowly moved her hips back and forth, grinding on his crotch and bathing Theo in a mixture of her pussy juices and the remnants of Peter's load.

    "Does that feel good, cuck?" she asked.

    Theo nodded as his loins tingled with pleasure.

    Emma smiled, leaned down, and let her lips hover above his for a few seconds. Then, to Theo's delight and surprise, she kissed him. She moaned and offered her tongue and they shared in the taste of the cum he'd just consumed from her pussy as Theo's dick tried in vain to get hard in the cage.

    "I love you, cuck," she said.

    "I love you too," Theo replied.

    Emma kissed him again and then sat up and began to grind her pussy over his cock with remarkable speed. For a moment Theo thought he might actually cum, but it wasn't to be. She was teasing him. She stood, depriving him of the pleasure she'd offered and then crawled back into the bed and cuddled up with her bull once more.

    "Go turn on the shower, cuck," she said. "We're both a little sweaty and we're going to get clean before bed. And who knows, we might even fuck again."

    Theo stood and headed for the bathroom as Emma rested her head on Peter's chest.

    "Do you think you could go again?" she asked.

    "Damn right I could," he replied.

    "Maybe we can invite the cuck into the shower to suck your dick," she said.

    Theo smiled. His wife's desire was relentless. He would happily offer his mouth in the shower, though. Of course he would. It was his place. He was her cuck. He was ready to serve in any way they desired.

  
    Emma's Cuck Knows His Place - Part 4
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    It was the sound of kissing that roused Theo from his slumber. A soft moan - unquestionably from Emma - followed and he lifted his head from the overly stiff pillow and turned his attention towards the bed where his wife and her bull had spent the night.

    The covers were pulled up so Theo could only see their faces, but there was obvious movement happening underneath the soft, fluffy bedding. Emma appeared to be stroking Peter's cock and he was almost certainly playing with her pussy.

    "Good morning, cuck," Emma said as she glanced his way.

    "Good morning," Theo replied with a smile.

    Emma turned back to Peter and they resumed kissing, though this time her mouth opened and Theo could see their tongues dancing. It was almost as if Emma was more turned on now that she knew her cuckold husband was watching, a thought that put a smile on Theo's face.

    As they kissed, Emma pulled back the bedding, revealing Peter's throbbing cock. She'd managed to push his underwear down to his thighs, exposing his long, thick shaft. Her body remained covered, denying Theo a view of his wife's perky tits and undoubtedly wet pussy.

    Emma turned towards Theo and moaned as Peter leaned in and kissed her neck while his hand seemed to move to her breasts. "I'd like you to suck cock for me, cuck."

    That was Theo's signal. He got off the couch, took a moment to stretch his body - it wasn't the most comfortable place to sleep - and ambled towards the plush, luxurious hotel bed in which his wife and her bull had spent the night in each other's arms.

    Theo crawled between Peter's legs and took the bull's thick, throbbing cock in his mouth. Emma looked down at him and moaned as her bull's lips and tongue moved over her neck.

    "Mmm, that's a good cuck. Suck that dick for your wife. Get it nice and hard so I can take it for a ride while you get us breakfast," she said.

    Theo sucked cock with great intent. He sucked to make his wife and her bull happy. He sucked because it was his place to do so. He stroked, too, using his hands to pleasure Peter's dick and balls and to lure him into an even deeper state of desire.

    "Fuck, he's gotten really good at that," Peter said.

    Emma laughed. "He was always meant for this. To suck cock for me. To have his little dick trapped in a cage while he sucks on a superior man's cock for my pleasure."

    Theo's dick ached in its cage. It ached to be free, and yet there was a part of him that found such pleasure in his total lack of freedom. It felt right when Peter and Emma were together. He was a cuck. His dick had no business getting hard when his wife was with a superior man.

    "That's good, cuck," she said. "Now order us room service. Get breakfast and coffee for all three of us."

    Theo backed out of the bed and watched his wife straddle her bull. He witnessed the beauty of another man's long, thick shaft disappearing inside her. He saw her labia cling to Peter's dick as Emma rose up and sank back down again. It was such a beautiful sight that he could have treated himself to that view for the rest of the morning.

    Theo had a job to do, though. He grabbed the room service menu and stepped into the bathroom. He called down to the front desk and ordered food and coffee for all of them. Emma was moaning loud enough that Theo was almost certain the person on the other end of the line could hear, but he was equally certain they'd dealt with far stranger sounds than that of a woman getting fucked.

    After ordering, Theo emerged from the bathroom, set the menu back on the table where he'd found it, and moved to the foot of the bed. He sank to his knees, clasped his hands behind his back, and observed the blissful union of his wife and her bull. Over and over Emma's pussy took the full length of Peter's cock. Over and over it struck Theo as the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen, so much so that he felt a beautiful tingling between his legs, a surefire sign of ever-increasing arousal that he yearned to satisfy by masturbating.

    Emma came while on top. Theo knew it would happen when he saw her toes curl. The trembling of her ass cheeks was the second sign of an oncoming orgasm. Then she threw her head back, began to grind her pussy back and forth on Peter's cock, and finally came to rest as she climaxed. Theo watched his wife's slick cunt pulsate around the cock buried deep inside her and he smiled at the sounds of intense pleasure that filled the hotel room.

    "Fuck...you're a fucking god," she said to her bull.

    Emma leaned down and the sound of a deep kiss reached Theo's ears as he stared at the exposed part of Peter's shaft. It was thick and veiny and coated in a layer of Emma's juices. Juices that signified her satisfaction, for she'd once again had a wondrous orgasm with her bull's cock inside her.

    "Is breakfast on its way?" Emma asked.

    "It is. It should be just a few minutes longer," Theo answered.

    She sat up, rocked her hips back and forth, and asked Peter, "Would you like to be fucking me when the cuck answers the door?"

    "I certainly would."

    Emma lifted her pussy from his cock, spun around, and crawled towards the foot of the bed as she smiled at Theo. "Doggystyle seems like a good position, doesn't it? It will be nice and loud. It will be perfectly obvious that you're answering the door while someone else is getting fucked in the bed. I wonder if the young bellhop will think it's your wife getting pounded?"

    "He probably will," Theo replied.

    Peter moved behind Emma and slid into her pussy, eliciting a smile and a moan. "Maybe he should tell the bellhop that it's his wife getting fucked, just so there's no confusion."

    They both smiled at the idea of Theo humiliating himself like that. Emma moaned, too, and Peter wore a look of pleasure on his face as he slid in and out of a tight, wet, needy pussy.

    "Do as he says," Emma said.

    Peter smiled. Theo had seen that smile so many times before. Peter liked that he had some measure of control over Emma's cuck. It turned him on - at times, at least - to exercise that control.

    "Come rest your head on her ass, cuck," he said.

    Theo stood, crawled into the bed, and bent over to rest his head on Emma's soft, perfect ass. He could see Peter's shaft as it moved in and out of her pussy. He could hear the incredible sound of flesh meeting flesh. He could hear the wetness of Emma's cunt.

    Then Peter pulled out and said, "Open up."

    Theo opened his mouth and a stiff, slippery cock pushed past his lips and towards his throat. He gagged and Peter put a hand on the back of Theo's head to hold him in place. He began to fuck the cuck's mouth at almost the same pace he'd used to fuck Emma's pussy.

    "God damn," Peter said. "His mouth feels almost as good as your pussy."

    "You take that back!" Emma replied playfully.

    Peter laughed, pulled out, and slid back inside Emma. "I'm just kidding, baby. You know that nothing feels better than your pussy. It is fun to fuck your cuck's mouth, though. He doesn't even fight it. He just opens up and takes it."

    "He knows his place," Emma said between moans.

    Someone knocked on the door and Theo lifted his head from Emma's ass and realized he was only wearing underwear. He rushed out of the bed to grab his pants and a shirt.

    "Actually, cuck, there's a lovely satin robe hanging in the closet," she said. "The black one with the lace trim. Why don't you wear that?"

    Theo looked towards his wife and saw a smile on her face. Her tits swayed with every thrust and her ass jiggled from the vigor with which Peter pounded her. The sounds of sex were distinct and loud and there was no chance the guy delivering their food would think anything other than someone was getting fucked.

    "Oh, and make sure you tell him that it's your wife getting fucked," Emma added.

    Theo wanted to put on his jeans and t-shirt. He didn't want to answer the door in a women's satin robe. He didn't have a choice, though. It was his job to obey, so that's what he did.

    He opened the closet door as the bellhop knocked once more. Theo grabbed the satin robe and put it on. It felt remarkably soft against his skin - and barely covered his crotch - and he glanced in the mirror and confirmed that he looked ridiculous.

    Theo took a deep breath, approached the door, and pulled it open. The young man standing behind the food cart tried his best not to react, though his eyes went wide and he cracked a slight smile as he looked at Theo and no doubt listened to the sounds of sex emanating from the room.

    "Fuck me harder," Emma cried out.

    The sounds of sex got louder. Peter was doing exactly as she'd desired.

    "That's...that's my wife," Theo said.

    The young man's smile grew as he took in the facts of the situation. Theo was dressed in a woman's satin robe with delicate lace trim and his wife was getting fucked by someone else.

    "Should I wheel the food into the room?" he asked.

    "No, I'll take care of it," Theo replied.

    "You feel so fucking good!" Emma screamed.

    "Yeah? You like that dick?" Peter asked.

    "Yes, I fucking love that dick!"

    Theo felt his face warm up from the embarrassment he felt. The young man standing on the other side of the food cart seemed utterly amused, though. He now had a story to tell his coworkers and a pretty juicy story at that.

    "Cum inside me!" Emma cried out. "Cum inside me and I'll make the cuck eat it for breakfast!"

    The young man laughed and handed Theo the bill. "Here you are, sir."

    Theo opened it, added a generous tip, signed, and handed the bill back.

    "Enjoy your breakfast, cuck," the young man said.

    "Thanks," Theo replied before wheeling the car into the room and shutting the door behind him.

    Peter's grunts and groans filled the air as Theo guided the breakfast cart further into the room. He turned to see his wife's bull holding a handful of her hair with another hand resting on her ass while he pumped his cum deep into her pussy. He saw a look of bliss on Emma's face. It was the same look she always wore when Peter came inside her, for there were few things she enjoyed quite as much as knowing that her pussy had provided her bull with the ultimate in pleasure.

    After Peter pulled out he sat on the edge of the bed, looked at Theo, and said, "Suck it clean, cuck."

    Theo dropped to his knees in front of his wife's bull and quickly cleaned the superior man's cock, sucking up every drop of cum and pussy juice. He gave Peter's balls a once over, too, ensuring they were free of any mess.

    After finishing, Theo stood and saw his beautiful wife lifting the lid on one of the plates of food. She grabbed it, set it on the floor, and then squatted over it. Theo watched as Peter's cum dripped onto the eggs, sausage, and potatoes he'd ordered for himself. It was not the kind of seasoning he'd hoped his food would have and it would almost certainly make it a less pleasant eating experience. Eating cum off his food would make Emma and Peter happy, though, and it was Theo's place to make them happy at every turn if at all possible.

    "There you are, cuck," Emma said as she picked up the plate and handed Theo the food.

    He smiled. "Thank you."

    Theo set his plate on the table before serving his wife and her bull breakfast in bed. He poured them each a cup of coffee, prepared it the way they both liked, and set the cups down on the nightstands on either side of the bed.

    "You can join us in the bed," Emma said.

    Theo smiled with pure delight, dragged the food cart to the edge of the bed, poured himself a cup of coffee, and then grabbed his plate and dug in. They both watched as he took his first bite and of course it tasted unpleasant. It was eggs covered in runny cum. There was no chance it was going to be good.

    Emma and Peter laughed as they dug into their food and they both made sure to point out that it was rather delicious and that it was a great shame that Theo didn't get to enjoy it in the same manner they did.

    When they'd finished eating, Theo cleared away everyone's plates and pushed the food cart into the hallway. Emma then cuddled up with her bull as they turned on the TV.

    "Get dressed and go buy a packet of condoms, cuck," Emma instructed.

    Theo was confused beyond words, but he did as his wife desired. On his way down, he saw the young bellhop delivering another breakfast to a different room on their floor. They exchanged looks and there was a knowing smile directed at him, but neither Theo nor the young man said anything.

    Theo completed the condom purchase at the hotel's sundry shop - though it took some time due to a line - and returned to the room to hear the shower running. Steam poured from the bathroom and he popped his head inside to see that Emma and her bull were already standing under the water.

    "Is that you, cuck?"

    "Yes."

    "Join us in the shower, would you?"

    Theo stripped and stepped into the surprisingly roomy shower. Emma immediately pointed to the floor and he dropped to his knees. She stroked her bull's cock and then directed it at Theo's lips.

    "Suck it, cuck," she demanded.

    Theo gave his second blowjob of the morning, sucking on Peter's half hard cock until it grew stiff in his mouth. Soon after he tasted precum, proving that he had, in fact, gotten fairly good at giving head. He told himself it wasn't something to be proud of, and yet Theo couldn't help but feel just a touch of pride at having developed a skill that his wife and her bull found useful.

    "He's been so good for us, hasn't he?" Emma asked as she ran her fingers through Theo's wet hair and rested a hand on the back of his head.

    "He has. He's been a very good cuck."

    "I think he deserves a reward," she said. "A wonderful reward for being so good."

    "I agree."

    "Deepthroat him, cuck," Emma instructed.

    Theo couldn't quite pull that off, but he tried to the best of his abilities. He shoved as much of the cock into his throat as he could and he gagged until his eyes were watering.

    "So obedient," Emma observed with a smile. "Such an obedient, talented, eager cuck. You really do deserve a reward. Get one of the condoms."

    Theo stood and stepped out of the shower. Water dripped onto the tiled bathroom floor as he opened the box of condoms and tore one open. Emma offered her hand and Theo placed the condom in it and watched as she rolled it down her bull's shaft.

    "Come in," she said to Theo. "Face the far wall. Rest your hands on it."

    Theo stepped into the shower and approached the far wall of the roomy shower. He lifted his hands and placed them against the warm, damp tile. Emma grabbed his ass cheeks and spread them and Theo tensed up.

    "Relax, baby," she said. "This is a reward. You're about to be fucked by a glorious man. A man that possesses a cock that gives pleasure to anyone lucky enough to receive it."

    Theo didn't feel lucky. He felt panicked. And tense. And a little bit scared.

    The head of Peter's cock pressed against Theo's asshole. Pressure was applied. The tip slid inside him. Theo winced from the pain. Emma's lips found his neck as she kissed him softly.

    "Just breathe," she whispered. "I promise, you'll enjoy this. Peter's going to show you what it's like to be fucked by a superior man. He's going to show you how good it feels, Theo. He's going to show you how good it feels to surrender to him, to take his dick, to be the source of his pleasure."

    The cock invaded Theo at a slow, inexorable pace. Inch by inch it filled him. The pain remained the same right up until Peter bottomed out.

    "Ask him to fuck you," Emma instructed as she cupped Theo's balls and ran her fingers over his caged dick.

    "Please, fuck me," he said. "Fuck me, Peter. Fuck my ass."

    Peter grabbed Theo's hips and began to thrust. He did so slowly and deeply. It was painful, but with each thrust the pain receded just a bit. With each thrust a sense of warmth built in his loins. With each thrust there was a bit of pleasure, too, as Theo wondered if his prostate was getting worked by the bull's cock.

    "It feels good, doesn’t it?" Emma asked.

    "Yes," Theo admitted.

    "Most men wouldn't enjoy this. But you're not most men. You're a cuck. A sub. A good boy that knows his place. You don't fuck, Theo. My bull fucks. You get fucked. You suck dick. You eat cum. You eat my pussy and my ass. You don't fuck, though. You never fuck."

    Theo's dick throbbed in the cage. Peter fucked him harder and faster. It still hurt a little, but there was a tremendous sense of pleasure to go along with that pain. Growing pleasure. Pleasure that got more significant with each thrust.

    "Harder," Theo said without prompting. "Please, fuck me harder."

    Peter put a hand on Theo's shoulder for leverage and fucked him harder. He pounded him vigorously. The sounds of their wet bodies slamming together filled the shower as Theo's moans soon joined the chorus.

    "Emma...I'm close."

    "Cum for me, cuck," she said.

    Theo couldn't believe it, but he was close. His cock was caged, but he was going to cum. It was simultaneously thrilling and deeply humiliating, as he was going to cum with a cock in his ass.

    It happened, though. He came. He came all over the wall. His locked up dick spurted semen wildly and his loins contracted endlessly, sending the most intense waves of erotic delight through his body as he closed his eyes and leaned against the wall for balance.

    Peter kept thrusting. He kept pounding Theo right through his orgasm and after it was over.

    "Cum in him," Emma said. "Cum with your big dick in his ass."

    Peter did so. He buried his cock in Theo's ass and he came hard. He grunted and groaned and Theo felt a deep sense of humiliation as his asshole was used for the pleasure of the man who’d satisfied his wife.

    When he was finished, Peter pulled out and Emma pulled Theo close for a kiss. It was a deep, sensual kiss and Theo couldn't help but feel enveloped in a sense of love.

    "Did you enjoy yourself?

    "I did," Theo answered.

    Emma smiled and kissed him again. "Good. You deserve it. Now take the condom off his cock, drink his load, and then toss it in the trash."

    Theo pulled the condom from the bull's cock, poured the cum down his throat as they both watched, and then stepped out of the shower to toss it in the trash.

    "We'll call you when we're ready to be dried off," Emma said before shutting the shower door.

    Theo watched them kiss each other through the frosted glass and then grabbed a towel and dried himself off. He left the bathroom, got dressed, and tidied up as he waited for his wife and her bull to finish showering.

    There were only a few hours left before they had to check out, but Theo imagined they'd find a way to have a little more fun before it was time to leave. Whatever it was they wanted, he would be ready to serve like a good cuck.

    The End.

  Enjoy Another Man's Cock in Your Wife's Pussy
Cuckolding doesn’t have to be complicated. Sometimes it’s as simple as being hugely aroused that your wife is fucking someone else. Look at that image. Doesn’t the idea of that being your wife with someone else inside her turn you on?Don’t you love the sight of his hands playing with your wife’s tits? Don’t you love that she’s moaning in pleasure? Don’t you love that her slippery shaved pussy is filled with his big cock? How could you not love that?
It does go a little deeper though, doesn’t it? It’s more arousing if you know the sex is better than when you fuck her. It’s hotter if you’re watching and jerking off while thinking about what she told you earlier: “I fuck him because he’s better than you, honey. His dick is bigger and it feels better inside me. He makes me cum harder than you ever have.”
It’s more arousing if you know that you’re going to lick her pussy when he’s done. It makes your dick hard to think about the idea of going down on her after someone else has fucked her. You get to lick her swollen, wet pussy. You get to taste their juices. You get to feast on her after her lover has fucked her to multiple orgasms.
Everything about cuckolding turns you on. You love it. You love that she fucks him. You love that she cums on his cock. You love that she makes another man cum while he’s inside her pussy. You love that she lets you lick her pussy afterwards. You’re a cuckold. 

    Enjoying a Younger Man on Vacation

    “You were right,” Jason remarked as he reached out and took his wife’s hand in his.

    “About what?” Lily asked.

    “About this place. Montana. About coming here. About how beautiful it would be. Most of all about how it was exactly what we needed,” he said.

    Lily kept her eyes fixed on the sun setting over the mountains in the distance and smiled.

    “It’s so beautiful, isn’t it?” she said.

    “It really is,” he added. “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen anything like it.”

    Lily tore her gaze from the sunset when one of the young ranch hands walked by. She’d never tell her husband, but she didn’t mind that the staff was mostly comprised of rugged-looking twenty somethings with bodies hardened by day after day of rough work.

    “Good evening, ma’am,” Austin called out as he waved.

    “Evening,” Lily said as waved.

    “How come he never says good evening to me?” Jason asked as Austin walked away.

    Lily smiled. She couldn’t say for sure, but she liked to think it was because Austin was attracted to her. Perhaps she was entirely delusional and burnishing her ego, but she didn’t care. It was a nice little fantasy to cling to while on vacation.

    To her disappointment, Jason hadn’t displayed the kind of lust she’d been hoping for when she booked the trip. She’d put on lingerie the previous two nights but he didn’t seem to get the hint or he just wasn’t interested in fucking her. It made Lily wonder if he was even attracted to her anymore or if it was even possible to have heat in a marriage that was coming up on its twentieth anniversary.

    Lily didn’t want to bring it up and start a fight, but it bothered her that Jason didn’t seem to have much passion for her. They weren’t having sex with any kind of regularity at home and it seemed as though she wasn’t even going to get to enjoy vacation sex.

    “I know it’s only eight, but I’m exhausted,” Jason said after the sun had fallen past the mountain. “I think I’m gonna hit the hay so I can be up bright and early.”

    He leaned over to give Lily a kiss on the cheek and headed into the cute, cozy cabin they’d rented for the week.

    “Love you,” he said.

    “I love you too,” she replied.

    Despite spending most of the day doing various activities around the ranch, Lily didn’t feel tired. She felt a little annoyed at her husband and more than a little horny – she’d been expecting good vacation sex, after all – and she didn’t want to get into bed with him.

    After the last of the sun’s light faded, Lily grabbed the keys to the cabin and headed towards the bar she knew was open until midnight.

    “Are you walking alone, ma’am?” came a voice from behind.

    Lily turned to see Austin jogging towards her.

    “I’m just walking to the bar,” she said. “It’s not exactly dangerous out here. I think I’ll be fine.”

    “Would it be alright if I walked with you?” he asked while adjusting his hat.

    Lily couldn’t help but ogle him. He must have been close to twenty years younger than her and he looked exceptionally good on the jeans, cowboy boots, and plaid shirt he had on. She wasn’t about to turn down a chance to spend a little time with him.

    “Of course,” Lily said as they began a slow stroll together.

    “How old are you, Austin?” she asked.

    “24, ma’am,” he answered.

    A soft sigh escaped Lily’s lips before she could catch it and stop herself. It felt like some of her frustration seeping out.

    “Is everything alright, ma’am?” Austin asked.

    Lily looked at him and felt a powerful sense of desire. He was a gorgeous young man and he had the irresistible innocence of youth. Plus, there was no question he had the kind of powerful body that she would love to feel on top of her.

    Instead of tossing him to the ground and jumping his bones, Lily slipped her arm through his and gently leaned against him as they continued their slow stroll through the grounds of the ranch.

    “I’m not sure you’d understand it, Austin, but it’s probably entirely accurate to say that everything is alright. It’s not great. It’s just alright. The problem is that I was hoping for a little more than alright, you know?”

    They walked quietly for a few more moments before Austin said, “Coming here is rarely the solution to anyone’s problems, but it can be the start of a solution.”

    It certainly sounded like wisdom, which caught Lily off guard. Perhaps the handsome young ranch hand was more than just a pretty face and a hard body.

    “I wonder if our problems run deeper than I thought,” Lily said, though she was surprised she actually said it out loud.

    “Ma’am, forgive me for being so direct, but is your husband not treating you right?” Austin asked.

    Lily chuckled. “It’s nothing like that, Austin. He’s a lovely man. Very polite. Very kind. He’s a wonderful father. In most ways he’s everything a woman could ever want in a husband.” Lily paused and considered whether she wanted to tell the 24 year old ranch hand about the sexual woes in her marriage.

    Ultimately, she decided to unburden herself. “Forgive me for being so direct, Austin, but my husband doesn’t seem particularly interested in me. I even brought new lingerie for our vacation and so far he hasn’t really shown any desire.”

    Austin stopped and turned towards Lily. “Your husband is crazy,” he said while taking her hands in his. “I don’t mean to overstep my bounds, but you’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman we’ve ever had on this ranch, far and away.”

    Lily knew she shouldn’t feel such a powerful sense of desire for Austin, but she couldn’t help it. She desperately wanted to kiss him. The moment felt perfect. They were standing under the stars in a beautiful valley surrounded by mountains. The night was almost perfectly silent.

    Austin stepped closer and reached up to caress her face. “Maybe your husband just lacks the proper motivation,” he said.

    “Oh yeah? What motivation would that be?” Lily asked.

    “Jealousy can be a powerful motivator,” Austin answered in a quiet voice as he leaned closer.

    “That’s true,” Lily said before she closed her eyes, tilted her head, and parted her lips.

    Austin took the hint and kissed her. His lips felt rough against hers. She felt the stubble on his chin against her skin and his strong hands around her waist. Lily was ready to give herself to him in that moment. She was ready to throw everything else away for a chance to let Austin’s desire envelope her.

    “I’m sorry for being so forward, ma’am, but I want you. Desperately,” Austin said as he maintained his firm grip on her waist.

    “Call me Lily,” she said. “And you can have me.”

    Austin kissed her again. Lily couldn’t help but moan as his tongue gently danced with hers.

    “Do you have a room?” she asked.

    “I share it with three other guys,” Austin said as he looked around like he was searching for a hidden spot to take her.

    He took her hand and pulled her towards the barn. “Come with me.”

    Lily felt the kind of youthful excitement she was hoping she and Jason could have experienced on the trip. It felt wild, impulsive, and a little stupid to even consider having sex anywhere but in the bed in their cabin, and yet it was exactly what she wanted.

    They made their way around the side of the barn and out of sight from anyone that might have been going for an evening stroll. Austin pushed Lily against the rough wood and pressed his lips against hers. She moaned into his mouth as he frantically unbuttoned her shirt and reached inside to play with her tits in the black lace bra she’d worn to arouse Jason.

    Lily couldn’t contain her desire. It had been so long since she’d felt such lust. She reached between Austin’s legs and unzipped his jeans. Her fingers snaked inside and found his cock. She pulled it out and stroked him as the young man moaned into her mouth.

    “I need you to fuck me, Austin. Please, I can’t wait. I need it right now,” Lily said. She could hear the desperation in her voice and she didn’t care. All she wanted was to get fucked.

    “Yes ma’am,” Austin said.

    He unbuttoned Lily’s jeans and pushed them to the ground along with her panties. He spun her around and pulled her hips back. Lily reached up to rest her hands against the barn as Austin rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips from behind.

    “Please, fuck me,” she said. “Give it to me. Please.”

    The young man slipped his cock into her soaking wet pussy and buried it inside her. He was longer and thicker than Jason and there were a few uncomfortable moments as Lily got used to his size.

    “Fuck. Oh fuck,” she gasped.

    Austin pulled Lily’s shirt off and tossed it on the ground. He unhooked her bra and it too landed in the grass. His hands found her breasts as he leaned forward and kissed her neck. His cock was still buried inside her but he hadn’t started thrusting.

    “You feel perfect,” he said.

    “Fuck me,” Lily replied. “Hard.”

    “Yes ma’am,” Austin said as he began to thrust into Lily from behind.

    He fucked her hard, just as she desired. His hands took a firm grip on her hips and he pumped his cock into her from behind. The sounds of sex floated into the air but Lily didn’t care. She didn’t even consider that someone might come along. All she thought about was how good it felt to have the ranch hand inside her and how his seemingly uncontrollable lust made her feel young again.

    Austin’s cock reached depths inside her that Jason had never gone to. His thickness made her feel fuller than her husband had ever made her feel.

    It was more than the size of Austin’s cock that made Lily feel so good, though. It was the way he fucked her. It was the way his rough hands felt on her breasts as he took her from behind. It was the power behind his thrusts. It was even the way he grunted as he enjoyed the warmth and wetness of her pussy.

    “I’m gonna cum,” Austin said.

    He moved to pull out, but Lily reached back and grabbed his ass. “No, cum inside me,” she said.

    Austin didn’t need to be told twice. He resumed the hard and fast fucking he was giving her.

    “Fuck, Austin, it feels so good. Cum inside me!” she urged him.

    Austin dug his fingers into her hips, pushed the full length of his cock into Lily’s pussy and unloaded. He leaned against her body and kissed her neck as his cum sprayed inside her.

    Lily closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of making a man cum. She enjoyed the way his stubble scratched her neck and the heat of his breath against her skin.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    Austin kissed her neck again and pulled out. Lily felt his cum run out of her pussy and down her legs. She bent over to pull up her panties and jeans.

    Lily turned around and kissed the man that had just fucked her and left her so satisfied.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “No ma’am. Thank you,” he replied before bending down to pull up his jeans. “Now, would you like that drink?”

    Lily smiled and said, “I think I got exactly what I needed, actually. I’ll just head back to our cabin.”

    “May I walk you back?” Austin asked.

    “Of course.”

    Moments later they emerged from behind the barn. Lily had her arm entwined with Austin’s once more, except now she had a giddy smile on her face. She’d gotten what she needed; only she didn’t get it from her husband. She got it from a man almost 20 years her junior.

    When they reached the cabin, Austin turned to Lily and said, “I don’t mean to be impolite, ma’am, but I’d be interested in doing what we did again, preferably in an actual bed. Of course, that’s only if you’re interested.”

    Lily leaned forward and softly kissed his cheek. “If my husband wasn’t sleeping inside I’d take you into our cabin and let you fuck me right now,” she said.

    Austin smiled. He clearly wasn’t put off by Lily’s dirty mouth.

    “I’ll see you soon, then,” he said.

    “Absolutely,” Lily added as they parted ways and she ascended the stairs to the cabin’s porch.

    She slipped the key into the lock and quietly opened the door. Lily tried her best to be silent and get naked without waking Jason up. She considered showering but figured it would wake him up and might lead to questions she didn’t want to answer. She’d showered before dinner, after all.

    Lily grabbed a tee shirt she’d tossed over the back of a chair earlier that day and pulled it on. It was a little too warm for pajama pants, so she crawled into bed wearing only the shirt and a pair of panties that were soaked with Austin’s cum.

    It was a risk, but Lily took it knowingly. She found it thrilling to sleep next to her husband with another man’s cum leaking out of her pussy.

    Jason stirred as Lily pulled back the covers and slipped into the bed. He rolled over and kissed her shoulder.

    “Where did you go?” he asked.

    “I went to the bar for a glass of wine.”

    “You smell good,” Jason said as he kissed her neck.

    Lily tensed up. She almost certainly smelled like a mixture of sex and the man that had fucked her. Was her little infidelity about to be discovered?

    In a bid to deter her husband from investigating, Lily rolled over and faced him. She pressed her lips against his and kissed him. Her fingers moved under his shirt and into his underwear.

    “Oh, wow,” Jason said as Lily stroked his cock.

    To her surprise, it didn’t take him long to get hard.

    “What’s gotten into you?” he asked between delighted moans.

    “You need to give me more attention, Jason,” she said. “Sexual attention. I’m a woman in the prime of her life and I’m not going to settle for anything less than what I crave.”

    Lily felt an unexpected sense of power as she stroked her husband’s erect cock. She wasn’t sure she’d ever been so direct with him.

    “Okay,” he said.

    His eyes were closed and his face was contorted with pleasure.

    “Don’t just say okay, Jason. I need you to mean what you say. I need you to understand what I need,” Lily said before releasing his cock.

    Jason opened his eyes and looked into hers. “I’m sorry, Lily. You’re not wrong. I know I haven’t been attentive. I know I haven’t given you the affection you deserve.”

    Lily smiled and kissed her husband. “No, you haven’t. We both deserve better, Jason. I know we’ve been married a long time, but we won’t be married for much longer if we can’t find at least a little bit of passion.”

    Jason looked surprised and a little nervous. Lily wondered what he was going to do in response to what was essentially a threat on her part.

    To her delight, Jason kissed her. It was a hungry kiss. She didn’t care if it was fueled by fear or by the arousal she’d generated in him with her handjob. She cared that her husband was kissing her.

    When Jason’s fingers moved between her legs Lily fought off a momentary sense of panic that rose up in her.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    Lily breathed a sigh of relief. Jason hadn’t even considered the idea that she’d fucked someone else.

    “Yes, I am,” she replied.

    Jason’s hand drifted up her shirt and played with her breasts as they kissed. Lily took his tongue into her mouth and once more played with his cock.

    Despite having just been fucked by Austin, she wanted Jason inside her. Something had awoken and it needed to be fed.

    “Fuck me, Jason,” Lily said. “Do it. Fuck your wife.”

    Jason moved on top of Lily, pulled off her panties, and tossed them aside. He kicked off his boxer shorts and moved between her legs. He slipped inside her.

    “Lily, your pussy feels incredible,” Jason said as he began to thrust into his wife.

    Lily smiled and wrapped her arms around him. She knew it was another man’s cum Jason’s cock was bathed in. She knew her pussy felt particularly wet and warm because someone else had just ejaculated inside her. Surprisingly, Lily found the notion intensely arousing.

    “Fuck me, Jason. Fuck me hard. Make me cum,” she said before kissing his neck.

    Jason did as his wife desired. He fucked her hard. He made her cum. He gave Lily a loud, thunderous orgasm that he probably thought was entirely his doing. The climax was better because of that. It was better because Lily found cheating on her husband so hot. It was better because he was using someone else’s cum as lube. It was better because she knew she’d get to have Austin again.

    “I’m cumming!” Jason soon cried out as he pumped another load into Lily’s pussy.

    They kissed as his cock stayed inside her.

    “I’m going to need more of that before our vacation is over,” Lily said as she ran her fingers through Jason’s hair.

    “I think I can handle that,” he replied with a smile.

    Lily wrapped her legs around him. Two men had cum inside her in the span of an hour. That had never happened before. She couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

  
    Enjoying a Younger Man on Vacation - Part 1

    “You were right,” Jason remarked as he reached out and took his wife’s hand in his.

    “About what?” Lily asked.

    “About this place. Montana. About coming here. About how beautiful it would be. Most of all about how it was exactly what we needed,” he said.

    Lily kept her eyes fixed on the sun setting over the mountains in the distance and smiled.

    “It’s so beautiful, isn’t it?” she said.

    “It really is,” he added. “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen anything like it.”

    Lily tore her gaze from the sunset when one of the young ranch hands walked by. She’d never tell her husband, but she didn’t mind that the staff was mostly comprised of rugged-looking twenty somethings with bodies hardened by day after day of rough work.

    “Good evening, ma’am,” Austin called out as he waved.

    “Evening,” Lily said as waved.

    “How come he never says good evening to me?” Jason asked as Austin walked away.

    Lily smiled. She couldn’t say for sure, but she liked to think it was because Austin was attracted to her. Perhaps she was entirely delusional and burnishing her ego, but she didn’t care. It was a nice little fantasy to cling to while on vacation.

    To her disappointment, Jason hadn’t displayed the kind of lust she’d been hoping for when she booked the trip. She’d put on lingerie the previous two nights but he didn’t seem to get the hint or he just wasn’t interested in fucking her. It made Lily wonder if he was even attracted to her anymore or if it was even possible to have heat in a marriage that was coming up on its twentieth anniversary.

    Lily didn’t want to bring it up and start a fight, but it bothered her that Jason didn’t seem to have much passion for her. They weren’t having sex with any kind of regularity at home and it seemed as though she wasn’t even going to get to enjoy vacation sex.

    “I know it’s only eight, but I’m exhausted,” Jason said after the sun had fallen past the mountain. “I think I’m gonna hit the hay so I can be up bright and early.”

    He leaned over to give Lily a kiss on the cheek and headed into the cute, cozy cabin they’d rented for the week.

    “Love you,” he said.

    “I love you too,” she replied.

    Despite spending most of the day doing various activities around the ranch, Lily didn’t feel tired. She felt a little annoyed at her husband and more than a little horny – she’d been expecting good vacation sex, after all – and she didn’t want to get into bed with him.

    After the last of the sun’s light faded, Lily grabbed the keys to the cabin and headed towards the bar she knew was open until midnight.

    “Are you walking alone, ma’am?” came a voice from behind.

    Lily turned to see Austin jogging towards her.

    “I’m just walking to the bar,” she said. “It’s not exactly dangerous out here. I think I’ll be fine.”

    “Would it be alright if I walked with you?” he asked while adjusting his hat.

    Lily couldn’t help but ogle him. He must have been close to twenty years younger than her and he looked exceptionally good on the jeans, cowboy boots, and plaid shirt he had on. She wasn’t about to turn down a chance to spend a little time with him.

    “Of course,” Lily said as they began a slow stroll together.

    “How old are you, Austin?” she asked.

    “24, ma’am,” he answered.

    A soft sigh escaped Lily’s lips before she could catch it and stop herself. It felt like some of her frustration seeping out.

    “Is everything alright, ma’am?” Austin asked.

    Lily looked at him and felt a powerful sense of desire. He was a gorgeous young man and he had the irresistible innocence of youth. Plus, there was no question he had the kind of powerful body that she would love to feel on top of her.

    Instead of tossing him to the ground and jumping his bones, Lily slipped her arm through his and gently leaned against him as they continued their slow stroll through the grounds of the ranch.

    “I’m not sure you’d understand it, Austin, but it’s probably entirely accurate to say that everything is alright. It’s not great. It’s just alright. The problem is that I was hoping for a little more than alright, you know?”

    They walked quietly for a few more moments before Austin said, “Coming here is rarely the solution to anyone’s problems, but it can be the start of a solution.”

    It certainly sounded like wisdom, which caught Lily off guard. Perhaps the handsome young ranch hand was more than just a pretty face and a hard body.

    “I wonder if our problems run deeper than I thought,” Lily said, though she was surprised she actually said it out loud.

    “Ma’am, forgive me for being so direct, but is your husband not treating you right?” Austin asked.

    Lily chuckled. “It’s nothing like that, Austin. He’s a lovely man. Very polite. Very kind. He’s a wonderful father. In most ways he’s everything a woman could ever want in a husband.” Lily paused and considered whether she wanted to tell the 24 year old ranch hand about the sexual woes in her marriage.

    Ultimately, she decided to unburden herself. “Forgive me for being so direct, Austin, but my husband doesn’t seem particularly interested in me. I even brought new lingerie for our vacation and so far he hasn’t really shown any desire.”

    Austin stopped and turned towards Lily. “Your husband is crazy,” he said while taking her hands in his. “I don’t mean to overstep my bounds, but you’re beautiful. You’re the most beautiful woman we’ve ever had on this ranch, far and away.”

    Lily knew she shouldn’t feel such a powerful sense of desire for Austin, but she couldn’t help it. She desperately wanted to kiss him. The moment felt perfect. They were standing under the stars in a beautiful valley surrounded by mountains. The night was almost perfectly silent.

    Austin stepped closer and reached up to caress her face. “Maybe your husband just lacks the proper motivation,” he said.

    “Oh yeah? What motivation would that be?” Lily asked.

    “Jealousy can be a powerful motivator,” Austin answered in a quiet voice as he leaned closer.

    “That’s true,” Lily said before she closed her eyes, tilted her head, and parted her lips.

    Austin took the hint and kissed her. His lips felt rough against hers. She felt the stubble on his chin against her skin and his strong hands around her waist. Lily was ready to give herself to him in that moment. She was ready to throw everything else away for a chance to let Austin’s desire envelope her.

    “I’m sorry for being so forward, ma’am, but I want you. Desperately,” Austin said as he maintained his firm grip on her waist.

    “Call me Lily,” she said. “And you can have me.”

    Austin kissed her again. Lily couldn’t help but moan as his tongue gently danced with hers.

    “Do you have a room?” she asked.

    “I share it with three other guys,” Austin said as he looked around like he was searching for a hidden spot to take her.

    He took her hand and pulled her towards the barn. “Come with me.”

    Lily felt the kind of youthful excitement she was hoping she and Jason could have experienced on the trip. It felt wild, impulsive, and a little stupid to even consider having sex anywhere but in the bed in their cabin, and yet it was exactly what she wanted.

    They made their way around the side of the barn and out of sight from anyone that might have been going for an evening stroll. Austin pushed Lily against the rough wood and pressed his lips against hers. She moaned into his mouth as he frantically unbuttoned her shirt and reached inside to play with her tits in the black lace bra she’d worn to arouse Jason.

    Lily couldn’t contain her desire. It had been so long since she’d felt such lust. She reached between Austin’s legs and unzipped his jeans. Her fingers snaked inside and found his cock. She pulled it out and stroked him as the young man moaned into her mouth.

    “I need you to fuck me, Austin. Please, I can’t wait. I need it right now,” Lily said. She could hear the desperation in her voice and she didn’t care. All she wanted was to get fucked.

    “Yes ma’am,” Austin said.

    He unbuttoned Lily’s jeans and pushed them to the ground along with her panties. He spun her around and pulled her hips back. Lily reached up to rest her hands against the barn as Austin rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips from behind.

    “Please, fuck me,” she said. “Give it to me. Please.”

    The young man slipped his cock into her soaking wet pussy and buried it inside her. He was longer and thicker than Jason and there were a few uncomfortable moments as Lily got used to his size.

    “Fuck. Oh fuck,” she gasped.

    Austin pulled Lily’s shirt off and tossed it on the ground. He unhooked her bra and it too landed in the grass. His hands found her breasts as he leaned forward and kissed her neck. His cock was still buried inside her but he hadn’t started thrusting.

    “You feel perfect,” he said.

    “Fuck me,” Lily replied. “Hard.”

    “Yes ma’am,” Austin said as he began to thrust into Lily from behind.

    He fucked her hard, just as she desired. His hands took a firm grip on her hips and he pumped his cock into her from behind. The sounds of sex floated into the air but Lily didn’t care. She didn’t even consider that someone might come along. All she thought about was how good it felt to have the ranch hand inside her and how his seemingly uncontrollable lust made her feel young again.

    Austin’s cock reached depths inside her that Jason had never gone to. His thickness made her feel fuller than her husband had ever made her feel.

    It was more than the size of Austin’s cock that made Lily feel so good, though. It was the way he fucked her. It was the way his rough hands felt on her breasts as he took her from behind. It was the power behind his thrusts. It was even the way he grunted as he enjoyed the warmth and wetness of her pussy.

    “I’m gonna cum,” Austin said.

    He moved to pull out, but Lily reached back and grabbed his ass. “No, cum inside me,” she said.

    Austin didn’t need to be told twice. He resumed the hard and fast fucking he was giving her.

    “Fuck, Austin, it feels so good. Cum inside me!” she urged him.

    Austin dug his fingers into her hips, pushed the full length of his cock into Lily’s pussy and unloaded. He leaned against her body and kissed her neck as his cum sprayed inside her.

    Lily closed her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of making a man cum. She enjoyed the way his stubble scratched her neck and the heat of his breath against her skin.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    Austin kissed her neck again and pulled out. Lily felt his cum run out of her pussy and down her legs. She bent over to pull up her panties and jeans.

    Lily turned around and kissed the man that had just fucked her and left her so satisfied.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “No ma’am. Thank you,” he replied before bending down to pull up his jeans. “Now, would you like that drink?”

    Lily smiled and said, “I think I got exactly what I needed, actually. I’ll just head back to our cabin.”

    “May I walk you back?” Austin asked.

    “Of course.”

    Moments later they emerged from behind the barn. Lily had her arm entwined with Austin’s once more, except now she had a giddy smile on her face. She’d gotten what she needed; only she didn’t get it from her husband. She got it from a man almost 20 years her junior.

    When they reached the cabin, Austin turned to Lily and said, “I don’t mean to be impolite, ma’am, but I’d be interested in doing what we did again, preferably in an actual bed. Of course, that’s only if you’re interested.”

    Lily leaned forward and softly kissed his cheek. “If my husband wasn’t sleeping inside I’d take you into our cabin and let you fuck me right now,” she said.

    Austin smiled. He clearly wasn’t put off by Lily’s dirty mouth.

    “I’ll see you soon, then,” he said.

    “Absolutely,” Lily added as they parted ways and she ascended the stairs to the cabin’s porch. 

    She slipped the key into the lock and quietly opened the door. Lily tried her best to be silent and get naked without waking Jason up. She considered showering but figured it would wake him up and might lead to questions she didn’t want to answer. She’d showered before dinner, after all.

    Lily grabbed a tee shirt she’d tossed over the back of a chair earlier that day and pulled it on. It was a little too warm for pajama pants, so she crawled into bed wearing only the shirt and a pair of panties that were soaked with Austin’s cum.

    It was a risk, but Lily took it knowingly. She found it thrilling to sleep next to her husband with another man’s cum leaking out of her pussy.

    Jason stirred as Lily pulled back the covers and slipped into the bed. He rolled over and kissed her shoulder.

    “Where did you go?” he asked.

    “I went to the bar for a glass of wine.”

    “You smell good,” Jason said as he kissed her neck.

    Lily tensed up. She almost certainly smelled like a mixture of sex and the man that had fucked her. Was her little infidelity about to be discovered?

    In a bid to deter her husband from investigating, Lily rolled over and faced him. She pressed her lips against his and kissed him. Her fingers moved under his shirt and into his underwear.

    “Oh, wow,” Jason said as Lily stroked his cock.

    To her surprise, it didn’t take him long to get hard.

    “What’s gotten into you?” he asked between delighted moans.

    “You need to give me more attention, Jason,” she said. “Sexual attention. I’m a woman in the prime of her life and I’m not going to settle for anything less than what I crave.”

    Lily felt an unexpected sense of power as she stroked her husband’s erect cock. She wasn’t sure she’d ever been so direct with him.

    “Okay,” he said.

    His eyes were closed and his face was contorted with pleasure.

    “Don’t just say okay, Jason. I need you to mean what you say. I need you to understand what I need,” Lily said before releasing his cock.

    Jason opened his eyes and looked into hers. “I’m sorry, Lily. You’re not wrong. I know I haven’t been attentive. I know I haven’t given you the affection you deserve.”

    Lily smiled and kissed her husband. “No, you haven’t. We both deserve better, Jason. I know we’ve been married a long time, but we won’t be married for much longer if we can’t find at least a little bit of passion.”

    Jason looked surprised and a little nervous. Lily wondered what he was going to do in response to what was essentially a threat on her part.

    To her delight, Jason kissed her. It was a hungry kiss. She didn’t care if it was fueled by fear or by the arousal she’d generated in him with her handjob. She cared that her husband was kissing her.

    When Jason’s fingers moved between her legs Lily fought off a momentary sense of panic that rose up in her.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    Lily breathed a sigh of relief. Jason hadn’t even considered the idea that she’d fucked someone else.

    “Yes, I am,” she replied.

    Jason’s hand drifted up her shirt and played with her breasts as they kissed. Lily took his tongue into her mouth and once more played with his cock.

    Despite having just been fucked by Austin, she wanted Jason inside her. Something had awoken and it needed to be fed.

    “Fuck me, Jason,” Lily said. “Do it. Fuck your wife.”

    Jason moved on top of Lily, pulled off her panties, and tossed them aside. He kicked off his boxer shorts and moved between her legs. He slipped inside her.

    “Lily, your pussy feels incredible,” Jason said as he began to thrust into his wife.

    Lily smiled and wrapped her arms around him. She knew it was another man’s cum Jason’s cock was bathed in. She knew her pussy felt particularly wet and warm because someone else had just ejaculated inside her. Surprisingly, Lily found the notion intensely arousing.

    “Fuck me, Jason. Fuck me hard. Make me cum,” she said before kissing his neck.

    Jason did as his wife desired. He fucked her hard. He made her cum. He gave Lily a loud, thunderous orgasm that he probably thought was entirely his doing. The climax was better because of that. It was better because Lily found cheating on her husband so hot. It was better because he was using someone else’s cum as lube. It was better because she knew she’d get to have Austin again.

    “I’m cumming!” Jason soon cried out as he pumped another load into Lily’s pussy.

    They kissed as his cock stayed inside her.

    “I’m going to need more of that before our vacation is over,” Lily said as she ran her fingers through Jason’s hair.

    “I think I can handle that,” he replied with a smile.

    Lily wrapped her legs around him. Two men had cum inside her in the span of an hour. That had never happened before. She couldn’t wait to see what happened next.

  
    Entertaining the New Neighbor

    “So, Kevin, are you single?” Lacey asked as she gently swirled the wine in her oversized glass.

    Justin reached out, rested a hand on his wife’s knee, and said, “Whoa, babe, we’ve only known our new neighbor here for an hour. We don’t need to start digging into his personal life yet.”

    Lacey looked up at him, flashed a quick smile, and replied, “I’m not digging in. I just want to know if he’s single. I have single friends, after all.”

    “It’s not digging,” Kevin said. “I’m single. I’ve had a few long term relationships, but the last once ended just about a year ago.”

    Lacey sipped her wine – just about emptying her glass in the process – tilted her head like she was studying their neighbor from across the coffee table, and asked, “Are you single by choice?”

    Kevin chuckled. “Uh, well, I guess so, yeah.”

    “I figured,” Lacey replied. “I can’t imagine a man as good looking as you would have much trouble getting a date if you really wanted one.”

    Justin was tempted to gently admonish his wife for flirting with their neighbor – a man they’d met just a few days prior when he’d moved into the house two doors down from theirs – but he knew there was no point. Lacey couldn’t really help herself when she’d had a few glasses of wine and Kevin didn’t seem uncomfortable with it, so there was no point in trying to shut her down.

    “I suppose you’re right about that,” Kevin said before taking a quick sip his wine. “I mean, I don’t know about the good looking part, but I do tend to have pretty good luck on dating apps. Heck, the other day a lovely looking woman gave me her number in a grocery store.”

    “Did you call her?” Lacey asked.

    Kevin shook his head. “I didn’t. Not yet, at least. It was only a few days ago.”

    Lacey leaned into Justin and he put his arm around her. Her body felt warm against his and as he ran his fingers over the soft silk of her blouse he couldn’t help but feel just a touch of desire. That was at least in part due to the fact that Lacey tended to get a little wild in bed after she’d had some wine, and after two glasses she always got wild, which meant there was a very good chance his night would end exceptionally well.

    “You must have needs,” Lacey said. “Needs that only a woman could meet.”

    “Lacey, babe, I really think we should respect our new friend’s privacy,” Justin quickly replied. He didn’t mind his wife being a little flirty, but it felt like she was verging on probing way too deep into Kevin’s private life.

    “Kevin, you’d tell me if I was being rude, wouldn’t you?” Lacey asked.

    Kevin smiled and his gaze remained fixed on Lacey’s eyes, almost like it was just the two of them in the room. “I would,” he said. “And while I’m sure some guys would feel a little uncomfortable being asked questions like that, I find it a little bit refreshing, if I’m being honest.”

    For a few seconds silence hung over the room. Lacey was clearly too impatient to let that linger for very long, though, as she quickly followed up with, “So, how do you meet your needs if you’re not dating?”

    “Well, I’m not dating, but I do find ways to meet my needs,” Kevin answered in a manner that struck Justin as purposefully vague.

    “Ahh, I see,” Lacey said. “That makes sense. I imagine a man like you doesn’t struggle much to entice a woman to sacrifice her typical standards and forgo the courting process in the name of a night of pleasure.”

    Kevin glanced down at his glass – the first time he’d broken eye contact with Lacey since she’d begun her inquiry into his sex life – and sipped the rest of the wine before meeting her gaze once more and saying, “I like to think that I make it well worth their while.”

    “I’m sure you do,” Lacey replied.

    Justin wasn’t entirely sure what was going on between his wife and their new neighbor, but it seemed to have gone far beyond the mild flirting Lacey usually did when she’d had a few glasses of wine. He didn’t want to be rude – to his wife or to Kevin – but it felt like they were standing right on the edge of the whole conversation being completely and utterly inappropriate.

    “Justin, darling, we could use a little more wine,” Lacey said. “Would you mind opening another bottle?”

    “Oh, uh, yeah, sure,” he replied. Justin didn’t really want to open another bottle – it seemed to him that Lacey had had enough – but outside of the strange turn the conversation had taken over the last handful of minutes, Justin was having a great time getting to know their neighbor and he wanted it to continue. So, he got up and headed for the kitchen in search of another bottle of wine.

    “These women – these generous friends of yours – do you use a dating app to find them?” Lacey asked.

    “I do,” Kevin replied as Justin walked out of the living room, down the hallway, and into the kitchen, depriving him of the rest of the conversation.

    “Shit,” Justin said as he opened the wine cabinet – really just a lower cabinet they’d converted – and saw it was empty. He turned to the refrigerator in hopes of an open bottle of white and discovered that they had nothing.

    Justin headed for the garage to see if they had any extra bottles just waiting to be put in the wine cabinet, but all he found were a handful of empty boxes. It seemed that he’d forgotten to place a new order, leaving their stores of wine completely empty. Perhaps it was for the best, though, as Lacey really did seem like she was on the verge of getting a little too friendly with Kevin.

    Justin returned to the living room to deliver the bad news and stopped when he saw that Lacey had moved and was now seated next to Kevin on the far smaller, cozier of the two couches they’d bought upon moving into the house. She was seated awfully close – their legs were touching – and was leaning in as he showed her something on his phone that was apparently interesting enough that neither of them looked up at Justin when he stopped at the edge of the living room.

    “Wow, she’s beautiful,” Lacey said.

    “Yeah,” Kevin replied.

    Lacey looked at him and then back at his phone before pausing a moment and asking, “Is she more beautiful than I am?”

    They looked at each other and Kevin studied Lacey’s face for a moment before answering, “No, not even close.”

    A slow smile crossed Lacey’s face and she subtly leaned closer to Kevin. Justin was convinced his wife wanted their new neighbor to kiss her, which is why he stepped into the living room and said, “Sorry to disappoint, but it seems that we’ve finished the last bottle of wine.”

    Lacey and Kevin both looked up at him – though neither seemed the slightest bit embarrassed that they’d acted so intimately with Justin standing right there – and she said, “Would you be a dear and run out to buy a few more bottles? It’s only a ten minute drive to the BevMo. You’d be back in no time.”

    Justin wasn’t sure what to do. He was suddenly a little uncomfortable at the idea of leaving his wife alone with Kevin, in large part because Lacey was behaving in a manner he’d never really witnessed before. And yet, there was something in the back of Justin’s head urging him to grab his keys and go to the BevMo. He wasn’t sure why, but that little something won out.

    “Sure, yeah, I’ll be right back,” he said.

    Lacey smiled and immediately turned her attention back to Kevin. She leaned towards him, put a hand on his knee, and looked at his phone again as Kevin seemed to be showing her the women he’d hooked up with via Tinder or whatever dating app he’d picked.

    Against his better judgment, Justin turned, grabbed his keys from the hook by the door, and headed out to the driveway. He got in the front seat of the car, turned it on, put it in reverse, and then sat there with his foot on the break. He looked up at the house – the curtains were closed and he couldn’t see anything – but he imagined Kevin and Lacey sitting close to each other and looking at the women Kevin had presumably fucked. He imagined Lacey flirting and touching their new neighbor.

    Justin reached towards the ignition button and his fingers hovered over it as a battle played out in his head. The safe thing was to go back inside and put an end to the evening. The dangerous thing was to go to the BevMo and let Lacey play out whatever game she and Kevin were indulging in.

    Ultimately, Justin chose the dangerous game. He backed out of the driveway and headed for the liquor store. The whole way he thought of Lacey sitting so close to Kevin. He thought of the brief sight of her hand on their neighbor’s leg. He thought of the way Kevin had stared at her from across the living room during the flirty conversation before Justin had gotten up to search for more wine.

    Justin found himself taking more time than was necessary in the BevMo. He couldn’t quite think clearly, so he ended up roaming the aisles and staring at the many bottles of red wine, any of which would have gotten the job done.

    Eventually, ten minutes after entering the store, Justin headed for the parking lot with half a dozen bottles of wine. He carefully placed them in the backseat and then headed home. As he approached their street, Justin’s heart started pounding from a mysterious sense of excitement. He wasn’t sure what he’d find inside – or what he wanted to find – and he slowed down while heading up their street, as if he was suddenly nervous about what waited in the house.

    Justin pulled into the driveway and turned the car off. He looked up at the window but he saw nothing. Of course he saw nothing, though. The curtains were closed. Justin’s hands remained on the steering wheel as he wondered what he actually wanted to see inside. Did he want to see Lacey and Kevin back on opposite couches? Did he want to see them still going through women on his phone? Did he want something more? Was his heart pounding so hard because he actually wanted to see his wife doing more than flirting with their neighbor?

    Justin took a deep breath, got out of the car, grabbed the wine from the backseat, and headed for the front door. He listened for a moment – and heard nothing – before slipping his key in the lock and trying his best to enter the house quietly. He shut the door just as gently as he’d opened it and stood there in the foyer to listen. Again he heard nothing, so Justin slowly walked towards the living room.

    He was surprised to find it empty. Three wine glasses were on the coffee table but Lacey and Kevin were nowhere to be found. Justin set the wine down and moved quickly and quietly towards the kitchen, only to find it empty. He looked on the back porch, but that too was empty.

    Then Justin heard something from upstairs. It sounded like a moan and his heart skipped a beat, but Justin wasn’t going to jump to any conclusions. He moved towards the stairs and waited for a few seconds at the bottom as he stared up into the darkness. He heard a moan. A sensual moan. Someone was moaning upstairs.

    Justin took a deep breath, grabbed the railing, and slowly made his way upstairs. He purposefully skipped the stair that always squeaked and stopped a few steps from the top. He heard another moan. It was Lacey and it was coming from their bedroom. The door was open a crack and it was the only source of light in the otherwise dark hallway.

    Yet another moaned reached his ears and Justin wondered if Lacey was masturbating. Perhaps Kevin had left and Lacey had run upstairs to get started on satisfying the desire that a little bit of wine had clearly helped birth.

    Justin took a tentative step towards the bedroom and stopped when he noticed a pair of pink lace panties resting on the hallway floor. He bent down, picked them up, and ran his fingers over the soft material. A moment later he found the wetness. Justin held the panties up and stared at a distinct wet spot in the gusset. Lacey had been turned on before she’d stripped her panties off. She moaned again. Perhaps she’d left her panties on the floor as a little treat for him when he got home.

    Then Justin heard a deeper moan. A man’s moan. He felt a sudden tightness in his chest and an inexplicable surge of excitement between his legs as panic and lust mingled inside him. Justin gripped his wife’s panties tightly and tiptoed down the hallway and towards the sliver of light emanating from the bedroom.

    He peered through the opening in the door and saw Lacey on her knees in the bed. She was naked and her head was bobbing up and down in Kevin’s lap. She was sucking his cock. She was absolutely, positively giving their new neighbor a blowjob in their bedroom.

    “Fuck, Lacey, that feels incredible,” Kevin said as he rested his hand on the back of Lacey’s head. That seemed to inspire her to try and take him deeper as Justin heard his wife gag a little, though that didn’t slow her down.

    Justin felt a tightness in his underwear and looked down to see a considerable bulge in his pants. Arousal coursed through his loins and he reached down, grasped his erection, and stroked himself through the denim of his jeans. His eyes turned back to the blowjob unfolding in his bedroom and Justin felt a kind of pleasure he wasn’t familiar with. Something that would have enraged most men had helped him tap into a deep well of lust he never knew existed inside him.

    Lacey’s head popped up and she looked at Kevin and said, “Do I suck dick better than those girls you’ve been seeing?”

    Kevin smiled. “Damn right you do.”

    “Get on your back,” she replied. “Let me show you that I fuck better than those girls, too. Let me show you how good my pussy can make this beautiful cock of yours feel.”

    Kevin moved to his back and Lacey straddled him. Justin’s heart pounded as he watched his wife rub the tip of another man’s bare cock over her pussy lips. There were no condoms in the house – Lacey was on birth control so there was no reason for them – so of course they were going to have unprotected sex, and for some reason Justin’s cock throbbed even harder at the idea of watching Kevin fill Lacey without any sense of protection.

    She took his cock inside her and slowly sat down. They both moaned and Justin couldn’t help but unzip his pants and free his now painfully stiff erection. He wrapped his fingers around it and an even deeper form of pleasure exploded between his legs. He closed his lips tightly to prevent a moan from escaping, for he didn’t want to alert Lacey and Kevin to his presence.

    “Does that feel good?” Lacey asked as she began to slowly move her hips back and forth over Kevin’s stiff cock.

    He smiled and reached up to play with her breasts. “Your pussy is perfect, Lacey.”

    She moved a little faster over his cock and the sounds of her wetness reached Justin’s ears, indicating his wife was immensely aroused with someone else’s cock inside her.

    “Is my pussy better than those other girls you’ve been fucking?” Lacey asked.

    “It is,” Kevin answered. “You’re making me feel so good, Lacey.”

    Justin marveled at what seemed to be his wife’s sense of competitiveness or even jealousy at the women Kevin had been hooking up with. Was she just having fun, or was she really driven to make him feel better than those other women – those total strangers – had made him feel? It didn’t make any sense to him, but that didn’t stop Justin from finding immense pleasure in witnessing her lust to satisfy their new neighbor.

    “I like the way you play with my tits,” Lacey said. “You can be a little rougher if you want, though. I don’t mind. In fact, I kind of like it that way.”

    Lacey moaned and reached back to rest her hands on Kevin’s legs just above his knees. She arched her back and rolled her head towards the ceiling, giving Justin a perfect view of Kevin’s hands on her breasts. He was, in fact, being a little bit rougher. He was squeezing her flesh harder than Justin ever remembered squeezing it and Lacey moaned as he did so. Justin wondered if his wife had always enjoyed a bit of rough play and had simply never said anything or if she was just trying something new with the relative stranger she was fucking in their bed.

    “Just like that,” she said as her hips moved back and forth over his cock, no doubt milking his stiff shaft with the slickness and heat of her pussy. “Oh, fuck, Kevin, your dick feels so good inside me.”

    Kevin moaned as Lacey’s hips moved even faster, like she was in pursuit of an orgasm and she wasn’t going to stop until she felt the pleasure of it rip through her body.

    “Kevin, I’m close,” she said.

    He squeezed her breasts even harder and Lacey’s head whipped forward before she let out a long, low, orgasmic moan. Justin watched his wife’s hips tremble as she climaxed on another man’s cock. He felt intense pleasure surge through his body and he realized he was on the cusp of cumming right along with Lacey.

    There was no stopping it, and because he didn’t want to make a huge mess, Justin wrapped his wife’s panties around his cock and unleashed his load. He bit his lip to keep his moans at bay and rested his free hand against the wall to ensure he didn’t topple over from the overwhelming nature of an orgasm that left his body trembling from head to toe.

    Lacey leaned down and kissed Kevin in a manner that struck Justin as astoundingly passionate. “Thank you,” she said softly. “That was incredible. Now I want to make you cum before Justin gets home. How do you want me?”

    “On your back,” Kevin answered.

    Lacey dismounted and moved to her back. Kevin quickly moved between her legs, slipped his cock into her pussy, and buried every inch inside her. He lowered his body on top of hers and they kissed as Kevin began to fuck her. Her moans quickly filled the bedroom and Lacey wrapped her legs tightly around him.

    Justin watched for a few moments before turning away from the bedroom door and tiptoeing down the hallway. He put his cock back into his pants, tucked the cum-soaked panties into his pocket, and headed downstairs.

    Justin quickly ran through his options before settling on leaving and pretending that he’d never come home. He grabbed the wine, quietly opened the door, and headed for the car. A minute later he was back on the road. Justin wasn’t sure how long it would take Kevin to cum, but for some reason he wanted to give his wife and their neighbor time to finish before returning.

    He tried not to think too hard about why he’d been so turned on by his wife’s infidelity, for Justin was still under the post-orgasmic halo of pleasure and he felt no desire to let that wash away before fully enjoying it. The undoubtedly complicated motivations for his pleasure could be dealt with at another time. For the moment, he was simply going to enjoy the aftermath of a great orgasm.

  
    Entertaining the New Neighbor - Part 2
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    "Wow, Lacey, you look incredible," Justin said as his wife emerged from the bedroom in a pair black leggings with sheer cutouts and a sports bra that left the entirety of her taut stomach exposed. Lacey ran almost every day, but she almost always wore a t-shirt, so much so that Justin expected her to be carrying one to put on over the sports bra.

    "Yeah?" she asked. "You really think so?"

    Justin nodded as he quickly closed the distance between them and pulled his wife close. She looked good enough that he couldn't keep his hands off of her. "You look so good that I kind of want to take you back into the bedroom for an entirely different kind of workout."

    Lacey smiled as he grabbed her ass and squeezed it through the soft, skintight fabric of her leggings. She welcomed his kiss, too, even parting her lips and letting his tongue dance with hers for a few seconds.

    "What do you think?" he asked.

    "I would," she replied, "but I told Kevin I'd join him for a run. I'm supposed to meet him out front in just a few minutes, in fact."

    Three days prior, Justin had watched his wife cheat on him with Kevin, the new neighbor who lived just a few doors down. Lacey didn't know he'd witnessed her infidelity because Justin hadn't mentioned it. He'd been so turned on by the sight of her sucking Kevin's cock and taking it for a ride that he'd ended up cumming in a pair of her used panties and walking out of the house while they finished. Ultimately, he'd decided to keep his knowledge of her cheating to himself, mostly because he wasn't entirely against the idea of it happening again.

    "I guess you two are becoming friends, then?" Justin asked.

    "I think so, yeah," Lacey replied. "I like him. He's a nice guy. You liked him too, didn't you?"

    "Yeah, absolutely," he said, though of course Justin knew that Lacey liked their new neighbor a great deal more than he did. After all, she'd taken the first opportunity she had to seduce him and Justin was almost certain the run they were going on was little more than an excuse to fuck again.

    "Well, I should go," Lacey said as she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and headed for the front door.

    "How long a run?" Justin asked.

    "An hour, maybe? Maybe longer," she called out.

    The door shut a moment later and Justin moved to the front window to see his wife share a quick embrace with Kevin before they took off at a swift pace.

    There was no doubt in Justin's mind that Lacey was going to cheat on him again. The only question he had was how it was going to unfold. Were they jogging to a place - a nearby motel, perhaps - where they could enjoy a quick fuck? Were they going to run off into the woods somewhere and fuck in the dirt or up against a tree? Or would they just go back to Kevin's house after the run and have sex there?

    The only reason Justin cared was that he wanted to watch again. He knew it was crazy - he should have been utterly furious at his wife for cheating - but he just couldn't manage it. Watching them hug had been enough to inspire a bit of growth between his legs and the moment they were out of view his head filled with visions of the sex he'd witnessed. Justin saw Lacey giving a passionate blowjob to Kevin. He saw her riding Kevin's cock. He heard her asking if she sucked and fucked better than the other women he was dating, like she felt this deep need to be superior to the women their decidedly attractive new neighbor enjoyed fucking.

    Though he unquestionably had better things to do with his time, Justin remained at the front window until he saw Lacey and Kevin approaching a little less than thirty minutes after they’d left. They were still running at the same swift pace, only now they both looked rather sweaty. Justin couldn't tell if they'd fucked, at least until they ran right past the house and continued up the street. They were going to Kevin's house to fuck. They had to be.

    Justin needed to watch. He couldn't just sit at home and think about Lacey fucking their neighbor. Driven by an intense desire to watch his wife cheat on him, Justin left the house and headed for Kevin's. He was going to walk by a few times to try and get the lay of the land - and figure out where Kevin and Lacey might be - but he heard a distinct splash from the backyard. Kevin had a pool, and it sounded like an awful lot like they were taking a dip to cool off before getting down to the business of infidelity.

    Justin looked up and down the street to make sure no one was watching and made a beeline for the gate to Kevin's backyard. He lifted the latch as quietly as he could, stepped through, and tiptoed along the side of the house until he was perched at the edge of the backyard.

    Justin took a deep breath, leaned against the house, and peaked into the yard. Lacey's leggings, sports bra, and sneakers were on the ground by the pool. Kevin's clothes were in a heap next to hers. They were in the shallow end of the pool - naked, Justin presumed - and Kevin had her in his arms as they shared what looked to be a deep kiss.

    "Thanks for inviting me to go for a jog," Lacey said as she spun around and pressed her ass into Kevin. He ran his hands over her wet body and cupped her breasts as she moved her ass under the water, no doubt grinding it into his cock.

    "It's my pleasure," he replied. "Believe me."

    Lacey looked back at him and they kissed as Kevin handled the wet, perky flesh of her breasts in a way that elicited a deep moan. Justin wasn't close enough to appreciate every little detail of what was unfolding in the pool, but he could see his wife welcome Kevin's tongue into her mouth and he was pretty sure she was sucking on it, too.

    "Fuck, Lacey, your body is incredible," Kevin said as his hands moved over her taut flesh.

    "Would you like to enjoy my body, Kevin?" she asked. "Would you like to use it for your pleasure?"

    "Fuck yes," he replied.

    Lacey wriggled free from his grasp, spun around, and reached under the water. Kevin's moan made Justin absolutely certain his wife was giving an underwater handjob and the look on her face made it seem like she couldn't have been more delighted about it.

    "I want to suck your cock," she said.

    Justin had to cover his mouth to hold back the moan that so desperately wanted to escape at hearing his wife declare that particular desire. He wasn't sure he could remember the last time she'd uttered those words to him and something about hearing her say it for another man was so fucking hot.

    Kevin lifted his body out of the pool and sat on the edge. He spread his legs and Lacey floated between them, reached up, and stroked his wet cock as she offered a bright smile.

    "Does my cock make you happy?" Kevin asked.

    Lacey bit her lip suggestively and nodded. She took his balls in her hand and played with them before licking her way from the tip of Kevin's long, thick cock to the head. Her lips engulfed the mushroom-shaped flesh and Kevin leaned back and let out a surprisingly loud moan, as if he didn't give a damn about the neighbors looking over their fence to see a beautiful married woman sucking cock in the pool.

    "Fucking hell, Lacey, that feels amazing," Kevin said.

    Lacey wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft and moved them in concert with her lips. Up and down his thick cock she went, offering the kind of pleasure that had Kevin offering up a steady stream of moans.

    He wasn't the only man enjoying himself in the backyard, though. Justin was rock hard as he watched from the side of the house with his gaze focused squarely on the sight of his wife's mouth pleasuring another man's cock. He couldn't get over how much Lacey seemed to be enjoying the blowjob she was giving and witnessing her joy translated to pure, intense pleasure for Justin, to the point that he unzipped his pants and freed his cock to masturbate in his neighbor's yard.

    "Have you been on any dates since the last time we saw each other?" Lacey asked.

    Kevin shook his head as her fingers moved up and down his impressively long and thick shaft. "I haven't even opened a dating app since I fucked you."

    Lacey couldn't have looked happier at the notion that she'd so thoroughly captured Kevin's attention. "Yeah? Was fucking me really that good?"

    Kevin nodded. "Fucking you was much better than good, Lacey." He leaned forward and she stood so their lips could meet for a deep kiss as he played with her tits and she stroked his cock. "You fuck better than just about any woman I've ever been with, Lacey. Why would I bother trying to find another woman when there was a chance I could fuck you again?"

    Lacey took his stiff cock between her breasts, squeezed them tight around it, and offered a slow titjob while looking up at him with a smile on her face. "A chance?" she asked. "You didn't think it was a sure thing that I'd give you my body again?"

    "I knew the sex was good for you, but you're a married woman, Lacey, and not every married woman wants to carry on with another man," Kevin replied.

    She released him from between her breasts, took him in her mouth, and swallowed nearly three quarters of his shaft. Kevin leaned back, groaned, and put a hand on her head. Lacey began to suck with vigor as her mouth moved up and down his shaft. Justin stroked his cock as he watched his wife give the most beautiful blowjob he'd ever seen. It far surpassed anything he'd ever seen in a porn video and anything she'd ever offered him, and in the moment that realization proved intensely arousing.

    "Does it turn you on that I'm married?" she asked when his cock finally departed her mouth. She kissed the head a few times and added, "Do you like that you fucked a married woman so good that she couldn't help but come back for more?"

    "Yes," Kevin admitted. "I love that you're married. I love that I fucked you in the bed you share with your husband. I love that he's home right now and you're in my backyard sucking my dick like it's your favorite thing in the world."

    Lacey smiled, showered his cock in kisses, and said, "Right now it is my favorite thing in the world." She took him in her mouth once more, sucked with intense fervor, and then said, "Will you fuck me, Kevin? Will you fuck the married woman that just sucked your cock so good?"

    Kevin pulled his legs from the pool, stood, and offered Lacey a hand. He lifted her out of the water with seemingly little effort, picked her up, and carried her to one of the cushioned lounge chairs before setting her down. They kissed as she spread her legs and Kevin took his place between them.

    Justin didn't have a perfect view, but he didn't need one to see that his wife had reached between her legs to guide the neighbor's cock into her pussy.

    "Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me hard, Kevin. Fuck me hard and make me cum all over your big cock."

    Her words rang in Justin's ears - in the best way possible - and he stroked his cock to the sight of Kevin fucking his wife. Lacey moaned loudly and passionately, making it seem that she too didn't give a shit about the neighbors potentially hearing. Either that or she was so lost in the pleasure of having his cock inside her that she wasn't thinking about anything other than how good it felt.

    "That feels so fucking good, Kevin," she said. "Fuck, your cock feels so good inside me."

    Kevin seemed to take that as a signal to fuck her harder. Lacey must have enjoyed the increased vigor of the sex as her moans got louder. She spread her legs a little wider, ran her hands down his back, and grabbed his ass like she was trying to pull his big dick even deeper into her pussy with every thrust.

    Justin wanted to cum and he could do so with ease. All he had to do was stroke a little faster and he'd spill his load in the grass and dirt on the side of Kevin's house. He didn't, though. Instead, Justin decided to wait and see if he could convince Lacey to let him fuck her after she got home. He was still going to watch and masturbate, though.

    The sex was vigorous, passionate, and relentlessly arousing as Justin nearly lost his load a handful of times while watching his wife cheat with their big-dicked neighbor. He took note of every little thing, from the way they kissed to the way Kevin played with Lacey's breasts to the dirty talk she offered up, storing all of it in his memory for what he knew would be numerous masturbation sessions in the future.

    "Kevin, I'm close," Lacey said after a lengthy fuck. "I want to feel you cum in me. Fuck, I want you to cum in my married pussy. Send me home to Justin filled with your load."

    That very nearly put Justin over the top as he released his cock and hoped he wouldn't cum. It succeeded in putting Kevin over the top as his orgasmic grunts and groans filled the air and were soon joined by Lacey's delightful screams of pleasure.

    Justin wanted to stick around, but he wasn't going to take the chance of getting caught if Lacey happened to get dressed and head home quickly, so he tucked his cock back into his pants, turned, and headed out of the backyard, making sure to carefully latch the gate. Justin hurriedly walked back to their house and headed for the kitchen to do the leftover dishes from breakfast while his erection faded.

    Five minutes later, Lacey walked through the front door. Justin dried his hands and met his wife with a smile. "Good run?" he asked.

    "Amazing," she replied with a smile. "I'm gonna go jump in the shower to wash up."

    "You look amazing, by the way," Justin said. "You don't usually run in a sports bra and you look really hot. Those leggings are incredible, too."

    Lacey's smile brightened - like she hadn't expected the compliment - and turned to show off her ass, which Justin loved. "You really think so?" she asked.

    Justin stepped closer and reached out to caress her tight ass through the thin material of her leggings. He gave it a good squeeze and leaned down to kiss her softly. His hands moved to her waist and he turned his wife until their bodies were pressed together. His tongue slipped from between his lips and brushed against her teeth, and much to his surprise, Lacey parted her lips and welcomed him into her mouth.

    He thought of her sucking Kevin's cock. He thought of how her lips and tongue had given pleasure to another man's cock no more than fifteen minutes prior and it made him throb in his pants.

    "Can I join you in the shower?" he asked.

    Lacey didn't hesitate. "Of course you can," she said before taking his hand and leading him towards the bathroom. They kissed again once they were through the doorway, further strengthening Justin's erection. Lacey pulled open the shower door, turned on the water, and then lifted his shirt over his head and stripped him out of his pants and underwear.

    She looked down at his cock, took him in her hand, and said, "You're so hard for me...and you're dripping so much precum."

    "You turn me on," he replied.

    Lacey released his shaft, took off her sports bra, sneakers, and leggings, and stunned Justin by dropping to her knees in front of him. He looked down at his beautiful, naked wife and watched her take him in her mouth.

    "Oh my god," Justin said as his wife offered a transcendent sort of pleasure. He thought of her in the pool with Kevin's cock in her mouth. He thought of her sucking with such vigor and asking him if he liked the fact that she was married. He thought of Lacey telling Kevin to cum inside her and send her home to her husband filled with his load. He thought of how badly he wanted to fuck his wife, how badly he wanted to slide his dick into the pussy that someone else had filled with cum.

    "You want me, don't you?" Lacey asked as she slowly stroked his dick.

    "You have no idea how badly I want you," Justin said.

    She smiled, stood, and gave him a soft kiss on the lips before turning and stepping into the shower. Justin watched the water cascade down her lean body before Lacey put her hands against the wall and stuck her ass out. "Take me," she said. "Take what you want."

    Justin followed his wife into the shower, closed the door behind him, and slipped his cock into her pussy from behind. She moaned for him and he leaned forward, kissed the back of her neck, and took her perky tits in his hands, playing with the wet flesh just like Kevin had.

    "Fuck me," she said softly. "Fuck my pussy, Justin. Fuck me and cum inside me."

    Justin couldn't resist. He fucked his wife's creamy, slippery, messy pussy. He fucked her and he thought of Kevin's cock sliding in and out of her pussy. He thought of the way she'd moaned with their neighbor inside her, of how good the sex between them had looked both times he'd witnessed it and how hard Lacey had cum.

    Then Justin came. He never stood a chance at lasting very long and in the moment he didn't give a damn about that. He couldn't really think of anything other than how insanely good it felt to be cumming in his wife's pussy so soon after someone else had done the same thing.

    "That's it, cum inside me," Lacey said as she moved her hips back and forth, making Justin's orgasm just a little more pleasurable as he stood still and did his best to maintain his balance while his legs wobbled and his head spun from the intensity of the experience.

    When he was finished, Lacey pulled her hips forward and his cock and some of the cum he'd left inside her spilled from her pussy. She spun around, smiled, and kissed him softly.

    "Thank you," he said. "That was a really good orgasm. Fuck, it was amazing."

    "You're welcome," she replied.

    They kissed again before she grabbed the bar of soap, rubbed it vigorously between her hands, and ran them down his chest, soaping him up while they stared into each other's eyes.

    "I'll wash you if you wash me," she said.

    "It would be my pleasure," Justin replied.

    They washed each other as his cum - and probably some of Kevin's - dripped out of her and ran down the drain. Justin would have given just about anything to know what Lacey was thinking after having cheated on him and fucked him in the span of an hour, but he contented himself with the knowledge that she was absolutely going to cheat on him again and that he was absolutely going to find it hugely arousing when it happened.

    That meant another orgasm like the one he'd just had was in his future, and that was something to be excited about.
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    Justin was in heaven. It was a beautiful Saturday afternoon and he was sitting on his couch with his legs spread and his wife on her knees between them. Her mouth was doing truly wondrous things to his cock, and it wasn't a form of foreplay. Lacey intended on making him cum in her mouth and Justin had no objection to such pleasures.

    Lacey's increased affection over the past few weeks was an unexpected side effect of her ongoing affair with Kevin, the new neighbor who lived a few houses down from theirs. As far as Justin knew, his wife had fucked Kevin on four separate occasions and on another occasion had sucked him off, much like she was in the process of doing for Justin. It was the fifth blowjob he'd received since Lacey's affair kicked off and each and every time she put in a remarkable effort.

    Though it seemed possible Lacey was sucking his cock out of guilt, Justin wasn't sure that was the reason. She'd seemed more affectionate all around, not just when it came to offering oral sex. They touched, hugged, and kissed a lot more often. They had more sex, too, despite the fact that she was fucking someone else. Part of that was Justin's massive increase in sex drive from the thrill he experienced at watching her and Kevin fuck - which he'd managed to do for three of the four times they'd been together - but part of it seemed to be that Lacey's affair had filled her with a renewed sense of love and lust towards her husband.

    "Baby, I'm close," Justin said.

    She looked up, ran her fingers up his slick shaft, and pulled her mouth from it before showering the head in kisses. "I want you to cum in my mouth," she replied with a smile. "I want to swallow your load, Justin."

    She'd uttered those exact same words to Kevin the last time Justin had watched. It was the second time he'd seen them fucking in Kevin's backyard and it had ended with Lacey taking him into her mouth after he'd pounded her to a remarkably loud, long orgasm. She'd told him she wanted to swallow his load and it wasn't long after that Kevin had exploded in her mouth.

    Justin was going to do the same, in part because his wife's mouth felt incredible as she swallowed him once more and in part because he couldn't stop thinking about her uttering those words to another man. He played that moment over and over in his head. He saw her on her knees in front of their neighbor. He saw the smile on her face. He saw her take him in her mouth and slowly swallow his cock. He saw her head begin to bob up and down in Kevin's lap. He saw his wife working hard to make another man cum in her mouth and it filled him with an overwhelming kind of lust.

    "Fuck, Lacey, I'm cumming," Justin announced. "Oh, fuck...fuck!"

    His cock pulsed in Lacey's mouth as she gently sucked on the head. Her tongue danced over the sensitive underside and Justin closed his eyes and let the pulses of pleasure spread their unique brand of relaxation through his body. The sense of satisfaction was so complete that he could have fallen into a deep sleep right then and there.

    "Thank you," he said after the climax had worked its way through his body. "Lacey...seriously, thank you."

    She sat back on her knees, swallowed, and replied, "It was my pleasure. I like seeing how good I can make you feel, Justin. I like the way you groan when I make you cum, and the way you close your eyes so tight."

    Justin smiled, leaned forward to softly kiss her, and asked, "Can I make you cum?"

    He knew what the answer would be because he knew what Lacey would be doing later that day. Justin had told her he'd be going out with his friends that night and he was certain Lacey planned on spending her evening with Kevin's cock inside her. Of course, Justin wasn't going out with his friends. He was going to watch his wife and the neighbor fuck.

    "Oh, no, that's okay," she replied. "I didn't give you head because I wanted an orgasm. I did it because I wanted to make you feel good."

    Justin kissed her again, smiled - both because he appreciated the blowjob and because she'd just confirmed her plans for the evening - and said, "I'm lucky to have you, Lacey."

    For a split second he saw a flash of guilt in her eyes. She felt bad about her affair, though she clearly couldn't help herself as she wasn't going to stop. Justin didn't mind, though. He knew he should have been upset, but the fact that his wife was fucking another man was a source of constant, intense, almost overwhelming arousal and he'd come to crave it just as much as Lacey seemed to crave Kevin's cock.

    "I'm lucky to have you, too," she replied.

    They shared one more kiss before Lacey stood and headed out of the living room as Justin put his pants back on, put on the TV, and settled in to watch a little something before heading out for what was supposed to be an evening with his friends.

    
      
    

    Justin wasn't sure whose house Kevin and Lacey were going to meet at, so after half an hour of aimless driving he returned to their street, parked half a mile away, and took a stroll.

    As he approached the house he shared with his wife and the one he hoped they’d be fucking in, Justin saw that the living room curtains - which had been open when he left - were now closed. He suspected that meant Lacey and Kevin were inside, so he headed up the lawn and towards the front window in the hopes that he could see a little something.

    Much to his delight, Lacey hadn't done a perfect job of closing the curtains and Justin peered through them and saw his wife sitting in Kevin's lap. They were kissing and he had one hand up her shirt - and he was almost certainly playing with her tits - while the other had moved into her pants and was aggressively grabbing her ass. Justin couldn't hear a thing through the windows, but he imagined his wife moaning into Kevin's mouth as he worked to turn her on.

    Lacey took her shirt off, unhooked her bra, and leaned forward as Kevin's lips encircled her breast. She ran her fingers through his hair, tilted her head back, and almost certainly moaned while another man offered her pleasure. Justin remembered the last time he'd kissed, licked, and sucked on his wife's breasts and he felt an intense mixture of jealousy and lust that brought his cock to an erect state.

    After more kissing, touching, grinding, and licking, Lacey dropped to her knees in front of Kevin. Justin saw the smile on their neighbor's face. He recognized that smile. It was the same smile he'd offered his wife earlier that day when she'd come into the living room and dropped to her knees in front of him. It was the smile of a man that knew he was about to get his cock sucked.

    Justin was wary of playing with his dick in his front yard, but he couldn't help but reach down and stroke himself a little through his pants as he realized that Kevin was sitting in the exact same spot he'd been in earlier that day. Justin wondered if Lacey had done that on purpose, if she was getting off on the idea of blowing her husband and her lover in the same spot on the couch. He hoped she was, as there was something about that notion that Justin loved.

    Once she'd pulled Kevin's pants and underwear off, Lacey went to work on his cock. She kissed and licked the shaft and head, doing so slowly and sensually, like she wanted to draw out the pleasure she intended on offering him. Justin couldn't help but compare it to the blowjob he'd received and he wondered if his wife found greater pleasure in blowing the man she was cheating with. Again Justin found himself hoping it was true because it was just so fucking hot to imagine.

    Kevin's face was a picture of pure pleasure as Lacey took him in her mouth and went to work on blowing him. He looked like a man lost in complete and utter bliss, and with good reason, as she had a gift for making a man feel good. Justin couldn't help but concentrate on the idea that his wife wanted to make Kevin feel so good, that she was on her knees and truly taking her time showing their neighbor such beautiful oral affection. Though it made him jealous, Justin's arousal was at least partly fueled by that jealousy.

    After a lengthy blowjob - one that left Justin's cock dripping precum into his pants - Lacey stood, stripped naked, did a little twirl to show off her body, and then took Kevin's hand and led him out of the living room.

    For a moment, Justin was disappointed that he wasn't going to get to watch his wife fuck another man. Then he realized it was his house he was standing in front of. All he had to do was let himself in the front door and he could get an even better view of his wife's cheating.

    Though he wanted nothing more than to rush inside and run upstairs after Lacey and Kevin, Justin forced himself to wait five minutes so there was a good chance they'd be making more than enough noise that he could get into the house without being noticed.

    Justin slipped his key into the lock, turned it slowly, and opened the door as gently as he could. Lacey's moans resonated from the bedroom. She was getting fucked. For a moment Justin closed his eyes and savored the aural proof of his wife's infidelity and the intense pleasure she experienced with another man's cock inside her. Then he slipped off his shoes and tiptoed up the stairs, just like he'd done the first night he’d witnessed her cheating.

    "Fuck me, Kevin," Lacey cried out as Justin neared the top of the stairs. "Fuck...fuck me harder. Fuck my tight pussy harder."

    Justin looked down the hallway and saw light pouring out of the bedroom. The sounds of sex filled the air and drilled into Justin's brain as he pictured his wife taking a vigorous pounding from their neighbor's bare cock.

    "Who fucks you better?" Kevin asked.

    Justin stopped just a few steps from the bedroom door and waited for his wife's response. He knew what she'd say. He knew it was probably true, too. He wanted to hear it, though. His cock throbbed in anticipation of her uttering those words.

    "You fuck me better," Lacey said. "You fuck me so much better than he does, Kevin."

    The sounds of sex got louder. Kevin had been energized by Lacey's affirmation of his manhood. Justin took a few quiet steps and peered into the bedroom from the dark hallway. He saw Lacey facing the headboard on her hands and knees on his side of the bed. Kevin had a tight grip on her hair and was pulling back with every thrust. Her back was arched and her perfect ass bounced as his body slammed into hers.

    Kevin fucked her like that for a few minutes - showing remarkable stamina in the process - and then released his grip on her hair, leaned forward until their bodies were pressed together, and kissed Lacey's neck and cheek until she turned her head. Their lips met for a passionate kiss as Kevin's cock filled her at a much slower pace. What had been a furious fuck transformed into something far more erotic and Justin was stunned at how arousing he found it.

    "I love the way you feel inside me, Kevin," Lacey said. "I wish you could stay inside me all night."

    Justin wished for the same thing, and he'd told Lacey he'd be out pretty late, so there was every chance she was going to spend a great deal of time with Kevin's cock inside her that night.

    Kevin pulled out and deftly flipped Lacey onto her back. She smiled - perhaps at his casual display of strength - and spread her legs as he lowered his body on top of hers. Their lips met and their tongues entwined as Lacey reached down to guide him inside her.

    "Does my pussy make you feel good, Kevin?" she asked. "Does it make you feel so good that you don’t even think about fucking other women?"

    "It does," he replied. "I just wish I could have this pussy of yours more often."

    Lacey moaned, wrapped her legs around him, and they shared a deep kiss as Kevin fucked her slowly. "I know you do, and I'd love to have your cock more often, too, but I have a husband."

    Kevin drove his cock into her a little harder and moaned before kissing and sucking on Lacey's neck. He took one of her breasts in his hand and squeezed it hard enough that Justin saw his wife wince for just a moment before she unleashed a loud, wild moan.

    "But you like that you're fucking a married pussy right now, don't you?" Lacey asked. "You like that you're fucking a married woman in the bed she shares with her husband. You like that you're going to fill me with your cum over and over tonight and that you're going to do it in the same bed my husband is going to sleep in tonight. You like that he's going to come home to a wife with a pussy that's dripping with another man's cum."

    "Fuck yes I do," Kevin replied as he fucked Lacey harder and faster.

    Justin's cock throbbed as he stood there in the hallway and experienced every bit of arousal that his wife and her lover were feeling. He loved that Kevin was going to cum inside her. He loved that Kevin got off on fucking and cumming inside of a married woman. He loved that Lacey clearly got off on that too. He loved it so much he felt his orgasm approaching even though he was rubbing his dick through his pants.

    "Then cum inside me, Kevin," Lacey implored. "Cum in my married pussy. Flood my cunt while you think about my husband coming home and discovering how wet I am. Flood my cunt while you think about him sliding his dick where your far superior cock has been. Cum in me, Kevin!"

    She was on the verge of an orgasm and Justin was too. He didn't push all the way, though. He released his cock. He stood there and watched as another man came inside his wife. Justin would have cum, but Lacey had made it seem like she'd be more than happy to let him fuck her when he got home that night, and that's what he wanted more than anything. He wanted to fuck her while knowing that another man's cum was still inside her. He wanted that, so he watched Kevin pump some of his cum into Lacey's pussy and then he turned and left so he could get out of the house before silence fell over the bedroom.

    Justin grabbed his shoes, slipped out the front door, and headed for his car. Images of Lacey getting fucked filled his head as he walked. He saw her on her hands and knees with Kevin's strong hand in her hair and his cock in her pussy. He saw her on her back with her legs wrapped around him. He heard his wife telling another man that he fucked her better. He heard her urging Kevin to cum inside her, to leave her pussy messy for when her husband returned home.

    Once at his car, Justin put his shoes on, got behind the wheel, and drove off. He needed to kill a few hours, so he went to the movies, got a bucket of popcorn, and tried his best to turn his mind off with some loud, expensive-looking on screen action. He didn't quite succeed - he just kept seeing Lacey getting fucked - but it wasn't an unpleasant experience.

    When it was over, Justin texted his wife to let her know he was on his way home and headed for his car. The visions of her cheating on him - and of her incredible lust while doing so - intensified as Justin drove home. It was like she was actually moaning, like she was in the backseat getting fucked while he drove. His dick was half hard by the time he pulled into the driveway and Justin couldn't help but run towards the door.

    He managed to stop and take a deep breath once he was inside. He told himself he was just about to enjoy the thing he craved, that he'd spent most of his night fantasizing about.

    The house was quiet and it was late, so Justin headed for the bedroom. Lacey looked up from a book as he stepped through the doorway. Her hair was tousled - like she hadn't made much of an effort to fix it after getting fucked - and she was topless. Her breasts looked perky and a little red. Justin knew that was from the way Kevin handled them, and he couldn't help but get turned on as he saw them.

    "How was your night with the boys?" she asked.

    Justin didn't answer. Instead, he unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it aside. "You look so fucking good, Lacey," he said. Justin kicked his shoes off and unbuttoned his pants. He pushed them down as Lacey pulled the covers aside and revealed that she was naked from the waist down, too. She hadn't bothered getting dressed after Kevin had fucked her. Her legs were closed so Justin couldn’t see her pussy, but he was certain it would have looked puffy and wet.

    "I want you," Justin said as he yanked his underwear down and revealed his stiff cock.

    Lacey rolled onto her side, smiled, and replied, "I can see that," as she glanced at his dick. "Come and take me, Justin. Take what you want."

    He crawled into bed, pushed her legs open, and moved between them. Their lips met and Justin kissed his wife with a fervor he hadn't felt in a long time. There was something different about tonight. Different from the other times they'd fucked after she cheated. She looked sexier. His need felt deeper, more primal.

    Justin slipped his cock inside her pussy and felt the intense heat and wetness of her flesh engulf him. She was soaked. Wetter than she'd ever been before. Lacey's gaze met his as she ran her fingers down his chest, over his stomach, and around his back to grab his ass. Another hand moved behind his head and she pulled his lips to hers for a kiss.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" she asked.

    Justin pulled out and slowly filled her. He could hear the extreme wetness. He looked down to see what looked like a creamy substance on his cock as it moved in and out of his wife. It was Kevin's cum. It had to have been Kevin's cum. She hadn’t even bothered cleaning herself out before he got home. She was being so brazen about her infidelity and Justin was certain sex had never felt so good.

    "Your pussy feels perfect," Justin said. "Your pussy...your pussy has never felt so good."

    He fucked her harder. He couldn't resist. He fucked her faster, too. It felt so good that he couldn't stop himself.

    "Your cock feels good too," Lacey said. She kissed him and her tongue slipped into his mouth as her fingers danced through the hair on the back of his head. "His cock felt better, though."

    Justin groaned and fucked her harder. She must have seen him watching, or heard him. She knew, though. She knew that he knew. She knew and she didn't care.

    "And I fucking loved it when he came inside me," she continued. "I loved it when he came in my pussy, in your wife's pussy, Justin. He came in your wife's pussy once while you were watching and twice more while you were gone. He flooded my fucking cunt with his load tonight, and now your cock is bathing in it."

    Justin couldn't last any longer. He just couldn't. He buried his cock inside her and he came. He gripped the bed sheets and curled his toes as he rolled his head back and filled the bedroom with screams of orgasmic joy while adding another load of cum to his wife's pussy.

    Lacey pulled him close and held Justin tight as she ran her hands up and down his back and into his hair. She wrapped her legs around him - making it clear he wasn't pulling out anytime soon - and kissed his neck softly, bathing him in a warm, soothing energy that felt like exactly what he needed after an orgasm unlike any other.

    "How did you know I was watching?" he asked.

    "I saw you when we switched to missionary. Just barely, but I saw you. I heard you leave, too. Kevin didn't seem to notice, but I was listening for it after seeing you," she answered.

    Neither of them said anything for a handful of seconds before Lacey added, "I came harder knowing that you were watching. All the guilt went away and I could just enjoy myself, so I came so much harder."

    "Does that mean...will you keep fucking him?" Justin asked. "And can I keep watching?"

    "You can," she answered. "We'll find a way to make sure you can watch. I'm not wrong about you liking to watch, right?"

    Justin kissed her neck, smiled, and said, "No, you're not wrong. Not at all."

    Her secret was out, and so was his. That didn't seem like it was going to spoil the fun they'd both been having, though. If anything, it seemed possible things would only get more exciting.
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    Justin ran his fingers over Lacey's smooth stomach and leaned in to kiss the side of her breast. He studied the stiff flesh of her nipple and the little raised bumps on her areola and kissed his way towards them.

    Lacey moaned softly as Justin's lips encircled her nipple and his tongue flicked back and forth over it. His fingers moved down her stomach, through her closely-trimmed pubic hair, and between her legs.

    Her voice was barely above a whisper as she said, "That feels so good, Justin."

    He released her nipple from his grasp and kissed his way from her breasts to her neck, eventually finding his way to her lips. Lacey immediately offered her tongue as Justin's fingers slid into her pussy, gathered some of the wetness that his foreplay had produced, and then worked her clit in a slow, circular motion.

    "You're so wet," he said.

    She moaned and replied, "Your touch feels so good.”

    Justin plunged two fingers inside his wife, found her g-spot, and rubbed it in slow circles as he worked her clit. Her lips searched for his until they met for a deeply passionate kiss as her hips lifted off the bed, resulting in an enticing arch in her back.

    Though he was tempted to move between Lacey's legs and slide his cock into her pussy, Justin couldn't help but try and indulge in his newly-discovered kink.

    "Are you thinking about him?" he whispered.

    Lacey smiled at him. "Is that what you want? Should I think of him instead of you, Justin?"

    He nodded.

    Lacey closed her eyes and the arch in her back deepened a little as she moaned louder at Justin's continued finger play. "I do spend a lot of time thinking about Kevin, about the way he makes me feel."

    "What does he make you feel?" Justin asked.

    "So many things, baby. He makes me feel beautiful and sexy. He makes me feel desired and desirable. He makes me feel like there's no other woman on the planet that can satisfy him the way I do. Then there are the orgasms he gives me, which are...indescribable," Lacey explained.

    Justin took her nipple into his mouth, sucked on it as Lacey moaned, and once again kissed his way to her neck before slipping his tongue into her mouth. Lacey returned the favor and they moaned together as he rubbed her clit a little faster.

    "I've heard you talk about the other women Kevin could be fucking...it seems like it turns you on that he doesn't want those women, that he wants you," Justin said.

    Lacey closed her eyes and moaned. "It does, baby. Kevin...he's the kind of man that could have almost any woman. He's handsome, fit, and successful. Guys like that can get laid with ease, Justin. He could spend a few minutes on a dating app and have half a dozen gorgeous women that would be happy to suck his cock or give up their pussies for the chance of being with him. He doesn't want those women, though. He wants me...and I fucking love that."

    Lacey's pussy suddenly felt wetter as Justin's fingers moved in and out of her. It sounded wetter, too, and the moan she unleashed was deeper and imbued with a more intense kind of lust.

    "Am I that kind of man?" he asked, knowing full well what the answer would be.

    Lacey looked at him, studied Justin's face for a few seconds, and said, "I love you, Justin. I love you madly and you're a wonderful man. But no, you're not that kind of man. You'd do well on the dating market, but not like Kevin would."

    It was a decidedly odd experience to be aroused by an unfavorable comparison to the man Lacey was having an affair with, and yet Justin's body was awash in an uncommonly intense desire.

    "He could have anyone, Justin, and he wants me," she continued. "And it makes me want to give him everything he craves."

    Justin pulled his fingers from Lacey's pussy, moved between her legs, and rubbed the head of his stiff cock over her pussy lips. She smiled, reached down, and took him inside her.

    "You like that another man wants your wife, don't you?" she asked. "You like that he craves me, that he chooses me over anyone else, don't you?"

    Justin nodded as he slowly filled her pussy.

    "There's another reason he craves me, Justin," Lacey explained as she reached up to caress his face. "I know I'm beautiful. I know I look good. I know I suck his dick and fuck him better than most women ever have. But those aren't the only reasons he likes being with me, that he craves me, that he's always thinking about me."

    Justin fucked her slowly, enjoying how wet and hot her pussy felt around his exceedingly stiff cock.

    "He likes that he's fucking your wife, Justin," Lacey said with a smile. She wrapped her legs around him and held him tight, making it a little difficult for Justin to fuck her. "He likes that he's better than you, that he fucks me so much better than you that I can't help but give myself to him whenever he wants me. He likes that he's so superior to you that I'm willing to put my marriage on the line just to have his big dick inside me."

    Justin was grateful for the tight grip of Lacey's legs, for he almost certainly would have cum inside her if he could thrust harder and faster.

    "He likes sending me home to you with a pussy full of his cum," she said. "He likes knowing that he's taking another man's wife, that he's using my body for his satisfaction, that he's so fucking good that he's convinced me to cheat on you."

    "Fuck...Lacey..."

    "I know you like it too," she added. "I know that's why you watched, Justin. I know that's why you watched and you came so fucking hard. You like that I was so enamored with Kevin - so desperate for his cock - that I was willing to cheat on you, to risk our marriage, to risk throwing everything away. He's so much better than you, he makes me cum so much harder than you do, that I had to let him have me, that I had to cheat, to go behind your back, to risk everything we've built."

    Her legs kicked open, giving Justin free reign to fuck her. He took advantage, pounding Lacey's pussy with intense vigor and doing so with the singular intent of relieving what had become an overwhelming desire to experience the bliss of an orgasm.

    Then Lacey's phone dinged and the screen lit up. "Hold on," she said.

    As difficult as it was, Justin slowed his thrusts and remained inside her as Lacey grabbed her phone from the nightstand.

    "It's Kevin," she said as a smile crept across her face. "He wants me."

    "Now?" Justin asked.

    Lacey nodded. "Yes. Now."

    "Are you going to..."

    "Yes, of course I am," she said. "What did we just talk about? Every bit of that was true, Justin. My body craves him. I like fucking you too. I always have. But right now, it's different with Kevin. It's just...it's better. It's just so much better, and if I have to choose between the two of you, I'm going to choose him."

    She was like a woman possessed. It wasn't just the words she was saying. It was the look in her eyes. It was the desperation in her voice. It was the obvious, overwhelming need she felt to have Kevin's cock inside her, to satisfy him, either because he might fuck someone else if she didn't satisfy him or because she simply couldn't control what she felt for him.

    "Pull out," she said.

    Justin did as his wife instructed, pulling out and sitting back on his knees as she replied to Kevin's text. He was frustrated at not getting to cum and a little hurt by the rejection, and yet it felt as though his whole body hummed with lust.

    Lacey looked up from her phone, smiled, and said, "He's coming over. Right now. I'm going to meet him downstairs by the back door. He's going to fuck me in the living room. If you can be quiet, you can stay up here and listen. Would you enjoy that?"

    "Yes," Justin said.

    "You need to promise that you're not going to cum while you listen," Lacey replied with a smile. "I want to be the one to make you cum. Is that okay?"

    Justin nodded vigorously.

    Lacey got on her knees, crawled towards him, and gave Justin a soft, remarkably sensual kiss as she stroked his cock. "I love you, Justin, and I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings. It won't be this way forever - affairs always burn out - but right now Kevin gets priority over you. I can't deny my body what it craves. I have to let him have me when he craves me...I have to give him what he wants...I need that."

    "I know," Justin answered as his dick got harder in her hand. "You don't need to apologize, Lacey. It hurt a little, but it turned me on, too. It's just one of those weird things, I guess."

    "I love you, Justin," she said before kissing him once more and then crawling out of the bed and heading for the door. "You should be able to listen from the top of the stairs. You might even be able to get in position to see a little bit. Just make sure you don't get caught, okay?"

    Justin nodded and Lacey blew him a kiss, turned, and gave her ass a playful smack before walking out of the room. Justin followed until he reached the top of the stairs and found a position where he did indeed have a partial view of the couch where Lacey would almost certainly get fucked by their new neighbor.

    As he waited for Kevin's arrival, Justin considered the depth of Lacey's desire for the man she'd so gleefully cheated with. He'd known from the start how much she enjoyed fucking Kevin - that had been quite clear when he'd first watched them - but her insistence that she would always choose him over Justin - sexually speaking, at least - was an unexpected revelation and one that spoke to how much better the sex was with Kevin.

    The fact that Lacey was going to greet him at the door without a stitch of clothing on - and that she was going to let him do as he pleased with her body - was further proof of her lust for Kevin and the affair they were indulging in.

    Every bit of it fueled Justin's desire - and his still-throbbing erection - and he suspected it would prove challenging not to cum as he witnessed Lacey once again give her pussy to their neighbor.

    Excitement coursed through Justin's body as he heard the back door opening. "Hey, baby," Lacey said.

    "Fuck, you look so good," Kevin replied.

    "Yeah? You think so?" she said.

    The back door closed and Lacey let out a gleeful squeal a moment before a soft moan reached Justin's ears. The sounds of kissing followed and he imagined his wife's naked body in another man's arms, her lips pressed against his, and his tongue in her mouth.

    "I love that you had to have me, Kevin," she said. "I love that you couldn't resist, that you had to come over, to take me, to fuck me, to satisfy your desire for me."

    "I think about you all the time, Lacey," he replied. "I know I can't have you all the time, that you have a husband that you can't up and leave whenever I want you...but I think about you constantly."

    "Yeah? What do you think about most?" Lacey asked. "Do you think about how I kiss you?"

    The sounds of kissing followed and Justin closed his eyes and imagined his beautiful wife's naked body pressed against Kevin's as their tongues danced.

    "Do you think about how my fingers feel wrapped around your cock?" she asked.

    Kevin moaned a few moments later and Justin imagined Lacey offering their neighbor a handjob by the back door. He'd seen Kevin's cock a handful of times at that point and he could clearly picture Lacey's fingers around it as she stroked him, slowly luring him into a state of intense desire.

    "Do you think about how I suck your cock?" Lacey asked. "About how good these pretty lips of mine feel around your big, beautiful dick, Kevin? Do you think about what a good cocksucker I am, about how I look on my knees with your gorgeous dick in my mouth, about how badly I want to make you feel good?"

    Justin told himself not to masturbate as his wife seemingly did everything in her power to fill another man with overwhelming arousal.

    "Yes...fuck...yes, I think about that, Lacey," Kevin said.

    Lacey moaned and the distinct sounds of a blowjob followed. She was on her knees for him. She was sucking another man's cock in their house and she was doing so while Justin hid upstairs and listened.

    "Jesus...Lacey...you do that better than any woman ever has," Kevin said.

    The blowjob got louder and so did Kevin's moans. Lacey was working hard to make him feel good, something she seemed to take genuine pleasure in. Justin wasn't sure he'd ever inspired that kind of drive in his wife. She'd always been a willing sexual partner, of course, but he wasn't sure she'd ever been quite so eager to make him feel good and the jealousy that resulted seemed to fuel his lust.

    "I'm soaked for you, Kevin," she said. "I need you to fuck me. Right now."

    Justin held his breath as he heard the sound of approaching footsteps. He feared getting caught, though he wasn't entirely sure why. The only real consequence would be that Kevin would know he was being watched.

    Lacey's lithe, naked body appeared first and Kevin followed. He was naked except for a t-shirt and he quickly pulled that off and tossed it aside as he grabbed Lacey by the hips, pressed his body against hers, and kissed her neck. She turned her head and their lips met as they slowly continued towards the couch with their tongues mingling.

    "Where's your husband?" Kevin asked.

    Lacey smiled as she crawled onto the couch and looked over her shoulder at the man whose cock would soon be buried inside her. "Out running errands," she answered. "We have a little while, so you can take your time with me."

    Kevin ran his fingers over her ass and stroked his cock slowly as he eyes Lacey's body. Justin saw eagerness and lust in his wife's eyes, though it seemed that she was willing to wait for their neighbor to do as he pleased.

    "I love that your cum is still going to be inside me when Justin gets home," Lacey said. "I love that the taste of your cock is going to be on my lips when I kiss him after he walks through the door."

    Kevin smiled and slipped his fingers into her pussy. He stroked his cock a little faster and probed her with a hint of aggression, making it seem as though he felt the same as Lacey.

    "Maybe I should cum in your mouth," Kevin said. "Maybe I should let you give your husband a taste of my cum when you kiss him."

    Lacey closed her eyes, bit her lip, and unleashed a beautiful moan. It seemed that she was quite thrilled with the idea, and Justin was surprised to discover that he too found it rather erotic, so much so that he had to work to hold back the moan that so desperately sought to escape his lips.

    "I could have him eat my pussy," Lacey suggested. "He loves eating my pussy. I could drag him to the bedroom and have him go down on me with your cum still inside me."

    Kevin stepped closer and slipped his cock inside her without saying a word. He grabbed Lacey's hips, slowly pushed forward until every inch of his thick shaft was buried in her pussy, and then leaned forward and kissed her.

    He began to thrust as their tongues danced and Lacey moaned into his mouth. "You like that idea, don't you?" she asked. "It's not enough to have claimed another man's wife. You want more than that, don't you? You want me to make him eat your fucking load out of my pussy without him knowing. You want him to crawl between my legs and feast on my messy pussy without knowing that he's licking up another man's load, don't you?"

    "Yes," Kevin answered as his deep, rhythmic thrusts continued. "I do. I fucking love that idea, Lacey. God, you're so fucking hot."

    Kevin stood up, dug his fingers into her hips, and fucked Lacey harder as Justin watched from the top of the stairs. He saw his wife's ass jiggle with every thrust. He saw her breasts bouncing in a hypnotic manner. He heard her beautiful moans and he was convinced that she was just as turned on by cum eating idea as Kevin was.

    "Kevin...fuck...your cock feels so good inside me," Lacey said as she began to push her hips back to meet his thrusts. "You fuck me so good. You fuck my married pussy so good."

    Kevin ran one of his hands up her back and into Lacey's hair. He grabbed a fistful of it and pulled back gently, deepening the arch in her back as Lacey let him seize control as he pleased.

    "It's my pussy now, isn't it?" he asked.

    "Yes," she answered. "It's your pussy, Kevin. It's yours when you want it, when you crave it, when you need. It's yours to fuck and to fill with your cum. It belongs to you!"

    Justin believed every word of it. Lacey wasn't just saying what her lover wanted to hear. After all, she'd made Justin pull out specifically so she could give her pussy to Kevin. That was absolute proof that it belonged to him more than any other man.

    Lacey reached back and rubbed her clit. Her moans got louder and wilder. She was close. Justin was about to watch his wife cum with another man's cock inside her and it remained as potent a pleasure as it had been the first time.

    "Kevin...I'm cumming!" Lacey cried out.

    He fucked her harder in response and Lacey unleashed a beautiful scream of pleasure, declaring her complete and utter satisfaction with the way their neighbor tended to her sexual needs.

    Lacey's body trembled with pleasure as Kevin's thrusts slowed and he buried his cock inside her. He leaned forward to kiss her neck, back, and shoulder and she turned her head so their lips could meet.

    "I want to ride you," Lacey said softly. "I want to ride your cock until you cum inside me."

    Kevin pulled out and Lacey backed off the couch. He sat down - in the same spot that Justin often sat while watching TV - and Lacey quickly straddled him, took his cock inside her, and leaned forward to kiss her lover as she moved her hips back and forth.

    The sex started slow and sensual, with lots of kissing and touching as Kevin's hands wandered over her beautiful body. Lacey seemed determined to draw out his pleasure, to bathe him in the wetness and heat of her pussy for as long as possible before receiving his load.

    Desire and a hint of jealousy coursed through Justin's body as he watched his wife give herself to another man in a remarkably passionate manner. He couldn't get in her head and truly understand how she felt about Kevin, but it was easy enough to surmise that she felt genuine, deep affection for the man that provided her with pleasure unlike any she'd ever experienced.

    "You make me feel so good, Kevin," Lacey said as she began to ride him faster. "You make me feel things no man ever has...things my husband has never made me feel."

    Kevin grabbed her ass hard and his lips found her nipple. He sucked aggressively while Lacey rolled her head back and moaned. She began to bounce her pussy on his cock, filling the living room with the sounds of flesh meeting flesh.

    "Cum in me, Kevin," she said. "Cum in me so I can make my husband taste your load when he gets back."

    "You'll really do that?" Kevin asked.

    Lacey looked at him and nodded. "I will. I know it turns you on. I know you love the idea of him eating your cum out of my pussy without knowing it. So I'll make him do it the moment he gets home. I'll make him do it right here, in fact. Right where you're fucking his wife."

    That seemed to do it as Kevin closed his eyes, grabbed her ass hard, and came inside Lacey. She dropped her pussy onto his cock and moved her hips in slow circles, drawing every last drop out of him while he showered her breasts in kisses.

    They remained like that for a few minutes, whispering softly enough to each other that Justin couldn't hear. Then Lacey climbed off his cock, sat on the couch next to him, and gave Kevin a lingering kiss before saying, "You should go before Justin gets home."

    Kevin kissed her once more, got up, and grabbed his t-shirt from the floor. "Should I go out the back?" he asked.

    Lacey smiled at him and nodded. "Thank you for the orgasm," she said. "I hope we get to do this again soon."

    "It was my pleasure, believe me," Kevin replied before heading out of the room.

    Justin sat at the top of the stairs until he heard the back door shut. He gave it a few more seconds - to ensure Kevin was actually heading back to his house - and then stood and slowly descended the stairs.

    "You're still hard," Lacey said as she moved to where Kevin had sat on the couch.

    "I am," Justin replied.

    Lacey took her breasts in her hands, squeezed them softly, and then ran her fingers down her stomach and over her thighs. "I enjoyed knowing that you were listening," she said. "That you were sitting at the top of the stairs as another man claimed my pussy and filled it with his cum."

    Lacey inched her hips forward until her ass rested at the edge of the couch cushion. Her thighs slowly parted and Justin gazed at the way her wet, puffy labia gaped open a little.

    She smiled, ran her fingers between her legs, and gently played with her pussy lips. "I meant what I said to him."

    Justin approached the couch with his stiff cock bobbing in front of him.

    "I wasn't lying when I said I would make you eat his cum out of me," she said.

    "I know," Justin replied before sinking to his knees.

    "You want this, don't you?" she asked.

    He looked up at her and nodded.

    "You want to clean Kevin's cum out of me, don't you?" she asked.

    Justin nodded once more, leaned forward, and plunged his tongue into her pussy. He closed his eyes and Lacey moaned as she rested a hand on the back of his head.

    "Oh...fuck...Justin...lick his cum out of me," she said.

    He opened his eyes to see that she was rubbing her clit. She was turned on by his eagerness to clean Kevin's cum. Justin wrapped his fingers around his cock and masturbated slowly as he cleaned his wife's pussy. The cum was bitter and salty, but the unpleasant taste somehow made the whole thing hotter.

    "Justin...fuck...eat his load out of me...baby...clean up his mess...oh...fuck!" Lacey cried out before cumming again.

    Justin buried his tongue inside her and greedily swallowed as much of Kevin's cum as he could, sinking into the kinky delight of licking up another man's load just a few minutes after it had been deposited in his wife.

    "Fuck me," Lacey said as her orgasm dissipated. "Fuck me, Justin. Fuck me and cum inside me."

    He didn't need a second invitation. Justin stood, moved between his wife's legs, and slipped his cock inside her. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sheer bliss of fucking her sloppy pussy.

    Justin's orgasm arrived quickly. It seemed like it went on for a few minutes, though it almost certainly didn't. It was just so pleasurable that time seemed to slow down.

    "Thank you," he said as Lacey pulled him close with his cock still buried inside her. "That was...I think that was the best orgasm I've ever had."

    Lacey kissed him softly and Justin closed his eyes and let the post-orgasmic bliss wash over him. He smiled as he considered that there was a very good chance that his future contained lots more orgasms just like that one. What a lucky man he was.
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    "Did you do it?" Kevin asked.

    Justin heard the distinct sound of a zipper being lowered.

    "Did I do what?" Lacey replied playfully.

    Justin listened to what sounded like his wife freeing their neighbor's cock from his pants. A low moan followed and a moment later the sounds of cock stroking reached Justin's ears.

    "Did you make him eat my cum?" Kevin asked.

    Justin held the phone a little closer to his ear. It had been Lacey's idea to call so he could listen while she went over to Kevin's house for a little Sunday afternoon fun and though the call had just begun, so far the results were spectacular.

    "Mmm, did I make my husband eat your cum out of my pussy after you fucked me on our couch?" Lacey replied softly. "Is that what you're asking? Did I make him put his tongue inside me and taste the load of the man that fucks me far better than he does?"

    Kevin's moan and the sound of kissing - Lacey must have been kissing his neck - floated through the air as Justin set the phone down and hastily removed his pants. The first few minutes of the call had proved far hotter than expected and he couldn't deny himself the pleasure of stroking his cock.

    "Yes, that's what I'm asking," Kevin replied. "Did you make him go down on you? Did you make him taste me inside you?"

    Lacey unleashed a low, lusty moan and the sound of her stroking got a little wetter as Justin imagined their neighbor's cock leaking precum. "Yes, I made him go down on me right after he got home."

    More kissing, though this time it sounded like Lacey was making out with the neighbor. Justin closed his eyes and imagined his wife's tongue mingling with Kevin's as she jerked him off, luring him deeper into his arousal and no doubt making his dick stiffer as a steady supply of precum leaked from the tip.

    "He thought I was wet for him," she said. "He thought I wanted him, that I craved him. He moaned when he put his tongue inside me because he thought I was desperate for him."

    More kissing and stroking. The handjob was getting wetter. Kevin was producing a wealth of precum as he no doubt took pleasure in the idea that Lacey had fed her husband another man's cum. That had happened, of course, but Justin had fully understood what he was doing and he'd found surprising pleasure in the notion of licking a hot load out of his wife's freshly-fucked and satisfied pussy.

    "But it's you that I crave, Kevin," Lacey said.

    Justin's balls jumped in their sack as pleasure surged through his dick, for he knew there was truth in his wife's words. She wasn't cheating on him - not anymore, at least - but she was being honest in that she craved Kevin. She'd been clear that he fucked her better than Justin did. Luckily, that notion turned them both on and they were gleefully exploring the unexpected pleasures of her desire for and satisfaction with another man.

    "Yeah?" Kevin asked. "You crave me?"

    They kissed again. It sounded to Justin like a passionate sort of kiss, one with a great deal of tongue that inspired them both to unleash a beautiful moan of pleasure.

    "Feel my pussy," Lacey said. "Feel how wet I am for you."

    She'd left the house in a short pleated the skirt that looked good enough that Justin was tempted to try and convince her to stay so they could fuck. She hadn't bothered putting panties on, something she'd said would be a nice surprise for Kevin.

    "No panties," he said. "I like that."

    Lacey moaned. His fingers must have been inside her. He must have discovered her wetness.

    "I thought you'd enjoy that," she replied. "I thought you'd like easy access to my pussy, to the pussy that craves you, Kevin."

    Justin heard the sound of his wife being fingered. The sounds of wetness were unmistakable. He stroked his cock slowly as he closed his eyes and listened to the symphony of pleasure that emanated from his phone. Lacey and Kevin both moaned. They kissed. She stroked his slippery cock. He fingered her pussy. They were already well into the joys of foreplay and it wouldn't be long before Justin got to listen to the sounds of his wife being fucked by their neighbor.

    "Does it turn you on that I fed Justin your cum?" Lacey asked.

    "Yes," Kevin answered. "Fuck...yes...I hope that's okay."

    A fervent kiss followed a moment later. It sounded like Lacey was making it perfectly clear that she was more than okay with it, that she too found it thrilling to feed Justin another man's load so soon after that load had been pumped into her married pussy.

    "It turns me on too," she said softly. "I loved seeing his tongue in my pussy. I loved knowing that he was eating your cum, Kevin. I loved knowing that he was eating the cum of the man that fucks me so much better than he does. It felt so right to make my husband eat your load because you make me cum so much harder than he ever has."

    Justin watched the head of his cock swell up and turn a shade of purple as Lacey tapped into the same desire he'd discovered that first day he'd watched them fuck. There was something so hot about the idea that Kevin was better, that he made Lacey cum harder, that Justin found mind-bendingly hot and he absolutely could have cum right then and there if he'd simply tightened his grip and stroked his dick a little faster. Justin wasn't ready to cum, though, for his wife was going to fuck their neighbor, take his load in her pussy, and bring it back to him.

    "Yeah? I fuck you better?" Kevin asked. "I fuck this wet married pussy better than your husband ever has?"

    Lacey moaned as the sounds of fingering got louder and faster. Kevin was pumping her pussy vigorously and it sounded like he was making Lacey feel all manner of pleasurable things, so much so that she couldn't utter a single world. Justin imagined his wife nodding vigorously at the question, though, and then pulling Kevin's lips to hers for a kiss, the sound of which soon emanated from the phone.

    "I want you in my mouth," she said. "Fuck, Kevin, I need to suck your cock."

    What thrilled Justin was that he knew it was true. Lacey wasn't just saying it to arouse the man she was about to blow. She really did want him in her mouth. She really did need to suck his cock, to pleasure him in that way, to drive him wild with desire so he'd give her the kind of vigorous pounding her pussy craved.

    Justin listened to the wordless movements at the neighbor's house and imagined Lacey helping Kevin out of his pants before getting on her knees in front of him. The sound of a kiss filled his ears, but it wasn't the sort shared between two people. It was the sort of kiss a woman plants on the cock she's eager to fellate.

    "Your dick is so beautiful," she said. "So big, so thick, so hard for me."

    "I get hard whenever I think about you, Lacey," Kevin admitted. "It's never been that way before, but fucking you is so hot that I just have to think about you and my dick gets stiff."

    He moaned and so did Lacey. A moment later the sounds of a blowjob emanated from Justin's phone. He closed his eyes, leaned back on the couch, and imagined his wife sucking another man's cock. He'd seen it happen a handful of times - including on the couch he was seated on at the moment - and it was simple to picture it in his mind.

    The pleasure of doing so was potent as Justin saw Lacey's lips wrapped tightly around the neighbor's thick shaft. He saw her hand around the base and watched it move up and down with her mouth. He saw her playing with Kevin's big balls, ensuring that he got every bit of attention he deserved, that she showed him just how much she enjoyed pleasuring him.

    "Fuck...I love sucking your cock," she said. "I love how you taste. I love how you feel in my mouth. I love the way you moan when I blow you, Kevin. I love making you feel good."

    He moaned and Justin did the same. It was just so fucking hot to hear his wife utter those words to another man that he couldn't help but moan.

    "Suck my balls," Kevin said.

    "With pleasure," Lacey replied.

    Justin listened to his wife gleefully suck on their neighbor's balls. He loved her willingness to do whatever he desired. He loved that she hadn't hesitated to take his testicles in her mouth, to bathe them in the same pleasure she'd showed his cock, and he could only imagine how hot it looked from Kevin's perspective as he watched a married woman dutifully pleasure him and do so with the kind of passion few men ended up on the receiving end of.

    "I need you inside me," Lacey said. "I need you to fuck me, Kevin. I need you to fuck me and I need your cum in my married pussy."

    Justin wasn't sure, but it sounded like Lacey was moving onto the couch. He imagined she was on her back, which would give Kevin the opportunity to fuck her as hard as he wanted.

    "Yeah?" Kevin asked as the sound of vigorous pussy fingering filled the air. "You want me to fuck this wet pussy?"

    "Yes, please!" Lacey begged. "Please, fuck my wet pussy!"

    "What about your husband?" he asked.

    Lacey moaned. "You know he can't fuck me like you do. You know he can't make me feel anywhere near as good as you do. You know I need your cock, Kevin. You know I need you to fuck me."

    He fingered her faster and harder.

    "And I know that my pussy makes you feel better than anyone else," she said. "I know you love it, Kevin. I know you crave it. I know you want to slide that big dick into me and fuck me bareback. I know you want to unload in me and send me home with your cum dripping down my legs."

    Justin wanted that. He was suddenly quite desperate for that, in fact. He imagined opening the door to find Lacey standing there in her pleated skirt and camisole with another man's cum literally dripping down her thighs, and as that thought ran through his head he felt his cock throb with pure delight.

    "You're right," Kevin replied. "I want to send you home filled with my cum, and I want you to make your husband eat your sloppy pussy when he gets home."

    Justin was supposed to be out with his friends. At least that's what Lacey told Kevin to give a plausible reason why she could spend part of her Sunday getting fucked by a man she wasn't married to.

    "Then fuck me," she said. "Fuck me hard. Fill me with your cum. Send me back to my house with a sloppy, well-fucked pussy that I'll feed to Justin the moment he walks through the door."

    They both moaned a moment later. Kevin was inside her. He must have been. Justin imagined his wife on her back with the pleated skirt up around her waist. He saw her legs spread wide to welcome their neighbor between them. He saw Kevin's cock moving in and out of her pussy. He imagined the same thing he'd already seen a handful of times. It was the most arousing thing in the world to him. It didn't matter that it was a fucked up kind of desire to have. All that mattered was that it was hot as hell to think about.

    The sounds of sex were almost as hot as watching it as Justin kept his eyes closed and let all sorts of beautiful imagery play out in his head. He could clearly see Kevin's big, unprotected cock moving in and out of Lacey's pussy. He could see them kissing. He could see Kevin playing with her tits as they fucked. He could see every little detail in his mind and it was all accompanied by a soundtrack of pure pleasure, from their beautiful moans to the sounds of Lacey's wet pussy taking Kevin's big dick to the deep kisses they shared.

    "I'm close," Kevin announced. "Lacey, I'm close."

    "Me too," she replied. "Cum in me, Kevin. Cum in my married pussy. Flood my cunt. Fill me with your load!"

    They came almost simultaneously as Justin stroked his cock on the couch. He imagined a look of pure pleasure on his wife's face as Kevin's dick pulsed inside her pussy, filling her with his hot cum. Their moans were loud and wondrous, a surefire sign of their overwhelming satisfaction.

    Afterwards, Justin heard the sound of heavy breathing and the occasional slow, passionate kiss. He heard them touching each other in what he imagined was a soft, gentle manner as they came down from the heights of pleasure they'd reached.

    "You're incredible, Lacey," Kevin said.

    "You fuck me like no man ever has," she replied.

    The fact that it was true made it so much hotter for Justin to hear.

    More kisses followed before they decoupled. Justin thought of Lacey's pussy. He imagined it gaping open after the good fucking from their neighbor's big cock.

    "Thank you, as always, for the orgasm," Lacey said. "I should get going, though. I don't want Justin coming home to an empty house."

    "Of course," Kevin replied.

    They kissed - a long, lingering kiss by the sound of it - and the sound of footsteps filled Justin with excitement. Lacey was coming home, and she was coming home with a pussy brimming with another man's load.

    "I'll see you again?" Kevin asked.

    Lacey laughed softly. "Yes, you'll see me again, and again, and again. I'm serious when I say that you fuck me better than any man ever has, Kevin, and I'm not about to give that up. So, really, I'm yours for as long as you want me. I'm not always available, obviously, but I want you all the time."

    They kissed again, this time with what sounded like a great deal of passion. For the first time that day Justin felt a touch of jealousy as it became clear that Lacey felt a deep, genuine sort of desire for their neighbor. That jealousy brought with it a bit of worry, but his cock remained painfully stiff as he listened to his wife kiss the man that had just cum inside her.

    "If I didn't have to get home, I'd get on my knees right now and suck your dick until you were ready to fuck me again," she said. "That's how badly I want you, Kevin."

    Justin couldn't believe how hard his cock was. Despite the jealousy - or perhaps because of it - intense lust coursed through his body as he listened to his wife declare her desire for another man.

    "I hope I get to see you again soon," he said. "Maybe we could go for a run tomorrow after work?"

    "I'd like that," she replied.

    They shared a quick kiss, the door opened, and Justin heard footsteps on the porch. Lacey was coming home. He thought about putting his pants back on, but there was no point. He didn't need to hide the fact that he'd masturbated while Lacey fucked their neighbor.

    "I want you naked when I get home," Lacey said.

    Justin smiled, set his phone on the coffee table, and stripped as quickly as he could. He looked out the window and saw Lacey on the sidewalk.

    Justin rushed towards the door and opened it right as Lacey reached out to do the same thing. He stood there naked and fully erect and she smiled as her gaze focused on his cock.

    "I take it you enjoyed listening?" she asked.

    Justin nodded as Lacey slowly lifted the front of her skirt, revealing that some of Kevin's cum had indeed leaked out of her and was dripping down her thighs.

    "Get on your knees," she said.

    Justin fell to his knees and Lacey stepped into the house, closed the door, and reached back to unzip her skirt. It fell to the floor and she reached down and slowly ran her index finger over her pussy lips, moaning softly at her touch.

    "He fucked me good, baby," she said. "Though I'm sure you know that from listening, don't you?"

    Justin nodded.

    "He loves fucking a married woman. He loves knowing that he fucks me better than you do. He loves knowing that I need him to satisfy my desires, that you can't. He loves knowing that I prefer his cock to yours, Justin," she said.

    His dick throbbed as he watched some of Kevin's cum leak out of her pussy and fall to the floor.

    "Would you like to lick that up?" Lacey asked.

    It felt so dirty, yet Justin wanted to do it. The dirtiness of it might have been the reason he wanted to do it. "Yes," he said.

    "Then do it," she said. "Lick his cum off the floor. Lick up the cum that leaked out of my messy, freshly-fucked cunt."

    Overcome with desire, Justin fell to his hands and knees, dropped his head, and licked another man's cum off the floor. The salty bitterness danced on his tongue and he moaned as a surge of lust rushed down his spine and tingled between his legs.

    "Now lick him off my thighs," she said.

    Justin sat up and Lacey stepped closer, put a hand on the back of his head, and pulled him towards her thighs. He looked up his wife, extended his tongue, and licked another man's hot cum off her smooth, soft, warm skin. He thought of the vigorous fucking she'd received, of the sounds of pleasure he'd listened to, of the many dirty things Lacey had said to Kevin. He thought of it all and his dick throbbed with kinky delight as he cleaned the salty cum from her legs.

    Lacey rubbed her clit in slow circles and said, "I want to feed you his cum. I want to watch you drink Kevin's load from my pussy, Justin. I want to masturbate while you clean me."

    "Please, feed me," he said. "Feed me his cum. Feed me the cum of the man that fucks you better than I do."

    Justin's balls tingled with pleasure and tightened against his body as he said it. He felt an intense kind of lust coursing through him. He wanted to be fed.

    "On your back," Lacey instructed.

    Justin moved to his back and she straddled his head and sat on his face. Her pussy lowered onto his mouth and Justin pushed his tongue between her labia and moaned as the blissful taste of cum and her juices filled his mouth.

    "Mmm, fuck," Lacey said as her finger found her clit. She masturbated slowly, offering the throbbing flesh of her sex organ the pleasure it craved while Justin did his part and feasted on the load their neighbor had fucked into her just a few minutes prior.

    "Does it taste good, baby? Does his fucking cum taste good? Does the thick, creamy load of the man that fucks me better than you taste good?" she asked.

    Justin moaned and did his best to nod as he remained beneath his wife, his tongue probing her cunt in search of every drop of cum that Kevin had left inside her. Despite his overwhelming desire to do so, Justin refrained from masturbating because he wanted his focus to be entirely on Lacey's pleasure in that moment.

    When her thighs began to tremble on either side of his head, Justin knew an orgasm was in the offing. When she threw her head back and unleashed a beautiful moan as her finger moved swiftly over her clit, he knew it was moments away.

    "I'm cumming!" she screamed.

    A thick dollop of cum loosened itself from inside her and dropped into his mouth. Justin nearly gagged on it, but he managed to restrict the reflex and instead savored the taste of it while thinking of Kevin's cock pulsating wildly as it deposited rope after rope of thick, creamy cum inside her.

    After her climax, Lacey looked down at him with a hazy smile on her face, lifted her pussy from his mouth, and scooted back until she sat down and took Justin's stiffness between her plump labia.

    He closed his eyes and moaned at the unexpected and sudden pleasure that engulfed his loins. Lacey leaned down and kissed his neck while her fingers ran through his hair. She moaned, too, though far softer and more seductive than his.

    "Do you want to cum inside me?" she whispered.

    "More than anything," Justin replied.

    Lacey rocked her hips back and forth, milking his cock in the process. She showered his neck in soft kisses, nibbled his earlobe, and said, "Think about him fucking me, baby. Think about his big dick stretching your wife's pussy. Think about him cumming in my married cunt. Think about him screaming my name in pleasure. Think about me doing the same."

    She rode him faster and Justin ran his hands down her back and over her ass.

    "Think about him fucking me better than you," she said. "Think about me cumming all over his big cock in a way I've never cum on your cock. Think about him fucking your wife better than you do."

    That did it for Justin. It put him over the top. It left his body trembling with pleasure as he filled his wife's pussy with the second load she'd taken in the past fifteen minutes.

    "Thank you," he said. "Fuck...Lacey...thank you."

    "Believe me, it was my pleasure," she replied.

  
    Entertaining the New Neighbor - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    "Justin, Lacey!" Kevin said with a bright smile as he opened the front door. "Come in, come in!"

    He'd invited them over to spend Saturday afternoon hanging out by his pool. He'd promised to serve them lunch - barbecue, he'd said - and all the drinks they could handle. Lacey accepted the offer without hesitation and though Justin was a little skeptical - after all, Kevin thought he was fucking Lacey without Justin's knowledge - he couldn't resist the urge to watch his wife and their neighbor interact as friends.

    "I've made a pitcher of margaritas," Kevin said as they walked towards the back of the house. "I also have beers in the fridge and I could open a bottle of wine if you prefer."

    Lacey wore a sheer cover up and a fairly skimpy bikini - nothing scandalous, but it didn't offer much in the way of coverage - and Justin noted that she walked with a particularly seductive sway in her hips. He wasn't sure if she was a little sexier around the man she was having an affair with or if she was trying to be a bit of a tease, but Justin loved it.

    "I'd love a margarita," Lacey said. "Especially if it's strong."

    Kevin smiled. "Oh, you know I like it strong."

    They exchanged a decidedly flirty look and Justin felt a twinge of desire as he thought of the many times he'd watched their neighbor fuck his wife.

    "Justin, how about you?" Kevin asked. "A strong margarita?"

    "Yeah, why not," Justin replied before glancing once more at his wife's fantastic ass as it peaked out from under the cover up.

    Kevin grabbed a trio of glasses from the kitchen cabinet, coated the rim of each in a thin layer of salt, and filled them from the pitcher.

    Justin and Lacey took a glass and all three of them shared a quick toast before sipping. The look on Lacey's face made it clear that the margarita was, in fact, quite strong. Justin's face probably looked the same way. That was good, though, as he couldn't help but hope that his wife and the man she was fucking would get a little bit drunk and thus feel bold enough to try and somehow indulge in their desire for each other.

    "Let's go outside," Kevin suggested.

    They all filed into his backyard and Justin took a moment to admire the pool and surroundings from a slightly different perspective. The last time he'd been in the backyard he’d watched from a hidden position on the side of the house and he'd largely been focused on the sight of his wife sucking their neighbor's cock and getting fucked on one of the lounge chairs surrounding the pool. That had been a thrilling viewing experience, but he'd missed out on just how lovely Kevin's backyard was.

    "Wow, I'm jealous," Justin said. "This yard is incredible."

    Kevin looked out over his yard with smile. "It's a big part of why I bought the house, honestly."

    Lacey stepped closer, leaned over until her arm brushed against Kevin's, and said, "Well, we're certainly happy you moved in. It's always nice to have a neighbor you can be friends with, after all."

    Kevin unleashed a knowing smile - or at least what seemed to Justin to be a knowing smile - and raised his glass once more. "I couldn't agree more, he said."

    Lacey took a big sip of her margarita and then sauntered towards the pool as both Kevin and Justin watched. She set the drink down, lifted the cover up over her head, and looked over her shoulder. She smiled and Justin thought she was looking at him, but he was close enough to Kevin that her smile could have been for either of them. Then she walked to the edge of the pool and dove in. Her body disappeared under the water with barely a splash and Kevin put his drink down, took off his shirt, and hastily followed.

    "Are you coming?" he asked.

    "I'll be right there," Justin replied. "I just need to use the bathroom first. I'll be right back."

    He set his drink down next to Kevin's and headed inside. He found the bathroom, but he didn't need to use it. He just wanted to give his wife a little time alone with the man who'd provided her with a wealth of orgasms over the past few months.

    Justin looked out the window in time to see Kevin swim up to Lacey at the shallow end of the pool. He wasted no time in kissing her and she showed no hesitancy in welcoming that kiss. She wrapped her legs around him and Kevin lifted her out of the water and set her on the edge of the pool. One of his strong hands found her breasts and Justin found himself getting hard as he watched his wife so lustily welcome the touch of another man.

    He didn't have a perfect view, but Justin was certain he saw Lacey reach down and play with Kevin's cock. Then, to his surprise, that cock appeared. It seemed that she'd loosened his swimsuit and freed it. Despite knowing that they couldn't have had more than a few minutes while Justin went to the bathroom, they seemed determined to fool around.

    Lacey slid back into the pool and Kevin took her place on the ledge. He was seated at the perfect angle for Justin to watch his wife quickly engulf the neighbor's big cock in her mouth. She went to work offering a passionate blowjob, stroking him as her lips moved up and down the thick shaft. Kevin put a hand on the back of her head and seemingly applied just a bit of pressure, urging Lacey to take as much of his big cock as she could.

    Justin could have watched them all day - and he certainly would have enjoyed it - but he flushed the toilet and watched his wife look up. The window was open and they must have heard it, for she quickly tucked Kevin's cock back into his swimsuit and he slipped into the water.

    Lacey swam away and Justin left the bathroom as his cock deflated. He stepped out into the backyard, grabbed another sip from the strong margarita, and then took off his shirt and jumped into the pool.

    They spent the next few hours swimming, lounging in the sun, and indulging in just enough drinking to keep them good and buzzed. Nobody had to drive home, after all, so there was no reason not to have a damn good time.

    To Justin's delight, he spotted Lacey and Kevin indulging in the occasional intimate touch or lusty look. It was clear their little dalliance while he was in the bathroom had ignited their desire and they weren't capable of compartmentalizing it. That served to thrill Justin, of course, as he'd gotten spectacularly aroused while watching his wife give a poolside blowjob.

    "Who's hungry?" Kevin asked after the pitcher of margaritas had been emptied and they'd all spent a wealth of time in the pool.

    Lacey and Justin both raised their hands and their gracious host smiled and headed for the house. He swayed just a little as he walked, demonstrating the effect of the strong drinks.

    "Are you enjoying yourself?" Justin asked as he slipped into the pool once more to join his bikini clad wife.

    She swap up to him, kissed his neck, and said, "My pussy's been wet for him for the past three hours."

    Justin smiled. "Since you sucked his dick, you mean?"

    Lacey returned his smile and her hand drifted under the water and between his legs. She stroked his cock through his swimsuit and asked, "You saw that?"

    "The bathroom has a very good view of the pool. He was on you so fast I couldn't help but wonder why he bothered inviting me, and it seemed like you were more than happy to indulge in a little bit of fun. I'm not sure I've ever seen you suck cock with such passion," he said.

    Lacey looked past Justin and towards the house before kissing his neck once more. Her lips were wet and soft and her tongue danced over his flesh for a few moments before she said, "I love his cock, baby. I love how big it is. I love sucking on it. I love making him feel good. I love the way he moans when I blow him. I love thinking about how good his cock is going to feel in my pussy while I'm sucking it."

    "I love that you love all of that," Justin replied as his dick reached an impossibly erect state in his swimsuit.

    He was hoping for more, but Lacey swam away as Justin heard the sliding glass door open. He turned to see Kevin step outside holding a cutting board lined with skewers of meat and vegetables that would soon be sizzling on the grill.

    "Looks good!" he called out.

    Kevin smiled and opened the grill before laying each of the skewers on the grates. Justin turned his head when he heard Lacey get out of the pool. He admired how astoundingly good her body looked as water cascaded off of it. She quickly patted herself dry with a towel and headed for the house.

    "I'll be right back," she said to Justin.

    He watched Lacey head for the house and saw her reach out and gently brush her fingers over Kevin's arm on her way in. A smile crept across the neighbor's face as he finished laying the skewers on the grill and followed her inside with the now empty cutting board.

    Justin closed his eyes and let his body slip under the water for a few moments. Then he got out of the pool and headed for the house. He couldn't go inside, though, so he walked towards the bathroom window, which he knew was open. He didn't dare look inside, but he smiled when he heard the sound of kissing.

    "I want you," Kevin said.

    Lacey moaned.

    "I know you want me too. I can feel it. You're soaked," he said. He must have been fingering her.

    She moaned again and offered token resistance, "But Justin's just outside. He could come in the house at any moment."

    "Let me fuck you," Kevin said. "Just for a few minutes. Let me just be inside you, Lacey. I don't have to finish. I don't have to cum. I just want to be inside you."

    Justin leaned against the house and rubbed his cock through his swimsuit as he listened to the distinct sound of vigorous fingering coming from the bathroom window.

    "Okay," Lacey said. Of course she folded. She probably knew that Justin was listening from outside the window and she absolutely knew he'd appreciate hearing her get fucked. "You can fuck me."

    They both moaned. Kevin was inside her. He was fucking Justin's wife just a few feet away on the other side of the wall that separated them.

    "Oh my god," Lacey said. "You feel so good inside me. Fuck, Kevin, I love your cock."

    Justin stroked his dick faster. He was hard in his swimsuit. Almost painfully so. It felt so good, though.

    The sound of sex, kissing, and beautiful moans of pleasure drifted through the window. They'd clearly surrendered to their mutual desire and tossed aside any sense of caution.

    "I wanna make you cum," Kevin said. "I wanna make this perfect pussy of yours cum."

    "Fuck me harder," Lacey replied.

    Justin pulled his swimsuit down and took hold of his stiff cock as he closed his eyes and imagined Lacey sitting on the bathroom counter with her legs spread and Kevin's big dick moving in and out of her married pussy. He masturbated as his wife offered her pussy to another man, to someone who'd proven superior to him, who'd fucked her better each and every time they'd been together since their first cheating dalliance.

    "Cum on my cock," Kevin encouraged her. "Cum on my cock while your husband sits by the pool."

    It took just a few seconds for Lacey to do exactly as he wanted. She wasn't especially quiet about her pleasure, either, moaning with wild abandon as she came with another man's cock fucking her slick, tight married pussy.

    Justin very nearly came, too, but he thought better of it and held off, tucking his cock back into his swimsuit and walking away from the house. He grabbed his empty margarita glass and made his way into the house in search of another drink.

    "Oh, hey," Kevin said as he stepped into the kitchen with a mildly surprised look on his face and a fairly noticeable bulge between his legs.

    Justin held up his glass. "Just looking for a drink."

    "How about I whip up another batch of margaritas?" Kevin suggested.

    Justin set his glass on the counter, smiled, and said, "That sounds good to me."

    "Hey, honey," Lacey replied as she too returned to the kitchen. Her nipples were stiff and poking through her skimpy bikini top and there was a rather obvious wet spot - far wetter than the rest of her bikini - between her legs, no doubt from the excess of juices leaking from her pussy after a good fucking that had given her a loud orgasm.

    A few seconds of silence - silence that felt decidedly awkward to Justin - passed between them. Lacey then glanced at Justin's crotch and he followed her gaze. His swimsuit had largely dried as he'd leaned against the house, but there was a distinct wet spot where his cock had leaked a great deal of precum.

    "Why don't you let Justin make the margaritas," Lacey said as she approached their neighbor. "We wouldn't want the food to overcook on the grill, after all."

    Kevin turned to Justin, smiled, and said, "You got this?"

    Justin nodded. After all, it was as simple as combining the margarita mix and tequila along with some ice to keep things cold. It really couldn't have been easier.

    Lacey gently ran her fingers over Kevin's arm - in a manner that Justin would have missed if he wasn't looking directly at his wife - and they headed for the backyard together. Kevin went right for the grill and turned each of the skewers before lowering the heat and dropping the lid once more.

    As they moved towards the pool - perhaps to cool off with yet another swim - Justin turned his attention to the margaritas. He added plenty of tequila to the pitcher, poured in the mix, and a healthy amount of ice, gave it all a good swirl, and then poured himself a glass. Justin took a sip, smiled at how strong and delicious the drink was, and turned to join his wife and their neighbor outside.

    He stopped at the door. Lacey and Kevin weren't in the pool. Instead, he was standing poolside and Lacey was on her knees in front of him. Her bikini top was on the ground and so was Kevin's swimsuit. Most importantly, his cock was in her mouth.

    Justin opened the sliding glass door and stepped into the backyard. Kevin looked his way, but there was no sense of alarm on his face. Instead, there was a confident smile. Something had clearly changed. Perhaps Kevin had seen the wet spot in Justin's swimsuit. Perhaps he'd known Justin was listening outside the bathroom window. Perhaps Lacey had simply informed their neighbor that Justin was well-aware of their affair and that he was into it.

    Lacey deepthroated Kevin's cock and the smile on his face transformed into a look of intense pleasure. Of course it did. His dick was buried in the throat of a beautiful married woman that wanted nothing more than to make him feel good, and to do so while her husband stood there watching with a drink in his hand and a boner in his swimsuit.

    "Come closer, baby," Lacey said as she stroked Kevin's long, spit-soaked shaft. "Come and watch."

    Justin walked across the backyard as Lacey looked up at Kevin, sank just a little lower, and took his balls in her mouth. She played with the head of his cock and pleasured his sack while he smiled down at her.

    As Justin neared them, Lacey released their neighbor's balls from her mouth, stood up, and crawled onto one of the lounge chairs. She looked at her husband and smiled as Kevin moved behind her, lowered her bikini bottoms, and rubbed the plump head of his dick over her pussy lips.

    "You wanted him to know," Lacey said. "You walked into the house with that wet spot in your swimsuit. Your cock was still half hard. It was so obvious you'd been listening to him fuck me, Justin. You wanted him to know that you were listening, that it turns you on that Kevin fucks your wife, that he fucks me better than you do."

    Lacey reached up, untied Justin's swimsuit, and pulled it down, freeing his cock. She moaned while Kevin filled her from behind and her fingers wrapped around Justin's cock. She looked up at him and moaned softly while every inch of another man's cock disappeared into her slick married pussy.

    "Now I know," Kevin said. "I know this turns you on. I know you fucking love it. I know you've been watching. I know you've been eating my cum out of your wife and getting off on it."

    Lacey bit her lower lip and moaned as she squeezed the head of Justin's cock and then stroked it swiftly, using his precum as lube.

    "This is better, isn't it?" Lacey asked. "You don't have to hide anymore. You don't have to listen on the phone. You don't have to rely on me giving you the details. You can watch, baby. You can get up close and personal and watch as Kevin fucks me."

    Justin knew he should have felt a certain amount of humiliation. After all, his dirty little secret was out in the open. Kevin was well aware that Justin got off on eating his cum out of Lacey's pussy. He was well aware that Justin couldn't get enough of the fact that his wife was having better sex with someone else. He didn't feel that humiliation, though. He felt pleasure. Only the purest, most perfect pleasure.

    Justin sank to his knees. Lacey smiled and caressed his face as her tits bounced and she moaned with every deep thrust of Kevin's cock into her pussy.

    "I love that he knows," Justin said.

    She leaned in and kissed him. She lured his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it. She offered hers and he sucked with wild abandon, moaning as his dick throbbed from the sheer joy of the situation he found himself in.

    "Tell him to cum inside me," Lacey said. "Tell him to cum in your wife so you can lick it out of me."

    Justin looked up and saw Kevin smiling at him. There was such confidence in that smile, and with good reason. "Please, Kevin, cum in my wife. Cum in her pussy so I can lick it out of her. Cum inside her so I can clean up your load."

    For a moment, Justin thought he might have an orgasm at merely uttering those words. A euphoric sense of pleasure washed over him as he fully surrendered to the part of him that had awakened the day he'd watched Lacey and Kevin begin their affair. This was what he wanted, what he craved, what brought him greater pleasure than anything else.

    "My pleasure," Kevin replied.

    He fucked Lacey hard as the sounds of their bodies crashing together resonated throughout the backyard. Justin played with his wife's tits and they shared deeply passionate kisses as she got fucked, as she prepared to take the neighbor's load in her pussy.

    Kevin buried his cock balls deep inside her and a series of grunts and groans filled the air as a look of the most intense pleasure came over his face.

    "Can I clean your pussy?" Justin asked. "Can I clean his cum out of you?"

    Lacey smiled, kissed him, and said, "Of course you can."

    Justin stood and moved behind his wife right as Kevin pulled out. Her pussy lips looked pink and puffy as they gaped open from the vigorous fucking he'd delivered. He dropped to his knees, ran his fingers over her perfect ass cheeks, and leaned in.

    "Hold on," Kevin said. "What should a man like you say to me before you dive in to her pussy?"

    Justin looked up at their neighbor and saw a confident smile on his face. He knew what Kevin wanted. Justin wanted to give it to him, too. "Thank you for fucking my wife. Thank you for cumming inside her."

    "You're welcome," Kevin replied. "Now enjoy my cum."

    That sense of euphoria - fueled by this beautiful kink he'd surrendered to - filled Justin once more as he leaned in and pushed his tongue into his wife's pussy. Lacey moaned as Kevin stepped in front of her, put a hand on the back of her head, and pushed his cock into her mouth.

    "Mmm, that's so fucking good," he said. "I do like this better. We can have so much more fun this way."

    He was right. Watching in secret had been thrilling, but what had unfolded in Kevin's backyard was so much hotter. It was indescribably arousing and Justin's cock felt as though it had never been so hard. Lacey's pussy had never tasted so good and cleaning Kevin's cum out of her had never been so exciting.

    "Should I let him cum?" Lacey asked as she looked up at their neighbor.

    "Not yet," Kevin replied. "We're not done having fun, after all."

    The joy was obvious in Lacey's voice as she asked, "We're not?"

    Kevin slipped his cock back into her mouth, put a hand on the back of her head, and gently fucked her face as he said, "Not even close."

    Justin buried his tongue in Lacey's pussy, scooped out as much cum as he could find, swallowed, and then rimmed her ass vigorously just because it turned him on to do so.

    He was more than happy not to cum. He was more than happy to do whatever their neighbor wanted in that moment as he'd never been so turned on. Whatever the rest of the day held, Justin was absolutely certain it was going to be intensely arousing, and that was something worth being excited for.

  
    Every Once in a While She Cucks and Dominates You

    In most ways, you're not an unusual man. You have a good job that you like. You have a family that you love. You have a home that you're very proud of in a neighborhood that's warm and welcoming. You have lots of friends, a handful of whom you'd count among your best friends in the world.

    You usually work 40 hours a week. You spend most weekends with your wife, family, and friends. You're about as normal as a man can be. For the most part, at least.

    There's one thing that's a little different about you, though. You're a cuckold. You love being a cuckold, in fact. It's the one thing that turns you on more than any other.

    Your life doesn't allow for a great deal of cuckolding. You're busy. Your wife is busy. It's hard for her to get away for a night with another man. It can be hard for you two to have fun afterwards, what with having to take care of your family.

    It happens every once in a while, though, and it's always incredible. Sometimes your wife plans ahead. Sometimes she doesn't, though. Sometimes she gets a text from one of her lovers and she's in the right kind of mood and she decides that tonight is the night she's going to cuckold you.

    Tonight is one of those nights. You don't know it until she comes out of the bedroom looking as though she's put a great deal of effort into her hair and makeup. She's wearing jeans and a sweater, but that's mostly because it would look weird to leave your suburban neighborhood in a full-on hookup outfit on a Monday night.

    It's an hour after dinner. Your son and daughter are watching TV. In another hour they'll be in bed. Your wife gives them each a kiss and says she's going out and that daddy will put them to bed.

    You walk her to the front door. She kisses you. It's the kind of long, deep, erotic kiss that signals she'll be doing something naughty with another man tonight.

    "Have fun," you say.

    "I will," your wife replies before lowering her voice to a whisper. "I put on something naughty for him. Something he's going to fuck me in. Something I'll let you see when I get home. I expect you to be a good cuck for me tonight, though."

    That's all she says, but it's more than enough to excite you. She's going to dominate you tonight. When she says she expects you to be a good cuck that's code for how your evening is going to unfold when she returns.

    You love all parts of being a cuckold, but nothing is quite as thrilling to you as when your wife dominates you. There's just something about playing the part of a submissive cuckold - and one that will do anything to please his wife - that thrills you beyond words.

    You head for the bedroom, gather the dirty clothes, and start the laundry after your wife leaves. You tend to do most of the chores around the house, but you've always found it thrilling - and a little bit arousing - to do chores while your wife is out having sex with another man. After the laundry starts you head to the kitchen to finish cleaning up after dinner.

    You spend the rest of your night in work mode. You do three loads of laundry and make sure everything is folded and put away. You clean the kitchen and living room. You tuck your son and daughter into bed. You make sure the dog gets a walk. You turn down the bedding and make sure the room looks inviting for when your wife returns.

    As you work, you spend quite a lot of time wondering which man she's with. There are currently four that she sees from time to time. No one is all that regular, but all four of them give your wife the kind of sex she craves, though each is a little different. Some are aggressive. Some are passionate. Some are dominant. Some are into lovemaking. She can pick whichever man she likes to give her whatever she craves in that moment and you get to benefit regardless because nothing feels better than being a cuckold.

    It's late - nearing midnight - when your wife returns. She looks much the same as she did when she left, but you can see that she's happier. That makes sense, of course. There's nothing like a good fucking to make a woman happy, after all, and the men she sleeps with give her the kind of sex she craves, the kind that her husband can't provide.

    You greet her at the door - you open it for her, in fact - and she steps inside.

    "Did you have a good night?" you ask.

    "It was perfect," she replies with a smile. "Better than perfect, actually."

    You step closer to kiss her - you love to kiss her after she's been with another man - but she steps back and points to her feet. Without hesitation you fall to your knees, bend over, and kiss her toes, which are exposed thanks to the heels she wore to fuck another man.

    "That's a good cuck," she says softly. "Kiss my toes."

    It thrills you to fall to your knees in front of your wife. It thrills you to submit in ways both small and large, especially since you don't get to do it very often. You sit back on your knees and look up at her and she smiles, though it's the sort of smile that makes you think you're in for a night of beautiful domination.

    "I did the laundry while you were gone. I cleaned the kitchen and the bedroom, too," you say.

    She steps closer and runs her fingers through your hair. The smell of sex - it's subtle, but you know that's what the smell is - fills your nose. You want to lean in and press your nose against your wife's crotch, but you restrain your desires.

    "I like that you're so eager to do chores while I'm out," she says. "I like that you're eager to do them even when I'm here. I like that you want to show me how good of a husband and a cuck you can be. I like that it's so rewarding for you when I fuck other men."

    Your loins tingle. She's right. It is rewarding for you. Hugely so.

    "I love that you fuck other men," you say. "I love that they bring you satisfaction and pleasure that I can't."

    She smiles while tracing your lips with her finger. She bites her lower lip and pushes that finger into your mouth. You suck on it and feel that submissive bliss spread through your body.

    "My lovers are superior to you," she says softly. "Far superior, in fact."

    Your cock grows. She knows that you enjoy being humiliated on these nights, that it excites you in ways you can't explain. It took her a while to come around to the notion of humiliating you, but she's on board now.

    She pulls her finger from your mouth and lifts the bottom of her sweater, exposing the black lace that covers her stomach. It's a small tease of the lingerie she wore for him, but you suspect it's a bodysuit. You love the way those look. It's your favorite kind of lingerie, in fact, which is why the only time you see it on her is after she's worn it for another man.

    "I wore something new," she says. "I wore it for him. I wore it for a worthy man. One that deserves to fuck me. One that deserves the pleasure of my pussy. Not like you, cuck. You don't deserve to fuck me. You're not worthy of my tight, wet cunt. You're not worthy of the pleasure it provides."

    Your dick is hard now. Fully erect. You're a little worried that someone might wake up and walk in on you on your knees. Your son isn't the heaviest of sleepers.

    "Come," your wife says she offers her hand. "You have work to do, cuck."

    You stand and take her hand. She leads you to the bedroom. She locks the door, giving you the privacy you both crave on a night like tonight.

    "Strip," she instructs.

    Your wife stands and stares as you remove your clothes. She smiles upon the release of your cock and takes it in her hand and strokes it while you remove your shirt.

    "Just like a cuck to get hard when his wife tells him he's not worthy of her pussy," she notes.

    She's still fully-clothed and you feel a little vulnerable standing there without a stitch on you while she strokes your dick. That vulnerability feels good, though. You only ever feel it with your wife as she's the only person you'd trust enough to be so vulnerable. You like that you can feel that way with her, that you can share everything with her, that you can trust her to take care with your fantasies, your secret desires, your deepest sexual needs.

    "He was in my mouth right before I left," she says. "He fucked me so good that I wanted to pleasure him one more time before I left."

    "Did you...you gave him a blowjob?"

    Your wife nods.

    "And did he...did he cum in your mouth?"

    "Yes."

    "Right before you left?"

    She nods and steps closer. Your cock presses into her thigh. "Do you think you can guess which of my lovers I was with based on the taste on my tongue?"

    "I want to try," you say.

    She kisses you. Her lips part. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. Deep into your mouth. You taste him. It's faint, but you taste him. You've tasted him before. You've tasted all of them before. You taste his cock. You taste his cum. You can smell him, too. You can smell him coming off of her. You imagine him kissing her neck and her cheeks. You imagine his body on top of hers as he fucks her, leaving his scent behind.

    "Who fucked me tonight?" your wife asks.

    "Jason," you answer.

    She steps back and smiles brightly. "Very good, cuck. I love that you can tell which of my lovers has had his way with my by taste. I love that you've tasted him often enough that you know. That you've smelled him on me enough that you know. I love that I've been fucked so many times by the other men in my life that you can sense them without being told which of them has had his way with me."

    She moves behind you, kisses the back of your neck, and takes your cock in her hand. Her sweater is soft against your back and her jeans feel warm against your ass.

    "Of course, it's also pathetic, isn't it? You've tasted - and consumed - so much cum that you can now tell the difference. You've tasted so much cock that you know the difference. What kind of man can say that? What kind of man would actually be proud to say that? A pathetic kind of man, that's who. A cuck. A man that knows that he's not anywhere near man enough to actually satisfy his wife. A man that knows he needs other men to satisfy her. A man that knows that it's his place in life to be a cuck. A man that would get on his knees and beg a superior man to fuck his wife."

    "I would," you say. It's true. You've done it before. It doesn't happen often, but you've been on your knees in front of Jason and a few other lovers she’s had over the years. You've begged him to fuck your wife. You've humiliated yourself like that. You've done it for your pleasure and for theirs. You've sucked his cock, too. You're that kind of cuckold. The kind that will truly do anything to make his wife and her lovers happy. The kind that gets off on the humiliation of sucking another man's dick, too, especially when that dick sucking results in an erection that will satisfy your wife.

    "Do you think you deserve to cum?" she asks.

    "No," you answer.

    She purrs. "I like that you're not convinced you deserve to have an orgasm, but the truth is, you do. A cuckold deserves a reward every once in a while. You sacrifice so much, after all. You don't get to fuck me anywhere near as often as other men do. You don't get to enjoy my pussy anywhere near as much as they do. You certainly don't get to enjoy my mouth anywhere near as often as they do."

    She turns your head and her lips find yours. Her tongue fucks your mouth aggressively and you moan as she strokes your cock with a tighter grip, delivering a deeper kind of pleasure that drives you mad with desire.

    "You're a good cuck," she whispers. "So I'm going to reward you tonight. Get on your knees again."

    You fall to your knees and your wife steps in front of you. She takes off her sweater and your mouth hangs open as you see the top of her bodysuit for the first time. You don't recognize it. You love it, though. It's tight and black and the material is semi-sheer. You can see her nipples and her belly button and her smooth, milky white skin.

    "Is that new?" you ask.

    She nods. "Do you like it?"

    "I love it."

    Your wife smiles. "I bought it for him. For Jason. I wanted to wear it for him before you saw it. He deserved to see it before you. He deserved to fuck me in it before you. He deserved to christen this beautiful lingerie, to see my body in it, to slide the lace aside and push his big cock into my needy cunt while I begged him to fuck me hard."

    Your dick throbs. You love that she bought the lingerie for him, that she wore it for him, that she wanted him to see it before you did.

    "You agree that you don't deserve to be the first man to fuck me in something beautiful, don't you?" she asks.

    "Yes, I do. A cuck doesn't deserve to see his wife in lingerie until another man - a superior man - has enjoyed that lingerie."

    Saying it turns you on and it seems to do the same for her as she moans before unbuttoning her jeans. She lowers them, taking them off over the heels and kicking them aside. She puts her hands on her hips and stands in front of you in her lingerie and high heels.

    She looks amazing, but you can't help but stare at the wet spot between her legs. The exceptionally wet spot, in fact.

    "Did he cum inside you?" you ask.

    She smiles. "Of course he did. You know that Jason always gets to cum inside me." She reaches out and gently caresses your face. "Does that make you jealous? Does it drive you crazy with jealousy that I let another man cum inside me and that I make my cuck husband wear condoms when he fucks me?"

    "Yes," you say.

    Two of her fingers enter your mouth. "You don't deserve to cum inside me. You can't fuck me to anywhere near as powerful an orgasm as the other men in my life so you don't deserve to pump your load into my tight cunt. Your cum belongs in a condom, which ends up in the trash. His cum belongs in my pussy, though sometimes it ends up in your greedy little cum slut mouth, doesn't it?"

    You moan around her fingers. You know that it's humiliating to want to lick another man's cum out of your wife, and yet you can't help your desire. You want it. You crave it. It turns you on to plunge your tongue into her cum-filled pussy and to hear her moan before she degrades you for cleaning her so eagerly.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and wipes them on your cheek. She bends over, smiles, and says, "You are a greedy little cum slut. I can see it in your eyes when you clean me. I can see how much you enjoy it. I can see how it thrills you to coat your tongue in another man's load and swallow it like a fucking cum whore."

    Then she kisses you. She likes to do so every once in a while to remind you that she loves you, that she's turned on by the game you're playing. It feels good. It's a perfect antidote to the humiliation and somehow makes it more arousing when she goes back to it.

    "Are you hungry, my little cum slut?" she asks.

    "Yes," you admit.

    Your wife stands and backs up until she's sitting against the bed. She spreads her legs and beckons you closer. You crawl towards her and she smiles. She grabs a handful of your hair when you're close enough and guides you between her legs.

    "Lick me," she says. "Taste him through my lingerie."

    You lick her pussy through the lace of her bodysuit. You taste his cum. You taste her juices. You feel the warmth of it against your tongue. You moan. You're so close to what you want, and yet you're being denied true bliss by a thin strip of fabric.

    "Beg for it, cum slut."

    "Please, let me clean your pussy," you say. "I want to taste you. I want to taste him. I want to be...I want to be your cum slut. I want to be your cum whore. Please."

    She smiles and laughs softly. "You're so pathetic. I never would have imagined those words coming out of your mouth when we got married. I never would imagined I was giving myself to a man that would one day get on his knees and beg to devour a superior man's seed from my cunt. Here we are, though. My pathetic cuck husband on his knees and imploring me to let him lick my messy cunt clean and doing so with a stiff dick between his legs."

    Your dick is as hard as it's ever been.

    "Clean me."

    She pulls the lace aside and you plunge your tongue inside her. You taste her. You taste him. His cum has thinned out since he shot it inside her, but it's still there. It's salty and hot and bitter and it dances on your taste buds and burns a little as it slides down your throat.

    You lose yourself in the clean up as she grabs a second handful of your hair and pulls tight. You plunge your tongue deep inside her and wiggle it around. You devour every drop of cum you can find. You lick up her juices. She begins to grind her hips a little, rubbing her clit against your nose and upper lip. You look up and see pleasure on her face.

    "You fucking cum whore," she says. "Eat his load out of me. Eat it like the pathetic cuck you are. Eat like the fucking cum dumpster you've become. Eat it out of me and show me that you know your place as a pathetic cuck. Show me that you know why you cum in a condom and he cums in my pussy. Show me that you understand why your cum gets thrown in the trash and his cum ends up in my married cunt."

    She cums soon after. She cums with your tongue inside her and cleaning up the remains of her lover's load. She cums hard, too, closing her eyes and clamping her thighs around your head while her body vibrates from the pleasure.

    When she's done, your wife releases her grip on your hair and slides back into the bed. "Put on a condom and fuck me," she says.

    You grab a condom from the nightstand and put it on. It's humiliating to do so but that only makes your dick harder. You crawl into the bed and between her legs. You slip inside her. You kiss her. You share the taste of his cum with her. You fuck her with slow strokes to try and extend the pleasure.

    "It feels good inside me, doesn't it cuck?"

    "Yes," you answer.

    "And it feels good to have to wear a condom to fuck your wife, doesn’t it? It feels good to know your place, to know that you're not worthy of cumming in my pussy, not when I have real men to do that."

    You cum in the condom. The humiliation - the delicious humiliation - puts you over the top. You cum so hard. It feels so fucking good after a night of arousal.

    "Thank you," you say when you're done.

    She takes your head in her hands and kisses you softly. "I love you," she says.

    You smile. "I love you too."

    She kisses you again. "Now go toss the condom in the trash and then come and give me a foot rub before we go to bed."

    "It would be my pleasure," you say.

    And it will be your pleasure. It's always a cuckold's pleasure to do whatever it takes to make his wife feel good.

  
    Everyone Has Their Place

    Everyone has their place in the triumvirate that is the basis for many successful cuckold relationships.

    As the cuckold, you’re the lowest on the totem pole. Your pleasure is derived from the pleasure your wife and her bull enjoy as they play with each other. You dedicated yourself to them, and if you’re lucky enough to receive an orgasm as part of your evening, that’s a bonus. It is not a guarantee, though.

    Your duties are largely to do as you’re told and they can be wide-ranging. They can include preparing your wife for her bull’s arrival, serving them both food and drinks, preparing your wife’s pussy for her bull’s cock, fluffing her bull, and cleanup, among other things. As a cuckold, you will do all of these things and more without hesitation. You will do so because your wife has decided that you are not capable of pleasing her like she deserves.

    Your wife is in the middle of the triumvirate and her role can shift depending on how dominant her bull is and what he wants from her. In most cases her role includes helping you embrace your newfound place in the marriage. She will tease you relentlessly and deny you access to her pussy. She will let you worship her with your mouth and fingers but you will not fuck her, despite your desire to do so.

    Your wife’s role also includes duties to her bull, particularly if he is dominant. You feel a desire to serve her needs and she feels that same desire to serve his needs. She offers her mouth for his pleasure. She offers her pussy. If she’s willing, she offers her asshole as well and her bull takes what he desires and in doing so he gives your wife what she’s needed for so long: Great orgasms.

    Your wife’s bull sits at the top of the triumvirate and most of the time he will be in control. If he desires, he will set rules for when and how you’re allowed access to your wife’s body. He might even control when you’re allowed to orgasm.

    It’s the bull’s job to ensure your wife’s pleasure. He must make absolutely certain that she’s having the best sex of her life every time they’re together. He must take steps to ensure that he knows how to treat her, how to fuck her, how to make her cum in a way no man ever has. In doing so, he deepens her desire for him and strengthens his sense of control over the both of you.

    Every cuckold relationship is different and it doesn’t always work like this, but it sure is fun when it does.

  
    Ex-Boyfriend Bliss

    Bethany snuggled up with her husband and moved her hand between his legs. She let her fingers rest on his thigh for a few moments before slowly moving towards his crotch.

    “Bethany, please,” Austin said.

    Bethany looked up and smiled at the mildly agonized look her husband wore on his face. “What’s the matter, sweetheart?” she asked.

    “It’s awfully hard to fall asleep when you’re doing that,” he said.

    Bethany’s fingers continued their journey between his legs as she kissed his neck and moaned in that soft, sensual way she knew her husband loved. “But I like to tease you,” she said.

    Her fingers encircled the chastity device that encased his cock and she caressed him, taking her time to tease the little bits of his soft flesh that poked through the openings. She tapped her fingernails on the device, teasing him with the knowledge that his cock was locked away until she decided to release him.

    “Bethany…please,” Austin said. “Please…just…it aches. You know it aches.”

    Bethany shifted her legs as she felt that pleasing tingle she’d become accustomed to in the week since she’d put Austin’s cock in the device that currently held it. From the moment she’d locked him up she’d been riding high on the sense of control and the absolute delight of his submission. Even when he didn’t seem in the mood to submit he didn’t really have a choice. The chastity device forced it. He had no chance of release if he wasn’t good for her.

    “Can I go down on you?” Austin asked. “Can I make you cum?”

    In the past few days he’d begun to buck against the delight she took in teasing him. It seemed that he’d reached a place of desperation where experiencing great arousal in chastity had become more torturous than fun.

    “No, you may not,” Bethany said, though the idea of his tongue lapping at her pussy was quite delightful. She wanted something else, though, so she caressed his testicles with her delicate, talented fingers and made him moan once more.

    “Please, Bethany, I’m desperate,” Austin said as he began to writhe ever-so-slightly in the bed. “I’ll do anything.”

    “Mmmm,” Bethany moaned before she kissed his neck and deftly straddled her husband. She pulled her panties aside and rubbed her wet pussy over his locked up cock.

    “Fuck, Bethany, that feels so good. Please let me out,” Austin said. “Please let me out and take me inside you. Please. Just please let me out.”

    Bethany suspected the begging would get tiresome after a while, but she found it thrilling a week into his imprisonment. She particularly liked the desperate look on his face. It was a beautiful mixture of agony and arousal that left her dripping with desire.

    “Can you feel my pussy?” she asked. “Can you feel how wet I am through that little cage of yours?”

    “Yes!” Austin said as his hands moved up her thighs and to her waist. “It feels incredible, but it would feel so much better if I was hard and inside you.”

    Bethany grabbed Austin’s wrists and pinned them above his head as she leaned down. She sat her pussy on the tip of his locked cock and kissed him. He moaned into her mouth as she penetrated him with her tongue and felt her juices dripping out around his caged genitals.

    “What if I don’t want your hard cock inside me?” Bethany whispered.

    “Do you want my tongue inside you? Do you want to sit on my face?” he asked. “Please, I’ll do anything. I just need to orgasm.”

    “I don’t know. I like you like this,” she said. “I like how desperate you are. I like how eager you are to please me.”

    They kissed again. Bethany held her lips against his long enough for Austin to calm down a little as he lost himself in her passion.

    “There is one thing I want,” she said.

    Austin’s face lit up as he clung to the hope that she was going to give him the release he craved.

    “Whatever you want. I’ll do anything,” Austin said.

    Bethany smiled and moved her pussy over his locked up cock. “Are you sure? You shouldn’t make promises you can’t keep.”

    “Anything, Bethany. I’ll do anything,” he said.

    “I want to go on a date with Buck,” Bethany said.

    Bethany watched the same mixture of agony and arousal cross Austin’s face. It wasn’t the first time she’d brought up her ex-boyfriend. It wasn’t the first time she’d mentioned her desire for him. It was, however, the first time she’d mentioned actually taking her fantasies about going on a date with Buck and making them a reality.

    “Bethany…please,” Austin said.

    “You said you’d do anything for me,” Bethany replied as she ground her pussy over his locked up cock. “This is what I want, Austin. I want you to tell me it’s okay to go on a date with my ex-boyfriend. I want you to tell me it’s okay if I want to do the kinds of things that girls do with guys when they go on dates.”

    Bethany knew she had him. The promise he’d made didn’t really matter, of course. That was just a way of unleashing her fantasy. No, she knew she had him because of the look on his face. She knew she had him because it was easy to tell that the idea of her going on a date with Buck was arousing to Austin.

    She leaned down and kissed his neck as she slowly dragged her wet pussy over his locked up dick. “I promise I won’t be too naughty,” Bethany whispered. “I’m not the kind of girl that fucks on a first date, after all.”

    “But you’ve already been on a first date with him,” Austin said. “You’ve already been on lots of dates with him.”

    Bethany moved to the other side of his neck and kissed him again. “I guess you’re right,” she said. “I’ve already fucked him, too. I’ve already fucked him lots of times. In fact, I can remember what it felt like to have him inside me. I can remember how good it felt to have Buck’s long, thick cock in my pussy.”

    Austin unleashed a moan that sounded like pure lust. He was thinking about her fucking another man. He was thinking about the cuckold fantasy they’d talked about. He’d been locked in a chastity device for a week and it had unleashed his desire in a way he’d clearly never experienced before. All of it delighted Bethany to no end.

    “Okay,” Austin said. “You can go on a date with your ex. You can go on a date with Buck.”

    “And I can do the kinds of things that girls do on dates?” Bethany asked. “I can have a little fun with my ex?”

    “Yes,” Austin said.

    Bethany kissed him before sitting up and pulling the chain that held his chastity key from around her neck. She slipped it into the lock, turned the key, and set him free.

    “Ah ah, no touching,” Bethany said as Austin reached for his cock. “I’ll be the one to make you cum if I decide you deserve an orgasm. Just because you’re out of your cage doesn’t mean you get to play with your cock as much as you like.”

    Bethany set the pieces of the chastity device aside and laid next to her husband. She wrapped her fingers around his cock, kissed him softly, and said, “He’s bigger than you, you know.”

    Austin closed his eyes, groaned, and replied, “I know.”

    Bethany looked down at her husband’s now-erect cock and smiled. “He’s much bigger than you, in fact.”

    She knew he wanted to be annoyed with her. He wanted to be upset. He just couldn’t do it. He couldn’t be upset with the woman that was pleasuring him, especially since she knew he found her teasing to be arousing.

    “Tell me I deserve a bigger cock, honey,” Bethany said.

    “Bethany…please,” Austin replied.

    She stopped stroking his cock and teased the head with her fingers. It was enough to keep him hard, but he’d never cum that way.

    “Tell me, Austin,” she said.

    “Fuck,” he groaned. “You deserve a bigger cock. You do. You deserve to get fucked by a big cock that can make you cum as hard as you want.”

    Bethany resumed stroking her husband’s throbbing cock as she watched his face and listened to his lusty moans. He was right on the edge of orgasm.

    “You’re not going to go back on this once you cum, are you?” she asked.

    “No, I promise. I won’t,” he said.

    “You know I’ll be disappointed if you do, right? Very disappointed, in fact,” Bethany added.

    Austin looked at her and said, “Bethany, I won’t go back on this. I won’t.”

    She smiled and kissed him. Austin groaned into her mouth as their tongues danced. She felt his cock swell up in her hand and he began to thrash about as a beautiful orgasm poured forth, spilling cum on his stomach and over her fingers.

    Bethany kissed his neck and chest playfully as she continued to slowly stroke his cock and milk the rest of his load out.

    “Thank you,” Austin said between heavy breaths. “Fuck, thank you so much. That felt so good.”

    “My pleasure,” Bethany replied.

    “And I won’t go back on my promise. You can go on that date. You deserve it,” he said.

    Bethany smiled. “I’ll see when Buck is free.” She gave Austin a kiss on the cheek, looked down at his softening cock, and added, “Now get cleaned up so I can put you back in your cage.”

    The look on his face told her that he’d been hoping he’d get to stay out and enjoy a little bit of freedom. That wasn’t part of the plan, though.

    
      

    

    Bethany couldn’t wipe the smile off her face as she got out of the car and headed towards the house. Her whole body was buzzing with a deep kind of satisfaction and it was made all the better because she knew there was another round of fun – of an entirely different kind, of course – waiting for her when she stepped through the front door.

    She’d texted Austin ahead of time and he was waiting in the foyer as she opened the door. She saw that the angst of knowing his wife was on a date with another man had clearly taken a toll on him, though the signs of arousal were unquestionably present too.

    He’d been in his cage for a week at that point and she’d spent most of that time teasing him about her going on a date with Buck. She’d spent the last five hours on that date and Austin almost certainly knew that meant they’d done a little more than make out.

    Bethany felt sympathy for her husband. He looked a little bit scared, like she was going to tell him that after one date with her ex-boyfriend she’d decided that their marriage was over. That was the last thing on her mind, though. If anything, Bethany was more confident in the strength of their marriage and just how much she wanted to be with Austin for the long haul.

    With all of that in mind she smiled and pulled her husband into a warm, tight embrace. His anxiety seemed to wash away as he melted into her hug, and when her hands moved to his ass Austin let out a delighted groan.

    They shared a long, beautiful kiss, though Bethany couldn’t help but wonder if there was any chance Austin could taste Buck’s cock on her lips or tongue. She knew it wasn’t likely – she’d had him in her mouth that evening, but several hours had passed since that point – but she found the idea more than a little thrilling.

    Bethany stepped back and smiled at Austin as neither of them said a word. He seemed to be waiting for her to break the silence.

    “I guess I am the kind of girl that fucks on the first date,” Bethany said.

    She watched an array of emotions play across Austin’s face, but it was the way he subtly leaned forward and tried to close his legs that she found most thrilling. She took it as a sign that he was feeling that beautiful ache that comes from trying to get hard in a chastity device. That meant he found the idea that she’d fucked her ex-boyfriend arousing.

    Bethany reached out and unbuttoned her husband’s pants. She pulled on the zipper and reached inside to play with his locked cock through his underwear.

    “What do you think about that, honey?” she asked.

    Austin closed his eyes and groaned as Bethany deftly manipulated his balls and his chastised cock.

    “Is that precum I feel in the front of you underwear? Have you been leaking as you thought about your wife being on a date with another man? Have you been aroused all night long?” Bethany asked.

    Austin opened his eyes and nodded. He seemed nervous, like he was embarrassed to be admitting that he found their adventure into cuckolding insanely arousing.

    “Would you like to go to the bedroom with me, honey? Would you like to play a little as I tell you about my date?” she asked.

    Austin nodded again.

    “Take your clothes off for me,” she said. “Right here. Just leave them on the floor.”

    Austin stripped as Bethany watched and she was delighted to confirm that his locked cock was leaking precum.

    “Come,” she said while grabbing Austin’s chastised genitals and leading him to the bedroom. 

    “Will you unzip me?” she asked as they stepped into the room they slept in each night.

    As Austin reached up and unzipped her dress, Bethany smiled and relived the moment when Buck did the same thing. She remembered how good his hands felt when he grasped her waist as her dress fell to the floor. She remembered how good his lips felt as he kissed her neck. She remembered how confidently he caressed her body, how it felt like he was making it his all over again.

    “Get in the bed,” Bethany said

    She watched Austin get on his back on the side of the bed he normally slept in. She could see that most of his anxiety had washed away and been replaced by a pure form of desire. A week in a cock cage will do that to a man.

    Bethany straddled him and rested her hands on his chest as she gently moved her panty-clad pussy over his locked cock.

    “I had an amazing night,” she said. “It was perfect in so many ways.”

    She leaned down and kissed him and when his lips parted Bethany eagerly let her tongue drift between them for a sensual, deeply-satisfying dance.

    “He’s a better kisser than I remember,” she whispered. “Much better, in fact.”

    Austin groaned as Bethany kissed his neck and continued to grind in his lap. She felt a sense of power as her husband laid there, seemingly willing to do whatever she desired in the name of making her happy.

    “He said I was much better with my mouth than he remembered,” she whispered into her husband’s ear. “Does that turn you on, baby? Do you like that my ex-boyfriend thinks I give really good head?”

    “Yes,” Austin said unabashedly. He was coming out of his shell. He was embracing his status as a cuckold, much to Bethany’s delight.

    “Are you thinking about it?” Bethany asked as she sat up again and ran her fingers over Austin’s chest. “Are you thinking about me giving Buck a blowjob? Are you thinking about my lips wrapped around his big cock?”

    Austin nodded as a wild look washed across his face. She’d tapped into something. She was triggering his kinky, cuckold-fueled desires.

    “He was on his back in his bed just like you are,” Bethany said as she leaned over and kissed her husband’s chest. “I kissed him just like this. I kissed my way down his body. I kissed him until I was between his legs.”

    She moved between Austin’s legs and reached up to play with his caged cock before kissing the tip and running her tongue over the little bits of flesh that poked through the openings.

    “Of course, he wasn’t in a cage. His cock was just as big and beautiful as I remembered it. It looked so gorgeous I just had to have it in my mouth. I had to give him head. I had to show him how badly I wanted to make him feel good,” Bethany explained.

    Bethany climbed out of the bed and stepped into the closet to retrieve the key to Austin’s chastity cage. She returned with it dangling in front of her and crawled between his legs once more.

    “Do you want me to let you out, honey? Do you want me to make you cum?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” he said.

    Bethany put the chain over her head and crawled next to him before cuddling up against her husband’s body.

    “Buck went down on me after the blowjob,” she said as her fingers moved in slow circles over Austin’s chest. “He’s gotten better with his mouth too, to be honest. He didn’t need to spend much time down there – I was soaked even before I took him into my mouth – but it felt spectacularly good.”

    Bethany reached down and wrapped her fingers around Austin’s caged cock before tugging on it a little and making him groan. Arousal coursed through her as she delighted in the total control she enjoyed over his dick.

    Bethany leaned closer and whispered, “He fucked me twice. Another man fucked your wife twice tonight. I had two incredible orgasms on his big cock. Each one left me tingling from head to toe. Each one provided me with the kind of intense satisfaction I have craved for so long. Each one was perfect.”

    “Bethany, I’m so turned on,” Austin said. “Please, let me out. I want to cum so badly.”

    Bethany kissed his neck and sat up to pull the chain over her head and unlock her husband’s cock. He kept his hands at his sides this time, remembering the rule that she was the only one allowed to play with his cock.

    Bethany stroked him until Austin was nice and hard and then laid next to him once more. “Are you this hard because I fucked my ex-boyfriend?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Is your cock dripping this much precum because you know I fucked another man tonight, because you know I had two beautiful orgasms on his big cock?” she asked.

    “Yes, Bethany, it is. I want to cum because I know you fucked another man tonight,” Austin replied.

    “I want to see him again,” Bethany said as she played with Austin’s balls.

    She saw the hesitation on Austin’s face. She knew there was a part of him that hoped it would be a onetime thing, that she’d fuck Buck and get it out of her system.

    “I have to see him again,” she said. “One time isn’t going to satisfy me, Austin.”

    “Okay,” Austin said.

    “It’s more than that, Austin,” she said. “I don’t just want to be his fuck buddy. I don’t want him to be a cock that I enjoy every once in a while. I want Buck to be my boyfriend again. I want to be his girlfriend. I want to enjoy a relationship with him. A highly sexual relationship, but a relationship nonetheless.”

    “But…what about me?” Austin asked as Bethany teased the tip of his cock with her fingers.

    “You’ll be my cuckold husband,” she said. “It will be different. I’m not entirely sure how yet, but it will absolutely be different. Buck will take care of most of my sexual needs. That’s how it will have to be. After tonight I know that’s the only way I’m going to have my sexual needs met. He’s better. I know that probably hurts to hear, but he’s much better.”

    Bethany stroked him swiftly as she delivered that potentially painful bit of news. Austin responded with the kind of lusty groan she was hoping for. His arousal was too significant for it to be overwhelmed by anxiety.

    “Do you understand what I’m saying, Austin? Buck’s going to be my boyfriend and I need you to agree to that. I need you to be willing to go along with that,” Bethany said as she stroked him a little slower. “Are you okay with your wife having a boyfriend?”

    Bethany was surprised at the intense sensations of arousal coursing through her body. It seemed that she enjoyed teasing and toying with Austin as much as she’d enjoyed fucking Buck. Perhaps she was meant to be one half of a cuckold marriage.

    “Bethany…please,” Austin said.

    “This is how it has to be, honey,” Bethany said. “Now that I’ve had him I can’t go back. You let me go on a date with him. You said I could have fun. You said I could do what I wanted. I did that, honey. I had fun. I had great orgasms. Now I want more. I want to be his girlfriend. I want to have a boyfriend. I want to go on dates and have great sex with Buck. I want it. I need it, and I need you to agree to it.”

    “God, fuck, okay,” Austin said. “You can have a boyfriend. You and Buck can date and fuck. Fuck, you can do it.”

    Bethany smiled and moaned as she stroked his cock faster.

    “Cum for me,” she said. “Cum while you think about me riding Buck’s big cock. Think about him stretching out my pussy. Think about him making me cum.”

    Bethany wanted to fill her husband’s head with lusty imagery. She wanted him to think about his cuckolding as he climaxed.

    It seemed to have the desired effect as Austin cried out in pleasure and his cum launched into the air. Bethany smiled as she watched his cock release shot after shot of semen. It was a deeply pleasurable thing to give him an orgasm, just as it had been when she’d made Buck cum.

    “Clean yourself up,” she said afterwards. “You’re going back in the cage.”

    Austin smiled and gave her a quick kiss before leaving the bed and cleaning up in the bathroom. He returned to be re-caged, which Bethany took as the surest sign that he was on board with her having a boyfriend.

    “When’s your next date?” he asked.

    “Next weekend,” she said. “That’s also the next time you’ll be unlocked.”

    Austin smiled. Perhaps he was going to be a very good cuckold.

  
    Ex-Boyfriend Bliss - Part 2

    Click here to read the previous part of the story.

    
      
    

    “It’s been six months, Bethany. I think it’s time that we take our relationship to the next level. At the very least I want to start spending more time at your house. I think it’s time for Austin to fully embrace his place,” Buck said as he pulled Bethany closer.

    Bethany’s body still tingled with joy from the orgasm Buck had just given her. Over the past six months he’d provided her with the most deeply-satisfying orgasms of her life and she saw no reason for their relationship to come to an end. If anything, she agreed with Buck. She wanted to enhance their relationship.

    “I’m not against that,” Bethany said. “It’s not that simple, though. Austin doesn’t seem willing to fully embrace what should be obvious to him. I can understand his hesitation, I guess.”

    Buck ran his hand down Bethany’s back and grabbed her ass, pulling her just a little bit closer. She closed her eyes and rested her head against his bare chest.

    “Didn’t you say he’s having the best orgasms of his life? Doesn’t that mean he’s meant for this? Sure, he’s not getting to enjoy the traditional benefits of being married, but that’s kind of the point of this, isn’t it? I mean, he’s a cuckold. He’s not supposed to fuck his wife. He’s supposed to let someone else fuck his wife and accept that he’s not good enough to satisfy you,” Buck said.

    Bethany smiled. Austin was a cuckold through and through and all the available evidence suggested he loved being a cuckold. He loved that she and Buck were having great sex. Austin loved that Buck made her cum harder than he ever had. He’d repeatedly said his orgasms were better as a cuckold than they’d ever been when he was Bethany’s primary sexual partner.

    “I agree with you,” Bethany said as she ran her fingers down Buck’s stomach and over his cock, which was soft but still looked impressively large. “I don’t know how to get him to take that next step, though. How do I get him to accept and embrace being a true cuckold?”

    Compelled by desire, Bethany took Buck’s cock in her hand and stroked him as she kissed his chest. He groaned and she felt his flesh thicken between her fingers. Bethany worked her way up his chest and to his neck before her lips met his. Their tongues engaged in a sensual dance and Buck reached a fully erect state before long.

    “I have a friend who might be able to help your cuckold husband embrace his place,” Buck said as he moved on top of Bethany. “She’s a therapist and she specializes in human sexuality. She might be able to help Austin feel like it’s okay to accept that he finds greater pleasure in being a cuckold than he does in being a more traditional husband.”

    Bethany smiled and reached down to guide Buck’s cock into her pussy. She groaned at the pleasure of being filled by her boyfriend once more. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled Buck close as they kissed while he began to thrust in and out of her pussy.

    “You feel so good inside me,” Bethany said softly as she caressed her boyfriend’s face.

    Buck smiled and fucked her a little harder, though he was clearly holding back and teasing Bethany a little.

    “Do you want me to talk to my friend?” Buck asked. “She can help, Bethany. She can help your husband accept that things can’t go back to the way they were. She can help him accept that he’s a cuckold and that he needs to let go of trying to control his marriage and control you.”

    Bethany closed her eyes and groaned as she enjoyed the intense pleasure of having Buck’s big cock inside her. She imagined a world where Austin had fully embraced his place as her cuckold and it thrilled her. She imagined spending the night in her bed with Buck sleeping next to her while Austin slept in the guest room. She imagined the sense of freedom she would feel.

    “Yes, talk to your friend,” Bethany said as she wrapped her legs around Buck. “Now fuck me. Fuck me and make me cum.”

    “With pleasure,” Buck said.

    Bethany closed her eyes and let herself sink into the pleasure of being fucked by her boyfriend while her husband waited at home. She enjoyed Buck’s cock for the second time that evening and relished her freedom to do as she pleased as the wife of a cuckold. She wanted more of it. She wanted more pleasure. She wanted an even better, more well-behaved cuckold husband. Perhaps Buck’s friend could help with that.

    
      

    

    “How long has it been since I let you inside me?” Bethany asked as she smiled at her husband’s erection.

    From his place standing beside the bed Austin let his eyes wander over his wife’s lingerie-clad body and answered, “Almost three months.”

    Bethany slowly spread her legs, drawing Austin’s gaze to the pair of semi-sheer panties she wore. She ran her fingers over her the smooth, soft flesh of her inner thighs before pressing them against her pussy and asking, “Do you still think about fucking me?”

    Austin felt a genuine, deep sense of longing as he watched his wife play with herself. “Constantly,” he answered.

    “You never ask to fuck me anymore,” she said. “Why is that?”

    Austin’s gaze traveled up the black lace that clung to his wife’s body and stared into her eyes as he said, “Because I know you don’t want me to fuck you anymore.”

    “And why is that?”

    “Because Buck is your boyfriend and he fucks you better than I ever have,” Austin answered as his cock throbbed.

    Bethany reached out and wrapped her fingers around Austin’s cock, pulling him closer and stroking him gently in the process.

    “That’s right,” she said. “Buck fucks your wife better than you ever have. He makes me cum harder than you ever have. He makes me feel better than you ever have. That’s why your cock isn’t welcome in my pussy anymore. That’s why you haven’t fucked me in three months. That’s why, despite your desires, you won’t be fucking me tonight.”

    Austin’s voice was laced with cuckold angst as he said, “I know.”

    Bethany slid over and gestured for Austin to get into bed. She rolled onto her side and cuddled with him, running her fingers over his naked flesh and again taking his cock in her hand.

    “There are going to be some changes coming in the next few weeks, honey,” Bethany said.

    Austin closed his eyes and took a moment to enjoy the pure pleasure of his wife stroking his cock. He knew she was about to say something he wasn’t going to like and he wanted to experience just a bit of joy before she unveiled her news.

    “Buck and I are going to deepen our relationship a little. We’re going to get a little more serious, I guess you could say. That also means you’re going to have to get more comfortable with your place as a cuckold,” Bethany informed him as she stroked his cock a little faster.

    Austin knew he was being worked over. He knew his wife was delivering bad news while playing with his cock. He knew she was filling his body with arousal so he’d be willing to accept whatever she wanted. He knew it and he was powerless to stop it. The arousal was so overwhelming and there was some part of him that wanted to embrace sinking even deeper into his status as a cuckold.

    “What does that mean?” Austin asked.

    “For starters, it means that there’s no longer a place for you in our marital bed,” Bethany said. “Buck won’t be staying over every night – he probably won’t stay more than a few nights a week, in fact – but you no longer belong in our bed.”

    “But…” Austin began before Bethany cut him off.

    “I know it’s hard, Austin, but this is happening. It’s been six months. It’s been six months of Buck and I having beautiful sex. It’s been six months of Buck being my boyfriend and you being my cuckold and it’s time for you to accept that reality.”

    “I can’t,” Austin said. “I just can’t. You know I like that you have sex with Buck, but this is just too far. It’s just too far.”

    “How long has it been since I let you inside me?” Bethany asked again.

    Austin looked at his wife. He’d just answered the question so he knew she was trying to make a point in asking it again.

    “Almost three months,” he said.

    “And have I let someone else’s cock inside me during those three months?” she asked while stroking Austin a little faster.

    “Yes, you have,” he said before a groan escaped his lips.

    “And is that the kind of thing a typical husband would be okay with?” Bethany asked.

    She leaned closer and kissed Austin’s neck as he contemplated the answer. Her tongue danced over his skin as a surge of pleasure moved through his loins.

    “No, it’s not,” Austin said.

    Bethany nibbled on his earlobe and whispered, “So I think we can both agree you’re not a typical husband. I think we can both agree that you’re a cuckold.”

    “Yes,” Austin said as the pleasure of his approaching orgasm drowned out all other thoughts and took over his brain.

    “Then I need you to accept the reality of being my cuckold,” Bethany said as she released Austin’s cock and sat up. “There’s no longer a place for you in our bedroom. There’s no longer a place for you in my pussy. Buck is my boyfriend. He’s the man that provides me with so much of what I need. You’re my husband and you always will be, but these changes are necessary.”

    “Bethany…I just can’t,” Austin said. “It feels like I’m becoming a second class citizen in my marriage. It just doesn’t feel right.”

    Bethany offered a sweet smile and reached out to tease Austin’s cock by running a finger up and down the underside of his shaft.

    “I met someone that can help you,” she said.

    “Who?” Austin asked.

    “She’s a therapist. Buck knows her. He and I already talked to her about your…issues, and she’s willing to help,” Bethany informed him.

    “You told someone else about me being a cuckold?” Austin said as he felt a sense of panic rise in him.

    “Austin, this is a problem, and therapists help with problems. Melanie is going to help you. In fact, she’s going to help you tomorrow,” Bethany said. “Your appointment is at two o’clock.”

    “Bethany, no,” Austin said as he crossed his arms.

    Bethany gripped his cock too tightly for comfort and Austin groaned in pain. “Austin, this isn’t something you get to say no to. All I’m asking is that you go and sit with someone for an hour and you let her help you through this change. If you can’t do that you’ll be making it pretty clear that you’re no longer the loving, supportive man I married.”

    There was no question she was threatening him, which Austin took as a sign that Bethany was serious about everything. She was serious about Buck being her boyfriend and largely taking Austin’s place in their marital bed. She was serious about Austin both being and remaining a cuckold. She was serious about him seeing a therapist to deal with the lingering issues that made it difficult to fully embrace his new role in the marriage.

    “Okay,” Austin said as the fight left him. “I’ll see her.”

    Bethany released his cock and cuddled up with Austin once more.

    “Would you like to make me cum, sweetheart?” Bethany asked.

    Austin noted that she hadn’t offered to make him cum. He wondered if his resistance had cost him the joy of a handjob from his beautiful wife.

    “I’d love that,” he said. It wasn’t quite as pleasurable as an orgasm of his own, but it was always thrilling to be invited between Bethany’s legs to make her cum.

    She rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and looked at Austin with a smile on her face. “You may use your tongue,” she said.

    Austin crawled between his wife’s legs and put his tongue to work.
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    “I think it would be helpful if we started out by acknowledging that this is a fairly unique situation,” Melanie said as she offered a friendly smile. “It’s not the only time I’ve dealt with something like this, but it certainly isn’t common, and that’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with being a little different than most people. In fact, in many cases that’s a good thing.”

    “Thank you,” Austin said. “That helps. It really does.”

    “Why don’t you tell me why you’re so troubled by your situation?” Melanie said.

    Austin looked away from his therapist and shifted on the couch as a deep sense of discomfort washed over him. He’d agreed to see Melanie, but he still didn’t feel like he was anywhere near ready to accept what his wife wanted of him.

    “I’m just not sure it’s what I want,” he said. “It’s such a significant change, you know? I mean, it’s been challenging to deal with the fact that my wife has a boyfriend and that she clearly has better sex with him than she and I have had in a long time.”

    “I’m not trying to put words in your mouth, but based on what your wife said you seem to find a great deal of satisfaction – pleasure, even – in the knowledge that she’s having far better sex with Buck than she’s had with you,” Melanie said.

    Austin had promised Bethany that he wouldn’t lie to the therapist. He’d promised that no matter how painful it was he’d be honest with himself and the woman that was supposed to help him come to terms with his status as a cuckold.

    “Is that true, Austin? Do you find pleasure in your newfound status in your marriage? Do you find it thrilling to be cuckolded by your wife and her boyfriend?” Melanie asked.

    Austin met the therapist’s gaze and nodded.

    “I’ve found that it’s helpful if you verbalize your feelings, so I’d like to hear you say it if that’s not too difficult,” she said.

    “Yes, I find it thrilling to be cuckolded by my wife and her boyfriend,” Austin said.

    He felt that sense of discomfort return. It was a humiliating thing to admit to a woman he’d just met. He couldn’t help but wonder if she thought he was pathetic for being turned on by his cuckolding.

    “Austin, I think it’s important for you to embrace that fact. You’re turned on by the many pleasures of cuckolding. You like that your wife has great sex with Buck. You like that he provides her with certain pleasures that you’re not capable of giving her. You like that he makes her feel better than you do. You like all of that, and your wife likes it too,” Melanie said in a soft, reassuring voice.

    “I do,” Austin said. “I really do. It’s just that it feels like Bethany is asking me to do more than like it. It feels like she’s asking me to go so much further than simply enjoying my cuckolding.”

    “Actually, I’d say that your wife is asking you to embrace her needs. She’s asking you to put her needs above your own. She’s certainly asking you to make a sacrifice, but my understanding is that she’s also offering you a chance to continue pursuing the kinds of orgasms that cuckolding provides you, perhaps in an even more intense form,” Melanie said.

    “I guess I hadn’t really considered it from that perspective. Bethany asking me to put her needs first, that is,” Austin said.

    It was an entirely different way of thinking about it and it almost immediately opened him up to the idea of subjugating his desires and allowing Bethany to take the next step with Buck.

    “I want to try something,” Melanie said as she opened up her laptop. “Would you be willing to listen to something and tell me how it makes you feel?”

    “Sure,” Austin said.

    Melanie smiled and leaned forward to bring up the audio file she wanted Austin to listen to. She hit play and turned the laptop towards him.

    The sounds of sex immediately filled the room. “What is that?” Austin asked.

    “That’s your wife and Buck having sex,” Melanie replied. “I asked her to make a recording for me. I’d like you to close your eyes and listen as another man pleasures your wife.”

    Austin took a deep breath, leaned back, and closed his eyes. He listened to the sounds of sex. He heard his wife moan. He heard Bethany and Buck kissing. He heard the other man’s cock sliding into her wet pussy. He heard the sound of their bodies meeting over and over as they fucked.

    “Fuck me, Buck. Give me that big cock. Fuck, give me your cock!” Bethany said.

    The room went silent and Austin opened his eyes to see Melanie studying him.

    “Forgive me if I’ve misinterpreted the presence of an erection in your pants, but it seems that you find it quite arousing to listen to your wife having sex with another man,” she said.

    Austin nodded. It felt humiliating to do so, but there was no denying the obvious erection he sported.

    “Is it fair to assume that you derive a great deal of pleasure from the sounds of your wife experiencing pleasure with another man inside her?” Melanie asked.

    “Yes, it is,” Austin answered.

    “And has your wife been generous in sharing her experiences with Buck? Has she offered you pleasure, via her hand, for example?” Melanie asked.

    “Yes, she has,” Austin answered.

    “And has the pleasure of those sexual experiences surpassed the pleasure you used to feel when your wife permitted you to make love to her?” Melanie asked.

    “Yes, it has,” Austin answered.

    “Then doesn’t it seem like you might be denying yourself and your wife the pleasure you both deserve by refusing to embrace what you are? Doesn’t it seem like you’d find far greater satisfaction in being a true cuckold?” Melanie asked.

    That was the question that always tripped Austin up. Everything Melanie had said was true, and yet he couldn’t quite bring himself to fully embrace his place. He couldn’t quite step away from the life he’d been living with Bethany.

    It was increasingly clear that he hadn’t been living that life in the past few months, though. Ever since she and Buck had fucked that first time six months ago Austin had been living as a cuckold. He simply hadn’t been willing to admit it.

    “Are you willing to admit that there’s no longer a place for you in your marital bed?” Melanie asked. “Are you willing to admit that Buck has taken your place, that he’s the man your wife prefers to have sex with? Are you willing to admit that he’s the man your wife deserves to have sex with?”

    Austin took a deep breath and said, “Yes.”

    “Yes what?” Melanie asked.

    “Yes, Buck is the man that my wife prefers to have sex with. He’s the man that deserves to sleep in her bed. She deserves to enjoy him as often as she desires. I’m her cuckold,” Austin said.

    He breathed a deep sigh of relief as the words left his lips. A wave of emotion moved through his body as he relaxed into the couch.

    “Doesn’t it feel good to admit that?” Melanie asked.

    “It does,” Austin said.

    The therapist smiled at him and said, “I’d like you to go home and say it to your wife. Tell her that you know your place. Tell her that you’re a cuckold. Tell her that you want her to do as she pleases with Buck. Tell her that you understand that Buck is the man that deserves to share your wife’s bed. Tell her that you understand you’re not the man that should be sleeping with her anymore.”

    “I will,” Austin said.

    “Good. Now, would you like me to send you the recording your wife made? Would you like to listen to her and Buck having the kind of sex she craves?” Melanie asked.

    Austin felt a little sheepish as he said, “Yes, please. I’d like that very much.”

    “I know,” Melanie said with a confident smile. “You’re a cuckold, after all.”

    “Yes, I am,” Austin replied.

    Melanie stood and said, “Same time next week?”

    Austin stood and they shook hands as he replied, “Absolutely.”

    “Have a lovely evening with your wife,” Melanie added as she walked him out.

    “I will, thank you,” Austin replied.

    He headed to his car with a smile on his face and a newfound purpose. He was a cuckold. He wasn’t the man he thought he was, but that was okay. His wife still loved him. She still wanted to be married to him. She just wanted Buck to have a bigger place in her life and her bed.

    Austin knew it wouldn’t be easy, but he was ready to commit himself to that life. He was ready to be his wife’s cuckold in every way she desired.
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    Bethany was curled up on the couch with a glass of wine in her hand as Austin approached. He took a deep breath, sat next to her, and muted the TV.

    “Can we talk?” he asked.

    Bethany smiled. “Sure,” she said. “What’s up?”

    Austin should have been delighted at his wife’s cheerfulness, but he knew she seemed so happy because she’d just spent the day with Buck. He knew she was still riding high from the experience of being with him. It wasn’t just the sex, either, and that’s what disturbed Austin the most. It was that Bethany seemed to be falling for Buck in a deeper kind of way. She was basking in the many joys of new love and Austin was deeply distressed because he was being left on the sidelines.

    “What do I need to do to win you back?” Austin said.

    Bethany smiled and casually took a sip of wine. She reached out and caressed Austin’s leg, seemingly in an attempt to calm him down. “Austin, sweetheart, you don’t have to win me back. You have me. You’ll always have me. You’re my husband, I love you very much, and that’s not going to change.”

    “I know,” Austin said. “I do. It’s just…a lot of the time it feels like you’re not my wife anymore. I’m not saying that I deserve certain things as your husband, but it does feel like Buck has basically replaced me in every way that matters and I’m just not happy with that.”

    “Are you sure?” Bethany asked.

    “What do you mean?”

    Bethany’s hand moved up his leg and caressed his thigh in small circles. “Are you sure that you’re not happy?” she asked. “I understand that your life – and our marriage, I suppose – is not what it used to be and I can see how that might cause some distress, but are you sure you’re not happy?”

    Austin looked down at his wife’s hand as he tried to fight the building sense of desire. He’d been locked in chastity for more than a week and it didn’t take much to inspire a sense of lust that bordered on overwhelming.

    To keep his head clear, Austin gently pulled Bethany’s hand from his leg and said, “Yes, Bethany, I’m certain that I’m not happy. You and I don’t have sex anymore. We haven’t had sex in months. Intimacy is becoming increasingly rare between us as Buck spends more and more time with you.”

    Bethany put her glass on the coffee table and closed the short distance between her and Austin. She leaned closer, smiled, and her hand found its way between his legs.

    “Did you listen to Buck and I have sex today?” she asked.

    Austin nodded. Bethany knew he’d listened. Lying would have been foolish.

    “Were you turned on when you listened?” she asked.

    He nodded again.

    Bethany gently massaged Austin’s locked cock through his pants and said, “If I unlocked your cock and gave you a handjob while telling you about how good Buck fucks me, would you have an incredible orgasm?”

    Austin desperately wanted to offer a firmly negative response to his wife’s question. He wanted to deny that he’d even have an orgasm, let alone a good one. There was too much evidence to the contrary, though. Bethany had asked a question she already knew the answer to. “Yes, I would,” he said.

    “I know happiness and satisfaction are about more than great orgasms,” Bethany said as she continued to build lust between Austin’s legs by massaging his imprisoned genitals. “I also know that the current arrangement is the only way for both of us to achieve the pleasure we crave.”

    Austin wanted to claim that he could give Bethany what she needed. He wanted to assert that he could provide her with everything Buck offered, but he knew it wasn’t true.

    Bethany leaned closer and kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue slowly moved into his mouth. It was an exceptionally erotic treat and Austin couldn’t help but completely sink into a sense of deep, overwhelming desire.

    “I understand that you feel like you deserve more than you’re getting, though,” Bethany said. “Thank you for saying something. I want my husband to be happy, after all, so I’m going to help you with that.”

    Bethany kissed Austin again and again her tongue moved into his mouth. As their lips moved she took his hand and placed it between her legs, encouraging him to let his fingers roam. Austin gently pulled her panties aside and Bethany moaned into his mouth.

    “Would you like to go down on me?” she asked. “Would you like to use that talented tongue of yours to make me cum?”

    Austin nodded.

    Bethany sat back and spread her legs. She moved her ass to the edge of the couch and Austin stared between her thighs at his wife’s enflamed pussy lips. The idea of tasting her, of using his tongue to make her cum, thrilled him. It was the sort of intimacy that had been sorely lacking since Buck had taken up residence in their lives.

    “Make me cum,” she said. “Get on your knees and make me cum.”

    Austin slid off the couch and between Bethany’s legs. He pressed his lips against her pussy and licked her clit with great fervor.

    Bethany moved a hand to the back of his head and moaned. “That’s good,” she said. “Eat my pussy. Make me feel good. Make me cum.”

    Austin felt the warmth emanating from his wife’s thighs and tasted the juices dripping from her pussy as his tongue explored the beautiful space between her legs. He looked up to see her eyes closed and a smile on her face. He relished the opportunity to be the cause of her pleasure.

    “That’s it,” she said. “I’m getting close. I’m getting so close.”

    Bethany’s thighs trembled and she arched her back. She looked towards the ceiling and soon enough a climax ripped through her.

    Austin backed away from her pussy and looked up at his wife. She opened her eyes and smiled at him.

    Bethany leaned forward and offered a soft kiss. “That was wonderful,” she said.

    “Yes, it was,” Austin replied. “Do you think…is there a chance I could have an orgasm?”

    “Not tonight,” she replied before kissing him again. It was yet another deeply passionate kiss, almost like Bethany was rewarding him for getting her off and trying to make him feel a little less frustrated about the lack of his orgasm. “Soon, though.”

    She stood up and helped Austin to his feet.

    “Why don’t we go to bed? We can sleep naked together. You can take me in your arms and hold me close all night. How does that sound?” she asked.

    “That would be wonderful,” Austin replied.

    Bethany took his hand and led her husband towards the bedroom as he smiled. She wasn’t offering everything he wanted, but it felt like progress, and that was a good thing.

    There was a gentle knock on the guest bedroom door before Bethany popped her head in. “Are you still awake?” she asked.

    Austin smiled and put his phone on the nightstand. “I am.”

    Bethany stepped inside and Austin let his eyes wander over his wife’s body. She looked radiant in a white satin robe with delicate lace trim that barely reached the middle of her thighs.

    She sat on the edge of the bed and ran her fingers up Austin’s bare leg and into his boxer shorts. Bethany stopped just short of playing with his locked cock before moving to his other leg and repeating the process.

    “How do you feel?” she asked.

    Austin had spent a healthy portion of his night watching his wife have sex with Buck. He’d been there from the start, witnessing their slow and sensual foreplay that included a fairly long blowjob and more than a little pussy eating on Buck’s part. He watched his wife and her boyfriend work their way through numerous positions. He watched Bethany experience two orgasms, both of which seemed exceptionally pleasurable. He was excused from the master bedroom only after Buck had climaxed and they’d shared a bit of post-coital cuddling.

    “Good, all things considered,” Austin said.

    “Was it difficult to watch?” Bethany asked as her fingers danced up Austin’s thigh and towards his chastised cock once more.

    He nodded.

    “Why?” Bethany asked.

    “Because Buck gets to do what I used to do. He gets to do what I want to do. He gets to do what your husband should be doing,” Austin answered.

    Bethany pulled Austin’s boxer shorts off and tossed them onto the floor, exposing his genitals in the process and making him feel more vulnerable than he expected.

    “I think it’s important for you to acknowledge why Buck gets to do what you used to do,” Bethany said. “I think it’s very important, in fact.”

    Austin knew what his wife was getting at but he didn’t want to verbalize it.

    Bethany smiled and gently wrapped her fingers around his locked cock and testicles. “Buck is better than you, Austin. He satisfies me in ways you never have. He satisfies me in ways you aren’t capable of satisfying me. I knew that before I invited him into my bed. He was better than you before you and I even met. He wasn’t husband material, but he’s far better at fucking me than you have ever been. That’s why he gets to do the things you want to do. That’s why he gets to do the things you seem to think a husband is entitled to do.”

    Austin wanted to believe that he was capable of making his wife cum like Buck had. He wanted to believe that he could make her scream like she’d screamed while riding Buck’s cock in their bed. He knew it wasn’t true, though. Of course it wasn’t true.

    “I want to make love to my wife,” he said. “I know that Buck is better, but that doesn’t stop me from wanting to make love to my wife.”

    “Do you really believe that you deserve to make love to me?” Bethany asked.

    “Yes,” Austin replied without hesitation. “I do. I absolutely do. I’m your husband, Bethany. You still wear the diamond I bought you. We still wear the rings we gave each other on our wedding day.”

    Bethany smiled and leaned forward. She offered Austin a soft kiss on the cheek as she caressed his balls. “Very well,” she said.

    Austin watched his wife stand and open her robe. She let it fall to the floor, revealing the breathtaking naked body he’d watched her give to another man. She lifted the chain holding his chastity key over her head and quickly unlocked him.

    Austin’s pulse raced as his wife freed his cock and stroked him to an erection. She had a sweet smile on her face and it seemed very much like she was going to take his cock inside her. She was going to make love to him as he desired.

    Bethany straddled Austin and sat across his thighs as her fingers returned to his cock. She gathered the precum dripping from the tip and used it to lube him. She stroked him slowly and with a perfect grip. Pleasure exploded from his loins with every delicate touch and he couldn’t help but groan.

    Bethany pulled her hips forward and rubbed her pussy over the underside of Austin’s cock. She teased the tip with the warmth and wetness of her flesh and he groaned. He was so close to being inside his wife for the first time in months. He’d convinced her that he deserved to make love to her. He was about to enjoy the pleasures he deserved as her husband.

    “Please,” Austin said. “Bethany, take me inside you.”

    Bethany smiled and moved her hips faster. She rubbed her pussy over Austin’s cock but she refused to take him inside.

    “A real man wouldn’t beg for it,” she said. “He’d take it.”

    Austin gripped the sheets as he felt a surge of pleasure between his legs.

    “A real man would already be inside me. A real man would have thrown me on to the bed and slid his cock into my wet, needy pussy.”

    Bethany’s hips moved faster as Austin felt paralyzed by the sense of sexual joy emanating from his loins.

    “You don’t deserve to fuck me,” she said. “You don’t even deserve to feel the heat of my pussy against your cock. You don’t even deserve a handjob, Austin. You should be thankful that I ever let your cock out of chastity. You should be thankful I show it any attention at all. You have failed at the most basic thing a husband is supposed to provide his wife. You have always been inferior in the bedroom. Sex with you has always been underwhelming. The orgasms you’ve provided have always been boring. Your tongue has always offered far more pleasure than your cock, which is why you don’t deserve to fuck me. It’s why you’ll never deserve to fuck me again. It’s why you’ll only ever fuck me if you do something extraordinary to earn the pleasure of my pussy.”

    To his horror, Austin couldn’t help but cum. His loins seized up and a huge volley of semen launched from the tip of his cock as pleasure rushed through his body. He cried out as his wife sat across his thighs and used her hands to milk every drop of semen from his balls.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Let it all out. Let all that frustration out. Let all that anger out. Let it all out and embrace your place in the process. Remember that you’re in our guest bedroom. Remember that you just watched someone else fuck me because I prefer having his cock inside me. Remember that he’s going to spend the night in our bed and I’m going to fall asleep in his arms. Remember that you’re going to spend the night in chastity. Remember that this is your place.”

    Her words filled his head as Austin’s orgasm played itself out, leaving streaks of cum on his chest and a touch of mental anguish in its wake.

    “I love you, Austin,” Bethany said. “I will always love you. I understand that this has been hard for you and I’m going to help with that. I’m going to help you embrace your place. I’m going to help you grow more comfortable with your role in our marriage.”

    Austin searched for a response, but nothing came.

    “We’re going to start with a new chastity cage. It should be more comfortable,” Bethany said as she stood and crossed the room. She opened the top drawer of the dressed and pulled out a black velvet bag that she must have placed there some time ago.

    Bethany poured the pieces onto the bed between Austin’s legs and smiled as she looked at his softening cock.

    She secured the metal ring around his testicles and placed the sheath around his cock. It was impossible not to notice that the device was smaller.

    “Yes, it’s a little smaller,” Bethany said as if she’d developed a mind-reading skill. “It will be more comfortable that way, I promise. The other cage allowed a little room for your cock to grow, which I’m sure led to even more discomfort when you were aroused. That room doesn’t exist in this cage.”

    She locked the chastity device in place and Austin looked down. The fit was exceptionally snug, though he wasn’t sure he believed that it would be better for him. It didn’t matter, though. It was already locked and Bethany had the key.

    “Be sure to clean up your mess before you go to sleep. I don’t want you getting cum all over the sheets,” Bethany said. She stood up, put her robe back on, and leaned to give Austin a kiss on the cheek. “Buck and I are going to fuck again. I’d like you to leave the door open so you can listen. It’s important for you to understand that he’s better than you, Austin, so try and take it all in.”

    Bethany left before Austin could respond. Not long after he heard Buck’s moan. Bethany was almost certain going down on her boyfriend. Austin left the door open as his wife desired. He listened and wondered what Bethany meant when she’d said she was going to help him grow more comfortable with his new role in their marriage. Was his life about to change more than it already had?
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    “You can come in with me,” Bethany said as she gestured to the fitting room.

    Austin looked at the cute girl that had unlocked the door. As much as he wanted to join his wife to watch her try on the lingerie she’d picked out, he didn’t want to get thrown out of the store.

    “It’s okay,” the girl said. “Your wife told me about your little cage. I know you’re not going to get into any trouble back there. Go ahead into the fitting room with her.”

    Austin felt his face redden with embarrassment as he turned towards his wife and rushed down the hallway and into the fitting room.

    “Why did you tell her that?” he whispered.

    “You should be proud of your cute little chastity cage,” Bethany said. “You wear it to make your wife’s life better. You’re one of the few men in the world who would be willing to make that sacrifice in the name of ensuring his wife was as happy as she could be.”

    It had been a month since Bethany had introduced the smaller chastity cage and Austin had only been released once. That release had led to an exceptionally quick orgasm via handjob as Bethany whispered into his ear about how good Buck had fucked her the night before. Austin had hoped his wife might let him penetrate her, but once again he’d failed to convince her that it was worth having sex with him and the near-instant orgasm certainly hadn’t helped his case for sex in the future.

    “Sweetheart,” Bethany said. “You’re making a sacrifice for me. You wear that cage because you’ve accepted that your cock can’t please me and that you’re much better-behaved when you’re locked up and I have control of your orgasms. Your willingness to make that sacrifice is something to be proud of.”

    Austin wanted to feel that pride. He wanted to feel some sense of joy, but most of the time he felt frustrated. Buck spent 2-3 nights a week at their house – and in Austin’s spot in their bedroom – and Austin found those nights agonizing. It was painful to hear his wife have great sex – the kind of sex Austin couldn’t provide her – and to feel his cock try and grow in its tiny cage. It was painful to know that he couldn’t give her what Buck gave her. It was painful that Bethany insisted on Buck always staying at their house.

    “Does he always have to stay at our place?” Austin asked.

    Bethany unbuttoned her shirt and he glanced at the white lace bra she’d worn for their trip out. The soft flesh that the bra left exposed looked like the most beautiful thing in the world.

    Bethany hung her blouse on a hook and smiled at Austin as she unzipped her jeans. “He does. That’s for your benefit too. I understand that it’s difficult for you, but I’m trying to help you. Buck is a part of my life now, which means he’s a part of your life. If I stay at his place you can ignore it. If he stays at our house and in our bed you have to embrace the idea that another man has taken your place in our bed.”

    That was the very thing Austin didn’t want to acknowledge. The idea that he’d never get to enjoy the pleasures of being Bethany’s lover was agonizing.

    “This isn’t fair,” Austin said.

    For a fleeting moment he saw an angry look in his wife’s eyes. It disappeared as quickly as it had arrived, though. “Would you say it’s fair for me to go the rest of my life without having good sex?” Bethany asked.

    “No,” Austin said. A dozen evasive answers ran through his head, but he knew offering any of them would only delay the inevitable.

    “No, it’s not,” Bethany said as she unhooked her bra and released her breasts.

    Austin felt an instantaneous ache for his wife. It had become somewhat rare to see her naked – unless he was watching her and Buck have sex – and he cherished each moment he got to gaze upon any part of her body.

    “It also doesn’t seem fair to divorce you just because the sex is bad,” Bethany said.

    Austin winced at the notion that the sex they’d had was bad. It had never been bad for him. He believed his wife when she said that he hadn’t satisfied her in a long time, but it still hurt to hear it.

    Bethany picked up one of the bodysuits she’d chosen and stepped into it. She admired her body in the mirror and said, “What do you think?”

    “Are you wearing it for me or for Buck?” Austin asked.

    “Who do you think?” Bethany shot back.

    Austin stared at his wife’s body in the semi-sheer black lace bodysuit. She looked perfect. Of course she looked perfect. She was beautiful and blessed with a great body. Of course Buck would think she looked great in it. He didn’t want to say any of that, though.

    “You don’t have to say anything,” she said. “I can see it in your face. You like the way I look in this. You wish I was going to wear it for you.”

    “Is that crazy?” Austin asked.

    Bethany stepped closer and he glanced at her cleavage in the lace lingerie. “It’s not crazy,” she said. “It’s just not going to happen. I know it doesn’t seem fair, but the idea that life is supposed to be fair is a little bit ridiculous. Life is what it is and I’m doing my best to make the most of it. I decided I’m not okay having mediocre sex for the rest of my life. You’re welcome to decide that you’re not okay being a chastised cuckold for the rest of your life.”

    Austin was so utterly entranced by Bethany’s cleavage that he couldn’t offer up much of a response. When she pressed her body against his and leaned down to kiss his neck all he could do was moan.

    “After all,” she whispered, “I think we both know that you kind of like the fact that I have a boyfriend. I think you’d be masturbating constantly if you weren’t in that little cage of yours. I think you’d want me to invite Buck over more often so you could watch him fuck me and pull on your cock while a better man made me cum.”

    “That’s not true,” Austin said, though he knew Bethany wouldn’t believe him. She had no reason to believe him. His denial wasn’t particularly convincing. Even he didn’t believe it.

    “It is true,” she said. “We both know it’s true. We both know it’s been true since the start, Austin. We both know you were made for this.”

    Austin couldn’t fight the overpowering arousal coursing through his body, but he tried his best not to show his wife that he was turned on.

    “Take your clothes off,” Bethany whispered.

    “What?” Austin said.

    “Do it,” she replied before kissing his neck again.

    Austin was so overcome with lust that he did as his wife desired. He wasn’t sure what she had planned – maybe she was going to release him for a quick fitting room fuck – and he didn’t care. He was willing to take a chance.

    Bethany bent over and for a split second Austin thought his wife was going to unlock his cock. Instead, she picked up a pair of blue lace panties and held them up.

    “Put these on,” Bethany said.

    “What?” Austin said as he backed away from his wife. “Why would I do that?” He stared at the panties and the serious look on Bethany’s face. “No. I’m not doing that. I’m not putting those on.”

    Bethany closed the distance between them and said, “Yes, Austin, you are going to put them on. You’re going to put them on and if they fit we’re going to buy you a few more pairs. You’re going to be spending more time in panties and you’re going to do so because they’re going to help you embrace your place. It’s clear that you’re still having trouble accepting that you’re not the man I need you to be, that in reality you’ve never been the man I’ve needed you to be, and wearing panties will help you accept that.”

    Austin’s shoulders slumped as some of the fight drained out of him. “Bethany…please,” he said. “Don’t make me do this.”

    “I’m not making you do anything, Austin,” she said. “I’m making a choice to try and teach my husband that he’s not the man he thinks he is. You can choose to accept that reality, or you can accept a reality where you stay in your chastity cage forever. Perhaps you can pursue a reality where you and I are no longer married, but neither of us wants that. You see, I’m absolutely certain that once you put these panties on you’ll feel good. You’ll feel like the person you were always meant to be. You might even feel aroused as you take one step closer to embracing your true self.”

    Austin reached up and took the panties from his wife.

    “Plus, it’s possible that your wife will see fit to reward you if you’re willing to wear panties like she wants you to,” Bethany said with a smile. She reached out and caressed Austin’s testicles, sending an immediate and powerful wave of arousal through his loins. “You want to make me happy and get your reward, don’t you Austin?”

    He nodded. “I do.”

    “Then put the panties on. Let them hug that cute little locked up cock of yours. Accept your reality. Become the kind of man we both know you’ve always been,” she said.

    Austin stepped into the panties and slowly pulled them up. The material felt soft against his legs and fit snugly against his genitals. He looked up to see a smile on Bethany’s face. She slowly turned him around until he was looking at himself in the mirror. She put her arms around him from behind and gently rubbed his chest before moving her hands between his legs.

    “You look adorable,” she said. “You look like the man you were always meant to be. This is you, Austin. This is the kind of man you are. Your cock belongs in panties. It always has.”

    Bethany kissed his neck and Austin closed his eyes. She squeezed his ass through the panties and he bit his lower lip to stop a moan of pleasure from escaping. Her touch felt good. Really good. Suddenly his whole body felt like it was enveloped in lust.

    “I have a new chastity device for you too,” she whispered.

    “What? Why?” he asked.

    “It’s smaller. It will look better in the panties. Don’t worry, your cock will fit. You’ve shrunk a little bit since I put you in this current cage,” she said.

    “I don’t want to shrink more. I don’t want to be smaller,” Austin said.

    Bethany ran her fingers up his stomach and gently rubbed his chest. “Shhhh,” she said. “It’s not about what you want. It’s about what you need, and putting your cock in a smaller cage is what you need. It will help you accept just how useless it is if you’re in a small cage and panties. It will help you understand what you really are, Austin.”

    Bethany gently rolled his nipples in her fingers and Austin had to bite his lip to stop a moan from escaping. It felt astoundingly good.

    “Buck’s coming over tonight,” she said. “He’s going to spend the weekend.”

    “The whole weekend?” Austin asked.

    “Yes,” she replied as her fingers continued to work his nipples. “You’re going to be in panties and your little cage all weekend. I want you to sleep in nothing but your panties, as well. I want you to go to bed and wake up as exactly the kind of man you are. Do you understand?”

    Bethany kissed his neck and played with his nipples and Austin surrendered to her as arousal fully enveloped his body. He couldn’t resist it and he didn’t see the point anymore.

    “Yes, I understand,” he said.

    “Good,” Bethany replied. “Then turn around and get on your knees and you can claim your reward.”

    Austin slowly spun around and fell to his knees. He watched Bethany strip out of the bodysuit and sit on the bench against the wall. She spread her legs and pointed to her pussy.

    Austin crawled forward and claimed what she’d offered. He claimed her pussy with his tongue. He licked her vigorously and his cock tried in vain to grow erect in the cage. He was turned on. He was immensely turned on, in fact.

    “This is who you are,” Bethany said. “You’re a chastised, panty-wearing cuckold who finds licking his wife’s pussy immensely pleasurable. This is the pleasure you crave, Austin. This is what makes you feel good. If you want, I’ll let you lick my pussy this weekend. Would you enjoy that? Would you enjoy eating my pussy after I’ve been with Buck?”

    “Yes,” Austin said from his knees.

    “I know,” Bethany said with a smile. “Now make me cum. Be a good husband and make your wife cum before we go home so I can get ready to spend the weekend with my boyfriend.”

    Austin did as his wife desired. It was immensely humiliating to go down on her while wearing panties and a chastity device, but he did it. He did it because his body was awash in wild desire. He did it because he wanted to be a good husband. He did it because Bethany was right about him.
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    Bethany was curled up on the couch with a smile on her face. They were supposed to be watching a movie together, but she couldn’t put her phone away. Austin knew what that meant. She was texting with Buck.

    “I thought this was my weekend,” Austin said when Bethany finally put her phone on the coffee table.

    “It is your weekend,” she replied. “But Buck is my boyfriend and he deserves a little bit of my attention, even when he’s away.”

    Buck was out of town and that was supposed to mean that Austin was going to get some time alone with his wife. He hadn’t counted on her spending so much time on her phone and he couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed. As unlikely as it seemed, some part of him had hoped that he’d convince Bethany that she didn’t need a boyfriend anymore.

    “I let you out of your cage, didn’t I?” Bethany asked.

    “You did,” Austin replied. He’d been out of his cage for two hours, though Bethany had yet to venture anywhere near his cock.

    Bethany’s phone buzzed again and she picked it up. Austin felt his frustration grow as his wife smiled and tapped out a message to her boyfriend.

    “Bethany, please,” he said. “This isn’t fair.”

    Bethany ignored him until she’d sent her message. She placed her phone on the coffee table, looked at Austin, and smiled. “There you go with that word again. I’m not sure why you keep insisting that things be fair. What does that even mean?”

    “You said this was my weekend,” Austin said. “It’s only fair that you stop texting with Buck so we can spend some real time together. That’s what it means.”

    Bethany moved a little closer and reached out to take Austin’s hand in hers. Their fingers entwined and she smiled. “I had a very naughty dream last night. I dreamed about being with Buck, about being on his trip. I dreamed about spending the weekend in a hotel room where we would spend every minute he wasn’t busy fucking. I dreamed about spending a weekend with Buck’s cock buried in my pussy. Now let me ask you, does it seem fair that I’m home with you instead of away with Buck? Does it seem fair that I don’t get to fuck my boyfriend until he gets home on Tuesday?”

    “I thought you wanted to spend the weekend with me?” Austin asked.

    Bethany rubbed his hand and offered a patronizing smile. “Sweetie, do you really think I’d choose you over Buck if I had the option? The only reason I’m not with him is it was too late to book a flight that wasn’t astronomically expensive and his company frowns on people taking their girlfriends on business trips. If that wasn’t true I’d be on my back in Buck’s hotel room and his cock would be buried inside me right now. He’d be fucking your wife and you’d be sitting here with your little dick locked up in its cage. I’d be cumming on his cock and begging him to cum inside me. I’d be seconds away from an incredible, body-shaking orgasm. Instead, I’m here with you. Does that seem fair?”

    “I can make you cum,” Austin said.

    Bethany studied his face for a moment and said, “I was just texting Buck about my little fantasy. I was telling him how much I missed him and how badly my pussy missed his cock. I can’t believe how badly I miss him, in fact. It’s like my body is going into withdrawal without him, but since he’s not here I’d be willing to give you a chance. Do you really think you could make me feel good?”

    Austin was already hard. He wasn’t sure if it was Bethany talking about her boyfriend – despite the anguish he’d experience since Buck entered their lives, Austin still found cuckolding thrilling – or if it was the idea of actually having sex with his wife that turned him on and he didn’t care.

    “Yes, Bethany, I swear, I can make you feel good. I can. I can make you cum. I can give you what you need,” Austin insisted.

    Bethany smiled and straddled Austin. She leaned down and they shared an astonishingly pleasurable, passionate kiss as she moved her hips over his crotch. Bethany applied just enough pressure to thrill him and Austin moaned into his wife’s mouth as they dry humped on the couch.

    “How long has it been since I let you inside me?” Bethany asked.

    “It’s been months,” Austin answered. “I can’t remember.” It was true. His wife had denied him access to her pussy for so long that Austin could no longer pinpoint the last time they’d had sex.

    “You must be desperate,” she said with a smile.

    Austin recognized that smile. He knew Bethany took more than a little bit of delight in denying him.

    “I am,” he replied.

    Bethany pulled her shirt off and reached back to unhook her bra. Her hips continued to move over his crotch, only now she was moving faster. It seemed like she was getting worked up, like dry humping Austin was producing the kind of friction necessary to turn her on. It was certainly working for him. Austin felt precum dripping from the tip of his cock and collecting in his underwear. He felt a wonderful kind of pleasure building between his legs, too.

    Bethany leaned forward and Austin took one of her nipples into his mouth. He flicked his tongue over the erect flesh and she moaned as her fingers moved through his hair and to the back of his neck.

    “That’s so good, baby,” she said. “Fuck, that feels so good. Maybe you’re right. Maybe you can make me cum like I need. Maybe you can make me feel good like Buck does. Maybe you can be the man I need you to be.”

    Austin sucked on his wife’s nipple and grabbed her ass as she ground her crotch into his. He moaned with his lips around her flesh and she dropped her hips a little lower and moved faster.

    “Do you want to fuck me, Austin? Do you want to feel my wet pussy around your cock? Do you want to sit on your dick until you explode inside me?” Bethany asked.

    Austin released her nipple and looked up at his wife. Pleasure rushed through his body as she continued to move her hips with such swiftness. “Yes…please…let me fuck you,” he said. “Let me make you feel good. Bethany…please.”

    Bethany leaned down and kissed him. Their tongues met for a sensual dance and Austin grabbed her ass and squeezed it. Bethany moaned into his mouth and Austin felt himself losing control. He felt his orgasm approaching. He panicked, but it was too late. He couldn’t stop it. It felt like his brain was screaming at him to stop so he could actually fuck Bethany, but it was too late.

    Austin groaned and came in his pants. He closed his eyes, leaned against the couch, and unleashed his seed in a thoroughly embarrassing fashion. It felt spectacularly good, though. He’d been in chastity for three weeks before Bethany had released him before their movie began and clearly his body couldn’t wait to actually be inside her before he climaxed.

    “What happened?” Bethany asked.

    Austin opened his eyes and saw the smile on his wife’s face. She knew what happened.

    “Did you cum?” she asked.

    Austin couldn’t answer. He couldn’t even hold his wife’s gaze. It was too embarrassing.

    “Did you cum in your pants, honey?” she asked with obvious amusement in her voice.

    Austin wished the couch would open up and swallow him. Yes, he’d been locked up for a long time, but it was still humiliating to cum in his pants.

    “You did, didn’t you?” she asked. Bethany reached down and felt between his legs. “That’s okay. It happens…well, not to most guys, but it certainly happens to some guys. Guys like you, I guess.”

    “It was…the chastity, it was too long,” Austin said.

    “It wasn’t the chastity, sweetie,” Bethany replied. “Lots of men can go three weeks without an orgasm and not cum in their pants. This is just who you are. You get too excited, and I think you might be a little too selfish. I mean, if you hadn’t been thinking so much about yourself and your orgasm you might have found a way to hold off. At least you could have tried to fuck me. Instead, you burst in your pants and I didn’t even get my clothes off.”

    “I’m…I’m sorry,” Austin said.

    Bethany caressed his face and leaned closer to give him a soft kiss. “I know you are. Do you want to make it up to me?”

    Austin nodded.

    “Good. I’m going to FaceTime with Buck and he and I are going to have phone sex. While we do I want you to go down on me, okay?”

    It felt like a fitting end to Austin’s misadventure. Just a few minutes ago he was certain he would fuck his wife, make her cum, and show her that she didn’t need Buck. He’d failed so spectacularly in that endeavor that now Bethany was going to have phone sex with her boyfriend while Austin was demoted to using his tongue. He was, in effect, going to be her sex toy. “Of course,” he replied.

    Bethany climbed off his lap, grabbed her phone from the coffee table, and called Buck as she sit and spread her legs.

    “Hey,” Buck said.

    Austin moved to his knees between his wife’s legs and reached up to pull her panties off.

    “Hey there,” Bethany said. “It’s good to see you.”

    “It’s good to see you too,” Buck replied. “I wasn’t expecting a call. I thought it was you and Austin tonight.”

    Austin looked up and Bethany glanced at him. “It was,” she said. “But Austin…well, he had a little accident. We were fooling around – I was going to give him what he’s been craving for so long – and he came in his pants before we even got naked.”

    Buck laughed and Austin was grateful the phone wasn’t facing him. It would have been too humiliating to see the joy on Buck’s face at knowing that Austin had failed as a man.

    “I’m sorry to hear that,” Buck said. “I’m doubly sorry I’m not there. You know I wouldn’t let you down like that.”

    Bethany smiled. “I do know that. That’s why I called. I was hoping you’d be willing to help me out.”

    “I’ll do anything I can,” Buck said.

    “Then why don’t you get in bed and take your cock out for me,” Bethany replied.

    She pointed to her pussy and Austin took the hint and moved between her legs to put his tongue to work. He heard Buck climb into his hotel bed and he imagined the other man pulling out his cock and stroking himself.

    “I miss that cock,” Bethany said. “I wish you were here.”

    Every word was painful for Austin. If he hadn’t just cum he might have found it arousing, but absent the desire that he’d expelled along with his cum it was just humiliating.

    “What would you do if I was there?” Buck asked.

    “Mmmm, you know I like to have you in my mouth,” Bethany replied as Austin dutifully licked her pussy. “So if you were here I’d sit you on the couch and get on my knees between your legs. I’d suck your cock like a good girlfriend is supposed to. I’d make sure you were absolutely mad with desire for me by the time I was done.”

    “That sounds good,” Buck said before moaning. “I do love the things you do with your mouth.”

    “I only do them for you,” Bethany said.

    Austin looked up to see his wife glance at him.

    “Only for me?” Buck asked.

    “There’s only one man in my life that deserves that kind of pleasure,” Bethany replied. “You’re the only one that fucks me like I need to be fucked so you’re the only one that deserves to have his cock worshiped. Austin can’t even get inside me before he cums. You’d never disappoint me like that, would you baby?”

    “Have I ever let you down before?” Buck said.

    Bethany moaned. “No, you never have.”

    “If I was there, would I get to eat your pussy?” Buck asked.

    “No. That’s a job for a cuckold,” Bethany said.

    She turned the phone around to show Buck that Austin was doing his duty. He tried to bury his face in her pussy but he couldn’t avoid having to look at the man his wife now called her boyfriend.

    “Look at that,” Buck said. “It looks like he’s doing a good job.”

    Bethany turned the phone around again and smiled at her boyfriend. “He’s doing a very good job, but his tongue just can’t compare to your cock. Show it to me again. Let me see that beautiful dick of yours.”

    Austin looked up to see a smile cross his wife’s face. She was looking at her boyfriend’s cock. She must have been. He was eating her pussy while she was staring at another man’s cock and fantasizing about it.

    “How would you want my cock if I was there?” Buck asked.

    “I’d want to ride you,” Bethany replied. “Just like I was going to ride Austin, only you wouldn’t cum in your pants. You’d slide into my pussy and fuck me until I had the orgasm I needed. You’d make sure I was satisfied before you took your pleasure because that’s the kind of man you are.”

    Austin heard the sound of cock stroking. Buck was masturbating. He was thinking about fucking Bethany and jerking off.

    “Stroke your cock for me,” Bethany said. “Stroke that beautiful cock while you think about my pussy. Think about my pussy milking you. Think about my tight, wet pussy swallowing your cock and riding you until you explode.”

    “Do you want me to cum inside you?” Buck asked. “Do you want me to flood your pussy with my cum?”

    “Yes,” Bethany replied.

    They were both getting close. Austin felt his wife’s thighs trembling around his head and her hand moved into his hair and she took a possessive grip and began to gently move her hips, rubbing her clit over his lips and tongue.

    “Say it,” Buck said.

    “Cum inside me,” Bethany replied. “Cum in my pussy. Cum in my tight married pussy!”

    Buck grunted and Austin imagined his cock sending a load high into the air as Bethany watched. She tightened her grip on his hair and her thighs closed around his head before she unleashed a beautiful orgasmic scream.

    “What an unexpected delight,” Buck said. “Thank you for calling.”

    “Thank you for making me cum,” Bethany replied.

    Austin suspected that was partly directed at him. Bethany was hammering home the magnitude of his failure.

    “Can I call you a little later?” she asked.

    “Of course. I’m here whenever you need me,” Buck said.

    “Okay. I’ll talk to you then. I love you,” Bethany said.

    “I love you too,” Buck replied.

    Austin sat back. He knew Bethany felt that was about Buck, but hearing her say it felt exceptionally painful.

    Bethany put her phone down and smiled at Austin. “We need to get you cleaned up and put back in chastity,” she said. “But before we do that, I need one more thing from you.”

    Austin couldn’t find the words to reply. Bethany leaned forward and reached out to caress his face. Her touch was impossibly gentle and soothing.

    “I don’t want you to complain about your place in our marriage anymore. I don’t want you to complain about chastity or a lack of sex or orgasms. I don’t want you to complain about the time I spend with Buck. I know that you understand why our marriage has changed and I want you to accept that. I want you to accept your place. Will you do that for me?” Bethany said.

    Austin still felt a little of the resistance that had been with him since the first time Bethany suggested that she wanted Buck to be more than someone she slept with. It had waned over time, though, largely because Bethany had proven time and again that Austin wasn’t the man he thought he was.

    “Yes, I’ll do that for you,” he said. There was no point in fighting it. Not anymore. Not after surrendering to long term chastity. Not after wearing panties with some regularity. Not after cumming in his pants with just a little bit of dry humping.

    Bethany leaned closer and offered a soft kiss on the lips. “Good,” she said. “Now let’s get you cleaned up and back in your cage. I bought you a new pair of panties, too. Don’t you think it’s fitting that you wear them tonight?”

    “Yes,” Austin answered.

    “I think so too,” Bethany added. “I want you to wear just the panties to bed, too. I want to be able to feel them when I cuddle with you. I think that would be nice. I think it’s a nice reminder of your place for both of us.”

    She walked him into the bathroom and unbuttoned Austin’s pants and pushed them to the floor with his underwear. He stepped out of his clothes and Bethany picked them up.

    “Now you get cleaned up while I throw these in the washer. I’ll be back with the panties and your chastity cage,” she said.

    Austin turned to the mirror and turned on the faucet. He felt the last of the fight drain out of him. He was the man his wife said he was. It was time to accept it. His marriage would never be the same. It was time to accept that too. Buck was the better man so he got Bethany and Austin got whatever small treats she was willing to offer him.

    It wasn’t the outcome Austin had envisioned when Bethany had first slept with Buck. He thought it would be a fun diversion that would spice up their sex life. Instead, it had changed both their lives in ways that seemed impossible to reverse.

    Austin resolved not to be depressed about it. Instead, he was going to do everything he could to be the best version of himself. At least that way he’d get to reap the occasional reward. He’d get a handjob here and there. He’d get to watch Buck and Bethany have sex. Perhaps he’d get to have sex with his wife from time to time. He knew what she wanted him to be, so that’s what he was going to be. He’d be supportive. He’d stop complaining. He’d be the husband Bethany needed him to be.

    The End.
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    “Wait, Bethany, aren’t you going to unlock me before you go?” Austin asked as his wife walked towards the front door with her suitcase in hand.

    “No,” she replied. “I’m not going to let you out when I get back, either.”

    Austin had been in his chastity device for nearly two weeks and he couldn’t stomach the idea of being in it much longer.

    “No, please, Bethany, there must be something I can do,” he pleaded.

    She stood her suitcase up and turned to Austin with a smile on her face. He was quite certain that he’d inadvertently stumbled into a well-set trap.

    “Well, there is one thing you could do,” she said.

    Austin knew he’d been set up, but he also knew that his wife held the key to his chastity cage and that she could largely do whatever she pleased with him because he’d go to almost any length for his freedom.

    “I’ll do anything,” he replied.

    “After I leave, you can text Buck and ask him to spend the weekend with you. You can tell him that your wife has challenged you to make him cum five times over the course of the weekend in order to earn your release from chastity,” Bethany explained.

    Austin leaned against the wall as his head spun in a manner that nearly knocked him off his feet. “Is there anything else I can do?” he asked. “Literally anything else? Can I make a stranger cum five times?”

    Bethany laughed like his plea offered her a sense of complete and utter delight. “What’s the matter, darling? Do you not relish the opportunity to pleasure Buck? I quite enjoy offering him pleasure, you know. Don’t you think you’ll feel the same way? Don’t you think you’ll enjoy making Buck’s big, beautiful cock cum this weekend?”

    Austin did not think that and he suspected his wife knew he didn’t. That was almost certainly the point. She wanted him to suffer in exchange for his release from chastity.

    “How about a little incentive?” Bethany said. “If you make Buck cum five times and he tells me that you made him feel exceptionally good each and every time – that means no quickie orgasms – I’ll give you a blowjob when I finally let you out of your cage. How does that sound?”

    “You’ll really do that?” Austin asked.

    Bethany stepped closer and reached between Austin’s legs to grab his caged cock through his jeans. She leaned forward and her lips stopped just short of his before she planted a series of soft, sensual kisses on his cheek and neck. She sucked on his ear lobe just a little before whispering, “I’ll be a good cocksucker for you, I promise. I’ll give you a blowjob like you’ve never had. I’ll give you pleasure as if you were a man like Buck. I’ll make you feel better than you thought possible, I’ll let you cum in my mouth, and I’ll swallow your load like a good cocksucker is supposed to. How does that sound?”

    The ache between Austin’s legs was so intense he couldn’t speak. His wife had expertly lured him into a place of overwhelming desire.

    “Is that a yes?” she asked.

    Austin nodded.

    “Very good. Buck is expecting your text. And remember, you can’t just make him cum as quickly as possible. You need to do a good job. You need to make him feel like I make him feel. You need to make him feel good, Austin, or you won’t get the blowjob I just promised. You’ll get a quick handjob and you might even get a ruined orgasm if you don’t do a good job with Buck. Do you understand?” she said.

    “I do,” Austin replied.

    “Very good. Enjoy your weekend,” Bethany said.

    She grabbed her suitcase by the handle, wheeled it out the front door, and slid into the backseat of the Uber she’d called. Austin watched the car drive away before pulling out his phone and bringing up Buck’s contact info. He opened a message and his fingers hovered over the keyboard on the screen.

    After considering a number of options, Austin kept his text simple and straightforward: “I’d like you to spend the weekend at the house. If it’s okay with you, I’d like to show Bethany that I’m capable of making you feel good. I won’t be as talented as she is, but I will make you cum. I promise.”

    Buck replied quickly: “I’ll be there soon. We’ll see just how dedicated you are. Make sure you’re naked when I arrive.”

    Austin stared at the message as his heart raced. It was done. He’d made the decision to spend his entire weekend acting the part of a bisexual submissive cuckold. He was going to give himself to his wife’s boyfriend and he was going to do so in the name of making Bethany happy and of securing himself a long-overdue orgasm.

    When Buck arrived Austin was naked as instructed. His cock was encased in a chastity device but he was otherwise exposed and he felt it. He suspected Buck had requested his nude state to ensure the balance of power was in his favor and it worked like a charm.

    “Take my suitcase to Bethany’s room,” Buck insisted upon stepping into the house.

    Austin took the suitcase and turned towards the bedroom. He was rewarded with a hard slap on the ass and he yelped in pain as Buck laughed.

    “We’re going to have fun this weekend,” Buck called out as Austin wheeled the suitcase down the hallway.

    He set the suitcase on the bed, took a deep breath, and returned to the living room. Buck was seated on the couch and he looked up at Austin’s naked body and smiled. “Get me a beer.”

    Austin nodded and retrieved a beer from the refrigerator. He grabbed a bottle opener, popped the top, and returned to Buck with the bottle in hand.

    “Thank you,” Buck said. He took a long sip of the beer and turned on the TV. He found a football game, tossed the remote on the couch, and smiled.

    Austin realized that he had no plan whatsoever for accomplishing the task his wife had set out. Not only was he supposed to make her boyfriend cum five times, he was supposed to do it in a way that Buck found exceptionally pleasurable. It seemed clear that Buck wasn’t going to offer any guidance, and why would he? It wasn’t his job to tell Austin how to accomplish his goal. It was simply his job to be there for it.

    “Um, excuse me,” Austin said.

    “Yeah?” Buck asked without taking his eyes off the TV.

    “May I…may I go down on you?” Austin asked.

    “Go down on me?” Buck replied as he turned and looked at Austin. “Why don’t you say what you really mean?”

    Austin felt a little lightheaded as he considered the words that were about to leave his lips. “May I suck your cock?” he asked.

    Buck smiled, took a long swig of his beer, and unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down to his ankles, removed his underwear, and offered up his flaccid cock.

    Austin burned with humiliation as he walked in front of Buck and fell to his knees. He pulled the other man’s shoes, jeans, and underwear completely off to give him full access and took a deep breath as he studied the cock he was about to suck.

    “What are you waiting for?” Buck asked.

    “I don’t know,” Austin said.

    “Are you gonna suck my cock like the slut we both know your wife wants you to be, or are you gonna just sit there and let my dick get cold?” Buck asked.

    Austin took a deep breath and reached out to take Buck’s soft cock in his hand. He stroked it slowly and watched as blood filled the shaft, making it grow longer and thicker. He wrapped his lips around it and moved his tongue over the underside. Humiliation unlike any he’d ever experienced spread through his body as Austin considered that he was sucking cock for the sake of earning his release from chastity. Not only that, but it wasn’t going to be the last time he had Buck’s cock in his mouth or his fingers. He had to provide five total orgasms, after all.

    “I wasn’t sure you’d do it,” Buck said. “Bethany was, though. She was absolutely certain you’d do whatever it took to get the orgasm you want. She was certain she knew what kind of man you are. I guess she was right.”

    Austin didn’t stop. He couldn’t. He worried that if he pulled his mouth from Buck’s cock he’d lose the will to finish the task. As humiliating as it was, he wanted to make his wife happy and earn his orgasm more than he wanted to avoid the embarrassment of being, as Buck said, a cocksucker.

    “You’re not bad, either,” Buck said. “Keep it up and I’ll make sure you get a nice, thick reward. You better make damn sure you swallow, too, or I won’t let you make me cum again and you’ll have sucked cock for nothing.”

    Austin hadn’t thought about swallowing. That would make it just a little more humiliating, but that wasn’t going to be the thing that stopped him. He would swallow if that’s what it took. Of course he would.

    Judging only by the commercial breaks during the game, Austin spent a solid fifteen minutes with Buck’s cock in his mouth before he was rewarded with a load of cum. He felt the dick get a little harder and Buck moaned louder. A hand on the back of Austin’s head ensured he couldn’t pull away during Buck’s orgasm, and soon enough a thick load of spunk rested on his tongue. Austin swallowed as expected and the semen burned as it slid down his throat.

    “Look at me,” Buck said.

    Austin dragged his eyes upwards to meet Buck’s. Merely looking at him after having given a blowjob was humiliating.

    “You were a good cocksucker,” Buck said. “But you’re going to have to work harder for the next load. Don’t forget that. Now get off your knees and get me dinner. You can make it or you can call for delivery. I don’t give a damn.”

    Austin ordered delivery and Buck was kind enough to let him put his clothes on to receive it. They ate dinner largely in silence, both with their eyes glued to the TV as Austin savored the notion that the food washed the taste of cum out of his mouth.

    The rest of the evening was uneventful, right up until it was time to go to bed.

    “Can I suck your cock again before bed?” Austin asked.

    “If you’re willing to work for it,” Buck replied.

    Austin wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but he wasn’t in a position to say no. “I’ll do whatever it takes.”

    Buck smiled and stripped as he motioned for Austin to do the same. He pulled back the covers and crawled into bed, eventually ending up on his back. Austin figured he’d be invited between Buck’s legs to go to work, but his wife’s boyfriend had other plans.

    “You’re gonna work my asshole first,” Buck said as he spread his legs and pulled them back. “If you do a good job I’ll let you suck another load out of me like a good cocksucker.”

    Austin stared at Buck’s hairy asshole and contemplated running his tongue over it. The idea was humiliating enough to make him want to turn around, leave the bedroom, and forget about the whole thing. He’d chalk the first blowjob up to a mistake and forget about the rest. Something compelled him to step closer, though. It compelled him to crawl into the bed and press his lips against Buck’s asshole. It compelled him to give his wife’s boyfriend a rimjob.

    “That’s a good little bitch,” Buck said. “If only your wife could see you now. Naked and eating my ass just for the chance to suck my cock. Look at how far you’ve fallen. Look at what you’ve become.”

    Buck was clearly enjoying himself at Austin’s expense. It seemed possible that Bethany had told her boyfriend to cut loose and humiliate her husband, but it seemed just as likely that Buck was acting all on his own and taking the opportunity to assert a level of control.

    “Make out with my asshole,” Buck demanded. “Kiss it. Show me how badly you want my cock in your mouth.”

    Austin was already licking his asshole so it didn’t seem all that difficult to take the next step. He did as Buck desired. He kissed the asshole in front of him. He ran his tongue over it. He worshiped it like he’d worshiped his wife’s pussy so many times.

    “Now suck on my balls,” Buck demanded.

    Austin took Buck’s testicles into his mouth and sucked ravenously. He sucked and licked. He moved his tongue over the wrinkled, hairy flesh and he elicited moans of joy while doing so. He offered pleasure because that was the cost of getting to give a blowjob and make Buck cum for the second time.

    “You look every bit the little bitch your wife said you’d be this weekend,” Buck said. “You really do, which means you deserve to suck my cock. So go ahead and wrap your lips around it. Give me a blowjob. Suck another load out of me.”

    Austin released Buck’s testicles and wrapped his lips around the now-erect cock that pointed towards the ceiling. He swallowed what he could and sucked ravenously. He played with Buck’s balls and stroked his shaft when it wasn’t in his mouth. He put in an immense effort and was rewarded with a quick orgasm as Buck’s moans filled the master bedroom that Austin usually shared with his wife.

    “Show me the cum,” Buck said after he finished unloading in Austin’s mouth.

    Austin parted his lips and showed Buck what he imagined was a sizable puddle of thick, sticky white semen.

    “Now swallow,” Buck demanded.

    Austin swallowed as ordered and Buck laughed.

    “That’s two out of five. Not bad for your first day as a cocksucker. You can leave now. I expect you to make me coffee and breakfast in the morning. I’ll take bacon and eggs,” Buck said.

    Austin slid out of the bed, collected his clothes, and left the room. He tasted a mixture of ass, balls, cock, and cum in his mouth and he felt every bit of humiliation that came with that sort of thing. He sat on the guest bed and stared at the floor while contemplating what the rest of his weekend might hold. He wondered what else Buck might want of him, how he might make him earn the next three orgasms. It was hard to imagine it would get any easier.
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    Austin woke up to the sound of his phone ringing. It took him a few moments to collect his thoughts, but soon enough the memories of the previous day flooded his brain. Bethany was out of town. Buck was sleeping in the master bedroom. Austin had given his wife’s boyfriend two orgasms the night before and he’d been tasked with providing three more to prove his worthiness of a release from chastity. He’d packed an awful lot into a single day.

    Austin answered his phone without looking at the screen. “Hello?” he asked.

    “Did I wake you up?” Bethany replied.

    “Yeah, but that’s okay,” Austin said. “I should be up anyway.”

    Bethany chuckled on the other end of the line. “I know. You’ve got a busy day ahead of you, don’t you?”

    Despite his wife having instructed him to pleasure Buck, Austin felt more than a little humiliated at having done it. Perhaps Bethany would have let him out of chastity even if he hadn’t agreed to try and give Buck five orgasms in one weekend.

    “I guess so, yeah,” Austin said.

    “Austin, darling, you’re not going to reach your goal with an attitude like that,” Bethany said. “No man is going to give his load to someone that’s not putting in the effort. If you want to get out of your cage and feel my lips around your cock, you’re going to have to show Buck just how desperate you are to make him feel good.”

    Austin sat up in bed and closed his eyes. He thought of Buck’s cock in his mouth. He thought of it unloading on his tongue, of swallowing the other man’s cum. Humiliation coursed through him and he wasn’t entirely sure he could do it three more times.

    Bethany’s voice was considerably more sensual as she continued. “That’s what you want, isn’t it, Austin? You want to see me on my knees in front of you, don’t you? You want to feel my lips around your cock, don’t you?”

    Austin felt his cock surge in the cage as his wife teased him with her sultry voice. It had been so long he’d nearly forgotten how good a blowjob from her felt, but as the memories rushed back he couldn’t help but get turned on.

    “Yes, that’s what I want,” Austin said.

    “I know you’d prefer it if I wanted to get on my knees for you, sweetheart. That’s what any man would prefer. That’s not how our marriage works anymore, though. Our marriage never really worked like that, if we’re being honest. You’ve never been the sort of man that inspires a woman to want to get on her knees. Buck is that sort of man, though. That’s why I happily give him blowjobs and that’s why you’re going to have to earn the privilege of being in your wife’s mouth. You’re more than welcome to pass up on earning that privilege, but you’re not getting a blowjob any other way,” Bethany explained.

    “But…it’s humiliating,” Austin said.

    Bethany laughed. “I know it is, sweetheart. It’s supposed to be. You don’t have to subject yourself to the humiliation, though. You could forget Buck is even there. You could spend the rest of the weekend acting like he’s a new roommate and that’s it. Or, you could complete the challenge. You could make him cum three more times and you could earn the blowjob we both know you’re so desperate for.”

    Austin closed his eyes and sighed. “You’ll really make it a good blowjob?”

    “I’ve learned a lot since I started seeing Buck,” Bethany said. “I’ve also remembered things I’d forgotten. It turns out that I let some of the skills I’d picked up as a younger woman lapse because I was married to you. I had no particular reason to be good at giving head with you, so I wasn’t. Now, though, I have every reason to be good at it. After all, I want to keep my boyfriend happy. He’s the kind of man that could find another woman with ease, and I’m not going to let him walk away. I’m going to be a good girlfriend. I’m going to please him, to make him feel good, to make sure that when he thinks about me he has nothing but good thoughts. If you do as I ask and make Buck cum three more times before I get home, I’ll share all those skills I’ve learned with you. I’ll give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had, sweetheart. I’ll suck your cock like a woman possessed and I’ll swallow your cum when I’m done.”

    Austin wished more than anything that he could masturbate, or that his wife was there in the bedroom with him, that she was willing to accelerate her plans and let him out of his cage for a blowjob right then and there. It was not to be, though.

    “I want to talk to Buck,” Bethany said. “Will you bring him your phone?”

    “Sure,” Austin said. He got out of bed, walked down the hallway, and opened the door to the master bedroom. Buck was awake and sitting up in bed. “Bethany wants to talk to you.”

    Buck extended his arm and Austin approached and handed him the phone.

    “Hey, babe,” Buck said. “How’s your trip.”

    Austin stood at the edge of the bed and waited. He figured Bethany was relaying a quick message and he would soon have his phone back.

    Buck looked at Austin and smiled. “He’s been better than I expected. He’s nowhere near as good as you, of course, but I’ll admit it’s been more arousing than I thought it would be to feed your husband my cum.”

    Buck’s smile grew bigger as Austin watched him pull aside the covers and pull off his boxer shorts, exposing his long, flaccid cock. Austin remained at the edge of the bed.

    “Yeah, I think he deserves the title of cocksucker,” Buck said with a laugh. “He’s sucked cock twice already, so I’d say he’s earned the title. How does that feel, knowing that your husband is a cocksucker?”

    Buck smiled and wrapped his fingers around his cock. Austin couldn’t help but wonder what Bethany was saying. Did she like that Austin had embraced her challenge and given Buck two blowjobs so far? Was she telling buck how pathetic she found Austin? Had Austin inadvertently managed to drive his wife even deeper into her boyfriend’s arms?

    “No, he’s still here,” Buck said. “He’s standing at the side of the bed and watching me masturbate.”

    Austin wanted to argue. Buck was masturbating, but it’s not like he was watching with some sort of fascination. He was just waiting for his phone.

    “Sure,” Buck said. He pulled the phone from his ear and tapped the screen. “You’re on speaker.”

    “Austin, sweetheart, I want you to be a cocksucker for me,” Bethany said. “I want you to crawl into our bed and take my boyfriend’s cock in your mouth. I want you to blow him for me. Will you do that? Will you be a cocksucker for me?”

    Austin stood stone still at the side of the bed. He thought of Bethany’s promise of the best blowjob he’d ever had. He thought of how long it had been since he experienced any sort of real intimacy with his wife. He thought of how badly he wanted to enjoy that sort of pleasure again. The desire was enough to help him push through the overwhelming sense of humiliation.

    “Yes,” Austin said. He climbed into the bed and moved between Buck’s legs.

    “Austin, sweetheart, will you do something for me before you suck his cock?” Bethany asked.

    “Sure,” Austin replied.

    “I want to see your cute little locked up cock next to his. Will you show me? Will you get nice and close so Buck can FaceTime and show me how sad your dick looks compared to his?” Bethany asked.

    Austin was committed now, so he sat astride one of Buck’s thighs and rested his locked cock next to the other man’s semi-hard cock. Buck tapped his phone’s screen and Austin heard his wife’s delighted laugh.

    “You look so tiny compared to him,” Bethany said. “Now let me see you suck his cock, Austin. Let me see you be the cocksucker we both know you are.”

    Austin laid between Buck’s legs and wrapped his lips around the other man’s cock. He blew his wife’s boyfriend while she watched and he felt every bit of the humiliation Bethany likely wanted him to feel. He knew she was pushing him deeper into his new role in their marriage. He knew it and yet he couldn’t stop himself from embracing it. He couldn’t say no. He couldn’t tell her to fuck off. He couldn’t help but wrap his lips around Buck’s cock and blow him.

    “Mmmm,” Bethany said. “I don’t know why, but that turns me on. Does it feel good, baby? Does it feel good to have my husband’s lips around your cock?”

    “It does,” Buck said. “It would feel even better if I got see those beautiful breasts of yours? How would you feel about getting naked for me? If it turns you on to watch, maybe you could play with that perfect pussy of yours while your husband works another load out of my balls.”

    “What a good idea,” Bethany replied.

    Austin sucked hard on the head of Buck’s cock as he thought of his wife doing a striptease for her boyfriend. She was almost certainly in her hotel room and had the phone propped on a desk as she danced for him.

    “You could do that professionally,” Buck said. “You look so fucking good, Bethany.”

    Buck moaned as Austin tried to swallow as much of the other man’s cock as he could. He was giving his all to pleasure the man that was fucking his wife and with every passing minute he sank deeper into his humiliation. That didn’t stop his cock from throbbing with desire in the chastity cage, though.

    “Play with your pussy for me,” Buck said. “Show me how much it turns you on to watch your husband suck cock.”

    Austin heard the sound of his wife climbing into the hotel bed. She moaned and then he heard wetness. She was playing with her pussy. She wasn’t lying. She was turned on. The wetness was proof.

    “Your pussy is soaked,” Buck said.

    “I know,” Bethany replied. “I had no idea it would turn me on this much to see my husband sucking my boyfriend’s cock.”

    “Your husband’s gonna swallow soon,” Buck said. “I’m gonna give him what he craves. I’m gonna fill that cocksucking mouth of his with a thick load and he’s gonna swallow.”

    “Fuck…that’s so hot,” Bethany said. “I want to see it before you swallow, Austin. I want to see my boyfriend’s cum on your tongue. I want to see his thick, creamy load.”

    Bethany moaned louder and Buck joined her. Austin felt the cock in his mouth get a little thicker and harder. He reached up to play with Buck’s balls as he blew him. He was committed. He was going to make his wife’s boyfriend cum for the third time.

    “Fuck, I’m close,” Buck said between moans. “I’m gonna cum in your husband’s mouth.”

    The very notion of it filled Austin with a deep sense of humiliation.

    “Do it,” Bethany said. “Cum in his mouth. Cum in his little whore mouth. Feed him your load. Make him swallow your cum.”

    She was getting into it. She was excited. She was clearly turned on. Buck groaned and his cock head expanded in Austin’s mouth. He wrapped his lips around it and held them tight. He caught every drop of cum that Buck expelled.

    “Show it to me,” Bethany said in a throaty voice. “Show me my boyfriend’s cum.”

    Austin opened his mouth and Buck sat up to move the phone closer. Bethany moaned as she stared at the puddle of cum on Austin’s tongue.

    “Swallow, Austin,” she said. “Swallow his load.”

    Austin closed his mouth and swallowed.

    Bethany groaned. “Fuck, what a fucking slut you are!” She cried out. The sounds of an orgasm emanated from Austin’s phone. He’d made his wife and her boyfriend cum. He felt a sense of pride in addition to the humiliation.

    “Go make me breakfast,” Buck said.

    Austin slid out of the bed and left the room to do as he was told.

    “Dinner was good,” Buck said. “Thanks for cooking.”

    Austin felt an unexpected sense of happiness at the compliment. “It was my pleasure.”

    “Go get a pair of Bethany’s dirty panties,” Buck said. “I want you to wear them while you clean up. Just the panties, too. Leave the rest of your clothes in the bedroom.”

    Austin stood and headed for the bedroom. He was past the point of resisting. He found a pair of blue lace panties and changed into them. He headed back to the kitchen with considerably less clothing on.

    Buck whistled as Austin stepped into the kitchen. He knew he didn’t look good – he was a man in panties, after all – but that wasn’t the point of the whistle.

    “Get to it,” Buck said.

    Austin cleared the dishes and began the task of cleaning. He stood at the sink in the panties and looked over his shoulder every once in a while to see Buck staring at him with a smile on his face.

    “How does it feel?” Buck asked.

    “How does what feel?” Austin replied as he scrubbed the plates clean and put them in the dishwasher.

    “To be such a bitch,” Buck said. “You’ve sucked me off three times in the past two days. You listened to your wife degrade you and you kept on sucking. You swallowed my load on her command. You’ve cooked for me. Now you’re doing dishes in a pair of panties. So, I’m wondering, how does it feel to be such a bitch?”

    “It’s humiliating,” Austin answered.

    Buck laughed. “I’m sure it is. You must be getting something out of it, though. Why else would you subject yourself to such abuse? Why would you let any of this happen if you didn’t find it arousing?”

    Austin didn’t have a good answer, mostly because he knew Buck was right on some level.

    “You know your marriage won’t be the same, right?” Buck said. “Even if Bethany and I break up, your marriage won’t go back to normal. It will never go back to normal.”

    Austin placed the last plate in the dishwasher and started on the skillet he’d dirtied. “I know,” he said.

    Buck stood up and approached. He grabbed Austin’s panty-clad ass and squeezed it hard enough for it to hurt a little.

    “I don’t see us breaking up, though,” Buck said. “I see us staying together for a long, long time. I’ve never been so happy with a woman and I’m pretty sure your wife has never been as satisfied as she is right now.”

    Buck unzipped his pants and they fell to the floor. Austin continued to scrub the skillet as he wondered what Buck was planning on doing.

    “That means you’re going to have to get used to your new place in life, Austin,” Buck said as he lowered Austin’s panties. “You’re going to have to accept that you’re no longer the number one man in your wife’s life and that you’ll never go back to being the number one man in her life. There’s a good chance she’ll no longer think of you as a man.”

    Buck grabbed the bottle of olive oil from the counter, unscrewed the top, and poured some onto his fingers. Austin heard the other man stroking his cock. More oil was applied and Buck’s fingers ended up between Austin’s ass cheeks.

    “Please,” Austin said.

    “Do you want that blowjob or not?” Buck asked as a finger slipped into Austin’s asshole. “Because we both know there’s only one way you’re getting out of that cage. We know that Bethany gave me control. She let me decide whether or not you get to cum, so you’re going to do as I desire or you’re not getting out of that cage.”

    Austin put his hands on the counter and did his best to relax. Buck was going to take what he wanted. Austin was going to do what he could to make sure it wasn’t horribly unpleasant.

    “That’s it,” Buck said he rubbed the head of his cock over Austin’s asshole. “Now beg me for it.”

    Austin hung his head as a wave of humiliation washed over him. “Please, fuck me,” he said. “Use my ass for your pleasure.”

    Buck applied pressure and the head of his cock slipped into Austin’s ass. He groaned at the exceptional pain. The olive oil helped a great deal, but it still hurt to have something so big in such a tight hole.

    Buck grabbed Austin’s hips and pulled back. His cock slid deep into Austin’s rectum. A moment later he felt Buck’s pubic hair against his ass.

    “Beg for it,” Buck said.

    “Please, fuck me,” Austin said. His voice wavered as he begged his wife’s boyfriend to fuck him. The humiliation was almost overwhelming.

    Buck gave Austin what he asked for. He fucked him and he fucked him hard. The sound of his oiled up cock sliding into Austin’s slippery ass filled the kitchen. The pain subsided and became a dull ache as Austin took the other man’s cock. The fucking was relentless and rather unpleasant, but he took it. He took it because that’s what Bethany wanted. He took it because he was earning his blowjob.

    After a few minutes Buck buried his cock in Austin’s ass, grunted, and came inside him. The orgasm seemed to go on for an exceptionally long time and Austin remained still and took it all as humiliation enveloped his body.

    Buck pulled out and said, “Pull your panties up.”

    Austin pulled his panties up and resumed doing the dishes as Buck walked away. He tried his best not to think about the other man’s cum leaking out of his ass. He tried to concentrate on the dishes and the fact that he only had to make Buck cum once more before finishing the challenge.

    Buck’s phone dinged. He picked it up and smiled. “Bethany’s plane just landed,” he said.

    That meant she’d be home in thirty minutes, which meant that Austin had an hour to make Buck cum a fifth time. If he didn’t, it meant that everything he’d gone through over the course of the weekend would have been for naught. He couldn’t help but wonder if that had been the plan all along. Had he been set up to fail? Had they strung him along to ensure that he humiliated himself to such a degree that he could never really recover from it?

    “Buck, please, let me make you cum again,” Austin begged. Any sense of pride had left him. He was an hour away from success or failure and he was going to do what it took to succeed. “Please, don’t deny me this chance. You know it doesn’t happen very often.”

    Buck smiled. “I do know that. I know that there’s a chance you might get to a place where Bethany never sucks your dick again. Why would she, after all? You’re a cocksucker and now you’re an anal slut. Why would your wife ever give you a blowjob again?”

    “I don’t know,” Austin said. “But she promised me one if I made you cum five times and I really, really want to make you cum again. Will you please give me a chance?”

    “Sure,” Buck replied.

    Austin was elated and Buck smiled too.

    “Bethany has a pair of crotchless panties in her underwear drawer. Put them on,” Buck said.

    Austin ran to the bedroom, found his wife’s pink crotchless panties, and put them on. He ran back to the living room and Buck smiled.

    “Now dance for me,” he said.

    Austin danced. He was unwilling to let anything get in the way of what he wanted. He’d worked for the orgasm his wife had promised and he wasn’t going to have gone through all of that for nothing. If Buck wanted him to dance, he was going to dance.

    “Tell me you’re a cocksucker,” Buck said.

    “I’m a cocksucker,” Austin replied as he continued to dance.

    “Tell me you love getting fucked in the ass,” Buck said.

    “I love getting fucked in the ass,” Austin replied.

    “Tell me you’re useless as a husband,” Buck said.

    “I’m useless as a husband,” Austin replied.

    “Tell me that Bethany deserves a real man in her life,” Buck said.

    “Bethany deserves a real man in her life,” Austin replied.

    “Tell me that you’re happy that Bethany has a real man in her life,” Buck said.

    “I’m happy that Bethany has a real man in her life,” Austin replied.

    “Get on your knees and take my pants off, cocksucker,” Buck said.

    Austin dropped to his knees, took Buck’s pants off, and looked up at his wife’s boyfriend. Buck nodded and Austin leaned forward and took the other man’s cock in his mouth. He sucked for all he was worth. He sucked with ravenous desire. He sucked like his life depended on it. He did so because he’d already sacrificed so much. He’d been through so many humiliations that going through one more was nothing as long as he got the reward he’d been promised.

    Austin had no sense of how much time passed as he worshiped Buck’s big cock. Was he going to make him cum in time? Was Buck holding out until Bethany got home so that Austin would lose the challenge?

    “Get up,” Buck said. “Ride me. Reverse cowgirl. You don’t have long, either, so you better do a good job.”

    Austin shot to his feet, turned around, and grabbed Buck’s cock. He sat down, pressed the slippery head against his asshole, and took every inch of it. Buck moaned and Austin put his hands on the other man’s knees and started to ride him. He bounced up and down on the big cock. He suffered through the pain of having anal sex without much lubrication. He suffered through the humiliation of riding another man while in a pair of crotchless panties.

    “Tell me you’re a whore,” Buck said.

    “I’m a whore,” Austin replied. “I’m a fucking whore. I’m a whore and I want you to cum in my ass. Please, Buck, cum in my ass!”

    Austin was desperate. He was desperate for another man to cum in his ass. He was desperate for the reward his wife had promised.

    A car pulled into the driveway. It had to be Bethany. She was home.

    “Please, Buck, cum inside me! Give me your cum!” Austin begged as he rode Buck harder and faster.

    Austin heard the car’s trunk shut. He watched it pull away. Bethany was approaching the front door. She slipped her key into the lock. Austin bounced hard on Buck’s cock.

    Buck groaned. He pulled Austin down on his dick. He came inside him. Austin smiled and leaned back as a sense of relief washed over him.

    Bethany opened the front door. She stepped into the living room and smiled at her husband and her boyfriend.

    “That’s five,” Buck said.

    “My, my, my,” Bethany said. “I guess those panties are yours now.”

    Austin listened to his wife chuckle as Buck’s cock remained inside him. He’d never felt so humiliated.

    “Why don’t you get cleaned up,” she said. “Then I’ll give you your reward.”

    Austin lifted his cock from Buck’s ass and grabbed a tissue to catch some of the cum leaking from his ass.

    “You should thank him,” Bethany said. “He didn’t have to let you make him cum even once, let alone five times. He was quite generous.”

    Austin turned to Buck. “Thank you for letting me make you cum.”

    “You’re welcome,” Buck replied.

    Austin turned towards the bedroom once more and Bethany grabbed his arm as he moved by. She pulled him close and her lips found his. She offered a deeply passionate kiss with an active, eager tongue. She moaned into his mouth and grabbed his ass. It brought back memories of when Bethany had been passionate for Austin.

    “My mouth is yours,” she said. “You earned it and I promise I’m going to give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had. Get in the shower. I’ll join you in a few minutes.”

    “Thank you,” Austin said. He headed for the master bathroom while reliving the kiss he’d just shared with his wife. He thought of the blowjob she was going to give him. Pure joy enveloped him. He’d earned his reward. It had been hugely humiliating to do so, but he’d earned it. Now he was going to enjoy it.

  
    Exploring His Desire to Watch Her with Another Man

    
      Most of my stories take place after someone's already been cuckolded. Sometimes, though, it's fun to explore the kind of play that soon-to-be cuckold and hotwife couples indulge in before they've taken the plunge. After all, the sort of back and forth depicted in this story can be just as hot as the actual thing. I hope you enjoy it :)
    

    "You're so wet," Dale said as his fingers entered his wife.

    "I know," Elizabeth replied. "You know that a good massage always turns me on, and this massage has been better than most."

    Dale's lips encircled her nipple as he pushed a third finger into his wife and used his thumb to generate blissful friction for her clit.

    "Dale, baby, I want you inside me."

    He moved with haste between her legs. She guided him inside her. They kissed as he began to thrust. She wrapped her legs around him and moaned.

    Thirty seconds later, it was over. Elizabeth had climaxed. Dale straightened his arms and lifted himself off his wife to study the blissful post-orgasmic look on her face.

    "Thank you," she said. "I'm sorry that was so quick. I can't help it when I get that turned on."

    Dale pulled out, knowing full well that her clit was too sensitive after an orgasm for him to continue fucking his wife.

    "You should rub my feet," Elizabeth said.

    Dale rested a pillow by the headboard and sat up against it. Elizabeth shifted her body to rest her feet in his lap. She closed her eyes as Dale offered the foot rub she'd requested. He let his gaze wander over her body. Her nipples were still erect from the arousal that had coursed through her and led to such a quick orgasm. Her labia were still puffy with desire. Her pussy was still wet. Her thighs still trembled just a little from the continued aftermath of her climax.

    "That feels so good," she said.

    After a few minutes, Elizabeth opened her eyes and gestured for a throw pillow. Dale tossed it her way and she rested it behind her head.

    "You look beautiful," he noted.

    "I like that you always enjoy how I look after I've cum."

    He rubbed each of her toes, taking his time with it to ensure that his wife felt good, that she received the pleasure she both craved and deserved.

    "I like how you look when you're cumming, too," he said.

    Elizabeth took her breasts in her hands, arched her back, and moaned. "I know you do, baby. It's a good thing I cum so easily. That way, you get to watch me cum a lot more often than most men do with their wives."

    "I do like to watch."

    Her lips curled into a playful smile. "Yeah?"

    Dale nodded as he met her gaze and held it. Neither of them said a word, but he was certain they were both talking about his stated fantasy of watching his wife have sex with another man.

    "You should get my toy," she said. "Out of my nightstand drawer."

    Dale set her feet aside and crawled to the other side of the bed to retrieve the cylindrical vibrator that his wife favored. He handed it to her and returned to sitting against the headboard and rubbing her feet.

    Elizabeth rubbed the toy over her pussy lips and pushed the head inside her. She pulled it out, turned it on, and held it against her clit. Dale watched her toes curl and listened as his wife's soft moans filled the room.

    She almost always came more than once when they had 'playtime,' as she liked to call it. Her quick orgasms and sensitive clit meant that their sex life was a bit unusual, as Dale was rarely able to cum in the short span of time it took his wife to have an orgasm via penetration. He'd come around to the notion that it meant their sex life was more varied and interesting than most, though, especially since he felt safe enough to express his more off-the-beaten-path desires with her.

    Elizabeth's first orgasm was typically rushed, like her body and brain demanded that it happen as quickly as possible to satisfy the overwhelming need that her arousal had generated. She was capable of taking her time after that, of driving herself to the edge of a climax before pulling back, as if she could stand a bit of teasing - self-inflicted or otherwise - once she'd had the first orgasm.

    The toy pushed into her pussy - which was now wetter - and every inch of it disappeared as Dale stared between his wife's legs.

    "That looks so hot," he said.

    Elizabeth opened her eyes. "Yeah?"

    Dale nodded. "It really does."

    "You're not rubbing my feet."

    Dale resumed the massage. He liked that his wife seemed more than happy to ask for a rub in exchange for giving him a little of the fantasy he craved. He liked that she seemed to understand, too, that he found it exciting to rub her after she'd cum and while he was still desperate for an orgasm.

    "What would you do while you watched?" she asked.

    "What?"

    Elizabeth held the toy against her clit and moaned. "Would you just watch? Would you masturbate? Would you...I don't know, would you want to be right next to me to kiss me or hold my hand?"

    "While I watched someone else fuck you?" Dale asked, mostly because he wanted to hear her say it.

    She smiled. "Yes, Dale, what would you do while you watched someone else fuck me?"

    He'd thought countless times of her having sex with another man, but Dale hadn't given much thought to what he'd do while it was happening. He was almost always masturbating while he fantasized, but that was different from what he might do in the moment.

    "I think I'd...I think I'd like to touch myself while I watched. Maybe not in a way where I was trying to cum, though. I don't think I'd enjoy it as much if I came while I was watching."

    Elizabeth plunged the toy into her pussy and arched her back. Dale lifted her foot to his lips and kissed the tops of her toes. She moaned, though he wasn't sure if it was because she liked the toe kissing or if she liked having the toy buried in her pussy.

    She closed her eyes and pulled the toy out. It glistened with her wetness as Elizabeth held it against her clit and let the vibrations do their work.

    Fueled by a desire to venture into a kinkier headspace, Dale took her big toe in his mouth and sucked on it. Elizabeth moaned and wiggled her toe, seemingly as a way of letting him know that she thoroughly enjoyed how it felt.

    "That feels so good," Elizabeth said softly.

    The vibrating toy entered her pussy once more, but this time she fucked herself instead of merely holding it inside her. In and out the toy went. It wasn't quite like watching a cock fuck her, but Dale found it deeply pleasurable, fueled in large part by his wife's willingness to indulge in a version of his fantasy.

    "Does it feel good to get fucked like that?" he asked.

    She opened her eyes, looked at him, and nodded. "It does, baby. It feels so good to get fucked while you watch. To have a cock inside me while you watch."

    Dale felt the blood rush to his dick. He looked down to see that the head had gotten a little bigger, that its color had darkened slightly from the sudden surge of arousal.

    Without giving it much thought, Dale began to suck on his wife's big toe once more. He took it all in his mouth and swirled his tongue around it. He rubbed her calves while doing so. She fucked herself with the toy for a bit longer and then resumed vibrating her clit, her moans having gotten louder.

    "Dale, baby, I'm cumming!"

    Elizabeth claimed her second orgasm of the night, holding the toy against her clit until she'd finished. Once her moans had ceased she turned the vibrator off and set it on the bed beside her as Dale let her toe slip from his mouth and resumed the foot massage.

    Elizabeth closed her eyes and enjoyed the rub for a few minutes without saying a word. Dale studied her as erotic energy coursed through his body. He considered how lucky he was to be with a woman that was happy to indulge - at least a little - in his fantasies and that seemed disinclined to judge him in even the slightest manner for getting turned on at the idea that of her fucking someone else.

    "What if I didn't want you to masturbate?" she asked.

    "What?"

    Elizabeth looked up. "While you watched. What if I didn't want you to masturbate? What if I wanted you to keep your hands away from your cock, to concentrate all your energy on watching me and whatever man I've invited into our bed?"

    "I'd enjoy that," he answered.

    She pulled her feet back and moved to her knees. She crawled closer and was soon seated next to him with her hand around his stiff cock. She gathered Dale's precum and the sounds of slippery stroking filled the bedroom.

    "Are you sure?" she whispered. "You wouldn't mind that me and my new man were getting off while you weren't allowed to touch yourself? You wouldn't mind that my pussy was going to make another man cum while I'd forbidden you from evening touching your dick?"

    Dale moaned. "Fuck...Elizabeth..."

    She stopped stroking him.

    "No, I wouldn't mind. That would be really hot, actually."

    "Is that right?"

    He nodded. "Yes. I'm not sure I understand why, but that would be really hot."

    Elizabeth straddled him and Dale grabbed her ass.

    "No touching."

    He let his hands fall to the bed. She reached down to guide his cock into the intense wetness and heat of her pussy and sank down on him. Dale was overcome with desire and he reached for her ass again - to urge her to ride him - before relenting and once more letting his hands fall to the bed.

    Elizabeth leaned forward until her breasts were close enough to Dale's face that he could feel their warmth. He wanted nothing more than to suck on them, to flick his tongue back and forth over her nipple, to give his wife pleasure.

    "No touching," she said softly. "None at all. Just stay still."

    Elizabeth lifted her hips until just the tip of his cock remained inside her. She moaned and slowly sat down on him. She repeated the process over and over, her hands running through his hair and over his shoulders. She leaned forward enough that her breasts brushed against his face. She was touching him, but he refrained from touching her despite his intense desire to do so.

    "What if he had a bigger cock?" she asked.

    "What?"

    Elizabeth leaned back and rested her hands on his thighs with his cock still buried inside her. "This man I'd be fucking." She smiled. "Let's call him my boyfriend."

    Dale moaned softly.

    "What if my boyfriend had a bigger cock than yours? How would you feel about that?"

    Dale's cock was a little bit above average and he'd never felt any particular inferiority where it was concerned. That didn't preclude him from fantasizing about his wife fucking someone with a bigger cock, though. He'd never shared that detail with her, but he thought about it all the time.

    "I'd like that," he said.

    "Why?"

    "Because...years ago we had a conversation about size. I don't remember all the details, but I do remember you saying that size matters to a certain extent, that a bigger cock does feel better in a lot of ways, and this thing, this fantasy...ultimately it's about me watching you have great sex, so if a bigger cock would mean better sex, then that's what I want for you."

    Elizabeth leaned forward and directed her nipple between his lips. "You can pleasure me with your mouth."

    He did as she asked and was rewarded with the blissful sensations of her pussy moving up and down on his cock.

    "I would enjoy a bigger cock," she said.

    Dale very nearly came inside his wife and he moaned loudly enough that she must have known he was close. She slowed down, certainly, and he held off on cumming as he wanted to keep things going.

    "Really?" he asked.

    Elizabeth leaned back a little - depriving him of her breasts - and nodded. "I wasn't lying when we had that conversation. Size does matter and it feels nice to have a big cock inside me. I love yours, of course, so don't get me wrong, but if I'm going to fuck someone else then I might as well fuck someone with a bigger cock than yours."

    He couldn't help but kiss her. He had to. He ran his hands up her back and pulled her mouth close. Their lips met and their tongues entwined. Elizabeth seemed to know better than to ride him, though, as she kept her hips still, bathing him her warmth and incredible wetness but preventing him from cumming.

    "Would you really enjoy it, Dale?" she asked.

    The question was genuine. They'd stepped outside the fantasy for a moment. Dale held his wife's gaze for a few moments and nodded. "Yes, I would. I know it might sound crazy, but I would enjoy it. I'm sure there would be unexpected elements of it. I'm sure I'd be surprised at how certain elements of the reality of this fantasy didn't quite line up to what I thought they'd be, but yes, I'd enjoy watching you have sex with someone that had a bigger cock than mine."

    Elizabeth climbed off of him and laid back once more. She spread her legs and turned her toy on. She held it against her clit and Dale reached for her feet to massage her once more, but she shook her head.

    "I want you to kiss my thighs while I masturbate," she said.

    Dale smiled and laid between his wife's legs. She held the vibrator against her clit and he pressed his lips against the soft skin of her left thigh and showered it in slow, gentle kisses. He moved from one side to the other, showing his affection while she unleashed a steady stream of moans.

    Elizabeth plunged the toy into her pussy and fucked herself, immersing Dale in his fantasy as he imagined himself having a similar view while someone else's cock - instead of a toy - was deep inside her.

    "That looks so hot," he said.

    Elizabeth lifted her head and looked down at him. She played with her tits and fucked her pussy as Dale continued to kiss her thighs, though he tried his best to keep an eye on the toy sliding in and out of her.

    Dale was close to her pussy when Elizabeth pulled the dildo out and he moved towards it. His lips brushed against the toy and he extended his tongue. He tasted her juices on it and he couldn't help but moan at the thrill of it.

    Elizabeth pulled the dildo away, but only for a moment. She rested it against her pussy and held it there. Dale inched forwards and extended his tongue. He licked the toy. He kissed it. He felt nervous while doing so as he worried his wife might suddenly find his desire off putting.

    The judgment never came, though. Instead, Elizabeth maneuvered the dildo so the tip was pointed towards Dale's mouth. She didn't say a word, but it seemed to him that she was offering the chance to take it between his lips if he wanted.

    Dale went for it. He took the toy in his mouth. He closed his lips around it. He sucked on it. He sucked his wife's juices off of it. He sucked it clean. Elizabeth shifted her hand and allowed him to take more of the toy if he so chose. Dale went for it again. He sucked nearly all of it into his mouth and listened to his wife moan as he did so.

    Dale pulled back and she set the toy aside. He moved his lips to her pussy. He flicked his tongue back and forth over her clit. She held his head in her hands and just a handful of seconds later Elizabeth had her third orgasm of the night. Her thighs opened wider as she climaxed and Dale reached up to play with his wife's tits in hopes of adding an extra dash of pleasure.

    "Thank you," she said. "That was exceptional."

    "I like that you cum so easily, that you cum so often."

    She caressed his face. "I like that you're always so eager to make me cum more than once."

    He kissed her thighs, slowly moving down her legs until he was kissing her feet. Dale then sat against the headboard once more. Elizabeth let him rub her feet for a short while, doing so with her eyes closed. Dale always liked the sense that he was making her feel good, that he was, in a way, serving her, and when she had her eyes closed with a slight smile on her face it was always especially thrilling.

    "Move to your back," she said.

    Dale did so and Elizabeth straddled his thighs. She grabbed her toy once more, turned it on, and held it against her clit while her fingers encircled his cock, gathered his precum, and stroked him slowly.

    The toy disappeared inside Elizabeth and Dale watched as his wife fucked herself. She moaned softly, closed her eyes, and tightened her grip on his cock.

    The dildo came out of her pussy and Elizabeth took Dale inside her. She rested one hand on his chest and began to ride him slowly. Then, to his surprise and delight, she rubbed the toy against his lips.

    Dale opened his mouth. She pushed the toy onto his tongue. He closed his lips around it. He sucked on it as she gently moved it in and out of his mouth.

    Elizabeth leaned down and kissed his neck as he sucked her juices from the toy. She moaned and rode his cock faster, her pussy offering intense pleasure as she milked him.

    "What if I wanted you to suck my boyfriend's cock clean after you watched him fuck me?" she whispered.

    Dale answered by cumming inside his wife. She kissed his neck and moaned like she was the one having an orgasm. It made him cum even harder.

    She set the toy aside and sat up. Her nipples were hard and her smile was sweet and genuine. She seemed thrilled to have made him cum.

    "How did that feel?" she asked.

    "Like one of the best orgasms I've ever had."

    Elizabeth leaned down and kissed him softly. The kiss went on for far longer than he'd expected, though, becoming something deeply passionate. The lust it generated seemed to inspire her to begin grinding her pussy over his crotch. He felt his cum leaking out of her and making something of a mess, but Dale didn't care. His wife wanted to cum and he wanted her to have whatever she desired. He grabbed Elizabeth's ass and squeezed it hard - in the manner she enjoyed - and soon enough she'd had her fourth orgasm of the night.

    Afterwards, Elizabeth climbed off of Dale and they cuddled together. She kissed his neck and rested a hand across his chest as he felt one of her breasts press into his arm.

    "You know, I could see myself actually making your fantasy reality if you think that's something you'd really want to try," she said. "It might take a long time to find someone and it might not work out in the end, but I think I'd be willing to try."

    Dale smiled. "I'd like that very much and I'd be willing to do just about anything to make it happen."

    She kissed him on the cheek. "I'll keep that in mind. We might get to see if you really mean it."

    Dale meant it. He resolved to find some way to show his wife that he meant it, too, to do something unexpected to help her find someone worthy of having sex with. He'd have to think on it, but he'd find a way to show Elizabeth he was serious about doing whatever it took to make his fantasy a reality, and for that reality to be amazing for her.

  
    Exploring the Pleasures of Erotic Humiliation - Part 1

    I can't believe this is happening again, Ella thought as she felt her husband's cock soften inside her. I wore lingerie. I went down on him. I made sure he was hard before I took him inside me, and he's still going soft. What the fuck am I doing wrong?

    To try and counter Leo's seeming loss of arousal, Ella arched her back to present her breasts in a more alluring manner and rode him a little faster. She looked into her husband's eyes and moaned like his cock was the most wondrous thing she'd ever experienced - in its softening state, it most certainly wasn't, but Ella wanted him to get hard again - in the hopes that they could have the kind of sex she craved.

    It's not working, she thought. He looks like he's interested. He looks like he's having a good time. He looks like he wants this, and yet he's not getting any harder. I don't understand.

    It wasn't the first time Leo had gone a little soft during sex. They hadn't talked about it - Ella wasn't sure how to bring up a thing like that with a man without hurting his feelings - but it had now gone far past the point of frustration for her. She could still cum just by grinding her clit into his crotch, but it just didn't feel anywhere near as good as if Leo's cock behaved like it used to.

    "What's wrong?" Ella said as she stopped riding her husband and put her hands on his chest.

    "What do you mean?" he replied. "There's nothing wrong."

    Ella knew it wasn't fair, but she felt like he was denying the very obvious fact that something was wrong and she felt an unexpected level of anger rise up in her. "Leo, what's wrong?" she asked.

    "Nothing," he said, though the look on his face made her absolutely certain that he knew what she was talking about and was simply unwilling to address it, which further fueled the anger simmering inside her.

    "Is it me?" Ella asked. "Are you not attracted to me anymore?"

    "Ella...no, you're beautiful," he replied, indicating once again - albeit in a different way - that he knew something wasn't working quite as it should be.

    She rocked her hips back and forth on his cock, bathing him in the wetness and heat of her pussy. There was pleasure on his face, but Ella could feel that the stiffness she desired - that she very nearly required for good sex with her husband - wasn't present.

    "Then what's wrong, Leo?" she asked. Ella was aware that she hadn't yet named the elephant in the room - the fact that his cock was no longer anywhere near as stiff as it used to be - but she was wary of doing so, as men tended to be very sensitive where their penises were concerned.

    "Ella...please," was all he said. It seemed quite clear that he didn't want to talk about it, but that didn't work for Ella. She was not the sort of woman that was willing to settle in any way, and that absolutely included her pursuit of sexual satisfaction.

    It was anger - anger that Ella had let build for far longer than she should have - that fueled her response.

    "No, Leo," she said sharply. "No. Just no. I'm sick of this. Your dick isn't hard. Your fucking dick isn't hard inside me. I put on lingerie for you, I gave you a blowjob, I got on top and I took you in my pussy - which I know is fucking incredible - and I'm riding you and your dick is going soft. You're 35 years old, Leo. That's far too young to need Viagra. So what the fuck is going on?"

    At first, he looked stunned, perhaps because no one had ever spoken to him like that while he was inside them. Then a pained look crossed his face, making it seem as though Ella had hit the nail on the head and perhaps tapped into her husband's insecurities in the process, making him feel quite bad about himself.

    Had Ella been less angry - and in a state where she wasn't frustrated about the lack of sexual satisfaction in their marriage - she might have been more sympathetic to that look. She wasn't, though. In the moment, she was anything but sympathetic. Instead, it annoyed her, adding further fuel to the anger that was quickly approaching a boiling point.

    "Don't make that face," she said. "Don't act like you want to roll away and hide from this conversation." She dug her fingernails into his chest - more out of frustration than anything, and said, "Your cock isn't giving me what I need anymore, Leo. Your cock is bordering on being useless to me."

    To Ella's complete and utter surprise, Leo moaned. The moan was accompanied by an undeniable look of pleasure on his face. Ella wasn't moving, she wasn't riding him, she wasn't squeezing his cock with her pussy. There was no reason for that look of pleasure and the moan, which is why she it took her a few moments to register that Leo might have found some pleasure in what she'd just said.

    Ella lifted her fingernails from his chest, leaned down, and kissed him. She lifted her pussy from his cock and sank down slowly and she was certain his cock felt harder. It was utterly bizarre and borderline incomprehensible, but it seemed that Leo had gotten turned on by Ella's undeniably unkind words regarding his cock.

    She kissed him again and offered a hint of tongue while riding him slowly. She showered his neck in soft kisses, moaning between them and working her way towards his ear. Leo always loved when she sucked and nibbled on his ear lobe, so Ella indulged his desire and did so, but she had something else planned, too.

    "Your cock has been damn near useless to me for months now," she said softly.

    He moaned again and his hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass in that insistent, eager way a man does when his arousal levels are sky high.

    Ella rode him faster and said, "I need a nice, hard dick inside me, Leo, and you haven't been able to give that to me for a long time now. I can't tell you how disappointing it's been to feel you go soft, to know that my husband's soft, almost useless cock isn't going to be able to make me cum the way I want to cum."

    Leo's grip on her ass tightened and he began to fuck his cock up into Ella's pussy. He was stiff as steel, too, just like she enjoyed, and there was no question the particular kind of dirty talk she'd offered had gotten him there. Ella couldn't understand why that would be the case, but she didn't give it much thought in the moment because she was well on the way to the kind of orgasm she craved, and the kind she'd been deprived of for months.

    "Fuck me, Leo," she said. "Show me that your dick doesn't have to be useless. Show your wife that you can actually make her cum like she needs to."

    Leo delivered, pounding his dick up into Ella's pussy while she moved her hips back and forth, generating all kinds of wondrous stimulation and hurrying her towards what felt like it would be a breathtaking orgasm.

    "I'm close," she announced. "Leo, I'm close. I want you to cum in me. Cum in me, Leo."

    He got there just a few moments later, and Ella joined him soon after. It was the best orgasm she'd had in months - if not longer - and based on the way Leo was moaning and grunting and groaning, it was the best orgasm he'd had in a very long time.

    When the tremors of pleasure had subsided, Ella leaned down, rested her head in the crook of his neck, and smiled before kissing him softly. "That was lovely, Leo. Thank you," she said.

    "You're welcome," he replied.

    Leo ran his arms down her back - and the soft lace of her lingerie - and held her close, though Ella his touch felt just a little hesitant and Ella was fairly certain he wasn't entirely enjoying the aftermath of his orgasm.

    "Do you want to talk about it?" she asked.

    There were a few seconds of silence before he answered with a simple, "No."

    Ella knew they'd have to talk about it, but she wasn't going to push it in the moment. It had always seemed to her that men were particularly fragile in their post-orgasmic state and she had no interest in shattering him in that moment, so the conversation could wait.

    
      
    

    Ella was happy to wait to engage Leo in a conversation about his response to what she'd said about his cock, but she had no patience when it came to satisfying her curiosity, so she headed online.

    It took some doing, but eventually Ella found her way - with the help of a few very specific subreddits, some knowledgeable people on Twitter, and a few helpful blog articles - to what seemed like an understanding of Leo's seeming arousal at her pointed criticisms of his sexual performance.

    As best as Ella could understand it without talking to him, Leo found pleasure in erotic humiliation. He was not alone in finding pleasure in that, either. In fact, Ella's surface-level investigation had revealed that some men found intense pleasure in remarkably heavy levels of humiliation and degradation and many were partnered with women that had no problem indulging in their desires.

    Offering up that sort of humiliation wasn't something that came naturally to Ella, but as she conducted her informal research she kept thinking of the look on Leo's face when she'd called his cock useless. It was the pleasure that stood out strongest in her mind, and the more she thought about it the more it fascinated her that she could make her husband feel such excitement with no more than a few words.

    Ella couldn't help but identify with the women who talked of feeling a pleasing kind of power as they mastered the art of delivering the erotic humiliation their partners desired. She'd felt something akin to that while sitting on Leo's cock and turning up his desire while doing little more than whispering dirty words into his ears, and it had absolutely resulted in her getting fucked the way she wanted and having the kind of orgasm she'd sorely missed for months.

    With all of that in mind, Ella decided that she wasn't going to have a conversation with Leo. Instead, she was going to conduct a little experiment to see if he really was into erotic humiliation like so many of the men she'd read about online.

    Ella conducted that experiment on a Saturday evening. It was six days after they'd last had sex - after she'd discovered Leo's potential desire - and she was fairly certain he hadn't masturbated in that time, meaning he'd be well primed for an orgasm.

    After dinner, Ella opened a bottle of wine, poured two glasses, and suggested that she and Leo retire to the couch to enjoy their wine and talk. The conversation wasn't important, though, as the point was to get a little bit drunk to help loosen him up in case he was feeling self-conscious about what had unfolded the last time they'd fucked.

    As they talked, Ella made sure to try and offer little bits of arousal in the form of a quick, sensual kiss or a bit of thigh rubbing. She wanted to get Leo's blood flowing without pushing him to a place where he absolutely needed to fuck her.

    That came after they'd finished the wine. Ella was feeling delightfully buzzed and surprisingly horny, and she was fairly certain Leo was in the mood too as he was more than happy to indulge in an amorous, lengthy kiss with a great deal of tongue. His hand moved under Ella's sweater - a sexy sweater that Leo had often noted was his absolute favorite - and he eagerly played with her breasts in the delicate black lace bra she'd bought for just the occasion. He even moaned into her mouth the moment he touched the lace.

    After a bit of kissing and heavy petting Ella got up and stripped for her husband, revealing the panties that matched the bra and spinning around to give Leo a look at her ass, which she knew looked exquisite.

    "Ella, you're so beautiful," he said.

    She turned around, straddled him, and they kissed as she moved her hips back and forth, riding him slowly and luring his cock into the impressively stiff state she desired. Leo unhooked her bra at one point and Ella happily leaned forward to let him lick, kiss, and suck on her breasts as he grabbed her ass tight and squeezed in a deeply pleasurable manner.

    "Do you want me?" Ella asked softly.

    "More than you can imagine," he replied.

    She smiled, climbed off his lap, and said, "You should get naked, then."

    Leo stripped off his shirt as Ella bent over to help him out of his pants. She yanked them off along with his underwear, leaving her husband nude and impressively erect on the couch. The look on his face made it seem like he thought she was going to mount him and take his cock for a ride, but Ella wanted to play it a little slower.

    She moved to the end of the couch, sat, turned towards her husband, and spread her legs. She pulled the delicate panties aside, smiled at him, and said, "Eat my pussy, Leo."

    He looked surprised - it wasn't often that Ella issued something akin to an order, especially when it came to sex - but she saw excitement in his eyes, and he didn't hesitate to do as she asked.

    Leo had a smile on his face as he laid between her legs and put his tongue to work on her pussy. Ella moaned as he massaged her clit and reached down to run her fingers through his hair and put a hand on the back of his head.

    "Does my pussy taste good?" she asked.

    Again Leo looked surprised - Ella had never asked that question before - but his smile was damn near giddy when he looked up and said, "Your pussy tastes damn good."

    Ella applied gentle pressure to the back of his head and Leo went back to work, shoving his tongue inside her and dragging it all the way up to her clit to offer a few long, slow licks before repeating the process. It felt good, and Ella was surprised at how much she enjoyed watching him go down on her in that matter while holding the back of his head. She felt that sense of power - in a mild way - that so many women had talked about online, and she really liked it.

    "Do you want me?" Ella asked after Leo had thoroughly aroused her with his tongue.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    "Then fuck me," she said.

    Leo kissed his way up her stomach, over her breasts - giving attention to both of her nipples in the process - and then his lips found their way to hers as the head of his cock rubbed over her labia.

    Ella welcomed her husband's tongue into her mouth as she reached down to guide his cock into her pussy. Leo filled her with a slow, deep thrust and she moaned. He was stiff - beautifully stiff - and she suspected he would stay that way. She was still going to conduct her experiment, though.

    "Fuck me, Leo," she said.

    He didn't need any more encouragement. He fucked her skillfully and every thrust felt wondrous. Ella's clit was swollen with desire and when his pelvis slammed into it she felt a burst of pleasure. She was soaked with desire so she couldn't feel his cock as much as she usually did, but it wasn't necessary for her pleasure.

    "You feel so good," Leo said after he'd pounded her hard for a few minutes. "Fuck, Ella, your pussy feels so fucking good."

    Ella was close to cumming - the oral sex had gotten her part of the way there - and she was fairly certain Leo was close, too, which meant it was a perfect time to conduct her experiment. She was a little nervous about it, though. If she was wrong - if Leo didn't like what she planned to say - there was a very good chance she'd do some damage and it was guaranteed he wouldn't enjoy the sex. Ella was almost certain she was right about her husband and what he wanted, though, so she went for it.

    She ran her hands down his back, smiled as she looked into his eyes while he fucked her, and said, "Your cock feels good, baby, but I've had better."

    Surprise - shock, even - was the first thing she saw on his face. It was followed almost immediately by that same pleasure she'd seen six days ago. It was as if Leo couldn't control it, as if his brain had turned her insult into pleasure so quickly that he couldn't catch up to it and tell himself that he shouldn't be turned on by such things.

    Ella ran her hands down his back, grabbed Leo's ass, and said, "I've had much bigger cocks, baby. Cocks that filled my tight pussy better than yours does. Cocks that reached much deeper inside me than you do. Cocks that fucked me better than you do."

    That pushed him right over the top as Leo's eyes rolled back in his head before he closed them, fucked Ella with wild abandon, and came inside her. The furious sex put her over the top, too, and she wrapped her legs around her husband and climaxed, pulling him close and holding him tight as her body trembled from an orgasm fueled by the pleasure of exerting an unexpected sort of power over her husband and making him cum hard by doing so.

    "I love you, Leo," Ella said as she continued to hold him close after both their orgasms had subsided.

    "I love you too," he replied softly.

    They'd have to have that conversation soon, but Ella's experiment had yielded further proof that Leo was absolutely into erotic humiliation and she found that hugely exciting as it opened so many avenues for further exploration and what Ella hoped would be a wealth of incredible orgasms.
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    Leo was always attentive when he and Ella went out for a date, but it felt different in the aftermath of the last two orgasms she'd given him. Both had been fueled by a touch of erotic humiliation - centered around his cock - and it seemed that the pleasure of those orgasms had inspired an even greater level of attentiveness and desire on his part as he couldn't seem to keep his eyes or hands off of her while they enjoyed a romantic meal at their favorite restaurant.

    "You look so beautiful," Leo said as they walked out after a lengthy dinner. He put his arm around Ella, pulled her close, and let his hand drift to the top of her ass before giving it a gentle squeeze through the soft, silky material of her dress.

    "Thank you," Ella replied with a smile.

    Leo handed pulled the valet slip out of his pocket and handed it to the eager-looking young man who found their keys and set off into the parking lot to find their car.

    He turned his attention to Ella, pulled her close, and reached up to caress her face as their eyes met. She smiled and Leo leaned down to kiss her. His lips were soft but insistent and Ella happily parted hers and welcomed the seductive probing of her husband's tongue. It wasn't the kind of kiss they usually shared in public, but Leo didn't seem to give a damn.

    "That was some kind of kiss," Ella said softly.

    Leo ran his fingers through her hair, smiled, and replied, "You're irresistible, Ella. Utterly irresistible."

    She smiled and then bit her lip playfully before reaching between his legs and brushing her fingers against the bulge of his semi-stiff cock. "It seems like you want me, Leo," she said. "It seems like you've wanted me all night, like you've wanted me since you saw me in this dress."

    He nodded. "I do. I want you, Ella. I want you desperately."

    She kissed him, this time probing his mouth with her tongue and playing with his cock right there at the valet stand, giving her husband an erection in public and doing so without a care in the world. Leo wanted her, but Ella wanted him too. She wanted to feel his stiff cock inside her, to get fucked like he'd fucked her just a handful of days ago.

    Ella would have continued giving an over the pants handjob, but the car showed up and she released his cock, took Leo's hand, and walked towards the passenger door. He opened it for her, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, and slid in while making sure that her dress rode up and exposed most of her milky white thighs.

    Leo took a moment to stare, tipped the young valet, and got behind the wheel. Ella didn't bother fixing her dress, instead choosing to keep her thighs exposed, a choice that put a smile on her husband's face as he put the car in drive.

    As soon as they pulled out of the parking lot Ella reached over, took one of Leo's hands from the wheel, and placed it between her legs. He glanced her way, smiled, and rubbed her pussy through the delicate, skimpy lace panties she'd worn for him.

    "Mmm, that feels so good, baby," Ella said as she spread her legs a little wider, scooted her hips forward, and closed her eyes. "Can you feel how wet I am?"

    "I can," Leo answered before pulling her panties aside and deftly slipping two fingers inside her. Ella ran her fingers up his arm and filled the car with a lusty moan as her husband explored the heat and wetness of her cunt.

    Neither of them said a word as Leo worked her pussy, but she couldn’t stop moaning. The more he played with her pussy the louder she got, both because she was getting ever closer to an orgasm and because she wanted to make sure that Leo knew he was making her feel good.

    Ella didn't want to cum, though. Not in the car and not on his fingers. To hold off, she grabbed her husband's wrist, pulled his fingers from her pussy, and lifted them to her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Leo said as Ella took his fingers onto her tongue, wrapped her lips around them, and sucked like a woman possessed. She closed her eyes, slowly moved her lips up and down his flesh, and swirled her tongue around it, bathing his flesh in the warmth and heat of her mouth and hopefully making him think about how wonderful it would be if she sucked his cock in the same manner.

    "Does that feel good?" Ella asked softly.

    "It feels incredible," Leo answered with his eyes firmly on the road.

    Ella reached over and set his hand on the wheel before her hand moved between Leo's legs to play with his stiff shaft. "And would it feel good if I did the same thing to your cock, Leo? Would you enjoy your wife's wet, warm, talented mouth on your cock?"

    He gripped the steering wheel tightly, moaned, and nodded with incredible vigor. "Yes, holy shit, absolutely, I would love that."

    "And did you enjoy how I made your cock feel the last time you fucked me, Leo?" Ella asked.

    He glanced at her and Ella saw a wary look on her husband's face. They still hadn't talked about how much he'd enjoyed the gentle humiliation of his cock, so she understood any sense of trepidation he might feel. Ella wanted to talk about it, though. She wanted to explore it, to learn about Leo's desires and to try and blend them with the intensely pleasurable sense of power she felt when she'd humiliated his cock and made him cum so hard.

    "Yes, I did," Leo admitted after a brief pause. "I...I really did."

    Ella unbuckled her seat belt, leaned over, and kissed her husband's neck as she moaned. Her fingers found his zipper and gently tugged on it until she could reach inside and free his cock. Ella took him in her hand and it was Leo's turn to moan as she gave him a slow, sensual handjob while he drove them home.

    "I hope it's okay that I enjoyed it too," she whispered. "I hope you don't mind that I got off on it, Leo, that it made my pussy wet to say those things, that it turned me on to see how much you enjoyed them, to see how hard it made you cum when I told you that I'd had bigger, better cocks in my pussy."

    Leo tightened his grip on the steering wheel and moaned, wordlessly indicating his pleasure at her gentle humiliation of his cock.

    "I think your dick just got harder in my hand, Leo," she said. "You really like it when I tell you that you're not the biggest or the best I've ever had, don't you?"

    "Yes," he admitted, this time without a moment's hesitation. "I don't know why, Ella, I don't, but I like it."

    Ella shifted in her seat and dropped her head into Leo's lap. She ran her tongue over the tip of his throbbing cock and noted how stiff he felt in her grasp before taking him in her mouth and sucking hard.

    "Oh...fuck," he said. "Ella...fuck."

    Ella slowly took the length of his cock into her mouth, pushing down until her nose rested against his pants. He wasn't quite long enough to reach her throat, though her gag reflex triggered very briefly before Ella fought it off.

    "Does my mouth feel good?" she asked.

    "Yes...Ella, your mouth feels amazing," he answered while his eyes remained fixed on the road.

    Ella admired her husband's ability to drive safely while she was sucking and teasing his cock and delighted in the fact that she could keep playing with him because he could keep them safe.

    "I can take the full length of your cock pretty easily," she said. "That hasn't been the case with every man I've been with."

    Ella swallowed him again, this time doing so swiftly. Her gag reflex didn't even trigger, for Leo just wasn't big enough to push against her throat. He groaned in pleasure as she began to bob up and down in his lap, keeping the pace slow to ensure he didn't cum unexpectedly.

    "Do you...did you like going down on those guys?" Leo asked.

    His cock popped free of Ella's mouth and she sat up with her fingers still wrapped around his spit-soaked shaft. "Did I enjoy sucking on a nice big cock?" she replied. "Is that what you want to know, baby? Did I enjoy sucking a cock that stretched out my lips and reached my throat when I tried to swallow it?"

    "Yes," he said.

    Ella ran her thumb over the underside of Leo's cock head and watched the pleasure wash over his face. She smiled as she felt that sense of power - that seemed to come from the notion that she had full control over her husband's pleasure - and said, "Yes, I loved sucking a big cock." She leaned over once more, kissed his neck, and moaned softly before adding, "I miss being able to wrap my lips around a long, thick cock. I miss it almost as much as I miss getting fucked by a nice, big dick."

    Leo's cock swelled up in her hand to the point that Ella worried she'd pushed him just a little too far. She grasped the bottom of his shaft and squeezed it tight. Leo groaned and tapped the breaks as his grip on the steering wheel tightened. He didn't cum, though.

    "Pull over," Ella said.

    "Right here?" Leo asked.

    "Yes, pull over. Right now," she demanded. Leo pulled over and put the car in park. Ella released his cock, gave him a soft kiss on the cheek, and said, "I need you inside me right now, Leo. Get in the backseat with me."

    Ella climbed into the backseat and Leo hastily got out of the car, yanked the back door open, and joined her. The instant he'd shut the door she straddled him, lifted her dress, and pulled her lace panties aside. Leo's cock was in her pussy a moment later and Ella moaned as she sat down on him, swallowing every inch with ease and holding in that position.

    Leo's hands moved under her dress and he grasped her ass, taking a tight grip and squeezing her flesh in a way that made Ella's pussy tingle. "Do you really miss having a big cock inside you?" he asked.

    Ella lifted her pussy from her husband's stiff - remarkably stiff, in fact - cock and slowly sank down on him as she caressed his face and smiled sweetly. "Yes, Leo, I miss having a big cock in my pussy. I miss how full I'd feel. I miss the sensation of my pussy having to get used to a man's size when he first slid into me. I miss how good it felt to be fucked by someone with a long, thick cock."

    Leo didn't say a word, but the look on his face spoke volumes. He wore a blissful smile, like Ella's words had somehow made her pussy feel even better.

    "Does that turn you on, Leo?" she asked. "Do you like that I miss having a bigger, better cock in my pussy? Do you like that your dick is inside me and I can't help but think about the time that I rode an ex-boyfriend's big cock in the backseat of his car?"

    Leo's eyes went wide with surprise and what Ella hoped was a certain measure of curiosity and lust. "Are you really thinking about someone else?"

    Ella nodded as she once again lifted her pussy from Leo's cock and sank back down on him. She kissed him and their tongues swirled as she rode Leo a little faster, milking his cock with her exceedingly wet pussy and eliciting a series of moans as they kissed.

    "We dated in college," she said. "He drove a shitty old Camry his father had given him. The backseat was nice and roomy, though, and I can still remember how good it felt to ride his cock in that car, Leo. My pussy can still remember how full it felt when he was inside me. I can still remember how I had to sit on his cock and kiss him while I got used to his size, how I had to tell him not to try and fuck his big cock up into me until I had a few minutes to stretch out around him."

    Every word of it was true, though fucking her college boyfriend in the back of his car hadn't been on her mind until she'd discovered Leo's lust for erotic humiliation. Then, all of a sudden, Connor - that was his name - jumped into her head and Ella remembered how much she'd enjoyed having sex with him and the very distinct feeling of genuinely having to wait a minute while she got used to his size.

    "Ella...fuck..."

    That was all Leo managed to say and that was just fine with Ella. His inability to put together a coherent sentence meant he was enjoying himself. It meant he was once again lost in the pleasure of erotic humiliation, and it meant that Ella was in control, which turned her on. It made riding Leo's stiff cock intensely pleasurable, and the fact that they were fucking on the side of the road - with cars driving by - only made it hotter.

    "He used to make me cum so hard, Leo," Ella said. "I used to cum so hard all over his big cock. I used to scream in the backseat of his car. I used to tell him how good his big cock felt inside me."

    Ella rode him faster, in part because she wanted to make Leo feel good and in part because she felt increasingly desperate for an orgasm.

    "He was so much bigger than you, Leo," she continued. "His cock was so much bigger than yours. He filled me so much better than you do. He felt so much better inside me than you do."

    Leo wore a look of complete and utter bliss on his face as he squeezed Ella's ass hard and helped her bounce on his cock.

    "Cum in me, Leo," she said. "Cum in my pussy. Cum in me while I think about his big cock."

    Ella did it, too. She thought about her ex-boyfriend's big cock while riding her husband. Pleasure spread outwards from her pussy and filled her entire body, leaving her a beautiful, trembling mass of desire as her orgasm rapidly approached.

    "Ella...fuck...oh...fuck, I'm cumming," Leo announced.

    He rolled his head back, closed his eyes, and came inside her as Ella felt a tidal wave of pleasure spread through her body. She ground her hips back and forth as she reached up, braced her hands against the roof, and screamed just like she'd done back in college.

    As her climax reached its crescendo, Ella leaned forward and kissed her husband softly. His hands moved up her back and he pulled her close as she felt just a hint of his cum dripping out of her.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    "More than you can imagine," he answered.

    Ella smiled, kissed him again, and said, "I love you, Leo, and I love having sex with you. I came hard tonight. Really hard. Just as hard as I used to cum with my ex."

    Ella had read about the dangers of erotic humiliation and the need for aftercare and she was determined to make sure that she didn't ruin Leo's confidence by indulging in his kinky desire.

    "Thank you for saying that," he replied with a smile.

    Ella caressed Leo's face and rested her forehead against his. "If any of this gets to be too much, let me know," she said softly. "I really enjoy this - really, really enjoy it - but I don't want to hurt you, Leo."

    "I'll let you know if it gets to be too much," he replied. "I will, Ella."

    She leaned back, studied his face for a moment, and asked, "You do like it though, don't you?"

    He nodded. "I don't understand it, but I like it. I mean, that first night, when you got mad, when you got mad enough to kind of yell at me, it was like something in me just unlocked. I mean, you know, of course, since you felt it. It was such a turn on it was kind of scary, to be honest."

    She pressed her lips against his and held them there for a lingering kiss that she hoped would reassure her husband. "You don't have to be scared, Leo. I'll take care of you. I'll make sure you don't get hurt while we do a little exploring. I promise."

    Ella was going to keep that promise, too. She wanted to explore Leo's newfound desire for humiliation, in large part because she found it so thrilling too. She wasn't going to destroy him, though. She was going to take care of him while seeing just how far down the rabbit hole he was willing to go. With any luck, they'd get to try all sorts of new things.
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    "What are you thinking about?" Leo asked.

    Should I be honest? Ella wondered. Would it shock him to hear what I'm thinking about?

    She took a long lick of her ice cream cone, savored the sugary taste, and turned to her husband, who had a slight smile on his face, likely because she'd just fellated her dessert.

    "Do you see that guy over there?" Ella asked as she nodded towards a couple across the street. "The one with his arm around the petite blonde."

    Leo looked across the street and said, "Yeah. I see him."

    Should I really tell him? Ella thought as she studied her husband's face. Would it upset him to know that I was thinking about another man?

    Leo looked back at Ella and asked, "What about him?"

    Ella licked her ice cream again - this time being purposefully suggestive with her tongue - swallowed, and said, "I was wondering if he had a big cock."

    Leo's eyes went wide with surprise and for a moment it looked like he might drop his ice cream cone. "Really?" he asked.

    Ella nodded before turning her attention back to the couple across the street. She had been thinking about the guy and whether or not he was packing something impressive in his pants. She suspected he was. After all, he was a tall man with broad shoulders and what seemed to be big feet, and while that was no guarantee of a big cock, there was a very good chance.

    "So, you were just sitting here wondering if that guy has a big cock?" Leo asked, though there was no distress or jealousy in his voice.

    "Well, that's not the only thing I was thinking about," Ella said.

    She watched the guy across the street move his hand to the blonde's ass and give it a squeeze. He looked down at his girlfriend - Ella was fairly certain they were dating and not married - and she looked up at him and smiled in a manner that made Ella think she was looking forward to going home with her boyfriend and getting fucked.

    "What...what else were you thinking about?" Leo asked.

    Ella smiled at the desire she heard in her husband's voice. He was trying to hide it, but he was failing at that particular task. He wanted to know if she'd let a dirty thought or two enter her mind. He wanted her to guide him to the same place of excitement he'd been in when she reminisced about riding her college boyfriend's big cock.

    "Well," Ella began as she reached over and gently rubbed the inside of Leo's thigh, "At first I was just wondering if that tall, broad-shouldered, good-looking man has a big cock. A bigger cock than yours, in particular."

    Leo let out a soft moan as Ella's fingers moved a little closer to his crotch, though she was nowhere near it being inappropriate. They were in public, after all, though it would have been fun to tease his cock to a full erection.

    "Then I started wondering how he fucked that petite girlfriend of his," Ella continued. "Does he like to fuck her in missionary? Does he like it when she gets on top? Does he like to take her from behind?"

    Ella moved her fingers a few inches closer to Leo's cock and looked between his legs to see a lovely bulge had already formed. She was struck by a surprising desire to play with his dick right there in public, but she pulled her hand away, took a long lick of her ice cream cone, and then leaned in to give him a soft kiss on the cheek.

    "What do you think, Leo? Does he have a bigger cock than you?" she asked.

    Leo stared across the street and then looked at Ella, who offered her husband a devilish smile as she wondered what was going on his head. "I think he probably does," he answered.

    Ella leaned in, softly kissed his neck, and whispered, "And do you think that pretty little thing he has his arm around enjoys his big cock, Leo? Do you think she enjoys the way his big cock stretches her tight little pussy?"

    Ella surprised herself with her willingness to fill her husband's head with dirty talk in public, but she found it so intensely pleasurable that she couldn't resist.

    "Yes, I think she does," Leo answered. "What woman wouldn't enjoy the feeling of a big cock stretching out her pussy?" He turned to Ella, stared at her for a few moments, and said, "You...you've enjoyed that in the past, haven't you?"

    Ella put her hand on his leg, kissed him softly, and replied, "You mean before we got married, Leo? Before I married a man with a decidedly average cock? You mean when I got fucked by my ex-boyfriends, by men with nice big dicks that stretched out my tight pussy and reached places inside me that your dick has never reached?"

    Leo closed his eyes and for a moment his whole body seemed to tremble, as if the pleasure of what she'd said was slowly moving through him.

    "Is your cock hard, Leo?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    Ella wanted to stroke his cock right there on the bench. She wanted to play with her husband's dick on a public street. She resisted that urge, but the desire to tease him - and perhaps please him - bordered on overpowering.

    "My pussy is soaked," she whispered. "Completely and utterly soaked."

    Ella looked across the street and saw the couple kissing. It was the sort of kiss most people didn't share in public in that there was a great deal of tongue involved and the guy wasn't shy about grabbing his girlfriend's ass in her tight jeans and giving it an aggressive squeeze.

    "Do you want to fuck him, Ella?" Leo asked.

    She turned to her husband and saw something that looked an awful lot like hope in his eyes. Does he actually want me to tell him that I want to fuck someone else? she wondered. I suppose there'd be no harm in saying I wanted it. That doesn't mean I'd actually fuck someone else.

    "Yes," she answered.

    Leo groaned - and not the bad kind of groan - and closed his eyes again.

    Ella leaned in, kissed his neck in a decidedly seductive manner - she didn't particularly care that someone might see her openly trying to arouse her husband - and added, "I want to fuck him, Leo. I want to feel his big cock inside me. I want to get stretched out by a nice big cock again. My pussy is soaked thinking about how good it would feel to fuck that tall, gorgeous man across the street."

    "Oh my god," was all Leo managed to say.

    Ella looked up and down the sidewalk, saw that no one seemed to be paying attention to them, and let her hand fall between her husband's legs. She grabbed his cock, stroked it a handful of times, and watched the pleasure dance across his face.

    "It's a shame he has a girlfriend," Ella said before pulling her hand away, turning her attention to the couple across the street once more, and licking her ice cream cone.

    "It is?" Leo asked.

    "I'm pretty sure I could convince him to fuck me," she said without hesitation. "In fact, I bet he'd like it if I told him that I was tired of my husband's disappointing cock and that I wanted someone bigger and better to fuck me as hard as he could, to stretch out my pussy so well that I couldn't even feel my husband's dick."

    Much to her surprise, Ella was actually thinking about it. She wasn't just filling her husband's head with fantastical dirty talk. The guy had a girlfriend that he was clearly into so it's not like he'd actually fuck her, but Ella was picturing it in her head. She was thinking about how it would feel to spread her legs and invite him between them, how his body would feel on top of hers, and how his big cock would feel deep in her pussy.

    "I can't believe how much this turns me on," Leo admitted. Ella looked up at her husband and saw a delighted smile on his face. He turned to her and that smile grew brighter. He leaned in, kissed her softly, and said, "I love you, Ella."

    "I love you too, Leo," Ella replied. "And I'd really like to cum. How would you feel about helping me with that?"

    "I'd love to make you cum," he said.

    Ella gave him a kiss on the cheek, took another long lick of her ice cream, and replied, "Good. Then I want you to wait here until that pesky erection of yours has faded a little. Once it has, you can meet me at the car."

    Without saying another word, Ella got up and headed for the crosswalk. When the signal changed, she crossed the street and headed for the man she'd been eyeing. His girlfriend had stepped inside the restaurant and he remained on the sidewalk, giving Ella a chance to do something completely insane.

    She walked up to the guy, smiled, and licked her ice cream in a suggestive manner that put a smile on his face. "Hey there," she said.

    "Hey," he replied.

    "I've been watching you from across the street," Ella said.

    The guy glanced at the restaurant - probably to see if his girlfriend was coming out - and turned his attention back to Ella before he replied, "Oh yeah?"

    Ella nodded and reached up to play with her hair in the way girls do when they're flirting with a guy. "I don't know why, but I just couldn't keep my eyes off of you. I like a tall, good-looking man, I guess, and I know this probably sounds strange, but I liked the way you held your girlfriend so tight, and the way you were confident enough to let your hands roam all over her tight little ass while you kissed her."

    Her boldness seemed to surprise him, at least if his raised eyebrows were any indicator. Ella's boldness surprised her, too.

    "Anyway," Ella continued as she reached up and rested a hand on his chest, "you have a good night, and make sure you fuck that pretty girlfriend of yours the way she deserves to be fucked."

    The guy opened his mouth to say something, but Ella blew him a kiss and walked away without hesitation. She wasn't trying to seduce him away from his girlfriend. She wasn't trying to get laid that night. She had Leo for that. She was just trying to have a little fun, and she most definitely accomplished that.

    Much to her delight, the guy was staring at her when Ella looked over her shoulder after a handful of seconds. She liked that she'd made an impression and there was a small part of her that hoped the guy was debating whether or not to abandon his girlfriend and follow her just to see what sort of pleasures she could offer. Ella wasn't sure she'd actually fuck him any better than the petite blonde - she might not have - but she found the idea of trying far more exciting than she'd expected.

    He didn't follow, though - it would have been insane of him to do so - and Ella made her way to the parking lot, tossed what remained of her ice cream in a trash can, and leaned against their car as she waited for Leo to arrive.

    Excitement of a kind Ella hadn't felt in years buzzed through her body. She smiled as she thought of teasing Leo while watching the couple across the street and her smile broadened as she thought of the way she'd talked to a complete stranger. She wasn't sure what had gotten into her, but she liked it.

    On a whim, Ella looked around the parking lot to make sure she was alone, lifted her skirt, and slipped a hand into her panties. She knew she was turned on, but the wetness she discovered surprised her. Her panties were damp and she slipped three fingers into her pussy with ease. She wasn't just wet, she was soaked. She was completely and utterly soaked with desire and just a little bit of masturbation had her legs trembling.

    Leo stepped into the parking lot and Ella saw him stop in his tracks when he spotted her. He too looked around to make sure she was alone and then rushed towards her with his gaze focused squarely on her fingers as they moved in her panties to offer her slippery pussy the pleasure it so desperately craved.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    Ella looked at her husband, smiled, and lured him close for a kiss as she pushed her fingers deep into her cunt and rubbed her clit with her thumb.

    She grabbed a handful of Leo's shirt, pulled her hand from her panties, and shoved her fingers in his mouth without even thinking about it. For just a moment Leo seemed utterly stunned, and then a look of the deepest lust washed over his face and he began to suck on her fingers. He moaned and Ella experienced the most intoxicating rush of pleasure and power she'd ever felt.

    "Get on your knees," Ella said as she pulled her fingers from his mouth and put a hand on Leo's head. "Right now, Leo. Get on your knees."

    Leo fell to his knees and Ella moved her panties aside and pulled him between her legs. He didn't need to be told to eat her pussy. He put his tongue to work without hesitation and Ella threw her head back and unleashed a wild moan as her legs trembled from the surge of overwhelming pleasure.

    "Did you see me talking to him, Leo?" she asked.

    He looked up and nodded as his tongue continued to massage her pussy.

    Ella ran her fingers through her husband's hair and grabbed a handful as she felt a surge of aggression. "Did you think I was asking him to fuck me?"

    Leo nodded. Ella was a little surprised, but she had been rather vigorous in her teasing of her husband so it wasn't a total shock that he thought she might actually fuck someone else.

    "I think he would have fucked me if I'd asked," she said. That wasn't true. He almost certainly wouldn't have, but Ella was having a little fun with her husband, and with herself, as she kind of liked the idea that she could have seduced him away from his girlfriend and into her pussy. "I think he would followed me to our car. I think he would have happily bent me over the hood and fucked me, Leo."

    Ella was getting lost in her little fantasy, so much so that an orgasm was in the offing. She felt it building between her thighs and a delightful tingling sensation worked its way down her legs and into her toes.

    "Would you have watched, Leo?" she asked. "Would you have watched another man fuck me? Would you have watched him bend your wife over and take her from behind with his big cock?"

    "Yes," he said before returning to her clit.

    Ella saw something out of the corner of her eye and turned to see the tall, handsome guy and his petite blonde girlfriend walking by. She moaned loudly and he looked her way. Their eyes met and Ella smiled. He smiled back at her and an orgasm erupted from between her legs, washing over her body as she looked down at Leo and grabbed two handfuls of his hair while rubbing her pussy over his face and smothering him with her slick juices.

    It was an orgasm unlike Ella had ever experienced. For a few blissful seconds, her whole body tingled with the purest kind of pleasure as an evening of teasing, naughty fantasies, and bold behavior reached its climax and left Ella feeling as though she'd just cracked open a part of herself that had lain dormant for years and was now eager to roam free.

    "That was...that was really something," she said before reaching down to pull her panties back over her pussy and fix her skirt. She smiled at how much of her wetness remained on Leo's face and added, "Wow, I really made mess of your face."

    "Yes, you did," he replied with a smile of his own.

    Ella offered her hand and helped Leo to his feet. "Get in the car," she said. "I'm going to take you home and fuck your brains out." Leo practically ran to get in the car and Ella smiled before getting behind the wheel. "I want you to play with my pussy while I drive. Actually, my tits and my pussy. Make me feel good, Leo. Make me feel good and I'll give you what you want when we get home. I'll give you want even though I could better than that thoroughly average dick you have between your legs."

    Leo looked like he was in the car with a woman he'd never met before, and in some ways, that's how Ella felt. This version of her was different, but she was okay with that and she suspected Leo was too.

    He did as she instructed. He leaned over, worked her shirt over her breasts, and then put his hands to work pleasuring her tits and pussy just as she wanted. If he kept it up all the way home she'd fuck him like he wanted. She'd make him feel good, too, offering up that beautiful erotic humiliation he now craved. He'd cum fast, too, and Ella couldn't help but smile at the idea that she'd get to use that quick trigger as a way to humiliate him just a little bit in the future.

    They were going to have so much fun.
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    Ella smiled as she pulled into the driveway and saw Leo pushing the lawnmower out of the garage. She almost always had to ask him to cut the lawn, but it seemed that he'd found the motivation today.

    Leo waved as she put the car in park and Ella got out, smiled, and walked right into his arms for a tight hug. She was still a little sweaty from her workout - she'd gone to her usual Saturday morning spin class at the gym - but Leo didn't seem to mind. He was more than happy to let his hands run down her back and settle on her ass, which was clad in the new leggings that had garnered compliments from her friends and more than a few appreciative looks from the men at the gym.

    "Good workout?" he asked.

    "Exceptionally good," she replied with a smile.

    Leo ran his fingers over her the exposed skin of her lower back - Ella had worn a sports bra with her leggings, leaving her stomach and back exposed - and offered a soft kiss.

    "Did I mention that I love these leggings?" he asked. "And that I love your body? And that I'm lucky to be with you?"

    Ella laughed. "You have mentioned that a few times. More so lately, I've noticed. Are you feeling particularly lucky for some reason?"

    She knew the reason, of course, as she and Leo had recently begun exploring his rather obvious affection for erotic humiliation. Each and every time Ella treated him to such pleasure, Leo seemed to fall a little deeper in love with her, a notion that she thoroughly enjoyed.

    "I am feeling particularly lucky," he replied with a smile that matched hers. "As it turns out, I married a woman that's even more amazing than I thought."

    Ella kissed him, but it was far from soft. She parted her lips, offered her tongue, and lured his into her mouth. She pressed her body tightly against his, gently grinding her hips and bringing his cock to an erect state. His bulge pressed into her pelvis and he moaned into her mouth as his hands moved to her ass and grasped it hard through the thin, skintight leggings.

    "Do you want me?" she asked.

    "I do," he answered.

    Ella spun out of his grasp, walked to the front of the car, and put her hands on the hood. She arched her back, stuck her ass out, and looked at Leo with a naughty smile on her face. "Would you take me right here?" she asked.

    Leo up and down the street - seemingly checking to see if anyone was watching - and then turned his attention back to Ella as the bulge in his shorts grew. "Are you...are you serious?" he asked.

    Ella wasn't entirely sure if she was serious or not, though there was unquestionably a part of her that liked the idea of Leo pulling her leggings down and taking her from behind. She was almost certain he wouldn't do it, though, mostly because Leo wasn't really that kind of man.

    "You didn't answer my question," she replied. "Would you take me right here, Leo? Would you fuck me in our driveway? Would you take me from behind while I'm bent over the car?"

    He looked dumbfounded, though he shouldn't have been. Just a few weeks ago Ella had pushed him to his knees in a parking lot and practically fucked his face with her pussy, covering him with her juices and cumming remarkably hard. It wasn't a massive leap to let him fuck her in their driveway, though doing so where any of their neighbors could see was admittedly risky.

    "What's gotten into you?" Leo asked. It wasn't a question he wanted an answer to. It was clear he was just trying to delay having to give an answer to Ella's query.

    In response, she stood up, slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings, and pulled them down just enough to expose her bare, smooth, milky white ass and pussy. Leo's eyes went wide and again he quickly scanned the neighborhood. When his head turned her way once more, Ella bent over, put her hands on the hood of the car, and arched her back. Leo stared at her ass - which must have looked lovely - and she shook it a little, trying to entice him to come closer.

    "Do you want me, Leo?" Ella asked.

    "Yes," he replied. His cock was still hard. The bulge was still obvious. The look on his face had turned just a little lustier, and with good reason, as Ella had effectively offered her pussy for the taking.

    "Then take me, Leo," she said. "Take me right here. Come and put your cock inside me. Put your cock in my wet pussy and take me from behind."

    "You're...you're wet?" he asked.

    Ella nodded. She was. Quite wet, in fact.

    "Because you want me to take you...to fuck you...right now...right here?" he asked.

    His nervousness was cute. If Ella was hell bent on getting fucked she would have found it annoying, but she wasn't. Not really. Instead, she was keen on having fun with Leo, on teasing him, on playing with him like they'd done since that first night that her frustration had inadvertently led her to offering the humiliation it turned out he craved.

    "Well, that's part of it," Ella said with a smile.

    Leo looked confused. "What's...what's the other part?"

    Ella moved her hips from side to side as she pressed her hands into the hood of the car. She closed her eyes, bit her lower lip, and moaned softly before reaching back and slipping two fingers into her pussy. She moaned again, this time from both the pleasure of playing with herself and the discovery of a far greater level of wetness than she'd expected.

    "I got a lot of attention at the gym today," she said.

    Leo took a step closer as Ella plunged a third finger into her pussy. She knew it was borderline insane to be masturbating in their driveway, but the car blocked what most people could see from the street and neither of their direct neighbors had a view of where she stood in the driveway.

    "Attention?" Leo asked.

    Ella saw a hint of jealousy on her husband's face, but it was countered by excitement. She heard it in his voice. She saw it in his eyes, not to mention the fact that his cock was still hard as a rock.

    She pulled her fingers from her pussy, ran them over her lips, and then sucked them clean while holding Leo's gaze. He took another step closer and she said, "Yes, attention. From men, Leo. Most of them just looked - or in some cases, stared - but a few did a little flirting."

    It was true. Ella wasn't sure what was different, but she'd been on the receiving end of quite a bit more flirting at the gym in the past few weeks. It felt good, and though she hadn't yet mentioned it to Leo, his reaction made it seem like something about the idea thrilled him.

    "Do you like that, Leo?" she asked. "Do you like that other men flirt with your wife?"

    His face said 'yes,' but Leo didn't offer an answer. Ella wondered if he was a little too embarrassed to admit it, a notion she could certainly understand. Men weren't supposed to be into that sort of thing, after all. Of course, men weren't supposed to be into the kind of erotic humiliation Ella had already offered Leo on numerous occasions, so it wouldn't be surprising if he was into this one as well.

    "I think you do like it," she said. "I think you're a little surprised by how much you like it. Do you want to know if I flirt back, Leo?"

    His eyebrows shot up for a moment, making it seem like he hadn't even considered the notion that Ella would return the flirty affections of the few guys that had been brave enough to come up to her at the gym.

    "Did...did you?" he asked.

    Ella smiled, reached back, and plunged her fingers into her pussy once more. She'd gotten wetter, a sign that she was having a great deal of fun teasing her husband.

    "I did," she replied. A particularly good-looking young man - at least five years younger than Ella - had approached with a smile on his face and a swagger in his step. She couldn't tell if the swagger was earned - that he'd perhaps picked up women at the gym before - or if it was an act, but Ella had found it charming and she'd happily flirted with him. She'd enjoyed the way his eyes wandered over her body, too, almost as if he'd practiced the art of ogling a woman without making it disgusting.

    Leo took another step closer, putting him within arm's reach of the car. His dick was still hard and he couldn't stop looking at her ass, which was now moving a little from the increasingly vigorous nature of the masturbation Ella was gleefully indulging in.

    "Does that turn you on, Leo?" she asked. "Do you like that I flirted with a hot young guy at the gym?"

    "He was young?" Leo asked.

    She nodded. "And hot, Leo. Gorgeous, really, with the kind of body that a man only gets when he puts in a great deal of effort. The kind of body that most women crave."

    Leo took another step closer and rested his hands on the car. Ella looked up at him and pulled her fingers from her pussy. She held them up and Leo stared. He must have seen how wet she was, how utterly soaked she was.

    "Would you like to taste my pussy?" Ella asked.

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Then bend over and take my fingers in your mouth, Leo," she instructed.

    He looked up and down the street, stared at her fingers for a few moments, and then bent over and took them in his mouth. Ella moaned the moment he closed his lips around them - mostly to encourage his behavior - and smiled as Leo closed his eyes and swirled his tongue around her flesh. He was getting into it and that turned her on more than anything.

    "The guy from the gym, the one I flirted with, he wouldn't have hesitated to fuck me, Leo," she said. "He would have been inside me the moment I pulled my leggings down. He would have walked over, pulled his shorts down, and put his cock inside me. He would have grabbed my hips, filled me with his big dick, and fucked me hard over the car."

    Leo moaned around her fingers and Ella pulled from his mouth, reached back, and plunged them into her pussy once more. Leo stood up and she saw that his cock had left a little precum stain in the front of his shorts.

    "Would you have enjoyed it if I brought him home, Leo?" she asked while rubbing her clit. "Would you have enjoyed it if I brought another man home, bent over the hood of my car, and let him fuck me while you watched?"

    Ella didn't have a plan. She was riffing, following her lust and taking her cues from the lust in Leo's eyes and the looks that crossed his face along with the bulge between his legs.

    "I...I don't know," he finally said.

    "I think you would have," Ella replied as her pussy tingled with pleasure. "I think you're the kind of man that would enjoy watching someone else fuck his wife. I think you would have pulled your shorts down and masturbated as someone with a bigger, better cock fucked me from behind."

    Leo put both hands on the hood of the car, closed his eyes, and moaned. It struck Ella as the kind of moan that a man unleashes when he's on the verge of an orgasm, which meant that she was right about him, that he found immense pleasure in the idea of watching her have sex with someone else, which was both fascinating and mostly unsurprising.

    When he opened his eyes, Leo smiled and quickly moved behind Ella. He grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed hard before running his fingers over her pussy lips and pushing inside her. Leo bent over, kissed his way up her back and to her neck, and then worked his shorts down, freeing his cock.

    "What are you doing?" Ella asked as she felt the head of his stiff dick rub over her labia.

    She looked back to see surprise on Leo's face. "I...I was going to fuck you," he said. "That's what you want, isn't it?"

    Ella smiled. "Do you remember what happened the last time I let you fuck me, Leo?"

    He nodded.

    "Say it," she said.

    "I came...I came really quickly," Leo replied as the head of his cock slipped into her pussy.

    Ella pushed back and moaned as her pussy engulfed his cock. "That's right. You came really, really quickly Leo. You came so fucking quickly I didn't even get close to an orgasm. I barely had a chance to get turned on."

    Leo didn't thrust. He didn't do anything other than stand perfectly still as Ella remained bent over with her hands on the hood of the car and pushed her ass back, slowly milking him with her pussy.

    "That was the second time in a row you came so quickly, Leo," she continued. "The second time you've cum in less than a minute. That last time might have been less than thirty seconds. You used to last, baby. You used to be able to last long enough to make me cum, but now you're turning into a minute man. So now, in addition to having a smaller cock than I really want, you don't last long enough to satisfy me. Maybe I should have given that guy at the gym my number, Leo. Maybe I should have told him that my husband can't hold his fucking load and that I need to get fucked by a man that can last long enough to make me cum."

    Leo pulled out and stepped back with a mixture of worry and wondrous lust on his face.

    "What's wrong?" Ella asked playfully.

    "I was...I almost..."

    She stood up, turned around, sat on the hood of the car, and pulled her leggings off. Ella spread her legs wide and Leo stared between them. "You almost came?" she asked. "Is that what you were going to say, Leo? You almost came in my pussy while thinking about that hot young guy from the gym fucking me?"

    Leo groaned and bent over and Ella was almost certain it was because he'd nearly cum. It had only been a week since his last orgasm - she'd had half a dozen in that time - but it seemed that she'd stumbled upon such a potent form of erotic humiliation that she'd nearly gotten him off without touching him.

    "Come here, Leo," Ella said softly.

    Leo stood up and approached. Ella took his cock in her hand and guided it into her pussy. She grabbed Leo's ass and with both hands and kissed him. He began to thrust slowly and moaned into her mouth. Ella's tongue danced with his and after just a handful of thrusts Leo began to speed up.

    "That's it," she encouraged him. "Fuck me, Leo. Fuck my wet pussy. Fuck me hard. Fuck me while I think about that hot young guy's big cock stretching out my tight married pussy."

    Leo buried his cock inside her and came after no more than two dozen thrusts and far less than thirty seconds. He moaned so loudly that Ella put her hand over his mouth as she worried the neighbors would hear. She kissed his neck and moaned softly, encouraging Leo to enjoy his orgasm, for he'd cum exactly as she'd desired.

    "Was that good?" Ella asked when he'd finished.

    "It was a million times better than good," Leo replied with a smile. "Can I make you cum?"

    "You can," she said. "But let's go inside for that."

    Leo pulled out and some of his cum spilled from her pussy and onto the hood of the car. That would be a mess to clean up later, though, as Ella hopped off the hood, pulled up her leggings, and took Leo's hand. She intended on cumming more than once and she intended on putting his fingers and perhaps even his tongue to use in her quest for multiple orgasms.

    Ella intended on fantasizing about that young man at the gym while she came, too, but she was going to keep that little nugget to herself, at least until the next time she wanted to make Leo cum. Then she'd reveal she'd been thinking of another man while he'd been fingering her pussy or eating her out.

    Even the thought of offering him that kind of erotic humiliation turned her on, ensuring she was about to have a great orgasm, which is all she wanted in that moment.
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    "Are those new?" Leo asked.

    Ella looked over her shoulder and saw her husband staring at her ass with just a hint of lascivious intent in his eyes. It seemed that he liked the way her workout leggings hugged her backside. She'd bought them with the specific intention of making her ass look good and it was nice to know that they got the job done.

    "They are," she replied while filling her water bottle at the sink. She shook her ass a little to entice him and added, "What do you think?"

    Leo smiled, stepped closer, and reached out to give her ass a good squeeze. Ella didn't mind in the slightest. She liked that her ass - and her confidence in putting it on display in a pair of leggings that acted as little more than a second skin - left him so enamored he couldn't help but reach out and touch her.

    "Are they for the gym?" he asked.

    Ella smiled as she saw the lust on his face. He was almost certainly thinking about what the men at the gym would think of her in the leggings and the equally alluring sports bra - which was absolutely designed to show off her breasts, offering a better view than it did support - that she'd paired with the leggings.

    "I plan on wearing this outfit to the gym today," she replied.

    Leo's lips curled into a smile as he stared at her ass and continued to massage the taut flesh that other men would absolutely be staring at the moment she walked into the gym for her Saturday morning workout.

    "What do you think about that?" Ella asked.

    Leo stepped closer and his hand moved around her stomach as he kissed the back of her neck. Ella rested her hands against the kitchen counter, closed her eyes, and smiled at the gentle sense of pleasure that worked its way down her back and between her legs.

    "I think you look incredibly hot," he replied.

    She felt his stiffness - absolute proof of his desire - press against her ass.

    "Do you want me, Leo?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered without hesitation.

    Ella turned her head and found his lips. They shared a deep kiss as she reached back to play with his cock through his shorts, eliciting a moan into her mouth.

    "Do you want to take me from behind?" she asked. "Do you want to pull those leggings down and slide your stiff dick into my pussy?"

    He moaned and his voice trembled as he answered, "Yes."

    Ella spun around and unbuttoned his shorts. They fell to the floor and his underwear followed before she took his stiff cock in her hand, stroked him vigorously, and pushed her tongue into his mouth. He reached up and played with her tits in the bra. He moaned as he did so, and Ella hoped it was because she was driving him mad with desire.

    "You know what I want?" Ella asked.

    "What?" he replied.

    "I want you to turn me on before I go to the gym," she said. "I want you to get on your knees and eat my pussy until I'm right at the edge of an orgasm. I want you to leave me soaked and trembling with desire. I want to be feeling desperate for an orgasm...and then I want to go to the gym. I want that desire humming through me as I watch all the gorgeous men work out. I want to stare at them and feel my pussy drip. I want to flirt with them and have genuine difficulty not begging one of the guys to follow me out to my car to fuck me in the parking lot."

    Leo looked like he was about to orgasm, so Ella released his cock from her grasp, though she continued to play with his balls.

    "That would be so much more fun for me than letting your dick in my pussy, Leo," she said. "I could let you fuck me from behind. I could let you slide this disappointing little dick of yours inside me. I could be generous, but I'm not in a generous mood this morning. I'm in a selfish mood. We both know you wouldn't make me cum if I let you fuck me. We both know I'd only be thinking about someone with a bigger, better dick fucking me. We both know I'd probably be thinking about one of the hot guys from the gym fucking me."

    She felt his body tremble from the thrill of a well-delivered dose of erotic humiliation. Ella was tempted to make him cum, to grab his cock and stroke him furiously until he spilled his load, but it was so much more exciting to draw it out.

    Ella released his balls and said, "Get on your knees."

    Leo dropped to his knees without hesitation. He ran his hands up her legs - his touch felt electric thanks to the heightened levels of arousal coursing through her - and slipped his fingers into the waistband of her leggings.

    "May I?" he asked.

    Ella nodded.

    Leo pulled the leggings down to her knees, smiled when he saw she wasn't wearing panties, and leaned in to put his tongue to work. Ella's clit was already engorged with desire and the simple pleasure of his tongue massaging it sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

    She put a hand on the back of his head, closed her eyes, and let out a deeply-satisfied moan so Leo knew exactly how good he was making her feel. She ran her fingers through his hair and then took a tight grip, pulling gently and eliciting a moan from her husband, whose tongue sped up.

    "That's it," Ella encouraged him. "Eat my pussy, Leo. Get me nice and wet. Get me turned on. Get me all hot and bothered for the guys at the gym. Get me so fucking wet and horny that they can smell it on me. Get your wife all worked up so it's difficult for me to resist fucking a stranger with a nice big cock that can stretch out my pussy like your disappointing little dick has never been able to do."

    The moan that came from Leo's mouth sounded desperate, as if she'd triggered such an intense kind of desire that it was difficult for him to resist grabbing his cock to masturbate furiously. He did resist, though. He was good for her. He concentrated all his effort on making her pussy feel good, on bringing her right to the edge of orgasm.

    "That's enough," Ella said mere moments before she came.

    Leo leaned back and looked up at her with a smile.

    "It's time for me to go to the gym," she said. "Pull my leggings back up."

    Leo dutifully pulled her leggings back into place and leaned forward to kiss her pussy, putting a smile on Ella's face as she felt every bit of the intense desire her husband's tongue had generated in her loins.

    Leo stood and Ella pulled him close for a kiss. She stroked his cock - which was still stiff and dripping with precum - and moaned for him, showing her appreciation for both the skill of his tongue and his willingness to shower her pussy with affection.

    "I'll see you in a few hours," Ella said. "Make sure you keep your hands off this little dick of yours while I'm gone."

    "I will," Leo replied.

    Ella kissed him on the cheek and stepped past her husband. She grabbed her keys from the kitchen table and headed for the door.

    "You can do it, you know," Leo called after her.

    "Do what?" Ella asked as she turned to see her husband standing at the edge of the kitchen with his shorts and underwear around his ankles and his dick standing at attention.

    "Fuck someone else," he said. "From the gym, I mean. I don't...I don't know how serious you are about that, about how much you enjoyed flirting with the...well, with the young guy in particular, but you could...if you wanted to."

    She'd teased him about the idea of fucking other people. She'd talked to him about past lovers and about the potential for men with bigger, better cocks to satisfy her far better than Leo could. She'd even fantasized about fucking the young guy from the gym, though she hadn't shared that fantasy with Leo.

    "Are you sure?" Ella asked, hoping that Leo would think she was seriously considering it.

    "Yes, I'm sure. I've...I've thought about it, and I'm sure," he replied.

    Ella turned and leaned against the front door. She ran her fingers over her taut stomach and between her legs, offering up a gentle moan as even that simple touch managed to make her pussy tingle with desire.

    "I've thought about it too," Ella said before slipping a hand down the front of her leggings.

    Leo's gaze focused on her crotch - and the movement of her fingers as she played with her pussy - and he asked, "What...what did you think about?"

    "I thought about that strong, handsome young man fucking me," she answered, forgoing any notion of being coy. "I thought about it while you went down on me last week. After you'd fucked me on the hood of the car I took you to the bedroom and you licked my clit until I came...and I thought about him while you did it. I thought about that muscular young man fucking me while you ate my pussy, Leo."

    Leo rested his hand against the wall, almost as if he was struggling to maintain his balance, which Ella took as a good sign. It meant he was turned on. Massively so, perhaps.

    "Does that excite you, Leo?" she asked. "Do you like that I was fantasizing about another man - a younger, stronger, better looking man - while you were eating my pussy? Do you like that I had an orgasm while fantasizing about his big young dick in my married pussy?"

    "Fuck...Ella..." Leo said as he reached down, grabbed his cock, and then released it immediately. He wanted to masturbate. He was turned on. "It turns me on. It does. I like it. I fucking like it."

    Ella wanted to orgasm. Perhaps even more than her husband did. She wanted to rub her clit - or have him come eat her out - until her whole body was shaking with pleasure.

    She wanted to play out her naughty little idea, though. She wanted to see if the guys at the gym - hopefully her young flirty friend - could tell she was desperate for an orgasm. She wanted to see if she really did have less control over her desires simply because she was so turned on.

    So, Ella pulled her hand from her leggings, turned, and left without saying a word.

    
      
    

    Nearly two hours later, Ella returned home. Her body was still slick with a thin layer of sweat - she hadn't put on the air conditioning in the car because she wanted to be sweaty when Leo saw her - and she felt invigorated from the fun she'd had.

    Ella waited at the door after stepping into the house. She leaned against it just like she'd done right before leaving. It took Leo no more than a few seconds to show up with an eager look on his face.

    He stared between her legs as he approached, just like Ella knew he would. He stared because there was a distinct wet spot, a wet spot that could have indicated all sorts of things. Perhaps she'd just gotten really sweaty. Perhaps she'd gotten really aroused. Perhaps she'd gotten fucked. Leo had no way of knowing, and that's exactly how Ella wanted it.

    "Did you...did you..."

    "Did I fuck someone from the gym?" Ella asked.

    Leo nodded with his gaze still firmly fixed between her legs.

    "Does it look like I did?" she asked. "Does it look like my pussy is dripping with juices because I took a good fucking?"

    He looked up at her and said, "It looks wet."

    "It is wet," Ella replied.

    Leo stepped closer, but she stopped him from reaching out to touch her. She wanted to tease him, to drive him a little bit crazy before she let him discover if she'd actually stepped outside her marriage to welcome another man's cock into her pussy.

    "His name is Brady," she said.

    Leo's eyes went wide. "His...whose name?"

    "My flirty young friend," Ella said. "The one I fantasized about while you ate my pussy."

    Leo was speechless, though that was probably because Ella was spinning a web of lust and confusion around him.

    "He was there today," she continued. "He waved when he saw me come in. I waved back. I smiled. I made it very obvious I wanted to talk to him again, and he came right over. He introduced himself. I introduced myself. He told me how good I looked, how hot he thought I was. I thanked him for the kind words and told him that he was awfully hot too."

    "Is that...is that true?" Leo asked.

    She nodded. "I got wet just talking to him, Leo. He really is hot. He's gorgeous and young and muscular and he's so confident. I felt like it took all my energy not to just kiss him right there in the gym. It was harder because I'd gotten so turned on, because that talented tongue of yours had worked my pussy into a frenzy before I left."

    Leo was now sporting a bulge in his shorts and doing so without the aid of even a shred of physical contact.

    "Instead of kissing him, I asked him to help me work out. I asked him if he would show me how to use the free weights," she said.

    "But you already know how," Leo replied.

    Ella smiled, unbuttoned her husband's shorts, and pushed them to the floor for the second time that day. She took his shirt off, too, and then stepped behind him, kissed the back of his neck, and said, "I know, but I wanted to give him an excuse to touch me, Leo. I wanted to feel his strong hands on my body."

    She ran her hands over Leo's stomach and between his legs, taking his balls in one hand and his cock in the other. "It worked, too. He got the message and he couldn't keep his hands off of me, baby. He couldn't stop touching me. He took every opportunity, from adjusting my posture during a lift to helping me with some of the heavier weights to moving my hips even when it quite obviously wasn't necessary."

    Ella felt her desire building as she relived her workout, most of which was spent with Brady as she truly couldn't tear herself away from him.

    "Do you think...do you think he wanted you?" Leo asked.

    Ella moaned softly and released Leo's cock and balls. She stepped in front of him, turned around, and looked over her shoulder with a smile. "At one point he showed me how to do a shoulder press with dumbbells," she began. "He handed me the weights and then stepped behind me, just like you are now. I know how to do a shoulder press, of course, but I did it wrong. I wanted him to correct me. To show me how it was done. He stepped closer to do it."

    Leo stepped closer, but stopped short of touching her.

    "Closer," Ella said softly.

    Leo closed the distance between them and she felt his cock slide press against the lower part of one of her ass cheeks.

    "Closer," she said one more time.

    Leo pressed his body firmly against hers. Ella lifted her arms like she was doing a shoulder press and his hands moved to help her while his body remained flush with hers.

    "He was just as close as you are right now," she said. "And I could feel his cock, Leo. I could feel it growing for me. I could feel him getting hard for me. I could feel his desire for me as he ran his hands over my arms to show me the proper form."

    Leo sounded like he was nearly out of breath as he asked, "What did you do?"

    Ella smiled and bent over at the waist. "We stayed like that as I completed the set. Then I bent over and put the weights back on the rack. He was hard as a rock by that point and I swear, Leo, if we hadn't been in the gym I would have looked over my shoulder and begged him to fuck me."

    Leo's hands moved to her waist and he pulled back while grinding his cock into her ass.

    She looked over her shoulder and said, "Instead, I looked over my shoulder and told him that my hips felt tight. I asked him if he could help me stretch them."

    Ella rocked her hips back and forth, just like she'd done in the gym. Leo ran his hands up and down her back before grasping her hips and helping her move back and forth, all while his cock remained stiff against her.

    "He did just what you're doing," she said. "He helped me rock back and forth and he did it with his stiff dick pressed into me. I could feel the head against my pussy, Leo. I could feel the head of his big cock - he's much bigger than you are - against my pussy. I wanted him so badly. I wanted to fuck him, Leo. I wanted to feel that big young dick inside me."

    Leo closed his eyes and groaned as he began to thrust his hips like he was fucking her. It was subtle - he wasn't going all out - but it felt as though he just couldn't help himself, which Ella loved.

    "I couldn't fuck him right then and there, though, so I stood up," Ella continued as she stood up. "I looked back at him with his body still pressed against mine, smiled, and thanked him for being so helpful."

    "What did he do?" Leo asked.

    "He told me he wanted me," she replied. "He told me he had to have me."

    Leo groaned. "What did you do?"

    "I told him I wanted him too, but I had to talk to my husband about it," Ella answered.

    She reached back and slowly lowered her leggings. Then she bent over just like she'd bent over for Brady. Leo slipped his cock into her from behind and Ella moaned.

    "I can barely feel you," she said. "My pussy is so wet I can barely feel your little dick, Leo."

    He grabbed her hips and fucked her. Ella smiled and pushed back to meet his thrusts.

    "Should I let Brady have me, Leo? Should I let him have your wife's pussy like he wants? Should I let him have my body?" she asked. "Should I satisfy my desires and fuck a younger, better-looking man with a much bigger cock than yours? Should I fuck someone that would put you to shame, Leo?"

    He buried his cock inside her and came. He came hard and she took his orgasm as an affirmation of his desire for her to fuck someone else.

    Leo's grunts and groans filled the house for the duration of what seemed like a remarkably lengthy orgasm and Ella remained bent over with a smile on her face the entire time.

    When he was finished, she stood, spun around, and took his still stiff cock in her hand. "He gave me his number," she said. "He told me he's available any time I want. I'm going to text him and tell him I want to go to dinner with him tonight and that he can fuck me afterwards."

    Leo looked surprised, but he said, "Okay."

    Given that he'd just cum, Ella was actually a little surprised he agreed without any further probing on her part. He really was turned on by this lovely little kink they'd stumbled into.

    "And thank you for the orgasm," he added, "that was incredible. Truly incredible."

    Ella leaned in and gave him a kiss on the cheek as some of Leo's cum dripped out of her pussy. "You're welcome," she said. "Now run and fetch some paper towels to clean up your cum."

    Leo smiled and did so without hesitation.

    Ella watched her husband go and considered having him give her an orgasm when he returned. She decided against it, though. She wanted to be mad with desire when she went to dinner with Brady. She wanted the sex with him to be as hot as possible, so she denied herself just a little bit longer.
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    Ella was exhausted, sweaty, and humming with desire as she walked to her car. She'd been at the gym for 90 minutes and the majority of that time had been spent flirting with Brady, the exceedingly attractive young man that had taken a liking to her over the past few weeks.

    The attraction was mutual, of course, and Ella hadn't been shy about that. She'd encouraged Brady's desire, let him touch her in a far more intimate manner than any man had since she got married – with the exception of her husband - and welcomed the feel of his half hard cock pressing into her ass as he taught her the proper technique for various lifts.

    All that touching had left Ella soaked with desire and she was desperate to get home and put Leo's tongue to work as she told him of yet another afternoon of naughty, flirtatious exploits with a younger, stronger, better looking man.

    "Ella!"

    She turned and saw Brady jogging towards her with his gym bag slung over his shoulder. Her pussy tingled at the sight of his muscular frame and the way his biceps glistened with the sweat built up over the course of a vigorous workout.

    "What can I do for you, Brady?" she asked.

    He set his bag on the asphalt, smiled, and stepped closer. He reached out and ran his fingers over her waist and to her lower back. He pulled her closer. Her breasts pushed into his firm, muscular chest and she looked up at him as her heart pounded.

    "I want you," he said, echoing a sentiment he'd expressed numerous times over the past few weeks.

    Ella felt his cock grow as their bodies remained pressed together. His hand moved to her ass and he squeezed her flesh through the exceedingly thin material of her leggings. Her pussy gushed and Ella suspected Brady would have seen a wet spot between her legs if he'd dropped to his knees to check.

    He didn't wait for a response to his declaration. Instead, he kissed her. Right there in the parking lot. Ella responded by parting her lips and pressing her body even tighter against his. Their tongues mingled and she moaned while running her hands over the younger man's strong back. Her fingers then danced through the hair on the back of his neck as he grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed with the kind of strength that made her legs weak as intense lust coursed through her.

    "I want you too," she said as Brady's stiff cock pressed into her stomach. "Why don't you follow me home?"

    Brady smile. "Yeah? You sure?"

    Ella nodded as she thought of Leo. He'd expressed his desire for her to fuck Brady, so she wasn't worried about what he'd think. Instead, she was quite certain her husband would love it if she followed through on having sex with a man who was inarguably stronger, younger, and better hung than him.

    "Yes. Follow me home and you can have your way with me," she said.

    Brady lifted Ella into the air like she weighed nothing at all and she wrapped her legs around him. He set her on the trunk of her car and one of his hands immediately found her breasts as their tongues mingled. He did as he pleased with her perky flesh, playing with her tits with expertise and vigor and making her wish they could throw caution to the wind and fuck right there in the parking lot.

    It seemed that he thoroughly enjoyed the idea of having his way with her and Ella couldn't wait to surrender her body to the strong, confident young man, if for no other reason than she wanted to see what he was capable of when set free to do with her as he desired.

    "I've wanted this since the first time I saw you, Ella," he said. "You're just so fucking hot."

    "So are you, Brady," she replied while fighting off the desire to free his cock and jerk him off right there in the parking lot.

    Brady stepped back and Ella couldn't help but stare at the obvious and impressive bulge that had formed in his gym shorts. He looked down too and then his gaze found hers as a confident smile crossed his face.

    He had every reason to be confident. He was young, good-looking, muscular, and he obviously possessed an impressive cock. Ella was relatively certain Brady had received rave reviews from previous sexual partners, too, as he seemed completely convinced of his ability to leave her well-satisfied.

    "What about your husband?" Brady asked.

    Ella smiled as she spread her legs and reached between them to rub her pussy through her leggings. No one else was around and she loved the idea of teasing the gorgeous, horny young man standing in front of her.

    "He's not ready to watch yet," she said. "I'm going to send him away while we have our fun. We can take as long as we want, though. Leo won't mind waiting."

    Brady smiled and Ella hoped his joy was at least in part because he liked the idea of fucking another man's wife. "Good, because I can't imagine not wanting to fuck you multiple times, Ella. You're far too sexy for just once."

    Ella was delighted by the desperate desire Brady was displaying. He was absolutely the kind of guy that could have picked up just about any woman in the gym - including women much closer to his age - but he wanted her and that was exquisitely arousing.

    She slid off the trunk, gave him a kiss, and then unlocked the car and headed for the driver's side. "My house is ten minutes away. It won't be long before I'm yours to enjoy, Brady."

    Ella got in the car without waiting for a response and watched in the rearview mirror as Brady grabbed his bag and rushed towards his car.

    She pulled out her phone to send a quick text to her husband, "Leo, baby, I'm bringing home a friend from the gym. He's going to show me what it's like to get fucked by a strong, handsome young man with a big cock. He's going to give me what you've never been able to give me, so I need you to get out of the house right now. Take your worthless little dick to a coffee shop and wait until I text you to come home. Do you understand?"

    He didn't respond until Ella was pulling out of the parking lot with Brady's car behind. "Yes, I understand," was all he texted. Leo wanted her to fuck Brady just as much as Ella wanted it, though, as he'd made perfectly clear over the course of numerous teasing sessions since she'd first flirted with the younger man at the gym.

    As expected, Leo's car was gone when Ella pulled into the driveway. Brady pulled in right behind her and she headed for the front door with her would-be lover right behind.

    Brady was on her the moment they stepped into the house. His lips found hers and their tongues mingled as Ella kicked off her sneakers and Brady did the same. She hastily pulled off her sports bra and his strong, warm hands found her tits as she stroked him through the soft material of his gym shorts.

    Brady's fingers slipped down the front of her leggings and worked their way between Ella's labia and into her wetness with ease. She moaned into his mouth and marveled at the intense pleasure that something as simple as a finger could provide. It was absolute proof of the overwhelming nature of her body's response to the notion of being fucked by the young man that was now inside her for the first time after weeks of wild fantasizing.

    "You're so wet," he said with a smile. "Is that for me, Ella?"

    She nodded. "I've been wet for you for weeks, Brady. I got wet for you the first day we met."

    "I've been jerking off to you since that first day we met," he replied.

    Ella found his confession far more flattering than expected, mostly because she figured a guy like Brady could find the sexual relief he desired with scores of women if he so chose.

    "I can't help myself," he said. "I get turned on every time I think about you, especially over the past few weeks since I've been helping you work out."

    Ella yanked his shorts and underwear down, freeing the most impressive cock she'd ever seen in person. It was long, thick, and impossibly hard. The head was wondrously plump, too. It struck her as the most beautiful cock she'd ever seen - for reasons she couldn't entirely explain - and Ella was compelled to fall to her knees.

    "Your cock is beautiful," she said while her fingers moved up and down the thick shaft. She kissed the head and looked up at him as lust danced across Brady's face. "Can I suck it?"

    He was clearly delighted by the fact that she'd asked in a playful, seductive tone. She didn't need permission, of course, but he nodded.

    Ella took the beautiful cock in her mouth, maintaining eye contact with the gorgeous young man as she did. She was in no rush to make him cum - mostly she wanted to deepen his desire for her pussy - so she slowly swirled her tongue around the head and stroked his shaft while sucking gently.

    "Fuck, that feels good," Brady said. He reached down and ran his fingers through her hair as a smile stretched across his face and remained there while she continued to pleasure the most sensitive part of his body.

    As she sucked his cock, Ella felt her arousal building. She felt a growing desire to pleasure the man standing in front of her, to show him that she was the kind of woman that could make him feel good, the kind of woman worth fucking more than once. It was as if her subconscious had issued an instruction to do whatever it took to ensure that Brady's visit to her home was more than a one time thing.

    The slow teasing of his cock had transitioned into something more vigorous as Ella focused her efforts on giving a great blowjob. She played with his balls and her mouth and hands moved up and down his shaft with increasing speed and vigor as she sought to transport Brady to a place of mind-bending pleasure.

    "Ella...fuck...that feels so fucking good," he said before slowly rolling his head towards the ceiling. His balls tightened a little and his cock swelled up. She was luring him towards an orgasm, and as much as Ella would have enjoyed taking his load on her tongue, that was a pleasure for another time.

    She pulled back and his cock popped free from her mouth. He looked down with a wild, wondrous smile and Ella stood. She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her leggings and slowly worked them over her hips before turning around, bending over, and pulling them all the way off while giving Brady a lovely view of her ass and pussy.

    He stepped closer and his hand moved between her legs in search of her labia. Ella would have enjoyed being fingered from behind, but she playfully scampered away and headed for the stairs. Brady followed and Ella ran up the stairs and headed for the bedroom she shared with her husband.

    She saw a box of condoms on the nightstand. Leo must have taken them out, perhaps as a simple way of demonstrating his eagerness for Ella to fuck another man. It put a smile on her face as she opened the box, took out a condom, and spun around before dropping to her knees in front of Brady once more.

    "My husband bought these condoms," she said while slowly tearing the wrapper. "He set them out on the nightstand before leaving, too. He's a good man who wants his wife to have everything she deserves, and he's come to accept that he's incapable of giving me what I deserve."

    Ella rolled the condom down Brady's beautiful cock and stroked the latex-wrapped shaft slowly before pushing it up, dropping a little lower, and taking one of his balls into her mouth. He moaned as she swirled her tongue around it and sucked gently, offering a blissful dose of pleasure for the man that would soon be inside her.

    She stood, crawled into the bed, and looked over her shoulder before shaking her ass at Brady. He smiled, stroked his cock a few times, and stepped closer as Ella rolled onto her back and spread her legs.

    "Luckily, I met a man that's more than capable of satisfying me, of giving me what my small-dicked husband can't," she continued. "I met you, Brady. I met you and my body practically screamed at me to let you have me."

    He crawled into the bed and kissed his way up her stomach before showering her breasts in the kind of erotic attention that quickly had Ella moaning as she ran her fingers through his short, soft hair.

    "My body demanded that I fuck you, Brady," Ella said between moans. "I teased it in the gym. I teased my body by letting you touch me, by letting you press that glorious cock of yours into my ass. I gave my body a taste of what it craved and it screamed louder."

    Brady rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips and slipped inside Ella. She arched her back, closed her eyes, and experienced an explosion of intense pleasure that worked its way from her loins to the rest of her body.

    "You feel so good," Brady said softly. "Fuck...Ella, your pussy feels so good."

    She wrapped her legs around him and their lips met for a passionate kiss as his cock bottomed out inside her. He remained still, a fact Ella was grateful for as her pussy absolutely needed a few moments to get used to his exceptional size.

    "You're so much bigger than my husband," she said. "I...fuck, I can't believe how much bigger you are and how much better it feels."

    That made the young man smile, a facial expression that was quickly followed by lust.

    "You like that, don't you?" she asked. "You like that you're bigger than my husband, that you're about to fuck me in the bed I share with him, don't you?"

    Brady smiled and slowly pulled out before thrusting deeply into Ella's pussy once more. She moaned, both from the feeling of her cunt expanding to welcome his thickness and from the sheer pleasure of her insides tingling as she finally took a cock that was capable of offering such satisfaction.

    "Fuck me, Brady," she said. "Fuck me!"

    Brady delivered, just as Ella knew he would. If anything, the sex was better than she'd expected. There was the pure physical pleasure of having a gorgeous, muscular young body on top of hers and a big, remarkably stiff cock in her pussy. It was more than that, though, as Brady demonstrated remarkable sexual skill, fucking her at a perfect rhythm that balanced her pleasure with his, and using both his hands and lips to kiss and caress her in a manner that served to heighten Ella's pleasure and eventually deliver an orgasm that left her genuinely lightheaded as her fingers and toes tingled.

    For a few seconds after she'd cum, Ella couldn't even speak. Brady's cock was still inside her - though he'd stopped thrusting - and he was showering her neck and chest with soft kisses.

    "I haven't cum like that in years," she said. "That was...you're remarkable, Brady."

    He smiled before she pulled his lips to hers for a deep kiss. She sucked his tongue into her mouth and ran her hands down his back before grasping his ass tight.

    "Let me ride you," she said. "Let me make you cum like you made me cum."

    Brady pulled out and rolled onto his back. Ella gracefully straddled his crotch, took his cock inside her, and rested her hands on his muscular chest.

    She started with a gentle rocking of her hips, moving back and forth over his crotch and clamping down on his cock with her pussy. She rolled her neck back and moaned as Brady's hands found her tits. She moaned a little louder, encouraging him to play with her flesh as he desired, for anything that would improve his pleasure was something Ella wanted to offer the gorgeous young man.

    Once she'd lured him a little closer to his climax, Ella leaned forward and began to ride his cock. She bounced her pussy wildly on his thick shaft, slapping her ass down on his upper thighs as she put on a sexual show designed to impress, arouse, and satisfy the young man she was determined to lure back into her bed for future dalliances.

    "Fuck...Ella, this feels so fucking good," Brady said she fucked him vigorously.

    She leaned down further and kissed his neck, moaning softly while working his cock with the same speed and passion. Brady ran his strong hands down her back and grabbed her ass with both hands, offering her a little help in riding him.

    The tenor of his moans changed. They were louder and lower. He squeezed her ass harder and began to fuck his cock up into her. He was close. He was about to have an orgasm.

    Ella's pussy came alive with desire at the notion of making the young man cum. She loved the idea of him climaxing while inside her. She loved it so much that suddenly it seemed like she'd cum a second time while riding him.

    "Cum for me, Brady!" she screamed. "Fuck...cum for me while I cum all over your big cock!"

    They came together. His moans became low, wild grunts and groans as he squeezed her ass possessively. She got lightheaded again. Her fingers and toes tingled again. Ella felt a wave of exhaustion wash over her this time and a big smile broke across her face as she collapsed on top of the muscular young man.

    "Damn...that was...you fuck like a god damn goddess, Ella," Brady said.

    She sat up, rested her hands on his chest, and smiled. "Does that mean you want to stick around and fuck me again before you leave?"

    "More than anything," he replied.

    Ella thought of Leo sitting at a coffee shop and waiting. She thought of how turned on he must have been. She decided to try and stoke that arousal.

    "I want to take a picture for my husband," she said.

    "Anything you want," Brady replied.

    Ella lifted her pussy off his big cock and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs wide and said, "Can you get between my legs and lay your cock over my stomach? I want to give him a good visual of how deep inside me you were, and I want him to see the cum in the condom."

    Brady looked utterly delighted as he moved into position between her legs, scooted forward, and rested his condom-wrapped cock on her stomach. Ella grabbed her phone from the nightstand, typed in her code, and handed it to him.

    Brady snapped a few pictures, admired his handiwork with a smile on his face, and handed Ella her phone.

    "Perfect," Ella said as she admired the strikingly beautiful picture of another man's recently satisfied cock resting on her stomach. "He's going to love this."

    She sent the picture to Leo and added a text: "I finally got what I needed, Leo. I finally got fucked by a nice big cock that puts your little dick to shame. As you can see, my pussy satisfied him, too. He said that I fuck like a goddess, which is fitting, because he fucks like a god. He made me cum so much harder than you ever have, Leo. He's going to stick around for a little while and fuck me at least once more. I'll let you know when you can come home."

    Ella sent the picture and text, put her phone on silent, and tossed it on the nightstand before turning her attention to Brady. "How about a snack before round two?" she asked.

    "I'd love that," he replied.

    Ella was in no rush. Leo could wait for hours if necessary. She was going to enjoy every second of her time with Brady, and when she'd gotten everything she wanted she'd invite Leo home and make sure that his day ended with the best orgasm he'd ever had.
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    "In here!" Ella called out as she heard the front door open.

    Leo was home and she was certain it wouldn't take him more than a handful of seconds to appear in the bedroom doorway. After all, he'd spent the past two hours out of the house while she enjoyed the pleasures of a younger man's cock.

    As the sound of his footsteps neared the bedroom, Ella pulled the covers aside so her naked body would be the first thing Leo saw. She kept her legs closed, though.

    "Hey there," she said as Leo stopped in the doorway.

    His mouth hung open as his eyes roamed over her body. He glanced at the nightstand and the two condom wrappers that rested on it. He no doubt put together that Brady had fucked her twice.

    "How was your afternoon?" Ella asked as she ran a hand over her breasts, down her stomach, and over her thighs before slowly spreading her legs. "Mine was exceptionally good."

    Leo stepped into the room and Ella quickly closed her legs. He approached the bed and she noticed a little bit of a bulge in his pants. It put a smile on her face. It meant he was turned on, that he found some measure of excitement in the fact that she'd actually gone through with it, that she'd fucked someone else and claimed the pleasure that she craved.

    Again Leo glanced at the nightstand, though this time his gaze lingered on the condom wrappers. "Did he...did you..."

    "Did he fuck me twice?" Ella asked as she reached out and gently caressed the growing bulge in his pants. "Yes, he did. Brady's a young, virile man, Leo. He fucked me twice and he probably could have fucked me twice more if I wanted it."

    Leo looked back at her and again his eyes wandered over Ella's body.

    She smiled and took both her breasts in her hands. She arched her back, closed her eyes, and let out a soft moan to give Leo a small preview of how it sounded in the bedroom while Brady was inside her.

    "I thought about it, too," she said. "I thought about making you wait a little longer while I let Brady enjoy my body once more. We were in the kitchen after the second time. He was wearing his underwear - and nothing else - and I couldn't help but stare at his gorgeous, muscular young body. The longer I stared, the hotter I got. I damn near got on my knees for him, Leo. It would have been fun. I would have sucked his cock right there in our kitchen, right where I'm going to make dinner tonight. I would have made that gorgeous young man hard as a rock and I would have had him fuck me on our kitchen table."

    Ella had thought about it. It would have been fun. The truth was, though, her pussy was a little sore. It had been a long time since she'd been fucked as hard as Brady had fucked her and it had been an even longer time since she'd enjoyed a cock as big as Brady's in her pussy. So as much as she probably would have enjoyed a third round, she needed a break.

    "It was...it was good?" Leo asked.

    Ella rolled onto her side and ran her fingers under Leo's shirt and up his bare chest. "Oh, baby, it was so much better than good. Brady surpassed all my expectations. His confidence is not misplaced. He's a man that knows his way around a woman's body. He gave me everything I needed and so much more."

    Ella deftly unbuttoned Leo's pants and tugged on the zipper. They fell to his knees and she grasped his cock through his underwear and stroked it slowly while a smile crossed her face.

    "I didn't know how badly I needed what Brady gave me today," she said. "I didn't know how much I missed getting fucked by a man that could surpass my expectations, that could fill my pussy with a long, thick, impossibly hard cock."

    Leo closed his eyes and groaned as a small precum stain appeared in his underwear. She'd barely touched him and already his arousal had reached great heights. Ella wondered if he'd spent his time out of the house lost in fantasy.

    "It turns out that you can't fuck me the way I actually need to be fucked, Leo," she said.

    His cock surged and he moaned. Ella pulled his underwear down and smiled at his impressively stiff erection.

    "Another man fucked me in our bed, Leo," she continued. "He satisfied me in our bed. He satisfied me in ways you haven't in years, if ever. Another man - a younger, stronger, better looking man - fucked your wife better than you've ever fucked me, Leo."

    The head of his cock swelled up and a large drop of precum appeared at the tip.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Leo? Would you like to put your stiff, disappointing little dick inside me?" Ella asked.

    He nodded.

    Ella released Leo's cock and turned her body so her pussy was facing him. She spread her legs and reached down to run her fingers over her plump, swollen, sore pussy lips. Leo stared between her thighs as his cock gently bounced, perhaps from the excess of desire coursing through him.

    "He fucked me so hard that I'm sore, baby," she said. "My pussy wasn't used to his size. It's used to your little dick. It doesn't get stretched when you fuck me. It just gets disappointed."

    He moaned and reached down to stroke his cock.

    "Don't touch your dick," Ella instructed.

    Leo's hand moved away and against his cock head swelled up.

    "Will you help me with the soreness, Leo?" she asked. "Will you help soothe your wife's sore pussy?"

    "Yes," he said.

    Ella smiled. "Kiss it. Kiss my sore pussy lips."

    Excitement mingled with fear in Leo's eyes. He hesitated, but only for a moment before leaning over and resting his body between her legs. Ella was surprised at the sudden rush of arousal she felt at Leo's willingness to kiss her pussy so soon after another man's cock had filled her, had fucked her, had satisfied her.

    "Kiss it," she said. "Kiss my pussy lips, Leo. Kiss my sore, wet, swollen, plump pussy lips."

    Leo leaned forward and planted a series of soft kisses on her labia. Ella felt that same arousal, only it had deepened. She watched Leo press his lips where another man's cock had gone. She watched him do it without hesitation. She heard him moan, too, as if he was in the midst of the same kind of arousal.

    "That feels so good, baby," Ella said as she reached down and ran her fingers through his hair. "Your lips are so soft, so delicate. They make my sore pussy feel so good. He pounded me so hard, Leo. He pounded your wife's tight, married pussy so hard that I need you to keep kissing it. Keep kissing the pussy that Brady fucked. Shower my tight little hole with your soft kisses."

    Leo planted one soft, tender, loving kiss after another on her pussy lips. He kissed her inner thighs. He kissed her clit. He kissed her pussy, too, planting his lips right between her labia and letting them rest against the pink, slippery, hot flesh that Brady had penetrated with such skill and vigor.

    "Mmm, that feels so good," she said. "Right there, baby. Kiss me right there. Kiss me right where Brady fucked me."

    Leo moaned. He moaned loudly. It seemed to Ella that her husband liked being reminded that he was kissing here where another man's cock had traveled. It made sense, though. It had become clear that Leo got off on erotic humiliation, and what could be more humiliating than kissing your wife's pussy not long after another man had fucked it?

    "Use your tongue," Ella instructed. That could be more humiliating. Tasting her pussy after another man had fucked her could certainly be more humiliating and Ella couldn't help but try and see if Leo was willing to go a little further, if his desire would lead him down an even naughtier path.

    He put his tongue inside her. He didn't even hesitate. Ella felt him probing her pussy and she moaned before grabbing a handful of Leo's hair, doing so without even thinking because she was so turned on.

    "That's it, Leo," she said before unleashing yet another moan. "Taste my pussy. Put your tongue deep inside me and taste my pussy. Taste the pussy that he fucked. Taste your wife's cunt after another man fucked her."

    Leo's tongue went wild. He licked feverishly, moaning steadily as he did so and rubbing his face around her pussy. He massaged her clit in the process, sending wave after wave of intense pleasure through Ella's body as she writhed in the bed.

    "Put your cock inside me, Leo," she said. "Right now."

    Leo hastily moved into position and slipped his cock into her pussy. Ella smiled, but it was almost entirely because she could barely feel him. She wasn't sure that would be the case - she suspected as much, though - and it delighted her to know that Brady's cock was so much bigger than her husband's that she could barely feel Leo.

    "I can barely feel your little dick," she said as he began to thrust. "He was so big that he stretched out my pussy, Leo. He was so big that I can barely feel your disappointing little dick inside me."

    She could feel his pelvis rubbing against her clit, though, and it felt fantastic. Ella's body was alive with desire, and despite her husband's lack of size compared to Brady, she was almost certainly going to cum again.

    "Fuck, Ella, your pussy feels so good," Leo said in an urgent, strained voice that made it perfectly clear he was on the verge of an orgasm.

    "You're going to cum, aren't you?" she asked. "You're going to cum long before I get a chance to cum. You're going to prove just how worthless you are compared to him."

    Leo groaned and buried his dick inside her. That was enough to put him over the top, to force him to spill his seed inside her, to make it impossible to resist the thrill of being humiliated while in her pussy.

    "That's it, baby," Ella said as before kissing his neck and running her hands down her husband's back. "Cum inside me. Enjoy my pussy. Enjoy how good it feels to cum in my pussy."

    Ella was a little disappointed Leo had cum before she experienced her third orgasm of the day, but she couldn't be mad at him. After all, he was the reason she'd gotten fucked twice that day. He was the reason she'd flirted with Brady in the first place. He was the reason she'd already had two mind-blowing orgasms. She might have been a little disappointed, but she felt nothing but love for her husband in the moment.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked softly.

    "More than you can imagine," Leo answered.

    Ella laughed softly. "Oh, I think I might be able to imagine, Leo. After all, you're not the only one to have a great orgasm today."

    He lifted his head, smiled, and kissed her softly. "I suppose that's true, isn't it?"

    Ella wrapped her legs around her husband, kissed him again - this time in a far deeper manner - and experienced a rush of genuine joy as she thought of what a delightfully naughty - and pleasurable - turn her marriage had taken. Best of all, it seemed like they were just getting started.
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    "Someone's excited," Ella said as Leo crawled into bed and pressed his body against hers. He kissed her neck as his erection pressed into her ass and his hand moved down her torso and over the soft skin of her thigh.

    "I can't help it," he said.

    Ella moved her ass a little, offering just a hint of pleasure for her husband's stiff cock. "Do you want to fuck me, Leo?"

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    Ella moaned softly, moved her ass just a little bit faster, and asked, "You know, I've noticed that you're more excited to fuck me since I allowed another man in my pussy. I've noticed that you're downright desperate for me, Leo. It seems that you really like that I fucked a younger, stronger, better-looking man with a much bigger cock than yours."

    "I do," he answered.

    Ella reached back and took his cock in her hand. She smiled at how stiff he felt, a surefire sign of the intensity of his arousal. "And you like that he fucked me better than you do, don't you?"

    "Yes," Leo said. "I love that, Ella. I love that Brady fucked you so good. I love that he made you cum so hard."

    Ella rolled onto her other side in their bed and smiled at the desire she saw in her husband's eyes. She took his cock in her and once more and ran her fingers through the precum dripping from the tip. She inched her hips forward and took the head of his cock between her legs and rubbed it against her panties, eliciting a moan as he no doubt felt the heat emanating from her pussy.

    "Tell me, Leo," Ella said softly, "why would I bother letting your cock inside me when I can have someone better? Why would I let this disappointingly small dick inside me when I could text Brady and he'd be at our door in ten minutes, ready to fuck me until my pussy was completely worn out."

    It was a question that would have devastated most men, but Ella had long since learned that Leo wasn't like most men. The question aroused him. She saw it in his eyes. She felt it in the way his cock head swelled up in her hand.

    "It used to be that you couldn't stay hard enough to satisfy me," Ella said, describing what had been so frustrating to her prior to this recent kinky turn in their sex life. "That was disappointing, of course, but now your little dick would be disappointing in an entirely different way if I let you inside me, Leo. I think we both know you'd be lucky to last more than a minute if I spread my legs and let you have your way with me. I think you'd slide into my tight, wet, hot cunt and you'd think about Brady doing the same thing. I think you'd be so turned on that you might blow your load in thirty seconds."

    His legs trembled as Ella stroked his stiff cock faster, using the steady stream of precum to lube his stiff shaft and lure him ever-deeper into a state of uncontrollable desire.

    "So tell me, Leo, why would I let you fuck me? Why would I let this worthless cock of yours inside me?" she asked.

    "You wouldn't," he answered before moaning. It seemed that he was turned on at the idea of being denied the opportunity to fill her pussy.

    "Do you know what Brady told me just a few days ago? When we were in this bed together? When my pussy was still tingling from the pleasure of getting pounded by that utterly flawless cock of his?" Ella asked.

    Leo shook his head.

    Ella released his cock and rolled onto her back. She took her breasts in her hands and looked at her husband. Without saying a word he leaned in and took one of her nipples between his lips while reaching between her legs to rub Ella's cunt through her panties.

    "He told me that he'd love to fuck me while you watched," Ella said. "That he'd love to show you just how much better he is, that he'd love for you to see just how hard I cum with his cock inside me. He wants to show you that he's more of a man than you are, Leo. He wants to show you that I've chosen someone superior to my husband to satisfy me. He wants you to see exactly what that looks like."

    Leo moaned and flicked his tongue back and forth over Ella's nipple as he slipped his fingers into her panties and plunged into her exceedingly wet pussy.

    "Do you know what I did when he told me that, Leo?" she asked. "I sucked his cock. I crawled between his legs and I took his beautiful young cock into my mouth. I did it because I was so fucking turned on, Leo. My pussy was wet all over again. It was desperate for him. It was desperate to be fucked by that gorgeous young man who's so confident that he's better than you, that he's capable of satisfying your wife in a far superior manner. I sucked his cock, I put a condom on him, and I rode him until we both had loudly pleasurable orgasms in the bed I share with you, my husband."

    "Please, let me fuck you," Leo begged. "Or let me...I don't know, masturbate. Ella, I just...I need to cum. I'm so turned on."

    Ella pushed Leo onto his back, straddled him, and pressed her hands into his chest. She rubbed her panty-clad pussy over the bulge in his underwear, smiled, and said, "No. You don't get to fuck me. You don't deserve to fuck me. If you did, you'd really just be using my pussy to masturbate, Leo, because you wouldn't stand a chance at making me cum. You know who can make me cum?"

    "Brady?"

    She nodded, leaned down, and kissed Leo's neck. "He puts you to shame," she whispered. "He fucks me better than you did even when you were young. He fucks me better than anyone ever has. His hard body. His body cock. His strength. His athleticism. His confidence. He's better in every way."

    Leo groaned and grabbed Ella's ass. He pushed his hips upwards and tried his very best to dry hump her, rubbing his cock over her pelvis in some misguided attempt to claim his pleasure.

    "I'm going to text him," she said. "I'm going to invite him over. I'm going to fuck him in our bed and you're going to watch. I'm going to let him put you in your place, Leo."

    His eyes went wide as Ella sat up and studied her husband's face. He looked nervous, excited, and aroused. She grabbed her phone from the nightstand and texted Brady, inviting him over to fuck her in front of Leo.

    "I'll be right over," Brady replied.

    Ella tossed her phone onto the bed, scooted backwards, and pulled off Leo's underwear and socks. She kissed her way up his legs and looked up at him before taking his balls into her mouth. She sucked gently as he moaned and then she kissed and licked her way up his short shaft. She ran her tongue over the underside of his cock head, eliciting a series of moans and making his body tremble with desire.

    "He's on his way over," she said softly. "He's going to fuck me in our bed, Leo. A younger, better man is going to fuck me. He's going to stretch out my pussy with his big cock. He's going to reach places inside me this disappointing dick of yours has never gone. He's going to fuck me long and hard and he's going to make me cum multiple times before he claims his orgasm."

    Ella took the head of Leo's cock in her mouth and sucked gently. Again he moaned and again his body trembled with desire.

    "You're going to watch, Leo. You're going to watch every second of it. And you're not going to masturbate. You're going to keep your hands away from your cock," she instructed.

    "Ella...I don't...I don't know if I can," he replied.

    Ella swallowed the full length of Leo's cock and pulled back slowly, moving her tongue back and forth over his shaft as she did so. Then she backed out of the bed, left the room, and grabbed one of the padded chairs from the dining room. She set the chair at the foot of the bed, pointed to it, and said, "Sit. Right now."

    Leo scrambled out of the bed and sat in the chair as instructed. Ella then headed for the closet, pulled out a box where she kept various sex-related items they'd purchased over the years, and retrieved the handcuffs they'd used a few times in the early days of their marriage.

    Ella returned to the bedroom with the handcuffs dangling from her fingers. Leo looked over his shoulder and surprise registered in his eyes.

    "Ella, what are those..."

    Before he could finish asking the question she answered it by cuffing his hands behind the chair. "Now you can't masturbate."

    "I wouldn't...I won't masturbate..."

    She pressed a finger against his lips and sat across Leo's lap. His cock pressed against her panties and Ella leaned down, pressed her lips against his, and kissed her husband softly. She ran her fingers through his hair and moaned before slipping her tongue into his mouth and grinding her hips over his cock.

    Ella stood, stepped back, and lowered her panties. She took off her t-shirt and bra and then spun around, bent over, and looked over her shoulder. "Would you like to watch him fuck me from behind, Leo? Would you like to watch my young lover grab my hips and take my pussy doggystyle? Would you like to hear me screaming his name as he delivers a vigorous pounding while you're handcuffed and watching with your little dick throbbing painfully?"

    Leo didn't answer and the look on his face made it seem as though he was a little overwhelmed, or perhaps surprised at just how far Ella was willing to go.

    She crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and spread her legs. "He'll fuck me like this, Leo. He'll fuck me like this and you'll have a perfect view of his thick young cock stretching your wife's needy cunt. You'll see him bottoming out inside me. You'll see my labia clinging to his perfect dick. You'll hear how wet I am. You'll hear me moan like a desperate little slut, Leo, like I never want him to stop fucking me, like I haven't been fucked by a real man in years."

    Leo struggled against the handcuffs and groaned, though Ella could see the lust in his eyes. He was turned on, even if her dirty talk and the thought of what was to come caused him a bit of agony.

    Ella would have gone on, but the doorbell rang. Leo's eyes went wide, almost as if he was surprised that Brady had actually come over.

    "I'll be right back," she said.

    "Ella, wait..."

    Ella walked out of the bedroom and towards the front door. There was no stopping her. She answered the door, stepped back, and put her hands on her hips, showing Brady every bit of her naked body. He responded by taking his shirt off, stepping into the house, and aggressively slamming the door shut.

    "You're so fucking hot," he said.

    Ella was about to respond when Brady picked her up. She wrapped her legs around him as their lips met and their tongues entwined. He carried her towards the bedroom, groping her naked ass while her tits pressed against his impressively muscular chest.

    "I want you," Ella said as they walked into the bedroom. "I'm wet for you, Brady. I want you so badly."

    Brady set her on the bed and looked at Leo. He laughed.

    "He couldn't be trusted not to masturbate," Ella said as she spread her legs and fingered her pussy. "He was just so turned on, the more I told him how much better you were, the more turned on he got. I had to handcuff him or he would have stroked that little dick of his without even thinking about it."

    Brady looked at Ella - and at the sight of her fingers moving in and out of her slippery pussy - and asked, "He likes that I'm fucking his wife?"

    "He loves it," Ella answered. "He might hate it a little bit, too, but his dick gets hard when I talk about you, and he wants me all the time now. He's turned on constantly, and it's because I'm fucking you, because I'm fucking someone younger, better looking, and more skilled than him. Someone that fucks me better than he does. Someone that can satisfy my pussy in a way he's never been able to satisfy me."

    Brady kicked off his shoes and unbuttoned his pants with a smile on his face. She'd clearly boosted his confidence and based on how stiff his cock looked, Ella had turned him on, too, and she hadn't done much more than tell him that he was far better in bed than her husband.

    "Do you want me to fuck your wife while you watch?" Brady asked as he lowered his pants and underwear, freeing the beautiful cock that had offered Ella such intense satisfaction on the two occasions they'd been together over the past week.

    "Yes," Leo answered in a quiet, rather meek voice.

    Brady took his cock in his hand and stroked it slowly as he turned towards Leo and smiled. "I didn't hear you, Leo. Say it louder for me. Make me believe it."

    Ella moaned as she watched a mixture of pleasure and angst wash over her husband's face. Leo had just gotten a heavy dose of the humiliation he craved and there was something so thrilling about that for her.

    "I want you to fuck my wife," Leo said. "While I watch. I want you to fuck my wife while I watch."

    Ella slid off the bed, grabbed Brady's cock, and led him towards her husband. She dropped to her knees just a few feet from Leo's chair and took her young lover in her mouth. She made sure Leo had a good view and she sucked cock like a desperate woman. She played with Brady's balls, stroked his shaft, and worked the head with her mouth, covering him in her saliva and filling the bedroom with the young man's moans as she lured him deeper into his lusty state.

    "Do you like watching her suck my cock?" Brady asked.

    "Ye...yes," Leo answered.

    Brady put a hand on the back of Ella's head and she moaned. She liked it when the young man took some measure of control, when he asserted himself with her.

    "She's incredible, Leo," he said. "She sucks cock and fucks better than any woman I've ever been with. She's light years better than women my age. Though maybe that's just because she's been stuck with your cock since you got married and she wants to show me how much she enjoys my big dick."

    Leo moaned and Ella couldn't help but feel a deeper level of appreciation for Brady. She hadn't told him much about Leo's kink, and yet he seemed to understand exactly what her husband craved. Perhaps, though, it was simply that what Brady and Leo craved happened to fit together quite nicely.

    Ella tried her best to deepthroat Brady's cock - he was big enough that she couldn't quite get there - and she loved the look on his face as she did so. She pulled back, stroked his spit-soaked shaft, and then said, "Put on a condom."

    Brady moved towards the nightstand as Ella stood, turned to her husband, and kissed him. She shoved her tongue into his mouth and shared her saliva with him. Leo moaned and put his tongue to work, happily sharing in the taste of Brady's stiff young dick. He moaned again as Ella stroked his cock a few times. He was as hard as she'd ever felt, which she took as a sign that he was more than ready to watch her get fucked.

    "Enjoy the show," Ella said with a smile as she crawled into the bed, rolled onto her back, and adjusted her body to make sure that Leo had a perfectly aligned view of her pussy.

    Brady moved between her legs and they kissed as Ella stroked his condom-wrapped cock while rubbing the tip over her pussy lips.

    "Do you want to fuck me, Brady?" she asked, echoing the question she'd asked Leo.

    "More than anything," he replied.

    Leo had been denied the pleasure of her pussy, but Ella couldn't imagine denying Brady such pleasure. "I want you too," she said. "In fact, I need you. I crave you. My pussy is desperate for you."

    Brady's cock slid between her labia and filled her with one long, slow thrust. Leo moaned and so did Ella, for the pleasure of being filled was almost overwhelming.

    "Your pussy deserves to get what it craves," Brady said. "And unlike your husband, I'm going to make sure you're satisfied before I cum, Ella. I'm going to make sure you've gotten everything you want."

    Ella spread her legs a little wider - she wanted to make sure that Leo had a good view - and said, "Fuck me, Brady. Fuck me while my husband watches. Show him what it's like when his wife gets fucked the way she needs to be fucked. Show him how much better you are."

    Brady fucked Ella so well that she forgot Leo was watching. She lost herself in the pleasure of the young man's cock moving in and out of her, in the pleasure of his hard body on top of hers, in the pleasure of his lips and hands moving over her neck and breasts. She lost herself in the joy of getting fucked in a manner her husband had truly never been able to accomplish.

    "Is this what you need?" Brady asked as he picked up the pace. "Is this what you can't get from him?"

    Ella smiled. She loved that Brady was so turned on at the idea of fucking her in front of Leo. In fact, it felt as though he was putting in extra effort, as if he was bound and determined to show that he was, without question, the better man. It wasn't really a competition, though. Leo couldn't hold a candle to the man inside her at that moment, to the man whose cock was able to provide intense pleasure with every thrust.

    "Yes," Ella answered. "This is what I need, Brady. Your cock is what I need. Your body is what I need. What I crave. What my husband can't give me. Now fuck me harder. Show him how much better you are."

    Ella heard Leo moan. Had he been free from the cuffs he would have been masturbating. He would have lost control and had no choice but to stroke himself. He would have been weak, for his desire would have been far too strong.

    "Oh...fuck!" Ella cried out as Brady brought her ever closer to an orgasm. "Brady...make me cum! Make me cum!"

    He found the strength to fuck her harder. Each thrust set off an explosion of pleasure between her legs and Ella felt her thighs begin to tremble. Her toes curled. Her body tensed up for a moment and then her orgasm arrived. She screamed. She grabbed Brady's ass and pulled to keep him inside her pussy. She felt pleasure everywhere. From head to toe. She felt her pussy gushing as it pulsed around the big cock that filled her. She felt a haziness settle over her body and a sensation of pure joy - orgasmic joy - followed.

    "You fuck me like no man ever has," she said softly. "You fuck me like my husband has only dreamed of fucking me. You're a god among men, Brady."

    He laughed softly. "That's very kind of you. If I'm a god, then you're a goddess, Ella, and you really do fuck better than any woman I've ever been with."

    She kissed him deeply. She lured his tongue into her mouth and he began to slowly thrust. Ella's clit was sensitive, but his cock still felt so good that she didn't mind him thrusting.

    "How would you like to fuck me from behind while I stare into my husband's eyes?" she asked.

    That put a smile on Brady's face. "I can't imagine anything better."

    He pulled out and rolled aside and Ella got to her knees and crawled towards the foot of the bed. She smiled at the sight of Leo's stiff cock and asked, "Did you enjoy watching him fuck your wife?"

    "Yes," Leo replied.

    "I like that your dick is still hard as a rock even though you can't touch it," she noted. "Do you want to watch him fuck me from behind, Leo? Do you want to watch Brady fuck me from behind and cum while his big, beautiful dick is buried in my married pussy?"

    Leo nodded. He looked just a little nervous, but he couldn't help but nod.

    Ella looked over her shoulder, smiled, and said, "Take me from behind, Brady. Take my married pussy in front of my husband. Take it from him and make it yours for the night."

    "With pleasure," Brady replied.

    He moved behind Ella and she turned her attention back to Leo. She smiled and then unleashed a low moan as Brady's cock filled her.

    "He feels so good inside me, Leo," she said. "He's so deep. So much deeper than that little dick of yours has ever gone. So much deeper than any man has gone. Do you want to watch him fuck me hard, Leo? Should he fuck me hard and use my pussy for his pleasure?"

    "Yes," Leo said softly. He wanted it. She could see in his eyes that he wanted it.

    "Go ahead," Ella said to her young lover. "Fuck me hard."

    Brady grabbed her hips, pulled out, and slammed his cock back inside her. Ella bit her lip and winced just a little from the vigorousness of that first thrust. Then she smiled. She liked it when he fucked her hard. Even when it hurt just a little. There was something remarkably hot about being fucked so hard that it caused just a bit of pain. She liked being able to take that for Brady, being able to give him the kind of pleasure he clearly sought. She was especially thrilled at the idea of doing so while her husband watched.

    The longer he fucked her, the faster Brady went. He was clearly in pursuit of his orgasm and Ella felt herself getting wetter as she thought of the young man getting off in her pussy. She thought of her body being responsible for his orgasm and it made her drip, it lured her deeper into her arousal, and eventually it led to her reaching back to play with her clit.

    As he got closer, Brady grabbed a handful of Ella's hair and pulled back. She moaned and arched her back. She rubbed her clit. She kept her gaze focused squarely on Leo's face, too, so he could see the lust in her eyes as a strong, handsome young man hammered her married pussy while her husband sat handcuffed to a chair.

    "Fuck, Ella, I'm close," Brady announced.

    "Cum for me, Brady," she said. "Cum while you're fucking my married pussy. Show my husband what it looks like when a real man cums while he's in my cunt."

    Leo looked like he might actually have an orgasm. His face was awash in pleasure and the head of his cock had turned a shade of purple. He was massively aroused and there was no chance for him to get off. Not without Ella's permission. Not until she decided he was worthy of it.

    "Oh, fuck!" Brady screamed.

    He buried his dick inside her and leaned forward until his hard, muscular body was pressed against her back. Ella came right with him. She came so hard that she collapsed onto the bed. Brady lowered his body on top of hers, keeping his cock inside her. He kissed her neck and she closed her eyes and Ella felt a deep sense of bliss in that moment as her whole body trembled with pleasure.

    "You make me cum harder than any woman ever has," Brady said.

    "Lucky me," Ella replied. "Because that means you'll want to keep fucking me."

    "More than you can imagine," he said.

    Brady pulled out and rolled onto his back. Ella moved back to her hands and knees, smiled at Leo, and then turned to her young lover and carefully removed the cum-filled condom from his cock. She leaned down, gave him a soft kiss, and moved to sit at the end of the bed.

    Ella held up the used condom and it swayed back and forth as Leo stared at it. "There's something sexy about it, isn't here?" she asked. "About seeing the cum that was produced because my pussy made that big young cock of his feel so good, and because he so thoroughly enjoyed fucking me in front of my husband."

    Leo nodded slowly as his gaze remained focused on the condom.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered.

    Ella stood, straddled her husband, and sat down like she was going to take him in her pussy. Instead, though, she sat across his knees, reached down, and put the used condom over his cock. She gripped it tight at the base to hold the cum inside and smiled as Leo's eyes went wide.

    "I think this is a fitting way for you to cum," she said.

    Ella gave him a handjob with the cum-filled condom. She stroked him furiously and Leo quickly lost himself in pleasure. He moaned and groaned and thrashed a little in the chair. It clearly felt good, but of course it wasn't without a heavy dose of humiliation. That's what Leo craved, though, and that's what Ella gave him.

    He came hard. So hard that he nearly toppled over in the chair and likely would have if Ella hadn't been sitting on his knees. His eyes were closed and his loud, wild, wondrous moans of pleasure filled the bedroom as he added his load to the cum Brady had already produced.

    "Wow," Brady said from behind her. "That was fucking hot."

    "I know," Ella replied as she pulled the used condom from her husband's spent cock. She got up and tossed it in the bathroom sink before soaking a wash cloth and returning to the bed to clean Leo's messy dick. "There you go. All cleaned up."

    "Thank you," Leo said softly.

    Ella wasn't sure if he was thanking her for the orgasm or for cleaning him up, or perhaps for both. Either way, though, he had a hazy smile on his face.

    "Should I uncuff you and let you go, or would you like to watch Brady fuck me for a second time?" Ella asked.

    "I'd like to watch for a second time," Leo answered without hesitation.

    She smiled, kissed him on the cheek, and then tossed the wash cloth towards the bathroom and crawled into the bed and into Brady's arms to begin round two with the young man who brought Ella - and her husband - such intense pleasure.
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    Ella strode towards the sleek sedan waiting at the curb and smiled as the window rolled down. She bent over, offering Brady a view of her cleavage and she thoroughly enjoyed the way his eyes were glued to her tits the moment he saw them.

    "Hey," he said after a few seconds of staring, "is he coming along?"

    "I thought he could drive," Ella replied. "As long as you don't mind. I just like the idea of my husband driving us around as I suck your cock."

    The look on Brady's face made it seem as though he loved the idea. The way he crawled into the backseat and opened the door confirmed that.

    Ella turned to Leo, smiled, and said, "Remember to keep us safe while I'm sucking on his big, beautiful cock."

    "I will," Leo replied.

    Half an hour ago, Ella and Leo had curled up on the couch to watch a movie. A text from Brady had changed their plans for the night, though. He'd boldly requested the pleasure of Ella's mouth - she'd sucked him off on a few occasions since they'd first fucked - and she'd gotten wet at the idea of Leo having to drive around while she blew a much younger man in the backseat. Ella had quickly replied that she'd love to suck Brady off in his car and he'd rushed over while Ella changed into a tight, short dress in the hopes of being alluring to the young man who'd provided her with a wealth of sexual satisfaction over the past three weeks.

    "You can drive us wherever you'd like," Ella said before giving Leo a kiss on the cheek and climbing into the backseat.

    Brady smiled. "You look so fucking hot in that dress. And your tits. Damn, they're fucking fantastic."

    Ella slid across the backseat and pressed her body against his. They kissed as she stroked Brady's cock through his shorts and his strong hand found her tits and played with them as she moaned into his mouth.

    "I like that you were thinking of me," she said softly as Leo got behind the wheel and started the car. "That you were thinking of how good I make you feel."

    Brady smiled. "I swear, Ella, nobody has ever made me feel the way you do." He reached up and ran his thumb over her lower lip. "The things you do with this mouth, with these lips, with your tongue. It's fucking incredible."

    Ella took his thumb in her mouth, closed her eyes, and sucked slowly and sensually as she moaned. Leo pulled away from the curb and Ella felt a surge of pleasure move through her body as she thought of giving her young lover a blowjob in his car while her husband drove. The whole thing was just so thrilling, so kinky, so naughty, that she was utterly soaked at the mere thought of doing it.

    "You know, I think I've sucked your cock more in the past three weeks than I've sucked my husband's in the past year," she said before leaning in to kiss Brady's neck. "There's just something about having you in my mouth that I can't resist. It makes my pussy so wet to hear you moan as I suck your big dick, Brady. Something about giving pleasure to a man like you just turns me on."

    "It doesn't turn you on to suck your husband's dick?" Brady asked.

    Ella loved that he enjoyed playing along with her humiliation of Leo. She loved that Brady got off on it, that having Leo involved actually made her young lover doubly eager to fuck her - and get blowjobs from her - and that it seemed to make his orgasms even better than if they were having a standard affair.

    "No, it doesn't," Ella replied as she unbuttoned Brady's shorts and worked them down his legs. "I don't think it ever has, but a cock like Leo's just doesn't inspire lust in the way your beautiful cock does."

    Ella smiled and kissed the young man she was about to pleasure. She freed his cock from his underwear, wrapped her fingers around it, and marveled at how impressively hard it felt. Even though she'd handled his dick at least a dozen times by that point, she still couldn't get over just how hard he was each and every time they were together.

    "You know, this all started because my husband's dick kept going soft on me," she said. "That's never a problem with you, is it?"

    "Fuck no," Brady replied. "I don't know how any man could go soft with a woman as beautiful as you."

    Ella looked towards the front seat and caught Leo's eye in the rearview mirror. He looked at her for just a moment before returning his focus to the road, but she saw the lust in his eyes.

    "Are you turned on, Leo?" she asked. "Do you like that I'm about to give another man a blowjob while you drive us around?"

    A few seconds passed without anyone saying a word. Then, Leo offered his response. "Yes, I'm turned on, and yes, I like that you're about to give Brady a blowjob while I drive you around." A few more seconds passed before he added, "I...I love it. It's crazy, but I love it."

    Ella smiled, turned to Brady, and said, "And do you like it, Brady? Do you like that my husband is driving your car around while his wife is moments away from sucking your cock?"

    "Fuck yes I like it," Brady replied with a smile. "You know I do. Fucking you is hotter when he watches, and getting my dick sucking is definitely going to be hotter knowing that he's sitting up front and driving around because you told him to."

    "And do you like that my pussy is fucking soaked just thinking about sucking this dick of yours?" she asked. "That it makes me even wetter to think about sucking your dick while my husband is driving the car with what I bet is a stiff little cock in his pants?"

    Brady ran his hands down Ella's back and lifted the bottom of her dress. She moved to her knees and he ran his fingers over her ass cheeks and rubbed her pussy lips. She moaned and he slipped two fingers inside her, pushing them deep with almost no resistance.

    "I love that you're so wet right now," Brady said. "I love that you jumped at the chance to give me head, and I fucking love that you invited your husband along."

    Ella smiled, dropped her head into Brady's lap, and took his cock in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Brady said. "Fuck that feels so fucking good."

    Ella stroked his long, thick, remarkably stiff shaft and swirled her tongue around the head. Then she sucked hard as Brady's fingers moved in and out of her pussy. She made sure it was a fairly noisy blowjob, too, as she wanted Leo to know for certain that his wife was blowing another man while he was sitting just a few feet away.

    "Fuck, man, your wife gives such good head," Brady said. "I swear, it's the best fucking head I've ever had."

    Brady had gotten increasingly comfortable interacting with Leo over the past few weeks, a fact that brought Ella great joy, in large part because she knew it turned Leo on.

    "You can turn around and have a look if you want," Brady said as the car slowed to a stop. "I promise, I don't mind, and I'm pretty sure your wife wouldn't mind either. There's a reason she brought you along, right?"

    Ella sucked with even greater vigor. She moved her hand in time with her mouth. She did everything she could to offer Brady pleasure and she did it because she suspected her husband was watching.

    Then she popped her head up and looked right at Leo, who seemed utterly enamored with the show she'd just put on. "Do you like watching me suck his big, young, stiff, perfect cock, Leo?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    Ella impulsively leaned in and kissed her husband. She put a hand on the back of his head to keep him from turning away from the kiss and shoved her tongue in his mouth. She wanted him to taste her lips and tongue after they'd been wrapped around Brady's beautiful cock. She wanted Leo to know that a tongue that had just pleasured the younger man was now in his mouth. She wanted him to feel it. She wanted him to be thrilled by it.

    After the kiss, Ella leaned a little closer to confirm that her husband had a raging erection and the bulge in his pants was surefire proof of it. He was hard as a rock. He was getting off on her cocksucking exploits.

    "I think he liked the taste of your cock," Ella said as she turned back to Brady.

    "Oh yeah?" he asked with a confident smile.

    "Well, I certainly like the taste of it," she replied before leaning down to kiss the head of his dick. "Your cock always taste good, Brady, though even if it didn't I'd still want to suck it. There's just something about having you in my mouth that turns me on."

    Brady rested a hand on the back of her neck and Ella moaned - there was something so hot about it - before taking him in her mouth once more. She stroked his shaft and sucked on the head. She bobbed up and down, covering him in her saliva and moaning in the hopes that the vibration would make the blowjob just a little more pleasurable.

    "Take it deeper," Brady said.

    Ella accepted the challenge. She pushed to take more of Brady's cock. It hit the back of her throat and she gagged, but only for a moment. She fought it off and took more. She took everything she could, though she couldn't come close to deepthroating.

    "Fuck," she said while stroking him. "You're so big. I can't come close to taking it all."

    Brady smiled and kissed her. He worked her clit with a finger and she moaned into his mouth. It seemed that he was quite thrilled she'd even attempted to deepthroat him. Perhaps it wasn't something most women were willing to do for him. Ella found that hard to believe - she'd become quite eager to do just about anything to pleasure Brady - but anything was possible.

    "Can you hear how wet I am, Leo?" she asked.

    "Yes," he answered. "And I love it."

    Ella smiled. "Oh yeah? You love that my pussy gets wet for another man?"

    "Yes...fuck...yes, Ella, I do," he said.

    Ella turned to Brady, leaned in until her lips were achingly close to his, and said, "He likes that my pussy gets so wet for a better man, Brady. For someone that fucks me better than he ever has. For someone that's younger, stronger, and better looking. For someone that's superior to him in almost every way."

    Brady kissed her hard. He fingered her hard, too. Ella felt the aggression pouring out of him and she loved it. It was the same thing she felt when he fucked her in front of Leo, like he wanted to possess her body, to take ownership of it while her husband watched, to show her that he really was the superior man and it turned Ella on like nothing else.

    "You can take control," she said. "You can grab my hair...you can fuck my mouth if you want." Ella's pussy tingled as she said it. Something about surrendering her mouth to him, about letting him do as he pleased was hugely arousing.

    Brady's eyes lit up. "Yeah?"

    Ella nodded and Brady's hand moved into her hair. He took a firm grip and directed her mouth to his cock. She took him between her lips and he pushed down until she gagged. Then he pushed a little harder, all while working her pussy with his other hand.

    "Fuck, Ella, take it," he said. "Take my cock while your husband drives like a good little chauffeur."

    Brady moved her mouth up and down on his cock, taking control just like she'd offered. She gagged and spit up and for some reason she found it thrilling. It was the sort of thing most women hated and she absolutely would have hated it if Leo was the one holding her hair, but she loved it with Brady in control. It didn't hurt that Leo was in the front seat, though, that he was listening to another man fuck her mouth, that he was there to witness her willingness to cede all control to Brady in the name of his pleasure.

    "Kiss your husband," Brady said as he released his grip on her hair.

    The car came to a stop at a red light and Leo turned around without hesitation. Ella turned towards her husband, leaned in, and pressed her lips against his. She shoved her tongue into his mouth and shared the mess of saliva generated by the face fucking Brady had administered. Ella was hit with an urge to climb into the front seat to play with her husband's cock as he drove, but she refrained from doing so. Leo would get his pleasure when she was done blowing Brady.

    "You really like kissing me after he's been in my mouth, don't you?" she asked.

    "Yes," Leo admitted.

    "Naughty boy," she whispered with a smile.

    Leo returned that smile and then shifted his focus to driving as the light turned green. Ella confirmed that he was still hard - the bulge was more prominent than before - and then returned her attention to Brady.

    His cock head was thick and plump and glistening with her spit and his precum. His shaft was stiff and veiny and she felt a sudden, overwhelming desire to have his cum in her mouth.

    "I want to make you cum," Ella said as she stroked him. "I want you to cum in my mouth and I want to swallow for you, Brady. I want to swallow your cum while my husband acts as our good little chauffeur."

    "Fuck yeah," Brady replied. "Get after it."

    Ella devoured the young man's cock. She sucked and stroked and he filled the car with moans of pleasure. Ella thought she heard Leo moan, too, though she could have been imagining things. She knew her husband was turned on, though. He was sitting up front listening to her vigorously suck another man's cock and do so with the intention of swallowing his cum and he was absolutely turned on.

    "Oh, fuck, Ella, I'm close," Brady said.

    After three weeks - and countless orgasms on his part - Ella knew what Brady sounded like when he was getting close. She knew he was almost there before he said it. She knew his pre-orgasmic moans. She knew how the head of his cock would swell up even more, too. She knew how his balls would tighten a little.

    "I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    His cum rocketed into her mouth. Over and over and over it spurted from the tip of his cock. Even the strength of his orgasms turned her on. She kept her lips sealed around his dick and took it all as his climax went on, and on, and on.

    When he'd finished, Ella sat up, smiled, and swallowed as she looked in Brady's eyes. "Mmm, delicious," she said as the car rolled to a stop.

    Ella turned towards Leo, who was looking back at her. "Do you want a kiss?" she asked.

    Leo stared, but he didn't say a word.

    "Do you want to kiss your wife after another man just came in her mouth?" she asked. "Do you want to see if you can still taste him on my tongue?"

    Leo leaned towards the backseat. Ella smiled and moved to kiss him. She loved that he wanted it. She fucking loved it. Their lips met and she pushed her tongue into his mouth before he could change his mind. She reached forward to play with his cock through his pants and he moaned. She moaned too. It felt so fucking hot. So naughty. So dirty. So humiliating for him. So thrilling for her.

    "Does he taste good?" she asked softly.

    "Yes," Leo admitted.

    "I just sucked another man's cock and shared the taste of his load with you and you're hard as a rock," she said.

    "I know."

    "You're harder than you get when I let you fuck me, Leo," she said.

    He nodded.

    "Drive us back home," she said with a smile. Then, Ella turned to Brady, leaned down to kiss the head of his still stiff cock, and asked, "Do you have time to fuck me?"

    "I do," he replied.

    "Good. I want you to fuck me in our bed. I want you to fuck me hard, too. I want you to show my husband how much better you are than him," she said. "I want you to make me cum so fucking hard, Brady."

    He pulled her close and slipped his fingers inside her. He worked her pussy slowly and Ella moaned for him. "I will," Brady said. "I'll make you cum multiple times while your husband watches, Ella. Then I think I'd like to cum on those beautiful tits of yours while he watches."

    Ella moaned. "Mmm, I like that idea. You can cum all over my tits. Hell, you can cum on my face if you want. A man that fucks me as well as you do deserves to cum anywhere he wants."

    "What if I want to cum in your pussy?" Brady asked.

    Ella very nearly climaxed on his fingers at the suggestion and she absolutely heard Leo moan. "You'd have to get tested, and you'd have to promise that you're not going to fuck anyone else. If you do, though, you can cum inside me."

    "I haven't fucked anyone else since I met you, Ella. I don't know what the point would be. You make me cum harder than any woman ever has. And I'll get tested. I'll get tested today," he said.

    Ella moaned as Brady held her close and fingered her soaking wet pussy. All she could think about was him cumming inside her. That would have to wait for another day, but what a damn good day it was going to be.

    Leo would love it too. She knew he would. He'd love seeing Brady cum inside her. He'd love seeing it leak out of her pussy. He'd love it, and that would make it so much hotter.

    With any luck, the test results would come back quickly, because Ella was suddenly quite desperate to have Brady cum in her tight little pussy.
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    "How was the gym?" Leo asked a moment before Ella stepped into the living room and smiled at her husband.

    She answered with a smile and Leo's eyes wandered over her body. She wore a pair of leggings with sheer cutouts on the fronts and backs of her thighs and a sports bra that really only covered her breasts, leaving a wealth of flesh exposed. It was no surprise that Leo couldn't help but stare and he was hardly the only man who'd done so that day.

    "Was Brady there?" he asked.

    Ella smiled and nodded. Her young lover was there every time she went to the gym. Being there with him was half the fun of going. She liked the way he looked at her and the way he made a point of coming over as often as possible to touch her and do a little flirting. Plus, he was actually a damn good trainer and was helping her get in better shape than she'd ever been in.

    "Would you help me out of my shoes?" Ella asked.

    She could have bent over and untied her sneakers. She could have slipped them off her feet. Ella didn't want to do it, though. She wanted Leo to do it.

    He seemed a little confused at first, but then she pointed to the floor at her feet and Leo got up off the couch, walked towards her, and fell to his knees. He looked up and Ella saw the excitement in his eyes along with just a hint of confusion. She understood that, though, as he likely wasn't sure what she had in mind.

    "Untie them," Ella instructed.

    Leo bent over and untied her sneakers.

    "Now take them off," she said.

    Leo did so and Ella experienced a lovely little rush of pleasure at watching her husband do as instructed. She'd felt it throughout their exploration of Leo's desire for humiliation, but her pleasure at his willingness to obey had grown in recent weeks, staring with the night she'd made Leo drive the car as she'd sucked Brady's cock in the backseat.

    "Now remove my socks," Ella said.

    Leo carefully peeled her socks from her feet and set them on top of her shoes. He ran his fingers over the tops of her feet and she smiled at his gentle, relaxing touch.

    "Brady touched me today, too," Ella said.

    Leo looked up and again she saw the excitement in his eyes.

    "He's gotten bolder in the past few weeks," she continued. "In the way he touches me, I mean. Sometimes it's as simple as running his fingers over my lower back when he walks past. Sometimes, though, he'll put his arm around me and pull me close for a few moments. Sometimes he'll put his arms around me from behind and hold me like I'm his girlfriend that he can't help but want to be close to."

    Leo ran his fingers up Ella's legs, rubbing her inner thighs as she watched a bulge sprout in his shorts.

    "Of course, he fucks me about as often as a young man would fuck his girlfriend, so I guess I can't blame him for feeling that way," Ella said with a smile. "The only difference is, I'm a married woman. His cock isn't supposed to spend more time in my pussy than my husband's cock does, is it?"

    Leo shook his head and ran his thumbs up her inner thighs and around the outside of her pussy, sending delicate waves of pleasure through Ella's loins.

    "His cock spends an awful lot of time in my pussy, doesn't it?" she asked.

    "Yes," Leo answered. "Especially since...especially since he started cumming inside you."

    Ella reached out and ran her fingers through Leo's hair. He closed his eyes at her touch and she smiled. "Mmm, that's right. I wouldn't have thought that having unprotected sex would make such a difference for me - and for Brady - but it does."

    Two and a half weeks had passed since Brady had first fucked Ella bareback and she'd let him have her almost every day since then. It wasn't just him that wanted it, either. The sex had been hotter since they stopped using condoms. She wasn't entirely sure why - the physical sensation was a little better, but the superior nature of it went far beyond that - but Ella didn't care why. All she cared about was how good it felt and how hard he came.

    "And how many times have I let you have my pussy since Brady first came inside me?" she asked.

    "Twice," Leo answered.

    She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back until Leo was looking directly up at her. "And was my pussy filled with another man's cum each of those times, Leo?"

    He moaned - a sign of pure pleasure as he relived the experience of fucking her messy pussy - and nodded. "It was."

    "And you enjoyed that, didn't you? You enjoyed fucking your wife after Brady had filled me with his cum, didn't you?"

    "Yes...fuck...yes, I did," he answered.

    "You didn't last very long either time, did you?" Ella asked.

    Leo shook his head. "No. I didn't. I couldn't. It felt too good."

    "It's a good thing I have Brady, isn't it?" she asked. "Because you don't stand a chance at satisfying me, Leo."

    He moaned. She'd just told him he wasn't good enough to satisfy his wife and he moaned.

    "Your dick doesn't compare to his," she continued. "Neither does your body. He's young and strong and skillful and he fucks me far better than you ever have, Leo. His dick is always hard as a rock for me. He can last as long as I need, too. He can make me cum two or three times before he fills my tight pussy with his load."

    Leo reached between his legs and stroked his cock through his shorts.

    "No touching," she demanded. He moved his hand away without hesitation and ran his fingers up her legs. This time, though, he rubbed Ella's pussy through her leggings. She moaned when he applied gentle pressure to her clit.

    "You feel wet," he said.

    "I am," Ella replied. "I just spent ninety minutes with the gorgeous young man that satisfies my pussy. I didn't go more than five minutes without his hands being on me. I don't think I went more than ten minutes without Brady telling me how beautiful I looked and how badly he wanted me." She smiled and moaned again as Leo rubbed her clit with just a bit more pressure. "He even kissed me a few times."

    "In front of people?" he asked.

    Ella nodded and smiled. There was a time when she wanted Brady to limit himself to flirting and a bit of incidental trainer-like touching in the gym, but she'd abandoned that. She didn't care if people saw them touching and kissing like a couple. She didn't care if people saw the ring on her finger and the lack of a ring on his finger. She didn't care if people assumed she was having an affair.

    "I like kissing him in public," Ella said. "I like that some of the other women at the gym are jealous of me. I like that some of them give me nasty looks because they wish Brady was fucking them instead of satisfying my pussy."

    Ella could see that Leo wanted to masturbate, that he had to work to keep his hand away from his crotch.

    "Today, though, I got more turned on than usual," she continued. "I got so turned on that I had to have him, Leo. I couldn't wait for tonight. I got so turned on that I took him to my car after our workout. I got so turned on that I rode him in the backseat, that I rode Brady's big, young, perfect cock until we'd both cum."

    Leo stared between her legs and ran his finger over her pussy. Ella wondered if she could feel the wetness of Brady's cum leaking out of her.

    "Pull them down," she said. "Pull my leggings down."

    Leo ran his fingers up to her hips, slipped them inside the waistband of her leggings, and slowly pulled them down. He exposed the strip of neatly-trimmed pubic hair above her pussy - she'd taken to shaving just about all of the rest of it off since she'd started fucking Brady - took a deep breath, and pulled her leggings to the middle of her thighs. His gaze remained fixed between her legs and Ella looked down to see that her pussy lips were spectacularly plump and messy with a mixture of Brady's cum and her juices.

    "You haven't been this close to my pussy since he started cumming inside me, have you?" she asked.

    Leo shook his head without looking away from her freshly-fucked and filled pussy.

    "Do you like how it looks, Leo? Do you like how your wife's pussy looks after Brady's had his way with me? After he's unleashed a huge load inside me? After he's flooded my cunt with his thick, creamy cum?" Ella asked.

    "Yes, I do," he replied. "It's...it's beautiful."

    Ella extended her foot and teased Leo's cock, mostly to check that he was still hard. "Does it turn you on?" she asked. "Does seeing my messy pussy turn you on?"

    He nodded and then looked up at her. "Ella...I...I..."

    "What is it?" she asked as Leo struggled to finish his thought.

    He looked at her pussy once more. He looked at the cum that had leaked out into the crotch of her leggings. Then he looked up at her with intense desire in his eyes. "Is it weird if I...Ella, is it weird if I want to go down on you right now?"

    Ella tried her best not to look surprised, though she likely failed. She honestly hadn't considered that Leo might want to do that. He'd enjoyed kissing her after she'd swallowed Brady's cum, but that felt vastly different from actually putting his tongue in her pussy and bathing it in Brady's actual cum and not just the aftertaste.

    After a moment's consideration Ella decided it shouldn't have been surprising, though. After all, it was erotic humiliation that Leo got off on. Ella had discovered that months ago with a simple comment about his underwhelming cock and every step they'd taken since then had been fueled by their mutual enjoyment of the many ways she could offer him varying degrees of humiliation. What could be more humiliating than licking another man's cum out of her?

    "No, it's not weird," she said a moment after a sense of panic - no doubt panic that he'd said something wrong - spread across Leo's face. That panic was quickly replaced by a look of relief and a wave of lust.

    "In fact," Ella added as a desire to humiliate her husband - and thrill him by doing so – slowly encompassed her. "After all, you're the sort of man that enjoys watching someone far superior fuck your wife. You're the sort of man that gets off on driving around like a chauffeur while your wife sucks a younger man's cock in the backseat. You're the sort of man that likes to masturbate while I get fucked by someone with a bigger, better dick than yours. It's not the slightest bit weird that you'd be the sort of man that wants to eat someone else's cum from my pussy."

    Leo looked utterly enraptured, like she'd managed to offer him a wealth of satisfaction with little more than a handful of well-delivered, humiliating words.

    "I think you should be naked for this," she said. "Strip. Right now."

    Leo hastily stood and stripped, nearly falling over in the process. Once he was naked, he fell back to his knees without hesitation. He looked up at her and Ella smiled at his eagerness and the impressive stiffness of his cock. It wasn't lost on her that humiliation seemed to arouse him more than the simple pleasure of having sex with her, but Ella chose to embrace that instead of being annoyed or disappointed with it.

    "Take my leggings all the way off," she instructed.

    Leo dutifully stripped off her leggings and he took a few moments to stare at the cum resting in them. Ella was tempted to order him to lick it up, but she worried that would be a step too far. Perhaps that was a task she could assign her husband in the future.

    When Leo returned his attention to her, Ella smiled at him. She ran her fingers through his hair and then caressed his face. She offered a gentle, loving touch because she was about to humiliate him.

    "Are you sure you want this?" Ella asked.

    "Yes," he replied.

    "You're absolutely certain that you want to lick Brady's cum out of my pussy?" she asked.

    He nodded.

    Ella extended her foot and rubbed her toes over his stiff cock. She tightened her grip on Leo's hair and saw the pleasure dance across his face.

    "You want to eat my messy, well-used, cum-filled pussy?" Ella asked.

    "Yes, please," Leo admitted.

    She felt his precum on her toes. He was emitting a steady stream of it. He was hugely aroused. He was on the cusp of licking another man's load out of her pussy and he was enthralled in a manner Ella had rarely seen.

    She reached down, dipped two fingers into her pussy, pulled them out, and shoved them in Leo's mouth. His eyes went wide - perhaps at the salty taste suddenly dancing on his tongue - and then his face shifted, he closed his eyes, and he moaned so beautifully as he sucked on Ella's cum-soaked fingers.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked. "Does it feel good to suck Brady's salty cum off my fingers, Leo?"

    He looked up at her, pulled back, and admitted, "Yes. It does."

    "And do you want to be the kind of man that cleans someone else's cum out of his wife's wet, messy, freshly-fucked cunt, Leo?" she asked.

    He hesitated. It was only for a moment, but Ella saw the hesitation in his eyes and she wondered if it was the way she'd worded the question. She'd done so purposefully, of course. She wanted Leo to feel that humiliation he craved. She wanted him to embrace it, to do what turned him on more than anything.

    "It's what I want," she said. "My pussy is wet from the fucking Brady gave me, but it's also wet at the idea of my husband cleaning my young lover's cum out of me. I want you to be that kind of man, the kind I can feed someone else's cum to, the kind of man whose dick gets rock fucking hard when he thinks of licking someone else's seed out of me."

    "I am that man," Leo admitted.

    Ella smiled, rubbed her toes all over the head of his cock, and then stepped back and said, "Get on your back, Leo."

    Again he hesitated, but again it was only for a moment. Once that moment had passed, Leo got on his back and watched Ella move over his body. He stared up at her pussy and she stared down at the man who'd once struggled to satisfy her on a regular basis because he just couldn't stay hard. Ella no longer struggled with her satisfaction. Since she'd discovered Leo's desire for humiliation, she came more often and harder than at any point in their relationship.

    Ella lifted her foot - the one she'd used to play with his cock - and pressed her big toe against his lower lip. Leo opened his mouth and she filled it with her toe. He sucked it clean, this time without hesitation. He sucked his sweet precum off her flesh and she smiled down at him before taking off her sports bra, leaving her naked.

    Ella pulled her toe from his mouth and slowly squatted over her husband's face. He parted his lips and stared at her messy pussy and she waited for a few seconds before sitting down.

    Leo moaned and his eyes went wide. This time, though, it was from pure delight. Ella was certain of it, in no small part because his tongue started moving wildly inside her. He offered no hesitation in cleaning her pussy. He went for it with wild abandon. He licked another man's load out of her cunt and she rubbed her clit over his upper lip, generating the kind of blissful stimulation that would soon have her body trembling with climactic pleasure.

    "You're eating another man's cum from my pussy, Leo," she said. "That's the kind of man you've become. The kind that stays hard as a fucking rock while his tongue dives into his wife's messy cunt in search of someone else's load."

    Leo moaned and she rode his face a little faster.

    "It's not just another man's cum though, is it? It's a superior man's load, Leo. You're eating a superior man's load from my pussy and you're fucking turned on. I'll bet you've never been so turned on. I'll bet you've been wondering why we waited so long to pursue this particular kind of pleasure. I'll bet you're hoping I'll feed you my sloppy cunt every time Brady fucks me," she said.

    Leo moaned and his eyes went wide again. He couldn't say a word, though, for she was smothering him with her pussy.

    "Fuck...Leo...make me cum!" she cried out. Ella threw her head back, grabbed her breasts, and played with her perky flesh as she rode his face vigorously. "Eat his cum out of me. Eat his fucking cum out of me and make me cum!"

    Ella came soon after. She came thunderously. Her thighs trembled and she settled most of her weight right onto Leo's face for a few seconds before leaning forward and falling onto her hands and knees above him.

    She smiled, crawled off his face, and rested on her knees next to him. Ella laughed when she saw the mess she'd made of her husband's face and he reached up to run his fingers through the slick mess on his chin, cheeks, and lips.

    "It's like I came on your face," she said with another laugh.

    Leo joined her in laughing. "You can do that anytime."

    She leaned down and kissed him softly. She tasted Brady's cum and what she imagined was some of her juices. She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair before asking, "Did you enjoy that?"

    He nodded. "Very much so."

    "And would you like to put your dick inside me for a disappointingly short amount of time before you lose control and spill your load?" she asked.

    Even that turned him on as Leo nodded vigorously.

    Ella stood, smiled down at him, and then turned and walked away. "You can have me in our bed."

    Letting him fuck her was the least she could do after the orgasms she'd had that day, both of which were Leo's doing, even if the one was provided by the young man Leo had given her the green light to start fucking.

    As she walked away, though, the thought of denying him her pussy seemed like it might be just humiliating enough that Leo would actually find it thrilling. Perhaps a handjob while telling him exactly why he wasn't worthy of fucking her would prove even better than being inside her.

    That was for another day, though. On that day, Leo could enjoy the bliss of being in her pussy for half a minute before he prematurely ejaculated.
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    Ella ran her index finger up the underside of Leo's stiff cock and rubbed in small, slow circles once she reached the head. He groaned from the pleasure and she leaned in and kissed his chest and neck, offering soft moans as her finger gathered his precum and spread it over the plump, bulbous head of his exceedingly aroused dick.

    "Do you remember what it was like before we began our little adventure, Leo?" Ella whispered. "Do you remember how this cock of yours would go soft inside me?"

    "Yes," he said.

    "Mmm, I certainly remember how frustrating it was, how annoyed I would get that you couldn't satisfy me, that your cock couldn't come close to giving my pussy what it craved, what it deserved," Ella continued.

    She wrapped her fingers around his stiff shaft, squeezed the head, and stroked him slowly. Leo's legs trembled slightly and he arched his back and moved his hips upwards as if he was fucking her first.

    "Now, of course, you can't satisfy me for an entirely different reason," she whispered between soft kisses against his neck. "Now you're so excited all the time that you've become a quick shooter. Can you remember the last time you made it more than a minute in my pussy?"

    Leo groaned and answered, "It was before this all started. It was before you...before you got mad at me that night when I went soft inside you. I haven't made it more than a minute since then. I've...I've lasted less than thirty seconds a bunch of times."

    Ella smiled. Under different circumstances it would have been a considerable problem that her husband could no longer fuck her for more than a minute without cumming. It wasn't a problem in their situation, though. In fact, it was the exact opposite. It delighted Ella that Leo was too excited to last because it meant that he was still fully on board with her relationship with Brady, the young man that satisfied her sexual desires in almost every way.

    "I've booked a trip for Brady and me," Ella said.

    Hope and anxiety danced across Leo's face as Ella teased the head of his cock. He was no doubt wondering if he'd be invited on that trip.

    "I got us a room at a lovely boutique hotel in the mountains," she continued.

    Ella smiled and stroked Leo's cock a little faster, using the copious precum leaking out of him as lube.

    "It's a suite, actually. With a pull-out couch. Which is where you'll be sleeping."

    Leo's cock surged in her hand and Ella released it and caressed his balls.

    "Does that turn you on, Leo? Do you like the idea of sleeping on a pull-out couch while I'm asleep in Brady's strong arms?" she asked.

    Ella looked down to see that the head of Leo's cock had turned a lovely, light shade of purple. The veins bulged and she was quite certain she'd never seen him so hard, which meant it was likely he'd never been quite so aroused.

    She straddled Leo and took him inside her. He groaned and reached up to play with her tits, but Ella grabbed his wrists and gently pinned them to the bed.

    "If you're going to come with us, you'll have to work for it, Leo. It won't just be a weekend of watching Brady fuck me. You'll have to do as you're told while I enjoy his young, thick, stiff cock and his beautiful, muscular body. Will you do that, Leo? If I let you join us for our weekend getaway, will you do as you're told?" Ella asked.

    "Yes," Leo replied. "I will. I promise, I will."

    Ella leaned down and kissed his neck as she bounced her pussy on Leo's cock. He groaned and she whispered, "And will you lick his cum out of me, Leo? Will you devour Brady's cum while I kiss him and thank him for fucking me so much better than my husband ever has?"

    Leo answered by cumming inside her. He couldn't even make it thirty seconds before blowing his load, a notion that put a smile on her face.

    "It's a good thing I don't need your cock to satisfy me anymore, isn't it?" Ella asked as she rested her hands on his chest. "That was less than thirty seconds, Leo."

    He smiled.

    "I think you should feel lucky that I'm ever willing to let you inside me," Ella continued. "After all, you're quite the disappointment." She moved her hips back and forth, grinding her clit into his pelvis and sending waves of pleasure through her body. "You're damn near useless compared to Brady."

    Leo was already finished, but Ella was just getting started. After all, Leo wasn't the only one that found pleasure in his humiliation.

    "Say it," she demanded. "Tell me that you're lucky that I ever let your useless cock in my pussy."

    Leo ran his hands up her back and found her breasts as he said, "I'm lucky that you ever let me fuck you, Ella. I'm lucky that you let my useless cock anywhere near your pussy."

    He wasn't going soft. He must have been turned on enough to keep his erection, which was a nice bonus for Ella. His dick wasn't anywhere near as impressive as Brady's but it was better than nothing and the feel of it inside her was going to help Ella cum faster.

    "How many times do you think Brady can fuck me in one weekend?" she asked. "Do you think he can get to a dozen, Leo? Do you think that gorgeous, virile young man can fuck your wife a dozen times over the course of three days?"

    Leo nodded and Ella smiled as she gently dug her fingernails into his chest.

    "And are you prepared to eat all twelve of those loads, Leo?" she asked.

    His eyes lit up like the idea turned him on.

    "Are you prepared to be a cum slut for a weekend? To be the kind of man that devours so much sticky, yummy, salty cum from his wife's freshly-fucked pussy?" she asked breathlessly.

    Leo looked like he might have been on his way to a second orgasm, though Ella wasn't particularly concerned with his pleasure in that moment.

    "Yes," he said. "I can be that kind of man. I can be a...fuck, Ella, I can be a cum slut for you."

    Ella sat up, arched her back, and came. She came hard, too. Her legs and ass trembled as she ground her clit into his pelvis, offering up the last bit of pleasure she needed to have the mind-bending orgasm she deserved.

    When she was finished, Ella looked down and saw a smile on Leo's face. "I'm close," he said. "Really close."

    "Too bad," Ella replied before lifting her pussy from his cock and watching his cum drip out. She felt a little bad denying him, but he'd had an orgasm and he certainly didn't need to have two.

    She crawled out of the bed and headed for the bathroom. Ella sat on the toilet and let the rest of Leo's cum empty out of her pussy as she smiled at the thought of a weekend with her lover and her husband in the same hotel room. The possibilities were endless and that made her giddy.

    
      
    

    "It was kind of you to drive, Leo," Ella said as they neared their destination.

    "It was my pleasure," he replied.

    Ella and Brady had spent the past three hours in the backseat being chauffeured by Leo. They'd done a fair bit of touching and flirting and about halfway through the drive she'd given Brady a blowjob. Ella had taken her time, too, sucking him slowly and making sure to create as much noise as possible so Leo would be unable to escape the idea that his wife was eagerly sucking another man's cock in the backseat.

    "It certainly was kind of you, Leo," Brady added. "It was so much more enjoyable to relax in the backseat and enjoy the view."

    "And the blowjob, I imagine," Ella said with a smile. "It must have been nice to get your cock sucked by a beautiful woman as her husband drove us like he's little more than our chauffeur."

    Brady laughed. "That was far better than I could even explain. And yes, it was hotter because Leo was sitting up front and doing absolutely nothing about the fact that his wife was busy sucking my cock in the backseat."

    Ella leaned over and kissed her young lover's neck as Leo turned into the hotel driveway. "And did you enjoy that Leo's wife swallowed your cum?"

    "Fuck yes I did," Brady replied.

    Ella reached between his legs and rubbed his cock. She smiled at the bulge she found there - a surefire sign of his arousal - and gave him one more kiss before leaning away and turning to look at the hotel, which was grander and more beautiful than Ella had expected based on the website's pictures.

    "It's lovely," she said.

    Brady reached over and ran his fingers under Ella's dress and between her legs. He pressed them against her panties and managed to find her clit in an instant, eliciting a moan as Ella closed her eyes and enjoyed the pleasure of such simple, effective stimulation.

    "I can't wait to fuck you," Brady said. "And to fuck you while your husband watches."

    Ella had been thinking the same thing, to the point that she was mildly annoyed they had to bother with checking in. Sucking Brady's cock had filled her with desire and left her pussy soaked, and while she could have satisfied herself, she preferred to wait so it would be exceedingly hot when he first fucked her in the hotel room.

    They pulled up to the hotel and the valet opened Ella's door. She pulled her dress down to avoid exposing her panties, stepped out, and smiled at the young man.

    "Can I get your bags, ma'am?" the valet asked.

    Ella smiled, took in the view of the hotel, and took Brady's hand as he appeared at her side. "Actually, my husband will get them," she said right as Leo got out of the car. She looked over her shoulder, smiled, and then turned back to the valet and said, "There he is right now."

    The young man looked befuddled for a moment - he'd likely never met a guest who was holding one man's hand while referring to another as her husband - and then nodded and moved towards Leo to get the car keys.

    "Leo, darling, my boyfriend and I are going to take a walk around the hotel," Ella said, making sure she spoke loud enough for the valet to hear. "Would you mind getting our bags and getting us checked in?"

    Ella hadn't really visited a public form of humiliation upon Leo, so she was taking a considerable risk. The look on his face made it seem as though the risk had paid off, though, as Ella was certain she saw a familiar look of lust from her husband. It was followed by a smile and his quick movement towards the trunk and there wasn't even a hint of discomfort, annoyance, or anger on his part.

    "Of course," Leo said as he popped the trunk. "It would be my pleasure, my love."

    He was playing it up just like she had, a notion that thrilled Ella. She rewarded her husband by turning to Brady, stepping closer, and kissing him with the kind of urgency and desire that couples almost always reserved for the bedroom.

    "Damn," the young valet said, though he likely thought he was being quiet enough that they wouldn't hear it.

    "You want me, don't you?" Ella asked softly as she felt Brady's bulge press into her stomach.

    "More than I have ever wanted you," he replied.

    Ella would have fucked him right there in front of the hotel if it wouldn't have guaranteed they'd be thrown out. As it was, her pussy was soaked with desire and she couldn't wait to get up to the room to enjoy Brady's big cock.

    "We'll see you inside, honey," Ella said as she turned to Leo.

    He smiled and she glanced at his crotch to see that he too was sporting a bulge, though Leo had likely spent a good portion of the drive in an aroused state, which no doubt made it easier to turn him on by simply kissing her boyfriend.

    "So, I'm your boyfriend now?" Brady asked as he and Ella stepped into the hotel's lobby.

    "For the weekend, at least," she said. "I thought it would be more fun that way."

    Brady put his strong arm around Ella and pulled her closer. She looked up at him and they shared a soft, lingering kiss before he said, "I agree. The valet seemed to find the whole thing fascinating."

    "And I'm pretty sure Leo was thrilled," Ella added. "And I suspect he'll be thrilled all weekend as I intend on making him serve me and my boyfriend in just about any way I can imagine. Plus, he'll get to watch my boyfriend fuck me in every imaginable way."

    A smile slowly spread across Brady's face as he stared at Ella.

    "What?" she asked.

    "You're unlike any woman I've ever met, Ella," he said. "And significantly more interesting than any woman I've ever met. Sexy as hell, too. Oh, and you fuck better than any woman I've ever met."

    "Well then, I guess you'll be proud to have me on your arm - to have me as your girlfriend - all weekend long," she said.

    Brady looked genuinely joyful at the idea. "I'd be happy to have you as my girlfriend beyond this weekend, but I'll absolutely take what I can get."

    He seemed serious about the idea and Ella was so flattered that she stepped into his arms and kissed him again, this time in a decidedly romantic fashion. It was slow and sensual and it went on long enough that a handful of people were staring by the time it was over, though no one seemed annoyed with their public display of affection. If anything, the looks seemed to indicate that people thought they made a lovely couple.

    Leo stepped into the lobby pushing a luggage cart loaded with their things and he smiled and waved when he spotted them.

    "Hey honey!" Ella called out.

    Leo seemed giddy at the public reminders that Ella was there with another man and she could feel the excitement coursing through her loins every time she did it. Ella wasn't entirely sure why she found it so thrilling, but it wasn't something that needed to be examined.

    She took Brady's hand and led him to the front desk where Leo was checking them in. The young lady behind the computer looked up and said, "I'll be right with you, ma'am."

    "Oh, no, that's my wife," Leo said.

    The girl looked at Brady, and then at Ella, and then at Leo and hesitated, but only for a moment. She was a professional, after all, and it wasn't her job to question why Brady had his arm around Leo's wife.

    "And her boyfriend," Leo added in an act of beautiful self-humiliation that surprised Ella.

    The girl behind the computer raised her eyebrows for a moment, but then she looked at Ella and said, "We have a number of couples packages at our spa, so if you two would like to schedule something you can call using the phone in your room or head on over after you check in. My boyfriend and I recently did a couples hot rock massage and it was incredible."

    "That would be wonderful," Ella said as she looked at Brady. "Wouldn't it, baby? Would you like to get a hot rock massage with your girlfriend?"

    "Absolutely," he said.

    "Leo, sweetheart, would you schedule that for us after you get us checked in and bring our bags upstairs?" Ella asked.

    The girl behind the register smiled - she'd clearly gotten over any shock she felt - and Leo turned and said, "It would be my pleasure."

    Soon enough they had the keys to their room and they were all headed to the elevator. Leo pushed the luggage cart right up to the doors and hit the button. Brady put his arm around Ella and pulled her close before letting his fingers wander over her ass, a move that she rewarded with a soft kiss on the lips.

    The doors opened and Brady and Ella stepped into the elevator first before Leo wheeled the luggage in afterwards. The moment the doors closed she turned to her boyfriend, grabbed his cock, and kissed his neck while unleashing a moan. "I'm so wet for you, Brady."

    He lifted her dress, slipped a hand into her panties, and pushed two fingers into her pussy as Ella moaned. They kissed and their tongues swirled as her arousal grew at the notion of being just a few minutes from having him inside her.

    The elevator doors opened and Leo wheeled their luggage out as Brady continued to finger Ella while they kissed. Right as the doors started to shut Brady grabbed her hand and pulled her into the hallway. They both laughed as they rushed past Leo while Brady plucked the room keys from his hand.

    "We'll be in the bedroom," Ella said as Brady opened the door to the room. "Make sure you get everything off the luggage cart and you'll have to return it to the lobby before you can watch us."

    Leo nodded as Brady took Ella's hand and led her into the room. They moved quickly enough through the entrance area, small kitchen, and living room that she barely registered how nicely designed everything was. Brady opened the double doors that led into the bedroom, picked Ella up, and crawled into the bed and set her down on her back.

    They kissed and pulled at each other's clothes, hastily stripping to surrender to the overwhelming desire that gripped both of them. There would be no oral foreplay or lengthy body worship. Ella couldn't wait a moment longer to have Brady's cock inside her.

    Right as Brady lowered his underwear - the last article of clothing to come off - Leo stepped into the room carrying Ella's suitcase. He glanced at her - she was naked in the bed with her legs spread and her fingers inside her pussy - and then set the suitcase on the luggage holder he'd pulled from the closet and headed back to the living room.

    "Brady, I need you inside me," Ella begged. "I need that big cock of yours inside me."

    Her muscular young lover crawled into the bed and Ella felt her pussy tingle. He kissed his way up her stomach - taking a moment to suck on each of her nipples - and then Ella reached down, guided his cock into her slippery cunt, and moaned as he filled her with a long, slow, deep thrust.

    "Oh, fuck, Brady," she said. "You feel so fucking good."

    Ella ran her hands down his muscled back and grabbed his firm ass as Brady kissed her neck and began to fuck her. His cock moved slowly at first, and with good reason, as Ella needed a chance to get used to his size.

    "Harder," she said as Leo brought Ella's bathroom bag into the room. "Fuck me harder, Brady. Fuck my married pussy harder."

    Brady groaned, as he almost always did when Ella reminded him that he was fucking a married woman. He fucked her harder, too, delivering deep, powerful thrusts that lit up her pussy with intense pleasure each and every time.

    It was great sex, just as it always was with Brady. It wasn't just that his dick was bigger. It wasn't just that he was in far better shape than Leo. It wasn't just that he was more talented than Leo in bed. It was all of it. But, just as importantly, it was that Leo found it both thrilling and humiliating that his wife was having sex - unprotected sex, at that - with another man while he was busy unloading the luggage cart like he was little more than a bellhop.

    Ella was too turned on to last long. Unlike with Leo, of course, that wasn't a problem. Her pussy could take Brady's cock for hours, so she felt no need to hold back. She let her orgasm rip. She filled the room with her screams of pleasure. She kicked her legs open even wider and felt her thighs tremble as an orgasm she'd been waiting hours to enjoy finally swept over her body.

    "Holy shit," she said as Brady's thrusts slowed.

    At that moment, the door to the room opened and quickly shut. Leo was gone. He was returning the luggage cart like a good boy. Ella decided she'd make sure Leo got back in time to see Brady cum inside her.

    She had her young lover pull out and flip onto his back. She kissed her way down his well-built chest and muscular stomach and took him in her mouth. She looked up at him as she sucked slowly and sensually, tasting her pussy on his thick shaft and holding his gaze as he smiled like he was as happy as a man had ever been.

    It was only when Ella heard the door open again that she crawled forward and took Brady's cock in her pussy. Leo deserved to watch. He deserved that thrill - that humiliation - of seeing another man cum inside his wife, of seeing the orgasm he'd be cleaning out of her.

    Leo wouldn't get to cum, though. He wouldn't deserve that pleasure until the weekend was over because it struck Ella as fantastically humiliating to be denied an orgasm while his wife and her boyfriend came as many times as they wanted, and while Leo was made to clean up the aftermath of each of those orgasms, and the weekend was just as much about giving Leo the gift of erotic humiliation as it was about Ella and Brady pursuing their pleasure.
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    "How does it look?" Brady asked.

    Ella's head bobbed up and down in her young lover's lap. His thick, stiff cock stretched her lips and her tongue swirled back and forth, especially when only the head remained in her mouth.

    "I wish I could see more," Leo answered.

    Brady was sitting on the surprisingly comfortable couch in their hotel room. Ella was on her knees in front of him. Leo was seated across the room and directly behind her, meaning his view of the blowjob she was giving was entirely obstructed.

    It was the fifth time Ella had been on her knees for Brady over the course of their weekend getaway, but it was the first time Leo had been forbidden from seeing the big cock move in and out of her mouth. Instead, it was left entirely to his imagination. Ella found it thrilling to deny Leo yet another thing he craved, but it was the fact that it had been Brady's idea that she enjoyed even more. She liked that he was really getting into offering Leo the humiliation he desired, that Brady was increasingly comfortable acting like he was - for that weekend, at least - the more important man in Ella's life.

    "I don't know if you deserve to see more," Brady replied. "After all, you haven't really contributed to your wife's pleasure this weekend, have you? You've just been on clean up duty."

    Leo groaned, and while Ella couldn't see him, she was almost certain there was pleasure in that groan. A bit of discomfort and perhaps a touch of angst to go along with that pleasure - after all, Leo was being degraded by a much younger man in that moment - but there was no question in her mind that her husband was turned on.

    Brady gathered Ella's hair in his hand and took a firm grip. She looked up at him and he smiled and began to direct her mouth for his pleasure. His confidence - and his gorgeous, muscular naked body - turned her on to the point that she reached back and played with her pussy while taking a gentle mouth fucking. The fact that Leo was then treated to a beautiful view of his wife playing with her pussy made it that much more arousing.

    Eventually, Brady released her hair and stood up. His cock fell from Ella's mouth and she looked up at the young man that had provided her with more than a dozen intense orgasms over the course of a little over two days at the hotel.

    Brady wasn't looking at her, though. He was staring at Leo with a smile on his face.

    "Why do you think your wife is so eager to give me head?" Brady asked.

    Eager was the right word for it. Ella had never really been the kind of woman that truly got off on giving blowjobs, but it was different with Brady. She suspected the difference was entirely because he made her cum so much harder than any man ever had, though that wasn't entirely it.

    It wasn't lost on Ella that Brady was the sort of man who could have just about any woman he wanted. He was young, gorgeous, and blessed with an incredible body and a big cock. Plus, he knew all of that was true so he possessed genuine confidence. It was entirely possible that part of Ella's eagerness with regards to sucking Brady's cock was that she recognized that giving him head was a good way of rounding out the sexual experience and ensuring that he was always eager to see her again.

    "I don't know," Leo answered.

    Brady grabbed his cock and rubbed the head over Ella's lips. She smiled up at him and then dropped down, kissed his upper thighs, and turned her attention to his balls. She moaned and took them into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the wrinkled, hairy flesh and staring up at the man she was so eager to please.

    Brady stroked his cock slowly, glanced down at Ella, and turned his attention to Leo once more. "Has she ever done this for you, Leo? Has she ever gotten on her knees and sucked your balls while looking at you with desire in her eyes?"

    "No," Leo answered quietly.

    "Is that why your dick is hard?" Brady asked. "Because you like seeing your wife suck another man's balls? You like seeing her on her knees, offering me the kind of oral worship that drives a man wild with lust?"

    Ella moaned and rubbed her pussy furiously. She couldn't help it. It wasn't that she was getting off on her husband's humiliation. It was that she felt a deeper sense of affection for Brady - and desire for him - because he was purposefully giving Leo what he craved. Over their time together, Brady had come to understand the kind of man Leo was in the bedroom and what thrilled him more than anything and he'd seemingly found his confidence in offering up that pleasure over the course of their weekend.

    "Yes...I like...I like seeing it," Leo answered. "I like seeing her do things for you that she doesn't do for me, that she's never done for me, that I know she has no interest in doing for me."

    Brady looked down at Ella and smiled. "Is he right? Do you have no interest in sucking your husband's balls or worshiping his cock?"

    "None at all," Ella replied as she plunged two fingers into her soaking wet pussy. "He doesn't deserve that kind of pleasure from me. He's not worthy of it. Not even close."

    Leo moaned in a manner that made Ella wonder if he'd actually approached an orgasm. She smiled at the idea that she could offer up a few choice words and give her husband such pleasure that he might unload without much in the way of direct stimulation.

    Brady released his cock, reached down, and wrapped his fingers in Ella's hair. He stepped to the side and she turned with him. He looked at Leo but his grip was so tight that Ella couldn't turn her head without Brady's permission, so she continued to stare up at him.

    "Would you like to watch her suck my cock, Leo?" he asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    "I think you should make him beg for it," Ella said from her knees. "After all, it's a pleasure for him to watch me suck a superior man's cock. He gets off on it. He's gotten off on it all weekend. Maybe it's time he begs for that pleasure."

    Brady smiled at Ella, stepped back, and bent over to kiss her, all while maintaining his grip on her hair. It was a deep, passionate kiss and she couldn't help but suck on his tongue as it entered her mouth.

    "You're a one of a kind woman, Ella," Brady said softly.

    "Thank you," she replied.

    He stood, looked at Leo, and stroked his cock just a few inches from Ella's mouth. With his hand still in her hair she felt as though she was, in that moment at least, completely under his control and there was something surprisingly hot about that. She wanted his cock in her mouth but he was denying her that pleasure as he masturbated. He was in control of when she got to experience it, and of when she'd get to feel him in her pussy again, which she hoped would happen at least once more before they checked out.

    "I agree with your wife, Leo," Brady said. "I think you should beg for what you want."

    Brady lifted his cock and stepped closer and Ella leaned in and took his balls in her mouth. She moaned and she wasn't faking it. Much to her surprise, it felt genuinely good to offer him that pleasure, to have some part of him inside her, and to do so while Leo was watching. There was an element of performance to what she was doing, but that was all part of the fun of the weekend. Giving Leo the very particular kind of pleasure he craved was a big part of what made it all so sexy.

    "Please, let me watch my wife suck your cock," Leo said. "Let me watch her worship a superior man's cock. Let me watch her give you the kind of pleasure she never gives me, the kind of pleasure I don't deserve. Please, it would turn me on so much. It would mean so much to me."

    Brady stepped back, directed his cock into Ella's mouth, and released his grip on her hair. She rested her hands on his thighs and went to work, sucking slowly and sensually like she was truly trying to worship him, to show her devotion to him, to shower him in the kind of arousal that leaves a man desperate to fuck a woman.

    "Do you like the taste of my cum, Leo?" Brady asked.

    "No," he answered.

    "But you eat it anyway?"

    "I do," Leo said. "It...it turns me on, even though it tastes terrible."

    Brady seemed aroused by that and he responded to that arousal by reaching down, taking Ella's hair in his hand, and slowly fucking her mouth. By that point she'd gotten decent at deepthroating him and so he pushed his cock until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. He held it there for a few seconds while Leo moaned - no doubt at the sight of his wife easily throating another man's cock - and then pulled out.

    Ella gasped for air, but she leaned in for his cock once more. She rubbed her clit furiously and tried her best to communicate with her eyes that she wanted Brady's dick in her throat again. He obliged, slowly filling her mouth until once more her nose was in his pubic hair. This time she managed to stick out her tongue and give his balls a little lick, doing so more for the pure novelty of it than anything else.

    "You know, she's gotten better at giving head since I was first with her," Brady observed as his cock moved in and out of Ella's mouth and throat. "Much better, in fact. Why do you think that is, Leo?"

    "She wants to make you happy," he replied. "She wants to satisfy you, Brady, just like you satisfy her."

    Brady looked down at Ella and smiled. "She does a damn good job of that. Better than any woman ever has."

    Ella was surprised at how happy it made her to hear that. Alarmed, almost, as it indicated she might have more significant feelings for Brady than she realized. There wasn't really time to think about that in the moment, of course, as his cock continued to gently slide in and out of her throat while Ella masturbated, sending her deeper into a place of intense pleasure.

    Brady pulled out, stepped back, and stroked his spit-soaked cock as Ella reached up to wipe the saliva from her lips. She crawled closer to him but he held his hand up and pointed towards Leo.

    "I wanna fuck you," Brady said. "From behind. While you rest your hands on your husband's legs and look into his eyes."

    Ella turned and crawled towards Leo, who was seated in a comfy armchair. She reached up to unbutton his pants and pulled them off along with his underwear, freeing his stiff cock. The head glistened with the precum he'd no doubt been leaking while he watched her suck dick and the sight of it put a smile on her face.

    "You're enjoying yourself, aren't you?" she asked.

    "More than I can possibly explain," Leo answered.

    Ella ran her hands up his thighs as she felt Brady get on his knees behind her. He slipped his fingers into her pussy and smacked her ass and she looked into her husband's eyes and moaned as another man did whatever he pleased with her.

    "I'm so wet," she said. "Wet for him, Leo. Wet for the way he fucked my throat. Wet for the way it felt to have his strong hands in my hair. Wet for the way he humiliated you. Wet for the way it felt to pleasure him. Wet for how it's going to feel when he gives me that beautiful, perfect, big cock of his again."

    The head of Brady's cock rubbed over Ella's pussy lips before he slowly filled her. Despite having been fucked countless times that weekend, she still felt that instant sense of fullness and the need for Brady to go slowly so she could stretch out a little and get used to the size.

    "Is he inside you?" Leo asked.

    Ella nodded. "He is. He's deep inside me, Leo, and he's so much bigger than you. So much harder than your pathetic dick. And he's not going to cum inside me in less than a minute. Not like you do these days."

    "I can't help it," Leo said. "I get so turned on."

    Brady ran a hand up Ella's back and his fingers entwined in her hair. He took a firm grip and gently pulled back while resting his other hand on her lower back. He pulled out and slowly filled her while Ella closed her eyes, arched her back, and let out a long, low moan as her lover's truly wondrous cock gave her pussy what it craved.

    "It's a good thing I have Brady," she said softly. "Because I couldn't survive on just your dick, Leo. Not when you either can't stay hard or you cum too quickly. How could I possibly get what I need when that's the case?"

    Brady slowly increased the pace of his thrusts, doing so almost imperceptibly. Before long, though, he was fucking Ella in a truly vigorous manner. The sound of his hips slamming into her ass reverberated throughout the hotel room with Ella's wild moans, for she was on the way to what felt like it would be a thunderous orgasm.

    "Thank him, Leo," she demanded. "Thank him for fucking me, for satisfying me. Thank him for making up for your many shortcomings and satisfying your wife."

    Leo looked at Brady and discomfort washed over his face, and with good reason. He was staring at a physically superior man and he'd been tasked with thanking him for the sort of thing no man was supposed to thank another man for.

    "Thank you, Brady...thank you for fucking my wife. Thank you for satisfying her. Thank you for making up for my many, many shortcomings."

    Leo's cock throbbed visibly. It turned him on to utter those humiliating words. It seemed to turned Brady on, too, because he fucked Ella harder while maintaining his tight grip on her hair.

    "I'm going to feed you his cum when we're done," she said. "You're going to get on your back on the floor and I'm going to feed you every drop of his load from my pussy. You're going to feast on my sloppy cunt and devour every drop of his salty seed. Do you understand?"

    "Yes," Leo replied with a vigorous nod.

    "And when you're done, you'll thank him for cumming inside me," she said.

    Leo moaned and gripped the edges of the chair. He was unquestionably awash in the sort of humiliation that thrilled him and the anticipation of getting to clean her messy pussy seemed to provide quite the thrill.

    "Fuck, I'm close," Brady said. "Cum for me, Ella."

    She reached back and rubbed her clit. Her legs trembled. Her pussy tingled. Her loins contracted. She closed her eyes and a moment later her orgasm began. It rolled through her body like an earthquake. She rested her head against Leo's thigh and screamed in pleasure. She went lightheaded and the room got a little quieter. Brady moaned too and the thrusting stopped. He must have been cumming inside her, a notion that added a little extra pleasure to Ella's orgasm, as she'd come to find great satisfaction in making her young lover cum.

    Ella felt Brady's muscular chest and stomach against her back as he leaned down. He brushed her hair aside and kissed her shoulder and neck. She turned her head and their lips met for a slow, deep, remarkably passionate kiss that felt like it was imbued with so much more than the simple affection that came with having made each other cum.

    "You're a woman unlike any other, Ella," he said softly.

    "You're an amazing man in every way, Brady," she replied as her hand moved up Leo's thigh and between his legs to grasp his cock. "I can't believe how lucky I am to have found you, to have you in my life." She smiled. "And to have you in my pussy so often."

    He returned her smile and laughed before kissing her once more. Then Brady pulled out, got up, and sat on the couch. It seemed that he wanted to watch Leo's cum feeding.

    "Get on your back," she said.

    Leo got off the chair and moved to his back on the hotel floor. His cock was stiff as steel and pointed straight upwards. Ella thought about offering him an orgasm while he cleaned her pussy, but instead chose to deny him until they'd gotten home, as she'd almost certainly be sucking Brady's cock - and perhaps even fucking him - during the drive.

    Ella mounted her husband's face and clenched her pussy muscles tightly to make sure nothing leaked out. Then she looked down at Leo, ran her fingers over his lips, and said, "Tell me what you want."

    "I want you to feed me Brady's cum from your pussy," he answered. "I want you to give me what I deserve."

    Ella sat on his face and loosened her clenched muscles. She watched Leo's eyes go wide as he no doubt felt a thick dollop of another man's cum leak into his mouth. She felt his tongue inside her as he searched for more cum.

    "That's so beautiful," Brady said. "And so fucking sexy. I can't even tell you."

    Ella looked to her young lover and saw a smile on his face and a sense of wonder in his eyes. It was easy to imagine why he looked that way. After all, Brady had just cum inside Ella and now she was sitting astride her husband's face and literally feeding him another man's essence, the essence that she'd eagerly taken in her pussy. Why wouldn't Brady enjoy watching her transfer that essence to the man that was supposed to fuck her, the man that was supposed to satisfy her, the man that had failed so spectacularly at doing so that Ella had taken up with someone else, someone superior?

    "It's what he deserves," Ella said. "You're the man that fucks me, that satisfies me with his cock. Leo's the man that cleans up afterwards. That's what he deserves."

    Leo groaned and his tongue moved faster in her pussy. Ella probably could have leaned back, stroked his dick a few times, and made him cum. He didn't deserve that, though. Not in that moment. He wasn't yet worthy of that. He still had work to do. He still had to carry their bags to the car. He still had to check them out while everyone in the lobby stared and wondered if Leo was really the kind of man that went on a getaway weekend with his wife and her boyfriend. He still had to drive them home while they fooled around in the backseat.

    There was still so much more humiliation to come. Leo would be rewarded when it was over, though, and while his orgasm would be quick, Ella was certain it would be among the most satisfying of his life.
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    Ella could feel Leo's eyes on her as she stood at the bathroom mirror and carefully applied the perfect shade of red lipstick. Leo was probably staring at her ass - which looked exquisite in a tight red dress - or perhaps admiring her legs, which looked especially long thanks to a pair of four inch heels.

    "You can come closer," she said without looking his way. "In fact, you can come into the bathroom if you'd like."

    Just a few moments later Leo stepped into the bathroom and looked at Ella in the mirror. His eyes sparkled with lust and he smiled before reaching out and running his hands over her lower back and ass.

    "Do you like watching me get ready for Brady?" she asked before adding just a little more lipstick to ensure perfect coverage.

    "I do," Leo said. "It's exciting."

    "You know, most men wouldn't be excited at the idea of their wives going on a date with a younger, better-looking, stronger man," she replied. "Most men would hate that. Most men would demand their wives show them a little respect. Most men would do anything in their power to stop it from happening."

    "I'm not like most men," Leo said.

    Ella set her lipstick down and looked over her shoulder to see a bulge in Leo's pants. "No, you're not. You're the kind of man that gets hard watching his wife make herself look as sexy as possible for another man. You're the kind of man that would probably love to get on his knees, lift the back of his wife's dress, and beg for the pleasure of licking her asshole before she goes on her date."

    The bulge in Leo's pants got a little bigger, no doubt at the pleasure of a small dose of humiliation. "Yes, I would love that," he said softly.

    "Then do it," Ella said. "Show me exactly what kind of man you are, Leo. Show me that you're the kind of man that would prefer to eat my ass while I work to look beautiful for the young man my pussy craves."

    Leo dropped to his knees and pushed the tight dress up around Ella's hips. She felt him spread her cheeks - she wasn't wearing panties, giving him immediate access to her asshole - and push his face between them. His tongue danced across her anus a moment later and Ella closed her eyes, moaned, and gripped the edge of the bathroom counter as she thought of Brady having his way with her after their date.

    "Moan for me, Leo," she said. "Moan while you eat my ass. Moan while you think about Brady taking me from behind in this dress. Moan while you think about his big cock stretching your wife's pussy and bottoming out inside her in ways you've never managed."

    Leo moaned and his tongue danced over her asshole at a wondrous pace. Ella was tempted to reach down and masturbate to a quick orgasm, but she preferred the notion of being desperate for Brady's cock when she saw him.

    Instead, Ella turned her attention to the mirror and finishing her makeup, ensured her hair looked exactly as she desired, and then reached back to push Leo's head back and ordered him to pull her dress down and cover her ass once more.

    "You're coming tonight," she said before spinning around, leaning against the counter, and looking down at her husband. "You'll be driving. You'll wait in the car while we have dinner. You'll come in to pay the bill when I text you. If we go for a walk afterwards you'll be allowed to come with us, but you'll remain at least ten feet behind us so we can enjoy the intimacy of a date. You will not, at any point, speak unless you are spoken to. Do you understand?"

    Leo looked up with lust in his eyes and nodded as he smiled like he'd just been given the most wondrous gift he'd ever received.

    "And it goes without saying that you won't play with your cock at any point this evening, that I'll be the one to give you pleasure if I decide you're worthy of it," Ella added.

    "I love you, Ella," he said.

    She smiled and reached out to run her fingers through his hair. "I love you too, Leo. Now let's go."

    They headed for the garage with Ella leading the way and she waited by door to the back seat until he got the hint and opened it for her. Ella smiled, slid in behind the driver's seat, and texted Brady to let him know they were on his way to his place.

    As Leo drove, Ella pulled her dress up and reached between her legs. She rubbed her clit for a few seconds and enjoyed the intense waves of pleasure that worked their way through her body before plunging two fingers inside. That's when Leo glanced in the rearview mirror, no doubt because he could hear the sounds of her desire.

    "I'm wet for him," she said. "For Brady. For my boyfriend."

    Leo's eyes went wide. He loved it when she referred to Brady as her boyfriend. He'd been quite vocal about that to Ella and she'd come to enjoy it, too, and now that she and Brady were regularly going on dates it was an entirely appropriate way to describe him.

    "Sometimes, Leo, I think about how my pussy used to be yours and yours alone. It used to be exclusively for your pleasure. Now, though, my pussy is mostly for Brady's pleasure and just a little bit for yours," Ella said as she felt a delightful tingle between her legs.

    "I know," Leo replied from the front seat.

    "Does that turn you on, Leo? Do you like that another man - a younger, hotter man - gets to enjoy my pussy more often than you?" she asked.

    "Yes," he said.

    Of course he enjoyed it. Leo got off on humiliation, after all, and what could be more humiliating than another man fucking your wife far more often than you did?

    Ella plunged three fingers into her pussy and then pulled them out, scooted forward, and reached out to slip those fingers into Leo's mouth. He sucked them clean without being instructed and she rewarded him with a sensual moan.

    "You know, I was thinking that Brady might enjoy having exclusive access to my pussy for a little while," Ella said softly as Leo squeezed the steering wheel and moaned around her fingers. "I was thinking that he's earned that pleasure and that he'd very much enjoy knowing that he's supplanted my husband and become the only man I want inside me. What do you think about that?"

    She pulled her fingers from his mouth and sat back. Leo glanced at the rearview mirror and asked, "How long is a little while?"

    Ella couldn't help but smile at the nervousness she heard in his voice. He was on the cusp of being denied her pussy, so of course he was nervous. There was excitement in his eyes, though, even if it was only there for a moment.

    "I'm not sure," she said. "I don't think I'll set a date. Perhaps I'll make you work for it, Leo. I'll make you work hard for the chance to fuck me. I'll make you show me how badly you want it. You'll have to be imaginative to prove that you're worthy of the kind of pleasure that a man like Brady gets to enjoy."

    Ella was surprised at how excited she felt at the prospect of denying Leo her pussy. The thought was thrilling enough that there was no doubt in her mind it was going to happen. The only question was how long the denial would last. Would Brady get exclusive access to her pussy for a few weeks, for a month, for as long as they were together?

    "Is your cock hard, Leo?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "Does that mean you like the idea of your wife exclusively giving her pussy to another man?" Ella asked.

    Leo hesitated for a few seconds and then quietly said, "Yes."

    Ella smiled and fixed her dress as they pulled down Brady's street. Her pussy tingled as she saw her boyfriend standing on the sidewalk and looking damn good in a pair of slacks, a button up shirt, and a jacket. The car slowed to a stop and Brady stepped off the curb, opened the back door, and got in as Ella unbuckled her seat belt and slid towards him.

    Their lips met for a deep kiss as Brady shut the door. Her hand moved between his legs and she stroked his cock through his slacks, luring him into an erect state in a remarkably short span of time. She sucked his tongue deep into her mouth and when Brady caressed her thigh, Ella spread her legs to give him access to her pussy. His fingers were inside her a moment later and she moaned loud enough for Leo to hear quite clearly that another man was pleasuring her.

    "I know it's only been a few days, but I missed you," she said softly. "And I'm sure you can tell that my pussy missed you."

    Brady smiled. "Just as I'm sure you can tell that I missed you desperately."

    Ella kissed him again, this time luring his tongue into her mouth and sucking on it as she stroked her boyfriend's big cock, all while Leo sat behind the wheel and remained silent as she'd instructed.

    "Leo, darling, you can take us to the restaurant," she instructed. "Drive carefully, though, and no looking over your shoulder, no matter how badly you want to see what I'm doing with my boyfriend in the backseat."

    The car pulled away from the curb and Ella looked up at Brady as she unzipped his pants, reached inside, and stroked his big cock before gently freeing it.

    "You know, I really like when you call me your boyfriend," he said.

    Ella smiled and leaned in to kiss his neck while delivering slow, steady pleasure with her hand. "Yeah? Well, I like calling you my boyfriend. I like thinking of you as my boyfriend. I like going on dates with you. And I really like that my boyfriend fucks me a lot more often than my husband does."

    Brady turned to her and they kissed as the car slowed to a stop. Ella moaned into her boyfriend's mouth and then turned to see if Leo was being good and keeping his eyes forward. He was, which put a smile on her face.

    "Leo likes that I have a boyfriend," Ella added. "He loves that I'm dating a man that can satisfy me in ways my husband can't. He loves that I've found someone that can actually fuck me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. Someone that's rock hard for me all the time. Someone that's young and strong and gorgeous and deeply skilled in bed. Isn't that right, honey?"

    Ella turned towards the front seat and saw Leo glance in the rearview mirror as he said, "Yes, that's right. I love that you satisfy my wife, Brady. I love that you give her something I've never given her, something that she's clearly needed, that she absolutely craves. I love that you fuck her so well."

    "Are you still hard, Leo?" she asked.

    "Yes, I am," he answered.

    "And if I sucked my boyfriend's cock while you drove us to dinner, would that excite you?"

    "More than anything," Leo said.

    Ella turned to Brady, smiled, and then kissed him softly while offering her tongue for a gentle, erotic dance. "And would you enjoy it if your girlfriend sucked your cock on the way to dinner?"

    "Fuck yes," Brady answered.

    Ella looked down, admired the beauty of Brady's stiff cock, and then showered the head in soft kisses. She moaned while doing so, in part because she was so turned on and in part because she thought Leo would enjoy hearing her lust at the prospect of offering oral pleasure to the man sitting in the backseat with her.

    Then Ella engulfed Brady's beautiful dick in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head, stroked the shaft, and slowly swallowed as much as she could before pulling back and repeating the process over and over. The more she sucked, the louder Brady moaned and the stiffer his cock felt. He was producing quite a bit of precum, too, coating her tongue in the sweetness of his juices.

    As the car slowed to a stop, Ella lifted her head, released Brady's cock, and moved towards Leo. "Kiss me," she said.

    He turned and their lips met as she leaned into the front seat. Her tongue invaded his mouth and Ella shared the taste of her boyfriend's cock with her husband, eliciting a moan from him in the process.

    "Does his cock taste good?" she asked with her lips hovering close to his.

    "Fuck...yes, it does," Leo replied softly.

    Ella saw something in his eyes. A flash of lust, lust that was no doubt fueled by a sense of humiliation.

    "Would you like another taste of my boyfriend's cock, Leo?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    Ella turned and swallowed Brady's cock once more. She took him as deep into her mouth as she could manage and then pulled back slowly as the car remained at the red light.

    Once Brady's dick had popped free from her lips, Ella turned and leaned towards the front seat. Leo turned his head and she stopped just short of kissing him.

    "Do you want to taste him on my lips and tongue?" she whispered.

    "Yes, please," Leo said.

    "Does it turn you on to taste another man's cock? Are you that kind of man, Leo? Are you turned on by tasting a superior man's cock on my lips, or in my pussy?" she asked.

    Leo nodded. "Yes, I am. I am, Ella."

    She kissed him. She shoved her tongue into his mouth. She made it sloppy. She made sure there was no doubt that Leo could taste Brady's cock. She practically fucked his mouth with her tongue, in no small part because she wanted it to be impossible to avoid the idea that he was, in fact, tasting someone else's beautiful dick.

    The light turned green and Ella leaned back and took Brady's cock in her hand once more. She kissed her boyfriend's neck, moaned, and said, "My husband likes the taste of your cock. What do you think about that?"

    "I like that you seem so excited to share the taste with him," Brady said before his lips curled into a smile. "And I like that he seems turned on by tasting the dick that makes his wife cum so hard."

    Ella took Brady's cock in her mouth and sucked slowly and sensually. Her hand moved up and down his shaft at the same speed as her lips and she moaned each time he reached her throat in the hope of offering a little extra pleasure via delicate vibration.

    "How would you feel about Leo being on his knees in front of you?" Ella asked. "How would you feel about him looking up at you and kissing your plump, perfect cock head?"

    Brady moaned and though Ella wasn't quite sure, she thought she heard Leo moan just a little bit too.

    "I'd be into that," Brady said.

    "And how would you feel if Leo took the head of your cock in his mouth, if he sucked it just a little bit? How would you feel if I was on my knees with him, if I was encouraging him to show you that he recognizes that you're a superior man by taking your beautiful cock in his mouth?"

    "Oh...fuck, Ella, I'd be into that," Brady answered. "I'd absolutely be into that."

    She took his dick in her mouth and sucked him slowly, as it felt like he might cum if she wasn't careful. Brady ran his hand through her hair and rested it on the back of her neck, though he applied only gentle pressure, urging her to take him deeper in a manner that sent a surprising surge of pleasure to her pussy. She liked a man that possessed that sort of confidence and that found pleasure in taking charge.

    When she finally sat up again Brady had a dazed, delighted look on his face. "Would you enjoy it if Leo asked you to be the only man to fuck his wife? If sucked your cock a little and then looked up at you and requested that you take sole possession of my pussy?"

    Brady's eyes went wide and he deftly moved Ella's body - showing great strength while doing so - so he could reach between her legs and slip two fingers inside her.

    "This pussy, you mean?" he asked.

    Ella nodded and moaned as his thumb worked her clit.

    " I'd love it if your husband asked me to be the only man to fuck you," Brady said with a hint of aggression in his voice. "If he looked at me from his knees and told me that he wasn't worthy of your pussy, that he didn't deserve to fuck you, that only I deserved to have you, to fuck you, to cum inside you."

    Ella's whole body tingled with pleasure as Brady fully embraced the role of being something close to a conqueror, at least in a very small way.

    "I want you," Brady said. "Right now. I want you right now. Ride my cock, Ella. Ride my cock and make me cum inside you. Leo can clean my mess out of you before we go into the restaurant."

    She would have straddled him, but Brady took charge. He lifted her into his lap. He guided his cock into her pussy. He pulled her down onto it.

    "Ride me," he said.

    Ella kissed him and went to work. She hadn't planned on fucking him until after dinner, but Brady was young and virile and he would absolutely fuck her as many times as she wanted that night, so there was no harm in letting him cum before dinner. Plus, she was out of her mind with desire and cumming all over his cock was exactly what she wanted in that moment.

    There was also the delightful bonus of making Leo clean another man's cum out of her before he would spend a few hours sitting in the car and waiting while she enjoyed a romantic dinner with her boyfriend.

    The sex was vigorous, deeply pleasurable, and loud. Brady used his strength to help Ella ride him hard and fast and she quickly found herself in a state of intense pleasure with her entire body tingling with utter delight.

    "Fuck...Brady...you fuck me so good. Your cock feels so good inside me. Make me cum, Brady! Make me cum and then fill my tight married pussy with your load so I can make my husband clean it out like a good little cum slut!"

    Ella came first. She reached up and pressed her hands against the roof as her body trembled with intense pleasure. Brady grabbed her tits through her dress and squeezed hard right as a look of intense joy washed over his face. A moment later he grunted and groaned in the manner Ella had become intimately familiar with. He was unloading inside her. He was filling her pussy with cum that Leo would get to lick out of her.

    Ella leaned down and kissed her boyfriend as the car slowed. She glanced to see that they were pulling into the restaurant parking lot. She smiled and kissed Brady once more, this time offering her tongue. He sucked on it a little before Leo pulled into a space.

    "Are you hungry for my boyfriend's cum?" Ella asked, eliciting a smile from Brady.

    "Yes," Leo replied from the front seat. "Desperately."

    Ella lifted her pussy from Brady's cock and moved to the other side of the back seat. She leaned against the door, spread her legs, and asked, "How does it look?"

    "Like a sloppy mess," Brady replied with a smile. "Perfect for your husband to clean up." Brady tucked his cock back into his pants and got out of the car. He moved to the front seat, looked at Leo, and said, "Crawl back there and lick my cum out of her pussy."

    Ella couldn't help but moan as she listened to her boyfriend order her husband around. She moaned again as Leo dutifully crawled into the backseat and settled between her legs.

    A moment later his tongue was inside her and his moans filled the car. He was devouring another man's load in a restaurant parking lot and doing so with great vigor.

    "You're such a good little cum slut," she said. "Such a hungry, horny, naughty little cum slut. You love that you get to eat a superior man's loads out of my pussy, don't you?"

    Leo's eyes were full of lust as he looked up and nodded.

    Ella grabbed a handful of his hair before he could return to her pussy and asked, "And you're going to be good and suck Brady's dick later tonight, aren't you?"

    For a moment Ella thought he might shake his head, but Leo's hesitation didn't last long as he nodded.

    "And you're going to ask him to take sole possession of my pussy, to be the only man that fucks me," she said.

    "Yes, I am," Leo replied. "That's what you deserve. That's what he deserves."

    Ella smiled. "And you deserve to clean his loads from my cunt."

    She released his hair and Leo's tongue plunged between her pussy lips once more. Ella closed her eyes, arched her back a little, and moaned at the naughty delight of everything that had unfolded in the car that night. There was so much more excitement to come, too.

    It was going to be a very, very good night for Ella and she was going to make sure that it was the same for both Brady and Leo.
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    "Would you unzip me?" Ella asked as she turned her back to Leo.

    "Of course," he replied.

    She smiled as her husband tugged at the zipper and ran his fingers over her back while pulling it down. He slipped the dress from her shoulders and it fell to the floor before Ella stepped forward. Leo bent down, picked up the dress, and took it into the closet without being asked, which only brightened her smile.

    "Have you enjoyed yourself so far tonight?" Ella asked as Leo returned to the bedroom.

    He nodded. "Yes, very much so."

    Ella approached her husband and unbuttoned his shirt, taking her time and letting him reach out to caress her hips and run his fingers towards her pussy. He looked at her and she smiled and offered a gentle nod. A moment later he slipped a finger inside her, plunging it into the wetness that had built up as she fooled around with Brady on the ride home from their dinner date.

    "Do you like that I'm wet for him?" she asked.

    "Yes," Leo answered softly. "I love that you're wet for him. I love that you went on a romantic date with him. I love that I sat in the car while you were on that romantic date."

    "And do you love that I made you clean Brady's cum out of me before he and I went to dinner? That you had a stomach full of a superior man's load while I was sitting across the table from my boyfriend and enjoying a truly perfect meal?" Ella asked.

    Leo nodded as she reached down to tease his stiff cock through his pants before removing them.

    "And while you were sitting in the car with the taste of his cum in your mouth, did you think about what I'm going to make you do tonight? Did you think about getting on your knees and telling Brady that you don't deserve to fuck me, that you want him to be the only man that gets to enjoy your wife's pussy?" she asked.

    Leo moaned as Ella lowered his underwear and took his stiff cock in her hand. He'd already leaked quite a bit of precum and she gathered it on her fingers and used it to lubricate his erection before stroking him slowly.

    "Yes, I thought about it," he answered with a mixture of pleasure and anxiety on his face.

    Ella leaned in and kissed her husband's neck. She let her lips linger for a few moments before sucking on his earlobe and moaning while offering just a bit more pace and friction to her cock stroking.

    "And did it turn you on, Leo? Did it excite you to think about surrendering your wife's pussy to another man? Did it make your dick hard to about admitting that Brady's a superior man?" she whispered.

    "Fuck...Ella...it did," Leo admitted. "I...it scared me a little, but it turned me on."

    "You don't have to be scared," she said softly. "You don't, Leo. What you're going to do tonight, it's a beautiful thing. You're fully embracing what turns you on, what excites you, what makes you happy. I'm doing the same thing. We're going to do it together."

    "Brady really does fuck you better than I do, doesn't he?" Leo asked.

    Ella released his cock, stepped back, and reached between her legs. She slipped two fingers into her pussy and grasped one of her breasts, moaning as a beautiful kind of pleasure rushed through her body while thoughts of fucking Brady and humiliating her loving husband filled her head.

    "There's no comparison, Leo," she said. "Sexually speaking, he's a vastly superior man and he fucks me to vastly superior orgasms. I love you, Leo, and I always will, but my experience with Brady has taught me that some men are just better at satisfying women, and Brady is one of those men."

    "And I'm not," he replied with a look of intense lust in his eyes.

    Ella shook her head, pulled her fingers from her pussy, and approached her husband. She pushed her fingers into his mouth and he closed his lips around them and sucked as she said, "No, you're not that kind of man. You're not like Brady. You can't fuck me the way he does. You can't satisfy me the way he does. You just don't have what it takes. The sex is better when you're watching, though, so in a way, you're an integral part of my pleasure, Leo. Brady fucks me harder when you're watching. I get more turned on when you're watching. To cum the hardest, I need you there."

    "I love watching," he replied as Ella wiped her fingers on his chest. "I'd watch every time if I could, though I do like that you sometimes fuck him without telling me, that you come home with a pussy full of his cum and make me go down on you."

    She laughed softly, leaned in, and kissed him before saying, "You've turned into such a cum slut."

    Leo moaned at the humiliating term, but of course he did. It had never been clearer just how desperately he craved the pleasure of humiliation.

    "We shouldn't keep Brady waiting much longer," she said. "Let me change into something sexy for him and then you can invite my boyfriend to the bedroom to fuck your wife."

    Ella kissed her husband once more and then stepped into the closet to put on a pair of lace top stockings and a semi-sheer black bodysuit that she knew Brady would enjoy. She checked herself in the mirror, smiled at how good she looked, and called out, "Let Brady know that I'm ready for him. Follow him back and make sure you get on your knees as soon as you come in the bedroom."

    "I will," Leo replied.

    Ella waited until he'd left the bedroom - she liked the idea of Brady being the first to see her in the lingerie - and then crawled into the bed. She rubbed her pussy through the bodysuit and moaned softly at how good it felt. She'd already cum that night but she was still desperate to play, to tease and humiliate her husband, to feel Brady's big cock stretching her slick cunt and bottoming out inside her with every deep thrust.

    "Damn," Brady said as he stepped into the bedroom. "Ella, you look gorgeous."

    She smiled at the tall, muscular young man she'd grown so fond of and said, "So do you, and my pussy is so wet for you, Brady."

    He stood a few feet from the bed and undressed as Ella watched with an increasing sense of desire. It was a rare man that could inspire that sort of feeling, but Brady possessed a rare physique. His body was chiseled thanks to his relentless efforts in the gym and there was something so thrilling about watching his muscles flex and ripple as he did something as simple as removing every article of clothing.

    "Fuck, you're gorgeous," Ella said before pulling aside the thin fabric that covered her pussy and exposing her plump, slightly gaping labia. She turned her body so Brady could see her cunt and then inched towards the edge of the bed. "Put your cock inside me."

    Brady stroked himself as he approached the bed and then rubbed the head over Ella's pussy lips. Leo crawled closer to get a better look and Ella smiled at the delighted, lusty look in his eyes.

    "Oh, fuck, that feels so good," Ella said as Brady slowly filled her with his cock.

    He bottomed out, ran his hands up her stomach, and grasped her breasts through the thin, soft material of her bodysuit and then pulled out before slowly filling her once more, eliciting a long, low moan from Ella.

    "You can't get enough of my cock, can you?" he asked.

    "No, I can't," Ella admitted. She ran her hands over his arms and muscular chest and added, "I can't get enough of your body, either. I love the way it feels on top of me. I love that you fuck me with such power and confidence. I love that you make me cum so hard, Brady, and I love that you so often do it while my husband is watching and wishing that he was half the man you are."

    Brady pulled out and slammed into her with far greater force and making Ella groan from the mixture of pleasure and slight discomfort.

    "You like fucking me in front of him, don't you?" she asked. "You like putting him in his place. You like showing him that you're the superior man, that you can satisfy his wife in ways he never could."

    "Damn right I do," Brady said as he pulled out and pounded his cock into her again, this time eliciting a moan of pure pleasure now that Ella's pussy had relaxed around his thickness. "I love showing him that he can't compete with me when it comes to making you cum, that he's nowhere near the man I am, that his wife prefers my cock over his."

    "I do," Ella replied. "I'll always choose your cock over his, Brady. He just can't compete. He belongs on his knees, watching as you fuck me, as you satisfy me, as I scream your name while you make me cum."

    He fucked her harder and faster as Ella's loins lit up with intense pleasure. Brady grasped her breasts harder, unleashing his strength and making Ella moan as she rapidly neared an orgasm.

    "Not yet," she said. "I don't want to cum just yet."

    Brady slowed, buried his cock inside her, and leaned forward to kiss Ella. Their tongues mingled as she ran her hands up and down his muscular back and played with his hair.

    "I want Leo to give you my pussy," she said. "I want him to look up at you and admit that you're the superior man. I want him to admit that he doesn't deserve to fuck me, that he doesn't want to be able to fuck me anymore. I want him to admit that I deserve the absolute best, and that his cock is nowhere near the best."

    Brady smiled, pulled out, and stepped back before turning towards Leo. His long, remarkably stiff cock glistened with Ella's juices as she stood, smiled at Leo, and sauntered towards her boyfriend and ran her fingers over his muscular chest and hard stomach.

    "This is where you belong, Leo," she said softly. "On your knees in front of Brady. In front of a vastly superior man. In front of my boyfriend. In front of the man that fucks me to orgasms that are far, far better than any you've ever given me."

    Ella cradled Brady's balls and rubbed them slowly as Leo alternated between staring up at her and looking at the massive cock that belonged to her boyfriend.

    "I want you to show Brady that you understand that he's a sexually superior man," she instructed. "I want you to make it perfectly clear that you understand your place. I want you to take his cock in your mouth, Leo. I want you to suck my pussy juices off of it."

    There was a flash of arousal in Leo's eyes, but it was quickly replaced by fear. It wasn't an unexpected reaction. Ella had mentioned the notion of Leo sucking cock - even for a few moments - while Brady was fucking her in the car, but Leo likely hadn't taken it seriously. She meant it, though. She wanted to see her husband embrace his place. She wanted to see him suck cock for her. She also wanted to offer him that beautiful sense of humiliation.

    "Do it, Leo," she said. "Suck his dick for me. Take it in your mouth. You've already eaten his cum countless times. Take the next step. Suck dick for me. Suck dick for your wife. Suck dick to show Brady and me that you know your place."

    "Do it," Brady added. "Suck my dick, Leo."

    Leo crawled closer until Brady's cock was inches away from his mouth. He was going to do it. Ella released Brady's balls and reached between her legs. She slipped three fingers into her pussy and masturbated slowly. The sounds of her wetness filled the bedroom and she moaned from the pleasure of anticipating her husband's embrace of his place.

    "Clean his big cock for me," she said. "Clean the cock that's been satisfying your wife for months. Clean that cock that's entirely replaced yours, Leo. Clean that big, stiff, beautiful cock right now."

    Leo took Brady's cock in his mouth. He closed his eyes and sealed his lips around the thick shaft. He swallowed what he could and gagged far sooner than he likely expected. His throat bulged and his eyes watered as he pulled back. He paused for a moment, took a deep breath, and went right back to it, this time sucking only the head and swirling his tongue vigorously as he worked to clean Ella's pussy juices like she'd instructed.

    Ella was astounded at how hot she found it. She was so turned on she ceased rubbing her clit for fear of cumming. She wanted to save that for when Brady's cock was buried deep inside her.

    "That's so fucking hot," she said. "Fuck, watching you suck dick for me is so fucking hot, Leo."

    Brady leaned over and kissed her neck. Ella turned her head and their lips met. Her tongue probed his mouth and Brady returned the favor. He slipped his hand into her bodysuit and grasped one of her breasts hard, sending waves of pleasure through her body as her legs trembled.

    "How does it feel to get your dick sucked by my husband?" Ella asked.

    "It feels fucking great," Brady replied. "He's not much of a cocksucker, to be honest, but there's something so fucking hot about him doing it, and about you watching him do it, and about you getting so fucking turned on as he does it."

    Ella looked down at Leo and moaned as she saw his lips wrapped so tightly around her boyfriend's cock. "Lick his shaft. Clean all of my juices from him, Leo. All of them."

    Leo dutifully licked his way from the base of Brady's shaft to the tip, cleaning her pussy juices as best he could. Much to Ella's delight, Leo's cock throbbed as he humiliated himself by offering his mouth to a superior man, proving his continued arousal despite indulging in the first bisexual contact of his life.

    "Tell him what you want, Leo," Ella instructed.

    Leo took the head of Brady's cock in his mouth once more, sucked and swirled his tongue around, and then pulled back, looked up at Brady, and said, "I want you to be the only man that fucks my wife, Brady. I don't deserve to fuck her. I can't pleasure her like you can. I can't even come close. I want you to be the only man that fucks her, that satisfies her, that makes her cum all over his cock. I don't deserve that. I shouldn't get to have that. Only you should get to enjoy that pleasure."

    "It would be my absolute pleasure to take your place in that regard," Brady said as he stroked his dick just a few inches from Leo's face. "It would be my pleasure to continue to make your wife cum all over this big dick. It would be my pleasure to keep cumming inside her and to keep making you clean my loads from her. It would be my pleasure to be the man your wife needs, Leo. Now suck my dick a little more and then I'll give Ella's pussy the pounding it needs."

    Ella watched her husband do exactly as Brady had instructed. She watched his eyes light up with pleasure as he sucked dick and her legs trembled with overwhelming desire as it happened.

    "I need to get fucked," she said. "Right now."

    Ella turned and crawled into the bed. She rolled onto her back, spread her legs, and plunged her fingers into her pussy while Brady got his cock sucked.

    "Brady, please, fuck me," she begged. "Make Leo watch while I cum on your cock. Fuck me hard. Make my toes curl. Make me scream as I cum on that perfect dick of yours."

    Brady smiled, pulled his dick from Leo's mouth, and slapped his face with it a few times before turning, striding towards the bed, and crawling on top of Ella. He kissed her neck and played with her tits as she lifted her hips to try and take his cock inside her.

    "Please," she said. "Fuck me, Brady. Please!"

    His muscular body hovered above hers. He moved his hips forward and the tip of his cock slipped inside her. Ella moaned from the hint of pleasure and Brady slowly filled her as she ran her hands over his arms and chest.

    "I love how desperate you are for my dick," he said.

    "I need it," Ella replied. "Fuck me with the dick that my husband just sucked. Fuck me. Make me cum and then cum inside me and make him clean your load out of me."

    Brady kissed her deeply. Their tongues swirled and she moaned into his mouth as he fucked her. The first handful of thrusts were slow, but he quickly picked up speed and gave Ella the pounding she needed.

    His powerful body felt perfect on top of hers. She felt subsumed by him in the best way possible, like she was entirely his in that moment, like he could do anything he wanted with her.

    "Oh...fuck...Brady, your cock feels so good inside me!" she cried out. "So fucking good!"

    Ella though of Leo on his knees and staring at the union of her body and Brady's. She thought of the taste of Brady's cock still being on Leo's tongue as he watched his wife get fucked by the man who'd taken his place in their bed.

    "Brady...I want to cum together," she said. "I want you to cum inside me when I cum all over your cock. Please...I want you to cum in my pussy while my husband watches!"

    Somehow, Brady fucked her harder. He summoned the strength to pound Ella hard enough that it felt like explosions of pleasure going off between her legs with every thrust. She felt a slight tingling in her fingers and toes and her breathing grew faster as she neared her climax.

    "Oh fuck...oh fuck...Brady, I'm close...please, cum in me. Cum in my pussy!"

    "I'm cumming!" he cried out.

    Ella let loose. She came on his cock as he grunted and groaned.

    "Oh, fuck, Brady!" she screamed while clinging to his muscular body.

    Pleasure unlike almost any other washed over Ella. Her toes curled as she wrapped her legs around him. Her hands roamed over his body, venturing into his hair and down to his ass and over his back before she held him as close as she could and softly kissed his neck and cheek while he pumped even more of his thick seed into her well-satisfied cunt.

    "You're incredible, Ella," he said softly. "Fuck...that was so fucking good."

    "It really was," she replied with a smile. "I'm so glad I met you, Brady. I'm so glad you flirted with me. I'm so glad I was in a place where I could fuck someone outside my marriage. You fuck like so few men and you make me cum like no man ever has."

    They kissed deeply and for a moment the whole world disappeared and all Ella could feel was her boyfriend's tongue in her mouth, his hard body on top of hers, and his cock in her pussy.

    Then Brady lifted himself and pulled out of her. He rolled onto his side next to Ella, ran his fingers over her body, and took one of her breasts in his hand, doing so possessively.

    "Clean my cum out of your wife," he instructed.

    Ella lifted her head and watched Leo stand and approach with a stiff, dripping dick bouncing in front of him. He crawled into the bed and between her legs. He lowered himself and turned his hips so his cock wouldn't be crushed. He looked up at her and kissed her thighs, sending beautiful waves of relaxation through her body.

    "Clean me, baby," she said. "Clean him out of my pussy. Clean your second load of the night."

    Leo plunged his tongue inside her and moaned. Ella did the same as she watched her husband indulge in what had become a beautiful ritual. He embraced the humiliation he craved. He bathed himself in it. He licked another man's cum out of her and swallowed. He did so with a look of wondrous lust in his eyes.

    "I think it's going to be a long time before you get to fuck me again, Leo," she said while running her fingers through his soft hair.

    "She's right," Brady added. "I can't imagine ending this relationship we have going, Leo. I think it might be a very, very long time before you get to enjoy her pussy again."

    Leo was turned on. Ella could see it in his eyes. She could feel it in the way his tongue was moving around in her pussy, too, as he licked at a feverish pace while they humiliated him.

    "You really want to keep dating?" Ella asked as she turned her attention to her boyfriend.

    Brady nodded. "I do, assuming that's okay with you. I'd like to take you out more often. I'd like to go on more weekend trips, too. If you'd have me, I'd love to stay over from time to time. I think it would be incredibly hot to sleep in your bed while your husband is in the guest room."

    Ella moaned as her body reacted to the idea with an instant rush of pleasure. "That would be hot," she said before pulling Brady close for a kiss. She drew his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it while Leo moaned as his tongue continued to probe her slippery, messy pussy for more of Brady's cum.

    "Would you like to stay over tonight?" she asked.

    "Very much so," Brady replied.

    Ella kissed him again and then looked down at Leo. "Do you hear that, sweetie? Another man is going to sleep in our bed tonight. He's going to sleep with your wife in his arms. He's going to be able to have me as many times as he wants tonight and tomorrow morning. How does that make you feel?"

    "It turns me on," Leo answered.

    She smiled. "I thought it might. Would it turn you on if I came into the guest bedroom in the middle of the night to sit on your face and feed you a load of Brady's cum?"

    "Yes," Leo said.

    "You can count on it happening," Brady replied as he played with Ella's breasts in a possessive manner that she found utterly intoxicating. "I'm not sure I can go more than a few hours without fucking her, so you might get fed multiple loads tonight."

    Leo smiled and plunged his tongue into her pussy once more. Ella turned and kissed her boyfriend, doing so deeply and slowly as he rolled her nipple between his fingers.

    A sense of bliss came over Ella as she basked in the affection of two men, one of whom she loved with all her heart and one of whom she was fast falling in love with. What had begun many months prior as a bout of frustration with Leo's inability to stay erect while inside Ella had blossomed into an entirely different direction for their marriage.

    Leo had been clear that he was as happy as he'd ever been and Ella felt exactly the same way. Even better, she was certain that their future would hold a wealth of wonderful surprises as they continued to explore Leo's affection for humiliation and her ever-increasing desire to inflict that pleasurable sort of pain on her husband.

    The End.

  
    Face the Corner, Cuckold

    It's a form of denial and it's thrilling to enact.

    He wants to watch. Your cuckold wants desperately to watch. He wants to see the look on your face as another man's cock enters your pussy. He wants to see the pleasure build as you get fucked by your bull. He wants to see that big cock sliding in and out of you. He wants to see the moment when your bull cums deep in your cunt and you have that intensely satisfied look on your face.

    Sometimes, though, the hottest thing is being denied what he wants. So deny him. Let him watch sometimes, but deny him sometimes. Tell him that he can be in the room but that he has to face the corner, that he's not allowed to turn his head for even a moment because he's not worthy of watching because he's a fucking cuck.

    If you make him face the corner, be sure to really put on a show in terms of the noise you make as you get fucked. Moan a little louder. Tell your bull how good his cock feels and do it over and over and over. Make your cuckold truly miss the pleasures of watching.

    You can also accomplish this by sending him to the bathroom or making him wait just outside the door, but there's something so much hotter about him being in the room and being forbidden from turning around. He's so close, and yet he's so far away from the thing he really craves. That's the beauty of it. That's what you want to make him suffer through.

    If he turns and looks for even a moment, send him away. Far away. Make it so he can't even hear what you're doing.

    If he remains facing the corner until you give him permission to turn around, make sure you reward him. Perhaps he gets to clean your pussy. Perhaps he gets to use your bull's used condom to jerk off into. Perhaps he gets to cuddle with you while your bull jumps in the shower. There are so many rewards for a cuckold, so choose one and let him enjoy it if he's been obedient.

  
    Facesitting to Feed You

    Click here to read the previous entries in the 'Ways to Make Him Cum' series.

    You close your eyes. The sounds of sex fill your ears. The bed is gently shaking like a low-level earthquake is unfolding. The bed frame groans every few seconds from the mild stress it’s under as your wife rides a big cock.

    It's not your cock she's riding, though. It's her bull's cock. She's riding him just a few feet away in your bed. Your marital bed. The bed you've shared for nearly a decade. For nine years only you and your wife had fucked in this bed. Now, though, he fucks her in this bed just as often as you do, if not more.

    Often you watch from your knees on the carpet or while sitting in a chair next to the bed. Today is different, though. You're on your back just like her bull is. Your dick is hard just like his. You can feel the warmth emanating from his body as he runs his hands up her thighs and grabs her ass while she rides him. She could be riding you. She's fucked you in that same position countless times. That's not your pleasure today, though. It's his pleasure.

    "You're so deep inside me," she says with a smile. "So fucking deep inside me."

    He's got roughly four inches of length over you. He's genuinely deeper inside her. Much deeper than your cock has ever gone. He's thicker, too, and she always groans and then smiles when she first takes him inside her. It's like she forgets just how good it feels to have a bigger, better cock in her pussy and when she remembers it's an experience of pure, perfect joy that turns her on even more.

    She was wearing lingerie when she crawled into the bed and took her bull's cock in her mouth. A bra and panty set, actually, but the most expensive one she owns. It looked incredible. She's naked now, though. Her bull loves to play with her tits while they fuck, so she always makes sure to expose them for him. She likes the way his strong hands feel on her breasts, too, evidenced by the fact that she moans quite lustily every time he touches her soft, perky flesh.

    "Enjoying the show, cuck?" her bull asks as your wife rides him with her hands pressed against his muscular chest.

    "Yes," you say.

    He chuckles and then moans. He likes that your wife had you get in the bed. In fact, he loves it. You know he does. He gets off on fucking a married woman. He gets off on fucking her in front of her husband. He absolutely gets off on the idea that he fucks her better than you do, which is an undeniable fact. She's been very clear with him that he's better than you and that she cums harder on his cock than she does on yours.

    "Does that big dick feel good inside you, baby?" he asks.

    She bites her lower lip and nods. She grinds back and forth on his cock and arches her back, rolls her head towards the ceiling, and lets out a guttural moan. He squeezes her tits hard and that moan gets deeper and louder. You see her thighs tremble and you know she's close to an orgasm.

    Your wife holds off on cumming, though. Instead, she leans forward, kisses her bull in a remarkably deep manner, and bounces her pussy up and down on his dick. You can't quite see it, but you can hear how wet she is. You can hear her ass slamming down on his upper thighs every time she drops it, too, and the soundtrack of their sex proves to be an incredible thrill for you.

    "I want you to cum inside me," she says.

    He groans.

    "What do you think about that, cuck?" your wife asks. "Do you like that I let him cum in my married pussy?"

    "Yes," you admit.

    She kisses her bull and you watch their tongues entwine as she rides him hard and fast. You hear him moan into her mouth and then you wife sits up, rests her hands on his chest, and smiles down at him.

    "I'm going to make him eat it," she says to her bull. "I'm going to feed him your load. I'm going to make my cuck drink you from my cunt."

    He likes that. He moans loudly and reaches up to play with her tits. She grinds on him faster. She moans. You can see that her nipples are rock hard and her chest is flushed red with desire.

    "Cum in me," she says. "Cum in me so I can feed my cuck a real man's load."

    They're both going to cum. You would too - your dick is awfully hard and every stroke feels fantastic - but you hold off. You know better. You know she's feeding you his load no matter what and that it will be a deeply unpleasant experience if you've had your orgasm. That's the incredible thing about cum cleanup. It's terrible if you've had an orgasm and it's astoundingly hot if you haven't cum.

    "I'm cumming!" her bull cries out.

    You look at his face for a moment. You see the intense pleasure. You know how good it feels to cum in your wife, though in recent months he's had that experience a lot more often than you have.

    She cums right along with him. Her eyes close. She slows her grinding, though she keeps moving her hips, ensuring that they both have the most pleasurable orgasm possible.

    When she's done, she slowly leans down and presses her lips against his. They share a long, slow, sensual kiss with a wealth of tongue. They do so as he runs his hands down her back and grabs her ass.

    "You always make me cum so hard," she says. "So much harder than him."

    They both glance at you. They both smile. You feel a little self-conscious, and yet your whole body is buzzing with desire for what comes next.

    "I think it's feeding time for the cuck," her bull says. "I think he's eager to eat my load."

    "Is that right, honey?"

    You nod. "Yes." You've long since passed the point where you feel any shame about eating his cum out of her. Now it brings you only the purest pleasure.

    She kisses him once more and then lifts her pussy from his cock and swiftly moves to sit astride your face. You stare at her plump, messy labia. You know that the moment she sits down your wife will relax her muscles and unleash a flow of his hot cum into your mouth. You know that moment is only seconds away.

    "Please, feed me," you say. "Feed me his cum. Feed me his load."

    "Such a hungry cum slut," she replies with a smile.

    Your wife sits on your face. Her pussy lips part around your mouth. You push your tongue inside her. His cum reaches your taste buds. It fills your mouth. It coats your tongue and cheeks and teeth. It slides towards your throat and you swallow. You take another man's load into your stomach. You drink him from her freshly-fucked and fully-satisfied pussy and she leans down, grabs a handful of your hair, and moans.

    "That's a good cuck," she says. "Eat his cum out of me. Eat up every drop of his sticky load. Fuck, get your tongue deep inside me. Show me how hungry you are for a real man's seed."

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. There's nothing quite like this particular act of facesitting and cum feeding. It's the thing that makes your heart pound and your cock throb. It's the thing that fills you with the most uncommon and wondrous kind of desire.

    "Look at him go," her bull says. "He's so eager. So hungry."

    "It's because he knows how good you fuck me. Because he knows you're a sexually superior man. Because you just fucked me in our bed. Because you just made me cum harder than my husband makes me cum when I let him bury his disappointingly small dick inside me. It's because it turns him on to consume the seed of the man that now provides me with such incredible sexual pleasure."

    Every word she said is right. All of it, and hearing her say it provides the most intense kind of pleasure. It makes your toes curl. It makes your balls tingle. It makes you leak precum. It makes your thighs tremble.

    Your wife releases your hair, sits up and leans back. She grabs her tits and begins to rock her hips back and forth over your face. As she does, the mixture of her juices and his cum is quickly spread over your lips, chin, and even your cheeks. She is, in a way, giving you a facial. The kind of facial cuck receives when his wife sits on his mouth and takes him for a messy ride.

    "That feels so good," she says. "Fuck, you're such a good cuck, lying there on your back like a little cum hungry bitch as I ride your face and feed you his thick spunk."

    As she gets turned on, more of his cum pours from her pussy, emptying from the deepest reaches of her womb and landing on your tongue so you can consume it like a greedy cum whore.

    She's riding your face faster now. She's going to cum again. Your cum hungry mouth is going to give your wife another orgasm.

    "Fuck...clean my pussy, cuck. Clean my sloppy cunt. Clean his fucking load out of me!"

    You clean. You push your tongue deep inside her. You lick her clit when you can. You reach up to play with her tits. You serve her pussy like a cuckold does. Her bull is the one that uses his cock to satisfy her, but you're not anywhere near as capable as him in that department, so you use your mouth and your eagerness to enjoy the humiliation of devouring another man's cum from her cunt.

    "Oh, fuck!"

    She cums on your face. Juices leak out of her as she moves her hips in circles, coating you in a slick, sticky mixture of sexual juices and cum. When she's done, your wife sits down on your face and smothers you with her pussy as her bull gets to his knees and kisses her. You are little more than furniture as their tongues mingle. She used you for her pleasure while feeding you his cum, which of course thrilled him beyond words.

    "You're hard," she says.

    "You know I love watching you feed him my cum," he replies.

    "Fuck me from behind."

    She doesn't climb off your face. Instead, she leans forward just a little. He crawls over you, rests his knees on either side of your stomach, and moves behind her. He guides his stiff cock into her pussy. He fucks her doggystyle.

    You lick her clit but your wife puts a hand on your head and pushes down hard. She's too sensitive to be directly stimulated. She just wants you to watch. To watch as her bull fucks her from behind while they're both atop your body. To watch your wife get fucked while you're acting like little more than a piece of furniture.

    Your dick has never been so hard. There's still some of his cum in her pussy and with every thrust his dick gets a little messier. Soon his cum is dripping out of her and falling onto your face as he fucks her harder. Her juices are hitting your skin, too.

    "Lick my clit, cuck," she demands after a few minutes of hard, deep fucking.

    You put your tongue to work. You lick your wife's clit while lying beneath her as she gets fucked. You're furniture. You're a toy to be used to excite both her and her bull. You couldn't be happier.

    She cums first and he quickly follows, unleashing yet another load in her pussy. He pulls out afterwards and his cock rests on your chin for a moment before he rolls away.

    Your wife sits on your mouth and you plunge your tongue inside her to clean your second load. This time, though, she doesn't move. She simply sits and looks down as you attend to your duty of licking another man's hot seed out of her.

    "Such a good cuck," she says before leaning back, turning her body a little, and wrapping her fingers around your cock. "I want you to cum while you're eating his load from my pussy. Cum like a good cuckold should. Cum while you consume a superior man's load."

    Her hand feels good. His cum tastes good. The blissful, hugely erotic humiliation of cleaning her pussy while she jerks you off is everything you've ever wanted and you're on the verge of a massively pleasurable orgasm.

    You moan loudly. You plunge your tongue inside her and keep it there as you cum. Your wife handles your cock expertly, teasing the underside of the head and offering extra pleasure that leaves your whole body twitching wildly as you climax.

    She lifts her hips and slides her pussy down your chest and over your cock. She rubs it over your thighs and stomach. She's soaking up your cum, or as much of it as she can.

    Your wife returns to your mouth and her pussy hovers over your lips. "Lick up your mess," she instructs.

    You put your tongue to work. You're a blissful cuck. It's not your favorite thing to lick up your load after you've cum, but your wife knows that some part of you enjoys it.

    "Such a good cuck," she says before turning to her bull. "And thank you for satisfying me so thoroughly today. You're everything a woman like me needs when she's horny."

    "It was my pleasure, as always," he replies.

    "You should stick around for dinner," she says. "My cuckold will make something nice for all of us and then you can fuck me again afterwards. I think this time, though, I'll make him wait outside the bedroom door so we can have a little alone time."

    They kiss as you lick your cum from her pussy and thighs. Their tongues entwine and you see her unyielding lust for him. You feel like a very lucky cuckold, as there's a good chance you'll get to clean her for a third time before the day is over and she might even offer you another orgasm. She can be quite generous, after all.

    Even if she doesn't, though, you're a very lucky cuck and you'll be sure to prepare a deeply satisfying dinner to show your gratitude to your wife and her bull.

  
    Feed Him a Load of Your Lover’s Cum from a Condom

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Consuming another man’s cum is wonderfully humiliating for a cuckold. It works on a deep, primal level and is a great way of putting him in his place.

    You can deepen his humiliation by coming up with a variety of ways to get him to consume your lover’s cum. A simple, exceptionally hot way of doing it is to have your lover cum in a condom and then feed your cuckold that cum.

    You can make it more humiliating by making a little production out of it. Dip the tip of the condom in his mouth. Make him suck your juices off of it. Make him beg for the pleasure of eating your lover’s cum.

    Then, put the open end in his mouth and lift the cum-filled tip. Make sure the cum slides down the condom slowly. You want your cuckold to have to live with the anticipation for a little while. Finally, make him hold the cum in his mouth before he swallows. Make him show it to you. Then give him the instruction to consume your lover’s load.

    The Story:

    The ad your wife put up on the swingers site was fairly simple. She was looking for a man to provide two things in particular: A big cock and massive loads. She wanted a well-hung, heavy shooter because she wanted to take you deeper into cum play.

    Your wife wanted to make sure the guys weren’t lying – men online tend to be dishonest when it comes to what’s in their pants – so she demanded proof. Her inbox flooded with dick pics first. She picked a small handful of guys and then demanded they provide video proof of how big their loads were.

    She had you sit on the couch with her as she pulled up her inbox and prepared to watch the video proof. Two of the guys had neglected to send anything. That meant there were four to choose from.

    The first was a selfie-style video of the guy masturbating to your wife’s picture. He was staring at her in a low cut black dress and stroking his exceptionally large cock. He groaned and sprayed a massive load onto the table in front of him. He wanted to make sure your wife saw just how much cum he could let loose.

    “Can you imagine drinking all of that hot cum, cucky?” your wife said as she watched it flow from her potential bull’s cock. She reached over and played with your little cock. “Can you imagine all that spunk in your stomach?”

    You smiled. This wasn’t being done against your will. You were ready to be a cum slut for your wife. You were ready to eat the loads of other, superior men. Your cock didn’t come close to the size of the man in the video and you knew your wife would thoroughly enjoy having it inside her.

    She opened the second video and the guy had an even bigger cock. He too was masturbating to your wife’s picture. It was thrilling. Even the idea of someone else jerking off to your beautiful wife ignited your inner cuckold.

    He shot his load into a glass and then held it up to the camera. It was like he’d poured two fingers of Scotch. It was massive.

    “Would you drink his cum out of a glass, cucky?” your wife asked.

    “Yes,” you answered. You considered it. Could you really do that? Could you tip back a glass of someone else’s cum and let it slide down your throat? Could you drink that much semen in one go? You thought you could.

    The third guy had a smaller cock and actually shot a rather small load, which immediately knocked him off the list. The fourth guy was blessed with the biggest cock and his video began with him putting on a condom.

    “You mentioned feeding your cuck a hot load from a condom, so I thought I’d let you see exactly what it would look like,” he said while rolling the condom down his cock.

    He must have been close to cumming already because it didn’t take him more than a minute to unleash his seed into the rubber. He pulled it off and held it up to the camera. The tip of it was absolutely flooded with spunk. “Thirsty, cuck?” he asked.

    “Well, are you thirsty, cucky?” your wife asked as she put the laptop on the coffee table and turned to you. “Are you thirsty for a hot load of another man’s cum? Do you want to feel it sliding down your throat and into your stomach? Do you want me to make you a dirty little cum whore?”

    “Yes, please,” you said as your cock throbbed. Your wife’s eyes were alight with lust as she pulled out your little cuckold cock and stroked you.

    “Say it, cucky. Say that you want to be a cum whore for me.”

    “I want to be a cum whore for you,” you said immediately.

    Your wife stroked you faster. “Say that you’re going to eat my bull’s cum like a good slut.”

    “I’m going to eat your bull’s cum like a good slut,” you repeated.

    Your wife released your cock, denying you the orgasm you craved. “Which one do you want?” she said.

    “The one that came in the condom,” you answered. He shot the biggest load. He had the biggest cock. He seemed to understand his part in the little game you and your wife were playing.

    “Good. I’ll message him,” she said. “Why don’t you make us dinner while I set up a date for this weekend?”

    You did as you were told.

    
      

    

    The first time, you weren’t allowed to watch. Your wife made a date at a hotel that you paid for. She was gone for four hours. When she returned, there was a big, blissful smile on her face. Her hair was a little messy and there was a run in one of her stockings, which you’d come to know as the sign of a very good night.

    You smiled and asked, “Did you have fun?”

    “Of course I had fun, cucky,” your wife said as she walked past you and down the hallway to the bedroom. “After all, I was enjoying a real man’s cock, not your little dicklet.” She giggled in delight as you followed.

    Your cock had already gotten hard. You couldn’t help it. You’d spent the past four hours in various states of arousal. Even a little humiliation, especially when delivered in such a delightful voice, was enough to arouse you into an erect state.

    Your wife quickly stripped as she entered the bedroom. She pulled a condom from her purse. It was full of her new bull’s cum. It was still thick and creamy looking. She must have left immediately after making him cum.

    Your beautiful, naked wife climbed into bed and propped herself up against the pillows piled at the headboard. She looked mouth watering with her legs spread slightly and her wet, enflamed pussy lips in view.

    You stripped and watched from the side of the bed as your wife gently untied the condom and looked up at you. “Are you thirsty, cucky?” she asked.

    You nodded.

    “Do you want to taste his cum? Do you want the reward that every good cucky craves?” she asked.

    “Yes, please,” you said.

    You watched as your wife grabbed the full end of the condom with two fingers and slowly upended it. You watched his semen slide down the latex and drip out onto her big, perky breasts. Half of his cum ended up on her tits. They looked magnificent in their glazed state.

    “Lick up his cum, cucky,” your wife said.

    You climbed into bed. You moved towards her cum-covered breasts. You hesitated just a few inches away. You weren’t sure what it was going to be like. You weren’t sure if you were going to like tasting his cum.

    “Do it, cum slut,” your wife said.

    Her voice was demanding in the most arousing way imaginable. Your cock throbbed at being called a cum slut. In a moment it would be absolutely true. In a moment you would devour his cum.

    You leaned down and ran your tongue through his cum. You tasted the saltiness of another man’s load. You licked up some of it and quickly swallowed.

    “Good boy,” your wife said as she ran her fingers through your hair and pulled you closer. “That’s a good little cum slut.”

    Precum dripped from your cock onto the bed. Your wife was coaching you through the experience of eating another man’s cum and you loved it.

    You sucked the rest of his cum off her breasts. You left them completely clean as she laid there and encouraged you. You acted like the cum slut she wanted you to be and you did so without hesitation.

    “Do you want more?” she asked when you were finished. Your wife held up the condom, which still held quite a bit of her bull’s semen.

    “Yes, please,” you said.

    She pushed you back gently and you waited on your knees. You watched your beautiful wife hold the condom against her pussy. You watched her gently move it back and forth.

    “He fucked me so good, cucky. He fucked me so much better than you ever have. He made me cum so much harder than you ever have. What did you do all night?” she asked.

    You thought it was a rhetorical question, but it seemed your wife was waiting for an answer.

    “I waited at home and thought about your bull fucking you. I thought about you cumming on his cock. I thought about him filling a condom with cum so you could bring it home to me,” you said.

    Your wife smiled. “That’s right. You thought about how you were going to be a cum slut for me. You thought about what a good cucky you wanted to be for your wife. You thought about how you’re not a real man because you can’t make me cum like I need to cum. You thought about how your dick is inadequate. Didn’t you?”

    You nodded. Your cock throbbed. You were certain that with just a few strokes you could cum. Your wife smiled at your eager acquiescence to her assertions. She has always enjoyed your willingness to submit to her desires.

    Once more she gently upended the condom, this time pouring the remaining contents just above her pussy. Her bull’s cum dripped downwards, coating her cunt lips.

    “Clean my pussy, cum slut,” she demanded.

    You swiftly moved between her legs. There was no hesitation this time. You were hungry for his cum. You’d gotten a taste and a delicious dose of humiliation and you wanted more.

    You cleaned his cum off her pussy. You licked her enflamed, wet lips. You sucked the cum off of her closely trimmed pubic hair. You ate it all. You were even more ravenous than when cleaning her breasts. You couldn’t help yourself.

    “Suck my clit,” she demanded when you’d cleaned up his cum.

    It delighted you. It meant that you’d aroused her. Perhaps it was being a nasty cum slut. Perhaps it was with your tongue. It didn’t matter. Your wife wanted to cum and she was going to let you bring her to orgasm. She was going to give you the gift of getting her off.

    You made her cum quickly. In less than a minute she had a loud, thrashing orgasm. She smiled afterwards and said, “You’ve been a very good cucky. You deserve a reward.” She handed you the used condom. “Put this on and cum into it,” she said.

    You took the condom from her. It was humiliating to wear another man’s used condom to masturbate, but you weren’t going to pass up the chance for an orgasm.

    
      

    

    You were allowed to watch the second time. It was another hotel date, except this time you were invited.

    You watched your beautiful wife strip to her lingerie and then answer the door dressed in nothing but skimpy black lace. You watched her welcome the other man to your room. You watched them kiss with a fierce kind of passion you hadn’t seen in a long time. You watched another man inspire that sort of passion in your wife.

    When she sank to her knees in front of him, the bull looked at you. He smiled as your wife unzipped his pants and took his cock into her mouth. He smiled at you as the woman you’d married gave him a blowjob in front of you. As you watched her giving head, your cock grew stiff.

    Your wife put a condom on his big cock. You knew he would soon fill that condom with cum. You knew that your wife would make you consume that cum in some way. You were looking forward to it being even fresher than the previous week. You couldn’t help it. She’d made you a cum slut, just like she wanted to.

    “My cucky is thirsty, but I want you to take your time,” your wife said to her bull. “Fuck me for as long as you want. My pussy will never get tired of this beautiful cock.”

    She stood up and moved into the bed. She pulled off the black lace panties she’d worn and tossed them to you. You picked them up and instinctively brought them to your nose. You inhaled the scent of her pussy.

    As you breathed in the smell of your wife’s cunt, her bull moved between her legs and guided his cock inside her. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and moaned. She took him inside her. He filled her in the most glorious way possible, offering her the pleasure she craved.

    You watched him fuck her. You watched them have the kind of sex that you’ve never had with her. You witnessed the very reason that you don’t get to have sex with her anymore. You saw that her bull is far more capable than you.

    After her first orgasm, your wife turned to you and smiled. Her bull was still pounding her pussy. Her tits were bouncing with every thrust. She had a delighted looked on her face. She’d just cum, after all.

    “He’s better than you,” she said.

    That much was obvious, though you enjoyed hearing her say it. A little bit of humiliation always turned you on.

    You watched them fuck for half an hour. Your wife wanted to build up an extra big load in his balls. She wanted him to give you a delicious, thick, massive dose of cum to swallow.

    He came fucking her from behind. She was on her hands and knees on the bed. She was staring at you as he pounded her pussy.

    “Are you thirsty, cuckold?” she asked. “Are you thirsty for his load? Are you ready to be a nasty little cum slut for your wife?”

    You nodded. “Yes.”

    Her bull pounded her harder. You looked at his face. You saw the pleasure there. You saw his impending orgasm. Moments later, he groaned and buried his cock in your wife’s pussy. She smiled. She knew he was emptying his cum into the condom.

    He pulled out and your wife turned around to deftly remove the filled condom. She turned and smiled. You watched the cum-filled end of the condom swing back and forth like a pendulum.

    “Look at the load he made for you. Doesn’t it look delicious?” your wife asked.

    You nodded as you continued to stare at it. The cum looked thick inside the condom. You were excited and a little nervous at the prospect of being fed her bull’s load.

    “Open up,” your wife demanded.

    You opened your mouth. You felt like the girls you’d seen in porn videos, waiting on your knees with your mouth open to receive your reward. You felt like the cum slut your wife wanted you to be.

    “Beg for it,” she said.

    “Please, feed me your bull’s cum,” you said. “Please, pour it into my mouth. Let me swallow it.”

    Your wife laughed. “Wow, you really are a cum whore. You probably were one all along. You probably wish I’d started feeding you cum a lot earlier.”

    She stepped closer and dipped the end of the condom into your mouth. You closed your lips and sucked on it. You tasted the latex. You taste a hint of your wife’s pussy juices. You sucked it clean.

    She gently tugged on the condom and you opened your mouth to release it. Your wife grabbed the tip and slowly turned it upside down. She held the open end against your lips. You watched the cum slide down the condom. You watched it approach your mouth.

    “It’s time, cucky. I hope you’re thirsty. I hope you’re ready to be a true cum whore. I’m going to pour it all in your mouth and you’re going to hold it there and show it to me.”

    You nodded. Your wife did just as she said she would. She poured her bull’s cum into your mouth. She completely emptied the condom.

    It felt like a huge amount of semen. Your mouth felt completely full. It felt like it would spill out at any moment. The taste was overwhelmingly strong. It was nice that it was still hot, though. Your cock throbbed. You had a mouthful of another man’s cum. You’d never felt like such a cuckold.

    Your wife smiled as she looked down at you. She smiled at the cum in your mouth. She smiled that you were willing to be such a dirty cuckold for her.

    “Swallow his load,” she said.

    You closed your mouth and swallowed. You felt his thick, viscous semen slide down your throat. You felt it enter your stomach. You embraced having another man’s cum inside you. You embraced it wholeheartedly.

    “Thank you,” you said.

    “My pleasure,” your wife added. “You should thank him, too.”

    You looked at her bull and said, “Thank you for providing me with a massive load of your delicious cum, sir.”

    “My pleasure,” he replied. “There’s more where that came from, though. The night is still young.”

    Your wife smiled. “We’re going to shower together, cucky. Would you kindly dispose of this condom and remake the bed for us. Also, fill the ice bucket.”

    Your wife and her bull disappeared into the bathroom. The shower started up. You knew they were going to fool around as they washed off the sweat of their first encounter. You couldn’t wait for the second. You couldn’t wait for another load to drink.

  
    Feed Him Another Man's Cum

    It’s easy to neglect your cuckold when you’re in the throes of passion with a new man. Your mind focuses on the man that’s bringing you such intense, overwhelming pleasure and if you don’t make a concerted effort to include your cuckold he can feel left out.

    It’s understandable, but if you care about the long term health of your marriage you need to make sure to see to your cuckold’s needs from time to time.

    That’s where cum feeding comes in. You’ll need to be with a man that you’re comfortable letting cum inside you, but once you find a guy like that you can give your cuckold the thrill of a lifetime by feeding him your lover’s loads after you’ve enjoyed everything he has to offer.

    It’s perfect, really. You’ve had sex. You’ve had your orgasm (or two, perhaps). You’ve gotten the satisfaction you crave. You don’t have to think about your cuckold while you’re getting fucked. You can put all your energy into the man fucking you. Then, once you’re finished, you can turn to your cuck.

    There’s a difference between cum feeding and creampie cleanup. It’s subtle, but it’s potent enough to play on your cuckold’s arousal center. Instead of him crawling between your legs to lick another man’s cum out of you, you sit on his face and gently feed it to him. You let the cum flow out of your pussy and into his mouth. He passively lies beneath you as your lover’s seed drips onto his tongue. He swallows when you give him permission.

    It’s a beautiful, intimate act shared between a loving couple that will strengthen your cuckold marriage. You don’t have to do it every time, but it’s a nice way to mix things up and to ensure that your cuckold always remembers his place. Your lover fucks you. He makes you cum. He cums inside you. Your cuckold feeds on your cum-filled pussy and drinks your lover’s loads. That’s his place.

    Your wife hasn’t looked over at you since she and her bull first kissed. The moment his lips touched hers she forgot you were in the room. Her desire for him is so profound that it consumes the entirety of her being when they’re together.

    You watched her climax as she rode his cock. You watched her body tremble as she played with her tits and ground pussy over his dick until she came. You watched her lean down and kiss him as she told him how good his cock felt inside her. You listened to your wife tell another man how much she loved the way he made her feel.

    Now she’s on her back. He’s inside her. They’re kissing as they have hard missionary sex. He’s fucking her. He’s pounding her pussy. He’s working his way towards an orgasm.

    Your cock is hard between your legs but you’re forbidden from masturbating. You want to reach down, gather your precum, and jerk off until you cum on the floor. You want to, but you know that moment you do you’ll be forbidden from watching again for a very long time. You don’t want that, so you maintain your discipline.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife says.

    The words make you lightheaded. They make your cock throb. They always have. From the first time she let her bull cum inside her you’ve found it intensely pleasurable. You love the notion of his cum spurting in her pussy. You love that he gets to fill her while you’re banned from fucking her. You love that your wife has given her body to another man and you’re left to watch.

    “Cum inside me!” she says again.

    They kiss as he fucks her harder. Your wife wraps her arms around his muscular body and pulls him closer. Their tongues dance as their bodies meld. He pounds her. The sounds of her wet pussy taking his big cock fill the room. She moans into his mouth.

    They climax together. He grunts and groans as he buries his cock in her pussy and unleashes his load. She cries out in pleasure as she has her second orgasm of the night.

    She finally looks over at you as he pulls out. She smiles as she sees your erection.

    “Lie down,” she says. “On the floor. You don’t deserve to be in our bed when he’s here.”

    You lie on your back. You turn and watch as your wife swings her legs over the side of the bed and stands up.

    “I hope you’re hungry,” she says.

    She stands astride your head and you look up at her freshly-fucked pussy. You see her pink, puffy labia. You see that her clit is still exposed.

    She squats over your face as you stare at her pussy. You know his cum is deep inside her. You know it’s probably working its way out of her.

    “I’m going to feed you his cum,” she says. “I’m going to sit on your face and feed you every drop of my bull’s cum and you’re going to drink it all like a good cuckold. You’re going to drink his load because it’s your place to do so. Do you understand?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Open up,” she says.

    You open your mouth and your wife drops her pussy onto it.

    “You may put your tongue inside me if you wish. You may taste him inside me,” she says.

    You push your tongue inside her. You taste her juices. You taste a little bit of sweat. You might even taste his cock.

    Then his cum hits your tongue. Your eyes go wide. There’s a lot of it. It flows into your mouth.

    “Can you taste his cum?” she asks.

    You nod.

    “Good. Keep it in your mouth until I give you permission to swallow,” she says. “Savor the taste of a real man’s load. Savor his seed. Savor his hot cum. Relish the joy of being fed a superior man’s semen by your wife and cuckoldress.”

    More cum flows from her pussy into your mouth as you do as you’re told. You hold it there. You let it soak your taste buds. You let it coat the inside of your cheeks and the roof of your mouth. You let it coat the back of your throat. Your mouth has become a receptacle for her bull’s cum and it turns you on.

    Your wife begins to rock back and forth on your face. She’s riding your mouth. She’s pursuing her third orgasm of the night while she feeds you her bull’s cum.

    “It turns me on when you’re a good cum slut for me,” she says. “When you’re a loyal, loving, obedient cuckold I can’t help but get excited.”

    You know that in that moment you’re nothing more than a sex toy for your wife, but her lust fills you with joy. The fact that she finds pleasure in riding your face makes you happy. He fucks her exceptionally well, but she clearly finds some measure of satisfaction in treating you like the cuckold you’ve become.

    Your wife lifts her pussy from your mouth and reaches down to rub her clit. “Swallow,” she says. “Swallow his cum. Swallow my bull’s load. Swallow the superior man’s cum.”

    You do as you’re told. You swallow. You swallow his cum. It burns just a little going down your throat, but it’s so good. Knowing that you’re taking someone else’s cum into your stomach is thrilling in ways you never imagined possible.

    Your wife cums as she watches you swallow his load. She cums as you drink another man’s seed. She cums as you consume her bull’s superior DNA.

    After her climax your wife pushes three fingers deep into her pussy and they emerge covered in a thick slime of cum and her cream. She pushes them into your mouth and sits on your chest. You gag but she doesn’t seem to care.

    “You make me cum harder as a cuckold than you ever did when you were allowed to fuck me,” she says. “We’re never going back to the way things used to be. I hope you know that.”

    You nod as she holds her fingers in your mouth. You suck them clean and she smiles. Of course you’re not going back. You’re not suited to that lifestyle. You were meant to be a cuckold. You were meant to be fed her lover’s cum. You were meant to submit.

  
    Feeding Her Boyfriend after Breakfast with Her Bull

    “How was breakfast?” you ask as your girlfriend saunters into the house with a smile on her face. She looks spectacular in skintight low rise jeans and a cropped white sweater that leaves her taut, tanned stomach and her belly button ring exposed.

    “It was spectacular,” she answers. She smiles, closes her eyes, and runs her hands through her long dark hair while arching her back. A low, lusty moan escapes her plump, pillowy lips. “I love having breakfast with my bull. It’s so nice to spend time with a man that knows how to treat a woman.”

    You smile. Sometimes, your girlfriend isn’t in the mood to play after she’s been with her bull. Sometimes she’s busy or he’s so thoroughly exhausted her that she just wants to take a nap. Sometimes, though, she wants to play. Today seems to be one of those days.

    Her hands move down her body and under her shirt. It seems like she’s playing with her breasts in the loose, soft white sweater as she adds, “Sometimes, it’s nice to be with a real man that knows what he wants and isn’t afraid to take it.”

    You feel the deep level of excitement that always accompanies your play sessions with your girlfriend. They don’t happen that often, so when she’s in the mood to treat you to the ideal version of your fantasy you can’t contain your desire.

    “Sometimes, it’s nice to forget that I’m dating a small-dicked cuckold that couldn’t fuck me to a satisfying orgasm if his life depended on it,” she says as her eyes find yours. Her gaze is intense and the look on her face is harsh. It seems as if she’s willing to fully dive into your fantasy today. Your heart beats hard enough that you can hear it in your ears.

    “Get up,” she demands.

    You stand up and she points to the floor at her feet. You approach swiftly and drop to your knees. She smiles and reaches down to grab a handful of your hair. She pulls back and you crane your neck to look up at her.

    “Did you jerk off while I was out with my bull?” she asks. You shake your head and she smiles. “Good boy. You know that little cucks like you shouldn’t play with their cocks without permission, don’t you?”

    She’s in rare form and you feel your cock throb with desire. Your girlfriend tends to be unpredictable when she’s like this, and you love it when she’s like that because things tend to get wild.

    “Tell me,” she says, “when was the last time I sucked your dick in the car?”

    “I don’t think you ever have,” you answer. You’re quite certain she never has, in fact. You’ve been together for six months and you’d remember if she gave you road head.

    She bends over and smiles. “Oh, that’s right.” You know she’s given her bull a blowjob in the car. You know she’s done it more than once, in fact. It is possible she gave him a blowjob today? Were the lips that are now inches from yours wrapped around another man’s cock? “Do you know why I’ve never sucked your dick in the car?”

    “No,” you answer.

    “Because a cuck’s dick is never worth sucking,” she says. “A cuck’s dick is always a disappointment. A cuck’s dick cums too quickly. A cuck’s dick doesn’t get a girl’s pussy wet, and a man only gets his dick sucked in the car if he makes a girl’s pussy wet. Road head is a gift a woman gives to a man when he makes her cum so hard that she can’t help but want to show her gratitude. That’s why I never suck your dick in the car. You never make me cum like that. You’re not fucking capable of it, cuck.”

    You’re convinced she sucked his cock in the car. You want her to kiss you. You’re desperate for it. You ask, “Did he drive you home?”

    She smiles. “Of course he did. He’s a gentleman, after all. We went to breakfast, he took me back to his place to fuck my pussy like it needed to be fucked, and then he drove me home.”

    “Did you…did you…” you stammer.

    “Did I what?” she asks.

    “Did you suck his dick in the car?” you ask.

    She smiles again. She tilts her head. “Why don’t you tell me?” she asks. She kisses you. Her tongue pushes into your mouth. You moan as she releases her grip on your hair and runs her hand down the back of your head and over your neck. Her touch makes you tingle with pleasure as your tongue dances with hers. You taste him. You’re certain of it. You’ve tasted his cum numerous times in the past and you’re certain you can still taste it on her tongue. She must have blown him on the drive over. Even after fucking her he was ready for another orgasm while he drove her home.

    “So, did I suck his dick in the car?” she asks. You nod and your girlfriend smiles. “That’s right. I did. I sucked my bull’s big, beautiful dick while he drove me home. He had a hand on the back of my head the entire time. He made me deepthroat his cock. He made me gag on it as I blew him. You know how that made me feel?”

    You shake your head.

    “It made me wet,” she says. “If you did that I would have slapped you. He did it and I got wet. You know why? Because he’s a real man and you’re a fucking cuck. You sat at home with a stiff dick while he was pounding my cunt. You sat at home dreaming about me coming home to you and feeding you my sloppy pussy while he destroyed it and made me cum like a real man is supposed to make a woman cum. That’s why it turns me on when he makes me gag on his cock. He’s a real fucking man and I want to make him happy. I want to satisfy him. I’m desperate for it. I want to make sure he calls me again when he’s horny. I want to make sure that I’m the one he wants to fuck because I’m dating a cuck that couldn’t fuck a woman to save his life.”

    You’ve never been so turned on, mostly because she’s never been so harsh. You’re a little nervous that she actually means what she’s saying and that she might kick your ass to the curb after she’s done humiliating you, but you can’t help your desire. You want her to humiliate you.

    She smiles and kisses you again. She drops to her knees and grabs your ass as her tongue pushes so deeply into your mouth it threatens to trigger your gag reflex. You suck on it and she moans. You suck harder, soaking up the taste of his cum. You moan at the idea that your girlfriend blew another guy in his car and swallowed his load, all while she was driving home to you.

    “You want my sloppy cunt, don’t you?” she asks. “You want to clean my messy pussy like a pathetic fucking cuck, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you say.

    Your girlfriend smiles and unzips your pants. Her lips approach yours as she slips her fingers inside and finds your stiff dick.

    “Did you fantasize about him cumming inside me?” she whispers.

    “I did,” you answer as she frees your cock and slowly strokes you.

    “Did you think about me begging for a real man’s cum in my tight little cunt?” she asks.

    You groan as she kisses your neck and strokes your cock a little faster. “Yes,” you answer.

    “Does it turn you on to know that I begged him for it?” your girlfriend asks. “Does it thrill you to know that your girlfriend was a naughty little cum slut for another man?”

    You shudder with pleasure and she releases your cock. She knows you’re close and she doesn’t want you making a mess before she’s ready. “Yes, it turns me on,” you admit. “It’s so fucking hot.”

    “What a pathetic fucking cuck you are,” she says. “Now get up and follow me to the bedroom. You’re going to have to earn the right to eat my messy pussy.”

    You stand and follow her to your bedroom. You watch her strip and you see the red marks on her breasts where her bull got a little rough. You turn around and see palm prints on her ass, a surefire sign that he spanked her while they were fucking. She’s been clear that she likes it when he gets a little rough. She likes it when he takes her and uses her body. She likes how hard it makes her cum. She likes being fucked by a real man.

    Your girlfriend puts her hands on the bed and bends over. She looks back at you and says, “Get on your knees, cuck.” You drop to your knees and she says, “Beg for my pussy.”

    “Please, let me clean your messy pussy,” you beg. “Let me clean his cum out of you. Let me be a good cuckold and clean another man’s cum from your cunt.”

    She laughs. “You’re so fucking pathetic. In fact, you’re so pathetic you don’t deserve to clean my pussy because I know you want it so badly and you don’t deserve anything you want. Not yet, at least.”

    “Please,” you say.

    “Shut the fuck up and bury your face between my ass cheeks, cuck. I want to feel your fucking tongue in my shithole. Do it right now,” she demands.

    You crawl forward, spread her ass cheeks, and press your lips against her perfect, wrinkled asshole. You lick vigorously to get her wet and help relax her hole.

    “That’s a good cuck,” she says. “Lick that tight little hole. Get it nice and wet. Be a good little bitch and lick my shithole. Lick that filthy fucking hole.”

    You rim her vigorously. You rim her like your life depends on it. You rim her because you want to taste her messy pussy. You want to eat the cum out of her. You want it desperately.

    “Put your tongue in my ass,” she demands. “Taste it. Taste my shithole.”

    It’s such a filthy request, but you can’t resist. You’re too turned on. You push your tongue past her anus. You push it inside you. You taste her asshole.

    She moans and reaches down to play with her pussy. “That’s it, cuck. Be the pathetic little bitch we both know you are. Eat my fucking asshole. Put your tongue in my shitter. God damn you’re disgusting.”

    Your girlfriend stands up and spins around. You look up at her with wild lust in your eyes. She smiles and plunges two fingers into her pussy and quickly pulls them out. “Open up, cuck,” she says.

    You open your mouth and she shoves her fingers onto your tongue. You suck them clean like a good cuckold should. She slowly fucks your mouth. Her fingers move in and out and you watch the pleasure in her eyes. She seems utterly delighted at your willingness to do anything and everything she tells you.

    “You’re such a little bitch,” she says.

    You nod with her fingers deep in your mouth.

    “I can understand why,” she says. “I’m like that with him. He pulls his cock out and I’m willing to do anything if it means he’ll fuck me. I can’t help myself. I get so fucking wet. I get so fucking desperate. I just want to be a good little slut for him so he’ll pound my pussy and cum inside me. I just want him to make me cum like I crave. I want him to make me cum like my fucking cuck of a boyfriend can’t.”

    Your dick is so hard it hurts. You want to relieve the pain by masturbating, but you wouldn’t dare disappoint her.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and says, “You deserve my pussy. You deserve to feast on my sloppy, nasty, cum-filled cunt. Get naked and get in the bed.”

    You stand, strip, and jump in the bed. You’re on your back in a flash. She straddles your face and you look up at her perfect, sloppy pussy. Some of his cum has probably leaked out of her, but you know you’ll still taste him. You know you’ll taste the sex. You know you’ll enjoy the bliss of feasting on her messy cunt and that’s all you crave.

    “Beg for it,” she demands.

    “Please, let me clean your messy pussy. Sit on my face and feed it to me. Feed me your messy, sloppy, perfect, cum-filled cunt. Please,” you say. You hear the desperation in your voice. You don’t care, though. It’s legitimate. You’re desperate for her pussy. You want to taste it. You want to clean the mess out of her.

    “You’re pathetic,” she says with a smile before sitting on your face. Her pussy lips open around your mouth. You push your tongue inside her. Her juices cover your chin, cheeks, and upper lip. You taste his cum. You taste her juices. You taste her flesh. Pleasure fills your body.

    “Clean up that mess, you pathetic fucking cuck,” she says. You moan at the beautiful harshness of her voice. You moan at the pleasure you feel while cleaning her.

    Your girlfriend leans back and grabs your cock as you continue to clean her pussy. She strokes you. You groan loudly at the pleasure that explodes between your legs.

    “You’re so fucking hard,” she says. “How pathetic to be so fucking hard as you’re cleaning your girlfriend’s messy cunt. How pathetic to love another man’s cum that much.”

    She strokes you faster and you groan louder. You push your tongue deeper inside her. You’re greeted with a thick dollop of his cum. You suck it into your mouth and swallow greedily. His cum slides down your throat and into your stomach. You bask in the bliss of being the filthy cuck she thinks you are.

    Your girlfriend drags her pussy down your chest, leaving a slippery trail behind. She drops onto your cock and you groan as she grinds on your crotch, bathing you in the warmth and wetness of her pussy.

    She leans down and you share a sloppy kiss. She licks the cum and juices off your face and feeds them to you with her eager tongue. You moan into her mouth. Pleasure emanates from between your legs.

    “Cum inside me, cuck,” she says. “Cum inside me so I can feed you your fucking load.”

    She rides you faster. You have no choice but to do as she says. You can’t hold back. You’re going to cum inside her.

    “Do it, cuck,” she says. “Cum in my messy cunt so I can sit on your face and make you eat your fucking load.”

    You cry out and cum inside her. The bedroom goes silent for a few moments as your whole body experiences a tidal wave of pleasure. She puts her hands on your chest and smiles as your cock unleashes inside her. You grunt and groan and thrash beneath her as your orgasm extends far longer than you thought possible.

    She lifts her pussy from your cock and drops it on your face. She grabs a handful of your hair to make sure you don’t try and escape from your fate. “Clean your mess, cuck. Clean it like a good little bitch.”

    You clean your mess and she moans. She rides your face. She’s clearly enthralled with the whole thing. She cums on your face as you’re eating your load out of her. Her pussy pulses with pleasure as she climaxes. Her joy is overwhelming and obvious. It thrills you to provide her with such pleasure.

    She climbs off your face and cuddles up next to you. “We’re definitely doing that again,” she says.

    You smile. You know you’re a very lucky man to be with a girl like her.

  
    Film Her Begging for It

    Can you remember the last time she begged you to fuck her?

    Was there ever a time that she begged for your cock? I'll bet there wasn't. Some men never inspire a woman to do that sort of thing. Some men inspire all manner of women to do that sort of thing.

    Your wife is lucky enough to have found such a man to be her bull. He makes her feel things you can't. He fucks her in a way she didn't think was possible. He has literally opened her eyes to a whole new kind of pleasure, a kind that her cuckold husband couldn't offer if his life depended on it.

    "Here's my phone," she says with a smile.

    Your wife kisses you on the cheek, turns, and crawls into the bed. You pull up the camera and switch it to video. She looks over her shoulder.

    "Do I look good?"

    You nod. The lace thong is irresistibly sexy running between her ass cheeks. It looks wondrous covering her pussy. She looks toned and endlessly sexy. All the workouts she's been doing have really paid off.

    "Start filming," she says.

    You tap the screen and begin filming. You nod to your wife to let her know she can start.

    "Hey, baby," she begins. "It's been too long since I've had you inside me. I need you, baby. My pussy needs you. It's desperate for you. You know my cuck hubby can't begin to compete with you. You know his dick is worthless compared to yours. You know I'd rather fuck a toy than fuck him, and a toy doesn't compare to your gorgeous cock."

    She shakes her ass a little and then reaches back and pulls aside the thong. You step closer to get a view of her pussy as she spreads her labia and shows the glistening flesh inside.

    "This used to be his pussy. It's not his anymore, though. It's yours. I need you to come over and use it, baby. I need you to come over and fill me with your cock. I need you to come over and fuck me while he watches. I'll even make him clean up your mess afterwards. I know how much you like watching him lick your thick load out of me and we both know it's fun to make him do something he hates."

    You know that some cuckolds love cleaning creampies but you're not one of them. You do it, though. You do as your wife demands. You do it because it turns her on and that's really all that matters.

    She plunges her fingers into her pussy and moans.

    "I'm so wet for you, baby. I never get this wet for him. Only you, baby. I only get soaked for you and that perfect cock of yours."

    She masturbates for a little bit and then signals for you to stop recording. You do as you're told and your beautiful wife smiles, spins around, and takes her phone from you. Then her lips find yours for a kiss.

    "Thank you, cuck," she says softly. "And I'm sure you won't argue when I tell you to clean his cum out of me, right?"

    You nod.

    "Maybe I'll make you suck his dick tonight," she whispers.

    You shake your head, but you know you'll do it if your wife orders you to. You know you can't resist.

  
    Find a Bisexual Bull to Fuck Your Husband

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    For a straight man, the act of being anally penetrated by another guy is deeply humiliating. That’s why you’re going to convince your cuckold to bend over for another man and take it up the ass.

    This isn’t something you want to force him into. You need to convince him that he wants it, or at least convince him to submit to it for your pleasure. That should be easy enough to do, honestly. Most straight husbands will freak out at the notion that getting fucked makes them gay, but if he’s doing it for you, it has no impact on his sexuality.

    Orgasm denial with lots of teasing is the best way to warm him up to the idea. While you’re slowly stroking his cock, tell him the idea of watching him get fucked turns you on. Tell him how badly you want him to take another man’s dick in his ass. Tell him how badly you want him to submit to cock for you.

    This works best if you really are turned on by it. It can be that bisexual play turns you on, that your husband’s submission turns you on, or that you genuinely enjoy humiliating him. When he finally gets fucked, you should be involved. Play with his cock as he’s taking it anally, or let him lick your pussy and give you pleasure. It all works.

    The Story:

    Your cock is rock hard as your wife slips into bed. She’s wearing a white satin nightie. You can see her hard nipples poking through the thin, soft fabric.

    She runs her index finger from the base of your cock to the head. Even that simple, teasing touch is electric. It’s enough to make you moan.

    She smiles and gently grasps the head of your cock. Her fingers move slowly over it. It’s been a week since you last had an orgasm and she’s teased you like this every night.

    She leans closer and kisses your neck. Her tongue darts over your flesh as the soft satin of her nightie presses against your body. She moans quietly as her fingers gather your precum and she strokes your cock.

    “I love how desperate you are,” she whispers.

    You groan. She’s right. You’re genuinely desperate for an orgasm. Every little touch of her fingers against your cock is electric.

    “I love that you’re such an eager cuckold.” Her fingers dance down your shaft and encircle your testicles. She gives them a hard squeeze that makes you wince.

    Your wife releases your testicles and gently pulls at the bottom of her nightie, exposing her pussy. Her fingers move between the lips and gently push inside her. She moans sensually.

    Her fingers emerge coated in her slippery juices. She lifts them to your lips and whispers, “Taste me.”

    You open your mouth and she pushes her fingers inside. You taste her as instructed. You suck her fingers clean.

    “I love it when you do what you’re told,” she whispers before pushing her fingers back inside her wet pussy. You can hear the sound of her lust.

    She closes her eyes and arches her back. The erect flesh of her nipples is mouth watering through the soft white satin.

    “Like when you sucked my bull’s cock because I told you to,” your wife says as she masturbates. “It made me so wet to see you on your knees with his big cock in your mouth. Do you remember that, baby? Do you remember how I came while you were sucking his cock?”

    You do remember. You remember the intense humiliation of getting on your knees and sucking another man’s big dick. You remember feeling that humiliation dissipate as you listened to your wife’s lusty moans. You remember how happy it made her to see you suck cock.

    “You’ve become such a good cocksucker since then,” she says. Her breathing is getting heavier. Her fingers are moving in and out of her pussy and she’s started to rub her clit. You know she’s going to cum soon. “It still gets me so wet to see you fall to your knees. There’s no better way to prep my pussy for my bull’s big cock than to watch you go down on him with that sexy little cocksucking mouth of yours.”

    Your wife is on the brink of orgasm because she’s thinking about you sucking dick for her. She’s thinking about your beautiful submission. She’s thinking about the way you humiliate yourself for her pleasure.

    Suddenly, she pulls her fingers from her pussy and straddles you. She presses her cunt against the shaft of your cock. The head rests against her clit. She pushes her soaking wet fingers into your mouth.

    “Suck them, cuckold. Suck my fingers just like you suck his cock,” she demands.

    You do as you’re told. You act like you’re giving a blowjob. You suck passionately. You clean her fingers and taste her sweet juices in the process.

    She pulls her fingers from your mouth and grabs your cock. She rubs it against her pussy. You know she won’t take you inside her, but it still feels incredible. She’s soaking wet and you wish she would ride you for just a few minutes. That’s all it would take to cum.

    “I want more,” your wife says as she continues to tease your cock with her wet pussy.

    “More?” you say.

    “Yes, baby. I want more. I want you to go all the way. I want you to become the ultimate cuckold. I want you to deepen your submission.”

    “How?” you ask. You can’t think of what more she could want from you.

    “I want you to let him fuck you,” she answers.

    Before you can say anything, your wife guides your cock into her soaking wet pussy. The heat and wetness is a shock to your system. It’s been so long since you were inside her. It’s perfect.

    It lasts just a few moments, though. You’re crestfallen when she pulls off of you.

    “Please, no. Let me back inside you. Please, let me feel your pussy again. Please!” you whine.

    Your wife’s smile is irresistibly seductive as she leans back and plays with her pussy. She’s taunting you with her cunt. She’s masturbating inches from your cock. You know she’s not going to let you inside her again.

    “Submit to his cock and I’ll let you fuck me,” she says.

    Your eyes go wide. You thought you’d never get a chance to fuck her again. It’s been so long.

    “Okay,” you say.

    “You’ll let him fuck you?” your wife asks. She wants to hear you say it.

    “I’ll submit to his cock,” you answer.

    Your wife cums.

    
      

    

    You’re on your hands and knees in your bed. Your wife is in front of you. She’s on her back with her legs spread. Her pussy looks perfect. It’s been two weeks since you’ve cum and your cock aches with the desire for release.

    His fingers are in your ass. Two of them push deep into you over and over. He’s lubing you up and stretching you out. He’s going to fuck you.

    “How does it feel?” your wife asks. She plays with her pussy. It turns her on to see you being violated by another man.

    “It’s not bad,” you say.

    It isn’t. It’s a little uncomfortable, but it’s not bad. It hurt a little when he first started.

    He adds a third finger and more lube. He fucks you faster and a little deeper. You can feel yourself opening up. You’re nervous. Your heart is pounding. In just a few minutes you’re going to have another man’s big cock inside you.

    “You’re going to love it, baby. Don’t worry. You know how much I love having him fuck me. You’ve seen how much I love it when he fucks my ass. You’re going to love it too,” your wife says. Her words are soothing and you can’t help but look at her pussy, which is wet and perfect, as usual.

    He pulls his fingers out. Your wife moves closer to you. Her fingers move through your hair. She kisses you.

    “Here, baby, suck on my nipples. Go ahead,” your wife says as she offers her breasts to you. She knows how much you love playing with them, how good it makes you feel to suck on her nipples.

    You suck her nipple as his cock presses against your asshole. He’s not wearing a condom. There’s no need. He’s tested. He’s clean. You’re clean. That means he’s going to cum in your ass, too.

    It hurts as he pushes inside you. You groan with your wife’s nipple in your mouth. Her hands move through your hair and down your back. She soothes you as he pushes inside you.

    “It’s so beautiful, baby,” she says. “His cock looks so good sliding into your ass.”

    You can hear the lust in her voice. Your wife is genuinely aroused at the sight of her husband getting fucked. She loves that her bull is making you submit to his cock. She loves that you’re losing your anal virginity in your marital bed.

    Her bull is slow and steady as he fills your ass. His cock is big and it hurts, but he’s not out to hurt you. He wants to fuck you. He wants to make you like it. He wants you to experience the ultimate humiliation. He wants you, a straight married man, to enjoy taking it up the ass from another man.

    Your wife moves to her back once more. She inches her pussy towards you. She looks at you and says, “He’s going to fuck you now, baby. My bull is going to pound your virgin ass. He’s going to make you fall in love with his cock, and you’re going to eat my pussy while he does.”

    You do as you’re told and eat your wife’s pussy. You lick her rhythmically. You taste her juices.

    While you’re doing your duty as her cuckold and worshiping her pussy, you’re getting fucked in the ass. He thrusts hard and deep inside you. Each thrust brings with it a little bit of pain and a little bit of pleasure. Slowly it shifts. Slowly, the pain melts away and is replaced by the pleasure.

    Soon you’re moaning into your wife’s pussy as you worship her.

    “That’s it, baby. Take that dick. Fall in love with his big cock. Be a good cuckold for me.”

    You’re moaning louder. It’s more than just the sensation of his cock moving in and out of your ass. It’s being used for his pleasure. It’s submitting to his cock. It’s submitting to your wife. It’s being the ultimate cuckold.

    You lift your head from your wife’s pussy. You look into her eyes. “Fuck my ass,” you say. “Please, fuck me harder. Give me your big cock.”

    You mean it. It feels good. You want it. You want his cock in your ass. You want him to pound you. You want him to own your ass. You want him to convert you into a cock slut. You want your wife to watch.

    She plays with her pussy. “Good boy,” she says. “You want to be a slut for him, don’t you? You can feel it, can’t you? You can see why I do the things I do for him?”

    You nod. “Yes,” you say.

    “What else do you want?” she asks.

    “I want him to cum inside me,” you answer.

    “Did you hear that?” your wife asks her bull. “My husband wants you to cum inside him. He wants you to fill his tight virgin ass with your seed. Why don’t you give it to him?”

    Her bull fucks you harder. His fingers dig into your hips. He pulls you back with each thrust into your asshole. You feel like you’re being taken, like he’s owning your ass. You ascend to a place of pure submissive bliss.

    He groans loudly. He pulls back hard on your hips and buries his cock inside you.

    Another man is cumming inside you.

    “He’s cumming in your ass, cuckold,” your wife says as she furiously rubs her clit. “Fuck, he’s filling your virgin ass with his cum!”

    Your wife cums too.

    Her bull pulls out. You can feel his seed leaking from you.

    Your wife looks at you. “I promised you could fuck me if you let him take your ass. Do you want to fuck me, cuckold?”

    You shake your head. You’re not sure why, but you don’t want to fuck her. It doesn’t feel right. Another man’s cum is dripping out of your ass. You don’t feel like you have the right to fuck your wife. You don’t feel like you’re man enough for it.

    She smiles and moves behind you. “Let me at least milk an orgasm out of you,” she says.

    Her fingers push into your asshole. She uses his cum as lube. She strokes your cock, using his cum and your precum as lube.

    You groan. “Go ahead, cum for me, cuckold. Cum with another man’s seed dripping out of your ass.”

    You can’t help it. You cum. You cum hard with someone else’s cum dripping out of your ass. You’re the ultimate cuckold.

  
    Find a Bull That's Happy to Have Your Cuck Play

    It’s harder than you might think to find a bull that’s willing and eager to have a cuckold participate in the fun. Even if it’s not full-on bisexual play, some bulls just want to fuck the wife and have no interest in the cuckold being involved.

    You can do better. Find a bull that’s willing to let your husband play. I promise, it will deepen the connection you have with your hubby and it will make his experience so much better.

    When he goes from watching to licking your pussy while your bull’s big cock is inside you, it will change his experience. Being that close as you’re getting fucked makes him experience it differently. It makes it a much more satisfying cuckold experience.

    Plus, you get the extra pleasure of having a tongue on your clit as you’re getting fucked. If your bull is into it, have the cuckold lick his shaft and suck on his balls. There’s nothing like a little extra stimulation to make everyone feel good.

    You’ll love having your cuckold’s tongue up your ass while you’re riding your bull. You’ll have a nice cock in your pussy and a talented tongue stimulating your anus and you’ll end up with a much more powerful orgasm as a result.

    Plus, there’s no better way to put your cuckold in his place. When he’s eating your ass while someone else is fucking you, it makes it perfectly clear what the sexual pecking order is in your bedroom.

    Reverse cowgirl is even more satisfying when you have a cuckold between your legs. With his tongue licking your clit and your bull’s big cock inside you, the pleasure is absolutely perfect. You get that beautiful penetration and that clitoris stimulation, which means you get a massively thrilling orgasm to go along with it.

    Again, if your bull is into it, you can put your cuckold to work on his balls. A little bisexual play will only thrill him.

    Feeding him a creampie in a cuckold 69 is incredible. He gets to watch from close up as you get fucked. He gets to lick your clit if you want. He gets to lick your bull’s cock and balls.

    Then he gets to have a hot load of semen drip into his mouth. You can sit on his face too, and then you’ll be feeding him all that delicious jizz.

    It’s worth looking for a bull that will let your husband play. It makes cuckolding him so much more fun.

  
    Find Captions on my Private Blog

    I'm making changes to the cuckold captions tier. While I will still do the a captioned cuckold story, I'm largely shifting things to captioned images that you can now find on my Private Blog.

    Click Here to check them out. If you're at all into cuckold captions I think you're going to love them. All you have to do is click a button to link your Patreon account to my blog and you're all set.

  
    Finding a Talented Man for Your Wife

    Thank you, honey,” your wife says as your friend fingers her pussy.

    You smile and take her hand. You listen to the lusty little moan that escapes her lips.

    “You’re welcome,” you say.

    He pushes three fingers into her pussy. You can hear the wetness. She’s already so excited for him.

    Your excited too. Your dick is hard. You can feel a little bit of precum leaking out. You’ve both wanted this for a long time. You finally found the right man for the job.

    “Fuck, that feels so good,” your wife says as he eats her pussy.

    You feel jealous. You can’t help it. Another man is eating your wife’s pussy. He’s doing it exceptionally well, too. You’ve always been proud of your ability to eat pussy and make her cum with your tongue.

    “He’s so good,” your wife says as she turns to you. “Thank you for finding someone so good.”

    “Your pleasure is my pleasure,” you say.

    It’s a sentiment you’ve tried to make clear over the years. What satisfies your wife is what satisfies you, even if that means watching someone else eat her pussy.

    You love her lust for him. You love that she’s wet with desire for him. You love that she looks so astoundingly beautiful for another man. Most of all, you love that someone else is about to slide his cock into your wife’s pussy.

    “Oh, fuck!” your wife cries out as he pounds her.

    You have her panties in your hand. You can feel the dampness. Your eyes dart from her face to her pussy as you watch them fuck.

    “He’s so big!” she says.

    He’s bigger than you. Not by a lot, but he’s bigger, and it seems to be making a difference.

    He’s fucking your wife hard. The sound of their bodies meeting fills the air. You love the way her perky little tits bounce with every thrust. You love that you can hear the wetness of her cunt as he pounds it. You love that she’s enjoying the sex so much.

    “Take me from behind,” she says.

    He flips your wife over. She puts her face down and her ass up. His big cock slides into her from behind. He grabs her hips. He takes her from behind. He pounds her pussy.

    You love that look of pleasure on her face. You love how she gets completely lost in being pounded by his big dick. You love that he’s taking her to a place of sexual bliss that she rarely experiences. You love that another man is showing your wife the joy of getting fucked.

    “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me!” she screams.

    Your friend fucks your wife. He fucks her hard and fast. He makes her cum. He cums inside her.

    Afterwards, she walks over and gives you a beautiful kiss. “Thank you,” she whispers.

    Then she takes your friend’s hand and leads him to your bedroom. She wants him again, but this time she wants to be alone.

    You wait in the living room like a good boy.

  
    Five Ways to Involve Your Cuckold

    A cuckold might be happy passively watching his wife fuck another man, but it’s so much more exciting when he gets to be involved in the action. There are so many ways you can do it, too.

    1. Share Cock-Flavored Kisses with Him

    Invite your cuckold to watch your suck your bull’s cock. Worship the big dick eagerly and passionately. Make your cuckold jealous. Make him feel like you’ve never sucked his cock like that before.

    Then share a sexy wet cock-flavored kiss with him. Just like the beautiful girl above, pull off your lover’s dick and immediately slip your tongue into your cuckold’s mouth. Let him taste the cock you’ve been sucking.

    2. The Cock Comparison

    First, make your cuckold get naked and show off his inadequate cock. Then, pull out your bull’s much bigger, superior cock and compare the two.

    “You understand why I’m fucking him, right?” is a good question to ask, though anything that makes your cuckold husband directly consider the much bigger cock in his midst is a good one.

    3. Make Him Worship You Mid Fuck

    You’ve invited him to watch in close up. He’s enjoyed the view of your bull’s big, beautiful cock penetrating your pussy. Now he needs to get in there and lick you. Pull off your bull’s dick and order your cuckold to worship your cunt. He’ll eagerly press his lips against your well-fucked pussy and lick you.

    If you want to go a little deeper with this, have your cuckold suck your lover’s cock fresh from your pussy and then put it back inside you.

    4. Use the Cuckold as Furniture

    It can be wildly humiliating for your cuckold to be used as furniture while you enjoy someone else’s cock. He’ll need to be strong to pull this off, but putting him on his hands and knees while you rest on his back and get pounded will be delightful for both of you.

    He can also lie in bed if he can’t withstand behind on his hands and knees like this. All that matters is that he’s being objectified and in many ways is unable to enjoy the fucking you’re taking like he would prefer.

    5. Let Him Hold You As You Take a Bigger Cock

    This is the most “romantic” option and it can be quite beautiful. It works best if you’re getting fucked from behind as it’s easy for your cuckold to sit next to you and take you in his arms.

    Moan as you’re getting fucked. Let the cuckold know how good it feels to have that big dick drilling you from behind. Let him know that you prefer the cock inside you. Combine the intimacy of being held with your husband’s humiliation for a deeply potent experience.

  Flirt Openly While Your Husband Watches
In concert with a new blog post on my website, Delicious Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation story every day through most of November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.
The Idea
This is easiest to do at a bar or lounge. Have your husband find a seat across the room and eagerly flirt with other guys while he watches. It’s even better if there’s music, as you can dance with the guys you like best. If things get a little bit intimate – touching and kissing, etc – then that’s even better. Your cuckold will sit in the corner and watch as you enjoy the attention of other men.
If you dance with a guy or have a make out session, text your husband afterwards and let him know that you could feel the guy’s big cock pressing into you. Tell him you couldn’t help but think about having it inside you and how it would feel so good to finally have a big cock fill your pussy. He’ll love that.
The Story
“Are you sure you want to do this, honey?” your wife asks you. She’s putting the finishing touches on her makeup and she looks stunning in a tight, low-cut black dress. She’s never looked more beautiful.
“Yes,” you say, though you’re not entirely sure you believe it.
Two months ago you brought up the idea of seeing your wife with another man. You’d fantasized about it for years and finally found the courage to mention it to her. She saw how much it turned you on, so despite not completely understanding why you’d want her to be with another guy, she played along.
It started with a bit of dirty talk in the bedroom. She stroked your cock while telling you about guys she’d been with in the past. You whispered into her ear about being with a muscular, well-hung guy while you played with her clit. You shared fantastic orgasms fueled by a naughty fantasy that she was surprisingly into.
That’s why you suggested going out so she could flirt with other guys. There would be no pressure, no need to take someone home. You’d go to a lounge renowned for attracting quality men in search of beautiful, available ladies. You’d watch as she enjoyed conversation and drinks and maybe even shared a dance or two with the guys she liked best.
Your wife has never lacked confidence in her looks. She’s beautiful and she knows it, which is why it didn’t take much convincing. In fact, the idea of being able to flirt with good looking men all night was more than a little appealing to her.
It wasn’t until you saw her looking so breathtakingly beautiful that the reality of what you were doing hit you. Now you’re moments away from walking out the door and watching as your wife flirts with other guys while you’re sitting in the corner, no doubt nursing a throbbing erection.
The night before you’d agreed on a few rules. You would arrive first and find an out of the way spot you could watch from. You’d have to be out of ear shot; she didn’t want you eavesdropping on her conversations. She is permitted to do anything she likes in the lounge, including kissing and any kind of fondling that won’t get her kicked out. If you have any concerns, you’re permitted to text her.
You’re seated with a strong drink in front of you when she walks in. Your eyes aren’t the only ones glued to your wife. She looks confident, lean, and beautiful in her black dress and heels. The first guy to approach gets shooed away; she’s way out of his league and it seems as though she’s not shy about letting him know.
It sets the tone for the rest of the guys that want to take a crack at charming your wife. Only the best of the best should even bother. She invites the second guy to sit, but he must have said something dumb because he’s gone in just a few minutes.
You get a text:
Her: A pick up line! I haven’t heard one of those in years. Too bad it was terrible. He was not a big fan of being rejected, either.
You’re about to text her back when another guy comes over. Even from your distant vantage point you can see that he’s exceptionally good looking. He’s better looking than you, in fact. You feel a twinge of insecurity. It gets stronger when your wife laughs and leans forward to touch his arm.
You watch them order drinks and enjoy what must be good conversation. They keep touching. She rests her hand on his knee. He gently caresses her arm. She leans forward and her hand moves a little further up his leg.
Under the table you’ve got a throbbing erection. Inside you, arousal and insecurity are battling. You brought this on yourself, you told your wife this is what you wanted. Only now you’re watching her flirt with a handsome, successful guy – at least if the quality if his suit is any indicator of his success – and you’re wondering if you’ve made a mistake.
There’s a break in the conversation and he chooses that moment to lean forward and kiss your wife. Her hand moves to the back of his neck as she eagerly accepts his tongue into her mouth. It’s an eager, vigorous, passionate kiss. It even causes the bartender to look up.
Your wife slips off the bar stool and they move to the dance floor. There’s a sizable group of people moving to the music, and she maneuvers them to a spot where you have a view. His hands find her hips and he pulls her against his body as they grind to the beat.
They kiss again and he boldly grabs her ass. She melts into him, pressing her pelvis against his. You’re practically twitching in your seat. Your cock is hard and dripping precum. Your head is filled with conflicting thoughts. You can’t help but feel inadequate at seeing this man so easily sweep your wife off her feet. She’s given herself to him with such ease and she’s clearly enjoying his touch and his kisses.
It’s what you wanted though. You wanted to see her dance with another man. You wanted to watch her flirt. You wanted to see her kiss him. If you’re honest, you’ll admit that you want her to fuck him, too.
That doesn’t stop it from causing all sorts of insecurity, though. What if she fucked him and he was much better than you? What if merely dancing and making out with him is enough to convince her that she’d rather be with him?
All of that is drowned out by the overwhelming arousal you feel at watching your wife fool around with another man, especially in front of all these strangers. The lounge is dark enough and the dance floor is crowded enough that most people aren’t paying attention to them, but it’s still exciting to know that she’s openly flaunting your marital vows to have a little fun with him.
After the song ends they move back to their seats at the bar and he heads off to the bathroom. Your wife pulls out her phone and soon you receive a text:
Her: He’s amazing! He’s such a good kisser and I can tell his cock is really big. I could feel it pressing into me while we danced. It made me really wet, honey.
Your hands shake as you read her text. It’s everything you wanted. You text her back:
You: It was incredible to watch. I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on! 
Her: That’s so good to hear. I was worried you were freaking out. This is so much sexier than I thought it would be.
You: Me too.
Her: By the way, he’s quite a bit bigger than you. I couldn’t help but fantasize about what it would feel like to have him inside me. I’ve never been with someone as big as him, at least based on what I could feel through his pants. I want it, baby.
Those are the words you want to hear. Those are the words you’ve dreamed about hearing. You want your wife to be with a bigger man. Even more importantly, you want her to desire that, to fantasize about it. You know she deserves something bigger and better. You want that for her. You want to know she’s had another man’s bigger cock inside her.
Do you want it enough to send her home with him tonight?

    Flirtation (and then Hotwifing) is the Solution to Marital Ennui

    Communication is key, they say, to making a marriage work. They're right, too, but that phrase is so vague that it borders on being meaningless. After all, most people in a long term marriage will tell you that communication is something of an art form, that being straightforward with your partner is often the path to a terrible fight or even the destruction of your marriage.

    You can't always directly tell your partner what you want or what you're feeling. You need to hint at it. Sometimes you need to hint at it repeatedly. Sometimes, even when your partner finally understands what you're talking about they might still find themselves unable to address your needs.

    Sydney delivered her message a handful of times. It often came via a comment like, "I don't feel sexy anymore."

    "That's absurd," her husband Clark would answer. "You're so sexy, Sydney. Just unbelievably sexy."

    He wasn't helping. He didn't understand that at first. He was merely pulling from the playbook that every husband understands after just a few years of marriage. If your wife expresses any sort of self doubt related to her looks, you reply with unwavering positivity. "I don't know about this dress," she says. "You look stunning in that dress, baby. Absolutely stunning," you reply. That usually does the trick, too.

    It took quite some time for Clark to realize that Sydney wasn't simply expressing self doubt. It clicked for him one night when she emerged from the bathroom wearing a simple-but-elegant pink satin camisole and tap shorts set. It was different from what she usually wore to bed, but enough like sleepwear that Clark didn't take much notice of it at first.

    Sydney crawled into bed and snuggled against him instead of pulling out her Kindle or phone. He looked towards her and she smiled. Her hand moved over his chest. Clark's loins stirred as he hoped his wife was signaling a desire to have sex.

    She kissed his neck and he moaned and turned towards her. Their lips met for a slow, deep kiss. His hands moved over her breasts, her stomach, her legs. It was the same sexual playbook he'd followed hundreds of times and it always seemed to work, which is why Clark was taken aback when Sydney pulled away.

    "What's wrong?" he asked.

    She looked away. "I don't know. It's just...I don't know. I'm sorry."

    They didn't have sex that night. For a day Clark was befuddled. Then his brain started putting the pieces together. Sydney talking about how she didn't feel sexy anymore, about how she wasn't sure she was desirable anymore, about if he still thought about her the way he used to. In an instant it became clear that she was expressing dissatisfaction with the romantic part of their marriage. Yes, they still had sex regularly, but it wasn't spontaneous or particularly passionate. Clark thought of it as the kind of sex that married couples had after they passed their tenth anniversary, but it seemed possible that he was being selfish. He enjoyed their sex life, after all, but that didn't mean Sydney enjoyed it.

    Clark booked a hotel room. He arrived early and spread rose petals in a path leading to the bed. He bought champagne and chocolate-covered strawberries. He bought his wife a dress and an elegant bra and panty set he knew she'd been eyeing. He took her out for a long, expensive dinner of the sort where each course is small and delicate and bursting with flavor. He noted how beautiful she looked, how sexy she was. He quietly commented how badly he wanted her. They went to the hotel. She seemed delighted and surprised that he'd booked it. She loved the rose petals. They had sex twice that night and Clark judged that both times were spectacular, though he experienced a newfound sense of uncertainty when it came to Sydney's enjoyment of the evening.

    Over the following weeks and months, Clark maintained his dedication to showing his wife that he lusted after her, that she was sexy, that he wanted more than to follow the same sexual playbook that had guided him for the previous ten years of marriage. He was more affectionate throughout the day. They had sex outside the bedroom with far greater frequency than before, making love in almost every room in the house. They showered together once or twice a week, with Clark working to make it an erotic experience. He offered his wife orgasms while eschewing his pleasure, usually via his tongue - like in the shower - or his fingers. He bought her flowers, cards, and small gifts with greater frequency, too, like he was courting her all over again.

    In the midst of his renewed courtship, Clark remembered that they used to go shopping together, that he used to love seeing Sydney emerge from the dressing room in something sexy - clothes or lingerie - that he couldn't wait to take her out to dinner in or, even better, to fuck her in. It was the reintroduction of these shopping trips that spurred on a truly significant change in their marriage.

    They were at a high end lingerie shop of the sort that they'd never shopped at before because everything was so damn expensive. Clark was both taken by the lingerie and stunned at the prices of each piece, so much so that he didn't notice the tall, handsome gentleman in a suit eyeing his wife. Not at first, at least.

    There were no words spoken between them. Instead, the guy would look and Sydney would notice and smile at him. It was a quick smile and she wouldn't hold his gaze for more than a split second, but Clark couldn't believe it when he first spotted it happening.

    After watching for a few minutes it dawned on him that they were flirting. Sydney would brush her hair behind her ear and look at the guy. He would straighten his tie and smile at her. He would walk to a particular piece of lingerie and admire it and then glance at her like he was picturing her in it. Sydney's face blushed a few times, especially when the guy looked at something especially revealing.

    Eventually he bought something, gave Sydney one last look, and left. Clark had no interest in getting in a fight with his wife in a store, so he held his tongue as they finished their shopping, walking out with $500 of astoundingly sexy lingerie. His interest in conflict was tempered by his desire to see his wife in the lingerie, which is why he kept quiet on their walk back to the car.

    He walked to the passenger door and opened it for her, a gentlemanly concept he'd reintroduced in his new courtship. Sydney smiled as she always did, but this time she kissed him with such fierceness and depth that Clark released the door handle and felt his knees go weak. It was not a parking lot kiss. It was a bedroom kiss.

    He felt dazed as she smiled and got in the car. He was hard as a rock, too, and after a few seconds it occurred to Clark that he needed to get behind the wheel to prevent someone from seeing the bulge in his pants.

    Sydney kissed him again once he was in the car. She stroked him through his pants, too, luring precum from the tip of his cock and making a small mess in his underwear. As their tongues entwined, Clark boldly reached over and ran his fingers up his wife's thigh and under her skirt. To his surprise, she parted her legs, inviting him to continue his journey to her panties. He found wetness as his journey ended, her cotton panties having gotten quite soaked. She moaned into his mouth as he rubbed her pussy and Clark got bolder, pulling aside the panties to slip his fingers inside her. Sydney broke the kiss and he thought he'd made a mistake, but then she unleashed a long, low moan as the sound of his fingers penetrating her wet pussy filled the car.

    They rushed home with Sydney pawing at his cock the entire time. They didn't make it to the bedroom, instead fucking on the living room floor. The sex was mind bending. Far better than any they'd had in a long, long time. Sydney, in particular, was voracious, and she climaxed in a manner Clark hadn't seen in a long, long time.

    It wasn't until a few hours afterwards that Clark connected the dots. He felt like an idiot for not realizing sooner that his wife's desire had been fueled by the silent flirtation with the man in the lingerie store. For a few days Clark felt a deep sense of insecurity, like his ego had been assaulted by the sex he'd had with his wife.

    Then Sydney seduced him in the lingerie. She walked into the living room and leaned against the wall. She didn't say a word. She just stared and smiled. She ran her fingers over the lace. Clark recognized it as a piece that the man in the store had spent quite a lot of time staring at. The insecurity came back, and yet Sydney looked so good that Clark couldn't help but be drawn to the bedroom. The sex was intense and deeply pleasurable. Sydney drew him into her body over and over, keeping Clark in a wildly aroused state with passionate kisses, sensual moans, and a kind of desperate physicality that wasn't usually on display when they had sex.

    The insecurity was largely gone after that night, though Clark couldn't explain why. He didn't think much about it, though. Instead, he went in the opposite direction. He began to plan dates where his wife would have the opportunity to flirt with other men. He'd buy her a dress and take her to a high end bar. He'd go to the bathroom and take his time. When he returned, if Sydney was flirting - either via silent looks or actual conversation - Clark would hang back, joining his wife only when she'd finished. At some point they'd leave, they'd make out furiously, they be all over each other, they'd go home and fuck wildly, sometimes twice in a night, each time fueled by the unspoken arousal they shared at the idea that she enjoyed flirting with other men.

    For months their sex life unfolded in this manner, with Clark planning an outing, leaving his wife to flirt - which she got better at as time went by - and then joining her to indulge in the sexual energy that existed between them after she'd garnered the attention of another man. They never spoke of it, though. Not once. He assumed that Sydney knew what he was doing in planning their dates and that she approved, but it seemed to him that they'd come to an unspoken agreement that it was sexier if they didn't openly acknowledge what they were doing.

    Then, on an otherwise normal Saturday afternoon, Sydney came home from a trip to the grocery store and dragged Clark to the bedroom. They fucked with the same intensity and vigor as after their flirty outings and Clark assumed that his wife had done a bit of flirting on her own while she was out. He was right about that, though that wasn't the whole picture.

    They were cuddling in bed afterwards when Sydney announced, without preamble, "Someone asked me on a date."

    Clark stared at the ceiling as his heart began to pound.

    "Did you hear me?" she asked softly after a few seconds of silence from him.

    "Yes. I did."

    "It was at the grocery store, actually. I was trying to pick out a cantaloupe. He showed me how you sniff one end of it and if it smells strongly of cantaloupe then it's ripe. I don't know if that's true, but he was very confident about it. I thanked him and then...well, then he started flirting. Maybe I shouldn't have, but I flirted too. I figured you wouldn't mind."

    They never talked about it, which was why Clark was still trying to wrap his mind around the conversation. She was right, though, he didn't mind.

    "He was handsome and funny and charming. Good at flirting, too. It went on for a little while. I felt myself getting flush, getting...well, eager to do what we just did. I don't know if he could see that, if he could sense that I was turned on, but he asked if he could take me to dinner."

    Clark wasn't sure what how he wanted his wife to answer the question that fell from his lips. "What did you say?"

    Sydney moved a little closer, pressing her body tightly against his at as many points as possible. "I said yes."

    Clark wasn't surprised to feel arousal at her answer - at the idea of Sydney going on a date with someone - but he was downright astounded at the intensity of the feeling. It was like his whole body came alive with it, like a foreign substance was suddenly flowing through his bloodstream, filling him with a renewed sense of vigor.

    They fucked again. Clark could tell that Sydney was surprised by his desire - at first, at least - but she quickly got on board and matched his intensity with her own. The sex lasted longer and they worked their way through a trio of positions, with every thrust infused with Clark's unexpected sense of lust.

    A week later, Sydney went on a date with the man she'd met in the grocery store. She wore a flirty red dress and a nice bra and panty set. She was gone for nearly four hours. She and Clark went straight for the bedroom as soon as she walked through the door.

    "He's a good kisser," she said before straddling Clark and taking him inside her.

    "Is that why you're so wet?"

    Sydney nodded while riding him slowly and studying his face. Clark wondered if she was worried about that he might have an adverse reaction to her having kissed another man on her date.

    "That's not the only reason, though," she said.

    Clark moaned.

    "He's also quite good with his fingers."

    Sydney sat up and grasped her breasts. Clark's hands found her hips and he helped move them back and forth over his crotch, generating heat in his loins as she bathed his cock in the utter perfection of her warm, wet, tight pussy.

    "He fingered you?" he asked.

    "He did."

    She rode him faster and Clark felt his orgasm building far faster than he would have liked.

    "Did he make you cum?"

    "He did."

    "Oh, fuck."

    Sydney slowed her hips until they came to a stop and leaned down to kiss him. Their tongues entwined, but in a slow, romantic manner.

    "I thought you might be upset," she said.

    "I'm not."

    She kissed his neck and moaned softly before her teeth latched onto his earlobe and tugged in a flirty manner. Clark grabbed her ass and tried to get Sydney to ride him a little more, but she resisted.

    "What if I told you that I used my fingers, too?"

    Again Clark moaned. He had no control over his reactions. It was akin to an out-of-body experience as he really couldn't begin to guess how he'd feel at each new piece of information his wife revealed about her date.

    "Did you?" he asked.

    Sydney sat up and rested her hands on his chest. Clark looked at them. He wondered which hand had been wrapped around her date's cock. He wondered if she'd made him cum. He wondered where it had happened. His cock seemed to get harder inside her as those questions danced through his head.

    "I did. After he fingered me. After I came with his fingers inside me. It didn't seem fair that I get to cum and he didn't."

    Clark arched his back to generate a bit of friction for his cock. Sydney smiled.

    "Please, baby, I want to cum," he said.

    "You don't mind that I gave my date a handjob? That I made another man cum?"

    Clark rolled his wife onto her back. He'd had enough. He pinned her hands above her head, slipped inside her, and fucked her with wild abandon.

    "Clark, baby, fuck me!"

    He came inside her right as she screamed in climactic pleasure. His whole body shook as wild imagery of Sydney fooling around with another man danced through his head.

    Clark stayed inside her - with Sydney's legs wrapped around him and her hands moving over his back - until he'd gone soft. When he pulled out, she rolled next to him and cuddled tightly. He put an arm around her and they remained like that until he felt sleepy.

    "Will you see him again?" he asked.

    "Next weekend. I'd like to have sex with him."

    His eyes shot open, all traces of sleepiness gone. Sydney was smiling.

    "I was just seeing if you were paying attention," she said. "We did set something up for next weekend, but I can cancel it, obviously, and while I will have sex with him if we keep seeing each other, it doesn't have to happen next weekend if you're not comfortable with it."

    Clark closed his eyes and an image of his wife on top of another man suddenly filled his head. He was watching from above. He saw Sydney's dark hair falling over her shoulders and down her back. He saw the curve of her ass and the smooth skin of her back. He saw the other man's hands cup her breasts as she arched her back, tilted her head, and looked right up at Clark with a smile on her face.

    Pleasure emanated from between his legs as Clark opened his eyes. He looked down to see Sydney's hand around his cock, to see her stroking him.

    "Is that the hand you used tonight?"

    She nuzzled his neck and moaned. "It is." Another moan escaped her lips. "He was so hard for me. He was so turned on. He wanted me so badly, Clark. You wouldn't believe how wet it made me."

    "Did you want him?"

    "I did. He's such a good kisser. It was so exciting to be out with him, too. To be on a date. To be flirting all night. To be touching. To know that we would probably go back to his place. To know that anything could happen once we did. I haven't felt that kind of thing in so long and it was so much more exciting than I imagined possible."

    Sydney straddled him and took his cock inside her. Her pussy was creamy with his cum, but it felt so good. She rode him. They kissed. His balls tingled. He thought of her riding someone else's cock in just a week's time and he came inside her, his body shaking from the intensity of his orgasm. He was caught up in his climax, but it appeared as though Sydney had one of her own and it too was of the spectacular variety.

    They shopped for lingerie and a new dress that week. Sydney spent hours getting ready for her date. She texted after midnight saying that she was going to spend the night at her boyfriend's house. Clark masturbated to the idea that his wife was having sex with someone else and that she was now calling him her boyfriend.

    Sydney came home the next morning. She and Clark spent the next two hours in bed, fucking three times during that span, all while she slowly offered details of her night with her boyfriend, of the three times he'd fucked her, of the countless orgasms she'd had, of the pleasure she found in being desired in the very particular way a man desires a woman he'd just started seeing.

    Their marriage changed, of course, but it strengthened in the process. Sydney no longer felt the ennui that comes with a long term marriage and Clark discovered an entirely new kind of pleasure that far surpassed any he'd ever experienced, leaving him determined to facilitate boyfriends, flings, and flirty partners for his wife for as long as she was willing to open herself to new men.

  
    Four Naughty Audio Files

    Hello audio lovers!

    I have four cuckold audio files for you to enjoy. There’s a delightful mix of storytelling, sensual femdom, humiliation, chastity, and more contained within the files, so let’s get right to it:

    Taking Care of My Boy 

    You’re a sweet submissive with a small cock. She’s a gentle, dominant goddess that enjoys humiliating you, but she’s never harsh. She has you massage her feet before you strip for her and show off your unimpressive dick. She showers you with the most delightful small penis humiliation just to make sure that you understand your place. Plus, she reminds you that she has a wealth of other men to satisfy her needs in ways you never could.

    I’m Sorry I Didn’t Believe You 

    Let this skilled goddess walk you through a pleasurable adventure, beginning with your obsession with her feet. First she apologizes for not believing that you’re as big a fetishist as you are. Then she delights you by teasing you with her feet and letting you touch them. Then she segues into talking about the cage around your cock and how exciting you find it to be locked up and under her control. Finally, she talks about cuckolding you. In fact, it’s going to happen tonight. Your boss is coming over and you’re going to sit there in your cage and watch as she fucks him.

    If you’re not into foot play this one might not be your cup of tea, but I encourage you to listen through the foot stuff as the chastity and cuckolding talk will likely be quite thrilling.

    Your Wife Has Secrets 

    You’ve shared your erotic cuckolding fantasies with your wife. You’ve talked about how much you want her to fuck other people, about how badly you want her to cut loose and embrace her naughty side.

    Well, now she’s done it. She’s been a bad girl. A very bad girl, in fact. She’s gone so much further than you expected she would. She’s been so much naughtier than you ever dreamed and now she’s going to tell you all about it.

    Lick My Pussy Clean 

    There’s audio artistry on display here as the talented woman sets the scene by telling you a story before she takes you into the bedroom of the couple. You play the part of the man listening to his wife as she details the things she did with someone else. You hear her moans as he’s fucking her. You hear her desire for him.

    Then you get to clean her cum-filled pussy. You get to lick his load out of her while she talks you through it. You get to be the cum eating cuckold you’ve always wanted to be.

  
    Four Naughty Audios

    Prepare to indulge in aural pleasure as these four audios should give the cucks and subs out there something to get excited about:

    Fulfilling Your Fantasy - Your girlfriend calls you following a flight. You catch up a little and then she segues into talking about your recently-shared cuckold fantasy. Soon you hear the sounds of sucking and it becomes clear that your girlfriend is giving a blowjob and you get to listen along.

    Talking About Being Cuckolded by Your Wife and Her Ex - She's considered your cuckold fantasy and she's willing to do it. However, she wants to do it with someone she feels safe with. She wants to do it with her ex and she's going to talk all about it in a way that's absolutely going to turn you on.

    The Bull Moves In - A recent economic downturn has forced you and your wife to rent out a room in your house. She's decided that her bull is going to rent the room. It won't surprise you to know that your marriage is about to undergo some significant changes, as her bull has some rules he intends on putting in place.

    Tonight, You're Going to be My Good Little Girl - This is a femdom audio where you play the eager submissive of a woman that has captured your utter devotion. She cucks you, makes you fluff, feminizes you, strapon fucks you, and so much more. She is your goddess and you are grateful to get to serve her.

  
    Four Thrilling Audio Files

    Here are links to a few cuckold and hotwife themed audio files I think you might enjoy:

    Do You Mind if I Work Late Tonight? - Imagine getting a call from your wife. She lets you know she'll be working late and that she's terribly sorry. Then you hear something that sounds an awful lot like a blowjob, like maybe she's giving a blowjob. Like maybe she's giving a blowjob to her boss. It quickly becomes clear that's exactly what she's doing, and yet you can't hand up the phone. You have to listen. You get off on listening, just like she gets off on sucking cock while on the phone with you.

    The Girl You Like is Fucking Your Bull - You have a huge crush on this cute, seemingly sweet girl. That girl's friend shows up at your house looking for your help...and she proceeds to tell you all about how your crush is an absolute slut for the guy that bullies you. She gives you all the dirty details and she doesn't mind humiliating you over the fact that you're not nearly man enough to actually satisfy the girl you have a huge crush on.

    Pregnancy Dirty Talk - So this one features a guy and a girl. It also features the sounds of a handjob, some oral sex, and some fucking, and all the while they're talking about the guy getting her pregnant. She even begs for him to cum inside her and get her pregnant at one point and it's actually pretty fucking hot. It's a little odd that she keeps calling him 'bull' instead of a slightly more erotic pet name, but that's a small complaint. Here's a link to another file of that same woman having an orgasm.

    Thank Me for Cheating on You - The audio begins with six minutes of simulated sex noises between a woman and her bull that include tons of dirty talk. If you find that it's not for you, skip ahead to the part where she makes you, her cuckold, come in and thank her bull for helping her cheat on you. Then settle in for fifteen solid minutes of intense cuckold humiliation and degradation, including cum clean up, SPH, facesitting, and a whole lot more.

  
    From Bull to Boyfriend on Valentine's Day

    Welcome to Romancing the Cuckold, a series of Valentine’s Day themed stories featuring naughty wives treating their husbands to exactly what they crave. There will be five stories to enjoy, each with a different delightful theme sure to thrill you. Come back every day until V-Day for a new story.  

    
      
    

    “I want you, Michelle,” Caleb said as he pulled the naked married woman in his bed closer to him.

    “You just had me, Caleb. What are you talking about?” Michelle asked as she enjoyed the tight, almost possessive way he held her.

    Caleb laughed. “That’s not what I mean,” he said.

    “Well then what do you mean?” she replied.

    “I want all of you, Michelle. I know it wasn’t our deal, that I said I was okay just being your bull, but I changed my mind. I want more than that. I want a relationship. I want to be your boyfriend,” he declared.

    Michelle sat up and looked into Caleb’s impossibly beautiful blue eyes. Those were the eyes that lured her to him in the first place.

    “What would that mean?” she asked.

    Caleb seemed heartened that she didn’t immediately deny his desire. “It would mean going out on dates, spending the night together, getting to know each other better. Maybe having unprotected sex,” he suggested.

    A hopeful, happy smile flashed across Michelle’s face and then faded.

    “I don’t think Adam would be as upset about it as you might be imagining,” Caleb assured her.

    “You don’t think my husband would be upset if I started dating another guy?” she shot back.

    Caleb gently caressed Michelle’s face and ran his fingers through her hair. He pulled her close for a slow, soft kiss.

    “I think you underestimate how much he enjoys being cuckolded. This is a perfectly logical next step for him. He can prove just how devoted he is to you by letting you take the next step in your relationship with me,” Caleb said.

    “But this is different,” Michelle protested. “I just can’t see him being okay with me falling in love with someone else.”

    “Falling in love?” Caleb asked.

    Michelle immediately wished she hadn’t used that word, but now she was committed. “I’m sorry. That’s presumptuous. I’m not saying I’m in love with you, I’m just saying that if we take that next step it seems like a logical conclusion. Women fall in love with their boyfriends or they break up with them, and I can’t see breaking up with you,” she said.

    “I certainly wouldn’t want that,” Caleb added as he kissed Michelle again. “I could see myself falling in love with you.”

    Michelle reached between Caleb’s legs and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock. She couldn’t help but love that the idea of being her boyfriend and of taking the next step in their relationship had him so turned on.

    “Then I guess you’re not my bull anymore. I guess you’re my boyfriend now,” Michelle said as she straddled Caleb.

    “I guess so,” he said while reaching for a condom and quickly unwrapping it. He rolled it down his shaft and guided his dick into Michelle’s wet pussy.

    As she sank down onto her boyfriend’s cock, Michelle hoped Caleb was right about her husband’s reaction. It would be hard to make this work if Adam wasn’t on board with stepping back and letting his wife date another man.

    
      

    

    “Happy Valentine’s Day, baby,” Michelle said as she pulled back the covers and kissed her sleeping husband’s cheek.

    Adam stirred awake and opened his eyes to see his beautiful wife in a sheer red bra and panty set.

    “Wow, you look incredible,” he said.

    “Well, it’s Valentine’s Day,” she said, “and I wanted to show you what I’m going to wear for Caleb tonight. What do you think?”

    Michelle stepped back to show off the beautiful bra and thong. She spun around as Adam sat up in bed and ogled her beautiful body.

    “He’s going to love it,” Adam said as his cock sprang to life.

    Michelle tossed the covers aside and pulled down Adam’s briefs, exposing his small, stiff cock. She straddled him and rubbed her panty-clad pussy over his erection.

    “I have something to tell you, cucky, and Valentine’s Day is the perfect day to do it,” Michelle said as she leaned forward and kissed her husband’s neck while he moaned.

    “What is it?” Adam asked.

    “Caleb wants more of me,” she said while leaning back and slowly grinding into her husband’s crotch. “He wants all of me.”

    Michelle watched a confused look spread across Adam’s face. She was going to have to be more explicit.

    “Caleb wants to be more than my bull. He wants to be my boyfriend,” Michelle said as she wrapped her fingers around Adams’s stiff cock and stroked him.

    “Is that what you want?” Adam asked.

    Michelle wanted to be honest with Adam. She owed it to him to be as truthful as possible.

    “Yes,” she said while playing with her breasts in the sheer bra. Her nipples were hard and she could feel the heat of desire between her legs. She was turned on at the idea of being Caleb’s girlfriend. “The truth is, I really want it. I want to be his girlfriend. I do.”

    “What would happen?” Adam asked. “I mean, what would it mean for you to have a boyfriend? What would be different?”

    He looked a little scared. Michelle took his hand in hers and lifted it to her lips to kiss him. “I’m not going to leave you, Adam. You don’t have to worry about that. You’re always going to be my husband. Nothing will ever change that. The simplest way to explain it is that you’re going to be more of a cuckold from this point on.”

    “More of a cuckold?” Adam asked.

    Michelle laid down next to Adam and ran her fingers over his chest and stiff cock. She kissed his neck and listened to the purrs of pleasure that escaped her husband’s lips.

    “Yes, honey. You’re going to sink deeper into cuckoldry. You’re going to commit yourself to my pleasure more than you already have. You’re going to accept that Caleb is going to meet some of my emotional needs along with all of my sexual needs. You’re going to embrace taking on an even more supportive role in my life,” Michelle explained.

    She watched a drop of precum form at the tip of Adam’s cock as she informed him of what his new role would look like.

    “Why do you want this?” Adam asked in a pained voice.

    “At first, I wasn’t sure if this was what I wanted, to be honest,” Michelle said as her fingers danced over Adam’s testicles. “It seemed like it go could wrong in so many ways that it wouldn’t be worth it.”

    She rubbed her fingers over Adam’s taint and teased his asshole a tiny bit before stroking his cock once more.

    “But then I started to think about how our marriage has already changed since Caleb and I got together,” Michelle said. “I used to let you fuck me after Caleb and I had been together. Do you remember that?”

    Adam groaned. “Yes, I remember.”

    “Do you remember why I stopped letting you fuck me?” Michelle asked as she squeezed Adam’s cock hard enough to make him wince.

    “Because I always disappointed you,” he answered. “I always came too quickly and you could never feel me inside you.”

    “That’s right. It was all about you and it didn’t make any sense. I got absolutely nothing out of letting you inside me after I’d been with Caleb. Do you remember how you used to feel after you’d fucked me?” Michelle asked.

    “Terrible,” Adam said. “It always felt so good to cum and then I’d feel terrible about it. I could see that it had done nothing for you, that I was being selfish. It always ruined the pleasure of it.”

    “That’s right,” Michelle said as she let go of his cock and ran her fingers through Adam’s sparse chest hair. “It wasn’t working for either of us, so we stopped. We made a change that worked better for our marriage. You got to stroke your little dick while I directed you and sometimes I would give you handjobs. Hasn’t that been fun?”

    “It has,” Adam said as he looked at his wife. “But this is different,” he argued.

    “Is it, though? Or is it just another step down a perfectly logical path? Shouldn’t a good cuckold be willing to take a back seat to the man that gives his wife what she needs? Shouldn’t you be willing to let Caleb take an increased role in my life?” Michelle asked as her fingers moved over Adam’s chest.

    “I…I don’t know,” Adam said.

    Michelle kissed his neck softly and listened to her husband purr again. “Do you remember how you used to watch every time Caleb and I fucked?”

    “Yes,” Adam said.

    “And do you remember that you gave that up when I wanted to spend more time alone with Caleb?” she asked.

    “Yes, I do,” he answered.

    “You were doing what a cuckold is supposed to do. You recognized that my needs should come before yours and you gave me what I needed. You let me enjoy Caleb the way I wanted to enjoy him. You recognized that I needed to spend the night with him in our bed, that I needed to shower with him in the morning, that I needed the freedom to enjoy him as I desired,” she recalled.

    “I did,” Adam admitted.

    “And that turned out to be pleasurable for you, didn’t it?” Michelle asked.

    “It did,” he said.

    “It was different than watching, of course, but you liked listening to us fuck from the guest room. You like knowing that I was showering with him, that I was free to enjoy my bull as I desired,” Michelle said.

    She watched Adam’s cock throb without any help from her. A steady stream of precum had started to drip from the tip.

    Michelle wrapped her fingers around Adam’s little erection and stroked him slowly. His precum was the perfect lubrication.

    “This is just the next step, honey. It’s no different than the rest, even if it feels scary,” she said while giving him a slow, sensual handjob.

    Adam closed his eyes and moaned. Michelle smiled at his willingness to be led down a path of lusty cuckold pleasure.

    “What will this mean, practically speaking?” Adam asked.

    “It means Caleb and I are going to spend a lot more time together and that you’re going to be less involved when we do. It means I’m going to spend the night at his place more often and that when he comes to our place you’re going to have to respect our desire for time alone as a couple,” Michelle said.

    She smiled as Adam groaned. She knew when her husband was turned on by something and he was clearly warming up to the idea of taking a back seat in their marriage.

    “It means Caleb and I are going to go on dates, real dates,” Michelle said. She wondered how Adam would respond.

    His eyes shot open and there was genuine worry. Michelle had been expecting this response.

    “Wait, real dates? In public?” Adam asked.

    Michelle waited for the initial wave of panic to pass before she kissed her husband and stroked his cock. She returned him to a state of arousal before answering his question.

    “Yes, honey, real dates in public. And yes, that means what you think it means. People are going to find out that I’m dating another man. They’re going to find out that I have a boyfriend. They’re going to find out that you’re a cuckold,” Michelle said.

    She could see Adam wrestling with that realization. “But…but that’s…” he said before trailing off.

    “I know it’s scary, but it’s time, Adam,” Michelle informed him. “You can’t provide me with what I need and Caleb can. I want you to be my cuckold husband forever, but I want Caleb and I to take the next step in our relationship, too, and that means being out in public together. I’m not going to flaunt it and we’re not going to go to parties with our friends or anything, but people are inevitably going to find out and you’re going to have to deal with that.”

    Michelle felt sympathy for her husband as she watched him deal with what was clearly upsetting news.

    “It’s not all bad, though,” she said. “You’re finally going to get to clean creampies out of me.”

    “Really?” Adam asked.

    Michelle smiled at his sudden ebullience. “I’ve already started on the pill and Caleb and I will no longer be using condoms. He’ll be cumming in your wife starting tonight and you’ll get to clean his creampies as often as possible.”

    Michelle knew that cleaning her messy, cum-filled pussy was Adam’s biggest cuckold fantasy and one of the few he hadn’t yet gotten to live out. She could feel his cock get harder in her hand.

    “You like that, don’t you? You like that I’m going to feed you my boyfriend’s cum, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he groaned. “Fuck, yes, I fucking love it.”

    Michelle felt like she’d finally pushed through the wall of resistance Adam had put up. The creampie cleanup had been enough to break it down. All he needed was the proper reward to motivate him.

    “Good, then it’s settled. Your wife has a boyfriend,” Michelle said.

    “Yes, she does,” Adam answered.

    He no doubt hoped Michelle would give him an orgasm, but she released his cock from her grip and slid out of the bed.

    “Sorry honey, but a cuckold has to earn his orgasms, and today that means you’ll need to clean a creampie from your wife’s pussy before you’re allowed to cum. Do you understand?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Adam said.

    
      

    

    Caleb climbed on top of Michelle as she spread her legs. Her red dress rode up to her waist and exposed her dampness of her sheer panties.

    Their first date had gone spectacularly well. They’d enjoyed a long, slow, romantic dinner at a beautiful restaurant. They’d shared intimate conversation, lots of sensual kisses, and opened up to each other like a new couple tends to do.

    They’d shared a bottle of champagne and couldn’t help but make out on the Uber ride home. The bubbly buzz provided by the alcohol left them both feeling utterly delighted as they made their way to the bedroom.

    Adam was nowhere to be found, as Michelle had instructed him. He would be called upon to clean his first creampie when they were finished, but not before then.

    Michelle wanted to be free to enjoy having unprotected sex with her boyfriend for the first time. As they kissed in the bed she usually shared with Adam, she couldn’t help but feel an overpowering desire to have Caleb inside her.

    Michelle didn’t bother stripping her boyfriend naked or going down on him. She pulled his cock out of his pants, pulled aside the panties she’d bought for Valentine’s Day, and guided his stiffness inside her.

    She groaned when Caleb’s big cock bottomed out inside her the first time. Her legs wrapped around him and with every slow, deep thrust Michelle moaned louder.

    The sex was slower and far more sensual than usual and something about it felt better. The lack of a condom was unquestionably a big part of that. The skin on skin contact was more thrilling than she’d expected.

    Knowing that Caleb was going to cum inside her for the first time was intensely arousing too. She’d been looking forward to that moment for months. The very idea of it turned her on. She loved that Adam was going to live out his fantasy too.

    All of that must have thrilled Caleb too, because he didn’t last long. Soon after Michelle experienced a body-shaking, screaming orgasm, Caleb released his cum inside her.

    They both laughed at how quickly they’d cum and shared an intensely pleasurable, long, sensual kiss before Caleb pulled out.

    “Honey!” Michelle called out.

    Moments later Adam appeared in the doorway.

    “You may clean me,” she said.

    Adam promptly moved between her legs and went to work licking up his first creampie.

    Michelle pulled Caleb’s lips to hers and kissed him while her husband ate another man’s cum from her freshly-fucked pussy. Everything about the moment thrilled her and she wanted it to last forever.

    “Happy Valentine’s Day,” Michelle whispered to Caleb.

    He smiled and kissed her again. “Happy Valentine’s Day,” he said in return.

    Michelle gazed longingly at her boyfriend as Adam continued to feast on the cum dripping out of her. “Will you spend the night?” she asked while running her fingers through Caleb’s dark hair.

    “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” he answered. “Once isn’t nearly enough to satisfy my desire for you, after all.”

    Michelle slipped her tongue into Caleb’s mouth and moaned as Adam feasted on the cum dripping out of her. Her perfect Valentine’s Day wasn’t nearly over. There was so much more fun to be had.

  
    From Cheating Wife to Cuckoldress

    
      'From Cheating Wife to Cuckoldress' was published in early 2019. If you haven't read it yet, I think you'll enjoy the 4-part story that focuses largely on the early exploration of a newly-discovered cuckold fantasy and is filled with dirty talk as the couple has wild, wondrous sex.
    

    Men react in all manner of ways when they discover their wife is cheating on them. Most, however, don’t react in the way Eric does when he discovers his wife, Lauren, has been fucking someone else for nearly two months.

    Eric knows he should feel angry and betrayed and jealous, and he feels those things, but there’s something else too. Something far more potent. It’s arousal. A deep, intense kind of arousal that he hasn’t felt in a long time.

    Eric first feels it when he confronts his wife about her cheating. Instead of yelling at her, he asks where her lover kissed her that night. His lips find their way to each and every spot on her body where her lover’s lips visited. He kisses her neck, her chest, her perky breasts, her stomach, her soft thighs, and her pussy. Desire courses through his body as his lips venture all over her taut, perfect body, and they end up enjoying the best sex they’ve had in years, and it’s just the start of a new era of pleasure in their marriage.

    ‘From Cheating Wife to Cuckoldress’ is a 4-part cuckold story that takes you on the journey the title describes. Eric can’t help the desire he feels as a result of his wife’s cheating and Lauren is more than happy to feed it with a wealth of dirty talk about her lover, a naughty phone sex show while Eric goes down on her, and a night of passion with her lover in the marital bed while Eric watches while hidden in the closet.

    Cuckolding reinvigorates their sex life and their marriage, providing the best orgasms they’ve had in a long time. I promise, it’s an exceptionally erotic tale.

    Below you’ll find links to each of the four parts. If you’re a supporter at the Cuckold Stories level, you can click and read today. If not, please make me a happy cuckoldress by upgrading so you can read this story and hundreds more.

    Part 1 – Eric’s just received a video from a friend. It features his wife kissing another man in a deeply passionate manner. She said she was going out with her friends, but she was lying. She was meeting her lover. She was going out to cheat on Eric.

    When she gets home, Eric confronts Lauren. He shows her the video. She admits she’s been cheating on him. He knows he should be angry, and he is, but that’s not all he feels. For some reason, he’s turned on. For some reason, he wants to fuck his wife. So he does. He fucks his cheating wife and it’s good. It’s better than good. It’s great. It shouldn’t be, but it is.

    Part 2 – The next morning, Eric still feels the overwhelming lust from the night before. He cuddles up next to Lauren and she happily grinds her ass into his crotch as he fingers her pussy. Thoughts of her cheating fill his mind and just a little bit of dirty talk makes them both cum.

    After their orgasms, they talk about her affair. Lauren tells Eric how it started, how long it’s been going on, and why she strayed. It’s not long before Eric is one again overcome with desire and he and Lauren end up fooling around. This time, the dirty talk gets far naughtier and Eric gets off on hearing that his wife’s lover has a bigger cock and fucks her better than he does.

    Part 3 – Only a few days have passed, but Lauren is growing increasingly comfortable with what seems to be Eric’s previously unmentioned kink. On a lovely Sunday morning she turns him on with a little bit of dirty talk about her lover and then welcomes him into her pussy for a quickie that ends with both of them having a damn fine orgasm.

    That night, Lauren calls her lover and they have phone sex while Eric crawls between her legs and eats her pussy. A very naughty idea – of Lauren’s lover coming to their house and fucking her in the bed she shares with her husband – provides a particular thrill to Eric as he makes her cum. She lets him fuck her after hanging up with her lover and he cums hard.

    Part 4 – Grady – the man Lauren’s been fucking – comes to their house thinking that Eric has gone out of town for work. He hasn’t. Instead, he’s hiding in the closet. He wants to watch. To listen. To witness his wife fucking another man. He wants to be a cuckold.

    The experience is even better than Eric thought it would be. The only difficult part is not cumming as he sits in the closet, but waiting so he can fuck his wife and cum inside her after Grady leaves.

  
    From Cheating Wife to Cuckoldress - Part 1

    For a while, Eric felt nothing as he watched his wife kissing another man on his phone. His evening had been going so well, and then a friend sent him a text. The text contained the video he was now watching for the eighth time.

    There was no question it was Lauren, his wife of 11 years, kissing someone else, and not in a quick and friendly kind of way. No, it was the kind of kiss you give someone when you’re desperate to fuck them.

    The video was taken in a swanky bar where Eric’s friend was meeting a client for drinks. He spotted Lauren and her friend going at each other in a booth in the corner that they clearly thought was private enough for them to fool around in without too much risk of getting caught. Either that or Lauren didn’t care about getting caught.

    She was supposed to be out with her friends. “A girl’s night out,” is what she’d called it. Once or twice a month she and her friends went out, or at least that’s what Eric thought. Maybe she’d just been fucking this guy and using her friends as an excuse.

    He sent her a text: “Having fun with the girls?” She didn’t respond.

    Soon, the numbness began to wear off. That’s when Eric started to feel all sorts of things he didn’t really want to feel. It started with anger. Great, furious anger. He thought he might break his phone he ended up squeezing it so hard at one point. He considered throwing it across the room, but the idea of paying $1,000 for a new one shut down that impulse.

    Then there was jealousy. He felt intensely, overwhelmingly jealous that his wife was clearly having an affair with another man. He felt jealous that she was kissing him in such an intensely passionate way. It had been so long since she’d kissed him like that.

    Sadness came next. Eric thought about how they hadn’t kissed like that in a long time and his shoulders slumped as all the life seeped out of him for a few seconds.

    For the briefest moment, Eric felt an uncomfortable sense of desire. When the other feelings cleared out and he just watched his wife kissing another man, he was unquestionably aroused. He quickly banished that thought from his head though.

    After twenty viewings Eric finally put his phone down. He stood up and paced around the house. He looked at the wedding photos hanging on the wall of the stairway to the upper floor. He looked at the framed vacation photos sitting on the dresser in their bedroom.

    He remembered the nasty fights they’d had. He remembered the times they joyously laughed at some in-joke that only they knew about. He thought about Lauren’s irresistible smile and the way she would run her fingers over his neck when he was stressed out. He thought about how much he loved his wife and how much it hurt that she was having an affair.

    Eric tried his best not to think about the fact that his wife might have someone else’s cock inside her as he paced around the house. He tried not to think about his beautiful wife on her back with another man on top of her. He couldn’t quite stop the images from popping into his head.

    He knew he’d have to confront her when she got home. He’d have to show her the video. They’d have to have a long, terrible fight that might spell the beginning of the end for their marriage. As much as he wanted to avoid having that fight, there was no way around it.

    It was a little after midnight – and four hours after he’d received the video of her kissing the man she was cheating with – when Lauren came home. The Lyft pulled into the driveway and she climbed out as Eric watched from the living room window. She looked a little tipsy as she made her way to the front steps.

    Despite his desire to be furious, Eric couldn’t help but admire how good his wife looked in the short skirt and skintight off-the-shoulder top she’d worn for the evening. He loved that top. It always made her collarbones look so good. The heels made her legs look impossibly long and sexy, too.

    “Hey honey,” Eric said as Lauren walked in.

    Eric studied her face for any sense of guilt. He looked her over to see if there were any obvious signs that she’d been with someone else. He saw nothing.

    Instead, he saw his wife’s beautiful smile, just as he always did when she came home from a night out with her friends. He felt a confusing rush of desire as she smiled at him.

    He went with it and quickly crossed the room to pull her into an embrace and a strong kiss. Lauren’s hand moved to the back of his head and gently played with his hair as she eagerly kissed him back. He tasted alcohol on her breath, but nothing more.

    “What’s gotten into you?” she said with a giddy smile after Eric released her and stepped back. 

    Lauren’s eyes glanced down at his crotch and his followed. He was surprised to see an erection there. What had gotten into him?

    “I’m not sure,” Eric answered. “How was your night?”

    “Great,” Lauren said as she kissed Eric’s cheek and moved past him and up the stairs.

    Eric followed and asked, “Where did you guys end up going?”

    “We went to a couple bars, did some drinking and dancing. You know, the usual,” she answered.

    Eric couldn’t help but notice that she wasn’t lying, at least not outright. She probably did go to a few bars with the guy she was fucking and her night probably was great. He hoped it wasn’t “the usual” though.

    As much as he tried to focus on his anger and the task at hand, Eric was having a hard time not being distracted by how exceptionally good his wife looked in the skirt and heels she was wearing. He stared up at her ass and thighs as she ascended the stairs and his softening erection returned once more.

    For just a moment he wondered if he’d failed her in some way and that’s why she started fucking someone else. Was he just not giving her what she needed in the bedroom?

    Eric followed Lauren into the bedroom and watched as she took off the small, silver hoop earrings and the three remarkably sexy silver bracelets she wore just below her elbow.

    Lauren looked at him and again glanced between his legs. “You’re not usually this…amorous when I get home,” she said while pointing at his still-stiff cock. “What’s up?”

    Eric considered picking his wife up, throwing her into the bed, pulling off her panties, and fucking her. He knew it would be a bad idea, though. He knew there would be too much anger and perhaps even a touch of hatred in the sex. He knew it would do more damage than it was worth.

    “I’m going to shower,” Lauren said.

    That’s what finally spurred Eric to action. He was doing everything he could to delay having a messy conversation about her cheating, but he couldn’t wait any longer. She was going to wash away any evidence of her infidelity and he couldn’t let her.

    As Lauren moved to leave the bedroom, Eric wrapped an arm around her waist and sat on the edge of the bed. He pulled his wife between his legs. She stood in front of him with a curious, amused look on her face.

    “Eric, what’s up with you?” Lauren asked without a hint of worry. She clearly had no idea what was about to happen.

    Instead of saying anything, Eric pulled out his phone, pulled up the text his friend had sent him, and hit play on the video. He turned his phone around and showed it to Lauren.

    At first, she clearly didn’t know what she was looking it. Eric watched as her face quickly changed from bemused confusion to worry to panic.

    Lauren’s eyes darted from his phone to Eric’s eyes and back to the phone. She tried to step back but he wrapped his free hand around her waist and held her in place. He wanted her to watch the entire video.

    “I’m sorry,” was the first thing she said after the video ended. “I’m so sorry.”

    Her eyes welled up with emotion, though she stopped just short of crying.

    Eric was annoyed that he felt a touch of sympathy for her. The anguished look on her face triggered a protective instinct. He wanted to pull her close and hug her, but that was out of the question.

    “How long?” Eric asked as he tossed the phone onto the bed behind him.

    “What?” Lauren asked.

    Eric felt a surge of anger. “How long have you been fucking him?” he asked through clenched teeth.

    “Eric, please,” Lauren pleaded.

    Eric pulled her closer. He felt her legs trembling.

    “Tell me,” he whispered while holding tightly onto her hips as Lauren stood between his legs.

    Lauren looked away and said in a soft voice, “We met two months ago.”

    “Did you fuck him tonight?” he asked.

    “Yes,” Lauren answered immediately.

    “Where?”

    “We went to his house,” she said.

    Eric looked at the dresser behind Lauren and saw their vacation photos. He saw the joy on their faces and the memories of those trips rushed back.

    He looked back at his wife. A tear rolled down her cheek. Her pain seemed genuine. He couldn’t tell if it was pain at being caught or at having cheated on him.

    He’d been trying his best to ignore it, but Eric was still hard. He was utterly confused by his erection, but there was no denying its presence between his legs. He wondered if it was why he didn’t feel angrier, why he wasn’t pulling his wife’s things out of the dresser and tossing them out the window while screaming about what a whore she was.

    “Is he a better kisser than I am?” Eric asked.

    “What?” Lauren asked as a look of total shock crossed her face. “No. I don’t know. Maybe. I don’t know,” she said in quick succession. She seemed confused that he’d ask such a question.

    Eric ran his hands over Lauren’s lower back, waist, and taut stomach. She looked so good, and her body felt incredible. His fingers moved up her side and over her bare collar bone. She closed her eyes and a quiet, almost imperceptible moan escaped her lips.

    It felt utterly insane in the moment, but Eric gently pulled Lauren’s mouth to his. He needed to kiss her. She resisted for a moment before giving herself over to it.

    At first, the kiss was awkward. Eric wasn’t sure what he wanted to get out of it. Then something clicked. He was hit by a wave of lust and he just wanted to ride it. He wanted to forget about everything for a moment and kiss his wife.

    His mouth parted and his tongue delicately brushed against her lips. Lauren’s resistance melted away and her tongue met his. What began as a tentative kiss soon became something resembling passionate. Eric thought of the video he’d watched so many times. He thought of his wife kissing the other man. It drove him to kiss her with greater vigor, to pull her closer to him.

    “Where else did he kiss you?” Eric asked as his hands moved over Lauren’s body.

    She seemed unsure of what to do, like she was worried that Eric might be on the verge of a burst of furious anger.

    He wasn’t, though. He was almost completely caught up in a kind of lust he hadn’t felt in years. Anger still lingered inside him. He knew it was there. He just didn’t want to deal with it. He wanted to follow the lust. He wanted to ride it to its inevitable conclusion.

    “Please,” Eric said. “Where else did he kiss you?”

    Lauren softened in his grip. The rigidity he’d felt seeped out of her. She seemed willing to trust that he wasn’t planning some sort of fury-fueled vengeance.

    She pointed to her neck and said, “Here.”

    Eric pulled her neck to his lips and kissed her. He let his tongue flitter over her soft flesh and enjoyed the quiet moan he caused.

    When Eric pulled back, Lauren pointed to the spot just above her top. He leaned forward and kissed her softly as her fingers moved to the back of his head and ran through his hair and over his neck.

    Eric pulled down Lauren’s top and exposed her perky naked breasts. In the moment he loved that she’d gone out braless.

    “Did he kiss you here?” Eric asked as he kissed his wife’s breasts.

    “Yes,” Lauren said as she closed her eyes and tilted her head towards the ceiling. She moaned as Eric wrapped his lips around her nipple and moved his tongue back and forth over the erect flesh.

    For a moment, Eric was beset by the imagery of another man sucking his wife’s breasts. He felt that same surge of lust as an imagined video played out in his head. He saw his wife running her hands through the other man’s hair as she enjoyed how his tongue pleased her.

    Eric knew that sort of imagery should have enraged him. He knew it was insane to be sucking on his wife’s breasts so soon after she’d let another man do it, so soon after she’d cheated on him. He couldn’t stop himself though. He’d lost the battle with desire. He was turned on in a way he hadn’t experienced in so long that he was going to follow it all the way to an orgasm if Lauren would let him go there.

    With that thought in mind, Eric picked up his wife, spun around, and gently placed her on her back in their bed. He briefly wondered if she’d ever brought her friend back to their house to fuck while he was at work or during that week when he was out of town on a business trip.

    The thought only served to feed the wild state of desire he was in. He pushed Lauren’s short skirt up around her waist and pulled her panties off.

    Her pussy was wet and her lips were slightly enflamed. He assumed that was from another man pounding her. He didn’t see any cum. At least she’d been smart enough to use a condom.

    “He kissed me here, too,” Lauren said as she used her fingers to spread her pussy lips and show Eric the wet, pink flesh inside.

    There was something about the way she said it and the lurid way Lauren opened her pussy to him that made Eric’s cock surge with lust. For a moment he felt like he might cum without touching himself. He got a little lightheaded and moved closer to his wife’s pussy.

    He felt the strongest urge to lick her and she seemed to be offering it. In fact, she seemed to understand what he wanted.

    Part of Eric’s brain screamed at him to stop. It tried to get him to turn away from the pussy that someone else had been inside of earlier that night.

    The louder part of his brain, the one controlled by the testosterone coursing through his blood, told him to taste her. It told him to lick his wife’s pussy because that’s what would turn him on the most in that moment.

    So he did it. He buried his tongue in her pussy and he felt such a strong surge of desire emanating from his groin that he knew just a few strokes would be enough to make him cum.

    Lauren moaned as Eric licked her pussy. She grabbed two handfuls of his hair and arched her back as she rubbed her clit over his tongue. The fact that she seemed so into it turned him on even more. He wasn’t sure why and in that moment he didn’t care.

    Lauren pulled Eric’s head from between her legs. There was a lusty look on her face with just a hint of insecurity mixed in. “Fuck me, Eric,” she said.

    He couldn’t say no. He didn’t want to. His mind was a confused jumble of lust, anxiety, and anger. His cock was as hard as it had ever been. His precum was making a mess on the sheets. He wanted to fuck his wife desperately, like he had when they were first dating.

    Eric quickly scrambled between her legs and pushed his cock inside Lauren. As he did, an image the man in the video doing the same thing flashed in his mind. He imagined Lauren’s long legs wrapped around that other man. He imagined her arms moving over his back as they fucked in his bed.

    Again that surge of lust rushed through his body. He pumped his cock hard into his wife’s wet pussy. He kissed her aggressively and she kissed him back as her hands moved feverishly over his back and grasped his ass cheeks.

    Eric felt his orgasm coming. He knew he wasn’t going to last long. He felt a touch embarrassed that he was going to cum in just a few minutes.

    Lauren was writhing underneath him and it quickly proved to be real as she announced her impending orgasm.

    “Fuck me, Eric!” she cried out. “Make me cum. Make me cum!”

    Just as Lauren screamed in ecstasy, Eric’s cock exploded inside her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him as they both climaxed.

    They stayed like that for a few minutes, delaying the inevitable awkwardness that would come after they uncoupled their bodies.

    Eric was the first to move. He pulled out of Lauren and pressed his boxer shorts between her legs to his cum wouldn’t leak into the bed. He rolled onto his back next to her and took her hand in his as they both stared at the ceiling.

    For a little while they laid there and let the awkward silence wash over them. Eric was the first to speak. “That was…unexpected,” he said.

    Lauren squeezed his hand as she said, “Yeah.” There was another long pause before she added, “Are we…should we…shouldn’t we talk about…well, what I did?” Her voice was filled with anguish as the last few words escaped her lips.

    “We should, but I think that can wait until tomorrow,” Eric said as he rolled onto his side and looked at Lauren. “Why don’t we shower?” he suggested.

    She smiled and wiped away a tear before they made their way to the bathroom. Eric turned the knob and held his hand under the water until it turned warm. He took his wife’s hand and led her into the roomy shower.

    Lauren closed her eyes and stepped into the water. Eric watched from behind as she ran her fingers through her wet hair and over her body. Some of the anger was still left in him and it would probably remain for a while. The breach of trust would be hard to get over.

    Something was different, though. He was still processing his feelings, but he knew that the overwhelming sense of desire he’d felt in the bedroom was more than jealousy and frustration fueled. There was something deeper at work, something he wasn’t yet sure he wanted to confront.

    Above all else, he knew he didn’t want to leave Lauren. He knew other people would tell him to jump ship, but he had no desire for it. At no point over the course of his up and down night did Eric feel like he wanted to leave his wife.

    He reached out and ran his hands over her back and grasped her waist. Lauren turned around and wiped the water out of her eyes before looking up at him.

    Eric pulled her into a tight hug. Her lean, wet, naked body felt so good pressed against his. She rested her head against his chest and slowly moved her hands over his skin.

    “I love you,” Eric said. He wanted Lauren to know he wasn’t boiling over with anger. There would be a hard conversation tomorrow, but he wasn’t going to be packing his bags and leaving.

    “I love you too,” Lauren said. “I’m so sorry.”

    Eric caressed her wet hair as the hot water filled the bathroom with steam. Lauren held him tighter and sobbed against his chest.

    Eric couldn’t help but think that this moment would end up strengthening their marriage. Perhaps he was being foolish, but in a weird way it felt like something had changed for the better that night.
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    Eric woke up feeling well-rested. He’d slept better than he thought he would. The wild emotional swings of the previous evening had clearly left him exhausted.

    Lauren was still asleep next to him. She looked so peaceful, as if the turmoil and lust from the night before had all washed away. He knew that wasn’t true, of course. They still had an uncomfortable, potentially difficult conversation ahead of them.

    Before he’d fallen asleep Eric had wondered if he’d wake up furious, if the sense of lust that had calmed his anger would wash away overnight and he’d be left feeling like a divorce was the only sensible option.

    As he sat up in bed and watched his wife sleep, Eric mostly felt like he wanted to wrap his arms around her, breathe in the scent of her hair, and feel the warmth of her body against his.

    For him, that was the strange thing. He didn’t want to scream at his wife. He didn’t want to throw things. He didn’t want to tell her she was a whore and that he was filing divorce papers as soon as he could meet with a lawyer. Those were the last things he wanted.

    Eric was equally delighted and dismayed to feel the same sense of arousal he’d experienced the night before. His cock was half hard as he thought about snuggling up next to his wife, and it wasn’t because he was dreaming about fucking her. He was thinking about her infidelity and it was turning him on.

    Eric gently slid his body next to Lauren’s and pulled her close. She stirred from her sleep and reached for his hand, pulling it across her body. Her ass pushed into his crotch. She definitely felt his erection.

    Eric kissed his wife’s neck as he enjoyed the scent of the shampoo she’d used the night before. Her soft skin felt so good against his lips. She moaned at his gentle touch.

    “Good morning,” Lauren whispered.

    “Good morning to you,” Eric said as he kissed her again. His hips moved slightly as he ground into her ass.

    “How did you sleep?” Lauren asked as she subtly moved her ass in rhythm with Eric’s hips.

    Eric’s cock was stiff as desire surged through him. Suddenly, an image of Lauren cuddled up with the man she’d been fucking popped into his head. Eric moaned and his hand moved to her hips. He pulled his wife’s ass tighter against him.

    “I slept well. How about you?” he asked while continuing to dry hump her while spooning.

    Lauren moaned as Eric’s fingers moved from her hips into her panties. He couldn’t help it. He had to see if she was as aroused as he was. Another surge of lust moved through him when Eric found wetness between her legs.

    “Better than I thought I would,” Lauren said.

    Eric fingered his wife as he rubbed his cock into her panty-clad ass. His mind filled with images of all the things he imagined her doing with the other man. He saw Lauren riding his cock. He saw her giving head. He saw her taking his cock from behind. Each new image only served to turn him on more.

    “Oh, Eric,” Lauren moaned.

    Eric imagined his wife saying another man’s name. He dry humped her ass.

    “I’m going to cum,” she whispered.

    Unbelievably, Eric was going to cum too. He was going to cum while dry humping his wife, like a teenage virgin.

    Lauren rubbed her ass vigorously over Eric’s cock. She was working to make him feel good, just as he was working to make her cum with his skilled fingers.

    Just as she announced her orgasm, Eric came in his underwear. He didn’t bother trying to stop it. He didn’t want to. 

    “Oh fuck!” he cried out as his body convulsed with the intense pleasure of an orgasm unlike any he’d experienced in years.

    Eric felt a surprising sense of joy after his orgasm. He wondered if the anger he felt last night was even in him anymore. Had it faded away entirely? That seemed impossible.

    Lauren rolled onto her back and turned her head to look at Eric. “Maybe I shouldn’t be asking, but what’s going on? I mean, I really enjoyed that, and it seems like you did too, but shouldn’t you be furious at me?”

    Lauren seemed bemused and concerned, like she wasn’t quite ready to trust that Eric wasn’t waiting for the right moment to unleash his fury and tell her what a whore she’d been.

    There was something Eric wanted to know, though. “Why’d you do it?” he asked.

    Lauren answered without hesitation. “With the exception of last night, when was the last time we had good sex?”

    “You thought we had good sex last night?” Eric responded. The answer to Lauren’s question was “I’m not sure” and he didn’t really feel like going down that road.

    “It was incredibly hot. So was this morning,” Lauren said as she snuggled up against Eric and ran her fingers over his chest.

    Eric closed his eyes and enjoyed the way her fingers moved over his body. It occurred to him that they hadn’t just relaxed in bed on a weekend morning in years, and it wasn’t like they had a son scampering around the house that they needed to attend to. They’d just stopped doing it.

    “You still shouldn’t have cheated on me,” Eric said, though he sounded less convincing than he wanted to. Again he wondered why he wasn’t angrier at Lauren.

    “I know,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

    Eric almost said, “Don’t be.” He couldn’t believe those words almost left his lips. He knew it was because in the span of 12 hours he’d had two astonishingly pleasurable sexual experiences with his wife. Part of him knew that her cheating had awoken something, perhaps in both of them.

    Instead of saying anything, Eric pulled Lauren closer against him and kissed her head. She snuggled up tighter and continued to run her fingers over his chest.

    “Has it really been two months?” Eric asked.

    He couldn’t help it. He needed to know more about her affair, though he suspected his drive for information was a little different than most men. His lack of anger was certainly different than the typical response.

    “Yes,” Lauren said.

    Eric felt her tense up a little. He smiled. She thought he was gearing up for a fight, that there would be yelling and recriminations and horrible accusations.

    “Where did you meet?” he asked.

    Lauren snuggled up closer as Eric ran his hand over her back. His touch was soft and loving. He wanted her to know it was safe to share.

    “It was a girl’s night out, actually. Two of the girls had canceled, so it was just Stephanie and me. I’d told her about the…lack of connection in our marriage earlier in the evening, and a little later these two guys came up and started flirting. I was about to tell them that I was married when Stephanie kicked me under the table.”

    Eric was surprised when Lauren moved her hand under his shirt and started to caress his bare chest. He couldn’t believe how good it felt.

    “She wanted me to flirt, to have a little fun. So I did. And it was fun. And that’s all it was going to be. Just a little bit of harmless fun.”

    Something about Lauren’s story combined with the way she was touching him had Eric feeling aroused. He tried his best not to show it, though.

    “How did it become more than just a bit of harmless fun?” he asked.

    “At first it was the four of us having drinks, talking, and flirting. Then we moved onto the dance floor. It was a fast song and we were doing the kind of dancing where you’re sort of touching, but not really. You’re just moving really close to each other.”

    Lauren’s hand moved from Eric’s chest down to his stomach. She rubbed her fingers along the area just above his underwear. He couldn’t tell, but it seemed like she was trying to arouse him.

    “Then a slow song came on,” Lauren continued. “Stephanie immediately put her arms around her guy’s neck and moved in close. I know I should have excused myself and called for a ride home, but I didn’t. I let the guy I was flirting with pull me close. I put my arms around his neck. I felt his hands slip under my shirt and caress my lower back and I didn’t do anything about it. It felt so good and I was drunk enough not to care about anything else.”

    Eric hadn’t gotten hard, but he was unquestionably aroused. He could feel it moving through him. It was that rare, wonderful kind of arousal that comes from exploring an entirely new and thrilling sexual experience. It didn’t matter to his brain that it was his wife telling him how her affair began.

    “I told myself that I wouldn’t let it go any further. That I’d just enjoy a slow dance with him, that I’d enjoy the way his hands felt on my skin, that I’d enjoy resting my head against his chest while we danced.”

    Eric felt his cock getting hard. He bent his knees, hoping to avoid the obvious tent in the sheets as his dick stiffened at his wife’s tale.

    “Then one of his hands left my lower back. A moment later he was caressing my face as we danced. I looked up at him. He kissed me,” Lauren said as she pushed her fingers under the waistband of Eric’s underwear and caressed his hard cock.

    “It was a soft, slow kiss. Just his lips held against mine. It felt so good.” Lauren paused as she continued to slowly stroke Eric’s cock. She said nothing about it. She didn’t call out the fact that he was clearly aroused by her story. She just played with his dick.

    “I was the one that pushed it further,” she continued. “I opened my mouth. I urged him to use his tongue. I used mine. I opened the door to everything that came next. It all just felt so good. I just needed it so badly.”

    Eric closed his eyes and moaned. Lauren had her hand around his rock hard cock. There was no point in denying his arousal. He was turned on in a way he wasn’t sure he’d ever experienced. He wanted to hear more of her story.

    “What happened next?” he asked.

    “It turned out that Stephanie was doing the same thing with her guy. They were going at it so hot and heavy that the bouncer had to tell them to stop. She asked me if I was okay, and when I told her I was, she left with her guy.”

    “What did you do?” Eric asked as Lauren’s fingers continued to slowly work his erection.

    “I went home with my guy, with Grady,” Lauren said.

    Eric knew that was the next step. He knew that’s what Lauren was going to say. That didn’t stop it from being thrilling when she finally said it. He moaned again. He’d completely given himself over to the eroticism of her tale.

    “Grady called an Uber and we put on quite a show in the backseat. I just couldn’t keep my hands off of him. I’d already made the decision to…well, to be a bad girl, and I wanted him. I wanted him in the car. I even played with his cock through his pants.”

    Eric was certain he was going to have another orgasm. It was only a matter of time. His cock felt stiffer than it had been in years.

    “Once we got to his house, we couldn’t get our clothes off fast enough. It was like a cliché as we undressed each other while stumbling down the hallway to his bedroom.”

    Lauren nuzzled and kissed Eric’s neck as she pulled down his underwear and freed his cock. Her fingers moved over the head to gather the precum and she deftly lubed him.

    “Grady pulled a condom out of his nightstand and frantically tore it open and put it on his cock as I hopped in his bed and spread my legs. I needed him so badly,” Lauren said.

    A question had been lingering in Eric’s mind for the past 12 hours. He hadn’t asked it yet because he wasn’t sure if he wanted to know the answer.

    “Was he big?” Eric finally asked.

    Lauren moaned and kissed his neck. “Yes, baby, he was big,” she said while stroking him.

    “Was he bigger than me?” Eric asked.

    “Yes,” Lauren said. “It felt good, too. It felt so good when he slipped his big cock inside me. I was so wet for him, baby. I needed him so badly that my pussy was soaking wet for him. I wrapped my legs around him and told him to fuck me.”

    Eric’s orgasm was close now. He knew he wasn’t going to last. Images of his wife on her back with someone else’s bigger cock inside her filled Eric’s head.

    Lauren’s moans changed. She made noises like she was getting fucked. She rubbed her body against Eric’s as her grip on his cock tightened.

    “He made me cum so hard that first night, baby. That’s why I needed more. That’s why I kept going back to him. He fucked me so good,” Lauren said as the sound of her hand moving up and down Eric’s slippery cock filled the room.

    “Did he fuck you better than I do?” Eric asked. He felt crazy asking it. He couldn’t believe the words were coming from his mouth. He knew the answer and he knew he wanted to hear it. For some reason, he knew the answer would be exactly what he wanted to hear. He knew it would make him cum.

    “He fucked me so much better than you do,” Lauren said.

    Eric’s body convulsed in pure delight as he climaxed. He grunted and groaned as Lauren brought him to orgasm and continued to moan and kiss his neck. It was the kind of orgasm that left Eric a little lightheaded and dazed.

    Lauren ran her fingertip through the cum that had spilled onto Eric’s stomach. She kissed his neck and whispered, “Did you enjoy that?”

    There was only one answer. “More than I could possibly explain,” Eric said.

    “No explanation needed,” Lauren said. “Would you mind doing something for me, though?”

    “Of course,” Eric said.

    He watched as Lauren pulled away and spun around until he was looking at her panties. He caught a glimpse of the damp spot in her crotch before she pulled them off.

    “Make me cum,” Lauren said.

    Eric quickly pulled off his underwear and wiped the cum off his stomach before tossing them aside and moving between his wife’s legs.

    “That’s so good,” she said while his tongue massaged her clit.

    Eric was still caught up in the intense lust of their morning. He wanted his wife to writhe with pleasure. He wanted to make her feel good, to make her cum hard. He couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about Grady, about his big cock fucking her.

    Those thoughts didn’t deter Eric from pleasuring his wife. They made him work harder. They made him double his efforts to get her off. He just wanted to make her feel good.

    “That’s it, baby, make me cum” Lauren said. Loud, lusty moans followed as her fingers entwined in his hair.

    Eric pushed two fingers into her pussy as he continued to lick his wife’s clit with his tongue. She moaned louder as he penetrated her.

    “Yes, yes!” she cried out. “I’m cumming!”

    Her hips pushed forward and Eric followed with his mouth as he lightly licked her clit to carry her through the orgasm. Eventually she gently pushed his head away and arched her back as the climax seemed to spread outwards from her pelvis.

    “That was incredible,” she said.

    Eric smiled as he rested between his wife’s legs and admired her pussy. He couldn’t help but think of someone else’s cock inside her, but he was ready to admit that it didn’t bother him nearly as much as it was supposed to, if at all. 

    It was clear to him now that it was a source of arousal. He let that thought settle in. Lauren cheating on him was arousing. It still seemed unbelievable, but he’d now had three orgasms in the span of 12 hours and they were all fueled by her infidelity. There was no denying it and he no longer had any desire to do anything but enjoy it.

    “We should definitely do that again, and soon,” Eric said.

    Lauren lifted her head off the bed and smiled at him. She sat up and pulled Eric’s mouth to hers for a long, slow kiss. “It would be my pleasure” she said.
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    “Are you okay?” Lauren asked.

    It was Sunday morning and she and Eric were relaxing on the deck overlooking their backyard.

    “Yeah,” Eric said. “I think so, at least.”

    “Is it…well, are you thinking about, you know, everything that’s happened the past few days?” she asked.

    “I guess so,” he answered. “It’s just that I’m not thinking about it like I figured I would, honestly. Like, I’m supposed to be really, furiously angry. I know I am, and yet I can’t muster it.”

    Lauren had a wicked smile on her face when Eric turned to look at her. She took a sip of her coffee and held his gaze.

    “Is it because your cock gets hard every time you think about Grady fucking me?” she asked.

    Eric nearly spit out the coffee he’d just sipped. He couldn’t believe how bold Lauren was being. She wasn’t wrong though, and she probably knew it.

    “That might have something to do with it,” Eric said as he flashed a wicked smile of his own.

    For a few minutes they sat in silence and enjoyed the sound of the birds chirping noisily in the trees lining their backyard.

    “Are you planning on seeing him again?” Eric finally asked. He was dying to know.

    Lauren looked surprised at the question. “I wasn’t planning on it,” she said. “You look disappointed. Do you want me to see him again?”

    “Well, I mean, yes, I guess I do,” Eric answered as he felt his cock get hard.

    Lauren looked at the growing tent between his legs. “Wow, I guess you do.” She smiled before a more serious look came over her face. “Are you sure about this? I know we’ve had some fun the past couple of days, but I don’t want to do any more damage than I’ve already done.”

    “I know this seems totally insane. I mean, look at this,” Eric said as he gestured to his obvious erection. “This is not something I’ve ever experienced before, but I can’t even explain how good the orgasms I’ve had the past couple of days are. I mean, it’s a whole different world. Plus, I might be crazy, but I feel like it’s actually done some good for us. When was the last time we relaxed on the deck on a Sunday morning?”

    Lauren flashed her irresistible smile and sipped her coffee.

    “You’re not in love with him, are you?” Eric asked. It hadn’t occurred to him that she might have developed feelings for him. He felt a rush of anxiety for the first time in two days.

    “God no,” Lauren said. “It’s just sex. Really great sex, but it’s just sex.”

    Eric’s anxiety washed away and was quickly replaced with lust.

    “You want me, don’t you?” Lauren asked.

    “Fuck yes,” he said.

    “What if I’d rather fuck Grady?” she shot back.

    “That only makes me want you more,” Eric said as he stood up.

    “Pervert,” Lauren said with a giddy smile. “Grady’s out of town anyway, so I guess I’ll have to settle for your cock instead.”

    Eric offered his hand and Lauren stood to take it. They shared a kiss on the deck and Eric would have pulled off her pajama pants and fucked her right there, but Lauren stopped him.

    “Let’s not put on a show for the neighbors,” she said while pulling him into the kitchen. 

    Eric shut the door behind them and turned around to see Lauren sitting on the kitchen table with her legs spread and her clothes in a pile on the floor.

    “I’m so wet,” Lauren said as she pushed two fingers inside her pussy. “Can you guess who I’ve been thinking about?”

    Eric kissed his wife and freed his turgid cock.

    “Fuck me, Eric,” Lauren moaned.

    Eric plunged his cock into his wife’s wet pussy and she wrapped her legs around him. They kissed as he held her hips and pounded his cock inside her.

    “Harder, Eric. Fuck me harder,” Lauren begged.

    Eric did his best to fuck his wife like she needed. “Does that feel good?” he asked.

    “Yes, it feels so fucking good,” Lauren said.

    Eric couldn’t help but think of Grady. He didn’t really want his wife’s lover to be in his head while he was fucking her, but there he was.

    “Does it feel this good with him?” Eric asked.

    “No,” Lauren said as she looked into her husband’s eyes. “It feels better with him.”

    Eric nearly came inside her. It was the answer he was looking for. It wasn’t nearly as painful as he was thinking it might be. Instead, it was pure pleasure. He fucked her harder and faster.

    “That’s it, fuck me harder, Eric. Fuck my pussy harder. Pound me,” Lauren said before kissing Eric’s neck and biting his earlobe. “Pound your wife’s pussy.” Her breathing was heavy as she held him tight against her body while they fucked on the kitchen table.

    “I’m gonna cum,” Eric announced.

    “Me too, baby. Make me cum. Pound my pussy and make me cum.”

    Eric closed his eyes and fucked his wife hard enough that his abs started to hurt. He was sweaty and exhausted and he’d never been so turned on.

    “Fuck!” he yelled as he climaxed inside her.

    Moments later Lauren joined him in orgasmic bliss as her legs wrapped tightly around him and she ran her fingers through his hair.

    “Fuck,” she whispered. “That was so hot.”

    Eric kissed her neck and smiled as he pulled out of Lauren’s pussy. His cum dripped out of her and onto the kitchen table. It felt good to make her climax like that. He wasn’t sure if she was being honest about sex with Grady feeling better, but hearing her say it stoked a wild, wonderful mix of jealousy and lust inside him that he wanted more of.

    “Let’s go to lunch,” he said.

    “Absolutely. Shower first though,” Lauren answered as she reached for a handful of napkins to clean up the mess leaking out of her.

    
      

    

    As Sunday came to an end, Eric was in his office doing a bit of prep work for the week ahead. He was riding a wave of pure joy at having spent the whole day with Lauren. He felt connected to his wife in a way he hadn’t in years. He didn’t care that it was her affair that had brought them back together. In fact, so far it had been a boon to their sex life.

    “Hey,” Eric said with a smile as Lauren popped her head into the office.

    “Hey. So, were you serious about wanting me to keep seeing Grady?” she asked.

    “Yes. I think, at least. I mean, I know it seems crazy, but there’s no point in pretending that I don’t find the idea insanely hot. Maybe it’s insane, though.” He trailed off for a few moments before snapping back to attention. “Sorry, I got lost there. Why do you ask?”

    Lauren laughed as she held up her phone and said, “Well, he’s out of town until Tuesday, but he just texted to see if I was interested in a naughty chat.”

    “Phone sex?” Eric asked. He felt his cock come alive at the idea.

    Lauren nodded.

    “Can I listen?”

    “I was thinking you could do more than listen,” she said. “I was thinking you could crawl between my legs and lick my pussy while I dream of having Grady’s cock inside me.”

    Eric felt lightheaded as lust rushed to his brain. He loved the absolute confidence in Lauren’s voice when she talked like that. He loved how willing and eager she was to play up the things that clearly aroused him.

    “I can’t think of anything I’d rather do,” Eric said.

    “You’ll have to be quiet, though. Grady likes that I’m cheating on you. He loves talking about you while he’s fucking me, in fact,” Lauren said.

    Eric was intrigued. “Talking about me?”

    “Well, mostly talking about how I need his cock to satisfy me because my husband can’t get the job done,” Lauren said as she stepped into the office and moved towards Eric’s desk.

    “He likes it when I tell him how much better his cock is than yours,” she said while leaning over the desk and flashing her cleavage at Eric. “Do you like that I tell him those things?”

    Eric stared at his wife’s breasts as his cock throbbed in his pants. “I do. Is that weird?”

    A satisfied smile crossed Lauren’s face as she stood up and turned around. “Probably. Does it matter?” she said while stepping out of the office and into the hallway. “Are you coming?”

    Eric hopped out of his chair and scampered after his wife. He knew his desires were weird. He knew that he was in a small minority of men that actually found it thrilling to be cheated on. He didn’t care, though. He’d spend the past handful of days in such a place of bliss that he wasn’t going to turn his back on it. He wanted more, in fact, and it seemed like Lauren was having just as much fun.

    She was stripping by the time Eric reached the bedroom. Just a glimpse of her pussy showed her enflamed labia and just a touch of wetness. Lauren was already turned on. Eric smiled at the sight of her desire.

    “What are you waiting for? Get your clothes off,” Lauren said.

    Eric stripped quickly as he watched his beautiful naked wife climb into bed and spread her legs. He moved between them and felt a beautiful, wild sense of desire as he stared at her pussy. In that moment it looked like the most perfect thing in the world. All he wanted to do was taste her.

    Eric pressed his mouth against his wife’s loins and licked her feverishly. She moaned, but quickly pushed his head away.

    There was a big smile on her face when Eric looked up. “I love that you’re so eager, but you need to take your time. I don’t want to cum before Grady even picks up his phone.”

    Eric smiled at the implication that he could make Lauren cum so quickly.

    “Why don’t you kiss my thighs?” Lauren suggested as she popped in a pair of ear buds, plugged them into her phone, and dialed Grady. She dropped the phone on the bed and waited for him to pick up as Eric softly kissed her thighs as he’d been instructed.

    “Hey, baby,” Lauren said in a lusty voice.

    Eric felt a wonderful surge of lust between his legs. The idea that his wife was talking to the man she’d been fucking was surprisingly thrilling. He reached down and slowly stroked his cock, doing his best not to make any noise.

    “I’m so glad you wanted to do this,” Lauren continued. “I know it’s only been two days, but I miss your cock so much. My pussy is so lonely without it.”

    Eric licked her pussy, though he stayed away from her clit. He just wanted to taste her. He wanted to feel her wetness against his tongue.

    “Yes, I wish you were here,” she said. “I wish you were between my legs right now. I wish your big cock was inside me, giving my pussy what it needs.”

    As he listened, Eric pushed two fingers into Lauren’s cunt. She was astoundingly wet. He looked up to see her gaze fixed on him. The look of pure, unadulterated lust in her eyes was intoxicating.

    He pushed a third finger inside her and fucked Lauren’s wet cunt hard and fast. The sound of her wetness filled the bedroom.

    “Can you hear how wet I am for you?” Lauren asked Grady. “Can you hear how wet my pussy is for your big cock?”

    Lauren moaned. Eric wished he could hear what Grady was saying. He imagined it was something wonderfully dirty about fucking her.

    “Mmmm, you know I love it when you fuck me doggystyle. I love how you pound my tight little pussy from behind and make me beg for it harder and deeper,” Lauren said as Eric continued to finger fuck her pussy.

    “No, Eric doesn’t fuck me doggystyle. You know he doesn’t. His dick isn’t big enough. It always just slips out and I can’t really feel him anyway.” Eric looked up at his wife as she talked about him. He stroked his dick with one hand and fingered her pussy with the other. “You always fill me so good, baby. You fill my tight married pussy when you fuck me doggystyle. You fill me just like I need.”

    Eric had to stop masturbating. He was going to cum if he didn’t and he wanted this to last. Listening to Lauren’s dirty talk with her lover was so much hotter than he thought it would be.

    “I don’t know when he’s going out of town again, why?” Lauren asked.

    Eric looked up and raised his eyebrows. Lauren reached down and pulled his head to her pussy. He licked her clit as she moaned.

    “You’re so naughty,” she said to Grady. “I love that you want to fuck me in my bed. Fuck, that turns me on so much. I’m in my bed right now, you know. My legs are spread for you, baby. I wish you were inside me, fucking me in the bed my husband and I sleep in.”

    Eric worked his tongue over Lauren’s pussy. He let his mind run with the fantasy she was playing out over the phone. He imagined Grady in their bed with her. He imagined another man fucking his wife right where he slept. The idea was stunningly sexy.

    “You could spend the night,” Lauren said. “You could fuck me as many times as you wanted in our bed. You could fuck me right where my husband sleeps.”

    Lauren writhed as Eric licked her pussy and Grady talked dirty to her. He could tell her orgasm was approaching. She was moaning louder and moving her hips up and down to rub her clit over Eric’s tongue.

    “Yes, fuck it, yes. I want it,” Lauren said.

    Eric had no idea what she was talking about, but the tone in her voice was one of wild desire. It must have been something naughty.

    “Fuck, yes! Cum inside me. Cum inside me!” she yelled.

    Eric licked his wife’s wet pussy faster. He made her moan louder as his tongue worked her over. He’d not considered the idea of Grady cumming inside her until that moment and he loved it. It sounded like the hottest thing in the world.

    “Fill my married pussy with your hot cum,” she cried out. “Ooohhh God, I’m cumming!”

    Eric licked Lauren’s clit until she pushed his head away and let her hips writhe as they needed to. She was clearly overwhelmed with the pleasure of being effectively double teamed.

    “Did you cum?” she asked Grady. “Me too. That was incredible. Fuck, that was really incredible.”

    Eric felt the same way, though he hadn’t yet had his orgasm.

    “When do you get back in town?” Lauren asked. “Okay. I’ll see you then.”

    She pulled out her ear buds, tapped her screen to end the call, and looked at Eric.

    “Fuck me,” she said.

    Her demand surprised him, but Eric didn’t waste any time. He moved between his wife’s legs and guided his cock into her soaking wet pussy.

    Lauren wrapped her legs around him and pulled Eric close for a kiss. Her tongue eagerly invaded his mouth and moved just as his had moved over her clit.

    “He wants to fuck me in our bed, honey. He wants me to invite him over to cheat on you in our marital bed. Do you want me to do that? Do you want me to fuck another man where you sleep?” Lauren asked as she wrapped her legs around him.

    “Yes,” Eric said. “Fuck yes I want that.”

    “I think you need to go on a trip this week, then,” Lauren added with a smile. “I need his cock so badly.”

    For a brief moment Eric considered that most men would have gone soft if their wives mentioned another man’s cock while they were having sex. The thought drifted away as quickly as it arrived and was replaced by a surge of lust and an orgasm.

    “Fuck!” Eric cried out as he came in his wife’s pussy.

    She had a look of overwhelming joy on her face. It was clear that Lauren loved that he was so turned on by her desire for another man.

    “You definitely need to go out of town this week,” she said as Eric collapsed on top of her while the last of his cum shot into her pussy.

    “I agree,” he said as her hands moved over his back. “I definitely agree.”

  
    From Cheating Wife to Cuckoldress - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Despite his excitement, Eric felt a little foolish sitting on the floor of the walk-in closet. He was waiting for Lauren to bring Grady to their bedroom for an evening of wild sex while he watched.

    The plan seemed perfectly sane when Lauren had first proposed it, but Eric was getting a little nervous as the moment approached. He wanted to watch so badly though. He couldn’t pass up the chance to see his wife and the man she’d been cheating with have unbridled, passionate sex.

    When the doorbell rang Eric felt his heart start to pound in his chest. For a moment he considered abandoning the plan and trying to sneak out of the house without being noticed. He couldn’t though. He had to watch. He had to witness Lauren’s lust for Grady. His cock was already hard with desire, defying the anxiety he felt.

    It was only a few minutes before the bedroom door opened and Eric heard his wife.

    “You have no idea how much I’ve missed you,” Lauren said. “How much I’ve missed your cock.”

    Eric couldn’t see them yet, but a few lusty turns of phrase from his wife were more than enough to make his cock throb.

    Eric listened as the sound of passionate kissing drifted through the slats in the closet door.

    “Damn, you’re excited tonight,” Grady observed.

    “I know it makes me a bad wife, but I really want to fuck me in my bed. I want you to fuck me right where my husband sleeps,” Lauren said.

    Eric knew she was putting on a performance for him. Lauren knew he was sitting in the closet and watching. She knew he could hear every word she said, and she’d already shown great skill at stoking his naughty desire for her to be with another man.

    “Don’t you worry,” Grady said. “I’m gonna fuck you until you’re sore. I own this pussy tonight.”

    Lauren moaned. Eric still couldn’t see them, but he imagined Grady’s hand in his wife’s panties.

    “Fuck, Grady. That feels so good. You make my pussy feel so good. It’s yours whenever you want it,” Lauren said through a series of low, lusty moans.

    Eric knew that wasn’t a performance. He knew Grady excelled at arousing Lauren. He knew it should have bothered him that another man was playing with his wife’s pussy just a few feet away, and yet all it did was turn him on.

    “Yeah? This pussy is mine whenever I want it?” Grady asked.

    “Yes,” Lauren said.

    Grady was fingering her hard enough that Eric could hear the wetness of her pussy from his spot on the closet floor.

    “Tell me who owns your pussy,” Grady said.

    “You do. You own my married pussy,” Lauren said. “Fuck, Grady, I’m going to cum. Fuck.”

    Eric stroked his cock slowly and silently. He couldn’t resist. He knew it was crazy to make any noise, but he was so turned on. Something about his wife telling Grady that he owned her pussy drove him wild.

    “I’m cumming!” Lauren cried out. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    Eric couldn’t believe Grady had gotten her off so quickly. He secretly hoped it was at least in part because she knew he was listening from the closet, and that playing this dirty game turned her on even more than usual.

    For a few moments all Eric could hear was the sound of Lauren’s heavy breathing. Then, her lusty voice delivered a wonderfully naughty line as she said, “I want to suck your cock.”

    Moments later Lauren and Grady appeared in front of the bed. Finally, Eric could see the naughty show that was about to unfold.

    He watched as his wife dropped to her knees and looked up at her lover while undoing his belt and pulling down his pants. It had been years since she’d done that sort of thing for him, and here she was offering that wild, naughty pleasure to another man.

    Grady reached down and ran his fingers through Lauren’s hair as she pulled down his boxer shorts and freed his remarkably large cock.

    Lauren wrapped her fingers around it and gently kissed the head while she stared up at Grady. She kissed her way down the shaft and then took his balls into her mouth. Eric was astonished as he sat in the closet.

    He’d imagined his wife playing with Grady, but in his mind it was nothing like this. He hadn’t gotten so specific with his fantasies and she was far surpassing them. His dick was stiff and dripping precum but they were close enough to the closet doors that he didn’t dare masturbate.

    Instead, he just watched the show. He watched as his wife sucked on her lover’s big balls and stroked his long, thick cock. He loved how Lauren looked up at Grady while she was pleasuring him. Eric could see a little bit of the lust in her eyes while she so eagerly offered her mouth to the other man and it thrilled him.

    “Does that feel good?” Lauren asked. “Do you like it when I suck your balls?”

    “You know I do,” Grady said as he looked down at her.

    “Do you want me to suck your cock?” she asked.

    “I do. Show me how talented that mouth of yours is,” he answered.

    Lauren ran her tongue from the base of Grady’s cock to the tip and then wrapped her lips around the impressively thick head. He moaned as she moved down the shaft, sucking hard and playing with his balls while she did.

    “That’s so fucking good,” Grady said.

    It certainly looked good from Eric’s vantage point. Lauren moved her hands and mouth in concert as she pleasured the man she’d been cheating with. Soon the sound of her wet, sensual sucking filled the bedroom as she worked the dick in her mouth.

    Eric tried to remember the last time she’d given him a blowjob like that and he couldn’t. He was certain it had happened, but his brain couldn’t conjure the memory of being worked over like that. Even that turned him on. He loved the idea that she was gleefully giving someone else the overwhelming pleasure of her talented mouth.

    When Grady pulled his cock from Lauren’s mouth she looked genuinely disappointed. “Do you suck your husband’s cock like this?” he asked.

    “No,” Lauren said as she reached up and stroked Grady’s thick, wet shaft.

    “Why not?” Grady asked.

    “Because he doesn’t deserve it,” she said. “He doesn’t fuck me like you do. He doesn’t make me cum like you do, so he doesn’t deserve my mouth like you do.”

    Grady smiled and pushed his big cock back into Lauren’s mouth. She took it without pause and once again offered him the pleasure of her mouth. She took half his shaft with ease and continued to play with his balls and stroke him with her free hand.

    Eric felt a kind of arousal he hadn’t experienced in years, if ever. It felt like he was on the verge of losing control, like the reptilian part of his brain had taken over and wanted him to masturbate furiously and spill his cum all over the closet floor. He felt a pleasant tingling sensation between his legs that thrilled him beyond words.

    Again Grady pulled his cock from Lauren’s mouth, but this time he leaned down and pulled her to her feet. He picked up his pants and reached into the pocket to pull out a condom, but Lauren stopped him before he opened it.

    “You don’t need to use that,” she said. “I want to feel you inside me.”

    Grady dropped the condom and smiled as Lauren turned around and bent over the bed.

    She turned her head to look at him and said, “Fuck me, Grady. Give my married pussy what it needs.”

    Eric watched as Grady moved into position behind Lauren and rubbed the head of his big cock over her pussy lips. She moaned and pushed back on him.

    Grady gave Lauren what she wanted as he pushed the length of his cock into her pussy. He didn’t know it, but Grady was giving Eric exactly what he wanted, too. He stroked his cock slowly as another man fucked his wife and it felt like the most thrilling moment of his life.

    As he watched and masturbated, Eric realized why Lauren had spent the past two months fucking Grady. It wasn’t like when they had sex. Even when they were younger Eric didn’t fuck his wife like Grady was fucking her.

    Suddenly, all the things he’d been saying while he fingered Lauren’s pussy earlier made perfect sense. He was fucking her pussy like he owned it. He was taking it and making it his. His thrusts were hard, deep, and fast. He seemed to have an endless supply of energy to continue his aggressive pounding of Lauren’s pussy and based on her moans, she loved every second of it.

    Eric was astounded when Grady grabbed a handful of Lauren’s hair and pulled hard on it. Her head snapped back, but instead of crying out in pain or telling him to knock it off, she moaned louder.

    “Who owns your pussy,” Grady said as he kept his tight grip on Lauren’s hair.

    “You own my pussy,” she said. “You own my married pussy. It’s yours. It’s yours to do whatever you want with.”

    Eric had to stop stroking. He had to let go of his cock and hope he wouldn’t cum. The dirty talk was so much more arousing than he thought possible. He couldn’t get enough of it. He absolutely loved hearing his wife say those things.

    “That’s right. I own this pussy,” Grady said as he released Lauren’s hair and smacked her ass hard.

    She cried out in pleasure and he spanked her again. 

    “Again, please,” Lauren said. 

    Eric couldn’t believe she was practically begging Grady to spank her ass.

    Grady spanked Lauren’s ass once more and she let loose a loud, long moan of pleasure. She was cumming. An aggressive, standing doggystyle fuck with hard spanking was making her cum. Eric couldn’t believe what he was watching.

    As Grady pulled out and Lauren collapsed onto the bed, Eric felt like he understood why she’d cheated on him. Yes, their sex life had gotten stale, but it was more than that. Lauren needed something that he simply couldn’t provide her. She’d never come close to cumming when he’d fucked her from behind and Grady had managed to do it in just a few minutes.

    Eric smiled. It felt weird for that realization to make him happy, but it did. Lauren getting her sexual satisfaction elsewhere clearly turned him on, and she’d just had two orgasms in the span of fifteen minutes, so she clearly enjoyed herself too. Weirdly, it felt like a perfect moment.

    “You’re incredible,” Lauren said to Grady as she caught her breath.

    “Do you want more?” Grady asked as he stroked his big cock.

    Lauren smiled. “You know I do. I want you to fuck my pussy until I’m sore.” She crawled into the bed and laid on her back. “Or should I say your pussy?” Lauren said as she spread her legs and rubbed her clit.

    “You should,” Grady said as she moved between Lauren’s legs and pushed his big cock inside her.

    “Pound me, Grady,” she said.

    Minutes after an orgasm and Lauren was already begging Grady to pound her again. Once more, Eric was astounded at his wife. He was astounded that she was so insatiable. It was like a different woman in their bed.

    Eric couldn’t quite see the penetration from his position on the closet floor, so he stood up. From a standing position he could see Lauren’s legs spread wide open and watch as Grady pounded his big cock into her over and over. It was yet another thrilling experience in a night full of them.

    For just a moment Eric considered the utter absurdity of what he was doing. He was hiding in the closet while another man fucked his wife in their bed. Not only that, but he was masturbating to it. He was more turned on than he’d ever been while another man satisfied his wife. He’d just watched Grady make Lauren cum twice, including in a way he’d never made her cum in his life.

    For some reason, the absurdity of it made Eric happy. He felt lucky to have a wife like Lauren. She knew how much this all turned him on and she made it happen. She was giving him a gift, albeit one she was enjoying immensely.

    It was the gift that would keep on giving too, because Eric knew this wasn’t the last time he’d watch Lauren get fucked.

    Lauren was moaning louder now. She was getting close to orgasm. It seemed like Grady was too. He was moaning right along with Eric’s wife as the sounds of sex filled the room.

    “Cum inside me,” Lauren urged her lover.

    “Are you sure,” Grady said.

    “Yes, I want your cum inside me,” Lauren replied. “Please, Grady, fill me.”

    Again Eric had to stop stroking his cock. Again he learned something new. He absolutely loved hearing Lauren tell Grady she wanted his cum inside her. It felt like he was aroused from head to toe as the words drifted from the bed to his ears.

    Grady fucked Lauren harder and faster. She wrapped her legs around him, depriving Eric of the view of her pussy being filled. It didn’t matter. Another man was about to cum in his wife. That was all the arousal he needed.

    “Oh my God, I’m cumming!” Lauren said as she experienced her third orgasm of the night. “Fuck. Fuck! You fuck me so good.”

    Grady pounded her pussy hard and fast and then buried his cock inside Lauren and stopped. He lifted his head and cried out. He was cumming inside her, just as she wanted. All Eric could do was watch in amazement. He knew if he even touched his cock he’d cum. It was the most arousing thing he’d ever seen.

    After a few moments Lauren kissed Grady as her hands moved over his body. It was a soft, loving kind of kiss and he returned it eagerly.

    “I know I already said it, but you’re incredible,” she said.

    “You’re not so bad yourself,” Grady added.

    Eric could have watched their pillow talk for hours, but he had a part to play. He grabbed his phone and sent a quick text.

    A moment later Lauren’s phone buzzed and she reached for it on the nightstand.

    “Oh shit,” she said. “That’s Eric. He came home a day early. He’ll be here in half an hour. Shit. You have to go.”

    Eric expected Grady to rush out of the house as fast as possible. Instead, he kissed Lauren again. This time, it was even more passionate. It was a long, slow, deep kiss, and in the middle of it he started gently thrusting his cock into her.

    Lauren moaned into her lover’s mouth and moved her hips to meet his cock.

    “No, no,” she said. “I’m sorry. You know I love your cock, and letting you fuck me all night long is what I really want to do, but I need to clean up before Eric gets home, which means you need to get out of here.”

    Grady had a smile on his face as he pulled out and climbed off the bed. He quickly got dressed and gave Lauren another kiss before heading out of the bedroom.

    As he’d been instructed, Eric waited until Lauren gave him the all clear.

    “Did you enjoy the show?” she asked.

    Eric opened the closet door and emerged naked and sporting a rock hard erection.

    “I guess you did,” Lauren said with a smile. She spread her legs as Eric looked between them. He could see Grady’s cum leaking out of her. His cock throbbed with desire.

    “What do you want to do with that hard cock of yours?” Lauren asked.

    “I want to fuck you,” Eric said.

    “Even with Grady’s cum inside me?”

    Eric looked at her. He saw the lascivious smile on her face. He knew he could share his true feelings. “Especially with Grady’s cum inside you,” he said.

    “Well then come and get it,” she said while beckoning Eric between her legs.

    A sense of elation overtook Eric as he climbed into bed and kissed his wife just a few minutes after another man had enjoyed that same pleasure.

    Lauren reached between his legs, grabbed his cock, and guided it inside her cum-filled pussy.

    “Fuck me, baby,” she said.

    He felt Grady’s cum engulf his cock immediately. It was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. Even more than the feeling, Eric loved the idea that he was using someone else’s cum as lube for sex with his wife.

    “Do you like fucking my cum-filled pussy, baby?” Lauren asked as she grasped Eric’s ass and pulled him into her.

    “Yes. Fuck, yes,” was all Eric could say. He wasn’t going to last more than a few strokes.

    “Cum inside me, baby. Add your load to Grady’s. Fill me,” Lauren encouraged him.

    It occurred to Eric that Lauren wasn’t going to cum as he fucked her. She was encouraging him, but it was clear she wasn’t experiencing the same kind of pleasure she had with Grady’s cock inside her. Despite himself, that only served to arouse Eric more.

    “That’s it, baby. Give me your cum,” she said.

    Eric couldn’t hold back any longer. He thrust his cock into his wife’s wet, messy pussy and unleashed his load. He did exactly as she asked.

    Lauren wrapped her legs around him and pulled Eric close for a kiss. Her tongue gently moved into his mouth as her fingers danced through his hair. It felt perfect in every way. His cock was bathed in a mixture of two loads of cum and he was still riding the high of an intensely pleasurable orgasm fueled by a night of heightened arousal as he watched his wife fuck someone else.

    Eric waited before pulling out. He wanted to savor the sensation of Lauren’s slippery, messy pussy around his softening cock. She seemed in no hurry to have him leave her body, either. Instead, they kissed and caressed each other gently, neither saying much of anything as they enjoyed the end of a wild evening.

    When he finally pulled out, Eric leaned back and looked at Lauren’s pussy. It was a beautiful mess. He couldn’t help but smile.

    “I definitely want to do this again,” Eric said.

    “Well, I had three incredible orgasms, so you’re not going to hear any arguments from my side,” Lauren added.

    Eric knew he hadn’t been responsible for any of those orgasms, a fact that felt so much hotter than it should have. He definitely wanted to do this again.

  
    From the Archives

    For a little more than three years I've been posting exclusive content on Patreon, which means there's a whole lot of stuff in the archives that some of you (perhaps even most of you) haven't read yet. That's why I figured I'd start a semi-regular post (I'm thinking every two weeks) where I highlight a few stories from the archives that you might have missed.

    For this first post I'm going to go back to the first two stories I wrote. They weren't actually posted on the Patreon right away because I originally wrote them to be sold on Amazon. I'm sure some of you read them on Kindle. I wrote both of these stories in a coffee shop just down the street from my house. I'd go every day, finish a chapter or two while trying to make sure that no one could see my laptop screen (writing filth in public can be risky), and then head home feeling good (and sometimes a little bit aroused).

     	The very first multi-part story I wrote was The Corruption of Anna Lee. It's a tale of a wife embracing the idea of being an escort and meeting with a series of wealthy clients for sexual experiences that she's never had before. Her husband is into it, of course, and as you follow their journey you'll see that their marriage is put to the test by Anna's developing relationship with a client. Click here to find a list of all 12 parts of The Corruption of Anna Lee.
 	The second multi-part story was Serving the Cuckoldress Next Door. It begins with a young man listening to his neighbor getting fucked. They eventually strike up a relationship and she reveals that she finds great pleasure in dominating men. They try out chastity play and cuckolding, among other things, and there's a little twist at the end that I enjoyed writing. Click here for a list of all 12 parts of Serving the Cuckoldress Next Door.
 	If you're not into multi-part stories, check out The Last Party Before College. The story takes us inside an end of summer house party. Eli shows up late and goes looking for his girlfriend, and what he finds helps him discover that he's turned on by entirely unexpected pleasures.
 	For a little bit of femdom pleasure, try Your Small Cock is Worthless, but You're Not. It's a quick little post designed to tap into the thrill of serving a woman that understands that while you're unable to pleasure her in the traditional ways, you're not entirely useless.


  
    Fuck in the Backseat of the Car as Your Cuckold Drives

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Have your cuckold drive you around town as you fool around in the backseat. It’s better if he doesn’t know what’s going to happen. Give him a destination that’s far enough away to offer ample time for sex. Wear a skirt to make it easier and then get down to business. Start with kissing and feel free to get a little louder than usual about it. Your cuckold will be stiff with desire soon enough.

    Go down on your lover in the backseat. Make it a louder blowjob than usual to ensure that your husband knows exactly what’s going on back there. Then, climb on top of that big cock and sink your pussy down on it. Take your lover for a ride until you both (hopefully) climax. Thank him for a particularly good fuck, all while your husband is driving the car. Given how turned on your cuckold will be, it’s wise to be mindful of his driving. If it seems like he’s not concentrating on the road, remind him of his responsibility to keep you safe while you’re enjoying your lover’s cock in the backseat.

    
      The Story
    

    You figured it was a date night like all the rest. Your wife’s boyfriend would pick her up at your house, take her out for an evening of pleasure, and she’d return later that evening or the next morning. It’s happened many times before. You figured wrong.

    “You’re driving tonight,” she says as her boyfriend hands you the keys. They smile at each other while you’re left to wonder what’s going on.

    You take a moment to admire your beautiful wife in her outfit for the evening. The short, pleated black skirt is positively naughty and looks incredible with the sheer, thin white sweater and tank top she paired it with. It’s a casual but insanely sexy look and her boyfriend hasn’t been able to keep his hands off of her since he arrived.

    As they walk towards the car he brazenly puts a hand up her skirt and grabs her ass. She stops and they share a deep kiss as he continues to play with her beautiful butt. A wave of jealousy overtakes you. You can’t help but wish you were the one playing with her ass. You’re hard though, as a cuckold tends to be when his wife is fooling around with another man.

    You follow them down the steps and climb into the front seat of the Audi her boyfriend drives. It’s nicer than your car and you can’t help but feel like they’re chauffeur, which was almost certainly the point of making you drive them.

    “The restaurant is already in the GPS, honey,” your wife says before she slides closer to her boyfriend and kisses him while you watch in the rearview mirror. 

    She notices the car’s not moving and breaks the kiss to look at you. “What are you waiting for?” she asks, snapping you out of your revelry.

    “Sorry.” You push the start button and the car comes to life. By the time you’ve put it in reverse your wife and her boyfriend are making out again. They’re in the middle of the back seat, meaning you can’t help but see that he’s fondling her breasts through the soft wool of her sweater as they kiss.

    Your cock is stiff as you begin the drive. You hear your wife moan and look into the rearview mirror, hoping to catch a glimpse of the action. You see him kissing her neck and reach up to tilt the mirror down, revealing more of the back seat. His hand has disappeared up her skirt. He’s playing with your wife’s pussy and you’re stuck driving them to their date.

    Soon he’s moaning too and another glance in the mirror reveals your wife has pulled out his cock and is slowly stroking it. This isn’t the first time you’ve seen his dick and it remains impressively large. You feel just a touch of inadequacy every time you see it, if only because he’s so much bigger than you are. You know what your wife sees in him, why she’s always so eager to fuck him.

    You look in the rearview mirror at the right time to see your wife’s head drop into his lap. He moans loudly and you know she’s taken his cock into her mouth. Your wife is blowing another man in the car, and you’re driving. Most guys would be enraged and deeply humiliated, but not you, cuckold. You’re hard as a rock as you listen to the sounds of wet, sloppy cocksucking happening just a foot behind you.

    Her boyfriend groans and says, “Your wife is an incredible cocksucker, cuckold.” He wants to rub it in. He wants to relish the fact that another man’s wife is sucking his dick. You get a little bit stiffer when he reminds you of what your wife is doing to him.

    There’s movement in the back of the car, drawing your eyes to the mirror. You watch as your wife pulls off her panties and tosses them into your lap. You look down and see the wetness that’s formed there. Fooling around with another man while you drive has clearly left her aroused, and she’s about to get fucked.

    You glance in the mirror again and see your wife straddle her boyfriend. His hands caress her ass as she sinks onto his cock and fills her pussy with his incredible thickness. They groan together, and just like that your wife is fucking in the backseat of her boyfriend’s car as you’re being their chauffeur.

    Between sensual moans your wife says, “Your cock feels so good. It feels so fucking good inside me. Yes, fuck me, fuck me!” You can hear the wetness of her pussy as she bounces up and down on his dick. It’s loud, lustful sex they’re having and you’re a willing witness to your wife enjoying someone else’s bigger, better cock.

    “Keep your eyes on the road, cuckold,” her boyfriend says when he catches you staring in the mirror a little too long. You want so desperately to watch, to witness your cuckolding, but you’ll have to settle for listening and stealing quick glances.

    The sound alone is enough to make your cock ache. Her moans, the wetness of her pussy as she bounces up and down on him, the loud kisses they share. All of it rings in your ears as you drive towards the restaurant they’ll be enjoying a romantic dinner at while you hang out in the car.

    “I’m going to cum!” your wife announces, and moments later she’s crying out in pure orgasmic pleasure. Her boyfriend follows, and just like that you’ve been witness to an incredible round of car sex. Unlike most men, you didn’t get to participate. Instead, you drove another man’s car as he fucked your wife in the backseat. You’re a good cuckold husband, and your wife loves you very much.

  
    Fuck Your Bull & Talk to Your Cuckold

    “His cock is huge, honey. He’s definitely going to stretch my pussy, honey. I won’t even be able to feel you when he’s done fucking me. I’ll bet you wish you were here to watch, don’t you?”

    The sounds of cocksucking fill your ears as your wife wraps her luscious lips around her lover’s massive cock and offers him pleasure. You can hear her moaning as she blows him.

    “Oh fuck…he feels so good inside me. I can’t believe how big he is, how much he’s stretching me.”

    You can hear her moans and the sound of their bodies slapping together as another man fucks your wife from behind. In your head, you can see her on her knees with his dick plunging into her in doggystyle. You can’t help but pull your cock out to stroke.

    “I’m on top now, honey. I know you like it when I ride your cock with my wet pussy. Now I’m doing it for someone else and it feels so much better. That’s right, his cock feels so much better inside me than yours does.”

    Her words hurt, but your cock gets harder. You can’t help it. You can’t help but get stiffer knowing that your wife is enjoying someone else’s dick more than she enjoys yours.

    “God damn, he’s so deep inside me,” she says through a groan. “He’s so fucking deep inside me, honey. His big cock is so much deeper inside me than you’ve ever been.”

    “Get on your stomach,” you hear him say gruffly.

    Your wife does as he commands. “He’s going to fuck me from behind again, honey,” she says.

    She groans. You can sense just a touch of pain in her voice. “Do you like that?” her lover says.

    “Yes. Pull my hair. Spank my ass. Fuck me like my husband can’t. Fuck me like a real man would,” your wife answers.

    Now she’s putting on a show for you. She’s making it perfectly clear to her cuckold husband that someone else is doing as he pleases with her body. How does it feel?

    “I’m gonna cum!” her lover says.

    “Cum inside me!” your wife answers.

    You thought they were using protection. You thought you were the only one that got to cum inside your wife’s pussy.

    “Do you want him to cum inside me?” she asks.

    You stroke your cock furiously as you imagine another man’s cum in her pussy. Do you want him to cum inside her?

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “Cum inside me!” she says to her lover.

    You hear him grunt. Your wife moans. “He’s cumming inside me. He’s cumming in your wife’s pussy! He’s cumming inside me!”

    You’re cumming too. You can’t help it. Another man came inside her and you came in your hand.

  
    Gangbang Creampie Cleanup

    Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).  

    
      
    

    “Is that too tight?” Marie asked as she tightened the inch thick leather collar around Kurt’s neck.

    “No. It feels good,” he said as she clicked the lock in place, ensuring he’d remain collared for the duration of the evening.

    Marie moved in front of her husband and examined the clear plastic chastity device she’d used to imprison his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it and pulled hard, ensuring it wouldn’t slip off at the first sign of excitment. Kurt winced at the mild surge of pain in his groin. 

    “Sorry, sweetheart,” Marie said. “But we can’t have you masturbating tonight, can we?”

    “No ma’am,” he answered.

    “Are you clear on your responsibilities tonight?” she asked.

    “Yes ma’am,” Kurt answered.

    “Good. Don’t disappoint me. You have an important part to play at the party and I won’t be happy if you fail to live up to my expectations,” Marie said in a stern voice.

    A determined look came over Kurt’s face. “I won’t disappoint you, I promise,” he said.

    Marie smiled. “I know. I’ve trained you well. Now go get dressed. We’re leaving in five minutes.”

      

    While Marie finished readying herself in the bathroom, Kurt moved around the suite they’d rented ensuring everything was as it should be. He unpacked the case of water bottles they’d bought and left them on the table in the corner of the room. He left bottles of lube on the nightstand, just in case, and took note of the lack of condoms. It would be all creampies tonight.

    Marie emerged from the bathroom looking utterly ravishing in a pair of black stockings, a garter belt, and a demi-cup bra that left her nipples exposed.

    “Do you think they’ll like it?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Kurt answered as he enjoyed a long look at his wife’s beautiful body.

    “They’ll be here soon. Is everything ready?” Marie asked as she looked around the hotel room.

    “Yes, everything is in place, and of course I will help in any way necessary. Just say the word,” Kurt said.

    Marie gently caressed his cheek and said, “You’re such a good boy. Now off with your clothes. I want them all to see your locked little cock when they come in. I want them to know that my cuckold won’t be fucking anything tonight.”

    “Yes ma’am,” Kurt said as he stripped until he was wearing only his chastity device and collar.

    A few minutes later a knock on the door announced the arrival of the first of the evening’s six guests. Marie offered him a kiss as he ran his hands over the married woman’s beautiful, lithe body. His cock was hard in an instant.

    Each of the next five guests would receive the same welcome before making their way into the hotel suite and taking their clothes off. Soon enough the gangbang was ready to begin.

    Marie wore a giddy look on her face as she dropped to her knees with six men surrounding her. Kurt watched from outside the circle as his wife moved from big cock to big cock, sucking and stroking them all until the men were throbbing.

    Two of the men stepped aside, giving Kurt a perfect view of his beautiful, lingerie-clad wife. She had a cock in each hand and she was looking right at him. “Are you hungry, cuckold?”

    “Yes,” Kurt said.

    A lascivious smile crossed Marie’s face as she stood and moved to her hands and knees in the bed. One of the gangbang participants moved behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy while another offered his cock to her eager mouth.

    Kurt watched as the men spit roasted his wife. He listened to their groans of pleasure and her sweet, sensual moans as she took cock from both ends. He’d watched her in a threesome before, but knowing that there were four other guys that needed a turn made this feel so different.

    Marie had often fantasized about being the star of a gangbang while her husband watched, and Kurt knew she was having the time of her life now that it had gotten underway. He knew she loved nothing more than having a big dick pounding her from both ends, but more than that she loved knowing that this pleasure was going to go on all night long.

    Kurt was surprised to see the guys switch after just a few minutes. The man in her pussy pulled out and stepped aside while the man in her mouth moved behind Marie as another guy used her mouth. It quickly became clear they were pulling a train on her. Everyone was going to get a taste of the goods before anyone dumped a load inside her.

    She was being such a magnificent slut and it thrilled Kurt to no end. He’d watched cuckold gangbang videos online and had always marveled at the sexual energy of the women taking so much cock for so long. Now he was watching his wife enjoy the same sort of pleasure and it made his cock ache. He couldn’t get hard in his cage, but he wanted to more than anything.

    When all the guys had gotten a turn in her pussy and mouth, Marie moved to her back. Kurt watched as one man moved between her legs to fuck her and another straddled her face to pound her pretty mouth. Two others moved into position so she could jerk them off. Again Kurt felt the ache of arousal between his legs. It was astonishing to watch his wife be used by four men at the same time and he knew she loved it.

    She had her first orgasm of the evening in that position. The guy in her pussy used his fingers to play with her clit while he was pounding her and she moaned loudly around the cock in her mouth as a wave of pleasure washed over her lithe body. Kurt smiled as he watched his wife tend to the sexual needs of four men at the same time while climaxing.

    It wasn’t long after that one of the guys announced he was close to cumming. Marie waived the rest of the men off and opened her legs so she could receive her first creampie of the evening. Soon she was enjoying a hard missionary fucking with her legs wrapped around the man pummeling her pussy.

    “Cum inside me,” she moaned. “Cum in my pussy so my cuckold can lick it up. That’s it. Show him how a real man fucks his wife. Show the little cuck slave how to fuck a woman.”

    Marie’s words of encouragement spurred him on to fuck her harder and faster. The sounds of their flesh slapping together was loud, beautiful, and intensely arousing. Kurt felt like he was in a trance as he watched the action.

    “Yes, give me it. Give me your load,” Marie urged as the man inside her pounded even harder and faster. With one final thrust he buried his cock in her pussy and released his cum as her hands moved over his body. When he was finished Marie said, “Thank you,” before he pulled out.

    Marie turned to her collared, chastised husband and said, “Show these men how much you love eating cum from my pussy, cuckold.”

    Kurt moved between her legs with such eagerness that the guys couldn’t contain their laughter. They’d clearly never seen someone so happy to eat cum.

    Marie guided her cuckold husband’s head to her messy, cum-filled pussy and said, “Clean me, cuckold. Clean every drop of his cum from my cunt and then get ready for more. You’re going to have a long night.”

    Her eyes closed and she moaned as Kurt did as ordered and cleaned his first creampie of the evening. He slowly pulled cum from her cunt with his tongue and swallowed everything he found.

    Marie caressed her husband’s head and pulled him closer. Her thighs closed around his head as she urged him to continue cleaning her. “That’s it. Be a little cum slut for me,” she said. The more cum he ate out of her, the more aggressive she got. “You’re such a good cum eating cuckold. Look at you, devouring semen in front of all these men.”

    When he was finished, Kurt looked up at his wife and smiled. His lips and chin were slick with Marie’s juices and salty cum. He was in a state of pure bliss.

    Marie looked at the five men who hadn’t cum and asked, “Who’s got another load for me? My cuckold is hungry and he needs to eat!”

    A tall, well-built man with a big cock stepped forward and offered his services for her pleasure. Marie smiled and said to Kurt, “Get on your back, cuckold. I want you to watch this one.”

    They got into a cuckold 69 and Kurt was granted a beautiful view of a big cock sliding into his wife’s wet, well-used pussy. He looked up from just a few inches away and reveled in being given the gift of getting to watch from so close.

    “Lick my clit, cuck,” Marie said from above him. “Help me cum with that beautiful big cock inside me.”

    Kurt licked her clit as ordered and soon his wife was cumming again. She grabbed his balls and squeezed as she climaxed, eliciting a groan of pain from her submissive husband.

    The man inside Marie groaned as well. He emptied what must have been a huge load into her pussy, given that his orgasm seemed to go on forever.

    When he pulled out, Marie immediately sat down on Kurt’s face. He opened wide and a river of hot cum flowed from her pussy to his mouth and Kurt swallowed as much as he could. It was indeed a huge load, and he relished getting to drink it.

    “Eat it, cum slut,” Marie said from above him. “Swallow his cum like a cuckold husband should. Devour that nasty jizz like a whore.”

    Soon the flow of cum stopped and Kurt considered that he now had two loads of semen in his stomach. He felt like the slut his wife insisted he was, and he still had four loads to go. The nastiness of it all thrilled him to no end.

    “Back on the floor,” Marie said after Kurt had swallowed the last of the cum leaking out of her.

    Kurt moved to his knees, eager to watch whatever she had planned next. Marie managed to surprise her cuckold husband by offering her ass to one of the guys. She got on her hands and knees and told him to mount her from behind.

    Marie looked into Kurt’s eyes as another man fucked her ass and offered running dirty talk. “He’s fucking my ass, cuckold. He’s where you’ve never gone and will definitely never go. Cuckolds don’t get to have anal sex. They might take it up the ass, but they certainly don’t give it, do they?”

    “No ma’am,” Kurt answered.

    “No, you don’t deserve my ass, do you? Only a real man deserves to fuck my ass, which is why he’s taking it right now. He’s taking my ass, cuckold. Another man is taking my ass. Let that sink in while you sit there on your knees with your little dick locked up and a collar around your neck,” Marie said through low, sensual moans.

    She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit while taking the anal pounding and Kurt couldn’t help but feel jealous and wildly aroused at the same time. He loved being denied her ass. He knew he didn’t deserve to fuck it. He knew he wasn’t man enough to enjoy that pleasure. He knew it was a gift she gave to a select few men and he loved it.

    The man fucking Marie’s ass soon groaned and buried his cock inside her rectum. “He’s cumming in my ass, cuckold, and you’re going to clean it up. Are you ready to eat an anal creampie like a nasty little bitch?”

    “Yes ma’am,” Kurt said. He knew there was no other answer to give. Tonight was a night for obedience to his wife’s desires.

    When the guy pulled out of her ass Marie ordered her cuckold to clean the mess that would soon be leaking out of her. Kurt moved into the bed behind her and watched as her asshole puckered. Marie slowly pushed out the cum and he was there to suck it up.

    “Eat it, cuckold. Eat that nasty anal creampie,” Marie ordered as her husband licked her asshole and sucked up the cum leaking out of her.

    It tasted only a little different than cleaning a creampie out of her pussy, Kurt thought. She must have cleaned her ass beforehand, knowing full well that she would be offering it to one of her lovers for the evening.

    Still, Kurt’s cock throbbed at the nastiness of eating cum from his wife’s asshole. He was lost in the kinky thrill of it, and every time more semen emerged from her rectum he found his dick throbbing against the tight confines of his cage. He loved that his wife was actually making him eat someone else’s cum from her ass. He loved how filthy it was. He loved how much it turned him on.

    When he was finished, Marie ordered him back to the floor to watch once again. This time she invited the three guys that hadn’t yet come to join her. She sat down on the first guy’s cock with her pussy and told the second to fuck her ass. “Double penetrate me,” she said. “I want you to stretch my tight married holes.” The third guy pushed his cock into her mouth and Kurt watched as his wife enjoyed a triple penetration.

    He’d never seen Marie be so nasty. She had a cock in every hole and seemed to be utterly in love with it. The way she was moaning around the dick in her mouth was a surefire sign she had given herself over to the sluttiness required to enjoy a gangbang on every level. If Kurt hadn’t been locked up in his chastity device he’d surely have cum already, perhaps multiple times.

    Marie let the cock in her mouth slip out and said, “Cum inside me. Both of you, cum inside me. Fill me with your thick loads so my cuckold slut can clean me. Give it to me. Give it to me!” she urged them.

    They were primed and ready to produce, and soon enough both men were groaning in orgasmic delight as they filled her pussy and asshole with cum.

    After they’d pulled out and moved off the bed, Marie ordered Kurt underneath her. “Get in there, cum slut. You have two nasty loads to clean up.”

    Kurt moved to his back beneath his wife and watched cum drip from her pussy and asshole. He licked feverishly over her holes, sucking up as much cum as he could while the rest dripped onto his chin, neck, and chest.

    Marie sucked the last guy’s cock while he did and Kurt could hear her moans around the thick shaft in her mouth.

    “You’re so fucking nasty,” she said as Kurt continued to lick and suck cum from her pussy and ass. “My nasty little cuckold cum slut. Look at you. Look at you eating all that jizz from your wife’s stretched out holes.”

    Marie let go of the cock in her mouth and moved to kiss her husband. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and shared the taste of cum with him. She ran her fingers through the cum resting on his chest and neck and scooped it up to feed to him. “Eat it for me, cuckold. Eat all their cum. Show me what a good little cum slut you can be for your wife.”

    Kurt wrapped his lips around her fingers and sucked them clean, taking more cum onto his tongue and down his throat.

    “You have five loads of cum inside you, my sweet cuckold slut. You’ve swallowed the DNA of five different men tonight and there’s still one more to go. You’re such a nasty boy. I love it,” Marie said with a bright smile. She meant every word of it.

    Marie moved to her back so the last guy could finish inside her missionary style. She had Kurt lay next to her in bed and they kissed as she took a final pounding.

    “Tell me you want more cum,” she said between kisses.

    “I want more cum. I need it. I need to eat more cum out of you,” Kurt answered.

    “Tell me you’re my cuckold cum slut,” she demanded.

    “I’m your cuckold cum slut,” he said, eager to please his wife.

    “Tell me you’ll always be my cuckold cum slut,” Marie said before slipping her tongue into Kurt’s mouth.

    He couldn’t help but smile giddily when the kiss ended. “I’ll always be your cuckold cum slut,” he said. There were six other men in the room and one inside his wife, but in that moment it felt like it was just the two of them and Kurt was the happiest man in the world.

    A loud groan from the man fucking Marie’s wet, sloppy pussy broke the reverie. He announced his orgasm and buried his cock inside her, filling her with ropes of thick cum.

    “Clean me, my little cum slut,” Marie said as she pushed Kurt between her legs.

    He stared at his final creampie of the evening and admired how remarkably thick it looked. He ran his tongue over the white fluid dripping from her and savored the taste. Most men would’ve found it disgusting, but Kurt had grown accustomed to semen on his tongue. He’s grown to love it, in fact.

    “Lick his cum out of me, cuckold,” Marie said sweetly as her fingers ran through Kurt’s hair. “Swallow this final delicious load like a good boy.”

    Kurt used his tongue to scoop the cum out of her and took just a moment to savor the flavor and texture on his tongue before he swallowed. The semen slid effortlessly down his throat and into his stomach, making six total loads. He went back for more and continued until he couldn’t find another drop inside his wife.

    Marie sat up and brought his mouth to hers. They shared another cum-flavored kiss, though this time it was slow, soft, and loving. She was connecting with her husband after a wild night of sex with six other men. Again it was as if they were the only people in the room. Nothing mattered in that moment other than their desire for each other.

    “I hope you enjoyed tonight,” Marie said.

    “More than I thought I would,” Kurt replied before kissing his wife again.

    It was a night of boundary pushing pleasure for both of them and as it was ending neither of them could help but consider how they might do something even crazier next time.

  
    Get Busy Cleaning, Cuck

    You had plans for tonight. You were going to reclaim your girlfriend after she'd been with another guy. You were going to take her to your bedroom, strip her of that sweater and that sexy little skirt, and you were going to slide your cock into her pussy and pound her wildly until you both had a blissful orgasm.

    She has other plans, though. You see, the sex she had tonight was better than the sex she has with you. In fact, the guy that fucked her puts you to shame. He makes you seem like the cuck that you are.

    She came harder with him that she's ever cum before, and not just with you. With any man. He puts them all to shame.

    So, when you move to take her to your bedroom, she stops you.

    "What's wrong?" you ask.

    She smiles and sits in the white chair in the corner of your living room. "There's nothing wrong. In fact, everything is right. Tonight was fucking perfect. Tonight, I got fucked by a god of a man that made me feel things no man has ever made me feel."

    She spreads her legs and smiles.

    "I'm just not interested in letting you spoil the pleasure I experienced tonight. I don't want your dick anywhere near my pussy. Instead, I want your tongue in me."

    "What?"

    She pulls her skirt up. "I let him cum in me the second time he fucked me. It was so good the first time that I couldn't resist when he asked to fuck me bareback. I let him. By the end of it I was begging him to cum in me. I fucking begged him to blow his load in my pussy."

    This isn't what you wanted. This isn't what you had planned.

    "Now, you're going to come over here, get on your fucking knees, and eat his load out of me," she says. "And you're going to do it while stroking that little dick of yours."

    You look down at your stiff cock. It's not small, is it? You've never been told it's small. It's at least average, right?

    "Right now," she says.

    She looks so beautiful. She's being so decisive. She's so fucking sexy. You go to her. You fall to your knees. Then the smell of sex hits your nose. It's potent. It's incredible, in fact. You feel a strange sense of lust surround you. It's unexpected. It's driven by a desire to be closer to her pussy. You lean in. You inhale deeply. The smell of sex is even stronger.

    For some reason you want to taste her, to taste the pussy that another man fucked tonight, that another man came inside of tonight.

    "Do it," she says.

    You extend your tongue. You push it inside her. You taste her. You taste her messy, cum-filled pussy. It's awful, and yet there's something so hot about it.

    "Oh, fuck," she says before moaning. "That's it, baby. Clean him out of me. Clean the cum he shot so deep in my cunt. This is your role from now on. This is what you get to do when he fucks me."

    "Can I fuck you afterwards?" you ask.

    She guides your mouth back to her pussy. "No, you can't. Only real men get to fuck me now, and you're not a real man. Not compared to him. You're the man that asked me to cuck you. You're the man that's licking someone else's cum out of me and getting off on it. So no, you don't get to fuck me anymore. You get to eat my pussy after someone else has blown his load inside me."

    You stroke your cock like she told you to. It feels good. It feels really fucking good. You swallow the cum you lick out of her. That feels good too.

    Maybe you're not a real man. Maybe you're a cuck. Maybe this is what you were always meant to do. Maybe you're insanely lucky that you met a girl like her. Maybe this is what you want your sex life to be from now on.

  
    Get Her Ready Before He Comes Over

    “My bull is on his way over,” your wife says as you step into the bedroom. She’s already naked for him. She’s already eager to have him inside her.

    “I thought he couldn’t see you until the weekend,” you say.

    “I convinced him to make a little time for me,” your wife replies with a naughty smile.

    You step towards the bed and she rolls onto her back. You look between her legs and see that she’s already shaved her pussy for him. “How did you convince him ?” you ask.

    “I told him that your tongue and fingers couldn’t sustain me anymore. I told him that his cock was the only thing that could satisfy me. I told him that my husband just can’t satisfy me the way he can and that I wasn’t sure I could make it to the weekend. I told him that I needed him to come over and fuck me, that I was desperate for him, that I would make sure he had a great orgasm if he would come over and give me the dick I need so badly,” she said.

    Your wife closes her eyes and runs a hand over her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs. You know she’s thinking of her bull. You know she’s thinking of the man she needs. You know she’s thinking of him being inside her.

    “Would you like to prepare me for him?” she asks as her eyes pop open. “Would you like to worship my pussy before he fucks me?”

    You nod and move between her legs. You see the naughty smile on her face as she looks down at you. You can’t help but feel a little bit of that thrill that comes with being her cuckold. It’s not your cock she needs. It’s not your cock she’s desperate for. It’s not your cock she practically begged for. It’s her bull’s cock that she wants. She doesn’t even really want your tongue to get her ready. She’s just offering you a chance to taste her before he gets there. She’s offering you a little treat as her cuckold.

    “Prepare my pussy,” she says. “Get me nice and wet for him. Get me nice and wet so he can slip inside me the moment he gets here. Get me wet for my bull’s beautiful cock.”

    You lick your wife’s smooth, slippery pussy. She closes her eyes and plays with her breasts as you give her what she wants. You know she’s not thinking of you. You know she’s thinking of him. You know it’s his cock that’s running through her mind right now.

    The doorbell rings. “Will you let him in?” your wife says.

    You move from between her legs. Your dick is hard and making a small tent in the front of your pants. You head towards the front door. You let her bull in. He smiles and offers a brief greeting before heading towards the bedroom. He knows she’s ready for him.

    You follow. You watch him strip as he stares at your beautiful wife. You watch him move between her legs. You watch them kiss with a kind of passion that you can’t help but find arousing.

    Your wife reaches down and guides him inside her. He fills her. He gives her what she needs. Neither of them pays any attention to you. They’re lost in their need for each other. You might as well not be there. You’re okay with that, though. You’re there to watch, and if your wife is in the mood she’ll invite you to clean up afterwards.

  
    Get Her Ready...and Watch

    It begins with a text. Her boyfriend is on his way over. He doesn’t bother asking if she’s available. He knows she is. It’s not like her husband is going to be busy fucking her. That’s not what you do. Not since he entered the picture, at least.

    “He’s coming over,” she says.

    Your Friday night has suddenly gotten a lot more interesting.

    “Will you get me ready for him?” your beautiful wife asks.

    You don’t need to be asked. Of course you’ll get her ready. Of course you’ll eat her pussy so another man can fuck it. Of course you’ll make sure that she’s wet, eager, and horny as hell by the time he comes through your door.

    Your wife strips and you get naked with her. You watch as she hops into bed and gleefully spreads her legs. She likes this part too. She loves the moment when his cock slides into her, but the foreplay with you is part of the fun too.

    “That’s it, baby,” she says as you begin your oral assault on her pussy. “Get me nice and wet for him.”

    “He’s here,” your wife says when her boyfriend lets himself in the front door.

    That’s your signal to stop. Your task has come to a conclusion. You experience a brief moment of cuckold-fueled pain as you see her eagerness for her boyfriend. She likes your tongue, but she loves his cock.

    You’re out of the bed and waiting to watch when he comes through the door. They don’t waste any time. Your wife is already naked and she’s eager to get fucked, so he strips off his clothes and reveals his big cock. He’s hard and ready.

    Your beautiful wife directs her boyfriend to his back and straddles his cock. She guides her wet pussy down on him and takes his thickness inside her.

    It’s the first moan that really thrills you. It’s one of pure, perfect relief. It’s one of desire having been met. It’s the kind of moan you never produce when you’re inside her.

    There’s a part of you that’s insanely jealous. You want to fuck your wife. Of course you do. Her pussy is perfect. It’s wet, tight, and thrilling to pound hard and fast.

    There’s a part of you that’s insanely turned on. You know you can’t fuck her like he does. You know she doesn’t look like that when you fuck her. You know she doesn’t experience that kind of intense, connected, blissful pleasure when you’re inside her.

    That’s why you’re a cuckold. That’s why you prepare her. That’s why he fucks her.

  
    Get Her Strapon, Cuckold

    “Get my cock,” she says.

    Your asshole twitches, but you obey without hesitation. Your wife is in control, a fact that you’ve long since accepted. You retrieve her strapon from the closet and drop in front of her. You look up and she smiles.

    “You’re such a good boy,” she says while gently caressing your face. “Now get me ready to fuck you.”

    You help your wife into her strapon harness. You give her a cock so she can fuck your ass and show you your place in the marriage. You wonder if you’ve gotten out of line lately or if she’s disappointed in your performance and feels the need to correct your behavior with a good ass fucking.

    “Take your position,” she says.

    You get on your back in bed and spread your legs. She always begins this way. She likes that it makes you feel vulnerable. She likes that you have to open yourself up to her and look right at her as she’s fucking your ass.

    She slides her cock into your ass and smiles. She loves watching it disappear inside her. Fucking your ass isn’t just about making you feel submissive. It’s about making her feel powerful. It’s about reversing the typical roles in a marriage and putting you in the position of being the one receiving cock.

    “How does my cock feel?” she asks.

    “It’s amazing,” you say.

    There was a time when that wouldn’t have been an honest answer. There was a time when it was painful, humiliating, and frustrating to have to be on your back with your legs spread and a cock in your ass. That time has passed, though. Now you enjoy it.

    Of course, you rarely have the kind of sex that sees your cock penetrating her pussy. Your wife has other men for that. Bigger, better men. She has you for everything else.

    “Flip over,” she says.

    You get on your hands and knees and feel the tip of her cock press against your asshole. She guides it inside you and grabs your hips.

    “Beg for it,” she demands.

    “Please, fuck my ass,” you say. “Please, give me your big cock. Fill me. Fuck me. Make me your little bitch.”

    She laughs and thrusts the full length of her cock in your ass. She loves hearing you beg for it. She loves that you’re such a good boy for her, that you’re willing to do as you’re told. She loves that you’re such a little bitch when she slides her dick up your asshole.

    You take a deep, long fucking from your wife. She fills your asshole over and over, stimulating your prostate and your anus with her long, thick cock.

    She puts you in your place, which is the purpose of bending you over. She makes you feel submissive. She makes you feel like you would do anything to please her. She makes you feel like her little sub hubby, and that makes you happy.

    When she’s done, you’ll eagerly do anything you’re told.

  
    Get My Strapon and My Lube, Cuckold

    You know the rules, honey. You’re a cuckold. You don’t get to fuck me. Look at your cock. Look at how small it is. Do you really think I’d want that inside me? Of course not, honey. But you know that. You’ve accepted that. That’s why you’re lubing up my cock. That’s why you’re going to get on top and ride me.

    Make sure you lube your tight little asshole, too. I don’t want you experiencing too much pain as you take my cock. I want you to enjoy it, at least a little bit. I know getting fucked isn’t your favorite thing in the world, but it’s important for a married couple to have sex, don’t you think?

    You understand why this is the only kind of sex we’re going to have, right? You understand why you don’t get to fuck me anymore, right? Of course you do. You just have to look between your legs to understand it.

    Okay baby, it’s time. Sit your ass down on my cock. I’m lubed up and ready to fill you. I’m ready to stretch out that tight little holes of yours. I’m ready to give you the deep dicking you crave. I’m ready to show you what it’s like to get fucked.

    That’s it, baby. Be a good boy and ride me with your tight little asshole. Sit down on my dick. Get fucked like a hot little slut.

    Your ass looks so good swallowing my dick, cucky. I know why my bull loves reverse cowgirl so much. It’s so sexy to see you offering your hole to my cock. It’s so sexy to see you impale yourself on my stiffness like a good little slut.

    You want me to spank you while you fuck yourself? You want me to redden that pretty ass of yours while you get stretched out?

    Roll onto your side for me, cuckold. Open your cheeks a little bit. Open up for me. I’m going to pound you now. It’s going to hurt a little, but I want you to take it. I want you to open up and take my dick like a good slut. You can moan and scream all you want as long as you take it.

    That’s not so bad, is it? It’s not so bad getting fucked like a good little bitch, is it? You like my cock, don’t you? You like the way I fuck you, don’t you?

    Now bend over for me. After all, a bitch always gets fucked from behind, right? This is your favorite position, isn’t it? You like the way my cock feels fucking you from behind. You like resting your head against the bed as I pound you. You like feeling how deep I slide into you.

    It’s good to be a cuckold, isn’t it? You get to watch a real man fuck me. You get to take my cock in your pretty little ass. You get to be a good boy for me whenever I want it.

  
    Get Ready to Love the Taste of Her Bull

    If your cuckolding goes deep enough, you’re going to have to accept that tasting another man’s essence is going to be a part of your life. As a cuckold you should be open to that. After all, it’s all part of the kinky play you’re eagerly indulging in with your wife.

    You’re going to taste him on her perfect pussy after he’s been inside her. When he pulls out and she orders you to lick her pussy, you’re not going to hesitate. You’re just going to do it. You’re going to lick her eagerly and taste a mixture of his sweat, his precum, and his cock.

    The idea turns you on at least a little bit, doesn’t it? Don’t you like the idea of being able to taste another man’s cock on your wife’s pussy? Of course you do. You’re a cuckold.

    You’d love this too, wouldn’t you? You’d love for her to offer a taste of her lover’s cock on her fingers. She strokes him. She sucks him. Then she collects all the juices and precum and shoves her fingers into your mouth. “Taste him, cuckold,” she says in a soft, sweet voice. She wants you to taste her lover. She wants you to taste the man that fucks her better than you ever have.

    If she orders you between her legs, you’ll do it. You’ll lick her clit as he fucks her. Chances are good your tongue will come in contact with his cock, too. That’s just how it goes sometimes. Then you’ll taste him. You’ll taste it all. His dick will be covered in the juices of her desire and your tongue will taste it. You’ll lap it up like a good boy.

    Eventually she’s going to make you clean his cum. It’s going to happen. There’s no way around it. You’re a cuckold. This is what you do. You consume her bull’s semen. You lick it up. You swallow it. You embrace your new position in the marriage by eagerly consuming another man’s jizz.

    Get read for fun, cuckold, because there are so many ways for her to feed you his cum. Eventually it will get to a point where you can count on having a belly full of cum after every encounter between your wife and her bull. That’s exciting, isn’t it?

    Being a cuckold will open your life in ways you never imagined possible, including a much more intimate relationship with another man’s cock and cum. Embrace it, cuckold. You’re going to have so much fun.

  
    Get to Work, Sweetie

    You waited in the lobby as your wife stepped into the elevator with another man. They held hands as the doors closed. She took him to the room you paid for.

    They were up there for nearly two hours before you got a text. He’d left. You were welcome to come to the room. You wanted to spring across the lobby but you kept your composure and walked slowly towards the bank of elevators. You pressed the button and waited for the doors to open as your heart pounded in your chest.

    You hit the button for the 11th floor and rode it up. You imagined what you were going to see in the room. You imagined your wife’s beautiful naked body and her ravaged pussy. You imagined a satisfied smile on her face. You imagined being invited to do what you’d always dreamed of.

    You slid the key into the slot on the hotel room door. The green light flashed. You pulled down on the handle and stepped into the room.

    “In here, sweetie,” your wife’s voice called out from the bathroom.

    You stepped inside to see her sitting on the counter with her bathrobe open and her legs spread.

    “He fucked your wife three times,” she said.

    You smiled as your cock came to life. Your gaze drifted between her legs. You stared at the object of your obsession. You stared at her pussy. You stared at the hole that another man had penetrated.

    “He came inside me each time,” she said.

    You felt weak in the knees and your head began to spin a little. You fell to your knees in front of your beautiful wife.

    “Get to work, sweetie,” she said. “Clean up his mess.”

    She moved forward until her pussy was at the edge of the counter. You crawled closer. You kissed her thighs. She reached out and ran her fingers through your hair. She moaned quietly.

    “Clean his cum out of me, sweetie,” she said. “Be a good husband and lick it all up.”

    You pushed your tongue inside her. You found his cum. You bathed your taste buds in it. You scooped some of it out. You ate another man’s load out of your wife. You ate every delicious drop you could find.

    Your wife closed her eyes, rested her head against the wall, and moaned as you did your duty as her loving husband. You worshiped her cum-filled pussy and she felt an intense sort of pleasure move through her body.

    “That’s it, sweetie,” she said. “Worship my messy pussy. Make it feel good. Clean up his mess and make me feel good.”

    You worshiped her pussy. You cleaned up his mess. Then your wife took you to the bed she fucked another man in and jerked you off. He got to fuck her three times and you got her hand. What a wonderful night.

  
    Getting Wild with His New Girlfriend

    The email’s title was simple: “Wouldn’t this be fun?”

    It was from Whitney, Mark’s girlfriend of three months, and he was certain her idea of fun was going to be something borderline crazy. They’d been together long enough for him to know that she was the kind of girl that was always interested in pushing him way past what he’d normally be comfortable with.

    It’s why he wanted to date her in the first place. He’d just come out of a long-term relationship with his college girlfriend and their sex life had stagnated badly. For a while he tried to convince himself that it was okay that sex had gotten boring with Samantha, but that only worked for so long. Eventually Mark had decided he couldn’t stomach going the rest of his life having boring sex.

    Whitney had come into his life a few months after the break up and she was exactly what he needed. They slept together the first night they met and she was so much wilder than he’d ever experienced in bed.

    It was Whitney that had introduced him to the idea of watching. She brought it up out of the blue one night. “Do you think it would be hot to watch someone else fuck me?” she’d asked him.

    Mark was taken aback. He’d never considered it. “I…I don’t know,” was the only response he could muster.

    She snuggled up next to him and reached into his pants to stroke his cock. “I think it would be hot,” Whitney whispered into Mark’s ear. “I think it would be hot to suck someone else’s dick while you watched,” she said before slipping her tongue into his ear.

    Much to his surprise, Mark’s cock grew stiff in her hand. “You like it, don’t you? You naughty boy!”Whitney exclaimed.

    She pulled his pants off and took him in her mouth. Mark groaned as his beautiful, wild girlfriend gave him a blowjob. “Wouldn’t it be hot to watch him fuck me?” she asked during a brief respite from the oral pleasure.

    Mark groaned, but she wanted an answer. “Tell me, baby. Tell me it would be hot to watch someone else fuck me,” she said in a demanding tone.

    “Yes, it would be hot to watch someone else fuck you!” Mark answered. He couldn’t tell if he believed it or if he just wanted her to finish the blowjob. Either way he ended up cumming in his girlfriend’s mouth less than a minute later.

    The subject didn’t come up again until Whitney invited him to her place on a Saturday evening a few weeks later. Mark showed up to find another guy sitting on her couch and his girlfriend dressed in lingerie.

    “What’s going on?” he asked.

    “It’s time to make that fantasy a reality,” Whitney answered before straddling the handsome man sitting next to her and kissing him.

    Mark knew it was time to make a decision. He could go all in with Whitney and simply ride it out until it got to be too much for him, or he could walk out the door and find a girl that was a little less interesting and a little less crazy.

    It didn’t take long to decide. He just listened to his cock. Watching his beautiful, lingerie-clad girlfriend make out with another guy made him stiff. There was no question about it. He was turned on and in that moment he decided to go with it.

    That was the first night Mark watched someone else fuck his girlfriend, but it was hardly the last. They’d done it plenty since then and it was hotter each time. Most recently she’d had him watch from just a few feet away. He could smell the sweat on the guy’s balls and hear the intensely arousing sounds of another man’s cock sliding into his girlfriend’s exceptionally wet pussy.

    “Do you like that, baby?” Whitney asked while she was bouncing on the guy’s cock in reverse cowgirl. “Do you like how my pussy looks with his big cock inside it?”

    Mark had long since learned to stop thinking so much when it came to Whitney and sex. He just went with his gut. “It looks so fucking good,” he answered.

    “Stroke your dick for me. Stroke your gorgeous cock while you watch me get fucked,” she demanded. Mark wrapped his fingers around his throbbing dick and did as his girlfriend ordered.

    “His cock feels so fucking good, baby. It feels so good buried deep inside me. It feels so good when he fucks me like this,” Whitney said as she moaned.

    It wasn’t long after that Mark came. It was far from his first orgasm while he watched another man fuck his girlfriend. He was becoming accustomed to cumming that way and he couldn’t deny the pleasure of it.

    The email was something new, though. There was no text. It was just a link to a Pornhub video. With just a hint of apprehension Mark clicked the link and watched the video his girlfriend had shared.

    He saw a beautiful girl on her knees in front of a well-built, well-hung guy. The girl was giving the guy a slow, sexy blowjob until she pulled her mouth off and turned to look behind her. She waved her hand and beckoned someone to come closer. She pointed to the ground next to her.

    Much to Mark’s surprise, a guy walked on camera and got on his knees right next to the girl. She pointed the cock in the new guy’s direction and he eagerly opened up and took it in his mouth.

    There was no doubt in his mind that Whitney was saying she wanted Mark to suck cock with her. His girlfriend wanted him to take a hard, throbbing dick in his mouth.

    An hour later she was at his door. “Hey baby. Did you get my email?” was the first thing she asked after greeting him with a kiss.

    “I did. I’m…I’m not sure I can do that,” Mark answered.

    Whitney kissed him again, this time invading his mouth with her tongue. She reached between his legs and played with Mark’s growing cock. “Are you sure? He seems to think it’s a good idea,” she said while stroking him through his pants.

    “C’mon baby. It’ll be fun,” Whitney pleaded as she pulled her boyfriend to the couch. They sat together as she continued to tease Mark’s cock, making him stiffer and clouding his brain with lust. “You’ve practically done it already. Remember how close you were to my pussy last time you watched? Remember how you tasted me right after he pulled out? This wouldn’t be that much different.”

    Mark gently grabbed her wrist to stop Whitney from stroking him. “Of course it would be different,” he said.

    She kissed him again, this time sucking his tongue into her mouth and driving him crazy with lust. She knew exactly how to push his naughty buttons and turn him on.

    “It wouldn’t make you gay to suck dick with me,” Whitney said, getting right to the heart of the issue.

    Mark sheepishly looked at the floor. “I know,” he said quietly.

    Whitney turned his head until he was looking at her. “It would make you a good boyfriend,” she whispered. “It would make you the kind of man that values making his girlfriend happy over everything else.”

    Again her hand moved between his legs and she began to stroke him through his pants. “It’s okay to want this,” Whitney said quietly before kissing him.

    She didn’t mention it again that evening. Instead, they stripped each other naked and made love on the couch. It was long, slow, beautiful sex, and when it was over Mark felt a sense of pure bliss. He was also certain that he wanted to do as Whitney desired. He would suck cock with her.

    A week later and it was happening. Whitney was dressed in a tight black body stocking and heels as she walked over to Mark and pressed her body against his.

    “Are you ready for this?” she asked before kissing him gently.

    He answered by grabbing her ass and slipping his tongue into her mouth. She moaned as his cock grew stiff and pressed against her.

    “I guess that’s a yes,” Whitney said with a naughty smile on her face.

    The doorbell rang and her eyes lit up. “Tom’s here,” she said excitedly. “Come on.”

    Mark followed his girlfriend down the hallway and took his assigned seat in the living room. He heard Whitney answer the door and welcome their guest with a kiss.

    Wasting no time, Whitney dropped to her knees and pulled down the young man’s pants and underwear as soon as they were in the living room. His cock was already hard with excitement as he looked down at the beautiful, lingerie-clad girl eager to blow him.

    In a moment Whitney had engulfed Tom’s erection. He groaned as she eagerly moved her talented mouth up and down his dick. Mark watched and thought back to two nights ago, which was the last time he’d been treated to the delight of a blowjob from his girlfriend.

    When Whitney pulled her mouth off the throbbing dick she’d been so eagerly sucking, she looked over at Mark. “Come here,” she said. He stood and slowly made his way to her side. Without instruction he fell to his knees.

    Once again Whitney took the cock in her mouth. She turned to look at Mark as she blew another man so eagerly. He could see her excitement. He knew it was because in a few moments that cock would be introduced to his mouth. Soon, Mark would join her in giving Tom oral pleasure.

    The cock popped out of her mouth and Whitney smiled. She leaned towards Mark and kissed him. Her tongue eagerly darted past his lips and immediately he tasted cock. That was the only thing it could have been. He couldn’t help his excitement.

    “Does he taste good?” Whitney asked after breaking the kiss.

    Mark nodded. “Do you want to taste the real thing?” she asked. Again Mark nodded.

    Whitney wrapped her fingers around the base of Tom’s long cock and pointed it at her boyfriend. Mark was inches away from another man’s cock. It still glistened with a layer of her saliva. A drop of precum had formed at the tip.

    “It’s okay, baby,” Whitney said. “Just take him in your mouth. Suck him for me. Suck cock for me,” she urged him.

    Mark couldn’t resist. His girlfriend’s sultry words seemed to push his head forward. His mouth opened and he felt the spongy head of Tom’s cock touch his tongue. Soon after he tasted the precum and found it oddly pleasing. He closed his lips around the head and ran his tongue along the underside, just like Whitney had told him.

    “Fuck that’s hot,” he heard Whitney say. “That’s so hot, baby. It’s so hot that you’re sucking his cock. Do it for me, baby. Take him deeper in your mouth. Suck that cock.”

    Mark could tell she was masturbating. It thrilled him. He was honestly surprised she was so turned on. He thought she just wanted him to try something crazy. She was so turned on he could actually hear the wetness of her pussy as she played with it.

    Spurred on by her lust, Mark sucked cock eagerly. He tried to remember everything Whitney had taught him over the past week. He tried to keep his teeth off the shaft and to coat it with his saliva so it would be easier to get in his mouth. He replaced Whitney’s hand on the base of the cock to make it easier on him. Then he just sucked for all he was worth.

    His tongue moved over the underside to offer extra pleasure and he did a good job keeping his lips nice and tight around the shaft. He was so focused on sucking cock that he didn’t notice his own throbbing erection until Whitney wrapped her hand around it.

    “My baby likes sucking cock, doesn’t he?” she said as she stroked him. “I knew you’d be a good cocksucker for me. Why don’t you pull your greedy mouth off that dick and give me a turn?”

    For a moment Mark considered ignoring her request. He considered being greedy and sucking Tom off. He relented though, and for a moment he felt a pang of emptiness at not having the big dick in his mouth anymore.

    It was thrilling to watch Whitney give head, though. She did it so expertly he felt just a tiny bit jealous. She was clearly better than him. For a moment he wondered what kind of madness had overtaken him that such thoughts were in his head, but he couldn’t help it.

    “Kiss me,” Whitney said when she again pulled her mouth off the cock. They shared a sloppy, sexy kiss with lots of tongue action as they swapped the taste of Tom’s dick back and forth.

    “Suck his head while I suck his balls, baby,” Whitney ordered, and once again Mark had a cock in his mouth. He closed his eyes and worked the head. Tom moaned and Mark felt genuinely good. He liked the acknowledgement that he was being a good cocksucker.

    “I’m getting close,” Tom announced.

    “I want you to cum in my mouth,” Whitney said as she took over cocksucking duties.

    Less than 30 seconds later Tom groaned and Mark watched his shaft pulse as shot after shot of cum emptied into Whitney’s mouth.

    When his balls had exhausted their supply of spunk, Whitney turned to Mark and pulled his mouth to hers. Her cum-laden tongue pushed past his lips and a steady flow of semen followed. The salty taste and thickness of the cum was briefly shocking, but the overwhelming lust of swapping another man’s load with his girlfriend was too much to resist. Mark eagerly accepted the snowballing and furiously stroked his cock.

    He came as he swallowed the first of Tom’s cum. As another man’s semen slid down his throat, Mark ejected his own onto the carpet. When Whitney broke their kiss he let out a huge, loud moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure and slumped forward.

    Whitney’s orgasm followed seconds after, and the two of them shared a knowing look. They’d just had a truly mind-blowing experience that they wouldn’t soon forget.

  
    Give Her the Life She Deserves

    You're not unlike most men in that you want your wife to be happy.

    You promised that you'd make sure she had the life she desires and deserves. You promised to be the best husband imaginable. You promised to work to make all of her dreams come true.

    Now, though, it's clear that there's one area in which you're almost wholly incapable of meeting her needs.

    It's not that the sex is bad. It's just that it's average. Sometimes it's below average. She deserves better than that. You know she does.

    You've tried. You got in great shape. You experimented with different techniques. No matter what you do, though, you can't rise above being utterly average, sexually speaking.

    You don't have to do anything about it. She probably won't leave you. After all, you're an incredible husband in every other way.

    Still, you know that she deserves better. You know that every part of her life should be incredible. That's why you're going to give your wife the freedom she deserves.

    You're going to sit her down. You're going to talk to her about the joys of being a hotwife. You're going to assure her that her happiness is all you want. You're going to explain that you will embrace being a cuckold, that you will remain faithful to her while she explores her sexual desires with any man - or woman, for that matter - that she craves.

    She'll resist at first. She'll say she couldn't possibly do that. In the back of her mind, though, she'll be excited. She'll be thinking of a guy she recently flirted with. She'll be thinking of the guy at work that she occasionally fantasizes about. She'll be thinking about taking you up on your offer.

    It will happen. She'll cuckold you. She'll become a hotwife. She'll find the pleasure she craves and deserves. She'll have great sex. She'll be happier.

    You will find it difficult at first. Your desire for your wife to be happy will help with the angst you feel when she goes on a date with another man, but it will still be difficult. Sometimes it will feel impossibly hard.

    Over time, though, you'll find pleasure in your cuckolding. You'll enjoy watching your wife get ready for her dates. You'll enjoy going shopping with her as she buys dresses and lingerie to wear for other men. You'll enjoy hearing about her dates, mostly because you'll enjoy the look of pure pleasure on her face as she tells you about the sex she had.

    Your sex life will change. At first you'll still be able to fuck your wife. Eventually, though, she'll transition you to handjobs and mutual masturbation. You'll find it frustrating, but that frustration will translate to pleasure before too long. You'll find great arousal in being relegated to satisfaction via her hand because she no longer enjoys having your cock inside her. You will begin to think like a cuckold, and in doing so you will find pleasure in the inherent humiliation of your wife fucking other people because you're not good enough.

    From time to time she'll actually date another man. A relationship will form. Real emotional attachments will happen. You will feel an agonizing level of angst. You will support her, though, and she will make sure that you find satisfaction in being a cuckold. She will bond emotionally with you and her boyfriend. She will live the dream life of a hotwife, supported and loved by two men.

    Those relationships won't last, of course, as they're not designed to. They are for pleasure. For her pleasure. She gets to date, to fall in love, to break up, to go back to her loving husband who will hold her tight and care for her until she's ready to date again.

    You will find your life's greatest joy in being a cuckold. She will find her life's greatest joy in being a hotwife. You will be the happiest couple. Your friends will be jealous. They will ask for your secret. You and your wife will exchange knowing smiles, though you will keep your secret to yourselves.

    So much good can come from the unselfish decision to let your wife spread her wings and explore her pleasure with other men. Why wouldn't you want to be a cuckold?

  
    Give Her What She Wants, Cuck

    Your girlfriend first cuckolded you two months ago. She did it as a birthday surprise. You’d shared your fantasy months prior and you’d indulged in a little bit of dirty talk, but you figured it was never going to happen. Then she invited you over to her place on her birthday and said that your present was in the bedroom. You figured you’d walk in to see some naughty lingerie or a new toy, but instead you saw a naked man in her bed.

    She cuckolded you twice that first night, in fact. He fucked her so good the first time that she had to have him a second time. She’d done it at least once a week since then. She’s even done it a few times during the week when you weren’t around. She’s told you a few times that she regrets not doing it sooner, that she had no idea how much fun it would be to cuckold you.

    The first few times all you did was watch and masturbate. They’d kiss, touch, give each other beautiful oral sex, and fuck while you sat there and stroked. The only rule she had was that you weren’t allowed to orgasm until after they were done fucking.

    Then she introduced the idea of you going down on her before he fucked her. You happily leapt at the chance to get her pussy wet for another man. You’d crawl between her legs, usually while they were kissing but sometimes while she was sucking his cock, and you’d get her nice and wet so he could slide into her with ease while you watched.

    The past few times she invited you to crawl between her legs after they fucked. You happily did so and each time it was incredibly hot. You could taste the latex of the condom and their juices. You could taste the sex she’d just had with another man. Moments before you’d watched his cock moving in and out of her and then she’d invited you to put your tongue in there. It was completely and utterly joyful.

    Today she has a different plan. You’ve already watched the kissing. You’ve watched the touching. You’ve seen him slip his hand into that sexy black bra and play with her tits. You’ve heard her moan. You’ve seen her massage his cock through his jeans. You figured the blowjob would start soon. You figured you’d be between her legs soon after that. You were wrong.

    Instead, she unzips his pants and they fall to the floor. She slowly pushes his underwear down, revealing his stiff cock. You’re sitting and watching from a few yards away and you can’t wait to see her drop to her knees and give him a blowjob.

    She looks at you and says, “His cock isn’t going to suck itself, cuckold. Get on your knees and get to work.”

    You look at his throbbing cock and then at your girlfriend. She has a serious look on her face.

    “What are you waiting for?” she asks. “Get on your knees and suck his cock.”

    “Wha…what?” you reply. You never told her about that part of your fantasy. You would never admit that you’ve fantasized about sucking cock for her. You couldn’t admit that.

    “You’re a cuckold, aren’t you?” she asks.

    You nod. There’s no denying that. You’ve been a cuckold for two months now. You were a cuckold in spirit long before that.

    “Then get on your knees,” she demands.

    You fall to your knees.

    “Crawl to me,” she demands.

    You crawl towards her. You stop a few feet in front of your girlfriend and the man she’s been fucking for the past two months.

    “I like cuckolding you,” she says. “I like that I get to have sex with him, but it’s more than that. I like cuckolding you. I like the look in your eyes when you watch. I like how hard your dick gets. I like how hard you cum. I like that you’re willing to be dirty for me. I love it when you eat my pussy before he fucks me. I love it that you get on your knees to prepare my pussy for his cock. You have no idea how exciting that is for me, how much better it makes the sex with him when your tongue has prepared my pussy.”

    You knew she enjoyed it, but you thought it was mostly for your benefit. You had no idea it turned her on.

    “Now I want to see you suck his cock. I want you to wrap those pretty lips of yours around his dick. I want you to be a cocksucker for me,” she says.

    You close your eyes and reach down to rub your cock through your pants as that word leaves her lips. Cocksucker. Something about it connects with your inner cuckold. You want to do it. You need to.

    “Okay,” you say.

    She unleashes a genuinely gleeful smile and wraps her fingers around his cock.

    “Come here,” she says. “Take him in your mouth. Suck his cock for me. Be a cocksucker for me.” Her voice is laced with intense lust. It’s clear that she craves this.

    You crawl forward. His cock is inches from your lips. Your dick is hard. Desire courses through your body. You open your mouth. She puts a hand on the back of your head and applies gentle pressure. The spongy flesh of his cock head passes your lips. You lick the underside. You taste his cock. He’s in your mouth. There’s a cock in your mouth.

    “Close your lips around it,” she whispers. “Suck his dick for me. Suck his fucking dick for me.”

    You suck cock for your girlfriend. You look up at her and see the wild lust on her face. You see how much she enjoys what you’re doing. You see how much it turns her on. He groans and you look at him. He’s enjoying your mouth. You’re doing a good job. You feel an odd sense of pride.

    “You’re going to do this every time from now on,” she says. “Every time you watch you’re going to suck his cock for me. You’re going to eat my pussy to get me wet and you’re going to suck his dick to get him hard. You’re going to be my good cuckold. Soon enough I’ll be feeding you his cum. I’ll make you into my cocksucker and cum slut.”

    It all feels like too much, but you can see the intense lust in your girlfriend’s eyes. You can see her wild, wondrous desire. She looks like she’ll cum the moment he slides into her pussy. That’s what you want for her. That’s what she deserves, so you’ll be whatever she needs you to be.

  
    Give Your Cuckold Cock-Flavored Kisses

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Invite your husband to join you on your knees in front of your lover. Make him watch as you give a sensual, sexy blowjob. Show him how much you love sucking your lover’s big cock. Then, pull your mouth off the thick erection and share a long, deep tongue kiss with your cuckold. Ask him “How does his cock taste, cucky?”

    This is especially good for couples that have yet to delve into bisexual play (or those that will never cross that boundary). To watch you eagerly devour another man’s cock is humiliating enough, so pulling him to share kisses right after you’ve pulled your mouth off that dick doubles down on those delightful feelings. Do it over and over, and make sure that there’s plenty of dirty talk to go along with it.

    The Story:

    Your wife looks into her bull’s eyes as she unbuttons his pants and lets them fall to the floor. She sinks to her knees and pulls his underwear down.

    You watch as she softly strokes his big cock while holding his gaze. It’s as if you’re not even in the room. All she cares about is him. The only thing that matters is the growing dick in her hand.

    Your wife’s beautiful eyes still stare up at him as she parts her lips and takes the head of his cock onto her tongue. She holds it in her mouth while playing with his balls and stroking his shaft.

    Slowly her mouth begins to move up and down on her bull’s dick. You see him growing. You see her lips stretching wider to accommodate his thickness.

    Your wife closes her eyes as she concentrates her efforts on giving him a great blowjob. Your cock has gotten stiff as you’ve admired this beautiful show. There’s nothing better than seeing your wife work hard to pleasure another man, especially one with a much larger cock.

    He’s fully erect by the time your wife releases his big cock from her mouth. She turns and looks at you and asks, “Do you like watching me suck his big cock, cuckold?”

    You nod and say, “Yes, baby. I love watching you suck his cock.”

    She flashes you that devilish smile you’ve grown so fond of. It turns her on to talk dirty to you while she’s pleasuring her bull. It makes her wet to know that you’re so aroused by her dirty desires for him.

    “Do you like that I’m so eager to be another man’s cocksucker?” your wife asks.

    Something about that word thrills you. It makes your dick so hard it aches. You just love that she refers to herself as his cocksucker.

    “You know I do. I love it,” you answer.

    Your wife turns back to her bull and takes his cock in her mouth once more. His hands grasp the back of her head and push her deeper down on his cock. She gags, but only a little. She’s gotten quite good at deepthroating him.

    When he relents and loosens his grip on your wife’s head she lets his cock slip from her mouth again.

    “Come here, cuckold,” she says while pointing to the floor next to her.

    You know better than to argue so you walk over and get on your knees beside her.

    “Tell me that you love that I’m his cocksucker,” she says.

    “I love that you’re his cocksucker,” you reply immediately.

    His big dick disappears into her mouth again. It slides down her throat as his pubic hairs tickle her nose. There’s no question she’s his cocksucker.

    For a moment, a long string of spit lingers between his cock and her lower lip when he leaves her mouth again. Your wife smiles as he looks at you. When the spit falls away she surprises you by grabbing the back of your head and pulling your lips to hers.

    Your wife’s tongue roughly pushes into your mouth. Her lips, the lips that were just around someone else’s cock, press tightly against yours.

    You can taste his cock. You can taste it on her tongue and lips. You can taste another man’s dick in your mouth.

    “How does his cock taste, cucky?” your wife asks when she finally lets you go.

    For a moment, you’re speechless. She’s never done that before.

    Her fingers wrap around your hard cock. “How did it taste, cucky?” she says in a far more demanding voice.

    “Good,” you say. “It was good.”

    “Do you want more, cucky?” she asks. “Do you want to taste my bull’s cock again?”

    She strokes you faster. You can’t say no.

    “Yes, please,” you say.

    His dick disappears into her mouth once more. She swallows it once more. She bobs up and down on him. She sucks him like a good cocksucker should.

    Then she’s kissing you again. Her tongue is in your mouth again. Now her fingers are around your cock. She’s jerking you off and making her taste her bull’s cock. It’s heavenly.

    “Does it still taste good?” your wife asks. “Do you still like the taste of my bull’s big cock?”

    “Yes,” you say as pleasure builds in your loins.

    She turns back to her bull and sees a big drop of precum at the tip of his cock. Your wife licks it off with her tongue and moves right to your mouth. She feeds you his precum and you accept it eagerly. You suck her tongue clean and in mere moments she’s got her lips around her bull’s big cock again.

    Between watching her blow him, getting a handjob, and enjoying cock-flavored kisses, you’re completely lost in a place of intense, insane pleasure.

    She kisses you again. It tastes a little sweeter. He must be leaking even more precum.

    “How does his superior cock taste?” she asks.

    “Good,” you say.

    “You love this, don’t you?” your wife asks with a big smile on her face.

    “I do,” you admit.

    “It’s almost like you’re his cocksucker,” she says before moving back to her bull and swallowing his dick once more.

    Your wife’s talent for oral sex is unparalleled. You’ve never seen anything like it and you’ve grown to love that she denies you the pleasure of feeling her mouth. That thrill is reserved for her bull, not you.

    Your wife pulls you closer as she sucks his cock. Now you’re inches away from the action. You can see every little detail, including the way her lips expand around the thickness of the head as it moves into her mouth.

    You can hear the wetness of his cock as it moves in and out of her mouth. You can hear the quiet moans she makes as she’s swallowing him and the very slight gagging noises when he hits the back of her throat.

    When his cock slides out of her mouth you can admire the head from inches away. You can see how plump and smooth it is. You can see the thick veins running down his shaft. You can see why your wife is so devoted to pleasuring him.

    “Kiss me, cuckold,” she says.

    She wants you to initiate. She wants you to demand to taste his cock on her lips and tongue. You do as you’re told.

    You kiss her. You press your lips against hers. You push your tongue into her mouth. You’re hooked. You like how naughty it feels to taste another man’s dick on your wife’s tongue. You like that she has cock breath.

    “How does his cock taste?” she asks once more.

    “It’s perfect,” you say.

    “Just wait until you kiss me with a mouthful of cum,” she says.

    That’s a humiliation you can’t wait for.

  
    Give Your Lover Something Your Cuckold Doesn't Get

    There’s a simple, intense form of pleasure to be found in the idea of giving another man something you’ve never given your cuckold (or something you haven’t given him in a long time).

    Let’s say you stopped giving your husband blowjobs a long time ago (not exactly uncommon in a marriage). That’s perfectly understandable. There are elements of a blowjob that can be unpleasant and sometimes it doesn’t feel particularly rewarding, so it can fade from a marriage. But then you agree to become a hotwife. You meet a new man. He’s handsome, he’s got a hot body, and he fucks you like you haven’t been fucked in a long, long time. You think about him all the time. Your body craves him all the time. You can’t help but crave him. Suddenly, you feel the desire to give head again. You want to be on your knees in front of a man again. You want to suck your lover’s cock and you do so regularly.

    That one little thing can be a huge source of arousal for your cuckold, so share it with him. He’ll likely enjoy the idea that you actually want to suck your lover’s cock, that you really like doing it. He’ll enjoy hearing the little details, so try and remember how you feel as you get on your knees in front of your lover. Remember that joy you feel when he moans as you take his cock in your mouth and tell your cuckold about it when you go back to him. Or, even better, let your cuckold watch as you offer another man an incredible blowjob just because you want to make him feel good.

    Even if you still give your cuckold blowjobs, chances are good you’ll fellate your lover with an increased sense of lust, that you’ll actually enjoy it more. I’ve certainly had that experience. I can’t really explain it, but there’s no question that it often feels better to give head to a new man. Thankfully, that translates into lust for my husband, which creates a beautiful flywheel of pleasure for all people involved.

    It can go much further than a blowjob, too. There are all kinds of pleasures you can offer your lover that your husband doesn’t get access to. Some women get off on the very idea. They may not find it all that thrilling to have anal sex, but they definitely find it thrilling to have anal sex with their lover while their cuckold watches. Even something as small as trimming your pubic hair in a different way because it’s how your lover likes it can be hugely arousing to your cuckold.

    For those of you reading, is there anything you’d enjoy seeing your wife/girlfriend do for a lover that she doesn’t do for you?

  
    Giving Away His Bride

    “Which room is ours?” Penelope asked as the elevator opened.

    “There’s only one room on the floor,” Gerald said.

    “Really?”

    Gerald smiled and swept his bride off her feet and into his arms. “Only the best for the woman I love,” he said before giving her a kiss.

    Penelope looked gleeful as she put her arms around her new husband’s neck as they walked down the short hallway to the only room on the top floor of the hotel.

    “The key is in my pocket,” Gerald said.

    Penelope reached down and slipped her fingers into Gerald’s pocket. He smiled as she fished around, managing to push her fingers towards his cock in the process.

    “I’m not sure that’s it,” he said.

    Penelope smiled and said, “Oh, my mistake.”

    She produced the room key moments later and waved it over the sensor on the door. Gerald stepped into the room with his wife in his arms and stopped as they both took in the sheer size and grandeur of the suite.

    They entered into a living area with two couches, a fireplace, and a large flat screen TV. Off to one side was a small kitchen and to the other was a massive bedroom with a king size bed and the most comfortable-looking sheets they’d ever seen. A large, private balcony stretched across the entirety of the room. There was even a small second floor that featured a sitting area with another TV and a small refrigerator.

    “Gerald, this is incredible,” Penelope said before pulling her husband close for a kiss.

    “You deserve it,” he said before putting her down.

    They explored the room together, sharing kisses and laughs as they ran into each room and tested out the furniture.

    “I can’t believe how comfortable the bed is!” Penelope said as she jumped into it. Her long, elegant white wedding dress billowed up around her before settling onto the comforter.

    “How about a glass of champagne?” Gerald asked.

    The hotel had left a bottle and two glasses for them with a note that wished them a wonderful wedding night and a happy life together.

    “That would be lovely,” Penelope replied as she rolled over and stared at the view over the balcony. The city lights looked particularly beautiful from their elevated point of view. 

    Penelope looked over as Gerald popped the champagne cork and it shot across the room and into a corner. She slid off the bed and put her arms around her husband from behind as he poured them both a glass of champagne.

    Gerald grabbed the glasses and spun around, handing one to Penelope. He kissed his radiant bride and basked in the sense of overwhelming joy he felt at having married such a beautiful, smart, talented woman.

    “You’ve made me a very lucky man, Penelope,” he said.

    “A toast to us,” she offered.

    Their glasses clinked lightly and they looked into each other’s eyes while happily downing the expensive, exquisitely delicious champagne.

    “It’s not too cold out and the view from up here is incredible. Let’s check out the deck,” Gerald suggested.

    He grabbed the bottle of champagne and Penelope followed. There was a bit of a breeze, but they’d lucked into an unseasonably cool summer night for their wedding.

    Penelope sat across Gerald’s lap and they shared a long, slow kiss out on the deck. She caressed his face as their foreheads pressed together and again Gerald felt awash in a kind of bliss he didn’t even know was possible.

    “I love you, Penelope,” he whispered.

    “I love you too, Gerald, and now I get to love you for the rest of my life,” she whispered back before kissing him once more.

    Between the champagne, Penelope’s overwhelming beauty, and the sensual kissing, Gerald couldn’t help but get erect. The fact that she was sitting in his lap and not-so-subtly grinding her ass into him made the stiffness in his pants inevitable.

    “Is that for me?” Penelope asked at one point. She seemed overtaken with lust too.

    Gerald smiled at his wife, but his chance to answer was interrupted by a knock at the door.

    “Who could that be?” Penelope asked.

    “I’ll go find out,” Gerald said as he helped his wife to her feet and led her inside.

    He looked down at his erection and resolved to hide it behind the door so as to avoid any unnecessary embarrassment.

    When he reached the door, Gerald took a moment to look through the peephole. He saw one of his groomsmen, Colton, standing there.

    “Hey man, come on in,” Gerald said as he opened the door.

    Colton looked a little nervous as he stepped into the suite and looked around. He turned to face Gerald and whispered, “Hey, man. So, look, are you sure about this?”

    Gerald smiled. “Yes. I’m absolutely certain. This is the right thing to do. This is what Penelope deserves. It’s probably what she’d even say she wants if she was being totally honest.”

    “Wait, she doesn’t know about this?” Colton asked.

    “Gerald, honey, who was at the door?” Penelope asked as she rounded the corner. “Oh, Colton. What are you doing here?”

    Gerald smiled. He knew he was right. Penelope’s reaction confirmed it. She seemed like a shy schoolgirl whose crush had just asked her where to find the library.

    “Hey, Penelope,” Colton said.

    Penelope lifted her hand to wave and dropped it just as quickly, like she was embarrassed.

    “Why don’t we have a seat?” Gerald suggested.

    “Honey, I don’t mean to be rude to our guest, but would you mind telling me what’s going on?” Penelope asked as they moved to the exquisitely comfortable couches.

    “Of course,” Gerald said as he turned to his wife. His heart pounded as he readied his answer. He knew he was taking a risk. He was certain he was right, but he also knew he could be making a colossal mistake that would get his marriage off to a decidedly rock start. 

    Gerald took a deep breath and said, “Colton is your wedding present.”

    Colton shifted on the couch across from them. Penelope looked at her husband and at the groomsman. For a few moments, an uncomfortable silence filled the room.

    “I’m sorry?” Penelope finally said.

    Gerald smiled and repeated, “Colton is your wedding present.”

    Penelope looked over at Colton once more and then back at Gerald. “I heard you, Gerald. I just don’t understand what you’re saying. I need you to be a whole lot clearer with me.”

    Gerald had planned for Penelope to be resistant at first. He knew his bride wouldn’t eagerly jump at the chance to enjoy another man on their wedding night. She cared for his feelings far too much to do that.

    “I meant it when I said you deserve the best, Penelope, and I didn’t just mean the best hotel room for our wedding night. You deserve the best of everything. You deserve to live the best life possible. You deserve to enjoy Colton on our wedding night,” he explained.

    Penelope looked surprised, though Gerald was pleased to see that she didn’t seem outraged at the idea.

    “Wait, you mean that you invited Colton to our hotel room to…to have sex with me?” she asked.

    “I invited Colton here to ensure that you had the wedding night sex that you deserve,” Gerald said. He studied his wife’s face and found no anger. “We both know I’m not the most gifted lover, and I think if we were both honest we’d admit that you don’t always experience the kind of satisfaction you’d like when we have sex.”

    A pained look crossed Penelope’s face as she looked away from Gerald. He knew he was right and that it likely wasn’t something she wanted to confront on their wedding night.

    “You know that doesn’t matter, Gerald,” she said. “You’re a wonderfully generous lover. You always tend to me when I need it. I wouldn’t have married you if you didn’t.”

    “Penelope, I want to be with you for the rest of my life and I know that you’re not going to be satisfied with what I have to offer for that time span. I’d be surprised if you were satisfied for more than a year or two. Colton is the solution to that, at least for tonight. My gift isn’t just him. My gift is a willingness to ensure that you’re always satisfied for as long as we’re together. My gift is to offer that satisfaction without a hint of jealousy.”

    Gerald watched his wife’s internal battle play out on her face. For a moment it seemed like she wanted to be anywhere but in the hotel suite, and in the next she was glancing over at Colton with a hungry look in her eyes.

    “How can you be sure?” she asked.

    “Sure about what?”

    Penelope looked at him and rubbed her fingers over his hands. “How can you be sure you won’t be jealous? Isn’t that the one thing every man gets jealous about? Aren’t men genetically programmed to be jealous when their wives have sex with someone else?”

    Gerald tried his best to stifle the victorious smile that wanted to dance across his face. He knew he’d won. He knew he was right. Penelope wanted to be with Colton. She wanted to take him up on his offer or she would have kicked Colton out of their room by that point.

    “You’re right,” Gerald said. “Most men are like that. I’m not like most men, though. My love for you supersedes any jealousy I might feel. It drives me to do absolutely anything it takes to make you happy, and to keep you happy forever.”

    Penelope took Gerald’s face in her hands and leaned forward. They shared a soft, lingering kiss before she pulled back a few inches and asked, “Are you absolutely certain?”

    Gerald nodded and whispered, “Go to him. Enjoy him.”

    There was a sparkle in her eye as Penelope smiled and stood up. She closed the distance between her and Colton quickly and asked, “Are you okay with this? I know my husband can be quite persuasive.”

    “I am,” Colton answered. “I’ve been a bit jealous of Gerald since you two started dating. You’re astoundingly beautiful, Penelope. It would thrill me to do this.”

    Penelope turned back to her husband and asked, “How did you know?”

    Gerald smiled, but he wasn’t going to answer right away. “Know what, my love?”

    “How did you know I’d want your friend to fuck me on our wedding night?” she asked.

    Gerald felt a strong stirring of lust between his legs. “You’re not as careful as you think. I’ve seen the way you steal little glances at him. I’ve seen the way you smile when he looks at you.”

    Penelope sat across Colton’s lap and put her arms around his neck as Gerald shared his insights.

    “Plus, sometimes you talk in your sleep and sometimes you have rather naughty dreams.”

    Colton, now seeming quite comfortable with the proceedings, worked the hem of Penelope’s wedding dress up her legs and caressed the soft skin just above her knees.

    “Do you dream about me?” he asked.

    “It’s happened from time to time,” she replied.

    Colton’s fingers continued their journey up Penelope’s legs as she closed her eyes and moaned quietly.

    “And what happens in those dreams?” Colton asked.

    Penelope moved closer to the man caressing her thighs. Their lips were practically touching as she said, “I’ve heard tales of your skill, Colton. You’re good enough that some of your ex-girlfriends like to talk about you and they say such wonderful things.”

    “And am I doing those things to you in your dreams?” he asked.

    Penelope closed her eyes and let out a low, lusty moan. Gerald was certain his wife was being fingered in her wedding dress.

    “You are,” she said before turning and looking across the coffee table at her husband. “You’re making me feel so good, Colton.”

    Gerald wasn’t sure if she was talking about her dreams or about the fingering she was enjoying.

    “I think of you, you know,” Colton said.

    “When you’re dreaming?” Penelope asked.

    “Actually, I’m almost always awake and rather erect,” he said while continuing to work his fingers into Penelope’s pussy.

    “Are you saying you fantasize about me, Colton?” she asked in a breathy voice.

    “Yes, Penelope,” he answered before pressing his lips against hers.

    Penelope moaned as they shared a passionate kiss. Gerald’s cock was already hard and it throbbed as he watched his wife give herself over to the other man’s lust. He watched their tongues dance in a lusty fashion.

    “Take me to the bed, Colton,” Penelope said.

    Gerald watched another man carry his wife to the bed. He watched Colton reach up under Penelope’s dress and pull off the white lace panties she’d worn. He thought about how it was supposed to be him doing those things and wondered if his erection would be anywhere near as stiff if Colton wasn’t taking his place.

    “I need you inside me,” Penelope said.

    It seemed that there wouldn’t be time for foreplay. She was too turned on to wait. She was a beautiful, impossibly sexy bride eager to have a man inside her.

    Colton kicked off his shoes and stripped out of his pants before climbing on top of Penelope. She unbuttoned his shirt as they kissed.

    Gerald quietly moved into a chair in the bedroom so he could enjoy the show he’d orchestrated. He found his wife’s obvious passion for the other man arousing in the best way possible, though he left his erect cock in his pants. He wanted to leave the sexual activity to the two of them.

    “Wait, we don’t have any condoms,” Penelope said.

    “It’s okay, my love,” Gerald said. “Colton agreed to be tested for this and he’s clean. Feel free to enjoy him bare.”

    Penelope spread her legs and welcomed Colton between them. She reached down through the layers of her dress and helped guide his cock inside her.

    Her eyes closed and her head fell to the bed as the other man slipped into her pussy. Gerald felt an unexpected kind of arousal in his loins. He knew he’d enjoy watching Colton give Penelope the kind of sex she deserved, but he didn’t expect it to leave him so hard.

    “Oh, Colton,” Penelope said. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

    Gerald watched his friend and groomsman do exactly that. He watched his wife kiss the man inside her. He heard Penelope moan with each thrust. He witnessed someone give her something that he’d never been able to provide. He witnessed Penelope having great sex.

    Penelope wasn’t much of a talker during sex and it was no different on their wedding night. She made noises that Gerald hadn’t heard before, though. Her moans were louder and lustier. It sounded like she had no control over them, like the intense pleasure she was feeling forced them out of her.

    Gerald looked down and saw a precum stain on the front of his pants. He’d been leaking as he watched his wife and groomsman fuck. The pleasure was intense in a way he’d never experienced.

    Penelope was moaning louder now. Gerald knew she was approaching her orgasm. It seemed that Colton was as well. He felt his heart beating harder. It felt like he could hear it.

    “Oh my God!” Penelope cried out as her orgasm hit. She wrapped her arms around Colton and pulled him tight against her dress. “I’m cumming!”

    Colton’s thrust sped up and moments later he grunted and held his cock inside Penelope. They climaxed together and both seemed to find deep pleasure in it. Gerald had certainly never seen his wife cum like that before.

    Afterwards, Penelope ran her hands over Colton’s naked, muscular back and through his hair as they kissed. It was the kind of affection a woman offers to the man that makes her cum on her wedding night, only it wasn’t her husband that was receiving it.

    “Thank you,” Penelope said.

    “Trust me, the pleasure was all mine,” Colton responded before they kissed again.

    Gerald expected it to be a quick kiss before they disentangled, but it wasn’t. It was a deep, passionate kiss. It was the kiss of two lovers that didn’t want their time together to end.

    When their lips eventually parted, Penelope looked over at Gerald and smiled. “And thank you, my love. That was the most wonderful wedding gift.”

    “Trust me, the pleasure was all mine,” Gerald said. “Plus, Colton has a room at the hotel. There’s no reason you can’t enjoy him again before we leave. This isn’t a onetime gift, after all. This gift is meant to ensure a lifetime of pleasure for you, my love.”

    Penelope turned back to Colton and smiled. It was the kind of radiant, joyful look that Gerald loved being responsible for. They shared another passionate kiss.

    “What if I want him again tonight?” Penelope asked as he held her lover’s gaze.

    “My bride deserves the best,” Gerald answered.

    “Good,” Penelope said as she gently pushed against Colton’s chest, signaling him to slip out of her pussy. “Would you mind helping me out of my dress, Gerald? I think Colton might enjoy fucking me in my bridal lingerie.”

    “Of course,” Gerald said as he stood and helped undo the hooks that held the corseted part of the dress in place.

    Penelope looked beautiful in the white lace lingerie she’d chosen. Gerald couldn’t help but stare as she turned around and pulled him close.

    “Can you do one more thing for me?” she asked.

    “Anything.”

    “Are you sure?” she said while running her fingers over the obvious erection making a tent in his pants.

    Gerald wondered if she was about to ask for something he wouldn’t want to give, but he still said, “Yes. I’ll do anything for you.”

    Penelope stepped closer to Gerald. Her body felt exquisite pressed against his, even with all his clothes on.

    “I want to make love on my wedding night,” Penelope began, “and I want Colton to be the one that makes love to me. But, for it to be perfect we need to be alone. So I want you to take Colton’s keycard and wait in his room until we’re done with our wedding night sex.”

    Gerald tried to hide the mixture of disappointment and dismay he was feeling. He wondered if this was Penelope’s way of punishing him for arranging all of this without her permission. He wondered if he’d actually made a mistake inviting another man to have sex with her on their wedding night.

    He’d committed to it, though, and he was going to see it through. He was going to have faith that Penelope loved him as much as he loved her.

    “I don’t know how long we’ll be,” she said. “I’m feeling a little more ravenous than usual, after all. Make sure you bring your phone with you. I’ll call when you can come back. Okay, honey?”

    Gerald glanced at his naked friend resting in the bed he was supposed to spend the night in. He saw that Colton’s cock was already hard again. He knew that it was too late to take back his wedding gift.

    “I love you,” Gerald said.

    “I love you more than you can know,” Penelope replied as she pulled him close for a kiss. “Truly, this is the best wedding gift you could have gotten me. You have no idea how happy you’ve made me. I love you, Gerald. I’m lucky to be your wife.”

    “I’m the lucky one,” he said before stepping back and watching his wife climb into bed with his groomsman.

    By the time Gerald found Colton’s room key they were already kissing. Penelope didn’t even look up as he walked out of the bedroom.

    Gerald knew she loved him. He did his best to concentrate on that as he walked out the door and down the hall to the elevator. He heard his wife moaning. Colton was inside her again. He wondered how long he’d have to wait in the other man’s room. Would he get to spend any of his wedding night with his wife? 

  
    Giving Her Permission to Go on a Date

    Your beautiful girlfriend walks into the living room in a pair of lace-trimmed black boyshort panties and a cropped sweater. You forget about perusing Netflix for something to watch and turn your attention to the beauty sauntering towards you.

    “You look incredible,” you say.

    Your girlfriend smiles and replies, “Oh yeah? You like this little outfit?”

    She spins around and bends over to shake her tight little ass at you before standing up and releasing her ponytail. She lifts onto her tip toes, arches her back, and runs her fingers through her long, soft hair.

    You know something is up. She isn’t normally this overt about trying to arouse you. There must be something on her mind.

    “Are you already excited for me?” she asks while looking between your legs.

    You nod, though she knows the answer because she’s seen your bulge. She’s impossibly beautiful and she’s clearly trying to seduce you. Of course you’re turned on.

    Your girlfriend smiles as she approaches the couch and straddles you. Your hands immediately move to her ass, but she reaches back and pulls them away.

    “No touching until I say so,” she says. “Okay?”

    You look up at her and nod. You’re not used to her being assertive when it comes to sex but you like it. It’s always nice to experience something a little bit different.

    Your hands fall to your sides as your girlfriend grinds in your lap. She’s giving you a lap dance. There’s no way around it. She’s doing exactly as a stripper would do when trying to arouse a client.

    She leans closer and whispers, “Does that feel good?”

    “Yes,” you reply. Your hands move to grasp her ass once more before you remember her rule and let them fall to your side. “I want to touch you so badly.”

    “I’ll bet you want to do more than touch me,” she says.

    She’s right. You want to fuck her. You want to bury your cock in her perfect pussy and fuck her until you cum inside her. The more she grinds in your lap, the more desperate you get to be granted that pleasure.

    “I do,” you say.

    Your girlfriend leans down and kisses you. Again you fight off the urge to touch her. You want to run your fingers through her hair. You want to grab her ass. You want to pull off her little sweater and play with her tits.

    She climbs off your lap and unbuttons your pants. You lift your hips as she pulls them off, leaving you in your underwear. She straddles you once more. The grinding resumes. Now it’s even better than a strip club lap dance. Now there’s even less fabric between you and the beautiful girl that’s clearly trying to drive you mad with lust before she takes you inside her.

    She kisses your neck. Her tongue darts over your skin, sending chills of pleasure through your body. She moans like she’s already getting fucked, which serves to deepen your desire for her.

    “Someone asked me out at work today,” she whispers.

    “What?” you ask, mostly because it seems like such an odd thing to bring up as she’s grinding in your lap.

    She leans back and reaches between your legs to play with your cock through your underwear. A big smile flashes across her face.

    “This really hot guy asked me out,” she says. “He said he finds me totally irresistible and he wants to take me out on a date.”

    The pleasure between your legs and the jealousy raging in your brain makes for an odd mix, leaving you more than a little confused.

    “Doesn’t he know you have a boyfriend?” you ask.

    She shakes her head.

    “Why not?” you ask.

    “He’s only been at the company for a few months. It never came up,” she says. “Plus, Luke and I don’t really hang out all that much, so we don’t really know each other all that well.”

    “Luke? His name is Luke?” you ask.

    “It’s a good name, isn’t it?” your girlfriend replies as she leans closer and begins grinding in your lap again.

    You want to be annoyed. You want to ask her why the hell she’s telling you about this while she’s grinding in your lap, but you can’t manage to do anything other than moan. You’re immensely aroused, she’s insanely beautiful, and she’s doing everything she can to drive you crazy with desire for her. It’s working, too.

    “What did you say?” you ask.

    Your girlfriend kisses you. Her tongue darts into your mouth. She moans like you’re inside her. Her moan seems to rush through your body, filling you with desire as it reaches your loins.

    “I said yes,” she whispers.

    Your hands reach up and grasp her arms to push her back so you can look into your girlfriend’s eyes. She responds with surprising strength as her fingers grasp your wrists and she pushes your hands to the couch once more.

    “No touching,” she says in a surprisingly forceful voice.

    “Sorry,” you reply. “Did you really say yes?”

    She leans back and pulls your cock from your underwear. She collects the precum from the tip and rubs it over the underside of the head. You close your eyes as your girlfriend expertly manipulates your cock. She certainly knows how to make you feel good.

    “I did,” she replies.

    “Why?” you ask before groaning again.

    “Because I want to have a little fun,” she replies. “Because we’ve been together for almost a year and I want to see what it’s like to go on a date with another guy. I want to see how different he is. I want to see if he’s romantic. I want to see if he’s funny. I want to see if he’s seductive.”

    You’re so close to cumming and she won’t stop stroking you. You could pull her hand away from your cock, but she was borderline angry the last time you touched her. She clearly wants to be in control, to play some sort of game with you, and you’re going to see it through.

    “Are you breaking up with me?” you ask.

    “Oh, sweetie, no,” she says before leaning forward and softly kissing your lips. “I love you. I do. I love you so much. I’m not breaking up with you. I’m just going on a date with another man.”

    She says it like it’s something that happens all the time, like you’re strange for being a little annoyed at the notion that she would go on a date with someone else while being your girlfriend.

    “How hot is he?” you ask.

    She leans back and moves her panty-clad pussy over your cock. She closes her eyes and pulls her sweater over her head, revealing her perky, braless breasts.

    “Every girl at work wants to date him,” she says as her fingers encircle her breasts. “That’s why I said yes. Every girl wants him and he asked me on a date. How could I say no?”

    Before you can say anything, your beautiful girlfriend leans forward and rubs her perky breasts over your face. You kiss and lick them like you know she enjoys. You elicit a lusty moan, which makes your cock throb.

    “When is your date?” you ask.

    “Tomorrow night,” she says.

    You try and look up at her, but you’re being smothered by her perfect breasts. Her skin feels so soft against your lips and you can’t help but open up and suck on her nipples when she offers them. You’re caught up in the web of lust she’s spun around you and there’s no escape. You don’t really want to escape. You want to sink into it. You want to be enveloped in the intense desire she’s created in you.

    “What if he wants to kiss you?” you ask. The notion of your girlfriend kissing another man seems ridiculous to you, but it’s a date. Maybe it’s not ridiculous.

    She kisses you softly in response to your question. She sucks on your tongue as you slip it into her mouth. She moans while rubbing her panty-clad pussy over the head of your erect cock.

    “What do you think I should do if he tries to kiss me?” she asks.

    “You should refuse,” you answer.

    She reaches down and pulls aside her panties. She rubs the head of your cock over her plump labia and you slip inside her. The heat and wetness of her pussy cause an involuntary groan of pleasure to escape your lips.

    “Fuck,” you say.

    “What if I didn’t refuse?” she asks. “What if I kissed him?”

    She sinks onto your cock and begins to ride you slowly. Your brain is a fog of lust that feels impossible to penetrate.

    “I…I don’t know,” you say.

    “You wouldn’t be mad?” she asks while slowly riding your cock.

    “I don’t know,” you say again.

    She rides you a little faster and pleasure explodes from between your legs.

    “Fuck, baby, your pussy feels amazing,” you say. “Fucking amazing.”

    She drops her pussy onto your cock and holds there. You look up. You want her to ride you. You want her to milk your dick with her pussy. You want her to make you cum.

    “Tell me it’s okay if I kiss him,” she says.

    “What?” you reply.

    “I’m not going to leave you,” she says. “I’m not going to dump you for him, even if he is a little hotter than you. So I want you to tell me that it’s okay if I kiss him. I want permission to kiss him if the date goes really well and I feel like giving him a kiss.”

    She slowly lifts her pussy off your cock and sinks back down again. She’s teasing you. She wants something and she’s trying to tease it out of you. You give in.

    “Yes, you can kiss him,” you say. “I don’t care if you kiss him.”

    Your girlfriend leans forward and kisses you as she resumes riding your cock. You hear the sounds of wetness that come from fucking her pussy when she’s soaked. It feels absolutely perfect. You want to reach back and grab her ass. You want to play with her tits. You want to caress her soft skin. You do none of that, though. She made the rules clear and you know she’s not afraid to cease fucking you if you break the rules.

    “What if we’re kissing and he wants to play with my tits?” your girlfriend asks as she rides you. “What if his hand moves under my shirt and moves up my stomach? What should I do?”

    “Why would he do that if it was just a quick first date kiss?” you ask.

    “It might be more than that,” she replies. “Do you remember our first date? We made out for twenty minutes and you definitely played with my tits a little.”

    She’s right. You did. She was irresistible and she basically invited you to play with her tits by placing your hand under her shirt.

    You can barely think straight as her pussy brings you closer to orgasm. You try to formulate an answer, but nothing comes.

    “I was thinking of wearing a cute little cropped sweater for him,” she says. “Guys love that exposed stomach look, don’t they? Doesn’t it make them think about touching a girl?”

    “Is that what you want him thinking?” you ask before another groan escapes your lips.

    She smiles and drops her pussy onto your cock. She leans back and plays with her tits as you watch.

    “That is what I want him thinking,” she says. “You know I love being desired. You know I love it when you can’t keep your hands off of me. You know I love dressing in outfits that drive you absolutely crazy. I’m going to do the same thing for him.”

    You can’t help but imagine your girlfriend making out with another guy. You see his hand move under her sweater. You see him playing with her tits. You hear her moaning into his mouth just like she moaned into yours on your first date.

    “Baby, please,” you say.

    She leans forward and presses her nipple against your mouth. You lick it. You suck on it. You make her moan and she begins to ride your cock again.

    “Tell me it’s okay,” she says. “Tell me it’s okay if I let him play with my tits a little bit.”

    She leans back and rides you slowly. You watch your cock slide in and out of her pussy. 

    “It’s okay,” you say. “As long as you’re not going to dump me for this guy, it’s okay.”

    She smiles and rides you faster. She reaches down to play with her clit as her pussy milks your cock.

    “I was thinking of wearing that cute little pleated skirt you always love to see me in,” she says.

    You know the one she’s talking about. It’s black and it barely reaches mid thigh on her. It’s unquestionably sexy, seductive, and suggestive.

    “If you wear that he’s going to think…” you begin to say before she cuts you off.

    “That I want him to play with my pussy?” she says.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She closes here eyes, arches her back, and rides your cock hard and fast. It seems like she’s giving you an answer.

    “Would that be so bad?” she asks in a low, lusty voice.

    You groan. It seems to you that there’s only one answer.

    “Yes,” you say.

    She rides you faster.

    “Really? Would it really be so bad if your girlfriend let another guy play with her pussy and then came home to sit on your cock and make her cum?” she asks.

    “No,” you say, mostly because you hadn’t considered that possibility. “I guess it wouldn’t.”

    She stops bouncing on your cock and leans forward. Her lips hover an inch from yours.

    “Of course, it would be rude of me not to play with his cock a little if he plays with my pussy,” she says.

    You feel so close to an orgasm. All you want to do is cum.

    “You can play with his cock,” you say.

    She holds your head in her hands and rides your cock hard and fast while brushing her perky breasts over your face.

    “Thank you, baby,” she says. “You’re such a good boyfriend.”

    You groan. All you can think about is cumming inside her.

    “I promise I’ll make you feel good after my date, even if Luke ends up making me cum while he’s playing with my pussy.” She groans, seemingly at the thought of the other man making her cum. “Even if I end up making him cum I’ll still come home and get you off. I’ll give you a beautiful orgasm, I promise.”

    You’re too close now. Your girlfriend seems to be suggesting that she’s going to do a lot more than play with Luke’s cock, but you can’t stop yourself from cumming as the thought enters your head.

    “Fuck,” you say as you feel that intensely pleasurable build-up between your legs.

    “Even if I’ve had his cock in my pussy, I’ll still come home and take you inside me,” she says.

    You cum while thinking about your girlfriend fucking another guy. You cum inside her as she expertly times her climax to yours. You both cum. You’re thinking about the other man fucking her and you’re cumming.

    Pleasure envelopes your body as you unleash shot after shot of cum inside your girlfriend. She slows her bouncing and then comes to a stop. She kisses you softly.

    “Thank you,” she says.

    “For what?” you ask.

    “For being okay with me going in a date with another guy,” she replies.

    “You’re welcome,” you say as that post-orgasmic bliss settles over your brain.

    You’re already thinking of that post date sex. If it’s anything like the sex you just had, it will be entirely worth her going out with another man and doing whatever she pleases with him.

  
    Gloryhole Cum Sharing and Kissing with Your Wife

    Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).

    
      
    

      

    “This is nicer than I expected,” your wife says as you pull into the sex shop’s parking lot.

    “You’re right,” you say while looking at the surprisingly well-designed and even somewhat elegant storefront.

    You make your way inside and are greeted with a smile by the tattooed girl sitting behind the counter. She doesn’t say anything; she probably knows it’s unwise to pry about what people are looking for at a store filled with sex toys, BDSM equipment, and pornographic pleasures.

    You and your wife aren’t there for the toys. You’re at this sex shop because of the video booths, which are reported to make sucking cock at a gloryhole simple and thrilling. You’ve read the reviews online and you’re here to have an adventure.

    With your wife trailing, you make your way to the back of the store and push aside a dark curtain with a “Video Booths” sign above it. The lighting is dimmed and you can hear the muffled sounds of sex coming from the videos playing in the occupied booths.

    You head right and make your way to an open booth. A quick look inside confirms the presence of a gloryhole on either side. “This looks perfect,” your wife says as an excited smile crosses her face.

    She was the one that introduced the idea of cuckolding into your marriage. She’d dropped little hints about ex-boyfriends and fucking other guys and noticed you always responded with more vigor than most men would. It took some time for you to get used to the idea of her fucking other men, but once you embraced it things took a turn for the kinky.

    For the past two years you’ve been on a wild sexual adventure that’s included a little of everything from the world of cuckolding. You’ve watched her fuck other men one on one. You’ve witnessed her indulge her desire to be gangbanged. You’ve seen her enjoy a double penetration. You’ve cleaned a staggering amount of cum from her body and from inside her pussy.

    Every bit of it has been thrilling. You’ve never been more in love with her. Your orgasms have never been better. She was right about you being a natural-born cuckold.

    The gloryhole was your idea. You thought it would be hot to watch her suck dick and get the chance to share messy cum kisses with her. She agreed, and now you’re about to experience it firsthand.

    There’s enough room in the dark booth for both you and your wife to fit comfortably and a little bench to sit on, presumably for the guys that actually come in to masturbate while watching the video of their choosing.

    Fittingly, your wife chooses a cuckold video to be playing while she entertains the eager customers of the sex shop. She turns up the volume to make sure everyone knows there’s action happening in your booth and then offers you a long, slow, sexy kiss.

    Her lips are firm against yours and her tongue is insistent as it pushes into your mouth. Her hands move over your body and between your legs so she can play with your hardening cock. Your wife is all hot and bothered at the prospect of sucking off strangers while her husband watches.

    Moments after she breaks the kiss, a cock appears through the gloryhole on the left. Your wife’s giddy reaction as she rushes to her knees is everything you want it to be. She’s eager to pleasure him while you watch.

    She strokes his cock, which is already quite large, and says, “This cock is beautiful, baby. Do you want me to suck him? Do you want me to suck this stranger’s big cock and make him cum in my mouth?”

    You nod and say, “Yes, that’s what I want.”

    She wraps her lips around the big dick and sucks vigorously. Her mouth moves expertly down the shaft until he disappears into her throat. A surge of jealousy moves through you. Part of the reason you suggested this is because your wife rarely sucks your cock anymore. She loves to deny you the pleasure of her mouth and offer it to the men that fuck her better than you. She loves to remind you of that fact, too.

    “His cock tastes so good,” she says while stroking the fully erect shaft that’s slick with her spit. “Much better than yours.”

    Again she wraps her lips around the thick cock and takes him down her throat. Soon the stranger taps on the wall above her to signal his impending orgasm. Your wife continues to vigorously suck his dick. You hear a groan from the other side of the wall. He’s cumming in her mouth.

    She pulls off his cock until just the tip is in her mouth. Her tongue runs along the underside, stimulating him to a deeper, more satisfying orgasm while he sprays his seed into her mouth. When he’s finished, the stranger pulls his cock away and your wife turns to you. She opens wide and shows off a rather large load of cum. It looks thick and delicious.

    You can’t help but salivate. Over the past two years you’ve grown accustomed to eating the cum of other men. You’ve come to crave it as an integral part of being her cuckold husband. It always makes you feel so deliciously submissive and it never fails to make your cock throb.

    Your wife moves towards you. She pulls your head to hers and presses her lips against yours. Her cum-covered tongue slips into your mouth and in an instant all you can taste is semen. It’s still so thick and slippery as she shares a cum kiss with you. A surge of lust runs through your body, giving you a throbbing erection.

    “Swallow,” she says after breaking the kiss. You swallow the cum in your mouth and she swallows what’s left in hers. “Good boy,” she adds with a naughty smile.

    Your wife has a look of wild, untamed lust about her. Her eyes are bright and she can’t stop smiling. It’s because you’re the man that’s unlocked her naughty side by becoming her eager, horny cuckold. You set each other free, and here you are at a sex shop gloryhole eagerly sharing the cum of strangers.

    She kisses you again, stopping only when another cock comes through the gloryhole on the ride side of your little booth. Your wife giddily falls to her knees and takes him into her mouth. He’s already hard – perhaps he was watching – and she deftly swallows most of his fairly long cock in one motion.

    You sit on the bench and play with your cock while admiring her incredible talent. She sucks dick far better than the girl in the porn playing in your booth and she seems to do it with greater passion, too.

    The stranger in her mouth taps on the wall and again your wife leaves just the head of his cock in her mouth as he cums. When he’s finished she moves to you, but this time she pushes you to your knees and positions her mouth above yours. She’s going to feed you the cum.

    You open up and she lets a slow, long stream of semen flow from her mouth to yours. You look into her eyes and find that same untamed lust there. Your wife is getting off on feeding you another man’s cum and it makes your cock so hard.

    He shot a big load, and soon it’s all in your mouth. When she’s finished feeding you, you hold your mouth open and let her admire the thick load ready to slide down your throat. With a finger under your chin she gently closes your mouth and you swallow while staring into her eyes.

    “You’re such a naughty boy,” she says. “You love it when I feed you cum, don’t you?”

    She reaches between your legs and plays with your hard cock. Her touch is electric. “Fuck yes. I love it when you feed me cum, baby. I want more,” you say.

    As if compelled by your voice, a long and thick black cock pushes through the gloryhole. Your wife’s eyes go wide as she gets on her knees in front of it.

    “Your cock is gorgeous,” she says to the stranger on the other side of the wall.

    “Let me feel that mouth of yours,” he says.

    Your wife obliges by wrapping her lips around the big black cock while she strokes the shaft and plays with his balls. She gives him her full attention because she seems genuinely in awe of his cock. Her eyes are closed as she moves deeper down the shaft. Deepthroating him proves difficult, but she’s still dedicated to his pleasure.

    You marvel at the trance-like state your wife has entered into as she worships the big black dick in her mouth. She’s found a perfect rhythm and she just keeps bobbing up and down on his cock while using her spit as lube to stroke him. He’s put her in a state of pure cocksucking bliss.

    “Baby, I wanna fuck you,” he says from the other side of the wall. “I’ve got condoms.”

    Your wife looks at you, but you both know she doesn’t need your permission. If she wants to take that big black cock in her pussy she’s more than welcome to do so.

    “Okay,” she says.

    He passes a wrapped Magnum condom through the gloryhole. You watch as your wife tears it open with her mouth and eagerly rolls it down his big cock. She stands and bends over, pressing her ass against the wall to give him access to her wet, white pussy.

    “Get on the floor,” she says to you.

    You obey without thinking and move into position so you can see her pussy. You want to watch as she takes a big black cock at the gloryhole.

    You see him rub the head of his cock around your wife’s wet, swollen pussy lips. She moans and says, “Please, fuck me. Give me that dick.”

    He obliges by slowing sliding into her pussy. She groans, unleashing a mixture of pleasure with just a hint of pain at his size. He’s literally taking her breath away with how long and thick he is.

    “Fuck me,” she says when she’s had a few seconds to get used to his size. “Pound my little white pussy.”

    You love her dirty talk. You know she means it, too. She wants him to pound her. She wants him to savage her tight white cunt with his big dick. He does it, too. He thrusts into your wife’s pussy and slams his pelvis into the wall of the video booth. It looks and sounds like an earthquake has struck your little booth, but it’s just a black man power fucking your wife’s pussy.

    It surprises you when she cums. Normally doggystyle doesn’t get her off without a little clit rubbing, but something about the naughtiness of taking black dick in a gloryhole combined with his size brings your wife to a breathtaking climax.

    Her pussy must have clamped down on his cock as she was cumming, because it’s not long before the black dick inside your wife explodes in orgasm. You watch his shaft pulse from underneath as he sprays his load into the condom. You watch another man cum while he’s inside your wife’s pussy and it’s perfect.

    She pulls her pussy off his cock and turns around. Your wife peels the condom from his big dick before he disappears back into his booth. She holds the cum-filled rubber in front of you and says, “Thirsty?”

    You nod and say, “Very thirsty.”

    “Open up,” your wife says as she takes the tip of the condom between her fingers and turns it upside down. The cum moves swiftly down the length of the latex material and flows into your mouth.

    It’s the strongest cum you’ve tasted all day and it’s noticeably thicker. It feels like a massive, viscous blob in your mouth and something about the nastiness of it makes your cock throb. You love sinking deeper into the filthy pleasure of swallowing the hot cum of other men. You love that your wife is willing and eager to feed you the loads she sucks and fucks out of them.

    “Swallow it for me. Swallow his cum like a good cuckold,” she says before you close your mouth and let the thick load slide down your throat. “Good boy.”

    “Stay there,” your wife says as she stands while you stay seated on the floor.

    She squats over your face and says, “Worship me.”

    Her pussy lowers to your lips and you eagerly lick her like a good cuckold husband should. You taste latex, sweat, and her delicious juices and it makes your cock throb. She grabs the back of your head and holds you steady while her hips grind her cunt over your mouth. Your wife is going to have another orgasm and this time you’re going to deliver it.

    “Oh fuck! That tongue is so good, baby! That’s it, lick the pussy he just fucked. Show me what a good cuckold you are!” she says in a low, guttural voice. She’s about to cum and she can’t help but let loose a steady, sexy stream of dirty talk.

    Both her hands grab your head when she finally climaxes. She screams loud enough that the girl at the front desk probably hears her. Your tongue always makes her cum so hard and the thrill of sucking and fucking in a gloryhole booth has turned her on even more than usual.

    “Fuck, that was so good,” she says while dropping to her knees next to you. Your wife kisses you to taste her juices on your tongue and lips. “I taste good,” she says with a smile.

    Soon, another cock appears through the gloryhole. Your wife moves to take it into her mouth, but the guy pulls back. “No, I want him,” he says.

    He’s referring to you. He wants you to suck his dick. Your wife looks over at you. She wraps her fingers around the base of the stranger’s cock. “Do it for me,” she says.

    You can’t say no to her. You can’t resist her sweet voice. You can’t resist her encouragement. You need to suck his dick.

    You get on your knees at the gloryhole. You look at the plump, mushroom head of his cock and the veins running down his shaft. Your wife places a hand on the back of your head and applies gentle pressure.

    “It’s okay. Just take him into your mouth. I promise, it will be fun,” she says.

    You part your lips and take the cock into your mouth. He slides along your wet tongue. You close your lips around his dick. You instinctively run your tongue along the underside of his head and shaft. He moans. You’re sucking cock.

    “That’s so fucking hot, baby,” your wife says as she begins to masturbate. She can’t resist. She’s so turned on at the sight of you with a dick in your mouth that she has to play with her pussy.

    You take more of him into your mouth. You feel the head of his cock tickle the back of your throat. Your gag reflex triggers and you hear your wife giggle as she masturbates.

    “It’s okay, baby. It happens. You’ll get used to it,” she encourages you.

    You feel the head of his cock throb in your mouth. He’s getting harder as you blow him. He’s going to cum soon. You know it. You suck him harder and faster. You speed up the pace of your tongue along the underside of his cock. You want to make him cum in your mouth.

    He taps the wall above you. He’s about to cum. He groans and the head of his cock swells in your mouth. You pull back just like your wife did. Only the head of his dick is in your mouth as he cums on your tongue. Shot after shot of thick semen fills your mouth as your wife masturbates to an orgasm next to you.

    “That’s so fucking hot!” she screams as she cums again.

    She likes seeing another man cum in your mouth. She loved watching you give head. She loves that her husband is capable of being so naughty with her.

    When he’s finished cumming in your mouth, the stranger pulls his cock from the gloryhole and zips up. You turn to your wife and open your mouth, knowing she’ll want to see the big load resting on your tongue.

    She smiles and says, “You’re such a naughty boy. Now swallow that load for me. Swallow one more load of yummy cum for me.”

    You do as you’re told and the cum slides down your throat and into your stomach. You’ve consumed another man’s cum.

    “I think it’s time you had an orgasm,” your wife says. “Stand up.” You do as you’re told. “Good, now take off your pants and free that little cock of yours.”

    You’re bottomless and exposed. Your cock, which is noticeably smaller than those that have appeared through the gloryholes today, is stiff as steel. The tip is wet with precum.

    Your wife stands next to you and wraps her skilled fingers around your shaft. She strokes you slowly and kisses your neck. Her lips send shivers down your spine. You close your eyes and let the pleasure of her touch engulf you.

    “Did you like eating cum today?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    “I love that you eat other men’s cum for me. I absolutely love that I’ve turned you into such a naughty, nasty little cum slut for me. Do you love that?” she asks while her fingers wrap tighter around your cock, offering intense pleasure.

    “Yes, I love being a cum slut for you,” you answer.

    “I loved watching you suck cock for me. I loved seeing him cum in your mouth. I think we should do that more often. What do you think? Do you want to be a cocksucker for me?” she asks.

    You hesitate for a moment, but finally relent. “Yes, I want to be a cocksucker for you,” you say.

    “Good boy. Now I want you to cum for me,” she says in a sweet, soft voice while kissing your neck. “I want you to cum while you think about all the loads you’ve eaten today. Cum while you think about that big cock ejaculating in your mouth. Cum while you think about being a cum eating, cocksucking cuckold for your wife.”

    Her words and her skilled fingers finally coax an orgasm out of you. Your mind is filled with visions of eating cum and sucking cock as you cry out in pleasure. Your cum spills onto the floor as your wife slows her stroking and milks the orgasm out slowly.

    You both know you’ll be back for more, and it likely won’t be long. You’ve had too much fun today. Neither of you can say no to this kind of naughty play.

  
    Go Dress Shopping for Your Wife

    I can't speak for every cuckold couple, but I know that my husband absolutely loves to help me pick out a sexy new dress that I'm going to wear for another man. He loves the idea of me getting all dressed up to thrill and arouse someone else.

    He likes to help with the shopping, too. So, for this fun little task, I'd like you to consider how you'd want your wife to dress if she was going on a hot date with another guy.

    Let's say you get to pick and that she's filled with the kind of confidence that would let her put on and pull off any sort of dress. What would you want her to wear?

    If you're in the mood, why don't you browse some of the sites I've listed below with your dick in your hand. Play with yourself while you imagine your wife in the outfits you're perusing. Stroke while you think about her dancing or kissing another man in your favorite outfit. Go further if you want. If it's a dress, there's no reason she can't hike up the hem and get fucked without even getting naked.

    Have fun with it. Here are a few websites that specialize in particularly sexy (or sometimes straight up slutty) clothes (if you have a preferred site, feel free to share it):

    Ami Clubwear
Hot Miami Styles 
Fashion Nova 
Venus 
Bebe 

  Go Lingerie Shopping for Your Lover
In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation story every day through most of November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.
The Idea
It’s such a simple thing, but bringing your husband along while you buy lingerie for another man is a perfect way to humiliate him. It’s a thrilling experience for a cuckold to watch his wife try on the sexiest underthings imaginable knowing that she’s doing it to arouse someone else.
Be sure to work in plenty of verbal play along the way. Ask him “Do you think this will turn him on?” while you hold up a sexy red lace bodysuit. Confidently say “I think he’d love fucking me in this,” when you step out of the dressing room. If a dose of public humiliation works for both of you, say it loud enough for a sales girl or another customer to hear. Your cuckold’s face will burn with humiliation and his cock will throb with desire.
The Story
“We’re going to Victoria’s Secret today, honey. We have to pick out something naughty for me to wear for my date,” your wife informs you on a beautiful Saturday morning.
“Why don’t you ever wear lingerie for me?” you ask.
Your wife smiles and walks across the bedroom, kissing you gently on the cheek. She reaches between your legs and grasps your cock through your boxer shorts. She leans forward and whispers, “Because this little guy doesn’t do nearly enough to please me.” She kisses you again and walks back to the closet, swaying her hips because she knows you’re staring at her ass while she goes.
You knew what she’d say, but you asked anyway. You knew she’d humiliate your inadequate cock and you brought it on yourself. Now you have an erection. You know better than to try and initiate sex though. Your wife has a date tonight and you’re forbidden from entering her on date nights.
An hour later you walk through the doors of the Victoria’s Secret. Beautiful lingerie surrounds you and you’re going to help your wife pick out a piece for another man to fuck her in.
“Can I help you find something?” you hear a sale associate ask your wife.
“Yes,” she says, “I have a date tonight and I’d like to find something especially sexy.”
The girl looks over at you. She saw you come in with your wife and she’s a little confused. Your wife helps relieve the confusion. “That’s my husband,” she says. “He’s here to help me pick out something for my date.” Your wife winks at the girl, who smiles back at her.
They share a knowing look as you watch. The beautiful girl working at the lingerie store knows that your wife is going to fuck another man tonight. Your face turns red with embarrassment, but your cock comes to life. 
“I think I can help you with that,” the sales girl says. She leads you and your wife to a selection of lace teddies. “These are quite popular.” The beautiful sales associate turns to you and says, “Do you think your wife would look good in one of these?” while pointing to a red lace teddy on a mannequin.
Again your face burns with humiliation. “Yes,” you say as you avoid eye contact with her.
Your wife giggles. She’s clearly delighted with the way the sales girl has embraced humiliating you. “Why don’t I try it on?” she says.
You follow her to the fitting area and watch as the door closes behind your wife. As she changes out of her clothes, your mind drifts to what will happen later in the evening. She’ll undress for another man. She’ll show him the lingerie you helped her pick out. She’ll have someone else’s cock in her mouth and pussy, and you’ll be at home, wishing desperately that you were there to watch him fuck her.
The door to the fitting room opens and your wife steps out. She looks stunning. The red lace teddy fits snugly against her lean body and the plunging cut exposes her beautiful cleavage. You imagine her kissing another man, his hands roaming over the lace and playing with her breasts. Your cock is inescapably hard.
“I think your date is going to enjoy that very much,” the sales girl says. She looks over at you and the obvious tent in your pants. “I think your husband agrees,” she says before giggling.
“He certainly does,” your wife says with a smile. She steps back into the fitting room and emerges with the teddy in her hand, ready to check out.
As you’re paying, she says to the sales girl, “Thank you so much for your help. It’s been so long since I’ve had a proper date, if you know what I mean.”
The sales girl knows exactly what she means. She looks at you and smiles. Without saying it, your wife has just confirmed that you don’t have much to offer in the bedroom, that she’s going on a date with another man because she has to go outside the marriage to find what she needs. She’s delivered one final delicious humiliation before you go home and spend the night fantasizing about the sex she’s having with another man. 

    Go Lingerie Shopping for Your Wife

    Hello Cuckolds,

    We're going to do a little shopping today. You can do it from your computer, too.

    I want you to pick out a beautiful lingerie set for your wife or girlfriend (or your future wife) to wear for an evening of hot sex with her bull.

    I want you to make it a mindful lingerie shopping trip, too. I want you to put yourself in the store with her. I want you to imagine her talking about how much her bull would love seeing her in the delicate underthings you're looking at. I want you to imagine the erection you might get as she keeps describing all the naughty things she's doing to do with him that night.

    Going shopping with your wife to buy her something sexy to wear for another man is a beautiful cuckold experience. It feels like you're being cuckolded every second you're in the store.

    I know it's hard to replicate that experience from your computer or phone, but I want you to try. As you browse one of the websites I've linked below, I want you to sink into it. I want you to imagine your wife trying on the lingerie sets you pick out and telling you whether it would inspire the kind of lust she wants her bull to feel.

    Have fun with it, cuckolds. Here are four stores to try, though if you have another that you like, feel free to use that site:

    Victoria's Secret 
Journelle 
Agent Provocateur 
Frederick's of Hollywood 

  
    Go on a Romantic Vacation with Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    A romantic vacation would typically be reserved for you and your husband, which is precisely why going on one with your lover will be humiliating for your cuckold. I wouldn’t recommend this unless you really like your lover and can spend time with him doing something other than having sex.

    Start with a weekend away. Pick a hotel that’s known for romance (a boutique hotel is always a good choice) and pack lots of lingerie and sexy clothes, making it clear to your cuckold that you’re going to spending a lot of time fucking someone else while you’re away. You can even have hubby help you pack.

    While you’re there, treat it like any other vacation. Enjoy the romance and the great sex. Enjoy a new experience with a man you’re hopefully enamored with, at least sexually. If you want to increase the humiliation, be in constant contact with your cuckold. Send him texts about the great sex you just had or call him and let him listen while you fuck. You can even send him pictures of the fun you’re having.

    
      The Story
    

    You thought your wife was going to find a bull. That’s what most of the cuckold stories you’d read featured. That’s what you fantasized about. That was the original plan.

    Then she met Kevin. At first he played the role of a bull. He fucked your wife with exceptional skill and made her cum like your little cuckold cock had never done. Then something changed.

    Your wife developed feelings for Kevin. Not the kind that would make her leave you, but the kind that made her want him to be more than a bull. The kind that made her want him to be her boyfriend.

    That’s how you ended up sitting in bed and watching your wife pack for a romantic weekend getaway with another man.

    You were unquestionably anxious about it – what if a weekend away with him convinced your wife to leave you for Kevin? – but there was no doubt you were about to live out a cuckold fantasy and your excitement overwhelmed any anxiety.

    “Honey, would you do me a favor?” your wife asked.

    “Sure,” you said.

    “I’d love it if you would pick out my lingerie for the weekend. Would you be a good cuckold and do that for me?” she asked sweetly.

    “I’d love to,” you answered.

    Your wife’s lingerie collection had grown considerably since she started seeing Kevin, a fact that never failed to delight you. You’d gone on several of those shopping trips and loved the humiliation of helping her pick out something sexy to wear for another man.

    You took your time selecting the perfect lingerie, letting your imagination run wild as you looked through the options. You knew your wife delighted in arousing her boyfriend with naughty underwear. You knew he loved seeing her suck his cock while dressed up in something insanely sexy. You knew she loved getting fucked in something you’d picked out for her.

    “Thank you,” your wife said when she looked at the selections you’d laid out on the bed. She kissed you softly and said, “You’re such a good cuckold for me.”

    You felt a surge of pride. You were a good cuckold. Despite your anxieties, that was all that really mattered to you. You wanted to be good for her. You wanted your wife to have the satisfying sexual experience she craved.

    Before leaving, your wife assured you she’d be in constant contact over the weekend. She gave you a peck on the cheek before walking out the door and hopping into Kevin’s car. You watched them kiss and your cock stiffened when your wife unzipped her boyfriend’s pants and took his dick in her mouth as he pulled out of the driveway.

    Just a few minutes later you received a message from her. It was a quick video of his cock filling her mouth. He was getting a blowjob and you were sitting at home, alone.

    The next message came a few hours later and featured your wife walking around the hotel room Kevin had booked. It was gorgeous in every way imaginable and included surprisingly romantic touches like rose petals spread over the bed and a bottle of champagne on ice with two elegant glasses next to it.

    A selfie of the two of them enjoying a candlelit dinner came through a short while later. Your wife wore an exceedingly beautiful, low-cut dress and you could see genuine joy on her face.

    You couldn’t help but stare at the picture and wonder if she was falling in love with someone else. He already fucked her better than you ever had and now he was romancing her. It made your cock hard, confirming your status as a cuckold. Despite the anxiety, you couldn’t help but get wildly aroused at the idea of your wife developing feelings for another man.

    You were surprised when she called you a few hours later. You figured it would be all texts and teasing pictures and videos throughout the weekend.

    “Hey honey,” you answered in an exuberant tone. You heard nothing. “Honey?” you asked. You wondered if she’d accidentally called you.

    Then you heard the unmistakable sound of kissing. She hadn’t made a mistake. She was going to let you listen as she played with her boyfriend.

    Soon the kissing turned into the unmistakable sounds of oral sex. You heard him groan as your wife’s mouth enveloped his dick. She made it nice and sloppy so you could hear it. Your dick throbbed as you conjured an image of your wife’s mouth on her boyfriend’s cock while the sounds of sensual pleasure filled your ears.

    “I need you to fuck me,” she said. “Please, fill me with this perfect cock.”

    You pulled out your cock and stroked as you imagined your wife spreading her legs and begging her boyfriend to fuck her.

    “Oh fuck. That feels so good,” she moaned.

    You heard him thrusting into your wife’s pussy. You jerked off as another man fucked your wife in a romantic hotel room while you sat at home.

    “I love your cock,” your wife said. It was the first time you’d heard her use the word love with him. She was referring to his dick, but it was a huge turn on.

    You heard more kissing, beautiful lusty moans, and at least two orgasms on your wife’s part. Then you heard the thing that turned you on more than anything else.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife said.

    You nearly lost your load as the words left her lips. It was always the same. Nothing aroused you more than the idea of your wife wanting someone else’s cum inside her. Nothing made your cuckold cock harder than her urging another man to finish in her pussy.

    “I’m cumming,” Kevin said.

    “Yes, cum inside me. Give me your cum. Fill me,” your wife cried out.

    After he finished inside her, all you heard was their heavy breathing and the soft kisses that lovers often share after having sex. Then your wife dropped a bomb.

    “I love you,” she said.

    “I love you too,” Kevin said.

    She knew you were listening. She knew her cuckold husband was at home with his cock in his hand as he listened in on her having beautiful sex with another man. She knew you were going to cum after hearing her declare her love for her boyfriend.

    She was right. You couldn’t hold back. You kept stroking. You groaned. You came just like she knew you would. You came while your wife had another man’s cock and cum inside her. You came just like a cuckold should.

  
    Go Panty Shopping for Your Husband

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November and December. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    
      The Idea
    

    Once he’s wearing panties, you can increase the humiliation by taking him on a shopping trip to buy a pair of his own. Victoria’s Secret is the easiest place. If he’s okay with public humiliation, make sure to comment about how good a sexy pair of panties would look on him. The sales girls will almost always go along with it too, so you can ask them to help you pick out a pair of panties for your husband.

    
      The Story
    

    “Excuse me, could you help us?” your wife asks the beautiful sales girl at Victoria’s Secret.

    “Of course! What are you looking for?” she says with a cheerful smile.

    Your wife gestures to you and says, “We’re wondering if you have any panties that would be suitable for men.”

    Not surprisingly, her request catches the sales girl off guard, but she’s a professional and she bounces back quickly and says, “Absolutely, we have a few styles that work well for men. Follow me.”

    You trail your wife and hope desperately that none of the other shoppers know that you’re the one shopping for panties. It’s embarrassing enough to know that your cuckold cock will soon be encased in women’s underwear full time. If all the other women in the store knew too it would be doubly humiliating.

    The sales girl leads you to a wall of shelves, each filled with bikini cut panties in a variety of materials. She catches you staring at a pair of pink satin panties and picks them up, “Here,” she says, holding them out for you. “Go ahead and touch them. They feel amazing.”

    “What do you think, honey?” your wife says.

    You run your fingers over the pink satin and you can’t help but think it would feel good to wear them. “They’re nice,” you say.

    “They’re adorable!” your wife says, “and you’d look so cute in them.”

    “You’re not the first man I’ve helped shop for panties,” the sales girl says, “and I’ve had a few repeat customers say that this particular cut feels exceptionally good. Not too tight, you know?”

    Your wife smiles and says, “How nice, though I don’t think tightness is going to be much of a concern for him. There isn’t much to speak of between his legs, if you know what I mean.”

    You burn with humiliation, but your cock stirs to life. Your wife has just told the sales girl, someone neither of you has ever met, that your cock is small. In fact, this whole trip implies that your cock is so small it should be encased in panties.

    You feel a sense of relief when the sales girl smiles and says, “Well, if he’s not packing much between his legs we have another style of panties that I think he’d love.”

    “I think we’d love to see those,” your wife says as she takes you by the hand and follows the sales girl.

    You end up in front of a selection of skimpy thongs that offer far less material than the bikini cut panties she just showed off.

    “Now there’s less material to cover up his little package,” the sales girl says, “but I get the impression that we don’t need to worry about that. Am I right? Will you fit in one of these little thongs?” she asks.

    She’s caught on to what your wife is doing and she’s happily playing along. It even seems like she’s enjoying humiliating you. “Yes, I’d fit,” you say quietly.

    “Oh, I love these,” your wife says as she pulls a leopard print thong from the shelf. “It’s so…well, slutty. Wouldn’t you like to wear something a little bit slutty, honey?”

    “Yes,” you say. There’s no point in fighting it anymore. Your little cock is already half hard. Your brain is swimming with arousal. You’re turned on. You decide to go with it.

    “Now, how about something feminine?” the sales girl asks as she reaches for a pale yellow lace thong. “Isn’t this beautiful?” she asks as she hands the panties to you.

    You marvel at how soft the lace is while running your fingers over it. For a moment you close your eyes and imagine it against your cock. You smile.

    “That would feel nice, wouldn’t it?” the sales girl says. “I can see it, you’d love to have that soft lace against your little man, wouldn’t you?”

    “Yes, I would,” you admit.

    “You know, I have one more thing I think you might really like,” the sales girl says as she leads you to a display full of exceptionally skimpy panties.

    “Look at how small these are, honey,” your wife says as she admires the g-strings.

    “We don’t sell many of these, to be honest,” the sales girl says. “Most women, myself included, like more coverage than that little string provides. I thought they might be perfect for you, though. The front could be like a little pouch for what’s supposed to be your manhood.”

    Your cock jumps at her boldness. She’s leaning into humiliating you and you can see that your wife is delighted.

    “I think she’s right, honey,” your wife says as she leans closer. “Your little dick would look so cute in one of these,” she whispers.

    “Why not get a few? You can get a pink g-string for when you want to feel feminine and a black g-string for when you want to feel a little sexier. How does that sound?” the sales girl asks.

    “That would be nice,” you say while picking up two more pairs of panties.

    “I think we have everything we need,” your wife says. “You’ve been incredible. Thank you so much for your help.”

    “It’s my pleasure,” she says. “I think those panties are going to look especially pretty on you. I work Monday through Friday, so come back any time and I’ll help you in any way I can.”

    After you’ve paid and are making your way back to the car, your wife asks, “How do you feel?”

    “Humiliated,” you say with a smile. “Thank you.”

  
    Go Panty Shopping...for Yourself

    Hello to all my submissive cuckolds,

    This naughty task applies only to the panty boys or would-be panty boys out there. The rest of you can safely ignore it. However, if you want to dig into a delicious bit of submission to your mistress I think this will be a delightful task for you.

    I like the idea of a submissive cuckold wearing panties. I like how humiliating it can be to pull on a pair of beautiful women's underwear, to feel that soft fabric against your cock and balls.

    I'm not really the type that would find it thrilling to point and laugh at your panty-clad cock, though. I'm more the type that would appreciate how pretty and feminine it looks in the loveliest underwear you can find.

    That's why I want you to go online and pick out a pair of panties that you'd absolutely love to wear. Be a good cuckold and pick out a pretty pair of panties to encase your cock.

    I want you to imagine that my bull (or your wife/girlfriend's bull) is coming over and that I want you to have a pretty pair of panties to wear while I'm enjoying him. I want the panties to symbolize you accepting your place and sinking deeper into your submission.

    After all, you won't be the man in our bed, will you? It will be my bull. It will be the man that fucks me to the orgasms I crave. So, will you be a good boy and pick out a pair of pretty panties for me? Here are a few stores where you can do your shopping:

    La Senza 
Bare Necessities 
Cosabella 
La Perla 

    Happy shopping, panty boys!

  
    Go Put On Your Pretty Panties...

    “My bull is coming over,” your wife says as she directs her beautiful hazel eyes at you. “Go put on your pretty panties.”

    She looks perfect in bed in a pair of underwear. She likes to wear as little as possible when her bull comes over.

    “Go, cuckold. Grab the pretty pink pair we bought last week. You know how I like to see your little cock in panties when he comes over,” your wife says.

    It started so innocently. You said something about how soft your wife’s panties felt and she suggested that you put them on. Your cock got hard immediately, and just like that you’d inadvertently discovered something that delighted you.

    Now you have a drawer full of panties that are all yours. Every once in a while your wife takes you shopping at Victoria’s Secret so you can pick out something new, soft, and wonderfully feminine.

    At your wife’s behest, you open that drawer and pull out the pink panties you bought last week. You can still remember the sales girl’s smile when she rang you up. She knew that panties were for you. She saw that they were far too large to fit your slender wife. The humiliation you felt in that moment still turns you on.

    Your cock comes to life as you run your fingers over the panties. They feel so soft.

    “Aren’t they pretty?” your wife says.

    “Yes,” you agree as you turn to face her.

    “Go ahead, put them on. Put on those pretty panties. Pull them up tight against your cute little cock,” your wife says.

    Her voice is soft and loving. Every word feels like it’s warmly caressing your ego and letting you know that it’s okay to embrace your submissive feminine side.

    You step into the pretty pink lace panties and pull them up your legs. The soft material feels heavenly against your skin. It’s the same thing every time you put on a pair. You can’t help but wonder why more men don’t want to wear women’s underwear.

    Your favorite part is when they come to rest against your cock, balls, and ass. They feel perfect. Your little dick feels tucked in so tight. It feels like your testicles are being cradled by the softest material known to man.

    “That’s a good boy,” your wife says. “Come here. Let me see them up close.”

    You cross the bedroom and watch as your wife’s eyes light up with delight. She loves that you’re so eager to put on panties for her.

    She reaches out and caresses your panty-clad cock as you stand in front of her. Her hazel eyes look up at yours and she says, “Your little cuckold cock is perfect in panties, isn’t it? Doesn’t it feel amazing?”

    You nod in agreement. It does. There was a time when you fought all of this, but that time has passed. Now you embrace it. You like how it feels to wear panties. You like that it makes your position in the marriage so clear.

    You’re her husband, but you’re not the man that fucks your wife. Your cock stays in panties while you watch someone else satisfy her. That’s your place now. You’ve come to accept that. You’ve even embraced it.

    There was a time when sex was a stressful topic for you. You’d think about your inability to please your wife. You’d think about her disappointment every time you fucked her. You’d think about her disappointment every time you exposed your cock.

    Now she appreciates your cock. It’s in a different way, of course, but she genuinely appreciates it. She thinks it looks cute in lace panties. She likes to play with it when it’s in a pair of feminine underwear. She didn’t like to play with it before.

    “This is where you cock belongs,” she says.

    You close your eyes and your little cock gets hard. You can’t stop the erection. You can’t help but love when she says things like that. Now you crave being put in your place.

    “A little cock like yours can’t satisfy a woman, so it belongs in a pair of pretty panties just like these,” she says while running her fingertip over your cock and down to your balls. It feels exquisite.

    “I love that you accept that. I love that you know your place.”

    “I do,” you say.

    You hear a knock at the front door. Your wife’s bull has arrived. He lets himself in with the key she gave him. You step aside and wait at the foot of the bed. You feel exposed wearing only a pair of pink lace panties, but he’s seen you in them before.

    Your wife waits in bed as he approaches. You can see the excitement in her eyes. She hasn’t seen him in a week. She needs him. She’s desperate for his cock. She tells you so when you service her pussy on a nightly basis. She tells you how badly she needs him, how much she misses having a nice big cock to fuck her.

    When her bull enters the bedroom your wife moves to her knees. He enjoys the view of her perky tits and her soft, wavy blonde hair as it sways gently. He moves towards her and they share a long slow kiss as his hands caress her.

    You feel a beautiful, thrilling kind of jealousy as you watch another man kiss your wife. You feel every bit of your inadequacy as she melts into him. You see the desire pour out of her. You see that she’s missed him desperately, that she wants him so badly she’d do almost anything to have him.

    “I see the cuckold got a new pair of panties,” her bull says as he looks at you.

    “Aren’t they exquisite?” your wife says while she caresses her bull’s big cock through his slacks. “I was just telling him how much I appreciate that he’s accepted that his place is to wear panties while you fuck me.”

    “It’s good to know your place, cuckold,” he says. “There’s no point in fighting it. Don’t you feel more comfortable in those pretty panties?”

    “I do,” you say.

    Your wife frees her bull’s cock and she sinks down to her stomach to take him into her mouth. You watch as her soft, plump lips move down his shaft while he moans. Your cock gets hard too, though it’s nowhere near as big as his.

    You feel a twinge of jealousy as you remember how good your wife’s mouth feels. You remember her talent for sucking dick and you know that you’re not likely to experience that pleasure ever again.

    Still, watching her give him head brings you a different kind of pleasure. Doing it while you’re wearing panties makes you feel even more like a cuckold. You like that. You like being her cuckold. You like accepting your place in your marriage.

    Your wife lets her bull’s cock slip from her mouth. She wipes away the string of spit that slips out after it and flips onto her back. He pulls down her panties and looks over at you. Her bare pussy is exposed. It’s enflamed and wet. It needs him.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “Fuck me while my panty boy cuckold watches.”

    Your wife tends to talk dirtier when her bull is around. She gets so turned on that she can’t help it. She lets loose the part of her that genuinely enjoys humiliating you.

    Your wife’s bull pulls her to the edge of the bed. He pushes his cock inside her and she closes her eyes as a primal moan emerges from her throat. His dick bottoms out inside her and he holds it there.

    “Please, fuck me,” she begs. “Please, I need it. I need your cock. Please, give it to me.”

    Her bull turns to you. “Do you want me to fuck her, panty boy?” he says. There’s a harsh edge to his voice that you love.

    Your voice quivers slightly as you say, “Yes, please fuck my wife. Give her what she needs. Give her what she deserves.”

    “That’s right, panty boy. He gives me what I need, unlike you. He has a real man’s cock. You have a cuckold panty boy’s cock that’s locked away in a lace prison, which is exactly where it belongs.”

    You feel a little lightheaded. It’s delightful. Your cock tingles in the way that only happens when you’re immensely aroused. When the humiliation reaches a fever pitch is when you enjoy it the most.

    As all of that humiliation courses through your brain, your wife’s bull pounds his big cock into her pussy. He grabs her legs and holds them tight while fucking her hard and fast.

    “This is how a real man fucks a woman, panty boy,” your wife says as she looks over at you. You stare into her beautiful eyes and revel in the beautiful aggression in her voice. “That’s why your little dick is in those pretty panties.”

    She’s moaning louder now. You know she’s going to cum soon. It never takes him long to get her off.

    “Yes, fuck me, fuck me!” she says. “I’m cumming. I’m cumming!”

    Your wife’s hands grab the sheets and she squeezes them tight. Her bull keeps fucking her. She loves it when he pounds her until she’s done cumming. She loves the feeling of his long, thick cock so deep in her pussy.

    He pulls out after she’s done.

    “Did you enjoy watching, panty boy?” she asks.

    “Very much so,” you say.

    “Good, because there’s plenty more where that came from.”

    Her bull climbs into bed. He lies down on where you sleep. She’s going to ride him.

    “Keep watching, cuckold. And make sure you’re ready to eat cum, because you’re going to clean up when we’re finished.”

    Your panty-clad cock throbs at the idea. You can’t wait.

  
    Goddess Night with Your Wife – Part 1

    “I’ve had a stressful day at work,” your wife texted a little after 5pm. “You’re going to serve your goddess tonight.”

    “Of course,” you replied. “It will be my pleasure to serve, as always.”

    Most nights, your marriage is like almost any other. You and your wife come home from work, talk about the goings on of your day over dinner, and then spend the rest of the evening watching TV, catching up on a little email, and, once or twice a week, having sex after a bit of fooling around.

    Every once in a while, though, your marriage becomes quite unlike most others. It’s almost always on a night when your wife has had a particularly hard day at work. She’s climbing the ladder at a law firm and sometimes things get a little stressful. Today is one of those days, which is why you’re going to spend the night serving your goddess.

    You rush home after receiving her text. You drop your things in the office and head to the bedroom. You strip from your work clothes, carefully hang up your tie and jacket, and retrieve your chastity device from the nightstand. You lock up your cock – your wife doesn’t want your dick offering any sort of distraction on goddess nights – and you proceed to the living room wearing only the chastity device.

    You retrieve the expensive whiskey from the liquor cabinet and head for the kitchen where you grab your wife’s favorite rocks glass, drop two big square ice cubes into it, and fill it three quarters of the way with the pricey booze.

    With the drink in hand you head back to the living room, put the whiskey bottle away, grab a coaster, and place the glass on the coffee table. You head for the front door and await your wife’s return from work. She arrives – as expected – just a few minutes later. You open the door and step aside as she approaches. Your wife says nothing as she blows by you and drops her laptop bag on the floor. You shut the door and follow her into the living room.

    You remove her suit jacket without having to be told and fold it over the armchair near the couch. You note that your wife’s ass looks particularly good in her skirt and then she hikes it up over her waist, sits on the couch, and spreads her legs.

    You pick up her drink, drop to your knees, and hold it up as you say, “Welcome home, goddess.”

    She takes the drink from your hand and reaches down to pull aside the exceedingly sexy black lace panties she wore to work that morning. You take your place between her legs, she puts a hand on the back of your head, and you go to work on her pussy.

    She lets out a deep sigh and says, “It’s nice to come home to a man that knows his place.”

    You feel the first surge of desire between your legs. You manage to stifle the groan that wants to escape as your cock comes to life in your chastity cage, causing a small amount of pain.

    “Mmmm, baby, eat that pussy,” she says. “Make me feel good. Make all the stress go away. Eat my pussy like a good boy.”

    She applies gentle pressure to the back of your head, just as she always does when you’re making her feel good. You look up to see her eyes closed and a smile on her face. She leans back and takes another sip of her drink.

    You see the stresses of her day start to melt away. Her shoulders relax. The tension in her neck and forehead slowly disappears. You feel juices begin to seep from her pussy as she lets go and embraces the pleasure your tongue provides.

    She opens her eyes and looks down at you. “You know, sometimes I understand why so many men want to takes us back to the 1950s. It’s awfully nice to come home from a hard day at work to a spouse that wants to do nothing more than make me feel good. That’s what you want, isn’t it? You want to do whatever it takes to make me feel good, don’t you?”

    You nod. You’re always willing to put her needs above yours on goddess nights.

    A satisfied smile slowly crosses her face before she says, “Sometimes it’s nice to be a woman that makes more money than her husband. Now make me cum, baby. Worship your goddess and make me cum.”

    You’re a teacher and she works at a law firm. She makes a great deal more money than you – and the gap will only grow as she continues to work her way up to partner – but you wouldn’t have it any other way. You like the lifestyle that money affords you. You like the vacations you get to take. You like the car you get to drive. You like all of it.

    You’ve even grown to love goddess nights. You didn’t at first. You reacted like most men would. You rebelled against the idea that it was your place to tuck all your needs away for an evening in the name of servicing your wife. You didn’t think it was fair that she insisted you worship her as your goddess just because she made more money than you and had a far more stressful job. She won, though. You did it that first night. You wore the chastity cage when she introduced it a few months later. Two years have passed since that first night of goddess worship and now you wouldn’t have it any other way. You don’t want her to be stressed at work, but you’ve come to crave these nights.

    “That’s it, baby,” she says as her hips begin to move. “Worship your goddess. Worship my pussy like a good boy. Worship me from your knees.”

    She sips her drink and looks down at you. She smiles in that beautiful, dominant way you love so much. She seems to ooze power from every pore on these nights and you’ve grown to love it.

    She grabs a handful of your hair and her hips move faster. She’s getting close. She begins to rub her pussy over your mouth. It’s almost as if she’s fucking your face. It’s the same every time. When she gets close, she takes control. She uses you as a toy.

    She smothers you with her pussy as she cums. She bites her lower lip and her body comes to a complete standstill for a few moments before the pleasure explodes out of her. She grunts and groans and holds you against her pussy, covering your face in her juices.

    Then she releases her grip on your hair, takes a long sip of her drink, and looks down at you with a hazy smile on her face.

    “I made a mess of your pretty face,” she says. “Go clean up and get dinner started while I finish my drink.”

    You stand and turn towards the bathroom. She leans forward and gives your naked ass a smack. It hurts and you grab it. She laughs and you look back to see your wife pulling her skirt down and grabbing the remote. She turns on the news as you go to clean up your face.

    “Don’t forget to wear your apron!” she calls out.

    You wash her pussy juices off your face, dry yourself with a towel, and head to the kitchen. You open the pantry and grab your apron. She bought it for you a few months ago. She likes it when you wear it without anything else on.

    You open the refrigerator and survey the options for dinner. You’d rather keep it simple, so you decide on pasta with olive oil and garlic. You’ll add a little grilled chicken on top, serve it with a glass of red wine, and make your wife delightfully happy.

    You head out to the backyard to fire up the grill and return to prepare the chicken. Your wife steps into the kitchen as you pull out a cutting board. You look over your shoulder and see her smiling at you as her eyes wander over your body.

    She sets her glass on the kitchen table and approaches with her eyes fixed on your ass. She grabs two handfuls of your flesh and presses her body against yours. She kisses your neck and whispers, “You look so good in your apron. You look good in the kitchen, too. Almost like it’s where you belong.”

    You can’t help but find it thrilling. You love it when your wife asserts her power. You love that she’s gotten more comfortable doing so since she initiated goddess nights. She seems to find greater pleasure each time she takes control for an evening. You find it increasingly pleasurable, too. You like that she seems keen on pushing you to embrace what was once thought of as the female role in the marriage. You know it wouldn’t work all the time, but every once in a while the change of pace proves thrilling.

    “Now I know how a man feels when he comes home to a lovely wife making him dinner,” your wife says as her hands move to your chest. She runs her fingers over your stomach and between your legs. She rubs the little bit of flesh that has escaped from the tip of your chastity cage and you groan.

    “Seeing you dutifully cooking for me in your cute little apron…it makes me want to fuck you,” she says with an intense sense of lust in her voice.

    Your wife grabs your hips and pulls back. She grinds her pelvis into your ass, just like you’ve done in the past with her. You can’t help but feel submissive as she expresses her rather masculine lust.

    “In fact, I think I am going to fuck you,” she says. “Stay right here. Keep preparing our dinner. I’ll be right back with a nice cock to fuck you with.”

    She means her strapon. She introduced it to goddess nights four months ago. It was the next logical step, she said. You’ve only taken it a few times, but your wife always cums hard when she uses it on you.

    You return to preparing dinner, but all you can think about is what’s coming next. She’ll return wearing her cock. She’ll step behind you once more. You’ll feel it pressing against your ass cheeks. You’ll feel it work between them. You’ll feel it enter you. She’ll fuck you from behind because it’s what she wants. She’ll take what she desires from you, and in doing so she’ll make you feel the sort of submissive pleasure you’ve come to crave. She’ll make you feel better than you’re even willing to admit to her.

    Soon enough your wife will be fucking you over the kitchen counter. For now, you’ll continue to prepare dinner like your goddess desires.
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    Your wife returns to the kitchen and you look over your shoulder to see her standing there in a pair of heels, panties, the disarmingly sexy blouse she wore to work, and the dark purple strapon that she introduced to your sex life a few months prior.

    She smiles and saunters towards you. Her hips sway seductively with each step. You can’t help but stare at her cock, which has now entered you half a dozen times. It’s gotten progressively less painful each time, and in the past few instances you’ve managed to find a certain kind of delight in being taken with such vigor. It helps that she seems to find increased pleasure in fucking you each time she does it.

    “Keep cooking,” she says. “I like watching you prepare my dinner.”

    You turn back to the cutting board and trim the fat from the chicken breasts you’ll soon be grilling. Your wife approaches from behind and grabs your ass once more. She kisses your neck and you feel the head of her strapon press gently against your flesh. She moans and you can’t help but think of the instances where you did the exact same thing.

    You’d see her in the kitchen. You’d admire how good her ass looked. You’d approach from behind and put your arms around her. You’d kiss her neck and gently squeeze her ass. You’d do it all as desire surged through you and you’d hope that she’d be willing to let you have your way with her. She almost never rebuffed your affections, though it was rare for it to end in sex. You never stop her, though. Each and every time you let her do as she pleases because on goddess nights it’s your duty to tend to your wife’s needs, whatever they might be.

    “I want you,” she whispers.

    You feel a shiver of pleasure rush down your spine. You love hearing her say those words. You love that she feels such intense desire. You love that her desire is genuine.

    “I want you too,” you reply.

    She sucks on your earlobe and gently bites down as her fingers spread your ass cheeks. The head of her cock moves between them and you feel it press against your asshole. You push your ass back against it. You silently tell your wife that you’re eager to be taken. You show her that you know your place, that you embrace it.

    “Do you want me to fuck you?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you reply.

    “Mmmm, there’s nothing like a man that knows his place,” your wife says. “I come home to a well-made drink and an orgasm thanks to this talented mouth of yours.” She rubs her fingers over your lips and you part them. She slips her fingers onto your tongue and you dutifully suck on them. “You worship my pussy on your knees because you know it’s where you belong after I’ve had a hard day at work. You know that after I put in so much effort to put food on our table and to make sure you have a nice car to drive and nice vacations to go on that I deserve to be worshiped by my dutiful husband.”

    She rubs the head of her cock over your asshole and you moan as her words gently guide you deeper into submission.

    “Please,” you say, “fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

    Your wife reaches for the bottle of olive oil on the counter and steps back. You look over your shoulder and watch as she pours the oil into her hand and strokes her cock. The sight proves utterly hypnotic and you feel an intense craving to be taken.

    She puts the bottle of oil back on the counter and rubs her slippery fingers up and down the crack of your ass, lubing you with ease.

    “Say it again,” your wife says.

    You bend over and present your ass. “Please, fuck me,” you say.

    Your beautiful wife smiles and approaches the counter. The oiled-up head of her cock moves between your ass cheeks and presses against your anus. You groan as she applies gentle pressure and slowly opens you up.

    “Does my cock feel good?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you answer. You’ve come to crave this moment. There’s still some discomfort, but you like being taken by your wife’s cock. You like how it feels to surrender to her need to dominate you by fucking you from behind with her strapon. You like the way she seems to find such deep satisfaction in bending her husband over the kitchen counter and fucking you before you finish cooking.

    “You look good like this,” your wife says. “Wearing an apron while you’re bent over with my cock in your ass. It’s as if this was how you were meant to be, as if this was always your place. It turns me on to see you like this. It turns me on to take you with my cock.”

    “Fuck me, goddess,” you say.

    Your wife groans and slides every inch of her cock into your ass. She leans forward and the soft material of her blouse feels spectacular against your back. She kisses your neck and shoulders and reaches around to play with your locked up cock as every inch of her strapon remains deep in your asshole.

    “Say it again,” she whispers.

    “Fuck me, goddess,” you repeat.

    She grabs your hips, stands up straight, and pulls out until only the tip of her cock rests inside your anus. Slowly she fills you. You close your eyes and groan. You feel a sense of joy at being taken. It’s an odd thing to find such pleasure in, but you can’t help it.

    “Harder,” you say. “Please, fuck me harder.”

    “Mmmm,” she says, “I like it when you beg for it. It makes me wet to know how much you crave my cock.”

    “Please, goddess, fuck me harder,” you say. “Please, give me your cock. Pound my ass. Please.”

    You’re completely lost in submissive lust. You can’t believe the words are coming out of your mouth. They are, though. This is part of the journey that began with the first goddess night. You love surrendering to her when she needs to take control. You love that you can offer her relief from the stresses of her life by playing her submissive for a night. You love that you’ve come to appreciate – and even crave – the physical sensations that come with being a good submissive.

    Your wife pounds you from behind. She thrusts hard and fast into your ass and her moans get louder. She’s getting off on fucking you like you’ve fucked her in the past. On goddess nights, your roles switch and you’ve both found pleasure in it, though you know that she seems to find far greater satisfaction in it than you. That’s good, though. That’s the whole point. Her pleasure is what matters. Her satisfaction comes before yours.

    She buries her cock inside you and leans forward again. Your legs tremble from the vigorous fucking she just gave you. “I feel so powerful with my cock inside you,” she says. “I feel so powerful fucking you. I like that you’ve surrendered your ass to me, that you’ve willingly given me what I crave. I wonder if this is how the male partners at the firm feel when they go home. Are their dutiful wives happy to offer them such pleasure? Do they give them head and happily bend over while cooking dinner to take cock? Are they good wives just like you’re a good husband?”

    You can’t help but feel a wild, wonderful kind of pleasure as your wife talks about you like you’re a house husband who lives his life in service to her needs. It’s irresistibly thrilling. It’s a temporary retreat from life as it normally is, and it feels spectacularly good.

    She fucks you harder and faster for a short spell and then pulls out, smacks your ass, and says, “Thank you, sweetheart. That was wonderful.”

    She walks away as you grip the edge of the kitchen counter and take deep, heavy breaths. Your ass feels empty and a little bit sore. You miss her deep, hard thrusts. You miss the way she gripped your hips. You miss the way she kissed your back and shoulders. You miss the sensation of being taken for her pleasure.

    You look over your shoulder and say, “Thank you for fucking me.”

    “It was my pleasure,” she replied. “Now finish dinner. I’m hungry. Do a good job and I might give you my cock again before bed. I’ll even let you out of your cage so you can cum while I fuck you.”

    You can’t help but smile as excitement courses through your body. That’s only happened once, but it was exceptionally hot. She fucked you missionary style and let you play with your cock as she took your ass. You came all over your stomach and the sensations were spectacular. You made a glorious, wonderful mess and brought a smile to her face as she slid her cock in and out of your ass.

    You work to prepare dinner. You want to make your wife happy. You want to satisfy all her desires. You want goddess night to relieve every bit of her stress and have her ready for another successful day at work tomorrow. Plus, you really want her to fuck you again. You want her to make you cum. You want it desperately.
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    You were cuddled up on the couch with your wife. She had an arm around you and a glass of wine in her hand. You were watching The Bachelorette, the one reality show she indulged in.

    “Dinner was exceptional,” she said. “You’ve turned into a remarkably good cook.”

    “Thank you,” you replied. Her compliment filled you with a wonderful sense of warmth. Making your wife happy – especially on goddess nights – brings you more pleasure than almost anything. “I really like cooking for you.”

    She looked down at you and kissed your forehead. “I know you do. Everything you’ve done tonight has been incredible. Every bit of stress I was feeling is gone. You deserve a reward for that.”

    You sat up and asked, “Really?”

    “Absolutely,” she said. “Go to the bedroom. You’ll find your chastity key on the bed along with a little something I picked up for you at the store. I’ll join you soon.”

    You finished your glass of wine and headed for the bedroom with excitement roiling in your loins. You spotted the small, shiny chastity key in the bed and it wasn’t until you were a few steps into the bedroom that you saw the pair of blue lace panties the key was resting on.

    There was a small, folded piece of paper just above the panties. You picked it up, unfolded it, and read: “Busy, powerful men buy pretty things for their wives to wear, so I bought you these. I want you to look pretty for me, so be a good boy and unlock your cock and put them on.”

    It wasn’t just busy, powerful men that liked to see their wives in pretty things. Almost all men enjoyed that particular pleasure, you included. Now your wife was turning that reality on its head. It fit with the theme of goddess nights, though that didn’t stop you from feeling a little worried. Putting on a pair of panties felt like a far bigger step than worshiping her pussy or cooking dinner for her.

    Ultimately, there was only one choice to make. You unlocked your cock, set the pieces of the chastity device on the nightstand, and grabbed the panties from the bed. You ran your fingers over the delicate material and felt a mild, intriguing sort of pleasure at the idea of wearing them for your wife. You imagined the look on her face as she walked in the room and the pleasure she might give you if you proved your willingness to put her needs above everything else on goddess nights.

    You stepped into the panties and pulled them up. The thong slipped between your ass cheeks and your cock and balls rested nicely in the soft lace. You stepped in front of the mirror and were surprised to find you didn’t look nearly as ridiculous as you thought you might.

    “You look good,” your wife said.

    You turned to see her standing in the doorway with a freshly poured glass of wine in her hand. “Thanks,” you replied. You didn’t even think about it. The word just came out of your mouth. “Thank you for buying them for me.”

    Your wife sipped her wine and sauntered into the room. “You deserve to look pretty,” she said before a big smile slowly crossed her face. She stopped in front of you and reached out to gently caress your cock in the blue lace. “Do you feel pretty?”

    You nodded. You didn’t exactly feel pretty, but you felt a great deal more feminine than you’d expected to, and that seemed like reason enough to nod.

    “Help me out of my skirt,” your wife said.

    You moved behind her and unzipped her skirt as ordered. You worked it over her hips and it fell to the floor. You picked it up, folded it, and placed it on the bed.

    “Take off my blouse,” she said.

    You carefully unbuttoned her blouse, took it to the closet, and put it on a hanger. You returned to the bedroom and noted that your wife looked breathtaking in her bra, panties, and high heels. For a moment you admired her body and thought of how lucky you were to be with her.

    Your wife pointed to the floor in front of her. You strode towards her, fell to your knees, and looked up. She smiled and said, “I can see why men like having their wives in something pretty. I can see why those wives want to look pretty.” She reached out and ran her fingers through your hair. “Take my panties off.”

    You reached up and pulled her panties down, freeing her perfect pussy. Your desire to worship it had not diminished.

    “Men like this view, don’t they?” she asked. “They like seeing someone pretty on her knees in front of them, don’t they?”

    You nodded. Every man enjoyed that view. Your wife pulled you between her legs and you put your tongue to work on her pussy. She smiled, moaned, and then sipped her wine.

    “Your ass looks good in that thong,” she said. “Good enough to fuck, even. Would you like me to fuck you in your pretty panties, baby?”

    She refused to release her grip on the back of your head, which made it impossible to answer. She didn’t seem to want an answer, though. She was quite clearly immersed in the pleasure of being in control and you knew very well that if she wanted to fuck you, that’s what would happen. You didn’t have any say in the matter.

    “God damn that mouth of yours is incredible,” she said. “Suck on my clit, baby. Be a good boy and suck on your wife’s clit.”

    You worked her clit with your mouth. You made her moan. You made her smile. You made her feel every bit of pleasure she craved and you found great satisfaction in it.

    “Get my strapon,” she said. “It’s in the closet.”

    You stood and hurried towards the closet. You retrieved her strapon and returned to the bedroom. Once more your wife pointed to the floor at her feet. You dropped to your knees and looked up.

    “Help me put on my strapon,” she said.

    You helped her step into the harness and pulled it up her legs. You tightened the straps, giving your wife a beautiful cock. You watched a look of lust cross her face as she looked down at you and wrapped her fingers around her shaft.

    “Suck my cock,” she demanded.

    You saw the fire in her eyes as she uttered those three words. You saw how much she enjoyed the power that came with saying it and knowing you were going to obey. You took her strapon into your mouth. You sucked her cock. She moaned like she could actually feel the intense pleasure that came from a blowjob. Perhaps she was experiencing a version of that pleasure herself.

    “Look up at me,” she said. “Men like it when a woman makes eye contact during a blowjob.”

    You looked up at her. You held her gaze as your mouth moved up and down her cock.

    “That’s it,” she said. “Show me how badly you want to make me feel good. Show me that you revere my cock. Show me that you understand that I’m the head of this household.”

    Your cock ached as it grew stiff in your panties. Your wife was effortlessly leading you down a path of submissive pleasure as she clearly found immense pleasure in seizing control.

    She pulled out of your mouth and helped you to your feet. She put her wine glass on the nightstand and then kissed you as her hands found your ass. She squeezed your flesh possessively and you welcomed her tongue into your mouth as her cock pressed into your stomach.

    “On your back in the bed,” she said.

    You did as you were told and your wife crawled into the bed. She kissed her way up your legs and then pulled your panties aside, freeing your cock. She licked the head, much like she would have licked your clit if you had a pussy. It felt spectacularly good and you moaned, bringing a smile to your wife’s face.

    Once your cock was dripping precum your wife grabbed a pillow and said, “Lift your hips.” You did as you were told and she placed the pillow under her lower back. “That’s perfect. Now I can fill that tight little asshole of yours with ease.”

    She lowered her body on top of yours and you kissed. Her tongue invaded your mouth as she rubbed the spit-soaked head of her strapon around your asshole. You moaned each time she applied a little bit of pressure on your anus. You started to move your hips in hopes of coaxing her inside you. You were out of your mind with submissive lust. You wanted her inside you. You were desperate for it.

    “I need you inside me,” you said.

    Your wife held your gaze as she reached down, grabbed the base of her strapon to steady it, and slowly filled you. You groaned from the discomfort of being taken anally for the second time that night, but the pleasure of submission enveloped you.

    “It feels so good,” you said.

    “Yeah?” she asked in a soft, gentle voice. “Do you love my cock, baby?”

    You nodded and your wife kissed you. Her tongue moved into your mouth as her cock moved in and out of your ass. She fucked you slowly and with deep thrusts.

    “Does it feel good?” she whispered.

    “It feels perfect,” you answered.

    Her lips hovered achingly close to yours as she filled your ass over and over. She wasn’t fucking you, though. She was being gentle. It was sensual sex. She was making love to you. It wasn’t like when she’d taken you from behind over the kitchen counter. It wasn’t just for her pleasure. You were connected. You were staring into each other’s eyes. She was keen on giving you pleasure this time.

    “Harder,” you said. “Please, I want it harder.”

    Your wife smiled and fucked you harder. The sound of her body meeting yours with every thrust filled the bedroom. She ran her fingers through your hair and kissed your cheeks and neck. Her tongue did wondrous things as she made love to your ass.

    Then she lowered her body on top of yours and began to thrust with even greater vigor. Your cock pressed against her stomach and each thrust brought with it a wealth of thrilling stimulation. If you were a woman, she would have been generating friction against your clit.

    “Oh…fuck…it feels so good,” you said as the beginnings of an orgasm formed between your legs. “You feel so good inside me. You feel so good!” You could hear the desperation in your voice. You could hear your genuine desire for your wife’s cock.

    She offered you harder, faster thrusts in response. She rewarded you for being a good submissive husband on goddess night.

    “Oh, fuck!” you said as your orgasm neared. “Baby, I’m close. Oh my God, I’m close. Please, fuck me harder. Fuck me faster. Make me cum, baby. Make me cum!”

    Your wife gave you exactly what you needed. She fucked you harder and faster. She made you cum. You screamed in pleasure as semen flowed from the tip of your cock all over your stomach and chest. She buried her cock inside you and kissed your neck as the climax vibrated through your body.

    “That was so fucking good,” you said between heavy breaths. “That was…that was unbelievable. It was unbelievable.”

    Your wife smiled and offered a soft kiss. “I’m glad you liked it,” she said. “I’ll remember that for the next goddess night.”

    “Please do,” you said. She moved to pull out and you grabbed her ass. “Can we stay like this for a little longer?”

    Your wife’s smile was bright and beautiful. “Of course we can,” she said. “We can stay like this for as long as you like. I never go soft.”

    “If you…if you made love to me again, could you cum?” you asked.

    “I could,” she said. “The toy provides wonderful friction.”

    “Would you…would you do that? Would you make love to me again, goddess? Would you make love to me until you came?” you asked.

    Your wife answered by gently pulling out and filling you once again. You smiled and wrapped your legs around her. You knew goddess night would soon come to an end and things would return to normal tomorrow, but you were going to enjoy every it while it lasted.

    The End.

  
    Going Home for Christmas and a Cuckolding - Part 1

    “Are you okay?” Christian asked his wife as they waited at the baggage carousel.

    Ruby offered a weary smile and leaned against her husband. “You know this is always a little rough for me.”

    Christian put his arm around her and kissed the top of Ruby’s head. He knew what she was talking about. His family wasn’t openly cruel to Ruby, but they’d never been as welcoming as he’d have hoped.

    “It’s not just you,” he said. “They’re not great to Adam, either.”

    Ruby laughed. “I suppose you’re right. They might be even worse to him than they are to me, honestly.”

    Adam had married Christian’s younger sister Marie two years ago. He’d never managed to ingratiate himself with the family, but that wasn’t really his fault. Christian’s parents were impossible to please. His older brother – who was still single after nearly 40 years on the planet – was the biggest asshole of them all.

    “Here come our bags,” Christian said as he saw two black suitcases with red ribbons tied to the handle slide onto the baggage carousel.

    A minute later Christian and Ruby were each dragging a bag behind them as they headed towards the rental car shuttles.

    They were both exhausted and they still had a three hour drive ahead of them. Christian’s parents lived in Manchester, Vermont, which put them a good distance away from any major airport. That was the point, though. They liked the remote location.

    With the car paid for and their suitcases loaded into the trunk, Christian hopped in the driver’s seat, looked at his wife, and asked, “Are you ready for this?”

    “Not at all,” Ruby replied. “But it’s an odd year Christmas, which means we spend time with your family.”

    Christian smiled. They saw his family every other year at Christmas. Ruby’s family got the even years.

    “Well then, let’s go,” he said while pushing the ignition button on the Chevy Malibu. Christian put the car in drive and headed out of the airport. In three hours they’d begin a mildly unpleasant Christmas vacation.

    
      

    

    Christian smiled as his mother droned on about the impossibly boring details of her life. She was saying something about her coworkers – she taught at a high school – but he was barely listening. It was like their weekly phone calls. She talked, and talked, and talked and he offered an “uh huh” every once in a while to make it sound like he was listening closely. The only difference was he couldn’t watch a football game while his mother was talking his ear off in person.

    Instead, most of Christian’s attention was focused on the rest of the room. He smiled as he saw Adam and Ruby enjoying a lively conversation in the opposite corner of the room. His sister was in the bedroom doing her makeup before dinner was served. His father and older brother were situated on the couch along with his two uncles. Their wives were busy preparing Christmas Eve dinner in the kitchen.

    Christian wasn’t nearly as bothered by his family as Ruby was. He’d grown up with them. He mostly liked them. Of course, they liked him, which was a significant difference. Nothing could make him enjoy his mom droning on about her work, though. He wasn’t going to give that much attention. It just wasn’t worth it.

    The longer the conversation with his mom went on, the more Christian devoted his energy to observing Adam and his wife. It seemed like they were doing a little more than talking. It seemed like they were flirting.

    Ruby kept reaching out to touch Adam and he kept leaning closer as she did. At one point he even saw Ruby reach up and brush her long, soft hair behind her ear as she laughed. All the signals were there.

    Christian knew his wife wasn’t actually sleeping with his brother in law, but he couldn’t quite calm the mild paranoia that suddenly enveloped him. Why did it seem like she was flirting with someone who was supposed to be a family member?

    Eventually, Marie emerged from the bedroom with a bright smile and a fresh face of makeup. She offered hugs to Christian and Ruby and eventually they all made their way to the dinner table for a hearty meal filled with casual conversation, the occasional unpleasant political argument, and more than enough laughs to make it feel like a warm family event.

    
      

    

    “So, how was dinner for you?” Christian asked. It was hard to check in on his wife while they were eating so he made sure to do so the moment they reached the bedroom.

    “Not bad,” Ruby answered. “Not bad at all, to be honest.”

    “You and Adam seem to be getting along well,” he added.

    “We have one very important thing in common,” Ruby said as she pulled off her shirt and unhooked her bra before putting on her pajama top. “We’re both outsiders in this family.” 

    Christian wrapped his arms around Ruby and pulled her close for a tight, lingering hug. “I’m sorry about that,” he said.

    “It’s not your fault,” Ruby replied. “It really isn’t. You’ve tried your hardest. I know you have. You can’t control your family.” She looked up at him and they shared a quick kiss. “Plus, we only have to see them once a year.”

    Christian relaxed his grasp and Ruby offered a bright smile before heading into the bathroom. He watched her pick up her toothbrush, apply a strip of toothpaste, and run it under the water for a second before brushing her teeth.

    Christian sat on the edge of the bed and wondered if it was worth bringing up something that was gnawing at him. Did he really want to ask his wife if she’d been flirting with his brother in law?

    “Hey, so I know this probably sounds crazy, but were you flirting with Adam tonight?” he asked. He needed to know.

    Ruby looked at him with a mouthful of foamy toothpaste. He couldn’t read her expression. She spit out the toothpaste, washed her toothbrush, and placed it in the holder.

    Ruby walked out of the bathroom and surprised Christian by pulling off her pajama top and straddling him as he sat on the edge of the bed. Just like that her naked breasts were in his face.

    “Are you jealous?” she asked in a tone that bordered on gleeful.

    “Does that mean you were flirting with Adam?” Christian asked as he tried to fight off the arousal building between his legs as Ruby ground her ass into his crotch.

    She leaned forward and brushed her nipple over his lips. Christian couldn’t resist. He took it into his mouth. He flicked his tongue back and forth over it. Ruby followed it with a kiss. Her tongue dove into his mouth as her hands moved through his hair and down his back. 

    She pulled off his shirt and pushed Christian onto his back. His pants were off in a moment and she was naked and on top him before he knew what was going on.

    Ruby teased the head of his cock with her wet pussy. Christian took in the sight of her perky breasts and found a look of pure, white hot lust in her eyes.

    “Why are you so wet?” he asked.

    Ruby took his cock into her pussy and sat still. His erection was buried in the perfect warmth of her cunt and she smiled. She knew what he wanted. How could she not? Christian wanted to fuck his wife. He wanted to feel her pussy moving up and down on his shaft.

    “Were you jealous?” Ruby whispered.

    “I was,” he answered. “Of course I was.”

    Ruby leaned closer and kissed Christian softly before moving to his neck. Her lips and tongue moved over his flesh as he yearned to feel her riding his dick.

    “Why were you jealous? Did you think I wanted to fuck him?” Ruby asked.

    Christian had experienced his wife’s naughty side before, but never in that particular way.

    “It seemed like you were interested,” Christian said.

    Ruby began to ride him slowly as she smiled. Her eyes closed and a deep moan escaped her lips. Christian couldn’t believe how much she seemed to enjoy teasing him.

    “What’s gotten into you?” he asked.

    “Does it matter?” Ruby asked as she rode him harder.

    Christian decided it didn’t. His cock was buried inside his wife’s warm, wet, perfect pussy. They were in the bedroom he grew up in. She was riding him hard enough to make the bed squeak. He was going to cum inside her before too long. It definitely didn’t matter.

    He grabbed Ruby’s ass and she leaned down to kiss him. Her tongue was eager as it explored his mouth and her moans bordered on desperate. She was close to cumming just like he was.

    “Cum inside me,” Ruby moaned. “Cum inside me!”

    Christian grunted and pushed his cock up into his wife. He unleashed his load as the joyful pleasure of an orgasm spread through his loins. He felt the beautiful contractions of climax and soon heard the moans that signaled his wife’s matching orgasm.

    Afterwards, she collapsed on top of him and kissed Christian’s neck while gently running her fingers through his hair.

    “That was incredible,” Ruby said. “Thank you.”

    Christian kissed his wife. He decided he’d table the discussion about his brother in law. It had just resulted in a rather splendid orgasm. Maybe there didn’t need to be a discussion at all.

    
      

    

    Christian woke up with a smile on his face and visions of Christmas Eve sex with his wife in his head. It felt like the perfect way to begin Christmas Day.

    When he rolled over to pull his wife into his embrace, the bed was empty. Ruby’s pajamas were neatly folded and resting on top of the suitcase. He looked at the clock. He’d slept in a little later than expected.

    Christian smiled as he imagined his wife feeling a little warmer towards his family. What else would explain her willingness to leave the bedroom without him?

    He got out of bed, got dressed, tamed his hair with a quick brushing, and headed downstairs. His sister flashed him a quick look and a smile that made it seem like she’d definitely heard the sex he and Ruby had enjoyed the night before. It reminded him that the sex had seemingly been fueled by his wife’s flirtations with Adam. It wasn’t anywhere near enough to dampen his mood, though.

    “Where’s Ruby?” Christian asked as he scanned the living room and kitchen and came up empty. His wife was nowhere to be found.

    “She and Adam are out back getting firewood from the shed,” Marie said. “She saved me from having to go out into that bitter cold, bless her heart.”

    Christian immediately assumed the worst. He wasn’t sure what his wife was doing with his brother in law, but he couldn’t help but think there was something else happening besides the gathering of firewood.

    “We’re going to be burning a fire all day, aren’t we?” Christian asked.

    “Damn right we are,” his dad said. “It’s cold out there and I’d rather burn wood to stay warm than pay a king’s ransom for oil.”

    Christian cracked a smile at his dad’s predictable frugality and grabbed his coat from the rack by the door.

    “I’ll go help them out,” he said. “Before you know it there’ll be enough firewood on the porch to last us the whole day and into the night if you’re so inclined.”

    “Stay warm!” Christian’s mom called out as he headed into the cold and shut the door behind him.

    Christian followed the two sets of footprints in the freshly fallen snow. It looked like Adam and Ruby had walked awfully close together as they made their way to the shed on the edge of the property.

    Christian looked ahead, but the shed was blocked by snow-covered trees. He couldn’t see if Adam and Ruby were already on their way back, if they’d run off to somewhere else, or if they were hidden in the small, old wooden building.

    When the shed popped into view, Christian stopped. He saw the two steps of footprints leading to the door. The only conclusion was that his wife was inside with his brother in law.

    Christian tried to tell himself he was being paranoid. Just because his wife had been flirting a little didn’t mean she was doing something with Adam in the shed. Just because it seemed like the Christmas Eve sex had been fueled by her flirtations with Adam didn’t mean that was actually the case. Perhaps Ruby had been feeling a little naughty? Perhaps she was trying to remind Christian why he loved her so much. It had been great sex, after all. Maybe that’s all she wanted.

    With those thoughts rushing through his head, Christian slowly walked towards the shed. He tried his best to avoid making noise by following directly in Adam’s footsteps. Soon he was within a few yards of the shed.

    “What are we doing?” a deep voice from within the shed said. It must have been Adam. “Isn’t this insane? It’s Christmas?”

    Christian listened for a response. Nothing came. Then he heard what he was certain was a moan. It was Ruby’s moan.

    “Does it feel insane?” Ruby asked. “Or does it feel like what we both need?”

    Again silence followed. Christian took a few steps closer. For some reason he didn’t want to pull the door open and scream at his wife and brother in law. He couldn’t help his curiosity.

    “Oh, fuck, Ruby, that feels incredible. You’re incredible. You really are, but we can’t…” Adam said before trailing off.

    Christian took another step closer. Then he heard it. The sound was unmistakable. There was no question his wife was giving a blowjob.

    “Fuck, Ruby,” Adam said before groaning. “Marie doesn’t do this. She doesn’t ever do this.”

    That sealed it. Christian’s wife was sucking cock in the shed. She was blowing her brother in law and she was doing it on Christmas Day.

    “Finish in my mouth,” Ruby said. “I want to swallow your cum. Think of it as a Christmas present.”

    Adam chuckled before it quickly morphed into yet another moan. Ruby had his cock in her mouth again. She was trying to make her brother in law cum down her throat.

    A loud groan came out of the shed. Christian knew what it meant. Adam was unloading in his wife’s mouth. He was standing there listening to someone else cum in Ruby’s mouth.

    “Mmm, you taste good,” Ruby said.

    She’d just swallowed her brother in law’s cum. She’d done it on Christmas Day. Christian was stunned.

    “Let me go down on you,” Adam said. “Let me give you a gift.”

    “You just did,” Ruby replied. “Plus, we need to get back with the wood before people get suspicious. Don’t worry, we’ll find some way for you to make me cum later.”

    “I’m going to hold you to that,” Adam said.

    Christian panicked and turned around. He tried his best to keep his boots in the pre-existing footprints. He didn’t want to make it obvious he’d been waiting outside the shed.

    Instead, Christian walked halfway back to the house and waited for a minute. Then he made his way back towards the shed.

    “Hey guys!” he called out when he saw Adam and Ruby approaching with two armfuls of firewood. “Dad said he’s going to keep the fire going all day long so I figured I’d come out and help you stock up.”

    “Thanks sweetie,” Ruby said as she trudged through the snow. She stopped as they passed each other and gave Christian a quick kiss on the cheek. “Meet me in the shower when you get back,” she whispered.

    Christian smiled at his wife and walked towards the shed. For reasons beyond his understanding, he had an erection. He wasn’t anywhere near as mad as he should have been. Instead, he wanted to get in the shower with his wife. He wanted to experience whatever pleasure she had in mind. Maybe she’d give him a blowjob. Maybe they’d fuck. He decided against confronting her. He wanted the pleasure instead.

    
      

    

    The shower was already running by the time Christian returned to the bedroom. It wasn’t a feature he’d enjoyed growing up. His parents had added the full bathroom off of his room as a way to entice more guests to come and stay.

    “Hey honey,” Ruby said as he entered the bathroom and stripped.

    “Hey,” Christian replied.

    “What are you waiting for? Come join your wife in the shower,” she said while pulling the curtain aside.

    Christian stepped into the shower and admired Ruby’s beautiful body. Her breasts looked particularly fetching as the warm water ran over her flesh.

    “Someone’s excited,” Ruby said as she reached out and stroked his cock.

    “I guess I am,” Christian said. He was still a little puzzled by his overpowering arousal, but he’d decided to forgo questioning it. He was going to enjoy it instead.

    When Ruby pressed her wet naked body against his and initiated a kiss, Christian went with it. He accepted his wife’s tongue into his mouth. His cock throbbed in her hand. She moaned into his mouth.

    “Go down on me,” Ruby said as she applied gentle pressure to Christian’s head.

    He fell to his knees without hesitation. He pressed his lips against his wife’s pussy and licked her furiously. He did so knowing that she was likely aroused because of what she’d done with Adam in the shed. She might have even been thinking of him going down on her. If they’d had more time, he probably would have taken care of her desire. Instead, Christian was the one doing it.

    “Oh, fuck, that’s so good,” Ruby said. “You’re so good at eating my pussy, baby. So good.”

    Christian wondered if she was dreaming of Adam as she said those things. He wondered if Ruby’s eyes were closed because she was imagining someone else on his knees in front of her.

    Soon enough Ruby grabbed his head with both hands and climaxed on his tongue. She shuddered, moaned, and then gently pushed him away. He watched her thighs tremble in the most beautiful way.

    Christian stood up and Ruby kissed him again. It was more vigorous than the last. It seemed to be an appreciative kiss, like she wanted their bodies to meld together at the mouth because she was so joyful after her orgasm.

    “I know I asked this last night, but what’s gotten into you?” Christian asked.

    Ruby stepped back, grabbed the bar of soap, and gently rubbed it in her hands. She put it aside and reached out. Her soapy fingers grasped Christian’s hard cock and she stroked him. The soap proved to be an excellent lubricant.

    “I don’t know,” Ruby said. “I guess I’m just feeling especially horny this Christmas. That’s not a problem, is it?”

    The real answer was that it was most definitely a problem. Christian didn’t give the real answer, though. All he did was groan. He groaned because the handjob felt great. It felt better than any handjob he could remember. All he cared about in that moment was cumming.

    “That feels so fucking good,” he said. “You’re incredible.” He liked echoing Adam’s words. He hoped Ruby remembered that her brother in law had said the same thing while she was sucking his cock.

    Ruby stroked Christian faster and used her other hand to play with his balls. “Cum for me, baby,” she said.

    In his head, Christian replayed what she’d said to Adam. He replayed the sound of his wife asking another man to finish in her mouth. He replayed the sound of Ruby saying she wanted to swallow Adam’s cum.

    That’s when he had his orgasm. His cum sprayed onto Ruby’s stomach as she stood in front of him and smiled. She played with the head of his cock and he shuddered as the pleasure deepened. She squeezed his balls. She seemed utterly gleeful at having given him an orgasm.

    “Thank you,” Christian said. “That was unbelievably hot.”

    Ruby turned around and washed the cum off her stomach and down the drain. It wasn’t lost on Christian that Adam’s cum was actually in her stomach.

    “We should hurry up and get clean,” Ruby said. “Breakfast will be ready soon.”

    She handed him the bar of soap and Christian rubbed it vigorously in his hands. When he lifted his arm to clean his armpits, Ruby stopped him.

    “What are you doing? Soap me up. Get me clean. I’ll do the same for you,” she said with a smile.

    Christian smiled back. He wasn’t sure he was ever going to confront his wife about whatever was going on with Adam. At the very least he was going to wait. He wanted more of what he’d just experienced. Much more.
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    “This sweater isn’t remotely close to my size,” Ruby said as she held up the sweater Christian’s mom had gotten her for Christmas.

    Christian laughed. The sweater was comically large. He couldn’t tell if his mom had bought something ill-fitting on purpose or if she thought Ruby was a lot thicker than she actually was, but it didn’t make much sense either way.

    “Yeah, I’m not sure I get what she was going for there. It’s not like you were once that big and have lost a bunch of weight,” he said.

    At least it wasn’t an ugly sweater. It was soft and elegant-looking and seemed to be designed to be worn off the shoulder, which was a look Christian was always interested in.

    “It’s a shame,” he said. “I think it would actually look great on you if it fit right.”

    “Should I model it for you?” Ruby asked.

    Christian was more than happy to see his wife take off her top to put the sweater on, so he nodded. She pulled off the shirt she’d worn for Christmas breakfast and their gift exchange and he smiled at the sight of her breasts in a remarkably sexy red lace bra.

    “Wow, look at that bra,” he said.

    “It’s nice, right?” Ruby replied as she spun around to show off the bra from every angle. “I know it’s a little silly to wear a sexy bra while opening presents with my in-laws, but I like the way I feel in it, so I put it on.”

    Christian couldn’t help but wonder if Ruby had hoped that Adam would be the one to see her in that bra or if they already had plans to find a moment to hook up later in the day.

    Ruby pulled the sweater over her head and instead of resting off her shoulder it slipped down her arm, leaving one of her bra cups exposed.

    “I should wear this to dinner just to show your mom just how badly she guessed at my size. Why didn’t she just call to ask you?” Ruby asked.

    Christian heard her, but he was lost in thinking about his wife going down on Adam in the shed. The sound of her giving a blowjob to her brother-in-law kept playing in Christian’s head. The way she’d told Adam to cum in her mouth kept playing in his head, too, and he couldn’t quite tear his eyes away from her breast as he wondered if Adam had played with the flesh that Christian thought was his and his alone to enjoy.

    “You’d probably like it if I wore this to dinner,” Ruby said.

    Christian snapped out of his revelry and smiled. “I’d like it if you went to dinner topless,” he said.

    Ruby pulled the sweater over her head, tossed it on the bed, and reached back to unhook her bra. She tossed it on the sweater and Christian’s gaze focused on her spectacular breasts.

    “Like this?” Ruby asked.

    “Yes, just like that,” he replied. “Though, I think this outfit would look better without your pants.”

    “Oh, well, I suppose I should take them off,” she said.

    Ruby unbuttoned her jeans and took her time working them over her hips. Her breasts bounced with every little movement and Christian felt a stirring between his legs.

    “Is this better?” Ruby asked as she stood and showed off the red panties that seemed to match her bra.

    “That’s much better,” Christian said.

    “You know, I think I’d feel awfully lonely if I was the only one dining in my underwear. Maybe you should join me,” Ruby suggested.

    Christian stripped as he admired his wife’s nearly-naked body. He wasn’t entirely sure what was behind her friskiness, but he was happy to take advantage of her willingness to play, even if her apparent lust for Adam was the real reason she was happily stripping for him.

    “Hmmm,” Ruby said as she closed the short distance between them and reached out to caress the noticeable bulge in Christian’s underwear. “I think your family might object to you eating Christmas dinner with a boner. What do you think?”

    “I think you might be right about that,” Christian replied. “How do you think we could solve that problem?”

    Ruby smiled and said, “I think I might have a solution.”

    She dropped to her knees and pulled Christian’s underwear down. Her lips found their way around his cock and he watched his wife give her second blowjob of the day.

    “Oh, fuck, Ruby,” Christian said. Her mouth felt spectacular and he couldn’t help but think about the blowjob she’d given earlier. He thought of the sounds he’d heard coming from the shed. He thought about Adam’s groans of pleasure. He thought about the fact that his cock was the second that had entered his wife’s mouth that day.

    It occurred to Christian that his wife’s amorousness might be out of a sense of guilt. Perhaps she felt bad about cheating on him at Christmas and she was going out of her way to make Christian feel good.

    The reasoning didn’t matter much, though. Christian was immensely aroused by the idea of his wife cheating on him. He didn’t understand it in the slightest, but it turned him on. Perhaps because it was just so damn naughty. Perhaps because it opened his eyes to a side of Ruby he didn’t know existed. She’d never struck him as the kind of woman to give a blowjob in a wood shed, and yet she’d done it that morning.

    Ruby was doing something spectacular with her tongue and the way she worked Christian’s balls at the same time put him right over the top. He groaned while doing his best not to be too loud and came in his wife’s mouth. She caught every drop of it and swallowed almost immediately.

    “Ruby, that was incredible,” he said. “Can I help you cum?”

    “No, that’s okay,” she said. “Think of that blowjob as a Christmas gift.”

    “Well, a very merry Christmas to me,” Christian replied with a laugh.

    Ruby flashed a bright, charming smile and said, “Now that I’ve had an appetizer, we really should get to dinner. You know how your mom gets when people are late to the dinner table.”

    “Indeed I do,” Christian said as he reached for his clothes. There was no point in antagonizing his mom, even if he would have enjoyed going down on Ruby.

    “Marie, did you hear that Andrew made partner at his firm?” Catherine asked as they all dug into the exceptionally well-prepared meal.

    “Yeah, mom, I saw on Facebook,” Marie answered as she shot her mom a mildly nasty look.

    “Isn’t that amazing? I mean, he’s already a partner, and at a New York City law firm no less. Can you imagine?” Catherine replied in a voice that suggested she wasn’t being the slightest bit cruel by bringing up the career success of Marie’s ex-boyfriend.

    Marie gave Adam a sympathetic look and he smiled. The fact that Adam worked for the district attorney and earned a less impressive wage than an attorney at a private firm had always seemed to bother Christian’s parents, especially since Andrew – he of the recent elevation to partner status – had come awfully close to proposing to Marie before they’d broken up many years ago.

    “Mom, is there a reason you’re bringing up my ex-boyfriend’s job status?” Marie asked in a voice laced with far more venom than seemed wise for Christmas.

    Catherine slid her fork into the mashed potatoes and smiled. “No, dear. I just thought you’d like to know how successful Andrew’s become. Sometimes it’s interesting to think about the roads we don’t go down in life, you know?”

    “So, Derek, are you dating anyone?” Christian asked his older brother.

    “Christian,” Walter chided.

    “Dad, you don’t need to scold him like he’s ten years old. We both know he was being shitty, but I can still answer the question,” Derek said as he glowered across the table.

    He was right. Christian was being shitty. As far as he knew Derek had never dated a girl for more than a few months and the relationships almost always ended badly. He could never tell if it was because Derek’s taste in women was horrific or if he was such an asshole that no woman could stand to be around him for long.

    “To answer your shitty question, I’ve been on a few dates lately but it’s pretty hard to find someone around the holidays. All the single women my age are either incredibly sad because they’re still single at Christmas or they’re not even willing to entertain going on dates around the holidays because it’s too complicated,” Derek explained.

    “That’s a shame,” Marie said. “Do you remember how fun it was when your vegetarian girlfriend came for Christmas? If I remember correctly she unleashed the fire extinguisher on the ham mom made as an act of protest and I’m pretty sure I remember her ruineing half the sides with that little stunt, too.”

    Marie’s memory was intact and the sheer absurdity of the incident made everyone at the table laugh.

    “Bringing her might have been a mistake,” Derek said.

    Walter cleared his throat and introduced an abrupt change of subject. “So, when am I getting grandchildren?” He looked from Marie to Ruby and back again. “Do either of you ladies have a bun in the oven? I’m healthy, but I’m at an age when I could go at any time and I’d really like one of you to give me what I’ve been waiting all these years for.”

    “Dad, you’re barely past 65. You could live another thirty years. Calm down,” Christian said.

    “Well, I guess that means Ruby isn’t pregnant. Marie, how about you? Has Adam seen fit to put a baby in you yet?” Walter asked.

    “Walter!” Catherine said. “It’s Christmas. Don’t you think they would have told us if they were pregnant? Don’t you think they’d know that giving us grandchildren would be the greatest gift they could provide?”

    For a moment Christian thought his mom might rescue them from an uncomfortable topic. Instead, she’d chosen to make it a little bit worse.

    The rest of the dinner played out much the same way. Things never got particularly heated, but they weren’t particularly pleasant either. Christian mostly found it amusing and he knew his sister and brother felt the same way, but he knew Ruby wasn’t having any fun and he suspected it was the same for Adam.

    Christian caught them looking at each other a few times. They mostly stayed out of the conversations and every so often they would glance at each other and flash a smile or a flirty look. It struck Christian as incredibly bold to be so open about it, but they likely figured that no one suspected there was anything happening between them so it probably seemed perfectly safe to have a little silent fun.

    Eventually they all settled in for the compulsory viewing of “It’s a Wonderful Life.” Christian knew Ruby hated the movie and he was grateful she fought her way through it yet again. Some traditions never die and Walter refused to end his Christmas with anything other than a viewing of the classic film.

    Christian thought of it as an opportunity to snuggle up with his wife. He got to spend nearly two hours with her in his arms and she seemed more than happy to be there, though he couldn’t help but wonder if she wished she was in Adam’s arms, or if she’d wished they were doing something far naughtier.

    After the movie they all retired to their bedrooms. A night with family can prove exhausting, and Ruby’s amorousness from earlier seemed completely gone. They changed into their warm pajamas – Walter liked to keep the house cold – crawled into bed, wished each other a merry Christmas, and drifted off to sleep.

    It was a little before 2 a.m. when Christian woke up. Ruby wasn’t in the bed and his mind immediately flashed to what had happened the last time he’d woken up to see that she wasn’t in the bed. There was no way she was out at the shed in the middle of the night, but Christian still got up and stepped out of the bedroom as quietly as possible.

    He tiptoed down the hallway, down the stairs, and towards the light emanating from the living room. He peered around the corner and saw the Christmas tree was still lit up. For a few moments he stared as a smile crossed his face. It was a beautiful tree.

    A subtle movement caught Christian’s eye. A man was sitting on the couch, but he couldn’t quite tell who. A quiet, almost imperceptible noise that sounded very much like a groan of pleasure reached Christian’s ears. He strained to see what was happening on the couch and he saw something else. He was quite certain he saw someone on their knees on the living room floor. He was quite certain he was witnessing a sliver of a blowjob. Most of the action was hidden because of the angle of his view, but it seemed an awful lot like a blowjob.

    Then Ruby’s head popped up. It must have been Adam on the couch. She must have been blowing him, making it three blowjobs she’d given in a 24 hour span.

    It seemed that a blowjob wasn’t enough to satisfy her, though. She crawled into Adam’s lap. She was wearing the red lace bra she’d had on earlier. Christian leaned back until he was looking out into the living room with just one eye. He watched his wife’s face and a look of intense pleasure washed over it. Adam was inside her. He must have been inside her.

    Christian couldn’t believe they were being so bold. Anyone else in the house could have walked in on them. What if Marie had woken up and gone looking for her husband? What if Walter or Catherine had walked in on them? It seemed that their lust for each other was so significant that they didn’t care. They were willing to take the risk just so they could have sex.

    Christian wasn’t entirely surprised by the erection in his pajama pants. He’d gotten hard that morning at the mere suggestion of a blowjob. Now he was watching his wife ride Adam’s cock. It felt so incredibly wrong, and yet he was hard as a rock.

    It was when they kissed that Christian felt a little bit of pain. His erection refused to subside, but a sense of anguish washed over him as he watched his wife lose herself in the pleasure of having someone else inside her.

    Christian was certain he witnessed his wife cum with Adam inside her. Her trademark moans were absent as she tried to stay quiet, but the look on her face was unmistakable. He’d seen that look countless times. He’d never see it while someone else was having sex with her, though. It was an entirely different experience, though one that brought with it unexpected sensations of pleasure. Christian considered pulling his pajama pants down and masturbating, but thought better of it as he couldn’t stomach the idea of being caught watching his wife fucking someone else while he masturbated.

    “Cum inside me,” Ruby whispered loud enough for Christian to hear.

    His knees buckled and he moved towards the stairs. The words carried such power and his wife had uttered them to another man. She’d asked Adam to cum inside her. She’d asked her brother-in-law to cum inside her. She’d asked his sister’s husband to cum inside her. Christian’s erection still raged.

    He headed upstairs as quietly as possible, avoiding the one step that almost always creaked. His heart pounded hard and his cock throbbed as he slipped into the bedroom and gently closed the door. Christian grabbed a pair of dirty underwear, pushed his pajama pants down, and wrapped his fingers around his cock. He closed his eyes and stroked furiously as the image of Ruby riding Adam’s cock filled his head. The words she’d uttered played over and over.

    “Cum inside me. Cum inside me. Cum inside me. Cum inside me.”

    Christian leaned against the door and came in the underwear. He threw his head back and let the surprising intensity of the orgasm wash over him.

    Confusion, angst, and pleasure mingled in the aftermath of the orgasm. Christian cleaned up his cum, pulled up his pants, and slid the underwear into a pile of dirty clothes. He got into bed and stared at the ceiling while wondering why he’d just had an orgasm while thinking about his wife’s desire for another man to cum inside her. Why hadn’t he gotten into a screaming match with her? Why hadn’t he punched Adam? Why hadn’t he stopped them?

    No answers came. Instead, another question popped up. Why hadn’t he stayed to watch Adam cum inside his wife, and why is that what his brain seemed to want more than anything?
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    Christian stared at the bedroom ceiling as he listened to the quiet, slow breathing of his sleeping wife. Flashes of what he’d witnessed the night before, of Ruby and Adam having sex on the living room couch, filled his head.

    For reasons he couldn’t understand, Christian found his wife’s infidelity arousing. Each time he thought of her uttering those words to Adam – “cum inside me” – he felt a kind of arousal that seemed utterly inexplicable. Why did it turn him on that his wife was fucking his brother-in-law and why did it turn him on that his brother-in-law had climaxed inside his wife the night before?

    Ruby stirred and rolled onto her side. “Mmm, did someone have a naughty dream?” she asked in a sleepy voice.

    “What?” Christian replied.

    She cuddled up next to him and her fingers moved down his chest and between his legs to find the erection that had sprouted as he thought about her fucking another guy.

    “Oh, that,” Christian said. “Yeah, I guess I was.” It was largely the truth. He hadn’t been dreaming, but he’d effectively been fantasizing about what he’d watched Ruby do with Adam.

    Ruby pulled his cock from the opening in his boxers and wrapped her fingers around it. She kissed his neck and whispered, “Tell me about your dream.”

    “It was about you,” Christian said.

    Ruby moaned and kissed his neck again as she rubbed the head of his cock with her fingers. “What was I doing?” she asked.

    Christian thought about telling her everything. He thought about confessing that he’d heard the blowjob in the wood shed and that he’d watched her have sex with Adam the night before. He didn’t know how it would play out, though, and despite the insanity of it, he wanted to enjoy the illicit arousal he felt a little longer.

    “You were on top of me,” Christian said. “Your pussy was absolutely soaked and you were on top, riding me. You were wearing that red bra. Your breasts looked so good in it.”

    “Did my pussy feel good?” Ruby asked.

    “It felt perfect,” Christian answered.

    Ruby stroked him slowly as her lips found their way to his. Their tongues entwined and Christian moaned as his wife worked his cock expertly. Again he thought of her with Adam. He thought of her riding their brother-in-law. He thought of her taking his bare cock into her pussy and telling him to unleash inside her.

    “You told me to cum inside you,” Christian said. “You were riding me and you told me to cum inside you.”

    “Did you?” Ruby asked.

    “I woke up before I could,” he said.

    Ruby released his cock from her grasp and reached up to caress his face. “That must have been so frustrating,” she said before pushing the covers back.

    Christian glanced at the red bra. She hadn’t taken it off after her evening interlude with Adam.

    “Would you like me to relieve that frustration?” Ruby asked.

    Christian nodded and she straddled him. She pulled her panties aside and took him into her wet pussy.

    “Did my pussy feel like that in your dream?” she asked.

    “It feels so much better than it did in my dream,” Christian replied. He wondered if it was possible that some of Adam’s cum was still inside her. She was so wet he couldn’t help but think that some of her slickness was due to the other man that had unleashed inside her the previous night.

    “Yeah?” Ruby said. “Do you like my pussy? Does it make you feel good?”

    She began to ride him and Christian couldn’t help but moan. He thought of the sex she’d had with Adam. He thought of the look he’d seen on her face as she fucked her brother-in-law with such passion.

    “Your pussy feels so good,” Christian said. “It feels so fucking good, Ruby.”

    Ruby leaned down and kissed him as she bounced harder and faster on his cock. The bed started to squeak a little and Christian moaned.

    “Cum inside me,” Ruby said. “Cum inside me.”

    Christian closed his eyes. What he’d witnessed the night before played in his head. He saw Ruby riding Adam. He heard her uttering those same words to another man. He felt the same kind of arousal he’d experienced the night before. He had no choice but to give his wife what she wanted.

    “Fuck…Ruby…fuck…I’m cumming!” Christian said as he grabbed his wife’s ass and unloaded inside her. Pleasure pulsed through his loins as he experienced an incredible orgasm fueled by her perfect pussy and thoughts of her giving it to another man.

    “Was that better than your dream?” Ruby asked.

    Christian nodded as the joy of his orgasm continued to spread through his body. “Thank you,” he said.

    “It was my pleasure,” she said. “Now why don’t we shower together before breakfast? If you want to be a really good husband you can use those magic fingers of yours to make me cum while we do.”

    “Nothing would make me happier,” Christian said.

    Ruby leaned down to give him a long, sensual kiss and then lifted her pussy from his cock and scampered towards the shower. Christian took a moment to savor the aftermath of his orgasm before joining his wife to give her an orgasm before they got cleaned up for breakfast.

    After breakfast at the diner in downtown Manchester, Christian’s parents had set off to meet their friends for a post-Christmas catch up and Derek had departed for a date that would almost certainly end in disappointment. Christian, Ruby, Adam, and Marie had ended up at the local bookstore to see if anything caught their eye.

    “So, how is Ruby doing?” Marie asked as she flipped through a coffee table book filled with nature photography.

    Christian suspected Ruby was having a better Christmas with his family than she’d ever had, though he could hardly explain why to his sister. “Not bad,” he said. “Christmas with mom and dad is rarely great, though I’m oddly thankful that your ex-boyfriend seemed to be the subject of last night’s conversation, as that kept Ruby out of their crosshairs for the most part.”

    Christian looked across the store and saw his wife in the travel section. He couldn’t help but smile. Spending time with his family almost always inspired her to look for other, far better places to travel.

    “Adam really caught the brunt of it last night. How’s he doing?” Christian asked.

    Marie glanced at her husband, who was perusing the historical biographies section of the store, and said, “Honestly, this might be the last time we come to Christmas with mom and dad. The way they treat him just isn’t fair. He’s really good at his job. He’s had offers from private firms. He likes his job, though, and we make more than enough money to afford everything we need. There’s no reason for them to be such assholes, you know?”

    “I know,” Christian replied as he watched Adam wander down the aisle and out of sight. A few moments later Ruby moved away from the travel section and she too was soon out of sight. “I’m not sure how Ruby and I would survive if you don’t come, though, so maybe think about your brother when you’re deciding two years from now.”

    Marie laughed and it seemed like she was about to offer a retort when her phone rang. She pulled it from her pocket. The screen said, “Work,” and she sighed as her shoulders sank. “Sorry, I have to take this.”

    “No problem,” Christian replied. His sister answered the phone and walked towards the store’s entrance. It was bitterly cold out, but she seemed to prefer the relative quiet that being outside offered.

    Christian turned his attention back to the far side of the bookstore. He couldn’t help but wonder if Ruby and Adam were indulging in their seemingly inexhaustible desire for each other. It seemed like a long shot – fooling around in public struck him as insane – but Christian had nothing better to do, so he set off to investigate.

    He made his way down the science fiction aisle, which brought him close enough that he could hear his wife and brother-in-law talking a few aisles over.

    “I can’t stop thinking about you,” Adam said as Christian pulled a book from the shelf and pretended to read the back cover.

    “I can’t stop thinking about you either,” Ruby replied.

    Christian felt the telltale tingle of desire between his legs. It amazed him that just a few words could be enough to stir up such lust, and yet there was no question he felt it.

    “No, Adam, we can’t,” Ruby said. “Not here.”

    Christian wondered if his brother-in-law had tried to kiss Ruby or if he’d reached out to touch her in a far too friendly manner. He looked through the bookshelves in hopes of seeing them, but his view was blocked. Christian stepped closer to the end of the stack and once more looked through the bookshelves. He saw them. They were just a few feet apart and there was an unquestionable look of desire on Ruby’s face. She’d told Adam that they couldn’t, but it seemed obvious that it wasn’t what she actually wanted.

    “Just a kiss,” Adam said. “That’s all. Just a kiss.”

    Ruby opened her mouth to speak, but she hesitated. Adam used the opening to rush forward and kiss her. Their lips met and she melted into him as Christian watched. He watched his wife surrender to her desire for another man and his cock was almost instantly erect. The arousal was so potent it left his legs feeling like jelly. He grabbed the shelf to maintain his balance and did so clumsily, knocking a handful of heavy, hardcover books to the floor.

    Ruby and Adam broke their kiss and she had a panicked look on her face. She moved towards his aisle and Christian fell to his knees, both to hide his erection and to clean up the mess he’d made.

    “Christian,” Ruby said as she rounded the corner and saw him gathering the books. “What happened?”

    He heard the worry in her voice. She was certain she’d been caught kissing her brother-in-law. Adam was nowhere to be found, likely having headed in the opposite direction to throw off any suspicion.

    “Oh, nothing,” he said. “I tried to pull out one book and a whole bunch came with it. Just a bit of clumsiness is all.”

    Ruby dropped to her knees and helped him gather the fallen books. He saw that her cheeks were flushed, and not from the chill outside. His wife was aroused. One kiss with Adam had been enough to inspire that arousal. Christian’s cock continued to throb, much to his dismay.

    “You look beautiful,” Christian said. She did. She looked remarkably beautiful, perhaps because she was flushed with arousal.

    Ruby smiled as she picked up a book and reached up to place it back on the shelf. “Thanks,” she said with a smile.

    Then, much to his surprise, Ruby crawled forward and kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue slipped into his mouth. Christian lost himself in the kiss and reached out to pull his wife closer. His hands moved to her ass and he moaned as her tongue danced in his mouth.

    “Excuse me,” a throaty, feminine voice said.

    Christian pulled back from his wife and looked up to see the older woman that worked at the bookstore staring at them.

    “I hate to be rude, but would you mind not doing that in the store?” she said.

    “Right, sorry,” Christian replied. He would have stood, but his boner would have been obvious and that seemed even more offensive than kissing his wife.

    The woman walked away and Christian watched his wife do her best to withhold a laugh. She seemed delighted at having been caught kissing him.

    Christian couldn’t figure out if Ruby had kissed him out of a sense of guilt – she’d been kissing Adam when Christian had made a mess of the books, after all – or if being with Adam had simply unlocked a sense of desire in her that could be quenched by any man. After all, they’d enjoyed more sexual activity over the past few days than they had in the month prior.

    “Would it be too much if I kissed you again?” Ruby asked.

    “Probably,” Christian replied. “It might be worth the risk of getting kicked out, though.”

    “Do you have the car keys?” she asked.

    Christian nodded and Ruby stood and offered her hand. His erection had faded enough to make it safe to get up and Ruby led him out of the store and towards the car at a fast enough pace that Christian thought he might slip and fall on the snow-covered pavement.

    “In the backseat,” Ruby said.

    Christian unlocked the car, yanked the door open, and crawled in as his wife pushed him from behind. She moved in after and closed the door behind him. Ruby practically launched herself into his arms and their lips met once more.

    They kissed just as they had in the store, only this time Ruby’s fingers moved between Christian’s legs. She unzipped his pants, reached inside, and pulled out his cock. Christian looked around in a panic, only to realize the windows had already fogged up. It would probably be obvious that something was happening, but it would have been nearly impossible for anyone to actually see.

    For a moment Christian couldn’t help but wonder why his wife was suddenly so amorous. It seemed that it had to be more than guilt. She could have waited until they were home for that. Instead, it felt like Ruby couldn’t help herself. It felt like she’d gotten so turned on that she absolutely had to relieve here desire. Perhaps she would have preferred to be doing so with Adam – Christian had no way of knowing – but he wasn’t inclined to think too much about it. After all, he was on the receiving end of a rather pleasurable handjob and he couldn’t stop his mind from conjuring images of Ruby kissing and fucking Adam.

    Much to his surprise, Ruby slid back and took Christian’s cock in her mouth. He looked down and watched his wife close her eyes and swallow the head as her tongue swirled around it. Christian let out a moan loud enough to be heard from outside the car, but he didn’t care. It felt so good. It felt absolutely perfect in every way and there was a kind of passion behind it that Christian hadn’t felt in a long time. For whatever reason his wife’s affair with Adam had ignited something inside her and once again Christian was benefiting from it.

    Despite having cum that morning, Christian didn’t take long to orgasm. The blowjob felt great, but it was more than that. It was the intense arousal surrounding it. It was having watched Ruby surrender to her desire for Adam – a desire so strong that she kissed him in public where they could have been caught with ease. It was having witnessed Ruby fuck Adam the night before. It was having heard her urge him to cum inside her. It was knowing that another man had cum inside his wife. It was the fact that all of those things aroused Christian instead of infuriating him. It was all so naughty and wild and impossible to understand and it resulted in an orgasm so strong he shook the car while climaxing in his wife’s mouth.

    Ruby kept her lips sealed around Christian’s cock until the last of his cum had seeped out. She swallowed everything and gently put him back in his pants and zipped him up.

    “That was incredible,” Christian said. “Just incredible.”

    Ruby smiled. “It was my pleasure.”

    “That’s kind of you say,” Christian replied. “But if you don’t mind I’d like to see to your pleasure.” He spread his legs and said, “Here, turn around and sit between my legs. Let me make you cum.”

    Ruby spun around, moved back, and sat between Christian’s legs as he’d requested. He unbuttoned her jeans and slipped a hand into them. His fingers found their way to her soaked pussy and he slipped two inside her.

    “You’re soaked,” he whispered before kissing her neck.

    “I know,” she replied.

    Christian thought of her kiss with Adam. He wondered if that was the real reason she was soaked. He rubbed her clit in gentle circles, eliciting a moan as he wondered once more if she would have preferred being with Adam in the car.

    “What’s got you so turned on?” he asked.

    “I just sucked my husband’s cock in a public parking lot,” she replied. “Plus, I really like Christmas.”

    Christian laughed and rubbed her clit faster. Ruby responded by moaning louder. He lifted her sweater and played with her breasts. His fingers moved inside the bra cup and he gently rolled Ruby’s nipple between them. She turned her head and they kissed. Her mouth opened and Christian let his tongue wander between his wife’s lips. She sucked on it. He was quite certain he tasted just a hint of his cum and he found it delightfully kinky.

    “Christian…I’m…I’m cumming!” Ruby cried out.

    Her body trembled as Christian continued his gentle massaging of her clit, pulling away only at the moment when the pleasure seemed overwhelming. He wrapped his arms around Ruby as she rode out her climax and when it ended she turned her head towards him once more and they shared a beautiful kiss.

    “That was incredible. Thank you,” she said.

    “It was my pleasure,” he replied.

    Ruby was cheating on him. There was no question about that. It aroused Christian, though, and their sex life seemed to have improved. He wasn’t sure why any of that was the case, but he figured he’d ride it out for a few more days and see what happened before deciding if he wanted to talk to her about it. Until then, he was going to have fun.
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    “Do you have any questions?” Ruby asked as she shut the bedroom door and leaned against it.

    Christian had nothing but questions, and after his orgasm on the chair lift he hadn’t been given a chance to ask them as they’d spent the rest of the afternoon skiing or hanging out with Adam and Marie.

    “I do,” Christian said. “How did it start?”

    “It was four years ago,” Ruby replied.

    Christian sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his wife. She’d taken off her coat and was wearing a skintight turtleneck sweater and the tight ski pants. She looked irresistible, right down to her bare feet with the pretty red toenail polish.

    “Wait, what?” he said when her answer finally registered. “You’ve been having an affair for four years?”

    “No,” Ruby said. “It’s only at the Christmases we spent here. We first slept together four years ago, did it again two years ago, and obviously we did it again this year.”

    She looked a little unsure, like she was worried that her confession was going to turn the tide of Christian’s arousal at the idea of her sleeping with Adam. It didn’t, though. He knew it should have and he was certainly a little hurt that she’d had a pseudo affair, but already he was feeling a renewed sense of desire.

    “Are you okay?” Ruby asked.

    “Yeah,” Christian replied. “It’s weird, but I can’t decide if I’m annoyed that you cheated on me or if I’m annoyed that I didn’t know about it sooner.”

    Ruby pushed away from the door and slowly approached Christian. “I’m sorry you didn’t find out sooner. If I’d have known you would have found it so exciting, I would have said something. Heck, I would have found a way to let you watch him fuck me.”

    Ruby straddled Christian and took his head in her hands. He looked up at her and smiled. She moved her hips and he felt his cock come to life. They kissed and as her tongue entered his mouth Christian’s cock responded with pure desire.

    “Would you have liked that?” Ruby whispered. “Would have liked watching Adam fuck me four years ago?”

    “I think so,” Christian replied.

    “I remember the first time it happened. It was two days before Christmas. You had all gone to the grocery store to stock up and Adam and I stayed behind, mostly because neither of us can stand your parents. We’d volunteered to peel the apples for your mother’s pie and I ended up cutting my finger on the peeler. Adam cleaned and bandaged it for me and there was something about the way he touched me…it was so tender and caring and there was just something so sexy about him. I kissed him first, though he didn’t back away. He kissed me back.”

    Ruby kissed Christian and he grabbed her ass. She moaned into his mouth as her hips moved over his crotch, leaving him throbbing in his still-damp pants.

    “Then what happened?” Christian asked.

    “Adam lifted me onto the kitchen counter, pushed my skirt up around my waist, and pulled my panties off. I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. A moment later he was inside me. He fucked me right next to the pot full of peeled apples. I could feel some of the apple skins on my ass. It was so hot. I came so hard. I came harder than…well, it was a great orgasm,” Ruby explained.

    She leaned in to kiss Christian again but he moved his head back and asked, “You came harder than what?”

    Christian slipped his fingers under the waistband of her ski pants and squeezed the bare flesh of her ass. He smiled at his wife and she offered a smile in return.

    “I came harder than I had in years,” Ruby answered.

    Christian kissed his wife and stood to lay her in the bed. He pulled off her ski pants and pushed his own to the floor. He climbed into the bed and Ruby reached between his legs and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

    “Does that turn you on?” she asked. “That Adam made me cum so hard? Is that what’s got you all hot and bothered?”

    “Yes,” Christian replied before kissing his wife.

    Ruby pulled her panties aside and placed the head of Christian’s cock against her pussy lips. He plunged inside her and she moaned and grabbed his ass with two hands to pull him deep into her body.

    Christian managed a few blissful thrusts before a loud knock on the door interrupted them. “Hey, you two!” Derek called out. “Knock it off in there. Dad’s demanding fire wood and I walked to the fucking shed this morning. It’s your turn, so get your clothes on and get to work.”

    Christian lifted his head to yell at his brother but Ruby stopped him. “It’s okay,” she said. “There will be plenty of time for us to have fun. I promise. I don’t want your parents any more annoyed with me than they have to be.”

    Christian pulled out, though not without unleashing a frustrated sigh. He spun around and sat on the edge of the bed to take a moment to try and calm down.

    Ruby wrapped her arms around him from behind and kissed Christian’s neck. “You know, your wife has a history of being rather naughty in that wood shed,” she whispered. “If you get your clothes on and act nice with your family there’s a chance I might be in a naughty mood by the time we get out there.”

    That was all it took for Christian’s mood to shift. He exchanged his messy underwear for a fresh pair, put his ski pants back on and put on a fresh, dry pair of socks before sliding his feet into a pair of boots appropriate for trudging through the thick snow.

    “Ready?” Christian asked as he turned to his wife.

    Ruby had already put her clothes back on and she had a smile on her face as she said, “I certainly am. Are you ready to haul some wood and have a little fun?”

    “I am,” Christian replied.

    He opened the door for his wife and they headed downstairs, offered a quick greeting to his mother and father in the living room, and began their journey through the snow.

    “Remind me again why your parents thought it was a good idea to build the shed so far away from the house?” Ruby asked.

    “My mom insisted that the shed would attract mice and she was adamant that she wouldn’t let my dad build it anywhere near the house,” Christian replied as he remembered the many arguments his parents had engaged in about the shed.

    “Does it attract mice?” Ruby asked.

    “Not that I’ve ever seen,” Christian said as he reached back and ran his fingers over his wife’s ass. He found the tight, smooth material of her pants irresistible. “I guess mice could be really good at hiding, though.”

    Christian opened the door of the wood shed and stepped inside. The smell that filled his nose brought him back to his youth and the hundreds of times he’d trudged out to the shed to retrieve wood for the fireplace when he was growing up.

    He’d never had the privilege of fooling around in the shed, though. It wasn’t the most romantic place in the world, after all. That hadn’t stopped Ruby and Adam from having fun in it, though.

    The moment the door closed behind her, Ruby pressed her body against Christian’s and kissed him. Her hand moved between his legs and she massaged his cock back to life with ease.

    Ruby smiled and fell to her knees. She pulled his ski pants down, freed Christian’s cock from his underwear, and wrapped her lips around his stiff cock.

    Christian hadn’t seen his wife giving Adam head in the shed, but it still felt like the image was burned into his brain. He’d imagined it so often that first day he could replay the fantasy version of it. Now he was living it.

    “Does that feel good?” Ruby asked as her fingers moved up and down his spit-soaked shaft.

    “It’s incredible,” Christian said.

    “Does it feel even better because you know I did this for Adam? Does it turn you on that I was on my knees for him in this shed?” Ruby asked.

    Christian felt his cock surge in Ruby’s hand as he nodded. All it took was a few simple words to send his brain to a place of such wild desire he found it hard to comprehend. How could he possibly be so turned on by something that was so wrong?

    Ruby swallowed his cock again, washing away thoughts of everything but the joy of being in her exceptionally talented mouth. Christian was quite certain an orgasm was moments away when Ruby pulled back and stood up.

    “I wanted Adam to fuck me that morning,” Ruby said as she spun around and lowered her ski pants just like she’d done for Adam in the woods. “I wanted him to slide his cock into my pussy and fuck me on Christmas day. I wanted to have his cum dripping out of me as we opened our presents.”

    Ruby bent over and looked back at Christian as she reached up and grabbed the wood pile for balance. “Now I want you to fuck me. I want your cum dripping out of me as we have dinner with your family. Fuck me, Christian. Fuck me and cum inside me.”

    Christian moved behind his wife and slipped his cock into her pussy. She moaned and he grabbed her hips while thrusting in and out of her. Her pussy felt hot and wet around his impossibly hard cock. He couldn’t remember the last time sex had felt so pleasurable.

    “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder, Christian.”

    Christian fucked his wife harder. She reached between her legs and moaned. She must have been playing with her clit.

    “Cum inside me,” Ruby said. “Fuck, cum inside me.”

    Christian thought of the sex he’d witnessed in the woods. He thought of how he was the second man to take his wife from behind that day. He was probably the second man she’d told to cum inside her that day, too.

    Ruby looked back at Christian, smiled, and said, “Cum inside me just like he did.”

    It was like she was reading his mind. It was also enough to put Christian over the top. His orgasm arrived without warning, like it was in a rush to escape his body. He groaned and grunted and for the first time in his life he was thankful the shed was so far from the house. At least no one could hear him cumming in his wife.

    Ruby’s legs trembled as her moans of joy joined Christian’s. A little clitoral stimulation seemed to be enough to put her over the top as she gave herself to him. They climaxed together and Christian leaned forward to kiss her back and neck as he remained inside her.

    “You’re incredible,” he said.

    Ruby laughed. “You know, most men wouldn’t say that to a wife that’s been cheating on them. Though I guess most men wouldn’t desperately want to fuck a wife that’s been cheating on them.”

    “I guess you’re lucky I’m not like most men,” Christian replied.

    Ruby stood up and his cock slipped from her pussy. She pulled her pants up and turned around. They kissed as she caressed his face. Her touch was soft and loving. “I am lucky. Very lucky. I’m sorry for cheating on you. I’m sorry I was so weak.”

    “I forgive you,” Christian replied. “As long as you’re willing to keep having the kind of fun we’ve been having.”

    Ruby smiled. “I insist on it. Though, Adam’s going to want me again. I can turn him down if you want, but I know he’s going to want me.”

    Christian pulled his pants up and said, “I don’t blame him. You also don’t need to turn him down.”

    “Are you sure?” Ruby asked. “I don’t have to fuck him again. I really don’t.”

    “You want to though, right?” Christian replied.

    Ruby looked away like she was embarrassed by the answer that occurred to her. “I do,” she replied a moment later. “I hope that’s okay.”

    Christian felt just a touch of insecurity. He knew it was because he’d just cum and that it wouldn’t take long for the same desire he’d felt since Christmas day to return. “It is. It’s more than okay, in fact. I mean, we’re only here for two more days. We might as well enjoy ourselves before we go home, right, especially if you only get to have this kind of fun every two years.”

    “Do you want to watch?” Ruby asked.

    “I do,” Christian replied.

    She gave him a kiss on the cheek. “I’ll see if I can make that happen, then. Now we should really get some wood inside or they’re going to send a search party for us.”

    “Right. You hold your arms out and I’ll load you up,” Christian said.

    He piled wood on his wife’s outstretched arms and again cursed his parents for building the shed so far away. It would take at least two or three trips to get enough wood. That wasn’t so bad, though. The wood shed now held different memories for Christian. Memories he quite liked.
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    “Adam, I’m so sorry to be a bother, but it appears that we’re out of milk,” Catherine said as she stared into the refrigerator. “Would it be too much trouble to ask you to go to the store?”

    “Mom, why is Adam the one you ask?” Marie interjected as she looked up from her phone.

    “Because he’s standing right here, darling,” Catherine said. “And because I know he doesn’t mind driving in a little bit of snow.”

    Christian smiled as he watched the conversation unfold. He knew his mom wasn’t specifically trying to get Adam out of the house, but he also knew she wouldn’t be broken-hearted if she didn’t get to spend a little extra time with her son-in-law.

    “I don’t mind going,” Adam said. “I kind of like driving in the snow, to be honest.”

    “I’ll join you,” Ruby said as she put her hand on Christian’s knee. “There’s a few things I need to pick up at the store.”

    “You could just give me a list,” Adam replied.

    “Well, I don’t want to get too personal, but let’s just say that they’re lady things,” Ruby said as she gently squeezed Christian’s leg.

    He wondered what his wife was up to. He was fairly certain she didn’t need any “lady things,” so it seemed quite possible she was looking for a reason to get out of the house with Adam. It also seemed possible that Christian was merely projecting his desire for his wife to spend a little alone time with the other man she enjoyed fucking.

    “Fair enough,” Adam offered. “You can come along then. It shouldn’t take long. Is there anything else I can get you from the store, Catherine? Anything you might need for our last breakfast tomorrow morning?”

    Catherine stared into the refrigerator and said, “We could use a dozen eggs, Swiss cheese, and flour, actually. I think I’ll make waffles tomorrow morning. Oh, you know what, get strawberries and Nutella if they have it. And whipped cream.”

    A sudden wave of hunger hit Christian as he imagined a crispy waffle with strawberries, Nutella, and whipped cream.

    “Man, that sounds good,” Derek chimed in. “Thanks for going to the store, Adam. You just ensured that we’re going to have a damn good start to the day tomorrow.”

    Adam laughed and said, “Ruby, you ready now?”

    Ruby hopped off the couch. “Give me a minute to change.” She headed towards the stairs and motioned for Christian to follow her.

    Christian watched his wife’s ponytail sway as she walked up the stairs and down the hall towards the bedroom. He wasn’t sure why she wanted him to follow, but he certainly hoped something exciting was about to happen.

    “Get your AirPods,” Ruby said once they were in the bedroom.

    Christian grabbed his AirPods from the charger and watched his wife change into a pair of tight jeans and a sweater. She went without a bra, which struck him as notable. It seemed like she planned on having Adam’s hands on her breasts.

    “Put them in. Your AirPods,” Ruby said.

    Christian slipped them into his ears and Ruby pulled out her phone. She tapped the screen a few times and smiled at Christian. His phone rang a moment later.

    “Answer it,” she said.

    Christian answered the call and Ruby tapped her screen once again.

    “You’re muted. Stay in here. Make sure you keep listening. I’m going to give you a little audio show that I think you’re going to enjoy. Feel free to masturbate as you listen,” Ruby said.

    She slipped her phone into her back pocket and approached Christian. They shared a long, deeply sensual kiss that left him half-hard and eager for more.

    Ruby stepped back, smiled, and said, “I’m going to have his cock in my mouth before we reach the end of the driveway, so why don’t you get under the covers and get ready to have some fun.”

    She turned and walked out the door as Christian stripped out of his pants and climbed under the covers. He freed his cock from his underwear and stroked as he listened to Ruby let Adam know that she was ready to leave. They said their goodbyes and a moment later they were outside and headed towards the car.

    Christian listened to Ruby and Adam trudging through the snow and he heard the car doors open. A few moments later the engine came to life and Ruby said, “Unzip your pants. I need to suck your cock. Badly.”

    “Yes, ma’am,” Adam replied.

    Christian heard Adam’s zipper come down. It sounded like the car started moving soon after.

    “I can’t stop thinking about your cock,” Ruby said. “My pussy still tingles every time I think about you fucking me in the woods. It was so fucking kinky.”

    The sound of a blowjob and Adam’s moans filled Christian’s ears as he stroked his cock under the covers. Ruby’s verbal preamble served as a lovely bit of foreplay to get him hard and the sounds of the blowjob provided an even deeper form of pleasure as Christian slowly moved his hand up and down his shaft.

    “Fuck, Ruby, you’re incredible. You’re absolutely incredible,” Adam said.

    “Concentrate on the road,” Ruby said. “Don’t even think about the fact that I’m sucking your cock. Just let me enjoy having you in my mouth.”

    Christian knew it would be impossible for Adam to do what she was asking. No man could clear his mind of thoughts of the intense pleasure of a blowjob.

    A few minutes passed where Christian listened to nothing but the sound of a blowjob and Adam’s groans. Every once in a while he heard the wipers likely clearing snow from the windshield, but otherwise his masturbation played out to a soundtrack of sensual cocksucking. The very idea that his wife was blowing her brother-in-law while he listened live was astounding.

    “Pull off here,” Ruby said.

    “Are you sure?” Adam asked.

    “Yes. I need you inside me. I don’t know if we’re going to get another chance to do this and I need you inside me at least once more before we leave. I need you to fuck me, Adam. I need you to fuck me and cum inside me,” Ruby said.

    Christian nearly climaxed as his wife made it perfectly clear just how badly she desired Adam. He lifted his hand from his cock and listened as Adam pulled off the road. Christian wondered where they’d stopped and how likely it was that someone would see them. Surely the car would end up rocking a little as they fucked.

    “This is good,” Ruby said. “Get in the backseat with me.”

    Christian listened to what must have been his wife climbing in the backseat. He heard her grunt a few times and then he was quite certain she took her boots and pants off. Adam got out of the car and into the backseat – the sound of the door opening and closing twice was proof of that – and then the sound of kissing resumed.

    “Get your pants off,” Ruby said. “Hurry.”

    Christian stroked the base of his cock as he listened to Adam strip. He imagined them parked a little off the road and in the backseat. He imagined snow falling and the windows fogging up as their wild, lusty breathing built heat in the car.

    The sounds of movement were quickly followed by Adam and Ruby moaning together. “Fuck…Adam….you feel so good,” Ruby said.

    They were having sex. Christian moved his hand up and down his cock as he imagined Adam’s cock in his wife’s pussy. It played out in his head. He saw his wife rising and falling on the cock inside her. He saw her pussy lips stretching out around it. It sounded like they were starting out slow and sensual, sharing kisses as they both exulted in the joy of surrendering to their forbidden desire.

    Christian heard a rustling sound and then Adam said, “God, I love your breasts, Ruby. They’re perfect. They’re fucking perfect.” Ruby must have taken her sweater off.

    “I know you love them,” she said.

    Christian stroked his cock a little faster as pleasure mixed with a hint of jealousy. He was fully aware his wife and Adam had fucked before, but listening to everything they said made it feel so much more intimate.

    “I love the way you kiss them and touch them. It always makes me feel so good,” Ruby continued.

    Christian listened to another man kiss his wife’s breasts. He pictured Adam’s lips around Ruby’s nipples. He pictured her eyes closed and her head tilted towards the roof as she enjoyed the pleasure of having beautifully intimate sex with another man. A touch of insecurity joined his jealousy, but Christian was no less aroused as he continued to masturbate.

    “Adam…fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Ruby said.

    “Cum on my cock,” Adam replied. “Cum all over my cock.”

    Christian listened to his wife have an orgasm on another man’s cock. His loins tightened and he felt his orgasm approach. He didn’t want to cum, though. He stopped stroking and leaned forward. He came close to losing his load, but he held back as Ruby’s moans filled his ears.

    “You’re incredible,” Ruby said.

    “You’re not so bad yourself,” Adam replied.

    She laughed and the sounds of sex filled Christian’s ears again.

    “An incredible man like you deserves to cum inside me,” Ruby said between moans. “Will you cum inside me, Adam? Will you cum in my pussy?”

    Christian’s hand wasn’t on his cock but he still worried he might cum. Hearing his wife talk like that was so much hotter than he imagined possible.

    “Yes I will,” Adam said.

    The sounds of sex got louder and faster. Christian closed his eyes and listened as he imagined his wife straddling Adam’s lap in the backseat. He saw her bouncing up and down on him. He saw one of her breasts in his mouth and his hands on her ass.

    “Cum inside me,” Ruby said. “Cum in my pussy!”

    Adam groaned and Christian was absolutely certain another man was cumming in his wife. It was unquestionably the groan of a man that was unleashing his load in the warm, wet pussy that desperately wanted it.

    “I love that feeling,” Ruby said. “I love when you cum inside me.”

    Again Christian thought he might cum without touching his cock. He held off, though he wasn’t sure why. He didn’t know when Ruby would be back and there was every chance he wasn’t going to get to cum that night. He wanted to wait for her, though. He wanted to fool around with her and talk about the sex she’d just had with Adam. That’s when he wanted to cum.

    “We should get to the store,” Ruby said.

    “Yes, we should,” Adam replied.

    Christian listened to them kissing. He heard Ruby moan and wondered if Adam was doing something skillful with his hands.

    “I wish we weren’t leaving tomorrow,” Ruby said. “I’m going to miss this. Waiting two years to enjoy your cock again seems painfully long.”

    “I feel the same way,” Adam said.

    The conversation ended there. Christian listened as they disentangled and got dressed. Soon enough the car was on the road once more. The call ended soon after, leaving Christian alone with his thoughts. He decided he’d stay in bed until Ruby got home or someone called for him. He was going to spend as much time as possible thinking about what he’d just listened to.

    “Apparently, you’ve been in here since I left,” Ruby said as she gently shut the bedroom door and leaned against it.

    Christian’s gaze wandered between her legs as he searched for some indicator that Adam had cum inside her.

    “That’s true,” he said. “I’m afraid my erection never went away.” Christian had spent the better part of an hour nursing that erection by closing his eyes and slowly masturbating while thinking about what he’d just listened to.

    “Is that right?” Ruby asked with a devilish smile on her face. “I suppose that’s a problem we should look into solving, isn’t it?”

    “I think that would be wise,” Christian replied. “Did you have any ideas?”

    Ruby pulled her sweater off and Christian stared at his wife’s wondrous breasts and thought of Adam’s hands and mouth on them. He thought of the things Ruby had said about Adam loving her breasts. His cock throbbed with desire.

    “Well,” Ruby began as she unbuttoned her pants, “I do have one idea. It might be a little messy, though.”

    “Messy?” Christian asked as she kicked her jeans aside and slowly strode towards the bed.

    “Yeah. You see, I just cheated on you. It was just an hour ago that I let another man cum inside me. I let him flood my pussy with his cum and some of it is still inside me. That means it’s going to make quite a mess if I get into bed with you, take you inside me, and ride you until you cum like you’ve never cum before,” Ruby said.

    She pulled back the sheets and straddled Christian. He felt the warmth and wetness in her panties against his skin. The only thing in the world he wanted in that moment was to be inside his wife.

    “Messy would be okay with me,” Christian said.

    Ruby reached down, pulled her panties aside, and sank down on Christian’s cock. Her pussy felt like perfection as it enveloped his flesh and there was no question she was wetter than usual thanks to the mess Adam had left inside her.

    Ruby sat up, took Christian’s hands, and placed them on her breasts. He squeezed her flesh and she moaned as a smile crossed her face. “Did you like listening to him fuck me?” she asked. “Did you like listening to Adam cum in my pussy?”

    Christian nodded vigorously and squeezed his wife’s breasts a little harder. She moved her slippery pussy back and forth over his cock, doing so slowly and making his loins convulse in a deeply satisfying manner.

    Ruby leaned forward and her lips hovered just above Christian’s as she slowly lifted her pussy off his cock and lowered it once more. A smile crossed her face as an uncontrollable moan escaped Christian’s lips. Ruby was riding his cock, but she’d managed to bathe his entire body in a kind of pleasure he didn’t know existed.

    “Does it feel good to fuck my cum-filled pussy?” Ruby whispered.

    “Yes,” Christian replied.

    She rode him faster. “Does it feel good to fuck your cheating wife?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    “Did it feel good to listen to me suck his cock in the car?” she asked.

    Christian nodded as he felt his orgasm building.

    “Did it feel good to listen to him play with my breasts?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he said.

    Ruby rode him faster and Christian closed his eyes. He was seconds away from cumming.

    “Does it feel good to know that your cock is covered in his cum?” she asked.

    Christian answered by cumming inside his wife. The knowledge that he was the second man to do so that day only made the orgasm better. Ruby covered his mouth to keep his moans quiet as Christian came like he’d never cum before, just like she’d said he would.

    Ruby sat up, leaned back, and reached between her legs. She rubbed her clit with Christian’s cock buried in her pussy and bit her lower lip. He felt her thighs tremble and a few moments later she had an orgasm. It didn’t seem nearly as powerful as the one she’d had with Adam’s cock inside her, but Christian was too caught up in the pleasure of his own release to care about that.

    “This whole thing feels kind of crazy,” Christian said, “but this week has been the hottest of my life, without question.”

    Ruby lifted her pussy from his cock, pulled her panties aside, and laid on Christian’s chest as he put his arms around her. “I agree,” she said.

    “It’s a shame it’s almost over,” he added.

    “It is,” Ruby replied.

    Christian ran his hands over his wife’s back as he listened to her breathe. He couldn’t help but wonder if he’d get to have another orgasm fueled by the same wild desires that had ruled their week at his parent’s house. They were leaving shortly after breakfast, so it seemed unlikely, but that didn’t stop him from holding out hope that something wild could still happen.

  
    Going Home for Christmas and a Cuckolding – Part 7

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    Christian opened his eyes as Ruby stirred in bed yet again. He glanced at the curtains to see that it was still dark out, and from the looks of it sunrise was a ways off.

    Christian rolled onto his back and turned to see that his wife’s eyes were wide open. “Having trouble sleeping?” he asked.

    Ruby turned to him and smiled. “I was sleeping really well until half an hour ago. I woke up and instantly felt like I was wide awake. I figured if I gave it a little while I’d get sleepy again, but that doesn’t seem to be happening.”

    Christian moved closer to Ruby and rolled onto his side. His fingers crossed the brief space between their bodies and found the warm skin of her thigh. He made his way between her legs and to her stomach, eliciting a smile from Ruby.

    “Is there anything I can do?” Christian said while moving his fingers between her legs and gently pressing them against her panties. He wasn’t being particularly subtle, but Christian wanted to make it perfectly clear that he’d happily make his wife orgasm if she was dealing with the sort of desire that would make it hard to let sleep take her once again.

    “What sort of help did you have in mind?” Ruby asked.

    It was the smile that followed her question that convinced Christian to lean closer and kiss his wife’s neck. She moaned softly, confirming his suspicion that she was in the mood for an orgasm. “Well, sometimes a release of tension can be very helpful in promoting sleep,” he whispered. “I was thinking I’d help you release any tension you might be feeling.”

    “Mmmm, that sounds nice,” Ruby said. “How would you help me with that?”

    Christian pulled back the covers and lifted Ruby’s t-shirt over her breasts. He slipped his fingers into her panties and gently rubbed her clit as his lips found their way around one of her nipples. He moved his tongue over the soft flesh and felt it harden with excitement.

    “God that feels good,” Ruby said as she ran her fingers through his hair.

    Christian slipped a finger into her pussy and found the wetness he sought. He wondered if her subconscious had indulged in a naughty dream and it was her arousal that made it difficult to go back to sleep. Once his finger was slick with her juices, Christian returned to Ruby’s clit, eliciting a beautiful moan as he massaged her pleasure center with the skill he’d picked up over years of practice.

    Christian kissed his way from one of his wife’s perky breasts to the other before taking her nipple in his mouth. She sucked in a deep breath of air and arched her back a little. A loud moan escaped before she cut it off for fear of waking someone sleeping in the next room.

    Ruby seemed well on her way to an orgasm when Christian heard heavy footsteps coming down the hallway. He ceased stimulating his wife and they both listened with smiles on their faces. They weren’t particularly interested in getting caught, but it wouldn’t have carried any consequences if they did.

    As the footsteps passed the door – the person in the hallway was likely on their way to the bathroom – Christian was struck by an idea.

    “Do you think it’s Adam?” he whispered.

    “I don’t know,” Ruby said. “It could be.”

    “Maybe he’s having trouble sleeping just like you are,” Christian said.

    Ruby offered a quizzical look.

    “You were soaked,” Christian whispered. “And it wasn’t because I was kissing your breasts. I’m just guessing, but it seems like you woke up from a sex dream. If I had to guess, I’d say you were dreaming about Adam.”

    “Would that be a problem?” Ruby asked.

    Christian replied by working her clit once more. Ruby smiled and bit her lower lip, seemingly in an attempt to quiet a moan.

    “It’s not a problem at all,” Christian said as he leaned closer and kissed his wife’s neck. “In fact, I think you should take a chance. I think you should tiptoe down to the bathroom and hope that you run into Adam on the way out. If you do, I think you should invite him into the bathroom with you. I think you should hop on the counter and let him fuck you. We have to leave after breakfast so you probably won’t get another chance.”

    Christian massaged Ruby’s clit as he filled her head with the idea of fucking her brother-in-law while everyone else was sleeping. She closed her eyes and arched her back once again.

    “Okay,” Ruby said. “I’ll do it.”

    She kicked the covers back, hopped out of the bed and quickly put on the pajama pants she’d tossed onto the floor before crawling under the sheets the night before.

    “Wish me luck,” she said.

    Christian smiled and watched his wife slowly, carefully open the door and slip out. She left it open a crack and headed towards the bathroom with such light footfalls that Christian couldn’t hear a thing.

    Not long after, he heard the bathroom door open. Christian listened for any clue as to who had succumbed to the need for pre-dawn bladder relief. For a few moments the house was completely silent. Then the bathroom door shut once more. No one walked past the bedroom. Christian couldn’t be entirely sure, but it seemed likely that his wife was fucking her brother-in-law one last time.

    Christian rolled onto his back and closed his eyes. He pulled his underwear down and wrapped his fingers around his semi-hard cock. He pictured Ruby sitting on the bathroom counter with her legs wrapped around Adam. He saw them kissing as her pussy opened up for his cock. He wished he could be there to watch, but the scene playing out in his mind was potent enough to inspire an all-encompassing sort of pleasure.

    Christian hadn’t checked the clock when Ruby left, but it couldn’t have been more than a few minutes before he heard the bathroom door open once more. Moments later the heavy footsteps passed the door. He stroked his cock slowly and waited for Ruby to return. Another minute passed before the bedroom door opened and Ruby stepped inside holding her pajama pants in her hand. She dropped them on the floor, crawled under the covers, and straddled Christian.

    “Someone’s excited,” Ruby said as his cock pressed her panty-clad pussy.

    “Was it Adam?” Christian asked. It couldn’t have been anyone else, but he wanted to confirm his suspicions.

    “It was,” Ruby said.

    “Did he fuck you?” Christian asked.

    Ruby smiled. “He did.”

    Christian grabbed her ass and they kissed. Ruby took his tongue into her mouth and sucked on it aggressively as she moved her hips over his pelvis, stimulating the head of his cock with the increasingly wet fabric of her panties.

    “Did he cum inside you?” Christian asked in a ragged voice brimming with desire.

    “He did,” Ruby said. “Your wife’s pussy is filled with another man’s cum.”

    Ruby sat up and put her hands on his chest. She moved like she was fucking him, like his cock was buried inside her. She threw her head back and moaned as Christian lifted her shirt and played with her breasts. She moaned, though it was a quiet expression of pleasure.

    “Do you want to cum inside me?” Ruby asked.

    “Yes,” Christian replied. He knew it was an odd desire, but that knowledge didn’t stop Christian from desperately wanting to fuck his wife after Adam had unloaded inside her.

    Ruby smiled like his answer brought her genuine joy. She reached down, moved her panties aside, and took Christian inside her.

    Last time, Christian fucked his wife more than an hour after she’d been with Adam and it had been a blissful experience. This felt so much better. Her pussy felt hot and creamy and despite knowing it was exceptionally strange, Christian found the idea of having sloppy seconds sex with his wife astoundingly hot. The fact that he’d stroked himself to a state of great arousal while Ruby and Adam were fucking only served to make the sex feel better.

    “Can you hear that?” Ruby asked.

    She was referring to the sloppy sounds of sex. She had to be. Cum was leaking out of her pussy and every time she dropped down onto his cock it make a distinct wet sound. Ruby rode him harder, increasing the noise. She was getting off on it.

    “Yes,” Christian said.

    “It’s so fucking nasty,” she said. “My pussy is absolutely drenched with another man’s cum and my husband can’t get enough. You’re so fucking nasty and I love it.”

    Ruby kissed him and Christian lost himself in the intense pleasure of fucking his wife’s messy pussy. She was right. It was nasty. It was completely unexpected and nasty in the most incredible way.

    “Fuck…Ruby…I’m cumming,” Christian said as he tried his best to keep his voice down.

    His loins seized up in the most pleasurable way imaginable and he unloaded in his wife’s already messy pussy. Ruby sat up, pressed her hands into his chest, and smiled as she watched his face contort with the pleasure her continued infidelity provided him.

    “Come here,” Christian said. He reached up and pulled his wife’s lips to his for a kiss. “I love you.”

    “I love you too,” she whispered.

    “Thanks for hosting us,” Christian said as he loaded their suitcases into the rental car.

    “It was our pleasure, as always,” Walter said. “I’m only sad you won’t be back for two years.”

    Christian was sad too, though for an entirely different reason. “Me too,” he said. “You guys should come for a visit this year. You know we always have a room for you.”

    Walter stepped closer and took Christian into a quick embrace. “I know, son,” he said.

    “It was wonderful to see you, Ruby,” Catherine said. “And maybe next time you’ll have a grandson or granddaughter to bring with you.”

    Christian turned to prevent his wife from pushing his mother into the snow, but Ruby had a smile on her face.

    “You never know,” Ruby said. “Maybe we will.”

    They shared a quick hug and Christian couldn’t help but smile. It was the first time in years he’d watched his wife hug his mother without a pained look on her face.

    Christian hugged his mom and she and Walter headed back to the porch to get a little respite from the surprisingly cold breeze.

    “It was good seeing you, as always,” Marie said as Christian stepped closer to hug his sister.

    “You too,” Christian replied.

    Marie nodded towards Adam, who was hugging Ruby, and said, “You know, Adam says he had such a good time hanging out with you guys that we should look into some sort of summer vacation. A lake house rental in upstate New York, perhaps. Is that something you guys would be into?”

    Christian glanced at his wife and brother-in-law – their hug had been brief and was already over – and smiled as he thought of embarking on another adventure in illicit pleasure. “You know, I think we’d definitely be into that,” he said. “I’ll talk to Ruby about it, but I think there’s a very good chance we can work out a summer trip.”

    Ruby moved over to give Marie a hug, Christian shook Adam’s hand, gave Derek a quick hug, and got in the car. His family waved goodbye from the porch as he started the engine, put it in drive, and headed down the driveway.

    “A summer vacation, huh?” Christian said.

    Ruby looked at him with a smile and reached out to rub his leg. “Two years is too long to wait to see Marie and Adam again, don’t you think?”

    “I couldn’t agree more,” Christian replied.

    Summer couldn’t come soon enough.

    The End.

  
    Going Off Birth Control

    Nate spit the foamy aftermath of his toothpaste into the sink, dropped his toothbrush into its slot, and quickly glanced at himself in the mirror before moving to the toilet. He reached down to free his cock from his boxers and hesitated when he spotted his wife’s birth control pills in the trash.

    He bent down and picked up the packet to confirm what he already knew. She’d only taken a few pills and for some reason had decided to throw them out. Alice kept her pills in the medicine cabinet, which was a long way from the trash, making it unlikely they’d fallen in accidentally. She had to have thrown them out.

    He was wary of having a difficult conversation right before bed, but Nate had to ask his wife why she’d seemingly decided to go off birth control without mentioning it.

    Alice looked up from her phone to flash a quick smile as Nate came out of the bathroom, but she didn’t seem to notice he was holding her pills in his hand. She didn’t notice when he sat on the edge of the bed, either.

    “Hey,” he said, pulling her attention from her phone.

    “What’s up?” Alice asked before her eyes focused on the packet of pills in his hand. “Oh,” she said.

    “What’s this about?” Nate asked as he held up the birth control. “Are these defective or something? Are you getting a new prescription? Are you trying a different kind of birth control?”

    “Well…no,” Alice replied. “I’m not doing any of that.”

    Nate let out a frustrated groan and his wife pulled aside the covers and crawled towards him. She wrapped her arms around him from behind and kissed Nate’s neck softly.

    “I’ve made a decision,” she whispered.

    “What kind of decision?” he asked.

    “Here, sit with me,” Alice said as she leaned against the headboard and spread her legs while pulling on Nate’s waist.

    Nate moved between Alice’s legs and leaned against her body. She ran her fingers down his arms and under his shirt before hugging him from behind as she kissed his neck. He felt warm and comfortable in her arms and some of the anxiety he’d been feeling washed away immediately.

    “Alice, why aren’t you taking your birth control anymore?” Nate asked, though the stress that had been present in his voice just a minute ago had disappeared.

    Alice pulled his shirt over his head and pulled Nate against her body. He felt the warmth of her skin and the softness of the satin nightie she had on as his wife’s hands moved slowly over his chest and stomach.

    “Because I’m ready to get pregnant,” she said.

    Nate sat up and turned to look at his wife but she deftly pulled him against her body once more. She caressed him slowly and warmly and kissed his neck, sending waves of reassuring pleasure through his body.

    “It’s time, Nate,” she said. “It’s time for us to start a family.”

    “But…but we don’t have sex anymore. How am I going to get you pregnant?” Nate asked.

    Alice kissed Nate’s cheek and whispered, “You’re so sweet.”

    “Alice…please,” Nate said.

    “Take your underwear off,” Alice said.

    Nate did as he was told and was soon rewarded with his wife’s fingers around his cock. She stroked him slowly and kissed his cheek and neck.

    “I know we don’t have sex anymore,” Alice said, “and that’s not going to change.”

    Nate groaned as pleasure spread through his loins.

    “Oliver is going to get me pregnant,” Alice said.

    She gathered the precum from the tip of his cock and stroked him a little faster as Nate fought a growing sense of anxiety.

    “But I’m your husband,” Nate said. “I should be the one to get you pregnant. If it’s going to be our family then it should be my baby.”

    “This is my decision to make and I’ve decided that Oliver is the better man and the better man deserves to get me pregnant,” Alice said as she played with Nate’s balls.

    She had one arm wrapped tightly around his chest while she skillfully pleasured his testicles and Nate couldn’t help but relinquish control and sink into his wife’s body.

    “Do you remember how you begged me to cuckold you, sweetheart?” Alice asked. “Do you remember how desperate you were to watch another man fuck me?”

    “I do,” Nate said.

    “Do you remember how I let you masturbate and you came just a few moments after Oliver sank his cock into my pussy?” she asked.

    “I do,” Nate said as he relived the embarrassment of that moment. He hadn’t intended to cum, but once he saw someone else’s cock in his wife he couldn’t help it. He spilled his seed on the bedroom floor and every bit of arousal rushed out of him with it.

    “Do you remember how you turned into a whiny little bitch after that? Do you remember how you begged me to stop fucking Oliver mere moments after you’d cum?” Alice asked as she squeezed Nate’s balls hard enough for it to hurt.

    “I do,” he said. It was not his finest moment and the memory was burned into his brain.

    “You’ve never been more pathetic,” Alice said as she tightly gripped Nate’s cock and stroked him. “Our marriage changed in that moment. I actually considered divorcing you. That moment made it perfectly clear that you didn’t give a shit about what I wanted. You were using me as a fuck toy, only you’d pimped me out to someone else to achieve the orgasm you craved and the moment you let your rancid seed lose you didn’t give a shit anymore. You were done so you expected me to be done.”

    Despite the anger behind her words Alice’s tone was calm and cool as she slowly stroked Nate’s cock and held him tight against her body.

    “If you’re wondering, that’s really the moment I decided you’d never get me pregnant. That’s the moment I decided you didn’t deserve to fuck me anymore, too. Why would I want you inside me when it was clear you didn’t give a shit about anything other than yourself? Plus, the moment Oliver’s cock slid into my pussy I knew he was far superior to you. I knew I’d been missing out on genuine pleasure for years because I’d been fucking this little dick of yours,” Alice continued.

    “Alice…please,” Nate said.

    “Sweetheart, your cock is throbbing in my hand. Your balls are tight against your body and ready to release your seed. You’re turned on, just as you’ve been throughout this process. Just like you were turned on when I told you there would be no sex between us anymore. Just like you were turned on when I made you clean Oliver’s cum out of me for the first time. Just like you were turned on when I made you suck his cock for the first time,” Alice said.

    Nate desperately wished he could deny what she was saying, but it was all true. He’d had a throbbing erection when he blew Oliver the first time. He had a throbbing erection when he cleaned a creampie for the first time.

    “I love you, Nate, but we both know that Oliver is a better choice. We both know his seed should be growing inside me. We both know our baby will be better off with his DNA instead of yours,” Alice said.

    Nate felt the pain of her words, but it translated to arousal. The same thing had happened throughout their cuckolding journey. Every bit of humiliation aroused him. Every new low turned him on.

    “Think of him as a sperm donor if you’d like,” Alice said. “His sperm is superior to yours so I’ve chosen to take it inside me. I’ve chosen to let it fertilize my egg. I’ve chosen to let it grow inside me and create a life.”

    Alice moved both hands between his legs. She stroked his cock with one and played with his balls using the other, sending Nate into fits of pleasure.

    “Or, you can think of it as me passing up on your inferior sperm. You can think of it as your wife deciding that you’re not good enough to get her pregnant. After all, if it wasn’t Oliver it would be another man. You’re simply not worthy of being a father, not to my baby at least,” Alice said.

    Nate experienced the now-familiar sensations of cuckold humiliation coursing through him. He’d come to love the mixture of pleasure and pain. He’d come to crave it.

    Alice slowly stroked his cock with two hands as she said, “Tell me you understand. Tell me you know this is the right choice.”

    “I know,” Nate said.

    “Why, Nate? Why is this the right choice?” Alice asked as she ran her fingers up and down the underside of his cock.

    “Because…because Oliver is a better man than I am. Because he’s more of a man than I am. Because it’s what you want,” Nate answered.

    Alice gently turned Nate’s head and pressed her lips against his for a long, slow, sensual kiss as she stroked his cock. Nate moaned into her mouth as the pleasure of a slippery handjob and a heavy dose of cuckold humiliation filled his body.

    “You’re my husband and you will be a wonderful dad to our baby,” she said. “You won’t be its father, though. You haven’t earned that right. You’re not enough of a man for that. You’re simply not good enough. If I’m not going to let you fuck me again I’m certainly not going to let you get me pregnant. Do you understand?”

    “I do,” Nate said.

    Alice smiled and quickly kissed his lips before releasing her grasp on Nate’s head and pulling him against her body once more.

    “You’re a cuckold, sweetheart. You get off on watching me fuck Oliver. You get off on being told exactly how worthless your cock is. You get off on being told that you don’t have what it takes to pleasure me. You get off on knowing that Oliver gets to cum inside me and you get to clean up his loads,” Alice said.

    Nate closed his eyes and let her words sink in. They were all true, of course. Every word.

    “I don’t want to hear any complaints about my decision,” Alice said. “I get to decide whose baby I want to have and you don’t get to complain about it. Do you understand?”

    “Yes, I do,” Nate answered.

    “Good,” Alice said as she released his cock. “Now, you can choose one of two rewards. Would you like to have an orgasm or would you like to worship my pussy and make me cum?”

    Nate didn’t have to think about it. “I’d like to make you cum,” he said.

    “You may do so,” Alice replied.

    Nate spun around and watched his wife lift the bottom of her nightie to expose her panty-clad pussy. She pulled aside the soft satin and Nate stared at her wet pussy for a moment before taking his place between her legs and worshiping her.

    Alice closed her eyes, tilted her head back, and moaned as she reached down and ran her fingers through Nate’s hair.

    “You’re not so selfish anymore, are you sweetheart?” she asked. “You always choose my pleasure over yours nowadays. I guess I’ve trained you well, haven’t I?”

    Nate nodded from between her legs as he continued to massage his wife’s clit with his tongue.

    “Now you’re a pussy worshiping, cocksucking, creampie cleaning cuckold,” she said. “You’ve come so far in a year’s time. Pretty soon you’re going to be raising someone else’s baby.”

    It was Nate’s turn to moan in pleasure as his stiff cock pressed into the sheets while he worshiped his wife’s pussy.

    “I appreciate your sacrifice, sweetheart. I really do. I know it’s a lot for a man to give up the right to impregnate his wife. I promise you’ll be rewarded. You’ll get to taste my pussy much more often once I’m pregnant. You’ll get to clean lots of Oliver’s sweet, salty loads out of me, too. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

    Nate nodded once more. He knew it was strange and something most men would find horrifying, but he liked the idea of cleaning loads from his wife’s pregnant pussy and getting to go down on her while rubbing her pregnant belly.

    “Make me cum, sweetheart,” Alice said as she grabbed his hair with both hands and held his head in place. “Be a good cuckold and make me cum. Sacrifice your orgasm in favor of giving me one.”

    Nate did as he was told. He gave his wife an orgasm. As she climaxed, he pushed his tongue inside her to lick up the juices he’d helped create.

    Afterwards, Alice reached down and caressed his face as she smiled. “Oliver and I are going to try for the first time tomorrow night. We’re going to make a weekend out of it, so you’ll be spending the next few nights in the guest bedroom.”

    “Okay,” Nate said.

    “Thank you for the orgasm, sweetheart,” she said.

    “Thank you for cuckolding me.”

    Alice laughed and said, “It’s my pleasure.”

  
    Good Boy - Part 1

    Summer was barely a month old and already Jonathan was attending his third engagement party. His fridge held invites to two upcoming weddings, neither of which he'd managed to secure a date for.

    Love was all around, and yet Jonathan remained single. It was the same relationship status he'd held since his fiancée had broken up with him nearly two years prior. They'd had an engagement party a lot like the one Jonathan was currently attending. It was held in a beautiful botanical garden. Flowers were in bloom. Everyone was dressed in bright summery clothes. Champagne was imbibed. Little sandwiches were passed out by the catering staff. Speeches were given.

    Two weeks later, Jonathan's fiancée announced that she wasn't actually ready for marriage, that 24 was too young for such a big life decision. Less than nine months later he'd received an invitation to an engagement party for his former fiancée and the man she'd started dating almost immediately after breaking up with Jonathan. She had been ready for marriage. She just hadn't wanted to marry him.

    Jonathan had dated in the two years since his engagement ended. He'd dated constantly. Nothing had lasted more than a month, though. It was his own fault. Every time he developed even a hint of feelings for a woman Jonathan would find some sort of fault in her, focus intently on it, and destroy the relationship in one way or another.

    He'd been to enough therapy to know that he was fearful of being hurt again, and the best way to prevent being hurt was to refrain from developing a genuine emotional connection to anyone. It felt especially pathetic to know exactly what he was doing and be unable to stop it, but that's the predicament Jonathan found himself in.

    "More champagne?"

    The man with two glasses of champagne in his hand was Terry, Jonathan's oldest and best friend.

    "Sure, why not?" he replied before quickly downing half the glass of expensive, remarkably delicious champagne the happy couple has sprung for as a way of bragging about their overwhelming happiness.

    "Whoa, slow down there. Let's not get so drunk that you turn into sad Jonathan, right? There are lots of beautiful single women at this party, but none of them want to fuck sad Jonathan."

    Terry was right. The party was loaded with beautiful women and a great many of them were single. Some of Jonathan's other friends had told him as much. To a stranger it would have looked like his friends were eager to help him find love. The truth was, they were sick of him being sad and mopey and they were absolutely sick of him talking about his former fiancée. He was sick of it, too, and yet Jonathan still found himself wallowing in the break up that felt like it had shattered his life.

    "I really think you should try and get laid," Terry said. "You're putting way too much pressure on yourself when you date, Jonathan. That's your problem. You don't need all that pressure. No one does. Pull it back. Find a pretty girl. Talk to her. Flirt a little bit. Kiss her if the moment is right. If this absurd celebration of love has her feeling desperate enough there's a chance she'll let you take her home and fuck her. Doesn't that sound like the absolute best thing in the world?"

    Jonathan hadn't gone two years without sex. He'd had a fair amount of sex since his fiancée had broken his heart. He enjoyed the sex he had, but it never fully satisfied him because not once had he developed a genuine emotional connection with any of the women he'd fucked in the past two years.

    "I'd really like a girlfriend," he said before the hasty drinking of the champagne produced a rather loud burp.

    Terry looked around and laughed. "Well, you can forget about dating any of the women that heard that rather wondrous belch. Don't worry about that, though, there are still dozens of single women roaming around the garden just looking for a suitable man. Honestly, if you want a girlfriend this is a better place to find one than any bar or dating app. I'm pretty sure you won't find one just standing around getting drunk on champagne and burping loudly enough to scare the birds, though."

    Jonathan took a dainty sip of the champagne and Terry laughed.

    "There you go, buddy. Now go talk to some of the single girls here. Don't put any pressure on yourself. Just talk. That's it. Don't think about dating. Don't think about sex. Don't think about anything other than having a halfway decent conversation. See how that goes for you."

    Terry clapped him on the shoulder, smiled, and walked away. Jonathan watched his friend walk right up to a beautiful brunette in a tight purple dress and immediately launch into a flirtatious conversation. The women seemed a little put off at first, but Terry's dogged determination to flirt won her over and Jonathan watched her shoulders drop a little as she relaxed into the rhythms of Terry's conversational style.

    Despite knowing that he should be doing a little flirting of his own, Jonathan found himself entranced with Terry's skill. After no more than five minutes the brunette in the purple dress was initiating contact as she reached out to rest her hand on Terry's arm after he'd told a joke that elicited a laugh that couldn't possibly have reflected the actual hilarity of whatever he'd said.

    A little later, Terry leaned in to say something to the brunette. She leaned a little closer and their cheeks touched as Terry whispered something into her ear. She then brushed her hair behind that ear, looked at him, and smiled in that knowing manner that made Jonathan feel quite confident his friend could take the brunette home if he was so inclined.

    "He's very good."

    Jonathan nearly spilled his champagne as he jumped in surprise.

    "I snuck up on you, didn't I?"

    He turned to see a cute blonde standing next to him. She was at least a foot shorter than Jonathan, meaning she had to crane her neck a little to look up at him. She flashed a slightly off-kilter smile and they stared at each other until he realized that he was supposed to say something.

    "Yes, you did. Just a bit. That's not a problem, though. It's nice to get a little jolt every now and then. I mean, who doesn't enjoy a jump scare in a good horror movie, right?"

    "Ooh, can you imagine a horror movie set at an engagement party? A crazed ex-boyfriend shows up on a mission to take out the bride-to-be, her fiancée, and anyone else that gets in his way? That would be fun," she said with such delight in her eyes and on her face that Jonathan couldn't help but feel more than a little taken with her.

    "I can imagine it," he said. "I nearly lived it."

    He winced at the sheer stupidity of the words he'd just uttered.

    "Sorry. No. That's not true. What a terrible thing to say. I swear, not for a moment did I consider enacting a slasher movie at my ex-fiancée’s engagement party."

    The cute blonde studied his face for a moment, smiled, and then leaned in until her shoulder brushed against his arm and said, "C'mon. Be honest. You considered it for a moment, right?"

    Jonathan laughed. "Okay, you got me. I had some brief - very brief - revenge fantasies."

    She sipped her champagne and he did the same as a bubbly sense of happiness came over him. It seemed like too much to hope for that a girl worth dating would simply walk up to him and introduce herself, and yet it felt like that very thing might have happened.

    "How long were you with her?" she asked.

    "A year and a half," he answered without hesitation.

    "Wow. That's almost three times as long as my longest relationship." She raised her glass of champagne. "So cheers to that. Though of course I'm very sorry it didn't work out."

    Jonathan raised his glass and again they each took a sip.

    "So what happened?"

    He offered a quizzical look.

    "Between you and your ex-fiancée. What happened? Did you fuck it up?"

    It was a bold, borderline insulting insinuation, and yet Jonathan didn't feel put off by it. There was something about the cute blonde that made it so a question like that wasn't anywhere near as insulting as it could have been.

    "Probably," he answered. "She didn't give details, though. She said she wasn't ready for marriage, gave me the ring back, and that was the end of it. It seemed like a good relationship to me, but obviously I was wrong."

    "Do you still have the ring?"

    He nodded. "I'm not sure why, though. It's not like I could give it to the next girl I want to marry."

    "No kidding. That ring is clearly cursed. I mean, you put that on another woman's finger and she too will leave you. Guaranteed."

    He couldn't help but laugh and the smile on her face made it seem like that she intended on luring a laugh out of him.

    "I'm Bridget, by the way."

    "Jonathan."

    "Well, it's nice to meet you, Jonathan."

    He nodded and they each raised their glasses and enjoyed yet another sip of flavorful champagne.

    "So, did you go to the engagement party?"

    "Sorry, what?" he asked.

    "The one your ex-fiancée invited you to. Did you go to the engagement party?"

    "Oh, right, that engagement party.” He laughed and shook his head. “I wish I was the kind of guy that could have gone to that party and wished her well. I wasn't. I'm still not that kind of guy, I would imagine. I'm pretty sure I would have been furiously angry or annoyingly self-destructive as I obsessed over what her new fiancée possessed that I did not."

    She smiled. "You did a little online stalking of him though, didn't you?"

    Jonathan looked away as he felt a touch of embarrassment.

    "Oh, no, c'mon, you've been so honest with me so far. Don't clam up now. You stalked him a little, didn't you?" She paused for a moment and added, "Wait, you stalked him a lot, didn't you? You went down the rabbit hole. You went way down the rabbit hole and got a little bit lost, didn't you?"

    He looked back at Bridget - whose slightly off-kilter smile struck him as utterly charming - and nodded. "You know what it was? I couldn't see a major difference. It's not like he was way better looking or in better shape or half a foot taller or lots more successful. I'm sure he was different in some way, but from the outside it seemed like he was just...well, just like me."

    "What an absolute mind fuck," Bridget observed, drawing a loud chuckle from Jonathan.

    "Exactly. A massive mind fuck. Enough about me, though. You said you've never been in a relationship longer than six months. What's the deal with that?"

    "I'm very picky," Bridget replied without hesitation. "It's proven very difficult to find a man that meets my rather specific standards."

    "I'm intrigued. What are these standards?"

    She didn't answer.

    "Does he need to be tall? Are you looking for a seven footer? Does he need to make a certain amount of money? Must he be a millionaire? Does he need to own a boat? Does he need to have a four bedroom house? Does he need to have a luxury car? Does he need to have a side hustle as a TikTok influencer? Does he need to have a big..."

    Bridget laughed. "A big what, Jonathan?"

    "Yeah, sorry, I got a little carried away there."

    "You were going to say a big cock, weren't you?"

    She said it so casually and with such a bright smile that Jonathan was caught off guard. He nodded, though, because that's precisely what he was going to say.

    "Some of those things you mentioned are lovely, but none are a necessity," Bridget said.

    Jonathan figured she'd follow up with an actual answer to his question, but she remained silent. "So what's the necessity?"

    "I want a man with a certain appreciation for women. One who approaches relationships with a very specific mindset. I've come close to finding that kind of man on a few occasions, but they always reveal some sort of shortcoming that makes it nearly impossible to for the relationship to continue."

    She was being vague - purposefully so, Jonathan imagined - but that only deepened his curiosity. "Can you shed some light on this mindset you're looking for in a man?"

    Bridget looked up at him, smiled, and sipped her champagne in a manner that struck Jonathan as decidedly flirty. "Why? Do you know anyone that's looking for a relationship?"

    "I do, yes."

    "Who?"

    "Me," Jonathan answered without hesitation.

    Bridget bit her lower lip for just a moment and it struck Jonathan as an affirmation of her interest in him, or at the very least it was an indication that he wasn't insane for suggesting that he might be a worthy romantic partner for her.

    "I'm not like most women, Jonathan," she said. "I'm not like your ex-fiancée. I'm not like other women you've dated."

    Bridget seemed utterly convinced of that fact, though Jonathan wondered how that could be possible. She didn't know anything about him or his past relationships.

    "My ex-fiancée wasn't right for me. I thought she was, but she clearly wasn't. Maybe you are. What is it you're looking for?"

    "I'm looking for a good boy," Bridget said.

    For the most part Jonathan was confused. Bridget was clearly being serious but it wasn't at all clear what she meant. There was something intriguing about the look in her eyes, though, and the way her lips curled into the slightest smile as she said it.

    "A good boy?" he asked.

    She nodded. "More specifically, a man that wants to be a good boy for me. That finds pleasure in being a good boy for me. That wants to hear those words of praise from me. That finds himself awash in a deep sense of satisfaction when he's acted in a manner that causes me to caress his face, kiss him softly, and tell him that he's been a good boy for me."

    There was something almost hypnotic about how she held Jonathan's gaze and the manner in which she delivered the explanation of her desires. Jonathan couldn't claim any sort of understanding of what she meant, and yet he was oddly enraptured by Bridget.

    She took his hand and their fingers entwined. A gentle sense of pleasure spread through Jonathan's body as he felt the warmth of her skin against his.

    "Does it feel good when I touch you?" she asked softly.

    He nodded.

    Bridget gently squeezed Jonathan's hand and then stood on her toes, leaned over, and kissed him on the cheek. Warmth and pleasure spread like wildfire from the spot where her lips had touched his skin and he closed his eyes as the sensation worked its way through his body, leaving happiness in its wake.

    "Does it feel good when I kiss you?" she whispered.

    "It feels...perfect."

    She kissed him again, but this time her lips found his neck. It was a soft, delicate kiss, but it lasted for a few seconds and she moaned so quietly that only Jonathan could hear. It was enough to stir his desire in a considerable fashion, leading to what he worried might be a noticeable bulge in his pants.

    "I can be very generous," Bridget said, "which means it can be very rewarding to be my boyfriend...as long as you're a good boy, of course."

    The phrase still sounded strange to Jonathan, and yet it was oddly compelling as he felt a strange desire to try and be that good boy for Bridget, perhaps because he wanted to lay claim to whatever rewards she might offer.

    "I...I want to be a good for you," he said, though Jonathan had no concept of what that actually meant.

    "Come with me."

    Bridget turned and led Jonathan away from the throngs of people at the center of the party. They wound their way through the botanical garden, passing a handful of couples enjoying the flowers and the topiaries until their journey ended on a marble bench situated no more than ten feet from a small fountain in a circular area surrounded by thick, lush bushes.

    "I didn't know this was here," Jonathan said as he sat next to Bridget.

    She smiled. "I know. It's my favorite place in the garden. We have total privacy."

    A moment later she leaned in and kissed him. Her lips were soft but urgent and when they parted Jonathan's did the same. Her tongue dashed into his mouth and brushed against his teeth before he opened his mouth a little more. On her tongue's next pass his was there to greet it and Bridget moaned softly, luring Jonathan deeper into a sense of desire.

    As they kissed, she took his hand and placed it on her breast. He did what he imagined she wanted and applied gentle pressure, eliciting yet another soft moan as she lured his tongue a little deeper into her mouth.

    Jonathan was the one that moaned when Bridget's hand brushed against his cock, stroking him softly through the thin material of his slacks. Her touch sent ripples of pleasure through his body and his hand roamed to her other breast as he deemed that it too deserved the sensual, eager attention of his fingers.

    Her hand moved from his crotch and she leaned back as Jonathan withdrew his fingers from her chest. Bridget wiped a bit of errant saliva from her lips, smiled, and said, "You're a good kisser, Jonathan."

    "You're better than good," he replied.

    She laughed softly and leaned in once more. This time, though, she straddled him while their tongues danced. Jonathan ran his hands down Bridget's back and grabbed her ass through the thin material of her sundress. She dragged her hips forward, generating significant friction in his pants and sending his hands further south until they reached the bare flesh of her thighs.

    Jonathan was tempted to run his fingers under her dress to try and grip her ass, to squeeze it, to urge Bridget to grind on his cock and provide more of the intensely pleasurable friction. It felt like too much, though, and he wondered if it was the sort of thing that a good boy would avoid doing.

    "I want to cum," Bridget said.

    At first, Jonathan couldn't believe his ears.

    "Will you be a good boy?"

    "Yes," he answered.

    She dragged her hips back and forth over his lap, offering that incredible friction. She caressed his face and stared into his eyes while doing so and asked, "Will you make me cum?"

    "Yes."

    Bridget kissed him deeply and her hips moved with increasing speed as her tongue danced in his mouth. Jonathan grabbed her ass - through the dress - and squeezed it hard, eliciting a moan that filled him with confidence.

    "There's one thing I need from you," she said.

    "Anything."

    Bridget smiled and caressed his face and Jonathan felt like he was utterly enamored with her. "You need to promise that you won't cum until I see you again."

    "What?"

    She kissed him on the cheek and neck and moaned. "A good boy doesn't cum without his girlfriend's permission. He's allowed to ask, but he won't grant himself the pleasure he seeks unless he gets permission from his girlfriend."

    "When...when will I see you again?" he asked.

    Her smile was warm and her touch impossibly soft as she caressed his face. "I don't know yet. That's part of being a good boy for me, though. You're not going to know when you get to cum next. You're going to have to wait. You're going to have to show that you can be patient, Jonathan, that you're willing to sacrifice at least a little bit for me. Can you do that? Can you be a good boy?"

    Jonathan was surprised at how badly he wanted to be a good boy for her. It was like Bridget had cast some sort of spell over him without Jonathan knowing. "Yes, I can," he said.

    Again she slid her hips back and forth over his crotch and again his body lit up with the pleasure of the friction. "Are you sure? Because I don't like being disappointed, Jonathan. I don't want to hear that you've been a bad boy. I only want you to be a good boy."

    "What...what happens if I'm a bad boy?"

    Her face turned serious. "You get dumped. You lose out on a chance for the kind of happiness you've always dreamed of. And there are no second chances."

    Jonathan was struck by the surety with which she delivered her words, leaving no question in his mind that their relationship - if that's even what it was - would be over the instant he disappointed her to a significant degree.

    "But there's no reason to be bad, Jonathan," she said with a smile. "I told you, I'm generous. Very generous. I'm not the kind of girl that wants a man to go without the things he enjoys. I just want him to be a good boy, which means that he gets to enjoy those things when I give him permission."

    Her self-assuredness was irresistibly sexy. "I'll be a good boy," he said.

    Bridget kissed him slowly and deeply and dragged her hips back and forth over his crotch at a similarly slow pace, doing so until Jonathan's loins were boiling with intense desire.

    Then she stood, stepped back until she was a few feet from the fountain, and pointed to the grass. "Be a good boy and get on your knees for me."

    Jonathan looked down and thought of how his pants would pick up grass stains. He didn't care. He fell to his knees. His boner caused a tent in his pants and seemingly put a smile on Bridget's face.

    "Is that for me?"

    He nodded.

    "I like that very much. Good boys get to use their dicks with great frequency. If you're a very good boy you'll get to fuck me and you'll get to fuck me often, Jonathan. Does that sound like something you'd enjoy?"

    It sounded like the most enjoyable thing in the world, so Jonathan nodded.

    "You don't get to fuck me yet," she said with a smile. "I know you'd love that. I know you'd love it if I took my panties off and took you inside me for a long, slow ride where I bathe you in the heat and wetness of my pussy."

    He nodded again.

    "Don't worry. You'll get to enjoy that. As long as you're a good boy for me."

    Her voice was soft and sensual. It was damn hear hypnotic and Jonathan felt himself being drawn in, as if every word she spoke made him that much more desperate to be a good boy for her.

    "I am going to let you see my pussy, though. I'm going to let you taste it, too."

    Bridget lifted the bottom of her pretty sundress and exposed a pair of white lace panties. She reached down and pulled them aside and Jonathan stared at a perfect-looking pussy with a lovely little tuft of blonde hair above it.

    "It's so beautiful," he said.

    "I know, and it's capable of making you feel things you've never felt. So be a good boy and come kiss it."

    Jonathan crawled closer, looked up at her, and then leaned forward and kissed her pussy. His lower lipped spread around her clit and he moved his tongue over it and inside her for a quick taste.

    Bridget put a hand on the top of his head and pushed back. "Such a greedy boy. I didn't say you could lick my pussy, did I?"

    He shook his head.

    "I understand your desire to taste me and I'm not mad, but I need you to listen, Jonathan. Good boys listen when their girlfriend gives them instructions."

    "Sorry. I'll listen."

    She ran her fingers through his hair, caressed his face, and leaned down to kiss him. "I know you will," she whispered. "Now eat my pussy."

    Bridget stood up and Jonathan leaned in and put his tongue to work. He lapped at her plump, slippery pussy lips and pushed inside her. He tasted her juices and massaged her clit. She rewarded him with a soft moan as her fingers entwined in his hair. She took a grip that was firm enough to remind him she was in control, for she could have yanked his head out from between her legs in an instant.

    Bridget let him work, though. Jonathan feasted on her pussy in a manner he'd never done before. He wasn't the sort of man that denied his previous girlfriends oral sex, but he'd never been a particularly dedicated performer of cunnilingus. This was different, though. He was possessed by an intense desire to service Bridget's pussy, to be the good boy she wanted him to be.

    "That feels so good," she said softly. "You're being such a good boy, Jonathan."

    His dick ached at the phrase. Somehow she'd already made it feel essential for him to receive that verbal reward. He reached down and stroked himself a little through his pants.

    "No touching your cock while you're eating my pussy," she said. "This is about my pleasure, not yours."

    He moved his hand away.

    "Just focus on making me feel good, Jonathan. Just focus on giving me an orgasm, on serving me. Put your selfish desires aside and find pleasure in making me cum."

    Jonathan ran his hands up the backs of her thighs and gently squeezed her ass.

    "There you go," she said with a moan. "That's a very good use of your hands. Use them for my benefit. Use them to satisfy me."

    He slipped two fingers into her pussy and penetrated her gently while squeezing her ass with his other hand. He used everything at his disposal to make her feel good, to pleasure her, to serve her pussy.

    "Oh…Jonathan…I'm cumming," she said in a strained voice.

    He felt her thighs and ass tremble. He felt her pussy get wetter around his fingers. He felt her grip his hair tighter. She kept her moans quiet, but the frequency greatly increased.

    When she bent forward Jonathan was deprived of the chance to lick her clit, but he figured that meant it was far too sensitive for stimulation as she experienced the bliss of an orgasm.

    Eventually, Bridget dropped to her knees, smiled, and kissed him. It was a long, slow kiss that got increasingly more passionate as it went on. Eventually it transformed into a full-on makeout session with lots of touching, squeezing, and caressing of all the right spots. Bridget's hand found its way to his cock and she stroked him vigorously through his pants, generating a tidal wave of arousal that made its way through his body, thought its effect was strongest squarely between his legs.

    "Thank you," Bridget said as she leaned back.

    Her chest and cheeks were flushed red from the strength of her orgasm. There was a thin sheen of sweat along her hairline and her eyes looked particularly dewy, as if her climax had proven damn near overwhelming.

    "It was my pleasure," he replied.

    "I think you're going to be a very good boy for me, Jonathan. How would you feel about me sitting in your lap on that bench so we can make out a little more?"

    "There's literally nothing I'd rather do."

    He got up and helped her to his feet. He sat on the bench, she sat across his lap, and then resumed making out like they'd done on their knees.

    They'd remain on that bench for nearly an hour. They'd spend that time making out, talking, holding hands, caressing each other, and generally growing as close as two people could be after knowing each other for just a few hours.

    The party would end with them going their separate ways – with Bridget’s promise they would see each other again soon – and Jonathan promising that he would be a good boy and refrain from masturbating.

    The only question was whether he valued a potential relationship with Bridget enough to keep that promise.

  
    Good Boy - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    Jonathan couldn't remember how long it had been since he'd gone a week without an orgasm. It seemed entirely possible that he'd never gone more than a week since having his first orgasm.

    He was certainly unfamiliar with the increasing sense of desperation that overtook him as the days rolled by. The first few were simple. He thought about masturbating a great deal, but it was easy enough to resist the temptation. By the third day it got more difficult. By the fifth day he was aroused almost constantly. It took little more than a glimpse of a beautiful woman on the street or the delicate scent of someone's carefully chosen perfume to set him off.

    Everything - literally everything - was more challenging because of that desperation to cum. A trip to the grocery store became a gauntlet as Jonathan averted his eyes from every woman he came across. Seeing a beautiful actress in a TV show or movie stirred his loins in an annoyingly speedy manner, making it damn near impossible to concentrate on what he was watching.

    When Bridget finally texted - six days after they'd last seen each other - Jonathan was overcome with delight at her invitation to join her for a date the next day. They would meet at the park at noon. He slept fitfully that night, his dreams filled with thoughts of Bridget, of the beauty of her pussy, of the way she tasted, of the way it felt to have her in his lap as they made out, of the way her tongue felt as it moved into his mouth.

    It was a beautiful spring day. Jonathan wore a pair of jeans, a newish pair of shoes, and his favorite button up shirt. He'd put more time into grooming himself than normal and he was quite confident he looked good for Bridget.

    She was seated on a bench with her legs crossed and seemed engrossed in the book in her hand. She wore a red sundress, a white cardigan, and a pair of white sandals. Her blonde hair cascaded past her shoulders in a casual-but-stylish manner and she looked perfect. Completely and utterly perfect. Jonathan was smitten from a hundred yards away and he fell deeper into that desire as he got closer to the girl that had so deftly garnered his overwhelming affection at the engagement party

    Bridget looked up as Jonathan approached and joy spread across her face as her lips curled into a bright smile. She closed the book, slipped it into her purse, and stood with that same smile on her face. Jonathan's pulse quickened as the cute blonde approached and stepped into his arms.

    "It's so nice to see you again," she said.

    Jonathan expected a hug, but instead Bridget kissed him. It wasn't a second date kiss, either. It was a long, deep, sensual kiss. There was quite a bit of tongue, too, and were Jonathan not so lost in his arousal he would have been alarmed at the speed with which he achieved a full erection.

    It wasn't until the kiss concluded that he worried that being so hard in public might be a problem. Bridget stepped back, looked down, and then smiled before stepping closer and once again pressing her body against his.

    "It seems that you were a good boy for me," she said while studying his face. "Is that true?"

    He nodded.

    "Was it difficult?"

    "Yes. More than I thought it would be. I'm not sure I've ever gone that long without an...well, without masturbating."

    Bridget smiled and kissed his neck in the most erotic manner he'd ever experienced. For just a moment her tongue danced over his skin and he felt a shudder of pleasure rush down his spine, luring his cock into an even stiffer state, which Jonathan would have thought was impossible.

    "We should sit," she said with a smile.

    Bridget took his hand and led him to the bench she'd occupied as he approached. She sat close enough that their legs touched and he couldn't help but reach out and caress the soft skin just above her knee.

    "You look so beautiful," he said. "I love that dress. And the sweater. It's perfect." Jonathan thought he sounded a bit foolish - like a lovesick teen - but his words brought a smile to Bridget's face and she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.

    "You look awfully good yourself. Did you put in some effort to look good for me?"

    He nodded.

    "I did the same," Bridget said. "I thought about you a lot this week, actually."

    "Really?"

    "Does that surprise you?"

    He nodded. "A little, I guess. I mean, maybe it shouldn't. You're just so...I don't know, so beautiful. So confident. So...amazing."

    She seemed delighted. "So are you, Jonathan, though it seems that you're not quite aware of how amazing you are, perhaps because your former fiancée broke your heart into a million pieces. Don't worry, though. I think we can rebuild that heart of yours. I think we can be an amazing couple."

    Jonathan couldn't remember the last time he'd felt as happy as he was in that moment. "Yeah?"

    Bridget nodded. "For what it's worth, there's nothing I'd rather do right now than climb into your lap, furiously make out with you, and get so turned on that I absolutely must feel your tongue in my pussy again."

    "I'd really like that too."

    She laughed and kissed him on the cheek. "I'm sure you would. You got awfully hard for me when I kissed you."

    "Yes, I did."

    Bridget placed her hand on his and gently nudged Jonathan's fingers a little further up her thigh until they rested at the hem of her dress. "It turns me on that you were a good boy, that you didn't masturbate. It turns me on that you got so hard for me. It turns me on more than you can imagine, Jonathan."

    He was hard again. Merely touching the soft skin of her thigh and looking into her beautiful eyes was enough to get him hard. "I'm turned on all the time now. I got turned on the moment I saw you, and obviously I got really, really turned on when you kissed me. And touching you right now is turning me on."

    Bridget seemed utterly delighted by Jonathan's desire and more than once she glanced at the obvious bulge in his pants. "How would you feel about being my boyfriend?"

    "I can't think of anything I'd enjoy more," he answered.

    Bridget smiled and guided his fingers a few inches under her dress. It seemed risky to do so in public, but that part of the park was sparsely populated and he wasn't about to turn down the chance to touch her in that manner.

    "You will have to be a good boy for me," she said. "I'm not a terribly strict girlfriend, but I do expect my boyfriends to do as they're told. That kind of relationship isn't for everyone."

    "I want to be a good boy for you," Jonathan replied as arousal coursed through him. He wasn't entirely sure why he found the notion of following her rules so thrilling, but he did.

    "I wish I could take you back to my apartment right now," Bridget said with a smile. "I'm so wet, Jonathan. I'm so desperate to cum. I haven't pleasured myself since last weekend, either."

    He found that revelation surprising and delightful. "Really?"

    "It's more fun this way. I imagine I feel almost as desperate for an orgasm as you do." She glanced at his crotch and the bulge that remained there. "Well, you're probably a little more desperate."

    "Why can't we go back to your apartment? If you don't mind me asking, that is."

    She smiled. "Because we have somewhere we need to be. My friend is having a baby shower here in the park. She and her husband - they got married young - moved to the suburbs a few years ago but they've come back to the city for the party so all their friends could attend. And don't worry, it's not the kind of baby shower that's all women. Everyone is invited. It should actually be a good time and I want to introduce my boyfriend to my friends."

    "It would be a pleasure to meet your friends and, of course, to be your boyfriend."

    "I thought you might say that," Bridget said before resting her head on his shoulder while simultaneously guiding his fingers further up her leg until they were pressed against her panties.

    She moaned softly and Jonathan felt the wetness in her underwear. She wasn't lying about her arousal. She was soaked. Given that she'd placed his fingers there, he took the initiative and rubbed her clit a little, moving in small circles and eliciting a moan before she turned her head, kissed his neck, and did something truly wondrous with her tongue that made his dick throb like crazy.

    "Fuck...that feels so good," she whispered. "I could cum so easily, Jonathan. I could cum thanks to those talented fingers of yours. I could cum so hard."

    He kept rubbing. If she was going to let him, Jonathan was going to make her cum.

    "I want to wait, though," she said before guiding his hand out from between her legs, lifting it to her lips, and placing a few soft kisses on the fingers that had just offered a gentle clitoral massage. "Don't worry, though. We're going to have fun after the party. I'm going to make sure you cum, too. You've been a very good boy and you deserve a reward."

    The notion of cumming was enough to send yet another surge of arousal through Jonathan's body. His cock throbbed and he felt the heat and wetness of precum at the tip. His underwear were likely a wet, sticky mess, but thankfully nothing showed through the dark fabric of his jeans.

    "We'll wait until your cock softens," she said. "Then we can go to the party, and I promise I'll try my best not to arouse you while we're with my friends."

    The look on her face made it clear that Bridget didn't mean a word she said, that she was likely going to try very hard to arouse him at the party. Jonathan was more than happy for that particular promise to be broken, though.

    ---

    Bridget's apartment was bright, clean, and beautifully decorated with splashes of pastel colors - via an accent wall and the pillows on her couches along with a few pieces of art - that made it feel as though you could glean details of her personality by simply stepping into the living room.

    Jonathan had only a few moments to admire her decorating skills before Bridget pulled him towards the couch and straddled him. Their lips met and she dropped her crotch onto his and began grinding back and forth as their tongues danced.

    He ran his hands up her back and under the cardigan, caressing her soft skin as she kissed his neck, nibbled his earlobe, and then invaded his mouth once more with her eager, exploratory tongue.

    Jonathan ran his hands down her back, pulled up her dress, and grabbed the bare cheeks of her ass that her thong conveniently left exposed. She moaned into his mouth and he delighted at his seeming ability to turn her on with nothing more than his touch.

    Bridget leaned back and took her cardigan off. She pushed the straps of her sundress from her shoulders slowly lowered it, exposing her wondrous, perky breasts, which were absent the coverage of a bra.

    "My friends loved you," she said as he stared at her breasts for a moment before dragging his gaze to her equally enthralling and wondrously beautiful face. "More than a few pulled me aside to say that we seemed so good together, that you seemed perfect for me."

    It was the first baby shower Jonathan had ever attended and he'd had a far better time than expected. The fact that her friends seemed most interested in throwing a good party - the food and beverages, which included alcohol, were exquisite - likely contributed to the good time more than anything, though being utterly enamored with his date and thus eager to impress her friends made Jonathan a great deal more engaged than he typically was at a social gathering.

    "I really liked everyone I met," he said. "They're all so nice and they really seem to like you. I swear, everyone had such good things to say about you."

    She laughed softly. "That's at least in part because they could see how much I like you. They haven't been quite as friendly to some of the other guys I've dated."

    "I feel lucky."

    Bridget smiled. "You should. I'm a catch."

    She was. Jonathan knew that. He understood that some guys would struggle to date a woman that found pleasure in making her boyfriend stick to a set of rules, but there was no question that Bridget was a catch.

    Those thoughts danced through his head as she leaned in to kiss him and the moment her lips touched his Jonathan was overwhelmed with desire. Bridget added a few hip thrusts that built blissful friction between his legs and he reached up to take her breasts in his hands and gently play with them, eliciting a moan and further friction as her crotch moved back and forth over his lap.

    "I'm sorry I teased you so much at the party," she said with a smile.

    She wasn't sorry. Jonathan knew that. She didn't need to be sorry, though. He'd enjoyed every bit of attention she'd offered him, from sneaking a few deep kisses to the constant touching to the occasional whisper about how badly she wanted to cum or how she was going to make him cum once they got back to her apartment. All of it had proved arousing and on a few occasions he'd had to sit to ensure that his semi stiff cock didn't draw too much attention.

    "I like being teased," he replied.

    "Good, because I'm not really sorry."

    Jonathan laughed and Bridget smiled brightly before leaning in to kiss him again. It was a long, slow, romantic kind of kiss and when it ended she sat up a little straighter and leaned forward until her breasts were inches from his face. Jonathan took the hint and encircled one of her nipples with his lips. He sucked gently and then moved his tongue back and forth over the stiff flesh as Bridget ran her fingers through his hair and moaned like he was licking her clit.

    "Mmm, that feels so good, Jonathan."

    He moved to her other breast and offered it the same erotic attention. He ran his hands down her back and squeezed her ass at the same time, producing a longer and deeper moan from his beautiful girlfriend.

    "You're very good at that," Bridget said as she leaned back and smiled. "It's nice to be with a man that knows how to treat a woman's breasts."

    He was about to say something when she stood up, took a few steps back, and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor, revealing the delicate lace thong that was all that remained of her outfit.

    "Take your clothes off," she instructed.

    Jonathan stood and stripped as Bridget watched. He felt a little self-conscious, in part because he suspected someone as irresistible as her had been with guys in far better shape than him.

    As soon as he was naked, Bridget approached with a smile on her face and took Jonathan's cock in her hand. She stroked him slowly and reached up to run her fingers through his sparse chest hair.

    "You look good," she said.

    "You look better," he replied.

    She smiled, stood on her toes, and kissed him while gently tightening her grip on his cock and stroking him slowly, sending wave after wave of intense pleasure through his body.

    "You're so hard," she whispered.

    "You turn me on like no one ever has."

    Bridget took his hand and guided Jonathan's fingers into her panties. He pushed through her short pubic hair and a finger slipped between her labia and into the wetness of her pussy.

    "You turn me on like no one ever has," she said softly.

    He rubbed her clit and Bridget closed her eyes and moaned before kissing him once more.

    "Will you be a good boy for me, Jonathan?" she asked.

    "Yes, I will," he answered, though Jonathan had little concept of what she had in mind.

    With her fingers still firmly around his cock, Bridget led Jonathan into her bedroom. It was small - cozy, really - but it was immaculately decorated, just like her living room. There was a decidedly feminine feel to it, though he found that rather arousing, like he was being led into her sanctuary because he'd earned her trust.

    Bridget released his cock and crawled into her bed. While on her hands and knees she looked over her shoulder, smiled, and said, "Lower my panties."

    Jonathan reached out and pulled her delicate panties down to her knees. Her asshole looked unexpectedly beautiful, but it was her plump pussy lips that drew his attention. The wetness between them was endlessly alluring and his cock throbbed with desire as his body screamed at him to crawl into the bed, slide into her from behind, and fuck her with wild abandon until he'd cum.

    "You want me, don't you?"

    "More than I've ever wanted anyone or anything," he answered.

    Bridget reached back, spread her pussy lips, and pushed two fingers inside while she played with her clit. Jonathan stared and quickly concluded that it was the most arousing thing he'd ever seen. He was, in that moment, quite jealous of her fingers, too, as they were permitted to penetrate her.

    With one finger still dancing over her clit, Bridget pulled the other two from her pussy, extended them towards him, and said, "Taste them."

    He leaned over and took her fingers in his mouth while his forehead pressed against her smooth, perfect ass. Bridget moaned as he sucked her fingers clean and when she pulled them from his mouth they entered her pussy once more.

    "Stay there and watch," she instructed.

    Jonathan couldn't have been happier to do so. Not only was it thrilling to watch Bridget masturbate, but the sound was exquisitely arousing. She was wet beyond words and the aural pleasure was blissful. It made him think of fucking her, of course, though he had no sense of whether or not he'd be permitted such a pleasure that afternoon.

    "Suck them clean," she instructed as her fingers exited her pussy once more.

    Jonathan sucked them clean again, though this time he put in a little more effort. He closed his eyes. He sucked hard. He swirled his tongue around them. He tasted the incredible sweetness of her juices and he found it unexpectedly pleasurable to put such effort into sucking on a part of her body that likely offered her no direct physical pleasure.

    "Fuck...you have no idea how much that turns me on," she said.

    Jonathan moaned in response. He couldn't say a word with her fingers in his mouth but he wanted to make sure that Bridget knew he was excited. Enthralled, even.

    She fell forward onto her stomach and quickly rolled onto her back as Jonathan stood at the side of her bed and admired her body, which struck him as the most beautiful he'd ever seen.

    "Take my panties off," she said.

    He hastily dispensed with her panties and tossed them on the floor. Bridget slowly - almost theatrically - spread her legs, running her fingers up her thighs as she did so and eventually framing her perfect, wet pussy and drawing Jonathan's gaze to it.

    Bridget pointed towards her nightstand and for a moment Jonathan was absolutely certain she was going to instruct him to get out a condom. "There's a toy in my nightstand," she said with a smile. "Would you get it for me?"

    He opened the drawer and saw a purple vibrator with a gently curved upper half. Jonathan plucked it from the nightstand and was surprised to find that the toy was slightly soft in his hand, though that wasn't unlike an actual cock.

    Bridget extended her hand and Jonathan offered the toy. She took it from him, twisted the top, and brought it to life as the gentle whir of the small motor inside filled the air.

    "You were hoping to fuck me, weren't you?"

    He nodded.

    "Don't worry, Jonathan. You'll get to fuck me. But not today. It's only our second date. A girl like me doesn't fuck on the second date. I do want to cum, though, and I want you to help. Will you do that for me?"

    Jonathan's disappointment was minimal. After all, he was naked with a beautiful girl and she was going to have an orgasm. What could be better. "I'd love to help."

    "Good. Crawl between my legs and kiss my pussy."

    Jonathan moved between her beautiful legs, situated his body so as not to crush his stiff cock against the bed, and placed a series of soft kisses on Bridget's enflamed pussy lips.

    "That's a good boy," she said before reaching down to run her fingers through his hair. "Remember, good boys get rewarded."

    He was determined to be good.

    "Now kiss my clit."

    Jonathan pursed his lips and pressed them against her clit, which had emerged from its protective hood in search of pleasure. Bridget moaned softly and her fingers entwined in his hair. He kissed her clit again, and again, and again. He wanted to extend his tongue and put it to work, but she hadn't told him to so and Jonathan was determined to be good.

    "This toy has given me more orgasms than any one man," she said. "And perhaps more than all the men I've been with put together."

    "I'd like to surpass that toy someday," he replied.

    Bridget looked genuinely overjoyed at his statement. She ran her fingers through his hair and then sat up, lifted his lips to hers, and kissed him with such passion that it caught Jonathan off guard.

    "I'd like that too," she whispered. "You'd have to be a very, very good boy for that to happen, though."

    It felt to him like she was being very clear about her expectations in a long term relationship. For some reason, Jonathan found it intoxicating. "I will be," he replied.

    Bridget leaned back a little and held the toy between them. "Kiss the toy," she said. "Show it a little bit of affection for how good it makes me feel."

    Jonathan pursed his lips and kissed the purple dildo as he stared into Bridget's eyes. It was such a small, seemingly inconsequential act, and yet he felt a blissful surge of desire work its way through him.

    She laid back, spread her legs, and turned the vibrator on once more before placing it against her pussy. Jonathan watched in utter fascination as Bridget closed her eyes, grasped one of her breasts, and arched her back while unleashing a beautiful moan.

    "May I kiss your thighs?" he asked.

    "Yes."

    He kissed his way up and down her soft thighs. He got as close to her pussy as he could. He ran his fingers over her smooth skin, too. He listened to her beautiful moans and watched as her pussy somehow get wetter, leaving one side of the vibrator completely coated in her juices.

    Possessed by a desire he didn't quite understand, Jonathan leaned in and kissed the tip of the vibrator. He kissed it again, moving up the shaft of the purple toy as Bridget held it against her pussy. He repeated the process until he was kissing her fingers. It wasn't until then that he looked up and saw the smile on her face.

    She twisted the knob and turned the vibrator off and for a moment Jonathan was worried. Bridget was still smiling, though, and when she reached down to caress his face he knew he wasn't in trouble.

    Instead, she slid the toy into her pussy, burying every inch inside her as he felt a surge of pleasure work its way through him. When the toy emerged from her body, it was coated in a thin layer of her juices.

    "Would you kiss it now?" she asked.

    Jonathan nodded and kissed the tip of the toy as Bridget rubbed her clit and moaned. He wasn't sure why, but she seemed excited at his willingness to show affection to the object that had just been inside her. As a result, Jonathan kept on kissing it, working his way from the tip to her fingers and back down to the tip.

    Again she penetrated herself, this time moving the toy in and out while rubbing her clit. Jonathan's fascination grew deeper and he felt an unexpectedly intense kind of pleasure at watching Bridget fuck herself.

    Then she pulled the toy from her pussy, lifted it, and presented the tip. Jonathan stared at the glistening dildo, crawled a little closer, parted his lips, and took it in his mouth.

    "Oh, fuck," Bridget said as she rubbed her clit furiously.

    Jonathan wasn't sure why, but he felt the same arousal Bridget seemed to be experiencing as he sucked on the toy. He went for it, too. He took it in his mouth. He sealed his lips around it. He sucked on it hard. He swirled his tongue around it. He tasted her pussy, her sweetness, the juices of her arousal and it felt incredible.

    "Oh my god, I'm cumming!" she cried out.

    Jonathan met her gaze as he sucked more of the toy into his mouth. She moaned louder and then her head fell to the pillow and she dropped the toy, leading it to fall from his lips and onto the bed between her legs.

    Jonathan had never seen a woman cum like that before. It was an astoundingly pleasurable sight to behold and he was delighted that his willingness to suck on the toy seemed to be the driving force behind her pleasure.

    As he softly kissed her thighs - which were still gently trembling - Bridget looked up, smiled, and said, "Come here. Come lie next to me."

    Jonathan crawled forward and rolled onto his back next to Bridget, who cuddled up next to him and took his cock in her hand. She used his precum as lube and stroked him slowly while showering his neck in erotic kisses.

    "I don't know if I've ever cum like that," she whispered. "That was amazing. You were amazing."

    "It turned me on," he admitted. "To do that. To watch you get so turned on while I did it. It was...it was hot in a way I really don't understand, but I loved it."

    She tightened her grip on his cock and delivered extra pleasure, punctuating her strokes with a twist of her hand and a series of beautiful moans as Jonathan felt his orgasm approach.

    "To watch you be a good boy like that, to suck that toy fresh out of my pussy...to watch you suck on it without being told...Jonathan, it was so beautiful...it was so sexy. It made me cum so hard. You were such a good boy...you sucked like such a good boy."

    Jonathan came. His loins tensed up and exploded in pleasure. His toes curled and his torso shot up in the air a few inches before he fell back to the bed as Bridget gently worked the tip of his cock and ensured the most pleasurable orgasm imaginable. Cum sprayed onto his stomach, his upper thighs, and her hand, making a spectacular mess, though that somehow made the orgasm feel even better.

    "That was amazing," he said after he’d recovered. "This whole day. This whole week. Every moment since I met you, Bridget, has been amazing."

    "I feel the same way," she replied. "And thank you, Jonathan, for being such a good boy for me."

    Even after he'd cum it felt so erotic to hear her utter those words.

    "It was my pleasure," he said.

    "Let's get cleaned up and go out for a drink and dinner."

    He smiled. "Nothing would make me happier."
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    "I'm impressed," Bridget said as she set her napkin across her lap. She smiled at Jonathan and then her eyes wandered across the rooftop seating area of the restaurant he'd booked to celebrate their one month anniversary. "I didn't know this place existed and it's so beautiful."

    Jonathan couldn't have been happier. He didn't want to go over the top - one month wasn't exactly a huge accomplishment - but he was utterly smitten with Bridget and he wanted to make sure she knew it.

    "I've never been, but a friend of mine recommended it," he said.

    "Oh yeah? Did you ask that friend of yours a particular question to get the recommendation?"

    He smiled. "I told him I was looking for somewhere beautiful to take my girlfriend. Somewhere that would impress her a little. Somewhere that would feel celebratory without being stuffy. He suggested this place and after a quick look at the pictures online it struck me as utterly perfect."

    Bridget returned his smile and Jonathan took a moment to soak in her beauty. She wore a pretty white dress with a soft red cardigan and her hair brushed against her shoulders with every little movement of her head in a manner he found utterly enchanting.

    "You want to celebrate?" she asked.

    "I do," he replied. "I know it's just a month, but I still want to celebrate it, to celebrate you and how much I like you."

    Bridget seemed thrilled, at least if the broad, bright nature of her smile was any indicator of how she felt. "That makes me happy, Jonathan. I do like being celebrated."

    He felt a twinge of desire as he thought of how Bridget had directed him to worship her body just a handful of days ago when they'd last seen each other. She'd been naked in her bed and he'd been in his underwear, his stiff cock pressing against the thin fabric of his boxers as he ran his hands over her smooth skin, offering a long, gentle massage before she welcomed his lips against her skin.

    "What are you thinking about?" she asked.

    Jonathan realized he'd been silent for far longer than he'd intended. "Last weekend. In your bedroom."

    Bridget bit her lip in a sultry manner - an uncommon act for her - and then smiled. "Did you enjoy yourself?"

    He nodded. "It was far more pleasurable than I imagined." Jonathan looked around to make sure no one was close enough to hear and then leaned in and whispered, "Pleasuring you...worshiping you like that...it was so hot. I keep thinking about it. It just pops into my head over and over."

    He'd spent nearly an hour doing exactly as Bridget instructed. He'd rubbed every part of her body. He'd used his lips and tongue on most of her body, too, and in doing so he'd slowly built her towards an orgasm that had filled her bedroom with screams of pleasure and left her body trembling and tingling from head to toe, as she'd reported.

    "I like that it's my pleasure that you think about," she said. "That it's not just the handjob that remains in your memory."

    The handjob had come after Bridget's orgasm. She'd taken some time to recover while Jonathan ran his fingers over her smooth, soft skin and then she'd instructed Jonathan to remove his underwear and crawl into bed with her. She'd pressed her body against his, taken his stiff cock in her hand, and slowly stroked him while alternating between kisses and whispered words of how happy she was that he'd been such a good boy in showering her with pleasure at her instruction. Jonathan's orgasm had been blissful - and highly memorable - but it was the memory of worshiping Bridget's body that had proved strongest in the days since.

    "I like that too," he admitted. "It's never been that way for me before. With any other women, I mean. I like that it's that way with you."

    "I do too," she said softly.

    The waitress showed up and they ordered drinks before turning their attention to the menu. Jonathan tried his best to concentrate, but talk of the thrilling sexual experience from the weekend had left him in a state of desire, which made it difficult to concentrate.

    Their drinks arrived and the waitress inquired as to what they wanted to eat, but Jonathan requested a few more minutes to peruse the menu. When he looked up from the array of food on offer, he saw Bridget smiling at him.

    "What?" he asked.

    "Are you distracted?"

    Jonathan took a moment to return her smile and nodded.

    "Are you thinking of my naked body, Jonathan? Are you thinking of me on my back in my bed? Are you thinking of how good I looked and of how desperately you wanted me?"

    He was certainly thinking of that now that she'd said it.

    "Do you remember begging for the chance to be inside me?"

    Jonathan had felt the desire, but Bridget had insisted that he beg. At first he'd found the idea embarrassing, but the moment the words left his lips he was filled with desire. There had been something freeing in simply giving voice to what he desired. Bridget had offered him that freedom through a simple instruction and Jonathan remembered feeling a deep sense of gratitude afterwards.

    "It felt...it felt good to do so...to beg," he whispered.

    Jonathan felt her foot against his calf. It moved up to his knee and sent a wave of arousal through him. The sweet and slightly seductive smile on her face added to that arousal and left his cock tingling.

    "I'll bet it felt even better for me," Bridget said. "To hear you beg. To see the look on your face as you did. To see that you genuinely wanted me, that you craved me, that you needed me."

    "I still crave you," he replied.

    "I know you do, and I will let you have me. Maybe tonight will be your lucky night."

    Despite the fact that they hadn't had sex - the traditional kind, at least - there was no question in Jonathan's mind that his relationship with Bridget was the most sexually satisfying he'd ever had, and it wasn't particularly close. The orgasms were less frequent but far better and his level of excitement when they were naked together was unparalleled, which was a significant part of why he was always so excited to see her.

    Jonathan was ready to order by the time the waitress returned and afterwards he and Bridget segued to talking about just about anything other than sex. They discussed her job writing for a female-focused website and the fact that Bridget was quite certain the site was on the verge of going out of business. Jonathan desperately wished he could help her with that, and yet he found himself utterly bereft of ideas.

    "You're a great writer, though, so you'll have no trouble getting more work," he said towards the end of that particular conversation.

    "You really think so?" she asked before a smile broke across her face, seemingly in a manner she had no control over.

    Jonathan liked that his opinion on her writing mattered. In fact, he quickly decided that he loved that it mattered because it meant that Bridget liked him, perhaps even more than she was willing to let on.

    "I read everything you write. I can hear your voice in my head as I read. It's like getting to spend a little extra time with you. I feel like you could write about almost any subject and people would enjoy reading it."

    Bridget sipped her drink and held Jonathan's gaze as she swallowed. "I didn't know you read everything. I have to say, though, that I really like that you do. It's something a good boy would do."

    Jonathan felt an intense rush of pleasure. It was gone as soon as it arrived, but it left him gripping the edge of the table as his body vibrated for a moment.

    It looked like Bridget wanted to say something else, but the words never left her lips. Instead, she sipped her drink once more, smiled, and asked, "How about you? Do you see yourself being a chocolatier for life?"

    Jonathan was hardly a chocolatier. He worked for a company that made artisan chocolate bars, but he wasn't involved in the creation of the actual chocolate. They were a small company, so mostly he did whatever was necessary in the moment. Sometimes that meant painstakingly wrapping chocolate bars, sometimes it meant trying to fix one of the machines in the factory, and sometimes it meant manning the company's booth at the weekend farmer's markets around the city. A friend of his had founded the company and offered Jonathan a job - saving him from a miserable existence at the low levels of an investment firm - and he'd jumped at it without a second thought.

    "I don't know. Or, I guess I don't really see myself as a chocolatier, but on the other hand, the company's actually growing and Dave seems to have a really good grasp on how to build this sort of thing," he said.

    "Do you own a piece of the company?"

    Jonathan shook his head.

    "Would you be willing to ask for a piece?"

    The notion made him uncomfortable, and yet Jonathan knew it was the right thing to do if he intended on continuing to work at the company. "Yes, I would," he said, deciding in the moment that he would absolutely be willing to do so even if it was uncomfortable.

    Bridget smiled and ran her foot up his leg again, this time nudging his thighs apart and teasing him for a few moments before her foot traveled back to the floor. "I like it when you're a good boy for me," she said softly. "Even in matters outside the bedroom."

    "It's easy to do what you suggest when you make such good suggestions," he replied. "It makes all the sense in the world to at least ask for a stake in the company as one of the first employees. I mean, it might not be going anywhere, but it sure would be nice to benefit if it did."

    Bridget lifted her drink and they gently clinked their glasses.

    "I only wish I could help you with your job," he said.

    She flashed a knowing smile. "Oh, don't worry. I have a few plans. Nothing I'm ready to talk about yet, but there are ideas rolling around my head and I'm sure that one of them will prove to be worth pursuing. I do like the idea of working on my own, if I'm being honest. There's something frustrating about almost always having to write what someone else tells you to write."

    The conversation continued as they ate and Jonathan found himself further smitten with the beautiful, smart, decisive girl sitting across from him. He felt like he could have spent the entire night just talking to her and he was still quite certain he knew very little about her, like there were still dozens of layers to peel back before he got to the center. There would be plenty of time for that, though, as he was quite certain their relationship was built to last.

    "That was lovely," Bridget said as they walked out of the restaurant holding hands. "Better than lovely, actually. That was a perfect date."

    They stopped on the sidewalk and she reached up, ran her fingers through his hair, and stood on her toes to kiss him. Jonathan expected a quick, tender kiss like a couple would share before heading back home, but instead Bridget lured his tongue into her mouth for a long, passionate kiss that quickly rendered his cock fully erect.

    "Wow," was all he managed to say afterwards.

    Her body remained pressed against his and he ran his hands over the soft fabric of her cardigan as desire coursed through him.

    "I want you," he added. "Desperately."

    "I was hoping you'd say that. I like it when you want me. I like that you're so eager to do as you're told when you want me." She leaned in, kissed him on the cheek, and whispered, "I like that your cock is so hard for me."

    The feel of her breath on his neck sent chills down Jonathan's spin and goose bumps racing down his arm. His cock got a little harder, too.

    "We should go back to my place," she said.

    Bridget took his hand and they strolled the city sidewalks. They talked. They stopped for kisses at red lights. She whispered into his ear about how she was going to make him feel good once they got back to her place, about how he'd been such a good boy that he deserved the reward he was going to get that night.

    Jonathan was a quivering mass of arousal by the time they stepped into her apartment. Bridget kissed him deeply, stroked him through his slacks, and then guided him to her couch. He expected they'd sit together, but instead she had him sit and told him she'd be right back.

    Bridget disappeared into her bedroom, leaving Jonathan alone. He listened for some sign of what she was doing, but he couldn't discern her intention. He wasn't thinking all that clearly, though, what with the mild sense of drunkenness and the immense level of desire coursing through him.

    When Bridget emerged from the bedroom Jonathan was awestruck. She wore a tight, low cut pink lace bodysuit and a pair of pink heels that matched perfectly. She looked astoundingly sexy and somehow gave off an air of sweetness and dominance at the same time, no doubt owing to the mixture of color and the particular cut of the lingerie.

    "Does that look on your face mean that you like it?"

    Jonathan nodded dumbly. It was the first time he'd seen Bridget in lingerie - bras and panties was all he'd seen prior to that night - and he was just so astounded at how good she looked.

    "Come here," she said, extending her hand.

    Jonathan stood and approached his flawlessly beautiful and sexy girlfriend. She took his hand and placed it on her waist. The lace was soft and she smelled of a delicate perfume he was certain she hadn't worn to dinner that night.

    They kissed as they stood in her living room. Their tongues mingled gently and his hand moved to her lower back, caressing the delicate lace along the way. He couldn't help but want to touch her breasts in it, so he let his hands roam. Bridget stopped him before he got there, though, stepping back in a manner that made Jonathan panic that he'd crossed a line.

    "Get on your knees," she said softly and with a smile.

    Jonathan dropped to his knees and looked up as she stepped closer. Bridget ran her fingers through his hair and over the back of his neck. She applied gentle pressure and pulled him close until his nose was pressed against her pubic area.

    "Do you crave me, Jonathan?" she asked.

    He craned his neck to look up at her and nodded. "More than anything."

    Bridget smiled down at him and ran her fingers over his lips. "Kiss what you crave."

    Jonathan kissed her fingers and then her lower stomach. He dropped down a little and kissed her pubic bone. He kissed her inner thighs. He kissed the area all around her pussy. Then he pressed his lips against the thing he truly craved and he kisses it through the delicate pink lace. He kissed it over and over while looking up at Bridget as she smiled down at him.

    "My pussy craves you, Jonathan," she said. "It's had you in so many ways, but there's one way it hasn't yet enjoyed you."

    Jonathan felt like the luckiest man in the world. The beautiful, lingerie-clad girl standing above him was talking about sex. About sex with him. More than that, she was talking about craving it.

    "I think my pussy deserves what it craves," she said. "And I think you deserve what you crave, Jonathan. I think you've been such a good boy since we first met that you deserve to have me, to have my pussy."

    Jonathan's dick was so hard it hurt. It felt like every inch of his body was humming with desire. In that moment he would have done anything - literally anything - that Bridget asked.

    "Stand up," she said softly.

    Jonathan stood and Bridget took his hand and led him into her bedroom. He saw a condom on the nightstand and smiled at the fact that she'd clearly planned for the evening to play out like it was playing out.

    They stopped at the foot of her bed and Bridget undressed him. Jonathan reached up to help but she gently brushed his hand away and told him to be patient. She took her time removing his clothes, showering him in kisses and gentle caresses. She stepped behind him to take his shirt off and then kissed the bare skin of his back before reaching around to unbuckle his belt and remove his pants. She even took his shoes off, leaving him standing in only his underwear with his dick throbbing and forming quite the tent.

    "I've always told you that I'd take care of you if you were a good boy, haven't I?" she asked before removing his underwear and gently wrapping her fingers around his cock.

    He nodded as pleasure coursed through his body.

    "And I've always done that, haven't I? I've always made you feel good when you've been a good boy, haven't I?"

    He was tingling from head to toe. "Yes, you have."

    She smiled. "That's because good boys deserve to be rewarded. They deserve good things. They deserve to be showered in pleasure and praise when they make their girlfriend happy."

    "I love to make you happy," he said.

    Bridget kissed him softly. "I know you do. Now crawl into my bed. Lie on your back."

    Jonathan got into position and was delighted to see Bridget crawl towards him. She ran her fingers up his legs and lowered her head to kiss his thigh right above the knee. Then she worked her way towards his crotch, kissing him every few inches and moving from one thigh to the next. The closer she got to his cock, the harder his heart pounded.

    Her fingers encircled his erection and Bridget kissed his upper thigh. Her lips inched towards the base of his cock. Then, in what felt like an instant, he was in her mouth for the first time. The sudden burst of heat and wetness elicited an uncontrolled moan as Jonathan grasped two handfuls of the sheets and curled his toes.

    "Oh my god," he said.

    Bridget looked up at him as she pleasured him with her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head. Her mouth moved up and down, taking a few inches before pulling back. Her cheeks sucked inwards and the pleasure increased. She moaned and it felt even better. She played with his balls and somehow the pleasure deepened.

    "Oh my god," he said again, mostly because it felt so good that his brain wasn't really working right.

    "Does that feel good?" she asked. "Am I making my good boy happy?"

    Jonathan had never been so turned on, so delighted, so enthralled with a woman. He'd never been so eager to make a woman happy, either. "Yes, fuck, you are making me feel so good."

    Again she took him in her mouth. Again her tongue swirled around the head. Again she sucked hard. Again she moved up and down his shaft, this time taking a little more length and moaning a little louder.

    Then she was crawling forward again. Their lips met. Their tongues entwined. They kissed while she rubbed her lace-clad pussy over his cock, pleasuring him in an entirely different way.

    "Do you want me?" she whispered.

    "More than anything. More than I've ever wanted anyone, Bridget. I swear. I want you so badly."

    She smiled like the happiest woman in the world and then leaned over and grabbed the condom. She tore it open, tossed the wrapper aside, and scooted back to slide the protection over his cock. She gave him a few strokes, smiled, and then pulled the bottom of her bodysuit aside, freeing her pussy and bringing Jonathan that much closer to being inside her.

    He looked down and watched in awe as she guided the head of his cock into her pussy. He groaned at the intense pleasure of the penetration, at the way her pussy gripped his dick, at the warmth and wetness he felt even with a layer of latex between them.

    Bridget slowly sat down on his cock, swallowing every inch before placing her hands on his chest and leaning forward until she was looking down at him. "Does that feel good?"

    "Better than good," he answered. "It feels perfect."

    She kissed him softly. "Your cock feels really good inside me. My pussy is very happy right now, which means I'm very happy."

    "I love to make you happy," he said.

    "That's because you're a good boy," she whispered. "And good boys always want to make their girlfriends happy."

    It always turned him on when she talked like that. Always. It was even more arousing when he was inside her and she talked like that. So much so that Jonathan worried about cumming too quickly.

    "Just breathe," Bridget said. "Just let me make you feel good, Jonathan."

    He took a deep breath and let it out slowly.

    Her hips moved forward and then back and Bridget let out a gentle moan as her clit rubbed against his pelvis. "That's it. Just breathe. Just enjoy my pussy. Just enjoy being inside me. Just enjoy being inside your girlfriend while she makes you feel good."

    Her hips moved a little faster and Jonathan felt a tremor of pleasure move through his body. Bridget leaned down and ran her hand through his hair and around the back of his neck. She kissed him and their tongues swirled. She rode him and moaned into his mouth, prompting him to do the same.

    Jonathan grabbed her ass and gave it a squeeze, but Bridget said, "No touching. Not unless I give you permission."

    His hands fell back to the bed. It was frustrating not to be able to touch her, and yet it felt good to do as he was told.

    "That's it. Just be a good boy for me, Jonathan. Just be a good boy and let me enjoy your beautiful cock. Let my pussy enjoy what it's craved for the past month. Let my pussy enjoy how good it feels to have my boyfriend inside me."

    He couldn't believe how happy it made him feel that Bridget wanted him, that she wanted his cock, that she liked having him inside her. He wasn't entirely sure that would be the case - mostly because she'd seemed in no rush to have sex with him - but it seemed that Bridget was every bit as into the sex as Jonathan was.

    "Mmm, Jonathan, you're going to make me cum," she said. "I want you to cum with me. Will you be a good boy and cum with me?"

    "Yes," he replied.

    They kissed as she rode his dick, granting him an entirely different kind of pleasure from the back and forth motion of her hips. The riding brought him closer to his orgasm and her moans made it seem like Bridget was getting close too.

    "Touch me," she said. "Touch me however you want."

    Jonathan's hands found her ass and he grabbed it hard through the pink lace. He ran them up her back and through her hair as they kissed wildly. One hand returned to her ass and the other found its way to her breasts, playing with each of them in turn and making sure to give her stiff nipples attention.

    "I'm close," she said.

    "Me too," he replied.

    "Cum for me," Bridget instructed. "Be a good boy and cum for me, Jonathan."

    That was more than enough to put him over the top. His grunts and groans soon filled the bedroom as he had something approaching an out of body experience while climaxing in a way that made his vision blurry and left him lightheaded.

    Bridget sat up, pressed her hands against his chest, and rolled her head back as she rocked her hips back and forth and came right along with him. Her body shook and shuddered and her screams joined his moans in a beautiful orgasmic chorus.

    Eventually, she collapsed on top of him and Jonathan wrapped his arms around her as the fog of an orgasm slowly lifted from his brain. Left behind was a sense of perfect contentment and a bright smile that he was absolutely certain would never leave his face.

    "You're one in a million," he said.

    "So are you," she replied softly without lifting her head from the crook of his neck.

    Given how good he felt in that moment, Jonathan decided that he would absolutely, positively continue to be a good boy for Bridget. It was the only thing that made any sense, which made it the easiest decision he'd ever made.

  
    Good Boy - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

     Jonathan felt good. Great, even. He felt like he was practically floating as he strode towards the bar where he and Bridget were meeting to begin their celebratory evening.

    The occasion was a good one. He'd asked for and received a small ownership portion of the chocolate company. At Bridget's urging he'd written out the reasons why he believed he deserved that ownership piece, he'd practiced what he'd say, and then he'd walked into Dave's office and gave his speech.

    Jonathan didn't actually make it all the way through. He was about three quarters of the way there when Dave held up his hand, smiled, and came out from behind his desk to shake Jonathan's hand and offer him a piece of the company along with a wealth of praise for the work he'd been doing.

    The company wasn't guaranteed to succeed, but they'd made remarkable progress in the short time they'd been operating and Jonathan found himself invigorated thanks to the prospect of his hard work actually earning him a great deal more than the fairly meager salary he pulled down.

    That sense of giddiness was with Jonathan as he walked out of the warm, sticky summer air and into the bar. He gave himself a quick once over to make sure he looked put together and then scanned the room for Bridget.

    Jonathan found her sitting at a high top table along the bar's far wall. She had a drink in front of her, but far more notable was the fact that a guy was sitting across from her and that the guy appeared to be flirting with Bridget.

    The table was small enough that there was no more than a foot of space between their heads when they both leaned forward. That also made it easy for the guy to reach over and touch Bridget, something he did three times in just a few minutes as Jonathan stood by the door and watched.

    The guy was the one doing most of the work. He was the one touching. He was the one talking. Bridget wasn't doing anything to send him away, though, and she definitely flirted back a few times.

    At first Jonathan was annoyed at his girlfriend for flirting. Then he was jealous because she seemed to be enjoying the attentions of the man sitting across from her. Then that jealousy deepened as he noted that the guy was good looking, tall, and in better shape than Jonathan. He seemed to be more successful, too, at least based on the quality of his clothes.

    Then, when the guy reached into his pocket to pull out his phone, Bridget glanced at Jonathan. He figured she'd look embarrassed or excuse herself from the table, but instead she smiled and waved at him, like she wasn't surprised he was watching and, more importantly, like she wasn't the slightest bit embarrassed at having been caught flirting.

    Jonathan was confused. He and Bridget were dating. She shouldn't have been flirting so openly. She should have told the guy she had a boyfriend and gotten him to walk away. She wasn't, though. She was having fun. She was enjoying herself. She seemed to be enjoying the fact that Jonathan was watching.

    The guy pulled something up on his phone and slid it across the table. Bridget looked down, tapped the screen, and then rested her fingers on his while looking at the screen. Maybe a video was playing. It didn't really matter. What mattered was that she was touching him and unquestionably doing so to be flirty while Jonathan watched.

    She wasn't cruel. He knew that. She just wasn't that kind of woman. He hadn't fucked up in any way, either, so she wasn't punishing him. Jonathan wasn't sure what she was doing.

    Then the guy put his phone away and again Bridget glanced towards Jonathan and smiled. This time she winked, too. She seemed utterly delighted. Completely and utterly delighted.

    That's when it dawned on Jonathan that she was doing what she desired, that she was pursuing her pleasure and that she was likely doing so while testing him. After all, she'd been clear throughout their relationship that she expected him to be a good boy, and he was suddenly quite certain that in this instance being a good boy meant watching her flirt with another man.

    So Jonathan found a chair at a high top table on the other side of the bar and he watched. A waitress came over and asked for his drink order and he gave it. He watched Bridget continue to flirt with the guy. He watched her brush her hair behind her ear. He watched her initiate contact a few more times. He watched her smile at him. He watched her find a way to lean forward and give him a look at her cleavage.

    Bridget kept looking towards Jonathan when she got a chance. She kept checking in, or at least that's what he assumed she was doing. She kept smiling. She kept waving. She kept winking at him. She kept having fun and he couldn't help but get caught up in it. He didn't really understand the game they were playing, but he knew that Bridget was having a damn good time and that was enough to thrill him.

    Finally, when Jonathan was halfway through his drink, Bridget dispatched the man she was flirting with. He left with a smile on his face, though, and walked out of the bar - though not before looking back at her and getting a wave from Bridget – before going on his way down the sidewalk.

    Bridget looked at Jonathan and he waited in his seat. She smiled - it seemed to please her that he didn't come rushing over without being invited - and then she finally beckoned him to join her.

    He grabbed his drink and made his way through the semi-crowded bar. Bridget sipped her drink - a long sip, in fact - and set it back on the coaster as Jonathan arrived. She held out her hand and he took it. She pulled him close and before either of them said a word she kissed him. She did so deeply, too, opening her mouth and luring his tongue inside. She took it between her lips and sucked while swirling hers around. She did so in the most alluring manner imaginable and Jonathan felt his cock spring to life.

    "Congratulations," Bridget said softly while caressing his face. "I'm so happy for you, and you have no idea how proud I am that you were willing to ask for what you want and that you asked in a compelling enough manner to actually get what you want."

    "Thank you," he replied while standing next to her chair with half an erection in his pants. "And thank you for that kiss. That was really something."

    She kissed him on the cheek and reached around to grab his ass and give it a squeeze. "That was just the start. We're celebrating you tonight, after all, so I'm going to make sure that you're a very happy man before the night is over."

    Bridget let go of his ass and gestured towards the chair on the other side of the small, circular high top table. Jonathan slid into it and thought of the guy that had been there just a few minutes prior. He thought of the flirting, of the touching, of the smile on Bridget's face. He had to ask.

    "Who was the guy you were flirting with?" he asked.

    She smiled. "Was I flirting?"

    Jonathan nodded. "You were. It seemed like you were enjoying yourself, too."

    Her foot found his calf and rubbed it slowly. She leaned forward and he glanced at her cleavage, which looked beautiful in the dark orange and yellow sundress she had on. Jonathan thought he caught a glimpse of a white lace bra, too, and he imagined the guy had seen it earlier.

    "He was good looking, wasn't he?" she asked.

    Jonathan nodded.

    "And very confident. And he seemed to be in exceptionally good shape," Bridget said with a smile. "The sort of man that can't help but feel confident when he approaches a woman. The sort of man that usually gets what he wants from a woman."

    Jonathan wasn't sure why, but his pulse had quickened a little. The look on Bridget's face - a look of excitement and a hint of lust - was almost certainly part of his heart beating a little harder.

    "Did he...did he get what he wanted from you?" Jonathan asked.

    She looked at him and bit her lower lip in a remarkably flirty manner. "He asked for my number."

    She didn't say anything, prompting Jonathan to ask, "Did you give it to him?"

    Bridget held his gaze, but she offered no answer. Not for a few seconds. Seconds in which Jonathan's heart pounded. Seconds in which he felt a strange, hard-to-diagnose sense of excitement.

    "No," she finally said. "I didn't. I told him I had a boyfriend."

    Jonathan felt both relieved and, to his utter bafflement, slightly disappointed.

    "It was fun to flirt with him, though. And, if I'm being honest, it was even more fun once you showed up. I liked being able to look over and see you, I liked that you were watching with such intent. I liked that you weren't getting angry, that you seemed more curious than anything." She reached across the table and took his hand. "I like that you were a good boy for me, Jonathan, that you seemed to understand that I was having a good time and that it wasn't your place to interrupt me."

    Jonathan was surprised to find that his cock had gotten rock hard. Maybe it was her touch. Maybe it was thinking about her flirting. Maybe it was the fact that she'd enjoyed the flirting and he enjoyed making her happy more than just about anything else in the world. Maybe it was just that she'd called him a good boy, a phrase that carried an ever-increasing sense of arousal for him.

    "I like being a good boy for you," he said.

    That seemed to thrill Bridget and she rewarded him with a lusty smile and by letting her foot move all the way up past his knee for a bit of teasing up his thigh. "Yeah?" she asked.

    Jonathan nodded. "I do. More for you than any other woman I've been with. You're different. You're...I don't know, better than anyone I've been with. It just feels so good to make you happy, even if that means sitting on the other side of the bar while you flirt with someone that seems better looking than me."

    "He was very good looking," she replied.

    Jonathan was jealous, though there was arousal swirling through him as well. "Did it turn you on to flirt with him?"

    Bridget studied his face for a few seconds and then smiled and nodded. "It did. Though you should know that I got really turned on once you walked in. I got wet, actually. Knowing that you were watching as I flirted with him, as he touched me, as I touched him. That's what really thrilled me, Jonathan. Knowing that you somehow understood that it was your place to watch, that a good boy would find a seat and remain in that seat until I called him over, until I'd had my fun."

    Jonathan's erection raged and he felt a deep desire for Bridget. "I want you," he said. "I want you so badly, Bridget."

    "I know. I can see it on your face. In your eyes. In those beautiful eyes of yours." She took his hand, lifted it, and leaned down to softly kiss his fingers. "Have you been good this week, Jonathan? Have you refrained from masturbating?"

    He nodded. A week had passed since his last orgasm - an orgasm he'd had while inside Bridget - and though he'd been tempted to masturbate on several occasions, he hadn't done so.

    "Yeah? You've been a good boy and kept your hands off your dick?"

    "I have," he answered.

    "Then I'll let you have me before the night is over," she replied. "After all, we're celebrating you tonight. First, though, we're going to have dinner and maybe do a little dancing."

    They finished their drinks and went to dinner right as the city was bathed in the orange and pink lights of the setting sun. They shared a bottle of wine, ate a three course meal, and were both nursing a wonderful buzz by the time they stepped onto the sidewalk once more.

    The sticky heat of the day had largely dissipated by that point and Bridget informed Jonathan that she wanted to dance. She was very clear that she wasn't interested in a night club, though, so they got an Uber and headed for a place he'd heard about that had food trucks, drinks, and dancing for people that wanted to avoid the grindy, gropey, sweaty atmosphere of a night club.

    The location was a formerly closed parking lot that had been transformed into a hub of activity thanks to a surfeit of businesses in the local area that employed young, hipster-y people very much like Jonathan and Bridget. On Friday and Saturday nights they brought in bands and created a friendly, fun, party atmosphere complete with dancing, drinking of inventive - and expensive - cocktails, and a handful of games like cornhole that gave the whole thing a Midwestern feel despite their location being 1,500 miles from the Midwest.

    "This is perfect!" Bridget shouted over the music as they sipped their cocktails and moved to the music.

    A moment later her lips were against his and her tongue - which tasted of sweetness and alcohol - was in his mouth. Jonathan's cock quickly found its way to an erect state and Bridget ground her pelvis against it, luring him into an even deeper kind of arousal.

    She stepped back for a moment, looked down, and laughed. "You need to sit."

    Jonathan looked down and realized that she was right. He'd worn boxers and his erection was quite evident. He took her hand but Bridget resisted being pulled away.

    "You can watch me dance!" she said.

    Jonathan reluctantly let her hand go and found his way to a log - yes, they'd brought in logs for people to sit on - and sat while hoping his erection would fade quickly so he could dance with his beautiful, vivacious, irresistible girlfriend.

    It wasn't long - less than a minute, in fact - before Bridget attracted someone's attention. A man's attention. Another good looking man, though of course he was good looking given that Bridget was a beautiful woman.

    Jonathan watched the flirtation from the bar play out again, this time while dancing under the Edison bulbs strung above the paved area where everyone was dancing as the band played. He saw the guy lean in to talk to Bridget and saw her smile and laugh at whatever he'd said. He saw her lean in to say something to him. He saw them sip their drinks. He saw them move a little bit closer as they danced to the guitar-driven music.

    As she'd done at the bar, Bridget kept looking towards Jonathan. She kept smiling. She clearly enjoyed dancing with another man while he watched. Unlike at the bar, Jonathan found it almost entirely pleasurable. He wasn't jealous or anxious in any way. He simply enjoyed watching his beautiful girlfriend have fun. He enjoyed being a good boy for her.

    Bridget didn't seem to mind when the guy she was dancing with reached out and touched her hip. She didn't mind when his hand moved to her lower back to pull her closer. She didn't mind when her body was pressed against his as they moved with the music. If anything, she seemed to enjoy it.

    The guy didn't seem to mind one bit when Bridget spun around to dance with her ass against his crotch. Why would he mind? Why would any man mind such a thing? Bridget looked over at Jonathan as they danced in that position and she had a look of pure joy on her face. Well, joy with a touch of eroticism as she was clearly getting turned on all over again.

    Jonathan's jealousy remained at bay until the guy brushed Bridget's blonde hair to one side, leaned down, and kissed her neck. For a moment she closed her eyes and seemed to thoroughly enjoy it.

    Then she stepped away, turned around, and said something that made the guy frown. He held up his hand and he seemed to apologize. Bridget then walked towards Jonathan, who stood to meet her.

    "Sorry," she said. "That went too far."

    He smiled, put his hand on her lower back, and pulled her close. She stood on her toes and their lips met for a kiss. He pulled her closer and she let her tongue wander into his mouth. Jonathan offered a soft moan of the most intense pleasure and Bridget matched his erotic enthusiasm by gently gyrating her hips, once again luring him into an erect state.

    "Apology accepted," he whispered. "Though it wasn't all that bad. Just a kiss on the neck, and he seemed like he was genuinely sorry."

    She smiled sweetly. "I shouldn't have let it go that far."

    "You were having fun."

    She took his hand and they sat on the log. She leaned in, kissed him on the cheek, and whispered, "I was having a lot of fun, actually. I shouldn't have let him kiss me like that, but I was having fun." She kissed his neck softly and added, "He was hard. I could feel it. It was...exciting."

    Jonathan was surprised at the way his cock throbbed. He turned and kissed Bridget. He intended for it to be a simple, reassuring kind of kiss, but when she opened her mouth he couldn't help but let it turn into something far more passionate.

    She reached up to caress his face and asked, "Did it really not bother you that he kissed me?"

    "I was a little jealous," he said. "And if he'd done something like grab you and try to do something that was clearly against your will I would have gotten up and done something about it, but honestly, it looked like you enjoyed it, at least for a moment."

    She looked guilty, if only for a split second. "And when you saw that on my face...that enjoyment...it didn't bother you?"

    Jonathan shook his head. "Is that weird?"

    She kissed him softly on the lips and said, "No, it just means that you're a very good boy. A very, very good boy. The kind that deserves to enjoy his girlfriend's body. The kind that deserves to have his cock pleasured. The kind that deserves to spend a long, long time in bed with his girlfriend so he can fully explore the things that bring him pleasure."

    "Like worshiping your body?" Jonathan asked.

    "Yes, like worshiping my body and doing so while keeping your hands off your cock so you can concentrate on giving me pleasure before you claim your own."

    "Like making you cum?" he asked softly.

    Bridget nodded. "And if you're very good you might get to experience the pleasure of my mouth. I might decide to show you that particular form of affection, Jonathan. Do you think you can be that good for me? Can you be the kind of good boy that gets his dick sucked by his girlfriend?"

    Jonathan was so hard it hurt. It sounded like he was on the verge of experiencing the best night of his life.

    "Why don't we dance and drink a little bit. You and me this time. Then we'll go back to my place and we'll see if you're capable of being the kind of good boy I want you to be. The kind that puts in so much effort to make me feel good that he deserves to get his dick sucked."

    Jonathan was absolutely going to be the kind of good boy. He would do whatever it took to make Bridget happy and if she chose to reward him with a blowjob then it would truly be the best night of his life.

    The only question was how hard would he have to work to earn that reward?

  
    Good Boy - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Jonathan did his best to keep his mind focused on the task at hand - giving his naked girlfriend a massage - but time after time his brain wandered to thoughts of her dancing with another man.

    Every once in a while Bridget would let out a soft moan - the kind that expressed both relaxation and pleasure - and Jonathan would see her dancing with that guy. He'd see Bridget's hips moving in time with his. He'd see the other guy kiss his girlfriend's neck. He'd see the momentary flash of pleasure on Bridget's face before the guilt - over letting someone else kiss her - kicked in.

    "This feels amazing," she said.

    Jonathan ran his hands down her back and over the tops of her ass cheeks. He gave her backside a good squeeze - eliciting yet another moan - and then ran his fingers all the way back to her head, offering a brief scalp massage before once more moving down her back and grabbing her ass.

    "I like to make you feel good," he replied.

    Another moan. "I know you do." She reached up and caressed his cock through his pants. She'd done so every few minutes throughout the massage and it seemed clear to Jonathan that she was working to keep him in a state of arousal. She was succeeding at that as he hadn't gone soft since they'd done a little making out on her couch right after walking through the door.

    This time, though, instead of merely caressing him, Bridget lifted her head, pulled Jonathan's hips closer, and kissed the outline of his stiff cock. She did so a handful of times while he stood there with his hands on her back and moaned from the gentle pleasure of being touched in that way.

    "You're being a very good boy," she said softly. "Good enough that I might treat you to a blowjob before the night is over. I might even swallow for you."

    Jonathan's cock throbbed in his pants and he watched the bulge get a little bigger.

    "Now back to work," she added.

    Again his cock throbbed. It was such a simple thing - four words, really - and yet those words provided a surge of pleasure. Never in his life had Jonathan experienced that kind of arousal and pleasure at being told to get back to work and he found himself craving more of that feeling.

    The massage continued. Jonathan worked her back, her arms, her neck, her scalp, and even her hands. He took his time, too. He wanted the blowjob Bridget had teased him with if he was a good boy, but he was in no rush to move past the part where he got to shower his girlfriend in pleasure.

    Eventually, though, she stood on her knees in the bed and crawled towards the edge where Jonathan stood. He put his hands on her waist and moved them to her lower back as she reached up to caress his face and then slipped her hand around the back of his neck.

    Bridget smiled and pulled him in for a long, deep kiss. While gently invading his mouth with her tongue she managed to loosen his belt, unbutton his pants, and push them to the floor, leaving Jonathan in his boxers.

    "There's so much precum," she whispered while running her fingers over the wet spot he'd created in his underwear.

    "I'm really turned on," Jonathan admitted.

    She leaned back, looked down, and then slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxers. Her hand encircled his cock and Jonathan moaned at the pleasure of her soft, slow strokes as the warmth and softness of her skin engulfed his eager, stiff flesh.

    "Feel my pussy," she instructed.

    His fingers found their way between her labia in an instant and Jonathan was delighted to discover intense wetness. He penetrated his girlfriend as deeply as his fingers would allow and rubbed her clit with his thumb, eliciting a smile and then a moan before she leaned in to kiss him.

    "It turns me on that you're so eager to make me feel good, Jonathan," Bridget whispered. "That you embraced giving me a massage and putting in the work to make it feel good. That you're not pestering me to tend to your pleasure, that you're more than willing to see to my pleasure without making even a hint of a demand."

    She kissed his neck and moaned while her hand continued its slow, steady motion up and down his shaft.

    "You wouldn't even complain if I decided that I was going to be the only one to cum tonight, would you?"

    To Jonathan's surprise, the notion brought with it a hint of arousal. He wanted to cum - he was desperate for it, in fact - and yet there was a part of him that wanted to be told that he wasn't allowed to cum. It was the same part of him that enjoyed being told to get back to work and continue massaging his girlfriend.

    "No, I wouldn't. It would...some part of me would enjoy it, I think."

    She pulled her hand from his underwear and said, "Strip."

    Jonathan stepped back and removed the rest of his clothes while Bridget stood on her knees in the bed and masturbated. She played with her tits, fingered her pussy, and offered up a series of beautiful moans, all of which made Jonathan feel about as attractive as he ever had. He knew his body wasn't world class, and yet his girlfriend was looking at him and getting all hot and bothered and there was something exciting about that.

    Once he was naked, Bridget spun around, fell to her hands and knees, and backed up until her ass rested right at the edge of the bed. She looked over her shoulder, smiled, and said, "Put your cock inside me. No thrusting, though."

    "Should I get a condom?" he asked.

    Bridget shook her head. "No thrusting and certainly no cumming."

    Jonathan hadn't been inside her from behind and he could scarcely contain his excitement as he stepped towards the bed, rubbed the head of his cock over her pussy lips to gather some of her lube, and slipped inside Bridget.

    "Oh, fuck," he said.

    She looked back and smiled. "It feels good, doesn’t it?"

    Jonathan nodded as he looked down and admired the sight of his cock having completely disappeared inside his girlfriend.

    "I had a boyfriend in college who loved fucking me from behind," she said with a smile. "We had sex in other positions too, of course, but this was always his favorite position."

    Jonathan thought of another man fucking her from behind and for some reason his dick throbbed. Then he thought of the guy she'd been dancing with that night being the one inside her. Jonathan thought of that guy being in his place in that very moment. He rested his hands on Bridget's ass for a moment and then ran them up her back, offering gentle pressure as he resisted the notion of grabbing her hips and fucking her like her college boyfriend used to do.

    "Did it feel good?" he asked. "With the college guy, I mean?"

    She pulled her hips forward and Jonathan looked down to see his cock reappear from deep inside her. He was slick with her juices, though it was hard to admire the beauty of her wetness on his shaft given the intense pleasure he felt, a pleasure that deepened when Bridget pushed back, swallowing him with her pussy in one fell swoop.

    "Oh my god," he said.

    "I liked that he liked it," she said. "It's not my favorite position - that would be girl on top - but he loved it so much that I ended up enjoying that part of it. Plus, it was easy to cum just by playing with my clit while he fucked me."

    Jonathan couldn’t help but picture someone else fucking her. Maybe that's what she wanted. Why else would she be talking about having someone else inside her while his cock was buried in her? Again the thought provided a surprising sense of arousal. Jonathan tried to push it away - to focus on the moment - but he wasn't anywhere near as successful as he would have liked.

    "What are you thinking about?" she asked.

    He looked up to see Bridget looking over her shoulder and smiling at him. He wasn't sure if it was wise to answer, but he wasn't keen on lying to her, either. "I was thinking about you having sex with someone else. With the guy in college. And also with the guy from tonight. The one who kissed you."

    She moaned and pulled her hips forward. She pushed them back. She did it a handful of times. She was fucking him. Just like when she was on top, Bridget was in total control.

    "Bridget...I'm close," he said.

    That's when she fell forward onto her stomach. His cock completely departed her pussy and throbbed while covered in her juices. Bridget spun around, crawled closer, and took him in her mouth. She looked up while Jonathan looked down and moaned. She played with his balls and very nearly swallowed every inch of his slick, stiff shaft.

    The oral pleasure lasted no more than thirty seconds before she pulled back, spun around once more, and rolled onto her back. Bridget reached between her legs and masturbated, furiously rubbing her clit as she stared at Jonathan with a look of pure, lusty pleasure on her face.

    "Stroke your cock...but don't cum," she instructed.

    Jonathan masturbated as he watched Bridget do the same. He listened to her moans. He saw her pussy get wetter as her moans got louder.

    "Fuck, I'm cumming!"

    Jonathan had to loosen his grip on his cock to keep himself from cumming as Bridget climaxed. He watched - and admired - the beautiful look on her face as she came. He noted that her nipples had gotten harder. He noted that her pussy was absolutely soaked. He noted how her chest and cheeks were flushed red in the immediate aftermath of her climax. He noted all of it because he wasn't concentrating on his orgasm, but instead was entirely focused on hers.

    "Stop stroking," she said breathlessly.

    Jonathan let his hand fall to his side and watched as Bridget rolled onto her stomach, looked over her shoulder, and said, "Rub my legs and my feet. Take your time. Be a good boy and concentrate on my pleasure and my pleasure only."

    Jonathan went to work. He rubbed her legs. He took pleasure in it, too. They were soft and warm and sexy and they led to her ass, which was perfect in every way. He rubbed her feet, too, sitting on the bed to take them in his hands and give them the attention they deserved.

    Amazingly, his cock stayed stiff throughout. It helped that Bridget would occasionally tease his stiffness with her toes, but mostly Jonathan stayed stiff because he was hugely aroused by the entirety of their evening together.

    "I love making you feel good," he said - unprompted - at one point.

    Bridget moaned, teased his cock a little with her foot, and replied, "That's good, because we're going to be seeing more of each other from here on out and I expect you to always put in a great deal of effort to make me feel good."

    "I will."

    "That effort will be rewarded, though. Don't you worry. Just make sure that you stay dedicated to my pleasure, to my satisfaction, to my happiness. If you do, I'll make sure that you're very well-rewarded."

    Jonathan's pulse raced and his loins tingled with desire at Bridget's words, at what they meant, at her comfort in exercising a level of control he never knew he wanted from a woman.

    "I feel like...like making you feel good is a reward all on its own," he said as the words poured from his lips the moment his brain processed the realization.

    "How nice for me."

    Jonathan felt like the lucky one, though he realized that it was quite likely he and Bridget had stumbled into a kind of chemistry that was exceedingly rare in relationships.

    "A good boy deserves more than the pleasure of making me feel good, though," she added. "A good boy - especially a good boy like you, Jonathan - deserves the kind of reward that makes his head spin with pleasure. Tonight, you've been such a good boy that you deserve to get your dick sucked by your beautiful, eager girlfriend."

    Though Jonathan wanted a blowjob, he kept on rubbing Bridget. He worked her feet, her legs, her ass, and even leaned far enough forward to work her lower back from time to time. He did so while his dick raged, while arousal coursed through him, while naughty thoughts of all kinds ran through his head, each one crowding out the previous thought as Jonathan realized he was as turned on as he'd ever been.

    "It's weird..." Bridget began before trailing off and saying nothing for a few seconds. "I shouldn't have let that guy kiss me tonight...and yet it felt good when he did it. His lips were soft but firm. He kept his tongue in his mouth, which was the right move in that moment. His grip on my waist was strong and confident."

    "I saw it on your face," Jonathan replied.

    She looked back at him.

    "The enjoyment. How good it felt. I saw it on your face. For just a moment."

    "How did it make you feel to see that?"

    "It felt good to see you feeling good. To see you enjoying yourself. I don't know...I didn't really think that you were going to just abandon me and go home with him, you know? I just thought you were doing what felt good, that you were seeking your pleasure while knowing I was watching."

    "And you were okay with that?"

    Jonathan ran his hands all the way up to her lower back, leaned forward, and kissed the soft cheeks of her ass. "I was," he said.

    He kissed her ass again, and again, and again. It felt good and a little bit...kinky.

    "That feels nice," she said softly.

    Jonathan ran his fingers over her lower back while showering Bridget's ass in soft kisses. She laid on her stomach and let out a gentle moan every now and then. His lips made their way towards the inner part of her cheeks, the part that hid her asshole. Propelled by a desire he didn't fully comprehend, Jonathan kept kissing until his lips were pressed against the space where her two cheeks met. He then kissed his way up until his lips found that little indent at the small of her back just above her ass cheeks.

    "Do you like kissing me back there?" she asked.

    "I really do," he answered.

    "Would you like to explore a little more?"

    Jonathan knew what she meant and the tone of her voice made it seem like she'd be okay with him doing it. "Yes," he answered.

    She looked over her shoulder, smiled, and said, "Go right ahead."

    He held her gaze as his lips fell to the small of her back once more. He kissed it softly and Bridget smiled. His lips moved down a little more and he gently spread her cheeks with his fingers. Her smile turned into a look of lust as he kissed his way down her crack. Suddenly Jonathan's heart was pounding and his cock throbbed. He was about to do something he'd never done before. Something that felt dirty in the best way possible.

    "That's it," Bridget said. "Do what feels good. Explore my body. Explore a new way of pleasing me."

    The head of his cock rubbed over the bed sheets and he shuddered in pleasure. He pulled back to stare at her asshole. It looked pink and wrinkled and smooth and it struck him as utterly perfect.

    Bridget lowered her head and Jonathan pressed his face between her cheeks and kissed her perfect, puckered asshole. She moaned softly and he kissed it again, and again, and again.

    Then, as his heart pounded, Jonathan extended his tongue and ran the tip over his girlfriend's asshole. The taste was faintly metallic, but it was largely pleasant. Even if it had been gross, though, the desire coursing through him would have easily counteracted any revulsion.

    "Mmm, that feels so good," Bridget said softly.

    She reached back and slipped a hand under her stomach and between her legs. She moaned as her finger moved over her clit. Jonathan rubbed his cock against the bed and enjoyed the pleasure of just a bit of friction while he extended more of his tongue and lapped at her asshole, settling in to giving a full-on rimjob.

    It wasn't long before Bridget had a second orgasm. This one struck Jonathan as more significant, more pleasurable. She moaned louder. Her body shook. Her ass cheeks clenched around his face, pushing his tongue away from her asshole, though that put a smile on Jonathan's face.

    Eventually, she got on her hands and knees, crawled away, and rolled onto her back. Bridget had a bright smile on her face. "That's the first time a man has ever licked my asshole," she said. "And it felt fucking incredible."

    Jonathan sat back on his knees. "I really enjoyed that."

    She glanced at his cock, smiled, and said, "I can see that. I think it's time for your reward. Why don't you sit against my pillows."

    Jonathan took his position against the pile of pillows at the head of Bridget's bed and she crawled between his legs. She settled onto her stomach and took him in her mouth. The pleasure was instant as heat and wetness engulfed his cock while her tongue danced over the head.

    "Oh, fuck," he muttered. "Bridget...that feels so good."

    She sucked him slowly and managed to maintain eye contact - when his eyes weren't closed from the sheer pleasure of it - all the while.

    "You know, I like to give pleasure too," she said at one point before showering the underside of his shaft with kisses. "Probably not as much as I like to receive it, I suppose, but I do like making my boyfriend feel good."

    "I know you do. And I'm a very lucky man."

    She smiled, kissed the head of his cock, and said, "Yes, you are. Make sure you don't forget that."

    Bridget was smiling, but she meant it. She wanted Jonathan to be sure he never forgot that he was a lucky man. Lucky to be with a woman like her. Lucky to be with a woman who seemed to fit so well with him. He wouldn't forget it. He couldn't forget it. He fit better with her than any woman he'd ever been with, including the woman he thought he was going to marry.

    "What would you have thought if I'd actually given my number to that guy at the bar? The one I was talking with - flirting with, really - when you came in?"

    She took him in her mouth and he moaned. "I...I would have been jealous. I think I...I don't know, I think I also would have found it weirdly pleasurable. Kind of like it would be weirdly pleasurable if you didn't let me cum tonight."

    "My pleasure - in whatever form that takes - is more important to you. Is that what you're saying?"

    He nodded.

    Bridget smiled. "That's good. That's how it should be, Jonathan. That's how you should always feel. You should always put my pleasure first. Always. I think that's what makes us both feel good, though."

    "It is."

    Then she engulfed his cock in her mouth. She swallowed almost everything Jonathan had to offer. She played with his balls. She wrapped her fingers around what remained of his shaft, took a tight grip, and then moved them towards the head as her mouth pulled back. In that moment, Jonathan was absolutely certain he'd never felt anything as pleasurable. Never in his life had he been so aroused. Never in his life had a woman made him feel so good.

    Yes, Bridget liked it when her pleasure came first, but she was also being quite clear that she had no trouble making Jonathan feel better than anyone ever had. He felt so good that an orgasm was moments away.

    "I'm gonna cum," he said.

    Bridget swallowed him again. Her mouth moved up and down his shaft along with her hand. It was bliss. Pure, perfect bliss. A blissful orgasm followed. He looked down to see joy in her eyes and her lips sealed around the head of his cock as he came in her mouth. It was that last bit that put it over the top and made it the best orgasm of Jonathan's life.

    His body trembled. He muttered unintelligibly at the sheer pleasure of it. His head fell to the pillow. His arms spread out. He closed his eyes and a big smile crossed his face as a feeling of joy and relaxation spread over him.

    Bridget crawled forward and tucked her body next to his. She kissed him on the cheek and Jonathan turned his head.

    "That was the best orgasm I've ever had," he said.

    "It was my pleasure," she replied.

    Her lips found his. They shared a deep kiss. One that tasted a little of cum, though Jonathan didn't mind the taste in the slightest. Bridget seemed to enjoy his eagerness to kiss her, too, as she moaned while pressing her body a little tighter against his.

    "I want to cum again," she said.

    "What can I do?"

    "You can go down on me. Feel free to take your time, too. Feel free to worship my pussy, in fact."

    It was an invitation Jonathan was more than happy to accept, as the idea of worshiping his girlfriend in that moment was utterly enthralling. So he moved between her legs and spent the next half hour slowly luring her towards an orgasm, taking joy in every bit of pleasure he offered with his tongue, lips, and hands, and taking the greatest joy in the body shaking orgasm she eventually enjoyed.
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    It was a beautiful day. A perfect day, really. The sun was shining. The air was warm with a gentle breeze and scented with the flowers blooming all around the park.

    What made the day perfect, though, was that Jonathan was on a date with Bridget. A picnic date, to be exact. He'd packed the basket and they'd already enjoyed the food he'd prepared. They'd enjoyed the sangria he'd made - and concealed in what looked like aluminum water bottles - and he felt a lovely, boozy buzz coursing through him.

    They'd already been there for nearly an hour and Jonathan felt no desire to leave. He would have spent the entirety of the day sitting on that blanket with Bridget next to him in a cute, rather short sundress that left two thirds of her thighs exposed, making it nearly impossible for him not to glance at her soft, milky white flesh over and over again.

    Jonathan made sure to touch her legs as often as seemed reasonable, often doing so while sharing a soft kiss with his girlfriend. She returned his physical affection, caressing his face, running her fingers through his hair, and touching his legs a great deal, too, even getting awfully close to his cock once or twice and doing so with a slightly naughty smile on her face.

    Then, moments after yet another kiss, Jonathan was struck by the desire to declare his feelings - his overwhelming feelings - for his girlfriend. He wasn't sure why he hadn't uttered the words prior to that moment, but he suddenly felt as though he couldn't go a moment longer without saying them.

    "Bridget," he said as his heart pounded.

    She smiled. "What is it?"

    "I love you. I'm in love with you." Joy overtook Jonathan as he said it. "In fact, I'm madly in love with you."

    Her smile brightened and she leaned in. She glanced at his lips and then met his gaze from just a few inches away. "I'm madly in love with you too, Jonathan. Truly, madly, deeply in love."

    They kissed. It was soft and slow and first, but their lips refused to part and the kiss deepened and turned into something far more erotic. Their tongues entwined and her fingers crept up his thigh, inching towards his now-stiff cock as he put a hand on her waist.

    "I want you," he whispered.

    "And you'll get to have me. Not yet, though. Not until I say so."

    Jonathan felt a touch of frustration - though not in a bad way - and leaned in to kiss her neck. She moaned softly and ran her fingers through his hair. He was so caught up in his desire that he tried his best to arouse Bridget to such a point that she'd insist on going back to her apartment so they could have sex. He kissed her neck. He nibbled on her earlobe. He ran his fingers as far up her thighs as seemed appropriate in public and he let them dance over her soft skin. She moaned softly the entire time, but she failed to insist that they leave the park.

    Eventually, Jonathan pulled back and saw that her chest and cheeks were a little bit pink, a surefire sign of her desire. Bridget seemed content to sit in that desire, though.

    "You've gotten very good at turning me on," she said, confirming his suspicions.

    "Yeah?"

    Bridget nodded. "You've gotten very good at making me cum, too. You were always good at it, to be honest, but you've gotten even better. Your tongue, your fingers, your cock...you're even good at using my toys to make me cum. It's a very nice quality for my boyfriend to have."

    Jonathan scooted a little closer, kissed her neck, and whispered, "I like making you cum."

    "Even though I don't always make you cum after I've had an orgasm?"

    "I don't mind that," he replied. "Sometimes I like it, actually. I don't really know why?"

    She kissed him softly and offered just a hint of tongue. It was the kind of kiss meant to communicate affection and love, and while it succeeded in arousing him, it wasn't the sort kiss meant to lure him deeper into a state of desire.

    "Rest your head in my lap," she whispered.

    Jonathan slid back and lowered his head to her lap. The fabric of her dress felt impossibly soft against his face and when she reached down to run her fingers through his hair he closed his eyes and smiled at the sudden sense of warmth, relaxation, and happiness that washed over him.

    "Do you ever wish I was different?" she asked. "That I was a little more of a normal girlfriend?"

    "How do you mean?"

    Her fingers moved through his hair, over the back of his neck, and down his back. "Most girlfriends aren't anywhere near as eager as I am to control their boyfriend's orgasms. Most girlfriends don't demand body worship and pussy worship from their boyfriends. Most girlfriends are far more willing to submit to the sexual desires of their boyfriends than I am and I wouldn't blame you for wanting to be with a girl like that."

    Jonathan was baffled by the question. He rolled onto his back - with his head still in her lap - and looked up at Bridget as she smiled down at and caressed his face.

    "I've never felt the way I feel right now, Bridget. I've been in love before, but not like this. This is different. This is deeper. This is...it's so much better. I mean, I was going to get married and I was convinced it would be a great marriage, but I never felt about her the way I feel about you."

    For a few seconds Bridget's face was unreadable as she stared down at him. Then her lips curled into a smile that kept on growing until her entire face brightened, like his response had offered relief to a dark feeling that had briefly overtaken her.

    "I feel the same way about you," she said. "I mean that I've never felt this way about anyone else."

    Jonathan was tempted to sit up and kiss her, but instead he remained on his back with his head in her lap. He closed his eyes as she caressed his face, ran her fingers through his hair, and from time to time ran her hand over his chest. All of it felt spectacularly good and he was convinced he could remain in that position for hours and bask in the pleasure of being so close to the woman he loved.

    "I've been thinking about a writing project," she said.

    He opened his eyes and saw her smiling down at him. "Yeah?"

    Bridget nodded and caressed his face in a manner that made Jonathan feel every bit of her professed love for him. "There are other women like me. I've been thinking about writing for them."

    "Women like you?"

    "Women that want to be with a good boy."

    Jonathan's cock stirred at that phrase that held such power.

    "I've never met any of them in person, but they exist. After my last relationship ended I went online looking for help. I didn't find much, but I did find that there were lots of women that aren't interested in the typical relationship structure, that want to be with a man that finds satisfaction in being a good boy for his girlfriend. I thought maybe I'd try and write about it."

    Jonathan was surprised to feel a little uncomfortable with the idea of Bridget writing about their relationship. The site she worked for got quite a bit of traffic and he wasn't sure he wanted tens of thousands of people knowing the details of his particular relationship style. It wasn't necessarily fair of him to feel that way, though, so he refrained from offering an outright objection.

    "For the site?"

    She shook her head. "No. I was thinking something more like a newsletter. An email newsletter. I was...well, I was thinking I'd like to do it under a pen name. That feels...I don't know, safer. I mean, you never know who could end up reading this kind of thing and I'm not sure I want certain kinds of guys trying to find me in real life, you know?"

    Jonathan hadn't thought about that part of it, but of course Bridget would be wary of generating attention from a certain kind of guy. "That makes sense. That makes a lot of sense, actually. Would it be the sort of thing you'd try to make money from, or are you just looking to write?"

    "It would be nice to make money from it. I mean, paid newsletters are definitely a thing and I'll bet I could find an audience willing to give me a bit of money in exchange for genuine help in this particular area."

    Bridget caressed his face and then gently ran her index finger over Jonathan's lips as she studied his face. He felt an urge - a significant urge - to try and take her finger into his mouth, but he repressed it. It wasn't really appropriate behavior for the park, though that didn't stop his body from feeling a surge of arousal at the mere contemplation of it.

    "It turns me on that you're so eager to be a good boy for me, Jonathan." She caressed his face once more and then rested her hand against his cheek. "Even the simplest things can be a turn on for me, like when I told you I wanted a foot rub last night and you didn't hesitate to offer it. You didn't roll your eyes. You didn't show any hint of frustration. Instead, you were excited to rub my feet. You were excited to be a good boy, Jonathan, and that always makes my pussy wet. It makes me tingle. It makes me feel like I'm floating a little bit."

    "I feel the same way," he said. "When I get to be a good boy for you, that is."

    Jonathan felt it in that moment. He felt the tingling. He felt the floating sensation. He knew it was desire of a particular kind, of the sort he only really felt when he was being a good boy for his girlfriend.

    "I'm not going to do it here in the park, but I feel a strong desire to sit on your face right now," she said. "To feel your head between my thighs. To see the look of lust in your eyes as I pull my panties aside and offer you my pussy. To see how desperately you want to taste me, to make me cum."

    "I do want that," he replied. "I'd do it in the park, too. I don't care."

    Bridget ran her index finger over his lips again, but this time she had a lusty look on her face. Jonathan opened his mouth ever-so-slightly and she accepted the invitation and slipped her finger between his lips. He closed them around her invading flesh and sucked gently.

    In an instant Bridget's breathing was heavier and her eyes lit up with desire. She quickly slipped a second finger into his mouth and moved both in and out. Jonathan's cock was hard. He didn't care that anyone that looked over would see his girlfriend gently fucking his mouth. He didn't care that they'd see him sucking her fingers with such wanton desire. All that mattered was that his willingness to be invaded in that manner was quite clearly turning her on.

    Bridget pulled her fingers from his mouth, gently wiped them on the blanket, and said, "Kiss me."

    He sat up, rested a hand on the side of her face for a moment, and then leaned in. Their lips met and immediately parted. Their tongues entwined in the deeply passionate manner of two people that desperately wanted each other. Jonathan was convinced their clothes would have come off almost instantly were they not in the park. As it was, his cock throbbed with desire and he suspected that were he to press his fingers against her panties he woudl find them soaked with desire that matched his own.

    "I want you," he whispered.

    "I want you too," she replied. "I want to sit on your face. I want to smother you with my pussy. I want to leave you covered in my juices after you make me cum. I want to tease your cock. I want to stroke it and kiss it and lick it and suck on it."

    Bridget straddled him with such speed and deftness that Jonathan was caught off guard. He recovered as her lips neared his and met her passion for another deep kiss, this time with her grinding in his lap as a thrilling bonus.

    "I want to drive you mad with desire," she whispered. "I want to make your dick so hard it hurts. I want to make you beg for the pleasure of being inside me, of fucking your girlfriend. I want to tease you as I sit on your cock. I want to milk you with my pussy. I want to watch the pleasure on your face as I ride you slowly."

    They weren't having sex, but the pleasure of her grinding back and forth in his lap was nearly the same as if he was inside her, especially since nearly a week had passed since she'd last let him cum and he was feeling rather pent up.

    The intense arousal coursing through him made it difficult for Jonathan to restrain himself. He wanted to lift the back of Bridget's dress and grab her ass. He wanted to pull her panties aside and finger her while she moved her hips over his lap. He wanted to slip the straps of her sundress from her shoulder, free her breasts, and flick his tongue back and forth over her stiff nipple while she moaned.

    "You're so hard for me," she whispered.

    "I'm so turned on...this feels...this feels so good Bridget...I'm actually...fuck, I think you need to stop."

    "Why?"

    "Because...because I might cum."

    Bridget's smile communicated her utter delight at the idea that she'd turned Jonathan on so thoroughly that he might actually cum in his pants. She didn't slow the movements of her hips, either. Instead, she sped up a little and dropped her hips lower, generating even more friction.

    "Bridget...please..."

    Jonathan was pleading, but it wasn't entirely clear what he was pleading for. He wanted to cum and yet it would be horribly embarrassing to make such a mess in his pants.

    "If you don't stop...I won't be able to stop myself from..."

    She shut him up by kissing him. Her tongue moved deep into his mouth as her fingers danced through his hair before settling on the back of his neck.

    "I want you to cum in your pants," she said softly. "I want you to be a good boy and cum in your pants for me."

    It was the last thing he'd ever expected to hear from a girlfriend. It wasn't the sort of thing most women wanted their boyfriends to do. Bridget wanted it, though, and despite the embarrassment he'd feel, Jonathan was in no position to deny his girlfriend what she wanted.

    "Cum for me," she reiterated. "Be a good boy and cum for me."

    Jonathan came in his pants. She kissed him and he moaned into her mouth while cum filled his underwear. His loins pulsed with pleasure that was among the most intense he'd ever felt. She lured her tongue into his mouth and sucked like she was giving a blowjob, further enhancing his already intoxicatingly pleasurable orgasm.

    "I've never done that before," Bridget said with a sweet smile. "I have to say...I really enjoyed how that made me feel. So much so that I think I need you to take me back to my place and make me cum several times. After we get you cleaned up, that is."

    "I can't think of anything I'd enjoy more than worshiping you for the rest of the afternoon," he replied.

    She kissed him slowly and deeply. She held his head in her hands and slowly moved her hips over his crotch, sending shockwaves of post-orgasmic pleasure through his body.

    "You were a very good boy," she whispered. "So much so that I'm going to make you cum a second time today. Not until later - not until you've worshiped my body and taken me to dinner - but I'm going to let you fuck me tonight and I'm going to let you take your time so the orgasm is especially good."

    Jonathan smiled. "I love you so much, Bridget."

    "I love you too."

    She climbed off his lap, opened her water bottle, and took a sip of the sangria hidden inside as Jonathan looked down to see that there was only the smallest wet spot in his jeans. Thankfully, the cum hadn't yet soaked through, which meant he had a chance of getting back to her place without it being obvious to everyone on the street that he'd cum in his pants.

    It didn't really matter if someone noticed he'd cum in his pants, though. Jonathan had done it for Bridget. He'd done it to be a good boy for her and she'd fought more delight than he'd expected in it.

    Being a good boy for the woman he loved was all that really mattered, and if that meant cumming in his pants in public, then Jonathan was happy to do so.
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    "I love days like today," Bridget announced as she squeezed Jonathan's hand and pulled him a little closer.

    "Days like today?"

    She glanced at him, smiled, and said, "The day after a big thunderstorm. The humidity has broken. The city feels fresher and cleaner. The weather is so beautiful. The plants look greener. The flowers look a little brighter. It's a perfect day to be here."

    They were at the same botanical garden where they'd met. They were celebrating their three month anniversary. It had been Jonathan's idea and Bridget had seemed genuinely touched when he'd suggested it. They'd been at her apartment at the time and she'd quickly straddled him, slipped her tongue into his mouth, kicking off what ended up being a rousing night of spectacular sex that included three orgasms for her and two for him.

    "I couldn't agree more," he said as images from that night danced through his head. It was just over a week ago and it was the last time he'd cum, though Bridget had enjoyed an orgasm almost every day since then. "And you look as radiantly beautiful as ever."

    She smiled, stopped, and pulled him close for a kiss. Her perfume blended with the scent of flowers - roses, Jonathan surmised - as her tongue slipped into his mouth for a moment before departing. He ran his hands down the back of her sundress - she owned a seemingly limitless supply of them and never failed to look utterly flawless in one - and stopped at the top of her ass, pressing his fingers into her soft flesh and eliciting a moan as Bridget pushed her hips forward.

    After the kiss she leaned back and for the briefest moment Jonathan saw a look of gentle worry on her face. It was replaced by a smile - the kind that made her eyes light up - just a moment later, but he couldn't quite shake the sensation of worry her look had transferred to him.

    "Is everything okay?" he asked.

    "Yeah. Why?"

    "I...well, I saw a look on your face. It was brief, but it was...I don't know...it was just a look."

    She squeezed his hand, kissed him on the cheek, and led him into the rose garden, which was in full bloom and featured a wide array of colors. Bees buzzed from plant to plant and the floral scent in the air was astonishing.

    "I like that you know me so well," she said softly. "I'm not sure anyone has ever known me as well as you do."

    There was nothing in the tone of her voice that should have worried Jonathan, and yet he couldn't help but feel like she was on the verge of telling him something he wouldn't want to hear.

    "I had a dream about you."

    Jonathan let out a breath he didn't know he'd been holding in. Whatever Bridget had to say, it couldn't have been all that bad if it began with a dream.

    "Well, it was sort of about you, I guess. You were in it."

    His curiosity had been piqued. "What kind of dream?"

    Bridget seemed reluctant to share, which brought back a touch of the nervousness Jonathan had felt earlier, though it seemed impossible that anything that happened in a dream could be a bother to him.

    "It was a...well, not a sex dream, but something like that. A hook up dream, I guess? Or a make out dream."

    They walked into an area of rose bushes as tall as Bridget and suddenly they were surrounded by flowers and thorny branches. They had privacy, though, and it felt wonderfully intimate.

    "Making out with who?" he asked.

    She looked away for a moment and then squeezed his hand. "That's the thing. It wasn't actually someone I know. It just...it just wasn't you."

    Jonathan's heart fluttered, which was a bit confusing. Bridget seemed a touch distressed and there he was feeling a flash of excitement at the idea that she'd kissed someone else in her dream.

    "But you said I was there. What...what was I doing?"

    She looked up at him, paused for a few moments while holding his gaze, and said, "You were watching."

    "I was watching you kiss another man?"

    She stepped closer and her breasts pressed into his chest. They felt wondrous and soft and Jonathan's cock grew as his heart rate increased. "You were," she said softly. "In the dream you were doing it for me. Watching, I mean. I was locked in this deep, beautiful kiss with another man and you were watching...like a good boy."

    Jonathan's cock was hard and Bridget could feel it. She pressed her hips forward and moved them in slow circles, eliciting a moan from him in the process.

    "Did I like watching?" he asked.

    Bridget nodded. "You did. You were excited to watch. You were turned on, actually."

    "Does that mean...does that mean that's what you want? If you dreamed it, does that mean that you'd want me to be turned on watching you kiss another man? That you'd want me to...to want that?"

    Her lips neared his. "I don't really know," she whispered. "I know that I woke up wet, though. My panties were soaked. I woke up thinking about you, too. Wishing you were there. Wishing I could have you between my legs, wishing I could feel your tongue against my clit. Wishing my morning could begin with my good boy worshiping my pussy and making me cum as many times as I could take."

    Jonathan was tempted to fall to his knees right there in the rose garden. He wanted to lift her dress, pull her panties aside, and make her cum amongst the fragrant bushes.

    "Can I go down on you now? Can I worship your pussy right here?" he asked.

    Bridget looked surprised - in the best way possible - before kissing him. It was another deep kiss. A slow, deep, passionate kiss. Then, with her lips achingly close to his she whispered, "Yes, you can worship my pussy. Be a good boy and get on your knees."

    Jonathan fell to his knees and ran his hands up her thighs and under her dress. He pulled aside her delicate panties and slipped two fingers into her pussy, bathing them in her wetness.

    He lifted the front of her dress and leaned in. The soft fabric fell over the back of his head and Jonathan's tongue found his girlfriend's clit. He lapped at it, offering urgent, strong licks to provide an orgasm as quickly as possible.

    "Fuck," she said softly. "You're such a good boy for me, Jonathan. Make me cum. Make me cum while I think about that dream. While I think about kissing someone else while you watch."

    It struck Jonathan as both innocent - she'd dreamed of merely kissing someone, after all - and wildly naughty, as she'd dreamed about kissing someone other than him and about doing so while he sat and watched like a good boy. In some ways, that intersection of innocence and naughtiness was precisely what he loved about Bridget, for she often embodied both of those qualities.

    She came in less than a minute. Her thighs trembled and she leaned forward, depriving him of the taste of her pussy. Jonathan leaned back and looked up to see orgasmic bliss on her face.

    When it was over, Bridget smiled down at him. She ran her fingers through his hair and then bent over and kissed him while he ran his hands up the backs of her thighs.

    "Thank you for letting me worship your pussy," he whispered.

    "Believe me, it was my pleasure," she replied.

    Bridget stood up straight and offered a hand to help Jonathan to his feet. They strolled through the rest of the rose garden, sharing soft kisses and gentle caresses as his cock slowly deflated until the bulge had completely disappeared.

    They departed the rose garden and strolled through a meadow filled with bright, beautiful wildflowers, planted in a seemingly haphazard manner that made the experience all the more beautiful. In addition to the bees, butterflies floated from flower to flower, quickly feeding before moving on to the next.

    They talked about the growth at the chocolate factory - they'd gotten their product into a small chain of local stores - and Bridget offered more details on her plans for a newsletter targeted at women that craved a different kind of control in their romantic relationships. The kind of control that Bridget enjoyed. Jonathan couldn't help but get excited at the idea of his girlfriend's interest in that sort of control both crystallizing and perhaps growing even deeper as she wrote about it. He certainly hoped that might happen.

    As they stepped into the section of the garden dedicated to tropical plants - this part was indoors in a more humid environment designed to nurture those plants - Jonathan moved behind Bridget, wrapped his arms around her, and kissed her neck softly.

    "I'd watch, you know," he said before offering another kiss. "I think...I think I'd probably be like in your dream, too. I mean, if you were enjoying kissing someone else I think there's a very good chance that I'd enjoy watching."

    "Because making me happy is the most important thing to you?" she asked.

    He'd never said it in such a direct manner, but that was absolutely how he felt. Without question. So much so that he experienced a surge of both happiness and lust as he considered the idea that making Bridget happy - even if it meant watching her make out with another guy - was the most important thing in the world to him.

    "Yes. That's exactly what it is. Nothing is more important to me than making you happy, Bridget. Nothing in the world, and it's worth making all kinds of sacrifices to ensure your happiness."

    "We've been invited to a party tonight," she said with a smile. "Well, me and a plus one, I guess. I'd like to go, though."

    "Okay."

    "It's at a bar. Or a cocktail lounge, I guess. A friend of mine has rented the place out for the night to celebrate her birthday. Lots of people will be there. Some I know. Some I don't."

    She smiled in a way that made it seem absolutely certain she intended on making out with someone at the party.

    "You'll really be okay watching?" she asked.

    His cock twitched and a tingle of pleasure emanated from between his legs. "I don't know why, but I find myself kind of excited at the prospect of watching. So yeah, I won't mind."

    "Let's go back to our spot."

    Bridget took his hand and led them to the spot where they'd fooled around on the day they met. She sat in his lap and they spent half an hour kissing, touching, and generally fooling around. Jonathan very nearly came in his pants again, but Bridget held off this time, choosing instead to keep him in a place of desire. As much as he wanted to cum, it was a wise choice on her part, as it would make it a great deal easier for him to enjoy whatever was going to unfold at the party that night.

    ---

    The cocktail bar wasn't the sort of place Jonathan usually went to. He suspected the same was true of Bridget. The aesthetic was high end and the drinks were insanely expensive. It seemed like the sort of place that wealthy young finance types visited in the hopes of hooking up with gorgeous, high class women.

    On this particular night, though, the bar was filled with a broad mix of people, owing to the fact that Bridget's friend had invited seemingly everyone she knew to her birthday party. Because of that, Jonathan felt a great deal more comfortable than he otherwise would have as he entered. He'd changed into a suit - the dress code was formal - and Bridget had informed him that she'd be getting there ahead of him as she wanted to look like a single girl as she entered the party.

    The music was loud enough that Jonathan suspected it would be impossible to carry on much of a conversation with anyone. That was fine by him, though. He wasn't at the party to hang out with anyone. He was there to watch as his girlfriend made out with another man.

    On his first visual pass of the room Jonathan failed to find Bridget. She hadn't told him what she'd be wearing, though, and he realized he likely needed to look a little closer because she wouldn't be in a sundress and cardigan.

    On his second visual pass of the room he found her. She was wearing a tight red dress and a pair of strappy three inch heels. Her hair was styled in a decidedly sexy manner and her makeup was done in the same fashion. She looked astoundingly beautiful and entirely different than he'd ever seen her before.

    Jonathan also noticed the guy Bridget was sitting with. They were in a booth in the far corner of the bar. He was sitting on the inside and her body was turned towards him. Her drink was nearly empty - she'd likely arrived quite some time ago - and the guy's drink was empty.

    When a waiter walked by the guy signaled and with a smile ordered what Jonathan imagined was two more drinks. Bridget watched the waiter go and then turned to the man she was talking to - who happened to be exceptionally good looking - and her lips curled into a beautiful smile.

    The guy was talking, but her smile seemed to shut him up. He stared at her for a few seconds and then moved a little closer and reached up to brush a few stray blonde hairs behind her ear.

    Then he leaned in and kissed her. Bridget leaned in too. Jonathan moved closer and found a seat where he could watch without it being painfully obvious he was doing so. He witnessed the entire kiss. He saw the guy's hand move to Bridget's leg. He saw her lips part. He saw the guy's tongue move into her mouth for a moment.

    Jonathan's heart pounded as he watched. He felt nervous, but the arousal was far more potent. Significant, really. So much so that his cock had come to life and he was half hard by the time the kiss ended.

    The guy smiled as he leaned back. Then he said something that made Bridget smile. Then she scooted closer to him, put a hand on his leg, and leaned in. He smiled - a victorious kind of smile - before their lips met for another kiss.

    This time, though, it wasn't just a kiss. This time it developed into a full-on make out session. It was like they were college students at a frat party. They kissed, and kissed, and kissed. He touched her waist. His hand moved towards her breasts, stopping just short of touching them. He moved his fingers back down until they rested on the bare skin of her thigh just below the bottom of her dress.

    To Jonathan's astonishment, Bridget parted her thighs, doing so as far as her tight dress seemed willing to allow. The guy took the hint and let his fingers wander further up Bridget's thighs.

    He kissed her neck and Jonathan was certain she moaned. Her lips were parted. Her eyes were closed. The guy's hand was under her dress and it seemed entirely possible that Bridget had gone from making out with someone to getting fingered by someone.

    Then, as the guy was kissing her neck, Bridget turned her head and met Jonathan's gaze. Her eyes lit up and she smiled. She held his gaze until it seemed as though she couldn't keep her eyes open any longer. They closed and she bit her lower lip before unleashing what must have been a beautiful moan.

    Jonathan was convinced she was being fingered. Someone else was fingering his girlfriend's pussy at a party. It really was like they were in college again, and for whatever reason it felt just as exciting as if he'd been the freshman getting his fingers inside a beautiful girl for the first time despite the fact that he was sitting at a high top table with a drink in front of him while his girlfriend found pleasure with another man.

    Jonathan couldn't quite tell, but it seemed possible that Bridget had cum on the guy's fingers by the time he pulled his hand from between her legs. He certainly smiled like he'd given her an orgasm and she certainly kissed him like she was lost in a sense of gratitude for the person that had just provided her with an orgasm.

    Bridget leaned in and said something to him. He nodded and she slipped out of the booth and strode towards the bathroom. She offered Jonathan a gentle nod of her head and he waited a few moments and slid off his bar stool and followed a handful of steps behind her.

    As soon as he rounded a corner Bridget grabbed him and pulled his lips to hers for a kiss. A deep kiss of the kind he'd witnessed her indulging in with another man. He thought of how no more than a minute ago someone else's lips had been pressed against hers and someone else's tongue had been deep in her mouth. The thought thrilled him and led to an almost instant erection.

    "Did he make you cum?" Jonathan asked the first chance he got.

    Bridget nodded.

    "Was it good?"

    "Yes, but mostly because you were watching. I was so turned on knowing you were sitting there and watching, Jonathan. That you were being such a good boy and watching me fool around with another man. I don't know why...it just made me so wet. That's why I let him finger me. I wanted to cum. I wanted him to make me cum while you watched."

    He kissed her again. He had to. He had to feel her tongue in his mouth. He had to feel her body pressed against his. He had to.

    "He asked me back to his apartment," she said. "He wants to fuck me."

    Jonathan studied her face to discern if she wanted to do that. He felt deeply anxious at the idea of her having sex with someone else - it was a huge leap past getting fingered - but he knew immediately that he would offer no objection.

    "I told him that was moving too fast for me," Bridget added.

    Relief flooded Jonathan's body.

    "But I want to make him cum. Not that he necessarily deserves an orgasm just because he gave me one - you know that's not how I feel about that sort of thing."

    Jonathan knew and it thrilled him each and every time Bridget denied him an orgasm.

    "I just...I want to feel his cock in my hand. I want to listen to him moan. I want to make him feel good. Then I want to tell you all about it while I have your cock in my hand."

    She reached between Jonathan's legs and stroked him through his pants while their tongues mingled deeply. He probably would have cum in his pants with no more than a minute of vigorous stroking, but Bridget stopped after just a handful of seconds.

    "I'm going to take him to the bathroom and give him a handjob," she said. "You're going to wait while I do so. Then we're going back to my place." Bridget stepped back, smiled at his erection, and added, "Wait here until I walk past with him."

    She walked away and Jonathan waited. A short time later Bridget walked by with a man trailing behind her. He was pawing at her. They stopped at the door to the bathroom and she pulled him in for a kiss. She grabbed his cock and stroked him through his pants while Jonathan watched. Then they stepped into the bathroom and he heard Bridget lock the door.

    Jonathan stepped closer. To anyone else it would have looked like he was waiting to use the bathroom. He wasn't, though. He was listening. He was listening to someone grunt and groan as he got a handjob from a beautiful girl in a tight red dress. He was listening to his girlfriend jerk someone else off.

    It wasn't long before those grunts and groans got loud. Then they tapered off. Bridget had just made someone else cum and she'd done so no more than six feet from where Jonathan was standing.

    Not long after, the bathroom door opened and Bridget smiled at Jonathan, took his hand, and led him out of the bar.

    "You listened?" she asked once they were on the street.

    "I did."

    Her eyes were alive with lust. She stared at him for a moment and then kissed him.

    "I was kissing him as he came. I was kissing him and stroking his cock as he blew his load in the sink. I felt so...powerful, Jonathan. I felt so powerful holding a relative stranger's cock and giving him an orgasm. It was incredible."

    "I was turned on," he admitted. "Listening. It was such a turn on."

    "I changed my mind," Bridget said. "About giving you a handjob. I need to get fucked. Let's go to my place. Now."

    They ordered an Uber and made out for most of the ride to Bridget's building, no doubt annoying the driver with their unbridled lust. Once out of the car they rushed up the stairs and into her apartment and practically tore each other's clothes off.

    Bridget grabbed Jonathan's cock and led him to the bedroom where she quickly dressed him in a condom, got on her back, and spread her legs.

    "Fuck me," she demanded. "Fuck me hard."

    Jonathan had never seen her like that and he loved it. Something about fooling around with another man had unleashed this beautifully naughty side of her and he gleefully crawled between her legs, slipped his cock inside her, and fucked his girlfriend.

    "It really turned you on to fool around with him, didn't it?" he asked while thrusting in and out of her pussy.

    Bridget smiled and nodded. "It turned me on to do it while you watched and listened, baby. Yes, he was handsome. Yes, he was a good kisser. Yes, he fingered my pussy like it was an art form he'd perfected. Yes, his cock was beautiful and great fun to play with, but knowing you were there is what really turned me on. Knowing that you were doing as you were told, that you were sitting and watching as your girlfriend made out with another man, as she got fingered by another man, as she made another man cum...it was so fucking hot, Jonathan."

    Jonathan found himself lured into her arousal - her arousal at his eagerness to be a good boy - and his balls tightened as each thrust felt increasingly pleasurable.

    "I love you, Bridget, and I just want to make you happy. I'd even watch as you fucked someone else."

    She came. She closed her eyes, arched her back, and came. Jonathan was stunned, and yet his orgasm followed almost immediately. His body shuddered as he released his seed into the condom while thoughts of everything that had played out that day - from the botanical garden to the bar - played out in his head.

    "I might take you up on that," she said as her body continued to twitch from the pleasure of her climax.

    Jonathan smiled and lost himself in a long, slow, deep kiss with his girlfriend.

    If she wanted him to watch, he would. He wanted to be a good boy for her, after all.

  
    Good Boy - Part 8
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     Bridget sat across Jonathan's stomach in a black lace bodysuit that hugged her body in the most arousing manner he'd ever seen. Her hair was pulled back into a short ponytail and her lips glistened with just a hint of pink gloss. Jonathan had never seen her wear gloss and he found it alluring, mostly because it made him want to kiss her, something she'd yet to do since crawling atop him.

    "A friend of mine told me that I seemed happier than she'd ever seen me," Bridget noted as she reached up and pulled the tie from her hair, releasing the ponytail. "I told her I'd found the perfect man."

    A joyful smile spread its way across Jonathan's face. He'd told a few of his friends that Bridget was the perfect woman and he loved that she seemingly felt the same way about him.

    "She asked what made you perfect," she continued.

    "What did you tell her?"

    Bridget smiled, shifted her hips back until her lace-clad pussy rested against his underwear, and then leaned forward to gently kiss his neck as the softest of moans escaped her lips. "I told her the truth."

    He groaned as her tongue danced over his skin.

    "I told her that I finally found someone that fits perfectly with me. Someone that puts my happiness above his own. Someone that likes doing as he's told. Someone that likes being a good boy for me."

    Jonathan felt a touch of angst as the idea of someone else knowing about the inner workings of their relationship. He wasn't ashamed of the way he was with Bridget, but he was wary of people thinking of him as weak, or strange.

    "I told her I was considering writing a newsletter for women that would be interested in having a relationship with a man like you. A man that wants nothing more than to be a good boy, that wants to do as he's told, that likes the idea of surrendering a great deal of control to the woman he's in love with."

    Bridget began to grind her hips as she talked, and the arousal that followed washed away any sense of worry Jonathan felt. He'd gone nearly two weeks without an orgasm and it didn't take much for his mind to get foggy with what felt like an overwhelming sense of desire.

    "She told me she'd subscribe to that newsletter, Jonathan, that she liked the idea of being with a man that was willing to surrender control to a woman."

    Bridget sat up and dragged her hips forward again. She reached back and grasped Jonathan's cock through his underwear and stroked him while smiling in the most beautiful manner. She seemed so perfect in that moment, so comfortable in her control over him. She knew he'd do as he was told, both in bed and otherwise in their relationship. She knew if she wanted to spend the next two hours teasing his cock relentlessly that he wouldn't complain. She knew that if she wanted him to spend the next two hours worshiping her beautiful body that he'd do that, too.

    "You like surrendering control to me, don't you?"

    "I do," he answered.

    "You've liked it from the start."

    He nodded.

    "And I like that you're so willing to give me control, to do as you're told, to be a good boy for me. I like that you don't even have to think about it, that it's not difficult for you, that it's simply the way you are, that you actually prefer to be in a relationship where you can enjoy the freedom of simply surrendering and doing as you're told."

    Jonathan's dick was so hard it ached in the confines of his underwear. His first thought in that moment, though, was that he wanted Bridget to sit on his face. He would have enjoyed having sex with her, of course, but he wanted to taste her pussy, to massage her clit with his tongue, to make her cum.

    "Would you be willing to let me write about our relationship? I'd use a pen name, of course, but would you be willing to let me write about you being a good boy so that I could inspire other women like me to take control of their relationships?"

    Jonathan nodded and Bridget leaned down, kissed his neck, and whispered, "Say it for me."

    "Yes, I'd love it if you wrote about our relationship."

    Her lips hovered above his as she smiled. He was desperate to kiss her, but Jonathan kept his head on the pillow as Bridget was in a more controlling mood than usual and he didn't want to disappoint her by acting in the name of his own desire.

    "I told my friend about the handjob," Bridget whispered.

    Jonathan's eyes went wide for a moment and his pulse quickened as he thought of his girlfriend offering a handjob - and making a guy cum - in the bar bathroom at her friend's birthday party. He thought of the sex they'd had that night, of how Bridget had cum right after Jonathan had asserted that he'd be willing to watch her fuck someone else. He thought of how hard he'd cum after that admission and how he'd spent days wondering if the quickness and pleasure of his orgasm meant that he really did want to watch her have sex with another man.

    "I told her that you were such a good boy that you were willing to watch me have sex with another man."

    Jonathan groaned as he felt an unexpected surge of pleasure. His cock strained against the slightly snug fabric of his underwear and he ran his fingers along Bridget's thighs, eliciting a smile and soft moan from his girlfriend.

    "Is that still something you'd be willing to do, Jonathan?"

    "Yes," he admitted with a nod.

    Bridget smiled. "Such a quick answer."

    "Have you been...have you been thinking about it?" he asked.

    She studied his face for a few seconds and then sat up, climbed off of Jonathan, and deftly removed his underwear. A moment later Bridget's body was snugly pressed against his and her fingers were wrapped around his stiff shaft.

    "I have been thinking about it," she admitted before kissing his neck. "It's not the sex I've been thinking about, though."

    "Really?"

    Bridget moaned softly and ran her fingers over the underside of Jonathan's cock. "It's your willingness to watch. That's what I keep thinking about. That's not the kind of thing most men would do. That's the kind of thing that would drive most men crazy with jealousy. That's the kind of thing most men would absolutely hate, and yet you agreed to do it without any real hesitation."

    She gathered the precum leaking from his cock, grasped the head, and squeezed it in a gentle, massively alluring manner that left Jonathan's body trembling from the sheer pleasure of it.

    "It was the same thing at the bar. You watched me flirt with him. You watched me kiss him. You sat there like a good boy and watched as another man's hand moved under my dress, as another man offered me pleasure. You watched me welcome his tongue into my mouth as he rubbed my pussy through my panties. I thought about you while he was pleasuring me. I thought about you watching. I thought about you sitting there like a good boy and watching because it's what I wanted."

    She kissed him. Her soft, glossy lips met his. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and Jonathan immediately thought of Bridget kissing the guy from the bar. He thought of how enraptured he'd been with the sight of her fooling around with someone else, how erotic the experience had been.

    "When I had him in the bathroom, when I had his cock in my hand, I thought of you standing just a few feet away. I gave him pleasure while I thought of you. I gave another man an orgasm and you were in my head, Jonathan. Making him cum felt better because I knew you were right outside the door, waiting like a good boy because that's what I'd told you to do."

    "I can't help but want to do as you tell me to do, Bridget," he said.

    She smiled and kissed him again. This time it was deeper. More passionate. She moaned while their tongues entwined. She stroked his cock a little faster, too, and Jonathan's thighs trembled once more from the intensity of the arousal coursing through him.

    Bridget kept stroking him as she pulled back a little. Her lips glistened with both the gloss and a touch of saliva. She studied Jonathan's face in a decidedly loving manner, like she was marveling at the strength of her feelings for him.

    "I feel lucky to have found you, Jonathan."

    "Not nearly as lucky as I feel, I bet," he replied.

    Bridget smiled and straddled him. She pulled aside the delicate lace that covered her pussy and rubbed the head of his cock back and forth over her pussy lips. He rarely enjoyed that sort of contact without the barrier of a condom between them and the pleasure of it was astonishing.

    "It makes me so wet to think of you watching, Jonathan," Bridget said.

    She closed her eyes, moved her fingers to the base of his cock, and rubbed it over her pussy lips with greater speed. Jonathan noted that she was clearly rubbing her clit with it, too, and he felt very much like he was being used as an almost literal sex toy. The notion put a smile on his face while he reveled in the pleasure of Bridget's warmth and wetness around the head of his cock.

    "I want to watch," he replied. "I want to watch you cum with someone else's cock inside you. I want to watch you fuck him in every way you desire. I want to watch you satisfy yourself with someone else's cock. I want to watch you satisfy someone else."

    She opened her eyes. "Yeah? You want to watch me make another man cum?"

    Jonathan nodded. "That sounds really hot, honestly."

    "And what if he was the only man that got to cum that night? What if I decided that I wanted you to watch me make another man cum while sacrificing your orgasm, your pleasure? Would you be willing to do that?"

    "Yes, especially if it made you happy. If it turned you on."

    Bridget smiled. "It's the first time I've ever thought about that, to be honest, but I can tell you that it really turned me on to think about you sacrificing your pleasure. Could you do it if I'd made you wait two weeks for an orgasm, or would it be painful to watch me make another man cum while denying you an orgasm?"

    "It would be painful. It would. Probably more than I'm imagining. I'd still do it, though. I just...I feel like I'd be willing to endure just about anything in the name of making you happy, Bridget."

    Jonathan's loins tingled with pleasure and he was certain he'd cum with just a bit more stimulation. He was worried, in fact, that he might climax long before Bridget wanted him to.

    "I'm really close," he said.

    Bridget smiled, took the head of his cock inside her for just a moment, and then lifted her hips and sat between his legs. "Rub my feet and legs."

    Jonathan sat up and she inched forward until her feet rested in his lap. He gave her the rub she desired and she smiled at him and pulled the lace over her pussy, denying him the view he craved.

    "That feels so good," she said softly.

    Jonathan wanted to cum. He wanted to fuck his girlfriend. He wanted to be inside her, to claim the orgasm he so desperately craved after two weeks without a climax.

    He relished the opportunity to rub her, though. To see the look on her face as he made her feel good. To run his fingers over her smooth, soft skin. To lean forward and rub her inner thighs and listen to the soft and decidedly erotic moan that escaped her lips as he served her needs while putting his own aside.

    As the massage continued, Bridget's hands began to wander. She laid her head back, closed her eyes, and ran her fingers over the delicate lace of her bodysuit. She grasped her breasts and played with them, squeezing the soft flesh in the manner Jonathan desperately wished he was doing in that moment.

    She reached between her legs and gently rubbed her pussy through the lingerie, moaning softly while Jonathan's fingers moved up her calves, past her knees, and to the middle of her thighs before he rubbed all the way down to her feet.

    "You look so beautiful," he said.

    She moaned. "Do you like watching me masturbate?"

    "Yes."

    Bridget lifted her head and smiled. "I like that you're watching. I like that you haven't begged to fuck me. I like that you didn't hesitate to massage me despite your obvious desire to have an orgasm. It turns me on, Jonathan. It makes my pussy so wet that you're so...so obedient."

    Jonathan couldn't remember her describing him with that particular word and for some reason it felt astoundingly hot to hear her say it. It was true. He was obedient. With her, at least. It thrilled him to be obedient, to put his desires aside and prioritize hers. It felt so good to do so that he was quite certain his greatest desire was simply to tend to Bridget's needs.

    "That really turns me on," he said.

    "I know it does. I know you like being a good boy. I know you like being obedient. I know you like when I acknowledge it."

    He did. He loved when she acknowledged it. It felt thrilling and kinky and beautiful.

    "I want you to kiss your way up my legs. Start with the tops of my feet. Take your time," she instructed.

    Jonathan shifted his body and got on his knees. He lowered his head and he kissed the tops of her feet. He moved from one to the other and he watched Bridget masturbate as he followed her instructions. As he obeyed.

    "Mmm, your lips are so soft. So soft and beautiful. That feels so good, baby. You're being such a good boy for me."

    He could hear the arousal in her voice. He could see it in the way her hard nipples showed through the lace of her bodysuit. He could see it in the dampness between her legs, a dampness he wished he could taste.

    As Bridget masturbated, Jonathan continued his slow kissing trek up her legs. He took his time as she instructed, running his fingers over her smooth skin while his lips showered her in soft, gentle kisses. He watched as Bridget rubbed her pussy and played with her tits. He listened to her beautiful moans. His cock throbbed throughout, too, his arousal far too strong to be deflated by something as simple as a lack of direct stimulation.

    When Jonathan reached her inner thighs, Bridget rubbed her pussy faster. He could hear the wetness at that point and he found himself overtaken with a genuine hunger to taste her, to put his tongue inside her, to feel her warmth and wetness.

    "I'm going to make you watch, Jonathan," she said. "I'm going to make you watch multiple times, in fact. I'm not going to start with sex. I'm going to draw it out. I'll start with making you watch me give someone else a handjob. I'm going to make you watch as we kiss, as he plays with my tits, as he fingers my pussy, as I stroke his cock, as he gives me an orgasm, as I give him an orgasm. I'm going to make you watch all of it."

    Jonathan moaned. He had to. He wanted to cum. He wanted to watch. He was so fucking turned on. "Thank you," he said.

    Bridget came. She lifted her hips and gripped the sheets while the orgasm left her body trembling as Jonathan kept kissing her thighs.

    When her hips finally came back down, Bridget lifted her head and smiled at him. "That was lovely. Better than lovely, actually. Incredible. What a nice touch to thank me for the privilege of getting to watch as I make another man cum."

    Jonathan groaned in pleasure. She'd just cum but she was still having fun controlling him, teasing him, thrilling him.

    "It would be a privilege to watch. I can picture your fingers around someone else's cock and...I don't know, it seems really hot. Really sexy."

    "It will be," she replied. Bridget reached down and pulled aside the lace covering her pussy. "You may put your tongue inside me. My clit is too sensitive for any direct stimulation, but you can taste me, Jonathan. You can taste my pussy. You're not cumming tonight, though. I think you'll make me cum a few more times, but you're not cumming tonight."

    He saw the arousal on her face. It turned her on to deny him, which turned him on. It made sacrificing his orgasm feel good. Thrilling, even.

    "I love you, Bridget," he said.

    She smiled. "You're such a good boy. I love you too."

    He plunged his tongue inside her and experienced pure bliss. He was a good boy and that was really all he wanted to be, even if it meant sacrificing his orgasms or watching his girlfriend fool around with or fuck other guys. If Bridget wanted it, then Jonathan wanted it. It was really that simple.
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     "Two pain au chocolat, please."

    The girl behind the register rang up the order and Jonathan tapped his card against the reader as she bagged two chocolate croissants. He added a generous tip, took the bag, and turned to head back to the sidewalk where Bridget waited.

    Jonathan stopped when he saw her talking to a guy. He was tall and good-looking and their body language seemed to indicate they knew each other. The fact that Bridget reached out and rubbed the guy's arm - in a friendly sort of way - provided further evidence that she'd run into someone they knew.

    Bridget turned as Jonathan stepped out of the bakery and smiled brightly at him. He came over and she offered a quick kiss on the cheek before introducing her friend.

    "Jonathan, this is my friend Brad," she said. "We knew each other in college."

    "Nice to meet you."

    Brad smiled as they shook hands. "You too, Jonathan." He turned to Bridget. "And it was really, really good to see you again, Bridget. I'd love to meet up for a drink or take you guys to dinner while you're in town, so let me know if you have any free time."

    Bridget entwined her arm with Jonathan's, smiled, and said, "I will. Good to see you."

    Brad waved and stepped into the bakery as Bridget and Jonathan set off down the sidewalk of the beautiful seaside town they'd picked for their first weekend getaway as a couple.

    "Who was that?"

    "An ex-boyfriend," Bridget answered. "We dated in college."

    Jonathan noted the smile on her face and surmised that it had been a good relationship.

    "Is he on vacation too?"

    She shook her head. "No. He lives here, actually. He was in the city for a few years but he wanted something quieter so he bought a property here. He works remotely. He says he's never been happier."

    Bridget guided them towards the water and they found a seat on a bench with a lovely ocean view. The sound of the waves lapping at the retaining wall proved rather pleasant as Jonathan pulled napkins and the baked treats out of the bag.

    "I was thinking I'd give Brad a handjob while we're here."

    Jonathan stopped short of biting into his pastry as he studied Bridget's face to see if she was serious. "Wait, what? Really?"

    She took a bite of the flaky dessert and nodded. "God, this is so good. The recommendations for that bakery were spot on."

    "Bridget...you're going to give him a handjob?"

    She smiled and swallowed. "Well, I'm going to hook up with him. We'll kiss. We'll touch each other in all the right spots. He'll probably play with my breasts. If I'm feeling especially good I'll let him free them so he can kiss and lick and suck on them. He used to love doing that and he was remarkably good at it, so I wouldn't be against it. Eventually, though, I'll have his cock in my hand. I'll stroke it nice and slow. Maybe I'll do it while he fingers my pussy. Either way, the night is going to end with a handjob and with both of us having an orgasm."

    Jonathan was stunned. Bridget had been clear she intended on giving someone a handjob while he watched, but he hadn't expected it to happen on their vacation, though he wasn't sure why.

    "Oh, and of course you'll be watching," she added.

    She took another bite of her chocolate croissant and gestured towards his, which remained intact. Jonathan took a bite and he too marveled at how good it was. He wasn't sure he'd ever had such a good croissant, in fact, certainly not in the city.

    "How long did you go out with him?" he asked.

    "Four months or so."

    "Was it good?"

    Bridget nodded and smiled. "Very good, actually. We broke up before summer break and we didn't get back together after the summer. It was a college thing, you know? It was good, though. Really good. He's a nice guy and more skilled than you might think. He's got a really nice cock, too, if I remember correctly."

    It felt strange to be talking about another man's cock while eating chocolate croissants on a bench overlooking the ocean, but Jonathan had gotten used to the fact that his relationship with Bridget was different than most. That's what he liked best about it.

    "At that point I wasn't in touch with my...well, my desire to be in charge. I was just exploring and so was Brad. It was everything a college relationship is supposed to be."

    She leaned over and kissed Jonathan's cheek and then reached up to wipe away a bit of chocolate that had been on her lips.

    "I do remember that he fucked me exceptionally well, though."

    Jonanthan's cock stirred, though his arousal was unsurprising. He'd become increasingly aroused at the notion of Bridget finding pleasure with other men, so of course talk of her past sexual partners was bound to bring about at least a bit of excitement.

    "Do you think...when you were talking to him, do you think that he was thinking about your past? About the fun you used to have together?"

    She smiled. "About fucking me, you mean? Was he looking at me in this pretty dress and thinking about lifting it over my head, tossing me into his bed, and having his way with me?"

    Bridget was teasing him. She was trying to turn him on. She'd become increasingly delighted at her ability to do so when talking about other men and Jonathan wouldn't have been surprised to find dampness between her legs in that moment.

    "I'm pretty sure he was. He glanced at my breasts a few times and he kept looking at my lips, like he was thinking about kissing me, or perhaps about feeling my lips around his cock one more time."

    Jonathan was a little embarrassed that he'd gotten fully erect, but there was no helping it. The fact that he'd gone more than a week without an orgasm didn't help as his arousal was on a hair trigger.

    Bridget leaned in again, this time kissing his neck softly before she whispered, "I liked sucking his dick. I liked feeling him in my mouth. I liked that it turned him on so much that I was willing - even eager - to give him head, to make him feel good, to make him cum in my mouth. I was a good girlfriend, too, because I always swallowed his cum."

    Her hand moved between his legs and she caressed his cock a little. Jonathan was so turned on that he moaned and he was a little alarmed to discover that it would have been very simple for Bridget to make him cum in his pants. Thankfully, she released his cock after just a few strokes and sat back with a smile on her face.

    "I love that you're so into this," she said.

    "You're into it too, right?"

    Bridget nodded. "I'm turned on. Very much so, in fact. I got a little turned on just talking to Brad. Not because of the memories but because I knew that I could hook up with him if I wanted to, that I could make you watch as I hooked up with him, that I could pleasure another man - and be pleasured by him - while my boyfriend happily sat there and watched. You have no idea how much of a turn on that is for me."

    She was right that Jonathan couldn't really understand her arousal. It was different than his, after all. What was an absolute truth was that they were both turned on at the idea of Bridget fooling around with Brad.

    "So, are you going to do it? Hook up with him, I mean?"

    She nodded and took another bite of her croissant. Jonathan watched her lips as she chewed and he couldn't help but think of them wrapped around someone else's cock. That hadn't happened yet and there was every chance it wouldn't happen, but the thought still danced through his head and kept his cock in an erect state, which he found delightful.

    "I got his number. I'll text him soon. I'll set something up for tonight."

    "Are you sure he'll be willing to let me watch?"

    Bridget smiled. "I'm sure I can convince most men to do just about anything for me, and given that Brad knows that I can make him feel good - that I'm very good at it, in fact - I'm certain I can convince him to let you watch."

    Jonathan was curious to see if Bridget was right.

    ---

    "I'll be right back, boys," Bridget said as she slipped out of the booth and headed for the bathroom.

    Brad's eyes were glued to her as she walked away, though Jonathan couldn't blame him given that Bridget had worn a skirt that was short enough to make it feel like there was a real chance her ass would be exposed at any given point. It didn't happen, of course, but most men couldn't help but stare in the hope that it would and Brad was not immune to that desire.

    "She's amazing, isn't she?" he said before turning his attention back to Jonathan.

    It wasn't the sort of thing that needed to be pointed out to the man dating Bridget, but it had been clear since the start of dinner that Brad had rediscovered his desire for his ex-girlfriend.

    "She is," Jonathan replied. Under normal circumstances he would have been annoyed with Brad's unbridled and obvious desire, but these were far from normal circumstances. If all went well, the night would end with Jonathan watching as his girlfriend stroked Brad's cock to an orgasm.

    "Where did you two meet?"

    "At an engagement party. We clicked right away."

    Brad nodded as a wistful look crossed his face. "Yeah, I get that. It was the same way when I met her."

    Jonathan wasn't entirely sure where to go from there so he was thankful that Bridget returned. She paused at the table and then looked at Brad and said, "Scoot over."

    He did and she sat next to him as his lips curled into a delighted smile.

    "I had a question," Bridget said to her ex-boyfriend.

    "Okay. Ask away."

    "If I told you to kiss me right now, would you do it?"

    Brad glanced at Jonathan and then back to Bridget and studied her face for a few seconds. "Yes, I would."

    "Even though my boyfriend is sitting right there?"

    "Well, if you're asking me to kiss you in front of your boyfriend I guess I'd assume that he's okay with it."

    Bridget smiled and reached up to caress Brad's face. "You were always very smart. The truth is, Jonathan is more than okay with it because he knows it's what I want. He's a very good boy in that way."

    Jonathan's cock stirred as Bridget used that lovely phrase in front of another man.

    "The question is," she continued while caressing his face once more, "could you handle the fact that I'm only interested in a one night thing, that I'm with Jonathan and unavailable for a relationship?"

    "Yes, I can handle that," Brad answered.

    Bridget leaned in until her lips were tantalizingly close to Brad's. He seemed to understand that it wasn't his place to initiate the kiss and Bridget rewarded him by pressing her lips against his cheek and offering a soft moment of affection.

    "There's just one more thing," she whispered as her hand moved under the table.

    "Anything," he replied.

    "I want Jonathan to watch. I want him to be a good boy and watch as I pleasure another man, as another man pleasures me. I want him to witness my bliss as you make me cum, Brad. Would you be willing to let me boyfriend watch?"

    Jonathan was fairly certain that his girlfriend was stroking Brad's cock under the table. The look on his face made it obvious he was lost in pleasure, at the very least.

    "Yes, I'd be okay with that."

    "Are you sure?" she asked.

    Brad nodded. "Yes, absolutely. He can watch."

    Bridget rewarded him with a kiss. A long, slow, deep kiss. A kiss where their tongues entwined. A kiss where he had time to run his hand up her torso and very nearly cup her breasts in the delicate sleeveless blouse that housed them.

    "We should get the check," she said.

    Brad flagged down their waiter and offered his credit card without hesitation. He and Bridget kissed again as they waited for the check to return. Brad signed it and Bridget took his hand and led him out of the restaurant with Jonathan closed behind.

    "I'll ride with Brad. You can follow us to his house, okay?" Bridget said.

    Jonathan nodded and watched as his girlfriend walked with her ex-boyfriend to his car. Brad opened the passenger door for her and pulled her into another deep kiss before she got inside.

    Soon enough they were on the road and Jonathan stayed close behind as they drove through the winding streets of the small seaside town. He caught a glimpse of them kissing at a stop sign and he was fairly certain he saw Bridget reach over - presumably to stroke Brad's cock - while they drove down a relatively straight patch of road.

    Being in a separate car proved difficult for Jonathan. Jealousy and insecurity coursed through him. He loved Bridget and he knew she loved him, but he couldn't quite tame those feelings. He was turned on, too, and that helped counter the unpleasantness of worrying that hooking up with an old boyfriend was going to stir feelings and desires that Bridget would have a hard time resisting.

    Eventually they arrived at Brad's home, which featured beautiful stonework reminiscent of homes found more frequently in the English countryside. Jonathan immediately saw the appeal, especially since the home seemed to come with a fair amount of land given that there were no neighbors in sight.

    "This is beautiful, Brad," Bridget said as they all got out of their cars and headed for the house. "I can see why you moved here."

    Brad took her hand and Bridget offered a smile as he unlocked the front door and they all stepped inside.

    "Can I get you a drink?" their host asked.

    "I'd really like to see your bedroom," Bridget replied.

    Before Brad could move she kissed him. She ran her fingers through his hair and he ran his hands down her back until he'd firmly gripped her ass. He squeezed and she moaned into his mouth while Jonathan stood there with both jealousy and arousal coursing through his body.

    As they headed for the bedroom Bridget grabbed Brad's hand and stopped. "I want a chair for Jonathan to sit in while he watches. Do you have one in the bedroom?"

    Brad shook his head and pointed to one of the chairs at the kitchen table. "He can grab one of those."

    Bridget nodded towards Jonathan and he grabbed a chair - the chair he'd sit in while watching his girlfriend make someone else cum - and walked behind them. Brad put his arm around her and grabbed her ass as they neared the bedroom and she looked up at him and offered a soft, delighted laugh.

    "Put the chair at the foot of the bed, baby," Bridget said.

    He did so and turned to see her smiling at him.

    "You're such a good boy."

    Jonathan was a little embarrassed for her to use that term in front of Brad, though he still found it arousing.

    "I need you to be a good boy through all of this, because I think you might struggle with some of it. I need you to sit there and watch. I need you to keep quiet unless I ask you a question. I need you to let happen whatever is going to happen tonight. Most of all, I need you to refrain from cumming. You can play with your cock over your pants, but you're not allowed to cum. Okay?"

    It was the first time Jonathan was made to feel so deeply submissive in front of another man and it was far more challenging than he'd expected. He wasn't going to disappoint Bridget, though, so he nodded and said, "I'll be a good boy."

    She rewarded him with a bright, beautiful smile that made him feel so good and then turned to Brad and began to unbutton his shirt. She kissed him while doing so and Jonathan sat and watched his girlfriend's tongue entwine with Brad's as they both moaned softly.

    Bridget opened his shirt and ran her fingers over his chest. She did so in a remarkably erotic manner and Jonathan was struck by a powerful sense of jealousy, though he was also stroking himself through his pants without really thinking about it, leading to a throbbing erection.

    "I want you so badly," Brad said.

    Bridget unbuttoned his pants and reached into his underwear. She looked up at Brad and smiled as he moaned. Her hand was moving in a manner that indicated she was stroking his cock. Jonathan was sitting there and watching as his girlfriend stroked another man's cock. As the jealousy got worse he told himself he was being a good boy for Bridget, that being a good boy was the thing that made her happiest and that all he really wanted in life was to make her happy.

    The jealousy got worse when Brad's pants and underwear came off. His cock was long and fairly thick and he was certainly bigger than Jonathan. Bridget hadn't mentioned that, but perhaps she hadn't wanted to make him more insecure than he needed to be.

    They kissed as she stroked his dick to a remarkably erect state and then Bridget pushed him into the bed, stepped back, and did a little striptease. Brad's eyes were glued to her the entire time and Jonathan couldn't blame him. She looked stunningly sexy and was clearly putting effort into her tease.

    Once she was down to her bra and panties, Bridget climbed into Brad's bed, laid next to him, and pressed her beautiful body against his as they shared a deep kiss. His hands moved over her body and her fingers found their way around his cock. She stroked him slowly, producing the occasional moan while Jonathan sat in a chair at the foot of the bed and watched it all unfold.

    His emotions ran wild as Bridget hooked up with another man. He was jealous. He was turned on. He was anxious. He was horny. He wanted to stop it. He wanted to unzip his pants to pull out his cock and masturbate. He wanted to close his eyes. He wanted to crawl into the bed and massage her feet as she hooked up with Brad.

    "Fuck, this feels so good," Brad said before slipping a hand into her panties. He smiled. "And you're so wet."

    Their bodies looked perfectly entwined in that moment, like they'd arranged themselves to create maximum contact. They looked like they belonged together, which drove Jonathan mad with equal parts lust and jealousy.

    "How long has it been since a woman handled your beautiful cock, Brad?"

    "Six months," he answered.

    Bridget kissed him softly as Jonathan watched her fingers move up and down his impressive shaft. Brad was already dripping quite a lot of precum and the sounds of wetness only made the viewing experience more intoxicating.

    "That must make my hand feel even better," she said softly.

    Jonathan could see that Bridget relished the sensation of control she had over Brad in that moment. He was on his back. She was lying on her side next to him. She had his cock in her hand. He would have done anything for her in that moment.

    "It feels so fucking good," he answered.

    Bridget moaned as Brad's fingers moved faster in her panties. He was clearly working her with some measure of skill as her arousal seemed to increase with each passing moment.

    "Jonathan, be a good boy and take my panties off."

    He hopped from his chair, crawled into the bed, and removed his girlfriend's panties. She spread her legs immediately, giving Brad full access to her pussy. Jonathan sat down and held her panties under his nose. He inhaled deeply and moaned at the intoxicating scent of her pussy.

    "Brad...fuck...that feels so good."

    Brad kissed her neck and worked her pussy. He had two fingers moving in and out of her while a third rubbed her clit. His lips worked her neck expertly, too, offering the sort of kisses that brought with them a world of erotic pleasure.

    "Make me cum, Brad. Make me cum!"

    Bridget's toes curled and her thighs trembled. Jonathan sniffed her panties again and watched as another man gave her an orgasm. She managed to keep stroking Brad's cock while cumming, though her grip relaxed and her pace slowed. She came loudly as Brad continued to play with her pussy and kiss her neck, ensuring that her pleasure lasted as long as possible.

    Bridget kissed him deeply as her orgasm came to an end. She resumed stroking his cock at a rapid pace and right as it swelled up she released him and grabbed his balls, caressing them gently while precum leaked from the head and ran down the shaft.

    "When was the last time you came in a woman's mouth?" Bridget asked softly.

    "Shit...almost a year, I think."

    Bridget smiled and then kissed her way down Brad's chest and past his stomach. Jonathan's heart pounded as he watched. It was only going to be a handjob. That's what he thought, at least. It seemed that Bridget had other ideas.

    With her lips near the head of Brad's cock, Bridget looked at her boyfriend and said, "I'm going to suck his cock, Jonathan. He made me cum so hard that he deserves a blowjob, he deserves to feel good. I want you to be a good boy and watch as I pleasure him."

    Jonathan nodded. He was turned on and massively anxious. He wanted to watch and to leave the room. He'd never felt so many things in such a short span of time. It was agonizing and thrilling.

    Bridget was on her knees next to Brad as she took him in her mouth, giving Jonathan a perfect view of her lips moving up and down his thick shaft. Her hand joined her mouth as she stroked and sucked him. She gave a truly artful blowjob, taking her time at first. Jonathan wondered if she was doing so to make the viewing experience more thrilling for him. If that was the case, it was working, as it was truly astounding to witness her efforts to pleasure her ex-boyfriend.

    Eventually, Bridget sped up. Her mouth and fingers moved faster. She deeply sucked in her cheeks on the way up and moved her tongue on the way down. She was a woman determined to make a man cum in her mouth and Jonathan was overwhelmed with the vast array of feelings coursing through him as he sat in a chair and watched.

    "Bridget...I'm close...fuck...I'm gonna cum!"

    Brad's shaft pulsed as Bridget pulled back until just the head was in her mouth. She kept her lips sealed tight around his stiff flesh and not a drop of cum leaked out. It seemed to Jonathan that his girlfriend probably had a decent amount of experience in the particular act of ensuring a man's cum ended up in her mouth. Either that or she had really good instincts.

    Eventually Bridget sat up and swallowed. She looked so perfect on her knees in another man's bed. Her breasts were wondrous in a bra and her ass looked so smooth and soft.

    "That was amazing," Brad said. "Just...just incredible. I can't believe how good that felt, Bridget."

    She smiled and leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. Then she got out of bed and sauntered towards Jonathan.

    "You were such a good boy," she said before sitting in his lap. Her pussy felt warm against his crotch and Jonathan desperately wished he was naked so he could be inside her. "I'd like to kiss you, Jonathan. I know it might be difficult to kiss your girlfriend after she's just swallowed someone else's cum, but I'd like to kiss you. How would you feel about that?"

    He nodded. "I want to kiss you."

    Bridget kissed him while grinding her hips back and forth. She was likely soaking his jeans with her pussy juices, but Jonathan didn't care. Her tongue was in his mouth. Her lips were pressed against his. Though it was strange and a little humiliating, he was turned on by the faint taste of another man's cum in his mouth.

    "You're such a good boy," she whispered while caressing his face. "I'm going to make you feel so good when we get back to our hotel. So, so good."

    "Thank you," he said.

    "We'll leave soon. I'm going to cuddle with Brad a little bit before we do, though."

    Bridget stood and crawled into the bed. Brad took her into his arms and she kissed his neck before resting her head on his chest. That moment inspired deeper jealousy than any other, mostly because they looked like a happy couple.

    Jonathan assumed she wanted him to feel that jealousy, though, so he withstood it. He told himself he was being a good boy and that made him smile. It turned him on, too, which affirmed the notion that being a good boy for his girlfriend is what brought Jonathan true happiness.

    He very nearly declared his love for her but chose to keep quiet. He didn't want to interrupt their moment. He wanted to be good. It was hard, but Jonathan was determined to be good, for that was where life's deepest pleasure could be found.

  
    Good Morning, Cuck

    The gentle sounds of your phone's alarm lure you from sleep. You open your eyes, roll onto your side, and see an empty space where you were expecting to see your beautiful wife.

    She's not there, though, because you're not in your bed. You slept in the guest bedroom last night and your wife's bull took your place in the master bedroom. She fell asleep in his arms instead of yours. She's almost certainly still fast asleep next to him.

    You turn off your alarm and swing your legs over the side of the bed. You grab your t-shirt from the floor and pull it over your head. You grab your jeans and pull them on before slipping your phone into your pocket, opening the door, and stepping into the hallway.

    You look to the left and see that your wife and her bull left the door to the master bedroom open. You hear nothing, but you can't help but tiptoe towards the room to get a peek inside.

    You stop just short of the doorway and lean over to look into the master bedroom. Your wife is sleeping on her side and her body is tucked against her bull's. His arm is around her. She looks so peaceful, so content, so utterly happy.

    You feel a wave of angst. After all, another man has quite literally taken your place in the bed you share with your wife.

    You feel a similar wave of desire. After all, you're a cuckold and nothing in the world turns you on more than another man taking your place in the bed you share with your wife.

    You can't help but think of the pleasures your wife and her bull shared in your bed last night. Your memory conjures an image of her crawling into the bed in the black bra and panty set you dressed her in. You see her pulling off his boxers and exposing his half hard cock. You see her take him into her mouth and offer the kind of oral pleasure she hasn't offered you in half a decade.

    You're stiff with desire. You want to step into the bedroom, pull back the covers, and wake your wife with your tongue. You want to provide her with pleasure. You want to make her smile, to make her moan, to make her cum.

    That's not your job today, though. Not while she's in bed with her bull. Not unless she gives you express permission to enter the bedroom and offer your mouth.

    Today, your job is to be a good cuckold, as is the case whenever her bull stays over. In this particular moment, that means brewing coffee and making sure you're prepared to cook breakfast for your wife and her bull when they wake up.

    You turn and head for the kitchen with your dick throbbing in your pants. You retrieve a bag of coffee beans and the hand grinder - you don't want to make any unnecessary noise and wake them from their slumber - and you carefully prepare the grind to make three utterly flawless cups of pour over coffee.

    You set the water to heat up, prepare the filter, and pour the ground beans into it. Once the water has reached the ideal temperature, you begin the process of the pour over, ensuring that you soak all of the coffee grounds.

    It took a fair amount of time to get good at making coffee in this manner, but you're proud of your progress. You're proud of having put in the work to ensure that your wife and her bull get to drink exceptional coffee the morning after a night of passion and pleasure together. You're proud of the smiles on their faces when they take that first sip because it means that you've done a good job serving their needs.

    As you pour the last of the water over the grounds, you hear footsteps approaching. You know it's your wife's bull before he even steps into the kitchen, as your wife walks in a far more delicate manner than the tall, muscular man that spent the night in your bed.

    He greets you with a smile as he steps into the kitchen wearing only a pair of thin sweatpants that show off the impressive bulge of his flaccid cock. You can't help but glance at it - the pants seem designed to draw your attention to the crotch - and then you return his smile.

    "Good morning, cuck," he says.

    "Good morning, sir," you reply.

    He smiles in the confident manner of a man in charge, a man basking in the notion that you happily call him 'sir,' that you think of him as the man in charge when he's in your house.

    "Would you like a cup of coffee?" you ask.

    "I'd love that," he replies.

    You turn, grab a mug, and carefully pour a cup of the coffee you painstakingly brewed. You add in just a dash of half and half - which is how he likes it - and turn to hand it to your wife's bull.

    He takes the cup, lifts it to his lips, and takes a slow sip. He closes his eyes for a moment, savors the taste, and swallows.

    "Excellent, as always, cuck," he says.

    "Thank you, sir," you reply.

    It's an odd thing to refer to another man as 'sir' in your own home, and yet it brings you, your wife, and her bull pleasure. It began as an accident, really. One day it just slipped out of your mouth. It surprised all three of you, and yet you all found it to be a rather pleasing acknowledgment of the hierarchy when your wife's bull is in your home.

    He leans against the kitchen counter and asks, "Did you enjoy last night?"

    You nod. "I did, sir. You have such a talent for satisfying Sarah. It's unlike anything I've ever seen and I can't tell you how appreciative I am that she gets to have orgasms like the ones you give her. She deserves the absolute best of everything in life and I just couldn't provide her with the kind of sexual satisfaction she deserved."

    He sips his coffee once more and asks, "And did you enjoy that I let you clean my cum out of her, cuck?"

    You nod vigorously and feel your dick begin to harden. "It was very generous of you, sir. I love when I'm allowed to clean her pussy. I love how much it makes me feel like a cuckold. I love how it tastes, how it feels, how much she seems to enjoy it."

    "And how did you feel when Sarah told you that you'd be sleeping in the guest room?" he asks with a smile. "How did it feel when your wife told you she wanted to fall asleep in another man's arms?"

    Your cock is very nearly stiff and you know he can see the tent - albeit a small tent - that's formed in your pants. Your stiffness is your answer, but you know he expects you to verbalize your feelings, so you say, "It was exciting, sir. It made me a little anxious, too, but I like that Sarah wants to spend the night with you, and I like that she finds pleasure in having you sleep in our bed."

    "I like it too," he replies before gesturing towards the coffee and adding, "You're not having coffee?"

    "Oh, right, you know, I completely forgot about it as soon as I served you a cup," you say before reaching to pour yourself a cup.

    After filling the mug you reach for the half and half but he stops you. "Actually, I was thinking you could add a different kind of cream to your coffee. Something more befitting a cuck."

    You set the mug on the counter and turn to see a smile on his face. He glances towards his crotch and makes it perfectly clear what he expects you to do.

    It won't be the first time you've sucked his cock. It won't be the second, third, or fourth time, either. Your wife is usually present when you blow her bull, though, and it feels a little awkward to do it while she's asleep.

    "You want me to...you want me to suck your cock, sir?" you ask.

    "That's right," he replies. "I want you to get on your knees right here in your kitchen and suck the cock of the man that fucked your wife three times last night. I want you to suck my cock until I empty my balls into your mouth and then I want you to spit my cum into your coffee before drinking the entire cup like a good cuck."

    You know better than to object or argue. "Of course, sir," you reply before approaching and sinking to your knees in front of the man that's fucked your wife far more often than you have in the past year. "It would be my pleasure to suck your cock."

    You reach up and slowly pull down his sweatpants, revealing his flaccid cock inch by inch. The smell of sex emanates from his pubic hair, a remnant of the pleasure he gave your wife the night before. He steps out of his sweatpants as they hit the floor and you push them aside before crawling a little closer, dropping down, and taking his cock in your mouth.

    "That's it," he says before sipping the coffee you carefully brewed for him. "Suck my dick like a good cuck. Take your time, too. You're not just trying to work a load out of me as quickly as possible. You're trying to make me feel good. You're trying to show me your gratitude for satisfying Sarah like you've never been able to satisfy her, cuck."

    You take his words to heart. You attempt to show your gratitude through a slow, passionate, worshipful blowjob. You maintain eye contact with him for most of it, too, though it feels far more humiliating to do so. That's your place, though. You're a cuckold. You serve. You offer pleasure. You embrace humiliation if required to do so.

    You feel pleasure, too. Of course you do. You enjoy offering your submission. You enjoy being humiliated by someone that delivers it with skill, and your wife's bull has gotten good at humiliating you in the time he's been in your life.

    "Don't forget my balls, cuck," he instructs.

    You pull back and his cock pops free from your mouth. You lift it, lower your head a little, and take one of his testicles into your mouth. His manly scene fills your nose and his taste dances on your tongue as you swirl it around the hairy, wrinkled flesh that fills your mouth. You gently stroke the head of his cock while worshiping his balls, offering pleasure to a sexually superior man while your cock throbs in your pants.

    "Mmm, I see you're already putting the cuck to work."

    Your wife's soft, delicate voice fills the kitchen. You hear her footsteps approach. You feel a deep sense of humiliation, but this is far from the first time she's watched you pleasure her bull.

    He sets his coffee mug on the counter and reaches out to pull her close. They share a kiss as you take his cock back in your mouth. Your wife's tongue dances with his as she puts a hand on the back of your head and urges you to swallow more of the cock that has satisfied her so many times since she and her bull began seeing each other.

    "Mmm, I like when you use him," she says. "When you put him in his place."

    He reaches into the pink satin tap pants she's wearing and you hear your wife's wetness over the sounds of the blowjob you're giving. You see pleasure wash over her face as she moans and again their tongues entwine as they indulge in a deep kiss. His cock head swells up in your mouth and you suck harder on it, moving your tongue back and forth over the underside in the hope of enhancing his pleasure.

    "I told him to make me cum in his mouth so he could flavor his coffee with my load," her bull says, "but it might be even more fun for him to lick it out of your pussy before spitting it in his drink."

    She looks down at you, smiles, and then turns her attention back to her bull and replies, "Well, I hate to be selfish, but I'd really enjoy having that perfect cock of yours inside me again, and I'd really, really like it if you filled my pussy with your cum."

    She pulls her shorts down and hops on the counter. Her thighs part and you catch a glimpse of her enflamed pussy lips while continuing to worship his dick like a good cuck.

    "Fuck me," your wife says. "Fuck me and cum inside me."

    He puts a hand on the top of your head and pushes back. His cock pops free from your mouth and he turns and slips his stiffness into your wife while you watch from your knees.

    "Eat my ass while I fuck her, cuck," he instructs.

    "Yes, sir," you reply.

    Your wife moans, just like she always does when he commands you. You obey like a good cuck. You part his ass cheeks, press your face between them, and eat his ass while he thrusts into your wife's pussy.

    "Is he doing it?" she asks. "Is he licking your asshole?"

    "Damn right he is," her bull replies. "He's a good cuck. He does as he's told. He likes doing as he's told. Isn't that right, cuck?"

    "Yes, sir," you reply. "I like doing as I'm told, as you instruct me to do. I like being put in my place."

    Your wife moans loudly. She loves when he puts you in your place. She loves when he's in charge. She loves how different the dynamic is when he's in the house. You love it too, which is why you're on your knees licking another man's asshole while he fucks your wife.

    "I'm so fucking turned on," she says.

    "Does my dick feel good inside you?" her bull asks. "Does it feel good to be sitting on your kitchen counter with my big cock in your cunt while your husband eats my ass?"

    She moans. "Fuck...yes...yes...it feels so fucking good!"

    She's close. You know she's close. She's almost always close when he's inside her.

    "Please, cum inside me," she begs. "Please, cum in my pussy. Cum in my married pussy!"

    He fucks her faster. They're going to cum together. It's moments away from happening. He's going to blow his load in her perfect, tight little pussy.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" he says.

    She grabs his ass and holds it open for you as you tongue his hole. She does so while cumming. Your kitchen fills with moans of pleasure from both your wife and her bull. You reach up to gently massage his balls while he unloads in her pussy. You do your part as a good cuck to ensure they both experience the pleasure they deserve.

    When they're finished cumming, he steps aside and you stare at your wife's perfect, freshly-fucked, cum-filled pussy. He grabs your mug of coffee and hands it to you.

    Your wife reaches out and guides your head between her legs. You plunge your tongue into her pussy in search of his cum. You scoop it up and gently spit it into your coffee.

    "Isn't it nice of him to let you flavor your coffee with his cum?" she asks with a smile.

    "It is," you reply. "He's a very generous man."

    She runs her fingers through your hair. "Yes, he is. He manages to satisfy both of us, doesn't he?"

    You nod. "Yes, he does, and I'm very grateful for that."

    She pulls you to her pussy and you plunge your tongue inside her once more. She moans softly and you look up to see utter delight in her eyes. Her bull comes closer and they share a kiss as you retrieve more cream for your coffee.

    "Here," he says, handing her a mug.

    She takes a sip as you continue to clean her messy cunt.

    "Delicious," she replies.

    "The cuck did a good job, as always," her bull says.

    "He loves to serve," she says. "I'm not sure there's anything that makes him happier, in fact."

    They both look down at you as you pull your tongue from her pussy and spit the cum into your mug. "I do love to serve," you say. "And thank you both for letting me do so with such frequency. And thank you for starting this morning in the most beautiful way imaginable."

    "You're welcome," he says as your wife sips her coffee.

    "It's our pleasure, cuck," she adds. "Now, is my pussy clean?"

    "Yes, it is," you reply.

    "Good. Then you can start on our breakfast," she says.

    You nod. "Of course."

    You stand, take a sip of your cum-flavored coffee, and set the mug on the counter as your wife's bull picks up her shorts and helps her into them. He takes her hand and leads her out of the kitchen, presumably so they can enjoy an intimate, post-orgasmic cuddle on the couch while you make breakfast.

    You can't think of a better way to start the day and it brings you genuine pleasure to make the best possible breakfast for them, which is precisely what you're going to do, just like a good cuck should.

  
    Good Morning, Cuckold

    You wake up to the sight of your wife’s beautiful blue eyes. She smiles and you reach out and run your fingers over the soft, warm skin of her arm. Your fingers entwine with hers.

    “Good morning,” she says. “Did you sleep well?”

    You nod. “Did you?”

    “I always sleep well in another man’s arms,” she says.

    She spent the night with a new man last night. It was their third date and you knew that if things went well she’d end up in his bed. Things went well. She came home to you the next morning, though. Just like she always does. You can’t help but note that she’s wearing the exquisitely sexy red lace bra she wore for her date last night. You like that she wore it to arouse him and she’s still wearing it for you.

    “Thank you for letting me spend the night with him,” she says.

    “You know it’s my pleasure,” you reply.

    She smiles and kisses the back of your hand. You can’t help but glance at her breasts, which look splendid in her bra.

    “He liked the bra,” she says. “You made a good choice.”

    You picked it out at Victoria’s Secret. You like going lingerie shopping with her. There’s something about helping her look sexy for another man that you find relentlessly thrilling.

    “I’m glad he liked it,” you say. You inch closer to your wife, lift her hand to your lips, and offer a soft kiss. She unleashes a purr-like sound and you see her eyes light up as she smiles. “Was he good?” you asked.

    “He was exceptional,” she says. It’s the first time they’ve had sex, so there was a chance it wouldn’t have been good, but your wife has great taste in men, so it’s almost always good when she chooses to go to bed with one of them. “You know the first time is almost always my favorite. It’s so heated, especially if we take our time. We did last night. We had a glass of wine. We kissed. We fooled around a little on his couch. We took our time because I wanted it to be great when we finally gave in to our desires.”

    You can see her getting turned on as she talks about him. Her chest is a little bit flushed and her nipples are poking through the thin red lace of her bra. When she pauses, she subtly bites her lower lip, like she’s trying to hold back the hunger she feels for the man she fucked last night.

    “Was it great?” you ask. You want to hear more.

    She nods and inches closer to you. She reaches up and caresses your face with her soft hand. “It was better than great,” she says softly. “He’s a keeper.”

    She doesn’t always stick with one man for long. She likes to play. It’s why she wanted to be a hotwife in the first place. She craves variety. She loves you madly, but one man can’t satisfy her. She needs to try something new or she’ll die of boredom. If she thinks he’s a keeper, that means the sex was something beyond great.

    You inch closer to your wife. You can feel her breath against your skin. You can feel the warmth emanating from her body. Her eyes have never looked more beautiful.

    “Do you want me?” she whispers.

    “Yes,” you say.

    “Do you want to reclaim your wife?” she asks.

    “Desperately,” you say.

    She slips a hand under the covers and into your underwear. Her fingers find your half-hard cock and she gently strokes it while her piercing blue eyes hold your gaze.

    “He was hard when I woke up. I could see his beautiful cock making a tent in the sheets. I crawled under them and between his legs. I took him into my mouth. I woke him up with a slow, sensual blowjob,” she says.

    You’re hard now. You’re thinking of your wife sucking another man’s cock and you’re hard. You look at her lips. You imagine them wrapped around someone else’s shaft. You imagine her tongue swirling around another man’s plump cock head.

    “Do you want to kiss me?” she whispers.

    You nod. You ache for the feeling of her soft, warm lips against hers. You’re desperate to experience the kinky thrill of kissing your wife after she’s given another man a blowjob.

    She unleashes a flirty smile and kisses you. Her fingers move to your balls and she fondles them gently as her lips part and your tongues meet for an erotic dance that makes your stiff cock throb.

    “You like kissing me after I’ve sucked someone else’s cock, don’t you?” she whispers.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    Her smile is gleeful. “I married the perfect man,” she says.

    She kisses you again. You slip your fingers into her bra and play with her breasts. She moans when you find her nipple and gently pull on it.

    Your wife pulls her hand from your underwear and unhooks her bra. She frees her spectacular breasts and you stare at them. Her hand finds the back of your head and she guides you to her chest. You kiss her breasts. You lick and suck her nipples. You make her moan. You slide your fingers into her panties and you find that her pussy is soaked.

    “I got him hard with my mouth,” she says. “Then I sat on his cock. I rode him with my tight, wet, married pussy. I gave my pussy to another man an hour ago. I gave it to him and I made him cum. My pussy made him cum, baby.”

    You push two fingers into her slippery pussy and worship her breasts as she offers you the details of her morning. She moans and you do the same. Your cock is so hard it hurts.

    “I want you,” she says. “Reclaim your wife. Reclaim what’s yours.”

    You toss the covers aside and strip out of your underwear. You move between your wife’s legs, yank off her red lace panties, and drop down. You push your tongue into her pussy and she unleashes a wild, wondrous moan. She reaches down and puts a hand on the back of your head. She applies pressure in that way you love, like she’s trying to pull you deeper into the pussy that another man fucked.

    “Taste me,” she says. “Taste the pussy another man fucked this morning.” Her voice is laced with the same wild lust you feel. She loves when you go down on her after she’s been with another man. She loves that you like to reclaim her with your mouth before you bury your cock inside her.

    She grasps one of her breasts and squeezes it hard as you eat her pussy. She grabs a handful of your hair and pulls. You feel a surge of pain as her desire deepens. Your lust follows right along with hers. You can’t last much longer without plunging your cock inside her. You like to delay it, though. You like to get as riled up as possible before you fuck her. You like it when you’re both out of your minds with desire.

    “Fuck me,” she says. “I need you to fuck me. Now. I need you to fuck me right now.”

    You kiss your way up your wife’s body. You suck on her nipples. You gently bite one of them and she arches her back and moans in delight. You kiss her neck as the head of your cock rubs over her labia.

    “Stop teasing me,” she says. “Give me your cock, baby. Fuck me. Reclaim your wife. Reclaim my pussy from the man that took it this morning.”

    You slide into your wife’s pussy. She runs her fingernails down your back and wraps her legs around you. You suck on her neck as you begin to fuck her. You reclaim your wife’s pussy with hard, deep thrusts.

    She grabs a handful of your ass with one hand and the other moves to the back of your head. She encourages you to suck on her neck. She wants you to give her a hickey. She wants you to leave your mark as you fuck her after she’s come home from spending the night in another man’s bed.

    “Harder,” she says before smacking your ass hard enough for it to hurt. “Fuck my pussy harder. Pound it. Pound my slippery pussy. Take it back from him. Make it yours again. Fuck your wife’s slippery cunt and make it yours!”

    You come up for air from her neck and fuck her with great vigor. She smiles and you kiss her. She violently sucks on your tongue. You grab one of her breasts and squeeze it hard as you pound her pussy. She moans into your mouth.

    She breaks the kiss and pulls you close. She wraps her legs and arms tightly around her. She goes silent for a moment and then sound explodes from her mouth. She’s cumming and she’s cumming hard. Her moans fill the bedroom. They transform into a scream of pure pleasure. You fuck her right through her climax.

    You stop thrusting and she releases her grip on your body. You kiss her neck and listen to her heavy breathing for a few moments.

    Your wife deftly flips you onto your back and mounts your cock. She grabs your wrists and pins them above your head. You offer no resistance. You like it when she gets on top and fucks you like this.

    “My pussy is yours again,” she says. “You took it back from him. He fucked me like a god last night and this morning, but you took it back from him.” She slowly milks your cock with her pussy as she talks. You groan at the sheer pleasure of having her hot, wet, perfect cunt wrapped around your dick.

    “Now I need you to cum inside me,” she says. “I need you to give me your load. I need you to flood your wife’s pussy with your cum. Will you do that for me? Will you cum in the pussy that I gave to another man last night?”

    You nod and she leans down and offers one of her breasts. You kiss it. You lick it. You suck on her nipple as she rides your cock. She bounces harder. The sound of her ass meeting your thighs fills the bedroom. You moan with her nipple in your mouth. Your balls tingle. Your loins seize up in that delightful way.

    “Cum inside me!” she says.

    You unleash inside your wife. You have a spectacularly pleasurable orgasm as she rides you vigorously with your hands still pinned above your head. Your body trembles with pleasure. Your toes curl. Now you’ve truly reclaimed her pussy.

    “I married the perfect woman,” you say as pulses of intense pleasure emanate outwards from your loins.

    Your wife smiles. “Yes you did,” she says.

  
    Guided into Submission by Your Therapist - Part 1

    "How are things at work?"

    You're seated on a dark blue couch. Across from you is Dr. Saunders, the therapist you've been seeing for the past three months. Her office is sparsely decorated and seemingly designed to promote a sense of calm with sunlight streaming through the windows, fresh flowers in two different vases, and a quiet soundtrack of what seems to be meditative instrumental music playing at all times.

    "Good," you answer. "It's a work in progress, but your advice about setting boundaries and refusing to be constantly coerced into working late has made a real difference in my life."

    For a moment she smiles, perhaps feeling a small sense of victory. You wonder how often a therapist feels as though they've actually helped a patient and you guess that it's not all that often.

    "Do you have any regrets about setting boundaries?" she asks before brushing a few strands of hair from her forehead.

    You feel a gentle tightness in your chest and nod. "It's what we talked about. I feel like I'm going to cost myself the chance at a promotion if I'm not willing to do every little thing my boss demands of me. I know, though, that I'm one of the only ones that would work as much as he demands and that, in truth, he's not the final decision-maker on my promotion."

    She remains silent after your answer and you close your eyes and take a deep breath, just as Dr. Saunders taught you to do when your anxiety threatens to overwhelm you. You welcome the feelings and let them flow through you and them away before opening your eyes.

    "What would you do if someone else was promoted instead of you?" she asks.

    The anxiety returns immediately, but once again you take a deep breath and then a smile crosses your face. "I'd look for a job at another company. I know I'm good. I know I'm valuable. If my current company can't see that or if my boss poisons the well and makes it impossible for me to rise up at all, then I'll just move on."

    Dr. Saunders leans back and smiles, this time in a far more noticeable manner. "I'm proud of you," she says.

    You're surprised at how brightly you smile at her compliment.

    "You've achieved real growth," she continues. "Sometimes it takes people years to overcome these kinds of issues. Just make sure that you keep up with the breathing exercises and meditation, though. It takes consistent practice to achieve consistent results."

    You nod. "I will, Dr. Saunders. I will."

    She crosses one leg over the other and rests her notepad on her thigh. Her skirt has ridden up just a little, exposing a few inches of her thigh above her knee. She pushes her hair behind her ear and for just a moment you feel a pull of desire. Just like the anxiety, though, you let the desire flow through you and watch it disappear.

    "And how are things at home?" she asks.

    You take a deep breath. "I feel like I've made less progress there. It feels a lot less simple and straightforward than at work. I...I feel like I'm not getting what I want out of my marriage, but I also feel like I don't know how to properly communicate what I want."

    Dr. Saunders studies you for a moment and then looks at her notebook. She flips back a few pages and you wonder what she's written about you, what insights are contained within those lined pages and how it might feel to read them.

    "I could be mistaken, but I don't believe you've managed to communicate what you want to me, either, only that you feel as though you're not getting it. Why don't you try to verbalize what it is you're not getting out of your marriage?"

    You've told your wife about what you want. You've told her that you desire a more inventive and interesting sex life. You've told her that you'd like her to take charge in the bedroom, at least some of the time. She's indicated that she's heard your requests and has even talked about being open to them, but she's never taken any action.

    "Our marriage is good in almost every way. We spend a lot of time together. We have fun together. We laugh together. I like being with her. I like talking to her. I know it might sound cheesy, but I really would call her my best friend. I trust her with absolutely everything."

    You stop and Dr. Saunders holds your gaze for a few seconds before saying, "But something isn't quite like you want it to be?"

    "We've been talking about having a family, which I want to do. But, it spurred me to thinking long term because once you commit to a family you're committing to forever, or at least you should be."

    Dr. Saunders nods in agreement.

    "The thing is, our sex life is already slowing down and it's only been seven years. Like, really slowing down. Like, there are times when I find myself just not in the mood because...because the sex is really boring."

    "What makes it boring?"

    "I...I'm not getting what I want."

    She says nothing for a few seconds and you wonder if you've suddenly become a cliché as a man that's complaining that he's not satisfied in bed. Nothing in her body language indicates that's the case, of course, but you can't help but think it.

    "What is it you want?"

    "For her to take charge more often."

    You study her face for a reaction. You see nothing, though.

    "I know it might be uncomfortable, but can you expound on that a little? What would it mean for her to take charge? Are you saying you want her to initiate more often, or is it more than that?"

    You feel deeply uncomfortable. It was hard enough telling your wife what you wanted. It's more difficult telling your therapist.

    "Well...I don't...I'm not sure..."

    She says nothing, though she's staring right at you. "I don't believe you," she says in a sharp tone that catches you off guard.

    "What?"

    "I think you've probably fantasized about what you want. I think you've probably done so countless times. I think, if you'll forgive my directness, that you've probably experienced numerous orgasms while indulging in your fantasy. I think you could probably recount one of those fantasies to me right now. I understand that it would be difficult to do so, but it will be equally difficult for me to help you if you remain vague about your desires."

    Your heart rate has increased considerably. Dr. Saunders has never been so direct with you. To your horror, you find her directness arousing and you wonder if she's noticed.

    "Okay, so, we go out to dinner one night. It's romantic and lovely. We get home. We go up to the bedroom. I'm expecting that we'll...that we'll have sex. Lilly seems to be into it too. We kiss a little by the bed. I move to pick her up and put her in the bed but she stops me. She tells me..." you say before looking away and trailing off.

    "Go ahead," Dr. Saunders says. "There's no reason to be nervous."

    You take a deep breath. "She tells me to get on my knees and take off her shoes. I do so. She...she then tells me to kiss her feet."

    Dr. Saunders writes something in her notebook and you can't help but wonder what she thinks about you.

    "I do it. I kiss her feet. I look up at her from my knees. Lilly tells me that if I want to...if I want to have sex with her that I'll have to give her a long full body massage, that I'll have to earn the right to...to be inside her."

    "And do you give her the massage?"

    You nod. "I do. Of course I do. I undress her. I put her dress in the closet. I give her a long, slow massage. I...I worship her body. Every inch of it. I make her feel good. We kiss a little when she switches positions so I can rub another part of her. She lets me kiss and touch her...her…"

    "I don't mind if you want to use the casual terms. In other words, you can call it her pussy," Dr. Saunders says.

    You feel like you probably shouldn't call it that, and yet there's something so exciting about using that word. "She lets me kiss and touch her pussy and her breasts as I rub her, but she won't let me have her. She keeps telling me that I have more work to do."

    "And that arouses you? The idea of having to work to please her before she'll let you indulge in your desire for her pussy?"

    Your heart is pounding. Your cock has begun to grow. You wish it wouldn't. You're turned on, though. You can't help it.

    "I love that idea. I love the idea that I should have to worship her body before I'm even granted the right to pleasure her, let alone indulge in my own pleasure."

    "And in your fantasy, does she let you have sex with her?"

    "Sometimes. Sometimes she denies me. Sometimes she gets on top and we have sex but I'm not allowed to orgasm."

    "Is she always on top?"

    You nod. "In my fantasies, at least. Not very often in real life, though."

    "Did you communicate this particular fantasy - or any other - to your wife?"

    You shake your head.

    "You’ve only told her that you wanted her to take charge in the bedroom?"

    "Yes."

    "Can you understand why she might not have been able to give you what you wanted? That she might not actually have any idea of what you want?"

    You nod. It's embarrassing to realize that you expected your wife to do all the work in making your fantasy a reality, but that seems to be the truth of it.

    "I know it's hard, but you do need to be clearer if you want to have a chance at getting what you want out of your sex life. You need to communicate confidently or she's unlikely to have any concept of how to give you what you want."

    "It's scary," you admit.

    Dr. Saunders smiles. "Of course it is. Often, though, life's greatest rewards rest on the other side of what we're most afraid of." She pauses and studies you for a few seconds. "You would find it rewarding to be submissive to your wife's desires, would you not?"

    Her terminology catches you off guard - you've never thought of yourself as submissive - and yet it seems so obvious that's she perfectly correct. "Yes, I would."

    She sets her notebook aside and leans forward. You find yourself hoping that her blouse will open a bit and reveal her cleavage. It does not, though, and you feel embarrassed at the thought.

    "There are ways that a submissive can communicate his desires without saying a word," she says. "In fact, it's often the most effective way of communicating your desires."

    "Really?"

    She leans back, smiles, and rests her hands on the wooden arms of her chair. "Let's go back to your fantasy. Let's go to your bedroom, to that moment when you're about to undress your wife. Let's pretend that she hasn't ordered you to your knees. Instead of waiting for an instruction, you could simply begin massaging your wife. You could rub her body. You could worship it, as you termed it. You could communicate your desires without saying a single word. She would certainly enjoy the massage and at some point you could actually come out say that you really like rubbing her, like you like making her feel good, that it turns you on to do so."

    "I've never done that before."

    "It won't magically turn her into a dominant woman, but you should practice as much non-verbal communication of your submissive desires as possible. Offer her foot rubs at the end of a long day, or every day if you have the time. Think of other ways you can improve her life without it necessarily benefiting you in any way. Don't be pathetic about it, of course, and don't beg for the chance to serve her as most women have no interest in hearing a man beg for anything."

    For the first time, you wonder if Dr. Saunders is speaking from experience or if she's had previous patients with your particular desires.

    "Stand up," she says. Her tone is insistent. You feel compelled to do as she desires. You stand and she smiles. "Come closer."

    You approach, albeit slowly as you now feel rather nervous.

    "On your knees."

    You're shocked. You're aroused. Your mind is awash in confusion and desire. You sink to your knees in front of her.

    "Does it feel good to do as you're told?"

    You nod.

    "Remove my shoe."

    You remove the high heeled pump on her left foot. Her toenails are painted red and it appears fresh as it's absent any chips or scuff marks.

    "A submissive man needs to know how to give a foot rub," she says. "Show me that you know how."

    You take her foot in your hands. You give her a rub. You watch the pleasure dance across her face. It feels wrong to be massaging your therapist, and yet your body hums with desire.

    "You know how to give a foot rub," she says after a few minutes. "Your wife is a lucky woman. How often do you rub her feet?"

    "Almost never," you admit.

    "Shame on you. You want to submit. You want her to dominate. And yet you're not willing to make any sacrifice to live out your fantasies. It's hard to believe you struggle to understand why you're not getting what you want out of your sex life."

    "I...I'm sorry." You shouldn't apologize, and yet you feel compelled to do so.

    She extends her foot and her big toe slips into your mouth. Your eyes go wide, but only because you find yourself awash in arousal. You clamp your lips around her toe and suck without being told to do so. You swirl your tongue around it, too, and you feel a rush of pleasure dancing through your body.

    "It's a shame you're married," she says. "I haven't had a submissive man in my life in quite some time and I'd enjoy training you and using you hard."

    She loosens two buttons on her blouse and reaches inside. Her hand is behind the soft material of her shirt, but you can tell she's playing with her tits. She's turned on. Your session has transitioned into something entirely unexpected and wholly unprofessional.

    Then she pulls her toes from your mouth and buttons her shirt up. She smooths her skirt as you wipe the saliva from your lips and chin.

    "Of course, if you were my submissive I'd start by taking a paddle to your ass as I prefer that man like you feels just a touch of fear at the idea of disappointing me. It might strike you as a bit barbaric, but there's nothing like a really harsh spanking to strike fear in a man's heart."

    "I...I don't..."

    "Quiet. I didn't give you permission to speak."

    Your mouth clamps shut. You notice your cock is now hard. You remain on your knees, and though she's no longer pleasuring herself by playing with her tits, it seems that Dr. Saunders is still indulging in what must be her dominant desires.

    "Our session is almost over," she says. "So let me give you your homework for the week. You're going to give your wife a massage of some kind every single day this week. You're going to give her at least two full body massages. You're going to try your best to give her an orgasm every day of the week. You will not claim an orgasm for yourself each day, though. You will limit yourself to two climaxes. You will also persuade your wife to let you take over one of the household chores that she normally does. You will strive to show your submissive side in at least two other instances and you will report back to me which instances you chose. If you fail to do any of what I've instructed, I will take a paddle to your ass during your next session. If, however, you do as you're told, I'll let you watch me masturbate as you suck on my toes."

    "I...I shouldn't...I shouldn't even have rubbed your foot..."

    "Or sucked on my toes," she interjects before flashing a devilish grin. "You wanted to, though, which is why you did it. You couldn't resist, in fact. You got a little taste of what you craved and you felt compelled to do as you were told."

    She's right, of course. Despite knowing that you shouldn't have touched her, you couldn't resist as the allure of feeling even a touch of submission was too strong.

    "You don't have to watch me masturbate or suck on my toes, of course," she continues, "but we both know you'll want to, especially if you've worked all week to earn your reward. We both know you want to know what my pussy looks like. We both know you want to know what I sound like when I'm cumming, what my face looks like as I climax. We both know you want to play a small part in my climax, which is why you're going to get on your knees, suck on my toes, and watch me make myself cum...assuming you do as you're told and commit to serving your wife's needs this week."

    You want to be strong enough to resist her, to get up, to walk away, to cancel your next session. You want to be submissive, though, especially to your wife. You want her to indulge in your kinky desires. You want her to give you everything you crave, and so you'll be back next week. You'll do everything Dr. Saunders instructed, too, because you want to get better at communicating your desires to your wife. You want to be able to show her just how badly you want to submit, and it seems that Dr. Saunders has some experience with submissive men.

    "I'll do as you instructed," you say.

    "And if you do, you'll suck on my toes while I masturbate to orgasm, won't you?"

    You nod.

    "And would you like to suck on my toes right now? Would you like to run your tongue over them while I play with my tits and get myself all worked up so I can masturbate after you've left? Would you like to cement yourself as my favorite new patient by surrendering to your desires even though they feel naughtier and riskier than you're comfortable with?"

    She extends her foot. You take her big toe in your mouth. She smiles at your submission. You suck on her toe. You swirl your tongue around it. It feels better than it should. It feels wrong. It makes you want more. It makes you want to do this every day with your wife. It makes you feel willing to do damn near anything to have the kind of marriage where you get to submit on a regular basis.

    You'll do as you're told and if you fail you'll submit to your paddling. You'll get more advice from Dr. Saunders. You'll become the kind of man that your wife wants to dominate. With any luck, it won't be long before it feels like your marriage has been renewed in a far more blissful, satisfying fashion.

  
    Handcuffs Can Add a Kinky Little Twist to Your Cuckolding Routine

    Do anything – even the most exciting thing in the world – enough times and it gets boring. The key to keeping things interesting is to mix it up. So yes, your cuckold probably loves watching and masturbating. If you’re smart, you make sure that he doesn’t cum until you and your bull are finished. Perhaps you all cum at the same time, like a trio in perfect sexual harmony. Even if that’s the case, there’s nothing quite like a change of pace to keep things interesting.

    Let’s say your cuckold has a favorite place to watch from. Let’s say the evening has begun as it always does. He’s turned on. You’re turned on. Your bull is turned on. Everything seems like it’s going to proceed as it normally does. Then you mix it up.

    You retrieve the handcuffs from wherever you’ve hidden them. You go to your cuckold. You smile and hold up the handcuffs.

    “What are those for?” he asks.

    “For you,” you reply. You don’t wait for his permission because you don’t need it. You cuff one of his wrists and pull it behind the chair. You cuff the other to it. You restrain him. He’s handcuffed to the chair so he can’t even get up and walk away if he wants to.

    You don’t stop there, though. You turn and sit in your cuckold’s lap. You grind on his crotch. You excite him further.

    “I don’t want you masturbating tonight,” you whisper. “I want you watching. I want all your energy focused on my pleasure. You’ve been a little too selfish lately and we need to correct that. You need to sit here and wish more than anything that you could masturbate while you watch him fuck me. Your cock needs to throb painfully without any way for you to make it feel good.”

    His only response is to groan. He knows your decision is final. You stand and strip from your underwear. You slip two fingers into your pussy and they emerge soaked in your wetness. You rub it over your husband’s stiff cock and tease him, getting him to that beautiful place of cuckold-fueled madness. Now you’ve ensured that watching you fuck your bull will be a little more agonizing for him.

    You turn and walk away. You hear him groan. You hear him struggle against the handcuffs. All he wants is to be able to pleasure himself as you fuck your bull. He wants what he craves most in the world. He wants the joy of being a cuckold. He wants that orgasm.

    You fuck your bull with wild abandon. You talk to your cuckold more than usual. You let your bull take you from behind as you’re facing your cuckold. You taunt him about the fact that he can’t masturbate.

    “Your little dick is so hard, honey,” you say as your bull pounds you vigorously. “Do you wish you could masturbate? Do you wish you could stroke your cock and get yourself right to the edge of orgasm as you watch a real man fuck your wife?”

    He moans. Again he struggles against the handcuffs. What he usually loves so much – your dirty talk – is now a source of agony. His inability to satisfy his desire is painful. It’s good, though. Don’t feel bad. You’re mixing it up. Next time he’ll be much more appreciative that you let him masturbate while he watches. Plus, if you decide to let him cum after this session, he’ll enjoy the orgasm that much more.

    The only question is, do you let him cum? Do you uncuff him after your bull has finished inside you? Do you give your cuckold what he wants, or do you deny him, knowing full well that when he finally gets to orgasm, he’ll find even greater pleasure in it.

    I wouldn’t let him cum. It’s so much more fun to have a desperate cuckold to play with, even if his desperation lasts for days. The choice is yours, though.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life - Part 1

    It was a month shy of our fourth anniversary when my husband sat me down and broke my heart. It’s not what you’re thinking, though (well, probably not).

    Let me back up a little bit. For the first three years of our marriage, Alex and I were as close to blissfully happy as a couple could be. We both worked remotely, which gave us the freedom to roam the country in search of a perfect place to live (we ultimately chose the Pacific Northwest), so we spent the first 18 months of our marriage as digital nomads, spending a few weeks to a month all around the United States. We went on great adventures, met countless new friends, and stayed deeply connected with each other.

    After 18 months as nomads, we bought a home outside Seattle and spent the next year and a half nesting. We made a home together, and it was incredible. We designed the perfect backyard for entertaining friends. We designed work spaces in the house so we could move around with our laptops as we saw fit. We built the perfect master suite and we used it extensively.

    Our sex life was great through the first three years of our marriage. Alex is a skilled, attentive lover and we seemed to have an unquenchable thirst for each other. At least, we did right up until we didn’t. Or, until I didn’t.

    It wasn’t long after our third anniversary that things changed. At first it was imperceptible, the way changes often are in a long term relationship. I won’t bore you with all the details, but I can say with confidence that our fourth year of marriage was not our happiest. We did a fair amount of fighting, to be honest. Looking back, I understand that the root of most of our conflicts was my lack of sexual satisfaction, but at the time it felt like we fought about everything under the sun (as couples often do when they’re trying to avoid fighting about the real issue).

    Now, let’s get back at the moment where Alex broke my heart. It was a month before our fourth anniversary. It was a Saturday afternoon. We were sitting in the little nook that overlooked the backyard in the second floor office.

    Alex took my hand, looked me in the eyes, and said, “I think you should sleep with other people.”

    I was, as you might imagine, speechless. It was the first time either of us had mentioned the possibility of our marriage opening up. I’d never even imagined it, to be honest.

    “What?” was all I could say.

    “I know it sounds crazy, Erica, but I think you should sleep with other people,” he reiterated.

    “Why?” I asked.

    “Because nothing has changed in our sex life. I’m actually in better shape than I was when we got married. We’re both more successful. There’s a little less stress in our daily lives. I still feel a borderline insane kind of desire for you. The only thing that’s changed is that we’ve been together for nearly five years now,” he explained (we dated for a year before getting married).

    “So, you’re saying it’s my fault that our sex life isn’t working anymore?” I asked. I was, as you might have surmised, feeling quite defensive.

    “I’ve thought a lot about this. I have. I think about it every day. I think it’s possible that, for whatever reason, I’m not capable of meeting all your needs,” Alex said.

    That was the part that broke my heart. I could see the pain on his face as he said it. Who wouldn’t feel that kind of pain?

    His pain infected me. I felt it in my bones. You know what made it so much worse, though? I knew that he was right. On some level I’d known it for months. I was just doing everything in my power to avoid admitting it. I loved Alex. I was deeply in love with him, just as I’d been for years. He was good in bed, too. For some reason, it just wasn’t enough for me. But, what kind of wife admits that her truly wonderful husband can’t meet her needs?

    “I know this sounds crazy,” Alex continued. “I feel crazy even saying it. But it’s not crazy. It isn’t. I’ve been, well, researching this subject. Men are always depicted as being unable to be satisfied with just one woman, but it’s just as often true the other way. It’s different, though. With men it’s about the sex. With women it’s sometimes about the passion, the lust, and all the stuff that comes with being with someone new.”

    Again, he broke my heart. Not in the way someone usually gets their heart broken, obviously, but it brought about the same kind of pain. It’s just that my frustration, my anger, my disappointment, it was all directed inwards. It wasn’t as if Alex had cheated on me or decided that I couldn’t satisfy him. It was that he’d correctly surmised that he was incapable of meeting all my needs.

    “Why not just divorce me?” I asked. Yes, I was being incredibly dramatic. “Why not find a woman who you could satisfy?”

    Alex laughed and squeezed my hand. “Because I love you, Erica. Because I’ve been in love with you since our first date. That night, after our date, I told myself I’d just met my wife. I knew you were the one right away and I’m not walking away from you just because I can’t give you everything you need. It turns out I can, in a way. I just have to be okay with you getting a little part of what you need from someone else.”

    “Wouldn’t it make me the worst wife in the world to do what you’re saying I should do?” I asked. That’s how I felt in the moment. I honestly couldn’t imagine sleeping with other people. It was most definitely not what a married woman was supposed to do.

    “Not if you had my permission, which you’d have,” Alex said. “I’m telling you it would be okay. It’s possible I’m entirely wrong about this and there’s some other reason for the steep decline in your satisfaction, but if I’m right, this is how you can find your satisfaction again.”

    “What about you?” I asked.

    “What do you mean?” Alex replied.

    “Would you be sleeping with other people too?” I asked.

    “No,” he said. “I don’t want that. You’re the only woman I want to have sex with.”

    I breathed a sigh of relief. Honestly, I have a jealous streak and I definitely wouldn’t have been able to handle the notion of Alex sleeping with other people.

    “So I guess we’d need to work something out, because it wouldn’t really work for me to not have sex, you know?” Alex said.

    “I still like having sex with you,” I replied. “I do. It’s just…”

    “Not what it used to be,” he said.

    I looked away. It was just so embarrassing to admit that I’d already grown bored of having sex with my husband, or at least a little bit bored of it.

    “I’ll be honest, it hurts. It does,” he said. “It would hurt a lot more to lose you, though. The truth is, I still really like having sex with you. I still have great orgasms. It’s just that afterwards, when I see that you’re no longer reaching the heights you used to, it’s a little bit of a bummer. I know we could just be one of those couples that accepts that you can’t have a great sex life in a long term relationship, but I don’t want that. I want both of us to be satisfied, and I think we can have that.”

    “If I sleep with other people,” I added.

    Alex laughed. “It really does sound insane.”

    It did sound insane. That didn’t stop us from doing it, though.

    I wasn’t on board right away. In fact, I was dead set against the idea of sleeping with other people at first. It was just too abnormal for me. I’d literally never heard of anyone opening their marriage. It was the sort of thing I’d only ever seen in movies and TV shows, and even then it never actually worked out.

    It was our fourth anniversary that convinced me that it was worth exploring the idea of sleeping with other people. I went all out for it. I booked the most expensive hotel room we’d ever stayed in. I bought the sexiest (and most expensive) lingerie I’d ever owned. I bought the first pair of four inch heels I’d ever owned. I went all out because I was determined to prove that if I worked hard enough I could restore whatever luster our sex life had lost.

    My husband put in the work, too. He did the romantic stuff a man is supposed to do, only he did it better than most men do. There were flowers – lots of flowers – in the room when we checked in. He’d written a handful of love notes and he gave them to me over the course of the evening. It was a perfect night.

    The sex was great…for my husband. For me, it was good. I know that I might sound awful for not being willing to settle for good sex, but it wasn’t just that. There was this little voice in the back of my head – that had been there for the better part of a year – that was telling me that the sex was going to continue to get worse. If it was just good after four years, what would be after eight? What about after ten, or twenty? At what point would it just be terrible?

    I’m not asking for your sympathy, here. I’m just telling my story. The sex had gone from great to good and I literally couldn’t handle the notion of it getting worse. I couldn’t deal with the idea of a life without deeply satisfying sex. That’s why I’d been some version of cranky for nearly a year. That’s why my husband – bless his heart – suggested that I sleep with other people.

    I’m not cruel, so I didn’t say anything on our anniversary. I waited a few weeks under the assumption that it was going to be at least a little bit painful for him to hear that I’d decided to take him up on his offer of having sex with other men to meet my needs.

    It ended up being a fairly simple conversation. We were in that same room overlooking the backyard. I asked him if his offer of letting me sleep with other men was still on the table. He told me it was. I told him I was going to take him up on it. He told me he understood. He looked sad and I felt so guilty that I ended up going down on him. It probably didn’t make him feel better in the long run, but for the ten minutes he was in my mouth, Alex was in Heaven.

    “So, did you do it yet?” Alex asked a few days later.

    I looked up at him with utter confusion on my face. “Do what?”

    “Start looking for a guy,” he clarified. “Or, I guess, sleep with someone.”

    I smiled, patted the couch cushion, and said, “Sit with me.” Alex looked anxious, but he sat. “I made a Tinder profile. I explained my situation – that I’m a married woman with my husband’s permission to explore – and I put up a few pictures, though I didn’t put any face pics up because I don’t want any of our friends finding the profile.”

    “That’s smart,” Alex said, though that was all he had to say.

    “Do you want to see it?” I asked. “My profile, I mean.”

    He looked at me and then at my phone, which rested on the coffee table. He stared for a few seconds and then said, “Yes. I think so, at least.”

    I smiled, grabbed my phone, brought up Tinder, browsed to my profile, and handed it off to Alex.

    I watched him peruse what I’d written – I tried to be as straightforward as possible, though of course that meant I got lots of useless messages – and then he found his way to the pictures I’d posted.

    The first was a shot of me in a pair of tight jeans and a t-shirt that exposed just a little bit of my stomach. I thought it was a little bit sexy and a little bit cute and it brought a smile to his face. The second shot was from a recent beach vacation we’d taken. I was coming out of the water in a bikini and my hand was up as I playfully tried to stop Alex from taking a picture. The end result was a really good shot of my body where I happened to be wet from head to toe, which I figured would inspire the kind of desire that would help me find the sort of man I was looking for. The third shot was a picture from a friend’s wedding where I was in a cute sleeveless dress.

    The fourth short was a selfie I’d taken the day I put up the profile. I’d put on a bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and heels and stepped in front of the floor length mirror in our closet. I made sure my face was out of the picture and snapped a full body shot. I looked really good, which is why I considered not putting it on the profile. Ultimately, I went for it, figuring I could take it down if I got too many guys that were just sending dick pics and talking about jerking off to my picture.

    “What do you think?” I asked as Alex stared at the last picture. He hadn’t said a word while browsing through my little gallery or reading my profile.

    “You look really hot in this picture,” he said. “Really hot.”

    “Kind of like how I looked on our anniversary?” I asked.

    He looked at me and nodded and I saw his lips curl into a slight smile. I’ll bet he was thinking about how I emerged from the bathroom in lingerie on our anniversary and how I’d crawled into the bed and given him a night of intense pleasure.

    “How do you feel?” I asked. “About me actually doing this? Talking about it is one thing, but now you’re holding the proof in your hands that I’m at least considering making it real.”

    Alex quickly swiped through the pictures again before settling on the lingerie shot. “I feel a lot of things,” he said. “A little nervous and anxious. A little bit scared that this could end badly. A little…well…a little…”

    “A little what?” I asked.

    Alex kept his eyes on the picture and said, “A little, excited, I guess. Turned on, maybe? I don’t know. I’m not hard, but I feel, well, something that’s not exactly bad.”

    “Well, like you said, I look really good in that picture. I’d like to think I look good in all those pictures,” I said.

    “You do,” Alex assured me. “You really do. I think it’s more than that, though. I don’t know. Like I said, I’m not hard or anything, it’s just this feeling I kind of like that I can’t really explain.”

    I hadn’t expected Alex to feel any level of excitement upon learning that I’d made a Tinder profile and I really wanted to try and probe further to see if it was real. “What are you thinking about when you look at those pictures?”

    Alex looked at the picture and then back at me. “I’m thinking about other guys looking at them.”

    While the answer caught me off guard, it wasn’t entirely surprising. I’d put the pictures up for other guys to look at them, after all. What was surprising was that Alex would get excited at the idea of other guys looking at a picture of me in lingerie.

    “And that…that’s exciting?” I asked.

    Alex looked a little embarrassed and he couldn’t bring himself to meet my gaze as he asked, “Is that weird?”

    “No,” I answered. “Not to me, at least. If I’m being honest, I got really excited taking the picture. I thought about the same thing you did, that other guys – strangers, really – would see the picture and feel…well, that they’d feel the sorts of things men feel when they’re attracted to someone.”

    “You mean that they’d see the picture and want to fuck you?” Alex asked.

    Up to that point, Alex hadn’t used the word ‘fuck’ to describe what I was planning on doing with other men. He’d always said ‘sleep with’ instead. In the moment, I assumed it meant he was aroused, in large part because I could actually see it on his face and in the slight shift in his posture. It was a genuinely unexpected development, though in hindsight I’ve come to understand that the reason Alex was okay with suggesting I sleep with other people is that (on a subconscious level, at least) he actually liked the idea.

    “Yes, that’s what I mean,” I answered. “I took the picture – I actually took a handful of pictures before using that one – and I imagined guys seeing it and wanting to fuck me. It excited me to think about that. Does it…does it excite you?”

    I was still really tentative. We were in genuinely uncharted territory and despite having a few signs that Alex might actually be into the idea of me sleeping with other people, I was far from certain.

    He didn’t answer. Instead, he asked, “Did you keep the other pictures you took? The ones in the lingerie?”

    “I did, yeah. You can look at them if you want,” I said.

    Alex brought up my photos and looked through the half a dozen shots I’d taken in the lingerie set. I’d posed in every angle I could imagine and he settled on staring at a shot where I’d turned my hips so my ass was the centerpiece of the picture.

    “Do you like that picture?” I asked.

    “I love it,” he said.

    I scooted a little closer. I was definitely turned on and I was fairly certain Alex was too, so I decided to try and push it a little.

    I moved my hand to his leg and rubbed his inner thigh as I asked, “Do you think about the other guys, the guys on Tinder, when you look at it?”

    Alex nodded.

    “I do too,” I said. “I…I actually kept the photos in case I start chatting with a guy that wants to see a little more. If that happens, I could send him that picture you’re looking at. I could send it and tell him that I’d wear that lingerie for him if we met up. That’s what I think about when I look at that picture.”

    “And does…does thinking about that…do you like thinking about that?” Alex asked.

    This was the moment where I decided to go for it, partly because I was really turned on and partly because I was certain Alex was really turned on and I wanted him to feel like it was okay to be aroused at the idea of me sleeping with other guys.

    So, I leaned in, kissed his neck, let my fingers slide up his thigh and between his legs, and said, “I love thinking about it, Alex. I’m thinking about it right now. I’m thinking about it and my heart is pounding and…and my pussy is wet.”

    I think it was the last part that put Alex over the top. He turned his head and we kissed. It wasn’t some simple little kiss, either. It was a wildly passionate kiss. It felt so good and the fact that his cock was rock hard really turned me on.

    I took my phone from him, tossed it aside, and straddled him. We kissed again and then he yanked my shirt off and I reached back to unhook my bra. He took my breasts in his hands and we kissed again as he rolled my nipples in his fingers, driving me absolutely wild with desire (I love having my nipples played with).

    One of Alex’s hands worked its way down my stomach and into my shorts. His fingers found their way into my panties and between my pussy lips where he discovered that I wasn’t lying about how wet I was.

    “Wow,” he said.

    “I’m really wet,” I replied. “Taking those pictures and making that profile really turned me on, Alex. Guys are already looking at it. Some have messaged me. They want me.”

    Alex played with my pussy as he asked, “They want to fuck you?”

    There was such confidence in his voice as he asked the question. It was like his arousal had overwhelmed whatever discomfort he felt at being turned on by the idea of me sleeping with someone else. It was really hot.

    “Yes, baby, they want to fuck me,” I answered. By that point my pussy was gushing. Alex was doing wonderful things with his fingers and my clit felt so much more sensitive than usual, meaning every little bit of stimulation turned me on.

    “I want to fuck you,” Alex said.

    I smiled. “I want that too.” I hopped off his lap, took off my shorts and panties, and helped him out of his pants. I thought about a little foreplay, but his dick was stiff with a little bit of precum at the tip and I’m pretty sure he was ready for me, so I got back in his lap, took him inside me, and sank down on his cock.

    “Fuck, Erica, you feel incredible,” he said.

    “Suck on my nipples,” I instructed. I wanted to feel as much pleasure as possible. Alex took my nipple in his mouth and flicked his tongue over it as he sucked gently. I rode him as he did, squeezing my pussy around his cock and grinding my clit into his pubic bone with wild abandon.

    I’m not embarrassed to admit that I thought about the guys who’d messaged me. I hadn’t said anything to Alex because I wasn’t sure he was ready to hear about how much interest I’d garnered, but there were hundreds of messages. Most were worthless, but a dozen or so were from gorgeous guys that said all the right things. I let my imagination run wild as I rode Alex. I thought about some of those guys. I thought about their hard bodies, their skillfully delivered words of seduction, and their promises of giving me whatever I wasn’t getting at home.

    The end result was a massive orgasm. My whole body trembled. My toes curled, which never happens. I also came really quickly. Less than a minute.

    “Wow,” Alex said as I came to a standstill in his lap. “That was fast.”

    I unleashed a joyful laugh. “It really was. Sorry about that.”

    “That’s okay,” he said. “What…if you don’t mind me asking, what got you off so quickly?”

    My clit was too sensitive to keep going, so I lifted my pussy from Alex’s cock and dropped to my knees in front of the couch. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and kissed the head before running my tongue over it, eliciting a lovely moan from my husband.

    “Are you sure you want to know?” I asked. He nodded and I took the swollen head of his cock in my mouth and ran my tongue all over it. “I thought about some of the messages I’ve received on Tinder. I thought about some of the guys that want to fuck me.”

    I took him in my mouth again. “Oh, shit, Erica,” Alex said as I sucked hard and swallowed half his shaft with ease. I moaned as the head neared the back of my throat and Alex responded with a moan of his own. I can’t really deepthroat so I didn’t even try, but I started bobbing up and down, sucking and stroking and doing everything I could to make him feel good.

    “Do you like that I thought about them?” I asked.

    “Yes,” he said. “It’s so fucked up, but I like that you thought about them.”

    I kissed my way from the base of his cock to the tip and held it against my lips as I said, “It’s not fucked up, Alex. I just had an incredible orgasm because of it, because of you. It’s not fucked up, it’s beautiful.”

    I licked the underside of his cockhead like a lollipop and ran my fingers up and down the shaft. Alex moaned, just like I wanted him to.

    “Do you like that other men want to fuck me?” I asked.

    Alex nodded.

    “You like that they want to fuck your wife?” I asked before taking him in my mouth.

    He nodded again, this time with greater vigor. Then his cock swelled up in my mouth and a long, low groan exited his throat as multiple shots of cum exited the tip of his dick. He filled my mouth with a sizable load of semen as I held his cock head between my lips and gently ran my tongue over the underside.

    I swallowed, kissed the head of Alex’s cock one more time, and then got on the couch and cuddled up with him.

    “Thank you,” he said.

    “It was my pleasure, believe me,” I replied.

    The sex was great. Better than any sex we’d had in the past year. It made me wonder if I needed to bother sleeping with someone else. Maybe all our sex life needed was an infusion of something different and exciting and naughty.

    I’ll talk about that next time, though.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    I went on a date with Nathan and…it wasn’t good. It wasn’t bad, but there wasn’t any chemistry. He was good looking and in great shape, but that spark you want to have with someone just wasn’t there.

    I was way more disappointed than I should have been. It was just a date, after all. I wasn’t even disappointed that I didn’t get to have sex. It was more that it felt like a reminder of the reality of what I wanted to do. Finding a good sexual partner isn’t all that easy (finding someone to fuck is easy, but finding someone actually worth fucking is harder) and I was kind of bummed out about the whole thing.

    In fact, I was bummed out enough that I stopped looking for a little while. I looked through profiles, but every time I saw a guy I liked I’d imagine the date being a total bust and I’d pass on even sending a message.

    Then a little bit of magic happened. It was a little over a month after I’d first made my Tinder profile. Alex and I were on Orcas Island for a weekend bachelor/bachelorette combo party. The couple had paid what must have been a huge sum of money to rent a massive compound that included a sizable main house and at least a dozen tiny houses built on the waterfront property. It was staggeringly beautiful and a perfect setting for what ended up being a fairly low key gathering of friends (don’t think of it like a traditional bachelor/bachelorette thing with strippers and shitloads of drinking).

    I was attracted to Blake the moment I saw him. He wasn’t even the best-looking guy there. He was just the one I couldn’t keep my eyes off of. He was the one I felt something for before we’d even been introduced. He was the one I actually batted my eyes at when we met and shook hands.

    I actually asked him if he’d come with anyone less than a minute after meeting him. I did so because I was thinking I wanted to sleep with him and I was so attracted to him that I couldn’t help myself. The moment the words left my lips I felt overwhelmingly embarrassed at my complete and utter lack of tact. When he told me he’d come alone I gracefully excused myself for fear that I might jump his bones right there on the back porch.

    As luck would have it, Blake joined me on that back porch later that night. Alex was inside playing a board game with a handful of the other guys (I told you it was a pretty laid back bachelor/bachelorette weekend) and everyone else had found an activity to occupy them. I’d spent a healthy portion of my day thinking about Blake and I’d stepped out onto the porch to try and clear my mind.

    “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” he asked.

    I felt a genuine shiver of desire rush through me at the sound of his voice. Can you believe that? I’d been clear with Alex that I wasn’t going to just jump into bed with a guy, that I needed to go on a date to see if there was chemistry and to make sure I wasn’t going to sleep with a psycho, and here I was getting caught up in genuine, borderline overpowering lust for a guy I’d spoken no more than a few words to.

    “Yes, it is,” I said as I kept my gaze focused on the moonlit water (it was legitimately beautiful, though; I could have spent all night staring at it).

    “We should sit,” Blake said as he gestured to the porch swing that had clearly been installed for the romantic viewing opportunities it provided.

    I thought about politely declining and heading inside, but then Blake took my hand and led me to the porch swing. I sat without question. I’m a little embarrassed to say that I was exceptionally wet at that point. He’d said just a few words and he’d touched me in the friendliest way possible and I was ready to go.

    “I feel it,” Blake said as we both stared out at the water.

    “Feel what?” I asked.

    He took my hand in his again, turned to me, and said, “Whatever is happening between us. Whatever happened the moment we met. I feel it. I’ve felt it all day, Erica.”

    I’m sure some of you – perhaps all of you – have felt that kind of attraction before. It’s the sort of attraction that goes beyond thinking someone is good looking. It’s the sort of attraction that feels like every part of your body – from your brain on down – is telling you that you need to be with that person. I felt that attraction to Blake and apparently he felt it with me.

    “It’s nice to know I’m not the only one who feels it,” I said.

    Blake put his hand on my leg. I was wearing a pair of tight jeans and I could feel the warmth of his skin through them. I spread my legs, but just a little. It wasn’t something I did on purpose, though. It just happened, like my subconscious had taken over and was loudly telling Blake that I was on board with whatever he had in mind.

    He leaned in and his fingers moved a few inches up my thigh. They moved in small circles as his lips neared mine and I swear it felt like he was fingering me. He was nowhere near my pussy, but I could feel the pleasure.

    We kissed a moment later. His lips pressed softly against mine and I reached up and snaked my fingers around the back of his neck. It was electric. It was proof that the attraction was real. Much to my surprise, my desire exploded. It was like everything before it had been a mere appetizer and this was the main course. For a moment I entertained fucking him right there on the porch. That was insane, of course – we would have been caught and it would have happened almost immediately – but the thought crossed my mind.

    “I’m staying in one of the tiny houses,” Blake said. “It has a really nice view of the water.”

    “Take me there,” I replied. I didn’t give it a second thought. I did what my body wanted.

    Blake took my hand and led me down the stairs and across the wide expanse of grass. We reached the shoreline and followed it before coming to a lovely A-Frame tiny house a dozen yards from the water. Blake unlocked it and let me in and I had my shirt off before the door was closed. My pants came next and just like that we were in our underwear and in the bed kissing with intense fervor.

    I knew I was doing something a little bit risky. None of our friends knew that I’d made the decision to start sleeping with people outside our marriage, and getting caught fucking Blake would have let everyone know in a way that probably would have been bad for me. I didn’t care, though. I had to have him. I had to feed the unquenchable desire that had blossomed inside me.

    “Do you have a condom?” I asked.

    Blake nodded, yanked the little nightstand drawer open, and pulled out a condom. He tore it open while I stripped out of my underwear. He did the same before rolling the condom down his cock. I grabbed him, rolled onto my back, and spread my legs. Blake deftly moved between them and slid inside me with ease. I was truly soaked. I’m certain it was the wettest I’ve ever been.

    When he filled me it was a moment of pure bliss. His cock was a little bigger than Alex’s, but it wasn’t the size that mattered. It was that having Blake inside me was the answer to the intense desire I felt. There was also something naughty about doing it while the rest of our friends were scattered around the property that I found thrilling, though in the moment I wasn’t thinking about anything other than how good it felt to have Blake’s body on top of mine and his cock inside me.

    “Fuck me,” I said as I ran my fingers down his back and grabbed his ass. “Fuck me, Blake.”

    We kissed and he fucked me with exceptional skill. It was dark so I hadn’t really seen much of his body, but it was clear he was in great shape, as he fucked like a man with total body control. There’s something about a good pair of abs that lets a guy use his cock with far greater skill, and Blake demonstrated that as he fucked me.

    The sex was passionate in a way I hadn’t experienced in a long time. Alex and I had enjoyed quite a bit of good sex since he suggested I started sleeping with other people, but it was better with Blake, which served to reinforce the idea that I was going to have to be the sort of wife that fucked other people.

    Given the intense desire we felt, it was not a lengthy session. I came first – it couldn’t have been more than a few minutes – and Blake followed not long after. My orgasm was better than any I’d had in a long time and it certainly seemed like his climax was of the sort that a man remembers for a while.

    He moved to pull out and I grabbed his ass and said, “Stay inside me just a little longer.” He smiled and we enjoyed a rather passionate kiss, almost as if we hadn’t just fucked and we were still stoking our desire for each other.

    “You’re incredible,” he said. “That was the best sex I’ve had in a long time.”

    “I’d like to do it again,” I replied. “Though not tonight. I have to get back to my husband.”

    “Yeah…about that,” Blake said.

    “You don’t have to worry,” I interjected. “Our marriage allows me to enjoy other men. I’d rather the rest of the guests not know, but my husband will be thrilled that I found someone to have a little fun with.” I wasn’t so sure about that part in the moment, but there was no need to burden Blake with that.

    “Wow. Lucky you, I guess,” he said.

    I kissed him again, offering more than a little tongue. He gently moved in and out of me like he absolutely could have fucked me again right then and there. I almost took him up on it, too, but I didn’t want to risk getting caught or having Alex go on a property-wide search for me, so I had Blake pull out, I got dressed, and I excused myself with the promise that we would find a way to have sex again before the weekend was over.

    Alex and I were staying at one of the tiny houses too, so I sent him a text and asked him to join me. I told him that I’d been naughty and that I wanted to tell him about it.

    Alex managed to get to the tiny house before I did, though he was out of breath when I arrived, indicating he’d shot out of the main house at a full sprint. It was dark so I couldn’t quite tell what he was feeling with regards to the fact that I’d actually gone ahead and fucked someone else.

    “Hey,” I said as I approached.

    “Hey,” Alex replied. “Did you really do it?”

    I nodded and unlocked the door. I stepped inside and Alex followed. I took my clothes off and crawled into the bed. I spread my legs and reached between them, though I only let my fingers dance over my labia instead of going for full-on penetration.

    “I fucked Blake,” I said. “He’s staying in one of these tiny houses. We fucked in his bed. I was on my back just like this. He was inside me less than ten minutes ago.”

    For a few seconds Alex stood by the door and stared between my legs. I was a little fearful that I’d made a colossal mistake, but then he tore his clothes off faster than any man I’d ever seen.

    “I want you,” he said as he crawled between my legs.

    “You can have me,” I replied. “I’m yours, Alex. I’ll always be yours.”

    He slipped inside me. Immediately I noticed how much nicer his cock felt without a condom. He wasn’t quite as skilled as Blake and I didn’t feel the same level of insane desire, but it was good. It was really good, in fact.

    Alex fucked me with a deeper level of intensity than he’d mustered in a long time. I’ve come to understand that he’s the sort of man that thoroughly enjoys reclaiming his wife after she’s been with someone else, and that night I experienced just how pleasurable that can be.

    He did cum before I climaxed, though. It was a damn good orgasm – it might have been better than the orgasm Blake had while inside me – and I did get to have a body-shaking climax with Blake’s cock inside me, so I wasn’t exactly disappointed.

    Alex noticed, though. “Sorry I came so quickly,” he said.

    He moved to pull out and for the second time that night I grabbed a man’s ass and held him inside me. “Stay inside me,” I said. This time I reached down, found my clit, and masturbated as Alex’s cock remained in my pussy.

    “What are you thinking about?” he asked as I played with my clit.

    I moaned and answered, “I’m thinking about the fact that you’re the second man to fuck me tonight. I’m thinking about how hot I find that. I’m thinking about how good it feels to have finally fucked someone else. I’m thinking that I love you for suggesting that I sleep with other people. I’m thinking that I love that my husband’s cock was the second to cum while buried deep inside me tonight!”

    I came soon after. It turned out to be a damn good orgasm. It didn’t have the same level of intense desire behind it so it wasn’t quite as powerful as the climax Blake gave me, but I learned that fucking other men was only going to be part of the fun of in the new version of my marriage. Playing with Alex afterwards seemed like it was going to be a great deal of fun too.

    “Can I fuck you again?” Alex asked.

    “Did it turn you on to hear what I was thinking about?” I replied.

    He nodded.

    “Would you like me to tell you more while you fuck me again?” I asked.

    He nodded again.

    “Then fuck me,” I said.

    And so he did.
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    Blake and I fucked as many times as we could during that weekend on Orcas Island. We got up earlier than everyone else to fuck. I snuck out of our tiny house in the middle of the night to fuck him. We lagged behind on a group hike to fuck (that one was really dumb, but I’d caught some kind of sexual fever that weekend and I couldn’t help myself).

    We fucked seven times in two and a half days, and I ended up fucking Alex three times, which meant my pussy had an extraordinarily active weekend. I think the fact that Blake was from out of town played a part in my lust. I knew it was unlikely I’d see him again so I figured I’d go all in and enjoy him as much as possible while I felt that wild desire coursing through my body.

    “That was a crazy weekend,” Alex said on the ferry ride off the island.

    “It was,” I replied with a smile as we both stared at the beautiful view from the ferry. “Are you okay? I mean, it seemed like you were excited about it, of course, but I also know I didn’t really take much time to check in while we were there.”

    “Well, so far I think I’m okay with it,” Alex answered. “I mean, I really enjoyed the sex we had and there was no question I was thinking about what you’d done with Blake while we fucked. That first time when you rushed into the house at night and basically just took me inside you, well, it was pretty wild, honestly. I think that’s actually when I got a much better sense of why I can’t actually give you everything you need.”

    “Really?” I asked.

    Alex kissed the back of my hand and smiled. “Those feelings, that crazy, wild kind of desire I felt and that I’m pretty sure you felt, that’s the thing that was missing from our sex life. It’s the thing that I think goes missing from pretty much everyone’s sex life if they’re together long enough.”

    “And it’s the thing I need,” I said, finishing his thought.

    “Is it?” he asked.

    I nodded. He was right on the money. “Does understanding it better change anything for you?”

    “I think so,” Alex said. “It’s weird. On the one hand, I’m grappling with this knowledge that I can’t give my wife what she needs. On the other hand, I know that no man could give you that, not over a long period of time, at least. You’re either different from most women, or you’re like most women – and men, I suppose – but you’re just unwilling to accept the side effects of a couple’s sex life changing as they’re together longer.”

    I honestly wasn’t sure which I was. I’m well aware that things cool off when you’re together for a long time – it’s mostly a hormonal thing – but it happened a lot quicker for me than it seems to for most people, so maybe I really am different.

    “Here’s the thing, though,” Alex continued. “Blake’s been staring at you for most of the ferry ride and I don’t feel annoyed or angry. I feel a little bit turned on. I know he’s staring because he wants to fuck you again. Another man wants to fuck my wife and I’m aroused.”

    I’d noticed Blake staring too but I’d resolved not to say anything about it. It seemed like it would be impolite – at best – to tell Alex that I just had to fuck Blake one more time before the ferry docked.

    “I don’t know if this is true or if it will hold true going forward, but I think my arousal is almost a Pavlovian response,” Alex said.

    “I’m not sure I know what you mean,” I replied.

    “The sex we had this weekend. The sex you and I had. It was incredible, Erica. It was unquestionably the best sex we’ve had in a year, maybe longer. I know that incredible sex was the result of you fucking Blake all weekend, so I see him staring at you – and I see you glancing at him every now and then, by the way – and my body responds because of the memory of the sex we had. My body seems to want you to fuck Blake again because it means there’s a chance we’ll get to have that kind of sex again,” Alex explained.

    I’m pretty sure Alex was telling me that he’d be on board with me fucking Blake on the ferry. He probably would have been fine with me kissing him on the cheek, getting up, and beckoning Blake to join me in the bathroom so we could explore our intense sexual chemistry one more time before he flew home.

    That’s not what I wanted, though. I’m not sure why, but what I wanted in that moment was to fuck my husband. “Let’s go,” I said as I took his hand.

    “Where are we going?” he asked.

    “To the bathroom,” I said.

    Alex followed behind me and asked, “What?”

    I stopped, spun around, and explained, “Alex, you’re going to fuck me in the bathroom. I want you to fuck me in the bathroom. I want to fuck me hard and cum inside me. I want to feel your cum dripping out of me as we drive home. Will you do that for me?”

    He nodded and we rushed towards the bathroom. Thankfully, it was down a small and fairly dark hallway so we could both enter without it being too conspicuous. I hopped on the counter, pulled my skirt up, and yanked my panties aside before pulling Alex close to kiss me.

    “You liked fucking my pussy after Blake had been inside me, didn’t you?” I asked as I worked his belt off.

    For a moment Alex looked surprised at the dirty nature of my question, but a smile soon crossed his face as he realized what kind of sex we were going to have. “I did,” he said. “Your pussy has never felt better. You were so fucking wet and hot. You were wild, too. It was like Blake got you warmed up but you needed more to satisfy your desire.”

    I unzipped his pants and they fell to his knees as we kissed. His cock was hard and there was even a little precum dripping from the tip, so it didn’t take much effort to take him inside me.

    “I think your wife might be an insatiable slut sometimes,” I said.

    Alex groaned and fucked me hard. I think he liked that I called myself a slut. I kind of liked it, to be honest. Sometimes it’s fun to be a little bit filthy.

    “I certainly was this weekend,” I said. “I couldn’t get enough of Blake’s cock. I fucked him seven times this weekend. I would have fucked him more if it had just been the two of us at that massive house. I wouldn’t have put my clothes on all weekend. I would have given Blake my body and told him to do whatever he wanted with me all weekend long. I would have been his insatiable slut!”

    Sometimes, sex on a bathroom counter ends up feeling like a bad idea. This was not one of those times. It was incredible. Alex fucked me like a wild man as I wrapped my legs around him and held on tight. The sounds of sex filled the bathroom and I wasn’t shy about moaning. I didn’t give a fuck. I was lost in pleasure.

    “I love that you were an insatiable slut,” Alex said as he pounded me. “I fucking love it.”

    In the moment, I honestly loved thinking about myself as an insatiable slut. It felt naughty and a little bit sexy. It was just another way of exploring my newfound freedom by taking a term that’s usually used to denigrate women and turning into a source of arousal for both of us. I’ve learned that I really enjoy that sort of thing, and in that bathroom I was absolutely getting off on it.

    “Now I’m your slut,” I said. “My pussy is yours to fuck. My pussy is yours to fill with your cum.”

    Every little bit of dirty talk I offered seemed to turn him on, which turned me on. It was a beautiful, virtuous cycle that ended up enhancing both our orgasms.

    “Erica, fuck, I’m close,” Alex said.

    “Cum inside me,” I replied. “Alex, cum inside me!”

    I let the floodgates open. I’d been ready and was holding back, so when Alex got close I unleashed my orgasm. I actually screamed. It was good enough that I couldn’t help but scream. I didn’t care that people definitely heard. It didn’t matter.

    Alex grunted and groaned as he came inside me. Memories of a beautiful weekend filled with sex rushed through my head and I held him close as his body trembled with pleasure.

    He pulled out and I pulled my panties over my pussy. It would be messy, but I was serious about wanting to feel him leaking out of me. There was something about that I found really sexy.

    Alex pulled his pants up, tucked his cock back into them, and zipped up. For some reason I flushed the toilet. I guess I figured if someone was waiting outside they’d think we were actually using the bathroom and not fucking.

    Thankfully, no one was waiting right outside the door. We did get a few smiles as we left that little hallway, though. I saw a few of our friends give us particularly big smiles. I’m guessing we were even louder than we thought. I didn’t see Blake again. I’m not sure if he saw us head for the bathroom together and got the hint that he wouldn’t be fucking me again or if he just gave up, but we left the ferry without seeing him.

    I was feeling wild enough that I ended up giving Alex a blowjob on the drive home. A trucker even blew his horn as he saw my head bobbing up and down in my husband’s lap. It was so trashy, but I fucking loved it. I’m certain he loved it too.

    We fucked again that night when we got home. I initiated that one. Alex was ready for bed and I rolled over and slipped my hand into his boxers. I wanted him one more time, but I also wanted to reinforce the idea that me sleeping with other people would actually be really good for him.

    “Did I tell you about fucking Blake on the hike?” I asked.

    Alex smiled. “You told me it happened. You didn’t really go into detail, though.”

    “We’d actually gotten behind everyone by accident,” I said. “I’d tweaked my ankle – not bad enough to stop but it hurt a little – so we told them to go ahead. I ended up nearly falling over at one point and Blake caught me. Normally a guy would just help a girl to her feet and let her go in that situation. Blake didn’t, of course. He pulled me close and then his hands moved to my breasts. For a second I was scared that someone would see, but we were alone on the trail and I turned my head to kiss him.”

    Alex groaned and I kissed him. I wasn’t sure if he was feeling a little jealous or insecure so I put my tongue in his mouth. It seemed to work as I felt his cock swell up in my hand.

    “That was all it took for me,” I continued. “I dragged him off the path and behind a particular big boulder. I dropped to my knees, yanked his shorts down, and took him in my mouth. It was wild and dumb and we definitely ran the risk of getting caught, but I was too horny to care, Alex. I needed him in my mouth. I needed to feel him getting hard. I needed to see that look on his face as I sucked his cock.”

    “Fuck, Erica,” Alex said.

    That was actually the first time I’d gone into great detail about one of my hookups with Blake but Alex really seemed to like it.

    “After a few minutes I needed to get fucked,” I continued. “I’d actually brought a condom – I was prepared to be naughty – and I tore it open and rolled it down his cock. I stood, spun around, and bent over. I put my hands on the boulder and I told him to fuck me from behind. I told him to fuck me hard, too.”

    The look on Alex’s face told me he was thoroughly enjoying my story, but I wanted to get fucked.

    “Alex, baby, will you fuck me from behind?” I asked.

    He smiled and nodded. “Hell yes I will,” he said.

    I got on my hands and knees in our bed and Alex moved behind me. He rubbed the head of his cock over my pussy lips and slipped inside me. I was soaked. Completely soaked. I was so turned on I could have taken one of those ridiculously huge dildos inside me with ease.

    “Fuck me, Alex,” I said. “Fuck me hard.”

    Alex fucked me and he fucked me hard. Doggystyle is not my favorite position, but I like it from time to time. I’m especially fond of being fucked hard from behind. It pushes me into a slightly more submissive place and sometimes I really like that. Alex delivered on that. I don’t know if he was driven by a desire to fuck me better than Blake did or if he was just hugely turned on and he’d been given permission to fuck me as hard as he wanted and I don’t care. It felt great.

    “I let Blake cum on my ass in the woods,” I said. “He asked if he could and I said yes. I said he could cum all over my ass, Alex. He pulled out and he fucking covered my ass in his load.” He had. I was so turned on when he was fucking me that I was absolutely into it. It felt slutty in a way that I really liked, obviously. I played with my pussy and came while he was climaxing on my ass. It was exquisite and I wanted to do it again.

    “Can I cum on your ass?” Alex asked.

    “Yes, please, Alex, cum on my ass. Cum all over my ass,” I said.

    Alex dug his fingers into my hips and fucked me hard enough that it hurt a little. It was incredible. I honestly didn’t expect that sleeping with other guys would supercharge sex with my husband, but it certainly did that first weekend.

    He pulled out and unloaded on my ass and I played with my clit and had yet another incredible orgasm. It was the perfect way to end our weekend and, in hindsight, that weekend was the perfect way to begin my life as a hotwife.
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    Things changed after my first hotwife experience. Fucking Blake – and the supercharged passion and pleasure with Alex that followed – was so much better than I expected it would be, and that made me absolutely certain that I was meant to be a hotwife.

    The supercharged passion with Alex stuck around for a few weeks, and in that time we fucked every day (sometimes more than once a day). Sometimes we’d talk about my experience with Blake and sometimes we’d just have sex. We fucked all over the house, too. It was thrilling in every way sex is supposed to be thrilling, and it was all fueled by my having stepped outside our marriage with Blake.

    The experience – both with Blake and with Alex afterwards – upended some of what I’d thought before I took the plunge and slept with someone new. It made me hungry to try all kinds of new things, not just to settle into a series of long term sexual relationships with guys. I did a 180 on the slut thing – I still don’t want to feel like a man’s piece of meat, but now I get the whole ‘ethical slut’ thing and why some women find it a joyously empowering thing to embrace.

    There was a night with Alex that’s worth mentioning. It was two weeks after we’d gotten back from our little excursion that included my first hotwife experience. I was on my phone in bed and Alex had just gotten out of the shower. A few hours beforehand we’d had sex – really good sex – and he was still flying high on the rush of it.

    Alex put on his underwear and crawled into the bed next to me. He glanced at my phone and saw that I was browsing a swingers dating app (a little research had clued me into swingers dating sites as being a great place to find guys that have experience sleeping with married women).

    “What are you doing?” he asked.

    I turned and saw a look on his face that toed the line between concerned and annoyed. “What does it look like I’m doing?” I replied.

    Alex sat up, pouted just a little, and said, “It looks like you’re looking at a catalog of guys.”

    I truly didn’t understand why he was both annoyed and pouty. I’d soon find out though. “Alex, what’s the problem?” I asked.

    “There’s no problem,” he said in that way that made it clear there was at least a little bit of a problem.

    “Alex, I’m looking for a potential partner to play with,” I said. “And it seems like that’s a problem for you. I mean, you’re sitting there with your arms crossed and you’ve got this sad look on your face. So, can you please talk to me?”

    Alex took a deep breath, closed his eyes for a moment, and said, “I guess some part of me thought – or hoped, really – that you’d gotten it out of your system. I mean, things have been really hot between us again, right? So I guess I just figured that things would stay that way.”

    I felt a little foolish for not seeing it sooner. Alex had certainly enjoyed the fruits of my hotwife experience with Blake, but he was still a man like most and he clearly hadn’t come entirely around to the idea of me spending the rest of our marriage fucking other people.

    “Oh, Alex, I’m sorry,” I said. “This isn’t something I’m going to get out of my system. If anything, the experience with Blake – and everything between us since then – has proven to me that it’s not possible to get this out of my system, that if anything I should have done this sooner.”

    Alex looked dejected, and for a few moments I couldn’t help but join him. I didn’t want to lose my husband, but I’d just spent the past two weeks in a place of genuine bliss and I wasn’t willing to give that up, either.

    “You’ve really enjoyed the past few weeks, right?” I asked.

    Alex looked at me and nodded with hope once again in his eyes. “It’s been great, Erica. Hasn’t it?”

    I nodded and took his hand. “Alex, it’s been incredible, but you have to know that it’s been fueled by what happened with Blake. Having sex with him ignited something inside both of us and we ran with it. That’s not the sort of thing that lasts for five, ten, or twenty years. It’s the sort of thing that lasts for a few weeks, maybe a little longer, and then fades, and that’s how it should be. Once it fades, things will go back to the way they were and I’ll go back to feeling that same suffocating thing I was feeling before.”

    Again Alex looked dejected, and with good reason, I suppose. I’d just told him that it wasn’t possible for him to make me feel the way I needed to feel. What man wouldn’t find that disappointing?

    “Don’t you want to have more sex like we had the past few weeks?” I asked. “Hasn’t it been pretty close to the best sex of our lives?”

    Alex nodded and smiled, thought just a little. “It has been.”

    “Alex, look at me,” I said. He turned and our eyes met. “I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make you feel good. I know I’m being selfish by insisting that I get to sleep with other people, but I’m not going to leave you out. You’re not going to be relegated to jerking off while I’m out with other guys. I promise, Alex, I’ll make you feel good. It might not always be perfect, but you won’t be unsatisfied.”

    “I just…I just have to accept that I can’t satisfy you,” he replied.

    It was rough, but there was only one response to that. “Yes,” was all I said. It was true, though. I knew Alex wanted to satisfy me – which he could do under certain circumstances, but not in a long term way –that he wanted to be enough for me, but he couldn’t be. It just wasn’t possible. That was a shortcoming of mine, in a way, but it was also reality.

    “Have you...have you found anyone you like?” he asked.

    “You don’t have to do that,” I replied. “I know this is hard for you and I appreciate you being willing to do indulge me at all, but you don’t have to do that.”

    Alex looked away and took a deep breath. “You know what’s hardest for me? It’s knowing that I like it. That’s the part that I’m really struggling to wrap my head around. I mean, do you remember when you said that you would have been a slut for Blake all weekend long?”

    I smiled. “I believe I said I’d have been his insatiable slut, in fact.”

    “Yeah, well, that was a huge turn on for me, especially in the moment. And now I get turned on when I think about you being with Blake. Every single time I think about it I get turned on and I just…I don’t know, it’s hard for me. It’s…honestly, it’s kind of embarrassing,” Alex explained.

    “Embarrassing because you like it?” I asked. He looked at me and nodded. I wasn’t really sure what to do, so I scooted a little closer, took his hand in mind, and rested my head on his shoulder. “It probably doesn’t help if I tell you not to be embarrassed, but you shouldn’t be. I certainly don’t think any less of you, if that matters at all. If anything, it makes me feel like you’re an even better husband than I thought. Your eagerness to make me happy is a quality most married men don’t actually possess.”

    “Yeah?” Alex asked.

    “Yeah,” I said. “Absolutely. I know you’re making a sacrifice, Alex. I’d like to think that you’ll benefit from this in the long run – and in the short too, if I’m being honest – but I know that this is unusual. Please understand that I don’t think any less of you, though. If I did, I don’t think we’d have had quite as much sex as we’ve had over the past few weeks. Sex that I’ve really enjoyed, by the way.”

    “I’ve enjoyed it too,” Alex said with a smile.

    “I know you have, and there’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” I replied. “You’re certainly welcome to feel that, of course – I can’t stop you – but you don’t have to.”

    Alex turned and kissed my head and I ran my fingers up and down his arm. We stayed like that for a few minutes, in fact, and it was really quite nice.

    “So, have you found someone?” he asked.

    I smiled. It wasn’t so much that he’d asked the question as it was the tone of his voice as he asked it. As much as it embarrassed him, Alex couldn’t help but like the idea that I’d already found someone else to fuck.

    “I’ve been messaging with a handful of guys,” I answered. “One or two of them seem like they’d be a lot of fun to play with.”

    “Yeah? What makes it seem like they’d be fun?” Alex asked.

    I thought of one of the guys I’d chatted with. He was married and both he and his wife were free to play with other people. At the very bottom of his profile he made mention of his size being well above average and I couldn’t help but feel intrigued by it. I know that sounds so shallow, but I’ve never been with someone that I would describe as well above average and I can’t help but want to know what it would be like.

    “Well, one of the guys mentioned having…well, having a lot more to work with than most guys,” I said.

    “You mean he’s got a big dick?” Alex asked.

    I laughed. “Yes, that’s what I mean.”

    “Is that something that interests you?” Alex asked.

    “Well, I’ve never been with someone that has a genuinely big dick,” I said.

    Alex shifted a little and I looked up at him to see that he was feeling…something. “And you, you want that?” he asked. “A big…a big dick?”

    “I want to try it,” I said. “I’ve…well, I’ve heard my friends talk about it every once in a while, and I’ve seen women talking about it online, and everyone seems to agree that there’s something really, really nice about getting fucked by a guy with a big dick. Some of them say it’s not something they’d want all the time, that it can be a bit exhausting, but that every once in a while it’s the kind of thing that can make you cum like you’ve never cum before.”

    Alex reached out and ran his fingers over my thigh. His touch was soft and gentle, though he stayed away from my crotch.

    “So, this guy, the one with the…the big dick, are you going to meet him?” Alex asked.

    I wanted to meet him. I’d been chatting and flirting with him for a week and I really liked him. He was good looking – at least if his pictures were honest – and while he hadn’t posed any pictures of his dick (that’s a good sign, as guys who gleefully share dick pics are almost always assholes), he certainly seemed genuine and there was good reason to believe he wasn’t lying about what rested between his legs.

    “How would that make you feel?” I asked as I spread my legs a little. “If I met him? If I met him and I ended up liking him. How would it make you feel if I got fucked by a guy with a big dick?”

    Alex’s hand moved to my inner thigh as he correctly read that I wanted him to touch me there. I let my fingers wander between his legs and found that his cock had grown a little.

    “I want you to be happy, Erica,” Alex said.

    “I know you do, Alex,” I replied as his fingers inched closer to my crotch. “But that’s not an answer to my question. I want to know how you’d feel if I got fucked by a guy with a big dick.”

    I stroked Alex through his underwear and he groaned. He was turned on. There was no question about that, but I was genuinely interested in knowing more. Was it the idea of someone else’s big dick being inside me that turned him on, or was it just that he was really getting into the idea of me fucking another guy regardless of dick size.

    “Erica, I don’t know how I feel,” Alex said. “I feel nervous about it. I feel excited. I feel a little panicky, to be honest. I feel like I’d really like to fuck you again, too.”

    I slipped my hand into his underwear and wrapped my fingers around his cock. I kissed his neck and moaned just a little before asking, “Why do you feel nervous, Alex?”

    “What if you love it so much that you decide you can’t live without it?” he asked.

    “It’s you I can’t live without, Alex,” I answered. “I might end up loving the feel of a big dick in my tight pussy, but there’s only one thing in my life I can’t live without.”

    Alex moaned and his cock surged in my hand and I was certain it wasn’t because I’d just expressed my love for him. He liked the idea of me loving a big dick, and I’m pretty sure he liked that I called it my tight pussy. Dirty talk is always fun, after all.

    He turned to me and his fingers worked their way into my panties. He found my clit and it was my turn to moan. One little touch is all it took to set off what felt like spectacular fireworks between my legs. I was, unsurprisingly, rather turned on.

    “Erica, I want you,” he said.

    “Again?” I asked playfully.

    “Yes, again,” Alex said.

    “Then take your underwear off,” I replied.

    Alex took his underwear off and I did the same. I straddled him, sat across his thighs, and took his stiff cock in my hand once more. I felt sexy and powerful and he had this look in his eyes like he was willing to let me do whatever I pleased.

    “You have a nice cock, Alex,” I said. “You really do.” He looked up at me and moaned as I stroked him a little faster. I held his gaze and said, “But I want to try something bigger. I want to try something longer and thicker. I want to fuck someone with a big dick. I want him to stretch out my tight little pussy.”

    The look on Alex’s face was incredible. He wasn’t cumming, but it looked like he was right on the verge of an orgasm, like I’d tapped into some sort of vein of pleasure that he’d never explored before.

    I took him inside me. I was soaked and he was stiff and he slipped into me with ease. I leaned forward and he kissed and sucked on my breasts as I bounced on his cock. It was wild, passionate sex fueled by this desire we’d uncovered together. It was great, too. It was the kind of sex I’d longed for and now I was having it because I’d just told my husband I wanted someone with a bigger dick to stretch me out.

    We came together. I came hard. Really hard. It was the kind of orgasm that had my body shuddering with pleasure. Based on the noises he emitted and the look on his face, Alex came hard too. Really hard.

    “That was really good,” I said with a soft chuckle as we both came down from our orgasms.

    “No kidding,” he replied.

    I didn’t say anything, but I was absolutely going to get in touch with the guy I’d been messaging. If sex with Alex was that good just talking about, what would it be like after I’d fucked the guy with the big dick? I didn’t know, but I wanted to find out.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    When Alex and I opened my side of our marriage, I made a simple - but exceptionally difficult - request of him: That he accept that I needed more than he could give me. I still loved him madly. I still wanted to be married to him.

    Because he's a wonderful man, he accepted that. He wanted me to be happy, and so he embraced the idea that I just couldn't get what I needed from one man. It wasn't even that Alex didn't have the skills to make me cum the way I wanted to cum. It was that I needed the excitement that comes with being someone new. That, more than anything, was what I craved and that's the one thing your husband can't give you.

    What surprised me - or both of us, really - was that Alex really enjoyed my first dalliance with another man. We had really good sex after I fucked Blake during the weekend retreat. Like, really good sex. Lots of really good sex, in fact.

    What surprised me even more, though, was Alex's arousal at the idea of me fucking someone with a big dick. I'd been flirting with a guy online - a married guy whose marriage was entirely open and who was free to play with other women - and he'd been quite clear about having a dick that measured far above average. I found the idea exciting - I'd never been with someone with a truly big dick - but it was when Alex couldn't seem to contain his excitement that I was truly caught off guard.

    As I wrote about last time, we had some exceptionally good sex right after I shared the fact that I wanted to fuck someone with a big dick. Alex was clearly turned on, I was absolutely turned on at the idea of trying a big dick for the first time, and we both came hard and fast as that arousal swirled through our bodies before I sat on Alex's cock and offered him the pleasure of my pussy.

    Now, when I say I've never been with a guy with a big dick, I mean it. I haven't measured every guy I've been with - I haven't measured any of them, in fact - but I know they've all been average, or very slightly above average. Alex is average. Blake was average. Previous guys I've been with were average-sized too. The sex was always good, but my friends who've had bigger dicks almost all say it's better (though not too big, because that's usually just painful).

    My interest was piqued the moment I read his profile. First, there was the mention of the fact that he had a big dick. But it was also the fact that the mention was at the bottom of the profile, like he wasn't bragging about it. He was just putting it out there for those that managed to read the whole thing.

    That's why I didn't mention it when I started messaging him. Instead, I asked him about what it was like to be in an entirely open marriage. He had nothing but good things to say about it, of course, and I told him that we'd just recently opened our marriage - half of it, at least - and that we'd both thoroughly enjoyed it up to that point.

    He was smart and funny and he somehow managed to be charming via text, which is a lot harder than you might think. So we set up a call and did a little flirting by phone. His voice was deeper than I expected, though he spoke with the same level of confidence he'd displayed in his texts. He managed to be even more charming than when we were messaging, to the point that I actually found myself thinking about fucking him while we were chatting.

    It was those thoughts that led me to ask a question that would have been entirely inappropriate in any other circumstance. "So, when you say you have a big dick, what does that mean?" I asked towards the end of our second call.

    Simon (that's his name, in case I haven't mentioned it) laughed. "I guess you read all the way to the end of the profile."

    I smiled and actually felt a little bit excited. "I did. Sorry if it's really rude to ask that question, but, it's just, I've never actually been with a guy with a big dick and I can't help but feel really curious about it."

    "Never?" he asked with genuine disbelief in his voice.

    "No, never," I replied. "I've never measured my husband, but he's definitely not big. He's average, I think. He's really good in bed, but so many of my friends have said that bigger really is better, and I guess I just can't help but want to know if that's true."

    "Well, mine measures a little over ten inches long and it's fairly thick," he said after a brief pause. "I've been with a few women for whom it's been too big, to be honest, but everyone else has had a very good time."

    I smiled. He was being a bit humble and I swear it seemed entirely genuine, which made him so much more attractive. "Wow, I honestly have no idea what that would feel like."

    Alex's car pulled into the driveway and for a moment I felt a sense of panic, like I was doing something wrong. I wasn't, though. He knew I was talking and messaging with Simon. We'd actually had rather excellent sex after my previous talk with Simon, and we'd filled that sex with dirty talk regarding me fucking someone with a big dick.

    "I guess I can't actually answer that question for you," Simon said with a chuckle, "though I'd like to think it would feel exceptionally good, and, if I'm being honest, I'd like the chance to prove that."

    I smiled. It was the first time either of us had directly mentioned having sex, despite all the flirting we'd done via text and call. Alex walked in a moment after Simon uttered those words and I smiled and said, "Are you saying you want to fuck me, Simon? Are you saying you want to show me what it's like to take that big dick of yours?"

    Alex nearly dropped his laptop bag, catching the strap at the last moment and setting it on the floor before making his way to the couch and sitting by my feet.

    "That is what I'm saying," Simon replied. His voice had shifted a little, like his confidence had increased as a result of my sudden turn into dirty talk. "I'd like to spend the whole night showing you what it's like to enjoy my big dick."

    I was, if I'm being honest, hugely aroused in that moment. Alex's presence absolutely increased my arousal, too. I don't know if it was the fact that it felt a little naughtier to talk like that with my husband in the room or if the look of lust in his eyes fed into my desire, but it was definitely something and it felt really good.

    Because of that arousal, I took my shorts and panties off and spread my legs. Alex stared at my pussy for a few moments and then took the hint and laid between my thighs.

    "My husband just got home," I said. "He heard me talk about enjoying your big dick and now he's between my legs with his tongue in my pussy." Honestly, I'm not entirely sure what had gotten into me, as I don't usually slip into that kind of dirty talk with such ease. It felt good, though. Really good, and Alex was doing wonderful things with his tongue, so I just let the dirty talk flow.

    "Your husband doesn't mind that you're going to fuck someone with a bigger dick than his?" Simon asked.

    I arched my back and moaned, in part because Alex turned his tongue's attention to my clit and in part because I'm fairly certain that he was actually turned on at the idea of me getting fucked by someone with a bigger dick than his, and that had deepened my desire to do that very thing. It had become this beautiful, circular thing that seemed to fuel desire on both our parts, leading to some seriously passionate sex between us, and now it had Alex between my legs eagerly licking my pussy while I talked to another man about having his big cock inside me.

    "I think he likes it," I said. That felt a bit risky - Alex and I hadn't talked about whether or not he liked me fucking someone with a bigger dick, it had all been implied - but I was kind of lost in my desire in that moment and I wasn't really thinking things through. Alex looked up as I said it and I stared into his eyes and followed that with, "I think he likes that his wife wants to experience a big dick in her tight pussy."

    Yeah, Alex definitely liked it. His eyes lit up in a way I hadn't seen before, like I'd just pressed some magic button that instantly filled him with this crazy sense of arousal. Not long after he reached down, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock, all while massaging my clit with his eager tongue.

    "And is that what you want, Erica? Is that what you've come to crave? Do you want to feel my big dick in your tight pussy? Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want me to show you what it's like to enjoy a truly big dick for a night?" Simon asked.

    "Fuck, yes, Simon, that's what I want," I said. "I want to be yours for a night. I want you to show me what it's like to get fucked by a man with a big dick." I looked down at Alex, saw his tongue working my clit so vigorously, and said, "I want you to show me what it's like to get fucked by a man with a much bigger dick than my husband's."

    Alex moaned the moment the words left my lips. He moaned loudly, too. Simon must have heard him.

    "I like to get a hotel room the first time I'm with someone," Simon said. "I like one with a nice view, too, and it's even better if it has a balcony."

    "Why is that?" I asked as a knowing smile crossed my face.

    "Because there's nothing better than fucking a beautiful woman on a hotel balcony," Simon said. "It's best if there's enough space for furniture, so we can take a bottle of wine or champagne out there, sit and enjoy the stars and the night sky and the incredible view."

    "And then I could get on my knees in front of you and take your big cock into my mouth," I interrupted as I got caught up in a little bit of fantasy.

    "Yeah? Would you do that, Erica? Some women can't handle the thickness. Do you think you could handle it?" Simon asked in a low, lusty voice.

    I was honestly astounded at how turned on I was. There were so many factors contributing to it, but I could literally feel the juices dripping out of my pussy as I imagined doing exactly as I'd described. I wasn't sure I could actually pull off sucking on a really thick cock, but in the moment I was damn sure going to try, and I really did like the idea of doing it on a hotel balcony.

    "I'd certainly try, Simon," I replied. "I don't know why, but I really like the idea of sucking on a really big dick. Fuck, I can picture it. I can see myself on my knees in front of you. I can picture myself looking up at you as I take you in my mouth, as I do what I can to make your big dick feel good."

    I'm certain Alex could have cum with ease as he listened to me talk about sucking someone else's big dick. I'm also certain he held off because he was hoping I'd invite him to fuck me after I got off the fun. Luckily for him, that's exactly what I intended on doing.

    "How would you fuck me out on the balcony?" I asked.

    "I'd have you ride me first," Simon answered. "That would give you time to get used to my size, to take me at the pace you prefer. We'd go slow. I'd enjoy how tight you were. You'd enjoy how big I was. I'd play with your tits. I'd kiss you. I'd let you lose yourself in how good it feels to have a truly big dick inside you for the first time. With any luck you'd have the kind of orgasm you've never experienced before."

    Because I genuinely had no idea what a truly big dick would feel like inside me, I just pictured pure bliss, like a better version of the sex I'd had so far in my life. Simon did a really good job of delivering his descriptions, too. It seemed like he'd had plenty of experience with dirty talk, because he guided me right through that particularly lurid and lovely fantasy and he made damn sure that all I really wanted was to make that date, have him rent that hotel room, and go to him so he could fill me with his big dick.

    "And would you cum as I rode you, Simon?" I asked between moans.

    "No," he answered. "I like to make the first time last. I'd give you multiple orgasms before I came. I'd make sure you were so enamored with my dick that you'd want me again. Then I'd cum."

    I was pretty close to cumming at that point, but I wanted to hold off so I could cum with Alex inside me. "How would you cum?" I asked. "How would you fuck me?"

    "There are so many options," Simon said with obvious delight in his voice. "If you can take it, I'd love to cum while fucking you from behind. Some women can't handle that with me, though, so if that was the case I'd have you get on top. I'd have you ride me in the bed. I'd have you ride me hard, and I'd time it so that I came the moment you came. I'd want it to be your third or fourth orgasm of the night. I'd want it to be the one that leaves you exhausted, like you can't take anymore, like you've been satisfied so completely that you just want to fall asleep. Then I'd cum. I'd claim my pleasure. I'd enjoy every second of it, too."

    "Simon, I need you to fuck me," I said. "As soon as possible." I was all in. I was so fucking turned on I couldn't believe it.

    "I'll book a room for this weekend," he replied.

    "I can't wait," I said. "I'm so wet for you, for what you described, Simon."

    "Then I hope your husband gives you a good orgasm," he said. "Just know that I'm going to make you cum so much harder this weekend. I'll text you the info after I've booked a room."

    "I can't wait," I said. The call ended and I tossed my phone on the floor and said, "You have to fuck me right now."

    Alex hastily stripped out of his pants and moved between my legs. His cock was inside me a moment later. It felt good - it always feels good - but I was thinking about Simon. I was thinking about what his cock would feel like inside me. It was all I could think about.

    "He's going to fuck me this weekend," I said. "He's going to book a hotel room. He's going to spend the night fucking me with his big dick, Alex. He's going to spend the night filling my tight pussy with the biggest dick I've ever taken!"

    "Oh, fuck, Erica..." Alex said, though that was all he seemed to be able to manage.

    He came inside me a few moments later, but I was right there with him. I'd been on the edge of orgasm for a few minutes and had just been holding off, so I came right with Alex, and it was fantastic. My toes curled. My head spun a little. I'm pretty sure I saw stars for a few moments. It was amazing.

    "Is that really happening?" Alex asked after we’d both come down from our orgasms. "This weekend, I mean?"

    "It is," I said. "Is that okay?"

    "Oh, hell yes," Alex replied with a smile. "I don't know what's going on with me or why I like this so much, but obviously I'm all in on this. So yeah, please, have a great time this weekend."

    How could I not love a man like that? How could I not think he was absolutely perfect for me? He is. He absolutely is. And, I got to enjoy a bigger dick, and it was fucking great, and I'll tell you about it soon.
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    Okay, so, no big surprise here, but size definitely matters. Like, it most definitely matters.

    If you haven't been reading, I've not been with a guy with a genuinely big cock before. I've been with average cocks - my husband is average - and a few below average, but not someone with a big cock.

    Until I met Simon, that is. We met online, we chatted a great deal (read the previous chapter if you want to enjoy some of the dirty details of what we chatted about), and then we agreed to meet for a night in a hotel.

    Simon paid - it was a nice hotel, too, so it was quite generous of him - and it had the balcony he wanted. It was actually a rather spacious balcony with a table and two chairs, both of which were armless, which would make it rather easy for me to ride Simon's big cock, as he'd described the last time we'd talked.

    Let me rewind just a little, though, to right before I left for my date. I'd just finished my hair and makeup - I put in a lot of effort and went for the sexiest look possible - and I'd picked out two lingerie sets and laid them on the bed. Then, I called for Alex.

    He saw the lingerie sets on the bed as he stepped into the room. He looked at them for only a moment, though, before turning his gaze towards me and staring at my naked body. I'd removed the robe I had on while doing my makeup and I was happily nude for my husband - the man I would be cuckolding that night - and it brought a bright smile to his face.

    "Erica, wow, you look so hot," he said.

    "Yeah? You like it?" I asked.

    "Yeah. It's...I mean, wow, you look truly hot," he added.

    I should say that I don't usually go all out with the sexy hair and makeup. I do it sometimes for Alex, but it's become a rarity as we've settled into married life. I should also say that it was really exciting to go all out for Simon, and Alex seemed to find it really exciting too. He came over with a lusty look in his eyes and pulled me into his arms. He leaned in to kiss me, but I put up my hand and blocked his lips from reaching mine. He seemed a little put off, but I smiled and said, "I don't want to ruin my makeup. I want it to be perfect for Simon."

    Alex actually groaned a little, but in the best way possible.

    "You don't mind, do you?" I asked. "That I want to look good for him?"

    It looked like he was about to answer when I reached down and grabbed his cock through his pants. I stroked him nice and slow and I couldn't help but smile as he groaned once more, this time while he closed his eyes and got hard.

    "What lingerie should I wear?" I asked as I released my husband's cock and pointed towards the bed.

    Alex turned and stepped closer. He reached out and ran his fingers over the delicate black lace of the bra and panty set I'd picked out. He smiled at the sight of the stockings I planned on wearing with it and then turned his attention to the dark blue bodysuit I'd chosen as the other option. It featured this incredible plunging neckline that went all the way to my belly button and the sheer material hugged my breasts in the most inviting way. It was the one I would have chosen, and I was delighted when Alex picked it up.

    "You have to wear this one. It looks amazing on you," he said.

    "Plus, it has easy access," I replied as I pointed to the delicate little button at the crotch that opened up the bodysuit, making it simple for me to keep the lingerie on while Simon fucked me. "I thought I'd pair it with that floor length dress of mine that you really like. The one that's somehow both casual and insanely sexy."

    "The one that falls right to the floor when you push the straps off your shoulders?" he asked.

    I smiled and nodded. That was exactly the one I was talking about, and that was exactly what I was hoping Simon would do at some point in the evening.

    "You know, I actually feel a little jealous of Simon," Alex said. "Not in a bad way, but he's obviously going to have a great night."

    I took a moment to study Alex's face and make sure that he really wasn't feeling jealous in a bad way and then I said, "You know, I'm going to have a great night too." I reached out and unzipped his pants as he set my lingerie back on the bed. "I'm going to have a big cock inside me for the first time in my life. I'm going to enjoy that big cock as many times as I want. I'm going to get to cum on it over and over."

    Alex was rock hard at that point. There was no question he was turned on, especially since the look on his face was one of pure, lusty wonder.

    "You'll get to have fun tomorrow, though," I said. "And I suppose you can masturbate tonight if you want."

    "I won't," he replied. "I want to wait until tomorrow."

    That made me happy. Happy enough that I was tempted to kiss him. I resisted that temptation, though, mostly because I wanted to maintain that lust I saw in his eyes when I refused to let him kiss me.

    I released his cock and got dressed. Soon after I was on my way to the hotel. Simon had gotten there first and texted me with the room number. I was stunned at how hard my heart was beating as I rode the elevator to the 11th floor. I'd never met a man at a hotel for sex before, though. I'd never had a big cock inside me, either. There was a chance I'd be one of the girls that couldn't take it (I wasn't).

    My nerves disappeared the moment Simon opened the door. He was actually quite a bit better looking than in his profile pictures and he'd dressed quite nicely for our little date in a pair of slacks and a button up shirt. Even his shoes were really nice.

    He greeted me with a kiss on the cheek - he smelled great, in a way that actually turned me on a little - and then took my hand and led me into the room. My eyes were immediately drawn to the balcony and the two glasses of bubbly champagne resting on the table. We walked out into the surprisingly warm evening air and Simon picked up the glasses and handed me one so we could share a toast.

    The whole thing felt perfect - like Simon had gone above and beyond in setting everything up - and I'm fairly certain that's why I went in for a kiss. I felt this urge, this overpowering need to kiss him. I still had the glass of champagne in my hand, but that didn't diminish the power of the kiss. It was incredible. It was the sort of kiss that evolved as it went on, too. It started fairly soft and simple, and then our lips parted and our tongues got involved. We both seemed to feel the same intense surge of lust and our tongues went a little bit wild dancing with each other. By the time it was over I could feel Simon's cock pressing into me through his pants and I was unquestionably wet.

    I took another long sip of my champagne and thought about the last time we'd talked on the phone. We'd fantasized about the night we were now having, and that fantasy had included me getting on my knees and taking his big cock in my mouth. So I set the champagne on the table and I slowly dropped to my knees as I looked up at him. I reached up and played with his cock through his slacks and there was no question it was big. Huge might be a better word, though I don't have much to compare it to, at least in person. Suffice it to say that Simon was blessed with a far bigger cock than any that had ever come near my mouth or pussy.

    "You really are big," I said as I unzipped his pants and reached inside. He smiled as I worked to free his cock - it was a little more difficult given his size - and pulled it out. It was as beautiful as a cock can be. It was longer and thicker than I expected based on the bulge in his pants. The head was smooth and round and plump - and really quite big. I couldn't even fit my fingers all the way around the shaft, a fact that I marveled at as I stroked him. I looked up to see a smile on Simon's face.

    "Do you think you can handle it?" he asked.

    "I'm certainly going to try," I replied. Now, I don't want to make any of you that aren't blessed with big cocks feel bad, but there was something awe-inspiring about having Simon's dick in my hand. It made me happy to stroke it, to look at it, to think about getting fucked by it. I honestly had no idea if it would make any difference in my pleasure, but everything I'd heard from my friends made me think it would, so I was giddy.

    I took him in my mouth. I closed my eyes and I sucked on the exceptionally plump head. I ran my tongue back and forth over the underside and Simon moaned. He was just as turned on as I was, and I do know how to give a blowjob. An exceptionally good one, too.

    So I gave a good blowjob. I didn't come close to getting all of him in my mouth - I can't imagine there's a woman on the planet who could pull that off - but I gave a damn good blowjob.

    I really enjoyed it, too. My jaw got sore pretty quickly, but there really was something exciting about having a genuinely big cock in my mouth. I got wet in a way I don't typically get wet when giving head. I really do think the size had something to do with it. I know it's not fair or even really accurate, but in the moment it just felt like Simon was more of a man because he had such a big cock. Or, at least that's how my body was responding, and that was really all that mattered at that point, because my body was absolutely in charge.

    After a few minutes it felt like I was worshiping his cock in a way I'd genuinely never done before. I was really getting into it, like I'd subconsciously decided I needed to show Simon that I was worth fucking. He'd already made that decision - he'd booked the room, after all - but again, it wasn't a conscious decision. It was just me gleefully worshiping the big cock that would soon be inside me.

    Eventually my jaw got sore enough that I had to stop. Simon helped me to my feet and we kissed as I hastily stripped his pants and underwear off and freed him of his shirt. I felt a kind of hunger for him that was unusual for me and I couldn't keep my hands off his body and his cock the moment he was naked.

    Simon enjoyed my touch, but eventually he spun me around and took my breasts in his hands as he kissed my neck. His cock pressed into my ass and I moaned and turned my head so our lips could meet. Our tongues entwined as he pushed the straps off my dress off my shoulders. It fell to the ground and his strong hands moved over the bodysuit until he once again grasped my breasts.

    I felt so sexy in that moment. I was half naked on a hotel balcony with a naked, massively well-hung man standing behind me, handling my breasts, and kissing me with passion and expertise. I was awash in desire and I felt deeply desired, which in turn led to feeling so sexy.

    "I want you inside me," I said softly. "I need you inside me, Simon."

    "Let me get a condom," he replied. He stepped away and into the room and returned a moment later with a Magnum condom. He tore open the wrapped but I grabbed it from him before he could roll it down his cock.

    "Sit," I said with a smile. Simon sat and I fell to my knees in front of him. I took his cock in my mouth again. I gave him a quick blowjob - I don't know why, but I just wanted to suck it a little more - and then rolled the condom down his shaft.

    I stood up, put my hands on his knees, and bent over to kiss him. I felt kind of powerful in that moment, like he was the one waiting on me before we had sex, and it made me wetter. I reached back to unsnap the button on my bodysuit and free my pussy and then Simon reached out, grabbed my ass, and pulled me close, seizing control. He rubbed the head of his cock over my pussy lips and kissed my breasts through the thin material of my bodysuit.

    I lowered my hips and the head of his cock slipped inside me. He looked up at me and I dropped my hips a little lower, taking a few inches of his shaft. That's when I felt a sensation unlike any other I'd ever experienced. That's when I learned just how good a big cock could feel. I felt fuller than I ever had, and fuller in a way I loved, and that my body loved.

    I sank lower. I took more of his incredible cock. I took it slowly, though. My pussy needed time to adjust to his size, so I gave it what I needed. I kissed Simon as I welcomed him inside me. Our tongues mingled in the most erotic way imaginable.

    Then he hit a place deep inside me. Maybe it was my cervix. I'm not sure. I just know that it felt astoundingly good. I rested there. I rested there and I kissed him before saying, "You feel so good inside me. It feels...it's better than anything I've ever felt, Simon."

    His strong hands moved to my ass and he grabbed my flesh and gently moved my pussy back and forth on his cock. He remained deep inside me while my clit rubbed into his pelvis. My loins felt like they were on fire in the best way imaginable and I actually rolled my head towards the night sky and moaned loudly.

    Then, once it felt like my pussy had gotten used to his size, I took Simon's cock for a ride. I went slow at first, but soon enough I was bouncing on his dick. I completely lost myself in the overwhelming pleasure of having something so big inside me, and having that big cock attached to a good-looking, confident man that knew he could last long enough for me to cum as often as I wanted before he finished.

    I came so hard I nearly fell off his lap. I nearly lost control of my body. I was shaking. I couldn't really speak. All I could do was moan for that brief but beautiful span of time where the joy of an orgasm unlike any other tore through my body.

    I remained on his cock afterwards. We kissed. He ran his hands over my body. We didn't really say a word to each other. We just enjoyed the beautiful connection of him being inside me on the balcony of a fantastic hotel room.

    "I don't think I've ever had an orgasm like that," I said.

    "I'd like to make you cum again," he replied. "And again, and again, and again."

    I smiled and kissed him. I moved my pussy over his cock - which was still wondrously stiff - and moaned as his tongue invaded my mouth. In the moment I felt like I wanted to let Simon fuck me as many times as I could handle, like I wanted to spend as much of the night as possible with him inside me. I was, in essence, a very happy hotwife.

    We fucked a whole lot more, too, but I'm going to save some of the details for next time. As you might imagine, Alex found it quite pleasurable to hear about the fun I had with Simon, so you'll hear all about it when I detail how I made Alex feel good when I came home the next morning.
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     "Did we go through half the box?" I asked Simon as I held up the box of condoms he'd bought for our night together.

    He smiled and nodded. "Not a bad night, right?"

    That was an understatement. It had been a night - and morning - of world class sex. An eye opening night, in fact, as I definitively learned that the size of a man's cock very much makes a difference in the pleasure I feel during sex.

    "We should schedule a date to work through the other half of the box," he added. "If you're up for it, that is."

    There was just a touch of insecurity in his eyes and I found it adorable. I kissed him, grabbed his cock through his jeans, and said, "I'm up for it. Next weekend works for me."

    Simon took the box of condoms from me, stuffed it in the overnight bagged he'd packed for our stay, and slung the bag over his shoulder. "Next weekend it is, then. Same hotel?"

    I grabbed my little suitcase, extended the handle, and said, "Absolutely."

    We gave the room a quick check to make sure we hadn't left anything behind and then headed out. In the elevator, Simon pulled me close for a long, lingering kiss that filled me with lust. He was an exceptional kisser, which helped generate that lust, but I could feel his cock get hard as he pressed his body against mine and that conjured all the fresh memories of having that cock inside me and cumming repeatedly from the pleasure of it.

    We walked out together and gave the valet our tickets. We talked and shared a few kisses before our cars rolled up one after the other. Simon put my suitcase in the trunk and we shared one last long, lingering kiss before going our separate ways.

    I called Alex as soon as I was in the car.

    "Hey there," he said.

    "Hey. We just checked out. I'm in the car and heading home now."

    "How was your night?"

    "Incredible in every way. Better than I could have imagined. We went through half a dozen condoms, baby. Simon's cock spent so much time inside me and holy fuck did he make me feel good. I can't wait to tell you all about it when I get home."

    "You fucked half a dozen times?" Alex asked.

    I smiled just thinking about it. "I know. I got kind of greedy. I couldn't help myself, though. His cock...it's really something else, Alex. It's long and thick and it reaches places inside me no man has ever reached. Honestly, my pussy is tingling right now just thinking about and it hasn't even been half an hour since he was last inside me."

    "Really? You fucked this morning?"

    "We fucked twice this morning. Once before breakfast and once after," I answered with a smile. "He's insatiable and his cock and the way it made me cum, it made me insatiable. Completely and utterly insatiable, baby."

    Alex didn't say anything and I wondered if perhaps I'd said too much or been too vociferous in my praise of Simon.

    "Alex?"

    "I'm here," he said.

    "Are you okay?"

    "Yes. Absolutely. I'm...I'm hard, actually. I was just...I got a little lost thinking about the fact that I'm hard while listening to my wife talk about how good it felt to have some other guy's massive cock inside her."

    "I like that you're hard," I said. "I love it, in fact, and I promise that I'm going to take care of you as soon as I get home, Alex. I'm going to make you feel good."

    "I know," he replied. "I've been thinking about that all morning...and I thought about it all last night, too."

    I smiled. "Yeah? Did you think about me and Simon? Last night? Did you think about him fucking me? About him making me cum? About another man's massive cock in your wife's tight pussy?"

    I heard him breathing. The low, thready breaths of a man on the edge of arousal.

    "Fuck...Erica...please hurry home."

    "I'll be there soon, and I think you should be naked when I get there. Not a stitch of clothing on you. I want you waiting in our bed, baby. Naked and hard for me. Okay?"

    "Yes, absolutely," he replied.

    "I'll see you soon. I love you."

    "I love you too."

    I hung up and smiled as I thought of my husband sitting at home and grappling with intense desire as he thought of another man fucking me. I thought of poor Alex on the couch trying to concentrate on a movie as thoughts of me getting fucked filled his head. I thought of him trying to sleep as those same thoughts danced through his imagination, preventing him from fully surrendering to sleep. I liked that he was distracted, that he'd spent so much time in a state of arousal as he thought about me and Simon.

    I didn't say a word when I got home. Instead, I went to the kitchen and got a drink of water to quench the thirst that had arisen on my drive home. Then I made my way towards the bedroom, slowly stripping as I did so. I took my time, for no other reason that it struck me as fun to tease Alex a little as he wondered what was taking me so long.

    I stopped in the bedroom doorway and ran my hands up the smooth wood of the frame. Alex seemed delighted at my lack of clothing and I thoroughly enjoyed the hunger in his eyes as they roamed over my body.

    "Did you miss me?" I asked without stepping into the bedroom.

    "More than you can imagine."

    I looked down at my body and then met Alex's gaze once more as a smile crept across my face. "And did you spend quite a bit of time thinking about another man enjoying my body, Alex? Was it hard to sleep because you couldn't help but imagine Simon's incredible cock in your wife's pussy, or his hands on your wife's tits, or his tongue in your wife's mouth?"

    Alex nodded and I noticed the trail of precum running from the tip of his cock and down the underside, as if he'd been leaking steadily since taking his seated position in the bed.

    I stepped through the doorway and sauntered towards the bed. I took my breasts in my hands, squeezed them gently, and then ran my fingers down my stomach and over my hips. I bit my lower lip, moaned softly, and paused at the edge of the bed.

    "You're an amazing man, Alex," I said. He looked surprised at the compliment - or perhaps the timing of it - but it was true and it needed to be said. "So few men would be willing to put aside their insecurities and allow their wife to satisfy certain sexual needs with someone else. You're a rare and wonderful man in that way."

    I crawled into the bed and ran my fingers over his thigh, inching ever closer to his cock before taking it in my hand and stroking him at an achingly slow pace as I watched the pleasure register on his face.

    "I love you so much, Erica. I just want you to be happy. You being happy is what makes me happy. And...well, I've learned through all of this that I guess one of the reasons I was okay with you fucking other guys is that it actually turns me on." He moaned. "I mean, I probably could have cum half a dozen times last night and this morning. That's how turned on I was by the idea of you being with Simon."

    I crawled closer and settled next to him. My breasts pressed into his torso and I nuzzled his neck and kissed him softly while offering a long, slow moan. "Turned on by the idea of me getting fucked by a man with a cock so long and thick that it stretched out my pussy?"

    He groaned and I saw his eyelids flutter. Alex arched his back a little and his cock swelled up in my hand. I was barely stroking him but I suspected I could make him cum with a tighter grip and just a few vigorous tugs that emphasized the head of his cock and the stimulation of all the nerves that rested on the underside.

    "Did it really feel that much better?"

    "Yes," I whispered. "I don't know why. I know not all women care about size. But it made a difference to me. A huge difference. He was deeper in me. He was thicker than anyone I've been with and he stretched me so good, Alex."

    He really didn't seem the slightest bit bothered by the fact that I was waxing rhapsodic about a cock that was far longer and thicker than what Alex possessed. His reaction was the opposite, in fact.

    I released Alex's cock and kissed his chest. I slowly made my way down his stomach while moving between his legs. I kissed his thighs, moving all the way down to his knees before heading back up. I kissed his testicles, doing so softly while looking up at him and finding delight in the sense of anticipation in his eyes.

    "We drank champagne and fooled around on the balcony when I first got there," I said. "The champagne was delicious, though the kisses were better. I couldn't help but stroke Simon's cock through his pants as our tongues entwined. I couldn't help but tell him how big he felt and I'm quite certain he saw how impressed I was with his size."

    Alex opened his mouth to say something, but I took the head of his cock in my mouth and whatever he'd planned on saying just floated away. I sucked gently on the head of his dick and swirled my tongue around it a little, but I didn't want him cumming in my mouth right away, so I didn't go wild with it.

    "I went down on him on the balcony," I said before softly kissing the head of Alex's cock.

    "Really?"

    I smiled, nodded, and briefly took him in my mouth once more. "My jaw got sore really quickly, but the truth is, I wanted him in my mouth, Alex. I needed him in my mouth. Even if it didn't last long, I wanted to suck his beautiful cock."

    Alex groaned and I flicked my tongue back and forth over the underside of his cock head. He gripped the sheets and I wondered if he was perilously close to an orgasm, a notion that delighted me.

    "Then I had to have him inside me. I had to have his incredible, massive cock in my pussy," I explained. "We went into the room. I stripped. He stripped. We fooled around a little more and then he got out a condom. I gave him another quick blowjob and put the condom on his cock and I swear my pussy was soaked as I did it. I'm not sure I've ever felt that kind of excitement. There's something amazing about being with a new guy, but this felt different. This was...it was the size, Alex. It was having that massive cock in my hand, it was rolling the condom down it, it was straddling him and taking him inside me. The whole thing was so exciting, so thrilling, so erotic. I was just so turned on."

    I took Alex in my mouth and slowly swallowed him. I did my best to maintain eye contact, though I lost it as my nose neared his pubes. After blowing Simon, taking all of Alex into my mouth proved remarkably easy and based on the way he was moaning I think he deeply appreciated the pleasure of being swallowed.

    I pulled back, gave his spit-soaked cock a few strokes, and then crawled forward. My pussy hovered over the throbbing head of Alex's dick as I leaned down to kiss him.

    "I came so hard the first time. Harder than I've ever cum, Alex," I said.

    He groaned and ran his hands down my back. He grabbed my ass, though he didn't try and pull my pussy down on his dick.

    I lowered my voice to a seductive whisper to add, "Simon's big cock made me cum harder than any man ever has, Alex."

    He groaned as I took him inside me. I did so slowly and watched his face with a genuine sense of delight as the heat and wetness of my pussy surrounded every inch of Alex's stiffness.

    "Does my pussy feel good?" I asked.

    "Better than it's ever felt."

    I kissed his neck and slowly moved my hips back and forth, eliciting a steady stream of moans that made it seem as though Alex had ascended to a place of intense sexual satisfaction.

    "You don't mind that another man had his way with me half a dozen times, baby? You don't mind that I let Simon fuck me whenever and however he wanted last night and this morning?"

    He groaned louder and lifted his hips like he wanted to be deeper inside me.

    "Is that a no?" I asked.

    "I love that you let him have his way with you," he replied. "I love that he wanted you so desperately. I love that you wanted him so desperately."

    The truth was, we'd fucked all over the hotel room and we'd done so in all three of the standard positions, utilizing each multiple times in our quest to sexually exhaust each other. I figured I'd spend the whole week sharing the various details with Alex so there was no need to spill everything in that first encounter.

    I lifted my hips and sank down on Alex's cock, eliciting a beautiful moan as he closed his eyes and arched his back. It thrilled me to see how turned on he was and washed away any lingering sense of guilt I might have felt over fucking Simon half a dozen times while Alex sat at home.

    "I was more desperate for him after the first time," I said. "After he made me cum so hard, after I discovered the difference a big cock makes."

    "Did he use it well?" Alex asked. "His cock, I mean."

    I smiled. "I'd say he's an expert. It even felt good when he fucked me from behind. I thought he'd be too big, that it would hurt, but it didn't. It felt so good when he took me from behind, baby."

    Something about that seemed to excite Alex as he moaned and his eyes rolled back for a moment.

    "Do you like that, baby? Do you like that he took me from behind? That another man took your wife from behind?"

    He nodded.

    "He did it twice," I said. "Once after we showered he bent me over and the bathroom counter and fucked me while I watched myself in the mirror."

    My pussy got wet as the memory of that encounter - our third of the previous night - washed over me. It was unexpectedly hot and preceded by a wealth of foreplay in the shower and in the bathroom after. I damn near let him fuck me without a condom and was thankful when he rushed to the room to get one before rushing back and sliding into me from behind.

    "It was so hot to watch myself - and to watch him - as he fucked me. I think the watching is part of what made me cum so hard."

    I was riding Alex a little faster at that point and I could see the joy on his face and the inevitability of his orgasm.

    "Would you like to watch someday, baby? Would you like to watch me take Simon's big cock? Would you like to look in my eyes as he fucks me? Would you like to see how good he makes me feel?"

    Alex nodded and he did so vigorously.

    "Yeah? You'd like to watch as your wife cums on another man's cock? You'd like to hear me moan in pleasure as he reaches places inside me that no man has ever gone?"

    "Yes!"

    "Fuck, Alex, I can't believe how much it turns me on to think of you watching," I said, which happened to be true. It wasn't something I'd spent a lot of time considering, but in the moment it was fucking hot to think about. "If I was looking at you instead of in the mirror while Simon fucked me from behind I think I might have cum even harder than I did."

    He was close. I could see it on his face.

    "Are you going to cum inside me while thinking about watching, Alex? Are you going to cum while thinking about being the kind of man that cums while watching someone else fuck your wife?"

    He came, and, much to my surprise, so did I. It was a damn good orgasm, too.

    I sat up and rolled my head back and let the climax wash over me as Alex moaned and groaned beneath me. I took pleasure in his orgasm - in knowing he was turned on by the fact that I'd fucked someone else - and I took pleasure in the thought of Alex watching as Simon fucked me.

    I'm not sure if that will happen the next time I see Simon or at some point in the future, but I imagine it will be amazing when it happen. Truly, spectacularly amazing.
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     Being married is almost entirely wonderful. I love sharing my life with someone. I love that I have someone I trust implicitly. I love knowing that I have a partner that I can rely on without question or hesitation.

    The only real downside is that a married sex life can be a bit stale. You know, of course, that I've solved that problem by opening my half of our marriage to other men. I'm a hotwife. My husband Alex is a cuckold.

    Becoming a hotwife has restored sexual excitement to my life. I enjoy having sex with my husband, but it stopped being a source of genuine excitement. The sex was never quite mind-blowing, but everything else about being with Alex is exactly what I want out of life with a partner and because of that I adore him.

    I was missing that excitement, though, and he knew it, which is why he was actually the one to suggest that I start sleeping with other people. I don't think he understood what he was unleashing in me when he made that suggestion - how could he understand it? - but sleeping with other men has awoken a part of me that I wasn't entirely sure existed.

    I mention all of this as a way of introducing what I've started to think of as the need.

    When I first had sex with another man - his name was Blake and we fucked at a weekend getaway with friends - it was spectacular. It was exciting and the orgasm was fantastic and the newness of the whole thing was everything I wanted it to be.

    Then I fucked Simon, a man with a remarkable cock and a gorgeous body. The sex was better and Simon was really quite charming. It was with Simon that I developed the need.

    It's not quite an addiction, as that implies some sort of harm. Instead, it's this overpowering sense of lust that can only be quenched by indulging in my body's desire for Simon.

    It's not something I want. It's something I need. There's a difference. When you want something you can usually live without it. When you need something it becomes impossibly painful not to have it.

    The funny thing is, the need isn't always for an orgasm. The need is sometimes just to be with Simon, to indulge in my body's desire to be close to him, to have his cock in my hand, to have it in my mouth, to give him pleasure.

    That's the part that surprises me the most. I've never really been that kind of woman. The kind that enjoys giving a man pleasure almost as much as she enjoys experiencing direct sexual pleasure herself. There's something about Simon or about hotwifing in general that has unlocked that part of me, though.

    I first felt the need just a handful of days after Simon and I fucked our way through half a box of condoms in a hotel room he'd booked for the night. It was the most exquisite night - and morning after - of my life. My body was tingling with pleasure even after I got home and indulged in my desire to reconnect with my husband.

    A few days afterward I was working - from home since I'm lucky enough to work remotely - and I suddenly couldn't concentrate. Thoughts of Simon filled my head. My nipples got hard. My pussy got wet. I tried to push those thoughts aside so I could actually accomplish something, but my brain wasn't having it.

    I got up and went to Alex, who's also fortunate enough to work from home. I told him I needed to cum. His eyes lit up. He came to me. We kissed. I pushed him to his knees. He pulled down my leggings and ate my pussy as I stood there in the middle of his home office with my hands in his hair.

    I came hard. I thanked him. He looked up at me with desire in his eyes and I smiled. I told him I had work to do but that I would take care of him that night. He was frustrated but there was a tinge of lust, too. I like that about Alex. I like that he's actually gotten into being a cuckold, that he likes certain aspects of it, even the aspects that are frustrating.

    I went back to work with my desire extinguished. Or so I thought.

    Ten minutes later I felt that intense desire again. My nipples got hard. Thoughts of Simon danced through my head. In particular I relived a memory of him sitting on the couch in the hotel room. He'd put on a fluffy white robe while we drank champagne. It was after our second time fucking. I had on a robe, too, and I'd gone to the bathroom.

    When I came out of the bathroom I saw Simon sitting there on the couch with the champagne glass in his hand and a smile on his face. His legs were parted just a little and the robe had fallen open. I could see his soft cock and I felt an urge. An urge to have him in my mouth. So I closed the distance between us, set my champagne glass on the coffee table, and got on my knees to suck Simon's cock. I sucked until he was hard in my mouth and my pussy gushed as I did it. I think it was the first time in my life that I'd gotten massively aroused from pleasuring a man with my mouth.

    We fucked after that. I put a condom on his beautiful cock, climbed on top of him, and rode him while in the robe. He opened it up and kissed, licked, and sucked on my tits as I worked him with my pussy. We came together after a long, slow ride where my body remained in a place of bliss for the entirety of the time he was inside me.

    That memory - of the blowjob I gave him - danced through my head as I sat there at my desk. It made the need greater. My pussy was so wet I soaked my panties. Having an orgasm had quieted the need for a short spell, but not nearly long enough to make a difference.

    I'm sure it won't surprise you to hear that I texted Simon. It was a simple, straightforward message.

    "This might sound strange, but I have an overwhelming need to have your cock in my mouth. Any chance you're available?"

    I'm sure it's even less surprising to hear that Simon was, in fact, available. He invited me to his office, in fact.

    "Alex, baby, I'm going to see Simon," I told my husband as I popped my head into the room where he'd just eaten me out.

    His eyebrows shot up. "Really?"

    "I'm sorry. You did a really good job eating my pussy, but it wasn't enough. I need something more. Strangely enough, I have this need to give Simon a blowjob. I might also get fucked, but I just need to have him in my mouth. I can't explain it. I just have to have it, so I'm going to his office for a little lunch break blowjob."

    Alex looked...I'm not sure. Disappointed, maybe? Insecure, I suppose. I mean, he'd gone down on me and made me cum and he hadn't been able to satisfy my need. Of course, that was the entire reason I'd become a hotwife, so it wasn't as if he'd never dealt with that feeling before.

    "I love you, Alex," I said as I walked into the room and behind his desk. I pulled his chair out, turned around, and sat in his lap. He wrapped his arms around me and I turned my head to kiss him on the cheek as he cupped my breasts through my sweater. "I do. I love you dearly. Right now, though, I need something you can't give me. Something only Simon can give me. This is why you asked me to sleep with other people. I need something my husband can't give me."

    Our hotwife and cuckold relationship had evolved to the point where that kind of talk actually turned Alex on, which was why his dick got hard as I gently ground my ass into his crotch. It's what I wanted. It was much better to leave him aroused than to leave him disappointed.

    "I love you, Erica," he said.

    We kissed. It was long and slow and soft and deep. "I love you too," I replied. "I'll text you when I'm on my way home. Forget about me taking care of you tonight. I'll take care of you - and probably have you take care of me again - after I get back from sucking Simon's cock."

    He groaned grabbed my hips to try and make me gyrate in his lap a little faster. I did so and was suddenly acting very much like a stripper. It was exciting, honestly, and I felt like I understood in that moment why some women enjoyed the sense of power they got when they stripped and danced for men.

    I also decided to change into a skirt, so I gave Alex another kiss and then got up and headed for the bedroom. I found a fairly short - but somehow conservative-looking - skirt and changed into it, leaving my leggings on the bedroom floor. I put on a pair of knee length boots and a coat and headed to Simon's office.

    It was the first time I'd visited his office. All I knew about Simon's career was that he was in finance, which really didn't offer any specifics as to what he actually did. The office didn't offer any specifics, either, as it was a series of cubicles with actual offices lining the walls. A woman behind a desk near the elevators directed me to Simon’s office and when I stepped inside he was on the phone.

    I shut the door and locked it. The window shades were already drawn, giving us privacy. He smiled as I took my coat off. He smiled brighter when I reached under my skirt and pulled my panties down. I tossed them onto his desk and he grabbed them, lifted them to his nose, and inhaled deeply as his eyes fluttered. He was putting on a bit of a performance, but it was thrilling.

    I sauntered towards the desk and sat on it. I inched back, put my feet on the desk, and spread my legs wide. Simon stared at my pussy as I reached down and began to masturbate while he listened to whoever was on the other end of the phone call.

    Simon stroked his cock through his slacks - he looked great in his suit, by the way - and I watched him grow as he stared at my wet pussy with my fingers dancing over my clit.

    "Take it out," I mouthed silently.

    Simon slowly and silently unzipped his pants and removed his cock. His smile made it obvious he found it thrilling to do so while on what I assumed was a work call.

    He stroked his dick as he watched me masturbate. I felt the need crop up. I felt it growing inside me. It was like it was shouting at me to get on my knees and pleasure the gorgeous man in front of me.

    I slid off the desk and dropped to my knees. Simon removed his hand from his gorgeous, thick cock and I wrapped my fingers around it. I softly kissed my way up the shaft and then took the head in my mouth. He closed his eyes and his lips parted as I sucked. I think he wanted to moan, but of course he kept quiet.

    My pussy was soaked as I fed the need. I found it intensely arousing to be on my knees blowing a man while he was at work, while he was on a work call. It's not something I'd ever done before and the novelty of it absolutely added to the thrill. Plus, there was the thrill of giving head to this man who'd so thoroughly dominated my thoughts that day.

    I slowly unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants while blowing him. I removed them as quietly as I could, pulling the slacks down to his ankles as my head bobbed up and down in his lap. I ran my hands up his thighs and over the tight, soft fabric of his boxer briefs. I slipped my fingers into the waistband and stopped sucking for a moment to pull the underwear down and fully free the cock that had so thoroughly satisfied me the prior weekend.

    I ran my thumb over the underside of Simon's glorious cock head and kissed his balls. I was fully enmeshed in making him feel worshiped, in offering him the kind of pleasure that almost every man fantasizes about. I don't know why, but in that moment it made me so fucking wet to dedicate myself to giving him pleasure without a thought for the heat and desire between my legs. It was like my brain had decided that Simon deserved a reward for the pleasure he'd given me that weekend. Either that or some part of me wanted to make absolutely certain that Simon wouldn't wander to another woman, that he'd reserve his cock for my pleasure and my pleasure alone. Sometimes that stuff is primal, which is probably what the need is. It's a pure, primal desire to secure the sexual desires of a man that had shown me the best night of my life, sexually speaking.

    I sucked Simon's balls as I played with the head of his cock. I took great care not to make much noise and he seemed to take great care not to let a loud moan slip from his lips as a beautiful woman worshiped his cock and balls from her knees.

    After a while - I'd guess five minutes - Simon's call ended. He set his phone on his desk as I worked his big cock with my mouth. He ran his fingers through my hair and down my back. He lifted my sweater and I stopped sucking long enough for him to take it off. I quickly unhooked my bra and dropped it on the floor, leaving me on my knees in nothing but my skirt and boots.

    I looked up at him and he leaned down to kiss me. His strong hands played with my tits as our tongues entwined. I stroked his cock and he moaned into my mouth.

    "You've made this the best work day I've had in months, maybe years," he said.

    "Yeah?" I asked with a smile. "Does that mean it feels good to get your cock sucked by a beautiful woman as you work?"

    "It feels better than good."

    He sat back, but instead of taking him in my mouth, I took his cock between my breasts, squeezed the soft flesh around his shaft, and tit fucked him for a short while. I licked and sucked on the head as it reached my mouth, too, providing plenty of lubrication and that little extra bit of pleasure that seemed to leave Simon trembling with desire.

    When it seemed that Simon was nearing an orgasm, I took him in my mouth again and sucked with vigor. I used my hand, too. I worked his cock like a woman possessed and I was rewarded with him cumming in my mouth.

    Now, I imagine I'm like most women in that I'm not in love with the experience of a man cumming in my mouth. At least, that's usually the case. There was something different about that orgasm, though. It was feeding the need. It was satisfying me to satisfy him. My pussy was so wet as I took his load in my mouth while looking up at the pleasure on his face.

    Afterwards, I swallowed and Simon looked down at me with a blissful smile. "Can I make you cum?" he asked.

    "Not today. I'm going to have my husband do that. I got him quite excited before I left, and to be honest, there was something intensely pleasurable about coming to your office and sucking your cock and I'd like to sit in that pleasure for a little while."

    "Can I fuck you this weekend?" he asked.

    My pussy tingled at the idea. "Absolutely. How would you feel about my husband watching you fuck me at least once?"

    Simon smiled. "I'd like that."

    "It's a date, then. Let's book a room."

    "I'll take care of that. I'll get something nice with plenty of space for all of us."

    "Maybe a nice couch for my husband to watch from."

    Simon liked that idea, at least based on his smile.

    I put my bra and sweater back on, though I left my panties on his desk as something of a prize. After all, he claimed my mouth in the middle of the day and he did so because he'd fucked me so good the weekend before that I absolutely had to blow him to show my appreciation.

    I kissed Simon goodbye, left his office with a smile - and caught a few glances from his coworkers - and went home.

    Alex was in his office when I arrived. I walked in without saying a word. I pushed his chair back. I sat on his desk. I spread my legs. He looked between them and his eyes went wide.

    "I let Simon keep my panties as a little keepsake. He earned them."

    "Did he fuck you?"

    I shook my head. "Not today, no. He earned them because he fucked me so good last weekend. He earned them because I was so turned on sucking his cock that my pussy is absolutely soaked."

    Alex wheeled his chair a little closer and slipped two fingers inside me. I could hear the wetness and he could certainly feel it.

    "Wow," was all he said.

    "I sat on his desk just like this while he masturbated," I explained. "He was on a work call. He couldn't resist playing with his cock, though. His big, beautiful cock. The big, beautiful cock that satisfied me so many times last weekend."

    Alex rubbed himself through his jeans.

    "I did consider asking him to fuck me," I said.

    "Why didn't you?"

    I smiled and rubbed my clit while Alex fingered me. "I just really, really wanted to suck him off. I can't explain it. I just had to have him in my mouth. I just had to give him pleasure with my mouth, to show him that I'm the kind of woman that can show her appreciation for a man like him."

    Alex unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He leaned in and his tongue took the place of my fingers in massaging my clit.

    "I don't think I've ever wanted to suck cock as badly as I wanted to suck Simon's cock today." I leaned back and moaned before taking off my sweater. "I don't know what's come over me, Alex, but I feel like a different woman since I first fucked someone outside our marriage."

    "I like it," he said. "That you're a different woman. That you're...I don't know, wild and sexy and uninhibited."

    "And you don't mind that it was another man that was the subject of that wildness?"

    Alex stood and took his pants off. I inched my hips forward and he slipped his cock inside me. I wrapped my legs around him and he leaned down.

    "I hope it's okay that it...well, that it turned me on that Simon was the subject of your desire."

    I kissed him deeply to answer that question. He started to fuck me as our tongues entwined. I knew immediately that it would be good sex with a chance at being great sex. I knew that the fact that I'd just given Simon a blowjob was a big part of what made the sex exciting. That's the joy of being a hotwife, though. Everything is more exciting, even sex with a man that doesn't usually completely fulfill me.

    "Fuck me, Alex," I said. "Fuck me while I think about how good it felt to be on my knees in Simon's office."

    "Yeah? It felt good to suck his dick? It felt good to suck his big cock and make him cum in your mouth?"

    He fucked me harder and I got ever closer to a potent orgasm.

    "Yes, it felt so fucking good. It felt so good to suck that big cock, to make him feel good. It felt so good to suck him off, baby, to make him cum in my mouth, to swallow his thick cum and then come home to you for a deep kiss."

    We came together. Alex buried his cock inside me and unleashed his load as I wrapped my legs tightly around him and felt my body tremble with the release of every bit of sexual energy I'd built up while on my knees in Simon's office.

    I'd fed the need. I'd satiated that wild desire. I'd once again experienced the intense thrill of being a hotwife and ensured that I'd feel the need again, and again, and again.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life - Part 10
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    ---

    "What are you thinking about?" Alex asked.

    It was a little after dinner on a Thursday. We were on the couch. I hadn't realized I'd sort of drifted off until he said something.

    "It must be good," he added, "given that smile on your face."

    "I was thinking about Simon."

    Jealousy flashed across his face. Just for a moment, though. Then came a touch of arousal.

    "I don't know why, but I was thinking about when I gave him head at his office. I was thinking about how it felt to be on my knees, to have him in my mouth, to give him pleasure like that."

    Alex moved a little closer and ran his hand over my thigh. He kissed my neck and moaned, making it perfectly clear that he didn't mind one bit that I was thinking about having another man's cock in my mouth.

    "Should you text him?" he asked. "I can't imagine he'd turn down the chance to fool around with you."

    I turned and looked at my husband, whose excitement was obvious. "I want to wait until this weekend. I want him to be as desperate for me as I am for him. I want you to see that, Alex. I want you to witness my desire for him. I want you to get the full experience."

    His hand moved between my legs and pressed against my pussy. My leggings were thin enough that a little bit of pressure meant a great deal of stimulation and I closed my eyes for a moment and moaned.

    "I wouldn't you mind you giving me head, though," I said. "How would you feel about that?"

    He was on his knees before I'd even finished the question. He peeled off my leggings and panties and I inched my hips forward until my pussy was right at the edge of the couch. Alex then went to work.

    "Is it okay if I think about him?" I asked.

    He nodded and plunged his tongue inside me. He dragged it all the way up to my clit and repeated the process over and over. It was a slow, teasing way of eating my pussy. I liked it, though. I liked that he clearly wanted to extend the duration of his time on his knees.

    Then an idea came to mind. I grabbed my phone. I called Simon. I put him on speaker.

    "Are you calling him?" Alex asked.

    I nodded. "Just keep eating my pussy, baby. Keep going nice and slow, too."

    "Hey there," Simon said in his deep voice.

    "Hey, baby," I replied. "I was just thinking about you, about our date on Saturday night...and about when I visited you at your office."

    I could practically hear the smile on his face. "Oh yeah?"

    I moaned. "Yeah. My husband could tell I was lost in thought. I told him I was thinking about you, about sucking your cock, about how good it felt to have you in my mouth, to give you pleasure, to make you cum, to swallow your load."

    "Fuck, Erica...now you've got me all turned on."

    "Well then you should take your cock out and stroke it for me."

    I heard him unzip his pants. I heard him lower them to free his dick.

    "I can't stop thinking about you," he said. "About that visit to my office."

    "About the way I sucked your cock and swallowed your cum?"

    He moaned. Fuck, that moan was so hot. There's something irresistible about knowing I can make a man like Simon feel so good with nothing more than a memory and a few well-delivered words.

    "Yes, about that. About this weekend, too. I can't wait to fuck you, Erica. I can't wait to have you for a night."

    "To do as you please with me?"

    This time I moaned as the idea of surrendering myself to Simon suddenly felt quite thrilling. I knew he was the kind of man that would fuck me the way I needed and wanted to be fucked, and so that sense of surrender was exceedingly hot.

    "Is that what I'll get to do on Saturday night?" he asked.

    "Yes," I answered.

    "And your husband is going to enjoy watching that?"

    I looked down at Alex, who seemed utterly enthralled with the conversation.

    "Oh, he's going to love it," I said while running my fingers through Alex's hair. "He's going to love sitting and watching as another man enjoys his wife's body. He's going to love seeing me cum with your big cock buried so deep inside me. He's going to love seeing me make you cum, Simon. He's going to love every second of it."

    "And will he participate?" Simon asked. "Because it might be fun to have him eat your pussy before I fuck you, or go down on you after I've been inside you."

    Simon was getting into the cuckolding aspect of our relationship. I couldn't help but wonder if he'd done a little research or if he was simply exploring the things that made him feel good.

    "Would you like that, Simon? Would it turn you on if I made my husband eat my pussy before you fucked me?"

    "Fuck yes it would," he answered.

    I put a hand on the back of Alex's head and applied a little pressure. My pussy lips opened around his mouth. It turned me on to watch him let me guide him in that way. I saw no sense of worry or fear in his eyes over what Simon was proposing, which also delighted me.

    "Then I'll have to do that," I said. "I suppose a good cuckold should be willing to tend to his wife's pussy before she gives it to another man. Fuck...that's a really fucking hot idea."

    I moaned as Alex tended to my clit.

    "Tell me you're gonna fuck me hard, Simon. Tell me you're gonna fuck me hard in front of my husband."

    I could hear him stroking his gorgeous cock.

    "I'm gonna fuck you hard, Erica. I'm gonna fuck you hard and fuck you good. I'm gonna make you see stars when you cum. I'm gonna show your husband what it looks like when you get the kind of fucking you need."

    "Simon, baby, I'm cumming!"

    I came hard. Really fucking hard. I came hard because I was thinking about having Simon inside me. I came hard because Alex was licking my pussy as I was thinking about another man. I came because it was all incredibly fucking hot.

    Simon came too. I heard his grunting and groaning. I imagined thick ropes of semen spurting from the plump head of his cock and it put a smile on my face. I even thought briefly about having that cock in my mouth and tasting his load and that too was an utter delight.

    "I'll see on Saturday," I said after my orgasm. 

    "I can't wait."

    I hung up and pulled Alex's lips to mine for a long kiss. I caressed his stiff cock a little. I thought about jerking him off or letting him fuck me, but I denied him. Saturday was going to be better if he was exceptionally horny.

    ---

    I dressed in a full lingerie set. Bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, heels. The whole deal. I bought it new for the hotel date and I paid quite a bit for it. Expensive lingerie just looks better.

    I was wearing it when Simon showed up. I was on the couch with a glass of champagne in my hand. My legs were crossed. I tried my very best to play the part of a seductress and did so while Alex sat in the desk chair playing the part of an audience member for our little show.

    Another glass of champagne waited and Simon picked it up, took a sip, and sat next to me. I uncrossed my legs and he put a hand on my thigh. He ran his fingers over my nylon-clad skin and I felt an electric charge of pleasure rush between my legs.

    "It's good to see you," I said softly.

    "You're stunning, Erica," he replied. "More stunning than any woman has ever been."

    I smiled, leaned in, and kissed him. It was a kiss of pure desire. I wanted him so badly. I'd spent all week dreaming of having him inside me, of being fucked by the gorgeous man whose tongue was now in my mouth.

    We took our time, though. It was like we both understood that the pleasure would be that much better if we were in no rush to indulge in the act of fucking. Instead, we drank our champagne. We kissed. We fooled around. He rubbed my pussy through the panties and played with my tits a little. I caressed his cock through his jeans. I sucked on his tongue. I kissed his neck and whispered into his ear about how I was looking forward to having his big cock in my mouth while my husband watched.

    Eventually, the champagne bottle was empty. My pussy was soaked. Simon's cock was hard and there seemed to be a healthy amount of precum in his underwear.

    "I want you," I whispered as I set my glass on the coffee table. I took Simon's glass away, too, and straddled him. It felt good to be dressed in lingerie, to be dressed like a sexpot for his pleasure while he remained in his clothes. It was a small thing, but there was something very sexy about it.

    We kissed as I slowly moved my hips back and forth over his crotch. Simon's strong hands moved over my body, touching me in all the right places and igniting a firestorm of desire in the process.

    At one point I looked over my shoulder at Alex. He was sitting in the desk chair and gently rubbing his cock through his pants. He had a look of pure lust on his face. He was clearly enjoying himself.

    "Do you like what you see?" I asked.

    He nodded. A smile crossed his face. "You're so beautiful, Erica."

    Simon kissed my breasts through the bra. He grasped my ass hard, squeezing it like he owned it. Alex seemed to enjoy that as his gaze shifted to the hands on my ass.

    "Alex, would you mind helping Simon out of his shoes?" I asked.

    That surprised him. It surprised me too, to be honest. I don't know why, but something about asking Alex to remove Simon's shoes seemed insanely hot to me in the moment.

    Alex took a few moments to consider it, but then he got up. He walked towards us. He pulled the coffee table back to give himself room and then sank to his knees. I watched him untie one of Simon's shoes and then turned my attention to the man that would soon be inside me.

    He smiled up at me. I took his head in my hands. I leaned down and I kissed him deeply while he pulled my panties aside and slipped a finger inside me. I moaned and thought of Alex watching another man finger me while removing that man's shoes. My pussy got wetter. Maybe that sounds strange or even a little cruel to my husband, but my pussy got wetter.

    "Should I have him take your socks off?" I asked.

    Simon nodded.

    I smiled at him and held his gaze as I said, "Alex, baby, would you please take Simon's socks off, as well?"

    "Of course," he said.

    Simon slipped a second finger inside me. I moaned again. He probed deeply and I kissed him. His tongue entered my mouth and my lips clamped down around it. I sucked slowly and gently like I was going to do once I got on my knees for him.

    Once Simon's socks and shoes were off, I climbed off his lap and stood in front of him. Alex stood behind me. I could feel his breath on my neck.

    "Alex, darling, would you remove my panties?"

    I'd put them on over the garters - always do that, ladies - so all Alex had to do was drop to his knees and pull them down for me. I stared at Simon as my husband unveiled my pussy and I loved that he stared right between my legs at the object of his affection.

    "This is yours tonight," I said to him as I rubbed my pussy. "It's yours all night long. My husband is here, but he can't have it. Only you can have it. The best he can do is taste it, is get it extra wet for you with his tongue."

    I stepped to the side and turned towards Alex, who was on his knees with my panties in his hand.

    "My pussy is his tonight, sweetheart. You understand that, right?"

    He nodded.

    "Come and kiss it."

    Alex crawled closer and kissed my pussy.

    "Now lick it."

    His tongue entered me. He licked me. He lapped my cunt. He sucked on my clit a little, too. It felt good, though I watched Simon the whole time.

    "He's getting my pussy - your pussy, really - ready for you," I said. "You should take your pants off. I want you in my mouth. I want my husband to watch me suck your dick."

    I did want that. I wanted it badly. There was something about Alex watching me suck another man's cock that had me all kinds of turned on.

    Simon undressed as he watched Alex go down on me. His dick was rock hard when he pulled his underwear down and I felt a genuine wave of desire wash over me. Fuck he looked good. His cock was big and beautiful and hard as a rock and the tip was glossy from his precum.

    I gently pushed Alex away from my pussy and smiled down at him. "I'm going to suck his dick now. I'd like it if you were next to me. I'd like it if you watched."

    I moved in front of Simon and dropped to my knees. He smiled in the way a man does when a woman is on her knees for him. Then he moaned because I took him in my mouth. He moaned because I sucked his dick while looking up at him.

    I gave a slow, sensual blowjob. I didn't need to blow him to excite him. He was already eager to fuck me. I did it because it turned me on and because I wanted Alex to see. I wanted my husband to witness every phase of his cuckolding.

    Alex was right next to me. I could feel him. I saw Simon glance at him every once in a while, too. I reached over and found my husband's cock. I caressed him through his jeans. I heard him moan.

    Then I was consumed by a desire to kiss him, so I did. I leaned over. We kissed. Our tongues entwined. I stroked Simon while doing so. I stroked the man that would soon be inside me and kissed the man I was married to. It was beautiful.

    "Does his cock taste good?" I asked. It was thrilling to utter the words, and much more so because it clearly turned Alex on to hear them.

    "Yes," he whispered after a moan.

    "There are condoms on the nightstand. Go get me one."

    Alex stood and rushed towards the nightstand while I took Simon in my mouth again. I can't explain how much I enjoyed sucking his cock in that moment in that hotel room. It was pure pleasure. It was so fucking hot. It made my pussy so fucking wet.

    Alex returned with the condom, but I continued to suck cock. I worshiped it. I made Simon feel good. Then, finally, I kissed my husband again and took the condom from him. I tore it open and rolled it down my lover's thick dick.

    I straddled him. I took his cock inside me. I kissed while slowly sitting down on him. I moaned at the beautiful sensation of my pussy having to stretch just a bit around his thickness.

    "You're so much thicker than he is," I whispered.

    "Does that feel good?" he asked.

    "Oh my god yes."

    Simon grasped my ass and squeezed it hard. "Does it feel better?"

    I lifted my pussy and slowly sank down on him. "Yes, it feels so much better."

    That felt like a little bit of a risk with Alex right there. He moaned, though, and when I looked over my shoulder I noticed that he'd moved right behind me. He wanted a better view. That was really fucking hot to me.

    "Does it look good, baby?" I asked. "Do you like watching me ride his fat cock?"

    Alex looked up at me and nodded. He seemed to be in a daze - a good kind of daze - and I couldn't help but smile.

    I turned back to Simon and kissed him as we fucked slowly. I was in no rush to cum. I wanted to, but I also wanted to take my time. I wanted to kiss Simon, to feel his hands move over my body, to savor every moment of having him inside me.

    I looked back at Alex again. He was stroking himself through his pants and staring at the union of my body with Simon's. I loved that he was so enraptured by his cuckolding.

    "Baby, how would you feel about kissing my ass while I ride him? I think I'd really like to feel your lips on my skin."

    Alex crawled closer. He kissed my ass while I watched, while I slowly rode Simon.

    "That feels so good, baby."

    I turned back to the man inside me.

    "He's a good helper, isn't he?" Simon asked.

    "He is. He wants to make sure I feel good, that I enjoy myself."

    I rode him a little faster. I put a hand on the wall behind the couch to get a bit of leverage. Simon played with my tits through the delicate lace of my bra.

    Then I felt Alex's hands on my ass. He spread my cheeks. A moment later I felt his tongue on my asshole. It was utterly unprompted but it felt so fucking good. It was surprising, too, which made it hotter.

    I had an orgasm. It came up on me in the span of just a few seconds. My body trembled as I settled on Simon's cock while Alex kept eating my ass. I loved that he was so eager to be so dirty. I loved that he made me cum so fucking hard.

    "Holy shit," I said softly.

    I kissed Simon slowly and deeply and then looked over my shoulder.

    "Thank you for that, Alex. What an unexpected delight."

    He smiled. "You're welcome."

    I climbed off of Simon and sauntered towards the bed. I crawled in, looked over my shoulder, and then rolled onto my back. "Come and take me."

    Simon got up, crawled into the bed, and took me. He buried his cock deep inside me. He kissed me. He began to fuck me.

    "Harder."

    He fucked me harder. He fucked me so good.

    I turned my head to see that Alex had crawled closer to the bed. I'd envisioned him watching from the chair or couch, but I liked that he wanted to be closer. I reached out and he took my hand. I squeezed it tight. It felt good to be connected to him while Simon fucked me.

    "Simon, baby...your cock feels so good inside me!"

    In just a few minutes I came again. Harder than the first time. Simon slowed his thrusts and I wrapped my arms and legs around him while we kissed. It was slow and deep and so fucking beautiful.

    "I don't think anyone has ever made me cum as hard and as easily as you do," I said as I caressed his face. "I feel lucky to have found you, Simon."

    "I feel the same way."

    "How about you take me from behind until you cum?"

    He pulled out and I moved onto my hands and knees facing Alex. I reached out and took his hand. I squeezed it tight as Simon slid into me from behind. He grabbed my hips and began to fuck me. He went slowly at first, but it wasn't long before he was pounding me in pursuit of his orgasm.

    "Kiss me, Alex."

    My husband came closer. His lips found mine. It was hard to share a perfect kiss while I was getting fucked, but it was hugely erotic to connect with him while Simon had his way with me from behind.

    "I want you to lick my pussy after he cums," I said. "Will you do that for me? Will you soothe my sore pussy with your tongue after Simon cums?"

    "Yes."

    Simon came not long after. He came really fucking hard, too, at least if the grunting and groaning was any indication.

    He pulled out and collapsed into the bed. I cuddled up with him and spread my legs. Alex crawled between them.

    "Actually, I think you should be naked, baby."

    He backed out of the bed and stripped. I watched the entire time. I smiled as he crawled - now naked - between my legs once more. I moaned softly as he put his tongue inside me. I watched him delicately kiss my pussy lips and stay away from my clit, as it would have been far too sensitive.

    Then I turned my attention to Simon. "Thank you for letting Alex watch."

    He smiled. "Oh, believe me, it was my pleasure. There's something very hot about fucking a married woman while her husband watches."

    I kissed him and rested a hand on his chest. "Especially when you fuck that married woman better than her husband does."

    He chuckled. "Yes, that definitely makes it better."

    Alex moaned into my pussy. He affirmed his enjoyment of his cuckolding.

    "Alex, baby, would you like to cum now, or would you like to stick around and watch Simon fuck me again?"

    He looked up. "I'd like to stick around and watch."

    I smiled. I pulled the condom off of Simon's cock and extended my hand towards my husband. "You can throw this away, then. And while you're in the bathroom, dampen a wash cloth with warm water so I can clean my lover's cock for him."

    Alex took the condom without hesitation and strode towards the bathroom.

    "You know," Simon began, "I find it really hot when you make him do stuff like that. Is that weird?"

    I shook my head. "I make him do stuff like that because I find it really hot too. Really, really fucking hot. I didn't know how hot I'd find it until today, to be honest with you."

    He kissed me softly. "I guess that's something to start exploring then, huh?"

    I nodded.

    I did begin to explore it. Deeply, in fact, and it proved exceedingly arousing for all involved.

    I'll tell you more about it next time.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life - Part 11

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Being a cuckold requires a willingness to be remarkably vulnerable. It wasn't something I'd thought a great deal about, not until I began exploring pushing Alex to travel deeper into the depths of this lifestyle that we'd found ourselves immersed in.

    It had begun as a half open marriage. Alex couldn't fully satisfy me but I loved him desperately and couldn't bear the thought of leaving him. After some discussion, we settled on me being able to pursue my sexual pleasure with other men while he remained faithful.

    I then pursued that pleasure and had the kind of sex that I craved. Really I had the kind of sex I didn't even know I needed.

    Then, in tending to Alex's needs, we discovered that he actually found a great deal of pleasure in being a cuckold. As in, he was turned on by the idea that I was having sex with other men and furthermore he was turned on by the fact that I was having better sex with those men. He was quite thrilled by the idea that I was enjoying a much larger cock than his. That cock belongs to Simon, by the way, and he is really quite skilled, which makes his size even more pleasurable for me.

    While playing with Simon both Alex and I discovered that we're thoroughly aroused by delving into, for lack of a better word, the humiliation that is inherent to cuckolding.

    For instance, it turned me on to make Alex take Simon's used condom and throw it away before bringing a damp wash cloth back so I could lovingly clean the cock that had just fucked me to a wondrous orgasm. I then made Alex tend to my sore pussy with his tongue, doing so while I cuddled with Simon.

    Those were small-but-humiliating acts that Alex had to undergo. I'd just been fucked by another man. My body was tingling with pleasure from Simon's exceptional size and skill, neither of which Alex possessed. I then made him throw out another man's used condom while I cuddled with that man. Fuck, even writing about it has my pussy wet.

    I'm not the only member of our marriage, though, so it's important that Alex also find pleasure in these small humiliations. Thankfully, he did. I know he did because he told me, though that's not always a reliable indicator, of course, since people lie.

    However, after Simon left that night, I tended to Alex's pleasure and I know when my husband is turned on. I know when he's awash in an excess of arousal, and that was unquestionably the case as I stroked his cock with my naked body pressed against his.

    "You enjoyed tonight, didn't you?" I asked softly.

    He nodded.

    I kissed my husband's neck and slowly teased the head of his cock. "You enjoyed watching Simon fuck me to the kinds of orgasms you've never been able to give me, didn't you?"

    Alex moaned. He lifted his hips off the bed like he was trying to fuck my hand. I squeezed his cock a little tighter, though I kept my hand away from the head because I didn't want him cumming just yet.

    "I think my favorite part was when you kissed me while Simon's superior cock stretched my pussy and reached places inside me that your cock has never gone," I said. I had thoroughly enjoyed that part. I'd been on my hands and knees while Simon took me doggystyle. I'd called Alex over and we'd kissed while the sexually superior man - it turns me on to think of Simon in that manner - fucked me with depth and power in pursuit of his pleasure.

    "I loved that," Alex admitted. "I loved how you moaned into my mouth because he was so deep inside you."

    "So much deeper than your cock has ever gone, than your cock could ever go."

    I teased the underside of his cock head with my fingers. He was coated in precum and so slippery and I loved seeing his body twitch from the pleasure of my touch.

    "Simon liked that I made you watch," I said. "He liked that you had to witness him fucking your wife better than you've ever fucked me. He liked playing the part of the man I had to turn to for sexual satisfaction because you can't give me what I need, what I deserve."

    Alex turned his head and I met his gaze. "I'm so fucking turned on, Erica."

    This is where the vulnerability comes in. It's there throughout the process, of course, but it actually takes a great deal of courage to admit that you're the kind of man that's turned on by being told that someone else fucks your wife far better than you do. Men are programmed not to admit things like that because there's a genuine fear that their wife or girlfriend will no longer be able to take them seriously as a man. If you think about it, it's a huge risk to admit to your cuckold desires because the fallout can be devastating.

    It was in that moment - with Alex holding my gaze and fully admitting just how much his cuckolding had turned him on - that I realized the depth of his vulnerability. I also realized that he was willing to be that vulnerable because he knew it turned me on, because it made me happy to be able to cuckold him, to kiss him while another man fucked me, to make him lick my pussy while I cuddled with the man that had just fucked me. Even in that moment, when it was just the two of us, my pussy was soaking wet and my body humming with desire because I was, in a somewhat gentle manner, humiliating my husband for his cuckold desires.

    "I love you, Alex," I whispered. "I love you desperately."

    I straddled him. I took him inside me. I kissed him as I rode him.

    Then, as he was nearing his orgasm - I could see it on his face - I leaned down and whispered, "I can barely feel your cock. Simon stretched my pussy so good with his superior cock that I can barely feel you, Alex. It's like you're not even inside me."

    That's when he came. He came with humiliation coursing through his body. He came hard and I kissed both sides of his neck and cheeks throughout his orgasm while rocking my hips back and forth to try and milk every bit of pleasure from him.

    Then I rolled off Alex, took his hand, and guided it to my clit. He took one of my nipples in his mouth and sucked gently while rubbing me to an orgasm that left my whole body tingling with intense pleasure.

    "I'll be right back," he said after I'd come down from my climax.

    Alex got out of bed and headed for the bathroom. He returned with the same damp wash cloth I'd used to clean Simon's cock. This time, though, he pressed it between my legs so that his cum wouldn't leak out and make a mess of the bed sheets.

    "That was an amazing orgasm, by the way," he said. "And the dirty talk...that was really hot. I really enjoyed it."

    "Yeah?"

    He laid next to me and ran his hand over my stomach and breasts, gently caressing me and sending beautiful waves of relaxation through my body. "Yes, absolutely."

    "So you'd be okay with me doing more of that kind of stuff, exploring more of the...well, the humiliating stuff?" I asked.

    Alex kissed me on the cheek. "I would, Erica. I'm interested in it and turned on by it, and to be honest, the fact that you seem interested and aroused by it makes it all the more exciting to me. It really does. I never would have guessed that this sort of thing would be so hot to me, but obviously there was a reason - a deeply hidden reason at the time - but there was a reason that I suggested that you sleep with other people while I remain faithful. I didn't get it at the time, but I was just expressing a desire."

    I found his lips and drew his tongue into my mouth for a lingering kiss. I hadn't thought about it in the way he'd just phrased it, but it struck me that he was right. His suggestion that I fuck other people was the expression of a subconscious sexual desire, one that we were now consciously exploring, one that made our hotwife and cuckold lifestyle a great deal more exciting, as you'll see.

    ---

    "Cuck, come in here!"

    I'd taken to calling Alex 'cuck' on date nights. I'd taken to issuing orders, too. I was no longer saying, "Alex, could you come in here?" That would be giving him a choice. Instead, I was acting as if it was his duty to respond to my commands and tend to my needs on date nights with Simon.

    He showed up quickly, as he always did. "What can I do for you?"

    "I need a little help with my garter belt," I said.

    Alex rushed over and helped me align the garter belt properly. He then attached the garters to my stockings and did so without instruction, which delighted me.

    "Do you like helping me look good for another man, cuck?" I asked.

    "I do," he replied. "I love it, in fact."

    Alex stepped back and I turned from side to side. "How do I look?"

    "Perfect. You look perfect, Erica. You're so beautiful and so sexy. Simon's a very lucky man."

    "He is, and so are you, cuck. You get to help your beautiful wife look good for her boyfriend." Simon had been upgraded to boyfriend status by that point. We almost always went on a date of some sort before fucking, so it felt foolish to call him anything other than my boyfriend. I considered referring to him as a bull, but for whatever reason the term has never really appealed to me. "You get to watch as my boyfriend satisfies me. If you're lucky I'll let you help, too."

    Alex's eyes lit up. "I'd love to help in whatever way you deem me worthy of helping."

    There are many ways a cuckold can help his wife and her boyfriend have a pleasurable night, as I'm sure you know. Sometimes it's nothing more than logistics, like booking a reservation at a nice restaurant or hotel. Sometimes it's service-based, like making food or drinks. Sometimes it's sexual, like using his tongue to tend to my pussy before Simon fucks me, or guiding Simon's cock inside me, or licking my asshole as I ride Simon's cock.

    Yes, we've explored all of those pleasures (or humiliations, depending on how you see it) and I've enjoyed every bit of it. I like that date nights feel so different, that we both sink into these unique-feeling, outsized roles, with me as the hotwife with a kinky streak and Alex as the obedient cuckold that will do anything to ensure that his wife and her boyfriend experience the pleasure they crave.

    "I'd like to see you on your knees, cuck," I said.

    Alex fell to his knees without hesitation, as he always does on date nights (though he'd do it on any other night if I ordered it). I pointed to my toes and he bent over and kissed them through my stockings. I don't know why, but I like seeing him kiss my toes. I like how submissive he looks when he does it and I certainly enjoy how dominant I feel when I command it.

    "Follow me to the bathroom," I said.

    Alex crawled behind me - a simple but thrilling way to humiliate him in a small way - as I stepped in front of the bathroom mirror to finish my hair and makeup. I always put in an effort to look good for Simon - a great deal of effort, in fact - because I want him to be overcome with lust when he sees me. I want him to feel - in some small way, at least - like it's a shame that we can't just fuck the moment we see each other. I want his desire to build over the course of our date, and that begins with looking as hot as possible.

    "You may kiss my ass while I do my makeup, cuck," I said. "I don't want to hear from you, though."

    I like talking to Alex. I also like playing the part of his dominant hotwife from time to time, so ordering him to remain silent while sitting on his knees and kissing my ass was hot to me. There's something about making him do very little while I work to look hot for another man that excites me, too.

    So he kissed my ass while I did my makeup. He rubbed my legs a little, too, though I had no objection to that. It felt nice, after all. I can't speak for the other women out there, but I sure do feel powerful when my husband happily rests on his knees behind me for an hour while I do my hair and makeup for another man. 

    "Go get my dress, cuck," I said when I'd put the finishing touches on my makeup.

    Alex rose to his feet and headed for the closet. He retrieved the dress I'd picked out and laid it on the bed.

    "Dress me."

    I liked having him dress me. I liked the idea that he was working for the reward of being able to watch another man fuck me. That's not a reward most men would want. It's a reward a cuckold wants, though. It's a reward a cuckold craves, and by that point Alex was a full-on cuck.

    "Simon will be spending the night, cuck," I informed him. "Instead of you being in the guest room, though, I'd like you to sleep on the floor by my side of the bed. You can blow up that little air mattress or lay down some cushions. I want my cuck on the floor next to me, though."

    Alex didn't say anything so I looked over my shoulder as he zipped up my dress. I saw excitement, thankfully. There's always a risk of pushing things too far, of going just past his comfort level. I hadn't done so, though.

    "I'd like you to lie on your little makeshift bed while Simon fucks me tonight," I explained. "You won't be able to see, but that's how I want it tonight. I want you to lie there and listen while another man fucks me in our bed, in our marital bed. I want you to lie there, listen, and consider your place as a cuck."

    Alex ran his hands down my back and grasped my waist. I knew he wanted to pull me close, to feel my body against his. I knew he wanted to grind his cock into my ass.

    "You may step closer, cuck," I said.

    He stepped closer with his hands still on my waist. I then moved my ass back and forth, rubbing it against the erection in his pants. Alex had become enough of a cuck that merely telling him about the humiliation he would suffer that night was enough to arouse him. The fact that he'd gone nearly a week without an orgasm made it a great deal easier to stimulate that arousal, too.

    I stepped away before Alex had too much of a chance to lose himself in his arousal. "I've made a list of chores for you to tend to while I'm on my date, cuck. I expect that they'll all be finished by the time I get home."

    "Of course."

    I kissed him. A long, slow, deep kiss. I caressed his face. I played with his hair. I did so to make sure that Alex understood that I loved him. I'm not sure it was a necessity, but moments like that were important to me on date nights just in case the excess of humiliation ever made him question the foundation of our marriage.

    "I'll be home in a few hours, cuck."

    I left Alex to his chores and went on a date with Simon. Alex had made reservations at a beautiful restaurant and we dined sitting next to each other in a darkened corner booth. It had been a week since we'd seen each other and though we talked throughout the meal, there was also a great deal of sensual affection exchanged, from touching to kissing to Simon's fingers making their way under my dress and into my panties on a few occasions.

    I gave him a blowjob on the drive home. I don't always do so, but I do find pleasure in it and sometimes I just can't help myself. Plus, I like that I can walk into the house, kiss Alex, and let him know that I'd just had another man's cock in my mouth. Usually he can tell without me having to say anything, though, as he can taste Simon's cock and precum on my tongue.

    Alex greeted us at the door and I did indeed kiss him. "How does my boyfriend's cock taste, cuck?" I asked after the kiss.

    Alex glanced at Simon - who was behind me - and said, "Good. It tastes good."

    I smiled and kissed him again. It's fun to make him say something like that in front of Simon. I know it excites both of my men and I like creating that kind of excitement.

    I'd texted Alex that we were on our way back and he'd made our drinks. They were waiting in the living room and Simon and I sat on the couch as Alex dropped to his knees in front of us, as he always did in case we had any requirements of him.

    "Rub my feet, cuck," I instructed.

    Alex removed my heels and rubbed my stocking-clad feet while I enjoyed a drink with my boyfriend. I made a point of ignoring my cuck throughout the foot rub. Occasionally I'd moan because it felt good, but Simon had my attention. We did more than our fair share of kissing, too, as there's nothing quite like making out with my boyfriend to build up even more of that incredible desire that makes my pussy tingle whenever I'm with him.

    "Take his shoes off, cuck," I instructed as our drinks were nearly finished.

    It's a small thing, but I know it's humiliating to have to serve Simon in that way. Alex did it, though. He's well-behaved when he's turned on and in cuckold mode.

    "Would you like a foot massage, baby?" I asked Simon.

    He smiled, sipped his drink, and looked at my husband. "I would."

    I looked at Alex, too. "You heard him, cuck. Rub his feet."

    Alex clearly wasn't keen on doing so, but he didn't hesitate. He gave my boyfriend a foot massage while I made out with Simon. I kissed him with great passion. I wanted Alex to feel jealous as he rubbed Simon's feet. I wanted to push him to that place of cuckold-fueled madness where he wonders how he can possibly withstand what's unfolding.

    I ignored Alex, though. There was no interaction as he rubbed Simon's feet. Instead, I made out with my boyfriend. I stroked his dick through his pants. Then I freed his dick. Then I went down on him. I gave him a blowjob while my husband was rubbing his feet and for some reason that made it so much hotter to me to have Simon's gorgeous cock in my mouth.

    "Go to your bed, cuck," I said.

    Alex released Simon's foot from his grasp, stood, and headed for the bedroom.

    "Naked, cuck," I called out.

    Alex acknowledged my instruction and I leaned over and kissed Simon while stroking him.

    "The cuck is going to sleep in the bedroom with us," I explained. "But he's going to sleep on the floor next to my side of the bed. He blew up a small air mattress and that's where he's going to stay while you fuck me. He won't be able to watch, but he will hear everything."

    "I like the way you think, Erica."

    I couldn't help myself. I took Simon in my mouth again. I sucked his cock slowly. I stroked him using my saliva as lube. I even deepthroated him a few times, though he's big enough that it's still something of a struggle to do with any regularity.

    Then we went to the bedroom. I stripped Simon naked and had him sit on the edge of the bed. I did a little striptease for him as I removed my dress. I made sure to sit in his lap a little, too, as he groped my breasts and rubbed my thighs.

    Then I put a condom on his gorgeous cock and mounted him. I rode him while we kissed. I told him how good his cock felt inside me. I told him how much bigger and better he was than my cuck. We fucked with me on top until we both came, and came really fucking hard, too. That first orgasm is always so glorious after all the buildup of a week without seeing him and a night of teasing and foreplay.

    I climbed off his cock and removed the condom. Then I rolled towards Alex and looked down to see him sporting an erection with his hands folded across his chest. I'd ordered him not to masturbate and I had every reason to trust that he'd followed my orders, which means he'd gotten hard by listening, which was delightful.

    I extended the hand holding the condom and it dangled over Alex's body as I considered what I wanted to do with it. "Open up," I said.

    Alex opened his mouth and stared at the condom. I lowered it slowly and placed it in his mouth.

    "Hold it there until I give you permission to remove it from your mouth, cuck," I said.

    He nodded. My pussy tingled. I'd just been fucked to a great orgasm but I was turned on all over again. What a thrill it is to have a cuck husband to play with.

    I rolled back to Simon. I cuddled with him. I told him that his condom was now in Alex's mouth. He smiled and kissed me deeply.

    We talked for a little while. I like talking with Simon. I like treating him like a real boyfriend. I especially like it when Alex gets to hear me talk to Simon in that way. I know it makes him jealous, but I think it's good for a cuck to feel jealous from time to time.

    Eventually Simon and I fooled around again. We kissed. He fingered me. I stroked his cock. I went down on him. I sat on his face for a little while - at his request - and then put on another condom. This time we fucked in missionary until I'd cum and then he put me on my hands and knees so I could see over the side of the bed and look down at Alex. Simon fucked me exceptionally hard in that position as I watched my husband hold a condom filled with another man's load in his mouth. It was beyond exquisite and I had a rare orgasm while getting fucked doggystyle. It was a genuine treat.

    The second used condom ended up resting on Alex's forehead. His cock was still hard.

    Simon fucked me once more than night. I gave Alex the third used condom afterwards and told him that he could use it to masturbate if he wanted. If he chose not to he wouldn't be allowed to cum, though.

    It probably won't surprise you to hear that he used it to jerk off. Simon and I both watched. It was great fun.

    Alex remained in his makeshift bed all night and stayed there while Simon and I fucked the next morning. That condom ended up on his chest.

    All told, it was a beautiful night that included an even deeper adventure into the humiliating delights of cuckolding. There's more fun to come, too.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life - Part 12

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    The trail - Rattlesnake Ledge, for those that are interested - was harder than I'd expected. The view was worth it, though, and Alex and I had brought snacks so we could rest at the top and enjoy looking down at Rattlesnake Lake on a crystal clear day.

    It was while seated and idly chewing a granola bar that I started a conversation I'd be thinking about having for a few weeks.

    "Do you know what's coming up?" I asked.

    Alex shook his head.

    "The first anniversary of your cuckolding." I hadn't thought of it as Alex's cuckolding a year ago. In fact, we'd both simply thought of it as me expanding my sexual horizons and getting my needs met in a way Alex couldn't meet them. In the time since that first sexual adventure, though, we'd both come to learn a great deal more about the lifestyle we'd largely stumbled our way into.

    "Wow...it's already been a year."

    "It has, and given that, I wanted to check in," I said as I stared at the remarkable blue waters of the lake. "I feel like I don't really do that, to be honest, and that might be a mistake. You deserve an opportunity to voice your feelings, to request changes to this lifestyle we've developed. Hell, you deserve an opportunity to just talk if you want. So, on the eve of this unusual anniversary, how are you feeling?"

    I looked at him, but Alex was staring off. He seemed to be lost in thought, which I took as a good sign. I really did want him to have a chance to express any feelings, misgivings, or even desires he had with regards to the sexual lifestyle we'd spent a year exploring.

    "Looking back," he began, "it now seems so clear to me that I was feeding some sort of subconscious desire when I suggested that you sleep with other people. At the time I thought I was just solving a problem and doing what it took to ensure that I got to stay married to you, but I'm pretty sure that's nonsense. In a way, I was just looking out for myself."

    "I'm not sure I understand."

    He chuckled. "I am astounded at how turned on I get when you cuckold me. I'm equally astounded at how turned on I get when you even talk about it, or when I think about it. That kind of arousal...that doesn't just come out of nowhere. That desire was clearly hidden inside me. I wasn't aware of it, but I swear, my subconscious just made it happen. It let me to being a cuckold, which led to me experiencing levels of arousal that I genuinely didn't know were possible."

    I was about to say something, but it turned out that Alex wasn't finished.

    "In a weird way, that's the thing that worries me," he continued. "I'm so turned on by it - by everything we've done - that I worry that it might actually ruin things, that I could somehow go too far with it, you know?"

    "Not really."

    He smiled, though I could sense a hint of frustration, perhaps with me for not understanding what he was saying.

    "Okay, so, you know how recently we've been exploring more...I mean, well, more humiliating stuff."

    I nodded.

    "That stuff...Erica...it's such a turn on. Right now I'm thinking about how you had me lie on the floor next to the bed as you and Simon fucked. I'm thinking about how you put the used condoms on me, how you laid one on my head, how it remained there while he fucked you a second time. I'm thinking about that and I'm so fucking turned on. I'm sitting here at the top of this hike looking down at this beautiful lake and the forest around it and I'm getting hard thinking about how my wife laid her lover's used condom on my face and then sucked her lover's dick and rode it while I was on the bedroom floor."

    I got a little bit turned on, too, which was why I rested my hand on Alex's knee and then ran my fingers up his thigh, under his shorts, and between his legs to stroke him a little through his boxer briefs.

    "Erica...please."

    I'll admit to feeling a little embarrassed. Alex was right, though. He was trying to talk and I was trying to fool around. "Sorry."

    "It's okay. It is. I like it, in fact, it's just..."

    "You're trying to talk about something important."

    He nodded.

    "Sorry. Please, continue."

    "I guess I was just about done. The only thing left is...I have this worry that we're going to end up in a place where...I don't know, where you no longer think of me as the kind of man you want to be married to."

    It hadn't crossed my mind, but I could see that he was genuinely concerned. "Why would you think that was even possible?"

    He looked away. "I jerked off with Simon's used condom that night. I jerked off and I had a stunning orgasm with another man's cum encasing my cock. I mean, from a certain perspective, that's fucked up, so maybe there comes a point - maybe it's further down the line - but maybe there comes a point where something shifts and you suddenly can't help but see me as some kind of...I don't know, some kind of freak that gets off on all this humiliating stuff and you just don't want to be married to me anymore."

    I inched closer and wrapped my arms around him. I held him tight for a few moments and then our lips met for a long, tender kiss. There was no tongue. This wasn't an erotic exchange. This was warmth and comfort delivered via a kiss.

    "The way I see it, we're evolving together," I said as I caressed his face. "We're changing. There's no doubt about that, and not to freak you out, but I do see you differently now than I once did. It's not that you're less of a man. It doesn't have anything to do with manhood or manliness. It's just that you're...different in my eyes. But, the reality is that we've both evolved in a way that has made our sex life infinitely more satisfying than it was before. It's now seriously non-traditional, of course, but it turns out that our marriage requires a non-traditional sex life to be the best it can be."

    I kissed him again, this time with just a hint of tongue.

    "Watching you masturbate with Simon's condom...it was hot, Alex. Seeing the pleasure on your face as you used the cum and condom of a sexually superior man to get yourself off...that was so hot to me and it absolutely spurred my desire to get fucked again."

    I could see that he was turned on, though there was also a bit of concern. "That's the thing I'm worried about, though. That you think of Simon as a sexually superior man."

    "I don't think of him that way. He is sexually superior to you."

    Alex looked like he wanted to argue the point.

    "At least when it comes to satisfying my needs," I clarified. "When you used to fuck me with regularity, I didn't have anywhere near as good an experience as I have when Simon fucks me. I didn't cum as hard. Sometimes I didn't cum at all. Now, I cum multiple times. I cum so hard my toes and fingers tingle. I cum so hard I see stars. Part of that is because I'm cuckolding you and often humiliating you, but part of that is just because Simon is better than you when it comes to fucking me."

    I let my hand venture between his legs and found Alex's throbbing cock.

    "The truth is, the sex is better when you're there, when you're actively being cuckolded. That's why this works, though. It's all part of a system. You being the cuckold. Me being the hotwife. Simon being the bull. That's what makes this work so well, though you also need to accept that he's sexually superior to you."

    Alex moaned as I stroked him through his shorts and underwear.

    "Say it, Alex."

    He looked at me. He hesitated. Then he surrendered. "Simon's a sexually superior man."

    "Tell me that you like using his cum and used condoms to jerk off with."

    Alex moaned. "I like using his cum and used condoms to jerk off...to pleasure myself with."

    I moved my hand from between his legs and saw a hint of disappointment on his face. "I have other ideas, you know."

    "Ideas about what?"

    "About humiliating you," I said. We didn't often talk about it in that way - perhaps because it felt too destructive to Alex to openly refer to it as humiliation - but of course that's what it was. "Ideas that turn me on. I...I like humiliating you, Alex. It makes my pussy wet. I like that part of cuckolding. I like fucking a superior man, of course, but I also like making sure that you know that Simon is superior to you, that he fucks me better than you do. That makes my pussy almost as wet as getting fucked does."

    Alex was completely lost in his arousal at that point, but so was I. There was something exciting about doing it while enjoying the natural beauty spread out before us.

    "What are your ideas?" he asked.

    "Well...I'd like to make you eat his cum," I said. "Maybe lick it off me. I could have him cum on my tits and make you lick it up. I could have him cum in a condom and then make you pour it on my tits before you lick it up. I could humiliate you about how much you're enjoying licking a superior man's load off my perfect tits."

    He looked nervous about that particular idea.

    "I was also considering having unprotected sex with Simon," I said.

    Alex groaned and I moved my hand between his legs. I couldn't resist teasing him a little.

    "We'd have to get tested and all that to be safe and he'd have to be willing to make me the only woman he's having sex with, but I think it would be really hot to make you watch as another man cums inside me."

    I stroked him a little faster through his shorts and was delighted at the intense pleasure on his face.

    "I also think it would be hot to make you eat my pussy after he fucks me and cums inside me."

    I was pretty sure that I could have made Alex cum in his underwear.

    "Are you close?"

    "Yes," he admitted.

    "Do you want me to make you blow your load in your underwear, Alex?"

    He wasn't sure. He didn't say anything. "No. It's too messy."

    I was feeling generous. I stood up and looked around to make sure we were alone and no one was approaching with any speed. Then I had Alex stand and I dropped to my knees. I lowered his shorts and underwear and took him in my mouth. I sucked hard as he moaned. It wouldn't be long before he came.

    "I want you to cum in my mouth," I said. "And I want you to do so while understanding that I won't let you cum in my mouth again until the second anniversary of your cuckolding has passed. A cuck like you doesn't deserve to cum in a woman's mouth. That's reserved for sexually superior men like Simon."

    I took him in my mouth. I sucked hard. He blew his load almost immediately. It was a long orgasm and his legs trembled at the start. It was a big load, too, but I took it all and swallowed when he was finished.

    My pussy was soaked by the time it was over, so I had Alex sit next to me, put a hand down my shorts, and work my clit with his fingers while we kissed. It wasn't the kind of mind-bending orgasm I have when Simon's inside me, but it was lovely and exactly what I needed in that moment.

    ---

    How do you celebrate the first anniversary of your husband's cuckolding? You cuckold him, of course!

    I rented a house for the weekend. It was reminiscent, in fact, of the venue where I'd first fucked another man. It was smaller and didn't have a bunch of small cabins around the property, but it was right on the water and exceptionally private, which was really what I was looking for.

    Alex and I arrived first. We did a little shopping to stock the place with food for the weekend and Alex unpacked my suitcase in the master bedroom and his in the smaller bedroom down the hall as Simon would be sleeping with me.

    I changed into a satin robe - nothing underneath - and invited Alex into the room where I'd be spending the weekend with my bull. Alex ended up on his knees not long after and tended to my pussy with his eager tongue while I explained to him that the entirety of the weekend would be about celebrating the joys of being a cuckold and hotwife couple.

    I also explained that the weekend would be about further exploration of our sexual lifestyle and the pleasures that it offered us. Simon had gotten tested, as had I. Simon had also told me that he'd long stopped fucking other women, so there was no sacrifice to be made on his part where that was concerned. Instead, he would be cumming inside me from then on, the first time to be on the night of the anniversary of Alex's cuckolding.

    I greeted Simon at the door in the robe. We kissed as Alex took his bag to the bedroom.

    I led Simon to the living room. I got on my knees for him. I stripped him from the waist down and took his cock in my mouth. I began our weekend together by giving my bull a long, slow blowjob while my husband watched. I shared a great many kisses with Alex during that blowjob, luring him nice and close as our tongues entwined. I've grown quite fond of kissing him right after having Simon's cock in my mouth. It feels like a gentle form of humiliation that both makes him confront that I prefer to suck another man's dick and shares with him the taste of Simon's cock.

    "I'm going to make him cum in my mouth," I said after I'd gotten Simon rather close to his climax. "But I won't be swallowing. Instead, I'm going to spit his cum onto my tits and you're going to clean it up, cuck."

    Alex looked nervous, though his excitement was obvious too.

    "It's going to be the first of many times that you'll eat a superior man's cum for me." I smiled and kissed him. I lured his tongue into my mouth. "You should get naked first, though."

    Alex stripped and I took Simon back into my mouth. He looked about as happy as a man could, which made sense given that he was well aware he'd be spending his weekend immersed in pleasure, serving my every sexual need with his big cock and cumming as many times as his body could handle.

    Once Alex was naked I made Simon cum. I sucked and stroked his dick. I did it at a rapid pace and he put a hand on the back of my head and guided me a little. It was more than enough to make his dick explode in my mouth. I caught every drop with my lips sealed tight around his shaft and pulled back only after I was certain he'd expelled every drop of semen.

    I opened my robe and tossed it aside. I leaned back and let some of the cum spill from my mouth and onto my tits. I made a little bit of a mess - some of it landed on my stomach and thighs and the floor - but there was plenty of sticky, salty cum to lick up.

    I gestured for Alex to get to work. Again he looked nervous. He did as I desired, though. My cuck husband licked another man's cum off my tits and it was electric. I had a hand on the back of his head to guide him and he was smart enough to play with my pussy, sending me deeper into my desire and prompting a series of beautiful moans.

    After the first round of cleaning I expelled the rest of the cum from my mouth and put Alex back to work.

    "Do you like watching my cuck lick your load off my tits, Simon?" I asked.

    "I really do," he replied with a smile. "I think I'm going to enjoy watching him lick my load out of your pussy even more, though."

    I moaned at the thought. I'd actually thought about it quite a bit, sometimes while masturbating. As it turns out, humiliating my husband is a thrill for me, one that I can't get enough of, one that will drive a lifetime of a cuckold play, if I had to guess.

    I kissed Alex after he'd finished cleaning - and kissed him deeply - and then instructed him to go prepare dinner. I led Simon down the hallway and into the bedroom. I stripped off the rest of his clothes and we took a long shower together. There was lots of touching and kissing and even a little cocksucking, though we didn't fuck or cum.

    We had dinner on the deck overlooking the water. We talked as friends would, as we'd actually become quite close with Simon. It was nice to exist in a non-sexual way, though I was seated next to my bull as a somewhat subtle recognition of the different configuration of our relationships over the weekend. Alex was the cuck. Simon was the bull. The bull got to play the part of the lead man while the cuck played the supporting man.

    After dinner we had cocktails outside while the sun went down. I sat between Alex and Simon on a padded porch swing, though I was cuddled up with my bull.

    Eventually Alex stepped away without prompting, giving Simon and me a little time alone. I was rather appreciative of my husband's gesture and made a mental note to reward him a little later.

    "How are you feeling?" I asked as I rested my hand on his chest.

    "Good. Really good, actually. I like being with you, Erica. I like being with both of you, actually. You're good people. You're fun to hang out with. And you, in particular, are really fun to fuck."

    I smiled and kissed him on the cheek. "I'm looking forward to having you cum inside me. I didn't realize how much I wanted it, but now that I know it's going to happen tonight...I can't explain how excited I am."

    "Yeah?"

    I was. I really was. There's something about having a man cum inside you - especially a man like Simon - that's so fucking hot. Plus, it had the extra pleasure of being a moment of deep humiliation for my cuck husband. A married man isn't supposed to want another man to cum inside his wife. He definitely isn't supposed to watch, and he most definitely isn't supposed to crawl between his wife's legs and lick that other man's cum out of her pussy. Alex was going to experience all of that, though.

    Simon was quiet for a while as we both stared out at the water while the sky lit up with stars.

    "Is it okay...is it okay if I like you?" he asked.

    "What do you mean?"

    He took a deep breath and suddenly seemed nervous. "Is it okay if I have feelings for you? Nothing overwhelming or dangerous or anything and I certainly have no intent on fucking up your marriage, but is it okay if I have feelings for you?"

    This might sound hard to believe, but it felt like an entirely unexpected revelation. It shouldn't have, though. Simon had spent a fair number of nights in my bed. I'd fallen asleep in his arms on several occasions. I was, in that very moment, indulging in a deeply romantic moment with him as we'd watched the sun go down while cuddled up on the porch of a gorgeous home I'd rented for the express purpose of having sex with Simon.

    In that same moment I asked myself if I had feelings of any sort for Simon. I liked him, of course. It would have been impossible to have so much sex with him if I didn't like him. The idea of losing him was a bit painful, too, though not nearly as painful as it would have been if he were an actual boyfriend. The truthful answer to my introspective question was that I wasn't entirely sure if I had real feelings for him, perhaps because I'd ensured that there was some measure of distance between us, given that feelings of a real variety would have been dangerous.

    "Yes, it's okay if you have feelings for me," I said before kissing him softly on the cheek, letting my lips linger against his warm skin for quite some time. "In fact, I like that you have feelings for me."

    He turned to me and smiled. We kissed, this time in a far deeper fashion. I felt a desire to climb into his lap, remove every bit of clothing, and take him inside me. I resisted that urge, though, as I wanted Alex to witness my first unprotected sex with my bull.

    "I just keep thinking about how I'm on a weekend getaway with my girlfriend," Simon said. "I know that's not what this is. Not entirely, at least. My mind just keeps going there, though."

    "Then let it go there," I replied. "That's okay. Let it go there and let it stay there. I'm a different kind of girlfriend, to be sure - I'm married, after all - but for the most part you can treat me as your girlfriend as long as you're comfortable with the fact that I'll be tending to my husband's needs this weekend as well as your needs."

    It was all very unexpected. Simon had done a good job hiding his feelings, or he simply hadn't discovered them until that weekend.

    It wasn't unwelcome, though. It felt nice. I liked the idea of Simon developing feelings for me, caring for me, wanting me to be his girlfriend. It did feel a little dangerous, but I think that was part of the excitement. Plus, there was a small part of me that understood that me being another man's girlfriend was a different kind of humiliation for Alex and that night on the porch I felt the beginnings of the thrill associated with that particular sort of humiliation.

    We made out on the porch for a little longer. Then we went inside and invited Alex to join us in the bedroom.

    The sex we had that first time was romantic. You might even call it lovemaking. It felt right, though, that the first time Simon came inside me was slow and sensual. It made it last longer, certainly.

    When it was over I welcomed Alex between my legs. I saw his jealousy. I saw his insecurity. I saw his arousal, too, and I assured him that I loved him as he pushed his tongue inside me and began what ended up being a long, slow worship session where he fully cleaned another man's cum from my pussy.

    Simon laid next to me as Alex cleaned me. He caressed my body. We kissed. I alternated between telling him how good the sex had been and telling Alex how good it felt to be cleaned by his eager tongue.

    I think some women would have been overwhelmed or just straight up annoyed at having to tend to two men at the same time. I was in my element, though, and I would find myself falling deeper into that particular role as the weeks and months went by.
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    "So, Simon has feelings for you?" Alex asked, though he knew the answer to the question. He'd heard Simon express his feelings for me several times over the course of our weekend getaway celebrating the first anniversary of Alex becoming a cuckold.

    "He does," I answered with a smile.

    It was a beautiful day and we'd taken the opportunity for a walk around the neighborhood. We'd found our way to a lovely bench overlooking the park near our home and my fingers were entwined with Alex's as we sat and watched the people in the park, including a young couple making out on a picnic blanket and a group of college-aged guys tossing around a Frisbee. 

    "Do you have feelings for him?" Alex asked.

    To my surprise, he hadn't asked that particular question yet, though I suspected it had been at the tip of his tongue from the moment he heard Simon confess his burgeoning feelings for me.

    "Yes," I answered.

    Alex's head snapped towards me and his anxiety was on full display, as you'd expect. His wife had just told him she had feelings for another man, after all, so it probably would have been quite strange if he hadn't reacted at all.

    I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek and I let my lips linger there for a few seconds before softly saying, "I love you more than I ever have, Alex. You are the absolute light of my life and I want more than anything to spend the rest of my days with you."

    His shoulders relaxed and when I leaned back I saw a smile on his face. I kissed him on the lips. I opened my mouth and he did the same. I didn't want to get pornographic with the kissing in the park, but we did make out a little bit and I did rest my hand on his thigh and caress him a little bit.

    "Feelings can mean a wealth of different things," I said as I ran my fingers over the back of his neck while I turned to watch the frisky young couple on the picnic blanket. The guy had his hand up her shirt and it seemed that they'd forgotten they were in the park or they were just too young and horny to care.

    "Like love?" Alex asked.

    "Yes, like love. It can also be hard to define what it means to have feelings for someone. I would say, though, that when it comes to Simon I experience a really lovely sense of warmth when I think of him, in addition to the arousal I feel, of course, as I can't quite help but think of how good it feels when he's inside me whenever I think of him."

    Alex turned and leaned in to kiss my neck. He did so in a manner that was absolutely meant to arouse...and it worked. My cuckold husband was kissing my neck as I thought of my boyfriend - as I now referred to Simon - fucking me.

    "Do you think he's in love with you?" he asked.

    "No. Not yet."

    Alex leaned back and I expected to see panic on his face. Instead, there was a slight smile, though of course there was a touch of angst as well. "Is he falling in love with you?"

    "I believe he is, yes."

    He was. There was no question about it. It was quite likely that he wouldn't fall head over heels because he knew I'd never leave my husband for him, but Simon was on the road to being in love with me and I felt no desire to deter him from following that path. I liked that he was falling for me. It made me feel beautiful and sexy and a little bit powerful, if I'm being honest. I can understand why some women so thoroughly enjoy being courted by multiple men and getting to choose between suitors. There's something so wonderful about it, though I'd already made my choice, of course, so I suppose I was being a bit more selfish than most women in that I absolutely wanted to have my cake and eat it too.

    "Has he told you he loves you?" Alex asked.

    "No, and he might never say it. I've been clear that I won't be leaving my husband for him, so perhaps he'll feel as if there's no real point to declaring his love for a woman that will never be able to truly be with him."

    "Or perhaps he'll be fine with being in love with a woman that can only ever give part of herself to him."

    Alex kissed my neck again and I closed my eyes. As I did, I thought of waking up in Simon's arms on our weekend getaway. I thought of how good it felt to be naked next to him, to feel his strong body pressed against mine, to run my fingers over his arms, to shift my hips so that I could feel his cock against my ass, to move my body to arouse him, to guide him inside me, to make love to him in the spooning position, to make him cum inside me simply because it felt so good to satisfy him in that way.

    My pussy was soaked when I opened my eyes. Soaked because I'd thought of making love to my boyfriend, as that's absolutely what we'd done that morning. Slow, sensual, soft, beautiful sex that was undergirded by a wave of warm emotion, not the wave of pure erotic desire that undergirds fucking. I liked having that kind of sex with Simon, too, of course - I came much harder having that kind of sex - but it wasn't until that moment on the park bench that I truly realized just how much pleasure I took in the slower, softer kind of sex with my boyfriend.

    "How does all of this make you feel?" I asked. I had an idea, of course, but Alex deserved a chance to talk about it.

    "It's confusing. Complicated, I guess. I mean, I feel scared. Nervous. Anxious. Then I also feel excited. Turned on. Horny as hell, I suppose. I've thought a lot about it - I guess I'm thinking about it constantly, if I'm being honest - and I have this idea or notion that for me it's all part of this...this humiliation stuff that turns me on. I mean, it's way different, of course, but my wife having feelings for another man...I think it turns me on in the same way the other humiliating stuff turns me on. Like, it's not supposed to be. I'm not supposed to be okay with it. I'm not supposed to support it. But, because I'm this kind of man, because we're going down this road, I find myself really wanting to support it, you know? I find myself getting really, really excited about supporting you in all of this with him."

    In case you don't remember, my cuckolding of Alex had led to us exploring the pleasures of humiliation. I had been somewhat surprised to find that I got off on humiliating him, that it really turned me on, and he was surprised to find that he got off on it too.

    I did not consider the notion, though, that Alex might find that same kind of pleasure in Simon and I developing feelings for each other. I could see it, though. In a way, it was perhaps the ultimate form of cuckold humiliation. It was probably the most dangerous form of it, too, though I couldn't help but wonder if that was part of what made it so appealing to me. Maybe I was the sort of woman that needed to live a little dangerously to achieve true heights of pleasure, or maybe that was nonsense. I was still exploring, after all.

    "What are you thinking?" Alex asked.

    "That it sounds like I have your blessing to fall in love with my boyfriend if I want."

    I looked at him. He looked surprised, and then excited, and then anxious, all in the span of a few seconds. It was really kind of delightful.

    "You have my blessing," he said. "Yes. You have my support. You have my love. You have everything you need."

    We kissed and we did so slowly and deeply. I lost myself in it and was delighted to feel a tidal wave of love and affection for my husband wash over me.

    "Now I'm thinking something different," I said with my forehead pressed gently against his.

    "What's that?"

    "I'd like to have sex and I'm debating between taking you home and making love to you or having you drive me to Simon's house so he can make love to me. I'm not sure which I'd prefer, though."

    Yes, I was putting it that way because I wanted to see what Alex would say, which direction he would push me in. I would make the decision, of course, but I was genuinely curious as to what his preference would be.

    "Let me drive you to Simon's house," he said.

    As it turned out, that was the answer I was looking for. We left the park. I changed into sexier underwear, texted Simon, and had Alex drive me over.

    "I've missed you," I said a moment before Simon took me into his arms.

    "Nowhere near as much as I've missed you."

    We kissed. I thought about the fact that I'd become the kind of woman that passionately kisses two men on the same day. It delighted me. Simon lifted the back of my dress and grasped my ass. He moaned as his fingers found the delicate lace of my underwear.

    "Will you be watching, cuck?" Simon asked.

    I felt a little shiver of pleasure as Simon talked to Alex in that manner, something he'd gotten a bit bolder about in recent weeks. "That's up to you," I said before Alex could answer. "This is your house, so you get to choose. In fact, you get to choose how you have me, too."

    Simon smiled and caressed my face. His fingers moved through my hair as he held my gaze. I felt connected to him, drawn to him, my body became his in that moment because that's what I craved.

    "I'd like him to watch," he said. "It turns me on when he watches me cum inside his wife."

    It turned me on, too, and I'm certain it turned Alex on.

    "And will he be allowed to clean your cum out of me?" I asked softly, knowing full well that Alex would enjoy that.

    "He will," Simon replied. "I like watching him do that. I like how it makes me feel."

    I ran my hand under his shirt and over his chest. "Like a strong, sexy, superior man that fucks me better than my husband?"

    He smiled, though no response was necessary. My comment was really for Alex's benefit as I knew he'd find pleasure in a little touch of humiliation.

    Simon took my hand and led me to his bedroom. We kissed as I undressed him, but when he moved to lift my dress over my head, I stopped him.

    "That's a cuck's job," I said with a smile. "He should undress me. He should give his wife to the superior man that she's chosen to satisfy her sexual needs."

    I stroked Simon's cock and kissed him. He moaned into my mouth. I felt Alex behind me, his fingers loosening the button and zipper at the back of my dress.

    "I want you so badly, Erica," Simon said softly. "I've thought about you constantly since our weekend away."

    I rested my hand against his cheek. "I feel the same way, Simon. I can't help but get excited every time I think of you. I can't help but want you. I can't help but want to feel your strong arms around me. I can't help but want to feel your cock inside me, your lips against mine, your body on top of mine."

    Alex pushed the straps of the dress from my shoulders and Simon kissed my neck. My husband unhooked my bra and slowly removed it. Simon's hands cupped my breasts as Alex lowered my panties to the floor. I stepped out of them and my shoes, leaving me naked in Simon's bedroom.

    "I'm yours," I said softly.

    Simon picked me up, spun around, and laid me in his bed. Our lips met and our tongues entwined as I ran my hand down his stomach and grasped his cock. It felt bigger than usual, though that was probably just a trick of my desire. 

    My boyfriend's cock parted my pussy lips and slowly pushed inside me. I moaned and he kissed my neck, sucking gently on the flesh as he filled me.

    "That feels so good. You feel so good inside me."

    I couldn't see Alex with Simon on top of me, but if I'm being honest, I wasn't thinking much about him in that moment. When you're being penetrated by a man your body craves, it's hard to think about anything other than the absolute joy of that penetration, of coupling with the man you crave, of satisfying the desires that have built over the course of a day. On that particular day, I was also satisfying an emotional desire that had grown since our weekend away and I was discovering that sex with Simon was better with that desire present in me.

    Eventually he was fully inside me. His pubic hair was enmeshed in mine. I ran my hands over his strong arms and down his back. We kissed as he remained still in my pussy, giving me the time to get used to his size.

    Then, I smiled at him and said, "Make love to me, Simon."

    I know not everyone agrees with the notion that there are different kinds of sex, that fucking and love making are different. I think they are. I think that sometimes they satisfy different desires. In that moment, I wanted to feel my emotional bond with Simon grow, I wanted to feed it with love making. I also wanted him to feed his growing affection for me. It was, I suppose, selfish, but I liked the notion of two men being head over heels for me.

    Simon made love to me. It was slow and soft and sensual and beautiful. I had three orgasms while he was inside me in missionary. Three beautiful, deep orgasms that made my toes curl.

    He had one orgasm, of course. One long orgasm. His body tightened. He lowered himself onto me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him. I welcomed his cock and his cum inside me. I welcomed his affection inside me. I held him close and nurtured his ever-increasing desire as he expelled himself deep into me, his body tensing and relaxing on top of me as shot after shot of his thick, creamy semen filled me.

    He lifted himself onto his elbows and cupped my face. I saw adoration in his eyes. It's the kind of thing you often see in a man's eyes after he cums inside you, but this felt different. More potent.

    We kissed slowly and deeply for what felt like quite a long time, and it must have been because Simon was mostly soft by the time the kiss ended and he pulled out.

    I looked down to see Alex on his knees and staring at my pussy. He'd probably watched Simon cum in me and go soft in me. He'd heard us kissing. He'd seen us make love. He'd witnessed every second of it.

    "Stand up," I said.

    He was naked and hard. His cock head glistened with precum. His balls were tight against his body. He looked a little shy about being naked in Simon's bedroom, but I liked that he'd stripped and seemingly touched himself a little while watching.

    I sat up and beckoned for Alex to crawl into the bed. He did so and our lips met for a kiss. A slow, deep kiss so soon after Simon's tongue had departed my mouth. I stroked my husband's cock as I kissed him, eliciting a series of low moans that delighted me.

    Yes, I was rewarding Alex for being a good cuck and watching, but I was, if I'm being honest, testing Simon, too. I wanted to know if he could actually share me, if he could make love to me and then watch as I showed my husband that I loved him, that I cared for him, that I craved him just as much as I craved Simon, albeit in different ways.

    "Will you be a good cuck, Alex?" I asked softly. "Will you clean my boyfriend's cum out of me? Will you devote yourself to swallowing the superior man's seed from your wife's thoroughly satisfied pussy?"

    Alex nodded and groaned. I knew he was turned on because I felt his cock swell up in my hand. It's like a little cuck test. Talk dirty to him and see what his cock does. If he gets harder, he likes it.

    I laid back and Simon kissed my neck. I turned my head and my lips found his. Our tongues entwined as Alex laid between my legs. I took his head in my hands and guided his mouth to my pussy. I moaned into my boyfriend's mouth as my husband cleaned my freshly-fucked pussy. I was completely lost in the bliss of the lifestyle Alex had introduced me to.

    If I'd been in a different mindset at that point I likely would have marveled at how far we'd come in little more than a year. We'd gone from having an underwhelming sex life to having Alex clean a sexually superior man's cum out of me while I kissed that sexually superior man, while Alex had a raging boner. We'd found the thing that satisfied us both far more than a vanilla sex life and, in truth, it felt like we were just getting started. After all, a year is hardly much time in the grand scheme of things, is it?

    Afterwards, we sent Alex away to make us drinks and I curled up with Simon. I closed my eyes and savored the sensation of being wrapped in his strong arms.

    I let my mind drift and found myself wondering if I wanted Simon to fall in love with me and if I, in return, wanted to fall in love with him.

    Despite - or perhaps because of - the sense of danger that came with it, I couldn't help but come to the conclusion that I'd very much enjoy exploring the potential of loving two men at once, if for no other reason that it would be nice to know if it was an option to pursue such things as the rest of our lives played out.

    Perhaps I'd be the sort of woman who was free to fall in love with other men while holding steadfast to her love for her husband. Perhaps I'd find that it was a disastrous approach to life. What I was certain of, though, was that I wanted to pursue it and to make sure that my cuck experienced every bit of pleasure - even pleasure born of humiliation - that he deserved.

    The next few months were going to be an awful lot of fun. Or at least I hoped so.
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    I cuckolded my husband Alex to save our marriage.

    I wasn't happy with our sex life and I wasn't going to find what I craved with Alex. He's a wonderful man in almost every way, but he's incapable of fully satisfying me and I knew that eventually our marriage would come to an end because of it.

    He suggested that I sleep with other people. I tried it out. It went spectacularly well - with a few bumps along the way - and after sleeping with a handful of guys I found Simon, the lover who became my boyfriend.

    I originally thought I only wanted better sex with other men. Then, Simon developed feelings for me and I for him. Alex gave me his blessing to let those feelings blossom and soon I found myself in love with two men.

    Roughly six months after Simon first told me he was in love with me - a feeling I expressed as well - our relationship reached a point where a decision had to be made. Simon, unsurprisingly, wasn't entirely content with having me just a few days a week. He was in love with me. He wanted more.

    Over that six months, Alex had further embraced his role as a cuckold. It was at least partially intentional as our burgeoning throuple worked better with each of us - especially the two men - occupying a distinct role.

    As you might remember, I'd come to find surprising pleasure in delving into the humiliating side of cuckolding. Having Alex clean Simon's seed out of me. Making him watch. Denying him orgasms. Having him dress me for my dates. Reminding Alex that Simon is a sexually superior man who satisfies me in ways Alex can't. The longer I was with Simon, the more that sort of play turned me on. It wasn't just me, though, as Alex found it deeply arousing and would experience intense climaxes when I permitted him to do so.

    Now, back to the decision. I would have been happy to keep our relationship where it was. I see Simon two or three times a week. Sometimes just the two of us, sometimes with Alex in tow. We go out on dates regularly. We make love often. We come close to being domestic together, but we never quite get there because I have a husband for that.

    Simon wanted more, though. He wanted, more than anything, to know if there was a real future for us or if at some point we'd have to break up because there was no way of moving past the point we'd reached.

    We'd run headlong into the dangerous part of cuckolding. I was in love with Simon. Deeply in love. He was right for me in so many ways, though his ability to satisfy my sexual desires remained at the top of the list of his exceptional qualities. It was the love, though, that made it so difficult to contemplate breaking up with him.

    I was in love with my husband. It was - and is - a deeper love than I had for Simon, so considering making more room in my life for a deeper relationship with Simon felt painful because it likely meant Alex suffering in some manner. This is the danger of cuckolding, though, because if you find someone you really connect with there's almost certainly going to be pain at some point along the way. That pain is a reflection of the good parts of the relationship, but it's still there.

    I took some time to mull things over before talking with Alex, mostly because I hoped I'd find a sense of clarity about what I wanted. I didn't quite get there, though. I was too caught up in the emotion of it all. That's why they call it being blinded by love, though.

    I broached the subject with Alex on a Friday night. We'd just finished a movie and most of a bottle of wine. I felt happy and relaxed and it seemed as good a time as any to try and find the clarity that had eluded me.

    "Can we talk?" I asked.

    He was on the other end of the couch giving me a foot rub, which happens an awful lot. He didn't use to give many foot rubs, but he tends to my needs in that way a great deal more since I started cuckolding him. It's probably not something he consciously thought about, but I like that his instincts were to ensure that he tended to my needs in other ways once I found someone that could sexually satisfy me.

    "What about?" he asked.

    "The future."

    Surprise registered on his face. "Oh, so big stuff."

    I nodded. "Yes, big stuff."

    "Relationship stuff?"

    "Yeah. Simon...he wants more. More of me, I suppose. More of a real relationship. More sense of where - if anywhere - this is going."

    Alex ran his fingers up my calves and leaned forward to rub my inner thighs. It feels good each and every time he does it and it never fails to leave me just a little bit aroused in addition to wondrously relaxed.

    "I get that," Alex said. "Most people can't help but think about the future and I suppose most people can't help but want to keep moving forward, especially when it comes to relationships."

    He met my gaze and smiled while running both his thumbs over the heel and up the sole of my foot. He rubbed each of my toes and then moved to my other foot, repeating the process before rubbing both of my ankles. I smiled at how much better he'd gotten at giving massages since he'd taken to regularly tending to me in that manner.

    "What do you want?" he asked.

    "I want what I have. I know that for sure. I like what I have. I'm in love with you. I'm in love with Simon. I have a great husband. I have a great boyfriend. I have a great life. I suppose it makes sense that it can't last forever, but I really like this setup and I don't really want it to change."

    "But it has to."

    I nodded. "It does. Of course it does. Like you said, most everyone keeps moving forward. Life changes. That can't be helped. I mean, I imagine that six months from now I'd probably want to change things. It hasn't come up yet, but I think I want a family at some point. That seems like something that might not work that well with a husband and a boyfriend. Or maybe it would, I don't know."

    Alex's fingers slowed. I couldn't read his face.

    "I never thought about that. About family, I mean, though I guess I just assumed that I'd be the one to get you pregnant if we had a family."

    I'd thought about it. I hadn't mentioned it because my instinctual response was that I'd have wanted Simon to get me pregnant. My rational response was that Alex would be the one to impregnate me, of course, but I couldn't ignore that immediate, instinctual, biological response that seemed to be saying that my body had decided that Simon was the genetically superior man and that his seed should be the one to take hold inside me.

    "Erica?" Alex asked.

    "What?"

    "Do you...would you want me to get you pregnant?"

    I knew it was unwise to tell him the truth, or to try and explain how complicated the real answer was. I also knew it was unwise to lie to him. The result was that I stared at him without saying a word, which answered his question.

    "Oh, wow," he said.

    "No, no, Alex...it's not...it's complicated. It would be insane of me to choose Simon or a different boyfriend to get me pregnant. It would. That would be too chaotic. Too crazy. Too stupid."

    "But that's the choice you want to make."

    I took a deep breath and looked away. "It's the choice my body wants to make. My hormones, I guess. I don't know...I wouldn't make that choice, though."

    I looked back and Alex had turned his head towards the TV, which was off. I could only see half his face and I had great difficulty reading his reaction.

    "Alex..."

    He turned to me. "This is weird."

    "What's weird?"

    He shook his head. "It's messed up."

    "I said I wouldn't have him actually get me pregnant."

    He shook his head again. "No. Not that. I'm talking about me. It's...I have the same reaction as you. Simon feels like the right choice. Something about it...I don't know...I mean I wouldn't want him to actually be the father on a day to day basis because that would be so screwed up, but he feels like the right choice for...for impregnating you. Shit...is that fucked up?"

    All of a sudden I was awash in arousal. It was like my body was screaming at me to affirm Alex's thoughts, to affirm my thoughts, to give my womb to Simon in the hope that his superior DNA would take hold inside me. It was my biological clock coming alive for the first time in my life, though I found myself hoping that it would quiet down as it seemed like it would be enormously complicated to actually get pregnant with Simon's baby.

    "It is fucked up," Alex said. "I mean, it is. The fact that I'm...that I'm turned on, that's fucked up."

    "I'm turned on too."

    "Are you?"

    I nodded. "You're probably right, though. It probably is fucked up."

    "Is it?"

    We stared at each other and then Alex crawled towards me and pulled off my pajama shorts. His pants followed. He was inside me soon after. He fucked me with furious energy. I wrapped my legs around him. I kissed him. I moaned. He came inside me. I came with him. My body shuddered from the pleasure as we both released the build-up of erotic energy that had clouded our discussion.

    Afterwards, we cleaned up and headed for the bedroom. I changed into something silky and slipped under the covers. I cuddled with Alex and he put his arm around me and kissed the top of my head.

    "So, putting the pregnancy thing aside, how would it even work if you were to proceed with taking the next steps with Simon?" he asked.

    "If it was a normal relationship - if I wasn't married, say - it would be pretty simple. We'd start seeing each other more often. We'd spend more nights at each other's houses. We'd slowly meld our lives together. We'd talk about moving in together. We'd talk about getting married, about starting a family."

    My head was on Alex's chest and I could hear his heart beating harder as I talked. It could have been excitement or anxiety, though.

    "People in our situation do that sort of thing, you know."

    "What do you mean?"

    "I've done some research," he said. "Mostly I was looking to chat with other guys who are in my situation."

    "Cuckolds?"

    "Cuckolds with a wife who's in a real relationship, though. Not just a wife who gets fucked by a bull type. But a real relationship. It's a different and pretty rare thing, apparently, and every version of it takes on a different shape, mostly because the people involved have to do what works for them."

    I was surprised that he'd delved into research, but perhaps I shouldn't have been. It's not easy being a cuckold so of course Alex went online to find likeminded people who could help him through some of the difficulties.

    "So, you said people in our situation do that sort of thing. What does that mean?"

    He pulled me a little closer. "There was one couple that invited the boyfriend to move in with them. In their situation the cuckold was in chastity and hadn't been permitted to have sex with his wife since she'd met the boyfriend, so that was a little more extreme. They were both really into the humiliation stuff, though, and it seemed like it had become a part of the fabric of their relationship."

    "Did it last?" I asked.

    "Yeah. The cuckold was friends with the boyfriend and they apparently still get along. The wife has two men that dote on her and only one who fucks her, though her cuckold regularly uses his mouth to please her and her boyfriend."

    "How fascinating."

    "Yeah?"

    I lifted my head and smiled at him. "I mean, yeah. I guess it's proof that just about anything can work if the right people are involved. I don't know if you, me, and Simon are the right people, but maybe we are."

    "Has he said anything about what he wants the future to look like? Does he want you to himself? Does he want to move in together? Does he just want to see you once or twice more each week?"

    "He hasn't been specific yet. He just wants to know if there's a future or if we've gone as far as we're going to go."

    I rested my head on his chest and Alex ran his fingers through my hair and down my back. He did so over and over, my body relaxing at his touch.

    "That cuckold would give the wife's boyfriend a blowjob?" I asked as the thought entered my mind.

    "Yeah. He'd give him head before they had sex and then sometimes he'd give him head if the wife wasn't available."

    "Do you want to suck Simon's dick, Alex?" I asked.

    His heart pounded, though again that didn't necessarily mean anything.

    "Sometimes...sometimes I'm not sure what I want," he said. "Because the things that end up turning me on are often things I wouldn't have ever guessed I'd have wanted, like licking Simon's cum out of your pussy. I love doing that, but I never would have said I wanted that. Not in a million years."

    I ran my fingers over his stomach and grazed his cock on my way to his thighs. "You really do love getting between my legs after he's fucked me and filled me with his cum, don't you?" I asked softly.

    "I really do."

    "So...if I told you to get on your knees and suck Simon's cock for me, would you do it?"

    Alex moaned softly. I had my answer.

    "I would," he said.

    I kissed his neck and slipped my hand into his underwear. I smiled when I found his stiff cock. I gave him a few strokes and watched his eyes close as pleasure washed over his face.

    "I'm not really a traditionalist - obviously - but there really can only be one man of the house," I said. "So if Simon moved in here, well, he'd be the man of the house and you'd be...the cuck of the house. The one who dresses his wife in lingerie so the man of the house can fuck her. The one who sucks the man's cock before it slides into his wife's wet pussy. The one who cleans her afterwards. Hell, the one who cleans them both afterwards and then departs the master bedroom so his wife and the new man of the house can fall asleep in each other's arms."

    Alex's cock was wet with precum as I continued to stroke him.

    "Do you want to be the cuck of the house, Alex? Could you handle that? Could you deal with being, well, beneath Simon? Maybe even subservient to him at times? After all, I'd expect you to do as you're told in certain situations."

    "Like what?"

    I smiled. "Well, if he wanted to watch a movie with me and didn't want you there I'd expect you to leave the living room and give us time to be a couple. If he wanted to make love to me and didn't want you to watch, I'd expect you to do as you were told and leave. If he wanted to stay in bed with me on a Sunday morning and have you bring us coffee, well, I'd expect the cuck of the house to brew the coffee, bring it to us, and leave us to our Sunday morning lovemaking."

    Alex was rock hard, but he wasn't the only one who was turned on. I was suddenly quite enthralled with the idea of moving forward with Simon, of bringing him into our lives in a deeper way, of experimenting with a new way of approaching life. I felt free to do so, too, because even if it didn't work I'd still have Alex, the one man that I needed in my life. If it did work, though, I'd get to be the blissfully happy woman with two men eager to do whatever they could to satisfy her needs in every form.

    I pulled my hand free from Alex's underwear and pulled the covers aside. I straddled him and rubbed my crotch over his, generating blissful friction for my clit and putting a lusty smile on his face.

    "I'm going to talk to Simon about moving in," I said. "We'll take it slow - have him spend his weekends here at first, that kind of thing - but I want to experiment, Alex. I want to embrace the opportunities afforded to us by this lifestyle we've embarked on. I want my boyfriend to move into our house, into this bedroom. I want you to be the cuck of the house. I want him to be the man of the house. I want to be his girlfriend and your hotwife. I want us all to feel free to experiment, to enjoy ourselves to the fullest. I want to be free to explore how to give you pleasure through humiliation, including turning you into a cocksucker for Simon."

    Alex's body trembled beneath me.

    "That really turns you on, doesn't it?" I asked.

    "It's so weird."

    "It's not. It's beautiful. It's hot. It's the kind of thing we should be exploring to the fullest, Alex. We shouldn't hold back."

    "And what about starting a family?" he asked.

    I smiled. "Well, if this works then Simon will be the one to get me pregnant. His seed will grow inside me. He'll be the father."

    Alex grabbed my ass and squeezed it hard.

    "That's a long way off, though. We have a lot more experimenting to do before we get to that place."

    I pulled my panties aside, freed his cock, and took him inside me. He took off my top and I leaned forward so he could suck on my tits.

    "Enjoy my pussy," I whispered. "Because the cuck of the house won't be deserving of much pussy, if any. The cuck of the house will be too busy serving me and my boyfriend. He'll be too busy sucking cock, eating pussy, cleaning creampies, and doing chores to do much fucking."

    Alex moaned beneath me. I smiled and sat up. I slipped two fingers into his mouth and rode him faster.

    "That's it, cocksucker. Suck for me. Show me that you're already enthusiastic for your future. Show me that you're going to commit yourself to being a good little dick sucking cuck for me and Simon."

    He came inside me. He came so fucking hard, too. It was a beautiful thing to watch. I rode him all the way through his orgasm and then climbed on his face and had him clean his load out of me as I rubbed my clit over his lips. I came hard and the rest of his cum was expelled from my pussy and into his mouth. He swallowed, of course, and I felt the purest pleasure work its way through me.

    It was settled. I would ask Simon to begin the process of moving in with us. We would embark on an era of free, wondrous, beautiful sexual and relationship experimentation and we would see where it took us.

    The only thing I was absolutely certain of was that Alex was the center of my life and that as long as I had him I'd be a happy woman.

    The future was bright and exciting and that's all you can really ask for in life.

    The End.

  
    Happy Hotwife, Happy Life – Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Looking back on it, I know that choosing to sleep with other people is the best decision I’ve ever made. I know it has improved my marriage and my sex life – including the sex Alex and I have – and I know it’s made me a far happier person. That doesn’t mean I knew it was the right decision from the start, though.

    Last time I wrote about the fun Alex and I had after I showed him my Tinder profile. We both had damn good orgasms and I genuinely enjoyed giving him head and swallowing for him as he thought about another guy fucking me. We had lots of encounters like that, but things were a bit bumpy too.

    It took me a week to start seriously messaging with a few guys – despite having decided to sleep with other people, I was really nervous about it – and that’s when Alex had a, well, let’s call it a crisis of confidence.

    I was messaging with a guy named Nathan (or at least that’s what he called himself; you never know on a dating app). He was exceptionally good looking and if his pictures were honest, he had a remarkably fit body. Alex is in good shape, but Nathan was in great shape, or damn near perfect shape. I mention it because Alex got really insecure when he looked at Nathan’s profile.

    “Wow, he’s good looking,” was the first thing he said as he flipped through the handful of pictures Nathan had put up.

    “He is,” I replied. There was no point in lying about it. At that point I’d already decided that if really good looking guys were eager to sleep with me then I was going to go for it. What would be the point of sleeping with someone less attractive than the guy I was married to, right?

    Alex got quiet after that. His eyes remained fixed on my phone’s screen as he read through Nathan’s profile and then went back to his pictures. I truly had no idea what was going through his mind, though judging by the look on his face it wasn’t anything particularly good.

    “Is everything okay?” I asked after a solid minute of silence had passed.

    Alex looked at me and said, “Can I see the messages? The ones you’ve been exchanging with Nathan?”

    “Sure,” I replied.

    The truth was, we hadn’t even approached any kind of dirty talk. Nathan was one of the few guys who’d messaged me without being pornographic or puerile, which is precisely why we were chatting. I sort of get why so many guys message with a lurid description of what they want to do with my body, but not once did I have even a shred of interest in those guys, even the really hot ones. I don’t particularly enjoy feeling like a slut – though I know some women do and more power to them – and those messages always made me feel like a slut, so I ended up talking to the guys that treated me like a person instead of a piece of meat.

    Anyway, I showed Alex the messages, most of which were the sort of stuff you’d talk about on a first date. The sort of music and movies I was into. What I liked to do for fun. What I did for work. I asked him the same questions and we found some common ground. He made me laugh with a few well-timed gifs and memes and I tried to do the same for him. There was a little bit of flirting in there too – he commented multiple times on how beautiful I was and I was more than happy to tell him how good he looked in his pictures – but all told it was very much like we were going on a first date via text.

    I tried my best to read Alex’s face as he looked through the messages. Honestly, it was fascinating. There were moments when insecurity seemed to rise up, moments when he seemed a little bit annoyed, moments when he seemed bored, and moments where he was unquestionably aroused (I’m guessing those were the flirty bits).

    “Are you okay?” I asked when he finally gave my phone back.

    Alex stared straight ahead for a few seconds and then looked at me and replied, “Yes. I think. I mean, I don’t know. I’m not entirely sure what I’m feeling right now, if I’m being honest.”

    “It looked like you were feeling a whole bunch of different things,” I said. “Talk to me about it.” It looked as if Alex found the idea painful, but I pushed. “This isn’t going to work if we can’t talk to each other. I know you’re feeling all kinds of things right now and you need to get them out.”

    Alex took a deep breath and it seemed like he was going to say something, but he clammed up.

    “Okay, I’ll start,” I said. While I was still nervous about actually sleeping with someone else, I was also fairly certain our marriage would come to an end if we didn’t do something to address my inability to feel sexually satisfied with Alex, so I wasn’t willing to let him not talk about it. “I was thinking of asking Nathan on a date.”

    Alex whipped his head my way and his eyes went wide. I’ll bet his pulse started racing, too, though I couldn’t really guess at the source of it. Anxiety? Arousal? Anger? “Really? A date?” he asked. “I thought…I thought you were just going to sleep with people.”

    “I am,” I replied. “But I’m not going to jump into bed with a total stranger. I don’t really have any interest in that, to be honest. I know we’ve done a little fantasizing about that sort of thing this week, but I need to know someone a little bit before I sleep with them. It’s always been that way for me. Plus, it’s not the safest thing in the world for a woman to just jump into bed with random guys.”

    Alex didn’t respond, but the look on his face made it obvious he’d had an entirely different impression of how this was all going to go down, and I suppose that was fair. I hadn’t laid out my exact plan, mostly because I didn’t have one. Plus, most men would probably be more than happy to fuck a stranger if given permission to have sex outside their marriage.

    I took his hand and asked, “Did you think that’s what this was going to be? That I’d pick a guy from Tinder, tell him I wanted to have sex, and go to his place or a hotel room for a quick roll in the hay?”

    “Yeah, I guess that’s what I was thinking this would be,” he answered. “I mean, I didn’t really think about it, to be honest. I just thought about the act, you know? About the sex. I didn’t think about the other stuff that would go with it, but it makes sense that you’d want to go on a date to find out if there’s any actual chemistry.”

    “You’re saying it makes sense,” I replied, “but you still look a little shaken up.”

    “Yeah, sorry about that,” Alex said. “I guess I’m still adjusting.”

    I decided to take a risk. A calculated risk, but a risk nonetheless. I decided to see if I could turn Alex on. I was hoping I could overwhelm everything else he was feeling with desire. I was happy to wait before sleeping with someone else, but by that point I knew I wasn’t going to be satisfied fantasizing about it for the rest of my life. That was fun, but that sort of thing can only take you so far.

    I cuddled up next to Alex – we were in bed at the time –and ran my hand down his chest, though I refrained from actually venturing between his legs. “It turns me on when he flirts with me,” I said. “When he tells me how good I look in the pictures I put up and how beautiful my body is, it turns me on, Alex.”

    I kissed his neck and moved my fingers towards his crotch. They brushed against his cock but I moved right past it and caressed his legs. I was on a mission to arouse him, but I wanted to take my time.

    “It makes me feel like he wants me,” I whispered. I took Alex’s earlobe between my lips and gently sucked on it. He loves that, especially when I moan while I’m doing it. “And I want him to want me, Alex. I want Nathan to want me.”

    I moved my fingers back over his crotch and smiled as I discovered the growth that had occurred between his legs.

    “Is that bad of me, Alex? Is it terrible that I want another man to want my body?” I asked. I kissed his neck again, this time a little more aggressively. I still kept my hands off his cock – I wanted him to get hard without being touched – but I was clearly working to turn him on.

    “No,” he said. “It’s not bad, Erica. It’s…fuck…it’s not bad.”

    That was my signal. I slipped my fingers underneath the waistband of his underwear and they danced through his pubic hair before finding his stiff cock. “Are you sure?” I asked. “It’s okay if it’s bad. It’s okay if you hate that I want Nathan to want my body.”

    Alex moaned, and not just because I was stroking him. He was turned on in the same way he’d been turned on over the past week. There was no question he found pleasure in fantasizing about me being with another man. He just needed a little help fully embracing the idea.

    “Don’t feel bad,” he said. “It’s not bad…it’s…it’s good.”

    “Yeah?” I asked. “It’s good that I want Nathan to want my body?”

    “Yes,” he said.

    “It’s good that I want him to want to fuck me?” I asked.

    Alex groaned in that way men groan when they’re really turned on. It was low and long and lovely in every way.

    “I need you to fuck me, Alex,” I said. I rolled onto my back, kicked the covers aside, and pulled my panties off. “Now.”

    Alex yanked off his underwear, moved between my legs, and slipped inside me. I grabbed his ass and we kissed as he fucked me just like I wanted. It was vigorous and passionate. It bordered on animalistic, which was exactly what I craved.

    We didn’t talk. We simply surrendered to our mutual need to climax while thinking about the very naughty adventure we were about to embark on. I can’t say for sure that Alex was thinking about me sleeping with another man, but I’m fairly certain he was. I know I was. I thought of Nathan between my legs. I thought of his hard body on top of mine. I thought of how good that would feel. I thought of how hot the whole thing would be, including the idea that I’d get to go back to my husband afterwards. It was as if being married was the thing that unlocked the part of me that could get on board for fantasizing about casual sex.

    We came together. I managed to hold off until Alex’s moans got to that place that signaled his impending climax. I told him to cum inside me and he unleashed moments later. Every man loves to hear a woman urge him to cum inside her.

    He stayed inside me as I held him close. We kissed and whispered the occasional sweet nothing to each other. I still love hearing him tell me how beautiful he thinks I am. He fucked me good, too, and I made sure to let him know.

    After he pulled out we showered together and made our way to the kitchen to begin our day. We had breakfast in the backyard and spent the rest of the day lounging about, which made it a perfect Sunday.

  
    Have a Friend Spank Your Cuckold

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Spanking can be so much more humiliating for your cuckold if you involve a friend. You can be up front about it too. Tell your husband that you’ve invited your friend over because you need someone else to understand just how inadequate he is. Then, have him strip to show her his small cock before he bends over her knees and takes a spanking.

    You need to make sure your friend is fully on board and understands that what you’re doing isn’t to be discussed outside of your house. There’s no need to completely destroy your husband by inviting a friend that will blab to everyone she knows about your marriage. If you have that trust, and she happens to be kinky, then ask her over to give your cuckold husband’s ass a hard spanking.

    The Story:

    Your marriage has evolved over the years. It began like any other, but it didn’t take long for it to become apparent that you didn’t measure up in certain ways.

    Your wife knew your cock wasn’t big, but she thought she could deal with it. She thought you could make up for it with your talented tongue and fingers. She thought perhaps you’d learn to last a little longer and the friction of sex could get her off. She was wrong.

    It took a while, but you both learned that you were better suited for a female led marriage. She would take control and be the decision maker. She would guide you and help mold you into a better man.

    She decided you would be put in chastity and that your cock would be retired from fucking her. That duty would go to a bull that she wound up finding online. You learned to service them both skillfully and enhanced your wife’s happiness by being a loyal, loving cuckold.

    She also decided that you would have to be punished when you didn’t live up to expectations. It took the form of a simple over the knee spanking whenever you misbehaved. At first it was quite often, but eventually you learned to behave properly.

    That’s when she came up with the idea for a weekly maintenance spanking. Each week you would bring her the spanking implement of her choice, strip naked, and take your place over her knee to be spanked until you were on the verge of tears. The pain was intense, but it was the emotional release of completely surrendering yourself to her that you found most overwhelming.

    That’s what made it satisfying though. You came to enjoy those spankings. The pain was searing and you were always sore for the rest of the day, but you felt emotionally refreshed and reinvigorated afterwards. After she’d delivered the prescribed number of swats to your ass she would always gently rub it with her soft hands and tell you that you’d been a good boy. It never failed to soothe you and leave you happier than when you’d bent over her knee.

    Just when you thought you’d settled into a perfect routine your wife decided to change it up. That change happens today.

    You come home from work with a mixture of dread and joy. You know it’s time for your weekly maintenance spanking. That’s why it’s strange to see someone else’s car in the driveway when you pull in. Usually your wife has you prepare for your spanking the moment you walk through the door.

    When you enter the house you’re surprised to see your wife’s friend sitting with her. You wonder if there’s something wrong. You haven’t missed a maintenance spanking in more than a year.

    “Welcome home, dear,” your wife says. “You remember Anne, don’t you?”

    “Of course,” you say. “How are you?”

    “I’m so much better than I was when I came over, to be honest. Your wife has been so generous with her time this afternoon,” Anne says as she smiles at you.

    “Honey, come, sit,” your wife says as she pats the couch cushion beside her.

    You do as you’re told and sit next to your wife. She takes your hand in hers and says. “Anne’s been having a little trouble with her husband and I was telling her about how you and I fixed our relationship problems.”

    You tense up. As far as you know, your wife’s never shared the exact nature of your relationship with anyone other than her bull. Is she saying that she told her friend everything?

    “I think it’s incredible,” Anne says. “It must have been so difficult to let your wife take charge like that.”

    It seems like she might have told her everything. You’re not sure what to say though.

    “Most men wouldn’t have the strength to give up control like that,” your wife says before she leans in and kisses your cheek. “It didn’t take him long to convince him that it was the right choice, though. I think it was the spanking that really made the difference.”

    Your face turns red with embarrassment. You can’t believe she told her friend. You can’t believe the woman sitting next to your wife knows that you get spanked every week.

    Your wife turns to you with a stern look on her face. “Honey, I want you to get the paddle,” she says. “I’m going to show Anne how it works.”

    You know better than to question her. You want to put up a fight, but you decided a long time ago that a female led marriage was the right choice for you and sometimes that means doing things you don’t want to do.

    You walk to the bedroom and into the closet. You pull the brown leather belt from the hook and return to your wife.

    “Strip,” she says.

    You strip without hesitation. Anne watches as you expose your small cock.

    “Wow, he really is small,” she says.

    “I told you,” your wife adds.

    You start to move into your typical position, but your wife corrects you.

    “No, over her knees,” she says.

    You look at Anne and she smiles at you.

    “Anne is going to be administering your spanking today,” your wife says. “She needs to see how it works if she’s going to train her husband.”

    You dutifully lie across Anne’s knees and feel her warm hands caress your ass. Your wife hands her the paddle and you brace for the first impact.

    “Now, tell Anne why you deserve a spanking,” your wife says.

    “Because it helps remind me who’s in charge,” you say.

    Anne brings the paddle down on your ass and pain surges through your body. You cry out. You can hear the delighted noise that Anne makes.

    “Tell Anne why I’m in charge,” your wife demands.

    “Because you know what’s best for me,” you answer.

    Anne brings the paddle down on your ass again. You cry out in pain. Again she giggles with delight.

    “This is incredible,” she says. “I feel better already. I can only imagine if it was my husband’s ass I was spanking.”

    “I know,” your wife replies. “I can’t tell you how good it feels to do this every week. It relieves so much stress and it always keeps him in line. I promise, if you train your husband well he will almost never disappoint you.”

    Anne spanks your ass with the paddle once more. The pain is building and so is the emotional release.

    “He never fights back?” Anne asks your wife.

    “He resisted when we first implemented the spanking. He’d thrash around and beg and plead not to be punished, but eventually he dropped that nasty little habit and came to accept that this really was best for both of us,” your wife says.

    “Incredible,” Anne remarks before bringing the paddle down on your ass again. She’s hitting you harder now. The pain is getting worse.

    “And he accepts that you fuck other people?” Anne asks before hitting you once more.

    You cry out as your wife answers. “He knows that he can’t satisfy me and that I deserve better than what he can offer. He actually likes it. His little dick always gets so hard when I tell him what I did with my bull.”

    “I’d love to find someone that could actually fuck me,” Anne says.

    “I could introduce you to someone,” your wife tells her. “You just have to get your husband on board.”

    “I’m certainly going to try,” Anne says as she smacks your ass once more.

    “Thank Anne for spanking you,” your wife demands.

    “Thank you for spanking me Anne. Thank you for giving me the discipline I crave,” you say.

    “My pleasure,” she says.

    With one more hard smack your punishment is over. Your ass burns with pain. Anne hits a little harder than your wife and you know it’s going to leave a mark. You feel good though, as always.

    You climb off her lap and stand in front of your wife and Anne. “Thank you,” you say one more time.

    “There are chores to be done,” your wife says, dismissing you.

    “Yes, of course,” you say before gathering your clothes and heading to the laundry room to begin your chores like a good husband.

  
    Have a Friend Strapon Fuck Your Cuckold

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    We’ve talked about how taking a strapon ass fucking can humiliate your cuckold husband, but you can go deeper. Invite a friend over to do it. Humiliate him in front of another woman, and one that’s anally pounding him.

    This should include lots of verbal play, so make sure your friend understands how you want to do it. You should have a sense of how much your husband can take and how harsh you want to be with him. 

    Because your friend will be fucking him (doggystyle, preferably) you can be more intimate with your husband. Look him in the eyes. Kiss him. Ask him, “Does her cock feel good in your ass, cuckold?” Make him answer. Tell her to spank his ass while she’s fucking him. If she’s comfortable with it, have her get verbal too. She could say things like, “Take my cock, cuck. Take my dick up your ass you little slut.” It will all be intensely humiliating.

    The Story:

    “You don’t have to worry about that,” your wife says.

    “Really?” Cindy asks.

    “Yes, really. It’s not about what he wants. It’s about what I want. Or, in this case, what you want. You want to bend him over and fuck his ass with a long, thick strapon cock. You want to listen to him moan as you fuck him. You want to make him feel like a slut. You want to make him moan with your dick buried inside him. Because you want those things, he wants those things,” your wife explains.

    You’re bent over the bed. Your cock is in chastity and it has been for a week. It’s dripping precum at the mere thought of being savagely fucked by your wife’s friend.

    “I can’t tell you how excited I am about this,” Cindy says. You can hear the glee in her voice.

    “I promise, you’re going to love it. There’s nothing quite like that moment when your cock slips into his asshole and you hear him moan. You’ll feel so powerful. Then you’ll really want to give it to him,” your wife says.

    She steps closer. You feel her fingers move softly over your ass. Her touch is soothing. You know it won’t be long before you’re subjected to a hard, fast, deep anal fucking from Cindy, but for now it feels so good to be touched.

    “Which cock would you like?” your wife says as she points to the four dildos on the bed next to you. They’re arranged from smallest to largest. You can take them all, though the big one will hurt a little.

    Cindy takes a moment to consider and then says, “That one looks perfect.”

    Your wife picks up the second biggest. It’s a high quality dildo. It’s made from silicone and designed to look and feel like a real cock.

    “I don’t know if he’d admit it, but I think this one’s his favorite,” your wife says.

    Cindy giggles.

    “I think he likes that it’s the most like a real cock. I know he wouldn’t admit this, but I think he likes the idea of having a real man’s cock up his ass.”

    They’re talking about you like you’re not even there, like you’re just an object for their use. For this evening at least, that’s absolutely true. You are there to serve as an object for Cindy’s pleasure. She’s learning about female domination. She’s learning about how to make her partner submit and you’re the test dummy, so to speak.

    “Why don’t you put this on?” your wife says as she hands Cindy the harness.

    You look back and watch your wife’s beautiful blonde friend pull the harness up her legs. She doesn’t bother taking off her jeans or the tight long sleeve top she’s wearing. Your wife likes a CFNM strapon session. She likes you being naked while she puts on her cock and fucks you fully clothed and it seems that she’s passing that same lesson on to Cindy.

    “And now you just slip your cock right through that opening,” your wife says as she helps Cindy situate the lifelike dildo into the harness.

    “How does it feel?” your wife asks.

    “It’s incredible,” Cindy says as she instinctively reaches down and strokes her new cock. “It really is. I could get used to this.”

    “It’s really quite something, isn’t it?” Your wife smiles at her friend. “Trust me, it’s even better when you get to use it.”

    Your wife’s soft fingers move over your ass again. “Speaking of which, are you ready to get fucked?” she asks you.

    “Yes, dear. I’m ready,” you answer.

    “Do you want Cindy to fuck you?” she asks.

    “Yes. Please fuck me, Cindy,” you say. You’re being honest. This isn’t something you were forced into. You were happy to help Cindy experience the joys of strapon sex. You love getting fucked up the ass. You love how submissive it makes you feel. You love the sensation of your wife’s thick strapon cock sliding into your asshole and stretching you out, and you love that she’s recruited a friend to fuck you.

    “Do you hear that, Cindy? The slut wants your cock in his ass. Are you ready to fuck him?” your wife asks.

    “Absolutely,” she answers.

    “Good. Then we just have to get him lubed up and he’ll be ready to take a pounding.”

    Your wife pops the top of the bottle of lubrication and rubs it over your asshole. She hands it to Cindy and you watch as the blonde pours lube over her cock and strokes it. It’s incredibly sexy. You’ve come to love the sight of a woman stroking her strapon cock. You know it means you’re about to get fucked and there’s nothing you love more than that.

    “Whenever you’re ready,” your wife says.

    Cindy rubs the thick, lifelike head of her cock around your asshole. “Do you want my cock, slut?” she asks.

    You feel a beautiful sense of desperate desire. “Yes, please. Fuck me, Cindy. Give me your cock. Give me your big cock.”

    Cindy presses the strapon against your asshole and it pops inside you. “Oh my God,” she says. “That’s incredible. Look at him. Look at his tight little ass just open up for my dick.”

    “Do you hear how happy you’re making her, slut?” your wife says as she tightly grips your hair. She pulls back on it. The pain feels so good. “You like being a good slut for her, don’t you?”

    “Yes,” you say. A groan escapes your lips as Cindy pushes the length of her cock inside you.

    “I can’t believe how hot this is,” she says. Her cock bottoms out inside you. She leans forward and whispers into your ear. “Do you want me to pound your ass, whore?”

    She’s getting into it. She’s barely gotten started and already she’s calling you a whore. You love this. You wish your wife had shared your ass with Cindy a long time ago.

    “Pound me, Cindy. Pound my whore ass. Pound me like a bitch. Use my ass,” you say. You love cutting loose. You love giving up your ass. You love feeling like a slut when you have a big strapon buried inside you.

    Cindy grabs your hips and pounds you, just as you begged her to. She fucks you hard and fast with her cock. You feel it moving in and out of your asshole with ease. You feel it stretching you. You feel it bringing you intense pleasure as it rubs against your prostate.

    “Oh fuck,” you say. “That feels so fucking good.”

    “See, I told you he was a slut,” your wife says.

    “You’ve trained him well,” Cindy comments.

    Your wife leans down and kisses you. She lifts your head and looks into your eyes. You see her lust. You see how much she loves that her friend is pounding your ass.

    “I have trained you well, haven’t I?” she says.

    “Yes, dear. You have. You’ve trained me so well.”

    Cindy’s cock continues to pound your ass. She’s breathing a little heavier now. She’s putting in quite a lot of effort to fuck you.

    “I’ve trained you to be a good cuckold. I’ve trained you to suck cock when I tell you to. I’ve trained you to clean other men’s cum out of my pussy. I’ve trained you to bend over and take my strapon like a bitch. I’ve trained you to forget about your desires and focus on mine. I’ve trained you to be the perfect submissive husband.”

    She’s right. It’s taken quite a while, but your wife has trained you exceptionally well. She’s made you into the happy submissive husband you are, and now her friend is getting in on the action.

    “I’ve made you into the whore you are,” she says. “A whore with a big cock in his ass. A whore that loves a big cock in his ass.”

    “I’m your whore,” you say. “And I’m Cindy’s whore when she wants me to be.”

    “Yes you are,” Cindy says.

    She moves on top of you. Her body weight presses down on you. She grabs a handful of your hair and pushes your head into the mattress.

    “Take it, whore,” she whispers.

    The viciousness in her voice is intensely sexy. She fucks you harder and faster. It hurts a little, but it’s undeniably pleasurable.

    “Don’t you dare fucking cum,” your wife says. “Don’t you dare make a mess on my bed.”

    You sleep in the bed but you love that she refers to it as hers. You try your best not to cum.

    “Oh fuck!” Cindy says. “I can’t believe it. I’m gonna cum. Holy shit, I’m gonna cum!”

    She fucks you harder. She fucks you harder than your wife has ever fucked you. She doesn’t care about your pleasure. She doesn’t care about you at all. She’s fucking you for her orgasm. She’s fucking you like a man would fuck you. She just wants to cum.

    She cries out and collapses on top of you with her big strapon cock buried in your ass. She moans. Her body twitches. She just had an orgasm.

    “How was that?” your wife asks Cindy.

    “I need a husband like yours,” she says. “That was a better orgasm than my husband has given me in years.”

    “You want to have a little more fun?” your wife asks her.

    “Absolutely.”

    Cindy pulls out of your asshole. You feel empty and sad for a moment.

    “Get on your knees, cuck,” your wife says as she pulls the chain that holds your chastity key over her head. She unlocks you. “Stroke your little cock.”

    You do as you’re told. You get on your knees and masturbate. You know what’s coming.

    “Do you want to feed him?” your wife asks her friend.

    “Feed him what?” Cindy asks as the strapon bounces.

    “His cum. A sub cuckold should always eat his cum and I’ve found it’s even more effective if I feed it to him. Eating it out of my hand is exceptionally humiliating for him.”

    “That sounds incredible,” Cindy says. You love that she’s so delighted by your humiliation.

    “Good. Just hold your hand in front of his cock. He doesn’t cum particularly hard, so his seed will spill out into your palm. The second he’s done, lift your hand to his mouth and he’ll eat it.”

    Cindy holds her hand in front of your cock. You stroke furiously. It won’t be long before you cum.

    “Stroke, cum slut,” your wife says. “Stroke and cum. Cum in her hand so Cindy can feed you your rancid load.”

    You love how cruel she can be. Her expertly delivered words are intensely arousing.

    You groan and your cum spills into Cindy’s hand. Your load is thick and rather large. It’s been a week since you’ve ejaculated.

    Cindy lifts her hand to your mouth. “Eat it, cum whore,” she says.

    You do as you’re told. You wouldn’t dream of refusing. You eat your cum from her hand. You watch her smile gleefully.

    “What a nasty slut he is,” Cindy says.

    “I know,” your wife agrees. “Isn’t it incredible?”

    “Absolutely.”

    You swallow your load like a good boy. You always do as you’re told.

  
    Have Him Fluff Your Lover

    In concert with a blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Want to push your cuckold’s boundaries? Have him suck your lover’s cock to get him nice and hard for your pussy. Have your lover stand and order your cuckold to fall to his knees in front of the superior man. Order him to suck cock, to get that big beautiful dick hard for you.

    You can deepen his humiliation with verbal encouragement/taunting:

    “You’re such a good cocksucker, cuckold.”
“Do you like being a cocksucker?”
“What a nasty cock slut you are.”

    If your lover is comfortable with it, having him join the verbal play can be deeply humiliating for your cuckold. Hearing another man call him a good cocksucker or a slut will put him in his place as a cuckold.

    The Story:

    “Get on your knees, cuckold,” you wife says.

    “Yes, ma’am,” you say as you fall to your knees.

    “Take his pants off,” she orders.

    You reach up and undo her bull’s belt so you can unzip his pants and remove them along with the briefs he’s wearing. He kicks them aside and your wife pulls off his shirt, leaving him naked in front of you.

    “His cock is more impressive than yours even when he’s soft, isn’t it?” your wife says as she gets on her knees behind you.

    You look at his cock. It’s not the first time you’ve seen it, but it’s the first time you’ve seen it from so close. “Yes, ma’am,” you answer.

    “It’s a beautiful cock,” she says, “and it offers me the kind of pleasure I deserve. That cock makes me cum in ways you can’t. After years of being dissatisfied with fucking your inadequate little dick, I get to enjoy that. Isn’t it nice of him to fuck me?”

    “Yes, ma’am,” you say as your cock stirs to life. As much as you don’t want him to witness your arousal at being humiliated, it’s unavoidable. Your wife stripped you naked before all of this and he can plainly see your dick getting hard.

    “It’s time for you to show your gratitude,” she whispers as her fingers wrap around your hard cock. “It’s time for you to play a more intimate part in the sex my bull and I have. It’s time for you to become our obedient fluffer.”

    You tense up at the suggestion that you’re going to suck his cock, but your wife’s soft, sensual kisses on your neck and the way she’s stroking your erection quickly wash away any fear you might be feeling.

    “This is your place. Don’t fight it,” she says in a soft, sultry tone.

    She’s suggesting it’s your place to suck another man’s cock and in no way does that idea arouse you. However, you’re unquestionably aroused. Your dick is stiff in her hand. You can feel the familiar tingle of desire between your legs and in your balls. You’re even a little lightheaded from the lust coursing through you.

    “It’s your place to get him hard for me. It’s your place to take him in your mouth and suck his cock. That’s what a cuckold does, and since you’re such an eager cuckold you need to embrace your place.”

    You look at his flaccid cock and you feel no desire to take him in your mouth. You hear your wife’s lusty voice and feel her sensual stroking of your cock and all you want is to make her happy by taking him in your mouth.

    “That’s it,” she says as you move closer to her lover’s soft cock. “Take him in your mouth. Be a good boy and fluff my bull.”

    Your lips part and his cock slides between them and onto your tongue. You’re tasting another man’s dick for the first time. It’s better than you expected. It doesn’t taste like much of anything, though you can’t avoid a strong scent emanating from his balls.

    Your wife’s hand continues to move up and down your shaft as you blow her bull. She’s still behind you. Her other hand moves all over your body. She wants to reward you for being a good cocksucker.

    You take more of her bull’s cock into your mouth. He’s still mostly soft so it slides to the back of your throat with relative ease.

    “Get him nice and hard for me, cuckold,” your wife whispers. “Suck that cock.”

    Thanks to her encouragement and the steady stream of arousal she’s feeding you via the handjob, you’re getting into sucking his cock. You make sure to use your tongue all over his shaft and particularly around the head. You actually suck hard like your wife used to do when she went down on you.

    You feel him getting stiffer in your mouth. He’s growing as you pleasure him. It’s getting a little harder to blow him now. You have to stretch your lips a little wider. Your jaw is already getting a little sore. That just means you’re doing a good job as his cocksucker.

    “You’re doing such a good job, cuckold. You’re making my bull’s dick nice and stiff for me. You’re getting him nice and hard for your wife, just like a fluffer should,” she whispers.

    You can feel it. You know you’re sucking his dick skillfully. You feel a little bit proud. It’s unquestionably humiliating, but that doesn’t stop you from feeling joyful at doing such a good job for your wife.

    For the first time, you hear him groan. He likes what you’re doing. He’s getting hard in your mouth because you’re a good cocksucker.

    “Did you hear that, cuckold? He likes your pretty little cocksucking mouth,” your wife says.

    Your dick is so stiff with desire you feel like you might cum. You don’t want that. You don’t want to cum with a cock in your mouth. Even if your orgasm is because your wife is jerking you off, you don’t want to let your load loose.

    You might not have a choice. She’s not letting you stop and she still hasn’t let go of your dick.

    “Keep sucking his cock, cuckold. I want him nice and stiff by the time he slides into me,” she encourages you.

    “That’s right, cocksucker,” her bull says. “Do what your wife tells you. Show me how grateful you are that I fuck her like she needs.”

    You do as you’re told. You can’t fight it. You feel a sense of agony at having his dick in your mouth. You don’t want to be a cocksucker, but you can’t say no to your wife when she has her hand around your cock.

    “You love this, don’t you?” your wife asks. “You love being a cocksucker for me, don’t you?”

    She knows you can’t answer. You have a big dick in your mouth. You can’t say a thing. She knows your answer would probably be a resounding “no,” which is why she’s asking while you’re giving head.

    You’re still doing it though. Maybe you do love being a cocksucker. Maybe your erection and your desire for an orgasm are because you have a cock in your mouth. Maybe you’ve always know that you’re an inferior cuckold and that you belong on your knees in front of a superior man.

    You try and banish the thought from your head. You didn’t want this. You didn’t volunteer to get on your knees and suck his cock. Your wife made you. She coerced you with her sensual whispers and her cock stroking skills.

    “You’re going to be doing this a lot more often,” your wife whispers as she plays with your balls. “That won’t bother you though, will it? I can see that you love being a cocksucker. I’ll bet you’d get on your knees for him even if I wasn’t around.”

    You know that’s not true, but your cock surges with lust. You know you wouldn’t suck his dick unless your wife told you to, but you’re picturing it as you feel his dick stretch your lips.

    “You’re a cocksucker now,” she says as her grip tightens on your cock and she shortens her strokes to concentrate on the head. “There’s no going back. You’re going to be on your knees eating his dick whenever my bull comes over. Accept it, cuckold. This is your place.”

    You feel a surge of agony and lust as your wife brings you to orgasm. Her handjob has finally reached its conclusion. Your cum spills into the floor and her bull’s cock stays firmly planted in your mouth.

    You just had an orgasm with a cock in your mouth. Maybe she’s right. Maybe you are a cocksucker.

  
    Have Him Place Your Lover’s Cock Inside You

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November, December, and January. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    When you and your lover are ready to fuck, have your cuckold guide his cock inside you. Get into position, and then order the cuck to take hold of your lover’s dick and place it at the entrance to your pussy. Adding in a “good boy” when he’s completed his task can be very effective. You can have him do it multiple times over the course of a fuck session, too. With every position switch your cuckold can be called over to place your lover’s cock inside you.

    The Story:

    “Look at this beautiful cock,” your wife says as she holds her lover’s erection in her hand. Her fingers are wrapped around the base. He’s quite thick and long enough that she could wrap both hands around him and there would still be some of his shaft and head exposed.

    You’ve seen his cock countless times now. You know it’s big. You know she thinks it’s beautiful. You know it offers her a kind of pleasure that you’ve never been able to. That’s why your cock is hard. You’ve just had the privilege of watching your wife give him a blowjob.

    His cock is slick with her spit and her lover has a blissful look on his face. There’s nothing quite like having a beautiful, desperately horny married woman sucking his dick.

    “Look at your cock,” your wife says as she strokes her lover. You look down at your cock. It doesn’t compare. It doesn’t even come close.

    “I can’t believe I was stuck fucking that little dick of yours for so long,” she says. “No wonder I never felt satisfied.”

    You remember those days. You remember how you’d fuck your wife, cum quickly, and see that look of disappointment on her face. You’d groan as you experienced the brief bliss of an orgasm and then open your eyes to see her anger, or annoyance, or a look of total boredom.

    That’s how you ended up here. You left your wife unsatisfied so many times that she had to cuckold you. Of course it helped that you were totally on board with being her cuckold. It’s always been fun to fuck her, but it’s even better to watch someone else fuck her better than you’ve ever been capable of.

    You still remember the first time you watched his big cock slide into her slick pussy. The look on her face was something you’d never seen before. It was a pure form of pleasure that you’d never provided. That was when you realized just how little satisfaction you offered her.

    Now you’re on your knees next to her as she’s stroking and sucking her lover’s big cock. She takes him into her mouth because it makes him feel good and because it turns her on. Unlike with you, she actually likes giving him head. She likes making him moan and feeling the thick head of his cock swell in her mouth. Sometimes she even likes sucking him off and swallowing his cum.

    Not tonight, though. Tonight your wife needs to get fucked. She needs to feel his thick cock stretching her pussy and reaching deeply satisfying places inside her. She needs to feel like she has a real man’s cock inside her, and that’s what he’s so good at.

    You watch as your wife takes him into her mouth again. She closes her eyes and he groans. You know she’s skillfully swirling her tongue around the head of his cock. She’s doing everything she can to drive him crazy with lust. She wants her lover to be overwhelmed with desire by the time she gives him her pussy.

    His cock pops out of your wife’s mouth and she stands to lead him to the bed. You stay on your knees and watch as she pushes her lover onto his back and straddles him. His cock is inches from her pussy.

    “Come here, cuckold,” your wife says. “I need your help.”

    You crawl towards her, figuring you’re going to get a chance to lick her pussy and make sure she’s nice and wet before his big cock fills her. He’s thick enough that she needs to be very well-lubed before attempting to take him into her cunt.

    “Good boy,” she says as you wait on your knees at the side of the bed. “Would you be a dear and place his cock inside me?”

    “What?” you say reflexively. She wants you to touch his cock. She wants you to wrap your fingers around another man’s cock and place him inside her pussy. 

    A stern look comes over her face. It’s not the first time you’ve annoyed her by failing to perform your duties as her cuckold in a quick and concise manner. “You heard me. Show me that you know your place as my cuckold and put his cock inside me.”

    You reach up, but for some reason you can’t go all the way. You can’t bear it. The idea of holding another man’s cock feels like too much. You’ve only watched to this point. It feels like too much.

    You can tell your wife is annoyed. The look on her face says it all. Her voice is calm as she says, “You should know by now that your cock is worthless to me. It’s been a disappointment to me for most of our marriage, and now that I’ve found a real man to fuck me it’s time that you accept your place. You’re a cuckold. You’re a small cock cuckold. You can’t satisfy me, which is why I’ve found a man that can. It’s your place to wrap your fingers around his big cock and put it inside me. I don’t care if you think it’s a gay thing to do. It’s not. It’s a cuckold’s job. Now do it!”

    Your wife saw your cock throbbing with lusty desire as she berated you. She saw how it turned you on. There’s no hiding it. She knows you too well.

    You reach up and wrap your fingers around her lover’s cock. You’ve felt your own, but his feels stiffer and it’s much thicker. You can feel the little bumps and the thick veins on the surface of his shaft.

    “That’s it. Be a good boy and place him inside me,” your wife encourages you.

    You do as you’re told and guide his cock between her pussy lips. She slowly sits down on it and you have a perfect view of her cunt stretching out around him.

    Your wife groans. “Good boy,” she says. “Now watch a real man fuck your wife.”

    Her words sting, but the humiliation only makes your cock harder. You want to watch. It’s your favorite thing to do. Nothing turns you on more than seeing her joy at getting fucked by his long, thick cock. You know it won’t be long before she cums on his dick, something she rarely ever did when you were allowed to fuck her. You know it won’t be the only orgasm he gives her tonight, either.

    She’s right, you don’t deserve to fuck her. It is your place to watch. It’s your place to do whatever she tells you because you’re a man that can’t make his wife cum. That job has been given to another man. You’ll have to suffice with being her helper. That’s what a cuckold does.

  
    Have Him Rim Your Lover’s Ass

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    Your lover needs to be extra clean back there (he should shower right before sex, to be honest) but it’s deliciously humiliating to make your cuckold rim his asshole while you’re getting fucked. This is easiest to accomplish during doggystyle with your lover standing while you’re in the bed.

    Have your cuckold get on his knees behind your lover. He should have a beautiful view of your pussy being filled. Let him watch for a little while, and then order your cuckold to eat out your lover’s asshole. As an added benefit, your lover will get to enjoy a rimjob while he’s inside you.

    The Story:

    At first you just watched. You would sit there and stroke your dick as another man fucked your wife and you’d always cum right when they finished. It was incredible. You wanted more.

    Your wife was happy to let you have more. She was happy to invite you a little closer to watch. She was happy to share sensual kisses with you while her lover pounded her pussy. She was happy to let you lick her after he pulled out. She was happy to let you clean his creampies out of her. She was happy to let you lick her asshole while she was stuffed with his dick.

    Over time she took you deeper into this beautiful, sensual, sexy world. It seemed that each time she would meet with her lover you’d try something new. It got to a point where it felt like you would do anything she asked, where she seemed to be trying to come up with something you’d say no to. She’s going to try again tonight.

    “Will you be a naughty boy for me?” she asks after a long, sensual kiss where she had you sucking on her tongue.

    “Yes. I’ll do anything for you,” you answer.

    Her fingers wrap around your cock and she strokes you sensually before turning to her lover and taking him in her mouth. You get another kiss soon after and you can taste his cock on her lips. It makes your dick throb with lust as her fingers continue to move over the shaft.

    “You love the taste of his cock, don’t you?” she asks.

    You nod and she takes her bull into her mouth once more. She nearly deepthroats him before pulling off his cock and kissing you again. Her tongue enters your mouth as she strokes you faster and harder. You’re already almost completely lost in the thrill of cuckold submission.

    You watch as your wife gently turns her bull around until you’re staring at his ass. She reaches around and strokes his cock. You hear him moan as she says, “Kiss his ass, cuckold. Plant a little kiss right on his ass.”

    You lean forward and give his ass a quick peck.

    “Do it again,” she says.

    You plant your lips on his other cheek and give him a slightly better kiss this time. It feels a little weird, but you do it.

    “Spread his cheeks,” your wife says.

    You reach up and spread her bull’s ass cheeks. You see his hairy asshole. It looks clean and there’s no unpleasant scent coming off of him, but you’re not excited about doing what you’re almost certain she’s going to ask you to do.

    “Lick his asshole, cuckold,” she says.

    It sounds so crude and unsavory. It’s a simple, straightforward request and yet you don’t want to do it. You’ve done so much, but you don’t want to lick another man’s asshole.

    You shake your head and a look of disappointment crosses your wife’s face. “I want to see your tongue in his ass, cuckold,” she says.

    You shake your head again. Your wife responds by grabbing hold of your cock and stroking you once more. It’s been almost a week since you’ve had an orgasm and every touch is intoxicating. You close your eyes and enjoy the handjob.

    Your wife moves closer. You feel her hot breath on your neck as she whispers, “Lick his asshole, cuckold.”

    “I can’t,” you say.

    Immediately she releases your cock. “Your loss,” she says.

    You know what that means. You won’t be having an orgasm tonight. Unless you relent and give her bull a rimjob your wife won’t let you have the climax you crave.

    Still you do nothing. You could part his ass cheeks and bury your tongue between them. You could give him a rimjob. You could eat his asshole like a good boy. You won’t, though. It’s too much.

    Your wife is a little disappointed, but she’s not going to stop her evening. She stands up and pulls her lover to the bed by his cock.

    She lies on her back and spreads her legs. From your position on the floor you have a perfect view of her wet pussy as she pushes three fingers inside it.

    “I need your big cock inside me,” she says. “Pound me while my cuckold watches. Show him how a man is supposed to fuck his wife.”

    Her words make your cock throb. You reach down and stroke.

    “Take your hand off that worthless dick of yours, cuckold,” she demands. “You don’t get to masturbate until you do what I say.”

    You take your hand off your cock and watch as your wife grabs her bull’s big dick and rubs it around the opening to her pussy. She’s teasing him and teasing you. She knows you want to see it plunge inside her. She knows you desperately want to see another man fuck her. It’s your favorite thing in the world.

    Finally, his cock fills her pussy. You see how she opens up for him and how easily his full length and thickness slides into her. She’s wet and eager for him. She needs this. She needs it so badly.

    You need it too. You have a perfect view of her pussy being pounded by his big dick. Her legs are spread wide and he’s thrusting down into your wife’s hot cunt over and over.

    Your cuckold cock is hard as a rock as you watch. There’s precum dripping from the tip. Your balls are tight against your body. It almost feels like you’re buzzing with arousal. You just want to reach down and take hold of your cock.

    Your wife’s lover pulls out at her urging. “Eat me, cuckold,” she says.

    You rush between her legs and lick her pussy. You run your tongue from the base all the way to the tip, tasting her bull’s precum and your wife’s slippery juices. It’s perfect.

    “That’s it, cucky boy. Lick my pussy. Lick that freshly-fucked cunt like a good little slut. Show me what a good boy you can be,” your wife says as she grabs your hair with both hands and pulls hard.

    You love that rush of pain when she pulls your hair. You love the verbal play.

    “Come here,” she says after releasing your hair. She wants you to move to her side and kiss her.

    Your lips meet hers and your wife’s tongue moves into your mouth as her bull slides into her pussy once more. You’re kissing your wife as she’s getting fucked by a nice big cock that drives her crazy with pleasure.

    Her fingers find your cock and she strokes you once more. She moans into your mouth. Arousal courses through your body. Your knees feel weak. You feel the pre-orgasmic pleasure building in your loins.

    “Will you be a naughty boy for me?” she asks.

    You know what she wants. She’s already made her wishes clear.

    “I can’t,” you say.

    “You can,” she replies. “And if you don’t, I’m not going to let you cum. I might not let you cum for weeks,” she says. “Be a naughty boy for me.”

    She rubs her fingers over the slippery head of your cock. She works the underside skillfully. She knows what drives you crazy. She knows how to weaken her husband’s defenses.

    “Will you be a naughty boy for me?” she asks once again.

    You know this is probably the last time she’s going to ask. If you say no, she’ll let go of your cock and let you watch until he makes her cum and finishes inside her. Then you’ll be locked in your cage and she won’t let you out for weeks. There are consequences when you fail to be a naughty boy for her.

    “Yes,” you say. You relent. You give up. You want an orgasm more than anything else.

    “Eat his ass while he’s fucking me,” she orders as her fingers release your cock.

    Your wife gets on her hands and knees and moves her ass to the edge of the bed. Her bull stands behind her and guides his cock back into her pussy.

    You fall to your knees behind him. You’re staring at his ass, which is just a foot away and at eye level. All you have to do is spread his cheeks and lick his asshole. Then you’ll get your orgasm.

    Your wife looks back. You see her glaring. You know you don’t have long to comply before you’re doomed to go without an orgasm for weeks.

    You reach up and spread here bull’s ass cheeks. You see his asshole. You see what you need to lick. You gird your strength and press your tongue between his ass cheeks. You lick his asshole like a good boy.

    He moans as you rim his asshole. The hair is rough against your tongue but you don’t care at this point. You’re eating another man’s ass and you’re doing it because you want to cum. That’s all that matters.

    “Is he being a good boy?” your wife asks her bull.

    “He’s eating ass like a champ,” her bull says as he continues to pound your wife’s pussy.

    Your head moves back and forth with his thrusts. You try your best to keep your tongue firmly planted against his asshole as you lick. Your cock throbs. You can’t believe you’re doing this, but you tell yourself it’s all for the pleasure of an orgasm.

    “Damn, he’s good,” her bull says.

    His compliment feels oddly pleasing. You work a little harder to please him. You rim that asshole eagerly. You like being a naughty boy for your wife. You wonder why you were so resistant to eating his ass in the first place.

    Only when he stops thrusting and your wife orders you to get underneath her for a cuckold 69 do you stop rimming her bull’s asshole.

    “You were a very naughty boy, just like I wanted you to be,” she says while her pussy appears above your face and her bull’s cock re-enters her. She wraps her fingers around your dick and strokes you slowly.

    “Now lick my clit like a good boy and help me cum with my bull’s big cock inside me,” she demands.

    You lick her clit as she jerks you off, bringing you close to an orgasm but not letting you get all the way there.

    “After you’ve cleaned his load out of me I’ll let you cum,” she says.

    You can’t wait.

  
    Have Him Suck Your Lover’s Balls

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    There are a couple of fun ways to do this. While you’re going down on your lover, invite your husband to join you and have him suck on those big balls. It might be a little difficult to find enough room for the both of you, but it’s worth it. If you can’t both fit in there, pull your mouth off and have your cuck suck his nuts for a bit.

    To increase the humiliation, have him suck your lover’s balls while you’re getting fucked. This is easiest if your lover is sitting in a chair or on the couch and you’re on top. Have him slide his ass forward until his balls are right at the edge and then invite your cuckold to get in there and take those nuts into his mouth.

    The Story:

    You are hers to command. You do as you’re told because you relish being her submissive cuckold more than anything else. You want to be a good boy. You want to obey, even when she commands you to do something you’ve never done before.

    “Join me,” she says.

    You do as you’re told and get on your knees with your wife. She has her bull’s exceptionally large cock in her hand and she’s gently stroking him while you watch. His moans make it clear she’s making him feel good.

    Your wife holds your gaze as she wraps her soft, pink, glossy lips around one of his testicles. She strokes the head of his cock and sucks his balls while staring right at you.

    She doesn’t suck your balls. She doesn’t lick them. Sometimes she’ll give them a good squeeze, but that’s more about letting you feel a bit of pain than it is about giving you pleasure. What she’s doing to him is purely about pleasure. She wants her bull to feel good. She wants to show him how much she loves his cock and balls. That’s why she’s making sweet love to them with her talented tongue.

    “Come closer,” she says as his testicle falls from her mouth.

    You crawl a little closer, just as she instructed. She plays with his balls, which are now wet with her saliva. He moans as she fondles them with one hand and strokes the head of his cock with another.

    “Closer,” she demands.

    You get as close as you can. You’re close enough that you can smell his balls. You can smell that manly scent that builds up after a day at work.

    She kisses you. You can taste his balls on her lips and tongue. You can taste that scent. Her tongue pushes aggressively into your mouth. It’s like she’s feeding you his balls. It’s a delicious treat that makes your dick hard as a rock.

    Your wife looks down at your stiff dick after the kiss. “You enjoyed that, didn’t you my little cuckold?”

    “Yes,” you say while nodding vigorously.

    “Then I think you’re really going to enjoy this,” she says while taking a tight grip of your hair and aggressively pulling your mouth to her bull’s big balls.

    “Suck them,” she demands. “Suck his balls.”

    The scent of his balls fills your nose. It’s strong, but alluring in a way you can’t explain.

    “Suck on a real man’s balls, cuckold,” your wife demands.

    You do as you’re told. There’s no point in resisting. You can’t say no. You’ve never been able to say no to her.

    You wrap your lips around his balls and suck them. You run your tongue over the wrinkled flesh. You feel his pubic hair against your taste buds and lips. You feel your wife’s hot breath on your neck as she watches and encourages you.

    “That’s it, my little cuckold. Suck on those beautiful balls. Help him work up a nice big load for my pussy,” she says.

    She pulls your head away from his balls and says, “Good boy. Now stay.”

    Your wife stands and her bull sits on the couch. His naked ass and balls rub against the soft, expensive fabric of the cushions. You watch as your wife straddles him and guides the bulbous head of his cock to her pussy.

    You see how she opens up for him. Her pussy is eager to be filled by a real man’s cock. It’s been a week since she’s enjoyed him and she’s desperate.

    Your wife moans as she sinks onto his cock. You look at her pussy lips stretching around him. You look at the balls you just had in your mouth. You feel a slight urge to crawl between his legs and suck his big nuts again. You know you’re not allowed to do anything unless your wife tells you to, though, so you stay where you are.

    Your wife turns to you and says, “Get over here.”

    You crawl between her bull’s legs. Less than a foot away your wife is wildly bouncing on his cock.

    “Eat my ass,” she demands.

    It’s not the first time she’s had you rim her asshole while she’s getting fucked. You do as you’re told and stick your tongue between her ass cheeks. You lick her pretty asshole. You love how it tastes. You love that there’s still a little sweat and stink after a long day and a workout at the gym.

    She moans as you rim her and he stretches her pussy. She’s not done with you though. Her hand finds the top of your head and she pushes you down roughly. Your tongue departs her asshole and you’re looking at her bull’s big balls again.

    “Suck his balls, my little cuckold,” your wife demands in a sultry voice. “Massage those big balls with your talented tongue.”

    You do as you’re told without hesitation. You’ve already had his balls in your mouth once so a second time is no big deal. 

    First you run your tongue over his balls. You lick up any residual sweat as you bathe every square inch of his nutsack.

    Then you suck one of his testicles into your mouth. You seal your lips tight around it and pleasure him with your tongue. You submit to your wife’s bull like a good boy. You do as you’re told because that’s what makes you happy. You move to the other testicle and do the same thing.

    You release his testicle and lick the base of his balls. He moans and you lick his taint just a little. You run your tongue over it. It feels naughty to be so close to his asshole.

    “Is he being a good boy?” your wife asks in a breathless voice as she bounces on her bull’s big cock.

    “He’s being a very good boy,” her bull says. “You have your cuckold well-trained.”

    As you’re licking, his balls tighten. They move closer to his body. You know that means he’s getting ready to cum. He’s going to spill his seed into your wife’s pussy before long.

    She moans louder as she rides him. You suck on his big balls as your wife gets ready to cum on another man’s cock. You want to be a good boy and do your part. You want to make him feel good just like he’s making her feel good.

    “I’m cumming!” she yells.

    His hands grasp her ass and squeeze it hard as you continue to work his nuts.

    Your wife doesn’t stop riding as she cums. She keeps on bouncing her wet, married pussy on his big cock. She gives him her hot cunt because he offers her such pleasure.

    “Cum inside me,” she urges him. “Cum inside me while my little cuckold sucks on your big balls.”

    You love that naughty little verbal touch. You love that she’s so dominant and dirty.

    “My little cuckold is hungry. Give him a nice big load to clean up. Let him lick up your load after sucking on your big balls.”

    Her bull groans. You feel his balls pulsing as he releases his seed inside your wife. You keep licking. You know your place. You’re a cuckold. You do as you’re told.

    He releases so much cum in her pussy that some of it begins to leak out around his shaft. She can feel it seeping out of her.

    “Lick it up, cuckold. Lick it right off his cock. Clean up his cum. Swallow every fucking drop like a good little cucky boy should,” she demands.

    You do as you’re told, and when she climbs off his cock you’ll take it in your mouth and suck it clean. You’ll lick up any cum that lands on the couch. You’ll clean it out of her pussy. You’ll lick it off the floor if you have to. You’re a cuckold. That’s what you do.

  
    Have Pregnancy Risk Sex, or Fake It

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation most days throughout November, December, and January. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    I honestly can’t recommend having genuine pregnancy risk sex (that’s unprotected sex with your lover when you’re not using some form of birth control). To me, the potential consequences far outweigh the pleasure. However, there’s nothing wrong with pretending that you’re doing it. Tell your husband that you’ve gone off the pill (or pulled out the ring) and that you want your lover to get you pregnant.

    The other risk here is that it’s hard to know how your husband is going to react. That’s why you should know ahead of time if your cuckold finds pregnancy play arousing while being humiliating, or if it would just make him furious. You don’t want to cross a boundary.

    The Story:

    “Honey, have you been skipping days with your birth control?” you ask as you emerge from the bathroom with the packet in your hand. You don’t even need her to answer the question. There are clearly pills in their little slots that she should have already taken.

    “Yeah, I missed a few days,” she answers casually. “It’s no big deal. It’s not like I’m completely unprotected or anything. It’s just not quite as effective. Plus, who’s cumming inside me? Bryan uses a condom and you know I’m not letting your little dick inside me when he’s supposed to be coming over tonight.”

    You can’t argue with her reasoning and your head is a little foggy with lust from her casual insult of your diminutive cock.

    “I guess you have a point,” you say before returning her pills to the bathroom cabinet.

    Your wife is standing in the bathroom doorway when you turn around. She has a naughty smile on her face. “I saw that look,” she says.

    “What look?” you say.

    Your wife steps closer and reaches between your legs. She feels your half-hard cock. She knows her little insult excited you.

    “He’ll be here soon,” she says, referring to her bull. “Why don’t you be a good cuckold and lick my pussy to get me nice and wet for him.”

    You’re not going to turn down that opportunity. You fall to your knees and pull her shorts and panties down. You eagerly devour her pussy as your wife’s moans fill the bathroom while she holds your head tightly between her legs.

    “That’s it, cuckold. Eat my pussy. Show me what a good little cunt worshiper you are,” she moans.

    Your wife can be quite demanding when you’re pleasuring her and you wouldn’t have it any other way. Every word stiffens your cock. You crave her control. You love being a good little cunt worshiper for her.

    
      

    

    By the time Bryan arrives, your wife is wet with lust for his cock. She falls to her knees in the foyer and takes him into her mouth while you watch. She deepthroats her bull with ease, treating him to a pleasure you’ve never enjoyed. Your cock isn’t big enough to slide down her throat.

    “Fuck, you’re eager tonight, aren’t you?” Bryan says as he watches your wife swallow his dick over and over.

    His erection slips out of her throat and emerges covered in her spit. Your wife stands and grabs hold of his cock to lead Bryan to the bedroom. You follow, knowing that you’re going to watch him fuck her.

    She’s naked in an instant. Bryan quickly tears open a condom and covers his cock before your wife bends over the bed and begs him to fuck her.

    “Pound my pussy, Bryan. Pound it. Make it yours,” she says.

    He moves into position behind your wife and guides his big cock inside her. She groans and throws her head back. Bryan grabs a handful of her hair and offers your wife exactly the kind of aggressive pussy pounding she craves. The sound of their flesh slapping together fills the room as he takes her hard and fast.

    It’s less than a minute before your wife has a screaming orgasm. It’s rare, but sometimes she gets so worked up that she cums from being taken from behind, though only when it’s Bryan’s big cock. You can barely stay inside her on the rare occasions when she takes pity on you and lets you fuck her doggystyle.

    Your wife pushes Bryan into the bed and eagerly straddles him. His big dick disappears inside her in an instant and she grinds her hips back and forth on him. She’s rubbing her clit into his pelvis and milking him with her cunt. It looks so good that you pull out your cock and masturbate as you watch and listen to your wife moan.

    Soon she transitions from grinding on Bryan’s big dick to riding him. She fucks herself with his cock at a remarkable pace. She’s approaching another orgasm. Your wife’s bull is going to make her cum twice in the span of five minutes. You feel like the cuckold you are because you know full well you’re not capable of providing her with that kind of pleasure.

    Your wife collapses on top of him after her orgasm passes. It seems like the wild, lusty energy that overwhelmed her has passed. They share slow, tender kisses as she gently fucks him with her wet pussy. He takes her nipple into his mouth and runs his tongue over it. Your wife’s moaning is slow and sensual.

    They switch positions again. Your wife moves to her back and Bryan gets between her legs to fuck her missionary style. As he’s about to push his cock inside her she stops him and looks over at you.

    “Do you want him to cum inside me?” your wife asks as she grips Bryan’s cock at the base. One simple, swift movement is all it would take to pull off the condom and free him.

    Your eyes dart between her face and her pussy. Is she being serious? She knows you’ve always fantasized about watching another man cum inside her.

    “I’m on birth control,” she says. “It’s not like he could get me pregnant.”

    Bryan thinks that’s the truth, but you know it’s not. He could absolutely get her pregnant. Missing just a few pills means she’s not protected. That’s why she’s asking you. She wants you to give her permission to play a dangerous game.

    Normally you’d say no. It’s insane to take the risk, but normally you’re not so turned on. Your cock is rock hard and dripping precum. You’re still masturbating. You’re close to cumming. You can’t help but be overwhelmed by lust as you think about Bryan cumming in your wife’s unprotected pussy. You want to have an orgasm to that thought. You want to think about his seed in her fertile womb as you masturbate.

    “Yes, I want him to cum inside you,” you say.

    The moment the words leave your lips your wife pulls the condom off of Bryan’s cock and guides him inside her. He doesn’t hesitate. He’s not going to pass up the chance to cum inside a beautiful married woman.

    His thrusts are slow and deep. It seems like he’s determined to enjoy your wife’s perfect pussy without the annoying barrier of latex between the two of them. You know what it feels like inside her. You know how warm and wet it is. You know how every thrust is like a little bit of heaven.

    You watch them make love and your cock throbs as you stroke. She runs her hands through his hair and over his back as they kiss. She moans into his mouth as he brings her to yet another orgasm. Then she says those magic words.

    “Cum inside me,” your wife urges him. “Fill me.”

    You imagine him filling her womb with his cum. You imagine it flooding from the tip of his cock and painting her insides. You imagine her getting pregnant.

    “I’m cumming,” he says.

    “That’s it, cum inside me,” your wife encourages him.

    She’s enjoying it more than you imagined she might. Is she secretly thrilled at the idea of getting pregnant with Bryan’s baby? She might be, and that’s what makes you cum. You imagine your wife’s belly and breasts swelling as Bryan’s seed takes hold inside her. It turns you on so immensely that you can’t resist. You double over in pleasure as you cum. Time seems to slow down and the orgasm goes on for what feels like a minute, but is really just a few seconds.

    When you’re done, you can’t help but want to do it again.

  
    Have Your Cuckold Fuck a Blow Up Doll While You and Your Bull Watch

    
      In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.
    

    
      
        
          Click here
        
      
       to read the rest of the cuckold humiliation stories.
    

    
      
    

    The Idea: This is most effective if your cuckold is particularly desperate for an orgasm, so try for multiple weeks of denial before you introduce the blow up doll. He still won’t want to do it, of course, but if you tell him it’s the only way he’s allowed to orgasm, he’ll embrace his humiliation and slide his disappointing little cock into the rubber pussy of the blow up doll.

    To enhance everyone’s pleasure, don’t tell your cuckold he’ll be fucking a blow up doll that evening. Just tell him that he’s going to have the pleasure of an orgasm. Get him all worked up with touching and kissing. Get him to that place of lusty madness – much easier if he hasn’t cum in a long time – and then bring the blow up doll out of the closet, lay it in the bed, and instruct your cuckold to fuck it. As always, the delivery matters, so here are a few examples of what you might say to make his humiliation a little deeper, and a little more exciting:

    “That’s the only pussy you’re getting for a long time, cuckold, so you can fuck that rubber slut or you can fuck no one.”

    “You’re certainly not fucking me anytime soon, so I’d take what you can get, cuck.”

    “That’s right, cucky. A blow up doll is the only kind of woman that will ever have any interest in having your cock inside her.”

    You don’t have to have your bull watch, but the experience will be more humiliating for your cuckold if he does. If you want to make it extra humiliating, you and your bull could fuck on one side of the bed while your cuckold fucks the blow up doll on the other side. As he gets closer to his orgasm, pay closer attention to him. Laugh at how pathetic he looks as he’s about to cum inside a blow up doll and I guarantee you’ll deepen the pleasure of his orgasm.

    The Story: You’ve been banished from the bedroom while your wife and her bull indulge in their unyielding desire for each other. They left the door open, though, so you can hear the occasional sounds of foreplay. Her moans drift down the hallway and fill your ears. He’s either going down on her or fingering her pussy with expert skill. He likes to get her worked up before he slides his cock inside her and offers her the satisfaction she yearns for.

    They made you strip naked before banishing you from the bedroom and your cock is stiff as you sit on the couch and listen. They forbid you from putting on the TV or music. They wanted you to give all your attention to the naughty fun happening in the bedroom. They succeeded, too. Your dick is hard as a rock, in part because it’s been two weeks since you were permitted to cum and in part because nothing turns you on quite like your wife fucking another man.

    Now he’s moaning. A few moments later you hear the sounds of a particularly sloppy blowjob. Your wife is putting on a show for you. She’s making it nice and loud so you can hear it. It’s agonizing, but in the best way possible. It would be better if you were permitted to masturbate, but your wife and her bull insisted that you were to keep your hands away from your cock, for you’re not allowed to cum until one of them gives you permission.

    The sounds of foreplay stop for a few minutes. You wonder what’s happening in the bedroom. This would normally be the time where they’d have sex, but it seems that something is different. You’re not sure what, though.

    “Come to the bedroom, cuckold,” your wife calls out.

    Joy fills your body as you hop to your feet and rush towards the bedroom. You see your beautiful naked wife on her back. Her bull is seated on the edge of the bed and he’s gently rubbing the soft skin on her thighs. You watch his fingers move towards her pussy and he slips two inside her, eliciting a quiet moan.

    Your gaze shifts to a new addition to the bedroom. There’s a cheap-looking, bachelor party style blowup doll lying next to your wife. It’s fully inflated. The lips are plump and red, the breasts end in a rubber point, and its arms are bent at the elbow like its reaching up to take its lover into its grasp.

    “My bull bought you a present, cuckold,” your wife says. “Wasn’t that kind of him?”

    You stare at the blow up doll for a few moments more before turning your gaze to her bull. He offers a cocky smile. “What do you think, cuckold?” he asks. “She’s pretty hot, isn’t she?”

    She’s not hot. Of course she’s not hot. She’s a ridiculous looking piece of inflated rubber. She’s the kind of thing that seemingly only exists for a joke at a bachelor party. Surely no one has ever actually used a blow up doll for sexual pleasure. Who would do such a thing?

    “How long has it been since we let you have an orgasm?” your wife asks as her bull’s fingers continue to move in and out of her pussy.

    “Two weeks,” you answer.

    “You must be desperate,” she says. “I’ve been fucked half a dozen times in the past two weeks. You’ve listened or watched each and every time. That little dick of yours has throbbed and dripped precum like crazy each and every time, and yet we haven’t let you cum. We’ve denied you. Do you know why?”

    “Because I’m a cuckold,” you answer, echoing the sentiment they’ve made clear time and time again.

    “That’s right,” your wife says with a smile. She arches her back, closes her eyes for a moment, and moans as her bulls fingers find a sweet spot deep in her pussy and deliver what seems to be an exceptional dose of pleasure. “You’re a cuckold. You don’t deserve to cum with any kind of frequency. You deserve to be denied the pleasure of an orgasm. You deserve to be made to work for your release. You deserve to be treated like the sexually inferior man that you are.”

    “You deserve a little bit of pleasure, though,” her bull says.

    Your wife looks at him and smiles. “That’s right. We decided that you deserve a little bit of pleasure, that two weeks is long enough. That’s why we bought you this pretty little thing you see in the bed next to me.”

    “She’s the only kind of girl that would willingly let your worthless dick inside her,” her bull adds.

    Your wife laughs. “That’s certainly the case. I can’t think of any woman I know that would want to fuck you, cuckold. I’m sure if you were single you’d find some sad girl that would let your dick inside her, but even she wouldn’t really want it. She’d just know that she couldn’t really do any better, so she’d spread her legs and let you pump away for thirty seconds before you spilled your load like some pathetic minute man.”

    “This girl – your girlfriend for tonight – she’s more than happy to let you fuck her, cuckold. She won’t complain about your dick being small and worthless. She won’t complain about you shooting too quickly. She’ll just lie there and take it,” her bull added. “Isn’t that wonderful?”

    It’s not wonderful. It’s humiliating. They both know that, though. That’s the whole point of this exercise. They want to humiliate you. They take pleasure in it. Though, they know that you take pleasure in it too. After all, there’s a reason your dick is still hard as a rock.

    “You’ll need to eat her pussy first,” your wife says. “You need to turn her on. You need to work hard at it, too, because she’s not going to be wet at the prospect of fucking you, cucky. No woman is ever going to get wet at the prospect of fucking you.”

    You remain in the doorway. You stare at the blow up doll. There’s a part of you that wants to fully embrace what your wife and her bull are offering. After all, it’s been a long time since you’ve had sex of any kind and two weeks since you’ve cum and you’re feeling desperate, as your wife noted.

    “What are you waiting for, cuckold?” her bull asks.

    “This is your only chance to cum,” your wife adds. “If you pass this up, it might be weeks before we let you have an orgasm.”

    You walk to the foot of the bed. You stare at the blow up doll. You take a deep breath and crawl between its legs.

    “That’s it, cucky,” your wife says as her bull moves between her legs. “Now eat her pussy like a good boy. Make her nice and wet. Get her ready for the disappointment of fucking you.”

    You stare at the plastic slit that is the doll’s pussy. You hear your wife moan and look over to see her bull tending to her clit with his tongue. She grasps two handfuls of the comforter and moans. You turn back to the rubber pussy in front of you, take a deep breath, and swallow every bit of humiliation you feel. You go to work on the doll. You lick its pussy. You get it nice and wet. It doesn’t moan like your wife is moaning, but of course it doesn’t. It’s not real. It’s just a toy. A toy that you’re going to fuck.

    “Are you making her feel good, cucky?” your wife asks. “Are you eating that pussy like a good boy?”

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She laughs. “That’s good, cucky. Even a blow up doll deserves a little attention from her man’s tongue.”

    You feel ridiculous, but your cock is still hard as a rock, in part because you can’t stop thinking about actually getting to cum and in part because your wife is moaning wildly while another man eats her pussy.

    “Let me suck your cock,” your wife says to her bull.

    You turn to see him look up and smile before they switch places. He’s on his back – on your side of the bed, naturally – and she moves between his legs. Your wife wraps her fingers around the base of his cock and looks up at him for a moment before turning her attention to you.

    “You deserve a blowjob too, cuckold. Go ahead and get into position. Your girlfriend will happily suck your cock,” your wife says.

    You get on your back and move the blow up doll’s head between your legs. You lube her mouth – which is open and clearly made to be fucked just like her pussy – with a little bit of your spit.

    Your wife’s bull moans and you look over to see your wife bobbing up and down on his cock. She plays with his balls and strokes his shaft while she blows him. You feel a deep sense of jealousy that he’s getting to enjoy the oral pleasure you crave.

    “What are you waiting for, cuck?” her bull asks. “That girlfriend of yours likes sucking dick. Trust me on that. Feed her. Push your cock into that eager mouth of hers.”

    You line up the doll’s mouth with your cock and push it inside. You moan. You don’t want to. It’s deeply embarrassing to have done so, but you can’t help it. It feels good. It feels really good. Her mouth is wet and slippery with spit and it’s actually kind of tight around your cock.

    “Slow down, cuck,” her bull says. “Remember, you’re a quick shooter. You don’t want to cum in her mouth before you get a chance to fuck her, do you?”

    Your embarrassment deepens as you realize you were fucking her face with remarkable speed. You got so caught up in the pleasure of a blowjob from a blow up doll that you lost yourself in it.

    Your wife laughs as she strokes her bull’s cock while turning her attention to you and your eagerness for any kind of pleasure. “Pathetic,” she says. “You’re such a pathetic little cuck that you were going to cum in that pretty girl’s mouth in less than a minute. You have so little control over yourself that you just couldn’t help it, could you?”

    “It feels good,” you answer.

    She laughs again. “Enjoy it, cuckold. That’s the only kind of blowjob you’re going to enjoy from now on. I can’t ever see being willing to take your disappointing dick in my mouth again. Why would I when I have something big and beautiful to suck on?”

    She takes her bull in her mouth again and you watch as you slowly move the blow up doll’s rubber mouth up and down your cock. You keep it slow enough to limit your pleasure so you don’t cum too quickly.

    Your wife pulls her mouth from his cock, kisses the head, and then kisses her way up her bull’s hard, muscular body. Her lips hover close to his for a moment before she turns to you. “Kiss her, cuckold,” she says. “Show her a little bit of intimacy before you fuck her.”

    You lift the blow up doll’s mouth from your cock and pull her up until she’s resting on top of you. Her lips are wet with a mixture of your spit and precum.

    “Kiss her, cuck,” her bull says. “She was generous enough to suck your sad little cock. You should kiss her. You should show her that you care about her. You should show her that you feel a little bit of passion for her.”

    You press your lips against hers. You hear your wife and her bull kiss. You close your eyes to try and dim some of the humiliation you’re feeling.

    “Use your tongue,” your wife says.

    You hear them kissing again. You use your tongue. You slip it into the doll’s rubber mouth. You taste your precum. You push your tongue deeper. For some reason it feels oddly pleasurable. It’s kinky and humiliating and everything you’ve come to love since your wife first cuckolded you. You get lost in it. You moan. You rub your stiff dick around her pussy. The tip slips inside and you feel a rush of pleasure, but you weren’t given permission so you pull her away. It’s embarrassing that you’re actually enjoying yourself, but you decide to embrace that.

    “I want you inside me,” your wife says.

    You look over and watch her and her bull switch places again. She moves to her back and spreads her legs while he moves between them. They kiss as she strokes his cock.

    She looks and you says, “What are you waiting for, cuckold? Put your girlfriend on her back. Kiss her. Slip your pathetic little cock inside her. Fuck that tight little pussy of hers.” She laughs, presumably at the notion of you fucking a blow up doll.

    You move the doll onto her back. You take your place between her legs. Your cock hovers just above the entrance to her rubber pussy. You want to fuck her. You’re damn near desperate for it. You felt her mouth. You know it’s going to feel good to slide into her, and yet you’re not sure you can handle the humiliation.

    “Do it, cuck,” your wife says.

    You look over to see that both she and her bull are looking at you. They’re both smiling, but it’s not out of a sense of happiness for you. It’s pure amusement at your humiliation. He’s about to fuck your wife and you’re about to fuck an inanimate doll.

    “Fuck her, cuck,” her bull says.

    He slides his cock into your wife and she closes her eyes and moans. He kisses her neck and moves his big dick in and out of her slippery pussy. The sight of their bodies melding turns you on, just as it always has.

    “Fuck it,” you say. You slide into the blow up doll. Her rubber pussy is wet from your saliva and it feels surprisingly tight. You groan as you bury your dick inside her.

    Your wife laughs. “He’s doing it,” she says. “He’s fucking doing it.”

    “Of course he is,” her bull adds. “What else is he going to fuck? It’s not like you’re letting him in your pussy anytime soon. That rubber pussy is all your pathetic cuck is going to get from now on, so of course he gave in and put his dick inside it.”

    They both laugh and you surrender completely to your lust. You let the humiliation triggered by their laughter – and the fact that you’re actually fucking a blow up doll – envelop you. You fuck the doll beneath you hard and fast.

    “Kiss her, cuck,” your wife says before unleashing a wild moan as her bull picks up the pace. “Kiss your girl. Kiss her while you fuck her tight little pussy.”

    You follow your wife’s instructions and kiss the doll. You put your tongue in her mouth. You swirl it around. You lie on top of her and drive your cock into her with every bit of power you can.

    “He’s close,” your wife says before laughing. “He’s about to cum in that blow up doll.”

    She’s right. You’re close. You’re so close you can’t stop it now. You bury your cock inside her. You close your eyes and pleasure explodes from between your legs as you cum in the blow up doll. You grunt and groan and your entire body pulses with pleasure from the first sex you’ve had in a long, long time.

    “Did you like that, cucky?” your wife asks.

    You open your eyes and turn your head to face her. Her bull’s cock is moving in and out of her pussy and she has a joyful look on her face. “Yes,” you answer.

    “Good. Now pull out and clean your mess out of her like a good cuckold,” she instructs. “Then you can clean me after he fills my pussy with a real man’s cum.”

    You pull out, slide down the doll’s body, and lie between her legs. You push your tongue inside her and bathe in a little more humiliation as you clean your load from a fake pussy.

    All the while, your wife and her bull fuck right next to you. He gets to have sex with a real woman and you get to fuck a blow up doll. That’s just how it goes as a cuckold.

  
    Have Your Cuckold Take a Facial from Your Lover

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    You’ll have to consult with your lover beforehand, but if he’s willing to give your husband a facial it will be deliciously humiliating. As long as you know your cuckold will go along with almost anything, it’s best to keep it a surprise. Play along as if you’re going to stick to the normal routine (whatever that might be), and then as your lover is getting close to his climax, order your husband to his knees.

    It should be as simple as saying, “He’s going to cum on your face.” If he’s a good hubby, he’ll wait to be covered in another man’s spunk. He’ll be anxious, aroused, excited, and humiliated before anything happens. When thick ropes of cum are sprayed across his face, he’ll unquestionably feel the humiliation. If you’re feeling naughty, call him a cum slut or tell him he looks good with another man’s cum on his face.

    The Story:

    “You know what I want to see?” your wife says.

    That question is almost always followed by something humiliating. When you shared your desire to be her cuckold and to immerse yourself in everything that comes with the lifestyle, you unlocked your wife’s latent desire to humiliate you for your mutual pleasure.

    “I want to see you wearing John’s cum,” she says, referring to her bull. “I want to see that pretty face of yours completely covered in one of his massive loads.”

    John is the third bull your wife has had since she started cuckolding you, and he’s shown her a whole new side of her sexuality. It’s with his encouragement that she’s really come into her own as a confident, sexy domme to you and a willing and eager slut for him.

    As you watch a lascivious smile break across your wife’s face you consider what it might be like to take a facial from her bull. You’ve eaten countless loads of his cum from various parts of her body and it’s always thrilled you immensely.

    A facial, though, feels like something else entirely. Staring up at his cock while he masturbates over you and then launches his semen onto your face seems exceptionally humiliating. Of course, that’s the point.

    You know that there’s no particular point in thinking about it. Once your wife decided she wanted to see her bull’s cum all over your face, it was fated to happen. You’re not the primary decision maker where your sex life is concerned, and you wouldn’t have it any other way. Submitting to your wife’s desires thrills you, especially when her desire is to humiliate you.

    “Will you do that for me, baby?” she asks. “Will you wear John’s cum all over your pretty face?”

    “Do I have a choice?” you say.

    She leans forward and kisses you. Her tongue darts into your mouth as her hand moves between your legs and plays with your semi-hard cock.

    “Of course not,” she whispers before kissing your neck. “I’m the one in charge.”

    Her kisses and casual domination leave you stiff. Your wife keeps playing with your cock as she moans into your ear. It’s the same moan she makes when John’s fucking her. It’s the ultimate aphrodisiac for you.

    She kisses you once more, this time sucking your tongue into her mouth. It feels astoundingly good. You hold out a small sliver of hope that she’s going to let you cum as she continues to stroke your cock. You know it won’t take much longer.

    “Do you want to cum?” she asks.

    “Yes, please,” you answer.

    “You’ll have to eat it,” she says.

    “Please, let me cum. I promise I’ll eat it.”

    She strokes you faster and you move closer to your climax. “You’ll be a good boy and clean up your mess?”

    “Yes, I will. I’ll be a good boy and clean up my mess,” you say. You know what she wants to hear.

    She moans again. It’s that beautiful moan she makes when John’s cock is inside her. She knows it’s what you want to hear. She knows it’s going to make you cum. She knows you’re thinking of his big dick fucking her. She knows you’re already imagining Saturday night when he’s going to fuck your wife to multiple orgasms and cum on your face.

    “Cum for me,” your beautiful wife says in a low, breathy voice. “Cum for me so I can feed you.”

    “I’m cumming!” you say as your cock spasms. The pleasure is intense, as it has been ever since the first time she cuckolded you. This is the sexual release you crave. This is what makes you feel better than anything else.

    Before you know it, your wife’s hand is in front of your mouth. A puddle of your cum waits to be eaten. You open up like a good boy and she pours the cum into your mouth. You lick up the rest and then swallow, just as you’ve been trained.

    You open wide when you’re finished and show your wife that you’ve done as you were told. You swallowed like a good boy. You let her feed you like she loves to do.

    “Good boy,” she says before giving you a soft kiss on the cheek.

      

    You watch in awe as John’s thick, throbbing cock disappears into your wife’s eager mouth. He’s in your bed and she’s between his legs offering the kind of oral pleasure every man craves.

    John closes his eyes and leans back as he enjoys the blowjob. His ass is right where you sleep. His balls are rubbing against the sheets. Another man is getting his cock sucked in your bed and you’re hard as a rock.

    It’s the way your wife sucks his cock that really thrills you. She’s never given you a blowjob like that. She’s never worked your dick that way. She’s using both her hands and her eager mouth on his shaft. She’s making it wet and sloppy and the bedroom is filled with the loud noises of her cocksucking.

    You know she gives him head like that because he fucks her so well. You’ve seen her cum less than a minute after his cock enters her. You’ve seen him fuck her to multiple mind-bending orgasms in a remarkably short span of time. You’ve seen him do things with his cock that you’ve only dreamed of being able to do.

    When your wife finally lets his cock slip from her mouth, she strokes him and looks over at you. “Is your little dick hard because you’re thinking about John’s cum all over your pretty face?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say. As humiliating as it is to admit, it’s true. It’s been on your mind all day. You can’t stop thinking about what it’s going to feel like when he cums on your face. You can’t wait to feel those thick, hot ropes of cum streaked across your forehead, cheeks, nose, and lips. You can’t wait to taste a little of his cum fresh from the tap.

    “You see, John. I told you he wanted to wear your cum,” your wife says as she strokes her bull’s big cock. “I told you he’d be a good little cum slut for us.”

    You crave the humiliation. You want to be called a cum slut. She’s not wrong. She’s taught you to crave John’s cum. It’s fair to describe you as a slut for it. You agreed to let him cum on your face without a hint of pushback. How could you be anything but a cum slut?

    “You’ll get what you crave,” your wife says as she straddles John’s cock, “but first I’m going to get what I need, what your little dick can’t give me.”

    She sits on her bull’s big cock and an involuntary moan escapes her lips. Your wife closes her eyes, tilts her head back, and slowly grinds on John’s cock.

    He reaches up and plays with her tits as she grinds on him. It’s been a while since you’ve been inside her, but you know how perfect her pussy feels. You know how glorious her wet, tight cunt is. You know how good he feels right now.

    As happens so often, your wife experiences her first orgasm in less than a minute. All she had to do was grind on that big cock and ride it just a little and she was able to enjoy the kind of blissful climax she craves.

    John effortlessly moves your wife to her back and she spreads her legs as his cock pushes into her pussy. They kiss as she wraps her legs around him.

    His thrusts are long and slow and each time he bottoms out in your wife’s pussy she moans. She moans into his mouth and then into the open air of the bedroom as he fucks her harder and faster.

    You’ve seen them fuck dozens of times, but it’s still amazing every time. As hard as it is to admit, you know he’s better than you. You know he fucks her like you can’t. You know he pounds her perfect wet pussy better than you could ever hope to. That’s why she cums so hard with him inside her.

    He’s blessed with exceptional stamina and tonight he’s taking his time because he wants to build up a nice big load to paint your pretty face. He wants to make sure you’re completely coated with his cum by the time he’d done emptying his balls on you.

    You watch them work their way through position after position. You see your wife cum countless times. You see both of them revel in the intense sexual connection they share, one that drives them to want to fuck for upwards of an hour without a break.

    All good things must come to an end, though, and when John finally gets around to cumming, you always get to have fun. Most of the time that means licking his cum off of or out of your wife’s body, but tonight it means taking a facial.

    Soon you’re going to have another man’s cum on your face. You’re going to be like the girls you see in porn movies.

    “Are you ready for your reward?” your wife asks. “Are you ready to take a load of John’s thick cum all over your pretty face?”

    “Yes, I’m ready,” you say.

    “You don’t sound ready,” she replies. “You sound like you don’t really care one way or the other. You sound like you’re not really desperate to be my humiliated, cum-covered cuckold.”

    For a moment you’re genuinely worried she’s going to deny you the pleasure of being humiliated. You need it. You crave it. It’s your release. Humiliation feels good. It’s what gets you off.

    “Please,” you say. “I need his cum on my face. I need to feel his thick load splash across my pretty face. I need to be a cum slut for you.”

    Your wife giggles with delight. “I knew you’d be a good cum slut for me.”

    John and your wife uncouple and move towards you. Soon his cock is inches from your face. Your wife smiles down at you. She knows what’s about to happen and it brings her genuine joy.

    “Beg him,” she demands.

    “Please, cum on my face,” you say. You feel the humiliation. It’s impossible not to. It’s degrading to be a straight, married man on your knees begging another man to cum on your face. That’s what turns you on.

    “Please, cum on my pretty face,” you beg. “Please, cover me with your hot cum. Please, make a mess of my face.”

    You can see it’s turning him on too. He likes that you’re begging for his load. He likes that you’re so eager to degrade yourself in front of him. He’s stroking his cock just inches from your face. You’re staring at the plump head.

    “That’s it,” your wife says. “Beg to be his nasty little cum slut.” She’s masturbating too. Her lust for this is thrilling. That’s part of why you’re so eager to be humiliated. She’s already cum so many times tonight, but she’s going to cum again.

    “Cum on his face,” your wife says to John. “Cum on his pretty face. Make him your cum slut. Decorate his face with your seed. Make him feel like the inferior cuckold he is.”

    They’re both so close to cumming. They’re both masturbating while you wait on your knees for his gift. They’re both going to get off on your humiliation.

    John strokes his cock faster and groans. You see the head swell up. He’s about to cum on your face.

    “That’s it, John. Humiliate him. Cover him in your seed,” your wife says through lusty moans.

    You open your mouth and stick out your tongue. John cries out as the first volley of cum flies from the head of his cock and lands on your left cheek. Your head recoils in surprise. You knew it was coming but it’s such a strange experience to feel this warm, slick, thick liquid on your face that you can’t help it.

    You quickly move your head back into position and catch the second volley. This one lands across your forehead, nose, and lips. It’s a huge shot of cum, as is the next one that lands on your right cheek. John is systematically painting your face as one shot of cum after another launches from his thick cock.

    “Oh my God,” your wife cries. “Fuck, I’m cumming!”

    The last of John’s cum lands on your tongue and you eagerly swallow it. You savor the deep feeling of humiliation at being on your knees in front of your wife and her bull as you’re covered in his cum. He’s made an absolute mess of you, but you love it. You love how hard your cock is. You love how humiliated you feel. You love being this nasty, naughty, messy cum slut.

    “That was incredible. That was incredible!” your wife says. “You look like such a fucking slut!” She laughs. You revel in the humiliation once more.

    “We’re definitely doing that again. Hell, I might take you to a glory and make a dozen guys paint your face with their loads. That was incredible!”

    She might not be lying about the gloryhole thing. Your wife might just make you into her personal cum slut. Remember, your humiliation turns her on.

  
    Have Your Cuckold Wear Your Cum Filled Panties

    In concert with a new blog post on my website, Deliciously Naughty Cuckold Humiliation Ideas, I’ll be posting a new cuckold humiliation stories for each humiliating idea. It begins with the mild ideas and I’ll work my way up to the extreme humiliation play. Stick around and you’ll get to enjoy a whole lot of lovely stories as a member of the Femdom tier.

    
      
    

    The Idea:

    This one works best if you’re having unprotected sex with your lover. Whether your cuckold is watching or not, enjoy the incredible sex you typically have with your lover. After he cums inside you, quickly put on your panties. It’s best to choose a pair that will do a fairly good job of holding the cum in them as it leaks out of you. If it can also be a pair that your cuckold would find extra humiliating to wear, even better (maybe pink satin with frilly bows).

    Wait long enough for most of your lover’s cum to leak out of your pussy and into your panties. Once it has, pull the panties off and hand them to your cuckold. Make him wear them.

    The humiliation of wearing your panties will be significantly increased by having to do so while they’re full of your lover’s cum. Make him spend hours with another man’s semen soaking into his balls and resting against his small cock.

    As always, a little verbal humiliation can go a long way here:

    “How does it feel to have a superior man’s cum in your panties, cuck?”

    “Do you like the way his warm cum feels against your worthless cock, honey?”

    If you’re feeling extra naughty, make your cuckold reach into your panties and play with his cock like it’s a clit. Make him use your lover’s cum as lube as he rubs the head of his dick. Make him stop before he cums.

    The Story:

    It’s Monday morning. You’ve just stepped out of the shower. You can hear moans coming from the master bedroom.

    Your wife’s bull is fucking her. He spent the night in your bed. He fucked her before they went to sleep and now he’s fucking her again. She can’t resist him. She can’t say no. She’s in love with his cock.

    You have time before you need to get ready for work, so you walk out of the guest bedroom and down the hallway. The door to the master bedroom is open a crack. You peer inside and see your wife on her back with her legs wrapped around her bull.

    You see his big cock fucking her wet pussy. You see another man fucking your wife. Your dick is already hard. Of course it is. Nothing turns you on more than seeing a bigger, better man satisfy your wife’s needs.

    You step into the bedroom. When they leave the door open, it means you’re welcome to watch if you want.

    “Good morning, cuckold,” your wife says. Her bull continues to pound her pussy. “You can watch, but don’t you dare play with your cock.”

    She controls your orgasms. You want to masturbate, but you keep your hand away.

    Instead, you concentrate on the beautiful sex happening in front of you. You love the way he fucks her. You love how their bodies seem to be melded together. You love how he thrusts so deep inside her. You love how his cock is so thick that she has to stretch wide open to take him.

    He makes her cum twice in the short handful of minutes you watch. He’s always had that ability. His big cock and the way he fucks is exactly what your wife needs. It’s what she craves.

    He cums inside her soon after. He unleashes a massive load, like he always does, and pulls out.

    “Honey, would you pull out those pink lace and satin panties of mine that you love so much?” your wife asks.

    You open her panty drawer and find exactly the pair she’s looking for. She’s right, too. You love them. You always find it so arousing when she wears them.

    You hand her the panties and she puts them on. She stands up. You know his cum is leaking into them, but you’re a little disappointed she didn’t let you clean it out of her. You love creampies.

    “Don’t look so sad,” your wife says as she steps closer and kisses. “Don’t worry, I have a naughty little surprise for you. Now go make us breakfast.”

    You do as you’re told. You do it naked. You know that’s how your wife prefers it, and you love making your wife happy above all else.

    After you deliver breakfast to your wife and her bull, she stands up and slowly pulls down her panties. You can see the thick, sticky load of cum that’s leaked into them. It’s mouth watering.

    After stepping out of the panties, your wife uses them to wipe the rest of his cum out of her. She hands them to you and smiles.

    “Put them on,” she says.

    You look at the panties. The load inside them is huge. It’s a thick, wet, sticky mess. You hesitate.

    “Put them on, cuckold,” your wife says again. Her voice is stern.

    You obey. You step into the panties and pull them up your legs. They offer full coverage, so your cock is nice and snug. The material is soft against your ass.

    Your wife steps forward and grasps your cock through the panties. She rubs it. She’s working the cum into your genitals. She’s making sure your cock and balls are completely coated in her bull’s cum.

    “Now get dressed and go to work, and don’t you dare take off those panties. You’re going to spend the whole day with my bull’s cum soaking into your worthless little cock and balls.”

    There’s a harsh edge to her voice that excites you. Your cock grows a little. You can’t help but find joy in how kinky she’s being. You know it’s a little nasty, but you like that your dick is now bathed in another man’s semen.

    Your wife climbs into bed with her bull and they enjoy the breakfast you prepared. They giggle, likely about the fact that you’re wearing his cum to work, and you leave the room to get dressed.

    Your cock is half hard as you pull on your pants. You can feel the moistness between your legs with every movement. It’s a constant reminder that your dick and balls are coated with someone else’s cum. Her bull’s cum. The cum that leaked out of her pussy after he fucked her in your bed.

    You can feel it on the drive to work. There’s no denying the presence of cum in the panties your wife made you wear. It’s not drying, either. The lack of air flow between your legs is going to ensure that your genitals are moist with spunk for most of the day.

    A few hours into your workday, your wife sends you a text:

    I hope your day is going well, cuckold. I hope your little cock is enjoying a day in my cum-soaked panties. I want you to do something for me. I want you to go to the bathroom, lock the door, and play with your cum-covered dicklet. I want you to put a hand in your pants and masturbate like a girl. Rub your cock through your panties. Rub it like you have a clit. Think about the fact that you’re rubbing someone else’s cum into your cock.

    You get excited reading the text. You can’t help it. You hop to your feet and do as you’re told. You don’t want to disappoint your wife.

    You walk into the bathroom and lock it. You pull down your pants and sit on the toilet seat. You do as your wife commanded and rub your cock through the soft pink satin panties. The material is wet with his cum. It feels so good against your skin.

    You pull out your phone and take a picture of your satin-clad cock. It’s half hard. The lump looks surprisingly feminine. You send the picture to your wife. She texts you back:

    Good boy! Rub your balls. Rub his cum into your balls. Feel his seed soaking into your cute little testicles.

    You do as you’re told. You rub your balls. You feel the moistness of his cum against them. Your cock gets harder. It’s humiliating, but you can’t stop. You don’t want to. Another text comes in from your wife:

    Rub his cum into your asshole, cuckold. Be a good boy and rub it into your little fuck hole. Do it. Do it for me.

    You rub the soft satin that rests over your asshole. You press gently against it. It feels good. There’s such kinky joy to be found in playing with another man’s cum while your wife directs you via text.

    You feel intensely aroused. Watching your wife fuck her bull this morning was the start of it. Suffering the beautiful humiliation of having to wear her cum-filled panties got you even more worked up. You text your wife:

    Can I cum in your panties?

    You wait while you rub your cock. It’s stiff. You know you’re close to an orgasm. You see your wife is typing a response. Finally, it comes in:

    You’re such a naughty boy! Yes, you may cum in my panties as long as you wear them for the rest of the day. Go ahead, fill them up with your messy load.

    You rub your cock through the panties. You rub it furiously. You think about her bull’s cum soaking into your cock, balls, and asshole. You think about adding your load. You think about having to spend all day soaking in two loads of cum.

    You orgasm. It’s incredible. You have to restrain yourself from crying out. You feel a hot, thick load squirting into your panties. You feel it soaking your balls. You feel it run down to your asshole.

    You spend the rest of the workday with a cummy mess in your panties. After an hour you start to get aroused again. You can’t help it. It feels so beautifully humiliating.

    When you get home, your wife greets you at the door in a black satin robe. She leads you to the bedroom. Her bull is there.

    She unties the robe and lets it fall to the floor. Her naked body is breathtaking. She falls to her knees and blows her bull.

    You watch as your wife sucks and strokes the real man in her life. You watch as she offers him all the pleasure she can muster with her mouth and hands. She fondles his balls. She sucks on them. She strokes the head of his cock. She nearly deepthroats him.

    She desperately wants him to cum. She wants his big cock to explode.

    She doesn’t want it in her mouth, though. When her bull gets close, your wife stands up and strokes his cock.

    “Come here,” she says while pointing to the ground directly in front of her bull. “Take off everything but your panties.”

    You strip in front of your wife and her bull. You stand there in your cum-filled pink satin panties. You wonder what she’s going to do.

    Your wife slips two fingers into the waistband at the front of your panties. She pulls them open, exposing your soft cock. She pulls you closer. She strokes her bull’s cock inches from you.

    “Cum for me, baby,” she says to her bull. “Cum in his panties. Coat his little cock in your superior seed. Make him feel like the cuckold that he is.”

    Your wife’s bull groans and a huge shot of cum leaps from the head of his cock. She aims it perfectly. The thick rope of semen lands on your small, soft dick. It’s hot as it slides down your shaft and over the head.

    Six or seven more shots soon join it. A third load of cum soon fills your pink satin panties. After he’s done cumming, your wife releases your panties and they rest against your body once more. She gently pats the small bulge that your cock makes in the soft material.

    “Now you can sleep with his load in your panties,” she says.

    It will be hours before you go to bed. Your cock is going to be bathed in another man’s cum for the rest of the night.

    You wonder if she’ll let you cum again. You hope so.

  
    He Always Loses the Cock Comparison

    If everyone is comfortable with it, there’s a lot to be gained from doing a direct cock comparison between your cuckold and your bull. It’s the best way to show your husband exactly why you need another man to fuck you. Hubby just doesn’t have what it takes.

    If you’re a little bit annoyed with his behavior or if he seems to have forgotten why you cuckolded him in the first place, just do the cock comparison. Do it like the girl above. Hold your bull’s cock in one hand and your husband’s cock in the other.

    Want it to be extra effective? That’s where you bring in the verbal play.

    “Which cock do you think I want inside me?” you ask him. What’s he going to say? Is he really going to try and argue that you’d want his little dick inside you when you’ve got a nice big cock to play with? If he does, laugh at him. It might be exactly what he wants to hear anyway.

    If you want to keep having fun, why not keep your husband’s cock right there as you start to have fun with your bull? Let your husband watch as you take another man’s big cock into your mouth. Let him get stiff as you blow another guy with his little dick just a few inches away. You could even play with your husband’s cock to try and excite him.

    He’d probably love it if you threw in a little small penis humiliation, too. “You’re not even half his size when you’re hard. Why would I ever let your little dick inside me again when I have something so big and beautiful to play with? Put that little dick away, cucky. Put it away and watch as a real man fucks your wife.”

    You could also make him leave his little cock out and exposed as you suck and fuck your bull. Make him confront his inadequate size the entire time. Make him embrace the fact that you need a bigger, better dick inside you and your husband doesn’t have that.

    The cock comparison is always fun. Why not embrace it? Why not have fun with it? Let your husband see just how big your bull’s dick is compared to his little member. Make him admit his inferiority to you. Make him watch as you have fun with another man.

  
    He Always Wants to See it After I've Cuckolded Him

    In truth, I don’t have to ask this question when I come home from being with another man. I know the answer. I can see it in his eyes and his body language the moment I walk into the house. When I take off my skirt or dress – I almost always wear a skirt or a dress when I go out with another man – he stares at that alluring space between my legs. He wants to see the evidence that he’s been cuckolded.

    I want him to see it, too. I usually want him to crawl between my legs and worship my pussy – either as a form of foreplay before he fucks me or as his reward in and of itself – but there’s also a great deal of fun to be had in teasing him before I let him take off my panties so he can see the pussy that another man spent the night fucking.

    Sometimes, I like to have him crawl between my legs to kiss and lick my panties before I let him take them off. Sometimes, I like to straddle his head and rub my damp panties all over his face. It’s fun to tease like I’m going to pull them aside so he can taste the pussy another man fucked before pulling back and denying him what he craves.

    Ultimately, I want us both worked up beyond belief by the time I actually let him see and enjoy my pussy. If he’s going a little out of his mind with desire, that’s good with me. I want that. Whether he’s going to plunge his tongue or his cock inside me, I want it to be urgent and passionate. I want him to be needy for me.

    Then a whole new realm of pleasure opens up. I can let him worship my pussy, or I can let him worship my pussy while I tell him how good someone else fucked me. If my husband is inside me, we can have connected, passionate sex where he reclaims me, or I can tell him that the other man’s cock felt better. It’s different every time, which is one of the many reasons cuckolding is so thrilling.

  He Came Inside Her
She sits on the couch in her black mini skirt and brown satin blouse. Her long legs are elegantly crossed. Her blonde hair is soft and shiny. Her red lipstick is irresistible, as always.She smiles at you and says, “He came inside me.”
The words hit you like a ton of bricks. Arousal rushes through your body. Your cock hardens and you feel a tingling sensation in your groin. It’s desire. It’s the feeling of your fantasy coming true.
She uncrosses and opens her legs, drawing your eyes between them. You stare up her skirt, hoping to see his cum oozing out. You’re too far away though.
“Do you want a closer look?” she asks.
You nod vigorously. She invites you to come closer, pointing to the floor at her feet. You stare intently at your wife as you cross the room and get on your knees in front of her.
“Good boy,” she says while closing her legs and denying you access to the one place in the world you want to be more than any other. “Tell me what you want.”
“I want to see your pussy,” you say.
“Is that really what you want?” she asks. She’s pushing you.
You hesitate. You know what she wants to hear. The words are on the tip of your tongue.
You feel her fingers under your chin. She lifts your head until you’re looking at your wife’s strikingly beautiful eyes. She leans forward. “Tell me what you want, my love.”
Her voice is soft and sweet. She loves you and she wants you to admit to your desires. She just wants to hear you say it. “I want to clean your pussy,” you finally say.
She leans back, opens her legs once more, and lets you gaze upon her perfect, cum-filled pussy. You see his seed oozing out of her. It’s thick and white and you know it’s going to taste incredibly salty on your tongue.
Your wife pulls her skirt up as she pushes her hips forward. Soon, her ass rests on the edge of the couch and her messy pussy is right in front of you.
“He came inside me, honey, and it’s time for you to clean up his mess. It’s time for you to be the cuckold husband I need,” she says as more of his cum drips out of her. “Clean my messy pussy, honey.”
You feel her hand on the back of your head. She guides you forward with firm, insistent pressure. There’s no stopping it now. You’re going to clean a creampie.
You extend your tongue as she pulls you against her pussy. You lick up the cum that’s collected at the bottom of her opening and swallow it immediately. You gag as the taste registers. It’s bad, but in a way it’s so good. Cum coats your throat and tongue. You swallow again, but it’s still there. It’s so thick you’re going to be tasting it for hours.
“Clean me, honey. Clean all that yummy juice out of my pussy. Clean it all up like a good boy,” your wife says.
You look up and see her eyes closed. There’s a look of intense arousal on her face. She loves this. She loves that you’re licking someone else’s cum out of her. It emboldens you to double your effort.
You dive back into her pussy, letting your tongue move deep inside her to fish out as much cum as possible. You moan. She moans in return and her hand once again finds its way to the back of your head. She pulls hard. She’s taking control and it’s turning her on. She wants to smother you with her cum-filled cunt. You breathe through it and eat more cum from inside her.
“Oh fuck!” she cries out. “That’s so good. Eat all that cum my sweet little cuckold. Eat all of my lover’s cum out of me. Swallow every yummy drop like a good husband should.”
You want to be a good husband for her. You want to be the cuckold of her dreams. You alternate between licking her clit and continuing to search her cunt for more cum. You listen to her moan. The sounds of pleasure fill your ears as your taste buds are overwhelmed with the salty thickness of her lover’s cum. You’ve never felt more like a cuckold.
“I’m cumming,” she cries out. “I’m cumming honey!”
You give your wife an orgasm. You lick another man’s cum out of her pussy and bring her to a beautiful climax. You’re a cum cleaning cuckold now and this won’t be the last time you have the privilege of sucking a hot load out of her.

    He Can Cum Inside Her, but Only If He Cleans Her Bull’s Creampie

    Welcome to Cum Loving Cuckolds month! I have 12 naughty cum cleanup stories prepared for you and I’ll be posting them throughout the month. There will be one creampie cleanup-focused JOI and cum cleanup captions as well, so get ready for a wild ride! Don’t worry, I’ll have content for those of you that don’t care for cuckold cleanup content, too (especially on my Private Blog).

    
      
    

    The first time Lisa fucked her bull bareback, it thrilled David to no end. He sat on a chair at the foot of the bed and watched as William’s cock slowly slid into his wife’s pussy without the usual layer of latex protection.

    Lisa’s pussy lips were swollen with desire as they opened around the other man’s much larger cock. David stroked as he watched and listened to his wife moan. Having unprotected sex seemed like such a small difference, but based on the noises his wife made, her enjoyment had grown exponentially.

    It had been two months since she’d first welcomed William into her body. Over that time he’d shown her just how good sex could be and what she was missing by limiting herself to her husband’s cock.

    It was Lisa’s idea to go bareback. She’d brought it up while David was inside her. He’d cum almost instantly. He couldn’t help it. The idea of another man cumming in his wife was enthralling in ways he hadn’t expected it to be.

    “I guess that’s a yes,” Lisa had said as David emptied his load inside her. All he could do was groan his affirmation.

    Watching the first bareback encounter between his wife and her bull was an experience David would never forget. Lisa came quicker than he’d ever seen and then the orgasms kept flowing. As William drove his big cock into her pussy over and over, she wrapped her legs around him and experienced sexual satisfaction like David had never provided her.

    It was hearing Lisa beg the tall, handsome, muscular man to cum inside her that made David orgasm. He wanted to wait until his wife had been filled with someone else’s semen, but he couldn’t. He was too turned on. He pulled his hand off his throbbing cock, but the orgasm came anyway.

    As Lisa filthy words filled the room, David released his seed and groaned loudly. “Cum inside me, William. Cum inside me! Fill me with your cum. Cum in my married pussy!” It was the last one that got David. He cried out and came into a towel he always had with him for the occasions where he got to watch his wife and her bull have sex.

    The day after that first bareback experience David expected to enjoy sex with his wife, as had become their tradition. She was always too sore to take him inside her right after William left, but Lisa was always eager to welcome him into her pussy after she’d had time to recover.

    They’d developed a beautiful ritual over the time she’d been seeing William. David would pleasure her with his mouth to get his wife wet and then he’d slide into her and they’d have sex as she told him about how good it felt to get fucked by another man with a bigger, better cock.

    Lisa had come to enjoy it as much as her husband. She always climaxed with David’s cock inside her, which is not something that had happened before William entered their lives. She loved seeing how excited her husband got as she told him his cock wasn’t nearly as good as her bull’s. Being with a new man had unlocked something in her and she loved that her husband so eagerly accepted his cuckolding and the naughty humiliation that came with it.

    David was introduced to a new humiliation the day after Lisa’s first unprotected adventure with her bull. It began the same as always. He went down on his wife as she moaned and told him how good William’s cock felt inside her. 

    “I love his big cock, David. I love how he stretches me out and how deep he goes. He reaches places inside me that your cock could never reach. He satisfies me in ways you can’t,” she said as David went down on her.

    When he moved to place his cock in his wife’s pussy, Lisa stopped him. “Hold on,” she said.

    Lisa pulled open the nightstand drawer and grabbed a box of condoms. She pulled one out, tore open the foil, and handed it to her husband.

    David took it and gave his wife a confused look. It seemed like she was holding back a giggle, as if she was playing a prank on her husband. She was serious though.

    “I don’t understand,” David said.

    “You need to wear them from now on,” Lisa said.

    “Why?” David asked.

    “Because I only want one man’s cum inside me, and that man is William,” she informed him.

    David stared at the condom and at his wife. He was dumbfounded.

    “Bareback sex with him is so much better than when he has to wear a rubber. I can’t go back, David. I need his big, bare cock in my pussy. I need him to cum inside me. I can’t explain it, but knowing that he’s going to cum in me makes the sex so much hotter. I can’t go back to making him use condoms, so I’m going to make you use condoms,” she explained.

    “But why can’t I cum inside you too?” David whined.

    “Because I said so,” Lisa answered firmly. “You can wear the condom and fuck me, or you can jerk off and cum into your towel. It’s your choice.”

    Face with only two options, David rolled the condom down his rock hard shaft and slipped into his wife. He was disappointed he wouldn’t be able to feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy around his cock, but he couldn’t deny that it turned him on, too.

    “That’s it, honey. Slip inside me. Fuck your wife’s wet pussy. Maybe some of William’s cum is still inside me. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Lisa said as she started in on the dirty talk that always made her husband cum so hard.

    “Yes, I’d love that,” David answered as he pumped his wife’s wet pussy.

    “I’ll bet you’d love to fuck my cum-filled pussy, wouldn’t you? That would make you feel like a good little cuckold, wouldn’t it? You’d love to use my bull’s cum as lube, wouldn’t you?” Lisa taunted him.

    David fucked her faster. “Fuck yes. I’d love to fuck your cum-filled pussy and use William’s cum as lube. Oh my God!” he cried out.

    “You’re going to cum, aren’t you? You’re going to cum thinking about fucking me with William’s cum surrounding your cock. It’s too bad you’ll never be able to add your cum to his. As long as he’d cumming inside me, your bare cock isn’t going anywhere near my pussy. It’s nothing but condom sex for you, honey. You’ll have to cum in your condoms and throw them in the trash. His cum goes in my pussy and your cum goes in the garbage,” Lisa said as she wrapped her legs around her husband and grabbed his ass.

    “Fuck me, David. Fuck me and cum in your condom. Fill that condom with your cum while you think about William cumming inside me,” she urged him.

    David could tell his wife was getting close to an orgasm of her own, just as he was. “I’m going to cum, Lisa. I’m going to cum!”

    “Cum in that condom, David. Fill it! Fill that condom! Oh fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Lisa cried out as she climaxed with her husband’s condom-wrapped cock inside her.

    David groaned as he pumped his wife’s pussy and emptied his cum into the condom. Despite the latex barrier depriving him of the pleasure of her wetness, the orgasm was stronger than he’d ever had. Being denied bareback sex with his wife had turned him on more than ever.

    When he’d finished, David pulled out and walked to the bathroom to drop the used condom filled with his cum in the trash, right where his wife said it belonged.

    
      

    

    Three months after his wife’s first bareback encounter with her bull David had still not entered her without a layer of latex around his cock. He’d witnessed dozens of encounters between William and Lisa. He’d watched the other man cum inside her countless times. He’d fucked his wife after most of those encounters, but he hadn’t once enjoyed the pleasure of her wetness around his cock without a condom on.

    Being denied something he craved so strongly was unquestionably arousing. Lisa had made it a central part of her dirty talk with her husband. She loved humiliating him by reminding him that he was forbidden from cumming inside her, that she’d given that right to another man with a bigger, better cock. He loved it too. It never failed to make him cum.

    He desperately wanted to have unprotected sex with his wife, though. He’d come to crave it. He wanted to feel her again. He wanted to cum inside her again. He’d begun to beg for it, only to be denied every time.

    Then, on a Saturday afternoon, Lisa offered David a deal. “I know how badly you want to cum inside me, honey. I know you want to feel my pussy around your cock again. I know you don’t want to cum in those condoms anymore.”

    “Yes,” David said. “Please let me cum inside you. I want it so bad. I miss it so much.”

    Lisa smiled. “I know you do, so I’m going to make you a deal. I’ll let you cum inside me again, but you have to do something for me.”

    David was like a puppy dog jumping at a treat. “What? I’ll do anything, I promise.” 

    Lisa flashed a devilish grin and David suspected he wasn’t going to like what she offered. “All you have to do is clean William’s creampie from my pussy tonight.”

    David’s face sunk. “Clean it? You mean lick it out of you? You want me to eat William’s cum?”

    Lisa moved closer to her husband and rubbed his thigh. “Lots of cuckolds do it, honey. You’d hardly be the first man to eat someone else’s cum out of his wife’s pussy. William says most cuckolds end up really liking it.”

    As much as he enjoyed being cuckolded, David had never considered eating William’s cum from his wife’s pussy. “But wouldn’t you be disgusted if I did that?” he asked.

    Lisa looked surprised he’d even ask the question. “Why would I be disgusted? I swallow William’s cum all the time. You’ve watched me do it. I love it. I think you’d love it too.”

    “Really?” David asked. He was genuinely surprised Lisa was into the idea.

    Lisa’s hand drifted from David’s thigh to his crotch as she leaned closer and kissed his neck. “I’d love it, David. I’d love it if you cleaned William’s creampie from my pussy. I’d love it if you eagerly licked every drop of his cum out of me after a long night of passionate sex that left me exhausted, sore, and completely satisfied. Nothing would make me happier than to see my cuckold husband between my legs licking my bull’s cum from my pussy.”

    David wasn’t sure if it was her soft kisses, her naughty whispers, or the way she was gently caressing his cock through his pants, but he had a throbbing erection.

    “Plus,” Lisa continued, “I’ll let you cum in my pussy when you’re done. You don’t have to wait a day. You can slip inside me after you’re done cleaning William’s creampie and fuck me until you fill me. How does that sound?” she asked as her grip on his cock tightened.

    “It sounds good,” David said breathlessly.

    “So you’ll do it?” Lisa asked.

    “Yes, I’ll do it,” he answered.

    “You’ll eat William’s cum out of my pussy?” she said. “Say it, David. I need to hear you say it.”

    “I’ll eat William’s cum out of your pussy,” he finally said. 

    Lisa moaned like he was between her legs licking her throbbing clit. “That’s so hot, honey. I can’t wait.”

    
      

    

    Later that night, William’s big cock was buried in Lisa’s pussy as David watched. Once again he sat in a chair at the foot of the bed and witnessed his cuckolding.

    He watched his wife’s pussy open for another man’s cock and he listened as Lisa moaned in pure delight as the better cock fucked her to orgasm after orgasm. Every time they fucked David was forced to recognize that he’d never made her cum more than once during sex. It always felt like the epitome of cuckolding to him. He felt a sense of inadequacy and intense arousal as he counted the orgasms William was giving his wife during their long sexual sessions in the marital bed.

    Tonight there were thoughts of creampie cleanup running through David’s mind. Every time William’s balls tightened he thought he would be moments away from having to lick another man’s cum from his wife’s pussy.

    David still couldn’t decide if the idea excited him or was completely repulsive. It felt like part of him was thrilled at the humiliation of licking William’s cum from Lisa’s pussy. Part of him was disgusted at the idea of eating anyone’s cum. He was certain it would taste terrible. He remembered how hot Lisa had gotten at the idea though. She was so turned on when he agreed to clean William’s creampie that David couldn’t help but get a little excited himself. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all.

    He could see that it wouldn’t be long before he was called upon to clean a creampie. William was groaning louder and Lisa had wrapped her legs around him the way she always did before he ejaculated inside her. She’d told David many times that her favorite moment of any sexual encounter with William was when he came inside her.

    “Cum inside me. Cum inside me so my cuckold can lick it out of me. Cum inside me so he can be a little cum eating cucky,” Lisa said excitedly as William pounded her harder and faster.

    He groaned and pushed his cock deep inside of her. “Oh God. Fill me. Fill me with your hot cum. Give me that load!”

    After he’d finished, William and Lisa shared a long, slow kiss that filled David with jealousy. There was something about the moments of post-coital romance that always left him feeling insecure and anxious.

    As he watched William kiss his wife, David found the determination to clean his wife’s pussy just as she wanted him to. He remembered how she’d said it would turn her on and in the moment it felt like a perfect way to tear her attention away from the man that had just made her cum over and over.

    When William pulled out, Lisa looked at David and smiled. “Are you ready to clean William’s cum out of my pussy, David?” she asked.

    He nodded.

    “Come closer, then. Look at my pussy. Isn’t it beautiful with his cum leaking out of me?” she asked.

    David moved closer as she requested. For the first time he really studied her pussy after William had fucked her. Her labia were swollen from the hard, repetitive pounding he’d delivered. The thickness of his cock left her gaping open. Inside her was a pool of William’s cum, some of which had leaked out and formed a small stream down to her ass and the sheet beneath her.

    “It’s beautiful, it really is,” David said with genuine awe in his voice.

    Lisa reached down and caressed his cheek before running her hands through his hair. Her fingers pressed gently on the back of his head. “Clean him out of me,” she said. “Clean him out of me and then you can cum inside me.”

    Not wanting to overwhelm his taste buds with the first lick, David tentatively ran his tongue through the narrow stream of cum that had flowed out of her pussy. Saltiness struck his tongue. The consistency of the cum was the other thing that stood out. He had trouble actually licking it up as it all seemed to be stuck together in a way that was unusual for a liquid.

    Despite the saltiness, David wasn’t appalled at the taste. It was better than he would have thought, in fact. After licking from Lisa’s ass to the base of her pussy, he decided to venture deeper. He looked at the small pond of cum resting inside his wife and extended his tongue to scoop some of it up.

    Lisa moaned as David dove into her pussy and ate William’s cum. Her fingers took a tighter grip on her husband’s hair and he moaned in pleasure at being controlled by his wife. He swallowed his first significant mouthful of another man’s cum and was delighted at how easily it slipped down his throat.

    David looked up and smiled at his wife. He was enjoying himself. “It’s delicious, isn’t it?” she asked.

    “It really is,” David said before diving back into her pussy.

    “That’s so good, David. Clean him out of me. Lick all of William’s cum out of your wife’s pussy. You’re such a good cuckold. You’re such a good boy. You’re such a good little cum eater,” she encouraged him as David devoured her bull’s semen.

    David had gone from tentative about cleaning the creampie to ravenous in the blink of an eye. Once he got over his fear he couldn’t stop himself. He felt a powerful drive to submit to his wife’s desire to see him clean a creampie. He felt a need to eat the cum, as if it deepened his place as a cuckold. He felt as though he was satisfying the wishes of his wife and her bull and in doing so he was helping foster a deeper connection between the two of them.

    It felt as though he was fulfilling his destiny. It made perfect sense that he should consume the cum of the man that had taken his place as the man primarily meeting the sexual needs of his wife.

    “You love this, don’t you David?” Lisa asked as she pulled his head up.

    “I can’t believe it, but yes. I absolutely love cleaning his cum out of you. It feels so freeing. It’s incredible,” David answered joyously.

    “That makes me so happy. I love that you’ve finally embraced what it means to be a cuckold, David. I love that you’re eagerly eating William’s cum out of me,” Lisa said with a smile as she pushed David back between her legs. “Now finish, David. I don’t want any of his cum left inside me. Make sure you eat it all like a good cuckold.”

    David devoted himself to cleaning the rest of William’s cum from his wife’s pussy. He used his tongue and fingers to dive as deeply into her as possible and ensure that he didn’t miss a drop. When he was finished, Lisa sat up and kissed him softly.

    “You taste good,” she said with a smile.

    “You too,” David replied.

    Lisa reached out and took David’s cock into her hand. She gently stroked him while saying, “Do you still want to cum inside me?”

    David was shocked when his first instinct was to say no. He’d so desperately missed cumming in Lisa’s pussy, but cleaning the creampie out of her had changed things. He wasn’t quite sure how, but he suddenly felt like it wasn’t his place to cum inside her.

    “No,” David said as he looked down at his cock. He was avoiding her gaze. He felt a little ashamed and he was worried he might disappoint her.

    A soft finger under his chin lifted David’s eyes to meet Lisa’s. “Are you sure?” she asked.

    “I know this sounds crazy, but I feel like it’s not my place to cum inside you anymore. I feel like it’s my place to clean William’s cum out of you. This sounds even crazier, but I think it would make me happier to clean William’s creampies than it would to cum inside you.” He couldn’t think of what else to say, so David went silent.

    “I’m glad you feel that way, David. I’m so glad,” Lisa said as she kissed her husband again. “I agree with you. William should be the only man to cum inside me and you should clean the creampie every time he does. That’s your place now. That’s what a cuckold should do for his wife and her bull. Will you do that for me?” she asked.

    David felt a sense of warmth and happiness spread through his body. It felt like he was exactly where he needed to be, maybe for the first time in his life. “Nothing would make me happier,” he answered.

  He Can Have Her Whenever He Wants Her
It’s going to happen at some point. If you want your wife to cuckold you, she will find a man that makes her feel so good that she can’t resist him. She’ll offer herself to him. She’ll let him have her whenever he wants her. She’ll yearn for him all day, every day.He’ll yearn for her too. Having sex with her will be the most pleasurable part of his week. Fucking your wife will satisfy him in ways he hasn’t been satisfied before. They’ll form a connection that you might not be able to understand because you’ve never had that kind of mutually satisfying, mind-blowing sex with a woman.
Could you handle that? Could you deal with the fact that your wife desperately wants him to fuck her? Could you handle her saying that to him? “I’m yours.” It’s just two words, but they mean so much. They say so much about you, too. They say that you’re not capable of giving her what he offers. They say that you’re not good enough to fuck her like he does. You already know that though, don’t you?
The second part is true too, isn’t it? You are a cuckold and you do love that she’s given herself to another man. You love that she thinks of her body as his to enjoy. She might let you play with her or go down on her, but she thinks of him as the man that truly possesses her in the best way possible.
This is what you want, cuckold. You want her to say it to him. “You can have me whenever you want me.” You want to hear those words fall from her lips. You want to feel your cock throb as your wife unconditionally offers herself to someone else.

    He Can Have Her...Just Not the Way He Wants

    
      In Caleb, Liana is fairly certain she's found a man that will prove to be an excellent partner in the pursuit of kinky pleasures. You see, she gets off on denying a man the thing he craves most and she finds extra pleasure by adding in a dash of humiliation, all of which her boyfriend seems to enjoy despite his previous lack of experience.
    

    ---

    "I want you."

    Liana's lips curl into a smile.

    "I...I want to fuck you."

    She hasn't let Caleb have her yet. Not in that way. He's naked in her bed, though, and his cock is hard as a rock.

    Liana rolls away from him and opens her nightstand drawer. She pulls out a bottle of lube, pops it open, and thoroughly coats his cock. Her fingers encase his shaft and she strokes him a few times, eliciting a gentle shudder of pleasure and a moan.

    "Fuck me," she says.

    He looks down and then at her.

    "You said you wanted to fuck me, so do it. Fuck my hand."

    "But..."

    "This is what you get right now, so take it or leave it."

    He takes it. She holds her hand still and he fucks it. He thrusts his hips up and lets them fall to the bed. He does so over and over and she maintains a tight grip to ensure his pleasure. The lube makes it easy and she watches his face and enjoys how good her hand makes him feel.

    Caleb cums rather quickly. His load spurts into the air and lands on her hand, her arm, his stomach, his thighs, and a little in her bed. In the immediate aftermath he seems a little embarrassed to have cum so quickly, but he doesn't say anything.

    "Thank you," he says after he’s recovered. "That was really hot. I really needed that, too."

    She likes that he's offering his thanks. Most men wouldn't think to do so.

    Liana uses his underwear to clean up and then sits astride his face. She lowers her pussy to his mouth and he uses his tongue to stimulate her clit. She takes longer to get off than he did, but that's purposeful. She could cum quickly, after all, but she wants to ride his face for a while. She wants to enjoy the sense of power and control she has over him as his head rests between her thighs.

    When she cums, her orgasm is potent. She plays with her tits. She looks down at him for a moment and sees a sense of wonder, perhaps at his own ability to get her off to such a degree. She won't tell him that it's not about him as much as it's about her, about her lust to be with a man that's more than happy to let her sit on his face.

    She climbs off of him afterwards and they cuddle. He holds her close. She can feel his affection for her, his continuing desire. She wonders how much of that is because she hasn't let him in her pussy - outside of his tongue, of course - and how much of it is simply because they're a good match. The answer's not terribly important, though, as time will reveal if they're truly right for each other.

    ---

    "I have to have you."

    Caleb hasn't seen her in a week. They've texted and talked, though, and she asked him if he'd be willing not to cum during that week. He agreed. He seems to have refrained from climaxing as he's been desperate all night. He's been affectionate, too, in a way that Liana loves. Lots of touching, hugging, kissing, and a little bit of over-the-clothes foreplay while they were on their date.

    Now, though, they're in her bedroom once more. He's naked. She's naked. His cock is hard and glistening with precum. They're lying next to each other in her bed and kissing eagerly. His fingers are inside her. Her fingers are wrapped around his shaft. He can feel her wetness, just like she can feel his stiffness.

    "I want to fuck you so badly," he says.

    She smiles and once more rolls away and pulls out a bottle of lube. This time, though, she upends it on her breasts, coating them in the slick substance.

    "You can fuck my tits," she says.

    Caleb's eyes light up. He straddles her chest. He guides his cock between her slippery breasts. He begins to thrust back and forth as she holds her tits together to keep things tight and pleasurable for him.

    "That's it, baby," Liana says softly. "Fuck my titties. Fuck them as hard and fast as you want. Fuck them and cum for me, Caleb. Cum all over my tits."

    Caleb cums quickly. He pulls back right as he's about to lose his load and spills it over her breasts, smartly avoiding her face. When he's finished, she briefly takes the head of his cock in her mouth and cleans up the last few drops of cum at the tip. His eyes go wide for a moment - he hasn't been in her mouth yet - and then her head falls back to the pillow and he climbs off of her chest.

    Liana cleans her tits of her boyfriend's load and then straddles his face. She rides his mouth, doing so even more slowly than the week before. She cums twice this time, her body trembling with each beautiful orgasm. Her pussy leaks quite a bit, too, leaving his face wet with her juices.

    "Fuck...it's really hot when you sit on my face," he says after her second orgasm.

    Liana is astride his chest as he offers his observation. She smiles as her pussy leaves a streak of wetness on his skin. "I'm glad you like it," she says. "Because I love it, obviously. I could ride your face to a whole bunch of orgasms."

    "You should."

    She slides her pussy forward, sits on his face, and has two more orgasms. His cock gets hard while she's drenching his face in her juices and he attempts to masturbate, but she wordlessly guides his hand from his cock to her tits, focusing him on her pleasure. His cock will remain untouched for the remainder of the evening.

    ---

    "I want you."

    Caleb is on his knees in Liana's bedroom. His dick is hard, but his hands remain at his sides at her request. She's standing in front of him in stockings, a garter belt, a bra, and a pair of panties. They all match. He is quite clearly mesmerized by her lingerie and she wonders if a girl has ever dressed up in that manner for him.

    "You want to fuck me?" she asks.

    He nods. "More than anything."

    Liana smiles and turns around. "Kiss the backs of my thighs right where my stocking top ends."

    She feels his lips against her skin. His hands caress her stocking-clad legs. He moans softly while kissing her.

    "Kiss my ass."

    His lips travel towards her ass. He kisses her dozens of times. He kisses her bare flesh. He kisses her through the panties. Some of the kisses are light and soft and others heavier. A few include his tongue dancing over her skin.

    "You may fuck my legs," she says.

    Liana pulls her feet together, creating a small gap between her calves.

    "Do it, Caleb," she says. "Slide your cock between my calves and fuck me. Fuck me until you cum."

    "Liana...I want your pussy," he says. It's the first time he's been explicit about his desires and she smiles.

    "I know you do, but you're not allowed to have it. Tonight you can have my legs. Take it or leave it, Caleb."

    He takes it. He slides his cock between her calves. He holds onto her thighs for leverage and fucks her legs.

    Liana slides a hand into her panties and masturbates as he fucks her legs. She watches the head of his cock appear over and over again. His thrusts are fast and furious. He kisses her thighs and ass while thrusting vigorously. She moans when his lips move towards the crack of her ass. Soon enough that's the only area he's kissing.

    Liana reaches back and pulls her panties aside. She wants to see what he'll do. Caleb delights her by kissing and licking between her ass cheeks. He makes his way deeper and eventually his tongue dances over her asshole. Liana likes that he's willing to be dirty, that the more turned on he gets, the dirtier he's willing to be.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" he cries out.

    She watches his cum splash on her bedroom floor. She watches the head of his cock swell up and release his seed over and over again. Her pussy is soaked and she could cum, but she intends on doing so while sitting on his face so she can wait.

    "Thank you," he says.

    Liana steps away and gestures for him to get into the bed. He does so and she straddles his chest.

    "Did you enjoy fucking my legs?" she asks.

    He nods. "Way more than I thought I would."

    "And did you enjoy eating my ass?"

    Caleb nods.

    "Have you done that before?"

    "No. Never. It was really hot, though."

    She smiles and spins around. She backs up until she's sitting on his face. Her ass cheeks spread and his tongue makes contact with her asshole. He knows what she wants without her having to say it.

    Liana masturbates while Caleb gives her a rimjob. She loves the feeling of a man's tongue dancing over her asshole and Caleb's is more talented than most. Her first orgasm arrives quickly and she takes her time with the second, drawing it out to the point that Caleb spends a solid ten minutes licking and kissing her asshole.

    Afterwards, she rolls off of him and onto her back. He cuddles next to her. She puts her arm around him and pulls him close, running her fingers through his hair and down his back. He closes his eyes. Soon he's asleep. Liana holds him closer and she too lets sleep take her.

    ---

    "I want you so badly, Liana."

    His lips move over her neck and towards her breasts. He takes a nipple in his mouth. She moans as his tongue flicks back and forth over her stiff flesh, sending shockwaves of pleasure down her spine and between her legs. Her pussy drips with desire. The kind of desire that would normally lead to sex. Liana's a little different than most women, though.

    "I know you do," she says.

    Caleb takes off his underwear. He moves between her legs. He knows better than to try and penetrate her, but he seems to believe that if his cock is near her pussy she'll be compelled to let him inside her. Liana kisses him and takes him shaft in her hand. Their tongues entwine as she strokes him. For a moment she rubs the head of his cock over her pussy lips.

    "Do you want to fuck me?"

    "More than anything."

    She pushes back on his chest until he's sitting on his knees between her legs. Liana rolls over, opens her nightstand drawer, and pulls out a cylindrical toy with an opening on one end that's clearly made for penetration.

    "What's that?" Caleb asks.

    She turns the open end towards him and he studies it.

    "It's me," she says.

    "You?"

    "My pussy. I had it made a few years ago. It's not the most pleasant process, but they took a mold of my pussy and created this toy."

    Caleb looks at the toy and then at Liana. He smiles. He seems excited.

    "So...so you want me to fuck this toy version of you?"

    "Fucking this version of my pussy is the only way you're getting off tonight."

    It's not the first time that Liana has made a demand that Caleb has immediately acceded to. He offers no resistance, though. She lubes his cock and the pocket pussy and he slides himself into it as she holds it between her legs. He leans down and they kiss as he fucks the toy. He plays with her tits. He kisses her neck. She even moans like she's getting fucked.

    He cums quickly, as is usually the case. This time it's less than thirty seconds. He cums hard, filling her bedroom with beautiful moans. Afterwards he seems a little embarrassed, but almost any man would be embarrassed at a premature ejaculation.

    "It's okay," she says. "Some guys are just really quick. There's nothing wrong with that. It just means that you're really turned on."

    His embarrassment deepens, just as Liana knew it would. "I'm sorry," he says.

    She smiles and kisses him as he lies next to her. "There's no need to be sorry, Caleb. None at all. I promise."

    "Yeah?"

    Their lips meet. They share a deep kiss.

    "Will you sit on my face?" he asks.

    She smiles and shakes her head. Liana sets the pussy toy on her nightstand and retrieves something else from the drawer. A dildo. A lifelike dildo. She moves to her knees next to Caleb and hands him the toy.

    He stares at the cock-shaped dildo with the lifelike, plump head and the veined shaft. "I didn't know they made dildos that looked this realistic."

    She smiles. "It's a mold. Just like the pussy toy."

    He looks up at her. "Of who?"

    "An ex-boyfriend who had a particularly beautiful cock. So beautiful that I wanted to memorialize it. So beautiful that I couldn't help but keep it even after we'd broken up."

    Insecurity washes over Caleb's face.

    "Don't worry," she says. "I don't think about him when I use it. He wasn't much of a boyfriend. He wasn't even great in bed. He just had a perfect cock and I didn't want to let it go."

    Caleb still looks insecure, but he should. He doesn't have a cock as nice as the toy he's holding. Not nearly as nice, in fact. Liana is turned on by his insecurity, though, and even more so she's turned on by the notion of making him hold the toy while she rides it.

    "Hold it up for me," she says. "I'm going to sit on it. I'm going to ride it. You're going to hold it with one hand and rub my clit with the other. You're going to help me cum while I fuck myself with that beautiful cock. Do you understand?"

    Liana anticipates resistance - he's already cum, after all - but she receives none. Her pussy gets wetter at his capitulation. He rests the base of the toy against the bed and holds it in place. She sits on it and moans as it slides into her soaking wet pussy. She moans louder as Caleb begins to rub her clit.

    "Fuck...that cock feels so good inside me," she says softly. "It's so long and thick. It's so deep in my pussy, Caleb."

    She gazes down at him. He's focused on the sight of her pussy swallowing the toy. She sees no distress on his face, a notion that pleases her. Liana begins to ride the dildo faster. She drops down deeply, taking every inch of it over and over.

    Liana cums on the dildo as Caleb holds it and plays with her clit. She cums hard, too. Harder than she's cum with Caleb. Harder than she's cum in a long time.

    Once her body stops shaking, she lies next to him. He moves to set the toy aside, but Liana instructs him to slide it into her pussy and hold it there as he cuddles with her. She puts her arm around him and holds him close as he keeps the toy deep in her.

    "Will I ever get to fuck you?" he asks.

    Her pussy tingles as she contemplates the answer.

    "Yes, though it won't happen anywhere near as often as you likely want it to."

    He takes a deep breath and pulls the toy from her pussy until just the tip remains inside of her. Then Caleb fills her slowly and Liana moans to signal that she's thoroughly enjoying his initiative.

    "Because I'm not as big as your ex-boyfriend was?"

    "That's part of it, yes."

    "Because I cum too quickly?"

    "That's another part of it, yes."

    He begins to fuck her slowly and steadily with the toy.

    "I like denying you my pussy, Caleb," she says. "It turns me on. I like hearing that you want to fuck me and then denying you what you crave. I like making you cum in other ways. I like hearing you thank me for making you cum while denying you my pussy. I like sitting on your face afterwards. I like feeding you my pussy and my ass. I like making you fuck me with this dildo. All of it turns me on more than having you fuck me would."

    "Because my cock is small and I cum too quickly."

    "Yes, Caleb, having you fuck me wouldn't feel all that good because your cock is small and you cum too quickly."

    Liana feels something against her thigh. She looks down to see that he's hard. She wonders, in that moment, if Caleb might be the perfect man for her and she resolves to do everything she can to keep him completely and utterly enamored with her.

    For a man that clearly likes being denied, Liana suspects it won't be hard to thrill him over and over and over again.

  
    He Changes the Rules for His Pleasure and Hers

    You set it all up. You introduced your wife to the idea of playing with another guy. You found someone online. You scheduled an in-person meeting. They hit it off. They even kissed that first time. You took your wife home and you two fucked like rabbits that night as you talked about her having a little bit of fun with the new guy.

    She spent a week texting and talking with him. She indulged in her growing desire. She told him the things she wanted to do with him and he told her all the things he wanted to do with her. For the most part, you loved it. You got off on the dirty texts she’d send him. You’d gleefully go down on her while she talked to him. You got hard listening to her talk about how she was so turned on at the idea of fucking him.

    It started to feel like a little bit too much, though. It felt like your wife was too interested in him, that she’d forgotten that the whole point was for the two of you to have a little bit of fun together. That’s when you decided that you weren’t comfortable with her doing anything more than oral sex when she and her new man met up again.

    They both agreed not to go beyond oral play. Everyone deserved to have a good time, after all, and if oral was all you were comfortable with, oral was all they would do.

    Then the big day came. You invited him to your place. Your wife put on that sexy black bodysuit you’d bought for her. You tried to fool around with her before he arrived, but she told you she was saving herself for him and that you two could play after he left.

    She met him at the door in her lingerie. He stepped into the house and they kissed with a fervent kind of energy that showed the depth of her desire. His hands moved over the bodysuit. He grasped her ass and she moaned into his mouth. You stood and watched as your wife completely lost herself with another man.

    “I want you,” she said to him. “I need you.”

    He smiled and your wife took his hand and led him to the living room. She seemed eager to fall to her knees in front of him, but he stopped her and reached into his back pocket. He pulled out a delicate black blindfold and smiled. “Turn around,” he said.

    Your wife spun around and he gently placed the blindfold over her eyes and tied it around the back of her head. He kissed her neck and grasped her breasts through the thin black lace of her bodysuit. She moaned and it seemed that the blindfold had deepened her desire, as if that small measure of control he’d exerted had created exponential growth in her lust.

    “How badly do you want me?” he asked your wife.

    “I’m desperate for you,” she answered.

    It wasn’t what you expected. You thought they’d make out on the couch and go down on each other. You thought maybe they’d indulge in a 69. You didn’t expect him to seize control. You didn’t expect her to seem so needy for him.

    He unsnapped her bodysuit and exposed her pussy. His fingers found their way between her labia as he kissed her neck. Her lips parted and a loud, long, lusty moan escaped.

    He looked towards you and said, “She’s soaked. For me. Your wife’s pussy is soaked for me. She’s so desperate for someone new that her body is practically demanding that she get fucked.”

    “No,” you said.

    Your wife moaned and you saw his fingers working her pussy vigorously.

    “Yes,” he replied. “I’m going to fuck your wife. I’m going to fuck her while you watch. I’m going to fuck her without a condom and cum deep in her wet cunt.”

    “No!” you said, though your cock remained stiff.

    He smiled and kissed your wife’s neck again. She moaned louder and turned her head. Their lips met and they indulged in their obvious passion for each other.

    “Tell him,” he whispered. “Tell him what’s going to happen.”

    “He’s going to fuck me,” your wife said before unleashing a wild moan. “He’s going to fuck me while you watch. He’s going to fuck me without a condom and cum inside me. You’re not going to stop him. I won’t let you. I need him. I need his cock inside me. I don’t care about your rules. I need him.”

    He spun your wife around, unzipped his pants, and said, “Take me in your mouth.”

    She dropped to her knees and reached up to find his cock. She moaned as her fingers wrapped around his thick shaft. “You’re so big,” she said.

    “Yes, I am,” he replied. “And I’m going to stretch out that tight pussy of yours. I’m going to fuck you until you forget your husband is even here. I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll be begging for more.”

    Your wife leaned forward and took him in her mouth. She sucked another man’s cock as you watched. She did what you thought she’d do, only it was just the start of the night for her. It wasn’t going to end with a blowjob. It was going to end with his cock and cum inside her.

    “Sit down,” he said. “Take your dick out. Do what we both know you want to do. Jerk off while I fuck your wife. Go ahead.”

    You sat down. You unzipped your pants. You pulled out your cock. You readied yourself for the show.

  
    He Demands You Submit Alongside Your Wife

    Finally, there’s a man in your relationship. Finally there’s someone to take the lead and show you and your wife what needs to be done.

    He met her first. It was at a bar. She was out with her friends. You were already her cuckold. He could tell from the moment they met that she would be his. By the end of the night she had taken a load of his down her throat and another in her pussy. She came home to you looking like a well-fucked mess and she immediately fed you the cum from her pussy, just as her he’d demanded.

    From that day forward he was her bull. He dominated her with ease and pleasure. She submitted eagerly. She needed him. She needed a real man in her life. He took her mouth, pussy, and ass whenever he wanted. She’d leave dinner with you to serve him. She skipped Valentine’s Day last year because he desired her.

    Then he wanted to meet you. He told your wife that both members of a cuckold couple needed to submit to him for the relationship to truly thrive. You were nervous about what he might make you do, but you agreed.

    He walked into the house and ordered you and your wife to strip. You looked at her and she was already pulling her clothes off. She couldn’t get naked fast enough. You followed suit and listened as he laughed at your small cock. “I can see why she needs me,” he said. Your face burned with humiliation.

    He looked at your wife and said, “Come here.” She moved towards him. “On your knees,” he said. She went to drop to her knees, but he stopped her. “No, the other side.”

    She moved behind him and dropped to his knees. He looked you in the eye and said to your wife, “Eat my ass.” Without hesitation she spread his ass cheeks and began to rim him.

    You couldn’t help but get hard. Watching her submit to him was intoxicating. The ease with which he dominated your wife left you in awe. He saw your cock stiffen. “How does it taste?” he asked your wife.

    “It tastes good, sir,” she answered. Your cock jumped.

    He looked at you. “On your knees,” he ordered.

    You fell to your knees in front of him without hesitation. You looked up at him. You felt so small in his presence.

    “Suck my cock,” he ordered.

    You moved forward and wrapped your lips around his dick. You didn’t hesitate for a second. You felt a burning need to obey him. For the first time in your life you were sucking cock and it felt right because he’d told you to do it.

    “Good boy,” he said as you worshiped his big cock while your wife worshiped his asshole. “We’re going to have such fun together.”

    You knew things were going to be different from now on. You knew there was likely no end to where he could take you. You knew you’d be sucking cock a lot more often from now on. You knew you might end up going much further, too.

  
    He Did Nothing to Stop Her

    Aidan's fingers were damp from the condensation that had formed on the outside of the thick tumbler that was once filled nearly to the top with an expertly made cocktail. Most of it was gone now, though, and was slowly working its way through his body, leaving a delightful buzz in its wake.

    Normally he would have wiped his fingers clean, but Aidan was distracted by the beautiful woman across the room. She wore an elegant white satin dress that contrasted quite nicely with the tuxedos most of the men at the party wore. Though the cut of the dress was rather demure - there was no cleavage on display, for instance - the way it hugged her hips and ass was unquestionably enthralling, thus the excessive staring that Aidan engaged in.

    He watched as this exquisite creature glided around the party, smiling at people she barely knew and talking to those she considered friends. He watched most intently as the woman in the white satin dress indulged in quite a bit of flirting with a man that filled out his tuxedo more impressively than most in attendance.

    That man touched the woman in white on no less than half a dozen occasions over a ten minute conversation, including resting his hand on her lower back for a solid minute at one point.

    She flirted back, doing so with a touch of subtly, though not nearly as much as would be expected of a married woman. On multiple occasions she brushed the tendrils of her flawlessly styled dark hair behind her ear. She touched her conversation partner's arm several times, too, and she leaned in continuously, no doubt offering him a view of her otherwise hidden cleavage as her dress fell forward. He was subtle enough not to stare, but it couldn't have been lost on the man in the tuxedo that the exquisite beauty in the white satin dress flirting with him.

    Eventually, the woman in white and the man in the tuxedo ended their conversation, though not before he leaned in and whispered something to her. Her smile was bright and her cheeks and chest just a touch redder, as if his whispered words had offered a touch of arousal.

    Aidan stared at the woman in white until she met his gaze. She stopped in her tracks and her face was blank for a few moments. Eventually, though, her lips curled into a smile and she stopped a waiter walking past and grabbed a glass of champagne from his tray. She tossed back every drop of it and set the glass down before sending the awed young man on his way.

    The woman in white strode towards Aidan and it felt as if they were the only two people in the room. Her hips moved in a purposefully suggestive manner and he couldn't help but stare as his loins stirred.

    She pulled out the chair next to his, inched it closer, and sat. She leaned towards him and the seductive scent she'd dabbed against her neck before leaving the house filled his nose.

    "Do you think he enjoyed your perfume?" he asked.

    "I'm certain of it," she replied. "He told me so."

    Aidan sipped his drink, set it down, and wiped the considerable condensation on the cloth napkin resting next to his plate. "And did he enjoy the fact that a married woman was flirting with him?"

    She kissed him on the cheek. "I'm certain he did."

    Aidan turned to his wife and her lips curled into a bright smile.

    "The question on my mind, though, is whether my husband enjoyed watching me flirt," she asked.

    "I'm not sure I did, Iris. I'm not sure I liked it at all. I work with these people."

    She put a hand on his leg. "You don't work with him."

    Her hand moved a few inches towards his crotch. "People saw you, Iris. People saw you flirting with him. What will they think of me?"

    She leaned over and kissed his neck. It was quick, but it was far too erotic for the setting. Aidan couldn't help but enjoy it, though. "I don't care what they think. I want to know what you think, Aidan. Did you enjoy watching me flirt with him? Because it seemed like you were enjoying yourself. It seemed like you would have come over to stop me if you weren't enjoying yourself. I mean, what sort of man just sits there and watches his wife openly flirt with someone else?"

    "I didn't enjoy it," he answered.

    Her fingers moved a few inches closer to his crotch and Aidan was certain she was going too far. She looked so good, though. Her dress was perfect. Her hair was perfect. Her makeup was perfect. Plus there was the intoxicating smell of her perfume. He felt powerless to stop her from indulging in her inappropriate desires.

    "Then why didn't you stop me? You could have come over and introduced yourself. You could have whisked me away for a dance. You could have pulled me close and kissed me so fiercely that there would have been no question that I'm yours, that he shouldn't spend even a moment thinking about making me his."

    "Was that what he was doing?" Aidan asked.

    Iris laughed softly, leaned closer as if she was going to kiss him, and then grabbed Aidan's glass. She finished he drink and forcefully set the glass on the table, drawing alarmed stares from a few of their fellow partygoers.

    "Of course that's what he was doing," she answered. "Half the men in here have considered if they could make me theirs. He was bold enough to flirt, to make obvious his desire for me. The question, again, is why you didn't bother to stop him, Aidan? Why did you sit here and stare? Why did you sit and sip your drink while another man flirted with your wife?"

    Aidan didn't have an answer, so he asked another question. "What did he say to you right before you came over here? What did he whisper to you?"

    Iris's hand found his leg once more, this time halfway up his thigh. She squeezed it gently, smiled, and leaned in until she was close enough that he could feel the warmth of her shallow breaths against his neck.

    "He said, ‘You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen and I'd give anything to fuck you’," she whispered.

    Aidan closed his eyes as the room spun around him. Iris kissed him on the cheek and rubbed his leg in a manner that felt soothing rather than erotic.

    "Are you okay, baby?" she asked softly.

    "Yes. I'm okay." He took a deep breath. "Did he really say that?"

    "Yes, he did. I don't think you saw it, but his hand was on my ass as he said it." For just a moment her fingers were inches from his cock and then she moved them all the way to his knee. "Another man's hand was on my ass as he told me he wanted to fuck me."

    Some women would have expressed outrage at a man being so bold. Iris was clearly not one of those women. Aidan was certain that she was excited. He could hear it in her voice.

    "He wouldn't have said it if you'd stopped me from flirting with him," she said. "If you'd simply come over and taken me away from him. If you'd shown him that I'm yours he wouldn't have felt comfortable trying to make me his for the night."

    Aidan saw the man Iris had flirted with. He was standing by the bar and his attention was turned towards them.

    "He's watching us."

    "Yes, it appears that he is," she said.

    Aidan turned to see his wife smiling at the man she'd flirted with. She was flirting from across the room.

    "Stop," he said.

    "Stop what?"

    "Stop fucking flirting with someone else. I work with these people. Most of these people, at least."

    "Is that the only reason you want me to stop, Aidan? Are you worried about being embarrassed in front of your colleagues? Are you worried that they'll think you can't keep your wife happy, that she doesn't get what she needs from you so she has to flirt with another man at the fancy party your firm is hosting?"

    Aidan was about to respond when Iris blew a kiss to the man across the room. He smiled and raised his drink in response. He leaned against the bar and took a sip and even Aidan could recognize that he seemed to have a strong handle on how to look as attractive as possible.

    "What would you do if I went back to him, Aidan?" Iris asked.

    His head whipped towards his wife. "Iris. No."

    "You didn't answer my question."

    For reasons beyond his understanding, Aidan didn't have an answer. "I don't know. I honestly don't know."

    "You know what I think?" she asked. "I think you'd sit right here. I think you might order another drink, but otherwise I think you'd sit right here and watch. I don't think you'd do a damn thing. I'm eager to find out, though."

    Iris stood and walked away. She made a beeline for the man at the bar. His smile was that of a man who'd just claimed a victory, though Aidan wasn't sure what battle was being fought.

    They resumed their flirting, at least based on Iris's body language. There was a bit more touching. She ordered a drink. They talked. They drank together. She laughed. He laughed. She found ways to touch him, to be closer to him. He did the same.

    Then Iris looked towards Aidan. He'd ordered another drink, just like she'd said he would. It was sitting in front of him. His fingers were wrapped tightly around the glass. She stared for a few seconds and smiled. She didn't seem the slightest bit disappointed that he'd done nothing. Aidan was disappointed, though, and confused. He couldn't figure out why it felt like he was glued to the seat, why he couldn't bring himself to intervene in Iris's flirtations.

    A song came on. A song Iris happened to love. Joy washed across her face. She took the man in the tuxedo's hand and led him out onto the dance floor, joining the few dozen people already enjoying the music.

    Aidan watched his wife dance with another man. At first there was distance between them. As the song went on, though, they got closer and closer. The dancing got more intimate. Iris kept looking over as she got more intimate with her new friend, as if she was checking to see if Aidan would get up.

    Eventually Iris had another man's hands on her hips as they danced together. Not long after she turned around and pressed her ass into his crotch as he pulled her hips back. It wasn't an overwhelmingly sexual move - not in the way she was doing it - but it was more sexual than anything else happening on the dance floor and Aidan glanced around the well-attended party to see if his wife had drawn any scandalous glares.

    The song ended and something far slower came on. Aidan was certain that Iris would depart the dance floor, but instead she stepped into the arms of her new friend and they danced in a decidedly romantic manner.

    His hands were on her hips and they moved ever-so-slightly as they swayed to the music. Sometimes he touched her lower back, sometimes he caressed the top of her ass, sometimes her stomach. Aidan knew how good the dress felt to touch, how soft the satin was, how beautiful Iris's body was beneath it.

    Aidan remained in his seat as he watched his wife engage in a rather intimate dance with another man. He was certain his coworkers had noticed, and yet he made no move to cut in, to take Iris away from the man who'd been clear that he wanted to fuck her.

    As the song neared its end, the man dancing with Iris kissed her. Aidan's jaw dropped and his fingers tightened around his glass, but he remained in his seat. He sat there and watched as the kiss carried on far longer than he'd ever imagined possible. He sat and watched as Iris opened her mouth and welcomed the other man's tongue. He sat and watched as the other man's hands moved to the top of her ass and gently squeezed.

    The song ended and Iris stepped back from her dance partner. Their fingers remained entwined until she'd backed up far enough that he had to let go of her. She blew him yet another kiss and then turned and strode confidently towards Aidan, who sat exactly where he'd been when she'd left.

    Iris held Aidan's gaze for the entirety of her sultry stroll towards him. She took her seat and pried the drink from his hands to take a long sip. She swirled the dark liquid while swallowing and set the glass down before her lips curled into a decidedly naughty smile.

    "You kissed him," Aidan said.

    "Technically, he kissed me," she replied. "But yes, we kissed."

    "Why?"

    "Because he's a gorgeous man. Because he's strong and confident. Because I suspected he'd be a very good kisser." She leaned over to kiss Aidan on the cheek. "I was right, by the way. My pussy is soaking wet from that kiss."

    Aidan noted the rapid increase in his heart rate. His hand trembled as he reached for his drink. He secured the glass and took a big enough sip that it was a bit uncomfortable as it slid down his throat.

    "I told him something after we kissed," Iris said as her hand made its way to Aidan's leg.

    He marveled at her ability to enchant and arouse him - even in a small way - by simply resting her hand on his leg. "What did you tell him?"

    "I told him that I wanted him to fuck me."

    Aidan's heart beat even faster. "Do you?" he asked. "Did you mean what you told him?"

    "Yes."

    He turned towards his wife. He studied her face. She wore a smile, but otherwise proved unreadable. "Iris, what are you doing?"

    "An experiment."

    "What?"

    "An experiment on you, Aidan. I want to know what kind of man you are. So far I know that you're not the kind of man that would stop me from flirting with another man, from dancing with another man, or from kissing with another man."

    He wanted to argue, but it would have been utterly foolish, as he'd just proved that he was exactly the kind of man that wouldn't stop his wife from doing those things.

    "So tell me, Aidan, what would you do if I fucked him?"

    Aidan's mouth opened, but nothing came out. Not a sound.

    Iris's hand moved towards his crotch and didn't stop until she found his cock. She leaned over, kissed his neck softly, and stroked him as she whispered, "I'm going to fuck him now. He got a room. He's going to take me up to it. He's going to fuck me. You can stop me if you'd like."

    She got up and walked away. Aidan watched, staring mostly at her ass, which looked breathtaking in the dress. The man in the tuxedo smiled as he saw her approaching. She took his hand and led him out of the expansive hotel ballroom in which the party was being held.

    Aidan sat and watched his wife go. He was, as it turned out, the kind of man that wouldn't do anything to stop his wife from fucking someone else.

    He'd never been so embarrassed, and yet the erection that Iris's stroking had caused remained in his pants. He hadn't gone even the slightest bit soft in a moment when his body should have been absent all desire.

    Aidan sat in that same spot for an hour. He nursed his drink and then ordered another. He talked with a handful of people that dropped by his table, though he couldn't remember a word of the conversations. All Aidan could think about was Iris getting fucked.

    At first he thought she'd just been teasing him, that she wasn't actually going to have sex with another man. After fifteen minutes, though, it seemed like she'd really gone up to a hotel room. After thirty minutes it seemed certain. That's when his imagination went wild.

    He began to picture Iris having sex with the man in the tuxedo. He saw her getting fucked in every imaginable position, sometimes while wearing the dress and sometimes naked. He saw her kissing her new friend passionately while taking his cock. He saw her moaning and cumming and begging the guy to fuck her harder.

    An hour after Iris had left, Aidan received a text: "Room 1412"

    He set his drink down, stood, and took a moment to gather his bearings. He strode out of the ballroom and towards the elevators. His heart beat fast enough that the fitness device on his wrist set off an alarm. He took it off and stuffed it in his pocket while the elevator doors closed.

    Aidan stepped onto the fourteenth floor. He turned left and walked slowly down the hallway. He listened for the sounds of sex as it seemed entirely possible that Iris had invited him up to taunt him.

    He arrived at room 1412 and saw that the door wasn't entirely shut. He pushed it open and called out, "Iris?"

    "Come in."

    Aidan stepped into the room and shut the door behind him. He saw the foot of the bed and the windows behind it, but he'd need to get closer to see Iris. He wasn't sure he wanted to, though.

    "It's okay," she called out. "He left already."

    Aidan approached the bed. He saw his wife's feet, her pretty painted toenails, and her legs. Soon enough the whole of Iris was in his field of view. She was naked in the bed and she spread her legs the moment she saw him. Aidan stared at her pussy. Of course he did.

    She'd been fucked. There was no doubt about it. Her pussy was wet and her labia enflamed like they'd been subjected to a vigorous pounding. Aidan's eyes darted around the room and he noticed two used condoms sitting on the nightstand, no doubt because Iris wanted it to be perfectly clear that she'd actually fucked the man in the tuxedo.

    "I got my answer," she said.

    "What?"

    "To what you'd do if I fucked someone else. The answer was nothing at all. I assume you didn't even get up from your seat, that you just sat there while your wife was up in this room getting fucked by another man?"

    Aidan nodded.

    "You just sat there and sipped your drink while I sucked his cock? While I rode him? While I got on my hands and knees so he could fuck me doggystyle? While I laid on my back so he could take my pussy a second time and make me cum even harder than the first time? While my tight pussy made him cum twice? While his big dick made me cum four times?"

    "Yes," Aidan said softly. "I just sat there."

    Iris reached down and played with her pussy. She grasped one of her breasts and softly squeezed it while arching her back, closing her eyes, and moaning. Aidan watched the naughty show and felt his dick grow.

    That gentle spark of desire exploded into a full-on conflagration as he watched his gorgeous naked wife masturbate. He stripped out of his tuxedo, tossing each piece aside without a care in the world as he hurried to get naked and inside Iris as quickly as possible.

    She opened her eyes right before he crawled into the bed. "What are you doing?"

    "I'm going to fuck you," he said.

    Iris laughed. "No, you're not."

    "What? Why not?"

    "Because you didn't do a damn thing to stop me from fucking someone else."

    "So? I want you. I want to fuck you, and given that you just broke our marital vows the least you could do is let me have you."

    She smiled. "I gave you every chance, Aidan. You passed it up. You could have stopped me from flirting with him. You could have stopped me from dancing with him. You could have stopped me from kissing him. You could have stopped me from fucking him. You chose not to. You chose to sit there. You showed me what kind of man you are."

    "And what kind of man is that?"

    Iris grabbed one of the used condoms, got on her knees, and moved towards Aidan. She wrapped her fingers tightly around the base of his cock and slid the used condom down his shaft before he could react. Aidan tried to back away, but Iris took hold of his balls and made the notion of backing away from her far too painful to consider.

    "You're the kind of man that gets a handjob while he wears someone else's used condom," she said.

    "No, please."

    With one hand grasping his balls, Iris wrapped the other around his cock and began to stroke.

    "Yes. And you know what else, Aidan?"

    He shook his head.

    "You're no longer the kind of man that gets to fuck his wife. You made a choice tonight. You could have chosen to fuck me. You chose to let someone else do it instead. I don't know what motivated that choice and I don't care. You've fucked me for the last time. I'm a free agent, sexually speaking, from here on out. I'm going to fuck other men. I'm going to fuck my friend from tonight again. I'm going to fuck whoever I want, whenever I want and you're not going to fuck anyone. Do you understand?"

    Aidan nodded. It was madness, but he was so overcome with unexpected lust that he followed the desires of his cock instead of his brain.

    Iris rewarded him with a kiss as she jerked him off into someone else's condom. His dick was coated in someone else's load and his balls were firmly - and almost painfully - in her grasp and yet Aidan was so turned on that he couldn't think straight.

    All he could do was cum and cum hard. Spectacularly hard. He came so hard he had to lean into Iris to stop himself from falling over. He came so hard that he grunted and groaned in ways he'd never done before.

    Eventually, Iris released his cock and balls from her grasp and fell back into the bed. She spread her legs and resumed masturbating and from the sound of it her pussy had gotten considerably wetter.

    "Eat me," she said. "Eat my pussy. Now. Keep the condom on your cock."

    Aidan fell forward. He pushed his tongue inside his wife. He ate her pussy like she'd instructed.

    "You'll be doing a lot of this from now on, so you better get used to it. I suspect you'll be getting lots of handjobs like the one I just gave you, too, so you better get used to those."

    It had been the most humiliating orgasm of his life, and yet Aidan knew he'd be ready for another when the time came.

    In the span of one night Iris had discovered who he really was and it seemed that she was more than happy to take advantage of being married to the sort of man who'd sit there and do nothing while she fucked someone else.

  
    He Didn't Pull Out

    “He’s going to pull out, right?” Liam asked.

    Sarah let out an exasperated sigh. “Yes, for the hundredth time, he’s going to pull out.” She turned and saw a look of genuine worry on her husband’s face. She felt bad for getting frustrated with him.

    Sarah stood and sauntered across the room. She looked breathtaking in the black stockings, garter belt, bra, and panties she’d picked out for her boyfriend. Liam couldn’t help but stare at his wife as she moved towards him with absolute confidence.

    Sarah stopped in front of him and took Liam’s hand in hers. She looked into his eyes, “We both want this, don’t we? We both want his bare cock inside me. You want to see it and I want to feel it. We both want Brian and I to take our relationship to the next level. Don’t we?”

    “Yes,” Liam said.

    “Yes, we do,” she echoed his answer. “We also know that when I’m on birth control my hormones go crazy and it’s an absolute nightmare, so this is what we have to do. We’re going to have to take a little bit of a risk. We have to trust that Brian’s not going to cum inside me.”

    As the words left her lips Sarah thought she noticed a hint of arousal in Liam’s eyes. She pressed her lithe, lingerie-clad body against his and said, “Unless you want him to cum inside me and take the risk that he gets me pregnant. Would you like that?”

    “No!” Liam denied her suggestion vehemently, but his body betrayed him.

    Sarah felt his cock harden. She felt it press against her stomach through the thin material of his slacks. “Are you sure?” she whispered while kissing his neck. “Are you sure you don’t want to risk his seed taking hold in me? Are you sure you don’t want another man to knock up your wife?”

    “Yes, I’m sure!” Liam said it louder this time, but his cock had stiffened further.

    Sarah reached between their bodies and took hold of him. She gripped the head of his dick firmly and said, “He disagrees, doesn’t he?”

    Liam said nothing. Instead, a pained look came over him, like he couldn’t bring himself to admit an obvious, embarrassing truth. Sarah let it go. She kissed her husband on the cheek and said, “I love you,” before returning to her vanity to finish her makeup. “Brian will be here soon. Why don’t you make sure the drinks are chilled and finish cleaning up?”

    Liam, seemingly grateful for something to do smiled and left the bedroom to finish preparations for the evening’s fun.

    
      
    

    Sarah was the first to enter the bedroom followed by Brian and Liam. All three were riding a lusty buzz fueled by the drinks, flirtation, and foreplay they’d enjoyed in the living room. The men were sporting erections and Sarah was wet and eager to feel her boyfriend’s cock inside her.

    She turned and looked at Brian as they entered the bedroom. “I don’t think I’ve ever wanted your cock more than I want it right now,” she said while unbuttoning his pants and pushing them to the floor. Sarah wrapped her fingers around his dick. “I can’t wait to feel this inside me.”

    Brian groaned as Sarah gently stroked him. He pulled her closer and they kissed. Their tongues mingled as Liam watched from just a few feet away. It was a sight he’d grown accustomed to, but tonight’s encounter was so much more exciting because it was the first time they’d be having sex without protection.

    “Are you excited to finally feel my pussy around your bare cock?” Sarah asked as she kissed her boyfriend.

    “You know I am,” Brian answered. He had a hungry look in his eyes. It was obvious how badly he wanted to fuck the beautiful, lingerie-clad woman in front of him.

    Sarah held eye contact with him as she fell to her knees. She loved to feel Brian’s cock with her mouth. She loved to wrap her lips around it and run her tongue along the underside of the head of his erection. She loved to hear him moan. Most of all, she loved that her husband was watching.

    It always made her so wet to suck Brian’s cock with Liam as her audience of one. She knew how much her husband got off on witnessing her passion for someone else’s dick, especially since she’d so rarely gone down on him since another man had become part of their marriage.

    Brian’s hand found its way into her hair and applied gentle pressure as Sarah took as much of him into her mouth as she could manage. All but the last inch of his cock disappeared down her throat and she barely gagged. She’d become quite the deepthroat artist in the six months she’d been seeing him. That was a pleasure she’d never shared with her husband, another fact that turned her on immensely.

    After her lusty oral display, Sarah stood up and turned her attention to Liam. She walked over to him and they shared a slow, wet kiss. “Can you taste him?” she whispered into his ear. He groaned in response. She knew exactly how to thrill her cuckold hubby. “Are you ready to watch him fuck me?”

    Liam nodded eagerly. “Yes, I’m ready,” he said in a low voice as Sarah held his gaze.

    “Then take a seat. The show’s about to begin,” Sarah said, gesturing to the chair sitting next to the bed. It was where Liam typically sat as he watched Brian fuck his wife.

    Once Liam was situated, Sarah turned her attention back to her boyfriend. She took his hand and led him to the bed, walking backwards while smiling at the man that would soon be inside her.

    “I need you, baby,” Sarah said. “I need your big cock inside me. I need to feel you, to feel all of you, inside me. Will you fuck me?” she asked while lying down and spreading her legs. Her shaved pussy was visibly wet with desire.

    Brian took his place between her legs and Sarah reached down to guide him into her. For the first time, his cock felt the heat and overwhelming wetness of her pussy without a latex barrier. For the first time, she got to enjoy her boyfriend’s cock as it was meant to be enjoyed.

    “Oh fuck, that’s so good,” Sarah groaned as she wrapped her legs around Brian and pulled him deep into her.

    She turned to look at her husband and saw him slowly stroking his erection with his gaze focused between her legs. “How’s the view, honey?” she asked.

    “It’s so much hotter than I thought it would be,” Liam answered without pulling his eyes away from the sight of another man’s bare cock fucking his wife’s pussy.

    It was hotter for Sarah, too. She knew it would feel better, but she didn’t expect it to feel so intensely pleasurable. She had her first orgasm in less than a minute. It spread through her body like a wildfire, leaving her tingling from head to toe by the time it was finished. Sarah didn’t want Brian to stop, though. She needed more of him. She needed all of him.

    They switched positions so she could sit on his big bare cock with her soaked pussy. Sarah faced Liam so he could watch her perky breasts bounce and enjoy the view of another man’s cock filling his wife’s pussy.

    “I’m getting close,” Brian groaned as she expertly alternated between bouncing on his cock and grinding on his pelvis.

    Sarah knew he’d mentioned his impending orgasm to let her know she’d have to hop off soon. She wasn’t sure she could. Sex with him was different this time. It felt better, deeper, and more intimate. She felt a surprisingly strong need to have his cum inside her. She tried to fight it off, but it wouldn’t depart.

    Sarah looked down at Brian. She saw the intense pleasure there and that desperate need to have him finish inside her rose up and overpowered her. She looked up at Liam. Their eyes met and she said, “I can’t. I’m sorry, I can’t.”

    Sarah leaned down and kissed Brian as she worked his cock with her pussy. “Cum inside me,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Cum inside me,” she repeated, louder this time. “Please, cum inside me,” she begged.

    “Oh God,” Brian groaned. “I’m cumming!”

    Sarah felt her boyfriend’s cock pulse as he unleashed his seed into her fertile womb. An unexpected and intense wave of pleasure washed over her as she cherished the fact that he was cumming inside her. “Cum inside me!” she screamed.

    As Brian’s groans continued with spurt after spurt of cum filling her, Sarah looked up to see Liam’s cock explode in orgasm. Ropes of semen flew onto his stomach and over his fingers. He looked completely lost in a kind of pleasure he’d rarely experienced.

    She thought of their conversation earlier. She remembered how aroused Liam had been at the thought of another man filling her womb and potentially getting her pregnant. If she needed further confirmation, it was resting on her husband’s chest. He’d made a mess of himself because he couldn’t control it. The idea of another man putting a baby in his wife’s belly had made him cum harder than he’d ever cum before.

    Sarah couldn’t help but smile as she felt Brian’s semen begin to leak out of her. Fucking him bare had been even better than she’d expected. She couldn’t go back to sex with condoms. She needed his cock and his cum inside her. She’d just have to take the risk.

  
    He Dominates. She Submits. Her Husband Watches.

    The hardest thing about being cuckolded is the constant reminder that you don’t have what it takes to please your wife in bed. It’s not your fault though. You’re just not built for it, and it’s more mental than physical. You don’t have the most impressive cock in the world, but you’re just about average. She needs to be dominated though, and you just don’t have it in you.

    You married young, before either of you had grown to understand your sexuality. You were thrilled to fool around with someone, to have sex. It felt so damn good. Five years into the marriage, things had grown stale. Your wife had no interest in letting your relationship wither on the vine though. She sat you down and explained everything. She tried her best to be kind, but she couldn’t prevent it from hurting.

    “I love you madly, but I need more than you can give me,” she started, and of course it stung a little. She wasn’t saying anything you didn’t know, but no man wants to hear that he’s not able to satisfy his wife. “I didn’t know it when we got married, but I need to be dominated, sexually. I need to submit to a man. I need him to take control. I need those things and I think we both know you’re not capable of doing that.”

    It’s an unfortunate fact of life that some guys are genuinely incapable of being dominant in the bedroom, at least in the way your wife needs it. Those men are just not built for it. You’re just not built for it. You don’t mind making the first move, but to genuinely dominate your wife and take control like she needs would be impossible for you, no matter how badly you wanted to do it. That’s why she turned to another man. That’s why she found a dominant bull to show her what true sexual satisfaction felt like.

    It didn’t happen overnight, but your marriage changed drastically after you committed to being a cuckold. You didn’t even refer to it that way at first. Neither of you really knew what a cuckold was. You know now though, don’t you? You know that you’re an inadequate sexual partner for your wife, and that your place is as a submissive cuckold husband to both her and the dominant bull that now provides her with the astonishingly pleasurable orgasms she craves.

    He insisted on evenings alone with your wife at first. She’d come home with bruises on her ass and sometimes her breasts and a look of deep satisfaction on her face. She’d offer details while stroking your cuckold cock and bring you to orgasms like you’d never felt before. As the bull was training her, she was training you to accept the notion of being a submissive husband that loved the idea of his wife being with another man.

    You were nervous the first time you were allowed to watch. It was in a hotel room. He welcomed you both to the room and ordered you to strip and fall to your knees. You did so without hesitation as you’d been instructed by your wife to follow his every order. You were to hold your hands behind your back and refrain from stroking your cock at any point unless given permission to do so. Failure to follow directions would result in a physical punishment. You were a good boy that entire evening.

    Watching your wife submit turned out to be an intense experience. You’d heard stories of how he dominated her, but seeing it in person was something else entirely. He ordered her to strip and present her body in the black bra, panty, garter, and stockings set you’d picked out for her. She did so wordlessly, and when she was finished he slowly circled your wife, inspecting her from head to toe. 

    He ran his fingers from her neck to the small of her back and you could see her shiver at his touch. Even from your vantage point on your knees it was obvious she was his in every imaginable way. A simple touch was all it took to arouse her. He ordered your wife to bend over and place her hands on the bed. 

    You watched, wondering if he was going to fuck her from behind. He was not. Instead, his hand swiftly rose up and struck her ass. What escaped her lips was a mixture of pain and pleasure and your cock jumped. She asked him for another and he happily met her demand with a hard strike on her soft ass cheeks. Again and again he hit her ass and the more he struck her bottom the more aroused she became. Even as the pain caused a tear to roll down her cheek she was clearly turned on.

    It was made entirely obvious when he pulled off her panties and had your wife present her pussy to you. She spread her lips and you could see the astonishing wetness inside. There was no question being spanked by this dominant man turned her on. You were baffled and turned on at the same time. When he told you to lick your wife’s pussy before he fucked it, you dove in voraciously. You worshiped the cunt another man was about to penetrate and you did so without hesitation.

    His domination of your wife includes teaching her how to dominate you. That’s how your cock ended up in chastity. Now you only cum when she gives you permission. Life has changed dramatically, but you wouldn’t have it any other way. When you’re locked up she loves to walk around the house naked or scantily clad and she’s not shy about pressing her beautiful body against yours or whispering the filthiest imaginable words into your ears to make your dick try and get stiff in its chastity device.

    There’s still nothing better than when you get to watch and play with your wife and her bull. Your submission to them both has deepened as the months have gone by. Now you can’t imagine your sex life without a chastity device, cuckolding, and a dominant man giving your wife the submissive pleasures she craves. 

    The days of feeling embarrassed that it took another man to sexually satisfy your wife have passed. You’ve come to accept that one man can’t possibly be everything his wife needs. You give her most of what she needs and you come up short in one department. You were kind enough to let her find that satisfaction elsewhere. Now you wear a chastity device, you worship her pussy regularly, and you’re given the occasional orgasm to reward you for being a good boy. It’s not the life you ever thought you’d live, but it’s so much more pleasurable than you ever imagined it would be.

  
    He Excites Her More Than You Ever Have

    Your cuckolding begins before her bull has even arrived. It begins when she can no longer contain her excitement at the idea of having him inside her again. Sometimes she gets so excited that she has you go down on her. She needs to feel your tongue on clit. She needs you to get her off.

    “Worship my pussy, cuckold,” she’ll say as her legs spread. It’s hours before her bull is going to arrive and she needs an orgasm so she doesn’t lose her mind. You get on your knees and lick her pussy, which is already wet.

    “I’ve been thinking of him,” she says. Your cock jumps at the idea of your wife imagining someone else, especially while you’re going down on her. “I’ve been thinking about how good his cock feels inside me.”

    You lick your wife to an orgasm as she fantasizes about her bull. She holds your head between her legs and urges you to worship the perfection that is her pussy before finally climaxing. She pushes you away and smiles as she admires your face, which is covered in her juices.

    “Make sure the bedroom is ready,” she says before walking away to prepare for her bull.

    You love getting to play a part in the evening. You love that you’re helping your wife get laid. You love that you feel a little like a hotel maid, too. You put fresh sheets on the bed and you know that before long they’re going to be soiled with the kind of messiness that great sex produces.

    When her bull arrives your wife greets him at the door in a red lace thong and a matching bra. They share a long, slow, tender kiss and she leaves the door open in case the neighbors are watching. She doesn’t care if the whole neighborhood knows that you’re a cuckold.

    You follow your wife and her bull as they make their way to the bedroom. There’s fondling and giggling along the way. They can’t keep their hands off each other.

    They kiss again and this time his hands roam down to her ass and take a firm grip of her taut cheeks. She moans into his mouth. Your wife loves it when her bull does as he pleases with her body.

    She pushes him into the bed and climbs on top of him in reverse cowgirl style. She grinds her hips over his crotch, stimulating him through his jeans. He caresses and squeezes her ass and she moans. He’s not even naked and already your wife is in a state of pure bliss as she plays with her bull.

    You watch as she hops off him and eagerly pulls off his pants. His long, thick cock pops free and a look of overwhelming lust flashes across your wife’s face. She wants him. She takes his big dick in her hand and strokes it. Her fingers don’t even fit all the way around it.

    She looks up at him as her lips wrap around his cock. She knows every man loves eye contact when he’s getting his dick sucked. That’s not something she does for you, but it’s been an awfully long time since she’s sucked your cock, hasn’t it?

    He wants her to deepthroat him so your wife’s bull takes her head in his hands and pushes his cock deeper. She gags, but that doesn’t stop her. She swallows him, all of him. Your wife is deepthroating another man’s cock while you watch. Over and over he disappears into her throat. Her eyes water a little, but she keeps going. All she cares about is making him feel good.

    “Sit on my cock,” he says.

    Your wife straddles him, pulls aside her little lace thong, and rubs the thick head of his cock around her pussy. She gets him wet and smiles as he groans. She’s teasing him. Unlike with you, she wants his cock inside her though, so she sits down on it.

    As he slowly fills your wife she closes her eyes and moans. It’s the kind of low, guttural moan she has no control over. He’s the only man that’s ever made her feel that way. Your cock just doesn’t compare, so she doesn’t make those noises for you.

    He reaches up and plays with your wife’s tits in her red lace bra as she begins to ride him. Her slick pussy bounces up and down on his thickness and you can see that your wife is experiencing an intense, nearly overwhelming kind of pleasure that you’ve never given her.

    She cums quickly. She was so excited about seeing her bull that she was wildly worked up by the time he arrived. That’s why she climaxes so easily. That’s why it’s so much better than the orgasm you gave her with your tongue earlier.

    She wants him to cum too. She wants to make him feel good in a way she’s never wanted to make you feel good. She needs to make him feel good. She needs his cum inside her.

    Your wife knows that he loves to fuck her from behind. She knows how he loves to pound her hard with his big cock and she knows he loves to launch his seed into her pussy in that position. That’s why she gets on her hands and knees for him. She’s had her orgasm and she wants him to have his.

    He gets on his knees behind her and pulls the little red lace thong aside. He guides his big cock into your wife and she moans. Every time he fills her it feels so good. It will never stop feeling good.

    He grabs her hips and fucks your wife doggystyle. He builds to a hard, fast rhythm that has her moaning every time his dick bottoms out in her pussy. She’s getting pounded right in front of you. It’s a beautiful sight.

    “Cum inside me!” your wife says as she feels him building towards an orgasm. “I need it! Give it to me!”

    He loves hearing your wife beg for his cum. He loves knowing that she needs it inside her. She does, too. It makes her feel so good knowing that he’s unleashing his seed in her womb. It satisfies her in a way it never did with you. She loves having a real man’s cum in her pussy.

    Soon her need is met. He throws his head back and moans as he fires volley after volley of cum into her married pussy. He fills it while you watch.

    When he pulls out, get in there and clean it up while she jerks you off. If you do a good job she might even let you cum.

  
    He Finished Inside Her

    His…essence is inside me. I wanted it. I needed it. I wrapped my legs around him and urged him to release his seed into me. He gave me what I wanted, and now I’m going to give you what you want.

    Come closer, my sweet cuckold. Come over here and get on your knees. Tell me how badly you want to clean me. Tell me how badly you want to taste what he left inside me. Tell me how badly you want to be a good cuckold for me.

    Do you see the wetness in my panties? Can you see his juices soaking through? Why don’t you kiss them? Just kiss my pretty panties and get a taste of what he left inside me. Does that taste good? Does it turn you on to sample his seed?

    You want it all, don’t you? You want to drink what he left inside me. Go ahead. Pull my panties aside and clean me, my sweet cuckold. Clean everything my bull left inside me. Swallow his seed. Savor the taste. Let it slide down your throat and rest in your stomach.

    That feels good, doesn’t it? It feels good to clean up for your naughty wife. It feels good to have another man’s delicious juice inside you. You’ve got me all turned on, cuckold! Why don’t you get me off? Use your tongue and be the last man to make me climax tonight.

  
    He Fucked Her. You Clean Her.

    Your heart is pounding. Your cock is hard. Another man’s cum is dripping out of your wife’s pussy. You know that soon she’ll beckon you over and direct you between her legs to clean it up. It’s not the first time you’ve done it. You’re her creampie cleaning cuckold, a role you relish. Long ago you embraced the fact that your dick is too small to pleasure her and that you’re better off eating your wife’s pussy when she needs an orgasm.

    When the night began you were in a chair at the foot of the bed. You had a perfect view of your wife’s beautiful body as she waited for her lover to arrive. She was on her back, her legs spread, the sexy red panties you bought her looking utterly flawless. Her pussy was already wet with excitement and you could hear his footsteps coming down the hallway. He has a key to your house now. He comes over when he wants and he satisfies your wife.

    He climbs on top of her and they kiss. Her arms warm around him and her hands run through his hair. She feels genuine passion for her lover, for the man that makes her cum. He’s already out of his clothes and rubbing his big dick along her pussy lips. Her hips push up to meet him. She wants him inside her, but he denies her the pleasure for a few moments longer. He relishes teasing your wife, and teasing you.

    He knows you want to see his cock inside her almost as much as she wants it. When he finally plunges into her married pussy you both gasp. You never get tired of seeing him fuck your wife. You never get tired of watching her cunt lips stretch open around him. You never get tired of hearing her beg to be fucked harder and faster by this alpha male.

    Your favorite part is when you see his balls start to tighten up. You know his climax is close, that the unprotected sex he’s having with your wife is going to end with a big load of his cum deep inside her. She wraps her legs tightly around him, pulling him deep, and urging him to unleash his seed. She wants to feel him explode inside her.

    He finally cums, thrusting deep and holding his cock all the way in her beautiful pussy while shot after shot of his thick, potent semen fills her. When he pulls out and rolls away you see that thick dollop of jizz run out of her. You look up at your wife, into her beautiful eyes, and she smiles at you. She urges you to come closer, to slip your tongue into her pussy and taste him. She wants you to clean his creampie, cuckold. Don’t disappoint your beautiful wife. Lick up every drop he left inside her.

  
    He Gave Her Exactly What You Wanted

    It’s what you wanted, isn’t it? You said you wanted me to fuck a man with a bigger cock. You said I deserved better than the inadequate boy-sized dick between your legs. We agreed that you can’t provide me with the satisfaction I deserve, at least not when we have sex. Your tongue has always been wonderful, but I need something longer and thicker when I get fucked.

    But now you’re feeling insecure. That’s okay, baby. It’s perfectly normal. I fucked a bigger cock and it was better than when you’re inside me. Much better, in fact. He was long and thick and reached places inside me you’ve never even approached. I could feel my pussy stretching around him from the moment he pushed inside me. He had to go slow at first because of that. I was soaking wet for him, but it still hurt a little.

    It didn’t take long for me to relax and loosen up around his cock though. I wrapped my legs around him, pulled him close, and told him to fuck me hard. I wanted him to pound my pussy for as long as he could last. I never wanted it to end. After a decade married to you, my small-dicked husband, I wanted to take his big cock for hours.

    He fucked me three times that first night. Three times his big cock pummeled my pussy, leaving me satisfied and sore. After my fourth orgasm I stopped counting because I knew I’d keep cumming as long as he was inside me.

    I hope you’re okay with me going to see him again. You can’t let me get a taste of something so glorious and then take it away from me. This is your new normal, honey. You waiting at home while I go out and get pounded by a man that has so much more to offer between his legs. I know it makes you jealous. I know it makes you insecure.

    I also know you want to taste my pussy. I know that because you’re a cuckold and you can’t help it. You want to know what I taste like after another man has spent the night fucking me. You want to taste the desire dripping from me. You want to taste our sweat. You want to show me that your tongue can still do a good job of making me feel good. I’m going to let you, too.

    Come closer, cuckold. Get on your knees. Tell me how much you want to worship my pussy. Tell me. Good boy. Now, if I let you eat me out for as long as you want, I can go see him again, right? Good boy.

    Does my cunt taste good, cuckold? It’s wetter than usual, isn’t it? For as long as he fucked me, I never stopped dripping with desire for him. The sound was incredible, too. You could hear how insanely juicy I was while his insanely thick cock pounded into me.

    I already made a second date with him. Next weekend. I’m going to spend the night this time so I can get fucked again in the morning before coming home to my small dick cuckold husband. That’s okay with you, isn’t it? I thought so.

  
    He Gets Pleasures You Don't Deserve

    Most of the time when you and your wife have sex it involves a great deal of your tongue working her pussy. You used to complain about that, but you don’t anymore. Now you know that it’s your place. Now you know that it’s really the only way you can satisfy her.

    You’ve both agreed that her need for penetrative sex is satisfied by her bull. Another man has effectively taken your place in the bedroom and everyone agrees that he does a far better job of fucking her than you do.

    Because of that, why would you do anything but lick her pussy, at least at first. Your wife may permit you to penetrate her – it’s a lovely way to bond with a man, after all – but it’s not the first thing she thinks about. The first thing she thinks about is her cuckold being between her legs to lick her pussy.

    It’s the first thing you think about, too. You love to lick her pussy, even if she hasn’t been with her bull in a while. You love the idea that someone else fucks her more than you do. You love the idea of licking the pussy that another man has fucked with such passion and vigor. You love the idea of being the one that eats her out while he’s the one that fucks her.

    With him, it’s different. With him, it’s cock she craves. She wants to make him feel good, sometimes in the same way you make her feel good. She wants to worship his cock just like you want to worship her pussy.

    He goes down on her, but it’s not the first thing she thinks of. This is. When she sees his long, thick, hard cock she wants to wrap her lips around it. She wants to show her bull how much she appreciates him and the cock that brings her such immense pleasure. That’s why she strives to take him into her throat.

    She finds it arousing to take him into her mouth. She feels her desire building as she swallows as much of his cock as possible. When he moans in pleasure as she’s giving him head, your wife’s pussy gets wet. When he throbs in her mouth, she gets wet. When she tastes his precum, she gets wet.

    This is why you’re a cuckold. This is why she’s a hotwife. You have found the perfect blend. You find deep pleasure in licking her pussy. She finds deep pleasure in sucking his big cock. You both find pleasure in the fact that he fucks her to incredible orgasms, and of course he finds it utterly thrilling to bury his big dick in your wife’s pussy and fill her with his load.

  
    He Gets to do Things You're Not Allowed to Do

    It's hard to define the qualities a man might possess that would make a woman willing to do let him do as he desires with her body. I could vaguely describe them as 'alpha' qualities, but it's more of a 'you know it when you see it' kind of thing.

    It does tend to feel clearer when you're married to a cuck. He's a wonderful husband, of course, but he might not be the ideal sexual partner. He might not be the sort of man that absolutely lights you up when you get naked with him.

    It's more likely he's the sort of man that inspires you to crawl onto his face and ride his tongue to multiple orgasms while you deny his dick.

    The other kind of man, though? The kind that you'll let do as he pleases with your body? You can feel it when you meet that kind of man. You can feel it the moment he puts his hands on you, the moment his lips find yours for a kiss. You can feel it between your legs. You can feel it throughout your body. It's like the reptilian part of your brain is suddenly screaming at you and demanding that you do whatever this man wants because he's going to make you feel so good.

    What sort of things would a hotwife be willing to let a man like that do to her? Well, I can't say for sure. It really does come down to the man, to the way he makes her feel. Here are some of the pleasures she might grant him (that she wouldn't grant you):

    
      	
        Cum On Her Body and/or Face - She wouldn't dream of letting her cuck cum on her face, but if a man like her bull wanted to mark her with his load, she might let him. She might, in fact, enjoy it. She might also do it because she knows it will arouse her cuck to hear that she let someone else cum on her body.

      

      	
        Anal Sex - Some men really want to fuck a woman in the ass. If his cock's not too big, she might let him do so because she wants to make him feel good, because he makes her feel so fucking good.

      

      	
        Hard/Rough Doggystyle - Doggystyle isn't all that much fun with a cuck. It is, however, fun to get fucked hard from behind by a man that exudes confidence and perhaps a touch of dominant energy. After all, getting fucked on your hands and knees is an inherently submissive position, and cucks don't really do domination, do they?

      

      	
        Throat/Face Fucking - Your hotwife isn't going to let you fuck her face, cuckold. She's probably not going to give you her throat, either. She might give it to him, though. She might even find it incredibly hot to let him fuck her mouth like that, to let him use it for his pleasure. She might play with her slick pussy and cum incredibly fucking hard as he uses her mouth.

      

      	
        Dressing for His Pleasure - She probably wears the clothes she knows you enjoy, at least from time to time. She probably doesn't let you dictate exactly how she dresses, though, but she might let him do that and he might go all in and demand that she find something spectacularly slutty to wear for him, something she'd never wear for you.

      

      	
        Personal Grooming for Him - Maybe he wants her to dye her hair. Maybe he wants her pussy shaved. Maybe he wants her nipples or tongue pierced. If he fucks her good enough, your lovely hotwife might be willing to make those changes just to turn him on. She wouldn't do that for you, but you don't fuck like a bull, do you?

      

    

    There are probably dozens more options, though it can often be as simple as he gets to decide when, where, and how they fuck and you don't get any of those options.

    It's kind of hot to think about, right? You kind of like the idea of another man - a superior man, really - being able to do whatever he pleases with your beautiful wife's body while you're restricted to the small pleasures she allows you.

  
    He Gets to Fuck Her Ass While Her Cuckold Watches

    “Do you want to watch, cuckold? Do you want to watch him fuck my ass? Do you?” your wife asks in a dominant, almost harsh tone. Do you? Do you want to see your wife’s bull fuck her ass? Of course you do. She doesn’t have to ask. She just wants to hear you say it. She wants you to admit that you’d rather see another man fuck her in the ass than do it yourself.

    A year ago, none of this was possible. A year ago you were just a regular married couple. You had sex a few times a month, you usually had an orgasm, and she usually went to bed slightly unsatisfied. You were hiding a secret though. You wanted to be a cuckold. You masturbated to the idea constantly. You couldn’t help but think of her fucking other guys, of her pussy being owned by another man.

    You got a little sloppy with your porn browsing. You forgot to open the incognito window and she found everything. You’d spent an hour pulling on your inadequate cock the night before, edging yourself to videos of huge cocks fucking married women while their husbands watched. You read dirty stories, perused your favorite Tumblrs, and finally spilled your load. You were so caught up in your cuckold bliss you didn’t even notice you were using the regular browser. 

    At first, she was angry. Furious, actually. She yelled. She accused you of being a pervert. It faded quickly though. She apologized the next day, telling you she felt horrible for overreacting like that. She asked you to tell her about your fantasies. You unleashed it all. She’d done some research, as it turned out, and she was ready. She was ready to cuckold you. She was ready to make your fantasy a reality.

    That doesn’t mean you were ready though. She found a bull within two weeks and your first cuckold experience was in a hotel room. You watched your wife get on her hands and knees and look into your eyes as the bull pounded her pussy from behind. You saw how he made her feel. You saw the orgasms she had. You witnessed how much more powerful they were. You saw her body literally shaking with pleasure. You’d never done that before.

    Life changed quickly. She embraced being a hotwife. She made you a cuckold. She let her bull, a man with an impressive nine inch cock and the irresistible alpha attitude she’d come to crave, take over in the bedroom. He made the decisions. He had control. It was like you were married to a different woman.

    Great sex can do that to a woman, or a man for that matter. You’re different now too. You’ve become far more submissive to your wife. When she asks you to do something at home, you don’t hesitate. When she asks for a foot rub, you give one. When she tells you worship her pussy or eat her ass, you do it. 

    You’ve grown to love eating her ass, haven’t you cuckold? There’s something so deliciously naughty to you about planting your face between the wonderfully round cheeks of her bottom and tonguing her asshole. She loves it too. She loves that you submit to her, that you’ve gotten so good at pleasuring her ass. It was her bull’s idea, actually. He said a cuckold should always worship his wife’s ass, and you agree.

    Tonight your ass worship serves a different purpose. You’ll be getting your wife ready for anal sex with her bull. She’s never let you have her ass, of course, but she didn’t hesitate when he asked for it. She didn’t even think twice, cuckold. Her bull said he wanted to fuck her in the ass and she gladly agreed. She wants his big dick buried in her butt. She wants to be stretched. She wants to be savaged back there. She wants to give this man that has taken over your sex lives whatever he desires.

    Her ass is what he desires and you’re going to be there when he takes it. It’s happening tonight. It’s happening right now. You’re in the bedroom. Your wife is on her hands and knees in the bed. He’s sitting in a chair, slowly stroking his cock while you do your duty as a cuckold and get her ass ready with your tongue.

    She moans as you part her cheeks with your fingers and lick her asshole. She showered just before he arrived so it tastes fresh and perfect. She shaved too, so you’re licking a perfectly smooth asshole that looks ready to be fucked by another man. Tongue it good, cuckold. Make sure she’s wet, loose, and relaxed. She’ll need to be, because his cock is exceptionally thick and it’s going to hurt if she’s not relaxed. It’s probably going to hurt even if she is. Your wife doesn’t care though. She’ll take the pain if it means giving him pleasure.

    At his command you switch places. You sit in the chair stroking your much smaller cock and he moves behind your wife. He lubes his cock – he’s not a maniac, of course, and he doesn’t want to cause her any undue pain – and rubs it around her asshole. She moans and pushes her hips back, urging him to fuck her. Your wife is such a slut for him. She’s another man’s slut, cuckold.

    How does it feel? How does it feel to sit there and watch as another man places his cock at the entrance to your wife’s ass? How does it feel to know she’s about to lose her anal virginity, only it’s not going to be to you? You always thought if anyone was going to have anal sex with her, it would be you. You were wrong. It takes a real man, a strong man, an alpha male, to convince her to have anal sex.

    It’s the first penetration that hurts the most. Her bull’s dick is exceptionally thick and her asshole is exceptionally tight. A little pain is bound to accompany that. She puts her head on the bed so she’s taking a face down ass up anal fucking and he slowly pushes the full length of his cock into her lubed, freshly rimmed asshole. Another man is having anal sex with your wife as you watch, cuckold. He’s fucking her ass. He’s fucking the ass you always wanted to fuck.

    You know she’ll never let you have it now, right? You know that once she’s given him her ass there’s no point in letting her cuckold husband have it. Even when she’s moved on from this bull she won’t let you in there. Anal sex is now reserved for her bulls, for the men that make her cum like she needs to cum. It makes sense, doesn’t it? When a man with a nice big cock gives your wife a world class orgasm, anal sex is a reward for a job well done.

    If he cums in her ass, will you clean it out, cuckold? Would you be so filthy as to lick an anal creampie from your wife? What if she wants to sit on your face and let it all drip onto your tongue? Will you agree? Will you climb into bed and beg her to feed that ass-flavored load to you? You’ll have your chance soon. From the groans her bull is making as he pounds your wife’s ass, he’s about to release his load. Are you going to clean it up?

  
    He Gets to Have Your Pregnant Wife. You Get Denied.

    She never made a promise, but you were sure that after your wife’s lover got her pregnant that you’d get to fuck her again. You thought you’d get to feel her luscious lips around your cock again.

    You figured she’d denied you her pussy because she wanted to be sure he was the father. You believed her when she said that having you use a condom wasn’t good enough. You had to be denied access to her cunt to be sure he was the one that got her pregnant.

    Unfortunately, the denial continued once he got her pregnant. The night of the positive test you made a move, figuring you could finally fuck your wife again. She turned you down immediately.

    “No honey. My pussy is not for you anymore,” she said.

    You didn’t understand, but she quickly explained the situation.

    “He’s the one that got me pregnant, honey. He’s the man in our relationship, which means it’s his right to have my pussy if he wants it, and he wants it. He wants it all the time and he wants it all to himself. You’ll have to make due with your hand, and if I’m feeling generous I’ll use my hand to get you off.”

    You spent a few hours feeling bad for yourself that night. Then he came over and your new reality set in. He took your pregnant wife to the bedroom and slid his cock into her perfect pussy to claim what was his. It felt as if he’d taken ownership of her that night, though in reality it had happened the moment you decided it was him that would get her pregnant.

    Now it turns you on. You’re a cuckold, so of course it does. Now you can’t help but stroke your cock as you watch him fuck your pregnant wife. You can’t help but think about the fact that he’s the one that knocked her up. He’s the one that put his seed inside her, and he’s the one that gets to enjoy her pussy whenever he pleases.

    At least she jerks you off sometimes. It’s better than nothing. She always makes sure to get naked and show off her pregnant stomach and her wondrous, swollen breasts. She makes sure that you see what he did to her, what you agreed that he would to do her. She always makes sure to remind you that it’s his seed growing inside her, that another man got her pregnant. That always makes you cum, too.

  
    He Gets to Watch if He Cleans Up

    “Do you want to watch tonight, honey?” she asks. You nod vigorously. Of course you want to watch your wife have sex with someone. Of course you want to watch his bare erection slide into her. Of course you want to watch as he cums inside her.

    “I thought so,” she says with a sweet smile. “You can watch, but on one condition. You need to clean up the mess he makes inside me. All of it.” The smile disappears and is replaced by a serious, domineering look. She’s going to allow you to watch, but she’s not going to let you forget your place in the marriage.

    Will you do it? Will you clean a creampie out of her in exchange for the pleasure of watching your wife have sex with someone else? Will you swallow another man’s seed because you want to see him fill her over and over?

    Of course you will. You’ll probably even like it. At the very least you’ll be completely overwhelmed with pleasure as you watch him slide into her the first time. It’s so much hotter when she has unprotected sex with him. To watch her labia part for him, to watch her stretch out around his impressive size, to witness her pleasure is your pleasure.

    when they’re finished, he’ll pull out and step away. Your wife will look you in the eyes and welcome you between her legs. “Clean me,” she’ll say, and you’ll do it. You’ll hold up your end of the bargain and clean him out of her. Otherwise you won’t be allowed to watch again.

  He Going to Cum Inside Me Tonight
It’s okay to want this. It’s okay to want another man to cum inside your wife. It’s okay to want to clean his cum out of her. It’s the most intensely erotic kind of cuckolding.First you get to witness a beautiful act between your wife and her lover. You get to watch them have sex with no barrier between them. You get to see his bare cock slide into her welcoming, eager pussy. You see their lips meet for a passionate kiss as he thrusts in and out of her. You see her legs wrap around him.
You get to hear those beautiful words. “Cum inside me,” she urges him. He thrusts deep and groans. He empties himself into her. His seed floods her womb. It’s what you’re supposed to do. It’s what her husband is supposed to do. That intimate act is supposed to be shared by husband and wife, but you’re watching. You’re watching her enjoy that intimacy with someone else.
They share a long, slow kiss when he’s finished and then he pulls out. He walks to the bathroom to clean up and your wife invites you into the bed. She turns her full attention to you and spreads her legs.
His cum leaks out of her. “Clean his cum out of me,” she says to you. Those are the words you’ve longed to hear. That’s your fantasy. His was cumming inside of her, and yours is cleaning it out.
Now you get to live your fantasy. You get to lick another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You get to taste it. You get to swallow it. You get to dive back inside for another thick serving of his semen. Aren’t you a lucky cuckold?

    He Had Her Four Times

    “Were you a good boy while I was gone?” she asks as her delicate fingers wrap around your cock.

    “Yes,” you say after a soft, sensual kiss.

    She strokes your stiff dick as she kisses your neck. She’s been at her boyfriend’s for the past few hours. They’ve been having the kind of fun you love to hear about.

    She kisses your lips and you let her tongue slide into her mouth. “Can you taste him?” she whispers.

    You can’t. Not really. It’s been too long since they were together. You love the notion of it though. You know that what she’s really saying is that she had someone else’s cock in her mouth a few hours ago. You love that.

    She lets your cock go and spreads her legs. Your eyes are drawn to her pussy. You know he was in there. You know he fucked your wife.

    You watch as she slips two fingers into her pussy. She moans as they push deep inside her. They emerge slick with her juices. She moves them towards you.

    “Taste me,” she says.

    You open your mouth and she pushes her fingers inside. You close your lips around them and lick her juices off as she requested. You savor the taste of her pussy. It’s always better when someone else has been inside her.

    “Four times,” she says.

    You give her a questioning look. You’re not sure what she means.

    Her lips curl into that devilish smile you love so much. “He fucked me four times,” she says before sliding three fingers into her pussy and offering them to you. You suck them clean once more.

    Even when you were first together, it was rare for you to fuck your wife more than once in a session, or even a day. He regularly fucks her multiple times in one visit. Four isn’t uncommon. She knows you love hearing about it, though. It always thrills you to hear that he’s so virile, that he can fuck your insatiable wife as much as she needs.

    She straddles you and rubs her wet pussy along your cock. She teases you with it. A rush of desire surges through you. In that moment, all you want is to be inside her. She knows it, too.

    “You want to fuck me, don’t you?” she says.

    “Yes,” you say desperately.

    She grabs your cock and guides the head into her pussy. You’re inside her, even if it’s just the first inch of your cock. It feels so good. It’s so warm and slippery. It’s perfect in every way, and it’s made so much more thrilling because you know someone else was inside her less than an hour ago.

    Just as quickly as she put you inside her she takes you out. You whimper. You can’t help it.

    “No pussy for you,” she says. There’s that devilish smile again. She loves to torment you.

    Again she lies next to you. Her naked breasts press against your side. Her lips find yours and her tongue slips into your mouth as her fingers wrap around your cock and she uses your precum as lube.

    “He fucks me better than you do, baby,” she says as the handjob begins in earnest.

    “He makes me cum so hard. I’m addicted to his cock and I just don’t think you deserve to fuck me on a day when I’ve had his big dick inside me. You do deserve to cum though,” she says between soft kisses on your neck.

    Your head swims with erotic pleasure. Her words are harsh but her tone is soft and loving. Her hand feels so good on your cock and her kisses are intoxicating.

    “Now I want you to cum, baby. I want you to cum while you think about me cumming for him. Think about me moaning for his big cock. Think about me begging him to fuck me harder and faster. Think about me begging him to make me cum.”

    You do as she says. You cum as she jerks you off. You cum as she tells you about her lover’s big cock and how good it makes her feel.

  
    He Owns Her Now

    Cuckolding takes many forms. Some wives want a boyfriend that they get to know and fall in lust with. Some want a stunt cock that they use for their pleasure. Some want a series of one night stands or hook-ups from Tinder.

    This post is about married women that yearn to be owned by a dominant bull. They want something that feels nothing like their marriage. They want the kind of sex that they wouldn’t want to have with their husband. They want to be fucked, used, and made to feel like submissive sluts. They want to be owned by a man, at least for a short period of time.

    Letting loose like this can be hugely appealing. Submitting to a dominant alpha male for a night of pleasure can be freeing, intoxicating, and wildly orgasmic. Perhaps this is what your wife craves.

    “On your knees, slut,” he orders, and your wife falls to her knees. “Open wide,” he demands, and she opens up for him. He shoves his big cock into her mouth and fucks her face. He doesn’t give a damn if she gags. She’ll swallow as much of his cock as possible. She’ll swallow everything he wants to give her.

    It’s not a pleasant experience to be face-fucked, but it can be pleasurable. It’s the submission that makes it thrilling. It’s giving her mouth to his dick, no matter how uncomfortable it might make her.

    An even more advanced form of face fucking. She is totally vulnerable. He uses her throat however he wants. He is her slut. She will gag. She will choke. He won’t stop unless she taps his leg and gives up. She’ll catch her breath and then he’ll pound his cock back down her throat. How does it feel to see your wife being such a slut for him?

    Your wife is busy doing the laundry while you’re at work. He knocks on the door. He doesn’t give a damn what she’s supposed to be doing. Her job is to offer him pleasure. He orders her to get naked and bend over so he can pound her pussy for as long as he wants.

    She pulls down her shorts and panties, bends over, and takes it. She moans for him. She loves being treated like his slut. She loves being used like this. She loves being pounded so relentlessly. “That’s it slut, take it,” he says, and she moans louder. She loves it when he calls her a slut. She’d slap you if you called her a slut.

    She likes it when he fucks her roughly. She loves the way it sets her free. When he’s got his hands around her throat and is destroying her pussy, she floats away to a place of pure pleasure. Her mind empties except for thoughts of the big dick drilling her. All she can think about is submitting to his desires and offering him her body.

    She loves it when she can sense his impending orgasm. She knows he’s going to cum, to empty his balls inside her. Sometimes she just wants to be his cum dump. She just wants to know that she made an alpha male cum inside her. She wants the freedom to be a slut sometimes, and she can’t be that way with you. She can be with him.

    She’d never let you near her asshole. Your cock doesn’t belong in there. The physical sensation of his big cock fucking her ass isn’t particularly pleasurable, but that’s not what it’s about for her. It’s about allowing this strong, sexy alpha male to do as he pleases with her body. If he wants to fuck her in the ass, he gets to. It’s all about doing what he desires.

    It turns her on even if it hurts a little. That’s why it never takes her long to orgasm when he’s fucking her ass from behind. Isn’t it thrilling that she’s willing to be such a slut for him?

    She’s always happy to let him mark her face with his cum. She’d have to be tied down to let you give her a facial, but she always gets on her knees for him. She looks up at him, opens her mouth, and even begs him for it if he wants. “Please, cum on my face,” she pleads.

    He groans and soon rope after rope of thick cum sprays from his cock. It covers her smooth, soft skin. He cums all over your wife, marking her as his own. He makes her his cum slut and then sends her back home to you, well-used and happy to have been a whore for another man for the evening.

  
    He Refused to Use a Condom

    “Hey baby,” your wife says as she steps into the bedroom and smiles at you. Her hair is a little bit messy, but otherwise you’d never know that she spent most of her night in another man’s bed. “Did you miss me?”

    “I did,” you reply. “I always miss you when you’re with him.”

    She reaches back and unzips her dress. It falls to the floor and you let your eyes wander over her body in the black lace bra, panty, garter belt, and stockings set she wore for her bull. She approaches the bed with small, deliberate steps and pulls the covers back to expose your half-hard cock. You’re not allowed to cum while she’s gone, but you are allowed to play with yourself a little if you just can’t resist seeking pleasure as you think of her with him.

    She crawls into the bed and cuddles up next to you. She kisses your neck as her fingers push into your underwear. She grasps your cock and strokes you as her lips find yours. Her tongue slips into your mouth and you moan while you quickly reach an erect state.

    “My lips were wrapped around his cock just a few minutes after I arrived,” she whispers. “I couldn’t help but get on my knees for him. I just wanted to feel him in my mouth. I just wanted to make him feel good.”

    You groan, both because you love the idea of your wife giving her bull a blowjob and because you know she won’t be going down on you. You know that pleasure is reserved for him and that thrills you.

    “Do you miss my mouth?” she asks softly.

    “Yes,” you answer.

    She takes your hand and lifts it to her lips. Two of your fingers disappear into her mouth. She closes her eyes and sucks your fingers like she’s giving a blowjob. It would feel so much better if she were sucking on your cock, but you like that she’s working hard to make you think of the pleasure she gave her bull.

    “He loves my mouth,” she says as your fingers fall from her lips. “And I love, love, love sucking his cock. It makes me so wet. The longer I stay on my knees for him, the more turned on I get.”

    Your dick feels impossibly hard, just like it always does when she teases you after she’s been with her bull. There is nothing that turns you on more than being cuckolded by your wife.

    “He took me to his bedroom,” she said. “He unzipped my dress and it fell to the floor. He picked me up and put me in his bed. He kissed his way up my legs and pulled my panties aside. He used his tongue – his very talented tongue – to make my pussy feel so good. I was writhing in his bed. I was begging him to fuck me. I was begging him to give me his cock, to give my pussy what it craved.”

    She moans like he’s still going down on her. She pushes your underwear down and plays with your balls. She teases your taint a little, all in the name of drawing out your pleasure a little bit more.

    “Then he crawled on top of me and we kissed. I felt his bare cock against my pussy lips. I wanted him inside me, but I remembered your rule. I remembered that we had to use a condom,” she says.

    Suddenly, you’re not sure where this is going. She knows she needs to use a condom with her bull. She knows that you’re not willing to take the risk of her getting pregnant. And yet, for some reason, there’s a small part of you that finds the idea of her having unprotected sex with her bull immensely arousing.

    “I asked him to put on a condom,” she says. “But he said no.”

    “What?” you ask.

    Your wife wraps her fingers around your cock and strokes you slowly. “He said he didn’t want to wear a condom. He said he wanted to feel me without the condom coming between us. He said he’d pull out before he came, though. He asked me where I wanted him to cum. I told him to cum in my mouth, that I’d love to swallow for him and then go home and kiss my husband.”

    Your wife kisses you. You can’t taste his cum, but you love the idea that she’d taken his load and come home to you. You love that the tongue exploring your mouth had been coated in another man’s cum not that long ago.

    “I let him have me without a condom,” she says. “I let him slide his bare cock inside me. We had unprotected sex and it was incredible. It felt so good. It felt so much better than it does with a condom.”

    She strokes you a little faster and it feels spectacular as you imagine her bull’s bare cock sliding in and out of her pussy. There’s something deeper happening, too. There’s just something so naughty about your wife having fucked her bull without a condom, of her having taken that risk.

    “I could tell when he was getting close,” she says. “I told him to pull out and cum in my mouth. He said no.”

    For some reason, you moan as she shares her bull’s refusal to play by her rules.

    “I told him I wasn’t on birth control and that he needed to pull out. He told me he wasn’t going to. He told me he was going to cum inside me,” she says.

    Your loins are alive with pleasure. You’re immersed in a deeper level of arousal than you’ve ever experienced.

    “He told me he was going to breed me,” she says. “He told me he was going to give me a baby.”

    You’re moments away from cumming.

    “I told him to cum inside me,” she says. “I told him to give me his baby.”

    You cry out and your cock explodes in pleasure. Cum rockets from the tip, flies into the air, and lands on your stomach. Your wife strokes you right through your orgasm. You see stars. You feel lightheaded. You toes curl. Your fingers dig into the sheets and then release as you feel that post-orgasmic bliss begin to wash over your body.

    “Did he really cum inside you?” you ask.

    “He did,” she answers.

    “Do you think you’ll get pregnant?” you ask.

    “I do,” she says. “And if I don’t, he said we’re going to keep trying until I do.”

  
    He Shouldn't Have Resisted for So Long

    Sam plunged his spoon into his cereal as he perused Twitter to see if anything interesting had happened overnight. He leaned forward to enjoy a scoop of his sweet, crunchy breakfast and paused as Claire stepped into the kitchen and headed for the refrigerator. Sam stared at his wife’s ass in the pink lace boyshort panties she’d worn to bed the night before. It took only an instant for his cock to stir to life at the sight of her utterly flawless backside.

    Claire pulled the half and half from the fridge and stood up, showing off her big, perky breasts as Sam remained still with the spoonful of cereal inches from his mouth. Nearly three weeks had passed since his last orgasm and the mere sight of her perfect breasts was enough to produce a half hard cock between his legs.

    “Good morning,” Claire said with a smile.

    “Babe, you’re killing me,” Sam replied.

    Claire offered a playful frown, shut the refrigerator, and slowly sauntered towards Sam with an exaggerated sway in her hips. “I’m killing you?” she asked. “Why is that?”

    Sam dropped his spoon into the cereal and sat back as his eyes moved from his wife’s breasts to her hips while lust continued to swirl between his legs. “You know how long it’s been,” he said.

    Claire set the half and half on the table and promptly straddled Sam. She moved her pussy over his crotch like she was giving a very friendly lap dance in a strip club. As much as he wanted to touch his wife, Sam kept his hands at his sides to avoid further arousal.

    “How long has it been?” Claire asked.

    “Three weeks,” Sam answered. “You know that.”

    Claire smiled. “I do,” she said. “I’m surprised you made it this long.”

    Sam’s cock was so hard it hurt. Claire was offering the equivalent of a little dry humping, but after three weeks without an orgasm it felt almost as good as sex would have. “Please, Claire, stop,” he said. He couldn’t believe he was telling his wife to stop trying to turn him on, but the words had left his lips numerous times over the past three weeks.

    Instead of stopping, Claire kissed Sam’s neck and moaned like his cock was inside her. “Mmmm, Sam,” she moaned in a voice laced with intense lust. “I can’t stop, baby. It feels so good.”

    Sam wanted to touch his wife. He wanted to grab her ass and squeeze it through the exquisite lace panties. He wanted to reach up and play with her tits. He wanted to indulge in every one of his desires, but instead he gripped the chair to hold back.

    “Baby, will you kiss my titties?” Claire asked. “I love it when you kiss my titties. Will you do that for me? Will you kiss them? Will you lick them? Will you suck on them?”

    Sam closed his eyes and said nothing. He didn’t want to engage. He didn’t want to pay the price of surrendering to his desires.

    Claire adjusted her body so her breasts were in Sam’s face. He felt the warm, impossibly soft flesh against his lips. He resolved to resist the urge to pleasure her, but the moment Claire’s nipple reached his lips Sam couldn’t resist.

    “That’s it, baby,” Claire said as Sam wrapped his lips around his wife’s nipple. He sucked gently on her erect flesh and she moaned while bouncing in his lap. Without her panties and his underwear between them, they would have been fucking. Sam would have been deep inside his wife’s wet pussy and he would have been barreling towards a blissful orgasm.

    “Do you want to fuck me, baby?” Claire asked. “Do you want me to take these panties off so you can fuck me? You can fuck me right here on the kitchen table. You can even bend me over if you want. You can bend me over and pound my pussy from behind if you want.”

    Sam said nothing. He knew Claire was making a genuine offer. He didn’t want to take her up on it, though. He didn’t want to pay the price that would come with having an orgasm.

    “Don’t you want to fuck me?” Claire asked.

    “Of course I do,” Sam answered. “You know I do.”

    Claire sat back and grabbed Sam’s hands. She placed them on her breasts and he couldn’t help but play with her perfect, perky flesh. “Then why don’t you?” she asked.

    “You know why,” Sam replied.

    Claire moaned and leaned back further. She moved her hips over his crotch, grinding into his stiff cock and keeping Sam in a place of wild desire. “You hate it that much?” she asked.

    “You know I do,” Sam answered.

    Claire smiled. She seemed to take great joy in the outcome of the rule she’d put in place a little over six months ago. “You know you’re going to crack eventually,” she said. “You always do. You can’t resist. Eventually you’ll fuck me. Eventually you’ll claim the orgasm you crave. Then you’ll clean up your mess like a good boy.”

    Sam felt the same revulsion he experienced every time he thought about eating his cum. It disgusted him in a way he couldn’t properly explain to his wife, though that only seemed to enhance her glee at making him clean up his mess each and every time he climaxed.

    “Claire, please, can we do away with this rule?” Sam begged. “It’s not fun for me. You know I hate eating my cum. You know it’s my least favorite thing in the world.”

    Claire pushed a hand into her panties and Sam looked down to see her fingers working her pussy. “That’s the fun part,” she said. “I knew you’d hate this rule when I made it. That’s why I made it. I knew you’d try to resist cumming. I knew I could have fun teasing you. I knew I could try and find ways to make you break, to get you to surrender to your natural desire to fuck your wife and cum inside her. I knew I could have all kinds of fun messing with you in the name of making you follow my rule once you’d had your orgasm.”

    Sam was about to say something when Claire pulled her fingers from her pussy. She held them up and they glistened with the wetness she’d found between her labia.

    “Would you like a taste?” she asked.

    Sam nodded and opened his mouth. He hated the taste of his cum, but he couldn’t get enough of Claire’s pussy, unless of course his load was dripping out of it. She fed him her fingers and Sam greedily sucked them clean, soaking up her sweet juices and listening to his wife moan.

    “Are you sure you won’t fuck me?” Claire asked before pulling her fingers from his mouth.

    “I’m sure,” Sam replied, resisting his urges once again.

    “Will you eat me out?” she asked.

    “Of course,” Sam replied.

    Claire stood up, took her panties off, pushed his bowl of cereal out of the way and sat on the kitchen table with her legs spread. Sam moved between them and put his tongue to work. Soon enough Claire’s moans filled the kitchen as he tended to her sexual needs and brought her to a long, loud, beautiful orgasm.

    “Thank you,” she said.

    “Can you give me the night off?” Sam asked. Claire almost always teased him multiple times a day in the name of trying to get him to cum.

    “Sure,” she replied. “That’s all you’re getting, though. I know you’re close to breaking, Sam. I know you’re getting desperate. I know I’ll get you inside me soon enough. I know I’ll have you cleaning another load of your cum out of my pussy before long.”

    Sam felt a wave of revulsion pass over him and he thought the few bites of cereal he’d already taken might come back up. He knew Claire was right, though. Eventually, he’d break and he’d have to eat his cum once more.

    ---

    Sam returned from the bathroom to find his wife’s bar stool empty and a half-drunk cocktail resting on a napkin. He checked his phone to make sure he hadn’t missed a text from her and then scanned the crowded bar in search of Claire.

    It wasn’t until he focused on the dance floor that he spotted his wife’s blonde hair. It didn’t register as Claire at first, though, because she was dancing with another man. She was dancing rather intimately with him, in fact. It was an upbeat song, but their bodies were exceptionally close and Claire didn’t seem to mind that he let his hands wander over her hips and ass on several occasions.

    It wasn’t until Claire spun around and pressed her ass into the guy’s crotch that Sam felt truly alarmed, though. The guy took her friendliness as an invitation to put his hands on her waist and pull her even closer and just like that they were practically dry humping on the dance floor. The guy brushed Claire’s blonde hair aside and kissed her neck, eliciting a smile and what looked like a little bit of a moan.

    The guy’s hands slowly moved up Claire’s torso. Sam watched as another man seemed intent on grasping his wife’s breasts in the middle of a crowded bar. Claire made no attempt to stop him, either. His hands stopped right under her breasts, showing he had the good sense not to fully grope her with dozens of people all around.

    Claire seemed to like his touch, though, as she turned her head and looked at the man she was dancing so closely with. He seemed to interpret that as an invitation to kiss her, as his lips quickly found Claire’s. Sam’s heart pounded as he watched his wife welcome the other man’s kiss. He sat up straighter, but he made no move to depart the bar stool and stop what was unfolding on the dance floor.

    The kiss seemed to go on forever. Sam watched his wife open her mouth. He watched the other man’s tongue penetrate her. He watched Claire offer her tongue. He watched the other man take Claire’s breasts in his hands for a few moments and play with them through the thin material of her dress and the sexy lace bra she wore underneath.

    They danced, touched, and kissed until the song ended. Claire then whispered something to the guy and pulled out her phone. Sam was certain she was getting his number. Why would she want another guy’s number?

    Claire departed the dance floor and headed towards Sam as a new song started. The guy she’d danced with stared at her ass for a few seconds and then headed back to his friends, all of whom offered big smiles and high fives as they congratulated their friend on a job well done.

    “What was that?” Sam asked as Claire returned to her bar stool and took a long sip of her drink.

    She looked at him, smiled, and said, “It’s been a month since my husband fucked me and I’m getting a little desperate, so I figured I’d find someone else to satisfy me.”

    Sam studied his wife’s face for some indicator that she was kidding. He found none, though, and based on what she’d done on the dance floor – public foreplay, basically – he couldn’t help but wonder if she was actually serious.

    “His name is Ted,” she said. “And he’s got a big cock.”

    Sam’s eyes went wide. “What?”

    “I could feel it,” Claire said. “When we were kissing. I could feel it pressing into my ass. It’s big. Really big. I bet it would feel fucking great inside me.”

    “What are you doing, Claire?” Sam asked.

    “I have needs, Sam,” she replied. “And if you’re not willing to meet them, someone else will. All I have to do is give Ted a call and he’ll fuck me as many times as I want.”

    “This is crazy,” Sam said.

    Claire sipped the last of her drink, swallowed, and leaned closer to say, “You can solve my problem, baby. You just have to fuck me. I’d rather you were the one to satisfy me, but I know Ted’s up to the task. I’ll let him take me to his car or the bathroom if you don’t want to.”

    “You know I want to fuck you,” Sam said. “I just don’t want to…you know, do what I have to do afterwards.”

    Claire smiled. “I don’t care. I’m getting fucked tonight, Sam. It’s been a month. I’m sick of waiting for you to gather the courage to clean your load out of me. So I’m getting fucked tonight. If you won’t do it, Ted will. It’s up to you.”

    Sam couldn’t believe Claire was willing to take their game to this extent. He knew she found intense pleasure in teasing him and in making him eat his load – despite knowing how much he hated it – but this felt like too much.

    “I’ll fuck you,” Sam said. He wasn’t going to take the chance that Claire was actually serious. He was going to fuck her and clean up his mess. At least he’d get to have a great orgasm before the revolting experience of eating his cum.

    Claire smiled, took his hand, and dragged Sam off the bar stool and towards the exit. They headed for the car and when Sam reached for the front door she said, “No. Get in the backseat. I need it right now.”

    Sam got in the backseat and Claire followed. They kissed as she unzipped his pants and freed his cock. He was hard in her hand in just a few moments.

    “Fuck that feels good,” Sam said as Claire smiled.

    “Yeah? I bet this will feel even better,” she replied before dropping her head into his lap and taking Sam’s cock into her mouth.

    Sam moaned as heat and wetness enveloped his dick. He knew a month without an orgasm was bound to enhance his pleasure, but it felt like the best blowjob he’d ever received.

    “Oh, fuck, Claire, that’s incredible,” Sam said.

    Claire’s hand began to move up and down his shaft in concert with her mouth. She sucked harder and moaned, sending delightful vibrations down his shaft. Sam’s entire pelvis felt like it was alive with wondrous pleasure.

    “Oh, shit,” Sam said in a panic. “Claire, stop, it’s…I’m…”

    He came in her mouth. Claire moaned and kept her lips sealed around his shaft as Sam’s cock erupted and poured hot cum onto her tongue. Sam felt his toes curl in his shoes and he closed his eyes as a delightful sense of lightheadedness overtook him.

    Claire sat up and Sam felt the pleasure of his orgasm dissipate as he considered what was about to happen. There was no avoiding it. He was about to receive a load of his cum directly from his wife’s mouth.

    Claire leaned closer and put a hand on the back of his head. She pressed her lips against his and Sam opened his mouth as he knew his wife expected him to. Her lips parted and cum flowed onto his tongue.

    Sam groaned in displeasure. He hated the taste of his cum. He hated the consistency. Most of all he hated – despised, really – the idea that he was eating his own load. He’d never been able to explain why, he just knew that he hated it more than anything.

    “Swallow,” Claire said after transferring all of Sam’s load from her mouth to his. “Swallow right now.”

    Sam swallowed and almost immediately retched. He took deep breaths to try and control his stomach and prevent vomiting.

    “Good boy,” Claire said.

    Sam’s eyes were watering and his stomach churned as he looked up at his wife.

    “Unfortunately, I didn’t get what I needed,” she said.

    “I’m sorry,” Sam replied.

    “It’s okay,” Claire said. “Next time, though, don’t wait a full month before you give in to your desire to cum. Do it a little quicker.”

    Sam nodded. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to do that – he felt ill from having to eat his load – but he would try.

    Claire leaned closer and kissed him on the cheek. She opened the car door and gracefully exited the backseat.

    “Where are you going?” Sam asked.

    Claire laughed. “I’m going to get what I need. Assuming Ted drove here, I’m going to fuck him in his car. If not, we’ll use ours, so you might want to clear out unless you want to watch someone else fuck me.”

    “Claire, wait, you can’t do this,” Sam said as he tucked his cock back into his pants and moved towards the door.

    “I can, and I’m going to,” she replied. “This is your fault, Sam, not mine. You could have fucked me weeks ago. You chose not to, though, because you didn’t want to eat your load. That’s okay, but there’s a price to pay. You don’t get to stop me, though. You made a choice, after all. Now I’m making a choice. If I were you I’d wait in the bar until Ted and I are finished, but it’s up to you.”

    Claire walked away and Sam’s shoulders sank in defeat as he watched her head towards the bar’s entrance. Soon enough she’d be walking out with another man. Soon enough she’d be fucking another man. If only Sam hadn’t been so afraid to eat his load. If only he’d been willing to endure the great displeasure of consuming his cum. He could have stopped all of it.

    Sam got out of the car and headed for the bar. Claire was right. He didn’t want to be around while she was fucking someone else. Sam passed by her and Ted on his way in. He had his hand on Claire’s ass. He gave it a good squeeze as they headed towards his truck. Soon enough they’d be fucking. Sam headed for the bar and ordered a strong drink to wash down the taste of his cum and to try and wash away the thought of his wife taking someone else’s cock.

    Sadly, it didn’t work, so all Sam could do was sit at the bar and imagine another man fucking his wife. It was a miserable experience, but Sam couldn’t help but think that Claire had gotten exactly what she wanted. There was no way he’d wait that long before cumming again. He was going to see to her needs even if it meant eating his load a lot more often than he wanted. That was a far better outcome than Claire fucking other guys, so it was the only outcome that made sense.

    

  
    He Spends the Night and You Sleep on the Floor

    Your wife was going to let you sleep in the guest room. Her bull had a better idea, though. He suggested that you spend the night on the floor of the master bedroom.

    He saw a little bit of fight in your eyes while he was fucking your wife. He saw that you hadn’t yet accepted your place as a cuckold. He could see the arousal, of course, but he could also see that you weren’t quite ready to accept that you’re not man enough to fuck your wife like she needs.

    That’s why he told her you needed to sleep on the floor. He told her that every cuckold needs to learn his place, that a cuckold/hotwife relationship can’t work if the cuck believes he’s every bit as much of a man as his hotwife’s bull is. You’re not, though, and her bull understands that. He knows that the reason he ended up in your bed is because you’re not good enough to satisfy your wife. He knows that you can’t make her cum like he can, and he knows that you needed a little bit of help to accept that reality.

    So you grabbed an old sleeping bag from the attic, your wife tossed you a pillow, and you slept on the floor by her side of the bed.

    You listened as they engaged in pillow talk. You listened as he told your wife how beautiful she was and how good her pussy felt. You listened as she told him that he gave her the best orgasm she’d had in years, maybe ever.

    You listened as they kissed. You listened as your wife moaned. You looked up but you couldn’t see anything from the floor. You’d been instructed to remain in your sleeping bag, too. It wasn’t your place to watch without permission, and while you wanted to, your wife’s bull was so forceful when he instructed you to sleep on the floor that you worried he’d be more than happy to punish you for disobeying him.

    You figured they’d do a little kissing and go to sleep, but instead he fucked your wife again. You listened to the moans. You listened to the sounds of sex. You listened to your wife cum with his cock buried inside her. You listened to him cum while her tight pussy was wrapped around his thick shaft.

    Your cock was stiff in the sleeping bag as you listened, but you’d been forbidden from masturbating so you stared at the ceiling and soaked in a mixture of arousal and misery as your wife and her bull fucked and climaxed.

    They fell asleep not long after. It took a little longer for slumber to take you, but it came eventually. You woke up a few times in the middle of the night, mostly because the floor’s a terribly uncomfortable place to sleep. Each time it took a few seconds for you to remember that your wife’s bull had ordered you to spend the night in a sleeping bag on the floor. Each time you felt a little rush of humiliation. Each time your cock got hard as you thought of your wife spending the night in your bed with another man.

    Her bull’s moans woke you up in the morning. The room was filled with warm sunlight. You opened your eyes and the sound of a blowjob soon joined her bull’s moans. Your wife was giving him head to start the day. You couldn’t remember the last time she’d treated you to that particular pleasure. You felt jealous. You were turned on, too.

    Your wife’s bull commented on her oral talent. She told him it was nice to play with a cock that was worth sucking on, unlike yours. You throbbed in the suitcase. You desperately wanted to masturbate and you gripped the edge of the sleeping bag to keep your hands from pushing down into your underwear.

    Your wife and her bull fucked not long after. She got on top and rode him. As she bounced you could see the top of her head, but nothing more. You imagined her in the nightie she’d worn to bed. You imagined her breasts bouncing beneath the soft satin. You imagined your wife and her bull joined at their loins, with his big dick deep inside her and tight pussy milking it as she bounced.

    She came while riding him. They switched positions soon after. Your wife got on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed. She looked down at you with a smile on her face.

    She moaned as her bull slipped his cock into her from behind. You watched her face. You watched the pleasure wash over it. You watched the joy she felt at having someone else’s cock inside her while you were on the bedroom floor where her bull had ordered you to sleep.

    He came after a few minutes of vigorous doggystyle sex. Your wife smiled at you as another man experienced the height of sexual pleasure while inside her.

    Her bull ordered you to make them breakfast. You got out of the sleeping bag and your wife chuckled at the sight of your erection. She made no move to provide you with even a hint of satisfaction, though.

    You left the bedroom as your wife and her bull cuddled up. He told you to bring them breakfast in bed when you were finished cooking. You told him you would.

    You cooked. You served them. You waited on your knees by the bed as they ate. You cleared the dishes when they were done. Your wife had her bull’s cock in her mouth once more when you returned from the kitchen.

    He smiled and said you could watch, but only if you thanked him for making you sleep on the bedroom floor and helping you accept your place as a cuckold.

    You thanked him, just like a good cuckold should.

  
    He Spent the Night While You Slept in the Guest Room

    You open the bedroom door and see your wife smiling at you while her body is wrapped in that white satin robe. Her lips curl into a slight smile as you approach. You know why she’s smiling. You listened. In fact, the sound of your wife and her boyfriend having sex is what woke you up this morning.

    The shower is running. They’re following their usual routine, which means you get to have a little alone time with your wife.

    “Good morning,” she says as her eyes pop open.

    “It sounded like it was a very good morning for you,” you reply.

    Her face breaks into a wide smile as your wife rolls onto her back. She plays with her breasts and gently thrusts her hips skywards before moving her hands down her body.

    “It was,” she says. “Just like it always is when he stays over.”

    Your wife arches her back and looks towards you. She flashes that naughty smile you love so much and you move closer. She reaches up and massages your cock through your jeans.

    “Did it turn you on to hear me screaming his name?” she asks.

    You nod.

    She unzips your pants and pulls out your cock. “Did it turn you on to hear our bed squeak as he fucked me?” she asks.

    You nod again.

    She rolls over again and kisses the tip of your cock before looking up at you. “Does it turn you on to know yours is the second cock I’m going to suck this morning?”

    “Yes,” you say while nodding vigorously.

    Your wife wraps her lips around your cock and gives you a slow, sensual blowjob. You look down and run your fingers through her soft, curly hair as she offers you a genuinely blissful experience.

    “Do you want to fuck me?” she asks as her hand slowly strokes your spit-soaked shaft.

    You nod.

    She rolls onto her back once more and you strip as quickly as possible. You move into the bed and pull off your wife’s panties. You take a moment to admire her pussy. There’s nothing in the world you find more beautiful than the sight of your wife’s pussy after someone else has fucked her.

    You lie on top of your wife and kiss her. She reaches down and wraps her soft fingers around your cock. She presses the head against her slick, swollen pussy lips.

    “Does it turn you on to know that you’re the second man to fuck me this morning?” she asks.

    “Yes,” you say before sharing another deeply sensual kiss.

    Your wife takes your cock inside her pussy. You experience that perfect moment of feeling your cock bathed in another man’s cum. He slept in your bed last night. He was the first to fuck her this morning. He’s the one she’s chosen as her ideal sexual partner so he gets to have his way with her before you do. It turns you both on to know that you’re fucking her after her boyfriend has already satisfied your wife’s sexual needs.

    The pleasure is immediate and overwhelming. There’s nothing in the world better than fucking your wife after she’s been with her boyfriend. You love the way her pussy feels so warm, velvety, and slick as she takes your cock. You love knowing that with each thrust your shaft is being coated with another man’s load.

    “Does it turn you on to know that you’re fucking my cum-filled pussy?” your wife asks in a breathy voice. “Does it turn you on to know that you’re cock is coated in my boyfriend's cum?”

    You bury your cock inside her and cum. Your wife wraps her arms around you and kisses your neck as you become the second man to unleash his semen inside her this morning. She runs her fingers through your hair and wraps her legs around you. It feels like she wants you to stay inside her forever.

    “I love you,” you whisper as the bliss of a great climax rushes through your body.

    “I love you too,” she replies.

  
    He Takes Her to the Bedroom...and You Stay on the Couch

    You’ve been sitting and chatting with her bull while your wife gets ready. She wants to look good for him and she likes making you entertain him for a bit before they disappear into your bedroom.

    She emerges wearing a black lingerie set designed to arouse you both, but of course only he’s allowed to stand and leave with her. Only he’s allowed to enter your bedroom tonight. You have to stay on the couch. You have to listen.

    Your wife craves him. She yearns for his big cock. She needs to feel his body on top of her. She needs him inside her.

    She needs to know that you’re waiting and wondering what’s going on. She needs to know that your dick is getting stiff as you listen to the moans coming from the bedroom.

    That’s what makes it so hot for her. She loves having her bull’s big cock inside her, of course, but it’s knowing that you’re just a room away that really turns her on.

    You don’t get to fuck her pussy. She does. You understand that. You accept that. You embrace that.

    She gives him her pussy. She does it eagerly. She takes his bare cock into her wet cunt. She takes it because she craves it, because she fantasizes about it, because it makes her feel so good.

    You listen to him moaning. You listen to his sounds of joy as her cunt swallows his cock.

    You listen to your wife’s moans. You listen as she gets fucked by a cock she actually craves instead of your disappointing dick.

    You imagine her riding him. You imagine his unprotected dick sliding into her slick pussy.

    You’ve watched them fuck before. You know how joyful your wife can be when she has her bull’s cock inside her. You know how good it makes her feel.

    You know that he’s long and thicker than you. You know she craves how deep inside her he goes. You know she loves being stretched out by his big cock. You know that he reaches places in her body that you’ve never gone before. You know she needs him there.

    From the couch, your cock grows stiff as you listen to your wife cum over and over. You listen to her loud moans. You listen to her lusty exclamations of pleasure.

    You know he’s the one that made her multi-orgasmic. You know your cock is barely capable of making her cum once, let alone multiple times. You embrace that. You accept that.

    You know he’s fucking her bareback. You know he’s going to cum inside her. You know that eventually she’s going to come out of the bedroom and feed you his load.

    You see her walking down the hallway. She straddles your face. “Clean me,” she says.

    His cum drips into your mouth as your tongue licks furiously over her pussy. You’re cleaning another man’s load from your wife. You’ve never been happier.

  
    He Told Her to Masturbate While Fantasizing About Him

    His instructions were clear: “Play with your pussy while you think about me. Make your cuckold watch. No orgasms allowed.”

    He wanted me to edge myself. He wanted me to drive myself crazy with desire for him before pulling back. He wanted me to be utterly insane for him by the time he showed up at our door.

    So I did. I sat you down across from the bed. I told you to take out your cock and play with yourself. I told you that you had to adhere to the same rules I did. You could think about him fucking me. you could think about me sucking his cock. You could think about him eating my pussy. You could think about the two of us having beautiful, mind-bending sex, but you weren’t allowed to cum.

    I thought of the way I feel when I get ready for him. I thought of how it makes my pussy wet to look at myself in the mirror in the lingerie I’ve picked out (or that you’ve picked for me). I thought about how wet it makes me when I first feel his hands on my body.

    What did you think about? Did you think about my desire for him? Did you think about how badly I want my bull to fuck me, how I fantasize about him all the time, how I often daydream about having him inside me?

    I thought of that moment when I sink to my knees in front of him. I thought of unbuttoning his pants and pulling out his cock. I thought of touching it, of running my fingers up and down his thick shaft. I thought of seeing that first drop of precum appear at the tip. I thought of looking up at him and hearing him say, “Take me in your mouth.”

    Did you think of me sucking his cock? Did you think of seeing your beautiful wife and cuckoldress on her knees in front of another man? Did you think of seeing my soft lips move up and down his long, thick shaft? Did you think of seeing his hands in my hair as I give him pleasure?

    I thought of him carrying me into our bed, laying me on my back, and spreading my legs. I thought of him rubbing his cock over the entrance to my pussy and slowly pushing inside me. I thought of him filling me and making me moan. I thought of how hard he makes me cum and how it never takes more than a few minutes for me to have my first orgasm. I thought of all the ways he fucks me when we’re together, of how he has shown me the joy of almost every sexual position and the joy of being taken by a man like him.

    What did you think of? Did you think of me sitting on his cock and watching as my pussy lips stretch around it? Did you think of him taking me from behind while I stare into your eyes and tell you how good it feels to have him inside me? Did you think of our bodies entwined in the missionary position as he gives me a screaming orgasm?

    I thought of him cumming inside me. I thought of his beautiful, bare cock sliding in and out of my slick pussy. I thought of it swelling up. I thought of him groaning. I thought of him pushing every inch of his dick inside me and filling my pussy with his cum.

    You thought of the same thing, didn’t you? You thought about watching him cum inside your wife. You thought about me begging for it. You thought about my need to have his cum in my pussy. You thought about all of it.

    It’s a wonder I didn’t cum. Even thinking about him turns me on. Now I can’t wait for him to come over. I can’t wait for him to fuck me all night.

  
    He Wants to Get Her Pregnant

    “I think it’s time,” Jim said as he ran his fingers over Stephanie’s naked body.

    “Time for what,” she asked. They’d just had sex, but she could feel his gentle, confident touch inspiring lust in her loins.

    “It’s time for me to get you pregnant,” he said.

    
      
    

    Stephanie’s head was still spinning by the time she left Jim’s place. His words still rang out in her head. “It’s time for me to get you pregnant.” It wasn’t something they’d ever discussed before. They’d been having unprotected sex, but she was on the pill and took it religiously to ensure she wouldn’t get pregnant. Until an hour ago, having a baby with Jim was the last thing she wanted. At least that’s what she thought.

    They’d been seeing each other for six months. Stephanie had fallen in lust on their first night together. She’d never had sex like that. Jim was a strong, dominant alpha male that knew exactly what he wanted in bed and he somehow he knew exactly what she wanted too. Having sex with him was a massive change from her husband, Roger.

    What was Roger going to think of all this? He’d suggested the Stephanie find a lover. He wanted it. He’d been ecstatic when she found Jim. He hung on her every word when she told him about the sex she was having. They’d developed quite the lovely ritual. She’d come home and offer her husband a chance to kiss and lick her from head to toe, traveling everywhere Jim had gone, including licking his cum out of her.

    Stephanie loved it too. It took her a while to fully embrace letting Roger reclaim her in that way, but once she got over the initial weirdness it was beautiful. She’d come to enjoy it almost as much as having sex with Jim.

    He was there, sitting on the edge of the bed when she got home. His puppy dog eyes were full of desire when she walked into the bedroom and Stephanie had never felt such a strong desire to be next to him. Sleeping with Jim had brought them closer as a married couple. It had strengthened their marriage in ways she never imagined possible, but she couldn’t help but worry that Jim’s request would push them apart.

    “Hello, my love,” Roger said as he wrapped his arms around Stephanie.

    “Hello, my love,” she replied before gently pressing her lips against his.

    He looked up at her and asked, “Did you have a good night?” The lust in his voice was obvious.

    “Very good,” Stephanie said as she ran her fingers through her husband’s thick brown hair.

    Roger slipped off the bed and fell to his knees. This was his ritual. He loved to taste her pussy before anything else. He’d told her that at some point it felt like a necessity, like he had to taste Jim’s cum inside her as soon as possible. He already had a throbbing erection, and Stephanie wasn’t about to deny her husband what he needed.

    It wasn’t until a few months into her relationship with Jim that Stephanie began to understand her husband’s needs. At first she found it a little weird that he was so turned on by her sleeping with another man. She still couldn’t explain exactly why it turned him on, but she’d grown to love his overwhelming desire for her to sleep with someone else.

    As had become custom, watching Roger fall to his knees in front of her sent a wave of arousal through Stephanie’s body. She knew she’d quickly have another orgasm as he licked Jim’s cum out of her pussy. She was so turned on that it never took long.

    Stephanie watched as Roger got on his knees and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. He slowly pulled down the black lace underwear, revealing the cum that had pooled in the gusset and the mess between her legs.

    “You look perfect,” Roger said, as he often did when her freshly-fucked and filled pussy was revealed.

    “Taste me,” Stephanie said, continuing their ritual. She pulled her husband’s head to her pussy and shuddered when he ran his tongue along the enflamed flesh of her labia and clitoris. “Oh honey,” she moaned, “Clean me. Clean Jim out of me.”

    Roger eagerly licked another man’s cum from her. He ensured every delicious drop ended up on his tongue and in his stomach. He devoured Stephanie’s cunt, leaving her perfectly clean and bringing her to an orgasm that left her legs shaking.

    When he was finished, they climbed into bed together and shared soft, gentle, cum-flavored kisses. Roger’s hands moved over his wife’s body. He played with her perky breasts, ran his fingers over her inner thighs, and teased her still-aroused pussy.

    “Get naked,” Stephanie whispered, urging her husband to strip off his tee shirt and boxers. She wanted to see his cock, which was always so hard when she got home from a night with Jim.

    Roger smiled and stripped quickly, tossing aside his clothes and snuggling next to his wife’s naked body. Stephanie slowly ran her fingers down his chest and between his legs. She tickled his balls and ran a fingernail up his shaft. She listened to Roger moan as she teased him and couldn’t help but smile. He was putty in her hands, which was good, because she had big news to share.

    Stephanie rolled to her side and Roger moved to his back, knowing she was going to offer him the cuckold handjob he’d become accustomed to. She took a loose grip on his cock and stroked him slowly. She’d learned that if she stroked too fast or hard that he’d cum almost instantly.

    “Do you want to hear about tonight, baby?” she whispered into Roger’s ear.

    “Yes, please,” he begged, subtly thrusting his hips skyward.

    “Do you want to know if I sucked Jim’s cock?” Stephanie asked.

    “Oh God, yes, I want to know if you sucked Jim’s cock,” Roger said through a moan.

    Jim had played with cuckold couples before and he had a surprisingly strong understanding of what Roger wanted. Three months ago he’d suggested that Roger might actually like it if Stephanie denied him the pleasure of oral sex. At the time, the idea struck her as insane – what man would enjoy being denied blowjobs? – but it turned out Jim was right. She hadn’t taken Roger’s cock in her mouth in three months and he loved it.

    It seemed that what really turned him on was that Jim was the only one to enjoy her mouth. Roger loved to hear about how she lovingly sucked another man’s cock, how she got him wet and hard with her mouth and how she would sometimes swallow his cum.

    “You know I love sucking his cock, baby,” Stephanie whispered between kisses on her husband’s neck. “I love how I have to stretch my lips so wide around it. I even love that my jaw gets a little sore doing it. That’s how I know I’m sucking a real man’s cock.”

    Roger groaned and Stephanie smiled. Over the course of their cuckolding adventure she’d learned what really drove her husband crazy. He wasn’t wild about his cock being directly humiliated, but he loved when she hinted at it.

    “He was so hard in my mouth,” Stephanie whispered as she took a tighter grip on Roger’s cock and stroked him. “I could feel the veins on my tongue. I could feel his precum dripping out. I got so wet sucking his dick. Sucking another man’s cock turned me on, honey.”

    Roger’s eyes were closed and Stephanie loved seeing the pleasure wash over his face as she talked about how much she enjoyed sucking Jim’s dick. She had grown to find intense arousal in teasing her husband like this before finally giving him an orgasm.

    “He took me from behind first. He had me stand up and bend over with my hands on the bed. He asked me if I wanted his cock inside me. He asked me how badly I wanted it. I begged him for it, baby,” Stephanie said as she took her hand off of Roger’s cock and played with his balls.

    “Do you like that? Do you like that I begged Jim for his cock, that I begged another man to fuck me?” she asked.

    All Roger could do was moan. Stephanie knew he liked it. She knew he loved it, in large part because he knew it wasn’t a performance. She’d become utterly addicted to Jim’s cock and the orgasms it gave her. When she begged him for it, she meant it. She got so turned on with him that she couldn’t help herself. She needed his dick inside her more than anything in those moments and she always let him know.

    “I came almost instantly,” Stephanie said as she resumed stroking her husband’s cock. “He was just a few thrusts in when my body shuddered and I screamed in pleasure. I came on another man’s bare cock, baby.”

    Stephanie liked to drop in references to the unprotected sex she had with Jim. They’d been fucking without condoms for three months now, and it was so much hotter for her. Something about having his cum inside her always drove Stephanie crazy with lust. She wasn’t shy about begging Jim for his semen, either.

    “Do you like that, honey? Do you like that I came on his big cock? Do you like that another man made your wife cum?” Stephanie asked. Roger loved this kind of dirty talk. He loved having to admit how much he enjoyed another man making his wife cum.

    “Yes, I love that. You know I love that. I love that another man made you cum, that his big cock gave you the orgasms you deserve,” Roger said between moans. Stephanie could tell he was getting close.

    On the way home, Stephanie had debated when to tell Roger about Jim’s pregnancy proposal. She wasn’t sure if it was the smartest idea, but she’d decided to tell him when he was most aroused. They’d discuss it again later, but she wanted to see the purest sexual response possible first.

    Stephanie kissed Roger’s neck and nibbled on his earlobe as she continued to stroke him. A steady stream of moans poured out of him as she expertly brought him to the brink of climax.

    In a sultry whisper she said, “Honey, I have a surprise.” She waited, continuing to stroke her husband’s cock before saying, “Jim wants to get me pregnant.”

    “Oh my God,” Roger said before moaning loudly.

    It seemed to Stephanie that he liked the idea, so she doubled down. “He wants to get me pregnant, honey. He wants to put a baby, his baby, inside me. Another man wants to knock up your wife. Do you like that, honey? Do you want Jim to get me pregnant?”

    Roger responded with an orgasm. He moaned louder than Stephanie had ever heard and a surprising amount of cum shot from his cock. Rope after rope of semen flew into the air and landed on his stomach, the bed, and her fingers.

    A few minutes later, after the high of his orgasm has subsided, Roger looked at his wife and asked, “Was that true? Does he really want to get you pregnant?”

    “Yes,” Stephanie said. “He brought it up tonight after we’d had sex.” She paused before saying, “It turned me on enough that we had sex again almost immediately. I couldn’t help it.” She leaned in and kissed Roger, slipping her tongue into his mouth.

    He returned her kiss eagerly. “What do you think?” Stephanie asked.

    “I think you saw what at least part of me thinks,” he answered with a smile. She certainly had. The force of his orgasm couldn’t be denied. She wasn’t sure he’d ever cum like that before. “What do you think?” he asked with a hint of hesitation in his voice.

    “I want to do it,” she said confidently. She hadn’t been sure until that moment, but something about Roger asking had crystallized her feelings on the matter. She wanted Jim to get her pregnant. Just saying it made her wet.

    She reached between her legs and slipped a finger into her pussy before rubbing her clit. “I want his baby,” Stephanie said as she began to moan.

    Roger rolled over and kissed his wife’s breasts. She loved having her nipples sucked while she masturbated and she was all too happy to assist her. He rubbed her inner thighs while kissing and licking her perky tits and her moans filled the bedroom.

    “I want it too,” he said. “I want you to have his baby.”

    Stephanie cried out as a thunderous orgasm ripped through her body. It was to be the first of many fueled by her intense desire to let another man get her pregnant.

  
    He Wants You to Start Cleaning His Loads

    He was the one to suggest that you start cleaning his loads. He convinced your wife that it would be good for you, that it would help you embrace your place as her cuckold. He convinced her that it would make you happier in the long run.

    Then he started having fun. He would fuck your wife to as many orgasms as she wanted and then he would unleash his seed where he wanted you to lick it up. Sometimes he’d cum inside her, but he liked to see you clean it off of her. He liked to see you clean it off of him, too.

    You didn’t fight him. When he shot this massive load and then said, “Clean us, cuckold,” you didn’t hesitate to do your job. You moved between his legs and licked the cum off his balls first. Then you moved to the head of his cock and to his torso. You licked it off of and out of your wife’s pussy last.

    Your wife started getting in on the fun, too. “Cum on my stomach,” she said one night. “I want to see him lick it all up.”

    Of course her bull wasn’t going to argue. He pulled out and unleashed a massive load all over your wife’s stomach. He made a mess with his cumshot and she giggled at how much there was.

    “Well, what are you waiting for, cuckold?” she said. “Clean me.”

    You happily cleaned his thick load off of her body. You licked up every delicious, sticky, messy drop. You happily lapped it all up like a good cuck.

    When he painted her pretty ass with his cum and said, “Clean her asshole, cuck,” you jumped in there without hesitation. You lustily licked every drop off your wife’s perfect asshole because it turned you on. You did it because it made her moan. You did it because you’d fully embraced being a cum cleaning cuckold.

    Your wife found particular joy in making you clean his cum off her tits. She loved to see his load spill out onto her breasts. She loved how much he enjoyed it. She loved seeing another man’s thick seed on her tits, which you had always loved so much.

    She loved pulling you close to her. She loved running her fingers through your hair as you licked his thick seed off of her. She loved telling you how good it felt and how much she loved that you were such an eager cum cleaner for her.

    He found it particularly appealing to make you clean his cum off her clothes. He loved seeing you have to lick it off her slutty skirts and the skimpy tops she’d wear for him. He loved seeing you humiliate yourself for his pleasure, because that’s what a cuckold is supposed to do.

    You loved it too. You loved being a cum cleaner for your wife and her bull. You loved being given the chance to please her by lapping up every load of cum you were offered. You loved every second of it and you can’t wait for the night time he fucks her.

  
    He Was Better Than You

    Do you want me to tell you how good he was while you worship my pussy? Would that make you happy? Do you want to hear about how much bigger his cock is than yours? Do you want to hear that he fucks me better than you do?

    I won’t lie, he is better than you. Much better, in fact. Now I know why women want to fuck guys like him. I know what it’s like to have a real man inside me. I know what it’s like to cum when a real man fucks me.

    That’s it, use your tongue just like that. That’s right, just massage my clit with your tongue. This is what you’re good at, cucky. This is what you were born to do.

    He was born to fuck. That was obvious from the moment his big cock slid inside me. He effortlessly took control. He didn’t ask me what position I wanted to fuck in. He didn’t ask permission to fuck me. He just did it. He just took what he wanted.

    We need to do this more often, baby. I love thinking about his dick inside me while you’re eating my pussy. I love thinking about the fact that you can taste him, that his juices are still inside me.

    He lasted so much longer than you usually do. I almost forgot what it’s like to fuck someone that can go for more than a few minutes. I forgot what it’s like to try multiple positions in one session. I forgot how much I love that.

    I forgot that doggystyle can be fun, too. I never get much out of it when you fuck me from behind. It was different with him. It felt so good to be taken like that. It felt so good to feel his thickness stretching me out.

    Can you taste him, baby? Can you taste him inside me? Does it turn you on? Does licking your wife’s used pussy make you hard?

    He was so much better than you. He fucked me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. It was hard and passionate. It was fast and beautiful. It was so much better than when you fuck me.

    I don’t know if I’ll be fucking you again, baby. I don’t know if I need to. He’s so much better than you that I can’t imagine I’d actually get anything out of having you inside me.

    Would you be okay with that? Would you be okay with being relegated to eating me out and masturbating? I think you would. Judging by how hard your cock is, I bet you’d loved it. You’d love being denied access to my pussy with anything but your tongue. I think that should be our new rule. No pussy for you. No pussy for the cuckold.

  
    He Who Cums Inside Her

    She's away for the weekend. The woman you love. The woman you worship. The woman you crave every minute of every day is away for the weekend.

    It's not that you're never apart. She's always enjoyed weekend getaways with her girlfriends. Even after everyone started their families your wife and her girlfriends would go away for the occasional weekend and you'd hang out with the other dads to make managing everything a little easier.

    Sometimes you go away for a weekend trip, too. That happens less often, but every once in a while you and a few buddies manage to plan a golf weekend or a fishing trip.

    This weekend isn't like those other weekends, though. She's not away with the girls. She's away with her boyfriend.

    They met online. He lives quite far away, actually. Far enough that she has to fly to him. He's not her boyfriend in the traditional sense. They talk and text a lot, but they don't see each other all that often. Once a month if they're lucky.

    You like it that your wife has a boyfriend. Of course you do. You're the one that suggested it. You didn't even mean to. You'd both had a little too much to drink. She asked you about your fantasies. You confessed that you fantasized about being a cuckold. It took quite some time to actually come to fruition, but now your wife cuckolds you on a regular basis.

    There's no question it's improved your marriage. You're both happier. Much happier, in fact. After all, there's nothing quite like a good sex life to ensure a couple's long term happiness, and introducing cuckolding to your marriage has led to far greater sexual satisfaction for both of you.

    Of course, it's not without its drawbacks. Your wife is a handful of states away with another man. With a boyfriend. With a man she has genuine affection for. She's staying at his house, sleeping in his bed, in his arms. She's further developing her affection for him.

    You spend these weekends filled with angst. You schedule all sorts of activities to keep yourself and the little ones busy, but the angst is always with you. It's always been a part of your cuckolding, though. It's inescapable. That's part of the thrill of it all, though. There's a risk to it. You've involved another man in your sex life, so of course there's risk. With risk comes reward, though.

    Your wife is quite generous when it comes to your cuckolding. She makes sure to document her sexual exploits via pictures, audio recordings, and videos. She does so because it's what you crave, because nothing turns you on more than watching or listening to your wife have sex with another man.

    She was extra generous on this particular weekend trip in that she left you a little gift in the bed. The night before leaving, your wife had phone sex with her boyfriend. She spent nearly half an hour doing it and she wore a pair of simple-but-lovely pink panties the entire time. She used a vibrator to masturbate, holding it against her panties as she claimed three orgasms in half an hour. Those panties were soaked with her wetness by the time it was over.

    Those panties were sitting on your pillow when you got home from work. She left them as a gift so you could hold them under your nose and inhale her scent. More than that, though, she wanted you to be able to inhale her desire for her boyfriend, as it was thoughts of him that propelled her to a trio of orgasms the night before.

    You tucked the panties into your nightstand so you could return to them when everyone was in bed.

    Your wife has already sent a few pictures, including one of her and her boyfriend kissing when he picked her up at the airport and another of them holding hands in the car while driving back to his place and another of his hand under her dress in the car.

    She sent a video, too, but you haven't had a chance to watch it yet, not with so many people around. Now you're alone, though. The little ones are in bed. You've locked up the house. You're heading to the bedroom.

    You step in, shut the door, the lock it. You check it to make sure it's secure. You toss your phone onto the bed and strip to your underwear and a t-shirt. You pull the comforter back and crawl into bed.

    You take a deep breath. You can feel the angst, but this is the part that feels so exciting. This is the part where you get to indulge in your desires.

    You open your messages with your wife. You see that she's now sent a handful of videos and an audio file. You scroll all the way up to the video of her in the car.

    You tap the screen and the video plays. It's of the back of your wife's head. You pause the video and put in your ear buds. You play it again. You hear the car's engine. More importantly, though, you hear the sound of a blowjob as your wife's head moves up and down in her boyfriend's lap. She's sucking his dick on the ride back to his place.

    It's not the first time she's given him road head. In fact, as far as you know she does it almost every time she sees him. It turns out that going a month without seeing him leaves her rather pent up with desire and the hour long drive back to his house is too long to wait.

    The video is just a handful of seconds long and all you see throughout is the back of her head, but it arouses you immensely. You love that she's so hot for him, that she literally can't wait to have him in her mouth, to pleasure him. You watch it a dozen times while masturbating. You stroke slowly to ensure that you don't cum too quickly.

    You scroll down to the next video. It's of your wife and her boyfriend on his couch. She's in her dress. They're making out. He's got a hand up her dress. She's got the camera in one hand and with the other she's rubbing his dick through his jeans. You're not sure if she sucked him off in the car and this is the start of round two or if it's a continuation of the fun in the car. It doesn't matter, though. It's incredibly hot. Your wife is connected to him. She's passionate about him. She craves him. She can't keep her hands off of him and she kisses him with such depth that it thrills you beyond words to be able to see it.

    Sometimes the angst overwhelms you when you watch her fool around with him. Sometimes the passion seems too real and you're temporarily overwhelmed with a sense of worry that you've ruined your marriage by urging your wife to have a relationship with another man.

    Now is one of those times, so you set the phone down and take a deep breath. You remind yourself of what your wife said before you left for work that morning. You hear her telling you that she loves you, that she will never love a man like she loves you, that she wouldn't ever give you up.

    You smile and grab her panties. You hold them to your nose. You smell her desire. You think of how she had you come to the bedroom to listen while she had phone sex with her boyfriend. You weren't allowed to masturbate and you weren't allowed to help her cum, but you were allowed to lie there and listen to her experience the bliss of having orgasm after orgasm while talking about how badly she wanted to have his cock inside her.

    After hanging up with him, your wife rolled towards you, gave you a long, lingering kiss, and stroked your cock a little. You thought she might let you cum, but she just wanted to tease you. She did a wondrous job of it, leaving you hard and dripping with precum before she went to the bathroom to get ready for bed.

    All of that runs through your mind as you inhale her scent in the panties. She loves you. You know she loves you. You love her desperately. It's a good marriage. It's unlike the marriages your friends have - at least as far as you know - but it's a very good marriage.

    You pick up your phone and inhale her scent once more. You scroll down to the next video she sent. You can see that it's a video of them fucking. Your heart begins to pound. There's a reason this weekend has brought about more angst than usual. Your wife and her boyfriend are doing things a little differently from this weekend forward.

    You play the video. She's on her hands and knees in his bed. He's filming it as he fucks her from behind. First the video shows the back of her head. Then she turns and looks right at the camera.

    "Hey, cuck," she says, "I hope you enjoy watching him fuck your wife."

    You love it when she calls you cuck. It excites you every single time, even on video.

    He pans the camera down her back. You see her perfect ass. You see his cock moving in and out of her. Most importantly, you see that he's not wearing a condom.

    You pause the video and your dick throbs as dual waves of arousal and angst move through you. It's the first time she's let another man have unprotected sex with her. After years of cuckolding you, he's the first one she's developed enough of a relationship with - and trust in - to let him have her bareback.

    You're turned on because you're a cuckold and the idea of another man cumming in your wife is hugely arousing. It's a sacred thing. It's something a husband is supposed to have sole domain over with his wife. You're a cuck, though, and your wife has a sexual partner that fucks her better than you, so now he gets to cum inside her.

    The only reason that's the case, though, is that she has feelings for him. She likes him. She trusts him implicitly. They have a real relationship and they've just agreed to take it one step further by having unprotected sex so they can indulge in the truest pleasure.

    You play the video. The sight of his dick moving in and out of her pussy is hypnotic. You love how he emerges soaked in her wetness every time he pulls out. You love how her pussy lips cling to his shaft as he pulls out. You love the sound of her wetness. You love the way her ass jiggles a little every time he thrusts into her. You love absolutely everything about what you're watching.

    The video ends and you look down at your cock. It's harder than usual. It always gets that way when you watch video evidence of your cuckolding, though.

    You scroll to the next video she sent. They're in his bed. They're in missionary. The camera is set up on what is probably his nightstand. The video is longer, too.

    You play it. They're kissing as he fucks her. Their bodies appear to have melded in the most beautiful way, as if they were always meant to be sexual partners.

    Their hands move over each other's bodies as they fuck. Her legs wrap around him and then release. She runs her fingers through his hair and down his back. He kisses her neck. She kisses his. It's a symphony of sexual pleasure and the thing you find most arousing is that your wife is completely and utterly lost in her pursuit of pleasure with him.

    She thought about you when she set up the camera, but you know she wasn't thinking about you while he was inside her and the video was being filmed. She was only thinking about how good it felt to be getting fucked in her boyfriend's bed, to be having unprotected sex in his bed, to be barreling towards the orgasms that would include him cumming inside her for the first time.

    Then, your wife says, "I'm close, baby. I'm close. Please, baby, cum inside me. Cum in my pussy!"

    You release your cock as it surges with pleasure. You very nearly cum. A bit escapes from the tip. You wrap your fingers around your turgid shaft and stroke yourself slowly.

    You take your wife's panties. You inhale them. Then you wrap them around your cock.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" he cries out.

    He grunts and groans while cumming inside your wife for the first time. She cums, too. She cums hard from the look of it. Really, really hard. They both moan, groan, and in her case, scream a little.

    You cum too. You watch another man cum inside your wife and you have an astoundingly pleasurable orgasm into her panties. Your whole body shakes. You go lightheaded. You close your eyes and let the pleasure wash over you as the sounds of your wife's orgasm continue to play in your ears.

    Your body settles into a deeply relaxed state in the aftermath of your orgasm. The video ends and you scroll down.

    "I loved, loved, loved having him cum inside me," she texted after sending the video. "Though I bet that was obvious in the video. I'm so happy I got to do this. I'm so happy you were okay with me having unprotected sex with my boyfriend. I'm so happy I get to keep having unprotected sex with him. I have a feeling he's going to fuck me relentlessly over the next few days and send me home exhausted and very much in need of my cuck's tongue on my sore pussy. I can't wait for that too!"

    Neither can you. Until then, you'll subsist on a steady diet of angst and pleasure fueled by watching videos of another man cumming inside your wife.

    You can feel the angst as you get further from your orgasm, as you remember that you agreed to let your wife's boyfriend be the only man that would cum inside her. He's now taken your place in that way. It's hot, but not after you've cum. After you've cum, it's miserable.

    Sometimes that's the life of a cuck, though, and you wouldn't have it any other way.

  He's Better than You and She Loves It
You might struggle the first time you watch her fuck someone with a bigger cock. You’ve fantasized about it, of course, but it’s an entirely different thing to watch it happen. It’s okay, too. You probably should struggle with it. After all, you’re watching your wife have sex with someone that is inarguably better than you (in bed, at least).Try not to get too caught up in that though. After all, isn’t that what sits at the root of your arousal, too? He’s better than you. His dick is bigger than yours. He uses it better than you ever had. Even if you had a big cock you wouldn’t fuck your wife as well as he does. Even if you both had a thick eight inches of fuck meat between your legs she’d still want to fuck him.
Let that sink in for a second. Your wife wants to fuck him. She doesn’t want to fuck you. She spreads her legs for him. She gets wet for him. She moans for him. She begs him to pound her pussy. She does none of those things for you. She has no interest in fucking you anymore. She doesn’t need you. She needs him.
She wants him. She gets wet for him. She fantasizes about him. She masturbates to the idea of his dick sliding into her pussy. She even gets wet at the idea of him cumming inside her. She doesn’t feel that way about you. Now you’re a cuckold. Now you’ve embraced your place. Now you know where you stand in your marriage. 

    He's Better...So You Must Learn to Serve - Part 1

    "He'll fuck me better than you do."

    That was among the first things your wife said when you discussed making your cuckold fantasy a reality. It made perfect sense, of course. After all, why would she bother fucking someone that was worse than you in bed?

    The idea turned you on. In fact, you got excited the moment those lovely words left her lips. You wanted her to fuck someone better than you. You wanted your wife to have genuinely mind-blowing sex with another man. You wanted her to have such good sex that she couldn't help but go back to him over and over and over again. You loved the idea that she'd come home from her first time with him and tell you that it was the best sex she'd had in years.

    It happened, too. The first time, she met him at a hotel. They'd already been on a few dates that included a bit of foreplay - though nothing too heavy - and on their fourth date they spent the night together in a hotel. She asked you not to come. She said she wanted the first time to be just the two of them. She said she'd give you every little detail the next morning.

    She was true to her word, and she was right that she'd find someone that fucked her better than you do. He was, in her words, an incredible lover. He tended to her needs in every imaginable way, slowly luring her into a state of overwhelming desire with a wealth of foreplay, using his fingers and tongue to excite her body from head to toe, and slowly stretching her tight, married pussy with his big cock - much bigger than yours, as she was careful to point out - before fucking her to the kind of orgasm she hadn't experienced in years.

    She told you all of that the next morning. You got naked with her and crawled into bed. You kissed her. You ran your hands over her beautiful body. She took your cock in her hand and stroked you. Her lips found yours and her tongue slipped into your mouth as she jerked you off.

    "Was it good?" you asked.

    "It was better than I could have hoped for," she replied with a smile. "Much better."

    "Better than me?" you asked.

    "Did he fuck me better than you do? Is that what you're asking, sweetie? Did another man fuck me better than my husband?" she replied softly.

    She stroked you faster and the sounds of a slippery handjob filled the bedroom. Pleasure coursed through your body as you imagined your beautiful wife having sex with another man.

    "Yes, that's what I'm asking," you said.

    She kissed your neck and moaned. It was soft at first, but it got increasingly loud and it became clear she was moaning just like she'd moaned for him. You closed your eyes and imagined being in the hotel room with them. You imagined your wife moaning like that with another man's cock moving in and out of her pussy.

    "Yes," she finally said. "He fucked me better than you. He made me cum harder than you do."

    You groaned and your cock surged in her hand.

    "It was more than that, though," she continued. "He kissed me better than you do. His touch turned me on more than yours does. He fingered me better than you do. He ate my pussy better than you do."

    That was it. That put you over the top. That made you cum. Your wife's handjob got you off as you thought about her spending the night in a hotel room with a man that had proven superior in every measurable way.

    She waited a week before seeing him again. This time they went to his place after a date. He gave her three spectacular - her word - orgasms. She made him cum twice. Again he proved deeply skillful with his fingers, tongue, and cock. He proved himself to be a man that knew his way around a woman's body, and more specifically around your wife's body.

    After the second time - after he proved the first time wasn't just a fluke - your wife couldn't go a week without seeing her bull. She waited three days, but then her desire was just too much. Her need for him was overwhelming, so she went to his place after work. She got on her knees in his living room. She sucked his cock like a woman possessed.

    She wanted him to fuck her, but he insisted on going down on her. He insisted on using his tongue to drive her mad with desire, to leave her trembling for that moment when he slid his cock inside her. He ate her pussy so good that she was begging for him to fuck her, for him to plunge his cock into her slick, needy cunt.

    When she came home that night her face and chest were flushed with desire. Her hair was a mess - it had been a particularly vigorous fucking - and she still had a hazy, delighted smile on her face as she walked in the door.

    "Did you get what you needed?" you asked.

    Your beautiful wife nodded and said, "He's so good, baby. He's just so good. He did incredible things with his tongue tonight. He turned me on. He teased me. He drove me crazy. I actually begged him to fuck me. I sounded so desperate, so needy. It was like he'd turned me into a different woman. I was out of my mind for him."

    You approached. You unbuttoned her blouse. You unzipped her skirt. You stripped your wife naked in the foyer and she smiled the entire time.

    You kissed her neck. Your lips found hers. She offered her tongue and you took it. She moaned while deftly freeing your cock from your pants and stroking you.

    "I want you," you said.

    "Mmm, I know," she replied. "You're hard as a rock."

    "Can I have you?" you asked. "Can I fuck you?"

    She moaned, looked into your eyes, and said, "No."

    Her denial surprised you, as did the arousal that followed. Your dick surged in her hand. Your balls tightened a little. You felt that deeply satisfying tingling between your legs that only your cuckolding had inspired.

    She leaned closer, kissed your neck, and whispered, "I gave him everything tonight...and I'm not going to give you anything."

    You moaned and felt an orgasm quickly approaching. She stroked you faster. She could tell you were close and it seemed that she was happy to push you over the edge.

    "He deserved everything he got. He deserved to get his cock sucked by your beautiful wife. He deserved to play with my tits, to finger my pussy, to taste me, to taste my desire for him. He deserved to fuck me as long and hard as he wanted. He deserved to enjoy my body. He deserved all of it because he's so much better than you at making me feel good," she said.

    "Oh...fuck," you replied.

    "You're lucky I'm even jerking you off," she whispered. "You're lucky I'm willing to even touch your cock after I got to experience his tonight."

    You came hard. You came all over your wife's stomach as she stroked you vigorously. She looked down and watched your cock spill its seed and when she looked up again there was a delighted smile on her face.

    "Did you enjoy that?" she asked.

    You smiled and nodded. You had enjoyed it. You'd enjoyed it immensely, in fact.

    Two nights later your wife was desperate for him again. He wasn't available, though. She was horny enough that she accepted your offer to make her cum with your tongue.

    You led your wife to the bedroom, stripped her naked while kissing and caressing her beautiful body, and then guided her into the bed. You worked your way down her body, kissing and licking every erogenous zone before settling between her legs. You tended to her perfect, slick pussy with your tongue and fingers. You used every technique you knew. You played with her g-spot while licking her clit. You played with her tits as you worked her over.

    At a certain point, it became clear she wasn't enjoying herself anywhere near as much as she used to. "What's wrong?" you asked.

    She looked down at you, smiled, and said, "You're just not as good as he is. You don't turn me on like he does. You don't eat my pussy like he does. That wasn't a problem before, obviously, but now that I've had him, now that he's eaten my pussy and made me feel so good with his tongue, yours just doesn't compare."

    Despite the crushing nature of her revelation, your dick was hard.

    "I wish he was the one between my legs right now," she continued. "I wish he was eating my pussy. If he was, I already would have cum."

    Your dick got harder.

    "What if you just imagined it was him?" you asked. "What if you closed your eyes and fantasized about him, would that make you cum?"

    She smiled. "I don't think so, but I could call him. I think if I could hear his voice, if I could tell him how badly I wanted him, if I could hear him say that he can't wait to fuck me tomorrow, I think that might make me cum while you're eating my pussy."

    "Call him," you said. Of course you did. How could you resist?

    She grabbed her phone and called him. "Hey, baby," she said. "I hope you don't mind, but I'm just really horny and my husband is having a hard time making me cum because I just keep thinking about you."

    You returned to eating her pussy. You slipped your fingers inside her and licked her clit as you look up at your beautiful wife.

    "Yeah, he's eating my pussy right now, but the truth is, he's just not that good at it. He's nowhere near as good as you, and I just keep thinking about you and about the fact that you're not the one between my legs...and I just can't cum," she said.

    She looked down at you, smiled, and put the phone on speaker.

    "You're on speakerphone," she said.

    "I want you to close your eyes for me," her bull replied. "Close your eyes and imagine me between your legs instead of your husband. Imagine me working her pussy with my fingers and working that throbbing little clit of yours with my tongue."

    Your wife closed her eyes and moaned. "It feels so good," she said. "You're so good, baby. You make my pussy feel so good."

    "Are you nice and wet for me?" he asked. "Is that pussy nice and wet for me?"

    She arched her back as you licked her clit. "Yes, I'm soaked for you, baby. I'm so wet for you."

    You were certain you heard him masturbating, and with good reason. He was thinking about your beautiful, vibrant, sexy wife. Of course he was masturbating.

    "Should I make you cum with my tongue?" he asked. "Or do you want my cock?"

    She moaned louder.

    "Do you want me to fuck you? Do you want me to slide my dick into your tight, wet, married pussy and fuck you like you need? Do you want me to fuck you like your husband can't?" he asked.

    You very nearly moaned as your stiff cock pressed into the bed while you worked your wife's pussy with your tongue.

    "Yes, baby, please, fuck me," she said. "Please, fuck my pussy. Fuck my tight little pussy. Pound me."

    "Should I fuck you while your husband's watching?" he asked.

    Her eyes shot open and she looked at you. She studied your face for a few seconds and smiled. "Yes, you should fuck me while he's watching. Show him what it's like when I get fucked by someone that can actually satisfy me. Show him what it looks like when you slide your cock into the pussy that he's failed to satisfy for so many years. Fuck me in front of my husband. Put him in his place."

    "Moan for me, baby," he said. "Moan for me as I fill you. Moan for me as I slide my big dick into your tight, needy little cunt with a long, slow, deep thrust."

    "That feels so good," your wife replied before letting loose a long, low moan while you fingered her pussy and sucked on her clit. "Now fuck me, baby. Fuck me!"

    "Take it for me," he replied while the sound of his masturbation emanated from her phone. "Take my cock, baby. Take it in your tight little pussy. Take it good. Take it deep. Take it and make me cum. Make me cum in that tight pussy of yours."

    "Oh, fuck!" she cried out. "Cum inside me, baby! Cum inside me!"

    As far as you knew they were still using protection. You loved the idea that your wife wanted him to cum inside her, though. You loved that she clearly found it thrilling, and that he clearly wanted to leave his cum inside the beautiful woman you loved more than any other in the world.

    "I'm cumming!" he screamed.

    She soon followed. They came together while you did little more than provide a bit of friction for her clit. You weren't good enough to get her off on your own. You needed his help, and that fact both thrilled and scared you.

    "Thank you," she said to him. "I needed that. I can't wait to see you tomorrow."

    "I'll see you soon," he replied. "And I promise, I'll fuck you so good that for a little while you'll forget your husband even exists."

    From that night on, your wife's bull played a part in each and every one of her orgasms. Usually it was his cock, tongue, or fingers providing the climax - like when he fingered her to an orgasm on the way to a restaurant date - but sometimes, when he wasn't available, you stood in for him while he got her off on the phone.

    She made it clear that he was so much better that you simply couldn't offer her what she needed. That notion never failed to arouse you, and she was always generous with her hand, giving you a wealth of orgasms while describing the many ways her bull had found to satisfy her.

    Eventually, though, you grew unsatisfied. You wanted more. You needed more. It wasn't enough to get handjob or lick her pussy occasionally. You wanted to participate in your wife's pleasure, and she agreed that you deserved that. You were husband, after all.

    That's when you were invited to watch. Despite having fantasized about it over the phone, they hadn't actually let you witness your cuckolding until six months into their relationship.

    It also happened to be the first night that your wife's bull was invited to your home. They went out to dinner beforehand - to a romantic restaurant like any couple would - and returned home a few hours before midnight. They walked into the house like any couple would after a night out, sharing a deep kiss in the foyer and clearly indulging in the desire that had been building between them all night.

    You all shared a drink together - though it mostly involved you watching your wife and her bull flirt, touch each other, and kiss - before retiring to the bedroom.

    "Help me out of my dress," your wife instructed as you entered the room behind them.

    She stared at her bull as you did so and he watched her lithe, naked body - she'd gone to dinner without a bra or panties on - come into view as you worked the tight dress over her hips and down her legs.

    "What do you think?" she asked him.

    "I think I want to spend the night fucking you in the bed you share with your husband," he replied.

    "You should get naked, then," your wife suggested.

    As he worked on stripping, she spun around to face you. She offered a sweet, seductive smile, caressed your face, and said, "You want more, and you deserve more. You're going to get more tonight. You'll get to watch, of course, but you can help, too."

    She traced your lips with her finger and added, "You can use these lips and your tongue to ensure my pussy is soaking wet when he fills me. You can put your tongue inside me when we switch positions. You can taste the sex you'll watch us have. You can use your lips to soothe my sore pussy after he's fucked me."

    "Thank you," you replied.

    She smiled. "Don't thank me yet. There's more. You can place his cock inside me. You can wrap your fingers around his spectacular, thick, perfect shaft and place it in your wife's pussy."

    "Oh, I don't..."

    "Shh," she said softly. "I'm not done yet. Before you place his cock inside me, you can suck on it. You can use your mouth to make sure he's wet and nice and hard for me. You can think of yourself as a fluffer for the man that's proven superior to you in every way that matters, sexually speaking."

    "I can't..."

    She grabbed your cock. "You're hard as a rock. Your cock doesn't lie. You can and you will do exactly as I described. You'll do more, too."

    You shook your head, but she was right about your cock. It was hard as a rock.

    "If his cock falls out of me while we're fucking - sometimes he gets quite vigorous - you can suck it clean of my pussy juices before putting it back inside me. If he's fucking me from behind - which he will be at some point tonight - you can rest your pretty head on my ass, open your mouth, and let him fuck your face a little if he feels like it," she continued.

    Your dick was still hard. It shouldn't have been. It should have been soft, given everything she was describing.

    "When he's done fucking me - when he's finished inside me - you can crawl between my legs and clean my messy pussy," she said. "You can clean another man's cum out of your wife's pussy. You can be a very good boy for me and clean up every drop."

    "But...but I...but I can't..."

    Your wife's bull stepped closer, brushed her hair to one side, and leaned down to kiss her neck. His strong hands moved to her waist and slowly traveled up her body until he'd grasped her breasts. She closed her eyes and you watched him work her tits in a manner that seemed to elicit a steady stream of moans.

    "You don't have to do anything," your wife said as she opened her eyes and looked at you. "But if you want to participate, this is how you do it. This is how you make me feel good. He's better than you at everything, so if you want to participate in my sex life, you need to serve me, you need to serve us in the bedroom. It's okay if you don't want to - you can turn and go to the guest bedroom - but if you do want to participate, it's time for you to get on your knees. You can serve my pussy first - and get me nice and wet - and then you can serve his cock. You can show us that you understand your place in our sex life."

    She took your hand and placed it between her legs. You slipped two fingers into her pussy. She was astoundingly hot and wet as she swallowed your flesh. It made you want her. It made you want what you couldn't have. It made you want anything you could get.

    You sank to your knees. You embraced your fate. You prepared to serve your wife and her bull for the night, and for so many nights in the future.

  
    He's Better...So You Must Learn to Serve - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    "It looks messy, doesn't it?" your wife asked.

    You stared between her legs and nodded. Her bull had left a rather large load inside her and he'd kept on fucking her after cumming. The more he pounded her, the messier her pussy got. You could see his cum in her pubic hair and her labia were covered in it. There was still plenty inside her, too.

    "What do you think you should do right now?" she asked with a smile. "What would a good cuckold do right now? How would he serve his wife and her bull?"

    Your wife's bull was right next to her. He was on his back in your bed with his hands behind his head, a satisfied smile on his face, and a messy, semi-hard cock between his legs.

    You knew the answer to her question. Of course you did. You knew it without having to be asked. There was only one answer. That answer had become perfectly clear over the last month. Your job - your purpose, really - was to serve them in any way they desired. In that moment, as you rested on your knees by the foot of the bed, the answer was to clean them.

    "A good cuckold would clean you. Both of you," you said.

    You'd cleaned them before. Your wife more often than her bull, though you still hadn't done either a wealth of times. Not enough to be fully comfortable with the task. They'd had quite a bit of sex at his place over the past month, and you hadn't yet been invited to his place while they fucked.

    "And what are you going to do?" your wife asked.

    "I'm...I'm going to clean you," you answered, though your voice quivered as you said it. You weren't excited at the idea of taking his cock in your mouth and sucking his cum and her pussy juices off of it. You weren't excited about using your tongue and lips to clean every bit of his cum off her labia and out of her pubic hair and pussy.

    Learning to serve your wife and her bull had been a difficult process for you. What you wanted was to fuck her pussy after he'd been with her. What you wanted was a slow handjob where she described all the dirty details of the things he'd done with her. You were no longer worthy of those pleasures, though, as she'd described it. He was better than you at literally everything, and therefore you were unworthy of almost anything other than serving her and her bull.

    She still rewarded you with the occasional orgasm, though. She wasn't cruel, after all. You'd simply been denied blowjobs and sex. You'd been relegated to getting jerked off once a week by your wife's skilled hand. It was always pleasurable and the orgasms were always rather incredible - waiting a week between each stroke session made it feel so good - but being denied the pleasure of being inside your wife had become painful.

    "I want you to masturbate while you clean his cock," your wife instructed.

    "What? Why?" you asked.

    She smiled and caressed her perky breasts in a manner you found enthralling. "Because, I want you to associate having his dick in your mouth with your pleasure."

    You didn't want that. You didn't want to be the sort of man that found pleasure in giving a blowjob. That's not the kind of man you were. You couldn't do that.

    "You don't have to be scared," she said softly. "In fact, you should be excited about this. You're going to be sucking his cock quite often so you should want it to be thrilling. You should jump at the chance to make it pleasurable for you, and if you masturbate while sucking his dick you'll eventually come to associate having him in your mouth with the most intense pleasure, I promise."

    You couldn't imagine it working...but you worried it would. You worried that your wife would turn you into the sort of man that found pleasure in sucking cock. You worried that you'd become the sort of man that wanted to suck cock, that felt his balls tingle at the idea of having a dick in his mouth. You didn't want to be that man, but you didn't want to disappoint your wife, either.

    "No more waiting," she said. "If you delay any further, I'll have to punish you."

    You crawled into the bed. You'd been punished a handful of times over the past month. One such punishment involved going a week without even a hint of affection from your wife. She'd refused to let you see her naked or in her underwear too, acting like you were little more than her roommate while giving her bull access to her body each and every day. She'd even fucked him in your bed a handful of times, banishing you to the hallway to listen and refusing to let you in afterwards to clean. Instead, you served by hand washing her dirty, cum-stained panties afterwards.

    She'd also spanked you once. That had been far more humiliating - and painful - than a week being treated as little more than her roommate. You had no interest in either of those punishments being handed out again, though, so you crawled into the bed and between her bull's legs.

    "Now take your cock in your hand," she said. "Wrap your fingers around it and stroke yourself slowly as you suck his dick clean."

    You took your cock - which was still hard from watching them fuck - and masturbated slowly. It was undeniably pleasurable. You'd gone nearly a week without an orgasm at that point and any touch would have felt spectacularly good. You approached her bull's semi-stiff and considerably messy cock as you masturbated. The smell of sex - and the mildly unpleasant smell of cum - filled your nose along with a musky scent from his balls.

    "Serve him," your wife said. "Show us both that you deserve to watch, that you deserve any pleasure."

    You took the head of his cock in your mouth. You felt the sense of revulsion that happened every single time you sucked him. You also felt pleasure. The pleasure of masturbation. You stroked yourself while sucking another man's cock and you felt good. Your dick was stiff. You stroked yourself a little faster as you sucked him clean. It felt better. Your dick throbbed. The head felt incredibly sensitive and every little touch made your balls tingle.

    "He's moaning," your wife noted.

    "I know," her bull replied.

    She was right. You were moaning. You hadn't even noticed, but you were moaning. You were sucking his dick and moaning because you felt good. Sucking cock didn't feel good, but masturbating while you did it felt good.

    "You were right," her bull said. "It won't be long before you've turned him into the kind of cuckold that loves to suck cock. A few weeks, maybe a month, and he'll probably beg to get on his knees and give me head. He'll beg to crawl between my legs and suck me clean. He'll beg for the chance to feel that pleasure."

    Your wife looked down at you and unleashed a smile unlike any you'd ever seen from her. It was as if it was imbued with a sense of power, of deviant energy, as if she found genuine delight in watching her husband transform in real time into the kind of man she wanted you to be.

    "I know it seems impossible," she said as she watched you suck her bull's cock, "but he's right. It won't be long before you're an eager cocksucker. It won't be long before your dick starts to get hard at the idea of having him in your mouth. It won't be long before you don't need to masturbate to feel pleasure as you suck dick. A month or two from now, you'll take him in that eager mouth of yours and your cock will get hard without any stroking on your part."

    You felt a certain kind of stress at the suggestion, so you countered it with more masturbation. You used the precum leaking from the tip of your cock and you stroked faster. You licked your way up and down his shaft, cleaning it and moaning because you were luring yourself ever-closer to an orgasm through masturbation. You were playing right into your wife's hand, and yet your desire to avoid the pain of humiliation meant you couldn't stop jerking off, that you had to keep adding more and more pleasure.

    "I think he's clean," she said with a smile. "And I think your dick is hard as a rock. I think you're going to round into a fantastic cocksucker for me."

    You moaned. You felt ashamed the moment it happened, but you moaned for some reason. Your dick throbbed. You were on the verge of an orgasm as you backed away from his cock and stared between your wife's legs.

    "No cumming without permission," she warned you. "I want you turned on, but you better not cum. The punishment will be severe, I promise."

    You released your cock and moved between her legs. She parted her thighs a little wider and smiled.

    "Clean my pussy," she said. "Clean his cum out of me like it turns you on to do so. Stroke your way to bliss, cuckold. Bathe your tongue in the taste of my bull's load and convince yourself that you love it, that nothing turns you on more than licking a better man's hot cum out of the pussy that used to belong to you."

    You plunged your tongue inside her. You did your duty and cleaned her messy pussy. You cleaned his thick, salty, creamy load out of her. You licked it off her labia. You licked and sucked it out of her pubic hair. You masturbated as you did so, filling your body with a sense of pleasure while another man's cum danced on your taste buds.

    "Am I clean?" your wife asked after you'd dutifully licked up every drop of his mess.

    "Yes," you answered.

    She smiled. "Good. No more masturbation until I give you permission."

    You resisted your urge to continue masturbating and released your cock.

    Your wife offered another sweet smile and added, "You did such a good job playing with your dick as you cleaned me. You made me so happy."

    Despite the humiliation coursing through you, your wife's praise and the smile that accompanied it brought you joy.

    "Now, you've spent the last month learning to serve us, so what do you think you could do right now that would be serve me and my bull?" she asked.

    You sat back, glanced down at your impressively stiff cock, and then looked at both your wife and her bull. Her nipples were hard, her chest was flushed red with desire, and her pussy looked completely soaked with your saliva, his cum, and the juices of her pleasure that still slowly leaked out of her.

    Her bull's cock was still half hard as he turned towards your wife, smiled, and reached out to take one of her breasts in his hand. He played with her perky flesh and gently rolled her nipple between his fingers, eliciting a moan from the woman you loved more than any other in the world. She rolled onto her side and leaned closer so they could share a slow, beautiful, lingering kiss with just a hint of tongue.

    Then, as he continued to play with her breasts, your wife turned, looked down at you, and asked, "Do you have an answer?"

    You nodded. The answer seemed clear, though you weren't sure if it was because it was the right answer or because you wanted to masturbate again.

    "I...I could fluff him...I could suck his cock for you, until he's hard again, until he's ready to fuck you again," you said.

    "What a good answer," your wife replied. "Go ahead, then. Suck his cock for me. Fluff my bull. And go ahead and masturbate while you do it, cuckold. Play with your dick while you fluff a far superior man for your wife. No cumming, though."

    You crawled between his legs, took him in your mouth, and masturbated as you fluffed him. Pleasure filled your body as you sucked another man's cock. There was revulsion, too, but it had already started to fade. You couldn't help but feel troubled by that, but you ignored it. You pushed it aside in favor of feeling more of the intense pleasure you were already experiencing. That pleasure was all you wanted in that moment. It was all you needed. It was everything.

    "Is my husband being a good cocksucker?" your wife asked, sending a wave of humiliation through your body, humiliation that was quickly counted by the pleasure of masturbation.

    "Yes," her bull replied. "I think this little twist you came up with is going to ensure that he learns to serve a great deal faster. I think he's going to become a lot more useful to you."

    "To us," she said with a smile. "After all, you've become the most important part of my sex life and I want as much of you as I can get."

    Her bull moaned, perhaps because he was thrilled at the idea of fucking your wife even more often and perhaps because you were doing such a good job sucking his dick.

    "Oh yeah?" he asked. "Well, it just so happens that I want more of you. After all, nothing has ever felt quite as good to me as your pussy does."

    She reached between her legs and slipped two fingers into her wet cunt. She moaned and they shared a deeply passionate kiss. You sucked cock the entire time, doing so while you masturbated and filled your body with pleasure, pleasure that you knew was being associated with having his dick in your mouth. You knew it was bad for you, and yet you couldn't resist. You pursued it with such vigor, such verve, such lust.

    "Would you like to suck his balls while I ride him?" your wife asked.

    The first answer that came to mind was 'No.' After all, why would you want to suck a man's balls while that man fucked your wife. A split-second later, though, a question came to mind. "Could I masturbate while I did it?" you asked.

    "Of course," she replied. "You're not allowed to cum, but you're welcome to bathe yourself in the pleasure of stroking that disappointing dick of yours while you suck on his balls."

    You didn't want to do it. You wanted to have the strength to say no, for your wife hadn't told you to do it. She'd simply offered you the chance to suck the balls of the man she was going to fuck. You could have said no. You could have turned her down and simply enjoyed watching them have sex, for you'd always found pleasure in that.

    You craved more pleasure, though. You craved the pleasure of masturbation. You craved the intense sense of desire that coursed through you as you stroked your cock.

    "Yes, I want to suck his balls while you ride him," you said as the humiliation of uttering those words filled you.

    She smiled, straddled her bull, and looked over her shoulder to say, "Put his cock in my pussy and then you can get to work sucking on his big, beautiful balls. Help him build up a nice big load that he can unleash inside me, a nice big load that you can clean out of me while you keep on masturbating like a good cuckold."

    You wrapped your fingers around his cock and guided him into her pussy. Her moans filled the bedroom as she sat down on him. You stared for a few moments and then crawled a little closer, dropped your head down, and took his balls into your mouth.

    You took your dick in your hand. You felt the slippery precum coating the shaft. You moaned at the instant sense of pleasure that ripped through your body as you slowly masturbated. You were so turned on that you didn't feel the revulsion you thought you would. You were sucking on another man's balls and you felt only desire, lust, and pleasure.

    The sounds of sex filled your ears as your wife lifted her pussy off his cock and dropped it down over and over again. The wetness of her cunt taking the thickness of his cock and their mutual moans penetrated your brain and deepened your arousal as you sank into the joy of being able to stroke your dick. Pleasure was all you felt and that pleasure was so good.

    You lost track of the time. You weren't sure how long your wife rode him, but you kept your mouth on his big balls the entire time. You licked. You sucked. You worshiped them. You did so right until your wife and her bull came and came hard. Their screams of pleasure filled your bedroom while your dick remained stiff in your hand. You sucked right up until she pulled off his dick and rolled onto her back.

    You didn't ask for permission to clean him. You just did it. You sucked his big dick clean of her pussy juices and his cum and you kept on masturbating. You couldn't stop. You couldn't resist the pleasure of it. You had to keep stroking, to keep pursuing your desire.

    "You can cum," she said. "As long as you do it with his dick in your mouth. As long as you cum like an eager cocksucker should."

    You knew you should have turned her down. You knew it. You couldn't help yourself, though. You just couldn't. The allure of an orgasm was too strong. You stroked faster as your mouth moved up and down his shaft. You sucked cock and you masturbated your way to a climax.

    You came. You came so fucking hard. You came so hard with his dick in your mouth. You had an orgasm with another man's cock between your lips and as you did so your wife smiled with delight.

    "That's it," she said. "Cum with his cock in your mouth. Cum as you serve him. Associate your pleasure with service, cuckold. Associate your pleasure with being a cocksucker, with serving the superior man I've invited into our bed."

    You had no choice. His dick was in your mouth and you were cumming. The association was already burned into your brain. There was no stopping it.

    You'd feel bad about if afterwards. Of course you would. Your post-orgasmic clarity would come with a healthy dose of humiliation. The association was there, though. Your wife had begun training you to be a genuinely eager cocksucker, to find it arousing to have his dick in your mouth. She'd begun it and she wasn't going to stop until you were a full-fledged cocksucking cuckold that wanted nothing more than to serve her and her bull.

    You wanted to have the strength to resist her, but you'd fail. Of course you'd fail. The allure of pleasure - of the pleasure of your cuckolding - was too much to resist. You'd fail. She'd train you to be whatever she wanted you to be and there was nothing you could do about it.

  
    He's Breeding Your Wife

    You made the decision together. She was going to go off the pill. She was going to offer her bull her unprotected pussy. If she got pregnant, you were going to welcome a new member to your family. You were both thrilled with the decision.

    Now it’s happening. Now he’s cumming in her unprotected pussy. The birth control has long since ceased being effective. There’s nothing to stop his seed from reaching her eggs and getting her pregnant. There’s nothing stopping another man’s baby from taking hold in your wife’s womb.

    The sex was beautiful. It was erotic beyond belief. It was lovemaking, really. It was the kind of sex where both partners were hoping a pregnancy would result.

    You could see it in the way your wife kissed him. You could hear it in the quality of her moans. You knew it was different for her. You knew she wanted him to give her a baby.

    It was different for you, too. You found it so much more arousing to watch. Knowing that they both wanted her to get pregnant with his baby was astoundingly sexy and it left you with a thick, throbbing, damn near painful erection.

    When she said, “Cum inside me,” to him, you nearly came. Her voice was soft and sweet. She was expressing not only her desire to have him cum inside her, but her desire to get pregnant. She was making it perfectly clear that she wanted his baby growing in her womb.

    You watched his cock pulse as he injected his seed into her unprotected pussy. You listened as a deeply satisfied moan left your wife’s lips. You listened to her pure, beautiful joy at having his seed swimming towards her egg. You knew she wanted him to knock her up.

    You knew it wouldn’t be the first time your wife took his load in her unprotected pussy. You knew they’d be having sex a great deal more often. Based on the first time, you knew she wouldn’t stop until she was carrying his baby.

    The next time she was even more excited. “Isn’t it beautiful?” she asked as he pumped his load into her unprotected pussy once again. “Don’t you love that he’s going to get me pregnant?” she asked.

    You nodded as you stroked your cock. Part of you knew it was insane, but you couldn’t help it. You wanted him to get your wife pregnant. You did. You were desperate for it. You craved it. You needed it.

    “Thank him,” your wife said after the third time he came in her unprotected pussy. “Thank him for getting me pregnant.”

    “Thank you,” you said to her bull. “Thank you for giving my wife your seed. Thank you for getting her pregnant.”

    He smiled. “My pleasure,” her bull said.

    She wasn’t going to stop until she was knocked up. You were going to enjoy the journey.

  He's Cumming in Your Wife, Cuckold
She gave you the privilege of watching. She invited you into the bedroom to watch his cock slide into her pussy, to listen to her moans of pleasure, to see another man make your wife cum. You watched him bring her to a thunderous, mind-blowing climax. Then you watched it happen again. You’ve never been more certain that you’re simply not man enough to make your wife cum. You’ve never been more certain of your place as her cuckold.She wanted to give you a delicious prize for being such a good cuckold, which is why she fucked him bareback. The condoms stayed in the nightstand and she enjoyed deliriously arousing unprotected sex with another man in your bed. He thrust deeply into your wife and filled her womb with his seed. His balls tightened and his shaft throbbed as shot after shot of cum sprayed her insides.
He pulled out and a stream of thick white cum followed. You met your wife’s gaze and she beckoned you between her legs. “Clean me,” was all she said. You crawled into the bed and towards her pink cunt. Finally you felt like you had found your place in your marriage. You ate another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy. You cleaned a creampie. Your marriage will never be the same.
He's Going to Bend Her Over
The foreplay has been arousing, hasn’t it, cuckold? Watching them kiss and caress each other has you throbbing. Watching him slip a hand in her panties and play with her pussy makes you want to masturbate. Watching her stroke his dick through his briefs to get him hard for her drives you crazy with lust. Now he’s going to bend her over and fuck her.Picture it. See her get on her hands and knees. Imagine her looking into your eyes as he pulls aside her panties and slips two fingers into her pussy. She moans while she’s looking right at you. She bites her lower lip as her eyes close. Look at how much she’s enjoying the way he plays with her cunt. Look at how turned on she is, cuckold.
The moment is almost here. Her pussy is wet. His cock is hard. She’s on her hands and knees, waiting to be fucked doggy style while you watch. Then it happens. He pushes inside her. He sinks his big cock into your wife’s pussy. She cries out in pleasure. It’s so much bigger than she thought it would be. It’s so much bigger than yours. It feels so fucking good. It’s exactly what she needs. Your wife is getting fucked and you’re watching.

    He's Going to Cum in Your Wife. You're Going to Clean It Up.

    You watch. You see his big cock slide in and out of your wife’s wet pussy. You listen. You hear the sounds of sex and her moans of pure bliss. You’re there in the hotel room as another man fucks your wife. It’s not the first time you’ve witnessed such pleasures. You’re a seasoned cuckold by now, but it’s the first time she’s had bareback sex with her bull. It’s the first time his cock has entered her perfect pussy without a barrier of latex between them.

    It’s also the first time you’re going to clean up a creampie. When he’s done, after he’s emptied his big balls into your wife’s cunt you’re going to crawl between her legs and lick up every salty drop as it leaks out of her. You’re going to eat another man’s cum out of your wife, cuckold, and you’re going to do it voluntarily. You’re going to do it gleefully. You’re going to be a good cum cleaning cuckold.

    The truth is, you’ve always fantasized about it. You just never had the courage to tell her about it, and with good reason. Some women, even those that cuckold their husbands, find the idea of creampie cleanup disgusting. Not your wife though. She loves it. She’s just as excited about your first time cleaning her as you are. The very idea of you between her legs, licking her bull’s hot cum out of her pussy is enough to get her wet.

    She was the one that coaxed the fantasy out of you. It was date night for your wife and her bull. You were helping her prepare. You were on your knees worshiping her freshly shaved pussy, getting it nice and wet for the man that would fuck her later that evening. She felt blissful with her loyal, loving cuckold husband going down on her and her bull soon to be inside her. She pulled your head out from between her legs and asked if you had any other fantasies.

    It was the hesitation that gave you away. If you had simply said no she would have let you get right back to licking her pussy. But you hesitated. Your eyes darted to the floor. You gave it away. That’s when she pulled you to the bed, yanked off your pants, and used the time-honored tradition of driving you crazy with lust to pull the truth out of you.

    “I want to know,” she whispered between nibbles on your ear lobe. “I want to know your dirty little fantasy. I want to know what could be so naughty that my cuckold husband would be embarrassed to share with me.” She continued to expertly stroke your cock. She’d long since mastered the art of turning you on without pleasuring you enough to make you cum. She played you like a fiddle.

    How were you supposed to resist? You tried your best, knowing that if she thought it was a disgusting notion your whole cuckolding adventure might come to an end. Eventually you cracked.

    She stopped stroking as your revelation set in, though her grip around your erection was still tight. Finally she spoke, saying “I think I like that idea. In fact, I think I love the idea of you cleaning his cum out of me. How deliciously naughty of you, honey. In fact, I like it so much I want you to go down on me right now.”

    Her bull didn’t need to be convinced to cum inside her. No man ever does. He was more than happy to fuck your wife bareback and fill her perfect pussy with a thick load of cum, especially if you were going to clean it out of her.

    Now, two months after sharing your fantasy you’re about to live it. You’re about to become a creampie cleaning cuckold. You’re about to watch him spill his seed into her willing, waiting, soaking wet pussy. Your heart is pounding. Your cock is hard. You’ve been forbidden from masturbating until you’re done with your clean up duty, so you’re keeping your hands off it. You’re watching and waiting like a good cuckold.

    As your wife experiences yet another orgasms courtesy of her bull’s big cock he announces he’s on the verge of climax. In just a few moments his cum will fill her. Another man’s cum will be inside your beautiful wife, and it will be yours to eat when she’s ready to have you.

    He buries his cock inside her and you see his balls tighten and release as each shot of cum fills her. Over and over he squirts, and you remember your wife gleefully telling you how massive his loads are. You’re going to clean quite the massive load for your first time.

    After he pulls out and departs for the bathroom your beautiful wife looks at you with a naughty smile on her face. “Come here, cuckold,” she says, beckoning you between her legs. “Clean me up.” Those are the words you’ve been fantasizing about for years. She’s just invited you to clean up her cum-filled pussy. She’s invited you to fully embrace being a cuckold and eat another man’s semen out of her.

    You don’t hesitate. You confidently move between her legs until you’re inches from his cum. Some of it is already dripping out of her. It looks thick and creamy and you can’t help but extend your tongue. Most men would recoil if they were that close to strange cum, but you’re not like most men. You’re a proud cuckold and there’s nothing you’d rather be doing right now.

    “Clean me up, cuckold,” your wife says as she runs her delicate fingers through your hair. She applies gentle pressure to the back of your head, pulling you closer until you can taste his cum on your extended tongue.

    It’s thick and slippery as you lick it up. You cradle the first dollop of his cum in your tongue and savor the saltiness. There’s just a hint of sweetness too, like those times you tasted your own precum. You look at your wife and she says, “Swallow it for me, cuckold. Swallow his cum like a good boy.” Your cock throbs as you do what she says and swallow another man’s cum for the first time. It coats the back of your mouth and your throat on the way down. Now your whole mouth is filled with the taste of his cum.

    “Good boy,” your wife says as she continues to rub your hair. Her touch is soothing and sensual and serves as a reminder of just how much she loves you. After the nerves of the first taste have cleared you dive into cleaning the cum out of her pussy. You lick around her slit, suck everything you can off her labia, and push your tongue as deep into her pussy as you can manage. Every touch brings the yummy taste of cum to your tongue and it makes you dick delightfully stiff to be such a naughty cum-loving husband.

    When you look up at your wife again you can feel the messy wetness of his cum and her juices all over your face. She smiles as brightly as she ever has and says, “Look at you. You’re a mess. Come here.”

  
    He's Going to Finish Inside Me

    Tonight, you’re going to watch. You’re going to watch as I welcome a bigger, better man to our bed. You’re going to watch as I offer him my mouth to get him hard. You’re going to watch as I suck him and make him moan. You’re going to watch as I spread my legs and take him inside me bareback.

    You’re going to listen to me moan as he fills me. You’re going to watch as he slides in and out of your wife. You’re going to see him bring me to multiple orgasms, just like a real man should. You’re going to see just how big he is and how I stretch out around him.

    You’re going to see him cum inside me. You’re going to see his shaft pulse as he unleashes his seed in my pussy. You’re going to hear me tell him I want it. “Cum inside me,” I’m going to say as I wrap my legs around him. I want his essence inside me, honey. I need it.

    Once he’s done, you’re going to take your place between my legs. You’re going to do as a good, loyal cuckold husband should. You’re going to clean him out of me. You’re going to lick up every delicious drop. You’re going to swallow his seed like a good boy. You’re going to make me cum one more time by licking my clit as you clean him out of me.

  
    He's Going to Fuck Her and You're Going to Clean Up

    Your breathtakingly beautiful wife turns to her bull and smiles. She spreads her legs and her skirt rides up around her waist. He steps closer and they kiss as she unzips his pants and pulls out his cock. This isn’t slow and sensual sex. This is a quick fuck. This is a woman getting what she needs.

    He pulls aside your wife’s panties and she guides the head of his cock to her soaking wet pussy. She’s married to you, after all, which means she doesn’t usually get the kind of sex she needs. Usually she gets a tepid, short-lived fuck that ends with your load inside her and her orgasm far from being achieved.

    “Fuck me,” she says.

    He knows he’s fucking her because you can’t satisfy her. He likes that. He likes that your beautiful wife comes to him for sexual satisfaction. He likes that he’s better than the man she married.

    He buries his cock inside her as they kiss. She wraps her legs around him and he pounds her pussy on the dresser. He fucks her hard and fast and all the while you’re sitting there watching. You’re watching your wife cuckold you and you’re doing it with a throbbing erection.

    She cums first. She pulls him close and screams as he continues to fuck her. She tells him to cum inside her. She tells him to give her his load. She tells him to cum in another man’s wife.

    He cums. He fills her. He spills his load inside her. His legs tremble as he unloads in your wife. Her pussy just gave him the kind of orgasm you crave and are so rarely allowed to have anymore. He pulls out. Some of his cum drips onto the floor.

    “Get over here,” she says. “Clean up his mess. Now.”

    You rush over. You get on your knees. You lick his cum off the floor. You move between her legs. You lick up his load. You lick it all up like a good cuckold.

  
    He's Going to Fuck You...And It's Going to Hurt

    You open your mouth and she places the ball gag between your lips. You bite down as she moves behind you and fastens the strap. It’s a little too tight, but all you can do is moan around the gag in your mouth.

    “Shhh,” she says as her hands move down your back. “Save that for later. Save that for when he’s fucking you. Save that for when you feel the pain of your ass being taken by my bull’s big cock.”

    She grabs your ass and you can’t help but tense up. You agreed to this, but you’re still nervous. You’ve never been fucked. You’ve never considered being fucked. You know it’s going to hurt. You know it’s going to feel humiliating. You’re going to do it, though. You’re going to do it because you want to make her happy.

    “Get on your hands and knees,” she orders.

    You move to your hands and knees and your wife picks up the bottle of lube and the butt plug from the nightstand. She coats your ass in the slippery liquid and does the same for the toy. She presses it against your asshole and slowly works it inside you.

    “Just relax,” she says. “Take deep breaths and relax. I had trouble the first time he fucked my ass too. It hurt like hell. I took it because I wanted to make him happy, just like you’re going to take it because you want to make me happy. You’re going to take it because you’re a good boy for your wife.”

    The toy slips past your anus and comes to rest inside you. It’s a little uncomfortable, but she used plenty of lube and took her time. She squirts more lube into her hand and her fingers find their way to your cock. She strokes you until you’re stiff with desire. She plays with your balls too, soaking them in the slippery liquid.

    “I promise you’re going to enjoy this,” she says. “Physically, you’ll feel pain, but mentally, you’ll feel free. You’ll feel the joy of submission. You’ll feel the wonder of offering yourself to a man that deserves to have your ass. You’ll feel the wonder of offering yourself to me. You’ll feel the bliss of submission.”

    It’s starting to soak in. You’re going to get fucked in the ass. You’re going to take a man’s cock in your ass.

    “By the time he cums inside you, you’ll be begging for in your head. You’ll be desperate to feel him push every inch of his perfect cock in your ass before he paints your rectum with his seed,” she explains.

    Her fingers feel so good on your cock. Her words are spoken in such an erotic tone that you can’t help but get turned on. You can’t help but want what’s about to unfold tonight, even though you know it’s going to hurt. You can’t help but crave it. Soon enough, you’ll have another man’s cock in your ass. Soon enough, he’ll fill you with his cum just like he fills your wife. Soon enough, you’ll both be his sluts.

  
    He's Going to Take Her from Behind

    Wouldn’t it be fun to watch someone else fuck your wife from behind? Wouldn’t it be incredible to see her bent over like that?

    Imagine him taking off his pants and stroking his cock as he plays with her pussy from behind. Imagine her telling him how badly she needs his cock inside her. Imagine her looking at you, smiling, and telling her bull that your cock can’t satisfy her, that she needs someone better to fuck her.

    Imagine him stepping closer and rubbing the head of his cock over her pussy. He doesn’t slide it in, though. He teases her with it. He wants your wife to get a taste of what he’s going to give her, but he wants to deny her a little. He wants her to beg for it. Would it turn you on if she did? Would you enjoy hearing your wife beg for another man’s cock?

    Imagine her begging him. Imagine her turning back and begging like a slut. He’d slide into her once she did. He’d fill her. He’d take her. She wants to be taken. She wants to be taken by a real man, not by her cuckold husband. She wants someone with a big dick to fill her from behind. She wants him to spank her ass and grab her hips and fuck her with the kind of dominant power you can’t muster.

    Her pussy is his to fill, of course. He’ll do it, too. He’ll take his time, but eventually he’ll pump her full of his cum. When he pulls out, you’ll take his place. You’ll be on your knees, though. You’ll press your lips against her labia and you’ll push your tongue inside her. You’ll drink his cum from her pussy. You’ll embrace your place. You’ll show your wife that you know exactly what you are and what a cuckold’s good for. Of course you will.

  He's Inside Me, Cuckold
This is the moment that will change your marriage forever. It’s been years, perhaps decades, since your wife has felt someone else’s cock in her pussy. It’s been long enough that she barely remembers what it’s like. That all changes today, in this moment, when she sits on his erection and lets it fill her.At first she’ll moan. She might close her eyes. She might lean in and kiss her lover. She’ll take a moment to get used to his thickness. She’ll need it. She’s immensely aroused and soaking wet, but she’ll need time to stretch around him. She’ll look at you and say, “He’s inside me, cuckold, and his big cock feels so much better than yours.” She’ll smile at you and then turn all her attention to him.
She might not look back if it’s her first time with him. She’ll be so enamored with having someone new, bigger, and better inside her that she’ll be unable to look away from him. She’ll kiss him passionately. She’ll ride his cock lustily. She’ll cum on it, perhaps multiple times.
If he’s good, this experience might very well change your marriage forever. It’s not just the big cock. It’s the rush of hormones that will flood her brain after she cums with someone new. That’s something you can’t give her. That’s something he can provide her. That’s something she’ll want. Let her have it, cuckold. She’s giving you what you want, so let her have what she wants.

    He's Just a Coworker. She'd Never Cheat on You.

    “It seems like you’re boyfriend’s a little clingy,” Aaron, your girlfriend’s coworker, says as she gets in his car and waves at you through the windshield.

    “Not really,” she replies. “He just thinks it’s a little weird that this is the fourth day in a row that you’re giving me a ride to work.”

    Aaron puts the car in reverse, smiles at your girlfriend, and backs out of the driveway. “He’s got nothing to worry about, right?” he asks with that smile still plastered on his face. Aaron puts the car in drive, waves to you, and punches the gas.

    Your girlfriend unbuckles her seat belt, reaches across the center console, and unzips his pants. “I think we both know he has a lot to worry about,” she says. “He’s actually more observant than I thought he’d be. He definitely suspects that you’re fucking me.”

    “Should we stop?” Aaron asks.

    “Fuck no,” your girlfriend replies. “I’m not giving up this dick.” She’s talking about the dick in her hand. The dick that’s rock hard, long, thick, and ready to give her what she needs.

    “Good,” Aaron says. “Because it would be painful to work with you and not be able to fuck you.”

    He lifts a hand from the steering while, moves it to the back of her head, and guides her mouth between his legs. Your girlfriend moans as her lips surround the stiff cock that’s already been inside her three times that week and will soon fuck her a fourth time.

    “God damn,” Aaron says. “You suck dick like no one I have ever experienced.”

    Your girlfriend moans again. She takes more of his big cock into her mouth. She likes that he enjoys her mouth so much. She likes that he was half hard by the time she pulled his cock out of his pants. She likes that he wants her so badly that they routinely sneak into the bathroom at work for a mid-shift fuck.

    “Deepthroat me, baby,” he says.

    Your girlfriend deepthroats him. He applies pressure to the back of her head. She lets him. He likes being in control and she likes letting him take control.

    He pulls his hand from the back of her head and your girlfriend’s head pops up. She gasps for air, but her pussy is soaked. She likes the way his cock fills her throat. It makes her think about how he’s going to stretch her out when he fucks her.

    “The usual spot?” he asks.

    “Yes,” your girlfriend replies. “And hurry up.”

    She returns to his cock and Aaron hits the gas. He drives to the commuter parking lot they’ve been fucking in every day this week. He pulls into a space between two SUVs, turns the car off, and leans his seat back.

    Your girlfriend deepthroats his cock again, holds it in her throat for a few seconds, and then pulls her mouth off it and hurriedly strips off the ugly navy blue slacks her retail job makes her wear. She straddles Aaron, pulls her panties aside, and takes his cock inside her.

    His hands move under her shirt and he plays with her tits as she bounces on his cock. Her moans quickly fill the car.

    “Fuck, Aaron, your cock feels so fucking good inside me,” she says.

    “Ride me, baby,” he says. “Ride my cock. Ride it as hard as you want. Ride it and cum all over it.”

    Your girlfriend smiles. You’re not really into dirty talk and she loves that Aaron is. She loves that his hands are so active when they fuck. She loves that he’s so into her. Most of all, she loves that she’s cheating on you. She knows it’s wrong but she can’t help it. Even thinking about fucking Aaron behind your back makes her wet. Every time she does it she cums so hard.

    They can’t be late for work again, so they’re both fucking with furious energy. They pursue their orgasms in lock step. Your girlfriend bounces and grinds on his cock, giving her clit the pleasure it needs to achieve the sort of thunderous climax her body craves.

    “Fuck, I’m close,” Aaron says.

    That’s the moment your girlfriend loves most of all, because she gets to say, “Cum inside me.” Every time she utters those three words to the man she’s cheating on you with, it’s enough to put her over the top. The thrill of infidelity floods her body with arousal and she cums so hard.

    Aaron grabs her ass and pulls your girlfriend down on his cock. He lifts his hips and unloads in her pussy as she gently grinds her clit into his pelvis. She cums right along with him. They both fill his car with moans as they claim the intense satisfaction that comes with an orgasm achieved via cheating.

    Your girlfriend leans down and they kiss deeply. They indulge in the kind of post-coital warmth and appreciation that comes from a particularly good orgasm.

    For a moment, your girlfriend considers what she’s doing to you. She feels bad about it, but not bad enough to stop. The orgasms are just too good and she knows that fucking behind your back is part of it. She’ll just have to stop having Aaron pick her up every day. She doesn’t want to be too obvious about it, after all.

  
    He's So Much More of a Man

    She's not being cruel. She has a smile on her face after she utters those words because she knows how much it thrills you to hear them. She sees your hand move towards your crotch. She knows that she's enflamed your desire.

    "Does that turn you on?" your wife asks as she moves to the far end of the couch, turns towards you, and spreads her legs. "Do you like hearing that your wife prefers fucking someone who's more of a man than you are?"

    You nod.

    She slips a hand into her panties and you see her fingers moving over her clit. She stares into your eyes, smiles, and then unleashes a low moan. "It's nice to be with a man that can make a decision without asking me if it's okay. It's nice to be with a man that's willing to take charge in the bedroom, not one that needs me to make every little decision about what position we're going to use. Hell, it's nice to be with a man that feels like it's his right to have his cock sucked by the woman he's fucking instead of a man that acts like his wife must find it a horrible inconvenience to blow him."

    "You've said that you don't like going down on me," you reply.

    She laughs. "You're right. I don't. Because I only like sucking a real man's cock. I don't like sucking your cock."

    "Can I..." you begin to ask before cutting yourself off.

    "Were you going to ask if you could masturbate?" she replies. "Is that what you were going to do? Were going to ask permission to pull out your cock and stroke while I tell you how much I enjoy fucking a real man?"

    You nod.

    "Then no," she says. "You can't. Keep your fucking dick in your pants. If you're so weak that you feel the need to ask permission, then I'm not going to give it to you."

    You feel like she's challenging you to do what you want, but you can't help but want to do what she tells you to do, so you keep your cock in your pants.

    "If I was with him, if I was on his couch, his cock would already be in my mouth," she says. "I'd be on my hands and knees next to him. My head would be bobbing up and down in his lap. He'd have my skirt up around my waist and panties around my knees. He'd be fingering my tight, wet cunt while I sucked his cock. He'd have me soaked. He'd tell me my mouth felt so fucking good. He'd tell me he was going to pound me hard, to pound me so hard that I forgot my husband even existed. Then I'd moan around his cock. I'd moan because I was so fucking turned on. I'd moan because I was so desperate for him to do exactly as he said he would do."

    You lean forward and move to crawl between your wife's legs, but she lifts up her foot and holds it in front of your face, blocking your path.

    "Where do you think you're going?" she asks.

    "I want to go down on you," you reply.

    "I'm not sure you deserve to taste my pussy," your wife says with a smile. "I think you should have to earn that pleasure."

    "I'll do anything," you say.

    She laughs. "He really is more of a man than you are. That's okay, though. I can still have plenty of fun with you. Why don't you suck on my big toe while I decide if you're worthy of tasting my pussy."

    You reach up and hold her foot in your hand while wrapping your lips around her big toe. You suck. You run your tongue over it. She moans and masturbates and you hope that she'll grant you permission to take your place between her legs and lick her pussy, for it would bring you such pleasure to make her cum.

    "I wonder what you would look like with a dick in your mouth," she says before laughing at the panic in your eyes. "Don't worry, baby. I'm just talking out loud. I wouldn't make you suck cock for me." She pauses for a moment and then adds, "Or would I?"

    She pushes her toe deeper into your mouth and you take it as an unexpected, kink-fueled kind of arousal washes over you.

    "I'll bet you wouldn't stop me," she says. "I'll bet you'd just do it. That's the kind of man you are. Your wife tells you to suck cock and you get on your knees and do it."

    Her fingers are moving furiously in her panties now. You can hear the wetness of her pussy. You hope she's not serious about making you suck cock, and yet for some reason you're not nearly as scared of it as you probably should be.

    She pulls her toe from your mouth, spreads her legs, and moves her panties aside. "Eat me," she says.

    You crawl between her legs, drop onto your stomach on the couch, and lick her clit. She puts a hand on the back of your head, smiles, and moans.

    "That feels good, baby," she says. "And god damn is it hot to think about you sucking a real man's cock. Why the fuck is that so hot? Why the fuck would I want to see my husband sucking dick for me?"

    You don't answer. There's no answer to that question. You just keep licking her pussy.

    "Would you do it for me?" she asks. "Would you suck dick for me if it's what I really wanted?"

    She wants an answer. You look up at her. You nod.

    She closes her eyes and puts a hand on the back of your head. She pulls you a little closer, smothering your face with her slick pussy. "I knew you would," she said. "I'm going to make you suck dick. Oh, fuck, I'm going to make you suck dick for me. I'm going to make you into my little cocksucker."

    She cums a moment later. Juices leak from her pussy as her moans fill the living room. You have no idea if she's actually going to make you suck dick or if she was just pursuing her orgasm, but you know that you'd do it if she really wanted you to. You can't help but want to make her happy.

  
    He's the Only One that Gets to Cum Inside Her Now

    Most would-be cuckolds don’t think about all the potential side effects of inviting another man into their marriage. All they think about is how hot it would be to watch someone else fuck their wives. They’re right about that, of course. It’s insanely hot. There can be downsides to it, though.

    For instance, what if your wife’s bull decided he didn’t want you cumming inside her anymore? What if he decided that he was the only one that should get to empty his load into her wet, willing pussy? What if she agreed with him? What if you were suddenly banned from being able to cum in your wife?

    Would that be hot? Would it be hot to be right on the edge of slipping inside her and have your wife remind that you that you need to put on a condom? Would it be even hotter if she was the one to put the condom on your cock as she reminded you that you’re no longer worthy of cumming inside her? Would you cum the moment you filled her pussy because you were thinking about that?

    If you want to be a good cuckold, you should thank your wife when she institutes this rule. You should thank her for still being willing to let you inside her at all. She doesn’t need to. She has a better man now. She could permanently banish you from her pussy if she really wanted to. You’re lucky she doesn’t want to do that. Very lucky, in fact.

  
    He's Twice as Big As You

    “Wow, he’s twice your size.” That’s how it began. That was your wife’s reaction to a picture you’d received in response to your personal ad looking for a bull.

    Your wife wasn’t sure about fucking someone else. She was willing to let you put up an ad to see what kinds of responses would come in, but she wouldn’t commit to anything. Then she saw that big cock. She saw how much bigger he was than you. She saw what was possible.

    “Should I message him back?” you asked.

    “Yes,” she answered immediately. The allure of fucking a big cock had brought her around.

    You booked the hotel room. You bought condoms for the evening. You bought lube just in case he was a little too big for her pussy to comfortably accommodate at first.

    Now you’re standing at the foot of the bed with your small dick in hand as your wife takes a ride on his much larger cock. Now you’re witnessing your cuckolding.

    You knew it was going to go well the moment she wrapped her fingers around his dick. They’d been kissing and your wife unzipped his pants and pulled out his growing erection. She moaned into his mouth when she first felt how big it was.

    She couldn’t resist getting on her knees. There was genuine awe on her face as she played with her new toy. “I can’t wait to have you inside me,” she said to him. It was like you weren’t even in the room, which made your cock hard as a rock.

    After a blowjob he climbed into the king size bed and you watched your wife unwrap a condom and roll it down his shaft. It felt like an exceptionally intimate act and once again you were wildly aroused.

    Then she straddled his cock and placed him at the entrance to her pussy. She rubbed the bulbous head of his erection between her pussy lips and sank down on it. Her groan was low and loud. It was unlike anything you’d ever heard from your wife, but she’d never had something so big inside her.

    She took her time, but eventually the full length of her new lover’s cock was inside her. She began to grind back and forth on him, giving her pussy time to get used to his thickness.

    Then your lovely wife started to bounce on his big cock. She bounced wildly as he spanked her ass and groaned beneath her. She bounced until she had a huge orgasm, filling the hotel room with screams loud enough to wake the people on either side of you.

    That was just the beginning, too. One orgasm wasn’t going to be enough with him. She needed more. She needed to savor the joy of having his big cock inside her. Luckily, you got to watch and jerk off through all of it.

  
    Help Her Get Ready on Date Night

    It’s date night, only you’re not the one taking your wife out. That honor goes to her boyfriend. He’ll take her to a nice dinner and then back to his place, where he’ll spend the night fucking her in ways you’ve only dreamed of doing. His big cock and take charge attitude in bed are exactly what she needs to cum.

    Part of your cuckolding ritual is watching her get ready. She calls you into the bedroom as she carefully chooses the lingerie she’s going to wear for him. She wants to look her best for the man that makes her orgasm, after all.

    “Do you think he’ll like this, honey?” she asks you.

    You nod.

    A devilish grin crosses her face before she says, “Do you think it will make him want to fuck me? Do you think it will make his cock hard?”

    You nod again, but that’s not good enough for her, “Say it.”

    “Yes, it will make him want to fuck you,” you answer.

    After putting on her lingerie she invites you to follow her to the bathroom and watch as she does her makeup for her boyfriend. She never wears lipstick for you, but there she is applying a heavy coat to her lips.

    “I like to wear lipstick when I suck his cock, honey,” she says, noticing your jealous stare.

    You haven’t felt her lips around your cock in months and you can’t help but miss it. You know you don’t deserve it though. Only a man that can make your wife cum when he fucks her deserves to feel her mouth on his dick. You’ve never really been able to make her climax during sex. That’s why you’re here cuckold now.

    “Come here, baby,” she says and you move next to her.

    “On your knees,” she commands and like a good boy you drop in front of her.

    Her body looks perfect in the stockings, bra and panties, and garter belt. Your cock is hard because you’ve been denied release all week.

    “I want you to get me nice and wet for him,” she says while pulling her sexy black panties aside and presenting her freshly shaved pussy.

    You worship her, licking her labia and the pink flesh between before venturing to her clit. You’re not to make her cum, though. Your job is to get her nice and wet for her boyfriend’s cock. She wants to be aching for him by the time his erection slides into her pussy. You’re doing your part, cuckold, and you’ll get a tasty treat when she comes home later tonight.

  
    Helping a Friend and Having a Little Naughty Fun

    “I love that you came out with me, Avery, but no one is coming over here because of that fucking ring on your finger,” Kelsey said with an unmistakable look of frustration on her face.

    Avery took a sip of her martini, smiled at her friend, and asked, “How long has it been since you got laid?”

    “Two months, Avery. I’m hot, I’m single, and it’s been two months since I’ve gotten laid. I’ve been on the cold streak to end all cold streaks and I can’t take it anymore. You used to be the perfect wingwoman. We’d lure guys over with ease and bat away the losers and assholes. We’d have our pick of every guy at the bar. Now you’re married and that fucking ring has created a force field around us. Did you have to wear it?” Kelsey said.

    “I don’t think Tom would have appreciated his wife putting on an unquestionably slutty dress and four inch heels – which I did for you, by the way – and taking her ring off to go to a bar. I think he would have thought I was going out with the intention of cheating on him,” Avery explained.

    Kelsey unleashed an exasperated groan, threw back the rest of her martini, and said, “Okay. Yeah. Sure. I get that. But can you take the fucking ring off now? Just put it in your purse. Surely you have some little pocket in there you could slide it into for safekeeping. I swear, it’s such a big diamond that every guy can see it from across the bar.”

    Avery held up her hand and extended her fingers to admire the ring her husband had slid into her finger a little over three years ago. “Are you a little jealous?”

    “Of course I’m jealous!” Kelsey said as she gripped the edge of the table and looked very much like she would have torn off a piece if she possessed the strength. “I’d love to find a guy like Tom to marry. But that’s not the point, is it? I’m here to find a hot guy to fuck. I’d like it if he wasn’t an asshole and would actually see to it that I had a fantastic orgasm. So how about you take off that fucking rock, slide it into your purse, and make sure that any new guys that come into the bar know that we’re both available.”

    Avery pulled out her phone and fired off a quick text to her husband: “Kelsey says my engagement ring is cock blocking her. Would it be okay if I took it off?”

    Tom replied quickly. “Of course. Have a little fun. Nothing crazy, but I know you two used to live it up and there’s nothing wrong with a little flirting.”

    Avery smiled and slipped her phone back into her purse. She held her ring finger aloft and slowly pulled it off as Kelsey watched. Her friend smiled and said, “Thank you.”

    Avery found it hard to believe that her ring was really keeping people away. She always assumed a certain percentage of guys were actually into flirting with married women, that they found the idea of getting a married woman to cheat hugely arousing. When two guys came over to the table just a few minutes after she’d taken off her ring, Avery wondered if her friend might have been right.

    “Hey, ladies,” one of the guys said.

    “Hello,” Kelsey said as she eyed the guys, both of whom were good looking and impeccably dressed. They’d clearly gone out with the intention of making a good impression.

    “I’m Wyatt,” the tall blonde said before gesturing to his dark-haired friend. “This is Nathan. We were hoping we could get you another round of drinks.”

    It was up to Kelsey to choose who she wanted to talk to, so Avery smiled as her friend’s hungry eyes devoured both men. “We’d love that,” Kelsey said.

    The guys gestured to the bartender, who nodded, and just like that they’d ordered another round.

    “May we sit?” Wyatt asked.

    “You may. I’m Kelsey and this is Avery,” Kelsey said as she leaned forward.

    Wyatt pulled out a chair next to hers and Nathan sat down next to Avery. She gave him a flirty smile and leaned forward just like her friend, offering up a view of her cleavage as she played her part as a wingwoman.

    As far as Avery could tell, Kelsey had already picked her man. She looked at Wyatt like he was a finely-cooked steak served up for her pleasure, and he’d managed to avoid any of the groan-inducing pickup lines that so many guys assume are going to work. Plus, he was hot, and Kelsey was just looking for someone to relieve her sexual frustration.

    For that reason, Kelsey didn’t seem to feel any need to engage the group in a conversation. Instead, she pulled her chair closer to Wyatt’s and then leaned in to do that close talking thing that’s so popular between people at bars.

    Wyatt was so busy flirting that Nathan stood up to get their drinks when the bartender placed two martinis and two beers on the counter.

    Avery watched him effortlessly pick up all four drinks at once and deliver them to the table without spilling a drop.

    “You look like you’ve tended bar,” she said.

    Nathan smiled as he sat down and sipped his beer. “For two years during graduate school.”

    “You must have gotten laid all the time,” Avery said.

    Nathan laughed into his beer, spraying some of the foam into the air. A little landed on Avery’s leg and he grabbed a napkin and quickly wiped it up.

    “Sorry about that,” he said.

    “About making a mess or about touching me?” she asked.

    “Both, I guess,” he replied. “Unless the touching wasn’t offensive, in which case it was an absolute delight to touch you.”

    Avery smiled, leaned back, and picked up her drink to take a long sip. “So?” she asked.

    “What?” Nathan replied.

    “Were you the kind of bartender that got laid all the time?” she asked.

    Nathan’s eyes drifted to her cleavage and Avery found herself enjoying his attention more than she expected. She hadn’t actively tried to flirt since she’d gotten married and she felt a kind of freedom she hadn’t before. Since she wasn’t particularly interested in impressing a guy or at all worried what he might think, Avery felt like she could say whatever the hell she wanted in the name of making the conversation interesting.

    “Would it make you think less of me if I was?” he asked.

    “Not at all.”

    Nathan stared at her for a few moments and it looked like he was studying her face to see if she was telling the truth. “I got hit on a lot and yes, sometimes I went home with a girl.”

    “What did it for you?” Avery asked as she lifted her drink to her lips and took a slow sip. “What convinced you to go home with a girl? Did you pick the ones with the biggest tits? Was it the ones that offered to suck your dick?”

    Nathan laughed and leaned back. “I have a type, I guess, but usually it was the girls that seemed a little different. I mean, I know guys are notorious for bad pick up lines, but girls do the same thing, at least in my experience. Walking up to the bar and offering me a blowjob isn’t actually a great way to catch my attention. Trying something a little more creative always got my attention.”

    “I went home with a bartender once,” she said. “In my younger days, of course.”

    “You still look young,” Nathan said.

    Avery smiled and found that she enjoyed the way his eyes roamed over her body a lot more than she thought she would. She’d been with Tom long enough that she’d forgotten how much fun it could be to hold a man’s attention like that.

    “That’s nice of you to say,” she replied.

    “This bartender, did he give you what you were hoping for?” Nathan asked.

    Avery smiled as a memory of that night came back to her. “He certainly did.” She enjoyed the sense of anticipation on Nathan’s face as he waited for her to spill any little detail. Avery couldn’t help it. She wanted to share. She leaned forward and said, “He fucked me on his balcony. A couple watched from the street. That’s not really the kind of thing I do, which is probably why it was so hot.”

    It had been hot. Avery could still remember the power of the orgasm she’d had. The bartender was taking her from behind and she was rubbing her clit and staring down at the couple as they watched. She nearly fell over when she came as her legs couldn’t seem to support her weight anymore.

    “Lucky guy,” Nathan said.

    “Lucky girl,” Avery replied with a smile.

    “Well, well,” Nathan said as he looked at Wyatt.

    Avery’s eyes followed and she saw that Kelsey was locked in a deep kiss with Wyatt. It looked like she was certain to succeed in her quest to end her cold streak.

    She picked up her glass and raised it to offer a silent toast to Kelsey’s success. Some bumped into her from behind, causing a little bit of the drink to spill onto her leg. Nathan grabbed a napkin and leaned closer to wipe up the mess.

    He took his time, moving the napkin in slow circles over as his gaze met hers. Avery felt a sudden rush of guilt as she thought of her husband and how he’d react to another man touching her in a decidedly suggestive manner.

    She told herself it was harmless, that Nathan was simply wiping up the mess someone else had rudely caused. She told herself that Tom had given her permission to be a little flirty, that there was nothing wrong with a little bit of touching.

    “There you go,” Nathan said. “All cleaned up, and most of your drink is still in the glass.”

    “A victory on all fronts, then,” Avery replied as Nathan put the napkin on the table.

    He looked up at her, studied her face for a moment, and returned his hand to her leg. He ran his fingers over her skin and Avery’s body responded with desire. She couldn’t help it. She knew it was more than flirting. She knew that Tom would probably be upset if he’d been there. She didn’t stop Nathan, though.

    Without thinking, Avery parted her legs a few inches. Nathan smiled and his fingers traveled up her thighs as he leaned closer. As his lips approached her heart pounded and she felt a splendid tingling sensation between her legs.

    A moment before Nathan’s lips reached hers, Avery’s phone dinged, pulling her from the brink of a kiss. She leaned back and said, “Sorry, I should check that.”

    Nathan stayed close and watched Avery reach into her purse and check the text. She couldn’t quite think straight as his fingers were still dancing over her thigh.

    The text was from Tom. “How’s it going? Did taking the ring off work?”

    Avery looked over at Kelsey and saw that she was still lost in a heated make out session with Wyatt. She glanced at Nathan and he smiled and asked, “Is that your husband?”

    Avery couldn’t quite find the words to offer a response, so she stared.

    “I saw you take your ring off,” he said. “Sorry if I’ve been too forward. I just figured you were looking to have a little fun.”

    He pulled his fingers from between her legs and Avery’s hand shot down to grab his wrist. She pulled him hand closer, spread her legs a little wider, and placed his fingers against the soft skin of her thigh.

    Nathan flashed a confident smile and let his fingers drift a little closer to what he clearly craved. Avery looked down at her phone and typed out a message: “It worked like a charm. I hope you were being serious about the flirting. I’m doing some major wingwoman work here.”

    Avery sent the text and looked up at Nathan. He leaned in and she couldn’t stop herself from welcoming his kiss. His lips pressed against hers and she reached up to pull him closer as his fingers pressed against her panties. It felt so good, like a wave of pleasure had washed over her from head to toe. She opened her mouth and let Nathan’s tongue dance with hers and another wave of pleasure hit her.

    Her phone dinged and Nathan pulled back as Avery looked at her screen. “I was serious. There’s no harm in having a little fun.”

    Nathan’s fingers found their way to Avery’s clit and he gently massaged it through her panties. She’d kissed another man and now she was letting him play with her pussy. A thin layer of lace was all that stopped him from being inside her, and it was all happening in public, which only seemed to fuel Avery’s desire.

    “Hey,” Kelsey said, interrupting Avery’s lusty revelry. “We’re getting out of here. Will you be okay?”

    Kelsey wasn’t the kind of girl to judge Avery, which is why she wore a look of delight as she spotted Nathan’s hand between Avery’s legs.

    “I’ll be fine,” Avery said. “Enjoy yourself.”

    “I will,” Kelsey replied as she took Wyatt’s hand and headed out of the bar. “And thank you for tonight!”

    Avery put her phone on silent, turned back to Nathan, and pulled his lips to hers for another deeply pleasurable kiss.

    
      

    

    “Hey you,” Avery said as she stepped into the bedroom. Tom was waiting with a giddy smile on his face. She’d texted him that she was on her way home and that she had needs that she was hoping he’d be able to satisfy.

    Tom’s cock was already hard so Avery lifted the bottom of her dress over her hips, and said, “Get naked.”

    Tom yanked off his underwear, tossed them onto the floor, and moved to his back as he stared between his wife’s legs.

    Avery straddled him, took her husband’s cock inside her, and sat down as he closed his eyes, arched his back, and enjoyed the warmth and wetness of her pussy.

    “You’re so wet,” he said.

    Avery leaned down and kissed his neck as she rode her husband as slowly as possible. She wanted to tease him, to draw out his pleasure, to use her pussy to bring him to a state of intense arousal before she allowed him to cum inside her.

    “I know,” she whispered.

    “You should flirt more often,” Tom said.

    Avery kissed him as a little bit of guilt bubbled up. The flirting had unquestionably made her wet, but it was fucking Nathan that had left her pussy soaked. She’d tried to resist, but every time he touched her Avery’s body screamed for him. Every fiber of her being told her to go home with Nathan, to enjoy him for a night, to fuck him and then go back to her husband. She’d listened and she’d gotten three mind-bending orgasms out of it. Now she was going to give Tom a mind-bending orgasm of his own.

    “Yeah?” Avery asked as she rode him a little faster. “You like it when your wife is flirty?”

    “I like it if my wife comes home wanting to fuck me,” Tom replied as he grabbed Avery’s ass.

    She sat up and thought of riding Nathan’s cock. She thought of seeing his body beneath hers and the way his hands moved over her hips and breasts. She thought of how good it felt to surrender to her wildest, naughtiest desires and fuck another man while her husband waited at home.

    “It doesn’t make you jealous?” Avery asked.

    Tom groaned as she moved her hips back and forth over his cock, milking him with her slick pussy.

    “No,” he said between groans. “Is that weird?”

    Avery leaned down and they kissed as she slowed her movements and teased his cock.

    “Not at all,” she said softly. “I like it. I like that I got to have a little bit of fun tonight. I like that I got to flirt. I like that someone else got to touch me a little.”

    “He touched you?” Tom asked.

    Avery rode him faster and her husband groaned as he grabbed her ass.

    “Does that bother you?”

    Tom pushed his cock up inside her and Avery moaned for her husband. His desire felt good.

    “I don’t know,” Tom said. It seemed like he couldn’t quite think straight. Avery couldn’t blame him. She’d gotten lost in her desire earlier that night and she was trying to do the same thing to her husband. “Where did he touch you?”

    Avery sat up and took Tom’s hand in hers. She placed it on her waist and then slowly moved it up her torso as his eyes followed one of the paths that Nathan’s fingers had traveled that night.

    “Does that bother you?” she asked. 

    Tom shook his head and Avery moved her pussy a little, eliciting a moan as he tried to fuck her to no avail. She was on top and she got to control things.

    Avery swung one of her legs forward and moved her husband’s hand to her thigh. His eyes went wide and she gently moved his fingers up her leg, approaching her pussy just like Nathan had in the bar.

    The moment Tom looked concerned Avery moved her hips, offering him the pleasure of her pussy and wiping any sense of jealousy from his mind.

    “Fuck, Avery,” he said. “You feel so good.”

    She moved her leg back and took his hand in hers once more. She pulled his fingers to her face and leaned down. She reached up, moved her fingers to the back of her neck, and smiled. Tom pulled his lips to hers and they shared a soft kiss before she opened her mouth and offered her tongue.

    Avery rode him faster as they kissed. He moaned into her mouth and then asked, “Did you kiss him?”

    Avery bounced hard on his cock and moaned. She kissed her husband again. This time his tongue darted into her mouth.

    “Yes, I kissed him,” she said.

    Tom grabbed her ass and fucked her. He pumped his cock up into her pussy and Avery watched him lose himself in his desire.

    “Cum inside me,” she said. “Cum inside me, Tom!”

    A few moments later he did just that, pulling Avery’s pussy down onto his cock and pumping his load into her pussy as he grunted and groaned in a more excited kind of way than she’d witnessed in a long time.

    “Holy shit,” he said as his body pulsed with pleasure. “Holy shit, Avery, wow.”

    Tom looked into her eyes, smiled, and pulled her close for a kiss.

    “Did you really kiss someone else?” he asked.

    “I did,” she answered.

    “Is it weird that I found that really hot?”

    “I don’t think so, no. Is it weird that I did?” Avery asked.

    “I don’t think so, no,” Tom answered.

    He pulled her close and ran his hands down her back before gently grasping her ass.

    “Maybe you should be a wingwoman more often,” he suggested.

    “Maybe I will be,” Avery replied with a smile. She wondered how Tom would feel if he knew just how far she went with Nathan, that she’d done so much more than kiss him. Maybe she’d tell him the next time Tom got all hot and bothered. Maybe it would inspire another great orgasm for both of them.

  
    Helping Her Prepare for a Night with Another Man

    Your wife sits on the edge of the bed in a black bra and panties. She reaches for the package of stockings you bought her and gently tears it open. She pulls one out, bunches it up in her hand, and reaches down to pull it up her leg. You watch as her soft, pale skin transforms into something sexier. You watch as she carefully gets ready for another man.

    “Is everything okay?” she asks.

    “Yeah. Why?” you reply.

    “You’re pacing a little bit,” she says. “It seems like you’re anxious.”

    She’s right. You didn’t even notice it, but you’re pacing. You’re anxious, but you’re excited too. You’re eager for tonight. You’re always eager for the nights she spends with her bull. You’re always anxious, too. Perhaps tonight is the night she realizes that she’d rather just be with him. Perhaps tonight is the night she texts you and says that she’s not coming home, that she’s going to leave you for another man.

    “Sorry,” you say. “Sometimes the angst gets the better of me.”

    Your wife smiles and gently spreads her legs. She still has just one stocking on and there’s no question she’s going to look amazing with both on. That’s part of your anxiety, of course. She rarely wears stockings for you. She rarely puts as much effort into seducing you as she puts into seducing him. That’s also part of the fun. You like that she works so hard to look good for her bull. You like that your wife is eager to look good for another man.

    “Come here,” she says.

    You walk towards you wife as she leans back. A seductive smile crosses her face. You can’t help but look between her legs. You stare at the spot between them that her bull will soon penetrate.

    “Would you like to put my other stocking on?” she asks.

    “I would,” you say.

    “Why don’t you get on your knees for me?” she suggests.

    You fall to your knees and your wife leans forward. She reaches out and gently caresses your face. Her touch is soft and soothing and you close your eyes for a moment to enjoy it.

    “There’s no need to be anxious,” she says. “There’s no need to worry. I always come back to you and I always will. Your willingness to let me be with him, to let me explore my need for sex with other men, is precisely why I’ll always come back to you. I know where my home is. I know where my heart is. My body needs what he can give me, but my heart needs what you can give me, so I’ll always be yours.”

    “Thank you,” you say.

    She reaches for the second stocking and hands it to you. You gently place her foot into it and pull the soft material up her leg.

    “Do you think about his hands on my legs?” she asks.

    You nod and your wife reaches down, grabs your hands, and places them on her thighs. You run your fingers over her stockings and she smiles. You think of him doing the same, though you know he won’t be on his knees in front of her when he’s doing it.

    “Do you know why I wear stockings for him?” your wife asks.

    “Why?” you reply.

    “Because I love the way it makes him look at me. The desire in his eyes is incredible. It makes me wet to see how badly he wants me. I wear the stockings because he loves them and because I want to turn him on. I want to make him feel good. I want to make him desire me more than any man has ever desired a woman,” she says.

    Your wife leans closer and kisses you as your fingers move over stockings.

    “That’s also why I suck his cock every time I see him,” she whispers.

    You groan as your cock grows erect in your pants. She kisses your neck and gently nibbles your ear lobe.

    “I can’t wait to have him in my mouth. I can’t wait to make him feel good. I can’t wait to offer him the pleasure I know he craves and to drive him absolutely wild with desire so he’ll fuck me like I need to be fucked,” she whispers.

    Your wife slowly sits back and spreads her legs a little wider. She reaches down and pulls aside her panties, revealing her freshly-shaved pussy.

    “Kiss it,” she says.

    You crawl closer and lean forward to kiss her pussy. Her flesh tastes sweet and you can feel the intense heat emanating from her loins.

    “Put your tongue inside me,” she says.

    You push your tongue between her pussy lips. You taste her wetness. You feel her desire for him.

    “Mmm, that’s good, sweetie,” she says. “Put your tongue deep inside me. Put your tongue where his cock will be tonight.”

    You’d love to fuck her, but you know she won’t let you. You know that she’s his tonight. You know she’s teasing you because it turns her on. You know it’s your job to enjoy the teasing.

    With a gentle touch your wife pushes you away from her pussy and pulls her panties back over it. You won’t see it again until she gets home.

    “Would you like to pick out my dress?” she asks.

    “I would,” you say.

    Your wife stands and offers her hand. She leads you to the closet. You see a wide selection of dresses, most of which she wears for the other men in her life.

    “Pick something he’d like,” she says. “Pick something that will turn him on. Make sure I look good for the man that’s going to spend the night fucking me.”

    You’ll do a good job. You always do because you always want your wife to have great sex with her bull. When she comes home, she’ll give you your reward, like she always does.

  
    Her Afternoon with Your Boss

    You smiled when you saw your wife step off the elevator and onto the office floor. Your smile brightened when you saw how good she looked in a tight black skirt, a rather sexy white blouse, and a pair of high heels. You couldn’t wait to show her off to your coworkers before taking her out to lunch.

    Then she made a beeline for your boss’s office. She didn’t even look at you. She just turned and walked the other way. You stood and watched as she knocked on his door and let herself in. She shut the door and closed the blinds and just like that your wife was alone with your boss in his corner office.

    At first you told yourself that there was a perfectly good reason she was talking with him. You couldn’t really come up with one, though. Your wife had met your boss just once and it didn’t seem like they’d become fast friends, but now she was in his office doing God knows what.

    You considered sitting and waiting, but there was a nagging presence in the back of your mind telling you that something was going on in that office. You had to check it out. You departed your cubicle and tried your best to look casual as you strode towards the office your wife had entered just a few minutes ago.

    You listened at the door but heard nothing. Then the distinctive sound of a moan hit your ears. It was your wife’s moan. You knew it well. Your heart pounded as you reached for the door handle. You turned it and pushed the door open. You saw your wife in your boss’s arms. Her blouse was already partially unbuttoned. One of his hands was on her breast. His tongue was clearly in her mouth.

    As much as you wanted to scream, you didn’t want to make a scene and become the object of office gossip, so you stepped inside and gently shut the door. Your wife continued to fool around with your boss as if neither of them had noticed someone else had entered the room.

    You cleared your throat and your wife looked over. Your boss joined her in looking your way just a moment later. A confident smile crossed his face as he slipped his hand into her bra and played with her soft, perky flesh like he owned it. Your wife moaned and your boss leaned closer and kissed her neck.

    “Hey honey,” she said. “I know we were supposed to go to lunch, but your boss invited me to spend the afternoon with him instead.”

    “What?” you asked as your boss continued to play with your wife’s tits and kiss her neck and chest.

    She smiled. “Sorry, was I not clear enough? I’m going to fuck your boss and then he’s going to take me out to lunch. Afterwards, there’s a very good chance he’s going to fuck me again.”

    “What?” you asked, largely because it was the only word you could manage to form in the moment.

    Your wife moaned as he finished unbuttoning her blouse and tossed it on the floor. He unhooked her bra and moved behind her while taking both her breasts in his hands. “I was thinking I’d suck his dick first. I’d get on my knees and take him in my mouth. Then I was thinking he’d bend me over his desk and fuck me from behind. He said you could watch if you want. Would you like that, honey? Would you like to watch your boss fuck me?”

    You shook your head.

    “Are you sure?” your boss asked. “Because most men would have punched me by now. You’re still standing there and I’m pretty sure you’ve got a little bit of a boner going in your slacks.”

    You looked down to see the bulge your boss was referring to. You’d been trying your best to ignore the odd, unexpected sense of arousal coursing through you.

    “You don’t have to watch,” your wife said. “But your boss thinks you might enjoy it. I think you might too. Maybe you’d learn a thing or two. After all, there’s a reason I’ve been fucking him for the past three months.”

    “What?” you asked. Three months? That seemed impossible. How had you not noticed?

    Your wife and your boss laughed before she turned her head. Their lips met and they kissed while he reached down to unzip her tight skirt and work it over her hips.

    “Come a little closer, honey,” your wife said. “Take a seat. You can even masturbate if you want. There’s no reason your boss has to be the only man to have an orgasm.”

    Your wife smiled and then spun around. She dropped to her knees in front of your boss and he looked down and watched as she took his pants off and yanked his underwear down. Her head blocked your view of his cock and you couldn’t help but approach for a better view. As humiliating as it was, you still had an erection as your arousal refused to abate.

    Your boss’s cock was in your wife’s mouth by the time you reached the edge of his desk. “She has a gifted mouth,” he said. “You’re a lucky man.”

    Your wife pulled off his cock and looked up at him. “I don’t suck his dick. He doesn’t deserve my mouth. A man like you deserves my mouth.”

    Your wife resumed sucking his cock as your boss looked at you and unleashed a cocky smile. You couldn’t blame him. Your wife had just told him that he was a better man than you and she was proving it with her willingness to cheat on you while you watched.

    “It’s a shame you couldn’t give her what she wanted,” he said. “I imagine you’d be a very happy man if you could. I guess some men just don’t deserve a woman like your wife, though. I guess you don’t.”

    You sat down and watched your wife’s pretty blonde hair bounce gently as she sucked your boss’s cock. You listened to the sounds of a blowjob and the noise of her hand moving up and down his slippery shaft.

    Eventually, your wife stood up, spun around, and bent over your boss’s desk. She smiled at you as he stepped behind her, pulled her panties down, and slipped his cock into her pussy. She closed her eyes as lust washed over her face and a low moan escaped.

    “Fuck me,” she said.

    Your boss gave your wife what she wanted. He fucked her from behind. He started slowly and picked up the pace, presumably to give her a little time to get used to his thick cock.

    “Take your dick out, honey,” she said. “I can see you’re hard. I know you want to jerk off. Just do it. Admit that it turns you on to see your boss fuck your wife and take your dick out.”

    You unzipped your pants and pulled out your cock. There was no point in denying it. They both knew you were turned on.

    “There you go,” she said as your boss picked up the pace and pounded her harder. “Now jerk off as he fucks me. Enjoy the fact that your wife has found someone better.”

    “That’s right,” your boss said. “She’s mine now.”

    Your eyes went wide and your wife smiled.

    “He’s right. I’m still your wife, of course, but I’m his now. I’m even going to the company Christmas party as his date,” she said.

    That’s when you came. You couldn’t help it. Your orgasm washed over you before you could stop stroking. It rushed out of your body and you spilled your load all over your hand and pants. You made an absolute mess as your wife and boss both laughed at you.

    “You should really get cleaned up,” your wife said. “He lasts a long time, too – unlike you, obviously – so we won’t be finished for a while. I’ll drop by your office to say goodbye before we go out for lunch.”

    You couldn’t even look at her. You tucked your cock back into your pants, grabbed a few tissues from the box on your boss’s desk to wipe the cum from your pants, and departed his office to head for the bathroom so you could clean up the mess you’d made of yourself.

  
    Her Ambition Deserves Your Unwavering Support

    She could tell you had a crush on her from your first day on the job. Who could blame you, though? She's beautiful and sexy and ambitious as hell. Lots of guys at the office have crushes on her.

    It took you three months to find the courage to ask her out. She greeted your request with a sweet smile and pulled you aside. She informed you that she didn't want a boyfriend at the moment, that she had big plans and she wasn't going to let a man get in the way of them.

    She did mention that you could be useful to her, though. She told you that she sensed that you were the kind of guy that would enjoy being useful to a woman like her. You agreed.

    That's how you ended up staying late most nights so you could give her a foot massage as she finished up her work for the day. That's also how you ended up sucking on her toes while she played with her pussy. It turned out that she was a great deal kinkier than anyone would have imagined at first sight.

    You came to love those late nights. You'd rush to her office, get on your knees under her desk, and rub her feet dutifully as she finished the last emails of the day. Then she'd let you suck on her toes while she pulled her skirt up around her waist and masturbated. You were permitted to stare at her pussy, but you were never permitted to touch it or yourself. You could jerk off thinking about her when you got home, but you were never to sully her pleasure by pursuing your desires in her presence.

    Then, a few months into your arrangement, she wasn't in her office when you arrived. She'd left a note, though, telling you to get under her desk and wait until she returned. You felt foolish doing so, and yet you couldn't resist the allure of doing as you were told.

    You waited for half an hour. You heard her door open. You saw her legs as she approached her desk. She pulled her chair back, sat down, and beckoned you to crawl out.

    She informed you that she'd seduced her boss, that he'd just fucked her tight young pussy, that he'd be fucking her on a regular basis going forward and that she'd be using his lack of self control - he's not supposed to fuck an underling, after all - to forward her career at a more rapid pace than any of her coworkers.

    Then she pulled her skirt up around her waist, inched her chair forward, and guided your mouth between her legs. She informed you that her boss had cum inside her and you recoiled. She grabbed a handful of your hair and told you to be a good little bitch and clean his load out of her or you'd be banished from serving her in any way. Then she told you that she planned on taking you with her as she rode her way to the top of the company, but only if you could be a good bitch for her, if you could do as you were told without argument.

    You folded. You cleaned her pussy. You swallowed another man's cum. You gave her an orgasm while doing so, and she showed her appreciation by calling you a 'good boy' when you were finished. She informed you that you'd likely be cleaning three to four loads a week from her pussy, maybe more. She also told you that you'd be expected to remain sexually flexible throughout your service to her, that she might find other ways to use you to her advantage as time went by.

    You jerked off twice that night and both orgasms were incredible. It turns you that you were made for service, that you were always destined to be a good bitch for a powerful woman like her.

  
    Her Ass Licking Cuckold - A 3 Part Story

    Her Ass Licking Cuckold is a naughty three part story where Connor is seduced into the pleasure of a wondrous kind of worship by Claire, a girl he meets at the gym.

    She catches him staring at her butt in a pair of breathtakingly sexy workout pants and finds his lust for her charming. She asks him on a date and that very night has him indulge in his first worship session.

    When you become a Patreon supporter you get access to all three parts of the story (linked below) along with hundreds of other posts to thrill you. Consider supporting today!

    Part 1 - Claire catches up to Connor as they're leaving the gym and pointedly asks him if he was staring at her butt. He sheepishly admits the truth of her accusation.

    Luckily, Claire thinks he's cute and suspects there's a bit of submissiveness to him. She asks Connor on a date and he ends up on his knees before the night is over.

    Part 2 - The second part begins three weeks into their relationship. They still haven't had sex because Claire is determined to train him to think of worshiping her before everything else.

    You'll also read about Connor's first cuckolding. Claire runs into her ex-boyfriend at the gym and decides that he would actually be a perfect partner for the particular task of cuckolding Connor. She brings him home and Connor watches while helping out.

    Part 3 - Claire takes Connor deeper into his training with clean up play and he loves every second of it.

    The cuckolding continues as well, and it won't surprise you to know that it goes a lot deeper. Connor will have to be good for Claire and her ex-boyfriend because that's his place.

    I had a lot of fun writing this story and I think you'll enjoy reading it. The responses have been great so far. Become a supporter today and read the whole thing!

  
    Her Ass Licking Cuckold - Part 1

    “Did I see you staring at my ass today?” the beautiful, curvy brunette asked Connor as he walked out of the gym.

    He had absolutely been staring at her ass. He’d done his best to be subtle about it, but apparently Connor had failed miserably at not getting caught.

    “Sorry,” Connor said. “I really am. I swear, I’m not that kind of guy.”

    “What kind of guy is that?” the brunette asked him.

    Connor looked at her. She was gorgeous and she looked even better close up, especially the skintight pink and black workout pants she was wearing.

    “You know, the weird, pervy kind of guy that ogles girls in the gym because he’s too afraid to actually talk to them, and if he does actually talk to them, the best he can do is some sort of seriously off-putting sexual innuendo.”

    The brunette laughed. “I’m Claire,” she said while extending her hand.

    Connor shook it. “Connor,” he said. “Pleased to meet you, and I hope I didn’t offend you. Also, I clearly need to work on my ogling technique, because I was pretty sure I was being subtle about it.”

    Claire laughed again. “To be honest, I probably wouldn’t have noticed if I wasn’t checking you out too.”

    “Was it my ass that grabbed your attention?” Connor asked as he turned and shook his bottom at her.

    Claire smiled and reached out to playfully swat at his ass. Connor loved how forward she was.

    “To be honest, Connor, I’m not entirely sure what it was. I don’t mean this as an insult, but you’re different from the guys I normally date.”

    Connor was intrigued. “Really? What type of guy do you normally date?”

    Claire bit her lower lip. Connor found it impossibly cute and sexy. “They tend to be really muscular, alpha type guys. Again, I don’t mean that as an insult. There’s something about you I really like.”

    When he was 21, Connor might have found her comment insulting. He was approaching 30 though, and he was long past bucking against what he was. He knew he didn’t come off as an alpha male. He wasn’t hugely muscular, though he was in good shape.

    “The truth is, Connor, I’m kind of over dating guys like that. Things always start out so well and then they turn out to be possessive, overly aggressive assholes. It makes an actual relationship impossible. Plus, they’re always more insecure than they seem. I mean, so many of them aren’t even into letting me be on top when we fuck.”

    Connor couldn’t believe she was being so forward with him. He also couldn’t help but imagine Claire on top of him, riding his cock.

    “You’re not that kind of guy though, are you Connor? You wouldn’t have a problem with me being on top, would you?”

    Connor shook his head. “Of course not. It’s my favorite position.” It was true.

    “I thought that might be the case,” Claire said. Her tone had shifted. It was decidedly seductive. For a few seconds, they walked through underground parking garage in silence. Then, Claire surprised Connor by asking, “What was it about my ass that captured your attention, Connor?”

    There was a demanding tone to her voice that Connor found impossibly sexy. Normally he would have shied away from answering a question like that from a girl he’d just met. Instead, he felt compelled to share.

    “It’s perfect. Your ass, that is. It’s perfectly shaped. It’s big but it still looks really fit and sexy. Your waist is slim, which makes your ass even more arousing. Plus, those are the sexiest yoga pants I’ve ever seen. I don’t know where you bought them, but you should buy more, because they make your ass look otherworldly.”

    Claire smiled and stopped. “This is my car,” she said while pointing to a compact SUV. 

    She walked towards the driver’s side door and turned around. Connor instinctively stared at her ass. He couldn’t help himself. Claire bent over and her yoga pants tightened alluringly as the fabric stretched over her butt.

    “Come here, Connor,” Claire said as she remained bent over.

    Connor stepped closer. He wasn’t sure what she was planning. His heart started to pound in his chest and he felt a sense of arousal begin to build between his legs.

    “Do you want to touch my ass, Connor?” Claire asked. Her voice was hypnotic.

    He nodded and said, “Yes, I’d like that very much.” Somehow he knew not to reach out and touch it. She hadn’t invited him to do so. She’d merely asked if he wanted it.

    “I want you to touch it too, Connor,” Claire said. “But first you have to kiss it. Will you do that for me? Will you kiss my ass?”

    Connor couldn’t stop his cock from getting hard. He’d never heard a girl talk like that before. It was insanely sexy. “Yes, I’ll kiss your ass,” he answered. He didn’t care that they were in a parking lot and that someone might walk by and see it. He wanted to kiss her ass.

    “Good. Why don’t you get on your knees for me?” Claire suggested in a soft, seductive voice.

    Connor fell to his knees. Her beautiful ass was less than foot from his face. It looked even better in close up.

    “Kiss my ass, Connor,” Claire said. “Both cheeks.” He loved how comfortable she was being so demanding.

    Connor leaned forward and kissed her left ass cheek first. The material of her skintight yoga pants felt smooth against his lips. He moved to her right ass cheek and kissed it too.

    “Good boy,” Claire said.

    Connor was surprised at how much he liked being called a good boy. His cock was stiff with desire. He felt willing to do anything this beautiful girl wanted.

    Claire stood up and briefly looked around the parking garage as Connor waited on his knees. Then she bent over again, slipped her fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants, and pulled it three quarters of the way down her ass.

    Connor let out an involuntary moan as he stared at the milky white ass cheeks of this intensely sexy, dominant woman.

    “Kiss my ass, Connor,” she demanded.

    He leaned forward and did as she requested. This time his lips pressed against her soft flesh as he kissed each cheek. He licked his lips afterwards and tasted a hint of salt, likely from the sweat her workout built up.

    Claire pulled up her pants and turned around. “Stand up,” she said.

    Connor stood. Claire stepped closer. She grabbed his wrists and pulled his hands behind her. She placed them on her ass cheeks.

    “Go ahead. Feel my ass. You’ve earned it.”

    Connor gleefully did as he was told. He squeezed her ass. It felt perfect. The combination of her soft flesh and the yoga pants made playing with her butt everything he wanted it to be.

    He knew his erection was pressing into her. He assumed she didn’t care or she would have stopped him from getting so close.

    As he continued to squeeze her ass, Claire pulled Connor’s lips to hers and they shared a long, slow, tender kiss with a great deal of tongue. As they kissed it felt like he’d ascended to Heaven. For the handful of seconds it went on, it felt genuinely perfect.

    After the kiss, Claire stepped back and Connor’s hands fell from her ass. She reached between his legs and grasped his cock through his workout shorts.

    “I think you’re exactly the kind of man I need to be with,” Claire said as she stroked him.

    All Connor could do was nod in agreement. He’d never been so enthralled with someone. He desperately wanted to be with her.

    “Do you want to be with me, Connor?” she asked.

    “Yes, very much so,” he answered.

    “Good. Then our first date will be tonight. Give me your number. I’ll text you for your address a little later. Be ready at 7 o’clock. I’ll pick you up.”

    Connor did as he was told.

    
      

    

    The date had been lovely. Claire looked breathtaking in a figure-hugging blue dress that revealed plenty of cleavage, though it was the way the material clung to her ass that Connor loved most of all.

    The dominance she displayed in the garage was nowhere to be found as they talked over dinner. Instead, she was bubbly and charming as she talked about her life, her job, and a little about the past boyfriends that had disappointed her.

    It wasn’t until they got back to her place that the dominant girl that had charmed him in the parking garage reappeared.

    They were on her couch and making out furiously when Connor began to caress her legs. He moved his hands up her dress, eager to see how far she’d be willing to let him go.

    Claire stopped him before he’d even reached mid thigh. “Hold on,” she said. Her lips were wet with saliva thanks for the eager kissing they’d both enjoyed. She delicately wiped them clean and caressed Connor’s face.

    “I like you Connor, and I think you like me, but I need things to be a little different than you’re probably used to with a girl.”

    Connor’s cock was stiff. He’d been turned on since the parking garage. He was willing to do just about anything Claire wanted. “Of course,” he said.

    “The truth is, I’m sick of dating the kind of man that insists on taking control. I’m sick of how disappointing those men end up being.” Her hand moved between his legs and she gently ran her fingers over the bulge in his slacks. “I’m sick of learning that those men are only interested in their pleasure. I want a man that’s interested in my pleasure. Do you think you can be that kind of man, Connor?”

    He moaned as Claire’s fingers grasped his cock through the thin material of his slacks. “Yes,” Connor answered. “I can absolutely be that kind of man.”

    His brain was foggy with lust, but Connor was convinced he could. He’d found everything that happened in the parking garage to be intensely arousing, and if Claire wanted more of that, he was eager to do as she desired.

    “Good,” Claire said as she unzipped Connor’s pants and pulled out his cock. She stroked him slowly and skillfully. “I need you to know that you’re not going to cum tonight. I’m going to cum, but you’re going to remain unsatisfied. Are you okay with that?”

    Connor could barely think straight, but he eagerly answered. “Yes, I’m okay with that.”

    Claire released his cock and smiled. She pulled him close for another tender kiss. Her tongue explored his mouth in a way that made Connor ache with desire.

    “Why don’t you put your cock away,” she said softly while standing up. “You won’t be needing it tonight.”

    Connor pushed his stiff cock back into his underwear and zipped up his pants as Claire reached under her dress and pulled down her panties.

    “This afternoon was arousing for me too, you know,” she said. “My pussy was soaking wet as I drove home.”

    Claire kicked off her high heels and got on her knees on the couch. She flipped up her dress and Connor couldn’t help but stare at her beautiful ass.

    “There was a time when I hated my ass. I hated that it was so big. I hated that I couldn’t do anything to make it smaller.” She caressed her soft skin delicately. “It’s not like that anymore, though. I love my ass. I love that guys like you can’t help but stare. I love that my ass makes you so eager to please me.”

    Connor watched as Claire squeezed her ass cheeks. She gave them a light smack and he smiled. She was right. Her ass was enchanting and he desperately wanted to please her.

    “Kiss my ass, Connor,” Claire said in a soft but decidedly commanding voice.

    Connor moved to his knees behind her. He leaned forward and kissed each of her ass cheeks, just like he’d done in the parking lot. His cock throbbed.

    “Good boy,” Claire said.

    The words were music to his ears. He’d never felt so enthralled with a woman. He’d never felt such desire to please someone.

    Claire reached back and grasped her ass cheeks. She pulled them apart, exposing her asshole to Connor.

    “Kiss my ass, Connor,” she said again. He understood that this time she meant something a little different.

    For the first time in his life, Connor kissed a girl’s asshole. He leaned forward and felt her ass cheeks press against his face. His lips pressed against her asshole and he kissed her.

    Claire moaned. “Good boy. Do it again.”

    Connor did as he was told. He kissed Claire’s asshole. He was certain his cock had never been so stiff.

    “Do you want to be a very good boy for me, Connor? Do you want to make me very happy?” Claire asked as she released her ass cheeks and her asshole disappeared from his view.

    “I do, Claire. I really do.”

    Claire turned and smiled at him. She reached out and grabbed a handful of Connor’s hair. A serious, decidedly dominant look came over her face.

    “I want you to lick my asshole, Connor. I want you to worship it. I want you to show me that you’re dedicated to being a good boy for me. I want you to show me that you’re the type of man that will do whatever it takes to make me happy. I want you to make love to my asshole with your tongue.”

    Claire didn’t wait for his reply. She pulled Connor’s face to her ass. He grasped her ass cheeks with his hands and pulled them apart. She pulled him between them. He extended his tongue and did as he was told. He licked her asshole.

    Claire released his hair and moaned. “Good boy. Worship my asshole, Connor. Worship it.”

    With his face buried between Claire’s curvaceous ass cheeks, Connor embraced the task at hand and licked her perfect asshole eagerly. He extended his tongue fully and ran it up and down her crack, spreading his spit over her tight, wrinkled hole and making her moan.

    He yearned to stroke his cock, but he didn’t. Claire had informed him he wouldn’t be cumming that night and he knew she’d be annoyed if he masturbated. This was his first date with her and he absolutely wanted more, so he refused to give in to his desires and jerk off.

    As he worshiped her ass, Claire reached between her legs and played with her pussy. She rubbed her clit and moaned while Connor’s tongue licked her vigorously.

    “Make me cum, Connor. Worship my ass and make me cum!” Claire cried out as her ass cheeks began to tremble around his face.

    Connor doubled down. He licked her vigorously. He even pressed his tongue against her asshole. He wanted to be inside her. He wanted to go deeper, to give her even more than she’d asked for.

    “Ooooh,” Claire said with delight in her voice. “You’re a dirty boy, aren’t you? I like that. Taste my asshole, Connor. Stick your tongue inside me and taste it. Make me cum!”

    Connor continued to lick her asshole and push his tongue inside her. He’d forgotten about his pleasure in favor of putting all his efforts into making Claire feel good. He’d never been so aroused.

    “I’m cumming!” she yelled.

    Connor flicked his tongue over her asshole. He did everything he could to enhance her pleasure. He felt her body shaking as she climaxed. It made him blissfully happy.

    Finally, Claire reached back and gently pushed him away from her asshole.

    As she turned around pulled down her dress she said, “Don’t worry, the night is still young. You’ll be back there again before I send you home.”

    He couldn’t wait.

  
    Her Ass Licking Cuckold - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    
      
    

    Connor was naked and on his back in Claire’s bed. It had been three weeks since their first date and they still hadn’t had sex. He had high hopes that tonight would be the night.

    When Claire emerged from her bathroom in a black lace chemise, he felt certain he’d finally get to fuck her.

    “Claire, you look incredible,” he said.

    She smiled and sauntered towards him. “Thank you. I see that your cock is nice and hard. Have you been thinking about me while I’ve been in the bathroom?”

    She was all he’d been thinking about. The last three weeks had been the most exciting of his life, despite the fact that Claire hadn’t yet taken him inside her. Perhaps the sexual denial was precisely why he was so enamored with her.

    Connor didn’t know and he didn’t particularly care. He was deep in lust with the beautiful girl that had charmed him with her fantastic ass and lured him into the most satisfying relationship of his life.

    “You’re the only thing I can think about, Claire,” Connor said as he wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked. “Even when I’m not with you.”

    “And what do you think about, Connor? Do you think about my luscious lips? Do you think about my pussy?” Claire turned around and gently spread her ass cheeks. “Or do you think about my ass?”

    Connor thought about everything, but it was her magnificent ass that dominated his thoughts. After that first night, Claire had made Connor worship her asshole every time they were together. She seemed to find great pleasure in the feeling of his tongue moving over her anus.

    “Your ass,” Connor said as he stroked his cock faster. “I think about your ass. I think about worshiping your ass. I can’t believe how much I think about it.”

    Claire moved closer and turned around once more. Her ass was so close. Connor felt a powerful sense of desire. He wanted to lick it. He wanted to taste it.

    “You want my ass again, don’t you?” she asked.

    “Yes,” he answered.

    “Do you want it more than you want to fuck me?”

    Connor couldn’t believe the answer that spilled from his mouth. “Yes.”

    “Good boy,” Claire said. She looked gleeful.

    Connor liked making her happy. He liked that his instinctual answer brought his girlfriend such joy.

    “Stay on your back,” Claire said as she straddled his face.

    Her pussy hovered over Connor’s mouth for a moment. He thought she might let him lick it, but she had other ideas. She moved forward a little and then sat down. Her asshole landed on his mouth as her cheeks spread out around his face.

    “Worship my ass, Connor.”

    He’d heard those same words so many times over the past three weeks, and each time he found them a little more exciting. He knew the physical part of their relationship was a little different than most and he didn’t care. He still couldn’t believe how much pleasure it brought him to eat his girlfriend’s ass.

    “Stop stroking your cock,” Claire demanded as she sat on his face.

    Connor did as he was told. He wasn’t used to a girlfriend telling him when he could cum, but he liked it. He liked everything Claire did. Three weeks in, he knew she was dominant with him. He knew most men weren’t into being dominated by their girlfriends, but he found that he loved it. Claire turned him on more than any woman ever had.

    When Claire lifted her asshole off his mouth and moved to her nightstand, Connor was disappointed. He’d just gotten into a good rhythm tonguing her hole and he wanted more.

    Thankfully, she quickly returned with a dildo in her hand. She sat down on his face once more and Connor returned to his rhythmic ass eating as Claire rubbed the toy around her pussy.

    He watched her pussy lips part for the long, thick dildo and felt intense desire. He wanted to be inside her. He wanted to eat her ass, too, but he desperately wanted to fuck his girlfriend.

    “Are you jealous, Connor?” Claire asked. “Are you jealous that this toy is going to fuck my pussy and I haven’t let you inside me yet?”

    Connor had wondered if she was purposefully denying him. Now he thought she was. It made him fall deeper into lust with her.

    Claire lifted off his mouth to give him a chance to answer.

    “Yes,” Connor said. “Please, let me fuck you, Claire. I promise I’ll make you feel good.”

    It was all he could think to say. He wasn’t even sure it if was true. He knew he wanted it to be true. He wanted to be capable of fucking Claire like she wanted to be fucked.

    Instead of sliding down his body and sitting on his cock, Claire sat down on his face once more. Her ass swallowed him. His tongue licked her asshole once more.

    Claire pushed the tip of the toy into her pussy. She closed her eyes and moaned as it slowly moved inside her.

    “That feels so fucking good,” she said. “It’s nice to get fucked while you’re eating my ass, Connor. It’s so nice to have a good ass eating boy that knows his place.”

    Connor felt his cock jump at her words. He wanted to fuck her, but part of him wanted to be denied. Part of him loved that she was sitting on his face and smothering him with her ass while she fucked her wet pussy with a dildo.

    He watched the thick toy slide deep inside her. He felt jealous and turned on. He licked her asshole eagerly. He pushed his tongue into her rectum.

    “That’s it, Connor. Fuck me with your tongue. Fuck my ass with your tongue, you dirty boy.”

    He loved being called a dirty boy. He loved that she liked to remind him that he was tasting her asshole, even though it never tasted bad. It still felt naughty and it made Connor’s cock throb.

    Claire started to move her ass over his face. She started to ride his tongue. Her asshole moved up to his nose and down to his chin. She was literally rubbing her ass all over his face. It felt so fucking good as Connor laid beneath her. It felt like she was using him for her pleasure without any concern for his.

    When she came to rest on his tongue once more, Connor promptly pushed it inside her asshole. He knew she was close to cumming. He knew she liked it when he tongue fucked her asshole right as she was about to climax.

    “Good boy, make me cum. Make me cum!” Claire screamed. It was a refrain Connor had become intimately familiar with.

    The only question that remained was whether or not she’d let him cum.

    
      

    

    “Did you know it was four weeks ago today that I caught you staring at my ass?” Claire asked.

    They’d just finished a workout together and were talking towards her car.

    “I knew we were close to a month, but I didn’t know it was exactly four weeks. That’s amazing,” Connor replied.

    Claire took his hand in hers and looked up at him. “Yeah? You’re happy with our relationship?”

    “Claire, I’m happier than I’ve ever been. I really am. You’re the most incredible woman I’ve ever dated, by a long shot.”

    Connor meant every word of it. It was the most unique relationship he’d ever been in, but every moment he spent with her was incredible.

    They stopped at her car and Claire pulled Connor close.

    “Squeeze my ass,” she said.

    Connor smiled and did as he was told. Claire pulled him close for a kiss. He enjoyed her tongue in his mouth while he remembered that they’d done the exact same thing a month ago. It felt perfect.

    “I want you to do something for me,” Claire said as she pulled out her keys and unlocked the car.

    Connor watched as she opened the front door and pulled down her pink and black yoga pants until her perfect ass was exposed.

    “You know I just ran four miles. You know I’m all sweaty. You know my ass is particularly sweaty,” Claire said as Connor’s eyes darted from her pretty brown eyes to her beautiful ass. “You also know what I want you to do.”

    Connor’s cock was already hard. He knew what his girlfriend wanted him to do. She wanted him to get on his knees, spread her ass cheeks, and lick her asshole. He wanted her to lick up all the sweat with his eager tongue.

    He didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to. He moved behind her, got on his knees, and did what was expected of him.

    He licked her sweaty asshole and he did so without hesitation. It tasted salty and a little acrid, but that didn’t stop him. He had to do it. He felt compelled to. He needed to lick up every drop of sweat. He needed to make her happy. He didn’t care that someone might come along. He just wanted to worship her sweaty ass.

    “Good boy,” Claire said as she rubbed her pussy.

    A month in, Connor knew she was essentially training him. She knew what he wanted and what he responded to. She knew that his submissive side had been uncovered by her dominance. She knew that when she said “Good boy” he felt a rush of desire. It was like a dog getting a treat. It made him so happy. It made him want to worship her ass more.

    “Make me cum, Connor,” Claire moaned.

    Connor loved that she was going to cum so quickly. He loved that licking his girlfriend’s asshole turned her on so much. He loved that he was responsible for giving her a beautiful orgasm.

    After she’d climaxed, Claire pulled her yoga pants back up and climbed into the front seat. Connor’s erection was strong and stiff and she didn’t give it a second glance. She still hadn’t allowed him to fuck her and he’d grown to enjoy that, too.

    
      

    

    Connor had to work late, so he missed his usual workout with Claire. He missed getting to see her perfect ass in her yoga pants. He missed the chance to worship her sweaty ass afterwards, which had become a regular occurrence.

    That’s why he was so excited when she texted him: “Come by my place when you’re done at work. I have something special planned for you.”

    They’d been dating six weeks and they still hadn’t had sex. His first thought was that Claire was finally going to let him inside her. There was a small part of him that didn’t want that to be the case. He’d grown quite fond of the way their sexual relationship had evolved. Plus, when Claire offered him a handjob or they masturbated together the orgasms were intense.

    He arrived at her place unsure of what he wanted. However, when Claire answered the door in a red and black corset, red fishnet stockings, and a pair of high heels, all Connor could think about was fucking her.

    “Come in,” she said.

    Claire pulled him close for a kiss as the door swung shut behind him. Her hands moved between his legs and unzipped his pants to pull out his cock and stroke it softly as he stiffened for her.

    “Follow me,” Claire said, though she kept her grip on his cock as she walked towards the bedroom.

    Connor was excited beyond words. He was finally going to get to fuck his girlfriend. He couldn’t believe it. He’d begun to wonder if it would ever happen.

    Just a few seconds later, everything came crashing down as he walked behind Claire into her bedroom and saw a naked man waiting in the bed.

    “Connor, I’d like you to meet my ex-boyfriend, Greg,” Claire said.

    She presented the information like it was a perfectly normal thing to have her nude ex-boyfriend waiting in the bedroom. Connor couldn’t muster any words.

    “Greg and I ran into each other at the gym today and I remembered why I’d been with him for so long, and why I almost always date guys like him,” she explained.

    Connor looked at Claire. He saw the lust in her eyes as she looked at her ex-boyfriend. It was only then that he noticed Greg’s cock. Not only was he absurdly muscular, but he was astoundingly well-hung. Connor’s cock didn’t compare.

    “It’s not just that he’s bigger than you, Connor. In fact, that doesn’t really have anything to do with it. It’s the way he fucks me. I know I haven’t let you fuck me yet, but we both know you’re not the alpha male type. You don’t fuck like that. You’re a sweet, loving boyfriend that just wants to make me happy, which is why we’re going to keep dating. I’m just going to start fucking Greg.”

    As Connor stood there and did nothing, Claire walked towards the bed and bent over. She took Greg’s cock into her mouth and sucked him vigorously. She offered her ex-boyfriend the kind of blowjob she’d never given Connor.

    “Show me that you know your place, Connor,” Claire said when she finally let Greg’s cock slip from between her lips.

    Connor hesitated, but just for a moment. As shocking as the situation was, he knew what she wanted and he was eager to make Claire happy.

    He fell to his knees behind her. He spread her ass cheeks with his fingers and he licked her asshole. He did it eagerly and lustily. He did it without hesitation.

    “See, I told you he’d be a good boy,” Claire said to her ex-boyfriend.

    “That’s incredible,” Greg said.

    With his face buried between her beautiful, round, thick ass cheeks, Connor couldn’t see. He could only hear that Claire had returned to sucking her ex-boyfriend’s cock. He could hear the passionate, wet nature of the blowjob. He could hear Greg moaning. He felt jealous and aroused. He felt anxious and submissive. He felt good.

    He was disappointed when Claire stood up and deprived him of the chance to continue worshiping her ass. Connor stayed on his knees as his girlfriend straddled her ex-boyfriend and guided his cock into her pussy. He didn’t move an inch as he watched another man have the sex he’d been dreaming of.

    When Greg’s cock had completely disappeared into her pussy, Claire turned around and said, “What are you doing? Why aren’t you worshiping my ass? You know your place. Do it!”

    Without thinking, Connor moved closer and spread Claire’s ass cheeks once more. He licked her asshole. He knew he was inches from another man’s dick and he didn’t care. Claire had trained him well. He jumped at her command. He loved worshiping her asshole so much that nothing could stop him. He felt happy between her ass cheeks. He felt joyful licking her anus even if someone else was inside her.

    “Good boy,” Claire said as she began to slowly ride Greg’s big cock.

    Connor’s heart soared. He loved being her good boy. He loved eating her asshole. He knew that acquiescing to her desire for a rimjob while someone else was fucking her would change their relationship and he didn’t care. He wanted this. He wanted to serve her needs. He wanted to submit.

  
    Her Ass Licking Cuckold - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      
    

    “Stroke your cock. Be a good boy and stroke your cock for me,” Claire demanded.

    She was on her knees in bed. Connor was standing behind her and stroking his cock over her ass.

    “That’s it. Stroke your little cock.”

    He knew his cock wasn’t small, exactly, but it was small compared to Greg’s and Connor couldn’t help but enjoy it when Claire pointed it out. She always saved it for when he was close to cumming and it always turned him on more.

    “Are you going to be a good boy and clean up your mess?” Claire asked.

    “Yes. I’ll be a good boy,” he said in a strained voice. He was close to cumming.

    “Then cum on my ass, Connor. Cum all over my asshole and clean it up.”

    This was the first time Claire had permitted him to cum anywhere on her body. She knew exactly what to offer. She knew that he’d love to cum on her ass and she knew that he’d agree to clean it up. Even knowing that his arousal would disappear the moment he climaxed, Connor couldn’t resist licking her asshole.

    He groaned. “That’s it. Cover my ass with your cum. Make a mess and then clean it up like a good boy.”

    Connor ejaculated all over her beautiful ass. He made a thick mess. He hadn’t cum in a week. His cum completely covered her asshole and he made sure to get some on both of her cheeks as well. He knew she’d appreciate him really having to work to clean it up.

    As expected, he didn’t feel the same desire to clean her cum-covered ass after he’s ejaculated. He didn’t hesitate, though. Claire had trained him well to do as he’d promised and to do as she desired, and this was both.

    Her fingers moved to her pussy and she masturbated as he licked her asshole. “That’s it. Lick up your cum. This is your place.” She moaned after uttering the last words. She loved reminding him of his place. She loved making him feel submissive.

    Connor loved it too. He’d fallen in love with it, in fact. He’d fallen in love with Claire, too, though he hadn’t told her yet.

    She’d been cuckolding him with Greg for three weeks, and he was surprised at how much he enjoyed it. She made him watch and she always made him worship her ass before and sometimes during the sex. He embraced all of it. He loved every second of it. He couldn’t believe how much he loved it.

    He attributed it to Claire. Somehow she’d known what he wanted more than he did. She’d known what would turn him on from the moment they met. She’d known he’d kiss her ass in the parking garage on that first day. A month later she’d known he’d eagerly lick her sweaty asshole after a workout. She’d known he wouldn’t object to her having regular sex with Greg.

    She’d known that he wouldn’t object to licking his cum off her asshole and her beautiful ass cheeks. She’d known he would do it without hesitation. She’d known that it would deepen his affection for her.

    “I love it when you’re such a dirty boy for me,” she said as her fingers moved rapidly over her clit. “Eat up all of your cum, and get used to it, because you’re going to be doing this a lot more. I might make you eat all your cum.”

    The thought appealed to Connor, mostly because he loved the idea of doing it for Claire. He was unabashedly in love with submitting to her.

    
      

    

    Connor was on his back on the bedroom floor. His tongue was inside Claire’s asshole. He was worshiping her as she sat on his face.

    She had Greg’s thick cock in her mouth. Connor was directly beneath them, affording him the perfect view of his girlfriend giving head to another man. It was an impossibly arousing sight.

    This was the first time he’d been offered this particular experience and Connor loved it. He loved getting to taste his girlfriend’s asshole as she gave head to another man. He loved that she denied him the pleasure of her mouth and offered it to her ex-boyfriend. He loved getting to be the one that ate her asshole.

    Claire’s dedication to Greg’s cock never ceased to amaze him. It was akin to his own dedication to her asshole. She gave head like a woman possessed and she certainly seemed determined to offer the most intense, satisfying form of pleasure to the man in front of her.

    When Claire let the cock fall from her mouth, he expected them to move to the bed. Instead, she slid down to his chest, leaned over, and let a long string of spit slip out of her mouth and into his. Connor opened wide to receive it. He swallowed what his girlfriend gave him. It made his cock throb. It felt so nasty. He wanted more.

    Her asshole sat on his mouth once more and he did as she expected. He worshiped. He licked her beautiful anus as she went back to blowing her ex-boyfriend. Connor felt like he was in his happy place.

    He was certain they were going to fuck when Claire moved off of his face once more, but she managed to surprise him again.

    “Get on your knees behind him,” she ordered.

    Connor did as he was told, but he felt his nerves rising. He wasn’t sure what she wanted him to do, but he was close enough to Greg’s ass to have an inkling.

    “Be a good boy,” Claire demanded.

    Connor knew what that meant. She wanted him to eat her ex-boyfriend’s asshole. She wanted him to part the surprisingly smooth ass cheeks in front of him and use his tongue on another man’s anus.

    “Be a good boy for me,” Claire said. “I know you can do it.”

    The sounds of cocksucking resumed. Connor gently parted Greg’s ass cheeks. He stared at the asshole in front of him. He moved closer. It smelled perfectly clean.

    He took a deep breath and went for it. He licked Greg’s asshole. He ran his tongue over it. His ass was far more muscular than Claire’s, but otherwise it wasn’t that different. It felt a lot dirtier though. It felt nasty in a way he’d never experienced.

    As much as he wanted to deny it, Connor felt aroused. He felt that same kind of submissive bliss that Claire had shown him so often since they started dating. He was eating another man’s asshole at her command. He was giving her ex-boyfriend a rimjob and he was doing it as a form of foreplay. He was eating the ass of the man that was going to fuck his girlfriend, to fuck the pussy that he’d been denied access to.

    “I knew you’d be a good boy for me,” Claire said. “I’m so proud of you.”

    It made Connor blissfully happy to hear her say it. He loved being a good boy for her. He loved making her proud. He knew it was strange that him eating her ex-boyfriend’s ass is what made Claire proud, but he didn’t care.

    “Damn, the cuckold has a seriously talented tongue,” Greg commented.

    “Believe me, I know,” Claire said. “That talented tongue is why I started dating him in the first place. That and his sweet, submissive nature, of course.”

    They both laughed as Connor continued his oral assault on Greg’s asshole. He was into it now. He’d crossed the border into bisexual ass licking and he didn’t care. He just wanted to do a good job.

    When Claire climbed onto her hands and knees in the bed, Greg followed. Connor stayed where he was on his knees. He knew better than to do anything in their bedroom without getting her permission.

    “I didn’t tell you to stop, did I?” Claire said from the bed. “Get your face in his ass, now.”

    Connor excitedly moved behind Greg and resumed eating his asshole as the other man slid his big cock into Claire’s pussy from behind.

    “Is he licking your ass?” Claire asked.

    “He is. You’ve trained him very well,” Greg said as he fucked her doggystyle.

    Connor’s cock throbbed as he rimmed out his girlfriend’s ex-boyfriend. He marveled at how far he’d come in less than three months. He’d gone from someone that had never given a rimjob to a eating the ass of another man while he was actively being cuckolded. He knew it was kind of crazy, and yet he found it arousing beyond words.

    “Fuck, your cock feels so fucking good,” Claire said between loud moans. “I can’t believe I ever thought I could live without a nice big dick in my pussy.”

    Connor knew that was meant for him. He knew she was telling him this would always be a part of their relationship, that his thoroughly average cock wouldn’t be enough to satisfy her. She was telling him that there was a reason he hadn’t been allowed to fuck her, even if she’d never been explicit about it.

    Connor never wavered from his task. He never stopped licking Greg’s asshole. He moved back and forth with the thrusts of the muscular man’s hips. He did his best to maintain constant contact with the tight anus in front of him.

    When Greg pulled out and stepped away, Connor felt a twinge of sadness. He’d gotten so into licking the other man’s asshole that he wanted more.

    Claire’s demand interrupted his thoughts. “Get up here.”

    Connor rose to his feet and saw Claire pointing to her asshole. “Be a good boy and worship my ass.”

    Connor immediately moved between her glorious ass cheeks and licked her asshole. He tongued it vigorously. He didn’t care why he’d been given permission to rim his girlfriend. He just wanted to do a good job.

    “Damn, look at the cuckold go. No wonder his tongue felt so good on my asshole,” Greg said.

    “He’s a very good boy,” Claire said. She moaned as Connor’s tongue moved into her asshole. “That’s it. Get me nice and loose. Greg’s going to fuck my ass and I need to be nice and relaxed for him.”

    Connor suddenly felt like he had a purpose. His girlfriend was giving her asshole to her ex-boyfriend’s monster cock and it was his job to make sure she was lubed up and ready to receive. He doubled down on his efforts and made sure to add more saliva. By the time she pushed him away, Claire’s asshole was soaked and ready to be fucked.

    “Stay close,” Claire said as Greg moved into place behind her.

    Connor sat on the side of the bed and watched as another man pressed his thick cock head against Claire’s asshole and gently pushed it inside her.

    “Oh fuck. You’re so fucking big,” she said.

    Early on in their relationship, Connor had fantasized about having anal sex with her. It seemed like a natural byproduct of worshiping her ass so often. Watching another man enjoy that privilege left him jealous and intensely aroused.

    “Fuck my ass, Greg. Take it. Fuck it. It’s yours,” Claire said as she played with her clit.

    Greg pushed the full length of his cock into her and pulled out slowly. He repeated the process several times, going a little faster with each thrust.

    Soon he’d found a good rhythm and Connor was treated to the visual spectacle of watching his girlfriend’s tight asshole cling to someone else’s big dick. When Greg pulled out, it was like Claire’s anus didn’t want to let go of his big dick, like it wanted to be stretched forever.

    When Greg finally pulled out all the way, Claire simply said, “Be a good boy,” to Connor.

    He swiftly moved behind her and pressed his tongue into her gaping asshole. He rimmed her eagerly and she moaned loudly. He loved that he was getting to participate in her anal pleasure. He loved how dirty it felt. Someone else’s cock had been in her asshole mere moments before and now he was shoving his tongue in there.

    When Claire said, “Enough,” Connor dutifully moved away and Greg took his place.

    The other man’s big cock disappeared inside her once more and resumed the deep thrusts that seemed to bring Claire such bliss. Connor again marveled at what was unfolding in her bedroom. Someone else was fucking the ass that he’d just licked. He’d eaten his girlfriend’s asshole after another man had been inside it. He’d done it happily, too. He felt nasty and hugely aroused at the same time. He never wanted the evening to end.

    “Stroke your cock for me, Connor,” Claire ordered through a series of low, lusty moans as Greg pounded her ass.

    Connor happily did as he was told. He wrapped his fingers around his stiff dick and stroked quickly. There was plenty of precum to use as lubrication. He knew not to orgasm without her permission, but he happily brought himself close.

    Greg started to fuck her harder and faster. He was pounding Claire’s asshole while she was rubbing her clit and Connor was masturbating. The room was filled with the sounds of sexual pleasure.

    “I’m gonna cum!” Greg announced.

    Claire said nothing. She simply played with her pussy. Greg fucked her faster and then buried his cock in her ass and cried out. He was cumming inside her. He was filling her rectum with his semen.

    When he pulled out, Claire’s asshole gaped from the vigorous nature of the fucking and the thickness of Greg’s cock.

    “Add your cum, cuckold,” Claire demanded.

    Connor moved behind her and masturbated as Claire reached back and spread her ass cheeks. Her hole continued to gape. Connor knew she wanted him to cum in her asshole. He knew what he’d have to do afterwards, too. He didn’t care.

    He grunted and released his load. Most of it made it into her asshole. When he was finished, he pushed the cum that had missed into her asshole.

    As expected, Claire said, “Now you’re going to clean it all out of me. Get on your back.”

    Connor did as he was told. He wasn’t looking forward to eating two loads of cum from her asshole, but he knew his place. He knew he couldn’t back out.

    Claire sat on his face. She smothered him with her ass and he pushed his tongue into her asshole. He was greeted with the first taste of cum. It was different than when he’d eaten his own. It wasn’t bad, though.

    “This is your place,” Claire said as she masturbated above him. “You’re going to clean up Greg’s cum from now on. You’re going to be our cum slut. You’re going to eat your loads and his loads, even if they’re in my ass. Do you understand?”

    Connor nodded as best he could as more of the combined loads of cum flowed out of her asshole and into his mouth. He understood. He embraced his place. He loved his girlfriend desperately and he wanted to be her ass licking cum slut.

  
    Her Blue Collar Bull - Part 1

    As was so often the case, Alan found himself utterly enchanted with his wife. On this particular morning, Hallie was carefully applying lipstick. She was dressed in a pair of black panties with lace trim that hugged her tight ass and a matching bra. She was leaning forward to get a little closer to the bathroom mirror and she looked truly breathtaking as Alan stared from the bathroom doorway.

    "Do you have something special planned this morning?" Alan asked, though he had something very specific in mind.

    Hallie finished applying her lipstick and turned her head from side to side, apparently to get a better view, though Alan had never quite grasped the finer points of makeup application.

    "Why do you ask?"

    "Because it's 8 a.m. and you're putting on lipstick, doing your makeup, and wearing that bra and those panties," he answered.

    She turned to him and smiled. "I'm sure there are plenty of women that do their hair and makeup and wear lovely lingerie as they do so."

    Alan stepped into the bathroom and ran his hands over his wife's ass as he looked at her in the mirror. "You're right, of course. You're not one of those women, though. You usually put your hair in a ponytail, wash your face, and put on a pair of leggings and a top that reveals this stomach you've worked so hard to keep tight."

    She leaned into him and Alan grasped her breasts through the bra. "I'm the wife of a very successful man who bought me a gorgeous, multi-million dollar home in Greenwich. I need to keep my stomach nice and tight. I need to keep all of my body nice and tight. I need to show it off, too. We can't have you getting bored and replacing me some pretty young whore, can we?"

    He laughed. "You know I'd never do that."

    Hallie reached back and stroked Alan's cock through his slacks. "I do know that." She smiled at him in the mirror as he got hard in her hand.

    "Do you have something special planned this morning?" he asked.

    "Eddie's coming over. He'll be here soon after you arrive at the office."

    Alan's cock got harder and Hallie stroked him a little faster.

    "It's funny, isn't it? You're better than him in almost every way. You're better looking. You're taller. You drive a much nicer car. The monthly mortgage on this house costs more than he makes in a year. You run a company. He's self-employed. And yet, he's the one that gets to do all manner of unholy things to your wife. He's the one that gets to have his way with me however he chooses. He's the one that's going to fuck me all over this house today. He's the one that's going to cum in my pussy or my ass or my mouth or on my tits or on my fucking face. He's the one that gets to have all the fun that most husbands want to have with their wives."

    Alan slipped a hand into his wife's bra and grasped her breast as she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. She stroked him and rubbed the head over her panty-clad ass and he moaned.

    "You give me so much, Alan. You take such good care of me. You make sure that I have almost everything I need in life. There are just some things you can't give me despite all your success and the money that comes with it. Eddie can give me those things, though. He can make me feel the way I want to feel. That's why he gets to do things with your wife that you'll never get to do."

    Alan wanted to bend her over and slip inside her from behind. He wanted to grab her hips and fuck her roughly over the bathroom counter. He wanted it so desperately, and yet he wasn't permitted such pleasure. Eddie - the handyman she'd hired to do some simple fixes around the house before taking him as her bull - was permitted those pleasures.

    "Get on your fucking knees, Alan," she said.

    He dropped to his knees and Hallie slowly lowered her panties. He leaned in and placed a handful of kisses on her taut ass cheeks.

    "I was thinking I'd let Eddie fuck me on your desk today," she said. "I know he likes defiling your wife where you spend so many hours working. I was thinking I'd have him sit in your chair while I sucked his cock. Maybe he'll fuck my throat and I'll drool all over the floor. Maybe he'll put me on your desk, pound my pussy, and flood me with his seed while I tell him that I'm his personal slut, that I'm his whore, that I'll do anything he wants just to make him happy. Maybe he'll bend me over, fuck me up the ass, and cum deep in me while he thinks about the fact that he's the only man allowed to have my ass."

    "May I worship your asshole?" Alan asked.

    Hallie laughed. "Of course you can. Spread those cheeks. Worship the hole that you're not allowed to fuck. Worship the hole that Eddie can have whenever he wants."

    Alan spread his wife's cheeks, leaned in, and licked her asshole. He did so while knowing that there was a very good chance that another man would fuck her ass that day while Alan was at work. That notion thrilled him, though, as he was his wife's cuckold and had been for three years.

    "That's enough," Hallie said after a few minutes of dutiful ass worship on his part. "You need to get going or you'll be late to work, and we can't have your company failing. I need to be taken care of, after all, and if you can't take care of me I'll find someone else who will."

    Alan stood and embraced his wife from behind. He didn't kiss her - he'd just been eating her ass, after all - and said, "I'll always take care of you, Hallie. That's what I'm good at."

    She smiled at him in the mirror. "I know, baby. I know. Have a good day at work."

    "Have a good day with Eddie."

    "I will. I always do."

    ---

    It was a little before 10 a.m. when Alan received a text from his wife. "He'll be here soon. Let me know if you want to listen."

    "I'd like to listen," he texted back. It wasn't always possible for Alan to listen in as Eddie fucked his wife, but his morning was free of meetings.

    "I was hoping you'd say that. You can listen, but you'll have to come home with something pretty and expensive for me to wear the next time Eddie comes over," she replied. "Something high end. You can have your assistant pick it out if you'd like, but I want you to go in person and pick it up before you come home. Just know that you'll never see me in it, that I'll only ever wear it for Eddie. If you fail to come home with an expensive - and I do mean expensive - lingerie set for me, it will be a long time before you're allowed to listen again."

    Alan's cock stirred. He loved when his wife made him spend money to make Eddie happy. "I'll buy you something beautiful and very expensive," he texted. "You know how much I adore helping you look good for your bull."

    His phone buzzed as Hallie called. Alan popped an AirPod into one ear and answered.

    "Hey there," she said. "Eddie's truck just pulled into the driveway. I'm putting you on mute. Enjoy yourself."

    Alan was working his way through emails that had arrived since he'd left work yesterday and he continued to do so as he listened to his wife open the front door and greet her bull.

    "I missed you," she said.

    "Yeah?" Eddie asked. "How much did you miss me?"

    They kissed. Alan always loved the sound of his wife and her bull kissing. Hallie had refused to let him watch in the three years she'd cuckolded him, but he'd listened with great frequency and it had always proven quite potent. His imagination did a wonderful job of creating the spectacular imagery of his wife's tongue dancing with Eddie's while his rough, callused hands grasped her ass cheeks and squeezed them hard.

    "It does seem like you missed me," he said with utter confidence. "But I'm still not entirely convinced."

    Alan's assistant walked into his office holding a folder. She smiled and he couldn't help but note that her blouse seemed a touch tighter than usual. It wasn't exactly unprofessional, but it was bordering on it. His state of arousal led him to stare at her chest a little longer than was professional, though, so he was hardly one to judge her clothing choices.

    "I need your signature on this, Mr. Reynolds," she said before coming around his desk and setting the paper in front of him.

    "Of course, Melanie," he replied.

    Alan could hear his wife sucking cock as he tried to read the paper she'd set in front of him.

    "Hallie...fuck...you're an incredible cocksucker," Eddie said. "And you're doing a very, very good job of showing me just how much you've missed me."

    Alan heard his wife gagging on Eddie's cock, something she did with great frequency. She was clear that she did it because it turned Eddie on. He liked to see Hallie indulge in her slutty side. More accurately, he liked to see a beautiful, classy, wealthy woman on her knees with his cock in her throat and her eyes watering as she happily degraded herself for his pleasure.

    "Mr. Reynolds?" Melanie asked.

    He looked up and saw her smiling.

    "Sorry, but you haven't signed the paper yet. It's just an authorization for a new copy machine. It's expensive, but it's top of the line and the old one is getting really out of date."

    Alan didn't care about the price. He hadn't even gotten to the price. He'd been far too busy listening to his wife suck dick.

    Melanie put her hand on his. Her skin was soft and warm and her touch a little flirty. Too flirty, really. Alan wondered if she was trying to make it clear that she'd be willing to be more than his assistant. It wouldn't have been the first time that someone that worked for him had signaled that she'd would be more than happy to indulge his desires - theoretical desires, really, since Melanie had no idea that Alan loved being cuckolded more than anything - in exchange for getting a little closer to his wealth.

    Alan signed the document without acknowledging Melanie's touch and he did so while his wife continued to loudly suck Eddie's cock, presumably doing so in the large foyer of their home. Sounds tended to echo in that particular part of the house and Alan imagined the cocksucking would be quite loud were he actually there.

    "Anything else?" he asked of Melanie.

    "No, that's all, Mr. Reynolds."

    She took the paper away and left his office. Alan noticed that her skirt seemed a little tighter than usual, too, and that her ass was really quite fetching. She was fifteen years younger than him, though, so it was no surprise that he found her youthfulness attractive.

    "Eddie, baby, please, I need you to fuck me," Hallie begged.

    "Well, I need you to suck on my balls."

    The sound of what must have been ball sucking filled Alan's ear. He closed his eyes and imagined his beautiful wife on her knees in front of her barrel-chested bull. She imagined his hand on the back of her head, guiding her mouth to serve his needs.

    "Fuck, the things you do for me, Hallie. You make me feel so fucking good."

    There was a popping sound as his testicles presumably departed her mouth. "It makes my pussy wet to do naughty things for you, Eddie. It turns me on to even think about being your slut."

    Alan heard the sound of stroking and closed his eyes as he imagined his wife's delicate fingers moving up and down Eddie's thick shaft.

    "Yeah? Is that what you are, Hallie? Are you my slut?"

    "Yes, I am. I'm your slut, Eddie. It makes me feel so fucking good to be your slut."

    Alan was struck by a wave of jealousy. He was living the American Dream, at least from the outside looking in. He'd built a successful company. He'd earned many millions of dollars. He'd bought the big house. He'd married a gorgeous woman. He drove an absurdly expensive car. He had an office in a New York City high rise. He was the envy of so many people, and yet his wife was far more interested - sexually speaking - in a man that had achieved almost nothing in his life.

    There was pleasure in that jealousy, though. Pleasure in the inherent humiliation of Hallie choosing to find her sexual satisfaction with a lesser man, at least outwardly so. Pleasure in the fact that Alan was permitted to worship her asshole but would never be permitted to fuck it.

    "Will you fuck me in my husband's office?" Hallie asked.

    "I will."

    Alan heard them kissing. Hallie must have stood. Eddie must have pulled her close for a kiss. She moaned. There was another sound. The sound of wetness. The sound of Eddie's fingers in her pussy. It must have been. She was soaked for him and he was happily exploring her wetness before taking her to Alan's office.

    "Come," Hallie said.

    Alan did his best to work through emails while he listened to his wife lead her bull through the house and to his home office. He didn't do a great deal of work in there - Alan tried his best not to work outside of normal hours - but he found it thrilling that Hallie enjoyed letting Eddie fuck her in that space. He imagined that Eddie found it quite pleasurable, too.

    Alan heard a door open and then the sounds got jumbled. He heard Hallie groan at the same time that a chair was clearly pulled out of the way. There was a thud and Alan imagined that was his wife being bent over the desk.

    "Your cunt is soaked," Eddie said.

    "For you. It's soaked for you. I only ever get soaked for you, Eddie."

    "Such a slut," he said. "And what if I don't want to fuck your cunt, Hallie? Then what do we do?"

    "All my holes belong to you, Eddie. You can fuck me however you want. You can use my body for your pleasure. It all feels good to me."

    Alan had asked about anal sex early in their relationship. He'd enjoyed it with a few of his ex-girlfriends, but Hallie had steadfastly refused. She'd gone so far as to insist that she would never have anal sex, that it was degrading for a woman to have anal sex, that it was an act designed purely for a man's pleasure and that she had no interest and that Alan would just have to accept that if he wanted to be with her.

    Alan had accepted that reality with no issue and Hallie promptly let Eddie have her ass the second time they fucked. He hadn't asked, though. He'd simply taken it. He'd fucked her pussy twice on that same day and the third time he'd bent her over, shoved his lubed fingers up her ass, and then replaced them with his cock. Hallie had taken it without question or complaint and when Alan asked why she'd changed her mind about anal sex Hallie had simply told him that the idea of doing it with Eddie was a turn on. She'd then given Alan a handjob while making it perfectly clear that he wasn't man enough to get to have anal sex with her.

    "Please, Eddie, fuck my ass," Hallie said, bringing Alan out of his memory and back into the present.

    Eddie spit. Alan imagined it falling onto his wife's asshole.

    He heard a sharp intake of breath before she said, "Oh, fuck."

    Hallie groaned. Eddie was in her ass. He had to have been. She was almost certainly bent over Alan's desk and getting fucked up the ass by her bull's fat cock.

    Alan's office door opened and Melanie stepped inside. She had an iPad in her hand. "I'm about to order lunch," she said. "Can I order something for you?"

    Her smile was sweet and charming. Her posture struck Alan as slightly flirtatious. "Uh, yes, I'll take a salad, I guess. With chicken."

    Melanie held up her iPad and tapped the screen a handful of times. Then she approached his desk and came around it once more before setting the device in front of him.

    "I'll let you pick," she said.

    Alan stared at the screen while another man had anal sex with his wife. He listened to the grunts and groans from both Eddie and Hallie and he pictured the other man's thick cock sliding in and out of her asshole. The sound of a loud smack - of Eddie spanking Hallie - made Alan jump in his chair and Melanie rested a hand on his shoulder.

    "Are you okay, Mr. Reynolds?" she asked.

    "Uh, yes, I am. I am," he said. There was no way to explain why he'd jumped like that, so Alan didn't bother trying to offer a feeble lie. Instead, he quickly scanned the menu and picked out the first salad that seemed remotely suitable.

    "Harder, Eddie, fuck my ass harder!" Hallie cried out.

    Alan had never quite wrapped his head around why Hallie enjoyed anal sex with her bull. He knew it was at least mildly painful for her to get fucked in the ass and she wasn't a masochist. She liked it, though. She liked making that sacrifice for Eddie. She liked doing it because it made him feel good, because he came particularly hard when he defiled another man's wife in that way. Of course, Alan found it hugely arousing, too. It was all quite fucked up, in a way, but Alan liked their particular version of fucked up so he wasn't going to protest.

    "Are you sure you're okay?" Melanie asked as she took the iPad from Alan.

    "Yes, absolutely. I am."

    "You seem tense. I could have a masseuse here in less than ten minutes. A shoulder rub might go a long way."

    Alan shook his head. "Oh, no, that's not necessary."

    Melanie held the iPad against her chest and studied him for a few moments. "I could give you the massage myself. Just a shoulder rub. Nothing weird."

    The offer seemed genuine, but of course Alan couldn't accept it. It was far too unprofessional. "I appreciate that, Melanie, but I'm okay. I really am. Thank you for taking care of the lunch order."

    She nodded and left his office.

    "Eddie, please, cum in my ass!" Hallie cried out.

    Not long after, Eddie grunted in the way he always did as he came in Hallie's ass. The noises were decidedly animalistic, but Eddie also fucked in a manner that could be described as animalistic, so it was no surprise that he sounded that way when he unleashed inside Alan's wife.

    "Fuck...fuck...baby, I love when you cum in my ass," Hallie said softly. "It makes me so fucking wet. Can I rub my pussy?"

    "No," Eddie said. "You're nowhere near done serving my cock today so you're going to wait to cum."

    "Of course," she replied.

    Alan leaned back and noted that his dick was hard as a rock and had formed quite the bulge in his pants. He was glad he'd been leaning forward with his chair mostly under his desk when Melanie came in. Having her see his erection would have been decidedly unhelpful in his quest to be professional as her boss.

    "Can I make you breakfast?" Hallie asked.

    Alan heard a smack on his wife's ass. "That would be great," Eddie answered.

    Alan took the AirPod out so he could get some work done. He knew Eddie and Hallie would be fucking again before long, but in the meantime he would do his best to clean out his inbox and get to the rest of the day's work.

    ---

    The house was silent as Alan came in through the garage a little after 6.pm. He called for Hallie, but she didn't answer. Alan smiled. She was playing, quite literally, hard to get.

    He searched the house for his wife and found her sitting on his desk. She wore a white satin robe and red lipstick. Her long blonde hair was down and looked both styled and a little bit messy. He suspected she hadn't done anything to it since Eddie had left nearly seven hours prior.

    "Welcome home," she said.

    "You look amazing," Alan replied.

    Hallie beckoned him closer. Alan stepped into his office and towards his wife. They kissed as he ran his hands over the white satin. She moaned into his mouth and he slipped a hand into the robe to find that she wasn't wearing a bra, which delighted him to no end.

    "Did you have a good day at work, my love?" she asked.

    "It was hard to get anything done this morning," he replied with a smile. "But that did make it a very good day."

    Alan's hand moved to her thigh and he ran his fingers under her satin robe and over her smooth skin. Hallie kissed him again, this time drawing Alan's tongue into her mouth and sucking on it in a slow, sensual fashion.

    "Did you have a good day?" he asked.

    "You know I did. Or at least you know that my morning was very productive. Any time I can make my bull cum repeatedly it's a very good morning, after all."

    "You love to make him cum, don't you?"

    Hallie spread her legs and Alan took that as permission to run his fingers all the way up to her pussy. She wasn't wearing panties, so he slipped inside her, eliciting a soft moan as she kissed his neck.

    "Making Eddie cum turns me on like nothing else," she whispered. "Letting him use my body to cum...it makes me so fucking hot, Alan. Letting him control me, letting him tell me what to do...it makes my pussy drip."

    Alan believed it as her pussy was soaked in that moment. Completely and utterly soaked as he invaded her with three fingers.

    "I like giving him things I'll never let you have," she said. "I like throating his cock. I like it when he spanks me hard. I like it when he fucks my ass even though it hurts. I like it when he pulls my hair and calls me names. I like it when he cums on my face, when he makes me beg for his load on my face."

    Alan wanted to make his wife cum. He dropped to his knees and pushed the robe up around her waist. He pulled her pussy closer and put his tongue to work on her clit.

    "You're such a good cuckold, Alan," she said with a hand on the back of his head. "My pleasure is all that matters to you. That's what makes you such a good cuckold. Look at you, eating the pussy that another man fucked twice today. You just want to make me feel good, to make me cum. You don't care about how degrading it is to lick the cunt that someone else seeded twice today."

    Alan didn't care. He would have eaten her ass, too, despite knowing that Eddie had defiled it with his dick on two occasions that day. He just wanted to make Hallie feel good, to make her cum. He wanted to do his duty as her cuckold.

    Hallie came quickly. Very quickly. She rested her feet on his back while her body trembled from the pleasure and Alan put his tongue inside her and tasted her pussy while his nose gently rubbed her clit to provide a little extra stimulation.

    "Did you buy me something expensive, Alan?" she asked after her orgasm.

    "I did," he replied.

    "Did your assistant help, or did you pick it out yourself?"

    "I did it myself. I picked it up in person, just like you wanted. The woman at the register said that my wife was a very lucky woman."

    Hallie smiled. "She has no idea just how right she is. My husband buys me pretty things and my bull fucks me in those pretty things. I couldn't be any happier."

    She pulled his mouth to her pussy. He plunged his tongue inside her. He licked feverishly.

    "You won't be cumming today, Alan," she said. "You will, however, make us dinner. Afterwards you'll give me a massage. You'll eat my pussy again, too. I might even let you suck on my toes. Then I'll tease your cock and you'll go to bed desperately horny and frustrated, just the way I like it."

    "Thank you," he said, though he was offering his thanks for more than just the plans for the evening. He was thanking her for marrying him, for being so beautiful, for cuckolding him, for letting him eat her pussy, for letting him rub her, for everything, really.

    "You're welcome," she replied. "Now get to work on dinner."

    Alan stood and Hallie pulled him close for a long kiss. Then he turned and headed to the kitchen to make dinner and begin what would be a night of service to his wife. He smiled just thinking about it.

  
    Her Blue Collar Bull - Part 2

    Click here to read the first part of the story.

    ---

    Hallie's skirt was short enough that she would have been kicked out of their country club were she bold enough to wear it. Her tank top - worn without a bra - would have gotten her kicked out, too. The platform heels probably wouldn't have been in violation of the club's dress code, though had she worn them with a classier outfit Hallie certainly would have drawn a wealth of stares. The same could be said for her hair and makeup, which were done in a far trashier manner than normal.

    All of it was at her bull's request. Eddie liked fucking a rich married woman, but every so often he found pleasure in making Hallie play the part of a woman of a far different class. Today was one of those days and he'd requested an outfit that made Hallie look like something akin to a prostitute, albeit an exceptionally beautiful prostitute with a body shaped by an expensive personal trainer.

    Alan was behind the wheel of the Range Rover he'd leased for his wife six months prior. She was in the passenger seat running her fingers over her exposed thighs and occasionally grasping her breasts. Alan knew she was doing so because she was turned on. She liked these days. She liked dressing up at Eddie's request. She liked going to whatever cheap motel he'd booked a room at. She liked surrendering herself to his sexual desires. She liked stepping outside the cocoon of comfort that Alan had built for her.

    On this particular day, Eddie had booked a room at a Motel 6. The Range Rover would be out of place in the parking lot, but there was nothing to be done about that. They didn't have a cheaper car and Alan didn't want to go through the hassle of renting one.

    "This place is awful," he said upon pulling into the parking lot.

    "I know," Hallie replied.

    She took Alan's hand from the steering wheel and guided it between her legs. She wasn't wearing any panties and his fingers slipped inside her with ease. She was, of course, completely soaked.

    "The things he's going to do to me in that motel room...it makes me wet just thinking about it."

    Alan was hard. Hallie wasn't the only one that found pleasure in these days. It was different for him, of course. He'd sit in the parking lot for hours. He'd wait for Eddie to finish using his wife. He'd watch her come out looking very much like she'd just been thoroughly fucked for hours with her hair and makeup a mess and her clothes sometimes a bit torn from rough play. Then he'd drive her home and if he was lucky Hallie would offer him the pleasure of an orgasm after he serviced her however she desired.

    "Are you ready?" she asked.

    Alan nodded and got out of the car. He came around to the passenger side and opened the door for Hallie. Alan offered a hand and stepped out. They walked through the parking lot and towards the room Eddie had booked.

    Alan took a deep breath and knocked on the door. Eddie's heavy footsteps approached. The door opened and Eddie smiled as he stared at Hallie's tits. He reached up and grabbed one, squeezing it hard through her top. She winced and then moaned.

    "Is your cunt wet?" Eddie asked.

    "Yes."

    He laughed. "Good. Give your husband a kiss on the cheek."

    Hallie did so and turned back to Eddie, who was rubbing his cock through his jeans with a hungry look in his eyes.

    "You can both come in."

    Alan looked at Hallie. He'd never been asked into the motel room before. He'd never been allowed to watch in any form and he wasn't sure how to proceed.

    "Don't look at her," Eddie said. "She's not in control. Now both of you get the fuck in the room."

    Hallie took Alan's hand and led him into the room.

    Alan couldn't remember the last time he'd been in a cheap motel room. It had been decades. It wasn't dirty - not that he could see - but it was obviously cheap. The comforter had a handful of cigarette burns in it, the lamp shades were stained with...something Alan couldn't begin to identify, the carpet had a massive coffee stain - he hoped it was coffee - and the TV screen was cracked.

    "Strip and sit, cuck," Eddie said as he pointed to a chair next to the window.

    Again Alan looked at Hallie.

    "Do as you're told," she said softly.

    It was a deeply humiliating moment, but Alan stripped out of his clothes and sat on the chair. He wasn't crazy about his bare ass touching the fabric, but he did as he was told because it's what Hallie wanted.

    Eddie smiled and pointed towards the nightstand. Hallie strode towards it and opened the drawer. She pulled out a handful of white plastic zip ties.

    "He's going to watch," Eddie said. "And he's going to remain calm, quiet, and in that chair throughout. You're going to help him with that."

    Alan put his hands on the chair's arm rests and Hallie dutifully used a zip tie to secure each of his wrists.

    Eddie moved behind her as she stood. He grabbed her hips and pulled her ass to his crotch. He kissed her neck and cupped her breasts, squeezing them aggressively through the thin material of her tight tank top.

    It was obvious that Hallie enjoyed Eddie's touch, as rough as it was. The pleasure on her face was real. The moans were real. She turned her head to kiss her bull and Eddie's tongue invaded her mouth in a wild, aggressive manner.

    "I like your outfit," Eddie said as he stepped back and grabbed Hallie's ass.

    "Yeah?"

    He nodded and then spanked her a few times. "You look like a whore."

    Alan was surprised - though he shouldn't have been - that Hallie moaned at being called a whore. She was with Eddie at least in part because she liked the stark contrast between her bull and her husband. She liked a man with rough hands and a rough approach to sex having his way with her. She liked being the plaything of a dominant blue collar alpha male and the wife of a white collar man who didn't possess all that many alpha traits outside of his ability to make a great deal of money.

    "Turn around and get on your knees," Eddie instructed.

    Hallie spun away from Alan and dropped to her knees. Eddie stepped in front of her and held her head in both hands.

    "Suck my cock," he instructed.

    Eddie stared at Alan. His gaze remained unwavering as Alan heard the sound of a zipper being lowered. A few moments later, Hallie's head began to move. Back and forth, Back and forth. Back and forth.

    Pleasure washed over Eddie's face. His cock was in a beautiful woman's mouth. Of course he felt pleasure.

    "That's it, cocksucker," he said. "Pleasure me. Be a good girl and serve my cock."

    Hallie moaned around the dick in her mouth. Alan could only see the back of her head, though. He was so close to his cuckolding and yet he couldn't see what he wanted, what he craved.

    He leaned to the right and was stunned when Eddie reached out and slapped him. The chair nearly toppled over with Alan bound to it as he grappled with the shock of being slapped.

    "Did I say you could try and watch your wife suck my dick, cuck?"

    Alan shook his head as a sense of fear gripped him. It faded as he bounced back from the shock, but a low level of it remained, and likely with good reason. Eddie was clearly unpredictable and not afraid to put Alan in his place.

    "Such a greedy cuck," Eddie said. He then looked down at Hallie, grabbed a handful of her hair, and pulled back until she was staring straight up at him. "Your greedy cuck husband is trying to ruin our fun by misbehaving."

    She stuck out her tongue and Eddie slapped his dick against it. He rubbed the head over her lips and she moaned.

    "I want you to slap him," he instructed.

    Eddie let go of her hair and Hallie stood and turned around. Her nipples seemed to have gotten harder as she reached out and rested her hand against Alan's cheek.

    "Please don't," he said.

    "I'm sorry, baby, but with Eddie...with Eddie I do as I'm told."

    Hallie slapped him. It wasn't anywhere near as hard or painful as Eddie's slap, but it was more humiliating.

    "There's something else in the nightstand drawer," Eddie instructed. "Put it on him."

    Hallie opened the drawer and pulled out a ball gag. Alan instinctively struggled against the zip ties - this was getting too weird for him - but there was no point. He was secured to the chair and going nowhere.

    Hallie didn't hesitate to put him in the ball gag. She shoved the red ball into his mouth and affixed the straps behind his head. Alan's teeth sank slightly into the red rubber ball, but it had very little give to it. He felt a bit of saliva escape and run down his lips and chin before dripping onto his cock.

    "Suck his cock until he's hard," Eddie instructed.

    Hallie fell to her knees in front of Alan and took him in her mouth. He watched her blonde hair bob up and down in his lap and he got hard in less than thirty seconds. Hallie stopped as soon as he reached an erect state. Eddie helped her to her feet, spun her around, and lifted her skirt until it was up around her waist.

    "You know, I've long wanted to fuck your wife in front of you, cuck," Eddie said. "I've always thought it would be hot to make you watch as I did as I pleased with her body."

    Eddie's hand moved up Hallie's back and he grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed her forward until her hands rested on Alan's knees. She looked up and it was obvious that Eddie had slipped into her from behind.

    "It's even more exciting than I thought it would be, though."

    It was not how Alan had envisioned first watching another man fuck his wife. He'd always pictured it happening in their home. He'd pictured Hallie on her back in expensive lingerie. He'd pictured Eddie between her legs fucking her in missionary as she wrapped her stocking-clad legs around him and told him how much better his cock felt inside her than her husband's ever had.

    This was different. This was grimy and humiliating. Alan was bound and gagged and Hallie was bent over and being taken hard from behind by her bull, who wore an aggressive and delighted look on his face as he pounded her mercilessly in a manner that couldn't have provided any pleasure, though the look on Hallie's face suggested otherwise.

    As he fucked her, Eddie reached forward and shoved three fingers into Hallie's mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked on them, moaning while she did so. Alan had heard stories of how Eddie fucked her - and he'd listened from time to time - but this felt different. This was different.

    "Can I cum?" Hallie asked as Eddie's fingers left her mouth.

    "No," he said. "Now spit on your husband's face."

    Hallie did so without hesitation. She smiled afterwards and Alan felt even more humiliated as her spit dripped down his cheek and landed on his stomach.

    "Is he still hard?" Eddie asked.

    Hallie looked down. "Yes. Hard as a rock."

    Eddie laughed and pulled out. He smacked Hallie's ass hard enough for her to wince and said, "Such a fucking cuck. Turn around and sit on his dick. Take him for a quick ride."

    Hallie spun around, reached back to rest her hands on Alan's upper thighs, and sat her pussy on his cock. He moaned around the ball gag and more saliva emerged. His chin was now coated in it. Hallie leaned back a little and rode him vigorously for no more than half a minute before Eddie sat on the edge and pointed to his cock.

    She rushed towards him, dropped to her knees, and took him in her mouth. Alan stared at his wife's ass - the skirt was still up around her waist - and then watched her head bob up and down.

    Hallie sucked rhythmically, though there was plenty of gagging, too. It seemed clear that Eddie enjoyed the sensation of her throat spasming around his cock and Hallie understood that well enough to gag on him without hesitation or prompting.

    Eddie seemed to want more, though, as he put a hand on the back of her neck and pushed down until Hallie sounded like she was choking. He looked at Alan, smiled, and held her head in place as the seconds ticked by.

    Alan was ready to panic, but then his wife reached back and played with her pussy. She was choking on a cock and masturbating. Eddie seemed to have a keen understanding of what she needed, what she craved, and Alan felt every bit like the cuck that he was.

    Eddie pulled his hand away and Hallie's head popped up. She gasped for air and reached up to wipe her face clean of what Alan imagined was quite a bit of saliva.

    "Now my cock is ready," Eddie said. "Get on your hands and knees in the bed. Face your husband."

    Hallie stood and crawled into the bed behind Eddie. She kissed his neck as he sat there staring at Alan. His cock was coated in the thick saliva that the Hallie's throat had produced.

    "I'm going to fuck your wife's ass while you watch, cuck," Eddie said. "She's going to cum while I'm in her ass. Not only that, she's going to beg for the pleasure of an orgasm. She's going to wait until I give her permission and then she's going to climax while her asshole clamps down on my big cock, prompting me to flood her rectum with my load. You're going to sit there like a good cuck and watch all of it."

    Eddie stood and stripped. He moved into the bed behind Hallie.

    "Make sure you keep looking at your cuck as I defile your ass," Eddie said.

    That turned Hallie on. Alan could see it on her face. The arousal was pure, significant, and beautiful. He'd always understood her attraction to Eddie, but it felt so much clearer in the motel room. Eddie gave her something that Alan truly could not, and went beyond simply wanting to fuck her ass. Eddie was just a different kind of man, the kind that Alan could never be.

    "Fuck my ass, baby."

    Eddie grabbed her hips and did just that.

    Alan watched his wife's face and saw her beautiful features contort in both pleasure and pain. She moaned. She winced. She moaned again. The longer it went on, the more pleasurable it seemed to feel, though, likely because her ass was getting used to the sizable foreign invader.

    "Eddie, baby, please, cum in my ass!"

    Eddie seemed to be in no rush to flood her ass. He wanted to enjoy himself, to take pleasure in sodomizing the wife of the man sitting bound in the hotel room.

    To his embarrassment, Alan's cock remained stiff as he watched. It wasn't so much the arousal that annoyed him. Instead, it was the fact that it couldn't be hidden, that Eddie knew full well that Alan was enjoying playing witness to his wife being used as an anal whore for another man.

    "Who owns this ass?" Eddie asked.

    "You do," she answered without hesitation. "You're the only man that's ever had it, Eddie, and you're the only man that will ever have it."

    He smiled at that. He fucked her harder, too. "You can cum."

    Hallie reached back to play with her clit. It took no more than a handful of seconds for her to cum. It was the only time she wasn't staring at Alan, though that was only because she couldn't keep her eyes open while climaxing with another man's dick in her ass.

    Eddie's orgasm soon followed and Alan was whisked away to experience a very particular kind of cuckold pleasure as another man climaxed in his wife's asshole. He'd imagined it countless times, but watching it was something else entirely. It was humiliating and enthralling. Were his hands free he would have masturbated to a beautiful orgasm, such was the intense pleasure of witnessing Hallie's climax while her bull satisfied himself in her ass.

    Eddie pulled out and Hallie looked back at him and said, "Thank you for letting me cum. You know how much I love getting off when you're in my ass."

    "Yes I do," Eddie replied with a smile.

    Hallie spun around and kissed her bull. Alan stared at the hand prints on his wife's ass. Eddie must have smacked her awfully hard.

    "I brought your plug," Eddie said. "Freshly cleaned. It's in the bathroom. Go put it in. Then bring a wash cloth to clean my dick."

    Hallie hurried to the bathroom and Eddie sprawled out on the bed, looking very much like a man in his happy place.

    "You're going to stay like that until I'm done with your wife, cuck," he said. "It will be a few hours. I like to use all her holes and make sure she has as many orgasms as possible. That way she'll want to come back again, to get more of what only I can give her."

    Alan's dick throbbed at the idea of being bound and gagged for hours while his wife was used by another man.

    "Then you can take her home and do whatever cuck shit you do with her," he added with a laugh. "I like having you here, though. I might make this a regular thing. Not all the time, of course - I like fucking her while you're at work - but from time to time I'll give you the pleasure of watching. Maybe I'll make you earn it next time, though. That would be fun."

    The look on Eddie's face was disconcerting. Alan would almost certainly not enjoy whatever he had to do to earn the ability to watch again. He knew he'd end up doing it, though.

    As embarrassing as it was to be bound and gagged, Alan was thoroughly aroused and he knew that he'd enjoy whatever pleasures Hallie granted him when they got home. He was a cuck, after all, and this was the kind of sex that he enjoyed most.

  
    Her Blue Collar Bull - Part 3

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Hallie stepped out of the bathroom in a pair of black lace boyshort panties and a matching bra. There was a confident sway in her hips as she strode across the bedroom and into the closet.

    Not long after, Hallie emerged holding a pair of thigh high black latex boots. She set them on the floor and stepped into both. She bent over as Alan sat up and watched her slowly zip up each of the boots. Hallie stood and put her hands on her hips and struck a pose that caused Alan's loins to stir.

    "Those boots are incredible," he said.

    "I thought you'd enjoy them."

    His boxers now had the beginnings of a tent in them as Alan's cock had reached a half hard state.

    "Why don't you come and kiss them?" Hallie suggested as she pointed to her feet.

    A kink-fueled desire drove Alan out of their bed and onto his knees. He bent over and pressed his lips to the smooth, shiny latex of her boot and kissed it. He did so a handful of times and felt that same kinky energy flowing through him.

    "Oh, I like this very much," Hallie said. "This is a good look on you, Alan. On your knees and kissing the boots of the woman you worship."

    He kept on kissing. His cock was hard, but it got harder when Hallie placed one booted foot on his upper back while he kissed the other. She pressed down and he moaned while thinking of how this particular act of kink was a genuine change of pace from how things normally played out.

    When Hallie lifted her foot from between his shoulder blades, Alan sat back on his knees and looked up at her. He was curious as to what had inspired her outfit and dominant behavior, but he kept his curiosity to himself as he didn't want to ruin the moment.

    Hallie put her hands on her hips and stared down at him. "I saw those texts from your assistant."

    Alan knew what she was talking about. He had no reason to be fearful, though, as he'd done nothing with Melanie.

    "She's quite flirty, Alan. Inappropriately so, I would say."

    "I know," he replied.

    Hallie stepped close enough that Alan could feel the warmth emanating from her thighs. She inched her foot forward and lifted the tip of her boot tease his cock through his underwear.

    "I think she's angling to replace me," Hallie said softly, though the look on her face was rather stern.

    "Oh, no, I don't think..."

    "Quiet," she said sharply. "She is angling to replace me, Alan. She's not stupid. She knows that men like you - successful men - often trade in their wives for a younger model. She took her time before making her move and she's not being too aggressive about it, but she's trying to seduce you, my love. She wants you to surrender to your desires. She wants you to cross the line, to do something unprofessional, to put your dick in her and discover just how pleasurable young flesh can be."

    Alan opened his mouth to offer a rebuttal, but Hallie filled it with her fingers. They moved in and out, effectively shutting him up as she continued to tease his dick.

    "She's a fool, of course," Hallie said. "She doesn't know you like I do. She doesn't know that you're a cuckold, that catering to your kink is the best way to keep you interested. She doesn't know that you need to be married to a strong woman, to someone that can handle satisfying multiple men at once, to someone that can be selfish and giving at the same time, to someone that understands her husband's needs more than any woman ever has."

    Alan nodded and Hallie pulled her fingers free. "I would never fuck her, Hallie. I wouldn't. I want you. I only want you."

    Hallie grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled Alan closer until his lips were pressed against her panties. The smell of her perfume filled his nose, as did the faint scent of arousal emanating from that holy place between her legs.

    "Lick me," she said.

    Alan extended his tongue and lapped at Hallie's pussy through the delicate fabric of her panties. He applied as much pressure as he could in the hope of offering her pleasure and was rewarded with a gentle moan as she maintained her iron grip on his hair.

    "What would you do if Melanie offered to let you watch as her boyfriend fucked her, Alan?" she asked.

    "I'd say no. I love you, Hallie. You talk often about how I take good care of you, about how I've provided you with everything you've ever wanted, but you do the same for me and I will never lose sight of that."

    Hallie smiled. "I do know how to make you feel good, don't I?"

    He nodded.

    "Would you like to cum?" she asked.

    "Yes."

    "I'd be willing to let you jerk off onto my boots if you'd lick it up."

    He moaned.

    "But then again, Eddie is coming over today. He's going to do a bit of work and then he's going to spend a few hours satisfying me while you're golfing. Maybe you'd prefer to wait to cum until after you get home."

    "Are you going to wear this outfit for him?" he asked.

    She shook her head. "This is just for you. This is my in-charge outfit. The boots in particular."

    "They're very sexy."

    Hallie smiled. "I know. They kind of make me want to crush your cock, though. I wouldn't have thought that wearing a pair of boots would make me feel so dominant and controlling, but it absolutely does."

    She released her grip on his hair and lowered her panties. Her pussy was freshly shaved - no doubt at Eddie's request - and her arousal was easy to spot. Hallie pulled him close once more and instructed Alan to lick. His tongue parted his lips and he lashed her clit with it, offering pleasure as she played with her tits and moaned.

    "I can't wait to feel Eddie's fat cock in my cunt," she said. "I can't wait until he bends me over and uses me for his pleasure. I can't wait to get fucked by a real man, Alan. I can't wait to get fucked while you're out playing golf with your rich friends. Do you think any of their wives give their cunts to other men while they're out?"

    He shook his head.

    "No, because they're not cuckolds, are they?"

    Alan lapped at her pussy and his dick throbbed. He was tempted to take her offer to cum on her boots, but he found far more pleasure in post-Eddie play, so he refrained.

    "What would they think if they knew that your wife was such a whore for a man like Eddie?" she asked. "What would they think of you, Alan, if they knew that I let Eddie have all my holes whenever he wanted them?"

    "They'd laugh at me," he answered.

    She smiled. "Yes, they would. They'd mock you behind your back, too, and they'd probably be right to do so. After all, what kind of man wants his wife to fuck other people? What kind of man wants his wife to get fucked in the ass by a fucking handyman?"

    Hallie had his head in both her hands and she was grinding her pussy over his face, making it impossible for Alan to offer an answer. It was a rhetorical question anyway, because Alan was the kind of man that wanted his wife to get fucked by a handyman. He wanted Hallie to get fucked by whoever satisfied her, and in her case that happened to be a man that was far less successful than her husband.

    Alan thought he might be allowed to make Hallie cum, but she was just using his mouth to tease herself. She stepped away before cumming and pulled her panties back up. She looked down at her boots and frowned.

    "Some of your precum leaked through your underwear onto my boots. Lick it up right now."

    Alan bent over and licked his fluid from her boot. Doing so was a uniquely submissive experience and it filled him with such arousal that he very nearly asked Hallie if he could cum. Alan stayed strong, though, and chose to delay his pleasure until after his wife and her bull had spent the afternoon together.

    "Would you like to worship my asshole while I do my makeup?" she asked.

    "Yes, please," he replied.

    Hallie smiled and pushed her fingers into his mouth. "Such a dirty cuckold. I like it. Follow me."

    Alan crawled behind his wife - not at her suggestion, but because it seemed right - and followed her into the bathroom where he would worship her asshole while she did her makeup to look good for her bull.

    ---

    A soft knock on the door drew Alan's attention from an email. "Come in."

    The door opened and for a moment Alan didn't recognize his assistant. Gone was the a-line skirt, blouse, and jacket she'd worn to work that day. In its place was a short, pleated skirt and a silk camisole. The heels were much higher and a great deal strappier, made purely with the intent of arousal.

    "Uh, Melanie, what can I do for you?" Alan asked.

    She clasped her hands in front of her and looked down while remaining on the far side of his spacious office.

    "Melanie?"

    The young assistant looked up and Alan noted that her nipples were quite obvious through the thin material of her camisole. It seemed that she wasn't wearing a bra, which bordered on being wildly inappropriate. At least the rest of the employees had already left. In fact, Alan had thought that Melanie was gone, too.

    "Mr. Reynolds, uh, I was wondering...I'm going out with my boyfriend tonight...and I was wondering if you wanted to watch."

    Alan froze. He stared at Melanie for a few seconds as his brain processed what she'd just said. Then, of course, it dawned on him that there was no way Melanie was making that offer of her own volition.

    "Melanie, I'm so sorry. Did my wife talk to you?"

    She nodded.

    "That was unkind of her," he said. "And unprofessional. She really shouldn't have done that."

    Melanie looked up and Alan tried his best to discern her disposition. His normally acute powers of perception failed him, though, as her face was absent any identifying markers of emotion.

    "She was right," Melanie finally said. "About me. About what I was doing."

    Alan thought of the conversation he'd had with Hallie just a few weeks ago. He'd been on his knees for most of it, but she'd been quite certain that Melanie was working to steal him away.

    "What about your boyfriend?" he asked.

    "The sex is good, but he's not the guy you marry. He's the guy you date because he fucks you the way you need to be fucked and you don't have any better options," she admitted.

    "Okay, well, I'm sorry that Hallie saw fit to...I don't know, do whatever she did to you, though I suppose you're not the only one she's punishing here."

    "What do you mean?" Melanie asked.

    "Well, I presume she shared some...information with you. Information about me."

    Melanie smiled and came closer. She sat in the chair across from Alan's desk and crossed her legs as he did his best not to look. "You don't have to worry about that. I'm not going to tell anyone. I'm not crazy. I know I'd never get another job if it got out that I spilled secrets about my boss. That would be career suicide."

    Alan breathed a sigh of relief as tension he didn't know he'd been feeling rushed out of his body.

    "Besides, it's not weird. Not to me, at least. I mean, if anything it makes me want you even more."

    He couldn't help the way his eyebrows shot up in surprise, but Alan quickly restrained his reaction and tried to assess if Melanie was merely playing out whatever game Hallie had instituted or if she was being genuine.

    "I have a few friends that have married rich older men like you and they say that the sex is the worst part of it," she continued. "They say it's not bad to fuck an older guy, but that it's not particularly good, either. So, you know, the fact that you're into watching your wife get fucked by someone else means that you'd be kind of perfect. I'd get all that money, I'd get to fuck other guys, and I'd get to make you happy while doing it. What could be better?"

    Melanie then sat back, uncrossed her legs, and spread them rather boldly. She pulled up her skirt and revealed her pussy. Alan stared between her thighs long enough to see that she was at least a little bit wet, though he wasn't so bold as to assume that the wetness had anything to do with him.

    "What are you doing?" he asked.

    "Tempting you. I think you'd like to watch another man fuck this tight little pussy of mine, Mr. Reynolds, and I'm willing to let you watch. I'm not entirely sure why your wife told me exactly how to seduce you, but I'd be a fool not to try."

    "Your demureness when you walked in here...that was fake?"

    She nodded. "A man can't resist a demure young woman, can he?"

    Despite his arousal, Alan was confused more than anything. He wasn't sure if Melanie was acting of her volition or if she was merely testing him on Hallie's behalf. In the end, it didn't really matter.

    "I appreciate your ambition, Melanie, but I'm not interested," he said.

    She closed her legs and smiled. "That's a good answer, Mr. Reynolds."

    Melanie stood and adjusted her skirt.

    "Your wife is a scary woman," she said. "I'd hate to think what she'd do to you if you actually took me up on that offer. Fuck."

    Melanie turned to leave and Alan asked, "Wait, that was all an act?"

    "Yes. All of it. Your wife called me. She said she knew what I was doing. She said she'd 'fucking end me' if I kept trying to take you from her. Then she told me to do all of this, to test you. She said you weren't worth keeping if you failed the test."

    "Melanie, I'm sorry," Alan said. "I really am. You shouldn't have had to do any of that."

    She smiled. "Honestly, it was kind of fun, and there was actually a part of me that was hoping you'd accept. I wouldn't mind being a kept woman. I wouldn't mind having you watch as someone else fucks me - I don't actually have a boyfriend, but I could find one - and I wouldn't even mind having sex with you from time to time. I get the feeling that you're actually pretty good in bed. Attentive, at least, and that's more than a lot of men can say."

    Alan was a little embarrassed at taking a moment - just a moment - to consider being cuckolded by Melanie. The thought floated away as soon as it entered his mind and he shifted to wondering how he could possibly keep working with Melanie after what had just unfolded in his office.

    "So, Melanie," he said as she strode towards the door, "where do we go from here?"

    "Your wife said I could keep working for you as long as I stopped trying to seduce you, so I figure that's what I'll do. I mean, I know it's weird that you've seen my pussy, but lots of assistants have seen - and either sucked or been fucked by - their boss's cocks and it's not a big deal, so I figure this shouldn't be too big of a deal, either."

    Alan didn't get a chance to respond as she walked out. He sat silently at his desk for a few seconds and then got up to try and talk to her. Melanie was gone by the time he reached his office door, though. He was the only one left at work.

    Alan called his wife.

    "Hey, baby," she said.

    Hallie wasn't alone. She was quite clearly having sex based on the sound of flesh slapping against flesh.

    "Are you getting fucked?" he asked.

    "I am. I'm on my hands and knees in the backyard, actually. I was tanning in my new bikini when Eddie came over to fix the sprinklers. He told me I had no business wearing anything when he was over, so I stripped and tanned in the nude while he did his work. When he was done, he came over to my chair, took out his dick and balls, and had me suck up all the sweat before he started fucking my mouth."

    Alan closed his eyes and pictured his wife on her hands and knees in their backyard. There was plenty of privacy so the neighbors wouldn't see, but the fact that she was gleefully getting fucked outdoors turned him on.

    "Did young Melanie do as I desired?" Hallie asked.

    "She did."

    Hallie unleashed a long, low moan. "And did you agree to watch her get fucked, Alan? Did you agree to let that little trollop cuckold you?"

    "No. I turned her down."

    "What a good boy you are, Alan."

    He was surprised by the surge of desire between his legs.

    "I was right about her, Alan. She's an ambitious little slut. I thought about having you fire her, but that doesn't seem fair. After all, it's not her fault that so many men are so fucking weak. Of course she tried to seduce you. You're mine, though, and you know that. You're smart enough not to surrender to your desire to watch her tight young body get violated by a fat cock."

    The sounds of sex - of his wife getting fucked - meant Alan was turned on. It felt unwise, though, as his arousal was subtly being linked to thoughts of Melanie getting fucked.

    "Take your cock out," she instructed.

    Alan moved behind his desk, sat, and unzipped his pants. Hallie turned the call into a FaceTime and suddenly he was staring at her as she took dick from behind. He saw her face and her swinging, perky breasts. He saw Eddie behind her, too. His chest glistened with sweat as he fucked Hallie with same the vigor he always used.

    "Jerk off for me," she said. "Sit in your chair and masturbate while another man fucks your wife's tight little cunt."

    Alan masturbated at his wife's instruction. He watched her face. He watched her breasts. He watched Eddie take his pleasure as he fucked Hallie with remarkable vigor.

    "Fuck, Eddie...fuck that tight little pussy. Fuck it hard. Stretch it out."

    Eddie leaned forward and slipped his thumb into her mouth. Hallie closed her eyes and sucked on the finger like her bull had just fed her his cock.

    The finger left her mouth and Alan was certain it entered Hallie's ass soon after. The position of her phone didn't let him see exactly what was unfolding, but the look on her face made it obvious she was getting anally fingered.

    "You like that?" Eddie asked. "You like my thumb up your ass as I fuck your married cunt?"

    "Yes!" she answered before unleashing a long moan. "My holes are yours, Eddie. They're yours, not Alan's. They belong to you. You can do whatever you want with them. You can use them however you desire to satisfy yourself while my fucking cuck of a husband watches."

    Alan's office door opened and he dropped his phone while scooting his chair forward to hide his erection under his desk. Melanie stepped inside and smiled.

    "Melanie, you need to leave," he said.

    The sounds of sex emanated from his phone, which was still on speaker.

    "She can stay, Alan," Hallie said. "In fact, she should come around and watch with you."

    Melanie wasted no time in making her way towards Alan, doing so with a smile on her face. His legs remained tucked under the desk and his phone stayed where it had fallen on the floor, at least until Melanie picked it up.

    "Hey, Melanie. Good to see you again," Hallie said between moans.

    Alan refused to move. He didn't like the situation he'd found himself in. His wife had clearly engineered it and now he was caught up in her web.

    "Alan, should I beg Eddie to cum in my cunt?" Hallie asked.

    Alan wanted to refuse to answer. He also wanted to watch as Eddie came inside his wife. Ultimately, sexual desire won out. "Yes. You should beg for it. You should beg for him to cum in your cunt."

    Melanie moaned softly as she stood next to Alan with the phone in her hand. "Fuck, this is weirdly hot."

    "Melanie, do you want to keep your job?" Hallie asked as Eddie fucked her harder.

    "Yes, ma'am."

    "Well, you can start by never calling me ma'am again."

    "Sorry."

    Hallie smiled and then her eyes rolled back in her head as she arched her back a little and seemed to push back against Eddie's thrusts. "Fuck...I'm such a fucking slut for him, Alan. He's got his cock in my pussy and his finger up my ass and I'm so fucking turned on."

    "Damn, you like anal play?" Melanie asked.

    "With Eddie I do," Hallie answered. "I'd never let Alan have my ass, but Eddie's a real man, and a real man gets what he wants, and sometimes he wants my ass."

    Alan felt Melanie's breath on his neck. "How does that make you feel, Mr. Reynolds? Do you like it that your wife lets that dude fuck her up the ass if he wants it?"

    Alan offered no response.

    "There's no need to call him Mr. Reynolds when he's got his cock out and he's watching me get fucked," Hallie said. "You can just call him cuck or cuckold."

    "Is that right, cuck?" Melanie asked.

    Alan hesitated but then he shook his head. There was no point in fighting it. None whatsoever.

    "Melanie, if you'd like to keep your job I'll need you to give my husband a handjob while he watches Eddie cum inside me," Hallie said.

    Melanie immediately pulled Alan's chair back. She handed him the phone and then got on her knees next to him. Her fingers were wrapped around his stiff dick an instant later and Alan noted that she kept her eyes on the phone screen.

    "Eddie, baby, where do you want to put your load?" Hallie asked.

    "Up your ass," he said.

    She closed her eyes and had an orgasm. Alan was stunned. He was still relatively new to watching his wife get fucked, which meant he was new to exactly what made her cum when she was with Eddie.

    "Holy shit," Melanie said. "That dude must make her feel incredible things if she can cum at the mere suggestion of taking his load up her ass, of giving him exactly what he wants."

    As she climaxed, Eddie stuffed his cock in her ass. Alan couldn't see the entry, but he knew it was happening. He saw the look on Eddie's face. He saw the wince of pain mixed in with Hallie's orgasm.

    Then the thrusting started. Hallie was still cumming as Eddie began to take her ass. He fucked it hard and fast, too, and his thumb must have loosened her up because she didn't seem to find it all that painful.

    "Here it comes," Eddie announced.

    "Eddie...fuck...cum in my ass!"

    Melanie tightened her grip on Alan's cock and he managed to hold off on cumming until Eddie had buried his dick up Hallie's ass. He grunted and groaned in a deep, animalistic fashion as he unleashed in her rectum, which seemed to be his favorite place to leave his load.

    Alan's body spasmed as his assistant jerked him off, stroking him all the way through his orgasm, which resulted in a mess of cum all over her fingers, his pants, his shirt, and the floor beneath his chair.

    Hallie smiled as Eddie fell forward and kissed the back of her neck.

    "Make sure he eats as much of his load as possible, Melanie," Hallie said. "Then, as long as you show that you know how to do as you're told, you get to keep your job and I'll work on finding you the kind of man you seem interested in. Okay?"

    "Yes, of course," Melanie replied. "I can do as I'm told...for a little while, at least."

    Hallie smiled like she'd just met a kindred soul. The call ended and Alan suddenly felt massively uncomfortable.

    Melanie didn't seem to feel even a hint of that discomfort as she shoved her fingers into his mouth. Alan sucked them clean - what other choice did he have? - and Melanie then scooped cum from his shirt and pants and even the floor. She fed all of it to him and then headed for the door.

    "This was fun, Mr. Reynolds," she said. "And based on what your wife said, I have a feeling it's going to happen again. Maybe a whole lot of times. I have to say, though, that I'm looking forward to it. Maybe next time she'll even let you eat my pussy. Wouldn't that be fun?"

    Melanie didn't wait for an answer. She walked out, leaving Alan alone with his embarrassment and the strong taste of cum on his tongue.

    The orgasm had been awfully good, though, and Alan couldn't help but feel just a bit excited about where Hallie's sudden escalation of their sex life was going to lead them.

  
    Her Blue Collar Bull - Part 4

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    Eddie's truck was in the driveway when Alan pulled up in front of the house. He parked next to it, got out, and examined the inside of the cab, which was strewn with Dunkin' Donuts coffee cups, empty bags from various fast food restaurants, crumpled up receipts, and a handful of tools that seemingly never made it back to their rightful home after a job.

    Alan took note of the pair of black lace panties dangling from the rear view mirror, occupying the spot where an air freshener would hang in the vehicle of a man like Eddie, one who spent a great deal of his day sweating and didn't always smell especially good when he climbed into his truck.

    Alan had purchased countless pairs of wildly expensive panties for his wife over the years and he recognized that the pair hanging from Eddie's mirror were from a high end brand. It was possible Eddie was fucking more than one woman in their neighborhood, but it seemed unlikely. Instead, it seemed that he'd kept a trophy in the form of Hallie's panties and proudly displayed them. Alan wondered if Eddie shared the provenance of those panties to anyone that asked, if he informed his buddies that he was fucking the wife of one of his rich clients, that he showed her the kind of pleasure that her wealthy husband couldn't.

    It was an element of their arrangement that Alan had never considered. He loved that his wife fucked their handyman. He loved that Hallie took pleasure in being used by him, in being fucked aggressively, in being fucked like she was little more than a plaything for him. Eddie never failed to get her off, even when he insisted on fucking Hallie's ass and leaving her pussy completely untouched. A bit of clit rubbing was all it ever took to get her off, though sometimes Eddie denied her even that pleasure, which in turn drove Hallie wild and made it easy for her to cum when she climbed on Alan's face after being a fuck toy for the handyman.

    As he headed for the entrance of their regal, absurdly expensive home, Alan considered the idea that Eddie would go out for a beer with his friends and talk about how he fucked a rich man's wife up the ass, that she begged him to cum in her ass, that she did so while telling him that her husband was barely a man, that he couldn't fuck her to an orgasm if her life depended on it. The idea of a group of men laughing at Alan's expense was, oddly enough, a turn on, though if those men were his friends - the men he played golf with, for instance - it would have been devastating instead of arousing, which spoke to the delicate nature of the sexual lifestyle he'd developed with Hallie.

    Once inside, it was clear that Eddie wasn't working anymore. Perhaps he hadn't come over to work at all. It was nearly 6 p.m., well past typical quitting time for a man in Eddie's profession.

    It was the moaning that gave it away. Eddie's moaning, that was. Alan stood by the front door and listened intently to discern the source of his pleasure. It took a few seconds, but the sounds of a blowjob made their way to his ears.

    Alan headed for the living area that overlooked the expansive backyard of their home - estate, really - and spotted his wife on her knees in front of the white couch she'd so carefully selected a few years back when they'd remodeled and re-furnished the room she was now sucking another man's cock in.

    Hallie was dressed in a fishnet body stocking that clung like a second skin to her lithe body. She wore a pair of strappy black heels that were - by Alan's judgment, at least - of a trashy variety. Eddie liked it when the beautiful wealthy woman dressed like a trashy slut. Sometimes he demanded she dress in the manner of a street whore, a request Hallie was always willing to grant. In fact, it always made her wet to dress to please Eddie.

    Eddie was naked on the pristine white couch. Alan wasn't especially bothered by that, but he was surprised that Hallie was okay with her bull's sweaty ass and back resting on the absurdly expensive fabric. He suspected, though, that a small part of her was aroused at the idea of Alan paying an arm and a leg to have the couch cleaned after she and her bull had dirtied it. Alan couldn't deny that he would enjoy the small bit of humiliation he'd experience at being made to do so.

    He imagined the cleaner staring at a cum stain on the couch and knowing full well what he was looking at. He imagined a quick smile intended as a congratulations of sort for Alan. 'You fucked your wife on this couch, sir, and she's very beautiful, so good for you,' he imagined the cleaner thinking (not saying, of course). Alan would return the smile while the truth - that another man had fucked his wife on the couch - would generate a small well of humiliation that would leave him desperate to get on his knees for his wife, to beg for the privilege of eating her pussy, or worshiping her ass, of making her cum while she verbally degraded his sexual talents and extolled the virtues of having a real man like Eddie in her life.

    "Welcome home, Alan," Eddie said. He spread his arms and rested them on the back of the couch before looking Alan's way. "How was work?"

    "Good, good."

    Alan wasn't looking at Eddie. He was watching his wife's head bob up and down in the handyman's lap. He was staring at her ass, which looked flawless in the fishnets. He was distracted by the sounds of a wet, passionate blowjob, too, and he tried to remember the last time Hallie had sucked his cock in that manner. He quickly decided that it had likely been before they'd married when she was trying her best to convince him that she'd be the kind of wife that a typical man in his position - wealthy, really - wanted.

    "Were those her panties in your truck?" Alan asked.

    Eddie looked his way and smiled. "A gift from your wife. I like to be able to smell her pussy from time to time. I like to be able to take in the scent of her desire for me, Alan. Her desire for a real man. Those panties are proof that your wife's cunt gets wet for me in a way it doesn't get wet for you."

    Alan stepped into the room. The view out back was beautiful, but he glanced for only a moment before returning his attention to his wife's dutiful cocksucking. Not once had she looked up from the cock in her mouth. Not once had she stopped sucking in the slow, rhythmic fashion that Eddie favored when he was looking to relax as she pleasured him with her mouth.

    "A good wife should greet her husband when he gets home from work," Eddie said. "Why don't you show your man a little affection, Hallie?"

    The dick popped free from her mouth as Alan approached the couch. He figured he'd get a cock-flavored kiss, but Hallie looked at him, smiled, and then dropped her head lower and took both of Eddie's big balls in her mouth.

    "Oh, fuck, baby, that's good. I like how you think. Suck up all that fucking sweat. Suck up all the nastiness that builds during a day of real work."

    Hallie did just that and then she stood and sauntered towards her husband. She was breathtaking in the fishnet body stocking, which included a high neck and covered every inch of her arms and hands with the exception of the very tips of her fingers.

    "Welcome home, sweetie," Hallie said as she pressed her body against Alan's. He could smell the cock on her breath as she looked up at him. "I missed you so much while you were gone. Luckily, Eddie stopped by after a long day of work to help with my loneliness. Wasn't that nice of him?"

    "It was."

    Hallie's hand moved to the back of his head and she played with his hair for a few moments before tilting her head, leaning in, and kissing him. He tasted Eddie's balls - or the sweat and grime that had built up over the day - on her lips. He tasted them on her tongue. It was a kiss that most men would have found disgusting. Alan was not most men.

    The kiss ignited a firestorm of desire. His hands moved down his wife's fishnet-clad back and he grabbed her flawless ass and gave it a good squeeze. He moaned into her mouth as she stroked him through his slacks, luring his long-denied cock - it had been two weeks since he'd cum - into a throbbing state and propelling his tongue to explore deeper into her mouth in search of the humiliation that came from tasting another man's balls.

    "Eddie had an especially difficult day," she said softly. "A few remarkably bitchy clients. You know how the women in this little enclave of ours can be. So entitled. So rude. He wanted to go home, have a few drinks, and relax in front of the TV, but I promised him that I'd make it worth his while to stop by, that I wouldn't be like those other women, that I'd do whatever it took to relieve him of the stress of his day. A man like him deserves that sort of thing, don't you think?"

    He didn't. The truth was, Eddie was average as a handyman. He was, in fact, average in just about every imaginable way. He worked hard, but that didn't actually count for all that much in the real world. That was the thrill of their arrangement, though. Alan was, in many ways, the kind of man that deserved to have a beautiful woman eager to worship his cock and balls, to give him her pussy and ass if she desired it, to drain him of his stresses with her body in exchange for the fabulously glamorous life his wealth provided. Alan didn't get any of that from Hallie, though. Eddie got it all. Eddie was treated like a king. She sucked the sweat off his balls. She slobbered all over his cock. She let him fuck her however he wanted for however long he desired.

    "Yes, he deserves that sort of thing," Alan answered. "Much more so than I do."

    Hallie laughed. "It's cute that you think you deserve anything other than being made to watch while a superior man fucks me, Alan. You make a lot of money, but that's all you're good for."

    Alan wanted to tell his wife that he loved her desperately, that he would love her until the end of time. She was, after all, tending to him in the way he desired. To an outside observer Hallie would have seemed impossibly cruel, but she knew exactly what her husband wanted and she was keen to give it to him. She was, in truth, the perfect wife for him. He wasn't going to break the spell, though, as their little sexual games lost some of their luster if either of them directly called out what was actually happening. That was for afterwards, when the sexual pleasure had been dispensed and they were recovering as Eddie drove home.

    "Feel my pussy," Hallie instructed.

    Alan smiled and selfishly grasped one of her breasts. It felt rather good in the fishnets and when she smiled it thrilled him. He then moved his hand down her chest and stomach and between her legs. The body stocking had a helpful opening at the crotch and his fingers made their way into her slick pussy with ease.

    Hallie moaned as he penetrated her and bathed himself in the remarkable wetness. Sucking Eddie's cock always turned her on, but Alan judged that she was actually wetter than usual.

    "You work so hard," she said softly. "You're absurdly successful. You're handsome. You're charming. You could have almost any woman you want, Alan, and the one you have gets wetter for another man than she's ever gotten for you."

    He kissed her and she offered her tongue. He took it and sucked on it.

    "You're such a fucking cuck," she said with a smile.

    Hallie stepped away and his fingers fell from her pussy. Alan sucked them clean immediately, eliciting another smile from his wife as she turned and walked towards Eddie.

    He took her hand and pulled her into his lap. He roughly played with her tits as they kissed. She reached down to guide his cock inside her and he moaned into her mouth. Eddie grabbed her ass with both hands and then lifted one in the air and brought it down on her flesh with enough force that the sound of the spanking reverberated throughout the room.

    "Who does your pussy belong to?" he asked.

    Hallie rode him hard and moaned. "You, Eddie. My pussy belongs to you."

    He smiled, leaned back, and took her tits in both hands. He squeezed hard enough for her to wince and Alan felt a protective instinct creep in. He pushed it down - Hallie would let him know if Eddie went too far - and watched as she rolled her head back and moaned like it actually turned her on to be played with in such a rough manner.

    "Fuck...Eddie...I got so turned on sucking your cock that I'm already close," Hallie declared. "Can I cum, Eddie? Can I cum on your cock? Can I cum all over your big dick?"

    "You can cum, but only if I get to blow my load on your husband's face," Eddie said.

    Alan tensed up and focused all his energy on his wife's reaction. Perhaps she was too far gone to truly comprehend the demand her bull had just made, but Alan hoped she would stop riding him, that she would switch to a less pleasurable position, or that she would simply refuse to cum to save him from the indignity of taking a facial from the handyman.

    Hallie took Eddie's head in her hands and looked down at him as she rode him faster. She kissed him and he squeezed her ass. Then she threw her head back and filled the room with screams of pleasure.

    Alan watched his wife prioritize her pleasure over his and he couldn't help but smile. He had no interest in taking a facial, of course, but he liked that she adhered to the foundation of their sexual lifestyle, which was that her pleasure mattered above all else.

    Hallie's orgasm lasted longer than usual and she existed in a place of quiet bliss for quite some time afterwards, too, indicating that she'd cum harder than usual.

    "Thank you," she said to Eddie. "You really do fuck me better than anyone ever has and you really do make me cum so much harder than my worthless cuckold husband ever has."

    Alan's cock surged in his pants. He was well aware of the danger of finding such pleasure in talk like that, but he couldn't help himself.

    "Would you like to fuck me a little more before you blow your load on his face?" she asked.

    Eddie reached up and put his fingers in her mouth. Hallie sucked dutifully and began to ride her bull again.

    "I think I'll take my time," Eddie said. "Build up a nice big load to paint the cuck's face with."

    Alan stood stone still and watched his wife slowly ride her bull's big dick. She fellated his fingers with such passion that it looked like she was getting off on it. Hallie was putting on a show, though Alan suspected it was just as much for him as it was for her bull.

    After a few minutes of cock riding, Eddie put Hallie on her knees on the couch and took her from behind. He pulled her hair, spanked her ass, fingered her asshole, and fucked her roughly the entire time, all while she moaned.

    "Eddie, baby, can I cum again?" she asked.

    He smiled, and with good reason. It was a rare thing for Hallie to get off on being fucked from behind. Eddie had that power, though. There was something about being fucked - used, really - by a man like him that drove Hallie wild with desire. It's why he was her bull. It's why he would likely continue to be her bull for as long as he desired.

    "Yes, you can cum," he said. "I like it when the cuck watches you cum on my dick, especially in a position I know he's never made you cum in."

    Hallie gripped the couch, closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and let out a primal scream as she had her second orgasm with Eddie's cock pummeling her pussy.

    They fucked a little longer in doggy style and then some in missionary, all of it on the pristine white couch. When they were finished, Alan noticed a distinct stain on the couch. Pussy juices, precum, and sweat, he guessed. The products of a good, long fucking that he'd witnessed all of.

    "Get naked, cuck," Eddie said. "Get on your fucking knees."

    The command was issued with a smile, as if Eddie was thoroughly enjoying the power he held over Alan in that moment. It wasn't really Eddie's power, though. It was Hallie's power. Alan did what her bull wanted because it pleased her.

    He stripped. He dropped to his knees in front of the handyman. He felt the intended humiliation. A man who made next to nothing compared to Alan was about to cum on his face. A man who was far lower on the social ladder was about to cum on his face. A man who would be looking up at him - metaphorically speaking - in any other situation was moments away from spewing his thick seed all over Alan's face.

    "Fuck, take my load, cuck!" Eddie cried as Hallie stood next to him and ran her hands all over his body while showering his neck in kisses.

    Alan closed his eyes and received a baptism of sorts as another man's cum spurted across his face in thick ropes. He kept his mouth open, too, mostly because it was a bit more humiliating and he found pleasure in fully leaning in.

    "Fucking hell!" Eddie yelled. "What a fucking orgasm!"

    "Mmm, I don't know if I've ever seen anything so hot, baby," Hallie said. "Look at him. He's covered in your cum. You shoot such big loads, baby. Like a real man. And fuck does my cuck look good with your cum all over his pretty little face."

    "Suck the rest off my dick, Hallie."

    Alan's eyes were closed, but he heard his wife sucking dick on command. His own erection throbbed quite wondrously at her willingness to clean her bull's cock.

    "I'm gonna grab a beer," Eddie said. "You two have fun."

    Alan heard the bull walk away and soon felt his wife's fingers around his cock. Hallie's tongue ran through the cum on his face. She was cleaning him. She licked it off his eyes and he opened up just in time to see her spit the cum into her hand and wrap her fingers around his dick.

    "Cum for me, cuck," she said softly. "Cum on the floor and then lick it up while I go suck Eddie's dick to get him hard again."

    Alan blew his load in seconds. He was far too turned on to resist. He grunted and groaned and Hallie smiled and kissed his neck in a soft, loving manner.

    "I love you, Hallie," he whispered while coming down from his climax.

    "I love you more than you can possibly imagine, Alan," she replied. "And I will always love you, especially if you remain a good cuck for me."

    "I will always be a good cuck for you."

    She smiled, kissed him deeply, and then stood and sauntered out of the room.

    Alan looked at the cum on the floor. He could have just wiped it up, but his wife had given an order, so he bent over and licked up his load. It was a small humiliation, though amplified by the fact that he'd just had an orgasm and was cleaning his cum alone. He still did it, though, and it actually put a smile on his face.

    Once he'd finished, Alan wiped up the remnants of cum his tongue couldn't collect, got dressed, and grabbed his phone to order take out for all of them. Eddie might not stay, but he figured he'd order just in case the bull wanted to hang around a little longer. A good dinner was the least he deserved after he provided Hallie with two orgasms - and probably more to come - and providing that dinner was exactly what a good cuck would do, and Alan was a good cuck.

  
    Her Blue Collar Bull - Part 5

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    ---

    "So...what's it like to watch some other dude fuck your wife?"

    Alan looked up at his beautiful young assistant as she stabbed her fork into her salad. She met his gaze while lifting the food to her lips and smiled for a moment before putting on a bit of a show as she took the bite into her mouth, sucking on the fork like it was a cock, albeit only for a moment.

    "It's hard to explain," he said while pushing his salad around the takeout container. "It's arousing in a way I’m pretty sure I can't explain, in fact. I like having sex with Hallie, of course, but I get way more turned on at the idea of her having sex with someone else, and then even more turned on when I get to watch her have sex with someone else."

    "And she gets the best of both worlds," Melanie noted. "A rich dude to buy her all kinds of pretty things and a dude that can fuck her the way she needs to be fucked."

    Alan nodded. It was a fairly succinct way of summing up what his marriage to Hallie had evolved into.

    "You know, we have something in common," Melanie said.

    "What's that?"

    She smiled. "We've both taken a facial."

    Alan thought immediately of his wife's bull cumming on his face, of the hot sprays of semen that lashed him over and over again as Hallie jerked Eddie off over Alan's face. He thought of the intense humiliation he'd felt, of how Hallie had then jerked Alan off while he wore Eddie's cum, of how he'd licked his load off the floor mere moments after his orgasm. It had been massively humiliating, of course, but for Alan, that kind of humiliation translated to arousal after the fact and he sat there with an erection growing under his desk.

    "Did Hallie tell you about that?" he asked of his young assistant, though he knew the answer to the question.

    Melanie nodded and popped another bite of salad into her mouth. She held Alan's gaze while chewing, clearly amused at the fact that he'd let a man cum on his face.

    Given that Alan and Melanie no longer had a strictly professional relationship, he figured there was little harm in asking a question that would otherwise have gotten him sued.

    "Is taking a facial something you do often?"

    She shook her head, swallowed, and said, "No, not really. I don't find it offensive in the way some women do, but you pretty much have to shower afterwards so it's not something I like doing all the time. But, I've dated guys that really, really want to cum on my face and when I like the guy enough I'm willing to let him make a mess of me. I do prefer it when a guy wants to cum on my tits or ass, though, as that's way easier to clean up."

    Melanie stabbed a piece of grilled chicken with her fork and lifted it to her mouth. Then she smiled and added, "You weren't allowed to clean up for quite some time, were you? You had to wear Eddie's load for hours. I've never had to do that. I've never let another man's cum dry on my face, though I've never been a cuck."

    Alan wondered if his wife had instructed Melanie to tease him and if she'd done so to arouse him or because she wanted to put him in his place a little bit. Hallie never spoke of being insecure about her future with Alan, but it was possible she wanted Melanie to remind him of what he was, of his status as a cuck. He liked being a cuck, though. He liked the humiliations that were visited upon him by his wife. They always turned him on in remarkable ways.

    "I was prepared to let you cum on my face," Melanie said. "As often as you wanted, in fact." She ran her fork through her salad and looked up at him once more. "I was prepared to do just about anything for you, actually, as long as it meant that I got to be your new wife."

    Alan believed that. He hadn't sussed it out, but Hallie had clearly recognized that Melanie had designs on destroying his marriage and making herself Alan's wife, thereby securing a more luxurious future for herself.

    "Has Hallie arranged any dates for you yet?" he asked.

    Hallie probably could have ruined Melanie, but she'd bargained with her instead. In exchange for laying off of Alan and helping in his humiliation, Hallie would find Melanie a wealthy husband.

    "She has," Melanie replied. "His name is Charles. He's not quite as wealthy as you, but we've been on three dates. I'm not sure yet if he's the one for me. I'm clear that I want to marry a wealthy man, but I do think I'd like to enjoy spending time with him, too. I think it might get depressing to be nothing more than the pretty arm candy that he wants to fuck at the end of each day."

    For just a moment Alan considers what it would be like to come home to a woman like Melanie. She's beautiful and her body is lithe and fit. She strikes him as an energetic lover, one that would work hard to ensure her man's pleasure, at least for the first few years of marriage. The thought was a pleasant one, but Alan understood that he'd unearthed a one-in-a-million type of woman in Hallie and he had no intention of leaving her, of even considering leaving her, in fact.

    "He does have a nice cock, though," Melanie added.

    Alan's eyebrows shot up and she smiled.

    "I sucked him off after our last date. We went back to his place. He showed me around his house. I know it's shallow, but my pussy got wet at the size of it, at the luxurious touches all around me. He made cocktails and we went out to his gorgeous back patio. After a few sips I was sitting in his lap. We made out. He played with my tits. I stroked him through his jeans. Then I told him I wanted to suck his cock, to pleasure him with my mouth, to swallow his cum, and that I wanted to take my time with it, that I wanted to show him how affectionate I could be when a man treats me well."

    "And did he enjoy the blowjob?" he asked.

    Melanie smiled and nodded. "He did. He sent me a massive bouquet of flowers the next morning. He's texted quite a bit since then, too. I wasn't sure that sucking him off after our third date was the right idea, but it turns out it was. He's hooked on me. He wants what I can give him. He wants to wine and dine me further, to find out if fucking my tight young pussy feels as good as enjoying my mouth."

    It was the least appropriate conversation Alan had ever experienced at work and he had the feeling that Melanie might have been trying - in a subtle way - to seduce him. He appreciated her ambition, but she underestimated Hallie, who would likely go to great lengths to destroy Melanie in the name of preserving the life she'd built with Alan.

    "But you're not sure if he's the one you want to marry?" Alan asked.

    She shook her head. "I need to date a few other men like him. I suspect you're all fairly similar in that you want what you want, when you want it. I suspect that you're all very business-focused, but I can't know for sure until I've dated a handful of men like you. In the meantime, though, I can have fun with Charles. I can make him buy me pretty things and take me to incredible restaurants and weekend getaways before I spread my legs for him. Plus, I actually enjoyed sucking his dick and I see no harm in doing that a few more times before I let him have my pussy."

    Melanie was far more ambitious - in a very particular kind of way - than Alan ever imagined. He was grateful for his wife's interdiction in their relationship as he wondered if he'd have had the power to resist a woman so hell bent on getting what she wanted, especially given Melanie's flexibility where sex was concerned.

    Once she'd finished her salad, Melanie stood and unbuttoned her blouse, catching Alan off guard.

    "Whoa, whoa, what are you doing?"

    She set her satin blouse over the back of her chair and removed her bra, freeing her remarkably perky breasts.

    "Melanie, stop."

    She unzipped her skirt and it fell to the floor. Her panties followed, though she kept her heels on. She stepped around his deck, grabbed the back of his wheeled chair, and pulled until there were several feet of space between him and his desk.

    "Stand up," she said.

    "No. Melanie. Look, I love my wife, and you need to understand that she will come after you if you don't honor the deal you made with her."

    She laughed softly. "That's what I'm doing, Alan. Hallie instructed me to pleasure you this afternoon."

    Alan remained in his chair, prompting Melanie to retrieve her phone. She tapped the screen a few times and showed it to him. Hallie had texted her. The instructions were concise and fairly clear. She was to pleasure Alan as she saw fit and then make him eat his cum off his salad.

    "Oh," was all he said as he handed his phone back to his assistant.

    Melanie dropped to her knees in front of Alan, unzipped his pants, and freed his cock. He was in her mouth a moment later. He would have panicked had it not been for the text Hallie had sent. Melanie was simply doing as instructed. It felt wondrous, too. Confusing, though, as Hallie didn't give Alan blowjobs anymore and she'd talked with some frequency about how he wasn't worthy of them. She was likely just teasing him to turn him on, but still, letting Melanie suck his dick felt like a wild about face.

    The blowjob was slow and sensual. She used her hand to stroke him. She kissed and licked the head of his cock. She pleasured him like he imagined she'd pleasured Charles and he wondered if he'd get to cum in her mouth before she spit it into what remained of his salad and made him eat it.

    She didn't, though. Instead, Melanie stood, cleared his desk and hopped on it, sitting her ass on the polished wood and spreading her legs. Alan noted the wetness between her legs and wondered if giving him head had turned her on or if she'd merely been rubbing her clit to get herself worked up for what she must have known was coming.

    "Your wife let me choose how to pleasure you," Melanie said, "and I want you to fuck me and cum inside me, Alan. Then I'll squat over your salad and your cum will drip out. Then you can eat it while I film you so I have proof for Hallie."

    It was insane. Of course it was insane. Alan was turned on, though, and he suspected that Hallie would enjoy how imaginative Melanie was being.

    "Get naked," his young assistant said. "Then you can fuck me, though I'd like you to keep in mind that it will be the one and only time your cock is allowed in my tight young pussy. After this it will be reserved for the men your wife sets me up with. I certainly wouldn't mind if you dreamed about fucking me again, Alan, because I promise my pussy is going to make you feel good."

    Alan stood and stripped. His cock throbbed as he approached his assistant. She grasped his shaft and guided the head to her pussy lips. She took his hand and placed it on her breast.

    Alan pushed inside his assistant. She looked up at him and moaned. Her fingers snaked around the back of his neck and pulled him close for a kiss. Her tongue penetrated his mouth as his cock penetrated her pussy, as he was bathed in the intense heat of her insides.

    "Fuck me, Alan," she said softly. "Fuck me slowly, though. Take your time. Enjoy my tight young pussy. It's the only time you'll ever be allowed to have it."

    Alan took her instruction and fucked Melanie slowly. He enjoyed how wet she was, how hot her flesh felt around his, how tight she felt. He enjoyed how lovely her breasts felt in his hand. He enjoyed how soft her skin was as he touched her, how good her lips felt as they moved to his neck. He enjoyed having sex with a woman other than his wife.

    Melanie's phone rang as they fucked. She reached for it and Alan slowed his thrusts. Melanie answered on speaker and a strange, unexpected sound emerged from the phone.

    "What is that?" he asked.

    Melanie set her phone down and kissed his neck. "Fuck me, Alan."

    He began to thrust, but his focus was on the noise coming from her phone.

    "Fuck, Hallie, that's so fucking good," a familiar voice said. "You need to get it in your throat, though. All of it. Every fucking inch. Swallow me, slut. Show me what a good girl you can be for your bull."

    Alan's cock throbbed inside of Melanie's pussy as he looked at her. She smiled for a moment and then dug her fingernails into his chest and dragged them southwards for a few inches.

    "Ow, fuck!" he said.

    Melanie laughed. "Your wife's fascinating, Alan. I'm learning a lot from her. I'm learning to pay closer attention to what a man wants, to figure out how to give him exactly what he wants as a way of ensuring that he remains enraptured with me for as long as possible. I'm also learning that keeping a man a little bit off balance can be a great way to keep him enthralled."

    She grabbed his ass and Alan began to fuck her again while listening to his wife suck her bull's cock. Hallie was clearly throating Eddie, a skilled she'd long since mastered at his behest.

    "Fucking hell, Hallie, you're a world class cocksucker," Eddie said.

    "I am for you," she replied softly. "And I will be for as long as you want me, Eddie. You know that. You know that my mouth is yours. That my pussy is yours. That my ass is yours."

    Melanie brought her hand down on Alan's ass, doing so far harder than expected and making him yelp. She had to have put their end of the conversation on mute so that Hallie couldn't hear all the noise he was making.

    "Which hole of mine do you want to cum in, baby?" Hallie asked.

    There was a pause as Melanie grabbed Alan's hair and pulled back. She then attached her lips to his neck and sucked hard enough for it to hurt. He suspected she'd marked him, leaving a hickey behind.

    "Your ass," Eddie answered. "You know I can't help but want to cum in your ass, baby. I love that I'm the only one that gets to fuck your tight little shithole."

    Hallie moaned. She loved it too. That's why she gave it to him so often and why Alan stood no chance at enjoying his wife's ass.

    "I want you to do the work, though," Eddie continued. "Lube your hole and ride me reverse cowgirl. Milk me with that ass. Make me blow my load deep inside you."

    "With pleasure."

    Melanie kissed Alan. Her tongue fucked his mouth with impressive aggression. She smacked his ass and dug her fingernails into his back. It added a chaotic element to what had begun as rather lovely sex. Alan was surprised at how much he enjoyed it, though, at how good it felt to get caught up in the swirl of chaos as he experienced both physical pleasure and pain with Melanie while the psychological thrill of listening to his wife offer her ass filled his head.

    "Oh, fuck, baby, you're so big," Hallie said. "You feel so good in my ass."

    The sound of a hard smack emanated from Melanie's phone and Hallie moaned. Melanie then beat Alan's ass a handful of times. He fucked her harder in response.

    "That's it, slut," Eddie said. "Milk me with that tight hole. Make me cum in your ass."

    "Cum in me, Alan," Melanie said. "Cum in my pussy. Cum in my tight young pussy."

    Alan listened to the sounds of anal sex, to the sounds of his cock moving in and out of Melanie's pussy. He closed his eyes and basked in the intense pleasure of the moment. He buried himself inside her and climaxed as she kissed his neck and held him close, her fingers massaging his ass like doing so would produce a bigger load.

    "Thank you, Alan," she said softly. "That was really nice."

    "It was," he replied.

    She grabbed his salad and he pulled out. His cum spilled from her pussy and onto the lettuce. She hopped off his desk, set the salad on the floor, and squatted over it. More cum poured out of her as Alan put on his underwear and sat in his chair.

    "Eddie, baby, please, cum in my ass!" Hallie cried out. "Cum in my tight little shithole. Give me your fucking load, baby. Make me feel good and give me your load!"

    Eddie grunted and groaned. Alan's cock softened as he listened to another man cum in his wife's ass. He watched his load drip out of Melanie. He felt a hint of disgust at the idea of eating a cummy salad and a deep sense of happiness at the shape his life had taken, for he loved every bit of kink that Hallie brought into their marriage.

    Melanie looked up at him, flashed a devilish grin, and then pissed in his salad. It wasn't much, but there was no question that a dose of yellow liquid poured from her pussy and onto his salad. She laughed while doing so and Alan's disgust returned.

    When she'd finished, Melanie picked up the salad and set it on his desk. "The piss was my idea," she said. "I think your wife will appreciate it, though. Now eat up while I film it."

    She picked up her phone and Alan slid his chair forward. He grabbed his fork and leaned in. The smell of piss and cum filled his nose. He breathed through his mouth as he collected some of his salad on the fork. He lifted it to his lips and pushed it into his mouth. The taste was awful, of course, but Alan ate it while Melanie filmed him.

    "How does your cum and piss salad taste?" she asked.

    He looked at the camera. "Awful."

    Melanie laughed out loud. "Eat more of it, cuck. Finish it."

    Alan ate his salad while Melanie filmed. To his surprise, she masturbated to an orgasm while doing so. The call with Eddie and Hallie had ended a few minutes prior, so the only sound in the office was of Alan eating his disgusting salad and Melanie rubbing her pussy while he did so.

    "You didn't make me cum, Alan, but watching you eat my piss and your cum got me off," she said breathlessly.

    Alan couldn't help but smile. He didn't like the taste of the salad, but he enjoyed the humiliation and he very much enjoyed that Melanie had been roped into it by Hallie. He resolved to buy his wife something beautiful on the way home from work to show his appreciation for her ambition, for her endless pursuit of kink.

    He was, after all, a very lucky man, even if most men would have thought him deeply unlucky. Alan knew better, though. He knew he'd found the perfect woman in Hallie and that the only sane thing to do was to pursue her happiness in every imaginable way.

  
    Her Blue Collar Bull - Part 6

    Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

    
      Alan comes home to the sound of his wife pleasuring a man, but it's not the man he expected to see on his couch. The evening doesn't unfold quite as Hallie wanted it to - though she does cuck her husband - and she invites her bull over to set things right in the most wondrous way.
    

    ---

    The office had long since emptied out by the time Alan left for the day. Even his assistant Melanie had departed a bit early to go shopping for her date later that week, which would be her fourth with a man Hallie had set her up with. To hear Melanie talk of it, he seemed like a perfect future husband. He'd proven generous, he was rather gifted between his legs, and he seemed deeply appreciative of her affections, limited though they were after just a handful of dates.

    As he got in the car, Alan called his wife to let her know he was on his way home. He got her voicemail, which usually meant she was with her bull. Alan's ride home suddenly got a lot more interesting as he imagined walking into his palatial home to the sounds of his wife pleasuring Eddie, the handyman who'd captivated Hallie - sexually speaking, at least - and continued to have his way with her whenever he saw fit.

    The car parked in front of the house did not belong to Eddie, though. In fact, the luxury sedan likely cost twice what Eddie made in a year. Alan was disappointed to such a degree that he couldn't help but smile at how much of a cuckold his wife had turned him into.

    Most men would be relieved to know that the handyman's cock wasn't balls deep in their wife, and yet Alan was borderline annoyed as he wanted nothing more than to walk into the house, strip naked, and get on his knees to watch as another man satisfied Hallie in all manner of ways. There was also the inevitable humiliation that Alan had slowly come to crave just as much as the sight of his wife cumming on another man's cock.

    Before going inside, Alan peered into the unfamiliar car parked in his driveway. The interior was pristine, though, offering no hints as to its owner. Alan wondered if Hallie had bought a new car without telling him. She was free to spend money as she desired so it wasn't an impossible outcome, though her car wasn't anywhere near old, so it seemed unlikely.

    To his great surprise, Alan was greeted by a moan when he walked into the house. A man's moan, to be specific. He stopped in the grand foyer and listened in hopes of discerning the source of the moan. Another followed. Louder this time. It sounded like it was coming from the back of the house.

    Alan wondered if Eddie had come into money, if he'd upgraded his car and come over to show it to Hallie before putting her to work on his cock. It seemed impossible, but Eddie regularly bought lottery tickets so there was a tiny chance he'd gotten lucky.

    The moans didn't sound like Eddie, though. They were different and Alan was stunned at the idea that his wife was pleasuring someone besides her bull. She didn't do that. She was loyal to Eddie. Had they had a falling out she hadn't shared with Alan?

    Alan turned and followed the moans. Soon enough he was just a few steps away from their source. The door was open. He peered inside. He saw salt and pepper hair on the back of a man's head. He saw Hallie on her knees, though most of her body was blocked by the stranger. Alan's wife was giving a blowjob, though. He could hear the sounds of sucking from the doorway.

    "God damn that feels good," the stranger said. "You suck cock so much better than she does."

    Hallie's head moved down further, suggesting that she was swallowing the guy's cock. He moaned like any man would when being throated by an eager woman.

    Alan wondered who his wife was being compared to. Was the man sitting on his couch married? Did he have a girlfriend? Was Hallie really a better cocksucker? Was it strange that Alan felt pride that his wife was so good with her mouth? Alan had nothing to do with that, of course, as Eddie had demanded that Hallie get better at sucking dick and she'd been so motivated to please her bull that she'd worked tirelessly at it.

    "Hello, darling," Hallie said.

    The stranger's head whipped around and an alarmed look washed over his face.

    "It's okay," Hallie reassured him. "I told you, he's a cuckold. You don't have to worry about him. Even if you were his worst enemy he wouldn't do anything to stop me. In fact, I'd be willing to bet he's turned on right now. Maybe even hard."

    The stranger smiled, turned back to Hallie, and put a hand on the back of her head. He guided her mouth to his cock and she resumed sucking him while Alan remained in the doorway. The blowjob got louder - no doubt a purposeful change on Hallie's part - and the stranger leaned back and moaned. Alan imagined that getting your dick sucked by another man's wife could absolutely be hotter with the husband watching and doing absolutely nothing about it.

    "She said you like to watch," the stranger said. "Is that true?"

    "Yes," Alan admitted.

    "Well there's no reason you need to stand in the doorway, certainly not for my sake. If you want to watch your wife suck my cock, come on in."

    For a long time, Alan hadn't been permitted to watch as Eddie preferred to be alone with Hallie as he used her body for his pleasure. That had changed in recent months and Alan was beyond thrilled at the change, but he wasn't entirely comfortable with watching his wife suck off this total stranger.

    Still, Alan stepped into the room. He got a clearer view of the stranger's cock. Hallie's fingers were wrapped tightly around it, as were her lips. A wave of jealousy washed over Alan as he couldn't remember the last time Hallie had gone down on him in that manner, and yet he wasn't a man that loved blowjobs. He was, in fact, a man that loved the fact that his wife was more inclined to blow other men.

    Hallie's head popped up and she wiped the saliva from her lips before smiling at Alan and then the stranger. "Do I really suck cock better than her?" she asked.

    "You do. She'd need a lot of work to be as good as you," he said.

    Hallie looked at Alan. "This is the man Melanie has been seeing for the past three weeks. The man I introduced her to. The man she's taken something of a liking to."

    Melanie had set her sights on Alan. She had, in fact, decided she was going to take him from Hallie. Alan's wife had sniffed out her plan, though, and instead of getting Melanie fired or attempting to destroy her, she'd instead offered to help Melanie find a different rich man to marry. In exchange for her help, Hallie had extracted a promise that Melanie would cease trying to seduce Alan and that she would occasionally participate in his cuckolding and humiliation. Hallie had been true to her word, too, setting up dates for Melanie, including with the man Hallie was now pleasuring.

    "I don't understand," Alan said. "Did he break it off with Melanie?"

    "No, darling," Hallie replied. "I'm simply demonstrating to Melanie that she'll need to work harder to impress a potential husband. It wasn’t hard to lure him here with the promise of a blowjob from a married woman. Melanie seems to think that being young and beautiful is enough, but she's wrong. Painfully wrong, in fact. She needs to do a great deal more to keep the interest a wealthy man that could have damn near any woman he wants. She needs to blow his mind, like I blew yours, my love."

    The stranger's cock disappeared into Hallie's mouth and she buried her nose in his pubic hair, holding him in her throat for what seemed like an impossibly long time as he moaned and groaned.

    "Your lovely assistant doesn't seem to understand that she has competition, that there are lots of women that want to be married to man like David."

    Alan knew most of the successful people in his field, but none were named David and he couldn't help but wonder where Hallie had found the man she was currently pleasuring.

    "If I wanted him, I could have David," Hallie said. "If I wanted to leave you for him, Alan, I could. I could wrap him around my little finger. I could satisfy him in ways no woman has ever satisfied him. I could convince him that I would spend the rest of my life working to satisfy him, to be the perfect wife, the wife he deserves. If I wanted him - if I truly wanted him - all of that would be true, too. Melanie doesn't yet understand what it takes to actually land the kind of man she purports to want, so I'm teaching her a lesson."

    Again Hallie deepthroated the man sitting on Alan's couch. Again David moaned, this time while grabbing Hallie's head with both hands. He began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth, using it like little more than a hole meant for his pleasure.

    "Get over here, cuckold," David instructed. "Fucking hell, get over here and get on your knees next to her."

    Alan walked around the couch and dropped to his knees next to Hallie. He thought back to how he'd done so with Eddie sitting on that same couch. He smiled at the notion that Hallie now seemed perfectly comfortable expanding beyond serving her bull, that she was growing bolder in her role as Alan's cuckoldress.

    "So your assistant sucked my dick three days ago and now your wife is sucking my dick," David said with a smile.

    Alan watched his wife's lips move up and down the other man's shaft. She was working hard to pleasure him, using her hands to add extra stimulation for his cock and balls. Alan got the sense that his wife was putting on a show for him, though, that David was merely a means to either put Melanie in her place or try and teach her a valuable lesson about how much effort she'd have to put in if she actually wanted to marry a man of means.

    "Oh, fuck, I'm close."

    David's orgasm soon followed. Hallie's eyes went wide for a moment and then she sealed her lips tight around the head and caught his cum, just like any good woman would. It must have been one hell of a climax as it just kept going while David gripped the couch cushions and moaned skywards, filling the room with the sounds of a glorious orgasm.

    As soon as he'd finished, Hallie kissed Alan, sharing the other man's cum with him. She stroked him through his pants as she did so, driving him wild with desire and spurring him to suck on her tongue - which tasted of cum - as he fell under her spell and forgot completely about the other man in the room.

    David laughed. "Fucking hell. What kind of man takes someone else's load from his wife?"

    The words were delivered in a condescending tone that Alan found bothersome. He wasn't the only one as Hallie turned towards David and slapped his cock so roughly that he doubled over in pain. She grabbed his balls and squeezed them tight.

    "You ungrateful piece of shit," she said. "I just gave you the kind of pleasure few women are capable of providing and the best you can do is act like an asshole? Are you fucking kidding me? I should tear your balls off right here."

    "No, no, I'm sorry!"

    Hallie slapped his cock again. "I made a mistake in setting you up with Melanie, and I certainly made a mistake in inviting you over so I could suck your cock, though I did enjoy making you cum in my mouth. I would have done it again, too, and I probably would have let you fuck me at some point, but you revealed yourself to be an asshole, David, and now you don't get anything. In fact, if you don't stay in line, I'm going to go out of my way to fuck up your business and make sure that you can't find a date with a single worthy woman. Now, apologize to my husband, put your clothes on, and get the fuck out of my house."

    Suitably chastened, David did as Hallie desired and left the house in a rush.

    For his part, Alan was as impressed with his wife as he'd ever been and when she apologized profusely for bringing a man into the house who had no understanding of their sexual dynamic he forgave her without hesitation. It had been a largely thrilling encounter, after all, with the exception of the bit at the end.

    "I could suck your dick to make it up to you," Hallie whispered between kisses against Alan's neck. "You could sit right where he did. I could take you in my throat. I could milk your cock with a long, slow blowjob and then share your load with you once it was over."

    "I'd like that," he said. Alan was a cuckold, but he was also a man and he enjoyed a good blowjob as much as any other.

    "Or," Hallie began with a smile, "I could call Eddie over, tell him I sucked off another man, and see what he wants to do with me."

    "He doesn't know you gave David a blowjob?"

    She shook her head. "Maybe he won't be annoyed. Maybe he'll get possessive, though. Maybe he'll want to spank me and fuck my ass while you watch. Maybe he'll want to make me throat his dick until my jaw his sore and my face is covered in spit. Maybe he'll just make me watch as you suck him off, punishing me by denying me the chance to enjoy his cock."

    "You should definitely call Eddie."

    Hallie smiled and caressed Alan through his pants. "I was hoping you'd say that."

    Eddie showed up an hour later. His clothes were dirty. His brow was sweaty. He looked as though he'd worked a long, hard day as Hallie welcomed him to their home. She stepped close to kiss him, but Eddie kept her at arm's length, though he didn't strike Alan as angry.

    "So, she sucked someone else's cock," Eddie said as he looked at Alan.

    "She did. She sucked him off. We shared his cum. Then he was rude so she slapped his dick around and kicked him out of the house."

    Eddie laughed and caressed Hallie's face in a remarkably gentle manner. "Some men just don't get it, do they?"

    She shook her head.

    "I'm not one of those men, though. I get it. I understand my place in this set up. I understand that it's my job to use you for my pleasure, to make you feel good by doing so, to make your cuck feel good by putting him in his place."

    Hallie nodded and stepped closer to Eddie. She pawed at his crotch.

    "Maybe your holes should stay empty today," Eddie said. "Maybe you should be punished for getting greedy and sucking off someone else. Maybe you should be punished for making a bad choice and sucking off someone that doesn't understand what a bull is supposed to be. Maybe you should have to be like your cuck. Maybe you should have to sit and watch with your hands behind your back as I masturbate, or as I make your husband suck my dick and my sweaty balls."

    Hallie fell to her knees and Eddie smiled. "Let me pleasure you, Eddie. My pussy is wet at the thought of pleasuring a real man. Let me suck your sweaty balls. Let me suck your cock. Let me give you my holes."

    He grabbed a handful of her hair. "They're already mine. They've been mine since the first time I fucked you. I think the time has come for us to make it official, though. Your holes belong to me, Hallie. You can give them to your husband whenever you desire, but you won't be giving them to other men unless I give you permission. Do you understand?"

    She nodded. "I do, Eddie."

    He stepped closer and pulled her face to his crotch. She kissed and pawed at his bulge, mouthing him through his jeans in a display of slutty desire that left Alan filled with the kind of cuck lust that drove him wild.

    "Strip, cuckold," Eddie demanded. "Strip and get on your knees next to your wife."

    Eddie was commanding in a way that David hadn't been. That much was clear the moment the bull walked into the house. It felt good - arousing, really - to do as Eddie desired, which is why Alan stripped and got on his knees next to Hallie without hesitation.

    "Remove my pants, slut."

    Hallie did as instructed, taking his underwear down as well.

    "Each of you gets to suck a ball. Each of you gets to taste a day's worth of sweat on your bull's sack. Take turns. Hallie, you go first."

    Alan watched his wife take Eddie's left testicle in her mouth. The smell was potent from a few feet away and it must have been overwhelming up close. She didn't hesitate, though, and she showed no signs of it being even slightly unpleasant to have him in her mouth. Instead, she sucked passionately while stroking his cock to an erection.

    "Your turn, cuckold," Eddie said.

    Alan moved closer. The smell of sweaty balls filled his nose. He parted his lips. He took the un-sucked testicle in his mouth. He ran his tongue over it. He sucked. He tasted sweat. He felt the blissful humiliation of sucking the sweaty testicle of the man that fucked his wife far more often than he did.

    "Open your mouth, Hallie."

    She parted her lips. Eddie directed his cock into her mouth and pushed it deep. She gagged as Alan sat back and watched, the taste of balls still on his tongue. Eddie held his cock in her throat as he looked down at her with a thrilling kind of aggression on his face.

    "Open up, cuck."

    Eddie's cock slid into Alan's mouth a moment later. It pushed against his throat. His eyes bulged. His stomach heaved. He nearly vomited. He held on, though, fighting off his gag reflex for the few seconds that Eddie held his cock there. Then he pulled out and slapped Alan across the face with his thick shaft.

    Eddie gripped his shaft and masturbated over their faces. "You know, if you're hungry for other cocks, I have friends I could share you with, Hallie. Friends that would love to use a beautiful, wealthy married woman, that would love to treat you like a slut, to fill you with cock, to fuck you hard, to cum on your pretty face or those perky tits of yours. I even have friends that would happily fuck you while your husband watched. Are you desperate enough for new dick that you want something like that, Hallie?"

    "If it would turn you on then I'd love to be shared with a friend of yours," she answered.

    Eddie smiled. "Play with your cunt."

    Hallie masturbated as the cock slid into Alan's throat. It happened so fast that he couldn't begin to control his gag reflex. He spit up. Saliva covered his chin. Eddie laughed while dick slapping him. Hallie moaned as the wet sounds of her masturbation filled the bedroom.

    "What about you, cuck? How would you feel if I shared your wife with a friend of mine?"

    "If it would make Hallie happy then it would make me happy," Alan answered.

    Eddie laughed. "Of course it would. You're the perfect couple in that way, aren't you?"

    They looked at each other and smiled. Hallie leaned in and kissed her husband, licking some of the saliva off his face in the process. She was generous with her tongue, too, probing his mouth and moaning while she did so.

    "I think I'll fuck you in your bed," Eddie said.

    He helped Hallie to her feet and they wound their way through the massive house and into the master bedroom. Alan followed and watched his wife crawl into the bed and wait on her hands and knees at the edge of the mattress.

    "Would you like to watch from beneath your wife, cuck?"

    "Yes, please."

    "Go ahead and get into position."

    Alan and Hallie arranged themselves into a 69 in the bed with his head nearly hanging over the edge. Eddie stripped fully, stepped up, and pushed his fingers into Hallie's pussy as his cock entered Alan's mouth. It was in his throat not long after and Eddie began to thrust slowly and deeply, filling Alan's mouth over and over, steeping him in both discomfort and a sense of service-based pleasure as he sucked on the cock that would soon be in his wife.

    Eddie pulled out and took Hallie from behind. She lowered her hips so her pussy was closer to Alan's face, immersing him in the experience of her body welcoming the cock of a superior man over and over and over again. Juices dripped onto his face as the sounds of Eddie's hips slamming into her ass filled his head. Every once in a while Eddie's balls would brush against his face, pushing Alan just a little deeper into the humiliation that was inherent to watching on the bottom of a cuckold 69.

    The sex was hard, fast, and passionate. Eddie pulled out every so often to fuck Alan's throat and slipped back into Hallie's pussy after a handful of deep thrusts. He used them both, pursuing pleasure with his cock while serving their needs, just as a good bull should.

    "Lick my clit, cuck!" Hallie demanded as she neared her climax.

    Alan lifted his head and extended his tongue. He licked his wife's clit furiously, flicking it back and forth as her legs began to tremble. Eddie fucked her harder and they came together, their moans and groans filling the air while Alan's cock remained untouched. Such was the fate of a cuckold, though, as Alan's pleasure often came not from an orgasm, but from the orgasms his wife and her superior lover experienced together.

    Eddie pulled out and fucked Alan's throat a little to clean his cock. Hallie then sat up and lowered her pussy onto his face, feeding him the load her bull had just deposited inside her while Eddie played with her tits and kissed her passionately.

    "Thank you for coming over," Hallie said to her bull as Alan's tongue probed her cunt. "Thank you for giving me what I needed, what only a man like you can give me."

    "You're welcome," he said. The sound of his hand smacking her ass reverberated around the room. "No more fooling around with unworthy men. You deserve better, Hallie. Much better. So does your cuck."

    "I know. I won't make that mistake again."

    Another round of sensual kissing followed as Alan fed on the cum in his wife's pussy. Slow, deep, beautiful kissing. The kind that you share with someone that makes you feel things no one else can make you feel.

    "Will you stay and fuck me again?" Hallie asked. "Maybe in the ass?"

    Eddie laughed. "I will. I want you to fuck your husband first, though. Ride his dick. Make him cum in your pussy. Feed him his load. Then he can go pick up dinner while I pound your ass."

    "With pleasure," Hallie said.

    Soon enough Alan was inside her. Less than a minute later, he was eating his cum out of her. She hadn't cum, of course, but Alan's cock wasn't meant for making her cum. That was Eddie's job.

    Alan just needed to be a good cuckold, and that was a job he was very well-suited to.

  
    He’s a Real Man. You’re Not.

    "What make sex with him so different?" you ask.

    "Do you really want to know?" your beautiful wife replies.

    Part of you doesn't want to know, because you suspect the answer will be painful. Another part of you desperately wants to know, though. That's the part of you that can't get enough of the pains and pleasures of cuckolding. "Yes, I want to know."

    She looks at you, smiles like she's enjoying an arousing memory of sex with him, and says, "He fucks me like a man. You don't."

    It's just a few words, and yet they pack a punch as you feel a potent kind of arousal swirl through your body.

    "You could watch, you know," she says. "You could actually see the difference. Would you like to do that? Would you like to watch my boyfriend fuck me?"

    You nod. There's nothing you'd enjoy more than watching your wife and her boyfriend fuck.

    ---

    "Is that new?" you ask as your wife steps out of the bedroom in a bra, panty, garter, and stockings set you've never seen before.

    "It is," she replied. "I like to look good for him."

    "You look great," you say. "You look...you look better than you ever have, honestly."

    She smiles. "This is how a woman dresses when she's with someone that fucks her like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. I want him to know that I appreciate how well he fucks me and how good he makes me feel. I want him to know that I put in the effort to make sure I look good - that I look fuckable - for him."

    "You're so fucking hot," you say.

    Your wife kisses you on the cheek and whispers, "Just you wait, darling. It's going to get so much hotter."

    Her bull arrives. She welcomes him to your home - it's not the first time he's been there, but it's the first time he's been there while you're home - and he gives you a quick nod and then walks with your wife to the bedroom. You follow like a good cuckold.

    "I've missed you," your wife says as she takes off his jacket and tosses it over the back of a chair. She unbuttons his shirt and runs her fingers over his muscular chest. "I've missed everything about you."

    He smiles as she takes his shirt off and then he puts a hand on her waist and effortlessly spins her around. He pulls her close and kisses her neck. She closes her eyes as his strong hands roam over her body. He touches her as he desires, slipping a hand into her bra to play with her big breasts and rubbing her pussy through her panties.

    You can't help but watch her face as he touches her. You witness the overwhelming pleasure she feels being in his grasp. You can see that she's already given herself over to him, that he's inspired that kind of intense, incredible desire in her with so little effort.

    "I've missed your touch," she says. "I've missed your strong hands. I've missed what it feels like to be in a man's arms."

    She reaches back and strokes his cock through his slacks. She moans, presumably because he's hard for her. You can see the bulge. You know he's throbbing with desire for your wife.

    "I've missed you," he says. "And so has my cock."

    Your wife smiles and spins around in his grasp. They kiss - in an intensely passionate way - as she loosens his belt and helps him out of his pants. His underwear fall to the floor a moment later and she takes his thick, throbbing cock in her hand and strokes him as his tongue slips into her mouth.

    Your wife smiles and then slowly kisses her way down his body until she's on her knees in front of him. She looks up at him and rests the tip of his cock against her lips. She kisses it softly, showering him with pleasure and moaning while she does it.

    "I've missed your cock," your wife says softly. "I dream about your cock."

    She takes him in her mouth. She offers a slow, worshipful blowjob. She reaches up to run her hands over his exceptionally muscular stomach and chest. There's no question he's physically superior to you and it's obvious that your wife finds it deeply pleasurable to be with such an exemplary version of a man.

    "Do you see it yet?" your wife asks as her hand moves up and down his spit-soaked shaft. "Do you see what I mean?"

    You nod. You haven't seen him fuck her yet, of course, but you see it. You know what she means when she says he fucks her like a man, because he's a prototypical version of a man in every way. He's tall. He's muscular. He's confident. He has no problem taking charge, and taking what he wants. He's so many things that you're not.

    Your wife stands up. She lowers her panties. They kiss as he picks her up and sets her in your bed. She spreads her legs for him. He crawls on top of her. His body seems to engulf her as they kiss. The muscles in his arms ripple as he holds himself up over her. She runs her hands down his back and moans. Her hand moves between his legs and she guides his cock inside her.

    Their bodies seem to meld as he fucks her. It's as if she was truly meant to be with him, meant to be fucked by him, meant to be filled by his big cock. You watch your wife wrap herself around him, making it seem as though she needs to be even closer to her boyfriend as he fills her pussy.

    He fucks her with power, but it's not overwhelming. Not in missionary. It's passionate while being vigorous. It's totally controlled, too. He uses his body like an instrument of pleasure because he's built it for that. He's not breathing heavily. There isn't even a hint of sweat on his forehead. It's like he was made to fuck. Unlike you, of course. You tend to get tired quickly. You tend to get a little bit sweaty. You're in decent shape, but you're not like him. He's a man. You're something less than that.

    He rolls onto his back and pulls your wife on top of him without his cock leaving her body. She has a delighted look on her face, as if she finds it thrilling that he can move her around like a ragdoll. She puts her hands on his muscular chest and immediately lifts her pussy off his cock until just the tip remains inside her. She sinks back down and quickly finds a rhythm, riding him in a way she's never ridden you while his strong hands explore her body. He grabs her ass. He plays with her tits. He even slips a finger in her mouth and she sucks it sensually while his dick fills her slick pussy.

    They both get worked up with her on top. Their moans fill your bedroom. Their bodies seem to work in sync, like they were absolutely meant to have sex. It's never quite felt like that with you. It's good, but it doesn't feel like it was destined to be.

    "I want you to take me from behind," she says with a lusty smile on her face. "I need it. I need you to fuck me hard."

    Your wife moves to her hands and knees. He moves behind her. He slips his cock into her pussy. He leans forward and grabs a handful of her hair. He pulls back and she moans in a way you're not sure you've ever heard her moan. She moans like she loves that moment where he's taken control.

    "Is this what you want?" he asks.

    "Yes," she says. "Fuck me." You can hear the desperation in her voice, like this is the moment she's been waiting for.

    He fucks her. It's hard and fast. His long, thick cock moves in and out of her with speed and grace. His body is like a machine meant to deliver pleasure to your wife, and he uses it well. He doesn't tire. Not one bit. He could keep this up all night.

    Your wife closes her eyes. Her mouth remains open, though, because she can't stop moaning. She loves this. She absolutely loves the way he's fucking her from behind. She loves that he's taken control, that he's fucking her like a man.

    You think of the times you've fucked her from behind. You think of how your cock kept slipping out of her and how your abs hurt after just a few minutes. You think of how you didn't think to try and seize any level of control, how you mostly just stared at the sight of your cock moving in and out of her pussy and thought it was exquisitely beautiful. You didn't fuck her like he's fucking her. He's giving her what she wants, what she needs. You just took what you wanted.

    Your wife grabs two handfuls of the bed sheets. Her chest is flushed red and her face is turning that same color. "I'm close. I'm so fucking close!"

    He fucks her harder. The sounds of sex are intensely loud in your bedroom. He's fucking her like a man. He's fucking her like she needs to be fucked and she's going to cum.

    "I'm cumming! I'm cumming!" she screams.

    He times his orgasm exceptionally well, burying his cock inside her after just a few more thrusts and unloading. She collapses onto the bed and he follows, keeping his cock in her pussy. He brushes her hair aside and kisses her neck, shoulder, and back. She smiles joyfully.

    "I love the way you fuck me," she says.

    He fucks her like a man. You see the difference now, and your dick is hard as a rock from watching. With any luck, she'll let you masturbate or give you a handjob. If not, you can absolutely close your eyes, picture what you just watched, and have a fantastic orgasm a little later, tomorrow, or any day in the future, because you just witnessed something beautiful.

  
    He’s Going to Cum in Your Wife. You’re Going to Clean It Up.

    You watch. You see his big cock slide in and out of your wife’s wet pussy. You listen. You hear the sounds of sex and her moans of pure bliss. You’re there in the hotel room as another man fucks your wife. It’s not the first time you’ve witnessed such pleasures. You’re a seasoned cuckold by now, but it’s the first time she’s had bareback sex with her bull. It’s the first time his cock has entered her perfect pussy without a barrier of latex between them.

    It’s also the first time you’re going to clean up a creampie. When he’s done, after he’s emptied his big balls into your wife’s cunt you’re going to crawl between her legs and lick up every salty drop as it leaks out of her. You’re going to eat another man’s cum out of your wife, cuckold, and you’re going to do it voluntarily. You’re going to do it gleefully. You’re going to be a good cum cleaning cuckold.

    The truth is, you’ve always fantasized about it. You just never had the courage to tell her about it, and with good reason. Some women, even those that cuckold their husbands, find the idea of creampie cleanup disgusting. Not your wife though. She loves it. She’s just as excited about your first time cleaning her as you are. The very idea of you between her legs, licking her bull’s hot cum out of her pussy is enough to get her wet.

    She was the one that coaxed the fantasy out of you. It was date night for your wife and her bull. You were helping her prepare. You were on your knees worshiping her freshly shaved pussy, getting it nice and wet for the man that would fuck her later that evening. She felt blissful with her loyal, loving cuckold husband going down on her and her bull soon to be inside her. She pulled your head out from between her legs and asked if you had any other fantasies.

    It was the hesitation that gave you away. If you had simply said no she would have let you get right back to licking her pussy. But you hesitated. Your eyes darted to the floor. You gave it away. That’s when she pulled you to the bed, yanked off your pants, and used the time-honored tradition of driving you crazy with lust to pull the truth out of you.

    “I want to know,” she whispered between nibbles on your ear lobe. “I want to know your dirty little fantasy. I want to know what could be so naughty that my cuckold husband would be embarrassed to share with me.” She continued to expertly stroke your cock. She’d long since mastered the art of turning you on without pleasuring you enough to make you cum. She played you like a fiddle.

    How were you supposed to resist? You tried your best, knowing that if she thought it was a disgusting notion your whole cuckolding adventure might come to an end. Eventually you cracked.

    She stopped stroking as your revelation set in, though her grip around your erection was still tight. Finally she spoke, saying “I think I like that idea. In fact, I think I love the idea of you cleaning his cum out of me. How deliciously naughty of you, honey. In fact, I like it so much I want you to go down on me right now.”

    Her bull didn’t need to be convinced to cum inside her. No man ever does. He was more than happy to fuck your wife bareback and fill her perfect pussy with a thick load of cum, especially if you were going to clean it out of her. 

    Now, two months after sharing your fantasy you’re about to live it. You’re about to become a creampie cleaning cuckold. You’re about to watch him spill his seed into her willing, waiting, soaking wet pussy. Your heart is pounding. Your cock is hard. You’ve been forbidden from masturbating until you’re done with your clean up duty, so you’re keeping your hands off it. You’re watching and waiting like a good cuckold.

    As your wife experiences yet another orgasm courtesy of her bull’s big cock he announces he’s on the verge of climax. In just a few moments his cum will fill her. Another man’s cum will be inside your beautiful wife, and it will be yours to eat when she’s ready to have you.

    He buries his cock inside her and you see his balls tighten and release as each shot of cum fills her. Over and over he squirts, and you remember your wife gleefully telling you how massive his loads are. You’re going to clean quite the big load for your first time.

    After he pulls out and departs for the bathroom your beautiful wife looks at you with a naughty smile on her face. “Come here, cuckold,” she says, beckoning you between her legs. “Clean me up.” Those are the words you’ve been fantasizing about for years. She’s just invited you to clean up her cum-filled pussy. She’s invited you to fully embrace being a cuckold and eat another man’s semen out of her.

    You don’t hesitate. You confidently move between her legs until you’re inches from his cum. Some of it is already dripping out of her. It looks thick and creamy and you can’t help but extend your tongue. Most men would recoil if they were that close to strange cum, but you’re not like most men. You’re a proud cuckold and there’s nothing you’d rather be doing right now.

    “Clean me up, cuckold,” your wife says as she runs her delicate fingers through your hair. She applies gentle pressure to the back of your head, pulling you closer until you can taste his cum on your extended tongue.

    It’s thick and slippery as you lick it up. You cradle the first dollop of his cum on your tongue and savor the saltiness. There’s just a hint of sweetness too, like those times you tasted your own precum. You look at your wife and she says, “Swallow it for me, cuckold. Swallow his cum like a good boy.” Your cock throbs as you do what she says and swallow another man’s cum for the first time. It coats the back of your tongue and your throat on the way down. Now your whole mouth is filled with the taste of his cum. 

    “Good boy,” your wife says as she continues to rub your hair. Her touch is soothing and sensual and serves as a reminder of just how much she loves you. After the nerves of the first taste have cleared you dive into cleaning the cum out of her pussy. You lick around her slit, suck everything you can off her labia, and push your tongue as deep into her pussy as you can manage. Every touch brings the yummy taste of cum to your tongue and it makes your dick delightfully stiff to be such a naughty cum-loving husband.

    When you look up at your wife again you can feel the messy wetness of his cum and her juices all over your face. She smiles as brightly as she ever has and says, “Look at you. You’re a mess. Come here.”

    You share cum-flavored kisses with your wife as she pulls your body tight against hers. She licks his juices off your face and slips her tongue into your mouth, making sure you get every last drop of the creampie he left inside her. Now that you’ve become a cum cleaning cuckold, you’ll be doing this a lot more often. Lucky you.

  